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But Willy didn’t wait. He turned swiffly and dived straight into the river.
He was going to pull this little animal out of reach of these inhuman brutes.




THE NELSON

CHAPTER I
THE TORTURERS!

¢ ISTEN!"  said Willy  Handforth
tensely.
“0h, don't waste timne e

“ Listen, you ass!" snapped Willy,
“ Another word and I'Il biff you! I just
heard so aething!”

The two leading lights of the Third Form
at St. Frank's came to a halt on the towing
path, anc stood with attitudes of great in-
tentness The April evening was mild and
pleasant.

The fags were hurrying back to the school
from Bellton, carrying with them a supply
of tuck. Apd Chubby Heath was exceed-
ingly anxious to complete the journey as soon
a5 possible. But if Willy Handforth said
that they had to stop and listen, the only
thing was to stop. What Handforth minor
sald  was Jjaw.

It was a rather drastic kind of law, because
Willy usually enforced it with a large fist.
Aund, at this moment, Chubby Heath ob-

éerved that Willy had dhis fist clenched in
readiness.

e R ae
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The series of peily persecutions made
against Alf Huggins by Mr. Snuggs, the
new Remove master, has at last recoiled
on himseli. He has been found out by
the Head, with the result that his prospects
of getting another such appointment are
rendered somewhat difficult by reason, of
Dr Stafford’s refusal to give him any
recommendation. From Mr. Snuggs’
point of view, Huggins was to blame for all
this and he resolved that Huggins should
suffer. Mere contempt for the Hoxton
boy has now become changed to bitter
hatred. With the aid of Fullwood, the
Cad of the Remove, Snuggs plots to get
Huggins into serious trouble. In this,
luck helps him to succeed beyond his
wildest expectations and Huggins is
expelled in disgrace from St. Frank’s.
How Snuggs wreaks his vengeance on his
vietim is vividly told in the moving

narrative below.,
THE EDITOR.

“Mus. have been mistaken,
said Willy at length.
““ What did you hear?" asked Chubby.
“ Sounded to me like a dog yelping.”
“ And -0 you mnean to say you stopped
us juet for that?” demanded Chubby indig-
nantiy, ““and we're in such a hurry to get
back! T thought you had 1nore sense!"
Willy glared. |
=1 dou't waut any jaw from you!"

I suppose,”’

he

said aggressively. *“If 1 like to stop, I'll
stop! There you are! Didn't you hear it

that time?"

“ No, I didn't!"”

““ Deaf idiot!" said Willy tartly.
again ™

Once more the fags lapsed into silence.
And nov, even Chubby Heath heard the
plaintive yelping of a dog. And then, almost
immediately afterwards, came some coarse,
common laughter. Willy Handforth's brow
grew black. He glared at Chubby Heath.

““ Sounds like somebody ill-treating a dog,”
he said, his eves gleaming,

“ Well, we can't help it—"

“You—you heartless wretch!"” enorted
Willy. * If there's a dog being ill-treated

“ Lislen

| I'm going to take a hand! The brutes had
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better let me see them at their dirty work!
1f there’s ome thing I hate more than an-
other, it is to see a dog being tortured. And
sowe rotters seem to think it's funoy! Any
fellow who tortures a dog ought to be
bung, drawn, and quartered!™

*]1 thought you didn't believe in tortur-
ing!" said Tubby sarcastically.

“ That's a ditferent kind of torture!’ re-
plied Willy., * Human beings ain’t dogs! If
vou were tortured, for example, you conld
jolly well hift out, and do sumet‘l}mg to save
yourself. But a dog's helpless!”

“ Oh, yves!" growled Chubby. 1 suppo:e
dogs haven't got any teeth? But what s_’the
good of arguing? Let's be getting on!

“Not yet!” said Handforth minor. "I
just want to make sure—  Why, ‘hallo!
There thiey are! 1 knew it! The rotten,
torturing cads! A whole gang of em!”

‘A black frown came over Willy's usually
sunny countenance. He glared ferociously
down the towing path. About two hundred
vards away, and coming from the direction
of the villaze, were four or five hulking vil-
tage boye, led by Lumpy Bill. .

Mhis latter youth was the son of the local
Viacksmith, and he was well known in the
district as a bullving yvoungz reprobate, with
the instincts of a hoolizan. Practically every
rowdy affray in the village was concerned
with Lumpy Bill. He seemed to eerve no
useful purpose in the world.

He was "the natural enemy of the St.
Frapk's juniors. On many occasions a_ soli-
tary fag had heen seized and unmercifully
ragged by Lumpy Bill and Lis companiouns.

’!f

The warfare between this zang of clods and

the St. Frank's juniora was never at an end.

Chubby Heath looked rather startled.

“ We ghall have to slide!” he said in a
shakv voice.

“ What 2" said Wiily, staring.

“1 mean, we can't fight that lot—"

“If vou like to show the white feather
vou can show it!”" interrupted Willy tartly.
** You—you funk!" ' - :

““ Who's a funk?”
nantly. :

“VYou are!’ retorted Handforth minor.
“ At least, vou will be if you bunk off. Look
at these rough cads! They've got a dog
there, and. they're torturing .it like any-
thing!  I'm not going to stand that!”

Chubby became more alarmed than ever.

“Do be senszible!”” he gasped. * There's
only two of us, and about five of them!
You don’'t suppose we can scrap with that
crowd, do vou? Why, for two pins, they'd
skin us alive!”

Willy laughed pityingly.

‘““ And do you mean to tell me that those
blessed hulks could skin me alive?” he
asked contemptuousiy. ‘* You dotty idiot!
You blithering ass! This is just where I
come out strong! I'm going to fight that
crowd ! ' |

“What!"” said Chubby faintly.

“ The wirole crowd!" said Willy in a firm
voice. ‘“* Ob, you can stare! 1've been wait-

roared Chubby indig:
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g for a chance like this for weeks! And,
what's more, I'm going te muke Lumpy
Bill’s nose bleed like a running tap!”

Chubby Heath had nothing to say. He
could find no words to amswer this lunatic,
He couldn’t regard Handforth minor as any-
thing else. Because the thing was mad—
absolutely insane! After all, he and Willy
were only fags, and there were at least five
of these ‘hulking villaze youths. It would
be just like walking to the slaughter.

But Willy regarded the thing from
totally different point of view. o

In many ways he was the exact counter-
part of his brother, the famous Edward Os-
wald. Tu many other ways he was precisely
the oppo-ite. And when it came to fighting,
Wiily was in the front rank.

It didn’t matter a toss to him whether
there was one enemy to fight or a score. Al}l
he wanted to see was the enemy. Then he
sailed in. If theyv whacked him, all well
and good—that was simply the fortune of
war. But before thex did whack him he
would take jolly good care that he gave
them something to be going on with
That was Master Willy's simple point of
view. . g :

He possessed a kind of blind ‘courage—.
just that courage that had won the V.C. or
the D.S.0. in many a ¢kirmish on the battle-
fields. Both Willy and Edward Oswald were
full of that spirit of do or die,

“ It's—it’s all very well tp be plucky, but
there's a limit!"” growled Chubby. *“ I don't
want to be smashed. up, even if vou do!
Look here. the best thing I can do is to
shoot off to the school and get.hold of some
of the chaps. You can stick hére and watch
from hehind the bushes!”

Willy sniffed.

“Watceh!” the repeated.
do a fat lot of watehing!
make these brutes sit up! You can wo, if
vou like. T don’t care! You'd only be in
the wav, anvhow!" -

%huh’by was too excited to resent the in
sult.

And then lie stood staring down the towing
path. Lumpy Bill and his companions had
come to a halt quite a short distance away,.
They had not noticed the presence of the
two fags—partly on account of a bush that
half concealed them, but chiefly because
they were so intent wupon their black-
guardedly work. - . s 1

Lumpy Bill was carrying a small, ugly-
looking mongrel. It was a pitiful looking
little dog—grubby, ‘half etarved, .and of the
fox terrier tyvpe. And it was quite helpless
in the arms of its captor. .

Willy watched. his eyes gliftering. :
-~ ¢CTf they touch that pup I'll-I'Il—"" He¢
paused, breathing hard. e . i

Lumpy Bill and the other village louts
were standing just against the river bank.

Lumpy Bill laid the dog in the graes, and
Handforth minor and Chubby Heath won-
dered it made no attempt to get. away.
Theu they understood. For they noticed that

Q

““Oh, yes! I'll
I'm going to



‘river.
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the dog was bound wup. String was tied
cruelly round its front legs and its rear legs.
1t commenced to wihine, and Lumpy Bill
gtared down atb it.

o Qhut that row, blame ver!” Lie said
sparsely. . ' .
N He gave the dog a kick, and it yelped with
agouny.

«Did you see that?'’ gasped Willy, red
with anger. ** Oh, my hat!
ning to do something!”

““ Better go easy "

“ Oh, look—look!" yelled Willy.

He was now buming with indignation and

S L LN .
r For the village roughs had picked up the
dog, and Lumpy tossed it far out into the
Helpless though it was, the mongrel
made valiant attempts to reach the shore—
awimtming, even, with ‘its legs tied. Its
mataral imstinet told it to make for land.

But it did not have sufficient sense to
swim away from its tormentors.

“ Haw, haw," haw!' roared Lumpy Bill.
“Let 'im ’ave it!"”

Ghizz! Whiz!

Stones were thrown into the water—at the
puppy It was a cruel, dastardly outrage,

I'm jolly well

.and Willy Handforth simply could not stand

it. This little dog was being brutally tor-
tured. :

He rushed forward and raa up to the vil-
fage youths with blazing eyes.

**You cads—you rotten cads!" he shouted
tensely.

Lumpy Bill gtared at him.

“ Wiho told you to interfere?” he roared.
“'Ere, mates! Grab this kid and chuck 'im
in arter the dorg!'!"

But Willy didn’t wait.

He turned swiftly and dived straight into
thie river. He was going to pull this little
aazimal out of reach of these inhuman L rutes.

— ——

CHAPTER II.
IN THE HANDS OF THE ROUGHS!

UMPY BILL stared out
upon the river with
rising fury.

‘““ Come out o' that,
you little demon!”  he
shouted. ** If you touch that
there pup I'll skin  you

alive.”
“Chuck these 'ere stones at 'im!”
‘“*That's it!"
One or two attemnpts were made, but only

half-heartedly. Bad as the roughs were,
they drew the line at stoning the St. Frank's
Juniors. Only Willy's head was visible above
water as he swam to the rescue of the un-
fortunate dog. It would have been too risky
to hurl the stones.

Chubby Heath stood looking on from be-
hind the hush—very nervous. He was not
4 coward in the ordinary sense, but these
blundering village youths were greatly
feared by the fags. Willy was about the

D3
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- only Third Former who was prepared to

rush into the attack.

And the manner in which he had gone to
the rescue of this dog completely upset the
calculations ©of Bill and his companions.
They were being deprived of their sport.

“ The youm ‘ound !’ exclaimed Bil.i.
“ Just: wait until 'e comes hout! 'E needn’t
think as we'll let 'im off!" .

“Not likely!"”

“ An' we'll "ave that pup back, too!"

The village boys were detenmined.

And they stood watching from the bank,
ready to pounce the very instant that Willy
returned. They had not the slightest fear
that they would be able to deal with him in
a very effective way.

But Willy again upset their calculations.

He struggled ‘hard to get to the little
dog's side—for he was fully clothed; having
had no time to even throw off his jacket.
And the current was fairly strong just here.

Willy was a good swimmer, but he had
essayed a very grim task.

He reached the little dog's side and grab-
bed at it.

‘““ All right, old man—I've got you!'’ mut-
tered Willy. Don't struggle like that! I'll
get you ashore!'

Somehow or other the puppy seemed to
realise that Hamndforth minor had come to
his rescue,

He ceased his struggles and lay quite limp
in Willy's armi. And the junior trod water
as he looked round. The river was rather
cold, and he was feeling chilled.

And the next thing was to get ashore.

“Come on—we're waitin® for
shouted Lumpy Bill jeerily,

“ Haw, haw, haw!” -

“You'd best come out quick, or you'll
get drowned!"

The roughs stood looking on, awaiting
their moment. And Willy came to a des-
perate decision. _

If he swam to the towing path the village
cang would grab him—and he knew that he
would be helpless after his exhausting swim.
The puppy would be seized, and the torture
would go on.

So  Handforth minor set his teeth and
made for the opposite bamk.

It was a plucky decision, and Willy did it
entirely dor the sake of the ‘helpless little
animal. Over there it would be out of
reach of these torturers. It was better to
cross the river.

But it was deadly dangerous.

The distance was much further, and Willy
was already feeling chilled to the marrow,
and his linbs were numbed. Although he
didn't kaow it at the time, he was taking
a terrible risk.

Indeed, a human life was being almost
sacrificed for the sake of a mongrel.

Willy struck out, and it was only his
great determination that carried him along.
He got nearer and nearer to the other
bank-—fighting aguinst the current every inch
of the way. |

LR
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And even Lumpy Bill and the other roughs|
began to realise that there was a big ele-
ment of danger. They feared that their
brutality might lead to a very real tragedy.

But they did not make any attempt to
help.
~ Phey stood watching—their fear growing.
But Willy was fighting his way valiantly.
And although he felt his streugth ebbing
away he kept on—fighting—fighting to get
to that bank which seemed no nearer.
~ And Chubby Meath was nearly scared out
of his wits, too.

He was afraid to move—he was too fright-
ened to run off for help. All he could do
was to stand there, gazing ont at Willy's
head as it crept nearer and nearer to the
opposite bank.

'The fag was fascinated. and his heart was
jumping madly. If anything happenéd to
Willy, these ruffians would be to blame!
Chubby almost began to sob as a dreadful
- fear gripped him,

Would Handforth minor do it?

1t was touch and go—nobody knew this
hetter than Willy himself. He never said
0 afterwards, but for a certain time he
really believed that it was all up. le prac-
tically gave himself up for lost,

But the plucky fag swam on—mechani-
dally, «leterminedly. and with wonderful
perseverance. The river bank on the other
side grew nearer and nearer. And yet it
seemed miles away,

Willy's feet seemed to be a ton weight -
his boots held him back. IHis clothing clung
to him, and made all his movements sluggish
and clumsy. He began to wonder how he
had kept up for so long.

And then, with his breath coming and
going in short gasps, he felt that the end
wias at hand. He couldn’t do it. It was
no good—it was useless to keep on trying,

And at that moment he felt something
under his foot. |
And to his intense joy. he discovered that
his feet were touching the river bed. He
could feel the stones underfoot. and the
soft, oozing mud. He staggered forward.

Safe!

He pulled himself out in a dazed, be-
wildered fashion, and lay there in the grass.
The puppy was struggling to get free from
its bonds beside him, 'The little dog was
nearly spent, howcver.

The spell was broken. Chubby Heath gave
one great gasp of relief, and ran off like

mad, It was his intention to fetch help as
socn as possible. As for Lumpy Bill and the
other roughs, their anger returned with

double force.
““Come on, mates—we ain't goin’ fo stand
this ’‘ere!” growled Bill. “That kid ain't
.zoin’ to best us!”

““ Not likely!”

“We'll soon make
‘erel”

And, with one accord, the gang set off up
the towing-path as hard as they could run.

'im smart for this

THE NELSON

Willy, on the opposite bank, did not even |
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know that the louts were after him. Ip
was still striving to regain his breatn.

The village crowd knew that there was
ouly one way to get at their vietims now—
and that was by crossing the rustic bridge
which spanned the stremn higher up the
river. -

They ran for it in a kind of mob. They
were not going to be defeated by this insic.
nificant fag from St. I'rank’s. They would
show him!

They got across the bridgze, and then tore
round. Willy caught sight of them just as
they came into view from behind an intér.
vening clump of willows.  And Handforth
minor staggered to his feet, clenching his
fists. :

““ Oh, the beasts—the caddish beasts!” he
muftered. -

There was despair in his heart. He felt
that he could do .nothing now. He would
fight to the best of his ability—but how
could he possibly hope to get the better of
this gang?

Mlis own strength had heen spent, and
there was no power left in his punch,

But as Lumpy Bill and the others came
up, Handforth minor stood back, with the
little puppy at his feet., There was a grim,
defiant look in his eves. He faced the tor-
turers with flaming cheeks.

““ You—you miserable brutes!" he shouted
huskily. * Aren't you satisfied? If you
dare to touch this dog——" ;

“ Git out of it, kid!” said Bill gruffly.

“1f you touch this dog. I'll tell the polico

about it!” shouted Willv. “And then
you'll be arrested, and shoved in prison———7

“ Haw, haw, haw!”?

The louts clozed round Wiily in a throng,
This was just the kind of thing they liked,
They only had one insignificant junior to
deal with—and he was practically used out.

Willy’s blows were futile. His punch was
lacking in its usual fire, and he was grasped
by two of the roughs, and dragged over the
vrass. In a moment he was held there,
struggling feebly. The plucky Third Former
conld do no more. He had risked his very
life for the sake of a mere puppy—and all
for nothing! For the voung blackguards had
picked up the puppy again. and Lumpy Bill
was preparing to throw it baeck into the
stream.

Handforth minor nearly
rage and helplessness.

“You—you awful szavages!” he panted
thickly. ¢ Oh, why doesn't somebody come?
You cads—you inhuman rotters!” |

e took one deep breath, and gathered
himself together. And then he lel out a
wild yell—a ecry that practically -used up
all his remaining stock of energy.: But
what was the good?

“In with the little cuss,”
villagers.

“You bet!” grinned Lumpy Bill.

e absolutely delighted in this tortore,
And he swung his arms back in readiness L0

went in-ane with

s:ﬁd one of the
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ging the whimpering puppy back into the
iver.
nAmi then Alf lMuggins burst upon the
scene,

CHAPTER 1I1.
ALF TO THE RESCUE!

S a matter of fact, Alf
arrived quite by acci-
dent.

lle had been wan-
dering in one of the meadows
which adjoined the river—
trying to see if he could tind
mushrooms. Alf Huggins was rather

s0ine :
hazy regarding at what time of the year

discovered, but he
harin in having a

mushrooms could be
thought there was no
ook for some. _

And then he heard that yell from Willy.

Ile wondered what it could be, and went
to the thick hedge which shut off the river,
aud gazed through.

“Crikey!” he gasped. _

That one glance was enough for him. Xe
burst through the hedge as hard as he could
¢o, anid came dashing across towards the
villagers. Long before he got to the spot he
took in the whole situation. )

The new boy at 8t. Frank's—the brick-
Iayer’s son who was shunned by the Remove
—was pretty sharp witted. Ife saw Willy
Handforth being held down. He saw the
dripping puppy in the hands of Lumpy Bill.
And Bill's very attitude was sufticiently
cloquent,

Alf arrived, breathless,

“'Ere!” he exclaimed. ¢ Wot's the game?”

“(Clear off, afore we start on you, too!”
snarled Lumpy Dill. “ Why, look at ’'im,
mates! This 'ere’s the chap we’ve ’eard tell
on! The chap from Lunnon ‘oo ain't po
more eddicated than wot we are!”

“We ain't talkin® about eddication!”
snapped Alf curtly. “Wot are you dain’
with that puppy? Give it to me, quick, cr
I"ll_______!’

“ Well, wot will ver do?”sneered Lumpy.

“T1'll swipe you across the jaw!” replied
Alf.

Lumpy Bill gave a coarse laugh, and pre-
pared to throw the puppy into the river.
Alf dashed forward, and with one swift
movement he took the little dog away, and
flung it right back in the long grass, hehind
iilirtn. Then he stood back, and clenched his

sts.

“Now!"” Teteh that pup if you can!’ he
ghouted. “1I ain’t goin’ to stand 'ere and
Sce you act in that way!”

(21 GO

. “Oh, good man!” murmured Willy,
16, Huggins!”

The village roughs stared at Alf in amaze-
ment. Did he imagine for one moment that
he could stop them? Was this Remove
Junior fool enough to believe that he could
defy a whole gang?

“Come on!” snarled Lumpy.

settle this 'ere chap!”
They rushed upon Alf in a boedy.

“We'll soon

% : I, THE NELSON
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Crash! Biff! Crash!

- Alf Huggins stood like a rock.

lHe was heavily built, and when it came (o
fighting, he was not lacking in pluck or skill,
Aud just at the moment he was fired by the
same kind of fury that had gripped Hand-
forth minor,

It enraged him to see these hulking louts
torturing a helpless puppy. And his blows
were given an extra power,

Alf's fist crashed its way
Bill's face, and the latter went over with
a roaring howl. Two of the others went over
in just the same way. But they were up
again in a moment, and rushing at Alf.

And then the fight went on in the most
territic way.

It was rather a grim business.. Alf was
dogged. He hardly moved a yard out of his
original position, and he bhattled with a des-
peration that caused Willy to yell with ad-
miration. There were five village youths alto-
gether—and Alf was dealing with tlhree of
them.

_ ““We'll smash him!*’ snarled Bill, in a tear-
ing rage,

He rushed upon the junior at the very
moinent that the other two were attacking
him. For a moment Alf was oft his guard.

Crash!

Alf staggered drunkenly as Bill's rmighty
fist thudded into his left eve. At the same
moment he received a blow on the jaw which
gashed his lip. Ile went down, and a heavy
boot kicked him on the ear.

Willy struggled madly with his two captors.

