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the little dancer amid the debris.
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The whole mass of scenery fell with a swishing crash upon the
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(RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER)

A SOMEWHAT FOUL I’R}:‘.DIL‘.?
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The irresistible
charm of Archie, his
choice flow of ornate
language —a slang
peculiarly his own—
and his fastidious
taste in dress make
him a central figure of attrac-
tion at this time of the year. In
this particular story, Archie’s
latest adventure provides such
a fund of laughable episodes
that the reader is advised not
to read it all at one sitting in
case the continuous laughter
might inflict too great a strain

on him.
THE EDITOR,

CHAPTER I. _
violence !” went

OSWALD HANDIrORTH
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o Hundl’urﬂ:'s always got a  policy of

on Pitt, with a chuckie.

“If ever he becomes & business man, he'll
be a terrific tyrant!”
“I'm not so sure!” I put in.

“ Handy's

“ Disgraceful !” he exclaiined, | got a soft heart.”
5 glaring. ** They've got the nerve ““Thanks - awfully ! sneered - Handforth.
to oall this an up-to-date railway, and | « I don't want any sarcasm! And what the
they keep you waiting half an hour at a§ dickens do you mean by squinting at .me
- glddy junction!™ , 1thr0ugh that fat-headed eyeglass?"' hie
-t Well, after all, half an hour isn't so | added, turning to an elegant junior who

long,”’ said Church.

‘““ At some junctions a | stood near bv.

fellow is kept waiting for a couple of hours. “What? What? I mean to say, talking
. And don’t forget that when the train does{ to me, dear old lad?” inquired Archie Glen
7 W:L?ng in, it’'ll be a mnon-stop, right to|] thorne mildly. ** Dash it all! Rather
naoil.

“ That's no excuse,”
X wos the managing-director of this line I'd
soon make a few alterations.” |
“I expect you would!” grinned Reginald
. ‘ For instance,
. about five hours late, and the ticket col-
E’ Jectors would tgg trained boxers, so that they
e

% « Ha, ba, ha!"

- Pitt.

“could punch

assengers."

salid Handforth., * If don’t you know."”

the trains would be |1 mean—-""

forth.

heads of the dissatizfied

Archie's
pletely, although

|

priceless thing to say that I was squinting,

“You worry me!’ said Handforth roughiy
‘“ Absolutely!” replied Archie.

““That is,

“QOh, take it away!” interrupted Hand-
“It gives me a pain
He made a grab at the cord which secured
monocile.

"I"I

[t came, away com-
Handforth #dn't expected
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it. He put the monocle into his pocket,
and condescended to grin. _ ,

A ehap with perfect eyesight doesn’t
need a Piccadillty window!” ‘he said. ‘' You
won’t get that eyeglase again till we're in
Lendon, my lad! 1t's about time somebody
taught you a lesson!” '

And Handforth strolled away, leaving
Archie gazing after him in blank dismay.
This was quite a characteristic example of
Handy's autocratic methods. Yet he really
hoodwinked himself into believing that he
was doing Archie a gcod turn.

“ T say, that was a bit high-handed!” pro-

tested McClure.

- Handforth enifTed.

** Monocles!” he sneered. * They ought to
he prohibited by law! They give England a
bad name!” '

“ A bad name?” asked Church, star.ng.

“ Yeg, rather!’ said Handforth. ‘' Look
at the American films we see in our cinemas!
1f the Yanks put an English character into
their pictures they make him a silly-looking
fop with an eyeglass! In America they seem
to think that every Englishman is a giddy
Piccadilly Johnnie! And chaps like Archie
are the cause of it!"”

Handforth was rather indignant, and he
stamped up and down the platform—partly
to werk off his feelings, and partly to keep
warm,

For it was 2 cold, winter’s day, and crow
lay thickly over the whole countryside.
There were twelve of us in the party—twelve
St. Frank’s juniors. And we were bound for
London. -

We had had a perfectly glorious Christmas
with the vouthful Duke of Somerton, at
his magnificent ancestral palace, Somerton
Abbey. The house-party there had been one
of the happiest and cheeriest I had ever
joined. :

True, we had had a bit of excitement
during the early part of our visit, but our
Christmas had not been marred by any un-
pleasant inecident, or any dullness. And
now, with the festive spirit still with us,
we were bound for Reginald Pitt’s place in
London.

Pitt’s pater had very decently asked us
to spend a few days with him before sorting
curselves out, and going to our various
homes for the conclusion of the holidays.

Mr. Pitt had outlined a fine programme of
entertainment, and not one of the fellows
had been able to resist it. We would go to
pantomimes, cinemas, and other shows.

Therefore, it can hardly be said that we
were an unhappy lot. On the contrary, we
were in the highest possible spirits, and look-
ing forward with lively anticipation to our
stay witle Pitt and his people. '

Half an hour’s wait ‘on a junction plat-
form was not a very great hardship, and
nobody thought of- grumbling except Hand-
forth.. But as Handforth was always
grumbling, it didn’'t matter.

Archie hardly knew what to db for a few.

moments—after the pugnacicus leader of
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Study D had taken his monocle. DBut, at
length, Archie pulled himself together, and
squared his shoulders.

*“ Now that, so to speak, was dashed un-
called for!” he observed stoutly. ** 1 mean
to say, when a chappie pinches another , .
chappie’s eyeglass it’s time that somethin Cgﬁ,.,
was done. In large quantities, what? I%
seems to me that Phipps ought to be here.” i. '_

‘“Poor old Archie!” grinned Pitth%‘f’
‘“ Where are you without the faithful.
Phipps?”’
like .

.

‘““ Absolutely the chappie on the i
Atlantic liner—that is to say, at sea!”
replied Archie. ‘It begins to surge'into"'s.?f,!
the old bean, dear ones, that I was slightiy"fgtf;j
unwise in sending Phipps on ahead with thes
old bags and packages. I need the blighter -
—absolutely !”’ - it v

Archie walked up the platform, det-ermined_;«i:fg
to tecover his monocle at all coste. Bub’:
before he had gcne far there was a rumble %%
and a roar, and the fast train for Iﬁﬂdon"_ﬁ’%‘
pulled up against the platform with a grind- =%
ing of brakes and a his«ng of steam. - ==

‘“ Here we are!” sang out De Valerie. '
“ Plenty of room, you chaps. Jump in!+3
Here's an empty compartment!” e

Half a dozen fellows crowded in after.-
Cecil De Valerie. Church and MecClure =
were abeout to make for the same door,
when Handforth pulled them up. : ¥

““ Not likely!”” he said. ** We don’t want-~
to travel with that crowd! Here's another #
empty compartment—we’ll be by ourselves.
Don't let Fatty Little in under any circum-- =
stances.” AL

“ You needn’t worry about Fatty.” grinned
Church. *“He's still in the refreshment- _%
room!”

They entered the compartment, and sab 5
down. Handforth took a seat near the win- *
dow, and glared out with a fierce, forbid- °
ding expression. He had an idea that this
would stop anybody else from entering. y

But it didn't stop Archie. -'_--*h

Archie was determined to get his eyeglass. »
He considered it a piece of perfect impﬂ--‘""’""-
dence on Handforth’s part to take the thmgﬁﬁg
at all. What did Handy want it for? Be<'s:
sides, Archie had a horrible kind of fea.ti;;%
that Bdward Oswald would pitch the monoele~ =
out of the window. . I

“ Clear out!” said Hardforth, as Archie:
presented himeelf. Ay

‘“ Absolutely not!’ said Archie firmly==
““ The fact is, old thing, I'm frightfully keen
upon getting that eyeglass back. I mean f,o‘--:'ﬂ
say, I absolutely hate starting a bally row.? =%

“1 don’t mind it at all!” said Handforth. %

h}‘ e .\xh‘." . fL

"

:

ey
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““ Go ahead!” E
“ Pray listen!” went on Archie. ‘ The:

fact is, I'd rather like to have that window. i
hack again. You gather the old trend?® s
You seg, dear one, I'm bally well lost withs =
out it. So I've just flowed in, what?”

“You can flow out again!" 33

‘““ Dash it all!” protested Archie. ‘‘I meam=.
to say, dash it all! It puts a chappie offt®
his stroke, don't you know!. Not long ag@es
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I was feeling consideranly bracea. 1 mean,
I've been thinking of this and that, and it
seemed to me that everything in the garden
was somewhat lovely. And now, as it were,
you proceed to shove the old lid on it!"”

‘“ His nume ought to have been DBrook—

he gzoes on for ever!” groan=d Haundiorth. ¢

** Did you ever know such a chop for jaw-
ing? TI'll give you just three seconds to
clear out, Archie!”

““ But, I mean——"'

“We want this
selves!”

““ Absoluteiy !”" agreed Archie. “ And 1
want my monocle to myself! As one chappie
to another, you can't seriously say that one
dashed monocle can be shared between two,
eh? Kindly come across, old turnip!”

“I'll come across with one of my special
lefts if you're not careful!” growled Hand-
fortfli. “I've mever known such a nuisance

compartment to our-

“But—but you don't seem to grasp the
scheme!"" said Archie feebly
““ Clear out!"’ roared Handforth.

= '.n}benlutely.' When you've handed over
r-——-—-

“['m fed-up with you!”

“1 mean to say, the old feelings are

somewhat reciprocated!” said Archie mildly.
- ““*That 15 to say, what about it? The old
e_veglrus:ﬁ, as it were? 1 think I've explained

“I've had enough of this!"” snapped Hand-
forth grimly. ** Grab hrm, you chaps!”

““ What for?"" grinned Church.

“We'll shove him under the seat—he'’s too
noisy !"’

“* What-ho!" said Archie hastily. ¢ Abso-
Iutely not! I mean to say, I positively re-
fuse to allow—— Dash it! Dash it! In
fact, kindly take the old digits away, lad!”

But Handforth was determined. Why he
should persecute Archie in this way was a
bit of a mystery, and probably Handforth
himself didn't understand. But he was de-
termined to finish this scene at once.

Much to Archie's dismay, he was grasped,
and before he could offer any sericus resist-
ance, he was pushed under the seat of the
compartment. And Handforth and Co.
spréad themselves out in such a way that
their legs prevented Archie from getting out.

““ Now you can stop there!"” said Hand-
forth triumphantly. *“ And i you dare to
move, we'll give you something clse!”’

A murmur came from beneath the seat,
remarking that the whole thing was becoming
dashed poisonous. And then Church, who
was looking out of the window, gave a bit of
a start.

- 1 say, there are two men coming to-
wards this compartment!” he said hastily.

‘““ Keep ’em out!" snapped Handforth.

“We can't keep 'em out i! they mean to
come in!"" said Church. ' Better keep still,
Archie. It wouldn't look well if anybody
saw you under there. They might think you
were trying to travel without a ticket!"

““ How  absolutely ghastly!” ecame a

> ) Y«
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mumble from beneath. “The fact i3,
laddies, I'mm feeling dashed rotten! Shabby
treatment, and what not! Rather beyond
the limit, if you know what 1 mean! Don’t
you think so? Or do you rather like thia
kind of stuff?”

‘““ Dry up, fathead!" hissed Church.

Archie groaned as he heard the door of
the carriage wrenched open.

“Yes, this one'll do, Radmore,” said 2
deep voice. ‘‘The train ceems to be filled
up with these infernal boys! There's moroe
rcom here than anvwhere else, anyhow.”

““You can't come in here!” said Handforth
agoressively. _

‘“Oh!”’ retorted one of the men staring.
““Why not?”

“ Er—these chaps are lunctics, and I'in
just taking 'em to the asylum!" sidid Hand
forth, indicating Church and McClure.
‘““ They're rather dangerous, too!”

‘““ Fathead ! eaid McClure indignantly.

The men entered and sat down. Hand-
forth glared at them; he glared at his
chums, and then he gave an expressive
snort,. ‘ |

“ Well, I'm blessed if I'm going to stop
here!” he said sourly. * Come omn, you
cliaps—we'll find another compartment. 1 m
rather particular about who I travel with.

And Handiorth and Co. bustled out, and
slammed the door. But-zs they were look:
ing for another compartment, Church sud:
denly stopped. ,

“ My only hat!' he gasped. * We Ileft
Archie under the eecat!”

Handforth grinned.

“Yes, I know,”
““ Rather rich, eh?”

But Archie didn't think so at all!

-he said heartlessly.

CHAPTER 1L
THE UNWILLING LISTENER.

‘ - 00D.” said one of tha
men in the compurt.
ment. | wad
Tacvher hoping tuar

would happen, Radmore. 19

the train gets off quickly now

we shall be by ourgelves ail

the way.”
“That's
got plenty to talk about.”
And Archie crouched under the seat, con-

fine,"”” said Radmore. * We've

fused and bewildered, and with a dim
realisation that a somewhat poizonous trick
had been played upon ‘him.

He reviewed the situation. Should he
make a dive for it, and get out at once?
Or should he wait a bit. It was rather &a
knotty problem. The whole thing was
ghastly and absolutely fearful. For a chap
to slither out from beneath a railway car-
ringe seat was a horrible sort of thing.
Archie hadn’t the nerve to attempt it.

And while he was trying to make up his
mind the train started.

“ Gadzooks!" he groaned, as he felt the
motion. ‘1 mean to say, this is what a



lad might call the absolute essence of all
that’s fearful! Iere I am, as it were, abso-

I mean to say, I
blighters will find

Jutely in the old eoup!
daren’t move, or these
me !.‘Il

“Archie could not remember having been in
such an unpleasant predicament before. And
he lay there, hoping against hope that he
would not be discovered. His only chance
was to remain in concealment.

Thus, if he was lucky, he would be able
to get to London without these two men
knowing anything about him. So he re-
solved to remain quiet, and he would fill in
his epare time by inventing a suitable means
of revenge,

““1 mean to say, Handforth has got to go
through :t!” te. told himself. ** Treating a
chrappie like this is rather a step beyond the
old limit! I'm not the kind of lad to
" grumble—I don’t mind a joke. Absolutely
not! But this is just over the edge!”

He pressed himself back as far as he
could, and was very thankful that the two
~men were sitting on the seat above him. It
they had been Uppomte, they might have
caught sight of him under there.

He throbbed with horror as he thought of
the position if he was hauled out. What
could he say? How couid he explain the
thing? It was ratiier more than a chap's
- brain was capable of.

But he needn’t have worried.

* The two men were quite convinced that
they had the compartment to themselves,

and they had mow settled down, and were

+ smoking comfortably.

- * By the way, Radmore, you were telling

me something about that man Reynolds!”

“exclaimed one of the etrangerz. ** Have you
fixed him up yet?” _

“0Of courso I have,” said Radmore. ‘A
pretty good thing for me, too. Do you
know, Gilbey, I shall draw in a eclear hun-
dred over that man? I've settled o contract
fcr him that'll
best halls in the country. Only a small
turn, of course, but he's the right stufl.”

““On, I agree,”” said Gilbey. *‘I met him
in the Strand the other day, and he seemed
a bit downcast——""

“ That was before I fixed him up,” said

Radmore. . * But I haven't told youn about
that girl vet. Why, man alive, it's the
finest snip I’ve ever come across! If I work

the thing properly, 1'll make a fortune cut
"ol her!”

Archie feit very uncomfortable. In spitc
of the roar of the tram, he could hear every
word that was being spoken. This was quite
understandable, because the two men were
talking loudly. Having the compartment to
themselves, there was no reason why they
should do otherwise.

It appeared to Archio that the men were
somehow connected with the stage. He
didn’t quite like it. He was compelled to
listen to a conversation which was not in-
tended for his ears. At the same time, there

1[ THE NELSON'LEE menv

take him to some of the |
+ fool,”

P -~

was nothing particularly private about it
s0 fat.

“A  fortune—ech?”  exclaimed  Gilbey,
“You're rather optimistie, old man. Thero
aren’'t many fortumes to be made by a
theatrical agent.”

*““You doa’t know this kid!"™ Rad-
more confidently, ‘““She's a youngster—a
beginner-——and she’s got the talent. I don't
mind betting you a level fiver that she'll be
topping the bils in another three years,
Topping them, my lad—at tho best - halls,
tool”

‘““ A5 clever as that?”

“ Clever isn’t the word!” said Radmore
enthusiastically. ‘““ She’s erimply a Kid—a
child, And she can sing in the most amaz-
ing way, and sho gets hold of her audience
as oniy a true artist can. When che's on
tho stage, you can hear a pin drop. She's
a perfect little genius.” -

‘* Some of the:e perfect
peter out,” said Gilbey.

““* This kid won’'t!” replied Radmore, with
conviction. ‘“* I could have got her an en-
gagement for the pantomime sesason at ten
quid a week—but 1 didn’t. I worked things
deliberately, and she’s appearing as a fairy
in one of thﬁ London theatres at a salary of
two pounds.”

“But what 0!1 carthi 'was the
that?” inquired the other, in
““ What about your commission?”

Rasdimore chuckled.

‘“ Ah, my boy, you don't understand!”
he exclaimed. **If I let her know her true
worth, shse might rumble things. 1 know
what sho can do, and 1 know what she'll
become in tho course of a few years. A
star—a tip-top star, bhooking at the highest
figure. But l haven't told her! I've made
her believe that she’s just ordinary, and
that she’s confeundedly lucky to get an
engacvement at all.”

* But, my dear man, she'll eoon find out
the t:uth—nnless she's a fool.”

‘““You can take it from me she isn't a
csald Radmore. ‘' She will find out—
and probably within a week or two. But I
mean to have that contract signed to-more
row—a ten years’ contract!”

“But will she sign it?”

“ Good heavens, no!”’ laughed Radmore,
* She hasu't got to. Haven't I told you
that she’s a kid? ler father's got to sign
tho coutract. He's her legal guardian.
lle's o drunken got of a fellow who doesn't
understand the value of his own girl. L
shall be able to wangle hiin without any
trouble!”

** And maeke a good thing out of it?”

“I'll make a fortune!” said Radmore
comfortably. *“*It'll be a ten year contract
at five_ quid a week. Think of - that, my
lad! Five quid a week! And at the end
of a couple of ycars she’ll be worth fifty
quid a week! I'll be booking her as the
star turn at the finest halls in five years,
and I'll be living on the fat of the land—
with a Rolly Royce to take me about!™

said

little geniuses

idea of
surprise.



“ Good luck to you!” said Gilbey.
course, it's a bit hard on the kid, but that's
all in the game!’

*“Oh, I'll trezt her well!” said Radmore,
with a chuckie. ** That’s just the cinch!
she'll bo absolubely under my thumb; and
in another two or three years she'll be a nice
littla thing—eh? I can raise her salary a
bit, too. -She'll get her reward when the
contr wct's eaded.”

- Yes-—perhaps!" said tha other.
that timoe she'll bo past her glory, 1 should
think."

“‘That's why I'mi making the contract for
ten years,” sald Radmore, with oily satis-
faction. ““ You won't find any flies on me,
my boy! TIt's absolutely amazing how you
can fool these people. 1f this man Wickham
had 2ny sense he'd know that his girl was
worth a mint of money. But he's always
drunk--which is geod for me!”

““I think you mentioned you had a
graph «f the kiddie.”" said Gilbey.
like to have a look at it.”

Thera was a silence, and Archie judged
that the other man was searching through
iis pockets. The unfortunate junior had bheen
growing hotter and hotter with indignation
a3 he listened to the conversation.

He. knew practically nothing about
theatrical agent:, and still less about con-
tracts. Bub he had enough sense to realise
‘ltigal; there ara black sheep in every walk of
1L,

And Mr. Radmore was very obviously an
exceedingly black sheep. T'or he had plainly

photo-
“I'd

stated that he was determined to make a |

fortune out of some innocent child by pget-
ting her father to sign a contract which
bad been devised for the capecial purpose of
benefiting tho agent.

Tha girl herself -the young aciress who
was destined to become a star—would re-
ceive nothine but a miserable five pounds a

week, even after she became famous. And
she would be compelled to fullil the con-
tract by law. For this s=ort of thing,

although morally criminzl, was quite legal.

Archio bhad dim recollections of having
lieard his father talking about stage stars
who were in the hands of their agents—
mainly through signing contracts during the
carly part of their careers.

And it seemed to Archie that these two
men in the train were about as despicable a
pair of rogues as one could meet in a day's
march, And the unfortunate part about the
whole business wis that he didn't know who
the girl was, or where ¢he was appearing.
In the goodness of his heart, Archie felt
that he would like to warn the child of this
plod.

Aud he wasg just puzzling how he could
got to work when something dropped down
from above, and slipped half underneath the
veat. He gave a gasp, and crouched further
back.

For he had an awful fear that the men
wonld bend down, recover the object, and
seg him at the samo time.

[ Or i

i B.’i"

| tract which

ST
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Handforth’s method of getting
quite simple. He swept along the row,
utierly careless of the confusion he

_ caused.

Buf, the thing which had fallen remained
there. And after five minutes had elapsed,
Archie came to the conclusion that the
lozs had not been noticed, Ie turned his
head slightly, growing more confident, and
wad then able to see that the thing was a
photcgraph.

““What-ho!"” he munmured.
sa;‘_ I"ate, and all that! It's the girl's pho-
tograph! It seems 1o me that the first
job on the programme is to grab the thing
and give it the jolly old once over!”

He reached out his hand, and cautiously
edged the photograph further and further
under the seat. Then, when he felt that
it was safe to do o, he picked it up and
held it close to his face.

Thero was quite sufficient
to seo tha likeness.

The picture was that of a charmingly
pretty girl—a girl dressed in short frocks
and httle, white cocks. She was about ten
years of age, at the most, with 2 mass of
golden curls hanging about her shoulders.

Archia felt furioue.

So this was the child they had been talk-
ing about. Thesc scoundrels were planning
to live in luxury upon her earnings—at least,
Radmore was. It was a despicable business,

And such a youngster, too! No wonder
they had referred to her as a kid! It
seemed a shame to Archie that the law
could allow a drunken father to sign a con-
would mean poverty for hig

“1 mean tn

light for him

-
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daughter—poverty, even when she was at
the pinnacle of fame.

After all, what was five pounds a week?
A pretty good salary for some people—but
where would it go with a %irl on the stage?
Sho would have to spend the bulk of it on
fares and dresses and things. Archie was a
bit hazy, but he was quite convinced that
five pounds was a miserable pittance for an
actress. Which proved that Archie was not
such an 2ss as he looked.

After that the men got talking about
other subjects. It was clear enough that
Radmore thought that he had put the photo-
graph back in his pocket. It must have
elipped down unnoticed, and Archie was glad.

Radmore and his companion talked about
golf, and then entered into a long discussion
on racing. This made Archie nearly weep
with boredom. He heard nothing but the
nzmes of horses and racecourses and jockeys.
But, somehow, the time passed. And at
list the train drew up with a grinding of
brakes. And to Archie’s infinite relief, the
two men gathered up their bags, opened the
door, and passed out.

CHAPTER III.
~ THE PANTOMIME PARTY.

R ¢ .. LL here?”’ 'T asked
3 briskly. *‘‘* We don’t
- want any stragglers

—= Hallo! Where's
Archie?”

2 A Haven't seen him for

S5 ' ages,” said Pitt,

Handforth grinned.

