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THREE-HALFPENCE

A Story of School Life and Detective Adventure at St. Frank’s College,

introducing NELSON

LEE, NIPPER, and the Boys of St. Frank's..

By the Author of ‘‘The Fury of Thunder Rapids,” ‘ His House in
Disorder,” ‘‘The Mystery Footballer,” and many other Stirring Tales.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.

THE DISGUISE EXTERT.

HUD! DBang' Crash! .

I Walter Church was hardly enjoy-
ing himself. He had merely mado
his oxit from Study D), in the Re-

movo pussage at St. Franks. He had
been greatly assisled in this operation by
tho application of Handforth's boot.

. And he landed in the passage in such
a position that his feelt were where one
would have supposed his head to be. He
collapsed in a heap, rolled over, and pro-
ceeded to make an observation.

““ Yow—vyaroooh!” he roared.

“ That's for being clever!” said Hand-
forth tartly.

“ Yow! You—you awlul bounder!”
hootedd Church. * I'm half dead! You—
vou've broken my spine, I believe!”

“If you think I'm going to have any
of your rot, yvou've made a ULloomer'”
aaid Handforth. ¢ You don't come back
into Study D until you apologise.”’

Church struggled to his fect.

Bift!

Handforth was not looking for any-
thing of that sort. DBut Church's fist
shot out with exiraordinary power.
Handforth caught it nicely upon his nose,
and his head went back with a jerk.

Crash'!

‘““ Unforlunately, Handforth was quite
near to the door, and his hend tried to
burst its way through one of the panels.
Failing to do this, it caused the door to
fly opan, and Handforth landed in the

contre of the Study on his back. Mec-
Clure regarded him calmly. :

““No need to be in such a hurry,” he
remarked. *° You always were such an
onergetic chap, Handy.”

Handforth, roaring inarticulate threats,
strugglod to his feet, and charged out
into the passage like a raging bull. If
he expected to find Church he was
doomed to disappointment. Church, liko
a wise youlh, had made himself scarce.

* You—you rotier!”" bellowed Hand-
forth. “I wanted to ]nm(:h you Iinto a
F‘ullp! By George! When I catch him

Handforth didn’t wait to say what he'd
do. He tore down the passage, and
didn’t pause for a second as he swung
round the bend into the lobby. The
next moment there was a violent colli-
ston. Handforth went one way, a pile
of books hil the ceiling. a mortar-board
slithered along thoe floor, and My
Crowell neatly turned a  somersault.
although this was quite an unrchearsed
offecl.

Handforth sat up and gave a horrificd
gasp.

“ Oh,
faintly.

Hiz first impulse was to fly. His sccond
impulse was (o remain on_the spot, for
he had just observed that Mr. Crowell
had alrcady recognised him. Flight,
therefore, was quite unnecessary. It was
just as well, perhaps, that retribulion
should fall at once.

Handforth sprang up and rushed to
¥r. Crowell’s assistance.

my gooducss!" he panled
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“T'm awfully sorry, sir—] was in a
frightful hurry, sir!’ said Handforth
rapidly. ‘‘ Let me help you up, sir!”

Handforth never could learn to be
ontle. His method of helping Mr.
‘rowell up was to seize the Form-master
under the armpits and yank him into
the air as though he had been a sack of
coal. Mr. Crowell staggered back and
tried hard to recover his breath.

** How—how dare you!”’ he thundered.
‘ Handforth, you have assaulted me In
the mosl outrageous fashion!"

“I—I didn’t sece you, sir!’ gasped
Handforth. - '

‘“ You have absolutely no right to come
charging round the corner at such a
headlong speed!’ shouted Mr. Crowell
furiously. ‘I have half 2 mind to take
. you to the Headmaster's study at once,
%0 that you may be soundly flogged!”

“ Bul—but accidents can’t be helped,?’
protested Handforth. ‘ You—you sece, I
camo round the passage, and directly I
spotied you I tried to pull up. But it
wouldn't happen, and you were rushing
along, too—" -

“T was walking quite sedately, Hand-
forth!” roared Mr. Crowell. ‘*“ How dare
you say that I was rushing! Please un-
derstand that I never rush dbout the
"Ancient House. It secems that you are
the only one who——"

“ I was chasing Church, sir!”’ Protaated
Handy. ‘““I couldn’t help it it Church
dashed nway. could I?”

Mr. Crowell looked at Handforth
grimly.

“] am glad you have told me this,
Handforth,” he said. ‘‘ So you were
chasing Church, were you? That means,
I suppos2, that you were bullying him?
You don’t seem to realise, my boy, that
you are continually bullying your Form
companions. I have warned you about
this before.”

““ Bullying "' said Handforth faintly.
“ Why, I always punch every bully on
the nose!”’

. ““Then it 1s higg
our own nose, Handforth!’ snapped
Mr. Crowell. “T1 distinctly heard some
exiraordinary noises a few moments ago ;
and I was, 1n fact. on my way to in-
vestigate them, feeling quite certain my
quest would end at Study D. What did
you do to Church to make him cry out
in that way?’

“ Nothing, sir,” declared Handforth.

““ Nothing ot all?’

‘“ Not a thing!" said Handforth. ‘‘ He

lime you punched

cheocked me, sir, and I never stand that
sort of thing. So I punched him on the
nose !’

‘““ Is that what you call nothing?’ de-
manded Mr. Crowell curtly.

“ Well, it was hardly anything, sir,”
said Handforth. “ Then I todk hold of
him, opened the study door, and kicked
him1 out into the passage!"

““ Good gracious nle!”

“It wasn’t my fault that he fell on
his head,”” went on Handforth, in an
aggrieved tone. ‘“ And how could ? help
it when he caught his left ear against my
fist? I didn’t -do anything! And then
after that he had tho nerve o tumn
round and punch me on the nose!”

*Mr. Crowell stared.

“] am amazed (o hear that Church
had cenough strength _to -do anything so
formidable !’ ho exclaimed. ¢ f'am seri-
ously afraid that the unfortunate Church
will be confined to the sanatorium [or
several days. If that boy is really hurt,
Handforth, you will receive a public

flogging, and probably expulsion!”
Handforth’s knees shook bencath him.

‘“ The—the sack, sir!” he ‘gasped.
‘“ But—but Why, look there!”

‘“ Gracious goodness!’ said Mr. Cro-
well, staggering.

Handforth had ended up in a ternfie
roar with his faco about twelve inches
away from the IForm-master’s ear. And
Mr. Crowell, positively deafened,
clutched at the wall for support.

Handforth vaguely wondered why Mr.
Crowell had turned faint, and he rushed
down the passage and scized Church,
who had just appeared in view. The
arrival of Chureh, in fact, had been the
rocason for Handforth’s bellow.

Church was hardly himself.

At first sight it appeared that he was
wearing a (ﬁs uise. His nose, to begin
with, wore a horribly close resemblance
to one of those false noses which are
worn at children’s parties. It was twice
(the size of an ordinary nose, violently
red, and fearfully puiffy. His left gar
stood out at an anglo from his head, and
in some uliar way it seemed to have
been inflaled. In ordinary schoolboy
lunquage it was what is commonly known
as * thick.”” Church was smothered with
dust from head lo foot, his tie was hang-
ing down his back, and a formidable
rent in his waistcoat bore testimony .to
tho fact that the wars through which he
had passed had been of a violent nature.
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“ You—you rotter!" hissed Handforth, | dred lines, Handforth for kndiking me

thoughtlessly placing his mouth close to
the swollen ear. *‘I shall get the sack
for this, and it was all your faull. For
goodness’ sake get me out of it!”

Mr. Crowell came striding down the
passage with a grim (read.

‘““ Heaven help the boy!’ he ejacu-
lated, in horror. *‘ Church, what is the
mennini of this? Have you been at-
tacked by hooligans? Or is il simply Lhe
result of IHandforth's doing—er—nothing
o you?"’ _

Church tried to pull himself tagether.

“ It—it’s all right, sir,”” he said. ““ Il's
nothing at all.”

‘* Have you any complaint {0 make
against Handforth?"

“ Nunno, sir.”’

‘“Dear me! You do not wish {o have
him punished for treating you in this
ruffianly way?'' demanded the Form-
masler,

Church made. a supreme effort.

““ But—but Handforth didn'lt do
sir,”’ he declared.

“ What!"' shouled Mr. Crowell.

it,

*“There you are!” said Handforth
triumphantly.
‘“ Silence!’ thundered Mr. Crowell.

¢ Now, Church, tell me how you came
by these ghastly injuries?”’

“It--it was an accident, sir,”’ said
Church loyally. ' We—we had a litlle
argument. Handforth gave me a tap,
and I bunked out of the study. But~—
bul I must have tripped up. or some-
thing. and I fell out into the passage.
That's all, sir.”’

““How do you account for your nose
being treble its normal size”’ snapped
Mr. Crowell. - '

“Perhaps I foll on it, sir,”" faltored
Church. ““ I—I don’'t scem to remember
properly. I—I think I was a bit

dazed !

“1 am not at all surprised to hear!

thal,”’ said Crowell tartly. * I can quite
understand that I shall never get to the
bottom of this affair, but I have my
“suspicions, however. Do you soriously
tell me that you have ne complaint (o
make against Handforth?”

** None at all, sir.”

Mr. Crowell looked very disappointed.
_ ““In that case I cannot inflict any pun-
-1shment, although I am convinced that
Handforlh desorves it,”’ said Mr. Crowell.
¢ However, you will write mo five hun-

i

down!"' .
Ancd Mr. Crowell strode off, with his

nose in the air. The very instant he
turned round the corner Handforth
turned upon Church with a ferocious
glare.

“ You—you rotter!” he hissed.

“ What?"' gasped Church faintly.

“I'm going to smash you to a pulp
for ‘Yunc ung me on the nose!” said
Handforth grimly.

“ But—but I just saved you from be-
ing flogged an((] sackod !’ said Church,
aniing for breath. ‘I say, Handy,
ol's cry quits. You’ve got the best of
it, anyway. I can’t see anything in front

of me with this blessed nose of mine!”
Handforth suddenly softened.

“I'm not thoa chap to kecop up =n
quarrel,”’ he said pir_.mfl'lv, placing his arm
round Church’s shoulder. * That’s all
right, old son. L;t’s go back to Study D.
I'm frightfully sorry about your hoso.
I didn’t mean to punch it like that, yov
know.”

" They walked a few paces, and then
Handtorth stopped.

“But if I have any more of your rot
I'll pulverise you!' he said ominously.
“You'd belter understand that—
My hat! What's happened Lo your ear?"”’

Handforth stared at Church's ear as
though he’d only just noliced it.

“Oh, T trod on it!"” said Church
sarcastically.

“You—you silly ass!” ejaculated
Handforth. ‘ How on earth did you do
thut”? A chap canp’'t tread on his own
ear!’

Handforth always took evervlhing

literally—sarcasm was lost upon him.
And he certainly did not seem 1o realiso
that he had inflicted the injury himself.
He was always like this, and Church
made allowances for him. - |

They arrived bnck in Study D, and
found that it was ompty. "At least, it ap-
pecared to be at first. Aftor a moment
or two. however, McClure ecautiously
appeared from beneath the table.

“What the dickens are you doing
under thero?” demanded Handforth.

“I—I dropped something.”’ said
McClure lamely. ““ Is 1t all clear?’ he
added, to a whisper (o Church.

‘““ Yo3, he's sane again now,"”
Church. :

“IBh?”’ said FHandforth, turning.
“ What's that?"”

muttered
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“ For goodness’ sake don’t start all
over again!’ groancd Church, sinking
into a chair. * And all this needn’t have
happened—it was simply wasted eflort.
It’s a pity we can’t have a bit more pence
in this study.”

“ Well, I haven't upset it,”” said Hand-
forth.

““ You haven'L?”’

“ Of course not,” said Handy. ' You
fellows will argue, and you know jolly
well I'm a bit hasty. I admit it—it’s my
nature. I can’t hefp that, I suppose, you
silly asses!” |

‘““ Oh, we make allowances,”” said Mec-
Clure, condescending.

Handforth grunted.

““The main thing that causes trouble
i Lhis study is your attitude lowards
me,” he went on. ‘ You both know
that I've got more brains in my little
fingor Lhan you've got in your whole
riddy bodies! Thal's where it comes in.
‘on’re jealous—you know I'm clever,
and you 1know you're dense!”

Church and McClure held themselves
back with difliculty.

'T'hey satd nothing.

‘““ So you're always arguing and squab-
vl.ag,”’ went on Hnndfor!trh. “ What
were we talking about before I chucked
you out of the study, Church?" -

““ Oh. I don’t know.”

- Church didn’t want the subject to be
revived, for it was very. likely thai more
trouble would be caused. 1t would be
far better to let the whole matter drop.
But Handforth was not inclined to let it

drop..

‘““ Haven't you got any memory?"’ he
demanded.
about

“*Weo were llking detective
stories and disguises,”” said McClure.
* Bul we (!011'!. want to conlinue the dis-
russion-—"’ | :

“ Yes, we do,” interrupted Handforth.
*You told me that my ideas were all
offaide, and that I was practically en
idiot. 1o you think I'm going to stand
that sort of thing? Not likely "’

*“ Oh, give us a rest,”” groaned Church.

*“1 want to hear all that again,’’ said
Handforth. ‘“ You were reading a de-
tective story, Church, and you made
some remark about a chap not being
able to disguise himself. That's. what
you said, isn't iL?"’

Church was drawn into the argument
again,

““Yes, I did say it,”” he replied. “Ii's
true cnough, 100.” - ' ' -

i I{Otv !ll .

‘“ There you are, we can't say 8. giddy
word without you calling it rot,”’ snapped
Church.: *“ I suppose we'ro entitled to
our opinions?’ -

Handforth smiled pityingly.

‘““ Well, perhaps you are,”’ he agreed.
““And I'll just tell you what. Just for
1his once I"‘l let you say what rou like.
You can air your views as much as you
hke, and I promise I won't get angry
or violent. - How's that?”

““T should think there’s been enough
violence already,”” . replied Churoh.
“The thing I sncered al was the way
these fclion deteclives disguise them-
selves and spoof cvcrybodx—evcn their
own friends. They simply put on a
false noso and a false wig, ans they go
about without being discovered.” '

‘“ Well, that’s quite feasible,” said
Haundforth, '

‘“ Perhaps so, in a detective story.”

“But not in real hfe?”

" “0Of course not,”” said Church
promptly. “A man can't do that sort
of thing in rcal life. Anyone with dn
ounce of common senso can see that. It
sounds all right in a story, but when it
comnes to the actual thing—well, 1t's a
d:fferent matter. For example, sup-
posing I disguise myself, _do you think
you wouldn’t seo through me?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Hand(orth.

“ What's tho matter now?”’

* Nothing; only it’s a dead certainly
that we should see through you.’” yelled
Haundforth. “ You’re not a detective,
my son, and you wouldn’t be able to
wear tho disguise properly. That’s just
whore it comes in. If you get an ex-
perl on the job he does the thing as 1t
ought to be done.”

Church sighed. .

“ Well, let’s give it up,” he said.
“I'm fed up with Lthis duscussion, any-
way. And I still maintain that nobody
in real life could disguise themselves so

‘completely that they'd spoof their own

friends.”
“Piffle!” said Handforth.

‘“ All right, you have your own idea,”
reterted Church. ‘“ It doesn’t matter to
me. - The thing’s never going {o bhe
proved, anyway. Let's change the sub-
ject. Iet's talk about football, or box
mg.’” S ‘
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Handforth was sitting quite still; with
a peculiar expression on his face, Then
he gazed at his chums strangely.

*“We'll see!” he remarked darkly.

CEFL??

“ What?”

“We'll see,” repeated Handforth,
“By George, I'vo got a wheeze—I—I]
mean we'll diemiss  the subject,”” he
added hastily.
it mattor? Thoe thing can never be
proved!”

But both Church and McClure had
an idea that Handforth had hit upon
one of his marvellous brain waves; and,
inwardly, they groaned.

'I"rouble of some kind was looming
up!

CHAPTER 1L
A RIFT IN TIIE LUTE.

H, well kicked!”
O Toh it e
“That's the style, old son!"
Littlo Side rang with shouts.
It was notl a football match, but merely
practice. The leading lights of the
junior ' football eleven were disporting
themselves in front of goal, and over the
field generally.

I was there, of course, being captain
of the team. DBut Reginald Pitt, of the
- Remove, was still maintaining that
wonderful form which had been 0
noliceable of late. e was, in fact,
doing extraordinary things. .

Since the commencement of this term
Pitt had shone brillianily as a wing for-
ward. His place in the ficld was out-
side right, and he played a game such
as 15 seldom seen in school f[ootball.

His passing was perfection itself, his
spoed astonishing, and never for a
moment did he lose control of the ball.
And Pitt was iricky, too; so tricky that
any backs or half-backs opposing him
were always at sea. They never knew
what Pitl was going to do next.

Heo could be marked and watched. but
ho always eluded all enemies. With an
agility that was somewhat uncanny, this
wonderful winger generally managed to
take the ball right up the field, and
then send over a perfeclly placed coentre.
Jt was only on very rarc occasions that
Pitt misjudged a kicks '

And this evening he was quite. up to
his bost form. He was enjoying himsel{

i

‘“ After all, what does’
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hugdly, too, and the juniors round tho
ropes were enthusiasl’c,  And so were
the members of the Eleven.

