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Il am (oo late!’’ said Dr. Brett grimly.
dead ! "’

“This man
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An exceptionally fine story of
School Life and Detective Ad-
venture, featuring the Boys of
St. Frank’s, Nipper, the popu-
lar skipper of the Remove,
and Nelson Lee, the renowned
Schoolmaster - detective, By
the Author of ‘‘ The Riddle of Demon’s
Gap,” *‘‘ The Wandering Jew,’”’ ‘‘ When
a Boy’'s Down,” and many other fine
stories.

J

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED
' THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

TROUBLE IN STUDY F!
BY Jings!” exclaimed Jerry Dodd, of

the Remove. |
He was sitting in front o. the
fire in Study F, which he shared
with 1om Burton and Conroy minor. And
the Australian junior held a story book in
his hand. - p
‘““*I reckon this is the absolute stuff!' he
went on. ** The best toffee a feller could
taste, and it's darned easy to make,
too. What about it, Bo’sun? Shall we take
a chance?” |
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The other occupant of the study was Ioll-) that there had already been one or two

ing back in the easy -chair on the other side
of the fire. Tom Burton—generally known
as the Bo'sun—was half asleep, but lhe
leoked up, and frowned.

* Toffee!” he repeated. ** Swab my decks!
The very thought of tolfee makes me heave!
Not to-night, Jerry. 1 want to lie qmet In
the cabin, and—"' :

““ That's all very well, old man, but this
{offee secms jolly good!” declared Jerry.
“ It’s a recipe in the back of this hook, and
1 can easily get the material from Mrs.
Hake. It'll give us csomething to do, I
reckon.”

But Burton protested.

‘“ Lcok here. blow the toffee!” he said,
sitting forward. ** You're not the only one
in this study, Jerry. I've got a headache—
I feel rotten. You don't want to make
things worse by messing the old ship up
with toflee!”

“Dcen’t be an ass!” said Jerry Dodd., “*The
smell of toffee will do you good. It's all
very well to lie there, moping over nothing.
I1t'1] buck you up no end to smell scme good

old-fashicned toffec cooking on the cil-
stove.”
The bo'sun shuddered.

“ You'd better raise your anchor, anid get
steam up!” he growied. *“If you want to
make toffee, slip into another port!”

Jerry didn’'t reply, but read over the
recipe again. It was quite early in the
evening—tea, in fact, had only just been
finiehed.

Thie early December day had been c¢xcecd-

inely  cold—freezing hard and snowing
slightly. Amnd practically all the St. Frank's

of great exaspera-

juniors were in a state
allowed to indulge

tion because mobedy was
in skating.

The frost had held mow for four or five
days, and there was every prospect of
ctrong, healthy ice on the River Stowe.
Everybody declared that the ice was secure
enouch to bear the whole school, even if
everyhody was as big as Fatty Little.

But the Headmaster had not yct given
liis permission.

There lLad been endless dizcussions among
the fags, the Removites, and the seniors.
Dr. Staford's popularity was at an ex-
tremely low ebb at the moment. -Of course,
as soon as he passod the word that skating
was allowable, he would immediately be-
come the lion of the school. But at
present the very mention of the Head’s
name produced scowls and growls.

Why wasn’t skating allowed? It was so
ridiculous—so rotten! There was the ice,
waiting to be used, and all the f{fellows
were held up, just because the school had
been forbidden to take advamtage of the
frost.

The villagers were already skating—scores
of people had been seen on the ice that
afternoon. But the juniors failed to re-
member—or at least they ignored the fact—

L

nasty mishaps. Two village boys, for exam-
ple. had broken through the ice near Jud-
kins Cerner, a tricky bend in the river. They

had managed to scramble out, bLut only
«fter a struggle. -
It was incidents of +this kind which

caused Dr. Statford to hesitate before giving
oflickal permission for skating to commence.

I was-quite certain that we should have
no spell on the iez until the following even-
ing. And, after all, it was far better for
the Head to be cautious. With crowds of
rcckless boys te deal with, he simply haa
Lo go easy.

But the jumiors did not see eye to eye
with him.

Tom Burton was a particularly Kkeen
skater, and he was feeling rather out of
sorte, too.. Indigestion was not one of his
customary complaints, but there was no
question that he had a touch of billious-
ness this evening. As Jerry Dodd had re-

“marked, possibly the sardines were partly

responsible. Jerry had been rather sus-
picious about them, for the tin had been
opened for about a week. But as the
juniors were hungry, they finished up the
sardines with relish. And now Burton was
feeling the effect.

Usually he was cne ¢f the sunniest juniors
in the Remove—gcod-teinpered, amiable, and
always smiling. But even a fellow of this
disposition cam be irritable at times. After
all, irritability is a human weakness which
we all possesz. We can’t be angels.

And the sunny Bo'sun wag prepared to
snap at amybody just now. In one way, his
mood was not very much different from the
mood of many other fellows. There had
beeny s0 much exasperation over the skating
that tempers weare rather on edge generally.

Handforth, for example, had punched at
least a dozen noses since alternoon lessons
had finished. De Valerie, usually so good-
tempered, had picked up a quarrel with the
Hon, Douglas Singleton—absolutely over no-
thing. And both of them had goue off in a
huff.

About the only fellow who remained
serene, happy, and smiling was Archie Glen-
thorne. It took a very great deal to upset
his cheerful urbamity. And he wasn't very
keen on skating, anyhow,

In Study ¥, Jerry Dodd laid his book
down, and rose to his feet. Ie felt that he
had to do something to pass the time, and
it struck him that making toffee was a
really terrific wheeze,

He left the study, but came back after .
about ten minutes, armed with several bags
and a huge enamel saucepan. The latter
had been borrowed, without permission, of
course, from a- fifth form study.

‘“ Here we are!” said Jerry genially. ‘* All
the giddy ingredients, chum! Sugar, syrup,
desiccated cocoanut——" ;
 Bust my tepsails!’” growled the Bo’sum,
sitting forward in bhis chair. * You're not
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going to make that toffee in this study, are,

your'
‘““ Sure! : " .
galley!” said Burton, with a clare. * My

head’s aching like thunder, and I'm not feel-
ing at all bright. Be a geod sort, old mate,

and {ake the old materials into another
dock!” : -
“ How the dickens can I?7 asked Jerry,

as he commenced operations. ' How can 1
invade another chap’s study, and start mak-
ing toffee? Be sensible, for goodness’ sake!
Your head’s not so bad, and if it is, take
my advice, and have a walk round the 7Tri-
angle. It seems to me that your head
needs a cooler!”

Burton was only exasperated the more,

““ By the Blue Peter!”™ he growled, ** I've
got "as much say in this cabin as you have,

and I don't want that toffee made it
“Oh, blow, you and your objections!" in-
terrupted Jerry lightly. * Don't be such a

blessed growler, Bo'sun!  What'’s the matter
with you? You're pot the kind of a chap
to be nasty like this.”

Tom Burton subsided, and got out his
school books, The gentle reproof from Jerry
saved him from continuing the sarcument,
Accordingly, in o  few minutes the ~two
junicrs were busy at their strangely assorted
ceeupations.

Jorry Dodd ercuclied in the fireplace, stir-

ring a sickly looking mixture within the
saucepen. - And Tom Burton sat at the
table, wrestling with algebra. And the fact
that algebra had to be done during this
particular evening's prep. did not tend to

mako the Bo'sun any the better tempered.

He hated aigebra like poison.

And he growled to bhimself as he worked.
Everything, in fact, seemed to be conspir-
tng to irritate hLim. His head didn't feel
any better, and he had a kind of lump in
his chest which threatened all sorts of sims-
ter things. And to make matters worse
the smell of the cooking toffec soon began
to pervade the emall apartment.

“ Bust my muin decks!” groaned DBurton,
after awhile. ** The stuff smells like hilze!"

** Like what?" demanded Jerry.

‘* Oh, nothing!" said Burton gruffly. I
wish you weuldn't make the stufl here,
that's all! How can I do my prep. with

that ghastly smell in the air? Why don’t
you open the portholes?"

“Open the window!” said Jerry. “* Why,
You ass, it's freezing like thunder outside,
and there's a stiff wind, too. We shall have
the snow blowing in—"' ‘

“Bnow’s better than that stink!” de-

clared Burton.
: “'Stmk!" roared the Australian junior.
“Why, you ill-tempered rotter, this toffee
smeils absolutely toppmg! Why the dickens
can’t you be a little bit more civil?”

Azain Burton subsided.
that Conroy minor wasn't hera.
might be better then.
was suffering from a

Things
But Conroy minor
very severe cold on

He felt very sorry.

T ra————
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his chest, and he was thoroughly enjoying
himself in the school sanitorium. lHe was
having apples, and grapes, umd all sorts of
choice delicacies, and the other fellows en-
vied him greatly.

““*She’s gettimg on first-class!” said Jerry
Dodd, as he gave the toffee a stir. ** Now
lemme sco. It's got to simmer gently for
about twenty minutes, with an occasional
stir. I might as well be doinz my prep.”

The Bo’sun snorted, and again wrestled
with aigebra.

Certainly, he had a
rea~ont for being irritable. For Study F owas
already  filled with a Kind of bluish hage,
and the smell of the cooking toifee coulo
have been cut with a Kknife. It caused a
choky feeling in the throat.

And anybody who has felt biiious, even In
a slight degree, will easily sympathise with
Tom Burtem in his present ordeal. But Jerry
Dodd was feeling fine, and all he wanted
was to see the toffee dene, so that he could
cample |t.

He was soon husy with his prep, and five
minutes elapsed. By this time Jerry had
beceme immersed in his own algebra, and he
was not in quite such a good tewmper. ur-
thermoro, he had forgotten all about the
toffee. :

Y Swab my decks!™ said Tem Burton sud-
denly. “ The ecargo's afire! What's all .this
smoke coming out of the hatclies?”

‘“CEhY

“ Your tofiee——

“You—yon azs!"”
“ It's burning!"

“ Who's looking after the toffee—mo or
you?"” snapped Burton. “ Why, what—— By
my coecmpass! Look what vou've done! Loeok
at this exercise-book! You've upszet the
inkpot!”

“Can't help your troubles,’ casped
Jerry, as he tore the saucepan off the fire.
“Oh,_ by jings! The stuii's ruined—burnt to
a giddy cinder! I say, chum, this is tco
bad! You might have told me before M

Burten  was  absolutely exasperated
yond measure.

“ How did I know?" he shouted. * You
shouldn’t be such a silly swab as (o start
making totfee down in the cabjn! I told
you not to, didn't I? It's a wonder the
skipper hasn't been along, to ask you about
all this smoke."

“ Ruined!" said Jerry, in a4 hollow voice, 4s
he gazed disconsolately into the saucepan.
“Just look at dit—absclutely burnt up!
This is what comes of leaving the stuft ou
the fire."

“Don’t bring it here!” said the Bo'sun
tartly. “ I don't want to see the stuti!”

“1 reekon you ounght to have one look!"
said Jarry. * Then perhaps you'll be able
to understand what my feelings are like.
Sniff it!”

Rather inconsiderately, he held the sauce-
pan under the Bo'sun's nose. A choking
mass of thick smoke smothered Burton—
smoke which reeked horribly of burnt sugar

y

good and suflicient

"y

roared Jerry, leaping up.

’

b
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and tresele. In his prezent condition, it] You can Keep the study yourself, and he

caused him to heave violently. He fought
for breath.”

‘“ Shiver my bulwarks!” he roared.
poicon !’

He pushed his hand out at random,
caught Jerry Dodd on the forearm, and the
next second there was a squelching, gurg-
ling thud. The saucepan fell out of Jerry's
fingers.

g,

It

Lhelp!” gasped the Australian boy.

Before either of them could recover the
saucepan, 1t was on the table. And the
fearful mass of burnt, liquid sugar poured
out over Tem Burton’s schoolbooks. All the
- work he had completed was irretrievably
ruined. Not only this, but his algebra
hook was spoilt, and a Greek dictionary
damaged beyond repair,

Burton jumped up, furious.

““ Look what you've dome now!” he shouten
thickly. ** You—you——-"

“I say I'm awfully sorry!”" gasped Dodd,
“ But it was your fault, you know! You hit
my arm, chum, and——"

" Yes, but you held that saucepan under
my nose, and nearly choked me!” roared
Tom Burton. * By water-spouts! Look at
my bhooks, look at all my work! What’s
the skipper going to say when he secs that?
I ehall get sheved in irons!™

“* No, you won't,” said Jerry. “I'll
plain—-"

** That doesn't make any difference to tue
work I've done, does it?’ snapped the

Jo’sun. *“ You, and your durned toffee! 1'm
sick of you! I wish you'd cleuar out of this
- ship, and go into dry dock!” '

*Don't you want me in this study?’’ de-
manded Jerry hotly.
"*“No, I don't!”

“Well, I'm mot going to clear out be-
cause ycu order me to do so!"” shouted
Jorry., ' It’s as much my study as yours!
Understand? I'll make all the toffee I like,
and I'm jolly glad I epilt it over your
books!”

They stood thcre,
one another.

For the peaceful Bo'sun and Jerry Dodd
to squabble like this was almost unheard of.
But even the hest of friends will have a
tilf now and again—and it was soon to be
proved that sueh tiffs are rather catching,
Withh the whole Remove in an irritable
frame of mind, this was not very surprising.

“I'm sick of the whole thinz!” said the
Ro'sun, at last. *““I've had a rotten head-
ache, and yet you persist in making that
rhastly toffee!  All right—make it! I
clear mto some other study, and you can
make toffee as long as you like! I'll shift
into another berth!”

- Jerry Dodd breathed hard,

~ ‘" Not likely!” he snapped. ‘‘ If anybody’'s
going to shift, it'll be me! 1f I staved
in this study I should be thinking of you
all” the time, and that would make me feel
bad! I'd rather get into fresh company.

£

quivering, glaring at

hanged to you!” .

Jerry picked up the saucepan, threw it
in the fender—incidentally leaving a trail
of toffee over the floor, and strode to the
door. Burton moved forward in a kind of
last-minute effort to dizcuss peace.

And as he did so, he trod on a blob of
liquid toffee, skidded violently, and sat
down in another blob. That settled it. He
ot to his feet, quivering, with rage and
sticky with toffee.

“Thank  goodness you're going,” he
shouted. * By the cook’s galley! 1've never
been so pleased in my life to see a fellow’s
stern! Yon'd better steer for another dock,
and stay there!”

“T1 shall!” snapped Jerry Dodd curtly.
“I'm not coming back here again, anyhow.
By jings! This is the first time I knew you
could be such a rotter!”

He went out and slammed the door with a
crash. On the morrow, in all probability,
when the rufiled tempers had been smoothed,
hoth he amd Bo’sun would grin hugely over
the whole affair,

But my purpose in setting it down here
really concerns quite another matter. TFor
this tiff between the chums of Study F was
destined to lead to something far more grave
and serious tham a mere study squabble. And
it will also prove how easy it is for one quar-
rel to  cause another between different
parties.

Under’ ordinary circumstances, Jerry Dodd
would have gone back to Study F in about
an hour. And he and the Bo’sun would un-
doubtedly have squared things up. A few
grunts, a growl or two, and they would have
passed the rest of the evening together in
grumpy silence. And on the morrow smiles
wou!ld manifest themselves again.

But it so happened that Jerry Dodd ran
into somebody as he strode fiercely down the
passage. At the moment, Jerry was filled
with a flerce determination to have abso-
lutely nothiug more to do with Burton, and
to cut him dead if he ever tried to open
negotiations for peace.

Then, as he turned the corner of the pas-
sage, he came face to face with an inky,
baggy-trousered junior, with frowsy hair and
an extremely c¢rumpled collar. Needless to
say, this untidy specimen of humanity was
nro less a person than His Grace the Duke of
Somerton.

The schoolboy duke cared nothing what-
over for hLis appearance., He was the most
untidy fellow one could imagine.

“Hallo!" he said, as he bumped into Jerry.

* Why, what the—— Who's been biting you,
Jerry? You look frightfully flerce!”
Jerry Dodd glared.

“Don't talk-to e,
“I'm wild!™ "=
“You lcok it,”’
what’s happened ?'"
“That blessed son of a sea captain has
been irritating me all the evening!” said
Dodd. ** We had a sovuabble at last, and

clium!” he snapped.

caid Somertom. ‘‘ Bub



I've cleared out—I wouldn't stay with the
Bo'sun for another wminute! 1'm going to
find some other study!”
Somerton whistled.
- *““As bad as that, eh?"” he said symnpa-
thetically, “ Oh, you'll soon inake it up.”
“ Never!" eaid Jerry Dodd with flerce em-

phasis. ‘' Never!"
CHAPTER 1L
NOT HAVING ANY.
OMERTON smiled.

“I've heard fellows
talk like that before,”
he remarked. " Buy

you’ll change later on. Why,

the, BBo'sun’s one of the best
fellows in the Remove. 1've never sccn him
in a temper—"

“ Haven't you?" grunted Jerry. *“ Go and
ook at him now!"”

“1'd rather not, thanks,” said the duke
calmly. *“I hate seeing a chap in a temper.
1t makes e get witd myself. But how did
it all happen?”

Jerry Dodd expiained. And, being perfectly
human, he told & gomewhat one-sided story.
In fact, judging from what Jerry Dodd =aid,
Somerton could npt be blamed for looking
upon Tom Burton as a most unpleasant, con-
temptib'e kind of a worm. Jerry, himseli,
would be the first to admit his exaggera-
tions later on—but at the present moment
Lie even believed them himself.

““ And did the Bo'sun really say all those
things?' asked Somerton at length.

“ Yes, the rotter!"” growled Jerry., * But
what else can you expect. After all, he was
only brought up on a blessed saiiing ship.
He's always been all right up to now, but
you can never tell with a fellow.” I'm sick
of him—I"n going to find some other study.”

Somerton looked thoughtful,

“That's all right,”” he said.
matter with Study M?"

“How do I know?" growled Jerry.

“] mean, why don't you come in with
De Valerie and me?'" asked the duke gener-
ously. “ There's pleuty of room there, and
there's no reason why you shouldn't join us.
We'll be only too glad to welcome you.”

Jerry looked up keenly.

“ By jings!" he said. “ That's jolly decent

“What's the

of vou, Somerton. Yes, rather! I'd love to
share a study with you two fellows.
“ Good!" said the schoolboy duke. * Theu

it's settled.”

It was just like Somerton to make such an
offer. e was thoughtléss, good-tempered,
and always ready to do anybody a favour.
He had come across Jerry, and Jerry was
homeless. The ouly possible thing to do was
to offer his quarters in Study M. Why not?
There was plenty of room.

*“1 thought about going into one of the
other studies, down the lower part of the
passage,’” said Jerry. " But T'd ten times

l

' Oswald

rather be with you and De Valerie. Thauks,
awfully, Sommy. You're a brick!"”

“0h, dou't talk rvot!" said Somerton,
*“What about your things?"

“Things?"

“1 mean your books and personal be-

longings,"

“Oh, yes, we shall” hiave to shift them,
shan't we?" gaid Jerry slowly. * OI course,
I shau't be gotng back to Study F—that's
certain, I've flmished with Burton for good.
All right—I'lt trot along and gather up the
chattels.”

“I'll come with you."”

They turned into Study F, and found Tom

Burton painfully elearing away traces of
sticky toltee from the table and from his
hooks. The unfortunate Bo'sun  was

smothered and he was not feeling anyv bet-
ter tewmpered.

The sight caused a bit-of a pang to enter
.ctl_erry Dodd’s heart. Even then a reconcilia-
lon

might  have come about—but the
Bo'sun's first words positively closed the
door to any such settlement.
““Who told you to come back?" lhe
snapped fiercely. “ Haven't you caused
enough trouble alreadyv? Clear out of this

cabin, aud keep out!
of you!’

Jerry Dodd steeled himself.

“ Keep your hair on!™ he spapped.

I'm sick of the sight

i I"ve

only come here to fetch my books! [
wouldn't stay in this study for a fortune!
['m, rather particular about who 1 mix

prr

with'!

Durton opened his mouth to speak, but the
duke grasped his arm.,

“I's ro good rowiug!" he interrupted.
“Turn the tap olf, for goodness sake! By
what I can hear, you've been a bit of a bheast
to-night, Bo'sun. I'm surprised at you—
I thought you were a diferent kind of a
fellow "

Tom Burton nearly choked.

*Why, you—you Bust my mizzen!"”
he gasped, * What's this land-lubber been
saying to you? It was his fault all along,
the slab-sided swab! Comes into the cabin,
mking toffee, and——-=" :

“Yes, I Know all about it!" iuterrupted
Somerton.  ““ Anvbody's entitled to make
totfee. You can't get away from it, Bo'sun,
vou've got a pretty rotten temper when you

like. I'm disappointed—that’s all.”
“Come on!" said Jerry Dodd. “I'm
ready.”

And so, before the Bo'sun could even make
an attempt to tell hiz side of the story, the

pair passed out of the study. They went
down the passage without saying a word,
and in a few moments arrived at the door

of Study M.

Just as they were about to enter, three
juniors appeared from the lobby, and they
seemed to tuke quite a large amount of in-
terest in the duke and his companions. The
three juniors came along briskly.

“Hallo! What's this?" demanded Tdward
Handforth, *Who's moving?"”
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said Jerry,

ICI

am,”’
““'What the thunder for?"
““ Because I choose to!”

“* You—you Australian rotter!” roared
Handforth warmly. * Because youn choose
to. That's mo auswer. I want to know——"

““And why do you want to know?"’ de-
manded Jerry. ' Because you're mqulmllw
—that's ali. It's none of your business, and
you can go and eat coke!l”

Jerry Dodd strode into Study M, and the
Buke passed after hiwm. The door closed,
leaving Hanpdforth glaring at jt.  He was
about to emter when Church and MceClure
seized him.

“Leggo, you said Handforth,
twisting round.

“Oh, don't go and start a row, Handy!"
eaid Church. “wCan't you sce that Jerry's
in a rotten temper? 1 suppose he's had @
tiff, or something. You don't want to make
things worse. This is where diplomacy is
neceded—as you always have been a diplo-
matic kind of chap!”

This, of course, was quite ecatrary to the
truth. All the diplomacy in Study D came
from Church and Mc¢Clure—and they needed

fatheads!”

it. Bmt Handforth paused and nodded.
"* Yes, you're right!” he agreed. ‘It
wouldn't do to fan the giddy fire, would it?

Of course, 1 never really intended butting in.

A tactful chap like me knows better than
that, I should thiak!”
#Rather!” said McClure promptly. ‘' Let's

I hear that Nip-
wheeze on  this

co to the common rooin.
per's got some special
evening.,”’

« Handforth agreed, and off they went—which
was just as “e:' for the peace of Study M.
Because the air in that apartment
pretty heavily charged already.