** He was under one of the ceats when
we started from that junction,”” he ob-
served, with a chuckle. ““ Of course, he
showed himeelf after a bit, I expect, but

fre

he shouldn’t be such an ass!
“ Under a seat?”’ 1 repeated, staring.
Handforth explained, amid much laughter.
I could hardly help grinning on my own
account.
““ It was rather a dirty trick on Archie,”

1 said severely. *‘‘ But where is he? . Why
hasn’t he appeared?”’ : :
.Wa had: arrived at the terminus. We

were in London—witl the noise and bustle
of the great station in our ears. And all
the St. I'rank’s crowd, with the exception
of -Archie Glenthorne, had gathered to-
gether in a clump. - :

We locked up and down the wide piat-
form, bhut we could see no sign of Archie's
elegant figure. And so, at last, we set out
upon . a systematio search. Handforth
couldn’t remember the compartment. and
s0 wo had to look through every .ome, and
after about five minutes. we met with
success., -

Something dark and_. Hulky . was tucked
away beneath a seat in one of the empty
compartments. I put my head into the
carriage, and looked closer.

“ That you, Archie?” I inquired.

““ What-ho! What-ho! What-ho!” gasped
Archie, popping his head out from beneath
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 the sreat. “ So there you all are, what?
And here, 2s it were, I all am! Absolutely!
Are we there? I mean to say, are we here?
Kindly extend a few dozen helping hands!”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Dash it all!” protested Archie. '* Hardly
the occasion for ribald merriment, what?
I mean, you don’t seem to realise that I've
been having a perfectly foul time! All the:
same, I'm glad—pricelessly glad!”

‘““ Becauso you were pushed under this
seat?"”’ .

‘““ Abrolutely !”

‘ You liked it?” I grinned.

‘“ Absolutely twice!”

‘* Well, of course, there’s no
for tastes!” said Pitt.

“I don’t mean to say that I liked the
journey—absolutely not with the addition
of knebs!”’ said Archie. ** The journey was
ghastly. Not only- ghastly, but worse than
a bally dose of arsemic! I mean to say,
p?isﬁr_mus isn’t the word! All the same, I'm
 glad!” :

Archio was hauled out. And before allow-
ing him to step out on the platform we
 gave bim a good brush down—using our caps
for this purpose. Archie was duly grateful.
e had been afraid to get out because he
didn’'t exactly know that we had arrived
at the terminnus.

Nobody could quite understand what he
was glad about, but there was no question
regarding his gladness. After being brushed

&
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down, he positively beamed. And yet 1
could detect a certain worried look in his
eyes.

** What’s wrong, Archie?”’ I asked
curiously,

‘“ She's dashed pretty!” said Archie, in
an =bzent kind of way. * Curls, and sa
forth—— Gadzooks! I—I mean—-" .

He pauced, and blushed furiously,
' at's that?”” I asked.
“T—1 mean to say!”
‘“ Absolutely!
laddie?” _
Ile looked round rather wildly, and nodded
towards the first child within vision.
‘“ Dashed pretty? What?” he said weukly.

‘“ The kid you'’re locking at is about as
ugly as a door knocker!” I replied. * All
right, my son—don’t get coniused. I won't
probe into your guilty secret. But you can’t
spoof me!”’

Archie gulped, but said no more. But I
couldn’t help being rather surprised. It
wasn’'t like the genial Archie to talk about
girls of any k'nd. And I wondered who he
had been referring to when he mentioned
the * dashed pretty” person. As it hap-
pened, it wasn’t neeessary for me to wonder
long.. - -
We were just outside the station, and had.
paused in the, big. courtyard to decide
whether we should go to Pitt’s house by
'‘bus, or by taxi. Furthermore, we were
waiting for Fatty Little, who was paying a
visit to the refreshment-room.  Unless we
| dragged him away, he would never leave,

gasped Archie.
Didn’t—didn’t you see her,
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Archia was quite himself again now, and
looked just the same as c¢ver. It was Pitt
who asked him about a certain ticket—an in-
vitabtion card which had arrived whiie we
were at Somerton’s place.

Archia dived his hand in his pocket at
once, puiled out the ticket, and gomething
fell to the pround. Mandforth bent down,
and picked it up. Then he stared at it
#Handforth wos not one of those polite
fellows who could be trusted to return a
thiog without looking at it.

““Haollo! What's this?” he demanded.

“* Looks like a photograph,” said Church.

“ By George! She's a pretty looking kid!"”
said Handforth enthusiastically. ** Ono of
the prettiest little girls I've ever seen!
What the dickens was it doing in your
pockeb, Ardnie?"

Glenthornoe went as red as a beetroot.

“ I—I--I-—— That is, you—you =4

He paused, realising that he was some-
whal incoherent.

“Well?"” said Handforth.

“Gadzooks! You fluster me, dear old
tulip!"" said Archie, breathing hurd. ** You
absolutely put me all of a doo-dah, don’t
you know. The good old red corpuscles are
chasing about like-one o'clock!”

“What !

““I mean to say, the rich blood of the
Gilenthornes is stirred!'’ said Archie vaguely,

“ In other words, I'm dashed hot and
hothered! Tpe photograph, what?  Oh,
rather! Ahsolutely!”

“What do you mean—Oh, rather, abso-
Intely?”

“* Nething—absolutely nothing!"* said Archie
tuastily.  “ That is, no! Not exactly, if you
grasp my meaning! The fact is, precisely!
You gee, the—the photograph
No, not at all! 1 don't mean that, old fruit.
It ust slipped cut, as it were."”

“ But where did you get it from?’’ roared
Handforth.

“0Oh, I seel” said Archie, becoming more
involved. ¢ W.here did T get it? The old
hean, as it were, is grasping the trend. Of
course! Well, what about at? Shall we be
staggering?'’

“You haven't answered my question yet,

rou fathead!"”
. ** Question!" said Archie vaguely. * Oh,
ah, yes! How ridic.! You want to know,
old thing, where the photograph came from?
Of course! The fact is, it dropped out of
my pocket!”

“7J know that, yon dummy!"

““ Tuen, as it were, why ask?"

“ But how did it get into your pocket, vou
exasperating fathead?’

“ Well, that's rather a lot!" <said Archie.
“T1 don’t mind standing a few gentle terins
of friendliness, bhut when a chappie calls e
an  exasperating fathead—well, hardly the
thing, what?"”

- Handforth fairly danced,

“If you don't tell me—"

- “ Dry up, Handy, for goodness’ sake!” in-
tarcupted Pitt. ** Why the dickens can't you

dropped——
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| mind your own bueiness? There's no reason
why Archie should go into a long, detailed
explanation over a kid's photograph. If he
doesn't want to tell you, you ougntn't to
press him. Don’t be g0 nosey!'

“By Georgel”  exclaimed Handforth
warmly. * Why, wyou ass, I'll punch your

nose if you talk to me like that! Still, 1§
don't want to inquire into Archie's business
if he doesn’'t want to tell me! But it's the
first time I knew he had secrets about

girls!”

“Wel, dash it all!” gasped Archio.
“That's rotten——"

‘“ Peace, children—peace!” broke in Pitt.
*“Don't argue so0 much—we shall never

move a yard! I want to get home, and my
people are expecting u3, too. Come on!
Here's Fatty Little, for a wonder—and we'd
better buzz off before he pets hungry again!"’

We managed to bring the discussion to a
close—much to Archie's relief. And he was
tremendously glad, too, to get the photo-
graph back into his own possession. He
stowed it away very carefully.

And so, after crowding o to a 'bus, wa
made our way towards No. 59, Duncan
| Square—where Pitt's people lived. When we
arrived we were accorded a very cheery
welcome, and we were all made to feel very
much at.home,

It was ‘impossibie not to he comfortable
in the presence of Mr. and Mrz. Pitt. Our
host was a fine, well-built man, and Mrs.
Pitt was a dear, motherly soul, who ssemed
to take particular delight in making us feel
at home.

And we were soon attting down to a solid,
substantial tea.’

“ Well, boys, I'm glad to see yocu all—and
I'm going to give you a treat while you'rs
in London,” said Mr., Pitt genially. **In
fact, several treats. I hear you've been en-
joving yourselves down at Somerton Abbey."

“ Rather, sir,” said De Valerie. “ We had
a ripping Christmas."

““ And mow you've come up to London for
the shows, eh?” smiled Bbr. Pitt. * Good!
I mean to take you to a pantomime this
cvening—I've got the seats all booked iu
rcadiness."

All the fellows were overjoyved. |

“ Pardon the old interruption, hut I've
heard something about a genius, sir,”” said
Archie. *“ Possibly you can tell me her
name, what?”

“T'm afraid T don't wndervstand, my boy."

“The fact i1s, to be abeolutely exact, a
rather priceless little girl!"” said Archie
boldly. ** You know what I mean—curls, and
what not! Short frooks, arnd all that Kkind
of rot. A priceless singer, and a geniug on
the jolly old etage! I thought, perhaps you
could put me on the track, sir?"

Mr. Pitt looked thoughtful.

“If you had asked about two young
ladies, I might have been able to answer,” he
said. *‘ There are the Duncan Sisters. They

possess true genius, and are certainly the
. most entrancing pair of young ladies -I have
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ever eeen performing!
fact.”

“I've heard about ’em, sir,”” said Hand-
forth,

" Who hasn’t?’’ smiled Mr. Pitt. * They
are very famous, indeed-—and deserve to be.
I thought, perhaps, you were referring to
the Duncan Sisters, my boy.”

*“1 rather faney mnot, sir,”” said Archie.
‘“In fact, absolutely not! I've no doubt
they're priceless, and all that sort of thing,
but I'm looking for one girl—not two.”

“*You young rascal!” smiled Mr. Pitt.

“ I—I mean to say—""

“Only my joke!” said our host, with a
chuckle. * You want to see this girl's per-
formance, eh? Well, I'm sure I don't know
who you mean. I'd like you to be a little
more definite, Archie. What is her name?”

* Wickham, sir, I believe.”

““ Wickham!”" mused Mr. Pitt.
never heard of her.”

““Then she can't be very famous!" said
Handforth. ** Blessed if I know what's the
matter with Archie to-day! 1 believe le
must hawe fallen in love!”

‘““* Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Well, we won't discuss the matter,”
emiled Mr. Pitt. '* We shall see plenty of
clever young ladies at the pantomimes—and
clever comedians, too. To-morrow evening 1
shall take you to the Hippodrome. And
before we've done you will have seen such
famous fun-makers as Stanley Lupino and
Harry Herbert and Jack Hulbert. Oh, and
Tubby Edlin and Miss Maisie Gay, and hosts
of others. 1 can tell you, my boys, this will
be a crowded week.”

But even Mr., Pitt didn't know of the un-
expected evente which were destined to take
place in tlie immediate future!

CHAPTER IV
HANDFORTH AT THE PANTO,

£ OPPING !” said Reggie
Pitt cheerfully.
We had arrived
at the Majestic
Theatre, in the heart of the
West End, and we were
already in our seats. Mr.
Pitt had done the thing properly, and we
found ourselves in luxurious, comfortable
stalls, ten or twelve rows from the stage.
And our host had booked the seats in such
a way that we occupied the central portion
of two rows—which was better than stretch-
ing us all out in a line,

“Ten minutes before the curtain goes
up!” said Handforth. *‘ That’s good, be-
cause I want to pop out and get some
ginger heer. I'm thirsty.”

“ Good!” said Fatty Little.
with you.”

‘“No, you won't!” declared Tommy
Watson grimly. ** Why, you walking barrel,
you had three bottles only five minutes ago!
And you’d better not go out, Handy—you’'ll
only disturb everybody in the row.”

A wonderful turn, in

“No, I've

“I'll come

.be!

‘“ Rats!”’ said Handforth.-* I'm not going
to be hemmed in here!”

He proceeded to push his way past the
unfortunate people who were seated between
Handforth’s place and the central gangway.
Handforth’s method of getting out was quite
simple.

He swept along the rew, utterly careless
of the confusion he caused.

Everybody who visits theatres is well
aware that the designers hardly ever leave
enough space between the rows. Conse-
quently, anybody who wants to pass out is
obliged to walk sideways, and to walk
carefully, too.

Handforth walked sideways—but he wasn’t
careful.

In about ten seconds he had knocked -an
old gentleman’s cigar half down his throat,
fte had trodden on the feet of two ladies,
and he had swept somebody’s coat com-
pletely away.

And he went on, serenely indifferent to
the confusion. He marched up the gang-
way as though he owned the whole theatre,
and nearly knocked one of the programmes-
girls into scomebody’s lap. Handfiorth
thought that the single word * Sorry!” was
quite sufficient to meet the demands of the
occasion.

About five minutes later he was back, re-
freshed, but just as clumsy as ever. I
watched him with rising wrath as he pushed
his way along the row.

I could see that the unfortunate people
were  getting rather irritable. The old
gentleman with the cigar saw Handforth
coming, and he hastily took his cigar oubt
of his mouth—just in time for Handforth
to sweep it away with his coat-tails. The

cigar, emitting countless eparks, disap-
peared into the old gentleman’s gaping
waistcoat.

‘““Good gracious me!"” gasped the Iluck-
less old chap. ‘‘I—I—-how dare you, sir?
1 shall complain to the mapager! It is
positively disgraceful, the way you come
pushing past, as though 1obody else ex-
isted!”’

Handforth loocked round in eurprise.

‘“ Oh, sorry!” he said casually.

He stood watching while the old gentles
man rescued the cigar, and threw it down.
And Handforth didn’t seem to realise that
he was standing firmly in the middle of
another gentleman’s bowler.

‘“* Sorry!” stuttered the old gentleman.
‘And so you ought to be! So you ought to
A clumsy young jackanapes, sir! That's
what you are!”

‘““ Why, what the thunder do you mean?”
demanded Handforth wrathfully. *“ It was
your own fault for holding the cigar oub
like that! JI’'m not supposed to lcok after
your cigar, am I?”

““ Don’t be impertinent, boy!"”

‘““ Sit down, Handy—sit downl!l"
Chureh, from along the row.

“1 can’t sit down here, can I?" roared
Handforth, so that the whole house could

hissed



What the dickens is
Great pip!
Who shoved a hat under my foot?”
‘“ Ha, ha, ba!”’ :
Half the audience roared, highly
Handforth picked the hat up, and there

hear him. * Hallo!
this kicking about down here?

amused.

was a perfect yell of merriment. 'The
bowler hat was a crumpled-up wreck. And
a gentleman in the next row- turned round
and gazed at it in utter dismay and anger.

““ That—that is my hat!”" he gasped.
f* How dare you tread on it, young man?"

““ Well, that’'s the limit!”" said Hand-
forth., ** If you shove your hat on the floor,
how can you expect anything else?”

““ What do you say?” demanded the owner
of the hat.

“It's no good blaming me, is it?"” said

Handforth. *‘ Here's your hat—sorry I
frullnpled it. You'd better hold it in your
ap!”

““ Nap?" sald the other. ‘¢ Certainly not!?
This is not the place to indulge in a nap!"”

“1 said you'd better keep it in your lap!”
shiouted Handforth. * You can understand
plain English, I euppose?”

‘““ How dare you reler to my nose!”
enorted the gentleman.

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

It was quite obvious that the man was
very deaf, and it was a bit of a puzzle why
h'e had come to the theatre at all—he cer-
tainly wouldn't be able to hear much. His
nose was very red, and the auvdience roared.

By ¢this time Handforth had got to his
seat and he sat down with a shock which
nearly broke the springs. Church and
%}cﬁlure glared at bim with fierce indigna-

ion.

“1 knew what it would be!” muttered
Church angrily. ‘* That ass can’t go any-
where without creating a disturbance.”

“Yes, do eit quiet, Fandy!” begged
MecClure. |

““ Why, you thumping idiot, I haven't done
anything!” said Handforth warmly. “1I
can't be responsible for these fidgetty people,
E;i!l I"f By George! TI've forgotten some-

ving !’

‘““ What?” gasped Churech, in alarm.

“1 haven't got a programme—""

“It’s all right—there’s one here,"”
Watson hastily.

“ Keep it,”" esaid Handforth,
one of my own,"”

And, just as the luckless people in the
row had become settled, Handforth came
eweeping past again. From the point of
view of the bulk of the audience, the whole
thing was very amusing. But the victims
did not think so. _

The old gentleman had got quite enraged.

““ This—this is monstrous!” he stormed.
“J] can't sit comfortably in my seat for a
minute without this clumsy young hooligan
elbowing past! The thing’s unbearable!”

‘“ Hear, hear!” said the other victims.

“ 1 shall call upon the manager to throw
him out!” shouted the old geatleman. ¢ Hi!
You!"” he added, waving to an attendant.

said

“I want

“Have the young man turned out at once!’
Handforth turned round and stared.
‘“Did you call me a hooiigan?”

manded.

““Yes, sir, I did!” shouted the old gentle-

man.

‘“* By George! I'll-I'll—"

““ Now then, sir—mow then!"’
somebody at Handforth’s elbow.
request you to keep quiet.”

““Oh, must you?’ said Handforth, turn-
ing round and starting. ,

A huge attendant stood hefore him, look-
ing glorious and massive in a brilliant
uniform. The mim’s size rather took Hand-
forth's breath away.

‘“We can’t allow this, young gent,” said
the attendant severely. *‘I don’'t know
whether you know it or not, but you're
creating quite a disturbance. It won’t do.”

“I'm creating a disturbance!’” repeated
Handforth faintly. * Why, it was these
people here—I can't walk down the row
without they kick up a terrific fuss! I can't
help people being clumsy, can I?”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Sorry, sir, but I ean't argue here,” said
the attendant. *“*1f you can't go back to
your seat quietly, I shall have to ask you
to leave the theatre. Better sit down!” he
added, in a low voice. *“ It don’t look well
in the setalls, sir! An' I shouldn't like to
do anything drastic!’’

““ You'd better try it—that's 2'1!” snorted
Handforth. * My hat! All this silly fuss
over nothing! Blessed if I cam understand
why people want to be so unpleasant! Blow
you! Go and eat coke!

He turned his back, and surged up the
row again. A yell of laughter went up as
all the people in the row jumped hastily to
their feet, so that Handforth could have a
clear passage. He needed it.

But, at last, he got back to his seat, and
sat down. I was sitting just in front, and
I turned round and glared at Edward
Oswald.

“I'm not going to start an argument, but
you ought to be skinned!"” 1 whispered
geverciv, ‘‘ Mr. Pitt takes us out like this,
and all you can do is to upset everybeody!
For the love of goodness, keep still!”’

Handforth was about to make some wordy
rejoinder, when the orchestra opened fire
with a perfect blare of music. And Hand-
forth conteuted himself with an answering

he de-

exclaimed
I must

glare, and then he buricd himself in the
programme. _
Five minutes later the curtain went up.

—

CHAPTEFR V.
THE FALLING SCENERY.

HE show had started,
and we settled down
to thoroughly enjoy
ourselves. And, glad

to relate, Handforth created
no further uproar. lle was
too engrossed im the ghow to

| make himself objectionable.



And it cerfainly was an excelleot panto-
mime.

The. comediane wiare really funny, e
music was tuneful, and the songs went with
a swing and o dash., - Almost before we
knew it the first part was drawing to a
cloe, ' '

The Iast scene of the opening half wds a
glimpso ~ into  fairvland, according to the
programme. Aund, judging by tho eflfects on
the ztage, the producer- of the pantomime
knew _quite a lot about fairyland. It was a
~wonderiul piceo of stageoraft b, and there was
much applause.

And then, whon abont fifty flaivies of as-
sorbed colours were gathered aboul the stage
m virieus  format.ons, another fairy ap-
peared. This fairy wus obvivusly of greater
importance than tho others. _

She was small and dsanty, all dressed in
gieaming stuff which reilected thousands ol
Hghts and Hashes. And from benzath a
similar golden headpiece, Rer curls <ane
down in entrandcing profusion.

Sho dunced her way on Lo the stage, and
tho very instant she appeared 1 could -see
that (his littlo girl wag net of the ordinary
kind. There was something exquisitely fin-
ished and bewitehing about her movements.

Nob only this, bnt her smiling faco was

glorously pretty, and her ceyes flushed as
sihio began te dance, |
At tho =zame time, Archie Gilenthorne ap-

pearad to bhe suftering from some kind. of
internal complaint. First of all, he ciutched
ab the seat 1 frent of him. Then a queer,
littie, gosping sound came from between his

lips. 1lis face was flushed and excited, and,
‘uall-v ho _yumred up.
What-ho! What-he! What-lig!” he ob-

cerved Joudly. 1 mean to cay, so here wo
arc ! Bd”j_f amazing, if you fo'low me!”’

*“ Sit down, w..r.;: man--sit down!’’,

““ Absolutely ’" said Archic. ** The very
image of the eold photograph! And it’s
rather mere than the old thateh can stand!
Viat I mean to say ig, she’s here! Abso-
Jutely on tho juliy old epot!”

“* Rit down, you lothead!” dhissed Pitt.

“Eh?' said Archie, as ho felt a tng.
“1 nean——""

“DPow’t stand vp like that, yow dufler!”

“ Staud up? Oh, sorry!” gasped Archie,
coming to himsgelf. ‘' In fact, huge consign-
ments of sorrcw! Kindly allow me fo beg
about a thousand pardens! You want me
to sib down? Absclniely !’

1o sank back into his scat, confuzed

ccited. But he still kept kLis guaze fixed
n,‘nn the girt on the <tage. Archie was oue
of the most polite fellows in existence, :wnd
when he had jumped up he hadn't realised
that he was cob:tructing the view of other
people,

And the knowledgo of bhis crime upset him
a bit. But ho soon forgot everything clse in
wiutching the performanco of the pantomime
fairy. And it was hardly surprising that
Archia was staggered.

For the girl. on the stage was the gu] of
tho photegraplh,

and

L

—— -

e
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It mey have been a scmewhat remarkable
coincidence that we should visit this very
pantomims on our lirst night in London.
But, after all, there was nothing much in
it. Coincidences of a far more extraordinary
naturo are always taking place.

Archie didn't exactly know how to =ort
out his feel'ngs. lle was pleased—certainly
lio was pleused. And, at tho same time, he
was confused in mind. He wanted to get
the hang of the thing a bit more clearly.
So this was the child performer that the
razcally Mr. Radmore was determined to ex-
pioit—and get into hls power!

“Why, dash it all, it's a shame!”
tered Archie, hot ;Lml indignant. ** A price-
lees littlo covo like that! I mean to say, a
perfecily ripping kiddie of about ten, you
know! Five pounds a week for ten years!
Puazh it all, she’s worth four times as much
already! Apscletely!”

Hu stared at the stage, cntranced.

Tho child was singing now—s:nging in a
sweet, clear vuvico which brought o com-
plete hush cver tiie great audieuce. There
was no dcubt about the power of this little
girl to ** get over 7 the footlights.” She held
tho sudience with perfect case.

And her sing.zg and her dancing
feetion, But the manazement did
to realise her capabilitics, for she was only
allowed two or three minutes. And then
several Jarger fairics arrived, and the spell
scemed to be breken.

Archie lay boaek, frowning deeply.

" Something's gnt to be doue!” he told
imself. " I‘In, can’t go on! Absolutely and
positiveiy not! It seems to me that we've
;;.?-t ttn rally round and do a few things,
what?”

Then he remembcered that the child per-
fermer was only getting two pounds a week

mut-

were per-
not seem

for this pantominie engagement. And he
went hotter than ever. It was a erying
soondal! The management ought to be bally

well prf}ﬂecut,ml and shoved into the dashed
ceils! Absolutely!”