“Jt's a dead certain win for us on

| Saturday,” declared Jack Grey, as he

strolled up to me.

“Rather,”” I agreed. “ Weo're play-
ing Rodcliffe—a hot team, but with Ditt
on our righl wing we're bound to win.
It’s really asionishing what strength a.
perfect winger will give 1o a side.”

‘' Rather,” agreed Grey. -‘‘ After all,
the wing men are the most important
men on the field. Without ’em tho in-
side-forward can’t hope to do much. It’s
the duty of the inside men to take
prompt advantage ¢f the centres which
are passed over by the outside-for-
wards.” -

“I know all aboul thal, you ass; you
needn’l toach me how to play [ootball.
By Jove! I'm looking forward to that
match on Saturday. We've been
whacked by Redcliffe many a time. but
I..III'S' season we won't give them a look
in.

Reginald Pilt strolled over, beaming
with sheer health and good spirits.

“ Well dono, old man,”” I said approv-
ingly. “ If you play like that on Salur-
day afternoon we ought to whack Red-
cliffe by about six goals to nil.”

“Abruptly. Pilt’s expression changed.

“Yes, I suppose we ought,”” he said
slowly.

‘““You look downcast,” I said, eveing
him curiously.

“Do I?’

“Yes. What's the matter®”’

“ Oh, nothing—nothing at all

Pitt half turned away, and stared out
across the playing fields. Saturday
afternoon! The malch was with Redcliffe
(oilcge. and all the fellows were abso-
Jutely rvelying upom him to play the
game of s life!

Pitt felt downcast and troubled. All
his jovial spirits left him. Tor he knew
that it would be impossible for him lo
much a3 he
For something elso

play againsl Redcliffe,
wanled to do so.
was 1n lhe wind.

Pitt walked off by himself, and Jack
Grey and I looked after lum queerly.
Ho was not his usual sell. |

“Blessed if T can understand tho
chap,” said Grey.

*“'No, he’s di%'eronf." I agroed.
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“And- he won’t tell me anything,”
went on Jack, with a frown. '‘ We've
always been the best of pals, and we’ve
never had any secrets from one an-
other. Yect, cver since he came back
from his holidays, he’s been like this.
H> simply told me that he was worried
about some family troubles.”

I nodded.

“Yes, that’s right enough,”” I said.

“Why, do you know anything about
it 7" |

* Only Lhat he’s had a little worry
about his ‘pater and mater,”’ I replied
vaguely. ‘“In any case, Groy, it's not

my business. But I certainly can'’t
understand why he should look glum
hke that’ when we mentioned the Red-
cliffe matel.”

‘“*No, that’s jolly mysterious.”

“Pitt’s always been himszelf when play-
ing football,”” I continued. '‘ He’a for-
gotten his (roubles and everything. 1
should think ho would be terrifically
pleased at the thought of playing
sgainst Redcliffe College.”

‘“And yet, as soon as you mentioned
it, his face simply dropped,” said Jack.
“T'm going to ﬂa\'e a2 talk with him
wlen we get in.”

Meanwhile, Pitt was strolling away
across the field by himself, leaving the

other fellows to go on practising with--

out him. For thet mention of Satlurday
afternoon’s match had set lum into a
deep train of thought.

“What the dickens shall T do?"” he
muttered. “I'm jolly well afraid to
mention the matter to Nipper. What
will ho say when I tell him that T can’t
Play against Redcliffe? My hat! He'll
iave a fit!"’ :

Pitt was very concerned.

He wanted to play for his school—but
yet hoe couldn’t!

And the rcason, after all, was quite
simple. For Roginald Pitt, the out-
side-right of the St. Frank’s Junior
Tleven. had fixed matlers up to pla
rezularly for the DBannington Football
Club! - .

On the [ace of it this seemed an extra-
ordinary thing, but it was feasible
enough. Pitt had become acquainted
with a member of the IPTOIQSSiOTIﬂl leam,
a very pleasant young fellow named Tom
Howard. And L+ had visited the Ban-
ninglon ground just casually one even-
ing. and discovered that a practice

match was about lo etart.  Pitt "had
played. in that match. '
His performance filled Mir. Page, the

manager, wilh amazement.

As a direct result, he was asked.tio
help the DBannington Reserves in their
Wednesday afternoon match. Pitt had
not only ielped, but he had won the
match the Sccond

Eleven,.

" His play had stood out above the play

of "all the professionals; he had put up
an amazingly good show,

And Mr, Page, a man of impulse—a
man who believed in quick action—had
officred Pitt the chanco of playing in the
regular League games—with the First
Illeven: The idea of such a thing
thrilled Pitt through and through, and
he had consented—without much thought
at the time.

But now he was beginning to find out
that it was not so easy. '

What would he do about the school
matiches? He couldn't be playing for Ban-
nington and the: school at the same
lime—that was certain. And he was .
facod with a very d:fficult problem. It
was as much as ha could do to think the
thing out properly without becoming
confused.

It would seem that his dutly was to for-
tsake tho Bannington match and play
for the school. DBut in his heart Pitt
knew that his duty lay in the opposile
dircction. He must play for thé profes-
stonal club!

And why?

Because it was Pitt’s duty to think of .
his own parents before even his schoal!

And that is exactly what this
amounted to. In accepting Mr. Page's
offecr, Piit had been thinking only of
his parents. They were in low water—
terribly low water., Pitt nearly cried
when 1‘:0 thought about it. ‘

Ho had come back from his holiday
trip to find that a scoundrelly financier
had ruined hie father. Pitt had re-
turned to his homme, only to discover
that it was n the possession of a
siranger.

And his father and molher were living
in lodgings in. Fulham! -

It was a torrible blow for the lad. -And
it had been made heavier when he dis-
covered thai his parents were penniless:
'The blow which had descended upon
them had been‘'one of the heaviest poss

for Bannington
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sible character. My. Titt had not only
lost his forlune, his position in the Crty,
but he had lost his home also. He had
been driven out by his rival, Mr. Simon
Roepe. | |

And Pitl learned. to his consternation
and dismay, (hat his people were practi-
cnlly devoid of all means of sustenance.
Higs [ather had no work, and it was an
oxtremely difficult mpatter for a middle-
aged man—a man who had been in a
groat position in the cily for thirty years
—to obtain employment. For Mr. Pitt
would never go to any of his formes
friends. 'T'his blow had fallen, and he
and Reginaid’s mother were suffering
in silence and seclusion.

Pitt had refused to o back to St.
I'rank’s at first. DBut his fabher had ex-
plained that all the fees were paid. It
was impossiblo to get this money back,
and it would be better all roynd if Pitt
went to St. Frank’'s as though nothin
had occurred. Those fees had been pati
before the crash had come. Therelore,
why shouldn't the junior take advantago
of the facl?

At last Pitt had seen the reason in his
father’'s advice. And he had ecome to
St. Feank’s as of old. But he was a
changed Reginald Pitt. The worry
which hung over his mind robbed him of
his usual cheerfulness, and practically
all tho fellows in the Remove were aware
that something was wrong.

Pitt's chief thought had been onec of
desperation. What could he do—how
could he help his parents? He had folt
mean and contemplible in eating the
school food when he remembered that
lus own father and mother were possibly
going hungry.

Then lied come this chance.

With both _hands Pitt had seized it.
It was in his power to plav for the
League—to play for the Bannington
Football Club. And, in return for his
services, the club would pay him the
sum of six pounds per week—six pounds
for a game!

Pitt was absolutely slaggered.
hadn’t been able to believe his ears at
the time. The fact was, he couldn't
quite renlise that he was worth such &
sum to-the club. But he was.

Bannington was going all out for pro-
motlion this season 1t seemed. It was an
cnergelic, progressive club, and this was
its first year in first-class League foot-
ball. And all the directors, the players,

He

1 dullah.”

! Eiyptmn

| Abdullah.
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{ne manager, Lhe trainer—they were ‘all
bent upon securing promolion into a
higher division. )

And. in order to achicve this worthy
object they would have to win their
matches consistently—particularly the
home malches. And Mr. Page had con-
sidered it well worth the risk to engage
Pitt.

Some of the directors had been stag-
gered when they heard of tho manager's
decision. They could not realise that tha
inclusion of a schoolboy in the teain
would have a good effect. It was their
opinion that Pitt would let the team
down.

But, 1n reply to all criticism, Mr. Pago
inviled the sceptical ones to be in the
grand stand on the Saturday afternoon.
If Reginald Pitt did not show up well, he
would be dispensed with. But Mr. Page
was convinced in his own mind that Pits
would surprise the natives. '

The junior’s cheeks glowed as he
thought .of the honour which had been
bestowed upon him. For, undoubtedly.
it was an honour. Such a thing had
hardly ever occurred in League football.
And he was declermined to use every
effort to make good for his side.

Nuturally, it was impossible for a St.
Frank’s boy to play 1n a professional
match openly. If the news of this
reached the Headmaster’s ears—well,
Pitt would promptly be forbidden {o ap-
pear again. ‘

And so a simple expedient had been
decided upon.

It is really aslomishing how insignifi.
cant little matters will develop into Turgo
ones. At first, this thing had been a
mere joko. Pitt had played in the re-
serve match for fun, and the captlain of
the toam had suggested that he should
use some brown stain, and his name on
the programme was put down as “ Ab-
lah.” It had been considered quile
a rich joke.

This little deception had been worked
for one occasion only—bult now, of
course, it had to be kept up.

Abdullah to start with—Abduliah all
the time! '

That was the only possible way. Pitt
had appeared in public as the mysterious
) footballer. The public had
taken to him with open arms. And so
it wos necessary Lo keep the thing gong.

In future, Reginald Pitt would be
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And he was, in honowxr bound, com-
pelled to play for the Bannington Club
on Saturday. A further inducement was
the six pounds that he would reccive—
the six pounds that he would be able to
send to his parents,

He was not keeping this secrel from
Lhem. - '

His father knew all about it, and had
approved. For, after all, there wus
nothing dishonourable or ci:sgracefu] n

the junior playing the hea]thﬁ' game ol
football for a professional club. And if
ho could do it without exposing humself

io any trcuble, why shouldn’t he?

Certainly Mr. Pitt did not like the
idea of accepting money from his youth-
ful son. But he was greatly impressed
by the splendid spirit which Reginald
rvn.s-s!mwmg. He was very proud of the
boy. -

He didn't tell Pitt so, but he meant
Lo keep all this money, and 1o put it by.
‘No doubt he would be compelled to use
‘most of it now, but, later on, when
things got betler, every peuny of it
ghould go o the junior.

“T'm jiggered if I know what to do,’”’
mullercd Pitt, as he walked slowly about
.Little Side. ‘' I simply must play in this
match—and yet it clashes with the Red.
cliffie malch. But how can I get out of
it—by telling lies? That’s one way, but
it wouldn’l do. I'm not going to involve
myself in a tunele of lies over this buasi.-
ress. There must be some other way.”

He wondered what kind of excuse he
could make—how he would be able to
Fet away for the afternoon. And, finally,
1¢ decided that there was only ono pos-
stble way out of the problem.

He wouldn’t be watched, and, directl
after dinner he would have to sli oﬂq
When the time came for the Redeliflc
match Lo starl, he would be missing.
There would be trouble later, of course,
but ho would have to face the fellows’
wrath. . |

Certainly he couldn’t explain.

Under no circumstances could he say
that he was pIayinF for a professional
club so that he could get money to send
to his parents. He couldn’t tell that
even to his own study-mates—his closest
friends. It was a secret which would
have to be kept locked in his own
bosom.

The whole position waa rather un.
comfortable, and-Pitt felt that he would
be letting down St. Frank’s. But he
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had Lo choose the lesser of two evils.
And he considered that it wos better t

let St. IYrank’s down than his own
parents. He owed more to them than he
did to the school.

And then came a very welcome sur-
prise for Piit.

A telegraph boy appeared at the Ente-
way which led from the pleying helds
into Lthe Triangle. ¥ spolted him just as
Pitt was strolling up. And then we both
noliced that the telegraph boy .was
coming {owards me.

“For you, Master Nipper,” said the
boy.

“Oh!"' I gaid. *“ A wire for me? I
wasn’t expecting one.’’

I took it rather curiously, and tore 1t
cpen, and read the words upon the pale
pink form.

“ Well,
blankly. .

““ Bad news?”’ asked Pitt with concern.

“Yes, jolly bad!’ I replied grimly.
“It’s all right, kid, you needn’t wait.”

The . telegraph boy went off, and I
found myself surrounded by a little knot
of juniors. They were filled with the
curosity of youth. o

“ What’s the Lrouble, Nippor?’

‘“ Anything particularly awful?”

“ Ghastly !”’ {)replied. with set lips.

I'm blcssed!” I ejaculaled

“I'm sorry!”. said De Valerie.
‘‘ Somebody dead?’ '
‘““A wmurder, perhaps?’’' suggested
Hubbard.

“ Oh, don't talk rot!” T said. ‘‘This
i3 from Lexton, the skipper of Redecliffe
Juniors. The rotters aren’t coming
over on Saturday.”

“ What?"
“ Not coming over?’ shouled DPitt
erly.

looked al him in surprize.

cd

“You scem quite glad!” I egaid
bluntly. '
“Glad? I—I—" Piit hesatated,

“Nunno! T'm not glad!
Juck, 1sn’t 1L?
at all 7’ .

“ Doesn’t seem like it,”" I replied.

“ But why nol?’ demanded a dozen
voices.

“T don't know—listen,” I said.
“This 15 how the wire goes: ‘ Sorry,
can't come Saturday. Please alter fix-
{ure to Wednesday next week. Explain-
ing by letter.—Lexton.” That's what tho
bounder saya.” '

“ Well, I'm blessed I’*

It—it’s rough
Won’t there be a match
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“ We're dished out of the malch,
Lhen?”

“ Rolten !’ . -

“ No, we’'re not dished out of i1t.”” 1
said. ‘‘ It's postponed till Wednesday.
that’s all. I expert Lexlon sent this wire
‘because he thought we might be making
other arrangement: for, Wednesday.
T.et’s hope il rains on Saturday—then we
shan't feel disappointed.”

“So wo sha'n't have a match at.all?”
asked Pitl carclessly.

‘“ No—unless -we get up a scratch
affair.”
. Oh, we don’t want to do that,” said
Pitt anickly. “ I voto we take tho afier-
noon off, and give Redcliffe a_jolly good
whacking on g“"ednesda_v. It's disap-

I:)oinl.imz. but these things can’t be
elped.” |

Pitt strollad off, and I looked after him
with a very thoughtful expression on my
face. He had tried to pnss it off, but
I knew well enough that he was greatly
reiteved by the arrival of this telegram.
For some wunaccountable reason Pitt
didn’t want to play on Saturday.

__And this was totaliy opposed to all my
ideas.

I knew that he was worried about #his
people—I knew that they had becn
turned out of Lheir home by Simon Raspe
—I was, in faci, the only fellow i1n the
school who did know it.

But Pitt had always taken keen joy
in playing football. The great game
had given him rélief from his worry—it
had made him forget. And he had
enlered into it with enthusiasm—he had
looked forward keenly to playing in the
school matches.

Why, therefore, was he so pleased by

the knowledgo Lhat our fixture for Satur-
day was cancelled—or, rather, post-
poned?
-~ Not being in possassion of the facts at
the Limeo, I was greatly puzzled. -Pitt
weni. off, his heart beating rapidly with
relief. He had never expected anything
so salisfactory as this. :

‘“Great!” he murmured to himsell.
“By Jove! What a ripping picece of
luck !"’

The more he thought aboul it the more
he exalted. He would be able to play
in the professional match on Saturday,
and he would be able to play for the
school against Redcliffe on Wednesday.
Nothing could have been betler than
this. He would play in both games.
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Bannington was playing Helinford
Unitad-—a team that had been in the
League for many seasons—a strong, well-
established, - reliant club. In football
circlea it was, generally supposed that
Helmford ‘United would beat Banning-
ton on their own ground. And the home

side, in consequence, was determined to
capture both the points.

On the week following, in ‘the usual
way of Lcague football, the return match
would be played—at Helmford. Pitt
would bo required to play in this match
if he could possibly do.te:o_ trip without
arousing any suspicions., And he cer-
tainly thought that he could do so.

He went indoors, changed into Etons,
and made his way to Study E. He wus
fecling more cheerful than he had felt
the whole day long. And when. he
entered the study he found that Jack
Grey was already there,

‘“Huallo! Here you are'!™ said Jack.
“I was wondering where you had got

to, Reggie. Pretty rotten news [rom
Redcliffe, eh?”

““ Awfuily bad "’ said Pitt. * It seems
that we're dished out of the match on
Saturday.” ~

“Well, I don’t suppose it matters 3o
much,” said Grey. “ We've got the
afternoon for ourselves, and we shall bhe
able to play this match on Wednesday.
Personally, I'm rather pleased."

“ Why'

‘“ Because of that letter this morning."

“Tetier?"”

“ My hat!” said Groy staring. * Have
vou forgotlen ii?"

Pitt was thoughtful for a moment.

“Well, T knew you'd got a letler this
morning,’”’ he replied. “It was from
vour pater, wasn't it?"’

“ Yes."”