Jerry Dodd and Somerton had marched in,
and they found that Ceeil De Valerie was
seated at the table doing his prep. And it
was naot
was a bit irritable, too.

Me was a keen skater, and he had chafed
at the Head's Lan. Fusthermore, he loathed
alrebra with a loathing which was some-
thing solid. And to be disturbed in the
Tiddle of it was the worst thing of all.

He kept quiet—he didn’t want to start any
squabble.
reasonable of hiz study chum to bring a visi-
tor in at such a time. The least they could
‘do was to be quiet while he was wrestling
with his problem. _

But they werea't quiet.

** Here you are!"” said Somerton. ** Plenty
of roum here. This is a pretty big study,
you kunow, and you 'I'l be as safe as an.ythnm
We've got an exira l.lidll‘ and the table's
big enough for a dozen.”

Jerry Dodd looked round with approval.

“ Yes, it's bigger than my old study,’
said.

he
““It’s jolly decent of you chaps to let

me come in, I must say. Good for you,
chums! Let's hope we pull well together.”
+ **No question of that,” said the dukn

Wias.

at all remarkable that De Valerie

But he thought it was rather un-

L
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“ What's the matter with that fathead over
there?  He's let the fire down, and }u:*
scowling at the table as though ln, hated it.

De Valerie looked up.

“Can't you chaps stop jawing?” Le de-
manded t.lrt!y

Y 8orry ! said Jerry.
"Yus, L‘Uilf{llllld it!”

Somerton poked up the fire, and De Valerie
was just about to settle down to his work
again when he glanced sharply at the other
end of the table. His attenticn had beon at-
tracted by a miscellaneous pile which lay
there--books, papers, football boots, an ink-
stamd, and one or two other odds and ends,

“ What the dickens are those things?™
asked De Valerie frowning.

“They're mine!” replied Jerry.

“Yours?”

*“ Algebra ?”

* Yes™
“But what are they doing in here?”
1 just fetebed them along——"

“*Don’t be an ass!” interrupted De Valerie
itmpatientty. *“ Can’t I see you just brought
‘e along? But what for? What on earth
do you want to bring a pile of things like
that for into this study 2"’

" Keep your hair on!” put in the Duke of
Somerton. *“It's all right. Jerry's had a
bust up with Burton. In fact they've quar-
relled in the most unholy manncr, and sparks
have bheen flying like dust!”

““That's no reason why Dodd should pile
his rubbish into this study!” said De
Valerie.

1 suppose the algebra has got on your
nerves,” said the duke soothingly. ** It seems
to ll:n'e made you a bit dense. Dodd’s ¢oimn-

ing in here with us—I told him that we'd
welcome him with open arms as a study
mate.” :

Cevil De \alerie laid down his pen.

" Oh, did you!” lLe bdld slmr;}lv

“Yes. I didn't see—"" ;

“1 don’t want to be nasty, but I think it
was confoundedly thick of you!" interrupted
De Valerie. * It's quite enough to have two
in this study—there’s no room for a third.
Goodness knowe, I'm not mean or selfish—but
I'in jolly well going to put my foot down
ilﬂuxmab any outsider pushing his way in
1ere

But for the algebra, De Valerie might have
put the thing a bit more delicately. But he
didn't. and Jerry stood there, ﬂllalll!l"’ rather
deeply. He wasan't recelving 'the welcome he
had imagined,

“1 don't want to push my way in,” he
said warmly.  **It was Somerton's idea,
anyhow. He said that you'd be delighted. L

“I'm not delighted!” exclaimed De
Valerie. ** And what's more, I won't have
it. This .s iny 5tudy, just as muth as Somer-
ton's. 1 hate being unpleasant, but a fel-
Im-.-'s got to put his foot down sometimes.”

The duke sighed. !

L1 (}h
now !

my hat!” he said. “ Another row
They've just had one in Study F—a



S
@

Aud row I'm jiggered if

up ! .
you're pot going to start one here!™
“ I'm oot starting it,” said De Valerie.
“Yes you are.” | _ .
“Oh, well, you can think so if you like!

proper bust

spapped the other. “I've got nothing
against Dodd—not a  blessed thing. 1
rather like him, as a matter of fact."”

“Thanks!" said Jerry sarcastically.

“ At the same time, there's no room for
Dim in the study!"”" went on De Valerie. ** 1
hate being crowded. 1f I Liad been asked
heforehand, it might have hLeen different—
but 1 don't like a cinap taking things for
granted. Sorry, Dodd, old man, but you'll
hhave to buzz."”

De Valerie hadn't lsst bis temper yet, but
ho was certainly somewhat uupleasant, with-
out any recal cause. The feeling in the air
was just of the quaitty which makes a quar-
‘rel very easy to develop.

Somerton himseil was beginnitig to cateh
the fever.

“Look  here, Val,”  he said quietly.
“We've always got on well together, and
I'm not the one to start any nastiness. But
I think you're beastly selflsh over this busi-
ness."’

“ Seifish?”’

IiYeﬁ!ll

“ Look here X

“ Beastly selfish!”  repeated  Somertem
warm!ly. “ Dodd’s lcft his own study be-
caunse of a rew, and just hecause J offered

to let him come here all you can do is to

~start another row.
all—although [I've
lately,”” he added.

De Valerie looked at him in a strange kind
of way.

“ What do you mean?" he asked. * You've
noticed a few things lately?"

“Well, you've been selfish in all sorts of
ways,” replied Somertou. “I didn’t mean
to say anything about it, but you make me.
What about Tuesday cvening, last week?"”

“ Well, what about it?"

“You were gitting in here reading, and I
particularly asked you to have a game of
chess with me,” said the duke. * You
wouldn't—you abeolutely refused. You told
me to go and eat coke, aud vou went on
reading,”

“*Was that a crime?"”

“ No—but it was beostiv s=elfish!"” said
Somerten. “But that's mothing—only a trifle.
We don't want to start squabblizg over
things that happened last week.”

“You started it <

“ Perhiaps I did, but I'm not going to keep
1t on!" said Somertou. ** But about Dodd.
I've asked him to come here. and I want
him to stay. I've got just as much right to
invite 'mi as you have to abject.”

Pe Vaulerie jumped to his feet.

“You've accused me of being selfish, and
you've brought up some fat-headed little in-

That's not like you at
noticed a few things

cident that wusn’t worth mentioning,” he
snappcd. " Well, in this case, I wi!ll be sel-
fish., Rats to you! I'm not in agreement
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Rathar inconsiderately, he held the

saucepan under the Bo’sun’s nose.

A choking mass of thick smoke

smothered Burton—smoke which

rseked horribly of burnt sugar and
treacle.

_—

with three fcllows sharing this study—and [
dmtn't want Dodd here. I'm sorry, Doddy,
but——-""

“Oh, don't apologise!" interrupted Jerry
gourly. * 1 don't want to come in here—I
wouldo't stop 1n here if you offered to pay
nie five quid a week! 1'm not the kind of
chhap to remain where I'm not wanted! But
I jolly weil agree with Somerton that vou're
a particularly selfish kind of a cad!"”

“ What!" shouted De Valerie.

“1 reckon you heard it."”

De Valerie cienched his fists, apd s face
went pale with anger.

“If T wasn't pretty good uat self-control,
I'd punch you in the face for that!” le
exclaimed tensely * Things have come fo a
rotten pass when a chap comes into my
study, and calls me a selfish cad!”

“If you like to come outside, I'll repoat
it therse!” retorted Jerry. * Don't hasitate
to punch if you want to, but I warn yos
that 1 reckon to punch back! I'm ready to
meet you any time you like, preferably with-
out gloves!"

Somerton got Leiween the hoated pair.
“ Oh, stop this, for the love of goodness'"

he shouted angrily. “ This row looks like
developing into comething worse than the
obther! Why on aarth ean’t we be amiable?

I hate upsets! Isn’t it possible to squure
things even now?" '
Jerry Dodd laughed.
“YWe're a get of aszesx!™" he said, cooling
down. ** AN rigat, De Valerie, let's drop all
this pifie—-"



———

** Thanks all the same, but T don’t feel in-
clined to drop it!”" imterrupted De Valerie
enrbly. *“1f you think you can call me a
selfish cad, and then worm round me, you've
made a mistake!”

It was an unfortunate remark, for Jerry
Dodd’s temper rose agaim,

“By jings!” he said thickly. “ You
nasty rotter! I can't even attempt to be
decent without you barking and yapping! |1
was going to apologise for calling you a
celfish cad, but now [l add to it. 1 think
you are a beastly tempered, unmannerly hog!
How does that suit you?”

““Get out of here before I Kick you out!”
shouted De Valerie.

“T'l get out all right, and I don’t need
kicking,” said Jerry sourly. ** I came in with
the best of spirits, and 1'm going away iu
the best of spirits, You don’t think 1
care a red cent about you, I suppose? |
never theugiit you were such a had-tempeied
rat!”’

And, with this parting shot, and beiling
with rage, in spite of his words about geod
e«pirits, Jerry Dddd picked up his bundle of
hooks and the other things, and stalked out
¢f the study,
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He slammed the door, and De Valerie sat
down at the tabie, and savagely picked up
Liis pe:.

“ Feeling  pleazed with  yourseif 77 acked
Somicrton, 1 o qurecr voice,

“ Yoo, T am!”’ snapped De Valerie.

“1 thought s=o!” said the duke. A

felicw with your temver would naturally ifeel
pleased  after treating another c¢hap like
ttkat. I'm absclutely disgusted with you!
You ought to be downright ashamed of
yourself.” .

Ceell De Valerig
fists.

**What right had you to a=k that boun-
der in here?” he roared. * Why couldu’t
vou have asked me about it firsty”

“* Because I mode the mistake of thinking
that you were possessed c¢f a few gentle-
manly manners!” retorted Somerten cut-
tingly. I had no idea that you would be
a beast about it. Just because a chap wants
1o conie in ocur study you get in a rotten
1emper over it!”’

** There's only reom for two——""

“Don’t be s=o iufernaily selfish!"” hroke
in Somertcon. ‘' There's rcom for a dozen!
But you mneedn’t worry—you'll have the
study completely to yourself in future.”

‘* What do you mean!”

“1 mean that I wouldn't =it at the same
table with such a selfish bounder as you!"
replicd Somertoin hotly. “ 1I'm going to clear
out, amd perhaps vou'll be satisfied!”

“ Good riddance!” exclaimed De Valerie,
with suppressed rage.

The duke didn't utter another word, but

leapt up, clenching his

walked to the door and strode cout. In the
passiage, he paused, and tried to recover
him:elf. lHe was bubbling with indignation

znd heat acainst Cecil de Vaulerie,

ik, P

The wid-

acted
dishly, and it hurt Somerton !l the inore

fellow had undoubted!y

hecause it wasn’t like De Valerio tu be
that way. The pair had always got on €o
well together.

But when boys quarrel, hot words are
used—hasty, ill-conzidered words which only
make matters ten times worse. Damage 18
done which sometimes can never be repaired.
I'riendships are turned into bitterness and
emnity. |

Jugt because of some ridieulous toffee, all
this trouble had avisen! It is astenishing
row trivial, insignificant things can cause
such upheavals. The dust-up between Jerry
PDadd and the Bo'’sun was a trifiing affair
compared to the quarrel between the chums
of Study M, but the c¢ns was undoubtedly
the cutcome of the other And ncthing could
alter the fact that practically zll the
blame attached itself to Cecil De Valerie.

He had revealed a strain of selishness

which was likely to lead to more sericus
things, For the demon within lim wus

arou<ed—and when a demon of that kind
takes possession of » fellow, it needs a great
deal of driving out!

CHAPTER III,
THE DEMON GAINS POWER.

HE Duke of Souertom,

I unutterably mi-erable,

wended his way to-

e wards the Commens
J?'; 2 room. He was wondering
0 G R how the whole matter could
be =squared up, and it

scemed to him that there was only one

possible solution.

De Valerie would have to apologize—to
climb down. His had been the fault from
the start, and the duke couldn’t pessibly be
friendly with him again until he expressed
bis regret.

At the same time, the easy-going Somerton
was down-hearted. He detested a squabble
mora than anything else, and it pamed him

greatly. But he had a will of his own and
he knew that he was in the right. He

wasil't going to weakew,

He entered the Common-rcom, and looked

round,
- A large number of fellows were there. In
fact, fully three parts of the Remove -was
prese:it.  Several juniors looked at Somerton
rather curicucly as be eame in. He noticel
that Jerry Dedd was talking with Farman,
over in one commer, There was no sign of
the Bo’sun.

*“ Hallo, here's anotiter of ’em!” remarked
Reginald Pite. ** What's the matter with
yeu, Sommy? You've got a face 2s long as
a fortnight! Oh, of course, you've heen
mixed up in this dust-up, teo, I suppose?”’

“*“Oh, don't talk about it!”’ said Somer-
tom uncomfortably. I dare say we're all

~feeling a bit nervy this evening.”




“« He's trying to make excuses for that
cad, De Valerie!” exclaimed Jerry Dodd.
« T'ntil to-night, I've always liked De
Valerie, but he's shown me a side of his
character that hasn’t appeared until now.
The chap’s a selfish, ill-tempered bounder.
And I don’t care who hears me saying so.”

“ Well, 1 can’t make it cut!” 1 put in.

“ T expect you're all exaggerating. De
Valerie's decent cnough. One of the bast
L ¥

chaps in the Remove

“* You don’t know him yet!”™ put in Jerry.
““ Look here! As =zoon as I went into his
study he barked out at me like——"

“ My dear chap, we don't want to start
an argument about it lbere,” I interrupted
scothingly., *“ It's your quarrel—not ours.
I we all get talking about it, we shall
tuke sides, and then it'll lead to a general
riot!" )

* Hear, hear!” said Somerten. * Pleuse
chiuek it. you chaps. 1t's mothing, rcuily:
Not worth talking about. What were you

eaving when 1 came ir, Nipper?”

[ hastened to get on with the listle s]eech
that | bad been making. 1 naw very well
what a private quarrel could lead to if it
vas aircd in public.  Anpd for a TForm
row to start over uabsolutely nothing would

Lave heen a disaster.
Well, the faet is. I'm after sub:zerip-
tions,” I said. *““ It's a purely charitable

affair, and 1'd like to touch the hearts of
i few of you fellows——"'

“10 say nothing of touching our pocketz!”
remarked Pitt.

““Exactly,” T agreed. * Now, tiliese are
the fucts, and, mind you, they're absolutely
true, with mot a trace of exaggeration. I
cnly heard them to-night, and 1 decided at
once that it would be a good wheeze if the
vemove cculd do eomething. T think the
]'rf*rrpl'fa in Bellton are a mean set of boun-
ders.

* What
Handlorth,
seribe to
made 5
previding
riors!™

“t Ha. ha, ha!™
Y 1t's uot one of those eccentric charities!"
I grinned. * This subseription is for one of
our own people—a man who lives in the
village.”

" Then it's up to the village to help him >
said Merriil. * I'm not goitg 1o give any-
thing."” "

“You needn't worry—I didn't expect vou
would. - This affair only eomeerns fellows whin
are generouns by nature,” 1 retorted. ¢ And
I'm not asking for subs without going into
detailz,  It's only right that you shouid
know the facts. T agree with Merrell that
the village ought to help. But if the village
won't, what have we got to do?”

“Well, it seems that it's up to us to
bung forward the good helping fist, and all
that sort of thing!” observed Archie (ilen-
thorne languidly. “1 mean to say, a

are youn gettine at?”’ deinanded
“If you think I'm oing to sub-
scme fat-headed charity, you've
hloomer. 1 don't see the fun eof
vaistecats for West lm_liuu wars-

l

chappie simply must dive into the cash de-
partment occasionally. What hoe! What bo!
Nipper, old scream, my cuirs are wide! Pray
proceced to pour fortn the =ad tale of woe!
I'm fairly bubbling to exude the doubloons!™

** Now, that's the kind of spirit I like,”
I said heartily. *“You chaps ought to take
un example from Archie——-""

“We can't afford money like he ecan, you
1" put in Hubbard.

agreed., ]

AES
*“ Possibly not,” 1
peet any chap to eontribute
means. But let'ds get to the faets.
pose ail of yvou know old Griggs, who jives‘]t
Peiten’s Bend, at the end of the village¥”
** Griggs, the ecarrier?” asked Pitt.
** Yes,”” 1 said.
“ Didn’t he meet with an accident last
veek o inquired Tommy Watzon,

don't ex-
heyond his
1 sup-

“ Absolutely!” «aid  Archie. X most
rrightinl «disaster, dear old ladsz, It seems,
dem’t you know, that Griggs was riding

along, or something, and he tripped over or
senrething, awd then, as it were, something
bappened! 1 mean to say, the poor cld
cove caught what might be called a dashed
considerable packet!”

“Thanks ail the =same, Archie,
o the talking,” 1 =aid gently.

““ Absolutely twice!"” agreed Archie, ** Pro-
ceed, old laddie. Pray aceept a word of
apology, as one gentieman to another, for
butting m. In other wcerds, carry on! The
scheme, 1 micht =ay, sounds scmewhat price
less.”

‘“ All right—let me get on!™ I said hastily.
* Now, Griggs has been earning a hare living
ior a few years past by running a carrier’s

but 1'l

curt between Belltcn and Edgemore, and a
fewe other villages, amd round abont. He

carries parcels and things, from Bannington
al a4 penny or tuppence o time.”

“Wa krow it,"”" said Handicrth. * What's

the pood of trotting out stale stuff like
this, you ass®"
**[ thought perhaps some of you didi't

kurow the facts,” I rveplied. * Well, Grigzs
waz going on all richt—living from bhand to

mouth as usual—when he had o piece cof
really rottou luck. His horse slipped, com-
ing down a hill the other szide of Edge-
more. It broke a lez, and had to bhe
destroved.”

““ Destroyed?”” repeated Handforth., * Be-
cause it broke a leg?”

*“Yes"

“Ass! Coeulin't they let the ler mend
itself 2° .

"‘.-’L lls“:!‘fi-e has got to be Killed if it hreals
a leg——

* What rot!” =aid Handforth.. T =upposa
if T skid over in the Triangle, and bhreak my
thigh, Uve got to be destroyved?”

““ Ha. ha, hal”

“ Weli, there's something to he said, even
for that!” remarked Pitt. * Donkeys have
to he deztroyed as well as horees!"”

**Ha. ha, hal”

“You. funny futhead!” roared Handforth,

“Den't start quarrelling here.” I shouted.
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'“And don't show your ignorance so much, |
Handy., Jt's the uwsual custom to destroy a
homse if it breaks a leg—simply because it's
never amy good afterwards. Anyhow, it was
a2 disaster for poor old Griggs. The horse
wasn't insnred, amd in that cne minute he
was deprived of his means of livelihood.”

" Couldn’t he huy another horse?”” usked
Hundforth,

* Oh, you dummy!” I growled. ** Haven’'t
1 said that Griges only just made things
meet? A hor=e u:«ta money—forty or fifty
pounds, for anvthing decent. How c¢ould
triggs lay his hand on a sum like that?
During the past week the old fellow has
_i-mrr}wed a- handeart, and he’s been trudging
about with this, but he hasn't been ahle to
carn half enough to keep his fnily.”

" Gadzooks!” said Archie. ' Not starmving,
wihaty" - :

“ Well, pretty near, by what T can urder-
etand,” 1 replied. ** He's pot a0 wife and
thee or four kids. T call him *old Grigges,
bt he’s only about forty-five, really. It's
simply a piece of horrible luck for lnm, he-
cause he’s a steady, bard-working chap, and
absolutely honest.” |

“ Can’t he get another kind of job?”
somebody.

“ That's

asked

it-~he ecan't,” 1
“He’s o simple man, not absolutely daft,
Lint without a scrap of talent. l*ett.hmﬂ
parcels in his eart is about the only thm"
he's good for. And, as | eaid, he's abso-
lutely stumped now. Without a horse, he’s
lke a:trajp without an engine. With only a
. ramshackle handeart he can only do a
tenth of Ing usual business, which means
that he’s getting about a tenth of his usual
money."”’

“ And what'e ycur idea?’ asked Pitt.

“Well, 1 thought it would be rather
~decent if the Remove helped him,” 1 replied
qaietly. “*It's not our business, of ecourse,
but it seemis heastly hard lines that the
pcor ehap should be suffering like that in
“this  cold weather. No ¢oal for fires—no
Iu)vzl-_-a.nd Lis kids ecrying for something to
cat.’

“ Ile onght to go in the worlihouse!"” said
Fuilwood. :

"1 was  expecting  something like that
from you!”" [ retorted. ** And don't forget
all you chaps, that Griggs bas always done
his best for us. If ever we wanted a parcel
Lringing from Bamington, he’ was always
ready, and he mnever mt.-"clmrged. Besides
that, mnothing was a trouble to him—the
o5t obliging chap 1 ever met. o, in a
way, the thing is our affair, after all,  But
that’s nather here nor there. The man and
liis family are starving, and nobody’s doing
anyChing for him. Why sheuldn’t we got up

a Fund?”

“ Right you are!” said the Duke of
Somertem hoartily., * I'! open it with three
Nipper.” -~

quid,
“Gocd man!” I eaid. ** That's the style!”
“1 like to see somebody who s unselfish,
cf cothers!” weut on the

st replied.

and wiio titinks

-that’s seclfishnoess.

Duke. There's one thing I «do bhate, and
I'd contribute more, only
I'm not absolutely flush just now.”

**My dear chap, three quid is too generous,
ii anything,” I said. ‘I don’t propose thay
we should give Griggs a lump sum. No.
What we've got to do is to buy bim a new
horse, so that he can carry on with his usual
business.”

> 'l‘hat, as it were, is a deucedly brainy
%heme, said Archie. ' A new horse, what?
in other words, a fresh gee-gee to repluce the
defunct one? Absolutely! Congrats, old dear!
It eeem, to me that your bean contains a
few Jarge lumps of well-aseorted brain
material!”

“"There's not much in the idea,” I said,
smiling. ** The question is, shall we be able
to carry it out? I'd like to get up Hhfty
pounds, if possible. We can spend abont
forty on .the horse, and give Griggs a little
ciagh in his pocl\et, S0 tlmt he ean Keep ig
hy him, in case of illness.”

" Dear old boy, the idea’s good—it is,
really!™ said Sir Montie Tregellis-West.
“We're under no obligation to do this, but
it's ripping to see the chaps rallying round
a poor man who's down and out. Begad!
I'll tell you what! 1'in well off just now—

A ne }gut about fifteen quid in my pocket

book. |
‘“Then you can equal Somerton’s littie
sum!’™ I said gladly.
“Of course!” replied Slr \iontn,. ‘* Here

you are, dear old fellow.”

