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Without hesitation, Eustace rose to his feet, grabbed Clavering by the collar,
and hauled him towards the steps.
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It is the second week of the new
term at St. Frank’s, and the open-
ing part of this week’s story deals
with the new arrangement of

Houses, the names of the Housemasters and Captains and other inter-
esting facts relating to the recent changes at the Old School. NMore
about the amusing Mr. Barnaby Goole, the new Housemaster of East House,
is followed by surprising revelations concerning a cousin of Fullwood, and
how this rascally cousin haunts Fullwood aad adds to the latter’s diffi-
culties in his uphill struggle to reform himseif and break away from

his old assoclates.

THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CIIAPTER L.
RISING EARLY IN THE MORNING.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTL clung
to the rock {esperately. 1lle was on
the very brink of the waterfall, and

, the raging torrent was surging past
1_“_“1 with appalling .force. e felt his grip
6lipping, and he closed his eves. When he
gge?ed them, Lie found that he was caught

¥ the rising tide off Shingle Head.

anl%h‘i’{.dr?i”ﬂ, in fact, was extremely vivid,

o :t_andfort-h awoke in real earnest with a
in- bhe-'ilrt' He didn’t open his eyes, but laid
»urioL5 endeavouring to collect his w;ts.

._uall" enough, he still had the sensation
fair:'a-zeri but it was now running into his
eel it ?i ”t'n‘mugh his hair. He could cven
“ype Tickling past his mouth.
“1¥ only hat!” he gurgled, aghast.

e o T— Lol :
quick}{-mned his eyes, and shut them again

_I'l’hen, with a yell, he clutched at
5 and removed a big sponge. It was
"ith  water, and ~Uandforth uncon-

i3 f:
ﬂl?edace

seiously squeezed about half-a-pint over his
chest. |

“Ugh'!” he gasped. ““What the—
Great pip!t”

He stared round dazedly. The comfort-
able little dormitory was empty, save for
Chureh and McClure and himself. The slaat-
ing sunshine of the September morn was
aleaming through the window, and birds
were singing outside.

Edward Oswald was startled. One glance
was suflicient to assure him that Church and
McClure were sound asleep. He always Knew
when they were pretending, for they
simulated the most unconvincing snores. At
present they were looking peaceful and child-
like in their slumbers. Church had his face
buried in the pillow, and his bedclothes were
in a confused tangle, and McClure was lying
on his back with his mouth wide open.

Handforth looked at the sponge dazedly.
His hair was soaked, and his face was still
dripping with cold water. The mystery was
beyond Lis powers—until he heard a chuckle
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from the door. Then he noticed that it was
slightly ajar.

“ By George!’? breathed Handforth grimly.

He leapt out of bed, rushed to the door
and flung it open. . Three smiling faces met
his gaze. Dick Hamilton, Sir Mcntic Tregellis-
West and Tommy Watson were standing
before him, all dressed in football togs.

‘““Begad!” erinned Sir Montie. *You
were right, Dick, old boy—the trick worked
like a dream.”

“ Of course it did,” said Nipper cheerfully.
“yYou’ll find us on Little Side, Handgdy.
Don’t be longer than five minut¢s, and bring
Church and McClure——">

“ Wait a minute!?? interrupted Handforth
curtly. “What about this sponge??

“You can leave that behind.”

“You silly fathead!”” roared Handforth.

“What was the idea of 1rying to drown

ne??
“ Nipper wanted to be sure that you’'d
wake up,”’ grinned Tommy  Watson,

“ Footer practice is important, you know.
This is only the second day of term, but
we’ve got to get a move on.”

“I'm mnot talking about {ootball—I'm
talking about this spynge!’”” snorted MHand-
forth, glaring., “I'm ‘drenched! Y'm soaked
to the skin! And if you think you can get
me out of bed by a deotty wheeze of that
sort, you're wrong!”

“ My dear asg, chuckled
Nipper. '
"~ “Then I'm going back!” retorted MHand-
forth grimly. ““If anybody wakes me like
a decent human being I’ cet up—but I bar
wet sponges! You can jolly well go und eat
coke.”

Handforth stalked back to his bed, and
leapt in. He pulled the clothes over him
defiantly, and turned his back upon the
chums of Study C. Church and McClure in
the meantime, had been aroused by the
voices, and werc now sitting up.

“ Foothall practice?” asked Church, yawn-
ing,

*¢Yes,?? replied Nipper. €1 shall
to go along and rousc Be Valerie, too.
shall need a goal-keeper——?

‘“ I'm gonalie!”” said Handforth, sitting up
like a jack-in-the-box.

““But you're staying in bed, aren’t you??”

“Yes, I am!”

“E[;ilcu woe chall have to get De Valerie

“You won’'t do anyvthing of the sort!”
yelted Handforth, sitting up again. ¢ Do you
think I'm coing to be pushed out of my job
by De Valerie? By (George! 8o that's the
game? On the second day of term you want
to turn me down! TI'Il jolly well get up now
—just to spite you!l?”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!»

Nipper & Co., chuckling hugely, took their
departure. And Edward Oswald <couldn’t
see that the laugh was against him. He
- wondered why on earth Church and MecClure
were grinning so widely, They made no

you're out!?

have
We

know.

attempt {o explain, even when he DPresseq
his questions to the accompaniment of fisg,
gestures.

“Don’t make a song out of if,” growleq
Church, as he dashed over to the cupboarg
‘““ Where the dickens are my shorts? I say
Maec, yow've got my shorts on! You silly
ass ¥ :

“Rats! They're mine!” retorted McClure,

They sorted things out at last, but a cep.
tain amount of confusion was nnavoidable,
This was the first time they had slept in g
dormitory that only contained three begs,
All the Remove fellows were sharing the
same advantages, And the new order. ¢of
th&ng& at St. Frank’s was popular on aj]
sides. -

As Chureh dressed, he glanced ont of thg
window across the West Square. Somebhody
at one of the upper windows in the West

‘Tlouse waved a hand, apnd Chureh wave(d
back.
“Reggie Pitt, T think,” he said. 5 This

new arrangement i3 rather. ripping, you
I like the idea of thiz inner sguare
Some of thoze

—it seems so jolly private.
oub for

West House chaps are turning
practice, I suppose??

The Ancient House and the West House
were twin  buildings on one side of the
Triangle, separated only by the West Tower.
There was more space, and more cheeriness
about the &»cnool than there had been in
the old days. On the other side of the
Triangle the twin buildings of the Modern
House and the KFast House matched the
other Tudor piles of St. Frank’s.

At the moment, however, the juniors were
not paying much atcention. to architecture.
Term had just begun—there were four rival
Houses mnow, and there was certain to be
keen competition for football hounours. In
fact, all the fellows were determined that
junior sporis should boom more than they
had eveéer boomed hefore.

Handforth & Co. were soon ready, and they
sallied out into the morning sunshine. And,

sure enough, as soon as they emerged into
the Triangle they found Nipper & Co. chat-
tine with a emall
juniors,

bunch of West lousé

—— —

- CHAPTER I1.
FULLWOOD'S SECRET MISSION.,

“ OES my gaze deceive
mee 29 asked
Reginald Pitt, rub-

bing his eyes
““Tven the Great Man hig-
self has turned out an hour
before rising bell! Greetings,
0 chief!”” he added, bowing low before Hand-
forth. :
“ Fathead!?” said Edward Oswald rudely-

¢ And that is all T get for expressing 1?331'_]
adoration of the mighty!” said Reggie, wit
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;egrefv.
harder

“Who’? g
Hi}f’%{ffﬁﬁ' the truth, the team isn’t made up
yet,” replie

¢ 4 team. . 3 5
of a te divided up into two sections

:ont- House fellows be blowed!”
interrupted Hangtfpr?h. “You bellong{ t?ﬁ :s'hf
West House! XNot 30 much of the *we "

“Last term we were all Ancient House,
<o don't qaibble!” said Pith, frowning.
“Rut this term the old Ancient Fourth is
carved into two, an_d‘the Modern l'm::rt-n i
‘carved into 1wo. it'll mean complete re-
; Qqnvenientcs, .
drf{ﬁﬁe the Dbetter,”” sald Nipper nodding.
«« We can do with four junior House teams
_it’ll make more fellows play football, and
we shall have a wider selection for the
actual junior school team.” _

Owine to the new Houses, the Fourth Tform
eould no longer be divided into two sections.
The fellows were distributed throughout the
four boardinz liouses, Accordingly, the old
Ancient Fourth-—Mr. Crowell’s class—had
once again become the Remove. And the
Modern Fourih—Mr. Pryeroft’s c¢lass—had
taken the designation of ¢ Fourth Form ”
entirely .to itself. Although Mr. Pyeroft's
boys didn't like to admit it, the Remove was
just a shade bigher than the Ifourth.

Althongh the seniors had been allowed to
select, tneir own llouses, the Remove was
confined to the Ancient Ilouse and the West
House, In just the same way, all the Fourth
Form hoys lived in either the Modern House
or the East House.

The juniors were pleased with this arrange-
ment, for things were very much as they
had always been— the old rival factions
being separated by the Triangle.

“About your goalie?” demanded Hand-
forth, as they all moved up towards the
fchool llouse. ¢ Naturally, 1I'm goaiie for
the Ancient House, and if you fatheads
think you'il ever get the leather past me

—_—1

nocks in store. '
5 oalie in your dud team?” asked

4 Pitt. It isn’t even the ghost
Now that we Ancient House fel-

22

»

“We wen't go into arguments,”” inter-
rpted Pitt soothingly. I rather faney
‘_]‘-'“”1,“}' Onions  as  our goalie,  Ile was
shaping well lact season, if you Temember,
Md he's a4 big, sturdy chap with plenty of
mL._I_RC'le and brawn.”

“Hold on! said Handiorth grimly.

He came to a halt as the juniors were

‘ [}
2100“ to move along the paved path between
ig

h Juni_f_;r Wing of the Sciiool House and

t“_f_*r Ancient House. Yurther along lay the

i 2 zates which led across the private road

n:? Little Side.

c ]}['l'hi _on!lY repeated Handforth.
oanuny Onions, eh?  It's like vour giddy

- The c¢hap's an acrobat!®

What about it?” asked Pitt.

91 . .
£ He's maxade of rubber! roared Hand-

P.} + i iy - : :
VL. ¢ ile’s a trick eyelist, and a tight-

NK’S WEEKLY

« Never mind—life has probably goty rope walker, and goodness knows what

elsel”

““Just the reason I've selected him as
goalie,” said Reggie Dblandly. ¢ He ought
to knock spots off every other goalis that
ever stood between the sticks! He's got the
finest qualifications!”?

“But it idsn’'t fair!” said Handforth
warmly, “I'm no acrobat—?"’

‘““You're not?” asked Pitt, staring,

“Well, not exactly,” amended -Handforth,
“0Of course, I could easily be one if I liked!
It’s only a matter of practice. By George!
I’ll learn tight-rope walking and somer-
saulting and all the rest of it!”

“Good!” chuckled Nipper. ¢“Then you'll
be on even termsz with Johnny. I admire
your selection, Regzgie, old man. Johnny is
the very fellow I should have chosen. Are
You piaying him this afternoon?”’

** Rather,” replied Pitt.

An inter-Houvse match had already been
fixed up for tihat afternoon between the
juniors of the Ancient House and the West
House. With two sueh rival skippers as
Nipper and Pitt, there was certain to be
keen enthusiasm for sporting honours. And
Buster Boots, of the Modern House,
wouldn't be far beliind. There were some
doubts regarding Armstrong, the new junior
captain of the East Housze. It was generally
felt that he wouldn’'t go far.

“Things are prefty even, on the-whole,”
said Jaeck Greyv comfortably. ¢ We've lost
Haundy—but vou Ancient fellows have lost
Rezgie! And what are you going to do with-
out your wonderful wing man?”

Nipper pulled -a long face,

““Yes, by Jove, we shall miss you awfully,
Reggie,”” he admitted. ¢ But only in House
matches, of course--we zhall all play side
by side for the school.® Come on—let’s get
to work!”

They were on Little Side by now, and the
springv turf beneath their feet was delightful
to walk upon. They were eager to com-
mence operations. Tor many weeks they had
been thinking about fcotball, and longing for
it. '

Nipper, in addition to being leader in his
own House, was also Junior Sports Captain
for the entire school—and Reggie Pitt was
the first to approve. He had held the coveted
position for a season, but he freely admitted
that Nipper was the one man for the job.
Reggie was quite content to be junior
skipper of his own House.

Before the early rising enthusiasts had
heen on Little Side ten minutes, other stal-
warts appcared—Cecil de Valerie, Somerton,
the Onions brothers., Singleton, and some
more. And even Ralph Leslie Fullwood .
turned out of his bed long before the rising
bell was due to clang,

He made no attempt to awaken Gulliver
and DBell, who shared the bedroom with
| him. It was an unheard-of thing for them
to turn out before they were compelled to.

ey,




And it was a bit of a record in Fullwood’s
case.
But this morning was exceptional.

He had passed a sleepless night—the
ncurs had dragged by restlessly, and he was
only too glad to dress himself and prepare
for a morning jaunt. There was something
different  about _Fullwood this term. The
old cad of Study A was more thoughtful—
more serious. For the first time in his life
he was actively using the brains with which
he was endowed. And he was beginning to

learn all sorts of things which had pre-
yiously been concealed from him.
Gulliver and DBell grated upon him—in-

deed, he had practically thrown them over-
hoard as useless. All his former associates
had turned against him just when he was
in need of their support. And the bitter-
ness of the discovery had opened Fullwood’s
eyes very widely indeed. _

- His mission this morning was of a secret
nature, He was bent upon visiting his ras-
cally cousin, Eustace Carey—the Oxford un-
dergraduate who was wanted by the police
for assault and theft.

CHAPTER IiI,
NOTHING DOING!

CLLWQOOD almost
i F winced as he
thought about |his
cousin,
He remembered his tor-

tures of the previous day—
the first day of term. The
report in the newspapers—the displayed
account of how Carey had attacked another
Oxford man in his own rooms, and had flung
him through the window. And Carey had
fled, taking two hundred pounds in cash.
Later, the victim had been found uncon-
scious on the paved path, with a broken
lece and & [fractured skull. And the police
were on  the look-out for the fugitive
Eustace.

The picce of news had been bad enough
—but Fullwood had hoped to conceal it
from the school that Carey was his cousin.
Owing {o the long ears and longer tongue
of Teddy Long, however, the relationship
between Fullwood and Carey had become
known,

And it had been an appalling shock to
Fullwood when Gulliver and Be!l and Gray-
son and Merrell, and all his oilher cronies,
had openly turned against him, sacering and
contemptuous. Arnother shock had come—
but a surprisingly pleasant one this time—
when Nipper and Pitt and Handiorth and
the others had treated him even mcre
friendly than before. Ralph Leslie was un-
able to appreciate their innate decency,

straight away, and get it done witlh.

which urged them to ignore the voice of
acandal, |

The final blow of the previous day hagq
come for Fullwood when Eustace Carey hag
‘’phoned him up, and had begged to meet
him outside the gates at midnight. Fyj.
wood had kept the appointment, and Carey
had spent the night hiding in Moat Hollow,
the grim, deserted old place near the river,

And now Fullwood was bent upon making
an early morning call. He loathed his
cousin wholesomely, but he feared him, too,
If he refused to help the young blackguard,
his presence near the school mizht be dis-
covered. And Ralph Leslie was willing to
go to any length to avoid such a catas.
trophe. =

He reckoned that most of {he village
snops would he open by the timme he got

there. He would buy a spirit stove, bread,
groceries, and other necessities. And it

would be a comparatively easy matier for
him to slip into Moat IIollow unobserved,
deliver the things to Carey, and get back
to St. Frank’s in time for breakfast.

“If the hound wants me to stay, I'm
hanged if I will?’? Fullwood decided, as he
emerged into the Triangle. “He ought to
be jolly thanktul that I'm taking all this
trouble over him!”

It was far better to go down 1o Carey
There
wouldn’t be any necessity to go near Moat
Hollow again until the next iorning.
Carey was only intent upon staving a week,
anyhow—just until the hue and ecry had
died down—and after that he would make
an attempt to get out of the country.
Fullwood would he glad to sce the end of
the forthcoming week,

And even at the outset he was given an
ingication of the difficulties. Ile hadn’t
moved ten yards across the Triangle before
Clive Russell appeared, with Adams, Burton,
Dodd and Hart, The five Removites sur-
rounded Fullwood in a ecrowd. They were
all dressed for foothall.

“By jingo!’’ ejaculated Jerry Dodd.
“Wonders will never cease! Here's Full-
wood out and about before rising bell! You
ass, why didn’t you dress properly? You
can’t play footer in Etons!”

“Tooter!” cjaculated Fullwood, with &

start,

“Surest thing vou know!” said Adams.
“These guys are sure pepped up with their
old game! Say, if you want real football,

I’ll show you how we do it over in the
States!”’ |
“Rats!” grinned Clive Russell. <« WeTe

in England now, old man, and we've gob to
play soccer. Fullwood’s alrcady prowmised
to practice.”? e iy

The Canadian: boy grabbed Fullwood's
arm, and pressed it. In some rather un
accountable way, Clive had taken 2 Jiking

 to Fullwood—azd Fullwood was compellied
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to admit that he was attracted by Clive.
yvet Russell was true b!ue‘ to the backhone,
and opposed to all  Fullwoed's former
babits. o . o
«1'm sorry, 'said Ralph Leslie, hesitating.
wThe fact is, I was going for a walk—"
« Jist one of your little hallucinations, 1
guess,’ interrupted Clive lightly. “You're
coming indoors, and you'll put your football

togs on. NoO, 1O sliding out of it, Fully!
Ii vou don’t agree, we'll dip you in the
fountain!” ‘

Fullwood’s eyes glittered. Just for a

second an ugly look came into his face—
that old supercilious glare which had been
one of his characteristics. Te was on the
point of curtly telling the juniors to go to

the deuce. But he checked himself, and
sorcedd a  grin.

“(0h, right-ho!’’ he said. *“It's no use
gettin® out of it."”

. And ten minutes later he had changed,
and was on Little Side. Nipper was not
surprised to see him there--for Fullwood

had already stated bhis intention of going in
for the great game this term. And it was
just like him to cast aside every other con-

sideration, and throw himself whole-heart-
edly into practice,
“The man’s a dark horse!? declared

Nipper, as he and Tommy Watson paused

for a moment and watched., Look at that!
He's got speed—--"
“He'll sooa have bellows to mend if he

smokes,” said Tommy.

“If he plavs football for my team he
won't smoke!” interrupted Nipper grimly.
“In any case, 1 believe he’s chucked up a
ot of those silly habits now. That trip to
the South Seas did him a world of good—
knocked heaps of those cynical views out
of him. 1e’s a ehanged man.”’ -

And Fullwood was certainly entering into
the spirit of the game with a heartiness

that could not have been assumed. And
when the breakfast bell rang—a welcome

sound to the early risers—Ralph Leslie was
hungry, and his mind was more settled.
Foothall was like a dose of medicine.

“By gad!” he muttered. “An’ this is the
same 1 speered at last season! I'm hanged
i I knew how to live!”

L »
CHAPTER IV,

TROUBLE OF SEVERAL KINDS.
ULLIVER and Bell
5 were - sunning them-
sel ves in the
. Triangle when the
A first breakfast bell rang, As

a matter of fact, they had

hav: been discussing  Fullwood,

i Sap ; - '

“Ang Observed him on Little Side.
Mazin'—that’s what it is,” said Gulli-

[

|

ver.  ““The chap’s I'm

degeneratin’!
dashed if he isn’t becomin’ as goody-goody

as Nipper’'s bally set! He's as thick
thieves with them!”

“Thieves is right!” exclaimed Bell.
“Considerin’ his own cousin is a thief, an’
wanted by the police! It's a wonder to me
that the chap can play foothall at all! e
ought to be barred! What’'s St. Frank’s
comin’ to? It's a bit thick when we’ve got
to mix with the relatives of murderers!”

“That Oxford man isn’t dead yet—"?

“Practically,” said Bell. *“ Anyhow, Carey
nearly murdered him, an’ it amounts to the
same thing. It's amazin’® that Pitt an’
those other chaps should mix with Fully. I
wouldn’'t touch Inm with a barge pole!”’

And these two had always been Full-
wood’s closest chums! Their mentality was
such that they turned against him at the
least sign of family scandal. Other fellows,
with gentlemanly instincls, knew that Full-

as

wood was not to blame for his cousin’s
blackguardism. Indeed, as Reggie Pitlt
shrewdly pointed out, Carey’s misdeeds

seemed likely to convert Fullwood into an-
other being. Yor Fullwood was now learn-
ing the true nature of his former * friends.”

When he appeared in the ‘I'riangle, Gulli-
ver and Bell deliberately turned their backs,
and ignored him. Fullwood walked straight
into the Ancient House as though he had
not observed the slight. But he was rather
flushed. He had intended to give the “cut
direct 7 to Gulliver and Bell, and it an-
noyed him to find that he was forestalled.

“That showed the outsider what we
think, anyway,” grinned Bell, after Full-
wood had vanished. “I don't altogether
fancy him bein’ in our study, you know.-
There’s bound to be trouble.”

“Morning, you fellows,”” came a drawling
voice from the rear.

Gulliver and Bell turned, and
themselves facing an aristocratic
with a classic cast of countenance. He was
Bernard Forrest, 2 new fellow in  ghe
Fourth. Ie belonged to the East House.

“Mornin’,” said Gulliver, looking the new
fellow up and down. *“Haven't got time to
talk now—breakfast bell's gone!”’

found
junior

“Isn't there a second Dbell?” asked
Forrest.
“Yes, but M

“Then we can have a few minutes’ chat,”
said Forrest smoothly. < I rather admire
the way you gave that cad the miss-in-

baulk just now. Fullwood, wasn't it? The
cad with a bit of garbage for a cousin?”

Gulliver and Bell grinned.

“You've just ahout hit it,’’ agreed Bell.
“Glad you agree with our point of view.”

“0Oh, rather,”’ said Forrest. “I've heard
a good deal of gossip already—especially
from Grayson, of the Fifth. We're a bit
thick, you know. I'm a pal of his—stayed
at his pater’s place during the vac.”
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“Oh!” said Gulliver, giving Bell a glance.
“You're a pal of Grayson’s, eh? . Is he
over in the East House now?”

“Yes, and he was telling me about Full-
- wood,” continued Bernard Yorrest. ¢ The
man was different last ferin, by what I can
hear.??

“We’ve finished with him,” declared Gul-
Hver., *IHe¢’s turnin® goody-goody, for some
reason. - Used to he one of the hottest
bloods in the school, too. It’s a bit of a
shock for Bell an’® me. We're thinkin’
about givin’ him the order of the boot.”’

“You’ll have to come and have a chat
with me in my own study,” said Forrest.
“1’ve been shoved in with two fools named
Kemp and Conroy minor, and I'd like wour
advice. They make me sick. Wouldn’{
ceven let me smoke in the study last
night.”

“You can come an’ have a smoke in ours,
if you lke,” invited Bel. ‘“What about a
game of cards, too?”

“Any stakes?’

“My dear man, who'’d think of playin’
cards for fun?” asked Gulliver tartiy.
“Perhaps we can have some splashcs now
an’ again. IIallo! Therc goes the second
bell,  We'll see you later, Yorrest!’”’

They parted, Gulliver and Bell highly im-
pressed Dy the new fellow. By all appear-
ances, he was ene of their own sort, and
they would probably get on well together.
Forrest, for his parf, had formed a prelty
poor opinion of Gulliver and Bell, but if
they were disposed lo give him some sport,
he wouldn’t mind tolerating them.

