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Alf was dropped to the floor with a crash. Juniors came % :
along with knotted handkerchiefs, and the thing developed ¥

into a particularly unpleasant kind of rag. ¥ i
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The Snobs of St. Fra_nk's

This is the second story of the Great
New series relating to the adventures
and experiences of Alf Huggins, the
Cockney new boy at St. Frank’s., Alf,
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CHAPTER I.
SNOLS —SNOBS, EVERY ONE!

¢ ERVES him right!”
And practically every fellow In
the Remove YForm at St Frauk's

agreed with the taunt. The juniors
had mo pity—no sense of justice whatever,
They only looked at the one point.

‘*“* He's a low bounder—serves liiin right!”’

Rlalph Leslie Fullwood made that remark,
and there were very few juniors who thought
of disagreeing with him. Al Hugeins, the
boy from Hoxton—the son of a bricklayer—
had come to St. Frank’s.

dhat, in itself, was a crime,

The juniors didn't ask themsglves why
Huggins should he penalised for this terrible
ollence—they didn't take into consideration
the fact that the mew boy might have had
no say in the matter.

He was here—and that was cnough.

¥

‘A Dbricklayer'’s ¢on—a low-down, common
brat, who had the manners and the speech
Of a street urchin. How dare he come to
8t. Frank's?

That, in a way, wae the spirit that had
gripped hold of nine-tenths of the fellows in
the Remove. Alf Huggins' personal character
was nothing—it did not enter into considera-

for the first time in his life, mizes with boys of a
different social standing
He is the son of a humbhle bricklayer who has suddenly
come in for a large fortune,
 Frank'’s his accent and manners cause him to be
looked down upon and badly treated by the snobs of
the school. Mr.Snuggs, the new master of the Remove,
being a thorough snob himself, does his best to make
Alf feel uncomfortable, and altogether, as
read in the story below, Alf has a very bad time of it,

to which he is accustomed.

With the boys of St.

you will
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tion, even. He was not of the sane class—
and, because of that, he wias barred.

It was mid-day now-—diniter was over, and
afternoon lessons would shorily be commenc-
ing. And outside there was a drizzle falling
—a drizzle which had succecded a sharp April
shower,

And most of the fellows were congregated
in the junior common room. Their one anb-
ject of conversation was All Hugging, This
was only his first day at the old school.

He had been at St. Frank's just one morn-
ing.

And yvet lie was condemned!

“I'm sick of the whole crowd of vou!”
said Ldward Oswald Handfocth fiercely. <1
can understand Fullwood and Merrell and
that lot—but I'm blowed if I can under-
stand some of you others. You ought to be
boiled !’

“1Look here——" began Armstrong.

“It's no good you saying that Huggins is
low-class, and all that sort of rot!™ inter-
rupted Handforth curtly. ¢ Of course he's
low-class. Strictly speaking, he oughtn’t to

 have come to St. Frank's.”

“Then you're a8 much against him as we
are,” sneered Hubbard.

““ Dry up!” roared Handforth. ‘I say that
he oqughtn't to have come to St. Frank’s.



But perhaps the poor chap covldn’t help him-
serf, If his pater made the arrangements,
what could he do? He's here, and I think we
cught to give him a bit of a chance!*

*“ Hear, hear!” said Reggie Pitt.

“ What's the good?*? growled Owen major.
“* Supposing we “do give him a chance? The
first thing he does is to punch Fullwood !’

“The filthy cad!” snarled Fullwood hotly.

‘“ As a matter of fact, that’s the very thing
that’s made me realise he's the right stufi!”
oxclaimed Handforth. *He punched your
nose, Fullwood—and if you Lhad had your
do*&erts he'’d have alfm;:rhtered you !"

o Wln, you—you

“For two pins, I'lf do it!”? snorted Hamd-
forth, glaring. ‘“Just say one word, my lad,
and you’ll get it :n the neek.? -

= —
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lowed him,
were mseparable.

The three chums of Study D
Where one went the other
two went. And before long thevtrio were in
their own study.

They bad had a bit of a tiff _.rlier—nod
that this was anything unusual. But it was
completely forgotten now, Handforth strode
up te the easy- chaur, and flopped him:zelf into
it. He s.¢ glaring across the little room.

It was the mention of Mr. Snuggs that
lhad enraged him more than ever.

‘1‘ iLoak here, Handy, there’s no need to get
Wilid

“1 am wild!” snapped Handforth Cl.ll'tl}’

“But, my dear chap, Huggins can look
after Ilim.,aelf ¥ waid McClure. ¢ He proved
that—->

“I’'m not thinking about Huggins,” inter-
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““Yes, and Snugge’ll come and——"" .

“ Snuggs!” jeered Haudforth. ** Who cares
a snap about Suuggs? He's no better than
you are! He's a cr.awhng reptile, willing to
llek the boots of any fellow whose p"Lters

got- a title! Snuggs wouldnt touch me. 1
ﬁould do any blessed thing, and he wouldn’t
drop on me. Huh. A fat lot I care about
that worm ! '

And Handforth, feeling ratmer disgusted
with tie whole conversation, strode out of
the common rocm long before he had -com-
pleted all the remarks he had mapped oub
in his mind.

And Church and McClure automatlcally {ol-

rupted Handforth. ¢ Snuggs! What do you

think of him? Did you ever know such a
agttﬁn beast? Give me old Crowell any
y 3

““Rather!” agrced Church.  There’s no
doubt that Mr. Snuggs is o blessed toady.
All he can do is to find favour withh the
snobs. He's- down: en the rest.”

‘“Do you call me a snob?" mortcd Hand-
forth.

“0Of course not!”? ‘

“ Well, Snuggs isn’t down on wme,” said
Handy. ¢ The chap simply slobbers over the
snobs, and those-chaps with titled parents!
That's all he does! You fellows can look out
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for yourselves, You'll get it in the mneck!
You're just a8 good as 1 am, but Snuggs
looks upon me as gold, and yon as rubbish!”

“ ook here—"

¢« Oh, don't get huffy!”’ growled Handf{orth.
“I'm not insulting you! 'I'hat’s just what
Snuggs thinks. I wish to goodness my pater
hadn’'t got a title! By George! I don't want
to be favoured by that—that wriggling tad-
pole! He’s nothing but an inseet!”

Church and MecClure felt that it was
hetter to remain quiet. They didn’t want to
get into any argument Even if they agreed,
Handy would find fault in his present mood.
v “*Snuggs!”  said Edward Oswald sourly.
“ They made a giddy mistake with his name!
It ought to have been Sluggs!”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

Chureh and MecClure laughed
but they made a mistake,

"*¢You cackling aszes!'’ snorted Handiorth.'
““There’s nothing funny in that'! The man
is a slue! It's a wonder he doesn't leave a
siimy traii behind him! T've looked for it
geveral times!”

Handforth was certainly bitter. But he
was not without a certan amount of justifi-
cation. For Mr. Snuggr the wew master of
the Remove, was a thin, weedy irdividual,
who had got himself thoroughly hated by
all the decent fellows in the course of one
short morning,

As captain of the Remova. [ was disgusted.
Mr. Snuggs had practically ignored me—and
for that I was glad. T was something like
Handforth—I did not want the man's fawn-
ing attentions,

Mr. Snuggs waz a toady. A junior only
required a_ titied parent, and he was in Mr.
Snuggs’ good books. It  didn't matter
whether he was a rotter or not. That was
of no importance.

Of course, it was not absolutely possible
to judge the new master in euch a short
time, But Mr. Snuggs had certainly re-
vealed his character in no uncertain manner,
It was very unlikelv that we Fad gained a
wrong impreszion. The man was insufferable,

Yet, at the same time, there was no douht
. about his ability. When ‘t came to quali-
fications, Mr. Snuggs was a remarkably able
man. This made it all the more surnrisine
that he should be so little-minded. He had
heen engaged because he was well fitted for
thie work of the Remove. The Head had no
idea of Mr. Snuggs’ =limy little ways. And,
in ali probability, the HWoad never would
Know,

“J.ook what happened a quarter of an hour
agn!” went on Handforth arnffly. ¢ That
cad of a Fullwood insulted Huusins—insuited
him in a rotten way. And Huigaing went for
him, and bifed him over.”

“Tt was a pretty gzood swipe. you know,”
said Chureh,

“One of the hest T've seen for weeks,” de-
clared Handforth approvingly. “I'm blessed
il T could have done it batter myvszelf. And
just then Snugzs has to come in—and he

dutifully—
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fawns on Fullwoo-d, and sends the new kia
to his study for a flogging!” \
“‘_‘ Well, I suppose Snuggs had to do somg-
nng—-"

““Rot!" snapped Handforth. ‘“‘Couldn’t the
beast have made a few inquiries? Couldn't
he have found cut why Huggins sloshed into -
Fully? No! He simply took it for granted
that the new chap was a hooligan.”

“0Oh, let's talk about something else!”’
said McClure, '

“Yes, I think we'd better,” snapped Hand-
forth. “I'm getting wild! 0Of eourse,
strictly speaking, Huggins is a bil of an out-
sider. T mean, the way he talks. But he
can fight—and I like him for that. If the
chaps’ll only give him a fair chance, he'll
make good!”

' .-\tml Handforth and Co. changed the sub-
ject.

As Handforth had =said, AlIf Huggins was
certainly a bit of an outsider. He waz not
of the same class. But the chums of Study
D were not prejudiced on account of that.
They decided that they would be pleasant
to Hugging, but they wouldn't cultivate him.

This, of ocourse, was the fair, impartial
view. *

All the decent fellows agreed to take tha
same course. But the snobs—and these
formed by far the greater majority—in-
stinctively decided that Huggins was to be
squashad—ecrushed—kicked out, if possible.
They didn't ece any reason why he should be
given a chance.

And while all this discuszion was going on,
Huggins himself was out in the Triangle.

The drizzle didn’t affect him. He didn’t
even know that a drizzle was falling. He
paced up and down in the vicinity of the
old elmz. Then, not knowing where his steps
led him, fie passed throug! the great arch-
way into the cloisters. All was quiet and
peaceful here. '-

Alf was alone—except for his thoughts,

He was sulky—he was In a sullen, sore
mood. His hands smarted, for Mr, Snuggg
had just delivered a sound eaning. DBut the
hodilv hurt was mnothinz in comparison to
the wound within him.

“ Snohs—rotten, measly snobs!” muttered
Alf fiercely. ¢ That's what they are—every
blinkin" one! The filthiest crowd as ever I

see! Crikey! Ain't it a pity that such
chaps are horn!”
He continued his pacing, more fiercely

than ever

“It ain't just! Tt ain’t richt!” went on
Huaging. “Wot 'ave I done? Nothing!
Abszolutely nothing! And vet them bheasts
treat me like 1T was infected with the
plagne!”

“What: ho! What ho!”

Alf turned, and frowned. Juzt appearing
from under the archway was Archie Glen- '
thorno, the dandy of the Awvcient House.
Arehie, ag a matter of fact, was looking for
AT, and at last he bad found him.

“8So tere we all are, what!” said Archia
pleasant!y. I must remark, laddie, that
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your tastes are somewhat frightful. I mean |
to- say, the old wetness, and so {orth.
Waltzing up and down with the bally
¢loude weeping on you!” :

“QOh, go away!” said Alf grufily.

“ Absolutely !’ said Archie, startled.
mean, absolutely not!”?

"He could see at omce that- Alf was ‘in :1

very tonchy mood. The situation, apparently, |

reqirired delicate handling. And Archie flat
tered himself that he was just the feltﬂw
to do anything of that nature.

Extraordinary as it may seem, these t".o
- juniors sere friendly. _
Archie had chummed uwp with Huggins
mare than any other fellow in the Remove.
At first he had felt under a bit of an
obligation—for Glenthorne had met IHuggins
il Lendon, and the latter had done Archie a
hig service. And Archie considered that it
was up to him to make some sort of return.
But that feeling was already fading away.
Archie was becoming genuinely interested
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in the new boy. And, in a fit of extreme
soft-heartedness, Archie had invited Huggins

o share his study—that wonderfully
Juxurious apartment '\"."HICh had hitherto heen
quite exclusive to the genial ass.

Only a short while ago, in fact, Archic
had lmd high words with Phlpps his valet.
For Phipps “had been s.-hocked at the news
and Atehze told him off in no uncertain-
term Having invited Huggins. it was im-
pn.us.l)le to bnc'k out. The arrangeuwient had
10 stand. ' -

Archie’s heart was extremely soft, and
althongh he wias the bizgest swell in the
Ancient House—althouegh his family had blue
‘blood, and his father was practically a mil-
licnaire—he was less snobbish than Tubbs,
.the page-boy. It simply meant, in a nutbhell
that “Archie was a gentleman.

“1-say! -1 a.av'” he exclaimed smoothly.
 AIL this rushing about stuff! 1 mean, it’s
dashed silly! Kindly come indoors, laddie,
and allow me to condole! I've heard all
about that frightful affair with Snuggs.
Tessons will begin in ten mmuteq S0 we
haven’t got mueh time.”

“I don’t want to come in!” muttered Aif.
“1'll stop ’ere!”?

“ But, my dear old potato——"’

“T'll stop ’ere!” repeated. Huggins flercely.
e | don’t want no pity from you! I ain’t
made o' glass—I sha’n’t erack!”

“ It strikes me, laddie, that you are fright-
fully cracked already!” retorted Archie. “I
mean to say, nobody but a born jackass
would ;}mceed to walk up and down in the
rain! 1t's such a dashed silly thing to do!”

1 didn’t know it was' raining!” snapped
Alf.  “O0Oh, it's decent of you to come out
here to a bloke. But I dare say you're just
khe same as them others. You’re all snobs
—the ’'ole blamed c¢rowd!” * ¢ ‘

Archie smiled.

. “0Of course, if T was onc of those queer
sort, of ahapples I should get on my
uiu-rmty 1”2 he said smﬂothly “1 should walk

away with my nose in tho air, after telling

5\%

you to go to the bally old dickens!
absolutely not! I realise, old scout, that
you are somewhat upset. So what about it?
What_ price the little chat, and the quiet
pow-wow ??

Archie hooked his arm through Ad g, and
proceeded to 1&1(1 him gently “out of the
cloisters,

“ Yeg, but lcok rore—=>" began Alf weakly.
“ Ahsolutely ! said Archie - This way, old
tulip—not anotiter werd till we get inside !

But:

— —

CHAPTER IL.
HIMSELF IN TIICIR PLACE.

LF HUGGINS was still
sulky when Archie’s
study was ‘reached.

Glenthorne himself
was rather tactfui, and lhe
Jwad said nothing on the way

PUTTING

ST indoors. He knew therc was
ondy a small amount eof time, and so
he wanted to have his little quic’b talk

with the new hoy as socen as possible. The
bell would soon ring for afterncon lessons.

Archie sank down on the lounge, and Alf
took his seat in one of the easy chairs.
There was a kind of uncomfur’mble feeling

in the air.

“ Now, old lad, the fact is——" hegan
Archie. = !

“QOh, don’t talk to me!” muttered Aif.

‘“But, I mean to say——" -

“I don’t want to- 'ear your bloomin’
voice!”  said Al sulkily. “It grates on
me! And that silly rot of yours—it ain't
'uman!  For goodness’ sake eclose your
blinkin’ trap!®

Archie s'.mllowed hard.

It was apparently going to be somewhat
difficult. Alf did not give him inuch
encoun:gement. Many fellows, indeed,
would have finished ~the affair then and
there. But Archie was a very patieng
youth—and he was wonderfully human,

He was one of those fortunate people who
could keep his temper under very difficult
circumstances,

And he realised that Alf Huggins had had
a severe time—his temper had been tried
to the utmost limit. It was hardly sur-
prising that he was sulky and sullen. The
chap was all right—but he wanted to be
birought round a bit.

“0Of course, I'm sorry,” =aid Archie
s-otly, ‘“ Dashed sorry, don’t you Kknow.
If my talk annoys you, old lad, all I can
‘do is to express a few well assorted

chunks of sorrow. But it pains me to
think that the old voeal chords act in the
manner of a grater.”-

Alf sat there, glowering. SEeR

“That there Snugzegs!’”® hé ° exclaimed
fiercely. ¢‘“He's a ’ound, if you like !*? .

“ Absolutely,” said Archie.- "““As yon
say, laddie—Alr. Snuggs is undoubtédly  a
'‘ound. 1 should say, a hound. Dashed
awk., you know! I'm bally well getting
into the same way! But to proeeed.: You've
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had pretty rotten time—and I'm - jolly

Y
. well disgusted with the lads of the village.”

mutfered Alf—*¢'orrid,

¢ bnuhs ich sueer-
in’ snobs!”
© & Absolutely twice.” ‘said Archie firmly.
st Well, dash it all! I mean to say, the
words hardly do justice to the ozcasion,
. oll fruit. These fearful blighters seem
to think that they're better than every-
~ body else. DBut, of course, that's sheer
pift. In other words, rot.” -

“I'm glad you know it!” said Alf.

“] do “know it—absolutely !’ said Archie,.
¢ But you must allow me to remark, dear
old tulip, that I'm fearfully dlmppomted
I mean, the old brain has received abundant
quantities of shock. Why? 1 mean, why
should I be treated like the rest of the
gang? Good gad! It’'s mnot fair!”

“What do you mean?"” growled Alf.

““ Why, vou distinctly called me a snob—
you ahsolubely shoved me in the same old
c...lt.tlogue with all the other bounders!’” said
Archie. “That was distinetly putrid. So
frightful, in fact, that I'm patned. I might
even say, without exaggeration, that I'm
~dashed well wounded!”

““0Oh, don't be so blinkin’ silly! 19

“0f course, you're not im a position to
appreciate the thing,” went on Archie.
¢ Here I am, using up the old tissues like
one o'clock, trying to make the whole posi-
tion clear. 1 repeat, 1 am wounded. I
dash about the school—] whizz hither and
thither—I go this way and that way! In
fact, I absolutely make the muscular depart-

ment sore—looking for you. And when I
find you, what happens? What, laddie,
-Trappens?”

“Oh, don't—-"

“1 will tell vou what happens!” said

1 ofter vast varieties of
consolation. And in return I receive a bally
good handful of sneers. Now, ‘that's what
a chappie might call somewlmt on the steep
side. And I must conclude by saying that
1 thought you were made of different
material. I had a firm idea in the old
‘bean that you were slightly better.”

Alf looked up, and he was rather shame-
faced.

“f dido't mean no ’arm!” be growled
in a 1ow voice.

“ Absolutely pot!” said Archie, brighten-
ing up. ¢ Good gracious!
gracious twice! 'Arm? 1
harm? My dear old lad of the village, 1
absolutely like you! 1In a sort of way,
~we're buulv well next door to twin brothers.
What?”

Alf broke into a kind of reluctant smile.

Archie firmly.

mean to say,

s T

In fact, good,

“Lummy!” he <aid. “You ain’t ’arf
a one!" P
e TR one"” su.:d Archie, Well, I mean,
hardly—— :
© «“I'm blowed if you couldn’t talk  the
'ind leg offt a donkey!” said Alf. ¢ Once

You start, there ain’t no stoppin’
_I‘alr ta.ke the biscuit, you do!
never met a bloke like you afore.”

of yer,

I ain’t

1

Only

Arcitie beamed.

“The fact is, it so lmppens that there
aren't many blokes about of the same old
type,” he admitted. ‘1 might remark,
in passing, that Phipps would die on the
spot if he Leard the youug inuster referred
to as a bloke. But we’ll let that slide—
we'll allow it to pass away into the offing.

I'm dashed glad to sce that t:he sun is
smiling forth.”
“Oh, blow the sun!” growled Alf. ¢ This

‘ere “{euther'—-” _
““ (tadzooks! You mistake me, old bird!"”
interrupted Archie. ‘“When I ».w the =ua,
I mean the bally brightness of your counten-
ance. The sun bursts forth—the clouds
disperse. The amassed wrinkles on the
dome are becoming somewhat smoothed out.

What about it? DBetter?”

“There ain't nothin’ wrong
said Alf.

““ Great
“ Nothing wrong?
I mean to -say, the sulks

“1.waspn't sulky.”

“ Well, you were somewhat depressed,”
amended Archie. ¢ Let's have it like that,
dear one. And I'm doing all I can to bring
things rounde and fto cause the old tissues
to recover their vitality. It's a frightfully
frightful job, but once I get going, I dashed
well co. T mean to say, when the good
red blood of the Glenthornes starts buzzing.
it buzzes like—like Weil, there you
are! It absolutely buzzes!”

Alf lost+the last of his sulks, and his face
broke into that sunny smile which had
characterised him on his arrival.

“Crikey!” he said. “I'm blowed if yon
ain't the limit!”’

¥ (‘ood—-ahqolute]v good !

““ And you've made me feel 'eaps b&tter”‘
went on Alf. I say, I wasn't arf an
idjit to get riled like that. 1 don't know
wol you thinks of me. I s’pose you reckon
['m a bloomin’ fool!” '

Archie grinned.

“ At last we have succeeded-—and only
just in time!' he observed. “In abouit
two shakes the dashed bell will be ringing
for lessons. How absolutely -putrid! And
{ wanted to have a little chat with you.”

Alf bent forward, his face earnest.

¢“'Ere, T say!” he exclaimed. “1I ain't
‘ari sorry.”

‘“But, dear old boy—-"

““T oughter to be Kkicked!” went on Alf.
I oughter be chucked out o' this ‘ere
study. When I come to think o' the way
you c¢ame out to me, tryin’ to ’elp me—
and then I goes and hinsults you.”

¢ No hinsult, dear old tulip!” said Archie
firmly.

“1t was a hinsult!"

“Well, if you =ay so, we'll let it pass,”
agreed Archie. ¢ Dash it all, there’s no need
to have a bally row about a hinsult, what?
a trifle, anyhow. It's all over now,
Alf—and we're pals. What about it?"

with me,”
goodness!” jaculated  Archie.
Oh, absolutely not! But,

1"
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“You're a brick!” said Alf fervently.
“ My goodness! You ain't arf a brick!”

Archie looked rather distressed.

“1 mean to say, you called mec half 2
brick early this morning,” he observed.
“ Well, that's rather decent of you, but it
strikes me as being somewhat near the
edge. Of course, I may possibly be at a
l0ss ?

“Wot 1

mean is, you're a :stunner,”
said Alf.  “You're absolutely a top-notcher
every time. An’ I was sulky, too. I'm
‘sorry, Glenthorne—I didn’t mean no 'arm!”