He took out his pocket-book and handed me
two five pound notes, and ahsolutely refused
to contribute amything less. Montie was as
goft-hearted as a girl, and it gave him abso-
lute pleasure to contribute such a handsome
amount.

“My- hat! This is splendid!”’ I <aid.
‘““ Thirtcen pounds already, but we sha’n’t
let, it stop at that. Thirteen is an unlucky
number, although I don't believe in that
rot. 1'll add a couple of quid and make it
fitteecr.”

The contribhutions came in rapidly. There
was no doubt that old Griggs and his family
were booked for the workhouse uuless sonie-
thing was done. But the idea of buying him
d new horse appealed to the Removites.

All the other well-to-do fellows in the
Remove—such as Singleton and Archie Gilen-
thorne—dubbed up handsoinely. Archie, in
fact, wanted to go too far. He looked very
uncomfortable as he gazed into his note-
case,

** Thie, as it were, i8 somewhat poizonous,”’
liv obzerved in dismay. *“ 1 mean to say,
the caslh department is dashed weak! It so

happcens, laddie, that I possess no more than
twelve quid in cash! The fact ig, I'm bally
well broke!"

Reginald Pitt fainted
Grey’s bceom. -

““Broke!” he breathed.
twelve quid in his pocket!”

“ Twelve bob is a gold mine to me!” said
ITubkard enviously.

'gentiy upou Jack

bt fBrc]-:e, with
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“ Well, 1 mean to say, iu a way of speﬁuk-

 ing, as it were,” weut on Archie. *Of

“course, 1 can yank out the tenmner at once,

old dear, but I'm afraid that wouldn't be
T'l‘

“ It wouldn't be what?"” _ :

¢« Adequate, dear one!™ said Archie. " So,

under the cires,, I will proceed to stagger
forth to 'the old study and write out a
~cheque. What shall we say, old scout?
‘“Twenty of the best?” _
T wwe'li say nothing,” I replied. “If you
econtribute ten pounds, Archie, it's as much
as anybody can expect, and you've done jolly
well. There's mo nced for you to contribute
more than that. It wouldn't be fair.”

"Archie seemed very disappointed, but I
- was firm. Of course, I have only mentioned
_the big suras so far. There were only a
handful of fellows who: could help so gener-
. ously. . o

The majority coutributed 'a shilling or half-
a-crown, and some could afford no more than
a few peuce. But all the fellows rose man.
fully to the occasion, and subscribed as much
as their funds would allow them to.

I had appeased Archie by teliing him that
"if we were short of a few pouuds, after all
" efforts  were exhausted, we should come to
him. But 1 was trying to get the sum to-
gether without any further aid from Glen-
“thorme. But it takes a good many shillings
"gond half-crowns to mount up into pounds.

““ Now, let me see!’’ I said, as I checked
the various sums. * We've already formed 2
committee of three, and I'm the treasurer.,
What about the chaps who aren’t here? By
jingo! There's De Valerie!”

~_*"You wou't get much out of him!" said |
Somerton. :

“Why nott"” -

““He's too selfish!”

“Oh, dou't be so bitter!” I smiled. * Just
because you've had a bit of a squabble with
him. you needa't say thinge like that,
Sommy. I happen to kpnow that De Valerie
received a fiver this morning from his pater.
He can whack out two quid, anyhow, and
still have plenty of cash left for himself.”
P"i:tWhem is this moneyed man?" enquired

1 Ve V

‘“T suppose he’s still in the study,” sai
Somerton. .

““Good! We'll go and beard him in his
den!’ I said promptly. * Come on!”

And off we went—Pitt, Sir Montie, Wat-

son, Handforth, and one or two others. We
arrived at Study M, kicked the door open
without ceremony, and marched in.
. ““*We've arrived!” I announced cheerfully.
** We're mot going to exactly hold a gun at
your liead, Val, old son, but we're after
cash!” T t

De Valerie was lounging in the chair in
front of the fire. He looked round with a
scowl and got ‘to his feet. Anybody with

half au eye could have told that he was not |

in the sweetest of tempers. But I pretended
¥o be blind. - ¥ .

“No fuss,” I eaid. *‘‘ We've come for a

contribution towards i
fund——-"

“1 hiaven't got any money to give away,’
interrupted De Valerie curtly.

““ What about the fiver you got this morn-
ing?"” demanded Handiorth. |

“It's a pity il a chap can't deal with his
own financial atfairs!™ spapped De Valerie.
““What I've got is mothing to do with any-
body else! You can elear out—the wlhole
lot of you! I won't give a cent!”

well-deservang

St Didums lose oo's ickle temper?” asaid
Pitt soothingly. '
Y Clear out!"” roared De Valerie with

great violence.

I staggered slightly.

“Dash it ali, don't bark like that!" I pro.
tested: *'There’s no necd to jump down our
throats, De Valerie! Aund I think you might
at leuast hear what this fund is before you
refuse to contribute.” '

De Valerie controlled
effort. :

“Well, what is it?" he growled thickly.

I told him. He listened with very obvious
impatience, and an unpleasant expression
came over his face as I finished.

“ You want me to give some money. to this
dirty old village carrier?” he asked sourly.
“What's Grigge got to do with ine? I'm not
anything to him! Of course, I won't. cou-
tribute; why should I?" ‘

I stared at him wonderingly. |

4‘It’s not like you, old man, to talk in that
way,” I said quietly. * There's no positive
reason  why you should contribute. Butg
you've got money, and the Remove has taken
phigt thiag up. I thought you'd like to be
in it."”

“Well, I wouldn't.”

““Do you mean that you won't give any-
thing at all?” ' ;

“Yes, I do!" retorted De Valerie, glaring.
“I wouldn't give a cent! The man’s no
rood—a miserable, ragged pauper! Let him
go to the workhouse! ‘I can’t use my money
in helping bounders of that sort!”

“ Ail right, keep it!”" I said quietly.

The Duke of Somerton burst. through the
crowd of juniors in the doorway. _

“You selfish cad!” he shouted furiously.
“I told you what to expect, but they
wouldn't believe me. I've mnoticed this
coming on for weeks! You've been growing
more and more selfish every day. 1 don't
believe you'd take a  penny out of your
pocket to help a dving man! You ought to
be kicked. out of the school—you're a heart-
less beast!'’ | .

De Valerie turned on him like a whirlwind.
That demon within him was gaining com-
plete mastery over all his finer feelings., He
knew it, but he was no longer commander
of his own self. '

“ Let

. " By gad!”’ he shouted savagely.
e get at him—-"'

““No, you won't get at him!” I inter-

‘““We're not "going to have any

fighting here, De Valerie. And I muet say

himself with au

rupted.

T
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that I partly agree with Somerton. It secius
to me that all you think of is your own com-
fart and your own pleasure. You don’t care
what happens to these poor people, who are
practically on the verge of starvation.””

“ Why should I care?” snapped De Valerie.

“ Because you-ought to have a heart,” 1
repdied. ** You have got a heart, too; only,
for some unknown reason, you're not your-
self. And let me tell you this: I wou't com-
plete this fund until you've contributed your
whaek, even if it's only a shilling! The fund
remains open watil you change your mind.”’

“ You can keep it open for ten years, and
I sha'n't change my mind!” shouted De
Valerie. * You won't get a farthing out of
me, so you'd better understand that, once
and for all.”

It was only with great difficulty that we
held Handforth back. For he wanted to go
straight in and slaughter De Valerie on the
spot. All the fellows were thoroughly sick
with disgust at De Valerie’'s behaviour, and
they cleared out of the study, uttering loud

and pointed remarks concerning the shape

of his face. '
e Valerie slammed tihe door and locked

1t.

— B —

CHAPTER IV.
UNEXPECTED VISITORS.

AP—tap. _
The knuckles which
bheat acainst the door

of Study M were hard,
and De Vaierie started round
el XS with a scowl. He had ouly

SRR  heen alone for five minutes,
and he was still boiling wth unreasonable
rage.

Everything seemed to be going wrong—
everything was against him. It wnever
vecurred to bim that ail the fault lie within
Limself. He blamed the others. Bitterly,
e pointed eut to himself, how they had
wronged him.

Yet, as a matter of fact, he, amd he alone,
was the sole cause of all the trouble. But
Cecil De Valerie was blind to this fact.

“Go away!” he shouted roughly. *If you
think I'm going to unlock that door—-"'

*“It's me, Master De Valerie!” came a
cheerful voice.

“Oh, Tubbs!” muttered De }'aierie.
‘““What the dickens do you want?” he
sodded in a shout. 1 don’t intend to bhe

disturbed now, confound you! Lo away,
Tubbsg, or I'll come out and kick you down
the passage!”

“Lumme!” came the voice of the page-boy
from outside. ‘* You ain’t half riled, Master
De Valerie! I won't disturb you, but there’s
a gent and a young lady askin’ for you.”

De Valerie jumped up, filled with alarm.
He went to the door and unlocked it. Tubbs
had taken the precaution to back over to
the other side of the passage. He wanted
to be on the safe side.

\@ingham .

“What'e that you said?”’ demanded De
Valerie. * A lady and gentleman to see me?
What rot! At this hour of the night—"

** Why, bless your ‘eart, sir, it's only half-
past six:" said Tubbs in surprise. ** A rare
nice gent, sir, an’ a young lady what looks
a periect picture! They eays they wants to
see Master De Valerie 2

Before Tubbs could epeak any furiher, two
figures appeared from the lebby, and De
Valerie gasped. At the first glauce he recog-
nised them—his Uncle Dan and his Cousin
Mary! )

The junior was conscious, in that swift
moment, of looking at his very worst. His
hair was rufiled; he locoked untidy, and his
face was still flushed with inward temper.

But that imp of perversity inside was still
at work. Why should he care? Who was
his uncle, anyhow?

Without a word, he turned and wecnt back
into Study M.

e felt furious with his uncle for coming
at all. Hadn’t the man any more considera-
tion than to drop on him like this without
giving him a minute's warning? It was out-
rageous, and De Valerie, in his present mood,
rebelled. It seemed to him that he hated
Mr. Daniel Cunningham as much as he hated
Somerton and all the other fellows. Of
couree, his uncle had come here to growl
about something. Uncle Dan always growled.

And, while he was thinking in this way,
the two visitors entered his study. Uncle
Dan did not look the kind ¢f man who would
growl at anything. He was big, bluff, with
a round, clean-shaven face, which expressed
jollity and good humour. He scemed to fill
the whole atmosphere about him with hearty
cheer.

And hLis fair companion was a really ‘pretty
girl of about fifteen. She was small, and at.
tired in a very trimm musquash fur coat, with
a little fur hat, which suited her to perfec-
tion. She had brown eyes, and she was smil-
ing all over her face as she entered.

‘“* Hallo, Cecil!"” ehe exclaimed gaiiy, as she
ran forward.

“ Ho, ho, my boy! Caught you by surprise,
eh?"” laughed Uncle Dan. * We thought
we'd just drop im and have a look at you.”

De Valerie looked at them sullenly.

“You might have given me a bit of warn-
ing!" he exclaimed in a growling voice.

‘*Eh? What's this—what's this?”" asked
his uncle. *“ You don't seem to be in the
best of tempers, Cecil. Has anybody heen
upsetting you?”

“Yes. I'm not feeling up to the mark.”

“That's no reason why you should be €0
boorish, my lad,” said Unele Dan. |

“ 0Oh, Cecil, 1 think you're horrid!”’ ex-
claimed Cousin Mary. * Why, you haven't
even shaken hands.”

De Valerie sat down. -

“* What'e the idea of coming here?” he
asked abruptly.

““1 can see that we shall have to put a
bit f jife into you, sonny!’” said Mr. Cun-
** As 1 matter of -fact, I brought
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Mary down here Dbecause we heard that
there's some excellent skating on the Stowe.
Wwe're staying with some friends just near
Bannington. Mary can’t skate much, and I
tlhiought you'd be gallunt enough to teach
her a few of your special little tricks. You're
a good skater, Cecil.”

“ Won't it be lovely?" asked the girl gaily.
«« Phe ice is just glorious, wnd 1I'm ever so
keen on learning. Dad has got permission
fromn the Head to take you back with us. So
vou'll be able to stay the night, and then we
can go out skating to-morrow. Won't it just
pe too ripping for words?"”

Under any ordinary conditions De Valerie
would have leapt at the chance. Dut he was
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still feel:ing bhitter, angry, and perverse. And

!

'
|

-
it

______
= -

at your head, Val, old son, but we’re after cash!”’

| ¢ We've arrived ! ' | announced cheerfully.

thie spirit of selflshness wuas strong upon him.
“I'm sorry,” he said, *"but 1 don't want
to come.”
“Q0h, UCeeill™
“ But—--" :
“I ean't help it. I've pgot something
better to do than to teach people skating!”
growled De Valerie. “ Can’t you pay some-
body to teach you? I don’t sece why I should
be dragged about when I don't waant to go!”

the girl in dismay.

said

Uncle Dan's smile turned to a frown. q

“1t is bad enough for you to show temper
towards me, Cecil, but I am pained and hurt
that vou should speak to vour cousin in such

a way,”" he said quietly. “ What is the
matter with you?"
*“*Oh, nothing!™ said De Valerie. *“ Why

the thunder can't I be left alone?
see that I don't want to come?”

“It 'is impossible to mistake vour atti-
tude,’”’ said Uncle Dan cartly.

I3 not my fault. The fellows have
been rowing with me over nothing!” went on
De Valerie, breathing hard. “It's no good
you looking at me like that, Uncle Dan!

Can't you

¥

fﬁff;f
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Can't a chtap hava a mind of his own. I
don't want to come. And what's more, I'm
not coming!"

“Oh, I didn't know you could be so hor.
rid!” said Cousin Mary angrily.

“Didn’t you?" sueered De Valerie. * Theun
it's about time you found out! I'm not an
angel, and it's no good thinking 1 am! [It's
too confoundedly thick when people come
here without warning, and then expect me
to do favours!”

“ Favours!” repeated hLis uncle sharply.

“You want me to teach Mary how to
skate, dou't you?"
““Is that what you ecall a favour?”’ de-

1 warmly.  “ Good graci-
You infernal voung boor! You gught

manded Unecle Dan
ousa!

‘ We’'re not going to hold a gun

ml

to think yourself extremely lucky to have
the opportunity. Favours, indeed? We shall
certainly ask no favours of you, Cecil! And
until vou apologize—both to Mary and to me
—I have not another word to sayv to you.”

“Good!" grunted De Valerie nastily.
“That’s a relief, anpyway.”

“Upon my soul!” said Mr. Cunniogham,
clenching his fists. ** Come, Mary! Wa
won't stay another moment in this wretched
young puppy's presence! 1 can sec that all
my former opinious of Cecil were suadly at
fault!”

The girl hesitated a moment,

“0Oh, Cecil, you can't mean what yon
say!"" she exclaimed earnestly. * Why don't
you behave yourself? Father wants you to
come over with us—"

“1I want nothing of the kind!" interrupted
Uncle Dan.

“ But, dad,
apologises &

“You can save your breath—I eshan't
apologise!”” broke in De Valerie gruffly.
“Why should I? I've done nothing wrong!

it'll he all right if Cecil
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to learn skating, there are

want
plenty of other fellows who'll be giad enough
to teach you!” '
- The girl stood there, flushing deeply.
““ Oh, you—you cad!’’ she exclaimed, with
“hot emphasis.
And she swished round, and walked out

If you

of the study, holding her head high. Uncle
Dan followed, without even giving another
-glance in  De Valerie's direction, ':lihe
junior stood there, scowling with passion.

And it made him ten times angrier to
realise that he had acted mn a manner which
was totally foreign to his own nature. Some-
thing had goaded him on to say things that
he never meant to say. . :

And even as he had been uttering the
words, he had been amazed and shocked at
himsclf—only to say harsher things the next
moment. He couldn't understand why he
had done it, and he felt that he could kick
anytkhing that came within reach of his
foot. |

But he put all the blame on to ethers—
it was their fault for irritating him, and for
upsetting him. Not a trace of remorse
came to him. He stuck to the position that
he had done nothing to be ashamed of,

And Couzin Mary's last words had hit him
like the lash of a whip. The expression
she hagd put into that werd ‘‘ cad >’ made
- Do V:ulcrie squirm as he remembered 1t. He
kicked savagely at the coalbox, and only
succeeded in hurting his toe.

‘“ The miserable little minx!” he snapped.
“I'll make 'her suffer for that! Coming
into my study, and calling me a cad! By
jingo! TIll—-I'll—"

He broke off, hardly knowing what his
own thoughts were. And for some few
moments he paced up and down impatiently,
and with the feeling within him that he
was the most unjustly treated person on

earth, For some unknown reason, every-
dey ‘was against him—everybody hated
im. '

His mood was such that he would not
admit that any fault lay within himself.
The quarrel with Somerton was entirely the
duke’s fault. The row about the Fund had
*been brought on simply because a lot of
fools interfered -with other people's business,
It was a pity if. he had to give his money
for some worthless, good-for-nothing ruffian
in the viilage!

And it was too.confoundedly thick of his
Uncle Dan to c¢ome bursting in upon him
without .letting him know a word before-
‘hand. All the trouble had been caused by
these others, and he wasn't to blame at all.
¢ call him - selfish was ridiculous., lle
wasn’t selfish—never had been!
It was in this strain that De Valerie
-argued with himself. He was worked up to
such a pitch that he didn’t want to see
~anybody for hours and hours. And if he
was disturbed agamn, he’d say a few more
-things! : = oo

He strode over to the door, and savagely
furned the key in the lock. Then he went
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'back to the fireplace, kicked the glowing
cvals into a blaze, and pulled up tho easy-
chair, '

He sat down, lay back, and glowered
fiercely and maliciously into the twisting,
flickering - flames. He could see all sorts of
faces forming themselves among the red
embers—faces that seemed to leer at him,
and 1t appeared that a human figure stood
there, in tho middle of the burning coals—
a figure that pointed an acecusing finger
in his direction. De Valerie breathed hard.

Tap-—tap! ‘
- He sat forward,
exasperated,

‘“Go away!” he shouted thickly.
don’t want to be disturbed!” .

““ It’s me—Unclo Dan!” came the voico of
Mr. Cunningham. *“ Open . this door a
moment, Cecil-—-I ecommand . you. Let’s have
no more of this silly nonsense!”

De Valerie got to his feet, and hesitated.

‘““ It’s no good, nncle—it won't make any
difference!”” he called out. ““ Can't you
leave a fellow aloue?”

““ Open the door!’

With a muttered exclamation, De Valerie
crossed over, and turned the Kkey. He
flung the door open, and Uncle Dan stood
there looking at him with a stern, angry
face, It seemed to the junior that Mr.
Cunningham had become more determined
and masterful, .

‘“1 thought I would come bhuck before
leaving the zchool,” said Uncle Dan quietly.
‘* I believe, Cecil, that we dropped in upon
you just at the moment of an unfortunate
quarrel, 1 am quite prepared to over-
look many of ycur thoughtless utterances.
If }'jnu will only apologise to your cousin

B ]

“ Why should I?” demanded De Valerie.

“That is a question which needs no
answer,”” teplied Uncle Dan. * You ought
to know well enough why you should apolo-
gise. You treated Mary with a discourtesy
which amounted to a positive insult. If you
cannot distinguish between right and wrong,
my present mission is futile.”

De Valerie sneered. |

“1t is!” he said sourly.
hang for Cousin Mary.”

What made him say it? What mischiev-
ous demon caused him to use those words
in his heart, he knew well enough
that he ecared far more. for Cousin Mary’s
opinion than anybody else’s? .
1:.Bu'c. Uncle Dan closed his mouth. like a
rap. . :

“ Yery well!” he said curtly. * That is
quite sufficient. I shall never ask a favour

utterly and abszolutely
.“ I E

‘*“1 don’t éare a

‘of you again, Cecil. You are utterly selfish,

-

inconsiderate, and objectionable!”

e turned, and walked away, and De
Valerie felt quite triumphant. In thab
moment ho felt that the victory was his.
lie would show people that he wasn’t going
to he sat on! : ;

Somewhere within him he had a lingering
hope that this outbhurst of temper would



LEE LIBRARY ”@ 5

subside, and that he would be a little sorry
for his actions and this ill-considered words.

But now, after his uncle's second visit,
he paced up and down the study. and told
himself that he didu't care a hang for
anybody. If everybody in the school

turned against him, the wouldn’t care! Let
them!” . _
Never would he admit himself in the

~wrong—hecause he wasn't in the wrong! To
express a moment’s * sorrow -mow would
"simply mean that he was caving in—tamely
knuckling under,

And he wouldn't knuckle under—never!
He would remain strong and firm, and
-prove, in the end, that his attitude was
justified.

He didn't want to sit in front of the fire
any more—ho wanted to be doing something.
He rather liked the sound which came from
outside. Th= wind had increased, and snow-
flukes were patiering noisily against the
window-pane. 1t was quite pleasant to
listen to

He nassed out of the study, and went
down the passage. And he had only gone a
few paces before he ran into Reginald Pitt.
The latter looked at him rather curiously.

¢ 8till in the same old tantrums?”’ he
- asked calmly. ,
““"(Go to the dickens!" snarled De Valerie.
““ Thanks—bhut I'd rather not,” replied
Pitt. ** You can take it from me, my son,
that things will be pretty warm for you
in the Remove if you don’t change a bit,

The fellows are rather fed up with your
attitude over the IFund.”

‘““ Do you think I care?”

““ I think you will care!” replied Pitt

curtly. “And you’'ll jolly well learn that it
deesn’t pay to be as mean as a miser!
-You're simply rolling in money, and yet you
can’t whack out a quid or two!”’

“I'll do what 1 like with my own
money!”’

‘“I hope it burns you!" said Pitt.
“You're a rotten cad, and you know it.

You're the last chap in the world I should
have cxpected to act in this way. It may
interest you to know that Nipper is still
boldinz up that Fund until you subscribe.”

““ He'll' have to hold it up a good time,
then!” retorted De Valerie savagely.
“1le’ll get my whack when the moon
turns green!” ;

“ Do you mean to tell me that you won't
give anything?” inquired Pitt. “ Nipper has
positively declared that he’ll keep the Fund
waiting a couple of days, if necessary.”

“ Then Griggs and his family will starve
in the meantime,” sneered De Valerie.

“If they do, it'll be your fault,” replied
Pittk. ** They're pretty well on the edge
now, 8o if any disaster happens, the blame
will rest on your shoulders. Don't forget
tha.h.!’ 3 5 . ..-l

“You're a fool!” pgrowled the other.
“I've already told Nipper that I'm not
-going to pay a furthing, and
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if he cares /| icicles!”

to keep the I'und open, it'll be his own
idiotic fault.” '

He passed on, still scowling.

In the lobby he came across Archie Glea-
thorne, who was standing ‘there, talking
with Phipps, his valet. Phipps had his over-
coat and hat on, and was appuarently setting
forth for the village on some errand.

