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CIIATTIR L
NOT QUITE SUCCESSFUL.

IFF: .
B Hussi Ranjit Lal Khan, the
Indian junior in the Remove at
St. Irank's, gave a starl as his
gloriously shiny iopper was neatly
knocked off his head, and rolled down
tho slteps of the Ancient House.
‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”
“Sorry!"" grinned Church.
back, old son'” .
This was rather cool, considering.
Church had kicked the football rathor

“ Pass it

ceralessly, much to the detriment of
Hussi Khan’s headgear. Several olher
juniors who were in the Triangle

chuckled mercilessly.
The Indian junior gazed at his dusty
topper, and then gazed at Church.
*““You frightfully person!’ he ex-
claimed wrathfullv., “ You have care-
lessly and ridiculously removed the hai
from my hend. It was an act of extra-

ordinarily absurd usalessness. My pro-
teatations are powerful”’

““ Flau, ha, ha!"

Hussi Xhan generally spoke in  this

way. He was particularly partial to long
words, and he generally used about ten
when two would have sufliced. Quite
frequently, too, ho used words which
weoro nolt applicable.

““ Sorry, old chap!"” chuckled Church,
‘“ Quite an accident.”

‘It 19 ympossible that accidental mis-
haps of such a charming character could
behave ~ thomselves!” said Hussi Khan

|

severely, ‘I must regrelfully exhibit

my inlolerance at such absurdity. My
fury is illimitable.”’

‘““ My hat!” saict Owen major. ** He's
getting worse than ever.”

Reginald Pitt, who happened to be

passing al the moment, gave the foot-
ball a kick, and sent it spinning back to
the other fellows in the centre of tho
Triangle. Then he bent down, recovered
Husst Khan's topper, and handed it to
its owner.

“My obligation iz marvellous,"
the Indian j

sai.l
unior politely. ‘“‘T'hank you.
Pitt. May I] tender my axcellent respects
for your abundant and ludicrous
courtesy? Your mauners are irrevocably
preposterous.”’

Pitt smiled.

“That's all right.,” he exclaimed.
“TI'm in a bit of a hurry. old man. or
['d stay and have a few words. DBul once
yvou starl, there's no telling when you're
going lo stop!”’

“J am nol of the full understanding
of your ridiculous menaning,”’ said Hussi
Khan., ‘ Ilowever, I am greatly con-
versant with your unfortunale polileness,
My thanks are of the biggest descrip-
Lion,”’

“Daon’t speak lo thal cad, Hussi !

“Why can’t you let him alone?”

““ Yah, rollar!”’

Saeveral of the juniors shouled at once,
and Hussi Klian looked round with
astonishment in his dark eyves. DPiit was
next {o him, and a somewhat hard ex-
pression had crept intp Pitt’s face.

‘““Your shouts - are mysterionsly un-
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fathomable,’”” said Hussi Khan.  Wh
is it that you advise me not to spea
with Pitt? Is he not a person of ex-
tremo and glorious goodness? Is he not
of the frightiul polileness and charm?”’

““ Qh, -I don't suppose you'll under-
stand,” said Qwen major; '‘ but Pitt's
on the black books just now—he’s been
up to some pretty beastly games, and
;\"e'r?, not having anything to do with
um.

“My astonishment is supreme,” said
the Indian boy.

“ Take my advice, and have nothing
lo do with the rotter,”” put in Armstrong.
‘“ He'll try Lo drag you into his beastly
ways, particularly if ¥ou’ve got any tin
to shove on gee-gees !’ :

Hussi Khan opened his eyes wider.

““I'm greatly saddened!”’ he declared.
““I was convinced that my knowledge of
the amazing English was absurdly per-
fect: but you are unquestionably using
words' which are beyond my conprehen-
sion ¥’

** Well, I sha'n’t trouble to explain,"
said Armstrong; * but what you've got
"to do ia to give Pitt a8 wide berith. He's
a rotter; we'vo proved that as clear as
daylight, and the whole Remove is up
‘against him."

“ I am preposterously astounded,”’ said
Hussi nildly.

Reginald Pitt turned on his heel and
" walked into the lobby. There was rather
a bilter expression in his eyes. . He had
said nothing out there on the steps, hut
he felt like punching Armstrong for his
words. .

But that would have done no good,
sinco Armstrong was a fairly harrmless
junior, and merely voiced the general
opinion of the Remove.

Pitt arrived at Study E, opened the
door, and went in. The little room

looked bare and somewhat chcerless,

Many famibar objects—bogks, articles of
clothing, and so forth—were missing.

For Jack Grey—Pitt's study chum—
had moved into other quarters. Just for
the present he was occupying a portion
of Study M, so Pitt had this little room
to himself. It was not his own desire,
but, since Grey had gone of his own
accord, Pitt was content to let things
be as they were.

He closed the door, and sat down in
the easy-chair. And he stared siraight
beforo him, seeing nothing that he

looked at, for his thoughts were far
away. Reginald Pilt, once one of the
most popular juniors in the Remove,
was now scorned by practically every
other fellow. Tho fact that“he did not
deservo this scorn mado the pill all the
more bilter to swallow.

Pitt had been having rather a hard
time of it this term; in fact, his worries
had commerced even before he came to
St. IFrank’s—when he lcarned that his
father was ruined and penniless, and that
his parenta had been turned out of their
home by Simon Raspe, tho scoundrelly
financier.

Frank’s

Pitt had only come to St.
because his school fees had been paid in
advance, and because it would be sense-
less to abandon them. And for somo
time past he had been earning money,
so that he could send it o his parents,

and help them in their troubles.

worthy effort, _anci Pilt

It was a
deserved full praise for what ho was
doing. It was no easy task. He had

found that he could earn money by play-

'ing footbgll, for this term he had shown

wonderful prowess as a wing forward.

And on half-holidays he had been in
the habit of playing professional foolball
for the Bannington club—playing foot-
ball in regular League games;: and he
had been wonderfully successful.

As 1t was impossible for him to appear
in such games in his own identity, he
had adopted tho ruse of darkening his
skin by means of a simple dye. And
thus, at periodical intervals, {Ieginald
Pitt became Abdullah, the wonderful
Egyptian outside-right of the Banning-
ton first eleven. '

Pitt could not explain this lo his fellow
juniors in the Remove. He had to*keep
everything quiet, for he dared not ex-

lain that he was piaying professional
ootball, and earning six povnds a waek,
so that he could send the money to keep
the woll from tho door of his parents.

Such a story, in fact, would havo
sounded ridiculous, and would probably
have been laughed at. And the thought
of being laughed at on such a subject
made Pitt seal his lips. Even his own
study mate was kept 1n ignorance of the
real truth, . -,

And so this trouble had begun; mis-
understandings had arisen. Pitt and his
former friends had been -at cross pur-
poscs; and the culminating point had
been reached when Pitt had been seen in
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the company of two men—one a book-
maker. And this had happened on the
Saturday afternoon when the Remove
had urgently wanted Pilt to play against
the River House School.

But Pitt had beon in a difficult posi-
lion. He had undertaken lo play for the
Bannington club, and he was compelled
Lo fulfil his contract. The juniors had
jumped to hasty conclusions, believing
that Pitt had gone on the ‘‘ razzle”
instead of playing for his school.

And, sach is tha hasty temperament of
schoolf:oys, a feeling of animosily had
risen at once. Thoughtlessly, cruelly,
the bulk of the fellows in the Remove
had turned their backs wpon Reginald
Pitt. He was an outcast,

In the Triangle. in the common-room
—everywhere, in fact—he was discussed:
- and he was condemned without having
had the slightest chance of speaking up
for himself. IL was hardly surprising
that Pitt’s feelings were bitter.

He couldn't altogether blame the
fellows. for he knew how hasty and reck-
less thev wereo: he knew how they
accepled the slightest ghost of a suspi-
cion as positive proof. But, at_the same
time, it cut him to the quick to know
that many of his former chums *“ cut ™’
him deliberately.

“Well, after all, what doos il malter?®”’
he muttered, as he lay back in the chair.
“ My pater and mater are more lo me
than these unthinking asses. They'll
never know the truth, that's one cer-
lainty! And I don’t care a snap for
them—T1 don’t care a jot for the whole
blessed crowd "’

I-lllo glared ferociously at the opposite
wall.

“They can say what they like!’ he
went on bitterly. ‘“ Do they think [
cara®. I know I'm doing the right thing
—that’s all that mattors. They can all
go and eat coke!”’

He laughed wilh something like real
amusemenl as he remembered the accu-
sations which had been made—he had
heen betling; he had been gambling;
he had attended race-meelings. And all
this without any ovidence'

Ho hadn’t even troubled to refute the
statemenls. It wasn't worth wasting his
breath. But he grew somewhat serious
az he remembered how Jack (rey hail
doubted him; and he and Jack Grey had
been the best of pals always.. Losing

Jack's friendship was the biggest blow
of all.

Tap!

Betore Pilt could speak, Lhe door,
opened, and three juniors marched in.
They weore clegantly atlired, and iere

ossessed of great assurance. They
ooked round the sludy and nodded
casually to Pilt. These juniors were
I'ullwood - and Gulliver and Bell, the
three precious nuts of Study A.

Pitt didn’t move an inch as he eved
the cads of the Remove. He was rather
curious to know why they had honoured
him with this visit.

‘““Feeling a bit lonely, ain't you?’
asked Ralph Leslie Fullwood. as he sat
on a corner of the table. * You
mustn’t take any notice of those rotters
—they don’t understand Lhings."

“1 don’t think I understand you?"’
said Pitt. _

“No?’ said Fullwood. “T'll soon
explain. You've been going the pace a
bit, haven't you?"

““Is thal your business?”

Fullwood grinned. "

“My dear chap, lhere’s no need to
ride the high horse,!”” he said. ‘' .0Of
course you've been going the pace—
backing gee-gees, and all the rest of :t.

RS

We know-—you can’t kid us!

‘““ That's very interesting,’”’ said Pitt
grimly.

“You’ve been left on your own, an:l
we've got a fellow feeling for you,”
went on Fullwood. * That's the size of
it, my son. What's wrong with the idca
of us palling tegother?"

“ Oh, it’s glorious!"” said Pitt,
sarcasm,

““You see. we've been thinkin’ things
over,”’ put in Gulliver. ‘ We can seo
you've been. havin’' a rough time of ii,
and we know what il’s like—the chaps
treat us in the same way. Just because
we happen to be sports, they think
we're unclean, or somethin’.” -

‘* A chap must have a flutter now and
again,’”’ added Dell.

Fullwood nodded.

“That’s the i1dea,” he said. “ We
reckoned you'd be lonely. DPitt,4s0 we've
come to invite you to a nice little game

wilh

»

of nap in Study A.”
“T'm overwhelmed,” said Piit
grimly.

¢ Y_’ou're one of us,”’ continued Tull.
wood. ‘' You've come round to lhe
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scame ideas: we can understand. In
brief, you've learnt scnse.”

‘““ Have 17" asked Pitt.

“ Rather!” said Fullwood. ** You've

realised at last that there’s no fun in
f)oing._through life in & humdrum way.

ash it all, a fellow must have a bit of
excitement now and again.”

‘““ Oh, exacltly,” agreed Pitt. F

He felt that he would like to punch
every one of these conceited, foather-
brained young fools. But it rather

pleased him. to let them run on, and to|

. seo exactly how much they would say.
" And so, for the moment at least, he was
Mot showing his hand. He pretended to
be interested.

“So you suggest that we should pal
up?’ he asked.

“ Exactly,” said Fullwood. ‘‘ You've
got somoe money, I suppose?”’

** Oh, heaps!” said Pilt sarcastically.

‘“ Good !’ wenlt on Fullwood. * We'll
show you the way to increase it. We'vo
heard all these yarns about your goin
to the races, and missing foolball, an
all that sort of thing. We'll become real
pals, if you like. This evening, for
cxample, we can have a litile gamble,
and 1 was thinking about oi:;g over to
the Helmford races on Wednesday. How
. does that strike you?”

“ Not half so hard as something will
strike. you in a mihute!’ replied Pitt
quietly. *‘‘ Have you got anything more
to say?”’

““ No, I-ihink that’s about all,’’ rephad
FFullwood. *‘ What do you say?”

“ Get outl!l”

s Eh_?ll L

Reginald Pitt pointed {o the door.

“ That's what I say—get out!”’ he ex-
claimed curtly. |

“ But—but—"

‘“ Clear out of this study, before I lose
my temper!”’ snapped Pilt. *‘ Vamooszo
belore kick you out on- your dirty
"cuk{’n;: ill » started |

“ y. you—you silly ass?’ starte
Fullwood. d

““Did you think that I'd lower myself
by ‘becoming pals of yours?” shouted
Pitt  fiercely. *“* Did you think these
yarns about me aro true? I've listene.d
to you pretty calmly, but I'm fed up
with 1t now. I don’t believe 1n mincing
matlers. Will you go out quietly, or
shall I chuck you out?” '

“ By gad!” zaid DBell blankly.
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‘“You chcéky rotter!”” snapped Gulli-
ver.

Ralph Leshe Fullwood was looking: up-
pleasant.

*“ Oh, so this 1s the way you treat us
when we come to you n a friendly
epirit I"* he said nastily. ‘“ This is all wo
get for our cxpressions. of sympathy!”

“ You can keep 'em to yourselves !’ re-
{orted Pitt.

'“We come here trying to be pally,”
said Fullwaod., * We know you'vé been
lefl in the lurch, and we thought wo
might as well-—"

‘“You thought you might as well rook
me of any money I happen to have!”
snorted Pitt. * You thought I'd become
one of you—you thought I'd suddenl
changed into n cad amFa fool. Well,
haven't! I don’t play cards, and I don’t
back horses, and what's more to the
point, I don’t make friends with con-
lemptible cads like you!”

Fullwood started back,
- “What ! he. roared.
sultin’ bounder|”

“] don’t want to hear any more—I'vo
finished!"’ shouted Pitt fievcely. *‘ I give
you fair warning, I shall loso my temper
completely in two seconds. Get out of this
study 1"’

“"Why, we'll—-"’

“ Get out of this sludy!”’ thundered
Pitt fur:ously.

“* You—you in-

“By gad! We're not standing this!”
said Gulliver, '
‘“We're not!” agreed Fullwood

‘“ Come on. you chaps! We've had
enough. Grab him!"”

Biff ! -

‘‘ Yow—yaroooh
wildly. |

Pitt was exasperated boyond measure.
On the top of his trouble these procious
cads had come to him fondly believing
that ho would welcome their friendly

overtures, It was more than Pitt could
stand,

His fist shot out, and Fullwood stag-
gered back. roaring. Before Gulliver and
Bell could escape they were fiercely
attacked, too. Pitt went for thom hotly
recklessly:: - He¢'"was just in that moo
when he didn't caro. '

Ho didn’t-carc for his own safety. All
ha considetod was the idea of pgetting
these cads out -of Sturdy E. And he
attacked them with such whirlwind force

about

howled Fullwood
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and cnergy that they were not prepared
for the onslaught.

At the best of times Fullwood and
C'o. were not great LGghting men. And
when they had a determined foe to face
they gencrally crumpled up.

. I'hey were three (o one, but Pitt was
a very volcanic one,

Slam! Crash! Biff!
His fist shot out like pislton rods.

Gulliver caught a beautiful drive on
the nose, Bell was sent staggering back,
howling wildly, and holding his ear, and
Fullwood was nolL quile sure whether
all his teoth were intact.

Study E was filled with wild sounds—
howls, crashes, gasps and thuds.

Up to now the visitors had not even
thought of rotaliating—they had really
had no chance, for Pitt had kept up the
offensive with terrific energy. And now
Pitt dashed to the door and lung it wide
open.

“ Out you get!" he shouted fiercely .

* You—you miserable cad!” Dhissed
Fullwood. “ We’'re goin’ to slaughter
you for this! Ow! By gad! Ow!”