When Forrest entered the East House
dinineg hall he was aware of a subdued ex-
citement. All round the breakfast tables
there were expressions of  Indignation,
flushed faces, and angry eyes. :

Mr. Barnabhy Goole, the Housemaster, sat
at the head of the senior table with a com-
placency which was not revealed by any of
his boys. Even the seniors were looking
hot. : ‘

Yorrest sat down at the junior table, and
listened to the hissing comments which were
passing to and fro near him. 3Ir. Goole
was a new housemaster, and this was his
first meal with his hoys. And the East
House fellows were already receiving a few
shocks. .

“Cocoal!” breathed Griflith, aghast. “ Not
tea—not even coffee! Cocoa for breakfast!”

“And no butter!” hissed Armstrong re-
belliously. ‘ Nothing but this—this muck!

Monkey nuts, or something!”

“Tt’s walnut butter!’’ said Page, in a
suffocating voice. “I've just had a taste,
and I'm nearly dead!
almond butter on the other table, and 1
“pelieve it’s worse! ‘Wholemeal bread—not
even a white roll among the lot of us!
And no trace of eggs, and not a sign of
bacon!”

They’ve got some

|

“Only that awiul stuff in the dish ip
front of old Goole!” murmured Ilarron.
“They’ll bring it round here soon--anqg

vwe've gob to ead 16 for breakfast!”

“What is it?Y” asked Cobb fearfully.

“ Goodness knows—some kind of nut meat,
or something,” said Page. “They say it's
made from lentils and beans, and fried with
tomatoes!” :

“* Doesn’t sound so bad,” remarked some-
hedy clse,

“You—vou blithering idiot!”
Page. * Do you tuink we're going
on that awful stuft? I want an
want some tea——->’

“Come on, Armstrong,
demanded Harron.

Timothy Anastrong

“What the dickens
glaring. |

“ Aren’t you junior

“Yes, but—--"

“ Then it’s your place to get on your hind

snorted
to live
egg: 1
what about it?”

started.
can I do?” he asked,

captain?”

legs and kick up the dust!” said Harron
firmly. < What's the gocd of being junjor
skipper——-"’ ;

““ You hopeless ass, I'm only speoris cap-
tain!”’ snorted Armstrong. “ Boots is Ferm

captain—and he bodrds in the Modern
House.”
“Silenee, down there!”” exelaimed Mr.

Goole sternly. *In fact, silence, cverybtody!
T have a few words to say.” =

CHAPTER V.
THE FOOD CRANK.
R. BARNABY GOOLE

vas an exceedingly

thin  man. This

physical aspect, m-

: deed, was somewhat unfor-

;_?f? i3 tunate, for it was no cheer-
=% s ing advertisement for his
vegetarian views, One look at him was

suflicient to make the fellows go rather pale
with alarm. .
“Before we commence breakfast, I would
like to make a few comments,” said Mr.
Goole, rising to his feet and viewing the
rcom with a fighting look in his eye. I
am aware that there have been certain mur-
niurings of discontent. Needless to say, I
am grieved.” - :
There was an ominous silence as Mr. Goole
paused. _
“This is my firet meal with you, bo¥S,
but I hope we of the Fast Iouse will seb
a shining example to the other Houses Of
St. I'rank’s. It is my intention to control

vour diet according to my own tested
theories.”
“Oh!’

“ My goodness ¥

“e¢'s going to make us vegetarians!”

<« At first, no doubt, you will he strange
to the many new foods which I shall intro-
duee,”” continued Mr. -Goole henevolently.
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e \[eat will not ficure in any of our menus.l

Meat, in all forms, i1s harmfal to the human
A -t o | ’y .

-“'-.t'em " ' - -
= :"?{0 meat, sir?” inferrupted Payne, of

the Sixth.

¢ No meat at all, younz man!”

««No meat!” echoed half the Tourth-
Formers, in horror. _
“ But—but we'll  starve, sir!’ chouted

payson truculently. ““What about dinner?

Aren’t we going to have beef and mutton
. 7
and—-—

Alr. Goole shuddered.

« Do _not mention those poisonous foods
said,

in my presence!” he with a deep

\\\-\'

“Ie're not animals, sir!”’ said Armstrone
warmly.

“No!” roared Mr. Goole. “ The animals
of the forest eat nuts and fruit—"

“Tigers eat men sometimes, sir,” pud in
Page warmly, < And all sorts of animais
live on other animals! Any naburalist will
tell you that!”

Mr. Goole brushed the objection aside as
though it- hadn't been made. He had just

got into his stride, and such trifles were as

nothing to him.

“Nuts and fruit!” he thundered. ¢ They

are the true foods for the human frame!
Nuts, vegetables, fruits, beans, roots!
e N
e
A,
--?3‘&;"’_-' \

But, with an agility which none credited him with, Handforth dived head-~

long, and just tipped the leather round the post.

ul saves Little Side had ever seen.

It was one of the most wonder-

f*l;)(;:;?l.inn“ A“l-fi, your ignorance, I fear, 1Iis
1S the dm et me assure you that meat
ean he t?}*%}f)a maukind! Every vile disease
ol lm.u.i to the cnr_xsuf}iptlon of animal
Gnole, ”(t)'n?i?u all realise,” demauded Mr.
the tooq v At lentils have many times

Any ]ait-‘fiil‘-lﬂ‘ of the richest kind of meat?
Is 1tils are a natural food—whilst meat
Unlnatyry] o
ROt s e . i -
Ut we shall die of starvation, sir!”
v bonsense!” retorted the House-
You will live in greater health
e bejore. Before many days vou will
©In a new way. Meat eating is
Product of : et é
0 ani eI our false civilisation! Do
Mals of the forest eat meat?"

‘-

N ever
En-‘if)}‘
the

These are the foods with the truoe protein

value! If you wish to obtain the full
value of vitamines, vegetables should be
eaten raw!’”’

““ Raw carrots, for example, sir!” asked
Grayson. .

“Yes, certainly!” retorted Mr. Goole.
“They are delicious!”

“PDonkeys eat raw carrots, sir,” said

Grayson blandly.

¢ And donkeys eat lettuce and cucumber!”
snapped Mr. Goole. “I am aware that you
nave attempted to insult me, but I merely
put it down to vour ignorance, young man.
KEven potatoes should bhe eaten in the un-
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that can the

way

Ounly in
human frame obiam the full benelhits,”
“Aly hat!*
“it is the same with cverything,”

cooked state.

COn-
tinued the Housemaster., *‘The world has
gob into a vicicus habit of cating meats,
cooking vegetables, and extracting &li their
health-giving properties, 1 intend to bring
about a complete change in the kKast ilcuse!
There will be no cases of bilicugness under
my roof, no indigestion, no nights of log-
like sleep, accompanied by appallitg night-
mares! I intend to show you the Hoad to
Health!”

‘“'There's all sorts of accidents happening
on the roads nowadays, sir,” sail Conroy
minor mildly. **Perhaps we shall have a
sinash-up before we get far. In fact, we
shan’t tast out the term!”

“A mere failacy--a foolish fear born of
rnorance,” replied Mr, Goole. I do not
imntend to deal with this matier any further
alb present.  We will now say grace, and et
on with our meal.”

And the feilows of the Fast Hcouse, beinz

hungry vyouths, attacked - the food with
vigour. Many of them were dubious at first,
but the stufl was certainly catable. And it

was better than nothing. Inwardly, how-
ever, the boys were scething with indigna-
tion. This breakfast was bad enoungh—what
would dinner be like? They saw nothing
but an endless vista of vegelurian meals,
with uncooked greenstulls as a background,

And the worst of it was, complaining to
the headmaster would be futile. Mr. Goole
was lord of his own household, and it would
not be the Head’s place to interfere with any
domestic arvrangements. Each Housemaster
at St. IFrank’s had full control over the
catering fer his own boys. He was, of
course, reqguired to limit his expenditure to a

ceriain  fixed amount-—so much for c¢very
Lead. If the Housemaster cconomised, =0
much the better. . e was certain to be

popular with the Governing Beard, providing
he performed his other duties satisfactorily.

Mr. Barnaby Goole had no fear that he
would overstep the mark. IIe was coen-
vinced, indeed, that his wvegetarian system
would result in a big saving. And as long
as lris boys were provided with [oodstufis
which more than equalled the sustaining
values of meat, grumbling, in his opinicn,
was mpossible,

But grumbling eommeneced the very instant
the fellows were released. And their feelings

were in no way improved whien they dis-
covered that the rest of the school was
ianughing at them. _

The Triangle e¢choed with Jaughier as

Handforth & <o., Buster Boots. and 2 good
many - more  unmercifnlly chipped Arm-
strong and his men. Armstrong was waxing
more furious every minute, | '
“It’s a pity we transicrred from
Ancient House!” saild Griffith.
“Rats!” snorted Armstrong. “It was my
chance—1'm junior skipper in the BEast
House—bu{ in the Ancient llouse 1 should

the

have been pothing. I'm going to show .

T 231 1 . 12 ~
chaps wiat I'm made of!

“You'll he spreuting cauliflowers segp i
crinned Bob Chnstine.

“Oh, shail 17" roared Armstrong.  Jpe
you wait! I'm leader in the Fast House
and I mean to squash this freak in no timer
If necessary, we’ll joily well go on strike!
We'll even organise a barring-out!”

And  Armstrong stalked  off, his  eyeg
gleaming. with determination. There was
certainly a chance hiere for him to come out

strong.  But had he enough courage ang
initiative to take advantage of the oppor-
tunity?
CHAPTER VI,
THE REFUGEE OF MOAT IIOLLLOY,

ALPH LESLIE FULL-

WOOD hurried down

the village high

strect, carrying g

neat  leather suit-case. He

had just completed a

nuinber of and

wds on his way back.

These purchases had oceasioned no com-
ment, for St. Frank’s juniors were always
buying groceries and provisions in Bellton.
I't was certainiy unusual for Fullwood to per-
sonally chep cver the counter; but this was
a detail.

He had just sufiicient time to get into
Moat Hollow, have a few words with Carey,
and return to the school in time for calling-
over. Bub it wonid be a rush. Fullwood had
harricd to the village almost as soon as he
had changed, missing breakfast altogether.

He was hungry, bhut he had no wish to be
worried all the morning by thoughts of his

. s
ey

purchases,

cousin. It was bhetter to see him and geb
the interview over.  He spight be able to

snateh some food in the school shop durmg
interval.

There was another reason why his plan
was better, too. The school had only just
about finished breakfast, and there was
hardly any chance of him beine spotted by
fellows who were making hasty trips to the
village on their bikes. .

When he reachied Moat Hollow there
wasn't a soul in sight. Both Rellion Lane
arel the htt'ec by-road leading to Edgemoit
were descerted. And Fullwood lest no time 11
gotting out of sight.

He had deecided that it would be better
for him to climb the wall at the rear. It
was too risky to chance a climb i front. Il
any of the fellows spotted him ecetting over,
there would be all kinds of questions, asd
his refusal to aunswer would only mmake @
mystery,

So ne seleeted ihe baek, where the trees
come richt up to the wall. He had brought
a rope with him, and he soon had it hooked
round the spikes. Three minutes later he
was  eautiousiy crossing the decrep!t oid
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drawbridge gixif_:l;“the moat, and entering {
! »
ti'—"‘f%tt?dm}f:}:‘k{ :n%:imrss;!” ejaculated a voice,
' F:'lhw”‘d took a SWp Lim'.-'ry”tile stone
asq-alﬂre, ¢ you've come ab last!
Iu:ibl like that!” said Fullwood gc::f}ig:. 1
.t here beiore [#55013—AN" INISS MY Emilg.'-
& fust—an’ you greet me 1o that way!
!;-fél~!;,3‘l'jgllv fucky! I might not have come
; s evenin'! _ -
unl.t-ﬂ“ﬂi;%dt 1}1t5!1£‘:d_ past Dhis n:;ml:;m: f}mi en-
tered the little living-rooin whieh Carey llid
olected as a haven of refuge. It Was d!]n.,f:.‘
- : 1 i the window was
and smelly, and balf  the window was
hoarded up. There were a few sticks o
ancient furniture, and some blankets v:h;f:li
Fullwogd l'mldt annexed from the school the
rious night.
prﬂﬁizel Carev followed Fullwood into the
roowe. He was smali for hiz age—twenty-one
—and looked searcely older than seventeen.
fle had fair hair, and a weak, vicious face,
with a watery look in his biug¢ ejes. He was
untidy, unwashed, -and dishevelled.  Alto-
vether, he looked atout the most misgrable
specimen of humanity Fuliwood had ever
seb eyves upon.

“Prightfully decent of you to come, of
course,”  said Carey hesitatingly.  “1've
been longing to see you, Ralph, This piaee
is fearful, you know. Absclutely learful.
I've had an awful night!”

Fullwood rezarded his cousin with cold
cortempt.

“You're mnot in a poesition to pick an

chionse !’ he retorted. ¢ By gad, 1 wonder
you've gol the nerve to grumble!  After the
trouble I took lust night in bringin’ you
here——"

“I don't mean that,” interrupted Tustace
Diaintively.  © That was priceless of vou,
Ralph- absolutely priceless! But—but isn't
there some other place | could go to—-"'

iie paused as I'ullwood glared at him.

I—-1 mean——" lie went on.

£ r ; ' e T "
Fhere's no other place: an’ it’s like vour

mfernal impudence to want one!"” said TFuil-
wood angrily,  ©II this homse isn't good
f};}ﬂiigll' El’?r you f(i}‘ }1'“;{1_:‘1{ }'(}U‘ﬂ hetter “-r'{!.:‘!—l'['
of 0 dﬂ:-‘lthi’l' neichbourhood! 1 shan't be
SOrry, 1 ean tell vou!"

4 o
L But, hang it 1 daren't move-—-""

& 1
r .Ih.f.'" stay where you are, an' don't
HI‘DAI ; '.." ") B
Bis consipobbed Pallwood, exasperated by
o dul s

in’s whinines ““Tunere couldn't b
e H as nere couldn't be
hEet{'I:"hﬁuﬁe than this for
- F'Cs not one chanes in a
100y huttin' 't Pa

Ho

‘Elsrufe?dm to empty the suit-case,

&’ﬂmnnm You  are.-hread, hizonits, cheese,
canned-heef, susar, tea, condensed

Ml Srnce it
il_f,ma‘*'eﬂlﬂntur he said, reeling off the
1 produced them. “I've even

as
an’ a supply of methylated

A
your purpose.
thousand of any-

J-.?.‘rl!f_ghf, 0 ‘tn\'f*
Spirit, Vel
have t, E}I}elf"‘“ a pound of eandles—but vou'll
A olimme -‘fiiillv"ﬂ:t:‘ef ul at vight not to show
Kettle hepo.. light, vou know. ‘There's a
1oAY, this
dtaed Carey,

exc] is awfully decent of you!™

s The
a big

. 1 know it is,” agreed Fullwood.
polica are still looking for you—there’s
column in this mornin’s paper——>*
“Have you brought it with you?”
Carey cagerly.
i YE‘:’:L”
“How's Roper?”
| ¢ 8till unconscious,”

asked

said TFFullwood curily.
“The doctors are just as uncertain about
his recovery. The police are instituting a
big search for you—so vou'd bektter nol show
your face in the cpen.”

Carcy turned pale,
nainful,

“Dou't let them get me!” he muttered.
“It’il mean a trial—very likely six months
in the second division——*’

“Or seven yeuars' peonal
Tullwood. ;

¢ 1t wonld kill the mater if anything hike
that happened!” gasped Fustace. ¢ Things
are bad enough “as they are, but if I can
oniy get out of the country there’ll be no

his breath becoming

servitude,” satd

stigmna  of chokey on the family! But—
but this house, you know! It's awful afb
night—futl of all sorts of creepy sounds.

Abseiutely awful! I thought I heard foot-
steps, and people whispering L

©“I'm not surprised!”’ interrupted Fullwood
contemptuously., “ A fellow wilh nerves like
yours would hear anythin'! By gad! An’
vou're a full-grown man—an' my cousin! I've
oot a fat Iot to be proud of!”?

(arey winced.

**I—I believe the place
sald, looking round nervously., * Dash i,
I'm not jumpy as a rule. But @ heard
things during the night, I tell you. Isn't
there some other place? Some deserted cob-
tage or barn? I'd rather sleep in a bally
pigsty ithan spend another night here!”

“You make me sick!” exclaimed Fuli-
wood harshly. ‘“You've got no more pluck
than a Third-Form fag—not a fenth as
much! Frightened of the dark, ¢h? Poor
'icle baby, then! Didums get frightenod!”

Eustace Carey flushed deeply.

““ Look here, confound you——"" he began.

“Go an' eabt coke!” retorted TIullw..l.
“You're my cousin, an' I suppose I've got
to Lielp you—but I'm not oblired to listen Lo

vour babhlin’., 1'm off! I might come again
to-morrow mornin’, but I won't promise.”

is haunted!” he

CHAPTER VIIL

THE BREAK IN STUDY A.

2 USTACE CAREY
cluteched at Full-
wood's sleeve.

“Don’'t go yetbt!'’

iie panted. <1 want to ¢peak
fo you——"»

“You idint, I've got to geb
over!” said Fullwood., “1'm
Do wou think I cia spend

back for callin’
“late already.




missed
yau, but I'm hanged if 'l let mysell in for

my time here? I’ve
an impot! I've brought you everythin’ you
“want, an’ you'll have to be satisfied.”

Carey might have filled a less-hardened
fellow with pity. But Ralph Leslie Full-
wood was the very opposite of soft, and
his cousin’s attitude only filled him with
supreme contempt. 'There was no room for
pity in his composition. ; ®

The fugitive from justice was indeed in a
sorry condition. A pampered youth, a pro-
duct of foolish and doting parents, he had
been utterly spoilt sinee ehildhood. And now
that he had reached man’s estate he was
far more of a weakling than many boys of
twelve. TUntil this catastrophe had en-
veloped him, he had gone throuch. life by
tiac easy path. He had had a large allow-
ance, he had indulged in every form’ of
vicious pleazure, and ‘had never known the
izeaning of hardship.

And now, all in a sudden erash, he was
obliged to skulk away in hiding. Moat
IHollow oppressed _him-—terrified him. There
was nothing surprising in this, for the old
place, while providing an ideal haven of re-
fuge—a safe sanctuary-—was gloomy and

eerie. At night, when the wind was in the
ivgh trees outside, there was a positively

weird atmosphere in the place.

But Fullwood didn't look at these points
kL all.

Had he bheen in a similar position to
(‘arey, he would have endured these trials
without grumbling-—sinee they couldn't be
cured.  And his common sense told him that
there was no safer hiding-place. So what
wad the good of grumbling at a few fancies
and imaginary sounds?

I'ullwood found it impossible to sympathise
with his backboneless cousin.,  He considered
that Carey was confoundedly lucky to have
a haven of any kind. So he took his de-
parture with scarcely another word.

Carey remained in the dank passage, and
Fullwood’s last glimpse of him was of a

drooping, pitiable figure, leaning against the

wall.  Many fellows would have hesitated

to go—but Fullwood went.

*Hang the fellow!”” he muttered savagely,
as he crossed the tangle of wilderness which
canstituted the Moat Hollow grounds.
“here’s no pleasin’® him. I’ve a good mind
to give him a miss to-marrow !»

Here was the old Fullwood—the hard,
cyvuical leader of Study A. But later, while
he was pretending to concentrate on his

lessons in the Remove Form-room, Fullwood
melted a little.

He had much to brood over.
inte
aposition, after all.

He had been
for calling-over, and had received the
He was hungry, and

there was almost an hour to wait hefore
interval.  Tortunately, Mr., Crowell was in
a very good humour, and was treating the |

Bemove with unusual lenicney.

breakfast for }.
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And TFullwood, as he pretended to work
allowed his mind to stray back to Mot
Hollow. He caught himself sympathisipg
with Eustace Carcy-—for. after all, that oqlg
house was certainly a bit lonely and cheer.
less, ;

But Ralph -Leslic pardoned himself, ang
tried to dismiss his cousin from his ming,
Te was immenscly relicved when interyg]
came, and his first move was to make j
dash into the Triangle, and to cross over
to the Ancient House. He hurried into
Study A, and put the kettle en. It would
only take him a few miinutes to speed to
the school shop while the kettle was hoil
ing, and get some food. He preferred to
¢at in the privacy of his study.

Gulliver and Bell came in just before he
left, and after a long stare at him, they
aifected to be unaware of his presence.

" The new class-rooms are pretty good,”
sald Bell. ¢ Better than the old, stufiy
rooms, anyhow, Shall we have a cig.?”

“Might as well.,” said Gulliver. ** A pity
we can't have this room to ourselves, you
know. JIt’s a hit thick when we’ve got to
share it with a cad whose cousins go about
robbin’ people——"

Fullwood twirled round, and his arm shof
out.

Crash!

The blow canght Gulliver hard in the
middle of the chest, and he reeled against
the table, shot cempletely over it, and
sprawled into a heap on the {floor.

“ By gad!” ejaculated Bell feebly,

He watched Fullwood in a fascinated kind
of way. Ralph Leslie dusted his hands,
puiled open the door, and strode out. He
hadn't uttered a word. Gulliver picked him-
self up, dazed, and red with fury.

“Where is he?”? he demanded thickly.
“The cad--the beast}”

“He's gettin’ dangerous!® szaid Bell nerv-
ously.

“He's goin’ out of this study, foo!”
snarled  Gulliver. *“We'll ask Forrest to
come here instead—hie can easily transier

from the East Hounse! We're not goin’ to
stand that cad any longer!”

Within three minutes Fullvcod was back.
He walked in with a few packages, and sev
them on the table. Gulliver and Bell
watehed him with glowering eyes.

“I've got somethin’ to say,”
liver. “We've decided——

“I’'ve got somethin® to say, too,” inter-
rupted Fullwood curtly. ¢“Last term Wweé
three were pals. This term you've turned
against me without any reason—insulted Il?li
because of my cousin’s  blackguardism. Al

said Gul-

right—I'm  clearin’ out of this study fel
gooq 2

Gulliver and Bell exchanged glances.
“That'll suit us nicely,” said GulliveT

sourly,
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CHAPTER VI1II.
rHE INTER-HOUSE MATCH.

ULLWOOD nodded.
“q thought it
would,” he replied,

«If I liked I could

Liek the pair of you out,
an’ keep this study for my-
self. You know that as well

[ can lick the pair of you with

as 1 (10.1.
and.’
Oné‘hiéy were startled.

b

10l v 3
not pinin’ for any pu};huj;y,’
8o I'll shift into
anyhow—an’ you can

the crowin’. 1'd rather live with a
do all the Ci : el

suple of hogs than you worms.””
i : cad——?" began Gulliver. ’

e : : 2

«Buyt I'm not shiftin untllﬁtq-m.ght.
went on Fullwood de}iheragely. | xL'_“ff"I Eea:
time, the study is mine. Understand? Now

¥
get out?” .,

- Confound you——’

¢« Get—out !’ roared Fuliwood.

Gulliver and Bell retreated hastily to the
door, and vanished. From past experience,
they knew that Ralph Leslie Fullwood was
a fighter, and his present attitude was
dangerous in the extreme. Outside, they
consoled themselves hy glorying in a little
cheap triumph.

< Well, he’s

i ut’ 1'm
wen}g _on Fullwood.

study 1—it’s empty,

-

¢ You insultin’

clearin’ out to-night, so we

ean't grumble,” said Bell gloatingly. ‘In
the meantime, we’ll fix things up with
Forrest, an’ make him a member of the

Co. He's'only got to ask for a transfer.”
They went oft to find Forrest hefore les-
sons commenced. And Fullwood was now
feeling relieved and satisfied. His Dbreak
with Gulliver and Bell was the best thing
that could have happened. It had been
inevitable, anyhow, and it was all the better
that it should have come quickly. Life in
Study A would have been intolerable.
When morning school was over, Fullwood
noticed a sheet of paper on the board In
the Ancient House lobby. It was the list
of players for the match that afternoon
against the West House. Nipper and Reggie
Pitt were wasting no time. They were get-
ting down to serious husiness at the first
Opportunity. In a way, it was only a trial
match, but plenty of interest was evinced in

it.  Everybody was anxious to shine—for,
I accordance with the form shown, so
would the St. Frank's Junior Eleven be
chosen. There WwWas

: no big school fixture
until the following week, .

