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The boy from Hoxton was risking his own life for the sake of his gfeatééi“
N enemy. It was something none of the onlookers could understand.

-




After Lights Out!

NPl

£ This is the concluding story of the stirring
I ceries relating to the adventures of Alf Hug-
] gins, who is really Alfred Brent, the son of
r’ ! Sir John Brent,-one of the governor’s of
St. Frank’s College. In order to test what

sort of reception he would receive at the
school, Alf appears at St. Frank’s as the boy
: - | from Hoxton, and the son of a bricklayer.
i Adopting a Cockney way of speaking, he

meets with every kind of persecution from the
snobs of the school, particularly from
Mr. Snuggs, the new Remove master.
Mr. Snuggs has a grudge against the boy, and
eventually succeeds in getting him expeiled
Alf, however, is befriended by Archie Glenthorne and,
fo St.

it - in disgrace. 1 nde
pending important investigations, he is induced to return secretly

Frank’s and to live in hiding in the North Tower.

How the truth comes

out at last, and Alf is completely vindicated, is told in the absorbing story

below.

CIIAPTER L
AFTER LIGHTS OLT,

00M—boo-0-00m!

IFar away in the distance, a roll of
thunder sounded. The echo of it
came sounding and reverberating

over the dark pile of St. I'rank’s College.

1t was night—between eleven and twelve
Q’clock. '

The great bulk of St. Frank’s was asleep.

But in a certain bedroom in the Ancient
House Archie Glenthorne sat in an easy-
chair. 1t was his own private bedroom—for
the swell of the Ancient House was granted
this privilege. He did not sleep in the
dormitory with the other juniors.

And Archie realised more than ever how
useful it was to have a bedroom of his own.

“‘ adzooks ! he murmured. ¢ The hour

THE EDITOR.

15 getting late. 1 mean to say, before =o
very long the dark and sinister boom of mid-
night will proceed to roll forth. I wonder
why the laddie doesn’t come? 1 trust that
everything is all serene and toppin'?”

Archie started.

“1 mean to say, it would be dashed fright-
ful if anything happened now,” he muttered,
rising to his feet, and pacing up and down.
““Not only dashed frightful, but fearfully
awk.! I must confess that the wind is pro-
ceeding to get up. Absolutely! Inside and
outside, in fact!”

IHe glanced at the window, for following
that rolling boom of thunder had come a
distinet puff of wind, which caused the win-
dow-sash to mattle a trifle. There was every
appearance of rough weather coming.

Archie was fully dressed—he had made no

. attempt to disrobe. Under ordinary circume-
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staneces, of course, he would have been in
bed far a considerable time. But this was a
ery special occasion,

Archie, in fact, was up to come little
game.

And that nceds some explanation. Only a
short time ecarlier, Alf Huggins, the boy

from loxton, had been expelled in disgrace
from thg old school. 1le had literally been
hounded out, by a horde of snobs and ecads
led by Bpllwood, of the Remove.

IIe had been sacked beecause of an alleged
assaulty mpon Mr., Snuggs, the Remove
master '\1!‘ Snuges had hven Itlled and it
was only by chauce that his infury was not
«rave. And Alf had been found in fuspicious
cirenmstances.  With blood on his hand,
and with a confession that he had been with
Mr. Snuggs, the thing seemed obvious.

And then, on the top of that, the Formn-
master had positively stated that Alf had
struck him down. That was the thuoderbolt
witich had desecended upon the brieklayer’s
<on, It numbed him. He had gone from the
si:hool, disgraced and dishonoured.

And all the worst fellows in the Remove
had hounded him out.

But the truth was very different.

At the time of the affair, Mr. Snuggs had
heen talking with Fullwood in the wocdshed.
A crowbar had fallen from the rafters, strik-
ing Mr. Snuggs by accident. And the vindic-
tive Form-master, seizing upon this chance,
hagd laid the blame at the door of Alf
Jluggins.

But only Mr. Snuggs himself and Fullwood
knew the truth.

And they both hated Alf—they detested !
him =0 much that they fairly gloated when
he left the school. 1t was their trinmph.
‘I'hey had worked for it—and they had gained
vietary. o

it is

Fate had helped them, true—for Mr.

Snuggs would mnever have gone to such
lengths. e had taken advaptage of the
aceident. And this was the result. Alf had

wobe—gone in dire disgrace.
But the schemers had reckoned without

Archie!

The Genial Ass of the Remove! The
lapguid dandy who was supposed to be a
mere brainless fop! It was Arehie who had
stuck to Alf Huggins through thick and
thin—never believing for a moment that he
was guilty. It was Archie who had worked
with .might and main during the day—and
now awaited to hear the Tesult of his
<cheming.

Archie’s eyes were very bright as he paced
“up and down his bedroom.

For Alf was not in London—tihe expelled
iunior was not far away—he was here! He
was actually in the school!

And this was Archie's work.

'The elegant jumior had planned
with the aid of Phipps, his wvalet.
was now waiting for Phipps.
ing to hear the news.

It ‘- had eome about because Phipps had
been ordered by the Head to wait

it all—
Archie
He was wait-

npon |

F

|
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Mr. Snuggs, in the sick-room—for the ras-
cally Remove-mmaster was confined to his bed,
hiz head bandaged up. He wasn’t hurt <o
badly as he made out. Mr. Souggs was
malingering to a certain extent.

But there was no doubt that that blow
had been severe. In his sleep, he had talked
of the affair. And Phipps, in attendance,
had heard certain  words—words which
clearly indicated the truth. The blow had
been an aceident—and Mr. Snuggs and Full-
wood had plotted to entrap Alf Huggins.

As soon as Archie heard this he decided
that something ought to be done. Aud
Archiec had rushed to London, he had got
hold of Alf, and he had brought him back.

According to the plan, Archie ought to be
in the school now,

The door opencd with complete
and Phipps glided in.

“What-ho!” murmured Archie. * What-
ho! The old ghost! Dash it all, Phipps,
you positively ooze about like the family
spectre. How goes it, laddie? 1 mean to
say, what news of the night?”’

“All is well, sir,” said Phipps quietly.

“ @Qood!” said Archie. *“ Distinctly good!
In other words, bally good!. All's well,
what? Good, watchman—— 1 mean to say.
that’s the idea! 1 take it that dear old
Alf is tucked away in his cosy cot? Our
rallying round has panned out toppingly?”

“ Exactly, sir,”” said Phipps.

““ Well, of course, that's priceless!” said
Archie. *“Kindly detail the {facts. The
young master is anxious to hear all about it.
1 Get busy, Phipps, and amuse me!”

¢“] carried out your instructions to the
letter, sir,”” said Phipps. * Master Huggins
is now in the tower, and there is practically
no danger of him bheing seen or heard by any
other persouns in the school.”

“That is excellent, old sportsman!?”

““He is quite comiortable, sir, and will.be
safe until the morning. But I must confess
that 1 cannot quite see what your exact

silence,

idea is. What do you propose to do with
Master Huggins to-morrow 7"’

Archie smiled serenely.

“] don't propose to do anything,” Le
replied.

“ But surely vou have s{:me plan??

‘« Absolutely not!” smiled Archie. ¢ You

see, Phipps, I'lm somewhat in the position
of that priceless chappie in the book—Mr.
Micawber. T1'm bhally well waiting for some-
thing to turn up.”

“But that is rather vague, surely, sir?*

¢ Admitted, laddie—but I am optimistie,”
said Archie. “I've got a feeling down in -
the old bones that something will turn up
dashed soon. And now I shall proceed to
trickle.”

“ Trickle, sir?”

““In other words, I shall visit the prizoner
in the tower,’” said Archie. “What-ho!
That sounds rather frightful——what? Remin«s
you of chains and dungeons, and what not.”

“T1 hardly think it: advisable to go now,
sir,’? said Phipps dubiously.



THE NELSON

4

¢ Rats—I mean to say, rats in swarms!”
céaid Archie. ¢ Kindly allow the young
master to know best, Phipps. I shall pro-
ceed.”

And the elegant junior went to the door,
and slipped out—iutent upon seeing the
prisoner in the tower. '

CHAPTER II
IN THE TOWER ROOM!
AP! Tap! Tap!

Alf Huggins, seated
on Lis camp bedstead,
looked at the door

with a bit of a start. Phipps
‘had been gone for some time,
and Alf had made no attempt

to undress.
He had been thinking,
And now, without warning, had come that

tap on the door. -

All was rather startled.
Was it Phipps returning? If so, everything
was all right. DBut supposing somebody else
should turn up? Then everything would be
all wrong.

In any case, he would have to risk it, and
he got up from the bed, and moved across
towards: the heavy, ancient door. The tower
ToOm Wwas a square brick place at the very
summit of the main tower of the Ancient
House. Just overhead lay the roof.

There were no windows here—in daylight it-
was pitchy dark within. Apd a small lamp
“mia] burning, hanging from a nail on the
wall.

Alf reached the door, and turned the key
in the lock.

“What-ho!” observed a soft voice, as he
opened the door,

¢“0Oh, it’s you, Archie!”
relief.

““ Absolutely!”

“You give me quite a start!” said the
Hoxton boy.

‘“ Sorrow, dear old lad,” apologised Archie.
“But 1 thought you would immediately
guess that I was the jolly old visitor. This,
I might remark, is somewlat priceless. 1In
other words, not so dusty.”

He looked round, and nodded with
approval. .

“Good!” said Alf. “I'm glad you've come,
old man. 1 say, you ain't 'arf a brick!'
You've done all this for me, an' I don't
gnuw 'ow 1 shall thank you—blowed if 1

0, .

¢ Neither, as a matter of fact, do I,” said
Archie. ¢ The fact is, sweet one, I've done
nothing to be thanked for. I mean to say,
pray carve out this prepos. talk. It's
absolutely ridic.’”

“It’s all very well to say that, Archie,
but I've got a feeling that your friendship
1s going to mean everything to me,” said
Alf earnestly. ¢ You've done wonders.”

Who could it be?

said Alf, with

Archie looked severe. J
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“Dash it all!”™ he protested. I have
repeatedly told you that I won't have it.
Absolutely not! I doun't exactly know what’s
going to happen to-morrow, but Snuggs will
receive a large packet. And then everything
will be all serene.”

“What are you
Snuggs?”?

“I'm going to do a fearful lot!" replied
Archie. “In the first place, I intend whizz-
ing in to see the old Headmaster. I'in
jolly well going to put it before himn as man
to man!”

“You'll tell him I'm here?” _

“ Well, not absolutely,” replied Archie.
¢ At least. not at first. Rather unwise, don’t
yvou think? Or don’t you? I mean, the old
‘ad might get somewhat huffy.”

“But I can't stop up here for ever.”

““Well, rather not !’ replied Archie. * You
see, my scheme is to tell the Head about
Snuggs, and then a bally series of investiga-
tions will follow. Fullwood will be ques-
tioned—and I'll jolly well .get the truth out
of him. He'll confess, Snuggs will be
trapped, and then everybody will be yelping
for you.”

“] don't know abouf that.”

“But I do!” s=aid Glenthorne. ¢ Why,
gadzooks, all the lads of the village will -be
yelling in lusty voices. They'll be requesting
your presence. Then I shall simply yank
ycu out, and a vast amount of conqueriug
hero stuff will follow.” :

““Jt sounds lovely!” exclaimed Alf, with
shining eves.

“ And it’ll be better!” declared Archie.
“No question of it. old dear. You don’t
seem to realise that we are gaining sup-
porters every hour. When I returned to the
fold this evening I found the bally chappies
gathering round in squads—rallying to the
nld flag. I mean to say, they're beginning
to see what priceless chumps they were.”

“ You mean, they believe in me?"

“ Absolutely!” '

‘““ And yet there's nothing been proved
yet,” said Alf. I say, that's gnand. What
I should have done without you, I don't
know. Lumme! I don't know how I shall
thank you!”’

Archie hesitated. _

““One way, dear lad, will be to polish up
the old converzation,”” he said difidently. -
‘ Pray don't think I'm personal. In fact,
['ve noticed vast improvements during the
last week.”

“] was a bit common in me talk when I
first come, wasn't 1?”

“You were—when you first came,”
Archie gently.

“QOh, sorry!”? grinned Alf. *“That’s right
—came. If ever you find me going wrong,
just pull me up.”

“Good!” said Archie. ¢ Now that I have
your permish, I'll jolly well do so. Every-
thing seems to be all right, and so I'll trickle
back to the old blankets and sheets, I

going to do about

said

| mean, a chappie must have a gced assort-



T——

THE NELSON

ment of the old winks to brace the tizsues
for the battle.”

“That's the idea,” Alf: 1l
1o bed, too."

He shook hands with Archie, and a minute
or two later the eclegant junior took his
departure,

e passed down the circular steps, and let
himself out through the big door at the
hottom—wiiich was now left unlocked. There
was really wo need for it to be secnred—
as  Alf had loecked himself in the tower
room at the summit.

Archie was feeling very happy.

On the morrow he would demand a il
inquiry.,  Alf was innocent, amd it wonld be
shametul to let the thing stand. Dr. Staj-

said get

tord, Archiec was sure, would econsent to a
further inquiry after he had learred the
news.,  And then the big triumph would
¢COMme,

Archiec eot back to his own bedroom,
-iimied into the sheets, and before many

minutes had passed he went off into a happy
sicep. Ile instinetively knew that things
were egoine to he hetter.

Little did Archie know of the dread cvents
in stere!

3 W

CITAPTER I1I.
< ULLWOOD, of the Re-
F move, lay awake in
‘\)\‘ The dormitory was
all  quiet. As far as the
ont, all the fellows were sound
asieep. The breathing was regular and even

But Iullweod could nob glecp.

Ife was worricd—his conscicuce was  at
By the way things were going in the Re-
move, it looked as though a stir would bo

And Fullwoed wondered Low he would fare.

{fle had decided, when going up to bhed,
word in private with Mr. Snuggs. And the
ounly possible way to get that “word would
the rest of the school was all asleep.

- And now after ages had passed, I'ullwood

IN MR. SNUGGS' EEDROOM.
bed.
leadcr of Study A c¢ould make
from the beds on all sides,
work, Or, if not his conscience, his fears,
made,
‘hat his only safe plan would be to Bave a
he to go along to the master’s study when
slipped out ¢f bed, and commenced dressing.

e did co quictly. And, , within a few
minutes, he had his trousers on over his
pyjamas, hia elippers, and a dressing-gown,

He moved towards the door.

Then he went out along the corridor, and
crept like a shadow. Not a sound broke the

stillness—except at intervals, the distant
rumble of thunder. It seemed to be growing
nearer.

But there was notling in this. A thunder-
staorm scemed a matter of very mincr jm-
portance to ullwood just thep,  1le was
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F thinking of his own safety—he was cen-
ceraned about his own skin.
He arrived at the door of Mr. Snuggs’

bedrcomn, and lightly tapped.

There was no reply.

Fullweood tried the handle, and found thiat
tl:e door cpened. e slipped inside, and dis-
covered that the room was in darkness.
Steady breathing came from the bed.

The leader of the cads closed the door,
and felt for the switech., Then he turned on
the eclectric light. The room became flooded
with brilliance. Turning, Fullwood saw that
Mr. Snuggs was asleep in bed. But the
switehing on of the light had disturbed him.

The Removo master stirred, turned rcund,
and then looked up.

“Why, what—what——  Who is that?!
ho asked, in his thin voice.

“1t’s all right, sir; only me!” whizpered
Fullwoaod.

-Mr. Snuggs stared at him with sleep-laden
eyes.

“Good gracious me!” he
**What is the meaning of this,
What  extracrdinary freak of
bronght you here? I do net
all!» '

ciaculated
Fullweod?
fancy has
like this atb

“1 am sorry to dizturbh you, sir, but 1
wanted a word in private,” =aid Fullwcod.
“I thought you ought to know how things
are gaing., It looks to me as though we
might be in trouble.”

Mr. Snuggs turned pale.

Mo was nut a pleasant sight as he lay
thero in bed. At the best of times he was
thin, wecdy, and sour in cxpression. His
lips were thin, and his eyes were watery.

Just now, with a big bundage round his
forehead, and awakened f{rom sleep, ho
Jocked almost repulsive, And Fullwood's

words had sent an expression of fear inte
his eyes,

“ What—what do you
nervously. “Aro you mad,

mean?”? he asked
Fullwood? 1

am safe enough—and so are you! What non-
sense 1s this? What - possible trcuble can
arise?”

“I don't exactly know, sir.”

“You don't know!™ retorted Mr. Snuggs.
“And yet you come to me in the dead of
night. bothering me with some idle fancy!”

*“It’s not an idle fuancy, &ir,” growled
Fullweod.

“] do not agree—I C'i"I‘tdlIJl}" do nnt agree!”
spapped Mr. Snuggs. ““Good gracious! Am
1 to be pestered and bothercd instead of
sleeping? I am iil—I am =still excecdingly
i1 You will go at cnce! Suppes=ing scme-
body :heuld- see you in here?”

“There's not much danger of that, sir,”
said Fullweod. “ Nobody is likely to come
at this bour of the night

““ Listen!"” muttered the master, < What—
what was that?”

“ Thunder, sir,” said Fullwcood.
seems to be a stﬂrm about.”

Mr, Snuggs pulled the bedclothes closer
routd him,

“Thera

1 detest thunderstorms,” he said necrve



ouzly. “The lightning! The lightping is
dangercug, TFullwood. People aro killed

through lightning! I detest thunderstorms!”

Fullwood looked at him rather contemptu-
ously, _

“1 don't think you need be afraid of this
one, =ir.” %ie said. “ There¢'s not much fear
of it coming over here. In any case, were
safe enough. I want to tell you about the

news.’
“ News! What news?”
“ Well, sir, I'm uneassy about the talk

that's going on,” said Fullwood.  Lots of
the feliows are beginnin' to side with Huggins
ngw-——"

“ What nonsense are you talking?” de-
manded Mr. Snuggs. ‘“How can the hoys
side with Huggins, when ITuggins is not
here? If you cannot talk sensibly, Fullwcod,
yeu had better not talk at all!”

** Huggins is notb here, sir, but that makes
no difference,” said Fullwooad steadily. “ Lots
of the fellows are beginning to sav there
ought to be another inquiry. And if it
goes on they might find out that you met
with an azceident. They might discover that
Hugeinsg didn’t hit you at all——>

“ Ridiculous!"” snapped Mr. Snuggs.
can they find it out?”

“1 don’t know, sir; but once a gang of
chaps get busy, they can do a lot!” said
Fullwood savagely. ¢ There's Nipper and Pitt
and Archie. Lots of the bacys are now say-
ing that thero’s been trickery.”

““They are saying thut?”

“ Yes, sir—and even worse!”

“ Worse?” asked Mr, Snuggs nervously. |

“I've heard some of them sayin’' that
they'll demand a new inquiry. They reckon
that Iuggins was expelied on our woard—your
evidence and mine. An' they say that we're
not reliable. Talk of that kind is bocund
to zot to the lHHeadmaster sooner or later.”

““ Nonsense!” said Mr. Snuggs.

But he looked very scared, all the same.

The pos:ibility of a.- second inquiry was
exceedingly startling. But, as Mr. Snuggs |
kept thinking, his composurs returned. 1

“Bah!” he muttered. “You are merely a
nervous boy! You have been getting all
these fears for nothing. There is nothing to
worry about—nothing whatever!” ;

“If you think so, sir——"

“I certainly do think s0,” interrupted Mr.
Snuggs. “Do you suppose for one moment
that the Headmaster will listen to the idle
chatter of these junior boys? Huggins has
been expelled, and the whole affair is closed.
(¢ back to bed, and let me have no more
of this nonsense.”

““Then you think we're quite safe, sir?”

“I certainly do. And, remember, you must
keep your tongue still!” said Mr. Snuggs.
“Nob one word, Fullwood! And if you at-
tempt to make any profit out of this secret,
I shall be severe —-'

““Oh, don’t talk!” growled Fullwood. “I'm
not likely to make much profit out of you!
I'll clea: off!”

“How
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Fullwood wondered if Archie was
walking in his sleep. But he knew
that Archie had never before shown
any signs of such proclivities. Be-
sides, he was now tapping on the door
at the top.

“Yes!” snapped Mr. Snuggs. “You had
better do =¢!”

‘““ And [ hope you enjoy the thunderstorm,
gir,” saild Fullwood softly. “It's ecomin’
over this way, you know. Listen to that!”