Fullwood recoived a blow on his chest
which made him gasp. He tottered back,
lost his balance, and fell hoadlong
through the doorway into Lhe passage,

Pitt turned to Gulliver, and Gulliver
velled.

Before he could cecape he was sent
lying aftor Fullwood, and he crashed
down- on top of his chief, Bell,
Lhoroughly demoralised, fled precipi-
tutely. And just then Tommy Watson
and Tregellis-West and I came along:

Handforth and.Co. hove in sight, {oo.

““By George!' said Handforth,
‘“ There's somelhing going on here!"’

* Sounds like it!" grinned Church.

' Dear qld boys, Pitt seems to be havin’
a lively time.” observed Sir Montie, ad-
justing his pince-nez. ‘“ Be gad! T en-
tirely approve of this—I do, really! Pitt

has just been havin' a little argument
with Fullwood and (Co.”

‘“ And they scem to have got the worst
of it,”” I said grimly. '
" Pitt came striding along the passage,
his face deoply lushed, his eyes gleaming,
and his Rsls clenched.

ITe didn’t {nke any nolice of us., He
walkeod straight on as though the juniors
did not exisl, But I thought I caught

C
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just a contempluous litlle curl of his
lip. And I was more Lthan “ever con.
vinced, in my own mind, that Reginald
Pilt was true blue to Lthe core.

‘His actions of late had puzzled me—
had worried me—but I secrelly believed
that he had not acled without good cause.
_And, as it happencd, it was not to be so

very long before I made an interesting
discovery.

CHAPTER II.
GETTING RECKLESS.

OME in!" sang out Pitl ehortly.
It was Friday evening, and he
wag sitting in Sindy I hard at
his prep. Things had been quict
during the last day or so. Pitt had been
left severely to himseclf, for the mosl part.
He had been ignored, and this, although
he hardly recognised il, hurlt him more
than anything.

Fullwood and (lo. nursed their newly.
born hatred for I’itt, and did nothing. But
the venomous glances which they cast
towards him on diflferent occasions plainly
hinted that they had not forgoliten,

Pitt looked up as four fellows entered
{he study. I was the first, and the others,
who followed me, were Tommy Walson,
De Valeric, and Bob Christine. e
closed tho door aund lnoked at Pitl.

“Well,”” said Pitt curtly.

“We want a word with you, my son,”
I began easily. '

“I'm busy!” .

““ We sha'n't keep you long—"’

“ Sorry, but I haven't got time!” said
Pitt. ‘* You don’t mind closing the door
as you go out, do you?”

“You cheeky bounder!” snapped Bob
Christine. *“If you think—-"'

‘““ Steady on!” I interrupted smoothly.
‘“ After all, Pitt’s in the middle of s

rep., and we’ve interrupted him.  And
Ee nasn't been treated so nicely in tho
Remove that he welcomes this visit,’

“ Well. he shouldn't act the giddy ox!™
said De Valerie.

‘“The fact is, Pitt. we want to know
ahout to-morrow,” I said. ‘' That's all
we've come about.”

‘¢« To-morrow?”’
“ Yes.”

“ Well, what about to-morrow?"” asked
Lite,
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“ Don’t vretend you-don’t know,” I re-
plied. . “To-morrow’s Saturday,

and ' ¥ appreciate the honour.
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** That’s very nice of you,” said Pitt.
I'm sorry,

we've got an important match on with | but I can’t accopt the invitation.”

Helmford College.  We're playing at
home, and we want to put the best pos-
sible team in the field.” '

Pitt nodded.

“* Very intereeting,” he said, ‘' but is
this anything to do with me? I always
thought you were the junior skipper.”
"1 am,” I said patiently. "It may
mtcrest you to know that I've gone
agamst, the general advice of the Re-
move, and I've selected you to play out-
side-rigit.
it, but I haven't taken any notice of
them., You'll play, of coursel™

Pitt shook his head.

*“ No!” he replied quietly.

‘“ What!” shouted Christine. *' You—
}'ou——"
- “*The Remove has chosen to regard
me as an outsider—as a rotter m gene-
ral,” said Pttt deliberately. *‘ I've been
accused of all manner of things, and I''n
:ractically shunned. But it scems that
&'m wanled when the occasion demande.
Well, I'm not going to be used in that
‘l\r'fly.”

“ But, look here, Pitt—"" I began.

“I refuse Lo play,”’ he mterrupted.

** Well, iny hat!"”’ said Tommy Watson
blankly. “ You ass—you rotter! You
havo been selected for. the Eleven, and
you refuse? You can’t refuse! It's
not allowed! 'f't’you're sclected, you've
got to play!”

Pitt smiled without any humour.

“Oh!” he said. ‘' How do you propose
to make me play?”’

‘“f coursc, we can’t do it!”’ T put in,
‘“If you refuse, there’s an end of it. But,
~ look here, Pitt, don’t act the goat.
You're the best man we've got—in fact,
vou're the best footballer in St. I'rank’s,
better than any man in the Grst Eleveon.
If we go into the field against Helmford
without you it'll be a catastrophe.
You'ro a sportsman, I think?”

““I hope, so,” said Pitt. ,

“ Well, then, it’'s a question of foot-
ball now,”” 1 went on. ‘* You're wanted
to play for the school, and you ought to
sink all petly differences. I thought
yeu'd be broad-minded enough to seo it
in that way, Pnt. 1 selected you as a
matter of course, because there’s no other
mae. who can hold a candle to you.”

3y -

|

The other fellows don’t like |

| teamn, an

gama of his own.

* 'That’s your last word?”
“Tt je!” '
The other juniors glared at Pitt grimly.

“You rotter!”’” said De Valerie
heartily. ** We'll show you—"

“ Don't argue—that sort. of thing
deesn’t do any good,” 1. intgpfupted.
‘“ Pitt’s given us his final word, and
there's an end of it. We shall play with-
out him.” :

‘“And lose the malch!” suoried Beb
Christine.

‘“ That’s most probable,’”” 1 agreed
quietly. ‘‘ The Helmsford chaps are as
hot as mustard this term. Still, we've
got plenly of other good men in the
weé mighl pull through. If
we had Pitt it would be a certainty.”’

‘“ And Piit won't play ! said Pilt, with
a kind of grim relish.

The other fellows wanted to continua
the argument, but I marshalled them
out of 'the study and closed the door be-
hind us. They went off growling. But
I 1emained in the passage, and I was
rather thoughtful.

I had my own ideas about Pitt, and
they were not in any way similar to the
wild suspicions which had been circulated
in the Remove For I was in possession
of certain knowledge of which the other
fclows knew nothing.

For example, I knew that Pitt's people
were in dire trouble; I knew they had
been turned out of their home by S8imon
Raspe, and, furthermore, I had an idea
that, Reginald Pitt was up to some liitlo
But I had a better
opinion of him than to imagine that this
game was & shady one. :

I re-entered Study L.

Pitt was hard at work again, and he
looked up impatiently.

‘I <ha’n’t keep you a moment,’” T said.
* Look here, old son, what’s the trouble?
You needn’t think that I beliove all the
rolten stories that have been going the
rounds. I know how your pecople are
in trouble, and I'm awfully sorry. Can’t”
you tell mq what’s wrongi”’

“ There's nothing wrong,”

_ muttered
Pitt—' at least, nothing more than

oun

- know about.” I’'m hoping that Mr. lLee

will be able to find out something about
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tRat villain Raspe, but he doesn’l seem

to do anything, and time drags on. I'm
beginning to give up hope.”
“ Don’t you worry,” I said. * The

guv'aor hasn’t said much to me, but he's
got the malter well in hand. And you

can be absolutely certain that he'll Ufing
off a coup before long, Nelson Lce
doesn’t shout much about what

he's

doing, but he does it.” -

“By Jove, I hopo he succeeds,” said
Pitt, wilh gleaming cyes.

“ And so do I,”" T agreed.
about the football—"”

14 Oh !'J .

Pitt looked at me uncomfortably, with
a pained expression, and his exclamation
was mvolunlary.

“What's wrong?' I asked.

I wish you wouldn’t think about the
football,”” ho sai:d earnestly. ‘‘I.ook
hero, Nipper, I can’t play to-morrow."”
“Why can’t you?” .
‘“ Because—oh, because—— Well, thore
atre scvoral reasons,’”’ snid Pitt confusedly.

‘“ And now,

“ The fellows are against me—ihey’ve |

taken it into their heads to believe all
sorls of rotten things. And, to tell you
the honesi truth, I don’t feel inclinedsto
play. You can call it unsportsmanlike,
or anything else. bult if you were in my
posilion you'd think the same way."”

I nodded slowly.

‘“Weli, perhaps I would,” I agreed.
“It’s been rough on you, Piti—Dbeastly
rouch. And yvou needn’t think that Grey
isn’t upset. It's a terrible pity he and
you had a bust-up.”

“It wasn't my doing,”’ said Pitt.
““ Jack chose {g belioeve all manner of
rotten things, ‘and I got wild. I couldn't
do anything elee. We had a row—and,

well, we've hardly =aid a word to one
another since.”

“Bul you must admit things have
looked very queer,”” I said. * Dash it
all, Pit(, you’ve been acting jolly queerly.
You’ve never explainad why you slipped
away from the River House malch. That's
what made Lhe fellows wild in the first

lace. And then you were seen with a
okmakor——""'

“1 don’t care who I was scen with, or
anything clse,” snapped Pilt.

“ But, look here, can’t you tell me?”’
I urged. “ What's your game?”’ '

‘“I'm sorry, bul {

can't tell you any-*

7_.

thing aboul i, said Pitt quietly, Argl
what’s more. I can't play in to-morrow's
malch. It'll hurt me a lot—to think
that I'm lefting the side down. DBut il's
not my fault.”

‘“Do you mean Lhat you won't be at
the school #™’ |

“Yes. That 13—’ .

“You're compelled (o go out some-
where?’ I asked keeonly.

“ My dear chap. if you're tryinf to
purmup me, it won’t work!” said Pitt,
with a sudden grin. * Thank goodness
therc's somebody in the Remove who be-
lieves I'm still decendw Thanks, Nipper.
I knew I could always trust you.”

‘ But you're not trusting me,” I said.
“You won’t explain—""

‘““I can't—really, I can’t!”’ said Pilt
earnestly. ‘‘ Please don’t ask me any
more—] don’t want to tell’ you a collec-
tion of Leastly lies, and I shall have to do
something of that sort if you don’t oase
off this questioning. I can’t explain
anything else.” |

““ And vou really refuse to play against
Helmford.”

“Yes."” "
I looked at Pitt squarely.

‘ Another cha might be wild about
this,”” I said. ‘‘ But I'm nol. I'm pretty
certain that you've got & good reason for
missing the malch. You can't kid me,
my son, so don’t try to.”

‘* Kid you!”’

‘“ Precisely,” I said. “ It won’t work.
“ You’ve refused to play in this match
simply because you've got {o go some-
where else. Right down in your heart
you've got the honour of St. Frank's
in a special place, and it hurt you prelty
decply Lo leave the Removo in the lurch.
You love foolball too well to miss a
game like this of your own free will
}’O}l'\'e got some particular reason for
it.’

Pitt looked at me, somewhat alarmed.
S Rot! he said.” ““ What reason could
I have? 1 say, do leave mo alone!”

I nodded, and passed out of the sludy
—positively convinced that my tdea was
correct. And as soon as I had gone, Pitt

lay back in his chair and regarded the

ceiling contempiatively. ,

‘“I'm afraid of that chap!” he mut-
tered. ‘' He's too jolly keen—he gucsses
things! Still, he’ll never be aglo {o

know the absolule truth. And -he's jolly
decent—one of the best.”



?

-

He cnowed Lhe end of his penal ab-
gently.

*I nover thought this giddy Leggue
playing was going to lead me such a
ciance,’”” he pondered. ¢ But I can’t play
in two places at the same time—and I've
got 1o think of the Bannington Club first.
I've undertlaken to play for 'em, and I get
six quid a week for it. I must send that
money to the pater—it’'s absolutely 1m-
perative, and {en times more 1mportant
than & hundred school matches.”

But Pitt was somewhat doubtful as he
thought of the morrow. DBanningtlon
was making a trip o London, for they
had an away fixture with Bromplon

."‘;tl‘ll)letic—tlle well-known West London
club.

Pitt.- had intimated to Mr. Page, the
‘manager of the Bannington Club, that
he mught not-be able o play. For il
was very doubtful if he could get off.
It was a long trip to London, and there
was the getting back 1o be thought of.

However, Mr. Page had declared that

the team would not set out from DBan-

nington until half-past twelve. It was
travelling to London by char-a-banc, and
could easily do the trip in plenty of time,
for the match was not due to start until
threo-thirty. -

And now Pitt was fceling reckless.

“I'll go!’ he told himself grimly. ‘1
don’t care! Rats to the iot of them!
I'll go and snap my fingers al the whole
crowd 1"’ .

And he adhered to that decision. Ho
folt he didn’t care after the way he had
been treated. It was his duty to do his
best for the Banninglon Club, for he had
been treated well by the professionals—
by Mr. Page himsell, and every member
of the team. They all liked him, and
admired him for his skill. -

His resolution was just as firm in the
morning, and he anxiously eyed the clock
as morning lessons neared their close. I
could not help noticing Pitt’s furtive
glances at the clock. %etween eleven-
thirty and elevon-fifly, he must have
looked at the clock a dozen times. And
this mado me think.

‘““ He's anxious (o be off ' T told my-

gelf. ““TI'll bet ho mneans to slide awa

somewhere beforo dinner. That's his

game. Goodness knows where he's go-

Rg lc:, though. There’s a mystery about
TRN

-1 didn't say anything regarding my
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suspicions to the olher juniors. - At
(welve.o’clock to the minule the Remove
was disnnssed, and the fellows went
crowding out of the form-room.

I made straight for the Triangle, and
lounged cuaualfy in the doorway of the
gymnasium—practically -unseen.  From
this point of vantage I could watch the

Ancient House steps and the bicycle
shed.

In my opinion, PitL had given himself
away by his repeated glances at the clock.
If lie had not intended going until after
dinner, it would not have mattered to
him if the class had been a minute or
two later in being dismissed.

And, sure enough, my
turned out to be correet.

I had not been wailing for more than
live minutes before Reginald Pitt came
hurrying out. I whistled softly to my-
self, ﬁe was no - longer wearing his
Etons, but was attired in a grey Norfolk
suit, with a tweed cap.

““Phew!” T murmured.
-hate hustled
‘quickly. Ah,
get his bikel

suspicions

“He must
retty well o chango so
{)'thought. so! He's off lo
Well, I'm in on this—I

| mean to find out what he's up to.”

b had no compunction whatevor in do-
ciding upon this. 1 didn't regard it as
spying, or prying into Pitt’s affairs. I
simply wanted to know what his mys-
terious movements meanl—and, when I
did know. I should keep the information
to myself. But I was determined.

Within a minule, Pitt went speeding
out of the gatoway.

The very instant he disappeared, I
raced aoross to the bicycle shed, got out
my own jigger, and jumped upon it. I
sped out of the Triangle, taking no notice
of the hails from Tommy Watson and Sir

Montie, who were on the Ancient House
steps.

When 1 got into the lane. I could seo
no sign of Pitt. But I could see a slight
hazo of dust down in the direction of
the village. 1 pedalled for all I was
worth. And it was not until I was nearly
at the end of the village High Street that
I canght a glimpse of my quarry.

Pitt was just speeding along the DBan-
nmgton Road.

I slackened down a trifle now, for I
was fairly safe in assuming that Banning-
ton was his destination. And I did not
wish to be seen. . Il T kept him in sight,
it was quite on the cards that he might
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glance "back and see me. And that
would never do, because [ didn't want
him to know that I was after lum.

That journey (o Banningion was a
fast one. I soon found that I couldn’t
slackon very much. for Pitt himself was
riding all out. Indeed. it was as much
a3 I could do to get within sight of him
again beforc the ouiskirls of (he town
wero rcached.