“0f course you. didn’t,”” agreed Archie.
“Ny dear lad, I shouldn’t suspect you
of meaning ’arm—I should say, harm, And,
gadzooks, don't call me (ilent}mrne! Archie,
don’t you know. Just Archie!”

“ Thanks!” said Alf.

¢ And now to procecd with the little
chat,” said Archie. “I want to have this
out quietly, darling. I want to explain
jnst what 1 think about the whole dushed
sub——*" -

“Arf a mo'!?”? put in Alf. ‘“Afore we
go on, I want to tell you ’ow rotten I
feel, 'cos I spapped at you just now. 1
made a beast o' meself, and it's a wonder
to me you still want to bhe pals. You're
a Tteal sport, Archie. Why, there ain’t
another chap in the ’ole school arf as good
as you!”

Archie shook his head.

« Naturally, that’s «a picce of priceless
rot!”? he said. “There are plenty of
chappies who can whack me to bits, you
know. Nipper, for example—and Reggie
Pitt, and—?"’

Alf,
cneer,
1 was tryin’ to find a study.
sont !’

¢ Absolutely !”

“ But thein
“Them others! My ’at!
hut spobs an’ speerin’ cads.  Never ’ave
1 sced sueh a- collection of rotters. An’
I thought all the blokes here was decent.”

Archie looked distressed.

““You see, the posish is somewhat deli-
cate,” he said. “'These chappies don't take
the trouble to think. They’'re dashing about

- v«}He never sneers, and ’is pals don't
An’ Nipper did his best for me when
'E’s a good

said  Alf  darkly.
They're nothing

others!'?

all over the shop, and they jolly well
haven't got time to reason things out.
That’s just the frightful trouble. They're

too bhally hasty.” .
“An I s'pose I'm 'asty, too,” admitted
Alf. “TLook ’ere, Archie! I've bin thinkin’.
‘An’, wot’s more, I've made hup me mind.”
‘“Good! A [ruity scheme, in fact.?”? !
“When I ain't riled, I feel a’most sorry
for trese ’ere blokes,” went on Huggins,
““They don't know no better, pore coves!
They ain’t never bin brought hup to no-
think else, ’'ave they!?”’
‘““ Absolutely not!" said Archie stoutly,

“Wot I mean Is, they think they're
nobs, an’ sech like.” went on Alf. *Ap’

A try an’ be pleasant.

tion.
P

“kipper ain’t such a bad sort,” admitted

atil. W

- - l. I.dr_“
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I've bin a-tryin’ to put meself
place. Mebbe I should be the
them.”?
“1 hardly think so, laddie.”
“1 ain't sayin® as I would—but I might.”
said Hugging, **Ah, it strikes me that it
ain't no sort o® good ridin’ the ’igh ’‘orse.”
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in their
same a8

| * The 'igh ‘orse,” repeated Archie vaguely.

“That's it, mate!” said Alf. ¢ You know,
gettin’ on me dignity, an’ thinkin® that
I'm as gond as thewn. If these chaps makes
| mistakes, I ¢’pose I'm liable to make mis-
takes as well. So 1've made up me mind.”
| “Qood!?

“I've decided wot I shall do!”? declared
Alf firmly. “In future, instead o' gettin’
angry—instead of ‘'oldin® meseif alooi, Il
I'll keep me temper,
an’ do everythink I can to please the
chaps, ™

“To please them??

# Yus, that's 61>

Archie adjusted his monocle.

“I’iran-kly, old dear, I can’t quite follow

“Wot I mean ig, I'Il allus remember
that I'm low-barn, an’ they're 'igh born!®
exclaimed Alf. “Y’'see, if I do that, there
won't be no sort o’ friction. D'you git
the ’'ang?” ,

“ Absolutely,” said _
“And I may say that the
scheme is not only fruity, but positively
ripe. DProceed, cld turnip! Go aliead with
it, and you’'ll bally well make the chappics
realise that they've been in the wrong all
the time.”

Alf noedded.

L “That’s what T was a-thinkin',” he =aid.
“Y’see, I'm in a queer kind o’ position. 1
ain’t like you young gents.”

“ Absolutely not!’’ agreed Archie firmly.
“I mean to say, not exactly.”

“ All yon chaps ’ave hin brought up well,”
proceeded Alf, I ain’t! Kicks an’ cufls,

convics
whole

Archie, with

fan® all that sort of thing. No proper
eddication. Why, I can't even speak like
you fellers.”

“Don’t mention it, old darling,” said
Archie hastily.

““My talk is pretty rotten, ain't it??
asked Alf.

“Well, T mean. as it were—perhaps so,”?

said Archie, fiddling with his wateh-chain.
““ Not absolutely rotten, Alf, old dear. What
I mean is, it seems to me that the jolly
old stuff requires a goodly quantity of
sand-papering, Smoothing, and what not.”

“JI get you!” =aid Alf. “Tell you what!
You'll ’ave to give me some lessons. in
talkin’!”? ;

“That, of course, will be absolutely price-
less!?? said Archie feebly. ‘1 mean to say,
'what a perfectly ripping pastime. But we
don’t need to talk about it—— What-ho!
The good old knell of doom, so to speak.”

The bell was clanging for afternoon

lessons.



CHAPTER III.
NOT APPRECIATED!

ce RIKEY! Ain't it

| queer wot a little

‘eart-to-"eart talk

will do” said Alf,

as he went over towards the

door. ‘““When you brought

me in ‘ere 1 was feeling

somethink awful, But now I'm iiles
better. You ain't arf made a difference,

Archie.”

Archie beamed.

““It's rathier ripping to know that a chappie
can be of some use in the old world,” he

~observed.  “ Good! So now we'll trickle
forth, and dash into the Form room. Gad-
zooks! A few shudders had just passed
down the old spine! Snuggs, don't yon
know., We've jolly well got to etand Snuggs
azain.” i

** Oh, blow 'im!" raid AlL.

““ Quite right—auite right!”’ agreed Archic.
“As you say--blow ‘'im! In fact, I wish
some hreeze would come along, and blow 'im
into the next dashed continent! Abso-
lutely!"

They were just passing out of the door
whenn Alf paused.

%1 say, wot about tea?” he asked. * I
’eard some of the blokes saying that you ’as
tea in vour own studies.”

““ Exactly, laddie.”

“But wot about the grub?”

“Well, naturally, we have a certain
amount of grub!"" confessed Archie. *“1I
mean to say, the meal would hardly be com-
plete without grub—what? Tea, don't you
know, s what a chappie might call a zome-
what importanf meal. Toast—crumpets—
and ail that kind of rot!"

‘““ And sardines, I dessay?”

**It ali depends,’”” =aid Archie.
the dear lads consume
most frightfully squiffy. In fact, vou would
be fearfully shocked if »ou could sce the
tea-tables in a few of the Dally studies—
particularly when times are somewhat lean.”

“ But don’t the school provide the grub?”

‘““ Absolutely not—at least, pot for tea,”
said Archie. ** OF course, you can go in
the bally ofd hall if you like. And then you
wiill proceed to drink mugs of fearful watery
stuff, and wvast slabs of the stalf of life—
slabs which appear to be fashioned after
the style of doorsteps! But that’s abso-
fately putrid! We bave grub in plenty—we
buy what we want for the studies.”

“0Ob, T see now!" said Alf, nodding. * So
that's the idea. Well, we’d best be getting
along."”

They went into the IFForm room for lessons,
. And the Remove gazed at Archie with dis-
approval and scorn. It was a shock to them
to see him on such friendly terms with the
fearful outsider. He ought to have known
better. It was a disgrace to the Remove.

“ Oh, what else can you expect?” gneered
Grifiith. *‘ Archie's an

] ““ Some of
cardines that are
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Having made up his mind, AIlf
purchased a couple of particularly
large bloaters, convinced that these
would please Archie.

biggest asses that ever happened! He's
bound to do something like this, poor chap—
he can't help it!”

“ But Hugginz can!” said Hubbard, " 'The
rotter!" |

“*What do you mean?" -

““Why, e ought to he Kkicked!” said
Hubbard. ** What right has he to shove

hiis rotten friendship on a chap like Archie?
That's what it amounts to! He's pushing
himself forward—sponging up to Archie, and
Archic hasu’t got enough sense to stop
hlim-'l!

“ Yes, that's about it,"” said Owen 1eajor.
‘“The filthy cad! But what else can you
expect of a gutter brat?”

And so Alf's gradually ripening friendsbip
with Archie Glenthorne was only ¢arning
him more scorn and further abuse.. Archie
was lanked upon as a fool who couldn't help
himself.

And Hugzinsg was condemued as a cad and
a sponger. The Remove had no sense of
justice; the boys were hasty, and jumped
to the first conciusion that came into tleir
L:eads.

And once again, during the afterncon, Mr.
Sanegs provided the Remove with amuse-
ment. At every opportunity he singled out
Alf Hugeins for sarcasm. But Mr., Snuggs
was rathcr disappointed.

All behaved himself so well that the Form
master had really no excuse. Not only

idiot—one of t¢the ! that, but 3Mr. Snuggs was rather shocked to
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find that Alf's work was a ;:re'lt deal hetter
than many of the other Removites. He waa
by no means a dunce; he worked hard and
willingly, and gave full attention to his
lessons. And when it came to general know-
ledge, he was well up in the majority of
subjects.

And Mr. Snuggs had assumed that Alf
would be ignor: mt He had intended hold-
ing up the lad as a moral of everything that
was crass and stupid. But after he had
tried Archie on several subjects—and had
found that Archie was astonishingly pro-
ficient—he gave it up.

And lessons, at last, came to an ¢nd.

But- the Remove’s opinion of Mr., Snuggs
was unaltered. e was a worm, a crawling
thing who fawned upon the snobs.

Alf was immensely pleased to get free,
and as soon as he emerged from the Form
room, he touched me on the arm. He took

particular care to avoid Archie for some
. Yeasoal.
“I say, matey—just a word!” said Alf.
““Hallo! Anything I can do‘*” I asked
cheerfully. |
“Just a word, if you don’t mind,” cml
the new hoy. ”I ain't cuite got the 'ang

of things yet, and I'd hke a hit of advice.
You ain't oot no objections, 1 suppose?”

“ Not in the least,”” I replied. * Say c¢n!”

““ Well, about tea!’ said Alf, drawinz me
aside in the passage. ““ Lummy! See that?
Might think I was a leper!”

Alf spoke in rather a wrathful way, for
several juniors had elahqrately passed to the
other side of the passage in order to get by.
It was a direct insult, but Alf- took it In
good part, in ﬂccnrdnnce with his vew plan.

*“AMind youn don’t toneh me!”’ he said sar-
castically. *““ You might get small-pox, or

somethink! I'm contaminated, ain't 17
Crikey! Wot a set!”
** Never mind them!"” I =<aid, frownina.

“ All the fellows whn do that sort of thm ¥
are cads, Huggins. Youn can easily afford to
izhore them. What's that you werc saying
about tea?”

‘““Well, T understands *!mt you blokes
buys the stuff yerselves? I s'pose you share
the exes.?”

“That’s it,” I ecaid. “ That’s the neual
way.”

‘“An’ wot sort of grub rTn vou heat?’’

‘Oh all sorts of grub,” I said, smiling.
Sardines, boiled ezus, or kmpers_ Oor some-
ﬂlmg savoury like that. Bread and hutter,
of course—and rakes and pastries and pork-

pies, if the funds will allow.”

“Good!” said Al. Thanks, mate!
That's all T wanted to know. Sorry to
trouble you.”

*“*No trouble at all.” I vreplied. * And

don t forget that you'll always ke welcome
in Study C.”

“ Tnanks again,” saild Al aratefully.

He went off, and passed outside into the
Friangle. He was on his way to Mrs. Hake's
tuck-shop. TFor Alf had decided to eohiain
the rupplies for tea in Archie's study.

'

b arm, and he wore
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He was acting in all innocence: it was
his good nature that was directing this
little secheme., He didn't know that Archie's
tea was always provided by Phipps, and that
Archie was rather fastidious,

Alf thought that it would be a sign of
good faith if he got tea ready for Jrchie
ag a Kkind of surprise. And he might not
get another opportunity for some little time.

Archie had informed him that he was
going upstairs with Phipps immediately after
leszons. Some new clothing had arrived, and
Archie was particularly keen upon examining
the things, and trying them on. As a con-
sequence, tea would not be ready until six
o'clock,

Jt seemed remarkable to Al that Archie
should take about an hour and a half to try
on new clothes. But Alf didn’t know Archie
yet. Wbhen the elegant junior got fairly
voing in the clothing line there was no stop-
ping him. Tea Lcmmu a very unimportant
natter.

So Alf went outside, and made his way
across towards Mrs. Huake’s tuck shop in
the corner of the 1riangle. But long bLefore
he got there he saw that the r1lace was
piacked. Mris. Hake already had a large
number of customers. )

And Alf paused.

He instinctively shrunk from pushing bis
way in nmongct the juniors. It would
nerely give them another opportunity to jeer
at him. It did strike him that it might be
a good idea to treat them &Il to whatever
delicacies they desired to order.

But, on second thought, le decided that
he had better not. He would have liked it,
for Alf had a generous nature. But he
feared that he would be misunderstood. The
fellows would helieve that he was simply
trying to buy their goodwill,

And then he noticed a cart was standing
just outside in the road. A man was going
to it from the direction of the domestic
quarters. There was a basket on the man's
a striped apron. Then
Alfl observed that a string of bloaters huung
down from the basket.

*That's the idea!"” he decided. “ I'll ged
some o them things. Better than waitin’
about for the grub-shop to clear!”

Having made up his mind, he quickly went
out to the cart, and purchased a couple
of particularly large bloaters. Alf was very
partial to bloaters, and he was quite con-
vinced that Archie would like them, too.
Huggins remembered that I had mentioned
bloaters in my menu. So he assumed that
this article of diet was in correct order.

He came back across the Triangle with lLis
small paper parcel, and felt quite pleased.
He had plenty of time: he wouldn't need to
start frying them wuntil about half-past five,
so thev would be nicely done to a turn by
the time Archie appeared.

He was passing the big bieyele-shed, and
paused to look inside. Being new to the
school, he was naturally interested. De-
sides, his own bLicycle would be arriving by
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train in a day or 4wo. Perhaps the other
fellows would have something to say about
that, too!

The shed was empty, except for Arm-
strong. And Armstrong was wrestling with
the tyre of his back wlicel. -

*““Want a ’'and?'’ asked AIlf pleasantly.

Armstrong turned, and scowled.

“No, I don't!” he snapped. *‘* Who told
ou to interfere?”

- ““ Don’t bite my ‘ead off!"” reolied AIf.
#“Lumme! 1 was only oiferin’ a little 'elp.”

“ Thanks all the same, but wlien I want
your help I'll ask for it!” said Armstrong
gsh?rt-iy. *““Take my advice, and don't butt
ln.l!

“I reckon I'm partickier good at mendin’
them things—-""

“Clear out, you outsider!”" interrupted
Griffith, coming up at that moment. * Who
the dickens told you to shove your nose in
here?"

All made no reply as Griffith pushed past.

It scemced that his attempts at  being
pleasant were not meeting with much.
success.

“You're wanted indoors at once, Arm-

strong,”” said Griffith.
Armistrong scowled.

‘* Better buck up!"

“I'm not coming indoors mnow!’ he
stormed. *““ I've- got to get to Banning{on
in iust over half an hour. I made an ap-

pointment with one of the Grammar School
chaps, and I can't keep him waiting.”

““ But this'll only keep you ten minutes,
and"you can get to Bannington in twenty

“ And what about this rotten puncture?”
snapped Armstrong savagely. *' Every time
I'm in a particular hurry, my beastly back
tyre's flat! Look at it! Just when I waut
to be quick, too:."

““ Hard lines!” said Griffith.

“Oh, it's easy enouch to say that!”
grunted Armstrong. ‘ It'll take me twenty
minutes to get this repaired, and then 1

shall have to pedal like thunder. Don't
bother!”

“Oh, all right.” said Griffith, shrugging his
shoulders. ¢ But Snunggs wants you particu-

larlv. He was looking over your exercisec-
books, and he told me to fetch you at once.
Better not keep him waiting!”

Armstrong flung down a tyre-remover.

“Blow Snuggzs!” he snapped  irritably.
* Jt's always the same! Everything comes
at once! This'll mean that I shall miss my
appointment, and I was goning to collect ten
hob from that Grammar School chap! Loonk
h-ore, if you'll mend this puncture while I'm
with old 8nuggs, T can just manage it!"”

Gritfith looked indignant.

**Rats!” he sald, " 1'm not golng to

mend the thing! Do your own dirty work!
Likely!”
+ And Griffith went off, leaving his study-
chum looking after him with exasperation
and anger. Armstrong muttered gnmething
under Lis breath, and went indoors.

There was no question about the aunoying
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nature of the situation. And Alf, who was
still standipg there, felt rather sorry for
Armstrong. He had been in a similar posi-
tion himself many a time. This was just
when a helping hand would come in useful.
“1I'll mend that there puncture!” he mur-
mured.
- It was a decision that he came to on the
spur of the moment. Not because he wanted
to find favour in Armstrong's eves: he had
every reason to detest Armstrong. Bub
here was a chance to do something useful,
and he could easily spare ten minutes. And
it would be a nice surprise for Armstrong
when he came out again.

So Alf grinned to himself, whipped off his
jacket, and in a few =seconds be had the
bicyvcle tipped upside down. He was an ex-
pert, evidently, for the tyre came off with
great ease under his ckilful fingers. It
didn't take him long to locate the puncture
in the inner tube.

Alf whistled cheerfully while he was at
work, and he was glad that he was not in-
terrupted. In fact, nobody came near him
until he had practically finished. He had
got the tyre back, and was just beginning
to pump it wnp.

Then Owen major snd Hubbard and Skel-
ton entered. |

“ Hallo!" said Hubbard, staring. * What
are you doing, you beastly new kid?"

““ Crikey!” said Alf, ** Ain’'t you never
seen a tyre pumped up?"’ .

“I don’t want any nerve!” snapped Hub-
bard. “ Who told you to touch that bike?"

‘“ Nobody!”

““ Then you've got a rotten cheek—"

*“’0ld 'ard!” interrupted AU quietly. *‘Is
this your jigger?"

“ Weli, no—"

““Then mind your own bloomin’ business,
and I'll mind mine!” said Huggins, “If 1
start touching your bike, it’'ll bLe another
thing. Can't vou let a bLloke alone?”

Hubbard looked rather surprised.

“ You'd better not talk to me like that!"
he said, turning red. *‘That's Armstrong's

jizger, and he’ll :langhter you when he
comes—— Hallo! Here he is! I say, Arm-
strong! This rotten gutter brat is interfer-

ing with vour bike!”

Armstrong came hurrying in. And Reggie
Pitt and Grey and one or two others strolled
up to see what the noise was about. Arm-
strong alared at Alf ferociously.

“ What the dickens are you doing?”’ he
shouted.

“ Keep your ‘air on!" said Alf. " I'm
pumpin’ up the tyre—can't you see?”

““ Who the thunder told you to touch my
bike?"

“'Ere, don't carry on!"” said the new
boy quietly. *I was standin’ by tan
minutes ago when you was called away,

an’ I ’eard you sayin’ as you ‘’ad a
himportant. appointment somewhere.”
* Nosey beast!' said Hubbard. * He was

spying!”’. e

[ A Well.ywhat about it?” demanded Arm.



strong. " Did I ask you to interfere mth
my bhusginess?”’

““You didn't arst me nothin’!” replicd
Alf. " But you said as 'ow you was in a
urry, an' as I ’adn’t got nothing to do,
I got busy. I've repaired the puncture, an’
the bike’s all ready.”

Armstrong cooled down a bit.

“Oh!” he suid.  * You've repaired
puncture?”’ )

" Yes, matey!”

“ Don't call me that, you blithering ass!”
snapped Armstrong. ‘' Thanks for mending
the . pnncture—I shall be able to buzz off
straight away, and Kkeep that appomtment
alter all, I didn’t know.”

“That's all right,” said Alf, smiling.

“You ass!” said Owen major. ‘' Do you
think this eommon beast repaired the punc-
ture because he wanted to do you a good

the

turn? 1f we hadn’t popped in wheu we
did, he’d have buzzed ofl!"
“Eh?"” =aid Armstrong. ‘“ My hat! So

that was it!”

He turned to Alf with a glare.

“8So you wanted to pinch my bike, did
you?' he snorted. ‘I can understand now!
I might have known all aloug! I couldu’t

expect much else from a low-bred cad of

your sort!”
All said nothing, but he flushed deeply.
“I think you're the low-hred cad, Arm-
strong,” said Reggie Pitt.
“What the dickens do you mean?”
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“ What I cay!’” retorted Pitt hotly. * Yon
miserable rottor! Out of sheer good nature
the chap mends your puncture, and then all
you can do is to jeer at him! That's a fine
encourazement for him to make himself

pleasant, isn't it?"
“Who wants him to be pleasant!” de-
manded Armstrong sourly. ' The fellow’s

an outsider, and I'll tell him so to his face!
And if he dares to lay fingers on my bike
Amun I'll knock him down! I shall bave
to give it a clean up before I can touch it 1"

And with that parting taunt, uttercd_
with bitter sarcasm, Armstrong strode out,
wheeling his muvhiue

And Alf Higging stood there,
his fists—and keeping to his resolve
the greatest difliculty. He fought with
himsell for a second or two. Then his
rising tempar vied down., His freckled face
broke into a strained Lind of smile.

“ Queer, ain't it?" he said, looking round.

“ It don’t matter wot I do. Some’'ow or
other, I allus seem to be in the wrong!”

clenching
with

BLOATERS FOR TEA!
EGINALD PITT looked
R Removites after Alf
Huggius  had passed
“I'm not one of Hugging’
friends—and 1 don't profess
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to stick up for him!" he said. “But you
fellows ought to be kicked round the Tri-
‘angle—and Armstrong deserves to be ducked
in the fountain!’’

“0Oh? And why?" demanded Hubbard.

“1 won't tell you why—you ought to
kuow !' snapped Pitt. * Dut I don’t sup-
pose you will—you haven't got brains enough
“for a flea!” |

“* Why, vou silly rotter——" :

“ Oh, don’t talk to me!"” said Pitt tartly.
* Just because this chap has come to the
" school you're all turning into a set of cads!
It’s ' rather a good thing he came—we're
" able to find out what you're made of!”