“ I think that's about all, Phipps,” suid
Archie, *“Don't forget to biff into - the
grocer's and obtain a somewhat large supply
of fish-paste. The supplies are short, and it
secems to me that fish-paste is just the
absolute stuff to brace a chappie up.”

““ What variety would you care for, Sir?
asked Phipps,

““ Dhat, good lad, I leave to you,” said
Archie, with a wave. *““I mean to say,
['m not partic. . Lobster, anchovy, crab,
roach, pike, or any old thing. I was read-
ing  in some priceless volume that fish is
somewhat stimulating to the brain., L
think that's dashed good, what?” "

“ 1 shall obain a large amount of fish-
paste, sir,”” said Phipps gravely.

‘“ Absolutely,” agreed Archie.
think there's anything else,
you've got the throat tablets firmly en-
graved on the old plates of memory? You
mustn't forget the throat tablets, Phipps.
I mean fo say, the vocal department is get-
ting dashed hoarse. . In fact, the young
master is somewhat run down. The good
old tissues are at a low ebb!”

** Quite o, sir,” said Phipps.

"De Valerie brushed past roughly, and
Archie staggered slightly, Ile gazed after
De Valerie with a frown.

‘““ That, Phipps, is what a chap might cor
rectly term a blister!” he observed.

““ Pardon, sir?”

‘““ A blister, Phipps!™ said Archie, with
a mnod towards De Valerie. ““ In other
words, a blot upon the old landscape. De
Valerie has been playing the jolly old
deuce, and [ should say that the outlook
for him is black and scaly!” '

De Valerie turned, scowling.

““ Can’t you mind your own counfounded
business?'” he snapped. )

*“ (1adzooks!"” exclaimed Archie. “* You
observe, FPhipps? llere we are—absolutely
on the spot. I mean to say, just yon-and 1,
standing here, chatting as one chappie to
another, We converse—we 'hold a little
homely conclave. And this lump of garbage
butts in--absolutely butts in, don't you
know!"” :

““ Take no notice of him, sir,” said Phipps

diplomatically.

*“ Rather not,”” exclaimed Archie. *.Or,
in other words, rather! That is to say, ab-
solutely nn notice whatever! At one
period, Phipps, 1 regarded De Valerie as one
of the lads of the village—one of the
gelect circle, so "to speak. But now he's-
outside the jolly old ring. In future I shall

cut him so bally coldly that he'll sprout

“ 1. dan't
Of course,



De Valerie felt that if he really started,)

he would slaughter Archie on the spot.
‘And to take any action of that scrt with
Phipps present, was quite impossible. lor
Phipps would not hesitate to take a hand
in the game. ‘ |

So De Valerie, clenching his fists, strode
out into the Triangle, lle didn't care zbout
the weather. In fact, he was rather glud
that he had not troubled to don his over-
cout. The wind was howling mournfully,
and snowflakes were hissing down with ever-
incrgasing violence.

They were tiny snowflukes, for the tein-
. peraturo was well below  freezing puint.
And De Valerie paced up and down the
Triangle, chilled to the marrow. What did
he care, anyhow? If he caught plienmonia,
and died, it m:ght be all the hettpr! Then,
perhaps, the chaps would be a bit sorry:

However, this foolish mood didn’t last
ong. lle suddenly made up his mind that
he would ge indoors. But lie wouldn’t say
a word to anybody. If the chaps ad-
dressed him, he would cut them dead. He
wouldn't give anybody a chance to cut him
first.

De Valerie had not repented in tlie least.

That demon still held command of his

" vietim,
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CHAPTER V.
THE MAN IN THE SNODW.

s IMPOSSIBLEI” said Jack

Grey excitedly.
‘* It's true, you
—absolutgly true!”
“ You're trying to sgpoof

L85

“ (o and look in the lobhy

if you're not satistied!” grinned Reggio
Pitt. ** It's there as large as life—pinned

on the board. A notice, signed by the llead
himself.” _

Ceril De Valerie gazed at the jumiors from
beneath lowering brows. It was morning
now, and he was lounging against one of
the posts at the bottom of the Ancient
House steps. The sun was shining, the wind
had died down, and everywhere lay a coat-
ing of fine whiteness.

The snow had not been so much after
all, and the frost had heid. Skating would
be absolutely perfect to-day. But De Valerie
dide’t want to skate—aithough only the
previous morning he had been looking for-
ward to the prospect with a great amount
"of eagerness,

He had been ignored by all and snndry--—
and this hurt him more than anything. Even
Somerton had not come anywhere near him.
Pitt, Levi, Singleton, und all the others had
taken studied care in avoiding him,

De Valerie had not missed all tis.

And so he held aloof—bitterly telling him-
gself that he didn't care. Why,
should he care? They weren't worth worry-
ing about. lle'd done nothing wrong, aund

indeed,

he wasn't going to be the first to Lreak the
ice. -

And se he hung about there, at the ool
of the Ancient House steps, openly defiant
and inwardly rebell ons. He mado out that
he was utterly indifferent to the attitude
of the Remove. '

He found himseli listening in a disin-
terested kind of way to the conversation of
Pitt and Grey. And then Handforth and Co.
came out of the lobby, 2ll of them looking
flushed and excited,

“Good old Head!' exclaimed
with  enthusiasm. ** My hat! I
thought he was such a sport!”

““ Rather!” said Handforth,
ford’s all right!”

““ One of the hest!” said McClure.

‘“ And only yesterday everybody was
railing at him like one o'clock!” grinned
Pitt, ‘* HHe was run down by all and
sundry. Oh, to be a Headmaster! It must
be a glorious life—I1 don't think!"”

** Well, how the dickens were we to kaow
that he'd turn up trumps like this?” de-
manded Haniforth. * Yesterday, he said
that no skating would be allowed. And this
morning he's not only given permission that
we can all g0 on the ice, but he's stamped
the thing with a kind of hall-mark by giv-
ing the giddy school a whole holiday!”

De Valerie started.

The information was news to him. A
whole holiday! And he was moping about
on his own—perverze, Ilicerable, and in a
don’t care mood. What would he have
given for such an oppertunity as this a day
or two earlier?

t.-\u;il there was no doubt about the matter
at all. '

The whole school was cheering, and the
excitement ran high, Instead of the Head’s
popularity bheing at a low ebb, it wus at
flood tide. He was looked upon as a kind
of magician, and respected and loved by
all, ' 5B

A whole holiday—on & day when there
wash't even an ordinary half-holiday ! .And
the Head had done this just because the
frost had come, and the skating was good,
It was really an unprecedented favour to
the school, and just one of those little
human touches which Dr. Stafford was
famous for. The loss of time at lessons
would be practically nothing compared teo
the benefit the boys would receive from the
healthy sport.

And the English climate is not o reliable
that a day’s skating can be put off, That
was  probably why the Head had granted
this whole holiday. By- the morrow, per-
haps, a thaw would ‘come, and that would
end all hopes—for, after all, the real winter
had hardly commenced.

Everybody thought - themselves extremely
lucky to have any skating at all, so early
in December. The winter looked like being
one of the good old-feshioned sort. But
one could mever tell, and so it was far betier

Churah,
never

‘** Dr. Staf-
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to grab the chance cf skating while it was
here.

it was not yet breakfast-time, and dozeuns
of fellows were bustling about, diving into
trunks and boxes, frantically searching cup-

boards, and begeing for pieces of emery
cloth from the ‘1gu~;t,m¢ud.
‘Skates were heing searched up--and, as

were rusty, they were being
clenned and polished, A great many fellows
didn't have any skates at all, and numbers
rushed down to the village, carciess of miss-
ing breakiast, because it had been reported
that Mr. Sharpe, the ironmonger had been
euterprising enough to lay in a large '-t.t‘-(:l\
of skates.

“We're going to have a glorious day, too,”
daclared Pitt, as he looked up at the ML}
‘““ Not a sign of any more snow, and the
barometer's as steady as a rock. I’ve heard
that we cam sKkate up the Stowe as rar as
Pillipg, and that’s ten miles away.”

o R:ppm-r' * said Church.

He saw that Handforth was looking at De
Valerie, who had been listening in a “kind of
sullen temper to this talk. And Handforth

most of them

svumiml to be rather less aggressive than
usual.

The great Edward Oswald, for all his
bluster, had an absurdly soft heart. He

hated to see wrybody down in the dumps.
At ove hour he would punch a fellow’s nosc,
aind declare that he would never speak to
him agait. And in the next hour he would
slap him on the back, lend him five bob, and
peace would be restored.

He was quite disgnsted with De Valerie
for the way in which the latter had acted.
it touched Handy's heart to see the
 junior standing there, aloof and alone. He
c«lidn't mean to speak, but couldn’t help
himzelf. -

““ Got your ‘skates ready, old man?”’ he
asked casually,

“No!"" replied De Valerie.

He bit his lip, for he hadn’t meant to say
anything at all. At the same time, he was
aware of a feeling of pleasure that Hand-
forth had addressod him. When he was his
usual self, De Valerie was a cheery soul, and
hated being left out in the cold.

““ Better buck uwp, then,” said Handforth.
“Tf you haven't got any skates, you'll have
to leok alive, or they'll all be sold—-"

*“You needn't worry. I'm not skating,
thanks!™ interrupted De Valerie, with a sud-
den return of viciousness which he could
not account for. * The river will be a bit
too crowded, and I'm rather particular who
1 mix with!"

The bitter words were uttered in a sting-
inz, contemptuous tone. And Handforth in-
stinctively clenched his fista.

** You—you insulting rotter!”
“1 was a silly idiot to say

he. roared.
anything to

you! 1 Imrrht hava expected “what 1 should
get! It's last time I'Il try {o be
soft agam'" . .

He turned away_ - breathinzg hard. And

" De Valerie walked off, heaning fierce condem-
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nations upon his own head. What a fool!
Why couldn't he have seized this chance to
miake matters a bit better? The opening had
been there, and all he could do was to add
to the friction

He went into breakfast merely as a
matter ¢f course. Not because he wanted
any., And as he sat there, studiously ignored
by all the other juniors, the bitterness en-
tered his soul more than ever,

The meal was rather a snatchy one, for
tliere was a gay spirit in the air, and even
the masters were influenced by it. There
was not the usual decorum 4t table, and
all sorts of light-hearted jokes were passea
to and fro. In addition to that, everybody
was hurrying, so that they a.c:uld get outl
and enjoy themselves.

It seemed to De Valerie that the whole
community had plotted and pkwned to con-
spire against him. While he was so miser-
able, everybody was happy. And yet some
iittle whisper within him indicated that it

might be changed, if he allowed it. But the
spirit of obst.infacy held the upper hand.

He wouldn't weaken, he was in the right,
and he would hold out.

And so, as soon as breakfast was over,
mooched off by himseif. He would make all
the juniors feel how rottenly they were
treating him. But as he watched the fellows
getting ready for the day's sport, he did

lia

pot see muany indications of sympathy for
him.
In fact, he was ignored-—-nobody hadl a

thought for him.

““ Oh, all right—hang the lot of them!"
muttered De Valerie savagely., 1 weuldn't
go with them, even if they asked me.”

He suddenly determined that he would go
for a ramble—a long walk along the frosty
country road. After all, this wculd do him
more good than skating.

Just as if he was going to teach his
Cousin Mary how to skate. The nerve of it!
Coming over to St. I'rank’s and demanging
that he should go back! He wasn't a sknl;-
ing instructor!

His thoughts were as bitter as ever as he
strode along the country lanes. He didn't

pay much heed where he went—in fact, he
didn't actually Kpnow which direction he
took. ITe was only aware that he wus walk.

ing along the smallest lanes he could ftind,
with snow-covered hedges on either side.
He was alone—absolutely., Ever since- lie
had started out he hadu’t passed a =oul,
And for this he felt very grateful. He dida't

want to meet anybody. His only thought
was to be alone.
He told himself that he had been alto-

gether too considerate for the otiiers in the

past. That was why they had attempted
to impose on him., In future he would be
different.

People could call it selfishness. if they .
liked, but he wouldn't care. He weould go
his own way—and look after himsell solaly.
| It was the only way to be happy—aithough
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if this was happiness, De Valerie didn't seem
to be enjoying it.

His thoughts strayed towards the Fund
“which was~being raized for cld Griggs. In
a perverted kind of way, De Valerie con-
sidered this to be humorous. The Fund
was still open—waiting for his contribution,

Well, it could wait! All the money le
had was his own property, and he wasn't
going to be told how to spend it! Not
l:l-.ely' It was a pretly fine thing when a
crowd of chaps came and told him how to
spend his own money!

What did he care if Griggs did starve?
The man was pothing to him, and he
thought even less of the other meambers oi

the Grices family, Why, he hadn't even
secn them.
De Valerie, in short, was gcing frem hbad

to worse,

Being alene was responzible for this piob-
ably. For he was uallowed to brood,
there was no other inHuence to assist Lim,
He felt that every hand was against lim,
and he would fight the lot.

In a subconscious kind of way, e knew
that he wvas in the somewhat broader lune
which ram from the hamlct of Edgcwvwore to
Bellton. And be couid fecl some snowfinkes
faling.

This ecaused him to lock up at the skv.

When he had last eyed the weather
eomditions, the sun was shining., But now,
I some strange way, the whele =ky had

become overcast, and snew was begiuning to
fall in big. heavy flukes. And with this
sudden snowstorm came a wind—a chill, cut-

ting wind, wkich seemed to have a bLite in
it.

But De Valerie didn't eare.

He still trudged oen, and within five

minutes the snow was whirling down in reul
earnest, and the wiml had Ipereased to a
miniature gale, It wis a rather severe siow
squall which would pmhahh soon be over.

And now, as he walked, he had a most
peculiar experience, Str“mmg his Gy s, it
seemed to bim that a shadowy kind of figure
was abcut twenty or thirty yards in ad-
vasce.

He ecculin't :zee distinetly, but Le was eer-
tain that some shape rept thiere, at about
the same distance. The effect wus rd*lu_-
uncanny, for amid those whirling snpowilike:
the figure ﬂeemﬂ:t ghostly and unrexl,

What could it be?

De Valerie, forgetting all his treubles and
‘worries, moved faster. He wanted to malke
Lis mind casy on this matter. And so
he hurried along in order to overtake the
mysterious figure.

He didn’t know how Jong it was befcre he
actually overtecok the other, hut it seemed
to be hours. He had an eerie kind of sensu-
tion that he couldn’t overtake tle iliusive
figure, like one experiences in a dream.

Then there came a momentary lull in the
storm—just a clear space for a second or
two. And De Valerie grunted with disgust.

-

and-

| trate man_ and looked down at him.

S
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For the figure, after all, was merely that of
a man pushing a hand-cart!

Owing to the snow on thie read, De Vilerie
had mot been able to hear the wheels, And
the whirling flakes had prevented him from
geeing properly., And he could see that the
man was hurrying, pushing the barrow with
all his energy.

There was acmetlung strange about his
gait.

It was uneertain—wavering
As he walked,

r and unsteady.
he swayed and lurehed from
side to side. But he continued to push the
barrow in safety. And now De Valerie wis
rapidly overtaking him.

A curicus thouwght came to him—a
thought which rapidly became a certainty.
This muan in front of him was Criggs—Griggs
e carrier!  And here he was, as drunk as
a iord, pushing his confounded huandeart.

“By gad!"” exclaimed De Valerie. ‘““ And
this is the retter they expected me to help!
teiling aiong tlie rn.ul as full as a barrvei!™

It was certainly }u:mnrons, thiz zituation.
He would be able to erin at all the other

fellows later om, when they found out the
truth about Griges. 1f the wmwan wasn's
craak, why was he staggering awlong lite
that Y

The snow was now descending as hard as
ever, and so rapidiy had it been falling that
the lane was covered by a carpet three or
four inches thick. De Valerie himself was
siothered. Avd now lie understcod more
cloacly why the eld carrier had been going
20 rapidly.

For thry were descending a hill, Tt was the

Liond-eart  iteell  whicn  had  pulled Griges
atcng--although, possibly, the lazy black-
gnard  would Imn_ preferred to o at a
dawdle.

And this, in:h‘-cd, was tlie case, far in a
few minutes Gricgs slackened his gait  so
much that he was enly going at a crawl,
pushiiag the harrow with cbhyvious difliculty.

It was as much as he could do.

They were ascending the little hill ount of
thie valley, and Griggs was finding it hard
to push hLis barrcw. The man did not even
know that e Vaierie was 0 near, for he
was giving all his attention to the work.

Then, suddenly, Lie slipped.
He fell sprawling, the hand-cart slewed

reund, and tipped un into. cne ¢f the siow-
covered banks. A miscellaneous assortment
of owikds and ends slithered out, and lay
there in a jumbled up heap

Griges attempted to rice, and he suecccaded
i vetting to his feet. But he swayed, his
Kinees qslmul and hLe fell again, uttering a
low groan, De Valerie, who had pausci,
lonked cn with contemptucus intercst.

The 4elicw was so drunk, titat ¢nce having
fullenr;, he ecculdn’t get up again!  Dsa
Vilerie walked forward, eonsidering that
here was an nmmrtunitf; to say a few words
of well-merited reproach.

He advanced, arrived cpposite tle pros-
uriggs



was just trying to struggle up again. Then
he caught sight of De Valerie, and held out
a hand appealingly.

« Thank heaven you’ve come, young sir!"
he said weakly. ‘I hopes you don't mind
giving me a hand up, sir? My legs don't
secem to be what they used to be. I'm
fcelin’ mortal queer, sir!"

De Valerie lcoked at him with

a slight
catch in his throat.

Instead of @ bloated, beer-soaked face.
there was e«omething quite different. The

regged countenance of Griggs
and ashen as that of a corpse. His cheeks
were stricken, his eyes hollow. And it seemed
to De Valerie that the ¢yes burned with a
feverish, unnatural light.

In a flash he forgot all his own affairs.

He bent down beszide the man, and the:
went on his knees.

“1 say, pull yourself together,
he exclaimed quickly.
only just slipped over.’

Griggs sighed with a kind of contentment
as he feit. himself raised in De Valerie's
arm. There was a peaceful expression cn his
face now, but no flush in the ashen chieeks.

De Tulerie knew well encuch that this
man had not been drinking. There was no
pign of it. His lips were blue with <old,
and theroa was scarcely any wonder for this.
For Qriggs’ ragged overcoat was _almost
threadbare, and De Valerie caught a glinipse
of the suit he wore underneath. It was
thin—somebody’s cast-off- summer wear, by
the look of it. And the man’s boots were
gaping with holes. To be walking abroad
in a snowstorm thus attired was ghastly.

Obviously, the stories about Griggs were

Was as paie

Gricgs!
“It's all right—you

true. MHe really was at the last extremity.
And, certainly, a man in his condition ought

never to have been working on such a day.
De Valerie felt aungry.

“Why on earth did you come out?"” le de-
manded grufifly. Good Heavens; that's a
horrible cough you 've got! You'll catch

pneurmnonia if you're not careful!”

“1t's all rigl;; it don't much matter now,
anyway, sir!"” said Griggs weakly., “ I don’t
Teckon I'll last long enough to catch no iil-
ness. 1 didn’t ought to have come out to-
day. But a man can't allus do what he
wants.”

“You must have been ill before you
started,” said De Valerie. *‘I thought you
were drunk at first, the way you were lurch-
ing along.”

“Drunk!" 4Griggs uftered a weak, hollow
laugh. * Bless your heart, sir, I ain't touched
a drop of anything except water for the last
ten days! We haven’'t had no wood for a
fire, and no money to buy tea. I desmy 1
was a fool to come out this mﬂrmn but
t}! elil'e was a chance of earmu a honest
shilli

”A r41:11[::1;_:"" muttered De Valerie dazedly.

P Tain’ b much, snr but I could ha’ bnught
-bread, an’' a bit o' chee% for the kiddies,”
muttered Griggs. ‘ But it's over now, eir;
tain’t any good grumblin'. They did say as

| breathed Griggs,
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De Valerie could see that the man
was hurrying and pushing the bar-
row with all his energy.

some o the kind folks was goin' to help me
along a bit with one of them subseriptions.
I was a fool to hope for it, sir. In these
'ere days people ain't got money to epare
to 'elp a poor mam what's had hard luck!”

“It's all right, Griggs, our chaps are get-
ting up a Iund " said De Valerie ea"erh
““ They were tlunkmg ¢f bringing some
money down to you last night. But it's cer-
tain to be handed over to- -day.”

Griggs clutched at him with a fever of -joy
in his eyes.

“ Gawd bless ve, eir!” he said faintly.
**Gawd bless ye! I ¢an go better now—more
peaceful like! It won’t seem 8o 'ard! 'Cos
I shall know that the wife and kids'll be
looked urter. She told me not to go out this
mornin’. Mebbe, if I liad stayed home, ld
ha' pullﬂd through.”

De Valerie was aghast.

“You’'ll pull through as it is,’ ' he said
alnost grufly. ** There's no sense in tailing
like that, Griggs. Look here, I'll give you a°

hand. If I can manage to hoist you on to
that hand-cart, 1'll buzz you home in mno
time—""

“It ain’t no good, sir,” said Griggs, his
voice dropping to a mere whisper. I
couldn’t do it—I ain’t no more good m this
world. But I'm a-goin’ out of it more 'appy
becos [T met vouw. It's reglar 'ard when a
man 'as to pass out without sayin’ a word
durin’ his last minutes——"’

““Good heavens!” muttered De
hoarsely.

*Good-bvea,

Valerie

sirr, T ain't got long now!"

as he feebly clutched at De
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Valerie's elecve.
thinkin’ of ’er! Am’ the kids, sir!
forgot "em. ]—]——"

His voice trailed away, and then it scemed
to De Valerie that all the ngidity went out
of the man's body. He¢ flopped back, and
his eyes closed. He lay there, in De Valerie's

I—] am’t

arms, still and silent, and there was a
;)eaccful expression upon his poor, rugged
ace.

De Valerie was nearly mad with emotion
and fear. Im spite of hiwself, great floods
ol tears welled mmto lias eyes. The man had
famnted—Iainted fromn «heer lack of susten-
ance.

He had been starving for dave. By the
look of hinmy, he hadn't tasted a norsel of
food for o weck. Apd all this was becanse
e had come out tlus morning. e ought to
have becen in bed—witlhy hot broth and blaun-
kets and a blazing firc. And all these things

could have been provided i that noaey
liad heen sent Jast night!
- De Valevie's mind wag oo whir). He had

never cecen anybody o oa faint like this be-
fore. It was terrible—ghastiv.  And the
junior felt all the more horriticd because the
thought came to hiin, stubning and emash-
ingly hard, that he wae mainly to blame.

And then, as he slili ¢rouched {here with
the uwufortunate Griggs in his arme, he heard
a kind of purring npoise in his rear. He
glapeed round, and saw that a smali motor
car was coming along through the thick
SNCW.