I.was perspiring very freely, after a
hard run, when I caught a glimpse of
his speeding wnachine going into the main
glreel.

He wenl straight through the {own,
and here I was fairly sale, for there was
plenty of other traffic about,-and Pitl
was not likely to notice me—for he had
no idea that ho had been followed from
St. Frank’s. He went on, and turned oft
down a side road on Lhe other side of
Bannington.

I just got round the corner in time
1o see him dismountling from his machine
in front of a high brick building. There
was a high brick wall, too, with several
gatos in it. And, beyond, I could sce a
great stand with a corrugated iron roof.
I knoew that I was looking upon the
grounds of the Bannington Football and
Athletic Club. And Pitt had gone in
by the private entrance.

Just outside in the road, a small char-
a-banc was waiting. It was one of the
newest fashioned type, with huge
pneumatic tyred wheels," and was evi-
dently capable of atlaining a good speed.

Two or three men were lounging
about.

And thesze, 1 had noticed. had waved
to Pitt as he entered. and had cheerily
l};ailecl him. He was evidently well known

ere.

I dismounted from my machine, and
took il into a little alley-way, where I
was quile unseen, and could watch. 1
was Dbreathing protty heavily, and felt
very hol.

‘“ The Bannington Football Club!’ 1
murmnred. “ Now. why the dickens
does he come here” He seems (o be
koown, tool’ |

I had not had lhe pleasure of seeing
the professionals at play, and I knew
very little about thein. The only fact I
did know—the only thing which came in-
stantly to my mind—was that the Ban-
nington Club had lately got hold of a
coloured player—named Abdullah, and

And my thoughts were busy. |

OUTSIDE-RIGHT 9

Eonulquy supposed to be an Aral or an
sgyplian.

I remembered that Handforlh and (Co.
had seen a malch, and they had spoken
very highly of Abdullah’s ability al out-
side-right. -

Outside-right !

That was the position which Pitt al-
ways played in! Ralher a curious co-
incidence, [ thought. And I waited
there, in the alley. wondering what would

come-of this little expedition of mine.
I was nol destined (o wonder for long.

- Pitt had arrived just afler (welve-fif-
{ecen—for we had done the journey from
the school 1o . Bannington in a minuie or
two over the quarter-hour. And at ex-
actly twelve thirly-five, several figures
appeared.

They were all laughing and (alking
together. One figure was small, and al
first I thought it belanged to Pitt. He
was Jusi Pitt’s size. and build. Then he
{urned his face towards me.

I realised my mistake.

This was Abdullah, the ‘wonderful
coloured winger. His face was very
dark, and he had flushing while teeth.
Then, as I looked at him, I suddenly
gave a big start. My cyesight was keen,
and ¥ knew that I had made no mistake.

Reginald Pitt had come to this place—
Reginald Pitt had vanished—and Abdul-
lah had come inlo view. What could it
mean? Simply (hat Reginald Pitt and
Abdullah were ong and the same person'

The very iden took my breath away.

But, the more I thought of it the more
convinced I became. I walched closely.
All the men got inlo tho char-a-banc.
most of them wore carrying hand-bags,
and they were all well:dressed, and gen-
tlemanly in appearance.

The char-a-banc started, and came to-
wards me. _ | _

I crouched round (he corner of theo
brick-work, and wntched.

The vehicle came close by. In that
flash, ns it sped .past, T had one clear
view of Abdullah, he was sitling in the
rear seat, and he had removed his cap.
His dark hair was waving in the wind.
And, although the change was startljng,
I knew the trunth—now that I'had guessed
it.

P_Ehis coloured footballer was Reginald
itt.

And a great light flooded upon me.
I unders{food everything—all that had
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been obscure now became clear, I knew
why Pitf had hurried so much, for Ban-
nington was playing an away match dur-
ing the afternoon,

I knew why Pitt had slipped away on
‘Lhe previous Saturday, insiead of playing
in the school match against the River
House. Of course, he had been at
Helmford; for the Bannington Olub had
played there on that day.

Buf it was extraordinary, all the same.
Pitt, a junior schoolboy, to be playing
with professionals! It said much for his
prowess, and for his pluck. I knew what
a remarkable footballer he was. and it
pleased me to think that his skill was
appreciated in this way.

And another point came home to me.

Why was Pitt doing this? Why was
he playing for a professional club in pre-
ference to his school? Obviously beenuse
he was paid for doing so! And he
needed the money to send to his parents
—whom, I knew, were in & bad way.

I saw the whole thing. And, although
T was jusl a hitle bit annoyed with Patt
for keeping me in the dark. I could not
help feeling a great admiration for him.
Because I knew that he was doing this
from an unselfish motive.

" He was getting the money for his
‘parents—and his self-imposed task was
costing him dearly. For he was scorned
by many fellows in the Remove. and he
had fallen foul of his own study mate.
Jt- was hard lines fowm Reginald Pitt.

But I was very pleased to know the
truth.

CHAPTER I11I.
PLAYING TOE GAMNE.

NLY just in time,”
Pap:e;

Tho munarer
1

said Mr.

44
O rer of the Banning-
ton Football Club had been
rather anxious, 1in fact. He had waited
for Pitt until the very last moment, and,
consequently, the team had started some-
what lato from Bannington.

‘The char-a-banc hud made fast progress
on the road, however, and now it was
only just a few minutes after three. The
Brompton Athletic ground had been
reached, and it was a sceno of busiling
activity.

Within twenty minutes
wauld start.

Bub there was plenty of time for the

the match
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visiting tcam (o change into their
colours, and to take the fie'd at the sound
of the whislle. The ground was filling
rapidly, and the Brompton supporters
were expecting a good game. - )

" It was a fino afternoon, and there ‘as
every prospect of a record gale. Dromp-
ton had been doing well, and was only
fourth down on tho League table. But
Bannington had done hetter. For Ban-
nington was only one down from the
top.

And every member of the team knew
that if they won this game, and took
both points away with them, they would
probably go up. Tor the League leaders
were playing a strong. side, and were
likely to go down, or draw, at the best.,
Even if they drew, and if Banningion
won, the latter would go to the top.

So much depended upon this game.

Mr. Pago knew well enough that it
would be far better for his eleven if Pitt
played in his usual position. Tho other
members of the team were used to him,
and were well accustomed o his style of
play. And Mr. Page, being a good
manager, knew that the side which con-
sistently wins its matches is the side
which makes no changes in the team.

However, there was one slight change
this week—but that all to the good. Tom
Howard was partnering Pitt on the right
wing. Howard was an excellent inside
man, and he and Pitt worked together
like machines. Their passing was won-
derful to behold, once they got going.

Howard was a cheerful young fellow,
and it was he who had first introduced
Pitt to tho Club. Pitt had found him to
bo a sportaman and a gentleman, and he
got on famously with him,

‘ Boys, you’ve got to do your best
to-dav,” said Hogan, the trainer, in the
dressing-room. ‘‘ Porthampton are hLkely
to drop a point, and if we ‘win we shall
ufzo 'to the top. It's worth going all out
or!"

‘“You bet it 13!’ said Fred Hearne,
the captain. ‘ And you can trust the
boys to do all they can, Hogan. Bromp-
ton are pretty good, bhut we've got a
side that’ll whack ’em!”’

‘‘ Hear, hear!” said Mr. Page, coming
in. ' But you musin’t be too confident,
lads. And don't forget to feed the right-
wmg. Our coloured pet is feeling in
good form to-day, I believe.” -

Pitt grinned and nodded.
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. I'"l
he said.

“ Woll, be careful of Robson—he's the
Bromptlon left-back,”” said Mr. I’age.
‘“ Robson's got rather a reputation for
fouling, and he's a big, hulking fellow.
If you got in his way he would half-

just ilching to get on the field!”

murder you with one charge. So be
careful I’

** Thanks,” said Pitt. . “TIT'll re-
member."”’

Mcanwhile, the ground was rapidly
illing. The stands, indeed, were already
- pucked, and close upon {wenly Lhousand
spectators were eagerly waiting for the
commencoment of the malch. Needloss
to say, they were all confident of vic-
tory ; football crowds always are.

Only a very few DBannington sup-
porters had come up to London. The
trip was too expensive for most people.
However, there was a staunch little
bun(fl of Banningtoniles in the cenlral
sland. '

The teams came out, and the cheering
was tremendous.

The visitors reccived a big ovation

from the little band, which created a

surprising amount of noise, considering
its size.- For some few minutles the two
teamns gathered round the opposite nets;
then the referce blew his whistle.

The two captains tossed, and Bromp-
ton won—not that there was much in
i, for there was no sun and practically
no wind.

The teams lined up, and the game
commenced.

During Lthe firs{ five minutes the home
team did everything but score. It was
their plan, evidently, (o rush the
visilors off their feet. They atiacked
fiercoly and conlinuously, and practically

?Illflhe playing was in the DBanninglon
wnlf.

Bul for the skill of Carden, the Ban-
ninglon goalkeeper, Brompton would
have been two goals up in next to no
time; bul Carden playotr extremely well,
and saved two corners in quick suc-
cession.

After that the play drifled into mid-
field for a time; then Bannington got a
look in. " The leather was passed over
{o the left wing, and both forwards took
the ball up the field in fine style.

- The outside man was baulked at the
last toment, however. Just as he was
about to send tho ball, it was taken off

IX

his loe by one of the Bromplon backs
The winger was a shade too slow.

Then the play swept back inlo the
home half. The romplon conlre-
forward seized one of those chances
which frequently occur—and which,. as
a general rule, are thrown away.

The cenlre-forward got his foot to the
ball, and rammed in a first-time shot
with deadly speed and precision.
Carden leapt at it, but he was a fraction
of a second too late. -

“Goal!”’

““ Hurrah!”

*“ Good old Brompton!"

i Goal !?)

The crowd roared and cheered as
football crowds will. One might have
supposed that the very League cham- .
pionship depended upon that goal. The
delighted speclators grinned with sheer
pleasure.

Pitt was looking ralher grim when
the match restarted. He had had no
chance so far, and he was somewhat
annoyed by the sarcastic remarks of the
spectators -near the touch-line. Many of
themm had reforred o hiin quite plainly
within his hearing, and their criticiams-.
were of an uncomplimentary charactor.

Pitt was determined to show them
what he could do.

His chance came almost at once.
From a throw-tn the ball was taken by
the DBannington centre-half. Without
hesitation he lifted the lealher, and
dropped it up the field len or fifteen
yards from Fitt. Pitt raced forward
like a deer, and easily beat Robson, the
opposing back.

Robson vainly atiempled (o catch
Pitt, but he was like a carl-horse run-

ning after a thoroughbred. He was lefl

behind. and Ditt fairly tore up the field

| near "the touch-line, and then sent over

a perfeclly placed centre.

Fred Hearne was there.

He {ook no chances. for two men
were upon him. He did not make the
mistake of heeding the vells of * off-
side '’ which proceeded [romm Robsen.
As a matter of fact, Hearne was not
off-side. and the referce waved his hand
towards the goal. |

He was too lale in any case,
Hearne had kicked.

It was a glorious shot, but the Bromp-
ton goalie was wailing for it. He fisted
out coolly and cleared; but Howard was

for
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near, and ho rushed in and lilerally took
the i)all iato tho goal, himself and all.
Down went the custodian, and down
. went Howard,

But the ball was at the back of the

net.
** Goal !’ shricked

‘Bannington band.
“ Foul—foul 1"

The home supporters were indignant,
and claimed that Howard had fouled the
goalie. Several of the Brompton players
claimed a foul, too; but the referee
shook his hcad, and pointed {o the
- centre of Lhe field. '

“ Good man!"”’ whispered Pitt, as he
grasped Howard’s hand. '

“You had a great deal Lo do with

the staunch litlle

it,” grinned Howard. * That was a
glorious centre of yours—and a lorious
thot of Hearne’s, too. Good thing 1

‘happened to be near by, wasn't it?

. Tom Howard was limping, for in the
collision wilh the goalkeeper he had
slightly hurt his ankle. But he didn’t
care niuch, and he was quite fit to go
on.

Bannington had . equalised, and the

ame was on square terms once more.
It was in vain that Brompton tried to
" regain the lead. They almost exhausted
themsolves before half-time, battering
against the stone-wall defence of the
visitors. ,

- Half-time came, and the score re-
- mained cqual, one—one.

 This was very satisfactory, -as Hogan
+pointed out wl‘;ile he attended to the
wants of his charges in the dressing-
room during the short interval.

‘* We're fresher than ‘they are,”” he
declared. *‘‘ Keep 1t up. boys. and
you'll win. They've shot their boit, you
can take it from me. Go it as hard as
you can, and don't slacken down, how-
ever many goals you get.”

‘“ Even if we get a dozen?’ grinned
Howard.

The trainer did not deign lo reply to
this facelious remark, and, a few
minutes later, the Lwo teams took the
field for the seccond half. And there was
no doubt that the Bannington men were
fresher. )

The football for the first ten minutles
was of a somewhat poor quality. Somne-
how or other the visitors coul
going, although they tried hard. Bromp-

fatal mistake.

not geti
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ton made several aillempts lo break
away, and failed. -

And then came a bit of excitement.

Once again it was Pitt who eaused it.
He (rapped the ball as it came down
the field, and found that he was well 1n
advance of the inside man. There was
one thing to be done, and Lhat was lo
racec in and take a shot on his own.
Hesitation, in Leaguo football, i3 a
While a man hesitates
his opponents are upon him, and a goed
chance is thus thrown away.

Pitt didn’t hesilale.

He rushed for the goal. Robson, the
left-back, came chavging at him, and
Pitt seemed to be running slra.ight to-
wards the back. At the last second,
however, he dodged, and (wisted round
the man like an eel. Rohson scowled,
and flung himself flat. His outstretched
foot hooked itselfi round Pitt’'s leg just
as he was about lo shoot. Pitt went
flying, and lay still.

The whistle blew sharply, and the
referce. ran up. The home crowd was"
silent, but the band of Bannington sup-
porters easily miade up for it by the
noise they crealed.

“ Foul—foul 1"’

“ Penalty I""

“'Turn him off the feld!"

‘“ TFoul 1

And undoubtedly it was a foul—and
a particularly deliberate.onc. What was
moro, Robson had fouled Pitt in the
penalty area. Pitt himself was in the
armns of the trainer and Tom Howard.
He had been shaken up considerably,
and his left shoulder was bruised; but
otberwise - ho was all right. His shins
and ankles were unhurt.

“I'm all right now,’” he said, splut-
Lering. as Hogan jammed a wet spongo
into his face. ' G-r-r-h! Take that
blessed thing away !”

The referee, secing thalt Pilt was all

right, turned to Robson, the Brompton
back.

“T warned you once before in this
game,”’ he said curlly.

“ What do you mean?’ growled Rob-
son, ‘Il was au accident—"' |

““I've. got eyes of my own!’’ snapped
the refereo. . “* I sha'n’t warn you agan,
Robson. The next time you'll go off
the field.” .

The referee turned and pointed Lo the
penalty spot, |



THE MYSTERY OUTSIDE-RIGHT

“ Hurrah!”
supporlers,

‘** (x00d old ref!"

‘““ Lot Abdullah take t!"

There was some hooting from the
crowd, for tho referee’s decision was an
unpopular one. Most  foothall crowds
nre very partisan, and a number of spec-
talors 1n such erowds are unsporisman-
like. |

IFred Hoarne glanced al Ditt.

“You can take it if you like,”
said, ' .

Pitt thrilled at the idea, and nodded.
He had oxpecled Hearne to lake the
kick., and he fell the 1esponsibility which
had been imposed upon him,
he failed? Woell, it couldn’t bo helped.
he reflected. Hearne himself had failed
many a time in taking the penalty.

The DBromplon men, looking glum,
look up their positions oulside tho area
The goaliv erouched helween the posts.

