No. 141.- ENTHRALLING SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE NOVEL!

‘n i p— it am TR

Propared for Publication by the Author of ‘“ The Sscret Menace,’" ‘‘ Lost at Sea,’ =ic.
February 16th, 1915,



i THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY No. 141,

[
L

NOW ON SALE!

IN THE

BOYS FRIEND

LIBRARY.
No. 413.—THE FEUD AT ROOKWOOD.
- ALRipping School Yarn.
By OWEN CONQUEST.
No. 414.—THE -WORLD’S CHAMPION.

A Superb Boxing Slory.
By CLEMENT HALL.

No. 415.—-OVER THE STICKS.

A Mapnificent Tale of the Racing Stables.
By ANDREW GRAY.

No. 416.—THE SEVEN STARS.

A Thriliing Story of Martin  Dale—
Detective. Dy MAXWELL SCOTT.

Price FOURPENCE per Volume.
EVERYWHERE.




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.

ONE PENNY,

(INCORPORATINQ THE “BOYS' REALM.")

Another Excitin

NIPPER at ST.

for Publication by the Author of ‘‘ The Secret
Menace,”” ¢ Lost at Sea,” etc., etc.

"A TERRIBLE LESSON :

Or, SKILL AGAINST CUNNING!

Story of NELSON LEE and
K'S COLLEGE. Prepared

AUTHOR'S NOTE.

Nelson Lee and Nipper are at St. Frank’s College, to escape the atten-

tions of the murderous Chinese Secret Society, the Fu Chang Tong,

whose hatred they have incurred. Alithough living in the school in the

characters of master and pupil, Nelson Lee and Nipper, nerertheless,

find many opportunities to utilise their unique detective ubility in various
mysterious and adrventurous cases.
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CHAPTER 1.

IN WHICH CECIL DE VALERIE RESORTS TO VERY
DESPERATE MEASURES.

¢ HAT'S wrong with De Valerie?”
. That question was being asked
by a good many fellows of the
Remove, in the Ancient House at
St. Frank’s. The answers given
were generally varied and sometimes wild.
And they were all guesswork. Nobody knew
-exactly what was wrong with Cecil De
Valerie., of the Remove.
(-IO;w fact, however, was undoubtedly evi-
ent.

Something was very wrong with ‘ The
Rotter.”” Usually he was urbane and super-
cilious in his manner; he sneered at almost
everything, and was a particular pal of the
Ancient House ‘‘ Nuts ''—Fullwood & Co.

But just lately De Valerie had become a
changed being. He no longer went to Full-
wood's study for smokes and cards; he no
longer went about with a haughty, disdain-
ful smile upon his dark, almost foreign-look-
ing face; hc no longer lounged about dressed
with gorgeous elegance.

On the contrary, De Valerie had become
careless in his attire, and he appeared to be
in a constant state of deep thought. There

were lines under his eyes, telling of sleepless.

nights; yet it was known that he had not
broken bounds after lights-out recently. When
spoken to by anybody, he generally looked up
abstractedly, and only returned snappy
answers to questions.

Yes, there was undoubtedly something
amiss with the Rotter of the Remove.

Of course, this change didn't affect the
general run of fellows. Dick Bennett & Co.
and their followers—the decent members of
the Remove—took no particular notice of De
Valerie at the best of times. Dick Bennctt
himself—in other words, Nipper—was rather
intercsted, perhaps, but he had many other

things to think about. He hadn’t time to
worry about De Valerie.

Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell, of Study
A, however, were rather concerned. They
wanted De Valerie to join in their litti-
“flutters”” and card-parties. The Rotter
usually possessed a well-tilled purse, and Full-
vood & Co. saw no reason why they shouldn't

help to empty -{t.

Only just recently there had been exciting
events at St. Frank’s. An old loft had
caught fire, resulting in tbhe tragic death of a
Bannington errand-boy, named Harry Binn
son. But by this time the aflair Fad lost its
grimness. A bare week had paassed, it i
true, hut schoolboys are spirited bedngs.

Nobody in the Remove connected Do
Valerie's change of manner with the fire.
although the two events practically coincided.

In Study A one evening Ralph Leslie Full
wood laid down the law.

**It’s no good goin’ on like this."" he de.
clared. ** There's got to be a change.”

‘“ Haven't we asked De Valerie a dozen
times what’'s wrong with him?"’ demandJd
Gulliver. " I'm fed up with him, Fully. Rats
to him!”

“ Well, we'll ask him again, snyhow,"' said
Fullwood, fingering his monccle. [ was
thinkin’ of touchin’ him for a quid or two.
1s 4 matter of fact. He's always got plenty
of tin, an’ I was practically shelled out the
other night. Until my pater sends the next
dose along I'm well-nigh stony.”

Bell grinned.

**So that's why you want to be pally wil "
De Valerie?'’ he asked. I wouldn't give
much for your chancez, old man.”

“ Why not?”

“* Well, it was only a day or two ago that
De Valerie was asking us for a loan hiwm-
self,”” replied Bell cheerfully. * Unless he’'a
had a remittance in the meantinie, I should
suy your chances were rotten: 1°d lend you



hd

THI:

“»
- -

ab guiid myself, only 1've cnly got abont three
ob!"

“*You'd lend a lot, wouldn't you?”
siicered Fullwood. “ 1 know all about your
tisree bob! Of all the mean cads in this
tchool—"'

‘* Are you talking about me?’”’ roared Bell.
My decar chap, I'm not going to have a

row with you,” interrupted Fullwood.
" You're a pal of mine, but I can think
what I like of you, I suppose? Come on,

let's go along to Study M.”

Bell glared, but made no further remark.
Forhaps he felt that Fullwood's accusation
vwas somewhat justified, for a couple of
puund notes reposed in his pocket at that
very moment. It was one of Bell's failings,
however, to declare himself stony when he
was quite the opposite

The Nuts left their study and passed along
the Remove passage. Cheery voices came
from behind most of the closed doors. From

c¢ne or two—Study D in particular—there
were voices which were the opposite of
cheery. Handforth, as usual, was leading

his poor study-mates a terrible life.  The
periods when discord was not apparent in
Study D were few and far between.

Arriving at a door which was marked “ M,”

Fnllwood knocked and tried the handle. The
door was locked.
‘* Silly ass!"" muttered Fullwood. ** Hi,
onen this door, De Valerie!” _
An impatient exclamation came {rom
within.

““Go away!"' came the irrifable command.

** Look here, if you can't let a pal in your
study. 1 won’'t have anything more to do with
you!” shouted Fullwood wrathfully. * Tf you
don't open the door, you rotter, I'll bust it
down!’

Gulliver and Bell grinned, and the sound of
movement came from within the little apart-
ment. The key turned in the lock, and then
Cecil De Valerie stood in the doorway. He
was attired in a flowing dressing-gown of
some rich material, and a curious cap, shaped
sumething like a fez, was upon his head.

‘* What's the matter?”’ askced De Valerie
impatiently.

Fullwood & Co. pushed past him into the
study, and Bel!l closed the door. The only
light within the apartment was the cheerful
blaze of the fire. The air was thick with
curiously pungent tobacco smoke, which had
an Eastern aroma. And piled on the hearth-
rug were many cushicns. Obviously the
Rotter had been taking things easily.

‘* Blessed if 1 can understand ycu!’’ said
Fullwood sourly. ‘¢ What’s the idea of this
sot, Dc Valerie? Why can’'t you behave like
2 human being, instead of a mad character
from the * Arabian Nights '?”’

De Valerie's dark eyes gleamed. .

“If you’ll mind your business I'll mind
mipe!’’ he snapped. . .

‘* All right, keep your hair on!”’ said Full-

wood. ‘‘ Shove that switch down, Gulliver,
for goodness’ sake. If this ass likes gloom, 1
agon’'t!”

Gulliver turned the electrig light on, and
the study became flooded bngh brilliant illu-
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mination. Do Valeile stood by tne table, his
face clouded ovar angrily. It was quite clear
that he did not like being disturbed. Full.
wood & Co., however, were by no means poss
sessed of delicate feelings. '

“TI'll give you just one minute,”” said the
Rotter icily. ‘' Say what you've got to say,
and then clear out!” ‘

‘“ Jolly cheerful, ain’t you?' said Gulliver.

‘*“ No, I'm not!”’ snapped De Valerie. ‘' And,
if it will interest you, thegsight of your face
hasn’t raised my spirite in the least, Gulliver:
I shall be a lot happier after you’'ve taken
it away!” : ' ’

Gulliver, whose face was not exactly his
strong point, turned red.

**You let my face alone!”” he shouted.

‘““T haven’t the slightest intention of touch-
ing it,” said De  Valeric. ‘1 use my band$
for more delicate purposes!’

‘“ Why, you—you—- 3

*“Oh, shut up!”’ interrupted Fullwood.
“* Don’t start slanging one another now! You
know jolly well that your face is enough to
make the fire go out, Gully—so what’s the
good of gettin ratty?”’ -

Gulliver tried to speak, but nearly choked
instead. ‘

“ The fact of the matter is,”” went om
Fullwood, ‘' we want to find out what's wrong
with you, De Valerie. You've been moonin"
about for days. ‘We're your pals, an’ it’s
rotten to be left out in the cold. ¢« Can’'t we
do anythin® to help?’. ‘

‘“ Thanks all the same,” said the Rotter.
“I'm quite all right by mysell, if you're
agreeable. Finished? If so, 1'd like to be
alone——"’

** Hang it all, De Valerie, 1'm not goin’
tno be turned out of your rotten study!’ de-.
clared Fullwood hotly. * Why the deuce
can't vou be civil? Don't you know that
you're completely changed? Don't you Enow
that all the fellows are jawin’ about you?'” -

“I don't care!”’ growled De Valerie. ‘' Let
them jaw!"

'* Well, T agree with you there,” remarked
Fullwood. * But that’s no reason why you
should treat us the same. We might hé able
to help you. You haven’'t got any secrets
from us, I suppose?”’

De Valerio looked at hic visitors steadily.

‘* There are some things a chap can’t speak
ahout—even to his pals!’’ he said quietly. ** If
you had an ounce of good breeding in you,
you'd clear out without any further argu-
ment. I want to be alone—is that good
enough?”’ :

Ralph Leslie Fullwood gritted his teeth.

** Good breeding, ¢h?”’ he roared. * If you
sucgest that—'"’

‘** Oh, hang it! Clear out!”

- Fullwood banged his fist down upon the
table forcibly.

“1'll clear out when I like!” he declared
furiously. * We came here to help you, an’
to cheer you up. An’ all you can do is to
slang us, an’ tell us to get out! Well, you
can go to the dickens!’

1t was certainly exasperating. Fullwood &
Co. had done their best to remain on
amicable torms. But De Valerie had. spoken
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with brutal frankness, and there is a limit
$0 the best of tempcrs.
- De Valerie walked round the table and
oprened the door.
‘““ Mind the step!’”’ he said mockingly.
Gulliver kicked the door viciously, and it
slammed to with a crash.
‘“ If you think you're going to order us out

f wnane AT ' i - % "
01 yOour svuQy, youre 30‘.!} 'w"eu mistaken'!

he roared. ' Look here, Fully, let’s roll the
cad in his own cinders! You're not goin’ to
stand this kind of thing, 1 suppose?”

. I'm waiting for you to go,”’ said De
Valerie quietly. ‘I don't want a row with
you chaps, but if you're anxious for one you
won’t find me unready. I've got a decent

pair of fists—''

‘““You howlin’ rotter!" interrupted Full-
wood savagely. ‘I don't care a hang what
happens to you now! You can be certain of
one thing, though—we don't want anythin’
more to do with you!”

‘“ Good!'' said De Valerie calmly.

‘“You can go to the dogs in your own
way!”’

‘“Thanks!"’

. **An’ I've done with you for good!’ roared
Fullwood.
- ¢ Splendid!”’

De Valerie's calmness was absolutely mad-
dening. Fullweod & Co. simply glared at
him as though they would like to kill him
on the spot. But somehow, although they
were three to one, they made no attempt to
touch him. His easy attitude was suggestive
of grim determination.

‘“We've done with you—do you hear?”’
sparled Fullwood. *“ If you come crawlin’
round Study A, you'll get kicked out! If
you speak to us in the common-room, or in
the Triangle, we’ll cut you dead!"”

‘“ Absolutely dead!’’ reiterated Gulliver and

Bell fiercely. .
. * You'll never have the chance,” said De
Valerie, speaking with cold deliberation.
“It’'ll be quite a long while before 1'll do
you the honour of addressing you. 1 had my
doubts all along as to whether you were good
enough to be acquainted with me. Now, if
you've done, you'd better go!”

Fullwood took a desp breath. In spite of
himself, he couldn’t help feeling that he
and his chums were getting decidedly the
worst of the argument. They had been made
to look absurdly small—and their own threats
and jibes struck them as being hollow and
childish. _ .

There was only cne thing to be done; their
exit from the study was almost imperative.
They didn’t feel equal to the task of return.
ing as good as they received. So, with furious
snorts, they flung out into the passage.

A mocking chuckle from within Study M
in no way improved their feelings. Cecil De
Valeric locked the door, and his face became

rim.
it The interfering cads!'’ he muttered. *'I
told thom what I thought of them, anyhow!
By Jove, they didn’t like it a little hit!’’

He was quite angry himself, but he didn’t
ghow it as the others ¢id. And, as he calmed
down. he realised that he had not been alto-

gether wise in breakirg with Fullwood & C:
However, the thing wuas done now, so Db
Valerie shrugged his shoulders and stretehed
hia hand out towards the electric light
switch.

As he did so there came a soft tap upon ti. -
window-pane. He frowned, and stood quite
still. The blind was down, so the tapper,
whoever he was, could not sce into th-
study.
~ Tap! Tap! The sound was repeated, and!
it seemed to be stealthy and mysterious. D.
Valerie switched the light off with an im-
patient cxclamation. He didn't want to b
hothered now by anybody. It was probably
one of the fellows outside, indulging in =«
silly joke. But it would be just as well to
settle the thing.

So the Rotter crossed over to the window
and jerked the blind up. The flickering firc-
light was reflected on the window-panes, an.!
he couldn't see anything outside. So h-
pushed up the sash and looked out. A dir:
form stood in the darkness. The Remov-
studies were all on the ground floor, arn.i
looked out upon the Triangle.

** Who's that?” said De Valerie impatient!y.

‘“ Good evening, young gent!” murmured
husky, beery voice. *' I thought you wasa't
comin’'—and that would 'ave been awkward.™
l'l)e Valerie caught his breath in with «
lias,

‘“ Bradmore!'' he exclaimed tenszcly.

‘““The same, at your secrvice, Master De
Valerie,”” murmured the voice. ** No need to
git startled, you young shaver! I ain’t
comin’ in. I just wanted to 'ave a coupl:
of words with you on thc Q.T.!"

‘“ Hang you!”” murmured the Rotter, ** What
did you come here for?”

““ No 'arm done, is there? 1 knowed your
winder casy,” went on the mysterious Mr.
Bradmore. *‘ There ain’'t a soul about, #o
you needn’t git scared. Come down to the
White 'Arp at ‘arf-past ten, and bring ten
quid with you. I'll be waitin’ in the Dack
parlour.”

‘** Look here, I can’t do it!"’ exclaimcd De
Valerie angrily. * Confound you, Bradmorec,
you've skinned me of every penny, and I'm
broke! Ten quid! Why, 1 haven't got ten
bob! You'll have to wait—"'

A growl came in through the window.

‘“ None o' them tricks, my lad,” said thc
dim Mr. Bradmore sharply. * I shall be
waitin’ for you in the bar parlour-—savvy?
An’ if you don't turn up with ten quid, 1)1
tell all I know to—"

‘“ Don't speak here!” hissed D¢ Valerie in
alarm. “TI can't do it, Bradimore—1 cwu's
do it! I haven't got the money!”

** That's why I've come along now—to give
you fair warnin’,”” murmured Mr. Bradmose,
* Between now and bedtime you can go round
borrowin’ off your little fricnds. See? An’ it
you don't hring the whole ten my cons=¢i~uce
will be g0 unsettled that [ shatll feel com

pelled, agin my will, to speak to the
police—"'

=TI try ! gasped De Valerie huskily.
“ Ah, that's better! 1 thought youil

change your tone afore long.'' murmur:d Mr.