De Valerie gave a gasp of relicf. He 'had
never heen more thaukful to ece o stranger.
He gently allowed Griges head to fall in
the snow, and ke rose {o hie fect.

“Stop—stop!” he shouted.

But the motorist vecded wo hidding. MHe
had already stopped. and was just ¢limbing
out ¢f the driving-seat as De Valerie ran
up. Then the jumor was further gladdened
by the fact that this pewcomer was Dr.
Brett. the village practitioncer.

* 0Oh, thank goodness it’s yen, Dy, Brett!”
panted De¢ Valerie.

“ Why, my bay, what ¢n eartl's the mat-
ter?” asked the doctor curiously. ' Good
gracious! Who's that?”

“Ju's eid Griggs, sir! The village carrier!'”
broke in De Valerie. * He was pushing hie
barrow up this Lill whenr he fell down, and
I went to help him. But he's fainted! The
poor old fellow’s collapsed in my arms. Let's
et hin home, sir, for goodness sake!”

Dr. Brett looked grave.

“ Griggs!”’ he exclained. T saw the man
vesterday, in the High Ntreet, and he looked
more like a corpse than anything clse! e
cught never to have ¢ome out in this storm
—on sach a cold day, too!”

“Ob, please leok at him, Dr. Brett!”
pleaded De Valerie. o
The man wecded no sccond bidding.  lie

Lurried across the snow-covercd road to the
spot where Griggs lay still. Dr. Brett knelt
down in the snow, vaised the old carrier’s
head, and then he gave a sharp cxclamation.
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“Tell—tell the wife 1 was ]

“Well, sir?” said De Vilerie huskily.

Dr. Brett made no reply. He fclt for Griggs’
heart, aad placed a hand there for a few
moments. Thewn, looking at De Valerie with
grave, paiaed eyes, he slowly reicoved the
hat from his head.

De Valerie felt a great lump rise into his
throat.

“You—you don't mean-—"
afraid to utter the words.

**My boy, I am too late!” said Dr. Brett
quietly. ** This man is dead!”

He paused,

CHAPTER VI.
THE HOLE IN THE ICE!

ECIL DE VALERIE felt
that the world bad
crashed to atoms.
It ceemed that

blinding fiashes appeared bc-
fore his vision, and there was

something thudding in his

brain. But it was only for a moment. Then,

in a flash, those dreadful words of Dr.
Brett's came to him clearly.

He found himeself looking down at the

stiil figure 0 a fascinated way.
“* Dead!” he stammered. '** But—but
Oh, you've made a mistake, sir!” he bhurst

out. ‘““He <can't be dcad! 1t's  im-
possible——"" _
*“ Steadv—steady!” exclaimed Dr. DBrett,

as he gently laid a handkerchief over the
white face. ' 1'm a doctor, e Valerie, and
[ don't make mistakes of that kiud. I'm
more grieved than 1 can say, because Griggs
was euch a simple, henest fellow. He died
through starvation and exposure!”

e Valerie clenched lhis fists, and his own
face was as pale as a sheet. All his limbs
trembled, and his cheeks were wet with
tears.

“* Dead!” he said, nearly choking. ‘' And—
and would he have lived, siv, if he had gob
‘uto a proper bed last night, with blankets
aid food——" .

**1 have not the clizhtest doubt that
Griggs would have recovered his full health
and strength,” interrupted Dr. Brett., '' Bub
it i3 idle to talk in that way, my boy. 1f I
hal known Griggs was =0 ill 1 would have
dono something for him. It is a pity—a ter-
rible pity!”

D¢ Valerie stood there a< motionless as a
statue. _ .

" 0oh, I—-I—"

He broke off, and sobbed in grear, heart-
brecaking gulps. He couldn’t help himeelf.
The thing was more than he could etand,
and it was only with great difficulty that
INr. Brett managed to soothe and ealm him.

And while De Valerie was attempting to

gain a further hold on himeelf, Dr. Breit
lifted up the pitiful remains and placed

them reverently in his car.
“ You had better come with me, too, De
Valerie,” he said quietly. * This shock has
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and I can well)
bumt: home with

been a great one for a hoy,
understand your emolious.
me, and I'll socm make you feel better—

““ No—no!"' eaid De Valerie ficreely. *1
don’t want to come, sir—1 want to be alone
—alone! Don't bother about me! 1 shall
be all right; a walk in the cold air will do
me better than medicine'”

Dr DBrett considered for
then nodded,

The lad was distraught, and malters would
not be improved by taking him along in the
eiar with the dead body. It would be better,
perhaps, to let him go for his walk. He was
well wrapped up, and would come to no
harm. Besides, the doctor conldn’t delay.

“ Very weil, my boy,” e said. * Go for
your walk.”

De Valerie didu't seem to hear. He hardly
kuew that tbe car had started off. Jo fact,
De Valerie didn’t know anything--until, sud-
deinly, he found himself quite alone.

He awoke from a kind of trance, and a
wiid, despairing hope came to him that his

a moment and

imagination had been running riot. But
there was no chance of this. There was poor
old Griggs’ hand-cart—upturned, with its

pitiful assortment of odds and ends in the
FOOW.

‘““ He's dead—he's dead!”
Valerie remorsefully. * And—and 1 could
have saved him! Oh, how did I know? How
f?uld,..l guess that things were so bad as

idal

He walked along, biipdly—uot cuaring where
e went.

“1t isn’t fair!”’ he buret out. " The fel-
lows didn’t tell nie it was as serious as all
that " He paused. " But they did tell
nie!” he went on fiercely. ' It's my fault—
absolutely my fauit entirely!”

The fact ¢ame to him th:lt if he had con-
iributed to the fund the previons evening all
would have been well. Dr. Brett himself had
sald that Griggs would have lived. Thie
man’'s death was on his hands! 1t was too
awful for worda. 1Y couldn’t be true—it was
toon horrible to be true.

But ¢ Valerie always got back to the
same starting point. It was true! There
was no ehadow of doubt about it. And, with
overwhelming force, the realisation of his
own selfishness aud meanness struck him like
a blow.

But what a price to pay for enlightien-
ment! What a terrible lessen this was—and
how cruel that old Griggs should be the maip
sufferer! Why was life eo bitter und re-
morseless? -

De Valerie had mnever felt so absslutely
micerable in all his life. He walked on un-
consciously, and did not even know that Le
was getling nearer and nearer to the River
Stowe.

hreathed De

The snow had ceased to fail now, and the
eky was clearing once again. DBut De Valerie
didn't know anything of this—he had no

thoughts for the conditions of the wealher.
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sage of time. Five minutes might have
passed—ten—perhaps a whole hour. He did
not know. He wasn't even awarc that he
had left the road, and wandcered off through
a kind of skeleton wood to a spot where a
- steep hill-side ran down to the banks of the
river.

It lay stretched before him now—a wmdm"

sheet of ice, peaceful and alluring. In the
far distance figures could be seen—fellows
keenly enjoying themselves, skating, and

flushed with warmth and health,
They knew nothing of this tragedy which
had juet occurred,.

““Oh, what a fool Nipper was not to have
sent that subscription last night!” muttered

l)e Valerie huskily. ' le's tu blame as
much as I am! 1f only he had sent that
Money &

But he paused, wringing his hands. 1t was
no good trying to get away from the truth—
1t was no good trying -to put the blame on
somebody else's shoulders. He was the c¢ause
of everything!

Then his heart jumped strangely.

From afar, as though unrcal and ghostly,
came a shrill ery. De Valerie was on the
alert in a second. And the scream came
again—a wild, despairing cry for help. This
time it.was louder. '

every nerve on the

De Valerie turned,
stretch. MHe stared down towards the river,
and he could hardly believe his eyes. Some
little distance away there was a change, in
that stretch of ice. There, in one spot, near
the very centre of the stream, a sinister
bhlack hole had appeared—a black hole, with
jagged edges. .

And as De Valerie looked, the head and
shoulders of a girl rose up—a girl, attired in
a musquash coat, with a neat fur toque. The
distauce wae considerable, but the air was
clear, and_ somehow, De Yalerie's vision
seemed to he extraordinarily acute.

The girl was Cousin Mary!

And then she vanished—she slipped back
nto that black patch of deadly, icy water,
and she did not appear again.  Aud this
Llow, com'ng so euddenly after tlie other
dreadful affair, was ncarly c¢nough to send
De Valerie crazy. 1t was too horrible for
contemplation,

His cousin, struggling in the icy waters of
the Stowe! Not another sounl was in the
vicinity, although De Valerie could cce
dim, indistinet ficures speeding up the river
from the lower rcaches,

There was only one person m the world
who could asve the givl—and that was him-
self. Mo was galvapised into fierve activity.

His cousin—that sweetly pretty girl—had
heen skating unescorted. She was a novice,
she knew practically nothing about the
sport. But she was high- epmted and confl-
dent, and she had obviously <et out on Ler
skates without tr:mblmg 1111.hmly to 4ccom-
pany her.

And it was Pe Valerie's fault!

He, like a blackzuard, had refused to go

Neither had Lic any rcalisation of the pas-

| out with her, ard this tragedy was tho re



It was another outcome of his mean,
But he would save

84305,

coutemptibie selfishness

his cousin! ‘
®o other thought euntered into his head.

He had to save her—he had to!

OGne tracedy had already happened to-day
because nf his horrible caddishness. 1t would
be frightful beyond measure if a second took
place. And it was Mary this time—DMary, his
own little cousin. De Valerie knew uell
caotzh that the girl was one of the sweetest
fittle things on earth.

And, even as he ran, he was horrifled at the
reaiisation of Lis own ungentiemanly conduct
of the evening hefore. At hadn't struck him
sn at the time. Even this morning he had
tried to convince himself that ‘he was in the
risht. But he wasn't. Nobody on carth had
ever heen =o much in the wrong!

He found that he couldn’t go direct down
ta the river bank. Tor just here the hill-
side was so steep that it became a precipice.
He had to make a detour, and in a few
minutes he found himself tearing thirouch &
woad,  The farther he ran the deeper he
seemed to get.

Panting, gasping for breath, he ran on. 1t
seamed hours before, at length, he broke out
into tl:e open once more. And all the time
Mary was in that icy water, sinking into
thi~ depths.

Ris thoughts came to an abrupt halt, for
hs eould sce across a«short meadow now—

he could see the spot where Mary had
vauntzhed. And a number of juniors had
come up, Shouts were in the ar, and

there was a great commotion,

De Valerie felt that Le was going mad,
and he ran over the mecadow like one pos-
sessed. At almo:t every other stride he
broke through thin patches of ice. But he
strugeled on. At last lie tore on to the
ice of the river.

There were five or six juniors there -
Ilasdforth, Church, MecClure, Reginald Pitt,

and Jack Grey, and Solomon Levi.

All  except " Pitt and Handforth were
standing mear that gaping hole in the ice.
Pitt and Handforth were in the water. 1hev

were hoisting something uut-—aq,nellun"
Hmp and still. A choking cry of relief came

into De Valerie's voice. le was too late--
but they had got her. They had pulled her
out! But it was a terrible task to bring
the girl to safety.

Again and again the ice broke. But with
the help of thc others Maundforth and Pitt
strozoled on, And at last Cousin Mary lay
there on the ice. Church and McClure had
ripped off their coats, and these were
wrapped round the girl in next to no time.

Jack Grey and Levi had taken their over-
coats off, too, and they were put round
the shoulders of Mary’s resscuers.

A spell seemed  to be broken,
Valerie rushed forward.

*“ Is—is she all rnight?” he croaked.

The juniors turned, and looked at him
with pale, drawn faces. '

* I—I don't know!’ said Handforth, be-

and De

A

!

tween chattering teeth. *“ Gondness Kknows,
we did our best!”
* Mary — BMary!” shouted De Valerie.

He .flung himeelf down on_ his knees, and
lifted the girl in his arms. Ier pretty face

was 43 white as a sheet, even to the lips.
Her toque had fallen off, and her hair lay
wet and tangled sbout her head. There
was no sign of life—-not a twitch or a
flicher.

“ Oh!” wailed De Valerie. ** She’s dead!”

‘““ No, she can't be—it's impos-ible!"
gasped McClure. ' I've seen somebody like
this before'—che'll come round if we try
artificial respivation. Quick!  There's not
a sccond to waste, or she'll die of ex-

pesure.”’
De Vaicrie
anything,.
In a Kkind

scemed  incapable of doing

of trance, he watched the
others at work. They massaged the girl's
hands aund arms—they pumped her arins
up and down in a way that seemed utterly
cruel. But they were fighting—fighting for
her life, as boys had never fought before.
De Valerie was utterly stunned. 'The
tragedy of old Griggs had bheen ghastly
enough. But this, immediately after it, was
like thrusting a knife into an open wound.
He literally shuddered with the agony of it.
Hadn't the first lesson been cenough?
Wihy was Jate so cruel as to cause this
other calamity-—just to show him his own
brutality osnd selfishness? It wasn’t neces-
sary that Mary should thave cuffered =0
fearfully. 1t was cruel---ciuel!

A voice came to him like o whisper.
“TIt’'s no zood, you chaps—it's no good!™
it said,

** You think she is gone?”

i Y'L .l"l'

“ Oh, good heavensz!”

De Va!erie gave a wild, awful cry.

'The other juniors, turning to him, saw
that he had wilted like a flower in an icy

blast. And he was sobbing conrvulsively.
**It’s all my fault—it’s all my fault!”

* Can’t you understand,
vou chaps? I'm to blame for everything!™

“The fellow’s overwrought!” muttered
Jack Grey uncasily.

“I'm not—I'm not!” shouted De Valerie.
‘" Look at me, and then you can picture my
misery! I wish I had fallen into the river
instead of Mary! It wouldn't matter if I
was drowned—it would be all the better!”

“ Steady, old man!” said Church quickly.

““ You think I'm mad, but I’'m not!” went
on De Valerie. *“ Oh, I was a mean cad
last night! 'This is my cousin—my own
cousin! She asked me to teach her how to
skate, and I refused! I was a brute—a cur!
She came out alone, and this is what hap-
penled' She broke through the ice, and—
and——"' |

“ But it wasn't your fault, De Valerie!”
put in Grey. ‘1 dare gay you were a
rotter last night, but—"

“ 1t was my fault!” insisted De Valerie,
“ T never realised what a hound I was until

e said chokingly.



Selfishness—it's the biggest

w!
e Selfishnezg has led to all this

of anything!
tragedy!”’ ‘ ,
““ 1 don’t think she's

dead!” muttered

Handforth., ‘° We puiled her out uas soon as
we could!™

i F]_‘"ner&'s Gl'iggs, t(;o._(}riggs‘ the car-
rier!”’ said De Valerie dully. ** lle's dead
—and that’s my fault-—"

* Griggs dead!”

“ He’'s mad!”

“ QGriggs  is  dead!” said De Valerie

saimply. ** The poor old
arms! Oh!”

“ You can't he serious——"
“Can’t be rerious!”” echoed
hitterly. Do you think 1'd
Jike that if they weren't true?

] am going mad, after all!
to be on fire! 1 ean't stand it—-I can't
stand it! It's too much all at once!”

‘““* Don’t go on like that, old man!” mut-

chap died in my

De Valerie
cuy things
Yo, 1 think
My brain seems

tered Church,
“ Why couldu’t T have :een before?”
shouted the wretehed junior. ** Oh, why

conldu’t 1 have stopped all this by acting
deceatly, instead of being such a brute and
o beast? 1Y was bud encugh for Griggs

to die, kut Mary's dead, too!”
“ We can't tell-we don't know!" put
in Pitt, * But it's madness to stay here—

you chaps have got to carry the girl to the
sehool as quick as possible. Handy and 1
are nearly frozen through!”

“It’s no good- it's no good!" excliimed
De Valerie brokenly. ** You can't fool me
—Mary's gone! She can't recover from this
—-she can’t!  Oh, why was I born?  Why
should I bring such trouble and suffering?”

e swayed, stageered us he stood, and
involuntarily tuok® two or three steps back-
wurdwards.

** Look out!” yelled AceClure, in alarm,

But it was too late.

Cecil De Vualerie, before he could stop
himself, felt the ice cracking and splinter-
ing beneath his feet. lle Lad unwittingly
approached the edge- the danger zone.

And then, before he could recovér his
balance, the ice cracked into a thousand
fragments, e felt himself going dowa.

The cold, black waters enveleped him,

He clipped down and down, and the icy
waters closed over his head., le was
choking, and fight as he might, he found it
impo:sible to rize. Hiz limus
his mind was tottering.
The River Stowe had claimed lLim!

CHAPTER VII,
HAMMERED IN!

RASIH!

Cecil De Valerie,
struggling ftiercely for
life, fought des-

perately and madly agaiust
the icy water which swirled
crueliy reiand  Lim, He

struck out his hande, -and something went
over wih a splint-ring sound.
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curse

were numbeds

Then, shivering in every limb, he found
that he was sitting on something hard.
Dazedly, he found that he could open his
eyes. e did so, and was dazzled. The
bright gleam from an electric light felk
upon him, ’

The icy chill had gone, and there, in
front of him, was the tire of Study M, now
dying down somewhat. And against the
window of the little apartment & few snow-
lakes pattered,

De Valerie gasped—a great, gulping gasp.
Just in front of him, on the floor, lay Zhe
shattered remains of a jug, which somehody
had apparently knocked off the cormer of
the table. And the easy-chair was there,
Only a minute before De Valerie had fallen
ol of 1t

He picked himseif up, steadying himself
by clutching the table, -

IHis mind was still in a state of chaos.
How c¢id lie get into his study? For ong
brittiant, hopeful second, he had a wild idea
that he had been dreaming. But that was
impossible—no dream e¢suld be so vivid and
horrible as this!

No, the truth was obvious. Samehow or
other, they had got him out of the river—
they had brought liim to tlie sehool, and
had left him in front of the fire. And now
hee had recovered consciousness,

e looked round, breathing very hard,

His mmd Legan to get o little clearer as
the chuaos subsided.

But was it possible? I{ they had dragged
him cut of the river, wonldn't they have put
him straight to bed? Besides, there was no-
body with bkim. 1t wias out of the question
thet they sticuld have left him alene, Iis
ceve canght sight of the door.

The key wias in the lock,

De Valerie gave one gulp 2s he staggered
over to it. He gripped the door handle, and
pulied,

The door was locked e¢n the inside!

This proved -beyond questicn—that no-
body had been in there. How could the
door be locked on the inside if they had

nrought him in from the river? He glanced
at his watuln

Half-past scven!

De Valerie gave one shoubt of hiysterical
laughter. Me savk down into a hard chair,
and leancd over the table. And there was a
dight | of wonderful, glorious relief in  Dbis
eves.

“A dream!” he exclaimed faintly. ** Only

dreamn!”

But even now i{ secemmed so mad that he
tnalf expected to wuake up in a state of
deliriumn, and to find that he was in bed,
after all.

Grauually, however, De Vulerie convineed

himself {hat it must be a dream. But what
about his uunele-and Cousin Mary? lHad

tliey-real'y come to the school, or was that
part of the dream, too?
He wrestled with himself.

And then, slowly, he remembered. Yes, -
they had come, but it was only three-
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quarters of an hour 2go! There had bheen
no next day—no whole holiday and the
dying of G:iggs—-no tragedy on the River
Stowe,

-But whea had he falien asleep? e tried
to bring these things to mind--and suc-
ceeded. He remembered Incking the door
after his uncle and Mary had gone.- He hiul
sat in front of the fire--he had sprawled in
the armchair,

Yes, That was it!

He recalled staring into the glowing em-
bera, and seeing faces and tigures, - That
was the time! HMHe had closed his eyes, and
it secmed to him that his uncle had come
back.

But,
back,

That was part of the dream! And it was
all so vivid that it seemed as though it had
really happened. Even now, aithough he
had convinced himself that it had no actu-
a&lity, he wanted somebody else to clinch it,

Itle unlocked the study door, and hurried
out,

Handforth was just coming along. De
Valerie ran up to him, and clutched him
by the arm.

‘*“ What the dickens—-"

“ Has—has auything fhappened,
forth?”’ panted De Valerie.

** Yes,"” said Handforth.
gant to Coventry!

“ I—I mesn, my Cousin Mary!"” gasped
De Valerie. * Did she break through the
ice of the river, and—and—— Is she all
right?"' '

Handforth stared.

“ Your Cou-in Mary?” he repeated. * Oh,
that girl who was here with the fat man?
[ think they're having a talk with Mr. Lee
in ‘s study—-"

“* Oh, thank Heaven!"” said De Valerie fer-
vently.

** What the dickens is the
you?" demanded Handforth. ‘“ Have you
been having a nightmare? Did your Cousin
Mary break through the ice? What rot!”

** And--and Griggs?” asked De Valerie.

* Griggs!” repeated Handforth, frowning,
“The IFund's completed, you mean rotter!
Nipper says that Griggs' family need some
coal and grub to-night, and so two or three
of the chaps are going to buzz down in
about ten minutes—-"’

** Hureah!”™ shouted De Valerie joyously.

Without another word, he turned on his
heel, and dashed back into Study M, and
closed the dovor. He wanted to be alone
again—but only until he had calmed himself
down a bit,

of course, his uncle hadn’t come

Hand-

‘““You've beecn

matter with

A dream!

Yes, there was no doubt about it.

All that ghastly business about Griggs,
and (he breaking of the ice on the River
Stowe—it  was nothing but a piece of
imazination while he slept. It was too

awful to be real--he knew that now.
“And a warm thrill surged through him,.
Everything was all right.  There was no
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But, De

suddenly,
Valerie becarme grave. Ho was thinking over
all the happenings in that vivid nightmare.

neced to worrey at  all

And ho saw
that picture.
He saw the

hirm-elf as he had been 1a

rezults  that could tHave
occurred hecause of his  selfishness,  His
vindictive, nasty mood had gone, There
was nothing but gladness and generosity in

his heart.
His relief was o erormous that he felt
that the could do anything, And . he

shuddered as he saw himself as a cad and
a. brute. ¢

It was awful—unbelievable!

‘The way he had treated Somerton, just
because the latter thad brought Jerry Dodd
into the study. The way he had spoken to
his uiieclea and his c¢ousin! He was appalled
now thet he was able to look at the matter
withh a2 true sensc of proportion.

Selfish? Of course he had been selfish—
unutterably selfish. He deserved to be
kicked. He was absolutely ashamed of

himself, and as he stood there in Study M,
he flushed with the very shame of 1t,

But there was time to make things right;
that was the glorious part of the whole busi-
ness, In the dream he had been too late
every time. He had eeen the result of his
brutal behaviour, but had been unable to
avert the tragedies. But now he had re-
turned to the land of reality.