““Lemme go!”  he gasped. O, vou
beasts! Lemme go!" :

Ile was rapidly regaining his strength. But
it wasz immpossible for him to escape from
the clutches of these two roughs. They were
glad of the excuse to hold him—they didn't
like the look of Alf.
juniors would have given up the

into Lumpy

battle,

But Alf Tugeins, battered and bruised,
and rather dazed, was more determined than
ever. lle scrambled to his feet, swaying
slightly,

“Come on!” he muttered,

But he didn't wait. It was his idea that
attack is the best form of defence. And
while the three brutes were hesitating, Alf
flung himself at them.

And the battle raged,
than before.

It became a roaring melee. Alf’s cloth-
ing became torn, rufied and dirty. But he
knew nothing of this. He was fighting mue-
nificently. And when Lumpy Bill went down
for the third time he had had enough.

He crawled away, cursing loudly.

*I'm ready!"

even more fiercely

“I'll pay ye for this!”™ he snarled. “ Dy
ginger! Just you wait!”
The villagers were not very plucky. When

they came upon somebody like Aif, they.
found that their bullying courage was in-
suflicient. And with Alf fighting harder than
ever, they hesitated.

Lumpy Bill was out of it—and one of his
companions went over with a territic crash



He had had enough, too.
across the

a minute later.
Howling with pain, he ran off

meadow. 1t was a signal for the rest to do
the same. This one junior had beaten them
all!

And Willy's captors fled as soon as Alf
turned upon them. Willy leapt to his [eect,
and glared after them.

“Cowards!” he yelled. ¢ Dirty,
cowards!?”’

The village roughs turned when they
reached the hedge, and tried to obtain some
kind of compensation by hurtling stones.

But the St. Fraunk’s juniors took no notice
of them. This =ort of thing only made themn
utterly contemptuous.

“QOh, my goodness!"” said Willy,
“1 say, Hugeins! That was great !
You can fight!”

*“Them brutes ought to be shoved in jail!”
muttered Alf uuate‘uhl}'

Willy stood back, and looked at him,

“Jolly good!” he said approvingly.
“They've marked you a bit, but_nothing to
speak of.”

If the Headmaster had seen Huggins at
that moment, he would not have shared
Willy's opinion. tfor Alf Iluggins was in a
dreadful condition. Tis left eve was rapidly
heecoming black, blood was streaming from
the corner of his mouth, and one of his ears
looked about twice its normal size.
~His hands were bruised and battered, he

was covered with mud, and his collar was
hanging by only one stud-hole. His tie hud
vanished altocether. Taken as a whole, Alf
looked frightful. -

But Willy didn't seem to think so.

‘“Yes, you've escaped pretty lightly!™” he
said. ““You're a wonder, Huggins! ‘Why,
even Ted himszelf couldn't have done so well
—and he's a bit of a terror once he fairly
starts.”’

“TIt’s all right—I ’ad to go for ‘em,” said
Alf breathlessly, ¢ The brutes! Fair made
my blood hoil to see ‘em!”

He bent down, and picked up the little
puppy—which was now shivering with cold
and fright. With shaking fingers, Alf untied
the Et-'t'lll": and then tucked the little mon-
vrel into “his jacket.

“We'd best get

bullyving

panting.
My hat!

back—aquick!”? he said.
“You won't come to no good. being wet
through like that there! 100d job you ealled
out, young 'un. Seems like I came just in
time.”

“You bet you did!*? =aid Willy. “ They
were just going to throw the pup back into
the water. Come on!®

They set off for the school as hard as they
could run, caring nothing further for Lumpy
Bill and Co. Those callous youths had had
more than enourrh, and they were limping
their own way homewards.

When Alf and Willy arrived at the school

gates, they found old Josh Cuttle, the school
porter pottering about near hy. Alf went
straight to him, and produced the little dog.

He only briefly explained, and asked Mr,
Cuttie to look after the pup. Mr. Cuttle
promised to do so. He was fond of

THE NELSON LEE Lianhifvv!g -_

animals, and both Willy cand AH were
satistied,
And then they hurried towards tho
Ancient llouse, :
Fortunately, the Triangle was deserted,
and nobody saw the puair as they went
across. 1t was getting dark, too, for the

dusk was deeply gathering,
out from many windows,

Lights gleamed

“If we're Jueky, we’ll slip in withoug
being spotted!” said Willy. “ My hat!

You look a bit of a sicht now, IHuggins!”
Can't be helped!” said Alf. ‘““All in
the day’s work!” |
They mounted the steps,
lobby,
And they were just in time to come face
to face with Mr. Snuggs!

and entered the

CITAPTER 1V,
REWARD OF VALOUR.

R. SNUGGS gave a
' llmr_'rmed exclamation.
“ (rood gracious

THE

‘e L’ he gasped.
“ What is this T sce? What
is this I see? "I can kearcely

believe my ‘eves!”
AMr. Snnggs adopted an air of exaggerated
consternation, He was the new master of

the Remove—a thin, weedy individual with’
a permanent kind of sneer, and thin lips
and watery eyes. Mr Souggs was several

‘kinds of a worm, aud all the decent fellows
‘in the Remove loathed him,

astounded—I am  staggered,
indeed!”’ exclaimed the  Form-master,
““Huggins! What possible explanation can
you give for your disgraceful condition?”

Alf Jooked at Mr. Smuggs steadily,

“1 don't s'pose it’ll be no good if T do
give an explanation, sir,” he replied.
“Wot's the wuse? [('m always in the
wrong !’ -

The junior spoke bitterly, and
Handforth gave him a sharp look.

‘“ Well, you're not in the wrong this time,
old =on,”” he said cheerfully. * It's ali
right, sir—Huggins is a hero!”

Mr. Snuggs compressed his lips.

““*1 shall be very pleaged, Hamiforth
minor, if you will refrain from chiming
in!” he exclaimed tartly. “ You may go
upstairs and change your ciothing. Upon
my soul! Yon are sonked to the skin!”

““Oh, it's all right, sir—=I'm not cold,”
said Willy. *“* Sha'n’t come to any harm in
this mild weather.”

Mr. Snuggs turned back to Alf.

“You are in a perfectly scandalous state,
Huggins!” he said, his voice shrill’ with
indignation. I am more shocked thian I
can say. I can quite easily sgee that you
have been lighting!”

b | am

Willy

‘““Yes, sir,” |

“* I shall punish you =severely!” declared
Mr. Snuggs. ““1 will not have this
ruflianly conduct! You are a disgrace 1o



the whole sehool, Huegins! T am ashamed

of you'l”

«'go you said afore, sir,” remarked Alf
signedly.

rer‘iglow;hmv dare you!l" slm}uted Mr.
QnuEga. ““You are not only intolerably
impertinent, but you are  deliberately
insulting! I have half a mind to take you
straight before the Housemaster! .
Alf brightened up.

« 1 wish you would, sir!”" he said
eageriy.

Mr. Snuggs lecred.

« oh, indeed! You possibly imagine that
ar. Lee will be lenient—that he will over-
look your blackguardly behaviour! Let me
tell you, Nuggins, that I shall deal with
this matter personally!”

Willy stood listening, rather astounded.
]IE l“ld hc’ilrd thﬂ,t I“r_ suug}.{h‘ WilS hi:’;utl}ll,
and extremely little-minded, but he had
hardly believed that thg Remove-master
was such an absolute beast as this,

“1 say, sir!”" said Willy. “Just a
momeunt!"”
““I have already told you, IHandforth
minor o

“Yes, I know, sir!” said Willy. * But
wouldn't it be just as well to hear the
facts? You say that you're going to deal
with this matter—and yet you don't even
ask what's happencd!"”

““ Are you daring to dictate to me?”
demanded Mr, Souggs. :

““* Yes, sir o

‘““ What?"'

“T mean, not exactly dictate!” said

Willy hastily. “ But it's always struck me
that no fellow ought to be punished wuntil
Lhe's had some offence proved against him.
Any other kind of justice isn't justice at
alt ™’

“If vou say one more word, Handforth
minor, I shall be compelled to speak to
your Form-master!” exclaimed Mr. Snugg:
excisedly, 1 will not have it! 1 will not
allow you to address me such a
manner !

** Keep vour hair on!” said Willy, *“I—I
mean, no need to get flurried, sir. You
don't seem to understand. We found a lot
of those village roughs trying to torture a
dog, and we stopped the game.”

Mr. Suuggs started.

n

“0Oh, indeed!” he exclaimed sharply.
““So that is it! We are getting at the
truth! Yes, to be sure! It scems that we

are getting at the truth!”

And MNr. Snugps looked round, and made
sure that everybody was attending—for by
this time a crowd of juniors had collected.

Lr. Snuggs always delighted in an
audience,
“We are getting at the truth!” he
I'tpeated.

Willy sighed.

‘ My only hat!"’ he said.
-were getting at the truth! Haven't 1
beeu telling you, sir? You ought to have
seen the way Huggins sloshed into those

“0Of course

|

‘“ 1 am astounded—1 am staggered,
indeed!?! exclaimed the Form-
master. ‘* Huggins, what possible
explanation can you give for your
disgraceful condition 2 7

Ile biffed themn side-

“Ie did

louts!

ways!"
“ Indeed!"”

what?"

absolutely

gsaid Mr. Snuggs,

“ Knocked them into smithereens, sir!”
“ Disgraceful!” said Mr. Suuggs sourly.
“ Utterly scandalous!”

“What!" shouted Willy, staring. It

was grand!”’

‘““1 shall be severe with you——"

“I can’'t help that, sic!”" retorted Willy
indignantly. ‘' Great guns! These rotten
village roughs were torturing a dog!
Can’t you understand? Ior goodness’ sake,
wake up, sir!”

Mr. Snuggs looked rather
didn't know Willy wvery well.

“What did you say, Ilandforth minor?”
he demanded.

“0Oh, I''m blowed if you haven’t.- gone
deaf now, sir!"” growled Willy. * We got
into this mess because we had a fight with
the village cads—a regular, roaring battle!
You never saw such a thing! DBlood all
over the place, teeth lying in the grass,
and 1 shouldn’'t be surprised if there are
one or two ears knocking about! 1t was
absolutely gorgeous!”

“You—you bloodthirsty young rascal!”
shouted Mr. Snuggs indignantly, “ What
vou have told me ouly confirms my first
suspicion. (o upstairs at once, Handforth

startled—lie
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minor! I shall report this affair to Mr,
Suncliffe !’

‘“ But look here, you—you—--"*'

‘“ Go upstairs at once!” thundered Mr.
Spuggs. ‘‘ You are wet through—you will
catch your death of cold! Go!”

Willy gave one sniff and turned.

‘““ Oh, what's the use?”’ he asked. “ Now
I know! I've bheen told a few things—but
now I can understand! No wonder the
Remove looks so rocky! Poor chaps! I'm
sorry for ‘em!”’

And Willy stalked away, and rushed up-
stairs to change into dry things.

And Mr. Snuggs, gloating with joy,
turned back to the unfortunate Alf. lle
certainly looked a sorry spectacle, with his
bruised and battered face, his muddy
clothing, and his torn, crumpled collar.

** From the first moment of your arrival
at St. Frank’'’s, I have regarded you as a
perfectly disgraceful young blackguard!”
said Mr. Snuggs. 1 am quite certain that
you are a disgrace to the school!”

“You'll learn that by ’eart soon, sir,”
sald Alf sullenly. *'“ Ain’t you goin’ to cane
me, or somethink? I want to git cleaned
up a hit!”

“Yon are far worse in every way!
snapped Mr. Snuggs. I am disgusted! 1
am utterly disgusted! You will write me
five hundred lines for taking part in a dis-
graceful fight with the village boys—who, I
have not the slightest doubt, were blame
less !’

Alf nodded.

** Right, sir!” he said. “Can I go now?”

“ It was pot v intention to let you go
in—but perhaps I had better change my
mind!” said Mr. Snuggs sneeringly. ** You
are such an atrocious sight that I do not
wounder these other boys shrink from you!
Yes, go indoors, by all means—your appear-
ance is rewltmg'”

Alf passed inside without another word.
It was not that his spirit had gone—that
he had no go in him. But Mr. Snuggs was
always like this, and it was quite useless
to argue.

It didn’t matter what happened—it didn’t
matter who was to blame—Alf was always
in the wrong.

And so it was now.

As soon as he got fuily into the lobby,
he found himself surrounded by a crowd of
jeering Removites. Merrell and Marriott
the leaders, and Armstrong and
Griffith and IHubbard were also prominent,

*“ Measly gutter brat!” said Hubbard.
““Just like himm! Taking part in a low-
down brawl!”

‘““ He's getting worse -every day!”

“ Well, what else can we expect?’ asked
Armstrong. ‘““ YWhen he came here he was
on his best behaviour. But now he's show-
img us his true colours. lle's nothing more
nor less than a street urchin!”

** Hlear, hear!”

Alf looked round grimly.
¢ Are you fellows goin’ to let me pass,

| or

bit
‘““1 can tell yon

shall I show

‘ooliganism?’’ he asked.
straight—I ain't standing
Stand back—an’ look lively!
mood to ’ear any more o

you a ~Niore
no nonsense!
I ain’t in »
your sneers!

I'm fed up with the ’ole lot o’ you!”

e advapced, clenching his fists.

And the valiant Removites fell back, con-
tenting themselves with
jibes,

further jeers and

CHAPTER V,
ALF'S BEST FRIEXD.

LF HUGGINS walked
upstairs, secretly
amused at the man-
ner in which the

snohs - had fallen  back.
These Removites were utter
cads, and Alf looked upon
them all with supreme contempt.

Yet these were the fellows who had bheen
making his life so unbearable in the
Ancient House. They regarded themselves
as superior beings—they looked upon
Huggins as a lower order of Ilife.

Yet, as a matter of fact, if the snobs
could only have seen themselves.as they
actually were, they might have realised
that Alf was the only one who had been
acting in a gentlemanly manaoer.

And Mr. Snuggs encouraged these fellows.
He was hand in glove with the snobs, and
did everything possible to urge them on iu
their warfare against the boy from Hoxton.

Alf had been having a pretty rough time
of it.

Not because he was a cad—not becansc
he was a coward. He was neither. Indeed,
he had proved himself to he worthy of the
highest traditions of St. Frank’s. le wag
sunny-tempered, quite good-looking, and he
was just as advanced in his work as the
better scholars in the Remove,

But he was the son of a bricklaver.

And that, of course, nullified everything
else. He was the son of a bricklayer—and
unfit to associate with the sons of gentle-
men. That was why Alf was cut—why he
was persecuted from morning till night.
Ife was growing accustomed to-it by now

—and he was secretly amused. too. For
Alf knew something which nobody else
knew.

He had a secret.

To be absolutely truthful, Alf was not

AlMf Huggins at all—but the son of Sir
John Brent. And 8Sir John Brent was the
Chairman of the Governors of St. IFrapk’s!
That was why Al smiled to himseif.

He had come to St. Frank's as an experi-
ment. For at his previous school he had
heen told that the juniors here were not
snohs. Alf had wagered that if he went as
the son of a bricklayer he would be cut
and ostracised.

And Alf was proving his
to be true.

That was the rich part of the wholo

own contention
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allair. He was the soun of a most important
man on the Governing Board. Yet he had
peen cut dead by a majority of the juniors.

Now, Alf was curious to see what fresh

developments would take place. He had
an idea that something big might be brew-
ing. But never, in his wildest dreams, did
he have the faintest suspicion of the actual
ruth.
. He knew that Fullwood hated him—and
Mr. Snuggs hated him in just the same
way, It was from these two that he
expected some move. And Alf's shrewdness
was not at fault.

Having had a thorough wash and a clean
down, Huggins—as it is better to call him
—went downstairs, and made his way
straight to Archie Glenthorne’s study. He
went inside and grinned.

Archie was sound asleep on the lounge.

It was a luxurious apartment, and it was
shared by these two. Archie had expressly
invited Alf to be his study-mate—much to
the amazement and consternation of the
Remove.

The friendship seemed incongruous.

For Archie was of noble blood—and AIf
was the son of a labouring man. It
seemed absolutely ridiculous that these two
should be such fast chums. Yet, during
the past week or so, they had been drawn
together more than ever. And now they
were the firmest of firm friends.

Alf sat down, and rubbed his injured ear
tenderly,

*“What-ho!” mumbled Archie, sitting up.
‘“Why, great goodness! 1 should say, good
greatness! llow, as it were, did you flow
in, dear old lad? I mean to say, not a
sound! Silence in chunks, and what not!”

!‘t: You've been dozing, Archie,”” smiled
Alf,

““ Forty of the best, what?” said Archie,
vawning., ‘“ Good! In fact, bally good!
I must{ remark that I'm feeling frightfully
braced. The good old tissues are absolutely
restored.”

“That's good!” grinned Alf. * Lummy !
My heve ain't ‘arl sore!”

““Scre?’” repeated Archie. “Dash it,
it's better to be half sore than fully sore!
But, good gadzocks—in other words, great
Scott!'—what have you bheen doing, old
scream 77

“Fighting!" =aid Alf.

“Well, 1 mean, any bally cove can see
that,” said Archie. “But it scems to me
to be something rather worse. Gazing "at
You squareiy, old darling, I should be in-
clined to hazard the opinion that you've
been run over by about fifteen steam-
rollers,”

Archie gazed at Alf in a very critical way.

““The remnains are in a shocking condish.,”
he went on. I really cannot regard you
“S a human being, dear laddie. What I

mean to say is, you look absolutely a
Poi1zoncus wreck.”

“It  was them village blekes,”. saiil
uggins, -
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“Ah!” said Archie. ¢ The village blokes
—what? 1 must remark, in passing, that
the village blokes are a frightful set of—
ol—  Well, there you are! They’re abso-
lutely a frightful set.”

Alf related the adventure.

“But there’s no need to talk about wot
I did,” he ended up. “It won’t please
me if you start chinning about it. If
there was anythink praiseworthy done,
Handforth's young brother was the feller
who showed hisself to be a real goed 'un.”

“*Diving in the old wetness—what?”’ asked
Archie. “Swimming out to the rescue sort
of stuff. Oh, rather! Oh, several rathers'
I mean to say, this Handforth youngster
appears to be a somewhat dashed plucky
sort of cove!”

“He’s a young mivvy,” said All,
conviction.

“1 don’t exactly follow, but quite so,”
Said  Archie.  “I trust that is no expres-
sion of contempt——"

“A mivvy—a marvel!”

“Oh, absolutely!” =zaid Archie firm'ly.
‘“Well, when it comes to that, as far as
I can see, the whole bally Handforth family

with

are marvels. You know what I mean—
birds of a feather. In fact, a deucedly
remarkable throng.” ‘
““Yes, they're a bit different to most

families,” agreed Alf. “But I like ‘em.
They're two of the best chaps in the school
—the Handforthis are. A bit noisy, p'r'aps,
but as true as steel.”

“I agree, old fruit—I agree!”

“Ard vyou ought to have seen the way
Willy walked up the apples-and-pears!”
went on Alf. “That was after ’e had beeu
telling Snuggs off. °'E was as eprightly as
you like.”

Archie looked puzzled. |

“1 gather the trend, old dear, but I think
I must have failed to grasp a few words,”
he said apologetically, “I mean to say,
I don't very well see how any cove could
walk up some apples-and-pears——"°

¢ Stairs, you ass!” grinned Alf. ¢ Apples
and-pears—stairs!"

Archie gazed at him in wonder.

“Well, of course, now you come to men-
tion it. absolutely,” he said. ¢ But all
these frightfully slang terms ecatch me
somewhere in the middle, don’t you know.
I mean to say, I'm doubled up. Pray
let us change the old sub, laddie.”

“ Just as you like,” said Alf. “ Of course,
what I really went out for was to find some
mushrooms.”’

“0h, ah!*
less things."

“] heard vou say as you liked ’em, so
I thought I'd go an’ gather a few,” said
Huggains. “But afore I could get really
started on the job, those village blokes
come on the scene.” |

¢“ And 1 gather that you must write five
hundred lines for the Snuggs bird?”

Ec 1765.1!

$¢ Feariully

said Archie. ¢““Rather price-

I |
hard lines, old man,” said



Archie sympathetically. “Of course, that with a clean collar. The Ileader of the
man is a kind of centipede! 1 mean, a | Third Form nodded.
hally thing that crawls. You caw't call “llallo, old bones!”” he said. ‘““I’ve come
lim a human heing—not absolutely. Every | here to have a few words.”

i 3 1 ' PDas : 5 2 TS .

time I se¢ him, sundry spasms and shudders “Then you'd better get outside and have

::{I;;ik?}: aud 'dowiy- the old SPIne ke one a few words with somebody else,” retorted
; Handforth. “I'm right in the middle of

“Yes, he do give you that feelin sald | 20000 5 . i
Alf, nodding. ““Bnt I'm getting used to ’im gg‘;l];”,l m not going to be bothered now.

by now. As for the lines—blow ’em!”’ .
* You mean that you won’t do the job?” ““Well, there’s a nice brotherly way to

“Not yet, anyway,” replied Muggins. be greeted!” said'Willy, in an“aggrievﬂl
“ He didn’t say when I was to eet ’em in, | Voice. “I'm surprised at you, Ted. You
an’ that gives me time. The old misery! | ought to be pleased to see me. It's only
Let's forget all about 'im, an’ talk about by luck that I'm here at all.”
football,?? ““ Buzz oft'*? snorted lHandy.
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“«“ A rather priceless scheme!” said Archie, “I might have been killed an hour ago,”

nodding. caid Willy.
“ Killed?”?