Pitt look a shorl vun, and fell per-
feclly cool. He made no attempt at
trickery, but simply drove hard and
tine. He did take one chance. however;
instead of driving straight at the goalic.
he sent the ball to the extreme left side
near the post and very near the grourd.

And it 13 always risky to take such a
chance. for, unloss tho aim is absolutely
accurale, tho leather will probably go
outside. DBut Pilt's judgment was
perfect.

The goalkeoper had no chance whal-

over,
Tho ball wenl in like a bullet. and,

although the custodian leapt at.it, he
got nowhere near it.

“(Goal! . .-

“ Good old Blackie'"

“ Keop tl up. Bnnninglor}!“

“Leot’s have another one'"

Tho Banninglon players were only loo

eager to oblige. It would be glorious if
they could gain bolh the points—and
there was o distinet chance of il now.
Brompton noeded two goals to win, and
Carden was determined thal they would
not get them. IIe was sure Lhat they
would not oven get one moro.
- And the Bannington men were further
oncouraged by tho fact that Porthamp-
ton were ono down at half-time—thoy
had scen the figure on the board. This
was splondid. If Porthampton lost, they
—Banninglton—would go to the top of
Ltho Leaguo Lable.

howled the Bannington

ho

What if}

I3

il

And so il was a live, dotermined lcam
that played for the victory. Tho game
resolved itself inlo a swift, ding-dong
straggle. The goalkeepers had very
little to do, for most of tho play was *a
mid-field.

Now and again there was s break-w
away. Twice (he DBannington goal was
in grave danger. DBut Carden was splen-
did: the home forwards could nol get
tho leather past him. Il must bo ad-
mitted, too, thal Lhey were unlucky.

On ono occasion the Brompton centre-
forward sent in a shot which would have
beaten Carden or any other goalkeepor;
but 1t just louched the cross-bar and
rebounded into play. .

The DBromplon goalkeeper was equally
as grnim. and when at last the f(inal
whistle blew, tho scoring remained the
same, Lwo—one.

But Banninglon were the viclors!

It was a splendid result, and Mr. Page
and Hogan and all the others were more
than delighted with the show that Pilt
had put up. Once again he had been of
invaluable assistance lo his side. Oncp
again he had proved that ho was equal
to anyyfirsi-class professional footbhaller—
and beiter than most.

It mattered nothing Lo Mr. Page that
he wus a schoolboy. He was willing to
como and play for the teamn. and ho was
willing to appear in this disguise. Mr.
Page didn'lt want to ask any questions—
he wasn't curious to know why PDitt
chose to do this. The manager was only
too glad to have Lhe lad’'s services.

‘“ Splendid, young ’'un—absolulely
great !’ said Mr. Page, clapping Pitt on
the shoulder, after he had changed.

““What about getling back?' asked

| Pitt, rather anxiously.

‘““ Well, we’re not starting until about
half-past six,”” replied the manager,
“and we shall ﬁm ably arrive at Ban-
nington about half-past nine or. len.
That’s how we reckon, anyway.”

Pitt drew a long face.

“But I can't wait Ll then,”’ he pro-
tested.

““I'm afraid you'll huve to—

“I shall have {o go by train;” inter-

rupted Pitt. ¢ There's f)ound o be u

train from Victoria, and it doesn’t take

long by ‘rail. Tho time's only just after

half-past fivo, and I want to got back lo

the echool soon altor eight, if T can.”
Mr. Page nodded.
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“ Well, of course, that’s important,’”
he agreed. *‘ We mustn’t forget that
you're an exceptional case, my lad.
Since you've ?_'!ayecl so well today I'll
pay your fare home, in addition to your
- usual money.”’

I"“ Thanks awfully, Mr. Page,” eaid
itt. '

And, ve shortly afterwards, he
started out—having ascertained b{ 'phone
that there was a fast train from Victoria
at six-twenty-five. This gave him loads
of time to get to the station.

But Pitt had hardly walked a hundred

ards away {from the big football ground
zefore he felt a touch on his arm. He
looked round at once, and then gasped.

‘““Dad!”’ he exclaimed joyfully:

CHAPTER 1V,
GOING THROUGIL THE AMILE,

f R. REGINALD PITT rressed his
M son’s arm affectionately.

‘“ Hardly expected to see me,

eh?’ he smiled. ‘' And I must

sy, Reggie, that your appearance at

the moment does-not entirely meat with

my approval. You look as though you
need a thovough good wash!’

" The juniar, of course, was still wear-
g his ‘““ dye disguise.” He did not
mean to take this off until he reached
‘Bannington—he thought it safer and
botter from every point of view.

‘* But—but this is ripping. dad!’ he
exclaimed. ‘“ How on earth did you spot
. me? I'd no idea—"’

““ My dear Reggie, you must give me
¢redit for having just a few brains,”
chuckled his father. *‘1I was nlrea(iy
aware of the fact that you were playing
football regularly for the Bannington
Club. You revealed that dark and dread-
ful secret to me when I came to St.
Frank’s the other day.”

‘“ Yes, I know, dad.”

" Very well, then,”” smid Mr. Pitt.
“ You know that your mother and I are
staying in I'ulham, which is in the same
district. And for days past various
placards from various hoardings have
announced to all and sundry that Bromp-
ton would be playing Bannington this
afternoon.”

Pitt's eyes sparkled.

*“ Did you see the match., then?’ he
asked epgerly.

O | (_lid."

‘* And- what did you think ef it?”

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.

“ Splendid! And your performance
was quite wonderful, Reggie!"’ said Mr.
Pitt. **I was seriously alarmed when
that brute trigped you up, but you don’t
seem to be muth the worse.”

“Oh, I'm all right " declared Pitt.
““What a surprise! I'm tremendously
glad you saw the game, dad|”

“Of course I wasn’'t sure that you
would be up here. I thought the journey
might be too long,” went on Mr. Pitt.
' However, when I saw the teams como
out, and,iwhen I saw a certain dark-
skinned young man among them I knew
that you were present. dear lad,
ou look terrble—you look positively

idecus ’* . .

Pitt chuckled.

“Oh, it all comes off 1n a tick,” he
said. *“ How's mother?”

‘“ Your mother is in excellent spirits,
considorins everything,” replied Mr.
Pitt. “ Weren’t you coming to sece us?"’

“YWell, T hardly knew what to do,”
replied Pitt. ‘1 didn’t know that Ful-
ham was near here—it’s all been a rush,
you know. And I simply must get back
to St. Frank’s in good time, or I shall
get into a terrible row. I’'m catching the
six-twenty-five train from Victoria.”

““Good !’ said his father. ‘ We’'ll run
along to the underground station, and go
br Distncl—it’s the most direct. Come
along.”

Before they had gone many yards Pitt
handed his money over to his father.
The latter took it with much reluctance,
and for a moment or two there was
rather an uncomfortable feoling,

“I don't like doing it, my boy—it
doesn’t seem right,” said Mr. Pitt slowly.

“ Oh, chuck .it, dad!” |11Jr.c1te.st.ed the
{'unior. ** Of course it's right—and I just
ove doing this. You don’t know how it
bucks me up. How are things getting on
at home?”

Mr. Pitt smiled rather bitterly.

“I’'m afraid things are bad,” he said.
“ ] am singularly unsucecessful in all m
cfforts. To be quite truthful, Reggie,{
don’t know what we should have done
without this money of yours. But it's
wrong—absolutely wrong! That you,
only a schoolboy, should provide—-"

‘“ But everyt mﬁ_'ls exceptional, dad,”
Erotesled Pitt. “ Therefore, it’'s only to

e expected that we should act exception-
ally. U'm ‘Jlollg pleased you told me this,
because it'll keep me going—it'll make
me all the more determmed to carry on,
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1 enjoy il, loo--il's glorious. Money for

nothing!”’

““I don'l agree with you there,”’ said
his father. ‘ Football may be a game,
but I consider you worked exceedingly
hard this afternoon, my lad. Well, here
wo are.”’

They turned into the Underground sia-
tion, and were soon speeding along (o-
wards Victoria. Conversation was rather
difficull 1in the noisy train, and not much
wns said. But there was over twent
minules lo wait at Victoria, and Mr, Pitt
and his son sat'on a seat in the station.

“I've rather a piece of bad news for
vou. Reggie,' said Mr. Pitt, after a few
moments hesitation. It concerns our
home."

“ Do you mean our real home, dad, in
Duncan Square?”’ '

‘“ Of course I do,”” said Mr. Pitt. “Ii
is our home, in spite of the fact that
Sumon Raspe 18 in posseasion at the mo-
ment. But I'm afraid that it will soon
ba.loat to us for ever.'’

‘““KEven though Raspe is exposed. and
arresled”’’

““Yes,"” said Mr. Pitt sadly.

“ Bul—Dbut I don't see——"'

““ There are announcemeonis out to the
effect that No. 59, Duncan Square is to
be sold by auction, with all the furni-
“ure,”’ said Mr. Pitt gravely. “ The sale
will 't?ko place nearly three weeks from
now, *

“ Oh, my goodness!’' muttered DPitt
‘blankly. ¢ But—Dbut it may be all right,
dad.” he wont on. “ If Raspe is ox-
posed—and I believe he will you'll
fet all ypur money back, and then you’ll
»e able to buy the house and the furni-
ture back.”

Mr. Pitt shook his head.

. It is just possible, of course,’”’ he
snid.  ““ But it is more than likely Lhat
the property will be purchased by a big
firm of dealers or estate agents—that, in-
deed. is Lhe most probable. In that case
tho furniture will bo removed and dis-
tributed broadcast within a week, and
il will be impossiblo to recover it.”

P’itt looked unhappy.

“-Oh, that's rotten. dad!" he said.
“ Goodness knows what we shall do. Un-
less Raspeo i8 exposed and arrested before
that sale, we shall never get our home
back. The ascoundrel—the villain!"’

‘“ Not a0 loud, my lad, not quile so
loud!” said Mr. Pitt. ‘“ Raspe is 'n
sooundrel, I will admit—a swindler and a

¥ | things,”” said his father.
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heartless rogue! ?uit.e a from the
harm he did me, he has to answer for
the dastardly way be treated poor Lock-
wood !

“ Lockwood !’ repealed Pitt.

‘““ Lockwood, you' remember, was Lhe
111)ume of my private secretary,” said Mr.

itt. :

““Oh, wvyes,” said Reggie. ‘“ But
what's happened to him?"

‘“Of course. you don’'l know all theso
“I was forget-
ting that. You were away holidaying in
America at the time. Lockwood was
arrested and sent to prison, All the
charges. were false—faked-up charges of
the most villninous character."

‘““And he's in prison?’ asked tho
junior. .
“Yes, poor man.” roplied Mr. Ditt

sadly. * One of the best men in _the
world, Reggio. He's absolulely innocent
Of thal there 13 ho question. But Simon
Raspe made one big swoop and caught
us all in his net. I was careless and un-
propared. But I was never oxpecting
anything of the kind until the blow actu-
ally fell.”

Pitt looked thoughtful.

“ Of course, I remombor Lockwood,
now,” he said. ‘"I saw him two or three
times when I came to your offices. What
a shame! This chap, Raspe, is a bigger
villain than I ever thought him to be.”

“ Aud I am afraid it will be impos-
sible to {rip him up.” suid Mr. Pitd,
sheking his head.  ‘“That's just the
trouble, Reggic. Lockwood, I am con-
vinced,  could say a great deal if he
were only at liberty. But m prison
what can he do? Nothing—absolutely
nothing! Well, this kind of talk won’t
make things ‘better, and I think your
train is alveady in.” .

Mr. Pitt was very cheerful after that,
but Regzie kuew quile well that il wiis
a forced cheerfulness, put on specially
so that the junior would feel better in
mind.

And., soon afterwards, the train
slipped out of the station, laking Pilt
wilh it. In spile of his father’s en-
cournging words {owards the end,
Regric was feeling very despondent.

The time went on, and nolhing
scemed o be done. Simon Raspe war
sti]l master of the situation. Pitt
clenched hia fist helplessly as ho thought
‘of cvervthing, and he wondered how
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tong it would he belore Nelson Leo made
a move. ‘The junior was unaware of the
lact that Lee had already made a very
big move, and had discovered some very
important facts.

Bannington was reached ai length,
with Pitt in a somewhat gloomy mood.
He tried to shake 1t from him, but
could not. It was dark, 'and he had no
difficulty in slipping into the f{ootball
ground, and getting into -his little dress-
ing-room.
brown stain and became himself once
more.

Then, mounting s bic?ule, he rode
swiltly to St. Frank’s. Calling over was
later on Saturday ecvenings lhan ordi-
nary” evenings, and he thoufht. he would
just be in time, if he pedalled harvd.

As it happened, "however, he was not
io he allowed to slip in unawares, as he
had been hoping. He was not far from
the gates when three figures loomed up
in the gloom. They were the figures of
yuniora,

Pitt thought 1t just as well {o dis-
mount. -

‘““ Hello, you chaps,” he said calmly.

‘““ By gad!”’ said one of the juniors.
“J’s Pitt.! Grab hym, you fellows!
This is a ripping chance!”

Fullwood and Co. fell upon Pitt.
‘Fhey had been nursing their grievance
f[or some time, but had never had the
opporlunity of exacting revenge. And
it was only by sheer chance. that they
were given the opportunity now.

Pitt, knowing what was coming, lcapt|

on his machine, and would have got
away. DBut at the last second, [Mullwood
reached out and grasped the -carrier.
He gave it a savage jork.

Pitt ‘was pulled up, and he fell side-
ways with the machine. And, before he
could extricate himself and pick himself

up, the three vindictive juniors were
upon him.

Pitt Ogaspe«d and struggled, but il was
no good. - Gulliver was sprawling across
his chest’ Bell sat on his feet, and Full-
wood held his head down, And, once

down like this, il was impossible for Pitt

to get up. .

“ We've got you now!"” gloated Full-
wood savagely. ‘‘ And you're going
through tho mill, my lad!  We’re going
to put you through 1t properly. By tho
time we’'vo finished you’ll wish you
bacuw’t been bally well born)’--

NELSON LEE

Here he quickly vemoved his|.

LIBRARY

‘““You cads—you cowardly rotters!"’
rasped Pitt. “ I'm willing to light you,
?l' vou like—I'll fight the three of yau
with one hand. You don’t call this play-
g the game——"' :

“Tt doesn’t matter what wo call K.
We've got you,” snapped Fullwood.
‘“ And now we're going to give it to you
pretty strong. And the more you yell,
the more you'll get ! |

Pitt ceased struggling, and lay still,

He knew that it was no good arguing
with these cads—and it was equally use-.
less to speak reasonably with alem. His
only course was to wait—lo see what
their intentions wero.

He knew within a minute.

‘“It's a good thing I brought this cane
out with me,” said Fullwood, in a satis-
fied tone. *‘It’s just the thing—light
and whippy. Turh him over, and mind
be doesn't get freel”

Pitt was rolled over in the road, and
then Fullwood raised his cane. It was

light affair, with a gold knob at the
top, and quile thin uncF flexible. .

Fullwood swished it through the air,
and seemed to like ihe sound of it so
well that he swished it three or four
niore times,

“We'll show you, you cad!” he
snapped viciously. *‘ We'll show you
whether we’ll stand any nonsense with
you.! - |

“If you touch me with that cane, Full-
wood, I'll—" -

‘“ 8it on his -head !”" snapped Fullwood

roughly. i :
Gulliver obliged. He pressed Pitt’s
head down into-the grass which bor-

dered the road. It was ulterly impos-
sible for the junior to speak .now, and
Fullwood raised the cane.

Thwack !

He brought it down with ell his force
on Pitt’s back—a stinging, slashing
blow. Pitt squirmed involuntarily, but
he conld make no outcry. Indeed, he
would have made no cutery in any case.
He vqould never have allowed theso
young ruffians to say that he velped,

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

Again, and again, and again Fullwood
breught the cane down. He slashed
Pitt across the back, shoulders and legs.
The agony was appalling. Each slash
felt like the sear of a red-hot iron.