4 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Bradwmore, in an oily, satisfied voice. ** Don‘'t
forgit the time, young 'un—'arf-past ten. 1
shall be waitin' for you.”

The man left the window, and crossed the
Triangle quickly and silently. De Valerie
watehed him until he was swallowed up in
the darkness. Then, with a savage exclama-
tion, the Rotter closed the window and
pulled the blind down.

He stood in the middle of his study with
clenched fists.

**Ten quid—by half-past ten!” he mut-
tered. *‘ Oh, it's impossible—I can't get it!
‘I'here’s nobody 1 can borrow the moncy
from, anyhow! What a mad idiot I was to
quarrel with Fullwood!”’ .

Pe Valeric paced his study feverishly. And
the morc he considered the situation, the
worse it became. The problem which con-
fronted him bristled with insuperable diffi-
culties.

** This'll be the end—the finish of it all!”
the boy muttered to himself bitterly. ‘1
can’'t find the money, and the whole truth
will come out! But it can't—it mustn’t!
tiood heavens, I've got to do something!”

He was nearly mad with worry; he lost all
count of time. But at last a desperate idea
came into his head—a wild, rascally idea.
But there was nothing else for it—nothing
but shecer disaster.

It was bedtime almost hefore he knew it.
Supper had been forgotten., and in any case
h> didn’t care a hang about eating. His
mind was so full of terrible thoughts that all
¢lse was insignificant.

He tried to appear unconcerned when he
went, up to the dormitory with the rest of
the Remove; but his efforts were unsuccess-
ful, and several juniors looked at his pale
face and glzaming eyes rather curiously.

Nipper in particular was struck by the
change in the Rotter. During the day he
bad been more himself; at tea-time Nipper
had seen De Valerie chatting cheerfully with
Merrcell and Noys. But now he was very
obhyviously in a greatly disturbed frame of
mind.

It was generally known that De Valerie had
had a row with Fullwood & Co., but this
wosn't sufficient reazon for him to be nearly
feverish. Nipper nodded his head sagely as
he got undressed.

“1f I know anything, my sons,”” he mur-
mured to Sir Montie Tregellis-West and
Tommy Watson, * De Valerie’s thinking of
doing something shady. There's a look of
fixed determination in his eyes that can’t be
mistaken. I shouldn't be surprised if he
preaks bounds to-night.”

** Dear fellow, 1 ain't interested in De
Valerie,”” eaid Sir Montie languidly. * An’
hreakin’ bounds is a favourite hobby of his,
begad!”

*“ Let him rip!”" muttered Watson. * Rats
to him!” _
Nipper grinned, and got into bed. He

Valerie had placed his
osition, and Nipper read
t was apparent to him

noticed that De
¢lothes in a handy
the signs easily.

tLat the Rotter was kent hpdn a night jaunt

sunicewhere. ,

-

Morrow. the prefect, came and saw lights-
out, and the juniors soon settled down to
sleep. Most of them were only too ready to
drop off, but Nipper, by reason of his train-
ing with Nelson Lee, found it quite easy to
remain awake. He often remained awake
when he didn’'t want to. Nine-thirty was an
ahsurdly early hour for him—who had been
accustomed to snatching sleep just whenever
he could. ,

And De Valerie kept awake for the
s.mple reason that he couldn’t sleep at all.
His mind was so full of conflicting thoughts
that it was with the greatest difficulty that
he restrained himself from tossing uneasily in
his bed.

By ten o’clock the dormitory was quite
silent except for the regular breathing of
the juniors, and the snores of Handforth.
Twelve minutes after the hour De Valerie
quietly sat up and looked about him.

‘“ Everyhody asleep?’”’ he murmured softly.

Everybody wasn’t asleep, but there was
no reply. Nipper had been dozing, prepara-
tory to going off in earnest. But he was wide-
awake in an instant now. And he lay still,
aazing down the dormitory out of one eye.

The Rotter slipped fromn his bed quickly
and dressed himself. Nipper, like a mere
shadow, wriggled his way out ©f his own bed,
and commenced dressing so silently that De
Valerie knew nothing of his movements.
Nipper would have awakened his chums if it
had been possible, but he couldn’t do so with-
out giving De Valerie a warning. .

The latter was dressed in a very few
moments. And then he crept down the long
room until he came to the beds of Fullwood
& Co., which were placed together. Nipper
remained still; he thought that De Valerie
was about to awaken the other junmiors. But
this was evidently not the plan.

For De Valerie was fumbling with some-
thing, and he took fully three minutes over
the job. Then, with stealthy footsteps, he
left the dormitory. Nipper, who wasn’t half
dressed, made terrific haste.

De Valerie slipped down to his study
silently; here he donned his boots, lacing
them only roughly. He was trembling with
excitement and dread. In a very short space
of time, however, he emerged upon the
Triangle, and cut acrcss to the low wall
whigh divided the school property from the
road. :

The moon was shining rather brightly, and
the night was still. Everything seemed to he
ghostly and eerie.

CHAPTER 1II.

SPECTRE OF BELLTON LANLC-—NIPPER'S
INTERVENTION IS USEFUL,

E VALERIE shivered. -
He wasn't cold, but his nerves were
in a chaotic state, and the stillness

of the night affected him strangely.
The school clock chimed out the hali-hour,
and De Valeric knew that he would be late
at the White Harp. He broke into .a trot as

THE
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he proceeded down Belllon Lane. Brad-
more, he knew, would expect him even before
the arranged time.

Onc side of the lane was in decep shadow,
owing to the high hedge, and the other lay
bathed in moonlight. De Valerie chose the
:no;e bri'liant side, and maintained a steady
Tou.

He had covered about half the distance to
the village, and was getting nicely warmed
up, when a rather startling incident occurred.

The Rotter made very little noise as he
ran. He was deep in thought, and kept his
eyes cast downwards most of the time. A
queer kind of rustle just ahead made him
look up. Seemingly out of the very air itself
the figure ol a boy appeared—a rather
smallish boy, with a pale face, which wore
apn almost scared expression.

The figure stood motionless in the moon-
light. It mad~2 no soun&. and a choking cry
arose in De Valerie’'s throat. He was not
merely startled—his terror was appalling.
His cry developed into a wild, horrible
scream.

And there, on the spot, he fell in a dead
faint.

The other boy, completely unnerved,
turned on his heel and ran down the lane as
though demons were after him.
steps sounded for a few seconds, and then
came silence.

It had been a very brief incident, but Cecil
De Valerie lay upon the road, still and pale.

Why had that sudden terror seized him?
Usually he was a strong-willed fellow, not
likely to fall a victim to idle fancies. True,
the ghostlike figure of the other boy had
appeared with astonishing abruptness, but the
explanation was really simple.

He had meérely broken through a gap in
the hedge, being unaware of' De Valerie's
proximity at the moment. Upon secing the
latter, the strange boy had becn somewhat
startled, and had paused irresolutely. It so
chanced that he came into the full moon-
light, and stood there silent and still.

It was only natural, perhaps, that De
Valerie should have rcceived a turn, but to
faint away in mortal tcrror was really extra-
ordinary.

It was only a minute later that brisk foot-
falls sounded upon the hard road. They came
from the direction of the school, and this
time they were caused by Nipper. He had
hurried out after De Valerie, but was a
little late.

Nipper instinctively felt that. the Rotter’s
night jaunt was not one of the usual gay
visits to the White Harp. There was some-
thing deeper behind it—something mys-
terious. And Nipper, if possible, meant to
get at the truth.

He paused in his stride as he eaw some-
thing dark and shapeless lying still in the
moonlight before him. Then, with an intake
of breath, he hurried forward. He now saw
the form was that of Cecil De Valerie.

“ Great Scott!” murmured Nipper breath-
lessly. ** What's happened to him?"”

Just for a moment he believed that the
Rotter had met with an accident of some

His foot- |
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sort. DBut it soon became evident that tho
other boy had merely fainted. Why? What
could the reason be?

Nipper looked up and down the road, bui
therc was not a sign of any living thing. And
it was obviously Nipper's best course to
revive De Valerie as soon as possible. He had
had a good deal of experience in such
matters, and before long he saw signs of re-
turnine consciousness.

“ At last De Valerie opened his eyes.

‘““That’s better!” said Nipper briskly.
“* Pull yourself together, man! What the
dickens has happened to you?'

““The ghost—the ghost!"” whispered the
Rotter hoarsely.
‘“Don’t be an ass!"’ said Nipper. ‘* There's

no ghost here—I'm real enoughh I didn’t
think you were a nervy chap, De Valerie.
Don’t Icok so scared; there's nothing to be
frightened at——"’

“ Did—did I faint?’

* Something of that sort; but you'll be all
right in a minute or two,’’ said Nipper cheer-
fully. ‘* Buck up, my son! We'd better get
back to the school as quickly as possible.
You're only fit for hed now.”

“ I—I saw the ghost—"’

‘“Rot! You didn’t sce anything,” inter-
rupted Nipper. ‘A bush, I expect, or the
branch of a tree. I was just behind you,
and I didn't see anything. You needn’'t b»
afraid that I shall tell the chaps,” he added
good-naturedly. *‘‘ Let’s get back to the dor-
mitory.”’

‘“Didn’t you see anything?’” breathed
Valerie huskily.

““ Of course I didn't!"”’

‘** And—and you were just behind me?"”’

*“ Not many yards off, anyhow,” replied
Nipper, as the Rotter staggered to his feet.
‘““ Your mnerves must be a bit raw, Do
Valerie!"

““] saw him—I1 saw him!” muttered the
other. °**He stood in the road, staring at
me, with an awful expression " De
Valerie shook himself angrily. * Oh, what’s
the good of talking? You don’t helieve me.
I know. But what were you doing just behind
me, Bennett?”

““ Rats! We don’'t want to stand jawing
here,’’ said Nipper. ** Hold on! You'd better
grab my arm, or you'll be over. That's
better.”

De Valerie was very unsteady. and his face
was pale and drawn. He took Nipper’s arm
gratcfully, and they commenced walking
slowly back towards the school. Nipper didn't
ask any questions, and De Valerie offered no
detailed explanation of the incident.

Ho was confused in his mind, and shaking
and trembling almost pitifully. His nerves,
already rocky, had been jarred cruelly. For
De Valerie positively believed that he had
seen a spectre. .

But why should he be so terrified? Had the
ghost of that particular boy any special
significance for tho Rotter? 1t would cer-
tainly seem so, judging by his conduct.

His fainting fit had left him weceak, and,
without Nipper's assistance, he would have
been in a sad plight. And De Valerie,

Do
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'alt]ho'.lgh he said little, was gratcful for the
help.

Ile easily guessed that Nipper had followed
him, and this cauecd him a bitter pang. So
he had been watched! He felt like giving
way to anger, but knew that he had every
reason to he gratcful to Nipper.

As for Nipper himself, he was f{rankly
puzzled. He could not fully understand his
companion’s terror. Certainly thcre was an
inkling in his mind as to the true explanation
of matters, but much was obscure,

** Feeling better now?”

Nipper asked the question as the two came
within sight of the school wall,

De Valerie nodded.

* Yes, just a bit,”” he said huskily.
is jolly good of you, Bennett.”

“ Rot! 1 couldn't have done much less.’’

* Why—why did you follow me?”

There was a sndden suspicious note in De
Valerie's voice, and Nipper did not miss it.
He looked rather grim as he replied:

* Well,”” he said, **if you want me to be
quite frank, I'll tell you the truths 1 saw
you get out of bed, and 1 followed you. 1
thought you might be getting up to some
gilly game, and 1 meant to kecp an eye on
yaou,
bit too speedy for me."”

'* Did you—sece anything else?”

‘* See anything else?'’

‘“ Yes—in thc dormitory.”

**1 couldn't see much,” returned Xipper,
** because the dormy was dark.”

**Much? What did you sec—exactly?™”

Nipper looked at- De Valerie rather curi-
ously.

** Blessed if T can understand you,’” he re-
marked. ‘* What arc you trying to get at? 1
saw you dress yoursclf, and then 1 thougcht
you were going to wait for Fullwood & Co.
But you didn't, and then I concluded that
you were having a squint at the time. 1
fancied your own watch had gone wrong, and
80 yYyou were having a look at somebody
clse’s.”

** Then—then you didn't sec——"'

* Didn't sec what?’’ asked Nipper, as De
Valerie paused.

** Ob, nothing.”

Nipper thought that there was a little note
ol relief in the Rotter’s tone, but he wasn’t
sure. In any case, the subject was not pur-
fucd, for now they were at the school wall,
against the Triangle.

Dec Valerie scemed altogether better. He
recovered his calmness to a certain degree,
and walked more steadily. Nipper was more
puzzlied than ever; hc couldn’t see how their
short conversation had brought about the
change.

The trembling Removite was not at all
angry with Nipper for bhaving followed him
out of the dormitory; en the contrary, he
brcathed with relief more than once. And
there was a curious, cynical smile about his
bloodless lips.

The Ancient House was entercd by means
of the Study M window. And the two juniors
succeeded in reaching the Remave dormitory
in safety. Once there, they went to their

““ This

That's why I followed. But you were 2

P

respective beds and tumbled betwcen the
sheets.

De Valerie had taken a drink of water,
but nothing more. He declared that he did
not want anything else, and would be quite
all right in the morning. And Nipper quite
believed that the strange junior would show
few ill eflects after sevcral hours’ sleep.

Just as Nipper had slipped into bed, De
Valerie came across to him.

‘“1 say, I've forgotten something,” he
whispered.

‘““Eh? What have jou forgotten?”

"*You won't mention this business to the
chaps to-morrow, will you?'’ asked De Valerie.
“*1I've got no right to ask you, really,
beecause you're not a friend of mine, Bennett.
1've never given you reason to be friendly.”

‘“ Well, hardly,”” murmured Nipper drily.
‘* But you needn’t be afraid, you ass. I
cha'n’t say anything about it to the other
fellows.”

“* Thanks, Bennett,”” said the Rotter softly.
“ You—you don’'t know what yon’ve done,
really. I expeet you will one day—before
long. And I sha’'n’t forget this little affair.””

‘“Go to sleep, you fathead!” yawned
Nipper, snuggling down. * You'll he as tired
as the very dickens in the wmorning, after
what you’ve bheen through. And don’'t get
lmliuzining any more ghosts, for goodness’
sake.” | ‘

“1 didn’t imagine it,”
quietly.

Hc crept back to his own bed, and Nipper
watched him wonderingly. There was cer-
tainly something very different abovt the
Rotter of the Remove lately. And, just now,
he had spoken in a curiously resigned tone of
voice—almost as though he were expecting
some heavy blow to fall upon hnil.

Nipper didn’'t worry himself. He was
quite certain that De Valeric would stay in
bed for the rest of the® night. Besides, it
wasn't Nipper's job to keep his eye on cvery
fellow who chose to act the fool.

Within ten minutes Nipper was
asleep.

Much mere time passed—until at last mlid-
night boomed out. As the chimes were
dying away Cecil De Valerie sat up in bed.
He had been awake the whole time, and now
he had one fixed idea in his mind.

‘* Are you awake, Bennett?’’ he whispered.

There was no reply, and De Valerie was
quite couvinced that Nipper lay fast asleep.
This, indeced, was the actual truth. There
were no eyes now to overlook the Rotter’s
actions. :

He slid from between the sheets, and took
something from his coat pocket, which lay
on the chair beside the bed. The ‘* some-
thing *° rustled between his fingers. De
Valerie's next occupation was a curious one.

A8 quietly as a mouse he crossed over to
the heds of Gulliver and Bell and Merrell. He
fumbled with the separate piles of clothing.
In Gulliver's purse he placed two pound
notes; in Bell's a pound note and a ten-
shilling one; in Merrell’s four pound notes.

Then, withh a sigh of infinite relief, Do
Valerie cerept hack to his own bed. He had

said De Valerje

sound
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not madc various gifts to his former chums:
he had merely returned the mmoney he had
annexed earlier.

For that was the actual truth. De
Valeric, in the last stages of desperation, had
taken monecy from other pockets, in order to
satisfy the demands of the avaricious Mr.
Bradmore.

When he had taken the money the boy had
not fully realised the dreadful naturc of his
action. But afterwards, while Nipper was
helping him home. the full villainy of his
act dawned upon him.