Pitt walked away, boiling. -

Apnd in the meantime Alf Iuggins had
passed into the Ancient House, and had
made his way along the corridors to Archie
Glenthorne's study. It was empty, of coprse
" —for Archie was still upstairs admiring
silken shirts, fancy waistcoats, and other
"choice varieties of clothing for spring wear,

“ Ain't - it rummy?’” said Alf, addressing
himeelf to the lounge. *‘‘ As soon as ever ]
do anythink to 'elp a bloke, I go an’ shove
my blinkin' foot in it! It’s funny 'ow these
things 'appen!” : :

Alf shrugged his shoulders, and -unrolled,
he looked

“the parcel of bloaters, Then
round for a .stove., MHe couldu’'t very well
fry the bloaters unless he had a fire of
scime kind. :

He was rather dismayed.
. 'The only stove was the fire grate—and
the day was so miid that the fire had
not been lit—although it was laid in readi-
ness—in cygse the weather turned chilly.

Then there was the question of a frying
pan.

Alf could easily light the fire, but what
could he use to cook the bloaters in? lle
aazed round, and then went to the cup-
board. His face broke "into a smile as he
saw a large biscuit tin.

-The lid would do splendidlv—he had used
one for such a purpose before, and Lnew
all about it.

‘““Now we're gettin’ on!” he murmured.
“We'll soon ’ave a nice niff spreadin’
through the room!”

.He grinned with anticipation, wondering
what Archie would say when he found tea
all in readiness, He was quite sure that
he would give Archie a big surprise.

He certainly would!

Alf prepared everything. Ile lit the fire,
and before long it was going on merrily,
There was plenty of coal in the handsome
box, and Iluggins piled it on so that there
would be a good blaze for frying purposes.

He ‘had already forgotten that little in-
cident in the bicycle shed. After all, it
wasn't worth weorrying about that. He was
augry with Armstrong for being so un-
gracious.

But what did it matter?

There was no sense in making a fuss over
a trifle.” And he gave himself whole-
hieartedly to the task before him, And
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before very long he placed the big square

tin lid on the fire, and the bloaters com-
menced to fry. .

After about ten minutes .
gradually began to fill with
smoke—aquite . an  appetising
according to Alf's opinion.
it, and grinned. : o

“I'll "ave to pop out soon,” he told him-
self. ** That there shop ought to be clear
by now. I've got to get bread an’ butter
an” cakes, Muzt do it proper!”’

‘Alf whistled cheerily. By now the study
filled. The hazy ' blue smoke,
indecd, was wafting out in a general flood,
through the top of the window, where it
was slightly open. .

And then, just at that moment, the door
opened. : - :

Phipps appeared. And Phipps stood there,
his mouth open, his ¢yea staring, and with
an expression of utter horror upon his face.

“Good heavens!" ejaculated Phipps
faintly,

It took a very great deal to awaken Phipps
out of his customary sedateness. Archje
had never really -succeeded in doing ‘t.
Time after time Archie had attempted to
give Phipps a big surprise or a shock.

And Phipps had always stood the test.

But Alf Huggins, without any intention of
doing so, had succeeded in the most com-
plete manner. Phipps stood there. His
composure vanished. MHe was lifted entircly
cut of himself, :

Phipps took a tremendous pride in Archie’s
study. Ile rather gloried in the fact that
that apartment was always orderly, sedate
and redolent of peace and quietness ahd
charming luxury. ‘

Yet here—amidst all this splendour—was
this son of a bricklayer, engaged in the
task of frying bloaters! And the bloaters,
moreover, were scnding forth clouds and
clouds of vile and ghastly smoke into the
atmosphere. :

“Good heavens!' =said Phipps, again.

Alf looked round.

“ What-'o, old sport!” he said cheerily.

'Ow goes it?™

Phipps made one tremendous eflort to
pull himself together. Me succeeded. 1t
was a valiant piece of work. And Phipps
stocod there, his face immobile once more.
The fumes wreathed round him.

“ Master Huggins!™' he said stiffly.
““What's the matter?” asked Alf.
speak as though I was standin’
dock, about to be sentenced to
Cheer up! No need to look
hearted!”’ |

Phipps swallowed hard.

*“ What—what is the meaning of this,
Master Huggins?'' he asked. *‘1Is it possi-
ble that you are frying bloaters?”

Alf grinned. |

“I don't think much o' your nose!” he
remarked. “° Wot did you think they was
—honions? Can't you tell they’'re bloaters?

the
a hazy
smoke,
He

study
blue
too,
sniffed at

-

“You
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death!
s§0 down-



For tea, you know! Me an’ Archie
goin’ to ’ave a spread!”

Phipps nearly fainted.

“*You—you are fryin’ bloaters for Master
Archie?”” he asked weakly.

“That's the idea—but don’t yon let on!”
said Alf. *° Archie don't know nothink about
1t yet. Just a little surprise for ’'is nibhs—
sce? I reckon he’ll be pleased, don’t you?”

Phipps did not trust himself to give any
opinion,

“I am very much afraid that you have
done wrong, Master lluggins,”” he said. "' It
is a pity that you did not consult Master
Archi¢ before coming to this decision.”

“ Why, don’t. 'e like bloaters?” asked
Alf, with concern.

“1I am not aware of Master Archie’s
tastes concerning bloaters,”” said Phipps
stifHy. ‘' Tea will be served very shortly,
Master Iuggins.” s

“ Oh, that's good!"” said Alf. 1 was
st wounderin’ 'ow we should get on. Tt
won't take me long to pop out an' get some
bread, an’ a half-pound o' _butter—-"

“*That will be quite unnecessary,
caid Phipps coldly. .

“ But ‘we must 'ave bread——""

are

sir,”’

‘““T shall attend to such matters, Master.

Huggins,”” interrupted Phipps., It is my
seneral customn to bring in a ‘tray, and I
shall return after Master Archibald has come
down. I am exceedingly sorry that you
considered it necessary to—er—indulge in
this surprice.”

And Phipps walked out.

He was absolutely fiHed with. alarimm—but
he had kept his feelings in check in a very
maguilicent way. But Phipps hardly knew
which way he was walking c¢r what lay n
front of him.

He. was staggered ont of his usual
gerenity. - And he was just wondering what
he: should do=how he should act—when
Archie Glenthorne came strolling round the
Lend of the passage, b A

** A dashed ripping collection, Phipps, old
carrot!” lie observed. “I mean to say,
the fancy waistcoats are positively topping.
As for the silk shirts, I'm dashed if I've
ever seen such priceless beauties. The
young muster will be resplendent.”

“Yes, sir,” said Phipps. “ But there is
a little matter I should like to mention——"’

"“Pardon me one moment, Phipps—just
rne moment!” interrupted Archie, producing
a  handkerchief, and applying it t{to bhis
clegant nose. ‘* There appears to be a most
poisonous odour wafting about in the atmos-
phere. MHave you noficed it? It strikes me
as being distinctly ghastly.”
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| ever cost—if he was - poisoned—he

*““It is quite atrocious, sir,”
grimly,

"I gather that some of the lads of the
village are indulging in one of their fearful
orgies,’” went on Arcnie. ‘1 mean to say,
how absolutely putrid! = Between you aud
me, Phipps, I'm dashed if I know how these
chappies exist! I mean, bloaters and all
that kind of stuff!”

1 was about to tell you, sir—""

‘* Sorrow, Phinps—but I really must trickle
onwards,” interrupted Archie. * Pray don’t
think me dashed rude, but Huggius is
waiting for me. . The poor chappie is
absclutely waiting, don’'t you know.”

* Master Huggins has taken a liberty,
sir,”” said Phipps. ‘' He is preparing a meal
of his own accord.”

" What-ho!" gaid Archie.  ** That's rather
dashed good, as it were. I mean to eay,
it shows that the dear boy is absolutely on
the job! 1 trust, Phipps, that the food
stufils are of the right blend?”

" You have already scented the odour,
sir,” said Phipps significantly.

Archie started, and then turned pale,

" But—but you don't mean——-"

** Exactly, sir.”

Archie gave one look of horror at Phiprs,
and then staggered along the passage 1o
his own door. lle threw open the door, and
stood there, just inside the study.

Archie swayed dizzily to and fro.

Through a blue kind of haze he could ces
AM. Alf was bending over thes fireplace,
holding up a bloater on the end of a piece
of stick. The bloater was smoking, and
large blobs of liquid fat were ocozing down,
and dropping froin the smoking fish.

Archie felt ill, and he shuddered.

* (ireat gadzooks, and what not!’’ he s=aid
faintly. ‘' In other words, help! I mean
to say—="" £

“Uallo, Archie!” interrupted Alf, looking
round. ‘' Good! I- didn't figger on your
bein’ ’'ere for another ten minutes. But
it’s jJjust as well, ’cos the bloaters is
cooked to a turn.” '

“ The—the bloaters?" said Archie, clutche
ing at his heart. |

** Yes—all prime an’ oily!” said Huggine,

Archie clapped his handkerchief to hLis
mouth and made a territic eflfort to =mile.
Above all, he could not possibly let Aif
see that lie was horrified. It wouldn't do
at all..

The position was too foul for words, but
Archie had to cope with it.

Here was this chap—this IToxton hounder
—actually turning the study into a fried-
fish shop., Archie vaguely gazed round,
expecting to se¢. a pan of chip potatoes.
He had heard that fish and chips were
greatly favoured in lloxton. :

‘The thing was so terrible that Archie
simply couldn’t control himself, All he
could do was to stand there, gaping. But

agreed Phipps

} Archie’s natural breeding made it impossible

At what-
woulgd

for him to offend the new boy.
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have to stick it out. And, what was more,
he would have to look cheerful.

Huggins had done it as a surprise—to
pleasc Archie. So Archie was pleased. At
lexst, he told himself that hie looked pleased.
Ile didn’t. Hec¢ looked dazed.

““ Ain't you well?” asked Alf, staring at
him.,
< Well?' repeated Archie, bracing him-
self up. *“ Oh, rather! In fact, dear old
boy, 1'm positively bursting with vanloads
of cnergy.
in the jolly old

“flungry?"

“ Absolutely!" said Archie. *' That is to
aay, I—I mean—what? To be absolutely
exact, I don't think I'm quite so dashed
hungry as 1 thought. Just a little light
something, laddie, don’'t you know."

“ Bloaters?" said Alf eagerly.

Archie gulped,

“ Well, as a matter of fact, no!" he
faltered. * Not absolutely! Bloaters, of
course, are frightfully ripping things when
a chappie is sort of starving. But I think
1 would prefer just a little scone, you
know. Absolutely! Jolly decent of you,
Alf, but——"

““Oh, I say!"" interrupted Alf, in dismay.
“ Ain’t you goin' to ‘ave none?”

. ““Well, to be absolutely candid-—""

pink!"”

““1T fried 'em specially for you,”” added
Alf invitingly,

“ Really?"” panted Archie, hope dying
out of his breast. ' Really? 1 inean to

say. really? No—no! It seems that I've
got to think of something somewhat lucid!
To be quite frank, Alf &

‘““ Oh, but look here——"

“1 repeat, to be quite alf, Frank—1
mean, of course, to be quite clear and
concise, absolutely not!"” gasped Archie,
now breathing with extreme diliiculty.
“ Pray don't worry, oid Iad! Pray don't
allow the wind to arise! Do 1 absolutely
unaerstand that you have fried thesc
ghastly things —these priceless things, 1
should say—especially for my benetit?"”

“0' course I 'ave!”

*“ Then, in that case, that's rather rich!"
said Archie brightly. ** What ho! Bloaters!
The old appetite has returned. Most
remarkable thing, Alf; bloaters—my
favourite fruit! I should say, my favourite
dish! Extraordinary that you should hit
on it!"’

Alf was quite delighted, and he procecded
to dish up the bloaters with muech enjoy-
ment. Nobody ever knew what an effort it
had cost Archie to brighten up so rapidly.

Inwardly, he was filled with horror; but
outwardly he smiled with all his usual
serenity.

He felt like a fellow sitting in a dentist’s
chair, waitineg for the genticinan with the
forceps to operate. Sitting in the chair
was bad enough, but there was worse to
comne. -
~ Archie had to go through with it now;
he absolutely had to partake of bloaters.

I mean to =ay, I'm absolutely

Archie swayed dizzily to and fro.
Through a kind of haze he could see

Ali. AIf was bending over the fire-
place, holding a bleater on the end of
a stick. .

And the very idea of_ it filled him right
up to the top of the throat. DBut it
would never do to let Alf see that he had
made a wistake. It would be o fearful shoek
for the poor chap,

And Archie went through with it.

Ie pretended to like one of the bloaters—
to the amazement of Phipps, he consumed
three parts of it. And he chatted amiably
all the time. By the time the meal was
over, Archie felt that he had passed
through a particularly ghastly kind of night-
nare.

And Alf  MNuggins—although he said
nothing—instinctively knew that he had
done wrong. Archie was too polite to say
so-—his abundant good nature would not
allow him to state his disapproval. DBut
Alf was not blind. He could see that his
study chum was suflering.

And - later on, Alf went out into the
Triangle, and paced up and down in the

Se—
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gloom with his hands thrust deep into
his trouser-pockets.

" Wrong ag'in!”’ he muttered. "I allus

try to do the right thing—an’ 1 allus goes

wrong! Lwmnne, “2in't I thankful the day’s
neariy over!”
But the day wasn't over-—-gaite,

T

CHAPTER V.
TUE END OF A PERFECT DAY,

R ALPII LESLIE FULL-

WOOD nodded.

“Yes, to-night,” he

caid, " It's no good

waiting until later on; it’s

¢at to he done on the

hmn*:l..r&; firet, night in the

dormitory., We'll makeé him jolly well

sguirm !’

“'But some of the other chaps might
object,” said Bell doubtfully.

“Let 'em  object!”  growled Fullwood,

“We shall have the majority on our side,
SO you necdn’t worry, This bally cad hasn’t
ot half o dozen friends in the whole
emove. And you can take it from me,
that before a week's gone hy he'll be kicked
ont of the school!”

“Oh, 1t's eaty to
Gulliver. ‘“But it
get him  kicked out.
sider, but——"

“ Well, we don't want teo talk about
that,”” interrupted Fullwood. *“ It’ll be bed-
time cfoon, and there isn't any time to
waste, I've got a pretty good idea—we'll
shove something in the cad’s bhed.”

valk like that!”
won't be
He's a

satd
so casy to
rotten out-

" Tacks?” suggested DBell,
*“No fear!” replied Fullwood., * Tacks
am't much good. Besides, they wouldn't

hurt him at all—and hed see the things
as goon as he turned the cheet back. My
jdea i5 to stick a lot of burr: on the bed-
cvlothes.”

“A lot of what?" asked Gulliver, staring.

* Burps!i”

“Oh, you mean those prickly tlung:,
grinned Bell. ' Those haily things that
stick like glue when you're walkin' through
tlw woods?”

' Yes, that's the idea,”” said Yullwood.
”They're horrinle, you know—they hurt
like thunder. And as socon as this chap
gets in bed, they'll stick to his pyjamas
and make him in a territic mess.”

“1'm not sure that it's severe enoungh,”

sald Gulliver. ** Why not chuek water all
over his blankets, or put bricks i his
pillow? It seems to me that we ought to

Jo something better—-"

“ Don't you worry, I've got soime nther
uleas, too!” mterrup*ed Fullwood.” ** This
ideax .1b0ut the burrs is just to start with.
Only we've got to do that now, becduse
it be bed-time soon.”

“But what about 1lhese - Lt.rn?“ asked

LEE LIBRARY [ESS

Gulliver. ““ We .can't get any now. You've
got to collect themn out of the fields—="’
“Don’t be an idiet!”’ broke in I'ullwood.
“I know where I can lay my hands on
hags of the thiugs! There's a little box-
room at the end of the upper corridor;
and there’'s a whole pile of burrs in the
corner—some of the chaps used ’em for

a jape last term.”

And Fullwood and Co., a minute or
two latter, sallied out and passed upstairs
on their errand. They soon obtained a
large number of the prickly little burrs;
then they cautiously entered the Remove
dormitory,

Morrow was there—Morrow, of the Sixth.

“ Oh, hallo!” said Fullwood calmly. *'I
_Euslt wanted to have a look at Muggins’
red."”

“It’s just the same as any other bed,”
replied Morrow. * That’s the one—near the

middle, But what do you want with it?
If you’re going to start any of your
foolery——"’

‘“ Keep your hair on!” interrupted I'ull-

wood. ‘' I’m satisfied now. I wanted to
make certain the cad wasn't put next to
me, that's all. It's a dead certainty 1}'m
not going to sleep next to a loxton
street urchin!”

And Fullwood and Co. walked out again,
leaving Morrow grinning. Even the Fifth
and Sixth were rather opposed to Alf Hug-
gins, In their dignilied way, they considered
that his presence at St. Frank’s was rather
a come-down for the old school,

The cads of Studv A waited until Mor-
row had gone—watching fromm a dim corner
at the end of the corridor. Then, when the
coast was clear, they came out and creps

back into the dormitory.
““ Sharp’s the word!” murmured Full-
wood.

They had to work in the dark, for it was
impossible to turn on the switch. But it
was moonlight outside, and the juniors had
no difliculty in selecting ‘the bed which had
bCPil prepared for Alf Huggins.

*Pull the clothes back!” said I‘ullwood
sharply.

They were pulled back, and hund:cds of
the burrs were stuck all over the sheets—

ltrt.n.ularly on the upper sheet, where they
Llﬂl]j., in clusters. And the cads grinned
as they pictured what would happen.

It would bhe a most unpleasant ordeal,
to say the best of it. To slip into bed
and to find oneself smothered with little
prickly things would be an exceedingly try-
ing experience,

But when the bed was replaced in its
former state there was nofhing to show
that this trick had’ béen perforined. And

Fullwood and Co. were only just' in: time,
for the bed-time bell -was due to- clang
within ten minutes,

They slipped downstairs and. went into
their study to indulge in a final cigarette.
Fullwood and Co. rather fancied thcmst,hq.s

(Continued on rage 15.)
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‘- CHAPTER 1.
THE RULING COUNCIL.

w ELIL, Herman, here we are, back
in London again! And how have
things been going while Fairfax

; and 1 have been away? DBusiness

been good—eh?"

““0Oh, pretty much as uszual!" said the
man who had been addressed as Herman.
“We've had one or two good hauls, but
nothing out of the common.”

“ No trouble with the police?"”

“No. But we had a rather narrow escape

this afternoon—not of getting into trouble
with tho police, but of having Nelson
Le2 put on our track.”
; The scene was a sumpbtuously furnished
room in a palatial house in (urzon Streeot,
Muyfair. The costly works of art which
adorned the walls of the apartment, the
cuperb old china in the inlaid cabinets,
the priceless folios and rare editions which
lined the book shelves—all these betokened
unlimited wealth and faultless tuste.

Paul IIerman, the millionaire-owner of
this magnificent house and all the artistic
treasures it contained, was a strikingly
handsome man, still on the right side of
forty, . who had settled in ILondon about
three years hefore our starv opens.

In appearance he was tall and slim, with
@ clean-shaved face and jet-black hair and

z ¥ A Thnlling Detective Storv of a powerful criminal
cagh ki R gl confedcraticn organised by *“ Number One.”’

BEGIN TO-DAY THIS OPENING INSTALMENT OF
NELSON LEE’'S GREATEST DETECTIVE EXPLOITS.

(eves. In manner he was courtly, suave,
and affable, He was supposed to have

amassed his vast wealth by successful min-

ing operations in South America. It is
true that nobody knew where the mines

were situated, but that was a mere detail.

He was a millionaire; he was a liberal
patron of the fine arts; hLe entertained on
a lavish scale; and these facts, added to
the magnetic charm of his personality,
had made Paul Herman, at the time of
which we write, a lcading and poplar ficure
in Londou society.

If only society had known the truth!

At the moment when we make Paul
Herman's acquaintance he was reclining in
an ealy-chair, with a cigarette between his
lips and a rather bored expression on his
handsome face.

The two men with him were also well-
known in the highest social circles. They
were Sir Edgar Fawcett and Mr. Willoughby
Fairiax, and they had only to-day teturned
to Englaud after a two months’ absence

abroad.

The vyounger of the pair, Sir Edgar
Fawcett, was nather loudly dressed, and
bore on his face unmistakable traces of
vice and dissipation. Fairfax, on the other
hand, presented the appearance of a some-
what portly and rather stolid couptry gentle-
man, who might not be very clever, but
whose inbegrity and respectability were
above suspicion.
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As both these men, together with Paul |

Herman, will figure largely in our story,
i is necessary to tell the reader something
of their history and antecedents.

Sir Edgar, then, was the ounly son of the
late Sir Humphrey Fawcett, of Moscar
Grange, in Surrey. On the death c¢f his
fother ho had succeeded to- the haronetey
and estate; but in less than two Yyears
he had dissipated his inheritance, and had
only saved himself from the Bankruptey
Court by celling Moscar Grange and the
surrounding estate to o retired Dritish
admiral named Sir George Langford.

Sir Edgar had then taken up his residence
in a modest flat in London. 1}ere be had
lived for two or three yearsg, sponging on
fiis friends, and occasionzlly making a few
pounds by betting and card-playing. Then,
to the amazement of all who knew him,
Le had moved into a large and expensively
furnished flat, had iuvested in a maetor-car,
and had rented some shocting in Scotland.

One or two of his friends, more curious
than the rest, had quegtigned him as to
the gourte of his newly-acquired wealth. To
thdse Sir Edgar had replied, in an offhand
way, that a ‘‘distant relative > had died,
and left him all his money.

In some respects, the history of Mr. Wil
loughby  Fairiax oddiy resembled” that .of
Sir Edgar Fawcett. Me had started his
business career as a member of the London
Stock Exchange, and for four or five years
hadt been fairly successful. Then his hick
had completely deserted him, and for the
nexyv two years he had continaally hovered
on the threshold of bankniptey.

And then—just when hls friemis were
expecting to hear that he had heen ‘*ham-
mered ? as a defauiter—he had retired from
business, had bought a country house and
estate, known as Rvcroft Iall, and had pur-
ehased a handsome and up-to-date steam-
¥acht, _ _
~.Where had the money come from? Fair-
fix laughingly said, when questioned on the
subject, that his sudden rice of fortune was
due to *“‘a lucky speculation in American
- railway stoek.” But it waz2 a curious fact
ihat the name of the railway was as big
& mystery as Sir Edgar’s ¢ distant relative,”
or Herman's * South American nines.”
'The truth of the matter was, that Paul
Herman’s mines, Sir Edgar's distant relative,
and Fairfax’s railway stock were as fabulous
wg the unicorn. Far differcnt was the
source from which these three men bad
derived, and were still deriving, their princely
mcomes. Ior they and another man—a
Tetired Army officer, nanied Major Rockstro
—formed the ruling council of the greatest
and most powerful criminal organisation
of modern times. | o

This infamous secret society of criminals
—for such it was—was konown as the League
ef the Iron Hand. It owed its origin and
organisation to the criminal genius of Paul
Herman, who had chosen the name as a
symbol of the ruthless discipline he meant

‘members of the league.