A rolling boom sounded—much louder, and
much nearer. Mr. Snuggs shivered, and lay
down, puiling the bedclothes aver him. TFull-
wood went out with a contemptuous sniff
after switching off the light,

He made his way along the corridor, en
route for the Remove dormitory.

Then, just as he turned a c¢orner, he came
to an abrupt halt. A figure was moving
further along the passage—a dim, silend
figure.
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CHAPTER 1V,
FULLWOOD DISCOVERS SOMETHING!

OR a moment Fullwoocd

was filled with alarm.

Who could this be,

prowling about the

upper corridors at such an
hcur of the night?

ile crouched back, and the
figure came along to the end of the passage,
and then turned off in the direction of the
:taiis which led to the high old tower. And
Fullwood had obtained a glimpse of the figuro
a: it turped.

““ Glenthorne !
astonishment,

lle was very astomizhed. What on earth
¢onld Archie be doing out of his bedroocm at
guch an hour? It was quite astounding.

The leader of Study A hesitated only for
a moment, Then he decided that he would
mmvestigate, There was something fishy about
thiz. What could Archie bo doing?

Like a shadow, Fullwood crept along in
Archie's wake, and the latter had not the
elightest idea he was being followed. This,
of course, was taking place during Archie’s
visit to Alf—which I ©iave already described.

1f Archio could only have known the trath,
he would not have been so happy in Al'S
presence. For the very one fellow in the
whole school who should not know this
g -ret, was learnipg it

That was the positiou.

IFullweood arrived at the tower door. It
was standing open, and he could biear Archie
scftly ascending towards the tower room at
the summit. The thing was becoming mere
and more astounding,

Mullwood wondered if Archio was walking
in his sleep.

But he came to the conclusion that it could
not be so. For Archie was a sound, healthy
fellow, who had uever shown any sizns of
such proclivities. Bestdes, he was tapping on
the deor at the top.

Then Fullwood heard the dour ecpen, and
Archie spoke to somebody.  The top door
clezed again.

“ By gad!” murmured Fullweed.  “Who
the dickens can be up there? What’s the
game? [ never thought Archie was one of
tho gay ones! But I wouldn’t be surprised if
they've gobt a card party up there! Glen-
thorne an’ some of thosze roiten Fifth-
Fermers, perhaps!”

Fullwood thoughit he had discovered some-
thing of that nature. And he was deter-
mined to make sure. He ascended the stairs
coftly, until, at length, he arrived just out-
¢side the hcavy door,

And he stood there, listening,

Jle heard Archie speaking and then came o
voice which caused Ralph Leslie to clutch at
the wall. He nearly fell down the steep
ctairs backwards. The voice was unmis-
{akable. .

“Yes, you're a good 'un, Archie,” it said.

murmured Tullwecod, in

Gieathorno

| temptible sort of worm, anyway,
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“I don’t know how I shall thank you,
Lumme! You're a brick!”

Al Huggins!

Fulilwood felt rather faint. This was the
lash thing in the world that he had expected
or belicved. It had taken him by surprize,
and hoe was utterly staggered.

Huggins! The thing was unbelievable.

But it was true—that was the awkward
part of it. |

All Huggins, instead of being c=cores of
miles away in London, was here, in the
school itself! That was the astounding fact
which struck Fullwood with the force of a
physical blow,

“By gad!” “What—what
can if mean?”

lie didn’t want a minute longer, for at
any moment Archie might come out. And
I'olltweod did not want to be caught in such
a position as this. There would be no time
ta retreat. - |

Archie would find him, and then it would
ba all up.

Swirtly, =silently, the spy descended the
stairs, He arrived at the bottom of the
tower, and then he crept away, and waited.
ife decided that he would stop there until
camo down. And his theoughts
wero busy., e was in a kind of maze.

His mind was in a state of chaos.

Of course, Archie had brought Alf Huggins
back! All sorts of little things came into
Fullwood's mind now, lle remembered that
Archie hrad been away all day. Archie had
gone off, and had not explained his abzence
when ha returned.

ITe had followed Alf to London, after the
latter had been sacked. And he had brought
the loxten boy back,

Bui why—why?

What possible reascn could Archie have for
making such a move?  Fullwood was filled
withh vague uneasiness. There was something
mysterious about this—something that was
encugh to unsettle anybody.. And he knew
that his visit to Mr. Snuggs had been fully
justified. :

Another rumble of thunder frcm cutside
rather startled him.

There bad been a flash of lightning, too-—
a brilliant, searing clash which lit up the
whole corridor for a sceond or two. It
seemed that the very night itzelf was contri-
buting towards the mystery.

And then, while Fullwood was thinking, he
heard a sound.

He erouched further back into his corner,
and he saw Archie Glenthorae come down
from the tower. Then Archie went away to-
wards his own bedroom. But Fullwood fol-
lowed him to make sure.

Then he paused for a few minutes..

What should he do? Go back to Mr.
Snuggs and tell him? No, that would be
foolish—for the master of the Remove would
get. into a sort of panic. He was a cair
Even Full-

he muttered.

wood was ready to admit that.
He decided on another course.
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“I'll go up to that tower myself,” he mut-

tered.© **Yes, by gad! I'll surprise that
cad, and give him a shock! Then I'll go

an' raise the alarm! 1f he thinks he's goin’
to stop there, he's made a mistake!”

If Fullwood had decided to vzise the alarm
at once, all the events of the night would
have been changed. But he could not help
pandering to that gloating feeling of
triumph which surged throuzh him. He
wanted to meet Alf face to face.

And he would let the Hoxton boy know
that the game was up!

Fullwood crept to the tower, and then he
went up the steps. lle arrived at the top,
and saw a chiuk of light coming from under-
neath. Huggins had not gone to bed yet.

Tap! Tap!

Fullwood rapped his knuckles on the door,
just as Archie had doiz. He heard the key

turn in the lock, and the donr opened.
Alf Huggins and Fullwood stared at one
another.

CHAPTELR V.
A CHANGE OF CAPTIVE!

: ALPH LESLIE FULL-
WOOD walked into
the tower room with a
sneer on his face. And

Alf stood back, his heart
beating rapidly. He watched

_— Fullwood, and a great rage
sur<ed up within him.

““Very nice!"” gaid Fullwood
“Very comfy! An' I suppose you
you're goin' to stay here?”

All looked &t him with fercely burning
eyes.

“How did you find out?” he demanded
hoarsely.

‘““ Never mind how 1 found out)” replied
Fullwood. <1 make it my business to dis-
cover things of this kind. You plotting cad!
So you think you ecan come back to the
echool, and stay here in secr®t?”

B Alf turned his back to the door and closed
i

jeeringly.
think

“Well now you're here, we'll have a
word!” he said, with cold deliberation.
“You're the bloke who got me sacked!
You're the bloke wot got up that rotten
affair to kick me out!”

“Well?” sneered Fullwond.

“Well!” <caid Alf. *““Now ycu're going
through it!”

“ Look here, vyou fool—*

“Youn're goin' through it!” repeated Alf
harshly.

Fullwood suddenly turned pale. It came
upon him in a flond of alarm that te had
been insanely unwise. It had only just ce-
curred to him. And now it was too late.

Alf had his back to the d or, and there
wis no way out. . '

Fullwood had come up her+ in order to
gloat over his intended - vietim, and Alf
was not prepared to let him go! And Full-
wood knew very well that if it came to a
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matter of fistic prowess, he was nowhere.
The thoughts of a fight made him shiver.

“1f you touch me, I'll yell like mad!” he
panted.

** All right-—yell !’ exclaimed Alf. ¢ D’you
ft.éioink I care? Listen to that! Can you hear
ip M

In 2 muffled kind of way a booming roll of
thunder sounded. The very schcol quivered
with the shock. But in this thickly-walled
tower the thunder only penetrated in a muf-
fled way.

“Can you hear it?" repeated Alf. ¢ Out-
side, that thunder is crashin’ with a fearful
din. How many of your yells are goin' to
be 'eard? You can scream yourself 'carse-—
nobody won’t know !™

And Fullwood knew that Al was speaking
the truth.

What a mad fool he had been to come!
It was only now—when all chance of getting
away had gone—that he realised it. He de-
cided his better course would be to adopt
an easy manner.

“It’s all very well to bluster like that,”
he said carelessly. * Look here, Huggins, [
didn’t come up here to quarrel with you. L
just want to give vou a word of advice.”

“ Ain’t you kind?” asked Alf.

“Well, I don’'t know about bein’ kind—
but it's advice for your own good,” retorted
Fullwood. ¢ Don't stay here—get out as soon
as you can. If you don't you'll have another
hounding out!”

“ I've stood it once—I can stand it again,”
said Alf. “I expect you were spyvin’ on
Archie—that's how you got to kmow. Well,
you're not goin' back!”

“If you try to keep me here——>

“l sha'n’t try—I'll do it!” said All.
“Why, I'd be a fooi to let you go! The
fust thine you'd do would be to give the
alarm! But I'm not goin' to let you do
that, beecause you won't get away.”

Fullwood laughed.

“I've got about ten other chaps outsidel”
he sneered. ?

“0Oh, no, you haven't!” retcrted Alf
sharply. “If you ’ad ten other fellers out-
side you'd ‘'ave yelled before now. You
wouldn't ’ave gone pale ke you did! I
reckon I've got youu where I want you!”

“ You—you dangerous madman!” shouted
Fullwood, in a panic. “ Are you goin'® to
attack me like you attacked Snuggs?”

“ What!” shouted Alf hotly. < You in-
fernal cur! So you've been sayin’ it so much
that you even think it's true! You know
about Snuggs—you know it was an accident

b
“An accident !”’ muttered Fullwood. How—
how——"

“0Oh! So it was an accident, then?” ex-
claimed Alf. “You let that out. We're
gettin’ nearer to the truth! 1t won't be
long before evervthing comes out, you plot-
ting blackguard!"”’ :

They stared at one another, and the
thunder rolled outside again,

“Youwll get kicked out of this!” gparled



glad I've discovered this
You’'ll get kicked out,
and then all the fellows will——"?

Fullwood. “I'm
plot of Glenthorne’s!

“ Afore I get Kkicked out, I'm goin® to
make you pay!” exclaimed Alf fiercely.
“Lumme! You came here of your own

now you're goin' to git some-
Put up

aceord, an’
thing you hadu’t bargained f{or!
your hands!™

““ Don't—don’'t dare to touch me!”’

“Up with ’em!” snapped Alf.

I'ullwood was compelled to defend himself,
He yelled with fear, but it was hopeless.
Alf meant business.

Crash!

Before Ralph Leslie could dodge, and wiile
his guard was waving uncertainly hbelore
him, Alf’s right thudded upon his jaw. Fuil-

wood went over with a howl of pain. He
wasn't badly hurt. But Le lay there,
whimpering and wailing.

“Get up!” exclaimed Alf. *“You ain’t

' dume, I s'pose!”
—I'm not goin’ to fight you!’* gasped
l'-n}lwoml “1 don’t fight Im(,l\"i)er i+2

He didn't stir, and Alf looked down upon
him with contempt.

“You miserable funk!” he “ So
you're going to give me best?”

** Hang you!?”

“You're goin’ to do me out of a fight, are
you?”? demanded Alf gruffly. * Ycu kbows I
ean't touch you now! It may be your way—
but it ain’t mine. I don’t hit a feller when
he’s down!”

Fullwood said nothing.
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IHe was discovering that it would be far
safer to stay where he was. If this had
been out in the open, with a crowd of fel-
lows round, Ralph Leslie would have made
some sort of show. But there was nobody
here to see. So what did it matter?

“I'll pay you. out for this:one day!”’ he
muttered thickly.

“Yes—by sdme new hind of triek, 1

s’ pose??”? remrted Alf. “ Shat’s all you can
dﬂ—‘:fdh a bloke in the back! You can’t
face him fair an’ square—you ’aven’t got
the pluek! You can stay ’ere an’ think
things out by yourself. The very sight of
you Takes me sick !

Alf Huggins tore the key out of the door,
passed outside, and locked the door from
there. There was no possibility of Fullwood
getting out. The door was several inches
thick, and made of solid cak. And the lock
was one of those old-fashioned things that
would even defy a modern locksmiti.

Breathring hard, Alf passed down the
circular steps.

“Help! Help!”

The shouts came from within the tower
rcom. Fullwood was already yelling. He

thumped on the door, too. But it was use-
less. Alf’s face tmsted into a2 kind of grim
smile as he listened.

Even here—quite near by—Fullweod’s cut-
ery sounded muffled. In the inhabited parts
of the school it would be inaudible.

Alf had done the only thing possible under
the circumstances.

He crept away, and went etraight to
Archie’s bedroom. He passed inside, and
found the room in darkncss.

A moment later, Archie was awake, with
Alf at his elbow. The blind was up and the
moon was illuminated every few seconds by
brilliant flashes of lightnine.

And the thunder roared alinmost con-
tinuously.
“1 mean to say!” muttered Archie. “I3

b B J

thdt- YO,
\1)

Phipps
it's me!” said AIf grimly,

e ——r—tal

CHOAPTER VI.
THE MIGHT OF THE STORM!

— * RCHIE GLENTHORNE
2 sat up in bed with
A XA surprising alacrity.

“ Gadzooks ! he

****** casped. “ Alf! Dear old lad!
Really, don't you know! ]
mean to say. dash it! What's

the fnffhtlully big idea?”

“1've come down—and
there!”?

Archie gasped.

“ Fullwood !> he repeated. “ But—but I
deon't understand! The fact >f the matter
is, the old brain is buzzing like an alarm
ctock! What with this, and what with that,
1'm frightiully mixed !

Al rapidly told him what had occurred,

left Fullwood up
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And Archie Glenthorne listened, startied. And then, a5 they watched, something hap-
He heard all, and by the time Alf had | peped.

finished, he was in a state of considerable There waas o blinding, blazirg glare. It

perturbation. Ile even got cut of bed, and

put on his dressing-gown.
*““This, as you might say,

fearfully poisonous!” he exclaimed.

is frightfully and
“1 den't

mind admitting, old lad. that the posish
is foul. Dash Fullwood! Dash him! 1t
appears that he's messing up the whole

Jittle game! It’s ghastly!"™
Boom—boom!
A terrible erash of thunder bruke over the

school.
The two juniors instinctively looked to-
wards the window They had not put the

light on, for it was h.lrdh necessary. The
Lontmuuua flashes of llrrhtmnfr made the
apartment briliant every few ueconds And

AlIf and Archie could sec one anothier clearly.
Alf went to the window, threw up the
gash, and looked out.
“It’s stuffy in here!” he said.
and stand by me.”

They both leaned against the sill, and were
rather awed by the might of the stormn. It
was a most curious affair. Not a drop of
rain had f2llen, and overhead the sky was in-
tensely black.

But over towards Bannington the stars
could be seen. And as Archie and Alf looked,
the moon came out from behind the cloud-
hank, and sailed in a perfectly clear sky.
;[‘h;:at whole sceune beecame flcoded with p.:le
igh

The storm was right overhead—but it was
paseing.

And it was extremely terrifying. A
thunderstorm is generally worse ‘'when no
rain falls—for the rain acts as a kind of
safety-valve. The inky clouds overhead were
being split asunder by forked lightning. And
the thunder itseli was like the booming roll
of heavy artillery.

“Pear old boy, it's all very well to look
at the storm, but what about our posigh?’
asked Archie. “We've got to think of
things. In fact, we've got to think of a
frightful lot of things!”

“ Well, we've got plenty of time,” =aid Alf.
“ There's no need to get flustered about it.
We sha’'n’'t be disturbed during the night—
and Fullwood's safe enouch. Let’s wait until
the storm’s over—we can't talk in this row.”

Archie nodded.

‘¢ Perhaps you're right!” he admitted.

Alf lifted his hand, and pointed upwards.

“That's where he i2!” he said. “In there,
I suppose?”

“The tower, what?' said Archie. ¢ Yes,
dear old lad-—right at the very top. In that
little square bit at the summit. From below,
riobody could suspect that a room could be
planned up there. But there it is—abso-
lutely. And Fullwood’s in it!”

Archie's bedroom was in a'different angle
of the Ancient House. And from this

window the two juniors couid see the tower

qﬁandm" out completely against the clearing
sky

“ (Come

i pelt._

was like nothing the boys had ever secn
before. They were dazzled. And that blaze
was accompanied by a hissing, searing noise
—to be instantiy followed by a sound like
1 mine explosion.

The whole school roeked and shook.
Lightnina played up and down the tower
and, to the horror of the juniors, they saw
the whole top of it split asupnder. It was
all over =0 quickly that they could hardlr

take 1t all in.
(}re:it stones erashed dewn  into  the
Triangle, and where the tower had heen

before there was now nothing but a partially
demoiistied wreck., The top of the tower had
vanished!

“ Good heaven=!" easped Alf huskily.

The thunder wasz terrible—so fearful tiint
Archie did not hear a single word that Alf
uttered. That explozion had not been th
thunder at ali—-it was the fearful sound that
accompanied the lightning flash.

F'or the scheol had been struck.

And as the two boyvs continued to star~
out in a fascinated way, a great pull of
wind came blowinz over from the open
country. And still there was no rain.

The echo of the thunder died away.

Bnt there was silence no longzer Frorm
every part of the schodl windows could hLe
heard driven upwards. Sashes were thrown
open, and all sorts of shouts were sounding.

One by one, in rapid succeswion, lights
were switehed ¢n. St. Frank'’s was aronsed—
St. Frank’s wos getting up to see what had
happened. The commotion became generaf.

And littie wonder.

Every buildiug of the school had rocked to
its foundations. It was like an earthquake.
Nobody had remained asleep after that fear-

ful erasi. And, suddenly, Alf clutched at
Archie’s arm in a fierce, irmpulsive kind of
way.

“Fullwood!" he gasped,
ping at his heart.

“ Fullwood !”” zaid Archie vaguely.

“Fullwood was in the tower—at the top!™
shouted Alf. ¢ Don't you nnderstand? And
the top of the tower 1is smashed! It's
wrecked completely! Oh, my goodness!
Perhap:—perhaps he’'s killed!”?

Archie didn't know what to say.

Alf rushed to the door, eareless as to
whether he was seen or not. It didn't matter
now. Nothing mattered! The only thing
was to find out if Fullwood was safe. And,
somehow, a lworrible, ghastly fear came upon

sometning grip-

Alf that the cad of the Remove had been
killed.
And, but for mere chance, Alf himsel?

would liave been in the tower!

Other fellows were out in the corrxdor
running about. Dut in the darkness all waa
confusion. Nobody even noticed that Alf
Huggins was prezent. And he rushed away
to the tower, running as hard as he could
And Archie kept belhind him, They
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arrived at the door. and Aif ture it open—
this was the lower door, with the stairs
leading upwards to the tower's summit,

“Quick—we’ve got to be quick!” gasped
AM grimly.

And then,
a halt.

The stairs were no longer tnere!

Nothing—nothing but a mass of smashed
and broken masonry. The truth was too
appalling for words. It came upon Al and
Archie as a kind of stunning blow,

“The stairs have vanished!” said Alf
hoarsely.

“ But—but I mean to say A2

“We can't get to Fullwood—we can’'t even
sce if he is still alive!” muttered Alf. ““Ob,
goodness! And—I might have been up there !
It was only by pure chance that I wasn't!”

Archie grasped his shoulder.

“Thank Heaven!’’ he murmured fervently.
“ Dear laddie. thank Heaven!"

And they stared at the mass of debris in
the same fascinated kind of way. ¢ was im-
possible to monnt—for there was nothing
hut an immovable mass of stone and brick-
work, The tower was wrecked, and :t
seemed only too certaln that Ralph Le:zlie
Fullwood had met with a terrible fate.

Locked up in that tower room, he had
peristted in the crash of the storn.

with a startled cry., he came to

CHAPTER VII.
THE HHOVERING WALL.

HE Remcve dormitory
was in aop uproar.
“Great  pip?”? sald

Handforth faintly.
“There’s been an earth-
Guiake !’

‘““ My only hat!”

i What—what s happened?”

The juniors were leaping out of bed on all
sides.

They were dashing to the windows and
staring out. But from here there was
nothing to be scen. As far as they conld
make out, the school was in.the same state
of preservation as ever.

But wbat had that erash meant?

