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CHAPTER 1
FULLWOOD ASKS FOR IT!

ol OW much longer, 1 wonder?” said
H 'l'm‘nlr:r:]y?”Wat.son thoughtfully.

* Whea will things bec as usual
again?’’

Wateon lovked at me across the table of
Study C, in the Ancient House at St.
¥rank's. Wc were partaking of tea.  Sir
Montie Tregellis-West sct his cup down and
gavc a little sigh.

“ Yes, it will be frightfully rippin’ when
everythin® is as usual m:ain," he agrecd.
“But I must admit that you're gettin’ on
famously, Nip—er——D'Alber , I mean. You
made a toppin’ show at the cricket, begad!”’

‘“The fellows are beginning to respcct you
more, too,”” said Watson.

““That's what I intendcd,” 1 said. *1
came back to.St. Frank’'s as a duffer—acting
the part and looking the part—but it was a
bit too slow. KEverybody accepts me as a
new fellow, and there’s no danger of recog-
nition now. So there’'s no recaeon why
shouldn’t make things hum a bit.”

‘ But we want to have you back again—
you, yourself, Nipper,’”’ eaid Watson. ‘' We
don't want any morc of this giddy prctence

and acting.’’
- *“Why can't yon keep the thing up,” 1
interrupbed in & low voice. *‘ Don’'t call me
ipper, you ass! Thecse studics arc almost
r lic—with the window wide open. One
ttle hint to the other fcllows, and the fat
“ will be in thec fire.”

“I'll remeinber,” said Watson.

‘‘You ought to,”” I retorted. **Only the
other day you nearly gave Starke the tip
by being incautious—and I believe he's been
thinking. I shall be bowled out unless we're
all very careful.”

‘“All right, don't chew the rag!’ scid
Tommy. ‘‘I'll be cautious, D’Albert."’

t certainly sounded curious to hear my

chums referring to me by that namec. But
it was right that they should do so.
For the time being I, Nipper, had

vanished from St. Frank's. And Algernon
Clarence D°Aljert had returned in my place.

My disgulisc was complete; I looked som -
thing of a frcak. and the Removee had
rcgarded me as several kinds of a simplcton.

ut I had made my mark already. After
a terrific strugmgle to gct a chance at tis
cricket I had fuiled, and had only shown tie
8t. Frank’s juniors what 1 could do by play-
ing for an opposing tcam.

A3 a conscquence, St. Frank’s had loet tle
match, and the Removc had awakened to
the fact that Algernon Ctarence D’Atbert
was hot stuflf on the criciet fleld. De
\'a!erlc. who had been appointed junior

tam after my °* departure,” had bevn
too ready to offer mo a place in the
Jumor Eleven.

But why was 1 masqucrading at 8t
Frank's in another identity” § was not im-
personating a living iddividual; there was
no such boy as Algernon Clarcnce D Alhert
it was a [fctitious namc¢ and a Afctittous
character.

My only aim had been to get back in tlhe
Remove, in order to be on the spot so that
I could work casily. For I had been e«
pelled fromn St. Frank’s in disgrace and dis-
bhonour.

My task was to prove my own innoccunce:
to establish the fact that I had bcen sacked
unjustiy—although, strictly speaking, 1 did
not blamc the Headmaster for bhelieving tho
worst of me. Thc cvidence kad been ovee-

whelminfly black.
“We'll just discuas the situation, my
sons,”” - I said quictlty. ** You might cloese

that window, Tommy. It's warm this after-
noon, but we'd better be stuffed up for ten
minutes than risk being overhcard.””

The window was closcd, and 1 thoughtfulle
scratched my head.

“I was sacked for as3aulting Starke of
the Sixth,”” I sai‘] slowly. * He's as wcell ay
ever now, but when he was picked up in the
lane on that night his head was blecding,
and he was unconscious. Becauze [ happceped
to bc on the spot I was accused of il
crime.”’

** And when Starke rccovered his heaatly
wits he sworc that you'd KEmceked hm
dawn,’”’ said Tommy Watson cele. ' The
cad! The liar! The rotten crumual!™
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‘““You mecdn't pget excited!” I chuekled.
“* We know all this,' Tommy. - Starke is cer-
tainly a cad, we know that he's a liar, and
he has the makings of a pretty complete
criminal in him. His statement settled the
matter, T had no loophole. So I was sacked
in disgrace.”

Nir Montie smiled.

** An’ then you came back, dcar fellow,”
lie observed. ' You hoodwinked all of us,
begad! Even Tommy an’ I suspected noihin’
until you revealed yourself. An’' we're the
only chaps in the school who know the truth.
1t’s frightfully rich, it is, really!”

“If 1'm not suspected, 1 shall be able to
completc my  investigations successfully,”
I went on. ‘' It's a thousand pities that the
<uv'nor's away. I don't know what's become
of him—" | : ' ‘

“Mr. Lee's in italy, isn't he?’ asked
Tommy. .

“That’s what I thought,”” T replied. * But
1 haven't hcard a word for weeks, and, if
you want to know the truth, 1'm getting a
bit apnxious. &till, the guv'mor can be
trusted to look after himself all right. I'm
in a rotten hole here, and it's up to me to
ret out of it.”

‘ Dear old boy, vou've ot one oot out

already,”” smiled Tregellis-West.

“Have 17’ I said. 1 wish 1 could
believe you, old son. What have I done?
What have 1 discovered up till pow?

Simply that Starke was really knocked over
by a motor-car helouging to a man named
Miiliord, of Midshott, five miles beyond
Bannington. But it was driven at the time
by, Mr. Millford's chauffcur, a rotter named
Beckett. Bceckett said nothing, and that's
why I was confuscd. It ceems that Starke
knows the man. for they’'ve already met at
R little country inn. As for proving any-
thing, I'm as far away as ever.”

“*Then there's that other chap,” remarked
Watson.

'* Yes, that mysterious stranger who's been
hanging about,”” I said thoughtfully. -1}
*an't quite place him, you know. But still,
we needo’v bring him into it now. The faet
rcmains that my only chance of getting at
Lthe truth is to keep a striect wateh on Btarke,
and to bluf him into revealing the truth
when the first opportunity comes. I know
rxactly what happened on that night, but
I can't prove a thing.”

““Suppoejng you told the Head all :ibout

f’!l

**He  wouldn't belicve wme,”” 1 replied.
" But I think he’d investigate. 1 think be'd
nuestion Starke and send for Beckett. The
result would be nix. Starke would =satick
to his original accusation — because he
daren’t ao snything else—and Beckett would
deny that he was out with the car on that
pight. So where should 1 be?”

‘** Still io the cart, begad!”’ observed Sir
Mantie.

“ Exaetly!” 1 agreed. * Therefore, as 1
said hefore, Starke and Beckstt Lave got to
be trapped, and 1 can only hope for that by
keeping Starke under strict chrervation.

The whole case Is as clear &s daylight row—
there’s practically no mystery left. "It
amounts to this—proof is neceded. Whcn that
proof is obtained I can expose Starke as a
liar, and return to St. Frank’s with my name
unblemished. But proofs must be obtained.”

‘“ An’ that’'s where foa‘re goin’ to find the
trouble,”” said Tregellis-West slowly. * An’
if you ain't careful, old boy, you'll strikc a
snag somewherc. Patience is a great virtue
—an’ we must all be patient.”

‘*“ Quite s0,” I agreed; “ but I think we'd
better switch off the subject. The fcllows

aré getting about the passages again.
Really, my dear chums, we must display
great caution henceforth.’

Sir Montie and Tommy chuckled. 1 hLad

changed my tone abruptly, and hecame
D’Albert again. Wateon opencd the win-
dow, and we talked on ordinary, safe sub-
jects. And when tea was over we sailed out
into the sunny Triangle.

‘* Going to surpriese us with something clse
hefore long, D’'Albert?” asked De Valerie
cheerfully, as wec pauced at the bottom «f
the Ancient House steps. " You're hot
stuff on cricket.”’

‘1t is pcssible that 1 may surprise yom in
some other manner, my dear De Valerie,” 1
replied mildly. “This is a world of ub-
certainties, you must remember, and many
things might happen.” v

Ralph Leslie Fullwood was just paseing,
accompapnied by Guiliver and Bell. The pre-
cious trio of Study A were all attired in
im?rt grey flannels, gorgcous ties, and straw
iats.

‘“ That fellow's got too much bally clieck
for a uew Kkid,’”" remarked Qulliver, with a
giieer. ‘‘ He's always pushin’ his way for-
ward where he ain't wanted. He'll come a
cropper before long.”

‘ Oh, rather!” agreed Fullwood. ‘ Don’t
take any notice of the cad. That's my plan.
Simply ignore him.™’

‘“1 always do,”” rcmarked Bell.

‘“ Really, nothing could possibly suit me
better,”” 1 said, turning. ‘" To be igaored
by such cads as yourselves is quite a hign
honour. I am sure I am most grateful
you for your consideration.’””

Fuilwood and Co. scowled.

‘““We don't want any cheek,” said Full-
wood sourly. ‘ One word from youn, an’ 1’ll
soon put you in your place.”

‘““Go on, do it!”’ grinned Hapdiorth.

‘ This chap comcs here—a rank idiot and
a fool—an' he throws his weight about!”’
went on Fullwood spe y- *“*For twn
pins 1I'd knock him flat! He's a pew kid,
an' he ought to be squashed. He makes me

sick to look at him, by gad! Let’s get cut
of this a here 1™

I still smiled, but I was grim inwardly.
Fullwood spoke contemptuoualy bdecause he
thought it was safe to do &p. He couid

fight quite deceatly, in spite of his °* dou-

gish '’ ways, and he thought himself im-

mune from pupishment. ) _
“ Wait a moment, Fullwood,” 1 said mild’y.



DOWLED OUT 3

‘“ You Lhayc
about me——-' .

“ Have I?" sncercd  Fullwoed. : .
_* Yes,.indecd you have,” I sald. * And 1
must really requcst you to apologisc.”

. Ra, ba, ha!”’ yelled Fullwood and Co.

* Dot thcm in the eyc, D'Albert )"’ advisc.d
1tandforth, grinning.

“[ have no wish to rcsort to violenee,” [
aald quictly. I only use my fists wlen
force i3 rcally ncccssary. ullwood has
e‘ectt-cd to be insuiting, and ] do not allow
that "’

*“Oh, you don't aliow it?" gaspcd Full
wacH.

said scine very rudo things

*“No. I do not!”

