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‘“ The

A Story of School Life and Detective Adven-
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By the Author of ‘‘ Playing for
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other Stirring Tales.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1,
A VISITOR IN THE NIGHT!

AP! Tap!
I " Nelson Lee turned sharply, and
gozed at the window.

The taps had comeo abruptly,
breaking in upon the stillness of the
night with stlartling distinctness. The
groat detective was seated in his study
in tho
and the time was a few minutes after
midnight. Nelson Lee was doing some
late work. '

The blind was down and he could seo
nothing. He wondered who could be
outside the window but he was noi in
the least perturbed or concerned. Ie
thought of any possible enewies but
disnnssed the idea.

Tap!

It camoe agamn;
louder.

Nelson Lee rose quietly to his [eel.
1o had never thought of being disturbed
in this way and he was still puzzled as
o Lthe cause of the mysterious sounds.
It struck him—and he smiled al the 1dea
—that E)ossihly an innocent cat was the
cause of tho taps. IIe had known cats to
do tbat kind of thing on many an occa-

sion. He crossed over to the window,
and pulled the blind up.

this time a (trifle

But, morely as a matter of precaution

-—-a kind of instinet wilh Nelson Lee—he

Ancient House at St. Frank's, |

slood aside, quite clear. In case an old
enemy happened to be on the spot, with
uncomfortlable intentions upon his life,
he was prepared.

But nothing of this kind happened, -
and Nelson Lee, suddenly striding for-
ward, flung open the window.

‘““Well, who'’s there?’ he
sharply.

A dim form loomed up, and Lee ro-
ceived sqmething of a start. The form

asked

was a youthful one, and the face which

looked at him was that of a junior.
Nelson Lee at once recognised him ag
Reginald Pitt of the Ilemove.

“ Why, D’itt, what is the meaning of
this?"' asked Lee, half slernly.
“J—I want to speak to you, sir.”

“You have chosen rather an extra-
ordinary time to have a chal,” said
Nelson Lee drily. “ And do you rcalise,
Pitt, that it i1s my duty to punish you
soverely for being absent at this timo
of the night?”

“Y baven't come to vou like that,
sir,”’ said Pitt. '' I want to seco you on
business—not as a schoolmaster. It's
about Simon Raspe, and all that affair,
sir; and although I knew it was a bit
reckless, I thought I couldn’t do Dbetter
than to come straight to you.”

“ Well, Pitt, I cannot possibly under-
sland tho position until you have {old
it to me,"”’ said Nelson Lec. ¢ Thercfore,
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the best thing you can do is Lo come in| to the extent of taking his house and

and cxplain yourself.”

** Thank you, sir.”

The junior climbed in through the
open window, and then Nelson Lee
closed it, and once more pulled the blind
into posilion. Nelson Lee sat down in
his easy-chair, and motioned to Pilt to
sit in another,

Thero was somethin? rather quaint
about this midnight call of Iitt’s.

For, earlier that same night Pitt had
run away from St. Frank’s. Dedlime
had comwe, and he had not shown uE;
and - it had become certain that the
}unior had run away [rom the school
or good.

- He had boen driven out by the atli-
tude of a number of Lhoughtless fellows
in the Remove. They had believed Pitt
lo be engaged in shady pursuils; they
thought that ho had taken to gambling
and betting, and consorting wilh ques-
tionable characters. And they had come
to this conclusion with no proof.

Things had reached a climax, and
Pitt had cleared out; and now, only two
or threo hours later, ho had turned up
in this extraordinary way. Nelson Lee
was quite surprised, although ho did not
allow Pitt to see 1it.

" Well, iy boy, I'm wailing!” said
Lee. -

‘“ [—I hardly know how to begin, sir,”
said Pitt. _

Leo smiled.

““'The usual way, Pitt, is to begin at
the beginning,'” he suggested. * It 1is
far smpler, and avoids all confusion.
And you neod- not be nervous, Pitt. I
realisec that you have come to me con-
fidentially, and—shall we put it?—
unofficially. T will not regard myself as
your Housemaster for the period of this
interview."”

Pitt leaned forward cagerly.

‘“* Oh, thanks awflully, sir,”” he said.
‘* That’'s what I was worried aboul. I
came, in spite of what might happen,
but I-was afraid you migﬁt keep me
herc; and I don't want to stop, sir.”

“ I'm sorry to hear that, Pitt; but we
can leave that until later,”’ said the de-
toctive. ‘‘ Go ahead with gyour story.”

** You know most of it, “sir,’” said Pité

uictly. *‘ You know that Simnon Raspe,
the millionaire financier, swindled my
father out of every penny he had—even

| well kept.

home."”

“Yes, Pitt, I know that.”

“* At Lhe same timo he brought falso
evidence against Mr. Lockwood, my
father’s privale secretary,’”’ went on
Pitt, ““ and Lockwood was sent to prison
for things he didn't do. It was terrible,
sir.”’

“T think you are aware, Pitl, that I
am applying my attention and my efforts
lo this -particular case at tho present
moment,’”’ said Nelson Lee. *‘‘ If it is
humanly possible, I shall recover all the
money that your father was swindled
out of, all the property, and shall
securo Mr. Lockwood’s pardon. That i1s
what I am working for now.”

‘“You're a brick, sir,”" declared Pilt
gralefully. I knew all this, as you
say, and that's why I'vo come, because
I'vo brought some information that
might give great assistanco Lo you—that
mig{ldt"mn.ke all the differenco in the
world.

“Very well—go ahcad!’ said Nelsoh
Lee. ‘'‘'But just ono moment. There is
something I shall tell you. If you are
scheming in your mind how you shall
broach the subject of your preseni occu-
ation, I can save you the trouble. I
now that you aro playing footlball for
tho Bannington club—as a professional.”

Pitt stared. |

" You—you know?” he asked blankly,

“1 do.’

‘““ Bul—but how "

““ Never mind how I
Pitt—1 do know,” smiled

‘“ But does anybod¥
St. Frank’s, I mean?”’

““ Yes, Nipper knows; but Nipper and
I are keeping it quite to oursclves, T
can assure you,’’ said Lee. ‘* You need
have no fear, i’itt; your secret will be
But I shall have a word to
say about that later.”

“I—I'm awfully glad you know, sir,
because it makes it easier,’” said Pitt.
“1 hope you won’t be wild, but I did
it all for the best. I played in a reservo
match at first, just for fun. I never
thought anything would come of it; but
they liked me so mych that I was offered
six pounds a week Lo play in the regular
maliches.”

“And you
money "’

““ I thouldn’t have been under ordinary

ot to know,
elson Lee.

elso know, sir—at

woro templed by the
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circumslances, sir,”" said Pitt firmly. ““ 1{
things had been all right at home, I
wouldn't have dreamed of it. But it
was different. My father and mother
were in an awful hole because of Raspe's
villainy—living in lodgings, and they
didn't have hardly a penny. You—you
don't know how it hurt me, sir!”’ he
added, in a low voice.

“ Y think I do, Pitt, and I realise how
it hurls you to even speak of Jour

parenls’ posilion.” - said Nelson Lee
softly. ' But thore is m::l.hlrl_%’-l disgrace-
ful 1in it, my boy. Your father 13 the

viclim of a dastardly conspiracy, and the
only blame in the whole affair altaches
to Simon Raspe. So you need not be
so lanlalive in referring to your parents’
urgont need.” '

‘“You make it easy, sir,”’ said Pitt
gratofully. *““I had the chance of get-
ting this money, and I scized it at
once—-] grabbed it with both hands.
I promised to play for the club, and I've
been doing so. It didn't intorfere with
lessons, or any school work; Dbut I've
beon compelled to run off sometimes
when I was badly needed in the school
elevon. That's the only point that upsels

me."”’

“Well, Pitt, you couldn’t be in two
places at once—you couldn’t play in two

ames at the same timeo,”” said Nelson

ee. '‘And I admire your spirit in
forfeiting the school game for the sake
of tho one which would bring you in
tho money to help your people. That
}:a;g the right spint, and I approve of
it.

‘“You’'re a brick, sir!” said Pitt'
huskily. “I—I thought you'd be 20
differant—but that was unjust of me.. I
always knew you were as good as gold.
This afternoon I went to London, and
playod against Brompton."

‘“ And did your team win?’ smiled
Lire.

“ Yes, rather, sir!"” roplied the junior.
“ It was a lovely game, too! I managed
it oall right by slipping off without
dinner, and 1 got back in good {ime,
too. Buwt I had to miss playing in the
gamo against Helmford College."”

‘“ Obviously.”

“ YWhen I got back, sir, I—I—well, 1
ran away!”

‘“ Bocause a number of the boys mado

-l

false accusations against you, and treated
you badly in every way?’ asked Nelson

Lee. “ Yes,. I know; and, speaking con-
fidentially, I can’t allogether condemn
you for deciding to get out. I judgo
that you did so in a weak moment.”

“I don’t know that I was weak, sir,”’
said Pitt. ‘I could see everything
coming. If I dida't go then, I should
have had to go later on. Things couldn't
go on properly; because I should have
had to miss olher matches, and then all
the trouble would have been the samec.
So I thought it best to clear.”

‘““ Accordingly, you went lo one of
your footballer friends in Banninglon?"’

“ How did you know, sir?’.
“I didn't know; but it is the only

logical explanation,’” smiled Nelson Lee.
“ Who else could you go to?"'.

““Yes, I suppose that's right,” sai.l
Pitt. I went {o a young chap named
Howard-—a regular nice fellow, sir. Ard
iny idea 13 to put that dye stuff on, and
keep it on all tfe time; then nobody will
bo able to ind me. I can come back to
St."Frank's after everything’s clearod
up.

‘““ And this i1s whal you have come {o
tell me?”’

*“ No, sir, not this at all!'’ said Ditt.
“ But you told me to start at the begin-
ning, didn't you? I told Tom Howard
all about il, and he has promised to let
me live at his place. Well, we went for
a walk, sir, and we suddenly saw a dark
form 1n front of us, and we chased it.”’

“ This is getting qule thrilling,” said-~
Nelson Lee drily. ' '

“I'm really serious, sir,”” went on
Pitt. * Howard siruck a match, and wo
saw that the man was dressed as a
convict—""’

““ A convicl?”’ repeated Lee sharply.

““ Yey,; sir.”

“ Not*—not—"' . |

* Lockwood, sir—Lockwood himself!”
said Ditl tensely. " ““ I recognised him at
once, and he recognised me. Thal's what
I've come to you about; because I don't
know what to do, and I thoughl it only
riilinl, you should know.”

clson Lee pursed his lips.

“ It was vory sensible of you, 1’itt,"” he
said slowly. ‘“ 8o Lockwood has cscaped,:
eh? In one way 1 am glad, and in
another way I am rather sorry. In any
case, he would have beon released befors
so very long. He ought not to have
taken this chance. Do you know how he
escaped?”’
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‘““He said something about .a wall
collapsing, sir,”” replied Pitt. *‘ There
was a lot of confusicn, I belicve, and
Mr. Lockwood managed to slip out. I
expect il was the prison wall round the
courtyzrd, and I suppose Mr. Lockwood
got out belore the gap could beo
guarded.”

““That is probably the case,”” said
Nelson Lee. ' Being an innocenl man,
you cannot quile blame him for taking
tho opportunity when it came. . Where 13
ho now 7"’

"“ We've got him, sir—Tom oward
ond 1.”

_ “Phew !’ whistled Leo softly, ** Aid-
ing and abelling a convict to evado the
law! A protty scrious business, Pitt.
Il you'ro nol careful you'll find yourself

in bad trouble. It's just as well you
camme {0 me.”

Pilt leancd forward.

_** But T don’t think thero’s any danger,
sir,”” he said. ‘" You sece, we’ve given
Mr. Lockwood some proper clothes, and

ho's gono to a litlle bathing shed of{

Hcward’s, just near the river. Even if
he’s found there—which isn’t likely—we
can't lta connected with it.”

“H'm! I seo you have thought of all
precautions,”’ said Nelsan Lee. ¢ Well,
what do you want mo to do?”

“T wanl you to comoe and sce Lock-
wood, sir,” said Pitt. ‘* 1 beliove ho can
give you a lol of valuable information
aboul Simon Raspe; and as you are
engaged upon this case, it’s better that
you should know it.”

Nelson Lec nodded, his eyes gleaming.

“You must allow me Lo compliment
ou, Pilt, upon your shrewdness. You
avoe acted with adwmirable presence of
mind and cornmon sense,’”’ he said ; ‘‘ and
I apprecialo tho delicale natwre of your
posilion, and your nalural unwillingness
to come .lo me. You put all such
{houghls aside, and you came, simply
besause you thought it would  help
lowards securing your father’s lost
[crinune.” L

“* Yes, sir,” said Pilt quielly.

Nelson Leo sat silently in his chair for
gorme liltle time. He hardly moved an
inch, and almost appcared to be half
aslcep. When Pitt was beginning to got
impalient, Nelson Lee stirred. '

" Yes, I will go to Lockwood et once,”
he seid. *‘I will have a chat with the
man, and hear what -he has to say. If

there was the slightest possibility that
Lockwood was guilly, I would hand him
over lo the polico. It may oven bo
necessary Lo do so now—il may be better
for the man himself. Wo will sce. But
I know he is tnnocent, and Lthat makes a
greal dilferenco.’’

Nelson Lee rose, and placed a hand
on Pilt’s shoulder,

“As for yourself, my hoy,”” he went
on, ‘'‘ you have been going through a
troublesome Llime—you have had scvere
trials. U‘JOII the whole, you have boine
up bravely. I do not command you to
como back to St. Frank's—I could only
do thal in my capacity as IHouscmasler,
and I have given you my word that I
will not assumo that capacity just now.

But, Pitt, let moe urge you to come
back.”

*“ Bul—but I don’t want lo, sir,”’ zdid
Pitt unecasily,

“ Why not?”

““ Oh, you don't know—you don't sce
what goes on, sir,” said Pilt miscrably:
“The fellows don’t understand, and
lh? think rotten things about me, and—
and—— O, it’s uncomfortablo and ter-
ribly awkward. I'd rather carry out this
plan, sir, and come¢ back whon every-
thing's prcperly cleared up.”

“Hm!'’ said Leo thoughtfully.
“ There 18 that aspect of the case, of
course, and wo will not continna the
subject now, Pitt. Wo will hurry
straight to this littlo bathing hut you
refer lo, and inlerview the unfortunate
Mr. Lockwood. How did you como
here?”’

** On my bieycle, sir.”

“Good. I will return with you by
cycle, too,”’ said Nelson Lee.

They were soon off, and they wont
riding along down the quiet country
roads towards Banninglon. It was closo
upon one o’clock now, and everylthing
was still and dark. Not much wind was
blowing, and the sky was very cloudy.
The dark was very inlense.

Pitt himself was in a whirl of excile-
ment. So many things had happened
just lately that ne could hardly keep
count of them; and it gave him greab
courngo to know that Nclson Lco was
fully 1n the secret, and conversant with
all the dctails,

The

turne
went round man}r
the River Stowo la

rcached a tiny lane at last, and
ofl. Proceeding along this, they
winding turns until
y just ahead. Thero
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tvas a liny bridge here, and to the left,
in a meadow, and reached by a footl-
iml.h, stood the little bathing hut which
’itt had roferred to.

They left their bicycles near the
bridge, and walked to the hut. It was
perfectly dark and still, and lookeil
quite deserted.

‘T expect he's asleep, sir,” whispered
IItt.  *“ Anyhow, ho’s locked in, and
I oxpect we shall give him a bit of a
slart. I'd betler whisper slraight off,
because he knows my voice."”

They arrived at Lhe door of the hut,
and Pitl tapped upon it.
“It's me—Pitt!"” he
‘“ Ploase open the door.”
There was a dead silence.

Again Pitt tapped, but still there was
no reply. Nelson Loe grasped the handle
of Lhe door, and turned it. The door
opened at once.

"Nolson Lee threw it open wide. and
flashed his light into the bathing hut.
- It was quite empty! ~

ey, N—— —

CHAPTER II.

CIROUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE !

T HORNTON HQOUSE was quiet and

said - softly.

stall.

It was shorlly after midnight,

and the masler of the big resi-

dence was seated in his library In a

lounge chair, reading by the li ﬁt of a

softly shaded electric standard lamp,

which stood upon a carved table near

him. A fire crackled and glowed in the

grate, for this October night was some-
what chilly.

Mr. Simon Raspe was finishing a big
cigar before going to bed, and he was
just glancing through the London even-
ing paper. He was a biggish man, with
fal, heavy fealures, and a most
pleasant bagginess about the eyes.

Simon Raspe was the only person in
the wholo house who was still up.
Lvorybody else had gone to bed, and
the rest of tho house was in darkness.
Evon Stretton had retirad—and Stretlon
was Mr. Raspo’s confidenlial secrotary.