“1t was only the thunder!” said Church.
*“Thunder often booms like that——*

“ Ass!”? interrypted Handforth. “ Thunder
doesn’t make the whole place rock up aud

down! It was just like an earthquake!
Great pip! Look—look there!”
Handforth was leaning iar out of the

witdow, and he pointcd excitedly.
**1 can’t see anything!?” sa d Church.
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“There seems to be a pile of stonework
lying in the Triangle!” shouted Handforth.
‘It is stonework! My only hat! Oue of the
walls must have collapsed.?”’ |

“ That's it!"” gasped Chureh.
it now !” ‘

“We'll buzz outside and have a look!”
roared Handforth.

Everybody decided on the same course, and
the next moment the junivls were te'lrmg
into their clothing. The excitement was in-

“] can see

tense. And, in the middle of it, the door
was flung open, and Willy Handworth
entered.

“The tower's busted up!’ he yelled.

“ What!»?

“The tower!”

““ Smashed to smithereen-!" shouted Willy.
“Struck by lightning, you know! 1It’s a
good thing we weren’t all killed in our beds!
I’'m going outside to have a look!”

“ Hold on!” shouted Edward Oswald. “I'm
coming !*
“Can’'t wait for you!" said Willy. ‘ Be-

fore you get a move on we migit get struck

again!  Snails don’t suit me!”?

Handforth snorted, and was in such a
hurry that he tried to gei into somebody’s
boots.

And by now the jun:ors were streaming up
in twos aund threes—all running for the stairs
so that they could get outside Prefects
came along, but it wac quite impossible for
them to control the crowd.

They didn't even try

They were nearly as excited as the juniors.
Everybhody seemed to have the idea of get-
ting out into the Triangle—for from there
the extent of the damage could be -een.

It it had been raining, the juniors might
have hesitated. But the sky was clearing,
and the Triangle was as dry as a bone. In
this peculiar thunderstorm there had been
no rain at all.

“Come on!”

“Let's get outside quick!”

The door of the Ancient Houvse was open,
and the juniors surged out  They rushed
forward, and then turned and loeked up at
the big pile of buildings. At first there was
nothing wrong to he scen  Durng the first
glance it appeared that the school was just
as intact as ever. Then zaomebody ponted
an excited finger.

“Look at the tower!” he yelled.

And now they could see

The moonlight was quite brilliant. The
massive, dense storm-clou's were passing
away. And a fierce, buffeting wind was com-
ing up. The top of the lLower was in a
most curious condition

Three of the walls haa van‘shed for about
eight feet down—to the level of the floor of
the tower-room. But the other wall re-
mained standing—jagged, and utterly crazy.

The entire top of the tower had goune—
that part which had formed the roof t"f the
secret apartment. g

“The tower's wrecked !”

‘““Yes, and it might fall, too! yelled Arm-
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““ Better not get too near, you
Can't yousee that wall? It's abso-
lutely swaying in the wind: It's hmcrtu"’
1t Tﬂl"ht smash down at any moment!”
Prefects were coming out now, and Nelson
Lee and Mr. Langtona and Mr. Pagett were
out in the Tri: mﬂ'le They were :l“ doing
their utmost to qumten the excited fellow:.
But their efforts were of no avail. Tor the
whole school was in a tremendous uproar.

And then, just as 1
was going a bhit closer
to see what had really
happened, 1 came to a
halt. It seemed to Ine
that, a cry had come
from above. 1 listened
again.

. ““Quiet, you chaps!” I
Toared. ] thought I
heard a cry for help!”

“Yes, there’s some-
bo.dy up there!”

S What?”

“I can see him!"”
yvelled Tommy Watson.
“Look! Look! There's
somebody hanging over
the very edge!”

strong.
Ehd]]a

*N\\
W«
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Other fellows saw the
figure - at the same 5
moment. And, as though 6 T :
by magic, an . intense B’pogaa’;.”up. exclaimed Alf.
hush fell wupon the
crowd.
- “Help! Help!”

‘“ You ain’'t done, I

““1—1I"'m not goin’ to fight you ! "’ gasped Fullwood.
‘“1 don’t fight bricklayers ! "

A low, moaning cry came dewn from the
tower summit.

The school was transfixed. Amazing as it
seemed—utterly impossible as it appeared to
be—there was somebody up there!”

“It's Fullwood!”’ cereamed Gulliver.

“ Fullwood !

6 Y-&B-—-—}"CS!”

Nelson Lee came hurrying along.

““ Boys—boys!” he shouted. ‘“1s Iullwood-
here?”

““ No, sir!” sobbed Mer-'ill
green hlm'”

Nelson Lee flung up h:s hand.

““ Silence!”” he shouted. “ For heaven’s
sake, be silent!”

There was something in the guv’nor’s tone |
that demanded instant obedience. The
crowd  became subdued. And Nelson Lee
walked closer to the tower and looked up-
wards.

“ Fullwood !"" he called sharply.

“Help: O, I'm dying!” came down a
moaning cry. ‘

¢ What is the matter, my boy?” shouted
Nelson Lee. “ We will get help up to you atg
once—"
- “I'm pinned down, sir—my left leg is
eaught under a heavy piece ot stone!" came
Fullwood’'s agonised reply. [ can't move!

“We haven't

- moment !

e —m

And—and this wall's going to fall at any
Oh, save me—save me!”

His voice rose to a scream of puuc~strlchcn
terror.

And a Kkind of throb passed through the

whole crowd. Now that their eyes had
grown accustomed to the moonlight, the

boys could distinctly see that Balph Leclie
Fullwood was in terrible peril. They didn’t
stop to ask themselves how he had got there.
They only knew that he was in dmxgar of
a shocking death.

Of that there was no doubt.
The wretched junior was
tightly down by one lez. When the crash
| had come, he  had escaped death by a
miracle. The brickwork had fallen about him
in a shower, but he had only Eteen slightly
bruised. Stunned and dazed by, the dust

and the noise, Fullwood had fallen.

A heavy lump of masonry had toppled -over
on his left lez. Try as he would, he-could
not shift. For the more he pulled the
greater the agony. He was pinned there!

And, close against him, stood the one re-

trapped—held

maining wall. It was uncerta; n—crazy. At
any moment this might totter and
crash., If it did so, Fullwocod would be

crushed to atoms.
It was the wind that seemed likely to
bring about this disaster. Ior wilh every
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fresh gust that came along that tottering |

It ewaved like a Jeaf in
The

wall shifted visibly.
the breeze. Yet it did not ecoilapse,
suspense was dreadful,

This tower was the highest point in the
gchool—there was no ladder long enough to
teach. And the staircase inside was bloeked,
Seo that no help ecould reach Fullwood f{rom
that direction.

It seemed that he was doomed.

And Alf Huggins stood looking up from
the Triangle, with a grim, fierce dctermina-
tion surging through him,

—— e e

CHMAPTER VIIL
THE ACY OF A HERO.

' OTH Alf and Archie had
come out, joining with
the threng, and in the
general excitement no-

body had even recognised the

boy from Hoxtor. He did not

him or not.
There were no shouts now—no uprear.

" Yor Fullwood’s deadly peril had brought
a gredt hush upon the aszsembled school. It
was ghastly to watch. And yet there was
something fascinating aoout 1t--something
which kept the gaze of the ioys directed up-
wards.

That tottering wall was tantalising,

It did not fall—it simply swayed in the
wind. But just one extra gust, and the end
would be swift and terrible. ;

Nelson Lee had alrecady sent three or four

senjors in to dash tc the inner stairway—
although, even while doing so, Lee had sus-
pected that the stairway would be blocked.
. He had sent other seniors tearing round
to the rear to ftind every available ladder.
And Mr. Poagett had dashed indoors to ring
up the Bannington fire brigade. Nothing
that could be done was left undone.

Instinctively, Nelson Lee knew that
- would be the tire brigade only. There were
no ladders here that wonld reach—and the
stairway was blocked. But it would be half
an hour at the very earliest before the
Banuington fire escape could arrive,

And was it pessible for that
remain intact so long?

Alf MHuggins did not think so.
ecertain, in fact, that the wall would col-
lapse within a few minutes. Even as he
looked up, two chunks of masonry became
dislodged, and fell to the ground with splin-
tering thuds. And a kind of madness seized
hold oY Alf.

“ Archie!

wall to

He was

Archie!” he muttered tensely.

“Dear old lad, it's too frightful
words!”? muttered Archie. ‘““Just think!
You might have been up there.”

“Yes, I krow,” replied Alf.
to have heen up there. It was
locked IFullwond in that room.

“1 ought
me whe
I put him

.

care winether they recognised |

it }

for §
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there. It was my doing.
stand?”

Archie looked at him dazedly.

* Gadzooks?! 1t wasn't your fault.”

“No, I know it wasn't! But the fact
remains the same,” said Alf, his voice
cracking with excitement. “1 can’t leave
Fullwood up there. I've got to rescue him.
Oh, 1 must! If he's Kkilled, it'll be my
fault—it'Hl be my doing!”

And before Archie could even attempt to
stop him, Alf darted off. MHe pushed his
way through the erowds, and for the first
Lime he was recgonised. The juniors starcd
at him amazedly.

“Jianggins !??

“Great Scott!”

““What's Huggins doing here?”?

“ Look—look ! Ile’s going for the ivy!”

And there was no doubt of it. Alf, mad-
dened by the idea that he had cansed Full-
wood to be in his terrible predieament, was
Tushing for the ivy-covered wall of the tower.
This ivy went right up to the very top,
clinging closely to the stonework.

But it would be madness itself to attempt
the climb.
| One slip, half-way up, and it would mean
| grave injury—perhaps death. For at the
f base there were hard, cruel flagstones. Alf
did not eare. He had to go—he had to do it.

He had brought this upon Iullweod—he
had to save him.

¢ Stop him—stop him!”?

A dozen fellows rushed at Alf, and pre-
pared to drag him down. But they paused
a8 a warning yell rang out. Another gust of
wind had come, and the crazy wall tottered
more than ever before. It would crash
down, and kill anybody directly underneath:

But, although the jupiors halted, Nelson
Lee ran on. He could not aliow this bhoy
to risk his life on such a mad enterprise.
It was merely making matters doubly as
bad. For two lives might be sacrificed
instead of one.

Nelson Lee reached the wall—just too late?

Alf was already seven feet up—and elimb-
ine steadily, He was beyond Nelson Lee’s
reacl.

“Huggins!”
down!?

Alf didn't seem to up
and up and up.

“ Do you hear me, Huggins?? shouted Lee. -
“Boy! You'll be killed! You must not pro-
ceed with this insane act.” .

But Alf didn't say a word. Indeed, it is
doubtful if he even heard Nelson Lee's com-
mand. IHe only knew that he was climbing—
that the ivy was holding him. And he con-
tinued the ascent. Now and again, the vy
| would break. He would clutch again, and
 get a fresh hold.

It was the maddest thi
seen. :

But Alf seemed to bear a charmed life,
It was practically a miracle. Nothing

Can't you under-

|

i

said Lee sharply. ¢ Come

hear—he climbed

ng I have ever

deterred him—nothing stayed his progress.
IIe went upwards and upwards. And the
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whole great throng stood looking on breath-

less. There was hardly a sound to be heard
except the rustling of the wind in the old
chestnut-trees.

Archie Glenthorne was transfixed with
hoorror. At any moment he expected to see
his dear chum lose his hold, clutch desper-
~ately, and then come crashing downwards to
certain death.

But this did not happen—yet. _

And if the jupiors had time to think of
anything, they were amazed by one astound-
ing thing. Ralph Leslie Fullwood was the
junior in danger—and it was Alf Huggins
who was making this heroic attempt to save
him. Huggins! Huggins—the boy whom
Fullwood had hated all the term!

The boy from Hoxton was risking his own
life for the sake of his greatest enemy. It
- was something that none of the onlookers
could understand. But it was wonderful—
wonderful !
~And now Alf was nearly at the top.

He clung there, like a fly. And he mounted
ever- upwards. In the tense stillness, we
could hear the crackling of the ivy. We
could detect the tearing away of certain
roots. And then, at last, came the most
fearful moment of all. For Alf was within
ten feet of the top.

I doun't believe anybody breathed then.

The silence was solid. All thut crowd of
fellows stood there, with their hearts in
their mouths. Somehow or other they felt
that AIf would meet with disaster on this—
the very last second.
-~ But Alf didn't. .
. He clutched at the stonework on tho very
top. His feet slipped from under him, and
fie hupng there—hung by his very fingers!

A low gasp of horror sounded.

But Alf Huggins gave a heave upwards.
His other hand caught the stonework. Then

"he drew himself up—slid over the edge—
and he was safe. He was at the sumimnit!
He was standing beside Fullwood! His

climb had ended in complete victory!

And the crowd broke into a thunderous,
hysterical cheer.

““Hurrah! Hurrah!”

¢“He's up! He's done it!”

But the cheers died away suddenly. For
. Alf was now bending over Fullwood. From
-down below the watchers could see that
Huggins was trying to lift the block of
stone which pinoed Fullwood down. le was
using all his strength.

And from the trees over by Little Side
came a fierce rustling and shaking. Anpother
-big gust was coming,

““Now try—now try!” came out
panting voice, clearly audible.

The watchers saw I'ullwood move himself.
He shifted sideways, wriggling. Then, to
everybody’s joy, Fullwood got completely
clear, He<half rose to his knees, and uttered
a wild scream.

“@Get back!” he shouted madly. ‘

As he spoke, he flung himself back, and

Alf's

ls'he tottering wall collapsed in a crumbling
1eap.

Alf Huggins had been unable to get clear.
At the last second he had made an attempt
to do so—to follow Fullwood to the sarle
side of that precarious ruin. FFullwood
escaped—he saw the masonry tumble down
But Alf Huggins had no time.

He fell—crushed—the cruel brickwork
smothering him, and choking into silence the
cry that left his anguished lips.

CHAPTER IX.
THE VALLEY OF THE SIL.VOW.

if * l[!n
The tension
over — for

second, at least.

But the school was now in
a state of wild consternsiion.
Fullwood had been savsd—he
Was> up vhere now—shouting for help in a
weak, terrified voice. But Alf Huggins was
no longer to be seen. He had gone. No
sound came from him,

The boy who had been in peril of his life
was safe. The boy who had risked his own
life for the sake of the other—he was buried
in the debris. It seemed impossible that he
could have escaped death.

““Alf! AIf!” muttered Archie Glenthorne..
““Oh, dear old lads! Don't you understand?
Ali'i up there—we've got to get hin down

“Steady, Archie,” 1 said sently. ¢ It
can't be done. We've got to wait until the
ladders come. Alf's a wonder—as brave as
any fellow in the world. le saved Full-
wood’s life.”

Handforth turned to the othecs.

“ Do you understand, you snivelling cads!"
he thundered, addressing the snobs., ** That's
Alf Huggins—that's the fellow you heunded
out. He.went to his own death for the sake
of the very fellow who drove him out.”

“We—we didn't know,” said Merrell
tremblingly.

“Dido’'t know!” rapped out Ilandforth.
“You did know. Alf's always been true blue
—he's always been one of the best.” And
now perhaps you're sorry—when it's too
late.”

The snobs were silenced.

They had nothing to say. They stood
there, pale-faced and horrified. The boy
they had persecuted—the fellow they had
driven out of the school—had proved to
them what kind of stuff he was made of.
For he had not only acted as a hero, but
he had saved the life of his enemy.

And then came another big excitement.

There was a roar from the lane—the buzz-
ing of a powerful engine. And the Banning-
ton fire escape turued into the gateway.

““ Hurrah!” *

““They've come—they’'ve come!”

“Oh! Alf can be rescued now!?” ex-
claimed Archie. ¢‘How frightfully ripping!
% hu;p}e the dear chappies will buzz like
ury!?

was
the

£

E
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The firemen wasted no time,

Fhe escape was put against the tower,
and the long ladder was raised upwards,
and extended. Then a couple of firemen ran
sWiltly up'.mrdb. The crowd below watehed
hoshed onee more. Fullwood was ._aft.—-‘hut
what about Huggins? How had he fared?

The resene of Tullwood was an  easy
tatter,
- He was brought down by one of the lire-
nen—and mnnedutcly rushed indoors by
four or five prefects, who ecarried him. Full-
wood was hurt—but only slightly, His leg
was  rother nastily erushed, although the
hone was mot fractured. 1o was sulfering
from shoek, too, The events of tho night
had heen too much for Lim.

Nobody went in. Nobody cared much
abont Fullwood, It was Al now—it was
thaggins. The whole school wanted to kuow

And the whole school

w¢ere up tnl{?l'r lift-
They were

if Huggins was safe.
was in a fever of fear.

Fwo of the firemen
ing big blocks of stone away.
nucovering the stricken ]unmr And thep, at
last, a big gasp went up from all the on-
lriﬂhf‘l"}.

‘“ They’ve got him!??

The two firemen were picking np something
Jinp and apparently lifeless. They carried it
¥ently and tenderly.

And, with extra slow movements, they
came dm\'n the ladder. There could he no
question about the gravity of this matter.
Ewher Alf was dead, or he was badly in-
wmred. Me was like a limp rag in the hands
of his rescuers,

Archie Glenthorne rushed forward,
“pate, his eyes glowing with anxiety.

"Ht.unl ba-.k blenthorne—-—}ou ¢can’'t come
year,'? said Fenton of the Sixth.

*““I—I mean to say,” gasped Archie.
—he's my pal, yon Know! You must
me through—you abseolutely must.”?

“1 ecan’t,” =aid I'enton. * Yon
Glenthorne,??

And then there was no further time.
Archie stared with lascination. For the fire-
men had reached the foot of the ladder.
They did not paunse. They earried their
burden =zlowly towards tho Ancient 1louncse
doorway. And the horrified juniors caught a
ghmpse of a poor, crippled form—a face
ithat was as white as chalk, with an ugly
dark smear down one side. And it was a
face that lonked like death.

‘“He's dead !’ mnttered
aghast., < Did you s=ce? Ie's
poor chap !

“Jt—it can’t be true!®? .

“Ife can't be dead—not really!??

‘“ And he did it all for Fullwood—he saved

hic farce

Wi ]le
let

mustu't,

MHandforth
dead!  Oh,

lujhmn:l s life ut the expense of his fmn“’
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“1 say, what a hero ! muttercd Marriotg
Lhoarsely.

"“"They’re queer words,
claimed De Valerie.

Marriott almost sobbed.

“I—I've been a fool!” he
brokenly. *“Oh, I hope he’s alive!
to tell himm what a rotter I've heen.
old Huggins! He's one of the best!”

“He's one.in a thousand.”

Every single fellow in the school had only
words of pmi=e for Alf Iluggins now. le
was no lJonger despised—no Jonger looked
down upon because he was a bricklayer's
s50mn.

For Alf had proved what he was.

And it seemed that he had given his own
life for the sake of his enemy. That was
the stunning part of it all. Aud when the
icllows were ordered indoors, nobody thought
of going to bed.

Probably the Head knew low impossible
it was for the fellows to sleep. The very
idea was out of the question. And so they
were allowed to remain in the passages and
in the lobby—to go into their own studies
and the common-rooms. Nobody thought
about the time.

What did the hour matter now?

There was only one question of any con-
sequence. Would Alf Tluggins live?  Were
his injuries grave, or were they only simple?
These were the questicns which the fellcws
asked themselves again and again.

And then came word.

F'enton brought the news to the Remcve.
He had come str.u,ghb from upstairs—siraight
irom the sick rcom. Dr. Brett had been on
the =spot. Nelson Lee's forethought had
caunsed the doctor to be fetched—so as {o he
in readiness for any emergency.

“1've got instructions from the Head that

from you!” ex.

muttered
1 want
Poor

-

there must be complete quietness,” said
Fenton, in a low voice. * There must be no
shoutingr——no cocmmotion c¢f any kind. Hug-
gins may be dying!”

“ O

“It's not true, Tenton!”

“1 ean’t tell ycu about luggins® exach

condition,” went on Fenton. ¢ We only know
that he is sulfering from terrible cuts and
bruises, and his skull is fractured.”
“YWhat?»?
‘“ Don’t—don’t shout!” said Fenton sharply.
“JIuggins is alive, but his skull is fractured,
and hie may die bhefore the morning !*’

— e f—

CHAPTER X.
A RACE FOR A LIFE!

o E—he may die before
the moroing!”  said
Handforth, n t
tense whisper.