APTER VL “Lven Church and McClure looked up at

b | that. Willy's tone was a little different,

WHLLY STATES HIS MIND. Edward Oswald looked at his younger

DWARD OSWALD | brothier in a curious way.
Handforth looked up “What are you getting at?? he went
from his prep. and |on. “What’s all this rot? You might have
glared at the door of | been killed?” gy

Study D. % “ Well, T wasn't far from drowning |

) . ea—— Vell, T wasn't ng, any-
{l_"‘;--mne in!” he said aggres- [ way ** replied Willy. “And Lumpy Bill
sively, was to blame. That bullying ruffian ought

The door opened, and Willy appeared, |to be shoved under arrest, and sent to
smiling cheerfully.  Willy was practically | chokey.”?
Limnzel! auvain-attired in dry clothing, apd | Mandforth slowly rose to his feet,
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¢ 1las Lumpy Bill been gmng for you?”
he ﬂhl\e{l f"!‘llnh

¢ Well, not exactly—but I'llL explain,”
<aid Willy., ¢ It's rather a pity you weren't
there, because there was some first-class
serappinz., I didn't do much. at the time
—although I had a row with Chubby Heath
just now. ” )

¢ What's Chubby Heath got to do with

it?”
¢“Oh, he funked it!”" said Willy con-
temptuously. ¢ le whizzed off, and didn’t

“come back. But, about the other affair.”

Willy went into details, and Handforth
listened with very careful attention. He
was so interested ‘that he instinctively
clenched his fists, and automatically punched
“at the air,

He was probably picturing himself in the
*midst of the fight, It wouldn’t have mat-
tered if he had continued punching the air,
As Willy was describing the little mongrel’s
m:ﬂernma. Handforth suddenly made a ter-
-rific swipe, and knocked Church over in one
fearful drive.

“Didn't you
Handforth. :

“ Yow!” howled Church. ¢ You—you dan-
cgerons lunatic! What—what's the ‘idea of
that??”

«  “Oh, don't bother!” snapped Handforth.

““ You shouldn't get in the way. Listen
to what Willy's saying. I'm jolly well
- going out, and I'm going to find Lumpy
Bill, and I'll put his head under the village

ao for the rotter?” roared

pump. Then I'll drown him.”?

Willy sighed.

“There's no sense in getting excited
.about it,” he said. “Wait a bit. You'll

have plentv of chances to havé a go at
Lumpy Bill. 1 really came here to talk
about Huggins.”

“Huggins?” repeated Handy.

“(Of course, you've never heard of him,
have you?",

“Don’t - be cheeky!” =aid Handforth
severely. ¢ About Lumpy Bill——”

“71 tell you I want to talk about Hug-
ains !y’

““] don't care
Hdandforth violently.

what vou want!” roared
“If I say I'm going

to tulk about Lumpy Bill, I'm going to
talk about Lumpy Bill! Luinpy BRBill's a
cad! I'm going out, and I'm going to
find Lumpy BIill, and then 1'm going to——"’

“Find Lumpy Bill?” asked Willy sar-
castically. ¢ My hat! There seems to be
a lot of Lumpy Bill about it! You've

jolly well got him on the brain. Now, about

}luﬂﬂma 24
¢ Look here——"
“ Look here—"

The two brothers came to a stop, at a
deadlock. They stared at one another,
doing their utmost to wither one another
on the spot. And Church and McClure sat
Iooking on, interested spectators. It was
mnethm:_: novel to hear Handforth roaring
at somebody else in Study D._ IHe generally

Ir
gave these little attentmns tc- Illb own
chums, : .

“Well?? asked . Wlll\ at last. “I'm

still here”’=

“1 can see that, can't I?" wnrted Handy.

“0Oh, I had an I{IL‘L you might be thinking
that }'ou’u.l melted me awax,” said - Willy.
“That glare of yours would do. ripping on
the films. When you grow up, Ted, you'll
be worth quids and..guids as 2a wlimn &

“A villain!" roared. Handforth. ¢ Why,
you—you——-"’ : :

¢ (0Oh, help!” groaned Willy.
ha.ppem when [ - comue here We can't
keep to the subject—and in about two
minutes it'll end up in a fight. I didn't
want to hurt you chaps.”

IHHandforth suddenly calmed down. This
was one of his little habits. It was realy
impossible to tell what he would do. There
was no relying en him. Sometimes he would
flare up into a white-hot rage, and some-
times—just when his chums were expecting
him to burst—he would become as cool As
ice. But he was more dangerous m t'h.at
condition. :

S 0h!” he sald bitterly. ¢“Oh!" :
“Komething pricking you?’ asked Willy.
“No6. Something's hurting my . eyes,”
retorted Ilandforth. ¢ Some horrible object
that I'm ashamed to own as a brother.
In fact, 1 dop't own him, 1 wnuidﬂ't,.he

“This.always

secen walking with him. Go away! You
offend me.” . i

Willy grinned. .

“Putting all jokes mid’e, Ted he
began.

& Jokes ! shouted lIandt‘orth

His temper blazed out agam mth -un-

expected violence.

“ Joking aside,” went nn Willy calmly.
“ What about Hugeins? TI've been watching
you chaps in the Remme—‘.rmt you fellows

particularly, but the whole cromd I haven't
been impressed.”’
“Oh!” said Tlandiorth, “You haven't

been impressed?”’
“Upon the whole,
as a rather mouldy
““ Not only mouldy,
The way
Huggins
“Go on!”
“Go on!”
“That’s what 1 am doing,” =aid” Willy.
““ Huggins came here at the bey:mmng of
term—he’s a real good chap. One of the
hest. A bit common, perhaps, but what
does that matter?' 'Thé heart’s where you
want it—not in the .speegh.. And Huggins is
true blue. A brick!”, ;
“Tell us somethjpg
sneered Ilandforth.
“Why, yvou've always been down on him
¢ haven't been down on him!?* snapped
Edward Oswald, “I thought 1t was a bit
thick. I've got nothing against him per-
sonally, though. Simply as ¢ matter of
principle, I reckon it was a dud idea to

I re;znnl the Remove
crowd,” said Willy.
but absolutely decfned
the Remove has been treatmﬂ'
is shameful.”

said Edward Oswald thickly.

lr : %
~we don’t know!”
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“Well???

*“ Well, he's common,” said Handy bluntly.

Willy gazed at him with withering scorn,

“And aren't you common?’ he asked.
““ Aren’t 1 common? Aren't we all common?
As far as 1 ecan cee, there's no diiference
hetween us and the chaps of the other
sehools. We're flesh and blood, and they're
flesh and hbiood. 1t doezn’t matter where
youn ¢o, you'll tind decent chaps, and you’ll
tind rotters.”

He s—lie's

“Well, of courze =3 _ _
“T haven't finished yet ! interrupted
Willy. ““The chaps who have to be educated

at the cheaper schools aren't so lucky as
we are—becanuse our paters have got money

to send us to a place like this. Is that
any reason we should be down on the
cliwns  who are poor? Hasn't Huggins

always proved himself to be decent?”?
“Well, ves.”
“Then why shouldn't he be here?”

“] didn't say ”

“Yes; yvou did,” said Willy. “8o don't
iry to get ocut of it. 1'mm not going to
he spoofed like that.”

“I'm just about fed up!” =norted Hand-
foroh. *“I've stood as much of this as 1l
«tand from anybody. As a matter of fact,
Huggins is oue of the hbest. I've always
gaid s0. I've backed himm up many a time.”’

“Well, you ought to back him up more

than ever,?” {IEL]dl‘vll Willy. “ After the way
he fought those village cads, I'd swear by
drim. 1t was the loveliest serap you ever
saw in your life. Worth quids.?”? 5

‘And Willy went into a long account of the

affair. He praised Alf up to the skies.
lle explained every blow, and went into a
wealth of detail that made his listeners

feel rather queer. lle took particular de-
light in deseribing how Huggins had nearly
driven twe of Lumpy Bill's feeth down the
back of his throat.

By the time he had done, Iandiorth was
glowing,

““ And Huggins

““ YQS“’_

““ Honour bright?*’

‘““ Honour bright, of coursze!” said Willy.
“That’s why I've come here—I think you
ought to know, The chap's a stunner. Took
on  three of those village roughs, and
whacked the whole crowd.” |

Handiorth stalked to the door.

“I'my going to see Hugginz!” he declared
firmly. *I want a word with him! And,
what’'s more, I want a word with thosze
Totten snobs.

¢ET THE CHAMPION
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‘paters will write to the Head, too.

CHAPTER VII.
TELLING THEM OFF!

HE commmon room was
crowded when land-
forth looked in.

He had already
Lbeen to Archie's study, but
peither Archie nor Alf Hug-
ging were there. So Iand-
fm th had come along to the cominon rooul,

* Oh, Lere you are!” he said warmly.

The two strangely assorted chums were
standing in omne corner, chatting with

Reginald Pitt and Jack L.rn \ltust of the

uthu' fellows were on the other side of

the room.

‘' Of course, the chap's proving his com-

mouness every hour of the day,” Arm-
strong was saying. * DBut I tlun}_ this is
about the limit! righting with village

ronghs! ,ngagmg in a rotten brawi!™
“ Horrible!”
" Degrading!”

e bmu;_, the school a bad pame!

The =nohs stated their cpinions in no -
certain terms,

““ Oh, what's the good of talking?” soid
Fullwood sourly. ** The fellow’s an absolute
cad!  You can't expect anythin® better.
lle won’'t stay here for more than this one
term—that’s certain!”

“1 wish it was
Gulliver,

“ 1t is!” replied Fullwood,
are gettin’ up a big protest.

112

certain!” growled

“ Lots
An’

of us

our
Why,
the school authoritiecs wouldu't dare to let
that gutter brat remain here after the
tcrm’s over.” : |

Handforth
snobhs.

* Still talking about Huggins?' he asked.
‘By George! You never give the chap =
minule’'s rest! Every time [ come here,
vou're jawing avout Huggins—running him
down, and Kkidding yourselves that you're
gold and he's dross! My goodness! I've
never secn such a Tot of dross in all my

turned, and looked at the

lite! Youn're noth mg else but dross!”
“What's droes?” demanded .:U[!I"-tl‘()llg
angrily.
“*That's right—show your ignﬂrunce!”

“1'll bet you had to look it up in the
dictionary,” snported Armstrong.

“ Dross,”” said Handforth, *
matter! Drosg is scum!”

““ Seum!” roared Fuliwood,

* Exactiy!”

“ Are you caliin’ us seam?”

“I cailed you dross—and I've told yom
what dross is!!” replied IlMandforth souriy.
** As for IIuggins, he's true blue! lle’s
gilt-edged! He's jolly well fitted with jewels
in every hole!” |

“You—you funny idiot!"”

“ This evening he found a whole crowd of
village roughs ill-treating a dog—and he
fought the whole ]nt_sin;zlp handed!” went
cn Hapdforth euthusiastically, ** Isn't that

i3  waste



what you call
the right thing?
Wasn't that uphold-
ing the honour of St.
Frank’'s? The fellow's
one of the best we've
ever had here. If he
wants me for a pal,
I'm ready!"”
Handforth  stalked
across the room, and
grasped Alf's hand.
“Put it there!”
said Handy grimly.
“ That's all right!”
smiled Alf, looking
uncomfortable, No
need to make a song =
about it, mate.”
“*Mind your own
business!" enorted
Handforth, it
like to make a song
about it, I'll make
a soug about it! As
for these worms, they
cain crawl away iuto

doing

their holes!”

He turaed and
looked at the snobs
with supreme content.

““They must have
come up after the last
shower!" he said dis-

the

fearful drive.

Handforth was probably picturing himself

midst of the fight.
had continued punching the air. As Willy was describing
little mongrel’s sufferings,
made a terrific swipe and knocked Church over in one

in the

it wouldn’t have mattered if he

Handforth suddenly

dainfully, * I've seen

better things wriggling about in a pond!” |

‘'here was an uproar at once.

But neither Handforth nor Alf minded
this in the least. And Huggius soon found
himself surrounded by all the best fellows
in the Remove—including Pitt and Grey
and Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson.

¢“J came in and found them all discussing

the affray with the village louts. And Alf
was the hero of the occasion, Gradually,
matters were changing for him. He was
gaining new friends every day. Many of
the snobs were beginning to change—
although they did not like to admit it. Full-
woond and his supporters were not so
numerous, :

But Ralph Leslie Fullwood smiled in an
evil kind of way as he saw these signs of
Alf’s growingz popularity.

“Come to the study!”
Gulliver and Bell.

The three leading cads walked out of the
common room, and soon afterwards they
were in Study A, Fullwood glanced at his
watch, and nodded.

“Ten minutes yet,”” he said.
“Ten minutes before what?"’

“I've got an appointment,’”’ replied Full-
wood. “ No, I'm not goin’ to tell you
anythin' about it now—it'll do later. But
I can assure you that Huggins will soon
Hel it in the rneck! I'm arranging some-
thing, and there'll be an end of this slobber-
Ing bhusiness,'

he muttered to

—

“* What do you mean?’ asked Bell curi-
ously,

*“Kven Handforth and Pitt will turn
against the heast before the evenin's over,”
declared Fullwood. * I'm sick of it! The
cad was the cause of all the trouble the
other day-«when I got a flogzin' from the
Head. I'mm goin' to pay him back—I'm goin’
to make him squirm!”

" But can't you tell us——

“Not now—I haven't got it quite fixed
yet,” replied Fullwood wvaeguely. ““I wohng
you fellows to say that I've been in the
study all the time. I'm goin’ out—but 1'm
not supposed to be out. TUnderstand?"

“Do you mean you're startin’ some sort
of game to- ulﬂhtf” asked Gulliver.

L5 ] Y es 'y

““Then, if you don't meanr to tell us any-
thin’ about it, what was the idea of bringin’
us here?” asked Bell.

““I brought you here because I didn't
want you yellin® about the place, tryin'
to tind me,” replied Fullwood. *' I'm sup-
posed to be in the study all the time. This
affair's pretty secret, an' I'm not poin’
to trust you with it. But you needn't worry
—you'll know all about it before long."”

“Dash it all, you might be frank with
your own pals!” grumbled Bell. * Perhaps
we can help you—we hate Huggins as
much as you. What's the wheeze? Why
can't you teli us the truth?

“ Because I don’t choose to,” said Fulis
wood,

"
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Ile got up and walked out of the study.
Then he went straicht out into the Tri
angle and mmeved quietly across in the diree-
tion of the woodshed—which lay dark and
deserted.,

tle pushed the door open slightly.

“ You here?” he whispered.

“Yes!” came a voice from within.

CHAPTER VIII
TIIE UNEXPECTED DISASTER!
ULLWOOD entered the
woodshed, and quietly
closed the door behiund
him.
‘“1 didn’t think you'd be
here just yet, sir,”” he said,
in a low voice., “I'm sorry

;l‘m late,™

“ It is qnite all right, Fullwood—quite
rall  right,” said Mr. Snuggs. I only

carrived -a moment Well, have you
got it?”

" You mean the handkerchief, sir?®

“* €1 course.”

“Yeg, ['ve got it, sir,” said Fnllwood.

“ Good!” came Mr., Spnuggs’ voice out of
the darkness., * Splendid! I think Tull-
wood, that we shall be able to plan some-
thing toé-night that will completely rid us
of this young wreteh.”

“1 hope so, sir.”

* Hugginsg must go—Ilingging must  be
driven from this school!” said Mr. Snuggs,
his voire quivering with passon. "1 have
had enough! 1 bave been humiliated
sufliciently! Xever will T consent to put
up with that bLoy's presence for another
weels !

** But hqw can you plan something, sir?’’

“TNow-—-lhow?" snapped Mr. Snunggs. * 1]
will tell you how! Give me that handker-
chief. Yon are sure it belongs to Huggins?”

* Yes, sir.”

"“Where did you get it from?”

“1 feunud it in his overcoat pocket, sir,
in the cloakroom,” said Fullwood calmly.

“ And it can be identified as luggins’
property?”’

“Jt's @ot his initials in the corner, sir.”

* Splendid! Splendid!” breathed Mr.
Snuggs. ** We are getting on. Yes, I think
I can =afely say that we are getting on,
But we must be very careiul, Fuliwood.
We must go ecasily, and then success will be
assured.”

“ That's the idea, sir.” |

Fullwood's own veice was full of gloating
trinmph. He was quite sure that Mr.
Snuges had some plan in mind which would

ag0.

uitimately mean the downfall of Alf
Huggins,
How ridiculous were these efforts!

If Mr. Snuggs had only known the truth!
If he bad only realised that he was plot-
ting against the son of cne of the Gover-
pors, Mr. Snnggs would have had the shock
of his life. But he didn't know—and Fate
was to step in, and place Alf in the most

a
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dreadful pesition imaginable. Tt was nat
Mr, Snuggs' plotting that brought such
a terrible position. - :

On the farce of it, it seemed impossible
that these two—master and pupil—should
be scheming together for the downfall of
a mere junior. It wag so petty—so cowardly
and mean. |

But both Mr. Snuggs and Tullwood were
caddish—and they were both mean.

Owing to their previous petty tricks, tney
had both found them=zelves 1n  serious
trouble. They hated Alf with a fierce,
intense hatred. And whilst endeavouring to
involve him in some troubie, the Head-
master himself fiad surprized them,

As a result Jullwood had been severcly
flogged.

And Mr. Snuggs had been reprimanded in
the most drastic terms. lHe had beeu told,
in fact, that his stay at 8t. Irank’s would
not be prolonged.

'Thus, these two were more bitter against
Alf lluggins than words can describe. Alf
had done them no harm—he had never
tried to injure them in the slightest degree.
Yet, because of him, they had suffered.
And, blindly, unreazoningly, they had
blamed him for everything,

It was proof of their little-mindedness—
and indication of their cunning, despicable
nature. Even Fullwood, young rogue though
he wus, could not help feeling some slight

+

¥]

sensation of contempt.

And it must not be imagined for a
moment that Mr. Snuggs was a  typical
schoolmaster. He waz not. Iudeed, it is

doubtful if there was annther of his calibre
in thre entire kingdom. Ile wa= quite clever
—he was an excellent scholur—but there
was some kind of Kink in his composition.

ITith=rto, he had only heen very partiil

te the snobs. But now he had made up
his mind to drag Alf through the dust. His
vindictive nature cowpelled him to plog

in this way.

And Fullwood was helping—Tullwood was
only too pleased to do so. For if the truth
ever came out, through some unfortunate
mischance, he could always plead that it
was Mr, Snuggs who had led him on. Ralph
Leslie generally looked after hiz own skin,

“Let me have the handkerchief, IFull-
wood!" said Mr. Snugas softly,

Fullwood took it out of hiz pocket, and
handed it over.

“*But what's the idea, =ir?" he asked.
“What can you do with just an ordinary
handkerchief?”

‘* A great deal, my hoy—a great deal!”’
replied Mr. Snugas softly. ' In the first
place, we must so arrange it that luggins
is brounght ownt into the Triangle in aboug
half-an-hour's time. 1 thitnk 1 can manage
that quite easily.”

** And what then, sir?”

“ Then, IM'ullwood—then will
next big move!™ said Mr. Snuggs,
it is where you coine in, too."

come fthe
oA Ild

(Continued on poge 13)
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A Thrilling Detectrve Story of Nelson
Lee's Greatest Exploits against a
~criminal confederation organised by
the mysterious ** Number One.’

FOR NEW READERS. talking about a man named Cundle. One
PAUL HERMAN, millionaire and well- of them said he had long had it on his
known figure in West-End society, is consclence that they ought to do something
the head of the League of the Iron for Cundle, and the other agreed, saying
Hand, a dangerous criminal confedera- that (‘umlle had behaved like a brick, and
tion, which had gone to prison without a word.
NELSON LEE, the famous Gray's Inn ‘“ No, you don't!"” he exclaimed, as Nelson
Road detective, has set out to crush Lee and O'Brien were about to gpeak,
with ’ “You're not going to have all the credit
DERRICK O'BRIEN, the young Irish to yourselves., I sece you have guessed who
detective, aud Cundle is, but =0 have I. 1 guessed who
COLIN MACKENZIE, the leading Scots he was as soon as I heard them talking
detective, hauiling from FEdinburgh. -about him, and my guess was confirmed

Herman, known -by his intimates as when one of them said that he had been

“ Number One” is responsible for a removed from Worinwood Scrubbs last week,
daring robbery, for which Donald Stuart and was now at Dartmoor. Cundle is that
is arrested. Donald Stuart is the in- fellow who was convicted of uttering forged
ventor of a marvellous new airship, huuknotu and wa: sentenced to twenty

and Herman, with his confederates, in- yvears'’ pmml servitude.’”
tend to steal the airship for their own " Of course,”” sail Nelson Lee; “ the case
nefarious purposes, while Stuart s wus one of the sensations of last year. The
detained. Nelson Lee and his colleagues police were unable to discover where the
arrive at the aerodrome just as Hermun notes had been engraved and priated; but,
gets away with the dirigible. as they were found in Cundle’s possession,
(Now read on.) and as he refused to give any information,
he was sentenced. as you say, to twenty

THE TRIPLE ALLIANCE. }‘eurs' penal servitude.”