At least, this was the capacily he was
supposod to fill in the household, and in
Simon Raspe's business affairs. Actually,
Stretton was more or less of an accom-

lice in criminal dealings; for Simon

pe was by no means the innocent
gonlleman he purported to be.

un-

He was - a man of great wealth—a
financial magnate in tho Cily; and it
was oﬁenarally ‘supposed that he had

gained his fortune through clever
sl:eculallon and shrewd manipulation of
the stock market. Actually, Simon

Raspe’s money belonged to other people.
The victitns of this man were numerous.
and one of them was Mr. Reginald
Pitt. Indeed, Raspe had ruiied Mr.
Pitt utlerly and completoly.

But Raspe worked carcofully, and he
encrally managed to keon within the
aw. IL was certainly true that he had
gone very ngar the mark in tho Pitt
case; and, indeed, if cortain information
came out, he would find himself in
Queer Street. But Simon Raspe was
confident that this information would
remain locked up.

The rascally financier was not awaro
that Nelson f.oe was busily working on
the case; and he certainly would ﬁavo
been staggered il he had known Lhat
the famous deteclive had alroady made
big headway. Fortunately for Raspe’s
peaco of mind, he did not know these
things.

Crash!

Simon Raspe started violenlly. The
sound had come from the window—a

splintering crack of glass, not particu-
larly loud, but seoming to be extra-
ordinarily noisy in that quiet atmo-
sphere. It was probably unheard in

house.
mutlered Raspe,

every olher part of the

** Good heavens!”
starting up.

He stared towards the IFrench
windows; they were curlained, but the
curtaing were nol tightly drawn, and
as Raspe looked he saw a hand come
through a hole in the glass, and the
hand lifted back the patent catch.

Tho financier rushed across to his
desk, and pulled open a drawer. ke
folt feverishly for the rovolver which
ought to have been there; then he
cursed violently, remomboring that he
had left the weapon in his bedroom.

Facing about again, he saw a man
entering the room, loaving the French
windows wide opon. A cold draught
blew inlo the aparliment from bchind
him. It was impossible lo sco much,
for the room was in deep shadow,
except for that one palch of light
under the reading-lamp.

“* Who the douce are yoa?’ snarled
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Raspe shakily. ‘ Whal's the- meaning of
this?” |

The siranger advanced into the room.

**F think you know me, Ar. Simon
Raspe !’ ho said coldly.

‘The financier stepped forward a pace.

'“ Confound you !’ he snapped. ‘‘ How
should 1 know you? A burglar, T sup-
ose? Well, you've come lo the wrong
ouse—"

-1 am no burglar, and I would not
tench a penny which belonged to you!"
mterruploed tﬁe stranger. ‘' Swilch the
lights on, and you will recognise me,
I daro say. I have come to have a talk
with you, Simon Raspe—and I have
come for something else!”’

Raspe caught his breath in, and

turned towards the door.
“ Don’t make a mistake and go out!”
qutetly. ** You will

said the stranicr
atay here. Al the Lirst sign of altempted
Right, 1 shall act drastically. And re-

member—makoe no outcry.”

Raspe grilled his teeth, and savagely
swilched the central lights on. He
turned, and was somewhat astounded to
find that his visitor was within a foot
of him, having crept up quietlly while
Raspe’s back was turne(!).

‘" Whal the——"'
“This will be

s{iranger.

He turned the key in the lock, and
then flung the key into a corner.

safer!”’ said Lhe

“ Why, what—what— Good
heavens!”’ gasped Simon Raspe
hoarsely. “You—you are Stanley
Lockwood !’

“Yos, I am Stanley Lockwood,”

agreed Lho visitor calmly.
‘ How—how—what—'

Raspe’s voice forsook him, and he
stood there breathing hard, staring at
the man as though he could not believe
the evidence of his-own eyes. Lockwood
was atltired in a somewhat shabby tweed
suit, and a tweed cap of a different

pattern was pulled tightly over his head.

Ho looked very respectable, in spite
of his chabbiness, and his face was set
grimly and determinedly. Yet there
was not much reason for Simon Raspe
lo fear, for Lockwood was quite frail-
looking in comparison to tho burly
[inancier. .

Simon Raspe began to recover his
coniposurae,

|
|

l
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“Have you boen fooling me?’ he
snapped. ‘' You come here Lhreatening,
and I don’t believe you've cven got a
weapon on you——"'

““T have my bare hands !’ said Stlanley,
Lockwood curtly.

‘“Teha! What harm could you do?
satd Raspe contemptuously. ‘I can see
that I was needlessly alarmed. There i3
only one course that I can take, and
that is to hold you here until I com-
municate with the police.”

“It sounds quito casy, doesn’t it?"
asked Lockwood. ‘‘I shall not allow
ou to do anything of that kind, Simon

aspe. Probably the idea sounds
ridiculous, but it 18 my intention to givo
you the biggest hiding you’ve ever had.
No, have no murderous plans—you
needn’t be afraid. 1 am neither a
criminal nor an assassin. My revengo
will take quite a simple form, {)ut 1t will
give me great satisfaclion. Simon
Raspe, you brought [alse evidence
against. me, and sent me {o prison on a
trumped-up charge—"’

‘““ Cut out this insane talk—"

‘“The talk is true—true in every
detail "’ inlerrupled Lockwood tensely.
“1 have been in prison—my namo 1is
ruined—I am a convict. And you shall
pay, Raspe--in only a very slight way,
it 1s true; but 1 intend to thrash you
until you can’t stand on your two legs.
Are you ready?”

Raspe stopped back a pace,
laughed barshly,

‘““You infernal f{ool!" he exclaimed.
“ Do you think you could touch me?
Do you think you could cven atltempt
lo carry out this threat? You haven’t
got tho strenglh of a mouse!’

“It is not always strenglth that
counts.” said l.ockwood.
How

"How have you come here?

did you obtain those clothes?’ de-
manded Raspe. ‘I heard that a con-
vict had escaped from prison, and now
I know that you are the man. Well
my friend, it won’t bo very long beforo
you are handed back to the warders.
[his escapade of yours will do you no
good.”’

:4 It “Fi" cerlaiply do you no good "
said the other grimly.
“You

““You idiol!" jeered Raspe.
brainless dolt! I don’t know you—I
don’t rcecognise you! You understand?
I’ve never scen you before; and neither

“and
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prison aulhoritics
ou have Lo say.
is the master

tho police nor the
will believe a word
We will soon see who
of tho situation.”

Raspe was quite calm now, and he
sirodo across the room to the bell-push,
Lis intention being to awaken the
household; but before he could reach
the bell, Lockwood sprang forward and
grasped his arm,

‘“ Not yot!" he snaPped.

‘“ Confound you ’

Crash'!

Lockwood's fist wenl intp Simon
Raspe’'s faco with considerable force,

and the financier stagpiered back with a
yelp of pain. Then he flew into a
furious rage, and went Dblindly for
Lockwood, fully believing that ho could
Fut this fellow out of. action within a
ow brief seconds.

‘Simon Raspe made a mistake.

He was in a fearful temper, and Lock-
wood remained calm.

And that made all the difference, for
Lockwood, although the inferior in a
mattor of strongtﬁ, was far superior in
science. Ho knew boxing, and he knew
how Lo guard himself, and how to bring
his right round. Simon Raspe, on the
other hand, was like a blundering ele-
phant, with no defence and no attack.

The fight was quite interesting.

Raspe, blundering about, was punched
heavily—on his face, on his chest; and
these punches were céntinuous.

Crash! Slam! Biff!

Raspe roared and cursed—all to no
purpose. His nose was swelling, one
oye was blackened, and blood was flow-
ing “from a corner of his mouth. DBut
Lockwood was uniouched as yet; not
one of Raspe’s wild blows had found its
mark. And Lockwood was carrying out
his staled intention—he was giving
Raspe the hiding of his lifa. The
financier was receiving a thrashing of
tho most thorough description.

“ Now you will believe me, perhaps!”
said Lockwood, betwcen his teeth. ‘1
may not be stromg, but I am deter-
mined. No, that won't do! You
cowardly cur! Trying to kick, e¢h?®”’

Crash!

His fist smashed inlo ‘Raspc's face, for
the lalter was altempting Lo hack at
Lockwood's shins. Raspe staggered

after all, Lockwood was only administer-
ing a thrashing which was thorou?hly
deserved. There was nothing brutal or
murderous in his attack; he was gentle-
manly in every way. He was giving a
rasoal what he deserved in a thoroughly
British way.

“Help!' scroamed Raspe wildly.
“You — you——0 Gug-gug-grrh!
Help "

He was now absolulely maddened

with pain and heljalesu rage, and ho
knew that he could do nothing against
Lockwood's superior skill; and at last
he was forced to admit that he was
beaten.

And so he screamed for help.

His cries were loud, and were heard
by others in the house, for almost at
once cxciled voices were heard out in
the corridor, and loud thumps came

upon the door; but no admittance
could be gained.

“What's wrong, Raspe?’ camo
Siretton’s voice.

“Help! Police!” gasped Simon
Raspe faintly. ‘‘I—I-—"

“Now I om satished!” mutlered

Lockwood curtly. ‘I have done what
I came for—] have thrashed you until
you moaned for help! You will remem-
ber this night as long as you hve, Simon
Raspe !”’ , . _

In a frenzy of rage, Raspe scized n
heavy paper-weight from tho desk—it
was just within his reach. He slaggered
back, and flung the woight into Lock-
wood’s face. Only in the nick of time
did the latter dodge, and tho weight
shot through the air, and crashed with
terrific force into a magnificent pier
glass, shattering it to fragments, with
appalling noise.

“You cur!” whispered Lockwood
fiercely.
Up came his right, and it caught

Simon Raspe fully upon the jaw. The
inancier i ve a gurgling cry, and slag-
gered back. He went to the floor with
a hoavy crash, and lay pericelly still.

‘“ A knock-out!"" multered Lockwood.
“Just what I wanted!”

IHe thrilled at the thought of what ho
had done. He had come to Simon
Raspe’s house, and he had fought tha
man until he could no longer stand. In
a measure, he had been made Lo pay for

back, his face now a terrible sight, for| his sins.

be had roceived heavy punishment. But,

Lockwood was a quiet man by nature,
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but he had suffered so much at Raspe’s
hands thalt he had been driven to this
aclion; and he fairly thrilled with joy
as ho looked down at his beaten enemy’s
st Il form. It was Lhe joy of secing a
foul rascal receive what he deserved.

But there was no time to wasle.

Loockwood quickly went towards the
French windows, and sped out into the
night. The hammering upon the door
was increasing, and lhe door was show-
ing signs of giving way. It was high
time for Lockwood to go.

fle went, and vanished into the dark-
ness.

Exactly thirly seconds later, a panel
of tho door was smashed through, and
Siretton compleled the destruction; the

door swung back, smashed i1n. Stretton
rushed into the room, followed by
Raspe’s butler. In the rear, several
startled and frightened maidservants
were standing in a group, pale and
agitaled. -

Stretton caught his breath in hoarsely.
‘““ Great heavens!’ he pauted. ' What

has happened? Look—look at Raspe!
Why, 1—1 believe he’'s dead—mur-
dered !’

‘““ Im-impossible, sir!” gasped the
butler. .

But there was every reason for

Strelton’s alarm.

. Simon Raspe lay there, looking a
dreadful sight. His face was bruised
and battered, and blood was flowing
from his mouth: and, at the same time,
e steady trickle of blood was coming
from Lhe back of his head. He cer-
tainly Jlooked dead as he lay there.
Stretton hesitated for a second, and ran
forward,

He bent down over Raspe.

Then he breathed a sigh of relief as
he looked up.

*“IIe’s sull  alive!Y! he muttered.
“Quick, Hawkins! Ring up for a
doclor, and get through to the police
mmedialely afterwards!”

'“Yes, sir!” said the butler feverishly.

He rushed over to the telephone, and
Stretton lifted Raspe’s head from the
floor; then he saw the reason for the
financier’s stillness. It was quite clear
that Raspe had received a heavy blow,
which had sent him crashing over, and,
in falling, he had caught the back of
his head upon a sharp corner of the
heavy brass fender.
not look ab it in this light.

ut Stretton did l

Ho gazed aboul the roomn, and hid
cyes saw. tho smashed pier glass, and
then he noticed the heavy paper-weight
lying upon the floor. Siretton at onco
came to the conclusion that Raspe’s
wound had been caused by this paper-
weight. It had struck Raspe’s head, and
had glanced off into the glass.

In Stretton’s excited stato of mind it
was, perhaps, excusable that he should
como to such a wrong conclusion. 1t
was clear to him that somebody had
altacked Raspe—and, aﬁparently, it had
been a murderous attack.

Everything pointed to it.

It certainly did not secin that a highly
indignant man  had -merely come and
had administeted a sound {hrashing.
And yet this was the simple truth.
Lockwood had had no intention of
causing any real injury lo Raspe. Tho
fact that the latter had fallen upon the
fender was a purc accident. .

~And it was to_lead to somewhat slart-
ling developments. '

Stretton had acted on the spur of the
moment in telling Hawkins to ring up
for the police; but it was just as well,
perhaps, that the police should be
fetched. After all, there was.no reason
why this malter should not be investi-
gated. Raspe had nothing to fear; he
was well respected in this district, and
it would look very strange indeed if tho
thing was hushe? up. Il would bo far
belter to have the whole thing open.

Strelton was agitaled and anxious.
He could not imagine who had done
this, and he came to the conclusion
that an ordinary burgler—or a tramp,
perhaps—had broken in, and had made
the atlack upon tho master of the
house. .

It was nol long before the doclor
arrived. DBy this time Raspo had beon
lifted on to the couch, and Siretion and
the butler had washed his face with wet
sEongcs, and had tied a bandage round
the wound.

The doctor’s examination was a care-
ful one.

‘“ Fairly serious; but you nced not be
alarmed, Stretton,”” he said. ‘' The
blow on the back of the hcad was a
heavy one, and slight concussion has
resulted. Mr. Raspe will probably
rcmain unconscious for several hours.”.

“ But ho will recover?’ -

“Oh, yes, of course!” smiled tho
doctor. ‘' Wilhin a week he will pro-
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bably be himself; bul for the next two
or threco days he must be kept in bed,
and must know nothing of any business.
Ho must nol be worried by anything—
you understand?”’

“Quite!”” said Stretton. *“* Ah! 1
think the police have arrived—I can
hear voices. Please excuse me, doclor.”

They had been talking in the bed-
room, for Simon Raspe had been car-
ried upstairs by the doctor's orders, and
was now lying in bed. Stretton went
downstairs, and in the hall he found
Inspector Jameson, of the DBannington
olice, wtth two constables to support
im,

‘““We came as quickly as possible,
sir,”’ said the inspector. '‘ Rather a bad
business. by what Hawkins {clls me.
How is Mr. Raspe now?”’

‘““ Unconscious; but the doclor says
he is in no danger,” replied Stretton.
‘““TI think it is just as well that you
should look into the matter, inspeclor.”

“ Of course—of course,”” said Jame-
son, ‘' I understand that Mr. Raspe was
murderously attacked?"”

i Yes.l'

“H'm! W shall have to look into it
at once,” said the inspector. ‘' Do you
mind showing me the scene of the
crime?"’

Stretton led the way into the library.
Inspeclor Jameson was quite an excol-
lent officer, but he was not Dblessed
with a large amount of brain-power.
He was somewhat pompous in manner,
and his opinion of Inspeclor Jameson
was a high one.

‘““ Good gracious!” he cxclaimed, as
he surveyed the library, ‘I should say
that Mr. Raspe was altacked by a

gang'
““ One might think so, but I hardly
think that that i the case,”’ said Stret-
ton. ‘I was under the jmpression thal
one person broke in and attacked Mu.
Raspe. It appears that Mr. Raspe
fought desperatlely for someo time.”

Tho inspector nodded, and walked
round. He was shown the paper-weight
and the smashed glass; then he nosed
aboul the room inquisitively, searching
for clues, and, by good luci, he found
one almost at once.

It was a cap—a tweed cap, which

Stretlon declared did not beionioclo
Simon Raspe. It was, 1n faot, k-

his head in the excilemenl of Lhoe fight.
He had forgollen all about it.

Inspector Jameson examined the cap
closely.

““Yos, no doubt this was left by the
miscreant,”” ho said grimly. “ H’'m!
What is this? There is a name written
upon the lining, in ink, This may be o
most valuable clue, Mr, Stretton.”

‘“Yes, by Jove!" said Strotton.

They took the cap over to tho middle
of the room, and examined it closnly
under the eleciric light; and they had!
now no difficulty in deciphering the faint:
name which had been written on the
lining.

It was “ R. Pitl.”

“Pitt?s said Inspector Jameson
thoughtfully.

