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SPY /

E_DWY SEARLES BROOKS

Lured into_the toils of a gentlenlan crook, Mr. HFATH the Remove
master at St. Frank’s, finds that he has to choose be(ween playing the
part of spy or disgrace !

(Narrated throughout by Nipper of the Remove.)

CHAPTER 1.
A Little Misunderstanding!
RIP! Drip! Drip!
D Everything was weeping with
rain. The old trees in the

Triangle at St. Frank's were glorying in
the downpour; the flowers in the Head’s
garden were in the seventh heaven of
delight.

Bu* in the lobby of the Ancient House
a number of juniors were staring
gloomily out into the soaking Triangle.
It was just after dinner-time and after-
noon lessons would shortly be com-

mencing.
€ tly weather!” said -Hubbard

ously.

Rotten!” agreed Owen major.
“Well, we must have rain some-

times, you know,” said Reginald Pitt,

strolling up.

““Oh, rats!” grumbled Owen major.
“I was going over Lo Bannington this
evening, on my bik

“Perhaps the rain will have stopped
by then.”
“That's very likely, sn’g lt-'\\'l[h the
lass falling all the time?” said Owen.
Whenever 1 decide to go out for a
bike ride, it always rains!”

Pitt grinned.

“That’s because you decide the wrong
time,” he explained.

“I must remark that I agree with our
comrade,” observed Timothy Tucker, of
the Remove. “Personally, I am highly

delighted to see tms downpam The
position is this—

“Oh, blow the position!” snapped
Hubbard. “Go and eat cokel”

“Really, my worthy comrade—-"

(All rights reserved, and rep
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“Go and fry your ugly face—it needs
remoulding!” said Hubbard crossly.

T.T. adjusted his spectacles.

“What is this—what is this?” he said,
peering forward. “Do I hear aright?
Is it possible that I have been advised
to fry my face? Are you aware, my
friend, that my face is excccding!y
handsome?”

i Hnndsome' * yelled Hubbard.
ha, ha!”

“Futthexmore my face is perfect‘y
proportioned,” proceeded Tucker. A
mitted. You must realise that there axe

only a few fellows who possess all the

natural charms which Nature has so
bounmully bestowed upon my own
person—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go it, T.T.!”

“I have every intention of addressing
this meeting on the subject of the
human race, and the various types of
humanity,” said Tucker, with dignity.
“It is a wide subject, and I shall find
it necessary to discourse at some
length.”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“On the ball, Lunatic!”

Tucker mounted to the third stair of
the staircase, and addressed the “meet-
ing”—which consisted of about a dozen
juniors. They had nothing particular to
do, but they were not prepared to stand
much of T.T.’s spouting.

At any and every opportunity Tucker
would get on his hind legs and make a
speech. It was a mania with him. Just
as Fatty Little was always feeding his
face, Timothy Tucker was always de-
livering lectures—and he did not confine
himself to one subject.

He would touch upon politics, natural
history, Determinism, the origin of
species, and occasionally upon such a
perilous subject as spiritualism. But, as
he was always taken as a joke, it didn’t
matter much

“Comrades and friends,” said T.T,
after clearing his throat, “a moment
ago I found occasion to remark upon
my own natural beauty—my handsome
features—"

“Ha,

Ha, ha, hal”
Dear, dear! It is no laughing matter,

i ! saxd De Valerie.

Your chivvy is enough to make a chap
weep!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I deplore this ribald statement,”
said T.T. severely. “I am addressing
you upon a serious subject. It is not my
wish to boast or to brag about my own
cnarms but it must be admitted that
t] rage faces at St. Frank’s are
strll mgly unhandsome—not  to
ugly

“Is he talking about my face?” de-
munded Owen major grimly.

“Goodness knows!” grinned Pitt.
“But if he calls his own dial handsome
and ours ugly, it’s a cert that he’s got
a loft to let in the upper storey!”

“There are, of course, many types of
humanity,” went on Tucker, warming
to his work. “The lowest type, as
everybody knows, exists in Australia. I
am referring, of course, to the depraved

bon&’mes'

“Onh!

say

“To the blacks,” proceeded T.T.
“They are of such a low type that it is .
almost impossible to describe them as
belonging to the human race. It is diffi-
cult for me to describe their appearance.
Perhaps a comparison will be illustra-
tive of my point. We have in the
Remove a certain boy who somewhat
resembles an Australian aborigine!”

“Who’s that?” inquired Pitt.

“Iam referrmg to Handforth—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Peor old Handy!”

“It’s a good thing he’s not here—
he'd slaughter this ass on the spot!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
friends—exactly!”

“Exactly, my
shouted Tucker. “You have grasped
my poln 1

“Eh'

“You realise what have been
attempting to describe,” said T.T,

“Handforth, you declare, would—e
slaughter mé! There you have the
matter in a nutshell Handforth js 5
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savage by nature! His actions p!o\e
this to be so. Admmud ‘The pos! n,
therefore, is this: Fandforth, being a
savage, cannct hclp his savage actions.
1t is a great delight with him to punch
noses and draw blood. It is the wild,
brutal instinct with him which compels
this behaviour. One glance at his face
is sufficient to tell any ohservant person
that Handforth is of a low type of
humanity. I am not blaming the fellow
—he cannot help it in the least. I am,
mdeed inclined to sympathise with
him!

“youll need some sy‘mpathy of your
own soon,” grinned De Valer

Other fellows were grmnmg, tooAand
not without reason. For Edward Oswald
Handforth himself was descending the
staircase, behind Timothy Tucker! The
Lunatic of St. Frank's was quite un-
aware of his impending fate.

In the rear of Handforth came
Church and McClure—and it was for-
tunate for them, perhaps, that their
hard-hitting leader did not see those
grins. Church and McClure: were in-
clined to agree with T.T.s argument.
Haihdforth was undoubtedly something
in the nature of a savage when it came
to serapping.

“Yes, I am certainly im;lined to sym-
pathise with Handforth,” went on
Tucker complacently. ‘“‘In some ways
he is a very good fellow—1I freely admit

5 but, fm tha same time, it is a matter
OI comm owledge that Handfortn
is utterly dep)awd in his habits and
cus

‘E‘(pl'\m yourself, you ass!” grinned

“Thet is quite simple” said T.T.
“To begin with, Handforth has a par-
ticular liking for punching fellows on
the nose—a most depraved custom, you
will agree. He takes a particular delight
in joining in a gory battle—another
savage habit. Then we have his face.
It is, as you will agree, a most remark-
able face.”

“A wonderful face!” said Pitt dryly.

“A face in a thousand!” said De
Valerie. “If you went all over the

world, you wouldn't find a rscc as bad—
I mean, a face like Handy’s

““Admitted,” said Tucker. " “You have
all observed the low forchead—a sure
mark of savage nature! Mind you.
Handforth himself is not responsible,
and never for an instant do I blame
him. It is a pure misfortune. His eyes,
set closely together, after the manner of
a pig—— What—what—— Dear mec!
I must insist upon you releasing me

o You insulting little worm!” bellowed
Handforth into Tucker’s ear.

“Ow! I am surprised at you, Hang-
forth!” gasped Tucker . “I was merely
passing a few truthful remarks

“Eyes like a pig!” roared Handforth.
“Low forehead! An Australian abori-
gine! Great pip! If you get out of
this alive, it'll be a wonder!”

Tucker had heen taken in the rear,
otherwise Handforth would not have
gained such an advantage—for T.T. was
by no means a fool when it came to
scrapping. On the contrary, he was a
very formidable customer to tackle.

But Handforth had him firmly.

Coming down the stairs in T.T.’s rear,
Handforth had obtained a firm grip on
Tucker’s collar, and the seat of his
nousers The next second T.T. was
ropelled swiftly and ignomini-
ous\y across the lobby.

€ mally, Handforth, I must insist—
Yaroo

“Ha ha ha!”

“This way, my sonl!” gasped Hand-
forth breathlessly “You need cooling!
Your brain’s got overheated!”

Tucker was rushed out of the lobby,
he was rushed down the Ancient House
steps, and he was rushed across the
Triangle. The rain was scaking down,
and there were big, muddy puddles
everywhere.

“Now!” roared Handforth.

a bit tired, I expect—take a seat!”
Splash!
‘Timothy Tucker was hfted J’I his fvct

bodily. Then—plonk ! —] elel

into a miniature lake \mh z imum

“ Youre
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splash. He lay there floundering on his
back, and Handforth dodged back into

the lobby.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Perh thatll teach the ass a
1C§son' id Handforth grimly.

strengthened his opinion
u're a savage,” grinned Pitt.
forth twirled round.

“Do vou want to sit in that puddle?”
he roared.

“No, thanks!” said Pitt, chuckling.
“I wasn't calling you a savage, Handy
—Iv only saying what Tucker would
think. But if you've got an idea that
you can sit me down in that puddle—
why, you're at liberty to try!”

Handforth looked at Pitt, and decided
not to attempt the task.

“I'll let you off,” he said loftily.
#Come on, you chaps!”

Church and McClure followed their
leader to Study D—leaving the unfor-
tunate T.T. to crawl in, a sadder and a
wiser youth—to say nothing of being a
wetter youth, He was not likely to
“spout” again for some time—an hour,
at least!

“That ought to teach the lunatic to
keep his trap closed,” said Handforth
grimly, as he and his chums entered
Study D. “An_ Australian aborigine,
indeed! Of all the terrific nerve!”

. “You oughtn’t to take
these things seriously, old man. T.T.s
a_comedian—he can’t help it, you know.
He must have been born in a lunatic
asylum!”

“I don’t care where he was born, and
I don’t care where he dies,” said Hand-
forth. “Rats to him! He’s one of life’s
worries. And I've been worried enough
lately over my sister.”

“Yes, she ran away and got married
to a chap your people didn’t approve
of,” said McClure. “And now she can’t
be found, and her hubby is working in
# glue factory, or something!”

Handforth glared.

“You silly ass!” he said warmly.
“Mr. Kirby—that’s her husband—is a
gentleman. I've never seen him, but he

an, or Sis wouldn't

must be a_gentl I
n. Tm jolly worried

have married hi
about her.”

Handforth was telling the truth.

He bhad been very worried indeed.
When he first learned the news he had
been almost off his head. But then a
note had come from his without
any address, and posted in London, say-
ing that she was happy, and that her
husband had a good pesition. She gave
no details, but Handforth was relieved.

“Of course,” he said, “it was the
mater’s fault really, although the pater
had a lot to do with it. Queer thing,
but my dad is a frightfully obstinate
sort. He gets an idea into his head and
nothing will shift it! And he lashes
out at anybody before he knows the
whole yarn. He's a terror!”

Church and McClure nodded. They
understood where Handy's own tem-
berament come from. But Handforth
seemed to be quite indignant about his
father; he did not realise that he was
as bad himself.

At that moment the bell clanged for
efternoon lessons. The discussion ceased
and the chums of Study D proceeded to
the Form-room. ]

CHAPTER 2,
The Mysterious  Twenty.”
R. CLEMENT HEATH rapped
M his desk sharply.

“Attend {0 your
Handforth!” he exclaimed.
hear me?”

Handforth apperently did not. He
was sitting in his seat, gazing unseeingly
at one of the oaken beams which sup-
ported the ceiling. He was also chew-
ing a pen-holder, and che it to such
good purpose that there was very little
of it left. Church nudged him
urgently.

“Wake up, you ass!” he hissed.

Mr. Heath stood watching grimly,
waiting for Handforth to come to earth.

The temporary master was quite at
home in the Remove now, and most of

lessons,
“Do you
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the fellows were beginning to like him
better than they liked Mr. Crowell—who
was away on an extended holiday
owing to a breakdown in health.

“Silly bounder!”  grinned Tommy
Watson. “He’ll get it in the neck!”

“So will you, if you jaw!” I whis-
pered warningly.

“Begad, it is extraordinary,” de-
clared Sir Montie Tregellis-West, adjust-
ing his pince-nez, and regarding Hand-
forth curiously. “He must be dreamin’
—he must, really!”

T chuckled.

. He gets moony ﬂts like this now and
gain, id. ect it’s because
of his sister. Smce she bunked from
home on that runaway marriage stunt
Handy has been a different chap.”

“Boys, you will be silent, please,” said
Mr. Heath sternly. “And when Hand-
forth is ready to attend to my questions
I shall be most delighted. Do you hear
me speaking to you, Handforth?”

He raised his voice considerably, and
Handforth started.

“Eh?” he said. “I—I— O, yes,
sir!” he gasped. “Speaking to me?”
“I have been speaking to you for
some little time, my boy,” said Mr.
Heath grimly. “I am wu]t)ng for you
to answer my question regarding the
Gold Coast of Africa.”

Handforth looked rather blank.

“Oh, I—T see, sir!” he stammered.
“The—the Gold Coast? They—they
find gold there! It's a great geld-
mining country, sir!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It is quite obvious, Handforth, that
you have no knowledge of the question
I asked you,” said Mr. Heath severely.
“I wanted you to tell me what moun-
tains exist in that region, if any, and
you reply by telling me that gold is
found on the Gold ast!  You have
been grossly inattentive!”

“Yes, sir,” said Handforth meekly.

“You will write me one hundred
lines and bring them to my study before
six o'clock this evening,” said Mr.
Heath, “ Quite sufficient time has been

wasted, and we will get on with the
geography lesson,”

Handforth sat down and glared at his
chums.

“Why didn’t you
rotters?” he demanded.

“My hat, we kept nudging you until
\ou neatly sat on the floor!” whispered

tell me, you

“You ought to have been more
drastic!” growled Handforth. “I've
got todo a hundred lines now—-"

“Dear me!” said Mr. Heath, seizing
a pointer. “It is fairly evident, Hand-
forth, that you wish me to increase that
xmposltlon to two hundred lines. Un-
less you cease talking at once I will be
compelled to cane you.

Handforth subsided, and he delivered
two further glares upon his chums
which were truly ferocious. Not that
they had done anything whatever to be
blamed for. On the contrary, they
had tried their utmost to save their
leader from punishment.

Lessons proceeded fairly evenly after
that, and when they were over Hand-
forth had practically forgotten all
about the hundred lines. He didn't
remember them again, in fact, until
about tea-time, when he advised his
chums to hurry up so that they could
get out on to the playing-fields, the
rain having ceased. Then Church re-
minded him.

“What about those lines for Heath?”
he asked.

“Onh, rats!” exclaimed Handforth,
frowning. “I'd forgotten all about the
blessed things!”

“You've got to take them to Heath’s
study before six,” s McClure. “Look
here, we'll get tea ready while you do
the lines. They won’t take you long.”

Handforth took his chum’s advice
and forthwith sat down and com-
menced scribbling the lines as hard as
he could go.

“Finished?” asked Church, after a
while.

“No, you ass!”

“Tea’s ready, anyhow!”
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*“Oh, well, I'll have tea, and po)hh
off the last thirty lines afir:vwwd
said Handforth, laying down
“I reckon heaths a beastly rotte: i
piling lines on like t I always
thought he was a wrong ‘un!”

Although they did not voice the
opinion, Church and McClure con-
sidered that Handforth bad escaped
very lightly with a mere hundred l.ncs.
Bul it was useless saying anything 1
that to Handforth. It would only haVe
given rise to an argument.

Tea over, Handforth wrote out the
y, and then sallied out to Mr,
8 study  while urch  and
Mchurn cleared up the tea-things.

Handforth arrived and tapped upon
the door.

‘There was no answer.

He tapped again, but, receiving no
Invitation to enter, he turned  the
handle and peeped inside. The Form-
master’s study was empty.

“Naturally!” muttered Handforth,
with a snifl,

He wondered what to do for a
moment, and then decided

would be carrying out Mr. Heath
structions if he left the lines on Ehe
master’s desk. There was no d for
him to hang about waiting until M

Heath returned. Handforth wante
get off {o the playing-fields, and he
vanted to avoid trouble by handing in
the lines before going:

So he stepped into the room and
placed the sheets of paper on the bl
ting-pad which adorned Mr. Heath's
desk.

While he was doing this
rested upon the assortn t
holders and pencils which
The glance was qu

Bu., certainly Hﬂndimth:. atte
becams fixed. At the same time
uttered a little exclamation and b
over the desk eagerly.

He selec a_ black fount:
from the rack and turned it ove
fingers. It was, in the main, quite an
ordinary pen. But Handforth seemed

quite dazed as he looked at it. He had
started visibly upon picking it up, and
now he held it in front of his eyes, his
expression being one of blank aston-
ishment and incredulity.

“Ii's impossible!” he muttered.

Turning the pen over again he
noticed that the gold nib was broken,
and the pen was practically useless in
consequenc: t hod not been used
for some time. Buf this was not the
item which claimed Handforth's full
attention.

He seemed to be strangely attracted
by a little ornamentation cn the vul-
canite barrel—the word “twenty” set
in tiny imitation pearls.

But there seemed to be no reason for
the word being there, let alone for it
to be set in those tiny glistening, faked
pearls. As Handferth could understand,
it was chviously net a standard design,
but merely somebody’s little freak idea.

He was still standing at the desk
s a sound from the half-

when there wa:

Mr. Clement Heath had just
He regarded Handforth with
mixed sur prise and a‘\gel

“What are you doin: re, Hand-
fmth“ W l~e dema!\_dsd s'Vuply

“How dare you enter my study dur-
ing my absencc?” rapped out Mr.
Heath. “You will understand, Hand-
forth, that I will have no impertinence
of this nature. You will explain what
you were doing at my desk!”

“I've brought my imposition, sir,” he
said confusedly.

“What?”

“You gave me a hundred lines this
afternoon, sir,” and told me to bring
them before six,” said Handforth.
“They’re here, sir, on your desk. You
‘v“rem, in, s0I thouvht I'd better leave
them.

\Ir Feath nodded, and his gaze
grow less severe,

“Oh, I understand,” he said. “You
have prought lines, Handforth?  Let

me see them.”
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Mr, Heath examined the imposition,
and nodded.

ki be writing is somewhat careless in

,” he said critically, “and I
object to these blots and smudges,
Handfo! boy of your age ou"ht
to be capable of writing an imposition
far more neatly. However, I will
excuse you, as I am in a hurry, You
may go.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Handforth.

He turned to the door, but, as he
grasped the handle, his eyes suddenly
gleamed as though he had thought of
something.

“Are you going out this evening, sir?”
he asked casually.

The new master looked round.

I am,” he said. “Why do you
T am running into Bannington,
as a matter of fact.”

“I thought perhaps you were going
there,” said Handforth. “I was won-
dering if you'd mind getting a bottle
of ink from the stationers’?”

“I have no objection, my boy,” said
Mr, Heath. “Yes; I will certainly get
your ink for you. I will give it to you
in the morning, unless I happen to see
you later on in the evening.”

“Thanks very much, sir!®

Handforth passed out of Mr. Heath’s
study, and he was looking very pleased
with himself. But there was something
else. Handforth was not only pleased;
but, also suffering from unusual inward
excitement.

What had he discovered?

plac

—

CHAPTER 3,
The Diamond of Fate!

LICK!

C Mr. Heath quictly turned the

key of his study door. Hand-
forth had only just gone, but, for some
reason, Mr, Heath apparently wanted
to be assured of complete privacy.
Having seen that the door was securely
fastened, he went across to his desk,
and sat down.

A slight change had come over the
Remove-master.

, too, was evidently suffering from
rd excitement. There was an ex-
rxessxon in his eyes which did not
usually find a place there, and which
made him look rather less simple than
was customary.

He took out a bunch of keys, un-
locked the top drawer of his desk, and
broduced a small cash-box.  Another
key was brought into use, and the
cash-box stood open. Mr. Heath lifted
a curious object out of the box, and
placed it on his blotting-pad.

There was no fear of his being inter-
rupted, and nobody could glance in
through the window. Yet Mr. Heath
looked at both the door and the window
before confining his attention' to the
object which lay before him.

“Upon my soul!” he murmured.
“It’s genuine; there’s not the slightest
doubt about m The more I see of it,
the more certain I become!™

He picked the thing up, and turned it
over between his fingers, examining
it closely and searchingly.

At first glance the thing seemed to be
quite valueless—a large piece of
curiously-formed crystal, and somewhat
dull at that. Its shape, in the main,
was oval, with one or two rough edges.
The stone was quite whole, and perfect
in its construction. No flaw of any sort
was visible.

“Yes; the thing is a diamond—there
is not, the slightest doubt,” Heath told
himself. “And a diamond of such size
as this must be worth a fortune.”

He continued to turn it over in his
hands, and he was not far wrong in his
conjecture that the thing was actually
a diamond. It was, as a matter of
fact, a rough, uncut stone of exfraor-
dinary purity and quality, to say
; of being an immense size.

Mr. Heath recalled the manner in
which he had found the stone.

Only a few nights ago, he had had
uccasion to pass through Bellton Wood.
and while there had found the stone
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lying beneath an oak tree. He had pub
it in his pocket quite carelessly, never
thinking that it was of any value.
But, upon examination, he changed
his view. He was quite certain now
{hat his find was one of the most start-
ling nature. At the time he had been
with a curious old gentleman from
Bannington, the Comte de Plessigny.
This quaint old fellow had not been
in Bannington long, having rented a
d house for a certain period.
Mr. Heath r d that he had

SPY!

It was possible to go to Bannington
by train, but the count lived on the
extreme outskirts of the town, and far
from the station. By bicycle, the trip
was a mere twenty minutes’ run.

Mz‘ Hcath arrived without xmsh'\p.

way of the front card
de Plessigny’s house w:
from the road, trees grew in 0
around the building, and the plz\ce was

been searching, with the count, for a
specimen—some night insect or other
—beneath the oak tree, when the dia-
mond had been seen. Not -knowing
what it was at the time, Heath had
pocketed it, out of pure curiosity.

And now he thought of the Comte de
Plessigny.

The Remove master had not cared to
confide in anyone at St. Frank’s. He
did not want to show the diamend to
the other masters. He was afraid of
being talked about; but, more im-
portant still, he was afraid of being
made a fool of, for he still had a lin-
gering fear that the stone would prove
to be worthless.

And so Mr. Heath thought of the
cou

'I‘hs genial old chap would certainly
know tcmeuhmﬂ about diamonds, for
he had knocked about the world & good
deal, and his experience on all subjects
was wide. Mr. Heath felt sure that the
count would be able to help him.

He carefully wrapped the stone in a
piece of wash-leather, placed it in his
waistcoat-pocket, and then unlocked
the study door.

A few minutes later he was walking
briskly across the Triangle. He went
to the bicycle shed, and was soon riding
away on a machine which belonged to
Morrow, of the Sixth—Morrow having
been only too willing to lend Mr. Heath
his jigger.

It was just as well that Mr. Heath
had a b le, for the walk was a long
one, and by no means pleasant on a
warm evening.

ly quict and secluded

The lawns and flower beds were kept
in a state of perfection, everything
bein" exquisitely cared for. The gravel
pa h which led from the road to the
house was innocent of even the tiniest
weed and was rolled down perfectly.

Mr. Heath walked up, and propping
his bicycle against the stonework of the
front porch, he mounted the few steps
and pressed the electric bell push.

is ring was answered by a grave-
looking manservant.

“Is the counb in at present?” in-
quired Mr. Hea ”

“Will you gwe me your name, sir?”
said the servant,

Mr. Heath supplied the information,
and. was only kept waiting for a few
moments. Then he was ushered in, and
taken straight to the library. He en-
tered, and found his host reclining
comfortably in a big, easy chair.

There was every sign of luxury about
the place—beautizul furniture, soft russ
and carpet, antique bookcases, and rich.
tapestries. The Comte de Plessigny
himself was carelessly attired in a
lowered cmcklr\g _\uc.xet and a smoking-
cap to n e rose leisurely to his
feet as 1\ 5 A'h was announced,

“Splendid! This is a most unex-
pected pleasure, my dear sir,” he ex-
claimed, walking forward with ex-
tended hand. “I am delighted to meet
you again. Please make yourself quite
at home.

“Y am afraid I am taking something
of a libe in coming to you in this
fashion, ” said Mr. Heath. “It is
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most kind of you to make me so wel-
come, and I appreciate your couriesy.”

The count smiled.

“A man is dull upless he can some-
times share the society of others,” he
said smoothly.  “You have come at
right moment to save me from an
8 ck of extreme depression, my dear
Mr. Heath. I was thoroughly dissatis-
fied with my own company, and your
advent is most welcome, I can assure

you.
“It is very nice of you to put it that
wa

g2 You are quite mistaken,” the count
interrupted. ~ “It is not one of my
habits to say things I do not mean.
Your arrival is most opportune, zmd : !
shall be honoured if you will
yourself perfectly at home. Try one of
these cigars—and allow me to get you
2 little refreshment.”

The old gentleman was courtesy
itself. Mr. Heath could not remember
having met a man who was so abso-
lutely genial and pleasant. Not only in
his manner, but in his voice, and his
expression—the count was the very
embodiment of good nature.

His lined face registered an ir-
resistible smile; his eyes twinkled; and
there was Just that air about him
which set Mr. Heath at his ease during
the first moment.

“I have been hoping that you would
call upon me, my dear sir,” said the
Comte de Plessigny. “After our in-
formal mtroducmon in the woods a few
nights ago, it is pleasant to be able to
meet in more congenial surroundings.
I am delighted to inform you thgt my
head is now quite sound again.”

“You fell out of that (ree with con-
siderable violence,” Mr. Heath re-
marked. “I thought your condition
was far worse than it actually was, sir,
-and I am only too pleased that I was
uble to be of some trivial service to

n

“Dear. dear,” said the count, shaking
his head. “That will not do, my young
friend. Your service was mnot trivial,
On the contrary, it is more than pos-
sible that you saved my life.”

“Oh, that’s really quite wrong—-"

“We do not know,” interrupted the
count, shaking his head. “I was
stunned quite severely, and \»1thout
your assistance it is quite certain th
I should have remained helpless in the
wood for many hours. A severe chill
would certainly have resulted, and I
am sure that my chest would not have
survived the ordeal. So I am not ex«
aggerating when I tell you that I owe
my life to your excellent services.”

Mr. Heath felt pleased—a good open-
ing was being provided for him.

“I must confess that I have not
called simply and purely for the mere
pleasure of doing £0,” he said. “I have
a selfish motive in being here, and I am
hoping that you will be wxlhna to give
me the benefit of your advice.”

“I shall be only too honoured,” said
the count gracefully.

“You may remember our liftle search
under the oak tree,” went on the Re-
move master. “You had dropped one
of your specimens, I believe, and was
rather anxious to find it—although you
urged me not to assist you in your
search.”

“That is quite correct,” said ‘the
count, nodding. “I was feeling much
better after your expert treatment, and
@id not wish to delay you further. Yes,

my dear sir, I remember the incident
qmte dxstmctly

Heath nodded, and failed to observe
that his companion’s eyes were gleam-
ing rather strangely. Perhaps this was
because of the fact thet the count sat
with his back to the light, thus leaving
his face in shadow.

It seemed that he was greatly pleased
with the trend of the conversation, and
it was just possible that he was antici-
pating his visitor’s next words.

Mr. Heath was undoubtedly shrewd
in scholastic matters, but In the wiles
of the world he was quite simple.

He probably did not guess for the
moment that the count himself might
have been searching for something very
different from a specimen of insect Life
on that night.
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«“gshortly before I left you,” said Mr.
Heath, “I noticed something on the
ground, half hidden by a leaf. Knock-
ing the leaf away, I found the cbject to
be a cuviously shaped stone. I slipped
it into my pocket, out of mere curiosity,
never dreaming for a moment that it
might be valuable.”

750, said the count smoothly. “And
have you now learned differently?”

“well, I'm not quite sure,” replied
Mr. Heath. “This stone did not seem
to be of any value at the time; buf,
after examining it carefully, I have
come to the conclusion that it might
be—well, I am quite ignorant of such
matters, and I would prefer to show
you the stone before I say anything
further.”

The count leaned forward.

“7 ehcmld be c‘narmed to give you
my opmxon he obse:

Again Mr. Heath Iaxled to notice the
gleam in his companion’s cyes. ne
count was now even more pleased than
before, and he gave a quiet little
chuckle to himself—as though he were
pleaged that an idea of his own had
turned out correct.

“QOne moment,” he said. “Have you
shm}\'jn this stone to anybody else?”

“No.»

“Good! I am the first to see it?”

“Exactly,” sald Mr. Heath. “As a
matter of fact, I have been afraid of
ridicule—for I am by no means certain
that my assumption is correct.”

Mr. Heath took the stone from his
waistcoat pocket, and laid it upon the
table. The count’s eyes glittered for
a second, and he picked the diamond
up, and turned it over between his
fingers.

“Dear me!” he exclaimed, after a
few moments. “This is most extra-
ordinary—most astonishing! My dear
sir, you don't seem to realise what this
stone actually is, or its true value.”

“I suspected it to be a diamond,
snid Mr. Heath promptly.

Tie Comte de Plessigny rose to his
fee t and paced up and down the room
with qui: nervous strides. He ap-
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peared to be greatly interested, and Mr.
Heath naturally asstmed that his com-
panion was seeing the stone for the first
time in his life. He certainly gave no
sign that the actual truth was very
different.

“This stone is, indeed, a diamond,”
he declared.

The Remove masi

You mean it?

rapidly.

“1 do!

jumped up.
he exclaimed

“And—and is it worth much?”

“Most det dly,” replied the count
calmly. “It is worth anything between
twenty and twenty-five thousand
pounds.”

“It—it can’t be true!” gasped Mr.
Heath huskily. “Did you say twenty
thousand pounds?”

“I did!”

“But—but—— Oh! I h‘\x(hy kno\v
what to say!” exclaimed Mr. Heath.
“It—it seems altogether too absurd to
be true! Twenty thousand pounds!
Why, the sum will—will are
you sure it’s a diamond? Don't you
think there might be some mistake
about it?”

The count shook his head.

“There is no mistake,” he said. “I
have handled diamonds quite fre-
quently, and I am not in the habxb of
makiog blunders, my dear fi e
stone is a really wonderful dumond”

Mr. Heath simply stood at a loss for
words. For a few brief moments he
went off into dreamland.

In his wildest moments Iie had only
hoped that the diamond might be worti
a thousand or so. That sum was
splendid enough.  But twenty thou-
sand! It would set him up, it would
allow him to start a school of his own
—it would put him squarely on his feet.
5 simply occupying a
temporary job position he could
1d until the end of the pxesent

only h
term, after the summer holidays,
Mr. Crowell would come back to take

up his duties.
Mr. Heath went off into glorious
vigions of what might be, and he stood
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there with face flushed, and with eyes
which clearly told of his mental ex-
L,bement He was oblivious to his sur-
rounding

But then the count brought him back
to ear

“of course," he said gently, “there
will be difficulties.”

Mr. Heath started.

“Eh? Oh!” he exclaimed.
beg your pardon

'lhcre will be difficulties,” repeated

“1-1

I I don‘t understand you.”

“My dear sir, you must surely realise
that it is impossible for you to sell such
afdmmofxd as this without a good deal
of troub!

“Why should thcre be ﬂny trouble?”
asked Mr. Hea 1 take the
stone up to a d]amond merchant in
Hatton Garden? He will pay me the
correct pr)ce, according to market
value—-"

“Dear me! I am afraid your ignor-
ance on these matters is quite anpal-
ling,” interrupted the count, shaking
his head. ‘“You cannot go to a dia-
mond merchant, as you mentioned, and
scll the stone to him without any
trouble.”

“Why not?™

“Because, my dear friend, diamond
merchants are very cautious people,”
said the count smoothly. “The instant
you produced this stone, you would be
nsked ‘where you obtained it from—a
dealer would want to know its origin.
And this applies more particularly in
the case of a blg diamond such as the
one iz Jay hane

“Well, of ccurso I shall explmn that
I found it,” said Mr. Heath. “Won't
that be sa.msfnctory”

His companion smiled.

“I am afraid not,” he sald quietly.

“But it is the truth!”
returned the count.

In fact, any diamond mer-
chant would be highly suspicious.”
"Susplcioas?”
“Not only that, but I can safely
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promise you he would inform the
police,” proceeded Plessigny, “and your
position would be most awkward.”

Mr, Heath was startled—indeed, stag-
gered.

“The police would want to know how
you—a poor man—should be in posses-
sion  of  su an extraordmary
diamond,” went on the ci
found it? So! But would that story
be believed? I seriously fear not. In
consequence, you would be suspected
of being in unlawful possession of the
stone—and you might even be
arrested!”

““Oh, but that’s grossly unfair—-""

“I am not discussing fairness or un-
fairness,” interrupted the count, smil-
ing. “I am simply telling you what
will probably happen if you attempt to
sell the diamond. However, there is no
need for you to worry. I think I can
help you.”

“Really?” said Mr.
“This is awfully good—-

“Tut—tut!” said Plessigny, shaking
his head. “Anything I can do for you,
my dear sir, will never repay the debt
which I owe to you. Iam in a different
position from your own. I'm influential
al I can get things accomplished
which would be impossible to one in
your circumstances. To be quite frank,
I suggest that you should have the
diamond faced and polished to begin
with. When that is accomplished there
would be far more chance of selling it.”

“But_how can this work be done?”
inquired Mr, Heath,

“I will attend to it personally.”

“But I could not think of troubling
you—-""

Heath eagerly.

“80?” smiled the count. “My dear
sir, you must not think it will be any
trouble to me. On the contrary, it will
give me great pleasure to be of any
ass:stance Once the diamond is faced
and polished, there will be much moré
ukelxhood of its being readily sold.”

“This is very good of you,” said Mr.
Heath gratefu!ly.
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“Not at all,” declared his host. “Of
course, if you do not care to trust the
diamond with me, I wi

“Oh, that’s all right!” interrupted
the Remove master. “I am quite cer-
tain that the diamond will be safe in
your keeping, sir. I am really over-
whelmed with gratitude for your
assistance. I know very little about
these matters—and you know much.
I shall want to repay you for your
time and trouble—but I fear that I
shall insult you if I suggest that you
should take a share of the sale.”

The count smiled, and shrugged his
shoulders.

“I am in no need of money,” he said.
“I have plenty. Why should I take
from you an amount which is a mere
frifie to me. No, sir; what I am doing
is being done in the faint hope that I
may be able to discharge part of the
debt I owe you.”

Mr. Heath was completely enraptured
by the count’s charming manner. He
deemed his host the best fellow in the
world—a true example of nature's
gentlemen. And when Mr. Heath took
his departure he felt that he was tread-
ing on air.

The diamond was real, and he was to
reap the profit of the sale.

It seemed too wildly Iucky to be true
—but there was no doubt about the
thing. It was a dead cert, and Mr.
Heath simply bubbled with joy. All
his troubles would soon be over, and he
would be rich.

Meanwhile, the Comte de Plessigny
was alone in_ his magnificent library.
He was still sitting down; but now he
lolled back among the cushions of his
easy-chair, the smoke curling up from
his cigar.

“Excellent!” he murmured.
most excellent !”

He chuckled quietly, placed the dia-
mond on his knee, and eyed it with ex-
treme satisfaction. He rubbed his
hands fogether, and seemed to be tre-
mendously elated. Somehow, it did not
seem that the count had promised to

“Really
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help Mr. Clement Heath out of sheer
good nature!

‘There was something else behind it—
but what?

CHAPTER 4.

The Littie Cottage at Edgemore!

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E was acting mysteriously.

. Mr. Heath had been gone some
time, and, Handforth judged, was in
Sannmgton by this time. Heavy banks
of thick clouds hung in the sky, mak-
ing the twilight more advanced.

It was, in fact, quite dim as Hand-
forth moved across the Triangle. There
were very few juniors about, and just at
the moment the Triangle appeared to
be deserted. And Handforth was ap-
parently anxious of getting out with-
out being seen

“I say, Handy!"”

Handfonch turned round, frowning.
That call was most unwelcome for it
came from his own study window. And
he saw that Church was leaning out.

“Half a minute, old son!” shouted
Church.

“Can’t said  Handforth
shortly.

Church Jumped ouv, of the window
and ran to his lead

“Whats the xdef\”’ ‘he asked,

“What idea?”
“Why, you haven't been back to the

stop!™

study yet. What's wrong?” asked
Church.
“Nothing,” said Handforth curtly.

“Don’t worry me! I don't want to be
bothered just now; I dont want to
speak to anybody. Leave me alone!”
oure going out, aren’t you?”
‘lS‘(ed Church.
Mind your own business!”

“My hat, you seem to be preit:
ratty!”

“That’s because you keep poking your
nose into affairs that don’t concern
you,” snapped Handforth. “It's a pity
if I can't move about without you
following me everywhere! Rats to
you! Go and eat coke!”
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He turned away and strode off across
the Triangle. Church was left staring
after him with clenched fists. For once
Church felt that he would like to give
his leader one terrific punch on the
nese, and if Handforth had remained
he would probably have received that

punch.

“Mad!” s:'d Church hotly. “Abso-
lutely dotty!

He strode back into the Ancient

House, and told himself that he didn’t
care a rap what Handy did, or where
he went. But, as a matter of fact, he
was extremely curious regarding his
eader.

In the meantime Handforth was still
acting strangely. Having reached the
playing fields he dodged back, slipped
along under cover of the hedge, and
reached the lane. He seemed particu-
larly anxious to avoid being seen; he
wanted to keep his movements secret.

He ran down the lane quickly and
scon arrived at the stile.

Then, with a quick glance to right
and left, he leapt over the stile and
raced throur’h the wood at top speed,
as though it were a matter of life or
death. Hot, breathless, and untidy, he
arrived at the hamlet of Edgemore.

He went straight to Greyhurst
Cottage.

The dusk was now very deep and a
light was gleaming in one of the lower
windows of the cottage. Handforth
watched from behind the cover of the
hedge and cooled down somewhat. But
he was impatient.

Certainly there was nothing to be
seen which aroused his suspicions. It
was this cottage that Mr. Heath visited
Handforth had believed

gang of forgers, and had been quite cer-
tain in his own mind that the cottage
contained a plant for manufacturing
false currency notes.

Mr, Heath’s movements had certainly
been suspicious. When he visited the
cottage by daylight—and he frequently
4id on half-holidays—he took the pre-
,auhﬂn to disguise himself slightly.

13

This, in itself, was a suspicious
action.
Bul Handforth did not appear to be
thinking about Mr. Heath mnow. His
sole attention was centred upon the
cottage, and for some moments he
stood there, apparently trying to make
up his mind.