- AC accordingly resumed his story, and “And now it appears that he was a mem-
related how wish.ing to hear more | ber of the League of the Iron Hand,” said
of the two men's conversation, he | O'Brien,

" swarmed up the rope. “Without a doubt,” said Mac. “ The

A that time.” he said, “ they were | notes had evidently been manufactured by
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the league, and, as one cf the men in the
airship said, if Cundle had turned King's
evidence and betrayed the league, he would
probably have got ofl. Because he didne't,
but took all the blame on himseli, and went

to prison without betraying them, the two
men thought they ought te do what they

could, to help him, and one of them was
just going to explain how he thought they
conld help him when they discovered mie.”

Me described how he had dropped into the
river, and how he had ultimately escaped.

“ When the airship made off,”” he con-
cluded, ' the police-launch picked me up
and Janded me szt Woolwich., Then, after
telling 1y story to the police, 1 came on
here, and here 1T am.”

““ So the net result of the information you
have gained is this,” said Nelson Lee.
* The airship was stolen by two members of
the Leagne of the Iron land, whose names
you dou't kuow, and who have taken her
te..some place north of the River Thames.
These two nhien are evidently acquainted
with Willoughby Fairfax and Sir Edgar Faw-
cett. They are also acquainted with Cundle,
who was clearly a member of the league,
and who is now at Dartmoor.”

- That about suins it up,’” said Mae,

* Well, now,” said Nelson Lee, ' O’'Brien
and 1 have sworn to devote all our time and
epergies for the present to the task of un-
mashing this infamou: leagne. Are Yyou
willing to jein us?”

** Subject to one proviso.” said Mae. “1
have come down from Scotland for the pur-
pose of clearing my cousin, Donald Stuart,
of the charge of stealing the Marauis of
Hummersea’s jewels. 1 have little doubt in
my awn mind that the robbery was the work
of the leagne, in which case my object is
the same as yours and O'Brien’s, But iy
first business, as yvoa will understand, must
be to go down to Moscar Grange and in-
vestigate the circumstances of the robbery.”

** Subject to that proviso,” s=aid Nelson
Lee, " vou are willing to join hands with
O’'Brien apd myself?”

“ Heart and soul!”’ said Mae.

*“Then what I propose,” said Nelson Lee,
*is that we three form an alliance—Eng-
land, Scotland, and Ireland—against the
Leagne of the Iron Hand.”

** Agrecd!” cried the other two.

“*My next proposal is,”” faid Nelson Lee,
* that you two fellows take up your quar-
ters here for the present. Is that agreed?”

**-Yes,” said the other two.

* And, finally,” said Xelson Lee, **T pro-
pose that our plan of campaign be as
follows: I will take Sir Edgar Fawcett, and
shadow him, and keep a strict watch on
his mevements. O'Brien will go to Ryecroft
by the first train in the morning, and
shadow I'airfax for the next few days. Mac
will go to Moscar, and as soon as he has
finished his investigations there he will go
down to Dartmoor and obtain the governor’s
permission to interview Cundle. e will
then emddeavour to persuade Cundle to tell

| Sir Edgar,

what ke knows of the league. Is that also

agreed?”’

“Yes,” said O'Brien. “Here's my hand
on it,”’

‘““ And mine,” said Muae.

Th:2 three detectives join:d hands. and

11 this typically British fa<hion the triple
alliance was duly and formally ratitied.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE TWO ¢ SHADOWERS.”

N the following morning O'Brien se}
out for Ryeroft, and Mae for Moscar,
leaving Nelson Lee in London to
dog the movements of 8ir Edgar

[Fawecett.

Lee quickly found that he had chosen
for himself what looked like being a most
uninteresting and wearizome task. Por SNir
Edgar had been warned by Herman that he
must not communicate with any. of the
imembers of the league, or visit any of the
*district lodges,” until he—Ilerman—wrote
to him, ;

On the first day that Nelsun Lee shadowed
the latter spent most of the
day at the Centurion C(lub. of which he,
like llerman and lairfax. was a . member.
In the evening he dropped into the Empire
Theatre for an hour or two, and finally
returned to his flat in Cadogan Square.

The following day—Friday—Sir Edgar left
London and went down . to Yeovil, in
Somerset, in order to spend the week-end
with a friend—a friend, it may be added,
who had not the remotest suspicion that

Sir Edgar was counnected in any way with

the League of the Iron Hand., As a matter
of course, Nelson Lee followed Sir Edgar
down to Yeovil, but he might az well have:
stayed in London for any good he did.
The baronet returned to town on Monday
night, and Tuesday meruing found Nelson
Lee, in a fresh disguise. puatiently keeping

wateh on Faweett’s flat in Cadogan Square.

Not till nearly noon did Sir Edgar emerge,
and et into a taxi. which took him. to
the Centurion Club, in Piceadilly. Nelson
Lee followed in another taxi. and took up
his position at ‘a spot commanding the
portals of the club, -

He had been there barely .five minutes
when a cab drove up and deposited Mr.
Willoughby Fairfax, who, after paying his
fare, ascended the steps of the club and
disappeared from view.

At the same moment there alighted from
another cab, some thirty yvardsz away, a
man who, although discuised, was at once.
recognised by Nelson Lee. _— :

It was no other than Derrick O'Brien!

The young Irishman dismissed 'the . eab,
then crossed the road and took his stand
—though he did not know it—iust in {ront
of Nelson Lee. . 5 |

“Now, I wonder what I'd better—"
muttered O'Brien to him=self, wlen somebody
behind him seized his arms aod pinned them
to his sides.



fierce voice in his

¢ Trapped!® hisscd a
didn't Kknow

car. ‘“So you thought we

that you were shadowing Mr. Fairfax?
K eep still, and not a sound, as you value
vour life.”

* Phough completely taken by surprise,

O'Brien never for an instant lost his head.
Iore he could take any action, however, the
grip on his arms was suddenly relea sed, and

o voice, which he instantly recognised as
Nelson Lees said ;
¢ Sorry if I startled you, old man, but

I simply couldn't resist the temptation.”
¢ So it’s you, is it, you old omudhoun!?®’
[aughed O'Brien. “Sure I won’'t deny
that you did startle me more than a bit;
~but, bedad, 1it's lucky for you, my boy,
“that you let me go so quickly, or 1 might
have dama;,ed you past repair. Now, tell
e what you're doing here?”
¢« 8jr Edgar has ]ust gone into the club,”
said Lee.

“No has Fairfax,” said O'Brien.

“J] know,” said Nelson Lee; I saw him.
Wihere has he come from, and what has he
been doing since last Thursday?”

In reply to this question O’Brien briefly
recounted how he had for the past six
days ““shadowed” Willoughby Fairfax with-
out discovering anything of importance.

On the Friday, Fairfax had journeyed
from Rycroft to Southampton. There he
had gone aboard his steam yacht Mimosa,
and O'Brien had aot seen him again until
the Tuesday morning, when he had come
ashore, journeyed to London by train, and
been driven straight from Waterloo to the
Centurion Club.

““ And there he is at the present moment,”
concluded O'Brien, with a rueful grin,
““and here I am, and goodness knows where
he'll be off to nixt! 'Tis hopin’-I am that
you've had betther success than I have!”

“Well, I'in sorry to disappoint vou, old
chap,” lau;:hed Lee, *for I've had no luck
as yet, either.”

And he proceeded to relate his dull and
fruitless experiences of the past six days.

“Then you haven't really discovered any
pmuf that Sir Edgar is a member of the
lengue?' said O'Brien when Nelson Lee had
concluded his tale.

“Not a scrap,” admitted Lee. ¢ At the
same time, it's rather significant, don't you
think, that he and Fairfax, who is cert.amh
a memlrer of the league, should come to the
same club at the same hour?”

“M'yes!” said O'Brien. “It may be
only a coincidence, of course. But I sup-
pose you'll wait here till he comes out and
then resume your shadowing?”’

“ Certainly,” said Lee. ‘ And you,
sitme, will do the same with
Fairfax?”

“Of course,” gaid O'Brien.

At that moment an electric
pulled up in front of the club,
Herman stepped out and strode into the
building. Both detectives recognised him
ub a glance, for he was one of the best-

I pre-
regard to

brougham
and Paul
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known figures in Luudon society; but neither
dreamed for an instant of cu:mectmg him
in any way with the League of the Irou
1land.

In about half an hour's
Paul Merman leave the club, but attached
no nnportance to the fact, Five minutes
later they saw Sir Edgar Fawcett coine
down the steps, and turn off in the direction
of Piccadilly Circus.

‘““llere’s my man!” s=aid Nelson Lee, I
must follow him, of course. You'll wait
here for Fairfax, I presume?”

#“0f course!” said O'Brien.: ¢ Au revoir,
and good luck to your shadowing!”

“* Same to you!” said Nelson Lee; and he
glided away in Sir Edgar's wake.

It would be wearisome to enumerate the
various streets through which the detective
shadowed his quarry. It is sufficient to
say that he ultimately saw Sir Edgar turn
into a dingy thoroughfare in Soho named
Lord Street, and disappear into a not-too-
respectable-looking shop, the window of
which was surmounted by a sign bearing
the legend ““S. Bernstein, dealer in antiquc
furniture, jewellery, china, etc.”

For nearly an hour the detective loitered
outside this shop, waiting for Sir Edgar to
reappear. Then the shop door opened, aud
the baronet came out.

He took a few paces along the street,
stepped into the doorway of a wacant shop,
and drew from the inside pocket of his coat
@ cigar-case.

And with the cigar-case there came out
what looked like a letter, which dropped
to the ground, unnoticed by I'awcett.

Nelson Lee saw the letter fall; saw the
baronet clip the end off a cigar; saw him
light the weed; and then saw him beckon
to the driver {:«I‘ a passing taxi.

“ Cepnturion Club!?” csaid Fawcett,
stepped into the cab.

Then the taxi whizzed off, and Nelson Leas,
looking up and down the street, could ses
no cab which he himself might charter.
That fact, however, did not bother him.
He had heard TFawcett's l[l"\tl‘llf,‘bl()ll, and
could follow him presently.

Meanwhile, he would possess himself of
that dropped letter—if letter it was.

He crossed the street, stepped into the
doorway of the unoccupied shop, stooped,
and picked up the letter.

For a letter it proved to be, It was
enclosed in an ordinary commercial envelope,
and was addressed to ¢ 8Sir Edgar Tawcett,
Bart., (leveland Mansions, Cadogan Erquare.
S.W.”  The postmark showed that it had
been posted in the west district ¢f London
at 1.45 on the afternoon of October 11th,

Lee drew out the folded sheet, and saw
at a glance that the missive was an appar-

time they saw

as lie

ently meaningless jurble of letters- and
signs. In other words, it was written in
cipher; and, as people dn not write cipher

letters unless they are writing about some-
thing whiech they desire to Lkeep secret

*from prying eyes, it did not need auy
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special acumen to arrive at the conclusion
that this cipher letter referred to some
transaction in connection with the League
of the Iron Hand. _ '

“ At any rate, I'll take possession of it
for the present, and try to decipher it
afterwards,” Lee mused, as he thrust the
letter into his pocket.

Then he made his way to the end of
Lord Street, found a cab, and was driven
to Piccadilly, there to resume watch again
on the entrance to the Centurion Club.

CHAPTER IX.
THE CIPIIER LETTER.

T was not until past eleven that night
that Sir Edgar Fawcett emerged from
the club. And even then Nelson Lee’s
infinite patience met with no reward;

Tor the baronet simply strolled to his flat
in (Cadogan Square, and, after watching
there for half an hour, Lee saw the lights
extinguished, and came to the correct con-

clusion that Faweett had gone to bed.
So, feeling tired out, and sick of his

wearisome task, Lee decided to take the
risk of losing sight of his quarry. Ile

nmade his way to Gray’s Inn Road, ate a
hght meal, and himself went to bed.

But at ten o’cloek next day he was back
at Cadogan Square, and two hours later
suw Sir Edgar Fawcett come out.

Except that there was npo visit to the
shop of the antique dealer in Lord Street,
the baronet’s movements were pretty much
the same as they had been on the previous

day. So, again taking a risk, Nelson Lee,
after  seeing the lights of the Cadogan
Square flat extingnished, returned to Gray's
Inn Road.

A pile of letters were awaiting him there,
hut before he could start opening them,
Derrick O'Brien—who had been provided
with a lateh-key—entered and flung himsels
wearily into an armehair.

“Hallo!” greeted Lee. “What are vyen

diing here, old chap? Why aren't you
shadowing Fairfax??
“I am!” =zaid O'Brien. “TFaith, yon

wouwddn’'t have me stand szhivering ontside
the ciub all night while Fairfax is sleeping
1m a cosy bed inside, would you?*

““ Ah, then Fairfax is staying at the club,
13 Lie???

“Yes; he came up from Ryeroft by the

last train, and went straight to the Cen-
turion. 1 managed to find out from one

of the attendants that IPairfax had booked
@ bedrocm at the club for to-night; so 1
thought it safe to come along here for a
few hours. Had any pews from Mae???
““Not since Saturday, when I got a few
lines saying that he had left Hartop Manor
and gone down to Dartmoor to try and pump

Cundle.”
OQ’Brien nodded.
“And what's been happening to

your-
self?’? he azked
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“0h,” answered Lee, a trifle ruefully,
“I’ve had no more luck than you. From
his flat to his elub, and from his eclub to
his flat, has been Fawcett's monotonousg
programme—with one exception.”

“Ah! What was the exception?’” asked
O’Brien,

Nelson Lee described how he had on the
preceding day shadowed Sir Edgar Faweett
to Lord Street, and picked up the cipher
letter.

“Here it is,” he =aid, when he had con-
cluded his story. “I haven't had time to
examine it carefully yet, but I've had one
or two shots at it, without, however, being
able to decipher it.»

He handed the letter to O'Brien,
studied it with the profoundest interest.

“It won’t be an easy cipher to solve,”
said O'Brien—*“1 can see that at a glance.
But we'll have to solve it zoimehow!”

“Well, try your hand cn it now,” said
Nelson Lee, ‘“while I run througn these
letters and see if there’s anything that
requires answering.

O’Brien accordingly armed himszelf with a
pencil and a sheet of paper, and sat down
at the table.

For nearly a quarter of an hour neither
of the detectives spoke. Then Nelson Lee,
who had meanwhile been opening his letters
and reading them, suddenly uttered a
startled exclamation.

“Good heavens! There's
didn’t write to us!” he exclaimed.
unconscions!*’

“Uneonseious!” gasped O'Brien.
happencd ??

“Ilere’s a Jetter from the Governor
Dartmoor,” said Nelson Lee. ¢ Listen!”

“*Dear Mr. Lee,—As 1 do not know ilie
address of any of Mr. Muckenzie's relations,
and as youn and he, I believe, are working
in partnership at the present time, I think

whao

no wonder Mace
“lle's

“IWhat's
of

[ ought to let you know that he was
attacked thiz afternoon and =zeriously in-
mreddt by ope .of our prisonerz, named

Cundle.”

There is no need to repraduce the whole
of the governor’s letter. It iz enoungch io
say that he described how Mae had obtained

permission fo interview C(undie, and how
the Jatter had attacked him, and then
attempted to escape. .
“Mr. Muaeckenzie was striuek down with
such bLrutal feroeity that our doctor fears
his skull is fractured. IIe is still uncon-

scious at the time of writine. The doctor
hopes and believes he will pull through all
right in the end; but in the meantime I
thought 1 had better let you know what
had happencd at the earliest possible
moment.?”’

“Poor old Mac!” said O'Brien. when Nel-
son Lece had finished reading the letter.
‘““He may be deai by now.'*

“Oh, mo; 1 don’t think that's at all
likely!” <caid XNelson ILee. * If had died
of his injpuries, the governnr would surely
have wired before now. However, I must



go down to Dartmoor at once, and find out
exactly how he is. If he is still unconscious
when I get there, I shall azk the doctor’s
permission to wire for a London specialist.”
“ When will you start?’”’ asked O’'Brien.
‘““ Now,” said Nelson Lee, glancing at his
watch and jumping te his feet. ¢ It's quar-
ter-past one, and there’s a train from Water-
loo which will land me at Tavistock at eight.
But I've no time to lose if I'm to catch the
train. Get me a taxi, will you, whilst I toss
a few things into my bag?®
By the time the cab arrived, Nelson Lee
had packed his bag and was ready to start.
“Wire how Mac is as soon as you get
there, won't you?’ said O'Brien.

T
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should do if he mavaged to decipher the
letter, he had not merely asked an idle ques-
tion. As a matter of fact, at the moment
when Nelson Lee had interrupted him to read
the Governor of Dartmoor’s letter, the Irish
detective had already got on the track of the
solution. At least, he thought he had; and
when he resumed his investigations after Nel-

son Lee's departure lhe found that his sur-
mise was correct.
Once he had struck the truil the rest was

comparatively easy, and by quarter-past
he had transcribed the jumbled letter
sizns into ordinary Ernglish.

two
and

And this is

“ Dear Sir Edguar,—With reference to the

l what he read:
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Chuckiing softly to himself, Bernstein stooped,
the coat-collar, and dragged him out into the shop.

“1 will,”” said Neclson Lee, as he stepped
into the taxi. “ By the way, I've leit that
cipher letter on the table upstairs. Take
care of it for me, there's a good fellow.”

“If T manage to decipher it before you
come back,” said O'Brieu, ‘“and there's any-
Ehiug in it that calls for action, what shall 1

0n???

“ Act just as you think best,” said Nelson

Lee. “ Now, driver, Waterloo, as fast as
you can!”
O'Brien returned to the room upstairs,

where he seated himse!f at the table again
and resmined his study of the cipher letter,
When he had asked Nelson Lee what he

gripped the detective by l

contents of the jewel-cazse which you left
here during my absence yesterday afternoon,
I quite agree with the remark you made in
your note that their value would be greatly
diminished by removing the stones and 1e-
cutting and re-setting them. At the same
time, you must remember that the Marquis
of Hummersea's jewels are as well known on
the Continent as they are in England, and I
am strongly of opinion that it would be most
dangerous to attempt to dispose of the
various artficles without first altering their
appearance, Iowever, I will write to a
friend of mine in Amsterdam, and ascer-
tain if he is prepared to take the risk. and
in the meantime I will keep the things bere,



and do nothing till I hear from himn.—Yours |

obediently, S. BERNSTEIN.”

There was something approaching ecstasy
in the look on O'Brien’s face as he read this
epistle. Here was proof beyond all reason-
able doubt that Sir Edgar Fawcett, and not
Donald Stuart, had stolen the Marquis ol
Humimersea’s jewel-case, And he had en-
trusted the disposal of the plunder to Samuel
Bernstein, the antique-furniture dealer, to
whose shop, in Lord Street, Soho, Nelson Lee
had shadowed Sir Edgar the day before.

“There can be no doubt now that Bern-
stein is connected with the League of the
Iron Hand, e¢ven if he isp’t an actual mem-
ber,” mused O’Brien. “S8ir Edgar took
‘stolen property to him to dispose of, and
Bernstein would hardly write to him o
cipher, unless he were connected with the
league.”

“This Teétter was written last Thursday,”
he comntinued, glancing at the postmark «n
tlic envelope. ‘' If Bernstein wrote the same
day to hia friend in Amsterdam, he could
hardly receive a reply before Monday—the
day before yesterday. Ile says he will keep
the things and do nothing till he Lears from
hig friend. Ten to one, therefore, the jewel-
case ia still at Bernstein’s. If I could only
secure the jewel-case, and £o obtain convine-
ing- proof of Stuart’s innocence! And why
"shouldn’t 1?7 Lee told me to act as I thought
hest.*?

For a moment Jonger, but only for a
moment, he remained undecided. Then a
look of resclute determination came into his
face.

“ 1 will!”? he said. “I'll go to Bernstein’s
to-night, and break into the shop, and either
find the jewel-case or satisfy myself that it
isn’'t there!”

ClITAPTER X.
BERASTEIN AND THE *‘ BURGLAR.”

ORD STREET was deserted and veiled

L when O’Brien tvurned into it an hour

after midnight. Bernstein's shop and

the house above the shop—ior Bern-

stein lived on the premises—were enshrouded

in darkness and gilence., Not a glimmer of

light was anywhere to be seen; not a sound
was to be heard.

By the light of his pocket electric lawmp,
thg Irish deteetive examined the shop door.
tHaving convineed himeelf that it was hope-
Jess to attempt to gain admittance in that
way, he stole down the covered passage at
the side of the =hop, and found himself in a
little stone-lagged yard.

The back door of the building opened into
this yard, and was flanked on each side by
a window. The door proved as hopeless as
the door at the front. The windows, how-
ever, were more vulnerable, and in less than
five minutes O'Brien had forced back the
catch of one of them, had raised the lower
sash, and had elimbed into a little room
w'e'ch appeared to be used as an oflice,

Finding nothing of importance there, he
made his way into the room on the other

side of the passage leading from the back
door. He searclhied the room, but..saw no
sign of the jewel case. -,

Lamp in hand, the detective glided down
the passage and entered the shop, -whick
accupied the whole front of the premises.
Here the first thing that attracted his atten
tion was the door of a safe which was buil
into one of the walls, and which was large
cnough to be worthy of the name of a strony-
rooun, -

“If the jewel-case is here, it’s in this safe,
for a thousand pounds!” he muttered to him-
self. -

Having made a careful examination of the
lock of the safe, he pulled out a bunch of
skeleton-keys and set to work to try to pick
the lock. A quarter of an hour, hali an
hcur, three-quarters passed; then at last his
patient efforts met with success. With an
almost inaudible click the bolt of the lock
shot back, and the contents of the safe were
at his mercey. :

Replacing the keys in his pocket, he opened
the big steel door, which was over six feet
in height, and directed the rays of his elee-
tric lamp into the interior of the safe. It
was high enough and wide enough to permit
of two men standing upright inside. There
were shelves along each side, and across the
back, and as the light of O'Brien’s lamp
swept over these shelves, a stifled cry of’
triumph rose to his lips.