“ Good gracious!’ ejaculated Strot-
{on, starting back. -

For a momont they slared al one-
anolher. This cap had belonged to°
R. Pitt; and Stretton immediately cameo®
{o the conclusion that it was the pro-
perty of Pitt scenior. But, after a:
moment’s thought, he realised that this:
was 1mpossible. The cap was altogetherf
too small; and, .moreover, Mr. DIitt:
would not wear a cap—certainly not one:
of this kind, for it was more like a boy’s:
headgear. And the scrawled name insida-
was also boyish.

“Iatt !’ said the inspector. ** Why,
there’s a boy at St. IFrank's named:
that—his name is Reginald, too, I be-

lie\'e;e; Just a coincidence, 1 suppose"

“I hardly think so!” said Stretton,.

| with gleaming eyes. * You may not be:

aware, inspector, that this boy’s falher:
made a very bad speculation in the"
City nol long ago. He lost his entire-
fortune, and his business rival in that'
maller was Mr. Raspe. I know for a*
fect thatl the 1’ilts are very bitter against!
mmy employer. Doesn’t it strike you®
that this boy might have come here"

* Oh, that's impossible!”’ said the in®
speclor. *‘ The boy couldn’t have donev
this, Mr. Stretton I don’t know:.
though,’”’ he added slowly. “ Was M-
Raspe any good at boxing?’ -

“I don't think he krew anylhing:
about it,”’ said Stretton. ..

‘“ Well, this boy might be the culprit,”
said the inspoctor. ‘' It’s quite likely, ig"

wood’s, the latter having flung it from | fact, for this schoolboy is certain to by
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fully acquainted with the art of self-
defenco. A strong, sturdy” youngster

‘eould smash Mr. Raspe about with ease;
and i1n the end, no doubt, he flung that

'paper-weight, causing the serious wound

'rou have told me about. I'm! It looks
}

ke heing a seriotts business for Master.

Pit.”

‘“What do you
quired Stretton. .

‘““I shall make it my business to go to
St. IFrank’s early to-morrow morning,”
replicd Lho inspeclor. ‘““T will muke 1n-
quirics, If 1 discover that Pitt was
‘away during the mght, there will be no
doubt about the matter.”

" Hadn’t you beller go at once i’

““No, 1 fancy not,”’ replied the in-
gpector, *‘ There is no neced to disturb
tho achool st dead of night, and make
the whole thing public. 'E'he boy is cer-
tain to bo there 1n the morning, and, if
he isn’t, it will not take tho police long
to find him. And, in any case, 1 must
wait unlil Mr. Raspe recovers conscious-
ness, for ho may not wish to prosecute.”

'Yes, I suppose you are right,” said
Stiretton.

intend doing?”’ in-

morning ?”’
" Yes, certainly,” roplied Jameson.:
*“I Lhink, however, I shall go to St.

‘ra. and mako a few
liminary inquiries. Since Mr. Raspo is
not bnaly injured, there is no necessity
to do anything in a hurry; and please
let me request you, Mr. Strelton, to
keep this thing quiet. Do not let any of
the servants know that this schoolboy iy
suspected. I should not like lo get St.
Frank’s into bad odour. We must keep
the wholo matter quiet.”

And a few minules later, Inspector
Jameson took his departure. He was
patisfied that the assault had not been a
very serious one; but Mr. Raspe had
been battered about, and it was highly
necessary to bring the culprit {0 book;
and the inspector was cﬁalermincd to
carry out  his in  the
merning.

. It seemeod that Reginald Pitt would
"nhorllfr be in a bad way!

And yet how slrnngcﬂv this misunder-
standing had arisen. J.ockwood had
been supplied with clothing by Tom
Howard and by Pitt. Lockwood had
‘been weering Pitt’s cap, and purely b
mischance this cap had beon left behind.
Owing la that one little fact, the junior
'was to find himself involved in a perfect
mazs of startling adventure!

‘Frank’s hmt, pre-

invesligations

e shall see you in the
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CHAPTER III,

TIIE SECRET OUT!

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST
S shook his head sadly.
*“It's a {rightful Tity, denr old
boys,”’ he said. ‘ Pitt was one
of the best chaps in theo Remove, en’
it’s quite startlin’ to think of him run-
nin' away—it is, really!”’
** Well, he's gone,” said Tommy Wat-
son bluntly.

‘“ Yes, there's no doubl about that,"”
I agreed. ‘‘ He hasn’t been seen since
last night; and he was driven out b
Owen major and Armstrong., and all
those other roiters. They ought to have
had more sense!™

I was feeling highly indignant about
tho whole matter. ginald Pitt was
not guilty of the things which the
fellows had believed—I was sure of it.
But, finding himself scorned by the
whole Remove, he had fled, and l?n’c had
not beon reen since.

Most of the fellows who had ragged
him wero inlensely sorry now, and they
would have been only too pleased to see
Pitt back; but Pitt f;ad gone—Ditt had
run away from school.

‘“ Beastly shame—that’s what 1 eall
it!” said Handforth, coming up. ‘It
I'd have been here, D’itt would never
have gone; but these blithering idiols
go and accuse him of gambling and bet-
ting, and don’t give him a single chanceo
to defend himself. I'm goil'l'g to punch

8 dozen noses this morning.

““That won't do any good, Handy,”
I said. *““1 don’t blame Pilt for clear-
ing out; he's had a pretty miserable’
time lalely. First of all he quarrelled
with Jack Urey, and then the besl part
of the Remove set on him. And he’s
innocent of all these rotten things.”

But many of Lhe juniors were slill
sceptical. There was no evidence that
P’itt was innocent; ho had acled very
strangcly, and he had given no explana-
tion of i:is conduct. Even when he had
been given the chance he had refused
lo say anylhing—that fact in itself had

beon significant.

“It's all rot?' said Tedd Lonf.'
“ Pitt’s guilty all right, and I’'m jolly
lad ho's cleared out. We don’t want
Ein gort in the Remove."”

- Handforth turned, glaring.

“And we don’t want your sort,
cither,”’ he snapped. ‘' You rotten little
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sneak! You're always glad when you
find pcol')le in trouble. One of these
days vou'll find a heap of trouble of
your own!"

‘“Yah! Rals!” said Teddy Long.
‘“ Didn’t Pitt miss Lthe foolball matches?
Didn’t he go off on his own—and wasn't
he seen with a blessed bookie? It's as
clear as daylight! He’s a rotter!”

Handlorth charged forward, and
Teddy lLong prepared to flee; Dbul at
that very moment Nelson Lee appeared,
and Handforth checked himself. Teddy
Long grinned, and stuck his hands in
his pockets: he knew he was safe.

- Nelson Lec was looking very thought-
ful as he came through the lobby; he
nodded to me, and paused.

““ Morning, sir!” chorused the juniors.

‘““ Good-morning, boys!” said Nelson
Lee. ‘' Nipper, I want you for a few
minutes." ‘

‘“ Now, sir?’ I asked.

‘““Yes, at onco,’”’ said the guv'nor.
“Come straight to my sludy—it is
rather important. You'd better come
with me."”

“ Right you are, sir,”” I said.
I went with the guv’nor to his study,

and when we wore inside he looked at
me keenly.

“J want to talk Lo you about Ditt,”
ho said. ‘' As you know, Nipper, he
has not roturned, and our surmise has
turnod out to be correct. Pitt has run
away, and is now staying with a young
fellow named Tom Howard.”

‘““ He's one of the Bannington foot-
ballers, sir,”’ I said. *‘ He belongs to
the professional club——"

‘““ Quite so, Nipper,'’ said Nelson Lee.
‘““ Pitt has decided to remain with the
team, and I failed to persuade him to
return. He intends adopting his simplo
disguise, and he will become Abdullah
for some little timo."

““You mean to say that he's decided
to live with the club?’ I asked. ‘¢ Of
course, he’s been playin? for them under
the name of Abdullah for two or three
weeks, in secret, and nobody knows any-
thing about it. What's his idea now?"’

‘““ He wants to wait a Dbit until every-
thing is cleared up—until he can return
to St. Frank’s and oxplain everylhing,”
said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ At present he can-
tl}i:)l; d.c: 50 without unfortunate complica-
ions.

1 91
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“Well, I don't blame him,” I said.
" Things have been prelty beastly for

him in the Remove of late, sir. The
fellows have  misundorsiocod; they've
been thinking that he's been up to

shady games, and all the rest of it. Wo
know where he is, and——""

“Wail "’ interrupted Lec sharply.
“I thought I heard something!"’

He nodded towards the door.

I had heard something, too—as though
somebody crouched in the passage, and
had suddenly slipped. 1 tiptoed quiatly
across to the door, and suddenly flung
it open. As I did so there was a scuflle
of feet up the passage. I just cayght a
glimpse of a form vanishing round the
corner.

“ My hat!” I said angrily.

I guessed the truth. Somebody had
been listening at the keyholo; and that
somebody had caught fright just before
I'd opened the door, and had fled. I
rushed up the passage, but could see no
sign,

The eavesdroner had had
got round the further corner. Just for
a second I thought of chasing after him,
then I realised Lhat this would be fulile.
Thero were other fellows round there,
and by now the culprit would be safely
mixed up amongst the others.

I turned back and wont into the
guv'nor’s study.

‘““ A nuisance, Nipper,’”’ said Nolson
Lee grimly. ‘‘ Howcver, I don't think
he could have heard much, for we woro

time Lo

not speaking in loud voices; and, in
any case, il is no use geatting angry or
alarmed. Iortunately, I had not vo-

| ferred to the most important matter."

“But we talked about Iitt, sir,” I
said. ‘' I wonder who the dickens it
could have been? Let's hopo he didn't
hear anylhing—thal’s all. Woell, what
were you going to say, sir?"’

“T was merely going to tell you of
a littlo advenlure I had last night,”’ said
Nelson Lee. _

Ho proceeded o explain what had
happencd.

e told mo how 1’itt had arrived just
after midnight, and how the latler had
explained his inlenlions, and all the rest
of it. 1 learned about Lockwood, and
the fact Lhat Lthe escapod convict had
been clothed by Pitt ‘and his foolballer
friend, and given the use.of the old
bathing hut,
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- “Well, Nipper, I went to sce this
‘man,’”’ said Nelson Lee. ‘I know for
‘a fact that he is quite innocent. IL was
'my intention to persuade hiin lo give
himself up, for that would be far the
sbotter course. I have cerlain informa-
tion in my possession -which will secure
‘his liberly within a very short time, and
it would be much better for Lockwood
to surrender himself.”

'* And did you tell him this, sir?”’

i Unfortunately, I was unable to do
80,”’ said Nelson Lee. ' When l’llt“and
Ad arrivod we found the hut empty.

‘“ Lockwood had fled?’ I said.

' arently,” said Lee. * I do not
knoxﬁmﬂ-h hg went, but I could only
‘imagine that he folt himsclf unsafe; or,
‘'more probably, he did not want to get
‘his new friends inlo trouble, in case the
‘police appeared. If ho was found in
‘that  hul it might have hcen bad. for
MTom Howard, and so Lockweod went

'on his way. That is how I put the thing.

together.’

‘““And how are 'you
-with your care?’ I aske
"/t is progressing very well indeed,”
'said Nelson Liee. ‘I do notl think that
‘Simon Raspo will enjoy his liberty much
longer. As you know, Iﬁot POSSeSSIoN
of certain papers; but Raspe doesn’t
know of this yet. And he is living n
a fool's paradise; while he thinks him-
sclf perfoctly secure, the machinery of
the Ezw is gelling into motion, and it
‘won't bo long before Mr. Simon Raspe
E{Ids the net tightly drawn around
bhim."”.

“Good!" I said. ‘“1I shall be glad
whan it's over, sir. Pitt will come back
then; and we're fearfully handicapped
wilthout him. Dy tho way, where does
T'am IIoward live?”

_.Nelson Leec gave me Lhe address, but
advised me not Lo visit Pitt.

* I don't think it would do much
gcod, Nipper, and Pilt would hardly
welcome a visit,”” ho said. ‘' However,
qI will leave 1t to- you. I thought I'd
better tell you all this, because you
%ncw all the facts so {ar.”

“Thanks, guv'nor,”” I said, “I'm
greatly relieved to know that I’itt is all
right, and il’s splendid (o hear that he's
dold you everything.”

i Very shorlly afterwards I took my
departure from the study, and I made
‘iny way into the Ancient House lobby.

gelting on, sir,

in Bannington,
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It was still quite early morring, and
the breakfast-bell was not due to ring
for another half-hour.

I feund Handforth and Co.
cxcitedly,

“I can’t believo il
ing. ‘' It’s impossible."’

“We saw him!” said Me¢Clure. ** Wo
¢ctually saw the chap playing—and he
didn’t look a bit hke Pitt!”

“Well, I mean to make it my basi-
nese to find oul for certain,” satd Hand-
forth grimly. '* The yarn’s going about,
and there must be somcthing in it."”

1 went over Lo the threc juniors.

“What yarn?’ I aeked. *“ What's this
about Ditt?” |

‘“ Haven't you heard 7

(1 No"?! , !

“ Why, everybody’s talking about it,’’
said Handforth. ** They’ro saying that
Pitt’s run away becauso he’s joined the
B“““li‘,‘,gt"“ Foolball Club. as a profes-
sional.

“ What?”’ 1 shouled.

““That’'s it,”” said Church. ‘‘ They
say that DPitt's wearing a disguise, and
he’s using the name of Abdullah!”

“Great Scoll!”’ 1 gasped, fairly stag-
gered. | :

“We've secen  Abdullah,”” went on
Church. ** We went Lo one of these
giddy malches, and Abdullah played a
ripping  game.  Everybody’s talking
about him—-.you must have heard,
Nipper. And, now I come to t(hink
of it, Abdullah’s style was just like
Pitt’'s; and ho's about the same size,
too!"’ |

I didn’t reply.

The truth was oul! T cculd easily
understand how it had got oul, too.
Tho eavesdropper had heard the guv’nor
and me lalking. He had heard us say
that Pilt had run away and was staying
The lislener had heard
us say that I’itt had joincd tho profes-
sional club, and was playing for Ban-
nington under the namne of Abdullah,
The whole sceret was out!

‘“Do you helieve this?’ asked Hand-
forth. |

‘“Who told you?’ 1 demanded, with-
out answering his question.

‘“* We heard it fromi Armstrong.”

‘““ Where 19 he?’ I demanded grimly,

“Out in the Triangle.”

‘I dashed out into the Triangle, and
sayy thal the [ellows were standing 1n

talking

|!'I

Church was say-
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-groups, excitedly talking.
subjoct of their conversation; the whole
school, in fact, was discussing this pieco
of news.

] walked up to Armstrong, who was
talking with Owen major and Hubbard
and Griffith, and ono or two others.

‘“ Just & minute, Armstrong,” I said.
‘* About this story concerning Pitt.
Who told you that he's playing for
Bannington, under the namo of Ab-
dullah?”?

‘““Oh, I heard it,’”' said Armstrong.

‘“Who from?”’

“I forgat now—one of the fellows,"’
replied Armstrong. ‘‘ What do you
think of it, Nipper? It’s true, of course.
Everything’s explained now, and we
know why Pilt sneaked off and missed
our matches. What do you think of it
—playing in a Fiddy professional club?

at a nerve!

‘““ We misjudged him, too,” went on
Owen major. '“ We were all wrong
about his goitng on the razzle, and mix-
ing with bookies. We saw him coming
out of the foolball grounds, you know,
with Si qins, the bookie, and another
man. fta as clear as daylight now!
We actually saw him leaving the foot-
ball grounrfa!"

I realised.that it would be impossible
to repair the damage. The truth was

out—and it was obviously the truth.

No matter what yarn was put into cir-
culation, it would have no effect.
Roginald Pilt's secret was a secret no
longer.

But I wanted to find out who had set
the tale going.
‘““Look here, Armslrong, I wanl you

Lo romember who told you this,” I said.
“You must know—"'

“T was in the passaﬁe," said Arm-
strong. '*One of the chaps came run-
ning up to me and blurted the thing
out. Yes, I remember now—it was
Long. He told three or four of us——"

“Teddy Long?' I exclaimed. * Of
course! The blessed litlle sneak!”

I walked off, hoiling. - I might have
guessed it from the first. I remembered
that T'eddy Long had been in the lobby
when the guv'nor told me Lo po to his
study. And tho inquisilive litlle beggar
had followed us at once. Long was the
spy of the Remove, Somchow or other,
he always managed to nose out ovory
secrel that was going. And he had
spread Lhe tale throughout the Remove.

I knoew the}
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I folt like giving him the hiding of
his life. But this would have done no
good. The mischief was done now, and
it wouldn't be ropaired by giving Teddy
Long a Lhrashing, as he deservod.

And within ten minutes the whole
school was talking about this astonish-
ing picco of nows, Pitt had run away
from school! Iitt had become a pro-
fessional footballer! It was startling.