“The Cammon-room was
hualied.

: That dreadiul , statement
had made all the juniors nearly dumb with
It was somcthing to know that Alf

(Continued on page 15)
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" PAUL HERMAN, millionaire and well-
- known . figure in West Epd society, is
the head of the League of the Iron
Iland, a dangerous criminal confedera-
tion, ‘which

: hELE:ON LEE, the famous Gray's Inn
Road detective, has set out to crush

~ with |
DERRICK O'BRIEN, the young Irish
detective, and

COLIN MACKENZIE, the leading Scots
detective, hailing from Edinburgh.
| In order to facilibtate their daring
coups, the league steals a marvellous
new airship invented by Donald Stuart.
By its moans they rescue one of their
confederates from Dartmoor Prison while
- Nelson Lee and Mac are questioning
the prisoner in the exercise yard. Being
unable to manipulate the airship satis-
fuctorily, Donald Stuart is kidnapped
by the league for the purpose of dis-
closing tlie secrets of his invention.
(Now read on.)

A FIENDISH SCHEME.

HIS, however, was not the only result
. I of Cundle’s shp As the three rolled

downstairs, the shock dislodged the
gag from Donald’s mouth; and as
Herman and Cundle scrambled to their feet,

A Thrilling Detective Story of Nelson
Lee's Greatest Exploits agarnst a
criminal confederation organised by

the myvsterious

“ Number One.”

Donald thrust his head out of the blanket

and let out a pealing shout of “‘llelp!
Mac! Help!”
With a savage imprecation, Herman

clubbed his revolver and brought it down
on Donald's head with a no!enre that
stretched the young fellow senseless at his
feet But by that time the mischief had
been done.

0Old Cornforth, who was as deaf_as an
adder, heard ne1ther the crash nor mnalds
shout for help. Mac, on the other hand,
was awakened by the crash, and was in
the act of scrambling ou?! of bed, to ascertain

its cause, when Donald's shout echoed
through the house.

Quick as thounght, Mae thruost his hand
beneath his pillow, grabbhed his revolver,

flung open the door of his bedroom, and
rushed to the top of the stairs.
“Donald! Where are you? What's hap-

pened?"” chouted Mac.

Receiving no reply, the detective began
to descend tho staircase. Scarcely daring to
brexthe, Herman and Cundle raised their
revolvers; and when they judged that Mac
was half-way down the stairs, Herman
pressed the button of his electric lamp.

The result of this mapnceuvre was that
Mac's head and shoulders were suadenly
bathed in a flood of light. Dazzled by the
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glare Mac came to a Dhalt; and even as he
did so Cundle and llerman fired.

(‘rack! Crack!

The two shots rang oud fegether, and the
next moment the Seottish detective flung
up his arms with a uhokmg cry, and pltf‘*hi‘d
headlong down the stairs. For an instant,
but uu}y for an instant, he lay writhing at
his murderers’ feet; then A convulsive spasni
thook his frame, and all was over,

‘And so passed away one of tha hravest
sud warmest-hearted men who ever walked
the earth. Of the three detcetives who had

banded themszelves together to exterminate
the League of the Iren Iand, two only |
now remaincd. Colin Mackenzie was dead

sfain by the men he bhad swern to bring
justice. —
And he had given his life Tur

14
in vaan.

by the time that old Cornforth—awakened |

at last by the reports of tha revolvers—
sprang ont of hed and rushed downstairs,
Hferman and Cundle had  tossed their
prizoner into the motor-car, and the latter
had whiried throngh the gates at the hottom
oi tho drive, and was "IJLF'ihll" its way to
Ryerofy: Hall,

When Donald came to his s¢nses he found
himself lying on a mattreszs on the ficor of
a white washed attie, whose only farmiture
enncisted of the aforesaid nedltress; 4 ecouple
of ehairs, and a rough deal tahle,

¥t was then broad daviight, and a flaod of
wintry sunshine was streamuing through the
tiny skylight in the roof, which was the cole
mioans of illumination the attic possessad,

Two men were seated at the table, pliying
eatds and smeking cigarettes, Though Donald
did pnot know it, they were two of Fairfax's
seevants, who had been told off for the
special duty of guardiag the young Seolr-
man., On the tabie, at each man’s elhow,
lay a loaded revolver,

From time to time the two nmen
arcross at their prisoner; and as soon as t
perceived that he had reeovered
ness they threw down their cards,
1o theg. feet.

“Feeling better now???
nen, covering  Donald
#That's right!

* 8top that! he exclaimed, Daonald
miade a feehle attempt to =it ap. “You're
net to get up.  You've just got to lie
guiet. where vou are for the present.®

Without giving Donald time to reply, he
turned to his companion, and handed hiin a

T Y.

_!:‘,Iu'; Nl
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and roce

asked one
with his

af the
revoelver,

as

“Fetch No. 1! he said. ** Lock the door
bohiod you!”
His companion unlecked the door, and

opened it. After transferring the key from
the inside to the outside of the door, he left
the attie, shutting and locking the door
hehind him,

The first man still remained standing by
the table, with his revolver raised.

“You can put down your revolver,?*?
Deonald, with a bitter laugh,

said
“You've no-

 thing to fear.

Even if I had the will to go
for you, I haven’t the strength.”

‘“That’s as may be,” smld the nan, “but
orders are orders, and my orders are to keep

you covered till \*0 1 arrives.”

“No. 1?77 repeated Donald. “ Who's he???

The fellow grinned.

‘“There’'s a good many people would like
to know that,” he said. “I'd like to know
myself, for one; but I know no more than
}'ﬁu. Nobody knows. HMe’'s No. 1, that's
! .I)

b ‘Ip other words,” said Donald, ‘“he's the
ftead of the League of the Iron Hand.”

‘““ Guesszed it in once!? said hig gaoler.

““And 1 suppose you're a member of the
Leagne???

«0Of conrse. We're all members here.

Again the fellow grinned as he repilcd

“And where is here? Where am 1?7

“Naybe No. 1 will tell you when he comes,
and maybe he won't. Anybhow, my orders
are to tell yon nothing, =o' you needn't
waste your hreath in asking any more ques-
tiong.”? |

In face of this blunt
Donald wisely held his peace, and for sonie
time silence reigned. Then f{ootsteps were
heard on the landing outside, and a moment
later the key turned in the lock, the door
swung open, and Paul Herman {rntvred the
attic,

The millicnaire was still disguised "in the
same fashion—minus the black crape mask
—as that which he had adopted when he
and Cnndle had broken into Donald's house
at Wimbledon. Belween-his lips was a half-

anuouncement,

smoked eigarette, and in his haml was a
stver-plated revolver. '
¢ Leave us!?” he commanded, addressing

Donald.

The man saluted, and withdrew. After his
-vaartnra, Herman locked the door on the
inside, and put the key in his pocket. Then
he seated himself in one of the chairs,
crossed his legs, and blew out a clond of
sinoke,

‘¢ Well, Mr. Stuart,” he drawled, “T must

begin by offering you an ﬂpnlng). I am
sorry 1 had to stun you, though I am bound

to add that your conduct left me no alter-
pative. Why didn't you act sensibly, as I
advised? Do you know what your obstinacy
cost? It cost the life of Colin Mackenzie!l?’

Donald started, and turned deathly pale.

“What do you mean?” he demanded
hoarsely. ¢ Don't—don’'t say that you have
murdered Mae!?

Herman nodded his head.

“Had to,” he said calmly. “IJf you had
oply kept quiet, we should have been able
to bring you away without any fuss; but
when yon roused your cousin. by shouting
for help—well, what could we do? We simply

had to silence him-at any cost,”?
“Yon killed him??” -
‘““ Shot him dead on the spof.”
For a moment Donald stared at him

the man who had been mounting guard on

in
speechless horror; then a.tempest of grief

w
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swept over him, and he sobbed like a heart-
broken child.

Herman aoalinly went on smoking, aund
waited until Domald's grief had spent itseli.

“ It was entirely your own fault,” he said,
“Jf you had acted sensibly, your cousin
wonld still have been alive. You compelied
us to shoot him. And now to business,” he
~continued, after lichting a fresh cigarette.
““ Do you know who I am?”

“You are No. 1, 1 understand,”
Donald.

flerman inelined his head. -

“Quite right,”” he said; “from which, no
doubt, you will gather that you are now in
the power of the League of the Iron land.”
X “So I guessed,” said Donald. “ Where am

Vol )

‘Herman smiled, and shrugged his shoul-
ders;

““You can hardly expect me to answer that
question,” he said.

“Why not?'

““ Because,” said Ierman, “if you accept
my terms, I intend to set you free in a day
or two, and paturaily I do not wish you to
e able to tell the police that this place
belongs to the League of the Iron lland.”

“If I accept your terms!" repeated
Donald. “ What are your terms?”’

¢t Before I answer that question,” said
Herman, 1 must trouble you with a brief
explanation. You know, of course, that we
—er—Dborrowed your airship?”’

“I know you stole it!”
bluntly.

“Well, a few days ago,” said Herman,
“whilst I was carrying out certain opera-
tions on board the airship, a gentleman who
gshull be namelesa fired at me with his revol-
ver. lle didn’t hit me, I am glad to say,
but his bullet, after glancing off one of the
steel masts of the airship, crashed into the
switchhoard, and severed one of the wires.”

“You needn't be so ambiguous,” said
Dorald. “1 know to what you refer. It
was when yvou rescued Cundle from Dartmoor
Prison, and it was Nelson Lee who fired at
you. Mac teld me all about it last night.
Both
moment that the bullet had wrecked some
vital part of the airship’s machinery, but
they quickly found that they were mistaken,
for the vessel soon righted herself, and bore
“you away in safety.”

“That is true, so far as it goes,” said
Herman; ““but although Mr. Lee’s bullet
did not actually wreck the machinery, it
seriously damaged it.”

He then told of the perilous voyage which
he and Fairfax and Cundle had made from
Dartmoor to Rycroft Hall--without mention-
ing any names, of course.

He explained that the airship would rise

said

said Donald

and would descend when the lever was pulled
back, but that it was no longer possible to
regulate the speed and distance of her
ascent and desecent.

So, for all practical purposes, the air-

he and Nelson Lee thought for al

clapped his hands.

when the starting-lever was pushed forward, Lblond ':'m cnlr{.

OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION "

ship is -useless to us now,” he concluded.
‘“* Several members of the league—all can-
petent engineers—have examined her, but
none of them can discover what is wrong,
and none of them can repalr the damage.”

Well?” asked Donald, as Herman paused.

“Well, that is why we've kidnapped you,’”
said Herman. ‘“We wish you to put the air-
ship right, that’'s all. When you have done
50, I pledge my word of honour that you will
be blindfolded, taken away from here in a
motor-car at dead of night, and set at
liberty in the grounds of your house at
Wimbledon.”

“ Are those the terms of which you spoke
just now?” asked Donald guietly.

i YES.”

“And if 1 refuse them?”

- Herman shrugged his shoulders.

““You won't be so foolish as to refuase
them,” he said.

“You think, then, that I wili conseunt to
repair the airship?”’

“J] know you will.”"

““Then you know wrong!"" said Donald,
with flashing eyes. ¢ Repair the airship, and
30 render it possible for you and your con-
federates to continue yoar dastardly work.
Never! I would die first!”

Herman rose to his feet and laid his haad
on Dopald’s shoulder.

“Don’'t force me to take
measures, Mr. Stuart,” he said.
compel! me to torture you.” _

Donald shivered at the word *‘torture,”
but the determined look in his eyes hetrayed
no sign of faltering.

“] am not a man who is easily turned
from his purpose,”” continued Herman in his
silkiest tones. ¢ I have brought you here
to repair the airship, and repair it you shaftl!
If you will not do it willingly, I will make
you!'!”

“You can't!” hetween his
clenched teeth.

“I can, and will!” said Herman. ¢ But [
would infinitely prefer that you did the work
without compelling me to resort to torture.
Will you?”

“ Never!” said Donald firmly.

¢ Is that your final answer?”

“Yes. Now do your worst!”

Herman shook his head and heaved a
regretful sigh.* ;

“I''m sorry,” he said “1I would willingly
have spared you this if only you would have
acted like a reasonable man. llowever, since
it must be, it must!”

He unlocked the door, opened it, and
In response to this sum-

extreme
“ Don't

said Donald,

mons, Cundle and half a dozen of the
servants entered the attic, bringing with
‘them an assortment of implements and

appliances, the sight of which made Donald’s

It is no part of our purpose to harrow the
reader’'s feelings. Over the events of the
next two hours, therefore, we will draw a

I merciful veil, contenting ourse!ves with say-



fiendich, in-

device which j
gennity could suggest for inflicting torture
without destroying life or erippling the suf-
ferer was brought to bear on Donald Stuart.

But the hideous work was Jabour in vain.

ing that every

At the end of the two hours Donald lay on
A’ mattress more dead than alive, limp and
exhausted, racked with agonising pain, bub

with spirit unbroken and resolution wun-
diminished,.
Paul Herman was like one demented. He

strode up and down the room, clenching and
unclenching hkis hands, and quivering with
baflled rage.

And then, to the surprise of lLis econ-
federates, his anger vanished like a pufl of
smoke, and a look of exuitation leaped into
his face,

‘“Y have it!”? he muttered to Limself.
“Why didn't I think of that before¥”

Mo strode over to Donald’s side and re-
garded him with a malevolent smile,

“You say you won't repair the airship,”
murmured.

““And I wou't!” said Donald, in a feeble,

but einphatic voice.

“0Oh, ves, you will!”? said Herman, rub-
bing his hands. “1 am going to leave yon
now, How long I shall be away 1 cannot
tell you at present. Dut this I ean tell you,
When [ return you will grovel ab my feet
and mmplore me to allow you to repair the
airship without a moment’'s delay,”

he

“Wol's the idea?” asked Cundle, whicn heo
ami Herman had descended the stairs, leav-
g Donaid in charge of the servants, “"Ow
aro yer gein' to make 'im mend {he hair
ship¥?

“He has a brother,” said Herman—“a
noy of fonrteen, who is now a pupil at St
Fraffi’s—a public school in Snssex. This
bay, whose name i3 Jack, i3 Stuart's only
relative: and, according to all acrounts,
Stuairt is passionately devoted to nmim. 1f

veport speaks truly, Stuart would lay dowp |

Tis  life to spare lis brother a
monient’s pain.

““ And s50,” he went on, after a brief
Bause, “I'm going to Kidnap Jack Stuart,
and I'm going to persuade hbis brather
Ponaid to repair the airship hy torturing the
by, or threatening to toriure Lim, Lkefore
Mis eyes. M

young

NIPPER SMELLS A RAT,

T FRANK'S, as my readers are aware,
was a famous publie school, situated
near Bellton, in Sussex. As many of
my readers are also aware, it is with-

in the ancient walls of thiz famous school
that Richard Hamilton, beiter known as
Nipper, and Nelson Lee's ward, was sent, 4o
be educated.

Heve Nipper, with his chum Tommy Wil-
03, beeame acquainted with Donald Stuart’s
younger brother, Jack. .

As Nipper and Watson belonged {0 the

f each
 Jife, to spare Jack a moment’s pain, and it

=amd housa as Jack Stuart, and as they
' were also in the same Form—the Remove—
there was bound to be a certain amount of
comradeship between the three boys., At the
same time, though Nipper and Watson hiad
always liked Jack Stuart, the latter had
pever becn one of their most intimate chumes.

When, however, Donald Stuart’s airship
was stolen by the League of the Iron Hand,
and when Nelson Lee undertook the task—in
conjunction with Ma¢ and O’'Brien—of exter-
minating the leagune—when these things
happened it was only natural that Nipper
and Wat=zon and Donald Stuart's brother
should be drawn together by the ties of
common interest,

Henceforth, therefore, Jack Stuart became
a close chum of Nipper and Watson, and
spent most of his spare time with them,
discussing the latest developments of the
light which Nelson Lee and his brother-
detectives were waging against the League of
the Iron lland.

When a telegram arrived for Jack. on
Monday afternoon announcing that Donald
had been acquitted of the charge of stealing
the Marquis of Hummersea's jewels, the
three boys were hilarious, and celebrated the
occazion by a midnight banquet in the
Remove dormitory, But alas! the joy was
short-lived, for the very next day the world
was startled by the news that Mac had been

murdered at Donald’s house, and that
Donald had wmysteriocusly disappeared.
It was periectly true, as Paul Illerman

 hiad told Cundle, that Donald Stuart and his

yonng brother were passionately devoted to
other. Donald would have given his

| o’clock, Nippe

was equally trme that Jack would have
done the same for his- big, warm-hearted
hrother., The reader, therefore, can imagine
the youngster's heart-rending grief when the

 news arrived that Doenald had diseppeared in

cireninstances that pointed strongly to foul
lay.

d T:{le murder of Mac and the abduction of
Donald took place in the early hours of
Tuesday merning; but it was not until the
folowing morning that the details reached
St. I'rank’s. And it was not until after dinner
that Nr. Crowell, the Form-master, sum-
moned up courage to send for Jack and tell
him the dreadful news.

~ As mentioned above, Jack was simply
prostrated with grief, and for upwards of
an hour he lay on the couch in Nipper's

study sobbing like a heartbroken child.
¢ 1 know what has become of him,” sobbed

Jack. ¢ He has been murdered, like Mae,
and I shall never see him again!”
When his grief had somewhat abated,

Nipper snggested—with the idea of distract-
ing Jack’s thoughts—that they should go for
a quiet stroll; and shortly after three
r, Watson, and Jack left the
s«chool and started off in the direction of
the meighbouring village of Bellton,

L it was abeout an hour after their depar-

A

ture that a motor-car whirled up to the



school and came to a halt outside the fron!
door of Mr. Crowell’'s private apartmeats.
There were two men in the car—a red-
haired, middle-aged chauffeur, and a benevo-
lent-looking old gentleman with silvery-white
hair and beard.

Has the reader guesszed who they were?
Yes! The chauffeur was Cundle, and the
white-haired old gentlemau was Herman!

¢“JIs Mr. Crowell asked Hler-
man, when the butler answered his riug.

“Yes, sir!” replied the butler. ¢ What
Wwame, sir?’”

TR

at home:

{ appoared

o

The Vorpi-tua=ter inclined his bead 'n token

dasClt. _
“You lave heard, 1 presume,' =aid Lier-
man, “*that Mr. Stuart mysteriousiy  dis-
in the =mall hours of yesterday

ol

moraingg?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Crowell. ¢ We heard the
<ad news this morning. It was a terrible
stiock to all of us, and poor Jack is hedrt-
broken. He is convineced that his hrother has
been murdeced. 1 trust you have not come
to tell us that such is the ecase.™

Hermaa gravely shook hizs head.

e — . T —

boldly.

¢« Sir Charles Welbecek,” said TIlerman.
¢ Please tell Mr. Crowell that I wish to see
hiim at ounce ou a matter of urgent nnpor-
tance.”

Leaving Cundle in the car, Herman fol-
lowed the butler into the drawing-room,
where he was presently joined by Mr,
Crowell.

“I am S8ir Charles Welbeck, of Huntley
Manor, near Tenterden,” said lerman, in a
voice that shook with well-feigned agitation.

““You have 2 boy under your charge of
the name of Jack Stuart,” he continued.
““He is the brother of Mr. Donald Staart,
whose airship was stolen by the League of
the Iron Hand a few weeks ago.”

““] was aa}ing that I'm almost certain you’re disguised,’”’ said Nipper
¢“That beard, for instance, is a false one!"

|

ST

R

sl

“Tuouzh Mr. Stuart is not deuad, 1 fear
e has not many hours to live,”” he said.

¢ He Las been found, then? Mr. Crowell
aswodd.
“Yeo, repliced Hferman., ¢ You will read

about it ia the papers to-morrow, so I Beed
not enter iuto details now. 1t will suflice
to sav that Mr. Nelson Lee, the famous
detective, dizcovered Donald Stuart about
three hours wgo in a Louse on the outskirts
of Tenterdeu. 1'tn sorry to say, however,
that Stuart received sigh treatment at the
haunds of his captors that he is practically
in a dyvinz condition.”
“[[ow terrible!” exclaimed M,

“ It will be awful news for Lis

Ceowell.
vouspg
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seated himself at the back of the car alonge

brother. You have for him, 1
suppose??”?