Aud Cecil De Valerie had enough sensze to
allow the lesson to be hamimered home. Heo
could not help feeling that this dream had
come to him on purpose to show him what
kind of a beast he had been.

. There was no doubt as to wliat he should

0.

He turned, rushed out of the study, and
ran down the passage to the Common-room.
He burst in and found that the room was
fairly well filled. Pitt and I had our over-
coats omn,

We looked round at once, and were rather
astonished to see the extraordinary differ-
ence in De Valerie. There was no more of
that sullen, unpleasant expression. He was
his old eelf —the fellow we knew €o well.

Pitt and I were just off to the village with
five pounds, and we intended giving it to old
Griggs at once, so that he would be able to
get some firewood and coal and plenty of
food. Unless we went immediately, w:
should be too late for the evening. The shops
closed fairly early in Bellton.

“* Just the chap I want to sec!"” exclaimed
De Valerie, as he grabbed hold of me. * Obh,
Nipper, I'm jolly glad I grabbed you before
vou went out!”

“ Mean rotter!”

““ Clear out of here, De Valerie!”

“You've been sent to Coveutry by tho
FPorm?!"

‘“ Don't you speak to him, Nipper!"”

“Wait a minute, you fellows,” 1 said
quietly. ‘' I've got an idea that De Valerie
has been doing a bit of quiet thinking.”

“I've had a look at myself as I was an
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lour ago, and 1'm pretty well disgusted with
the picture!” said De Valerie steadily. *' I
was a cal, a brute, an absolute black-
guard!”

« Dash it all!" observed Archie. ** Dashed
terse. what? I mean to zay, hard things to
eay about yourseli, laddie! I admit that 1
cregarded your conduct as soumewhat on the
putrid side; in other words, dashed near the
edge. But T wouldn’t say that you were a
blackguard, or auwything of that sort or
shape!”

< T was!” declared De Valerie, * And I

want the whole Remove to  accept my
apology. 1 give it freely, and know that I
‘don’t deserve to he forgiven.”
" The juniors were staring at him in aniaze-
ment, for such a frank avowal cf wrong was
“very seldom heard. The Duke of Somerton
was looking at his study chum with reai
delight.

““ Pear old Val!" he said
“T1 knew yeu'd conie round.”

De VYalerie took something
crinkly from his pocket.

**1 want to contribute thig to the fuud for
Griggs,”” he said quietly.

1 took the money—a five pound note—
and then leoked up sharply.

*“But this is all you've got!" 1 exclaiined.

“[t's my contribution!” '

“My dear c¢hap, two
ample——-"'

“1 don't waut the money; I'd rather he
without it!"” interrupted De Valerie. * Poor
old Griggs can do with it fifty times more
than I can. I've never realised beiore how
selfishness can make a cad ont of a chap.
Plcase take it, Nipper; I sha'n't be comfort-
able if you don't.”

I conld see that some strange emlighten-
ment had come to him,

“Right you are!"” I =aid heartily. “I'm
not going to refuse if you put it like that.
I'm joly glad, Valerie. 1 knew vou were
decent at heart; you weren't yourself carlier
in the evening.” '

“Thank Hcaven I wasn't!" said De Valerie
fervently. ,

Handferih came over
junior’s fist,

“Of cource, T knew vou'd come raound like
this!” he =aid. * I told a:l the chaps that
you were one of the bhest!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“You mean, yon said that De Valerie
wis & ¥ 3

“*Never mind what I said!” roared Hand-
forth, I withdraw it. 1le's turned " up
trumps, and that’s good enongh for me.
After the wav he apologised, we should be
ads not to accept it.”

‘ Hear, hear!” SR

“Good old De Valerie!”

Somerton caume over, apd took his chum’s

arm. i

Y Thank goedness, Val!" he murmured.

]I say, I ﬂidn't mean all those rotten things
said |

T “If you did, T should be better pleased!”

affectionately,

crisp  and

quid will  be

and grabbed the

don’t know how

25
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Before De Valerie could recover his

balance, the ice cracked, and he felt

himself going down into the cold,
black water.

interrupted De Valerie. *“1 deserved every-
thing. If you can chum up again with me,
Sommy, it’'ll be more than I descrve. 1've
heen a beast.” -

“We're all beaxts when we get in tem-
pere!” =aid the duke. *' You don’t know
how glad I am this wretched business is over.
By the way, about Jerry Dodd and the
lto’sun 2

“ By juve, yes!" said De Valerie. ** Where's
Jerry now?"”

**Qver there by the fire.”

De Valerie hurried off to the other side of
the Common-room. Jerry bodd umd Tom
Burton were sitting there, near the fire,
chatting amiably. They didn’t look very
cross with one another,

*“1 say, Jerry, please don't take any notice
of what 1 said to yon!” execlaimed De Valerie.
*I didn’t mean it—not a word."”

“I reckon you didn't!” grinned Jerry.
“That's all right, chum, I've forgotten ull
abous it.”

“You’re a brick!” said De Valerie. ** Let's
he pais again, eh? 1'd like you to come into
var study——-" :

“Jolly good of you, but 1 reckon there’s
nothing doing in that line now,” interrupted
the Australian junior. *“* You eee, the Bo'sun
and I area’t such mugs as to keep up a
quarrel about a little bit of messy toffee.
We are as thick as thieves again.”

“Bust my main deck!” said the Bo'sun.
“ It wasn't a quarrel at all. 'This lubber was
talking about hoisting his anchor and sailing
for another port. But I came along and
made him bring his cargo back. We're
berthed in dock for good now."”

““ Which shows that you’va ot a lot more
sense than I had!” said De Valerie. “ You
relieved I am--and how

happy !"”
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But it was an absolute mystery to nearly
all the other fellows. For a junior to change
€0 completely in every wav-——and with such
dramatic suddenness—was unheard of.

Somebody came into the Cominon-room
and looked round. It was TFenton, of the
Sixth. He could see that the fellows were

unusually animated over something, but he
had no idea as to the actual truth.

‘“ Anybody seen De Valerie?” asked the
prefect.

““Here I am!" said that junior.

“II thought I'd better let you know, but
your uncle aand cousin are just leavinz!'” said
Fenton. **1 heard you had a bit of a
squabble over something, and it wouldn't be
very nice to let them go without putting it
right.”

De Valerie ran forward.

“Thanksa, awfully, Fenton!"
“You're a brick!"

iHe rushed out, tore into the lobby, and
was just in time to cateh Unele Dan and
Cousin Muary as they were emerging into the
Triangle. De Valerie was thankinl that the
lobby was otherwise empty. Mr. Cunning-
ham already had his hand on the heavy door.

“Uncle!” shouted De Valerie.

Cacle Dan looked round, frowning. The
girl, prettier than cver, regarded De Valerie
with cold indifference. There was a flash in
her eyes which hurt De Valerie like a lash.

“I—I say, uncle!” he pleaded. ** Can you
Torgive me? I don't know what I was-think-

he =aid.

ing ol when I spoke to you as I did! And
vou, Mary'! I waa a rotter—a beast! U'm 50
sorry, that I don’'t know what to say."”

Tie girl’'s eyes softened.

““I was rather severe, too,” she said.
** But, oh, Cecil, you did make me angry!”

“You called me a cad, and I was worse
than that!" said De Valerie. *‘1've unever
known anything cut me so much, Mary. But
you were right, and 1 was a fool not to
realise it at the time."”

“Oh, Cecil, I'm so
simply.

“My ‘boy, vyou needn’'t say any more; [
quite understand,” said Uancle Dan, laying a
kindly hand on De Valerie's shoulder. * We
all have our fits of temper, and we all over-
step the mark occasionaliy. But, bless your
life, I'm not the kind of man to preach.
You've said everything that's necessary. I'm
alad, Cecil, infernally glad! Good lad!"

De Yalerie clasped his uncle's hand, and
then hugged his cousin.

““Only about an hour ago I was as miser-
able as sin!” he said happily. * But now
I'm just the opposite, although I don't de-
serve to be forgiven like this. But I'll never
be such a cad again, uncle. I've had a les-
son that I shall never forget as loug as I
live!”

Uacle Dan's eyes twinkled.

glad ! said Mary

: (Continusd on next page.)
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Out on Friday! Order a Copy Tdﬁg_y!

By Martin Shaw.
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“ What about that little favour?” he
asked.

De Valerie swallowed hard.

‘*“ Favour!” he echoed. *“ Why, I'm the

luckiest chap in the world to be allowed to
teach Mary how to skate! She's doing me a
favour by allowing it! Rather! 1'd just
love to go bhack with you, uncle!”
- *““Then you'd }J[tttl‘ hurry off and get juut
thinas tugether' sald  Mr, Cunningham.
“We won't disturh Mr. Lee again, hecausc
we “ald good-bye. DBut we'll wait for vou in
yvour study.”

Be Valerie flew off, and tore upstairs like
lightning. The Duke of Somerton was wait-

ine, and he followed.

In the dormitory he looked
cinoa strange way.
*What caused it,
;41 tell youl™
a dream!”
*“A dream!”
“Yee. 1 fell azleep in the armehair,
I'd been such a beast to Uncle Dan,” said
De Valerie. I dreamt it was to-morrow,
.and the Head granted the school a whole
holiday o that we could all go skating——"'

“Well, T hope that part comes true, any-

at De Valerie

Val?" he asked quietly.
said De Valerie. *1 had

after

way !’ said the duke.

It won't; thiags like that only happen
in dreams!” said De Valerie. * But after
that there were all sorts of awful things.

It's so vivid, that it scems almost real. Old
Grigegs died, .zml I could see myself in a true

lght. Then my Cousin Mary fell through
the ice iuto the River Stowe. She wuas
drowned.”

“That wasn’t a dream—it was a night.

mare!”

LEE ;.gmgm?
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but it served to show
I went through
As a finish, I

“Of course il was,
me how beastly I've been.
absolute agouy in that dream.

fell into the river m*.self, dlld found that I'd

dropped out of the c¢hair.”
YT bet you were jolly relieved!”

“] was dazed!” said De Valerie. 1 didn’t
know where 1 was for the minute. The dream
was so real that I had to ask Handforth
some questions hefore [ satisfied myeelf that
none of those ghastly things really happened.
But I can tell you, Sommy, it drove home a
few facts all right!” _

“It was all on your mind!” said Somer-
ton. * That’s why you. dreamed so vividly.
Hut what's the hurry? You're not going to
bed, are you?t”

" Going to bed!” echoed liis chum. ** Rather
not! 1'm just getting a few things together.
I'm buzzing off with Uncle Dan and Cousin
Mary this evening. 'They're staying with
:umc fnends near by, and I've been asked
0O Z0.

o Lm,ky bounder!” said Somerton,

De Valerie took a deep breath.

““Lueky?"” he repeated softly. *‘“ By Jove!
I should think 1 am!"” _

There was ounly one other fellow in the
school who ever kuew about Cecil De
Valerie's dream—and that fellow was my-
gelf. That's why I've been able to set down
all the detuils so clearly.

But the other fellows never knew anything.
And if they ever think of the matter, they
still puzzle themselves as to what caused De
Valerie to change so quickly. But {they
never guessed the right reason, -

Pe Valerie had had a iesscn—and it was
hammered right home!

THE EXND.

Fditorial Announcement.

FORTHCOMING PHOTO PLATES,

My Drar READER,

[ have =een the aodvance proofs of our
forthcoming Lozomotive Photo Pluates, aud
they are recally wonderful, every detail in
these leviathians of onr railw AyS usppearing
remarkably clear end a sheer delight to
look upon. 'l‘he Iirst of the series comes cut
Next Week with fine example of the
latest type of Great Western Ruailway Loco.
called ** The Prinee of Wales.” Do not miss
this opportumity of getting such a unique
eeries of Photo Plates as we are now offer-
ing to our readers.

Wourp You T.KE . A Mobpen Loco?

I wonder how many cof you would like to
poszess a working model of one of these en-
gines specially made to scale? Surely, this
would be a prize worth trying for. In our

A

next issue I hope to aanounce particulars

of a novel competition 1n which I am
nffermg a splendid model locomotive eugme
al i pr';.c
NExT WEEK’S NEW FEATURE.
In addition to tho above attractions,
thera will he another grand, long, com-
ylete story oi St. Frank’s, entitled ‘** THE

IDUSE WITH A THOUSAND EYES!” Also,
a special DETECTIVE MAGAZINE STORY

SECTION, in which I am publishing the
cream of detectivo stories—two complete

ones every week. The first of these, called
“ THHE RED-HAIRED PICKPOCKET,” com-
mences a tip-top series of stories dealing
with comoe of the methods employed by our
leading detectivs 2t Scotland Ydrd in run-
ning {he criminal to earth. Your sincere

friend,
THE EDITOR.
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SQUARE.
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N B Bl e 7 | A market town o
WIS, EedEtede’ P2 > | 5,000 inhabitants

Bannington is about
" three miles from St
F'rank’s College and s
frequently visited by
the college boys on
account of 1ts being
e L ST AN a good shopping cen-

— PO {re and po:ses ing a
he m;!;ke;;q;f S e large picture palace.
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COMING NEXT WEEK!

No. 1. of a Fine New Series of Real Photo
Plates of

MODERN BRITISH LOCOMOTIiVES'!
A Magnificent Made-to-Scale Working Model

of one of these Photos will be offered as
a Prize in a New, Fascinating Competition,
which will be duly announced in the next

issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.

g




NippersMagazine

ODGEAIMIDGE S

Pak™ DEADLY DuD DELECTIVES ZZi 54
27 Bor CHRISTINE

SS/\ The Red-Headed League #i /)

al ”

w ~ L
. ‘ 5

.

S
=

Lol =

PART I1.

CHAPTER O NE.—THE DEATH CELL.

LONG a cshort passage off the council
A chamber was the death cell—a stone
vauit six feet square. Herein were
{hrust Mr. Podge and Mr. Midge. From the
glimmer of an oil lamp left on the floor, the
condermned men could see the hopelessness of
their position. There were no windows, the
only opening in those cold, dank walls being
throuch the iron door, now double locked. A
hideous face leered in at them from behind a
three-inch grille in the door.

“ This we call the Chamber of ’Orrors!”
it said. ¢ Decoz them as sleeps the night in
ere dies o’ fright by t° mornin’. ’Tain’t never
bin known to fail, ve hopeful deteetives!
Pleasant dreams! Ha!ha! ha!” And then
the hateful face vanished, his fiendish laughter
grating like a knife on a grindstone.

CHAPTER TWO.—APPROACHING DOOM.

T wonder which of us will die first!”
remarked Mr. Midee, sitting huddled up in a
corner trying to resizn himself to his fate.

A sibilant sound of hissing like the simmering
of a kettle fell on their ears.

“ A snake, probably a cobra!” whispered
Mr. Podge.

Gradually the light of the lamp began to pale
as if some strange shadow were passing over it,
INcither detective dared speak.

CHAPTER THREE.—HORRIBLE VISIONS.

By some mysterious ageney Mr. Podge and
Mr. Midge were transported from their cell to
the bottom of the ocean, great phosphorescent
fizh providing an ever-shifting light. Awful
shapes with snake-like tentacles and loathsome
features floated before them. They felt as
helpless as bits of straw in a whirlpool, being
driven on and on towards these expressionless,
gaping monsters of the deep. One vile creature
extended its slimy feelers towards its vietims.
Slowly and deliberately, the deadly coils closed
round the unfortunate detectives, and then

CHAPTER FOUR.—WAS IT A DREAM ?

And then they woke up to find themselves in
their consulting room at Quaker Street.

“ T have had a most horrible nightmare, Mr.
Podge,” said Mr. Midge.

“ That’'s most remarkable, Mr. Midge. DPre-
cisely the same thing happened to me,” said
Mr. Podge. -

Each related his experiences with the Red-
Hcaded League and marvelled at the coin-
cidence of their dream.

“Hal ha! ha!” Mr. Podge and Mr. Midge
were ‘seized with uncontrollable laughter.

]
’.‘Fl

)
LA

/i

“ A huge joke, Mr. Midge,”” said Mr. Podge
hilariously. '

Vit] It’s good to be alive after all,” chuckled Mr.
Midze. ;

Then for the first time in their detective
rarcers, Mr. Podge and Mr. Midge indulged in
some undignified horse-play, but the cell was
searcely big enough for this sort of thing, and
after Mr. Podge and Mr. Midge had bumped
their heads somewhat unmercifully against the
stone walls, they awoke to the reality of things,

CHAPTER FIVE.—THE ESCAPE.

“ Poison gas !’ were the iirst words of Mr.
Podge as he came to his senses.

The sounds of approaching footsteps spurred
both men to action, or, to be exact, inaction.

“ We must feign to be dead,” said Mr. Podge,
“and then attack the scoundrels unawares.”

Presently the heavy iron deor was unlocked
and a man entered. While he was bending
over the still forin of Mr. Midge, Mr. Podge
rl;rl'npt up behind and felled the man with a heavy

OW.

The pair then stole quietly out of the cell,
relocking the door as they leit. By a stroke
of lueck they found a man-hole leading to the
street. Dawn had already made its appear-
ance as they hurried along to Scotland Yard.

CHAPTER SIX.—FORESTALLED.

Here they found Imspector Forbes waiting to
receive them, and they repeated to him their
discoveries concerning the Red-Headed League.

“1 know all about them,” said the inspector
with a smile. ** They were raided early this
morning and put under arrest. Their leader
MacTavish, was detained yesterday afternoon
and I took his place at the ineeting last night 1 ¢

Mr. Podge and Mr, Midge stared in dumb
astonishment. :

‘* Sorry you had to have a dose of poison
gas,”” continued the inspector. * I had to play
my part, you know. DBut I soon substituted
the deadly stuff by laughing gas as an antidote.
And now, what have you dene with Sergeant
Williams who was sent to release you ?

Mr. Podge looked at Mr. Midge for an answer.

“ We didn’t know, you know ' he began.

““ T expect you knocked him down and locked
him in,” hazarded Inspector Forbes. * In
future, I advise the pair of you to quit detective
work or you will be getting into hot water with
the police authorities. Now hop it before
Sergeant Williams returns or there may be
trouble ! ™

Mr. Podge and Mr. Midge were not sorry to
get back to Quaker Street to think things over.

THE END
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1.
A HORRIBLE DISCOVERY.

soveral days London had been en-
joying a spell of Indian sununer, mild,
and bright weather with a faint haze
in the air that veiled the glow of the sun.
There¢ was a dance at Red Beeches, a large
dweling on Clapbam Common that stood In
spacious ground=, and was the residence of
Mr. James Wardlaw, a wealthy stockbroker.

It was hetween nine and ten o'clock, and
mest of the invited cuests were in the ball-
room, waitzing to the strains of a string
orchestra. Others were arriving in cabs and
cars, and pas=ing into the house through the
open doorway,

James Wardlaw had gone into the library
to fetch a box of cigars from a cabinet, and
as he came out to the hall, at the moinent
when the orchestra had ceased playing, he
distinctly heard a low, husky cry ircm some-
where above him.

“ That's queer!”
can it mean?"’

He a({pncc hastened up the stairs to the

l T was the middle of October, and for

e muttered. “ What

first A and, guided by a streak of a
light that shone beyond him, he darted
alon" n passage, and by a door that was

partly openead 11e entered his study, a small
and comiortably furnished apartment where
he was in the habit of sitting after dinner,
writing letters and reading. He was struck
dumb for wn instant, overcome with horror,
by the scene that met his gaze.

“ By heavens!” he gaqaed

A roll top desk at one side of th¢ room
had been forced copen, and the contents of it
were in a state of confusion. Stretched on
the carpot, with a revolver lying lnear him,
and c¢rimson drops oozing from a wound in
his breast, was a dark and clean-shaven man
of about thirty. Another young man of the
same age, with a fair moustache, had just

risen to his feet, and was clutching the edge
of the table for support.
“ Wardlaw!” he exclaimed.

“ Hilton!” cried James Wardlaw., * You
here! You and Basil Norman! You in my
study, and the desk forced open! You have
been fighting with Norman, and you have
shot him!"”’

“No, mno, I haven't!” Ralph Iilton de-
clared, turning white to the lips.

“Is he dead?”

“Yes, quite dead, Wardlaw! He has

been shot through the heart!”

‘“ And by your hand, you scoundrel!"”

“I—I didn’t do it!”" Ralph Hilton panted,
pressing a trembling hand to his forehead.
“ Don't accuse me of such an awful thing!
The murderer has escaped!”

““Who was he?” Jawmes Wardlaw
a sceptical tone.

“1 don't know! He was a stranger to me!
I mever saw him before!"”

“If there was another man here, a burg-
lar. how could he have got away? Both of
the windows are closed.”

‘“ He escaped by the door,
am innocent, I tell you! Let me explain!
I haven't said there was a burglar here!
It must have been one of your guests, one
whom I don’t know! I heard the report
of the revolver, and when I had hurried
upstairs and into the =

“Don’t lie to e, Hilton! It is utterly
usclegs, for I can see exactly what hap-
pened. You squandered the little fortune you
inherited from your uncle, and for some
months wvou have been hard up. Yocu ad-
mitted as much to me last week, when you
wanted me to lend you a couple of hundred
pounds, and I refused.

““ You waited for an opportunity to-night,
and came up to my study under the im-
pression that there might be a considerable
sum of money in my desk. Basil Normuan
saw you ascend the stairs, and his suspicions
were roused., He quietly slipped after you,

asked in

of courze! 1




THE NELSON

and caught you at the desk, which you had
broken into.

 There was a struggle. You fought with

Norman, drew a revolver, and shot him, No
alarm  was  raiged  because the orchestra
was playing at the time. The music had

ceased when I heard a faint c¢ry above as |
was leaving the lihrary. 1t was your voice.
You were terrified at what you had done.”

“You are wrong,” Ralphn Hilten  said
hearsely.,  * This isn’t my revelver., 1 didn’t
have one, 1t wasm't 1 who shet poor Nor-
man.”’

* I wish I eould believe you, but I can't,”
enid James Wardlaw. “The case 1s 16O

Elack against you. 'The evidence could not
be stronger than it is.”’
“It is circumstantial evidense, remember.”’

““ That doesn’t matter. I am  satisfied
that you are guilty.”