John Busterfield Boots, the

the Modern House juni X
: - : ouse junior team, had fixed
UD a mateh w j 1

L ith Nipper for later on in the
:_g‘ffl\-l Iln the meantime, the Modern House
ut ttnD ay the East House on the morrow.
the m_‘dif} It would be a struggle between
Ni 0 sections of the Remove.
ng PPer had found some difficulty in select-
teaim—and so had Reggie Pitt.
e, “Tle}' had been as one, and there
0 plenty of talent to choose from.

captain of

FO'rm .
haq Erl} ‘

at - St.

House
Frank’'s, these junior House matches would
give a chance to juniors who had hitherto
scarcely had a look in.

the additional

The Ancient House team consisted of:
Handforth, goal; McClure, Burton, backs;
Watson, De Valerie, Chureh, half-backs;
Hart, Tregellis-West, Nipper, Somerton,

Brent, forwards. Several of these were play-
ing in new positions, but Nipper had de-
eided upon this course after a review of
the practice that morning.

The West House team was thus: Johnny
Onions, goal; Doyle, Owen major, backs;
Bertie Onions, Nicodemus Trotwood, Kahn,
half-backs; Singleton, Grey, Goodwin, Can-
ham, Pitt, forwards. Reggie had been much
impressed by Dieck Goodwin's speed and

agility and his clever long passes to the
wings convinced Pitt that the Lancashire

boy would shape well as centre-forward.

In any case, both teams were experi.
mental, and this was one reason for the
great interest in the game.

The very fact that it 'was the first match
of the season was enough to attract many
round the ropes. Willy & Co. and most of
the other fags turned up in force, ready to
cheer their respective Houses. Fullwood
went over to Little Side, too.

He had kept strictly to himself most of
the day. He had avoided contact with
the other fellows. More than once he had
heen ostentatiously cut, and he was feeling
bitter. He had decided that it was far het-
ter for him to remain completely aloof.

He wasn’'t upset because he was not in-
cluded in the Ancient House trial team.
He hadn’t expécted to bhe. It would be
a week or .itwo, probably, before he ob-
tained m place even In a House mateh.
There were many players better than he,
but he had made up his mind to practice
grimly. :

And when Fullwood made up his mind he
was capable of big things. A rotter in the
past, he had, nevertheless, displayed that
good quality—determination. Unfortunately,
his determination had Ied him in wrong
directionz. Now that the right path was
stretched before him, he was capable of
going far.

So he was keen upon watching this match
—he was keen to learn.

Over on Big Side a Senior House mateh
was already in progresa. But the Removites
and Fourth Formers paid little or no atten-
tion to it. When there was a junior match
to be seen, the Lower School had no eyes for
anvthing else.

¢ @Glad to see you here, Fully,” said Nipper
cheerily as he paused on the way fo the
pavilion. “Going to see the mateh?”

““Yes,” rteplied Fullwood.

¢“That's good,” nodded Nipper. *‘ We can
never karn too muen, you know, By the
way, 1 hear vou’ve had a bust-up with
Gulliver and Bell?”

¢ Somethin’ like that.”



aren’t

“You're changing study,
you??

¢ Yes.” - |

IFullwood seemed disinclined to talk, and
Nipper had no wish to force his questions.
He was about to turn away when Clive
Russell intervened. The Canadian boy was
looking interested. .

“Say, that’s fine!” he exclaimed.
¢ Changing your study, eh? Why not come
into mine, Fully? Tnere’s plenty of room
in Study I for another one. Adams will
be tickled.”’ : _

Fullwood flushed slightly, and shook his
head. :

“'Thanks all the same, I'd rather be alone
in Study I,’? he replied bitterly. “ When
a fellow’s in disgrace he’s better alone.”

“But, hang it, you're not in disgrace—"’
began Clive, ‘

“My cousin’s wanted by the police, an’
I'm rtelated to a criminall!? said Fullwood
deliberately. I shouldn’t like to cause
trouble for anybody else.
a study to myself. Thanks all the same.”

He turned away, and Clive looked rather
worried. He caught Nipper’s eyes, however,
and Nipper gave a slight motion of his head.
They walked away without djscussing the
matter further. '

“It’s only his way,” said Nipper, when
they were out of earshot. ¢ And there’s
something in his point view, too. It won’t
do him any harm to be left alone¢ for a
week or two.”?

your

(‘IIAPTER 1X.
THE WINNING GOAL,
A long gasp went

£« III!’
<) O up round Little Side.

It was a note of dis-
appointment from the West
House juniors, and a note of
relief from the- Ancient Iouse
crowd. Others were merely impartial.

Dick Goodwin had sent in a glorious first-
timer—a low, wicked shot which sang to-
wards the posts with deadly speed. Dick
had received the pass from the Tight wing—
one of Pitt’'s beauties—and had taken full
advantage of the opportunity. A goal
secmed certain,

But, with an agility which none credited
him with, Handforth dived headlong, and
just tipped the leather round the post. It
was one of the most wonderful caves Little
Side had ever secn,

“Oh, well savéd!”

‘““ xood old flandy

“Hard lines, Goodwin!?®’

“ Corner—corner!?

Handforth picked himself up, wiped a few
specks of dust from his knees, and looked
round calmly. He gave the ball a light
kick towards the corner flag, ;

132

So I’d better have |

“By jingo, that was a fine save, Handy»
panted McClure. )

“What do you think I’'m here for??»
Handforth coldly.

‘“All the same, Dick had us all beatep

askeq

except you!”” admitted McClure, Y
thought it was a cert goal.”
““Rats!” said Edward Oswald. ““Dignt

I tell you at the start of the game that
wasn’t goine to let anything pass me? Ag
a matter of fact, I’'m jolly wild—I've cop-
ceded a <corner!”?

MceClure grinned, and prepared for the
minute of tense excitement to come. There
was always a brief period of uncertainty
while a corner kick was being taken. Hand-
forth couldn’t understand his chums’ grin a$
all.  Bnt it was justified—for the West
House had already scored two goals. Angd
Handy had spoken as though the sheet was
still ¢lean, '

But the Ancient House had scored t{wice,
too. The rival teams were on equal terms,
and there was only a quarter-of-an-hour leff
to play. The game had bheen hotly contested
from the starting whistle. |

Pitt took the corner, and with all his old
judgment, he dropped the ball in the very
coal mouth. Singleton leapt, Handforth
made a wild plunge, and beat the leather

back. But it fell against Jack Grey's toe,
and he kicked hard and true. -
# Goal 1
‘“* Where?”’ gasped Handforth. ¢ Great

pip!’!

The leather was in the corner of the net,
and Edward Oswald had mnothing to worry
himself about. No goalie on earth could
have saved that shot, for at the moment of
Grey’s kick Handy had been unsighfed.
Singleton had barred his vision in the melec.

“Hurrah! West House wins!”

“West House rais!”  roared
“ There’s over ten minutes yet!®

At the same time, matbters were looking
dubious for the Ancient House. One goal
to draw, and two to win. Tt was a stiff
task. And the redoubtable Johnny Onions
had to be beaten. Johnny had already
proved himself to he an amazing coalkeeper.
His acrobatic agility was startling.

The clevens lined up, and the game Te-
commenced. From the first kick, the p4c®
was furious.. It looked like another certal
goal for Pitt’s men. On the left wing Grey
got, away with the ball, streaked up the
touch-line, and centred. But hefore Good-
win could accept the pass, Tom Burton
dashed in and cleared.

It was a long kick, and the ball fell ab
De Valerie's feet. - The Ancient House
centre-half had two men on him, but ke
deftly pushed the leather forward to NIpper
—a c¢ool, brainy pass. Nipper was on it 11
a flash, and he ran round Doyle with eas€.
The next second he was making a dash for
goal.

‘¢ Shoot !¥?

Church.
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= : is time beautifully, With
mppﬁﬁnlli)f}?i%gn{] there was only the goalie
the 1'mcra about. -Nipper steadied himself,
Lo “&ZE the shot. e had almost reached
n‘nd enalty spot before shooting.  And
tj};%ngv Onions made the mistake of rushing

out.

a I

;}li?énimll left Nipper's foot at an acute
nale. 1t shot past Johnny's outstretched
la,.iﬁd' and just scraped in at the far upper
corner.

¢ Goall”

‘-’E‘(sod shot, Nipper!” _ =

The excitement was growing, One might
fave supposed that this was an important
school match instead of a mere minor aflair,

At the ropes, Fullwood was watching with
intense eagerness. During the opening half
he had forzed his attention upen the game,
and had more thaa once been bored. But,
gradually, the fascination of it had gripped
him. And now he was standing there with
gleaming €yves and flushed cheeks.

“Only five minutes more to play!” ex-
claimed Tommy Watson, as they lined up
again. ¢ By jingo, it's going to be close!”

The speed was now intoxicating. Each
side was grinily determined to get that win-
ning goal. The play swung from end to
end of the field with bewildering swiftness,
Reagie Pitt succeeded in putting across two
of his flawless centres. The first time Good-
win miskicked, and the second time McClure
managed to scramble the ball away.

And now, in the last minute of the game,
the play was in the other half. Tregellis-
West had got the ball, and he was intent
upon scoring, But Rertie Onions robbed him,
and half cleared. Then Brent dashed in
Irom the right wing, and swiftly centred.

As the ball bounced, Nipper kicked. It
Was a true shot, but Johnny was able to
deal with it. le punched out, and the posi-
tion seemed safe. But De Valerie raced in
at full speed, and took a pot shot. The
leather rose high, and $eemed to be dropping
ever the har.
ﬁT:j»ut. 't just failed to clear, and bounced on
A¢ woodwork. Back it went into play, apd
;)-;{)]l‘il-..-ti head met it. The next second the
A was m the net

“Goal!»

054’"1}(} -'&n(:ient House had won. That header

A1PPer's was the deciding factor in the

gi‘,’“”- Reggje Pitt and his valiants were
bn:-lten,
CHAPTER X.
u GETTING THICK. ,
= ONOURS even, in my
opinion,”  declared
& Nipper. “That
last goal  was g
Pure  gift, Ancient Houge
= MOon, but thoze West louse.
Tllere'gn c¢haps put up a line Hgnt,

Learted,"o feed for Reggie Pitt to be down-

! : . and the match
being discussed in the Ancient Ilouse Junior

It was night now, was
day-room—or common-room. As usual, a
Kind of inquest was being held over the
match, and every phase of the game was
investigated. More than one youthful player
was the recipient of painfully candid
criticism.

But, as Nipper had said, there was no
need for the West House fellows to be down-
hearted. The match had been good in every
respect. There was scarcely a pin to choose
between cach tecam.

““Well, Iet’s talk about something else,”
said Handforth, at length. I hear there's
a new feliow coming to-morrow. Like his
cheek! Why couldn’t he get here on the
first day of term?”

“Better ask him when he comes,”
chuckled Church. ¢ Nof that it affects us,
in any case. In the tirst place, the chap’s
a senior, and in the second place he’s booked
for the East House. I heard it from Arm-
strong this afternoon.”

llandforth snorted.

“What rot!” he explained. “Somebody
told me a new ehap was coming, and I
naturally thought he was booked for the
Ancient House. 1lle's not a new chap at
all, then—the other Xouses don't count!”

“I expect the other Houses say the same
things about us,” grinned Nipper. ¢ Any-
how, tais fellow—Clavering, I think-his name
Is—is a bit of a novelty, because it isn’t
usual for new boys to go straight into the
Sixth., Some special arrangement, I expect.”

The talk drifted on, and the new fellow
was dismissed as being of no importance.
In the junior studies, other discussions were
taking place. Study A, for example, was full
of low whispers, as though something
secretive were heing conspired. Study I was
sitent, for Jullwood sat there alome, busy
with his thoughts.

He had much to occupy his mind, too. 1In
a way, he felt that he had fallen between
two stools. He was no longer on speaking
terms with his former friends, and as vet
he had made no new aecguaintances. All
the decent fellows suspected him. They
rezarded him askanece. They were friendly
and polite, but it was easy to see that they
desired to give I‘ullwood no encouragement.
And he, being acutely sensitive, made no
advances on his own account.

It was a new experience for Fullwood to
be sensitive. It was an emotion he had
never felt before. But the recent happen-
ings had made an extraordinary difierence
in his character. He didn't realise this
difference himeelf as vet, and his one desire
was to be alone—to brood. There was his
cousin, too. "The worry of Eustace Carey
was still acute. Fullwood had a fear that
the fellow would stick on at Moat Hollow
for longer than the agreed-upon week. And
there was the possibility of exposure, too.

What would happen if the fruth came outl?
What would the MHead say if he discovered
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time,”” said Gulliver .ﬁcncrously. “Rely op

helped to conceal the
Without question,

had |
fugitive from the police? .
expulsion was looming before Rualph Leslie.

that Tullwood

Small wonder that he was nervous and
jumpy.
“0Oh, hang!” he muttered, at last.

“What's the good of gettin® into a panic?
'l tell Carey straight to-morrow—he’ll have
to clear! This infernal businecss is gettin’
on my nerves! [ wouldn’t mind so much if
he was an innocent victim, and decent. But
he descerves chokey, if ever anybody didl”
1t was this point, indeed, which occupied
ffullwood’'s mind more than any other. The
man was an outsider—an utter young black-
cuard. And Fullweod, willy-nilly, was com-
pelled to help him! To betray him to the
police was impossible. As Carey himself had
said, blood was thicker than water. ‘

In Study A, the low voices  continued,
Gulliver and Bell, to be exact, were intent
upen celebrating the inclusion of DBernard
FForrest in the “(o.” - Fullwood had becn
cast out, and a new leader brought in. At
present, Gulliver and Bell didn’t know that
Irorrest was to be their leadsgr. But Forrest
knew it. Ife had made up his mind on' that
point before transferring from +the East
House. -

He had “wangled ?? the transfer with com-
parative ease. Being a new fellow, he had
not settled down yet, and as he Lad a desire
to board in the Ancient Ilouse, no particular
objections had been made. lle was now
firmly established in Study A, and he had
listened to the plans of his new friends with
amused tolerance. He liked them  both
because they were his own sort—because
they were sporty according to his own defini-
tion of the word. '

If Gulliver and Bell were disappeinted over
the loss of TFullwood, they needn’t have
heen. So far, Bernard Forrest was an un-
known quantity. But it wouldn't be long
before he revealed himself. Bernard Torrest
possessed every one of Tullwood’s worst
equalities in a highly concentrated form—and
absolutely mnone of Fullwood’s  better
qualities. If Gulliver and Bell were anxious
to act the fool more strenuously than ever,
they couldn’t have introduced a more ¢un-
ning brain, a more f{ertile imaginatien for
evil mischief, than Bernard Torrest,

*“Then it's all settled?”’ asked Gulliver, at
length.,  “We'll slip out at exactly eleven
¢'clock, an’ go to Bannin’ton on our hikes??

“That's the idea!” said Beil, with enthu-

siasm,

‘“You're doin’ the plannin’,” said Ferrest
drily.

“We're goin’ to give you a bally gcod

.convineed that the hour was twelve.

us, IForrest, an’ we’ll show you the ropes.”

‘“ Thanks awfully.”

“We'll take you to the Wheatsheaf ip
Bannin’ton, an’ introduce you to the
bookies,” said Bell. “We can play hilliards
too-—an’ a game of cards in the back-parlour,
perhaps. They’re always glad to see us.™

CHAPTER XI.
THE FACE AT THE WINDOW.

Y LEVEN o'clock chimeqd
s E out solemnly from

B the old clock of Bell.

ton Chureh. '

The reverberating ncetes
penetrated Moat Hollow on
the still air of the September
night, and Bustace Carey heard. MHe was nog
sfeeping, although he had rolled himself in
hiz blankets long since. _

“ Midnight!”” he muttered fearfully.

He had confused his counting, and was
And he
fairly trembled in his bilankets. It was the
hour of all ghostly things—the hour lic now
dreaded more than all others. |

If Fullwgod could have seen Lis cousin
now, he might have felt a spark of pity for

him. © For Carey was indeed an object of
pity. Considering his weak nature, his
cowardly spirit, his present condition was

casily understandable.

During the day he had felt nothing buf
rclief. Time after time he had explored
Moat Hollow from end to end—just for some-
thing to do. With the sunlight streaming
through the grimy windows, there had heen
nothing to alarm him. He had appreciated
the security of this retreat. ,

Here he was safe. The police would never
dream of looking in such an old house with-
out a direct clue. And nobody eclse camse
near the deserted pile. The great high walls
were an added protection. Carey’s spirits
had risen as the day had passed.

Ile would only have a few more days of
it, and then the hue and ery would be

over, and it would be safe for him to make

his break for I'rance. He had money, "*“ﬁ}
once across the water, he could cable to his
people, and they would help him, Bis father

would probably go over, there would be _3%
awful row-—but the police would never g¢

And he would plead with his pater to
1le eould take passage
from Marseilles quite easily. 1lle was RE’FT}
o1 eetting to Australin, teo. Oxford '_hf}‘
never been any good to him--lic had alwajs
been mixed up with the fast set. _
In Australia e would be able 10 live I‘Y;
case and luxury, for even if his fath;-
wanted to be hard, his mother would CC
trive to scnd him a comfortable allowal]l_cfé
Carey was the sort of fellow who could :?_
with a frce censcience om uncarned moner:

him,
be sent to Australia.
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<ol horrified o, His doting mother
Suouﬂ]:l Il}le'fEI' allow him to be driven to that

orading depth. :
degallts thep whole, his thoughts for the

0, on ;
?g’re were sangunine. Perhaps that rotten
[0 at Oxford would turn out for the

t;g:gr after all. He was out of the rut now,

<nd after the upheaval was over Iie would
be in clover.

The greatest difficulty of all would be in-

petting Aacross to France. Carey had a
vague idea that he would require a
passport. Under ordinary circumstances. it
was easy enough to get this, a mere matter
of form. Not even a visa, <N

terrifying by night—particularly to an in.
dividual of nervous temperament. 1t was
a big, rambling old place, and there was
something sinister about it. The stagnant
moat, the prison-like walls, the great masses
of high trees—all contributed to the eerie -
atmosphere.

And by eleven o’clock—midnight, accord-
ing to Carey’'s assumption—he was almost in
a state of collapse. For over an hour he
had heard mysterious creaks, the soft
rattling of the window, a thud or two in a
distant part of the empty house. Even in
his own room he heard sounds.

were purely natural—the

4

[ €1
| heard ’em, an’ | seen ’em ! "’

““ Qhosts ! ’ said Bell, looking round nervously.
Ay, sir—ghosts in Moat Hollow ! ’’ panted the man, his voice trembling.

b

E{‘f"fﬁt‘ Was essential—or there would be
was th§ ?,f] trouble on the other suie 11;
feehle wits problem which exercised his
bru;%féd flllce all weak intellects, he had
that whe 1€ matter aside, assuring himsclf
ba 41 I‘irlrl} Lhe time came everything would
Soundiy o 15 “And, foolishly, he had slept
after his midday meal, and had not
ned until qusk,
alapt consequence, he was now sleepless and
himge)p nore brainy man would have tired
S0 that out in some way during the day,

1] A 1 54 : ) ; I : ; y
Moat ﬁ would sleep when darkness came.

ollow was agloomy by'dg}-, and

creaks and whisperings inseparable from
ancient timbers. But to Carey's agitated
mind, they seemed like the voices of ghosts.
His imagination was responsible for most of
his terror. And now it was the dreadful
hour of midnight.

“I can't stand it—I can’t stand it!” he
muttered feverishly., “I'd rather let the
police get me, than this!”

All his rosy plans were forgotten. He lay
on the couch, hunched up in his blankets,
his ears buried. A child of seven could not
have displayed more arrant weakness than
this. Carey remembered his victim, Roper.
He pietured him lying on that paved path,
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‘uh

W

There had been an awful look

He ceuld see the fellow now.
with staring eyes.

He gave a little seream, and sat up. A
thamp sounded overhead. Carey shivered in
cvery limb. There was something up there|
He sat, frozen. Hc heard footsteps coming
down the creaking stairs—he hcard giestly
whisperings outside his very deor. :

As a matter of faet, that tihump had
been caused by his own carelessness. He had
opened one of the windows, and the sash-
lines were broken; in closing it, the windcw
had jambed slightly, but a sudden gust of
wind freed it, The fooctsteps on {he stairs,
and the whisperings at his door were purely
imaginacy. He had heard normal sounds,
and his terror had magnified them into some-
thing tangible.

Wlth another gulping cry of unreasoning
terror, he leapt off the couch. The darkness

was intense. Something elutehed his ankle

—a grisly hand. His scream was hoerrifying
in its intensity.

That grisly hand had becen a fold of his
blanket, but it seemed to Carey that he
a:rtually felt the bony fingers. He made cne
dash for the window, intending to fling it
open and escape.

He got to the window and wrenched at it
hm:IIy Outside, the moon was shining full
upon the grimy glass. But Carcy tuﬂt_red in
And, in

at Oxford.
on his face.
Ile was dead, too--—-dead,

vain. The window was screwed up!
any case, there were iron bars outside. He
saw them, and realised his helplessness,
He fell back, babbling incoherently, and
cotlapsed in a heap. :
But his own terror was over—he had
passed the eclimax. And outside, he had
brought terror to another. One of the

villagers, returning to his outlying cottage
a“t.er a heated family ditlerence with a
drunken uncle, was passing dMoat Hellow at
that crucia! moment.

And to this man’s ears came Carey's wild
cry. The unfortunate man halted in his
tracks, and his teeth chattered. Ile had
all the rustic’s fear of the dark, aud Moat
Haollow was ill-famed in the neighbourhood.

In ¢pite of himseli, he tnrnui to the great
boarded-up gates, and peered tlnounh an
opening where one of the boards had wa_rlzcd

and Dbulged away. There was a distinet
gap. The man looked through—and nearly

dropped with fear.

For at one of the lower windows an ap-
parition was visible—a pale, ghastly [ace,

and two clutching hands!

——— . —

CHAPTER XIIL
THEE GHOST OF MOAT HOLLEW,

s LL eclear now?”’

Bernard TIorrest
asked the question
rather impaticentty,

It was only a minute or t-vf'p
after " eleven, and he was

e standing in Bellton Lane, just
ﬂutszde the gates of the private road un ch
encireled the schon! Huildings. .

[

the next moment there was

Gulitver and Bell were lifting their bicyeleg
gver the gate, having obtained them from
the rear of thc hig ahew~ opposite the Bagg
GGate. 'These Hhui‘s were locked up in the
cvening, of course—but the nuts of Study 4
had taken the precaution to conceal theijp
machines in the rear, among the bushes,

“Give us a chance!” murmumd Gulliver,
a3 he wheeled his bicyele’ away from- the
aate. “ All richt, Bell—I'll give you a hand..

'Ho!d this, TLforrest.”

Rell’s machine was breught over, and g
mianute latcr the three young rascals rode
sH & Thl,y didn’t light their lamps, and
wouldn’t do so until they had recached the
comparative security of the Edgzemore Lane,

“It's better to go that way,” declared
Gulliver. “It avoids the village, and we
strike the DBannin’ton road further along,
It’s really aquicker, because it cuts off a
c':l>]1*1191#-but the surface is a bit flinty, thats
(l 33

There was little fear of being pulled up
by the local policeman. And if any master
was out and about, he would never be able
to recognise the three swiftly moving

figures.