‘“ But how does thut affect our arrange-
ments for Saturday?”’ .

“My dear chap, there’s somelhing
wrong with your memory,” said Jack
Groy, with a sigh. “ Doesm’'L my pater
sny that he’s comingz down Lo Caistowe
for the week-end? Doesn’t he ask me Lo
go over and see him on Saturday after-
noon—and doesn’t he ask me to take you
wilh me?”

“ Oh, yes—I secem to remember now,"™
snid Pilt.

‘“ Well, that’s good!” went on Jack.
‘““Of course, now we can go. As this
maltch isn’t coming off, we can pop over

I to Caistowe directly aftor dinner, spend
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the afternoon with my pater, and prob-
ably bring him back to the school wilh
us to tea.” -

Pitt looked rather alarmed.

4" No, that can’t be done,”” he said
firmly. '

“Can’t be done?”

6l No'”. .y

* Why not?” ‘

‘“ Becatise—oh, because I'm going out
on Saturday alternoon,” replied Pitl
vaguely. ‘“I'd like to come with you,
Jack, ﬂut it's impossible. 1 dare say
you'll have quile a good time with your

pater.”

“I'm hanged if T can

you, Reggie!’ said Grey bluntly.
don't very well see how you can have
anything arranged for Saturday. Unlil
a few moments ago you thought you'd
be. Plgying in the Redcliffe match. Why
can't you come with me over to
Caistowe?”’
. “I'm awfully sorry, old man, but I
can't, really,”” replied Pitt. * As this
match isn’'t going to be played, I have
got something clse. I simply must go
out:_it’s important!”’

“ Where are you going io?"”

‘“ Oh, out on my bicycle!” said Ditt
hesitatingly.

** There’s a fal lol of informalion in
lhat answer, i1sn’t there?’ demanded
Jack Grey. ‘ What on earth's the
matler with you?
beastly seccretive? If you’ve got an
appoiniment, why can’t you (ell me
what it 57 You weren't like this last
term, Reggile.”

Pitt fell very uncomforiable.

‘‘ Look hetre, Jack, 1I'm awlully sorry,
but I can’t explain—honestly,”” he satd.
“I-should very much like to come to
Caistowve to see your pater; but—but
this other thing is more important.”

‘* And you won't tell me where you're
going 1"’ |

“1 can’t.”

Jack Grey snorted.

“You can't!’ he repeated tartly.
‘““ You mean io say you won’t!"”’

“If you like to put it that way, I
can’t stop you,” said Pitl, with a sigh.
‘“ But, hang :t all, we ‘don’t want “to
squabble !”’ : '

““ Goodness knows, I'in not anxiouns to
squabble!” said Grey. ““ You're the
cth who's causing all the trouble. If
you'd only be a bit like your old seif,

understand

llI

Why are you so.

you!”
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and not off-hand and secretive, 1 would
be all right. You're absolutely .differ-
ent, Reggic! I don't want to pry In
your business, but it's the first time I
knew you had sccrets.”

“ Oh, don't talk rot!" growled Piit.
“ There's no secret of an unpleasant
character. As a matter of fact, I think
it’s rather indelicate of you to be so
jolly pressing. Why can’t you trust
me, and believe ‘me when I tell you
that the whole thing is connected wilh
a little worry concerning my people?”’

“I'm ready to believe that, and I'm
sorry if youro worried,” said Jack.
‘“ But wgat.'s that got to do with
Saturday afternoon? Are you going to
see your people on Saturday?’

i NO."

‘“ Then why can't you lell me where
you're goingt”’

“Oh, hang!” snapped Pitt im-
patiently. ‘' Give it a rest! 1'm going

out on Satuiday alternoon, and where
I'm going Lo is my business! I shan’t
interfere with you, and there’'s no
reason why you should interfere with
me !"’ :

Jack Grey turned red.

*“ Oh, all right!" he retorted hotly.

‘““ That’s an end of it; I won't say any
more. 1 shall know what to do in
future.”

“What do you mean?®”’

“You won't need to tell me to mind
my own business’ twice!" |

“1 didn’t tell you to mind your own
business,”” said Pitt.

“Yes, you did!”’

‘““ Look here——"'

““I'm fed up with it!"’ snapped Grey
curtly. ‘““ We've always beon Lhe hest
of pals, but it's quite clear that you
want to make things dilferent. “yell
I'm not going to stand in your way.
Haxe your secrets, and be {vlowed to

And Jack Grey turned on his heeol
and strode out of the study.

Ho closed the door with a slam. Piit
stood there, looking at the door with a
worried irown on his face. He had been
half fearing something of this kind, but
he had hardly believed thal the good-
natored Grey would bring things to a
head. Jack's patience, iowcver, had
been exhausted.

““ Oh, my hat!”’ muttered Pitt misera-
bly. ‘“This is a nice go, if you hke!
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T've had a row with Jack, and goodness
knows when we shail patch it up! I
can't oxplain to him where I'm going
on Saturday!”

Rozinald Pitt was beginning to find. in
fact. that playing football for the League
would not be as simple as it bhad
originally seemed!

qu—

CHAPTER IIL

THE DESPERADO !

ANDFORTH glanced out of the
I—l window and nodded.
“Buck up!” he said briskly.
“Buck up?”’ asked Church.
$ What for?”
* ““We're going out.”
““ Oh, are we?" said Church.
Lthe first I knew about it. Handy.”

Handforth and Co. were in Study D,
"and the pgreat Edward Oswald had
evidently been planning things for him-
gelf and his chums. Whether they
approved of his plans was a question
which he did not even consider. Hoe
fixed certain things up, and he took it
for granted that they would agree.
5‘%1' the sake of peace, they generally
id.

1t was Friday evening and somewhat
dull, although there seemed to be no
immediate prospect of rain. Tea was
over, and quite a8 number of fellows
were out in the Triangle and on the
playing-fields. But Handforth had
somethine quite different in mind for
the evening’s enjoyment. Church and
McCluro, as a matter of fact, had
thought about reliring to the gym-
nasium to have a little sparring bout.

‘““It’s

‘“So we're going out?’ asked
McClure. ‘“ What for?”
“IV’'s got nothing to do with you'”

retorled IHendforlth. “If I say we're
go:ng out. lhal's enough. I've never
known such fellows for raising objec-
tions. We're all going out on our
bikes. and we shall lake a run round
the country—just for a ride, Wo
couldn’t have a better evening.”

Church grunted.

‘““Oh, rats!”’ he said. * I don'l see
why we should go out cycling. My
back tyre isn't any too strong, for ono
thing—I shall probably get a puncture
bofore we've gone a mile. Better give
it up!”
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Handforth glared. _

“ We're not going to give it up!" he
snorled. “ I've been planning things
especially J—I mean, I've been
looking forward to this ride. and I'm
not going to be dished out of it!"”

‘“We're not-trying to dish you,” said
BMcClure. ‘“If you're so keen, why
can't you go alone?” ,

‘‘‘Another word, and I'll punch yeur
nose !’ roared Handforth. * We're go-
ing on this bike ride, and I'm going lo
prove to you chaps—— That is to say,
we're going to have a look at the
country,”” he added hastily.

His chums stared.

“Of course, we don't know
the country’s like, do we?”
Church sarcastically.

‘“I've never known such fellows for
arguing!”” snapped Handforth. * You
go on from mofning till rnight. Here
I've been arranging all this, and fixing
1_3\'|e'rylhing' up, and vou want to spoil
it?

‘“ Arrangjng it?”’ asked Church, stlar-
ing. ‘‘ Fixing things-up? What do
you mean? There's nothing in going
for a spin. I suppose? Are you think-
ing about doing anything th:s even-
ine?’ -

“ Of course I am!”’ roared Handforth.
‘“I've got it all planned! TI'm going
lo prove—  Oh, rats! Why can’l
you shut up?”’

For a second Handforth looked quite
alarmed. and he turned red. Church-
and McClure eyed him wonderingly.
Thera was evidently something quite
different about Handforth, and it was
equally evident that some deep and

whab
askod

subtle scheme was revolving 1n his
mighty brain.

What (his scheme could be. neither
Church nor MecClure could imagine, Il

would he a sheer waste of broalh to ask
Handforth anything; he would not tell
them. And so they resigned themselves
to the inevitable. -

“ Well. .I suppose we shall have {o
go,”’ said Church. ' Il wouldn't maller
so much if we were going to the big
cinema in Bannington—"’

“ Blow the cinema!” said Handforlh.
“This is more important.”

‘““ Just going for a sp:n?”’

“Yes.”

“It's a pity we can't go (o the
cinema,’”’ said Church. “ IV's a ripping
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place, you know. _
long, and it’s simply a lip-top show.
Solfy Levi’s pater knew whal he was
doing when he built it.”

"But Handforth was not interested in
Solomon Levi, of the Remove, or in the
cinema. which his father had recently
compleiod. in Bannington.  Handiorth
had something elso in mind.

And a8 few momenls later the three
juniors left Study D, and went outsido
to the bicycle-shed. Both Church and
- McClure were not slow to notice that a
large brown-paper parcel was strapped
upon the carrier of Handforth's
machine, . v
- ** What's that?"” asked Church.

“Eh?’ said Handforth. “ What's
which?”’

" That parcel.”

. **'Oh, nothing!"”’

** Tt looks like nothing. I must say!”’
<aid McClure sarcastically. ** Are we
going to some shop or other?”

e NO.I,

‘““ Then what's the idea ,of carting
that parcel about?” demanded Church,
oing up to Handforlh’s bicycle and
ecling the parcel. “ I can't see—"’

** Let that alone!” roared Handforth,
in alarm.

‘“ Great Scotl!”

‘“ What's wrong?”

**I'in not going to have you prying
into imy affairs!”’ snorted Handlorth,
“If you touch that parcel, I'll punch
your nosc!”

Both of his chums were considerably
aslonished. For Handiorith to act in
this way was remarkable. Why he
should ge carrying the parcel was a
mystery in itself. and it was a still
- greater mystery why he refused to tell

"his faithful followers anything about
it. ‘

gasped  Church.

However, Church and MuvClure were
accustomed to these httle idiosyncrasies,
for which their great. leader was famous.
By asking questions they would learn
nothing, butl il they only left Handy to
himselt the secret wure::uldv nol be long in
popping out. Edward Oswald didn’t
know how to keep anything to himself.

‘Handforth mounted his bicycle and
went lowards the gates, glancing behind
him in a somewhat anxious manner. He
wrobably suspected that Church and

c¢Clure might have some dark and
sintster intention of slipping off. How-

It hasn’t been opened
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over, he was salisfied whon ho saw his
chums mount their machines and follow.

“Come on!’ shouted Handforth.
“ You chaps ride in front.”

This was unusual, for Handforth nearly
always insisted uvon taking the lead
himself. And he was so engeged in
turning round {o look at his chums that
he entirely omitted o take the necessary
precaution of looking where heo. was
going. |

‘The result. as might have been exe
pecled. was disaslrous.

Handforth was nearer lo the galeway
than he thought, and he was alling
fairly strongly. And, near by, IFuilwood
and Co. wore looking on with supreme
interest and lively anticipation.

FFor Handforth was steering his bicycle
straight into one of the massive slone
pillars which supportied the wrought iron
ates. Fullwood and (o. grinned and
ounged safely oul of range. 'They
never thought of issuing a warning.

Their chiefl idea was to see what would
happen (o Handforth’s bicycle—and
what would happen to Handforth—when
his front wheer it the stonework. And
then Fullwood uttered a grunt of dis-

gust. -
‘“Rats!’ he growled. ‘ This silly
nigger will spoil it!”
ussi Ranjit Lal Kabhn, the Indian
junior in the Remove, had just enlered
the galeway from the lane, atlired in all
his usual "splendour. In a way. Hussi
Kahn out-Montied Sir Montlie when it

caine io a malter of dress.

Handforth was now about five yards
from the gale l!l)illn,r, and still looking
behind him. The Indian junior’s eyes

opened wide.
“ Stop—cease—desisi !’ shouted
asped Handforth.

loudly.

* " h—-what ?”

He turued his head, jammed on his
brakes, gasped again, and found that it
was impossible to pull up in time. Heo
wrenched al his handle-bars, the bicycle
swerved. and charged Hussi Kahn with
exlraordinary precision right in the very
middle of his gorgeous waistcoat.-

“ Yarooh!” howled Handforth wildly.

Ho crashed o the ground, and the
Indian junior made a few pithy remarks
in his native tongue. Hoe Ead reason {o "~
be annoyed. Handiorth’s left foot was
in his neck, and Handforth’s bicycle was
on lop of him. His exquisile clothing

:jr_ns ruffled, torn, and smothered with
irt. -

he
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Handforth sltruggled lo his feel, and
glared.

“You — you chocolate
baboon !’ he roared.

. ““ Good graciousness!”’ gasped Hussi
Kahn, picking himself up painfully.
““ Kindly permit me to objeclionably ro-
monstrate——"'

“Rals!" snorted Handforth. * You
silly, brown fathead! What the dickens
do you mean my geliting in front of me
like thalt? Look whal you've done!
My bike's ruined!”

This was a gross exaggeration, for
Handy's bicycle was hardly seratched.
Hussi Kahn, however, was not only
scralched, but bruised and battered.

“I am fully of the regretful and
superior sorrow,”’ saicd the Indian boy.
“Butl I was meorely urging you to
hinderously check your umnsighily pro-
gress, Handforlh., The danger was
hilarious and paralysing. With the rear
of your ridiculous head you omitted to
see the pillar of stonework, and but for
my unneccss.urf warning you would have
injured yourself. Your abominable eyes
wero in your rear——"’

“Who's got abominable eyes?”
manded Handforth grimly.

¢ Pra'v refrain  from keeping your
temﬁer, ' protesled Hussi Khan gently.
. #* The complex simplicity of my remarks
are grotesque. I was compelled to cry
out the oxhilarating truth. Knowing
your

loquaciously silent——

‘““Ha, bha, ha!”

Church and McClure roared. and the
latter grasped Handforth’s sleeve.

““ Come on!"’ he said briskly. “ Apolo-
gise to Hussi, and pick up yvour bike. It
wans your fault, Handy. You ought to
have looked—"'

“ Rot!" snorted Handforth, grabbing
his machine. and foeling the myslerions
parcel with much tenderness. ‘“ The silly
ass got inlo my way, and il served him
vight to be bowled over. Rats to him!”

Hussi Kahn shook his head. and
wnlked towards the Ancieat House.
And Handforth and Co. wheeled their
bicycies oul into the road, and had a
short argument on the subject of look
ing ahead when cycling. Handforth
would probably have done someo damage,
only he soomed very anxious about his

arcel. And the argument was dropped
Eefore any real trouble arose,

coloured

deo-

L ]

glorious peril I could not remain |
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They were soon off, and they went
glidinf down the lane towards Belllon.
Iandiorth kepl slightly in the rear--
his reason probably being that he did
nol want his chums to inspect thal
parcel too clcsely. They gol through
the village, and arrived at the fork
where the road difided up—one seclion
going towards Bannington, and the other
{owards Catstowe. Church and McClure

istinclively wont towards Banminglon. -

“This way!"' said Handforth.

He was going up the other road, and
he allowed his chums to get in front
again. They continued their ride for
some distance, and then turned into a
by-lane.  After this they went on a
roundabout courae, passing through little
narrow lanes, where the flint stones were
thick and treacherous.

“Is this what you call going for a
pleasant spin?” domanded Church, as
they got off to walk up n sleep rise.

“ Well, it's enjoyable enough, isn't
i |
“With flints like this all ovor the

road ?”’ said Church. ““ It’s a wonder we
haven't had -all our tyres punctured!

I'm expecling mine to go at any
minute. My hat! You must be dotly
to come along here!” .

Handforth smiled.

“It's the best road,”” he said calmly.
““ Everything's quiet here, and we're not
likely to be disturbed.”

“ What does it malter if we aro dis-
turbed 7"’ asked McClure.

Handforth made no reply, and by this
time the top of the riso had been
reached. They remounted, and con-
tinued on their way for some distance.
And then. quite suddenly, Handforth
begﬁnn pufing and blowing. A minule
earlier he had not seemed fatigued at
all, and it was sirange that he should
develop these symptoms so abruptly.

“Phew!' he gasped. ‘“I'm fagged!™

“Pretty quick, isn't it?" asked
Church.

“I—I must have a drink!” went on
Handforth, looking round. *‘‘ Ah, good!
We might as avell get off at this spol.”

They all dismounted, and Church and
McClure waited for developments. They
were fairly certain that somelhing was
about to happen.
was mysterious in this way he always
enlivened his chums by some hare-
brained schemo.

Whenever Handforth.
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““ There's a litilo farmhouse over
there,”” said Handforth, pomting.

* Good egg! They'ro corlnin to give me
a drink there." ‘

“PBut it's a long walk,” protested
Church. ‘““.What's the matter with this
Jittle brook here? The watler's running
guickly, and ils looks as fresh as apr!nﬁ
water. Why can’t you have a drn
hera 7"’ .

Church pointed to a babbling stream
which chattered zlong its way only a few
yards from the road. The water was,
indeed, bright and sparkling, and per-
fectly good for drinkmg purposes.-

Handforth laughed. '

“o you think I'd drink that water?”
he asked scornfully. ‘It might be full
of live things!”’