“You don't allow me to eall you u
squirmin’ cad, an' a rank idiot, an’ =&
burblin® feol?” grinned Fullwood. * You

don't allow me to call you a pushin’ ou!.
sider? In that casc I'll call you a f:w mo:c¢
things--—-"'

* Really, you bhad bettce be careful,’” 1
said smoothly.

*“* What?™ shiouted Fullwood.

“You had bhetter be careful,” U repeated
speaking distinctiy. It may as well he
mentioved by me that a furtber insult, Full

wood, will bc punished by violence. In bricf,
1 will kneck yvyou down!”

**0OL, good!” roarcd Hanpdforth. * Go it,
cld son!"’

‘“‘ Better be careful, Fully!” grinned De
Valcrie. * You don‘t. want te be knovked

down in front- of this crowd. do you? BHc
sides, ¢ might spoil that nicec news suit !
yours!"’

‘““Ha, ha, ha'"

Fullwood ecowled; that lauph was againat
him, and he didn't guitc like it. He had
intended taking mc down a peg or two,
lnstcad of that hc was finding himselfl the
butt of the crowd’s cackles.

‘ You silly little worm ! he snapped. I
you put one of your flthy hands on me 1}
make you sore for a wecek. Knock me down
—~clhi? Try it on—just try—-—"'

‘* Better not have o scene!™
De Valerie.

“Why not make a fight of
gosted Rceginald Pitt. * There’s plenty  of
gpace behind the gym., and we haven't had
a fight with seconds for wechs. A fight!
That's the idea!”

‘* Hear, hexar!”

‘““ A fight--a figit!”

Fullwood scowled as he looked round h:m.

“Rot!" he exclaimed. 'I'm not going
to fight this infcrnatl freak! Hanc him! |
wc:;:ldn‘t demean mysclf by touchin’ the
cad.”

** Quiie right!”
away, Fully!”

* That's the idea,”’ agrccd Bell.

* Really, yvou mustn't go yet,” | put in.
‘“] havce already mentioned, Fullwood, th»t
? required an apology from you. You will
please state in clear words that you are
sorry for having insulted me."”

The crowd grinned, but Fullwood couldn't
sce anything funny in the situation.

interrupted

it?”" esug-

sa'd Gulliver. ‘' Let's go

“W@o to the devee!™ he seapncd.

He was about to tarn away, wher fland-
forth scized him and whirled bhim round.

“Not yet, my son'!” he srid, gricomryg
‘* Apologise, of be knocked down'! C(l:oosc'
Buck up about it, too!”

Pullwood muttcre:d somcething
breath.

“Go it, Fully'"
* Confound

voder i
grinred the erowd.
vou!” snneled Fullwood. tm
not ?oin' to vaste my strength by hittn'
this fool - -

Crazh!

“ Yarcoooh ! howled Fullweod violentiy.

My fist, coming out with tightning-like
rapidity, canght the cad on the point of the
chin. § had warned him, s0 it was bhis wn
fault for not being prepared. He went c'can
ove: on his back and lay gasping.

** Knocked flut, by thunder!” roarcd Hand.
forth. **Oh, first class' Good for ven
D’Albert ! Goet up, Fully, and et him do it
azain!"’

*“ Ha, ha, La'"

Fullwood rerambicd to Liv {ect, lockag
rather rocky.

“rn-ry-ri- - He panicd and
gulped.

“You'll dn nothing here,” put ia Do
Valerie squickly. ** Um Remove akipper, and

[ wont allow it. A acrap here wonld mean
detenticn foe the ot of wuse, ard the Aght
wotldn’t be half done before » maser inter

rupted us. Yon can't get out of it aow,
Fullwood. You'll have to fight.”
“ By gad!” said Fullwood tiucals. 1§

will fight, ton. 'l give tlue rat a lo-vim

he'll never forget! Wulliver and Belt Wil
be my secconds'”

] beamed.

“ Nothing could b better,” T sald., W

will give mc much pleasure to thrash s,
Fullwood. Shall we say this cveniug, or to
morrow evening, o shall we sy now, at
once? I am not particular.”’

“The socncr the better,” soud Handlorth
promplly. -

“"To-morrow cvenin’!” snapped Fullwond.
“We shall need to-night for a bit of
trainin’. I'll mect D°Alhert with the gloves
on at eight o'clecck to-morrow evertnn’, be.
hind the gym. Things will be quict then,
an’ we shall have plenty of light -the fight
will be over in two rounds!”

“That is guite poseible,” [ <rid smooth! v

Fullwood scowled and strade away with
his chums. The crowd melted and broke inte
groupe. A fNgut was an event particularly
a fight with an untried new fellow.,  The
juniors would have heen far niore inlrrestea
it they had known the actual truth! And
Fullwood would have heen in a blue funk,
for | had licked himm with ~ax¢ on more than
one occaston. It was my intention to el
him again.

““ He asked for it, and he's going to gt
it, 1 said, as 1 strolled on to Litthr Nide
with my ehums. “In a wag, Um glad, he
cause this'l! give me an oppoctugity of gain
ing fuether laurels.’”

Watson grinued.
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“ Oh, if they only knew!” he chuckled.

** Shush ! 1 breathed.
soon if you don't be careful!” .

And we settled down to cricket practice.
The fight arranged for eight o'clock on the
following evening was the general topic of
convereation that night, and quite a number
of fellows believed that 1 should receive the
thrashing of my life. ‘

1t was my job to correct this totally wrong
impresston.  And 1 should do it by battering
Ralph Leslic Fullwood until he was counted
out.

But I had no idea, at that time, of the
startline  events which were destined to
occur in the meantime.

CHAPTER II..
STARKE'S TRIUNTH !

ALTER STARKE lit a cigarette.
‘“It’s queer,”” hc declared slowly

—*“ ¢onfoundedly quecer. Therc's

no getting away from it, Kenny.

You can say what you like, but it’s queer!”

“I'm hanged ii 1 know what you're talk-
ing about,” said Kcnmore. .

The two %retects were Blttll‘l% in their study
in the Sixth-Form passage. It was another
tra-time—the following evening, to be exact.
Siarke had been thoughtful all the time,
ever sincé the commencement of the meal.
. Not that Kenmoro minded, for he had been
immersed in @ novel.

** It's queer,’”’ declared Starkc abscntly.

“ That’s the fourth timre you've =aid it!”’
snapped - -Kenmore. **Cup't you think of
some other word? And what's gueer, any-
\‘raY?’.

“I've been thinking,”’ said the other pre-
fect—'*I've been thinking about - that new
kid \n the Remove—D Albert.”

‘* He's'a bit 'of a freak, perhaps, but there’s

nothing much the matter with him,” said
Kenmore. “‘If you've been thinking about

“Tliey'll know 00

}

|

N'Albert all the time, I should advise you to :

-hange the subject.
this chapter!” :
‘* Never mind that chapter,” said Starke.
*“ When you come to consider all the points,
there's something fishy about- that new kid.”
‘“ Fishy ?”’ -
** Exactly,”
tremendously friendly with Watson apnd
T'regellis-Wcest ; or, to put it better, why are
they so tremendously friendly with him?"

T expect they like him,” said Xenmore.

‘‘ That's not it,"”’ went on Starke. ‘‘ There's
«omething deeper about the matter, Kenny.
And it's my idea that the mew kid is somec-
how connected with Nipper.”

* Nipper?”’ sald Kenmore, staring. * Rot!"”

“* Well, I'm willing to back my opinion,”
declared Starke. **Isn’t it rather strange
that Nipper's never shown a sign since he
left? I haven't even heard of him writing
a  letter, He'’s vanished—gone completely.
And he wasn't the sort of kid to take 2
squashing withont making a fuse.

Dry up—I want to finish

said Starke. * Why is he so|

H

]
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Starke was also aware that his victim had
been innocent, and that was why he was
<o suspicious at the present time.

** How do you mean—connected with Nip-

per?’” asked Kenmore.

“ Well, it's my opinion that D'Albert has
been watching me, and it’s quite possible that
Nipper is hanging about the district some-
where,” said Starke. ‘ This ncw kid may be
in communication with him—although 1've
scen no sign of it. 1've watched D°Aibert
two or three times, but I've never discovered
anything.” | S

** Oh, forget all about it!" said Kenmore.
‘“ Nipper's gone, so what's the good of talk-
ing about the little rotter? 1 want to go
on with this book, so please stop jawing'!”

‘ But if you consider—"*

Kenmore growled, got up from the table,
and marched out of the study with the
novel under his arm; he was not feeling in
the mood for a discussion. And Starxe was
left alome. ‘

He certainly did not guess the actual truth
—although he was dangerously near it. And
after a while an idea came into his head..
He got up, paced the study for a few minutes,
and then sat down at the table.

He wrote—or rather scrawled—a few un-
intelligible words upon a plain sheet of paper.
He folded it up, slipped it into an envelope,
and then addressed the latter, in a disgniszed
handwriting, to himself. : N

“* That ought to do,” he murmured, smil-
ing grimly. :

A few minutes later Starke strolied acrcss
the Triangle, passed out of the gateway, and
made his way down the lane towards the
village. DBefore he actunally reached Bellton
he saw what he was looking for—a village
youngster of about twelve. Any village boy
would have done, but this particular young
gentleman was the very pick; for he had run
many an errand for Starke omr previous
occasions. He was working in a mecadow,
just off the road. : .

‘* Come here, Newson,”’ called Starke. “*7
want you for a minute.”

The village boy looked up, and hurried to-
wards the gap in the hedge where Starke
was standing.

‘“ Evenjn’, Mr. Starke,”.
touching his cap.

‘“ Would you like to carn a shilling?’’ a ke
the prefect abruptly. *“ You can do it ip
half an hour if you want to.”

" Newson grinned. :

“1 wouldn’t mind, Mr. Starke,”” he sald.
‘“Do you want me to go somewhere?'’

“You see this letter?’’ <«aid Starke, pull
ing the envelope from his pocket. ‘' Well,
I want vou to play a little joke on some-
body---1 needn’t explain it to you. But 1
want you to take this letter, and to go uyp
to the school with it. Wait behind the wall

N

caid the bhoy,

| until yon cce wme. make a sign—I shall be on’

the Ancient House steps. As goon as 1 raise
my hnand in the air, bring this letter in to
me. Then you can go.”’