And it was with wuntold relief that he
learned that Nipper had been unaware of his
thievery. The money had been recturned now,
and in the morning Fullwood’s chums would
know nothing '

Nipper's intervention had served one good
purpose at least; it hadesaved De Valerie
from dire disgrace. But the boy, as he lay in
bed, could not sleep a wink. Other thoughts
—more terrible thoughts—were crowding into
his mind.

But, somehow, they were so appalling that
they almost lost their terror. De Valerie was
getting into a state of resigned indifference.

At the same time, he dreaded the conse-
quences.

He lhiad failed to obey Bradmore’s order!
What would the man do? What would be the
result of De VYalerie's non-arrival at the
. White Harp? :

The boy did not dare to think. and he fell
into a troubled sleep at last, with awful
visions of prison before him!

What was the explaration of this singular
mystery?

——

CHAPTER III.

MR. TED WALKER IS PERMITTED TO HEAR A
STORY WHIGH CAUSES HIM YERY CONSIDERABLE
ASTONISHMENT.

R. MIKE BRADMORE emerged from

the side door of the White Harp

Inn with a companion, a man of his

own stamp—a somewhat beery indi

vidual,, with strong proclivities for horse-
racing and card-playing.

““ You don’t seem yourself, Mike,’' remarked
this gentleman cheerily. ‘‘ Had a bit o’ bad
luck, or what?” )

“ Ther> ain’'t nothin’ wrong with me, Ted,"
replied Mr. Bradmore irritably. ‘ Don’t you
ask no questions—I ain't in the mood for
replyin® to ‘em.” '

Mr. Ted Walker grinned. _ .

““ Nothin' like speakin’ out plain,” he said,
removing a cigar from between his lips.
“I'l walk along with you, Mike, if you're
agreeable.”’ .

Mr. Bradmore didn't reply, satisfying him-
gelf with a non-committal grunt. And the
two men walked along the moonlit road
slowly. It was just after ten-thirty—twenty
minutes to eleven, to be exact.

Bradmore was rather ill-tempered.  H¢
had fully expected De Valerie to arrive
promptly at the appointed time—or even Qa
few minute:s cartier. But the boy had failed

.undoubtedly

to turn~up. TH add io XMr. Bradmore's irrita-
bility, his friend, Tcd Waolker. had persisted
in forcing his company upon him.

Bradmore had given De Valeric ten
minutes’ grace. It wasn't much, certainly,
but the bookmaker had a feceling that, as the
St. Frank’s junior hadn’'t turned up by nuw,
he wouldn't turn up at atl.

And so the bookmaker had come out with
the intention of strolling up towarda tn:
school. He thought it possible that L«
would meet De¢ Valerie, provided the latter
had decided to keep the appointment. To his
disgust, Mr. Walker had accompaniced him.
If Bradmore had considered a meceting with
De Valerie likely, he would havce dismis:ed
the amiable Ted on the spot.

The pair walked up the road leisurely,
towards the bridge. The village was very
quiet, for Mmost of the worthy inhabitants

were in their beds, the Belltonians beinv
carly ris-rs.
“What about the ruaces to-morrow !

began Mr. Walker.

‘“Don’t jaw ahout them now,” growlcl
Bradmore, ‘1 ain't in a humour to discu<3
business to-night, Ted. As a matter of fact.
I'd rather be alone—if that ain't too plain.”

‘““You want me to clear off ?”

‘“ Well, 'f you put it like that—I do:."”

‘““ There ain't a more obligin’ chap than
me'!"’ remarked Mr. Walker stifly. * 1 ain't
the one to force myself on people—— Hallo!
Who's this young shaver a-comin' along?”

‘“By ginger!”’ muttered Mr. Bradmore.

Both men stopped in the middle of the
road. A slight figure was running toward.
them from the direction of the school. For
the first moment Bradmore belicved that it
was De Valerie, and he ground his teeth with
annoyance. However, Walker was just on tho
point of going, so it wouldn't matter.

The boy came closer, -the moonlight shining
fully upon him.

Then suddenly Bradmore uttered a harsh
curse. He ran forward clumsily, and scized
the hoy's arms with vicivus fury. _

““ Wot’s the meanin’ of this ‘ere?”” hLe
snarled betwecn his teeth. * You Infurnad
young ‘ound-——""

‘“ Plcase, Mr. Bradmore, I I—"

A sudden choking gasp came
Walker.

“ Great thunder!” he ejaculatcd, in sheor
amazement. * Well, I'm busted! It's—it's
young ’Arry Binnson, or ’is ghost'”

‘“ Shut up. you fool!” snapped Bradmar:
harshly. ‘*Don't let the whole village know!
Yes, it is young Binnson, hang you!"”

“ But—bhut the kid was burnt up—fricd to
a cinder in that there firc at St. Frank's!”
said Mr. Walker, in sheer astonishment.
‘* His—his photygraph was in thc paper an’
all! I'm blowed if I can get the 'ang of it "

Mike Bradmore swore under his hreath.
One thing was absoluteiy chvious—iow that
Walker had scen the boy, he would have to
b> told the whole story; otherwise he wonid
let the whole neizhbourhoed
know the truth hefore the morring.

“ Lok Cere, . Ted,”” s=aid M- Bradmors
quickly, “tyocu'rs a chap 1 can trast, an’

from Mr.
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that’s ju:t as well, scein’ as I'm foreed to 1=t r road,” replied the boy.
This kid's ative, bat |

vou into a little sceret.
.¢’s supposed to be decad—sece?’’ . _

“ No, I'm blowed if I do!"”’ said Ted Walker
frankly. .

“Well, we can’t stand an’ talk ‘cre, ot
_thgrc‘ll be other people gettin® to know of
it.”" exclaimcd the hookmaker. ‘ The brat
was up at the old Elm Farm, but ‘¢ must
have broke loose. I don't fancy takin® 'im
back. What about your place, Ted? Could
we keep the boy there secretly?””

“* Not likely!”* replied the other promptly.
**Why, my missus would —"

“1 forgot your missus!”" interrupted Brad-
more. ‘It wouldn’t take ‘er more than an
houar to spread the story through ’arf Eng-
land! By ginger! Wot about the old mill,
cﬂm t'!!e other side of the wood? That'll do

ne! ,

“I—I want to go home, Mr. Bradmore!”
faltered the boy.

“ Well, you ain't goin’ 'ome--not until 1
I+t you!” snapped Bradmore.

He dragged the hoy along, and they were
«son walking across a footpath which led into
Bellton Wood  Here they were quite free
from observation. Mr. Walker was in a
state of considerable wonder, but he didn’t
ask any questions.

It had been tuken for granted by every-
hody that young Harry Binnson had perished
in a fire which had occurred at an old Joft
adjoining the school buildings—adjoining the
«chool property, to be more exact, for the
Joft had been placed well apart tfrom any
other structure. .

According to the report, Binnson had
hrought a couple of films to the school. He
had ventured to the loft alone, which, had
heen converted into a rough-and-ready picture
theatre by the juniors. The fire had started
immediately afterwards, so it was concluded
that Binnson had met with an accident, and
had lost his life in consequence. Owing to
the flerce nature of the fire, it was not
wondered at when no remains were found.

Naturally there had been an inquest, and
the jury’s verdict had been of the usual type
-~that the lad had met bis death by mis-
adventure. Nobody was hbhlamed, and the
aflair had almost blown over by this time.

** No, 1 can’t make 'ead or tail of it,”’ said
Mr. Walker, as though speaking his thoughts
aloud, as he and the others plunged into the
wood. ‘' Fair shook up, I am! Just fancy
the kid bein’ alive arter all?”

‘“ Yes—thanks to me!" grunted Bradmore.
" But I want to know wot ‘e was doin’ out
in the road just row. I'd left "im up at the
farm with that old couple. They ain’'t extra
particular, an’' didn’'t ask no awkward ques-
tions. Now, 'Arry, my lad, you've got to
tell me the truth!”

The boy looked defiant.

“1 don't like being kept cooped up, Mr.
Bradmore,” he said sullenly. ‘I want to go
home to Bannington. So to-night I got out,
an’ meant to walk home.”

‘*“‘fhen wot were you doin’ jn the lane?” .

‘“* Why, 1 was cuttin’ across to the main

|
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‘“I didn’t fancy goin”
across the moor by myself. A little while
before I met you I saw that young gent—that
glnghtor who punched me just before the
re.”

**Wot!”’ roared Mr. Bradmore furiously;

‘* He saw you?”

“T couldn't ‘elp it,”” muttered Binnson.
‘“ He was runnin’ down the road when'I broke.
through a gap in the 'edge.”

‘“ Comin’ to meet me, of course,
wot then?”’

‘““ Why, I was scared no end,” said Binnson.
‘“He just stood stock still, an’ uttered a
horrible ery. Then ’e fell down in the road
in a kind o' fit, an’ lay still. I was that
scared I ran away for all I was worth!”’

** Leavin’ ’im in the road?”

‘“Yes, Mr. Bradwmore.’’.

*Oh, well, it don't matter so much, as it
‘appens,” said the bookmaker, with relief.
‘““The young cub must 'ave mistook you for
a ghost—that’'s why ’e yelled out an’ fainted.
'E didn't 'ave time to discover you was real,
P’'raps it’ll be all the better, reely.”

Mr. Walker scratched his head.

‘““ But what’s this 'ere St. Frank's boy got
to do with it?”’ he asked.

‘“ Everythin’!"’ replied Bradmore. “1'll
tell you all about it when we git to the mill.
I'll. see that this brat don’t git loose agin—
not until I've finished my little piece o’ busi.
ness.’’

The bookmaker’s tone was grim, and the
little party proceeded in silence until they
found themselves on the other side of the
wood. The bleak expanse of Bannington Moor
lay befere them in the moonlight, with the
gaunt outline of an old ruined miil quite
near by. *

The structure was reached presently, and
the trio entered. They made their way up
the rickety old stairs, from floor to floor—
until at last they arrived at the topmost
apartment. _
| ‘Bradmore struck a match and looked round
1im.

“ Dry as a bone,”” he remarked.
a pile o’ straw over in that corner. That’ll
make you a filne bed, ’Arry, my boy. You
needn’'t look so scared—1’ll stop with you
durin’ the night.’’

The match went out, and Binnson went
over to the pile of straw and lay down upon
it. It was musty with age, but dry enough,
and the youngster fell asleep almost as soon
as he lay down. Bradmore and his com-
panion seated themselves upon an old box,
and lit fresh cigars.

““ Now let’s ‘ear all about it,” said Mr,
Walker expectantly.

“It's a blamed nuisance, you seein’ the
kid,"” said Bradmore. °‘‘1 meant to kecp the
thing to meself, Ted.”’

** You can trust me, can’'t you?”

‘“ I've got to—tliere’s no ’elp for it,” replied
Bradmore. ‘‘ Well, the affair reely started
just before the fire 'appened.. You see, Ted,
[ went up to the school to mecet a young
fciler named De Valerie—a r¢al young spark,
an’ one o' my best customers, so to speak,”

Well, an®

‘* There's
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- *“No need to tell me that, Mike. I've scen
the kid, ain't 12"

** Well, I arranged to meet 'im at eight
o'clock that night, but ‘e mistook the time,
thinkin’ ‘e wasn’'t to meet me until nine.
‘While ‘'angin’ about, De Valerie met young
Binnson, who was bringin' a couple o' films
over from Bannington. 'E took Binnson to
the old loft, an’ they 'ad words. Got slangin’
on¢ amother, an’ De Valerie knocked young
’Arry down a fair smash. Then ‘e come
down from the loft, boltin’ the door arter 'im
—just for a bit o' spite, I reckon. 'E lit a
fag at the bottom o' the stairs, an’' chucked
‘'is match down, careless like. Then 'e went
outside, not noticin’ that a pile o’ straw ’'ad
caught alight.”

‘““My heye!” murmured Mr. Walker. * An’
wot then?”

‘“* Why, as you know, the buildin' caught
alight—fair went up like a bonfire,” said
Mr. Bradmore. ‘* Now it struck me that Do
Valerie would think young Binnson was
trapped up in the loft, an’ when nothin’ was
'eard of 'im, the young gent would believe
that 'e 'ad been burnt up to nothin’ in th=
fire. See? There was a nice little chance o’
makin’' a bit. Any’ow, it was worth tryin’.
It didn't take me twenty seconds to git 'Arry
out by the big doors at the back. I closed
'em agin, an’ took 'im away. The old place
‘simply flared up terrible. This was due to the
films, o’ course. An' everybouy believed that
Binnson ’'ad been caught in the fire.”

‘““ An' didn't De Valerie say nothin'?”

"“Not a word! 'E was too thunderin’
frightened—just as 1'd reckoned,” said Mr.
Bradmore, with a cunning chuckle. *“'E
thought that this young nipper was as dead
as a doornail—an’ ‘e thought that ’'e was
mainly responsible, havin’ locked 'im up in
the loft. Knowin' that, ’e kept as mum as
an oyster. Thought that the coppers would
'ave 'im if the truth came out.”

‘“My! It was a cunnin’' scheme o' yours,
Mike,” said Mr. Walker admiringly.

““ Well, a bit fly, mebbe,”” agrced Brad-
more. ‘‘You sea, I 'ad my eye open; De
Valerie's got a bit o’ money, an’ there wasn’t
any reason why I shouldn't touch it. I've
skinned ’im for cight or ten quid already—
an’ I ’aven’t done with 'im by long chalks.”

¢ But don't ‘e smell a rat?"”

The bookmaker laughed.

““ The kid's fair crazy with terror,”” he
replied. **Just you imagine it, Ted. Wot
would you do if you thought that you'd
cauged a bloke'’s death? \Why, you'd be 8o
scared that you'd go right off your ‘ead.
That's just 'ow De Valerie is—'e’s like putty
between my fingers. I can twist ’lm.a})Ol_lt
just a3 I like. 'E’s in my power, an' 13 in
mortal terror o' me tellin’ the police all 1
know."”’ o

““ You always was a sly old fox, Mike,"”" re-
marked tue other. _

‘ De Valeric was comin’ down to-night,
bringin' me ten quid,”” went on Mr. Bra'r_i-
is

more. *‘ Meetin’ young Binnson upset '
plans. But I shall see 'im to-morrow, an

then we'll talk business. You've got to keep

quiet, too. If you don’t, you'il ‘ave to
reckon with me.”
““That’'s unkind!"' declared Me. Walker.

“I'm in with you right through, Mike. It's
a splendid idea, to my thinkin’."”

The bookmaker pufled at his gigar
thoughtfully

‘““l1 was wonderin’ if we couldn’t dn some-
thin’ bigger,”” he remarked. ‘' Now I've got
my chance, there’s no reason why I shouldu't
lay my hands on a nice bit o’ th: read:.
Mebbe I could force De Valeric to do somec-
thin’. It wouldn't matter what ‘appcns to
'im afterwards—’e wouldn’t dare to peach on
me, for his own sake. The kid daren't say a
word, whatever 'appens.”

‘““ What was you thinkin' of?"’

‘** Before I tell you anything more, I want
to come to an understandin’ with you, Ted,”
said Bradmore. ‘' This affair ain't anythin’
to do with you, strictly speakin’, and you
‘aven’t any right to expect a brazs farthing.
But, because we're friends, an’ because 1
want to keep your mouth shut—that’s plaiu
—I1'll give you a sixth share of all I receive
from now. Jo. il we get twelve quid, I'll "and
you a couple.’”’

“ That's mighty fine.”" declared Mr. Walker
enthusiastically. ‘‘ Money for nothin’, as you

might say."

Bradmore¢ nodded. But he
agree with the other’'s words. It wasn't
money for nothing, by any meana, Now that
Mr. Walker knew everything, it was highly
necessary to kcep his mouth shut. And the
best way to do that was to take him into
the plot on a business basis.

‘“You remember that atfair over at Cais-
towe three days back?"

‘““ What affair, Mike?"”

‘“ Why, over at that old colonel’s 'ouse.”’

““0Oh, yes, I remember,” said the oth-r.
‘““Well, what about it?”

‘““ Thinkin' o' that 'as put an idea into my
‘cad,”” sald Bradmore¢. ‘1 don’'t see any
1eason why we shouldn't make for somcthin’
bhig. If the thing's dcne properly, we can
touch somethin’ like a hundred quid—that'il
mean sixteen or seventeen shiners for j)ou,
old pal.”

Mr. Waiker simply beld his breath.