Jack Grey came up to me in Lho
Triangle, hia face fairly glowing wilh
anxiety and excitement.

“I say. Nippor, is this true about
Pitt?"’ he askoed eagerly. .

““Yes,”” I replied.

‘“ Do you know for certain?”

“Yos,”' I said again. ‘' There's no
question about it, Grey. Everybody’s
talking about it now, so there’s no sense
in keeping it back. Pitl’s been playing
for Bannington for several Saturdays,
and I expect he would have remained
at St. Frank's, only the chaps ragged
him and drove him out." .

Jack Grey looked miserable.

‘“And 1 was just as bad as all Lhe
others,”” ho said gloomily. * Reggio

Lold mo lime after Lime that he wasn't

doing anything shady, and I wouldn't
believe him.” '

““ That was a pity,”” I said.

‘“I ought Lo be kicked!" said Jack.
“I deserve to bo jolly well thrashed!
I suspected Roggie of all sorts of rotlon
things—that’s what we had the row
abo#t. Why on earth didn't he toll
me?l”’

““I suppose ho had his reasons for
not doing so”’ I rephed. ) '

“Yes, but what reasons?’ persisted
Jack. ** Alter all, why shouldn't h¢
oxplain that ho was playing for Ban-
nington? There’s nothing disgraceful
in 1t even though he does disguise him-
self. 1 gol terribly wild with him be-
cause ho wouldn’t come out with me
one afternoon. And he wouldn't explain
where he wont. I say, there's somo-
thing else! When I came beck I found
that he had a lot of notes on the Lable—
ho must have been gotting money [rom
playing!"’

“ Perhaps so,”” I said. *“1It's a con-
founded nuisance, all this being known
by the whole school! I'm not revealin
any sccret, (Grey, when 1 tell you tha
Pitt’s people have been tn a Dbit of
trouble lately; and, betwoen you and
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me, I think it’s fairl .
took on this footballing job.”

Jack Grey caught his breath in.

‘“ Great Scolt!” he gasped. *‘ You're
right! I've gol it now. He wanted the
money—he must have sent it to his
pcople! And that's why he wouldn’l
tell me anything about it—that’s why
he kept me in the dark!”

“You've hit it,”" I said shortly.

** He didn’t like {o tell me his people
were hurd up !’ exclaimed Grey softly.
‘“And I can quite understand it, too.
Ile asked me to trust him, and I didn’t.
Oh, what a rotter I've been! I—I want
to go to Reggie and beg his pardon.”

“But you can’t,”” I said. *‘‘ He’s in
Baynington——"'

“ That doesn’t make any difference,’”’

interrupted Jack. *‘‘ I'm going! I mean

to mako 1t up with him. 7To think that
we quarrelled! He’s one of the best
chaps living, and he went through all
this for the sake of his pecople! And he
_kept mum about it. too! Jove, it’s
up {o me to make things right!”

“1 don’t think you'll be able to sce
him to-day,”” I said.

“ Why not?’

‘“ Well, you won’t have a chance to
o before this afternoon, and I think
Bannington are Plnying an away
matceh,” I replied. " ‘“ At the earliest,
you won't be able to ses him before this
evening—afler the team gets back.”

Jack Grey nodded.

“ Well, T'll see him then,”” he said
firmly.

Jack Grey was probably tho onl
fellow who had an inkling of the trulg
concerning I’itl’s real reason for playing
nrofessional football. For Jack Grey
knew that Pitt’s people were in financial
trouble.

The rest of the school regarded the
wholo thing as a freakish whim on Ditt’s
part. They concluded that he had
decided Lo play for DBannington because
he loved football and wanted to do big
things. _

And, certainly, he had been doing big
things. - S

Not a seingle fellow at St. Frank’s
condemned him. They were slaggered
that a junior should be considered gocd
onough to play for a League club. The
doings of Abdullah had created quite a
lot of comment, and it was quite obvious

obvious why Dilt l
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that Pitt was displaying extraordinary
form, -

The Remove, to a fellow, admired him
intensely. They were tremendously
proud of the fact that Pitt belonged to
the Remove. Sixth Formeors were
sceplical. They couldn’t belicve_that a
junior could bo playing for a big League

club.

And not only the Remove, but a largo
number of seniors, decided to visit the
Bannington club’s ground when the noxt
home match was played. They would
be there to cheer the champion junior,
They would be there to show him that
tl}e ‘approved, and that they were proud
of him.

— | ————

CHAPTER 1V,
INSPECTOR JAMESON ON THE TRAIL!

NSPECTOR JAMESON, of the Ban-
- nmington police, rode sedately and
laboriously up the rise from Bellton
village to St. Frank'’s. |
It was quite early in the morning, and
the worthy inspoctor was carrying out
his programme, just as he had arranged.
He was on his way to the school to
make inquirias concerning - Pitt. Of
course, not a word was known as yet
aboul the altack upon Simon Raspe.

Just near the galeway scveral juniors
were standing out in the lane talking
together., They were waiting. for the
breakfast bell {o ring. It was due to
do so within a few minutes.

The inspeclor thought this was a good
opportunity to make a few preliminary
inquiries. He would probably be ablo
to get some informatidon from these boys.
They would be in possession of all the
facts—ihey would certainly know if Pitt
had been away from the school during
the night. But it would need a little
diplomacy, perhaps, in pulling the
questions. The inspeclor did not want
the juniors to guess that he was sceking
any particular information.

He dismounted from his machine and
nodded genially to the juniors.

‘““Good morning, boys,”’ he said.
‘“ Looks like being a fine day.”
‘“ Rather, sir!’ sgaid Pe Valerie.

‘“ Anything particular brought you this
way to-day?”’

‘“ Nothing much—nothing much,”’” said
tha inspector carelessly. ‘' Just como up
have a few words with Mr. Lee—not
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officially, of course. Quite a friendly
visit. You boys seem to be rather
excited.”

‘““Well, we're a bit bowled over, sir,”
satd Bob Christine. * You haven’t
heard the news, I suppose?’

“ What news?"”

‘““ Why, about Pitt, of the Remove.”

The inapect-or tried hard not to start.

“ Pitt !'" he repeated quickly. ‘“ What
about him?”’

_“l"Why. he's run away from school,
sir

“By George! Run away?' said
Inspector Jameson. ‘“Do—do you
mean to say that he isn't hero?"

“0Of course he 1sn’t here,”” said
De Valerie,

‘“I take it that he’s been away since
yesterday?'’ asked the inspector. *‘‘ He
was absent from the achool during the
night, eh?”

“ That’s right. sir,” said Christine.
‘““He bunke imtcn‘dny—just before
supper. And he hasn't been seen since.

But we know where he 1s.”
‘“Oh, you do!"’ said the inspector,

He was doing some quick thinking.
Hore was corroboration, indeed. Pitt
had beon absent from school during the
night. Then thers was not the slightest
doubt that it was the junior who had
broken into Simon Raspe’s library, and
who had altacked the man in such a
brutal way.

‘“ You know where he 15?"' asked the
inspector. ‘‘ How’s that?"”

‘“Why, he’'s playing professional fool-
ball for the Bannington Club, sir.”’ said
Christine. ‘‘ Ile's that new winger
they've got—Dbut when he plays for Ban-
nington he staing himself brown and
calls himself Abdullah."”

‘“ Bloss my soul !’ said Jl;lmeson,

In a way he was very pleased Lo obtain
this information. - ﬁia_ invostigalions
would not be difficult now. Iitt was,
without doubt, the culprit: Jameson
put several questions to the juniom, and
the answers all fitted in with the facts,
" There was not the slightest doubt that
Reginald Pitt had boen away from the
schoal during the night, and it was quite
certain that it was he who had assaulted
Raspe. For he had left his cap as a
certain clue. And there was plenty of
motive for Pitt’'s action.

The inspector decided to see Nelson
Lee at once, and within a few minutes

£5

he was ushered inlo the schoolmaster-
detective’s study. He got straight to the
point, and explained.

“I am afraid I have some scricus
news for you concerning Master Pitt,"
said the inspector. ‘1 have already
learned that Pitt was away during the
mght, Mr. Lee. It will como as a
surprise to you to learn that he broke
into the residence of Mr. Simon Raspe,
and committed a grave assault upon Mr,
Raspe.”

Nelson Loe smiled.

‘“It 18 certainly a great surprise,” he
agreed calmly. “1 can assure you,
Jameson, that nothing of the sort took
place. Pitt did not do as you say—""

“ Wait until you hear the facts, Mr.

‘Lee—wait until you hear the facts,’

said the 1nspector pompously. *“ I was
called to the house immedyiately, and
every atom of evidence points to the
one. corlain fact that this boy is the
culprit. ‘Indeed, thero js no othor way
to look at it."

“ At what hour did this assault take
place ?”’
‘ Between midnight and one o'clock.™

“Then it 13 impossible that Pitt could
have committed it——"
Lec—quile

“You are wrong, Mr.

wrong !’ interrupted the inspector,
‘“ Pitt was away from the school, as you
know as well as I do, and it was his cap
I found in Mr. Raspe’s library.”

‘“Indeed! You found Pitl’'s cap?”’

it YM-!I

“How do you know it belongs to
Pitt 7"’

*“ The boy's name is written inside it."”

“H'm! That certainly seems con.
clusive,” said Nelson Lee. ‘' But your -
evidence, after all, is purely circum-
stantial. And I can vouch for Pitt's
innocence. By the way, what does Mr.
Rospe say about all this?”

“Mr. Raspe was unconscious,’
the inspector.

‘““So bad as all that, eh?”’

“You don’t seem to realise. Mr, I.ce,
thal this matler is rcally serious,’’ said.,
the inspecltor. ‘' Mr. Raspe was brutally
assnulted. His face was in a shocking
condition, and it is my firm belief that
the boy used someothing more powerful
than his fists. He certainly flung a
heavy paper weight at Mr. l{aﬂpo, and
caused a nasty injury at tho back of

repiicd .
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the head. Mr. Raspe was unconscious

last night.”

** Ilave you secen him this morning?”’

‘“ No, I came straight here.”’

'"* Well, Jameson, % should advise you
to go to Mr. Ruspe without delay,’” said
Nelson Lee. ‘' You will find that your
conclusion is a wrong ono. 'Mr. Raspe
will tell you that Masler IPitt was not
the person who assaulted him. In any
case, you cannot proceed further until
you have received instructions from Mr,
Raspe.” '

The inspeclor nodded.

'“That’s quite right,”’ he “said. ““ But
I wanted lo make certain of my facts
first, Mr. Lee. I am certain of them.
My visit to this school has convinced
me that the boy Pilt is guilty.”

Nelson Lee was “silent for a few
moments.

He was thinking hard. This was most
unexpeclted and most unfortunate. He
could not explain the matler fully Lo
Inspector Jameson wilheut reveanling his
own plans. And he was certainly not
going to do that.

"He considered it better, on the whole,
to appear ignorant of the entire cir~
cumstances, He easily guessed (hat
Lockwood had been wearing 'Pitt's cap,

and he must have carelessly left 1t
behind—he would uever have done so
deliberately. ‘

And this was where -Lockwood had
been at Lthe Lime of Nelson Lee’s visitg
to the little bathing hut. Perhaps the
convict had relurned to his retreat.
I.ecc meant to make certaint of these
thinge belore long.

**‘Take my advice, Jameson, and drop
this thing entirely,”” said Nelson Lce.
** No good will come of it, I can assure
you, And I am convinced that Pat is
nol guilty. Go siraight to Raspe’s and
ho will salisfy you.”

Tho inspector rose to his feet.

““ You may rely upon me, Mr. Lee, to
be discreet,” he said. *' If I am obliged
to go forward with this affair, T will do
so carcfully. You need not be afraid of
any publicity. Indeed, it is to be hoped
that Mr, Raspe will not want to proceed
with the prosecution.” '

l.ece said no more, and Jameson too
hie depariure.

Reginald Pitt was quite innocenl—Lee
knew this. And, if necessary, Nelson

Lee could prove that Pitt was with him*

come to his senses.
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at the very time the assault had laken
place,

Lee had a perfect alibi for the junior,
but, at the noment, he did not want to
explain nnythin[i" to the police. 1f he
did, Raspe might get to know Lhings,
and Raspe would smell a rat,

Under no circumstances would Neleon
Lee jeopardise his own carefully laid
schemes.  ‘1'his _development was a
nuisance, but it could not be helped.

And, indeed, Simon Raspe had re-
covered consciousness. In the early
hours of the morning, in facl, he had
And now he was
propped up in bed with his faco com-
pletely bandaged. Stretton was sitting
by his side—this was the first o portungtﬁ'
Strelton had had of speaking 1wt
Raspe.

‘* Feeling belter now?"' he inquired.

‘“ Better "’ muttered Raspoe painfully.
“Do. I look better? Don’t ask such
infernally silly questions! Are we alone
here?” -

¥ ] YGS.” . '

“Give me somecthing to drink—
brandy !’

Streiton went over to a side table and
poured out a sliff dose of brandy from a

decanter. Ile gave this to Raspe, who
drank it with some difficulty, for his
mouth was painfully sore, and the
bandages hindered ¥roo' use of his
mouth.

“1 want to hear all about it,”” said
Stretton. “ I'm still in the dark,
Raspe—I don’t know anything. What
took place in tho library?” ‘

‘“ Don't any of the servants know?"”’

“My dear man, we're absolutely
mystified about it all.” |

*“ That's one good thing,’”’ growled
Raspe. ‘‘ I don’t want this talked about,

They haven’t caught the hound, then?”
‘* Pitt,  you mean?"’ asked Stretton.
“Pitt ¥’
“Yes, young Pilt,”" said Strelton.

“ It was he who broke in and knocked

you about, wasn’t it? The inspector

reckoned so, anyway, and he’s pursuing
that line of inquiry. But he can’t do
much until you tell him all the facts.”

Raspe clenched his teeth.

“ Pitt—Pitt "’ he exclaimed harshly.
‘* What foolery is this? Of course it
wasn't Pitt! he man who broke in
was Lockwood ! ”
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The goods train began to move. Pitt took the risk and leapt at ene of the
trucks as it passed!
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“What?"' gaspod ‘“ Lock-

wood's in prison——

‘“ He escaped, you fool!"” interrupled
the other. ‘‘ He escgped and came to
me. Said he was going to thrash me.
By Hoavens! I thought I could wring
his confounded neck! But he was like a
bunch of live wires, and I couldn’t do
anything with him.”

‘‘ Lockwood!” snid Stretton. ‘' Then

did you

Stretton.

—then ho did this? How
manage to get that crack on the head?”
‘““ There's no reason why you should
ask all these fool questions,’” multered
Raspe irritably. ‘‘ Haven't you got any
sense ?
jaw, and I fell over backwards, M?r
ead cought the fender, I believe——"

““ Oh, then he didn’t fling that paper
weight at you?"”

‘“ Paper woight? No—no, of course
nol!” said Raspe. ‘I flung it at him
and missed, confound it!"” .

‘“ Then our conclusions were all
wrong,”’ said Stretton. “ You sece, we
found the cap, and it had I’)tt’s name
inside it. Both the inspector and I be-
lieved that the boy had broken in, and
we thought that the wound on the back
of your %wad was caused by that paper-
weight."”’

“ A Dbright pair!"” said Raspe harshly.
“In heaven’s name, what did you
bring the police into it at all for?”’

“Hang it all, Raspe, I had to do
somelhing !’ persisted Stretton. “' 1
thought you were dead—you don’t know
how awful you looked. And the firsl
thing T did was to ring up for a doctor
and the police. After all, it's better, isn’t
it? It would look infernally queer if
you let a thing like this pass without
taking any action at all. The police
had to know."”

Raspe was silent for a moment or
-two, '

“ Yes, I dare say you're right,”” he
said slowly. ‘ Curse those bandages!
My face [eols absolutely raw! Lockwood
shall pay for this—hang him! Huh'
And so the brilliant inspector has
arrived at the wonderful conclusion that
young Pitt assaulted me?"

‘““ Yes. The inspector is coming here
this morning, too—I'm expecting him
any mintite now. He wanls to have a
lalk with you.”

‘““Oh, does he?’ said Raspe. * DBy
gad, I've got an idea, Stretion! Yes,

Lockwood punched me on the
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and I'll do it, too—it’ll be tho best
thing 1"’
“What do you mean?”

“Well, look hero, I don’t want thia
thing to be made publie,”’ said Raspe.
‘“It wouldn't suwit me tlo accuse Lock-
wood of breaking into my house and
assaulting me. That would look qucer
in the papers, wouldn't it? And you
say nobody knows that Lockwood was
tho man?”’

“‘ Both the ipspector and I thought that
Pitt did it; and everybody else in the
house is completely in the dark,” said
Stretton.