[, ' 1t seems a qucer game, Mr. Starke. hul. it’s
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nene o' my buainess,’ gaid the village boy.
“ [ don't mind a-doin’ ot it a bit.”

“ Como into the Triangle in a husry,”
went on Starke. ‘‘ Pretend that you're
breathleas, and all that sort of thing. Now,
do you know exactly what to do?”

Newson nodded. _

‘“ I've got to go to the school an' wait be-
aind the wall, an’ watch for you on the
ateps of the Ancient ‘Ouse,’” he gafd. ‘' When
you raise your 'and, I've got to rush up to
you with this letter.” _

““ That's right,’’ said Starke. °‘Simple as
A B C. You can’'t make a mistake, young
'un. I'll give you the shilling when you
bring the letter, Give me five minutes’ start,
and then you can come.”

And Starkc went off with a peculiar smile
on his face. He hurried towards the school,
and -.when b2 entered the Triangle he looked
round somewhat anxiously. As it happened,
I was standing in the shade of the old elm
trees. chatting with Tregellis-West and Jack
irey.

I saw Starke come in, and I saw him
glance in my direction; but 1 took no further
notice at the moment. Certainly I did not
suspect any trickery; therc was no reason
why 1 should.

Starke leaned against the stcocwotk near
the Ancient House steps, and appearcd to be
very interested in a copy of the local paper.
He was really keeping his eye on the schoel
wall—and he was abusing himsclf for not
telling Newson to appear sooner.

‘“I sha!l loae my chancc if he’s not quick,”
muttered Starke.

He fcared, of course, that I should move
out of the Triangle. But [ did not do so,
20d a minute or two later Starke distinctly
saw Newson's head appear above the wall
for a moment.

‘* Good!"' muttered the prefect.

He raised his hand as though to ease the
sleeve of his coat, and went on rcading. Im-
mediately afterwards a breathless figure came
running into the Triangle from the roadway.

Jack: Grey had just gonec oft to join Pitt,
and 8Sir Montic and I were alonc. Woe looked
at the village-boy with interest.

‘“He seems to have been in a f.rightfull

hurry, dear [fellow,”” murmurcd Tregellis-
West.

- Handforth® came charging across the
Triang!le. -

“Hi!" he roared. ** What the dickens do
you think you're doing here, kid?”
‘Newson pauscd.
.1 want Mr. Starke,”” he panted. *I've
gnt a note for Mr. Stagke—an’ it's import-
anb.”’
** What's that?' exclaimed Starke, striding
forward. ‘' You've got a note for me?”
~** Yes, Mr. Starke.” .
Newson handed it over, amd took his pro-
mised shiliing. :
‘“You can cut off,"”’ said Starke curtly.
*The villaga boy lost no time, and Starke
tore thie envelope open, removed ua sheet. of
paper, and regarded it closcly for some

|

|
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moments. He gave a dislinct start. and

looked almost scared.

Then, jamming the note into bis pocket, ho
burried off.

‘“ That's quecr,” I exclaimcd sharple. [
wouldn't mind betting a dollar that note
was from Beckett! He's going to mect
Starke in a hurry. Look here, BMontic, 'm
going to follow——"’

** But, dear fellow, pray paust —"’

“No time'!" I interrupted. * It ma: io
nothing, or it may be something important.
My game is to keep my eye on Starke, and !

mustn’t lose 8 gingle opportunity. 1 dount
gupposc I shall be long."”
Aad without another word, 1 made my

way to the gates and glanced up and down
the road. Walter Starke was just vanishing
through a gap in the hedge, and his oh
vious intention waz to penetrate Bellten
Wood.

“ Yes, it looks a bit fishy,” I told myse!.
* And nothing could be better than this; §
can follow him with ¢aac through tho wood.”

I was in a sad state of ignorance at the
time; but it is an undoubted fact that ¢
was complctely deceived by Btarke's little
trap. 1 fell into it with both fect, so to
speak. .

Not that I blamed myself. There was no
cause for suspicicn on my part., and I could
not possibly guess thut Starke’'s movemcnts
were Aall part of a prearranged plan. |
should soon lcarn the truth, however!

Starko made no attempt to conceal his
movements as he walked through the woodd -
which wasn't very surprising, considering
his object. He never once looked back, and
[ was quite sure that my own activitics were
unknown to him.

We went through the wond until, at lasl,
[ stood upon the edge and watched Starke
making across the moor towards anothor
c'ump of treca. He plunged into them, and
I at once raced across the open spacc.

I rcached the cover of the trees, and then
paunsed to Ulisten. And, quite distinetly, |
heard somebody talking in a low voice. [t
was Starke, and | cdged my way forward
cautiously and carefully.

The voice had ccared, and T fancied 1
heard a slight movement towards my lcft.
But 1 could see nothing when 1 turned.

Thon [ moved forward again. And at that
moment romething happencd which startled
me very considerably. For, without any warn:
ing whatever, a crash in the bushes camo
from -behind mce, and before 1 could turn
something heavy landed on my back and 1
was flung to the ground.

“ Got you!' exclaimed a triumphant voico.

I wag somewhat dazed and bewildered, for
my forchead had struck against a root, and
my brains were recling. And before 1 could
twist round mv hands wero securcd behind
me. And I saw Starke's flushed face closs
against my own.

- Didn‘t think it was a trick, did you?”
he cxclaimed har:hly,
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“ What—wbat do you mean:” 1 paunted.
*“Jet me go, Starke——"’

" You were following me,"”” interrnpted the
prefeet. ‘1 worked the trick just to see if
yon would take the bait. Now, you little
wormy, you've got to tell me why you were
shadowing—"" o

* Really, Starke, you must be dreaming,”
I managed to say, while 1 attempted to con-
¢eal iny dismay and fury. I was walking
ll:m‘ugh the wood—-"'

* You

L]

were following me,"”
SNtarke. 1 want to know the truoth,
D Albert. Why are you so car&foundedly in-
teresied in my movements? t with it! 1
¢ive you onc minute to speak up:”

| hardly kncw what to say. I was under a
delusion no longer. Starke had trapped me—
aidl by an absurdly simple device, too; it
wa. its very simplicity which had disarmed
mc. And now ] was helpless, for my hands
were secured ‘behfnd my back. Kesistance
waaz impossible.

I can tell you nothing, even il you give
me a whole day, Starke,”” 1 said, with mild
bewilderment.  *“ Why have you done this?
Surci’y. it is an outrageous procceding on your
part?’’

Starke launghed flercely.

“ That stufl won't do!” he exclaimed.
‘“You're not so simpl'e as you look—or as
you pretend to be. What's your game,
D'Albert? And what do you know about
Nipper? Speak up. confound you!"

] could tell that Starke was dangeroasly
near to the {ruth,

* About Nipper?” 1
" Really, Starke-—"'

} paused, for Starke, bending over me,
was staring fixedly at my hair. Then,
abruptly, he parted the locks and examined
my scalp. 1 did my utmost to prevent him,
but was unsucccssful.

“Yreat Scott!”’ shouted Starke. ‘* What's
the memniug of this? You've got red bair,
and yct it’s dark chestnut near the rcots!
\Yhy, you young hound, your hair is dyed!'"”

1 was really alarmed now. My hair, of
course, was dyed: for in my new character
] had aitered my appearance as much as
possible. A wig was too risky, and so 1 had
“rsorted to a wonderful dye of Nelson Lee's
own manufacture.

Bat dyes of any kind only cover the actual
hair: when the hair grows it does so with
its aatural colour; and I had not applied any
dyo for close on a week. I had not thought
It necessary. But 1 attempted to blufl.

" Really, Starke, you are most absurd,” 1
panted. ** My hair is dyed? How truly
ridiculous! 1f you do not release me—''

“ And these spectacles!” rapped out Starke
tensely. " You don't need them—they're a
fake. When you were playing cricket the
other dny you left your specs in the
pavilion!”

Sturke placed his face quite close to mine,
and examined me with staring, ecager eyes.
Then the very worst happoued. His sns.
vicions had been enormously increased by the

interrupted

repeated blankly. f

|

THIZ NELSON LEE L1BRARY

discovery that my hair was not nalurully
auburn.
** (3ood hcavens!” shoucted Starke blankly.
“1 must really request you—"

‘“ You're Nipper!” roared Starke. “1I can
see it as clearly as daylight now—you're
Nipper! 1 can understand why you follow
(r:ne—-lucan understand why you got into Study

** Please do not be so insane!’’ I exclaimed.
* You must bc mad, Starke. What wildnesas
causes you to assume that 1 am Nipper?”

St:rke laughed with triumph and excite-
ment.

‘“* Blufing won't serve you!”’ he exclaimed,
calming down a lot. * You're Nipper—so
don’t attempt to deny it. I ought to have
gucssed it before. Being associated with Lec,
fou naturally know all about disguiscs, and

must say that you've done well this time.
But I've bowled you out!”

I knew that further bluster was useless.

‘“* Well, let me get up,”” I said calmly.
“You've spotted me, Starke, 0 we may as
well have a little chat. 1'm bowled out—not
that it matters much. You can’t do me any
harm.”

Starke made no attempt to release me. He
seemecd rather dazed, and was far more be-
wildered than 1 was. The pudden revelation

that 1 was Nipper came to him as a tre-
mendous shock,

And this was not surgrising, for Starke
had heen congratulating himself that I was
safely out of the way, that I had been kicked
out of St. ¥rank's for good. And now hg
had made the discovery that 1 was still
at the school. It was only natural that he
should be bowled over.

But, quite suddenly, he recovered himself,
and when he looked down at me his eyes
were glittering with evil triumpn.

“I can’'t do you any harm, eh?’’ be ex-
cliimed harshly. * We'll see about that,
vou infernal young swindler! There'll be a
terrific row about this, ced you'll be kicked
out again—neck and crop!”

* Then we shall both go together,” 1 said

calmly—** as far as the station, at all cvents.
That wi!l be splendid, Starke!” .

‘“Do you think I'm afraid of you!'’ ex-
claimed Starke, with a laugh. * You can't
hurt me, you young fool! I'm absolutely
safe—and 1 mean to expose you to the Head
and cverybody clsc as soon as I get back
to St. Frapk's!”

* What's the gocd of doing that?”’ I asked.
**I'm not Nipper aow. I'm a new boy, and
the Head won't believe you—--—""

**Oh, yes, he will!” interjected Starke.
‘“*You wun't have a leg to stand on. Yor
the sccond time you'll be hounded cut of the
schoul. The cheek of the thing is stagger-
ing. You were expelled for brutally assauli-
ing me, and ndw you’ll be boofcd out again!”’