“* That is s0,” said Herman. 1 was able
to assist Mr. Nelsou I.ee to a slight extent
in his investigations, and when we discovered
Donald Stuart’s almost hopeless condition,
he asked me if 1 would mind coming here
in my car and taking young Jack to his
bhrother’s side as qunkly as possible. 1
hope you have no objection to my doing
8017”

“ Objection!?? eried Mr. Crowell. ! ¢
course, I should never dream of objecting
in such sad circumstances. 1 will send for
Jack Stuart at once.” :

He rang the bell, and despatched a ser-
vant in search of the youngster. The
servant presently returned with the news
that Jack had gone for a walk along the
Bellton Road with ‘“Master Hamilton and
Master Watson.”

At mention of IHamilton’s name, IHerman
started, and a curious expression crossed
his face,

“Hamilton?’* he said. #Is that the
famous Nipper—Mr, Nelson Lee's ward???

‘““ None other,” said Mr. Crowell.

“In that case, perhaps you will allow me
to take him with me, as well as Alr.
Stuart’s brother? He would be company for
Jack, and I'm sure Mr. Nelson Lee would be
glad to sce him.”

“Take Hamilton by all means,” agreed
Mr. Crowell. “ Will you wait here until the
boys return from their walk, or would you
prefer to drive out in the direction of Bell-
ton, on the chanece of meeting them?i?”

“That would be the hest plapn,”” replied
Herman. “ With Dopald Stuart in such a
sritical comdition, every moimnent js precious.”

“Very well, Sir Charles; then I will come
with you, secing that you do not know either
of the lads by sight.”

“It's ettremely kind of you,” =md Her-
man, in a grateful voice.

¢“ Not at all, Sir Charles. If you will
Kindly just wmt while I inform my sister,
I will rejoin you in a few minutes.”

“1 will wait for you outside,”” answered
Hetmman. “I want to give my chauileur a
few instructions before we start.”

The Form-master accordingly went off to
interview his sister; whilst lHerman returped
to the waiting car,

“We're in luck!” he whispered to Cundle.
“Young Stuart has gone for a walk with
Nelson Lec's adopied son—Nipper! We are
‘now going to meet them, and one of the
mrzts:,,crs is coming with us to point them
out.

“An’ where does
growled Cuadle.

“It comes in with Nipper,” chuckled Her-
man. “I'm going to kidnap him, too. And
when I've done so, I'm going to send an
ultimatum to Nelson Lee, threatening that
it he takXes any further action against the

come

the Iluck come in?”

League, he will never see Nipper again, See
the ldm?”

Cundle grinned and nodded. A few
momentg later Mr. Crowell. came out, and |

side Hermwan.

The car started off, and, after passing
through the school gateﬂ, turned to the left,
crossed the stone bridge which spanned the
River Stowe, and presently was whirling
along the Bellton Road.

Half-way up the road three boys were seen
approaching.

““There they are!” exclaimed Mr. Crwel]._'
*“ That's Stuart, in the middle. Hamilton is
on the left, and Watson on the right.”

The car pulled up abreast of the three
boys, and Mr. Crowell and Herman stepped
out. In a few words Mr, Crowell intro-
dueced ““Sir Charles Welbeck,” and repeated
the lying story which Herman had told him,

On hearing that Donald was dying, Jack
was so overcome with grief that Mr. Crowell
had practically to lift him into the back . of
the car.

‘¢ Now, Hamilton, jump in beside him, and
take care of him,* said Mr. Crowell, turn-
ing to Nipper.

But Nipper held back. Whilst Mr. Crowell
had been repeating Herman's story, Nipper
had been taking stock of ‘*Sir Charles Wel-
heck.” And there was something about
this white-haired old gentleman which ex-
cited his distrust.

“ Are you sure that everything is all right,
sir?’” he whispered to Mr. Crowell.

“0Of course,” said Mr. Crowell, in a sur-
prised voice. *“ Why do you ask?”

‘““Because I don't like the look of these
men,”” said Nipper. *‘“For one thing, I'm
almost certain that Sir Charles, as he ecalls
himself, is disguised.” ! |
- Herman caught the word “disguised,”
and a dangerous light gleamed in his eyes.

“YWhat’s that you’re saying?’”’ he de-
manded, coming a step or two nearer, and
glaring at Nipper.

“I was saying that I'm almost certain
you’'re disguised,” said Nipper boldly. * That
beard, for instance, is a false one!”

The look of rage and dln!ll&j’ which iIn-
stanfly leaped into Herman’'s face was more
than enough to convinee Nipper of the truth
of ‘his suspicions; and acting on the impulse
of the moment, he suddenly sprang at ller-
man, grabbed his snow-white beard, "and .
gave it a vigorous tug.

““There! What did I tell you?” he cried,
as the beard came away in his hand. “I
knew the bounder was——"

The sentence was never completed, for at
that instant Herman lashed out with his
fist and sent Nipper sprawling in the gutter.

TRAPPED !

OR a moment Mr Crowell and Tﬂmmy_
Watson were absolutely paralysed with
amazement. Then the Form-master
sprang towards Herman; but even as

he did so Herman’'s fist shot out again, and .
Mr. Crowell measured his length .in th9~=-
middle of the road.

Theun Herman pounced on Nipper, clut-ched
“him by  his coat-collar, swung him off- the



ground into the car, and sprang in after
him.

The next instant the car was flying up the
road with the speed” of the wind. -
+As soon as it had turned the cormer at
the top of the road, Herman whipped out a
revolver, and a pair of handcuffs.

Covering Nipper and Jack, he commanded
them to hold out their hands, and no sooner
had they obeyed thdn he snmapped one link
of the bracelets over Nipper’'s right wrist
and the other over Jack’s left. _

¢ Now lie down!”” he commanded, pointing

to the floor of the car and brandishing bhis
revolver. -

What could the boys do? To sheut for
help was useless, for there was not a soul
in sight, and the nearest house was hali
a mile away. To jump out of the swiftly-
moving car, fettered wrist to wrist, would
have meant almost certain death. Without
a word, therefere, they lay down in the
hottom of the car, where lerman covered
them up and hid them from view with a
sheet of &arpaulin.

It was then about half-past four, and the
sun was setting behind the hills at the back
of Otterdene. For some time past the sky
had been clouding over, and hy the time
the car reached Warbleton, where a brief
halt was made in order to light the lamps,
rain was falling heavily. By the time Tun-
bridge Wells was reached, the downpour had
increased to a perfect deluge.

On through the darkness and the rain,
past Sevenoaks and Orpington, the  car
sped. Three hours and a half after leaving
Cleveden it dashed through Bromley, and
three-quarters of an hour later it glided
over London Bridge. Leaving the City
behind it, it scurried along the rain-swept
raads, through Romford and Brentwood; and
almost exactly on the stroke of half-past
Hm"it whirled through the gates of Rycroft

all,

The moment the car pulled up before the
house, the front door opened, and Fairfax’s
butler, Barker, came out. A look of surprise
crossed his face when he saw that Herman
was minus his beard; but he was too well
accustomed to *‘ Numher One’'s’? changes of
disguise, and was too afraid of him, to make
any comment.

But when Herman dragged the tarpaulin
aside and revealed the huddled forms of
Nipper and Jack, even Barker’s awe of Num-
ber One could not repress ar exclamation of
amazement.

“Two of 'em!” “1 thought
you said one.”

“80 1 did,” said Herman, as he stepped
out of the car. ‘“ When I left here I only
intended to bag one bird, but when I got
to Cleveden I changed my mind and bagged
a brace; so you’'ll have two prisoners to
look after instead of one. Take them up-
stairs, and stay with them till I join you.
I have some orders to give to Cundle and
Wilkinson.”’

he gasped.

Barker stepped into the car, and dragged |

_ Then he forced them
into the house and up two flights of stairs.

the two boys out.

Ilalting outside. a stout oak door, he
produced a bunch of keys, unlocked the
door, switched on the electric light, and
pushed Nipper and Jack Stuart into a room
whose only furniture consisted of a small
camp-bedstead, a table, and a chair,

The bedstead was on one side of the
room, and the door on the oppcsite side.
On the third side was the fireplace, and on
the fourth side was a window which was pro-
tected on the outside by iron bars.

““Humph !”* grunted Nipper. “] don’t
think much of this place. It's evident you
don’t mean to pamper us with Juxury!*

‘“* What's wrong with the room?” growled
Barker. -, ot
‘““Well, there’s no fire, for one thing,”
returned Nipper. ¢ Alco, there's only one
chair. And that bed is a tight squeeze for
nne, let alone two.” | :

“Well, you see, we didn't expect two
visitors,” explained Barker, with a Jlaugh.
‘““ My orders were to provide accommodation
for one. But don’t worry yourself. . I'll
bring up another bed by-and-by, and maybe
annother chair. Are you Mister Donald
Stuart's brother?”

‘“No, he isn't interposed Jack, speaking
for the first time. I'mm Donald’'s brother. Is
he here?™

““ Perhaps he is
said Barker evasively.
Nipper. “Apnd who are you,
asked. - -

‘““He’s Nipper, Mr. Nelson Lee's adopted
son,”” said Jack, ere Nipper could stop him.

‘““ Ah, now [ begin to understand!’? said
Barker, glancing at Nipper. “ That's w2y
Number One collared youn.”

““Number One!” exclaimed Nipper, as a
sudden light dawned on him. "“*So ho! I
hegin to understand, too! We've been kid-
napped by the League of the Iron Hand!”

““Quite right, sonny,” grinned Barker.

“And why have we been Kkidnapped?”
asked Nipper.

Barker winked.

““That would be telling,?? he sald. -

“Where are we??” asked Jack. ‘“ What s
the name of this place?” :

Again Barker winked.

“ Ask no questions and I'll tell you no
lies,”” he said. “You'll learn all that’s good
for you to learn when Number One comes
np.” : :

‘“In the meantime,’” =aid Nipper, ‘“you
might take off these handcufls. They'’re none
too comfortable, you know.”

““ Mebhe they ain’t.” said Barker; *‘but,
comfortable or not, youn’ll have to kecp ’em
on ‘till Number One arrives.” '

Whilst this conversation was taking place,
Number One, alias Paul lHerman, was giving
(C"undle his orders. a ;

“Take the car round to the back,” he
said, ““and tell Armstrong to fill the petrol-
tank, and get -everything in order.” :

(Continued on page xii.)

and perhaps he isn’t,”
Then he turned to
then?? he
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gentleman with a white moustache

and imperial, had finished breakfast,

and escaped from the confusing,
wistful eye of Grindley, his butler. He
retired to his library, which was at one end
of the big house in Eaton Square, and,
having lit a cigar, he slowly and thought-
fully paced the floor, pausing now and theu
by the window that opened on the garden,
where flowers were blooming in the warm
April sunshine. A bell pealed faintly, and a
moment later the butler entered, and pre-
gented a card to his master.

“Mr. Herbert Courtley?” murmured Lord
Mariscourt, with a glance at the slip of
. @ i L .' = sy
pasteboard. The name is unfamiliar. I
am expecting a visitor, though—lean, tall,
clean-shaven man.”

“This man does not answer to the de-
scription, my lord.”

“He did not state hiis business?”

“No, my lord.”

“ Well, you may show him in, Grindley.”

The visitor stepped into the room, closed
the door, and silently bowed. He lifted a
hand, and a false beard and moustache were
deftly twitched off, revealing a man with
colourless complexion, long features, and
steel-grey eyes. -

“Mr. Gordon Fox!"” Lord Mariscourt ex-
claimed in surprise.

“ At your service, my lord,” said the great
detective. “ As your letter hinted at a deep
mystery, I thought it best to come in dis-
cuisge. By the by, I met a young gefitle-
man round the ccrner, before I turned into
the square, and I imagine that he had just
come from this hcuse.”

““ Describa Giim.”

“He was perhaps twenty-five, with a
small black mcustache. He wcre a morn-
ing suit of brown tweeds, a soft hat, and
carried a gold-mounted stick.”

LORD MARISCOURT, a handsome old

“That was my nephew, Derrick Lumley..

He is an orphan, and he makes his home
with me. I give him an allowance of a
few hundreds a year. But if you were
around the coramer, Mr. Fox, how did you
know— ) . T,

The Case. of the |
Eaton Square Mystery !

The Javentures ol
Gorpon “fox, L2ETECTINVE

“ By your nephew's cigarette. I caught a
whiff of the smoke as I passed him, and
when [ entered your hall I noticed the same
peculiar sceut lingering there—the rich
fragranve of strong Brazilian tobacco. But
I am wasting your time. I spcke of this
merely to test tho value of my deduction.
Why have you sent for me, my lord?”

““I bhave becen robbed in a most puzzling
manner, aud 1 want you to find the thief.”

“ What are the facts? Plcase let me have
the whole story.”

“1Ib is a very short one, Mr. Fox,” replied
Lord Mariscourt. ““To begin with, T am a
bachelor, and my household cousists of my
nephew, four female servants, Grindley, the
butler and a pageboy of fifteen.. The latte:
is Grindley’s son. I am a collector of rare
books, enamels, Empire bon-bon boxes, and
other articles of vertu. I spend much time
in looking for these things in odd cornmers
¢f London and for that purpose I am in
the habit of keeping a fairly large sum of
money in the hcuse.”

He pointed to a small safe that was built
into the wall at one end of the room.

““ A fortnight ago,” he continued, “a
parcel of banknotes to the value of one
hundred pcunds was stolen during the night
from that safe. How it was done I do not
know, for the combination of the safe,
written on a slip of paper, was in my watch-
case. Unfortunately, I had not the numbers
cf the notes. I was greatly distressed, for
it was evident that the thief was one of my
servants. I changed the combiunation of the
safe, making a mental note of it only, and
kKeeping it in my head. But again, the night
before last, a packet of fifty pounds was
stolen in the same way, and in the course
of yesterday morning, hanging to fhe back
of a chair close to the safe, I found a hand-
kerchief that belonged to younz Joe
Grindley, the pageboy. I summoned his
father, and, with his conszent, searched the
lad’s box, where I discovered ten pounds
under a pile of clothing. Grindley swears
that his son ia innocent and I am inclined
to believe the same, for how could the lad—
or, indeed, anyone—have opened the safe
when the combination was locked in my

| brain? He declares that he knows nothiag



inside the
library; and at present he i3 a prisoner in

of the gold—that he was not
what do you think

am afraid this will

Now,
|

his father’s room.
of it all, Mr. Fox?
baffla ycu.”

“ 1t is very mysterious,” admitted Gordon

1 And pow,
Yuur nephow.
lead 7

“1e is rather extravagant, I fear, and
pcrhaps a little dissipated. But that is to
be excused in young blocd.”

if you will parden me, fur
What kind of a life does he

Fox. He examined the safe, which showed “ s e B y Wi : -
no signs of having becn U :rnpermi with. 1] How da you pay his allowance?”?
should like to talk to your pageboy,” bef “ Quarterly.”

said,
‘ Certainly,” replied Lord Mariscourt.

He led the way upstairs, and stopped for
breath at the top of the first flight, facing
a long passage.

“You gleep on this
quired tho detective,

floor,

“Yes: that is my rcem on the left. The
one in front of us is occupied by my
nephew

There was another apartment on the

right, and as Gordon Fox passed it, cn the
W 1)? to the mext staircase, a ghttermg spot
at the edge of the Larpe* caught his eyes.
H“nupmg dnwn he discovered several drops
*! hard candle- arease,

“JIs this room occupied?” he asked.

“Ne; it has been empty for some rnnmths_r..I
1 used to sleep here, but I changed my
quarters in order to get more fresh air.”

“T should like to look into it, if you don't
niind.”

*“By all means.”

The two entered tha room, which was a
handscmely furnished bedchamber. At one |
side was a small door in the wall, three or
four feet above the floor, and the detective
stepped over to it curicu:ly.

““There is a hiztory attached to this,” =aid
J.ord Mariscourt, as he opened the !little
door, and revealed a closet, ‘“A couple
of years ago, after burglars had attempted
to break into my house, I had a safe bhuilt
in here, the size of the one in the library,
and every night [ placed my valuables in
it. But subsequently I got tired of that.
I removed the safe—the butler wanted it for
his plate—and had this closet made instead.”

Gordon Fox lit a match, and peered into
the closet. There was a gleam of trinmph
in his eyes as he observed marks in the dust
that had collected.

“I wish to ask you a few questions, my
lord,” he said, clozing the door. “On the
n:nht before the first rchhery, had you been
rmdmg about any burglaty in the neigh- |
beurhood?”

“T ecan't be sure,” replied Lord Maris-
court, “but I think {hat was about the time
of t’he daring burglary across the square.”

“ And the night before last, on the eve of
your loss?”?

“1 remember that, Mr. Fox. On the pre-
vious night the reﬂ:dence of Mr. Bryant,
fonr doers from mine, had been broken inte,
and I was reading an account of the affair |
before I went to bed.”

my lord?”’ in- |

e

{

*“*Then the next payment is due at the
end of the week. e is probably out of
funds a8 present?”

““There is not much doubt about that.”
assented Lord Mariscourt.

* To continue, my lord, do you know if
Mr. Lumley has any ill- ft.’*{'llnf? towords the

pageboy ¢”

“Very likely he has. Some time ago, I
recall, he came home intoxicated, early in
the morning, and he told Joe, who admitted
©im, to ray nothing about it. I had my
guspicious, however; and later, when |
questicned the lad, he was compelled to teil
the truth. The result was that I threatemed

| to curtail my nephew's allowance.”

“At what he
at night?”?

“About cne o'clock. I often &it up for
him. But 1 don't understand the drift of
Fthis, Mr. Vox. I cannot for a moment per-
b mit you {o suggest that Derrick Lumley,
who, with all the faults, is the soul of
honcur——-= -

“] =uggest nothing,” interrupted Gordon
Fox. ”Yt)ur lu)rd-hlp has entrusted me with
 this caste, and it is my duty to study it
from every point of view. 1 have changed
my mind,” ha added. “ 1 think it would be
time wasted 1o interview the pageboy.”

“You have a clue to the mystery
already?” inquired Lord Mariscourt.

“I am hopeful of solving it in a day or
two,” replled Gordon Tox; and a quarter
of an hour Jater, after a few words in pri-
vate with the butler, he had left the honre.

hour does usually return

CHAPTER II.

DERRITh LUMLEY GIVES A DINNER—CGORDON FON
ON THE WATCH—A LATE VISIT.

AT night Lord Mariscourt’s nephew,

l with three fast young swells about
town, «Jdined at a fashionable restan-
rant in  Piccadilly. They were w

nerry company, drinking unlimited cham-

pagne, and winding up with liqueurs and
ecostly cigars, Derrick Lumley paid the

bill, and on leaving he invited his friends ta
go with him to the Empire; two thixgs that
| came under the thermtmn of a gentleman
with a light beard who was dining at a table
not far off.

“That ran into a pretty figure, consider-
ing that the ycung man’s quarterly, allow-
ance is within three days of being due,”
Gordon Fox told bimzelf. “I am going to

| deal! his lordship a heavy blow, but it can’t
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be helped. Crime must be punished, no
matter what the temptation.”
On the following evening, at eleven o'clock,

tho detective was ushered inte the library

of the big manszion in Eaton Square. Lord
Mariscourt, who was reading in an easy
chair, looked up in surprise.

*“Any news?"” ho asked.

“Not yet,” replied Gordon Fox. *‘I must

apologise for this late vyisit. 1 called this
afternoon, but you were not at home. I
wanted to tell you that I have not been
idle, and that I expect to bring ‘'my task
to a successful ending very shortly.”

“1 trust you will. Mr. Fox.”

“I am confident of it, my lord. By the
way, I don't suppose you have heard that
another burglary—a most daring one—was
perpetrated last night round in the next
street?”

“ What! Ancther burglary?
have not the papers——"

“The police have hushed the matter up
for the present, and I must beg you pot
to mention the affair to anyone.”

“1 shall hardly feel secure to-night.”

“You may, for the neighbourhood is under
surveillance, Don't trouble to remove the
contents of your safe. Is thero any money
in it?”

] I'E!l.“

““And the combination?”

“I have a new one ftixed in my memory,”
replied Lord Mariscourt,

“ Which is the best place for it. And now
I'll be off, my lord. Good-night.”