And then Bradmore detailed his schemn,
Ten minutes later the two rascals were gloat-
ing triumphantly ovér It.

didn't quite

E————

CHAPTER 1V.
(Recorded by Nelson Lee.)

IN WHICH I INVESTIGATE A SINGULAR ROBBERY,
AND EXPLAIN A FEW SIMPLE DEDUCTIONS FUR
THE HEADMASTER'S BENGFIT,

EVEN o’clock had just struck.
S It was early morning, two days aftee
the interesting convcrsation between
Mr. Mike Bradmore and Mr. Ted
Walker. At that time, of course, I kncw
nothing of the affair, but it makes mattcrs
clearer to set down the plain facts at once.
1 bhad been urgently summoned from my
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bedroom an hour earlier than my uswal time
for arising. Tubbs, the Ancient Houss page:
boy, had hrought a very urgent message from
the Headmaster, requcsting my presence im
his study at once.

Apd seven o'clock boomed out as | entered
Dr. Staflord’'s private sanctam. 1| found him
rclu the hearthrug befote a erackling log

re. rc was certainly snmething consider-.
ahlz‘amlu. for the lead was pale and agi-
tated.

“ Ah, Mr. Alviagtom, 1 am glad you have
crome,”’ he exclaimed warmly. ‘1 have told
nnbml{myet~not a sovl. o be frank, my
agitat has been so great that [ hesitated
to act hefore consulting you. It is still quite
carly. and the other masters are not stirring
s0 far. Perhaps we can come to some decs-
ston before the hour for breakfast.'’

“ Really, Dr. Stafford, 1 don’t follow you,”
| said quietly. °* Has anything unasual bap-
pened?’

“@Good graclous! The school has been
Lurgled, my dear sir—my bureau has heen
smashcd open and rifled!” uxclaimed the
Head. ‘'l am extremely fortunate in having
a gentieman of your renowned capabilities
upon the premises. For the present yos must
beeome your own sclf—Mr. Lee!’

I smiled.

“1l have never ceased to he myself,” |
replied. My name may be altered at 8t
Vrank's. perhaps, but ] assure you |1 am
Nelson Lee, and nobody else. ' Mr. Alvington'
is merely an assumed chararter, who can be
thrust aside at any moment."’

1 looked at Dr. 8tafford keenly. Re was
rodding, and | saw him glance over towards
the heavy oaken bureau which stood in the
receas by the fireplace. It was apen, and
the lock had been obviopsly forced.

*“1f you will just tell mc cxactly what has
cecurred-—-'' | began.

"1 know very little, Mr. Lee,” interrupted
the Head. * Half an hour ago Tubbe knoeked
heavily ngon my bedroom door, with the news
that my burcau was smashed open, and that
the window sash was partially up. The boy
acted promptly and commeandably. 1 I»
riructed him to call you, and have anly been
down a few minutes myself:"

“Then you have not made an evawmina:
Lion?*’

" Yes, a brief one.”

: ";h\'e you ascertained the extent of your
osal?'’

"1 belleva that sevemty five to eighty
pounds, roughly q:nnllnl. has heen remaved
from tho hureau,’” replied the Head. * Ob,
it may seem quite a small amount to you,
Mr. Lee--an insignificant sum-—but, 1 amure
you. it is a very serious matter from my
joyht of view."’

l ﬁhl‘)ﬂt my he“-

It is of little consenuence whether the
stolen amount is seventy-five unds or
seventy five thousand,’ 1 sald qutetly. ** The
foct remains that there has been a robbery,
and the tracking uf the culprit is precisely
the same In either case. 1 am glad that you
‘t;;e"tept yaour own coudsal & §gr. Dr. ¥lal-
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“1 did not up the police beesuse yonu

wuere here, ﬂrfhfee, ' said the Head ahn;y)ly.

1 plaee the matter in your hands entirely,

'a.n: :;ll rely upos your judgment to the
res.

“That v;z good of you, Dr. 8tafford,”’ [
exclaimed briskly. ‘'’ Now suppose we bhave
a lnok into thimgs? You bave touched
nothing?”’ '

* 1 merely looked over the bureaun.”

* The window?"’ ,

*Is exactly as 1 found I$.”

1 nodded, and pessed aver to the big, old-
fashioned window. [ was reeelving full com-
Eenntunfortheknofnhnrln bed. 1

ad certainly not imagined that I should be
called upon to .investigate a robbery within
the school iteelf.

And, naturally, 1 was keen, my instincts
were all a and 1 entered into the
tm{uiry with w hearted enthusiaam. My
only regret was that Nipper could not be
there to give me his invaluable assistance.

The window-sill proved of interest; the
catch, too, provided quite a Htile problem of
iteelf. It had beem forced by some heavy,
clum imstrument, and was bent and
tcratched censidersbly.

My next move was to go over the carpet
very carefully, searching it foot by foot.

The Head had taken a seat In a big arm-
chair beforc the firc. He was greatly worried
but he watched me with intent Interest. I
appreciated his attitnde for Hs full worth.
Only too often had I been pestered and
bothered continvouwsly by anxious clients
while pursuing an investigation. Dr. Btaf-
ford, however, had the great good sense to
let me go entirely my owa way.

Very shortly, indeed, 1 quite overlooked the
fact that he was in the room; I had become
absorbed in my task.

In turn carefull and searchingly
cxamined the window, the carpet, the desk,
and the bureau. 1 ulsno tOook more than a
casual glance at the fender and fireirons—
and was duly rewarded.

As ] proceeded 1 became keener, untii, at
last, 1 hreathed a sixkh of intense satiafac-
tion. The aflair was proving Quite simple,
but of great interest nevertheless.

Finally 1 stood upon the hearthrug and lit
a cigarette. I then found thas the Head was
watehing me cloeely.

** May--may | venture to speak, Mr. Leel?”
he asked hedyutlngly.

‘* My dear sir, you are a modef client.” I
chuckled. ‘ Certainly, you may spéak as
freely as you wish—mow. To tell you the
truth, I was about to make several observa-
tions myecit."”

** You have discovered something?’’

** Quite & considcrable amount,”’ I replied
caslly. * To begin with, Dr. 8taflord, thero
has n a pretty plece of fakery in comnec-
tion with this theft. It would appear, from
the signs, that the burglar entered the study,
and made hia exit by means of the window.
ln daemal truth, be did nothing of the

.n .OD

The Head stared,
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“ But the window was open—the catch was
forced!"' he protested.

* Exactly!” I nodded. ° The local police
would perhaps have been quite eatisfled with
the obvious cvidence. But it is always a
mistake to place one's faith in the obvious. 1
searched doeper, and I am not merely voicing
a guess when I tcll you that the trail has
been purposely faked.”’

‘““* dood gracious me!"’

** Moreover, this was no ordinary burglary.
From the evidence at hand 1 judge that the
thief was merely a boy—a junior boy—"'

‘““ You—you aren't serious, Mr. Lee!"’ gasped
the Head, starting to his feet. *‘ A boy! It
Is too terrible!"”

It is always my object to arrive at the
truth,” I said quietly. ‘* However distaste-
ful the result, Dr. Stafford, I must speak
frankly. The burglar, 1 repeat, was a boy.'

* 1 am inexpressibly shocked!'’ declared the
Head. I do not doubt your word for a
moment, Mr. lee. But—but can you not
give me a few further details?”

‘* Certainly,”” I replied smoothly. * The
boy was dark, and in the habit of using
vlolgt-scented hair cream. He was wearing
a silk Rarment—probably a dressing-gown—
and slippers.”’

The Headmaster stared at Lee in amaze-
ment. ! .

“I—I am at a total loss, Mr. Lee!"” he de-
clarcd. ** How can you possibly know these
things? You speak as though you actually
saw the boy committing the deed! How can
you be aware of the fact that the hoy was
dark, that he wore slippers and a dressing-
gown, and that he uses hair cream? Frankly,
I am perfectly bewildered!”

I could not refrain from smiling.

“ My deductions, after all, are quite
simple,” I exclaimed. ** There is quite sufhi-
cient data before my very eyes at this
moment to fully warrant my conclusions. We
will begin at the commencement—if you
would care to hear how 1 arrived at my
results.’’

«1 am intenscly eager, Mr. Lee!”

* Then please come to the window,” I eaid.
* Now., Doctor Stailord, you will observe
these marks upon the catch.
gather from them?"”

* The window's been forced open by some
heavy implement.”

» Exactly. But it was forced from inside."”’
1 explained. ** A small quantity of brass was
ecratched oft during the process, and there
are distinct traces of these minute particles
of brass upon the steel poker. Now, no
burglar with an ounce of common-sense would
commit. a blunder of that sort. There 18
obviously no rhyme or reason in nmaphmg a
window-catch from the insidec—unless it be to
manufacture a falsc trail. These traces ot
mud upon the carpet, too, were placed there
deliberately, to make it appear that the
intruder's feet were muddy. The job, how:
ever, was only indifferently performed, and |
am not deceived.”’

The Head nodded.

“1{ think 1 can fallow you, Mr. Lee,”” he
paid. ** But cven now i cannot sec how you

What do you

|
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know the age of the burglar—how you cam
tell he was a hoy!"”

‘““ You must remember that I am theorising
at pr.vngcnt." I reminded the Head. I am
explaining to you the line of reasouning which
I have followed. There may be oue or two
flaws, but 1 do not think they are important.
In your desk, doctor, there are some examina.
tion papers, giving the correct replies to cer-
tain questions. They relate to an examina-
tion for the Fourth Form—the Remove."”

 Exactly,” agreed the Head. *‘I placed
them there.”’

** Those papers have been disturbed anl
looked through,’’ I said quietly. ‘‘* Who but
a boy—a junior hoy—would take interest ia
such a matter? Upon seeing the papers, the
thief was sorely tempted, and he had seiz:!
his chance to look over them. Even at such
an intense moment he had sufficient presencc
of mind to have his eye open to gain 2D
advantage—a mean advantage—and it provcs.
furthermore, that the lad possesses a singu-
larly clear head.”

“'You are making everything perfectly
clear, Mr. Lee.”’

‘““ With regard to the hair, you will st9
several traces upon the edge of the burean,
Dr. Stafford,”” 1 went on. ‘' Naturaily, 1
have the advantage over you, siace I have
been accustomed to this work for years past.
Upon this rough edge,” I continued, pal-
ing, ‘‘ there arec one or two hairs adberiny
to the woodwork. The surface in that spnt
is a trifle greasy, and there is a very faint
odour of violet scent.’’

The Head looked at the apot carefully, and
gingerly snitfed it.

“Really, Mr. Lee, I fail to follow you,” he
cxclaimed. * Perhaps my sense of smell is
not so keen as yours, neither is my eyesight
so good.”

I laughed.

“ It is obvious that the
head upon this spof,” I said
very natural mishap. There is a splinter of
wood upon the window-ledge, and sticking to
it arc a few red silk fibres. The thief cavgnt
his garment upou the splinter while leaning
out of the window. Now, Doctor Stafford,
does a burglar wear a red silk garment?”’

« [ should nardly think so.”

«Is it not morc probable that the article
was a dressing-gown, and that the shreds of
silk were plucked from the itk collar
facings?” 1 asked. “ Thus we arrive at a
positive conclusion. The boy entcred the
study in the usual way, opened the bureau,
and then prepared the evidence to make it
appear as though a commonplace burglary
bad occurred.’

** You mentioned

* Ah, yes, the slippers,’” I
garden is distirctly muddy, doctor, and ther:
s o mat just inside this window. The car-
pet snows no traces of boot-marks whatevcr,
and, knowing that the intruder came from
within thc school itself, it is surely reason-
able to deduce that he was wearing noiseless
glippers. It i3 against all probability to think
otherwisc.”

boy caught hia
smoothly. ** A

slippers, Mr. Lee—""
smiled. “ The
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Tho Headmaster passed a hand over his
brow.

‘“It is a terrible affair, Mr. Lee,”” he ex-
claimed anxiously. ‘*The burglary itself is
serious enough, but tO know that one of my
own boys has committed the crime is simply
appriling. Have you any inkling as to the
wretched lad's identity?”’

I stroked my chin thoughtfully.

“ 1t ought to be a simple matter to arrive
at the truth,” 1 remarked. * With so
many clues at my disposal, I can promise
you, Doctor Stafford, that the culprit will be
singled out very shortly after breakfast.”

“1 am thankful I did not ring up the
police,” said the Head fervently. ** This
business must be hushed up, Mr. Lec—not
a word of it must be breathed abroad. The
papers would be simply full of the aflair, and

St. Frank’s would come into disastrous
notoriety.”

I nodded.

‘““For the present, at lecast, it will be

better to say as little as possible,” 1 agreed.
** Now. Doctor Stafford, about the actual

lose. In what form was the money?”
‘“* Mostly in Treasury notes,’”’ replied the
Head. ** There were two bags of silver, each

containing five pounds, however. Fifty pound
currency notes are missing, and thirty ten-
shilling. In addition, one or two odd notes,
which I usually keep in a handy drawer,
have gone.”

** Then the total loss is a trifie over seventy-
five pounds?’’

‘** That is so.”

**You did not take the numbers of the
notes, of course?”’

‘*Yes, 1 did, Mr. Lee.”

I raised my eyebrows.

*“1 hardly expected it,”’ 1 said. ‘' Some
people, 1 know, do not bother abeut cur-
rercy notes. I presume the cash came from
the bank new, with the numbers running
consecutively, and that you merely took the
first and the last numbers?”

** That is the case cxactly,” replied Dr.
Stafford. ‘“Otherwise 1 don't suppose 1
should have troubled. But will it make much
ditfference?”

** If the notes are passed quickly there will
he little hope of recovering them,” 1 replied.
** Treasury notes, as you are aware, are legal
tecnder—cash—and they can be changed any-
where in the United Kingdom. Bank of Eng-
land notes, on the other hand, are much more
diflicult to dispose of, and thieves do not
usually take them—they are dangerous cus-
tomers to handle.”

* What is your immediatc intcntion, Mr.
Lee?"

I glanced at the clock.

*“ Well, in less than five minutes’ time the
breakfast-gong will sound,”” I answered. *'1
think it would be an act of wisdom on our
part, Doctor Stafford, if we performed our
duties as usual. 1 shall take my place at the
head of the Sixth Form table in the dining-
hall. After breakfast, while the boys are in
their class-rooms, I will
investigation.”’

l
I

pursuag- my little
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b And we lcft the matter at that for (he time
eing.

I retired to my own study thoughtfully,
and was only allowed a few minutes’ grace
before the gong sounded. 1 was quite con-
vinced that my theory was not at fault. The
robbery had been committed by a boy within
the schcol—and the chances were that he be-
donged to the Remove.

I went over all the boys in my mind, and
it was a comparatively simple matter to
single out one or two poasible suspects—one
in particular. It would have been foolish,_
however, to suspect any individual boy with-
out positive evidence. So I kept my mind
open, and went in to breakfast.

The school, of course, knew nothing of the
robbery.” Tubbs, the page-boy, had been in-
structed to say nothing regarding the affair,
and he was quite a trustworthy little fellow.

1 smiled at Nipper as I passed down to my
place at the Sixth Form table. Nipper, the
young rascal, merely winked in reply. Fortu-
nately, this actien on his part was unobserved
except by myself. ”

I was quite infterested in Master Cecil De
Valerie. For some days past he had been
looking 1ar from well. His eyes had an un-
natural glint in them; his face was of an un-
healthy pallor. Whilst being aware of ‘this
change, 1 had not questioned t;ne lad. There
might have been many reasons—ordinary,
commonplace reasons—to account for his
run-down look.

This morning however, there was a strik-
ing change for the worse. The boy was
positively ill. His face had not an atom of
colour, and his dark eyes burned feverishly.

His fellow-Removites c¢yed him with open
curiosity ; they, too, had noted the change.
Personally, 1 did not think I should have to
search far for the author of the robbery.
The evidence was very appargnt.

As soon as breakfast was over, De Valerie
was almost the first boy out of the dining-
hall. He was anxious to be alone, I did
not doubt. .1 managed to get hold of Nipper,
and 1 hurried him off to my study.

‘* What’'s the matter, guv’nor?”’ asked my
young assistant, when the door had been
closed. ‘ You're looking pretty severe. What
have I been doing now? 1 can’'t see a cane
anywhere about!”