1 smiled. |
* You overlook one point, Starke,”’ 1 said.

1 When 1 was expelled 1 wasn’t in a position

to prove that you were a foul liar—but I can



BOWLLED OUY

'l

peove it now. I was sacked for assaulting
you, but I know more now."

* What do you. mean?” asked
startled.

1 haven't heen idle since iy return,” I
replied. ** And if you say a word to the
Head, I'll explain that there wa3a no assault,
but that you were knocked down by a motor-
car!”

Starke stared at me with glaring eyes.

** When I've proved that,”’ 1 went on, ' the
Head will want to know why you laid the
blame on to me. You'll be in a corner,

Stxrke,

Starke, but you won't be there for lung.
It’'ll mean the push for you!”

Starke gave o gulp, and then laughed
narshiy.

“1'tt admit that you scared me for =«
minute,”” he said. *“ But your word, un-

supported, is of no value at all. You've got
no proof—no evidence. You can't harm e
in the lcast. Everything you say will Le
denied, and I absolutely defy you to produce
a shred of evidenco. Yorii're helpless, but you
might not be helpless in a week or two's
time. So I'm going to get rid of you ut
cnce!" :

** Just as you like,”” I said careleasly.
‘““Tell the Head as soon as you chocse,
Starke. 1'm prepared for it!’’

But, although I spoke confldentiy, 1 felt
utter dismeay within me. I'or 1 knew that
Starke was right—I knew that 1 was abazo-
lutely helpless. My. exposiire had come too
ea:ly; 1 was not prepared to state my cuse
yet.

The Head, of course, would give me a
hearing; but I could do no moure thun I
had done before. I could bring accusations
against Starke; I could compel Beckett to
give his evidence.

But what would be the use? Starke would
maintain his original story, and Beckett
would naturally deny having driven the
motor-car—for his own sake. I could not
produce a mite of positive proof, and
Starke would be as securc as ever. Exposure
at this juncture would be disastrous—for
me.

. And Starke knew it as well as I did. He
knew that I could do nothing. He knew that
he held me in the hollow of hiz hand. In
short, the game was up, and I knew well
enough that Starke would give the game
away. Being confildent of Lis own safety,
he would take an evil delight in seeing me
exposed and kicked out.

¢ You'd better make the most of your
time,"”” exclaimed the prefect harshly.
‘“ You’ve cnly got an hour or two longer, and
then you'll take your departure—for good.
Understand?”’

*“ Perfectly,”” I said quietly. * But, even il
you succeed this time, Starke, your success
won't be permanent. 1'm not beaten by any
means."’

But I felt' in my heart that T was. Cast
out again, I could rcturn td the neighbouc-
hood, of course, hut Starke would be expect-
ing that, and he would take care to safe

T
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guard himaself. ¥xyosure now wor'd meun
failunre—utter und complete.

My caresr as Algernon Clarence D'Allert
was at an end!

CHAPTER LI,
THE ONLY WAY OUT.
HE blow bad fallen!
I was bowled out; with:n an haour
I sbould be exposed as an .apostcr (o
Di. Stafford—to the whole schnol.
And, instead of being respected and liked,
I should be hissed and booled and hounded
from the schoo!. The whole miserable per-
iortnance would be gone through agaun. 1

Jl‘elt- that I could not stand a second ordeal

of that nature.

I had looked forward to the joyful prospert
of clearing my name; of surprising the fei-
lows by revealing myself in my true charz:ter.
Now that exposure would come withotit any
word from ne.

And it would find me urprepared!

Instead of establishing my innocence, #
should be in a wcrse plight than before. As
I made my way back towards St. Irank’s |
scarcely knew vhat to think or what to do.
A wild idea entered my Lkead,’ and for o
moment [ almost entertained it.

I would flee! '

I would clear off without even returning to
the school. But this idea only remained
for a few seconds. 1 wanted to see Wautson
and Tregellis-West before I went; I wanted
j to Aght for my good name; and, more than
anything else, I wanted to tell the Head that
Lord Dorriniore was not fully responsible for
my presence at St. I'rank’s, although Dorrie
had introduced me.

[ bad managed to gel away from Starhe
easily. It was his intention, [ believe, to
lead me back to St. Frank’s like a prisoner.
But I bad dodged away as soon as 1 gained
my feet, and Starke had not thought it worth
while to run in chase. He only laughed as |
went offi—wrenching my wrists frce of the
Ibinding bandkerchief.

Starke knew that I was done. Even if 1
ran away his object would be achieved. He
knew very well that I should be gone from
| St. Frank's before the morning—whatover

happened.

The [fact that Starke had discovered my
secref was appalling in its consequences. Tiwe
cheerful prospect which had stretched beforc
me had changed its aspect. All was dark
aad gloomy.

And when [ emergsd from the wood, almost
opposite the school gates, the evening sun-
licht was shining down more gloriously than
ever. The eky was deep blue, and every:
thing was looking perfect.

I could hardly realise that I should be
packed oft once more. Starke bad no’
reached the school yot, ol course; he was
considerable distance behind, for [ had
hurried through the wood.

itn the Triangle { met Tommy Watson anid
Tregellis-Weost.
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“Oh, so there you arc!’ said Watson,
‘“ Montic's been telling me that yuu followed
Starke- =" - o

*Py.y be careful, old boy,” murmured Sir
Montic. . :

* It doesn’t matter—Lle can shout my name
from the house-tops If he wanta to,” 1 in-
terrupted grimly. *° But come aiong to Study
. U've got somncthing to teldl you fellows.:’

*What's the matter with youi”
Watson curiously.

* Come indoors!”’

1 marched into the Ancicnt House, and we
all entered Study C togetlher.
the door sccurcly and locked it.

“Jt's all up,” 1 said shortly.

““Eh?” _

“ Starke planned a little trop for me—und
1 fci) into it,” 1 went on. " 1've only got
m_np'!f to blume, uaturdlly, but it's rotten

“Whatl's the ass talking about?’ demauded
Watson,

* Begad! Don’t ask me, dear fellow,”” said
S.r Montie. I don't quite understand what
hias happened—"'

“*J've heen trapped, 1 tell you,” I inter-
rupted. ‘' Starhe pounced vpun me after I
had foliowed hin to the edge of the moor
— and ho discovered the secret!”

Tommy and Sir Montie stured at me with
horror,

" Starke- knowst”

“Yes.'

* That you're Nipper?™

" He hvows everyilung,” 1 repiied quietly.

‘* Begad! This is frightiul!" exclaimed Sir
Montie, in groat distress. ' Ikt is not only
‘rightful, but simply appallin’. [ really
;hink that you mu=zt be attemptin’ to pull our
vgs."'

“1'm nat,” I said. ‘‘ Listen for a minute.”

And, wnithout wasting words, 1 told them
exietly what had occurred. They listcned in
a ddazed condition--thunderstruck.

““It's awlul- terrible!"’ said Watson, with a
pulp. ** Starke wiil t¢ll the Head as soon as
he comes in!"”

“And the Head will call the school to-
getber, and I shall be publiely exposed and
eacked,” I said calmly. '*Qu a pleasant
prospect, in't it? 1 su e it Bervea me
rizht-- for being over-confldent.”

Tregellis-Wost was greatly agitated.

“ But, dear old boy, I csn't believe it—I
cak't, reully!” he dcelared. ‘ You are so
calm about t—--**

“* What's the good of gelbinﬁninto a panie?”
I asked. '“'The domage is done, and 21} |
can do now s to wait for the blow ta fali.
})‘m not going to sit down asnd wail, any-

o“,.ll

“ Bui Starke won't dare to say anything,"”
cxclaimed Watson. ‘ You know too mueh
about him, Nipper. He won't breathe n
word, (or his ewd sake. If he does you'll be
able to prove your e

“ Begad! There’'s somothin’ im that,' sdid
Sir Moade. '’ This exposure may be a blessin’
in d.:¢uise, you know, It will bring matters

ga:ped Watson,

asked-

Then 1 cloaed.

on

to 2 head quickly, an’ you'll be able to ré
assume your own identity." ‘

I shook my head. o

“ Don't get those ideas into your heads,”
I sald. ‘' Starke has nothing- to fear. We
can't prove a thing. The positien, to all
intents and purposes, is exactly the same as
it was the day after I was bdacRed.” ~

‘““But you Lknow heaps!” sild Watson
quickly. C

‘* Very likely; but it’s mot what a fellow
knows that counts, it's what he chn prove,”
I replied. ‘' In just the same” way fthe
police often know positively that a .man is
a criminal; but they can't touch him until
they've got proof. yhatever 1 say will be
scoifed at. [ shall simply be regarded as
a liar; I can’t expect the Head to take my

bare word.™

My chums were fairly dancing with anxiety.

** Yau'll be Rogged and sacked!™ said Wat-
son huskily. *‘It'H be just the same as it
was—all over again—only woree!”’

‘“That’s my opinion,” 1 agreed.

‘“ You'll be ragged by the feliows,”’ wens§

Watson. ‘

**Yes, 1 expect to be!”’

‘“ You'll be half-slanghtered—'’

‘““Probably!"”’

' And you stamnd there as cool as .ce!”
roared Watson. ‘“Don’t you realise, pou
ailly ass, that it's nod worth .while? You
wustn’'t stop bere; you'll have to clear out
at once!”

‘* Tommy's quite right, Nipper old boy,’
said Sir Montie. ‘I don’'t like the idea of
scootin’--but there’'s nothia’ to be gained by
:‘aitin’ for the blow to fall. You must
ee.l'

I sat down in the armchair.

‘“ Certainiy,’”’ 1 replied—' like this!"’

Watson and Tregellis-West stood over me

anxiously. :

“*Don't act the fool, Nipper!”’ panted
Tommy. *‘It's all rot to take up that atti-
tude. You don‘'t want a flogging, I suppose?’’

“I'm not longing for one,” ] replied.

‘“You don’t want to be sacked?

“Well, not!” -

‘““ Then what's the idca of aticking here?'”
demapded Tommy botly. “ Youn will " be
sackeid—and you will be flogged—and ragged

into the dargain. Clear, you ass—clear while
you've got the chance!’” T

*“ Dear fellow, please take our advice,”
urged Sir Montie.