It wae a terrible punishment, and Pitt

"felt sick and weak with pain. After a
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‘ You accuse me of everything that’s rotten and blackguardly,”’ panted Pitt,
‘“ You can think what you jike—1I don’t care a snap for the crowd of you |



i8 -THE NELSON

fow minutes had elapsed his back and
legs were covered with burning weals,
And Fullwood was laying il on with all
his strength—with savage, brutal vin-
dictiveness. Heo hardly realired what he
woas doing.

At last Gulliver bceame somewhal
uncasy. .

“I say, stop il. Fully!” he protesied.

*“That's enough.”

“ Yeshe'll do now.” said Bell.

“Oh, will he?"' snarled TFullwood.
“ We'll sea.”
Slash! Slash'!

Several times more he brought the
cane down. Then, suddenly, Pitl became
limp. Gulliver was the first to notice
it, and he started back.. Dell got up.
too; but Pitt still lay there.

*“I+1 say—T believe he’s hurt?™ mut-
tered Gulliver anxioeusly.

‘““ Rot—he's shamming
Fullwood.

‘“ He's not—You hit teo hard, Fully!”
gasped Bell. “I told you Lo bo careful!
Oh, my hat! What—what shall we do?”

Fullwood began to get somewhat
scared. -

‘“ Don’l be a silly ass!”’ he rapped oul.
““ There’s nothing wrong with him. It’s
only spoof! I’'ll soon make him get up.”

He touched FPitt with the toe of lus
boot. At first there was no sign of move-
ment. Then, gradually. Pitt slirred.
And, fhinally, and after a struggle, he

ulled himself up and rose unsteadily to

i feet.

. His pain was so greatl that he could
hardly sce.

“ You—vou

i, snappéd

cowardly hounds!"' he
panted huskily. “I can’t go for you
now—you're sale enough! DBut Tl
make you pay for this—I'll-I'lIl—"

“Oh, leave him there!” interrupted
IFullwood roughly. ‘

The three cads 3
away. and went towards the school
chuckling. Now that Pitt was on his feet
and recovered, they were quile relieved.
They did not know what agony their
victim was suffering.

It is quite certain that if n master
had come upon the scene just then. and
-the weals 'on Piit’s back had been re-
vealed, Tullwood and Co. would have
* boen expelled from St. Frank’s on the
spot. |
_But they knew that they were safe—
they knew -that Pitt would never split.

of Studv A walkedl
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And so they went inlo the Triangla
lunghing and easy in mind. A crowd
of other juniors were there, exciledly
talking aboul the match that he should
have played in that aflterncon. Helm-
ford had nearly won, but, in the last
minute, St. Frank’s had equalised.

“Of course, 1t's all Pilt’s fault, the
miserable cad!”’ said Owen major. * If
he'd been playing we should have won
hands down. It would have been a walk-
over for St. Frank’s.” ’

‘“ Oh, absolutely.”

“But the rolter buzzed off before
dinner, and he hasn’t been seon sincd,”
said Armstrong. ““ He sneaked away
deliberately—just so that St. Frank's
should be let down. He'll catch it hot
when he comes back.” '

Fullwood lounged up.

‘““ Looking for Pitt?’ he asked casu-
ally.

“Yes!”  shouted
“ Where is he?” :

‘“ Just coming in, I think,” said Full-
wood.

U We'll give him beans!” said Grif-
hiths, with relish. “We'll put him
through the giddy mill for leaving the

school in the lurch like this. He’s been
on the razzle, I suppose.”

Fullwvo® and Ce. chuckled, and stood
back in the gloom. They omitted to
mention to the rest that they had
already given Pitt as much punishment
as he could reasonably stand.

A moment later Pitt appeared in the
gateway. He was wheeling his bicyele,
both the lamps of which were out,
having been extinguished when the
machine crashed over. Pitt was drag-
ging one leg behind the other, and his
whole frame was racked with pain.
Within him burned a fire of rage.

But he could do nothing now—le
didn't feel up to it.

‘*“ There he is!”

“ Collar the cad!?!”
“ Grab him"™

Before Reginald® Pitt could realise
what was happening, the juniors were
upon him. ‘They swooped down in a
crowd. Idis bicycle was torn away, and
be was carriod off to a corner of (he
Triangle.

He recognised who his caplors wero:
Owen major, Hubbard, Armstrong.
Griffiths, Skelton. and a few others.
Most of them were fuirly decent chaps,

eeveral  juniors,
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but they had never been particularly in-ydoing !’ he said Rercely.

timate with Pitt. Fellows like De
Valerie or Somerton or Handforth would
never have joined in this rag.

“T say, stop all this!”
quielly.

“ What?"”?

“T don’t feel up o the mark!”’ ex-
claimed Pitt. “ You can rag me to-
morrow, if you like, But don’t do any-
thing of that kind now. I—I'm feeling
pretty bad. You're all decent chaps.”

Owen major would probably have
.agreed, but Hubbard pushed forward.

‘“ Rats!”’ he shouted. ‘“He’s onl
spoofing—there’s nothing wrong wi
tho }Joun(ler! Don’t take any notice of
hhm {”’

And the die was cast.

“ Of course there’s nothing wrong
with him,” said Owen major, as thought.
le:s as the rest. ‘‘ He nearly spoofed me
et first. Now then, Pitt, my son, we're
going to hold a tribunel here—a giddy
court of law!”

‘“ Hear, hear!”

*“ Good idea !’

“You're the prisoner!” wenl on
Owen- major. “ And you've got to
answer all the questions thalt we put to
vou, See? Where have you been to?”

Pitt shrugged his shoulders wearily.

‘“1 may as well tell you at once that
I sha’n’t answer any questions,’”’ he said.
* You can do what you like, but I'm
inot telling youw a fib. Dut there’s a limit
to my patience, and it's nearly reached.”

“Don’t take any notice of him!"’

““I'm not gofing to!”’ said Owen major
grimly. ““ And il you don’t answer our

uestions, Pitt, you’ll get it in the neck!
Whero did you go to-day?”

Silence.

“ Where did you go Llo?’ persisted
Owen major,

*“ Answer, you rolter!”’ said Hubbard.

“I won't answer,” mutiered Pitt
doggedly.

* Why didn’t you play for St. Frank’s
against Helmford?”’

“ T have nothing (o say.”

* You rotter!”’

’ 7Y{ou ll]truill?rl" ~ f '

“You'll jolly we ay for this!”

*“ Yah, ci!ul 1 pay

Pitt faced his tormentors with grim
featnras, ‘e

“You don't know -wha{ you're

said  Pitt

o

‘““You aon’t
realise what all this meane. But I'm
getting fed up—I'm getting sick and
tired of the whole thing. And it won't
bc long before I'm through !’

* Why don't you answer our ques
tions, then?’ demanded Armstrong.

“] told yon at first I wouldn’t
answer—"' : '

“Oh, it’s no good!” interupted
Hubbard. *‘ We shall have to "frog-
march him, or make him run the gaunt.-
let. That’ll make him change

““ Rather!”’
* Grab him!”’

Pitt was seized and held firm. Mean-
while, all the other juniors knotted their
handkerchiefs and formed - themselves
into a double row. At any ordinary
time, Pitt would have laughed at this
form of rag.

But now, sore in every limb, and with
his back literally quivering with pamn,
he almost shrank from t(he ordeal.
Fullwood had slashed his back so
cruelly that it was one livid sore—it felt
to Pitt as though every scrap of skin
had been taken off. his, of course,
was not the case. His back was merely
wealed,

“ Now for it—start him off 1’
“ Come on, you cad!”

Pitt was given a push, and the only
thing to do was to run forward, He did
so, with his head bent down, and with
the rage in his heart surging almost to
breaking point. He had warned themn
that the hmit was nearly reached, and
he had meant every word of what he had

satd.
Slash! Slash! -

As Pitt ran, the knotted handkerchiefa
were pelted down upon him. Many of
themi etruck ‘his back—inere stinging
blows at any usual time. But now each
touch caused him to gasp with agony,
and he was compelled to deunch h:s
tecth hard in order to prevent himself
from crying out.

And the humiliation of it!

It was elmost more than Pitt could
stand. It was far worse than the pain.
To be thus seized by his own school-
fellows and ecorned and held up to
conteinpt. And he had done nothing to
deserve it—nothing! On the contrary,
every action of his this term had been
ono which was worthy of the bighest
praise, | -
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Ana oecause he was acting iu  this
winy—because he was doing everything
within his power to help his parents—
his former friends were turning upon
him and treating him in this way.
Human endurance can stand a lot, but
just now, Dilt’s capacity of endurance
was at an end, -

How he got through that double line
of fellows he never knew. 7They struck
him with the knotted handkerchiefs
again and again. yelling and Jlaughing
ns though the whole thing were a great
joke. And, indeed, it was something of
the kind. Making a fellow run the

gaunticl was a common occurrence in the

Remove.
“ Now we'll frogsmarch him !’ shouted

"Hubbard.
‘““Good!"”’
‘“Grab hold of him!”
‘““Yah! Rotter!”
“ Teaitor!”

Theso cries accompanied by boos and
hisses fell upon Pitt’'s dulled ears. He
stood .back, his cheeks pale, his eyes
Llazing like fire. And when two or
threc of the juniors came forward to
seize him he flung up his hand.

‘“ Sland Dback!’ he shouted hoarsely.

“You cad—"'

‘““Don't- touch mel” Pitt.
‘“ Don't touch me!”’

There woas something in his voice
which made the juniors hold back, and
which made them suddenly quiel.
Reginald Pitt’'s voice was quivering
with pain and fury. His worﬂs almost
came in sobs,.

gasped

“We don't want any of your
spoof—"" began Armstrong.

‘“I've finished with you—I've had
enough!" shouted DPitt passionately.

“Do you call yourselves sporlsmen?
Do you call yourselves decent follows?
You're cads, all of you—misereble, con-
temptible cads!”

The juniors said nothing—they were
held there by the force of Pitt's voice—
by the withering scorn which he ex-
presscd in his tones. They had never
seen him like this before.

‘““ Steady on!”’ muttered Owen major,
“ You'd better be coreful—-"

‘““I'm not going to stay here any
longor!"”" woant on Pitt, his voice coming
in sobs. ‘“I'm going—you won’t be
bothered with me any more, And
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perhaps iC'll please you to remember
that you've driven me out!"’

“Oh, don't rot—-""

“T'm serious—I swear that I mean
what I say!” shouted P’itL, in a quiver-
ing voice. ““ At one time T thought
you feollows were decent—I1 thought you
were friends. But now I know different
—I know what you’re made of!”

‘“‘ Look here—"’

“ Let me speak!”’ panted Pitt. * You
accuse me of gambling, of betting. of
drinking—you accuse me of everylhing

| that’s rolten and blackguardly. And all

this just because I have missed onc or'
two football malches, and because I've
been away from the school—without
{elling all my business to everybody!
You can think what you like—you: can
have you own opinion—I don’'t care a
snap for the crowd of‘you!”

‘“ He's mad!” muttered Grifith un-
easily.

‘“T reckon we went a bit too far!"
snid Armstrong,

‘“ Schoolboys are said to be fair
minded—but that's all rot!’" shouted
Pitt. . ““* I have proved differently. Fair
minded!” he added bitterly. ** Good
heavens! And I've been scorned and
treated worse than any dog would be
treated! And all for nothing—for
nothing—for nothing! You can go any-
where you like—you can make a
thousand inquiries, and you won't find
a soul who'll say an evil word against
me! You've accused me without proof
—without evidence! You've made up
your minds that I'm a blackguard, and
you've treated me as though I wero
one—without having a shred of real
evidence to go upon. And I'm sick of
it—I"m tirecf to death of the wholo
business, and T don't want to see any
of you again!”

“I say, ring off!"” exclaimed Owen
major concerncdly. “We  didn’t
mean—""

“TI tell you I'm sick of it!" shouled
I'itt  passionately. “I'm going—I'd
rather live in the woods and feed on
berries than atay a minute longer in Lhis
place with sucI{ miserable cads as you
aré, And after I'mm gone perhaps you'll
ind oul that you were wrong-—wroug
from the first. I can’t stand any moro
of it—it's more_than 1 can bear!"

itk was worked up to such a pitch
that his voigse broke and trailed away



THE MYSTERY OUTSIDE-RIGHT

into a kind of sob. Then he turned on
his heel and strode off into the dark-
ness.

Nobady nlo;re(l—noliody tried to
_lollow him,
CHAPTER V.
MISSING FROM ST. FRANK'S,
WEN MAJOR looked crather

scared.
‘“ I—I say, he doesn’t mean it,

does he?’ he muttered. * The

ass hasn't really gone.”

*“ Of course he hasn'’t,”” said Hubbard.
‘“It’'s only his spoof. He'll be in at
bedtime—don’t you worry.”

** Of course!'

The juniors crowded into the Ancient
House, all of them feeling a bit scared.
They went down into the Common-room
and crowded in, looking about them
with rather pale faces. was in there
chatting with Tommy Watson and Sir
Montie Tregellis-West- and Handforth.

“My hat!” said Tommy, as: the
Juniors came in. ‘“ What's been
appening? They all look as if they’ve
seen a dozen ghosts!”’

. 1 tarned round and
[ellows. .

‘*“ Anything the matter?” I asked.

“ No—nunno!’ said Grifith. ‘‘ No-
thing at all!”’

*“ Oh, yes there is!’' said Handforth.
“ You wouldn’t look like that if there
was nothing ‘the matter. You've been
up to something, you bounders,
bet !\’ .

‘“ Well, it wasn’t our fault!’ growled
Armstrong,

‘““ What wasn’t your fault?”’ I asked
sharply.

“ Pitt going off like that.”

“Pitt?”’ I said. '‘1s he back?”

‘“Yes; and we met him in the Tri-
angle,” said Owen major. ‘‘ We think
he’s a cad, and so we told him about 1t
and made himm run the gauntlet.”

My eyes blazed.

** You rotters!’ I shouted.

“Eh?”

“ What was the idea of treating him
like that?"’ 1 asked.: ‘* What harm has
he done to you?” '

* But—but—everybody knows he’s
been blagging lately——"' began Owen
major., '

regarded the

I'll}

i

| nobody else!
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“ Eve?rbody knows nothing of tho
sort!” snapped. ‘' Just because a
crowd of you idiots make up your minds
that way, it doesn’t mean to say it’s the.
real truth. You ought to be downright
ashamed of yourselves)”

“ Oh, don’t act the goa}, Nipper!”
growled Armstrong.

““ What proof have you got?’ I
demanded grimly. ‘ What proof have
you gol that Pitt has been blagging, as

ou call it? Not a shred—not a tillle:
{t’a nothing but gossip and talk Hem
atart to fimsh! How do you know that
Pitt hasn't got a good reason for being
away! He's never told us why he’s
bcen away, and it's not our business,
anyhow. And just becguse you - want
to know his affairs, and he refuses to tell
f'ou, you treat him as though he were a
eper!”’

‘* Hang it all, there's no redson for
you to jaw at us like this!” said Owen °
major uncomfortably. “We diudn't
know——"

‘““ Didn't know be hanged!” I broke in
angrily. I can tell you straight from
the shoulder that Pitt's as true as a die
—he's one of the best chaps who ever
came inlo the Remove. I'll admit he's
let us down badly at the football—but
I’'m absolutely convinced ho couldn’t
do anylhing else—it wasn’t his fault.”

“PBut we're not convinced!' said
Hubbard.

I glared at him. )_

*“Who wants you to be?’ I de
manded.

“LEh?

- *“What's il got to do with you?’ I
snapped. “ Who wants you to be con-
vinced? What the thunder have you

ot to do with the football, anyhow?
%’m the skipper, and if Pitt doesn’t turn
out he's got to answer to me—eand
You fellows seem to poke
your noses into echthing that doesn’t
concern you, and it's about time you
wero told a few home truths! You're
n set of contemplible cads!”