‘* Now, Nipper, no pleasantnes,” 1 sgaid
sternly. ** And, let me tell you, you must
refrain from winking at me——"’

**Oh, lor'!’ groaned Nipper.
lecture!”’

I couldn’t help smiling.

** No, young 'un, not a lecture,’”’ I said. .** I
merely wish to ask you some questions segard-
ing De Valerie. Have you noticed a change in
him?”’

1 shoutd think I have,” said Nipper.
*“ There’'s something wrong, guv'nor—some-
thing jolly wrong! He looked just like 32
ghost this morning. Which reminds me, 1
v.as going to tell you—'""

** Well, go opn,” I said, as Nipper paused.

‘* Well, something bappened the other
night,” remarked Nipper slowly. ‘I pro-
mised De Valcrie I wouldn't say anything to

-

“ A giddy
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thic other fellowna  But you're not included in
thcm, arce sou? Besidces, ‘t's only right that
you should know."’

And Nipper related to me the incident of
De Vanalerie's mcetin% with the * ghost ' of
Harry Binnson, the boy who had supposedly
died in the recent fire.

‘It was very queer, sir,” said Nipper. ‘' De
Valcric swore that he saw Binnson’s ghost.
But #hat was rot, of course—he had the same
idea once before. I didn't think he was such
a nervous chap. That poor kid died—"'

*On the contrary, Nipper, Binnson is very
much alive, and 1 have no doubt that De
Valerie actually saw the boy——""

‘“ Alive!” roared Nipper. * Why—why——"’

‘“You needn’'t shout, my boy,” I inter-
rupted. ‘I meant to tell you about this
before, but did not have the chance. More-
over, it was not necessary to let you into the
secret until there was a real necessity.’

“But—but I can't believe it!" gasped
Nipper.

1 briefly told the Jad of an experience which
1 haa encountered not so many days before.
While walking up from the village to the
school I had met Binnson, and had been con-
siderakly astonished—for I, in common with
everybody else, had fully believed that the
hoy was dead. 1 followed him, and saw him
meet a low scoundrel named Bradmore, who
generally haunted the White Harp. The pair
had entered an old farm, and certain words
of Bradmore's led me to believe that a cun-
ning plot of some sort was afoot.

I had kept my own counsel, and was glad
now that 1 had done so. For the whole
scheme was gradually taking shape in my
mind, and 1 began to see things fairly
clearly. There was no doubt that De Valerie
was in some way entangled in the affair.

There were many loose ends, which per-
sistdd in eluding me, but 1 had no doubt
they could be collected together very shortiy.
The chief characters in the plot were Brad-
more and DBinnson and De Valerie. As to
their exact relation, I was, of course, in the
dark. But I should have been blind if I had
misscd the apparent fact that De Valerie had
committed the burglary.

** From what you have told me, Nipper, one
thing is certain,”’ 1 said slowly. ‘* De Valerie
1S quite unaware of the fact that Binnson is
alive. Furthermore, I am becoming con-
vinced that the boy was largely connected

with the outbreak of fire at the old loft. |

Lkixactly what that connection was I shall dis-
cover later.
De Valcrie is merely a tool—he is being vic-
timised by the rascally Bradmore.”

I quickly told Nipper of the robbery, and
hn hListened with wide-open eyes.

‘““And do you think De Valeric took that
money, sir?’’ he asked blankly.

““ There is no room for doubt, my lad.”

“But it's a terrible thing,”’ exclaimed
Nipper. ** He'll be sacked, surely?”

‘““ It all depends, young 'un—it all depends,”’
1 siaid thoughtfully. ‘“The circumstances
under which De Valerie committed the act
imay prove to be so exceptional that therc
will be a loophole for mcrcy. 1 kpew only

LEE LIBRARY

I have an idea, however, that |

too wcll how honest pcople will take the
wrong patih when driven into a bhopcless
corner.”’

Nipper lcft me a few minutes later, pro-
mising to say nothing about the robbery to
anybody. _

Morning lessons started, and my first task
was to pay a visit to Study M in the Remove
passage.

(HAPTER V.
(Nelson Lee continues.)
IN WHICH I AM MADE AWARE OF A PARTICULARLY
CRUEL I'LOT.
TUDY M proved of particular interest
to me.
In the cupboard I found a pair of
boots, the soles of which were par-
tially covered with half-dried mud. They
bad been used during the night, and there
was not the slightest doubt that De Valerio
had broken bounds in the hours of darkness.
~ There was no trace whatever of the stolen
money. But the window, and the ground
immediately bcneath it, told the same story
as the bhoots.

A red dressing-gown, with silk facings, hung
hehind the door. There was a distinct pluck
upon the left side of the collar. Upon the
mantelpiece stood a hLottle of some patent
hair-cream—violet-scented.

And, to clinch matters, I found, tucked be-
tween the leaves of a book, a scrap of paper
containing a rough copy of the answers con-
tained in the Hcead’s examination paper. This
was a contemptible action on De Valerie's
part, and I sternly decided that he should
receive secvere punishment. He had no
excuse whatever for that particular act.

There was no longer any necessity  for
delay, and I left the study and made my way
to the Remove Form-room. Mr. Crowell
was presiding over his boys, and work was
proceeding quictly.

‘I wish to tako®De Valerie out with me,”
I said to Mr. Crowell. in a low voice.

‘““ Indeed, 1 was thinking of sending him to
the matron myself,”” said Mr. Crowell, rather
concernedly. ** The boy is positively ill—and
yet, when I question him, he assures me that
he is perfectly all right. And I must admit
that he is doing his work steadily and ad-
mirably.”

I nodded.

‘“ Therc is something distinctly wrong with
the boy,” 1 said. *‘ Later on, Mr. Crowell.
you will know mmore about it."”” 1 looked up
and raised my voice. ‘ De Valerie!”

He raised his head quickly.

“PDid you call me, sir?” he asked, in a
steady voice.

“Yes. I wish to spcak to you, my boy.’

He rose in his seat—he had, indeed, risen at
my first question—and now he came to the
front of the class with a steady footstep. ‘I'he
other boys were all looking on with interest.

“You will follow me, De Valeric,” I said
quictly. )

*“ Very good, sir.”
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We passed out of the Form-roam, and |
could not help admiring the ncrve of the boy
as he fell into pace by my side. He must
bave guessed what was coming, but main-
tained an attitude of calm indifference.

1 led him straight to my study, and bade
him take a seat before the fire. 1 sat down
opposite, and regarded him stcadily. He
returned my gaze without flinching.

‘“Is it anything important, air?”" he asked
calmly.

‘*“ Very important, De Valerie,”” 1 replied.
‘““1 am going to speak to you seriously, my
boy, and 1 want you to tell me the absolute
truth. Why did you take seventy-five
pounds, in notes and silver, from the Head-
master's bureau during the night?”

I saw D¢ Valerie go even a shade paler, if
that was possible. But he compressed his lips
firmly, and gripped the arms of his chair.
Thien he attempted to assume an air of sur-
prise.

“1 don't know what you mean, sir,”
said. ‘'  Has there been a burglary?’

- *That question, De Valerie, needs no
answering,”’ I said grimly. '* You will be very
foolish if you deny—"'

** But I don’t understand you, sir.”

‘““ What have you done¢ with the monecy?”

“T haven't secn any money, or touched
any,”’ declared the boy, rising up with
sudden passion. ‘‘ It's—it's ‘disgraceful, sir!
I don’'t think it's fair to pick mec out like
this. and accuse me! I haven't touched a
farthing—and I want to bec taken to the
Head. I won't stand it—1 won't stand it!”

He had worked himself into a fury, and his
eyes blazed, and his chcecks had become
flushed. But I knew well enough that bhis
-was the fury of despair. He stood facing me,
breathing hard.

 Sit down, De Valerie,”’ 1 said quietly.

“I won't! 1 want to be taken to the
Head—"

« Qit down, De Valerie!’ I repeated.

Just for a moment he hesitated, and then
he fell back into his chair sullcnly, and with
his lips tightly compressed.

« 1 am sorry you have taken this attitude,
my boy,” I ‘told him. ‘' You bave domc your-
self no good by adding falsehoods to your
other misdeeds. But will give you one
more chance to confess.”

“ There's nothing for me to confess, sir,”
he said steadily. *‘ You've got no evidence
against me—not an atom of proof. And it's
a rotten game to accuse a fellow of some-
t¢hing which can't be proved. I'll declare- my
jnnocence to the last, sir.”

1 eyed him grimly.

“ You say that you have hecn accused
wrongfully, De Valeric?'’ 1 asked. " You
say that there Is no proof against you—uot a
shred of evidence?”’

““ There isn't, sir—and
isn't!”’ .

“Listen to me. De Valeric.” I sald
gravely. ' Some time during the hours of
the night you rosc from youwr bed and came
downstairs in your slippers. You went to

he

you Lknow there

5

you stealthily made your way to the Head
master’s private sanctum——"’

" But—how did—— 1 didn’t, sir!"” faltered
the boy.

** Don't interrupt me, De Valeric!" 1 cx-
claimed. ** Having reached the Headmasterr's
study, you smashed open the burcau, and took
out the sum of money | mentioned. Your
next act was to manufacturc a falre, trail.
With that object in view you scized the poker
and dcmolished the window-catch. After-
wards you made certain marks upon the sill,
and reraped a slight quantity of mud up from
the flower-bed and place'd it upon the floor.
Your eflorts, however, were crude and clumsy.
Thinking that you had performed your task
well, you left the study and went to your
own. There you removed your drcssing-gown
and donned a pair of boots. You passed ont
by the window. and wcre absent for somo
little time.”’

Dc Valerie was staring at me with wild
eyes.

'* Were—were you watching me all the time,
gir?’’ he asked hoarsely.

'* Yon admit, then—"’

‘“You know, sir!” groaned the hny.
** What's the good of denyin' it any more?
An’ you must have been watching me.”’

** No, De Valerie; I merely put two and two
together from the evidence available,” |
replied grimly. ‘' Come, my boy. let me hear
the whole truth. [ cannot belicve that you-
am(:l wholly responsible. Be perfectly frauk,
and—"

**1 can't. sir—I can’t say anything!” mut-
tered De Valerie.

‘ What bhave you done with the money?

‘** It's—it’s gone, sir!’’

*“ Who took it from you?”

] can't say—oh, pleasc don’t ask me-- -"

““No, I won't ask you; I will tell you
instead,” I said quietly. ** The man who has
you in his power, and who forced you to

commit this crime, is that rascally book-
maker, Bradmore."’
*“Qood heavens!”” panted Do Valcrie.

** How—how did you know, sir?"’

“ Never mind that now—I do know!" [
replied. ‘‘ That man is wickedly decciving
you, my boy. I don’t know how, but you
may be sure that you will receive full ercy
if you tell me the ahsolute truth. Other:
wise 1 cannot be answcrablo for what may
happen.”

“[—I can't say anything!” muttercd bDe
Valerie huskily.

‘** Why can’t you?”’

He didn't answer, but scemed to break

Jown completely. He buried his face in his
hands, and I saw that hc waa :obhing cou-
vulsively. The lad was almost distracted,
apd 1 could not possibly be harxh with him.

‘* Why can't you speak, De Valirie?” 1 re-
peated gently. ‘' Don’t you see¢ th:at {t 1s
your Lest course? The truth is bound to come
out in any case—and I should prefer to hear
it from your own lips. I am willing to trust
you, De Valerie—in spitc ot the fact that vou
have Jied to me within the [la< tive

your study, and donned a dresging gown. Then | minutes.”
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“Oh, T -1—- 1It's too awful, sir,”’ groancd
tho wretched boy.

‘“1t may not be so awful as you imagine,”
[ said. “ Il you refuse to spcak to me,
thiere s but one course lcft open. 1 shall
take immediate steps to have Bradmore
placed under arrest. He, you may be sure,
will not be so reluctant to speak. The truth
will be revealed through his lips—and, as
vou yill doubtless realise—Bradmore will
w1y the best for his own cause. He will care
nothing what happens to you. Speak to me
frankly now, and —"'

De Valerie looked up at me with feverish
cyes.

*“1—1I will, sir,”” he exclaimed between his
teeth, and In a tone of utter resignation.
*“1I'll tell you the whole truth—every word
of it! Oh, it'll mean prison for me, but
it's got to come!”’

I cculd sea that De Valerie's brain had
been at work. He knew that my words were
true enough, and he had the good sense to
rcalise that he had now the advantage of
having the first ‘ say.”” Refusal to spcak
would only makc his position worse.

Quite four minutes elapsed before he
plucked up the courage to commence his
story. And then, with a sudden shiver, he
sat forward in his chair.

‘1 took the money because I was forced
to, sir,”’ he said in a mere whisper. * Oh, |
shouldn’'t have dreamed of such a thing
otherwise! I'm not a thief really—I've been
a brute and a cad sometimes, but 1've never
touched a thing that wasn't my own until
last night —not to keep, anyhow. It was Brad-
more who forced me. 1 couldn’t refuse—I
daren’'t. I was terrified—1'm terrified now!"”

‘“ Why are you terrified, De Valerie?”’

He scemed to gulp.

‘“ Because—because the police will have me
for—for murder!” he panted despairingly.
**Oh, I can't stand it, sir!”

‘* Good gracious! TFor murder!’ I repeated,
in real amazement.

He looked at me with his eyes filline with
tcars.

‘““It's the truth, sir!"" he breathed. It
was all my fault—it was my doing that that
tire happened! 1t was I who caused Binn-
son’'s death! I didn't do it on purpose, I'll
swear; but he dicd because of my mad
action!"’

I breathed a little sigh of relief.

‘““80 you caused Binnson's death,
Valerie?'' I said drily. ** Well, go on.”

In a flash the whole plot, except for the
details, was as clear as crystal. But at pre-
sent 1 did not inform De Valerie of the
actual truth; I decided to wait until he had
finished his story.

‘““ You—you don't secem very surprised,
sir,”” he said, gazing at me fearfully.

‘“ Perhaps it is you who will be surprised,
my boy,”" 1 replled ‘““4o on with your
etory."

And then, in husky, disjointed sentences, h:
related all the facts of the fire to me;
told me how he had bolted Binnson in the
Joit: how he had accidentally ses the building

De
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cn fire; and how Bradmore had witnessed I;ho
whole incident.

‘““ Bradmore heard the poor kid's yclls, sir,’””
said De Valerie brokenly. ‘* He heard him
fall back into the tire, and he knows that 1'm

guilty. He'll tell the whole story to the
police, and—and I shall be arrested for
murder!"”’

‘“Is .that what Bradmore told you?”’ I
asked quietly.

De Valerie nodded mutely.

‘““It was nonsense, my boy,” I said. ‘At

the very worst, you could he merely punished
for gross carelessness gradmore worked upon
your conscience, and forced you to behev
things which were without a shred of truth.’

Sudden hope sprang into the hoy’s eyes.

‘“Can't—can’'t they arrest me, sir?”’
asked hoarsely.

‘“1 will relicve your mind on that point
presently, De Valerie,”” 1 replied. ‘' Tell me
why you took the money from the Head-
master’s study last night, and what you did
with it.”

‘* Bradmore forced me, sir—he threatened
to go to the police straight away if I didn't
d> as he ordered,” replied the boy wecakly.
*“Oh, 1 refused again and again, but he abso-
lutely forced me to do it. I was afraid. Even
—even burglary scemed better than bcing
arrested for murder!”

Somehow I could only sympathise with this
wrctched boy.

‘“I do not altogcther blame you for your
action, De Valcrie,”” I said. ‘* You were lite-
rally compelled to obey Bradmore's will:
terror took command of you, and 1 am well
aware that common-scnse and reason desert
one under those conditions. But you should
have confessed to me at once, without making
your case worse by telling lies—"'

‘““1 was afraid to tell you, sir!" gasped
De Valerie. ‘I—I thought-— Oh, I don't
know what I thought. But I daren't speak
t!le? truth. Will—will they do anything to me,
gir?’’

I did not answer for a few moments. Upon
the main charge De Valerie was not so much
to be blamed as pitied. Bradmore’s threats
had driven him to mad desperation; he had
been forced into the thing against his own
will, and against his own judgment. And |
conldn't help feeling that the experience had
taught the boy a stern, bitter lesson.

“You may be sure, De Valcrie, that this
matter will not reach the ears of the police—
at least, so far as you are concerned,' I said.
eolely BEradmore’s, and, in
recard to the actual robbery itself, I do not
hold you responsible. You were mcrely the
tool by which Bradmore worked.”