**Jt's no good,”’ I said frmly. “I'm not
geing!’’ | B

. look bere——"'

‘** Begad! Pray listen—"’

“I'm not going!” I repeated. ° I'll stay
here and face it out. I'm not goi to

have all the chaps saying that I'm ‘a fumk..
My dear assea, don't look so frightcned—
this disaster basn't hilled me. I shall wr
vive—and 1 shalf in the end, teo. Set-

g‘::. e "-hnd to make p Yellow move
mnu-’wm ejed me admiriagly. -

‘*“ You're amazin’, old boy—you are, really!’”
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he declared. *‘‘ You sit there an’ you talk
about this frightful affair as though:it were
just nothin'. How do you manage it?”’

““] expect I'm feeling pretty bad,” I said

grimly. *“ I don't show it—that’s all. Now,
be good chaps and keep a look-out for
Starke. It’'ll be rauther interesting to see

what he does when he comes in.”

‘°'lnber&tring?" gasped Watson.
ass!’’

** Thanks!"’

‘““You fatheaded dufier!” roared Watson.
“ You'll make me wild in a minute!"”

‘*“ How do you look when you're wild?"” I
asked politely. *‘I suppose ycu're quite calm
now?"’

Watson nearly choked.

‘“ You—you fathead!’’ he stuttered. ‘‘If
you don’'t agree to bunk at once, Montie and
I will chuck you out on your reck!'

"?'Begad!" murmured Sir M_ont-‘:e.
we?”

**Yes!'' shouted Watson. ,

““ That would be & fine way of making the
thing public, wouldn't it?”" I asked. ‘' No,
old sons, I'm firm. B8tarke has found out the
truth, and that's all there is about it. It’s
rotten, of course, and I'm jolly wild with
myself. But grumbling won’t make any dif-
ference, and all I can do s to sit tight and
wait for the chopper to came down. 1 don’t

suppose I shall have to wait long.”’

** But—but if you go you won't be able
to get back again!” exclaimed Tommy Wat-
son miserably. ‘° After you're sacked for
the second time you can't work this wheeze

again.”

‘““No,”” .I replied. ‘‘The Head will te on
the alert in future. It'll be the finish, my
sons—80 far as St. Frank's is concerned.
Just when [ was getting on a0 well, tco. It's
a hard life!"”’

* Nipper old boy, you're simply a wonder,"’
said Sir Montle. °* You're feelin’ like blub-
bin’, begad! I know you are, an’ you can't
deny it. Yet you sit here as calm as any-
thin’, waitin’ for the crash.”

‘““Jt's all T can do,” I replied quietly.

Watson walked to the window, glanced
outside, paced up and down several times,
and then came to a halt in front of the
manteiplece. He looked at the clock, com-
pared it with his wateh, and then turned to
me with sparkling eyes.- _

““There's a train frem Bellton in twenty
minutes!”” he exclaimed eagerly. *‘ We can
just catch it if we buck up. We can all ride
down on bikes, and Montie and 1 will see
you off. We'll bring your jigger back—"

“My dear Tommy, it's no good!"” I inter-
rupted. *“‘1I'm not going to run away. I'm
detarmined on that point.”’

‘“ Dear fetlow, I wish you
rider your decision—I do, really,
Montie earnestly “ Won't you go just to
please Tommy and mc? We're your chums,
an’ we don't want to see you bein’ ragged
like you were before.”’

.** Be a sport, Nipper,” said Watson quickly.

“ You--you

‘“Don’t keep up this attitude of bravade—

‘“Shalif

wolld recon-
said Kir
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that's all it is. Clear out before the atorm
breaks, and Montie and [ wiill be almost

happy.’” -

* But tcok here,”” I began. ‘' All the fel-
lows will say '

** what the dickens does it matier what
all thz fellows sav?’’ interrupted Watson.
“"A lot of ‘em have =caid rotten things
already, and words don’t hurt a chap. {'m
thinking of what'l. happer whea the truth

gets out. They'll be after you like a lot of
wild beasts—you know how excited they get !’

‘““S80 we're urgin® you to go,”" said &
Montie.
“*Just to please us—your old pzals.”” put

in Watson.

‘“Begad! You won't refuse, old Loy ?"

“You can't!"" said Tommy.

I looked at thein squarely. My delermina-
tion was already weakening. They vere im-
ploring me almost on their knees--and they
were my own chums. If they wanled e to
lgq. perhaps it was my duty to respect thezir
wishes.

“I'd rather face IL out,”” I soid quietly.

“0Of course you would—we bLoth kiiow
that,”” said Watson. ** But thut's not the
point. You've got to do the wisest th.ng
under the circumstances. And the only way
is for you to bolt—scoot at once!"”

**Ciear right away, bezad!”

“You can write to us to-morrow,” v.ont on
Watson. “I'll tell you what,” he added
eagerly, * Wby not go just to Helmford, and
put up there—in an hotel? You'll be com-
paratively near then——"

| “I was thinking of staying in Banningion."”

I put in—' but not until after the blow
bhad fallen. 1 don't want to crawl away like
a sneak!"”

F ‘“ But you've got to—you've got to!" ex.
claimed Tommy shrilly. * If only to please
us, Nipper. We're begging of you to go at
once, 50 as to avoid the terrible fuss. We're
bezging of you!"

“On our knees, begad!' said Sir Mon:.e,
dropping down.

I jumped up.

‘“Oh, don’'t rot!” I said gruffly.
want you to beg of me, you &sces!
you particularly want me to go -—"

**We do!*

r ‘““Then I'll take that train,”” [ said, com-

ing to a decision, and speaking bi:skly.
‘“* We've just got time to get down. Der
haps it's best, after all—and we may bhe too
l{ateg Starke’'s had pienty ol time to gel
'ac —l'

“My hat!" gaspell Watson. ‘‘Let's buzz!"

We all hurried out, and my feelings are
hard to describe. Only a few weeks earlier
I had been compelled to leave the old echoot
in disgrace. And now the whole miserabte
business had cropped up ag:in.

It seemed that my troubles were never
ending. '
But [ kept a bold front, and when [ passe.t
Handforth and some other juniors in the
lohby they had no suspicion of my state of

“1 doa't
Bal
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nund.  Tudeed, my chnhms looked far more
agitated than | dud.

We managed to get our bicycles out, and
then we started ofl for the village.
7 thought about Roing on the iigger,’’ |}

said. ““ But perhaps 1'd better not.
<heuldn't know what to do with it in Ban
nington, or Relmford—and 1 abould be
noticed. 1°d hetter go hy train.”

“Yes, rather,”” agreed Wateon.

We shot through the village, and as we
approached the station we noticed that the
~gnal was alrcady down. The train, in facs,
was in »ight. 1 rushed into the booking-
ofice and obtaincd my ticket.

By that time Montle and Tommy bhad come

in, und we all passed on to the platform
together. The train was just drawing to a
standstill. 1 opened the door of an empty

compariment and jomped in. .

'* tood-bye, my esons!” 1 sald, trying to
speak checrfully. 1 didn’'t want this to
happen; but we cau't contro! these things.
It's jist & picce of rotten fock.’

Watson took my hand, and pressed il
lard.

“It's a shame—a beastly, cryine shame!”
le devlared pusslonately. *° Ob, it's not falr,
Nipper! Yonu've Jone absolutely mt,binq.
and you've got to go through all this! It
a4 rotten shame!’’

* Well, never mind,”” [ sald softly, It
wen't jast long.”

““That’s what you aaid before, dear old
boy!" exclaimmed S8ir Montie sadly, shabing
his head. “I'm afraid things are siomply
frightful this time. But yoo're an amazin’
optimist, an’ | wor't say u word to dis
couiuge you."

“That's the way!” [ said. ' Apd we'll
meet on Naturday afternoon.”

“(an we wmanage it?' asked Tommy
cagerly., .

* Busily,”” I replied. * I'll drop you a line
and arrange a mecting place. I'm not going
bhuaek to London this time—— Hallo! ‘s
rtarting. Well, sv long, m{. sons'’’

They mutlcred thelr good byea, and 1 don't
think ] have ever seen a more miserable-
'ooking pair than Tcmmy Watson and bir
Montic Tregellls-West as they stood on thce
MNutform watching the train %o out.

Well, the die was cast, and | had fled hefare

Walter Rturke exposed me in my true colours..

But h.d ! acted wisely?

- —

CHAPTER 1V,
BATEER UNEXPECTSD'!

T Y thunder! I've got the little brat
P ly pickled this timet”
Starke muormured those words to
bimsell with mush exoltation as he
made his way threugh Beliton Wood. He
had been In no burry, for he kbew well
eno'igh that my fate was scaled.
fle had walked slowly, in faet, in order to
thnk out the thing in all its details. Ampd
be had come to a satisfactory declsion.

—
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‘““Nipper will tell his yarm, of course,'
thrko m':rgnreg. l“t.m,:‘i l'l..d won't be able

sUppo . Beckett eny -everything
—I've arranged all that long ago. Peckett
won't ray o word. And 1 shall have the
pleasure of getting Nipper kicked out for the
second time. .

Mtarke gloated over bis trinmpb.

He was very fond of the limelight. 2nd be
pictured the sensation which. would be.cauvsed
when he revealed the startling truth te the
whole school. He promised himeself an ex-
ceedingly emjoyable evening. P

\ {lls triumph would be complete and abso-
ote.

There was no danger for himself. Starke
was quite certain that 1 was the only person
who knew the actual truth—and my word
was nothing. I had no outaside witnesies;
Tregeilis-West and Watson woold not be
aceepted at all. In any ecase, they knew
nothing.

" Yes, I've got him ab toast,” Starke to'd
himself. * I'm aus safe as houses, and this
time we'll really be rid of the young dog!
Even if he hangs about tLhe district, he'll
be as helpless as a gatepost.”

For 8tarke was determined to have no
aore ncctings with Beekett. He was quite
'afe as matters now stood, and the whole
affalr could die. All prospects of the a¢tyal
truth coming out were extremely slim.

Starke’'s face was flushed w malicions
joy and satisfaction as he strode through
the wood. He tuvok mno notice of the
beautics around bim; his thoughts were teo

busy.

Tﬁe sunlight estrcamed through the trees,
and small clarings herc and therc wero
daxating in sheir brilliance. The grecn
verdure, the gay colours of the numerous
wild flowers—all v.cre lost upon Starke.