Owen major took a deep breath,

“ By Jove, I believe you're right!”
he said. * Pitt lold us just the same
thing, Nipper. He went on at us like
one o’clock. DBut now you’ve put it
like this, I'm beginning to gee it's true.
We have been cads, and when Fitt
comes in I'm going to apologise. Thatl's
what I say!”
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. uncastly.

. Erinnin ]

. Owen major.
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‘““ Good maun!’ I said, calming down.
*“And if you. other fellows
apologiso you won’t be worth a cent!
Where is Pitt now?”’

“]I don’t know,” said Owen major
‘““Ho told us he was going
away—he said he was ‘' fed-up.” But
that was all’ spoof, of course.”

‘* Spoof?”’ I broke in. *‘‘ How do you
know? So this is what you've done!
You've driven him to such a pitch that
he's cleared out. You ought to feel
preity pleased with yourselves!”

““Oh, but that was all rot!" said
Skellon. “He didn't mean it—he
couldn’t mean it. Besides, I can’t make
it out. After all, we only made him
run the gauntlet, and yet he seemed to
cruniu]p'lo all up. We didn't hurt him
much."”’

* Of course we didn't,”” said Hubbard.
I noticed that Fullwood and Co. were
They were standing at the
ack of the crowd. and I suspected
something because of that grin,

‘' When did Pitt come in?" I asked
sharply.

*“ Oh, about half an hour ago,” said
. * Fullwood teld us he
was coming, I think Fullwood saw him
out in the lane——"'

“Wo didn’t!”
nervously, |

That was enough for me.

‘“ Grab hold of those three cads!” I
said grimly. “ That’s right—]I mean to
get the truth of this, I'll bet a penny
to a pound that Fullwood and Gulliver
and Bell made hay of Pitt hefore he
ever got inlo the Triangle.”

Owen major started.

'“By Jove! I believe you're right!”
he exclaimed. * I noticed how they
chuckled—and I noticed how pale Pitl
was. There was something different
about him. The cads! The awful
rolters!”’ :

. ““We didn't touch him!” said Full-
wood sneoringly,

Handforth went forward and grabbed
hold of Gulliver.

‘““ Now then, my son, you're going lo
speak!” he said grimly, *‘ You know
me, don't you? When I say a thing
I mean it! If you don’t tell us what you
did to Pitt by the time of counting ten,
I’'m going to punch your nose—hard!”

“We—we didn't do anything'”
slammered Gulliver.

shouted Gulliver

don't | —

| misorable, I -suppose.
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“J tell you we didn’t do anything!’
yelled Gulliver. ‘' It was Fullwood who
swished him with the cane! We told
him to stop' He laid it on too hard
altogother—"’ .

‘““ Shut up, you fool!” anarled Full-
wood.

‘““ Oh, so that's the truth, is it?” I
said, pleased at Handforth’'s direct
method of gaining the truth. ‘' So you
collared Pitt out in the lane and held
hin down and swished him? You black-
guardly ruffians!”’

“ Look here—

““ Say one word to me and I'll give
you the hiding of your life!’ 1 said
tensely, going up to Fullwood and facing
him. *‘ This matter isn't ended, so don’t
think it is. If it never gets to tha.ears
of n master, vou'll have to answer to the
Remove!”’

I strodeo’ out of the Common-room,
breathing hard. Out in the Trianglo I
vainly searched for Pitt. There was no
sign of him, and I went over the
College House, and over the Ancient

" House. ~ Reginald Pitt had not been

seen.

Supperiime came, and still Pitl did
not put in an appearance. All the
juniors who had forced him to run the
gauntlet were uneasy and penitent. They
were more sorry than they could say—
now that it was too late. That's gencr-
ally the way of things in this world.

I thought il advisable {o pop in and sce
the guv’'nor—belfore bedtime. It was
only right that he should know what had
been happening.

I found Nelson Lee in his study, busily
looking over some typewritlen pages. ‘Ho
looked up as I entered, and nodded.

“I'm rather busy now, Nipper,”’ he
began. * Please be quick—"'

‘““ T wani 1o speak Lo you about Pilt,
sir,”’ I interrupted. ‘‘ He's gone!”’

““ Gone? What do you mean?’

“ Well, it looks as though he’s gone
away.

‘ Nonsense "’

‘“ He hasn’t come in, and it's nearly
bedtime,” I said. *“‘ I think you ought
to know about it, guv'nor. The chaps
got larking about, and ragged him. ‘The

poor chap was fed-up, and thoroughly
i You must have
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sean it, sir—for the past few days he's
been having an awful {ime.” |

" Yes, Nipper, I have seen something
of it,” said Nelson Lee quietly. ‘‘ But
I hardly think there is suffictent reason
for Pitt to run away [rom the school.
And your {ears are probably groundless.”

But after I had told the guv’'nor every-
Lhing—without giving any names—he was
rather more serious. And then I went
on to explain what I had discovered that
morning. I told Nelson Lee that Pitt
was nono other than Abdullah—the
clever coloured forward in the Ban-
‘mng Foolball and Athletic Club.

‘“ Of course, guv'nor, this is absolutely
in secret, and you're not supposed to
know it,”’ I said. ‘ Pitt's doing it for
the sako of his
I'm jolly proud of him, too. He wasn’t
doing any harm to anybody—and he gets
ragged like this. It's—it’s rotten!”

‘“‘I feel very sorry for the lad,” said
Nelson Lee. '‘ He has been doing his
best for his parents, and it is distinelly
hard for him to bear these expressions of
scorn and contempt which have been
Joavelled at him. No doubt he took the
name of Abdullah, and stained his face
so that he would not be recognised at
St. Frank'’s. H’'m! Rather a smart
ruse !’’

‘“ Well, what are we going to do if
Pitt doesn’t come in?”’ 1 asked.

‘““1I expect he will come in—but, in
any case, you may leave the matler in
my hands,”’ said Nelson Lee. ‘' If he
has run away I rather fancy we can la
hands on him just when we like. For it
is practically certain that he has gone to
one of his new footballer friends 1n Ban-
nington.”’ '

" '“Yes, I expect that’'s the truth of it,

air,’”’ I agreed. ‘' What are you doing
there, with all those papers?”

‘““ Well, Nipper, if it will interest you,
I am looking through some very interest-
ing documents connected with the Pitt
case,”’ replied Nelson Lee. ‘‘ And it may
interest you to know, further, that Mr.
Simon Raspe i3 nearly within my power.
I don’t think it will be very long before
the net is closed completely round him.”

My eyes gleamed. ;

“By Jove! Thal’s good news, sir!”
- T exclaimed. ‘‘ Those papers you found
in Raspe's place are good, then? That
was o ripping stunt of yours to make up
as that old colonell” =~ .

eople—it’s obvious. And|

Y | driven hun out,
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‘“ Raspe, 1 am sure, is unsuspicious,
even now,'”” satd Nelson Leec. ‘' Yes,
these papers are very instructive. Pilt's
father will soon bo relieved of all his
worry, and the matter will come right.
I 'am extromely pleased to have the op-
portunily of taking part in this case. I
don't think T peed say any more now--
and the bell for bed is ringing now.”

I seid good-night te the guv’nor, and
hurned away. The Remove was being
herded up to the dormitory by a prefect.
And there were many concerned faces
when it was noticed that Reginald Pitt
had not put in an appearance.

~ ‘““ Al there?’' asked the prefect. look-
mg round. ‘' Hallo! Where’s Pitt?"”

‘* He—he doesn't scem to be here,”
said Owen major. '

‘“ Infernal nuisance!’’ snapped the pre-
fect. ‘I shall have to go and and rout
him out, now, I suppose. T'll give him
a couple of hundred lines Lo be going on
with when I do find him!"? -

But Pitt was not found. The school
was searchod high and low—nol by one
prefect, but by many, and by maaslers as -
well. And it was an absolute fact that
he had really gone.

He had run away from St. Frank's,

And the juniors who had been con-
cerned in the gauntlelL running episode
were 8o scared that it was a long tipie
before they could get Lo sleep. Knd to
say that they were sorry would be put-
ting it mildly. Their one anxiety wasg to
sco Pitt back.among them. They had

It was they who had made him an
outcast. '

——

CHAPTER VI.
THE BTRANGER IN THE DARK !

REGINALD PITT wus in DBanhning.
ton. )
Exactly as Nelson Lee had sur-
mised, the unhappy "junior had
gone straight to one of his footballer
friends. and il was only natural that this
friend should .be Tom Howard, the cheer-
ful young forward who bad first brought
him to the club. -

Pitt had rocovered his strength by the .
time ho reached Bannington. He took
the trip slowly, and he hed thought mat-
ters out very thoroughly. He was sure
that he had dono nght in leaving St.
Frank’s. R R



24

To go on tn the same way. keeping up{ disturbed Tom at his supper.

the mystery, and being unable Lo explain,
was unbearable. And so he had decided
ithatl it would be far belter to stick to his
resolve, and clear right out. There was
nothing for him to rémain for—he could
foresce only {rouble and worry in the
future.

He could not play in the school foolball
malches because hp was required for pro-
fessional games. And it would be im-
possible for him to go on, week afler
week, keeping everybody in the dark.
Sooner or later, as he had known, it
would have to come to an end.

Woll, it had come to an end now.

And Pitt was feeling relieved. His
back was feeling much better now. It
was still sore and raw, but that droadful
burning ache had gone. And his rage
had subdued, leaving him calm and cool
and self-reliant.

He went straight to a little house in
one of the small side streets of Banning-
ton. Tom Howard lived here—and Pitt
was overjoved when he remembered that
Howard was alone. He generally lived
with his mother, but she was away in
London, with some relations, and would
probably be there for some weeks. Tom,
as he expected, was ‘‘ grubbing " along,
on his own.

Pitt was pleased when he saw a light
gleaming through the glass-fronted door.
The front of the house was in darkness.

He only knocked once, and the door was

. soon opened by the young footballer.
He stood just in the hall, peering out
into the gloom.

“I'm sorry to di'at,urb you, Tom——""
began Pitt.

“ Why. hallo, it’s Abdullah, the mys-
terious FEgyplian wizard of the football P
satd Tom cheerfully. ¢ What are you
doing out at this time of night, young
man? I thought you were in bed and
dreaming about playing for England
against Scolland! Come in, Pit(—don’t
stand there.”’

' Thanks!" said Pitt.

He went in, and Tom Howard closed
ithe door. :

“I'm all on my own,” said the young
rofessional. *‘ Only got back about two
ours ago. By George! It was a rip-
Emg maich, eh? . Wo put it across
romplon gloriously, didn't we?"

into the:.little kitchen

He-led the wa
c{ Pitt saw that he had

at the back, an

)

are,”’ replied Pitt.
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For there,
on a neatly placed cloth, reposed a plato
of cheese and pickles, with some hunks
of bread near by.

‘““ Feeling peckish?"’ asked Howard.
‘““ Squal down my son. and pile in. Not
quile so good as the ‘I'roc., perhaps, but
it's good honest grub. Help yoursell to
what you like—— I say! Whal's wrong?
You're Jooking a bit pale about the
gills.”’

“T've had some trouble,”
quielly.

And, while Tom Howard was continu-
ing his supper, Pitt told him all about
it. Tom was so inlerested that he forgot
all about eating, and when I’itt had fin-
ished he looked quite feroctious.

ho

“The young blighters,” said
warmly. “ I don’t blame you, Reggie,
hanged if I do! You don’t mind me
calling you Reggie, I suppose?”’

““1 like 1t,"” said Piit. .

“ Well, it's just as well to know,” said
Howard. ‘‘ But you're a swell, strictly
speaking, aren’t yout”

“I'm no moro of a swell than you
“Well, T'voe run
away—I've cleared out. And I've come
to you, Tom, because I was thinking that
you might be able to put up wilh my
presence here for a bil. Of course, I'll
pay you—"' -

“If you want to make me wild, say .
that again!”’ snapped 7Tom fiercely.
““What rot! I'm only too jolly pleased
to have you here—it’s rolten being on
your own. Nothing I'd like better, my
son! You're as welcomo as flowers in
May! You can slay as long as you like,

‘“It’s jolly decent of vou,"” said Pilt
gratefully. ‘ You see, it's my idea to
put that brown stuff on, and become
Abdullah altogether. They won’t know
anything about me ol the school, and 1
shall be safe. And I shall be able to go
everywhere wilh the team—il doesn't
matter how far.”

‘“ Belter and Dbelter.”” grinned Tom.
“ Page'll be absolutely delighted. Of
course, I don't pretend to know your
affairs—"" -

“I'm going to toll you overything
now,’”’ said Piit. ‘‘ You're the Dbest
friend I've got at the present moment.
and 1t's only righl that you should
know.’’

T “:re“' let’s
you're telling
Howard.

said Pitl

¥

go for a, stroll, while
me,”’  suggested Tom
1 always like a pipe after
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supper, and it’s better out in the open.
Como along. You can jaw as we go

along.”’ _ .
‘'hey went out, and Pitt told him
everything—how his father had been

ruined by Simon Raspe. And how he—
Pitt—was playing protessional football so
that he could ocbtain money. He didn’t
mind telling all this to Howard, for he
in: linctively knew that Tam would un-
derstand, . _

** Ah, now I'm beginning to see hight!”
satd the young footballer. ‘' Well, I'm
hanged! You're a plucky Lkid, and no
mistake! You deserve a tremendous Jot
of j)raisc for what you've done, Reggie—
and all you got at the school was scam
and contempt.”

' Waell, after all, they didn’t know the
truth,” said Pitt. *‘ And ] suppose }
was a bit hesly in condemning themn as
I did. But I cculdn't help 1t—1 was
worked up to such a pitch. It simply
had to come out.”

** Yes, and I'll bet 1l did the young
bé?gam good, too," said Tam. ‘' It's
wlly serious about your dad, and I hope
Myr. Lee will be able to ipake that scoun-

drelly Raspe dub up. And you say that
this chap Lockwood was shoved into
prison?”

** Yes.”

" Well, if Mr. Lee’s successful, he'll be
released, I suppose?'' went on Howard.

It was rather curious that they shouwld
be talking on this subject just then.
For & very surprising coincidence oc-
enrrred within a minute or two. And yet,
after all, it was not so very strange.

‘They were walking along one of the
quict lanes when they saw a dim form
m front of them. It ran along stealthily,
as though ing to tind a gap in the
hedge through which to escape.

** Hallo!” muttered Howard. '* What's
that chap up to?"’

The dim form was rumning hard now.
Suddenly it stumbled, and went sprawl-
ing—the reason being quile simple. The
stranger had been speeding along the
grass beside the road, and, in the dark-
ness, he had fatled to observe one of
those piles-of stones which one sees along
eountry roads at irregular intervals. (Con-
sequently, the man stumbled full tilt into
the heap, and went sprawling.

Pitt and Tom Howard were upon him
before he could rise. © - :

“ You won’t get me—you won't, I
say !"’ panted the stranger hushily.

'be n- gaol,”
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** What on earth’s the matter with
him?’ asked Howard, striking a match.
'*1 say, we're not going to hurt you—
Great Scott}” '

For the flickering light of the maich
had revealed a startling fact. The man

was allired in the drab, hideous garb of
a convict.

“ A convict '’ muttered Howard. ‘* By
Jove! [ heard a yrumour that a convict
had escaped from the big prison, but I
didn't take amy notice of it. I expect
this is the Johnny! We'd better grab
him, and hand him over—"’

‘* Don't do that!’ panted the man
fearfully. * I’'m innocent—I swear be-
fore Heaven I'm innocent! 1 got =&
chance to get away. An accidant hap-
pened at the prison—-there was a collapse
of one of the walls, and in the confusion
| slirped out. Don’t give me up—I'm
absolutely innocent !’

“If you were innocent. you wouldn’t
saild Tom Haward grimly.
'* It's no good——"?