. “My hat! You're getiing jolly par-

ticular "’ put in McClure. ‘“ You’ve
. drunk watler out of a river hundreds of
times, Handy—"’

1 don’t want any argument about
i’ snorted Handforth. ‘““ I'm going to
that farmhouse for a proper drink, and

ou chaps can wail here until I come
i;uck. Understand? Wail here—at this
exact spot. I shu’n’t be long.”

Church licked his lips.

“T'm a bit thirsty,”

he remarked.

“ What do you say, Clurey? We'd
betler go with-him. They might give
us milk !’

“‘ Good idea!”’ said McClure.
. For some strange reason, Handforth
loocked quite alarmed.
““No you don’'t!” he said sharply.
“ You're not jolly well comingy,with me.
Not lJikely! VYou've got to sltay here
“until T come back!’

“But why should we?” demanded
Church. ““ We're thirsty, too—and 1if
you're going to this farmhouse, wo might
as well come with yon. Why should we
stick here, in this lane, \waiting for
you ?”’

“I'm not going to stand here answer-
ing vour fatheaded questions,’”’ snorted
Handlorth. “I've got a particular
.vcason for going alone, 0 don’t let me
have any more of your rot. Are you
going to stay here and wait ?”’

“Oh, I suppose we'd better!’ said
Church resignodly.
too long.”

: Hnn(ﬁorth nodded, and walked off.
But he hadn’t proceeded more than ten
- yards beforo he came to a halt, hesi-

tated deliberately, and came back. Ho| not eas

went straight to his bicycle.

“PBut don’t bel

F

1
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“I'!n not going to leave this parcel
here,” he said bluntl§. -*“I don’t want
ou chaps to go prying inlo it whilo my
t;nck‘s. turned. So I’ﬁ be .on tho safe
side. and lake it with me.”

*“Well, I''n blessed!” said McClure.
““Do you think we want to look inlo
your roiton parcel? I’ll give you my
word, Handy, that we won’t touch it.
Is thal good enough to please your lord-
ship?”’ .

Huandforth unstrapped the parcel, and
tucked it under his arm. _

“I'm jaking it with me,”” he said
shortly.

An(f off he marched. )

The farmhouse was siluated just down
in a litlle hollow, and was reached from
this spot by menns of a footpath, There
was a little spinney half hiding the farm-
house from view.

Handforth soon vanished behind the
trees. _

“He's a queer boggar!” said Church.
“I'm blessed if I can understand what
he's been getling at. First he couldn’t
tell us about that parcel, then he in-
sisted upon going to this farmhouse
alone, and now I'm dashed if he hasn't
taken the parcel with him.”

McClure nodded. .

“ And we didn't arrive at this spot by
gcecident, cither,”” he said significantly.

‘““ What do you mean?”’

““ My .dear chap, it's obvious,” said
McClure. “ Hundy planned all this
, beforechanud. He brougrlt. us {o this place
on purpose. . Haven’'t you seen it all
alonF? He’'s been mysterious and queer.
He fixed this all up, and thero’s some-
thing behind it.”

‘“ By jinﬁo! I believe you're right!”’
said Church. *“ T wonder what his game
can be? Hec¢ musl have gol something in
that parcel he wants to take to the farm-
hm,:'se, and ho was just trying lo spoof
us. -

‘“Looks like it,”’ said McClure.

They wailed, impatient and curious.
Ten minutes elapsed, and there was no
sign of Handforth returning. The lane
was a vory quiot one, and even in the
middle of the day it was generally de-
sorted, except [or an occasional farm
cart. Now, in the dusk of the evening.
there was hardly any chance of a soul
coming along. < ° '

And it was growing dusk, teo. The
sky was cloudy, and in the lane it was
y to see with any greual distinct-

ness.
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‘Another fivo minules elapsea. and still
there was no sign of IHandforth.

“ If he doosn’t come soon, I shall jollf'
well go and look for him!" said Church
wrathfully. ‘1 say, I wonder if it's a
trick? I wonder if he's ever coming
back at all?”’

‘““ What about his bike?"

““ Oh, I'd forgotten that,’’ said Church.
‘“ Ho'll come back. of course. DBut it's a
bit thick keeping us here all the time—-
that's all I've got to say. We shall be
lato for calling over,”” he added, glancing
at his watch. .

“ That's what I'm thinking,” said
McClure. *“ We don’t want to get inlo
trouble with old Crowell—"

“ Hands hp!”

A voice, harsh and rasping. broke in
suddenly upon the two juniors. They
turned round with a gasp, and found
themselves starinr at somebody who was
standing tn a littlo gap in the hedge.

‘“ Groatl Scot!”’ panted Church.  What
—what the——"'

“Flands up.” commanded the man
fiercely. :

Church and McClure looked al him
with wide open eyes. He was cerlainly a
very desperate looking character. is
chin was covered with something which
looked like a blue-grey siubble. The
upper part of his face was hidden by a
roughly made black mask, and a curi-
ously shaped cap was pulled down over
his eyes. And in his hand he held a
revolver!

“Why, you—you——

Church paused abruptly.,. He and
McClure were close togother. Suddenly
they both flung up their hands, and
stood there shivering with fright. The
nppearance of this desperado had cer-
tainly taken them by surprise.

“ Oh, why doesn’t Handy come
back ?”’ multtered DMcClure foverishly.
““He'd soon settlo this chap! Handy's
as brave as a lion!”’

‘““ He—he's not here!" said Church,
with chattering teeth.

The desperado laughed harshly.. |

““I suppose you're talking about that
other blessed kid?”" he said. *““ Well,
you'll be intlercsted to know that I'm
going lo seltle with him later. Kbep
, your hands up, or I'il fill your carcases
wilh lead!” L
" Don'l—don't do that!”
Church.

gaspod
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The stranger camo out into tho road,
bursting through the gap. And then
Church and McCluro opened their eyes
wider with horror. For they could ser
something which caused them to cling
tightly Lo one another.

This desperado was wearing convicl’s

‘| garb! .

They fitted him loosely and carelessly.
but there could be no mistaking the dran
colour of the material, and t%e signifi-
canl broad arrow. It was a startling
position to be in.

“ Oh. don’t—don’t kill
McClure.

say!”

“ He—he must have escaped from that
prison the other side of Banninglon
Moor.”” muttered Church huskily. * Oh,
why doesn't Handforth come? If ho
doesn’t hurry up he'll find us both lying
dead upon the road.”

Again the desperado laughed.

“There’s no need for you io get
frightened. kids!” he said roughly.
‘“ I'in not going to harm you—all I want
Is money so that I can buy food. I'm
desperate, and I won't take any nonsense
from you."”

“ We—we'll
faltered Church.

““Then don’t let ine have any of your

hi— us!”’ pleaded
**We—we'll do anything yon

do just as you say,”

tot!’ snapped the convicl. “If you
have the nerve to sauce me. I'll
punch—— You silly asses! Why can’t

you keep still?’* he roared. ‘‘ Another

inch and TI'll fire!”

‘““We shall be murdered—I know we
shall!”" wailed McClure. ** Oh, please
don’t shoot us! - Don't take away our
young lives!” _

“Do what T tell you and you won’t
come to no harm,” said the convicl.
‘“ Now then. where's the other boy—
where's the boy who ought to be riding
that bicycle?”

Church shivered.

“ We—we'll take you to him,” he said
huskily. ' If you’ll only come with us,
we'll show you Handforth.”

“Do you know whero he 87"
demanded the convict gruffly.

“ Yes—oh, yes!”

The desperado glared. -

‘“*You fathead! How can you know
where he i7" he asked. ‘ I—I

mean—— Hands up! And keep 'em up,
too !

The convicl was evidently somewhat
confused, fér Church and McClure had
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their hands up all the time., DBut he
soon recovered, and he clenched his
lecth grimly,

“*T've had enouﬁh of this nonsense,”
he snarled. *‘“Hand over all your
money—and bo sharp about 1t!”’

. With trembling Gngers the two juniors
obcyed,

“ That's all right!’ growled tho
convict. ‘“‘ And now, about this pal cf
yours, Where is he?”

“ We'll—we’ll show him to you
satd Church. T

“Do it—if you can,” snapped
convict., .

Church led the way down- the lane,
and then turned off near the little brook,
Quite near to it Lherc. was a largo, still
pool. The water looked almost like a
mirror, so motionless was 1it,

“ What's the darn game?” asked Lhe
convict angrily. " ** Your pal ain’t here.”

Church pointed with a trembling
finger,

‘* Ho—ho's in thexre!’ he whispered.

“In that 17"

“ Yes—look, and you'll see.”

The desperado bent over the pool and
"saw a very perfect reflection of himself,
but nothing more.

‘* There's no boy
shouted Rercely. .

‘“But you're looking at Handforth
now,”” exclaimed Church. ‘' Can’t you
sce him? He's an awful ass, you know,
and he thinks he can do tremendously
clever - things. Can’'t you sce his
roflection ?’’

‘“‘ Ha, ha, ha!”’ howled McClure.

‘““ Ho, ho, ho!” shricked Church.

Try as. thcy would they couldn’i
contain lhemsclves a second longer. For
several minutes. they had been almost
on the point of bursting. And now they
had reached the point when it was 1im-
possible to keep it up any longer. They
fairly leaned against one another and
sobbed with hysterical laughter,

The couvict gave a fierce ¢nort and
looked into Lthe pool. Then, in a dazed
kind of way, hc rcalised what Church
had meant.

‘““ You—you rotter!’ he bellowed.

‘“ Hla, ha, ha!’ howled the pair.

'!7
L ]

ithe

.in there!’ he

Handforth nearly choked. Unlil a
moment ago he had taken it for granled
that his tremendous scheme had been a

huge success. But now, all in a second,
he knew that he had failed.
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| They

b known it, he had

L

Church and McCluxe had recognised
him from the first. :

It was a great Llow. Handforth had
done this on purposo o prove lo his
chums how easy it .was for a clever
deteclive to disguise himself. Certainly
he had disguised his form by mecans of
a convict attire. and he had altered the
appearance of his face. Unfortunalely
he overlooked one important point,

Ho took no trouble to change his
voice.

His chums had known him from the
first woment. DBut entering into the
spirit of the joke, they had ﬁept it up.
And instead of Handforth spoofing his
chums, his chums had spoofed him!

At the very first sight of him, Church
‘and McClure had known why they  had
been brought along this quiet lane.
rcalised what that mysterious
parcel had conlained, and they knew
why Handforth had been so particular
ahout going off by himself.  Certainly,
Edward Oswald was not exactly a
master of strategy. If he had only

. given himself away at
evory point. :

And ‘now, realising all this, he was
filled with a terrific rage.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"” sobbed Church and
McClure.

““You—you spoofing rotters!” gasped
Handforth. ‘“ My hat! I'Nl—I'll knock
you into the middle of next week, for
this! Just you waitl”

Handforth made one leap forward,
Al least, this is what ho intended doing.
But he was in such a hurry, and so near
to the edge of the little pool that he
didn’t quite realiso what he was doing.

Without warning a portion of the
bank gave way. Handforth felt himself

slipping backwards. 1lle gove a startled
sp, staggered, and then lost his
alance.

~ £ Yaroch!” he howled wildly. |
Utterly unable to recover his balance,
Lo worked his arms ahout liko millsails,
and then sat down with a terrific splash
in the very centre of the pool. He sent
the spray spurting out on all sides.
Aud there he sat, stuck in the mud,
looking the most comical spectacle.
The waler was only a few inches deep,
and undernecalh this there existed about
two [eet of siimy mud. Handforth was

sitting in this.
‘“ Ha, ha, bal”
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““If you have the nerve to sauce me,’”’ snapped the convict, ‘‘ I’ll punch
You silly asses! Why can’t you keep still?’' he roared.

e =
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If Church and McClure had laughed
heartily before, they simply shrieked
now., This was even better than they
had hoped for. As Church said after-
wards, it ‘was worth quids and quids'!

“Oh, my only topper!’ gasped
Church. “ Wait Lill we tell the chaps
about it!"’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth, hooting and gasping.
vainly altempted to gel out of the pool.
"He floundered about in the mud help-
lessly. Bul at last, by making a valiant
cfforl. he dragged himself clear. Then
he charged down upon his yelling
chums, ot that he caught them.

They turned on Lhe instant, sireaked
up the lane, and seized their bicycles,
In a moment they were in their
respectivo saddles, peddalling along for
all they were worth. They had little
fear of Handforth overlaking them,

Nearly dropping off their machines
with laughler they tore along. This
lanc, as they knew, would take them
inlo the road which led from Chaistowe
to Bannington. They could easily join
the Bannington Road and get back {o
St. I'rank’s. By the dime Handforth
arrived they would have the whole
school roaring with laughter.

But Handforlh was filled with only
one desire—the desire for instant and
swift revenge. He completely forgot
that he was wearing convict garb, and
he dashed to his bicycle. jumped into
the saddle, and went off in full pursuit.

It was fortunate that the lane wns e
little frequented one. Otherwise, Hand-
forth would certainly have caused a
sensation, The country folk would have
been considerably startled to sce a
desperate-looking convict wearing a
black mask tearing across the country
on a bicycle. -

As it happened, Handforth didn’t pass
o soul, nllEough it was fairly certain
that he would meet some strangers
beforo long.

For this little lane turned into a
wider road—a toad which led from
Caistowe to Bannington. Church and
McClure had already reached this. and
they were speeding along with some
difhculty. ; |
‘It is' a somewhat hard task to pedal
hard while -you are nearly bursiing your
‘stdes with laughter. ' *And that's the
condition that Church and McClure
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were in. They were quile confident that
Handforth  would never succeed in
overlaking them.

Bult Handforth was desperate,

Above all things, he wanted revenge
for the way ho had been treated. Ho
quite forgot that he had brought the
whole thing on himself. He considered
that Church and McClure ought to have
been complelely spoofed by his disguise.
And he was going to give them a hot
time for not being spoofed.

And he used every ounce of his energy.
Yard by yard he overtook the other
two juniors. DBy the time he arrived in
the wider road he was going along at
about the speed of an express train.
For it wns down hill, and the road was
quite clear, although very dim in the
evening gloom.

Handforth threw caution to the winds.

He noticed thal both Church and
McClure had slowed down at the bottom
of the hill, and now he was swooping
down upon them determinedly. and-
forth did not seem to realise that his
chums had applied their brakes because
a sharp corner had to be negotiated.
Handforth had no thoughts for sharp
corners just now. He was unfamiliar
with this by-road, and he never con-
sidered any possible danger,

But it came.

Church and MecClure disappeared
round the bend., and Handforth tore
down with the speed of a track racer.
At the very last moment he realised
that this bend was a sharp one, and that
he would never succeed in getting round
it at a tremendous speed, He grabbed
for the brakes. He had always been
rather carcless about his bicycle, noglect-
ing to make adjustments when they
were necessary. '

And-now, o his horror, he found that

the brakes were not cffective! They
hardly decreased the gspeed in the
slightest degree. Going at a normal
pace he could easily have pulled up.
But at this break.-neck rush it was °
ractically impossible for him (o stay
Eis headlong progress,

Crash!

Instead of turning round the bend.
Handforth went straight into the bank
al the side of he rond. It was only a
miracle that ho wasn't killed on tho
spot, for -bebtad that bank a brick wall

rose up., . -
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~ Handferth shot. out of the saddle like
a stone frcin a calapult. He turned a

‘'somersault, soared inlo the air, and
pitched clean over the wall inlo the
grounds of some privatc property
beyond.

Je landed on his back, rolled orer,
and lay still. '

CHAPTER 1V,
STRANGE HAPPENINGS !

R. SIMON RASPE shook his
M head.

“ My dear Stretton, there’s

no need for you to be wortied.”

he said smoothly. *‘ All these doubts

and troubles of yours are quile un-

necessary. I have repeatedly told you
that there is no possibility of any
danger.”’

Stretton lil a fresh cigar, and leaned
back in his chair.

“] know you are very confident,
Raspo, but 1 can’t help thinking that
you have laid 3,-our.-,«eltP open to con-
siderable risks,” he declared. *‘ Until
you went intlo this Pitt business you
always conducted your businesas in such
a manner that the law could never touch
you. But on this occasion you over-
steppcd lhe mark, in my opinion.”

* Nonsense!”” said Simon Raspe,
his oily way.
it, why should you? Piit was .worth
. lwo or three hundred thousand before
] gave him my attention. He 1s now
worth precisely nothing, and his money
is mine. [very scrap ie ever owned is
mine also!”’

" “That’s very satisfactory, of course,”
said Stretton. ‘' T'll admit that you
tricked the man perfectly. But what
dangers have yon exposed yourself to?
You seem to think you are quite safe—
- but I don't.”

‘“ Well, I'm not worrying.”

“] think you ought to consider all
the possibilities—"’

- *Confound it, man, why can’t you
leave me to look after my own affairs?”’
demanded- Raspeo impatientl{. “You
aro in no danger, anyway. If a crash
comes, it won't involve you!”

The two men werg talking in a well-
appointed library—t{he library of
Thornton Housc—the residence of Mr.
Simon Raspe. on the outskirts of
Bannington, It was thi: man who had

in

¥

“If 1 don’t worry about
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ruined Reginald Pitl’s father. Ho was a.
financier, and a scoundrel to his finger
Lips.