As he wolkcd through the shady under-
growth he knew that be was %oln% nearce
and nearer to bis biggeat triumph. The firet
affair had bern splendid, but this totally,
cclipsed it. ‘

For not only should I be sent away in dis-
gtace, but the, sehool would be provided
with a huge sensatlon beforehand, and Starke-
waold get the honour of having been the
first to expose the fraud. .

So engroseed was Sturke that be did rot
even notice the approach of a stranger. The
Sixth-Former Ynew nothing whatever of the
man'’s presence until he sawv a hlack ghadnw
moving close beside him as he ¢roesed 3 <'m-
it pateh. It wasn't his ewn shadew, and
Starke lonked round sharply.

A meaen was keeping pace with him.

Starke gave a start. The stranger’s ninvae-
mcenta had hecn so nolseless that it was almosh
uacanny. The man was curfous in appear-
ance, too. A tall, slim individual in a bluck .
mackintosh which reached almost to hia’
ankles. A wide- ~het was set uvpon
his head, and his face was like & mask.

There was no expression u jt. A neatly
trimmed beard, dark our, adorned his
chin, and a wazed moustache .- gave him &
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decidedly foreign appearance. His black eve-
brows werc bushy.

‘ A—a nice evening,”’ said Starke. ' I—I
didn't know you were here—"'

‘‘But I am here,’”” said the stranger, in a
derp, unemotional voice. * Your name is
Starke, and you are a member of the 8ixth.

Form at 8t. Frank’'s College. I wish to |
speak to you, Walter Starke'"’ '
The prefect stared at the man. His voice

was almost a drone, but, somehow, there
was a grim note in it which Starke did rot
miss. And the man’s face remained almost
immaobile.

His keen cyes wcre fixed upon Starke so
intently and 20 steadily, that the prefect
was unable to maintain his gaze. e
dropped his eyes quickly

“ You have the advantage of me, sir,”” he
grmﬂcd. **I don’t think I know your name,
0 LD

‘““My rame is of no concern,” said the
man. “ You may call me Jones, il you wish.
Not 8o very long ago you employed a some-
what crude devics in order to entrap a hoy
named Nipper. You did your work rather:
emartly, and Nipper was deceived, which, in
itself, is remarkable."”

‘I don’'t know vshat you mean,” sald
Starke nervously.

Iun some vague way, Jones—as he preferred
to call himsell—iastilled into Starke a fecl-
ing which almost amounted to fcar. Starke
couldn’t understand why, and he tried in
vain to ghake the feeling off.

““ Nipper {s at present masquerading in
the name of Algernon Clarence D’Albert.”
went on the stranger everly. * Very good.
Nipper must remain securec. His real
identity must not he revealed.”

Starke laughed harshly.

‘““Is that so?’ he sneered. ‘It may in-
terest you to know, Mr. Jones, that I intend
:]o expose the young scoundrel within an
our.”’

* You will do nothing of the kind,” said
the stranger grimly. ‘ _

“?Ohf" shouted Starke. “ And who'll stop
me?”’

I will!”

Starkce laughed again.

° Perhaps you'll tell mie how?" he sneered.

‘““1 forbid you to speak—simply that!" ex-
claimed the stranger. ** When you leave m
you will keep your tongue still.” '

‘*“* You can give your orders to somebody
else,’”” snared Starke, feeling umaccountably
nervous. ‘' Mind your own confounded busi-
ncss--hang you?! This affair is none of your
concern.’”

And Starke strade on, but only for a couple
of paces.

For a hand was placed upon his shoulder.
and the fAagers which pressed into his flesh
were s hard as ateel. Starke winced and
uttered a gasp. as he was brought to a halt.

‘“ Let me go, confound jyou!'' he shouted
hoarsely.

- Qur conversation is conly just com-
menced,’”” said  Mr. Jones. ° There i3 really
00 hurry, Starke. You must listen to me

It

carefully, and you must pe

words. Do you understand?”
“1 understand that you're an

busybody !'" shouted Starke.

It is my business to interferc—some-
times,” gaid the setranger smoothly. * In
this instance I shall interfere to advantame.
You are proposing to undertake a very
dangerous step—"’

** Dangerous!” interrupted Starke.

‘“ Precicely !”’

“ Who'li be in danger?”

““ You will?”’

Starke stared angrily at the immobile Mr
Jones.

“1 shall be in danger!” he ejaculated.
“You don’t know what you're talking
:Ilbciut, ?.,nd you had better go away ULefore

Starke’'s voice trailed away. The man was
looking at him intently, and all the prefeci’a
bluster died away. He felt as he imagined
a Second-Form fag must feei when in the
grip of a senior buliy.

“It will be a dangerous step—fcor vou,”
continiied Mr. Jones. ‘I intend to give y u
orders—*"

“Orders?’’ gasped Starke.

*“ Exactly !”" eaid the stranger. * You are
to go to the school, and you are to ea~
nothing of what has taken place this eveu-
ing. When you meet Nipper—every time ycu
mect Nipper—jyou are to recognice him as
D’Albert. You arc to forget that he is any-
body else. And not a single word must pas:
your lips regarding this eecret. These, ¢t
rcpeat, are my orders.”

Starke shook himselt.

“You can go to the deuce!”

v heed to my

interfering

Lhe shouted

violently. “I don't take orders from apy-
body '
“That is rather interesting.” said tle

stranger, maintaining his absolute calm. *‘1{
witll now explain to you why it is necessary
that you should obey me. I happen to be in
possession- of the knowledge that you caused
Nipper’'s expulsion in the first instance by a
cowardly, dastardly lie. You informed vour
lleaﬂmastcr that Nipper struck you down

**And 80 he did!"” panted Starke.

“ Youn were struck down by a motor-car.”
continued Mr. Jones relentlessly. * Yoa
were struck down by a car driven by a fellow
named Joseph Beckett. You bave arranged
with that man to keep the thing quiet, and
it may intercst you to know that Beckett
has said nothing. He has kept his compact.
I obtain my knowledge by other methods.”

“ Beckett has bLeen talking!" snarled
Starke savayely.

“ You make the mistake of placing Becketlt
in the same category as yourself,” said Mr.
Jones smoothly. ‘* You are an unprincipled
young scoundrcl, but Beckett is an honcst,
hard-working man. He was compelled (o
agree to your arrangement, hecauce he fears
that he may lose his sitnation. But this is
all- by the way, Starke. I merely wish (o
tell you that [ am aware of the whole truth.
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Not only that, but 1 am in a position to ex-
PASC You in your true cnlours.”

“ You ¢am’t!"” gasped Starke. * You can't
40 anything! be Head wouldn’t believe
you, anyway!"

“That is becside the point,” said the

strangcer grimby. “If I so decree, you will
nct onty be expelled from the school, hut
you will probably find yoursclf in danger of
arrest!”

" A-n-a-arrest !’ stuttered Starke fzintly.

“* recisely,” said Mr. Jomes. ‘‘ That is
all 1 need say to you. 1 do not guarantee
that you will be safe far one day, but you
will not he safe for one hour if you breathe
a single word recgarding thc boy D'Albert.
Take hced of my wards, and let them sink
decply into your mind!”’

The stranger stepped aside and vanished
amidst the trees, leaving Starke badly
shaken and nervous. He was, to fact, half
scared ouf of his wits. He had been brought
up with a nasty jar. :

In a dazed Rind of way he looked round.
Fhe stranger had gone. There was no sign
of him, no sound of his footfalls. He had
vanished into the wood as mysteriously as
he had appcared.

The whole affair was somewhat uncanny,
and Starkc shivered.

He wondered if the meeting had really
taken place. It secmed wildly fantastic;
almost like a nightmare.

And fear suddenly took possession of
Starke. He ran forward and increased his
speed as his fear grew. Through the gloomy
portions of the wood Le was in a state
hordering upoa panic.

And he did not pause unti! he reached the
lane near the school. The sight of some
iuniors near the gates brought him to him-
zeif, and he came to a halt, panting heavily.

But. Starke kncw, even at that moment,
that he was beaten. He dare not 3ay a
word. The fear of the mysterious stranger
was upon him. If he told of the recrct
which was in his possession he would expose
himeelf. So, in fear of his own safety, Starke
was pnable to lift a finger.

He told himself again and again that the
stranger had bloffed. But this had no effect.
The man’s appalling grimness had taken
right hold of Starke, ard he would not cven
hhatre his sceret with Kenmore, his study-
mate.

He had managed to pull himself together
when he entered the Triangle, and he
whistled in a careless way as he walkec
across to the Anecient House.

Tregellis-Weat and Watson were waiting
there, watehing for Starke’s arrival. They
had wondered why hc had been so long in

croming. And now they wcre rvather sur-
prised by Starke's expression. It was not
one of gloating triumph, as they Dhad

imagined it would be.

‘* Now for the bust-up!” niirmured Wat-
sqn.  “*The cad wil go strzight to the
Head's study—you see!”

‘““ We'd bettcr watch, doar fellow,”
Tregellis-West.

said
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The pair were in a state of utter misery,
but they had something to do at last. They
went along the Sixth-Porm passage beldly,
and were just passing Starke’s study, when
the door opened and S8tarke himself ap-
pcared. .

“ Well?”’ he snapped. * Wkat do you Ekids
want here?”’

‘* Oh, nothing!' gasped Watoon.

“Then I can soon satiefy you!’ growled
Starke. ¢ Clear oft!"

Montie and Tonuny went down the passage,
and Starke, to their surprise, followed them.
To their further surprise, he passcd out inte
the Triangle and made his way on te tho
playing flelds. )

And there, on Big Side, he stood watching
the First Eleven at cricket practice. It was
really extraordinary, for Starke usually
took no interest in cricket. _

‘“It's amazin’, dear boy,”’ said Tregellis-
West, sorely trovhled. ‘* Why hasn't Starke
gone to the Head? Why isn't kc revealin’
the truth?"

“ PBon’t ask me!’ sai@d Watson.

‘*“ Perhaps the Head ism’t in.”

‘“ He was laooking out of his window five
minutes ago.”’

‘““ Begad! Is that s0?’ said Tregellis-
West. ‘I can’'t think of any reason why
Starke should delay. An’ di@ you notice his
cxpression, Tommy?'”

“0Of coursc I did! He looked as though
he'd hrad a row with somebody, and got the
worst of it,” said Watson. ‘I thought he'd
bc grinning all over his beastly fzee. [t's a
mystery.”’

It was, and thc pair did not know what
to make of it.

Starke remained .on Bide until half-
past seven. Then he strolled away and
sauntered in the Triangle for some little
time. Watson could not contain his patience
any longer, he wanted the suspensze to end.