"““Well, undorstand—we don’t know
unyl:hin%1 about Lockwood!” eoxclaimed
Raspe, his voice taking on a peculiar
gloatin%’v tone. “ I’itt did this—young
Pilt! ho's to prove otherwise?”’

‘““ You—you mean to let Jamoson
think that he’s right?”’ asked tho_other
quickly. “ You mean to accuse Piti?"

‘“Yes, 1 do!’' replied Raspe. ‘' It's
the best way. Somebody must bhe
nccused, and I don’t want Loackwood’s
part m the affair to be known. The in-
speclor suspects Pitt—well, let him.
Nothing would please me better than to
see the young puppy in the hands of the
police. His father would be rather
upset, eh?"”

“IL would be a terrible blow {o old
Pitt,”” said Stretton. ‘ But you may
not be able to carry this through,
Raspe. It's quite likely that Pilt was
at the school all mght—and that pro-
vides a complete alﬁ)i. You'll have to
be careful. You can’t go and make
Lhis | accusation until you're pretty
sure."’

‘“Leave it to me,”’ said Raspe grimly.
“IU’s betler that the police should be
on a false trail. And how can anybody

rove that P’itt was in bed? Couldn’t

o have sncaked out after the achool
was asleep? He’'ll have a job to estab-
lish his innocence, I can tell you! His
cap was found in my study, and I shall
make a statement to Lhe police which
will . leave no further doubt. By
thunder, this is lucky—nothing could be
better! I don’t want Lockwood to be
brought in, and—"'

‘“ Hush!"'. inlerrupled Stlrelton.

A second laler there came a tap up‘on
the door. Stretton opened it, and found
the Dbutler out there with Inspector

’

| Jameson,
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‘““1 don't want to intrude,” whispered
the inspector. ‘‘ If Mr. Raspe is not
well enough——"'

“Yes, Mr. Raspe will zee you,” said
Stretlon. * Please come in, i1nspector.”

Jameson entered the bedroom.

" Sorry to sec you like this, sir,’’ he
said. ‘' Rather a bdd business. I hope
you’ll soon be on your feet again, sir.”

*“ Don’t bolher about me. What lLave
you discovered?”’ demanded Raspe.

" What about the young scoundrel who
assaulted me? Have you got hin?"’

Raspe had not committed himself by
those words, but Jameson took it for

’

granted that Reginald Pitt was the
culprit.

““1 made a few investigalions last
night, Mr. Raspe,” he said. *“ T was

quile satisfied that Lhe boy Pilt was re-
sponsible, and this morning I made in-
quiries. The result is significant, sir.”

“*“How?”

- Young Pitt ran away from school
last’ night, sir, and nobody can vouch
for his movements,” .said  Inspeclor
Jameson importanily. ‘ He was not at
tho school', and 1t stands to reason that
he couldn't have heen.”

“Of course it does—of course it
does !’ snapped Raspe. ‘' The infernal
young brat was here!”

““My conclusions were right
sir?”’

‘“ Of course Lhey were right!” replied
Raspe. ‘“ It was young I’itt who broke
n and assaulted me. 1 was reading at
the time, and the atlack came with such
abruptness that I was not prepared.”

“Do you mind explaining what took
place, sir?’
“I am doing

then,

that now,” replied
Simon, Raspe smoolhly. !*The boay
flung a stone through the window, end
it broke the glass and hit me on the
forechead. I was half stunned for a
moment, and when 1 staggered to my
fecet young I'itt was in front of me. Ie
had a heavy piece of wood in his hand.
and he smashed this into my face
sevoral - times belfore I could even at-
tempt to defend myself.”

“ Good gracious!”’ said the inspector.
‘“And the other injury, sic?'’

"1 was gotting Lhe better of the boy,
sir, when ho picked yp the heavy paper-
weight,”’ said Raspe. * The young brat
was in a frenzy of mad rage—why, I

good deal of money there.
and charge him at once.
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don't know. Perhaps he considers he
has some grievanco_agoinst me because
his father was foolish enough to lose
all his money. But that's beside the
point. Young Pitt flung the paper-
weight at me, and I remember crashing
over, but nothing more.” '

The inspector made many notes in his
pocket-book.

"“Thank you, Mr. Raspe,” he said.
“I am glad to find that my theory was
the correct one. Now, do you want this
matler dropped, or i8 it your inlention
to prosecute? If you wish the former,
we shall make no search for the boy.™

Simon Raspe snorled.

“1T do not want the matler to be
dropped!” he exclaimed grimly. ‘ You
must Aind this boy Pitt, and you must
place him under arrest. I mecan to
charge him fully with this crime., It is
quite possible that he has commilled
robbery as well—I have not looked
through my bureau yet. There was a
Arrest DPitt,
If he 18 too
young to be gent to prison, I'll see to
1t that he goes to a reformatory—which
is the same thing.”

The inspector rose Lo his feet.

“Very well, sir, I'll lose no tmne,”
he said briskly., 1 rather fancy I can
put my hands on the boy at once. 1
can come to you again with regard to
ithe charge. For Lhe moment. sir, I
needa’t bother you any longer.”

And Jameson went off, highly pleased
with himself.

He had the whole case well in hand,
and he chuckled as he thought of Nelson
Lee's words and advice. He would.
prove to Neclson Lee that he had been
right all along! And the inspector
again chuckled as he remembered what
Lee had said about Raspe. The latter,
instead of wanling the whole Lhing
dropped. was most anxious for Reginald
I’itt to be placed under arrest.

The inspcctor, profiling by what he
had learned from the juniors, went
straight away and obtained a warrant
for Reginald Pitt’s arrest. He had no
difficulty in getting this, for Raspe's
accusation was clear.

Bu! it caused some delay, and it-was
getting on for noon when the inspector
arrived at the Bannington Football
Club’s ground. He was fairly ceriain
of finding Pitt here—or, at least, he
would get to know where Pilt waas,
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‘To his chagrin, however, ho learned
that Bannington had a match on this
afternoon. And, what was more to the
oint, the team had already startdéd off
or Iorthampton by charabane.

And Reginald Pitt was included in
the toam'!

—y S—

CHAPTLR V.

ARRESTED !

ORTHAMPTON was a big cily,
P and the football ground was a
large one. The Banninglon team
arrived there, very hopeful of
bringing off a win. They were at the
top of the League table, owing to their
s fendid victory over DBrompton, and
Iforthampton occupied the fifth place
down the list.

It was cortainly comparativaly early
in the season, and no teamn had
much timo to reveal its true form.
Porthainpton was supposed to be a
strong leam, and many football experts
were pt't:zn}:'he-:&lginﬁ_l that the South Coast
club would win the championship at the
oend of the season. N

A large crowd had passed through the
turnstiles to see this mid-week march,
and, shortly before the game was duo
to commence, the stands and the en-
closures were practically filled right up.

Only a vory few DBannington sup-
rortors had come along, but a noisy
ittlo knot of them occupied a "portion
of the grand-stand. The home sup-
porters were fully confident of a victory;
they were expecting their champions to
wipe Dannington up. ,

There had heen no change in the
Bannington team, and Pitt was deter-
minod Lo do the best he could for his
side. He was hopeful that Bannington
would at least come away from Port-
hampton with one point.

He was quite ignorant of the fact that
his socret was revealed to ever*vbody at
St. IFrank’s—and, as a matter of fact, to
ovorybody in the district, for the story
had not {)een confined to tho school.

And Pilt was wearing his simple dis-
guise, He had browned his sEin_ by
moans of a harmless dye, and he had
become Abdullah. In this character he
had created & sonsation in football
circles. In Banninglon he was a
popular hero, for he had been doing
great things for the club.

had |
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He and his fellow players Look the field
briskly, and they looked a clean, waell
sot-up body of fellows. Tom Howard—
Pitl's partnor on the right wing—was in
fine form, and he and Pitt were detor-
mined to do thoir utmost. There was &
closer bond of friendship between -the
two now.

Hearne, the captain, was well satisfied
with his men. They had been working
so well together that the side was in
fine winning form. There had been no
friction, no jealousy, and a tcam that
always pulls one way is a team that
docs things.

But the Porthampton eleven was a
bustnesslike looking crowd, too, and
they were playing at home, which gava
them an advantage. The ground was a
:omewhat difficult one for the visiting
eam.

It was not parlicularly large, and the
stands and enclosuras rose up sicoply on
all sides. As Pitt looked about him, the
place reminded him of a kind of woell,
so deep was it; and on all sides crowds
of, expectant humanity waited. But
they didn’t have to wait long now, for
the referee had already. appeared, and
Hearne and the Porthampton captain
had tossed.

Bannington won—not that this was
much advantage, for there was no sun,
and the wind was only a gentle breeze.

The game started, and away went tho
players. From the very first it was an
exciting tussle—two splendid teams, one
against the other; and so excelleni was
the half-back play, neithoer sido found
it possible to break through. For ten
minutes most of the play was in mid-
field, and tho goalkeepers merely
lounged about, idle.

Porthamplon were the first Lo break
away. Their forwards got off with the
ball, and swung down the field in fine
style, passing noatly and accurately.
Ti":u anninglon backs were both
Eassod. one of theme making ralher ng

ad mistake, and allowing Lhe opposing
inside loft to got right up close.

From this position he shot for goal.

It was a hot shot, and would pro-
bably have matlerialised with any aver-
age goalkeoper. But Carden, the Ban.
nington custodian, was a wondeérful
keeper, and he flung himsell at the ball
and turned it round the poat.

‘““Corner!” roared the crowd.



THE INTERRUPTED MATCH

The referce pointed to the corner flag
on thal sidg, Carden couldn’t possibly
help at—he had done well to keep his
goal infact.

Banninglon met wilh misforlune m-
mediately afterwards, Tho corner kick
was laken, and very badly cenlred.
¥verybody expected to see it cleared at
once; but, somehow, in a scramble be-
tween three or four players, it got
pus?cd back towards the DBannington
goal,

Carden rushed out to clear—and he
could have cleared easily if he had been
left alone; but his left back allempted
to clear at the same time, and they cvl-
lided. DBelore they ‘could properfy re-
cover, a Porthampton man dashed in
and gavo the ball a running kick, which
carried it inlo a far corner of the net.

“Goal!”
‘“ Oh, well-kicked !”’
“Goal !"

‘‘ Deastly hard lines!’ grunted Ton
Howard. * That never ought to have
been a goal. If Carden had been left
alone, he'd have cleared.”

‘“Well, it’s no good grumbling,” said
Pitl. - ** That wonqt mend matters.”’

Porthampton were one up, and their
supporlers were full of enthusiasm. The
game restarled with a rush, and it
ralher took the wind out of Bannington
to find themselves another goal down
within five minutes.

There was no fluke about Lhis one.
The home centre-forward made a maF-
milicent dash through. Nobody cculd
stop him, and he sent in a cannon-ball
shot which Carden didn’'t even sece.

"“ Goal !

“That’s the way, the sailors!”

“ One more!"”’

The Porlthampton players were eon-
fident now—they were all over DBan-
nington,  Among the supporters they
were affectionately known as ‘‘the
sailors ""—presumably because the town
was a seaport.

And, as only too {frequently happens,
Porthampton slackened down somewhat.
With such a fine lcad they felt that it
was not nocessary for them lo exort all
their efforts. And they took things
rather easily. 5

Too easily, for within five minutes the
Bannington right wing got on the move.

From a goal kick, Tom Howard gol

posscasion of the ball, Pitt was already; wasted.
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racing up the field, taking caro to remain
on sido. Then, jumt as a home back
was bearing down upon Iloward, he
passed. '

Pitt was on the ball in @ moment. A
roar came from Lhe little knot of Ban-
mngton supporlers.

** Go 1l, Blackie!"”

‘““ Now, my bonny boys!”

‘““ Let's havo oune?”’

I’tit sent over a perfect centre. At tho
last minute, within a foot of tho goal-
line, he touched the ball, and dropped it
at Fred }earne's foot. Slam! 'l'he
centre-forward drove it hard and true
at the goal. _

The custodian made a wild attempt to
save, but was just too late. . Ilearne’s
shot went in, and the referee pointed to
the cenlre of the feld. y

‘“ Goal !’
** Well played, Abdullah!”’

There was a different complexion on
tho game now, and when it restarted
the Bannington team went forward with
tremendous vim and vigour, Pitt re-
ceived the ball quickly, and again heo
rushed up the field.

This timo he was alone, and the
instde men were not ready to receive a
pass. 'T'he Porthainpton backs wero
rushing uwpon Pitt, and he hadn’t a
moment to lose. He took a chance, and
gent in a low, curving shot from the
wing. o o

It was most deceptive, the goalic
thinking that it was gcing very wide.
And elmost before he knew it, tho -
leather curled round and slipped past
the post. The custodian touched it with
his foot. but failed Lo stop it. :

‘“ Goal!”

“ Hurrah!”
‘““ Go it, the boys!”

The Porthampton crowd were rather
uvict now. In a most unexpected way.
Bannington had equalised. Nobody had
been looking for such a disaster as this,
And. by the way the visitors wero
going, 1t scemed that they would not
be conlent with merely equalising, .

It was only five minutes to half-time,
but even in this short spell the Port-
hampton qonl had two very narrow
escapes. Pitt was playing with all s
usual vigour, and he sent in some beauli-
ful centrecs—only to .see most «f them
It is not always- casy for the
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inside forwards to get in first-time shols
which are capalile of beating the goalie,

And then the whistle blew for half-
time, with honours even. '

“ Wo ought to do it all right,”” eaid
Hearno, as he and his colleagues troopod
mto the dressing-room. ‘' Just one
more, and then we can concentrate our
offorts on keeping the beggars out.”

‘“ We'll do_our best, anyway, IFred,”
said Tom Howard. ‘‘\Why, hallo!
Who's this?" ‘

He looked in surprise at the doorway.
A police inspector had appeared accom-
panied by Mr. Page, the manager.
Pitt was looking at the inspector in
some alarm, for he recognised him as
Inspoclor :lameson, of Bamnington.
But he was confident that his disguise
would not bLe peneotruted.

*“Just a moment,”” said Mr. Page,
beckoning to Pitt,

Pitt crossed over, wondering.

‘““Oh, so I've found you, have I?”
said Inspector Jameson. ¢ Abdullah,
eh? I must admit T don’t see much
~resomblance to Master Reginald Pitt, of
3t. Frank’s, but you’re him right
enough. I'd like a word wilh you, young
man.

Pitt started back.

‘“ How—how did you know?" he asked
blankly.

““EHow did I know? Why, everybody
knows it|" said the inspector. *‘The
whole school *is talking about this
escapade of yours, my lad. By this timo

everybody in DBanmngton knows that
Abdullah is a St. FFrank’s schoolboy !"’

“Well I'm Dblessed!” said Pitt
dazedly.

~ “ DBut that’s not the point, Pitt,”’ put
in Mr. Page. ‘‘ The inspector has come
on a far more serious malter. I am
convinced he has made a mistake, and
I am anxious to hear what you have to
say.'’

“It 1s my duty to warn you, Pitt,”
satd Jameson grimly. “ I have here a
warrant for your arrest, and I must
warn you that anything you say may be
used in evidence against fou when you
are brought before the Magistrate—'"
+ ‘“ Arrest me?" shouted Pill.

“Yos, my lad—"

““You're joking!"’' said Pilt, in amaze-
ment. ‘' What can you arrcst me for?
i've done nothing! You must be off
your rocker—"’

{
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““This won't do you any good, Pitt,”
inlerrupted the inspector, “ You
needn’t be afraid that I shall handcult
you, or make an exhibition of you.
Give me your word that you won't try
to escape, and we can go without attract.
ing any notice.”’ e

“ But—but whal am I arresied for?”’
gasped Pitt,

‘‘ For commitiin
upon Mr. Simon iaspo between Lhe
hours of twelve and two last night,”’ said
the inspector. *‘ Now, come along——"

“ But—but it's all wrong!” shouled
Pitt, “ I didn’t do anything of the sort!
I haven’'t touched Raspo!"’ |

““You dony the charge?’ asked Mr,
Page. .

‘“ Of course I do!’ said Pilt quickly.
“It's ridiculous—il's absolutely mad!
There's some mistake here——"’

‘“ Let me advise you to drop all this
kind of business,’”’ &aid the inspeclor
curtly. ‘ The evidence against you,
Pitt, is of the most deadly characler,
If'urther, Mr, Raspo himself has made a
stalement which renders circumstantial
ovidence a maliter of minor importance,
He has charged you with this crime——""

“ But—but it's all wrong!' shouted
Pitt desperately, '‘Raspe has bcen
lying! I haven’'t touched him—-"'

‘““ That’'s enough!” broke in Jamason
sharé)ly. “You'll have plenty of chance
of denying the charge later on. At
presenl you are my prisoner, and you've
gol to come back to Bannington with
me.