“@Qood !’ said Forrest, as they were coast-
ing past Bellton Wood. “We've got away
all right, and we shall soon he having some
sport,. I rely upon you fellows to show me
the ropes,” he added drily.

“Rather!”’ said Bell. ¢ Trust us!”

Forrest smiled in the darkness. le rather
fancied that he would startle his new friends
once they got into the Bannington Wheat-
sheaf. There was very little that Gulliver
and Bell could teach him. It was far more
likely to be the other way round.

They turned into Edgemore Lane, and
a dmmatlc
A figure came blundering
cut of the shadows, and eollided violently
with Gulliver’s blcule He crashed over,
and Beil and TForrest only just succeeded mn
steering clear.

£ Whab the——

surprise {or them.

> pegan Gulliver furiously.

“Sorry, young gent—sorry!” g,aaped an
agitated voice. “ I didu't see ye! There’s
ﬂhosta—them s spooks!”

Forrest and Bell were off their machines
by now, and they were not a little alarmed.
This blundering idiot had not only caused 3
delay, but he “would probably recognise the
gutlty three., But to race away was Impos-
sible, since Gullner was entangled with IS

machine.

“ Qhosts ?
nervously.

“ Ay, sir—ghosts in Moat Hollow!” Llﬂte‘l
the man, his vaice trembling. I heard 'edh

132

an’ I seen 'em! ;
“ Rubbish!” said Forrest. _
A shaft of moonlicht fell between the

ces, and the rustic’s face could be sce€h

trees,
clearly. He was a middle-aged man, m}{l
At the moment, his weathe

and  wiry, Y s
beaten face was almost bhloodless, and 3

eyes were staring.

said  Bell, looking round
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the grim old house.
at

o +pain's rubbish, young gent,” he went
Cekily, 1 seen ‘em. I was passing
or hu§ . when I heerd an awful kind of
£he pl(w&fhen I looked through that there
1 saw the thing .at the winder!”
gate, 8l 750 ov asked Bell, with a shiver.
= .. What thing? _‘c}&hf‘d ell, L a
« What window? demanded Foneﬁz. .
¢t ype o' them winders of the old ouse,’
replied the nall, jerking his Ihead.t.(mur‘ds
aoat Hollow. © The moon was fair on it,
an' 1 didn’t make 1o mistake. A face, young
:gents-—a face witlmu’t no flesh to it, seemed
t5 me. And two ‘ands—bony thm-gs that
clawed out at me, like as if they wanted to
pull me in:" W iages e o o in his wild
The man was (J.h\l(\)l_]h]} ‘sincere in 1}1.«. wilc
statement. ~His imagination, of course, had-
got the better of him. He had seen Carey
ot the window, and he had seen Carey’s
pands raised to the sash, trying to open it.
And, from outside, in the moonlight, the
spectacle had heen terrifying c¢nough. doat
Hollow was supposed to be empty and de-
serted, and that figure at the dark window had
secmed utterly supernatural, ‘

«yvou'd better get home!” said Forrest
sharply. “ You've seen nothing, my man!”’

“Lor’, voung gent, I tell ye 2!

«yon'd hetter get home!’ repeated
Forrest. ¢ Here's five shillings. You haven't
seen us, remember.  You don’t know any-
thing about us, do you?”

The man dimly understood through his
terror.

“’Tain't none o my
muttered, taking the money.
one  to talk, any'ow.
chost—--"’

“Nothing but your silly imagination,’
terrupted Forrest curtly.

The villager gave another sidelong glance

oall.

business, s&ir,”” he
1. ain't the
But this ere

A &

?

in-

at the high wall, and touched his cap.
Then he hurried away along the lane. In

his terror he had started back towards the
village, but he corrected the error this time,
and went home. Gulliver and Bell looked
at Forrest, and Torrest grinned.

Q]“'ll‘he_*f-e;yol{els are scared of their own
"1‘{}(?“;\, he said contemptuously.
Gn]}i;n notﬁ so sure about that,”
"Hmsr'ﬂab -h'e rubbed one of :
g {‘w.llt.}vis a _queer place. There's all
W g :\ta_m:, told. Years ago, ‘it used to
e ~H1n‘-1 ic asylum—then it was taken by
- 20gge and bhecame the River House

his Kknees.

Sch _

no-,fojéa After that old Creepe got it, and
ine.' > Shut up. They say there’s queer
nca lO }je s¢en '

‘.Yguoulrm’furna!_ idiot!” interrupted TForrest.
“On't bhelieve those old wives’ tales, I

$Pposes

in:_l‘l!::e, 1¢ man must have been drink-
He

i g‘;‘iﬁlt‘ to the gzates, and looked through

Yer a'nt(?] Bln the warped woodwork., Gulli-
tleaply ¢ll accompanied him. They could
Weeqd s¢¢  the tangled vegetation, the

4rown moat,

muttered

the stagnant water. and

one of the

The windows stared
them rather weirdly in the moonlight.

“Nothing there!” said Forrest scornfully.
At that very second & figure appeared at
lower windows—a white face,

and two white hands which seemed isolated

from’ the body.

aj

Only for a second did the

yparition remain in view, then it faded

slowly away.

fa

hi

“The gchost!”’ gasped Gulliver feebly.
He fell back, his teeth chattering, and his
ce like chalk.

i, gl

CHAPTER XIIT.
AN ALARM FOR FULLWOOD.

HE  explanation of
this fresh vision was
as simple as the
previous one.,

_ Eustace Carcy having re-
' covered from his Dbrief spell
R of dazed fear, ‘had pulled
mself  up by using the window-ledge .

Thus he had appeared for a moment in the

moonlight. Then he had retreated into the
roon,

Even Bernard Forrest was shaken.  He
wasn't a fellow who was nervous of the

dark, and he scoffed at ghosts.

SC
of

SC

But he had
offed hecause he had never seen anything
an uncanny nature. MHe was thoroughly
arcd now. His eyes hadn’t deceived him

about that figure at the window.

something there all right—I saw it!
confounded

af

Bell,
an’ those hands were all bony——

“We ouly
moonlight isn't very strong.

“By hreathed. “There was
That
so far wrong,

A sort

gad!” he
rustic wasn't

ter all! Did you fellows see, too?

of head-—"

was a death’s head!” breathed
with a shiver. " A skull, you know—

£3 ]

“It—it

“Don’t be an idiot!’ interrupted Forrest.
saw it for a moment, and the
It may be a

tramp, or something like that—"

“Impossible! '  said Guliiver huskily.
“Nobody would dare fo go into Moat

Hollow at night!

Bell, seizing his bieycle.
we're

It was a ghost!”

“Let's—let's get back to the school!” said
“Let’s go while

safe! I'm scared—I don't mind ad-

mittin’ “it!”’

“That be hanged for a yarn!” s&napped
b L9 p

¥Forrest. “What about our trip to Banning-
ton? We're going to the Wheatsheaf—’

enthusiasm for the trip.

ro

But Gulliver and Bell had lost all their
The dark country
ads were full of shadows and mysteries.

In their present nervous condition they had

no desire to

ro

parition.
only themseives to judge by.
had seen the thing, too—and he ‘had heard

be out. They had been tho-
ughly frishtened by that unexpected ap-
It wasn’t as though they had
The villager




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY _GERR ==

S

an unearthly moan. There was no doubt
about the ghost whatever.

“Yes, let’s get back!”
shakily.

They paid no -attention to
Forrest, who wanted to continue the
in spite of the dramatic interruption.
ver and Bell refused to go, and Forrest
couldn’t very well go alone, sin¢c he had
never been introduced to the habitués of
the Wheatsheaf,

In a thoroughly bad temper,
obligced to return to the school,
night jaunt was off. IDEven after they had
got into bed—having safely reached their
dormitory—Gulliver and Bell were c<till ner-
vous. They talked for a full hour before
dropping off to sleep.

They were worried because they wouid he
obliced to keep mum. Althoug o) they had
seen the ghost, they wouldn’t be  able

to mention this fact to any of their school

said  Gulliver
Bernard

trip,
Gulli-

he was
and the

fcows. For by so doing they would admit
their own guilt in bleakmrr “bounds,
Not that this made any difference. 4

The next morning the whole village was
discussing the spectre of Moat Iollow with
bated breath., The man who had scen the
ghost had lost no time in relating his ex-
perience to others, They were early risers
in Bellton, and long hefore the St. Frank’s
breakfast-time, the gtory was carried from
moutn to mouth over the entire neighbour-
hood.

It was brought to St. Frank’s with the
milk, and having passed through the domes-
tic quarters of each House, it made its way
among the boys. And thy tue time it
reached this point, the story had become
-somewhat warped.

The ghost, according to the reports which
circulated the Junior School, was a terrify-

ing thing with a death’s head, and bony
arm8 and hands. 1{ had not only uttered

hair-raising cries, but had crossed the
waters of the moat and had floated through
the air towards the gates.

Ralph Leslie Fullwood was one of the last
juniors to hear the yarn. But this was due
to the fact that he had held himsclt aloot
from all the others. He took no
in their sayings and doings. But at last
his utent on ‘had becen mmenui by the ex-
cited discussions in the Tr:an le,

“Hallo, Fully!’’ said Clive Rn':cll,
came up. “Heard the yarn?”

as e

Fullwood was at the rear door of the
Ancient House, looking out aeross the West
Square. . He turned, and acknowledged the
greeting.

“’\Iurnm, Russell,” he said. “What
yarn?”’

‘“Ahbout this ghost?”

“Qhost??

“Great Scott! Ifave you been up all this
time and haven’t heard?” asked Russell,
Jaughing., " All rubbish, of course. These

.guess.

rustics

in*erest‘

village people are full of cnnorbtltmng X

It’s about Moat Hollow
Fullwood gave a violent start,

to control -hims;e]f
“Moat Hollow?Y

but trieg

~he repeated sharply.

“Why, yes,” replied Clive, " What’s
wrong? You seem——-" :

“Oh, mothin’!”  muttered  Fullwaog,
striving to conceal his confusion.  *“Moat
Hollow, eh? Theré’s all sorts of Mmonsense

But what ghost?’’ he went on point.
““Has anybody seen anythin’?”

rather,”” said Russell. “One of the
was passing dMoat Hollow last night,
and saw a face at one of the windows—»

“The fool!” muttered ¥ullwood savagely,

“!‘1‘10"

“Nothin» !
on!*?

Clive gave him another qucer look.

“That’s all, I guess,” he replied. “This
man saw a figure at the window, and ran
for his life. He heard something, too.
They say tihat the ghost came ont, and
floated across the moat, but 1 expect that's
all—-"’

“I'm
yarns,” interrupted
*“*Take my advice,
It’s all pifffe.”

He nodded,
the Ancient MHouse,

——

edly.
“Yes,

said IFullweod hastily. <« Qo

villnge
Yawning,
forget it

intereated in  these
Fulbwood,
Russell, an’

not

and walked away. Entering
he suffered torlures
until he reached the privacy of his own
study. As soon as he had closed the door,
he stood just inside with eclenched fists and
gleaming eyes.

“The infernal idioti” he breathed fiercely.
“The fool—the confounded fool! All right
—he can go to the deuce now, for all
care! No more sense than to show himself
at one of the windows in the moonlight!
Bah!”

Ris disgust was too decp for words.

For Ra‘ph Leslie Fullwood was under no
misapprehension about this * zhost.?? Ab
the first mention of it he knew the truth.
Jiustave Carey was the culprit! And it was
more than probable that that txmal inci-
dent would develop into an awkward Situa-
tion.

CHAPTER XIV.
LEARNING THE TRUTI.

i ULLWGOD glanced at

his watceh. 1e had

“inade up his mmd

not to go dowl

to Moat Iollow lmtilf n;f;

day, dut this piece ol ner

- ‘." @  aade all the difference. He

was anxious—worried. He couldnw’ t go in to

morning school withi a lecad of nnwlt’tlﬂ 3’

on his mind. ¥e would have to find out
the full facts, ’
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possible that this ridiculous story

taken scriously. Perhaps the

-.o might enter the place and search it!
s would be found, and the whole school
U;{S:l buzz with the news. _ :
“(F llwood cared nothing about his cousin
ncm}{ mhe fellow was an arrant blockhead,
.nd deserved everything hq agot. F"‘nci’”
'i:winrr no more sense than to show himself
at the window! Ifullwood's concern was on
-i]is oW account—and he couldn’t be hiamed

{r was
would Dbe

or this.
1'J(}zﬁ.rfev‘s discovery would lead to more
trouble. It would he like a boomerang,

recoiling upen I'ullwood’s own head. Every-
body would guess that he had helped the
unhappy Eustace, and he would be made
he recipient of further scorn. The Head
would know—the ywhole story would come
out—and it would mean the sack. |
Without doubt, Fullwood was passing
through a trying time. He felt that he
would have to see (arey at once—to know
just what had happened. It was no good
relving on the cxaggerated stories which
were being passed from mouth to mouth by
the juniors.

So, although there was precious little
{ime, Fullwood ru:zhed out to the bicycle

sheds, and was soon off on his machine. It
took him only a few minutes fo reach Boat
Hollow, and even during this brief spell he
had obtained a certain amount of comfort.
For a new thought had come to him.

Perhaps that incident would do no harm'

at all, but would be a help. Moat Hollow
had always been shunned, but now it Wwouid
be doubly shunned. Nobody would go near
the place after dark. And even during day-

h_ght}; the villagers would avoid it. This
would make Carey safer than ever,

Qif‘hc)értunate]}'.‘ there was nobody within
:—”; - when  Fullwood pushed his bicycie
"nong the bushes near the side wall. Ile

didn’¢ : ..
it.ldz:_.t ]much care 1If he was seen--for now
hhinm;td be easily possible for him to ex-

cor that he was just having a look round,

3r A F vy

:‘:nttre]:;lﬁmg heard the ghost story. It was

:i-f.‘t't?pt:! anation  that  everybody would

He oo

dent gr?tiowf the wall without any inci-

Then, ]‘ 3 Tu:"‘m'd.l‘ound the drawbridge.

lockegd 13050”11(1 his  way barred by the

rearq footr-'t He hammered upon it, and
=MD Boits shat Dback, and

[‘-arey dppeared.

N
"Thank o
hoarsely. 200dness you've come!” he said

[ 11
Tt?; ;;‘tldr! ’ ¢jaculated Fullwood.
Care “{ﬂdmatmn was
: Witl(.l- l{t-t-f?'ris' changed,.
allyyeg hhgg:}a}, and  shrunken. Ie had
Lo d;i rto g2t into a condition of
“levelment. Tlis face was pale,

e were han
.]ﬂﬁ.“ - HE -
91“}, ﬂ)ﬂd, 85 under his eves. He

He was hag-

forced out of him, |

o

All Fullwood’s hot words dried on his lips.
He had intended going for his cousin bald-

headed, but somehow he couldn’t do it.
The man looked absolutely cowed and
scared.

“What's happened?” he asked bluntly, as
they paused in the passage.
*“*Nothing's happened,”
“But—but I'm glad to see-
This Joneliness jsz  Kkilling me,
All yesterday—last night——
he added, with a shudder.

ghastly!”

“How do you mean?’

“1 can't explain it,” panted Eustace. I
neard all sorts of sounds—I didn’t sleep a
wink!? Once, I tried to open the window
and escape—but I fainted, or something.”’

Fullwood listened grimly, He was already
lcarning the truth. Eustace Carey knrew
nothing of the ghost story which was going
the rounds. In his fright, he had gone to
the window, and sheer misfortunc had led

babbled Carey.
yvou, Ralph!

you know!
Last night!”
“It was

that rustic to e passing at the crucial
moiment. Fullwood determined to make
sure.

“Did.-you yell out?’ he agked.

“I don’'t know—I believe s0,” replied
Carey. “Something caught me by the

ankle, and I gave a scream!”

“That’s enough!” growled Fullwood. * By
sad, what a funk you are, Kustace!
Haven't vou got any backbone at all? What
do you mean—somethin’ caught you by the
anklie?”’

“I don't know—I believe it sas a fold of

the blanket,” muttered the other, ¢ Oh,
don’t look at me like that! You don't
understand., It sounds siliy now—I know

it as well as you do. I was a fool, Ralph.

But in the darkness, and with all those
queer sounds £

“Why didn't vyou have some candles
burnin'?”

“I was afraid to,” replied Carey. “I

thought somebhody might see, and I can’b
afford to take any risks. You've got to geb
me out of this, Ralph! 1 can’t stay here.
If 1 do, I shall go mad!”

“All  right—go mad!”

shortly.
“ You—vyou callous young rotter!” panted

said F;lllwood

Eustace. I believe you'd be glad if 1L
went mad! You've done these things for
me, but you've shown me from the very
first that you hate doing them! Do you
deny it?”

Cs NO!'” G

“A fine kind of cousin to have!’’ said

Carey bitterly,

“That's a remark two can make!"” re-
torted Fullwoods ‘*Make no mistake,
Eustace, I'm helpin’ you for my sake—not
for yours. 1 don’t care a brass button about
you. If ever a fellow deserved what’s comin’
to him, you deserve it! You always were

| & toad, an’ that affair at Oxford stamps
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What do you expect
boots, or somethin’!?”

a hooligan!
ine to do—liek your
Carey winced.

you as

“Anvhow, I can’t stay here!”” he said,

changing the subject. “I've got to . get
to some other place before to-night—I

don’t care where it is—an old barn, or some

other farm building.”
“It’s too risky,” said Fullwood curtly.
“You mustn't leave here, Eustace—unless

There's no other place
Why the
in the

you go clean away.
for you in this neighhourhood. .
deunce can't you tire yourself out
day-time an’ make yourself sleepy?”
“I. can never sleep in this place!”
- Rot !’ snorted Fullwood. ‘“If yolu’re so
jolly nervous, why don’t you go into one
of the cellars, bolt yourself in, an” have
two or .three lighted candles all night?
You won’t hear any ghostly noises down
there ! '
Carey shivered.
“Y can’t sleep
nervously,
«“Oh, well,
you, an’

here at all,”” he replied
I've done the best I ecan for
there’s an end of it,”” said IFull-
wood., “I'm goin® now—— No.  it’s no
good—I can't stop. Lessons. I might
come this evenin’, but 1 won’t promise.

“I’ve nearly run out of condensed milk,
and the bread’s stale——"

“All right—I'll come this evenin’, an’
-bring another supply,?” said Fullweod
promptly. “But don’t keep me now—I've
got into trouble over you already!”

A minute later lie was on his way back
to St. Frank'’s., And Eustaee Carey gained
what comfort he could from Fullwood’s
mise that bhe would return during the
evening.

CHAPTER XV,
HANDFORTH MEANS BUSINESS.

¢ HOSTS,» said Hand-
forth dreamily.
( ; “EhY??

“1 don’t believe
but any
interest-
Edward

in ’em,
kind of
imng,”

of course,
mystery is
went on

Oswald. “ Yes, by Geerge, I'll go! An in-
vestigation!  That’s

sooner the better!?

Church and McClure looked at their
leader grimly, and then gave one another
a somewhat hOlee\S glanee. Already tlwy
could tell the workings of the great man’s
mind. Hadn't he been himting at some-
thing of this sort all day?

It was tecatime now, and Study D was
cosy, and the air was filled with the
mingled odour of hot tea and huttered
‘toast. There was plenty of daylight, and
even tlky sun was shining through the win-
dow.

“Chuck it, Handy ! said Church gruflly.

“Eh? Chuck what?” asked Handforth,
looking round the table. *‘“If you want

the idea—and the

pro-:

something passed, why not ask in the rlght

way? I don’t chuck grub about!™

Church and McClure differed on thig
point, but did not press it,

“] didn’t ask you to pass anything»
said Church. ‘I mean, give up this dotty
idea - of investigating Moat Hollow. It’g
only a village yarn. I don't believe ga

word of it.”

“ Neither do I1,”

Handforth started.

“How the dickens did you f:lth‘ ads know
anything about my plans?” he demanded,
in amazement. © This is uncanny! I've just
decided to go down to Moat Hollow after
tea, and yvou know all about it!”’

“ Marvellous!” said MecClure.

“You must b(, thounght readers!”
lated Handforth, startled. ¢ Look
Chrurch, how the dickens did you Xnow?
I demand an answer! I'm not going to
have you doing these mysterious things!”

Church chuckled.

““ Nothing very mysterious
you guess your giddy thoughts
replied. ““You've been sickening
disease all day!”

“ Disease?” said Handforth. ¢ What dis
ease? You ass, I'm absolutley fit!”

“It doesn't matter,” growled Church.
“Let’s have a cup of tea, and pass some
of that toast. Blow Moat Hollow! If
we go there we shall only be trespassing

32

said MecClure.

ejacu-
here,

it when
he
this

about
aloud !
for

“ Rubbish I’ interrupted Handforth,
does the place belong to, anyhow? Nobody!

It’s empty, and if there’s a ghost there,
it’s our duty to lay it. 1 rather {fancy

myself at laying ghosts.”
« Perhaps that’s why you cackle so much,”

suggested  McClure. “(Chickens ecackle
when they lay eggs, and you cackle when

you lay ghosts!”

¢ Har-har!” said Handforth, with mock-.
ing laughter. ‘“No wonder the chaps turn
Arnold

W 110 /

pale when you make a joke, (

MecClure. And it's no good you trying
to be funny, either! We're going down
to Moat Hollow immediately after tea. ,
That’s final!” -

“QOh, all right,”” said Church and McClure
resignedly.

Handforth rose to his feet.

“ Ready?” he said briskly. ¢« We'd l)cttﬁ'l'
take some cricket stumps 2

“You said after tea!” roared

“We haven't started yet!”

“If you're going to argue, Walter (hurc]};
I'll chuck this plate of tonst at your head!

Church.

said Handforth darkly. *‘Don’t disobey -
orders !
«“I thought you never chucked grub .

about?” said Church bitterly

‘““ Besides,” added McClure, ¢‘there’s ﬂr
sense in huntmc for. ghosts in the sunlight:
Who ever saw & ghmt at this time 10
day? We’'ve got to wait until darkness!’

Handforth snitfed.

“You fathead!” he said tartly., ¢ Therés
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never said there was.

at all! I
ghosts.”
going to Moat Hollow to

~ hﬂfbt : g
« Apnd yet were
912

Jay one:- 139
' No, we're not.
said—

i you . |
..-IBudbOﬁ’{; care what I said !’* hooted Hand-

forth « There's a mystery at 31:0235 Hol-
low and we're going to elucidate 1,1;
wwe're going to do what to b7 )
Elucidate it'!” repeated Handforth, rr_alln“:g
the word off his tongue w:t.h? 1'@11511. ”I
jon’t expect you chaps to know what that
word we detectives
solve—to illustrate.”
agoing to illustrate the my=-
r “ We'd hetter take

13

meams#ib’.ﬁ a
elucidate 13 ‘to
“ Then were

terv?” asked MeClure.

neil and a drawing block——?’

a pencil and a drawiig b

“You—vou iznorant lunatie'?? reoared
Handforth, exasperated. < We're gomg.ut
once—and we're mot taking any pencils,
either! I've had enough of this useless
argument! Minutes may be precious! Are

vou coming now, or shall 1 use furce?”

‘Church and MeClure decided to g0 at
once. They were now quite I:Gsigl](_‘d, hav-
ing successfully played for time, and de-

molished the toast without
being in the least aware of the fact.

CHAPTER XVI
ORDERS TO QUIT,

ALPH LESLIE FULL-
woO0D was just
passing through the

Ancient House lobby
when Handforth & €Co. came
marching into the passage.
,Fullwood was on  his  way
out to go to the village. He remembered
those purchases he had to make, and he
had decided to see Carey again.