*“The worst of it j2, the grey matter ap-
pecars to be dormani,” murmured Archie
dismally. ** That is to say, the old brain
box is faifling to whizz! I keep on think-
ing, dash it, “but nothing happens! This is
where a brainy cove i:ke Phipps is required.
ila’d do it like a bally shet! Trust old
Phipps to .come across with the good old
scheme! But Phipps is far distant!”

Ar.hie was so engrossed in his thoughts
that he paid pract.eally no attention to
the ehow. But, suddenly, ho sat forward.
IHa pulled himself out of his trance-like
condition.

IF'or he could cee that the little fairy was
dancing again., But now there was some-
tiiing different, somchow. She swayed in
a2 peculiar kind of way. It seemed to
Archio that everything was not right.

A moment later ho was certain of it.

For the little girl stumbled, fell sideways,
and clutched at a piece of sceneri,' in order
to save herself from falling coinpletely. Her
effort was useless, for she did fall,



And
''he

then disaster happened.

whole piece of scenery, looking so
golid, with its mass of gilt, toppled, 2nd then
fell with a swishing crash upon the stage.
And a shriek arose fromm hundreds of throats

in the audience as it was seen that the
littla dancer was buried amid the debris.

. Confusion and panic took pliace on the
stage. Then, as Archie was leaping up, the
¢urtain swirled down, and hid the scene from
view, The audience was in an uproar.

. ** Oh, my gcodness!” muttered Pitt, look-
inz pale. ‘' Poor little kid! She must have

heen half kilied by that fall? She was
buried!” .

Archie tried to spcak, but the words
wouldn't come.

I looked at him closely.

** All  right, old man!" I exclaimed.

“ Perhaps it isn't so bad as it looked.
needn't get sceared—-"
“But—but 1 mean
Archie, finding his voice. ** That iz, 1 mean
What a perfectly ghastly aceident!
What an absolutely foul shame! That poor

littlo girl, don’t you know! She =
“ Hugh!”
Many

You

to say!” panted

——

members of the audience uttered
thut admonitior. For a man in evening
dress ‘had suddenly appeared before the
curtain, and he was holding up his hand
for silence.

. "I regret that there should have been a
slight accident, ladies and gentlemen!” he
exclaimed, when he could make himelf heard.
* Happily, I am able to announce that the
littdle lady was only slightly hurt., For-
tunately, the scenery was light, and caused
ng serious injury."”

A perfect storm of clapping arose, and
Archie looked particularly relieved. I
couldn’t understand why. And his previous
~outburst puzzled me, too. Did he know

anything about this little dancer? Appar-
ently he did.
‘““ Well, thank goodness for that,” I sgaid.

“If the girl had been injured it would have
spoilt the whole ¢vening.”

‘“ Absolutely!” agreed Archie.
oud lads, it's queer. I might even say it's
fearfully queer. Didn't you notice that the
little girl swayed like anything before she
grabbed at the old scenery stuff?”

“Yes, it scemed as though che felt faint,”
said Pitt.

“That, so to speak.
word,” agreed Archie.
faint, old lads. She ﬁoﬁitively wilted away,
as it were. Why, dash it all, the poor little
bounder wasn't fit to do all that stuff! I
mean to say, I don't suppose she was in
condish. The old tissues must have been
somewhat deprived of the rightful amount of

(FE

vim!

1 nodded. .

““You put it a bit strangely, but 1 know
wha:t you mean,” 1 said. “* And I think
you're right, too. Plenty of these people
on the stage smile and look cheerful, ani

vet tley may be nearly on the verge of

““But, dear

15 the absolute
*“The Kkiddie did
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“1 don’'t know what you want, young !
man, but you ain't allowed to come
round here,’”’ said the stage-doorkeeper.
‘“It’s against regulations. I can't
answer no questions.”

penalties of stage life. It looks easy enougis,
but it's a hard kind of existence [ don't
envy an actor or an actress!”

Archie passed a hand over his forehead.

“ The fact is, you know, I'm feeling mosl
dashed hot!” he observed. *‘It secems 1o
me that the old frame is calling somewhat
urgently for fresh air. Excuse me. laddies

—1I go in search’ of a few gulps!”
Ho left his seat, and disappeared It
was the interval, anyhow, and the whole

audience was discussing the recent mishan
Archia got outside, tock his few gulps, and
then strolled round the theatre,
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*“ Wheat-ho!” ‘““ So there it
absolutely is!”
- He was gazing at a side entrance. Just
over the top there was an illuminated sign
which read * Stage Door.”

he mutlered.

Archie walked towards it with a firm
tread.
CHAPTER VI.

A SURPRISE FOR ARCHIE!

HE stage door, upon
* closo inspection, was
not very attractive.

Theroe was a certain
dingy look about the en-
trance, and just inside there
' was a kind of glass-fronted
Archie could see a man sitting in

box.
there, reading a newspaper, and smoking a
pipe. ~

The man was big and burly, and even lis
best friend could not have called him hand-
some. Apparently, this fellow was the
stage doorseeper.  After all the glitter and
brilliance in the auditorium, Archie was
rather staggered to find such dullness nere.

1o had half expected to see a brilliantly
illuminated, gaily decorated entrance, with
all sorts of people in evening dress walking
about. This was his first acquaintance with
a stage door, and ke wus rather shocked.

But he had made up his mind, and he
did not hesitate.

He walked boldly inside, and tapped upon
the glass of the doorkeeper’s box.

* What-ho within!” said Archie. ‘ Kindly
emerge, old lad!”’ _
The stage door Kkeeper put" down Llis

paper, gzzed at Archie, and then rose to
his feet. It was not customary. for school-
boys to make their appearance here.

-~ Well, my lad, what is it?"” asked the
man.

‘** What is it, what?”’ replied Archie.
“ Absolutely! Possibly you want to
gather a few facts, as it were. I've just
trickied round to make the e¢ld inquiry.

How about Dainty Dolly?”

The name sounded rather good to Archie.
He had found it out by looking at the pro-
grammme. Dainty Doily was the name of
the little fairy. And Archie considered it
was a priceless Kind of a name.

“1 don’t know what you want, young
man, but you ain’t allowed to come round
here,”” said the doorkeeper., ‘' It’s against
regulations. I can’t wnswer no questions.”

‘ But, dash it all, be civil!” said Archie.
‘“ Be civil, old sport! I =aw the accident,
don't you know! Dainty Dolly fainted, or
something, and the fairy palace fell over,
or something. Is she all right?”

‘““ Lot o’ fuss over nothin’?”’ grumbled the

doorkeeper. ‘' Of course she’s all right.
The young ’'un was Ehzm-d'z' hurt.  There,
young man, you'd best be off.”

Archie stood there, hesitating.
“1 was just wonderin’, don’t you know,”
he said tentatively *' Would it be possible
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for me to have a few words with the young
lady? I mean to say, is there any chance,
old tulip? Or don’t you think so? What?”

The man frowned heavily.

‘* Well, perhaps not!” said Archie.
a suggestion, you know! But it seems that
you doua’t approve. The old brow was rather
wrinkled. No hope, what? Well, of course,
that’s dashed rotten!” '

‘1 don’t want to be nasty, young gent,
but this sort o’ thing won’'t do,” said the
stuge doorkeeper severely. ** At your age,
too! Comin’ round here, inquirin’ after the
young ladies! I'm surprised at yer!”

Archie started, and went crimson.

““Oh, come!”’” he protested hastily. “I
mean to say, come! Come! Come! Not a
bit liko it, old bLorse. Absolutely mot! In

point of precise fact, you've made a dashed
foul accusa:h'! I merely popped round to
have a few private words with Miss Dolly
—business, you know. Abs=olutely! But you
don't think it could be managed? You've
got an idea that I'm sort of dreaming with-
cut any actual hope?”

“ That's a fact!”’ said the dcorkeeper.
I don’t think ycu're a harmful young
gent, but you shouldn't have strayed away
from your Keeper! Some folks is too cure-
less! They’ll be looking for you
don't get back!”

Archie drew himself up, and adjusted his
monocie.

““ Well, of course, there you are!’" he said
firmly. “ That’s a bally insinuation! I
don’t want to argue, laddie, but I should
just like to inform you that there’s nobody
searching for me!”

*“ Well, there ought to be!’”’ said the man.
““Now, we'’ve had enough of this. Be off
before the stage manager comes and finds
yer! It would take him about two seconds
to kick you out on your neck!”

" Gadzooks!"” said Archie. “ The stage-
manager appears to be a somewhat swift
blighter! 1 mean to say it couldn't he done!
Two seconds, don’t you know! Quite imposs.,
dear old onion!”

‘“And 1 ain’t no honion, either!' said
the doorkeeper darkly. ‘‘ Any more lip, my
lad, and hout you goes!”

“As a matter of fact, I've already de-
cided to go hout!” said Archie. ** That is
to say, out. Dash it, I'm catching the good
old accent! Most emburrassing, don’t you
know! Well, so long, old friend! I had an
idea that the quest would be somewhat
barren!”’

Archie was very disappointed, and as le
turned away to make his exit he paused.
The sounds of an altercation came to his
ears. He could hear two people talking just
up the passage, and he looked round. There
was a young lady there, with her side view
towards him. And-a burly, aggressive-lcok-
ing man was talking to her. The girl was
about fifteen, Archie judged, and rather
shabby. His heart sank. He had half hoped
that she might be Dainty Dolly.

“I'm very sorry, my girl, but the show’s

if you

““ Just |
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gob to 2o on!" the man was saying roughly.
“ We've got a matineeo every day, and if
vou don't turn up an hour before the show
to-morrow, [ shall have to cngage an under-
study.”

“T'Il try, sic!” said the girl, in a tired
voice, ‘1 do hope I shall be feeling better.
Really, sir, T will try to be here!”

I'be stage-manager nodded.

‘““ All right, we'll leave it at that,” he
said. '*But [ can't give you any hope if
you turn up late. You'll find the job gone,
and somebody else in your place. That's
absolutely final We can’t mess the show
ab{l:lt:p because you don't happen to feel very
well,"”

**Yes, sir,” said the girl meekly.

Archic's gore arose within  him.
natural chivalry abzolutely rebelled against
tlis kind of thing. He was gaining an in-
sight into theatrical affairs which he had
never dreamed of.

So this was the way they talked to the
actresses behind the stage! The man was
a bully—a low-down scoundrel! Just because
vhe poor girl felt a bit ill she was going to
lose her job! It was more than frightful.

“The best thing you can do is to get off
home now,” went on the stage-manager.

“ You can thank your lucky stars you didn't’

cause more damage. And don't forget to be
here on time for to-morrow’'s matinee. One
minute late, mind you, aad it’ll meun the
chueck!”

“ Groat absolutely gad!” murmured Arcike.
““ The foul brute!"

The stage-munager, fortunately, did not
ftear the words. He turned on his heel and
walked awuay. And the girl gave a little
sieh, and came towards the exit. And now
Archie could see her face. It had previously
been hidden by a hat.

And Archie came all over faint.

The passage appeared to be whirling
round, somehow. For the face which looked
at him wag the face of Dainty Dolly! She
wasn't a child, as he had thought—she was
fifteen or sixteen, if a day!

e

CHAPTER VIIL
THE KNIGHT ERRANT,

VERY one of Archie's
E cherished notions came

tumbling about lis
ears, as it were. All
his preconceived pictures of
Dainty Dolly faded away.

He had imagined her to be
a pretty, little romping child.

And here she was, within a couple of
vards of him, as old as himself! Archié
was 80 confused that he could only stare
at her im a blank, dazed kind of way.

Through a sort of mist, in which every-
thing was rocky, he dimly saw that the girl
lind wet eyes. She was crying—actually sob-
bing. And, gadzooks, she Ilooked even
prettier than ever!

Yes, Archie was quite sure of that.

His
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[ reconstructed all his ideas, the new Dainty

Doliy took on a definite s“ape. She looked
much bigger now that she was dressed in a
plain tweed walking costume. It was fear-
lully shabby, Archie told himself.

It was an awiul shame that she should
be obiiged to wear such a costume. Bub
even the drawback of such clothing could
not possibly hide the girl's daintiness, In
fact, Archic concluded, siie was about fifty
times more attractive as he now saw her.

She was small, and neat, and there were
the curls, just the same, but neatly tucked
away into her hat. And the face, although
marred by tears, was even prettier than it
had been on the stage. And Archie boiled
with rage to think that the stage-manager
had spoken to this girl—this one girl—in
such an overbearing, bullying manner. It
was an outrage that could be only wiped
out in mortal combat !

At least, that's how Archie felt at thoe
moment. He also felt tremendously sorry
for Miszs Dolly. He had seen her on the
stage, and he knew how astonishingly clever
she was. And she was the girl that that
blighter, Radmere, was attempting to get
into his coits, through the medium of her
father,.

1t was bad cnough to think of a child
being tricked in that way. But it was all
different now. This girl was nearly a young
lady—nearly a woman. And how on earth
couid she manage on five pounds a week
after she had become a star? The thing
was a4 swindle—an outrageous piece of rob-
bery! She would have to fulfil a contract
for ten years which would not expire until
her best earning period was over.

Archie was quite shrewd enough to see
that. The contract meant that the rascally
Radmore would gain all the fortune that
this girl was capable of earning. The junior,
young as he was, determined that such a
thing should not be. He'd do the best le
could, anyhow.

And the most important thing in the
world at that moment was to tell Dainty
Dolly of Radmore's scheme. Possibly she
knew nothing about it. And if she wasn't
warned, she couldn't be or ner guard. By
hook or crook Archie had tc epeak to her.

And then, before he could really collect
his wits, the girl came past him. She seemed
quite oblivious of his presence, and thers
was nothing in this. A girl leaving a stage
door does mot always take notice of those
who are half-blocking the passage.

Archie had completely forgotten the
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theatre and his companions who were still
‘in the auditorium. He had no rcom in his
brain for anything but this girl and her
affairs.

It must not be imagined that Archie had
any gilly ideas. He wasn’t that kind of a
fellow. He hadn't fallen in love—but he
was undoubtedly filled with admiration for
Miss Dolly.

And he had a heart of gold. He was so
soft that anybody’s misfortune touched him.
He always felt that he had to do something.
If he came upon a beggar in the street he
couldn’'t pass without diving into his pocket.

And his only reason for wuanuting to talk
to Dainty Dolly was for the purpose of warn-
ing her against Radmore., The man was her
agent—and he was a rascal. Archie felt
that he had to put things straight.
~ And then he found that the girl had
gone by, and he started violently. Unless
he was tremendously quick, his opportunity
would he lost.

Then Fate came to his aid. Fale is
sometimes kind in that way. In brushing
past Archie, her handkerehief—which w=as
just protruding from a side-pocket—caugnt
against cne of Archie's coat buttons. There
was & hole in the handkerchief, which was
eloquent enough in itself. A second Ilater
the Ilittle scrap of white linen was caught
on Archie’s jacket.

But the girl did not know-—she walked on.

Archie took the handkerchief in his hand,

and was aware of a rather ripping perfume. {

Then he came to himself. Why, by Jove,
here was the chance he wanted! He hur-
ried outside after the girl. .

‘“ Er—that is—pardon me!” le exclaimed
“breathlessly. |
Dainty Dolly turned.

“I—I think this 1is yours, don't you
know!”" said Archie, raising his hat and
bowing. ‘" Your joHv little handkerchief,
what? Awfully pleased to be of some little

old service! 1 mean to say, charmed to
meet you, and all that kind of thing!”

““ Oh, thank you so much!”’ said the girl,
taking the' handkerchief. *“ I didn’'t Know
that I'd dropped it.”

“ Absolutely not!” said Archie. * You
éee my coat button, as it were, positively
got in the way. Dashed ridiculous, and so
forth. But there you are—these things will
happen.”

‘“1 am so sorry,” eaid the girl, turning. }

* Thank you!”

““Oh, but really!” said Archie, hastening
forward., **I—I haven’t finished! The fact

is, I just wanted to say one or two words,
I think you're Miss Dainty,

as it were.
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t what? I—T should say, Miss Dolly! Or, to

be absolutely exact, Miss Dolly Wickham?'’

The girl looked at him very curiously. He.
was not at all the type she had learned to
steer clear of. There was something very

 charming about Archie—something so in-

genuous and frank that it was quite impos-
sible to suspeet him of anything wrong. He
was so openly a genial gcod fellow. E
“Yes, I am Miss Wickham,” said the girl
softly. ‘' But, really, I ecan't stop now. - I
hope you’ll forgive me for—"'
‘“ Absolutely!” said Archie. “ But, I
mean to say, there’s nothing to forgive! I
thought perhaps a few words in private—
what? I mean, there’s something most
frightfully important I've got to say. Or
don’t you think so0? It’s really dashed
urgeni——""
The girl pulled him up with a c¢old look.
“ Thank you, I must be going!” she said
stiffly. “ I am sure there is nothing you
can waut to say to me in private.”-
‘“ But, honestly, there is’’
Archie, in alarm. *“ By gad!
lutely frozen me up, don’t you know! 'The
glassy eye, and all that! But, really,
honour bright! Honest injun, and that stufl!
It’e bally important that you should know
it, Miss Wickham."”
“ Please let me go——" ‘
“1t's about a frightful cove named Rad-

persisted
You've ah:so-

more—-""

““Mr. Radmore?”’ she said quickly.

“ Absolutely!”

‘“ What have you
him?** the girl asked.

“ A most frightful lot—all sorts of jolly
old things, you know!"”’ said Archie, seizing
his chance. ** The bhlighter is planning to
work fearful swindles, and inake you a
victim of his frightful wiles! I mean to say,
rather mneatly put, what? Well-chosen
words, and all that!”

Damty Dolly looked thoughtful.

‘“ How do you know anything ahbout Mr.
Radmore?’' she asked.

Archie looked round,

‘“ Well, hardly the place!” hLe remarked.
““T mean, cold breezes, and all that sort of
thing. Don’t you think it would be rather
a priceless idea if I saw you home? Then
we could have the jolly old confab. on the
way. Honour bright, Miss Wickham, it's
cerious. I found this out by accident, you
know, and the old bean is dashed upset
about it. In other words, I'm worried.”

The girl looked at him closely again, and
she was satisfied that Archie wuas deadly
in earnest—that he was sincere, and that
he had no intentions of fooling about.

For one thing, he was too young, and he
was so obviously a gentleman. She in-
stinctively felt that she could trust him.
And a girl generally knows whom she can
trust, and whom she cannot trust.

“1f it’s so important. perhaps it would
be as well,” she said quietly. *' 1 geunerally
catch a motor-’bus—"" .

(Continued on page 15.)

got to tell me ahout
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on a first-class ticket {o Townsford.
Both of these events advertised an
exceptional occasion, for he was' a careful

REEPING JIMMY had invested one]
( shilling on a cigar, and nine shillings

man. Besides, he did not like cigars, He
preferred cigareties.
Nevertheless, one must keen up appear-

ancer. Wihat was a shilling cigar—what, for
the matter of that, was a nine-shilling fare?

—with the rosy proapect ¢f £5000 or its
equivalent in diamonds in the imminent
distance?

So Jimmy, poaderous and prosperous,

strode the platform at Waterloo, his little, |

beady eyes alert, and a comiortable glow
of anticipation beneath his well-cut lounge
jacket. YTor many long weeks he ‘had been
4 habitue of Halton Garden cafes, and the
fruits of that vigil were ripening at last.
Mr. Lawrence Sheet and Mr. R. K.
Adhurst stepned into the picture at the
same moment. DBut Sheet was then the only

Behind the scenes of a Scot'and
Yard Detective’s experiences there
are some of the most romantic
and thrilling stories of modern
timss, as the. following story
bears witness,

person who interested Jimmy. 1le breathed

ou: a thankful cloud of smoke and picked up
hii suit-case.

Now, the senior partner of a Hatton
(zarden firm of diamond merchants who
trave!ls third-class i3 a2 mean man. He is

not only mean, but cautious, since tha pub-
licity of the more democratic carriage is a
gsafeguard usually as cffective to the bearer
of a precious burden as steel bars. Jimmy
was too old a hand to swear aloud, but
he was chagrined. It was at least a clean
loss of four-and-sixpence, and, as if with
deliberata perversity, Mr., Sheet had selected
a non-zmoker,

Jimmia dropped nine pennyworth of cigar
on the asphalt, and, with a sigh, followed an
athletic young parsen into Sheel’s carriage.

But R. K. Adhurst, sauntering slowly by,
came to a dead halt. Jimmy's luek was
dead out.

“ Why, Jimmy, lad. Fancy meeting you!”
There was a joyousness in Mr. Adhurst's



Im‘ce that aroused no response in Jimmy's
acée.

He stared blankly at the detective. Be-
neath that round mask of a face he was
swiftly considering the best way to meet the
situation. He met Adhurst's greeting blankly,
with a stony stare of nom recognition.

“ 1 beg your pardon,” he said frigidly. *‘I
think you’ve made a mistake.”

Adhurst grinned confidently. .

““ Not on your life, Jimmy. Never mind.
There's nothing doing.”” And he sauntered
away. )

There is coincidence gometimes in the
affairs of the Criminal Investigation Depart-
ment, but it is coincidence born of organisa-
tion. Jimmy mentally cursed the luck that
had brought about the conjunction of Sheet
and Adhurst. Casting his mind back he could
sce no flaw in the arrangements he had made
for the relieving of Sheet of the small tissue-
paper parcel stowed away somewhere on the
person of the dapper diamond merchant. He
had spent much time and patience in select-
ing a man who lived out of fown, and whe
followed a net unusual custom among the
jewel firms of carrying his stock about with

im instead of entrusting it to a safe. By
methods all his own he had found out the
day when Sheet’s cargo was likely to be
more valuable than usual—and now every-
thing looked like being spoilt. Sheet—whom
he knew held -a first-class scason—was per-
versely travelling third, and, to crown it all,
Adhurst had butted in.

Shrewd as he was he did not connect the
two -events. How should he have known that
his discreet inquiries had reached the ecars
of his destined vietim, and that Sheet was
travelling third-class on the advice of Ad-
hurst—that, in fact, the divisional detective-
inspcetor. was there by request, merely to
see Shect off, and, incidentally, to observe
who were his fellow-passengers. The engine
gave a preliminary snort, and the train drew
smoothly out.

Two hours later a white-lipped porter at
Townsford was babbling incoherently to the
station-master that Mr. Lawrence Sheet, of
the Red House, was dead in a third-class
compartment, with a bullet through his
heart.

In the ordinary way a murder in the pro-
vinces has no more to do with Scotland Yord
than a burglary in Timbuctoo. Only by re-
quest of the local police through the Home
Office does a metropolitan detective investi-
. gate a criminal case that has occurred out-

side London. Even then, technically, he is
only an adviser to the local police.

Adhurst, as he took his seat in a second-
class smoker, was not enamoured of his job.
Human nature being what it is—even in
police circles—it was a toss-up whether the
executive officers of the county constabulary
would. resent his intrusion or work loyally
_in co-operation with him. Luckily, the case

foakred simpls.  Althgagh  pre-conceived
ﬁ;.a!ons are apt i be dangerous to a police

cer, he had little doubt that Jimmy was

| constable.

the murderer, and
he would almost instantly be bhunted down.