‘ Look here., Montie,”” he said, ‘‘ I'm going
to ask Starke if he knows where D’Albert
is.”’

‘“ What's the good eof that, dear fcllow?”’

‘“ Why, if he means to hlurt out the truth,
h¢’ll say something to me,”” said Wat:on
shrewdly. ‘* He couldn’t resist it, I know
Starke. Anyhow, I'm going to try it on. You
weit here.”

Watson marched across and eame to a
halt in front of the prefect.

**1 say, Starke,”” be said boldly.

““ Well? What is it?”

‘*Do you know where D’Albert i<?"" asked
Watson.

Starke secmed to swallow hard, and he
shook his head.

‘““No, I don’t know where D'Albert is!” he
snapped. ““ What's more, 1 don't eare
where D'Albert is, and D’Albert ean drown
himself if he likes! Don’'t come to me with
your silly questions.'’

And Starke strode away, leaving Watson
almost specchless.

He rushed back to 8ir Montie alter a
moment or two, and his facc was flushed and
he was greatly exeited.

S
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““ Did—did you hear?’ he panted. .

‘““ Dear old boy, I did hear,’” said Mopt.ne,
adjusting his pince-nez. * It was amazin'—
it was, really!’”

‘““IHe said that
D'Albert was!”

“ An’ that D’'Albert could drown himself
if he wanted to, hezad!” exclaimed Montie,
in a mild voice. .

‘““It's stagocring!”’

“In fact, old boy, Starke doesn’'t mean
to say anythin’'!"” ‘

‘“*Perhaps he doesn't know anything—he
didn’t seem like it!” panted Watson. *'I'm
blessed if I know what to think, Montie.
Nipper wouldn't pull our legs on a subjeci
of this Kind.”’ ‘

“ Hardly.” agreed Trcgellis-West.
we were right, after all.”’

“*What do you mean-—right?”

“ We suggested that Starke wouldn't dare
to say anythin’, but Nipper rcoffed at the
idea,” caid Montic. * Starke must have
thought hetter of it, begad! An’ now the
fat's in the fire!”

“I shoula think it is!" groared Watson
miserably. ““ There's no danger at all, and
Nipper's bunked®! Hé's not going to be ex-
posed, and yct he's bolted away foom St.
Frank’'s!'"

“ Owin® to our urgin'!" said Tregellis-West,
shaking his head. ** This js what comes of
wur buttin’4n, dear hoy. We ought to have
left it to the better judgment of Nipper, you
know. We've made a shockin® mess of the

aflair, we have, really. I'm feelin® fright-
fully small!'”

hhe didn't care where

“ But

Handforth amnl Co. came bustling along. ﬂ

*“ Hi,
briskly.

*Oh, don't worry now, Handy—"'

“You ass!"” shouted Handforth. “ I want
to know where tho giddy champion is.”

Tommy Watson started.

““The-- the champion!” he

“The mighty D’Albert,” grinned Hand-
forth. ** He¢'s going to smash Fullwood ingc
ihe middie ot next week, or July, or August,
1sn’t he? The fight promises to be the best
show of the term!”

“Oh, begad!" said Sir Montie blankly.

“What's the matter, you dummy?"
demanded Handforth. ‘“ D'Albert hasn't
funked it, has he? Fullwood's a regular out-
sider, but hc can uze his fists.

as 1 can do to whack h:m in a proper fight,

you chaps!” called out Handforth

gasped.

50 D’'Albert won't stand a dog's chance. 1.'. |

be rather intcresting to sec bim whacked.’”

**Or to see him whack Fullwood,” put i
McClure. “If I wad a Uetting chap, I'd
lay my money on D’Albert.”

Handforth snorted, and he and his chums
walked off, leaving Tommy Watson ard
T'regellis-West. staring at one another with
expressions of dismay and concern. Watson
glanced at the clock. :

“Ten to eight!” he exclaimed huskily.
“Ten to cighit, and the fight’'s due to come
on at eight o'clock! Oh, my only hat! I'd
forgotten all about it!" .

“Sa had 1, dear Old-fellow,” sald Sir

It's as much |

| coward..
my innocence often enough; they had de-
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Montie. * An’ Nipper overlooked the fight,
I'm sure.. This other business put it out ot
our minds. An’ now Fullwood will wait in

vain!”’
- *“The chaps will think that D’Albert
funked it!"” exclaimed Watson. * Things
are getting worse and worse! We can't
explain anything, we can’'t say a word! It
we do we shall give the game away!l"” .
“It’'s a frightfully awkward position,’’ =aid
Montie, shaking his noble head. *‘If w:'rc
questioned we can‘'t tell whoppers, an’ ve
shall have to give evasive answers. Begod!
I can see & terrible amount of trouble
ahead !’ ,

And the anxious pair gazed at one anotlier
blankly.

CHAPTER V.
SECOND THOUGHTS,

HE train rattled along towards DBaa-
nington noisily.

I It was only an old * lecal,”” anvd it

was nearly cmpty. 1 sat in my
empty compartment, gazing uunseeingly cui
of the window., Barely five mitutes Ladd
clapsed since I had parted from my chums.

And for the first time I was thinkire

clearly.
I had an opportunity of regarding my po:i-
tion in its true perspective. And my
thoughts and fcelings were by no meaas com-
fortable.

I had bolted!

Not of my own free will, but in order to
please my chums. This didn't make any
difference, however; the solld fact rem:zined
that I had cleared out of St. Frank’s bafore
the blow fell.

And it came to me, with stunning force,
that I had blundered. I ought to have
remained firm; I ought to have disregarded
ttic entreaties of Tommy and Montic. For
I knew that the other fellows would repacd
my action as the very essence of coward:ce.

What a humiliating exit !

My previous departure had been  bad
enough. I had hecn hustled down to the
station by a crowd of hostile juniors. But
this was even worse, for I had not waited, 1
had holted.

I didn’t care what the cads and rctters
thought. But what of fellows like De
Valerie and Burton and Somerton and PittY
What would they think? How would tley
lIgok upon my action?

The question needcd no thought. :

The decent fellows would condemn rie -
they would set me down as a funk and «
They had expressed their belief i

clared themselves to be my supporteras.

And yet when this exposure came 1 had rot
dared to face it.

‘What would It look like? DPitt and the
rest would naturally assume that I v s
guilty, after aill. In the hurry and excite-
ment—and in the presence of my chums- |
had not thought of these points.
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But now they all came to me, and I knew
tuli well that I had blundered. What should
I do? Stick to my decksion and go on to
Helinford, or turn back? I hardly kuew
which way to decide. .

It was the good opinion of the decent chaps
that I wanted to kcep. Such fellows as
Gulliver and Fullwood didn't matter—

Fullwood ! .

I gave a jump in my scat, and stared
hiankly at my reflection in the mirror which
adorned the opposite side of the compart-
ment. Another thought had struck me--a
thought which gave me a real start.

I had arranged to fight Fullwvood at cight
¢'clogk!

] grabbed my watch aud consulted it. The
time was only just half-past seven. But 1
couldn’t get back to St. Frank’s before cight
—at least, not without scvere cflorts. And
if T exhausted myself by fearing back by
road, I shouldn't be much use in a scrap.

For, with that thouzht about Fullwood, 1
decided to return to St. Frank's—no matter
wvhat came of it. I{f I was collared and
tiken to the Head us eoon as I arrived—
well, that woulda’t be my fault. Fullwood
would never be able to say that I had funked
the fight.

And nobody would know that I had
started off with the intention of making a
bolt for it. Even if some of the feilaws
began to suspect it, my rcappearance would
put an end to all such suspicious.

Although I was sure that terrible trouble
was waiting for me at St. Frask's, T {cit
almost contented :fter I had come to that
decision. To run away was awful: to face a
thing boldly was the right thi.n? to do.

The train ccemcd ta erawl affer that, and
I said a few very uncomplimentary thiugs
ahout it—not that this made it go any faster!
However, it rattled into Bannington Station
at last. I jumped out lon:‘; before 1t had
ctopped, and raced like mad for the exit.

There was no cycie shop near the station.
hut there was one in the fown—several, in
fact. My only fear was that they would be
clcsed. The first ehop was closed—aaturally!
Shops always are closed when you particularly
want them to be open!

I mentally resolved that 1 would never
tpeud another farthing in  that particialar
siop.  And I came to the same conclusion
vith regard to the seeond estabiishment; for
this, too, bad closed its doors.

“ They're mad?’ 1 mmttered fiercely. * Only
a quarter to eight, and they close up! They
don’t deserve to do any business!™’

I hastened along to the next cycle-chop—
tie only remaining one where it was poasible
to take out a machine on hire. And It was
4 considerabte distance down the High Street.

[ ran along, hot and bhreathless, io the
“usty rosd. But I gave a little gasp of relief
when I saw that the place was open. 1
cliarged -in, and quickly asked if I could hire
R bicycle until the ihorrow.

“ I dare say l've got one out in the yard,
£:r.”" said the owner leisnrely.
wWait while I finish this repair—'

iyl

“_If. you'll just.

stranger to me, those
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“ But I'm in a hurry!” I broke in quielly.

“Yon look it, too,”” =aid the man. * All
right—I'll find one for you.™
- He left me waiting in the shop, and 1 began
to think thats he was engaged in the task of
panufacturing a machine. But after fve
full minutes he appeared at the back of the
shop, wheeling an ancient mount. '

* Therec you are, sir!"” he sald. ** I had tn
lower the saddle and adjust thre back Brake

—but she’s al} rigqt. now. You're from St.
Frank's, ain't you? I shall require a smuil
deposit——""

“Here’'s a quid!” I Bsatd promptly.

** Thanks!'”

~And 1 jumped on to the machine almost
before 1 was out of the shop. The time
was now just upon eight, and I kmew that |
should be late for the fight. But that wou!d
be better than missing it altogether.

I rode hard, for 1 was in splendid condition,
and knew that I could beat Fullwood with
ease. But I was not destined to make the
run to St. Frank’'s without an interruj-tion.

For I was just entering upon the laat lap,
as it were, when I caught sight of a figure
crossing a meadow from the direction of Bell-
ton Wood. The road was quiet, and nebody
was within sight except this one man, who
was a curious-looking individual in a ilong
biack mackintosh and a wide hat. He faw -
me at about the same time a3 I spotted him.