Pitt stood there, absolulely flabber-
gasted. -
Ho

His mind was in a state of chaos,
did not know what to think, and this
blow had fallen upon him with over-
whelming force. e had a dim sus.
picion in his mind that Lockwood was
really the culprit. DBut he couldn't
oxplain anything. He couldn't say a
word without revealing the fact that he
and Tom Howard had aided and abetted
the escape of a convict. Pilt's ver
alibi, in fact, depended u,mn this, He
knew that he could only clear himself of
this charge by getting mixed up in a
more serious one, and, further, it would

o brutal asszult

incriminate Tomn Howard as well.

Just in this one minute the skies had
fallen. All Pitl's glorious plans were
wracked, and he felt desperale.

It did not come as a great shock to



“THE INTERRUPTED MATCH

him to learn that Raspe had made such
stutement. It was in keeping  with
Raspe’s characler., And the thought of
being taken Dback to Baunington by
Inspeclor Jameson appalled Pitt.

Arrested! IJe would be taken to tho
police court, brought before tho Magis-
trate, and charged—— It was too awlul
to think about. Wheat would his father

and mother say? They would hear,
and— -

“Bul look here, -inspector,” Mr.
Pago was saying. ‘‘ You can’t take this
lad off in such a way. We're right in
the middle of this game, and we ean't
play a substitute. At least, you will
wait until the game is over?”’

The inspector shook his head.

“T'm afraid not, Mr. Page,”’ he snid.
“My time i3 more valuable than Lhis
footbnll match. This boy is playing for
you, I know, and the fact that he is
arrested is your misfortune. I shall have
to take him at once. I cannot consent
lo wait until the match is over.”

“If he gives his word that ho will
surrender at the finish—"’ '

‘“ It makes no differonce,’”’ interrupted
Jameson. ‘‘ Let me tell you, sir, I
cannot wasle my time here. The boy
must come back with me to Bannington
now—at once. That's the last word I’vo
got to say about it.”

Pilt turned to Mr. Page and the other
players, .

“You—you don’t bheliecve this, do
you?’ he asked I[rantically. “It’s a
lic! I've done nothing ~of the kind!

‘I'he whole thing is faked up! You don’t
believe it, do you?”’

“Of course we don't!” said Mr.
Page promptly.

“Not likely!” exclaimed Fred
Hearne. *‘‘ Cheer up, young. 'un—we’ll

have something to say about Lthis when
we get back to. Bannington.”

‘“ Rather '’

“ But—but Ditt

night,"”” shouted Tom Howard.
prove——"’

~ "“Don’t say anything now, Tom,” put
in Pitt quickly. ‘‘ It won’t do any good.
Keep quiet and it’s bound to come Tight.
The whole, thing's a ridiculous blunder,
and I'm not gettinq into a panic., It'sa
rotten shanle I can’t play in the second-
half, but that can’t be helped.”

Just then the players had to go on the

was wilth me last
‘“T can
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field, and Pitt was left alone with the
inspector and Mr. Page.

‘““ Hlurry up end get into somme proper
clothes,” said the inspecler sharply. ** I
can’t take you away like this. And be
as quick as you can,’”’

*“ All right "’ multered Pitt,

He went into one of the small
dressing-rooms, and closed Lhe door,

‘““Can he escape by any way?” asked
the inspector, turning to Mr. Page.

‘“ Escape—what nonsense!” said the
manager curtly. ‘“ Do you think the
boy wants Lo cscape? Whal good will
that do hin? In any coso, there’s only
a tiny window, too small for anybody lo
pass Lhrough.”

The tnspector nodded and waited.

Meanwhile, Pitt was quickly removing
his brown stain. His intnd was still in
a whirl, Arrested! IHe couldn't believe
it. And arrested upon a charge that was
absolutely false. Curiously enough, he
did think of escape. It was the f[irst
thing that came into his_ mind as he
closed the dressing-room door.

Perhaps it would be beller if he could
get away. He hadn’t promised to
surrender himself after he had dressed—
he hadn’t promised anything. And as
the different thoughts passed Lhrough
his mind his panic increased.

The whole thing would come out in
the papers, and he would be locked away
in a prison cell. He wouldn't be able
to say anything to clear himself. , Ho
thought of his father and mother, and
his heart beat rapidly.

Then, in desperation, he looked about
the little dressing-room. The window
was Liny—too small for anybody to pass
through. And just oulside stood a fence,
and beyond that a steep railway lrack.

Pitt dressed- rapidly, and within a
minute or two he was ready. Ile felt
money in his pocket—for Mr. Page had
paid him already. And, just then, some-
thing happened which finally decided
’itt’s mind.

A goods train came lumbering along
very slowly., It came to a stop practi-
cally oxposito the football club luild-
ings. nd a tremendous roar from the
ground indicated that Porthampton had
scored again. The attention of every-
body would be attracted to the fecld.

Pitt came to a swift decision.
Without really knowing whv he was
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doing it he went {o the window and
forced it open. It was altogether too
small, bul he thought he would try it.
And, by sheer force, he squeezed his
way through.

For one terrible moment he thought
he was going to be stuck half-way, but
al length he dropped outside, breathless

and dishevelled.

And now his deltermination was firm.

He wouldn't be arrested! He
wouldn't suffer the indignity of being
hauled off by the police, and thrown
into prison for something he didn't do.
He wanted advice—he wanted to talk
with somebody who would understand.
And, by fleeing, he would obtain a few
hours’ grace.

IPerhaps he would even be able to get
to St. Frank’s after dark, and see Nelson
Lee. Nelson Lee would be able to tell
him what to do. Never in his life before
had Pitt felt more the nced of somebody
to advise him.

But he was sure he was doing the
right thing in running away—in escaping
from Inspector Jameson. He hadn’t
done il yot, but he was 'vrerIYl hopeful of
getling clean off, before the inspector
could suspect his plan,

Then the goods train began to move.

Pitt gave a jump, and leapt forward.
In a second he was over the fence, and
th¢en he raced up the steep embank-
mont. The goods 1irain was moving
slowly; but it 1s n diflicult task to climb
on, board even a slowly moving train,
for there are no handy footboards to
ussisf one.

However, Pitt ook the risk, and leapl
al one of the trucks ax it passed. He
clung to il, and swung himself on board.
dropping over into a mass of mixed
mcr(-lhandiso. He popped his head over
itho cdge, and gazed back at the club
buildings.

The foolball match was continuing,
and nobody had seemed to wilness his
escape. Then Pitt caught a glimpse of
a face at one of thg tiny dressing-room
windows. It was the face of Inspeclor
Jameson. :

Well, PAt had done ii, and now it
was Loo late to change his’ mind. Hoe
couldn’t possibly go back and surrender
himself to the inspector. The only
thing was lo carry on—to hide himself
until he could soek the advice of some-
E};d& who could tell him the best thing
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Pitt remained on the goods lrain for
quito a long time. IHe had expocled Lo
be hauled out, but this did not happen.
Apparently the members of the (train
crow had not seen him climb on bhoard.
There was a small piece of tarpaulin in
the truck, and Pitt thought it wiser lo

‘creep under this.

For there were many signal-boxes to
ass, and signal-boxes are generally
igh, so that everything in an open
truck can ‘be seen. h
There were many stops—joliing and
banging and hammering. Somelimes
Pitt thought that these stops were f{or
good; but the train moved on again,

and it must have covered {wenly or

thirty miles.

He had no idea where he was, or
what direction he was taking. The dusk
of the evening grew into night,-and rain
commenced to fall. This did not add
greatly to Pitt’s comfort, for the tar-
paulin was leaking,

And then at last the train came {0 a
final stop. There was no doubt about
this, because the trucks were all shuh
on to a siding. Pitt wasn't quite sufe
whether the whole tirain stopped, " or
whether only a part of it; but Ee knew
that his own truck was al the end of its
journey. :

And il was just outside a big slalion,
too, for many lights were gleaming.
He was feeling miserable ung sick al
heartt He had had time to think
malters over, and it was dawning upon
him that he had made a mistake 1n run-
ning away. .

If he had stayed he would have been
taken {0 Bamnington, and perhaps
Nelson Lee would have been lol(!l. And
Nelson Lee would have come to him.
But what could he do now? Where
could he go?

Forlunalely he had money on him,
and after a while he crepl out of his
truck, and made off across the sidings
to a fence. le scrambled over, to find
himself on a public footpath.

Within five minutes he was in the
station, and he found thal it was a big
junction, and he further learned that a
fast train for London was almost  due.
London! He would take a ticket and
0.

8 Yes, he would go slraight to his
parents. Fle would tell em oyery-
thing. It was ‘far better that they
should know of this impending disastoer
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from his own lips—far belter than them
. Jearning it from the newspapers.

Ho got his ticket, and walked on to
the platform.  He felt uneasy and full
of nerves. A policeman appeared from
the booking-office, and Pitt's hcart gave
a lcap. He wanted to run, but he stood
his ground, and waited. The policeman
took no notice of him, and walked the
other way.

It was tho first timo Reginald Pilt
had ecver experionced a hunted foeling,
and it was. far from pleasant. DBut, as
he got his wits to work, he felt sure
that there would be no hue and ery
after him. It was not as though he had
committed a murder, or was suspected
of committing one.

And so the train came in, and Pilt
got inlo it.

Ho fancied cvorybody was looking al
him, but, as a matter of fact, he
attracted Eractically no attention. And,
while in the train, an idca camne to him
—the best idea of all, he considered.

He wanted to go to a friend—some-
body who wotld understand—somebody
who would advise him. And he thought
of—Lord Dorrimore! The sporling peer
was in London, as Pitt knew; and Pitt
liked Dorrie very much. Dorrie was a
real good sport, and ho was just as fond
of the junmiors as Lhe juniors were of
him.

Yes, before

oing to his parents, Pilt
would sce Lorg '

Dorrimore!

—— e —

CHAPTER VL.
LORD DORRIMORE’S WAGER !

" ALLIVANTIN' up in London
G on your own, eh?’ said Lord
Dorrimore  easily. “ Well,
Pitt, my lad, I'm pleased to
see you; in fact, you’ve just come in
time to save me from explrin' of bore-
dom. Squal down, young 'un, and make
yoursell at home.”
Reginald Pitt had just arrived.
And he had been ushered straight into
Lord DYorrimore’s magnificently ap-
pointed library—a library, by the way,

in which Dorrie took about as much
interest as a naluralist  takes in
mechantces,

The eleclric light was full on, a cheer-
ful fire was burninr;, and Lord- Dorri-
more himself sprawled in a huge casy-
“chair which filled about two squaro

| worry?’ asked Dorrie,
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yards of floor space, and almost en-
veloped Dorrie in its folda.

Pitt stood on the hearthrug, nervously
fingering his cap. And Dorrie, sceing
that something was wrong, cased himself
out of the chair, stood upright, stretched
himself and yawrmed.
~ ‘“Now wo're botter!” he said, light-
ng a cigarette. ‘' The fact is, young
'un, I'm off to Africa in about a fort-
n.lgl‘lt. How on carth 1 shall fill in the
L:me 't:ln'l’;il then, gcodness only knows,

y gad!”’ |

“I—I hope I'm not disturbing you,"
said Pitt hesitatingly. ** It’s rather late
in tho evening, and—-""

‘“ Rubbish !’ interruptoed = Dorrie.
“T.ate? Why il’s only just afler nine!
What's the matter, Pitt? There's some-
thin® wrong—I can see it. A young
chap liko you oughtn’t to have a wor-
ried expression of . that sort. What’s
the trouble? DPour out the yarn, an’

it'll  fall upon attentive cars. Go
ahead!”’

‘There was something about Dorrio

which gavoe Pitt courage and confidence.
Lord Dorrimore was a real good 'un,
and Pitt decided then and there to tell
him the whole story—not merely a part
of it, but everything from the begin-
ning.

He did so, telling Dorrie how, several
weeks before, heo ﬁmd relurned homeo
after the summer holidays, to find his
parents driven out of house and home,
and in dire poverty. Then he went into
all the details that had occurred since,

‘“ Pretty long yarn,”’ said Dorrie, at
length, ' An’ the finish of it i1s that
you've been arrested? How [righttully
rippin’, by gad! There ain’t many of
us who have somethin’ like that to talk
about!”’ .

** You—you don’t secem Lo take it seri-
ously, sir!”’ said Ditt.

Dorrie chuckled.

‘““ Seriously?”’ he repealed. * Good
gracions! Of course I don’t take it seri~
ousl;B”, ' '

“ But itl's true, sir—"'

“I uccept your word, an' I've no
doubt 1t’s true,”” interrupled Dorrie.
‘“ But you don’t nced o tako things liko
this seriously. You didn't go to Simon

_Rasw an’ beautify his face, did you?”
‘e l‘ro.'ﬂ

ii An'l
even?”

(¥ NO."

“ Then why on

you didn’t ecnler his place

carth should you

“You're inno-
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cent, an’ it’ll be as casy as pie for you
to prove that. Inspector Jameson, of
the Bannin'ton police, apﬂoars to be
sovaral kinds of a muddle-headed idiot.
An’' what wo've gol to do is to put him
‘about his business. You ought to have

one straight Lo Mr, Lee, you knovw.

'm no good at this sort of thing. I'm
just, about as much use as a coal-

eavor!”’ '

“But I came to you, sir, because I
knew you'd understand—and I knew I
could - lell you my seeret without any
foar,”’ exclaimed Pitt. “I'm in an
awful position. I daren’t go back to
‘Bannington without being arrested. I
might even be arrested when I go out
of this house. And I don't see how I
can prove my innocence, either. LEvery-
thing’s gone wrong, Dorrie! Even my
sccret about playing for Bannington is
boeing talked about.”

“Well, it’s no good comin’ to me,"’
said Dorrie. *““I'm a terrific chap when
it’s a maller of action—when somothing
noods {0 be done. But this is a thinkin’
matter—an’ (hat's where I'm stumped.
But I've got a suggestion to make,
anyway.”

“ What 1s it, sir?”

“I'm goin’ Lo ring Lee up at once,”
replied Dorrie. ' IU's fairly lale, an’ I
reckon we can get a trunk call through
1o SL. Frank’s within ten minules. T'll
have a chat with Lee, an' he'll soon
know whal’s best.”

I’itt was very eager, and this idea
scemed to him to be a splendid one.
IEverylthing had seemod teorribly dark,
and now ioj;d Dorrimore’s very cheer-
fulness had mado the whole position
scem  easior.

Of course, inwardly, Dorrie was
gravely concernad; but he put on this

careless, free-and-easy manner for the
espocial Eurpose of cheering up bhis
visitor. e certainly succeeded, for

I'itt wns now fecling far more conficdont
and content.

As Dorrie had surmised, it only took
a comparatively short time to get a
irunk call through. And, when the ring
came, Dorrie lifted off the receciver and
found himself speaking to Nelson Lee.

“ Why, it’s Dorrie!’’ came Lee’s voice
over Lhe wire. "1 hardl{ expected you
to ring up, old man. JIs it anything
1mportant?”’

“ Well, fairly.” said Dorrie.
got DPitt here with me——"

s P

< I've
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“ Yes—he's arreslted,” said - Dorrie.
*“ At least, he was, an’ oscaped. Fellow
named Jameson copped him, an’ Piit
gave him the slip. He's with me now,
wonderin’ what to do. It’s boyond me,
30 I'in pushin’ the whole Lhing on to
your shoulders.”

‘““I couldn’t quite catch all you said,
Porrie,”” came Nolson Lee’s voice. ‘‘ Do
ou mind repeating all that carefully?

galhered that DPitt is in danger of

arrest, and he has come to you for
advice.”’

‘““ That’s about the truth of it,” said
Dorrie. *‘ But I'll put it more fully,
if you like. Or, Dbetter still, you'd
better have a jaw with Pitt himsell.
It's a frightfu fag, yollin’ into this
mouthpiece I"” .

Dorrie put the inslrument down, and

beckoned to Pitt.
‘““Go ahead, young ’un,’
‘“ Spin the yarn."”

Pitt carefully told Nelson Lee what
had happened, and the delective listened
wilh great attention.

“You need not be alarmed, Pitt,"”
said Lee, at length. “ You ought to
have communicated with me carlier.
However, no harm has been done. I'll
goet you out of this mess at once.”

“Oh, it's ripping of you, sir,”’ said
Pitt  gratefully., * But—but how can
you?”’ :

‘T don’t think I need explain that,
but I shall convince Inspector Jameson
that you cannot be in two places at one
and the same time,”’ said Nelson Leo
grimlly. ‘“ At the very moment of this
assault on Simon Raspe you were with
me, Pitt, and I shall establish your alibi,
and have the whole thing quashed. I
will run over to Dannington imnme-
diately, and see about it.”