Gordon Fox left the library, closing the
door on Lord Mariscourt, and a passage led
him to the main hall, where he at once
removed his boots. Here Grindley was wait-
ing. He loudly opened and shut the street
door, as if the visitor had gone; and then,
followed noiselessly by the detective, he
ascended the stairs. The two crept into the
1?nm:cu]r)idf:-:l bed-chamber previously referred
0.

“You think Mr. Lumley will ccme home
at the usual time?” inquired Gordon Fox.

“He i3 pretty sure tc,” replied the butler.
“I'm relying on your promise, sir,”” he
added. ““ Are you really going to save my
boy, and clear his character?”

“There is hardly a doubt of it, my good
man. Keep awake, if you can, and at the
proper time—not beafcre—slip down here
with your son.”

Grindley withdrew, and the detective was
left alone and in darkness, comfortably fixed
fcr his vigil in a big chair.

But why

CHAPTER III.

IN THE SILENT HOURS-—THE MYSTERY REVEALED
—CAUGHT IN THE ACT.

DISTANT clock struck twelve, and
then one. The street door opened and
closed, there were voices below, and
shortly afterwards Lord Mariscourt
and his neptiew mounted the stairs, bidding

each other good-night as they entered their
respe-tive rooms.

All became silent. Two hours passed on.
The clock struck three, and Gordon Fox
was beginning to feel anxious, when his keen
ears caught a creaking noise. Muffled foot-
steps pattered down the stairs, and when
they were heard coming up again, the de-
tective ro:e and slipped behind the window
curtain. The next instant Lord Mariscourt
entered the room. lle had a lighted candle
in ¢ne hand, and a small parcel in the other;
he was clad in pyjamas, and in his eyes was
a vacant, dreamy stare. He was walking in
his sleep!

He stepped over to the closet in the wall,
opened it, and put the parcel inside; and
with that Gordon Fox crept up aond touched
him on the shoulder. The sleeping man
awoke with a start.

“ Hush, hush!”’ the dectective bade him.
““Make no noise! Don’'t be alarmed; it is
all right!”

" Lord Mariscourt barely repressed a cry.

“Where am I?” he gasped.— How did 1
get here? And that packet of money—I
must have brought it up from the library
safe! By heavens, am I a sleep-walker?
Have I been robbing myself?”

“You have, my lord, and somebody else
has been profiting by it. Be quiet, 1 beg
of you. The real thef is not far cff. He
may be watching and listening. Leave all
to me. Follow my instructions, and you will
sep what you will see.”

“] will-=I will!”” murmured Lord Maris-
court, who was now thorcughly awake.

“What am ] to do?”

“ Go quietly back to your own room, as if
you were still asleep,” whispered Gordcn
Fox. “Blow out your candle and get into
bed, and wait. When you hear me talking
loudly return here as quickly as possible.”

Lord Mariscourt immediately withdrew,
closigg the dour behind him. Again there
was silence. Some minutes elapsed—perhaps
a quarter of an hour—and the detective
began to fear that his plan was going to
miscarry. It was possible, he told himself,
that the suspected person had been on watch
to-night.

But a moment later, without a sound, the
door swung open, and the faint glimmer from
the window revealed a dark form. It moved
across the floor, while Gordon Fox stole
noisclessly round the walls to the door and
put a finger on an electric knacb.

The nocturnal prowler was now fumbling
at the closet. He turned back, and had
reached the middle of the room when a glare
of yellow light suddenly flamed out, reveal-
ing a slim young man in pyjamas. All the
colour ebbed cut of his face, and, with an
oath, he let go of the parcel, which dropped
to the floor.

“I'vo caught you, said

Mr. Lumley!”



STORY SECTION %

OUR DETECTIVE

“You have played this game
Stand right there until yeur

avordon Fox.
onco too often.
unele comes.”

““Who the deuce are you?”
“] am a dctective.”

Desperate with rage and
Lumley promptly showed fight.
towards the door, launching a hard blow
between the eves of the detective, who
grappled with him, and got hold of hoth
his arms. The struggle was ficrce but brief,
and the ycung man was subdued by the

fear, Derrick
lte sprang

time Lord Mariscourt rushed into the room, | _ A
 your carlicr life?” asked the detective.

to expericuce the worst kind of a szhock,

“Yonu
It was
uephew who put your handkerchief in the

Mariseourt, offering his hand.
innceent. I know that now.

were
my

library and the money in your box. Yon
will have the grace to admit this, Derrick?"
he added.

“Mave it as you like,” was the sullen
reply.
- Be eareful, you young scoundrell™
warned Lord  Mariscourt. “Mr. Fox, 1

thank yon with an aching heart,” ]l{f said.
*“but noue the less zincerely. How did you
 solve thisg affair so quickly and shrewdly?”

>
\

“Were you addicted to sleep-walking in
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The next instant Lord Mariscourt entered the room. He had a lighted

candie in one hand, and a small parcel in the octher.
and in his eyes was a vacant, dreamy stare.

He was clad in pyjamas,
He was walking in his sleop !

- Y o s —
“Mcre is the thief!” exclaimed Gordon “Not smee T was a bhoy at schogl. [
Fox. theaght 1 had been breken of the habit.”
* My nephew!" Lord Marizcourt, cried, In VT, e , ; n .
diztrcse, ¢ Derrick, Derrick, 1 would never | }_-m BEIS. I A lord, replied
have bolieved this of youl® Gordon  Fox. It was only dormant, not
* - - : dead. The spots of candle-grease outside

The enlpritt stood silent and shame-faced,
panting for breath. Icotsteps were dezcend-
ing the upper staircaze, and Grimley and
iis son appeared on the threshold.

“Joe, you're cleared,” the butler eried
hoarsely—'* you're cleared! They've got the
righs one!”

* Xy Iad, will you forgive me?"” =aid Lord

this deor, und what you told me of the closet
in yonder wall, gave me the first clue. When
L I Jearned that you had heen reading of
' burglaries in the wmeighbourhood, cu the
nighits of the two mysterious thefts, I knew
 that my theory was correct. I was con-

vinced that yon had carried the money up
hiere in your sleep, as ycu were in the
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habit of doing for a time after burglars
atten pted to break into your house.

“Then to find the thief! My suspicion
fell on your nephew, who occupied the next
rcom to yours. I believed that he was aware
of your nocturnal operations, that he was
profiting by them, and 1 set the trap for
him to-night with Gr.ndley’s aid. The story
I told you of last night's burglary, by the
by, was pure fiction. I invented it so that
your mind should be in the proper state for
what I wanted you to de.”

The April day was dawning as Gordon

RY SECTION |V

l'ox drove away from Eaton Square in a
cab, with a handsome cheque in his pocket.
The pageboy was rewarded, and his wages
were doubled, as compensation for what ne
had suffered through Lord Mariscourt’s
scapegrace nephew.

Derrick Lumley suddenly vanished from his
Loudon haunts. He was packed off to
Ausiralia, where he is now working out his
redemption and learning how to live on
one hundred pounds a year.

THE END.

“ THE LEAGUE OF THE IRON HAND!"
(Continued from page vii.)

Leaving the astonished Cundle to carry out
this order, Herman entered the house, and
sent a servant to fetch Wilkinson.

The latter, who was another of Fairfax's
servants, quickly arrived and respectfully
saluted.

. “ How's- Stuart?”’ asked Herman abruptly.

““ He's going on all right, sir.”

“Who are guarding him?”

“ Spencer and Youle, sir.”

“}las he recovered from the gruelling we
gave him yesterday?” :

“ Yery nearly, sir. He's still a bit shaky,
of course.”

“ No doubt,” said llerman drily. ¢ Ilas he
spoken about the airship?”

¢« Not of his own accord, sir. Spencer and
Youle have mentioned the subject to him
several times, and have advised him to do as
you wish.”

¢ And his answer?”

¢ Always the same, sir. He's quite obstin-
ate, and swears that nothing will induce him
to repair the thing.”

A cruel smile flitted across Paul Herman’s

fo 0.

“He'll sing a different tune to-morrow
morning when he finds that his young
brother is in our power!” he said. ¢ Had

your supper yet, Wilkinson?” :

“] was just getting it, sir, when you sent
for me.”

“Well, go back and finish your meal as
quickly as possible. 1 have an important
letter to write before I go to bed, and I
want you to go to London in the car, and
post. the letter at the G.P.O.”

Wilkinson saluted and returned to the ser-
vant's hall, whilst Herman trudged upstairs
to the room where Barker had taken Nipper
and Jack.

‘““Well, young gentlemen, I hope you find
your new quarters to your liking,” he said.

“Do you?’” said Nipper. “Then I'm
corry to say you hope wrong. We don't
like 'em at all.”

“Why? What's the matter with them?”

“Everything!” said Nipper. ¢ llowever,
it’s no nse complaining, I suppose. Whether
we like 'em or not, we've got to put up
with ‘ein, 1 expect.”

“] expect vou have,” said Herman, with a
meaning lugh.

] and lighting a cigarette.

| might repair the damage.

““Have you searched their pockets?"
asked, turuing to Barker.

" No, sir.”

““Then do so at once.”

Barker emptied the boys’ pockets, and
handed the contents to Ilerman. A telegram
from Donald to Jack announcing the result
of the trial, and a letter from Nelson Lee to
Nipper were the only things of importance.
Herman took possession of these, and tossed
the rest of the things on the bed.

“And now you'd better fetch up another
bed, and another chair, and some food,”” he
said to Barker. “I'll stay here till you
come back.”

Barker left the room, and Herman, after
locking the door, removed the handcufls
from the boys' wrists.

“Now I want you to understand the posi-
tion thoroughly,” he said. ‘Do you know
who I am?”

““Yes,”” replied Nipper. ‘“You're Number
One—the boss of the League of the Iron
Hand.”

“ Quite s0,” said Herman calmly. ¢ And
do you know why I have brought you here?”

“Haven't the [faintest idea,” answered
Nipper cooily. :

‘““ Then I'll explain,’”” said Herman. * Your
brother is here ”—turning to Jack Stuart.

“ Alive?”’ asked Jack eagerly.

¢ Alive and well,”” said Herman, producing
¢“ As you may have
seen in the papers, we borrowed :your
brother's airship a few weeks ago, and it
is mow in the grounds outside this house.
Unfortunately, something has gone wrong
with the mechanisin, anod, as none of our
men can put it right, I took the liberty of
kidnapping your brother vesterday morning,
and bringing him here, in order that he
Very foolishly he
refused to do so, so I have brought you
here in order that 1 may persuade him to do
as I wish by threatening to torture you
hefore his eyes.

“Don't be alarmed.,” he added, as Jack
shivered and turned pale. “You won’'t be
tortured. It won't be necessary, When your
brother discovers that you are in my power,
he will be only too glad to repair the air-
ship; and as soon as he has done so, both
you and he will be set at liberty.”

(Another Powerfu lInstalment Next Week.)

Lie
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(Continued from page 14)

Huggins was alive; but it was appalling, at
the same time, to learn that he was in the
Valley of the Shadow. [Ienton -would not
have made that statement unless it was ab-
solutely true.

Alf was hovering between life and death.

And while the school went about on tip-
toe—while all the sentors and juniors con-
versed in faint whispers, Alf Huggins lay
upstairs on the bed. Ie was unccnscicus—
he was still hovering,

And St. I'rank’s was hushed for this boy—
silenced to such an extent that a pin might
have been tieard to drop in almost any cor-
ridor. It was for AIf Huggins that they were
showing this counsideraticn—fior the boy who
had been hounded out in disgrace only a bare
day or so earlier.

How the schcol
blunder?

Nobody believed it poseible now that Alf
could have committed that assaunlt upon Mr.
Snuggs. Ile wasn’'t the Kind of fellow. Alf
was true blue. Ille was cne.of the best.

And while the schocl whispered together,

Dr. Brett wus talking to Nelson Lce—beside
Alf’s bed.
- “1 dare not risk it, Mr. Lee,” said the
doctor quietly. “ An operation must be per-
formed at once! If it is not done within
ninety minutes no power «n earth can save
the lad from death.”

Nel:on Lee’s face was almost grey,

realised its terrible

1

“ And caunot you perform this nperatlcn,
Brett?? ha asked. .
 The doctor shook his head.

| “ Impossible!” he replied. “I am not a
t brain specialist, Mr. Lee. *~ The boy’'s skull
i3 fractured in the most vital part of the
whole cramium. One tiny slip, and death
would be instantaneous. Indeed, I very much
doubt if his life can be saved!”

“This is dreadful!” said Nelson Lee.
‘““Yon can do nothing, Brett, and I am simi-
larly helpless. Dces this mean that the lad
will lie here and die, while we stand by—
idle?”?

“1 don't know—I don’t know,” said Brett
feverishly., *‘I can't think, Mr. Lee! If I
make this attempt, I know that I shall fail!
It i3 pot my business to perform such opera-
tions. It is more than I dare do to take
the responsibility.”

“And yon are certain that an cperation
is necessary at once?”

“Yes—at once!” said the doctor. “ The
sooner the better. I can’t imagine—— Wait!
Wait !»

He suddenly broke off, and a dcep fush
suffused his face.

“1 have just remembered!” he exclaimed.
“1 met Dr. Graystone, of Bannington, to-
day—1I should say, last evening. And he was
telling me that the famous Sir Howard
Britton is in Banpingtcm just now—staying
at the Grapes Hotel. Ile came down for a
special operation at the Bgnningten Hos-

p ital.”?
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Lza started. -

“8Sir Howard Britton!” he repeated. * He
i3 oue of our foremost brain specialists. Dr.
Brett, this i3 no mere chance—it is Provi-
dence!”

Lee did not waste a second.

He hurried out, gave same sharp orders,
and rushed to the telephone.

A few moments later he was talking to
the night clerk at the Grapes Hctel, in Ban-
nington. Yes, Sir Howard Britton was there.
Lee gave orders that the specialist was to
be awakened at once. He left a message.

And then, without even waiting to don a
hat, he rushed outside. There, against the
Ancient Houce steps, stood the scheolmaster
detective’s racing car. It had just been
brought round from the garage. Lee jumped
into it, and in a flash he was tearing across
tha Triangle.

Toe car shot out of the gateway, turned
towards the village, and then came the loud,
throaty roar of the fully open throttle. Lee
had gone off like a rocket—speeding towards
Bannington at breakneck rate. It was a race
to save a life.

And St. Frank's remained in a fever.

“Did you see that?” asked Handforth
tensely. “It was Mr. Lee. He’s gone!”

“ Gone?”

““ Whera to?”

“Gone to Bannington [ believe,”
Handy. “I'll bet anything you like
going to fetch another doctor.”

““Yes, that's it!”

It was the only explanation. Nelson Lee
had gone offt on an errand of mercy—on a
desperate attempt to bring help to the poor
lad who lay between life and death upstairs.

Would Nelson Lee be back in time?

Was it possible for him to return with a
doctor? And, if so, would Alf Huggins be
saved?

These were the questions which were asked

said
he's

by everybody—the questions which were
passed from mouth to mouth.

And then, someaow or other, the truth
came out.

And the school had a fresh shock. An
operation had to be performed! It had to

be performed practically within the bhour!
If not, Huggins would die, and no power on
earth could save him.

And Nelscn Lee had raced off tc bring a
famous brain specialist who happened to be
in Banningtos.

Never in the history of the old school had
such suspense existed.

Sleep was abso!uteliv ocut of the question.
And yet St. Frank's lay as quiet as though
every fellow was in his bed.

Only the gleaming windows told of the
activity within.

Archie (lenthorne could not remain in-
doors.

He walked about the Triangle—wandering
aimlessly to and fro. His misery was ter-
rible. His anxiety was like some awful
gnawing agony within. He wanted Alf—he
wanted to go to his chum’s side. :
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But this was out of the question.

The only thing was to wait, and every
minute seemed an hour. St. Frank's could
not contain itself. The anxiety felt for this
bricklayer’s son was astonishing,.

Many other fellows were just like Archie.

They found the interior of the school
stifling. They wanted to be out in the open

sir—in addition, they wanted to be the first
to hear the low throb of Nelson Lee's car
on its homeward journey Ears were strained,
and ecyes stared out over the darkness.
And AIf Huggins' life lay in the balance.

— iy, ——

CHAPTER XI.
AWAKENING CONSCIENCE!
ALPH LESLIE FULL.
WOOD lay in the
Headmaster's  study,
wrapped in blankets,

and deep in the recesses of
Dr. Stafford’s biggest easy-
chair. He had not been put
to bed—he had been brought straight to the
Head's study because it was the nearest
point.

And while Dr, Brett
Alf had been brought in.

Fuilwood's injury seemed a triviality in
comparison to-the other one. It was nothing.
For, after all, FullWood wculd be able to get
about within a day or two. At the end of a
week he would be limping. AY the end of
two weeks he would have fully recovered.

He was in no danger—his life was not at
stake.

And so he was allowed to stay
Head's study. He was quite comfortable in
his blankets—and quite safe.

Dr. Stafford was there, toc—he was there,
pacing up and down in a fever of anxieby
and intense worry, The Head knew the
truth. The Head knew that the next hour
would bring the verdict.

And Dr. Stafford completely forgot Full-
wood.

The latter lay in his chair, staring straight
before him. His eyes were burning. He had
heard, tco. He had said nothing, but he
knew Alf Huggins was lying upstairs with a
fractured skull. Unless the operation was
successful, Alf would die.

That was the dreadful truth.

Fullwood was a cad, and in him were the
makings of a pretty fine rascal. But, slum-
bering somewhere, were just a few of the
finer feelings. There is good in the worst
of us. And Fullwood had his goodness come
to the fore now.

He was not himself. He was changed.

For his conscience was at work. He felt
pangs of remorse. And he could not bear to
think that Huggins might die.

Alf had risked his life to save him—him,
Fullwood! It was appalling—it was amazing,

at the same time.
As Fullwood lay in the chair, he thought

was trealing him,

in the

= - -
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the details.

of all He remembered that
scene up in the tower room. He remem-
bered how he had gone in to taunt the brick-
layer's son. Then he brought to mind the
manner in which Alf had knocked him down.

Fullwood shuddered at the recollection of
the disaster. 1lis thoughts were confused
about that.

Ho only knew that he bhad heen blinded
and dazed by that dreadful crash. And he
had . found himself pinned down, unable to
get away. And he shuddered again as he
remembered his nightmare time. That tot-
tering wall, close against him—threatening
to fall upon . him with every second that
passed. He remembered it all. And Alf!

Alf, coming up the ivy, risking his life in
every moment of the climb, Then the final
act—as Alf had lifted tho stone. Fullwood
had crawled aside. But Huggins had been
.caught by the crumbling wall. And Alf had
done all this for him!

It was like coals of fire heaped upon his
fhead.

Aided by Mr. Snuggs, Fullwood had worked
with might and main to get Alf Huggins ex-
pelled. Between the pair of them, they had
succeeded. They had plotted, they bad
schemed, and Alf had fallen a victim to their
wiles. They had driven him out. And after
being driven out, Alf had come back. And
his first act had been to go to the succour
of the one whom he had the most cause in
the wcerld to loathe. - ‘

Fullwood was thick-skinned, but he was not
thick-skinned enough for this. Even his
horny hide was penetrated now. Alf might
die! And that thought cut Fullwood to the
quick. It left him with a sense of horror.

For once in a while he felt a spark of
decency.

1t eame gradually—and the spark flamed
up. lle couldn't do it! He couldn’t allow
Alf to lie up there, with that terrible stain
still upon his character. It would be the
act of an absolute villain.

“I've got to tell! I've got to speak up!”
Fullwocd told himself fiercely. ““ Yes, and
I'll give Snuggs away. The crawling, snivel-
ling scorpion! I can see it now! le's a
beast!” +

Fullwood surged with indignation as he
thought of Snuggs. Yes, it was Snuggs who
had led him on! In his darkness, Fullwood
placed all the blame upon Mr. Snuggs’
shcoulders.

But it would make no difference.

If Fullwood confessed, he would be scif-
comndemned. Ile would admit that he had
been a party to that plot. And there could
be only one result—expulsion!

Yes, it would mean the sack!

Fullwcod would certainly be expelied from
the school. The Head would never allow him
to remain after discovering the truth. That
was a certainty. It was impossible for Dr.
Stafford to condone such an offence.

What should he dc¢? Remain silent, and

"THE NELSON

suffer agonies of conscience? Remain silent |
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and become ill with the pangs c¢f remorse
which stabbed into him? x

Or should he speak out—and get himself
the =ack?