‘““ Shall I be sacked, sir?’’ asked the boy in
a whisper. * Oh, that's a mad thing to ask!
—of coursze I shall be sacked! 1 haven't any
right to remain at St. Frank's after this!”

I shook my head. .

**The Headmaster, I am sure, will under-
stand the extcenuating circumstances, De
Valerie,”” 1 said quietly. ‘I don’'t think it

he

he | will be necessary for you to be expelled from

the scnool. You will, however, receive certain”
punishment.”’
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* But—~but——'"" Dc Valerin pansed in
amazement, as though he could hardly belicve
h_lsvears. ““But I causcd* Binnson's death.
sirl"

'"“That is just the whole root
De Valerie,” I said. ** As I told you before,
you have been cruelly and basely victimised
—You have been blackmailed in the most’ out.-
rageous manner. And blackmail is, 1 think,
the most unutterably contemptible of all
crimes. Bradmore tricked you into belicving
that Binnson was killed. In reality, the boy
1S as healthy as you are yourself!"

De Valerie rose from his chair. with his
eyes nearly starting from his head. His ex-
pressions changed rapidly, as though his brain
was working too swiftly for him to fully grasp
his thoughts.

‘“ Alive!”” he
oh——""

He collapsed into his chair, completcly
overcome.

“Yes, De Valeric, Binnson is alive.” 1
replied. *‘ T have not the slightest doubt that
Bradmore got the boy out of the loft during
the first few minutes of the fire. He knew
well enough that he would have a firm holl
upon you, and he has used that hold to such
an extent that he forced you to commit a
criminal offence. The infernal hound! Really,
my bhoy, 1 pity you!”

The tears welled into De Valerie's eyes.

“1—I can’t believe it, sir!"" he muttercd
hrokenly. ‘' Oh, it's too good to be true!
Then—then I didn't—"

*“ Of course you didn’t, De Valerie,’” I said,
interrupting him, knowing what he was going
to say. ‘' Your chief offences are not
exactly serious. I shall punich you for
smoking, and for bcing acouainted with such
a man as Bradmore——""

‘* There's—there’s something else 1'd like to
say, sir,”” interrupted the boy. *‘ While I was
in the- Head's study 1 did something rotten—
something contemptible. 1 copied out those
examination papers. Ob, I realised after-
wards that it was a mean, caddish thing. And
1 want you to punish me, sir! I—I don’t
mind being flogged, even if I'm half skinped!”

Hc broke down completely after that, and
sobbed convulsively. . :

‘“ Come, come, De Valeric,”” 1 said gently.
“ You mustn’t carry on in this way. I think
you have had a terrible amount of punisb-
ment during this last week—a far grcater
punishment than a mere flogging. You bave
acted honourably in asking for punishment
for your offence, and I am half inclined to let
the matter rest as it is, and put you upon
trust.” |

He looked up at me with red, tear-stained
eyes. : ‘

** Oh, sir!"’ he muttered huskily.

‘* Sinc2 you have been at St. Frank's, De
Valerie,” I went on, ‘' you have not always
shown the spirit I should like. You have
eammed for yourself a nickname which is, of
itself, an index of your general conduct. Do
you think it is a plcasant thing to be known
a9 ‘ the Rotter’'?’

He didn’t answer me, but hung his head.

‘1 bclieve, De Valerie, that there is some

of the niatter,

shouted

hoarsely. ** Oh--
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gocd In you-- qaite a considitable amount,”’ 1
went on. ' Your actions of tliis last week |
lcave out aitogether, since tbey were pot
your own actions. But [ have had my eyo
upon you, and I have seen many little things
which displease me. 1 don't want to lccturs
you, my boy, but you will he earning my
respect if you change your habits, and—""
** Oh, sir, I've had a terrible lesson,” ue
broke In passionately. **I--I didn't think
you'd be so kind to me. I don't know what
to say, sir! I—I'm not worth any considera-
tion—I deserve to be expelled!”
. He sat before mc with his eyes shining with
a new happiness. I had not thought him
capable of such contrition, and I realized
more than ever how bitter his leszon had
been. :
** But if Binnson's alive, sir, I didn't sce
L ghost at all!" he exclaimed suddenly. * It
was all a trick. I've beecn a fool all along!
And—and I've taken the Head's money—1've
acted like a common thief—''
““ Whieh reminds me, De Valcrie,” I inter-
rupted. ** What did you do with the money?”
**4 did as Bradmore-teld me. sir—-I took it

'to an old tree in a hollow—that hollow just

against Bellton Wood,” he replicd. * You
know it, sir—the tree stands in the middlc,
quite by itself. 1 put the notcs and the silver
in a bag, and left it there.”

** You didn't meet Bradmore?’

“ No, sir.”

‘“The cunning rascal!"’' I exclaimed grimly..
* Bradmore is a pretty complete rogue. The:
shrewdness of his plan is obvious. There is
no proof that Bradmore actually took the
money—you merely placed it in that tree,
and, unless Bradmore is caught red-handed
with the money upon bim, he stands a chance
of getting free.”

_** Suppose—supposec the money can't be re-
turned, sir?'’ asked De Valerie. ** My pater
might refund it if he knew everything-—"

“*We won't go into that now, my boy,” 1
said, rising to my feet, and laying a hand
upon his shoulder. °*‘1 hope this bhas taught
you not to mix with such utter rascals as
Bradmore,”” I went on gently. * And yon
must realise the fire was caused sol¢ly because
you were smoxing. Just consider what your
action brought about. That building was
totally destroyed; Bennett and his chumns lost
their cinematograph apparatus and films; and
you were plunged into a hopeless morass of

terror. All that came about because of
your—'"" . o
‘““1 know, sir—I know!"’ said De Valerie, in

a low voice. ‘“Oh, 1 wish you'd have mo
fogged, sir—I should feel more comiortable--
I shouldn't fecl so utterly rottcn!”

‘*“ A flogging would do you no gocd, Do
Valerie,” I said guietly. ** You can atone for
your misdeeds in quite another way. 1 shall
say no more to you, but you may be quite
assurcd that I shall keep my eyes open. That
does not imply that I shall spy upon you—
such a thing would be hateful; but your
everyday actions will tell their own story. Go,
De Valerie, and {forget this incident alto-
gether. 1 will give you anotlicr chance te
‘' make good,' as the Awcricans say.”’
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Do Valerie was too full of cmotion to
peak; [ knew well enough that a consider-
thle lump had risen in his throat. And he
rft my study looking a better boy than he
nad cver looked before.

I had the conviction within me that quite
v large amount of good had been done.
had taken the matter into my own hands,
pimply because 1 understood the matter as
it actually was. Dr., Staflord, I knew, would
gphold my decizion.

Looked at coldly, it seemed preposterous
that a boy who had committed a serious theft
should go unpunished. But the circum-
stances were altogether extraordinary. De
Valerie had been to blame in some small
jegrec; he had behaved wrongly in many
ways. But lack of punishment would put him
apon his honour—it would make him strive
to do his very best in the future.

And, as I uttered a little sigh, I felt quite
satisfied. Then my expression changcd. My
thoughts had taken a different turn.

“Now,” I muttered grimly, * for Mr. Mike
Bradmore !,

CHAPTER VI.
(T'old by Nipper.)

IN WHICH THE GUV'NOR GETS ON THFE TRACK,
AND THGLRE IS QUITE A LOT OF EXCITEMENT AT
THE OLD RUINED MILL.

It’s simply amazin’, dear

b EGAD!
fellows!"”
Sir Lancelot Montgomery Tregellis-

West adjusted his pince-nez, and
gazed at Tommy Watson and 1 with mild
astonishment. We had just comc out of the
Formm-room, aftcr morning leasons.

“It's simply amazin’, old hoys,” repeated
Sir Montie. “ I can't imagine what's bap-
pened to him, you know. 1 can't, really!”

‘ Seems to be another chap altogether,”” de-
clared Tommy. '

“It's old Alvy.,” I said confidently. ¢ He's
been jawing at De Valerie, and that's made
all the ditference. There's something you
don’'t know, my sons—but you'll know it
before long, 1 dare say.”

We wcre all rather astounded. De Valcerie
had been on his way back to the Form-room
when the Remove received its dismissal. We
practically met him at the door, and the
change in him was almost startling.

The deathly pallor had gone out of his

cheeks, and his eyes wcre shining with abso-
lute joy. IU'd never scen him look like that
before—and I almost felt like slapping him
on the back. He didn’t look half such a cad
a3 he had done hefore. 1 wondered how long
it would last.
. I was curious to have a jaw with the
wuv'nor, to find out what had actually hap-
pened. It was queer. 1 had been expecting
‘De Valerie to get the kick-out—hard. But
there he was, a3 cheerful as a sand-boy.

Sir Mantie and Tommy and I strolled out
into the Triangle. The sun was shining, and
ithe day comparatively warm. The first person
[ saw was my esteemed guv'mor, striding
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towards the gates with his usnal swinging
gait—that pun was quite unintentional, let
me add.

“By jingo!” I exclaimed.
cripples!'”

I ran like the dickens, and my chums fol-
lowed me. We caught wp with Nelson Lec
just after he had passed through the gates,
and he looked at us with a slight frown.

‘“Hallo, sir!”’ I said breathlessly. ** Off
out?” .

‘““Yes, young 'un, I am—and 1 can’'t stop
to exchange compliments with ‘you,” he
replied briskly. ‘‘I may possibly be able to
talk with you later op——"'

‘Oh, I say, can't we come along with you,
sir?’’ 1 asked cagerly.

Nelson Lee smiled good-naturedly.

‘““You young rascal,’”” he said, falling into
a walk again. '‘Come along, then. You may
possibly be useful. Yes, your chums may
come as well.”

‘“Good egg!”
gleefully.

We were soon striding along the path
towards Bellton Wood. And, once completely
to ourselves, the guv’'nor was decent cnough
to cxplain what had occurred. Tommy and
Montic, of course, didn’t know as much as I
did, and they were all the more surprised.

But Nelson Lee had trusted us before, and
he knew that he could trust us this time.
Naturally he took me into the *‘ know "' —
that was a matter of course. And Tommy
Watson and Montie, knowing our real iden-
tities, were permitted to share our secrets.
They had proved their qualities long ago.

“ It's simply amazin’, Mr. Alvin'ton,” said
Sir Montje. ‘' Begad! I've got an idea that
De Valerie will buck up tremendously after
this. I'vec always suspected that there was
somethin’ good in him, lyin’ underneath the
surface. Perhaps it'll come out now—you
ncever know.”’

**I have decided to give him a chance,
Montic,’’ said Nelson Lee. ¢ The boys, fortu-
nately, know nothing, and I rely upon you to
keep the matter very quiet. If Bradmore
is arrested, 1 shall take care that no facts
arc published. The rascal may speak freely
to the police, but the matter will go no
furthcr. It is owing to his villainy that the
whole matter arose.”

We walked on, and camc¢ within sight of
the hollow.

‘* But you don't cxpect to find the maney
in that tree, do you, 3ir?”’ I asked. ‘

‘“1 should be considerably astonished if I
did tind it there,”’ replicd the guv’'nor drily.
‘“I have come here, Nipper, in the hope of
picking up a clue or two. Our time may bo
wasted—but it won't do us any harm. You
sce, 1 am anxious that Bradmore shall have
no warning. 1 don’t want to give him the
chance of slipping away. Inquiries would
probably reach him in advance, and my
object would be defeated.”

“* Clues, eh? murmured Tommy Watson.
‘“My hat! Wc're going to get on the track!”

Nelson Lec smiled, and came to a halt
about a -hundred yards from the big trec.
The ground before us was soft and spongy,

““Come on, ye

murmurcd Tommy Watson
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with patches of gracy grcwing here and
there.

‘* Now, boys, I want you to remain here,”
said the guv'nor crisply. *‘There may be
some tracks, and I don’t want your big boots
to trample them all out. Just stay here until
I have finished.” -

He went off by himself, leaving us jawing
alone. We had quite a lot to talk about, for
1 explained a few details to my chums which
had been left, out previously. While we were
talking Nelson Lee waved to us.

We ran to.him, and found that he was
close against the tree.

““There is quite an interesting story to be
rcad here—upon the ground,” he said plea-
santly. ‘‘ Here, as you will observe., are De
Valerie's footprints—the double track of his
coming and going. And, beside them, you
will see the footprints of a man—Bradmore,
without a doubt. He approached from the
direction of the wood, and went back the
same way.”’

Sir Montie flxed his pince-nez on securely,
and gazed upon the spongy ground.

‘“ Really, sir, I'm in a shockin' state of be-
wilderment,”” he said. ‘' How can you see all
that in this frightful mud? There's nothin’
to see except a lot of marks that don't mean
anythin’,”

I grinned. . - ‘

**Can’t you see those footprints?’’ 1 said,
pointing. ‘' They're as clear as crystal,
Montie. Bradmore was wearing rubber heels
—and the left one, I can see, was a bit de-
fective—a chunk of the rubber was missing.
Can’t you see it?"

‘“*1 am really ashamed of myself, Benny,"
apologised Sir Montie. “ I can’t see it at
all, begad!
know!”’

“* That is undoubtedly the e¢xplanation.”
smiled the guv’'nor. ‘* Your eyes are Kkeen,
Nipper. Come, we will follow these tracks,
and see where they lcad us.”

It was easy enough to follow them until
we came to the wood itself. But here they
were lost completely in the grass and among
the fallen leaves, now sodden and decaying.

‘* This is where we tome to a stop, I sup
posc?’’ murmured Tommy.

** Rats!” I said. * The guv’'nor will follow
the trail right enough!”

And he did, too! Through the wood Nclson
Lee’'s task was comparatively simple. He
was an expert in woodcraft, and had the
skill of an Australian tracker. Bellton Wood
was an open book to him, and he didn’t falter
once.

And, sure enough, when we broke out upon
the other side, a soft patch of ground re-
vealed Bradmore's footprints at once. Tommy
and Montie were lost in astonishment—but 1
wasn’t. Right before us stood the old ruined
mill, and it was apparent that this building
was our objective.

We reached it, and entered the lower
apartment, long since allowed to decay.
Muddy marks upon the hollow-worn wooden
stepc told us that Bradmore had gone aloft.
The guv'nor went upstairs first, and we fol-
lowed closely behind him,

It must be your trained eye, you

19

From one floor to another we paseed up,
mounting the rickety stairs until our leya
ached. And, when we were near the top, tho
gnv'nor paused, and held up his haid for
silence. The sound of somebody movipg came
from the topmost floor of all.

" Bradmore!” breathed Tommy.

But he was wrong, as we soon found out.

**1s that you, Mr. Bradmore?” c¢ame a
voice from above. ‘' Ain't you going to let
me out yet?’

Nelson Lee smiled down at us, and quickly
mounted the remaining stairs. Above him a
trapdoor was securely bolted. He shot the
bolt back, and passed up into the small
ci;ﬁular apartment beneath the roof of the
mill.

We followed him quickly—rather too
quickly, in fact, for we felt the roften old
floor sbaking dangerously beneath our
weight. We knew at once that the occupant
of the littlc room was Harry Binnson.

Hec stared at us in surprise and alarm,

*“1—1 say!” he exclaimed. ** I thought you
was Mr. Bradmore—"'

**It is all right, my boy,” said Nelson Lce.
““ You needn’t have any fear. Why were you
locked up in this place? Has Mr. Bradmorc
been keeping you here long?™

The boy scowled.

‘““ Yes, the rotter!”” he muttered. .- *‘ -B¢en
keepin’ me ‘'ere a dashed lot longer than 1
like! But 'ow did you know I was alive? 1
thought everybody believed that I'd becn
wiped out in that there fire.” .

‘““ Not cverybody, DBinnson,”” said tha
guv'nor. *‘* We, at least, knew otherwise. We
did not como here to rescue you, hut to look
for Mr. Bradmore himsclf.”

“You won't 'ave long to wait, sir,”’ said
Binnson. ‘* Mr. Bradmore said 'e was comin’
at 'arf-past one It ain't fur off that now, is
it?"’

Nelson Lee’s eyes gleamed. )

* Twenty-past exactly,” he cxclaimed. ‘“ By
James, we shall be able to catch the rascal
red-handed if we play our cards properly. 1
don't think you like Mr. Bradmore, do you,
Binnson?"”