Finally he did so, and clenched
fists with determination.,
“Yes, by George,”
grimly. “T’'ll chance it.”
He walked to the gate, opened it, and
strode boldly up the little path, and
arrived at the door. Having made up
his mind he did not hesitate. He seized
the knocker and brought it down hard

in a series of sharp raps.

Handforth was trembling slightly
with excltement. After a brief wait
the door opened and a bent old man
was revealed. He was a curious-looking
old fellow, with rounded shoulders and
a straggling beard.

“Well?”_ he asked | Wheezily.
is it—— Lor’ sakes

He uttered the lasL exclamation in g
tone of astonishment and something
like fear. He was staring at Hand-
forth’s cap, a prominent advertisement
that the visitor had come from St.
Frank’s.

“Get ye away from here,” he said
sharply.

“Hold on!” said Handforth.
not going away yet.

“Young man, if you don’t go I'll shut
the door—"

“I'm not going to stand any rot from
you!” interrupted Handforth gruffly.
“Go inside and give this message:
‘ Fountain-pen—twenty — pearls — ele-

he . muttered

“Who

“Tm

phunb!’ Say those words, and nothing
more.”

The old man looked at Handforth
suspici

“3 don't nghtly understand,” he said.
s, you do!” exclaimed Hand-
“Repcat what I told you.”
“Fountain-pen — twenty — pear]
elephant!” said the old fellow,

1s —
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“That’s right,” said Handforth
«Just deliver that message.”

The old man shook his head doubt-
fully, and he did not seem to be at all
comfortable, ~However, he withdrew,
and closed the door securely, lea\mg
Handforth cooling his heels on the step.
The junior stamped up and down

impatiently.

Then the door opened again and the
old man stcod aside.

“Come ye in, young gent,” he said
shortly.

Handforth
breath, and w
he door closed qmetl
did it mean? What was the
cxplanamon of all this mystery?

Half an hour later, at St. Frank’s,
Church and McClure were mooching up
and down the Triangle, both of them
looking disconsolate and somewhat
anxious. It was nearly supper-time and
practically ‘dark. Handforth had not
returned, and there was no sign of him.
His chums had searched not only the
whole Ancient House, but they had
looked over the grounds.

‘“He’s buzzed off somewhere,”
Church. “I know he had some queer
idea in his head when he had that row
with me. I wouldn’t mind betting a
quid he’s gone to Greyhurst Cottage on
Heath’s track.”

“I'm fed-up with his slllv dctecmve
wheezes,” growled McC] e
wouldn’t mind a bit, only Im airmd
he’ll get into some sort of trouble. You
know what a ram-headed ass he is.
There you are—the bell for supper.”

“And no sign of Handy,” grunted
Church.

They went in for supper, but during
the meal there was no appearance on
Handforth’s part.  Several juniors
wanted to know where the leader of
Study D was, but Church and McClure
could not tell them.

Supper over, they went straight to
Study D, and found that apartment
empty and dark. Handforth had not
returned.

I say,

started, tock a deep

said

this Is a bit serious,” re-

THE SCHOOLMASTER SPY!

marked Church. “If the ass doesn't
geb back before bed-time he’ll be in for
a terrific row.”

“He deserves it.”

“Very likely, but I'm a bit
cerned,” said Church. “Let's go out
into the Triangle, and see if there’s any
sign of him.”

They went, but there was no sign
whatever.

The minutes passed slowly, and the
two anxious juniors walked about aim-
lessly, glancing at the clock every now
and again, and asking everybody they
saw if Handforth had been seen.

But all their inquiries were useless,
and at last they were compelled to
think about going indcors. It would be
bed-time in about four minutes, and
they did not see why they should get
into troukle on account of their leader.

“Come on!” said McClure at last.
“Let’s go indoors; it’s bed-time.

“Wait a tick,” saxd Church. b ¥
thought I saw—'

He stared scarchmgly into the gloom.

“By jingo,” he exclaimed, “here h
st

Handforth came running breathlessly
across the Triangle, having just slipped
over the wall from the lane. He ran
right into his chums before he knew
they were there and pulled up short.

“Where the dickens have you been
all this time?” demanded Church.

Handforth could not speak for a
moment. He was hot, breathless, and
perspiring freely. His eyes were gleam-
ing with a strange light—a light which
his chums had not seen there before.
It was like a glow of triumph.

con-

“It's not bed-time yet, then?” he
panted.

“About another minute,”  said
Church.

“Good!™

“But you've missed supper, and we've
been searching for you everywhere,”
said McClure, “Where on earth have

-
know that, you fathead! But
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“I can’t answer any questions,” said
Handforth firmly.

His chums stared.

“Do you mean to say that you won't
L\(phm* demanded Church warmly.

Yes, I do!”

“You—you silly ass,” snapped
Cumch “wc've been worrying about
you!

“That was your own, fault’
Handforth heamcssly didn't
you to worry!

“But—but we want to know what
you've been doing,” said McClure.

’s all rot to say that you won't ex-
plain.”

Handforth set his teeth.

“I'm awfully sorry, and all the rest
of it, but it can’t be helped. I can’t
tell you where I've been, or what I've
been doing. “It’s a secret——"

“a—a secret?”

“Yes.

“But we've never had any’secrets in
Study D,” said Church. “We've
always been open, and had confidence
in one another. Youre not going to
start being secrefive now, I suppose?”

“I can't help it!”

“That's all rot,” interrupted
McClure, “You ean help it. If you
want to tell us where you've been surely
you can do so!”

“All right, then,”
grimly. “I won’t tell y

His chums revarded h)m with anger
and indignation.

“We don't want to be told where
yow've been,” said Church. “We can
guess m'zt you've been to Greyhurst
Cotta

said
ask

sald Handforth

blessed sples!” exclaimed
Handfox th hotly. “You followed me!”
“Ah, I was right, then!” said

rch,  “As it happens, we didn't
ow you at all. But we know now.
you go to the cottage? And
on'l you tell us anything about
What did you see there?”

M 1ot going to tell you.”

rotter!” McClure burst

e
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out. “The first time you really
find something out you keep it to your-
self., After all the times you've dragged
us_out when we didn’t want to go it's
only right that you should tell us—"

Clang! Clang!

“Bed-time!” said Handforth briskly.
“We can't jaw any more now!”

He hurried into the Ancient House,
very pleased with the excuse to get away
from his chums’ awkward questioning.
Church and McClure gazed a!tct him,
and then gazed at one anothel

Speech at that moment was totally
inadequate.

The next morning Handforth was up
early. He had taken care the previous
night to mix with the other fellows while
undressing, to give his chums no chance
of questioning lnm In the morning he
got up and dressed before rising-bell
went.

Now he was in the Triangle, pacing
up and down, with his hands in his
pockets.

Church and McClure came out of the
Ancient House and looked round for
their leader. They spotted him and
strode over to him, and planted them-
selves in his path.

There had hem a good deal of talk
among the Remove fellows about Hand-
forth’s queer behaviour of thé previous
evening, and his chums wanted to know
what was wrong.

Handforth was so engrossed in his
thoughts that he did not notice his
chums, and he ran full tilt into Church.

“Look where youTre going!”
snapped, glaring. “Oh, it’s you! Can’t
you two chaps leave me alone? What's
the idea of following me about like a
couple of beastly shadows? Clear off !

“My hat!” said Church. “He's just
e was last night! I say,
, can't you exdlam to us—

I can’t!” roared Handforth

7

lently.
“Keep your hair on! Don't bite us!”

said McClure. “If you like to have
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secrets, youre welcome to ’em! But I
suppose you know that the chaps are
mkag about yo

" Handfo!‘th started. “What's
ant"”

“I supposé you know that youre
making yourself the talk of the Ancient
House?” asked McClure. *“Everybody
can see that youre moony, and that
there’s something wrong. Some of the
chaps reckon that you've fallen in love

£ \Vh"t‘" bawled Ha.)dforth flaring
“Who said th:

McClure backed a\’vay

“I can’t give any names,” he said.
“But it’s a fact that you've been acting
so jolly queerly that the chaps are
talking.”

Handforth clenched his fists.

“If 1 hear any talk, there’ll be some
nose-punching,” he said grimly. “And
what’s more, if you fellows don't le
me alone, I'll start on you! I've never
known such inquisitive rotters in all my
life

i Oh leave him alone!” said Church,
with a sigh. “He’s hopeless!”

And it certainly seemed that Hand-
forth was. Talking to him was no
better than talking to one of the gate-
posts. And when he went in to break-
fast there was considerable trouble in
the lobby.

Hubbard and Owen major genially in-
quired about Handforth’s health, and
asked when he was likely to be taken
away, Pitt added to this by suggesting
that the leader of Study D would be
quietly removed in a closed carriage,
with padded sides.

The result was somewhat disastrous.

Owen major and Hubbard entered the
breakfast-room with visible signs of con-
flict. Hubbard’s nose was much larger
than its original size, and Owen major’s
left sye was in an extremely puffy
conditio)

No other juniors thought it necessary
to inquire about Handforth’s well-being,
and it was generally accepted that he
was dotty. And, certainly, his behaviour
gave rise to this supposition.

B
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Even during morning lessons he was
different.

Mr. Heath found it necessary to inflict
two doses of lmes, and, after that, &
dose of the c:

The effect xb hnd upon Handforth was

nil.

Str: angely enough, he was quite genial
towards Mr. Heath. Fle no longer re-
garded the Remove master with open
hostility, as had been his custom hither-
to. And when dinner-time came he
marched straight to Study D, and sat
in the easy-chair.

Church and McClure followed him
there, and regarded him with mixed
feelings.

Well I must say that youre the
limit,” said Church. “If you wouldn’t
tell us where you went last night, you
might act like a rational human bnmg
now. I can’t understand why—

Church did not wait to say any rran,
Handforth had sprung to his feet, and
was tearing off his jacket. Church and
McClure fled, and did not venture to
enter Study D again for some time.

CHAPTER 5.
The Count’s Bembshelll
FTER two days had clapsed, the
A Remove began to accept Hand-
forth’s changed attitude as a
matter of course. Everybedy noticed the
difference, naturally, but it was a hope-
less task to get him to explain anything.
He simply refused, and the fellows got
tired of asking. Personally, I was con-
siderably interested. I.made no attempt
to question Handforth, but I decided to
keep my eye on him.
Church and McClure had given it up
as a bad job. The trio were still on very
good terms, but there was a feeling of
restraint in Study D. This seereey had
brought about a change in the three
chums. Church and McClure kept more
to themselves, and Handforth did not
seem to object. ~Curicusly enough,
Handforth was quite unconscious of the
fact that the fellows were noticing his
behaviour.
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Mr. Heath was aware of a difference
in all three. Church and McClure were
generally worried and irritable in class,

nd Hondforth was absent-minded. But
the Remove master did not take very
particular notice. As a matter of fact,
he had thoughts of his own to occupy
his mmd

he day he received a short
note ﬁom th° Comte de Plessigny, and
that evening he went to Bannington,
eager and anxious,

The count was as pleasant as usual.
He took him into his library, closed the
door, and invited Mr. Heath to make
himseli comfortable.

“You have something to tell about the
diamond?” asked the visitor.

“Yes, my dear friend,” said the count
smoothly. “I am pleased to inform
you that work has been progressing.
The polishers have given me the dia-
mond to inspect—before completing. I
thought yeu might like to see it.”

shall be tremendously interested,”
said Mr. Heath.

‘The count produced the diamiond. It
had been faced to a certain degree, and
it sparkled and glittered magnificently.
There was not the slightest doubt that
it was a valuable gem. Heath fingered
it almost reverently, and he was over-
Jjoyed.

“When will it be finished—ready for
sale?” he asked eagerly.

“That is one of the reasons I have
asked you to come over,” replied the
count gravely., “I have discovered
something, my dear friend, which, I am
afraid, has placed you in a very awk-
ward position.

Mr. Heath looked startled.

“I don't understand!” he said.

“I did not expect you would; but I
will explain,” said Plessigny, lying back
in his chair and regarding Mr. Heath
closely through his monocle. “It is my
habit to impart bad news bluntly, and I
will do so now. So. I must inform you
that this diamond is actually.the pro-
perty of the Marquis of Layham, and it
Wwas stolen from him five years ago.”

Mr. Heath jumped out of his chair

Wwith a gasp of dismay.

OWN LIBRARY 17

“Stolen!” he ejaculated hoarsely.
“Then—then—-"

‘Words failed him, This bombshell was
staggering.

“I regret that it should be necessary
for me to disappoint you in this way,”
said the count gently. “I only dis-
covered the truth by accident. The
thief brought the diamond from London,
but when he was captured by the police
—near Bellton—the stone was nowhere
to be found. It is clear that he concealed
it in the wood—where you found it.
The man was sent to penal servitude for
five years.

“But—but this is terrible!” said Mr.
Heath dully. “I have been counting
on the money I should receive, and :t
all means nothing. I have no right to
the stone!”

““So,” agreed the count softly. “Iam
gravely worried. my dear sir, not only
because of your disappointment, but of
your perilous position.”

“But—but I'm in no danger!”

The count shrugged his shoulders.

“T am afraid you are mistaken if you
think that,” he said. “This diamond
has been cut—it has been faced, and
you have thus made yourself open to
grave suspicion. Indeed, if any word
leaks out, you are m danger of arTest.

“Good heavens!

“It is very unfortunate that the truth
was not discovered earlier,” confinued
Plessigny. “I have learned that there
is a reward of five thousand pounds
offered for the return of the diamond

“Oh! Then I can claim it—"

“I'm afraid not.”

“But why can’t I—"

“Because the stone has been tam-
pered with, and the police would require
a very fi full’ explanation—an explnnamon
which you could not give them,” replied
the count gravely.. ‘“In fact if you
mentioned one word of this affair to the
police—or do so—you will un-
doubtedly be placed under arrest on the
instant, and you will have extreme diffi-
culty in clearing yourself. To tell you
the truth, it is more than probable that
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you would be sent to ronﬁl servitude
yourself for attcmpfcd theft?”

“Good heavens!”

“Not only that, but I myself will be
jmplicated,” pxoceeded the count, “My
good nature led me to help you in Lkm
matter, and I have only succeeded in
mixing myself in this trouble. Thc
whole business is most unfortunate.”

If it had been the count’s intention to
scare Mr. Heath, he had certainly suc-
ceeded. The young master was posi-
tively staggered by this news, and he
hardly knew what to say.

“However, there is just a chance that
everything may be all right even now,”
said the Comte de Plessigny., “I advise
you to leave the stone with me for the
time being, and wait a day or two.
The only solution that I can see is to
lose the stone again—so that we cannot
be connected with it. However, we
must not do anything in a hurry. Do
not worry yourself unduly, but trust in
me.”

Mr. Heath could hardly do anything
else. He certainly did not realise that
he was now in the count’s poweV—and
that the count had actually been work-
ing to this end. Mr. Heath was deluded
completely.

He took his departure, nervous and
worried.

And Plessigny chuckled afresh, and
genially murmured to himself that his
dupe was nearly ready for the test. Evi-
dently the Comte de Plessigny had not
fnished with the master of the Remove!

And perhaps the count himself would
not have been quite so confident if he
had been aware of the fact that a grim
shadow was I\xrk.mg in his woode
garden—a shad hich  somehow
seemed to bear a str' ing resemblance
to clson Lee!

CHAPTER 6.
The Hezvy Hand!
ANDFORTH had completely
dmpr\ed all interest in the move-
ments of Mr. Clement Heath.

He never thought of going on Mr.
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Heath's track, and he never suggested
embarking upon any detective work.
fact, Handforth was very quiet
indeed. I made a point of visiting him
to ask what had changed him so much,
But I might just as well have visited a
gatepost. Handforth would s:
He even pretended to be astonishe
we should think that he hﬁd changed
at all.

And a night or two later Church and
McClure sprang a surprise on their
leader which considerably startled him.
just bed-time, and the trio had
sallied out into Lhe Triangle to get a
breath of fresh a

‘The night was beaum!ul ‘ a full moon
rising in a clear sky over the tree-tops.
Ha.r(\ly a breath of wind stlucd nd the
air was delightful.

“Tll tell you what,” said Church.
“It’s such a jolly fine night that I don't
feel much like bed. What price we take
a trip to Greyhurst Cowa%—m:t to see
if there’s anything doing?”

wa

“Good idea!” said McClure. “We'll
slip away after lights-out.”

Handforth started.

“Don’t talk rot!” he said sharply.

“You won’t do anything of the scrt!”
Handforth positively refused—he was
distinctly alarmed at the very thought.
ey did their utmost to urge him to
go—but he was firm.
“It’s sheer rot!” he declared. “A
chap goes to bed to sleep—nct to prowl
about in the mD(mhghU”

“BuL you often asked us te go——"
“Never min that! ” mtcrmpted
Handforth, “I've learnt more sense

now. These night trips are potty. After
qll it’s none of our busin W
Heath does, and the best thing
do is to leave things alone. Don’t be
such asses! There goes the bell for
1

Church and McClure were not only
astonished, but they were ench.tened
They had received positive proof that
Handforth did not want them to visit
Jrcyhursc Cottag And, as was only
natural, perhaps, they became extremely
anxious to undertake the trip.
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rere gebting impatient, too, and
lights-out they slipped from
their beds, got dressed, and stole out of

They

Unfortunately,
slightly as they passed out. Handforth
usually slept heavily—but recently he
had been light. And now he found him-
self wakeful, and sat up in bed. One
glance sufficient to tell him the
truth. Church and McClure had slipped
away! They had, in fact, started off
for Edgemore! Ang their inteniion was
to prow! about Greyhurst Cottage!

“Oh, great Scott!” ejaculated Hand-
forth, in great alarm.

Why he should be so concerned was
puzzling; but it was quite clear that he
was tremendously anxious to prevent
his chums from even going near the
cottage. He had apparently discovered
something which he was very anxious
that nobody else should discover,

He hoppad out of bed like a jack-in-
the-box, dashed across the dormitory,
and sped down the passage. He didn't
care whether he met a master or not—
his sole object was to cvertake his
chums, and haul them back.

And he fact—
o as careless of it—that he was

ory.
had decided to go alone!
the door clicke

. He arrived in
Study D, and found the window slightly
open—a clear indication that his chums
had passed out into the Triangle by that
means.

Only for a second did he hesitate.

Then he pushed the window open,
jumped out, and raced across the
Triangle as fast as his legs would carry
him. Pebbles bit into his bare feet, but
he took no notice. He reached the wa 1
Jjumped over, and landed in a bed of
nettle

He

stung, but he didn't care.
Church and McClure were just ahead
—in full sight in the moonlight. Hand-
forth rushed after them grimly.
You—you rotters!” he panted,
Church and McClure turned, startled.
“My only sainted aunt!” gasped
Church. “It’s Handy!”
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“You silly ass!” ejaculated McClure.
“Youll catch a terrific cold! Why,
youwve only got your pyjamas on, and
your feet are bare! Have you gone off
your rocker? Supposing a master sees
you—7"

“Rats to the masters—rats to colds!”
snapped Handforth. “Where are you
off to?”

«Greyhurst Cottage!” said Church,

“You mad asses!” shouted Hand-
forth fiercely. “You mustn’t go therel
I'm jolly well not going to let you go!
You'll only get into trouble! I know
something about that place that I can’t
tell you!”

Church nodded. A

“Yes, we know that,” he said.
“That's why we're going! We're fed
up to the neck with your rotten secrecy,
and we're not standing any more of it !
We're going to Greyhurst Cottage to
find out the truth for ourselves!”

“And if you don’t like it, you can
lump it!” added McClure.

Handforth looked fierce,

“I can lump it, can I?” he roared.
“If you think you're going to Grey-
hurst Cottage, yowre mistaken, You'll
come back to bed!”

“Were not standing any more of
your rot!” said Church hotly. “We're
fed up with you! We're tired of your
tomfoolery! We're sick of your
secrecy!  And, if you want to know
the truth, we're acting on our own in
future!  You.can go to the dickens—
and you can go and eat coke!”

It was not only insubordination, but
open rebellion. Handforth had come
out to prevent his chums making the
trip—and he had every intention of
deing so.  His wrath blazed out as he
listened to their hot words.

“You—you traitors!” he shouted
thickly.

Handforth fairly danced.

“Youve asked for it!” he said
“Youll get it!”

! Crash!

His fists landed out, and Church and

McClure went down. But they were
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upon their feet again almost at once,
fyrious. They were all furious; m

fact, if the affair had not been quite s
serious, it would have been 1udncmus

A terrific battle ensued, and, some-
how, Handforth got the best of it. He
was a tremendous fighter, and just
now he was in splendid form. He
hammered his chums right and left.

He hammered them so well, in fact,
they were soon incapable of defend-
ing themselves.

Church possessed a black eye, a thick
ear, and a bruised neck.  McClure's
nose was bleeding, and he possessed
other injuries which were extremely
painful. And Handforth still kept up
the battle.

Dancing abeut in the moonlight, clad
only in his pyjamas, he presented an
extraordinary sight. But he did not
care. 'Two or three times his chums
attempted to break away—to scoot.

But he prevented these moves, and,
finally, they were subdued. At any
ordinary time they would have been
able to defeat their leader, but just
now he was unconquerable.  His deter-
mination to prevent them going was
strong.

“Now!” he gasped at last “Perhaps
yowll come back to bed!”

He seized them by the scruff of their
necks, and forced them back into the
Tnam’le They were too exhausted
and in too much pain to resist.

They had certainly given up all idea
of venturing out on any detective work
that night! Handforth went back to
bed, thoroughly tired out—but he sat
mme watching. And he meant to
keep awake until his chums were asleep.

But they were no longer chums,

Why was he so tremendously anxious
to prevent them visiting Greyhurst
Cottage? What had he discovered
which he feared others knowing?

The breach between the chums was
destined to widen. They were now at
loggerheads—openly and defiantly—and
there was no telling when they would
come together again.
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CHAPTER 7.
Strainzd Refations!
LANG! Clang!

C The rising bell sounded noisily

and unwelcomely in the Remove
dormitory.  Juniors sat up in bed,
rubbed their eyes, blinked, and turned
out. They were not quite so unwilling
to leave their beds as they would have
been in the winter-time. |

It was a brilliant morning, warm and
sunlight, and everything was looking
splendid from the excellenf view to be
seen from the dormitory windows.

As I got up I noticed something
decidedly peculiar about two juniors
near by.

They were Church and McClure,
They were sitting up in bed, blinking,
and they looked rather dazed.

Church possessed a black eye, which
over-shadowed all his other features.
It was impossible for him to see out
of the eye, and his expression was con-
sequently rather strange.

But this was not all. His left ear
was puffy and bruised, and his cheek
bore a mark which did not improve h:s
looks.

McClure was no better off. His nose,
nommally quite a good-looking member,
was of an extraordinary size, and very
red. His underlip was cut and puffed
out on the right side, twisting his
mouti into a kind of permanent grin—
but a very painful grin,

“Begad!” exclaimed Sir Montie.
“What on earth has been happenin’?”

“They seem to have been in the

ked. “Poor chaps!
They’ve caught i pretty het, too!” |

The first thought that cntexad my
mind was quite a natural one. I im-
mediately suspected Handforth.

But, rough and autocratic as he was,
he had never smashed his chums about
so drastically as this. Their squabbles
were generally of a bilef character, a
punch on the nose usually sufficed to
settle an argument.

It was obvious, however, that Church
and McClure had been knocked abouti
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unmercifully on this occasion. It was
not the result of a mere tiff.

“It's jolly queer!” said Tommy Wat-
sen.  “They weren't like this when
they went to bed last night. Tl bet
they had a fight during the night!
That’s about the worth of it!”

s!” observed Pitt. “What price

Oswald Handforth. That youth
zd just sat up in bed, and was looking
round sleepily. He yawned—or at-
tempted to do so. For quite abruptly
he_stopped short, and gave a gasp.

The reason was clear. His mouth
was considerably swollen in the region
of the upper lip. Not only this, but
his nose seemed to be pointing side-
ways, and his right eye was ominously

He was not so badly marked as
Church and McClure, but he had un-
doubtedly seen some heavy action.

““It seems to have been a free fight,”
I observed.

“When?” asked Pitt.
all right last night.”

“I expect it must have happened
“soon after lights-out,” I replied.

Church and McClure got out of bed,
both of them looking pained.

It was very thoughtful of De Valerie
to bring over a small handmirror, and
he stood by watching with inferest
while Church and McClure inspected
themselves. The two unfortunate
juniors did this with expressions of
horror and dismay.

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Church. “I
—T look awful! I can’t go down like
this. I shall be lugged before the
Head!”

“What price me?” groaned McClure.
“I'm worse!”

“Rot! You haven't got a black eye
like mine—>
. “You chaps needn’t say much,” put
in Singleton. “You may be decorated
very ornamentally, but I think Hand-
forth can give you a few points!»

The crowd of juniors grinned,

“They were
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“What have you been up to?” asked
Hart.

“What have we been up to!” said
Church bitterly. “If you want to know
ask Handforth.”

“We knew it was Handforth, of
course,” grinned Hart. “But what the
merry dickens made you hammer one
avother like that? You haven’t got
any faces left! They're only blobs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Very funny,
McClure fiercely.

“Well, you certainly

isn't  it?”  snapped

look rather

humorous,” admitted Pitt, “At the
same time, I expect it must be painful
to wear faces in that condition. Did
you fight him separately, or was it a

general bust-up?”

“Don't speak to those retters!” ex-
claimed Handforth warmly.

“Why not?”

“Because they're traitors—they’re
turn-coats!” said Handforth. “I've
learnt a lesson I shan’t forget in a
hurry!  They turned against me last
night, and defied me! I'm never going
to speak to the cads again!”

“We wouldn't speak to you for a
thousand quid!” roared Church.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you want another black eye to
match the one you've got now, I'll jolly
soon give you one!” shouted Handforth,
jumping out of bed, “You miserable
rotter!  If you think you can do as
you like with me—"

“Hold on!” grinned Pitt. “I thought
you weren't going to speak to them
again?”

“I'm not speaking!” roared Hand-
forth. “I'm threatening to punch his
nose!”

“If you try that game on again,
yowll get the worst of it!” snarled
McClure. “Last night we weren't quite
prepared for you—but we are now. I
wouldn't be seen talking to you if you
were the last chap on earth!”

“I wouldn’t be found dead with
you!” snorted Church,
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“Go it!” grinned Hart. “Have an-
other scrap while you're about it!”

“They're too joliy funky!” snecred
Handforth, “They wouldn't touch me
if I insulted them every minute.
They've got a taste of my fists, and
they don't want any more! I'm quite
willing to ;me ‘em another lesson if
they want it!”

Church and McClure moved towards
Handforth menacingly.

“Steady on!” I chuckled, grabbing
Church.  “You can't start scrapping
in the dormitory, you know. I
shouldn’t advise you to scrap any-
where until yowre whole again. What
started the trouble, anyhow?”

“Handy started it,” said Church
grimly.

“Don’t tell awful whoppers!” bel-
lowed Handforth. * You started it
yourselves~by daring to defy my
orders—"

“Your orders!” shouted Church
flercely. “Who do you think you arc?
Nothing but a hulking great bully!”

“A conceited, ugly, clumsy, swanking
Jackass!” said McClure, with relish.
“All you can do is to boast and swank
and bully the other chaps! Why,
youwre one of the worsi cads in the
school! ~I'd rather make a pal of
Fullwood!”

“Thanks awfully!”
sneeringly.

Handforth rolled up the sleeves of his
pyjamas. But, although he had every
intention of commencing battle on the
spot, the other fellows would not allow
him to get busy. He had caused enough
trouble, without adding to it.

“Drop all this rot!” I said. “Tell us
the truth, Church.”

“There’s nothing much to tell,”
grunted Church. “Clurey and I went
out last night to do a bit of detective
wark

said Fullwood

a, ha, ha!”

"'lmres nothing particularly funny
in it,” said Chureh, glaring. “I don’t
say that we should have met with suc-
cess—but we only started the game ‘o
take a rise out of Handy.”
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“And he didn’t like it.”

“The silly ass rushed out of doers in
his_pyjamas, overtook us in the lane,
and started firing on the spot,” said
Church. “He was like a blessed steam-
hammer! We couldn't do anything
with him.”

“Well, it's all over now,” I said
smoothly. “Shake hands, and be pals
together.”

“Never!” declared Handforth.

“Rather not!” said Church

“Tve finished with the cad for
good!” added McClur
“Begad! _ TIt's seri then!” ex-

clmmed Sir Montie, with deep concern,

“This is shockin’, dear old boys—it is,
really.”

“You can say what you like—you
can do what you like, but we're fed up
with Handy, and we're not going to
have amthmg more to do with him.
After last night we've finished!” de-
clared Church. “We've finished with
him for good! The rotter can find
some other chums in future.”

“I wouldn't have you chaps under
any conditions!” said Hand i
terly. “I've been disillusi
shrugged his shou!dexe
out the tlu&h for the first
added. “Chaps like these ar (‘1\ {
bothering about! They are a terrible
nuisance to themselves and everybody
else!”

Church and McClure were not to he
beaten. They flung insults upcn Hand-
forth’s head, and he continued to ﬂl g
insults upon theirs. The rest of the
Remove listened with keen en]ouncnt
and were really disappointed when
Handforth walked out.

The split in Study D looked like
being a sericus one.

Church and McClure had suffered
much, but that serap had decided them.
They considered it utterly impossible to
remain on good terms with Edward
Oswald Handforth. They were fed up to
the neck with him.

Because of him they would get into
trouble as soon as they went down.

d.
“p
in
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Mr. Heath or the Housemaster—Nelson
TLee—would not fail to notice their con-
dition, and they would be severely pu
ished for fighting. Their only sati
faction in this thought was that Hand-
forth would be punished, too.

‘When they got downstairs they found
that Handforth was mooching about
the Triangle. So they went straight
to Study D, closed the door, and dis-
cussed the position as calmly as
possible.

“I don't feel like staying in this
study now,” said Church, looking round.

“We've got as much right here as he
has,” declared McClure, “He can’t
He'd better try—that’s

alll  After the way the rotter treated
us I'm not going to speak to
again!”

Church nodded gloomily.

“It’ll be rotten, of course,” he said.
“It’s a pity the ass can’t take us into
his confidence. If he would only do
the right thing I might be inclined to
overlook last night’s affair—-"

“Rats!” sald McClure, “Handy’s a
Totter!”

“He has been lately, I know,” ad-
mitted Church. “But that's only be-
cause he’s got some secret, and won’t
let us into the know. He hates keeping
anything to himself; that’s why he’s
been so irritable and ratty this last
week. If only he'd tell us all about it,
he'd be as happy as anything.”

“He won’t tell us—so what’s the good
of talking?”

“After this bust-up he might think
differently,” sald Church. “I'm not
going to kow-tow to him, or anything
like that; but before having a serious
split, I think we ought to give him a
chance.”

McClure shook his head.

“ You're getting soft,” he said grimly.
“After what's happened, we mustn't
!:aa(;'e agything more to do with the

“That's the right view, I know,” in-
terrupted Church. “But you know what
2 ram-headed idiot he is.  Anyhow, if

OWN LIBRARY 23

we glve him a chance to come back, as
it were, it would free us from all blame.
I think we ought to make peace, if pos-
sible. Life won't be worth living like
this.”

“Well, perhaps we might—-"

McClure broke off. The door had
just opened, and Edward Oswald Hand-
forth strode into the study. He
bestowed a glare upon his two soft-
hearted chums, which did not instil
much confidence into them.

“Clear out of here!”
brusquely.

«En?”

“What?”

“Don’t stand there arguing,” roared
Handforth. “Get out of this study!”

“Rats!” said McClure warmly. “This
study is as much ours as it is yours!
You've got no right to order us—"

“This is my study—and I'm not going
to allow cads like you to contaminate
it with your presence,” declared Hand-
forth fiercely. “Clear out before you'se
thrown out! I'm not standing any ¢
your foolery!”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Church.
“There's no reason why we should
squabble like this—it’s kiddish! I'm
not a chap to keep up a row; in fact, I
like everything to be peaceful.”

Handforth glared.

“Are you trying to apologise?” he
asked sourly.

“No, I'm not!” roared Church. “I'm
providing an opening for you!”

“For me to do what?”

“Apologise to us!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” Handforth laughed
with noisy sarcasm. “Apologise to you,
eh? You silly little idiot! I've finished
with you—and I've finished with
McClure.”

It was evidently quite hopeless.

“If you would only explain your
movements, everything would be all
right,” said Church, in a final effort.
“We can’t go on like this in Study
D. Why can’t you let us share your

he said
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secrets, Handy—the same as usual? We
won’t let anything pass out of this
study—"

“That’s enough!”
forth.

«But I just want to point out—"

“I don't want to hear another
word!” roared Handy, “If you open
your mouth again, Walter Church, I'll
kick you out of the study. —Youre
going, in any case—so yowd better
make haste! Clear out!”

Church gave it up as a bad job, and
snapped his fingers in Handforth’s
face.

“Go and eat coke!”
go when I like, my son! As a matier
of fact, I'm not going at all! MecClure
and I mean to have this study—so the
sooner- you find other quarters the
better!”

“That’s right!” sald McClure.

Handforth fairly goggled at them.

“you—you traitors!” he shouted.
“A fine pair of chums, ain’t you—pro-
posing to leave me in the lurch!”

“Leave you in the lurch!” gasped
Church. “Why, you just told us to
clear out—and now you talk about us
leaving you in the lurch! The fact is,
you don’t know_what you are talking
2bout lately.  Yowve got your head
stuffed full of this Heath business, and
you can’t think clearly on any other
subject. What you need more than
anything else is a visit from a brain
specialist !’

«“And what you need—or will need
soon—is a visit to a hospital!” shouted
Handforth, rolling up his sleeves again.
“Arguing is no good—I'm fed up with
jaw! The time for action has come,
and if you don’t clear out within
twenty seconds, Tl chuck you out!
That's my last word!”

Church and McClure prepared to
withstand the onslaught. ~They were
certainly not going to be thrown out of
their own study by Handforth, and this

snapped Hand-

he said. “I1l

time they had every intention of beat-
ing him.” The previous night he had
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got the better of them, but it would be
different now.

At that moment I looked into Study
D, with the intention of trying to
patch up the quarrel.

CHAPTER 8
Parted Chums!
ANDFORTH turned his attention
H to me, and gave me a freezing
glare.

“I don't want any interference
from you!” he roored. “Now you've
got, that deor open, you might as well
leave it open!”

“What for?” I inquired.

“I'm going to chuck these rotters
out into the passage—"

“No, yowre not!” I interrupted.
“You're not going to do anything sc
drastic as that, my son. To begin
with, they’ve got as much right in here
as you have, and it’s quite likely that
the boot would be on the other foot.
You”might get chucked out yourself

“Didn’t I tell you not to interfere?”
demanded Handforth angrily. “This is
our quarrel—not yours! Can't three
chaps have & guarrel now, without you
butting in?”

“My dear chap,” I said soothingly,
“there’s no question about butting in.
I hate to see three decent fellows hav-
ing a split. Youve pulled together
ever since you've been at St. Frank’s,
and just because of a little petty
squabble, there’s no reason why you
should have a serious parting.”

“It’s mno good talking!” put in
Church wearily. “You might as well
go outside and talk to a gatepost!
Handforth means to have a row, and
there’s no getting out of it.  But if
he thinks he’s going to chuck us out
of this study, he’s jolly well mistaken!»

“Oh, am I?” roared Handlorth,
“We'll see about that!™

He evidently considered ti
words were useless, for he cl

at, further
ged for-
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ward like a battering ram, hurling him-
self &b Church and McClure. I
stepped into the way, however, and
attempted to ease the position.

“Now, look here,” I said. “There’s no
need to get violent——  Hil Mind
what youre doing with your fists!
What the dickens—-"

Further words were impossible, for I
found myself in a somewhat precarious
position. Handforth was hitting out
with all his strength, and Church and
McClure, thoroughly excited, were re-
taliating. And as I happensd to be
in the middle of them, my position
was by no means enviable.

T received those blows before I
knew what had happened, and I only
just managed to escape from the battle
in time. My efforts as peacemaker
were hopeless, and I realised that all
I could do was to leave the trio to it.

Since they were determined to have
another scrap, the best thing I could
do was to retire as discreetly as pos-
sible, so I slipped out of the study, and
closed the door. Sounds of strife
floated out into the passage.

Handforth was going strong.

He was absolutely determined, and
his chums happened to be determined,
tco. The result was a terrific scrap.
The affair of the previous evening was
really nothing compared to it.

Church and McClure defended them-
selves valiantly—but they never got
beyond that point. As for assuming
the offensive, this was out of the ques-
tion. Handforth was so violent that
llot Eas quite impossible to hold him

ack.

He hit out right and left, and every
one of his blows contained a fifty-
horse-power touch. . There was simply
no stopping them. The two unfortu-
nate juniors tried their utmost to
guard themselves, but they failed.

Church went down first, fighting
game to the last. He would prob-
ably have risen to the attack again,
but for the fact that his head struck
the corner of the fender with a crack
which was distinctly audible.
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He lay there, counting the stars.

McClure, left to himself, never
exactly knew what happened next. All
he distinctly remembered was finding
himself in the passage, flat on his
back, gasping for breath. He dimly
Temembered hearing the study door
close with a bang, and then he com-
menced climbing painfully to his feet.

He was practically up when the
study door opened again. There was
a shthermg rush, and Church came
ou He 111dcd violently with
McClure, and the pair rolled over in a
hopcless tangle

Now youre out!” panted Hand-
forth. “If you come near this study
again, you'll be given a second dose!”

He retired, victorious, and Church
and McClure sat in the passage, hardly
caring whether the world came to an
end or not. And, to make matters
worse, Nelson Lee came along the pas-
sage at that very moment. Somehow
or other, masters had a most uncom-
fortable habit of appearing at moments
when they were not required.

Nelson Lee paused as he saw the two
juniors. An expression of astonish-
ment came over his face, and was
quickly replaced by a frown. He
stepped forward quickly, and eyed the
two juniors with a grim gaze.

“Church—MecClure!” he snapped.
“What is the meaning of this dis-
graceful affair? ~ Good gracious! You
are in a shocking condition!”

Church sat up, blinking with houm

“We—we— That is to say, we—-""

“Get to your feet at once, boys!”
ordered the Housemaster sternly. “I
have never seen two boys in such a dis-
graceful condition before. I will see
that you are very severely punished
for fighting in this brutal manner!”

“VWe—we haven't been fighting, sir!
gasped McClure faintly.