_During the day he had cooled down con-
Siderably, and  was feeling a certain
amount of sympathy for the lonely fugitive.
Indeed, he had alveady evolved a scheme
whereby his cousin might have more peace

of mingd. ©
af{{e- had decided to bhreak hounds scon
er lights out, and spend the crucial

1::3“3{\0{( the night with Carey. The fellow
W00 Jg"g‘_!l 50 haggard and pale that Fuli-
woul s v._:}rru:d uhou.t- him. Pm'}mps he
4 Indeed oo mad if he went through
nore nights of utter solitude. Iull-
less n\hf}d Do hope that Carey would he
, tIvous if he changed his quarters.
not only his surroundings which
his conscience. In all
lived that affair at
over again during his
atie on o And Fullwood didn’t want a
tha N his hands. That would he worse
For to-night, at least, he would
OT siX hours with his cousin.
urious, that, having come to this

he had
and

1%
was C

use. To

Handforth.

to Moat Hollow to investigate!

N
N

And one of the headlines was star-
ing Carey in the face: ¢ Oxiord
undergradusate dies without recover-
ing consciousness ! Carey still eludes
capture ! Murder charge probable!’’

decision, events were so destined to take
place that the plan would never come ofi.

Handforth & Co. passed through  the
lobby, talking noisily. They didn't even’
notice Fullwood, and Handforth wouldn’t

have paused, in any case. He was as keen
as mustard on this new idea of his. .

The chums of Study D were on their way
This in it-
self was a dramatic event. Fullwood’s pre-
sence in the lobby at that moment was a
fortunate coincidence, although there was
nothing remarkable about it.

“We'll go on our bikes,” Handforth was
sayving. ““We shall be there in no time,
and we'll elimb over the wall—-”

“What abeut ropes?’”? asked Church.
‘““Those Moat Hollow walls are twelve feetl
high, or more. There's the moat, too——"

“Leave it all to me,” interrupted Hand-
forth bhriskly.

They passed out, and Fullwood stood stock
still. It "seemed that there would be no
end to these shocks. It had bheen bad enough
in the morning, when he had heard about
the alleged ghost. But this was a thousand
times worse. Handforth & Co.—of all
people—were going to investigcate! They
would find Eustace Carcy within the first
five minutes!
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Fullwood rau oub into the Triangle, and
was just in time to sce Handforth & Co.
disappearing through the West Arch, en
route for the cycle-sheds. Having  got
through, they paused, chatting with Sclonion
Levi and Dick Goodwin, They all crossed
the West Square together.

““ A ghost hunt, ¢h?” Dick Goodwin was

saying. _“By gum, that's champion!
we'll go, if you like——"

“1 don't like!” interrupted Handforth
firmly. “ We don't want any outsiders, my
lad! No offence, but ghost hunting 1is a

ticklish business.
delicacy.”

“ By my life!” ejaculated Levi.
better not go, then!” :

While they all paused, and Handforth
slowly rolled up his sleeves, Fullwood hur-
ried past, and went cut through the Wesd
Gate. In a few secouds he had obtaibe
his  bievele, and was ofi. He inwardly
hiessed Goodwin and the Jewish boy. They
were causing a delay.

As Fullwood sped down the lane, his
mind was active. lie felt that he could
count upon having ten minutes in Moat Hol-

It's got to be done with
“You'd

Inw, at the least. Handiorth & Co. were
certain to have further arguments on the
way. And there was much {o be done. By

the time Fullwood reached his destination
he had his plan al] ready.

ile entered as before, and Carey was
eager to see him. Me had washied, brushed
himself down, and was now looking spruazc
and respectable. The change in Fullwood':
cousin was astonishing.

“1'm heaps better now,” he said, as |
grabbed Fullwood's arm. “Thanks awfu!
for ecoming, Ralph——*

s hLe
fully

“I've brought nothin'!” interrupted Full-
wood., ¢ They're comin’ here!*?

Eustace’s face.blanched.
“They're’ coming?’  he
police——"

panted. <« The

““No, not the police!” rapped out Full-
wood. “Some of our fellows explorin!
You were seen last .night when yvou 4ried

to open that window, and there's a ghost
story goin’ the rouunds. You've got to ciear

oug!»

(‘farey’s brain refused to work at such
spead.

“Clear out?” hie repeated dully. “ But—

but——"

“There’s not a second to lose!” insisted
Fullwood. “Only for a few hours, confound
you—until these idiots have gene!V |

“ But—but where?” demanded
4 I____I_” _

“The wood, of course,” interrnpted FIaill-
wood. ““It’s just behind here—across thie
rear wall. Bunk now—an' leave me here.
(io into the wood, an’ stay there until it’s
nearly dark. An’ for goodness’ sake, don't
Ist anybody spot you!”

Eustace,

“But what shall I do then—when it's
dark?” .

“Come back here—it'll be safe by that
time.”

“ RBut—but—. 2

“JIt's all right—I'll be here,
vou,” szaid KFullwood.
{ogether.

: waitin® for
“*We'll have a jaw
I've got an idea about to-night,,

Eustace—we'll fix everything up comfort.-
ably.”
“You mean it?" asked Carey eageriy,

“By gad, you're a young brick, you know!
I've been worrying about to-night. It's beoap
on my mind all day—I can't be in this place
alonre any more-—-—'°

““Don’t be so infernally weak—there'll he
no Ieavin' Moat Hollow, in any case,” inter-
rupted Fullweood. ¢ But don't stop now—
get into the wood, an' find one of the most
secluded pinces you could apot. An’ keep
there until it's nearly dark. Then come back
here. I'll have the grub by then.”

Lustace went off, hardly knowing whether
to be relieved or otherwise. It was some
comfort, at least, to know that Yullwood
would be on the spot when he returned.
But it wuas obvious to Carey that his cousin
was maxing no plans for shifting him into
different quarters. )

‘He would have to remain at Moat Iollow!
That one statement alone sent (Carey into
the wood in a highly strung condition. 1t
would have been hetter, perhaps, if Fullwood
had mentioned that he was planning to
spend most of the night in the old house.

As soon as  Carey had gone, Fullwood
worked like a demon.

In five minutes he had accomplished an

enormous lot. And at the end of ten
minutes he had left the place, and was
cycling lazily towards the village. As he

crossed the bridge, he glanced back, and
he saw Handforth & Co. turning the bend.

“Gad!?’ breathed Ralph Leslie.  #Ouly
just in time!”’ _
CHAPTER XVII.

THE GHOST HUNTERS.

HE chums of Study
D paused outside
Moat llollow, and
regarded the high
walls.  Church and MecClure

had no particalar enthusiasm
for the adventure, but Haaod-
forth was as keen as mustard.

Fullwood, in the meantime, was making
his purchases at the village shops., After
that, he intended hanging about until Hand-
forth & Co..took their departure—which they
would certainly do before darkness gathered.

Tullwood's plan was simple.

While being annoyed with Handforth for
coming on this errand, he was in no way
surprised. It was just the sort of thing
that Handforth would do. Jullwood had
very little fear that any other fellows would
embark upon such an enterprise. The schoo
was already coming to the conclusion bhab
there was no ghost at all, and that the

yvillager bhad imagined things, And if
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forth _
Hi]:-?flo as they would—the matter wounld
e b i ]
drop. neeessary to wait until the

was only !
th{‘f‘e ;Out.m‘ul explorers went, and Ifullwood

d enter the place again, and wait for
€0 cousin.  Carey would certainly come
]l,lfca "Hle wouldn’t remain in the wood after
d“l]r{i.ndfﬁrt-h stood back from the high wall,
and surveyed it eritically.

«1t’s simpie,” he declared. “The place
iz empty, and tihere’s mobody to drop on
us if we're spetted. 'We’ll go over openly.”

« What about the ghost?’’ asked MecClure.
¢ 14 may sec us coming in, and hide some-
where.” ] s

Handforth gave him a suspicious look.

« Ghests don’t hide!”? he reétorted. “You
know as weil as I do that there aren’t such
thines ag ¢hosts. We've come here to prove
that that viilage duaffer saw double! Or
it's quite possible that there’s a tramp in
here. In fact, that’s the most likely ex-
planation.”

“He might be desperate,” suggested
Mc¢Clure.

“If we three can’t tackle a giddy tramp,
it's a pity,”’ said Handforth. *“ Besides, we
shan't necd to tackle him. A dozen tramps
can use the place, for all 1 care. We're only
here to expose that ghost story as a fake.”’

“Good cold Ted!” said a voice from the
rear. “Go it, old son! Shall we form a
bodyguard, and lend a hand?”?

Edward Oswald turned round, and
frowned. Willy MYandforth and Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lemcn were interested
spectatorz. They had strolled up, unnoticed,
and Handforth reeeived a shocek.

"o away!? he roared. *Who toid you
10 come here?®

“Who told us to come here?’ asked Willy,
appealing to his chums,

“Blesszed if T know ! said Chubby.

“Clear ¢t before you're hurt?’ shouted
Handiorth, By George! Have 1 got to
stand here, and put up with your tommy-
rot? Tl give you just ten sccouds to make
yourseives scarce!”

o Poor old Ted!”? said Willy sorrowfully.

He's oot an idea that he owns the publie
Teads now! He’s ordering us off the High-

WAy as if he mistook it for Study D! Sorry,

t‘ﬁl}--:%m’i@ oot urgent busiuness here.”
. I_r‘r_szomf, business?’?
. Watciing you,” explained Willy. “Den’t
Wind us— g6 ahead!”’
ﬂl{!;ndﬂ;:'th breathed hard, and turned his

“(;t_lrme on, yon chaps-we can't waste
saig ;1»'?;:_\11135513155; about with th;-r:;e kids,” he
can ;f:*f‘m}'. “P'm going over first, and you
rern 1o 0. I those fags get over, throw
Im haek !
! }I.z}_n_rirarth had come to the conclusion that
Vi A wise course to ignore his minor.
he needn’t have worried. Willy & Co.
ot interested in Meat 1lollow, and

hav; - ;
YIng s¢en the ehums of Study D vanish

& Co. failed utterly in  their |

over ithe high wall, the Third Form trio
macde a bee-line for the villige tuck shop,

“We've got scemething better to do than
waste out time cn imaginary ghosts,” said
¥illy, calmily. *“Hallo, Fullwond! Buying
up the giddy shop? Leave something for
us, won't you?v

“Thet's all right,”’ repiied Faullwood.

{le went out rather hurriedly. He wasn't
alarmed that Willy & Co. should have szur--
prised him making purchiases, hbut he didn’t
want any questions asked. Ile knew that
Willy was shrewd. And of late be had
grown into the habit of avoiding his schocl-
fellows as mueh as possible.

In one way, it was ratlier a pity that Willy
& Co. had abandoncd Moeat Hollow. For
Willy’s keen eyes would have seen things
which his major had missed. Chureh and
McClure, of ccurse, were not worth men-
tioning—they had entered upon this adven-
ture by compulsion, and had no enthusiasm
for it. They dida't e¢ven trouble to use
their eyes. Willy miight have detected many
clees had Le been there.

But the great Edward Oswald saw nothing.
At -lcast, he chserved nothing.: In spite of
his poasted powers, he drew a complete
blank. Moeat Ilollow was searchied from
roof to cellar, hut no ghost was seen, and
no tramp was located. The old place was
grimy, dusty, and deserted.

Fullwood, in fact, had dene his work well.

During that brief spell of intensive labour,
he had done ais utmost to remove all traces
of his cousin’s receht sojourn. le had taken
tlie blankets, the remains of food, the emptly
tins and other tell-tale articles away. le
had left nothing that the casual eye could
see.

A minule examination of the place would
have revealed footprints on the dusty ficors
—crembs and condensed milk traces on the
little table which Bustace had used. Willy

-might have detected a few of these clues,

and if Nipper hiad cenie down there would
certainiy have been somge discoveries.

But Handiorth missced everything,

He coniined his attentions to a genceral
survey of tlie place. Yor, truth to tell,
Handforth had no actual suspicions that
Moat llollow was inhahited. e found what
he had expected to find--—nothing. So he
agidn’t  trouble to dcelve further. And
although be was inwardly disappointed, he
affected an air of trinmph.

““There you are!’”? he declared, with a
snif.  “What did I tell you? I've proved
that ghest story to be a fake, and there's
notalinge mere to do! There’s nothing here—
nab even w bird's nest! 1 kuew it all along.”

“Are we going now?"’ asked Church hope-
fully.

‘““Yez--the case is satisfactorily con-
cluded,” replied Iandforth carelessly., “If
any of the viliagers tell us that ghost story
again, we shall know what to say. We've
been here, and they can’t spoof us!”’
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And ITandforth & Co. left.

And Fallwood, watching from a safe dis-
tance, little realised that this apparently
trivial affair—this whim of Edward Oswald's
—was to bring about a development which
would be utterly startling in its possibilities.

CITAPTER XVIIIL
IN BELLTON WOOD.

USTACE CAREY had
much to think about
as he made his way
through Bellton

Wood. Now that he was out,
e felt that he might as well

iz get some exercise. And it
vits  Tatiier pleasant wandering in  the
wilight of the dense trees. There was little
v no fear of being seen.

He wasn't nervous of the solitude here.
IF'or one thing, it was daylieght, and after
the sinister atmosphere of Moat Hollow, the
wood seemcod cheerful. Carey wandered on
cimlessiy.

He was more than ever worried about the
night.

He couldn’t rely upon Tullwood to get
fresh quarters for him, and it never occured
to him’that his cousin might have decided
to keep him company. He assumed that he
must spend the night alone again.

And the prospect was appalling—unthink-
able. Carey had had such a nerve-wracking
experience on the previous night that the
very thounght of another one horrified him.
1His nerves had been in a shattered condi-
tion before hiz arrival in the district at
all. And two nights in Moat Hollow had
converted him into a mass of jumps and
fears. He was almost startled by a erackling
twig. A falling leaf made him start back
with staring eyes,

And he was in the wood now—in open day-
light. The night was near at hand—another
nicht of unspeakable torture. lle was in 2
condition of anxiety, too, concerning Roper,
the undergraduate he had so murderously
assaulted. Was Roper dead? The thought
frichtened him intensely.

In any case the police were hot on his
trail—secarching evervwhere. Even these
rural constables had been told about him—
had received his description. THe daren’t
show himself anywhere. Until the hue and

ery was over, he would have to sulk in
hiding. And the greatest problem of ali—
cetting across to France—remained as

obscure as ever.

These fresh thoughts of thie police steeled
him to a certain extent. Ie would even
face Moat Moilow again, rather than risk
arrest. But yet he conldn’t. Another night
in that place would drive him mad——

“0Oh, I say, does this path lead, to St.
I'rank’s £’

Fustace Carey pulled himself up with a
violent start. So deep had been his

p—

thoushts that he hadn’t noticed that he Ry
walked right into a heaten woodland paty
And he was face to face with a strangep
a young fellow of between seventeen apg
eighteen, 'The shock of it was stupendoys

“J—I-—-—" TEustace paused, incoherent.,

For one instant he thought about flyip
back into the wood—dashing off anywhere
so long as he got away from this stranger
Then he had a flash of real astuteness—aboyt
thie first in his life. His very plight hag
sharpened his wits. If he took to his heels,
thiz fellow would wonder at it. e woulg
be surprised-—he would talk. lle would
probably describe the wild-looking stranger
who had run into the wood.

Then the police would know—and a search
would be instituted. The hue and ery would
be narrowed down to this very neighbour-
wood! At all cozts, something must be
done to divert suspicion from this youth's
mind.

¢ 8t. Frank’s??’ said Bustace, forcing him-
self to speak calmly. “*Yes, I think so—
straight along. You can’t go wrong if you
keep to this path.” '

He pointed as he spoke, and he pointed at
random. Anvthing to get rid of the fellow
in a natural way. Unfortunately, Fustace
pointed in the very direction that newcomer
had come from.

¢“ It can’t be,”’ he said. *“I've just come
alone there, and it's a path to the Banning-
ton Road.”’

« Sorry!” said Eustace. ¢ Ridiculous of
me—it's the other way, of course. As a
madter of fact, I'm. a bit confused. This

wood is so eonfoundedly thick. 1 came along
here for a walk, youn kpow.”’

The other was regarding him with open
curiosity.

“0Oh!” he saild in a queer voice.

Carey felt his alarm rising again.

«I've had a bit of a shock this evening.
he hastened to explain. ‘“Bad news about
o relative, and 1'm a bit bowled over.”

The explanation seemed plausible ~nough.

«1'm frightfully sorry,” said the youth
guickly. “I thought you looked a bit woI
ried. Why mot sit dnwn for a minute 0T
two? There's a log here. Why, hang it
von're as shaky as the deuce! Sit dowi.
for goodness’ sake!” -y

Eustace inwardly cursed, but he could do
nothine else but comply. In his efforts to
get rid of the other, he had onmly aroused
his sympathy! And now they would have
to sit down togcther. ; 2

dash off Dnow

To 1ake an exeuse—and da D8 it
wonid ook suspicious, and {_,areys_ﬂkliﬁ”
anxiety was to fool this hoy into thinklis

He must go on NS

nothing of the meeting. :
y More than evel

way free from any doubts. ,
Carcy cursed himself, for he had I{HW;‘?E
Fullwood's express warning.  Deep i 7
thoughts, he had blundered on to this I:*‘!'iLI-
and had met the stranger. And it ot
have been avoided so easily, too!
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g2 said the other, as they
te better!”? said tl , ¥
ie Thlltl 5 b l[\{.[, 0 ]-IH- not S{-}r!‘y f‘;ji‘ a

wpn 01l the

F-i:l;fr :;lfﬂ;l ]‘E‘:t ;]'11,'5{1”;'. I'd no idea it was so
']t o -~ E y . ¥
}ul‘ to St. [Frank's. Hi% aatad Tsh
« Visiting somebody, then?” asxked Carey.
= e . 2 g
40k no—I'm a new fellow, Sﬂd. thg
. +h. Clavering’s My n:tn_]_»sr-*—-.,ta.lﬁllcy
%?u*?e':inﬂ I'm going into the Sixth—East
AVl z

30, 1 thi“k.”
HauNew fellow, eh?” said C—areyﬁ. staring.
i My name’s White, you know. I\otrhln_g to
do with the school. I live over towards
Uaistm’{(?-”

«[ gon't know any more than I did De-
fore,” smiled Clavermg. “I'm new to this
district—new to the :,v.tmle of the South of
England, in fact. It's a hit rough, coming
to a new school like this at my age, but
it can’t be helped.”

« 1 thought it scemed queer,” said Carey,
« Why did you leave your old school? You
must have heen in your last year, almost,
It's rotten luck to have a change on the
last lap—""

« 45 a matter of faet, I haven’t bheen to a
Public schoot before,” confessed Clavering.
“ Sounds rummy, doesn’t it? DButb it’s true.
I've always had a private tutor, and—"

He broke off abkruptly, for an extra-
ordinary look had come into Eustace Carey’s
eyes—a look of horror and abject fear. - A
copy of the evening paper was held care-
lessly in Clavering’s hand, and it rested
across his knees, And one of the principal
headlines was staring Carey in the face:

“Oxford undergradnate dies without re-
coverulg consciousness.  Carey still eludes
¢apture. Murder charge probhable.”?

——

— e ——

CHAPTER XIX.
TORTURE.

cf

USTACH CAREY was
on the point of utter
- collapse.

It seemed like a
stroke fate that h=ad
brought this complete

Claver: . stranger acress his path.

GVETIng, of course, had bought the evening
Pal]‘“{. S his journey, and had still kept if.
ihﬁ,b Wwas something uncanny in the chance
paot unconsciously led him to hold the
L T 80 that Carey ceuld read those fateful

Roper was dead !

H‘Efﬁ? E"?Est, _t“he“,_ Tm.d happened! Carey’s

Devep heéi‘.s_-“t‘f'fl Justified—although he had

Unate vie i cd 1t possible that his unfor-

a83ured fthﬁ would die. He had always

o i nmself that the papers had made
uch fuss over the affair.

K .
nd now, like g thunderholt, the truth

|

: roper was dead-—the
police were redoubling their efforts to cap-
ture the fugitive—the net was being spread

was known to him.,

more closely! And a murder churge was
probable!

Small wonder that LEustace Carey suffered
acute torture for those dramatic seconds!
Strangely enough, his mind worked with
brilliant lucidity, The shock hadu’t aiTected
him as one might have suppssed. His brain
wasn’t dulled. It became razor-edged—un-

natura!l in cne so constitutionally dull-
witted.
And he knew that his position was a

thousand times more precarions than hejore,
While Roper had lived, the police had made
only a formal pretence of searching for the
culprit. But when it came to a charge of
murder, the whole organisation of Scotland
Yard and the provincial pelice would be set
to work. The country would be combed
from end to end. The best brains would be
utilised in this genrch. Roper's death made
all the difference! '
“Is anything the matter?”

Carey heard the voice a5 though from afur.
For some menients he didn’t realise that his
companion was spoaking to him, But
Stanley Clavering was not only speaking,
he was looking really alarmed. Carey had
turned deathly pale, and was awiul to look
upon.

“1 say—steady!” sald Clavering sharply.
“What's the matter? You'’d better let me
take you to a doctor—-"

“No!* panted Carey, forcing himself
grimly to conticl his emotions. * No, it’s
all right, I-—TI can’t help it, you know. 1
co like that now and again., I shall be
(Q.K. in 2 minute.”

He sheok himself, stood up, and walked up
and down cnce or twice. It was more than
ever neccssary for him to allay any sus-
picions that Clavering might be harbouring.
There was the paper in his grip—and perhaps
he had read the police deseription of the
fugitive! Carey’s fears were justified.

“That’s better!”” he said, sitting down
again. . “ By Jove! I'm glad you’re here,
Clavering—it always does me good to hear
somebhody talking. What were you saying
about St. Frank’'s?”’

Clavering felt relieved. He wasn’t a par-
ticularly brilliant fellow,- to judge by his
features, and he had no suspicions regarding
his strange companion, He thought Carey
rather unusual, but nothing more. And he
was talkative—he loved the sound of his own
voice.

" ¥es. ithis
Public school,”

is my first taste of a hig
he said dubiously. “1'm
nat sa sure abount if. As I was saying, I've
always had a tutor. But my people were
keen about St. Frank's—especially this term.
They seemed to think that it would be like

J a.-home for me.”

“And won't i{?” asked Carey.
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Iie was only listenine dully, and spoke for “What on earth for?” asked Curey
thhe mere sake of saving something, staring. L
“1 don't know,” replied Clavering, “1t “Well, there’s nowhere for me to go=
might. Anyhow, I'm booked to St. Trank’s | said the other. “I've got a couple of uneles
for a year at least. My people will be in | but one’s in Canada, and the other's i,
India all that time. The pater’s a big pot | Italy. And my pcople have hardly liveg in
in the Government, vou know,” he explained. | England at all. Until a year ago I was in
“Had to go out—and the mater went with | the South of France—that's why 1 had ¢
him. I'm left behind, on my own."” private tutor. T don’t know anybody ip
“ Hard lines.” England, and yet I'm doomed to stick hera
“I should think it is hard lines!” growled | for a year—until I ¢o up to Oxford. I hope
Ciavering. “1 was going, too—I've got my | t> goodness I find some decent friends at

poassport and everything—"" St. Frank's.”
““Your passport?” said Eustace, with a “I wish you luck,” said Carey indiffer.
start. ently.
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“Yes, rather—it’'s in my bag now.”’ 1 He had heard the story, but it was only¥
“Then why didn’t you go?” subconscious. He was suffering tortures of
“Oh, the doctor said that my constitution | his own—greatly intensified by his obligaviod
wouldn't stand India,” replied Clavering, | 0 appéar unconcerned. — His own Perl

rot of that sort. I could have slaughtered | He Wished Clavering to the other end ¢

the old idiot! Of course, the mater drank | the carth, and half-decided that it wol

it all in, and at the last minute I was pitch- | 10W be safe to get up and stroll off. HE

forked off to St. Frank’s.” wasl'?tcma”%’ u:m.1 tlhe point of doing so, whe
_ . ] - a glitter entered his eves. .