**1 'ate him!" said Binnson sullenly. *“ A\
proper beast—that’'s what ‘e is!”

** When wa3 he here last?” .

‘“ Why, in the middle of the blssed nixht--
came an’ slep' ’ere till this mornin’,”’ replicd
Binnson. ** Wouldn't let me go, neither. Said
‘e’d set me free at ’arf-past one. An’ I can’t
dn nothin’, 'cos my dad’s agreeable to it all.”

‘“ Ah, now wc are getting to the bottomn ot
it,” said Nelson Lec. ‘8o your father was
in the plot, too, Binnson? Oh, you ncedn't
be afraid that anything will happen to your
ccteemed parent—Bradmore is the man ['m
after.” .

* An' what about JMr. Walker, sir—'c3
just as bad.”

** Walker!" I put in. ‘' He's that rotten
village loafer, isn’t he?”’

“1 say!’ called out Tommy Watson
ahruptly, *1 can hear somebody whistling!

We all stood perfectly still, and a whistle
came clearly to our cars. . _

* That's Mr. Bradmore!’’ said Harry Binn-
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son. “'LE's always whistlin’' that
tune—fair gets on my nerves, it docs
The guv'nor snappcd his fingers.
‘““ Wo have just got a minute's grace!”’ he
said quickly. *‘ Loo« here, Binnson, you
mustn’'t tcll Bradmore that we are here.”

“ But ’'e’ll see you, sir!”

** There are some boxes here, and we can
conceal ourselves for the time being,”” went
on Nelson Lee. ‘I want to give the man a
complete surprise. Whatever happens, you
will come to no harm.™

Binnson looked rather bewildered.

‘But 'e’'ll know there’s bin somebody 'ere,
sir!"" he exclaimed. ‘’E’'ll find the trap-
door unbolted.”’

‘““Yes, I had remembered that,” interjccted
the guv‘nor, going across and lowering the
flap. ‘* Bradmore will possibly suspect that
he forgot to bolt it when he left. At all
events, do not fabricate—evade hjs ques-
tions."”

There was no time for any more, for we
heard Mike Bradmore's heavy tread below.
In a few seconds we had all concealed our-
selves behind a pile of old boxes and wood-
work in a dark portion of the apartment.

The trap-door was thrust back with a thud,
and Bradmore entered the room.

‘“ Ho, you're still ’'ere, then?’ he ex-
claimed roughly. * Who unbolted this ’ere
trap-door? Who's bin ‘ere, you young brat:”

Binnson gave a cry.

‘“ The trap-door was unbolted?”” he ex-
claimed. *' Lummy! An' Il've bin in this
rottcn old place all the mornin’ when I might
have got away! 'Ow was I to know that the
qtqqp was unbolted? I never thought of tryin’
0.

'“ Afin’t anybody been here?’
Bradmore.

‘““You don't 'arf ask sensible questions!"
sneered the boy. ‘' I'd like to know who
would come tc¢ this ‘ere mouldy old place? 4
P'raps you forgot to bolt it yerself, when
you left.”

Bradmore grunted.

‘*“I might ha' done,”” he admitted. * 1I'd
swcar I bolted you in, though. It don’'t
matter much, anyway. You can clear off
1.ow, kid, 'ome to Bannington.”

‘“ Ain't you goin’ to give me anything?”
asked Binnson indignantly.

'* Ho, yes!'' said Mr. Bradmore, with a
genial chuckle. ‘1 was forgettin’. 1 pro-
mmised you ten bob, didn't I, young shaver?"

‘““Yes, you did!” .

‘“Well, I'm feeling very generous this
mornin’,”” said Mr. Bradmore plcasantly. * 1'l
make it a quid, 'Arry. A quid all f{or your-

demanded

self !"’

‘*“Coo! That's all right!" exclaimed the
Loy eagerly.
- “1t'll send you home nice an’ ‘appy.,”

chuckled Mr. Bradmore.
yarn you've got to tell, don't you? There'll
'he a mighty big surprise when you show up,
but that won't matter a ’'ang.”

I guessed that Bradmore was quite confi-
dent. Even if the boy told the ,whole truth

jreople wouldn't believe him, and even if they ' floor is in a terribly rocky state
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did, thcre would be no actual proof against
Brfadmore. The man considered himself quite
safe.

~ I saw that the guv'nor was cautiously peep-
ing over the edge of the box, and I followed
his example. Bradmore was just in the act
~of pulling out a thick bundle of pound cur-
rency notes. They were all new, and there
must have been thirty or forty of them.

‘““Where'd you get all that there money?’
osked Binnson, round-cyed. ‘ No wonder you
said you'd gimme a quid!"”’

‘““If you ain't careful you'll get a thick
car instead!” said Bradmore tartly. * No,
you ask no questions, my boy, an’ you won't
get no lies told you. 1've 'ad a bit o’ luck on
a 'orse—a fine bit o’ luck,” he added, with a
chuokle.

The man had practically given himself
away by producing those notes. They were
undoubtedly those which had been taken from
the Head’s study by De Valerie. He handed
one of them across to Binnson.

The lad,” without a secoud’s hesitation,
skipped to the opening, and tumbled down
the ladder. He probably thought that
trouble was coming, and he didn't want to be
mixed up in it. 1 didn’t blame him. We
heard -him descending rapidly to the ground.

Bradmore stuffed his notes away with a
satisfled sigh.

““I clicked proper that time!"’ he muttered
complacently. *‘' Clicked proper, I did! Well,
I'm safe enough——"’

‘“1 don’t think you are, Mr. Bradmore!”
exclaimed Nelson Lee calmly.

It was a terrific surprise for the rascal. He
spun round with a gasp, and saw the guv'nor
and we three boys emerging from behind the
boxes. I didn’'t envy Bradmore his feelings
at that moment.

o Btut he recovercd his presence of mind in a
ash.

‘“ Hang you!'' he snarled thickly.

A heavy piece of wood was lying near the
opening, and Bradmore made a quick jump
for it. That action on his part altered the
situation completely. His capture was an
absolute certainty—or would bhave been if
fate hadn't taken a hand in the game. For,
as Bradmore landed upon the old flooring
with a thud, there was an alarming rending
of rotten timbers.

The next second, with a wild cry, Bradmore
plunged through the flooring, carrying with
him practically half the floor of the whole
apartment! We were left  absolutely
marooned, with a gaping hole before us,
unable to move without causing a gencral
collapse!

CHAPTER VII.
(Nipper concludes.)

WE MAKE OUR
CAPTURE, AND EVERYTHING IS O.K.

ELSON LEE uttered a sharp exclama-
tion.
N ‘“ Kecp your backs to the wall,

hoys!'’ he exclaimed warningly. ¢ ‘LI'bis

LR
.
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' Bradmore ain‘t hurt, sir!”’ roared Tom ny
Watson suddenly.

We all craned our hcads forward. And
there. on the floor below, which seemed to
be in a perfectly sound condition, Bradmore
was picking himself up and swearing volubly.
He seemed tq be -~uffering from nothing
worse than a few scratches—and, I suppoee, a
large-sized bruise or two.

He was surrounded by picces of rotten
wood, and was simply smothered with fine
dust. For some minutes he coughed and
swore alternately, and then commenced
sneezing for a change.

The distance betwcen the two floors was
not very far, but it was rather surprising
that Bradmore hadn’t been hurt.

** Hang you!" he snarled, shaking his fist
up at us. ‘‘You ain't got me, 'ave you?
An’, what's more, you won't get me!"”

He stumbled across to the big trap-door,
which was exactly similar to the one in the
wrecked flooring. He passed down the steps,
and we heard a heavy bolt being shot home
into its slot. .

‘‘ That’s done it!” I exclaimed in dismay.

‘“* Even if we get down from this place we |

shall still be cooped up. I—I say, guv’'nor,
wc ought to have jumped down while Brad-
n.ore was3 still there—"' '

‘“That would have been impossible,
Nipper,” said Lee grimly. ¢ Bradmore was
standing upon the-only available space, and
wc couldn’t have leapt upon him without
doing very serious injary. Moreover, the
other floor might be unequal to the task of
withstanding another severe shock. We

shall get down all right before long! Let me

think a moment or two!”

‘“ Begad! Ain’t it eshockin’?"” murmured
Sir Montie. ‘“ We had the bounder com-
plebe!y. you know. It's {frightfully hard
lines!”

‘** There he goes!” I grunted wrathfully.

We were quite near to the window, and,
by edging my way along, 1 was able to look
out. 8ir Montiec and Tommy followed my
example. The remains of the floor, upon
which we were standing, was sagging peril-
ously, and as we moved an omimous creak
or two sounded. ‘

Far below us we saw Bradmore, pelting
away towards the moor road. A small lane
led right past the mill, but It was very
seldom used. Bradmore was obviously making
for the road which led to Bannington. And
Juck, having favoured him so far, came to
kis rescue again.

We raw him stop on the top of a grass
hillock. H: was gazing at a lonely cyclist,
who wa3 pedalling along at a lcisurely pace.
There was a deep gully in front of Bradmore
alinost like a long ditch.

‘* What’s he up to?" asked Tommy Watson
curiously.

Bradmore had suddenly commenced to wave
his arms. wildly. We distinctly heard some
alarming cries coming along on the stiff
breeze. The cyclist hcard them too,- for he
turned his bead. S .

Then Bradmore threw p his arms and fell
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headlong into the gully like a log until he
dicappearad from our view.

“ Begad! He’s havin' a fit!" gasped Sir
Montie.

‘" Looks like it,” 1 replied.

We watched. The cyclist had left his
machine, and was renming over the grass to
the spot. He, of course, couldn’t see Braa-
pore; he only knew that the man had fallen
irto the hollow.

At last he arrived, and stood on the
brink, staring down. And then I uttered
sharp, furious exclamation.

‘“ The cunning fox!” 1 reared. *“ Don't
you see, you chaps? Jt was a trick—a wheczn
to get hold of the bike!”

‘“Oh, my goodness!" gasped Tommy Wat-
son blankly.

For we could sce Bradmore running likc mad
along the road. He had emerzed from the
gully at the far end; the rotter had bren
creeping along, unseen, while the cyclist was
bhurrying to his rescue! This, of cour-«,
worked out splendidly from Bradmore's point
of view.

He reached the deserted hicycle while the
unfortunate cyclist was still gazing into the
gully. And it wasn’t urtil Bradmorc was
speeding away on the jigger that the owner
became aware of the ruse. Then he started
rushing towards the road at full speed. His
eflorts were hopeless.

Sir Montie and Tommy and I had been yell-
ing like the dickens, but we couldn’'t adtract
the fellow’s attention. The wind was blow-
ing towards us, and our voices did not carry.

‘ What is all the noise about, boys?’’ asked
Nelson Lee, who couldn't see out of the
window. ‘I presume yon——"

Tommy Watson, greatly excited, turned
rcund from the window. But the silly asa
had forgotten all about the floor, and he too!;
a step forward.

*“Oh, crumbs!”’ he gasped faintly.

Both Nelson Lee and I made a grab at him
—and that did it! ‘

The old timbers gave way simultanconasly.
We were all shot down like ninepins, and
landed in 2 tangled heap on the floor helow.
surrounded by splinters of wood. But, if Juck
had favoured Bradmore, it favoured us, too.

The remains of the tloor had not broken
wway, *t had simply sagged down, shnnting
us below. If the flooring had followed wo
thould certainly have been badly injured. As
it was, we plcked ourselves up almost un-
scratched.

‘“ Well, that’'s one way of doin" it,
hegad!” gasped Sir Montie, groping for his
pince-nez among a pile of rubbhish. ‘' Dear
fellows, we’ve got down!”

‘“ Are you hurt, boys?" asked Lee anxiously.

‘* We should have been if that floor had
fallen with us, guv’'nor,” I replied. “I'm
not hurt, anyhow, and these two chaps don't
look particularly knocked out. But our posi-
tion isn't any better even now.”

“Ob, yes, it is, Nipper,” replied Leea.
‘* This ladder was not smashcd when Brad-
more fell through the flooring -and it will
come in useful. Help me tp drag it to the
window." - -
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I stared.

* But that fathcaded little thing won't
reach to the ground, sir!”’ I roared.

““ You evidently credit me with having
sheep’s brains, Nipper!” said the guv'nor
smoothly. * My own common-sense, I believe,
told me that a nine-foot ladder would have
difiiculty in strctching iteelf to forty or
fifty—""'

“I'm sorry, guv'nor,” I interrupted with
a grin. ** But what’s your idea, anyhow'”

' Well, so far as my wits tell me, there is
wnother window just below this one,” replied
Nelson Lee drily. ** My plan is simple. Your
chums and 1 will hold the ladder in position,
Nipper, and you will climb down it and enter
the lower window. It will then be quite a
simple matter for you to mount thc stairs
and unbolt the door. Bradmore did not waste
time in securing any other doors.”

‘“ Oh, it's a ripping wheeze,”” I declared.

““But won t 1t be risky, Benny?' asked Sir
Montie ancxiously ‘* Supposin’ the laddcr
breaks while you're climbin’ down?”

** Cheerful old stick, ain't you?'’ I grinned.
‘“ Supposin’ the ladder breaks? Why, 1
shouldn't float to the ground, Montic—I
should hit «t with more force than comfort.
But the ladder won’t break, you ass.”

Weo soon dragged the th\mg across the
floor, and got it out of the window. It was
old and heavy. But we found that the
lower end of
window-ledge. Having tested it to his satis-
faction, Nelson Lee declared that it was safe
for me to go down.

He would have gone himself, of course, but
it was far better that he should hang on to
the top of it, in case of accidents. 1
scrambled out of the window, and hopped
down the ladder wittiout any trouble.

It was a bit of a job making an entry by
the lower window. There wasn't much space
to squeeze past the ladder, and the window
was glued up. At least, it scemed to be. 1
had to kick it to picces with my heel before
I could get through.

Having done so, however, I pelted up the
stepg, and unbolted the trap-door. Nelson
J.ec and iny chums had already dragged the
Iadder up, and we made our way down to the

ground. )
““ We're diddled, anyhow,”” I said breath.
lessly. *‘ Bradmore'’s in Bannington by this

time, sir."”

“* Hardly,”” said Nelson Lce thoughtfully.
““ Now, boys, we must usc our wits. We
must. try and place ourselves in Bradmore's

position. Under thosz circumstances, what
would our first move be?” .
* Why, we should hide somecwhere, sir,”

said Tommy vagucly.

“ Rats!" 1 exclaimed. ‘“ We should leave
Bannington by the first available train.”

Ncelson Lee nodded.

“That is exactly what T was thinking,
Nipper,”' he said, much to my satisfaction.
" Bradmore knows that there will soon he a
tiuve-and-cry after him, and he i3 well known
in Bannington. It would be rather a difli-
vult matter for him to find conccalment

it just rested upon the next {
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there. His probable
inake for London.”

“ Just for the sake of seventy-five quid,
eir?’”’ asked Tommy.

“ No, Watson, not for the sake of the sum
you mentioned, but I ecause he fears arrest,”
replied the guv'nor. ‘' Bradmore's villainy
I'as led him into a trap, and he doesn’'t fancy
being sent to prison. His one aim, therefore,
I8 to get right away from this part of the
country. Upon these conclusions, therefore, I
think we may tako it fairly for granted that
Bradmore will make a bee-line on the bicycle
for Bannington 8tation. We must not over-
look the added fact that the man is in further
fear of punishment for stealing the cycle.”

‘“ Then we're diddled, sir?” I asked.

“*It all depends, my lad,’”’ said Nelson Iee.
‘““What is the time new? Twelve minutes to
two exactly. We must now look up the
trains.”

He took a small time-table from his pocket
and turned over the pages

‘“ Ah, as 1 anticipated,” he exclaimed.
‘“ Bradmore apparently knew of this train.
There is an express for London which leaves
Bannington at one-fifty-five. That is to say,
it is duo out of the station in seven minu‘es
from now.”’ ‘

‘“Begad! We can’t get to Bannin'ton in
seven minutes, sir,”” said Sir Montie mildly.
‘“It’s over three miles from here, ain't it?"

‘“ A trifle over to ths station, I think, Tre-

course would be to

gellis-West,'’ said Newson Lee. ‘“ But although
we cannot reach the station in time, Brad-
more wiil be able to do so. He is probably
there by now.”