“Not—not - between ~ourselves, sir!”
added Church.

“Then I assume that Handforth is
responsible for your present condi-
tion?”

‘The two Removites Were silent.
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“Answer me, Church!” said Nelson
Lee curtly.

“I—T'q rather not, sir!” said Church,
shifting his feet uncomfortably.

Nelson Lee did not press the matter.
He easily guessed that the two juniors
were loyal, and that they would not
sneak against their leader—even after
he had hurt them so grievously.

The Housemaster tapped on the door
of Study D, and entered.

Handforth was sitting in the easy
chair, staring straight before him,
totally unconscious of his surround-
ings. He made no attempt to
obliterate the effects of the recent
battle.

His necklie was missing, his collar
was crumpled, and one side was torn
from its stud, his lip was bleeding, and
one eye was puffed and blackened.

“Handforth!” rapped out Nelson
Lee sharply.

Handforth gave a violent start, and
jumped up.

“I—I didn’t see you come in, sir!” he

nted.

« Apparently not, my boy,” sald the
Housemaster. “I presume that you are
responsible for the appalling condition
of Church and McClure—whom I have
just seen in the passage?”

Handforth’s lip curled.

“Oh, they've been sneaking, have
they?” he exclaimed bitterly.

“Church and McClure refused to
give any account of themselves—so
your usation is without dation
Handforth,” said the Housemaster. “It
was quite easy for me to draw my own
conclusions.”

Handforth squared his jaw.

“Well, T don’t mind telling you the
truth, sir,” he said. “I did throw the
two rotters out!”

“You admit it?”

“Yes, sir; and if they come back,
Tl pitch them out again.”

“You must not speak to me like
Handforth,” said Nelson Lee
sternly.  “You will understand that
Church and McClure can enter this
study when they please. And if you

THE SCHOOLMASTER SPY!

attempt to touch them again, you wil
be flogged.” 3
Handforth glared.
“I don’t see that, sir!” he shouted.
“It’s my study, and I've got a right to
chuck them out if I want to—"
“It is not your study!” interruptes
Lee sharply. ©You had better get tha
i ur head at once, Hand:

have.
that you are developing into an arx
gant bully!”

Handforth nearly fainted.

“A—a bully, sir?” he gasped.

“That is what I said!”

“But—but I was only teaching the
a lesson, sir—"

“There are many ways of teachin:
lessons, Handforth—and I am sorry
see that your way seems to be a violen
one,” continued the Housemaste:
“Simply because you happen to b
stronger than your study mates, i
does not necessarily follow that yo
should bully them.”

“But—but—->"

“I do not say that you have done s9
deliberately,” went on Lee. “To tell
you the truth, Handforth, I though{
better of you. Perhaps you acted un
thinkingly—which is oné of youy
characteristics. Just because yo!
have had a little disagreement witl
your study companions, it is Nno reasor
why you should throw them ouf. I ind
tend to give you a punishment which
will, perhaps, serve as a lesson.”

«A—a, punishment, sir?” sald Hand:
forth, shocked at the thought.

“Yes, my boy,” said Lee. “A caning;
I fear, would have very little effect;
since you are sufilclently brawny to
withstand mere physical pain. You
will write me five hundred lines, and
you will be confined to gates for thred

days—"

“Great Scott!” said Handforth
weakly.

“Furthermore, Handforth, you mus
understand that Church and McClure
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are not to be inter: fmcd with when they
enter this room again,” said the Hou
master. “Jf I learn that you have d:
obeyed this order, I shall take you
straight before the headmaster, and
advise him to flog you. That is all,
my hoy.” N

Nelson Lee rctired from the study,
1eaving Handforth like a newly landed
fish. He bitterly realised that Church
and McClure now held the upper hand,
Within a few minutes they would b
pack in the study, gloating over his
helplessness, and sneering at him, It
was just the kind of thing they would

do.

“1 won't stick it!” multered Hand-
forth. “I’ll clear out of the study my-
self—and then they’ll Olﬂy be able to
sneer at the bare walls!”

Meanwhile, Nelson Lee found Church
and McClure still in the passage. They
were looking rather more alive now,
and had tidied themselves to the best
of their ability. Before being present-
able for breakfast, they would find it
necessary to visit the bath-room, and to
don collars.

“You may go into your study when
you like, my boys,” said Nelson Lee.
“I've had a talk with Handforth, and
I realise that he was mestly to blame
in this affair, However, you will each
receive fifty lines for taking part in
the fight. If Hanaforth interferes with

ou again, I shall know of it—and he

ill be flogged.”

Nelson Lee passed on, and C!
and McClure looked

urch
at one another,

it!”
the
He

in”

S5l
¢ . he jolly
said Church. “It's tal
swank out of him, I she
won't dare to interfere with us abn

McClure snorted.

“I'm not going back again into the
study,” he decl. got a pe:
fect right there, I know, and Handy
can’t interfere with us now; but I
Wwouldn't, dream of sharing ‘he same
sm‘%}z With him in future!”

es, I suppose youre right,” said
Church, neddugg y :
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The door of Study D opened, and
haanoth appeare
Well,” he said soully “you know
all about it, I suppose. I can't touch
you if you come into the study again,
and you can come into the study.”
“Oh, you needn’t worry!” inter-
rupted McClure. “If you think we'll
come back into Study D, youre mis-
taken! We've finished with you!*”
“'I;pen you don’t know that Mr. Lee

“We know everything,” said Church.
“You daren’t touch us now; but that
makes no difference. We're not coming
pack. You can keep the study to your-
self, and after this we're not going to
speak to you again. You can go to the
dicken:

'“hey walked down the passage,
leaving Hand!or’m somewhat taken
aback. e had not expected them to
adopt thxs ammde‘ It was rather like
heaping coals of fire on his head and
he felt uncomfortable. He even began
to wonder whether he had been really
bullying—but he thrust that idea out of
his mind.

By breakfast-time the three juniors
were looking more presentable, although
they still showed many signs of con:

Mr. Heath, of course, did not fail to
observe the appearance of the Study D
trio when morning lessom commenced.
He sternly questioned them; but when
he discovered that Nelcon Lcc had dealt
with the matter, he said no more.

Mr, Heath celtalnly did not imagine
that the whole trouble had been in-
directly caused through him.

By dinner-time the estrangement be-
tween the three chums had grown more
ronounced; the breach had widened.
y avoided ome another, and took
every precaution to prevent a meeting.
treated Church and
ith lofty disdain; he ignored
th ence. And they, on their
part, copxed these methods. They held
their noses in the air whenever they
passed their former leader, and they
looked upon him as though he aidn’t
exist.




23

he Remove looked on with interest.

This was the first occasion in history
where Handforth & Co. had been
parted. Some of the fellows considered
that they would never be pals again,
others prophesied that an armistice
would be declared within a couple of
days, and a lasting peace within three.

Personally, I was inclined to share
this latter view. I couldn’t conceive
Handforth & Co. being at loggerheads
for long.

But there was no doubt about the
question now. The three hitherto in-
separable chums were separated. In-
dividually, they were obstinate—Hand-
forth particularly so. They probably
wanted to come together again already,
but neither party would make the first
advance.

Meanwhile, they drifted farther and
farther apart.

How long would it be before the turn-
ing point arrived?

CHAPTER 0.
The Comte Pays a Visit!

“TYEGAD! I wonder who this old
B gentleman is?”

Sir Montie Tregellis-West ad-
justed his pince-nez, and gazed with
polite interest at the figure which had
Jjust entered the Triangle. Tommy
Watson and I were similarly interested.

“He looks like @ foreigner,” said
Watson critically.

“I am inclined to think that you are
right, dear old fellow,” agreed Sir
Montie, nodding. “A most amiable-
lookin’ old fellow—he is, really.”

We were standing on the steps of the
Ancient House. It was the afternoon
of the day following. Lessorns were over
for the day, and tea was the next order
on the hill.

We had been on our way to the tuck-
shop, to purchase a few supplies, and
had paused on the steps to gaze upon
the stranger, The afternoon was
%}?ru‘zus —hrilliant, hot, and exception-
ally fine,
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The gentleman who had entered they
Triangle was a newcomer to St. Frank’s.|
He was aftired in light iann-] trousers,
a grey alpaca coat, and a wide-brimmed
straw_trilby.

he came nearer, we were able ta
see his featu more distinctly. Hd
was elderly, his hair was grey, and &
heatly pointed beard odorned his chin,
His moustache was pointed, too, and he
had big eyebrows.

There was undoubtedly a foreiga
touch about him, and he was somethi;

with a black cord dropping
waistcoat. His neckwear was immac
late, his boots were glittering, and 4§
beautiful rose adorned the lapel of hi
Jjacket.

“Hallo! ~ Who's this Frenchy olg
merchant?” asked Reginald = Pitfll 1
coming up. o

“We were just wondering the samll?

thing, old boy,” said Montie. 3
“Just a sight-seer, perhaps,” observe
Pitt. “If he wanfs somebody to taki
him round the school, you'd better offel
your services, Tregellis-West, Y
politeness and inborn courtesy will lea¥
a lasting impression.” )
“Pray refrain from bein’ so absurdy

said Montie severely.
“He’s beckoning to us,”

b

ISR

“I suppose we'd better see wha
the old chap wants.”

He and Pitt moved down the stej
and arrived at the bottom just in ti
to meet the stranger.
politely raised his hat, smiled, and carg
tully adjusted his monocle.

“This is most fortunate, my dea]
lads,” he said, in a delightfully smoot]
pleasant voice. “I should like you tg
do me a favour, if it would not be tod
much trouble.”

" Certainly, sir,
can we do, sir?

“I am anxious to be directed to the
private study of one of your masters

7 said Pitt,  “Whal

Mr. Clement Heath, to be exact,” saig
the stranger. “If you'll be good encugy




0 act as my uide, I shall be deeply
ebted to ¥

nfi"ﬁlflxes vxav, sxr " said Pitt_briskly.
«Thank you, my dear lad—thank
The courteous old stranger accom-
anied the two juniors into the Ancient
[House, ing us on the way. He
ncdded to us genially, and I Jooked after
im rather curiously as he was crossing
the 1obby. . i

“I know who he is,” I said. “I re-
member reading in the local rag now
apout a French count coming to live
in Bannington, Tl bet that's the
Comte de Plessigny.”

“That’s a pretty high-sounding name,
anyhow!” said Watson. “It sounds
like a chamctex ut of an mstorical
romance!”

Meanwhile, the Comte de Plessigny—
r it was he—found himself outside
Mr. Heath's study. Pitt paused for a
moment before tapping on the door.

“T'll just see if Mr. Heath is in, sir,”
he said.

“Thank you, my dear lad—thank
you!”

Pitt tapped, and was invited to enter.
He found Mr. Heath sitting at his desk,
busily engaged upon some school work,

“Well Pitt?”

“There's a gentleman to see you, sir.”

“A gentleman?” repeated Mr. Heath
cur musly “What is his name?”

‘I don’t know, sir.”

“Well, you had better bring the
USJLO[‘ to my study,” said Mr. Heath.

s here, sir—just outside the

=4

s
door.”
Pitt stepped outside, and a moment
later ushered the count into the apart-
Ient. Pitt closed the door softly, leay-
ing the two men alone.
btood removing his white gloves, and
ng cheerfully. Mr. Heath jumped
is feet, with a somewhat stariled
mation.
“I-T didn’t expect to see you, sir!”
Jexclaimed quickly.
No?” said the count, with perfect
. “I trust that it is an unex-
Dected pleasure. I should hardly like

lr
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to intrude, my dear Mr. Heath. You
appear startled, and I am at a loss to
understand why.”

I I am really delighted to see you,
sir,” said Mr. Heath. “But~buc it is
So surprising fo find you here. I never

thought that you would come to St.
Frank’s—"

“Why not?” asked the count. “I
have nothing to conceal. I have busi-
ness to_discuss, and so I came.”

Mr. Heath was still looking rather
startled.  He invited his ghe*t to be
seated, and, meanwhile, he attempted to
recover his own composut

“I was somewhaf taken aback be-
cause I have been greatly worried,” said
Mr. Heath, regarding the visitor
curiously. “Since our conversation of
yesterday, when I saw you in Banning-
ton, I have been considerably exexcxsed
in mind regarding the stone.
sume you have come in reference to tha.t
matter?”

The Comte de Plessigny nodded.

“S0!” he replied. *That is the case,
my dear sir. I have come to talk
matters over with you—not actually
with regard to the diamond, but indi-
rectly because of it. I assume that you
have mentioned nothing to any of the

8ood people here?”
“Not a word,” said Mr. Heath.

The count lay back in his chair,
placed the tips of his fingers together,
and gazed rather dreamily at the ceil-
ing. Mr. Heath sat waiting for him to
speak, and the new master was by no
means at ease.

‘The count !oo ced across at Mr. Heath
after a few moments and smiled.

“With regard to the dldn‘ond" he
said, “I think it will be better if you
continue to leave it in my hands for the
moment. There is no actual danger for
either of us, but the position is certainly
awkward.”

“Will you get into trouble if the
police discover anything?” asked Mr.
Heath.

The count shook his head.

I? Oh, no!” he said. “I shall get
into no trouble, my dear sir. With you
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it is a different matter. You found the
diamond, you brought it to me, knowinz
nothing of its history, and I was good-
natured cnough to get it faced and
polished for you. It is your responsi-
bility entirely, and I am merely keeping
it in order to help you.”

“Yes, I quite understand that,” said
Mr. Heath. ‘‘But you must remember
that you advised me to have the stone
faced—"

“Quite so, quite so!” agreed the
count. “But I kq\,.v nothing about the
stone, and only discovered when it was
too late that the diamond was stolen
property. To continue polishing the
stone and to sell it would be a criminal
act.”

“Yes, I know thaf, right enough,”
said Mr. Heath, nodding. * But surely

it would be possible to explain every- |Kin

thing to the police, and to hand it over.
I should then be sure of the five
thousand pounds reward. I don’t like
all this mystery and trouble and under-
handed dealing—"

“Neither do I like it; to let you know
the honest truth, I object to it
strongly,” mte"mpted the count. “But,
having promised to help you, I am ful
filling that pr am pre-
pared to go furthcr

“It is very kind of you-

“Wait. I have some’hing to say
which may not meet with your unquali-
fied approval,” said the visitor, bending
forward slightly. “I take it that we are
quite private here?”

“Why, yes, of course.”

“Good. Well, my young friend, the
position is somewhat curious,” pro-
ceeded Plessigny. wish to help you,
and I am prepared to do so if you will
go a little out of your way to help me.
It has come to my knowledge that a
certain English nobleman will shortly
pay a visit fo this college—to be precise,
Lord Dorrimore, the famous (“{p]orel’
and big-game hunter.”

Mr. Heath elevated his eyebrows.

“This is news to me,” he remarked.

“I suspected that it would be,” re-
marked the count. “Lord Dorrimore
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will be paying a visit Lo Mr. Nelson Lee
next week, I think. am a man of
4 words. Conscquently I will not
ate to tell you my wish. I want
you to discover the exact meaning of
Lord Dorrimore’s visit.”

“I don't understand you at all,” de-
clared Mr. Heath.

“No? hen I will make mycvlt
clearer,” smiled the count smooth!
“I am aware of the fact that Lord Dor-
rimore is interested in a certain trip
abroad—a trip which wiil be under-
taken as scon as the St. Frank's
summer holidays commence. Mr. Lee
will be a member of Lord Dorrimore’s
party—and I have every reason to sup-
pose that some of the boys will be
guests also. This trip, I believe, is con-
necb{.d with a lost treasure of some

‘”I'hats very interesting,” said Mr.
Heath.

The count smiled.

“You can greatly oblige me by using
your discretion to discover what his
lordship’s plan is—to acquaint yourself
with all the details, if possible.” 4

Mr Heaths expression had changed.

“Why do you require this informa-
h(m”” he inquired coldly.
“I have an excellent reason,” ssxd

shrugging his
could 1ot interest you, my young fr fend

—and I do not intend to discuss my
reasons. It is for you to carry out my
wishes.”

“I think not!” exclaimed the Remove
master curtly. “To be quite blunt, sir,
you wish me to act as a spy—a spy oh

my Housemaster, and upon his guest. X
cannot undertake to— 4

“Dear, dear! You are such a hasty
young man!” interrupted the count de-
precatingly. “A spy? Good gracious!
‘What nonsense! I am merely curious
—I am interested in travel personally—
and you are here on the spot. It will be,

a simple matter for you to obtain this
fhformation.  Fou will not be suspected
of cuuosxty It \"111 be child’s play.”

That may be,” Mr. Heath.
“But at the same Lxme. : § posmvely de 4
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cline to participate in this plan. I
t mention that I am considerably
surprised to find that such a suggesuon

hould come from your lips. I had a
petter opinion of you, sir.”

The count’s face wrinkled up, and he
chuckled.

“This is really sad—depiorable!” he
exclaimed softly. ‘“So your opinion of
-ne has gone down a point? So! Iam

ceply sorry if I have disappointed you

—but you do not understand the exact
position. That is all. Please do not be
foolish any longer. Come! You will
co as I ask you?”

The young Form-master shook his
heat

“No” he said firmly. “I will not!”

childish—and dangerous,”
ccunt his voice becoming some-
what mefallic and hard—a strange con-
trast to his former silkiness. “Yes, my
yeung friend—dangerous.  You appar-
ently forget your own perilous position;
you overlook the fact that one word
from me will place you in a serious—-"

“Good heavens! You don’t mean
that would—"

“Tut-tut!” interrupted the count.
“You understand me, perfectly—and b
understand you. So!”

Mr. Heath sat silent. He sat in his
chair with compressed lips, and his face
was pale. He was just beginning to
realise that the position was not exactly
as he had pictured it.

The count, apparently, was something
ore than a harmless, genial old natu-
ralist. Mr. Heath even began to suspect
that there might be some trickery in
connection with the diamond itself.

The count’s proposal took his breath
away. He was to spy upon Nelson Lee!
That, in plain truth, was what Plessigny
required. Mr. Heath was absolutely
“pposed {o any such undertaking. . But
a fr’ehng of helplessness was creeping
¢ver him—that he would be absolutely
‘r’\’pdlcd to carry out the count’s

e.

Plessigny had not threatened him in
nany words, but his tone certainly
lied that the police authorifies might
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get to know something of the dmmmd
if he—Heath—remained obstin:

The Form-master was mnownt of
cunning and crime, and he hardly
seemed to realise that his present posi-
tion was the result of a carefully con-
ceived plot—he did not fully understand
that the count’s proposal was something
in the nature of blackmail. Mr. Heath
was so astonished at the turn of cvents
that he hardly knew what to think. He
was rudely awakened from his thoughts.

“Well?” said his visitor softly. “You
have decided.

“I—I hardly know,” said Mr, Heath
awkwardly. “I will do my best to carry
out your wishes—but I shall certainly
refrain from spying. If I hear anything
that \x‘ould be of use to you, I will let
you know.”

‘The count rubbed his pa!ms cooether

“Good!” he exclaimed gent], hat
is a start, at all cvents. We will Ieave it
at that, my young friend. I will bother
you no more, You give me your promise
that you will keep on the alert?”

““Well, yes.”

“That is enough, then,” said the
count, rising to his feet. “No doubt you

Remember your own peculiar
position.”

Plessigny smiled with all his old
geniality; he fairly bubbled with good
nature and charm. And he quitted Mr.
Heath’s study, leavmg the young master
worried and troul

Meanwhile, certam preparations had
been made.

I found myself in request To be
exact, the guv'nor sent for me soon
after the count had gone to Mr. Heath’s
room, and I went to Nelson Lee, wonder-
ing what could be the meaning of his
summons.

“Here I am, guv'nor,” I said. “What's
in the wind?”

“I will explain, young 'un,” said
Nelson Lee. “You are probably aware of
the fact that Mr. Heath has, at the
present moment, a visitor in the person
of the Comte dn: Plessigny.”
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““Yes, I know that, sir,” I said.

“Well, T want you to obtain two
photegraphs of the count when he takes
his leave—full face and profile. They
must be taken at close quarters, and
must be good specimens.”

“That’s easy enough, sir,” I said, “As
it happens, my best camera is fully
loaded, and it won't take five minutes
to snap the old chap. But what's the
idea?”

“Not so quick, Nipper,” said Nelson
Lee. “I want>you to understand that
the count must not be aware that he
has been photographed.”

I stared.

“And you want one full-faced and one
pxoﬂcvat close quarters?” I asked.

“ Precisely.”

“And the count isn't to know any-
thing abeut it?”

“That is what I said.”

“But it’s impossible, sir,” I protested.
“I couldn't take two photographs of
that sort without his knowing of it.”

Nelson Lee looked at me squarely.

“‘Come, Nipper, I am confident that
you are capable of performing a little
manceuvre of that type. I have faxth in
you, my lad. Don’t disappei

“Phew!” I whistled.
order, guvnor-—

“Nonsense!”

Nelson Lee dismissed me smilingly, I
was thoughtful ‘when I returned to my
chums. them what the guv’nor
required, and they looked at me rather
doubtfully when I had finished.

© “It can't be done,” declared Watson.

“Dear old boy. I'm afraid youre
right.” said Sir Montie. “You might
be able to take a snapshot of the old

man’s back, Nipper, but not a
p view of his face. Begad! Iam
rather surprised at Mr. Lee for expectin’

me.”
“ILs a tall
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“It's impossible,” said Tommy ﬁrmlv

I sat down and set my wits to work.
Two minutes later a keen light came
into my eyes, and I grinned.

“I think it can be managed, after
all,” 1 ud chec;fully

:‘ Eh?” smd Watson.

“Oh, don’t talk

“I'm not talking rot,” I interrupted
briskly. “The guvnor was right. This
affair will be quite simple—all it needs
is a little brain power. If I don't get
those two photographs, T'll—I'll eat my
own camera! And I'll get them without
the old merchant guessing a thing!”

“But how?” demanded Watson.
“How’s it going to be done?”

“Well, to begin with, I'm going to
take several elaborately posed photo-
graphs of our noble friend, the august
Montie,” I said.

“ER?

“Really, dear old boy—"

“We can't stop to discuss matters,”
interrupted crisply. “The count may?
come out at any moment, so we must b
on the spot. Thank goodness m
camera is all ready for business.”

I took the instrument out of the cup-
board. ~ [

“Comc on!” I said. “Follow your"
uncle!”

My chums came out of Study D won-
deringly. Out in the Triangle the after-
noon was still as brilliant as ever—
perfect weather for good photography.,
I proceeded to go ahead with myW§t
scheme.

Fortunately the Triangle was rathe
deserted—most of the fellows being af
tea. And nobody took any particula;
interest in our movements. There wa:
nothing exciting in the fact that I wa
ing my two chums.

you to accomplish a really
task.”

“That’s the worst of the guv'nor,” I
said. “I've done a few decent bits of
work now and again, and_because of
that he seems to have an idea that I'm
capable of magic! It's a bit thick! I'm
Jlggered if I know how to do the trick!”

Montie and Tommy were quit
puzzled, but they fell in with my sugge:s
tions without protest—but with a deter-
mined idea in their heads to wring the
truth out of me later on.

I placed them some little distanc
from the steps, in the full sunlight, an
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then. proceeded to waste time in getting
them posed. Nothing would suit me.
Actually, of course, I was simply wait-
ing for the count to appear. To my
great satisfaction he did so, putting on
his gloves as he emerged from the
Ancient House doorway.

was just at the bottom of the steps,
and ke would have to pass within a yard
or two.

st wait a minute, sir,” I said

«Certainly, my boy—certainly,”
smiled the count. “A most interesting
hobby, to be sure.”

He came down the steps, and stood
watching at close quarters. I didn’t even
jook at him, but gave all my attention
to the camera.

“Now, then, you chaps—stand still}”
1 commanded. ‘One—two—three!”

Click!

“All over!” I said cheerfully.
got you nicely.”

I swung the camera round and faced
tho count. -~

“That's the way to do it, sir,” I said,
smiling.

“So I observe, my boy—so I observe,”
nodded Plessigny. ~ “You seemed to be
quite a professional. So. Splendid! A
most interesting hobby!”

He turned away, and my shutter went
for the second time. And as the Comte
de Plessigny strolled leisurely towards
the gates he was totally ignorant of the
fact that I had obtained two very ex-
cellent photographs—one full-faced, and
the other profile. I was delighted with
the success of my ruse.

“A fat lot of good, wasn't it?” said
“Mr. Lee asked you to take

“Ive

Watson.
he count’s photograph, not ours.”
“Dry up, you ass!” I said. “It may
nterest you to know his dial is distinctly
mpressed upon two half-plates i
Famera.”

“Dear old boy, I don’t understand,”
aid Sir Montie.

“Ibs easy,” I grinned. “T didn’t take
photos at all—but you thought I
and the count thought I did. The
1 made was caused by my finger
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nail on the camera—this shutter is
noiseless. I dare say I seemed careless
and easy when I turned to the count
and spoke to him. But I opened the
shutter at the right second, and got him
full face—without his knowing anything
about it

“My hat!” said Watson. “That was
ute.”

“And when he turned away, I oper-
ated the shutter a second time,” I
explained. “He thought I was wasting
plates on you—but I've got more respect
for ’em. They're too expensive!”

“Really, old boy, you are frightfully
uncomplimentary,” said Sir Montie. “In
the cires,, however, I will forgive you.
1 am quite certain the count guessed
nothing. You did it so innocently and
so quickly that Tommy and 1 didn’t
knew anythin’ about it.”

“That was just the idea,”
“Simply bluff, my sons.”

Directly after tea we retired to the
dark-room, and there I developed my
plates, fixed them, and all the rest of it.
An hour later I took a couple of gas-
light prints—and the result was quite
surprising.

Both the snapshots were perfect. ¢

e count was there on the paper—
full face and profile. Every line of his
wrinkled face appeared. Considering
the difficulties under which I  had
worked, I was more than delighted at
my Success.

I carried off the prints to the guvnor,
and planted them on his desk.

“There you are, sir!” I said. “How's
that?” i

Nelson Lee examined the prints
closely.

“Nipper, these are better than I had
hoped for!” he exclaimed. “Good lad!
1 knew that I should be able to count on
you.”

I said,

in this| you.

“To snap the count,” I grinned.

“For merey’s sake don’t make up any
of your terrible puns here, Nipper,”
exclaimed the guv’nor severely. ‘““¥You
have done well, and I am delighted. I
watched .you as you took the photo-
graphs, and I am quite satisfied that the
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count was ignorant of the truth. I
hardly expected the photographs to be
so perfect, however.

“‘\ID»\ guv'nor, I want to know things.
Why do you require these photographs?
What's the brainy idea?” I asked.
+Nelson Lee shook his head.

“I am afraid I shall have to leave
you glie ing, young ’un,” he said.

“Oh, rats!” I want to know the
truth——"

“I don't like to disappeint you,
Nipper, but I can’t tell you anything
further at present,” sald Nelson Lec

firmly. “You have done well, and
am pleased with you. That must be
sufficient.”

Aund, try as I would, I couldn't shift
the guv'nor from his decision. Why o
carth had he got me to take the photo-
sraphs, and what were they for, were
questions which were quite beyond my
powers of imagination.

CHAPTER 10.
A Few Deductions!
“ YUST the day for a cycle run,” de-

] clared Handforth, gazing at the

sky approvingly.

“Well, I'm not so_sure,” sald De
Valerie. “I'd rather lie about in the
shade on the river bank. It's terrific-
ally hot this afternoon, and cyclings too
much like hard work to please me.”

t1” said Handforth. “I'm think-
ing cf going over to Caistowe.”

“With Church and McClure?”

Handforth frowned darkly.

“ No"’ he snapped. “I'm going
alone!
“Ch!”  The squabble’s still going,
then?” grinned Pitt.

“Squabble?” said Handforth stiffiy.
“There’s no squabble, you ass! Church
and McClure are nothing to me at all—
I disown them. I'm never going to
speak to the cads again! I've finished
with them for good!™

Handforth walked off, snorting.
it was the afternoon following my
i piotographic stunt, and it was a
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half-holiday. The fine weather had nof
broken, and a hot sun beat down from 4
a cloudlcs; sLy Everything was baking, §
and the roads were thick with dust.

Handforth met some other fellow:
just inside the lobby.

“I'm going for a cycle run ane
dinner,” he said carelessly. “I W
‘hmkmv about gettmn to CMSLDW
J»‘st for the run.”

“You're welcome to it,” said Hart.

“Couldn’t be a better day for
cycling,” went on Handforth. “Whe!
I get to Caistowe I can have a dip, if
1 feal inclined. And 1 may not be bacig
until the evening.

“My dear chap it deesn’t interest w:
when you'll get back,” remarked Arm-
strong.  “We'te going to squat underpy
the trees and watch the first elever
whack Redstone. Itll be a toppil
pkw?atch Why don’t you stay and see
169"

“Oh, I'd prefer the cycle run,”
Handforth.

He strolled off, and emerged into the
Triangle.

In the shade of the old elms he end
countered Jack Grey, Somerton, and
‘And Handforth lost 1o timd]

was bent upon going out for a cycld
run after dinner. B

In fact, Handforth seemed to go to 4
lot of trouble to make everybod

making Caistowe his objective.
f the fellows talked about i
“What the dickens do we want

vall of the gymnasium, “Silly ass!
seems to be Bomv z\bout the gid

he's gomg!” sniffed Canham.
“What's that?” inquired

who hanpbned to be passing.

talking about

yd ! nbbard.
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1ie explained, and Church nodded.

“Yes, T've heard other chaps talking
pbout it, too,” said Church. “Seems a
pit queer why Handy should make a
special point of telling everybody.”

“Ch, I suppose he wants to impress
upon the Remove the fact that he’s
finisned with you and McClure,”
grinned Hubbard. “He’s making it
quite clear that he's going out alone.
1 suppose that yowll soon make it up,
en?”

Church shook his head.

“Not likely,” he said. “Handy’s too
jolly obstinate! Until he apologises we
shan't have anything to do with him.”

Church  strolled off, and found
McClure in the lobby. He was unable
to discuss anything with his chum, for
at that moment the dinner-bell rang.
During the meal Church seemed to be
very thoughtful.

Later on, McClure understood why.

“T've been thinking,” said Church,
when he and his chum were in their
little study after dinner; “in fact, T've
been making a few deductions—and
I've come to one conclusion.”

“What's that?”

“I'm talking about Handy—-"

“Oh, rats to him!” said -McClure

tartly.
“Tve got a pretty keen idea in my
head that there’ll be something doing
this afternoon,” went on Church. I
don’t profess to be a detective, but if T
can’t beat Handy at his own game, Tl
allow him to punch my nose every time
he wants to!”

“What are you driving at?”

«“well, just consider the facts,” said
Church keenly. “Handy’s been telling
everybody that he’s going out for a
e run—that he means to go t
aistowe. Well, in my opinion, that's a
blind.”

“A which?” i
“He means to go somewhere else!

eason—a word here and there. But

Iandforth always overdoes things.”
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MecClure looked thoughtful.

“Yes, there might be something in
it,” he agreed.

“Might be. I'm jolly certain of it,”
said Church. “And it's a dead cert
that Handy means to go to Greyhurst
Cottage. He's going out on his bike,
and he’ll make straight for Edgemore
—after taking the Caistowe road for a
bit. He doesn’t want anybody to know
where he’s really going.”

“By jingo, yowve hit it!” said
McClure, ‘“For some unknown reason,
the ass doesn’t want us to go near that
cottage. He knocked us about because
we decided to go there alone. He's
found out something about Mr. Heath
that he wants to keep to himself—he
seemed scared when there was a chance
of us discovering something.”

“He did!” agreed Church. “So it’s
up to us to get at the truth. If we can
only do that—if we can only discover
the secret of Greyhurst—things will be
different.” "’

“How do you mean?”

“Why, if we know this secret as well
as Handforth, he won’t need to keep

anything from us,” explained Church.
““He’s beent hsjo{jouy mysterious lately
s secret.” 2o ;

because of
“And if

we know the truth, he maj
apologise?” {

Of - coursel” said Church, “Al
though it’s a bit uncertain whether he'll
g0 to that length. He might say a few
words which amount to the same thing
—and we  can walve a complete
apology.” 5

p‘(?V\rge%l, it would be a lot hett‘er to
have things going smoothly again,” saild
McClure. “I'm fed-up with this cat-
and-dog life. But I don’t quite see
how we can learn anything of value.

Church nodded wisely. :

“Don’t you?” he said. «“ywell, listen
to_me.” :

He outlined a scheme to his chum—a
stratagem which fairly took McClure’s
breath away for the moment. The plot,
in fact, was a deep one, and the two
junicrs discussed it cagerly and with
much animation.
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“ Wdl is it a go?” asked Church at

las

“ You bet!” said McClure.

Two or three minutes later they were
rushing about making certain prepara-
tions. It was necessary to rush, for
Handforth was Jjust fetching his bxcycle
out—and it would not take him long
to get to Greyhurst Cottage, notwith-
standing the fact that he would make
a detour.

Five minutes later
McClure hurried out.

They cared nothing for the cricket
match on Big Side—it had no interest
for them then.

They dived straight into Bellton
Wood, hurried through it, and emerged
into the little lane whlch led to Edge-
more. A very few minutes later they
approached the dark-looking cottage
which—in their opinion—was Hand-
forth’s real destination.

It was quite easy to conceal them-
selves near by, for there were dry
ditches filled with ferns, overhanging
trees, and other handy aids for con-
cealment. They were hot and breath-
less, and were glad of the rest.

“Well, we've got here,” panted
Church, mopping his bmw “Have you
got those things all right?”

“Rather! Let’s hope we shall be
able to use ’em.”

They sat waiting in the ditch, glanc-
ing up and down the road occns\onally,
and every now and again examining
the front of the cottage. It was a very
peaceful spot, and extremely quiet. It
really seemed impossible that there
could be any deep mystery here. But
Church and McClure were determined
to get at the truth.

“Hallo!” whispered Church
denly. “Did you hear that?”

“That tinkie?”

It was a _cycle bell!” said
L K Sounded like the rotten bell
of Handy's too!”

T{he two juniors parted the ferns
cautiously, and peered down the lane.
They could not see into the little village,

owing to a bend in the road. ’11‘@&

Church and

sud-
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watched the bend
anxiously.

A cyclist came into view—and the twqg
juniors gazed at one another i
triumph.

“It's Handy!” whispered McClure.

“As large as life!” said Church,
“There you are! My reasoning wag
pretty sound, wasn't it? Going tq
Caistowe! What rot!”

The two_ juniors remained silent and
crouched down low.

Handforth dismounted from hig
bicycle at the gate of Gxeyh\usf Cot:
d hig

eagerly  an

appeared with it, and the door closed,
Church and McClure transferred
their gaze to one another.
“Well, what do you think of it?” e:
claimed Church grimly. “Then
something fishy about this!”
McClure nodded.
“Yes, and were going to find ouf
what it is, too!” he declared.
The two juniors were full of curiosity
Their surmise had been correct—Hand

did it mean? What could be the exd
planation of Handforth's strang
behaviour?

Church and McClure were dete:
mined to get into Greyhurst Cottag
before the afternoon was out—by hod
or by crook!

CHAPTER 11,
A Smoky Expedient!
'OLLOW me!” whispered Churd
He and his chum had workg

their way round to the rear
Greyhurst Cottage. Their movemen)
were completely concealed by the tre
and bushes. They moved cautiously,
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order to avoid any possibility of being
seen.

And now they crouched at the back
of the cottage, and could see into the
untidy, weed-grown garden. Just in
front of them, and standing between
the end of the garden and the cottage
itself, was a low-built shed.

It was a wooden place, old and rotten
in places—but still a serviceable place
on the whole. There was a window in
it, but the juniors could see no door—
proving that it was on the other side.

“That’s the shed,”  whispered
Church. “We saw it when we came
here before. There’s no reason why my
wheeze shouldn't work to perfection—
—particularly as the wind is in the
right quarter,”

“The wind?” repeated McClure.

“Yes—it’s blowing straight over the
cottage from here.”

McClure looked up at the trees, and
nodded.

“Yes,” he agreed.
big help.”

dforth’s chums, as a matter of
fact, were prepared to go to consider-
able lengths in order to gain admit-
tance into Greyhurst Cottage.

Their plans were already cut and
dried, and they only needed carrying
out. The two juniors crept through the
hedge at the bottom of the garden, and
they worked their way round to the
front of the little shed. * Sure enough,
there was a door there, but, to their
dismay, it was padlocked.

“My hat! This puts the lid on the
game!” whispered McClure.

They were kneeling in the grass—in
order to remain hidden from the house
—and they stared at the padlocked
door swith concern. McClure was deeply
worried, but Church only grinned.

He was proving himself to be an able
leader when it came to a pinch.

“That doesn’t worry me,” he said.
“The window is only a flimsy thing,
and if he can’t get it open hin five
}mimltes I shall be jolly surprised. It'll

“That will be a

be all the better to use the window,
vhow.”
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They crept back, and Church’s sur-
mise proved to be correct. The window,
although secured after a fashion, was
easily prised open, and a minute later
the two juniors were inside the shed.

“Supposing somebody comes ouf
now?” whispered McClure. §

“Oh, there’s no sense in supposing,”
said Church briskly. “The chances ara
that we shall be undisturbed—but we'd
better get busy as soon as we can, in
any case, TFish out those giddy fire-
works!”

““Here they are!”

McClure produced some curious-look-
ing objects from his coat pocket. They
were certainly fireworks of a kind—to
be exact, smoke bombs. They were not
very large, but they were capable of
creating dense clouds.of smoke.

“Jolly good thing Somerton laid in a
stock of these things,” said McClure.
“That’s the best of having pots of
money—a chap can buy expensive fire-
works for Sports Day. And it's a good
thing Somerton got them well
advance.” P

“Oh, it's not long to the end of the
term,” said Church. “He happened to
mention it in my hearing, and he gave
me these bombs without asking any
awkward questions.

“He's a jolly good sort,”
McClure.

Church looked round.

“We shall want some tins, or some-
thing,” he said. “These things are safe
enough, but I shall feel more comfort-
able if we put them in something fire-
Here we are! The very

declared

Church went over to the shed, and
raked out two rusty old pails.

“Couldn’t be better,” he declared.
“Now, all we've got to do is to put
these bombs in the pails, light the fuses,
and then clear out, It's as simple as
saying the giddy alphabet.”

I suppose there’s no danger of fire?”
asked McClure doubtfully.