It was a scvere test for the leader of
Study A. At any ordinary time he would
have chosen the one course, Ile wcould have
suffered any mental agony rather than open
disgrace.

But now he was different.

Alf's amazing heroisin had changed Full-
wood into another being. As likely as not,
it was only a temporary change—for a
leopard cannot change its spcts. But for this
brief period, at all events, Fullwood was
like another person.

And, at last, he made up his mind.

‘“I’ve got to tell!” he said fiercely. *“* And
if I don't do it now, it might be too late.
I'd like Huggins to kpnow that his name is
cleared. If be’s going to die, I want him to
know belorehand.”

And Fullwood tried to get up from the
chair. His leg hurt him, and he sank back
again with a slight gasp. Dr. Staftord, turn-
ing, saw the junior staring befcre him in a
fixed, feverish way.

““ Lie still, my boy—lie still!*” said the Head

gently. *“Is there anything you want, I'ull-
wcod?” .
Fullwecod looked at him in a wild kind of
way.
“I've got to talk to you, sir}” he said
tensely.

“Youn must not talk—-"

“I've got to, sir! Do ycu hear me?"" said
Fullwood. “I've got to! I've got to expose
that crawling worm—Snuggs!®

“ Good heavens! What are you saying?”

“ Alf Huggins saved my life, sir—he saved
me at the risk «f his own!” said Fullwood,
his voice becoming more steady. ‘“And it
was Snuggs and I who plotted and planned
to get him kicked out of the school!”

The Head, in spite of his intense worry, was
startled.

“My hoy, you are feverish!” he said
quietly.
“I am not, sir,” said Fullwood. °*‘Look at

I'm not feverish; but I must get this
It's killing me—it’s gnawing
Alf Huggins may die, and he
It wasn't right,

me.
off my mind.
right into me.
was expelled in disgrace!
sir! Ile never deserved it!”
Dr. Staflord’s face became grave and steru.
He sat down close to Fullwocd, and looked

‘1 at him squarely. ~

“Tell me!” he said, in a low voice,

CHAPTER XII

THE CONFESSION!

£ NUGGS—he was the
cause of it, sir!”
began Fullwcod.

“ He's a master, bub

he's a scoundrel!”

“You must not
: 4 my boy——"

“But I do say it, sir,” insisted Fullwood.

say that,
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“I want to tell you what happened that
night—that night when Mr. Snuzgs was
struck down. I want to explain all the
details.”

“YTcu mean
Snuypgs??

““ He didn't attack him, sir.”

“But Mr. Snuggs distinctly told me that
it was Huggins who attacked him,” said the
Head quietly. “ It is impossible for me to
doubt <he word of one of my masters—->’

“ Mr. Snuggs is a liar, sir,” said Fullwood.
“It was a put-up job—it was a fake! I'm
a liar, too! I'm a miserable, crawling cad!
I helped in it, sir; and I helped to torment
Huggins until the very last moment! Oh,
I don’t deserve all this!”

Fullwood dropped his face into his hands,
and sobbed convulsively.

“Come, come!” said the Mecad gently.
““This won't do, my boy! You are dis-
traught! I do not think you know what you
are ’fa}'iug. These statements are wild and

when Huggins attacked Mr.

¢ Oh, they’re true, sir,” muttered Fullwood,
looking up, his chieeks streaming. ¢ It's—it’s
not often I blub, sir! But I can't help it
now! I've never realised, before, what a
detestable sort of cad I've been! But Hug-
ging is the best fellow that breathes!”

Fullwood gave a wild kind of laugh.

““But perhaps he isn't breathing now!*’ he
went on. “Perhaps Iluggins is dead! Oh,
sir, it can’t be true! He won't die, will he?
He mustn't die sir—he mustn’t!”

Dr. Stafford placed a bhand on Fullwood's
shioulder.

““No, he mustn’t die, Fullwood,” he said
quietly. ““llave no fear. lleaven will not
be so cruel as that. The boy risked his own
life to save yours. He is terribly injured.
At the very best, he will be a wreck for
weeks and weeks. If you have done this :ad
any injury, your remorse is easily under-
stamdable. For Iluggins returned good {5t
evil—and that is the greatest test that we
on this earth can have.”

Fullwood nearly choked. .

“Don’t, sir!” he muttered.
making it worse.for me! Huggins returned
good for evil! He knew it was me up there!
He had.every reason to hate me—to loathe
me! And yet tie did that. He came up the
ivy, knowing that it would probably mean
his own life or mine. Why dces a fellow do
hat, sir? I wouldn’'t do it—couldn't! I
haven’t got the pluck, sir! And that—that
bricklayer chap saved me!”

“] . am glad that you have realised the
truth, Fullweod. And now we must not talk
like this any lopger,” said the Head quietly.
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“You're only

“ What were you saying about Mr. Snuggs?
[ caunct believe—" ,
““You must believe!” interrupted Fullwood

quickly ** Mr. Snuggs and I were in the
woodshed that night. We had gone there to
fake up some rotten trick agaiost Huggins.”

*“You had deliberately gone there to plan
& trick?” asked the llead. ““It was a plot
between you and Mr. Snuggs?”? S

“Yes, sir! 1 swear it!”

(30 on §”’

““ Aud then [ tripped against something,
sir,” said Fullwood. “1t was all dark. [
hit against the wooden wall of the place,
and sheok it. That irou crowbar fell down
from the rafters. It hit Mr. Snuggs on the
head. The whole thing was an accident, sir.

1, don’t you understand? 1t was an acci-
dent!” |

‘““There was no assault whatever?”?

“0Of covurse there wasn't, sir. And Mr.
Snuggs wasn't unconscious, either. He told
‘ae to go and fetch Huggins. He told mo
to send Huggins to the woodshed s¢ that
fie could accuse the boy of having attacked
him. You sce, Mr. Snuggs took advantage
of that accident to get MHuggins expelled.”

“And you deliberately sent Muggins on
that dastardly errand?” asked the Head
grimly. *“Knowing Mr. Snuggs' intentlions,

you told lluggins?”
““Yes, sir,” muttered Fullwood brokenly.
‘* Then the poor boy spoke the-truth when
he gave his account?”

““Yes, sir; he spoke the truth all the
time!”? said Fullwood. “1 don't think he
could tell a lie—he's too straight! I'm just

realising it. 1lle’s true blue! He’'s as straight
as a string! Oh, I'm glad I've told you! 1
don’t care what happens to me! It's off
my mind now!”

And the wretched junior sauk tis head into
his hands again.

““So it was Mr. Snuggs who gave a false,
lying account,” said the llead, in a low
voice. “And you lullwcod—you took part
in that villainous scheme! It was dreadful
of you!”

“0Oh, I know it was, sir—I know -it was!”

“But I am thankful that you have told
me,” went on Dr. Stafford. ' “I will tell you,
my boy, that T am impressed. Your re-
mcrse proves to me that you are not wholly
bad. And Mr. Snuggs is the chief culprit!”

““Heo led me on sir,” muttered the junior.

““0Of that I have not the slightest doubt,”
agreed Dr. Stafford. “ Mr. Snuggs was your
cvil genius. As a master of this school it was
his duty to teach you everything that was
right. To lead you into the path of wrong-
doing was terrible. You are greatly to
blame, Fullwgod. But I have a mind to be
merciful. You have suffered. And I am -
proud of you for ycur frankness now. When
one confesses his wrong, he partially atones
for his sin.” _

“I expect you'll gack me, sir!” said Full-
wood. ““What does it matter? If Huggins
dies, I don't want to.remain here! I couldn't



livei in the place! He won't die, will he,
Eir"J

The Ilead looked away.

‘** Huggins’ life hangs on a thread!” he said
quietly. **It may be too late—or perhaps
Mr. Lee will return In time. He must! No
other thought is possible!”

““ Has—has Mr. Lee goue to fetch
body, sir?®

The Headmaster stood up.

‘““Yes,” he replied tensely.
haq returned !

Frecm outside came the soft, panting threb

of a racing motor-car,

“And Mr. Lee

THE TRIUMPH OF ALF!
IR IOWARD BRITTON
side Nelsoen Lee. Ho was
a small, dapper little
moment there was an elert,
business-like expressien on lis

CIIAPTER XIIL
entered the school be-
gentleman, and at the present
fle had been told Low grave this case

face.

was, and he had come willingly and freely.
[t mattered nothing to him that he was

dragged out of his bed in the middle of

the aight.

~ille had come to 8t. Frank’s in the hope

of saving a human life. And if there was
any possibility, he would drag Alf Huggins
out of the Valley of the Shadow.

Many of the fellows suw Nelson Lee and
Sir Howard hurry upstairs. And there was
an immediate buzz ¢f low conversation.

‘“It's the specialist!”

“Good!”

““We shall know soon!”

“1 dou’t suppose it’'ll take him long,” said
Handforth. ‘““ And then they’ll bring down
the verdict. Poor old Huggins! He's got to
live, you knew! If he died, there'd be some-
thing awful -

“0Oh, don't talk about his dying!” mut-
tered Church. “It's not going to be!
Huggins i3 one of the best. I've been think-
ing .bout him all the time. I mean, the way
ho acted last week and the week before.
When all the chaps were against him—per-
sec-uting him. He stood it like a brick!”

“Yes, rather!” said Armstrong. “1 was
a cad, too!”

“Good man!”? caid Handforth.
fession is good for the soul!
kuow you're a cad!”

P" The age of miracles hasn't passed!” said
itt.

“Oh, don’t sneer!” growled Armstrong.
‘“At a time like this a fellow feels com-
pellel to own up. I was just thinking of
that little accident when Huggins took it
on himself to repair my bike. He did it out
of sheer kindheartedness, and then I came
aloug and slanged him! I told him he wanted
to pinch the jigeer for his own use!™

“You rotter!”

“I know it—pow!” said Armstrong.

‘““Open con-
I'm glad you

i put
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‘“ The stairs have vanished ! " said
Alf hoarsely.

‘“ But—but 1|
began Archie.

‘“ We can’t get to Fullwood; we
can’t even see if he is still alive! "
muttered AIf.

mean to say——"

somehow or other it didn't seem to strike
me at the time.”

“It's queer how you recalize the truth

afterwards,”” said Marriott. “We kicked
him cut of the study, you know. That
chap!®

““A bricklayer's son!"” said Haudfcrih.
Marriott flushed.

“ What's it matter what he is?” he asked.
¢ After this I shouldn’t be snobbish even if
a dustman’s son came to St. Frank's! It's
the chap that matters—not his upbringing.
And Huggins is good right through! My hat!
What rotten cads we were!"

And practically every other snob was just
as willing tov confess, Handforth and the



othier feflows tiad never heard so many ex-
pressions of frank regret in all their lives.
Somehow, ithe knowledge that Alf was

hovering between life and death made the

juniora realise.

The thing came as a blow.

They had time to think—they did not
merely jump to a
hitherto.
something that they had enough pluck to
admit their faults.

Even Handforth began to feel rather drawn
towards the fellows who had been so snob-
bigh. After admitting their guilt, bow could
he possibly remain antagonistic.

Handforth had never been
beforc.

I was astonished to find that he was really
able to whisper.
spoken in a Kind of loud stage whisper.
uow he only breathed his words.

The schocl was sgilent for the sake of
Huggins.

And while evervbody waited downstairs—
waited in a fever of anxiety—Sir Howard
Britton was bending over the poor, battered
junior upstairs, Hfe came to Nelson Lee
after his examinaticn, and his face was
arave. -

Dr. Brett was there, too.

“Yes, gentlemen, an operation is essen-
tial,” said Sir hwoward quietly. “You were
right, Dr. Brett. The lad will die unlesa this
operation is immediately performed.”

“It will be dangerous?” asked Nelson Lee.

“VYery dangerous!”

“But there is a possihility—a hope?”

“0Oh, yes—most certainly,” repiied the
specialist. “If I am successful, the lad will
be in no fear of a relapse. He will prob-
ably recover consciousness within a few
hours, and then will slowly mend.”

Sir Howard quickly set about his prepara-
tions.

And still the suspense went on downstalrs.

The minutes passed slowly. They dragged
by. The juniors began to think that the
news would onever come. And yet, although
they were supposed to be in their beds,
sleep was not even thought of. 1 didn’t see
one fellow yawn. They were on the alert—
waiting.

Archie Glenthorne came in.

His face was haggard. It was drawn into
anxious lines. And he looked round with a
kind of dull, listless expression in his eyes.
Archie had grown tired of the Triangle. It
seemed to him that this waiting was the
worst suflering that one could have.

“Dear old lads,” he said quietly.
much longer?”

““ Nobody seems to know,” murmured Pitt.

“But it must come scon—I mean to say,
one way or the other!” said Archie. I
can’t think properly. The old brain appears
to be dead. I don’t know how you chappies
feel, but I'm bally well dazed!”

‘““We'pe all a bhit that way, Archie.”

“We sha'n't be right until we hear the
"Er‘.li"h " .

so subdued

But

“ How

hasty conclusion as
They kunew the truth, and it was

Hitherto he had always
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] want you to yell!” said Morrow.

|

rY ||

We were in the common room, and, befora
Archie could say anothe word, zlorrow, of
the Sixth, came in. All eyes were turne:l
upon him. Morrow was looking very grave.

‘““ Is—is there any news?” asked Handiorth.

He had been almost afraid to put tua
question.

“Yes!” <aid Morrow.

“The—the operation?”’

“ Yes!”

Archie ran forward, and clutched at tha
prefect’s sleeve.

“Don’t!” he muttered.  Don’t keep us
waiting! What is it, old lad? What is it?
How about Alf?”’

““Huggins is alive!” said Morrow.

“Alive!™

“Oh, thank Heaven!”

“Then—then it's all right?”

“No—it's not all right!”’ replied Morrow,
“The specialist has saved him from death
but he is still unconsecious. 7The operation
was a success. It will be weeks before hLe
i> himeself!”

Archie Glenthorne nearly sobbed with joy,

“ But—but, I mean to eay!"” he panted.
“It's all right, isn’t it? He's saved, Mor-
row?- Alf's saved. He’s noc¢ n danger now,
is he? Speak, old scout!”

“I've told you this quietly because I didu't

“You've

had the truth, and so now 1 can speak a
little more frankly. But don’t let out any

shouts. The doctors must have silence!”

P_;‘bls-is the news even better, then?” asked
itt.

Morrow nodded.

“Yes, it’s even better,” he replied. “Tha
operation was a complete succezs, and Hug-
gins is in absolutely no aanger. Of course,
he's jolly ill. But the brain specialist savs
he'll mend rapidly. He's got a strong con-
stitution, and he’s bound to be all right after
a rest.”

“ Hurrah!?

“It was Handforth who did that—but in
just a faint whisper.

“1f you don’'t cheer any louder than that
it doesn't matter,” said Morrow. ¢ But don't
forget yourselves and let cut any yells——"

“@Give us credit for a bit of sense, old
man?? said Pitt. << Oh, thank goodness that
suspense is over! The tension was terrible!
Good old Alf! He'll be with us, after all!™

“ Rather!”

“It's great, dear old chappies!” exclaimed
Archie, his eyes shining. “I mean to say, I
feel like dashing about an. shaking every
bally hand that I come across! I feel so
frightfully bucked that 1 could buzz out-
side and push a few walls over! When a
chappie gete news like this he bubbles some-
what!”

““ Well, mind you don’t bubble too much.”
said Morrow. *“You won’'t need to bottle

“It’s over.”

‘yourselves up for long. Huggins will go to-
‘morrow——""

({3 GO !n
“ Where to?"”
“ Whv?”
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“*Youn don’t suppose lLe can remain here, |
49 you?”? asked Morrow. * He’ll have to go
Mto a nursing home. Of course, there’s the
sanatorium here, but that wouldn't be quief
cnough.”?

*¢ Still, he’ll come he?” de-
manded Handforth.

* Well, I don't know,” replied Morrow,
* Huggins was eacked. He left the school in
disgrace. But it’s quite likely this aflair
will wipe the stain out.”

back, won't

s b s meo e n

LEE
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| CHHAPTER X1V.
| THE AMAZING TRUTH.
“ LF—dear old lad !>
Archiec Glenthorne
murmured the words
softly.

He was sitting beside Alf
Huggins® bed. It was morn-
ing now—bright, clear morn-
and beforc long Alf weuld be taken

ng,

* Stain?”  said Handforth
“Wliat stain?”?

* Don’t he an ass, Morrow !” said Pitt.

** Huggins never committed that assault on
Snuggs,” went on Handforth. “1t was all
a put-up job, and I won't believe anything
else ™

‘* Hear, hear!”

“ Down with Snuggs !

** He’s a mean, rotten worm 2

aggressively.

|

away in a special ambulance.
taken to a fine nursing-home on the outskirts
of Banningtoh, where he would have proper
care and complete rest.

All danger was over.

He would he

|

The operation, although frauglhit with
 sueh danger, had not been a deadly one.
Once completed, Alf was safe. There was
 practieally no fear of a relapse. And this

morning he had recovered consciousness,
[

‘“ A erawling reptile!”
“* Good old ?E[uggins:’!
**One of the best!™

““Now then—now then,” said Morrow
sharply. ‘
“But, although the exclamations were

numerous, all the juniors took care to speak
in whispers.

It didn’t matter what he was—it didn't
matter what his parents were. 1If ever Hug-
gins recovered, and if ever he came bhack to
St. Frank's, he woilld be one of the most
popular fellows the Remove ever had.

If Alf could only have heard all this, he
would have been proud. For he had won his
way through, in spite of all obstacles—in
spite of all the plottings and plannings.

Without disclosing the actual truth about
his identity, hie had made a position for him-
self which would always remain secure. And
he would be remembered as Alf Huggins, the
bricklayer’s somn, |

But Morrow didn’'t allow the talk to go on
much longer. _

“ The best thing you youngsters can do i3
to get straight back to bed. The Head has
given instructions that there will be no
morning lessons——"* '

“Q0h, good!”

““ That's a rclief, anyway!"

¢ Rather!” -

“The whole school will get to bed, and it
won't zet up until about eleven!” went on

|

As a very special concession, Archie Glen-
thorne had been allowed te see him before
his departure. And now Archie was looking’
imto his chum’s fuce with gladness and joy.

“ Everything’s all right, laddie,” whispered
Areiie. * Dear old sportsman—it’s frightful
to see you like this, but I'm ¢lad! I mean
to say, I'm glad that you're pullmg round
like one o'clock.”

All gave a wan smile,

“ Thanks, Archie,” he murnured. 1 shall
be all right. Just a week or two, you Lknow,
and then I'll be as strong as ever.”

‘“ Ahsolutely,” said Archic stoutly. “I
mecan to say, vou’ve bally well got to be!
Why, dash it, 1 sha'n’t live uatil you come
back. I shall merely be in a state of exist-
ence !”?

“* Dear old Archie!” said Al softly. I
gay, I haven’t been able to thank you for
all you've done——"’

‘““ Gadzooks!” interrupted Archie. ¢ What
pricelees pifle. 1 mean, it seems to me
that you're the lad who has done all' the
doimg! Abhsolutely every time! Why, good
aad, you're a4 marvel!”

“Pon’t be silly, Archie!” =aid Alf.

“1 mean, dashing up towers,” said Archie
 enthusiastically. * Whizzing up lumps cof
ivy, and getting yourself bally well covered
with bricks! All those sort of things wang
a frightful lot of doing!”

Alf tried to smile again. He was Iying in

E

Morrow ““There’s a double reason for that
“decigion, I believe. The Head wants you fel-
lows to get your proper sleep, and he also
wants quictness. Be good ehaps, and slip
away upstairs.. I don’t think I shall have to
give any orders. You'll go, won’t yon?”

The juniors went like lambs.

And St. Frank's had perfect faith in Alf
Huggins. Nobody believed in his guilt now—
everybody scofled at the idea that he had
made that attack npon Mr. Snuggs. And so,
even before the truth came ouf, the hriek-
Jayer's son had won all hearts.

He had made good or his own merits!

hed propped up, and he was literally
smothered with bandages. He had had a ter-
rible time. But the worst was over. From now
onwards he would gradually me¢nd. And his
strong constitution would enatle Lim to re-
caver with great rapidity.

“0Of course, I'm not frightfally sure about,
Smuggs!? went on Archie. “ As a matter of
fact, I'd forgotten all about——"

*“ Archie, 1've got something to tell you!”?
put in All.