For on one of the shelves, at the back of
the safe, stood a morocco-leather jewel-case,
and on the front of the case was the well®
known crest of the Marquis of Hummersea,

Quivering with suppressed excitement,
O’'Brien stepped into the capacious safe with
the intention of securing the jewel-case. As
he stretched out his hand to lift it from the
shelf, however, a stealthy footstep fell on his
cars, and, on turning swiftly round, ha was
petrified with dismay to perceive thyi s
dressed figure of Samuel Bernstein ght | Lo-
wards the safe. T -

Bernstein was a German Jew who ..ad lived
most of his life in England, and who spoke
the language as fluently as any native.

He had joined the League of the Iron Hand
two years hefore the date of our story, and
had since risen to the rank of ¢ district
officer,”” which was the highest rank to which
an ordinary member could attain.

Ile lived alone in the house ahove his shop.
His business as a dealer in antique furniture
aid curjos was merely a blind, his real busi-
ness being that of a * fence,” or receiver and
disposer of stolen property.

It was for this reason that Paul Herman
had invited him to join the league; and it
was for this reason, too, that Herman had

. suggested to Sir Edgar that Bernstein should

be entrusted with the task of disposing of
the Marquis of Humersea’s jewels, :

On the night whose events we are now des-
cribing, Bernstein had been roused {rom
sleep by the ringing of an electric alarm
bell in his bedroom, which told him that
somehody had opened the office window,

| Lastily doauving his trousers, and drawing a
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revolver from under his pillow, he had crept
downstairs, and had reached the shop just
in time to see O’Brien step into the big safe,
and stretch out his hand to secure the Mar-
guis of Hummersea’s jewel-case. .

Bernstein, of course, could only see
O'Brien’s ‘back., Believing that the man 1o
the safe was an ordinary burglar, he raised
the revolver with the iutention of firing at
him, but ere his finger could press the irigger
O'Brien heard him, spun round on his heel,
and sprang out of the safe. o

As the Irish detective was not disguised,
Bernstein recognised him the instant he
turned round. At the same instant, too, the
tierman changed his plaus, and, instead of
tiring, he leaped at O'Brien, crashed his fist
in the detective’s face, and sent him recling
back into the safe. Then, in a hundradth
part of the time it takes to tell, he slammed
the door in O'Brien’s face, whipped out a
hunch of keys, thrust cne into the lock, and
swiftly turned it. o

(O’'Brien, as soon as he had scrambled to
his feet, hurled himself against the inside of
the big steel door, beat on it with his fists
and feet, and charged it with his shoulder
in a.frenzied attempt to burst it open.

“ Have another try!”” tauntcd Bernstein
with a-ecackling laugh. ¢ Remember the old
proverb: ' If at first you don’t succeed, try,
try, try again’'! But don’t hurt yourself,
Mister O'Brien! I really wouldn’t like you
to hurt yourself, you know! Mo, ho, ho!”

The young Irishman started at the sound
of his name, and let out an involuntary ex-
clamation of chagrin. Bernstein- -heard the
startled - exclamation, and burst into a peal
of mocking laughter, : '

“0Oh, yes! I know who you are!* he ¢aid.
“I recognised you the. moment 1 saw your
face! What a pity you didn’'t disguise yecur-
sel” hefore you embarked on this lLittie ad-

3 -.--!1!” ’

“on't see what difference that wculd
have .i.ade,” said O'Brien.” “You would
doubtlesft have acted just the »ime, ¢*en if
you hadn’t recognised me!”’

‘“Not at all!*? retorted Bernstein. “ 17 I
hadn’t rccognised you. I should  have tuaken
you for an ordinary burglar, and i sheuld
have shot you dead on the spot, )stead of
making ycu a prisoner.” .

“Then I'm glad you did recognise me!"’
said O'Brien, with a forced laugh.

“Are you??” said Bernstein grimly. ““You

may have reason to change your mipd by-
and-by! Of course, it all depends on your-
self, whether you prove reasonable or
obstinate. But it is quite possible you
may be very sorry by-and-by that I didn't
shoot you before I recognised you.’”
. 471 hardly think so,” returned O’Brien,
with a cheerfulness he was far from feeling.
““ However, we shall see what we shall see!
In the meantime, I'm curions to know why
the faet that you recognised me caused
}'ou”to take me prisoner instead of shooting
ine,

“I'll tell you,” said Bernstein.

“It was |

because 1 wish to obtain a little informa-
tion from you.”

““Information about what?” o

‘““ About the League of the Iron Iland.
Oh, yes! 1 can guess what brought yon
here to-night, but I wish to find out how
much you kaow. When a famous detective
like Mr. Derrick O’'Brien breaks into my
shop and opens my safe, it is safe to con-
clude that it was because he suspected I
was a member of the league, and wished
to obtain some proof of the truth of his
suspicions. Am I right??

O’Brien gritted his teeth, and shook his
fist at his invisible questioner, but did
not speak.

‘‘ Silence gives consent!’” said Bernstein.
““Now, what made you suspect that I was
a member of the League of the Iron Mand?”’

Still O’Brien did not speak. B o

“Sulking—en?”  said Bernstein.  ¢‘“.Ah,
well, we’ll cure you of that presently!
Meanwhile, here are a few more questions
I want answered: When. I surprised you
just now you were in the act of reaching
down the Marquis of Hummersea's jewel-
case. Did you know it had been stolen
by the League of the Iron Hand? Did
you kpnow it was in my safce? Was that
what brought you here to-night? And if you
knew the jewel-case had been stolen by the
lecague and was in my safe, how did you
know 7%’ SR

“You refuse to answer my questions?”
he continued, as O’Brien still kept silent.
“You won't refuse by-and-by! In. the
meantime, you now understand why I didn’t
shoot you when I recognised who you were.
You have evidently discovered a great deal
about the League of the Iron Hand, and if
18 imperative, for my own safefy, and the
safety of my fellow-members, that I should
find out at once how much you know.*

‘““And how do you propose to set about
finding out?”’ asked O’Brien coolly,

“I am a dealer in antique furniture and
curios,” was Bernstein’s enigmatical reply.

“Well?” said O’Brien.

““Included in my stock of curios,” said
Bernstein, ‘““are several ancient instruments:
of torture, amongst which are a thumb-:
screw and a rack, dating from the time of
the Spanish Inquisition. You said a few,
moments ago that you were glad I had not
shot you when I first saw you. I wonder
if you will still be glad when you have
had half an hour’s experience of the rack
and thumbscrew ?? '

lle paused for a moment to let the horror
of his threat sink in.

“Well, have you nothing to say??? he
asked. *““Don’t you think it wiser to answer
my questions without compelling me to
torture you? Hadn't you better tell me all:
you know abhout the League of the Iron:
Hand?”?

“] refuse to tell you!?”

Bernstein laughed harshly.

“] think I can guess what

* (Continued on pace xii.)

sail  O'Brien

is imésa'ng
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CHAPTER 1.
ASHTON'S SAD STORY,

GORDON FOX
VISITS BRIXTON PRISON.

HE grey murk of an English dawn,
and a primrose flush over the tops
of the Sussex downs, greeted Gordon

WILLIAM

Fox when he stepped ashore at New- |

haven in a plaid ulster and a deerstalker’s
cap. The breath and sight of home were
aweet to him, avrd when he ‘had drunk a
cup of cofiee at the station, and the boat
train had started, after the usual long wait,
he felt that, after all, there was no place
like London.

He had been out of the British Ilses for
more than two months, searching for a
Spatiish  bend-forger in  the 1mountainous
country near Madrid, and in that time he
had received no letters from liome, nor had
he gilanced at an English newspaper until
fruis arrival in Puriz the previous afternoon.

He had bought several at Newhaven, but
he did not read them. He smoked and
gazed from the window
Victoria, when he drove to Queen Street,
Westminster, and let himself into his lodg-
ings. Mrs. Gamage appeared as he put
hiis portmanteau dowa on the hall bench.

“ Glad tp see you back, sir,” she said
volubly. “What a time you've been
away! And the letters, and the telegrams,
and the pecople that have been to inquire!

There's one waiting for you now!"

“ Already ?”

“Yes, sir. I told him vesterday vyou
were expected this morning. It's a man
that's in great trouble, poor fellow, and
you wouildn't believe how often—"

Gordon Fox was halfway up the stairs,
and as he entered this sitting-room the
visitor rose from a chair—a middle-aged,
chabbily-dressed man, with pinched and
haggard features, and dark circles under
his eves It was pathetic to see the look
of gladness that flashed to his face at the
sight of the detective.

““Thank Heaven, sir, that vou're back!"”
he exclaimed. * I was afraid vou wouldn’t
come in time! My name is William Ash-
ton, and [ am employed at a printer's
establishment in the Borough, Week by

until he reached ]

The Case of the

Reflected Clock.
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1 week, day by day, I've been here, hopin;

that you might—"

‘“One moment, Mr. Aszhtoa.
your business, if you please?”
“Why, eir, it's about my
You hmeut forzotten him?”

“Tom Ashton?” muttered the detective
‘““Ah, I remember! The bright young
newsboy from whom 1 was in the habit o
purchasing papers uvear Westmiaste
Bridge!"”

“Yes, sir. That was my Tom. He use
to sell you the * Daily Mail’ every meorn
ing, and you alwayvs had a kind word, ans
an extra copper for him, and he got t
knoew about your doings from reading th
papers. And now he's in prison, and, to
morrow, he's to be tried at the Old Baile
on a charge of murder! But he's as inno
cent as a lamb, though appearances ars
terribly against him. He believed fron
the first that you were the one man wh
cou!q save him, and that's why I hav

—

““ Let me hear the
rupted Gordon Fox.
and clearly as
anything.”

William Asiiton controlled himself witl
an effort.

“* Last January my boy was taken ill.’
he began, *‘and when he recovered, tihe
doctor said he would have to give up sell
ing papers in the street, so I got him
place near where we live. It was witd
Abrain Marks, who had a shop in Greet
Street, Comberwell, and e&old ready-made
clothing, and did repairs. But he was
hard man, and, what was worse, he had :
fierv temper. On the cvening of the 24H
of February, when Tom had been ther
for three weeks, lie accidentally Kknockec
a pile of clothes off the counter. Hiz em
plover flew into a rage, and began to beal

What i

boy Tom

whole story,” intee
" Tell it as briefl)
possible, and don't mis.

him with a stick. Tom picked up a fat
iron; of course, net meaping to use it
Just' then a customer entered—a Mr,

Macklin, who had come to pay a bill—an
when he saw the row he turned and weanl
off. Immediately afterwards Tom left,
vowing that would never come back, anc



————— — — ——

5Y] OUR DETECTIVE STORY SEC

as he passed a jeweller's shop, two blocks
away, he noticed that the time was ten
minuted to six.

““« He came straight home to our. little
cottage, hut, unfortunately, no  one
appears 1o have seenm him, and I didn't
et home myself that night antil after
nine o'clock. At hali past six o'clock the
the samre evening, a Mr. Whimper, who
had brought a coat to be mended, came

imto the taflor’s shop and {ound Mr.
Marks lying on the floor, with his skull
crughed. He was just breathing his last,

and a surgeon who was called in declared

T I

L
L1

he was quarrelling with hizs employer at
6.15, and that Mr. Marks was found in a
dying condition at 6.30.”

““Had e¢ither of these witnesses any
grudge against your son or Mr. Marks?”
inquired Gordon Fox.

**No, sir; I believe not. They are re-
spectable gentlemen, with offices in the
City. But, all the same, Mr. Macklin has
sworn to a lie. Tom was away from the
shop before six o'clock.” :

*Did Mr. Marks live over his place of
business 2"
“Yes: he owned the whole houce. And

e

g

tomer entered and when he saw the row he turned and woent off."?

I" Tom picked up a fla.-iron ; of course, not intending to use it, just then a cua-l

that he must have been etruck five or ten
minutes hefore. The flat-iron, by the way,
was lying on the tloor, with blood on it.
The aext morning my boy was
and charged with murder, and at the hear-
mg Mr. Macklin turned up and told an
ahsolutely false story. He swore that it
was exactiy a  quarter-past six, by Mr.
Marks’ c'ock, when he entered the shop
and saw Tom threatening his emplover
with a frat-iron. Both he and Mr. Whim-
per have stuck to their stories, so you see
how black things are. All is against my
poor boy. The evidence will show that

arrested

l and

he lived there quite alone, cdoing his own
cooking.”
“' A miser—eh?
“*There was a

Had he any relations?”
nephew—Urialy Bernstein
by name—who was employed in a big
drapery establizhment in Oxford Street.
He inberited the property from his umcle,
including a thousand pounds that were {n
the bank, and he lives in the house now,
He has cold off all the stock, and, as yet,
he hasn’t let the shop.”

The detective asked further questions
without gaining any light on tle mystery,
William Ashton finally dedarted in



slightly better spirits thar when lie had
come. Two hours later, after obtaining
thie - necessary permit, Gordon Fox drove
to DBrixton Prison and had an interview
with the accused lad in his gloomy cell.
But Tom Ashiton, an intelligent lad of
s«ixteen, could ouly repeat what his father
had already told, could suggest no clue to

the rea! murderer. Paper and pencil were
hrought to him, and at the detective's
bidding he drew a rough, but accurate

plan of the shop.

“I've been counting on you, sir,”” he
said when be had finished. * 1've prayed
every night that you would come back
from abroad in time. 1 koew you were
the one man who could save me. You be-
lieve in my inmocence, don’t you?”

“I do,” replied Gordon YFox; who, indeed,
did not doubt it.

*“And you won't letr them convict me?”

‘“My boy, there is very little time before
the trial!”

“But voull save me from the gallows,
Mr. Fox? You'll find the murderer before
—before they can—"'

The Iad Uroke down, weeping hitterly,
and the detective's eves grew dim.

“ Gheer un, Tom,” he said, with a lump
in his throat. “I am going to do my very
best for vou.” -

But there was little hope in Gordon
Fox's heart as he drove away from Brixton
. Prison  He had solved many a decp mys-
tery, buf the murder of Abramm Marks
promised to baffle hin. He went to the
City, to the oftfice of the solicitor employed

by Mr Ashton, and studied the written
cvidence that had been offered by the
prosecution before the remand of the
prisoner. ,He found a@othing new. but

‘bevertheless, he came away with a lighter
heart, with an idea eimmering in his brain,
and after_lunching in the Strand he hailed
a hansom and was driven to Camberwell.
CHAPTER II.
&LUE HOUSE IN CAMBERWELL—GORDON FOX TRIES
AN EXPERIMENT—A FIGHT FOR LIFE.
Abrami Marks had met his death
: nearly two months bhefore, was a
dingy  three-story building, and
several Dblocks away from the 1main
thoroughfare.

It was impossible to see into the shop,
the door and the windows. There was a
private door adjoining, and here Gordon
I'ox knccked and ranz for some time with-
along the side street, to the back of the
premises and when he was satisfied that
e was pnot under observatiou—there were
the way—he sprang nimbly over a low brick
wall and found himself in a small garden.

HE 'house in Green Street, where

_ stood at the cormer of two quiet streets,
for blinds were drawn tightly down over
out getting auy response. Then he walked
trees on the pavement and a church across
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He darted behind an erection of lattice-
work. which screened him from view, and
not five rminutes later he had gained ad-
mittance to the house by the scullery win-
dow. He went quickly from floor to floor,
peeping into every room, until he was
satisfied that the coast was clear for his
purpoese.

“Mr Uriah Bernstein is not at home.”
he told himself, * and as this is the middle
of the afternoon he is not likelv to return
for an hour or so at the least.”

With that Gordon Fox made his way to
the shop, which he entered from tlie rear,
by a door at the end of a narrow passage.
The room was entirely bare, having been
stripped of everything in the way of f{ur-
niture: bhut the same paper was on the
wall, and this at once took the detective's
attention. :

On the right-hand wall, as one wounld
enter ‘rom the street, was a square dis
colouration, about six fecet by six, the paper
it enclesed being of a brighter and fresher
hue than that surrounding it. On the oppo-
site wall was anofher mark, smaller and
irregular. The detective had expected to
find both, and it was their relative posi-
tions that puzzled him, as he stood for a
few moments in thought,

“They may not have been sold,"” he re-
flected. “* At all events, I'll have a look.
I want to make absolutely sure.”

He went back to the house and began a
search that was soon crowned with sue-
cess; for, in one of the first floor rooms,
woder- a bed, he found what he wus seeking
—a large mirror and an old-fashioned
clock, three feet long.

He brought these to the eshop, paid a
brief visit to the kitchen, and returmned
with a chair and several large nails, which
lie had discovered in a drawer.

Having mounted the chair, which he had
placed agaiust the rightshand wall, he
drove one of the nails into a hole that was
within reach, and hung the mirror upon
it. Ther he crossed to the opposite wall,
and hung the clock in the same maaner.

;;All is ready for the test,” he told him-
self. '

Gordon Fox now did a curious thingz. He
stepped to the street door, put his back
to it, and walked forward to the middle
of the room. He paused, turned to the
right, and with an eager expression of
triumph, gazed at the mirror.

So Le stood raptly for a little time, and,
as he was looking, he saw something that
he had not expected to see; saw reflected
in the giass a tall young man, with sinister
eves, and a white face stamped with terror,
who gripped in both hands a heavy walk-
ing-stick.

He had noiselessly crept into the shop
from the house, and was already close be-
hind the detective.

“You scoundrel!”
as he wheeled round.

shouted Gordon Fox
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He had not time to escape the murder-
ous blow 1hat was aimed at him; though,
by dodging to one side, he cansed the stick
to descezd ou his shoulder
head.

Staggering back, bruaised,
abled, he evaded a
smatched up the chair.

* Uria* Bernetein, you have betrayed
\nurself' he c¢ried. *' I'his means the gal-
Jows !

““Curse you!" snarled the
who was de::-perutc with fear. ** You don't
leave her. alive I'l! fix you!”

With that, druppmn the stick,
a revoliver and levelled it. (,mvk‘
Que bullet struck the bottom of
chair and another grazed the
car! Still a third <het mizsed him as he
sprang forward; and the next instant, by
a swinging stroke, he felled his assailant
1o the floor.

As Bernste'n leapt up., Gordon Fox—he
was himself unarmed—seized his wrist and

diz-
apd

not
low,

but
second

voung man,

he drew

Crack!
the
detective’s

wrenched the pistol from him. The two
et'ruggied briely, and then, Bernstein hav-
ing recovered his weapon, he dealt the

cetective a sharp crack on the skull.

For a few moinents Gordon Fox lay half
stunned, and when he got to his feet he

was tl_me
- As quickly as he could he ‘hurried |
through the house and into the garden,
where® he ran into the hands of a con-
stable, who had been attracted by the
sliots. |
“Where's Bernstein?'® he cried. ** Where
1s he?"
~ *Your pal ie out of sight now,”” replied
the constable. * He m_e;nt thmu”h the
row of gardens like a bird. But l've got

you all rzrfht"’

“T am a detective, m, 11: ]mppen:,
Gordon Fox. ‘" You ‘have missed a big
c¢hance. The man who escaped is Uriah
Bernstein, and I charge him with the inur-
der of his uncle, Abram Marks.

“ Come, 'l go with you to the station,”
he added, “and tell my. story to your in-
spector. T want this affair hushed up for
ihe next four hours.”

gaid

CHAPTER 111.
AT THE OLD BAILEY—A SURPRISE FOR THE CROWN
—THE CONFESSION.
T was three o'clock in the afternoon.
Rain was falling in the London streets,

and within the gloomy and forbid-
ding precincts of the Old Bailey
thrilling drama was heing enacted—the

stern drama of the law.

William Ashiton was among the specta-
tors, and =0, also, was Gordon Fox, though
veither father nor son had seen him,

Conncel for the Crown had finished their

instead of his

shop,

-righdt.

eourse,

"Adhton,
the r:iil of the deock wilth trembling hands.

case—waven their deadly web of evidence—

and none who had listened,
doubted that the prisoner
victed.

There was

save
would

one,
be con-

a breathless hush as counsel
for the defence slowly rose, and those
nearest. hisn wondered not a little at his
ill-concealed expression of coufidence and
trinmph. He called upon James Whimper,
and one of the two witnesses for the prose-
cation stood up,

“Mr, Whimper, you have stated that it
was precisely hit]l‘apust ¢ix wheli you en-
tered Abram Marks' shop on the night of
February the 24th last, aund that vou obh-
served the time by the tailor's clock.
Where did this clock hang?”

“In its usual place on the side wall of

&Y

the room, to iy left as I entered.”
“To your left? Are you certain of
that?"” |

“ Absolately certain!”

“Thank you! 'That is all!’ .