“Rats! They're as.safe as houses—
there’s no flame, not even a spark that
matters. Don’t get nervous, you ass!”
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The two juniors lost no time in plac-
ing the two bombs in the pails. The
latter were then set wide apart, and
Chmch stood ready with a match,

n the window, and get ready to
bunk out » he said briskly. “In fact,
youw'd better get out now, old son. I'll
follow as soon as I've lit these fuses.”

McClure opened the window and
glanced out.

“‘Coast’s clear!” he announced.

Al right—you get out!”

McClure did s0, and Church applied a
light to the two fuses. They caught
and burned slowly and

urch gave a final look
round, and noted that there were plenty
of openings near the roof—through
which the smoke would be able to
escape. There were dozens of cracks in
the woodwork, too.

‘Without loss of time he slipped out of
the shed, and found McClure crouching
behind some bushes. As yet there was
nothing to be seen—the shed looked
just as ramshackle and peaceful as
before.

“There’s
McClure.

“Of course not—yet,” said Church.
“Give the giddy things time! There
will be plenty of smoke in a minute.
But we can’t stop here—we're in_the
wrong place. We want to be where
we can see both the shed and the back
of the cottage.”

It did not take them long to find the
position they required. Hidden among
the bushes, they were nevertheless in a
position to see the whole cottage gar-
den, including the rear of the building
itself and the shed.

“Hallo!” whispered Church,
started.”

They had taken some time to find
then- new point of vantage, and, mean-
the bombs had commenced

no smoke!” whispered

“ypg

'u:mon

Not a sound had come from the shed,
but as the juniors gazed at it they saw
thick smoke issuing lazily from beneath
the eaves.

“Well, that’s not much to shout
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about,” mlmered McClure.
never see it!” i
“Can’t you wait, you impatient ass®
It was the only Lhmg to be done.
And the juniors were soon rewarded

“They

there were dense, choking masses cong
ing from every crack and cranny in
old woodwork of the shed.

The light breeze carried the smok
down the garden, and caused it to surgl
round the cottage in clouds. It swep
into the open window, and obscured t!
roof from sig]

And Church and McClure watched
tensely and anxiously.

For two minutes nothuw happened-
then came the chang

An old lady appeared She opene:
the door and looked about her won-
deringly, gazing at the smoke clouds¥
with a kind of curious alarm. Theng
she saw that the shed at the bottom of
the garden was the cause of the trouble.

“My goodness!” she exclaimed, hor-,
rified. }

She ran forward, quite frantic. Then]
she checked herself, turned round and
ran into the cottageA The two waitingd
Jjuniors heard her voice, shrill with ex.
citement, calling for assistance.

“It’s worked!” whispered Church |
“My hat, I wonder if we shall suc<gj
ceed?” {

Everything depended on the nexf
minute.

The Juniors had not long to wait.
bent old man—the same they had see
at the front door earlier—came hurry:
ing out of the cottage. Behind hi;
blundered Handforth, and then came 3
slim, _extremely good—looking gir!
dressed in a white frock,

posedly burning building,

The back door stood wide open, b
nobody else came out.

“There you are!” muttered Church
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s vfleammu with excitement.
r(: all out!”

¥ der who that girl is?” ex-
meJ McClure. “By jingo! I wonder
fo Hen m love?” That would

looks queer, 1
& 1e not guessmg any more.
x A‘ ve come here to find out fox certain
d we're going to do it!’
r next move was a bold one, At
v other time the two juniors would
er have had the audacity to attempt
such a scheme. But, with their leader
gone, they were ccmpnlled to adopt
drastic measures,
S0 there was not a second to be lost.
“Come on!” Church exclaimed

buf—-="

“I1f we hesitate, we're lost!”

MecClure could say no more, for
Church had already broken cover. The
pair of them raced through the grass to
the back door of the cottage—their run-
ning figures completely concealed by
¢ barrage of smoke which poured down
the garden.

They could see nothing of the shed—
but they didn't want to. If the little
party at the shed were concealed from
them, it stood to reason that they were
concealed from the little party.

They found themselves at the back
door, and they did not hesitate.

Church plunged in and found himself
in a cool, brick-paved passage. Every-
mmg was qulet and still. A kitchen lay

o the left, and it was quite deserted.
i’auhnr along there was another door,
bmhimg wide open.

was the door Teading into the front
m.

Church made for it, careless of
whether it contained anybody. If this
ved to be the case, they would be dis-
C 4, and big trouble would follow.
3t forfune was with them

Dashing into the room, they found it
o he empty, And they could see at a
it had been recently occu-

10

hacco-smoke hung in the air,
was some needlework on a
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table. To clinch mathrs, Handforth's
cap was on the table,

‘Rmmow gasped Chmcn “We're
in!

And nobody knows anvthm" about
it McClure. “Oh, my goodness,
thx 3 me, if you hke'”

“\Vf~ ve hide somewhere—
quick!” exclaimed Church sharply.
“They y be back at any minute, and

1cceeding
ly rotten to fail.

that old couch?”
i he very thing,” declared the other
junior.

There was no time fo pick and choose.
There was really no time to glance round
properly. Even as Church and McClure
stood ﬂmo they heard Handforth's
voice. uld be necessary to find con-
cealment zthm an instant.

So the pair threw themselves on the
floor, and wormed chelr way under a
big, old-faghioned couch, which stood
across a corner of the room. There was
plenty of space behnind, and plenty of
space underneath,

The juniors were accommodated quite
comfortably, and they were concealed
from view. There was nothing what-
ever o show that they had been in the
room, and that they were still there.

Church’s daring ruse had succeeded.

As to the right or wrong of the thing,
the two juniors did not consider the
point. It never occurred to them that
they were probably poking their noses
into an affair which was no concern of
their:

Their anxiety about Handforth over-
ruled all other feelings.

He was changed—altered in every way

—and they wanted to get at the truth.

‘hey were anxious to find out what the
exact trouble was. And they had gon
to this length in order to fulfil their
wish.

They lay under the old couch, pant-
ing lmrd and hoping against hope that
two people would come info Toom
at once and talk. If only one individual
enteree 4 bard
breath they

so far it would be

My hat! What

intruders—for
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were quite out of breath with running
and excitement,

Footsteps sounded out in the passage,
and then they halted.

“Edith!” called a voice softly, but
with an anxious note in it.

“Great pip!” breathed Church. “Old
Heath!”

The voice was that of Mr. Clement
Heath, the master of the Remove.
There was no reply to his call, and the
next moment the two juniors heard the
door of the room creak, and they saw
Mr, Heath’s dusty boots as he entered.
The intruders caught their breath, and
held it with painful anxiety.

Then other footsteps sounded and a
pair of boots appeared—the view of the
hidden juniors was confined to the lower
extremities only. Owing to the low
coueh, they could only see feet.

But they knew who the newcomer was

at once.
“Handforth!“ shouted Mr, Heath
hoar: sely. “Why, what—what—"
y only sainted aunt!” ejacu-
!atcd Handlorth in blank dismay.

CHAPTER 12,

The Secret of Groyhurst Cottage!
R. HEATH stared at Handforth
M as blankly as Handforth stared
at Mr. Heath. For several
moments they remained speechless.
Handforth was looking almost scared,
and Mr, Heath was angry and startled.
“What—what does this mean, my
boy?” exclalmed the Remove master, at
last. “How—how did you know—
How did you guess- at is the
meaning of your presence here, Hand-

forth?”

“Well, I'm

jiggered!” exclaimed
Edward Oswald. “I didn't expect to see
you here this afternoon, sir! Still, it’s
all the better, perhaps. We've been
keeping it a secret, but it’s just as well

for you to know.”
o _you know—everything?”

asked Mr. Heath husk ly.

“Yes, of course.

A{:\ndfoxch wck@ in a more familiar
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way than usual, and his manner was fast
becoming free and easy. He even went
80 far as to chuckle, and Church and

McClure listened with growing astonish-
ment. 3

“You couldn’t diddle me, Mr. Heath,”
grinned Handforth, “Not likely!”

“ What—what do you mean?”’ 3

“Rats! You know as well as I de,”
said Handforth, going over, and dig-
ging Mr. Heath in the ribs. “Mr.
Clement Heath! Ha, ha, ha! Pretty
rich, isn’t it? Nobody here guesses
youre Mr. Arthur Kirby!”

The Remove master gave a grunt,

“Oh, well, perhaps it’s all to the {
good thm; you should know,” he said
grufily. 'm a bit tired of the game

yseli I dxdn’c think that you were
such a persistent young bounder,
Edward. But Edith has been telling me
a few things lately, zmd your character
is well known to m

Handforth grinned,

“Just fancy being my giddy brother-
in-law!” he said. “I call it rather rich,
you know! And I thought you were a
forger and a crook, and all sorts of
things. I nearly had a fit when I dis-
covered that Sis was here!”

Handforth.
knocked me down wnh a penhulderl I
found it out—— Hallo, Sis.

Another pair of feet appeared—ex~
tremely dainty ones this tim

“Oh!” exclmmed a chaxmmg voice.
“I—I didn't

“Oh, it’s all nght Edie!” said Hand-
forth. “ Arthur Just came in, and caught 4
me beaunfully I'm glad.”

“So I!” exclaimed the girlish
voice, On, this is splendid! = You
ought to have known it weeks ago, Ed—
ward, It's ever so much better now—
there’s no need for us to be soj
secretive.” 2

“Well, I don’t think Arthur minds,”
said Handforth. “My hat! It sound:
a bit queer to hear me calling my Form-
master Arthur. But I don’t see an;
reason why I should say Mr. Heath—o
Mr. Kirby.
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Church and McClure listened with
blank astonishment now. And they were
beginning to realise the exact truth--
which was startling enough.

Mr, Heath, the new master of the Re-
move, was none other than Handforth’s
':mcr»m law—the husband of Handy's

“f‘he mystery was unravelling itself in
the most simple manner. i

cClure had been cxpecting 5o
rent—something strange and

an:

And hua they found that the whole
affair was merely a domestic complica-
tion!

“Oh, well, there’s no sense in making

fuss!” exclaimed Mr. Heath. “You

out it, Handforth, and there’s
nn(hmg more to be said. But what was
the meaning of all that smoke? I saw
it as I came along, and I thought the
pxacte was on fire. It gave me quite a

“It's really awfully m\stenous
Arthur!” exclaimed the gicl. = “We
thoueht the shed was on fire—

atil I examined it,” mterrupl,ed
Handforth. ‘“Smoke was pouring out
of that shed, and as the door was locked
And what

1 d through the window.
do you think I found?”

“Goodness knows,” said Mr. Heath.
“Some old rags smouldering?”

“No. Two blessed smoke-bombs,”
Handforth, frowning.

“ Smoke-bombs?”

“yest”

“But who on earth could have put
them there?”

“That’s what I'm trying to get at,”
smd Hf\ ndfcrth “Its a trick of some-
% T

said

n.p's have been up to a la
that’s tho case, it means that they si

sus-
We couldn’t see a soul,

“I don’t like it.
say? Has he seen
about?” -
rihur—nor Mrs, Miges,
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either,” said the girl. “We can’t under-
stand it. But I don’t think there’s any-
thing to worry about. Isn't it just glori-
ous to have the Fle*)hant here?”

To have whor

The girl Ia\lghed mus\callv

- X alwaya call Ted the ele-
phxlnt ’1” she smiled. “He’s such a big,
clumsy boy that I've called him by tht
name ever ince he was ten!”

Like your giddy chee.‘, too!” said
Handforth gruffly. “If any of the St.
¥Frank's fellows called me °elephant,’
they'd jolly soon get a dot on the nose!”

Church and McClure listened rather
uncomforts now. It was a pure
, and they felt their position
uuxte keudy They realised, for the
first, time, that they were intruders.

But retreat now was impossible.

“ We]l you know all about it, of
course,” said Mr. Heath. “I suppose
Edith has told you all the details?”

“Ppretty nearly,” said Handforth,

“You realise, of course, how important
it is that you should keep thls mattet
absolutely  secr et"” asked andy’s
brother-in-law. 't would be aheoluwly

s stmus 1f the Head got to know my
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real

“On I kuo\\ that!” said Edward
Oswald “T've been to such trouble to
keep the secret that I've had a terrific
busi-up with my own chums.”

“Oh!” said Mr. Heath. “Now I
understand why you quarrelled with
Church and McClure. You have not
spoken to them for a day or two. I did
not imagine for a moment that my
affairs were the cause of your disagree-
mens.”

Church and McClure listened with
new interest.

“Well, it’s a fact,” said Handforth,
rather gloomily. “Ididn’t want to have
sny bust-up, but I couldn’t avoid it.
You see, I had always urged them to
help me in tracking you about, buf when
I came and saw Sis the other mcnt, she
particularly asked me to keep the secret
to myself—and I promised. Well,
Church and McC‘lule wanted to come to
this place and t about. I cuulanb
allow that, know UL truth, so I tried
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to make them alter their minds. They
firm, and a fight re-

After that we had a regular
bust-up, and now we don't speak to one
another. I tell you, it’s pretty rotten.”

but surely you can make up the
qua new asked Edith.

I could, of course,” said Handforth.
“But what will be the gocd? They'd
immediately ask me questions again,
and I should refuse to say anything—
and all the trouble would start afresh. I
can’t understand why they can't be

told; theyre as true as steel, and
wouldn’t breathe a word.”
“Good old Handy!” murmured

MeClure, under his breath.
“I don’t think n; would be advisable,
y lad,” said Mi

“Well it means Lhat I ve got to keep
up the squabble,” said Handforth. “It’s
rotten, I can tell you! Theyre two of
the best, and I ought to apologise to
them. It’s not often I admit myself
wrong, but in a case like this I'm com-
pelled to. They're bricks, as I said
before, and it’s simply rotten to keep up
this ro

“Oh well 1t won't last long!” said
Mr. Heath, e term wiil soon be
over—and I can’t afford to take any
risks. I had the chance of this position,
and I seized it. Irealised that Edithand
I would be out of the way, and I should
have time to get fixed up permanently.
It was rather awkward using a false
name, but_ there’s nothing criminal in
the proceeding.”

“And, of course, you couldn’t show
Sis, for fear of the pater and mater
;ethn to know abeut it?” asked Hand-
orth.

“‘Goed gracious, no!” said Mr, Heath.
“We're mairied now, and your father
and mother can do nothing. Moreover,
I understand that they are anxious to
fﬂd us, and to welcome me as their son-
The reason I have been so
Fcyrnnve is that undermasters at St.
Frank’s are not allowed to marry.”

“What rot!” said Handforth indig-
it "mtly
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Heath. “I expect there are very goo

reasons for making such a stipulationy
In any case, I did not want tc lose the
position, and I didn't care about leaving
Edith in London, This little cottage
was empty, and Mr. and an Miggs

were available to act as
so I fixed things up, I L‘lcu&h' I could
keep everything quiet; I wasn't awar

the fact that you were such a persistent
young beggar.”

“Oh, well,” Arthur, it's all for the
best!” said Edith, “There's no harni
in Elephant knowing.”

“Perhaps not,” said the young
master. “But I'm rather curicus (o,
know how he discovered the truth.”

“Do you remember giving me somel
lines a day or two back?” asked Handy,

“I have frequently given you lines!"

smiled his brother-in-law.

“Well, you gave me some, and I ool
them to your study in the evening,” sait
Handforth, “You didn’t happen to
there, so I shoved them on your desk
Then' I spotted a fountain-p n th
rack. Ic ,gave me a bit of a tum I cax
tell yor

“By Joveé" said Mr, Heath. “If
was foolish of me to leave that pe
there!”

“ Jolly

orth.

lucky, I call if,” said Hand;
“Wen Ispotted it and saw the
v&ord ‘L\venty set in little pearls.
}mew the pen in a tick, because I hap

to give it to Sis last year, on he
tw umefh blrthday That’s what thi
‘twenty * meant,™

“Yes; I am aware of that,” said M
Heath. “Edith told me.”

“As soon as I saw the pen I got
terrific shock,” went on I andfon
“It belonged to Sis, and it w
study! I could see the nih was bxo‘:e
and it needed repairing. Well, I beg:
to suspect the truth; but I wasn's sw
I decided to make certain, so I ¢
straight here. You happened te be
Bannington, so it was easy to col
without your knowing.”

“You cunning young rascal!”

“Cunning? Rot!” said Handfor

“Well, it is a rule in many schools—
St. Frank’s is no exception,” said Mr.

with the free-and-easy familiarity
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p “Why, it was jolly cute

d'\r\t want to boos , but I

a pat on the back
ant

ously. Mr, d t
ter I had knocked, and I Lo‘d him
a message. ‘Fountain-pen,
ty, Elephant,’ that's what I
w that if Edith was heve,
stand.  Of course, she did,

Mr. lL:\tn chuckled.
only proves how necessary it is
e careful,” he said. “But why

to
didn’t you tell me you knew?”

“Well, Sis and I thought you might
get ‘\'ild, or something, so we kept it

said Handforth. “I didn't
ov were going to be in this after-
‘or I wouldn’t have come. I've

1
noon,
been on your track for weeks. I thought
you were a forger at first, and when I

caught a glimpse of the mangle through
the back window, I believed there was
some machinery in here. I can tell you,

vou've caused a lot of mystery!”
l’&th(‘r

sed the

fancy
sel Heath.

£

er, Ls just as well that every-
thing is out now. I want you to \mde.-
stand that we can't let a soul know.”
“Don't you worry,” said Handy.
“T Lc"p my I'm tremendously re-
lieved to find that Sis is here, and that
everything is all serene. It’s a mystery
to me why you didn’t let me into the
know at firs Clear off, Pongo, you
Don't keep licking my hands!”
The laszt remark was addressed to a
little dog, a curly, black and white little
{ellow, which had just trotted into the
and was proceeding to lick
ndy’s hands in an affectionate greet-

:’—J

ing,

o What

“Oh Ted‘” protestﬁd Edith.

2 answers ta anything!” said
. “I've called him Jupiter,
i a Trotsl:y, and he answers to cvery-
hing !

Heath chuckled.
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“He's not a bad liftle pup,” he re-
marked. “I wasn't very kcen about
Edith bringing him, but— Have you
got an; mhmv under that couch Edith?
Jacky 0 be sniffing about very
cnergcbca‘ly'”

Jacky was not only sniffing, but he was
barking now—much to the consternation
and horror of Church and McClure.

They had considered themselves fairly
safe, until Jacky appeared on the scene.
It rmlv took him about twenty seconds
to sniff them out. And there he stood,
gazing under the couch, his bristles alt
ruffied up, barking furiously. He had
seen what the other occupants of the
room were unable to see.

It was a terrific shock to the con-
ccaled juniors.

hey could do nothing, except wait
for exposure. And this was not long m
acky was so persistent in

king that he caused full attention to
be centred upon the couch.”

“I expect there’s a cat there!” said
Handforth.

He crossed the room, went down on
his knees, and pushed Jacky out of the
way. Then he found himself staring
straight into the faces of Church and
McClure—two startled faces, pale with
consternation.

Handforth’s eyes opened wide.

“ Great—great goodness!” he gasped
faintly.

“Why,
quickly,

andfmth let out a mighty roar.
You—you rotters!” he bellowed.
"Come out of it! Of all the terrific
nerve! Why, this is absolutely the
limit!”
“What on carth is the matter?” de-

what is it?” asked Edith

manded Mr. Heath. “Who are you
talking to—— Good heavens! Church!
McClure!”

Mr. Heath glared at the two faces
which appeared from beneath the couch.
He was startled, and further words were
impossible for the moment. Church and
McClure were absolutely scarlef with
shame and humiliation. ~Discovery had
been the last thing they had wanted.
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and here they were unmasked before
everybody !

“Oh!” cxclaimed Edith. “Who—

who are these boys? It is am']?mg'
didn’t know they were here—"

“Those smoke-hombs!” roared Hand-
forth. “They put them there, and they
must have dodged into the house while
we were up at the shed! Of all the
blessed cheek!”

Church and McClure stood up, blush-
ing with confusion.

“Boys,” said Mr. Heath sternly, “I
am absolutely shocked that you should
descend to such a disgraceful act as
this! You have discovered my secret.
There is no need for me to question
you, since you have heard everything.
I did not dream that you could be
capable of such unscrupulous conduct.”

“QOh, sir, we're awfully sorry!” panted
Church breathlessly. “We—we thought
that Handy was up to some other game;
we never imagined that the truth would
be this! We decided to find out all
about it, and we adopted a ruse to get
into the house. As soon as we knew the
sem:et, we wished that we hadn’t butted

I

Church spoke with such absolute sin-
cerity that he won the sympathy of
Handforth’s sister on the spot. They
daren’t look at her, but she went up to
them, took them by the shoulders, and
smiled into their faces—a dazzling smile
which set them into fresh confusion.
She was extremely charming.

“And so you are Ted’s own chums?”
she asked gently. “How splendid!
I'm ever so pleased that you came—and
that you found out the truth.”

“It's—it's awfully nice of you, Miss——
I—I mean, Mrs, Heath—— That is to
say, Mrs. Kirby!” stammered Church.

“You bounders!” snorted Handforth.
mind to punch your

“I've a good
heads—""

“Youwll do nothing of the sort,
Teddy!” exclaimed his sister quickly.
“The boys aren’t to blame at all. It is
really better that they should know.
There, Arthur! What have you got to
say to that?”
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“Nothing, I suppose,” said Mr.é
Heath. “The whole Remove will know
our secret next, and then we shall be the
talk of the neighhourhood!” ;
“We won't breathe a word, sir—not |
2 sound!” said McClure earnestly.
“We’ll be as mum as oysters, sir,”
said Church. “You can rely on us all |

the time!” x

“You bet!” said Handforth. “Ill°
sce that they don’t get jawing! Il keep |
them in order all right! I don’t think .
Il punch their heads after all; I'l
shake their fists instead.” .

He was only too pleased to do so, and
the three chums were once more re- |
united. They were all very pleased. |
The quarrel was over, and they were
chums, as before. The split in Study D
was at an end.

“Well, boys, if you'll take my advice,
youll leave here at once,” said M:
Heath. “I can’t blame you for what
has happened, and we’ll say no more
about it. I must trust to your sense of
henour to keep this secret. But I do
camestly hope that you will respect my
wishes.”

“We will, sir.

Five minutes later the three juniors }
took their departure, Handforth wheel-
ing his bicycle. They were all very
content, and they discussed the whole
affair as they returned leisurely to St.
Frank’s via Bellton Wood.

““It’s all serene now,” said Handforth.
“Thank goodness that mystery’s all
over! But we mustn't talk about my
brother-in-law at the school-not a
giddy word. At St. Frank’s he’s simply
Mr. Heath, and nothing more.

A g many Remove juniors were
staggered when Handforth & Co. a
peared in the Triangle shortly after,
arm in arm. Not only that, but the;
were in high good humour, and the;
marched off to Big Side, to watch.th
First 1<lev<:n mafch with Redstond
Colleg;

“I t.hsu\’hb it couldn't last long!’l
grinned De Valerie. “Handforth an
Co. are as chummy as ever. Lock af
them! Like long-lost brothers!”
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Handforth & Co. were certainly very
happy.

Meanwhile, Mr, Heath was still sit-
ting in_ the comfortable sitting-room
of Greynurst Cottake, with his young
wife on the couch beside him. They
ad been discussing the events of the
afternoon—and other things.

“‘Now, little girl, T want to talk about
m»zthm0 else,” said Mr. Heath, giving
'dith an_affectionate hug. “You re-
member all I told you about that curious
d man, the Comte de Plessigny?”
Why, of course I remember,
Almur said Edith. “I'm sure I don't
xnow what it all means. It seems rather
terrible to me, and I wish you'd never
found that nasty old diamond. "It seers
to be causing ever so much trouble.”

Her husband nodded.

“I'm afraid it is,” he said gravely.

“You see, that diamond was stolen—
it really belongs to the Marquis of Lay-
ham—and now it’s been tampered with.
I can’t even claim the five thousand
pounds reward. If I go to the police, I
shall' get into serious trouble.”

“Why don't you throw the ternble
diamond away?” asked Edith. “Oh,
Arthur! I'm so worried about it—"

“You mustn’t be, darling,” said Mr.
Heath. “I shall get out of it all right.
The worst part of it is, the count is
keeping the stone; and I believe he’s
intent upon using me to gain his ends
~—knowing that I can’t do anything. I
thought he was a splendid old man, but
T'm changing my opinion. I'm not at
all sure he’s not criminally inclined.”

“Arthur dear,” exclaimed the girl,
grasping his arm tightly, ‘“do, please,
ve done with him, and think no more
oub that diamond—-"

“But, my little sweetheart, I've got
to think of my own position,” said
Arthur quietly, “In a way, I'm in the
count’s hands. He has only to mention
a word to the police, and I should be in
the ve.y deuce of a mess!”

‘Ccme in!” said Mr. Heath, frown-

Tiggs, the old retainer, entered.
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“I'm sorry to interrupt, sir,” he said,
“but there’s a gentleman at the door
wants to sce you—quite an elderly gen-
tleman, with a foreign look about him.
: | tkwught I'd come and tell you—-"

” foreign - looking  gentleman?”
cchoed Mr. Heath, with a startled look
in his eyes. “Why, it can’t be—"

“Do I intrude?” asked a silky voice.

Mr. Heath jumped to his feet,
smothering an exclamation. The Comte
de Plessigny stood there in the door-
way, his monocle in his eye, beaming
with supreme good nature into the
room.

CHAPTER 13.
An Extraordinary Deveiopment!
HE Comte de Plessigny came into
ﬁ the apartment.

“Pray do not look so alarmed,
my dear young friends,” he said
smoothly. “I sincerely trust I am not
intruding. I was not aware of the fact
that a young lady was present, or I
might not have taken the liberty—"

“This lady is my wife,” said Mr.
Heath coldly, “I feel compelled to tell
you, sir, that this intrusion is hardly
in keeping with the behaviour of a
gentleman.”

“I am deeply sorry,” exclaimed the
count gently. “I will retire at once

Oh, there’s no need for that!” ex-
clmmed Edith. “Now that you are here,
I am sure my hushand will be only too
pleased to talk things over with you'”

“I thank you,” said the count
fully. “Is it agreed, my dear Hcath?"

“I can’t imagine why you've come,”
said Mr, Heath.

“I really wished to discuss the matter
which was the topic of our conversation
when I visited you at the school,” said
the Comte de Plessigny.

+*Oh, you mean about the diamond?”
said Mr. Heath. “My wife knows all
about it, so you needn’t choose your
words. I haye told her every detail.”

“Bo?” said the visitor. “That is ex-
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cellent. Well, to be quite frank, I
should like you {o show me the diamond,
if you have no objection.”

The Remove master stared.

“You would like me to show it to
you?” he 1epoatcd

Cln

“But yowve got it yourself!” said
Mr. H(’.aﬂL “You know well encugh
that I gave it into your keeping—-"

“Dear, dear! How extremely forget-
ful of me!" interrupted the count, his
face wreathing itsell into smiles. “To
be sure! I have the diamond, as you
say.”

“Look here, sir, couldn’t you change
your mind about that business concern-
ing Lord Derrimore? “asked Mr. Heath
earnestly. “I really don’t see how I can
foliow out your wishes. I'd much rather
you gave the diamond up to the police,
and tell them the actual truth.” .

“You are not afraid of the conse’
quences?”

“Why should I be afraid?” demanded
Mr. Heath warmly. “I found that
diamond in the wood. I showed it to
you, and you told me its real value. You
offered to get it cut and polished, and
then discovered that it is really stolen
property. I didn't know that at the
time, and if I just tell the police the
absolute truth, I don't see how I'shall
get into any trouble, It's quite likely
that I shall earn the reward of five
thousand pounds.”

‘““You really think s0?” said the count

doubtfully.
“Why not?” said Mr. Heath. “I've
done nothing wrong—nothing wrong

whatever. I found the stone by acci-
dent, and it was not until afterwards
that I knew it was slolen property. You
told me that, a you have the nerve
to threaten me with exposure if I refuse
to carry out your wishes! I don't see
that any exposure can do me any harm.
An bonest man does not fear the law!”

“That, of course, is quite sane and
logical,” said the count suavely. “I
agree with you entirely, m:; wung
{riend. At the same time, I insist upon
my plans being carried out, exactly as
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I have outlined. I wish to impress upon
you the neccsmy to obey my wishes in
every respect.”

I have a very special reason
for making this request,” interrupted
Plessigny. “I can assure you that you
Will come to no harm, and everything
will be Il right. I have told you to he
on the look-out for Lord Dorrimore.
Now, please repeat what my wishes are
in _respect to his lordship?”

Mr. Heath glanced at his wife for a
moment,

“I don't see why I should,” he ex-
claimed. “I know cvelytlnng you tuld
me, and I shall remember it. That i
quile sufficient.  But I must ccnfess
that T cannob possibly understand your
motive.”

The count smiled.

“Of course, you don’t understand my
motive,” he replied. “But you will
later on—after Lord Dorrimore has
arr: g ell, if you will excuse me,
I wil take my departure. When you ‘
meet me on the nhext occasion, I do not
wish you to refer to this interview.’

“I don't quite understand.”

“‘Doubtless—doubtless,” smiled {he
count. “Please forget that T haw been
here this afternoon.”

The count bowed himself out, leaving
Mr. Heath extremely puzzled. Some-
how, Plessigny seemed quite different
on this occasion. He even looked slightly
different in appearance, What was the
meaning of this curious change?

‘\/Iean\whue the count walked leisurely,
down the lane. He entered Bellton!
Wood and took the footpath.
now quickened. Presently he walke:
into a wide, sunlit clearing.

And exactly as he did so ‘somethin;
astounding happened.

From the other side of the clearin
another figure appeared. And, remail
ably enough, the figure was an exac
replica of the count’s!

His clothing—his straw trilby—hi:
monocle—his facial appearance—hit
limp—in fact, everything! There wer
two Comte de Plessignys!

3
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They checked in thelr stride, paused
for a moment, and then walked
onwards. They met in the centre of
the clearing, and without any outward
show of emotion.

The Comte qe Plessigny—the figure
which had just appeared—stood regard-
ing his double with real curiosity. It
may as well be stated at once that Mr.
Heath’s late visitor was not the Comte
de Plessigny at all.

“Well, my dear sir, this is quite inter-
csting!”” said the count grimly.

“Quite,” agreed his double,

He took out a pocket-book, extracted
a card, and handed it to the real count.

en he walked on, and vanished
umong the trees. The Comte de Ples-
signy gazed after him, and then trans-
ferred his attention to the card.

Three words were printed on it, in the
centre:

“THE SEVEN STARS.”

Just that, and nothing more.

certamly mystermus
“Dear me!” murmured the count.
“This, at least, is entertaining!”

He placcd the card in his pocket, and
continued his stroll through the wood.
But he was very thoughtful now, and
there was a grim light in his eyes.

He was almost out of Bellton Wood
when he caught sight of a familiar
fgure. It was Mr. Clement Heath.

“Ah, young man!” called the comte.
“ Good-afternoon!”

Mr. Heath halted, and the other ap-
d.

It was

proached.
“I'm glad I've seen you,” said Mr.
Heath. “I wanted to have a chat with

you alone, sir. I didn’t quite like talk-
ing in front of my wife. About that
affair concerning Lord Dorrimore—"

“Your wife?” asked the count. “I
fail to comprehend.”

“Oh, I suppose you want me to forget
the interview—as you suggested?” asked
. Heath. “I can’t do if, sir, We had
chat only twenty ‘minutes ago, so it
rdly applies. And I really don't see
I should refrain from discussing
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with you a conversation which you
started yourself.”

The count adjusted his monocle.

“We had a chat twenty minutes ago
—and I asked you to forget it!” he ex-
claimed softly. “So! Clever—decidedly
clever! I am glad I met you, my dear
Heath. It will surprise you to learn
that I hayve not seen you before this
afternoon.”

“But we were talking-

“No. You were talking with another
man.”
Mr. Heath stared.

“Really, sir, I don't see the idea—"
“Listen,” interrupted the Comte de
Plessigny. “Five minutes ago I met
a man in the wood—my own double!
It was he who visited you—it was he
who had a conversation with you. He
deluded you. And, in order to keep me
in ignorance of the fact, he requested
you to keep quiet about the conversa-
tion, Fortunately, we know the truth.”

Mr. Heath was rather staggered.

“Bu e man was you—you your«
self!” he exclaimed huskily.

It was some minutes before he could
fully understand; and then he was
startled and thunderstruck.

“Who was the man?” he asked. ”A
Scotland Yard detective, Il warrant
Good Heavens! My position is—"

“Quite secure, if you follow my
advice,” interjected the count. “The
fellow is undoubtedly a crook. Cleverly
disguised, he attempted to get the
diamond from you. It was a ruse—and
it failed. We must be on our guard
in future, and we must foil the schemes
of this aétute stranger.”

Mr, Heath, however,
worried.

Who was the man who had visited
him in the cottage? He knew Mr.
Heath’s secret—he knew about the
diamond—he knew everything! And
Mr. Heath did not know the stranger!

The position was certainly curious.

And the Remove master was all the
more worried because he knew that
Lord Dorrimore would be visiting St.

was greatly
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Frank’s within two days. And when he

came Mr. Heath would be required to
act_as spy.
The ocutlook was not particularly

bright for the Remove master.

CHAPTER 14,

Fatty Little in Trouble!
L4 ISGUSTING, I call it!” ex-
D claimed Fatty Little mourn-

fully,

“‘Well, it might be worse—"

“Might be worse!” interrupted
Faity. *“Great doughnuts! Nothing on
earth could be worse than a terrific
hunger a nothing to satisfy it with!
I don't believe I shall be able to get
back to St. Frank’s—my strength won’t
last!”

Nxcodemus Trotwood grinned.

“My dear old son, your strength is
7p to the mark all right,” he said cheer-
fully. “You may think you're hungry,
but you're not. Nobody can be really
hungry on a hot aftemoon like this.
You're thirsty!”

The fat boy of the Remove snorted.

“You—you burbling ass!” he said,
glaring. “Don’t you think I know when
I'm hungry? A thirst is nothing; you
can quench a thirst without spending
a farthing. Ginger-pop ain’t necessary
ab all; cold water’s ﬁne when a chap’s
thirsty.  But unger’s different,.
You've got to have grub, and grub costs
money.”

“But you had a terrific dinner——

“Dinner!” echoed Fatty, in a hollow
voice. “ was hours ago! Even
then I wasn’t satisfied. I only had two
helpings of pudding—-"

“And half of my share and pretty
nearly all of De Valerie's, and every bit
of Pitt’s. The pudding wasn't popular
to-day. You had about six helpings, all
told.  And then you complain about
being hungry.”

“Well, I can’t help it! I know when
I'm huhgry better than anybody else
does,” sald Fatty obstinatel “I feel
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like on the point of 'umnwfvmy legs
are shaky, and I'm weak all over!”

Trotwood grinned.

g c:m understand your legs being
shaky,” he said.  “Considering what
they've got to carry, it's a wonder they
perform the task at all! In any case,
it’s no good growling and grumblmg
When we get back to St. Frank’s, we
shall be able to bouo‘v some tea from
somebody else’s study.

Fatty Little groaned afresh. He
wasn't worrying about tea-time, the
sole topic of thought was the moment.
He and Nicodemus Trotwood were in
Bannington, and before they could par-
take of any tea they had to cscle back
to St. Frank’s.

It was half-holiday, and the p"ur had
run over to the local town in order to
make some purchases. They were
study-mates, together with Trotwood’s
twin brother; but Cornelius had stayed
at school, pref"rtmv a quiet afternoon.

Fatty was rather short of cash. He
had been well supplied at the beginning
of the week, but the lure of the tuck-
shop had been too great for him. It
always acted like a magnet, extracting
the money from his pocket in the
shortest possible space of time.

The afternoon was warm, and Fatty
attributed his tremendous hunger to
the heat. If it had been cold, he would
have attributed his hunger to it.

Fatty lived for grub. Grub was in
his  thoughts  constantly—morning,

oon, and night. And now, on this
particular afterncon, the outlook was

ark.

And it-was really Trotwood’s fault.

Fatty was hard up, but Trotwood had
been well supplied with cash when the
two juniors started off for Bannington.
The plan had been to make the few
purchases which Trotwood required,
and then repair to a restaurant.

Unfortunately, however, Trotwoo
had entered a jeweller’s, in order t
purchase a pair of cuff links. And he
had been tempted by a business-like
salesman, and had fallen.
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Just in time the driver swerved the speoding car oft its course to avold

running over Fatty Little. Cra-a-ash! Next moment It mountod tho

pavement and charged full-tilt into a well-stocked greengrocery stall,
sending fruit and vegetablos flying.
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He came out of the shop with a new
watch—and the grub money spent.

Trotwood had been wanting a new
watch for some time, his original one
having been damaged beyond repair in
a recent scrap with the College House
juniors. Somebody had trodden on
Nisodemus while he was on the ground,
and his watch had suffered in conse-
quence.

He emerged from the jeweller's very
satisfied with his purchase. But Fatty
had had a shock when he learned that
the cost of the watch was fifty shillings.
Trotwood had had three pounds to
start with, and had already made one
or two small purchases.

Fatty’s consternation was even more
pronounced when Trotwood reckoned
up and discovered that he possessed
only one shilling and ninepence. Fatty
himself could boast of nothing but
a twcrshilling piece.

“Yes,” said Trotwood, as they
strolled down the Bannington High
Street. “The only thing for it is to get
back to St. Frank’s, and invite our-
selves to tea in some other study. Wait
a minute, though' I think Corny’s got
a quid—-'

“What’s the good of that?” de-
manded Fatty. “Corny isn't here! I
haven't got strength enough to pedal

all the way to St. Frank’s. I must
have a feed!”

“Well, we've got three and nine-
pence—-

“Great kippers! What's the geod of
three and ninepence nowadays?” asked
the fat_junior plaintively. “Itll simply
buy half a dozen jam tarts, a couple
of buns, and a few cakes! It's not
enough for a kid of five!”

“We must be thankful for small
mercies—"

“Oh, don’t talk rot!” said Fatty
crossly. “The fact is, you were a dotty
ass to buy that txckerl It isn't worth
two pounds ten!”

“I've apologised fifty times for buy-
ing it, already,” chuckled Trotwood.
“The fact is, I forgot all about tea. I
didn't realise that we should be hung
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up for funds But it’s no gcod making
a fuss—-

“I'm not making a fuss,” interrupted
Fatty. “But I do think you ought to
take that watch back, and get the
money returned. Think of the grub
we could have—think of the glorious
spread

“It would last for about half an hour,
the money would be gone, and I
s‘wuldnt have any watch to show for

,” said Trotwood. “No, my son! For
once youwll have to go hungry. Bubt
you have my sympathy.”