‘the League of the Iron Hand.

STORY SECTION [

to enforce.
his skilful guidance, it had rapidly developed
both in numhers and in the scope of its

From small beginnings, under

operations. At the time of which we write
it had nearly a thousand members, many of
whom were men who moved in the highest
circles of socicty.. '
~The headquarters of the league were
situated at a house in Walworth Road, but
there were ‘““district lodges” at various
clubs and cafes up and down the metropolis,
where the members met to discuss their
plans, make their reports, and receive their
orders,

Each distriet lodge was presided over by
an official, who was known by a distinguish-
ing number. The members of each lodge
were under the direct orders of the pre-
siding officer of that lodge; and these
ofticers, in their turn, were under the
orders of the ruling council, at the head
of which, invested with supreme authority,
was Paul Herman,

All the servants at Herman’s house wers
: With the excep-
tion of these servants, and the members
of the ruling council, none of the members
of the league had the remotest suspicion
that their iron-handed chief was the haud-
some miillionaire of Curzon Street. To the
vast majority of the members of the league
their president was a mysterious individual,
who seldom appeared in the same disguise
at two successive meetings, and who was
only known to them as *‘‘ Number One.”

Plunder was the one and only objeet of
Burglary
was, perhaps, the principal means uadopted
ror attaining this object; but other means
were not neglected. At the house in Wal-
worth Road, for instance, there was an
extensive plant. for the manufacture of
counterfeit coin - and- spurious banknotes,
Arson, blackmail, and " forgery also con-
tributed their queta to the colfers of the
league.

All ths resources of modern civilisation
were preszed into the service of this up-to-
date league of criminals. The fleetest motor-
cars carried ‘“eracksmen  to and from the
scene of their labours; and many a parcel
of stolen -jewels had been conveyed ont
of the couniry by Fairfax's yacht, and
secretly disposed of on the Continent.

As a matter of faet, on the very day our
story opens, lairfax and Sir LEdgar had
returned from a two months’ cruise in the
yacht, in the course of which they had
disposed of over twenty thousand pounds’
worth of stolen gems, and had *planted”
almost the same amount of spurious notes.

'They had - landed -at Southampton about
noon, and had reached London by train
shortly after five o’clock. From Waterloo a
taxi had conveyed them to Paul Iferman’s
house in Curzon Street, where .the conver-
sation set out above had ensued.

At mention of the ‘ narrow escape,” and
the name of Nelson Lee, a look of alarm
came into the faces . of. both wisitors,



b Why———what,—wlmt has happened, then?”
almost gasped Willoughby Fairfax.

¢ (Oh,” was Herman's nouchalant Treply,
¢ one Uf our ordinary members—that fellow
Martin, of Kennington Road—wrote to Lee
this afternoon, stating that he was a mein-
ber of a secret society, and was prepared
to sell Lee some starthing information if he
would come to his house to-morrow after-
noon. The matter was reported to me,
through our secret gervice branch, within
an hour of the letter being poested. ]
inveigled Martin here, by means which 1
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7, but it's well
You've heard of Donald
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The other isn't quite so big
worth attempting.
Stuart, of course?!

Sir Edgar nodded.

“That erack-brained fellow
squandered o nice little fortune
ments in airzhips?” he said.

“That’s the man,” said Herman., ¢ Ilas
it ever occurred to you what an immense
power would be placed in our hands if we
had a practioable airship at our conimand?”’

C“Hasn't it?* said Sir Edgar, with a
L:mgh. “I've often amused myself by

who has
in experi-

- 1
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Sir Edgzar

Oof a revolver,

——

ttered a siwout of alarm and took to his heels.
a cry of ‘‘ 8top thief!"” rang out from Herman's window,

At the same Instant
foilowed by the cr;u:k

i s

needn't trouble to describe, and——'' lle
paused to light another cigarette.

““ There is now a vacancy for an ordinary
member in D Division,"”” he drawled, biowing
out a cloud of filmy smoke.

I1is two companions shuddered,
eined as they were, familiar as they were
with Herman's ruthless methods of main.
taining discipline, his cold-blovoded eallous-
ness sent an icy shiver down their spines.

“Have you anything bhig on at present?"
asked Sir Edgar, hastening to changoe the
conversation.

“Yes,” said Herman; ““I've two schemes
in contf mplation, one nf which may prove
to be the biggest thing wo've ever tackled.

Hard-

- i

imagining «ll the gorgeous things we could
do if we only had the right wrt of airship
—something pratically noiseless, vou know,
with the speed of o Zepp, although not a
tenthh part of a Zepp's length, and needing

only two or three men to control her.
However, it's no usge talking of it. Such
a craft won't be invented in our time."”

“Theat's just where vou're mistaken,”
said Herman. “I{ my information iz cor-
rect—and I've no reason to doubt its
correctness—such  an  airship  has  aleeady

been invented.' °
“ By Dounald ‘*tuart""
€ xr 5." ‘
Fawcett shook ©iis liead.
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“I shall believe it when I see it!” he
paid.

Herman shrugged his shoulders.

‘ Listen to me,” he said, ‘‘and when

you've heard me out you may not be quite
s sceptical, '

“I have long known,” he went en ‘that
Stuart was crazy on the subject of airships,
and has well-nigh heggared himself by costly
experiments. A day or two after you left
England, a paragraph appeared in the
‘Daily Mail,” stating e#that Stuart had at
}ast overcome a difficulty which had baffled
him for years, and that his nociseless air-
ship—a small but marvellously fast and
easily controlled affair—weuld shortly make
its initial public appearance.

“As soon as 1 read this paragraph,
I sent for Rockstro, and instructed him to
go down to Wimbledon—where Stuart’s
place is—and find out all he possibly could
about this wonderful new airship.

“* Rockstro at once precceeded to carry
out my orders, and the iuformation which
ke has obhtained up to the present is this.
‘‘he airship is practically finished, and all
thie workmen were dismissed last week. All
that now remains to be done is to fix up
goine rather delicate electric fittings, which
Stuart will see to himself,

‘A few days ago the airship made a
short trial trip, and hehaved perfectly. Next
day Stuart wrote to the War Office, deserib-
ing the result of this trial spin, stating that
he wished to give the Government the first
chance of purchasing the invention. Up

fo the present, so far as I know, he has |

received no answer to his letter,

‘“ Now," proceeded llerman after a pause,
T intend that that airship shall become the
property of the League! By hook or crook,
we must get possession of it before the
Government snaps it up!l”

" Your idea is to steal it, I suppose?”
asked Fairfax. ,

Merman nodded, and lit onther cigarette.

‘““ But none of us kuows anything about
airships,” objected Iairfax. ' You can’t
~ steal a motor-ear if you don’'t know how

Lo drive it; and it seems to me that you
can't steal an airship if you don’t know
how to navigate it!”

“ There'il be no difliculty about that,”
said Herman., ‘' Rockstro will attend to the
navigation and—— Ah! lhere’s Rockstro
himeself 1"

““ Major Rockstro!™ announced the buller,
throwing open the door.

I'ne major—a thin, wiry-looking man,
rather under the average height, with a
eallow face and a heavy black moustache
—nodded to Herman, and shook hands with
Fa'rfax and Sir Edgar.

‘““ We were just talking about you,”” said
Herman. ‘' I’ve heen telling these two
about Stuart’s airship. }Mowever, youn can
talk about that to them later on. I rather
want to discuss that other affair first.”

“ What other affair?” asked TFawcett.
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“The Hummecersea jewels!

[

“T don’t lollow you.”

“Pon’t you?” laughed Herman. *' Well
then, I'Ml explain. Sir George Langford is
giving a ball at Moscar Grange to-morrow
night in honour of Miss Langford’s birthday,
and I have Dbeen invited.”

" As Paul Herman, or as Squire Jande-
ville?”” acked Fawcett.

“ Both!” said Herman, * But Paul Her-
man has declined the invitation, and Squire
Mandeville has accepted it, and is to stay
the pight at the Grange.”

1t should hecre be explained that Paul
Herman lived a double—or, rather, a treble
--life,  As already stated, he was only known
to the vast majority of the members of the
league as ‘* Number One.” To the general
public in London he was only known as
Paul Herman. These, however, did not ex-
haust the list of his aliases.

In addition to owning the house in Curzon
Street, he was the owner of a fine old
country house in Surrey, known as Hartop
Manor. Part of his time was spent at
Curzon Street, as Paul Herman; and pars
of his time was spent at Hartop Manor,
\'.'_Illlcrﬁ Lhe wauas known as “ Squire Mande-
ville,

Only the servants at Curzon Street and
the members of the ruling council knew that
** Paul Herman ” was ** Squire Mandeville '’ ;
but not even ivhe members of the ruling
council knew that Paul Herman had another
aliag, and lived another life, of which, in
due course, the reader will be informed.

“ Well?” gaid Sir Edgar Fawecett,”
“ Where does the big scheme come in?”’

“That young idiot, the Marquis of Hume-
mersea, has also beewn invited to the halil,
and is also staying the night at the Grange,”
answered Herman, ** As you know, the
marduis has o passion for adorning himself
with expensive jewellery, and possesses
amongsi, other thiugs, a superb set of
diamond studs and sleeve-links, which are
valued at five thousand pounds. He's cer-
tain to wear these at the ball to-morrow
night, and he's equally certain to keep lLis
jewel-case in his bedroom.

“Now, vou used to live at the Grange
before you sold it to Admiral Langford, and
you have told me many thnes that the
houge is boncycombed with secret passages,
ronning in the thickness of the walls, and
communicating with the various rooms by
cliding panels. Did von ever tell Admiral
Lan:ford about them?”

‘* Never! So far as 1 know,
unaw:ré of their existence.”

** Is il possible to get from any room in
the house to the other rooms, by means
of those secret passages?”

“* With few except.ons,” replied Sir Edgar.

" Would it be possible to get from my
room to the marquis’s, and rescue his

ie's quite

b jewel-cace?”’

It would be possible for me to dn so,
beeanse I know exactly where the slidiug

| panels are, and how to open them.”
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& Very well, then! Are you game to help
me to get hold of that jewel-case?”
“ Yes; if I can do so without much risk."”

“ There's no risk at all. This is my plan.

You will disguise yourself to-morrow night,
run cver to Moscar in your car, leave the
car in one of the lanes outside the village,
snd hide yourself in the grounds of the
range,
* * Before I go to the Grange, I will
conceal a light rope-ladder at the bottom
of one of my bags. The ball will be over
about two o'clock in the morning, and at
hali-past four I will open my bedroom
window, aund signal to you by three short
flashes of my electric torch.

" “ 0On perceiving my signal you will come
underneath my window, and 1 will lower
the rope-ladder. You will then swarm up
to my room, make your way to the mar-
quis's room by way of the secret passage,
secure the jewel-case, and get away with it.”
~Sir Edgar expressed his approval of this
daring plan, and after he and Herman
had settled the details, the three men rose
to take their departure,
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CHAPTER 1I.
NELSON LEE AND DERRICKE O'BRIEN JOIN HANDSZ.

HE reader will have gathered that
one of the ordinary members of the
League of the Iron Hand—a 1man
named Martin, who lived in Kenning-

ton Road—had written to Nelson Lee on
Monday afternoon, stating that he belonged
to a secret society of criminals, and was
willing to sell the famous detective ‘' some
startling information ” if he would call at
Martin's house the following afternoon.

This letter was delivered at Nelson Lee’s
rooms in Gray's Inn Road on Monday
evening. The detective, however, was away
from home at the time, and did not re-
turn—and consequently did not receive the
letter—until one o'clock on Tuesday after-
noon,

Now, Nelson Lcee had long suspected that
an organised gang of criminals, directed by
a man of extraordinary skill and daring,
was at work in the metropolis, though he
had never been able to lay his hand on
any tangible evidence in support of his zus-
picion. He bhad broached this theory to
several of h's brother-oflicers, and also to
the officials at S-otland Yard; but the
latter had openly derided the idea, and most
of the former had pooh-poohed it.

. Thers was one man, however, who cor-
dially agreed with Nelson Lee's theory, and
had, as a matter of fact, formed the same
theory himself before ever Nelson Lee had
mentioned the matter to him, That man
wags Derrick O’Brien, a warm-hearted and
impulsive young Irishman, who, like Nelson
Lee, followed the profession of a private
detective,

- So Lee's first action, when he returned to
Gray's Inn Road on Tuesday afternoon and
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opened Martin's letter, was to send for a
taxi and drive to O'Brien’s rooms in Lam:
heth Paiace Road.

‘“‘ Faith, it's mighty pleased with your.
gelf vou're looking!” was the Irishman’s
greeting, “ Is it a fortune you've just come
into?"

“I've come into something better than
a fortune,” replicd Lee. ** At last I've got
a chance of learning something about that
mysterious criminal organisation. One of*
it's members has written to me, stating
that lLe is prepared to turn traitor if I
mauke it worth his while. Read this!”

He thrust the letter into O’'Brien’s hand.

the latter read it and uttered a shout of
triumph, :
" The Iletter arrived last night,”’ said

Nelson Lee, before O'Brien could offer any
eomment. ' Unfortunately, I was away
from home at the time, and only returned
about halt an hour ago. If I'd been at
lhomme when the letter arrived 1 should
have gones to see the fellow last mnight, 1n
apite of the fact that he fixes this after-
uoon for the interview."

*Thea you haven’t seen him yet?” asked
'Brien.

*“No,”" said Nelson Lee. “ I'm going fto
see him now,  Remembering our compact, I
thought I'd call and ask you if you'd like
to come with :ne.”

O’'Brien’s reply was to snatch up his hat,
and A momeut later the two detectives were
oun their way to Kennington Road, .

On reacliing the address given in the
letter. Nelson Lee rang the front-door bell.
There was no response. ¥e rang again,

and yet again, but still there was no
response.
“Let's try the back door,” suggested
O’'Brien.

They went round to the back and knocked
at the kitchen door. But the echo of their
kuocking was the only answer they reccived.

““He has repented of his letter,”” said
O’Brien. * He hLas run away, and will prob-
ably never return.,”

Nelaon Lee shook his head,

“I'm afraid it’s worse than that,” he
said gravely. “You remember what he
said ia his letter—that his life would not
be worth an hour's purchase if his fellow-
members Lknew that he had written to me.”

O’Brien started, and a look of horror
croszed his face,
“You think they've discovered |his

treachiery, and made away with him?" he
said, in a low, awed voice.

““I fear s0,"”” said Nelson Lee. *' Anyhow,
we'll take the liberty of breaking in and
seeing if we can discover anything useful
in the shape of letters or other papers.”

He forced back the catch of the kitchen
window, and crept into the silent house.
O'Brien followed him.

On the kitchen table lay a sealed envelope,
The detective picked it up. It was addressed
in typiwritten characters to * Nelson Lee,

L Bsq.”



Lee tore the cnvelppe open and drew out

a sheet of paper, on which was typed:

“ Nmnber One presents his compliments to
Mr. Nclson Lee, and regrets to inform him
that Mr., Martin died somewhat suddenly
about six o'clock on Monday evening. Mr.
Lee has Number One’s permission to search
Mr. Muartin’s house from roof to basement,
if he thinks fit; but Number One assures
Mr. Lee, on his word of honour, that he will
only be wasting his valuable time. All Mr,
Martin’s papers have bheen destroyed or
taken away.” o

“It is as 1 feared, you see,” groancd Nel-
son Lee, tnsa!ng this ty pe“utteu message to
O'Brien. ** The villaing discovered that Mar-
tin had written to me, and they have mur-
dered hin, ransacked his house, and taken
away everything of an ineriminating nature.

“ But 1I'll be even with them yet!" he

exclaimed, with flashing eyes. ' This in-
solent message is a challenge. I accept the
challenge. I'rom this mowmeunt 1 will devote

the whole of my time to avenging Martin's

death and bringing Number One and Ins
dastardly confederates to justice.”
“And I'l - help you!” said O’Brien
betﬂ.' een his clenched teeth.
"You mean that?”
“1 do. It shall be war to the death
between us | and this infamous gang of

thieves and murderers.”
And the two detectives gripped hauds on
the coimpact,
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CHAPYER III.
THE STOLEN JEWEL-CASE.

O the ball given at Moscar Grange
by Admiral Sir George Langford n
hooour of his daughter's birthday,
over a Lundred guests had been iu
vited, many of whom had also been invited
to spend the night at the Grapge. Amongst
the latter were ' Squile \Iamlenlle," Danald
Stuart, the brilliant young inventor of the
famous airship, and a wealthy, but foppish
voung nobleman kpown as the Marquis of
Hummersea, who had a mania for adorning
himseif with rare and costly jewellery.
There is no need to describe the ball,
which began at nine and ended about half-
past two in the morning. It is enough
tn say that everything passed off with the
greatest eclat, and all the guests, with
one exeeption, were enthusiastic in  their
description of it as the most enjoyable fune-
tion they bad ever attended.
The cxeception was Paul
already stated, he was madly in love with
tire admiral’s pretty daughter, aud, during
the course ¢f the evening, hie had taken ad-
vantage of an interval in the dancing to
propose to her, To his bitter mortification
she had refused him—gently and kindly, but
in terms that left no loophole for future
hope. And when—remembering what Major
Heekstro had told him the night before—lie
had blurtcd out the name of Donald Stuart,
and had challeuged her to deny that Donald

Hlerman, As

, Was the
told him =11 he wished to know,

favoured suitor, - her. blushes. had

" This, then, was why Paul Herman wis
pacing his he:lmﬂm at Moscar Grange with .
a look of =avage fury on his face. Scoundrel

though he was, there was nothing insincere |

in his love for Vera Langford. : He. loved
her with a passionate fervour whieh bor-
dered on infatuation. |

For nearly two hours Herman strode#up
and down the room, cursing Doupald Stuart .
and plotting schemes for trampling lﬁm
underfoot. So fierce was his anger, t0
absorbed was lie In his thovghts of vew-
geance, that it was not until the clock on
the mantelpiece chimed a quarter-past’ four
that he suddenly remembered the plot whith
he had concocted with Sir Edgar Faweets
for. stealing the \l.trqms of Hummersea's
iewels,

Without a sound he opened the window
and lowered one end of the rope-ladder to

the ground. ©On the other end were” two
steel grappling-hooks. Having fixed these

firmly on the window-sill, he picked up tiec
electric lamp and pressed the button once,.
twice, thrice,

In th» meantime Sir Edgar la\wett had
carried: out the prograinine agreed.an the
night before. Having disguised himself as
an  outeat-elbows .working.man, he bad
mmotored over:' to Moscar, had left his car
in a lonely lane on the. outskirts of _the
village, and had concealed himself in the.
crounds of the Grange, in full vicw of the
house. t

On secing Paul ]Ivrn'au s sigual, be gl {lml
from his hiding-place, n“armcd up the
ladder, and clilmbed into the bedrcom,

"' So lar, so good,” he said in a low voice.
" Now, where is the marquis sleeping?’™.

Paul Herman told him, then he laid
hand on Sir Edgar's -I|uul: CT.

e | pro;mﬂeil to Miss Langford to- mr_rllt, o
e said. She rcjected me. Can you guess,
why 2" |

Sir Edgzar nodded.

" Donazlid Stuart,” he
you going to do?V

“Crush him ! 2aid - Paul Herman between
his cleuched tecth. * Ruin .him! Brand
him as a felon, and shatter for ever auy
hope, he may h..uc of marryiug Miss Laug-
ford. And you'rc going to help me!”

“Me? How?' exclaim-d Sir Edgar in sur-
prise. L

ilermiany whispercd someihing in his ear,
Sir Edgar started and chuekled. Again MHer-
man whispered.  Sir Edgar grinned and
rubbed his bands.

“ Magnificent!” * he
genius!  Can I do it? As easy as winking!
Will 17 Rather! thl‘ﬂ is  Stuart
sleeningy” Lyay, 4

“In the next room but one to the m:r-
nuie. Both rooms are on this side of the
honse, and on the same landing as this,”

“1 Kknow,” saild Sir Edgar. ' And now
I'd better be :.r.et.tzng to work.” |

his

-:{Ed. “*What are

eaid, “Youn're a

| He drew a pair of rubber ggﬂled-goloshes:



hoots. Then, having borrowed Paul Her-
man's electri¢c pocket-lamp, he crossed ti.ie
room and pressed his thumb on a certain
spot on the wall. With an almost in-
audible  click the panel flew open and re-
vealed one of the secret passages.

Stepping through the opening, he switched
on the electric lamp and made hjs way to
the panel which gave admittance to Donald
Stuart’s room. After listening intently for
a, moment or two, to make sure that the
'young inventer was asleep, he pressed the
- gecret spring and stepped into the room. -
Popald’s clothes were lying in a folded

heap on a chair beside the hed. On the
top of the heap was his handkerchief,
marked with hig initials, ‘

“That'll do as well as anything,” mut-
tered Sir Edgar under his breath., ** They'll
think it fell ount of his pyjama-pocket.” .

tie secured the handkerchief and left the
. room -as silently - as he had entered it,
closing the panel behind him, of course.
Two minutes later hLe stood in the mar-
quis’s bedroom,

On the dressing-table was a jewel-case,
which contained an assortment of rings and

ping of almost incalculable value. Having
secured- this case, Sir Edgar dropped
Donald’s handkerch¥f on the floor, un-

locked the ‘bedroom door, thrust the key
into his pocket, glided back into the secret
-passage, and silently closed the panecl.:

Once more he made his way into Donald’s
roomn, Opening the jewel-case, he took out
one of the least valuable of the rings and
dropped it on the floor. Then, stepping
back into the secret passage, he closed the
panel and returned to Paul Herman.

" All's ready for the last act now,” he
whisprred. " I've got the jewel-case and
the studs and links, and I've left one of
the rings in Stuart’'s room and Stuart's
handkerchief in the marquis's room, as you
suggested. Ilow long do vou calculate it’il
take yYou to rouse the admiral and get him
here?”

“Three wminutes from the time I close
the window,” said Paul Merman.