Nelson Loe had taken some liitle
trouble to look into matlers, and the
rcat detective had already satisflied -
Eimself that Raspe had swindled Mr.
Pitt in the most glaring aud villainous
Inanner,

Unfortunately, however, thero were no
proofs of Raspe’s guilt. '

As soon as theso could be obtained it
would be a comparatively simple matter
to have Raspe arrested, and then tho
whole story of the fraud would come
out. DBut the trouble was to obtam
those vital proofs. ‘

Reginald Pitt himself had been the
first to discover that Raspe lived in tho
neighbourhood. It had come quite as
a surprise {o the junior, and he had lost
no time in telling Nelson Lee—who was
aware of the main facts,

And now, Simon Raspe and his friend,
Strettgn, were lounging in the library
in the cool of the evening, with theo
French windows partially open. They
had no fear of their conversation being
overheard, for they were speaking in
low tones, and at some distanco from
the window,

“1 think I am difTerently constituted
to you, Stretton,” snid Simon Raspe
calmly. “ I don't let these thinqs
weigh upon my mind. After all, what's
the sense of doing so?”’ '

“Well. of course. it i1s entirely your
own business,” szaid Stirelton. ‘‘But
what if the proofs of this business are
cver made public—"

‘“ Man alive, they never can be made
public,” interrupted Raspe. *‘ Thereo
are only two possible ways in which
disaster could occur. One 1s by the ex-
jrosure of the papers which I hord_. They
are quite safe, and you can be abso-
lutely sure that they will never leave my
posscssion. 1 can’t burn them, for
reasons which you know of. However,
they are perfectly secure.”

‘““ And what is the other danger?”

‘““ It is hardly danger,’’ corrected Simon
Raspe. ““ As you know, Lockwood

18 safely put away in gaol. He will be

there for the next fifteen years. So 1
don’t very well see how I have much to
fenr in that direction.”

‘“ Lockwood was the man you used+fo
pull this dedl 6 7" snid Stretton. |
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¢ Of course—and, having finished with
" him, I made cerlnin of things by gelting
him arrested,” chuckled Simon Raspe.
"¢ He was comvicled, and is now serving
his time in prison. Whatlever he says
makes no difterenco. Nobody will accept
.thé word of a convict. My own credit-1s
absolutely sccure—in the City my name
is o tower of truth and strength. « So
whero is the danger?”

“ What will happen when Lockwood
comes out?"’

Simon Raspe chuckled again.

“ Lockwood was amiable enough to
declaré that he would ¢ get me ' after he
came out of gnol,”’ he smilad. *‘ But
that will be many years yet, Strotion. 1
don't think l.ockwood will carry out hia
threat—and. cerlainly, I am not worry-
ing about him now. Wo will change the
subject.”’

“ Just as you like,” said Strelion.
“DBut, to tell the truth, I have beon
.worrying - quile a lot during these last
few days. If you think everything is
all right, I'll say no more.”

“T am sure that everything 1s all
right,”” declared Raspe. ‘‘ Nothing can
possibly occur which wil— Good
gracious!”’ v

He started forward in his chair sud-
denly, and Stretton himself was on his
feot. For both men had been slightly
startlad by a dull crash which sounded
from across the grounds. Dead silence
followed.

that ®"’

“ What
sharply.

¢ ﬁow on earth should I know ?"’

Raspe slrode to the French windows,
walked out, and found himself upon a
“gravel terrace. with a well-kept lawn
- stretching before him, with flower-bods
.beyond.  The gloom was thick. and
nothing could be scen distinctly. —

“T can sce nothing,”’ said Stretlon,
joizing the otlher.

““ Something certainly happened.’” mul-
tered Simon Raspe. ‘It sounded as
though an accident had occurred on the
rond. Anvhow, we'll go and see.”

They strode up tho path towards the
main gate. Thornton House was a fairly
big rosidence, and it stood in its own

rounds. In the district Mr. Simon

aspe was considered to be a man of
greal wealth and generosity. His name
in Banninglon was well respected. The
“worthy inhabitanls of the town little
knew what a serpent they were harbour-
ing in ‘heir midst.

was asked Raspe

““TI don't dee why we should trouble
like thig,”" said Strelton. *‘ Afler all, it
may have been nothing——"'

““ What's that "’ demandod Raspe sud-
denly.

He came to a halt not far from the
ate. And he was pointing to a dim
orm which lay upon the ground just on
the other side of the brick wall. As he
looked, the form secmed (o move.

Both Raspe and Stretton ran forward,
leaving the path. And then they saw
that they had not been mistaken.

It wag & human figure lying there, and e
it had evidently fallen over the wall,
inloMthe midst of some laurel bushes—
which, mo doubt,- had broken tho
stranger’s fall considerably.

‘““ Good gracious!” muttered Raspe,
hurrying forward. '

He pulled an electric torch from his
pockel, and flashed it out. Then, as ho
stood over the strangor, he utlered a
gasp, and slaggered back. And, i that
second, Simon Raspe's face had gono
ns pale as pulty and his shifty eyes were
alight with fear. ’

““ Good heavens!"” he panled hoarsely.

For the lhight of his electric torch re-
voaled something which took him com-
pletely by surpriso. There, on the
ground, lay a figure clothed in the garb
of a convict! The drab c¢loth—the broad
arrow—Lhe hideous headgear! The
figure was smothered in mud, and it was
quite clear that he was either uncon-
scious or absolutely dazed.

‘‘ Lockwood!”’ panted Stretion tensely.

“Of course it's Lockwood—who else
could it be?” snarled Simon Raspe, in a
panic. “ Can’t you understand? He's
escaped—and he’'s come straight here to
carry out his threat!"

“ Bul—but——"

* We mustn’t waste time in talking!"”
hissed Raspe. ‘‘ Quick—your scarf!"

Stretton rippod his scarf off, and Raspe
seized it. Then the two men fell upon
the prostrate figure in the gloom. Tho
next second Edward Oswald Handforth
was roughly seized, the scarf was bound
round his mouth, so that ho could make
no outcry. And he was held down.

“What are you going to do?’ asked -
Stretton huskily.

‘““ Keep him a prisoner—and hand him
over to Lhe police!” snapped the other.
‘“ There’s nothing else to be done,
Stretton. If this man remains at liberly



he will murder me.

-a mislake?’’

. twig had caught the skin.
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came he was ruined as well as Ditt—in
fact, he was by far the greater sufferer.’,

““But will it be safe to hand him to
the police?”

*“ Of course it will--it's the only_thinﬁ
we can do!” exclaimed Raspe. * Loo
here, I’ll hold him while you get some
rope. Then you can ring up the police.™

Handforth  stirred  slightly, and
mumbled under the scarf.

“ He's getting his senses back !’ said
Raspe. *“ Man alive, we must do some-
thing. He's not strong—Lockwood

always was a weakly rat, and I can easily
hold him.”

Stretton suddenly felt Handforth's legs.

“ Weakly?’ he repealed. “This
fellow's strong enough.™

‘““ Prison diet, I suppose—

‘“ Perhaps-——— I say, haven't we made
asked Stretlon sharply.
‘““ We didn’t see the fellow’s face—he may
not be Lockwood at all! Bring that

- light of yours—show it on his face.”

Raspe, full of sudden doubts, played
the light of his electric torch upon the
stranger’s face. Thoe two men saw a
youthful countenance, smeared with
groase pain{, and slightly cut where a
_ A black mask
had become displaced. The boy lay
quite slill, with closed eyes.

- “Good heavens!” panied Raspe.
“ It’s—it’s nol Lockwood!"

‘““That's what I thought,” exclaimed
Stretton. ‘‘ There was no need for you
lo gel into a panic. Why, he’s nol even
a convicl! There's some trick about
this.”’

“Trck!”

“I'his is 2 boy—got up in this garb
for a joke, bﬁ the Jlook of 1it,”” said
Stretton, as the light was flashed over
the _still form. *‘ But why should this
boy come here? Why should he enter
these grounds*”’

. Raspe looked and
broken bushes.

- ‘It scems to me that he met with an
accident,”” he said, Dbecoming calm.
““ That’s about the truth of it, gtrotton.
Butl did he do this ou purpose? Did he
deliberately come into this garden, with

SAW

round, the

.the idea ol spymg——"'

“ You’re riothing but nerves!" inter-
rupled the other. “‘It’s a pure coinci-
dence—notbing clse.” I'll just run out

When the crash!
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info the road and see what’s thore. Der-
haps he was thrown out of a motor~ar—
the crash sonnded prelly severe, anyhow.
\\'d better make sure.”

Stretton hurried off, and passed out-
side into the lane. Within a minute he
discovered the wreck of a bicycle. And
it certainly was a wreck. he frono
wheel was buckled up, the forks were
snapped. the frame was twisted, and it
was quite certain that the machine was
damaged beyond repair.

“ Phew!” whistled Stretton. “It’s a
wonder the boy wasn't killed outright!
Lost control, I expect, and dashed mio
the bank. And he must have been flung
clean over the wall!”

But for this fact Handforth would cer-
tainly have Dbeen killed. As it was, he
seemed to be in a bad way.

But when Streiton gol back to Simon
Raspe he found that Handforth was
sitting u% looking dazed. His eyes were
open. ut' he could not see his com-
panions distinetly, for the light from the
torch was in his eyes.

- Feeling better ?'’ asked Raspe kindly.

“ I—I don’t know where I am!”" mut-
tered Handlorth. “ My hat! I'm
bruised all over! Just wait Lill I catch
those rotters!”

‘“What has happened ?”’ asked Raspe.
““ How is it that you are dressed in this
garb, my lad "’ .

‘“ Oh, that's nothing!"’ said Handforth.
{rying to_gel 1o his feet. ““ I just played
a joke on my chums, and they dished me
instead. was chasinﬁ them when I
bumped into that bank. - .

“Oh, I see!”’ said Simon Raspe. “I'm
afraid you are a reckless youngster.
How do you feel? No bones broken, I
suppose ?’ )

andforth struggled to his feet.

‘“ Bones broken?”’ he said. * Rather
not! It takes more than that to break
any of my bones, I can tell you. I'll
get my bike now——" _

‘““ Your machine is smashed up,” in-
terrupted Stretton.

‘““Great pip!” said Handforth, aghast.
‘‘ Smashed up? Well, that's a fine go!
But I'll make those bounders pay for
the damage!’

Raspe locked al Handforth keenly.

“You heard what we were saying?'”
he askad carclessly.

“ Of course I did!”’ replied the junior.
"',I,)ear me! We were merely jokipg
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“ Joking !"' echoed Handforth. “ What
do you mean? You've only asked me
how ¥ was, and whether I've gol any

e

bones broken! _ .
. “Oh!  You hoard nothing Dbeforo
that 2"

¢ How the dickens could I hear when
I was unconscious?’”’ asked Handforth
tartly.  “I've only just come to my
iddy senses. Awfully good of you to
ook afler me like this. I'll be gelling
along now, thanks. It's all right—I'm
as fit as o fiddle. It takes more than
a bike smash to hurt me!”

"~ Handforth strode off, withoul saying
anything further. And Simon Raspe
and Stretton looked at one another,
greally relieved.

- “And we were thinking
alarming things,”’ satd Stretton, with a
short laugh. ‘‘Ii only proves, Raspe,
that we mustn’t gel alarmed too quickly.
'The sight of that conviet garhb gave vou
a scare.’’ -
- “DBy gad! It did!’ said Raspe.
‘ Fortunately, the boy didn’t hear what
we were saying. Confound  (hese
youngsters! He's the second one who's
blundered into this place during the last
few days!'”

“Well, it doesn't matter—he heard
nolhing, and everylhing’s all right,** said
Strelton. -

Meanwhile, Edward Oswald Handiorth

was walking down the lane, carrying his
bicycle wilﬁ him. The leader of Study I
was rather badly bruised, but otherwise
unhurl. And his eyes wore gleaming
with inward excitement. :
. By George!” he muttered. ¢ Lock-
wood! Escaped from prison! And Lock-
wood can get those chaps shoved inlo
chokey themselves! My hat! There's
somnlhing pretty big here—and I'm on
the track of it!”

It seemed that Handforth was not so
ignorant as he had appeared 1o be!

He had used -his ears, and he had not
been .unconscious, aller all! To be abso-
Jutely truthful, Handforth had acied with
quile unusual sagacity. His wits had
been fully on the alert.

all sorts of

ey — —y ——

CHAPTER V
CETTING READY ¥YOR THE FRAY!

EGINALD PITT regarded the sky
R “wilh extreme favour, - '
“Ripping !’ he muttered. ** It's
going to be

for the match!"
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He was slanding at the window of
Study E. and he had the little apartment
{o himself. Dinner was Ju&l over, and
Pitt was roady for immediate departure
to Bannington. Tho League maich, as
he knew, was to start at three o’clock,
and this left him plenty of time to gel
there, and to prepare.

He was feeling bright and cheerful, and
he waa looking forward with keen
delight to the match.

There was only one litlle regret.

He was unable to take any of the
other fellows into his confidence. Under
no circumstances could he tell them that
he was playing professional football for
money—so that he could send that money
to his parents. He could not even give
this information to his own study mate.

The afternoon promised to be bright
and crisp. There was rather a cold snap
in the autumn air, and in the sky there
were litlle banks of fleecy white clouds.
Hardly any wind blew.

Pitt was about to turn and leave the
study when the door opened, and Jack
Grey came in. There had been rather
a coolness belween the pair since their
little squabble. ‘They had been quite
amiable to one another, bul there was not
that intimate friondliness which had been
so0 apparent before. ‘

“1 aay, Refmio, I'm fed up
sort of thing!”
sively.  “ I've been [eeling rotten.
can'i wo go on as before ?"’

“I'm willing enough,” replied Pilt
gruffly.

“Well, let the whole thing Ay—let's
forget 1t!"' exclaimed Jack, going for-
ward, and secizing Pitt by (he arm.
‘““ Come along witﬁ me {o Caistowe, as
I asked. and we shall soon be——""

‘“ Sorry,” interrupted Pitt. “ It can't
be done.”

‘““Great Scolt! Why can’t you chuck
this idea of yours up?”’ demanded Grey.
““Is it so terrifically important that you
can’t do anything to pleasz me or

ory

oblige me?
Pitt looked uncomfortable.

“It's not that,” he said. * Hang it
all, Jack, I hate these squabbles as much
as you do., But can't you just trust
me? Can’t you let me do what I'm
planning  without asking all these
questions? I'll explain afterwards, and

with this
exclaimed Grey impul-
Why

a glorious afternoonl then you’ll understand.”

“ Why don’t you oxplain now "
N
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“ Well, I can’t-—that's all.”
Jack Grey looked rather grim: .
+.T've got something elsc to suggest,”

he said. * You won't give up your
plans, but I'm a peaceable chnf. 'l
chuck up my own, if you like. I'll come
along with you—" _

* No, you won't!” interrupted Pitt
-sharply.

Y .h?ﬂ .

“ You—you can't!’ went on FPitt.
« L,ook here, Jack, you can’t come with
me. I must go alone—you understand?’

Jack Grey certainly did understand,
for the words were clear enough. And
he was not slow to detect the sharp note
of alarm in Pitt’s voice. Obviously, Pilt
feared his chum to come with him.

““ Oh, very well,”” said Jack coldly.
*“If that's the wnyf'ou take it, Reggie,
I’ll say no more. ou won't come with
me, and you Practically tell me that my
company isn't wanted, That’s good
cnough.”

“ Oh, I say! Look here——="

“No, I don’t want to hear any
more,” interrupted Jack Grey. ‘‘ That's
enough.” '

He sat down at his desk, and Pitt
looked at him with a pained expression
in his eyes. Then he realised that the
time was getting on. Even if he re-
mained, il would only lcad to argumaents,
and, in any case, he couldn’t explain.

So he shrugged his shoulders and passed
out of the sludy without another word.

But it left him fceling rather uncom-
fortable, that little tiff. Above all
things he wanted to avoid [riction with
Jack. And yet that friction was coming
—wag growing more and more acute
in spite of all Reggie’s efforts. '

He passed down the passage and into
the lobby. Handforth was standing
there, and Handforth loocked somewhat
the worse for wear. A piece of court

Jaster was on his face, one wrist was
Eandaged, and he limped slightly.

Pitt had heard some rumours Lhat
Handforth had nearly killed himself by
reckiess riding, but mo details had been
forthcoming. _

“ Oh, ballo!”’ said Handy.
out?”’

- &l Yes.ll

‘“ Business or pleasure?”’

. ¢ Pleasure,” replied Pitt truthfully.
‘“ Anything more? Shall I tell you
where I'm ‘going, and who I'm gt:-ingI to
meet Shls'l) I tell you how much I'm

“ Going
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going to spend? Would you hke
know whether ¥Yve got clean socks on?

Handforth glared.

I don’t want any of your nerve
he replied darkly. *‘ And look here, I
know -something! Just you wait, my
son, I'll surprise you before long. I
know all sorts of tﬁings."

‘“ Marvellous!” said Pilt.
quite Lthe opposite!”

IHe passed out leaving Iandforth to
wonder what exactly he had meant.

“ Cheeky ass!’ mutlered Handforth.
‘““ But I'm going to surprise everybody
soon. I'm on the track of this mystery
—the biggest mystery that any delective
ever had to unravel, and I'm going to
beat Sexton Blake, and Nelson Lee, and
Sherlock Holmes al their own giddy
game.’’