Jt was five o’clock on a hlazing summer’s
day when he reached Townsford, and a little
group of men moved forward as he descended

equally little doubt that

i"to the platiorm. He held ocut his hand to an
erect, soldierly looking man he diagnosed 2s

{ the chief constable.

‘“ Major Borden, I presume. My name’s
Adhurst. My people wired you 1 was
coming.”’ '

The chief counstable shook hands.

““Yes. I've just been speaking to Foyle
on the ’phone. 1'm afraid you've had rather
a wasted journey.”

“Oh?’ Adhurst's tone was interrogative.

“That man you saw—er—Creeping Jimmy,
wag arrested as he returned to Waterloc.
You must have actually passed him on the
line on your way down.”
fﬁdlmr.sz.t. sucked in his under-lip thought-
uily. .

““ That’s not like Jimms¥," he said, ‘‘ unless
he absolutely lost his head. I can’t imagine
him rushing back to London by the next
train and putting his head straight away in
the lion’s jaws. Were the diamounds found
on him—or a weapon?”

“ Nothing; but bhe’'d hardly keep them
about him in the circumstances. By the way,
I was forgetting. Mr. Adhurst—Superintend-
ent Trelway, Inspector Penn. This is Mr.
Livrey, Mr. Sheet's brother-in-law.”

'The deteetive gravely acknowledged the in-
troductions. As he gripped- Livrey’s hand it
lay for a seeond very cold in his own, and
he surprised a keen flicker of surmise in the
other’s eyes.

*.This is a terrible business, Mr. Adhurst.
Fortunately, I was staying here on a short
visit. My eister is mnaturally much dis-
tressed.” .

““ Naturally,” agreed Adhurst.

*“ She asked me to say that, should you
care to stay at the Red House during your-
investigations here, she weould bo most
pnleased.” . :

““ That is very kind of her. If it is not in-
convenient I shall gratefully take advantage
of the offer. It is unlikely, however, that I
shall be here long. The case seems very
straightforward.” He turned to the chiecf
‘“ And now, sir, it might save
time if I had a look at the railway carriage
in which the body was found.”

““ Shall I be in the way if I come?” asked.
Livrey deprecatingly. ‘' I have a metor here,
and. wo might go back together.”

“By all means,” agreed Adhurst. I
don’t expect to be free for some little time,
though. Wo ”—he spoke significantly in the
plural, so that it should not be assumed that
he was running {he affair—** must fix up one
cr two matters before I can take it easy. I'll
gett you to take my-bag back, though, if
you will.” B
|  The carriage had been detached from the
train, and lay in a siding. Headed by the-
stationmaster, the group of men moved down -

across the metals towards i];. Once again
Adhurst, apparently languidly indifferent,
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caught Livrey surveying him. with a certain
quality of speculation in his gaze. .

The chief constable and Adhurst climbed
ahoard, :

““ Nothing muc¢h to be learned here,” said
Borden perfunctorily. ** Sheet was sitting in
that corner. The murderer must hiave been
sibtting in that farther corner on the oppo-
site side when he fired. The bullet passed
clean through Sheet's head and then through
the window, Therc's the bullet hole in the
glass.”’

“H'm!" grunted Adhurst. His forehead
corrugated into a frown, and, thrusting his

hands into his trousers pockets, he dropped

lazily into the corner that had been occupied
by the murdered man. lle turned his eyes
wearily to the window, and stood up again
with n yawn.

* You're right. This doesn't seem to carry
us far, I think, though, it might be locked
for a while, and a man put herc to zee that
it isn't interfered with till after the inquest,
Now, if you dont mind, we'll see the
doctor, and perhaps we can hunt up one
or two passengers who came by this train.”

L] v " . . .
A genial country practitioner, to whom
murders wero rare, had received the Scot-

land Yard man with cordiality and import-
ance. Adhurst miogled half a dozen crisp
quest'ons with a flood of generalities, and
went his way with his brain working at high
tension, though fhis face .did not betray
that he had a care in the world.

He walked the one and a half miles to the
Red Houszs with deliberation. He wanted
to got the bearings of his problem, for,
since his arrival at Townsford, it 'had not
‘seamed so simple. He was a sociable soul,
aml more thon onee he stopped to lean
over the railings of a cottiger's garden and
~admire the sweet peac. Ie went so far once
a3 to buy a bunch of flowers, which he
dropped into a ditch when he was out of
sight. Novertheless, by the time he passed
up the gravel drive of the Red House Le

had assimilated a large amount of local
RO8SD. ' :

Livrey met him on the verandah,

“ My dear man,”” he exclaime:d, “ you

dox’t mean that you have walked out?
I'd known I'd have sent the car —-"

Adhurst flashed a disarming smile at him.

“ I've thoroughly enjoyed the walk, thanks.
This is a beawtiful district.”

“Yary, Well, come along in. You won't
trouble to dress for dinmer. You are just
in time."”

It was at the dioner-table that ‘he de-
tective caught his first glimpse of Mrs.
Sheet.  Somchow she was different to the
typo his imagination ‘had conjured up. She
was beautiful—there was no gainsaying that
—but it was with a vivacious Southern
beauty, now marred by the dark rings that
encircled the duilled eyes. She could not
have been more thin twenty-five, and her

voice was low and musical as she spoke to
the detective

1f
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““1 can't realise it,"" she said, “*1 can't
realise that he is gone-that I am—-""

A crash interrupted her, and Livrey, with
an apology, rang for a servant to pick up
the knives which he had accidentally swept
off tha table.

“They say that you have got the man who
did it?"" sho went on, with a quick catch
of hLer breath. “You think you will be
able to prove that he did it? It is dreadful
of me, I know, Mr. Adhurst, but "’-—for the
moment her face flamed and she clenched her
fist p=2ssionately-—** I could kill him myself!
I'or the sake of a few paltry jewels!”

She reose abruptly and left the table.

* Livrey seemed little affected either by her
emolion or hLer abrupt departure.

**8Sad, very sad,”” he observed per-
functorily, and applied himself to the soup.
Adhurst followed his example without com-
ment. There wero one or two. things he
wouwld have liked to have asked Mrs. Sheet,
but they could wait.

This téke-a-téte meal with Livrey had a
certain piquancy for him, for he had bogun
to conceive that the place he occupied in
the. family affairs of the dead man might
be worth considering.

There are always possibilities of surprise
in even thea most ordinary case of murder,
and Adhurst had bad too much experience
=or to feel sure, Creeping Jimmy—though
things on the face of it were against him- -
might Lbe able to prove definitely his inno-
renca,  And if Jiminy was not guilty it was
advisable to find out what other person
mizht have a motive for wishing Sheet out
of the way. The bunch of flowers that the
detective had bought on his way outwarda
had gained for him the local gossip that
thero had been talk of a separation between
Mr. and Mrs. Shect, and that his brother-in-
law was an infrequent and unwelcome visitor
to the Red House. Still, it might all he
country scandal wilhout foundation.

Yet here he was, with the body of Law.
rence Sheet scarcely cold, assuming all the
airs of a host in the house, and reposing
within the detective's breast-pocket was a
cipgher wire to Scotland Yard requesting
that inquiries might be made into his
career. It was all very hazy and indefinite,
and Adhurst knew that he bad to walk
warily. -
“What I can't understand,” said Livrey
i3 where the diamonds have gone. It is
possible, T suppose, that this man you havo
arrested has passed them to a confederata
or hidden them?'" -

““ Basily possible,”” agreed Adhurst. ° Wo
can't say till inquiries have got a bit closer."

Livrey glanzed at him sharply.

““You have no doubt you have 2t the
right man?" -
‘““Not the least in the world,” lied the

detective glibly. ‘It is only a matter of
colle:ting evidence now. Wo don't often
maks mistakes.”” That last touch of brag
was unusual with Adhurst. In the ordinary
way he would no more havae spoken of his
efiiciency than of his honesty,

-



saw the least trace of
Yet it might Lave

He believed he
relief in Livrey’s fuce.
been the passing of a shadow.

“ 1 shall bo glad, for my sister’s sake, to

get it all over,” said the other. *' By the
way, I must run up to town to-morrow to
see about his affairs—that is, unless ycu are
likely to need me down here for anything.”
- “ Not at all likely. You’'ll be required for
evidence at the inquest, ui course, buy that
isn’t till the dayv after to-morrow.”

** Oh, I shall be back beforo then. You
will make your headquarters here, I hope,
while you remain—eh? My sister would
wish you to do absolutely as you please. If
the car will be of any use to you in getting
to and fro I will leave orders that it is to
be at your disposal.”

“ That is very good of you.”” Adhurst
had been wondering thow he sghould lead up
to tho proposal that had been volunteered.

‘““ In point of fact it would be most useiul.
I have to meet a colleague to-night, and if
I might venture—-"’

““ Certainly. I will tell Cody—that's the
chauffeur—to have it ready.”

Creeping Jimmmy, very chastened, and with
handenffs spanning his broad wrists, cast o
reproachiul glance on Adhurst as he was
assisted to alight on Townsiord platform.”

“I thought you would ha' known better
than this, Mr. Achurst,”” he said dolefully.
**I had no more to do with croaking that
guy than the babe unborn.”

*So you say, Jimmy,” assented the in-
gnector. ““ Hallo, Grenfell. Shake hands
with Mr. Trelway. There's a couple of men
aud a cab waiting to take Jimuny to the
station. Suppose we go and have a pow-
wow at the hotel.”

He had foresecen the necessity of a con-
ference, and arrunged for a private room
at the hotel adjoining the station. Grenfeil
caught him by the arm 2as they entered.

* Adhurst, old son,” he said quietly,
‘“ this is a mess-up.”

** Meaning?”’

““ Meaning that Jimmy isn't the man.”

Adhurst, kicked the door to.

** My bright young friend,”” he said
blithely, * you're a day behind the fair.
We knew that an hour ago, didn’t we, Mr.
Trelway? 1've got Jimmy’s alibi in my
pocket.”

Grenfell's grip tightened.

“I don't estand for any mystification
stunt,”” he declared. ‘' Now cough it up.
Have you got the right man?”

“I don’t know. I've got hopes. Sit down
and I'll order drinks and we'll get to the
agenda.”’

““ Well,”” he went on, when the waiter had
answered the ring and gone out, ‘“ Mr., Trel-
way and I have been busy for quite a while.
We know that Jimmy got out thirty miles
up the line—at Gillington—and that Sheet
was alive then, and that Jimmy couldn't
have gone back to the compartment. The
Gillington police have cleared all that up.”

‘' That's what's brought me down,” in-

terrupted Grenfell. “ Jimmy’s story is that
th¢te was a clergyman in with him and
Sheet, and that the jewel merchant seemed
& kit uneasy when the parson began to geb
out. He whispered something to the parson
through the window, who stared at Jimmy
hard. 7Yaking that in conjunction with your
turning up at Waterloo, Jimmy decided that
it was not his day, and got cut, took a stroll
round the town, had some food, and returned
—to find us waiting for him.”

‘“ That's s0. The Gillington people have
found the parson—a local curate. Sheet had
asked him to take a geood look at Jimmny,
as he was carrying valuables and believed
the other to be a crook. The parson saw
Jimmy get out, and, later, neticed him in
the town, co he couldn’t have committed the
murder. All the same, we’ll hold him for
a while. What do you think, Mr. Trelway?"”

“ That’s best,”” agreed the superintendent
sagely. * Better not let Livrey have an idea
we've got the slightest suspicion that we’'ve
cot the wrong man.” _

Grenfell held up his hands.

“* You people are forgetting T don’t know
anything of this &ide of the case. Suppose
we bo a bit clearer.”

Adhurst began to upstrap a emall attache
case which ho carried. Like all Scotland
Yard men he relied largély on method, and
he had systematired the various reports
gathere«d by the local men and sent in by
telegriph and telephone, o that he could
instantly lay his hands on any one.

“ My dear Watson,” he quoted, ‘‘it’'s very
simple—or will be, I hope. Listen!”

For an hour tho three talked. Then Ad-
hurst flung up his arms and gave a pro-
digions yawn.

‘“ Heigho!” ho sighed. “ I'm tired. I
think that clears us up. You'll keep an eye
on Livrey, Grenfell, and you'll arrange about
anothor man meeting you at Waterloo. Mr.
Trelway will swear out a gearch warrant, and
I'll arrange with the stationmaster, if pos-
sible, about a dummy train.”

- L] L ] L] L ]

Punctualiy at twenty minutes past nino
next morning, Livrey leaned from the window
of a first-class compartinent to say good-
bye to Adhurst, who had come to see him
off. Three compartments behind Grenfe!l
was mmersed in a daily paper, but no siga
of recognition had passed between bhis col-
leaguo and himself. Hec had sauntered once
or twice along the platform, and he Lknew
he could make no mistake about the sus-
pect, who henceforth would never be out
of sight until he was arrested or cleared. No
bloodhound could hold more tightly to a trail
thau Grenfell.

As the engine gave a preliminary cough,
Treiway and the chief constable sauntered
up.
“ Everything going smooth, I hope?’” said

tho latter.
““ Quite thanks,” gaid Adhurst. “* Well,
good-bye, Mr. Livrey. See you to-morrow.”

The train glided out, and he turned to the



chief constable.
side, sir. You've got the map?”

Major Borden pulled an Ordnance Survey
chart from his pocket and unfolded it.

““ This is the thing.”” Mis forefinger traced
the course of a line in red ink that had
been run along one of the roads and stopped
at & cross. ‘* There we are, I think. It
won't be long before we're able to test your
theory. What time's this special?”

Adhurst looked at his watch,

“ A matter of ten minutes now. I think
I'll be moving. We don't want to hold up
traflic moro than we can help.”
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“ 1 have a car waiting out-} a decent cor, an' that’s a fact, if I may

say S0, sii.

“ Well, do your best, and take the last
mile or two easy.”

It was a picturesque drive, but the de-
tective had no eye for scenery. Just at that
time his mind was on 'hard business. He
had achieved that perilous thing in de-
tective work, a theory, and he had pinned
himself to work it out.

They stopped at l:st at
the road for a matter of a
dred yards ran side by side

a point where
couple of hun-
with a railway

| line. Clumps of bushes and gorse grew on

s il
[

N
1
\

| fl‘?h \
il

¥
m— e —

-

With a nod he strode away to where
Cody, the chauffeur, an alert little Cockney,
was waiting with Livrey's, or, rather, Sheet'’s
car. To the chauffeur he produced a map
marked in similar fashion to that which the
chief constable had possessed.

“ There, Cody,” he said, pointing to the
cross. ‘‘ That's where you've got to make
for. How lopg is it going to take us?”

““ Stoner’'s Cray. That's twelve miles.
It’s a bad road, sir, and the tyres on this
old jigger are none too good. Mr. Livrey
has cut 'em about something awful this last
day or two. ’E don’t know ’'ow to

-

treat.

Virs. Sheet came to them in a few minutes, her dark hair tumbling about
the scariet dressing-gown she had hastily donned.

the open strip of waste land between the
roadway and the line, and over this strip
Adhurst quested to and fro like a hound at
fault., Presently he called Cody to desert
the car and aid him.

The keen little Cockney, though he had
no idea of the ultimate object at the back
of the detective’s brain, joined enthusiastic-
ally, and in a little gave a yelp of triumph
zf}.nd pointed to a tangle of brambles and
urze.

“ Good boy,” said Adhurst, as his eyes
roved swiitly over the ground in the neigh-
bourhood. lle gave a subdued chuckle as
he observed a foolprint in tho 2andy soil.




~fastened one end 1o the hush,

~crawied

closing one eye, squinted

Jessly.

way
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*“ Cody,” he remarked, * bhe virtuous, and
Providen:e will always bho good to you.
Neither you nor, I made that footprint.”
“1Is it a cloo, sir?” asked Cody breath-
This adventure with a real live de-
tective was thriliing him,
* Something of tho sort.
hoprso a mile cr two back.

Now wo passcd a
You dodge, alung

there with the car and ask if they can lend

vnu a box or something to put over it till
e're able to take a plaster cast.” = |

A puﬂ‘ ni' emako w:*..rned A:ihurst- that the
speaidl  which theld the local police was
coming. It advanced very slowly, and Ad-
hrret waved 2 handkerehief. The signal was
answered, andd he dropped behind a2 c¢lump
of bwrshes aud sighted along his stick as
though it were a rifle. Then he rose, and,
tiking a ball of twinoe from ddis pocket,
and, carrying

it forward, tessed the ball to Major Borden

through the open window of one ef the
compartments, .
The train halted. Borden ent his end of

tho string and threaded it through a hullet
hola in one of the side windows, Adhurst
leapt on tho feotboard, oand the 1irain
on nntil Ie ‘held up his hand.
“oilew’s that, «ir?”’ ho demanded.

At the other end of the compartment Trel-
wias holding the string ahove his Tiead.
The chief constable jumped on a seat, and,
along the line.

“ Correct!” Lo [‘j:].t.‘!]];.'tﬂll. ““'Phat explains
why there was only cne bullet mark.”

“Tie a kpot in the string, and we can
work ‘out the distance aiterwards. Now, sir,
if you liko to get out, I'll -h: W you some-
thing ¢lse I havo found.”

Ho tock the chief constable and the super-
inteadent back to tho clump of bhurhes,
wind ng up the string as he proceeded. There
ha nmnteﬂ out the footprint. -

‘““1T den’t know whether wo really need
it.,” he obscrved, “ but it may be ealeulated
to help. Whoever killed Sheet lay wnder
theosze bushes. You'll observe he could not
ceen from the line or the road.”
sald Trelway, ‘‘is

L
‘* What's worrying me,"
why no one heard a shot,”
“ That doesn’t, greatly worry me. When
wo raid the Red House that may be cleared

up We've got everything in broad ont-
line now, and hy to-morrow we ought to be
closo elmugh 1ip to decide. Suppess we

finish here. Will you havo a talk with the
nearest signalman, My, Trelway?”

Well after midnight it was bhefore Ad-
hurst returged to the Red House, accom-
panied by his colleagues and four uniformed
constables. Thers had been a hundred thincs
to do, and they had been content to leave
matters at the Red House till the last,
There was no particular hurry, and Adhurst
had wanted many details filled in.

The house was in blackness, save for a
thin ghmmer of light in the hall, and a
gleepy-eyed servant answered tho detec-
tive's 1ing, His face betrayed his astonish-

{ nap. To

ment as he saw Adhurst's companions

Ad-
hurst, however, deizned no explanations,
" Your mistress has retired, I suppose?
Will you tell her maid to let her know
that we wish to sce her at once? Hurry
uD, my man, and don’t stand there like a

daummy. We'll walt in the dining-room.
Comeo " in, gentlemen. Wil you post your
men, Mr. Trelway? It may be advisable

that no one should leavo the house till we
ara finished.”
- Mess Bhieet camo to them in a few minutes,

ner dark hair tumbling about the scarled
dress.ug-cown she had hastily donned. She

stood at the door for a second looking from
gue to the other of the men. Adhurst bowed
gravely, 4

*“ Sorry to have disturbed you. There are
one or two points of importance on which
it is esseitial to fes you.”

Sho advanced into the room, and mechanic-
ally sat In (hio chair “h*Lh he cilered.
There was an involuntary tichtening of her
brows, and ¢he put one h:uul to her heart.

“Well?"” she said.

[t was Trelway who answered.

“You are aware that we are police officers.
We want to inform you that we hold a
warrant to search this house.”

“T do not understand what you mean.
Why thould you search the house?” . Her
lips wers white, and Adhurst judged that
iL was only by a great effort at self-control
that she did nos faint,

“ Madam,” heo said, ''you must under-
stand your position. We suspect you of
being e¢oncerned in the murder of your hus-
band. You will be arrested. You need say
unothing unless you .choose, but anything yonu
say may boa uced as eviden e. I should
advise you to consult a solicitor—Iater.”

'The deliberate waruing, which at least had
the effect of putting an end to any suspense

she may have sulfered, seemed to act on her
lil-:e » touic.

** This is aheurd,” 3he said,

in a strained

whisper. “ I did not ki!l him.”
“You will dress at once,” zaid Trelwoy.
“Tn this room.” said Adbpreot  oriekly.

““ We shall leave it at tho dispozal of your
maid and yourself, but "”—his tone was sig-
niitcant, for he had tho possibility of poison
in mind--** everything tihat is brought in . to
you will bo eecorched.”

Her head dropped on to her arms on the
tiable.

““Oh, my God!” she moaned.
officers pasced out,

o syst{}-mutiu search of a house for evi-
dencoe in a4 matier of crime is not a thing
airily undertaken, and dJdaylight had Iong
dawned ere the Dl’ﬂccf"s had  finished. An
urgent. me:sige hrought in by a cycle con-
stable had tiken the chief local officers back
into. town ubnut ning o’clock, earrying with
them a man’s shoe, a powerful air-rifle, and
a bundle of letters.

Adhurst, who saw no sence in wearing him-
self out unnece=sarily, stretehed himself on
a couch and seized the opportunity for a
him there cntered a couple of

The police



. OUR DE

Yours later, Grenfell, who woke him by the
simple process of inelining the sofa at -an
angle, so that its occupant rolled with a
thud to the fioor.

“That's a tom-fool trick!” said Adhuarst
irritably, dusting Gimself, * What did jou
waut to do that for?”

‘Do you kuow what tho time st

H . _;'

Ny

S

*asked

Jiis volleague.  *' Livrey was arresied  on
hour ago.”
“1 know. There was a hrass bLand and

a4 procession to welcomo tim at the station,
of course.”  Adhurst had not quite recovered
hiz good humour,

* Somweth.ng of the cort. The whole vil-
lago reemad to know about tho arrest. Your
pal Tre'way is in his glory. Ho told me
how he had elucidated tho cace, though ho
was cood enough to say that. you had been
of come trifling aesistance. And now, since
I’ve been your errand-boy in this affair, you
might tell me something about it. 1 see
they've dat Jimmy go.  le's made back 1o
Loudon in a c¢loud of dust. Mow’d you get
on to Livrey, anyway?"

““ Oh, bhlazes! How’d yon find out any-
thing?  Gun-play aidn’t quite agree with
Juimy's roeard but it seemed 2 smashing
caso zgainst him till 1 had a look at the
compartment in which the murder took place.
Tha lored peoplo here had taken the chiel’s
wire that Shcebt had been seen travelling
with a notorious crook, too much at its
friea yalue I« Jdimmy hadn't complicated
matt-rs, the po-s'hility of the murder having
been committed by someone who was not
travell ng on the train might have occurred
to them. There was only one bullet hole in
the w.ndow, and 1 suppeose @ natural cou-
clusion would he, that if a bullet passed
through a2 man's head from the outside of
the train it would have left a hole some-
where elese. But that hole in the window
secmed suspiciously low down, and when |

camo to look at it, there wero tiny ehreds |

e'ass inwardas.

**Well, it seems that they had carried the
body to the doctor instead of bringing the
doctor to the body. If he had known which
way the man had been sitting he could have
told them at once that it was no one inside
the compartment who fired the shot, for the
builet had entered from the right, and not
from tha left.