James Whimper sat down, and a middle-
aged, honest-faced man rose as the panie
George Macklin was called. '

“Alr. Macklin, yon have
was exactly a quarter-past
emtered ‘!the shop on that
said the barrister.

“Yes, sir!”

“When you stepped into
amd noticed the clocek,
did you look?"”

“To the right,

sworn that it
six when you
fatal night?”

the tailor's
which way

towards Mr. Marks and

~the prisoner.”

-r'

“You are sure of that?

“T1 am positive of it.”

“ But wasn't there a large mirror on the
right-hand wal???

“I helieve so0,”
a puzzled Jook in
was!"’ -

“* And yon still swear that you looked to
the right?”

‘“1 do, sir. I canmob mistaken."

“ Then how did you see the clock?’

liere’ was no reply. The barrister lifted
his hand with an eloquent gesture.

“My lord, gentlemen of the jury,” he
cried, * this vindicates the prisoner. The
clock hung on the left-hand wall, and tho
witness swears that he glanced to the
i What he eaw was the reflection of
the c¢loek in the mirror—a reflection in
which the pus:tmu of tbe hands were, oi
reversed.’

A moment of silence i‘ollrmed, while Tom
his face flushed with hope, gripped

said Mr.
his eyes,

Macklin, with
“Yes, there

Then a storm of applause broke from the
spectators, and above it rose the voice of
the bharrister.
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““I call Mr. Gordon Fox!"

The noise ebbed away- as the famous
detective stepped forward to the witness-
‘box and told his story. Ten minutes later,
‘without leaving their places, the jury ren-
dered « verdict of “Not Guilty!” The
prisoner was immediately discharged, amd
when he had thrown himself into his
father's arms, he turned to Gordon Fox
and clagped his hand. )
. “Thank you, sir!” cried the happy lad
“I'll never forget this!”

“ God bless vou, Mr. TFox!" =aid William
Ashton, with tears streaming down his
cheeks. *“ You have saved my boy from
the gallows!"

] . L - L] . - 4
The wmoxt day  Uriah  Bernstein  was
arrested at Harwich, where he was tryiug
THE

[ ]

|

to escape to the Continent, and in the
presence of Gordon Fox and others, after
he was brought to London, he made a full-
confession.

“I'm wnot sorry I've been caught,” he
said, ‘““for I should never have kunown a
peaceful moment if that innocent boy had
been hanged. I have done him a terrible
wrong, and I shall make some a:nzuds for
it."”

Uriah Bernstein was as good as his word,
for, two months later, after his conviction
and execution, it was found that he had teft
all of his ill-gotten inheritance to Tom Ash-
ton, who stuarted business as a stationer
and aews.dealer in the shop where Abram
Marks had been murdered, and Gordon
F‘ntx had so narrowly escaped -the same
ate

END.

(Continued from page vii,)
through your mind,”” he said. *You are
thinking that I cannot torture you while
vou are inside the safe—that 1 shall have
to let you out, and that as soon as I open
the door vou will overpower me.”

O'Brien bit his lip, for that was exactly
what he had been thinking.

“If you are deluding yourself with any
such hope,” went on Bernstein, ‘“let me
assure you that you are foolish. Before 1
open the safe door, I shall take steps to
tender you as harmless as a babe. Now
then! What is your answer?”

“You have had my answer!”
O’'Brien through his clenched teeth.

Bernstein turned away from the safe, and
O’Brien heard him strike a match and light
one of the gas-jets in the shop. A moment
Iater he heard the opening of a drawer and
the jingle of glass bottles. Tollowing this
came an interval of silence, at the end of
which he heard Bernstein approach the safe
and remove the key from the keyhole. The
next instant a faint hissing sound fell on
the detective's ears, whilst at the same
time his nostrils were assailed by the
sweet and sickly smell of chloroform!

returned

Then O’Brien realised the fate which his -

cunning captor had prepared for him. Bern-
stein was spraying chloroform  through the
keyvhole, with the intention of filling the
safe with the deadly vapour, and thereby
Tendering his prisoner unconscious before
he opened the door.

Imprisoned as he was in the safe, it was
impossible for hinr to get away from the
stupefying fomes of the chloroform. Little
by little the deadly vapour would steal
away his senses until he became, as Bern-
stein had predicted, as harinless as a babe.

It was a desperate predicament, vet never
did the thought cccur to O'Brien to plead
for merey or yvield to his eaptor's threats.
On the contrary, the very acuteness of Lis

peril only served to sharpen his wits, and
after a few moments of despair his drooping
spirits were suddenly revived by a brilliant
inspiration.

With an ear-piercing shriek, he flung him-
self at the inside of the door again, velling
‘ Police!’” ¢ Help!” ¢ Murder!” and alto-
;f;_zether behaving like a man half-mad with
ear,

Then presently, as though the chlor Torm
were gradually overpowering him, his cries
grew fainter and fainter. Tinally, after
drawing his revolver from his pocket, he
sank down on the floor of the safe, groaned
feebly for a little while, and then lay per-
fectly still.

Wonld his ruse succeed? Would Bern-
stein believe that the chloroform had stupe-
fied him in so short a space of time?
Would he open the door forthwith, or would
he go on spraying chloroform through the
keyhole until O'Brien was really overcome?

The questions were soon answered, for
almost immediately after the groaning had
ceased Bernstein withdrew the nozzle of the
spray from the keyhole, and laid the
apparatus on the counter. Then, thrusting
the safe-key into its hole, he unlocked the
door and opened it.

O’'Brien was lying face downwards at the
bottom of the safe, apparently unconseious,

and with his right hand doubled under
his chest. |
Chuckling softly to himself, Bernstein

stooped, gripped the detective by the coat-
collar, and dragged him out into the shop.

“I hope I haven't given him too big a
dose,” he muttered to himself. “I don’t
think I have, for he seems to be breathing
quite——-"?

His musings ended in a startled yell, for
at that moment the supposed wunconscious
detective leaped to his feet and thrust the
muzzle of his revolver into Bernstein's face.

(Another Powerful Instalinent Next Week), -
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(Gor:t:‘nued from page 14)

*“1I'll do anythin' I can, sir—but 1 don’t
want it to be too risky!” whispered Full-
wood. * I say, sir, can’t we have a light?
I can’t see 2 confounded thing in this place.
I've got a small electric torch in my
pocket——""

** Keep it there!” said Mr. Souggs sharply.

" Good ‘gracious! You must npot imagine
that we can take such risks. It would be
most unwise—most ridiculons. Somebody

mieht come here, seecing a light-——"’

*“Oh, right you are, sir—I understand,”
said Fullwood. ' Well, you were talkin’
about—-—"’ :

IFullwood broke off, for in moving his posi-
tion he had touched against some object
which was leaning against the wall. As
a matter of fact, it was a broom which one
of the gardeners had left tiiere. It slithered,
and Fullwood made a wild grab in the dark-
nesg to save it.

But he missed, and thudded against the
;.vlull, shaking the little shed quite percepti-
ly.

“What are you ,
doing?’” came Mr. Snuggs’
the darkm}ss “Upon my soul!
‘keep still? I am surprised—-"

doing—what are you
testy voice from
Cannot you

And then an extraordinary thing hap-
pened.

From- hich ahove there came a kind aof
slighering sound. The roof of the shed

was somewhat high, with one or two beans

running across, In the :lalknﬁaﬂune:tlnr
of the shed’s occupants could teMrwhat had
caused that peculiar sound. But Mr. Snuggs
lcoked up sharply,

Craszh!

Something struck Mr. Snuggs in tllc centre
nf the forchead—a terrible, stunning blow.
The master gave one grunting groan, and
sank to the floor in a heap, rollmﬂ agaipst
I'nliwood,

There was a dull thud, and then—silence!

——— -

CHAPTER IX.
A DASTARDLY PLAN!

R. SNUGGS — Mr.
Snuggs!* gasped
I‘ullmood hoares ely.

/ﬁ:’ There was no

reply.
Fullwood could feel the
master at  his feet—lying

there absolutely inert. The abrupt nature
of the disaster—the swift manner in which
Mr. Snuggs had been struck down—nearly
caused Fullwood to lose his head.

And the blackness of the shed made the .

whole matter worse.

There was something terrifying about this
darkness—something ghastly  about  the
deadly <tillness,

What bBad happened ?

Wiot,  bad eaused that  slithering sound



“from above? Why had Mr.
with such a horrifying groan?

Fullwood fumbled in his pocket with a
shaky haud. Ile had remembered the
electric torch. He took it out, and he was
so agitated that he couid hardly press the
button. But he found it at last.

A bright beam of light shot out across the
shed. It wobbled unecertainly upon the
opposite wall, for Fullwood's hand was still
shaky. Then, almost afraid to do so, he
directed the Beam of light lower. He be-
lieved that BMr. Snuggs had had some kind
of seizure.

But then
startled cry.

“(Good heavens!” he gasped thickly.

« There, on the floor, lay Mr, Snuggs. Full-
wood's Itullb played upon the master's head
and face. Mry Snuggs was lying face up-
wards, He ' was still—horribly still. And on
his forehead there was a great gash—a gash
which  bled profusely. Blood was flowing
down and forming a dreadful little pool.

“Oh!” panted Fullwood, panic seizing him.
“ He'a dead—he’s dead !

Just for a second Tullwood was on the
point of dashing madly out of the shed,
screaming with fetu* and horror. But then,
through all his confusiop a ghastly thuught
came to him,

Unless he
accused ! ,

He had been alone with Mr. Snuggs!
boy stood there, tremhling in every limb,
and - starine down at that still form in a
.fascinated way. Yes, Mr. Snuggy was dead.
-He did not move an e:.'elid.

But how—how?

What had caused this sudden tragedy?
And then Fullwood gulped. On the floor,
beside Mr. Snuggs, lay a great crowbar, two
feet long. It was an enormously heavy thing
of iron—with a jagged head.

And Fullwood knew the truth,

The crowbar had been placed across two
of the beams above. One of the gardeners
-had put it there, perhaps—for safety. And
when Fullwood bumped against the wall, the
slight shake had beounght the crowbar down.
Ulmomlv it had hf--nn put ecarelessly on the
heam, so that even the merest disturbance
would dislodge it.

Nobody was to blame—it was an accident.

The crowbar had come down with torrible
force, and Mr. Snuggs had looked up at the
same moment. * No doubt that jagged end
had struck him on the forehead, causing this
terrible, fatal injury. It was just one of
those happenings in life which come unan-
nounced, and which catch people unawares.
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Snuggs fallen

TF'ullwood uttered a strangled,

would be

The

was careful, he

1

| lessly,.

it was an

“Oh, 1it's terrible! Horrible!” groaned
Fullwood hoarsely. “I—I shali be blamed
for this! They'll say that T murdered——"

He started back with a gasp.

For Mr. Snuggs had moved!

The Remove Master openied his eyes, and
stared unseeingly about him. Then, groan-
ing, he attempted to raise himself on his
elbow. Fullwood dropped on Lis knees, pant-

But who would believe that
accident?

1ing hard with sheer relief.

““Oh, sir!” Te breathed. “I thought you
were dead!”

Mr. Snuggs clutched at Fullwood's arm.

“ What—what has happened?’ he mut-
tered, in a thin voice. * Who--who are you?
Oh! I-—I seem to remember——"'

“Pull yourself togethor, sir!” pleaded
Fullwood. ‘“ We're in the wooldshed, you
know! That crowbar {fell on your head!

I—I thought——"'

“ Ah, yes—quite so—quite so!” murmured
Mr. Snuggs weakly. 1 remember. Why,
good gracious! I—I am bleeding! What—

what is this e

Mr. Snuggs had put a hand to his head,
and he now gazed at his haund with utter
horror.

“1 have been badly hurt!” he shouted out
shrilly. “ Quick—quick! Youn must {fetch
the doctor! I might die! Oh, that would
be dreadful! I might die! Go and fetch
the doctor, you young fool!"”

Fullwood was calmer now. Mr, Snuggs’
very liveliness was clear proof that h'b in-
jury wae not fatal.

“ But what can we say, sir?” asked the
iunior husgkily. “The Head will want to
know why we were in this sled—"’

“Ah, yes! moaned Mr Snuggs. “I am in
pain, Fullwood! My head is in a terrible
state! I think I am dying!™

And then, suddenly an evil
into Mr, ‘int:gga eyes.

“ Wait—wait ! he breathed. ¢ An iden,
boy—an idea! We were planning something
for Hupgins, eh? Somethinz l’nr Huggins!
Go—go! Send Huggins here! Tell him theak
I require him here!”

Fullwood was stmtled

“ But—but—

“Go!” said ’dr Snuggs fe.erishly, “I am
badly hurt, Fullwood—] am in a terrible
condition! Send Huggins Lkere! Do you
understand? At once! At cnce! Go!V

Fullwecod cave a violent start this time.
What conld Mr. Snuggs mean” Why did he
require Huggins?  And then, in a flash, a
full light of understanmding dawned vpon the
junior. He stared down at Mr., Snuggs in a
kind of wild, excited way,

“Oh, sir!” he gasped. * But

“Send Huggins to me!”
Snuggs, his voice growing much weaker,

light came

persisted Mr.
£ It

is t!fé'onl} chance! 1 wiil cake—take ad-
vantage of this—this accident! Go!  You

fool—you fool! Don't you hear me?”
“ All right, sir!” panted Fu.iwood breath-
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He didn’t exactly know Low he got out of )

the shed. |

But he found himself in the Triangle, and
he took a deep, breath of the late evening
air. The lights gleamed out of the Ancient
House windows, and Fullwood looked at
them gladly.

1t seemed unreal—it seemed that he had
just come out of some terrible kind of
dream. He was startled beyond measure by
the awlul suggestion which Mr. Snuggs’
order had put in his mind. But Iullwood
did not hesitate. He hurried indoors as hard
as he could go.

If he had paused to consider—if he had
thought this matter out—aue< might have
hesitated. ior even Fullwcod was not bad
right through. There was some guod in uim.
And this duastardly scheme secmed to he
beyond the limit of Fullwood's own capacity
for wickedness.

But he didn’t think—he ran in

It wuas a piece of pure luck that caused
him to run into Alf just in the lubby. And
Alf was alone. He looked at Fuliwood in
surprise as the latter clutched a® his arm.

‘¢ Huggins ! gasped Fullwood, = My
Snuggs wants you !V

« Oh. does he¥” said Alf.
want Mr. Snuggs!”

“ You've got to go—you must!’ said Fuli-
wood urgently. © He's out in the woodshed—
he's waiting for youw.”

«[n the woodshed?” asked Alf, staring.
¢ What's he doiu’ there!” |

Fullwood realised that this scunded aueer.

«1'1l tell you!” he said, forcing himsell
to be ealm. < Mr. Snuggs lias been feeling
pretty rotten—he's rtather sorry about the
way he's treated you, an’ he wants you
there " .

¢« Another trick, 1 suppose?’” asked Alf con-
temptuously.

«{t's not—it's not!” snapped Fullwood.
¢ Yon must go—you must!”’

«Oh, all richt—keep your ’air on:’ said
Alf. 1 s'pose I'd better. It'll only mean
another flozgin’ if I don't obey horders.”

But he was suspicibus, mnevertheless. He
could not very well refuse to go—and there
wa= something in Fullwood’s tone that rather
surprised him. The look in Ralph Lezlie's
eves had set Alf thinking.

Somethine had happened. But what? Wiy
had Fullwecod behaved in such a startled,
frichtened way? -

The boy from Hoxton went to the wood-
shed more out of curiosity than on account
of any fear of disobeying Mr. Snugzs.

He had the utmost contempt for the
master. It was wrong that this should bhe--
hut Mr. Snuggs ipstilled nothing but con-
tempt into all decent fellows.

Alf arrived at the woodshed, and found
the door open. He passed inside.

“My boy—my boy!” came Mr.
voice.

«“] can't cee you, sir,” said Alf.

“ Here—here—bhend down!”? breathed Mr.
Snugos, “Yes! Yes! 'That is right!™

“Well, 1T don't

Snugos’

lHe felt upwards, and grasped Alf's hand
in the darkness. Alf started. There was
something peculiar about Mr. Snuggs® hand
—somethng very unpleasant. Alf drew Lis
hand away quickly.
~ “Heip!” screamed the  Form-master.
“Help! You murderous voung ruffian! Help!
Help !* .

Alf staggered baek, utterly startled.

“ DBut—but I haven’t touched you, sir!”

He stood there, too aghast to coliect his
thoughts. |

And Mr. Snnggs continue:d to seream with
a mad kind of bhysterical frenzy.

— e p—

CHAPTER X
A TERRIBLE ACCUSATION!

RMSTRONG came to a
sudden halt in the
lobby.

““What was that??

he asked. ¢ Listen!™
Armstrong was with Griffith
; and Skelton, of the Remove.
They were on their way to the commou-
room. But they suddenly hurried outside
into the gloom of tiue Triangle. And they
were startled to hear scream after seream
coming from the direct:on of the woodshed.
And then Fullwood came dashing up from

the darkness. Fullwood thought he coull
improve matters. :
“Quick!” he panted desperately. < Mr.

Snuges is being killed !

“What!”

“ Good heavens!™

‘““Help! Help.”
top of his voice.
Come quick!”

The juniors were abzolutely frightenéd.

“ But—Dbut = :

“Jt's Huggins!” shouted Fullwood ex-
citedly. I just eaw him go-in the direc-
tion of the woodshed with Mr. Snuggs. He
must be killin’ him! Rush in an’ fetch the
prefects—anybody !”?

But it was unneceszsarv.

For just then Fenton of the Sixth came
hirrying out.

~ Yelled Fullwood, at the
“Yell for Ilﬁ:p, you idiots!

. A_ncl behind him were a rumber of other
juniors and seniors—all startled by those

terrifving screams which had sounded from
the stillness of the Triangle. Windows were
being flung open. Boys were si.outing to one
another down the passages, And a big rush
was being made for the open air.

“What's all this noize?” demanded I'enton
sharply. , ' '

“(Oh!' Oh! I'm glad you've come!”
panted Fullwood, clutching at his arm. “I—
1 think Huggins is half killin® Mr. Snuggs!'”

“Don't talk such confounded rot!” said
Fenton angrilyv. “ What's all {bhis scare?
Makine a fuss over nothing——*

And then, as the crowd increased, Alf
Hieeing came hurrying up from the diree-
tism of the woodshed. His face was deathls
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pale. he was dichevelled, and there
wild Kind of leok in his eyes.

** Somethink has happened to Mr. Snuggs !
e sadid hoarsely.

“You've done it, then!”
wood.  © You've done it, you mli‘
have you been doir’ to Mr. Snuggs?’

1 haven’t done nothink!”" said
voice  ¢ritn and harsh. 1 never
Mr. Snuggs! 'E’s lying' there, on the
oi the woodshed

““Have you just left him?” demanded Fen-
- ton quickly.

[T Yé:—;.n

“PBut what s
Sanuggs?’

“1 don't know—I cu:nt see in the dark!“
replied Alfl. “ Iullwood told me that Mr,
Snuggs wanted me——"

“That's a lie!” shouted Fullwood. “1
didn’t know anythin® aboui it! 1 had no
idea that Mr. Snuggs was in the woodshed.”

Alf turned, staring dazedly.

“1s this another plot?” he shouted, sud-
denly blazing into a fierce passion. ‘ Have
vou been planning somethink elze to get e
disgraced? You—you rotten cad! I'll—

““ Stop that, Hugging!” shouted [enton.
¢ Good heavens!
Tiand 2*

Alf looked at his hand dully.

He had known that there bad been some-
“thing peculiar about Mr. Snuggs' grip. But
he had seen nothing in the darkness. But
now, in the light that streamed out from
the lobby, he looked at his hand with
fasein: :t;m" horror. It was red—smeared with
red !

f It'swit.'-s hlood !
“Jt's—it's blood!"

The juniors shrank away, shivering.

Wits Q

exclaimed Full-
What

.\lf, his
touched
floor

the matter with Mr.

he muttered hoarsely.

“ Blood!” gasped Armstrong. ° Have—
have you-done Mr. Snuggs an injury, you
murderous "

S But—but I didn't touch him!* shounted
Alf. I swear I didn't. I never touched
him——-"

shouted Fullwood., If

“ That’s a lie!” _
how did thuat blood

you didn’t toueh him,
{'ﬂnm on your hands?”

¢ Mr.—Mr. Snuggzs grabbed hold of me L

“Wae can't stop t:lkmn here!” interrupted
Tenton sharply. < We'll go and see about
thiz.” Come on! XNo, not all of you! You,
Hugeins, and you, Fullwood! Who's got
light?”

“I've eot an electric tm-{.h,” I said,
ing 1t out,

Fullwood offered his, as well. And we
went Hurrying across the Triangle. T had
come out just at the end of the little scene,
and I could not help being startled.

There was something about this affair
which promised to be intensely dramatic.
And the very silence from the woodshed was
significant. After those screams which bir,
Snugas had uttered, no other sound had
come. '

As a matter of fact, the Remove master
had been in a kind of panie. After his in-

[

bring-

What—what's that on your

jury, he had recovered consciousness, hut his
nerves were upset—he was nearly bordering

on hysteria,

And, on the spur of the moment, he had
concocted this villainous plan. He had seized
the opportunity which IFate had coffered.

Even tliough he was badly hurt, Mr,
Snuges had not forgotten his vindictive plot
to ruin AIf Huggins. And those screams of
Lhis had exhausted him more than he had
reckoned upon.