** Then he'll get away,”” I put in quickly.

‘ You must remember that there is no cer:
tainty of Bradmore going to the station a*%
all,’”” the guv’'nor reminded us. ‘ That s
merely the most likely supposition. And we
shall he wise to lay our plans accordingly."’

* But it's no good layin’ plans, is it, sir?’’
asked Montic.

** Well, Montie, I Lelieve that the main
railway line runs across the edge of the
moor. about half a mile from this spot,’’ said
the guv'nor. ‘ The train will reach that
spot in, roughly, fitteen minutes. 1 propose
to hurry to the line, and to dispatch an
urgent telegram from the signal-box, instruct-
ing thce police officials, at the train's first
stopping-point, to place Bradmore under
arrest.’’

‘* By j)ingo! That's not bad!” I exclaimed.
‘“Jolly good, in fact, guv'nor! But wc'd
better buck up, hadn't we?”

‘“ Yes, Nipper, we must lose no time."”

And without any further ado, we set oft
across the moor at the double. Of course, it
was possible that we were going on a fool’s
errand, but it woulii have been foolish to
remain inactive. This was, indced, our only
course now; and, although we shouldn't have
the chance of capturing Bradmore personally,
we might have the satisfaction of learning
that he had been arrested.

~ 1t wasn’t lonz before the railway came
into vicw-—at least, the telegraph poles were
vizible to us. 'The track itself ran through &



thallow cutting. And, just in this vicinity,
a lonely sigunal-box was situated.

At last we stood at the top of the cutting.
The line curved in the direction of London;
but the Bannington stretch was quite clear.
The signal-box was near by, and a solitary
scmaphore was not in a lowered position.

‘“ She ain“t signalled yet!" panted Tommy.

‘“ And, by Jove, she’s coming along, too!"
exclaimed Nelson Lee tensely. ‘‘ The train
will be forced to stop!” ’

‘““My hat!” 1 gasped. '* Then we shall be
able to collar Bradmore!"

'* Possibly, Nipper, possibly!”

We were excited in a moment—Watson and
Tregellis-West and I, at least—and we pelted
dewn the grassy bank of the cutting. We
heard a shout from the signal-box, but we
didn't take any notice.

The express was just drawing up, with a
grinding of brakes. Why she had been
stopped was a mystery to us, and it seemed
an extraordinary stroke of luck..
afterwards found, however, trains were often
pulled up on this stretch, owing to military
traffic at the nmext station.

What the guv'nor’s plans were 1 didn’t
know—and I didn’t have time to ask. either.
For. as the train stopped, 1 heard a shout—
and there, at the window of a first-class com-
partment, was Mike Bradmore!

He was staring at us in alarm and fury,
and, even as we dashed forward, he opened
the carriage-door and leapt upon the down-
rails. He had lost his head in his anger, or
he would never have attempted the jump.

For the train bad just re-started. When
Bradmore jumped, the carriage gave a sudden
jerk. He was sent forward on his face. His
fall was severe, for he landed on all fours,
and his head struck one of the gleaming
motals with a crack which was audible to -us.

The train had only stopped for a few
seconds, but Bradmore had probably thought
that it would remain stationary for some
minutes. And, as we rushed to the spot, 1
realised that the guv’'nor’s calculations had
been absolutely accurate. S

Bradmore groaned, and rolled over; but be
made no attempt to rise. He was partially
stunned, to tell the truth.

“ 8tand back, boys!’’ roared Nelson Lee.

We were just at his heels, and we paused
obediently. Somehow, it was impossible to
ignore a command of the guv'nor’s. And I
knew why he had warned us a second later.
A thundering roar sounded—and there, rush-
ing towards us, was a down-express.

And Bradmore lay across the metals!

v« Good heavens!”’ panted Tommy Watson.

TERRIBLE LESSON

As we.
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‘“ Dear boys, it"s all over!’ said S!'r Montia.
“ He'll be killed!”

'*Don’t do it, sir—don't da it!" I roarcd.

Nelson Lee had stepped upon the metals,
and he was lifting Bradmore clear. The ex-
press was appallingly rear, and the enginc's
whistle was blowing frantically. The brakes
were all applied, and the sparks flew in thou-
sands. ’

I stood stock still, rooted to the spot. The
guv'nor gave a great heave, and stepped
clear. Bradmore’s helpless body swung round,
his coat flying——

The train thundered past.

And Nelson Lez and Bradmore lay upon
the ground, knocked over by the territic rush
of air. Bradmore's coat was in shreds, for
it had been caught by the engine. But both
he and his rescuer were unharmed—the
guv’'nor had bcen in time!

Bradmore wosn't bhurt much; only an ugly
bruise on his head.

He gave in completely. In fact, he actu-
ally displayed a spark of decency. Ho
thanked Nelson Lee with real fervour for
saving his life, and agreed to go with us
quietly to the nearest village.

Here he was handed over to the policeman,
and Nelson Lee rang up Bannington. The
bulk of the stolen moaey was recovered, the
remainder—so .Bradmore declared—would be
found upon Mr. Ted Walker, of Bellton.

With great cunning, Bradmore confessed
that he had burgled the Head's study! He
didn't even mention De Valeric. He Eknew
well enough that his sentence, for burglary,
would be much lighter than a sentence for
criminal blackmail and burglary combined.

And the guv’nor, of course, was satisticd.
He didn’t want the actual facts to be pub-
lished. So everybody was satisfied. TUlth
mately, of course, Bradmore received a »ice
little stretch of imprisonment—accompanied
by Mr. Walker, who had becn found in the
bar at the White Harp. The latter gentle- -
man naturally rececived the lighter sentence.

As for Cecil De Valerie—well, I'm pretty
sure that the experience had done him a
world of. good. The school never knew the
truth, and De Valerie was grateful to the
Head and Nelson Lece for keeping mattcr:
quiet.

He was changed; the dreadful epizode had
altered his nature in some subtle manner. His
break with FPullwood & Co. looked as though
it would be lasting, and 1 had high hope:
that the Rotter would soon be worthy of
different name.

Only time, of course, would show,

THE END.
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BEGIN OUR NEW SERIAL TO-DAY!

In the Grip &. Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Experiences in Germany,

By

CLEMENT HALE.

NOTE.—As the title * Inthe Hands of the Hun3s *’ has already been used, we
have altered the name of our Serial to the above.

The C'hie

(rORGE GrAaY and his brother JACK, who
are the Iinglish Staff of the Berlin Rovers,
a football club in Germany.

O 110 BRACK 15 a scoundrelly German member
of the team. DBut another German, named

Carr. HorrMAN, 18 friendly, and advises the
Inglishmen tn lecve Germany, which
theyrefuse todo. They are arrested and
acn! to a camp at Oberhemmel. One of
the quards illtreats Jack, and George goes
> hin rescue, knocking out a gaoler named
Kutz. He and hie brother are then put
1n aeparate cells.  Another gaoler 18 more
fricndly. and informs (eorge that his
brother has rccovered from his ill-usage.
(icorge is subsequently had up before a
milstary tribunal, and is sentenced to be
flogged at dayhrcak. They march him
cut into the yard and George looks about
I-i.n —a prey to bitter reflections.

(Now read on).

Characters in this Story are :

AT THE FLOGGING BASE.
GI'IORGE saw the well-trained Ger-
soemed to bo far too many,
drawn up in a square.

man troops, of which there
The non-comunissioned officers and the

»Micers  were  given their appointed
positions. A group of the staff officers
stool apart. Most of these men wore
decorations.

Not n head was turned as they swung
bv. Not a sound was heard.

In the mmiddle of the yard George saw
that a triangle waa set. with straps to
socure the wrists and ankles of the hap-
less prisouer who was to undergo the
punshiment of flogging. ,

His eves dilated as he saw it. Near by
s'ooll a wan with a cat-o’ nie tails In
Ins hand, and the fellow was running the

thongs through his fingers in gleeful
anticipation as the prisoner was marched
towards him.

Then George became conscious of a
low and sustained murmur, something
botween a growl and a hoot. It came
from the Epe of his fellow-prisoners,
and, glancing in their direotion, George
them lired

saw up under an armed
guard.
His face flushed, and he glanced

eagerly at them.

Would his brather be there?

Yes; a hand was waved at him, anl he
saw Jack.

His brother uttered a hoarse cry, and
would have leapt towards him had not
the man Wilsor, who stood behind him,

gripped him by the arm.

‘“ Steady, my boy!"” ho cried.

‘“Let me go to him—let me go!”
George heard his brother cry. *‘ They
sha'n’t touch him—they sha’'n’'t! I'd
rather thev killed me first!”’

But Wilson held him, and it was as
well, for one of the guards shortened
his Dbayonet, as if he would drive it
through the English boy.

““("heerio, mate!” sang out Wilson.

And George wavel his hand at him.
| The next moment he was impelled
roughly forward, and, setumbling, found
himself beside the cruel triangle.

““Tie up the prisoaer!”’ ordered the
Iofﬁcer in command of the escort.

Then George Gray found himself
seized, and forced up to the flogging
base.

He strugeled then, for he felt he
{ must.

“*You brutes! You cowards!” he
cried. 1 protest against thia punish-
ment! It 13 inhuman! TI've done
noth'ng to deserve it!"

(Continued on p. iii of ¢ovet.) -
o
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_His protests were useless; -In-spite of
his protests, he was flung against the
triangle and tied up there.

The cruel leather bands cut into the
flesh. First one wrist, then the other
was secured. Next his right ankle, then
his left, were tied home, the legs being
kept wile apart.

His arms were stretched above his
head. The cramped position in itself
was bad enough, without the fogging.

The warm air touched his naked back,
and he quivered before a blow had been
struck. -

Holding his breath, he anticipated the
cruel cut of the thongs, until, in
imagination, he almost feclt them bite
home. ‘

Never ha‘i he known such bitterness of
heart.- What had he dore to déserve
such a fate? And if this was what he
was called upon to endure thus early in
his captivity, what sufferings would he
and bhis unfortunate comrades endure
before they were through with it all?

He tried to move, but.could not, and
half hung. half leant, against the tri-
angle in helpless misery. - |

Thon his brain eleared, and he heard
someone—an officer, he supposed—read-
mg his crime aloud to the assembled
prisoners and troops.

The guttural, German voice pere-
trated to the remotest parts of the =ig
exercise-yard, and every word went
home. '

He knew sufficient of the hated Ger-
man language to be able to follow the
ramifications of the official jargon, and
a laugh burst from his lips.

‘“ And such punishment shall be meted
out until justice has been donhe. It is
absolutely imperative that discipline
shall be maintained in all internment
camps and prisons of the Fatherland to
which prisoners of war are confinel.
The prisoner, George Gray, having—etc.,
ete.——"’

George listened to it all with a mock-
ing smile on his lips, and when the
officer finished reading his voice rang
¢lear as a clarion, o

““ A fiz for your German justice!’ he
shouted defiantly. ‘A curse upon your
Kaiser and your German Junkers!
Hurrah #r old England, and a cheer for
the Union Jack!” A

To his amazement, the prisoners took

up the cry
p”]:inrrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!”” they

roared.

=

| -

1y

Aud the guards
prevent them.
Then a sharp command rang out.

were powerless  to

‘*“ Proceed "
An officer stood by to count the
lashes. The executioner stepped within

the range of George's wision, and the
intended victim saw him for the first
time. ,

It was Kutz—Kutz, with a devilish
smile on his face—Kutz, who, in spite
of the severe reprimand administered
to him by the commandant of the
prisoner, had been sclected to administer
the flogging.

‘““And now,” sneered the rascal, 1n
English, as he swung the thongs until
they whistled through the air, ¢ Georgze
Gray, it 1s my turn!”

THE “CAT!"

F only they had spared him that—if
l only Kutz had net been chosen as
the instrument of German justice—
George felt that he nught have
borne with things more philosophically.
But to see the viliain standing there,
with the ‘“cat’ in his hand, to lnsten to
his fiendish laugh of triumph, and
watch tby vindictive gleam of his cun-
niz= eves, was too much to bear.

George tore at his bonds, but coula
not weaken them. He was Lelpless, in
spite of his strengtn. .
“T will pay off old scores!” said
Kutz. ) > _

“ Wait till T got a chance of paying
off mine!” said the prisorer.

‘“ The thongs will cut de:p. My arm
is strong!”’

Kutz was sternly ordered to get on
with the work, and stood back. He
rtood with feet set Armly on the gravel
and arm swung back. The handle of the
‘““cat”’ was sﬁtort; the thongs trailed
free of one another.

A pause. Not a sound, save the suck-
ing of breith, for it was impossible for
anyone to stand by and view what was
happening without emotion, was heard.

Then the word was given, the *‘ cat’
was swung, and the thongs whistled
cruelly through the air.

Thud! Thud! Thud!

Once. twice, thrice the cruel thongs
came down on the naked flesh, biting
deep.

At the first blow George Gray started.

(Continued overieaf.)
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He sot his tecth hard, and vowed that
he would not utter a sound.

Again the thong bit home, again—and,
in spite of hlmself a groan burst from
his trembling lips. At the fourth stroke,
while the prisoners groaned aloud, and
rried shame upon the inhuman monsters
who had ordered this punishment,
(iray’s whole body shuddered 1in agony.

He knew that the skin .had been
broken, and that the blood was running,
and the punishment had barely begun.

It was in his mind to hurl curses upon
his tormentors, but he forebore. Apart
from that one exclamation of dire agony,
which was foreced from him, he made no
sound. and determined that he would
suffer whatever they dared to inflect
without another murmur.

[Te knew that merev would not be ex-
tended to hirn,  Ile knew that no help
could come to him. He prayed that
none, of - his fellow-prisoners would be
temipted to leave the ranks, and attempt
a rescue, smcee 1t would be woise than
uscless,

“Oh. Lord.” he praved his stiffening
lips moving ever so shghtly, “ make me
brave to bear——"

And then something happened.

Had he been able to sce, he would
have knawn that his brother Jack, who
had been wresthing with Wilson, who
kept on telling him: that it.was hopeles:
for him to mtelfmo suddenly wrested
himself free.

The moment he fel;
hand leave his army;
ward.

ITe did not care a rap for the German
auard. or the brutal officers who . com-
manded them. Ile did not pause to think
that by his rash act he might sbe called
upon to suffer the same maltvul’)m All
he knew was that his brother George.
the brother he loved, was. being in-
humanly dealt with bx the<e monstess.
and he cleared the space-that separated
him from the flogging base 1n a series
of bounds.

The nervous force within him urged
him on.

And as Kutz swung the cruel ““cat’
back he pounced upon the fellow's wrist,
and fiercely wrenche:l the weapon away.

the restraining
the boy dashed for-

(X
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Then, with flashing eyes, he con-
fronted the executioner.

““ You white-livered cur!” he blazed.
“You shall tastc some of your own
physic !”’

Kutz had turned with a roar of angry
surprise, not ‘knowing what had hap-
pened.

- As he saw the pale faced. but resolute
boy about to strike, he drew back, and
his face blanched.

With a howl of terror he leapt away.
But Jack followed him.

He was as nimble as a cat. Long ex-
perience of the athletic-field, the boxing
ring, and the football- n"1ound had mado
him a perfect master of distance, and tho
studded thongs cut home. biting through
the heavy cloth tunic the villain wore,
and stinging his ribs until he uttered, a
vell of pain that echoed through the

prison, and was becaten back by the
sranite walls.

Jack looked like a madman.

“ Sewze the Englishman! If. he
sists, strike or ahool him down!”
the commandant.-

re-
roared

_ & dozen Huns darted from the ranks,

Gand made for Jack with their bayonets
‘pointed.

Did_the boy care? Not one jot!

'\’\ hat' matter_ if. they killed him,  he
would have his rey énge .in this-his hour

And so he darted thlS sway_ and that,
advancing, retreating, and always: keep-
g the triangle with George triced to
it at his back, so that the} could not
agct behind him there. |

He swung the cruel
head, striking”

“cat’ about his
‘ savagely at the heads of
the soldiers. until thev hesitated, and
backed away, amid the frenzied chocw
of the prisoners.

““ Stand by and bayonet the first man
who attempts to move !”” came in a rofg-
ing-order. and the guards closed upon
the prisoners.

(To b_e continued.)

When you have read this week’s number
of the “ Nelson Lee Library,’’ hand it in at
the nearest Post Office for a Soldier or
He will enjoy it as much as you.
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