Yt elrared Jimmy, in my mind,
left two possibilities. One was that it was
an accidental shot fired by some fool near
the line; the other, that someone had an
interest in removing Sheet. It was worth
leoking into. So I made some inquiries hoth
threugh cur people in town and down here.
I found that Shect had married a girl much
younger than himself, about whom very little
wias known, and that they did not get on
well togethe~. You know your ewn inquiries
about Sheet in town showed that both Livrey
and his sister had none too savoury a repu-
tation before they entrapped Sheet into
marriage. That confirmed local gossip about
quarrels: :

of
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“ Then 1 theard that Mrs. fheet and Livrey
were out on a motor drive by themselves,
and did not return till after the murder hadl
been discovered. I bought a shilling Ord-
nance map, and studied it out. Where the
linoe ran by a_ lonely road some miles out
scemed a hikely spot, and when I heard that
the down ‘train was sometimes held up there,
I gathered 1 wuas on a scent,

“* The further I went the more it fitted
in. There wero poople along that road who
had seen tho two in a car—and others who
had seen Mrs. Sheet waiting in the car a

mile away from the stretch where tho
murder took place.
- ** We searched the place, and found a

clump of bushes where someone had heen
recently lying. A yord or two away was a
footprint, of which we took a plaster cast.
[t corresponded with Liviey’s hoot. We ran
out a train, as you know, and with a little
juggling with a lino found that {rom the
snot, where the murderer lay to the approxi-
mate pesition in which the train wounld have
stopped, a bullet would have travelled
through one window and out through the
open window on the other side. |

““ When weo searched this place we found a
powerful air-rifle in the gunroom, and some
letters from Livrey to Mrs. Sheet <which
more than hint at the scheme of the whole
tragedy.”

*“ But,” objccted Grenfell, *‘‘ where
the diamonds that Sheet was carrying?’’

““In a secret pocket in the waistband of
iig trousers. That’s all there is to it

““ Well,”” said Grenfell, " I reckon you'll
havo to stay down here to give evidence.”

Adhurst winked.

‘““ Not me, sonny. The official arrests were
made by Trelway, All the other facts are
proved by different, experts and witnesses.
Little old London is good enough for me.
I should fall a victim to mental paralysis if
1 had to stay in Towneford a week.”

THiIl END.
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The Mayor’s
Daughter.

Another superb story
of Scotland Yard.




T was a dull October afternoon, with a |

biting wind driving from the sea, and

grey, lowering eclouds hanging from

horizon Lo horizon. Carfax Baines felt
strangely out of spirits as he stepped briskly
over the marshy flats towards the ivied
walls and gables of Brunstead Manor, which
rose sharply against the sky ‘hali a mile
distant. He had chesen {o walk from Stal-
ham, where he had arrived after a long
and tiresome railway journey,.and lie was
half sorry now that he had come to Norfolk.
At this season of the yeor the country was
execrable, and he wished himself baek in
the London fog, back in the ceaseless roar
and clatter of Jermyn Street.

“* The fact that recovered Culverston’s
stolen plate from an TEast End fence a
couple of years ago hardly warrants thim in
making such a demand on my time,”
grumbled the detective. “ But his letter in-
terested me; it must have done so to drag
me one hundred and thirty miles from home.
What a weitd, depressing place—"

There was a sudden rustling on the left,
and from the bushes across a narrow dyke
that bordered the road a head was thrust
out—a sinister, swarthy visage, with a black
moustache and curling black hair, scowling
eyes, earrings dangling from each ear, and
a coloured handkerchief knotted about the
throat. The head was gone as quickly as it
appeared, and DBaines stared at the spot as
if he had seen an apparition. He could hear
nothing, but he knew he had not been de-
ceived.

““What an evil-looking ruffian!”’ lie
thought. ** A foreigner, without doubt. I
wonder what he's doing about here. He's
not the sort of chap 1 should care to meet
alone on a dark night.”

The incident did not tend to put Lim in
hetter spirits, nor was hc cheerfully im-
pressed when he turned into the densely
wooded grounds of Brunstead Manor, where
the breeze sighed .mournfully among the
frees, 2nl the shade was as black as even-

BTRANGE
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tide. The lodge by the gates was un-
tenanted, and he met no one as he walked
up the dismal, windinz drive. The sombre
orey frent of the centuries-old house ohilled
him, and no light of fire shone from window
or casement to greet him as the pulled hard
at the bell. The door was opened by the
butler—a clean-shaven, middle-aged man.

““ You—vou, sir!” he stammered.

““ I see you remember me, Hewett,”' Baince
repiied. ** Tell Mr. Geofirey Culverston thad
I am here.”

" }He's gone, =ir! We are in great troublo

“In trouble? What do you mean?”’

Hewett closed the door, relieved the de-
tective of his bag, and looked at him with
a pale and anxiocus face.

“ My master disappeared yesterday morn-
ing,”” he said huzkily, * and he has not been
heard of since.” : |

“By Jove!” gasped DBaines. ‘ Have 1
come too late. then?” He pulled a letter
from his pocket—a brief mnote in which
Geolfrey Culverston earnestly begzed the de-
tective’s help in a matter of vital import-
ance. ‘‘ This was written last Wednesday——
just a week ago to-day,” he added; * but
I only received it yesterday, as I was on
the Continent. Your master expected me?’’

“ At first he did, sir, and then he gave you
up, thinking you must be out of town. But
I'll tell you the whole story, Mr. Baines, as
ccon as I've seen to your comfort. You
must be tired and hungry after your long
journey.”

The detective confessed to an appetite, and
he was easily persuaded to go into the big
cak-panelled library, where Hewett lit a fire
of logs, and then went off for refreshments,

| returning with a tempting iunch on a tray.

Baines silently devoured cold pheasant and
drank Chateau Margaux while he listened
with close attention to as strange a narrative
as he had ever heard.

“It's just a week ago yesterday.” .the

| butler commenced, ‘ that Mr. Culverston re-



turned home after a month's trip abroad.
I could see that he wasn't quite himsell,
and 1 suspected some trouble was weighing
on his mind. I was sure of it when he
told me he cxpected a visit from you, sir.
Of course, you know all about the terrible
storm last Monday, in which so many vessel:
were wreecked and lives lost. Well, sir, it
was after dinner that nigint when a neigh-
bour dropped in and told Mr. Culverston
that a ship was on the bar off Eccles. My
mazter puts on his storm-coat, orders his
saddle-horse, and rides off to see if he can
be of any assistance. I don't knew what
time he came baek, but he was ready for
breakfast at the usual hour yesterday morn-
ing, looking like the ghost of himself. He
started to open his letters while I waxs
poturing out the coffee, and suddenly he gave
a sharp ecry and jumped to his feet.
*Hewett, I'm ecalled away,” he says to me.
I didn’t know his voice, it was so changed.
‘It's uncertain when I'll be back. Tel!
people it’s important business. Take good
care of the house, and lock up well at night.’
Never a word more did he say.
<tilf drink of brandy, slipped a revolver intc
his pocket, and walked’out of the room,
leaving his breakfast untasted. The front
door slammed, and that was the last I saw
of him,”

*“ Very queer, indeed,” »said Baines. 1
suppose he had plenty of money with him?”’
* He always ' carried a considerable amcunt,
sir.”

‘““And the letter that startled him—do
you know anything about it?"

‘“1 have it, sir,” was the unexpected reply.
““My master crumpled it up and let it fall
on the floor. I found it under the table.”

The butler produced both the envelope and
its enclosure, which bore traces of rough
usage. The detective examined them with
ill-concealed eagerness. The cnvelope was
addressed to- Mr. Geoffrey Culversion in a
cramped, illiterate hand. It had been
posted at Palling during Monday night, and
stamped av an carly hour en Tuesday morn-
ing. The enclosure, half a sheet of ordinary
paper, contained no writing. On the top of
it was pasted a small red paper star, five-
pointed, and keneath this was drawn a
heavily inked eircle two inches in diameter.
That was all, but it was more than enough
for Baines. A moment of brain-racking
thought, and then what he was groping for
rose out of the depths of kis memory.

“Yes, I have it,”” he said to himself.
‘“ The star and the circle! There was a
similar case in New York State a couple of
years ago, and part of the truth came out.
I'm not sorry now that I ran up to Norfolk.
Poor Culverston! If my theory is right——"

‘*“ What do you make of it, sir?” the
butler broke in. *“ It'il take a clever man
to get any meaning out of that thing.”

““1 shall think it over,” the detective re-
plied evasively. Rememberinz the face he
had seen in the bushes thav afterncon, he

He took a |

added:
been prowiing about the house lately?”

‘“ Have any doubtful characters
‘““ Not that I know of, sir.
the other servants.” :
** Never mind, How far is
here?”’

‘““ Two miles, sir.”

“ And Palilng?”

‘“ A mile further down the coast.” _

‘“ Very good. I shall want to vizit both
places at once, 80 you may order a trap for
me. I ehall probably stop here ss your
master’s guest for several days. By-the-by,
Hewett, you were in the employ of your
present master's brother, I believe.”

** For a long time, sir.”

““ And when he died, ten years ago, wasn’t
there some treuble in finding the next heir,
Mr. Geofirey?”

‘““ Nobody knew Mr. Geo{frey’s address, sir,
but he came home unexpectedly six months
asfter the funeral. He had been a bit wild
:n his time, and had gone off to foreign
parts when a mere lad.”

‘““ You don’t know where?’*

‘““1 never heard, sir.” )

‘““ What sort of a life has Mr. Geoffrey led
these last ten years, since he succeeded to
Brunstead Manor?”

‘* YVery quiet, sir. He travelled a good
bit, and when he was at home he was fonder
of his books and his pipe than of the com-
pany of his neighbours. He didn't often
accept invitations.”

Baines had no further questions to ask,
and a little later—it was now past four
o'clock—he drove off in the trap, accom-
panied by a groom. Two flint-walled cot-
tages sheltered behind a line of yellow sand-
dunes, and on the top of the latter a coast-
guard’s look-out platform, such was Jonely
little Eccles. The sea was breaking angrily,
and the hard, white beach that sloped from
the dunes was strewn with wreckage. The
coastguard was at his post, but he grew
very close-meuthed when he learned his
vigitor’s errand. However, the gift of half a
sovereign, and the assurance that the de-
tective was a {riend of Mr. Culverston’s,
loosened the man’s tongue.

“It's a queer business,”” he said. ‘' and
the laet ain't been heard of it yet. I don’t
know as I ought to speak of it, but I'll
take your word for it you mean well to Mr.
Culverston. It happened this way, «ir. In
the thick of the storm on Monday evening,
the Whistling Plover, a =ailing vessel, heund
from Hamburg to Yarmouth, was wrecked
just off here. The Palling lifehoat couldn’t
give any assistance, because she was busy
with a couple of other vessels farther down
the coast. About nine o’clock, when the
Plover was going to pieces and bodies were
washing ashore, Mr, Culverston came on
horsehack. There were only half a dozen of
us all told, and we were too bhusy to pay
miuch attention to him. Some time later I
heard a sharp cry above the storm, and it
wasn't half a minuote till Mr. Culversion
came climbing up the dune at that low place

I might ask

Eccles from
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yonder. As he passed me there was a flash
of lightning, aml [ saw
white anrd  scared. He was panting for
breath, and couldn't speak. The next tfhnng
I knew he was in the saddle, and galloping
off like mad. And when the dawn bml—.t.*-'

“Go on,”” urged Baines, as the man
paused,

“Well, sir, in the moerning we found a body ]
yonder 4t the foot of the dunes, just where |
Mr. Culverston climbed up. It was that of
a middle-aged man, fairly
he didn't meet his death by drowning, the
doctor says. He came asghore alive, and then
—he was stabbed to the heart!”

The coastguard and the detective ex-

changed meaning glances, and neither cared:

to put 'iua. thoughts into words.

““ Whare is th: corpse?” Baines asked
Im:trsely.

‘“ At Palling: there's an  inque:t to-
morrow."”

““ And you will e a witness?”’

** Right you are, sir.”
It was mearly
drew up .to the doar of Brunstead Manor,

Baines ate a solitary .dinner, served with

much ceremony by Hewett, and then retired

to the library, where a blazing fire awaited

iim, and a tray containing decanters and
s:-}'rrh(m's. He lit his pipe, stretched his feet
to the logs, and for a couple of hours was

deeply abszorbed in thought,
clock striking eleven, he sat up.

“It's not mumdpr anyway,” he muttered.
“1f Culverston did it "——

Bang!- The sharp report out in the garden
was followed by the whizz of a - bullet
throngh the window and across the room.
It grazed the detective's shoulder, and struck
a decanter on the table, deluging the floor
with whhl\y and broken glass. Baines realised
what a narrow escape he had had.
lowered the light a little, and sprang out of
range of the window. The next instant
Hewitt burst into the library.

“What’s wrong. sir?"" he ecried, excitedly.
“DPid I hear a shot?’

“ You did,” Baines answered. “ I wos very
nearly kiHed. Hewett. Some scoundrel crept
up through the garden and fired at me from
the outside of the window, evidently thinking
that T was your master.”

“ The bullet was meant for Mr.
ston?"

“That i3 my epinion.™ :

“ Well, sir, we must cateh the rascal!” ex-
ciaimed the butler,
a coward. ‘* Suppose we cut around—-—""

“ He is in full flight by this time,"”
terrupted Baines. * I fear there is no hope
of getting him, By Jove, if we only had a
dog that was good at tracking! I don't
supnponse there are any in the neighbourhood.”

** There is one here, sir,”” was the unex-

ected reply. *““ A fine animal of Mr. Cul-
versten's, half bloodhound.”

“That's a rare bit of Juck!" Baines cried
eagerly. ** Where i3 the creature?”

Roused by a

Culver-

n-

that his face was.

well dressed, and |

eight ¢'cloek when the trap

He |

who was far from being |

“ At the stables, sir; it ain't offen let
out.”
“It'll be to-might. We're roing to have

a man-hunt, Hewett. Cocme, be quick!”

Baines was equipped with a revolver, and
the butler helped himself to @ rifle from the
{ gun-room. Then the two left the house—the
Jnth-er servants had not been alarmed—and
hurried to the stables. The groom was asleep
* in bed, and by the time he was up and

dressed, and the dog released, nearly hall
an thour had elapsc-d since the. attempt on
the detective’s life. The hound—a big, liver-
coloured brute—went ahead of the three
men, and it had po sooner turned the angle
of the house than it stopped, sniffed une
ground, and uttered a low, cager yelp.

“ Picked up the trail already?'” exclaimed

'1'1 Baines.
““ Yes, he's on to the scoundrel,” cesented
Hewett.
1 “ Goond doz," egaid the groom. ““ Hunt him,
1 Zulu!”

Zulu necded no urging, He darbted off with
fhiis nose to the eart:h and the chase was
fairly begun. Across the park, over the
meadan, by the edge of a village, and
then into a thick belt of timber two miles
from Brunstead Manor. Here the pursuers

expected to find their quarry, but they
were disappointed. After darting this
way and that for a time, Zulu lefb
the woods within a hundred yards of

where he entered, and headed in the direc.
tion from which he had come. He lad the
mystified men over several fields, and seemed
to be warmer on the scent.

“By Jove! I believe he's going home
again!” exclaimed Daines.

RE That’s right,” caid Hewett. “ 1 don't
know what to m.uke of it, unleaq the rascal
doubled on his tracks.”

{ It looks that way,"” replied the detec

tive, “ though I hardly think the fellow ran
he such a fool. It's queer about the dog.
The scent appears to give him a good h:b
of trouble, and yet it must be quite fresh.”

“I've noticed he don't pick it up readily,”
said Hewett. >

The chase was now nearing its end, and the
excitement and interest waxed stronger. Zuln
slipped through a hedge-gap into the park,
ran on lightly amid the tree:, and shrubbery,
whining and whimpering at every few mrds.
and made straight for the left wing of the
house, wh'ch was of considerable antlnu:by,
and had not been used by any of the family
for more than a hundred years. Tall grass
and bushes grew close alongside the ivy-
covered walls, The hound stovped before
a narrow, decayed archway, sniffing the flag-
stones at. its feet. The three men stood by
in dumb amazement.

“We've run the scoundrel down, sir,'’ said
the groom. ** He must he hiding in yonder.
Shall I flash the lantern?”

‘““No, not yeh,” Baines whispered.
that dog, Hewitt! Quick!"

Zulu was about to spring forward, but the

‘““Grab

|
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butler caught him timely by the seruff of the
neck.

“* What are we going to do, sir?"’ he asked.
“ 1t seems a bit recklers to be standing here,

 making fair marks of ourselves. The rascal
may be just inside.”

“I'm not so sure of that,” Baines
ensewered, in a perplexcd tone. * Don’t let
the hound make any noise if you can help it.
Where does this passage lead to?”

‘““And Mr. Geoffrey knew of it as well?”
“That 1 can’t say; but I should think—-—"
““Yes, he must have known of it,” .inter-
rupted Baines. ‘‘ The dog has hrought us
to the verge of an unexpected discovery.”
Lowering his voice, he added: * 1 half be-
lieve your master is in here.” |
Before Hewett or the groom could find
words to express their astonishment at this

declaration, the hound’'s fur bristled from

. ‘,m’.—ﬂfgv?;":r*;:t{;'j;. 5
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its feet.

rThe hound <iopped hefore a mnarrow, decayed arch\;;y, snifing the flagstones I
| at

The three men siood by in dumb amazement.

““To the old chapel, sir, which was built ]

more than three hundred years ago,”
plied the butler,

' The chapel, eh? And as old as that?
Then it likely has a priest’s hcle connected
with it—a secret place -where the priest used
to hide in the days of persecution against
the Catholics.”

“* You're right, sir; there is such a thing,”
said Hcwett. *“ 1 remember hearing Mr.
Geoffrey’s brother speak of it once or twice
in his time.” t

re-

head to tail, and he uttered a rasping, angry
sparl.  The next instant there was the
muffted report of a firearm, followed by a
sharp cry, and as quickly Zulu broka loose
antl dashed into the darkness, baying
furiously. ' s

‘* Come on—stick by me!” shouted Baines.
‘“It's a matter of life and death.”

They sped along the umneven passage, the
groom flashing the lantern, Hewett and the
detective holding their weapons ready for

| use., They were not far behind the dog,



clamour ahead.
only a few seconds had elapsed since the
alarm when they entered the chapel by &
broken door that hung on one hingé. A
sweeping glance showed them the litlle room
with its- worm-eaten altar and seats, its
shattered windows, its mouldy tapestries and
ruined walls,

Then by the yellow light they saw two
men struggling in the middje of the sunken
tioor, hut beiore they could reach the spot
one of the combatants rose to his feet, re-
vealing the acitated face of Geolfrey Culver-
ston. The other, who was bleeding from &
wound in the chest, struggled to his knees.
The next instant be was flat on his back
again, with the hound tearing at him
viciously., There was a terrible scene for a
moment, and then Hewett and the groom
managed to drag Zulu away from his vietim.
Baines bhent over the man, and recognised
the dark-skinned foreiguer who had peered
at him from the rcadside.

““ This feliow won't do any more harm,” he
said. “ He has a bullet in the Iungs and
his shculder is badly manegled.”

“ He deserves his fate,”” hoarsely ex-
claimed GeotTrey Culverston, who was look-
ing on in sullen surprise. * How do you
come to be here, Mr. Baines?” he added.

The detective briefly expiained. ‘1 con-
cratulate you,” he concluded, ‘* on the ven-
reance of the Ned Brotherhood.”

Geoffrey Culversten flushed uneasily. .
vou know that much?’ he replied. * Well,
you are right. That rufiian there, Ignacio,
was one of the evil crew. I have been
hiding in the priest’s nhole yonder to escape
from him "-—poiuting to an open panel be-
hind the altar—‘ and he must have =een
me to-night when I ventured out for fresh
air, and - followed me back to the chapel,
Foertunately for me a glimmer of moonlight
betrayed him. I fired at him and hit him,
but in spite of that he would have shot me
had I not leapt forward in time and grappled
with him. It was his life or mine. I swear
tixat I was justified.”

““ There can be no dcubt about that.”
aszented Baines, ¢ The ruffian meant to
kill ¥ou. He has been lurking about here
for a couple of days, and he could not have
cone far away after he fired at nie to-
night."

Tgnacio was now unconscious, and it was
evident that he was mortally wounded. He
was made as comiortable «s possible in a
corner of the chapel, and a police-constable

ii &’

and a surgeon were summoned from Stalhlam \

without delay. In the meantime,
their arrival, Geoffrey Culverston made
complete statement to Baines.

“It’'s naot a pleasant story,”” he said, *“so
I'll out it as short as I ean. You've heard,
perhaps, that T went wild as a ycungster,
and was finally given up as a bad lo$, and
shipped off to America with a few pounds
m my pocket for a fresh start. It was
down ia Texas, years later, that T fell hy

)
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and as they ran on they heard a confused )
The distance was short, and

accident into the power of the Red Brother-
hood, and had to-join them to save my life.
They were a band of daring thieves and
murderers, who operated over half a dozen
States, and were bound by solemn oath to
Kill any member who deserted or turned
traitor, no matter in what part of the world
the fugitive might have sought refuge.
Well, twy years passad on, and I managed

to keep my hands free of crime, though I
Wwias

in ill-favour with the gang, and was
especially hated by Ignacio, the Mexiean,

and an Englishman named Tom Gudgeon.
Then one day I saw in an old London
paper that my brother was dead—my father
had died some years before—and that [ was
heir to Brunstead Manor and its revenues.
I decided to come home. | gave the band
the slip—they knew me only as Jim Tarrant
—and wlen I reached New York I read thai
a lot of them had been surprised and killed
by a vigilance committes just after I left,
and that I was supposed to have given
information to the sheriff, which meant thas
my life would always be in danger.

““This brings me to my homsg-coming, ten
years ago, 2t the age of thirty-three. Whak
a change it was to settle on the dear old
place in Norfelk, with plenty of money to

-epend, and the respect of my neighbours!

In time I ceased to worry about the Red
Brotherhood, and I had almost forgotten
them, when I saw Tom (udgeon in my
hotel at Hamburg ten days ago. I returned
hastily to England, Mr. Baines, and sent for
you at once.

‘“ Receiving no reply to my letter, I sup-
posed you were out of town. Then came the
memorable night of the storm. when [ rode
to Eccles, and saw both Ignacio and Tom
Gudgeon washed ashore in a small boat. |
saw them quarrel and fight. I saw Gudgeon
fall, stabbed with a long knife—"

“I'm glad to hear that,” Baines inter-
rupted. *“ It is known that the man was
murdered, and there will be an inquest on
the body to-morrow.”

“1 came home like a man dazed,” Geof-
frey Culverston resumed, ‘*‘and spent @
wretched night. In the morring I found on
my breakfast-table the warning of the Red
Brotherhood—the star was their sign, and
the circle meant that the line of death was
drawn around me. I knew it came from
Ignacio. 1 fled the house, and lay in some
woods, a couple of miles away, until night-
fall. Then I remembered the priest’s hole,
and back I came to hide there; I got poe-
session of some food and water withont
the knowledge of any of the servants. The
rest of the story vou know.”

Thus the mystery of Tom Gudgeon's
death was cleared up;- but of far more
importance to Geoffrey Culverston’s peaace
of mind was the solemn assurance of the
dying Ignacio that the Red Brotherhood no
longer existed as an organisation, and that
the few members who survived were shut
up in prison for life.

THE END.