In fact, after uttering them he sank back
in a kind of stupor. The effort had been too
much. The Remove master was badly hurt—
amd he had taxed himself enormously.

I'enton and I arrived at the woodshed
almost togethér., And as we did so two
ficures loomed up from the other part of the
Triangle, We recognised them as the figures
of Dr. Stafford and Nelson Lee,

“O0Oh, guv'nor!” I exclaimed. “I'm glad
vou've come, sir!”

“What is the matter out here?"
Nelson Lee sharply.

“lle’s dead!” came a startled shout from
the woodshed,

It was IFenton who had uttered the words,

asked

and a moment later the captain of St.
Frank's came to the door. His face was
deathly pale, and in his eyes there was a

looh of horror,

““*Mr. Snuggs has been killed, sir!" he said

hoarsely,
“@Great Heaven above!™ ejaculated the
Head. :
Nelson Lee said nothinz, but he rushed
forward, and entered the woodshed. .The
juniors and the seniors fell back, startled

into complete silence. They were horrified—
pale-faced and excited. But there was some-
thing in the very atmosphere that prevented
them from shmlt.mrr

The light from my electric torch, and from
Fullwood’s terch, playved down upon Mr.
Snuggs. 1le certainly looked a ghastly sight.
Ile was not quite unconscious—although he
lay still.

Nelson Lee looked at him sharply. DMr.
Snugzs was not pleasant. Blood had been
streaming down from an ugly gash in the

forehead—a gash that looked like some awful
kind of wound at first sight,
was of a deathly p: ﬂlf,:-r—-—nc'c'{ntl ated by the
trickle of blood.

“Well, =ir?” asked Fenton anxiously.
“Mr. Snuees is not dead—z0 do not he
unnecessarily alarmed, Fenton!” execlaimed

Nelson Lee quietly. ““The injury is serious,

hut there is very little likelihood of it prov-
ing fatal.” :
“Thank goodness, sir!"” said Fenton fer-

vently,

The words were breathed round among the
crowd.

And Alf Huggins came up, and stood juss
at the doorway,

“I didn't do it, sir!”’ he exelaimed, full of
alarm. ¢ Some of the chaps believe 1 did it,
sir. I never! I never!”

“If you did not cause this injury to Mr.
Snugys,

.

And his face®

Hugzins, you have nothing to fear,
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said Nelson
quietly. *“What
that on your hand?”’

‘“ Blood, sir,” said
Alf. ¢«J-—-J—*

*“Blood !” exclaimed
Dr. Stafford, 1in a
ptrange voilece.
“ Blood! Good gra-
cious! Can it be pos-
sible, IHMuggins, that
yon have committed
this appalling assauly
upon Mr. Snuggs?”

wXNOo, &ir®

“ e did!” shouted
Fullwood. ‘He went
to the “ondched, sir,
and there wasn't ano-
ther soul near! Then
1 heard Mr. Snuggs
scream out. Hugging
was the only one
there!”?

“You are sure of
this?* demanded Nel-
son Lee sharply.

Nelson Lee was there, looking at Mr. Snuggs, who
The Form-master was propped up with
His face was pale,
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but he had recovered

““Yes, sir — posi-
tive!”
't” It ain’t true, sir—
] ain’t true!?”’ :
shouted Alf desper- | 18y in bed.
ately. *Oh, it’s an | PR
lies—lies! It’s a plct el —
agin me! 1 come to '

the shed because [Fullwood tnld me that 1
was wanted by Mr. Snuggs
¢ Oh!? said the Head.
nat you came here??

* Yes, sir.”

“1 am amazed—1 am intensely weorried!”
sald the lead, in a bewildered way., *1—I
nardly know what to think! But we must
geb Mr. Snuges indoors at once. An inquiry
mll he immediately held!?

** But—but you don’t think 1 did it, slr"”
shouted Alf.

The Head made no repw lis brow was
black, apnd his face was drawn and haggard.
Alf turned rapidly, and gazed over the crowd.

‘““ You don’t think I done this??’ he shouted.

There was no verbal reply—only a series cf
intense, sibilant hisses. Alf started. The net

** Then you admit

wias rlo«mg round hinn.
Just when he had believed that all was
going well—just when his position at St.

Frank’s was showing signs of improvement!
Jt seemed that Alf would have to put his
bick to the wall—and fight!
CMTAPTER XI.
THE INQUIRY!

T. FRANRKR'S was jo a
ferment.
Barely  half-an-hour

had passed, and seldom
before had the old schaool been
in such a condition of feverish
excitement. A great deal huad
bhappened during that short speil of time,

the truth!

4

. and
lie had been taken to his own room and laid

Mr. Snuggs had been carried indoors,

upon the bed. Nelson Lee had attended the
wound, aund had applied a bandage. And
now Dr. Brett, the village practitioner, had
appeared upon the scene,

In the Triangle, and in the lobby and pas-
sages, fellows were waiting abhout, talking in
hushed voices, What would the doctor’s ver-
dict be? Wiat dreadful news would scon be
whispered from mouth to mouth?

Tlie whole routine of the school was at a
standstill, And the fellows were waiting—
waiting, in a fever of impaticnce. Both Iull-
wood and Huggins llad been taken to the
Headmaster's study.

The reason for this was obvious—they were
the two juniors who had been in the Triangie
at the very time of the dreadful cccurrence.
There was no necessity for any others fellows
to give cvidence,

“Jt's as plain as a pikestaff!*? declared
Gulliver., “1luggins did it! 0Of course he
did it!” |

“You rotter!” zaid Iandforth fiercely.
“Te didn't do it!”

“Don’'t be xilly, Handy——?’

“Silly!” interrupted llandforth., “1JIs it

fair to accuse the chap before there’s heen
any investigation? They want me orn this
iob! It wouldn't take me long to find out
And I'll bet. Fullwond’s got some-
thing to do with it!” he added darkly.
“That's quite possible,” agreed Pitt. “It's
ratber significant that Fullwoed was the



— -

THE. NELSON

PR T——

chap to muke the discovery., That’s the part
[ don't like. Still, Hugeins had blood on his
hand—and that's terribie!”

“They won't let me o in the woodshed!”
snorted Handforth. *“*Just when I've got a
chance to prove what I can do. too! Isn't
it enough to make you disgusted? Two wueun
tlu.rf-——ﬂlmrduw it

“That's qu:te right, IMandy,” 1
auietly. “This may be a police job!”

““Police!” said some of the others, in awed
vOiCes.

““1t all depends upon Mr. Snuggs’ injury.”
[ replied. “ We don't know exactly what's
happeuned yet. But he was brutally attacked,
and there's just a chance that he might dic.
Aml that'll mean—the police!”

“Oh, my goodness!"

“What an awful disgrace to the school!™

“Didn't we all say that Huggins would
hring disgrace on 8t. U'rank’s?” demanded
Mlerrell trmm,uhant!,\'. Serve him right!
The hooligan ought never to have left
Hoxton! Thiz is what comes of allowin’
vlackauards of that sort to enter thie school.”

“Shut up, you rotter!”

“Cau’t vou wait until we know the facts?”

“We kuow all we need!” auuered Rerrell,

said

“Huggins  admitted that he went to Mr,
sopnees, and the wext minute lu, Wiis 8cen

with blood on hig hand! Why, it's obvious!™”

“Of course it is,” agresd Gulliver.
“Snuggs was always down on him, an’ 1
siuppose he got into a tearing race, an' at-
tacked him with that crowbar. It's a cer-
tainty he'll die.”

““And tiien Hugains will he hanged!”

“Or sent to a reformatory for life!”

All sorts of wild statements were made—
and this, after all, was only natural. And
while the excitement was at its height, Archiie
Ulenthorne came rushing along, his face
pale. and his eves eleaming with wild anxietv.

“Dear old lad!” he exclaimed. clutehing
at my arm. “I've just heard! Phipps toid
me! I waz having forty winks, vou know.
[ mean to say, it mut be true—ahqutute!\
not! Say it i=u't true. old sportsman!™

“Stexiv!™” I said quietly. ¢ Don't get ex-

cited—-""

“But Alf, old dear!™ pleaded Archie,
*Alf, don’t yon know! He ran’t have done
hat frichtful thing!”

“I don't think he did.” I said. “But the
case i3 black against him. Everything looks
as thonzh he attacked Mr. Spuggs.”

“Good gad!” said Archie faintly.
~ Of course he uttmrked Mr. Spugas,*” sneeroed
Gulliver,

“It's proved!*

“It's not proved!” T said grimly, ¢ And
there's no need for any of this talk at all!
As sonn as Mr. Snuggs recovers he'll explain
how it happened.  Then Mugeins will be free
from all these cowardly suspicions. Either
that, or he'll be condemned beyvond hope,
And T don't believe that at all.”

“ Supposin’ Snuggs dies without speakin'?”
asked Gulliver.

I made non reply. That possibility had
_occurred to me—but I bad thrust it aside as
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for serious cousideration,

too awful
indeed, Alf would be in a
predicatisent ! '

And while the school waited in a state of
suspense, Dr, Stafford was seated in  his
study. He was just as haggard as before—
intensely worried, and waiting for the word
from the bedroom upstairs.

Nelson Lee had stated that Mr. Suuggs
was not gravely mjured—but  the Heoad
wanted to hear the opinion of Dr. Brett, too.

Ralph Leslie Fullwood and AM Hugging
were seated in the Head's study. They were
widely separated—in difierent parts of the
room—and they had been commanded not to
speak, They were to be questioned later.
nothing could be done until the Doctor’'s ver-
diet came.

Outside,
down, so worried that he could
still,

All Archie’s usual lanzuor left him like a
cloak. Ilis friend wuas in trouble! 1lis best
pal waz in danger of being cauvght in a
terrinble trap. It was appalling,

Never for one moment did Archie believe
that Hngoins was guilty,

Ile thrust the thoucht completely aside,
[t was preposterous—ridiculouns!  The evie-
cuce conld be as black as thunder, but Archie
would not believe 1t.  His faith in Alf was
absolnte,

Aud thiere was something exceedingzly aplen-
did in this attitude of Archie's. Ile didu't
vwant to hear any argument-. He knew one
thing-——he knew it vpositively. Aif had not
tounched Mr., Snuggs.

His haad may have
bBlood, and he mayv have
handed in the woodshed. But All didn't do
it.  Archie didn't trouble to reason the
thing ont—it wasn't nceessary. e baced all
hiz helief on the one convietion. Alf was
simply not capable of performing sueh a
murderous attack.

Thercfore, he was innorcent.

Unfortunately, everybody was
Arciiie. The majority of the juniors, in faet,
were only too willing to seize upon the
sitghtest point.  They preferred to believe
that Al had done this terrible thing., 1t
fitted in with their 1deas concerning fthe
bricklaver's son.

Archis was still pacing nup and down the
Triangle, feverishly wondering when the
re-ult of the inquiry would be known. when
a form locmed up out of the gloem. It was
Phiippa.

‘““['ve been looking for you, sir,” he zaid.

“Iindly slide, Phipps!” said Archie quietly.
“No offence, old bean, but the young muaster
wontld be alone!?”

“ 7 think yvou would be betler indoors, sir.'’

“Diash it all, don’t arene!™ said Archic.
“ 1 cau't 2o indoors, Phipps—I1'm too fricht.-
inlly upzet. The bally old interior atmos-
phere would «choke me. I've got to bhe oub
here, wirere I can inhale large doses of ozone.
['m nearly stifled!™

“1t will do an good te
“Muctt as 1

Then,

fearful, ghastly

Archie Glenthorne paced up and
not keep

been covered with
heen caught red-

not like

LR ]

aaid
Master

WOrry, Ssir,
regret it,
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Archie, there seems no question about the
guilt of Master JHuggins. e undoubtedly
attacked Mr. Spuggs—*

** What!”? interrupted Archie sharply.

'*1 am convinced, sir——”

“That 1s enough!®® interrupted Archie
cternly. “I mean to say, I'm dashed ap-
palled! In fact, I'm shocked! Phipps, buzz
away into the offing! Ooze into the next
landscape! You bally well cffend the eye!”

‘““} am sorry, sir.”

““ And s0 you deucedly well ought to be!”
retorted Archie. ““I mean to say, the least
you can do is to keep your frightful opinions
to your frightful self! Can’t you wait until
the old verdict rolls forth? 1 regret to say
it, Phipps, but I'm wounded!?”

““If you will only be reasonable, sir—2

“ Enough!* broke in Archie. ‘“Go!”?

“ But——?

“ Why, dash it all, T can’t be free from my
own bally valet!” exclaimed Archie indig-
naptly. ** The whole thing strikes me as being
pesitively poisonous, but unless you leave me
within two seconds I shall dismiss you on
?uth';?”spnt! And that is that! What about
i

Phipps bowad,

" As von wish, 3ir,”’ he said, with dignity.

‘..-um _he went away, leaving Archie alone
with his werry. But he was not likely to
get much satisfaction vet.

the Head had

In Dr. Stafford’s study,
Dr. Brett was still up-

become impatient.

stairs, and had co far <ent no messace
down. And at length the Head could stand
the strain no longer.

He decided to commence the inquiry at
once, "

" Fullwood!” he cxclaimed auietly. * Come
Herg!”

Fullwond stepped forward.

“T want you to tell me exactly what
took place in the Trianzle, aecording to
your own ohservation,” said the Mead.

““ That's easy, gir,"” =aid Fullwood. T was
Just erossing from the gymnasium. 1 hadn't

ot far when I noticed Huggins erossing
over towards the woodshed. He went
quickly——"’

"1 never!” shouted ANl hotly.

““Please be quiet, Huggins!” said the
Head., 1 will give you an opportunity of

speaking in a few moments. 1f vou are
guiltless, you have nothing to fear.”

But Alf was guiltless—and he did fear.

“* ! paused for a minute, s«ir,”” went on
Fullwood. ** It struck me as being sus-
pcious  that ‘Huggzinsg chould go to the
wooiished. 1 saw him 2o inside, and then
1 heard Mr. Snuges’ voiece.”

*“ From within the ched?”

** Yes, sir.”

** And what happened then?”

“It was clear to me that Mr. Sauggs and
"Huggins were quarrelling, sir,” caid Full-
wood. ''1 was just going over towards the
shed when I heard a kind of thud. But a
second before that Mr. Snuggs sereamed ont,
I, seemed to me that he was in fear—-"'
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“ You mean, he cried for help?”

““*Yes, sir.”’

“ And did you not at once go?” ‘

“ 'Phe fact is, sir, I was sturtled,”” replied
Fullwood glibly. ‘“I came to a stop, and
hardly knew what to do. Then Mr. Suuggs
finished shoutinag, and there was a terrible
kind of silence. I got into a kind of panic,
aud ruashed 'to the Ancient House, shoutiug
that Mr. Snuges was being attacked. 'That’s
all, sir; the other fellows saw Hugzins
come up, with his hand all smeared with

“That will do, Fullwood!"” interrupted the
Head. “ You may stand aside. Now, Hug-
zins, come here!”

_iMf stood up, and crossed to the Head's
side.

““ You have heard what Jullwood has
said. What is yvour account of the aflair,
Hugging?”

“1 was in the lobby, sir, and Fullwood
came to e, and said that Mr. Snuggs
wanted me at once in the wood-shed. I
was a bit surprised, but I went there
straight away -

“You don't believe that, sir?”
Fullwood quickly. **Just as if
would go because I told him to!
ridiculous, sir!"

“ Allow Huggius to speak, Fullwood,™ sald
the Head sternly.

Alf set his teeth.

“It don't seem to be any good, sir,”" lie
said quietly. *'*The more I say, the worse

it gets.”

“Not at all,” replied Dr. Stafford. * As
I have told you before, I merely want to
find out the truth. If the truth is in yeur
favour, Huggins, you may be perfectly
frank. You were saying that you went to
the wood -shed,”

“ Yes, sir."

“You freely admit that you did actually
ac there?”

“0Of course I admit it,

put in
Huggins
It's

sir—I can't do

anything clse—because it "appeus to be the

truth,” said Alf. “I went inside, an’ Mr.
sSauggs spoke to me. I thought his voice
sounded a bit queer, and he seemed to be
on the floor. Then ‘e grabbed ’old o' me.”

““ Mr. Snuggs was not unconscious, then?”

‘“No, e&ir,” esaid Alf. “'E took ‘'old ¢’
my ‘and, then ‘e started screamin' in a
terrible wayv., It fair shook me up. An’

after that Mr. Snuggs fell back, in a kind
o' faint.”

“What did you do?”

““T run out, sir, thinkin’
geb 'elp."

The Head pursed his lips,
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me, Huegins,
attack upon

“And you sgolemnly assure
that you did not make this
Mr. Snuggs?'”’

“1 swear I never touched 'im, sir,”
Alf earnestly.

““‘That’s a lie, sir!"” put in Fullwood.
swear 'e did!"”’

Dr. Stafford looked very grim,

“ One thing is certain!"’ he said. *‘ Either
one of yvou two boys is lying in the most
barefaced fashion. We shall soon know tie

catd

‘II

truth as to that. I am distressed beyon:l
measure. But there is one point which
makes me thankful. Mr. Snuggs himself

will be able to prove this thing up to the
hilt. For he will be able to say who actu-
ally did attack him.”

“ OI course 'e will, sir,” said Alfl. *‘ That's
why I ain't worryin’, When the truth comes
out, I'll be free from all this suspicion.”

And just then the door opened, and Dr.
Brett walked in.

CHAPTEER XII.
THE THUNDERDBOLT '
HE Head rose to his
feet at once.
“Well, Dr. Brett—
well?” he asked

sharply.

**1I am pleased to tell you,
sir, that Mr. Snuggs is in no
danger whatever,” said the village practi-
tioner. ‘* The injury is, indeed, by no means
gserious."”

Dr. Stafford breathed a sigh of relief.

“1 am t(hankful to hear that!” he =aid
fervently. * You have made a very careful
examination, Brett?"

‘““ Mr. Lec's diagnosis was perfectly correct
in every detail,"” said Dr. Brett. * There is
no fracture of the skull—indeed, no concus-
sion, The injury merely consists of an ugly
gash, and a nasty bruise Mr. Snuggs will
i;e uple to resume his duties within two
days."’

* This i1s indeed wonderful!” gaid the

been fearing that the case

Head. ‘“1 Lkad
‘as much more serious. How is Mr. Snuggs
any. sign of returning con- -

now? Is there
sciousness?"

The medical man smiled.

“Mr. Snuggs is already conscious, «ir"”
he said. “1 do not wish to he unkind to
the gentleman, but I must confezs that he
has made a great deal more fuss than was
necessary. Indeed, I half believe that his
own nervousnes: was the cause of the col-
lapse,”’

The Head frowned.

“But what of this attack, doector?” he
asked. “ What is your opinion?”

Dr. Brett looked more serious.

“As far as I can make out, Mr. Sauggs

received a severe blow fromm some heavy
instrument—obviously the crowbar which
was found mnear him,” he said. “ But the

. blow was apparently a glancing one.”
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“ 1t have heen

might

more deadiy?”?

**1 will go 1urther than that,” said the
doctor, It was only Ly the merest
chance that Mr. Snuggs escaped death!”

* Death!"" ejacuiated the Hcead, startled.

““1 really believe s0,” said Brett. ' Had
the blow been direct instead of  glancing,
Mr., Snugg's skull would have been fric-
tured. Whoever committed the asgsault must
count himself lucky, for be had a distinet
chance of bheinz placed vnder arrest for
murder. As it is, the injury is slight. A
shade of difference in the direction oi the
blow, and the result would have been ap-
palling indeed.”

And soon afterwards
departure, .

He had bandaged the . wound earefully,
and had declared that he would look in oun
the morrow, although there was no fear
whatever of any complication, Mr. %nng{;s
would recover rapidly,

But this made no difference to Hm mur-
derons natare of the attack. Although Mr.
Spnggs was #o slightly injured, there had
Jbeen a possibility of death. The attack
upon him had been a bhrutal, deliberate one.

Nobody considered the possibility of the
affair being an accideur.

Even \elmn Lee him=zell had lmd no time
to closely investigate, although he promised
himsell that he would make a very careful
examination of the woad-shed later on.

But, ¢f course, now that Mr. Snuggs had
recovered consciouspess, ithe whole affair
wasg cimplified. There was really no need
for an investication. For the Master ¢f the

Dr. .Bfett't-nuk Liig

Remove would be able to provide a full
account of what bad uvappened. f

Dr., Stafford rang his bell sharply after
the medieal man had left. And a few
minutes later Fenton and Morrow, of the
Sixth, arrived in the study, Tubbs having
fetehed them. |

They were told to remain nwptil Dr. Staf-
ford returned, and they were to see that
both Fullwood anrd Huggins staved. In-
deed, these iwo Sixth-Formers were acting

as temnorary warders.

Dr. Stafferd went straight upstairs to the
sick-rnom.

Nelson Lee was there, looking at Jr.
Snuges, who lay in bed. The Form-master
was propped up with pillows all round him.
His face was pale, but he had recovered
markedly.

“1 am glad yon have come,
gaid Lee. *‘* Mr. Snuggs was
an 'tcmuut of the.occurrence.’

Dr. Staflord,”
ahout to give

““ That was what | was hoping for,”” said
the Head. “ I shall be glad, Mr. Snuggs,
if you will tell me how. you feel.”