Marvellous to relate, Handforth was
keepm(f his secret to himself. He had
learned things at Thornton Housge on
the previous evening, but he had said
nothing. It was his 1dea to work on the
case on his own, and bring it to a
triumphant conclusion. The fact that he
hardly knew what the case was, was a
mere detail.

Pitt got his bicycle out, and was soon
speeding towards DBannington. Arriving
in the town, he kept his eyes open and
his wits about him. Nobody saw him
enter the private pramises of ‘the
Bannington Foolball Club—that i,
ncbody knew him. .

He had come specially dressed in a
Norfolk suit, and on the way he had
changed his school cap for a tweed one
with a big peak. He was also wearing
smoked cycling goggles. It formed a
ghight disguise. |

He entered the dressing-room cheer-
fully, and found Hogan, the tramer,
lecturing a number of the players.
Hogan was an excellent trainer, and he
was very anxious that things should go
well this afternoon.

Fred Hearne. the captain of the First
Eleven, turned as Pitt entered, and
gave o shout of welcome,

‘““ Here  he is—the  marvellous
Abdullah!” he exclaimed, grinning.
‘““ Good for you, kid! We knew you
wouldn’t disappoint us.”

‘““ Rather npot!” said Pitt. * Of
course, you're keeping it mum about my
real idendity 3%

‘“ I thought

'.l.._l
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' Every one of us,” said the skipper.
“If we got talking your MHeadmaster
might know, and we don’t want to lose

you.”

Mr. Page, the team manager, came
bustling in.

“I saw you come in through the
atbs, Pitt,”’ he said briskly. ** Good
ad! How are you feeling?”’

‘““ Oh, fit"" replied the junior.

‘ Had some practice?”’

‘‘ Heaps!”’

““ Good!” said the manager, rubbing
his hands together. ‘‘ Now, you'd
betlter pop off to your little dressmg-room
and proceed witﬁ the dyeing."

“ But don’t forget to come to life
when the match starts!” grinned
Hearne,

Pitt went off feeling very cheerful.
All these footballers were fine fellows—
full of spirits and cheeriness. He had
imagined that professional footballers
‘were different to this. He had pictured
them. as being of a common type, who
drank and swore when they were off
duty.

It was a very pleasant surprise to find
that his idens were quite wrong. Every
profeasional in the Bannington Club was
a thoroughly decent man—clean living,
and healthy, and gentlemanly. Thero
was an atmosphere of comradeship in the
club which quite took hold of Pitt.

Tom Howard, the young footballer
who had first seen Pitt play, was not in
the team this afternoon. as he was
suffering from a slightly sprained
tenden. and Hogan had pronourced him
uanfit—much to Howard's  disgust.
Personally, he thought he was as fit as
a ﬁ:iidle, but the trainer had the last
word. :

Pitt had been provided wilth a little
dressing-room to himself. It was only
a tiny place, but quite large enough.
Here he kepi his big bottle of brown
dye. He proceceded to strip. and then
he applied the stuff with the sponge.
It was a vory easy process. He browned
his face, his IIE('{(. his arms. Then heo
})roceeded to apply the stuff to his le;f]s.
rom his ankles well up his thighs. The
wholo operation only took him ten
minutes.

And when he donned his colours he
was Abdullah.

Reginald Pitt had vanighed. It was
roally surprising whal an. extraordinary
change the application of this brown
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dye made. Naturally dark, Pitt looked
the part to the life.

_Later on, it would be very easy for
him to remove this dye by means of
petrol. It came off with the slightest
touch. Rather a smelly process,
perhaps, but Pitt didn’t exactly mind.
The dye was proof against everything
else—perspiration and rain. There was

no fear of his colour running on the
field.

Pitt presonted himself in the big
general room.
‘ Behold, the wmagician!’ grinned

I'red Hearne. ‘‘One minute he is o
schoolboy. and the next minute he turns
himself into a dancing Dervish!"

And the captain rattled. off a fearful
sentence in a quick jabber, which meant
absolutely nothing. Evidently he was
pretending to ask Pitt a few questions.
The other footballers roared.

““Oh, he's off "’ grinned Pitt. ‘ What
do you think our prospects are for the
afternoon?’’ |

‘“In the first flnce, you mustn’t speak
in English at all,”” said Howard, with a
chuckle. *“ If anybody asks you any
questions—any outsider, I mean—you’'ve
ot to shake your head and look silly.
E\-orybody thinks you're a blue-blooded
Egyptian, and that you learnt football
wilh our giddy troops. 8o if you want
to speak at all, speaﬂ in Egyptiant”
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘‘ As regards the 5nm9, we shall have
to look alive.”” said Hearne seriously.
‘“ We're playing Helmmford Unitod, and
they're hot. They haven’t lost a game
yet. They’ve won every malch this
season. home and away. But, by Jove,
we'll do our best to grab two points
away from ‘em!”’

‘“‘ Rather!” said DPitt.

The manager was equally concerned.
He explained how necessary it was for
every player to work with might and
main—to play with the sole object of
getting goals. All the members of the
team were urged to do their utmost.

And it was quite certain that the
team would do so. But whether they
would win the match or not remained to
be seen.

Meanwhile,” a record crowd was
assemmbling in the sltand and on the
banks, The Bannington ground was
not exceptionally large, but it could
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accommodale ten thousand—not that it |

had ever been full. On this occasion,
however, the crowd was greatly
augmented by a hugo inrush of Helm-
ford supporters,

Helmford was only twenty miles off,
and hundreds and hundreds of foothall
enthusiasis came by train and char-a-
hane, and on bicycles. It seemed quite
likely, therefore, that there would be a
record gate,

The Helmford people were convinced
that they would see their own pets win
the game and take both the points back
to Helmford with them. The DBan-

nington supporters were equally deter-|.

mined to keep the points at home.

Ilowover, what Lhey determined
nmattered little. It was the players
themselves who had it in their power to
decide.

And, at last, a tremendous roar went
up as DBannington took the field.
Another yell followed when Helmford
United came out. For two or three
minutes tho two elevens kicked the ball
about near goal, Then the referce
appeared accompanied by the linesmen.
The crowd was on the tip-toe of ex-
peclancy.

X ‘c'lPIay up, Helmford!” yelled some-
ody.
- ““Go it Bannington!”’

From all sides came a good deal of
criticism regarding Abdullah. He had
been scen and appreciated in the
reserve match. But was he strong
enough to play in the first eleven?

Many of the town club supporlers
shook their heads dubiously.. Ditt was
-small compared wilh the other players,
and he was practically untried. Many
¢nthusiasts declared that his inclusion
in the team would mean the loss of the
game.

But Pitt intended opening all eyes,

‘The whistle blew, and the rival
caplains came forward and tossed. Fred
ITearne won, much to the delight of the
crowd. The elevens lined -up, the
referee set his watch, and blew his
whistle.

The game commenced.

CHAPTER VI.
PLAYING FOR THE LEAGTE.

¢ O it, Bannington!”

G The game started with a rush,
the Bannington forwords taking
the ball down the field 1n deter-

mined slyle. They passed it neatly

IHE LEAGUI | 23

from one lo tho other, and it really
looked as though they were about lo
secure a goal in the first few momients,

Hearne drove hard and irue for theo
goal, but the Ileclmford keeper rushed
out and met the lealher squarely with
his fist. It went souring inlo mid-field,
where it was neatly trapped by the
opposing centre-hall, and passed on the
instant to the left wing.

The inside man tricked the back,
passed to the outside, and it was swiftly
centred, the ball fulfing rigaig in front
of the goal mouth.

Stam!

The ball raﬁti'ncd into the back of the

net, and the Bannington goalkeepWw
was nowhere. Ile hardly saw the
leather at all,

“ Goal!”’

The visitors faidy shrieked, and the
home supporlers remained silent. . This
was an unexpected rebuff. They had
hardly oxpectod that. Helmford would
open the scoring within the flrst
minule, '

‘* Play up, Bannington!”
‘“ Come on, my bonny boys!’
“ Put some ginger into it!"’

The crowd was perfectly willing to
impart any amount of advice, free,
gratis, and for nothing. When their
favourites. were winning they were full
of onthusiasin. When they were in
trouble, the supporters were full of
criticism. It was just the way of foot-
ball crowds.

The game restarted, and for some
little time the t(wo sides struggled
valiantly with one another, most of the
play being in mid-Geld.” The home
defence had livened up, and did not
give the visitors any further opportumty
of breaking through. In the meantime,
Bannington tried hard to score.

Pitt, much to his regret, was sadly
neglected. The half-backs consistently
fecf thoe left wing, and Pitt hardly hed
anything to do. . The left wing was
good, but somchow, it never seecmed to
bring anything off. Before the ball
coulﬁ be taken down the goal area it
was seized by the Helmford defenders
and sent back into mid-field beyond.

The game was a clean one, the
refaree hardly finding it neces.sm'iI to
blow his whistle once for a foul. ow
and again the game would ‘be stopped
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for off-side, but this was hardly to be
wondcred at.

Thon came another
crowd.

One of the Bannington backs mis-
judged a kick. The ball went spinning
in an oblique direction. Nobody was
near il, but, wilh one of those quick
Lursts of intuition which marks a first.
clnss footballer, the Helmford centre-
farward darled up the field. He reached
thoe ball before the mistake could be
rectified.

With a terrific first-time shot he sent

shock for

the leather shooling inlo a corner of the

goal.

The Bannington custodian flung him-
self flat in an endeavour to avoid the
catastropho. DBut the ball slipped under
him—he was a shade too lale. :

‘““ Goal !” .

* Oh, well played, Helmford!”

“Gonl!”

“ We'll show you what we can do!”’
rosred a Helmford supporter. *‘‘ Who
says you can play football?’

The crowd was in a turmoil. Two

down, and it wasn't yet half-time.
‘This was worse than anything that
could have happened. It was litlle

short of a catastrophe. Idow could the
home team poassibly score three goals?
And withoul them they could not win,

Indeced, they would be lucky if they
drew.

But foothall is an uncertain game.
And, as frequently happens, the winning
side slackened down. probably believing
that their load was good enough to carry
them through successfully, The defence
lost its vigour, and the backs became
careless. It was only too clear that
Helmford United believed that they
were ‘““all over'' their opponents. and
"had the game in their own grasp!

Then Reginald Pitt had his chance.

It was the first time he had been able
{o see whal he could do. The ball came
lus.wh{ more by accident than anything
else. I'rom a throw-in it was kicked up
the field. Pitl seized upon it—and away
_he wenl, streaking up the touch-line like
a racer. The crowd fairly roared.

This was Lthe first burst of speed they
had seon. Pitt had perfect control of
“the ball, and he tricked a half-back and
a back in quick succession—these -players
bolieving that they had nothing to fear
.from this coloured footballer.

the *
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Pitt was right near lhe goal-line. His

rogress up Lhe field had been so quick,
“however, that thero was nobody ready for
him to pass to. If he centred the ball
his efforts would be wasted.

So he ran in like a whirlwind.

The goalkeeper realised his danger, and
camoe out to meot this unsuspected enemy.
Pilt did not hesilate a second—he kicked
hard and true. The leather loft his foot,
and sped over the ground low. The
goalie missed il nllogether, and it enlered
the nel—one of the finest goals the Ban-
mngton supporters had ever seen.

‘““ Hurrah!™”

“Goal!”
~ ““Oh, good shol!"’

“ Well played, Blackie !

“Goal!”’

The enthusiasm was tremendous, and
Pitt's erm was nearly wrenched out of
its socket by the handshaking he received
by his comrades. Fred Hearne was ovor-
joved.

“ Wonderful!"' he exclaimed.
young ‘un!”

“We've got to win!" muttered Pitt
grimly. .

““ That's the style—-that's the spirit!™”

But the gamo had only been started
three minutos kefore another set back
came. By n piece of atrocious luck,
Helmford scored again. The Bannington
left back was foolish enough in a
moment of intense excilement to handle
the ball in the penalty area; but the
referec pointed to the penalty spot.

‘““ Penalty!”’

The Helmford supporlers were on (ip-
{oe, and the home crowd waited with
feverish anxiety.  The visiting cenlrp-
half took the kick, and he made no mis-
take. He defeated the goalkeeper—and
Helmford scorod again.

Three-one!

This was appalling. Pitt’s goal was no
good now—for Helmford were still two
ahead. And it was now only n few
moinents from half-time.

When the game went on the players
wvere listless. Thoy knew that only a
few moments remained before the in.
torval, and Bannington had practically
lost heart. Thev knew quite well that
Helmford United was (he bettor team.
They were fighting against what seemed
to be hopeless odds.

Then once again came a change. Once
again Pitt rushed up the field with a

‘“ Groat,
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speed which amazed his fellow-players
and the spectators alike. At tho very

recise moment he lifted the ball, and:

E; dropped at the centre-forward’s foot.
Hearne kicked hard, but a groan went up
as it was seen that tho goalic tipped i1t
over lhe cross-bar. '

“ Comer!"”

And a corner kick it was—and it was
Pitl’s task to take it. Pitt know well
enough that here was a chance to score.
His judgment was almost uncanny.

Ho lifted the ball, and it dropped
practically into the very mouth of the
goal. IL came curving in, slightly as-
sisted by the gentle hreeze. Up sprang
the Bannington centre-half, and he got
his head 1o the leather. It went in well
and truly, and tho goalie was defeated.

‘“ Goal !’

‘“ Well played, Abdullah!”’

Everybody recognised that Pitt had
actually scored this' goal, although he
had not put it inlo the rcl. And then
came half-time, with things appearing
much brighter. The score 1was now
three-two.

And, if Bannington made a supreme
effort, there was no reason why they
should not equalise, at least. And even
cne point was better than none at all’

“ ‘Flendid, youngster — absolutely
gplendid!”’ exclaimed the manager, as
P’itt was sponging himself down in the

interval. ‘“ Keep it up, and we’ll win
yet! B Fad! ou’re the best man on
the field!

“T did my best, ar,”” smd Ditt
modestly.

He was delighted b%the attitude of all
the other players. He had expected

jealousy—and bitter feelings.  Nothin
of the sort ‘existed. Theso professionals
recognised him as an exceptional player.
‘They gave him f{ull credit for his
rgowess. And Lhey were glad to have
“him playing in the same ecloven.

_ A roar went up as the two teams cameo
mto the field for the second half of the
Tme. The crowd was excited now, for
tho game was in an interesting state.
Heo!mtord was one up, and the home team
would have to work like niggers if they
were to gain the mastery. "And when
the game restarted it went with a rush,

There was no question of Helmford |-

slackening down now. ' The players were
oing all out to increase their lead, and
oy were playing extremely well.

* However, much as the

.Helmford forwards could not get

tried, the|the Bannington
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through. It was almost miraculous the
way the home goal escaped. Corner -
after corner was forced, but not one of
them aterialised.  Practically all the
play was in the home half of the field,
and the Bamninglton defenders were run
off their feet.

Then they bucked up, and the game
resolved itself inlo a sort of ding dong
baltle for the mastery.

Twenty minutes sped by, and by this
time all the footballers were -feeling tho
effects of their gruelling Rlay. It was
generally considered by the crowd that
no more gonls would be scored, and that
Helmford wonld win. |

Then the Bannington supporters lost
all hope .

For the visiling cenire-forward made
an individual run—a masterly effort such
as onc sces only occasiorally, He boat
everybody, and 1L is doubtful if he would
have scored. But the Bannington goa!-
kcoper flustered, ran out. If he had re-
mained between the posts it is extremely
dubious whether a goal would have 're-
sulted. |

But the cenlre-forward twisted round
the custodian with ease, and simpis
dribbled the ball into the open net.

The crowd groaned. -

“0-0h!’

““ Goal!"’ roared the delighted Helm-
fordians. -

- ““That’s just about put the lid on it!”
said Fred Hearno grimly. * Four-two!”

The very idea of Banmngton securing
three goals in about fifteen minutes
seemetf prepostorous.  They needed
three goals to win.

But, such is the uncerlainty of foot-
ball, a tremendous change came about
within five minutes—and, after all, it
was not so very surprising. The Helm-
ford men had shol their bolt. They
had played hard and had exbausted
themsclves. The home team was not so
fagged. _

nd, even now, they did not give up
hope. Once a side have given up hope
in football, it has ,absolu_telv; no chance.

The ball went over to the left wing,
and in Jess than two minutes it was
contred, rammed at the goalws, fisted
out, and thoen headed in.

i GOEI !n . N

This was bolter. The visilors were
now' only one ahcad, but it seemed that
they would remain so. TFor five minutes
players worked Iliko
Trojans, vitalised into extra activity by
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that last goal. They Lried their utmost
to scoro again, but il seemed that luck
was against them.

Helmford wenl lo pieces, but the in-
side forwards of the home team had
apparenlly losl their shooting ability.
Again and again thoy gol through, only
to send the ball wide, sky high—any-
whero, in facl except into the net. The
crowd was exasperated.

Then Pitt came into the limelight
'once moreo.

The leathor was passed to him from
the centre-half--this man fully realising
thal their only chance of \\-inningr was
lo give Pilt every opportunity. here
whs a race for Lhe Lnll botween Ditl
and ono of the backs. I’itL got thero
first. The back, in desporatlion, at-
templed Lo foul the junior,.bul failed,
Pitt leaping comploleﬂy over the man,
and charging down upon the goal.