4 . (Continued from page 14.)
[ 1] Oh’

absolutely imposs.!” eaid Archie. |
“I mean to say, scores eof taxis doing |
nothing! Just gaze upon them! Buzzing

up and down, as empty as anything, asking
to be filled! What about it?”
And two minutes later they were in a taxi.
CHAPTER VIII.
DOWN LDRIXTON WAY.

‘6 HIS,”” said Archie,
*“is priceless!”
He was lounging

back among the
cushions of the taxi, and

Dainty Dolly was sitting be-
» side him. He couldn’t think
of anything more absolutely ripping. For
the life of him he couldn’t understand how
it happened.

An hour earlier, if anybody had told him
that anything of this nature would take
place he would have scoffed with scorn. And
yet here he was—Archie Glenthorne—sitting
in a taxi side by side with the girl of the
photogruph.

It was all rather stunning, and fearfully

jolty. He quite gave himself up to the de-
light of the occasion. It was something he
might have dreamed about, but could never
have really hoped for.
- And it seemed so preposterously unreal.
He had heard the girl mention Brixton, too.
The taxi was going to Brixton! Arechie had
some vague idea that he had heard the
name Dbefore, and he hazily believed that
Brixton was a kind of suburb, miles and
miles away. But he couldn't be sure.

The girl was waiting for him to begin,
and he seemed to have no intention of be-
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ginning. He was quite content to sit there
by her side. She was certainly great. After
all, what on earth did it matter about

-bemg shabby? She was joily pretty and
}ialmt}, and the scent she used was wonder-
u

~ The girl herself was in a bit of a puzzled
state. She knew well enough that Archie
was as simple as a child. And she couldn’t
possibly understand why he had insisted
upon this journey by taxi. Sne had always
gone home by motor-'bus—a No. 50 or a
No. 8, from Piccadilly Circus. This, indeed,
was the first time she had ever been in a
taxi, and it rather thrilled her.

- The hour was not very late—only just a
little after ten. She did not appear in the
second half of the pantomime. Ier only
appearance was in the Fairyland Scene,
just before the interval.

At the theatre she had been feeling faint
and rather weak, but this curious adventure
was making her forget her faintness. In-
deed, she really felt a lot better.

‘“* I think you were going to tell me some-
thing?"" she said, at lf,ngth “ You know it
won’'t take the taxi very long to get to
Prixton. Not more than a cuarter of an
hour or twenty minutes, at the most,”

Archie came to hirﬁsélf with a stagt.

“ What?'"' he exclaimed. *“ What? But,
dash if,, the driver is going a fearful lot too
fast, old f.ruit! I—I beg your pardon! Force
of habit, don’t you know! That’s' the way
I talk to the dear chappies!”’

“I don’t quite understand.” -

“0f course mnot—absolutely mnot!" eaid
Archie. *' The 8t. Frank’s fellows, I' mean.
El(ou see, I'm up from school on the hOll-

ays.’

“ Oh, you're a schoolbev"”

o 'I‘h.lt of course, is precisely the truth,”
said Archie. * Oh, what about it? I've
just remembered! Your fall on the stage!
Dashed careless of me not to uask hefore !

“ It wasn't really serious,”’ said the girl.
““1 suddenly came over f.;rint, and 1 don't
know how I came to touch the scenery.
Thonk goodness, it was only light! I'm
afraid I shall be in trouble to-morrow.”

“ How frightfully unfair!” said Archie in-
dignantly. * The chappies who sioved thoe
scenery up ought to be blamed! I mean to
say, what’s the good of scenery if you
can’t grab at it?”?

“ You were telling me something about Mr.
Radmore—-""

‘“ Absolutely!” said Archie, accepting the
hint. ** Well, here it is! The whole yarn,
don’t you know!”’

He told her everything—even explaining
how Handforth and Co. had pushed hm
under the railway-carriage seat. It was
rather a difficult job, and he afterwards
wondered how on earth he had lmd the
nerve to go through with it.

Beeause the girl was looking '1t. him all
the time, and her eyes were Hlmpl}' ripping.
And he frequently found himeelf stumbling—
the reason being that he was ‘occagionally
lost in admiration at her prettiness. It was
disconcerting to have such a really price-
less girl sitting so near vo him, and paying
keen attention to every word he uttered.

But, somehow er other, Archie told the
story. And by the tmme it was over he was
feeling more at his ease. She was =o pally
—s0 comforting to a chap. She listened just
as attentively and unaflectedly as one of
the fellows would have done. And for «
girl to do that was frightfully jolly.

He eould see that Dainty bolly was look-
ing very thoughtful and auxious, and a sad
expression, too, had come into her face.
This, of course, was too foul for' words.
There was no rocom on that pretty face for
sadness. Absolutely not!

Archie started speaking but she
stopped him.

‘“T really don’t know how t,n thank you

agaim,

for taking all this troubley’’ she. said
gently. ““Oh, but I do think you're a
hrick! 1 didn’t know there were such good

hearted people!”

“ Oh, come!” protested Archie, ]mpe]e*sslv
confused. ‘' Come! I've done absolutely
nothing! TIn fact, I'm dashed lucky to have
met you so soon. I thought I should have
to search and search and search—and then,
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as it were, go on searching! And here you
absolutely are, right next to me!”

“Yes, it is funny, isn't it?" =aid the girl.
“But I believe you are too late. Mr. Rad-
more came to see father thiz evening. 1
know that, because 1 heard father say that
he was expecting him. The contract must
be szigned by this time.”

“But can't you do anything?” asked
Archie blankly. *“ I mean, it’'s a bit of a
horrid sort of a posish when somebody signs
a conftract for you, and
well keep to it!
what 1 mean!
signing, what?"'

““Oh, but that wouldn't be binding,”" said
Dainty Dolly. * You see, I'm only just
fiftcen, and 1 thought I was very lucky to
get a contract at all. And five pounds a
week seemed such a lot of money.”

“ This blighter says that you’ll be worth
fifty pounds a week in a year or two,” said
Archie indignantly. “ Don't yecu eee the
dashed schieme? You'll be earning fifty
pounds, and Radmore will collar forty-five
of it! Your part will be to do all the work,
and he'll grab the old takings! And you
can't do anything, becausze you'll be bound
under contract. He can beok you for the
highest sum he can get, and still pay you
the same fiver.”

““Oh, but I shall never be worth all that!"
said the girl breathlessly. *“ But Mr. Rad-
more told me that the contract was only
for a year. He promised that if I got on
well he would get my father to sign another
—for a much bigger salary. He told me
- that I should have to do my best to get on.
He mpans to fix me up *with a big circuit
ot halls—as a separate turn!”

“ That, of course, is ripping, but it is a
fearful. shame that you should be treated
in such a rotten way. This scoundrel means
to make you work like anything, and grab
the money. By the way, did he fix your
enz;;aemeut at the pantomime?”’

“ Yes.”

“I don't want to be frightfully inquis.,
but is it true that you’re only getting two
pounds a week—with two chows daily?”

Dashed unfair, if you know
You're tie one to do the

““ Yes," said the girl ir a low voice,
‘““ How bally awful!” said Archie hotly.

“ Why, & salary like that isn’t aliowed nowa-
days! I mean, it's as clear as the good old
sunlight that Radimore is taking 2 lot for

himself! But, of course, your pater earns
a fair amount of doubloons? That is, he
probably rolls home with the pieces of
eight?"'

She was silent.

““ No?" said Archie. “ Or course, I don't
want to— Gadzooks!"

Archie felt rather dizzy. Without warn-
ing, she had seized his arm—quite un-
consciously, for she felt so warm towards
this generous-hearted junior that she already
looked upon him as a friend. If he had
only known it, he was about the only friend
she had ever had.

‘*“ Please—please don't ask me much about

you've got to bally
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my father,”” she said “ He's nob
really my father——"

“ What?”’ gasped Archie.

‘“ He’'s only my stepfather,”” went on the
gicl, with a catch in her voice. ** You see,
my mother died when I was quite a tiny
girl. I—I ean only just remember, and I've
had—— Oh, J can't tell you! I've had
such a struggle to keep things going.”

Archie wuas terribly shocted.

““ To—to keep things going?” he repeated
dazedly. **But, I mean to say—you'
Doesn’t your stepfather rally round with
the gcod old tin? I mean, don’t you have
enough mouney to pay the servants?”

She gave a bitter little laugh.

“ Oh, how can you be so silly!" she ex-
claimed. *‘‘ Father doesn’t. work. He never
has done. * I've always tried to keep things
coing, but it's been very, —ery hard. It
would be better if father didn’t take most
of the money and spend it in the public——-
Oh, but why am I telling you this? I
shouldn’t—I shouldn't! 1t's not fair!"

The girl had really been carried away, and
she had s=said a great deal n.ore than g;he
had ever intended. It was only Archie's
comforting friendliness which had caused her
to speak at all. He was so different from
everybody else ¢he had ever met. As for
Archie, he could hardly think clearly.

But, in a confused sort of way he knew
this girl had kept the house going. FProb-
ably she had been a typist, or something,
before going on the stage. And her father
took the money and spent it on drink! Now
e came to think of it,  Archie suddenly
realised that the girl looked very wan and
ill-nurtured. DBut nothing could cancel her
dainty beauty.

And then, suddenly, she looked out of the
window and gave a little gasp.

““ Oh, we're just against the Town Hall!"
she exclaimed. “ I must get out here—I
must !"’

““ But you don’'t live here, do you

“No; I live in a little turning off Cold-
harbour Lane,” she replied. * Bubt I'll walk
the rest—it would be terrible if father saw

softly

f}!l

me getting out of.,a taxi! And we really
must part now——"' _
“ Ateolutely impos.!" declared  Archis

firmly. “ I mean to say, we'll get out of
the old taxi if you like but I've got to see
you home—right to the bally door! 1 say,
what a fearful district! I didn't know thab
we were near the harbour!” ;

‘““ Harbour?” <he repeated. *“Oh, no, nn!
That’s only the name of the road. DIlease
stop the taxi at once.”

Archie did so, and they got out just oppo-
site the Pavilion. Archie paid the ecabman
off, and then adjusted TJis monocle with
absolute decision.

“ And now we’ll trickle off home!" he said
calmly. *“ I mean, it's absclitely no usce
protesting—the old mind is made up! Miss
Dolly, we're going right to the jolly old
doorstep !”’

“ Oh, you shouldn't come!’” she exclaimed



ilervuusly. “It's too good of you, Mr.—
Mr, £

*“ Dash it all—not mister!” protested
Archie. ‘* My name's Glenthorne, don’t you
know. But that sounds {frightful. 1'm
Archie—just Archie, Miss Dolly. And now

which way do we wend our footsteps?”

She could see that be was determined, and
so0 she made mno attempt to dissuade him,
although, even as she led the way in the
direction of Coldharbour Lane, she had an
vneasy feeling that Archie was too rash.

However, she was very grateful to him for
liis cheering words and his big-hearted sym-
pathy. They were silent as they walked
alir.}_nlg, and Archie’s mind was in a bit of a
whirl.

He was rather concerned by the fact that
he must soon bid her good-night, and
he felt that the whole thing was unsatis-
factory. Ie hadn't done anything—at least,
nothing that could possibly have any good
result. .

And then, almost before he knew it, they
had turned down a narrow side-strect, and
Dainty Dolly halted in front of a little gate.
Archie vaguely saw that the houses in this
road were veryv small and dingy, and all
in a continuous row. There were practically
no gardens—only tiny enclosures, a few feet
deep, sceparating the gate from the front
door.

The girl was just about to speak, and
Archie was wondering what to say, when
the door suddenly opened. At tho rear of
a short passage there was a light, and this
light revealed the outline of a big, burly
mian,

‘“ Oh,” panted Dolly nervously.

Archie gazed at the stranger dumbiy. He
instinctively knew that he was facing the
girl’s stepfather,

e e gl

CHAPTER IX.
LOOKING FOR ARCHIE.

66 LESSED if I know
B where the ass has

got to!”
Reginuald Pitt was
looking round rather
anxiously. ‘“ e went out in

the interval, you know, and
we haven’t seen a szign of him since.”

- Pitt was rather concerned about Archie
Glenthorne. The pantomime was over, and
the vast bulk of the audience had already
streamed out of the big theatre. Our little
party had collected together im the foyer.
And everybody was talking about the
gtrange disappearance of Archie.

““T know he went out during the interval,”
I said. ‘‘ But as soon as the show re-
started I naturally thought he came back.”

“ That's what we all thought,” said Hand-
forth. *‘ Just like that fathead! You never
know what he’s up to! 1 shouldn’t be a
bit surprised if we found him fast asleep in
one of the saloons, or samewhere.”

£ Archie wouldn’t do that,”” I put in

| ““Yes, that’s right,” 1 agreeq.

‘““* He eeemed a

thoughtfully.
during the interval.
we can do is to ask one of these attendants.
They may have spotted him.”

Reggie’s father and Sir Montie Tregellis-
West, and two or three of the others went

bhit excited
Anyhow, the best thing

straight off home at ouce, to Duncan
Square. Handforth and Co. and Pitt and 1
remained behind to see if we could find
any trace ¢f Archie. We arranged with Mr,
Iitt that if we couldn’t find him within
twenty minutes we'd come home,

We questioned two or three attendants
without any result, and were just beginning
to get a bit worried when we met with
more success. One of tiie theatre firemen
came along, and I at once got hold of him.

‘*“ A rather smart young gent?” inquired
the fireman, in reply to my query. ‘¢ Aris-
tocratic-looking, with one of them eye-glass
things?"

“That’s him !’ T said.
him?"’

“ Well, 1 did see him, young gent, but not
during the last hour or two,” said the fire.
man. * He was round hy the stage door.”

T What!"” gasped Hundforth.

‘““The stage deor!”’ 1 repcated.

““"That’s where he was, sir.”

“The—the awful beunder!? execlaimed
Handforth indignantly. “* Fancy Archie
buzzing round the stage door! What the
dickens did he want there? And when was
this, anyhow?" - .

“ Just after the interval, young gent,” .
said the fireman. e

We tipped him, and went »Huts e, .and
stood in a group on the pavement.

‘““ Round the stage door. eh?”
Pitt. ** It’s jolly queer——"

“I'm not so sure about that,” I inter-
rupted. * Don’t you remember how con-
cerned Archie was when that girl who played
the fairy fainted? She’s only a little kid,
and Archie has got a terrifically soft heart!”

“That’s about the size of it,” agreed
Pitt. * He must have been worried, and
went round to see what he could do. And
once Arechie fairly starts on a thing like
that, there's absolutely no stopping him,’

Handforth eniffed. o

‘““ Archie’s not the kind of chap to 2o
bothering after infants!” he caid. ** Why,
that fairy was only a kid—about eight or
nine, I should think. You can bet her
mother was waiting at the side of the stage

“Have you secn

exclaimed

““In the wings, you mean?’ asked Church.
‘““ Who's talking about wings?” snapped
Handforth. ** The fairy was wearing wings,
I know, but that’s no reason why you should
iutrer’rupt me over nothing. That little kid
‘““ Was about fifteen or sixteen, my son,”
I put in. * She certainly didn’t look more
than ten or eleven, I'll admit, but things
are deceptive on the stage. Let's see, what’s
her name?”’ L
“ Dainty Dolly,” said Pitt.
HWe'll



10 round the back and ask wi.at Archie was

I'1l
about

doing round there during the interval.
guarantee that he made. an inquiry
l):ml;y Dolly."”

Handforth shrugged his shoulders.

“Of course, 1 don't bet,” he said. ** Bet:
ting's a fool's game, anyhow. But I don’t
mind bettlng anything you like that Dainty
bolly is only about te years old! We'll
suon find out, anyway.

**And yet you don't bet?” grinned Pitt.

We went round to the stage door, chuck-
ling over Handforth, who was gnmly de-
termined to prove that he was right. When
we got there we found many more signs of
activity, The front of the theatre was now
quiet and still, being all closed up. But
there was plenty of fife at the rear.

The stage doorkeeper looked at us very
curiously as we crowded through the door-
way.

** Sorry to bother you, but we'd like to
make an inquiry about a friend of ours,”” 1

said,  *“ Do you know if a young fellow
caing rtound here about hali-way through
the show? He was probably wearing an
eveglass o

“¢“That’s right,”” said thc doorkeeper. ** He
was here right enough.”
** What did he come for?"
““I reckon he was mighty
Miss Wickham."”
““ Who?" said Pitt.
‘““ Her they call Dainty Dolly,” said the

mau,

** My hat!” grinned Ciwrch. * So Archie
was smitten, eh? Well, I'm jiggered! Faucy
him going dotty over a mere kid.”

““ Not s0 much of a kid neither, young
gents,”” said the stage-door keeper. *‘ Miss
Wickham's filteen, if “she's 4 day. Anyhow,
the yvoung gent went off with her. Sorry 1
can't tell you no more.”

Handforth looked at me blankly.
*“Fifteen! Then—then you were
Nipper! [ can’'t believe it, you know!
think of Archie! Buzzing round here,

ning after fairies!”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“T don't think Archie was buzzing after
more than one fairv,” 1 said. * He was
very concerned when that girl fainted, and
I expect he came round to see if she was all
riaht. By the way,”” I added, turning to the
dcorkeeper, ““ was she hurt much "’

““ Nothing to speak of,” he replied.

, “ And you say our friend went off with
her?”

‘““Yes,"

- ““ About what time?™

““That must have been somewhere near
ten o'clock—just before, or just after,” said
the doorkeeper. ‘' I'm sorry, young gents,
but I can’t spend my time taiking to you

‘““Hold on!" 1 interrupted.
only keep you half a minute.
that our friend
Wickham?"
¥ Mebbe,"”"

interested in

right,
And
run-

- “ We shall
Do you think
went home with Miss

said the old man. “ Anvway,

she ain't one of them flighty kind., One. ol
the best kids we've had round here—steady

and cheerful, and as good as eold. That's
Dainty Dull:.' I wus rather surprised ab
her going off with this young feller.” |

““ Oh, Archie's all right,” I said. * One
of the best in the world. I expect he took
her home. Perhaps you can give us the

cirl's address?"

“Well, T could, I dessay.”

“Then don't waste time;
put in Handfortih.

[ ¢lipped a shilling acro2s, and the door-
keeper winked.

““Wunnerful how a little thing like that
muakes the tongue go easier!” he grinned.
‘*“ Right you are, young gents. Just a
mionute, an’ 1'll let you know.”

He went into a littlo kind of office, and

and gave
Dolly in

recturned after a moment or two,
us the exact addrezs of Dainty
Brixton. And we bade him good-night, and
walked ofl.
“What's

“ Well, that's that!" =aid Pitt.
thho next move?"

“ Well, under the cires.,, I think we'd
better just run out to Brixton,” 1 said.
“It won't take us long in a taxi, and it

doecsn't mutter about being late. Your pater
won't worry, Reggie.” '
satd Pitt, ** He knows

“0Of course not,”
wo can take care of curselves. But what
do you think of Archie? Seeing young
actresses home! He's going the pace a bit!"

‘“ Archie in iove!" grinned Handforth.
“ Great pip! shouldn’t have believed it!
We’ll chip lnm to death——"

“ Wait until we know all the facts. I
put in. ““I don't think Archie is the kind
of ass to fall in love. He probably went
home with this girl because he was sorry
for her. Anyhow, there’s something behind
it—something that we don't know of yet.
Don't forget that photograph that Archie
had in his pocket on the platform—-"

‘““ Great Scott!”’ gasped Handforth. ** The
photograph! I'd nearly forgotten it—I—I
mean I was just going to mention it!- Of
courze! This Dainty Dolly is the same as
that girl in the photo!”

‘“The plot thickens!™ said Pitt.

‘““ Not very much,”” T remarked. ** Archie
knew something about Dainty Dolly before
he came to the theatre at all. He was
pretty mysterious about that photograph,
if you recollect. And the hest thing we
can do is to go to Brixton.’

And so, a few minutes laler,
into a taxi, and started ofl.

——

let’s have it!”

we bundled

CHAPTER X.
ARCHIE IN THE WARS!

RCHIE GLENTHORNE

. was aware of the

fact that his heart

was beating rather

more rapidly than usual as

he stood facing the burly

figure in the somewhat
glonm}' doorway.




He. couldn’t eece the man distinctly, and
this made matters all the worse,
~eould easily juage that Mr. Wickham—for
tho girl used her stepfither’s name—was a
rather unpleasant customer.

““ You see, the facht is—1 mean to eay,
" abfolutely!” said Archle, in scme con-
fusion. ** What? ¥ mean—-"

‘“ Who's this young fcol?’ demanded the
man gruffly.

“ What-ho!” exclaimed Archie. * Pardon
me, old carrot, but I judge thut you fail to

rrasp the old situation, ** Under t.he Circs.,

I willt overlook the fearful insult——

“ It’s all right, father! He's oniy a
schoolboy, and he saw me home from the
theatre,” put in Dolly quickly. “ 1 came
over o bit faint during my dance, and sovine
ci' the scencry fell on me.”

“Oh, it did—eh?” growled the man,

** Then you ou:lht to bo darned well ashamed
of yourself! \‘vh*lt‘, right hLave }uu got to
go Jfainting on the stage? If Fou ain’t
careiul you'll lose your job!”

‘“ Yes, father!” eaid the girl quietly.

“ And it won't be any good whining round
me!’ went on Wickham roughly. ** If you
can’t earn money, ycu ain't any good 1iu
this house—understand? Now geb  inside,
and 1'll deal with this interfering young
whip:er-snapper!t”

Archie pulled himsell up
or :0,

““Dasgh it all!”’ he said.
‘a chappie doesn’t

a furtler inch

** 1 mean to gay,
like to start quarrels,

and all that kind of rot, hut there you
are! I mean, when some  foul blighter
staggers dlrug and calls . me a Dbally
whizper-snapper— Well, the good old
blood of the Glenthorne’s becemes dashed
hot u:nd dashed fiery!”

The girl made ne attempt to move, but
stood there, listening with great anxiety.
Archie himeelf was rather overwhelmed
with indignation. To hear ‘her spoken to
in such a way made him boil. This man
‘wus nothing more nor less than a poisonous
blot. And scmething had te be done.

“1 don’t want any sauce from you, my
Jad!” said Wickham coarsely. ' I'm going
to give you a Ilamcd good hiding. I'll
teazh you to come running aftcr 1y
- daughter! I don’t allow that kind of
thing—-"

“ocne  moment!” interrupted
*“'Fhat is to =ay, two moments!
shall probably hLe flve or six moments!
up to you, laddie, to listen to me!
Jutely! I'd just llke to cxplain that
a dashed frightful kind of a brute!”

“ What!"’ shouted Wickham furiously.

““ Abzolutely!” declared Archie. * That is
to say, absolutely not! It seems to me,
~old fruit, that you're the impudent rotter!

A chappie of your stamp oughtn't to be
allowed to keep daughters and things! 1
mean to say, Es a somewhat fearful thing
altogether! Ilere you are, deoing absolutely
nothing, and this girl has to go to the jolly
old theatre dancing like anything when she
doesn’t feel like it! The whole thing’s

Archie,

In fact, 1
1t's
Abso-
you're

'rm-: NELSON LEE mmAnY

But he |

— T —

The nexti mmmntl Arcnig lilad an idea
that London was the seat of a most ter-
rinle ecarthquake disaster. Tiie houses

rocked, and thg street heaved in the
most alarming manner.
wrog—abcolutely mear the edge! What I

mean 1s, a greabt cove like you ought to be
daghing atout doing whele piles uf WOTK,
and baz.«;mg homyu with bulging pockcets, and
so foroh !’