Fatty Little looked round despair-
ingly, and automatically came to a halt
when he found that the pa.n- had drawn
opposite a confectioner’ The window
was_full of pastry, cakes, and other
good things. Fatty eyed them raven-
ously, as though he hadn’t tasted food
for days. ‘

“I—I say, couldn’t we have a spread i
on the nod?” he asked eagerly. “By
chutney! That’s a great idea! T
hsdnt thought of it before!”

n the nod?” repeated Trotwood.

"Ye »

“But we ‘don’t know any of these
shopkeepers well enough—

“That doesn’t matter,” said Fatty
“We can work it all right!”

“I'm afraid not,” said the other
junior, shaking his head. “As soon as
we suggested having a terrific feed and
leaving the bill owing there would be
freezing shakes of the head, and

nothing doing.

Little gazed “at his chum almost pity-
ingly.

“You brainless ass!” he exclaimed.
“Do you think I shall tell the shop-
keeper in advance? Rather not! We'll

simply spoof him, and our college capg

will be all the reference we shall need.
We'll simply have all we can eat, an
when the bill's presented, we can searc!
our pockets, and then confess w
haven't got enough to settle up.
the wheeze? They can’t take the grub,
because we shall have eaten it!”

Trotweod saw the wheeze all nght,
and he gazed at Fatty sternly.

“You swindler!” he exclaimed,

|
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“Has your appetite deprived you of all
sense of honour and honesty?’

“Oh, don't be potty!” complained
Fatty, frowning. “We can promise to
settle up the next time we're in town

“No, my son; it won’t do. I put the
ban on it!” said Trotwood curtly.
“Our best plan is to have a snack with
the money \vc've got, and then get back
to St. Frank's.”

Fatty Little nodded gloomily.

His inventive powers were exnausted.
He could think of no other method
whereby a feed could be obtained.
Trotwood regarded the whole affair as
settled, and he stepped into a boot-
shop, to collect a parcel which he had
left there. The juniors’ bicycles were
farther up the street, at a garage.

Fatty mooched disconsolately along,
waiting for Trotwood to come out.
And suddenly he came to a halt. His
gaze was fixed squarely upon a notice
which was displayed prominently in
the window of a small shop near by.

Fatty hadn’t seen the notice before,
probably because the shop had only
been opened during the previous day or
50. It had stood empty for some weeks,
and nad now opened with a bang, so

lace was a restaurant. It was

not exactly the kind of establishment
that the St. Frank's fellows usually
patronised.

But times were hard, and Fatty was
hovct particular. Grub was the main
thin

Ani his attentlon was attracted by

st otice in the window. He

it in a fascinated kind of way,

and read the words over and over
ag:\ lo a re himself that there was

ch

And this is what he saw:

SPECIAL TEAS!

EAT A‘§ VUC!—I AS YOU PLEASE!

TAKE IT AT YOUR EASE!”

It was pure doggerel, but it caught
the eye, and Fatty Little was positively
enraptured with it. Underneath th
were some words in smaller type, which
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he read eagerly. 'J.'hev stated that, for
the inclusive price o shilling, any

person could sit dowq in the restaurant,
and eat as much bread and butter and
drink as much tea as he required.
Two slices of cake were provided.

But there was no swindle about the
bread And butter part of the affair. It
e plaia that any customer could
with no extra
charg Fatty Little simply couldn't
understand it; it seemed like a dream
to

He didn't realice that any normal
appetite could not manage to consume
one shilling’s worth of tea and bread
and butter at one sitting. The restau-
rant keeper did not display his notices
for fellows of Fatty's type. -

At the current price of things, the tea
was probably cheap enough, but the
new shopkeeper was evidently doing
it as an advertisernent.
atty Little came to himself with a+
jerk, and he realised that Trotwood
would almost certainly put the ban on
patronising ‘the establishment. But
this was an opportunity which could
not be missed—and Fatty dedged into
the restaurant before his chum emerged
from the bootshop.
He would have preferred cakes and

try, and other good things, of course
when times were lean, bread and
buttcl were satisfactory. 1t was gruh,
anyhs and any kind of grub was ac-
C(‘phblf‘ to Tatty.

When Trotwood appeared he gazed
up and down treet in vain. Fatty
Little had vanished, and was nowhere
on the horizon. It was not casy to
miss seeing his enormous figure, and
Trotwood wondered where he could be.

His first picion. naturally, was
that he had vanished into a confec-
tioner's, ere were only two in
the vici Trotwood soon satis-
fied him eli Hwt Fatty was in neither

of thes not ‘even suspect the
newly ope: “house. He hardly
ﬂhmr‘c‘n al the pl:

7 uo and down the High
time he went to the
ps that Fatty

pas

put

w
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had gone straight on. But when he
arrived he found there was no sign of
Master Little.

As it happened, however, Trotwood
found some other St. Frank’s fellows
—to be exact, Sir Montie Tregellis-
West, Tommy. and myself.

We had just ridden in, and were
storing our machines—our intention
being to have a decent spread at the
swell teashop in the town. We were

all well supplied with cash, Montie
bemg particularly flush.
“Hallo, Trotty, old son,” I said
cheerfully. “Had tea?”
“No, not yet. Have you scen—-"
“Good!” I said briskly. “You can
come along with us. We're just going

Jusf
along to the Oriental Cafe. We'll stand
eed.”

Dear old hoy, it’s my privilege to
pay the exes to-day,” said Sir Montie
ly. “I am rather flush, and I in-
s).,t on doin’ the honours!”
otwood grinne

“Thanks,” he sald. “This has just
come handy. As a matter of fact, 'm
nearly broke, and I was going without
tea. I suppose you haven't seen any
signs of Fatty Little?”

“No; the last we saw of him was at
St. Prank’s, in the tuckshop,” said
Watson.  “Perhaps he’s still there—
puttmo the finishing touches to the
stock.”

“He’s here somewhere,” said Trot-

ood. “He was with me ten minutes
ago, but he dodged off when I went
into_a bootshop.

“Oh, he’s gorging somewhere—-’

“Impossible,” said Nicl “He’s o'xly
got two bob on 2
“Begad! Thats frightfully hard

lines for Fatly,” smiled Tregellis-West,
“It seems that we have just come to
the rescue in time. We must find
Fatty, and take him with us into the
cafe.”
“He'll be an expensive guest,” said
‘Trotwoo

“Dcar old boy, that doesn't matter
an

Bm. l‘wny Little was not to be found.
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We walked up and down the High
Street twice and saw no sign of him
whatever.

. As a matfter of fact, Fatly was en-
Jjoying himself. Had he known the
actual truth, he would have been
furious with himself for giving way.

Fatty was sitting in the new restau-~
rant, at the marble-topped
tables, tucked round a little alcove.
One plate of bread and butter, 2 slice
of cake, and a big cup of tea had been j
placed before him.

These, needless to say, vanished in
record time, and the somewhat untidy
waitress looked astonished when Fafty
asked for a second supply. But it was |
provided without question—four more
slices of bread-and-butter, and another
piece of cake, and another cup of tea.

The bread was new, and the butter
good. Little demolished it with a
heartiness which only he could show.
He was really hungry, and he enjoyed
the food tremendously. But it disap-
peared at a remarkable speed, and very
soon the second supply was exhausted.
Fatty looked round.

“I say, miss!” he called out.

The waitress gazed at him in sur-
to

in the place, and they were smiling.

“Another supply, please, miss,” said
Fatty briskly.

“Why, you've had two lots,” said the
girl.

“Two which?” repeated Fatty.“ Twa
scraps, you mean' ‘What's the good o
bringing a three or four thin
slices of bread- and butter?
something that I can see!
decent lot this time—and some mort
tea.”

“You can't have any more cake!”
said_the wztt Tess.

“Youre having a shilling tea, aren'
you?”

“Yes!?

“Well, you've had your two bits
cake—and enough bread-and-butter,
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should think,” declared the girl indig-
nantly. “Still, I'll bring you some
more.”

“I should think you willl” said Fatty.
“I haven't started yet!”

The girl stared hard, and the other
people smiled very broadly. A
minutes later the waitress mappeved
with a big plate of bread-and-butter,
containing at least eight slices.  She

also brought another cup of tea. And
she was smjling; she evidently saw the
humour of the situation now.

As a matter of fact, she had reported
the matter to the proprietor, who was
at the rear, and the latter had in-
structed the girl to supply the junior
with all he wanted. The thing was
advertised, and had to be carried out.

Fatty would never demolish the whole

plateful.
“}(‘h re you are, sir,”
iling. “How do you like thxs?’

Fn,tty Little eyed the plate indig-
nant,

“A scrnp like that’s no good to mel”
he exclaimed. “I came in here for a
feed—not a snackl
you please,’ that’s what you say!
T'm going to do it! You might as well
be cutting some more bread-and- butter.
while I'm_eating this.”

The girl giggled.

“you will have your joke!”
tittered.

She walked away before Fatty could
disillusion her. And the way in which
he got rid of those slices was really
onishing. They were thin and

said the girl,

she

dainty, and each one was only a
mouthful.
They had vanished within four

minutes, and Fatty was looking round
for fresh supplies. He beckoned to the
waitress. At first she could hardly
belicve her eyes. Then she came over
to the table with an unpleasant expres-
sion upon her face.

“Buck up!” said Fatty. “Why the
(hc;enB can’t you keep me going?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘The pc’*pxe At the other table laughed
cutright.
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“Look here, you can't have any
more!” said the waitress firmly. “You
have had more than your shilling's
wuth ymmg man—-"

What!” roared Fatty.
to eat as mu(,h as I please!

A big man at one of the other tables
gently rapped upon his table.

“The youngster’s quite right,” he ex-
claimed. “You've got to keep to your
bargain, you know.. Bring him some
more, if he wants it, miss.”

“Oh, very welll” snapped the girl.

She whisked off, and soon returned
with a plate containing three slices.
Fatty gazed upon it wrathfully, and
rose to his feet, red in the face.

“What's the good of that?” he
roared. “This is a giddy swindle! I
asked for some more bread-and-bufter

“I'm going

and another cup of tea!”

_“You've eaten more than enough for
three already!”. said the girl angrily.
“We can't afford to 5upply food at ti

rate—""
“What about your not{oe outsldle
That doesn’t matter—

“Doesn’t; 1627 shouted F'atty

! If
don’t bring me some grub I'll jolly we!l
fetch it myself! A fine cheek! What's
the good of a notice like that outside,
if you don’t mean to keep to it2”

“The lad’s only demanding his rights,
miss,” said the man opposite.

The waitress looked round as if she
would like to eat everybody, and then
swept off to the rear of the tea- -Shop.
She did not reappear, but a big, burly
man came forward with another supply
of bread-and-butter.

“You've got a pretty big appetite,
haven’t you?” he said in an unpleasant
voice. “ ‘Either that, or else you're play-
ing some sort of a trick. Have you
caten everything that’s been brought to

ou?

K “Of course I have!”

“The boy’s right,” said the other cus-
tomer. “I've been watching him all the
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time, Mr, I-'ooker
tite he's gat, 0.

“And, what’s more,” said Fatty, “I
can tell you at once that this bit of
grub is only enough to start me going.
‘What's the idea of bringing two or three
scraps sp:ead all over a plate? I want
it pllcd

ell, ycu won't get it!” said Mr.
Hooker firmly.

e walked away, and Fatty very
quickly consumed the food which had
been brought. He knew well enough
that he was perfectly within his rights
to demand as much food as he could
eat—and he did not hesitate to do so.

He rapped upon the table noisily, and
clattered the plate.

Mr. Hooker came forward again,
“You've had your tea, young fellow,”
he said sharply. “The best thing you
can do is to pay your shilling, and get

out of my shop!”

“Here’s your blessed shilling!” roared
Fatty, tossing down his florin. “I want
a bob change, and I want some more

rub! A fine idea, advertising that
youwll let anybody eat all they please—
I don’t think! It's only a swindle! A

chap with a decent appente is only
gwen a few crumbs——
“Why, you greedy young rascal,

ow've had five or six teas already!”
exclaimed the proprietor. “My notice
outside only applies within reasonable
limits—and not as you seem to think!
I should be ruined if everybody was
like you.”
“Very likely,” said Fatty. “But
you've gob to take the hard with the
smooth. Tons of people only have six-
pennyworth of grub, I'll bet! I'm
taking you at your wo'd and I demand
another plateful of grul

“You're not going to get it!” snapped
Mr. Hooker, picking up the florin, and
tossing a shilling on the table.
“There's your change—hook it!”

“ Why, Great, pan-
cakes! T've never scen such a_bare-
faced swindle in my life!” roared Fatty.
“1 wouldn’t have come into this hole if
I'd known. I thought it was a square
offer, and not a barefaced fraud!”

THE
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“Tske care, sonny——"

“I'm geing to speak my
you won't stop me!” sunorted F
“By to-morrew cverybody in the town,
will know akout this swindle—and I
don’t suppose it’ll do you much gcod!”

“Are you going quietly, or do you
want to be chucked out?” beliowed Mr.
Hooker furiousiy.
- “I'm going when I please—""

“We'll see about that!” Sk‘uhli‘d t‘lc

proprietor. “Youll come is way,
young man! We don't want y(‘hr SOX‘u
in here!”

He grasped Fatty by the coat collar,
and gave him a shove which sent the
fat junior staggering across the floor.
Fa\ty was a big weight to push about,
but Mr. Hooker himself was built
heavily, and Fatty found it 1mpo;sxhle§
to withstand the onslaught, -although |
he struggled gamely.

Crash!

He charged through the swing doors,
roaring, and a final shove <enr him
spinning across the pavement. TFatty
staggered out into the road, tripped up,
and sat down.

A shout of horror arose from the
passers-by. For a huge touring car was
speeding down the High Stree» at a
:'zmc 10! pace—and ushing:
straight down upon Fatty L (UL as hej
sat dazed in the roadway.

CHAPTER 15.
A Distinguished Guost!

EGAD!”
B Sir Montie Tregellis-Wes
uttered the exclamation in
tone of startled surprise. We were jus
about to enter the beautifully carvel
doors_of the Oriental Cafe, havin
abandoned our search for Fatty Littl

But as we_turned we received some
thing of a shock.

Fatty had just appeared. He
spinning across the pavement, stag
gered over the gutter, and sat down i
the middle of the road with a jar whid
shook him up considerably.



THE SC

“Great Scott!” I exclaimed huskily.
“Look there!”

We could see the huge touring car
driving straight down on the helpless
junlm‘ at a speed which made it im-
possible for Fatty to get out of danger.
We expected to see him run down on
the spot.

But somethmg surprising happened.

The driver of the car was cvidently a
man in a thousand. He swerved across
the road, his hand as steady as a rock.
There was not sufficient time to pull
up, although the throttle was shut off
and the brakes applied.

The near-side wheels shaved Fatty by
a mere inch, and——

Cra-a-

The magnificent car charged full-tilt
into a well-stocked greengrocery stall
which stood outside a shop. e whole
affair was wrecked in a flash. Fruit
and vegetables were sent flying in every
direction. The car tore its way into
the heart of the wreckage. The big sun
blind which had been stretched over
the stall fell ovex' the car like a blanket,
and the iver was completely
enveloped.

Famy Little staggered to his feet,
gasping.

Oranges, apples, potatoes, bananas,
and all manner of other things were
strewn all over the place. The road
was smothered with the debris of the
stall,

“My only hat!” said Tommy Wat-
son. “That was a near shave!”

“Begad! Rather, old boy!”

We ran up, and other people crowded
round. Shopkeepers came running out
of their establishments, and there was
general excitement. Fatty Little gazed
mund him somewhat dazedly.

“Great pancakes!” he ejaculated,

“Jolly lucky there's a sensible man
at the wheel of that car,” I said. “He
didn’t hesitate a second, Fatty, or you
would have been laid out by this time!
}Vhab made you sit in the road like
hat?

“What made me—" Fatty Little
paused, and his face flushed with in-
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i “The rotte

!” he roared. “I was chucked out
of that beastly restaurant, and I hadn’t
finished my tea—"

“Oh, great Scott! Talking sabout
grub, even now!” exclaimed Nicodemus
Trotwood. “I believe he'd talk and
think of grub if he were on the giddy

The swin-

scaffold! Look at the trouble he’s
caused!”
“I've caused!”  bellowed

Fatty.
“Why, you—you silly idiot! TI—"

“Hallo! The driver's appearing,” in-
terrupted Watson.

‘We transferred our attenticn to the
motor-car. The sun-blind was moving,
and a figure appeared. It was attired
in a light overcoat and a check cap.

“Look!” I yelled. “Look who it is!”

The motorist was gazing round with
an air of ealm unconcern which was
somewhat comical. He stood in the
midst of the wreckage, eyeing it all with
perfect sang-froid.

“Begad!” - exclaimed er Montie.
“He’s—he’s Lord Darrimc

“The one and only,” T a,greedA

I ran_forward, and the others fol-
lowed. It was impossible to get rlght

up to the car, for the smashed f

stall was all round, in bits of wreckage.
The sun blind still -lay in a tangled
heap over the wind screen of the car.

“Dorrie!” I roared delightedly.

Lord Dorrimore gazed at me, grinned
and nodded.

“Hallo, young: ‘un!” he said calmly.
“What price this for a cinema stunt? I
hope there were a few cameras on the
job when I charged the fruit emporium.
I don’t think I could do the trick again,
if I practnsed it for weeks!”

“Ha .

Evcrybody laughed

“It’s a frightful nuisance, all this
beastly mess,” Dorrie remarked. “Just
as I was in a hurry to get to St. Frank’s,
too! But it was either the fruit or
cruelty to animals—and I chose the
fruit.”

“Cruelty to animals?” I repeated.

“I nearly ran over the elephant!” ex-
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plained Dorrie, with a nod towards
Fatty Little.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘The motorist’s easy-going calmness
took away all the seriousness of the
misheap, and peopie who had come up
expecting to see the result of an awful
tragedy, found themselves smiling with
amusement,

It was just like Lord Dorrimore to
take it easily. Of course, I knew him
as well as I knew Montie and Tommy.
With Nelson Lee, I had accompanied
Dorrie to the far corners of the earth.
He was one of Nelson Lee's greatest
{riends.

I had known that Dorrie was coming
down, but it was news to me to see
him now—I had not expected him yet.
He had turned up just in time to pro-
vide i with some excitement,

‘The proprietor of the fruit and vege-
table stall was on the scene now.
was a somewhat elderly man, very ex-
citable, and he was horror-stricken by
the havoc which had been caused.

“I'll have the law on you!” he
shouted. “It’ll cost pounds and pounds
to put this right! Folks oughtn’t to be
allowed to go dashing about in them
dratted motor-cars! I allus said they
was a nuisance!”

“Hold on, Mr. Grubb,” said one of
the other shopkeepers., “It wasn't the
gentleman’s fault. He nearly ran over
a boy, and the only thing he could do
was to swerve. It was a marvellous
plece of work, the way he steered into
your stallt”

Mr. Grubb gulped.

“ A marvellous piece of work, was it?”
he shouted. “Well, it’s a piece of work
that'll cost a pretty penny! I can't
afford to have my stall wrecked and all
my stock wasted by the first motorist
that comes along- Hi! Leave them
oranges alone, you young varmints!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The youth of Bannington had ap-
Deared with surprising alacrity, and
was equally brisk to seize such a golden
opportunity. Fruit and nuts were lying
all over the road—but not for long.
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Mr, Grubb’s precious stock was soon
transferred into a dozen or a score of
pockets—to be transferred, later, into
healthy interiors,

“My dear old chap, what's the good
of geitin’ excited?” asked Lord Dorri-
more languidly. “I accept full re-

bility.”

, wot’s that?” said Mr. Grubb,
hecoming suddenly calm.

“I caused the damage, an’ I suppose
it's up to me to settle the bill,” said
Dorrie smoothly. “How much com-
pensation do you require? I kelieve in
settlin’ troubles as quickly as possible.
What's your figure ?”

Mr. Grubb considered rapidly. 4
“IFIl cost me nigh on ten pund to
repair that stall, an’ the stock was
worth another ten pund,” he said. “I |

reckon it'll cost you twenty, sir,”

“My dear man, you're robbing your-
self!” said Lord Dorrimore. “Youll
never get on in the world at that rate, |
Here's thirty pound, an’ we'll say no .
more about it. I'm havin’ quite an en-
Jjoyable time!”

Mr. Grubb was eloquent in his’
thanks, but Dorrie took very little |
notice of him. He seemed far more in- |
terested in an altercation which was
progressing on the other side of the
road. Fafty Little was telling Mr.!
Hooker a few home truths concerning|
his “eat-as-much-as-you-please %
taurant.

“ It’s not my habit to make a fuss,,
about things,” Fatty was saying}
warmly, “but I'm not standing any.
treatment like this. Swindling me out:
of my grub wasn't good enough—yo
tried to kill me!”

“Don’t be such a young fool!” roare
Mr. Hooker. “I didn’t know the ca
was comin’ just then. I chucked yo
out of my shop because you were in-
sulting—and I'd chuck you out agai
if you tried them tricks a second time.”

explained what had happened, pointe
to Mr. Hooker’s notice, and gained thi
sympathy of his listeners. But Mr,
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oker was not inclined to stand there
speechless.

“That notice don't apply to people
with appetites like horses!” he shouted.
“The young rascal ate four or five
plates of bread-and-butter, and I wasn’t
going give him no more. I can't
afford—"

“That don’t make any difference!”
shouted somebody. “If you exhibit a
ntos‘xce lilze that, you ought to stand by
it

“Hear, hear!”

“The thing’s a swindle!”

Mr. Hooker received no sympathy, and
he bezan to realise that he had made a
bad mistake. His newly opened estab-
lishment could not have received a
worse advertisement than the one it
was getting.

Not only that, but the crowd stated
their views in no uncertain terms, and
added with great gusto that they would
never patronise the place.

Fatty Little was satisfied.

“Wwell, I've shown the swindler up!”
he said. “That’s good encugh for me.
I reckon we'd better get out of the
crowd now!”

“I reckon so, t0o,” sald Trotwood
firmly. i,

“If we had some more tin we might
be able to go into a decent restaurant,”
said Fatty, looking worried. “Grea
buns! Perhaps Lord Dorrimore could
lend me a quid! I'm simply starving,
and I shall never be able get back
to St. Frank’s if I don’t have a feed!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lord Dorrimore strolled forward.

«Judging from what I've just heard,
young man, I should imagine your
hunkers were pretty well overloaded,”
he remarked. ‘However, we might as
well drop into a cafe, an’ have somethin’
to prevent your vitality from oozin’
away. I wouldn't like fo sce you get
much thinner, my lad. Your clothin’ is
simply hanging in folds over your, bally
bones!  It's a wonder you can exist!

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tatty Little grinned. =

“I can't help being big,
spologetically.

sir,” he sald
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We all grinned, and Fatty looked
supremely happy. A good feed was in
sight, and it was quite sufficient for the
fat junior. He didn't care who pro-
vided it—that was an unimportant de-
tail. The main thing was the feed.

How he could find room for anything
more was a puzzle which nobody could
understand. Fatty Little’s capacity was
\vez}'d and mysterious. He appeared to
have space for grub without ending.

After Lord Dorrimore’s car was pulled
out of the wreckage it was found that
the damage was quite - superficial—
merely some scratched paintwork, bent
wings and a dented radiator. s lord-
ship eyed the damage complacently.

“H'm! - Nothing much!” he ob-
served. “It's an extrao ry thing,
but whenever I buy a new car I gener-
ally convert it into scrap iron in a short
time. This, I suppose, is the first stage.
I paid a thousand for this bus only
yesterday.” Pis 5 ¥

“Phew!” whistled Watson. - /&

But Lord Dorrimore didn’t eare & rap.
He was.a millionaire, and money was
nething to him. = e RS

The excitement was soon over, and
we all entered the Oriental Cafe.

Tea was opdered by Dorrie—but Fatty
Little was invited to study the menu,
and to order what he required. . en,
his tea was brought we simply roared,
for Fatty had ordered enough for half
a dozen.

« Amazin’,” said Dorrie. *You ought
to be in a side show, youngster! ‘The
Human Hippo.'! World’s record appe-
tite—"

“Oh, go easy, sir!” grinned Fatty.

“I won't chip you any more,” said
his lordship cheerfully. “ Well, my lads,
how haye you been goin’ on? Still up
o all sorts of mischief, I suppose?
Hows "!he professor?”
asksd Wou mean M'sieur Leblanc, sir?

N

Jvatson.

means the guvnor” I
= “Dorrie always calls him
been’ beLr' Lee is fine, Dorrie. Never
i wer er. He mentioned to me that
¥ € coming down this week.”

grinned, he
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“What brought ycu down, sir?” asked
Sir Montie gracefully.

“The car!” said Dorrie,

“No; I mean- ”

“I know what you me..n,” gmmcdhvﬂ
lordship. “Well, the fact is, it’s a de
secret. I can't tell you anythin'

i
at
Lresenu The holidays will soon be here,

an’ Have

you fellows made any arrangements for
the vacation?”

“Not yet,” T said.

“Good!”

chuckled Dorrie, rubbing

hat's the idea?” I inquired
cul Aously

“Oh, nothin’—nothin’ at all!” said
his Iom\hxp “But itll be rather rip-
pin’ if we can all go off together-
Anem! But it’s a secret! I'm leitin’
the cat cut of the lng.

We listened with interest.

“I say, sir, are you thinking of going
on a summer {rip?” I asked. “We had
2 splendid time last year! That African
holiday—

“We're not goin’ to Africa this time,”
said Lord Dorrimore. “In fact, we shall
£0 in the opposite direction——
go again! continue at this rate
3ou ‘Il know the whole bally scheme!”

That's what we want to know,” I
said, smiling,

“I dare say you do, my son; but it
doesn't °\llL me to go into anv details
JU‘C new,” said Dorr “The fact is,

don’t exactly know what Lhe details
axc—rmd I shan't until T've consulted
your estecmed guv'nor.”

“Well, it’s pretty certain that there's
something good in store,” said com-
placently. “You always do things pro-
perly, Dorrie. I've been heping that we
might be able to arrange a trip for this
vacation—and now you come down, as
large as life, and as handsome as ever

here

“That's enough!” interrupted his
lordship severely. “I don't want any
compliments from you, my lad! I'm
suspicious of ’em! They remind me of
Umlosi’s compliments—the old rascal
generally means something else.”

THE SCHOOL!
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I looked up.

“Yes, by Jove!” I said. “I'd for-

gotten Umlosi for the moment. Is he
booked to come with us?”
“You bet your sweet life!” said Lord

Dorrimore elegantl

I grinned.

“2h! Then we are going on a
trip?” T asked.

“‘Oh, by gad!” groaned Dorrie. “I'm
tellin’ you eve;ythm L3

‘Rats!” I said. y whet

You
our appetites for more. Tal ing about
Umlosi, I suppose yowve leff him in
Af at the head of his own tribe—
Futanaland?”
“Not likely!” said Dorrie. “Um-
losi is in London, and what the deuce
he’ll get up to durin’ my absence is
nore than I dare to imagine! I might
mention that he’s comin’ down here in
a day or two. I thought h ht as
well stir some life up at St. ¥l just
for a change.”

“Begad! That will be frightfully in- .
terestin'—it wild really!” declared Sir
Montie. “I think Umlesi is a rippin®
old chap. I{ll be splendid to see him
again, and all the other fellows will be
delighted.”

I1 ?ad no doubt that Sir Montie was
righ

Umlosi was a huge black man—the :
chief of the Kutanas—a king in his own
country and an exirordinary w o,
His feats of bravery and daring were tog
numerous to be remembered.

In addition, Umlosi was a cheerful,
good-natured old sort, and he generally
succeeded in making everybody feel
comfortable in the most dismal circum.
stances. I was quite bucked up at th
thought of seeing him again.

“Of course, I'm not goin’
any hints,” went on Lord Dorrimeore as
he sipped his tea. “But it’s quit
likely you remember the good Ol
Wanderer?”

“Yes, rather " 1 said.

“«Exac

“Do we Temember her?” T went on

in

J

;

“Your yach\‘f”

“Why, we had some fin¢ advenfures 1
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that ship, Dorrle, and we're not likely
to forget her.
“Well, my son, if there’s anythin'
doin’ this summer the Wanderer will
take a leadin’ part in the adventure,”
said his lordship smoothly. “You see,
©'m giving you hints all the time—which
is just like me. I came here with the
intention of keepin’ my tongue still
An’ what do I find?”
He gazed at me and the other grin-
ning juniors.
“I come here, an’ I'm wrecked in the
High Street,” he continued.
lured into this cafe, and miurmanon is
dragged out of me by sheer force. I
shall have to put my foot down hard—
and seal my lips.”
“But why the necessity of being
secretive?” I asked.
“Well, it’s not absolutely necessary,
but I don’t want to tell you anythin’
that might fall to the ground,” said
, Dorrie. “There’s nothin’ worse than
raisin’ a fellow’s hopes over a mere
dream, I've been idiotic enough to say
somethin’, so therell be no harm in
sayin’ a bit more. Here you are, in a
nutshell. I've got an idea. Personally,
I think it's a first-class, gilt-edged,
number one size scheme.”

“That sounds all right, then,” I ex-
claimed. 9

Lord Dorrimere shook his head.

“Ah, but wait, my son—wait!” he
| exclaimed. “Before I decide upon it
finally I want the advice of the one
inan in the world who knows everythin’

—-an’ that’s the professor!”
“You mean Mr. Lee?” asked Watson.

with the sole mtentxon of layin’ my
Plans before Mr. Nelson Lee. If he
[foproves everythin’ will be rosy and
fublime.”

“And - what if the guvnor disap-
roves?” I asked.
| “In that case rhcra 11 be nothin’

oin’,” replied Dorrie. “If your guvnor
g the lid on the idea I shall be
nbled and humiliated, and there
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won't be any trip. It'll be a disappoint-
ment if he puts the ban on the game.”

““I reckon you've said enough to make
me feel pretty keen,” I remarked. “If
you've mapped out a Dprogramme, it’s a
ten-to- -one chance that the guvnor will

agree.’

“That remains to be seen,” said Lord
Dorrimore. “Youre well aware of the
fact that I occasionally get ideas that
ought to convince most people that I
am only fit to take up a permanent resi-
dence in Colney Hatch. However, we'll
see what the oracle says—the oracle, in
this case, being personified by Mr.
Nelson Lee.”

Dorrie paused, and stared over at
Fatty Little’s plact

gad!” he e_yaculated
be tme”’

“Eh?” said Fatty.

“Have you really demiolished that
pile of grub?”

“‘Oh, that lot?” said Fatty, indicating
the empty plates. “That was only a
beginning, sir. I was just f.hmkmg
about ordering some more——

“Well, youw'd better keep thinking
about it, my son,” interrupted Trot-
wood. “You're not going to have any-
thing else just now. We don’t want to
have the horrible task of carrying you

ome!”

“It’s all right! Youll all come in
my car,” said Dorrie.

We did. Our bicycles were left in
Bannington that day, and we returned
to St. Frank’s in style. The dis-
tinguished guest was a very welcome
visitor, and, somehow, I felt absolutely
certdin that his coming was to portend
something of an extremely interesting
nature.

“Can it

CHAPTER 16.
The Story of the Wang Hi Treasure!
HIS is splendid, Dorrie!” ex-
T claimed Nelson Lee heartily.
“Why didn't you tell me you
were coming to-day? I should have
made proper preparations for your
arrival—-".
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“That's exactly why I dida't send
you word,” explained Lord Dorrimore
blandly. “If there’s one thing I hate,
it is to have people makin’ special pre-
parations for me. I prefer to dig in any-
where; I'm not particular. I shall be
here two or three days, an’ you can
shove me in the coal-cellar if you like!”

Nelson Lee chuckled.

‘‘Same old Dorrie!” He smiled. “I
think we can find you better accommo-
dation than the cellar, old man! It's
splendid to see you again. What wild-
cat notmns have you got in your head
this time?

Dorrie turned to me and gr]!med,

“There you are—he’s guessin’ it be-
fore I've got time to open my mouth!”
he exclaimed. “Well, never mind. If
he doesn't agree to my plan first time
Tl think of some diabolical plot, drug
him, and force him to agree.”

We were standing on the steps of the
Ancient House. The evening sunlight
was still streaming over the Triangle,
and Dorrie’s car was standing a short
distance away. We had only Just
arrived, and ha.d attracted considerable
attention already—at least, Dorrie had.

He was rather well own at St.
Frank’s, having paid several visits to
the old school. Once seen, Dorrie was
not easily forgotten. He was famous
throughout the country as an intrepid
big game hunter and explorer. Lord
Dorrimore was a very well-known
character, and at St. Frank’s, among
the juniors, he was {remendously
popular. His free and easy style made
him a kind of hero.

“well, let’s get msxde to my study,”
said Nelson Lee. “We have lots to
chat about, and I happen to have the
evening free. I am pretty certain that
you have a good deal to talk about,

Dorrie.”
“‘Oh, a shockin’ amount!” said his
lomshxp “I've got a scheme that’ll

simply make your hair stand on end
and remain there for good!”

“I sincerely hope not,” smiled Nelson | himself in, 9
Le 6 “Well we will retire to my study. Immediately beneath him was Nelsol
ys won't be able to come, I'm | Lee’s study, as he well knew. His nex
afraid o added the guv'nor, addressing ! procedure was really ishing. Fol
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Montie and Tommy and me.
there's anything that youwll be
(Pre&.(ed in I tell you about it later.”
“Oh, good!” I said. ‘‘Thanks,
guvnor!” L5
Nelson Lee turned to enter the lobby, &
and saw that Mr. Clement Heath was |
standing there, looking on with interest.
I‘w young master made as if to pass.
“Ch, one moment, Heath,” -said |
Nelson Lee. “Now that you are here
I should like to introduce you to Lord i
Dorrimore. Dorrie, this gentleman is
Mr. Heath; he is takmg charge of the
Rerove dmmg Mr. Crowell’s temporary
absence.” i
“Pleased to meet you, old man!” saidd
Dorrie genially. “You have my deep,
sympathy, I can assure you!”
“Your sympathy, sir?” smiled Mr.
Heath. ]
“Youre in charge of the Remove!”
C‘{Dla,d“d his lordship,
a, hﬂ"’

“But if
in-

a, |

smiled.”

“They are rather a handful, perhaps;§
but I get on with the Remove quite]
well,” he said. “I am greatly honoured
to meet you, sir, and I hope to have the
pleasure of having a litile chat with)
you a little later on, if you will granty
me that favour.”

“My dear chap, I shall bore you tal
sleep,” said Dorrie.
is limited.

all those funny intricacies. gely
talkin’ I shall jaw about elephants an
tigers an’ things of that kind. You
wish you'd never set eyes on me!”
Mr. Heath smiled, and took his de
parture. Nelson Lee and Dorrie re
paired to the former’s study and sor
made themselves comfortable.
MMeanwhile, Mr. Heath made his w
back into the Ancient House almost 3
once. He lost no time in going into 4
small box-rocm upstairs, and %

®
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as quietly as possible, he took up a
couple of loose boards, and gazed down
into the laths and plaster which com-
posed the ceiling of Nelson Lee's study.

Right in the centre of the space there
was a perceptible hole, which had once
been filled up by a gas-pipe. ‘When
electricity had been installed at the
school the hole had been neglected.

Mr. Heath had found it very handy.

He could see very little, of course—
merely a small circle of Nelson Lee’s
desk, to tell the truth. —But he really
had no wish to see. His object in coming
here was a different one.

From an old trunk he produced a
small mizrophone with a pair of ear-
phones attached to it. ~The “mike”
he placed over the hole in the ceiling.
Then he put on the earphones. And
the voices of the two men in the room
below came up to him quite audibly.

There was no chance of his being
discovered—there was no chance of the
men beneath guessing that their words
were not private.

Lord Dorrimore made himself very

comfortable. He sprawled in Nelson
Lee’s easy-chair, with a cigarette in his

lips, and with a glass of whisky-and-
soda beside him. ~And he grinned at
the detective amiably.

“So you want to hear the yarn?” he
inquired.

“1 should very much like to know
what your scheme is,” said Nelson Lee.

Mr. Heath, above, listened to every
word.

“Well, this yarn is just about the
limit,” said Lord Dorrimore. “Ien
really make your hair stand on end, as
I said before. To begin with, would
you very much like fo have a million
quid or s0?”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“I should have no material objec-
tion,” he replied.

“Good!” said Dorrimore. “Ithink I
thall be able to put you in the way of
bocketing that sum with very little
cifficulty. What I'm goin’ to tell you
ay sound like a fairy tale.”

“Fairy tale?” repeated Nelson Lee.

“I'll leave you to judge for yourself,”
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“The whole thing is so
il need a hit of

said Dorrie.
strange that
believing.”

“Well, get busy with the story,”.
sald Lee.

“Have you ever heard me refer to a
cheerful merchant named Wang Hi?”

“I don’t remember having heard the
name hefore.”

“Well, this gentleman, as you’ll pro-
bably guess, is a native of that land
which is generally illustrated on willow
pattern crockery,” explained Lord
Dorrimore. “I think willow pattern
crockery is Chinese, isn't it?  If it's
Japanese, I'm at sea. Anyhow, this old
fogey lived in China.”

“I assume that he is now dead?”
asked Lee.

“Considerin’ that he’s been under the
ground for about five centuries, your
assumption is probably correct,” said
Dorrie smoothly. “I can't tell you the
exact details now, because it'll take too
long. Anyhow, Mr. Wang Hi was a rich
mandarin. He was a kind of lord an’
master an’ tin god, an’ everythin’ clse
put together.”

“A despot, probably.”

“My dear man, the word’s too gentle,”
said Dorrie. “Wang Hi, if the stories
T've heard are true, was about the most
accurate personification of Mr. Mephis-
topheles that ever walked the earth.”

“Very interesting, I'm sure.”

“Quite so0,” said Dorrie. “Well,
Wang Hi was able to have a few re-
tainers put to death every day, just as
a pastime, This kind of thing was alt
very well from Wang Hi’s point of view,
but not from the retainers’. They
didn't consider the affair_ entertainin®
at all, especially when their turn came

round. i

“1 dow’t quite see what youre getting
& »

“yowll see soon—unless you fall
asleep in the middle of my discourse,”
said Lord Dorrimore. “I won't hore
you more than I can help.  Well, one
day a nice little bunch of these Chinks
came to the conclusion that Wang Hi
would be far more interestin’ with a
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couple of daggers inside him. So they
plotted a plot,, the net result bein’ that
Mr. Hi took a speedy departure from
earthly realms.”