“That was pretty tough. An idea had come to him—an idea whicl

“Tough isn’t the word,” grunted Claver- | af first, was so stupendous in -its Ppossy
ing. “It wouldn’t be so bad if I knew any- | bilities that his brain refused to take it all
body here—but I don’t. I shall be like & |in. But the idea was there, and with ever}
lost sheep until I've made some (friends. | second that passed, Carey’'s wits cleared. !{L
And I shail bhave to spend the holidays at |looked at Stanley Clavering in a new way—
the school. &no.” with intense, burning gaze.
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CHAPTER XX,
A CHANCE IN A THOUSAND!
USTACE -CAREY'S
heart fhrobbed with
a tumulituous excites

menkt.
During these dramatic
twenty minntes he had

learned that the police were
after him for murder. His pesition was now
desperate in the extremc. To escape to
France was impossible—the net would he too
fine to penctrate, B

There remained Moat Haollow, With Full-
wood’s help, he might stay there for weeks
without any suspicions being aroused. But
Moat Hollow was a place of sinister mystery
—-a place of horror. And with Roper's
death on his conscience, Carey knew that
ke could never face another night in that
gloomy old house. The very thought of it
sent a shudder throuzh his frame.

And there was Stanley Clavering, {oo,

The fellow had mno suspicions at the
moment—Carey was convinced of this. But
there were plenty of fellows at St. Frank’s
who had keener wits. It was impossible to
imagine that Clavering would make no refer-
ence to this meeting, IHe would get aec-
quainted with somebody during his first
heur 1 the scheoi. lHe would probably go
mto some other fellow’s study. )

They would certainly taik. Clavering
would refer to his journey down-~-would ex-
plain how he had got lost in the weod.
Carey could sce the exdact scquence of the
probable conversation. The new fellow
would remark upon the stranger he had me%
on the woodiand path. He would remnember
his queer behaviour, One thing would lead
1o another, and sooner or later some keen
brain vould associate the stranger of Bell-
ton Wood with the Oxford fugitive.

There would be a lot of talk., Fullwood’s
ff‘:“t!“fishlp with Carey was already known,
nuspicions would be aroused on the instant,
g_ml the police would be hot on the clue.
‘0 doubt a Scotland Yard man would be
?}ent aown post-haste, and IKullwecod would
e Cl;ﬂss—exmnincd. Even if he denied all
nr.]ff‘ml.g‘f of his comsin, the detective would

¢ his recent activities, and Moat Hollow

would he searched.  Then—arrest, trial,
LOnvietion—— ;

- o, R 2 I i
thﬁlt} shivered as he foresaw the events
ool would happen. 1lis neek was in danger
hi'm“the noose was already hovering near

eves: ]:_-"&l'td one fact stood out hefore his
ol ke a blazing electric sign.  Stanley
yoaolg must never be allowed to reach
- Frank's!

Calr‘é”“'ﬁﬁ E}_s'l;art-li_n;; thought, but the more
Gcafp:{mh}%”ﬂd it, the more cenvinced he
Tank’s. t,-{"’“ﬂ*db’ knew Clavering at St.
T 1o ,,:','_: _':f‘:r were only aware of h“i nane,
Cazey T Taved, it would be the end of Fustace
Wretoheq O power on earth could save this
story, - Uhdergraduate if Clavering told his

[}
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L it became,

‘“ Are you going to strip, or not?”?
he snarled. ‘‘ Ycu’ll either do as I
tell you, or I'll batter you into pulp,
and then strip you myself ! It’s up to
you, you young fool ! ¥

To make a
the quesiion.

rreak for liberty was out of
Carcy knew that he would be

recognised and  arrested before he had
covered—twenty miles. His only safety lay
here—in the Sit. Frank's distriet. But

Clavering must never gct to the school!

Cunningly Carey’s brain evolved the piot.
Clavering was talking, but Eustace z=carcely
heard. He antomatically nodded now and
again, and pretended to be interested. But
he was thinking. IHe had heard all that he
wainted to hear. But he missed one remark,
at least, that might have altered everything
had hLe heard,

Stanley  Clavering was praclieaily a
stranger in England! That was the one

thought which throtibed through Eustace’s
brain. Ie had no friends here-—no relatives,
even. His people had gone to India, and
wouldn’t ke hack for a year. He was gonig
to St Frank’s, here all were unknown te¢
him. He wouldn’t have any visitors. -

Why shouldn't Carey go to St. Frank’s in
Clavering's plaze?

That was the idea which had staggered
him with its cwn immmensity. At first it
ceemed fantastic, impossible, wild. But the
more Carey thought of it, the more plausible
The headmaster was merely ex-



pecting a boy named Stanley Clavering. How
would any suspicions be aroused if Carey
boldly arrived, and claimed to be the new
boy?

He whs vouthful-looking—he knew it. In
Clavering's clothes, he would pass for seven-
teen anywhere. And he would take his place
in the East House, as one of the seniors.
And how on earth could the police ever
trace him?

His appearance would be totally altered by
his masquerade. Scotland Yard would never
dream of searching in a great Public school
for their elusive fugitive. With another
name, and in another personality, Carey
could snap his fingers at every policeman he
met. And he wouldn’t meet many !
St. Frank’s, he would keep to the school,
and never leave the grounds. He would live
in peace and luxury.

And there was another point.
had a passport in his possession. 1f would
certainly be available for I'rance. That
would become Carey's, and during his leisure
he would remove Clavering's
paste in one of his own, and fake up the
stamp. With a passport, his way would be
clear. After a week or two he could quietly
c¢lear out, and get to TFrance. Then, still
maintaining Clavering’s identity, he could
obtain complete and lasting ifreedom.

Clavering himself had put this idea into
Carey's head.  For Clavering’s talkative
tongue had related everything that was
necessary. The plan was not only feasible,
but childishly simple to carry out. There
would be absolutely nothing in it.- Remove
Clavering, and go to St. Frank’s in his
name! The rest was easy.

For a moment Eustace Carev considered
the other alternative. If he failed to take
advantage of this opportunity now—-and it
would never come again—he would te com-
pelled to go back to Moat Hollow. And
what then? Nights of agony and.torture—
days of utter loneliness—the cons%.nt fear
of arrest on his mind. There would be
madness in that direction, for Carey knew
that his brain would never stand the strain.

But this other way He coull Lave
Jaughed at the comparison. Comfort, cheer-
ful surrcundings, and a new identity which
nobody would suspect. At St. Frank's he
would be swallowed up and lost, and could
langh at the futile efforts of the police to
trace him,

There would be no
Clavering or his disappearance, because, to
the world, Clavering wouldn't have disap-
peared at all. He would be at St. Frank’s,
where he was expected to be. Only Carey
would be miszsing, and he ecould snap his
fingers at Scotland Yard’'s cleverest men.

There wasn't any other course to he taken.
- Stanley Clavering must go, and Eustace
Carey must take his place!

Clavering

Once at

photogaraph, |

inquiries concerning

CHAPTER XXI.
,r : THE YICTIM.

“ F course, it wy
the fault of st}fgfl
foo_l of a porter »
said Claveripo

“He told me it woulg |

better to walk from Bane

nington, an’ I took his ad:

vice. There wasia't a local train for
two hours.”

°“ Yes,” said Carey, nodding.

He hadn’t heard a word, but he preteng d
to be listening. *

“It would have
waited,’” said
hanging about

Dearly

been a lot better it I'd
Clavering. “But 1 hate
_ stations, so I walked, ]
thought it would be a good chance tg see
the district. Then I got lost in this con-
founded wood. Well, I shall have to he
going now. Feeling better?”

““()‘f course you couldn’t,”” said Carey.

Eh? I don't quite—"’

““Sorry!” broke in Carey, flushine.
was thinking. <« What did you say?”

I said I was going.”

”‘I‘(t),}], rfj;es‘a, natu'rul_ly!_”#_e‘;{c'lftimed Carey,
. s getting dark, isn't it? Thanks awfully
for your little chat. It's done me a lot
of good. I tell>you what-—I'll take you to
the school, if you like.”

:@tanley Cl:n't:rin'g looked very pleased.

‘1 say, that's jolly decent of you!” he
exclaimed eagerly. “Thanks, White. I
don't want to lose myself again. It's
nearly dark by now, too—I hadn’t noticed
how the dusk was creeping on.”» )

“That’s all right—come with me,” said
Carey cheerfully.

He was playing his game cleverly—for¢ing
himself to appear friendly. Yet he har-
boured evil intentions towards this perfectly
harmless stranger. Not that Carey was
thinking of drastic violence. He had killed
toper in a drunken brawl, but he was in-
capable of cold-blooded murder.  He
wasn’t so atrocious as that—moreover, he
didn’t possess the nerve.

His brain had to work quickly, too. At
first he thought of taking Clavering 10
Moat Hollow. It was natural that he
should think in this way to begin with.
He was  taking Ciavering's place, so Wiy
shouldn't Clavering take his?

But there were difliculties—insuperable
when he considered the position at closé
guarters. Moat Hollow would never do @3
2 prison. It was too near the village, and
there would always be the chance of Claver
ing making his escape. And that wasn't W
be thought of.

Besides, Fullwood was at Moat Hollow—
waiting there even now. And Carey '30“[}’
imagine his cousin's attitude when he m'ﬂ'f,f'
his intentions known. In all prohalnll.
IFullwood would ruin everything. Latel‘,f'a;
when the impersonation was put By
effect. I'ullwood would be unable to ,-,pe.fl‘%-
Ifor his own sake, he would keep quitss
‘once the thing was accomplished.

ﬂ'I
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ow was ruled out. _
No, ¢ else? What place was "L-here.m
Where d where Stanley Clavering

) 1 i‘hOU = L
Lhis Hegghggéctuaily hidden away and kept

could ity? once remmoved from human
in Capﬁhv;riu“’s future ~would present no
ken, Cla °v would force his cousin 1o

Care :
problend. g yaftcr the prisoner,

better fortress than Bellteon

arey l'cmemher_ed this old n_{!n
Whe(fl hi‘: had at first come tq St.
t Fullwood he had wandered
Lnbourhood fer hours, and he
cted Bellton Priory—thiunk-
as a haven of refuge

well.
Frank’s to mee

about the nelg
had close_lty lf}sgg R
.o that it might serve « _
}’;? t]?ig‘. But the grim old ruin :
chilled his_blood, ,and he had ea}glel‘{
aaoreed to Fullwood’s suggestion gf o
Hollow—little dreaming that 1'10‘111, Hollow
jiself was a place of llaurlt.lng)ffal. _

But for Clavering, Bellton Priory was the

lace.

ve;;lrmp ivy-grown ruin stood on a wooded
hill less than a mile away. It was abso-
lutely isolated, with Bellton Wcod on one
side, and Bannington Moor gtretchmg away
for miles in the other direction. And there
were no houses or cottages within a mile,
Even the approach to it was sheltered, so
that one could pass to and fro without being
ohserved

And Carey was convinced that there would

be  dungeons-—underground places where
Clavering could be incarcerated. A week or

two of solitary confinement wouldn’t do him
any harm. Carey dismissed this side of
the question callously. He was thinkmg of
himself entirely now.

 Yes, Bellton Priory was the place. But
it would be rather a ticklish business get-
ting Clavering there, and a stratagem of
Some sort would have to be evolved. Carey
was already getting a glimmering.

“We might as well strike through the
wood,” he said lightly.,  “It’s better than
keeping to this path-it orly goes a long
way round.” ‘
hi:lm} know best,” said Clavering, placing

S trust  in  his companion. ¢ You're

aii;?fllillliﬁ‘r x;i:tgl tfhe _grognd, and I'm not. It"-l
fronhio.ss ent of you to take &all this
to;gng”mentifm 1t,” said Carey. ¢ Only
C&;re];‘ig ;‘?ﬁ};ﬁet{}ﬁ: iu'to the wood, and now

3 xleties  were acute. He wasn't

€ven .
o hsure that he Lknew the way himself,
€ Would have

The 3f; - to pretend that he did.
mighi;h%flt_?“ fusplcion on Clavering’s part
m%ﬁlent‘ PSet  everything at the ecritical
st s
of th@qcﬁ Was thankful when he broke {ree
80me neic?}lm’ and saw the dim outline of
Set Iﬁ”"?“““ﬂ hills. The evening had
Cresg hu{{'ﬁ”}’, with low  clouds drifting
the 45 ‘T”‘Fs and with a few raindrops in
¥ig ,1' he wind was rising, too.
4 mn T " s i
. I‘rriorvmfm-t Carey recognised the view.
S Muims peeped cut  beyoud  the

Y led

had

‘seemed so patural, too.

he said readily.

tion  of

tree-tops on the nearest
through patches of
through the trees;

**I say, this isn’t the way, is it?” asked
Clavering doubtiully. *“There’s no road here
—uot even a path., St. Frank’s isn’t buried
in the middle of a wilderness, is it?”’

Carey laughed lightly.

“As a matter of fact, old man, I’'ve
just thought of something,”” he explained,
with a careless air. “8t. Frank’s is over
to the left—just beyond these trees. Bub
now we're on this ground, I wanted to go
up to the ruins, and fetch some things I
left behind there. You don’t mind, do
you 7> \

Ve \,\Te“’ no 32 3

“It’1l only take us two or three minutes
—Just a small detour,” said Carey. 1
came¢ out sketching, you know, and I left
all my kelter there. It’ll be ruined if this
rain comes on heavily. The Priory made a
fine subjeet.”’ ‘

The story seemed perfectly plausible, and
Clavering accepted it without question. It
Why should he sus-
Anybody might be sketching an

Irill, and the way
gorse, and up

pect evil?
old ruin.
- ““All right—if 1> won’t fake us too long,”
Eustace Carey glowed with the anticipa-
( triumph. He had worked -it!
Clavering was a fool to believe the yarn,

but he would scon suffer for his childlike
mnocence!

1t

CHAPTER XXII,
IN THE DUNGEONS.

ELLTON PRIORY
loomed up, grim and
gaunt against the
threatening  evening
sky. The two figures
approached it up the steep
hillside. Carey was talking
now—going into an imaginary
his recent sketching < :tivities.

prightly
account cf 1. bles
He was intent upon keeping his companions
mind occupied.

Nobody had seen these two—tney had
heen unobserved from first to last. This

was all' to the good, since an encounter
with local residents might spoil the whole
game. The priory was at hand, and there
had heen no hitch. _

At last., Clavering was feeling a bit’
uncertain. It seemed strange that “ White
should bring him all this way to feteh his
paraphernalia,  St. Frank’s scemed to he
further off than ever. Once or twice Claver-
ing had started to ask questions, but he
had been unable to interrupt his com-
papicen’s flow,

‘““ Here we length,

are ! said Carey, ab

| «1 left the things just over in that corner.

Got a match, old man?”?

“XNo, I don’t think co L
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¢ JIt’s all right—I shan’t need oune,”” sald

Carey briskly. ‘
He took one swift glance round. They
had entered the ruins through one of the

broken walls, and were within a great
square, roofless chamber. The Train was
heginning to increase, and the wind buf-

fetted round the ivy-grown ruins with con-
siderable force. Over in the far corner of
the square space a dark patch made itself
apparent. Carey moved in that direction.

Clavering”™ remained where he Was, as
Fustace had expected. Bending down,
Carey pretended to grope for his lmaginary
things. This intense gloom was fertunate.
Suddenly, Carey stumbled and fell, uttering
a sharp cry. ' _

« Hang it!? he groaned. ¢ These infernal
stones Oononh! My ankle, you know—-
Of all the infernal—"’

“ Hurt !’ asked Clavering, hurrying across.

The ruse had succeeded.

“Not much—but a bit of a twist,” said
Carey painfully, as the other bent over him.
¢ 1 shall be all right——>

While he spoke he acted. 1t was a
cowardly, dastardly piece of work. Only a
man with a blackguard’s mind could have
performed that foul act of treachery. All
Cavey's anxiety of mind was no excuse for
him.

- Crash'!

His right hand swept up, and in it he
gripped a heavy. piece of stone, which he
had groped for a moment earlier. Claver-
ing's head was quite close, and the blow
caught him in the centre of the forehead.

The unfortunate fellow uttered a gurgling
ery, and his knees sageed. He sank to the
damp ground, and half rolled over—not un-
conscious, but dazed by that coward’s blow.
And he was completely at Carey’s mercy.

“ By gad!” breathed Carey feverishly.

His ankle wasn’t hurt at all, of course,
and he threw himself upon the unfortuna‘e
- Clavering, and knelt upon his chest. Then,
whipping out his handkerchief, he prepared
to bind his vietim’s wrists.

But he changed his mind. Clavering was
practically knocked out, and there was no
fight in him. Fortunately, the rock had not
cut the skin, but an ugly lump would soon
rise.

Carey’s altered plan was the result of
something he had just seen. Quite near by
were some crumbling stone steps, leading
downwards. The dungeons! Without hesi-
tation, Eustace rose to his feet, grabbed
Clavering by the collar, and hauled him
towards the steps. A moment later the un-
fortunate was being dragged down.

Carey had remembered something else,
too—something which was extremely lucky.
During the night hours at Mceat Hollow
he had slept in his clothing—mnever once
had he undressed. And he had always kept
a box of matches and a candle in his pocket,
so that he could be sure of a light with-
out any groping. '

tilation.

A candle now was worth its weight,
gold.  With shaking hands, he hmunht
n_ut, and struck a mateh. There wag a
little wind down liere, at the bott;:urger};
the steps. The light revealed g pass: ok
leading into the dim -obseurity, whee

Carey gave his vietim a glance,

) and
that he wasx safe for another S

few minutes

Clavering was groaning slightly, but wy
still. too dazed to realise what haq h.{ps

pened or where he was,

Hurrying down the passage, Carey cam
upon two or three great oaken doors metel
studded and formidable. In spite of t-heq
great age, they were still sound. Ang ti .
led into dungeons. €3

Two of them were choked with the col
lected rubbish of Years—stones, masses 0£
dead leaves which had drifted down ivith
the autumn winds. But one dungeon wag
closed, and when Carev opened the door, he
foun_d that it was clear. And the door ’W'ls
provided with enormous holts. Inside thecre
was no window, and only indi!t’ercn’t ven-
But it was a prison which would
hold a dozen men with safety. Within that
arim place Clavering would be secure.

Setting his candle on the floor, Carey
hurried back-—a distance of fortv or fifty
feet, for the dungeon he had chosen was
almost at the end. Clavering was just sits
ting up.

“Something fell on you!” exclaimed Carey
tensely. *Come along, old man—we’il soon
have you right!”’ '

He helped the other to his feet, and they

staggered along the tunnel. A  moment
later they were within the dungeon, and
Carey closed the door.
CHAPTER XXIII.
THE PRIORY CAPTIVE.
LAVERING held &
hand to ‘his head,

and backed away.
“You cur!” he
_ muttered. “You deliberately
/// hit me out there ¥ “»
“You're mad!” . inter
rupted Carey. “Something fell on you, and
I tried to pull you aside——*’ '
“You infernal liar!” shouted Clavering,
recovering some of his strength.  “You
lured me here on purpose! I believe you'Te
mad—there’s something wrong somewhert
anyhow! That look in your eyes

“All right—you might as well know the
truth!” snarled Carey, throwing all pretence
to the winds. “I did lure you here—but I'™®

I’'m as sane as you 5}‘:&5
You're going to S ot
to &€

not mad! Oh, no!
and a lot cleverer!
here now—stay here until I choose
you free!” |

Clavering breathed hard.

“What do you mean?” he panted.
talk like a maniac! Why do you wal

& D{)ﬂ,t'
t e
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me here, in this dungeon? I was a

L] ;
f]e?]“tn dome with voul-—I suspected some- |
5 S s
;1:{'1“ hefore we cot here, but ‘
'-':ﬁub I was too many for you, eh??”’
asked Carey calmly. “I'm not going to
;w;ilhin anyvthing, because you  wouldn't
upderstand.  But I've brought you here,
and here you stay!” '
Fustace Carey was cool now—his terror

had left him. He could see a clear vista of
safety ahead, and the effect upon his nerves
was extraordinary. He was another man.
It was as though he had taken a magical
tonic. _ :

The dungeon had no effect upon him. For
onc thing, lie wasn’t alone, but, most im-
portant of all, his ambitious scheme had
taxen possession of him, and it occupied his
thoughts to the exclusion of all else. He
had succeeded! The rest of the business
would be simplicity itself.

“I tell yon youwre mad!’’ gasped Claver-
ing. “Let me cut of this place! Open that
door. you fool! T'll have the police on you
for this! They're expecting me at St.
Frank’s, and when 1 don’t turn up they’ll
search!™ :

Car¢y laughed mockingly.

“There’ll be no search,” he said. “ And
nobody at St. Frank's will worry about
you."” '

He felt safe in making this assertion
because the St. Frank’s authorities would
receive the expected new boy, and would

consequent;y institute no inquirics for him.
The real Clavering would languish in this
dungeon until it pleased Carey to release
him.

Clavering was bewildered ‘and scared. He'
Wasn't exactly a coward, but he was a
peaceful fellow. and he had never done any
fighting. Had hLe spent his carlier vears in
t-h'e lanior form of a great public school he
might have hecome hardened. But he had
always had a tutor, and was mild and
flarmjess.

And that hiow he had received had weak-
€ned hiln to a great extent. He was in no
lie tondition to fight for his liberty. He be-

€ved that his companion was mad. He
wdd f:nccmntﬁr_‘ed an escaped lunatic in the
¥ood, and this was the result! Now that

Was too late. Clavering was amazed that

Oﬁlvft)l‘t_;ld- have been so blind. But he had
uﬁm?‘{tuvle a mistake that is common to all
ake; 1‘;«. It is so easy to sec one's mis-
Wy aiter they are made!
hmi’}?{?kh}lge. don’t be ridiculous,” he said,
Will ¢ {il‘nmilf to kefzp ealm. Tﬂjlat ,s;:npd
Btrape,, (0, You to keep me here? We're
=tre—1t won’t help you at all if you

¥ outike thigt”

“Nr DET I
No; mnterrupted Carey.

Vher! “That’s
- You make a mistake.

Strip!”

just

L0 \'Vh{i.{ ?: b
4 Stl‘: -

i3]

“Strip?” repeated Clavering blankly. “I
don’t understand——"

“Don’t you know what the word ‘strin’
means?” demanded Carey. *Undress—take

all your things off until you’re naked!®’

Stanley Clavering’s f{inal doubt wvanished.
The man was undoubtedly as mad as a

March hare. He hegan to feel trapped now.
Perhaps this maniac had a revolver some-
where. Perhaps he would bring out a knife.

“You think I'm mad, don’t you?’’ laughed
Carey. “I'm not, so you needn’t get the
wind up. Perhaps I'd better explain, after
all, I'm going to St. Frank’s in your
clothes, and with your baggage. When I.
get there my name will the Stanley Claver-
ing. Do you understand?’’

The other stared in amazement.

“You're—you're going to take my place?”
he asked hoarsely.

“Exactly.”

“But you can’t—they’ll know you——--"

“How?” asked Carey sharply. “Have you
¢ver been seen by anybody there?’?

' -,-\I:O, l]‘ll 17!} 2
“(tad, you gave me a shock for a
moment!’? panted Carcy with relief., <«If

youwre not known at St. Frank’s, how will
they spot me? 1 shall take your name, and
there’ll he no search for you-—because you’ll
apparently be there. But youw’ll really be
in this desirable furnished apartment.”

“But why?”’ demanded Clavering fure
ously. “What's the idea of this idiotic
scheme? Why do you want to go there?”