“ By thunder!” snarled Wickkam. * Do
you think I'm going to stand this? You
young whelp, I’ll-

““As 2 matter of fact, I'm expecting quite
a fearful amount of bother!” said Archie
cakbmly. * But there you aie—these things
come! But it bhad to be done! It was on
the old chest, and it had to be shifted.
I've had the greatest pleasure in ticking you
olf, old lad!”

“Please, father!” pleaded Dcliy grasping
the man’s arm, “MHe deoesn't mean it
reilly he doesn’t! It’s enly his way

‘““ Don’t, you interfere, you littie hussy!”
snapp:d Wickham harenly.

He pushed her aside with great violence,
and the g.rl gave a litble cry as che thudded
against the doorpost, and then fell. Fhe
collapsed just inside the docrway, sobbing.

Archio’s blood rose to feyer head.

““'That, as it were, is zb:olutely tco
much!” he shouted. ** You fearful blighter!
Take that, don’t you know! Absclutely!”

Crash!

IIis fist came rcund before Wickham could
even he aware of his intentions. And Archie
was nob entirely unverced in the art of self-
defeuce. Ho delivercd lms punch: upon Wick-
hum’s jaw. And the man staggered back
with a howl of rage tmd pain.

‘“ Absolutely!”’ gusped Archie. ‘' That 1&1.

what-ho! It geems to me, laddie, that we're
off ! Tu.lly-ho, and what not! A3 it were,
yoicksi”

Bift!

He landed another heavy puncn, wd Was



just settling down to a keen enjoyment of
the whole business. But at this point, un-
fortunately for Archie, Mr. Wickham awoke
to a state of full activity.

He went for Archie like an enraged ele-
phant.

And before Archie could even realise what
had happened, he found himsclf at tho gate,
and he was dimly aware that something had
struck him in the mouth with the force of
a battering-ram. -

He was just wondering how many teeth he
bad left when he was grasped by the back
of his neck and the seat of his trousers.

‘“ Dash it all!’ he panted. ** I mean—-—

“ QOut you go, you young dog!' enarled
Wickham.

The uext moment Archie had an idea
hat London was the seat- of a most terrible
earbhquake disaster. The houses rocked, the
street heaved, and it seemed that the very
carth cume up to meet him,

As a matter of fact, the whole thing was
quite simple.

Wickhain treated Archie in very much the
same manner as a dog will shake a rat.
He kicked him, he cuffed him, and the un-
fortunate Archie was finally flung into the
gutter with fearful violence,

He was really hurt—even more than he
konew ol.

Mr. Wickham had hurt him quite badly
enouch, but as he fell he caught the back
of his head on the edge of tha kerb, and
after that Archio only took a vague Kkind
of interest in the whole affair.

He lay there in the gutter, muddy, diz-
hevelled, and utterly spent. As though at
a tremendous distanee, he heard a door slam.
Then a long time secincd to pass—about an
hour, at least.

In actual truth, Archie was only lying in
the gutter for a minute or so. But he dimly
became aware that a shabby old lady was
helping him to his feet. She was not the
kind of person Archie was in the habit of
associating with. But her heart was ccr-
tainly in the right place.

She helped him to his feeft, and then led
him gently through a doorway. Archie
went, still in a kind of dream. And when,
at last, he awoke to a full realisation of his
surronndings, he saw that ho was in an ill-
furnished kind of kitchen,

But the couch on +which he Ilay,
although faded and torn and old-fashioned,
was cervainly frightfully comfortable. There
was a fire, too—a cheerful kind of blaze in
an ancient fireplace. ;

““ There, there, just you keep quiet for a
bit, child!”" said the old woman kindly.
“My, but I'd like to nhave the law on that
brute! I've allus said that Wickham de-
served gaol—an’ I'm right!”

‘““ Absolutely,” murmured Archie feebly.

After that he must have gone to sleep,
because he knew nothing more until he was
awakened by Handforth and Pitt and
eeveral other St. I'rank’s fellows. Archie
sat upon the couch,
tlankly,

»r

and looked rouudh

CHAPTER XI.

GETTING WARM.

6é HAT-HO!" said
Archie faintly.
““ What-ho! So

here we all are,

what? And here, to bhe abso-

iutely absolute, here I am!

- At least, I believe so, laddies.

It is me, I suppose? I must say that I feel
dashed fearful!”

“You look dashed fearful, too!” said
Handforth.
“ Really?’’ said Glenthornes, *“Am I

awfully disfigured?”

‘“ My dear ass, you look as though you'd
had a fight with DBattling Siki!" said
Handforth., “‘ You're in a shocking mess!
Your nose is all sideways, you've got a
fearful bruise on your left cheeck, and there's
not much left of your ears! Have you been
fighting a moh?”

‘““ Absolutely not!” said Archie. ““As a
matter of fact, I don't quite remember what
happened, dear old chappies. You sce, I
was ticking off old Wickham. I might say
that 1 gave him the good old length of the
Gleathorne tongue! And then, don’t you
know, trouble buzzed up in platoons! [
mean to say, bombardments and barrages,
and all that kind of thing!”

““T can quite understand it, if you had
the nerve te tell Wickham what you thought
of him,” I put in.

‘““But the chap’s absolutely foul!”.
Archie.

‘1 can quite believe it, but you weren't
very diplomatic to tell him so to his face,”
I went oun. * That's where you made a
mistake, my eon. We only arrived fivo
minutes ago, and we heard that you'd been
carried in here by Mrs. Huggins. Some of
the people in the street thought that you
wera in hcespitall!”

“ Somebody said the mortuary!" remarked
Handforth.

Archis shuddered.

““ Pray don’t bo so frightfully frightful!"
he protested. ““ I mean to say—the mortu-
ary! It absolutely makes a chappie go all
funny! The fact is, I'm feeling fearfully
braced. The old tissues are repaired! And
it's up to me to warble large doses of
gratitude to the kindly soul who came along
with the helping hand! Dashed priceless,
if you-know what I mean.”

‘“ Yes, there's no doubt that Mrs. Huggins
i3 a brick!” I said. “ But what does it
all mean, Archie? What on earth have you
been doing? I think you ought to explain.”

‘ Absolutely!” agreed Archic. *‘You sec,
[ was bally worried over Dainty Dolly. It
seems that a pretty scoundrelly sort of a
scoundrel named Radmore huas been plotting,
and all that kind of stuff! Well, there you
are. I mean, wasn’t it absolutely the right
thing to rally round?” .

*“You're talking double Dutch!” said Pitt.
“I don't know anything about Radmore—
never heard the name before.”

Archie managed to tell us the whole story.

said



Mle was feeling a lot better nmow, although
his face was very sore, and there was a
lump on the back of his licad as big as a
pigeon’s egg.

But as he told us what he knew, he grew
stronger, and his indignation increased as
he talked on. And at last, when he had
fini:hed, we stocd round him, thoughtful and
puzzled.

‘““ So you see, dear old sporismen, some-
thing pretty fearful has got to be done,”
concluded Archie. “Weo can’t let this
drunken bounder knock his stepdaughter
about just as he likes.”

‘* The position is a bit difficult—-"

‘“ Absolutely not!"” interrupted Archie.
““* All wo’'ve got to do is to buzz into Wick-
ham’s place, knock the ruffian flat, and there

you are! I mean to say, there’s nothing in
it! It's simply a question of rescuing the
fairy from the dashed ogre, if you gather
the old trend!”
I shook my head. ;
““This is real life, Archie—not panto-

mime!” I said. *‘ It's easy enough to rescue
fairies from ogres in a pantomime. But this
chap is the girl’'s stepfather, and her legal
guardian. If we Iinteriere, we should only
lay ourselves in for a lot of trouble.”

“ But—but I mean to say——" :

““You don't seem to understand, Archie,
that we should be absclutely in the wrong
by taking matters into our own hands,” I
went on. ** W@ can certainly do eomething
to-morrow. But it’'s no good wasting any
more time to-night. My dear chap, we can't
g0 next door and take that girl away from
her stepfather!”

Archie looked rather blank.

‘“But that’s: pretty awful, don't you
know!”" the protested. “ I thought y@u
chappies would rally round with a few
yards of enthusiasm, And yet you say you
can’t do anythipg! I'm wounded!”

“1 can't help that—we don’t want to
stir up further trouble,”” 1 =aid. *“I'm
quite certain that Wickham is a Trotter.
1f we were in the backwoods, or somewhere
like that, we’d sail in and do the rescue
stunt with gusto. But here, in Brixton, it’s
impossible. Wickham’s got the law on his
side.”

““ Then the law’s deucedly unfair!” de-
clared Archie firmly. |

“ But you needn’t worry,” smiled Pitt.
¢ By what Mrs. Huggins says, this girl is
one of the best, and old Wickham treats
her like dirt. I’'ll tell my pater all about
it, and hLe’ll econ have a look into matters.
Wait till to-morrow, Archie, and we’ll set
things going.”

“ Rot!” exclaimed Handforth.

“ Look here, Handy—"

““ Rot!"” repeated Handforth. ‘I haven't
been saying much—I’ve been listening to you
chaps. Now I'm going to speak!”

*“'We shall be here for hours, then!”
sighed Pitt.

“ I'm going to give my opinion!” declared
Handforth. ** You chaps ought to be

 master in the art of dotting.

bumped!
and smashed about, and yet you talk about

Here’s one of «wr chaps, batiered

doing nothing until to-morrow! Wickham’'s
a brute—a drunken beast! I vote we take
the law into our own hands, go next door,
and give the cad a jolly good hiding!”

““ Hear, hear!” eaid Archie. * That, I
mean to say, is the atufi!”

“ Oh, you can’t come, Archie,”” said
Handforth, ‘““I'll deal with this matter.
You’re no good—you're a wreck!”

“ Really! I—I mean—" "

“ A physical bundle of ghattered
humanity !” went on Handforth. ** Your

face is smashed about, you look on the point
of pegging out, and your own father
wouldn’t reeozgnise you.” -

“ Dash it all!” murmured Archie faintly.
“] mean to say, this is where 1 need
Phipps! The chappie would come in fright-
fully handy now. Phipps has 2 most sooth-
ing effect upon a fellow. He just glides
about, murmuring words of wisdom and syms
pathy.”

““ Never mind Phipps now,” said Hand-
forth. “ You’re more in need of a doctor!”

“ Gadzooks!”’ breathed Archie. * That's
shocking, don't you know! I -had a slight
idea"t;hat I was feeling somewhat bucked

“ And so you are feeling bucked,” 1 #ater-
rupted. * Don’t take any notice of Handy,
he’s only trying to be funny. There's not
much the matter with you now, Archie.
The best thing we can do is to go off

liome.”' -

‘““ Not likely said Handforth. “T’ve
heard quite enough about this Wickham
chap! He's a brute—a ruffian! And don’t
forget that he’s sloshed one of our chaps
ahout, For the honour of St. Frank's, it’s
up to me to dot him omne.”

Archie nodded.

“0f course, that’'s a rather priceless
scheme, but don’t you think there might be
a few drawbacks?” he asked. *“ I mean to
say this dotting business. A fruity notien,
nld dear, but there might be a back-fire.
That is to say, twe can play at the old
dotting game, if you follow.”

“ That’s pretty obhvious,” said Pitt. * One
lnok at your handsome features, Archie, con-
vinces me that Mr. Wickham is a past-

Better not
take any chances, Handy——"

“ Rats!” interrupted Handforth.
going to slosh him!”

‘““ Absolutely!”” said Archie. ’
different game, what? I mean, sloshing
ounds more businesslike than dotting,
what? QGood enough, laddie! What about it?
Shall we stagger forth, and attend to the
blighter?”’

““ We =hall!”’ said Handforth firmly.

I knew very well that i we attempted to
hold Handforth back there would be a scene.
Edward. Oswald was quite prepared to slosh
his own chums, if necessary. He didn’t par-
 ticularly care who he smashed about, just

1y

id I!m

“ A somewhat

| so long as he did the smashing. And, after
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all,

we
we couldn’t afford to have any upsets.

were in Mrs, Huggins' dwelling, and
Handforth was not to get much
satisfaction, anyhow.

He and Archie went out, and the rest of
us stayved behind to thank Mrz. Huggins,
and to leave her a ten-shilling note for her
Kindness to Archie. The latter had already
decided that he would bestow a fiver on the
good lady. Ie considered that she was one
of the ones—a priteless sort of

likely

wis most needed.

The pair wens out into the street, anfl
found it very quiet and dark, Fer by now,
of course, the time was in the neighbour-
hood of midnight, and although the main
streets in Drixton were fairly lively, these
little side-furnings were very still.

Handforth paused jusc before coming to
Wickham's gate,

““ Now, we've got to plan this carefully,”
he murninred. “1 don’t know why the
dickens you've come—you’ll only be in the

giddy way!" -
“The fact is, darling—"'
“ Don't argue!” interrupted Handforth.

“ Now that you're here, the only thing that
you can do is to wai it until I've finished !
My hat! What's the matter with the Cor-
poration - people?
light in th's street to illuminate a cupboard!
One rotten lamp—right at the end!”

Handforth was certainly justified in his
seathing remark. The street was very badly
lit, but this was partly due to the fae* that
one lamp, uite nearby, was temporarily out
of order. Thus the neighbourhood of Mr,
Wickham's deor was very dim and glo my.

‘““ Anyhow, we can’'t waste time,” eaid
Handforth. *“ I'm going to——""

“What ho! What ho!” breathed Arcuie.
“ Observe! The bally door has just openad,
and—— Why, my-only sainted aunt! It's
Radmore! Absolutely! The very cove him-
saf!" :

Handforth erouched against the railinza,

“ Radroore!” he breathed. “ You mean
ithe chap who's planned to get that contract

signed?"’
. ¢ Absolutely ! whn]wrod Archie. ' And,
don't you know, he’s prohably got the dzshed
thing on him now ! Bv gad! Think of :t;'
He's hu??ing off with the goods, as it were.’
“Is he?"” muttered Handforth., * We'll
see abouf that.”
They paused, listenin
gloom,

g, quite hidden in the

CHAPTER XI1I.
MORE TROUBLE!

—=HE two men in the
deorway were just in
the " act of shaking

hiands.
““ Well, you'd better get off,

Radmore,” ca:me Wickham’s
voice. ‘* Yes, I understand;
don’t worry. That -contract business is
settled, awyway. That's the main thing.”

-
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lady who |
came along with the hkelping hand when it

There's not enough giddy |

Bl e e

glad we've fixed that up,”

“It's a fine thing for the
girl, Wickham, She'll be certain of five
quid a week now, whether she earns it or
not. That's the best of making these long
agreements. You'll be able to live in com-
fort for years."

“ Well, the girl's woerth it—every penny!”
caid Wickham. * A saucy little cat, but
she's clever enough on the stage. And if
she can earn money easy like that, I don't
see why I shouldn’t have the benefit.””

 Right you are! I'll see you to-morrow,’
zaid Radmore. * Same place, I qupposref"

““Yes—in the little bﬂ{'l\ aalocon.’ _

The pair shook hands again, and Radrmore
turned out of the gate and swung off down
the street. The door closed, and Radmore’s
footsteps were the only eounds which broke
the stillness—except fer the distant murmur
of electric tramcars.

“ 1 knew it!”’ breathed Handforth. *' That
scoundrel has got the contract on him mnow,
Didn't I say so?"’

“ Absolutely not!"’ replied Archie. I had
an idea that I was the chappie who men-
tioned the fact. But it doesnt matter, old
Iad. Not a bit! DBut it really seems to me
that we ought to be dashing about!"

““ You bet !’ said Handforth. * Now's the
chance! If we can grab this contract at
once, the thing's done! Before Radmore
has &4 chance to shtart things off again we’'ll
have spoilt his game. We'd better look
sharp!”

“ Exactly, old thing!" A

I'm

“Yes,
said Radmore.

said Archie.

. Tipe -che'*m'”

There was no time to be lost, and the two
inniors went down the street at o run.
Handforth was eager because there wag a
cliod chance here of a ecrap. And Hand-
forth had sadly missed his usual daily fighta.
At St. Frank's he was always in some
trouble or other. And here was an oppor-
tunity of engaging in a fight that would be
really worth while.

Archie's chicf anxiety was to get hold of
the contract] and teac 1t uvp. Things like
that ought to be torn up.

The juniors overtook Radmore just as ho
was about to turn the corner, Handforth
was never a felbow to do things in a delicate
way. He didn't believe in wasting time.

He just grabbed Radmoie by tlhe shonlder,
swung him round, and then pushell his fish
right vnder the man’s nose. |

“ See that?'’ he roared. “ I'll give you
just three seconds to yank out that contraet
for Miss Wickham! Three scconds, or your
nose will be made as flat as a giddy pan-
cake!"”

Radmore was utterly esurprised and
startled.

““ What in the name of—"" he Lecan.

“ One—two—three!" gaid Handforbh

grimly. “ Gecod enough!”

Biff !

He really didn’t give anybody.much of a
chance. After all. 1t was ratner unreason.

able to expect Radmore to take in the



situation within the short space of three
seconds. Handforth'’s fist came round with
the force of a steam-hammer, And Mr.
Radmore went flying backwards with a roar
of rage and agony.

‘““ That,” eaid Archie, * is the absolute
goods!”

Radmore just recovered his balance, and
saved himself from falling.

‘““ You—you brutes!” he stuttered. By

I'll have the police cn you for this

“* Rats!"” =aid Handforth. * We know yo ur
game, and we want that contract! What's
more, we're going to have it.”

‘‘“ Absolutely!” said Archie.
and all that!”

Radmore breathed hard.

“If you touch me, I'll break every bone in
ymrr bodies!”” he smarled. ** You infecnal
oung rogues! It'll only take me a minute
0 have the police on the scene! Get back!
Confound you, what the blazes——"

He was interrupted in the middle of his
outery, for Handforth and Archie were de-
termined. They piled on the man before
he cnuld make any attempt to save himself.

And, in any case, Radmore was not much
of a ﬂghter. He howled for help as he
went down. Handforth’s fists thudded upon
the man’s chest, and he went over, sprawling
in the mud.

‘““Now we'll soon have it!” panted
Handforth triumphantly. “Huh! Even
Nelson Lee himself couldn’t have done it
better! You can’t teach me much about
detective work!”

Handforth was sitting across Radmore’s
chest, and now he was tearing open the
man’s overcoat. It was the work of a
moment tc locate the inside breast pocket,
And there, sure enough, was the contract.

Handforth pulled it out, with a yell of

glory!

‘‘ Hear, hear,

victory.

‘““ Help!” roared Radmore wildly. * Help!
Police !"

“By -George! You’d better stop that!”

enapped Handforth.

He pushed his cap into Radmore’s face.
And, at the same moment, Archie seized the
t:nntmct and gazed upon it with intense in-
terest. At this spot it was just possible
to detect the writing, for.at this corner the
street was not so dim. The light from a
Jamp standard shone across the road.

‘ Abselutely!” burst out Archie excitedly. |

‘“ This is it, old tulip! This.
the jolly old thing itsel!
Legal words, and what not!

““ Tear .it up'" panted Handforth.

“ 1 was thinking, old bean, that it might
be advisable to show it to somebody or
othe::;," suggested Archie. '* One never knows

" Tear it up!”’ insisted Handforth.

It was good advice, for, once the con-
tract was destroyed, there could be no pos-
sibility of Radmore recovering it. So Archie,
‘having satisfied himeelf that this paper was
the actual document, ripped it across and

as. 1t were, is
Here we ‘lI‘E!

,'i

S

acress.
into the air.

“Geod work! Good work!” he declared.
‘““In fact, dashed good work!"’

Mr. Radmore didn’t think §0.

He was yelling at the top of hLis voice, for
in his struggles he had managed to free his
mouth. And Handforth and Archie were
just about to let him go when they received
a bit of a shock. .

For, without warning, two burly figures
lcomed up round the corner. They were
gentiemen in long, blue overcoats and
helmets—in point of fact, a couple of con-
stables.

‘“ Looks like a case, Jim!”’ said onc, as
they hurried up.

Archie turned, and his jaw dropped.

“ Cave!” he bhreathed. ‘1 mean to say,
this is where we ought to trickle away, dear
old lad! 1 don't like the look of things—
abeolutely not! Trouble, like the jolly old
ale, is brew.ng!"

Handforth jumped up.

‘““ And about time, too!” he said tartly.
““You police chaps are never here when
you’re wanted! You'd better arrest this
rotter—"*

“* They've robbed me!”’ secrearmned Radmore
wildly. ¢ These young ruffians knocked me
down, and rohbed me!”

“ We robbed you of that contract, right’
enough!"’ grinned Handforth. ‘' Yes, and it's
torn up now!”

“ What's it all about?”’ demanded one of
the policemen.

“ These infernal brats knocked me down,
and took a valuable contract out of my
pocket !”’ shouted Radmore excitedly. ‘“ You
heard them admit it! You’ve got to arrest
them! They insulted me!”’ _

"* Yes, we could see that all right,” said
the pohceman ‘““ You’'ll have to come to the
station—all of you. If yor wish to charge
these two young men, you'll have to do it
in the station, sir!”’

“1 will charge them!” smarled Radmore
flercely.

He was Beside himself with rage and morti.
fication. The contract he had been at such
trouble to get sizned had been torm up
before his eyes. And he was determined to
take his revenge. In excited, breathless
tones, he told the two policemen how Hand-.
forth and Archie had knocked him down
and robbhed him.

And Handforth didn’t improve matters.

O It.‘s all rot!” he declared warmly. ** The
man’s a scoundrel! We took the contract all
right—of course we did! I'm not ashamed
either. And the best thing you can do is to
arrest the rotter——"

“ None of that--none of that!"” interrupted
the policeman. ** You youngsters will have
to come =2long with me. And you'd best
come quief, too!”

** What!” shouted Handforth. “ Do—do
you mean that you're going to arrest us?”

*“ Yes!”
dia.bohc_al!”_ breathed

Then he scattered the Imgments

‘“This is somewhat
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what?

‘i I
But, my dear old lads in blue, you're auh\a

Archie, mean to say, nneatnd
lutelv off the track!
somewhat ancokered!
becu doing a large chunk of good work—-

“You won't do yoursulves no good by
talking!" growled ono of the policemen.
““Come i, now! No more of this!”

- And, to the alarm of Archic and Hand-
forth, thoey wero firmly seized and marched
away. There could be no question as to the
view the muwtablm took, fcr Ruadmore was
allowed to walk freely.

There wa: one fortuntte aspecb of the
whole mattes.

Chure h-.,md McClure had come ocout to
sea what their famous lcader was doing.
And they arrived just in time to see Hand-

I might -even say yoiu're
The fact is, we have

forth snd Archie being marched away. They
were staggered.

““ Arrested!"” gasped Church. “ Oh, my
goodness!'’ ,

** What shall wo do?" panrted McClure,
i!: alarm. ;

*Tell Nipper; he'll do somethiug!™ |

'I‘hey mnt rushiug back, and a few
moments later T was in pozsession of the
facts. And 1 was by no means pleased to
heat them.