“In short, he was murdered?” ausked
Nelson Lee.

“Exactly—but you put it so fright-
fully blunt,” said Dorrimore. *I always
prefer to talk of these things in a more
entertainin’ way. But I woulun t dream
of argum ‘Wang Hi was murdered—
an’, accordin’ to all accounts, it wasn't
halt good enough for him.”

“And where do we come to the
millions?”

“I'm just gettin’ to that point now,”
said Lord Dorrimore.  “It seems that
Wang Hi was a first-class thief in addi-
tion to his other accomplishments. For
a great many years he had been in the
habit of pinchin’ things wholesale—
particularly jewels. He had a collection
of precious stones that would make a
‘West End )eweller look like a rag-and-
bone

“And this treasure, I presume, was
hidden away?”

“Ii’s amazin’ how you guess Lhc=e
things,” said Dorrie; “but you've hit
the nail on the head. Wang B “ n-
cealed his treasure so claqely Lhac no—
body knew where it was. An’ it’s re-
mained hidden to this day.”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“Are you suggesting that we should
attempt w find it?” he inquired.

"A:xd w has remained hidden for
cemmies””

b Then what hope have we of s
ing after so many have failed?”
Lee.

“Ah! That's just where it comes in,”
said Dorrie mysteriously. “I have dis-
covered a secret map—a piece of parch-
ment which gives all the details, and all
sorts of things. We've simply got to go
to the spot, open up the trensure
chamber—and there you are.”

“It sounds ridiculously simple,” said
Nelson Lee. But where does this spot
happen to be?”
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“nghb in the heart of China.” ,4
“Hundreds and hundreds of miles
from the coast, I imagine?”

“Not_only that, but it’s miles and
miles from civilisation,” said Lord
Dorrimore, “These Chinks are hostile,
and if we take an expedition inland, we
shall have to go jolly easy. Still, it
can be done, an’ so long as we take a
handy crowd, well armed, we shall be j
all right. ~ As a net result we shall come
away with barrels full of diamonds and
rubies and emeralds. We shall be able
to startle the world—and not a soul
can dispute our right to the treasure.
The first man on the spot gets it.”

Nelson Lee looked thoughtful.

I'm not sure that I entirely agree
with your idea, Dorrie,” he said. “We
must think it over. I am certainly
impressed, but I must remark that the
whole yarn appears to be flimsy.”

“That’s because I haven't told you
the inner facts,” said Dorrie. “I'll 20
into all those later on—when you feel.
strong enough to stand the strain,”

Mr. Heath had listened throughout)
the conversation, and he was quite
impressed. He would, at all events,
have something to report to the Comte;
de Plessigny. At the same time, Mr.
Heath was determined, sooner or later,
to give Lord Dorrimore a warning that
his plans were known to others.

Mr. Heath could hear nothing more of
any interest, for the pair in the room
below did not continue the conversation.
So the eavesdropper replaced the floor]
boards, put the microphone and ear:
phones back in the old trunk, and weni
down to his own study.

:

CHAPTER 17.
The Count’s Ruse!

HE Comte de Plessigny nodded.

T “Yes, show Mr, Heath in

once,” he said, in Lis smoof
silky voice.

As a matter of fact, the count

been expecting Mr. Heath that eveni

and he was pleased when his mal
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servant informed that the youn
st. Frank’s master was v i M;g
Heath was soon ushered i )

“Ah, my dear young friend, this is

a delightful pleasure,” purred the count,
as he walked forward with outstretched
chap—make

hand.
30}1}'r.slelf gomf riab!
. Thank you,” Mr, Heath cold);
So? E You do not appegr to bve
cordlzzg! exclaimed Plessighy.
_ "I do not see why I should be,” sai
Mr. Heath. “T have consented to und’?ﬁ
take certain work for you, and that work
is absolutely against my inclinations.
However, you have forced me to do it,
and I am helpless. I have come be-
cause I have something to report—and
I consider that it will be your duty to
release me from all further promises.”.
he count rubbed his
softly. A A
“If you have obtained the if

“8Sit down, my d

Mr,

informa-

tion I require, you will be bothered no |:

more,” he said. “In short, your troubles
will be. at an_end. -~ Good fortune will
be ‘yours, and there will be no danger |
from the diamond.” * U

hands together | ki

€3
- %‘(ydare satisfied?”

; id not say that,” went on Fles-

signy.  “I merely mentioned that ngui

information is good. At the same tj

it is scanty. It will not do. X

dear young friend, it will net do.”
Hg{lhalt do you mean?” .
_surely my meaning is obvious?”.

E:‘ﬂ;gg the count.  “You have overheazd

R ggxigu%ou h;we proved yourself.to -

information——* Bkt m:xch o
“Eh?” exclaim e tarting

in nis cha o e et

“I cannot help feeling that you have |

tricked me,” said Mr. Heath. ‘“Having
got me into your power, you ‘have com-
pelled me to act in a diseraceful fashion.
I do not care for eavesdropping, and
forz

«put-tut!”  interrupted the  count.
“wWhat you have done is for the good
of humahnity. Lord Dorrimore is not the
gentieman he appears to he. If you
tnew the exact truth, you would be
heartily in favour of my own plans.
Well, you must tell me what you have
lcarned. Sit down, and take your
time.”

Mr. Heath did so, and, after lighting
o cigar, he procecded to tell the comte
ot what he had overheard.

His host listened eagerly and in-
icrestedly, although he displayed 1o
icn of emotion. And when Mr. Heath
\ad finished, the count rose to his feet,
bnd paced up and down for a few
finutes.

“ Good—quite geod!” he declared.

is enormous, towns, es and
cities ‘are legion. . Do you know

pame of the place where this treasure
exists?” PR

“No.”

«Then, as I said before, you have
much more to learn,” declared the host.
“1; will also be necessary for vou to
obtain the parchment TLerd Dorrimore
referred to—or, better still, & copy of it.
1% is absolutely essential that I should
be acquainted with all the facts—and
not with a mere outline.”

Mr. Heath clenched his fists.

«But I have done my best—" he

began.

“No doubt—no doubt!” interrupted
the count. “But you have really had
no time fo rform your work

thoroughly. You must come to me with
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the complete story; then I will release
you from your position.”

The Remove master rose to his feet.

“In plain words you want me to con-
tinue this spying game?” he asked
bluntly.

“I do not care to hear you speak in
such bold language—-

“I don’t feel inclined to beat about
the bush now,” interrupted Mr. Heath
curtly. “I have been a spy—and you
wish me fo continue in that role. Isit
the truth, or not? I want a plain
answer.’

The comte shrugged his shoulders.
“Since you insist,” he marmhred
yes, you must continue to—spy!”

€ Comc, come, my dear young fellow

“I tell you I refuse!” shapped Mr.
Heath. “I’'ve carried out your wishes,
and I listened to a private conversa-
tion. I'm not going to degrade myself
further. You can say what you wish
—do what you wish; but I am firm.”

““You positively refuse to proceed?”

«T do

The comte smiled gemahy, and

rubbed hxs hands together.
‘This urd,” he murmured.
“My dear Heath, you cannot afford to
talk in that strain. You seem to over-
look the fact that you tampered with a
stolen diamond. ~You quite ignore your
peril. One word from me and you will
be in the hands of the police— ”

“And so will you!” interrupted Heath

otly. ~ “You have the diamond—-"

“Perhaps so—but this is of no
matter,” said the count. “I am a
gentleman of wealth, and it will be quite
easy for me to clear myself with the
police.”

Mr. Heath laughed harshly.

“You think so?” he exclaimed. “If
s0, you're mistaken! I have discovered,
Plessigny, that you are an arrant
scoundrel, and an unscrupulous rogue!
I will have no further dealings with - you
—and you are at liberty to go to the
police this very minute! Be hanged
to you!”
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“S0? A revolt!” smiled the count.

“This is, indeed, quite amusing—quite §
ﬁntutammg I am afraid your revolt
will be of no avail, my dear young
man. You must do as I say—"

“And I declare that I will not!”
shouted Mr. Heath hotly. “I would
rather go to the police and face thej
consequences of the diamond affair,
than continue this infernal blackguard-
ism. I have done nothing wrong—!
am innocent of anything unser upulous.‘
Then what have I to fear?’

The comte bent forward. A

“You have to fear—me!” he saidd

softly.
“Indeed!” snapped the young
master. “I do not fear you—not in the

slightest degree! You can only do ong
thing—and that is, to tell the policg
about the diamond.”

“You think s0?”

“I know s0,” declared Mr. Heath,

“Then I am afraid I must diss
illusion you,” said the comte softly. ‘“
have other methods of compelling yoy
to do as I wish. But, come! Wh
should we quarrel? Let us talk peace
fully and quietly, my young friend.
am anxious to obtain this information
and you can supply it. Is that not sufd
ficient reason that we should world]
together, peacefully and amiably? Yot
are on the spot—you can obtain t]
information i the slightes
difficulty. Personally, I can do nothin;
Therefore, it is to your interest and
mine to continue—- ”

Mr. Heath curtly. “You wiu not
fluence me, Plessighy. I have finishet
—I am going, and you can do you
worst. That’s all I've got to say. Cood
evening!” -

Mr. Heath walked towards the dod
his jaws set, and his eyes gleaming wi§i
determination. He reached the dof
grasped the handle, and turned it. Th
he received a slight shock,

‘The door was locked !

“What is the meaning of this?”
manded the visitor angrily,

“It is not my wish that you shof
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leave me so soon,” smiled the count.
“I was most anxious to be on good
terms with you. However, since that
seems to be impossible, I suppose I must
give way. Come, my friend.”

The comte moved softly across the
room, and went to another door. He
opened it, revealing a lighted passage
beyond."

‘‘Good-evening!” he murmured.

Mr. Heath said nhothing, but strode
through the doorway.

Immediately afterwards the door
closed, and it went with a click. Mr.
Heath' looked round with a start. Then
he saw that the place was not a pas-
sage, as he had first supposed, but
merely a long cupboard, with no other
exit.

He had been. tricked!

A single electric light glowed high in
the ceiling. And as Mr. Heath glanced
up at it, the metal filament lost its
glow, showed dull red for a second, and

went out. He was plunged into dark-
ness.

“The scoundrel!” he muttered
thickly.

He thumped upon the deor loudly.

“Let me out of this, you rogue!” he
shouted. “If you think this kind of
trickery wm do any good, you've made
a mistake

No reply came from the count. Mr.
Heath paused, breathing hard, rather
bewildered by this sudden turn of
events. Then he heard a bell tinkle,
and after that came a pause. He waited,
filled with fury.

“Let me out!” he shouted again.

Still there was no reply, and again
he listened.

Then he heard voices penetrating the
deor from the room beyond.

“You rang, sir?” said one voice,

“I did, Duncan,” said the count
smoothly. “I have a little commission
for you, and I want you to attend to my
instructions carefully.

“Very good, sir.”

““You will make all haste, and you will
ko to the small village of Edgemore,”
vent on the count. Having arrived
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there, you will have no difficulty in
locating a bmldmg known as Greyhurst
e

age
“I know it quite well,

your Excel-

lency.”
“That is splendid!” said the comte
smoothly. “Very well. Go to Grey-

hurst Cottage, knock upon the door,
and insist upon seeing Mrs. Heath.
When you mention that you have come
{from her husband, she will see you.
Tell her that Mr. Heath is in great need
of her—urgently; tell her that the
matter is extreemly vital.”

“Yes, your Excellency.”

Mr, Heath listened with growing fury.

“I have not finished my msmuctzons(
Duncan,” said the comte. “Having per-
suaded Mrs. Heath to leave Lhc (xmage

with you, you will take her to the
nearest uLn(von and you will take her
to London.

“I quite understand, sir.”

“Good,” said the comte gloatingly.
“Once in London, you will take Mrs.
Heath to this address. You will keep
her there to awan‘, fm‘uher instructions
from me. That

“Very good, your Exceuency o

“‘Oh, one moment, Duncan,” said the

comte. “Come back to me in five
minutes’ time. I have something else
to tell yOLL"

“Yes, sir.”

Heath heard the sound of a door clos-
ing, and then came silence. All his
pent-up feelings came to the surface.
He thumped upon the door panels
fiercely—feverishly.

The comte had won!

Knowing that he could not persuade
Mr. Heath to obey his will, he was deter-
mined to play a scoundrelly trick upon
Mrs. Heath in the Edgemore Cottage!
And the very thought of his wife being
mixed up in this dreadful business
caused Mr. Heath to become nearly

Iranhc
me out! Let me out!” he
shouted thickly “I will agree—I will
do what you want!”
He heard the comte come to the door.
“What did you say, my young
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friend?” came the silky voice. “Do I
understand you to intimate that you
will o’mwm the further information that

yes!” shouted Heath. “But
you must cancel the orders you just
gave to your manservant! will not
have my wife interfered with.”

The count chuckled.

“Do as I wish, and your wife will
know nothing. You must give me your
word of honour that you will continue
to act as my scout—-"

“As your spy!”

“As it pleases you—yes,”
comte. “Have I your word?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Heath, between his
teeth, “I give you my word!

‘‘Good—splendid!”

Mr. Heath heard the bell tinkle again.
Had he been able to see through the
door panels he would have been some-
what surprised. The count was stand-
ing in the middle of the room, a smile
upon his genial face. He spoke.

“You rang, your Exccllency?” he ex-
claimed, in a changed voice.

‘‘Yes, Duncan, I did,” he said in hig
normal tones. “The instructions I gave
you three minutes 2go are cancelled.
You must forget them.”

“I will, sir,” he said,
voice.

Al right, you may go!”

The comte walked across the room,
opened the door, and closed it with a
slight bang. Actually, of course, he had
been alone from the very start. The
manservant was an imaginary being.

But Mr. Heath could not know this.
He could not guess that the comte had
merely performed the ruse in order to
extract the promise from his dupe. Mr.
Heath certainly thought another man
had been present. The comte had
gained his end in the easiest possible
manner.

The door was unlocked and Mr.
Heath emerged.

‘Youfyou rogue!” he said fiercely.

“‘Dear, dear, T object to that violent
language!” sald the comte softly. “I
can assure you, my dear sir, that my
intentions are all for the good. Do this

said the

in the other
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little favour for me, and you will never
regret it. You cannot refuse now, since
I have your word of honour—'md you .
profess to be a gentleman.

“Yes, you have my word of honour
——and that is good enough,” said Mr.
Heath coldly. “I will do my best to
obtain the infermation you reguire. But,. |
after I have succeeded, I shall act as
I think best. I have given you 1o
promise as to what I shall do later. If
I remain here a moment later I shall |
lose my temper.” :

“The door is unlocked—you may go!”
purred the Comfe de Plessigny.

Mr. Heath went, and was glad to get
into the open air.

There was no help for it. He was tied
hand and foot, and he would have to do
as the count told him. The position
was galling—awful, but there was no;
getting out of it. i

The master of the Remove was Loq
continue his unwilling duty as—spy!

CHAPTER 13,
Caught!
LCRD DORRIMORE lay back in his
chair.
“So you want to hear som

more details about the decease of Mr,
Wang Hi?” he asked lazily. “Righ
you are, old man, I'll get busy. The
fact is, I don't exactly know where
begm and the yarn is rather a difficul

“Tell it
Nelson Lee.
They were comfortably seated in
latter’s study in St. Frank’s. It wg
evening of the following day.
Lee and Dorrie were intent upon h:
ing another chat. ;
And, above them, in the little
room, Mr. Heath was listening with
aid of the earphones. He had e
learned that Nelson Lee and Dorri

in your own way,” sal

were together, in private—and 2y
guessed the reason why o
So, soon after Mr. Heath

taken up his position. ’ The voices ol
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two men below were amplified by the
“mike” to such an extent that Mr.
Heath did not miss a word.

““Of course, you want to hear all the
inner defails?” came Dorrie’s voice.

“Exactly.”

“Good! Just sit txght and don't in-

terrupt,” said his lordship. I don’t
want you to say a word. Your JOb is to
sit there and say nothing.”

‘“That is quite understood,’ smiled
Nelson Lee. “Go ahead.”

“Well, this treasure, as I told yi
before, is hidden right in the intenor of
China,” said Dorrie, “It’s a vast under-
taking, I can assure you, but any ex-
pedition will be well rewarded. For
example, the danger will be practically
nil—we shall only have the tedious
journey to worry us. Of course, there

e on¢ or two scraps with the
Chinks. buc that’s all in the order of
the da;

and
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“Why, I-I—> The words froze on
Mr. Heath’s lips.

“You thought I was downstairs in
my study?” asked Lee smoothly. * Quite
so, Mr. Heath—quite so. I intended you
to_have that impression.”

Mr. Heath was silent with conscious
guilt. The voice of Lord Dorrimore was
still coming through the earphones..

“I think, Mr. Hea.th that an explana-
tion is due from you,” went on Neison

Lee. “This behaviour of yours is hardly
in keeping with the dignity of your
appointment in this school.”

Still Mr. Heath could not speak. He
was_ staggered into dumbness. He
realised what thxs; all meant. He was
exposed as a spy—disgraced, ruined!
He \\Ohld never be able to lift his head
up agan

“Mr. Lee,” he muttered hoarscly, “X
swear I didn’t want to listen:

“I think it will be better if we have

Ne‘son Lee made no
Mr. Heath listened eagerly.

“A scrap or two will help to make
things lively,” proceeded Dorrie. “Now,
if youwll look at this chart, youll fol-
low my line of reasoning exactly.
maintain that we shall be able to get
the booty without a ha’porth of trouble.
You see, we start from the coast here,
and then we work up this river, till
we're stopped by rapids. Then it'll be
quite easy to go overland, and to get
to the spot. Just look here.”

Mr. Heath heard a chair shifting, then
came silence. Obviously, Lord Dorri-
more and Nelson Lee were examining
the chart.

‘‘See how easy it'll be?” came Dorrie’s
veoice again. “My dear man, it’ll be a
splendid trip in every way, and there’ll
be a reward at the end of it thatll
make us millionaires. Of course, I'm a
millionaire already, but that’s merely a
horrible detail. Money doesn’t interest
(e at all.”

Mr. Heath turned abruptly. He
ancied he heard a slight sound at thc

Nelson Lee was standing bero're him.

an explanation do ,”" interrupted
Lee quietly. ‘“We must ha\e a little
chat, Mr. Heath. I have caught you red-
handed, and I think it is necessary for
you to explain matters.”

eath removed the carphones
and they walked downstairs, the
Remove master apparently in a dmam,
and utterly and absolutely miserable.
He hardly knew where he was walking,
and he certainly didn’t care.

“Oh, good!” exclaimed Lord Dorri-
more, as the pair entered the study. “I
was just beginning to dry up.”

Lee closed the door, and Mr. Heath
sat down heavily.

“I can’t tell you anything, Mr. Lee,”
he said in a whisper. “I'm sorry, bub
I have no explanation to give. You
will, of course, put the worse possible
construction on my behaviour, and I
can hope for no mercy.’

Nelson Lee smiled.

“You are quite wrong there, my dear
sir,” he said gently. “Perhaps I know
even more than you do. I advise you
to ke qmte frank. To begin with, you
were urged to undertake this un-
pleamnt task by the Comte de Ples-
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“How do you know?”
Heath, startled.
“I do know,” replied Nelson Lee.
“Furthermore, it may interest you to
learn that I was aware of your little
game from the Vcry first, and allowed it
rogress. The story about the Wang
Hx treasure was a mere piece of fiction,
invented by Lord Dokrimore and myself.
I wanted you to take the count a false
story. No such treasure exists, and
Lord Dorrimore has no intention of
going to China. We discussed the
subJect merely to heodwink you.”
“Good gracious!” said Mr. Heath
blankl,

y.

““Now, please be quite frank. I want
to hear everything,” said Nelson Lee.
“I am quite convinced, Heath, that you
are an honourable man at heart. This
lapse was due to the fact that the count
has a hold over you—or, af least, you
fancy he has. Let us have the truth,
and there will be no further complica-
tions.”

Mr. Heath’s eyes gleamed.

“By Jove, I will tell you the truth,
Mr. Lee!” he exclaimed fiercely.

He did. He explained all the circum-
stances concerning the finding of the
diamond in Bellton Wood; he explained
how he had taken it to the count, and
how the count had advised him to havi
he went on to describe Lhe
losure that the diamond was
stolen property, and that Mr. Heath
\\aﬁ liable to find himself in the hands
of the police.

Nelson Lee listened with great
interest. He could tell that Heath was
sincere, and that the young master was
completely under the sway of the Comte
de Plessigny. And Lee was inclined to
be lenient.

“On my honour, Mr. Lee, I did not
want to listen to your conversation with
Lord Dorrimore,” declared Heath carn-
estly. ‘At first T posltivcly refused to
vndertake the task.”

“And the count threatened you?”

!” said Mr. Heath

said if I refused he would

I fell into the hands of the
I was scared—mainlv because

asked Mr.

police.
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of reasons which I cannot speak of now

“Such as your wife, at Edgemore?”
asked Nelson Lee,

Mr. Heath started.

“You—you know?”

“Yes,” " replied the schoolmaster-i
detective, smiling. “My dear fellow, it
was quite an innocent piece of decep-’
tion—and I do not blame you. It was
natural that you should like your wife |
with you. However, we will discuss that
matter later. With regard to the Comte
de Plesswny you have been needlessly
alarmed.”

“But he had injured me——"

‘‘Nonsense, my dear fellow,” said Lee.
“¥You succumbed to his will, thinking
that you were in his power. You are
not in his power. I blame you for act-
ing the part of a spy, but the circum-
stances are exceptional. If Lord Dorri-
more feels inclined to let the matter
drop, I will do the same.”

‘‘Count on me, old man,” said Dorrie. |
“I'm an oyster.” j

“It is extremely good of you!” said
Mr. Heath gratefully.

“And now, to tell you about the!
comte,” proceeded Nelson Lee. “He is
a very clever man; a criminal who
has never allowed himself to be mixed.
i Scotland Yard has

he asked huskily.

but they have never been able to obtail
evidence. The comte is a master-crook,
and he always works alone. He is a
charming individual, with a wonderful
personality, and it is almost impossibl
to realise that he it is noble and g
I have had my eye on him ever since h
came to Bannington—and I know wh
he came.”

“To poke his nose Into my affai
by the look of it,” remarked Dorrie.

“That was one reason, possibly,” st
Nelson Lee. “But he was mainly afi
the Layham Diamond. This wondert
stone was stolen over five years ago, |
a man named Harding. He found
police on his track, and boarded a tr:
bound for the south coast. Arriving
Caistowe, he cluded the detectives,
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seized a bicycle that was standing out-

side the station. He was eventually
captured at Bellton, but the diamond
was net on him, nor would he speak.

“He was sentenced to five years’
penal servitude. Meanwhile, the Marquis
of Layham offered a reward of five thou-
sand pounds for any infermation lead-
ing to the recovery of the stone. That
reward has not been claimed.”

“I thought about getting it at one
time,” said Mr. Heath ruefully.

“I have been putting two and two
together,” went on Mr. Lee. “I have
discovered that Harding came out of
prison a month or two back. He was
knocked down by a car just outside
London and taken to hospital, where he
died. Now, this is the significant point.
That car was driven by the Comte de
Plessigny !,

“By gad!” murmured Dorrie. “The
plot thickens!” - R

“Tt is a simple matter to deduce that
Plessigny obtained ' the story of the
.dlﬂ.mcélrd tromtot!tl}e‘ d}:;ingi&an' bheg
wer: iving e hospi probably,”

3 Nelson “In fack, Sardie
e

said Nelson Lee,

Well, the comte came

proceeded to

the
there. He fell ctuch of atree,
the stone; then, when you
Mr. Heath, the comte .allowed you
think the stone was yto\nk'is:s gt‘a” e:é
in order to get you into his 1 J
n“Yes, 1 can see that now,” said the
Remove master. g =
«He wanted you to obtain certain
information about Lord Dorrlgnore,t
went on Lee. ‘I have not the slightes!
doubt that the comte disbelieves the
Chinese yarn—it is, as I said, a puré
fake. He knows this, and wants to get
the real information. My advice to you,
Heath, is to ignore the comte entirely.
“But he will inform the polg,]e‘.—
«Nonsense!” laughed Lee. “Plessigny
does not love the police, and ‘he_will
not voluntarily approach then ‘Even
ing he did inform, he could do
You have not even got

down here and | W
search Belltori Wood" for |
hid

, dropping |
picked it up,

so| Yes? . -
SE o

69

the diamond in your possession. To pub
it bluntly, Heath, you have been
focled. Take my advice, and have
nothing more to do with the man. You
are quite safe.”

“It is very good of you—

“Not at all,” interrupted Lee quietly.
“I have simply enlightened you with
regard to the comte’s true character. Do
not see him again—go about your school
duties, and do not worry. Leave the
count to me.”

Mr. Heath was overwhelmed with
gratitude, and he could think of no
adequate words to express his feelings.
He passed out of Nelson Lee’s study.
shortly afterwards feeling a new man.

. GHAPTER

spiritualism, you dotty
i “'\nglw;s,'tdﬂbt of

sa; 3 !
Vel hals quite g, soid BUE 0
1 was just tl » mr‘a_
meeting this evemax%gigugheto sm
Tou T ut, T can’t see much

bout five minutes, bt e
gf an audience ﬂoc%nég k;lel:;)ut!
nd Grey chu L
'I?'éli‘ft’; will probably lecture to hﬂ:z
thin air,” grinned Hart. Or the

might be a few spirits knocking round
> lend him their ears. 1¢

\t;hye rt‘he ass is always wanting to spou
“oh, it's & kind of craze with
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said Pitt. ““He tries it on in the study
sometimes, but Jack and I generally
close him up with a snap. Last week it
was ancient history, on Monday he was
jawing about anthropoid apes, and now
he's branched off on to spiritualism.
He'll end up in a lunatic asylum, I
expect.”

“Shall we listen to the ass spouting
for a bit?” inguired Hart.

“Not likely!” said Pitt. “I'd rather
have a bit of fun—there seems to be
nothing deing at present, and it would
be a good opportumty But who could
we work a jape on?”

“Blessed if I know,” said Grey. “It
might Le funny to hear T. T, after
all.”

They stood talking for a few
moments, and then got into conversa-
tion with several other jumiors. Other
grins were apparent, and many of the
grins turned into roars of laughter.

Meanwhile, Timothy Tucker was in
the Common-rocm. The school clock
had just chimed eight, and that was
the time fixed for the lecture. Owing
to the dullness of the evening, it really
seemed as though the time was nearer
nine than eight.

Timothy Tucker consulted his own
watch after hearing the big clock
chime, and he came to the conclusion
that the clock was right, because it
corresponded with his own watch.

“Dear me!” he murmured, blinking
rcund the Common-room. “This is
most remarkable! It seems that nobody
hws turned up! It is just possible that
ere has been a mistake; the fellows
d on't scem to realise how important
this subject is.”

He turned over one or two of his
nd just then Handforth & Co.
, talking noisily.

T a set of chessmen in thc
cm)boam " gaid Handforth briskly. ¢ 11
bet my best Sunday boots that Il hav
you ‘ checltmate” before supper.”
“Rats!” said Church. “I can play

che

“And so can L

“Comrades and brothers!” com-
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menced Timothy Tucker, seizing his
opportunity. “ No doubt you will wonder
hy I am standing upon this platform

“We shan’t wonder for long”
remarked Handforth grimly. *Youwll
only be standing there for about two
ticks, my son! Cxeal off!”

“My dear sir—-"

“We donL \mnt any of your beastly
tr;mmy xcc

tmn this—"
£ Oh. 1 dunt care \\h'\t the position
said Handforth. “Somebody was
ng that you were going to deliver
- lectuu on =p1r1t\1ahsm, and if you
th we're gmxw to stand any rot of
that kind, you've made a bloomer.”

“But my dear Handforth, you iaxl to
comp! hﬁnd the exact position,” ex-
cl'ﬂmcd Tucker, blinking at the chums
of Study D th.ough his big spectacles.
“I wish to enlighten my schoolfellov&s
on a most important subject. And I
intend to give this lecture——"

“And we intend you to scoot!” said

Handforth. “If youre not down from
uvat giddy table in twenty seconds T'll

;ﬁx
+O.ea &
n.o

Reginald Pltt made that remark as
he came in the doorway. He was fol-
lowed by fully fifteen or sixteen other
Removites, and_they were_ all looking .
as grave and solemn as owls. \

It was obvious that something was

m th:‘ wind.
We're the audience,” said Pitt |
mvely “We have decided that it will

be to our benefit if we listen to the
learned words of our trusted comrade,

Professor  Timothy de  Brainless
Tucker!” A
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Hush!” “THis,

said Pitt severely.
is no time for hilarity.
Handforth glared.

idiot!” he exclaimed,
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get busy, and we will present him with
our ears!”

“Professor Tucker,
Hart solemnly.

Timothy Tucker beamed.

“This is most welcome, my dear com-
rades!” he exclaimed. “I hardly ex-
pected to obtain such splendid support
as this. It exceeds all expectations.
The subject is a serious one—admitted.
Quite so. However, I think that you
will be able to compose yourselves for
a sufficient length of time to hear my
lecture out. I can assure you it will be
most interesting and instructive. H'm!
Quite so!”

“Well, get on with it!” said Hand-
forth, dimly realising that something
special was afoot.

This was quite clear, for such a crowd
of fellows would never have attended
one of T. T.s lectures otherwise.

“well, comrades and _brothers,
Spiritualism is a subject which has
been under repeated discussion re-
cently,” began T. T., waving his hand
eloquently. “I do noL wish you to sup-
pose that I am standing upon his plat-
form for the purpose of preaching the

proceed!” said

doctrines of Spiritualism. By no
means!”

‘”I“nat’ one good thing!” said
Chur

” On “the contrary,” explained Tucker,
“the position is_this: Spiritualism, in
my opinion, is & form of mania. Those
people who believe in spirits and ghosts
and visitations from beyond the veil are
on the verge of lunacy!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Furthermore, I would like to men-
tion that it has been generally noticed
that when a  person embraces
Spiritualism as a hobby, it generally
becomes his religion,” pmceedcd o sy o1
firmly. “I declare that no such things
as spirits exist. People who see ghosts
are merely sufferers from hallucina-
tions and delusions. They are figments
of the brain, and have no real exist-
ence.”

“Don’t you believe in ghosts?” asked
Pitthuriously.
NG
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“Don’t believe in  spirit
rappings?”

“My dear sir, I must reque<t you not
to be so absurd!” said T. I I
were a believer in ghosts, T should not,
be standing upon this platform talking

as I do. Ghosts, I repeat, have never
existed—they have mnever been seen,
People only imagine they see ghosts.”

“Supposing a ghost walked out of
the corner cupboard now?” asked Pitt.
“Would you believe it was a real ghost,
or that it didn’t exist?”

“My dear sir, your questions are
quite absurd; in fact, they are pre-
posterous!” ‘said - T. T, blinking.
“When I hear you mske such remarks
as, those I can feel only pity for you!”

you

him!” advised Handforth.

“Let Lhc learned gentleman pro-

ceed,” said Pitt. “Talking about
ghosts, I've just been wondering if

there is any truth in the old story that
two monks were once buncd alive im-
medlately under this room!”

heavens!” gasped De Valerie.
ol What’s that?”

Everybody held their breath.

From beneath the floor came a hor-
rible low groan. It was hollow, long
drawn out, and ghostly. The juniors
looked startled, and Timothy Tucker

seemed to swallow something hard.
His spectacles dropped from the bridge
of his nose, and he adjusted them
d you hear something?”
whxspered Pitt huskily.
gave a nervous laugh.

“My dear sir, you are giving way to
your imagination!” he declared. “What
sound was there to be heard?”

“Didn’t you hear a horrible groan?”

“Dear, dear!” said Tucker. “What
absurd nonsense!  Merely because we
are talking of spirits, that is no reason
why you should allow your imagination
to get the better of you. I heard
nothing—at least,

He pa\lsed, for thc groans were ap-

arent again.

“This is getting awful!” muttered
Pitt. “We—we can’t stand it!
suppose all thais talk about ghosts has
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the beggars off!
surpris
this dim
“Look!"”
“Look!"”
He pointed with a shakin" finger to
a dim corner of the room.
“Good—good graclous'” gasped Pitt.
“I—I don’t see—
“The ghost of the old monk!” panted
De Valerie hoarsely.
And, sure enough, something dim and
shapeless appeared in the
Timothy Tucker stared at it,
gulped, and shook in every limb.
could faintly see that the form re-
sembled that of an old monk.
oc@ heavens!” he gasped.

I shouldn't be a
ed if we saw one next. In
light—"

screamed Hart suddenly.

15
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Considering that he did not believe
in ghosts, his behaviour now was some-
what contradictory. He determined to
stand his ground, although the other
Juniors were streaming out of the room.

But the thought of remaining there
alone, with that dim thing with him,
was altogether too much for his nerves.
With a wild howl he leapt down from
the table and dashed headlong out of
the Common-room.

“Dear, dear!” he panted, as he ran.
“This—this is truly appalling!”

He pushed his way through the
juniors, and sped down the passage as
though a thousand demons were at his
heels.

Some of the fellows had remained in
the Common-room, and their scared ex-
pressions left them, and they grinned,
and ﬁnslly roared.

ha

a, ha,

A Good old T

“The chap who doesn’t believe in
ghosts!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” *

The juniors yelled, and the ghost
walked towards them. He threw his
cloak off, and the grinning face of
Nicodemus Trotwood —was revealed.
}E;ntb grabbed hold of Nick, and hugged

“Great, my son!” he exclaimed.
“You did it first-class!”
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“8till, it was a bit of a dirty trick
on the poor chap!” said Trotwood.
“I didn’t think he’'d take it so jolly
seriously. I was expecting him to
make a rush at me.”

“Those groans of yours
thing,” grinned Pitt.

“Why, they nearly scared me,” said
De Valerie. *“How on earth you ma
them sound underneath the floor
more than I can imagine. I always
knew you were a ventriloquist, but this
fairly takes the bun!”

“There was nothing fn it,” sald
Trotwood modestly. “I'd better shove
these togs back in the property-room
before anybody sees me. Poor old
Tucker was properly dished. I feel a
bit sorry for him.”

“Rats! A lesson like that does him
good!”

The juniors

did the

passed out of
Common-room, chuckling. T
great speech on the subject of
Spiritualism had not been an unquali-
fied success.

Meanwhile, Tucker himself reached
the open, and dashed across the
Triangle, his one idea Bpparently being
to get as far away from the Common-
room as possible. He reached the
gateway, and was about to dash out
into the lane, when he came to a full
stop. A startled gulp left his lips, and
he stood there with staring eyes.

A strange apparition faced him.

A huge man, attired in a white drill
suit which appeared to be too small for
him—a man of gigantic proportions.
And he was black—absolutely blac!
His face looked awful to Tucker in his
present state of nerves.

“Dear, dear!” he exclaimed faintly. .
“It’s another ghost!”

He fell back against the gatepost, too '
weak to run another yard. But this
ghost was just as solid as the other. It |
walked forward solemnly, grasped !
Timothy Tucker, and lifted him fmmj
the ground. i

]
I
b

the
T.s

“'lhou art scared, O slmple youthl "
came a deep, Tumbling voice.
so fearful to gaze upon?”
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CHAPTER 20.

The Chief of the Kutaras!

*IMOTHY TUCKER wriggled con-

l vulsively.

“This—this is absurd!” he
panted. “I must request you to re-
lease me, my dear sir. My attitude is
most undignified. Admitted. Further-
more, your face frightens me! It is
a face one only sees in terrible night-
mares!”

“Wau! Thou art complimentary, O
youth of snakelike wriggles!” exclaimed
the black giant pleasantly. “It is not
my intention to harm thee, and thou
need fear nothing. It is well.”

- Tucker wriggled more convulsively
than ever.

“1t is far from being well!” he de-
clared. “It is certainly a relief to find
that you are solid flesh and blood.
But, at the same time, I must insist
upon being* released. How dare you
handle me in this disgraceful fashion?
Unless you release me on the instant,
I shall be compelled to take disciplinary
measures—"

“Thou art using wondrous words, my
son!” interrupted the block man
gravely. “I am acquainted with many
strange and extraordinary words in thy
pewildering language, but there are
many which puzzle me mightily. Wau!
Thou may rest upon the ground once

more. Mayhap you can tell me where
it 1s possible to find N’Kose, my
father?”
Tucker panted rather heavily, and
attempted to straighten himself.
“Dear me!” he exclaimed. “I must

tell you, my dear sir, that you have
upset me considerably—quite consider-
ably. Exactly. As for knowing where
your father is, I have never scen the
gentleman!”

The black giant gave a rumbling
chuckle. :

«Thou art surely mistaken, fair
youth,” he said. “Thou hast not seen

"Kose, my iather?”
Nﬁ?’frg ne?r’er heard of Kose, or what-
ever you call him!™

“I refer to He of the Shimmering
Ege!” said the visitor gravely.

“He of the which?” gasped T. T.

“In thine own language my father
is known as a great chief, passing under
the name of Lord Dorrimore,” said the
black g{ant. “Mayhap thou canst tell

me:
“Oh!

Lord Dorrimore!” _said
Tucker, staring. “Dear, dear! I am
absolutely staggered, my dear sir! I

am positively bewildered! It ls indeed
astonishing that you should be a son
of Lord Dorrimore!”

“Hallo! Who's the visitor?” asked
Tommy Watson, strolling up to the
gateway at that moment. “I don’t
admire his tailor, anyhow! Why, great
Scotland Yard! It’s—it’s old Umlosi!”

Tommy Watson fairly jumped with
excitement. He didn’t rush up to Um-
losi, but he turned round, and waved
his arms as though he had suddenly
gone crazy.

“Nipper!”
“Montie!”

Sir Montie Tregellis-West and I were
chatting against the Ancient House
steps—in fact, we were learning about
the jape which had just been played
upon’ Tucker, and we were duly grin-
ning. But Tol atson’s wild
gyrations interrupted things, and at-
tracted our attention.

“What’s up with him?” asked Pitt
curiously.

“Begad! I think the dear fellow
must have been stung by a wasp!” re-
marked Sir Montie.

he -roared wildly.