“ Weak, sir,” said Mr. Snuggs feebly e

am in mtense agony!”
““I.am sorry to hear thatf——”

“*My head—my head!” moaned the Form-
master. * It is throbbing in the most vie-
Tent manner, But I am thankful that 1
still live; 1 must be grateful for that.”

|

“Yon feel that

toua can talk for a snerd

while?”

"1 trust 1 shall be able to manage it,
gir,” said Ar. Snuggs.
“1—1 greatly dizlike bothering you to-

night, Mr. Snuges, but I feel that 1 Tust,”

said the Head qnietly. ** The fate of oue

of my boys rests upon your statement. Can

yon tell me who 1Ltacked you so brutally,”
‘* Yes—yes—of course.

*Will you give me the name of ';mur
assailant?”?
The Head listened, filled with anxiety

f !t, paing me bewnd measure to tell }Hl
sir,”” said Mr. qnuggs “I would prefer to
he cilent, but, under the circumstances, I
feel that perfﬂct candour on my part is
necessary.’

“ It is the only course for vou to 'u!npt
Mr. Snuggs.’

It was a hoy who attacked me,
sabd Mr. Snuggs tensely.  ** That will astonish
you, no doubt. The boy’s name is Hug-
gins! He is in my own Form."” .

Dr. Stafford looked exceedingly

‘ Huggins?"’ lie repeated. * lou
of this, Mr. ?nuggs*‘”

“Yes, I am cure,”” repeated the anm-
master glibly. “ 1 h.tppenul to go inlo the
wood-shed, and I think Huggins must have
heen following me. At all events, I had
hardly stepped inside when the Loy ultacked
me with that dreadful crowbar.”

** But are yon quite positive the boy was
Huggins?? put in Lee.

" Quite positive,”

“You =aw him, Mr.

“Cle ul" A

“*In spite ef the fact that the wood- R!ied
was in intense darkness?”

Mr. Snuggs gave a slight =tart

““ Yes—er—to be sure!” he replied quickly,
““1t €0 happened that 1 struck a mateh for
my pipe. There conld have been no mistake,
Mr. Lee. The hoy was Huggins. (uite
apart from this, it wonld have heen im-
possible for me to mistake his voice—to say
nothing of hia coarse method of speech.”

= Yes—}'es,” said the Head. ** Exactly.”

He spoke mechanically, for he was in a
turmoil.

Then there was no doubt about it! Alf
was the culprit! Mr. Spuggs was positive—
he ha:d seen him, and he had heard hLim.
Mr, Snuggs was abm}utelv positive on the
point.

And it was, of course, impossible to doubt
his worrd,

The Head had every reason to qistrust
the Form-master. But, at the same time,
it never erossed Dr. Stafford’s mind that Mr.
Snuggs could be so appallingly wicked as to
accuse the boy wher he was inocent. Some-
body had attacked Mr. Snuggs, aud if rot
Hugging, who? _

Besides, Huggins had been found in the
most suspicious circumstances. He had
even had bleod on his hand when he weng
among the other bhoys.. All these things,

R

sir!

sad. -
are¢ure-

rey

Snuggs?
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conpled together,
tainty.

Even Nelson Lee, astute as
absolutely no reason to coubt Mr.

made the thing a cer-

had
Snugeygs’
word, And it was quite impossible to sur-
mise that the affair had been an accident.
That was the last thing that anybody would
think of.

If Mr. Snuggs had been a criminal, it
would have been ditferent. Then, perhaps,
his  word -might have been doubted. But
he was a schoolmaster—a man of education
and refinement. That he should stoop to
such base villainy was not to be imagined.

“] am distressed beyond measure, Mr.
Snuggs,” said the Head quietly. ‘ From the
first I suspected that Huggins was guilty,
but I hoped against hope that you would be
able to tell some other story. 1t is appalling
—50 appalling, indeed, that I am at a loss.”

Mr. Snuggs looked at the Head intently.

¢Do not be harsh with the boy, sir,” he
said. “ I wish to plead with you for him.
I want to assure you that I bear him no
ill-will—no malice. I am only sorry fcer the
wretched lad.”

Dr. Stafford was completely deceived by
this cunning attitude.

“Yon are too generous, Mr. Snuggs; but
I need hardly say how relieved I am to
hear you speaking in that wa y'” exclaimed
the Head. I was afraid that ‘you would
wish to inform the police.”

he was,

“ Good gracicus me, no,” gaid Mr. Snuggs
hastily, © Tho police? Never, gir! The boy
committed a brutal assault, but to see him
in grave trouble is the ln.nt thing I desire.
I wish you to be gentle with him, sir.”

“ He must leave the school Mr. Snuggs!”
Mr. Snuggs lcoked sad.

““That, alas! appears to be necessary,”
he said, in a mournful voice. “ But I really
believe he attacked me in a fit of ungovern-
able temper. 1 cannot think for a moment
thut it was premeditated. And I should like
you to send him away quietly—so that there
15 as little fuss as possible. It would distress
me beyond measure to be thie cause of this
lad's completo downfall. I am gravely cou-
cerned for him.”

“Your bearing, Mr,
credit!” said the Head. “I am delighted,

sir. I had hardly hoped that you would be
§0 generous.”

And. a few moments later,
left the sick rcom.

He went downstairs a]owly——v.nmed more
than he could possibly tell. For dis position
was difficult. He knew that” Alf Huggins

was really the son of Sir John Brent.

And this boy had to be expelled!

The Ilead was thankful, indeed, that Alf
was hero under an assumed name. At least,
Eu. John wculd be spared that terrible dis-

Snuggs, does you

Dr. Stafford

grace. Tho outside world would never know
tha truth.

When the wretched boy left, Alf Huggins
would vanish for ever. There would be no
disgrace upon Sir John Brent. It was tho
one consolaticn in the whole of this terrible,
distressing affair.

But Dr. Staflord was grim.

The boy had committed a terrible offence,
and for him to remain in the school was ab-
solutely impossible. ‘The llead was sad, too.
It pained him terribly to know that this
boy could be =0 vindictive—so brutal, and,
above all, that he could be untruthful
enough to maintain his innocence in the
face of absolutely conclusive evidence.

The only way was to be firm; the boy
deserved no pity.

The Head reached his study, and went in-
side. Mo dismissed tho two prefects at once.

“ Well, sir?” asked Alf, unable to contain
himself. “Is Mr., Snuggs all richt? Has Lo
told you what happened, sir?”

“ Mr. Snuggs has told me,” said the Ilead
coldly.

“0Ob, crikey! Thank goodness for that!™
csaid Alf, with relief. “Then you Kknows it
wasn't me, sir! You know I never done ib

»)

“Boy!” thundercd the IHead. “ How dare

you?”
All stared at him dazedly.
“But—but——*»

“How can you have the utter audacity to
pretend that you are innocent?” demanded
Dr. Stafford, his voice quivering with indig-
nation and anger “ Ycou are guilty! You
Kuow you are guilty!”

IFullwood listened to the words, gloating
with inward triumph.

“ Guilty!” gasped AlIf hoarsgely. ¢ Oh, sir!
You—you don't mean to say that Mr. Snuggs
accuses me? Me? Me?”

“Mr. Snuggs has told me the truth——"

“Jle’s told ycou lies, sir—horrible, vin-
dictiva lies!” ghouted Alf passionately. “ If
he =ays I did it, he's a scoundrel—a black-

guard! I didn't touch him! I swear it,
sir! I swear it before—"

“Silence!” commanded Dr. Stafford
harshly. ¢ This—this is appalling! Do not
dare to utter another word, Huggins! You
aro only making matters twenty timeg
worse by this astounding attitude. You will

lcave the school in the morning!”
“But, sir—»

“T will listen to no further falschoods
from you!” cxclaimed the Head, his veico
quivering. ““ Bo silent, you wretehed boy !

Alf stood there, swaying, HMHe was dazed—
bewildered. But the truth was clear to him,
in spite of the whirling condition of his
brain. Mr. Snuggs had deliberately lied in

order to get him kicked out of the schcol.

The heavens had fallen—the thunderbolt
f1ad. come!
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CHAPTER XIII.

DESPISED BY THE SCHOOL!

TLLWOOD was flushed
and victorious.
He left the Headls
study with “informa-
tion that he kmew would
thrill the whole school. He
| had seen Alf taken away—led
off like a priscner hetween two prefects—
bound for the punizhment room for the
night

And Fullwood ran as hard as he could go
to the junior quarters. He knew that every-
body would be waiting to hear the verdict.

And ho was right.

When he arrived in the Remcve pa“'u,e
ho found it crowded. All the study ‘doors
were open, and the fellows were crowding
in and out, talking in groups, and discuss-
ing the thmg in excited whispers.

IFullwood’s arrival was like a- bombshell,

“ Well, it’s all over!” he said, trying to
bo calm. *‘ He's sacked!”

* Sacked!”

“ My hat!”

“Then—then hg’s guilty?”?

“Guilty!”? zneered Fullwocd. “Of ccurse
he's guilty! The Head's seen Snuggs, and
sSnugges explained the whole thing—-how that
rotten kid rushed at him with the crowbar,
and bashed bim about! The truth's all out,
and Ifuggins is in the punizhment rcom.”

** My goodneszs!”

‘*“ Then—then it's true!*

*“ Well, I'm blessed!”

‘thbouﬂh mo:t cf the fellows had been
c‘*\pectmg it, the news, neveitheless, came
as a tremendona shock.

“J don’t believe it!” shouted Handforth,
above thie din. *“1 don’t believe it!”

“Oh, don't be a fool!” said Armstrong
sourly. *“It’s been proved up to the hilt,
Didn't we =ee Huggins' condition? Hasn't
Snuggs explained all about it——"

*“ But—but it seems impcssible!™ muttered
Handforth dazedly. -

I'or once the leader of Stundy D was sub-
dued. -

More than anything else, he wanted to
believe in Alf's innocence. But when he
came to consider the matter, there appeared
to be no hope. And, in spite of himself,
1landforth had to accept the verdict.

But there was one fellow who would not
helieve.

The news of Ali's proved guilt spread
through the school like wildfire. And Archie
Jlentheorne heard echoes of it out in the
'friangle, where he was still wandering aim-
Jessly about in the darkness,

He came indoors, and listened dazedly.

“It’s rongh on you, Archie, after what
you believed of the chap,” said Pitt gently.
~“*You had faith in him, and now it’s all de-
stroyed in one blow. Rough luck, old man!”

Archie looked at him coldly.

‘“ Pestroyed?” Le repeated.
not !?

“ Abcolutely

Jul
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t Silence ! ! commanded Dr. Staf-

ford harshly. ‘' This—this is appal-
ling! Do not dare to utter another
word, Huggins! You will leave the
echool in the morning ! ? .

“But you deon’t mean to say——"?

‘““Alf is true blue—as true as a diec!
Jdeclared Archie. *“ Dash it all, I believe in
him as much as ever! You poizcncous rot-
ters! You foul bounders! Haven't you got
any more faith in the chappie than to turn
against him like this?”

*“But it's proved!” said Pitt weakly.

* Dear old tulip, it doesn’t matter to me
whether it's proved, or whether it's not
proved,” said Archie, with' hopelesz logic.
“I know bally well that IIuggins is inud-
cent. Why, dash it all, he's white! He's
white clean through! I may be a frightful
sort of ass, but when it comes to knowing
a chappie’s character, I'm absolutely there!
Eh]‘er:e-; been scme frightfully fearful mis-
akel”

And Archie hurried off to Dr. Stafford’s
study. Ho was so anxious thiat he forgot
to knock. He walked straight in, and found
t‘te Headmaster pacing up and down, alone.

“What are you doing here, Glenthorne?”
demanded tho Head curtly.

*“The fact is, I had to come!” said Archie.
“] mean to say, about Alf! Alf, don't you
know! 1t's not possible! I don’t like to say
g0, sir, but it strikes me that you've bally
well made a most ghastly sort of bloomer!”
“How dare you, Glenthorne?” demanded
the Mead. ““This js a piece of sheer im-
pertinence——"’

“ Not absolutely, sir,” interrupted Arc'}‘.ié.
should say, absolutely not! The idea,

ry



you ez, iz 80 dashed impcss. that the brain
celle pusil-ively won't grab hold of it. Alf
is cno of the lads. I mean to say, Alf is as

straivht as a deucedly straight piece of
string! Ile couldn't do it, sir—he didn’'t do
it! 1 don't believe it! In all sorts of

difficrent positions, I don’t bhclieve it!”

Tho llcad looked at Archie sternly.

“ My boy, it is splendid to see such
staunch loyalty, but I can essure you that
this- loyalty is sadly misplaced,” he ex-
claimed. “ Huggins is guilty. You may go!
I canuot discuss the matter with ycu!”

‘“But—but—I mean!” protested Athle
“It's not absolutely a fact that you're or-
dering me to buzz off? Can't I have a little
chat with the old lad? About five minutes,
sir—or, say ten minutes? I'd just like to
assure him that I dgn't believe any of this
p,rwelv 1 piffle!”

“You cannot see IIuggins to-night, Glen-
thorne,” replied the Head sternly. “In-
deed, you will not seo lluggins again!”

““Oh, but dash it all—’

“You will not see luggins again!’’ re-
peated Dr. Statford.

Archio turned, and walked out in a dazed
kind of condition.- lle didn’t remember what
happened afterwards. But he had a hazy
Kind of recollection that e paced up and
down the corridors.

The next lucid thing he knew was that
the whole schcol had been called together
in Big Hall. He found himeelf in his place
without having any remembrance as to how
he got there.

And the school was unusually subdued.

Only the faintest of faint whispers passed
from fellow to fellow. Thero was a hush
over the wholo assembly. This affair was so
grave that the juniors, in.particular, were
in a state of something like awe.

And then the Headmaster appeared
the hush became almost painful.

“It is not my intention to kecp you long,
boys,” said Dr. Stafford quietly. = “But it is
necessary that the main facts of this most
unfortunate affair should be made clear to
you. It would be distressing in the extreme
if exaggerated and wild stories were to get
about.”

He paused, and the school hungz on his
words.

““Mr. Snuggs, I am happy to tell you, is
not badly injured,” continued the Iead.
““Ile will be able to resume his duties within
a day or two. But the attack upon him
was a blackguardly one. Huggins, of the
Remgve, is guilty of this act. But Mr.
snuggs has dezired me to be merciful.”

“The rotten hypocrite!” muttered Hand-
forth fiercely.

“ Mr. buu;..gs is greatly distressed,” pro-
ceeded Dr. Stafford. “ He has npl.uned that
the boy attacked him in a moment of
temper. It was over in a flash, but the
damage was done. And Hugzins will leave
the school in the morning.”

“Serve him right!” said Gulliver audibly.

Tha Head frowned.

and
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“I am sorry to hear any such expression
from any boy!”’ he exclaimed. * MHuggins has
sinned, and his punishment will be drastic,
At least, you will refrain from gloating cver
his downfall. You will nct see him sgain,
for when the school! rises in the morning,
Hugging will have gone.”

“But has it been proved, sir?? asked
Handforth boldly.
“There is no question, my boy. Huggins'

guilt hias been proved to the very hilt!” re-
piied Dr. Stafford. “I have nothing further
to say, except that I slmll admire you if
you refrain from any noisy demonstration.”

A few minutes later the school dismissed.

And, somehow, the Remove was silent.
Thero was no jeering, no loud expressions of
exultant joy. TIullwood and Co., and the
other fellows in their =et, were the only
ones who loudly precclaimed their satis-
faction.

The majority of the fellows were quiet.

Now that Alf was going—now that he had
met with this downfall—many of the juniors
were beginning to think of his good points.
They felt half sorry for hiim.

“ After all, he's not to blame s8¢ very
much!” growled Hubbard.

“ Not to blame?” said Bell sturing.

“No! Look at the way Snuggs used to
persecute him,” said Hubbard. “ He was at
him from morning till night. He never
gave the chap a minute's rest. Wasn't it
enough to goad him on? I tell you straight,
I'm sorry for the poor kid!”

“Sama here!" .

“Hard linea on him!”

“It’'s rough on Archie, too!” remarked
De Valerie. “ Didn't you see him just now?
The poor chap locked dazed.”

“ Oh, well, he and Huggins were as thick
as thieves,” said Owen Major. “ And the
queer part about it is that Archie still be-
lieves in him.”

“0Oh, ho's a fool!” said Marriott.

Yet, in all truth, Archie Glenthorne was
the one sensible fellow of all. His instinct
told him that Alf Huggins was innocent.
His faith was blind. He knew—he abso-
lutely knew—that his chum was a3 true as
steel.

And he was thunderstruck.

He could only sit in his study, staring be-
fore him with dull, listless eyes, It seemed
that the end of all things had come. Just
when he had begun to enjoy life, this was
the result!

But, gradually, Archie lost that dazed
look. An idea was coming to him—gradually
forming in his mind.

And, although Alf Huggins had bLeen pub-
licly expelled—althiough he was booked to
leave St. Irank's in the ecarly morning-—some
very remarkable things were destined {o
huppein bifore the boy from loxtou left the
school., Alf's back was to the wall, wud

| thero was some light in him yet!

THUE END,
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Announcement.

My Dear Readers,

The circumstances under which Huoggins
was found guilty. by the Mead of brutally
assaulting Mr. Snuggs were all in favour of
the latter’s story corroborated by IFullwood.
The fact that the Form-master had been
badly injured, narrowly escaping deeth,
removed any suspicion that the whole thing
had been an ingenious plot against the
Hoxton boy. It zeemed absurd to suggest
that Snuggs would deliberately wound him-
«elf in order to make it appear that he
Lad been.set upon by a boy who, above
everyone else at St. I'ravk’s, had most reason
10 owe the Remove master a grudge. That
it could have heen an accident would not
have occurred to anyone, for accidents do
not often fit so easily.into the motive and
opportunity presented in this case. = In
expelling Hugging, the Head was not to be
blamed. Had the aflair been taken to
court, the unfortunate boy would have been
convicted hy any jury on the evidence,

NELSON LEE MAKES SOME DISCOVERIES.

To a shrewd observer like Nelson .Lee,
Huggins's alleged guilt had one obvious flaw.
Instead of Iuggins having a grudge against
Smuggs, it was more probable that the
Remove master would be seeking to avenge
himself against the lad, for it was on
account of the latter that Snuggs was under
notice to leave St. Frank’s in disgrace.
Huggins had already triumphed over Snuggs,
and there was no occasion for him .to take
the law of retribution in his own hands.
Reasoning on these lines. Nelson Lee was
able to nrake some surprising discoveries in
favour of the accused lad. But, in the
meantime, lHuggins suffers the penalty of his
supposed crime, and all this is admirably
told in next week’'s story, “DOWN AND-
OUT, or, Hounded from the School!”

THE EDITOR.

4
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vivers—Plaster Casts—Invisible Inks—Fine
Fretwork—Line Blocks—Gramophone Cabinets
—Dextrine Adhesives—Artistic Bedroom Fit-
ments—A Clothes Post—A Pair of Hand-Sewn
Boots—Signs in Chipped Glass—Cements—Door
Bolts, Hinges, etc.—Curtain Fittings—Square
Hanging Baskets—Acids for Etching Metals—
Anti-Freezing Solutions—A Self-closing Door—
Castings in Metal — Celluloid Varnish — Roller
Blinds—Bent Ironwork—Artificial Marble—A
Mailcart—A Swing—A  Sundial Pedestal—

yvyou how and show
ob as well, quickly, and as efficiently as any tradesman.

Stencil Plates.

These men do their own
Mr. J. McGRAFFIN, Workington,

Mr. J. H. GREGORY, Acton,
London, W.3,, writes :—

“ Your articles on ‘ Overhauling a Motor-
Cycle * and ‘ Overhauling a Motor-Car’ are,

- from my point of view as a fitter, excellent;

they would be of real use to many who are
‘amateurs.” I honestly consider this
work is worth double or treble what you

. charge for it: it is far and away bevond my

imagining about it. I shall certainly re-

commend it."”

THIS BOOK

There is no
any job that wants doing the very first day

Learn to mend—

Leather Couches—Cane-seated-Chairs—0ld China

— Chair Bottoms — Modern Watches — Old
Clock Dials—Step-ladders—Oilcloth—Hot Water

ou how

Pipes—Windows - and Doors—Picture Frames— g

Range Boilers—Mahogany Armchairs—Pianos— .
Knives and Forks—Plastering—Gas Fittings— - .

Speaking Tubes—Cooking Ranges—Metal Vessels
Pocket and Pen Knives—Leather Bags—Grand-
father Clocks—Defective Floorboards—Speciacles
—Excessive Outflow at Taps—Dining Chairs—
Mirrors, Mantelboards, ete.— Violin Bows—
Dutch and French Clocks—Floor Tiles—Type-
writers — Brooches — Locks — Scissors — Book
Covers — Iron and Brass Bedsteads — €abinet
Fittings—Linoleum and Mattings—O0il Paintings
—Vcenetian Blinds — Shelves and Rails — Hot
Waler Apparatus—Bools and Shoes.

jobs now

writes ;(—

“ These books are full of useful information,
and the illusirations are quite clear for anyone
to learn from. I am sure the books will repay
anyone who only takes up one of the numerous
trades dealt with, I am a boot repairer and
maker, and have been eleven years in that
trade, s0 T think I should be able to judge as
to what your articles in connection with that
trade arc worth.”
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