““ Oh, my hat!” [ ewhumed impatientl
““'Phat ass iz always getting into truuhi
of some kind, Just fancy him getting into

a scrape like this! 1 was half afraid that
would happen if he started any of his non-
sensa! - We shall have to go and get the
fathoads set free!l”

“ But hiow can we do that?" inquired Pitt

anxiously.
-1 don't know: but it's just pozsible that
the inspector in charge will know me,” I
replied. *‘ If he does, we might be dbl(" to
gedb the recklesa idiots away with us.’

We hurriedly thanked Mrs. Huggins onco
more for all that she had done, and then
rushed away at full gpeed towards the police-
station, VPor Handférth and Archie to be
arrested was a2 dreadful calamity.  There
was really no telling how the matter would
- end if Radmore pressed the charge.  For,
alber all was said and doae, Handforth and
Archio had acted with more impetuosity than
digoret:on. Wihat they bad done was morally
justiiied, but in the eyes of the law it was
o different mattes.

Hanpily, Mr. Radmore had cooled down
by tho time the police-station was reached.
And he was just bezinning to realise that
it would be bad for him if he was obliged
to go into a lot of detzils. And it would do
him no good to have these schoolboys
brought up before the local bench on a
chargo of assault, ,

Handfurth and Archie were marched into
tho charge room, and the two constables
commenced relating their version of the
whole  affair, But Radmore interrupted.

“It's all right -1 don't press the charge,”’
Mo declared. ““ It was only a trifle, and I
ron’t want a hig fuss made about it. I'd
xather leb. the boys go. free.”

The itnspector lccized up, frowning.

“Do you charge these young men with
anything, or not?” he demauded.

** No, I do not.”

“Then what's the i1dea of fooling theszo
constably»s  about?” asked the inapector
sharply. “It’s o setrange bthing if people
can’t know their own minds! First of ol
you say you want theie boya brought to
ihe station and charged, and now you change
veur mind! I think U'd better detain them -
and you, too! 'There's something fishy —-*

“Don't be absurd!” interrupted Radmore.
“And if you detain me, there'll be moro
than one bag of trouble for you! Thedo
vounasters were excited, and acted rather
fool'shly-——that's all, I don't want a lob
of fuss!”

Accordingly, greatiy to the relief of Hand-
forth and Archie, they were allowed to
wilk oul of the police-station a few minubtes
later. Toeey couldn't understand why Rad-
more had changed so quickly. And they
errnerged just in time to run inte tho rest
of us,

- ‘““Oh, thank goodness!"” gasped Church.
“Weo thought we slmutd find you in a cell!"’

“I'd like to see 'em put me in a ceil!"
growled Handforth. “B} (teorge! I've stood
enough rot already! But wa dished Rad-
more! Wo got that contract away, and toro
it to bits!” _

Thi=, at all events, was a very sabisfactory
state of affairs. Upon the whole, I willingly
forgave Handforth and Archie for being =so
drastic in their methods. Tmey had certainly
justified themseives.

And szoon afterwards, by a piece of luck,
we got hold of a taxlcab The driver was
homeward bound, but consented to take us
throuch Luudon to Duncan Square. Al
things considered, the evening had heen an
eventful one,

CHAPTER XIIL
early in spite of

to go out, and make straight
lace. And I put the whole affair beforo
it—although,
worried,
safe from Radmore's wiles, But, mat the
the girl.
afresh. And then, on the top of this, tho

" ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.

comewhat short night.
for Gray's Inn Road. The

im, just as it had happened.
to look into

a mere triviality.

He had felt intense satisfaction at tha
same time, he still had the uneasy feeling
When Archie remembered how her sten-
thought came to hin that Radmore might be

G i o
NEXT morning I was up
: And my first task waa
guv’'nor was there, in our own

Ani1 Nelson ILee promised
of course, the whole affair was;
In the meantime, Archie was very groeatly
thought that Dainty Dolly was now quito
that something moro ought to be done for
father had pushed her over, his blood botiled
L preparing another contract. After all, what



was there to prevent him dcing what he
had done before?

Some of the fellows went out during the
morning, and didn't return until well on In
the z«fternoon, having had lunch in a restau-
rant. But Archie remained indoors all the
time. lle was certainly not quite himself.
Aud when teatime arrived he was inclined to

be abteent-minded.

- We wereo all there, comfortably spread over
Mrs. Pitt’'s drawing-rcom. Archie sat in a
big armchair, gazing thoughtfully at the
ceiling, and polishing his monocle at tho
same time. )

‘““Buck up, Archie!” I smiled.
thineg will be all right!”

‘““ Oh, rather!” gsaid Archie absently. "I
mean to say, dashed rosy cheeks, and all
that! And what priceless eyes! One look,
and a chappie positively goes all hot and
~ confused!”’

““ Yes, rather!” 1 grinned.
is a peach!”

‘“ Absolutely!”’ said Archie. *‘* That is, one
of the real sort! You kuow what I mean—
as pretty as anything, and all that sort of
stuff! She’s got eyes like lakes of azure!”

“ Ha, ha, hal”

‘Everybody roared, and Archie was startled
into full alertness.

““ Gadzooks!”” he gasped, turning very red.

“I—I—I—— That is to say, yocu—you—
you—— What?” .

** Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Really, dear old chappics i
- “You can't get away from it, Archie—
you're in love!’” grinned Pitt.

“Pash it ali!” protested Archie weakly.
-1 mean to cay, absolutely! She’s stun-
ning, and so forth, but you're positively
wrodg! The fact is, I was dashed worried!”

““ Worried?” 1 repeated.

“ Absolutely !’ replied Archie. ‘‘ Worried
like those hally lleinz things—in fifiy-ceven
varieties! Pretty apt, what? It just flazhed
into the old brain, you know.”

‘* There's no “telling what that brain of
‘yours can do once it gets on the go,”
..chuckled Pitt. “But why the fifty-seven
varieties ¢f worry?”

** Well, there you are!" replied Archie.
‘“I mean, that priceless girt, don’t you
know! Working like anything, doing the
fairy stuff every bally evening, and her
father taking all the tin! I mean to say,
ihe whole thing's not only rotten, but .in-
clined to be putrid. You grasp what I mean?
And that contract business, too! The fact
15, I don’t kuaow what to think, but it seems
to me that something pretty serious ought
to be accomplished.”

‘““ It hus been accomplished,” I said.

- **'What?” said Archie, * It’s all very well
“to raise the old -hopés, old tulip, but I'm
afraid things ure fearfully bad. Of course,
I shail go to the jolly old theatre again te-
nigh}E-. It’s up to me to get absolutely busy

‘*“ I hardly think so, Archie!'” smiled Mr.
“Pitt, ** While you have been worrying here,

“ Every-

* Dainty Dolly
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For, without warning, two burly figures
loomed up round the corner, wearing
long, hlue overcoats and helmets—in
paint of fact, a couple of constables.

othier people have been at work—notably Mr.
Nelson Lee.”

Archie sat forward eagerly.

““1 fail to grasp the scheme!”
claimed. -

Bcfore he could say anytaing else, the door
opened and the maidservant announced that
Miss Wickham had arrived. Archie went red
all over again, half rose to his feet, and then

he ex.

sank ba k.
“ What-ho!"”> he murmured. ‘“ Steady,
laddie—zseady! This is where a large supply

of re:ztraint is rcquired. Absolutely!”

A moment later Dainty Dolly was ushered .
into the room. She was looking very neat
and pretty in a warm winter coat and a
small fur hat. She was rather shabby, bub
this did not detract from her dainty ap-

pearance. Archie gazed at her in a Kind
of trane. _ _
“ Awfully jolly to see you, Miss Wick-

ham!” he exclaimed confusedly, as he rose

to his feet. **That is, what priceless
weather! I should say, how do you do, old
carrot? I—I mean—-"



Archio pauscd, Liagelessly involved.
" ¢ [ came because Mr. Lee zent me here,”
gaid the girl.
matinee, and told me to come straight to

this address. I'm sure I don’t know what
it all means, but Mr. Lee was awfully
kind!"

“* 1 think the guv'nor will be here himseif

fn a few minubes,” I said. ** What you've
got to do, Miss Wickham, is to make your-
self at home, and have a cup of tea, Now
that Mr. Lee has beeun looking into things,
vou can bo quite sure that your troubles
are at an end.”
- Mrs. Pitt was very interested in the girl,
and in a few minutes they were sitting to-
sether, taking as if they had known one
another for weeks.

She soon supplied the
Radmore had secn her stepfather again.

information that
In

fact, she wus almost certain that another |

contract had been drawn up—2a document to
take the place of the one that Archie had
torn to atoms,

““ But that, I mean, is simply frightful!”
said Archie, with concern. ‘' All our work
‘for ‘nothing, what? Labour in vain, and all
that kind of stuff! I had a fearful suspish
that something like this would happen.”

* Well, you needn’t worry yourself, old
son,”” 1 said. “ I was going to leave this
until the guv'nor came, but it doesn’t matter
much. Miss Dolly knows, so there’s no
reason why you shouldn’t know, too.”

** Know what?'' asked Handforth.

“ He saw me after the
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" Well, the guv’'mor has been making 2
lot of inquiries to-day, and even if Rad-
more gets a second contract signed, it won't

be any good,”” I explained. *' This man
\Tickham isn't Miss Doily's stenfather ab
all!™

““ What!"

““ Gadzooks!”

““ Nobt her stepfather!”

““ No; and he’s got no legal aubthority to
act for bher!” I said.

** But, I mean to say, really!" said Archio
eagerly. ‘* This, don’t you know, is abso-
lutely too priceless for words! But it can's
be true—things like this never can be true!
They're too ripping to be real!”

‘“ In some cases, penhaps, but not in this
one,” I replied. ““Mr. Lee has definitely
established the fact that Wickham is ab-
solutely no relation to Miss Dolly at all
She didn't know it herzelf until to-day. Of
courze, she'll never have anything more to
do with the brute, and Radmore will get
precious little profit out of his beautiful
scheme.”

Archie beamed with delight.

‘““ So evervthing's absolutely
he asked.

“0Of course it 1is,” I replied. * You see,
the guv'nor has interested himself in the
matter, and it's a dead certainty that he’ll
seo that Miss Dolly is fixed up fairly and
squarely. So you needn't worry yourself
about her any more, Archie.” ,

Archie looked supremely happy.

all serene?”
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O
THE FAR, FAR NORTH. :
: A Thrilling Yarn of Two Boys' Adven-
tures in the Klondike. '
SCOTLAND'S PRIDE.
A Magnificent Story of the Footer Field.

No. 647.  THE MINERS’ ELEVEN.

O
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By Martin Shaw. )
By Vesey Deano. |

FH‘END A Splendid Tale of Football and Adveature. By Walter
| No Bdshd?:(al'ﬁié. OF THE HALLS
l.lBRARY- ) A Grand Story of -the Trials of a Boy Cyclist. By Andrew

Fourpence

and Geoilrey Gray.

! No. 263. THE CASE OF THE TRADE SECRET.
THE A Story of Sexton Blake, Tinker, and Pedro at Home and |
Abroad.” By the Author of *“The Case of the DBogus |
SEXTBH - Laird,” ete., ete. . _ i
_ No. 264. THE WHITE REFUGEES; or, THE CASE OF THE |
BLAKE CROOK’S COLONY. "
A Tale of Thrilling Adventure and Clever Detective Work, |
LlBRARY‘ introducing *“ Dr. Ferraro,” etc. '
; No. 265. ON THE BED OF THE OCEAN. | :
Fourpence A Wonderful Story of Stirring Adventure on Land and
Per Volume Sea. By the Author of * Fingerprints of Fate,"” etc., etec.
No. 266. LADY SHARLAW’S SECRET.

A Detective-Adventure Story. with a :

Strong Human Plot. By the Author of o ‘{URE
A .

*“ The Brigand's Secret,” ‘‘ Lost in Cam-
bodia,” etc., ete.

Now on Sale! Buy a Copy To-day!
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- she had never

it's like the bally panto-
“1 mean to

it all,
« mime itself!”” he murmured.
say, the fairy finishes up a winner, and all
that sort of ‘thing. And the demons frizzle

‘“ Dash

up in a few tons of red fire! Rather gor-
- geous, if you know what I mean.”
And everything was all right.

Nelson Lee arrived very shortly afterwards,
and he gave a few details of the inquiries
- that he had made. Beyond any shadow of
doubt, he had established the fact that
Wickham- was not the girl’s stepfather, and
he had received an ofticial warrant te re-
move the girl completely from. the man’s
control.

This, of cowrse, meant that Dainty Dolly
was without a homembut strictly speaking,
had one. It was rather
© splendid of Mrg, Pitt to come to the rescue,
She could see that the girl was made of the
. right stuff, and she iunvited lLer to stay in
. Duncan Square until other arrangements
could be mude.

NELSON 'LEE LEBMﬁY

| e

e

As for Damty Dolly herself, he'r gratitude
was very heartfelt. And Archio Glenthorne
was as blithe as a young peacock on a
fine day. He was further gratified by the
news that Nelson Lee had fixed up a much
better contract for Dolly for the run ‘of
the pantomiime.

And on the top of this, the following day,
camo the we,lcoma news that a big theatrical
magnate had been immensely struck by
Doliy’s performance. And he engaged her for
a long contract immediately the pantomime
run was finished. And her salary was ono
that her cleverness and genius thoroughiy
deservexl.

And so everything was all sercne, and we
felt that the episode had ended in' the best
possible way for all concerned. Archie’s
pantomime fairy had come out on top.

And there was not the slightest doubt that
the wonderful ¢bange in her fortunes had
como aboutb solely hecause of Archie’s astute-
ness. The genial ass of the Remove was nob
such an ass, after all!

'IHII END.

Editorial Announcement.

My Dear Readers —With the Old Year
nearly out, and 1923 coming between this
and our next :is*me it behoves me now to
broadcast my very best wishes for a Pros-
perous and Happy New Year to every one
of you.

PHOTO CARD COLLECTORS KINDLY
NOTE

that No. 3 of the unigque series of \iadern
British Locomqgiives will be GIVEN AWAY
with Next Week's copy of *‘ The Nelson
Lee Library.”” It is a splendid, real photo,
beautifully toned, of the latest type of
L.B. & 8.C. Rly. express engine. I have
fheard from various sources—and I am not
surprised—that these photo-cards are bem"
11111{..11 sought after by collectors.

OUR VOTING COMPETITION.

‘A curious feature of our Story Voting
Competition is that the bigger the poll
(i.e. the greater number of competitors)
the better chance for the average reader of
pulling off the prize. At first, this may
sound absurd and illogical, ‘but” when you
come to consider it, you will grasp my
meaning. The Judcrment of the many decides,
the winner, and the greater the number of
wmpetltors, the stronger will be the voting
for the stories which are the best; with
the result that the individual competltm
who feels that his opinions are shared by
the majority of his fellow readers, will have
greater confidence of being a likely winner.
Therefore, it is up to every competitor,

i.

who is ready to back his opinions by. the
views of other readers, to swell the polling
by ‘inducing as m.any s possible of- lis
friends to enter for the competition.

FORTHCOMING STORIES.

Next Week’s Long  Complete Story of
St. Frank’s will be entitled, ** JACK GREY'S
TEMPTATION! or, The Torment oi Con-
science.”- It is a thoroughly human story
of how Jack Grey endeavours to win the
Lytton Trust Scholarship in order to pay
his way at St. Frank's, his father having
suffered a great financial loss, which meaus
that his son would have to leave §St.
U'rank’s unless the boy can win the scholar-
ship. After next week, I am beginning a
powerful, new BARRING-OUT series. It is
a long time since we ran a series, and this
one, I ean promise you, will be something
quite out of the ordinary. Look out next
week for the announcement!

OUR PRIZE ENGINE.

In the early part of January there will be
an exhibition of model steam engines at
thie London MHorticultural Hall., Messrs.
Bassett-Lowke, Ltd., the makers of our
Prize Engine, will be exhibiting some of
their fine models in full working order. I
hope to arrange for eur Prize Engine to be
on show at the same time, but I will let
mukl-.now more definitely about 111:5 next
wee

Your sincere friend,

THE EDITOR.



THE BOYS Every Wednesday.
REALM 2d.

THE LARGEST AND BEST BOYS PAPER
ON THE MARKET.

This Week’s Features :—
SMASHING THROUGH!'!
Packed with Thrills,
THE GREAT GAME.
Grand Footer Yarn.
FILLING THE BILL.
A Topping Long Complete Story.
FIGHTING DAL BROUGHTON.
A Fine Boxing Story.

MANY OTHER GRAND STORIES
. Of Sport and Adventure.

Bap—

16 LARGE PAGES FOR TWOPENCE.
Order your copy to-day, and avoid disappointment.

The Paper You’ve Been Looking For—

“Young Britain

Some of This Week’s Contents :—

THE POWER WIZARD! SARGASSO LOOT!
By GILBERT CHESTER. By FRANCIS SYDNEY.
Thy is a story with a grip! 1t tells Here is a yarn of*the weed sca. Where
of the daring exploits of speedmen ships of all ages lie in the clutch of
on the world's most famous motor- the weed, rotting in solitude and lost to

track—Brooklands! the world!

THE TERROR IN THE CRATER!
By REID WHITLEY. . THAT TERRIBLE TERM!
A gripping story of amazing adventure, By SIDNEY DREW.

telling of a man who planned to wreck The finest of this well-known author’s
the world; of his hiding-place in an ex- school serials! Fun and frolic run fast
tinct volcanro, and of strange animals throughout its chapters, and it grows
that he had trained to obey his com- more entertaining and interesting witn
mands. each succeeding instalment.

GET YOUR COPY NOW!

Out Every Thursday

Price Twopence,
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| ““TWELVE CUINEA” MODEL STEAM ENCINE |
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MUST BE WON

IN A SIMPLE AND ATTRACTIVE }

STORY VOTING COMPETITION

- T

' Readers experiencing any difficulty in obtaining back numbers of THE
- NELSON LEE LIBRARY in connection with this Competition can

A - obtain them from the Back Number Dept., 7/9, Pilgrim Street, Ludgate
5 Hl“ E.C.4, for 3d. per copy, post paid. -

g

,_"_ THE COMPETITION

¥ i y

-~ J began in the December 16 issue, and ends with issue dated January 27, when a list of
3y thie scven St. Frank’s stories to be voted for will appear on a coupon.

P All you have to do is to place the tigures 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, or 7 in the blanks
% _provided on the coupon against the titles of the stories according to how yeu |
2 4 consider they rank in order of merit, putting the ficure 1 against the story you
5‘ -4 like best, the figure 2 against the story you like second best, and =0 on. Where
‘1 You like t“ 0 or more stories equally, plue ‘the same numbers againet them according
..} to their position with the other stories.

§. All the lizts will be totalled, and from this a comparative list will be drawn up,
“F representing the general \'r_sting of all competitors. The competitor whose individual
“«fF voting most nearly corresponds fo the general voting wiill be declared the winner.

- IMPORTANT!—A small coupon, bearing title of story and date of issue, will appear
_every week during the competition, usually on the back of the ' Answers™ tag. |
- This week it will be found at the foot of page 13 of the book. These small coupons

4 must be cut out and enclosed with the final voting coupon.

Competitors may send in as many attempts as they like, provided each attempt is

7 aucmnpanied hy the required number of coupons.

. THE PRIZE.—A scale working model of M.R. Express Locomotive, complete with
Railway Track.

V..
-

18
.-..'

__,:’t;é, “~ IT IS NOT A TOY! It is a mechanical reproduction on a reduced scale of one of
“'F :England’s finest locomotives, made by the leading mechanical model makers in this
ﬁ-; ‘country— Messrs. Bassett-Lowke, Ltd. It will be on exhibition this week at

* E. G. Butler’'s, 134, Kentish Town Road, N.W, | I

s -
- -
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Sexton Blake —Detective Magaz;ne*-Weekly Fmger-Prmt Competltmn

L g B =
=

. HQOQME CINEMAS
‘AND FILMS. :
Send for New . Free Illustrated
¥ " List of Machines, Toy and
Professional, from 10/6 upwards,
and Accessories, Films, all
=—lenpths, for Sale or Exchange,
- Enquiries invited, Special Line
Cheap Cinemas for Shops.

FORD'S DEPT. A.P.,

13, Red Lion Sguare,
London,-wlc -

COMPLETE SET OF PARTS & BOOK urlnmucrm |
- FOR MAKING THE

_
WIRELESS SETS. Simplest,” Best, and !
..Cheapest sets and -parts for beginners: Ilius.'
“Catalogué” Free. Desk “ C.,” Dean Trading Co.,
94, Drayton Avenue, West Ealing, " W.13.
MAKE—A-“GLIDER | MAGIC-TRICKS ~efc—Parccls 26—5/6, Vel
triloquist’s Instrument. Invisible. ]ll*it,ntn Birds,
: -Price .6d.~each, '4 for:1/-/ =T, W, H&RRISON 239, PO
All you have to do to make this fine scale | | Pentonville Road, London, N.1. [

model is to cut out-our-set ‘of* paper and-

cardboard parts,then erect the model just
as if vou were building a real ’plane. - The
model will [.luh‘- ande lonp:tho loop ‘When
finished.«- It is complete in every detail, and.
is exc(tlx like the above_ illustration, The
set of parts and instructions are packed in an
attractive coloured carton and will be sent
post free on receipt of 1/- P.O. -. -
Ii possible, come and see our \undm\ dis-
play of Model sRailways, ' Engines, Aecro-
planes, Boats and E leftnml Models,

MASCO CO. (Dept. G),
56, Grey St., Newcastle-on-Tyne.

i - extra inches are
WHY BE SHORT wlh;t f;:;u t?l‘lha':-.:-l.:ll. lgg:::::w?liﬂ

the Girvan Scientific Treatment at once. Students

-:NERVOUS FEARS.

I[ov. many people fear meeting others, travelling,
Jn (Trains, Trams, Tubes, or Buses,
‘qociot},

anythihg’ lmport.\mt to do. Such

sucécess in-life.. chome Nerve-S8trong, Sclf-Confident,,

- of  the
GUARANTEED (‘URE
“"Godfry Elliott-Smith,
Buildings,

.stamps - for & particulars
~sl!iz"‘.r’l[.’:tlw'~l‘1ing Treatment,
OR MONEY REFUNDED.’
‘Ltd., 543, " Imperial
-London, E.C.4, -

FREE! 100 different
those sending 3d. - (in stamps) for postage ete, and
asking to sce Apprmal Sheets, N. I‘LORIGI
179, - Asylum ' Road, Peckham, S.E.15.

HOME .CINEMATOGRAPHS, from
Large Stock of Films, Sample Film, 1'-, Post.
Free. Lists Free, Desk. “C.,” Dean Cinema Co.,
94, Drayton Avenue, West Fnlim?: W.13.

mixing in.
going into a Restauvant or of having:
Nervous Fears:
‘aro” rumttion to.any.man or. woman's chance of

Ludgate Circus,

Blight :m(l Happy-by sending immediately Smnny-,-_f
Mento-Nerve

stamps (many unused) "tog”

6. .

report from 2 to 5 inches increase. You will i

work, eat, and sleep better. Send p.c. for par- Be 3““°R9a“%$1’e’nt|?‘n THE" NEiLS:ON
ticulars, and £100 gnarantee, to Enquiry Dept., lLEE LIBRA whnen commun cat'“g
A.M.P, 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N4, with advertisers.
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