“Nipper!” roared Watson again.
“Come here—quick! Umlosi’s arrived!
He's here! Come and give him a
yell!”

“Umlosi!” I gasped. “Oh, great!”

I streaked across the Triangle, with
Montie and a host of other juniors
after me. I arrived at the gateyay,
and fairly hurled myself at the king of

Kutanaland — Umlosi, the great
‘warrior.
“Wau! It is indeed wondrous to see

thee again, O Nimble One!” exclaimed
mlosi, grasping me, and squeezing



4

my shoulders until I nearly winced.
“How art thou, my brave son? It is
a great and glorious pleasure to see
thy shining countenance once again. I
greet thee. Manzie

‘‘Good old Umlosl"’ T sa)d heartily.
“Welcome to St. Frank’s

“‘And thou, too, O noble youth of the
glass eye!” said Umlosi, addressing Sir
Montie. “And thou, whom thy
brothers call Tommy—it is well to see
thee so sprightly and alive. am
pleased, my young masters.”

Umlosi was undoubtedly pleased to
see us—just as we were delighted to
see him. The other fellows crowded
round, eager to hear the black giant
talking. For he was indeed a distin-
guished guest at St. Frank’s.

Umlosi was a native of Africa—a
king in his own country, Kutanaland.
He was the constant companion of
Lord Dorrimore, when that famous ex-
plorer was in any part of Africa. He
regarded Dorrie as some superior kind
of being, and was his willing slave.
The adventures they had passed
through would fill a dozen volumes.

“This is most astounding!” said
‘Tucker, blinking. “Really, I fail to un-
derstand.”

“What
asked.

“I have seen Lord Dorrimore, and I
respect him highly—notwithstanding
the fact that he is a member of the
bloated aristocracy!” said T. T.
must admit that he is a gentleman, and
a fine man. But it is wonderful that
he should be the father of this enor-
mous black man.”

“The—the father?” I ejaculated.

“Exactly!”

“Dorrie is Umlosi’s father?” I yelled.

“My dear sir, this black gentleman
mforms me so,

“Ha, , ha!

can’t you understand?” I

‘ou—you ass!” I
roared. “Umlosi always calls Dorrie
his father—but that’s merely a sign of
respect. You must be dotty to think
that Lord Dorrimore can have a son of
',b‘is colour!”

Ha, ha, ha!”
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“Thou art joking at my expense, O
Nimble One!” said Umlosi, his black
face wrinkled into a smile.
matter. Iknow thee well, O imp of rms—
chief, and I forgive Lheﬂ Mayhap thou
canst take me to N'K

“Yes, rather!” I s"ud “This way,
old man. Youll see Umtagati, too!”

“It is well!” said Umlosi. “I am
almost as eager to see Umtagati, the
great wizard, as I am to see N'Kose.

It is indeed well. TLead thou on,
Manzie, and I will follow. This is a
great day

We passed across the Triangle in a
sort of triumphal procession, the Re-
movites hanging round in crowds. When
we got into the lobby the electric lights
were blazing, and Umlosi’s appearance
caused everybody to grin hugely.

His white drill suit was much too
small for him, and it seemed perilously
near to the point of bursting in several
quarters. He had evidently failed to
have his suit made to measure. Clothing
of any sort was a bore to Umlosi—but
convention compelled him to attire him-
self fully when living in England. A
panama hat was stuck at the back of
his head, and a flaring green tie adorned
his neck. He had apparently quite over-
looked such an unimportant detail as a
collar.

I directed Umlosi to Nelson Lee’s
study, and tapped upon the door and
enter

W3 vmtm guv'nor,” I grinned.

Umlosi stalked in, and Nelson Lee and
Lord Dorrimore jumped to their feet.
Dorrie stared for a moment, and then
grinned.

“You black chunk of Silkstone!” he
said severely. “What’s the meanin’ of
this? Who told you to find your way
down here to-day? I was comin’ up to
town to-morrow to fetch you——-"

“It is even as thou sayest, N’Kose,”
said Umlosi, shaking his head. “But I
grew weary of waiting, I was bewil-
dered by the great noises and bustle of
thy vast city. So I entered upon the
wondrous kraal that moves with the
speed of hghmmg, and came hither, to
seek thee.
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“You old bounder!” said Dorrie.
“By ‘the kraal that moves with the
u)eed of lightning ’ I suppose you mean
ihe Lram“ How the dooce you managed

ef down here without killin® your-
‘,olf fairly beats me. Didn’t you fall out
of the train? Didn’t you push the en-
Vme off the rails?”

“Thou art pleased to be humorous,
my father,” said Umlosi. “I wi
admit that'T left the moving kraal be-
fore the time, thinking I had arrived at
the station, as thou callest it. Wau!
1 fell with many bumps, and there was
much excitement. However, I am un-
hurt, save for one or tyo brulscs in spots
Wi h)ch may not be mentioned!”

“There you are!” said Lord Dorri-
more. “I knew he couldn’t get down
hcxe without falling out of the train!”

“It splendid to see thee again,
Umtagati, my master!” exclaimed Um-
Josi, shakmg Nelson Lee’s hand. “I
am ‘with my honoured friends, and I
forget my worries. I long to be back
in the great forests; but I fear that the
time is far dvsfant ere I shall have my
wish granted.”

“We don’t know, old friend,” said
Nelson Lee. “It’'s quite possible that we
shall be in the forest sooner than you
imagine. Tt all depends Jupon the plans

K . We shall see.”
well,” rumbled Umlosx R
‘mmt the time with pancnce

Umlosi was enormously popular with
the majority of the fellows, and the
next day he enjoyed himself tre-
mendously. He went all over the S(‘haol
cacorted by willing guides. He tried his
hand at cricket, and caused shrieks of
laughter.

The fellows merely reaarded this visit
in a humorous light; but I knew
beti Lord Dorrimore and Umlosi
were not at St. Frank’s just for the fun
of the thing. Dome had come with a

ific cct in Vi
Spsgcr«‘m(v)gle, the fraurs of Mr. Clement
the ter of the Remove, were

5 %E]l:og the Jumors were interested in

i
he doings of Umlosi, Mr. Heath made
his way to Greyhurst Cottage, in
Edgemore, to have tea with his young
wife. He arrived somewhat warm, for
day was baking.

Ldith was looking very charming in a
white silk afternoon gown, and nobody
would have believed that she was Hand-
forth's sister. Handforth was big,
clumsy, and rugged of countenance.
Edith was small, dainty, and extremely
prefty.

“Well, dear, I've finished with that
infernal count—thank goodness!” re-
marked Mr. Heath, as he sipped his tea.

The youthful master of the Remove

had already told his wife how he had
been forced to act as a spy for the
Comte de Plessigny, and how Nelson Lee
had caught him and told him to ignore
the count altogether.
And naturally both Mr. Heath and his
ife felt very bitter towards the count
in coanuence, especially after the way
Mr. Heath had been treated in the
Comte de Plessigny’s house.

““All our dreams have fallen to pieces
—like most dreams,” said Edith, with a
little sigh. “You had made me so hope-
ful, Arthur; but, of course, we were
very foolish to build such castles in the

air.”

Mr, Heath smiled metuny

«I ‘'suppose we were,” he confessed.
“But now that we know every! Lhmg. it's
quite impossible for us to think of
having that five thousand pounds
reward. You see, little girl, I didn’t
really find the diamond—it was only
pluﬂn!}d there for a purpose. In any
case, the count has got, the diamond, so
we may as well dismiss him from out
thoughts.”

Ldith sighed again.

“Yes, that’s right,” she sald slowly.
“Oh, but I know everything will be all
righf, Arthur. And Im ever so much
happier because we shall never be
troubled with the count again— Oh,
T wonder who that can be?”

A knock h'»d sounded upon the front
door, and v moments later old Mrs.

keeper, entered the
g-room,
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“There’s a gentleman to see you, sir,”
she announced,

She handed Mr. Heath a card, and
the Remove master glanced at it rather
curiously. Then he started, looked at
the card again, and uttered a low
exclamation,

““What is it, Arthur?” asked Edith
quickly,

Mr. Heath handed the card across
the table.

“The Comte de Plessigny,” he replied
grimly.

“On1”

‘The girl took the card and regarded it
wonderingly. Then she looked up at
her husband’s firm, frowning face.
“Please, A\thur ‘don’t be hasty!” she
exclaimed, “I don’t want you to—-"

“It’s all right, Edith—don’t get ex-
cited,” said Mr. Heath. “I feel like
taking the count by the scruff of b
neck and pitching him into the Toad.
But I shan’t do that. Il Iet hnn come
in, and Il talk to him quietly.”

The Remove master was funous, but
he held himself in_check. Mr. Heath
knew that he could not make a scene
in Edgemore, and so he remained calm.

“Please ask the gentleman to come
in, Mrs. Miggs,” he said quietly.

The old housekeeper left the room,
and almost immediately afterwards
ushered the Comte de Plessigny in. He
was looking the wame as_ever—neat,
CY atbir
a degree. His moncclc was in his eye,
and he was smiling with all his old
charming geniality.

“I am grateful, my dear young
friend,” he said, extending his hand to
Mr, Heath. “I thank you for your
kindness in admitting me.”

Heath ignored the proffered

w.

hand.

“What do you want?” he asked
quntly

“S0? You are offended wit!

asked the count. “I understand—a
am not angry. It is a pity. And this
delightful young lady is your wife? I
am most charmed to meet—""

“Look here, Plessigny, I don't want
vou to pass any remarks concerning my

me?”

5
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Wife," interjected Mr. Heath coldly.

“In fact, there is no time for
pleasantriés of any kind. What is your
business here? Il tell you plainly that
I think you are a scound;el and Iden’t
want you in my hou:

The comte srmled, and shrugged his
shoulders.

You are frank, my dear sir—you are
delightfully candxd he murmured.

0. It is all to the good. Perhaps,
when I have finished, you will be rather
more moderate in your tone. I hope so
sincerely.”

“Why have you come here?”
manded Mr. Heath.

“Well, in the first place, I wish to
offer you a humble and complete
apology,”. said the comte smoothly. “I
realise that I have treated you badly—
even worse than that—and I am hoping
that you will be able to forgive me.”

“It is rather too late for this sort of
thing,” said Mr. Heath.

“Dear me! I hope not, I earnestly
trust that you will accept my apology,”
said Plessigny, his expression full of
concern and trouble. “Listen. I will
explain. I took advantage of you in a
manner which, I suppose, was rascally

and unprinclpled I have realised that
T acted like a scoundrel.”

Mr. Heath nodded.

“I am glad you know that,” he said
coldly.

“I do know it, my dear young friend
—1I do know it,” declared the count.
“Furthermore, I have been seeing the
whole matter in a different light. Ihave
had the truth brought to me. I black-
mailed you. I forced you to undertake
work which was distasteful to you, and
which would be distasteful to any
gentleman. I deeply sorry, Mr.
Heath. You were nght to refuse to spy
upon Lord Dorrimore.”

“1 fail to see what you are driving
at,” interrupted the Remove master.

“Am I so involved?” said the comte
“I am attempting to explain. I will bs
more straightforward. My young fr mnd

have come to the conciusion that i

istasteful to you to undertake the Lam

de-
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I set you. You were fully justified in
your anger and your refusal to carry
out my instructions. I admire you ex-
ceedingly for your courage.”

“That’s very nice of you,” said Mr.
Heath.

“I sce you are still angry with me!”
exclaimed the count regretfully. &It
is a pity—yet I do not blame you. A
man who has acted wrongly is never
trusted. You do not trust me. I am
sorry. I admire you for your determina-
tion—for your pluck. You were right
from the very start, and I beg that you
will forgive me for my own misguided
actions. Please believe me when I say
that I am torn with trouble and anxiety
concerning this hateful affair. Can you
not forgei it? I am deeply sorry for
what has happened.”

Mr. Heatn glanced at Edith, and she
smiled at him. It was clear to see that
the girl had already granted the count’s
request. She had forgiven him. And
Mr., Heath had great difficulty in remain-
ing cold.

Plessigny's voice was so charming, his
expressions of regret so sincere and
deep, that it was impossible to turn a
deaf ear to his appeal. His whole atti-
tude was one of humiliation and sorrow.

“I appreciate this action on your part,
of course,” admitted Mr. Heath. “I
am glad that you have come, sir. Cer-~
tainly, I forgive you; I cannot very well
do anything else, since you have ex-
pressed such earnest regret.”

The comte rubbed his hands together.
. “Splendid—splendid!” he exclaimed.
“Ah, my dear friend, you have de-
lighted me! You have lifted a weight
from my mind. You forgive me! So!
1t is well. And now I come to a more
pleasant subject. I wish to prove to you
that I am indeed grateful for your kind-
ness. I wish tomake full reparation—to
show that I am not a mere talker.”

“What do you mean?” asked Mr.
Heath.

“Ah, I will explain!” smiled the
comte, “I have done you an injury—
not physically, perhaps. Nevertheless, T
have injured your honour, in your own
eyes. I have been forgiven, but now I

7

wish to convince you of my sincerity—of
my heartfelt gratitude. I am rich, you
are—well, I do not wish to be indelicate,
but I am afraid you do not possess many
of this world’s good things—""

“If you are suggesting that I should
accept money from you, sir, I am afraid
you are wasting your breath,” inter-
rupted Mr. Heath firmly.

“I am sorry. I was thinking of offer-
ing you a little present—a matter of a
mere thousand pounds” said the comte
gently. “You will accept—so? You will
do me this nonour?”

The Remove master shook his head.

“I cannot accept money from you,
sir,” he said. “I appreciate your kind-
ness, and I am beginning to see you are
honestly sorry for your previous be-
haviour. At the same time, I cannot
accept money. You have apologised,
and I have accepted that apology. It is
sufficient.”

“Oh, no!” said the comte quickly.
“It is not sufficient. My dear sir, I must
offer you something—a present of some
other nature. You will allow me to
buy something for you—-"

“That, of course, is a different
matter,” said Mr. Heath. ‘At the same
time, I beg of you not to spend a penny
—not a farthing. I want nothing, sir.
Th% whole matter is over and done
with.”

“One moment,” said Plessigny, with
a little chuckle. “Ah, a wonderfulidea !
You will accept a little present if it
costs me nothing? Yes? Of course! I
will give you theé Layham diamond—"

“What!” exclaimed Mr. Heath, with
a start.

“I will give you the diamond——"

“But it is stolen property!” -

“Yes, yes—to be sure!” smiled the
comte. “I am not suggesting that you
should be dishonest—I know you tco
well to do anything of that nature. But
there is a reward offered—five thousand
pounds. You will claim that money.”

“I don't quite see how you can sug-
gest that,” said Mr. Heath. “The dia-
mond has been tampered with—?"

“Tut-tut! It is nothing!” declared
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Plessigny. “I have made it right. So!
At nine o'clock this evening there will
be two detectives from Scotland Yard in
Bannington. They will bring the reward
with them—they will pay it to you.
have arranged it. I originally intended
to meet these gentlemen personally, and
fixed the time and place, But you will
be able to go in my stead—it will make
no difference.”

“It is really too much——"

“Nonsense!” interrupted the count,
waving his hand. “I am only too cager
to do some slight service in return for
my further questionable conduct, I wish
to make some reparation. In this
manner Ican do so You have merely

e in the smoking-room of the
(xxapes Hotel at nine o’clock precisely
—that i

“How W)ll these officials know me?”

“Oh, that is a mere detail,” said Ples-

sig) “The smoking-room is generally
qulet at that time, and you will easily
recognise the two stmngers when they
appear. There can be no mistake—and
there will be no questions asked. You
will simply hand over the diamond, and
you will receive the reward. It is sm‘ple
You will accept?”

Mr. Heath smiled,

“Since you put it thab way, sir, I can
scarcely do anythin ” he replied.
“Yes. I lel certmnly accept this offer
of yours.”

‘The cumte jumped up and grasped
Mr. Heath’s h

“Thank you—-thank you!” he ex-
claimed with warmth. “I shall feel now
that I have discharged my debt. The
diamond? Yes, yes, of course! It is
here! I have it with me.”

He produced a little leather case,
opened it, and revealed a white bundle
of cotton-wool. From this he extracted
the magnificent Layham diamond—a
wonderful stone of glorious purity,
w;Lhout a flaw, and as large as a plover’s

“Tsntg it splendid!” exclaimed Edith,
in Spite of herself.

That stone is worth a fortune,” de-

clared the count. “It’s intrinsic value

THE SCEOOLMASTER SFY!

is perhaps thirty thousand po —buL
the Marquis of Layham values it a
much larger figure. It is yours, Mr
Heath, to deliver to the police.”

He pre cpared to depart, and it nas easy
to see that he was quite delighted,
few mim.*es later he had gone, cu)d Mr
Heath and Edith were left alone with
the Layham diamond. It reaily seemed
that the Comte de Plessigny had turned
out trumps, \

But would everything turn out all
right?

CHAPTER 21.
Urlosi to the Resouc!
“ ¥’LL race you!” yelled Chubby Heath

] of Lhe ‘Third.

2ats! Tl be in hours befors
you!” roared Owen minor,

The two fags had just left the dress-
ing-sheds, and they raced towards the
river bank at full speed.

Splash! Splash!

Owen minor was in the water a shade
before his companion, and they struck
out with much commotion. The fags
generally enjoyed themselves in the
water when the weather was amenable
~—and this evening the air was mild, and
the sun was shining with fuil glory.
Batlhng ‘was a necessity, in order to keep
cool.

Chubby Heath and Owen minor were
good swimmers, and they were soon
having an_impromptu race down the
stream. Their objective was a small
beat which had just pushed out from
the landing-stage. It contained Lemon
and Dicky Jones, of the Third. The
pair were attired in swimming costumes.
although they hadn’t been in the water
up till now. The other two fags raced
neck and neck.

“Yah! Tl whack you hollow!”
gasped Owen, as he swam.

“Will you?” spluttered Peqth
wait, you boasting bounder

They forged on with renev\td cfforts,
and Chubby Heath succeeded in grab-
bing hold of the boat a fraction of a
second before Cwen could do so.

“You
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“Whacked you!” he roared triumph-
antly.
“You—you ass!” gasped Owen. “My
foot go* mu{,ht in some reeds—"
1 beat ybu faily!”

The two Third Formers were on the
point of having a wrestle in the water—
at least, Owen minor was inclined to be
somewhat warlike, He grabbed his
chum, und Heath grabbed the bodt.

The result' was disastrous.

“Look out, you silly asses!” h
Lemon mldly

“Youwll pitch us out if you aren’t
careful!” shrieked Jones.

They were unable to say any more.
For Heath was rocking the boat to such
an extent that it was impossible for the
two fags to keep their feet. One after
another they pitched into the water.

“Ha, ha, ha!"roared Owen mincr.

Dicky Jones could swim well, but
Lemon was not quite so expert. Infact,
he had been rather backward in swim-
ming until just recently He now con—
sidered himself to be
other rellov and was inclined to be over
confide:

He cou d certainly swim, but the one
thing he lacked was endurance. He was
quite good for a short period, and in a
sharp spurt he was probably capable of
beating even Owen minor himself.

And because he had given several dis-
plays of his speed, Lemon had an idea
that he was the best swimmer in the
‘Third. This was totally wrong. Hehad
only swum in shallow water, and had
always had a crowd of other swimmers
near him.

‘This evening he felt somewhat ven-
turesome, and he struck off down the
stream at full speed—just to show off.
He wanted to make the other fags
realise his superiority. He simply shot
down-stream with the current.

howled

“My hat!” exclaimed Heath.
Lemcns going it!”

“The snly ass!” exclaimed Owen,
frownin

« Whats the matter?”
“Why, he’s going straight down to
the Pcol,” said Owen. “I warned him
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about it before. It looks lovely on a
calm evening like this—but it's jolly dan«
gerous, except to strong swimmers,”

“Oh, Juicy can swim all right,” said
Joaes.

“Well, I don't like it,” replied Owen.
“Hi, Lemon! Come back, you ass.”

But Lemon took no notice. Probably
he didn’t hear. At all events, he kept
straight on, swimming towards a wide

part of the river, where the water was
cleﬁr and deep. It looked quite peace-

ful an

But 1b wasn't,

The Pool was very deceptive. The
water was clear and perfectly still, and
nobody would have dreamed that there
was any danger. But just at that point
there was a very strong undercurrent—
a current which pulled a fellow down,
in spite of all his efforts. And the water
was so deep that some of the supersti-
tious v:llagers declared that there was
no

This was sheer twaddle, but I knew
well enough that the river bed was a
leng way down. If once a fellow got
into difficulties at that spot, and help
did not happen to be at hand, it was a

serious business.

“I don't like that silly young ass
going down to the Pool,” said Owen,
looking worried. “Therea a rotten cur-
rent—'

“Oh, rats!” said Heath. “He can
swim all right.”
“For short distances—yes,” said Owen

minor. But he'll be pretty well fagged
out by the time he gets there, and when
he turns to come back he’ll find the cur-
rent too much for him.”

“Well, let’s swim down to him,” said
Jones.

Owen minor shook his head.

“Not me,” he said decidedly. “I'm
not a funk, or anything of that sort
but the Pool's no place for me.
wouldn’t risk it. And you chaps had
better not go, either.”

“Oh, he'll be all right,” said Heath.
“He knows the danger as well as we do,
and he won't be ass enough to swim in
the dangerous part.
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But Lemon was feeling particularly
reckless, and he swam vigorously, feeling
fit for anything. He felt in the mood
to swim the Channel just then. No-
thing was too difficult for him.

He felt a contempt for the Pool, and
grinned as he struck out for that par-
ticular portion of the river. He would
prove to all the other fags that he was
better than the best of them,

Afraid of the Pool? What rot!

There was nobody there at the
moment—not_anybody on the towing-
path, even. The other Third Formers
were far behind, up in the safe part of
the river. Some of them had decided to
fetch the boat, and row down—in case
Lemon got into trouble.

But the boat had drifted into the
reeds, and the fags had some difficulty
in getting it out. In any case, they would
not be able to get down the river in
time to render any assistance, if Lemon
found himself in danger.

They were too far away.

Lemon realised this, but not from
any thought of possible danger, He
simply wanted an audience. He wanted
the other fags to know that he had
swum right across the treacherous Pool,
and that he was such a good swimmer
that the current had no effect upon

im,

He was in the Pool now, and he
revelled in it. The water was delight-
fully cool and refreshing. Willow trees

overhung the stream, and a more
peaceful spot could scarcely e
imagined.

Just a little farther down the river
Wwas narrower and the current faster,
but quite safe.

It was in this smooth, placid-looking
spot that the danger existed.

And the foolhardy junior soon found
this out.

He was right in the centre of the
river, and it was his intention to swim
farther down, turn back, and cross the
Pool once more on his way back. He
succeeded in getting over the danger
zone quite easily, and scarcely knew
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that there was any possipility of a
fellow being dragged under.at that
spot.

He turned just where he had in-
tended, full of confidence, and struck
up-stream vigorously. But his stroke
did not contain that energy which it
had done five minutes earlier. His big
spurt had taken some of the strength
out of him, and now that he found
himself fighting against the current he
had a different proposition to deal
with. It came to him as a surprise.

He turned back, feeling fit to swim
for ever. Then he felt the tug of the
current.  He discovered that it was
necessary to strike out with all his
strength in order to make any head-
way.

On the top of this, he was rather
fagged—more fagged than he would
like to admit. He did not fully realise
that he was attempting a task which
was far too heavy for his powers.

And then, as he entered the Pool, he
felt the undercurrent. He felt some-
thing tugging at his feet—something
intangible, which appeared to be pull-
ing him down into the dark, mysterious
depths.

For the first time, Lemon’s confi-
dence failed him.

The banks scemed to be miles off,
instead of within an arm'’s reach. His
companions, high up the river, were in
another world. A few minutes earlier
they had been close at hand. The
fag felt that he was isolated—alone—
almost helpless,

He did not give way to panic, but it
camo to him that the task of swim-
ming up the river again was too much
for him, and he wisely decided to give
it up. So he struck out as strongly
as possible for the bank.

But he was too late!

He had used his strength, and he
was incapable of swimming with suffi-
cient energy to carry him through that
deadly current. His feet sagged lower,
and he made no headway.



The current was pulling him down—
pulling him into the depths!

He realised, with a gasp of horror,
that, in spite of all his efforts, he re-
mained in the centre of the stream. He
was simply splashing: about, and not
approaching the bank at all.

“Oh, my goodness!” gasped the fag.

He gazed round wildly, and knew
that help was far distant.

With a feeling of sickening horror,
he knew that the Pool was too much
for him—he knew that he would never
be able to get into safe water unaided.
Ee Y{wuld not be able even to reach the

“Help!” he screamed wildly, “Help
~—help!”

is voic¢ was shrill and high with
terror—for, at last, he had given way
to sheer panic. It was the worst pos-
sible thing he could have done, for he
made no further attempt to swim
steadily.

He splashed about wildly, and went
under. Down he went, into the dark
water,
Strugeling, kicking, fighting with all
his waning strength, he came to the
surface.

And he screamed for help.

Then once again he went under the
surface. The other Third Formers,
up the stream, faintly heard his
scream, and they stared down towards
the Pool in absolute horror.

They had only just got the boat
freed, and they instinctively knew that
it would be impossible for them to
reach their Form-fellow before he went
under for the last time. Nevertheless,
they used every effort.

But other ears had heard thaf
scream, too.

A Third Former was in the meadow,
bordering the river. He was a young-
ster named Kerrigan—quite a mild,
inoffensive kid. ~ He generally kept to
himself, and did not join in with the
numerous japes and escapades for
which Owen minor & o, were famous.
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But only for a few moments.-
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Kerrigan heard that scream, and he
looked up, rather startled.

He had been searching for a few
specimens, for Kerrigan was a youth-
ful naturalist, and he had quite a
unique collection in his desk. He
generally spent all his available time
on fine days in roaming about the
fields and woods.

But now all thoughts of specimen
hunting left him, and he ran swiftly to
the river bank, just opposite the Pool.

At first he could see nothing, except
a disturbance in mid-stream. He
knew well enough that this spot was
pretty dangerous, and he was not much
of a swimmer himself. He would not
even risk an ordinary swim up the safe
part of the river, and he regarded the
Pool as a truly terrible place.

“I thought I heard somebody yell-
ing,” he muttered. “I know I—Ohy
my hat!”

At that moment Lemon appeared.
He to the surface, splashing
and klcking, but with weakened efforts.
He saw the junior on the bank, and he

gave a gasp of hope and renef, He
wayed his hand weakly.
“Help!” he gasped faintly. “Oh,

help!”

Just for a moment Kerrigan's heart
came into his mouth. He knew that
it was courting disaster to enter the
water at that spot; but he also knew
that Lemon was drowning before his
eyes. And there was nobody else near.

The fag did not hesitate,

Without even pausing to throw off
his jacket, he dived straight into the
water—or to be more exact, he jumped.
Then he struck out clumsily—awk-
wardly—for the centre of the Pool.

Handicapped by his clothing, it
seemed that he would make no head-
way. But he did. Somehow or other,
he forged towards the drowning junior.

“Hold up!” he panted. “I'll be there
in a jiff!”

Lemon, by sheer desperation, kept
to the surface. Then, even as his
strength was Qomp‘etely giving way,
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he felt a hand grasping his hair. He
had used his last ounce of energy, and
he simply became limp.

The other fag, already batiling
fiercely with the current, felt the dead
weight of Lemon’s form dragging him
down. But Kerrigan set his teeth,
and struck out for the bank. The boat,
with several juniors in it, was siill a
long way off.

It was touch and go, and if help had
not been gquite near at hand, both
Lemon and Kerrigan would have been
drowned. e lad would have given
his life in a plucky attempt to save the
other.

But, suddenly, without any warning,
a huge form came charging down the
river bank. It was a black form,
clothed in white drill. Umlosi had seen
the peril of the two juniors as he and
Lord Dorrimore strolled along the tow-
ing-path. And Umlosi did not wait to
ask any question and make any com-
ments.

He simply jumped into the river,
gave about six enormous strokes, and
reached the struggling pair.

“Have no fear, O young reckless
swimmers!” he exclaimed. “You are
safe now. It is well!  Struggle not,
and you will be safe.”

“Oh, thank goodness!” said Kerri-
gan faintly.

It was amazing the way Umlosi
handled the fags. The current had
no effect upon him whatever. He was

like a fish in the water, and supporting
both juniors,
bank,

swam towards the
was

he

where Lord Dorrimore

£ Good man!”
ingly.

A moment later the two fags were
lying on the grass in the sun, and
Umlosi was shaking the water from
!glmself as though he were a great
og.

"Stcady on with that splashing!”
sald Dorrie. “You thunderin’ idiot!
Youre simply ruinin’ this suit of
mine!”

said Dorrie approv-

“What 15 a mere suit of cIovmm
compared to two Voung Tive de-
manded Umlosi. “Wau! I am full
of admiration for the child who is
clothed. His bravery was even as the
bravery of the great Kutana warriors.”

“Yes, the kid’s got plenty of pluck,”
agreed Dorrie. “Well done, young unt
‘You're made of the right stuff

Kerrigan sat up, looking scme\mat
dazed and pale.

“Is—is he all
faintly.

“Of course he is!” laughed Dorri
“Now then, you young scamp, sit up

and look happy. You've got this brave
chum of yours to thank for saying
your life. If he hadn’t lugged you up
at that moment, Umlosi would have
been too late.” 5

Dorrie’s last words, of course, were
addressed to Lemon. The fag was just
tting up, quite unhurt, and only a
ttle scared. He had probably swal-
lowed some water, but it would do him
no harm.

“I—I thoughL I was drowning!” m
mutter

“An’ S0 you were, my son,” said
Dorrie severely. “What the dooce do
you mean by monkeym about in a dan-
gerous spot like t;

§ “'le thought I could swim the Pool,
sir!”

“Well, you shouldn’t think these
things,” said Dorrie. “The best thing
you can do is to lock lively and take
a run along the towing-path. By the
time you get to the boathouse you'll be
yourself again. And don’t forg t that
youwve to thank ths youngster here for
saving your life.”

“Yes, I know it, sir,” said Lemon

right?” he asked

P

huskily, turning to the other fag.
“Kerrigan, you're a brick!”
“Oh, rot!” Yszaki Kerrigan, “I didn't

do anything!”

“You silly ass!  You lugged me out
just as I was going down for the last
time,” said Lemon. hen get
dressed I'll give you my pocket-knife.
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It's a ripping thing, with five blades.
I saved up for weeks to get it, but I'll
give it to you. You're a good ‘un!”
Lemon ran off—somewhat unsteadily,
but there ‘was nothing really wrong
with him.  There was not the slightest
fear of his catching cold, for he was
glowing from his exertions, and the
sun was still hot. Kerrigan stood with
& pool of water forming round his feet;
and he pulled out his watch, and gazed
at it ruefully. There was even a sus-
picion of moisture round his eyes.
“It—it won't go any more now!” he
exclaimed. “I only had it put right a
‘Week ago, too! Still, it can’t be helped

“Don’t you worry about the ticker,
my son,” grinned Dorrie. “I'll buy you
a new one to-morrow—a better one
than that.”

“Oh, will you, sir?” said the fag
eagerly. “Thanks awfully, sir! And
Tve got to thank Mr. Umlcsl for pull-
ing me out of the river.

“Good!” said Dorrie.
step forward!”

The black giant showed all his teeth
in a grin.

“I need no thanks, O brave one of
small years!” he said. ~ “Thou art
indeed pussessed of much courage. I
did nothing, For me the task was a
trifle—there was no danger. Have
I not swum in deadly currents—in
treacherous rapids in shark-infested
seas? This is nothing; it is not to be
mentioned. Wau! I have spoken!”

“Well, it was jolly decent of you, all
the same,” said Kerrigan. “I suppose
T'd better go and change now. These
togs are pretty well messed up.”

“Don't worry about togs,” said Lord
Dorrimore, “You can get another suit
at any old time. But think of Umlo:
Where's he goin’ to get another rig-
out the size of this one? I'm afraid
he'll be in a hole!”

“I'm Very sorry
*. “That's all rigjit, yotng ’'un,” said

“Mr. Umlosi,
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Dorrie calmly. “Umlosi doesn't care
much about clothing. He'd rather be
without any, if the truth must be_told.
By the way, what'’s your name, kid?”

“Kerrigan, sir.”

“Kerrigan, eh!” said Dorrimore.
“There was a famous explorer named
Kerrigan. He died five or six years
ago. Youre lucky to be named the
same as a fine man like that. Colonel
Kerrigan was—"

“My father, sir,” sa)d the fag quietly.

Lord Dorrimore became serious.

“What!” he exclaimed. “You are
the son of Colonel Kerrigan?”

“Yes, sir}”

“Good!” said Dorrie. “I'm proud

to meet you, sonny. As a matter of
fact, I knew that Colonel Kerrigan was
your father as soon as you spoke. I've
been intending to rout you out ever
since I came to St. Frank’s. Buf I
didn’t expect to find you in this way.

You're a true son of your father, lwd'”

“I—I hope so, sir!” said the fag.

“An’ what are your other names?”

“Stanley Livingstone, sir.”

“Splendid! Two of the most re-
nowned explorers, eh?” said-his lord-
ship. *Stanley Livingstone Kerrigan.
It’s a name to be proud of, my so
One of these days, perhaps, you'll be
as famous as your father. I want you
to tell me about your dad—"

“It is not for me to interrupt thee,
N’Kose,” said Umlosi. “But, methinks
the lad will become ill unless he
changes his clothing. ~Mayhap, thou
hast forgotten his wet condition, and
thou art keeping him talking—

«Just like me!” sald Lord Dorrimore.
“youwd better get along, sonny. Rush
indoors and change your things, Il
have a jaw with you later.”

“Thank you, sir,” sald Kerrigan.

He ran off, and Dorrie looked after
him thoughtfully.

“I'm jolly glad!” he said. “Im jouy
glad I met the kid in such a w
true grit—just like his father!
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CHAPTER 22.
On the Stroke of Nine!

R. CLEMENT HEATH walked
M into the Grapes Hotel -at
i exactly ten minutes to nine that
same evening. It was still broad day-
light, of course, and everything was
dry and dusty and hot. The saloon
was well filled with thirsty. customers,
but the clink of glasses and the hum
of conversation did not attract the
Remove master,

He walked straight through to the
smoking-room, and looked round.

“Good!” he muttered.

The apartment was quite empty,
except for himself. One or two news-
bapers were lying about, and Mr. Heath
seized one of these and seated himself
upon a lounge. He glanced at the
clock, and compared it with his watch.

“Well, I shan't have long to wait,”
he murmured.

He did not feel like reading, and,
actually, he did not read at all.
merely held the newspaper in crder to
appear at his ease. He was thinking
hard, and his thoughts were very busy.

He kept a constant watch upon the
clock, and at last it pointed to the
hour of nine.  Still the smoking-room
was emply, and Mr. Heath wondered
if there was any truth in the count’s
promise that two detectives would
arrive from Scotland Yard in order to
take delivery of the Layham diamond.

Mr., Heath fingered it as it lay in
his pocket. He was nafurally eager
to obtain possession of the five thou-
sand pounds reward; but, at the same
time, he felt one or two doubts.
¥ }W?as the count playing squarely with
him'

In any case, it was too late to think
of withdrawing, and Mr. Heath knew
that his only course was to sit tight
until something happened. But the
count had given the diamond into his
charge, and that was certainly an
evidence of good faith.

The door the smoking-room
opened, and two men entered. They

5
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were somewhat grim-looking men, short
and stocky. Both were attired in blue
serge suits. One wore a bowler, and the
other a soft, felt.

But Mr. Heath knew at once that
they were the men he wanted to see—
detectives from Scotland Yard.

The Remove master rose to his feet,
and the two men approached him.
They seemed pleased that they were
alone, and they lost no time in getting
to the point.

“Excuse me, sir,” sald one of them.
“Is your name Heath?”

“Yes,” said the Remove master.

“Thank you. am Detective-In-
spector Watts, of Scotland Yard. I
may as well inform you at once that I
hold a warrant for your arrest——"

“A—a warrant for my arrest!”
ejaculated Mr. Heath.

“Yes, and it is my duty to tell you
that anything you may say will be
taken down and used as evidence
against you,” said Detective-Inspector
Watts, using the formal preliminary.
“I should like you to come—"

“Wait a moment,” interrupted Mr.
Heath grimly. “You say you hold a
warrant for my arrest?”

“I do

“On what charge?”

“It’s not necessary for us to enter
into any discussion here,” said the
Scotland Yard man. “I should advise
you to walk out of here quietly, and
accompany us to the police-station.
You want to avoid a fuss, and I want
to avoid it. There's no necessity for
the whole hotel to know our business.
If you come quietly, the whole thing
will be kept private.”

“Yes, I quite understand that,” said
Mr. Heath. “But I want to know what
the deuce you mean by holding a war-
ranc"for my arrest. I've done nothing

“Come, come!” said Watts. “This
won't do, Mr. Heath, The charge
against you is one of blackmail and
conspiracy-—"

‘“‘Indeed!” interrupted Mr. Heath, re-
maining quite calm, “That’s very in-
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teresting. Blackmail—en? I should
be grateful for a few details. We
might as well speak here—there’s no-
body else in the smokingroom at the
moment.”

“Just as you wish,” said the Yard
man. “Bates, yowd better search this
gentleman’s pockets at once—-"

“One moment!” interjected the Re-
move master. “Why am I to he
searched?”

“We suspect you of having posses-
sion of the Laybam diamond.”

“There’s no need to search me for
that,” said Mr, Heath. “Here it is.”
_ He produced the stone, and handed
it over. Detective-Inspector ~Watts
took it with some surprise, and exam-
ined it closely.

“You seem to be taking this preity
cQolly, my friend,” he said. “I don’t
exacily know what your game is, but
I'd better warn you that we're not in-
clined ,to stand any nonsense!”
___“You won't have to,” said Mr.
Heath. “You've got that diamond, and
I give you my word that I don’t in-
tend to do anything foolish. At the
same time, I must tell you that I'm
perfectly innocent of the charge you
prefer against me. Who have I been
blackmailing? And what evidence
have you got that I am guilty?”

“Quite sufficient evidence, I assure
you,” replied Watts grimly. “Do you
admit having written this letter?”

The detective put a letter into Mr.
Heath’s hand, and the Remove master
gave a quick start. It was not a guilty
start, but one of surprise.