‘“You're a brick, sir!"’ exclaimed Iitt.
‘ But—but what about Raspe, sivr? Thoe
inspector told me that Raspo mado a
statemont to the effeet that I committed
the assault.’”’ '

“You needn’t worry about (hat,
Pitt,”” camo Lee’'s voice. ‘‘ Jameson 13
a bfundering fool, and he has made a
complete hash of this whole business.
If he had only communicated with me
before getling out that warranl for
our arrest, the whole (rouble would
avo been avoided. I mnever thought
an?vthin of this kind would develop.”

‘* And what shall I do, sir?"”

“ Stay just where you are, with
Dorrio, until you hear from me,”” re-

he said.
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plied Nelson Lee. ‘' I'm:going lo Ban-
nington at once, and you'll probably
get a ’phone call from me by about
eleven. Wait until it comes.”’

* Yes, sir,” said Pitt.

He hung up thoe receiver a moment
afterwards, and his hecart felt wonder-
fully lighter. Leo had spoken with such
confidence that it was impossible for
Pitt to be worried any longer. He knew
that everything was coming right.

" Thore you are, young 'un! What
did 1 tell you?' said Dorrie cheerfully.
‘ You got into a panic, and all the rest
of itil and you neodn’t have como to me
at all.” |
“But I'm glad I did come to you,
6ir,”’ said Pitt. ‘‘ You've given me new
hope. and courage.”’

‘““ That's the 1idea,”” said Dorric.
‘“ Throw yourself in that chair, an’ make
ourself easy. We've got close upon two

urs to wait, I expect. Tell me about
your: exrloita on the football ficld. I'm
[rightfully interested.”

Pitt was only too
he told Dorrie how he had first becomo
a member of the Bannington Club, and
how he had played Tegularly ever since.

*“ Bravo! Reggie!’ said Dorrie, at
length. ‘‘ And you've been doin’ all this
for thoe sako of your father an’ mother?
You haven't said so, but I know it's a
fact. Good lad! You've got the right
spirit in you, an’ I’'m proud to have
you as one of my f{riends.”

““ You're very kind, sir,”" said Pilt,
in a low voice. “It’s not as though
my people have become poor through
oxtravagancoe, or speculation, or any-
thing of that kind. Ththv{' wero swindled
out of overything by this brute of a
Raspe. But I'm sure that Mr. Leo
will seo that things come right soon.”

“0Of course he will,”” said Dorrie.
‘“ Keep your pecker up, my son.”

“ But will they come right in time,
sir—that's the thing I'm worrying
about,”’ said Pitt slowly. “I don't
want to go back o St. Frank’s until
everybhing is cleared up—until Raspe
has been oxposed, and the wholo truth
is brought to light.”

‘“Well, T don't suppcse that'll be very
long,” said Dorrie. * Just you trust
in Mr. Lee, and he won’t let you down.
By the way, you wero tellin’ me some-
thin’ about an auction sale, weren't
you?"

Pitt looked unutterably miserable.

‘“Yeo,”’ ho replied- glumly. - * Raspe

)

|

lad to oblige, and |
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has put eoverything up for auction—
our old home and all the furniture and
everything. If the truth doesn’t comeo
out in time, that sale will take place,
and cverything will be sold. Think how
awful that would be! The home will
bo lost for ever.”

‘“* Yes, 1t’s infernally awkward,” said
Dorrie. ‘' We must think of somethin’,
my lad. When doos this sale take
place?"”

““ Next Monda

“ Phew!” said Dorrie. *‘‘ So soon as
that, ch? H'm! That doecsn't allow
nrach time. An’' you're playin’ the re-
:iurn match with Porthampton on Satur-
uy?'ll

“ Yes, sir,’” roplied Pitt. ‘‘ But what
has that got to do with it?"’

““ Nothing—nothing at all,” replied
Dorrie hastily. *‘‘ This sale comes off
on Monday mornin’. I’'m afraid I.eo
can't fix things up in such a short spaco
of time, Reggic. If he can, all tho.
better.”

‘“ And if he can’t, everything will be
lost!” said Pitt- hopelessly. ‘‘ To tell
you Lhe truth, sir, thal’s been worrying
me more than anylhing else, I can’t
bear to think of tl:o mater losing every-
t.hin%. It’s—it’s horrible {o think about‘
and I know it’s worrying her fearfully.’

Lord Dormnmore nodded.

He dismissed the subject after that,
and once moro talked about football,
and cricket, and all sorts of subjects,
He tried to get Pitt’s mind off the
matter which was worryinﬁ him. So
the time passed fairly quickly.

Soon after half-past-len the twin bells
of the telephone rang mnoisily. Dorrio
answered at once, and found that Nelson
Lee was at the olher end of the wire.

‘“You’ro a bit sooner than you ex- .
pecled,”” said Dorrie.

‘“ Yes'" replied Nelson Lee. 1 havo
interviewed Inspector Jameson, the
chief constable, and a Justice of tho
Peace. Thero’s no need for me to go
into  detarls, but you can tell Pitt
that it will be perfectly safe far him
to return to Bannington just whenever
he likes.”

““ Oh, good man!” said Dorrie, turn-
ing. ‘“It's O K., Pilt,”” he added. ‘' Mr,
Lee's fixed it up, an’ thore’s nothin’
to fear. You won't be arrested when
you play in your next match.” _

““ You—you mean it, sir?” asked Pitt
eagerly.

“Of course I do,” exclaimed Dorrie.

morning."”’



28

“ You there, Lee? How did you manago
it?"

““T had some little difficulty but I
have firally convinced the police authori-
ties thal Pitt was not the guilty party,”
came Lcee's reply. ‘ Raspe is not being
informed of this, and he probably thinka
that the polico are slill on Pitt's trail.
But what Raspe thinks does not 1n-
terest me. I ctnnot say more over the
wire.”’

‘“ But the whole caso 13 dropped?”

“¥ea,” said Lee. *“In fact, the
maller 1s completely hushed up. No-
body knows of this assault, or of Pilt’s
escape except the Bnnninﬁton players—
and I am sure thoy will koep quiet.
Everything is quite all right now.”’

Pitt went to the telephone, and
thanked Nelson Lee for what the had
done. And Leac urged him to roturn as
coon as possiblo. nd when the junior
rang off, ho was almost feeling happy.

¢ Well, you'll stay here until to-
morrow, anyhow,” said Lord Dorrimore.
“ Thon you can buzz back to Bannin'ton,
an’ pul i a bit of practice for Saturday’s
match. By tho way, what are your plans ? ™

‘‘ T shall keep with the Club until every-
thing is cloared up, sir,”’ replied Pitt.
““ And we've got to beat Porthampton
on Saturday—we must, They whacked
us to-day, four goals to two., That's
what it says in the papor anyhow.”

“ That's because youn weren’t there
for the second half,” sanid Dorrie.
‘““ They were a man short, an' I expect
they were worried about you, too. Get
your revenge on Suturday. How many
goals do you reckon to score?”

‘“ Well, I hope I shall get one, sir,”
said Pitt modestly.

“ Nonsense! Why can’t you go ahead,
an’ do somethin’ special?'’ asked Dorrie,
' T'll wager you couldn’t score five goals
on your own in Saturday’s match.”

“Five goals!” eoxclanimed Pitt. * But
that would bo impossible, sir.”

Dorrie slapped lhis knee.

“I'm a sportsman!” he exclaimed
calmly, “Jook here, I'll make a
wager with vou that you can’t score five
gonls—on your own—against Porthamp-
ton on Saturday. Will you take me?”’

‘“ At what odds?”’

‘a chance for you, my son!
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““ Oh, anythin’—a shillin' Lo ten .thous
sund pounds, say!"

‘“‘ITa, ha, ha!” |

‘““ Don’t yell like that!” said Dorrte.
“T mean 1t. I'm a milhonaire—lon
thousand is nothing to me —and a
shillin' ain't much to you. Now there’s
A fair an’
square wager, an’ we'll haveo it wit-
nessed, if you like Ten thousand pounds
to a shilling that you don't score five
poals. If you fail, yon give me a
ahillin’, an’ if you win, 1 givo you ten
thousand quid. Does it go?”’

Pilt suddenly realised that Lord Dorri-
more was gerious. And his heart gave
a great jump. Ten thousand pounds—on
Saturday ! ll:!l"he sale would take placo
on Monday! With ten thousand pounds
he could buy everything—houso, homo—

Pitt’s brain receled at the thought.
Hero was Dorrie, suzgesting this wager
—wibh these ridiculously absurd fliguroes.
Pitt felt a tremendous tmpulse seize him
to accept this wager. If he won he
wouldn't take the monoy, of course but
thero was something else in his mind.
He had an idea.

And Lord Dorrimoro had an idea, too,

‘“Well?” he nsked. leaning forward.

““1 accept, sir!” said Pilt tensely.

“Good man!” exclaimed Dorrimore.
“Ten thousand pounds to a shilling!
Now, go ahead, and score five goals in
Saturday’s match! If you do it, you'l!
be the most wonderful footballer thal
ever got into shorts!”

Five goals—on his own! The very idea
of it staggered Pitt. But it was possible
—and he told himself that he would work
with might and main (o accomplish
this seemingly impossible feat.

Everylhing depended upon his success.
If he won the wager it would mean the
restoration of his whole home — of
everylthing! Tf he lost—bul Reginald
PitL didn’t think of losing. He couldn’t
lose! He musn’t lose!

And T.ord Dorrimore, watching the
junior’s flushed face, smiled quietly to
umself. He had mado that wager for
a purpose—and it scemed that the pur-
pose wasz likely to bo achievcd.

Some dramalic evenls wore near at
hand—parlicularly the rolurn maltch
against Porthampton!

THE END, -

QRDEH NEXT WEEK'S STORY AT ONOE!

510,000 to a Shilling; or, Lord Dorrimore’s Wager.

OUT NEXT WEDNESDAY—PRICE THREE HALFPENOE.,
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BEGIN TO-DAY THIS THRIL-
" LING NARRATIVE OF

INTRODUCTION .

NELSON LEE, the great detective, as Mir.

Herbert Dmke, B.A., secures a post as games |

‘master at Marsh Manor School in order to
_.investigale strange visits of ghosts at the school.
, Hws young assistant, NIPPER, comes to the
" sehool as Barton, a backward boy. Unless the
g}f Wost can be Lmd the Head, the REY. OCTA-

IOUS LHARD will be oblwed to close down
the school. Leemwpects Monsieur VILOTTE,
‘the French master as being implicated in

the ghostly manzfestations. ADOLPHE
MALINES, JULES TROCHON, and

MADAME TROCHON, Belgian refugecs and
friendly neighbours of the
to. be living on the hospitality of f[\TGLLBY‘-
CHARTERIS, known by Lee to be a financier
of l-repute. The mystery deepens, and Lee
finds that he is up against some wvery despe-
rale and clever criminals, including SOL
CLITTERS, the nolorious forger, who, leurn-
tng of the famaus detective’s prese:ws at the
school, plots to murder him. Thig fuils and
Vt&otte the assailant, 18 put under lock and
key. When the ghost next appears Lee fires-a
shot, and the apparition lcaves a very human
ﬂnger behind—a clue which leads to the arrest
_ of Adolphe Malines.

(Now read on.)

— p e f—
CHAPTER XVI.—(Continued).
"The Secrets of the Vault.,

HE man’s face was pale as ashes and

" drawn with pain, but the moment he

R recognised the newcomer he lifted

his hands with an action of terror
and entreaty.

** Hush, hush, Master Barton!’ he whis-
pered. “ Don't make a sound! There's one
of them over yonder! Listen!—can’t you
hear him?”

Nipper’s eyes were almost starting from his
head as he saw that the butler was a pri-
soner, chained to the pillar by his waist,
and that his right limb had been roughly

bound in a splint made from a plece of an
old packing-case.

* Who's here, and where is he, Bo;le?"_'

he whispered.

- F {stéo

-the startling reply.

‘down on one knee.

Head, are found |

| I’'ve heard sobbing many

P -

young gentleman!’’ said Boyle.

" . I'..:
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THE GREAT DETECTIVE OF
- GRAY'S INN ROAD,

*“*In the room through that. doerway," was
**He’'s a big man and
speaks like an American.” |

*“ That’s Sol Clitters!” thought Nipper,
wishing devoutly mdeed that Nelson Lee had
been with him.

**Hark! There’s machmery in. there, and
every now and then he does something toat ..
makes a dull bang. Don’t you hear it now?” -

He did hear it—a curious metallic thud -
above the throbbing of a dynamo,
~ *“Never mind  me,” said. Nipper, going
““I'Il have you loose in
a moment,” and he groped in his pocket.

‘““1f you value your life and mine, leave me
alone!’ said Boyle, in a tone of great agita-
tion. ‘““ My leg’s broken. -The monk who
brought me here did it at the top of the
steps when he dropped me. But where are
the others? You’ve never come alone?”

"1 by *the others,” you mean the Bel-
gm,ns, ~ whispered N.pper, ““ they’re spending
the evening at the Manor House, and I have
come alone ;‘,0 discover how these s-coundrela
get in.”” -~

The helpless man made a gesture expres-
sive of utter dismay and, seizing Nipper by
the sleeve, drew his head closer to his own

lips and pmn;ted in another direction.

“ They’ve got another prisoner somewhere
at the end of this cellar,” he whispered.
times, and the
Belgian. woman, when she brings my food,
has a covered tray which she carries over
there. Sometimes she speaks in a -scolding
voice, and sometimes she laughs like a fiend.
What does it all mean, Master Barton?”

“You'll know before you’re very much -
older, Boyle,” said Nipper, with a triumph-
ant smlle * This alters all our plans. - We
thought, Clltters had gone back to Peter-
borough with Charteris. Ah, you don’t know
who I'm speaking about. Clitters, the
American, is a desperate villain, a forger of
treasury notes, and no doubt at this very
minute he's workmg at them, for he’s hoping

‘to return to Amecrica atb the end of next

week. I must go back at once and tell
Nelson Lee.”
“ The saints protect you! You're a brave

*Yes, yes, .
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that’s the best thing. You'll never find the
way into tbe Manor House without the key,
and I don’t know where they keep that.”

Nipper pressed -his hand, and walking with-
out noise uncil he had recrossed that vast
outer vault, ran as hard as his legs would
carry him along the stone passage and up
the steps at the other end.

It was not coften that he allowed diHl-
culties to daunt him, but the thing he en-
countered as he thou"ht to gain the labora-
tory by the way he had come, had surely
brought dismay to the stoutest heart, for
the trap-door he had all unconsciously
¢closed barred the way!

In vain he groped and fumbled until his
fingers were torn and bleeding. To no pur-
pose did he stab the darkness on every side
with the bright beam of the electric-torch.
The switch that controlled the mechanism,
which he had accidentally touched in his
descent without knowing it, was a couple
of yards from the foot of the steps, where
no one would have thought of looking for it,
and stifling a groan of despair he ran back
to take counsel with the man with the
broken leg. "

Boyle knew that something was amiss, and
gave them both up for lost in his own mind,
*“ Nonsens¢:” - whispered Nipper. “ It’s
jolly serious, of course, because the time’s
getting on—malf-past elnht already, which

gives me only a couple of hours or there-|
Tell me how they brought you |

abouts.
here?"

““1t was the big Belgian they call Tro
chong,” whispered Boyle, the pair of them
~keeping their eyes on the door of that inner
vault,” and Nipper crouching against the
p]llar ready to slip out of sight in c¢case Sol
Clitters should make his appearance, * He
had me off my feet like a child and ran
along into the north-west wing, which is
‘never used, and is right away from the rest
of the house and when he had shut the door
of the big attic where the old furniture is
stored he hissed, ‘I'll kill you if you make
a sound. You won’t be hurt if you come
quietly.” He might have saved his breath,
for I was half-choked as it was, but as he
turned on an electyic-torch like that one in
your hand I recognised the room, and that’s
-about all I did see then. I never felt so bad
in my life, Master Barton.”

“Yes, yes; but never mind your feelings—
the mmutes are slipping away,” interrupted
Nipper. “ How did you gome down here?”

*“ Why, I'll tell you,” continued the butler.

““ At one end of the room stands a very,
very old chest. I reckon it's too heavy .for

| boy.
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gix men to lift, and the lid of 11; was open.
And what’s more, the bottom of it was open,
toco, and there was no floor underneath that.
It had all been cut away, and hung on
hinges, showing the end of a ladder w]lich._he
pointed out ‘ You've got to go down there,’

says he, and the quicker you sbart the
better for you.'

““ While I was Struggling to get my hreat-h.
and feeling more dead than alive, he picked
me up again as easy as a child with a kltten,
and dropped me through the hole before 1
had time to find the ladder with my feet.

I tried to save myself, but I slipped and
fell, and when I felt something snap under
me I knew my leg was broken Of course,
he understood what he was about, and when

‘he had climbed inside I heard him shut the -

lid of the chest and lock it, and his language
was, frightful when he came to me lying
there and found that I couldn’t move.”