“ But you havein't heard my story yet,
Wardlaw,”

“ Never mind about that wow. This is a
terrible business. Murder has been done,
and 1 want to be fair to you. I won't
act  too hastily, though 1 have my own
opintons, and 1 am sure I am 1right. For

your sake, because we have been friends,
I will—-"

James Wardlaw broke off abruptly, and
stepped to a telephone that was in the
1001, For a moment he hesitated,

“1 will ring up Mr. Nelson Lee, the

detective, with whom 1 am acquainted.” he
sald, " and have him ecome on lhere s
quickly as he <an if he is at’ home. [ }lad
better send for the pelice as well, hut 1
wen't do so hmmediately., 1 will let you tell

ycur story to Mr. Lee before yen are
arrested.  Sit down, Hilton, wad wait for
the detective,” hLe added, ** Dom't make
any attempt to  escape. You are my
priscuer.”
I1,
THE ARREST ¢OF RALFH HILTON.
T was shortly before ten o'clock itlat

night when Neleon Lee was colled to

the telephone at his chambers in the
Gray's Inn Road. He heid a short
conversation  with  Mr. James Wardlaw,
and, having repeated to his youug assistant,
Nipper, what he huad learned, the two left
the heuse without delay, wnd hailed a can.
They went by way of Waterlco Bridee,
and in less than half an hour, so fast were

they driven, they arrived at Red Beeches
on Clapham Commeoen,
Meanwhile, in apite of tie precautions

which Mr. Wardlaw bhad taken, the mews of

the tragedy had leaked c¢ut, and had put
an end to the festivities. A number of the
guests  had  gone home, and  others were

gathered in the hall, talking in low tones.
James Wardlaw met, Nelson Lee and the

Jad at the door, and at ence jed them up-

stairs to the firel flicer, where hie detuined

LEE LIBRARY
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them on the landing while he bricAy related
what had ocecurred,

“It is a queer case,

mind,” he continued. I think you will
agree with me. It was stupid of young
Hilton to try to fasten the c¢rime on some-
Lody else, aund on one of my guests at that.
It would have been more plausible if he had
stated that a burglar did the shooting. He
was in need of money, and he was tempted
to steal.
# And now ecme and cee the prisoner. I
have him lo¢ked in.  He hasn't told the
whole story as yet. IHe has merely denied
his guilt, and accused anotiier man. 1 have
just sent cne of my servantz to the police-
station, by the way, and 1 dare say an
inspector will he here shortly.”

Moving forward as he spoke, Mr. Ward-
law unlocked and opened the door of the
study, and entered 4t with his companicns,
The door was closed, and Nelson Lee's gaze
swept the room, resting on the disordered
desk, on the lifeless body that was stretched
on the floor, and finally on the pale anpd
agitated young man who was eitting on a
chair by the fireplace,

“Here are Mr, Lee and his young assie-
tant, Hilton,” James Wardlaw said coidly.
“You can give your versicn of the affair to
the dstective, now, before the police arrive.
I wanted vou to hear it first, Mr, Lee,” he
went on. ** With your experience, and your
knowledge of human nature, you should be
able to tell whether or net the mun is

Mr. Lee, to my

lying. That is why I sent for you.”
Ralph Hilton, who had shown some <on-
fusion under the detective’s serutiny, 1o0se

to his feet. By an effort he pulled himsell
together, and at Nelson Lee's bidding he
told his story. He spoke very slowly, weigh-
ing every word, as if he realised that his life
depended on his statements,

* 1t happened enly n few minutes before
Mr. Wardlaw came in,”” he began. ‘' 1 had
come out of the smoking-lounge below, and
thie orchestra was plaving in the ballroom,
when I heard what =cunded to me like u
pistol-shot somewhere above.

“I wasn't sure it was that. Having listened
and beard nothing more, I erept raupidly up
the stailrca=e, and along the passage, and
into the study.

“The deor was partly open, and the desk
was as it is now.  Basil Norman was lying
on  the floor, apparently dead, with the
revolver by his eille.  And standing by him
was a tall man who was in full evening-dress,
and wore a crush-hat,

““ He was an utter strianger to
certain I have never seen him before. e
was about my own age, with clem-shaven
features and a =samdy complexion, amd there
was a fmall ent en lhis lower lip.

“ Yo much I observed at a clance as |1
sprang at the iellow, He dodeed a blow
that 1 aimed st him, and let fly witsa his
fict. kiovkine me  dowil I foll heavily,
striking the buck of iy nead, and my senses
sWwWaia,

e, boam
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T was in a dazed state, almost entirely
unconscious, for I have 1y recollection of
the man f.lk"'fr flicht, 1 gradually recov-
ered, and I had just ot to my feet when
James Wardlaw huarried into tlhe room. and
found me here,

‘““ Kvery word I have spoken is true. T can
tuke my qr;lenm cath that 1 am innocent of
the murder."

Ralph Hilten paused.

““1 swear that 1 am innocent” Te-
amed, with an  appealing glaues the
detective. ** Basil Norman must have heard
:ome  suspicions noise before 1 heard the
pistol-shot., He bhurried up to the study
and struggled with the man, and e was
dead when I eame on the sceno.

“ Apd while I was lying here in a stupor

1
e

.
R

the murderer made his escape. oither by the
main staireasec or by the cue at the rear
of the housze."”

““ You asszerted that he was ocne of my

auests,” said Joames Wardlaw,
“T1 thought so hecause he was in avening-

dress, which a burglar would not have
worn,”” Ralph Hilton answered.

“Yet you didn't recognize him?’”’

“71 did not. I have said that [ never

saw him before.”
well, Hilton, T can fell you this muci.
There is not one of my guests who haars auy
resemblance to the deserintion you have
civon, nor is there 2 single cite of them
with whom you are not acquainted. or whom
yvulit do not know by sicght.”

““1 don't deubt that. 1 admit
are right. I ecan oniy rapeat
stated. If the man who shot BDasilr Norman
was not a guest, he could have slipped inte
tiie house umobserved, and =lipped out as
casily,” :

“* S0 you suggeest thiat e wus oa
diszui-ed in evening-dress?”
“Yez, Wardlaw. 1 do.

vlausible explanation.”

\'.,I«uu Lee and Nipper had bLeen list

L

th.’!t :-'arju
what 1 Liive

harolar

That is the

culy

oning

rttentively., Thoe lad was purzled, yot on
th:a uhu!e, in view of the fuact t_!mt the
seenced man was in fnancial <traibs, ard

that he had recenfly been refused a lean by

Mr. Wardlaw, he was inelingd to disbelieve
the statement. Lee's face was inserutihble.
“* You mentioned a cut on ths stranger's
:ip, Mr. Hilton,” he said.
““ Yes, it was a smaii slaating on2,”” Ralph
Hiiton replied. *'Partly cn the Elp and

partly below it."

‘“ Was it a comparatively fresh ane?”

““ 1t was quite fresh, 1 ehiould :ay. for 1

noticed that it was hieedin" alight!ly.”

“ Could it have bren caused during a
ctroegie?”

“1 should think not, Mr. Lee. 1t
i"ke a cut from a razor’

Neison Lee did not azk anv furthar ques.
tions. He moved about the room, his Keen
ves rovinz here aad there. [Ile picked up
he revo:ver,
ut it down.

¢
¥
L
el
Lt

lacked.

|

and examined it closely, andi

Werl:

o
Somoething

There were mo finger-prints on it,
there any on the lid of the desk.
suddenly ocecurred to James Wardlaw, and,
stepping to the desk, hie thrust his hand deep
into a pigeon-hole, aud withdrew it empty.

“I had almost forgotten that I had « roli
of five-pound notes in there!’ he exclaimed.
*There were five or six of them! {'m not
sure which! But they are not there now!
They are missing! 1 must trouble you to
anpty vour pockets, Hilton!"

Ralph Hiiton's cheeks fiushed. ' 1 have “‘x
five-pound notes of my own, as it happens.”

lic doggedly declared, tuking them from a
nocket of his waisteont. -
“ They are mine, not yours!" James Wurd-

law hotly answered.

“Theyv are not, Wardlaw! Have yvou a iist

of the numbers?

“No. 1 haven't.”

“Well, 1 can assure vou that theso are my
bank uotes. Your mdbuey was stolen by the
man who shot poor Norman. And [ am not
that man.”

““Of courze vou are, Hilton! What is the

use of denying it? Basil Norman canglt you
iz the act of robbing my desk!’

Nipper nodded, and threw a significant
glance at his master. Ralph Hilton was at a
for woras. He dropped into hiz chair

y
loes

srain, his features hageard and twitehing,
and <tared at the floor.  James Wardlaw

shirngged his shoulders scomrully and turned

to the detective.

““Good heavenz! That there should have
heen such a terrvible tragedy in my house!’
Pa said. It is a perfecily clear case, isn't
it? Don't you think s, i Lf‘l'_‘..".‘

“1 wonld rather not express angy
at present,” Nelson Lee evasively
“Cirenmstantial evidence is pot
he relied upon.”

‘Am 1 to uaderstaud that
ton's auilt?”’

“It i3 a very curions affair, Mr. Wardlaw.”

Nel=on Lee not satizfied oune way or
the other. Leaving tite room, e went down-
stairs and queut:-;ne:l the guests who were
in the hall. Ie also interrogated the ser-
vants, and when he returned to the gtudy he
was uo wiser than he had been hefore.

“1 haven't learned anythineg, Wardlaw,"
e =aid. " Nobody has seen a4 man in even-
ing-dresz, such as Mr. Hilten has dezeribed
to us.”

“ Certainly

opinion
replied.
always to

vor donbt Hil-

|fl'l

not,” James Wardlaw replied.
“There lins been no such person in my house
to-niaht. As for the evidence, it is more than
circumstantial, since my stolen bauk notes
have been discovered in Hilton's possession.
They don't bhelong to him. It is obvious
that he took them from——'

He stopped short as footsteps were heard
in the passage. There was a rap at the door,
and Inspector Brace, of the Clapham Polu,e-
station, eantercd the rocm with two eon-

LR
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stables. He was acquainted with Nelson Lee, | satiefied with the cvidence, and I would like

who briefly explained the situation to hini, | you to accompany me while I make some in-

The inspector listened to James Wardlaw's | vestigations in the vicinity. We may possibly

«tatements, and to a repetition of Rualph | discover something which will tend to throw

Hilton's story. Then he stepped forward and | a dilferent light on the murder.”

tapped the accused young man ou the armn. “ There is not a chance of it,” declared
“1 shall have to take you intc custody,{ Janies Wardlaw, *' Not a chance, Mr. Lee.”
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Moving to one side of the drive, Nelson Lee stooped and picked up a bottle
that was half filled wiih a brown liquid.

LS

Mr. Hilton, en a charge of murder,” he <aid. IT1.

you must ceoine with me, 1ilE  COLOUKED HANDKELRCHIEF.

Ralph Hiiten rose, a gleam of despair in HE prisoner was on his way to the
bis eves, and looked in wistfui appeal to the police-station with the two consta-
cetective. . Bleg, and the last of Mr. Wardlaw’'s

"I oam inpocent!” e vowed. T swear gucsts had departed, when Nelson

again that T am! Wou't you help me, sir?” | Lee, and lnspector Brace, and Nipper, left
Nelson Lee lhesitated. **If I ¢an do auy- | the dwelling.

thing for you I will,”” he guictly inswered, It was durk now, for heavy clouds had
With that he tvrmed to the iuspector. | overcast the sky and hidden the moon; but

" Let your rmen tuke the prisoncr to the | Lee had his electric toreh with him, and he

police-stution,” he <cuid. " 1 am not nmotl drew it from his pocket. Ilnspector Brace,

e
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like wost police officials, was utteriy lucking)

in imagmation, Ie wasg a strong believer i
circumstantial evidence. Being coavinced of
the guiitt of Ralph Hilton, in spite of the
straightforward statement the latter had
made, he was sure that he and Lee were
going to have their troubie for nothing.

'llu:ru had been no rain for days; the
groued was hard and dry, and the greées was
parched and worn. Those guests Who had
tratupled over it had wot left any footprints,
and it would have been impossible to dis-
tinguish the prints of any one person in any
part of the garden. Nelson Lee was aware
of that, but the fact did not discourage
him,

Starting his, investigationz at the froat of
the house, he walked slowly and carefully
around it, playing the light of his torch on
terraces and shrubbery and gravel paths.

Aud thén, naving returned to the rear of
the premises, he ktlllLl\ across the lawn to a

talt hedge that skirted the bottom of the
garden. 'Beuring to the left, he perceived a
narrow gap in the hedge, and squeezed

through it, followed by his companions.

*Have you discovered anything?" asked
thie inspector, .

*No, not yet," Nelson Lee replied.

“VWhat has brought you here, then? Do

vou konow where we are?’”’

“Yes. I am familiar with the neighbour-
hood. I amn aware that we are in the grounds
of The Gablez, a dwelling belonging to Mr.
Peter Hammond."

“That's quite right. Perbhaps you are
thinking of calling on the gentleman. If so,
[ may teil you that he has heen down at his
country place in Kent with bis family for
the last month."”

“Indeed ?" Nelson Lee murmured. *° That
doesn 't interest me,”

“You are tresvassing on Mr. Hammond's
property,”” said Inspector Drace.

‘““In the course of my investigation; that
is all. By the way, do you know Mr. Peter
Hammond's country address?”

“Yes. He left it at the police-station, in
case there should be a burglary at his house,.

“You are a queer chap. Lee. What are
we doing here? What is your object? As
for the murder, you sureiy don’t believe that
a strunge man in evening-dre-s got into Mr.
Wardlaw's dwelling to-night and shot Basii
Norman."”

Nipper waz as puzzied as was the inspec-
tor. “ You have something in your mind,
guv'nor,’”" he said.

Nelson Lee shook his head. He had a vague
object in entering the grounds of the (Gables,
but he waa 30 abzorbed in thouzght that he
did not care to speak of it at present.

ANSWER

EVERY MONDAY..PRICE 3°
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Ho was investigaling in this direction =im-
ply because he had been impressed by the
way in which Ralph Hiltoun had told his
story, and he thought that there might be
at lcast a shadow of doubt as to his ounilt.
also, because of certain deductions which
would be plausible, he judged, in the eveab
of the young man being inaocent.

“Come along, Brace,”” lic bade,
seut toaoe.

Red Beeches overleoked Claphiam Common,
and the Cables, which i3 aiso a large, de.
tached residence, fronted on a road that was
to the east of the common., There was a
spacious garden, with fiower beds, dense
clumps of trees aud shrubbery, and ﬂ*‘umm
of open lawu,

Peering about Lim as he went, the elcctrice
toreh in lliw haud, Lee led hia companious by
pre side of the utmuu,ned house, and rutnd
to the i‘runt ot it, where he held to a grav.
elied drive that led to the gates.

He had mnearly reached them
pansed and shrugged his shoulders.

“Ralph Hilton may be innocent,” he sarl
“There is a likelihood of it. 1 was favour-
ably impressed by his statements. They e
to bear the stamp of truth.

It struck me that if Baeil
beea shot by some other
derer migut have Hed in this dicection,
through the grounds of the Gables, aud |
was greatly hopeiful of stumbling on sone
clue. Dot thasv hope has failed, and the evi
dence agaiunst the young man is so stiong
that I am afraid [ wtll have to—"

A dull glitter canght Nelson Lee’s eye as
te spoke, aund, moviig (o one sideg ol the
drive, he stooped at the edge oi the shrub-
bery, aud picked up a black bottie thafi wan
half-illed with a brown liguid. He pulled
the cork ont, and suiffed at the coatents.

““It is whisky,” he remarked.

“ Whisky?" repeated the iuspector. *1
wonder how it "*)t here?"

Lee did not aaswer. Having flashed his
torch into the busnes, he drew from beneath
themn something that had been lying on the
orass. It was a large, gaudily-cofoured
]t:lﬂdkﬁ'[‘t’.‘-hif_‘f, and the four corners of it were
tied ioosely together.

The detective tore them apart., and dis-
closed to view a couple of siices of bread, a
bit of cheese, and a numiber of c¢hiarred en«s
of cigarettes.

“My word, what a queer discovery!”
clnimed Nipper.

** It 13, " Inspector Brace

Nelson Lee nodded. He stood motioniess
for a few seconds, his brows kuit in coujce
ture. Suddenly, a sparkle ¢rept into his eves
and wasg gone. He searched further, among:+
the shrubbery and on the drive, and abau-
doued his eﬂart

“ What does this coloured haadkerehiof
suopest to yon, Brace?' he asked.

“ It is such an ome as vagrants are m the
habit of carrying their belongings in,” the
inspector replied. '

1

in an abh-

when he

Norman Iad
person, the mur-

t‘ 4{ -

assented.
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« And what would you deduce from it, and
from the other thing?” Lee continued.

« Tiie beggar was in here during the day,
and——"

* No, not a heggar; a tramp.”’

“ Weil, then, a tramp. I daresay he was
that. He found there was mohody at howme,
and, as he was leaving, he tripped and fell
4t this spot. His parcel flew into the bushes,
and the bottle of whisky dropped from it
on to the drive.”

“ Exactly. Your deducticns are logical.
as far as they go, and I agree with them.
But why did the fellow go off without lils
bundle? Why didn’t he step to pick up the
Liandkerchief and its contemts?”

“1 don’'t know, Lee. I can't amswer that

guestion.”
« 1 will tell yon why. The man was badly
frightened. He was afraid to delay for

cven a momeait er two., Furthermore, it was
not in the course of the day that he went
by here, and out at the gate. It was to-
nicht, and not long ago.”

““ To-nicht? MHow can you judgey”

“ By clear evidence, Brace. There is
on the gra=s, but the handkerchief is
even damp, except where it touched
ground.”

Inspeetor Brace looked puzzled.
are trifling details,” he said.

“ No, no, they are mot,” Nelson Lee de-
clared. “On the contrary, they are of
yreat importance.”

“ How c¢an you
to them?”

“From the fact that the tramp

oW
not
the

* They

attach any impertance

was iil

Mr. Hammond's garden seme time to-nignt,

«nd that he was in a hurry to get away.”

“Assuming that he was, Lee, you can't
connect him with the murder. That would
be absurd. If the story told by Ralph Hilton
is true—and vou seem to believe it—DBasil
Norman was shot by a man who was in
evening-dress and wore a crush-hat. What
sort of an idea have you got in your head?”

Nelson Lee did not reply. He was deep in
thought, abtsorked in one of those theories,
a6 thin as air, which his shrewd brain scime-
times evolved from the merest thread of a
theory.

Nipper, gazing ciosely at his master, was
fatisfied that he had hit on some explana-
tion of the mystery.

“ I have mnot finished with my
ticus yet,” Lee said at length.

“* What are you going to do7’ the inspec-
tor inquired.

1 intend to look for something,  Brace.”
" Well, I hope you may find it. I can’t
miagine what it can be.”

Accompanied by Inspector Brace and the
li:d, Nelson Lee went all over the garden,
scourimg every part of it that was not open.
He beat the trees and shrubbery, thrusting
his stick inte every copse of bushes, and rid-
dling them with the flare from his electric-
torch.

But he did not find what he was leoking

investiga-
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for. He was disappointed. Keeniy disap-
pointed. He bhad almost lost faith in his
thesry now. He turred his attenticn to the
dwelling next.  He strolled entirely around
it, examining every deor and window and at
thie rear of the premises discovered a small
window that was not fastened. He raised
tLie sash n few inches, and lowered it.

It is significant,”’ he said, half to himself.

“ 1t was very careless of Mr. Peter Ham-

35

mend to jeave the window like this,” the
inspector replied, in a sarcastic tone,
““ Very careless,” Lee murmured. ‘A

burglar might have got in.”

“ Perhaps cmne did. What of the fellow
with the coloured handkerchief?”

“T have been thinking of him, Brace. I
should net be surprised if he had——" .

‘““ Ye3, he has probably burgled the place.
That would account for his hurried departure.
Shall we enter by the window, and have a
look round?”

Nelsen Lee hesitated, and sheok his head.

“ No, we would not be legally justified in
entering the dwelling because we have
found a2 window that is not secured,” he
replied. |

“ We will search the house to-morrow,
though, and with consent of the owner. We
had Letter wait, a few hours won't make
much difference.

“ We will he off, now, Brace,”” he added.
““Come along. I will walk as far as the
police-station with you. And by the way,
you can give me Mr. Peter Hammond’s ad-
dress in the country. I must send him a
telegram as soon as possible, and get him up
to town.”

“Do you expect to find a clue to the
murder in his dwelling?”’ Inspector Brace
asked.

Lee smiled.

“* Wait and cee,” he answered,

1V.

THHE STRANGER IN THE DRESS SCUIT.

ETWEEN eleven and twelve o’'clock
the mext morning Mr. Peter Ham-
mend, a tall and lean gentleman of
about forty, with clean-shaven

features, got out of the cab in the Gray's
Inn Road, and mounted the stairs to Nelson
Lee's chambers. Nipper opened the door to
him, and when he had walked into the con-
suiting-rcom, he teook from his pocket the
telearam he had received in the country. He
stared blankly at the detective, with whom
he was not .acquainted.

“ \What does this mean, Mr. Lee‘?” hé

asked. ** Why have you brought me up to
%{.wng Ycu did not give me any explana-
ion.’

“It"is a very simple matter,”” Nelson
Lee replied, as he shook hands with the
vieitor. " A tramp was in the garden of
your residence last night, and he may have
committed a rebbery, as a small window
at the rear of the house was not fastened.™
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“ Y9 that aecounts for your message!"”
said Mr. Hammond. “1 thought it might
possibly have spmething to do with the
murder at Red Becches. It is a terrible

affair that.

“ I know young Hiiton, and T am sorry to
helieve that he i3 guilty. The evidence is
black against him.

“ But we were talking of the tramp. There
‘are some valuable things at my place, and I
hope nothing has been stolen.”

“I can't tell you, sir,” Nelson Lea
stpored. ¢ We shall see very shortly.”

Stepping to the telephone as he spoke. he
rang up his garage, and gave orders that
his car should be sent round at cnece. It
arrived in less than ten minutes, and with-
out delay, Lee, and Mr. Hammond and the
lad set off on their errand.

Thev drove first to the poliee-station at
Clapham, and from there, accompanied by
“Inspector Brace they went on to the Gables.
Peter Hammond opened the front «door with

an-

his latehkey, and the little party stepped
into the hall.
“We will o to vour bedchiamber first,

I think,” =aid Nelson Lee.

“To my bedehamber?” Peter Hammoni]
repeated In surprise. ““ Why?"

“Tor a couple of reasong, sir. Tor onoe
thing, I imacine that vou forgot to take
vour shaving utensils with yvou to the coun-
t!‘}'."

“So I did, Mr. Lee. How did you know?
You must have been in the house.”

““No, T have not been. 1 made a cuess."”

Thoy mounted the staircase, and went
along a pas:age to the bedchamber. The

door was partly open, and Nelson Lee had no
maore than entered the room when he hnew
that his theories had been right.

“By heavens, that scoundrel of a tramp
has been here!” Mr. Hammond cried in
constarnation. _

Inspeetor Brace glanced about him. and
nodded to the detective. Lying open on the
hed was an empty suit-case. On the dresz-
ing-table were, a pair of scissors, soap, and
2 shaving-brush, and on the edge of the

mug, were faint stains of blood.
The blinds of the two windows were
lowered. Nelson Lee raized one of them

and stepped to the fireplace, where hLe ob-
sarvad several shaving papers that had
been used, and a number of short locks ol
thick, reddish hair. His eyes sparkled.