" Then I'Il wait two minutes before I shy
the garavel,” said Sir Edgar,

With®these words he swarmed down the
ladder and took his stand, with the jewel-
case in his hand, beneath the window cof
Dounald Stuart’s bedrocm. After  his
departure, Paul Herman hauled up the
tadder, stowed it away in his bag, and re-
moved all traces of Sir Edgar's visit. Then,
having closed the window, he unlocked his
hedroom door and hurried to the door of
Adyniral 8Sir George Langiord’s room.

“.Sir George, please get up at once!" he
cried, hammering on the outside of the door.

Sir George sprang out of bed, hastily
donned his dressing-gown, and opened the
door,

“What's the matter?”
“ Nothing wroug, I hope!”

“I'm o afraid there s’ replied Herman

he gasped.
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tromy hig pocket and slipped them over his ) in an agitated volce.

“ For some reason
or other I couldn’t sleep to-night, so, a few
minutes ago, I got out of hed and (drew
aside my window-curtains. To my great
surprise I perceived a rough-looking man
standing under one. of the bedroom windows,
and as I watched, I saw a man lean out of
the window and drop a small hox into the
hands of the man outside. It looked to .
me like a iewel-case.”

A jewel-case!” exclaimed the admiral,
turning pale,

“That's what it looked like,” said Paul
Herman. * But the man is still there.
Come to my room and you can see him for
yourself,” -

In the meantime, after waiting a couple
of minutes, Sir Edgar had flung a handful
of gravel at the outside of Donald’s bed-
room window,

Awakened by the ratile; {he young Scots-
man sprang out of bed uand opened the

window.

“What is it?” he called out, peering
down at the half-seen figure below, -

Sir Edgar waited a few seconds before
he replied; then, secing Paul Herman and
the admiral take their stand at Herinan's
window, which Herman had softly opened,
he held up the jewe!l-case.

“You've put the markis's studs an’ links
in ‘ere?” he said, in a low but distinet
voice. ‘“Right-ho! So long! 1'll sce yer
to-morrer at the usual place.”

Donald stared at him in stupefied amaze-
ment.

“The fellow must be mad, or drunk,”
he muttered to himself.

The thought had cscarcely ecrossed his
mind e¢re Sir Edgar uitered a shout of
alarm and took to his heels. At thé same
instant a cry of ¢ Stop thief!” rang out
from Herman's window, foilowed by the
crack of a revolver; and in the twinkling
of an eye—or so it seeimned to the bewildered”
Donald—the Grange was alive with shout-
ing men and screaming women.

Donald hurriedly switched on the clectrie
light, with the intentivn of donning his
dressing-gown and going to see what had
happened. Then his evss fell on the ring
in the middle of the floor.

“Hallo! What’s that doing there?” he
gasped. “It wasn't there when 1 came
to bed. Somebody must have been in my
room while Is was asleep. Yet the bed-
room door is still locked, and the key is still
in the keyholg. What opn earth docsg it
all mean?” :

Completely mystified, he picked wup the
ring; and even as he did s0, he was startled

by a thunderous knock at the bedroom
door. FEre he had time to open it, the

door was burst open from the outside, and,
to Donald’'s utter amazement, the admiral
dashed into the room, purple with rage and
indignation, and closely followed by *‘Squire
Mandeville,” the Marquis of Hummersea,
aud half a dozen oiher excited guests!

‘To be continued.;
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CHAPTER I.
THE HOUSE 1N CHELSEA—TIE EXPLOSIOXN.

More strikes in
fight with Cos-
’Ave a paper,

€< ATRY ‘’dition!
Russia! Desprit
sacks at Warsaw!
giry”

Gordon Yox shock his head, dropped a
copper intc the ragged littie urchin's hand,
and strode on his way across the King's
Road. It was eight o’clock of a wet and
austy February night, and ncne would have
recognised the famous detective in his long
stormcoat with muffled-up collar, tweed cap
pulled over hisz brow, and a briar-rcot pipe
between his teeth,

He was on ovne of his long, nceturnal
tramps, pondering over a case that had
haffled him for several days, and rothing
was farther from his thoughts than the
Russjan crisis as he turned up Church Street,
that quied: $horoughfare in which, if any-
where in Old Chelsea, one might hope to
see ghosts of the past.

But it was somcthing more substantial
than a ghost that attracted Gordon Fox’s
attention before he had gone more than two
nundred yards. He hcard the rapid erunch

of footsteps from a low-walled garden on his |

left, and then, a gate flving open, a man
burst out upen the pavement into the light
that shone from a near-by lamp-post.

He was middle-aged, with closely cropped
side whiskers, and his face was the hue of
nshes. He was bare-headed and excited,
and, from his dark clothing and white shirt-
front, he was either a waiter or a butler.

** Have you seen a constable, sir?' he ex-
claimed breathlessly.

“1 don't think there is one about,” replied
Gordon Fox, whosa curiosity was instantly
aroused. " Perhaps I will do as well, I am
n detective, and my name is [ox.”

““ Not Mr. Gordon Fox?"

““ Yes; that’s right.”

The man hesitated briefly.

“T'Il take you at your word,” lLe said.
* Come inside, will you? My master—""

“ What of him—murdered or robbed?™

]

ﬁ)&?ﬁlv&ntumﬁ of GORDON FOX,
" DETECTIVE

“1 don't know; that’s just It. But como
along, sir, and judge for yourseli. My name
is Harry Staines, aud I am servant to Mr.
William Melbury.”

The two hastened through the garden,
between trees and shrubbery, and entered
a small detached house that stood some
distance back from the street.

Having closed the front door, the servant
stepped into the dining-room at cne side
and poured a drink from a decanter, swal-
lowing it at a gulp

‘““ Beg pardon, sir,"” he said, as he rejoined
the detective. ‘““My nerves were a bit
shaken, and no wonder! That way, if you
please!"’

He led his companion to the rear of the
hall, and opened a door on the right. Gor-
don Fox paused, looking into an empty
room, where a shaded lamp was burning.
It was furnished with a writing-desk, a case
of books, a few choice engravings, and
several easy-chairs, There was a curtained
window at the far end and one at the side,
and at the opposite side was a narrow door,
to which was attached a heavy padlock.
The scrvant crept to this, and put an ear
to it.

“ Listen, sir!”’ he whispered. * Listen!™

*“T hear nothing,” said the detective.

“Nor do 1 now. But I did before; I'll
swear to 16!

““I am waiting for an explanation,” said
fi'}nrdnn Fox. ““ Why have you brought me
ere?"’

The man pulled out a handkerchief and
mopped the perspiration from his brow.

“I will tell you all, Mr., Fox,” Le replied,
“and it may turm out that I've been
making a fool of myself. For twelve years
I have lived here quite alone with Mr. Mel-
bury, except for a charwoman, who comes
every morning. My master is an elderly
centleman, of independent means, and, to
the best of my knowledge, he has no friends.
He leads a regular life, going out for a
couple of hours after dinner. and the most
of each day he spends in what he calls his
study, a room on the first floor. I have
never seen the igside of it, and the only
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access to it is by that padlocked door. To
go on, sir: _ . .

v At half past six o’clock this evening
Ar. Melbury got a letter with a foreign
stamp on it—1 didn’t notice what it was—
and a little later a telegram came for him,
He went out shortly afterwards, returned
at a quarter past geven, and shut himself

B A ———

| he added. ¢ For one thing, there is nobody
nt the study upstairs; you imagined the
 Doise.  And, for abother, Mr. Melbury left
this room by the end window."” .
"By the window?” gasped the sgervant.
‘“*F can't believe that! Why on earth would
he——"

He paused abruptly. Both lad caught ja

in this room. At a quarter to eight o’clock
I rapped ou the door to tell him that dinner
was served, and as there was no answer, 1
etepped in.

To my surprise, there was no sign of him,
and you may imagine it gave me a shogck.
He couldn't have left the house again, or I
ghould have scen him; and it was impossible
for him to have gcne up to his study, be-
eause the door is locked on this side. While
1 was puzzling over the mystery I heard a
quecr, scullling noise. and when I listened at
the padiocked room 1 heard the sounds again,
up in the study. Then I ran cut to feteh
the police, and met you in the strect. That's
the story, and I'd like to know what jou
make ot it."”

“You are certain that you eaw
master come in?"' asked Gordon Fox,

“ Certain of it? Why, I passed him in the
hall!”’ J

“ And you =ay le could not have left the
house?”’

‘ Immpossible, sir. Not without my seecing
him. The kitchen is across the hall from this
rocm, and I was between there and the
aining-room all the time. Yet he is not
here and he can't be up in the study. What
has become of him?"”

“You must, give me time to answer that
question,” said the detective, who was rather
inclined to believe that there was no mystery
at all. ** Any rats or mice in the house?”

‘* None, sir."”

‘““ Have you any idea what Mr. Jelbury
did in that secret room?”

T imagine he was writing a book, sir.”

Gordon Fox shrugged his shoulders, and,
stepping to the padlocked door, he listened
for a moment. ‘Then he made a brief and
thorough survey oi the room, beginning with |
a glance at the windows. Under the desk
he picked up a heavy gold ring, bearing a
crest, which he slipped into his pocket.

Observing that the low fire in the grate
was covered with ashes of hurnt paper, he
turned his attention to the wastepaper-
hasket. It had been entirely emptied, and
sticking to wickerwork was a torn fragment
ef a telegram, which read as follows:

-

your

T

. Must see you
—DUBESKY."”

v very

im 11{5 rtant.

““Is vour master an Englishman?" inquired
Gordon Fox, as he put the serap of paper
with the ring. '

“ 8o far as I know, he is,”” replied Harry.

““What does he :zmoke—cigarcttes?”

‘““Yes, sir; Russian ones.” -

“ I thought so0,” said Gordon Fox. *1 can

1 aciud,

F

t He had discovered several pieces

faint sound, and the next instant, ns they
bent their ears to the locked door, they
heard steaithy, groping footsteps somewhere
overheads

“ My word, I was wroag!”’ exlaimed Gor-
don FKox,.

The words had hiardly left Lis Jips, when

there was a terrific explosion, the house
shook, and the two wmen were dashed
violently to the floor.

——

CHAPTER II.

THE WRECKED LABORATORY—THE HAT IN THE
GARDEN—MONSIEUR DUBESKY.

IEN the echoes of the crash had
died away, and the detective and
his comnpanion had risen to their feet.
unhurt, they saw that the pad-

 Jocked door had been burst open by the
concussion. Gordon Fox snatched at a
| candle from the writing-desk, lighted it, and
| dasbed up the narrow staircase, with the
servant at his beels.

At the top they wcre met by a cloud of
yeliow smoke, but it soou drifted
away, and showed thein a scene of destruc-
tion—a small roomm that had evidently been
nsed as a labpratory. The end wall towards
the back garden had been blown entirely
out, and the shattered roof hung over it.
On the floor, amid the splintered wreckage
of furniture, glass vesseis, and shelves, lay
 the body of a man who was mangied beyond

i

{ recognition.

““Is this Mr. Melbury?” asked Gordon Fox.
** No, sir; it can’t be,” declared Staines,
who was shaking with terror, *'‘ His hair is

too dark Bubt—but his overcoat looks like
my inaster’s!”’
“ See here!” And the dctective picked

up a faise beard and monstache of a tawny-
grey colour, ** What of these?”

“*Mr. Melbury bad just such a beard
and moustache,” was the reply, ' but they
were not false.”

“That settles it,” said Gordon Fox. ‘1
am eertain that the dead man is not Mr.
Melbury. A ecrime bas been committed, if
I am not mistaken. Counld a stranger have
t entered the house this evening without your
knowledge?™

““ No, sir; it would have been impossible.
L My master came in alone.”
| The detective asked no more questions.
cf stout
L rope on the floor,. and a gleam in his eyes
told that he already had a clue to the
mystery. He descended the stairs and
t Jwirried through the Louse to the front door,

gatisfy you on two points, my good fellow,”

followed by the frightened servaut,
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““Can my master be guilty?” Staines in-
guired hoarsely. *“ Do  you Dbelieve he
niurdered that man?”

“* Does it look like it?"

“I'm afraid it does, sir.
for the police?"

“They will come soon enough,” was the
reply.

No more than a minute or two had elanze(
since the explosion, and as the two walked
down the garden, the deteetive still earrying
the candle, and flashing it right aund left,
they heard a noisy clamour aud the sound
of running feet.

Gordon Fox suddenly paused and stooped
down, examinin a deen footprint in {he
agrass at the eldge of the path. Then he
reached into” a clump of sLrubbery and
puiled out a grey felt hat. |

“That is Mr. Melbury's., sir,"” exclaimed
Staines, “ It i3 the one my master alwayvs
wears., \WWhat does all this mystery mecean,
Mr. Fox? Can vou tell me?”

The question remained uvnanswered,
st then a  constabie hasteued into
garden, hreathless and panting.

“What's wrong here?”' he gasped. * What
wias that explosicin? I3 this the place?”

“This 15 the place, Wilkins?" 1eplied the

Are you going

for
the

detective, az he recoanis=d the man.
“Why, if it ain't Fox!”

“That's right. A word with you, and
then I'll he Q.M

fle drew the counstable aside, told Lim
briey what had bhappened, and added a
few instructions,

““You are on duty in the neig¢hhour-
hood?” he went on. |

“Yes, sit.” :
“Did you see anvthing of a elosed cab
Moitering . about Liere?"”

1 didl, siv, as it bappens, T saw a taxi--
I took it for that—standine eloss vrader the
trees not ten yards ftrom this gate.”

““* At what time?”

“1t was about a cuarter to eight as
nearly as T ecan judge,” replied the con-
stable.

“ Thanks,. Wiikins! That will do."”
They parted, the constable hastening to
the house in company with Staines. An
excited crowd had gatinered in the street,
and Gordon Fox pushed throuzh them to
the King's road, where he haited a taxi,
and was driven to his apartwents in King
Street, Westminster.

He stopped here only lonz enough to
examine the ring he had found, and to
compare the crest with a similar one in
A book of European heraldry. A smile of
triumph hovered about his lips as he closed
the volume. -

‘““ Good work!” he toid himself. < I have
a grip of the case, and I imagine the end
is not far off.”

Returning to the cab—he had kept it
waiting--he drove to Scotland Yard and had
a brief interview with his friend, Tnspector
Ifarkness. '

“Yes, I can put you on the track,

LA

said

| coin
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the inspector. “ It
doubt. You know, we Keep a quiet eye
on those fellows., You will find Paul
Dubesky at No. 7, Greek Court, Soho."

A moment later a taxicab was spinning
up Whitehall as fast as the driver dared

iz the same man, no

go, and that was not fast enough for
Gordon Fox,

He jmaped out of the taxi at  tle
mouth of Greek C(ourt, paid the cabby a

handsome fare, and was soon knocking at
the door of the squalid house to which he
had been directed. The rap was answered
by a foreign-looking woman, who regarded
the visitor distrustiully.

** No, Monsieur Dubesky is no longer here,”
she said, in reply to an inquiry in French,
“You are a friend of his, is it not?”

“An acquaintance, madame."”
“IT am sorry, but he is gone. Ile go
out at six o'clock, and soon come back.

lle have his supper, he wait in his room,
and at nine o'clock he come down with »a
bag in his hand and pay me what he owe.

Then he depart, I know not where.”
“ Wili you permit me to see his reom,
madame?” and the detective tendered . a

five-shilling piece.

The woman hesitated, then accepted the
and led the way to a dingy apart-
ment on the sccond-floor back. It con-
tained only a-bed, a chair, - and a table;:
and aul Dubesky had evidently taken all
his belongings “with him. 4

Dut he had written a brief letter hefore
he leff, for a pad of blotting-paper on the
table bore fresh ink-marks. Gordon Fox
held it up to a «racked mirror, and there
wias an eager gleam in his eyes as he read
the following impression:

in Legation
. cht Gabrielle . | .

“ Arrange ta ... to
. . . great peril of .
off Wappi . . .”

“Is monsieur satisfied?” the woman asked
suspiciously.

' Quite, madame,’”” replied Gordon TFox.
*“ Here are five more chillings. If you
do not object, I will take this with me as
A souvenir of my friend Dubesky.” And
he thrust the blotting-paper into his pocket.

It was now twenty minutes past nine,
and by that narrow margin Gordon Fox hLad
missed his man. But he had succeeded far
better than he had expected, and he was
in high spirits as he left Greek Court and’
walked westward to the nearest post-ofiice,
when he sent two wires to his friend and
frequent assistant, Jerry Larking—on¢ to
tiie 4atter’s: club, and the other to lLis
chambers in Sackville Street. That done,
the detective strolled slowly and thought-
fully on to his lodgings in King Street.

“There is plenty of time,” hLe reflected.
“ They won't attempt to carry out their
daring plan before midnight, at the earliest,

L&

and it is possible that they may wait
for a day or so, But 1 will take no
b chances on that.”
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CHAPTER IIL,
THE V1GIL AT WAPPING—THE CLOSED CARRIAGE —
A BOLD RESCUE,

HILE the West End was sparkling

with light and nerriment, there
W was darkness and squalor and

solitude down at Wapping in the
cast, the haunt of sailors and land-sharks,
and rogues of all deseriptions.

Here two men were crouched betwen
a hoarding and a blank wall, sheltered from
the keen wind; and her¢e they had been
waiting for a long time since the City
churches struck the midnight hour, listen-

it, since we kiow that the yacht Gahriellc
liez ont yonder, with steamm up?”

" Yes, that looks all right,” assented
Larking. * I hope we'll not be disappeinted.
I suppose there will be a scrap. I don't

if tltere is a chance of getting
right-handers, and teaching
that they cant—"

“They are coming now!” interrapted
Gordon Fox. ‘* Hark! lemember your in-
structions, my dcar fellow, and do be care-
ful. ¥ want this to pass oll quietly, with-
out any bluster or violence."”

A throbbing noise was audible in the

It drew

mind waiting
i o few
scoundrels

distanve, ringing on the silence.

e

l Cn the floor, amid the splintered wreckage of furniture, lay

man, who was mangled heyond recognition.

ing to the hoot of steamers and the occa-
sional steps of a policeman or a prowling
vagabond.

In front of them was a dark and narrow
street, and close to the left it terminated
near the river, a passage leading from it

to the Swan landing-stairs.
" This is getting a bit tiresome,” said
Jerry Larking, when Big Ben had bheen

faintly -heard to- strike the hour of one.
“I don't believe they are going to ship
your man to-night.”

“ But I do,” replied Gordon Tox, whose
features were disguised. * Can you doubt

3

L

" -

the hody of a

nearerr and nearer, twd yellow lights winked

up the street, and soon a closed cab
appeared. S co
‘“ Here goes!’” bade the detective, and

with that the two darted to the middle of
the narrow thoroughfare and barred the
way to the vehicle. '

“ Stop!”” Gordon Fox commanded.
at once!”

The chauffeur answered with an oath, and
lashed with his fist at Larking, who dodged
the blow and then pointed a pistol at the
frightened and helpless man on the seat.

As aquickly and without a tremor of fear,

‘* Stop
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that he was taking his
Gordon TFox sprang to
and threw the door
instant levelling a
saw the vague shapes
caught the gleam ol

though he knew
life in his hands,
the side of the cab
open, at the same
revolver. ‘Within he
of three wmen, and
a  weapon.

““ None of that!” he said sternly. *f It‘i_rt:-
a single shot, and yon will repent it!
I am not alone, Help i3 near, if it should
be necded.”

There was a moment of silence, and
Gordon Fox knew that two desperate ene-
mies were thirsting for his life. Then
a man was thrust out of the cab and
into his arms—a  man muffled in & fur
coat, whose eves were half-shut, and whose
tottt:rv limbs could hardly support him,

““ You have chosen wisely,” said the
detective. *“ The incident is closed, unless
you choose to reveal the identity of the
man who was blown . up in Chelsea a
faw hours Ago. You had better turn back,”
he added, * for vou can have no business
on board the \avht Gabrielle to-night."”

With that he shut the cab door. Lark-
ing lowered his weapon, and the cab
rumbled swiftly up the street.

“ Where am 1?" the rescued man mumbled
incoherently, “ Who are you?"

“We are friends,” Gordon Fox told hLim,
“and we have saved you from a Russian
prison. (Come, Mr. Melbury! You shall hear
an explanation later, when the eflect of
the drug has passed off.”

All' had been done quickly and quietly,
and nobody was in sight. Larking and the
detective hurried down a side street, lead-
ing their half-conscious companion, and a
walk of five minutes brought them to a
cab that had been held in waiting.

CITAPTER

1 &

IN KING STREET—PRINCE BULGARINE'S STORY.
T was between two and three o'clock
that same night, and the scene was
(tordon  Fox's sitting-room in  King
Street, Westminster, The detective
was huddled indolently in a basket-chair
by the fire, with a pipe in his mouth;
and opposite to him, with his back to
the mantel, stond Prince Loris Bulgarine,

alias Mr, Wlill.un Melbury. Me was deftly
rolling a cigare tte, and on one of his ﬁngen
was the gold ring bearing his family crest.

“You are a wonderful man, Mr. Tox,"
he sud; ““and your swift and infallible
powers of deduction amaze me, With the
exception of one or two missing links, you
have fitted together exactly what happened.
It is true that I am Prince Bulgarine.
From my youth upward I have been an
advocate of social reforin in Russia, and
fifteen ycars agn, Elft{ff" taking part in the
Nihilistic movements of that period, 1 Wwas
compelled to seek an asylum in England,
where, until recently, 1 was successful in
hiding my idenftity,

The history of these !l

past yvears is brief—work in my labora-
tory, visits to my friend Paul Dubesky,
and secret correspondence with another

friend in St. Petersburg, Troskoi by name,

“To Troskoi this tragic affair is indirectly
due,  Durng  the late - disturbances in
Petrograd he was arrested and sent to the
IFortress, but he managed to smuggle a
letter to me, in which he stated that the
tussian  Government were aware of my
address, that they knew I had invented a
new and powerful explosive to be wused in
the manufacture of bombs, and that they
meant to trap me through their embassy in
London, and ship me back to Russia on a
vacht, The letter came this evening, and
shortly afterwards I received a telegram
purporting to come from Paul Dubesky,
and asking me to call upon him at a
quarter past seven, DBut I was satisfied
that Dubesky had not sent the telegram.
I suspected a trick, and I prepared for it.
I left the house, took a cub for a short
distance, and then came back and climbed
into my library by the window. There I
hid, and not ten minutes later a man boldly
walked into my room. He was most cleverly
disguised as myself, but I at once recog-
nised him as Dalgeff, & spy of the Russian

Embassy in London. }Me must have had
a key to my front door, and his object

was to search for papers during my ahsence.
As for myself, 1 should doubtless have
been seized in Greek Court had I gone to
Dubesky's lodgings,

“To continue, I stunned
blow with a life-preserver,
up the stairs to my laboratory, bound and
aagged him, and destroyed what explosive
I had by immersing it in a pail of water.
Then I returned to the lower rooms, and
while emptying my papers from my desk—
I burnt®them in the fire—the ring must
have fallen from a drawer unobserved. I
fled by the window, meaning to seek a
fresh hiding-place, but on the way down
the garden 1 was overpowered and drugged
by men who were concealed in the shrub-
bery. They took me to the Russian Em-
bassy in a taxicab, and the rest you
know. Dalgefi’'s terrible end, I may add,
was purely accidental. He must have re-
leased himself and stepped on a small
quantity of the explosive that I had left
lying on - the floor. As for Dubesky, 1
do not doubt that he also received inforia-
tion from Russia, which would account for
his hasty flight after writing me a letter
or warning., That is all, Mr. Fox. How
can I thank you? When I think of what
my fate would have been but for you—"

He offered his hand, but it was refused.
In silence, with a bow, he left the room
and passed out into the dark mnight. So
he vanished--perhaps to hide his identity
for years to come in some far land, perhaps
to fall again into the toils and end his
days in the dungeons of Schlusselburg, or in
the tecrible Fortress of Peter and Paul.