' Why, well I'm blessed !’ gasped Pitt
suddenly. ** It’s—it’s Lockwood!”

e What. !n .

“ You—you know my name?”’ pante:
the convict.

" Why, of course I do,” saxd Pitt.

‘' Don’t you know me, Lockwood? I'm

Reggic! I'm Mr. Pitt’s son! Haven't
you seen me al the office sometimes?”

The convict gasped for breath.

'* Heaven be praised !’ he exclaimed
forveutly. ‘' Master Reginald! I didn’t
know you in the darkness. What an
extraordinary thing that you should ke
the first one to see me. You won’t hand
me over to the police, will you? I'm
innocent, Master Reginald! It was
Simoh Raspe who got me into this—"’

“You needn't say any more, Mr.
Lockwood,” said Pitt. ' My father
told me all about it, and I know the
truth. 1 know you were falsely charged,
and I know that Ruspe's lying evidence
was the cause of your being condemued.
It must be Fate! Your escape may
mean that everything will come right.
Hand you over to the police? Never!”’

‘““ Yes, but what shall we do?’ asked
Howard dubiously. ‘' He's rfectly
welcome to come home to my place, but
—but—— Well, I don’t want to ke
landed into a pile of trouble, do 1?

T Mr, Lockwood 13 innocent—I'm satis-
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fed aboul Lthat—but in the eyes of the
\aw ho's a convict.”

“1 wouldn't dream of (roubling you,
pir,”” said Lochwood quietly. * But if
vou could just give mo a litlle food and
an old suit of clothes I might be able to
manageé. I can hide in the hedgoe until
vou come back——"'

“ Hang it all, I'mm not going to be like
that!” iterrupted Howard.
como along—it’ll be safe enough for an
hour, anyway. And you can gel a
decenl skinful of food and a change of
clothes, and clear out. We’ll burn all
your Logs and destroy the traces.”

Lockwood’s gralitude was so great
that he could hardly express himself.
Such a happening as this was Lhe last
thing he had expected—to find Lwo {rue
friends who would do such a lot for him,

““This 13 a nice go, if vou like,” said
Tom, as they walked along. ‘' Aiding
and abolting a conviel to escape. YWhy,
it'll mean five years if we're copped!
Not that I caro a toss!”

That was just Tom Howard's nature,
Choerful, full of good spirits, and always
‘willing to do another a good turn.
Pitt had told him all about Lockwood,
and now, almost immediately after-
wards, Lockwood himself came upon the
scone. It  was, without <doubt, a
surprising position.

Jf koward had been older he might
have hositated before agreeing to take
the convict to his house. But he was
only a young fellow, and did not cealise
the danger. And this was very lucky
focr Lockwood. Pitt was anxious lo
question him, and to find out what was
the best thing to be done,

Bul the main thing was to get him
safoly indoors out of sight,

?2.nd this was soon accomplished. Not
a soul was passed on the way, and it
would hardly have mattered if anybody
had passed, for it was so dark that the

convict's garb would never have been
noticed.

They soon found themselves in Tom
Howard's house. And then Lockwood
was provided with a suit of clothes by
Howard, and DI’itt .gave him his own
cap, and this fitted him perfectly, and
Howard's caps didn’t. Tﬂe change in
the man was remarkable now. :

e was a good-looking man of about
thirly, tall, gentlemanly and with kindly
browr eyes. Only his shortly-cropped

“You can|

"police will be en the loo
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He did

hair marred his appearance.
nol seem to be very strong.

“Now we've got to consider what to
do,”’ said Tom Howard. ‘“ I can manage
a quid, if you like, and you’re welcome
to a good Dblow-out before you go.
We'll sce about burning all your prison
{ogs, and we'll take the chance of being
collared for helping you to bunk.”

““I don’t know what to say—I don't
know how to thank you for your kind-
ness,”” said Lockwood gratefully. ‘' Yes,
I'll go away, and my one aim will be
{o get even with Simon Raspe. DBy
Heaven! I shall never rest until I have
proved that villain’s guilt and ex-
onerated myself and restored Mr. DPitt
to his rightiul position.”

‘“Hold on—hold on!’ said Tom
Howard suddenly. ¢ I've got an idea—
a terrific, large-sized brain wave!’

““What is it?"’ asked Pitt cagerly.

“Well, I don’t see any reason why
Mr, Lockwood should go off on his own
and probably Dbe recaptured,” saul
Howard. *' I'he warders are bound to
be scarching the countryside, and the

Koul., too. 1IU's
all right at night, but in the daytime
he'll probably be spotted. He ought to
lie low for a bit.”

** Yes, but where?’ asked Pitt.

“That's just it!’ grinned Howard..
““That's the wheeze! Look here, I've
got a little bathing hut down by the
river—only about half a mile -nway.

It's locked up all the other part of the
year."

‘“By Jove!” said Piit softly.

‘“It’s a comfortable show,”” went on
Howard. *‘ Not very big, of course, but
sitongly built, with a good door, and
heavy lock. There's a bunk in it—
because I used to sleep there ocension-
ally. All you’ve got to do, Mr. Lcck-
wood, is to take the key and some
blankets and a bag full of grub and lock
vourself in. The police would never
dream of looking for you there.”

Lockwood’s eyes sparkled.

““That would be wonderful!” he ex-
claimed. “ 1 could stay there two or
three days until the excitement is over,
and then I should be comparatively safe.
Yes, I'll do this, if I may."”

“Of course you may!' said Tom
Howard promptly. * We'll aid and abet
you in the shocking crime. Come along!
We'll soon pack some grub up and grab
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a couple ef blankets. Then we’ll go
dovwn with you to this place and leavwe
you ni¢e and snug.”

‘They were soon making preparations,
and presently they all went out and
proceeded to the httlc bathing hut,
which proved to be quite as comfortable
as Tom Howard had declared.

‘Then, having scen that the escaped
prisoner was securely locked up, Pitt and
the young footballer left—after promis-
mg to come back the next night with
more food. Pitt’s heart was beating
rapidly as he walked back.

27

An astounding traia of mcidents had
happened to him that day, and he
marvelled at the wey in which things
had planned themselves. If he had not
run away from St. Frank'’s he would
never have come into contact with
Lockwood. And Pitt was convinced that
everything was for the best.

He little realised the startling evenis
which were shortly to take place.

This episode was aver, but other, and

THB END.

To My Readers.

Just a few words about next
week’s story, ‘“‘THE INTER-
RUPTED MATCH ; or, Arrested
On the Fleld.’”’ Simon Raspe, the
swindling financler, is soundly
thrashed by a mysterious visitor.
When the servants arrive on the
scene, Raspe’s assallant has dis-
appeared, and the financier is found
to have been badly knocked about.
A boy’s cap, bearing Pitt’s initials,
is picked up and shown to Raspe,
who on seeing It declares that he

had been murderously assaulted
by a schoolboy, who had stealthily
cerept into the lbrary by the window,
and taking Raspe unawares, had
flung a heavy object at him, eausing
him to fall down uncon:cirus. The
police are called, and everything
points "to Pitt as being the culprit.
A warrant Is made out for his
arrest, and it is while he Is playing
in an important League match In the
disgulise of Abdullah that he is put
under arrest. A tremendous sensa-
tion Is caused, and It looks very
black against Pitt. But I must not
tell you any more, or I might spolil
the story.

THE EDITOR.

|

even more startling episodes were to
follow! '
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" THE GREAT DETECTIVE OF
- . GRAY'S INN ROAD,

INTRODUCTION., 1

WELSON LEE, the great detective, as Mr.|
- Herbert Drake, B.A., secures a post as games

 master at Marsh Manor School in .order to|

investigate strange visits of ghosts at the school,
His young assistant, NIPPER, comes to the
school as Barlon, a backward boy. Unless the
~ ghost can be lnid, the Head, the REV, OCTA-
VIOUD CHARD, will be obliged to close down
' theschool, - Lee suspects Monsieur YILOTTE,
_the French master as being implicated -in

the ghostly  manifestations, ADOLPHE
MALINES, - JULES TROCHON, and;

MADAME TROCHON, Belgian refugees and |

- jriendly neighbours of the Head, are found
to be living on the hospitality of INGLEBY-
CHARTERISB, known by Lee to be a financier
of ‘ill-repute. The mystery deepens, and Lee
finds that he is up against some very despe-

- vate and clever criminals, inecluding SOL
CLITTERS, the notorious forger, who, learn-
ing of the famous detective’s presence at the
school, plots to murder him. Vilotte is to
do the deed, bul 18 cleverly foiled by Lee, who
puls the I'rench master under lock and key and
compels him to write a letter to Charteris say-
tng that Lee has been Killed. Lee lays in wait
Jor the ghost, When i reappears a shot is
fired with astonishing resulits, |

- (Now read on.)

CHAPTER XIV. (Continued.)
A Shot in the Dark.

ND as something. fell to the floor,

| Lee stooped and picked it ug.
It was a human finger, shot off at

the second joint, stil warm, and
stained. purple and orange and green from

the eflect of chemicals.

‘““ Look at this!" he said, when Mr. Chard
joined l:im, and Mr, Jackeon loomed gingerly
at the foot of the stairs. * We'rs a step
nearer, anyway. The ghost 15, 'Ado'fe.
#1alines. .I've suspected it for some time.”

Mr. Chard made a wry face as L-- slipped

~the gruesome clue into his pocket. =

““ Not a word to Jackson about our find,"
_w&ispered the detective, his icet coming in

colitact with an army revelver, which tne

‘guv'nor?”’ he said

robe had hidden. * H» must have been
bleeding like a pig, and we ougl't to be
able to track him easily.” EEEE ot

They switched on their toreh 3, and there,”
indeed, was an ugly trail which le. them to
the end of the passage, wher~ it suddenly
ceased in an exasperating way

The passage forked there, and, though they
followed each branch, there were no more
signs on the oak flooring. - ~

““He must have put the stump in - his
mouth as he ran,” said Nelson Lec *“ We
seem. destined to be thwarted eveiy time,”

CHAPTER XV.
The Finger of the Man with the Dirty -

o Hands., . | _
~ TREMENDOUS hubbub came up from
A' the first floor, as the terrified

sleepers, awakened by the firing beat
~ on the lecked doors. Ny .
“1 must go and reassure them,” sai@ I i,
Chard. : - s T
~While he and Mr. Jackson went down .
with’ the keys, Nelson Lee remained above

-stairs, watching and listening; but of the

wounded man there was no sign, and they
dreaded lest the enemy should take flight in
real earnest. - ST R
Nipper, smuggied into one of Mr. Chard's
private apartments, whose window com-
manded a full view of the hcstel and the
road, watched all day, but, to their great
relief, nothing unusual seemed to be taking
place among their neighbours.’ | 4
- Madame Trochon went into the villag-
with a basket, and returned. Professor Felix
walked in the garden after his usual habit, -
and Trochon himself appeared at the front
door, calling him in to dinner, - - -

““Do you think they'll comc to-night,

““ Malines won't,” . replied Nelson Lee,
“You may bet your life on that. . They
must have some important reason for stick-
ing to their guns, and I admire their nerve,
but to-night will settle everything. You're

"still ready to face it, Nipper? -Th' bulk of .
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the business mlI rest on your shou%ders, you,

know.'” .
Nipper langhed :
* Never felt fitter in my iife, guv'nor!’ he
eaid. " I'm ahqalutely counting the minutes.”

As evening approached with a strong

'n(rrtrh west wind tossing t.he branches of the |

walnut-trees, -and bending the grey willows |
atong the hi gh road, the Rev. Octavius Chard
hegan .to walk about in a ‘CUrious Rnervous
fashion, like a cat on hot bricks. Hall a
dozen -times he popped in through the panel-
Jing from the infirmary to Lee’ds room, and
the last time he did so he started to find
himself confronted by a strange figure.

Tt was no ghost, but a grey-haired, unrmis-
takable English butler, with a little tuft of
thin whisker on each cheek, and. evening
Clﬂ:th% that might have fitted him better in
- parts
the réle he was geing to play.

“ Have you any orders about “the wine,
sir?’ he said, in a quiet, deferential voice
- that filled Mr. Chard with uncontrollable
merriment, and smoothed away his fears.

*“ Upon my soul, Lee, you're the mcst ex- |

traordinary man I ever met ! he exclaimed.
“ You might have made a fortune on the
stage.
to-night?”’ _

““T hadn't thought of that!" laughed the
great detective. ' Something short and
e.mple. What’s the matter with Chifley, eh?
It comes easily off the tongue.™

** Very well, Chiffey, so be it,”" assented
the Headmaster. ** That suit of poor Boyle's
tills the bill very well.”

- 1 wish I didn't fill it quite so Wel} 7 gaid
“Lee. ** It's very tight across the hack a,nd
if it splits I don't know what’s to bé done.”

As he moved about the rqom, gathering up

- the contents of his make-up box, all trace ok

the athletic games-master had disappeared.
-In fact, as Mr. Chard put it ‘his own
mother wouldnt have known him,

** Provided your Belgian guests don't, that
is all I care about,” said ** Mr. Chlﬁey

And then they fell to talking things over,
for their visitors were expected between half-
 past six and seven,

When they came the new butler crpened

" the door, as Madame Trochon entered first,

dollowed by .Professor  Felix and Jules
Trochon, who carried his ‘cello by the neck
~in one hand and the bow in the other. But
_what was Lee’s astonishment to see Adolie
Malines hringing up the rear, green trilby
‘hat, -yellow gloves, and all!

'F‘or a moment the new hutler alm:}sJ for-

zot his duties, and had to pull himself up |

with ~an _etiort;- but as the gentlemen
divested themselves of thelr ccats, and
‘madame -took ‘of* an ' evening-wrap, he
shered the party,” with . due  gravity, into

the drawing-room, where Mrs. Chard and the
two girls were waiting to ‘receive them. -
' ““This i8 so nice of you to come, Madame
Trochon!” said - Mrs. Chard, advancing te
meet the Belgian woman, who was rather

but were still quite in Ekeeping with |

-

What name are you going under |

__ 2.9 )

e:!mwn]y dressed in Dbright blue eilk, hardly
in keepmg with the clmmcte.r of 2 home]&s
 refugee,
| It i3 very good. of you to ’‘ave wus,
madame!’* she said effusively. ‘“ Bub then
youdare very good; all you Enghah are very
good.” -

Professor Felix made his bow with thab
fine, old-fashioned eourtesy that became his
tall stately figure, and when bhig Trocchon

} had ghaken hands and stood his ’cello in a

corner, and Adolfe Malines had peeled off
his yellow gloves and shaken hands likewise,

b Mr, Chard came in, and they drew round the-
 big log fire that ‘blazed cheerfully on the

magniticent hearth.

- “ You anticipate us, madame,”
fessor Tfelix, spreading his thin, t.aper fingers
to the gemal warmth. *‘* We have not
started. fires yet, but Trochon is very busy
| with a great 8AW, preparmg for the "wine
taire.”

" What do you think of our new hutler?’’
said Mrs. Chard, who had drawn Madame
Trochon on to the eettee beside her. * You
heard about Boyle lea.vmg us 30 auddenh
did you mot?’ -

“ We heard that he had gone, but not
why,” - said madame.

‘“*Oh, for ‘the same reason that all our
servants. go! I am lcsing all my maids on
Monday, and so-far 1 have not. been able
to replace them.” -

. Madame wrinkled her nose with a lurok of
extreme c¢ommigeration. -

“You do not mean that that fﬁﬂy still
continues?'’ she eaid. ** Why do ycu not
inform the pohce‘?‘” ; -

‘“ Oh, they've been here!’” said Mm Chard
who had been remarkably well schooled hy
her husband. ¢ And all they did- was to
tumble down a flight of stairs, and go
hobhling away like a couple of lame dogs.”

e

this was a good ]{l]xe, for ‘they laughed up-
roariously, especially " Dig Trouha*x while
- Adolfe Malines rubbed his stained’ and dis-
- coloured fingers together gleefully,

found that there were five on eaech hand,
and just then he was standing outside the
drawing-room door, -wifh his face very
puzzled.