“Can't go into details now,” interrupted

Carey. “Time’s precious, so you'd better
strip. Ob, don't worry! I won’'t leave you
here to starve. Later on this evening I'll

come back with bedding and blankets, and
nlenty of food. T'll even bring some maga-
zines for you. You'lli have every comfort.
Now obey my orders, and strip.”’

“I'm hanged if 1 will!” shouted Claver-
ing defiantly.

IIe made a rush for the door, hoping to
take Carey by surprise, and escape. But
Eustace had been expecling something of
the sort, and he was ready.

Slam!

His fist came out, and caught the other
in the stomach—another cowardly blow.
Clavering dowbled up with a gasp, and fell.
And Eustace Carey stcod over him panting
heavily, '

“Are you going to stirip or not?’’ he
snarled. *“You’ll either do as I tell you, or
I'll batter you into pulp, and then strip
you myself! It's up to you, you young
fool!”

But Stanley Clavering was something like
a hothouse plant, He was incapable of
standing rough treatment. Cared for since
childhood hy a fond mother, and pampered
hy a high-salaried tutor, he had known
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hard knocks—szuch as

conme
schoolboy.

of life’s '
any average puhiie
and out.

nothing
the way of
ife was down
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CHAPTER XXIV,

THE TRANSFORMATION.

ALPH LESLIE ¥FULL-
I ,m . WOOD paled up and
i f 4y down with increas-

. ] ing anxiety.
“an’'t make it out!” he
he muttered, again and
o again, “Why on earth
doesn’t he come? What’s the fsol done
now? 1 told him clearly enough when to

come back, an’- there’s no sign of him!”

It was almost dark, and the gathering
wind was hooting and moaning round the
gloomy pile of Moat Iollow. From Bellton

Wood came a subdued roar as the zale
swept through the masse d trees,
And Fullwood was pacinz up and down

near the moat—just against the drawbridge.
Handforth . & Co. had forzaken the place
long since. and Fullwood had come back
according to his promise. He had broucht
all sorts of food, and had placed it indoors.
Carey hadn't returned, however. He
should have been here ncarl v an hour ago,
but there was still no sound of him. He
had vanished on the anproach of danger,
and his éousin hadn't seen him since.

“Yes, T might as well z0,” maottered Full-
wood., “When I come b: 1ok later on, after
lights out, T Let I shall find him hera”’

But still he didn't depart. He went into
the house again, thinking perhaps that
Carey had entered by some obther means.
But Moat Hollow was e*nph Fullwood sat
down and bhrooded. e was wsetiing tired
of all this hole-and-corner hl-‘m’_‘m But he
couldn’t think of anv means to rid himsel:
of his unwelcome cousin.

In the meantime, Fustace Carey was con-

cluding his preparations to nplant himse!f
upon Fullwood more firinly than ever!
In that dungeon of Bellton Priory a

transformation had taken place.

Eustace Carey, twentyv-one, Oxford under-
araduate, had disappeared. A new being
had appeared in his place. Stanley Claver-
inff the Secnnd stu)od in the dungeon, secur-
ng the last button or two of his clothing.
He was a smart, well-dressed yourg fellow
of between seventeen and  eishteen—fair-
haired, Dboyish, and wearing a plain college
cap. That cap made all the difference. It
stamped him at once as a schoolboy.

Without a trace of actual make-up, Carey
had transformed himself. The clothes
fitted him to perfection, for he was just
about Clavering’s size, and the alteration
was not only swbtle, but startling. The
smartest detective, armed with a
tion of Eustace (;are;.*, would have passed

deserip- {

this sanior schoolboy without a second
glance.

And on the other side of the dungegq
stood the prisoner. IHe had donned hig
captor's clothing, and had sunk into a king
of dull hopelessness. Clavering had showp
no cowardice—he had taken the only course.
Resistance would have been dangerous, for
Carey had clearly proved that he was in agp

evil mood. And in his desperation, he wag
ready to ficht by fair means and foul,
Clavering had instinclively realised ¢hig
fact, and he had been wise in obeying
orders. _ '

“Well, we're ail fixed up now—thanks to
you,” said Carey at length. “TI shall have

to leave you, Clavering, and I'm afraid the
candle won’t last long. But don’t worry—
I'l be back in a few hours with heaps of
supplies.”

The prisoner made no reply.

“Dumb?’ asked Kustace, with a sneer.

“All right—I don’t mind a bit. I daresay
you're feeling a bit pipped. Sorry I had to
take such drastic measures, but there was
nothing else for it.” _

Iie gripped Clavering’s bag, and turned te
the door. But he kept a wary eye open,
in case of a last minute attack. None
came, however, and he reached {he dark-
ness of the passage. With a slam, he
closed the dungeon door, and held it.

Then, striking a match, he shot Dhoth the
sreat bolts home into their sockets. From
mfhm, no human power could force that
areat door. 1t would have required a
thrge of dynamite to break it down.
~ (Groping his way along the passage, Carey
reached the steps, and stumbled up. The
rain was holding off a bit, although a few
drops were in the wind. And the uhoi{' air
was filled with the rising voice of the ele-
ments,

For a moment the new Stanley Cla'g'erlng
paused. There was no danger. The prisonel
could shout until he was hoarse, but he
could never e heard. Even here, right in
the ruins, the voice wouldn’t penetla:is
through that heavy door. And who WwoOu
'sit Bellton Priory now, with autuma

already present?

“He's safe enough!”’ decided the schem”f
“And so am I, by gad!”

And thus, while R‘tlph Leslie 17‘1&1‘1"?&'1'70(]]t
waited in vain at Moat Hollow for Eustaf';
Carey, a new fellow for the Sixth “&“
nmkfng his way through the gatherins
storm towards St. ¥rank’s.

Eustace Carey had vanished,
Clavering was on the point of making
bold entry into the East House. al3

Another episode was over, bhut the t'rféée
of Ralph Leslie Fullwood, it seemed, "‘Eud}'
just beginning! The former cad of bmob
A. chanced already, was only at the .
of the uphill climb which lay befors mim. .

TIIE END.

and Stanley
his
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NOTE. -eIf any reader writes to me, I shall
be pleased to comment upon such re-
marks as ave likely to interest the
majority.. 1f you have any suggestions,
send them along. If you have any

grumbles, make them to me. All letters
bhouhi be addressed to EDWY SEARLES
BROOKS, c¢/o the Editor,
Lex LiBRARY, The I*]t,etwny House, Far-
ringdon Street, London, K.C4 Iwely
letier aeknovled"e:l below ]145 heen
personally read by me, and I thank each
writer most heartily. Bu.,, although ALL
letters atford me an equal amount of
pleasure, I am reluctantly compelled to
confine my individual replies to those
of general interest.—E.S.B.

When 1 showed the Editor some of your
recent letters his poor old brow went into
furrows, and he nearly wept. Don’t you
belicve it?  Well, perhaps-1I have exag-
gerated slightly, but you can take it from
me that your long-suftering Editor isn't one
of those hard, stern mevehants who rule
their offices like a feudal baron of old. No,
your Editor possesses a  heart, and he
worries like the dickens when things aren’t
rumiing on oiled wheels. At the slightest
sound of a creak in the machinery he goes
all fumny. And those letters 1 showed him
were exactly like 2 bunch of his ow n, and
they dhwolutch knecked him sideways.

* %
I¥s all your fault, of courze.
o * * *
Oh, is it? vYes, it is! T.ook here— All

;'efj’l‘:}t;— all right!  We won’t argue. If you
Shom Set?!m going.to get nasty abqut it 1'l1
Yo ﬁ{)we your littie hash. Tl just show
showed 1] it’s your fault. Those letters I
mark 1€ I*Inttnr were grumbles—grumbles,
Made ]t?’u‘ ecause the Magazing hadn’t
been writ: réappearance. Lots of you have
Son ]mem{r to me abhout it, and lots of
We've put 2en writing  to hlm too. o
Eulfhaqp our heads turrpthm—ut,telly re-

S of splinters—and bhese masterly

lines
bUth are the result. You may know it,
m tlckmfr vou off.

*
o, X *
hat are we going to do? That's what

What ARE we ﬂomg to
S "T'w was in full blast, and
UDP Clarence Fellowe, K. O. II.
were contributing their weekly
weaklv—doses’ of drivel, you
might and put the half-

tathe
a :e ‘ather,
*Com oy

R

: I Eﬁmut ﬁﬂg I-I)EB

THE NELSON

r EDWY SEARLES
BrROOKS CHATS _[2
To HIS READERS S

WM.

What you wanted

WSS \ "2

LE I!:l L—ﬁ

nelson on their efforts.
wias no magazine and a much longer St.
Frank’s yarn. And you got it! Does the
Editor ever deny your slightest wish? Do
I ever refuse to do your bidding? Didn't I
immcrease the length of my yarns as you de-
sired? Of course I did. And now you’re
grumbling because the Mag. is left out.
Dazh it all you can’t have butter on both
sides. F?ome of you, I belicve, would like
longer stories AND the Mag., and the price
of Our Paper raised fo threepcnce; but I'm
afraid that’s -impossible. The Editor has
¢ot to conzider the tens of thousands of
readers who can only afford the homely
“tuppence.” So I'm afraid the Mag. has
gone for good--unless the Editor puts it in
Iliktﬁdd of the serial. How would you like
that? A League Magazine, eh? Exchange
and Mart -League Topics—Loecal Club News
Correspondence  Exchange—Back  Number
Column. All that sort of stuff, I mean.
How about it? Let’s have some opinions.
* x *

Wait a minute, though. You quite under-
stand, don't you, that no sort of League
Mag. can make its appearance antil the
Leagno memuoership reaeches ten thousand?
At least, 1 think that’s the figure {he
Iiditor !m.» decided upon. But I'd better
drop this subjeet, or I'll be treading on the
Editor's corns. Not that he’s aetually got
any, but you know what I mean., So, in
order to change the subject, I'll fix up the
next few lines in acknowledging some
letters,

* * *

Hope (Falkirk), G. Kyrwin

Kenneth  Smith (Crawley),
Reader (Melbeurne, Australia),
0. Tucker (Deal), A Woman Reader
Geraldton, West  Australia), Grace D.
Warren (Bristol), John A, Adams (Sydney,
Auwstrabia), Charles Browne (Edmenton),
N. J. Counihan (Melbourne, Australia), Doris
L. T. (8.E.1), J. Ashdown (Perth, West
Australia), J. Wilson (Wandsworth), A. H.
Pick (Frcemantle, West Australia),  A.
Redgate (Nottingham), Colin E. Green
(Ferth, West Australia), E. A. Mittleholzer
(Berbice, British Guiana), Reg Rose (Mel-
bourne, Australia).

*

ﬂ\-"'ir"“]iﬁ'fl'l IJ.
(Streatham),
Another New

* *

“ Another New Reader,”” of Melbourne,
has written me a very nice letter, saying
that she and her two sisters all read Our
Paper every week. She’s promised to get
some more new readers, too. But by this



‘_ the Test Matches.

knows that she’s only

time she probably .ol
vot to join the League, and she will"be

rewarded by medals and things.
* * *

I quite see your point, Grace D. Warren.
When the DPortrait Gallery appears again
vou want it so that it can be torn out
without mutilating the yarn. Lots of other
readers are just as keen as you arc on this

matter, and I'm sure the Editor will do
evervthing he can to please you.
¥ x *
It shall be done, Johin A. Adams. In
fact, it’s being done now. You may have
noticed that I am occasionally bringing

.some of the older characters into the lime-
light again. I'll keep up the good work,
~and introduce two or three- of them every
week. But, mind you, I'll only do so
when they are necessary to the unfolding
of the yarn. If I started dragging the
characters in just for the sake of bringing
them to the front, youw’d scon get fed up.
¥* % %

]

"

You don’t deserve an answer at all, Doris
L. T. In your own words, thiz feature of
mine is a beastly fraud, is it? And in
order to prove it’s a fraud, you've written
to me, expecting to get your answer in the

very next issue of Our Paper. Or, to be
more exact, you didn’'t expeect an answer
at all.  Well, you certainly didn't get

one, because your lefter was posted more
than @ month ago. Perhaps you won't se¢
this at all, but it doesn’t matter. Regular
readers will, and I'd just like to point out
that a reply to any letter is impossible in
the current issue. You’ve got to wait four
or five weeks, at least. Anybody might think
we were a newspaper, and blossomed out
daily, by the way some of vou expect your
replies! _
* 3 =

You're a cute chap, A. Redzate. You
guessed quite right about Fullwood and

the fellow he chums up with, Of course,
I'm writing the next series now, and there
must have hecen some sort of mind reading
going on between the two of us. About the
Bronze Medal. I’'m not sure whether the
Editor wears one, but I do. But as I'm not
likely to visit Nottingham, I'm afraid you
won’t buttonhole me in the street.
* ¥* ¥

Thanks for those newspaper cuttings vou
sent me, Colin E. Green. Of course, we
heard all about the doings of our footballers
in Australia mouths ago, in our own news-
papers. Somec people regard our Soccer vie-
tories as a sort of revenge for the way vou
Australians whacked our cricketers during
But that’s hardly fair,
is it? Cricket is a hale and hearty grown-
up in both countries, and the English Test
Team stood as much chance as the Austra-
lian. But the Soccer Team we sent “ down
under ” was composed of picked footballers,
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and the teams they met were in
different class. 1 believe that Soccer i3
guite an infant in Australia, and it seemg
to me that the meetings were more or Jeg,
one-sided. Let's hope you beat our mé,‘;
when they visit you next time—it’s betgep
for the game to have a loss now and they,
By the same token, I hope you Australiays
are whacked at cricket when you come ove}
next vear for the Test Matches! It’s aboyg
time we had a look in.

Quite a

* *® *

You surprise me, Reg Rose. In faet, you
not only surprise me, but you pain me
deeply. I knew the Anfericans had a fey
warped ideas concerning our London weather,
But it's a bit thick when you tell me that
the Australians hold the same views. $o
Melbourne thinks that London is always
fogay, eh? Listen to me, all you Austra
ltans! You're wrong—the English weathep
is as good as any in the world—and then
some! You can't spoof me that there's
nothing else but sunshine in Australia. You
can't kid me you never have days of dull
ness and rain. London weather may vary
somewhat, but that's where the charm
comes in. We haven’t had a fog in London
for over five months—not even a thick mist!
I'll guarantee that even Los Angeles can't
say as much. They often have early morn-
ing mists there. They certainly have the
sunshine—weeks and months of it. Bul
give me London weather every time. It
may rain just when you’ve got a picnic
planned, but there’s something attractive
in the very uncertainty of the wecather.

% x* *

How on earth can anybody believe that
London is always foggy when we've got the
world’s - largest air port at Croydon—which
is practically a suburb? Fog is the one
element which absolutely prohibits flying.
And vet our great passenger-carrying
machines leave London daily, month in and
month out, for Paris, Brussels, Amsterdam,
and many other Continental cities:r Not oné
machine daily, mark you, but dozens of
them. And these services hold the world's
record for safety and reliability. In" the
whole course of a vear, I don't think they
have been held up more than once or twice
on account of fug. So it is beastly unfall
to London for people to believe these fals€
things. 'The fact is, London is too modest.
It never boosts itself up. The Americal®

for example, get the biggest surprise 0
their lives when they visit the world?®
largest city for the first time. Perhaps it s
just as well. London is quite contel’s
After all, it’s better to say nothing “111:“

let vizitors have a pleasant surprise,

i 3t]
to boost the town out of all pmpnrt:{m.ﬂn‘e
that the newcomer gets a shock—0 1t
wrong sort. I had many shocks of Gk
sort when I was in A ica !

3 America E.S.B.
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SECOND iHSTALMENT OF A GRAND NEW SERIAL APPEARS BELOW !

) A Fl
/ fx"%’r’ "
[ 4

FCR NEW READERS.

Tinker visits his fermer school chums at
Caleroft, and on his return is attacked and
captured by three men in a motor-car.
Evidently, he is mistaken for somebody
else, for soon after, his captors set him
free., Next morning, Tinker receives a
wisitor, who Is announced as the  king of
same foreign power, and late of Caleroft,
which sehool he has only that morning left
for some urgent reason.

(Now begin reading this rattling new yarn.)

OT fired out¥”
“Don’t he humorous, child?” said
the visitor, “I was the model boy

) of the school, and all the masters
loved me—T don’t think., This is a business
call.  Having heard a good deal about you,
IO scem to be the very chap I want.
11]11 1m0t particular about the personal
;g{’faa':ﬂllﬂe of the fellows.I take into my
~erviee, as you'll gather by taking a dekko

‘;‘rf Blimp. ~ But I'm quite serious, honest
Erf-:;;l’ and no swank, as they say at Cal-

linker, I've come to offer you a

}-i}{},”
Tinker still suspected a jape.

that those | He thought

ively juniors, Jane, Pye, Man-

h?i?édanfi Bindley, "learning that the sandy-
Plotteq youth was coming to London, had

something in the leg-pulling line,

4Nd that the - e

0ut the DIOtI.L Doy had been sent to carry
i e

Me It wiil have to be a deccnt job to tempt |

nifé g }EE‘P, fm"the' 10b 1've got is quite a
hnh he said. < What’s the screw?”

r 1 think fifty pounds a week,”

- the hoy from .Caleroft. ““That

un{lf t({]e{u’ beoodle, for I'll pay your

ang iheag ravelling expences, and all that,

¢ In a motor-car and horses to ride.

or, The Case of the
Loy King/

A Gripping New Tale of Detective
Adventure,

intreducing SEXTON
BLAKE and TINKER,

A month’s screw in advance, if you'd like
it'J)

“Sounds quite enticing,” said Tinker;
“but I’'m a wily bird. Where's the catch,
old bean.” : ; .

‘“There is a catch—the risk of getting
shot. It’s more than a risk, it’s pretty well
a certamnty, but I'd give you a jolly good old
time before we get bhiffed. Popping off
people they don’t like is quite a hobby
with them. They popped off my pater, but
as I was an infant in arms at the time, it
didn’t worry me much. I believe it was a
bomb that did it for my grandfather—some-
thing quick and nasty and noisy like that.
Now my uncle’s gone through it, but
whether they poisoned his lobster-salad or
used an automatic pistel, I'm not sure. Like
the job?»

“1’'d just love it, and rush for it,”
answered Tinker drily.  *‘“The sergeant’s in-
troduction was a bit too vague; so who are
}vou‘:?}}

“I'm King Peter the Fifth of Carlovia.”

“Great snakes!” exclaimed Tinker, star-
ing. “ Well, you don’t look i}.”?

Barely an hour before, when looking at the
newspapers, he had seen a brief announce-
ment of Prince Paul Lyanoff, who was
governing Carlovia 2as regent during * ithe
young king’s absence in England, where he
was being educated. |

““Perhaps I don’t look. i, but it's a pain-
ful fact,”” said the visitor., ¢ There’s an
escort of my faithful subjects coming over
to take me home in regal state, but I'm
dodging that crush. Of course, it’s a bit
beastly to get shot, but I want a pal, and
1 can promize you a rousing old time before
they pip you. And, of course, Tinker, I
could double your screw. Supposing I made
vou Master of the Royal Buckhounds or
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There

Keeper of the NWing's Ferrets.
any Royal Buckhounds or Royal Ferrets that

I am aware of. But that's no reason why
I shouldn't create the post and let you draw
the salary.”

“But how long dn you expect the merry
old game to lazt before they heave a bomb
at you or start the shooting, King Peter.”

¢« Not till the novelty wears off. Let's ex-
plain a bit, old tep, for, by the look of
vour dial, I believe you think 'm leg-
pulling. . Nothing of the sort. I'm DPetler
Lyvanolt, King of Carlovia, right enough,
AMly proper name is Peter Somerville Bruee-
Lyon, so I'm as British as you are on the
male side of the family, My great-great-

erandfather took on the king job donkey's

years ago.

“It's not the sort of kingdom to write
home about much, for it's not much bigger
than Yorkshire, and as full of mounsains as
a new-laid egg is full of meat. We've still
vot real brigands and jolly old-fashioned
things like that, and some of the merchants
want a republic and some want a monarchy,
and instead of arguing about politics in a
sensible way like they do over here, and
slinging a few dead cats or rotten tomatoes
witen they get a bit excited, the beggars

shnot. Now I hear there are a lot of Bol-
shevik johnnies in Kamfak, which is the
capital; so things are even livelier than
usual.”

“Go easy, your Majesty,” said Tinker,
who was getting interested. ¢ Let's have

@ hottle of ginger-beer.
biseuit or some cake?”

““Uncork the festive ginger-heer, but
I had a jolly good breakfast before I left,
eut out the cake and biseuits, You ean
also cut out the Majesty business, for 1
shall get fed up with that later on.»

Tinker poured out the ginger-beer, and, sit-
ting on the ¢dge of the table, he nodded to
his Royal visitor to proceed.

“Perhaps you wonder why I'm
back?'' asked the kino. _

“Everybody to hkis taste,”’ .said Tinker.
“1f you like getting shot, why not? Yerson-
ally, getting shot is something I don’t care
about.”

““flere’s good health, anvhow,” went on
his Majesty of Carlovia, “ Decent pop this,
hetter than the frothy, Iuke-warm water
they call ginger-beer at our tuck-shop. 1f 1
don’t go back they'll stop my cash, and as
they’ve been allowing me bags of it, that
would be beastly. Mine isn’t a very rich
conntry, but they haven’t kept me short.
Titen there's my sister, Princess Celia, about
a year older than I am. I don’t think
they’d shoot her, but if I don't come along,
they'll imprison her in a foriress or some-
thing nasty.
shot a rap, do you Blimp?”

“1 love it, king, not ’alf,’' replied the
gruff-voiced ex-sergeant. “ Lead me to 'em
and I'll eat em.”

“Kamiak, that capital of yours, must be
3 charming place,” said Tinker. “In

What about a

going

as

Old Blimp doesn’t mind being |

tlle_

1

Balkans, isn't it?
map?’’
“[ never looked, but with a population ot

two hundred thousand odd it ought to he

Is it marked on the

There's nothing wrong with Kamfak, )4
bean., We've got a ecathedral, opera-honse

theatre, cinemas, electric light, and trams
and taxis.  The royal barracks 1s mo bapy,
either, I give you my word. Will you come
as my equerry and companion? The ling,
they talk is a jaw-breaker; a sort of misture
of low-German and Russan, but all the
better class talk English, and most of the
lower class can patter a bit of it. Youq
be jolly usefnl you know.”

““As a target,” said Tinker, with a grin,
“Look here, Peter, T know you Caleroftians
and I've listened nearly as meekly as a lamb,
Now just show me something to prove that
this isn't an attempt at leg-pulling. Let's
have yvour credentials, my lad.”’

“My hat! What a susgpicious bounder yoy
are, Tinker. Mow about that? That's a
little appointment I'm supposed to keep.”’

He handed Tinker a type-written letter,
Like the communication Sexton Blake had
received, the letter was from the Foreign
Office, and bore the signature of Sir Ran-

dolph  Brarling It asked iu respectinl
terms if it would be convenient for Mr,

Peter Somervilie Bruce-Lyon to pay a call at
three p.m., and stated further that if he
would wire the time his train arrived at the
terminus, he would find a motor-car await-
ing him.”

** No mention of the king Dbusiness here,”
said Tinker.

“Of ceurse not. At Calerofg I'm just
Bruce-Lyon, of Collier's House, better known
as ‘' Slacker.” It's only in the class I'm
that, for I just hate fagging and grindiog
at lessons. As I'm in the first cricket
eleven, and also in the first footer team,
I'm no dugd at games. And you can bet I
haven't been swanking at Caleroft that I'm
a king born in the royal purple.”

“You were wise, Peter,”’ said Tinker, with
a chuckle, “for you've saved yourself many
thick ears and much booting. Calcroft kids
won’'t stand much swank of that sort. I'm
beginning to think it's all correct, Do you
really want me to go with you?”