THE EXND,

Dalgeff by a
dragged himn
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(Continued from page 14.) | h

as smokers. And they had an idea that
tife would be comparatively easy now that
Ay, Snuggs was In control of the Remove.

“mThe bell “clanged, and among the first
fellows to arrive in the dormitory Wwere
‘flandforth and Co. and Alf and Pitt.
Huggins had said good-night to Archie out-

side, for the elegant junior had a bed-
room entirely to himself. Alf was very

sorry for this. _
e had been counting on Archie’s

presence in the dormitory, and it came as

4 big set-back to learn that he would not
nave the presence. of his one friend. MHow-
ever, it was no good grumbling. |

Alf commenced undressing quietly. Mor-

row had pointed out his bed, and he laid
his clothing on it while he undressed.
And Handforth suddenly stared at him,

** What do you think Yyou’re -doing,
Huggins?” he asked warmly.,

“Why, I'm' undressing, ain’t I?"

“1 can see that, ass!” snapped Hand-
forth. “ But why are you shoving your
blessed things on my bed?” '

“Tain’t your bed!" .

“*1 tell you it is my bed!” said Hand-
forth warmly. ‘‘Look. here, my lad, if
you're going to pinch my bed, there'll be
ructions! T’'ve always slegt next to Church

and McClure——-" _

“'0ld Card!” said Alf. ¢ Lumme! I
don't want to ’ave the bed! I'm not
pertickler. One bed’'s just as good as an-
other, as fur as I can sce. Take yer
choice, matey!”

* Oh, well, if you don't mind, that’s all
right,” said Handforth.

** That there prefect chap told me which
bed I was to ’ave,” went on Alf. * You
know—"im who was ’ere wheun we come up.”’

*“*You mean Morrow,” said llandiorth.
“ Well, Morrow made a bloomer. Ile meant
the bed mnext to this—that one. I slept
here last night—and I'm going to sleep here
again.”

‘“* Right-ho, old mate!” said Alf.
as you like.”

" He shifted his clothing and got on with
his undressing. :

And Fullwood and Co., who were a bit
late, arrived in time to see IIuggins prepar-
ing to slip between the sheets., The nuts
occupied the beds al the extreme end; and
in that long room it was impossible to
notice that Alf had made a change.

*“ Good!” murmured Gulliver. * He'll be
Fettin’ in soon, aud then we shall see the
lll].!! s

“I'll bet he'll yelp!” grinned Fullwood. -

A minute later they stared in amaze-
ment, |
- For Alf Huggins calmly turned back the
bed-clothes, and slipped between the sheets,
and snuggled down in perfect comfort. This,
of course, was quite natural, for his bed
was not interfered with in any way. But
lt_-hetl;le‘ wpa something in store for Hand-
orth! '

“ Just

\
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“Well, I'm jiggered!” muttered Bell.
““ The—the echap hasn’t said a word!”

Fullwood frowned. |

‘“There must be some mistgke—or else
he’s stickin’ it out of sheer bravado,” he
said. ‘" That's about the truth of it] The
cad! An’ I thought that—*

** A jolly good idea, wasn’'t it?’’ sneered
Gulliver. * It would be a pity if I couldn’t
think of something better than that. 1
told you at first that the scheme was
rotten!”

“ Oh, don’t: make a song over nothing!"’
grunted Fullwood. i

In the meantime, IIandforth was just
getting ready. The leader of Study G gener-
ally entered his bed in a peculiar way.
lle didn’t get in in the same manner as
any other fellow. He swisled back the

bed-clothes and gave one jump. It was
his nightly custom,. -
And he did just the same now. .
The result was astonishing. Handforth

Janded between the sheets, slid down, and
then sat up like a startled jack-in-the-box.

“Yow! Wow! Yoohoo!” he howled
madly. :

‘“ Great Seott! What the dickens!” - .

“1'm stung!’ hooted Uandiorth, leaping
up.
‘““ Stung?” gasped Church. *' You—you ass!
What’s the matter with you? Don’t yeil
like that!” ,

“* Yarooh!”” shrieked Handforth, falling
out of bed with a bump, and lying on the
floor. * Something bit me! Wow! There
it is again! Oh, my hat! Yow!"” '

The juniors crowded round, astonished.

**He's smothered with burrs!” yelled
Chureh.

** Birds!”" gasped Handforth, aghast.

““No--burrs!” said Church. ** What "the
dickens made ycu get those things all over
yoniy’’

I suppose it’s zome Lew
marked Pitt, with a grin.
yelled !
hundred !”’

““ Ha, ha, ha'’

Handforth leapt to
wrath,

“Who—who did it?"”’ he roared.

“]1 did, of course!” said Fullwood.
put them in that bed—"

“ You did!” breathed Handforth, clench-
ing his fists. * By George! You—you funny
freak! You lop-sided Iunatic!”

* Hold on!” said Fuliwood hastily. ** Don't
get excited!”

“ Wonldn’t you get excited if you'd been

game!”’ re-
‘* No wonder he
He must have sat on about a

i
bhis feet, red with

ul

| bitten by about a thousand burrs?” bawled

Handforth. ** I'm blceding all over! Those

1 rotten things are just like hedgehogs!
Lemme go, you asses! I’'m going to smash
him! Lemme get at ’im!*

But the juniors held him tight.

"1 thought it was Muggins's bed!"dex-
claimed Fullwood. ** Morrow told me, and

I didn"t make any bloomer. I thaught it 'ud

be rather a good joke on that Hoxton brat!”
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“* Ha, ha, ha!* shrieked Church suddealy.
“What —"" Handforth paused, and
stared. ‘" What’s up with you, you cackling
maniac?"’
** Ha, ha, ha!"" yelled Churci. * Hugeins

was going to get into thot bed, and you
made him change! Ha, ha--— Yow—wow!"”

Church's hilarity ceased with startling
abruptness, for Handforth sunddenly gave
him a ehove which caused him to sit on
the fAoor with a crash  And Chureh sat on

about a dozea loose burra at the same time.

“Oh!”" said Handforth darkly. * So—so
tirat chap got into my bed, and 1 got into
his! 11! jolly well skia him ! -

““Go easy, Hondy!” arinned Pitt. “It
wasu't Huggin'a fault. He's about the most
innocent chap of the whole lot!"”

*“Of course he is,” I put in. * Huggins
wasn't to know anything about that trick.”

** Nofb likely ! put in Alf, with a grin.
““Seems 1 missed snmet-hmg pretty steep.
Lumme! You ain't 'arf in a mess, mate!”

All the fellows were looking ot Hugging
angrily, For some reason they seemed to
imagine that he was completely to blame,
although, of course, Alf had known ncrthm"
whatever about the matter.

I was aatonished at the blind prejudice
of the juniorz, Instead of looking at the
thing in & rPasomtble light, they imme-
diately hecame intensely indignant against
Alf. He ought to have receiverd that jape—
and yvet he had slipped cut of it.

Nobody took any account of the fact that
Handforth himself was the chief cause of
the blunder. And tlie wrath of the junlors
soon took concrete ahape.

“ Let’s bump him!” suggested Fullwood.
“Let’'s make him pay!”

‘“ Hear, hear!"

“ {Grab the cad!™

“ Not likely!"' siaorted Handforti. “I'm
the chap who suffered, but I'm biessed if

't see vou touch him! 1 didu't kaow he
wag——-""

But Handforth might as well hwe talked
to the wall. lher a dozen fellows had
already seized Alf, only too glad of a little
excuse to attack him. This, in fact, was

Just what they had been lcoking {for.

“Hi! '0Old ‘ard!” gasped Alf, as he was
vanked out of bed. * What the dickeng——
'Kre! Iegpo! Why, you bloomin'—"’

“ Bump him!"” -

Crash!

Alf was suddenly carried to the ecentre

of the dormitory, and then dropped to the
floor with a terrific erash. Juniors came
along with knotted handkerchiefs, and the
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particularly
Once an affair of this

developed into a

thing

pleasant kind of rag.

sort started it was difficult to s=top.
Alf fought madly—desperately.

uin-

But it was no good. There were a Sscore
against him, and he was pushed this way,
thrown down, punched and battered, wuntil
he was so dazed that he could hardly ﬂt.md

Reggie Pitt and Handforth and I did ali
we could to break up the gang of excited
juniors, But we could nrot rescue Alf from
his ill-natured tormentors.

Then there came a scufiic from the door.

“Cave!” shouted sommehody in a hissing
voice.

As though by magic, the juniors separated,
cuch fellow aiving for his bed with one
bound. And Alf was left standing there,
swaying dizzlyv. He half sank to the floor,
his nose hieedmg, his lip cut, and his breath
commg and going in great gaspa.

The dormitory door burst open and Mr.
Snuggs danced 'in.

“0Oh, indeed!"” he exclaimed in his thin
voice. ‘* What is this? What, may I ask, -
is this?- How dare you make this terrible
commotion—— @ood gracious me! Can 1
believe it!"

He stared ut Alf
tion.

“ Huggins!"

with obvious satisfac-
“Upon my
of lt{u‘rli-
night
dis-

he exclaimed.
scul! And so tnis is the Kind
ganism you adopt in the very first
of your arrival at the -chool! Ttterly
graceful!™

“1 never done anythink!" burat nut Alf
desperately. * "Tain't fair! I ain’t done

“This is bevond all endurance!' inter-
rupted Ar. Snuggs sourly. * This hoy has
the audacity to argue with me! Huggins,
it is quite unnecessary for me to make any
inquiries. 1 can see that you have been
tehaving like a common ruffian.”

“0Oh, go on!"” said AH =ullenly.- ** Pile it

on; I'm used to it! It don’t. matter wot
‘appens, I'm allus in the wrong! It’'s me
wot copped out!”
. Your language is utterly vile!” sneered
Mr. Snuggs. “ Under the circumstances, I
shall not adminizter a-severe punishment. 1
must conclude that you know 1o better.
Having lived among roughs and vagabonds
in Hoxton, you, nltumll'.. bring their ways
to St. Frank's! You will write me five
hundred lines for insubordination and creat-
ing a disgraceful commotion!"

Aund Mr. Spuggs, highly satisfied with him-
self, walked out of the dormitory. The
instant he had gone everybody sat up.

““Well, that's about the meuue-‘t rotten
thing I've seen for vears!"” said Pitt angrily.
“ Snuges is 4 beast! He didn't make a
single inquiry; he jumped on Huggins like
a ton of bricks! And he must have known
that Huggins wasn't to blame——"'

“ 0Oh, don't bother!" said Alf wearily.
“'Tain't no good, mate! I s'pose I'm a
blinkin® Jonah! I'm ailes wrong—allus cop-
pin’ out when I doi’t mean no 'arm. I'm
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CHAPTER VI.
TROUBLE IN THE FORM-ROOM.

ORNING found  Alf
busy at work in
Archie’s study—writ-
ing lines.

Arcihie had been intensely
indignant when he learned of
the Hoxton's boy’s ordeal in

But Archie’s indignation
made no difference. Alf had to do the lines

{for Mr. Snuggs. And Alf accepted the posi-

tion philosophically, and started on the

work. The sooner Le started, the sooner it
would be over.

And he didn't want to spend any part of
the afterncon on the job. For it was a
half-holiday, and Al was particularly keen
on foothall. The season was on its last lap,
and King Cricket would soon be ousting the
position of the great winter game. é

There was an important matech on this
afternoon, and Alf was as keen as mustard
upon seeing it. The juniors of Barcliffé
School were coming over to play the Remove.

Alf worked feverishly. He wanted to get
those lines done Ly dinner-time. He
reckoned that he would just be able to com-
plete them if he put in every minute 6f his
time.

He had got up feeling practicallv himself.
He was bruised and sore, but a little pain
did not worrv him. And he was growing
accustomed to the bitter prejudice whieh
existed in the Remove. |

And he had eome te the conclugion that
it was practically uselesg, trying to please
the fellows. Being pleasant, in faect, only
brought him more sneerz and gibes.

It was far safer to keep aloof, to remain

the dormitory.

to himself. And this was what Alf was
doing. He made no complaint ahout the
rag in the dormitory. Even Archie onaly

heard of it as a kind of joke.

But Alf hated Mr. Snuggs in a very whole-
hearted manner. He knew that the Remove
master had got a particularly
** down’* on him. JMr. Snugzs was on the

look-out for the flimiest chance to drop on

the boy at any moment.

And Alf was very wary. . -

During lessons that morning he behaved
himself with perfect decorum. He was try-
ing to avoid thie I'orm master’s attentions.
For Alf was still thinking about that foot-
ball match. He had wanted to see it, and

he had an instinctive feeling that Snuggs

bad determined that he shouldn’t see it.
" It seemed that Fate was against the brick-
layer's son. - |

The morning-was half over, and Alf was

congratulating himself that he wounld get

through all right, when Mr. Snuggs went’
round the class examining the fellows’ books..

Alf watched his progress with dlsmay. He

| Was quite certain that Mr. Snuggs

vindietive 1

would
find fault with his own work—not because it
was wrongz, but Mr. Snuggs took a particular
pleasure in that kind of thing. And, sure
enough, the master uttered a contemptuous
little cackle, in his thin voice, when lie picked
up Aif’s hook.

““ Remarkable!” said Mr. Snuggs.

He gazed round, and made quite certain
that he had obtained the full attention of
the Remove.

“Remarkahle!” he repeated. ** And 1this,
I presume, is a fair sample of vour hanpd-
writing, Huggins?”'

“'Tain’'t bad, is if, sir?”

“Tain’'t?’ said Mr. Snuggs, frowning.
“ Where did you learn that expression,
Hueeins? As far as my recollection takes
me, there is no such word in the English
language!"”’

Alf remained silent.

“*Your speech 18 becoming worse and
worse, instead of bhetter,” zaid the Form-
master severely. “1 am afraid that it will
have a very eerious effect upon the other
boys. You must improve, Huggins., If you
do not, 1 shall be compelled to give you
extra work. I am afraid you are dull.”

“*That ain't my fault, sir,” said Huggins.

“ No—no!" agreced Mr. Snuggs. Ll ) ¢
coirse not! It is merely a result of your
unfortunate upbringing. This handwriting

is shockinz. And you can Le quite sure
that 1 shall read your essay on history
with the greatest amount of interest.”
“’'Istory waps alluz my strong point, sir,”
said Huggins. *“ T loves ’istory! 1 don’t
reckon as you'll find many bloomers, sir.”

“It is doubtiul if I shall be able to read
the cssay at all!” said Mr. "Snuggs sourly.
‘“* Some of this handwriting is little short of
disastrous. - Hugging, you will™¥stand cut
before the class.” 2

“*Whut for, sir?”? '

‘““ Never mind what for; "I will tell you
presently,” said Mr. Snuggs. * Your com-
nanions will have a good lonk at vou, as an
exainple of what they should be!”

There was a spigger, and Alf bit his lip.
But he ohbeyed the order, and stood out
before the eclass. Mr. Snuggs continued his
round of examination, taking as long as he
possibly eould. Tt was done deliberately, so
that the new boy should he compelled to
stand there in idleness.

Alf even suspected him of doing this so
that he conld complain later that hLe had
been lazy. If so, it would be a mean, filthy
trick, even for Mr. Snuggs.

- At last tbe master had finished, and le
cfwile{ to his desk. He handed Alf a piece of
chalk. .

“Now, Huggins, yon will go to the Llack-
board, and you will write there these words:
‘ This is an example of my abominable hand-
writing,” ”” «aid Mpr. Snuggs pleasantly. ** I
trust your spelling will be accurate!’

“1'll do my best, sir,”” said Alf quiet!y.

The Remove looked on with interest, and
Mr. Spuggs tittered to himself. He con-



sidered that this would be a very good ex-
posure for the Hoxton boy. But, somehow,
the joke was rohbed of its point.

IFor Alf wrote the words in really perfect
caligraphy—round, full copperplate writing.

And the spelling was quite accurate. Reggie
Pitt grinned with keen delight, and Mr.

Snuggs frowned. . .

““ Amazing!” he said.: ‘ Dear me! Quite
amazing, I am astounded, -Huggins, that
you should be able to write so ‘excellently.
I must admit that T am very gratefully sur-
prised." i 8 ;

. *“*Thauk vou, sir,"”” said Alf. * Apythink
more?"’ ' ‘ :

““Yes, Huggins. there is something
“more!”" said Mr. Spuggs. “Go to the
board and write the word ‘ Nothink.” ”
.The ¥Form giggled again, and Mr. Snuggs
rubbed his thin hands with keen anticipa-
tion.  Alf, flushing slightly, turned once
again to the blackboard.

- But - it - so happened that at this very
moment - Marriott produced 'a pea-shooter.
Mr. Snuggs was not looking, and a second
later “a -pea " hissed - across -the room and
struck Alf on the back of the neck.

“0oooh!” he gasped, in surprise.

He staggered, and his foot touched the
bottom of the blackboard support. What
happened  afterwards was  exceedingly
humorous—from the point of view of the
Remove. The whole easel rocked, the
blackboard tottered forward, and then
came oOver.

Alf dodged in the nick of time—just as
Mr. Snuggs made a vain attempt to save
the collapse. The blackboard fell on Mr.
Snuggs with a crash, .

‘ Ma,. ha, hal"

The Rewmove howled,

- Mr, Snuggs and the blackboard lay on
the floor 'in an inextricable heap, together
with the easel.

““ Crikey!" gasped Alf, in dismay.

Mr. Snuggs emerged, mouthing with rage.
““You—you wretched young hooligan!”
he screamed.

“ But—but—-""

“Not one word!” shouted Mr. Snuggs,
leaping to his feet and turning upon Alf
like a fury. - ** You did that deliberately!”

““1 never!" said Alf indignantly.

“Po not dare to argue—-"'

““ Somethink stung ne!" exclaimed Alf.
¢ Blowed if I know wot it was—but it
struck me right in the back of the neck!
I'm awfully sorry, but I dido’t mean
to—"

“ 1 will take no notice of your detestable
hypoerisy!”” shouted Mr. Snuggs. “You
have committed a deliberate assault, and
yvou may think yourself extremely lucky
that I do not take you at once to the

<

Headimaster! Good gracious me! You
rascally young hooligan!”

s 1 dida't mean no 'urt—-"'

{ * Silence!" yelped Mr. Snuggs. ““One

more word, sir, and I shall take you to
:;,hc Headmaster immediately!"

NELSON LEE LIBRAR

y —for algebra requires concentration.

| exercise-books

| ““ Good gracious!

iy

L S T %

= -
Y

He danced to his desk, opened it with a
flourish, and whipped out a cane, The
Remove brightened up, S

The fact that Alf did not deserve a
caning made no ditfference to the majority
of the fellows. It had been a pure accident
—caused solely by that pea from Marrioft's

shooter. Alf was perfectly guilfless. Mr,
Souggs, however, did not look upon the
affair in that light. -

‘**Now, voung man!" exclaimed Mr.
Snuggs. ““ Hold out your hand! Your

hands, by the way, are disgracefully filthy!
I am not surprised—considering that you
have been accustomed to Hoxton!”

Alf held out his hand sullenly,

“Half a minute, sir!” 1 exclaimed
(quietlv, standing up. “ It wasn’'t Huggins’

fault. Somebody hit him with a pea from
a lpeu-shooter, and he couldn't possibly
help——"’ ' -

‘““I do not desire any excuses to be made
for this young reprobate!” interrupted Mr.
Snuggs sourly, ** 8it down, Nipper!”

I sat down, fuming.

Swish! Swish!

Mr, Snuggs caned Alf severely. But the
Hoxton by did not ntter a sound. He
merely compressed his lips, and then
walked back to his place. It was, K nothing
to him to receive punishment that he
didn't deserve, o

And then lessons went on again.

Mr. Snuggs regained his dignity after a
short time—but he was still very bitter
against Alf Iluggins. He considered that
Alf was to blame for everything that went
wrong. And during the last lesson of the
morning, the unfortunate new boy again
found himself on the carpet. .

And he had just been congratulating him-
self that he was safe for the afternoon.
That was what made it all the more gall-
ing. L

Algebra was the Ilast lesson, and the
fellows were hard at it, and silence reigned
Mr.
was at his desk, examining the
which - had heen collected
together after the previous lesson.

This had been grammar. And as Mr.
Snuggs was examining the books he sud-
denly uttered an exclamation, and stood
up.

““ Huggins!”

“ Sir?”

“ Stand
Snuggs. :

1Tuggins stood up, with an inward groan.

““ How is it that you did no work during
the lesson in English grammar?’”’ demanded
Mr. Snuggs, with vindictive relish, ‘‘ How
could you possibly have had the audacity
to laze your time away for such a .long
period?”’ - :

“1 didn't do nothink of the kind, sir,”
said Alf. “ I did my lesson, same as every-
body else."” i ;

“ How dare you!" demanded Mr. Snuggs.
Your impertinence i3

Snuggs

he exclaimed sharply.

up, boy!” commanded Mr.



even worse than 1 imagined!
o me, Huggins!”

Al flushed. - .

vorain’t my ‘abit to tell lies, sir,” he

id quietly.
S b ndeed! Indeed!” said Mr, Snuggs
tartly. ‘Do you assure me, Huggins, that
you wrote your exercises in this book?"