““And then?" prompted Nipper. -

“Why then he picked me up again and
banged my head against the wall when 1
screamed with pain, but those foreigners
have no hearts, and he carried me down a
flight of stone steps, same as you see in a
church tower, round and round, and down
and down, until I thought we should never
come to the end, but we did, my broken
leg knocking agamst; the stones all the way.

“ '"T'was lucky the electric light was burn-.
ing same as it is now,” continued Boyle,
“else I couldn’t tell you any more, but
after we reached the flat again we came out
in that next vault at the end of a very
long passage through a little doorway
behind a printing-press, - or something of -
that kind, and the old gentleman was there,
and the American, and they were very
aﬁgl:y with Trochong for bringing me at
a

“ PThat’'ll do,” said Nipper, laying hlB
hand on the speaker’'s arm, for, like most
elderly people with a tale to tell, Boyle was
getting garrulous. “It’s twenty minutes to
nine, and I must find that staircase.”

. Dnn’t do it,” implored the butler. *“You
can't get there withou$ being seen, and he’ll
kill you same as he said Trochonﬂ' ought to
have Kkilled me.”

“I've got as many lives as a cat, or I
should have been dead long ago,” said the

“Yes, but you haven't got the Xkey!.
What's the good if you can t open the door
in the attic?"

““I can make .them hear me,” whlapered
Nipper. “ Don’t you worry about that.
The American’s my only trouble.”

Boyle heaved a deep sigh. It was no
good arguing, but he kmew.too well that
one might fire a gun in that attic room in
the isolated wing without rousing the rest
of the Manor House.

Nipper was already gliding from opillar to
‘pillar, until he reached ¢the archway that
led to the inner vault, and lying face down,

€ BaWw.

| he peeped inside, without at all llkmg what‘r
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" It was a smaller chamber than the other

two, and was evidently. the coiners’ den.
‘The light there was dazzling in its bright-
ness, and.showed Nipper the little pﬂmted
arch that was the goal of all his hopes, and
the utter lmj](}SSIblllty of reaclun" it, as
Boyle had wamed him. .
- At .a. hand-press, with Wis back towards
him, stood the powerful figure of 8ol
Clitters, the American counterfeit king. He
had nothing on but his -trousers and a
sleeveless vest, which displayed his enormous
muscles to advantage.

Every time he pulled the press over it
gave out that dull thud which the boy had
Jeard, and the man was working with an
energy worthy of a better cause.’

On a table beside him were several piles
0f . treasury note-paper, cut to. the exact
‘'size, and the watcher’s heart began to pound
painfully, for the process promised to he
interminable. ‘Each blank had to be taken
“'from the pile, placed in position, and the
‘press “brought down wupon it; then the
‘forged note was picked up, scrutmlﬁed and
laid up{m a drying board, which conmsted
of a metal tray uynder whlch a Tow of 0il
lamps was burning,

Every now and then he gathered up the
notes when the ink was sufficiently dry, and
deposited them in a basket with thousands
~of others, ready to be circulated.among an
unsuspecting public when the time came.
" Will' he never tire?” thought XNipper,
turning his eyes’ round the vault..
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On  one side was a sloping desk with
magnifying glasses and engravers’ tools
scattered - upon it, and at one end what
appeared to be a smaller room with a heavy
door standing open, a door like that of. a
safe, very thick and apparently constructed
of iron and concrete, no doubt fire-prool.

Within that little room an electric bulb
was burning over a porcelain sink, and the
boy saw that the compo pipe which he had
traced across the vaults ended there, and

"brought the water supply to a- brass tap.

Nipper was at his wit’s end, and it was
now ten minutes to nine! Ife was only half
a dozen strides from the pointed arch on
which all his hopes were concentrated, but
in that brilliant glare a mouse could not
have crossed the floor unseen.

Then all' at once Sol Clitters began to
hum a tune, the durden of which was
““There’ll be a hot time in the old town
to-night!”  Nipper had always liked thav
tune, but now he hated it, as the American
erooned the refrain over and over again,
‘while he pulled and adjusted and scrutinised
the results with an unfailing regularity that
was almost mechanical in itself,

He stopped suddenly and said: * Cuss
it!”’ ecratching the back of his head as he
tore the note he had just printed across the
middle and dropped the two halves 1nto a
waste-paper basket,

Then he reached for a screw- drwer from
the desk and began in a quick, businesslike
way to remove the die, laying the. four
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A splendid Billiards yarn,

579 THE CIRCLE OF THIRTEEN.
A thrilling 6P+er-t've novel.

Jack Norih. P _ B
Bv A, S. Hardy.

By W. Murray Graydon.
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Fo;n;panoe
| Per Volume.

No. 194.

Tinker, and M.
No. 195.

NO. 19e6.

A story

. 193. THE SACREII CI‘].‘Y
A wonderful story of detective work in London a.nd Benares,
introducing Granite Grant. and M]le Julie,

MAROONED. M
A tale of adventure in the Snuth Sea.s. Iea.t.urin?.' Sexton RBlake,
Jules Vedette. 4

STATE SECRETS. _ . _ ' :
A magnificent romance of detective adventure. - X

PAYMENT '
ADVENTURE CF THE WHISPERING VOICE.
A atlrrmg story of a DBank Crash,

"No. 197. THE YELLOW FACE. = J
,ot‘ fascinating Chinese mystery.

SUSPENDED! or, THE

Nowr omn Sale.

No 59 THE SCAPEGRACE OF ST. FRANK'S,
rollicking Long Comblete Btory of Iun and adverirre,

into the jungl s of Africa,
Buy Your C-:npies TO.D.&Y 1

B -

MOUNTAIH. :

NUGGET oy mtroducing Nipper and Co.
' ' No. 60. THE DIAMOND

A splendid long complete story of an adventurous axncdition

By W, Munay Graydon,
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screws in a row and examining the copper
plate through a watchmaker’s glass, which
he screwed into his right eye.

“I thought s0,”” he said aloud. “That
comes of Master Adolfe’s escapade. This
little joker’s got to go into the acid again.
The King's head’s coming out a 'bit blind,”
and walking along the vault he entered the
- little reom, switched on another light, took
a bottle from a row pon a shelf over the sink,
and unstoppered it with his teeth.

Nipper watched him for a moment, and
then riveted his keen eyes on that iron-
bound, fire-proof door. It had. a sliding
tolt on the outside, and raising himself on
to his hands, he waited until the forger,
after warming a stick of composition by the
aid of a matech, bezan to rub the plate
with it, leaving only the head of King
(feorge exposed.

The boy knew what he was doing, and
that it would take some minutes, and draw-
ing a deep breath, crept across to the other
side of ‘the vault, and stole on tip-toe along
the wall towards his enemy! -
~ _The man was still humming his tune as
Nipper reached the open door, and bracing
himself for a desperate effort, with a
fervent prayer that it might not be too
- heavy, exerted all his strength, flung the
whole weight of his body against it, and as
it closed shot the steel bolt into the socket !

The daring of the thing he.had done
almost - frightened him, and as he recoiled
a step and stood ‘there with clenched fists
quivering, there came from the inside of
the little room a quick succession of raps,
s0 faint that at first he did not realise
what they meant. =~ =

It was Sol Clitters beating wildly on the
door of his prison, and then Nipper knew
that the door was almost sound-proof.

* Gh, joy!’ he ecried. “ I must tell the
guv'nor this news!

That’s another of ’em, !

“THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

anyhow, and the most dangerous of the lot.
You're quite right, Mr. Clitters, there will
be a hot time in the old town to-night!"

——— —

CHAPTER XVIL

The Prisoner in<the Monks' Punishment
Cell.

§ he mpassed the printing-press a
brilliant idea occurred to him, and
gathering up all the printed notes
and half the pile of blank paper, he.

thrust them ‘into his pockets and blew out
the lamps under the sheet of metal.

‘““They knew Clitters was here,” he said
to himself, ‘“and if they return before I
find the way out they’ll think he's finished
his job and gone back to Peterborough.”

Boyle gasped with astonishment when he:
heard what.the boy had done, but Nipper
had no time to waste, and darting through
the pointed arch, turned his light-on to the
uneven flooring, - |

Quite a quantity of half smoked cigarettes

lay at the far end where the sfairs began,
and he knew there was no mistake about it
Now. )
He did not trouble to count the steps,
and went winding round and round the stone
newel, but young as he was, he had to
pause twice before he reached the top, and
found himself on a little landing at the foot
of the wooden ladder.

It was just as Boyle had described it—
the hinged flap like the drop of a gallows
and above that the ancient chest.

He could have shouted as his torch
showed him a key hanging on a nail, and
when he had placed it in the back of the
lock he lifted the heavy lid with both hands
and looked about him.

(To be continued.)
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““LOST, on Thursday last, by Mr. Samson Baston,
within an hour of the marriage ceremony, A WIFE.
Anyone finding same, or supplying information
that will lead to the recovery of the missing bride,

| ~will reqéive the above reward.’”’

For full particulars of this amazing and mysterious disappearance,

NOW ON SALE,
Price ~ = 2d.
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NICKEL SILVER WATCHES.

ENT’'S full-size Kcyless Lever Watch, Strong Nickel Silver dust and
damp proof cases, clear dial, genuine Lever Movement, perfect railway
timkeeper, price 16/-; or cash with order 13/6 (gimilar watch cheaper

Ladies' or Gent’'s wristlet model {(a beautiful present),

Any of these splendid watches sent on receipt of the first pay-

After receiving the watch you send us a further 2/- and promise

to 1ay the balance by weekly instalments of

Warranty for 10 years sent with each watch,

Don’t risk’ disappointment, as this is manufacturer’s stock

great reduction (usually sold at 25/-). Send 2/- and 6d. extra for postage

and insurance at once to

HE WOBURN WATCH CO.,
(Desk N.L.6), WOBURN HOU

Yours to Wear Whilst
Paying for It.

6d. each or 2/- monthly,
No unpleasant inquiries. _
purchased at

SE, LONDON, W.C.1.

-Lum'inous
Dials
2/- Extra

direct from factory at wholesale ,
syrices and SAVIE POUNDS. /&
Vorld’s finest Tuble Grands, /&
Portable-Hornless and
exquisitely coleured Lorn /MR
iiead-o=phones to/4

sclect from. Grand Dbar- [g
gains in Columbia,
Regal, Zonos[s
phone, Pathe, (PR}
Edison Bell and \[g
Deccas. Scnt on 10 \BPW
d:iys’ trial, packed free,
carriage paid, with 52 tunes
and 4oo necdles.” Prompt de-
livery. Satisfaction guaranteed,
scnd postcard for art catalogue.

- MEAD COMPANY
(Dep. .G. 105.), Balsall Heath,
" BIRMINGHAM,

“CURLY HAIR!I' “It’s wonderful,’”” writes
T.: 10,000 Testimonials. Proof sent. Ross’
Waveit ” curls straightest hair. 1/3, 2/5. ROSS,
Dept. N.L.), 173, New North Rd., London, X.1.

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1,3

" doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS 8d. ALSO CHEAP

PHOTO MATERIAL, CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL,

MAGIC  TRICKS, eto—Parcels 2/6, 5/6. Ven-
triloguist’s Instgument, Invisible, Imitate Birds.
Price 6d, each,
Pecutonville Road, London, N.1,

for 1/-—T. W, HARRISON, 239, |

RHEUMATISM
CURED QUICKLY
& EFFECTIVELY.

URACE,and URACE alone, can cure
rheumatism. Nothing is more certain
than that. It cures on a new and
common-sense principle. It directly
attacks the cause of RHEUMATISM—
uric acid—dissolves and expels the
uric acid irom the system and prevents
its reappearance. That is why it
CURES and CURES QUICKLY.

Urace Tablets are sold by Boots’ (600 branches)
and all Chemists at 1/3, 3/- and 5/- per box, or
direct post free, from the Urace Laboratories, 77,
Woburn House, Store Street, London, W.C.1.

THE ACKNOWLEDGED REMEDY FOR

Neuralgia C:amp Nerve Pairs
Lumbago Rheumatism Kidney Troubles
Gout Backache Sciatica




" THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

/ P N D on't We ar a Tr uss !

Brooks® Appliance is a new scientific' discovery with automatic air
i X cushions that draws the broken parts together, and binds them as you
BRI & would a broken limb., It absolutely holds firmly and comfortably and
e never slips. Always light and cool, and conforms to every movement of
R 2 the body without chafing or hurting. - We make it to your measure and
LR send .it to you on a strict guarantee of satisfaction, or money refnnded,
SRR e pooxeedsy and we have put our price so low that anybody, rich or poor, can puy
5" SRRttt 1t,~ Remember; we make it to your order—send it to you—you wear it
AN garad”  —and_if it docsn’t satisfy, you send it back to us, and we will refund-
RO your money. That is the way -we do-business—always absolutely on the
s '}iu:“ # _ square-—and we have sold to thous'g'ﬁds;g’f people-this way for the past
Feom o ph g 1 ten vears, Remember-we use no.‘;galvqs, no harness,”no lies, no fakes,
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whose * experience - has ~h s e : . - ;
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ilf ruptured write to-day. ST . | o R - T -em .

# = .. <. FREE INFORMATION.COUPON. {5 _ .

-

" Brooks Appliance Co., Ltd. (1876), 80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 2.
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1DO YOU LACK SELF-CONFIDENCE ?
Do you ever feel “all of a tremble”? Vo you
feel awkward in the presence of others? Do you
e have ‘ mervous or, mental fears” of any kind?
Carriape Paid. Irifteen Days' Free Trial.’ Do you sufier from-involuntary blushing, nervous

R\ ~LOWEST - EASY PAYMENT indigestion, lack of erergy, will-power,.or mind
\ CASH PRICES. . TERMS. - ¢ concentration?. Do you shrink from the company

: : f men or . women, social heri
- ond- 1 Cycl o 2 ' 4, < gatherings, speech-
gr}?lﬁﬁtr{.}?meﬂcesggﬁesd lzﬁm Pﬂggl:E making, - conversation, plaving, or appearing in
| public? , Learn how_to change your whole menta!

| Prices. - Write for Free Lists and . DAY
I " - Special Ogfer of Sample Bicycle, ~ »+ 1 3;‘,'5{?&'.‘, oY, JSending at-once 3 peuny stamps for

nn E CYCLE CO0. Inc. | Flliott-Smith E"Iﬂtr‘_jmleed‘ cure in 42 days.—Godiry
= o o 4 “r 527. ¢ Im W
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BECOME BIG NOW 1o it st | runp e o ONY gilie "o 2208

- your height from 2 to 5. ndi 3 : : : so0 " all -

~inches, and -impro¥e_your health, figure -and cat- f; dtllgg 118! Gafg; . 1050 F?]l‘lll';?b" %%%!?;é?ngn ) T;éck,' 230

- riago, by the Girvan Scientifis Treaurent. s ; years. | Headings, 73 Toasts, 91- Monologucs . ¥entelo oy
of unblemished.record. = £100 guarantec.of genuine- | pre. Thousands delighted!.Gr e entriloguism,
ness. ~ Particulars for. posicard.., Enquiry. Dept. | 15 'Wood Street, Edgbasion. . Birninghs HUGHES,
AM.P. 17, Siroud Green Road, London, N.4. | — : gbaston, -Birmingham
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- QUT -THIS OUT. 4
Fhe Nelson kee Llbrary. Pan Counon. Yalue 2d.:.
Bend 13 of .these Ccupons with only 2/9 direct tg'}
.. the Fleet Pen Co., 119, -Fleet Street, E.C.4:
- You 'will receive® by -return-a splendid - British-
Made l4ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, valuse
. 10/6 (Fine, Medium or Broad iib). If only 1
© coupon {8 seént the price is 4/9. 2d, being allowed
* for each extra coupon up to 12 (Pocket Clip 4d. L
extra). This great offer is made to introduce the
famous Fleet Pcen tG NELSON LEE readers. Satis- &
faction guaranteed or _cash -returued. Foreign /; Larger size, 8/6; postage 94. (Cat. 41.)
: _ post extra. ‘ » : Harborne Small’ Power Co.,
Lever self-filling Safety Mode!, 2/- extra, | 38 (A.P.) Queen’s Rd., Aston, Birmingham;,

Printed and Puablizshed every Wedneudar by the Proprietors, 'The imalgama.t.ed -Press,- Lim !
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""BOYS, MAKE A SHOCK _
_ ¢ COIL FOR 1/9!
Snocking -Coil I"'®&} Setof
Parts for making, 1/9. Battery
Parts, 1/6. Postags 3d. -~ach.
Electro Magnet, 9d.; postage 3d.
(Lifts 1 pound.) " Box Electrical
¥ Experiments, 3/-: postage ¢4d.
N Special "Cheap Telephone Set,
Complete, 1/9; postage 4d, :
-Electric Light.—Battery, Switch,
- Wire, Lamp, Holder, Reflector, In-
gtructions, - etc., -4/6; postage 64.