He sonlL the ball into the net with
torrific force.

“ Goal!”

“ Oh, hurrah!'”

T Y Woll Plnycd, Blackie!™

“ GoalV

The impossible had happened—DBan-
nirglon had equalised!

“One more goal to win!"
crowd. :

“Lel’'s have it, Bannington!"

But was there {ime? It hardly
-seemed 8o, for there was only one
minute lefl—one minute before the
whistlo wonld blow! In fact, there was
hardly timo for the teams {o line-up, and
for the ball to be got into motion. The
referee was already eyeing his watch.

His whistlo blew, and lﬁe game went
on, But the c¢rowd was already stream-
ing out. knowing full well that the game
was over. DBul those who went wished
that thoy had remained.

I'or they missed sceing the most won-
derful effort of the whole game.

A sccond after the kick-off the Dball
swung out to the right wing. Pitt ob-
tained it, but made no attempt {o follow
his usual tacltics. Instead of passing or

roared tho
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he made straight for the goal—becoming
for 'u moment, centre-forward. -

Nobody had beon expecting -il—no-
body had looked for ii. Thoe Helmford
centre-half threw himself at Pitt. Ditt
dodged like lightning, curled round, and
found himselg opposed by both the
Holmford backs. Ho gave the ball a
soft touch. and it went high, to fall
just in advance. Pitt sped round the
two backs before thoy knew what he was
doing, and they gasped with dismay as
they saw that he aJ got the ball again,
and that he was descending upon Lhe
goal.

- ¢ Shoot !

“ Oh, shoot!™

But Pitt didn't shoot in a hurry. He
wanted lo make absolutely certain of
this—and he did. He steadied himself,
and then the toe of his boot mel the
leather, it rose at an angle, and for a
fraction of a second oeverybody thought
that it was going wide. Dut it just
slipped in at the very corner of the goal.
The custodian jJumped with all his
strenglh. His fingers {ouched the ball
—butl could nol save it. It rolled over
his shoulder, bounced, and was in the
net.

And then pandemonium reigned.

The whistle blew, and the game was

-O\'('l".

The crowd simply cheered ilself
hoarse. In spite of all the difficulties—

in spite of the overwhelming handicap—
Bannington had won. And Abdullah,
the mysterious Egyptian footballer, had
won the game. _

Without the slightest doubt, 1l was due
to his efforts that the home team had
gained the two pomts. i

As for Pitl himself, he was in a stato
of excited and exhausted joy. His first
game for the League had been a
triumph. '

And he had many glorious prospecis
before him. The fulure seemed bright.
But Reginald Pitt didn’t know of the
trials and troubles which would shortl
be descending upon him--and \\'oll-nigﬁ

going up lhe field near the touch-line, ' overwhelming him.
THE RXD.

Rl —

Another fine story of this splendid ¢ Footer’’ series
will appear next week, and will be entitled ;

| MISSING rrom tHE MATCH'! |
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BEGIN TO-DAY THIS THRIL-~
LING NARRATIVE OF

INTRODUCTION.

NELSON LEE, the great detective, as Mr.
Herbert Drake, B.A., secures a post as games
-master at Marsh Manor School in order to
tnvestigate strange visits of ghosis at the school.
Hws young assistant, NIPPER, comes to the
.school as Barton, a backw ard boy Unless the
%host can be laid, the Head, the REV. QCTA-
- VIOUS OHARD will be obhged to close down
. the school. Lee .mspacts Monsieur VILOTTE,
~ the French master as being implicated in
~ the . ghostly manifestations, - ADOLPHLE
MALINES, JULES TROCHON, and
MADAME TROCHON Bdgmn refugee.s and
Jriendly neighbours of 'the Head, are found
~ to be living on the hospilulity of I\IGLLBY-
CHARTERIS, Znown by Lee to be a financier
of ill-repute, "The mystery deepens, and Lee
finds thal he i3 up against some very despe-
- rale and clever eriminals, including SOL
- CLITTERS, the notorious forger, who, learn-
tng of the famou.s detective’s preseme at the
school, plots to murder him, -

(Now read on)

SHAPTER XII? (c'mzinued.)_
"The Murder of Nelson Lee.

'IPPER said nothing, knowing that the
. Rev. Octavius was at that very
moment upstairs in ‘* Mr. Herbert
Drake’'s” room, it having been
arranged that he should seize the opportumty
of preparation to get there unobserved.

- At ten minutes to nine Antoine Vilotte

_arose from the chair on which he had been
sitting, and an cdd silence fell on the othnr
occupants of the hostel.

. It i3 time,” he said, with a short laugh,
“if I am to obey the rules and reguli 1t,mns
of my Principal! - Good fortune!”

- And, raieing the glass of red wine 'bo his

lips, he poured the conten-ts down his hairy
threat.

- 8ol Clitters and meessor Felix followed

him into the ball, and helped him on with

" his .mackintosh., .

“You're feelmg sure of yourself?’ said the
~ American. “It’s not too late for me to give

'you a hand, you know.”

|

RN //' y
N

ﬁ@kmwla§=

|

| -

MAROR

iunmmnmu||m||ullmnnmnululuiuluniuuunnlu
// <

| m:uuuuu'l‘l||nunlluuumlnimlnu|um
THE GREAT DETECTIVE OF
GRAY 5 INN ROAD.

“ Poof' I have never been $0 conﬂdent in
my life!’”” sneered Vilotte. = - 7

*“Do not forget, my dear fellow,” © whis<
pered the old professor; no longer, the gentle,
benevolent man of science, but looking. for -
all-the world like a rapacious woli, ‘ do not
forget that one c¢ry may undo everythmg'”

“Your chloroform will make’ that -safe
enough. Do you think I am a child in these
matters, Felix?’’ replied Viloite ...** Honestly,
I would rather have shot him, but, £8 you
say, it must be done without noise—an opera-
tion under ansesthetics. Don't let that light

from the room show when I open the fronw

door.”

And the old man closed the commumcatlon
between the sitting-room and the hall.

**Well, so long!” said pthe Amencan.
“ We sha'n 't expect to see you for eomse
fime, This is pretiy certain to let the police
in.
have gone through Charteris?” -

“¢ 1 shall let you know,” said Vilotte, press-

ing Clitter's big hand with a firm prebsure
of his own, and, slipping out -of the door,
which was noiselessly c¢lcsed behind him, the -
murderer went out into the wind and rain.

The clock was striking the hour as the |

French master took his candlestick from the -

hall table, ljt it, and mounted the stairs.
And once inside his own apartments he drew
two things from his mackintosh pockets, lay-
ing them side by side on the dressing-table.

One was a twelve-ounce bottle filled with
a yellow viscous fiuid, the other a foot and
a half of two-inch piping filled with lead.

He picked the latter up several times,
weighing it carefully in his hand, and smiting -
one or {wo blows with it, ewdently to his
complete satisfaction, for he smiled at him-
celf in the glass and stroked his black beard- -
to a point.

He was always a bit of a dandy, Antoine
Vilotte, and had caught the habit of white
spats from his colleague, Ingleby-Charteris.
He took these off now, and, removing his
trousers, placed them in a press, after which
he put on an old pair, changed his shirt, and
slipped his arms into a blue flannel jacket ;

His oboe-case lay on the window-seaf, and,
with—a. foxy eniile of imtense cunn-ing,—- he

But you will let us know how .things
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screwed the instrument fogether and played |

.4 pretty little air, after hIB u.-.-ual nightly
-cusbom
- Had ~ycu peeped in upon him, there wa.

_nothing to show that the man was medi- |

“tating a foul crime. But-when ths clocck
chimed eleven he laid the instrument down
and walking on tiptoe across his study,
traversed the few yards that separated it

- from the nearest dormitory, opened the door
very softly, and listened.

~ Little by little, he switched on an electric
torch, and plamed the light round Nipper's
head; but the boy lay SIC&])ID“‘ on his back,
the l‘OR}'rﬂllSh of health on his cheek, and
- mothing to show that he was fully dressed
"and had only regained the dormitory two
minutes before the Belgian entered it. e

Satisfied with his examination, Vilotte
. closed -the door nmseles:ly behind him and
‘ locked his own: .

. The action seemed to transform him, and
 a tigerish look came into his eyes as he lifted

the »table that stood in the centre of the
study and opened the -well-oiled trapdoor.
' Then he drew on an extra pair ¢f socks over
'thoae he was wearing, eased the stopper of
“the boitt,le before. placing it in his pocket,
“and, * picking up his terrible bludgeon,
.fallowed the ray of the torch down the
wooden steps. Using it only to light him
“along ~ the . communicating passage, he
“switched it off at the foot of the other
ladder, and, opening the trap beneath the
gamea-masters table, listened intently for
~geveral minutes,
A dull, yellow glow bhrough the door of the
adwmmg bed-room, which stood slightly
ajar, puzzled him, and it was some time
- before 'he crawled on hands and knees
-~ towards it, and peeped in.
‘The llght. came, from a candle st.andmﬂ by
the bedside, and it flung the shadow of the
- great detective's head acrcss his pillow. Lee
lay on his right side, his shoulder pushing
“up the bed-clothes into a mound, and it was
- evident to Vilotte that he ‘had no SUS‘D]LIOH
of the approaching peril.
+ .- A stride from the bed-head,
~Japanese five-fold screem protected the
sleeper from the wind, which, as it found a
- way through the old leaded panes, wavereid
the candle flame. But the figure on the
hedmwas 5Ieepmg quietly, and made no move-
me =

Twice Vilotte's fingers t:c-‘htened on - the

,lengl:h of piping. -But he pauaed remember-
" ing that one ery mlght he fata! to tne bust
"ness in hand, and, cautiously withdrawing
- the etopper, he raised his arm as he knelt
" there, anc® poured some of the ohloroform on
- to the top sheet.
—-The rain pattered briskly agamst "the
"~ window, but that was the only sound, and
Vilctte made bold to pour out the res!; of
“the ohloroform, and then waited.

To 'his excited imagination, as the cand'
 flame flickered, the shadow on the pillow
" moved, and the head seemed to move with
af. But that was fancy, and judging tne
chloroform to have ph}ed its part by thab

I‘E' fxt 2. - - S
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the large :
‘half a dozen men,”

on the floor of the adjoining bed-room.

~

time, he raised himself slowly to his fect -
lifted the lethal ..weapon, and - brought 1t~
down with a dull t.hud on the skull of ﬂ;he
sleeping man!-

Ten times he smote rap:dly. with the full
force of a muscular arm, and then, seizing
the throat with both hands, to make assur-
ance doubly sure, he gave a startled cry.

His fingers had grasped nothing, -and, -as
the aoccer ball rolled with a bounce on to
the floor, carrying the wig with it, ae felt
himself lifted from his feet by a double grip
more powerful than his own. and flung face
downwards across the dummy t*hat had .
deceived him! |

Steel handcufis secured his wrut»s behind
his back, and at the same moment the Rev.
Octavius Chard passed a stout lugzage-strap
round the man’'s legs, and pulled it tight, as
a preliminary. - -

All power of thought and movement
seemed to pass from the man, so overwhelm-
ing had been the surprise, so terrible the
future possibilities, |
turned him over, and he lay there, bound
and helpless, the eyes of Nelson Lee were
looking down into his own N 2
- *“ Bravo, Mr." Chard!” said Lee. “TI think
we'll” have that other strap on him. " We
don’t want any trouble under the secret
passage. By Jupiter! 1f my head had heen
where he thounht it was, it would have been
past -aching by this time ™’

“ The murderous- hound!” exclaimed M-,

Chard, in a low voice full of horror and in-
dxﬂnatmn “* At any rate, t-his is - number -
one'"

“And, while he st.rapped hia klltE"Q toget’ner,
Nelson Lee gagged the ruffian with a towel,
on which Vllotte bit viciously. .

They had neither of them realised when
they darted from behind the screen that they
had forced his face on to the "very spot -
where he had soaked the sheet with chloro-
form; but the eweet, subtle odour was not
lost on Nelson Lee, who seized him by the
lees and dragged him clear, afterwards
rnllmg up the shect and opening the window.

“ There 'was enough in that bottle to kill
he sald, replacing the
stopper. ‘“ And now, sir, he's a heavy fehow
and we've got our work cut cut to comey
him to his own room.’

It was no easy matter to carry the inen. |
helpless man down the wooden steps and
along the passage, but they accomplished it
between them, and laid him for a moment

““ That Cromwellian chair in h1.~_- study .-a
the very thing for our purpcse,” said Lee.l
and he transferred it from one room to the
other, finding it just as much as he cculi
lift. '

Vilotte had returned to hls senses by that
time, and his eyes .spoke unutterable things
as they sat him up and roped and strapped
him, until he could neither move a limb nor
throw his w eight from one side to the.othzr,

‘“ 8o, Monsieur Vilotte,  your. career of
lnfamy is finished. You will have plenty of -

| time for reﬂect:.ou, because vuu ars-golng

and when they had -
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'to remain here until ‘we have rounded up

" the resi.of your interesting little gang,” said
the. great. detective. ‘‘It may be a week
before we place you "in the hands of the
police, but, in the meantime, I know you are
anxious t.o communicate with your friends,
and I-am going to write a letter for you.

He took the candle into the study, and|

returned again, this time with a packet of
the pink notepaper that Viloite affected,
-and, sitting down beside him, placed a
spec1men of the Belgian’s own handwrttmg
on the corner of the dressing-table, repeating
each line aloud for the scoundrel’s beneﬁt as
he set it down in perfect French:

¥ Dear Mons:eur,——Have the goddness to
let them know that I have accomplished that
little affair. The thing was not easy, but he
was asleep, and never moved after the first
blow. Unfortunately, he shed much blood;
but I have removed all traces by taking
away the sheets. They are hidden, with the
body, in the passage under my room. For
all my courage, the business made me very
sick. My hand still trembles as I write, and
1 do not feel myself. It is the strain, the
reaction of relief after the terrible discovery
that Nelson Lee had a clue. All that is
finished now, and the man is dead. Lose no
time, for we: have b‘blll the boy to reckou
‘ mbh
: “ Bien & vOus,

o VILOTTE.”

" Admirable!”" 'said Mr. Chard, filling ‘his
pipe, with hands that shook a 111:-t.'1e ‘““ Direct
the envelope to Ingleby-Charteris, and
- Withers shall deliver it in the morning.”

In a few minutes they blew out Vilotte's

“candle, and, locking the ‘outer door, left
the mlscreant alone with his thoughts.

As they passed the dormitory, a head was
. pushed out.

- *“We've done it, and without a hitch !’
" whispered Nelson Lee. ** Get to hed. . Events
will - begin to move rapidly now, and you
: wm want all the sleep you can get.”’

In his hand the detective carried the euit-
case bearing his assumed initialg, containing
a suit of pyjamas, his shaving tackle, and a
supply of tobacco. And he took possession
of Mr. Williams' empty rooms, which was all

part of the scheme he had worked out in|

cunjunctlon with the Headmaster.

It was one o'clock before Mr. Chard left
. him, with a clear knowledge -of the part he
himself - was to play, and morning- brou ght
another surprise to t;he inmates of the Manor
House,

*“ 1 say, what do you think?" said Seymour,
in a frightéened whisper, bouncing into the
dormitory after a visit to the boot-room.

- “"Froggie’s been taken ill in the night, and

they’ve had a doctor to him.”’

*“Then that ac—aounta for the nome I
- hegrd,”” said Tulk.

‘“ And I ‘bhou%h{; there were people moving
about,” interjected Nipper. -
"« Bt that’s not all,”” said Seymour. ,_‘j'__Mr.

SEEY 1} Wh&t?“ it Pl o S ot : B
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And the whole dormitory joined in the cry. -
“ Yes—gone!

Head’s nearly out of his mind.”
There was consternation on every face, and

the news: spread like wildfire through the.
s-chool .

¢ g g

"CHAPTER XIIIL
- The Mystery Deepens! - - :
E BOUT eleven o'clock in the forenoon

-
@

-

* Mr. Ingleby-Charteris, driving his
Ro]ls-Roy{:e at a rapid pace, saw a

- figure on the high  road, -walking
towards him with bent head, and: recognla-ed
the Rev. Octavius Chard. )

The stockbroker hesitated, thinking of the

letter he had received an hour before, and
which, his French being defective, he had
cIumery translated by ‘the aid of a.dic-
tionary. He had ‘not -beén able to quite
make - out the allusion to “Nipper in the
letter; but now that Nelson Lee was dead
the great ‘danger had been removed and,
slowing down, he brought the car to.a
stand, struck by the strange’ look Of an}ue,ty.
in the schoolmaster’s face, - |

“ Good-morning, Mr. . Chzird'”, he calle-:l-
out, in his boisterous, vulgar -way. ' You

looh like a man with a Ioad on his mmd
What's the matter?’”’ -

Mr. Chard, who had acknowledged the
salute in a rather ahstracted manner, s1:epped

‘up to the car and shook hands thh its
OWner.