" We know how the French sefve their
frogs,” he muttered fo himself. ‘* But you

- moiselle?”” said
Chard, with his most insinuating smile.

And Joan and Monica rose without hesita-
tion, and complied, the former accompanying
her s:ster in “ Love Sends a Little Gift ok
Roses.”

clarionet, professor,” said Mr. Chard.

* Ah, -1 am ‘orribly out of practice,” said
the old gentleman, with a deprecatory shrug.
** What a pity Monsieur Vilotte i not here

to join us .with his oboe. What does the
doctor say?’: | -

Trochon to the eldest Miss

said Pro- "

The Belgians evidently seemed to think -

...—

The bhutler had already counted them, and '

.can‘t grow a new finger in one night. And
yet it is Adolfe Malines, sure enough!’ '
"“Will you nct sing something, made-~

“I'm glad to eee you've brought your .
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“Heu ‘gatting on’ aIl nght and taking
nourishmens, but we're .. stil. keeping him

quiet,”” said Mr, Chard. *“I only hope he
 doesn't give me nodtice when he recovers.’

.- They were very musical, thoze Belgians,
. Adolfe Malines especially, playing the piano
with the touch of a professional, and as Lee
listened to the trio from the passage out-
side he grew more and more mystified. -

"“I'm “going now, guv’nor.” whispered
Nipper, stealing up to him on" tiptoe, and
they ewhanﬂed a look that both of them
realised mlght be an eternal farewell, though
there was not a tremor in the l}'D}' figure
‘as he let himself noiselessly out of the front

door and ran softly down the avenue in his.

rubber shoes.

It was very cosy in the dramngﬁrmm'

with plenty of candles alight and the rosy

. blaze of the fire, and they played and sang |

and played and sang without any outward
- 5ign .of uncasiness visible.

. Presently, m response to Mnmcas pull
upon the bell-rope, * Ohiffey * came in with
.a tray of coffee and cakes and dainty little
- sandwiches, - which the refugees had tasted
before_and enjoyed 1m:mensely - -

-~ _Only, when the sonorous bell of the hall-

door clanged, all their eyes seemed to meet
at- once, and Trochon, who was talking
- French t_p Joan, thrust his hands into the
pockets of his short, black coat. -

-~ L Rather _late for . visitors,)
jClmrt;l I wonder. who this 1s? Was the
doctor coming again to-night, my dear?”

*“ He didn't say s0,” responded his wife,.

-keeping up the fiction.

-~ Then the butler appeared again, anﬁ big
- Trochon found there was no necessity to
.- keep his hands in his pockets any longer.

e Dr Hartop and Mr, Miles to see you,

sir,”’ said the butler.
' DE'.'lI‘ ”me I'd qmte forgotten the
specialist ' said Mr. Chard, rising. * Have

‘you shown them mto the etud}', Chiffey?”
“ Yes, sir.”’ -
““Then excuse me for a few moments,”
said the Rev. Octavius, and he went out..
Only “ Mr. Chiffey,” who was removing the
< tray, notmed that Malines, at the piano, was
.playing very softly, and all the Be]gmns had
ceased talking.

The Headmaster regppeared in a moment,
- ““My dear, I think perhaps you'd better
take Hartop up to see Seymour.”
. “You will not mind if I leave you, under
the circumstances?'’ said Mm. Ohard apolo-
getically to their guésts.
. ““Oh, madame, we shall be so anxious to
hear what the doctor eays abovt -poor
Seymour. We are so0 fond of h:m"' replied
Madame Trochon.
-~ *“ My wife has no objection to =mok:no
here, as you know,” said Mr. hard. * Chlﬂ’ey,
hand the clgaretteq round to these gentle-
men—unless you would prefer your. pipes?’’ -
. “Thank .you, monsieur!"” said . Adolfe
Malines.. ‘_‘I smoke nothing -but .the cigar-
- ebte.” ‘ . | L

%

: cherry-mot

.. eaid- - Mr.;
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- And "as he helped h:mseif fnom the open
box which the deferential butler held before
him, Nelson Lee made a discovery..

The nails of the stained and d:ﬂcoloured
fingers were bitten to their quicks, ' That of
the one reposing .in his pocket was a taper .
nail, well-manicured, which had - heen &

_peculiarity of Adolfe Malines.

““ 80, my friend,” thought the observa.'lt
" Ch:ﬂ‘ey,” “ you ‘do not smoke the herbal
mixture, and you bite your nails. You are
not Adolfﬁ Malines, after all. Then who the
dickens are you?"

Trochon declined the box, ﬁllmg hls blf'.‘
instead, and when the butler .
retired he went stra:g’ht. upstairs to the
infirmary, .

2l | want a mord wnth Rogerson,
“I've had no opportunity so far.
earth has he come down for?"” .,

‘“ Rather a remarkable thing " saig D,
Hartop.. “ He has a paper to show Yyo::
which he sewears. contains Miss . Ingleby- .
Charteris's signature, written three months
after her "strange disappearance. Roddy
Miles brought him round to find out
whether you were back just as I was setting
out, so we all came together in his car-. He-‘s '
dymg to see you.” " ;

““ And so he shall,” said he]san Lee “ hut
in the meantime I want you: look at
another patient. Of course. Milearhas'_ toll
you what I'm after down here, and I've got
one of the ecoundrels. - He's .been tied up..
like-a trussed fowl for the last three days,
and I want to know how long we may keep
him' in-that condition.’ o

“Up to your old t,rxck-s Lee"” 5mllea the‘
doctor. ** Where is he?". -

And he turned to the door. ' .

‘““ No? better come this way,”” said hi.-; -
friend, opening the way into the secret
passage that came out at the head of the _
grand staircase. *‘ The boys will be coming
up to bed in a few minutes, and I'm not -
taking any chances.”

The moment Dr. Hartop
Vilotte he gaye a low whistle.

“I say, we'll have to slacken his bonds
little, unless you're prepared to face an
apoplectic seizure. He's a man of fanrly ful
habif, and another twenty-four hours in thiv .
position would see the end of him. - |

“I'm not sure that the world wou.d bs
any the poorer,”” said Lee. * But what do
you suggest? You ve no idea how el ppery
these fellows are.” .

The specialist looked round the room. .
- *““We'll put him on the bed,” he said:
‘““ He's handcuffed already, and, if we tie his
feet to the bottom rail and his wrists "to
the other one, he'll still be here when you
want h:m and hls clrculatwn will have a
chance.’ :

Vilctte, a curmua. dull purple was breath- .
ing stertorously, and seemed half-dazed; but
as they loosed the cords and lifted him - on
to the bed, it was well that he was gagged, «
for he gave a succession of agonising screams
as .the blood began' to. pulse-again through

7 said Lee._'
What on

set eyes- on

i vein and artery.
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It Wae a good half-hour. before tney left
him; quieter, and sullenly resigned to his
‘fate, and Lee, meanwhile, told the doctor
‘what we already know.

- * This is indeed a house of mysteries,"
the specialist.

‘“ And they seem to deepen
- Lee gravely. * Do you know, I shot a man’s
finger off at the other end:of the corridor
theré¢ last night, and yet, only “just before I

said

came upstairs to you T could have sworn.

that man was sitting in the drawing-room
here, playing divine music, with every finger
in its right place. Look at this!'’
.- .And, drawing out the thing he earr:ed he
paeeed it to his friend.
- * QGreat Scott!” exclaimed Hartop. £ We
seem to be working round in a very ndrrow
circle. I dressed the hand this finger be-
longed to this morning, in Harley Street.’*
* Impcssible! It was only eleven oeloek
last night when I fired.” .

. “PFar from being impossible, my ‘dear
fellow, it is an absolute. fact,”” said Dr.
Hartop. * This ie the first ﬂnger of a right

hand, hideously discoloured by chemicals.
Ingleby-Charteris. brought a man to me. in
his car, his hands stained exactly in the
same way, apd it was the first finger of
the right hand that was missing. I can tell
you his name, He was a Mr Malines, and
he is lodging -at. Verodini's Rest-aurant, in
Rupert. Street. I am to dress Jus hana to-
morrow, if I get back in time.”

Nelson Lee wrapped up the severed mem-
ber, and led the way qu:ckly dc—wn to the
Headmaster’s study.

‘“ Roddy,”
friend,.
me ‘at once. Drive quietly until you get to
the other side of the wllage, and then make
Huntingdon for all you're worth. ’'Phone

from there to Scotland Yard, and ask them |

to oblige me by arresting a man named
Malines, with a bandaged hand, at Vero-
dini's, in Rupert Street.” -

‘“What a lot of trouble you are to your
pals, Lee!”’ -laughed. Roddy Miles. *‘ But
- your word is my law, and in fwenty minutes
the Yard shall know of this thing. Do you
want a reply when it’s done?”

“ Just as. well,”” said Nelson Lee. “ OQne
can’t. be too careful of these beggars.”’

When Roddy Miles, alias *‘ Captain Bar-
ton,” had taken his departure, * which he
did’ forthwith, Nelson Lee turned to the
grave-faced man, who had been eitting
silently there, with a-strange llght in hte
eyes,

“ Now, major,” he said, “I am running

fifteen thmge at once, as usual, but- I can
gpare you five minutes. Hartup telle me you
have found something.” "

said Nelson'
-Ingleby-Charteris drew that

‘he said, to his solicitor and ‘
“IT want you to do something for }

3t

1Y

Major Rogerson drew & folded paper from
his pocket, handling it as though it were
very precious as he laid it on the table.™ *

**Can you explain this to me?’ was e.ll he
gaid. ** You eece the. date, and that it is an
authorisation for the withdrawal of seven
thousand -pounds standing in 'her -name.--
“money three
months after she disappeared, and two before
her body waa supposed to have been found.”

** There is only one mference to be drawn,”
said Lee, in a low voice. * Charteris was in
low water ahout that t:me, and must have
known all about her going.’”” - -

‘““ More than that!” exclalm d the man.
“ He .must have murdered her! You- must

come with me to his house to-night. I am

going to tax him with it!"”

‘* That is impossible,”’ said Lee ﬁrm]:,r

““Then I go alone!”’

“ No,’”” said the great detective. * You z
have waited very patiently, Rogerson, while
I have been closing a net you little dream
of tighter and  tighter round Ingleby-
Charteris. To-morrow you shall see him, and
he will be in custody!'

. The drawing-room bell rang.

*“That i8 for me,” said Lee quickly. ‘" Show
him the force of what I say, Hartop, and
tell him what I have told you. I ve to
take the whisky in, and, if all goes well, it
will be the last drink these people are hkely
to have for some }*eare to come!” _

e g gu—

CHAPTEﬁlXVL. |
The Secrets of the Vault.

HERE was something invigorating in
_ the blast of - that north-west wind
- that met Nipper full in the face as
he carefully reconnoitred the hx%*h
road. The clock m the hall had pointed
half-past seven, and he counted on three
hours of umnterrupted investigation.
There had been two things in Lee’s mind
when he had asked Mr. Chard to invite his
Belgian neighbours, and the’ principal one
was to leave the coast élear for his assistant.
He would have dearly loved to ‘have gone
himself, but that was out of the question,
for, to begm with, there was not a window
on the ground ﬂoor wide enough to admit
a man of. his girth, so he gave the boy carte
blanche to do as he liked, well knowing
that if he were undisturbed he would dis-

" caver the mysterious means by which the

f(érgeli? entered -and lelt the Manor Hcruse
at wi '

When HIpper uaw that the drive gate of
,the hostel was™ closed and secured by a
chain and padlock, he smiled.

** Charteris rsnt, here, anyway,” thought
the boy, ‘' and isn't expected. He and his
pal, Clitters, are no doubt making merry at
Peterboreugh The only person-1 am likely
to encounter is that- mystermus woman i
the furs they picked up at ' the railway
station on the night of my ‘arrest, and as
the house is in darkness, she has probably
gone to bed.”? - “

. .
P R,
- .
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He climbed the gate nimbly, and  having
previously mapped out his course, made
straight for a mullioned casement on the
north side of the old gate-house.

Lee, whose eyes had seen-everything t,nere
“was to be seen, had, fold him that he would
find it fastened on the inside by a heavy
wrought-iron c¢atch, and, ciimbing on to the
sill, the boy took out a pocket -knife with
many blades, One of these he passed under
the leading in which the diamond panes were
set and, .carefully prising it up, drew out
the pane intact, passed l.lls hand in and
opened the window.

It took him mnearly ]mlf. an hour, but to
replace the glass and press the lead lightly
down again was only a matter of a few

: moments.

Even = he found 1[: difficult to squeeze
through the narrow space and reach the floor
without making any noise, and he listened
for a long time before he ventured into the
laboratory and switched on a light. ‘o

Althouch he had only been there on that
Sunday afternoon when Malines and the Pro-
feasor showed them their wonderful colour
prints, the room seemed perfectly familiar,
 with the exception of a large square hole in
- the floor at one end, which had not heen

there tden!

" As he groped towards lt a draught of cold
- air laden with a sense of rotting fungus met
* his nostrils, and the light showed him the
- head of a flight of stone steps, worn smooth
by the frequent passage of many feet.

Leaving the light on in the laboratory he
descended, counting twenty before he
reached the bottom and found himself in
a passage lined with stone. _

. *“This must lead due east,” thought

Nipper. * Consequently, the Manor House is
somewhere on my right hand.”

-Turning on one of the torches he cqrrled
and taking ecareful tally of his sfrides, he
walked . slowly forward, expecting every'
moment to discover an opening in the wall,
which was lined with blocl-.s of stone, but-
there was none,

A hundred paces—a hundred and fifty
paces—two hundred paces—with nothing but
the solid masonry all the way, and then the
passage came to an end, and the boy
stopped, marvelling, for it had led .him into
a great vault, brilliantly lit by electric light,
which showed him rows upon rows of stone
pillars supporting a groined roof, and he
knew that he was underneath the abbey
Tuins!

When he had recovered from his astonish-
ment, the thing that struck him was the
curious silence that pervaded the place, the
~sense of desolation, and the contrast be-

tween the ancient stonework of those
-monkish builders and the cold, hard glitter
of the Osram lamps of high voltage that
were set at regular intervals of a dozen
yards or so. -

“ Oh, how,I  wish  .the chief were here”

was his first “thought, but a glance at his
wristlet-watch  showed ~him  that A three-
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quarters of an hourehad already passed,” and
there was no time for anything but action. .

Just above his head an electric wire and
a two-inch compo pipe passed side by side
to the first pillar in the wvault, and seemed
to point out the way, just as one follows
the telegraph poles on the high road. Right
and lef$ were the aisles of p:llars casting
strong black shadows against the electrit
glare, and on the other side of the vault a
low archway led him into another one.

His keen eye, that missed nothing, saw
the spent matches and cigarette- ends that
strewed the stone-slabbed ﬂoor, and he knew
now that the laboratory he had left was
merely an elaborate blind to conceal an
underground workshop, where the forgers
could follow their felonious callmg un-
disturbed. :

** No wonder,” thought szper ‘“ that the
rascals were strammg every nerve to get
possession of the Manor House,” lest some
tenant more fortunate than his master. and -
himself should chance upon the secret pas-
sage which obviously existed. - ‘' But how on
earth am I to find the thing?’” and coming
to a stand, he was looking round about him
with an uncomfortable feelmg of helplessness,
when a low groan fell on his ear. -

“ Hullo, what's that?’” thought the ho;,"
and a faint voice said quite audibly: ‘' Not
a drop of water left!”

Nipper located the sound as coming from
the other side of the next pillar,-and, going
down on all fours, crept a few yards away
to the right, Leepmg well in the shadow.
until he saw the figure of a man seated on
the ground with both stretched out
before him, and his back re tmg against the
pillar itself,

In an instant he reecognised the missing
butler and, springing to his feet, ran quickly
towards him.

(To be con tinued. }
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