 Yes, sir—two whole pages!” '

« Then what is the meaning of this?”
ghouted Mr. Snuggs shrilly, *f Whu!s is the
meaning of this?  Perhaps you will con-
dexcend to explain? Possibly you will be
good enough to tell me what these blank
pages meanft”’ _

Mr. Snuggs hurried to the front of the
class, and turned over the blank leaves of
Alf's new exercise-book, Not a single page
contained any writing, The first two—
which Alf had filled—were 2s blank as the
rest. -

“ Lumme!”  gasped  All
must ‘ave torn ‘em out!”

Mr. Snuggs gave a short laugh.

«* And do yon suppose that I tore them
out?’’ he asked sarcastically. “Do you
suppose that I shall accept such a prepos-
terous excuse? You will remain in the
class-room during the whole of this after-
noon and do your grammar lesson again—
but double the usual lengih.”

Alf breathed hard.

“ Oh, sir!”’ he exclaimed, sick with dis-
appointment. ‘* But—but that ain’t fair!
Not as F expect fairness!” he added
hitterly. “1 did the lesson—straight I
did!”’

“One more word, Huggins, and I shall
cane you again!” snapped Mr. Snuggs.
“ Sit down!’

Alf sat down, rather limply.

‘““ Hard  lines, old sou!”
Pitt, from the reur.

‘““ Oh, don’t be sorry for me!” said Alf.
“ Wot's the nse?”

And then he stared at the page of bhis
exercise-hook in front of him. He had been
doing algebra—but the characters which
had filled the top portion of the page were
fading away. The first line, indced, was no
longer visible. And the truth dawopcg§ upon
the startled junior. °

“’Ere!” he gasped.

“What is it—what
Snugges irritably.

““ There's somethink wrong with my ink,
gir!"” exclaimed Alf excitedly. * Come an’
look at this ’ere book, sir! No wonder
that there grammar ain't in the book! All
the writin’s fadin’ away!”

A loud snigger from the corner of the
room occupied by Fullwood and Co. causcd
me to glance in that direction. The nuts
of Study A were grinning widely. 1
Immediately aouessed who the authors of
this mean trick w&e.

Mr. Snaggs went to Alf’s and
examined the algebra-book, the
Imkpot. He was no fool—and he must have
known that Al bad been tricked. And 1

You are lying

" Somebody

niurmured

“1 say, sir!”
is it?" asked Mr.

place,
and then

3

!’ hooted Handforth.
Something bit me!

There it is again! Oh, my
Yow ! ”?

‘““1I'm stung
‘““ Yarooh !
Wow !
hat !

expected him to cancel the punishment for
the afternoon. But not a bit of it!

“Ah!" said Mr. Snuggs. “So this
your little game, is it, Huggins?”

““ My little game, sir?”

““ No doubt youn thought it would he dis-
tinctly humorous to substitute some kind
of chemical liquid for the customary ink!"”
sneered  Mr, Snuggs. “ Possibly  you
believed that your crass blunders would be
concealed by doing your work in ink which
faded soon afterwards!”

“But, T never knowed anythink about the
ink, sir!”" said Alf indignantly,

“1 do not believe one word you say
spapped Mr. Souggs. “ I can only regard
this as a direct piece of impertinence. Yon
must do your algebra lesson this afternoon
—in additinn to the grammar! Enough!
Boys, get on with your work!”

Alf Huggins sat in his place, and his eyes
blazed. His lists were clenched, and for a
moment it seemed that he was about to
break forth into some passionate outburst.

Then he =at back limply, and his anger
faded.

Prejudice—that’s what it was—blind, un-
reasoning prejudice! Througnout morning
lessons he had done his bhest—lre had tried
his utmost to please everybody. And yet
he had been singled out for severe purish-
inent.

Ounce again be was in ihe wrong!

is

(EE]
-



CHAPTER VII.
THE BOY FROM DARCLIFFE!

0« JIERE  they go—ofl
to play Tfoetball!
An* I've got to
stick ’'ere—a
prisoner!”

Alf }luggim muttered the
words with Dbitterness and
lack of spirit, Indeed, much of his spirit
had been broken to-day. The sunny smile
had left his face, and the firec Lad gone
out of his eyes.

It was afternoon now—and Alf was in
the Remove Formn room, gazing wistfully
out of the window into the sunlit Triangle.
The April afternoon had turned out very
fine, with a cool breeze, and just the right
nip in the air for a healthy game of foot-
ball. And Alf, who had hoped against hope
that he would see the game, was locked in
the Form room,

Yes, locked. His word was not enough
for Mr. Snuggs. The TI'orm master had
pounced upon him directly after dinner,
and had led him straight to the Form
room and had locked him in. Escape was
quite out of the question, for Alf could not
get out of the windows without being seen
by everybody in the Triangle.

But he stood there on Mr. Sauggs’ chair
—for the window was very high, and could
not be reached in the Ol‘dlﬂ‘l]‘}' uay.

The footballers were just going out.
Archie had attempted to join Alf, but had
met with no success. 8o Archie, disconso-
late, had gone back to his study to indulge
in forty of the best.

And while Archie dozed oif, Alf was
standing on the chair, looking out of the
window—miserable and heavy-hearted. Then
he gave an abrupt start, and his face
flushed with great excitement.

A boy had just come out of the Ancient
House, and was walking across the
Triangle. He wore a strange college cap—
and was, indced, one of the Barcliffe crowd
who had come over for the game. -And
before Alf could even move from his posi-
tion, the Barcliffe boy saw him. IHe
stopped short in his tracks and stared.

The window was open, and the pair were
only a few yards apart. They gazed at
one another with mutual recognition.

“Well, I'm hanged!’ said thé Barcliffe
boy. * Wlu, Alf——-”

“ Quick, Snell!” exclaimed Alf, *’Ere!
Just a word!”

The Barcliffe boy came right beneath the
window.

“1 didn't know you were at St.
I'rank’s!"” he exclaimed wonderingly.

‘““And I didn't know you was at DBar-
cliffe!” exclaimed Alf. * Not a word! If
any of the fellers ask if you know me, say
you don’t want to talk about me.”

‘“ But what in the world—"'

‘“ Honest Injun, Snell—it's serious!”
Alf urgently,

said
 Don't Ieti_ on—dou’t_ _let- 'em

know we've met afore! I'll see you arter
the match! DMeet me behind them shrubs
on the other side!™

Snell stared rather blaunkly.

“ After the mateh!” lLe
“What the thunder—-"

“ Please!"’ pleaded Alf earnestly.

“ All right!" said Snell. “I'll see you
later!”. .

He turned away without another word,
and walked off., And AIlf Huggins drew a
deep breath, and there wus now a look of
alarm in his eves. He saw Snell stopped
by Fullwood and Marriott and oue or two
others on the other side of the Triangle,
and be anxiously wondered what they were
talking about.

He needn’'t have worried.

“ What did vou go and talk to that cad
for?"’ asked I‘ullwood.

“ Which cad?" said the Barcliffe fellow,

*“ Huggins, of course!"

‘““ Hugoinsy” exclaimed Snell vaguely.

““That infernal Hoxton boy indoors!”
said Marriott. * We saw you speaking to
him, -Do you know the beast?”

‘““ Do you think I know the chaps at this
school?"' asked Snell, with a laugh. “I've
never been here before—I'm new to Bar-
cliffe this term. Only come over to sce the
match.”

He strolled away, having given the nuts
no safisfaction, And they vaguely won-
dered what the pair knew of one another.
There was a mystery here that TFullwood
would have loved to probe.

Alf didn't know how he got through the
afternoon.

But he worked hard—he threw himself
right into his task—and the time flew.
When one is working hard, passage of time
is swift. And at last Mr. Snuggs came in
and released Alf frem his bondage.

He didn't go to Archie—he didn't even
trouble to fetch his cap. Ie went straight
outside, and made for the shrubbery uecar
the monastery ruinms. There was nobody
there. Alf had the place to himself.

He was glad—for he wanted to think a
bit before Snell came. 1He was deep in
thought when the Barcliffe junior suddenly
carte into sight through the trees. He
came forward, and gnpped Alf’s hand.

‘““ Now, my son, what does it mean?"” he

asked briskly.

“Can’'t talk ere!” said Alf. * Some o'
these blokes mlght 'ear. They’ve got
bloemin’ sharp ’earin’, too!”

Snell stared.

“ But what the dickens—=""

He didn't get any further, for Alf pulled
Lim away, and a few minutes later they
were making off round Little Side towards
the meadows near the old harn-—which had
been used the previous term as a strong-
Lold for the rebels, and had b“en nicknamed
IFort Resolute.

There was no fear of listening ears here.
For the two juniors kept to the open, where
they could se¢ all about them. They camsg

exclaimed.
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o a halt out of sight of the school, and in
a little hollow. _

“ Now!’ said S8npell. *“ Pcrhaps you're
ready? What’s all this giddy mystery?
And what’s the idea of talking like a cockney

= L G
ctreet urchin? .
what did you come

+ The question is, '
here for?’’ asked Alf. * You mlgh}:’ ness up

my whole plan, These blokes——

* Blokes!”’ _

I mcan these fellcws are not quite s0
dull as you might think,” went on luggins,
«In a nutshell, Snell, I've come to 8t,
rrank’s on a kind of experiment. And it's
a pretty tough business, you can take it
from me. It takes some doing, sticking to
a part like I'm undertaking.”

What could this mean?

Alf Huggins—the bricklayer's son—talk-
ing to this Barcliffe boy in a refined tone,
and in highly educated accents? The cbange
in hiin was absolutely astounding.

“You've come here on an experiment?"
asked Snell blankly. **But look  here,
Brent——-"*

‘“* My name ain't Brent—it's 'Uggins!”

*"Uggins!” repeated the other blankly.
“ My hat! Those fellows mentioned that
name bhefore the match!”

0" course they did !’ said Alf. *“ I a‘n't
know’d by no other name ’‘ere.”

“What the—— llow the 2

“ Sorry!’" said Alf, relapsing into his re-
fined tone, " I've got so used to talking in
that way that 1 do it naturally now. [I've
trained myself to it. I even think in that
kind of stuff. If I have to say something’
to myself, 1 use language of that sort.”

“You must be mad!™

“1'm not mad—I'm-here on a pretty tight
business!” said Alf firmly. ** At St. Frank's
I'm Alf Huggins, the son of a bhricklayer,
and I come from Hoxten.”

“* Great Scotland Yard!™
aghast.

* SBounds queer, dou't it—I mean, doesn't

it?" said A, * But it's not queer, really,
and youw’'ll understand after I've explained.
It’s like this 'ere—— Hang! 1 mean, it’s
like this!” .
- **I'mn blessed if I ean make you out,” said
Snell. * Huggins—bricklayer's son—Hoxton!
But you're Alfred Brent—your pater’s Sir
John Brent, the Chairman of the Board of
tioveronors of St. Frank's College.”

All nodded calmly,

added

* Yus—yes!”  he
cours: I am!”

“Then you must he absolutely up the
peiel” declared Snell, with conviction, *' A
chap who's got 2 pater like yours ought
to he proud of him! IFancy! The Chairman
of the Govermors, and yon come to this
school telling cverybody that your father
Is a giddy bricklayer! You've made a mig-
take! You ought to have gone to Colney
Hateh!”

Alf smiled again,

“That’s what it seems like to you!

said Brent,

haztily. "“Of

But

b can imagine,
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at Houndsley, weéren't we? As it happens,
my paber’s a Governor of that school,
tog—--"

“ Your pater seems to be a
tial man!” said Snell.

“He is!" agreed Alf. He’s not only one
of the biggest contractors in London—with
extensiVe yards at Hoxton, by the way—
but he’s got interests in scores of other
directions. And my pater’'s a sport. le
knows all about my being here, and he
thinks it’s a great scheme!”

“Time your pater went to Colney Hatch,
too!”’ said Snell. * 1t must run in the
family!”’

‘“Look here—don't be silly!”’ said Alf.
“Crikey ] Oh, my hat! I keep saying these
things without thinking! Once a chap gets
into these ways of talking, he can't git out
of ’em! If I make a slip, don't take
no notice!™

““¥You’ve made about ten already!™

“ It doesn’'t matter—listen!” said Alf.
“T thonght you were going to stop at
Houndsley——*

‘1 thought so, too, but my people sent
me to Barcliffe, instead.”

‘' Just iny luck!” said Alf, with a grunt.
“ Houndsley was a school full of snobs.
At least, it was while I was there. But
Houndsley- is a second-rate sort of place,
and I had an idea that St. Frank’s would
be worge.”

“Worced”

“ Exactly,” sai@ Alf. ' The higher yon
get, the more snobbish they are. Thatl's
how I’'ve allus found it. 1 mean, that's the
way I've always found it. So I came here
to put the thing to the test.”

“ It's as clear as mud!” said Sinell blankly.

**0f course it is—but can't you wait?"”
demanded Alf. * Just before 1 left Hounds-
ley half-a-dozen of us got arguing. They
kuew 1 was coming to St. Frank’s—but they
were the only fellows that did. I was say-
ing that 1 should find St. Frank’s a hothed
of snobs. They thought differently. Well,
the argument went on—"'

" Arguments generally do,’”” caid the Bar-
cliffe boy.

“ Don’t interrupt, you bloomin’ fathead!”
exclaimed Alf, * It’s like this ’ere. The
argument got a bit. heated. These chaps
sa‘d that I couldn’t test the St. Fraupk’s
fellows becaunse I was the son of the Chair-
man of &Govermors. And one thing led to
another, and two of the fellows reckoned
that if I was a bricklayer’s sen I should
soon find out about the snobs. In other
words, if 1 came to St. Frank’s as the son
of a bricklayer, and talking common, I
should get the bird pretty quick.”

“* My enly hat!"’ said Snell, breathlessly.

“So there you are!” said Alf. * Yan
know me—when I start a thing, I go on with
it. There’s no money on the wager, as you
It’s just a kind of test. Well,
I went away from Houndsley and told the
pater all about it. Of course, he poo-pooheid

pretty influen-

Inok here—last term you and I were together | the idea, Called me a silly young bounder
i 5



Then he rather liked it. Ile got
Said the chaps at St. Irank’s
without any suob-

at first.
arguing, too,
were thoroughly decent,
bery."”’

“ Well?2”

“That’s about all,”
end the pater agreed.
1 got dressed up in
moved about among the common crowd,
getting the right talk., And 1 deecided to
adopt the name of Huggins—and to adopt

a new mother and father, too.”

" You did it thoroughly!"

“It wasn't much good doing it at all
nnless I did it thoroughly," replied  Alf
grimly. * Old Huggins, you see, is a fore-
man bricklayer—works for my pater. I
fixed it up with him, and by a piece of pure
luck I ran into a gang ot St. Frank's chaps
at the Zoo. So I took them home—to old
Huggius® place at Hoxton. I thought it
would be a good prelimary. I've spoofed

gaid  AIL, In_ the
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reach-me-downs, and

- the whole crowd—they all take me for a
bricklayer's son."”
““You artful  dodger,” said Saell
admiringly,

8o there you've got it," went on Alf,
“ Naturally, it was fixed up easily. My
pater arranged it with the Head, and the
Head agreed—but only for this one term, of
course, After we've proved the thing one
way or another, the truth will come out.
Then the blocomin’® snobs will get a bit of
a surprise. Straight! Not arf!”

sSuell stared,

“I'm blessed if you don't do it like a
navvy!” he said. “ And what about these
chaps?  Are they worse than you thought,
or better?”

“Alf- took a deep breath,

“*There’s no doubt about who'll win® the
wag:r,"”” he replied with conviction,
“ Shobs ! My dear chap, I've never - met

such a gung in all my life! Three parts of
the feliows in the Remove are choked with
snobbery up to their necks! They're down
on me like a ton of bricks! They're up
to every trick they can think of!”

“They're a set of cads, then?"

“Some of them are—but most of them

are nerely snobs,” said Alf. ‘' They're
led by others. And then, of course, there
~are just one or two gilt-edged rippers.

An hie Glenthorne, for exatnpl: —and Nipper,
Regaie Pitt and Grey and Tregellis-West

Oh, tlau*'re not all dln_'ls! And.cut of t-he

whole lot, Archie is just about the best!”
“He's not a snob?”

*“ Archie is true blue—right to the back-
bone!” said Alf with enthusiasm. * He
thinks I'm a bricklayer's son—ha hasn't

got the faintest idea of the truth—aund some-
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I feel

positively ashamed
self for keeping up the deception,

of my-

What
a briek! lie’'s got blue blood, too—one of
the oldest families in the count) And
he's palled up with me of his own accord.
There's no doubt about it—Archie Glen-
thorne is gohi right through!”

**Then you're not getting on so bad?"

“I'm E,Lttlllﬂ' cn rotten!’ said Alf. “ But
I'll stick it! There's a master here—Snuggs!
A creeping, crawling reptile! One of the
wor-t specim.us of zoology I've ever met!
And I've got to be eneered at about fifty
times a day by him—caned, and all sorts
of other tlungs. But 1'll Btick it out if
I bust! You can take it from me that
I'm going through!”

" You're a rummy sort of chap, Brent
“Not a Dit of i, said Al ““I'm just
a b:t; different fmm th* others—that's all,
And ] miean {o prove that I'm right about
these snobs. Will you promise to keep it
mum "’

“Of course I'll promise.”

‘“ llonour IJright-?”

‘Honour bright,”” said Suell solemnly.

"Good epough—I know 1 can take your
“nrtl " said Alf, with relief., * Now we'll
have a L‘Ililt— 'ubout old times!"”

titnes

CHAPTER ViLI.
MAKING HIMSELF URRyUL!

ERRELL, of the Re-
move, strolled out of
the Ancient .- llouse
in the gathering

dusk. He hung about in the
Triangte. Aund it seemed that
he was waiting for somebody.

I*r sently, Marriott camne and joined him.

*Has lhie come out vet?” asked Marriott.
* No—1"tn Waiting for him,” said the other.

i L'leur oft, ycu ass!”

Marriott cleared off, and a few
later came back again,

** Look bere, perhaps
out——"" he began,

"Wl you clear off?”” snapped Merrell.
“I tell you he is coming out., I heard him
tell Gilentherne that he was going to the
villaice about seveu. 1t struck seven two
minutes ago. Fade away, fathead!™

Marrioft faded away, and he was only
just in tmne, for Alf liu;,mu'-}u.ts I shall coun-
tinue to call him—came out of the Ancient
Ilou:e only a moment or two afterwards.
He came out briskly, and set off towards
the cates,
. Alf, as a matt.r of fact, was feeling in
much belter spirits than usua!  That talk
{ with Snell, of Barcliffe, had bucked him up
uurulvrt'uii,;. He felt that he had uubar-
dened hitmself, At St. Frank's he had had
nobody—for he had resolved to keep the
scerct of s identity locked within his own
breast,

Of cour-e, [ dido't know it until long .
L atterwards—but 1'm settine it all down

minutes

he isn't coming
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.pow because it is necessary to do so. At
the time I hadn’t the faintest notion that
Alf was anything but what he professed
¢ to be.

1Ie had come hack to the school, flushed,
. and in a happy mood. And he had
matically dropped back into his assuned
character., Imimediately upon leaving Snell
_ he had become Alf Huggwps of Hoxton,
Alfred Brent, son ot Sir John Brent, had
heen left helind,

1 say, Huggins!” exclaimed
coming up. '

“'Ullo!” said Alf, turning.

** Gong down to the village?”’

** Yus, mate. Apythick I can do?”

Merre!l nodded.

“*The fact is, I'm a bit sorry,” he said.
“ T haven't treated you quite right, and
1 think Snuggs is a beast. Everybody seems
to be down on you here.”

** No, it ain’t possible!™

castically.
= *“Why, vou cheeky I—I mean, 1'd like
you to fctch something fiom the village,
ir you wili,” said Merrell hastily. ' The
fact is, you can do me a good turn if you
Jike. You see, if yon care to make your-
self sociable, some of us won't mind re-
cegnising you.” ‘

“’Ow can you be so Kkind?”
“Lummy! It's =a

Merrell,

said Alf sar-

asked AH.
quecer thing you can
stand so near. You'd better back away a
bit] Dou’t forget 1'm contaminated! Bein’
a bricklayer’s son, I'm pizon!”

** Oh, stow that rot,”’ growled Merrell.
“ There’s a little parcel at Binks’ shop—
swects, a3 a matter of fact. 1 left it there
by inistake. Would you mind calling for it,
and briuging it home? It's paid for!”

“Oh, that’s all right,”” said Alf good-
naturedly, ' Anythink to oblige!™”

He nodded and passed on—but would have
been suspicious if he had observed the
gloating expression on Merrell’s face as soon
as he had turned his back. -

Alf-was on the look-out for all sorts of
tricks, but he certainly did not suspect any-
thing here. He simply took it for granted
- that Merrell was making use of him,

: And, after all, why shouldn't he be agree-

.able? ' :

He went down to the village—to the post-
office, as a matter of fact—and on the way
. back he called in at the confectioners, and
- asked for Merrell’s parcel. It was there,
on the counter, and Mr. Binks handed it
over. It was quite small, and Alf put it in
. his pocket, - '

When he got to the gate, he found Mar-
Tiott hanging about. Marriott looked at
Jiim casually, and then ncdded.

““Nice evening!’” he remarked.

- v Not: so dusty,” said Alf.

He vaguely wondered why Marriott was
deigning -to ‘address him. He was one of
the fellows who had been particularly
bitter. For the first time. Alf began to
get a  little suspicious. Was there some
~'kind of trick. en the go? £y

auto-

 that something was on,
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‘‘Qot that parecel?” asked Marriotr,

Alf became more suspicious.

“Wot d'you know about any parcel?”
ne asked sharply.

‘“Oh, I—I heard Merrell asking you to
bring vne from the village,” said Marriott.
‘“le’s waiting for it, I believe. Chocolate,
I think it is—— No, something in the
cough drop line.”

‘s Cori drop?”? said Alf.
you're a pair o’ cori drops.”

He commenced fuinbling in his pocket, but
Marriott looked alarmed.

‘““The parcel’s not for me—you'd better
take it in to Merrell. You'll find him in
the study.” .

Alf nodded, and walked away—and did
not observe that Marriott waved an arm
on the instant. Alf walked towards the
Ancient House fingering the parcel in his
pocket. He was puzzled. He conldn’t pos-
sibly sce what these two fellows were up to,”

He might have understood if he had seen
Merrell’s actions.

Merrell was at the window eof his study,
watehing, He saw Marriott wave his hand.
And Merrell whizzed out into the passage,
dashed along, and burst into Mr. Snugg's.
study. |

**Gocd gracious!” ejaculated Mr. Spuggs.
“Ihat in the world—?"’

“Quick, sir!” panted Merrell,

. “My dear lad,’” said Mr. Snuggs, ‘‘this
15 Tremarkable! Why do you burst in
upon me like this? It is most distressing.”