“It is just as I supposed, Brace.' lLie re-
marked. “ You can hardly fail to grasp
the significance of what you see hare.”

Peter Hammond had hurried away and
when he returned, after a brief absence,
there was an expression of relief on his face.

““IT have not been robbed of anvthing of
value,”" he said. “ I have been to the library
and the dining-room. I found the doors
locked, and the windows saecured. My dress-
clothes are all that have been stolen.”

“Was everything that you required for

L
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evening woar in this suit-case?’ Nalson Lea
asked.

““ Yes, evervthing—the clothes, a shirt, a
collar and tie, socks, an opera hat, and a
puair of patent-leather shoes. Tha tramp
has stolen them, and yet he could have
had much more valuable things if he had
broken into the library, or the dining-room.’

“* He took what he wanted, Mr. Hammond,
and nothing else. Having shaved hinzelf,
and trimmed his hair with the secfssors, he
put on your dress-clothes, and went ¢if in
them.”

“* He put them on?” said Peter Hammaond.
““Then where are the clothes he discarded?”

“ He took them with him,” Nelson Lee re-
plied, *“and he i3 no doubt wearinz them
now." .

“The fellow must have been mad.”

‘“ There was method in his madness, I
can assure you. By the way, sir, was the
suit-case on the bed?"” .

“Yes, I left it there, Mr. Lee. I had
meant to take it to the country with me,
but I changed my miod.”

Peter Hammond was utteriy bewildered,
but the inspector had grasped the sclution
of the mystery, and so had Nipper. They
all descended the stairs, and passed cut of
the house by the door at the rear of it; and
when Nelson Lee had stood looking around
him for a few seconds, in gne direction and
another, he went straight to the thickes"
patch of cover that was in the garden,

For a little time he moved about amongst
the trees and shrubberx, peering into the
folines above him, and then, thrusting the
crooked handle of his stick into a eroteh of
one of the trees, he pulled down a parecel
that was wrapped in an evening-dress jacket.

He opened it, and showed to his com-
panions all of the things that had been
stolen from the suit-case. :

And now a light suddenly dawned on Peter
Hammond, who had read of the murdar at
Red Beeches in the morning paper,

““* By beavens, it was the tramp who shat
Basil Norman!" he cried.

“0Of course it was,” Inspector Brace de-
clared. “T1 knew it."
Nelson Lee nodded. Drawing a nunote-

book from his pocket, he wrote on a leaf ot
it fromn his pencil, and tore it out. He zave
it to the inspector.

‘““ Here is a description of the wanted
man,”” he said. “Tall and s&lim of build,
with clean-shaven features, a sandy com-
plexion, reddish hair, and on his lower lip
sl:ght cut made by s razor.”

““* The man 1s shabbily attired, and is prob-
ably a tramp,” he continued. * We cannot
be sure of that, however. You might have
him soucht for in London, Brace, and 1 will
notify the rural police outside of the metro.
politan area.”

Lee paused for a moment.

‘““ Don't waste any time in setting Ralph
Hilton free ” he added. “You must he
satisfied that the poor fellow is innocent.”

(C'ontinued on page 38.)
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(Continued from page 36.)
V.
THE WANTED MAN.

T was on a Wednesday that the dis-
coveries were made ot the Gables, and
during the following day no trace of
wanted man was found in London.

Meanwhile, Nelson Lee had taken measures
of his own. He had sent tClt"”I"dIII‘: to a
number of places outside of the metropolis,
and on the afternoon of Friday, having just
recoived some information by a wire, he rang
up Inspector Brace at the police-station at

Claphamn,
The day was drawing to a close wlhen
Nelson Lee and Inspector Brace, accomn-

panied by Nipper,
Hazel Hatch.

They stopped in front nl’ g
which was commonly (& Hed
htatlrm though it was sihm ph
of the local constable,

The man who had been detained had not
beea locked up. He had been there for three
or four hours, under the watehiul eyve of the
constable, and he was sitting on a bench,
ragged and dirty and unshaven, when the
little party entered the room.

“T know the fellow welll” sald the con-
stable. * His game 15 Joe Meikle, aud he
has becen tramping this part of the country

arrived at the village of

little cottage,
the police:
tire residence

for a vear or 0. What do you want with
him "

“I'll tell yvou presentiv,” Nelson Lee re-
plied,

Inspector Brace and the constable held the
prisoster tightly, to prevent him struggling
while Lee felt his clothing. 'Uhen, prmlum-"
a kunife, he cut a sht in the tramp's ragged
jucket, aud drew from bencath the lining of

it scven crisp bauk notes for five pounds
each.

“1'll charge you now, Meceikle,” he said
sternly. ** We are going to take you into

custody for the murder of Mr. Basil Norman,

ab the residence of Mr. Wardlaw, of Clap-
ham Common."”
“ I did it!" admitted Meikle. ** But it

wasn't murder! It was an accident! 1 never
meant to fire the shot! 1 swear I didn't!
I'll tell you all about it!™”’

He insisted on making a confession, per-
haps, in the hope that he might save his
neck. On the night of the murder, while on
tramp, he had paszed The Gables; and, ob-
serving that the place was in darkness, he
had slipped through the gate.

Having prowled about in the garden, and
noticed that there was a dance at the laree
dwelling in the rear of the Gables, he had

gob into Mr. Hammond's residence by the
small window that was not fastened.
“The doors on the lower floor wore

locked,” Joe Meikle continued, * and I didn't
try Lo break them open. 1 went upstairs to
a bedehamber and turned on the light. There

were shaving things and a pair of scissors ou |

was f§

the bed

the dressing-table, and
suit-case.

“1 opeued that, and when 1
in it an tdea flazshed to my miad. 1 shaved
myself, cutting my lip, and trimmed the
cdges of my lmlr with the scissors. Then I
pul on the geutlenian’s evening-clothes, and
his opera-hat, and left the house as 1 had
entered, by the window.

“1 had my own clothes with me, and when
I had hidden them in the bushes I squeezed
through the hedge into the garden of the
other house, and walked huldh in by a sude-
door that was open. _

““ Nobody paid any attention to me, as 1

was dressed ke the f_:ucu:_«t“ [ crept upstairs
and ¢ntered a bedehamber, where the light
wai burning

“There was a desk there.
open, and I had no more than
bank notes from a pigeon-hole, and slipped
them into my pocket, when a gentieman
rushed in and grabbed me by the throat,

“1 whipped out a revolver 1 had in my
pocket, and it went off by accident, and the
gentleman was shot in the breast as I was
strugeling with him, A moment later, an-
other gentleman hurried iuto the I‘unlll. and
I struck him «a hard blow that felled him to
the floor.

“* No alarnn Liad been rn"-.ml. as there was
an orchestra plaving below, 1 got downstairs
and out of the house as quit kly as I eould,
and returned to the garden of the other
dwelling, where I put my own clothes on,
and hid the dress-clothes, and the hat, and
the other things in a crotch of a tree.

“As [ was hurrving towards the gate 1
tripped and fell, and dropped a parcel 1 was
carrving., I was afraid to stop to pick it up,
for 1 could hear what sounded like the foot-
steps of a constable. There was one coming
along the road, but he didn't see me.

“T stole away in the darkuness, and I've
been on tramp in the country ever eince
It is the whole truth I have told you, sir. 1
didn't do murder. I never meant to——-"

The man’s voive faltered, and he moi-tened
his dry lips.

00

saw what was

1 forced it
taken some

“It—it wasn't muarder,” he repeated.
The confession had, in every respect, ¢on-
firmed Nelson Lee's theories, and the in-

spector ungrudgingly gave him the c¢redit he
wors entitled to.

“It was an uncommonly clever piece of
work,”" he said. **I don't see how yon fitted
the links together so accurateiy.”

“You might have formed the same dedue-
tiona vourself if you had used your wits,"”
Nelson Lee replied. It was fairly obvious
to me that a man who earried food and a
bottle of whisky, wrapped in a coloured
handkerchief, was a wandering tramp,

Lec paused 1t has been a curious aud
interesting altair, Brace,” he added. * And
I am glad that we have brought it to a sat-
isfactory conelusion.  And now we will run
back to town with our prisouer.”

THE END,



HORN BYW TRAINS

THE TRAIN WITH THE GUARANTEE

A most valuable and remarkable feature of the Hornby Train is that it can be taken to
picces and rebuilt just like a Meccaro model.  Any lost or damaged parts may be replaced
with new ones.

Hornby and
Zulw traiws

are fully
y puarantecd.

“HORNBY TRAINSFROM 25s.6d. TO 70s.

ZULU %::TRAINS

The Zulu Clockwork Train is a new and cheaper type of mechanical

train, the chief characteristics of which are fine and durable mechanism

and immensc strength ¢f construction in all parts  Fitted with brake
and governor : non-reversing.

FREE TO BOYS.
A SPLENDID NEW MECCANO BOOK.

FThis is a ncew and splendidly illustrated book telling of the good things which come from
Meccanoland, where the best toys are manufactured,

TO GET A FREE COPY.—Just show this paze to three chums and send us their names and
address with your own. Address your letter to Dept. S.

WRITE FOR O LUSTRA- '
TED RAILS, POINTS. aND cross. MECCANO LTD., TS50

INGS LEAFLET,

" Month

is all you pay for a superbly
made Mead Gramophone /8
with massive solid oak
cabinet, giganticrich-
ly coloured horn, /&)
extra large motor

—

ARE YOU HAPPY

Bright and Cheorful? It is impossible to be so
if you suffer from Nervous Fears, Awkwardness
in  Cowmpan)y, Nervous Depressi on, Blushing,
Timidity, ‘Slpe;ﬂnsqnens Lack of Wiil-Power, or
Mind Concentrat.on. You can abspolutely overcome
all nervous troubles if you use the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment, GUARANTEED CURE
OR MONEY REFUNDED, Send 3 penny stamps
immediately for part.culars. Godfry Elliott-Smith,
Ltd., 543, Tmperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus,
London, E.C.4. |

and u(im sualolgi' loud =
soundReproducer,
Sent packed free, YOURS FOR 1/" GNLY-
and carriage paidon \& This hand full-sized Gent’

X 118 iandasome uii-gize ent 8
10DAYS’ FREE TRIAL Lever Watch sent upon receipt of
Your money refunded 1/-. After approval send 1/- more,

if not satisfied. Ex-
quisitely designed Port= =gt
able Hornless and "=
Table-Grands in solid
mahogany, beautifully
and polished, at 40%

low Shop prices.

tho balance may then be paid by
6 monthly instalments of 2/- each.
Guaranteed 5 years. Chain offered
Free with every watch. Cash re-
turned in full if dissatisfied. Send
1/- now to Simpson’s Ltd.,
(Dept. 12), 94, Queen Road,
Brighton, Sussex.

Write "
for : CURL.Y EHAIR
LISTS : ’ SENTl | Sor mian 1raC Do R oIS STRA TG
PLOMA .
Co. lDﬂlﬁ G106 } Blrmingham TIHOUSANDS TESTIMONTALS., PROOF SENT.—

SUMMERS, (Dept, N.L.), 34, CANNON
PLACE. BRIGHTON. :

FUN FOR ALL. Ventriloquist’s Voice Instru- | HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS, from 7/8,
ment. Invisible, Aaton!shes Mystifles. lImitate | Large Stock of Films, Sample Film 1}- Post Free.
Birds, Beasts, etc. 1- P.O. ( Ventriloquism | Lists Frce. Desk * C.,” Decan Cinema Co., 94,
Treatise included). Ideal Co., Cleveland, SOM. Drayton Avenue. Wcut LEaling, W.13,
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RESULTS OF FIRST PROBLEM STORY
COMPETITION.

LIST OF PRIZE-WINNERS.

The Editor has been pleased to award the following readers with prizes for their
solutions of the problem story, * The Strange Affair at Heather Hall.”

FIRST PRIZE—£1.
C. E. Davy, Feremina, St. Martins, Guernsey, C.l.

THE STRANGE AFFAIR AT HEATHER HALL

The man who came to Heather Hall as Harry Beverley was not reaily him but
an impostor, who was exactly like the real Harry Beverley, except for being a little
browner in his face, which everybody put down to his being in Africa. Meanwhile, the
real Harry Beverley had been kidnapped and hidden away. The pight that Sir Roger
Beverley woke up aund heard his nephew go out, was when the impostor heard his
confederates ip the car up the lane. Ile had a row with them, and was Kkilled, and
left 1ying -ip the road, while the men got away. Then the poacher, Ben Lockett, came
along and saw the body, and being afraid that he would be accused of having murdered
the man while poaching, he drops his pheasants and handkerchief in his haste, and
runs home to get money, and a few things, before he escapes to London. The tramp
noticing the body as he was walking along, thought there would be some money on
him, and stole all the things in the murdered man’s pockets.

Mcanwhile, the real Harry Beverley has escaped from his captors, and goes to the
Hall, and is secn by Sir Roger Beverley.

oy 'SECOND PRIZE—10s.
J. P. Oshorn, 99, Ashburnham Road, Northampton.

Consolation Prizes of 28. 6d. to the following:

C. kverett, The Nook, Gt. Henny, Sudbury, Suffolk.

A. Phillips, Gladstone House, Vroncysyllte, Llangollen, N. Wales.
D. McGlinchy, 150, Dalmmarnock Road, Bridgeton, Glasgow,

(G. M. Dunn, 286, Pentonville Road, King’s Cross, N.l.

I’. Bowles, 34, Collins Cross, Bishop's Stortford.

Yichard Hume, Cranfield, Randalstown, Co. Antrim.

Miss A. Thorpe, Rose Farm, Tivetshall, Norwich.

H. Saunders, 30, Queen Street Bensham, Gateshead-on-Tyne.

H. W. Baxter, 150, Bury Street, Lr. Edmonton, London, N.9.

J. Armitage, Station House, Snaith, Yorks.

R. I'. Roxburgh, 51, Love Street, Paisley, Scotland.

John Annelis, 4, Wickham Road, Shirley, Nr. Croydon, Surrey.
Migs (. Wassell, Luton Lodges, Luton Hoo Park, Luton, Beds.
W. layior, 193, Holland Road, Harlesden, N.W.10. '

I'. Cullum, Iazeldene, T'hree Mile Cross, Nr. Reading, Berkshire.
Miss K. M. Williams, Mount Elliott, New Ross, Co. Wexford, Ireland.
VW. H Jones, 5, I'reegob, Llanelly, South Wales.

S. Guest, 37, Dudley Wood, Cradley Heath, Staffs.

John Kleming, 185, Clifton Road, Woodside, Aberdeen,

Mrs. Dunhain, 13, Vale Road, Bushey, Herts.

A — —
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RHEUMATISM
CURED AFTER FORTY
YEARS' SUFFERING.

Tunbridge Wells,

- Kent.

Dear Sirs,—1 am a young

man again after taking three

boxes of * Urace.” I am 8§89
years old, und have had rheu- SR 2% 45

matics and sciatica for 40 years, but can new

walk about without any pain. I have told my

friends how ' Urace' has cured me. I consider

" Urace " the best rewmiedy cver invented. You can

miake whatt use you like of thix, Yours truly,

H. §. BEXNEY.

URACE DISSOLVES AND DRIVES OUT

URIC ACID.

URACE, and URACE alone, can cure Rheumnpi'sm.-

Third Prize £10, and 100 Valuable
It directly attacks the cause—urie acid—dissolves ,
and.expels it from the system and prevenis its

Consolation Qifts.
reappearance, That i8 why it CURES and CURES

The Game for the Winter Months.

CCESS BOYS s i
SU exciting
game which you can
all play, and which
The Great New Game every member of the

family will enjoy—
From Factory Hand to just what you bave

: : been looking for.
Managing Director. Simple to understand,

it is a succession of thrills and adventures from
the first move to the last,

£250 PRIZE GOMPETITION.

With every game there is wonderful opportunity
for you to earn big prizes ina simple competition,
for which prizes are being awarded as follows :—

First Prize £100, Second Prize "£25,

Someone must win these Prizes— QUICKLY.

Why not YOU_? |
; - Read this carefully. _ l mACE
HOW TO ENTER. Go tothe nearest l

toyoor Seorts |} e ey FRI R SDMS G

Shop and buy “"SUCCESS.” With each game

veu will find full instructions. if you have any 13, 3- & 5- PER BOX - %
difficulty in obtaining, write to From Boots, Timothy Whiie & Co., Taylor's, ang
‘e Succass,” 54, Great Eastern Streat, all Chemists and Storeg, or direct from the

URACE LABORATORIES,

London, E.C.2, 77. Woburn House, Store Street, London, W.C1,

enclosing postal order for the =ize you fequire.
o CONJURING TRICKS GIVEN AWAY.
e —— | T0 ALL xending sixpence for Illusd, Catalegue
“ome Clnemato- of Tricks. Puzzles, Jokes, we will send absolutely
. free, a Remarkable Card Trick. Write name and
gl“aphs & Fllms. nrldresﬂdplaint% ﬂnclnlmi PO:;{?-II]‘[J\E]]‘.H \};,{Tﬁprflf‘f
‘Send for New Free Illustrated List| | and address, Dept. LX.. ECLIPSE XNOVELT
of Machines, T{}y and Prﬂfﬂ'lllﬂnﬂl, CO,.,. FRANCIS 1]‘1““.&(']‘:. LONDON, N.19. -

%ﬁ:ﬂ:}l J:-fllllp?::xt;zdt?aa:n(fio'%ccse;t!’;ne;f ' us a card for our illustrated
Exchange. Enquiries invi el. list of Sporting goods,

hich will be sent free.

FORD'S (Dept. A.P. | o WL
13, Red Lion Squarnz’ FRANK OLARKE, Crown Works,
London, W.C.1. 6, WHITTALL ST., BIRMINGHAM.

y - —Learn the Won-

ALAERINM |Don'tBeBullied! dorfal " Japaness
Art of Self-Defence without Weapons. FOr sma ys
& WEATHER-GLASS and men (also women). Send NOW Four Penny
4 - MIONTHLY Stamps for Splendid Illustrated Sample

A % ; St Lessons. or 3/6 for Large Portion of Course.—
g.iTue Lmeheoping clock ; will last Dept. N.L., School of Jujitsu, 31, Golden

10 years. Fitted with loud alarm, , ndon., W.1,
will wake you up each day, and a Savave, Megant 06, 2o

weather-glass that foretells the = Cure yourself
weather. Price only 30/- on easy Stop Stammerlng! as I did. Par-
terms, 4/- now and 4/- monthly. ticulars FREE.—FRANK B. HUGHES, 7,

Send 4/- now. We pay postage. | Southampton Row, London, W.C.1,
MASTERS, Ltd., — = 5

52, Hope Stores, RYE. CUT TH[S oUT.

BE TALLER, Hesht will make you respected The Nelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon. Value 2d,
* in  business and private life. Send 7 of these Coupons with only 29, direct to

Students of the Girvan Scientific Treatment re- | the Fleet Pen Co., 1198, Fleet Street,

pert from 2 to 5 inches increase, with far better | B.C,4, You will recelve by return a splendid

health. Send p.c. to-day for particulars, and our | British-Made l4ct Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain

£100 guarantee, to Enquiry Dept, A.M.P., 17, Pen, value 10/6 (Fine, Medium or Broad nib).

Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4. It only 1 coupon is zent, the price is 39 2d,

- v . being allowed for each extra coupon up te six.
MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels 2/6, 5/6. Ven. | (Pocket Clip 4d) Satisfaction guaranteed or cash
triloguist’s Instrument. Invisible, TYmitate Birds, returned. Special New Offer: Your Own
Price 6d. each, 4 for 1-.—T. W. HARRISON, 239, Name in gilt letters on either pen for 1/- extra.
Pentonville Road, London, N.1, * Lever Self-filling Satety Model, 2/- extras,

-
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“THERE YOU
ARE THEN”

once more looking for inexpensive gifts at Bargain prices, and wa
are here to suppiy your wants. For 33 years our Bargains in
Watches, Clocks, Fancy Goods, Toys. Xmas Cards, GRAMOPHONES
ACCORDEONS, ete., have heen the Td.“{ ‘of the Land. Write to-day
. for, FREE, IELUSTRATED CATALOGUE, sent post free of HUN-
DREDS OF\BIG BARGAINS, a few
examples of which will be found
below. WE GUARANTEE FULL
SA FI‘%FACTIO‘E OR FULL M(WEY

1 =

B'irgam Bl12, MICROSUOPE.

Bargain B52. Half-price Nickel 2 by 1 in, Made of Brass, A

» SAFETY RAZOR in Leatherette wonderful scientific instru-

Case, 33 by 2ins,, with 1 double- ment. 1/6, post 2d.
edged blade 1/11; with 6 blades |

Either post free,

2/9.

Barmm B30
HAIR CLIP- -
“PERS, with?2

‘extra combs
“and extTra
“spring. 6ins,
_long. Finest
"Steel, 39
polt free,

Bargain B 19,
Leather PURSE 4 by
2;y 1ns, 1/6 post free,

~ Flashes,

19,
post 3d. :

Bargain B73.

" - - STRIKING
Bargain B34, TABLE FOOTBALL. CLOCK,19: by
105 ins. b}' 514 ins, Fascinating  10ins. Walnut
game for 6 (or less) players, 13, polished wood
post 3d. L‘ase 20/. post

WEt free,

Bargain B33.
UNDRESSED,
DOLL, 13 ins.
high, Un-
breaka ble
body. Sleeps
2 3, post 6d.

Real

FLYING
SCOTSMAN. Train 1t

Bareain Bal,

ins., long. Set of rails
61 ins. ecircumfer.
ence. Made of metal,
2 11, post ud,

SATISFACTION
OR :
MONEY BACK.

Bargzain B2). SAUCY
SAMBO Tie or Coat
Pin. Rollseyes, puts
out tongue & squeals
when ball is pressed.
Length tubing 21 1ns.
1/ 3 post 2d.

- Bargain Bl3. MOUTH
5 by 1: ins. Nicke
32 reeds, 1 6, post 2d.

Barga
'"*BEATA

Zan tone,
post free,

Hornless

Bargain BS).
GRAMOPHOHE 135 by,

13}y by 9 ins,
polished wood cabinet.
Fine tone, 39'6. Car-
riage forward, Box &
packing free, ‘-:nn!{lr
with ]_lom also 39/6

Wi CORDEON, 10
N 105-by -5

Oak- '§

Bargain Bl7. Real

ORGAN,
| Covers, Leather POCKET-
BOOK. 6 by 35 1us,

2.3, post tree. A

in BB83,
LL'" AC-
by
ins, Or- =

126 _gm=tils

PAIN'S “ PRESENTS HOUSE,” Dept. 3’“ HASTINGS :

“No. 391.

December 2,