“*Really? I mean, absolutely?”

“The Head knows the truth!’* whispered
t AH, his eyes shining with pgladness. *It's
all right., The Head know: arout that affair

re——
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with Sauggs. I'm not expelled. 1 have becn
reinstated !’

Archie nearly yelled with joy.

*You—you positively mean
breathed.

“Yes—and when I'm well
come back,” said Alf Huggins. * Then we’ll
have some good times, won't we? It won't
be long, Archie—only just after the Whitsun
holidays, I expect.”

“That's absolutely priceless,” said Archie.
“ Why, the bally holidays are just on us'
A week or so, and then the school disin-
tegrates. In other words, it breaks up!”

““Then we shall soon be together again!”
said Alf. < Oh, you don't know how lovely

he

acain, I shall

it 2"
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It was midday now, and the boys had not
been up very long. Owing to the dramatic
events of the night, the usual school routine
was quite upside down. Not that this mat-
tered a toss.

Everybody turned up.

And all sorts of discussions went on, in
low, excited-voices. The fellows decided that
the Head was going to tell the school that
Alf Huggins had been reinstated—that he
was still a scholar of St. Frank’s, and would
come back as soon a6 he was well enough.

There was a hush when Dr. Stafford
appeared on the platiorm.

And with him was Sir John Brent—the
hairman of the Board of Governors,

god\t
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it is to know that it's all over. Dear old
Archie, you stuck to me through thick and

thin. You're a ripping chum!”’
Archie denied it strenuously. And then,
shortly afterwards, he was compelled to

leave, for the dector would not allow him to

remain. Alf had to be Kkept quiet, and
Archie had spent his allotted time in the
sick room.

But Glenthorne was happy now.

He had seen his chum—he had seen with
his own eyes, that Alf was bright and gay
and already on the road to recovery. That
was what made Archie sing in joyous tones
a3 he descended the stairs.

And soon after that the school was called
together.

Sir John was looking very troubled and
grave.

**I have some important news to tell you,
boys!” exclaimed the Headmaster quietly.
“ There i3 no necesity for me to go into
any details rezarding the events of last
night. You all know how Huggine acted
with sueh wonderful bravery. You know
that his life was in danger. And you know

that all peril has now passed. Huggins is

| leaving the sehool this mormng—*

il Oh:”

““ But you need not be afr.id!” went on
Dr Stafford smiling. * Huggins will return
—he will take his old place in the Remove
Form. And the doctors are hopeful that
he will mend rapidly.”



“* Hurrah 12

*Good old Huggins !*?

*“Good old hricklayer!”’

“* Harirah ! .

The shouts and the cheers were very sub-
dned. |

*“J cannot blame you, boys, for your
warm demonstration,” continued the Head.
* Huggins has proved himself to be a
youngster who is possessed of pluck, dogged
erit, ‘and wonderful loyalty. He has upheld
all the finer traditions of this great school!”

“ Hurrah!'*?

““And T may tell you at onee,” said the
Mead—“1 may tell you that Huggins has
been shametfully and despicably treated. Tor
I have now learnt that his expulsion was un-
deserved,””?

e 0]1!‘)

“We knew it all along!” shouted Hand- |}

forth triumphantly.

“Hurrah!”?

“Iuggins was vietimised by Mr., Snuggs!?
continued the Headmaster, displaying mueh
patience with the excited school. “ It is not
my intention to go into any detaiis of that
painful aflair. It will be suflicient for yon
to know that the truth has come to Jight.
Mr. Spuges will not be scen any more—for
be has gonel”

“0h, good!”

“ What ripping ncews!"

“Thank gooduess for thaf!?

“Mr. Snuggs has gone!”” repoated -the
Head. *“Ie was wunworthy of the trnst that
was reposed in him. 1 am only too happy
to state that the wretel:ed man partially
relented, and made a most humble and
sincere apology. He begged the forgiveness
of Huggins—forgiveness, J may add, which
vwas freely given.”

“Good old Alf!?

*“With rerard to Fuilwoad, he will resnme
his place in the school within a few days,?”
continued the Head quietlyv. *“ And now, if
you will remain quiet, Siv John Brent would
like to address you.”

Sir John stepped forward to the cdge of
fhe platform.

He was flushiug warmly. From every side
he heard nothing but demonstratious of won-
dderful enthusiasm for Alf. And it made him
ioyous. Alf had won the hearts of all. He
vas the idol of St. Frauk’s. Now, surely,
vwasz the time for the truth to be told.
~ “Boys, T think 1 have something to tell
vou that will come as a big surprise,” said
Sir John Brent quietly. ¢ Dr. Stafiord has
bheen talking to you about Alired Huggins—

whom you have kunown as the son of a
bricklayer. When he came to this school a
certain nnmber of you rejected him. You

despised him and treated him with contempt.
Possibly you have atoned for your snebbish
behaviour now., And =0 I will not press that
point. I think you are all of the same
opinion with regard to this lad—""

‘““ Rather, <sir!”?

“We're proud of him. =ir!™

¢ S, Frank's iz proud of him!™

|

| said Gulliver, with a sickly look.

—

“One of the hest in the school!*?
“1 am glad!” said Sir John. “ And now
! will tell you the truth. This lad—this boy

 who has been with you for the past three or
fonr weeks—is not the son of a bricklayer,
a3 you helieved.

“ Not—unot the son of a bricklayer?”

“Then—ihen who is he?”?

“The lad is my own son!" said Sir John
quietly,

CHAPTER XV. .
STRAIGHT AS A STRING!

T was like a bomb<hell op
the school,

“My own son'! re-

peated Sir John, ¢ His

name is Alfred Brent, and 1

> need hardly tell you how

proud [ am that my boy

should have covered himszelf with such
glory.”

The fellows were gazping with astonish-
ment.

Sir John Brent's son!

“Great Scott!”
“Jt doesn’t scem pozsible.™?
“ But—but he’s All Hngains, of Hoxton'™?
> Jie—
he ean’t be Sir Jolin Brent’s son!'? '
All the snobs were looking sheepizh and
dismayed,
“And yon were down on him because he

was common!?” grunted IHandforth, < \Mv
hat! Haven’t you heen spoofed?  Just
think of it. You despised him and loathed
him because he came from Hoxton. And.
all the time, he's the son of Sir John
Brent.”?

“My ounly Suniday topper!”?

“H the news came as a bombshell to the
sehool, it came as an carthquake to the
snobhs. lor they were confounded. All their
theories and ideas were sent to the winds.

But Sir John wasg speaking again.

“No doubt you think it very remarkable
that my son should comne to the school in
such an extraordinary way,” he exclaimed.
“Of course, it is remarkable. But I will
explain the eircumstances. It waz Alfred’s
idea. At first 1 was totally opposed. lle
maintained that if he came here a3 a4
common hoy--as the son of a bricklayer—he
would bhe received with jeers and with loath-
ing. My son declared that he would not
be given a fair chance. lle was yuite cer-
tain that there would be a large element
of snobbishness among the jumnior forms,
And so he tried this thing as an experiment.
As yon have found, it was an experiment
that nearly cost him his life.”?

The school was hushed.

“ Endoubtedly, the whole sequence of
events which led up to the adventures of
last might was brought about by my son’s
fight against his enemies in tHhis school.”
went onp Sir John, It seems that lis
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greatest enemy of all was Mr. Snuggs.
I will grant, was terrihle.”
- ¢ A lot of rotters were against him,
sir!”” shouted somebody.

“ They were down on him from the first.”

¢ My son e\pecterl such treatment, and he
was prepared for it,”” continued Sir Johu.
““ At the same time, he maintained that he
would find some m;x_lly true friends. IHe
did find them. TFor there are boys among
you who paid no heed to his breeding—or
supposed hreedm"-—und took Alfred for what
lhe was worth. I hope that this whole
affair will be a lesson to you.’

“You bet it will, sir!”?
¢ Rather!”

“ Still, after all,
it?”

Sir John's eyes flashed.
¢ Yes—blood will tell!' he exclaimed.

too,

blood will tell, sir, won't

13 It

may interest you to know that my own
father was a bricklaver.”

“0}]!” . i

¢«“Am I ashamed of it?” demanded Sir

John, ¢ 1Jlas any boy a right to be ashamed
of his own father—or any man! Certainly
not—if his father is worthy of respect and
honour. }is position in life matters nothing.
A man can be honourable, no matter what
his calling. Yes, my own father was a brick-
layer. But I'm not ashamed of that. If
any Df you think the less of me, I cannot

help it.”
¢ We don't, sir!”
¢ We think more of you, sir.”

¢ And Alf Huggins is almost the son of
a bricklayer, after all!” roared Handforth.
¢ He's the grandson of one, anyway.”

¢““Ha, ha, hat”

€ In future, of course, my son will be
known under his own name—Alfred Brent,”
_ said Sir John. *“ And now, if you so desire,
vou may give expression to your feelings
in any way Yyou choose. The doctors have
informed me that cheering will not affect
my son. Indeed, it will encourage him, and
give him happiness. le will know that your
enthusiasm is for him.”
- Handforth jumped forward.

““ Then can we let it rip, sir?” he roared.

¢ As loudly as you like!”’ smiled Sir John.

‘“ Hurrah!” bellowed Handforth enthusi-
astically. ¢ Great pip! 1It!s like a safety
valve. I was nearly busting.”

¢“ Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Now then, you chaps—give him three
cheers!” roared Handy. ¢ Hip, hip, hoorah!”

It karst out in a perfect thunder—and
the rafters of the old hall fairly shook and

shivered. The cheering was heard in every
corner of the school. Even the seniors
joined in. They couldn't help themselves,

for they had been worked up into a high
pitch of enthusiasm.

And AIlf Brent, lying
smiled gladly to himself.

in bed upstairs,

That, |

7

gins eomes back, I'll apologise.

lle Knew.

Those cheers him—the fellows

for
were glad that he had come through vic-

Wele

toriously. He had started badily at St.
i'rank’s, and then things had got worse
and worse. DBut this was ample compensa-
tion. JIor pnow Alf was the idol of the
school. His hour had ecome, and, in future,
he would be free Irom persecutions and
petty spites.

The snobs of St. Frauk's had received a
lesson that they weuld remember for many
a lone day. They had been taught that
there is nothing manly or refined in being a
snob. Every person should be judged on his -
merits—for that's all that counts.

“What does it matter whether a chap’s
the son of a bricklayer, a dustman, or a
giddy duke!”? shouted- Handfort.h out in the
Triangle, after scheol had been dismissed.
““ What dces it matter? It' the chap him-

L self who counts!”

¢ Rather!”

““ As for these snobs, Im going to slaugh-
ter the lot!” declared Haudiorb‘n “y'm
going round, and 1 mean to wipe them up!”’

¢ Rats!” said Merrell. ‘% JI've been a’
heast—-"!

‘“ You have!”

‘“I've been a cad——"

¢ Glad you know .dt!"

“1 do know. it!” shouted \Ierrell red to
the roots of his hair. ¢ But, at Ieaqt I've
got the decency to admit it! When Hug-
I'll beg hlE!
pardon!?”’ :

“(iood man!” I said heartily.

llandforth glared.
¢ You rotter!” he snorted.

£ Eh‘)”

“[ can’t punch your nose now!” roared

| Hlandforth indignantly.

¢“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“All the same, I'm jolly glad!” growled
Handy. ¢If a chap's in the wrong, and
he's gut the decency to admit it, it's good
enough for me! Bnt I do hate an obstinate
fellow who thinks he knows e»er}thmg and
won't take advice.”

**Ha, ha, hat?

“ What's th-at cackle for?” snorted Hand-
forth.

¢ My hat!”? said Pitt.
yourself a good bit!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth didn't see the joke at all. And
Ehnn Archie came up, blithely hummmg a
une
¢ What-ho! What-ho!” he observed. [
mean to say, the jolly old thunder clouds
have dispersed. The sun shines, the birds
trill, and the world goes merrily on!”

¢ Absolutely!”” grinned Pitt.

¢ Why, dash it all, I feel so frightfully
bucked that I could dash up and down
like this for hours,” said Archie stoutly.
“1 mean to say, the old frame is simply
bursting with energy. I want to do some-
thing. I want to whizz about, and fly

“You must hate
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hither and thither. T jolly well can't keep ,

gbill,
ing.””

**Yes, it does make you feel a bit like
that, Archie,”” I siniled.

The fact is, ‘I'm somewhat overflow-

‘““Well, thank goodness, it's all over.
““And, thank goodness, that Snpuggs has
gone =

Archie staggered.

“Don’t!” Le pleaded. ¢ Kindly refrain
from mentioniug that name in my pre-
sence,” he =aid. <1 can’t stand it. 1lle was

the cause of all the trouble.
into oblivion. 8t. Frank’s knows the bhlot
no more. And, as far as I can see, cvery-
thing in the jolly old garden is priceless.”

“ Rather!” |

“And let’s hope that Alf coines baek in a
few weeks.”

“He wili!” declared Archie. “1Ife’s pro-
mised -me that he’s going to put a fearful
hustle on, and give the good old doctors a
surprise. Anyway, laddies. you can he quite
certain that AHf will have a somewhat large-
sized stab at it.”

And Archie strolled
face to face with Phipps in his study,

“0h,” said Archie, ‘<o lhere yon
What about it, Phipps? What 1
say, what absolutely about it?”

**I am glad, sir, that everything is over.”

“Over!” repeated Archie. “1 mean, what
ahout the dear old lad? It strikes me that

mean to

you were somewhat prejudiced against Alf. |

You thought he was the dashed son of a
dashed bricklayer.”

Phipps had the decency to hang his head.

“I must confess, sir, that I was greatly
opposed to Master Brent for some little
time,” he said. “T was unduly influenced
by the general run of conversation in the
school. T am sorry, sir. § trust you will
overlook it, sir.”

Archie beamed.

“* Well, since vou put it like that, old ean
of tomatoes, good enough!”’ he said. *‘“'The
young master extends a big load of forgive-
ness. It's all right, Phipps—absolutely !*?

“Thank you, sir!?

“And wpow, what about the good eld
brew?”” asked Archie “I mean to say,
things have become normal. Yon mustn’t

: rJ'{:'ﬂq
priceless kind of

forget that I require light sthinulation.
oldl ducky, is the most
stufr!?

Phipps started.

Then he went out to get the tea. It
was the first time that his young master
had called him ¢ ducky,”” and it hit Phipps
with something bf a shock. He put it down
to Archie’s unusual exuberance.

It was some little time before the school |

became quiet.

Alf went away during the day—happy and
content, in spite of his injuries. He would
vet well—he would mend rapidly, and then
his time of real enjoyment would come,

A3 for :Ralph Leslie Fullwood, he had
escaped punishment—he had even eseaped
{he exposure which he had feared. Nobody

He has oozed |

indoors, and came.}
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Alf Hugains had been unable to get
ciear. At the last second he had raade
an attempt to do so. Fullwood es-
caped ; he saw the masonry tumble
down. But AN Huggins had no time
to get away. - = k& |

S

ever knew exactly how the truth had come
out. The Ileadmaster had considered that
Fullwood had suffered deeply. And Dr. Staf-
ford also believed that the bulk of the blame
would be placed on the shoulders of Mr.
Snuggs. :

He had gone for good—much to the relief
of the Remove.

And it seemed that a period of quietnéss
would now settle over St. Frapk’s. But
things are not always what they seem.

The -Whitsun Holiday would soon
coming on and after that—

Well, after that some fairly astouuding
things were due to happen. But that’s got
nothing to do with this story. So I think
the best thing I can do is to dry up. _

And that, as Archie Glenthorne would zay,

is that!
TUE END,

he



My Dear Readers,

As 1 have a little more space than usunal
in which to tell you of all the important
coming events at St. Frank's, the new
features, detective stories, etc., I will first
of all express my heartfelt thanks to those
of my staunch supporters who have stuck
to our wonderful little paper throughout the
stirring times of keen rivalry, from which
we emerge to-day triumphant and still
smiling!

WHAT WE HAYE BEEN UP AGAINST!

Born in the early part of the Great War,
we carried on successfully through those
dark days, winning lasting friends in the
trenches, on the high seas, and at home.
At that time, we had to contend against
a serious paper shortage, a limited staff,
and uncertain distribution. Then when
-hostilities were over, we had to meet fresh
troubles in the temporary dislocation of
transport caused by the series *of great
trade disputes. After that came widespread
unemployment, and with it a number of
competitors in boys' papers. Knowing that
we had many supporters who had stood
by us so gamely in the past, I had no fear
that our friends would desert us in our
recent struggles, and this confidence has
been justified. To paraphrase Tennyson's
immortal lines, we can truly say of ‘The
Nelson Lee Library " that

¢ Papers may come and papers may go,
But we go on for ever.” -

PROSPERITY COMING.

The pinch of economy, painful though it
has been, has at last borne fruit in the
coming reduction of taxation foreshadowed
in the new PBudget. The fog of uncertainty
has lifted from the horizon, and we can
discern steaming towards us an argosy. of
good trade, bringing with it, among other
blessings, a big cargo of prosperity for all.
Then, may we hope, our present troubles of
unemployment will vanish with all those
other evils that the war left in its wake.

A GRAND NEW HOLIDAY SERIES.

Whitsun is close at hand, and the holiday
fever is upon us. What shall we do? Where

|

shall we go? These are questions everyone
is asking, The famous juniors of St.
I'rank’s have now quite settled the problem,
and perhaps it may offer a suggestion to
you, my chums. They have decided to go
a-caravanning! The brain-wave occurs to
Archie, and the Genial Ass purchases whole-
sale a travelling circus, and, with his
characteristic love for luxury, converts the
vans into travelling hotels. Of course,
the performing animals, acrobats, and clowns
are to be left out. They are quite un-
necessary, for there never was a circus that
could have provided so much free enter-
tainment to the inhabitants of rural England
as Archie's holiday party. landforth alone
could raise more laugihter than a dozen
clowns. These caravan adventures of the
Juniors of St. Frank’'s will form our coming
new series, the ftirst story of which, “ THE
HAPPY CARAVANNERS!” appearing next
week, will fairly make you Ttock with
langhter,

OUR STUDIO PORTRAIT STUDIES.

I am purposely not ecalling this coming
new feature a Portrait Gallery, as it will
be something quite superior to anything
of the kind attempted before. It will form
a series of autogmaphed portraits of our
leading characters at St. Frank's, each one
of which will be a work of art and a faith-
ful likeness of the character depicted. The
first of these Studio Portraits will appear
next week, and will be a particularly fine
study of Nipper. Every lover of our St.
Frank's stories should make a point of
collecting the whole series. I ¢an promise
you that they will be well worth keeping
and framing.

THE DETECTIVE STORY SECTION,
As regards Our Detective Story Section,

there will be next week another stirring
amd exciting instalment of Nelson Lee's

adventures against the Iron Hand, and a
brilliant, complete story of Gordon Fox in:
““The (Case of the Escaped Convict!”

With very best wishes,
Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.



JI_ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY | 200

"I"l'..'l'..'l‘:.'l'?..'.'ﬂ.'ﬂ. wolssiauBesieslanluslanloalnalaals

“A MILLION AT
STARKE!”

This 1s the title of H. Wedgwood Belfield’s latest series

of sports yarns..
Why is there a million at stake?
- Who has put up such a huge sum?
What was the object of doing so?
And under what conditions is it to be won?

You will find the answers to all these questions in the
first of H. Wedgwood Belfield’s yarns which appears in
this week’s

BOYS REALM

In the same number there is a wonderful budget of
sports fiction, comprising no less than SEVEN Serials and
Complete Stories. In addition to H. Wedgwood Belfield,
such popular authors as Richard Randolph, Walte‘r
Edwards, John W. Wheway, Gilbert Chester and Alfred
Edgar all contribute to this bumper issue. It is out
to-day, price 2d., everywheré: Hurry along to your
‘newsagent and

'i- GET YOUR COPY NOW!

" FTTHTCH O CH T T EFF DO OO O T ST CEPLH T BT
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CAISTOW

Situated on some high cliffs of a pro-
montory overlooking the bay, Caistowe

Lighthouse is a well-known lapdmark

on tnis part of the South

Coast.

It

LIGHETEOUSE

can be seen from a long way out at sea,
and it is the first sign of Caistowe the
Juniors look for when returning from
A CcTuise.
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