“But I want you to come out at once,
sir,” said  Merrell urgently.  “ Huggins
went to the village a little while ago, and
I heard that he bought some cigarettes.
If so, he’ll have them on him.”

Ar. Souggs jumped up with ahaerity.

‘“Upon my =<oul!” he said, frowning.
‘““Cigarettes! How chocking! 1llow truly
appalling! Of course, I can quite under-
stand it! That young hocligan would
paturally smoke.”?

Mr. Snuggs was gloating with anticipa-
tion. If he could eatch Huggins red-handed
with eigarettes, it would please him enor-
mously., He did not stop to inquire how
Merrell could have obtained his informa-

“ Strikes me,

tion. That did not interest Mr. Snuggs in
the least. .
He danced outside hurriedly. Mr.

Snuggs genenally danced when he was ex-
cited. Ie went along in a series of skips

and hops,” with his gown flowing in the wind.

And he arrived
walked in.
cads.

in the lobby just as Alf
No time had been lost by the

““Ah, Huggins!’* said Mr. . Snuggs
pleasantly. ¢ So youn have been for a little
stroll, ch? Just a little jaunt to the village,
maybe?"? _

““Yes, sir,”? said Alf. .

“No doubt you have had quitée an excels
lent time?’? beamed Mr. Snuggs.

"Alf looked at him curiously.

Then he
looked at Merrell.

He knew for certain now
There was some
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game here—some nasty business to invoive
him in trouble. -
- 41 dou't know about an excellent tinie,
sir,” he said. “I went down to the post-
ortis to git some stamps.”

“Indeed!” said  MMr.,  Sonuggs. “ How

interesting—how exceedingly interesting! So
you went down to the post-orfis to get
some stamps?”

“YCS, Hir.”

““ A perfectly innocent expedition!’’ pro-

ceeded Mr. Snugys, delighted to find that

an “audience was collecting, “Quite so--
quite so! Surely there can be no hoarm
in going to a post-office. But are youy

sure, IHuggins, that you did not go soine-
where else?”

“ Not for meself, I didn't, sir.”

“What evasion is this?" asked Mr.
Suuggs sharply., “I am convinced, Ilug-
gins that you made a purchase of cigarettes
in the village. 1 have discovered that you
are addicted to the filthy habit of smoking.”

Alf took a deep breath.

“Well, that'zs a lie, any'ow!”
stoutly,

“What!  What!” shouted Mr.

“Do vou dare to oall me a liar?”’

““] didn't say that, sir—leastways, I
didn't mean it!” growled Alf, flushing. “1
meant as 'ow them as told you. If some-
body says I've bin smokin’, they're liars.
I don't smoke—never ‘ave smoked! 'Tain’t
rigcht for a boy to smoke.”

he said

Snuggs,

“In that case, Huggins, you have no
cizarcttes on you at the moment?”

“No, I ain'ti"

“You are quite sure?"”

“1 oughter know, I &'pose?’ scuid Alf

defiantly. ¢ Leok liere, sir. I don't reckon
it's right to take notice o' wot these ’ere
blokes say. Theyv're allus tryin' to make
mischief—"'

¢ Silence !V commanuded  Mr,
“Turn out your pockets!”

Alf sturted.

“Turn out me pockets?” he repeated.

“Yes—at once!"

“I don't mind a-doin' of it—but
won't find nothink that I'm ashamed of!”
exclaimed Alf. ¢ My pockets——""

“Obey me!” commanded Mr. Snugges,
Alf took the little parcel out, and oflfered

Snuggs.

it to Merrell.

‘““ Well, that's yours, anvway,” ho said
“ Better take it——"

“Mine!” said Merrcll, staring, ¢ What

do you mean?”

~_ *“One moment—one, moment!”
Mr. Snuggs.
me see it!”’

He bent forwsrd, and snatched the parcel
out of Alf's hands. Fairiy
triumph, Mr, Snuggs tore the wrapper off—
and revealed a packet of cigarettes!

broke in
“What is, this parcel? Let

e

you

gloating with
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CHAPTER
ALWAYS IN THE

R. SNUGGS chirruped

’ with joy.
““ A, indeed!™ bhe
exclaimed. “ And so,
Huggins, I have caught you
red-llanded in a deliberate
- : falsehood ! This is  very
serinla—-very serious indeed!” _
““Oh, so that's the gaime, is it?” exclaimed

IX
WRONG.

Alf. “1 knowed there was somethink queer
about it. Look ’‘ere, sir T
“Do wnot utter a word, you wretched

boy ! interrupted Mr, Snuggs. “You have
no defence-—no excuse, [ have ecaught you

with cigarettes in your pocket., I shall
take you at once to my study, and cane
vou——-"

“rOld 'ard!) interrupted Alf. ¢ About
this 'ere parcel. I bought it from cue o'
the shops for Merrell., He asked me to
feteh it.”

Mr. Snuggs turned to Merrell,

¢“Is this true?' he asked. .

“0Of course wnot, sir,” said Merrell
promptly,

Alf turned on Lim fiercely.

““ Are you sayin' that you didn't ask ms
to fetch that parce!?” he deminded.

“I'm not in the habit of asking brick.
layvers to do me favours,” sneered Merrell.
“1 never heard anything about the parcel
—I don't kuwow anything about it. You
rotter! Trying to put the blame on me!”

 Cad 1"

““(Common, low bounder!™

“That's just what he would do!*”

All sorts of comunents came from the
crowd,

“T must ask you, boys, not to interrupt,”
said Mr. Snuggs. “ Naturally, I can appro-
cinte your feelings. This lad is so utterly
different from yourselves that you iostine-
tively resent his presence.” :

“He's not our class, sir.”

‘““He's only a rotten navvy!”

““ Hardly a navvy!™ corrected Mr, Snuggs.
“Dear me, no! I have alwayvs understood
that a bricklayer is just slightly above the
status of a navvy. A shade higher in the
social soale, boys.”

“Don't you think you'd best take me
indoors an' lick me?” asked Alf. “1t's
comin’, so we might as well git it over.”

“Be silent, you wretched boy!™ said Mr.
Snuggs sourly.

“'Tain't no use bein' anvthink else,” said
Alf. “But as true as I'm standin' 'ere,
I cliitdﬂ't know that there parcel ’'ad fags
in it. .

“Fags?" repeated Mr. Snuggs innccently.

“ Fags!” said Alf grimly.

“This language is quite incomprehensible
to me,” said Mr, Snuggs. ‘I have always
understood that fags were youthful school-

boys——"’
‘““ Mebbe they is!” growled Alf. ¢ An’ if
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you ain't 'eard that fags Iis
you're a queer kind o' bloke!®?
¢ You imperfinent young reprobate!?”

. ¢ 0h, go on—it don’t matter to me!”
cail Al resignedly. ‘I brought that there
parcel up for somebody else. 1t was a
.¢rick on me. Look ‘ere, you ciaps! I
-ask you to listen. Do you think I'd—*"

“Get away! We're not listening to your
lies!”

«¢ No fear!®

¢ Rather rot!”

Handiorth pushed forward.

¢« Well, I Dbelieve him, anyway!'” he
~roared. ““If any chap here says that Alf
"Huggins bought those cigarettez, Il punch
his nose.”

¢ Mr. Snuggs said so!”? exclaimed Merrell.

Hlandforth eclenched his fist.

“ By George!™ he breathed. ¢ By George!?”

- Just for one moment Mr. Suuggs was in
friehitful danger of having his nose punched
~on the spot. Handforth was ready for it,
and he would have done it. Of the con-
sequences he had no thought whatever.
Tandforth never had.
_ But, luckily for him, Churech and MeClure
were just behind. They dragged him hack,
and then a mysterious kind of struegle
commenced on the steps. Pitt and Grey
joined in—which was highly nccessary.

In the end, landforth emerged, breath-
less, hot aud triumphant. Injured juniors
lay strewn around him.- Church and
McClure were wrecks. DEven Pitt was show-
ing signs of having a black eye.

“Where is he?” said Handiorth faintly.

But he loocked in vain—Mr. Snuggs bad
cone. Perhaps Mr. Snuggs had had a vague

cigareties,

prescuntiment of peril. At all events, he
had rushed Alf to his study.
And Handiorth was robbed of his prey.
“You—you rotters!” Llie hooted. “1I've

heen fighting the whole crowd of you for
pothing!*?

“Thank goodness for that!’ gasped Pitt.
““Ureat Scott! You must be dotty! If
you had punched Snuggs cn the nose, it
wonld have meant the sack.”

“* Who cares about the sack?" snorted
Handforth. “ It would have heen worth it—
for the pleasure of seeing Snuggs turn a
ldouble somersault backwards, But it’s
coming. By George, he's going to get it
one day!”

“Where—where am I%"
citting up dazedly.

Handiorth turned on him.

““The next time you'll be "taken to hos-
pital,” he snapped. “I've' ‘treated you
lightly new. 1 was going te punch Snuggs
iInto the middle of next week. The miser-
able, crawling, earwig! Dropping on
Muggins like - that for nothing. When I do
punch him, I'll kneek him se far that they’ll
have to get up a search-party to find him.”

And Handforth stalked indoors, leaving
thie wounded to attend to their hurts. And,
m the meantime, Alf was going through'
the mill in Mr, Smuggs’s study, Mr, Snugg:

asked Chureh,

S0,

-
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Mr. Snuggs snatched the parcel
out of Alf’'s hands. Fairly gloating
with triumph, Mr. 8nuggs tore the
wrapper off, and revealed a packet of
cigarettes !

had asked no questions—he had made no
attempts to get at the actuval truth.

The Form-master had seized upon Al just
as & wolf will seize on a bone. And the
hoy from Hoxton received a drastic caning
—a caning that made biin sore all over.

But he didn't lose his tembver. -

He had found that it was quite useless
to do that. Once again he was in the
wrong—once again he had received punish-
ment that he hadn’t deserved. And this
time it was because the snobs had been
ploiting against him.

t was a miserable, contemptibie affair,

And when Al told Archie all about it,
the latter was on the point. of dashing
straight off to the Headmaster. He de-
clared that it wouldn’t be sneaking. Archie

cm&sidered that the thing ought to coine
out. -
**0Oh, what's the use?”’ asked Alf, with

a sigh. ' It’s no good; matey; they're all
the same—they’re all tarred with the same
brush! Just because 1'm a bricklayer’s
they're all down on me!”

And he went outside and made his way
to the Common-room,

He knew that he was going into the
thick of things, but that was just what he
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wanted, He was curious to see how
the Remove would take this fresh develop-
ment.

And, although he was in pain, he was
enjoying himself. He was proving that his
contention had been correct. And he won-
dered what Mr, Snuggs would say later on
—when he discovered that he had victimised

the son of Sir John DBrent— the son of the

chairman of the board of governors.
“I'm storing ite up,” Alf told himself
grimly. * Rather! So I'll hold myself in

check for the present. Later on Mr, BSnuggs
will get it where the bottle got the cork—
in the neck!”

And thy;t thought cheered Alf up to
such an cxtent tlmt when he entered the
Commoun-room his usual sunny smile was
apparent, Ie forgot the pain altogether,
Everybody was down on him, but what did
that matter?

The Common-room was in a ferment,

A Torm meeting was in progress. At
least, the fellows culled it a Form meeting.
But all thé important juniors were miss-
ing. It was only the rank and file of the
Remove that gathered.

And Armstrong was presiding.

“Here he is!"” sald Armstrong
ingly. *“ Coming in as though he
the blessed school!"

“Cad!”

‘““ Beast!"'

“ Common ruffian!”

“Good!’ said Alf, nodding. ‘" That's the
stufi! Go it, you bloomin' snobs! I'm
rather enjovin’ it now! D'vou think J care
a snap of the fingers for the ’'ole blinkin’
crowd? Why, you ain't worth shovin' in
a dust-cart! I've seen better things than
you in a ripe cheese!"”

The Remove was shocked. .

‘““ Are we going to stand this?” howled
Griftith, ** He's called us maggots!”

“ Maggots!" said Alf. * You ain't mag-
gots—you're grubs!"

Tlhiere was a tremendous roar.

aneer-
owned

“ Good man!”" yelled Handforth, from
the rear. ** Why, I didn't think you had
enough pluck to talk to 'em like that!

As a matter of fact, I was going to call
them magegots. And don’t they look like
it? Fat, ugly things that crawl about with
slime all over them!”

|

|
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“ Are vou siding with this common
heast?'" roared Armstrong.

Handforth looked round.

“ Which common beast?"” he asked. "I
can see about twenty!”

He suddenly caught sight of Archie.

“Oh, no,”” he added; * there’s one here
who isn't! This chap's all right—he's not
common. As for the rest of you, I think
vou must have been broughb up in a con-
vict settlement. You're all criminals!
You've all got the instincts of berny
hooligang!"™

Handforth walked out, feeling that he

had done well. Besides, the atmosphere rather

disgusted him. Then Arghie came in, abnd
Archie stood listening angrily as the meet-
ing came to a decision.

“We decide to send thiz chap to
coventry ! declared Armstrong. * Ile's a
common cad, and we won't Lav¢e anything
to do with him!"”

“ Hear, hear!"

‘“Jie’s barred by the Remove!'

“ Barred, am I?” shouted Alf defiantly.
“ You've barred me because I'm [from

'Oxton! Well, I'm going to bar you becausc
I ‘ates the sight of yer! TI'd rather mix

with pigs in a bloomin’ sty!"

“ Hear, hear!"” exclaimed Archie approv-
ingly. “ Bally good! 1In other words, well
spoken! That, dear old laddie, 13 positively
the stufl to give 'em! 1 mean to say, pigs
are rather decent, anyway!"”

“You—you sillv fool!” shouted Arm-
strong., *“ Can't you have a bit of sense?
Are you going to side with this beast?"”

““ Dear old chappies—I mean to say,
frightful bounders,”” said Archie, “ I liave
sided with him all along. And now I
shall proceed to trickle out. But allow me
to remark that I regard you as a bally
set of mouldy insects! Absolutely! And
that—to put it precisely—is that!”

He grasped Alf Huggins by the arm.

‘““ Dearest one, we will udjourn” he said
sweetly. “ What-ho!"’

And Archie and Alf Huggins passed out
of the (Common-room together.

The boy fromm Hoxton was gettmg on ;
but his .,ui*'enture:. at St. Frank's were oulv
just commencing. They promised to be fuil
of interest in the very near future!

THE END.

UL e LR R L T R T
This Absorbing Series will be Continued

NEXT WEEK
in Another Grand Long Complete Story :—

‘“« SONS OF GENTLEMEN.”
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‘uv Dear Readers,
[ wonder how many of yon suspected

that Alf Huggins was only playing the part
of a coekuey lad, and that nst_ad of Le ng the
~humble son of a bricklayer, he is in reality
someone of considerable unpnrtan« It will
he an eye-opener for Mr. Snuggs when the |
truth is made known. Huggins, or, rather,
Alfred Breut—to give himn his correct name—
means to bide his time and prepare a
pleasant little shock for the new master of
the Remove. Now that you are in the
seeret, my chums, you will be able to appre-
ciate the seusational developments that are
to follow before very loug. Young Brent has
certainly dmplajed remarkable ability as
an -actor, for I doubt if any of the Juniors -
—not .even Nipper—peuctrated his disguise
in his :impersonation of a cockney. From
Brent's point of view, the perszecutions and
insults which .he has borue §o bravely were
as nothing compared to the huge joke. of
the situation, over which he  must have
chuckled to lhimself many times. But, of
course, his object was not merely to fool

the snobs of St. I'rank’s. e has a much

nwoie scrious mission than that. He wants
to find out to what extent snobbery exists
at Sk, Frank’s, and how best it could be
eradicated from the Old School. There is
imnuch yet to happen before DBrent ﬁnall}
achieves his purpose, and many of the im-
portant events leading up to bis final trivinph
will be described in our next story: ** S0OXNS
OF GENTLEMEN!’

OUR NEW SERIAL.

What do you think of the opening instal-
ment of our new serigl: *“* THE LEAGUE OF
THE TRON HHAND!’ No need to tell you
what the ** JRON HAND ” means. It is ex-
plained in the personality of Paul Herman,

"

known as " Numbezr . One, the ruthless
orgaitiser of the Criminal Confederation

which Nelson Lee has set out to suiash.
the story develops,
it will hecoe
will be another
week.

As
I can pramise you that
intexnsely  thrilling.  There
ine long instalment next

Your sincere friend. -
THE I:Dl'[ft)R.

This Week's Magntficent Prograniine :

“The Aerial Trail!”

A Stirring Yarn of Daring
Explmts in the Air.. .

“The Cave of Winds!”

- Meet Stone-Fist Saxon in zn
Exciting Story of the Mysterious

EaStn .

ouT ON THHURSDAY'!

“Inca Gold !’

-Dashing Adventure and Thrill.

ing Incidents in Peru,

“ The Planet of Peril!”

Amazing Adventure in Another

Worldo

- ORDER NOW
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“THE MYSTERY SAFE.”

A Magnificent 15,000 word Mystery Story, featuring PANTHER
(:HAYLE the Modern Methods Detective.

“IN THE GRIP OF THE TERROR.”

An Astounding Exploit of Moreton Stowe, Prince of Pressmen.
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is all you pay for our No.400A Mead
‘** Mdrvel"'—the finest oycle ever offered
on such exceptionally easyterms. Bril- .
liantly plated ; richly enamelled : lined
in colours. Sent packed free-earriage
paidon 15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.
Fully warranted. Money refunded if
dissatisfied. Old machines exchanged.
Big bargains in factory soiled mounts.

. Tyres and accessories 33 1-3% below

shop prices. Write 7'0-DAY for testi.
mouials and illustrated art catalogue,

) .
- Cycls Company (Inag,
(Dept. B797) Birminghom
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Y E Blﬂ ‘-ll)Jlur‘!ng" the past ten yeurs we have sup-

ied our. Girvan .Scientific Tyeatment

| ---._i,ﬁg increasing the height to over 20,000 studenis.
iass than 200 have -written to say they nave not

q. spured all the increase they desired.. If. under

..send p.o. for particulars,” and our £100
rantee, to Enquiry Dept, A M.P., 17, Stroud

Green Road London, N.4, .
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The ‘' Piccolo-Organ
Accordeon.’”” A Fine
Model. 19%19x54 ins.,
Piano-finished. 11-
fold metal - bound ¥
bellows, 3 Sets JiNe
Reeds, 10 Keys, 2
Basses, 3 Stops, ete.
Sent by return post,
to approved orders,
for 1/- deposit and
1/3 postage, and
promise to send 2/- U
fortnightly till 25/- in all is paid. Cash Price 2t/- Post
Free (Elrewhere Donble). Delight or Money Back,
FREE 1llustrated Catalogue Post Free. Bargain
< Accordeons 12/6 to 42/-, Clocks, Watehes,
Novelties, Toys, Etc. PAIN’S PRESENTS HOUSE,
Dept.9D, HASTINGS. - = (Establishcd 34 Years.)

MAEE YOUR OWN
SET.

The mysteries of wirelesa
made o¢lear.
WIRELESS FOR -
ALL, 64.,and its sequel.
SIMPLIFIED WIRE-

LESS, 1/ .
At all booksellera or 1/9
post free from:—

- RADIQ PRESS, 3, Devereux Bldgs., W.€.2,
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This handsome Inl-skied
Gent’'s  Lever Wateh semnt
upon Jreceipt of 8d. . After
approval send 1/- more, the
balance is then payxable by
6 wmonthly instalments
of 2/- each, Guaranteed 5
yvears., Chain offered Frece with
every watch., Wrist Watches,
ele.,, on same terms. €ash
returned if dissatisfiedd. Send

Chain " /- now te Simpsorn’s Ltd,,
FREE (Dept. 122] 94, Queen’s
Road, Brighton, Sussex..
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‘DO YOU KNOW

‘that Gilbert Chester has written the most

thrilling motor-racing serial of the year ?
It is called ‘‘ Behind the Wheel !” and the

opening chapters appear in this week’s ;,

BOYS' REALM ||

Now on Sale.

P

Price 2d. Everywhere.
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Y LISHED Mail Order Houses.

\ i
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Free of a Solid-Silver:En llsh' =R
W Hall-miarked ,Double Curb-Albert. |L¥
N with" Séal ‘attﬂched given ‘FREE '\"

with every . Watch. AT g b
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~ action; fitted patent. recoil clmk
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deposit; after applmal
send+1/6 more. .;,"lhe A&
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i '23' Denmark Hill, M
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CHOOSE 40 STAMPS I‘OR 6d. fmm
packet 'of 500; 2d. pu'i. —B. L-CORYN,
10, Wave Crest..Whitsha.hle Kant .

£2,000 Worth of Cheap Job Photographic
Maberml ~Cameras, etc.. Send-at once for
Lat‘glogue -and ‘iamplrs Freo. —_HACKETTS
WORKS, July: Roa.d Liverpool._ K,

HEALTH AND STRENGTH ARE YOURS
“ Training For Great Strength ”” only a 1/-, which
is returned if dissatisficd. CHAS. G. TREVOR,
17, Penford Street, S.E.5.

.GUT-THIS OUT..
_ The Nelson Lee Library., Pen Coupon. Value 2d.

Send 7 of these Coupons with only 2/9, direct to
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet Street,
. E.C.4. You . will receive by return a splendid
British-Made l4ct Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain
Pen, value 10/6 (Fine, Medium, or Broad nib).
it only one coupon i3 seit, the price is 3/9, 2d.

being allowed for each extra coupon up to six.
(Pocket Olip 4d.) Satisfaction guaranteed or cash
returned. ~ Spectal New Offer; Your Own

Name in gilt letters on either pen for 1j- extra.
Lever Self-filling Safety Model, 2/- extra,
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"Height Ihcreased 5{

R Paddington Recreation Groun
Wi Sirs, -1 suffered from acute Rheuigs o
N tism, my _knees, ankles, and: thung e
%55 being terribly swollen. A fricnd Bde o
vised me to, try, Urace: .véry sdon
&8 the terrible pains’ "had_vanished, 4ng
ieB® o0 my astonishment [ was back lom. &
t}u: tra.ck again. My recent record-breaking w
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Urace.’''—Yours faithfully, GEO. CB ING
World’'s Professional Waiking Champion®= . &
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dissolves and “expels” it from the system, and g L;,;A
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1 Chenustry,™ Zoology, - dol -
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