“ Absolutely.”

““ And get shot?'?

With great skill King Peter balanced the
brim of the straw hat on his nose. . -

“That certainly i3 a bit of a drawback,
he said, “but, of course, they might ﬂ”s%
vou. Some of 'em are rotten bad shots
believe, but T promise solemnly to han§g the
merchant who does pot at you—whether
hits or miszes.”’ : ;

“ Kind of you, but if the blighter h'ts:
it won't give me much interest in the hﬁf;é'e
ing stunt,’’ said Tinker. ¢ Got anything €
on till three o’clock?”

“Nothing cxcept to feed Blimp. It's 30~

2= S g L mous
expensive business, for he's got an enof ing
appetite, but I like Blimp. 1It's 5111'1)1“"‘?“;
vou should make such a fuss about gettis
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I explained the risks to Blimp belore
ered to take nim into my service, and
he jumped at it, He liked it better than
onmine errands and picking up bits of
f}:ﬂneﬁ}eel in the qu;u!rangiqr_am; whan I
{:t;-'gmriﬁed nim a firgt-class military funecral
;;e Wis deiighted.”

Tinker erinned.
“(Jp e€a’y @
« 7' thinking a few.
body to keep you from

Carlovia?” ‘

“wQnly these who bave rotten taste enough
to want a republic, I suppose. It might
guit them.”

shot.
1 off

minute, Peter,” he said.
Would it benefit any-
getting  back to
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job, I'd have to get permission from the
poss. It would be quite nice to be your
equerry. or whatever vou call %, and Ruler
of the Royal Ferrets, but I'm not quite my
ownll master. It wculd be a lobt nicer if you
could cut ont the shooting. and bombing.
Care to wait??

“¥ou bet,” said his Majesty. “I'm nob
going to miss the chance of seeing Mr.
Sexton Blake, We'll chiuck out Blimp to

graze for himseli. Ii, Blimp!”?

The sergeani’s heels clicked together as he
jumped to uttention and esaluted.

“Ilere’s a pound note for you,” said Peler

il L
T "y

‘ Hello, Guv’nor,’” grinned Tinker, as he caught sight of Sexton Blake.

“Permit me ic acquaint you with his Majesty King Peter the Fifth of Carlovia.”

a4 I)lti -t'rj{-\ 1 i
JULGe headmaster s
Torning 2 ate end for
i T =
ehniﬂ’ i}t;t I-went across to see him, and
20wed him the letier I cot from the

Foréign
I Ullice, v A B
OF mati Why should hie want to send

you this

i 1 - ) ‘
Tiq}fi;h .I‘-f”“”— had an idea, that's all,” said
fﬂl‘d'w,;f:'-l i ! ‘f-'}ﬁ_ﬂ feed Blimp for you, and
You'l] wary TCCRing in the grubine as well il
3 DA I'm chained down here till my
Megy, ?,' _comes back. . P'rlaps you'd like to
Mect, 1,;.16'315‘5“"’ nor, and I’m sure he’d like to

You see, my dear Peter, if I

Winted to ¢

ake on this peaceful and safe |

the Tifth.
two.”

Tinker was convinced that his adventure at
Caleroft concerned his visitor, and that the
three masked mwen had mistaken him for the
young ruler of Carlovia. Evidently his letter
to the headmaster had been delayed in the
post, and Mr, Pycroft, as Sexton Blake had
foretold, had completely forgotten his talk
with Tinker on the telephone.

““Now, old bean,” said Tinker, emerging
from the kitehen, after an interview with
Alrs. Bardell, the honsekeeper, *“1've ordered
lunch for half-past one, and it’s a -bit of a

#“ Clear out and be here sharp at

v 3



novelty to have a king with his legs under
our dining table, so we'll have a few extra

potatoes and a larger size in bloaters. Teil
me a bit more about your country,’”” he
added, as DPeter chuckled, ‘“how it’s gov-

erned” and such.
taking. you seriously enough now.
about Kamfak for a start, and save me look-
ing it-up in the encyclopedia.”

“Over there they never call
Tinker,”” said his 2Majesty.
everybody <calls it the City of
'l tell you why.”

A —

it Kamfak,
¢ Nowadays
Masks, and

SECRET SERVICE, -

e ELIGHTED to see you, Mr. Sexton
Blake, and 1 hope you're not too
busy at the moment, for we're
rather in need of you.”

Sir Randolph Brayling, bald-headed, but
very erect and soldieriy, rose from his desk
and shook hands with the private detective.

“It just depends what you need me for,

Sir : Randolph,’’ said Blake. “I'm not
anxtous for a trip to China or Japan.”
“0Oh, dear, 10; it's much nearer than

China or Japan. I don’t want you to go to
the Far Iast. It’s here. Mr. Blake.”

A large map of Europe hung on the wall,
and Sir Randolph placed his finger on it.

‘““Carlovia, eh?? said the private detective.
‘“ Rather unhealthy, isn't it¢?”

“I envy you your excellent eyesight if you
can see what 1 am touching from that dis-
tance,” saild Sir Randolph Brayling. ¢ Yes,
it’s Carlovia. Sit down, please, and try a
cigar, Yes, it’s that beastly little country
which always reminds me of a barrel of gun-
powder wibtl- the tep knocked in, ready to
explode at the first spark. You know, of
course, that Lyanoff, who acted as regent, is
dead?”’

“I didn't know, and confess my
ance.”

“He 8ied Iast week, and a natural death
from heart-failure—and
unusual for a ruler over there.”

“The King is a mere lad, if I remember
rightly.”

““Yes, a achoolboy of Caleroft.”

Sexton Blake nodded as the memory of
Tinker's queer adventure flushed through
his mind.

‘“He will be here to-day,”” went on Sir
Randolph, “but I can do nothing except
give himm a little friendly advice.”

‘“ Has the poor kid to go back to that
nest of conspiracy and assassination?” .

“That is Lthe case, unfortunately,” said Sir

ignor-

Randolph, snipping the end off a cigar.
¢“ Needless to state, we have nothing on

earth to do with Carlovia, which is a {iree
and independent kingdom, nowminally, that is
to say. Prince Paul, in a miraculous way,
managed to keep out of the war. though he
sympathised with the Allies. Now he is
dead, it is difficult to think what will hap-
pen. The neighbouring states are quiet at

Seriously I mean, for I'm-
“Tell me

a natural death is

prescyly and all their rulers have beep 4
pointed by the Allies, but the rumours fyop
Cariovia are quite alarming.”

Bir

“Are they plotting for a republic,
Randolph?”

“Worse than that—far worse—rahid Bg.
shevism, Mr. Blake. Our aim—aund Frapge
and Italy agree—is to preserve the monarcpy
We do not object to throatcutting iy
Carlovia, if they’d confine it to cutting each
other’s throats; but a republic there gp
Soviet lines would be too terrible to c¢op.
template. It would spread like wildfire fropm
state to state, and might cause another
Europcan war. The truth is, we can geg
no exact information, only alarming rumours,
The royalist party is fairly numerous, byt
they lost a very strong man in Prince Paul,
and, with a mere lad on the throne, it wil
be a difficult business. We are very worried
about Carlovia, Mr. Blake. It is only a little
place, but it is a loaded gun, and a single
tcuch mnay send it oif, and the very sound
of the report may cause more than echoes
in the neighbouring states—it may cause
revolution.”

“] quite see the danger,”” said Biake;
“but what am I expected to do if 1 go over
there?”’

Sir Randolph Brayling took a few thought-
ful pulls at his cigar. :

“In leaving that to vou chiefly, I know I'm
leaving it in the best of hands,” he said,
after a pause. “We want to know exactly

what is happening, and that will require
skill, energy, pluck, and caution. Ounce we

know, we may be able to act. I suggested
you to the French ambassador yesterday,
and he agreed that you were the very man.
As for funds, your credit will be unlimited,
and you will be perfectly free to go about
the matter in your own way. It will be a
dangerous husiness, 1 tell you quite plainy,
but vou are accustomed to perils. What do
you say?" .

“I feel greatly honoured, Sir Randolph,
answered the private detcctive, smiling;
“hut I don't care to accept oithand without
a little private consideration. Don't take it
that I'm refusing, however. Will you be
here about three?”

“Yes; for at three o’clock 1 have i
appointinent with his youthiul Majesty, hing
Peter the Fifth.” .

“Then at three I'll let you have ¥
answer. Good-day, Sir Randolph!”

“ Good-day, Mr. Blake, and make }’0“:
answer a favourable one, for that .wretchﬁr
little firebrand of a country is getting on ou
nerves.”’ e o

Sexton Blake drove down to the Cit) ‘;0
some private business, and then back B
Baker Street in a thouehtful mood. Stf"‘"}ét
things were happening in his usually qlln-:d
and sedate consulting-room. The table ;\_‘N
been pushed uaside, and Peter and '1”;. ke
were far too busy to notice Sexton Bia
when he opened the door. ham-

Their coats were off, and they j.verel 1,:.85,
mering at ecach -other with boxing !0



—=g5 THEST. FRANK'S WEEKLY

: rinker got one home, and his
SUdﬂei‘\‘?mfiElS;ed gack and sat down on the
Ma]est}withb 2 heavy bump, and there he
cafpe.ned red in the face and gasping, and
;-em(i'tér]y ‘tondled his right ear.

ﬂ‘-f}H flo, guv'nor!” grinned Tinker, as he

13: sfght of Sexton Blake. © Permit me
caug‘;cquainb you with his Majesty King
tot,er ‘the Fifth of Carlovia.™ .

Pe}]is \Majesty arose a trifle groggily about
the kniees, but with a bright and cheerful
smile. i ST e

" to meeb you, sir!” he said.
,.Dﬂleﬁf}id see that one? I didn't, but 1
can still feel it. That was one out of the
basket, Tinker.”’ . i .

«Lunch will be Teady in ten minutes, if
.on please,” announced Mrs. Bardell.

« And another little wash won't do us any
parm, so help me off with my mittens,
guv’'nor,” said Tinker.  “Yvant any help,
- QH .
Pﬁfe}?o; I've unfastened the left one with my
teeth,’” answered Peter. ‘““and I'll soon get
the other off, ‘here do I wash and brush
u ?!!

Ii‘In: my bed-room, right in front of you.
it’s King Peter, right enough,” he added
to Blake, as the king vanished. ¢ He’s got
to see Brayling this afternoon at the Foreign
Office. lle's going back, and he wants me
ty go with him as equerry or something.
Not a bad sort of kid, either. He’s the guy
they wanted to kidnap yesterday, I'm jolly
certain. I don't think the headmaster got
g}' leti)ter, for he said nothing about it to
{ing Peter.”

“Curious!” said Sexton Blake. ¢ What

made him coniec here, young un?”’
. *“0Oh, he’d heard about us, and the boys
had. been talking about us, I suppose. He's
a bit of a scream, and I’ll tell you later, or
perhaps he’ll tell you at lunch. Fifty a week
and all found till we get shot. And he’s
quite serions about it, too. Salary in ad-
vance if I'll take the job.” _

“Curious,” repeated Sexton Blake. “It’s

Carlovia Sir Randolph wants me to go.”

?:lnlfer gave an astonished whistle.

Did le teil you you’d get shot, guv'nor?*
ri;;?i suggested that it would be a bit
ﬂ“ Pet-m: gocs the whole hog, guv’nor. He
iiwys were sure to get shot if we go; but
fe fun will be quite worth it.”

ethlIll it? A short life and a merry one,
Yo - (t_ﬂ and smarten up, young ’un, for
rqu?,?h as ruflled as if you’d been crawling
unk; N bnrhq:l wire. l_dont want to be
_ﬂtl'"i_l.lhn_t 1I'd like to give you a reminder
'rsu?y 1:11153 s not a boxing-booth but a con-
) j_:l&room." '
sma:}?”.“’" quvnor; but I don’t think we’ve
q f-:oe:}l -z}nythmg,’ said Tinker. “1I you
ehys 1S crazy shooting-match, I go too,
“ s .
"-Pu‘s“ie“ se¢ about that,” sald Sexton Blake.
tor “1 that table hack into its place first,
«P€re’s somebody at the door.”
¢xpect it's  omly Blimp, guv’nor,”

arinned Tinker.

of his Majesty King Peter the Fifth.
leave you to let him in.

inne ~ “Ex-sergeant Coggs, of the
Fighting Barshires, now in the royal service

I’ll
If you don’t want

him inside, leave him outside to guard the

doormat.’”

(To be co-rit-imzed.)

NEXT WEEK !

Another fine long story of the
Boys of St. Frank’s, dealing with
the reform of Fullwood, entitled :—

“THE PRISONER
OF THE PRIORY !

SPECIAL FULL-PAGE
MAP OF ST. FRANK'S.

COMING SHORTLY.

SERIES OF ARTICLES ON
STAMP COLLECTING
By F. J. MELVILLE
(The well-known philatelist.)

Your own Railway

Service—with Bing

FREE.

Ask at any toy
shop for free Bing
Booklets. No.1.—
Steam, clockwork
and electric trains,
No, a.—Stationery
engines, magic
lanterns and
cinemas, No.3—
Miniature table
railway sets,

2

Loeok for this
Brand Mark
on all Metal

Toys.

The finest clockwork, electric
and steam driven models.
You can get complete rail-
ways, with engines, rolling
stock, tracks, stations, signals

etc, Also the Bing Miniature

Table Railway, rolling stock
and separate parts. Also
stationary steam engines,
magic lanterns and cinemas.
Ask for them at any toy shon
and see how surprisingly low
priced they are.

so M IF N
BING

Model Toys

‘““Keep Boys Busy.”

Bing Toys are distinctively boxed

in yellow boxes with black edges. @
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THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE |

(Please quote your membership number in all communications to the League,
which should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’s League, c/o
Tre NeLson LEE LiBrArY, The Fleetway House, London, E.C.4,

ik

‘l

My Dear Leagucites,—

Last week 0. 0., F. M. 141 raised a
problem which must have occurred to_many
other 0.0.'s and members. lle wanted to
know what would happen in the event of
several 0.0.'s being created in one district,
and whether it would make "any difference to
an 0.0. who had offered his services before
the League had started. T said I would deal
with the matter more fully this week.

If the St, Frank’s League is to become a
world-wide organisation, it must have leaders
and organisers everywhere. But how were
we to find our leaders and organisers? That
was the main difficulty we had to face. After
thinking out various schemes of selection
and examination tests, I decided to let the
problem solve itself in its own way. The
conditions for appointment of 0.0.'s would
be simple and enough to satisfy me that
my volunteers were in.earnest. That would
ensure everyone getting a chance. The nlti-
mate test would be the ability of the 0.0.
to gain a number of followers who would
comec under the banner of his leadership.
In the event of several 0.0's occurring in
one district, a meeting should be arranged
bepween them to elect one of their number
to be 0.0. for that district., There is no
reason why two or more clubs should not
be formed in one district, but whenever
possible, it is best to amalgamate and make
one big club in a district. Loyalty to your
club and the determination to make it bet-
ter tnan any other should come before any
other consideration.

ey

offered their services before the League
started, they will have a big advantage
already over the newer 0.0’s in the length
of time they have had in digging themselves
in, as it were, and getting together a numn.
ber of supporters. Beyond that and the u.is.
tinction belonging to the pioneer baund of
0.0.’s, their future success, as with every
other 0.0., will depend on themselves,

I want it to be clearly understood that
all  appointments of 0.0 s are at pre.
sent only provisional until-the ten thousand
members have been enrolled. Then, as soon
as we can begin forming the various sports
and social clubs, every 0.0. will be re.
quired to present a list of at least twenty
members te retain his position, and every
new applicant for the post of 0.0. must
likewise have twenty supporters, besides
being a bronze medallist, before he can be
appointed. In localities where no other St.
Frank’s League clubs exist an exception to
the above conditions may be allowed, ac-
cording to the discretion of the Chief Officer.

There is one little matter to which I
must draw your attention before I conclude
this chat. Several old members, who really
ought to know better, have dropped into the
habit of omifting to give their membership
numbers on their coupons when ¢ualifying
for thc brenze medal. This imposes a great
deal of extra work in looking up names,
and I trust that in future every member

 will not forget to state his number on his

coupons and on all communications to me.
Your sincere friend,

As to the original band of 0.0's who THE CHIEF OFFICER.
SOME ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.
(1) Getting to know your fellow-readers (6) Space for short notices and iree
from near at home to the most adverts. for members in the above
distant outposts of the Einpire. magazine.

(2) Joining local sports and social c¢lubs
affiliated to the League.

(3) Entering for competitions run for the
benefit of members.

(4) Qualifying for various awards by
promoting the rrowth of the League.

(5) Opportunities tfor contributing short
articles, stories, and sketches to the
League Magazine,

(7) Advice on choosing a trade or calling
in life, on emigration to the colonies,
dependencies, or abroad.

(8) An employment bureau for members
of the League.

(9) Tours to interesting places in England
and on the Continent, camping-ou
holidays, and sea-trips, specially,
arranged for members of the League.

.
——

k.

e
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A SIMPLE AS A B C.

INSTRUCTIDF S~--Reader .Apgzly:ng _foi‘
membership: tut  ont TWO comp.cte
\ppumt on pOrms tmm_ TWO copies of this
Leck's issue ¥ THE NELSON LrE LIBRARY.
on one of i]v forms fill in Section A, cross.
jag out Sectiofs B and C by running the
: across both Sections. Then

M dizgonaily
“]"te Clt’lT‘h \Hil

Lattom of form. The second form is for
your new reader, who fills in Section (,
crosses  ous Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at bottom of
form. Both  forms are then  pinned
together and sent to the Chief Officer, The
gt. Frank’s League,
LIBRARY, Gough House,
London, E.C.L Member Applying for
Bronze Medal: It will De necessary for
you to obtain 3ix new readers for this
award. For each new reader TWO complete
forms are needed, and ihese must be taken
from copies of the latest icsue of THE
NELSON LEE LIRRARY at the time when the
forms are 3¢t in. On one of the forms {ill
in Section B, crossing out Sectious A and C,
and write your name and address at bottom
of form. The other form is for your new

reader, who fills in Section €, crosses out

. IMPORTANT.- -Compicte and post
NELsoN LEE LiPRARY 0on ale.

Gough  Square,

I'v.

full name and addreas at |

¢;0 THE NELSON LEE

off
Otherwise the form

131
Scetions A and B, and writezs his name’
and address ot the bottom of the fornd.

Now pin hoth forms togethier and eend them
to the Chief Ofticer, as above. One new
reader will then he registered against your
name, and when six new readers have been’
registered, you will he sent the St.. Frank’s
League bronze medal. There is nothing io
prevent yvou from scnding in forms for two
or more new readers at once, provided the
forms are taken from the latest issue of
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY at the time nhnn
the forms are zent in.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for
the silver or gold medal can apply in the
ame way as fm' the bronze medal, filling:
in Section B, which has been revised for this-
purpose. Every introduction they make will
be credited to them, so that when theo
League reaches the required number of mem-
bers, they c¢an exchange their bronze medal
for a &ilver or gold one, accordigg to the
number of introductions with which they are!
credited.

There Application Y¥Yorms can be posted

for 1d., provided the envelope is not sealed
and no letter is enclosed. .
thizs form before the next izsue of Tup

hecomes out of date and uceless,

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 14. Sept. 26, 1925

SECTION desire ‘to

supporter of
FRANK'S LE

staunech
TI[E ST,
on second form
forward me
asiioned to me.

READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

Being a reaular rcader of “THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” I
become enrolled as a Member of THE
LEAGUE, and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are
offered to Members of the League.
STHE
AGULE,
Paper to one new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
attached
Certificate of Enrolment with Membership

ST. FRANK’S p
I hereby declare myself to be a
NELSON LEE LIBRARY *? and )
and that I have irntroduced Qur
Will you,

therefore, kindly

Number

hereto.

SECTION

I, Member
that 1 have
to certify this
makes
introduetions

introduced
appears

MEMBER’S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

g (give
one

on

rne..-..... nnnnnnn (SL:._Lte
to my eredit,

hereby declare 3
whose 51gnntu:_'c f
This
date) !

Membership No.)
more new  reader,
second form attached hereto.

number ¢t introductions up to

SECTION

introducer) .....

FET sl bow i b

“_-.‘_‘-——_

e

NEW READER’S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare that 1 have bcen

ooooooo Tl T T

“THE NELSON LI LIBRARY.” which T will read with a view to
beecoming a regular reader of this paper,

introduced by (give name of
to this issue of

P

(FULL NAME)..........

(ADDRERSS S)

disddirraddagiidagrrdrer oA FEFIA g

srtapsedsssangOR

L e R Y P A R Yy

ENsSAGNERRFORSSESROD




17 THE NELSON LELE LIBRARY

‘%ﬁ?é"wn‘é%% “BOYS’ REALM”—2"

—_—

The FAMO US

' GENERAL
{M?/ OPHONFES..

"'I'_ ___‘—'—"'———-.-_.
LT T L - B L S A )

‘Sen Parlcd FREL &. C'urmrfc AID
£4 19s, 6d. Cashor 2/6 Weekly,

Immeodiate delivery. Biz Buargains in |
Second-hand Cycles. Accessories at |

popular prices. * Write . fori Free |
List & Special Offerof S mlple Cycle,

—-a CYCLE CO. Inc. !
Me Dept. B601

SPARKBROOK - =« BFRMINGHAM.

J'}imti-lanfhul‘ﬂ el
General Radiophones

fmade by the weli-known DEPON
CGeneral  Radio Company,

£2.000 T chean Biioto Materia), B Lidy,  supersensitive  and  highly o -
lnL.mL(nt '111\'111?37")(?)1‘[]El‘:nflu-‘- I%qgixe}tzt 5‘13““;21']112 cflicient. Reecivers matelisd in tone. 3
. y Magneis  of  hiehly  expensive  Cobalt Siep).

July Road BLVeIpoa s - 1 Diaphragmis  wriple wested. Aceuratcly  designeqd
sound  chamber gives natural  tone. Beantitully
HEEGHT G@UNTS comifogtable, hishly fnished, weicht 7 owness,
: Fully guarantecd. | Sent on receipt of 6d.  de-

in winnine success. Let the Girvan posit. If satisdcd, you send 2/6 more on receipt,
System incresse your heigho. Send | balance” 37-"monthly until only 21 7-.ix paid.’
I'.C. for particulars and our £100 i Price full caxiv with crder op within 7 _days, £1,
uarantecdo Bnquiry Dept. A M P, | g7mpsonN's (Brighton), Ltd..” (1552), 94
7, &ummi Green ]ui Londen, N 4. { ¥ e
Qucecun’'s Road, 1‘1ghton ~R

—— e e . —

E D]D CHANCES f §Q DIFF, NEW ISSUES FREE!

100 Al hmn headings, » Send

posteard. only, reguesting . approvils. —Lis-
Bo burn & _'l‘uwn:;i;ml, .Luud-)u ‘Rd., Liverpool.
ADSTRALIA, \I W ZE ALAND, . DOH,T BE BULLIED,

CANADA. “Iree Farm  Training, e
(ienerous  finane ial . assistance Lo- < St “‘DL‘CI&i offer. TW{} Il]_us \afnplc LES-
wards passage and outfit, repayable R MR <ons  from my Complete™ Course “on
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The Salvation Army lmigration
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_Learntotakecare of your-

- | CAN YOU SKETCH? selfunderall circumstances. SEND NOW. 'YAWARA’

11t so, why not learn how to draw | (D€PE. A.P.19), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Middlesex,

rartoons, enmic sketches, posters. |

~te., which sell at high fees? I | 68 ) b 3
ﬁ-::m teach ¥ou in your own home, MUNARGH (REGD.) BAMERAS
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