“*T am worrlcd out of my very ltle Mr .
Charteris,” he said gloomily. * Things seem
to be going from bad to worse. My French

“master has broken down, and is running a

temperature. The local doctor cannot make
head or tail of it, and orders him-to keep
his- room -until the symptoms either develop.
or disappear. And, as wmisfortunes never
come singly, my new assistant, Mr. Herbert
Drake, is nowhere to be found ™ :

.“You don't say so!” exclaimed Ingleby-
Charteris, finding -it difficult to conceal the -

‘unholy joy that filled him at this positive

confirmation. *‘I don't. understand.  Disap-
peared? How has he disappeared?” - :

“If I am not detaining you, it would ‘be
a real rel:ef to get a practical, commonsense
opinion,”’ said the Rev. Octavius. * Have '
yeu five minutes to. spare?” -

“ An hour, my dear fellow, if I can be of
any asmtance, rcphed the stmkbroker
promptly. .

“Then look here.- 'I‘o beg in at the begm— .
ning, .,ever since this wretched ghost business
I have made a practice of removing the keys
of the outer doors at night. But this morn-
ing, when Drake -did not- come down.- te
breakfast I went to his room, and found the¢
window wide open, everyt.hmg else Juszf. a9

-usual,-but the sheets from. the man's ‘bed,
. his smt-case and -the man himself,

BGHE!
Now what do - you make of it?” -
The. stockbroker closed his. thtobtle unﬁ]

‘the engined~ purred with a ecareely pet .

Lowered himself out of. the
- window, with his suit-case. Boyle s-a}"s the
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ceptible hum, and looked aa puzzled as his

informant., -

- *“Who was he"" he said.
get him?"' -

. ** He answered my advert:sement in * The

- Times," and produced the very best of
credentials.” -

‘The stockbroker's eyes contracted, and he
smiled, remembering the Dowager Duchess of
qlsuﬂllvtrhgow and how compictely he had been

aken_in, -

“ Have “you cc:rmmumcated with  the
police?"’ he asked. _—
. Wi NCIt- }'et LR . - i

‘“Then I ehould wait a little. He did not

appear to e to he a man ever troubled
~with nerves;“but you may depend upon it
hesgut the wind up over your gl]&atﬁ, and
didn't like to admit it.”

_*I'd thought of that. But nothmw;-, been

geen for several mghta," said Mr. Chard,
nodding. . And for a4’ man to- dehhera*e]y
throw away his chances in life when he had
only to come to me and give notice in the
orthodox -way, it seems almost incredible.
Besules, he was the most popular master
I've ever had.”

“There's a lot of human nature even in
~popular 'maaters,” said Mr. Chdrteris, glad of
an <opportunity to smile at last. *“ If I were
you, I should mark time.
write. He must do.”

- “Ihope he will," said Mr. Chard gloomily.

“To tell you the truth, Charteris, to use a
vulgariem, I'in just ‘fed-up’ with the whole
thing. I am seriously conbemplatmg leaving
- the place altogether.” -

““That seems a pity,” said the w ily rascal
sympathetically. * Of course, if you do I
shall try to buy the house agam I'm not
afraid of ghcsts.”

‘““Nor I1,” said Mr. Chard. “ Bu* unfortu-
nately parenta and guardians don't look at
things in the same llght and I cannot afford
10 triﬂe with my livelihood.”

““No, of course not. Ycu say Vilotte is
ill? Nothing serious, I hope?”

T¢ The dml’.or says he suspects brain fev er,
bu{; he won't know for forty-eight hours.”
Well, well, you seem to have had nat.hmﬂ
but t.rnuble ever since you came here. I'm
awlully sorry for you. If there's anything I
can do, don't hesitate to command me.” .
“ You are very kind,” said the disconsolate
~schoolmaster, acceptmg the proffered hand.

“Then you do not aclw:,e informing the
police to-day?'’ -
“Not unless you're anxious for more

publicity,’” said his false friend. :
‘“ Perhaps you're right. I'll see what the
post brings, at any rate.” - E

= Where c.-':l you

The beggar will
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And they parbed, Mr. Chard to pursue his
lonely walk, while Ingloby-Charteris- turned
in at the open gate of the hostel, both men
thorourrhly satisfied with the reault‘. of that

interview, theéugh. each in a mdel} dn‘ferent

direction,

“ Dear me!"’ said the Rev Ot:tawus Chard-
to himself. *‘I never thought I could prac-
tise such deception! But surely the en(i' .
justifies the means in this case!”

_ “By jingo!" chuckled the stockbroker, as
he jumped out of his car. * Vilctte "has
certainly saved the .situation. A few inore
doseﬂ or ghcst, and the Manor House 1'3 |
ours! . a

As \Irv- Inwleb;,-Chartens approa{,hed the
house the ‘dcor was opened by  Adolfe
Malines, his dirty hands trembhng vwlent.ly
with bcttled up expectation.

“ Have you heard, mongicur?” was his
anxious inqguiry, which took the stockbroker
rather aback.

‘““Heard  what? Somet-hmg Wrong?" he
demanded.

‘“No, no! I mean has Vilotte communi-
cated with you? We are in an agony of
suspense. It is twelve hours since Anl;mne |
was to have done that thing.”

‘“And he did it!” said. Mr. Ingleby-

_Charteris stalking into the sitting-room, as

Adolfe Malines gave a hoarse cry of delight.

Madame Trochon and her giant of a hus-
band, Professor Felix, and the big Amermm
were all there waiting, and there was wine
on the table. - |

“Oh, the brave Antoine!”
madame clasping her hands.

“T don't know so much about that!” .
“1 was ready to do it my-

| e'xclaim'ed

growled Trochom.

eelf.” ;

“ Listen to the fool—he 1is jealous!”
laughed the Belgian woman.

The pair  were always quarrelling
there was nobody about to hear them.

“ Say, do you mean that?"’ questioned Sol
Clltt%l‘b eagerly. “ I shall believe it when I
see it -

‘““ Well, - here's his letter. Read 1t in
English, 'Professor, and, if there’s any more
proof wanting, I've ]usb had a talk with
Chard on the road.”

And he told them V«hat the Head had said

to him.
“ Well,

when

I didn't think. much of Vilotte
before this,”” said the American crook, his
face beaming. *“ But he's done what I failed
to do, and he deserves a medal-—-wwh palms.
There’s only one thing we’'ve got to guard
against now—that blessed boy, Nipper.”

“I-don't think he's likely to. trouble us
much,” said Ingleby-Charteris, who was
perspiring freely and mcrppmﬂ his head with-
his handkerchief. “ We've gct to keep th:s
in mind, that a man like Nelson Lee can't
dlea,ppear from off the face of the earth
without causing an immense cmnnmotion. His
friends will know where he is, and we'll have
bcotland Yard down here in a bra-ce of

shakes.” : |
(To be contmued.) S
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'BANISH HAIR POVERTY.

Test Free the Effect of * Harlene Hair-Drill »’
in Promofing Hair Health and Beauty.

1,000,000 OUTFITS FREE!

VERY woman looks into the mirror, and there

is every reason why she, should, for Nature

has given to woman the gift of beauty, and there

are mone who have received more of Nalure's
bounty than the ' English Rose.” .

Healthy, * abundart hair makes all the

L]

radiant,
d'tferenee to woman's appearance (and man’s too,
farr that matter), and now you have the opportun-
ity to try the * Harlene Hair-Drill>” method of
secuning and -maintaining hair health and beauty
free, '

v [ had the same i fficn '/t.gr s vou (shrug diag acith hair
arleich scemed 10 get wore/vinl! an @ Tiidess evvry da ), bt
alter a short course of ** Ha lene Hoir-Deill " gou see the
pesull=—bright, sresh, lt-trous, aind, acreover, easy 1o

l1css.
Y% rRY *“HARLENE" FREE.

All you have to do is to cut out and post the
Free * Gift Ouifit’’ Coupon below,

The Gift Parcel contains:—

1. A bottle of ‘* Harlene,” the true liyuid food and
. Tonlc for the hair, which stimulatesit to new growth.

2. A packet of themarvellous hair and scalp cleans-
ing " Cremex ' Shampoo, which prepares the head for
‘* Malr-Drill.”

3. A bottle of "' Ugzon,” Brilliantine, which gives a
fimal touch of beauty to the hiir, and is especially
beneficial to those whose scalp is dnclined to be
e dry." :

4. The New ** Halr-Drill '' Manual, giving complete
instructions.

After a free trial you will be able to obtain [ur-
* {her supplies of ** Harlene ” at 1s. 1id., 2s. 9d., and
4s. 9. per botile; ** Uzon "’ Brilliartine at 1s. 1id.,
and 2s. 9d. per bottle, and ** Cremex '’ Shanipoo
Powders at 1s. 6d. per box of seven (single packets
. 8d. each), from all Chemists and Stsres, or will be
gent direct on receipt of 6d. extra for postage from
" Edwards® Harlene Ltd., 20, 22, 24 and 26, Lamb’s
Conduit Street, London, W.C.1, . F

‘“‘“HARLENE’’ GIFT COUPCN

Detach and Post to EDWARDS' HARLENE, LTD,,
- 20, 22, 24, 26, Lambs’ Conduit 8t., London, W.C. 1.
Dear Sirs,—Please send me your Free ‘ Har-
Jlene " Four-Fold Hair-Growing Outfit as de-
scribed above. I enclose 4d. in stamps for
postage and paeking of parcel.” - : ;

NELSON LEE LIBRARY, 1/10/21.

*NOTE TO READER. ' '

‘Write your FULL pame and address ciearly
‘on a plain piece.of paper, pin this coupon to
.it. and@ post as.directed above. (Mark envelore
_'" Sample_Dept.”’}.
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INSTANTLY

RILLS PAIN

Everyone suflering pain shguld try ihe quickest,
urest, and .safest way of obtain.ng immediate
ease,
the pain is caused, whether by Rheumatism,
iout, Lumbago, Neuritis, Neurzlga, Synovitis,
Cramp, Spra.ns, Bruises, or by any kind of mas-
cular strain, VIKWIK is the finest pan killing,
curative l.niment known, VIKWI1K stop: irrita-
tion in a remarkable manner. Chilbla‘ny and
Burns yjeld to its soothing ceffects at once;
VIKWIK is someihing different,' someth'ng betler
than anylh'ng else. "It succeeds where every-
th ng else has -disappointed. ¥y e
If you suffer from any k'nd of pa'n go to your
Chemist and get’ a bottle to try. Price 1/3 and:

This is the VIKWIK way. No matter llow

3/- from a.l Chemiste and Stores, or direct post .

free from: the VIKWIK CO., De:k 83, Longon, W.C..1.

IRWIE
LINIMENT

INSTANTLY KILLS PAIN OF .-

-
¥ .
......

Rheumatism  Neuralgia Gouf @ -/
Sciatica Backache Nerve Paing"
Sore Throat Bruises Cramp
Sprains Strains Lumbago

IN 1’3 BOTTLES, LARGE SIZE 3/.
From BOOTS, TAYLO

=" =T

\  T'o clearstock qu ckiy weotferreno gted
% Government Bicycles at
| prices. Cashor Eacy Payments. B.S.A.,
Royai-Enfield, Kynoch, New-lHudson
other celebra'ed makes—all in
excellent riding condition, Many equal
to new,
i Tyres and Accessories at big reductions
¥ from shop prices. Write for IFree I.ists,
y Cycla Company, Inc,,
D:pr B.607TBirmingham.

— ——

MONTH Are our - Easjr
'A LK | Terms .for ' these

Fashionable Brogue
Shoes, gent.’s or ladies’
sizes, tanor black, price
- . 30/-. Send 5/- nowand
pay 5/- monthly after delivery. Send 5/-
to-day. Lists free. |

MASTERS, LTD., 52, Hope Stores, RYE.,
- Established 1869, '

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3
doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS td. ALSO CHEAD
PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE—-HACKETTS, JULY ROAD. LIVERPOOL

‘ment.

TOBACCO HABIT POSITIVELY CURED

IN THREE DAYS. Famous S8pecialist’s pre-
~(Box B.P), -

scription, . 1/6.—H. HUGHES,
HULME, Manchester. -

FUN FOR ALL! Ventriloguist's Voice Inntrm
Invisible, 'Astonishes, Mystifies.

-

No ‘reasonable offer refused,

RS, & all Chemists. -

HALF usual

1 Imitate
| Birds, Beasts, ete.’1/- P.O. (Ventriloquism™ Treati:a
iecluded).—Ideal Co.,, Clevedon, Bomerset. = -3
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promise to pay the ba

No unpleasant inquiri
is manufacturer’s stoc
sold at 25/-). . Send

-postage’ and ;insur-
“-ance at once to ¢
THE

"

LUMINOUS DIALS TO SEE TIME
"IN THE DARK 2/= EXTRA. .

2/- and 6d. extra for '.

S WOBURN WATCH CO., Bl
(Desk N.L.3), Woburn House, London,W.C.1. i
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SILVER WATCHES.
YOURS TO WEAR WHILST PAYING FOR IT, -

M ENT'S full-size Keyless Lever Watch, Strong Nickel Silver
dust and damp proof cases, clear dial, genuine Lever -
Movement, perfect railway timekeeper,
order 13/6 (similar watch cheaper quality 9/-
or Gent’s wristlet model (a beautiful present), 4/- extra. Any
of these splendid watches sent on receipt of the first payment.
After receiving the watch you seénd us a further 2/- and

price 15/-3 or cash with
cash).

lance by weekly-instalments of 6d. each

or 2/- monthly.. Warranty for 10 years sent with each watch.

es. Don’t risk disappointment, as this
k purchased at great reduction (usually
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A Model STEAM ENGINE

Complefe, ” ready for work, 15/«, 21/-, & 32/-.
Railzg:*‘ﬂti. -per leiigth, Post extra, 1/-. Battery,
" Switch, : Wire,.-Lamp, :E%?lldetﬁ ' Reﬂec.t.or,alémtruc{l

ions, etc., 4/6; postage 6d. Larger sizc, 8/6; post
Loy, Lo, =/ : D 9d;” SHOCKING COIL!
Set of parts for making, 1/9.
. Battery Parts, 1/6; post 3{1.‘

"Electro -Magnet, 9d.; post
y 3d. :Box :Eleclrical -IExperi-
- *ments, 3/=; post 6d, Specia

g

- W

- St

1

> Cheap lTelephong Set, com-
# , blete, 1/9; post 4d, Verti-
T == - cal] «Steam-‘Engine, <8/8;
4-Yolt Dynamo, 12/6; Electric Motor..3/9.: (Cata-|
+ logue 6d.) The HARBORNE SMALL POWER
Co.,”Queen’s Rd., Aston; Birmingham., *°

B e e
HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS-AND FILMS.-
Specifications, illustrations and lists free, . Address,
Ford's Dept. _A.P., 13, Red I.lion___,.Sqq_are;_ I.on{log,

W.C.1. B - 5%
CUT_ THIS OUT: ;. |

.ne Nelson Lee Library. Pen Goupon, Value 2d.
~3end 13 of these Couponm with only 2/9 direct to
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet Street, E.C.4.-
" You will ‘receive~by return a splendid -British-
Made ldet. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value.
10/6 (Fine,” Medium - or Broad nib).™ It ~only.-1
rowpon- is sent the price is 4/9. 2d. being allowed
for each extra coupon up to 12 (Pocket Clip 4d.
extra). This great offer is made to introduce the
famons Fleet Pen to NELSOW LEE readers. Satis-
faction guaranteed or cash returited. Foreign
vost extra. s
L.ever self-filling Safety Model, 2/~ extra.
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Do you ever feel “ all of a tremble’P Do you
feel awkward in the presence of othersf Do you
have ‘ nervous or mental- fears ”’-of any Kkind?
Do you suffer from irvoluntary blushing, nervous
indigestion, lack of energy, will-power, or nind
concentration? Do you shrink from the company
of .men or women, social
making, conversation, playing,

iy or appearing
Publiic

Ladies' -

|||-,' »

DO YOU LACK SELF-CONFIDENCE 7

gatherings,  speech-
m - -
Learn how to change your whole menfal .

outlook by sending at once 3 penny stamps for -

particulars of guaranteed cure in 12 days:~Godfry
Elliott-Smith, Ltd., 527, Imperial
Ludgate Circus, London, K.C. 4,  ‘* “om—y-

FREE FUN O U 5os e

-causing - Roars . 27of
s:e}tdlng' 1!-‘ for 'maf

-

Cute Conjuring Tricks, 250

«Riddles, 18 Games, 5 Funny Recitations=10 Funny - e
Readings, 73 Toasts, 21 Monologues, .Yeéntriloguism,

Etc. Thousands delighted! Great Fun'! C. HUGHES,
15:" Wood Street, Edghaston, Birmingham: s

SHORT OR TALL? A dcficiency 'in- height can

Buildings, -. '

- Laughter, .FREE¢to all -

rapidly +be made good by -the«GirvanScientific .

Treatment. Students report from 2 to,5.inches in-
erease. = Successfully “practiged:=. by *bisihess men,

actors, soldiers, etc.. Send. a post-card,.for particu- . .
Dept. .

lars. and our ;£100 guarantee, ;to. . Enquiry
AMP.17,” Stroud “Green Noad..London, N4 - §

“ CURLY HAIR!". “It’s wanderful,”
E.:  10.000' Testimonlala. I Proof sent,

Rosgx

“ Waveit ” "curls strajghtest ‘hair. 178, 2/5, ROSS -

(Mept. N.T.). 173, -New North Rd Tondon. N 1.
READ - -
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