The letter was in his own handwrit-
ing.

He read it through quickly, and was
somewhat staggered. For the communi-
cation was addressed to the Marquis of
Layham, and it demanded the sum of
fifteen thousand pounds!

The letter made an appointment in
the smoking-room of the Grapes Hotel
for nine o'clock, and the marquis was
informed that if he brought the money
he would have the diamond returned to
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him. If he failed to do so, or if he ir-
formed the police, his life would be in
danger. The letter, in actual fact,
threatened the marquis’ life—if he
failed to comply with the demand.
And the letter was written in Mr
Heath’s own calligraphy, and it con-
tained his own signature!
u“Well? ’ said Watts. “Did you write
“No,” said Mr. Heath. “I did not.”
“Im sorry that you should find it
necessary to deny something which is
absolutely obvious,” said the detective
grimly. ~ “We can serve no good pur-
pose by remammg here.  You must
come with us—-"

“I'm noL Lommg with you,” inter-
rupted Mr. Heath warmly. “I did not
write this letter, and I never saw it
before in all my life!”

“Do you admit that the handwrite
mg is yours?”

No; but it looks like mine.”

“In fact, you maintain that this is

a tm'gex'y?”
“Ido!

“Well, I'm afraid it won’t do for us,”
said the Scotland Yard m: “The
letter fixes an appomtment in this
hotel, at thishour, You are here, and
the diamond is with you.  You must
be mad to deny the truth!”

Mr. Heath said nothing. He
realised that the Comte de Plessigny
had shown his claws! He had come
to Mr. Heath apologetic and penitent.
Yet actually, he was simply sefting a
trap which had apparently caught Mr.
Heath in its toils.

However, thmgs were not so serious
as they seeme

“You will come with us immedi-
ately,” said Detective-Inspector Watts.
“If you refuse, I shall be compelled to
use handcuffs- 2

“One moment!” said Mr. Heath
smoothly. “Mr, Leel!”
He turned and spoke in a louder

voice, and a door at once opened on the
other side of the room. Detective-
Inspector Watts evidently expected
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some trickery,
Heath’s arm.,

“Hold him,
sharply.

Bates took the other arm, and Mr.
Heath was held. He was quite calm,
however, and he smiled as Nelson Lee
approached the little group. The
famous schoolmaster detective was
looking perfectly at ease.

for he grasped Mr.

Bates!” he ordered

“Why, it’'s Watts!” he exclaimed
cheerfully, “Pleased to see you, in-
spector. A good few months since I

dropped into the Yard for a chat.”

“Hang me if it isn’t Mr. Nelson
Lee!” exclaimed Watts. i
i I didn't expect to see you
Mr. Lee. I suppose you were
after this young man, too? We've got
him all right.”

=5 I observe” said Nelson Lee.
“But I am afraid there is something
slightly wrong, Waftts. Mr, Heath is
not the type of man you believe him to

be. I can vouch for him with perfect
confidence.”

The Scotland Yard man looked
serious.

“I'm afraid you don’t realise the
position, Mr. Lee,” he said. “This man
wrote a threatening letter to the Mar-
quis of Layham, and fixed this appoint-
ment for to-night. The marquis is out-
side now.”

“Splendid!” said Nelson Lee. “It is
just as well to have him here. I shall
be quite pleased to have a chat with
him, Watts. And you might let me see
this letter which Mr. Heath has

written.”
“Mr. Lee, it's all wrong!” protested
Heath. “I didn’t—"

“My dear man, don’t excite yourself,”
said Lee calmly. - “May I have a look at
that document, inspector?”

Watts hesitated.

“I wouldn't show it to anybody else,
but I know you're all right, Mr. Lee,”
he said. “I'm sorry to find that you've
been hoodwinked by this fellow. He's
not what you think him to be, I'm
afraid. I might mention that we found
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the Layham diamond on him a few
minutes ago.”

Nelson Lee nodded, and took the
letter. After reading it through he ex-
amined it more closely, held it up to
the light, and scrutinised it through a
powerful magnifying lens. Finally, he
handed it back to Watts, and smilingly
shook his head.

“It’s not genuine,” he announced.

“Eho”

“This letter is a forgery—

“I told them so!” exclaimed Mr.
Heath warmly.

“I can't believe that you are right,
Mr. Lee,” said the inspector doubtfully,
“We've had specimens of Heath’s hand-
writing, and this letter was undoubtedly
written by him. Quite apart from the
letter there’s the fact that Heath came
here at nine o’clock to keep ths appoint-
ment—with the diamond on his person.
You can’t get over that!”

“I think I can,” said Lee. “I may
as well tell you, Watts, that I advised
Mr. Heath to come here, and to have
the diamond on him. So, you see, I'm
a party to the little deception. I hope
you won’t arrest me too!”

The detective-inspector stared.

“I don’t understand,” he
bluntly.

“I think you will in a moment or
two,” said Lee. “To begin with, Mr,
Heath came here with a very different
object in view. He knew nothing about
this threatening letter—I am certain of
that. He was sent by the Comte de
Plessigny in order to obtain possession
of the five thousand pounds reward
which the Marquis of Layham has
offered for the return of his diamond.”

“Yes, but—"

“Wait!” interrupted Lee.
into details.”

He did so, and Mr. Heath listened
with interest. Lee explained how the
comte had come to Mr. Heath, and how
he had told him to keep the appoint-
ment at the Grapes Hotel. He also
explained that Mr. Heath had been
suspicious.

The Remove master had pretended to

said

“I will go
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swallow the whole yarn, and the count
had left him feeling quite confident
that his cunningly laid trap would suc-
ceed. But Mr. Heath was not quite so
he had been at one time.
1y, he had felt that there was
wrong in this offer. He in-
stinctively knew that the comte was not
genuine. And so, instead of blindly
keeping the appointment, he had gone
straight to Nelson Le

He had told Lee everything, and the
detective had advised him to keep the
appointment--just in order to see what
would happen. It was quite obvious,
now, that a very cunning scheme had
been devised in order to get Mr. Heath
into serious trouble. That was the long
and the short of it.

Fortunately, Mr. Heath had smelt a
rat, and he had not been so easily
caught. He had been very wise in going
to_Nelson Lee.

Ree pointed out to the Scotland Yard
man how absurd it wes to suppose that

~-Mr, Heath had written a letter to the
marquis, and had then requesied Nelson
Lee to be on the spot. The thing was
obviously a fake.

And Detective-Inspector Watts, after
a short talk, realised that this was the
truth, and that Mr. Heath was quite
innocent.

In short, there had been no attempt
at blackmail, and that forged letter had
only bheen sent to the Marquis of Lay-
ham in order to get Mr, Heath into
grave trouble.

The inference was that the Comte de
Plessigny had written the forgery; but
there was no evidence of this. It was
impossible to have Plessigny arrested
for there was no proof against him.

The wily count had made himself
quite sccure, even if his scheme went
wrong—as it had done. So the only
thing was to let the maiter drop. Mr,
Heath was all right—he had got into
no trouble—and the Marquis of Lay-
ham had his diamond back again. So
everythmg was quite in order.

arquis was there, and after
Watts had withdrawn for a time, he re-

somethin,
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turned to the smoking-room with the
old nobleman. The marquis was a
breezy, genial individual, and he shook
hands with Nelson Lee and Mr. Heath
very warmly. It was easy to sce that
he was overjoyed at Lhe turn of events.

“My dear young sir, I am delighted
to find that you are the victim of a
plot, and not the originator of a plot,”
he said, addressing Mr. Heath. “Owing
to you have got my diamond back,
and I shall be glad if you vu'l accept
the reward which I haye—

“I'm afraid it is quite impossible for
me to do that, sir,” interrupted Mr.
Heath.

The marquis raised his eyebrows,

“Eh?” he asked. “How is that?""

“Well, it is hardly fo me to claim
any re\vzud«or even to accept any,” he
said. “Plessigny found the stone,
although, of course, he used it for his
own nefarious ends. But for my part
in the affair, I have no doubt that he
would have disposed of it, and you
would never have seen it again. Bub
I did not find Lhe stone, therefore I
cannot claim—

“You are nof claiming anything,” i
terjected the marquis. I have got my
diamond back, and it was owing to your
efforts that I have done so. Therefore,
I regard it as only right and proper
that you should accept the reward.
Regard it as a present, if you wish. It
doesn’t matter to me. I shall be hon-
oured if you will favour me by accept-
ing—I shall be deeply offended if you
refuse.”

Mr. Heath could hardly do anything
further. Moreover, he was overjoyed
at the thought of receiving the five
thousand pounds. Personally, he con-
sidered that he was not entitled to it;
but, at the same time, he knew well
enough that the comte would have
stuck to the stone if Mr. Heath had
not been aware of its existence.

The marquis wrote out his cheque for
five thousand pounds, handed it to Mr.
Heath, and there was quite a little cele-
bration. Mr. Heath succeeded in get-
ting away at last—highly delighted
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ith the result of the evening’s work.
son Lee went with him, and the pair
directed their footsteps towards the
house occupied by the Comte de
Plessigny.

CHAPYER 23.
Dorria Lets Out the Secret!
ELSON LEE offered Mr. Heath a
N cigarette as they walked along.
T don’t suppose that we shall
obtain any satisfaction from this visit,”
he remarked. “At the same time, we
may as well have the matter out with
the count. There are one or two pmnts
I should like to discuss with him.
e Remove master looked Stern,

“1d like to see him handcuffed!” he
exclaimed. “The infernal rogue! De-
liberately attempting to get me arreste
on a charge of blackmml and con-
spiracy. Why, hes liable to a long term
of imprisonment.”

“He would be if there was any
chance of proving that he wrote that
forged letter,” said Nelson Lee. “Bub
how can we prove it? How is it pos-
sible, indeed, for us to bring forward
any evidence to show that the count
has been conspiring agains you?”

“It’s rather difficult,” admitted Mr.
Heath.

“The Comte de Plessigny has been
snapping his fingers at the police for
quite a number of years,” said Nelson
Lee. “When he was younger he was a
constant thorn in the side of Scotland
Vard, and they could never lay a finger
on him. For the last five or six years
he has been very quiet, and evidently
possesses a large amount of .money.
Somehow, I suspect he came down o
the ncwhbourhood of St. Frank’s with
a definite object—not entirely con-
nected with the Layham diamond. He
seemed enormously anxious to learn
what Lord Dorrimore’s plans are for
the summer holidays.”

“I can't understand it,” said Mr.
Heath, shaking his head. “There’s
another pnint which has been puzzling
me, too. Several days ago, the count
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came to the little cottage in Edgemore
—at least, I thought it wis the count.
Shortly afterwards, however, I dis-
covered that the man was a fraud—
apparently a criminal in disguise, who
had aitempced to obtain the diamond
from me-—"

Nelson Lee laughed fomy

“Thank you!” he said

“I don’t quite understand.”

“You just referred to me as a
criminal,” smiled Lee.

Mr. Heath looked rather surprised,
then an expression of astonishment
came into his eyes. He paused in his
walk,

- Xt—xc wasn’t you 7 he asked quickly.

”ButAbut—

“You must forgive me for playing
the little trick,” smiled Nelson Lee.
“But I had been ohserving your: con-
nection with the count for some little
and I wanted to satisfy myself
that your own activities were perfectly
honourable. During that lttle visit I
learned qmt= sufficient to” samsfy meé—

ly, I met you:
You're a lucky man, Heath'”

Mr. Heath blusl

“I—T didn’t want anybody to know!”
he said lamely.

“Not exactly a question of modesty,
but of wisdom—ch?” chuckled Nelson
Lee. “You didn’t want the school
authorities to know of your little secret.
Well, I don’t blame you, and now that
the ferm is nearly over it won't matter
so much if the truth does leak out—
although you may rely upon me to be
discreet. On that day you mention, I
rair; into the Comte de Plessigny my-
self.”

“Creat Scott! That was rather un-’
lucky,” said Mr. Heath. “What did he
say when he saw his double?”

“I didn’t give him mucn opportumtv !
to say anything,” replied Lee. “I
simply took out a card handed it to
him, and passed on. There was nothing
on the card except the three words
‘The Seven Stars.’”

“What did those words mean?”

Nelson Lee -chuckled.
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“I really don't know,” he confessed.
“The card was given to me by some-
kody a few months ago,-and I passed it
on to the count fer no other purpose
than to appear somewhat mysterious..
Well, here we are, I think.” b

They had arrived at the Comte de
Plessigny’s residence. They walked up
‘the path, ved at the door, and
Nelson Lee rang the bell.

The door was opened by the comte’s
manservant.

“We wish to see the Comte de Ples-
signy!”

“I'm sorry, sir, but his excellency left
for London this afternoon,” broke in
the man, speaking as though he were
repeating well-learnt lines. “I do nhot
know where his excellency is at the
moment, and he has left no definite
address.”

moment,” said Nelson Lee.
“You say the count has gone to
London? Have you any idea when he
will return?”
_“His excellency will not return at

all” said the manservant. “The ten-
ancy,of this furnished house expires at
the end of this week and everything
is now left in my hands. His excellency
will not be in Bannington again, sir.”

Nelson Lee and Mr. Heath knew that
it was quite useless to remain, so they
took their departure, and commenced
the walk to St. Frank’s, which was quite
pleasant on such a glorious evening.

“So the comte has slipped away—
eh?” said Nelson Lee thoughtfully.
“H'm! T suspected something of the
kind. Well, Heath, the best thing we
can do is to forget all about him. You
may consider yourself very lucky that
you have come to no harm owing to
your dealings with the man.”

“Harm!” echoed Mr. Heath. “Why,
I'm five thousand pounds to the good,
50 I can’t grumble!”

“Hardly,” smiled Nelson Lee.

Mr. Heath was supremely happy, and
when near to St. Frank’s he begged
Nelson Lee to excuse him, and he
rushed off to tell little Edith of his good
fortune. Everything had turned out
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splendidly, and there were many rosy
prospects for the young couple. )

Nelson Lee walked on to St. Frank’s
in a cheerful mogd. When he arrived
he . went to -his“study, and found it
already in the possession of Lord Dorri-
more. Dorrie had a visitor in the
diminutive person of Stanley Living-
stone Kerrigan.

“Hallo, old man,” said Dorrie, look-
ing up. “I'm just havin’ a chat with
this youngster. Just like you to come
in and interrupt. It’s past his bed-time
already, an’ he can’t be here long—"

“My dear fellow, I'm pot interrupt-
ing,” said Lee. “Go ahead.”

“I'm hardly started yet,” said Dorrie,
“Now, look here, young 'un; I don't
want you to think that I'm nosin’ into
your business or anythin’ like that. I'm
just interested in a professional kind of
way, although it’s a bit strange to refer
to explorin’ as a profession. You see,
T've done a lot in that line myself, an’
T'm naturally greatly interested to hear
about your dad.”

“I'll tell you everything I can, sir,”
said the fag.

“You won't be hurt at all?” asked
Dorrie. “I don’t want to bring up pain-
ful memories, you know.”

“Oh, that's all right, sir,” said Kerri-
gan. “T was only seven or eight when
my dad went over to South America,
and I don’t remember him very dis-
tinctly. You see, he'd been in Africa
for years, and he only came home for
a few months.”

“An’ youve always lived with your
aunt?”

“Yes, sir—Aunt Janet.”

“Poor kid,” said Dorrie. “You never
had any mother, an’ only a father for
a month or two? Your mother died
before you could understand things,
didn’t she?”

“Yes, sir.
little baby.”

“It’s pretty rough,” said his lordship.
“Now I'd like to hear about your dad.
Is there any definite information about
where he died?”

She died when I was a
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Kerrigan shook his head.

“Nothing very definite, sir,” he re-
plied. “My dad went out to explore
the Amazon, in Brazil, about five years
ago. He wanted to go into the forests
and find out all sorts of things. But he
never came back,” added the fag

simply.

“He died out there?”

“Yes, sir.”

«How?”

“well, I don’t know exactly,” said
the fag. “Aunt told me all about it,

but it doesn’t seem very clear to me.
Dad caught fever, or something, and
died before any help could reach him.
He was thousands of miles up the
Amazon at the time, far away from
c,vxhsahon

“H'm! It's pretty bad,” said Dorrie.
“As it happens, I was thinking about
taking a t.np up the Amazon this
summer—

“Oh, sir!” said the fag, flushing with
excitement.

“Makes you start a bit—eh?”

i “Yes, rather, sir! I've often wanted
o—>

“Well2” asked Dorrie.
wanted what

“I—I dldn’t mean—-"

“Nonsense! Carry on!”

“I don't like to be cheeky, sir, but it
would be simply grand if you could
find out where dad died,” said Kerrigan,
his eyes gleaming. “It’s impossible for
me to go out to the Amazon, but if
you're going—"

“Nothin’s impossible, my lad,” inter-
rupted Dorrie. “I am An’ a
1ty will probably go with me. Every-
vs ready; my yacht’s waitin’ with

“You often

thi
steam up, an’ there’s nothin’ to do but
to gﬂt on board. I've been makin’ p‘ans
an’ arrangements for weeks past, an’
now all the prox“ct needs is Mr. Lee’s
approval and a party. Once everything
is fixed, it won’t take five minutes to get

the party up. I was just wonderin’ if
you'd care to come.”
Stanley Kerrigan’s eyes opened wider,
“To—to the Amazon, sir?” he asked
blankly.
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“yesr

“The real Amazon, sir—in Brazil?”
asked the fag incredulously.

“Of course.”

“I'd—I'd do anything to go, sir,”
panted the junior eagerly. “Oh, my
hat! Just think of it—going out to the
Amazon, where dad went to. Oh, it—
it’s glorious!”

“An’ youll come?”

“Rather, sir—thanks awfully, sir!”
gasped Kerrigan, “I—I don’t know
what to say; it—it seems like a dream!
Oh, but—but—-"

“But what?”

“Aunt Janet may not let me go,”
said the junior, with blank dlsmay

Dorrie grinned.

“Don’t you worry about Aunt Janet.
I have already met the good lady, and
my proposal has the seal of her ap-
proval. She has intimated that she
would have no objection to your comin’
with us, Stanley. So, if you like to
accept the invitation, youll be an
honoured guest.”

Kerrigan was too overcome with
excitement and joy to say anything for
the moment.

“ohn, sir, I—I don’t know what to
say!” exclaimed Stanley, after a pause.
“It’s—it’s wonderful! We Te going to
the Amazon—to—to dad!”

“ Steady, youngster!” said Lord Dor-
rimore gently. “You mustn’t get too
excited about it. We shall go to the
Amazon, and it’s quite possible we shall
something concernin’  your

Stanley locked at Dorrie, with his
face flushed and his eyes gleaming.
“Oh, I know we shall!” he said.
“We shall find the place where he was
—where he explored. I've been dream-
ing about going out to Brazil for years,
but I didn’t think I should be able to
go until I was a man!

“Then it’s all the better,”
Dorrie. “You won't be alone, of
course; there’ll be plenty of other
youngsters on board, an’ we shall have
a really rippin’ trip—just a fine holiday

adventure. If I can please you, it'll

smiled
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please me, too—because I have a tre-
mendous respect for your father. One
day you'll make good; you'l become a
bigger explorer than any of us.”

“Oh, rather, sir!” said Stanley, with
boyish enthusiasm. “I mean to ex-
plore everything—the North Pole, and
all the places where people haven't
keen to!”

“But people have keen to the North
Pole,” smiled Lord Dorrimore. “Be-
sides, that’s a nasty cold place to go
to. Well, yowd better come along to
bed, an’ don't get dreamin’ 2ll sorts of
things. Go straight to sleep, like a good
boy. To-morrow we’ll have another talk,
an’ you’ll soon have (0 be gettin’ 1‘eady
for the trip.”

“Yes, sir,” “Oh,
fine!”

He went out of the study, hardly
knowing where he was, or what he was
doing. He was rather dazed by the
glorious news.

said the fag. it’s

s CHAPTER 2.
Clorious Prospests!

TANLEY KERRIGAN of the Third

S did not fall asleep until the school

clock chimed out the hour of mid-

night. He lay in bed, thinking over all

that Lord Dorrimore had said. Once or

twice he half believed that he had been
dreaming.

All the other fags were asleep, of
course. And when Kerrigan awoke in
the morning his first thought was that
he had lmagmed all that had cccurred
the previous night. He couldn't believe
that Lord Dorrimore’s invitation was
actual reality.

By the time he had half dressed, how-
ever, he knew that it had been no

. dream, and that he was really booked

to go out to the Amazon for the summer
holidays—booked to go out as a guest
on a magnificent steam yacht. There
would be every luxury; he would be
with a parcy and everything would be
simply great.

smnley simply couldn’t keep it to
himself.

“I say, you chaps,” he said, address-
ng Owen minor and hn th.
“Hallo!” szid Owen

ught this morning?”

Yes, of course I am,” said Kerrigan,

“Why shouldn’t I?”

“That ducking you had—-"

““Oh, that didn’t hurt me, you ass.”

“It was jolly plucky of you, and we're
going to hold a celebration to-day,” de-
clared Owen. “We're pooling funds in
the Third, my son, and we're going to
stand a ccmﬁc feed—and you'll be the
guest of honour.”

“Rather!” said Lemon.
my life!”

Stanley looked uncomfertable.

“Oh, I say, chuck.it!” he protested.
“There’s no need for you to make a
fuss over nothing. I was just going to
tell you something. 1'm all fixed up for
the summer holidays.”

Chubby Heath sniffed.

“Feeling all

“He saved
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“That's no'hmg to boast about,” he
said. fixed up, too; and I'll bet
my hoLuay will whack yours into a
cocked hat! I'm going out to Italy
with my people. We shall see Naples,
and Rome, and Lisbon—"

‘*‘Ha, ha, ha!

“You '1=s' " grunted Owen. “Lisbon’s
in Spain

“Rats' It's in Portugal!” yelled

“Weu, I don't care where it is,” said
Heath. “Perhaps it isn't Lisbon, after
all. But I jelly well know I'm going
to Italy with my people—and that beats
anything you chaps can talk about!”

Owen grinne

“We've heard nothing but Italy from
you for days,” he said. “I'm blessed
if T'd go to a beastly place like Ifaly,
even if I was invited. Tleere’s nothing
else there but onions, and garlic, and
macaroni!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!”

“You funny idiot!”

Chubby Heath and Owen Minor
nearly came to blows.

“You haven'y let me finish “hab T
was saying,” exclaimed Kerngdn, m
time to divert the quarrel. “I'm
going m Italy, but I'm geing somcwhere
better

“Better?” said Heath.

“Im gomg out to Brazil.”

“Wh

“Im gomo up the Amazon in Lord
Dorrimore’s  private yacht,”  said
Stanley. *‘Scme other fellows are com-
ing, too, and \vcre going to have a
ripping holiday.”

The fags stared.

“I suppose you dreamed all this?”
asked Heg

“No, it’s true.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It is true, really,” persisted Stanley.

But his Formn-mates were not inclined
to take the story seriously. It seemed
rather too tall a yarn. Kerrigan gave
it up at length, and when he got down-
stairs he found Handforth & Co. chat-
ting in the tobby.

“W’hat rot!”
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Or, to be more exact, Handforth was
roaring, and Church and McClure were
hbtcmng Handforth was laying down
the law, as usual, and his faithful
chums were suﬂennp in silence.

“I say, Handforth!” said Kerrigan.

“Clear out of the way, you kid!” said
Handforth warmly. “I don't want to
be interrupted by any beastly fag!”

“I_didn’t mean to interrupt  you,
Handforth,” said Stanley. “I was only
going to tell you something.”

“Well, what is it?” demandcd Hand-
forth.

“I'm going out to Brazil for the
summer holidays.”

“That’s frightfully interesting!” said

Jandforth. “And what are ycu going
Korftc pxck some nuts?”

“Ha,

Hanaimth sewed the fag firmly.
which he considered fairly smart.

“We may find some nuts_there, of
course,” said Kerrigan. “I'm going
out in Lord Dorrimore’s private yacht,
and there’ll be some other fellows,“too.
We're going up the Amazon—right into
the heart of the forests.”

Handforth sized the fag firmly.

“Are you trying to pull my leg?” he
asked.

“No, of course not.”

“Then what’s the idea of this tosh?”

“It’s not tosh!” said Stanley. “Lord
Dorrimore told me all about it last
night. It's true, Handy; honest Injun!
Lord Dorrimore’s yacht is going up the
Amazon, and he's promised to take me
with him. Oh, it'll be a splendid
holiday!”

HandIoth & Co. were all attenuon

at las

“My hat! It's really true,

asked_Church eagerly.

“yes, I told you it was.”

«Great pip!” said H(mdfonh taking
a deep breath. “A trip up the Amazon!
A giddy holiday in Brazil! Oh, my
goodness! Don’t some chaps have ail
the luck? I can’t believe it’s true,
though; somebody’s been spoofing the
kid.”

“I don’t know so much

then?”

about that,”
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said McClure. “Lord Dorrimore went
out to Africa last year, and we had a
magnificent time. I wasn't hoping for
anything like it again, but—but—

“‘Oh, this is too good to be true,” said
Handforth hatly “ Africa was decent
enough, but Brazil! Think of it! Right
up the Amazan into the heart of the
untrodden forests' Why, I simply can’t
believe it 1"

“Did Lord Dorrimore say anything

about anybody else coming?” asked
Church.
“Yes,” said Stanley. “He said there

would be some other fellows.”
“Then we might stand a chance!”
yelled Church. “Oh, my hat! If only

we can get invited, think of the ripping

o5
“Hallo! What’s the excitement

about?” asked Reginald Pitf, strolling

“What's happened?”

“Nothing—yet,” said  Handforth.
“But we're going to Brazil——"

“ERY”

“For the summer holidays,” ex-

Plgined Handforth, taking things for
granted, as usual. “Lord Dorrimore is
going up the Amazon in his ripping
yacht, and we're going with him. Just
a little trip, you know,” he added care-
lessly.

“Hay ha, ha!”

Pitt roared, and De Valerie roared,
and Jack Grey and two or three others
roared. They certainly didn't take
Handforth seriously.

“What's the -matter, you cackling
asses?” demanded Handforth.
“Oh, nothing,” said Pitt. “We ap-

prec!ate thc joke, that’s all!”
What § »

“Well you can’t kid us with a yarn
lxke that,” grmned Pitt.

“Bul t'xt's true, Pitt—it is, really,” said
Stanley. “Lord Dorrimore told me all
about it, and I'm going. But he didn't
say snythmg about Handforth.”

Oh, vvcll it’s only natural that I
should go,” sald Handforth. “You
don’t expect me to stop behind, I sup-
pose? Not likely! If there’s going to
be a trip up the Amazon, I'm going to
ke there!”
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It was some few moments before the
other two juniors could believe the
story, and even then they were rather
sceptical. When they discovered that
the only source of information was a
Third Form fag, they naturally con-
cluded that it was nothing more than
a rumour.

“Nipper ought to know about it,” said
De Valerie. ‘“He’s pally with Lord
Dorrimore, and if N]ppel‘ doesn’t know
anything about this Amazon stunt, it’ll
be pretty certain that the whole thing is
spoof.”

“Good!” said Handforth.
Nipper!”

This was not a very long task. The
crowd of juniors came along the Re-
move passage, burst into Study C, and
found me there, chatting with Tommy
Watson and Sir Montie Tregellis-West.
Curiously enough, we were just discuss-
ing the coming holidays, and wondering
if there would be anything special
doing.

The crowd surged into the study.

‘“Here, steady on!” I said. “What's
the meaning of this invasion?”

“Begad!” said Sir Montie, backing
away. ‘‘Pray be careful, dear old boys!
You are frwhtfully mugh Handforth—
you trod-on my toe—" -

“Blow your toe!” said Handforth.
“Are we going up the Amazon?”

G ERY”

“Let's find

“What?”

“ Amazon?”
yourself, you ass

“There you are—he doesn't know
'mythmg, said ,Church. “It's all
spoof.”
¢ “What’s spocf?” I demanded.

“Why, young Kerrigan is spreading a
yarn about that Lord Dorrimore is
going on a yachting trip up the
Amazon,” said Pitt. “We wouldn't
believe it, so we came to you for in-
formation, Is it true?”

“I don't know,” I said. “There’s no
telling what Lord Dorrimore will do. A
trip up the Amazon sounds first class.
T've heard nothing about it from Dorrie
or the guvnor, and it’s qmte possible
that the whole thing’s a yarn.”

X repeated “Explain
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Handforth snorted.

“where’s that fag?” he roared.

“Kerrigan?”

#Yes.” .

“He's just outside the door-—

«Collar him!” roared Handforth.
“We're going to bump him. we'll
teach cheeky Third Formers to spread
yarns about like that. The awful
nerve!”

“Hold on, Handy!” I put in. “Il's
quite likely that the kid's been telling
the truth. I heard nothing about the
trip, Il admit, but I'll rush along to
the guv'nor’s study and make inquiries.”

“Good wheeze!”

“Bugz ofi, my son—and buck up!”
said De Valerie.

1 lost no time in hastening down the
passage. To tell the truth, I was rather
excited on my own account. I knew
well enough that Dorrie had some pro-
jeet in his mind.

A trip up the Amazon would be some-
thing novel and interesting. ‘There
would be plenty of excitement and ad-
venture in Brazil, particularly if Dorrie
intended any exploration. I wanted to
learn the truth.

But at that moment it was utterly im-
possible for me even to guess at the
amazing adventures which —were
destined to befall Lord Dorrimore’s
party. It would start as a mere holi-
day trip; but it was destined to become
famous all over the world as the most
wonderful exploration tour ever entered
upon.

I reached Nelson Lee’s study and
purst in. The only occupant of the
apartment was Umlosi. He was lolling
luxuriously in the easy-chair, looking
extremely bored. He sat up, and
regarded me appealingly.

“Thou art a wise youth, Manzie,” he
rumbled. “Know thou when we are
qestined to leave this wondrous kraal?
My spirit longs for the forests, for the
sun of tropical climes. I am weary.”

“Thal’s because you've got nothing
to do,” I explained. “Time hangs
heavily on a chap’s hands—especially if
he happens to be an active beggar, like
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soon be starting on a trip,

you. We will
ve're going to Brazil, aren’t

Umlosi, We
we?”

Umlosi shook his head.

“I know not,” he said. “N’Kose, my
father, he is even as the mystery man.
He speaks no word, but nods his head
in a strange manner. There is some-
thing brewing, O nimble one. My Wwits
are incapable of learning the truth.”

“Hasw’t he mentioned anything about
the Amazon?” I asked.

“N'Kose has mentioned many things
and many places,” replied Umlosi.
“Thou must have patience, even as I.
When i¢ suits my father to speak, he
will speak. Ere long, he will gladden
our hearts; but I gather that his
scheme must have the approval of
Umtagati, thy master.”

“Well, here’s Umtagati now,” I said.
“I say, guv'nor!”

Nelson Lee was just entering the
study, and behind him came Lord Dorri-

more.

“What is it, Nipper?” asked Lee.

«1'11 speak to Dorrie now, sir,” I said.
“young Kerrigan, of the Third, is going
about with a yarn that he’s been invited
to go on a holiday trip up the Amazon.
The fellows won't believe it.”

“Then the fellows ought to be
swished!”  sai irie.  “‘Ii's  true
enough, Nipper. Were goin’ to the
Amazon—always providin’ that your
guv’'nor agrees. It’s just possible that he
may set me down as an escaped inmate
of Colney Hatch, and flatly refuse to
have anythin’ to do with me. I've got
to chance that.”

“Then—then we're really going to
Brazil?” I asked eagerly.

Dorric nodded.

“I think we may look upon it as
settled,” he said.

1 didn’t wait for any more. I simply
rushed out of the study and pelted back

to the crowd of juniors in the lobby.
They were eagerly awaiting for the
result of my inquiries. They pressed

round me as I came up.
“Well?”

“What's the news?”
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“Is it true?”

“‘Every word of )t Ll said
going up the

“Hurrah!” wared Handforth.

“I shouldn’t start cheering until I
knew a bit more,” I said. “It’s quite
likely that you won't be invited, Handy
—s0_you'd better not be too previous.

““Of course I shall be invited!” said
Handforth. “If I'm not invited, Tl
Jjolly well come without any invitation!

“We're

The Amazon! I've been longing to go
there for years! I wouldn't miss it for
quids!”

I winked at Watson.

“The Amazon!” I said. “Anybody
who wants. to come back alive had
better not risk a trip up the Amazon.
It’s a terrible river! Hundreds of miles
from its mouth, it’s like a sea, and the
heat there is awful. Mosquitoes, beetles,
flies, insects of every description—they
simply swarm in millions. Then there
are poisonous snakes, and scorpions,
and goodness knows what else!”

“That makes it all the more excit-
ing,” said Handforth “Buc what about
the fever?”

“Ohj the fever!” I sald. “My dear
chap, fever out there is awfuk
party of fifty goes into the forest, it's
a lucky thing if twenty return! Take
my advice, Handy, and stay in England
—go to Bournemouth, or Iifracontbe, or
Brighton!”

Handforth glared.

“You—you ass!” he sald. “Trying
to scare me off, I suppose? Well,
won’t work. I know jolly will that
Brazil is a rummy place—especially up
the Amazon. But we shall be as right
as rain m Lord Dorrimore’s yacht—
simply a glorious treat—miles better
than going to Africa!”

“Well, I agree with you there,” I said.
“It's not absolutely certain that the
trip is going to be made yet, so I should
advise you to say as little as possible.
Don't get shouting too much.™

=
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“And, in any case, nobody has been
invited—except Kerrigan, of the Third,”
said Pitt. ‘Its queer that he should
know about it fir:

“ Lord Dommme told me about it last
night,” said Stanley,

“Cheek!” snorted Handforth, “Of
all the beastly nerve! A blessed fag
being invited before anybody else! I
suppose he pushed himself forward—-"

“I didn’t, Handforth—honestly, I
dxdn’t ” said the fag.

en what’s the meamng of it?”

“If you'd only use your brains, you'd
know,” I said. “Kerrigan's paLer went
out to the Amazon four or five years
ago and he died out there.”

“Ws only natural that Dorrie should
invite him before anybody else,” I said
quietly. “Colonel Kerrigan was a
famous explorer, and he went up the
Amazon to make fresh discoveries. But
he never came back alive—and I expect
Dorrie means to go there to see if he
can discover any trace of him.”

This was very near the mark. Lord
Dorrimore was not intending the tnp to
be a mere pleasure cruise. He had
very definite object in sailing from
England to Brazil. In his own mind, h
had an idea that Colonel Kerrigan,
D.S.0., was not dead, and he wanted to
go up the Amazon to search thoroughly.

It would not do, however, to say any-
thing about this to Stanley, for if it
turned out that the colonel was actually
dead, it would be rather painful for the
youngster. There was no reason why
his hopes should be raised for no pur-
pose.

There were other events connected
with that trip, too—events of which T
knew nothing at the time. But, as I
hinted before, we were destined to pass
through many thrilling adventures.

And the trip was nearly due to start!

THE END.

Next month :

: «THE ST. FRANK’S EXPLORERS!”

Look out

for the gripping adventures of Nipper & Co. in the wilds of Brazil.
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FRYING PAN!

HE egg sizzled in the pan, frying a
crisp brown, and the eyes of the
three men watching it glinted

with triumph. Just an egg, frying like
the one your mother cooks for your
morning breakfast, but it told those three
scientists that their research hadsbeen
crowned with success. For there was
no flame beneath the frying-pan; there
was no electric heating element. The
heat which was cooking that egg had
been transmitted to it by invisible rays
from an apparatus six yards away—an
apparatus which was an experimental
form of a new death-ray machine.

It took those New York scientists
three years to perfect their device sufli-
ciently to cook that egg; but by the
end of that time they knew they had
an apparatus which, built on larger
scale, could fling invisible heat through
the atmosphere for far greater di
tances, burning to destruction ever,
thing in its path.

The Nerve-Numbing Ray.

But that is only one form of the
death rays which are now being sought
after by those who wish to produce
even more terrible weapons than the
poison gas and other ghastly imple-
ments of modern warfare. e
Germans are working on a ‘“hush-
hush” device for transmitting rays
which numb every nerve in a man’s
body.

Behind locked doors they have built
machines which emit rays capable of
stunning mice and other small animals
into a state of insensibility. These rays
react on the nerve system, producing
complete paralysis. But the machine,
horrible as it sounds, is more humane
than some of these death-ray appa-
ratuses, for its effects ave not perma-
nent, and a term in hospital will cure
the patient.

an apparatus which transmits rays
that demagnetise the vital electric
parts of cars and aeroplanes. These
are not mere flights of fancy on the
authors’ part, for, although nobody has
yet succeeded in making a machine of
this type which can operate over long
distances, there is one in existence in a
French laboratory which will stop any
pct{ol engine up to distances of fifty
e

et.

It acts in this way: the ray jams the
clectric current flowing through the
wire coils of the magneto, and thus
prevents the sparking plugs from firing
the mixture in the cylinders.

A nation’s army equipped with this
machine would, in war time, be able to
paralyse the transport of the enemy, to
bring down its fighting planes, and to
put its field radios out of action.
Taking Use of Lightning.'

Even the terrific force of atmospheric
lightning has not been neglected in the
search for discovering a new death ray.
One plan is to attract the million-volt
flashes from the clouds, and then
reflect them into the enemy trenches.
Lightning, of course, can leap great
distances, as we see when ‘it flashes
between sky and earth; and if a death-
ray machine of this type can be suc-
cessfully produced, the great sizzling
discharges will be sent directly at the
enemy, destroying men and guns where
it lands.

The havoc wrought by these “light-
ning-guns ” would be almost incalcu-
lable; certainly each “shot” would be
as effective as the full broadside from
a battleship’s nine sixteen-inch guns.

But the war of the future is still a
long way away, we hope, and the fact
that these terrible machines are pos-
sible may bring peace instead of war,
when men realise what the troops will
have to face in battle.

You have probably read in fiction of
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OR long, Bunter Court, a princely
mansion, has existed only in the
fertile imagination of William George
| Bunter of the Greyfriars Remove. But
now at last Bunter brings Bunter Court
into existence—with results as sensa-
tional as they are funny! Look out
for this wonderful yarn.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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A SPARKLING long story of Tom

Merry & Co., the popular St.
Jim's chums, telling of their amazing
and amusing efforts to raise the wind
when they find themselves in that un-
happy state—stony ! There’s a laugh
in every line of this humorous yarn—
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don't miss it.v

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

OnSale Now - - - - Price 4d. each
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