And ¥ should have taken no further notice,
had he not acted in a curigus way.

- For he at once commenced to wave Nis 2. ms
wildly. :

‘“* Stop ! he shoutcd. ‘I want te speax to
you, boy!'’

** S8arry!”” I yeiled. *“ I'm inm a hurry!"”

He waved lis arms more than ever.

** D'Albert! You muet stop!’’ he shouted.
* I have something of the ntmost importa:ce
to say to you—<omething which affects jau
critically!”

. I was astonished at his words. He snew
my name, and he spoke in such an urgens
tone that I instinctively ceased pedalling. A
minute or tvwo would make no difference now,
anyhow. . :

- And I was cyrious. [ came to a halt, snd
propped my bicycle against the banbh.  Tre -
stranger came up, passed through a gop, snd -
halted before me. He was the same man, ¢
courac, who had accosted Starke. '

He must have ccen me by chance, and Pad
scized the opportunity to hxve a word v .th
me. Hi3s appearance ut close quarters was
even more unusoal than I had thoeght. .t
there was sorpething about his cyes wihrch
caught. my attention, and held it. They did
not ecxactly twickle, but it was veTy near
to it.

- And. although the man was an absolute
eyes reminded me
vaguely of souiebody else. Suddenly I remcm-
hered. They reminded me of the man whe
had driven Mr. Millford’s car oa one oecu-
sjorR—the man B had erronecgusly supposed to -
be Beckett, the cbhbanfleur, And cven then )
was not satisticd, for those cyes remunded g
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of suinchody eise, ton. But I couldn’t place

them.

1 perceive that you are in a hurry,
D'Albert,”” aaid the man. * In that casc 1
will rot keep you longer than is necessary.”

* But who aro you, sir?”’ I asked. *° You
know my name, hut I don't think I have the
pleasure af knowing yours-—--"'

** Any name wiil suffice; you may call me
Mr. Jones,” said the stranger. °' I atopped
ou because I thought you would care to
sow something. You are quite eafe, Nipper
—-you have nothing to fear!"’

** Nipper!'' I gasped. ‘' How- how—-'

** Never mind how!’” interrnpted the mys-
terious Mr. Jones, his eyes twinkling in real
earnest now. * Your little disgnisc is mnst
excellent, and you must allow me to con-
aratulate you upon your somewhat remark-
able subterfuge. And there is no danger of it
being exposed.’’

** But Starke - —°

“* Ntarke will bhe silent,”” eald Mr. .Jones
calmly. ** 1 have alrcady had a most interest-
ing chat with the young gentleman -or, 1
should say, the young blackguard. And
Starke will keep his mouth closed. You may
return to St. Frank's with perfect confldence.
You will not be given away. [ have settled
that for you."

i looked at the man in amazement.

“ But -but how could »you?™ 1 assed.
* And how did you know about Starke?”

*“f am afraid that [ am not im a positiop
to answer questions,'” said Mr. Jones. ‘' You
muat be eatisfled  with what [ have told

on —-*°
Ya. I{ 1 really am safe, T want to thank
you with all my heart,”” 1 said #ratelully.
* Rverytuog depends upon it. ou krow
that I'm Nipper, 80 you obviously must know
that I'm trying to estahlish my innocence.””

“* Precisely !’ eaid the stranger. ‘[ am
well aware of all the facts, my dear Nipper.
Aad It may cuise you some satisfaction to
know that within a weck from to-day you

will be hack at St. Frank's in your cwn
Gdentily'”

** Back bhack at St. Frank's?”

“ Yea”

*“ As myself:'’ 1| gasped. .

‘* As Nippee,'”' said Mr. Jones, nodding.

“ The trutli will be out by that timme, and
you have nothing to fear meanwhile. Your
troubles, my dear lad, are nearly at an end—
80 be of good chwer.’”

Aod the stranger amiled upon me. and
pushed his way through the hedge again. 1
was left standing in the road, excited, be-
wildcred, and strangely clated. 1 Lelieved
that Mr. Jones Lad tald me the truth.

But who was he? Aand why had he taken
the trouble —

But there was no time for me to think
closely on the subject. [ had to get to
8. Frank’'s -to fizht Fullwood! But now 1
pedaltvd on lightheartedly and gaily. 1 had
uot felt so cheerful for wecke.

[ was not roturning to he exposed, but to
keep my appointment behind the gym.
Afterwanids 1 should be alide to discuse the
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astonishing affair with my chums. DBut at
the present all my thoughts and energies wcrs
concerned with showing Ralph Leslie Full-
wood that insults didn’t pay. -

And, meanwhile, a rare hullaballoo
takmg place behind the gymnasinn!

a3

CHAPTER VI.
THE ABSENTKK!

IGHT'!
The last stroke of the hour ecur:de.l
musically from the old clock-tower in

the Ancient House. Fullwocd and
Gulliver and Bell were in Study A. and Ll
nudged his chief as the sound died away.

‘“Retter not keep the cad waitin’,”” he saild.
** It’s eight o’'clock, Fully.”

‘*“*I've got ears, haven't I?'" srarled Full
wood. - "

*“There’s no need to bark at me ! sail Lell
gruffly.

** He's a bit touchy, old
(sulliver.  ** Pightin’s a
Fully?'”

** It's an inferna: nuisance!” snapped FCull
wood. )

‘* An’ you ain‘'t suro o! winnia'—what?”
asked Gulliver pleasantly.

Ralph Leslie Jumped to his feet.

* You ailly fool!"" he exclaimed. *‘ Do ycu
think I can't whack that beastly freak? |
oould wipe him up with one hand!"”

** Better use two'!’’ advised Gulliver—*" it'll
be safer, Fully, an’ youn can polish lum off in
the. first round:”

““Oh, shut up!”’

Fullwood spoke savagely. He Lknew well
enough that Gulliver was chipping Lim- and
Fullwood'e dignity was such that he had
strong objcctions to being chipped, cven
by hia own chums.

“[ suppose we'd better get alonz now,”
he said. “ I meant to he late, anyhow—the
cad can be kept waitin' for me. That'a crly
as it should be, anyhow. I shall stroll up
with perfect easc.’”

Gulliver and Be'l grinned to themselves.
Fullwood was by no racans easy. In fact, he
was heginning to be a trifle doubtful as to
whether he would win. But he would never
dream of cxpressing one of those doubts.

And while he was leisurely strolling out of
the Ancient House, a large crowd was waitiny
impatiently on the battleground. This wa:
situated (in a convenient hollow immediately
behind the gym. :

It was a sort of natural arena, with a ring
in the centre. The grassy slopes wcere. C8)-
able of accommodating two or three hupndred
fellows, it necessary. And at present the
slopes were thickly covered.

The. Remove had tarned up to a man, and
a considerable number of Third-Formers had
come to sce the ‘‘mill.’”” Even a sprinkling
of Fiflth-Formess had condescended to grace
the scene with their presence.

Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West were
already on the spot-with towels and |

man."_ grinnec:d
bore—ain‘'t it
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‘“Don't be a foot!” rnapped Fullnood, .

“Por two pins l'd fight you now!"’ -ex-
claimed Edward Oswald, pushing up lLiie cufla
“I’ve _been waitinpg since last night tu see
this giddy mill—and I'm net going (o be
swindled out of it®’" . - .

‘“ Good old Handy:.' chuckled Pitt. . :

Fuilwood amrd Co. stcogd aloof, and tite rest
of the crowd hecame um€asy and fidgetry,
Christine, of the Colleg: House, strolied cver
to Tommy Watson and 'I'regellis-West.. .

They dreaded bheing quesitoned, bui there
wae no getting out of it.

‘“ Pon’t you know where your man is®"”
asked Christine.

‘* No, J eouldn't say,”’ replied Wateon .  us-
comiortahly. * He knew the time for the
fight, too. The qilly ass muat have tor-
gotten all about it.” .

** Very econvenient,’' remarked Christine.
““ Chaps don’t usnally forget a fight unless
they're afraid of the scrap. Amd I thoughs
D’Albert was a decent sort.. He proveked
the fight, don’t forget.”” g :

**Nao, he didm't,”” eaid Watsos warmly.
“ Fullwvood insulted him——" .

"“ And D’Albert knoeked Fullwood down.”
said Christine. *‘1If that wasn't provohing
the fight, what was it?*’ '

“Obh, 1 don’t know!’’ gai¢d Watson. ~1l'm
getting fed-up with this waiting. I wish the
silly ass would turn up!” he added fervertly.

** Begad! Perhaps he will,”” said Sir Muntie,
without hope.

The crowd began to get more impatient
tIram ever. _,

** Hi, Watson!” yelled Huhbard. '* Whepe'’s
D’Albert?”™

** Where's the funk?”’

‘“Yah! 1t'e a fraud'”

‘* D'Albert doesn't mean to turn up'"”

Fullwood looked round with a sncer. ,

“Wel), I'm sorry,” he said. . ** I meast to
smacsh the cad to bits; but I can's if he's
not here. We'd better be going along, vou
chaps. I dor't feel like waitin” all the bally
evepin’!” | ‘

Fullwood was immenéely relieved. For
even if he won the scrap, he didn’'t particu-
larly want to engage in it. He eouldn’t biope
to win without receiving some disfiguramens
—and Fullwood hated baving Ris manly
beauty marred. C

““Not so fast!’ eaid Handforth grimly.

‘ You mind your own business—"'

1% i8 my Dbusinexs,’” szaid Handforth.
‘* You'll! wait here until half-poat eight. (t's
always usual to give a chap half an hoar,”
he added, on the spur of the moment. *' Me-
ight have had a puncture or sonrething.”
“1 didn’t kmow he’'d gome oat,” said

“ Rats!”” said Hubbard. * Thec e¢hap's
funking it!” -
‘“ Of course he is!'”’

‘ There wou't ke “d’. fight}!”

The nproar increase

‘* We'll scalp the chap whemn he turas vp,”
said Owen major warmiy. = We'l) frog-mareh’
him round the Triangle!’ ‘
** Rather!"

sponges and eteryt.hing else— [or they were, of
coulse, My seconds. YThere was no sign wbat-
ever of the other party—and, naturally, 8O
sign of mie. ' 3

'» Eight o'clock, and nobody bhere!” ex-
elaimed Bandforth grimly. **If Fullweod
deesn’t turn up within five minutes, 1'll tike
a crowd of chaps, and we'll fetch him. The
cad ain's going to get out of it!”

* Rather not !’

* And where’'s D'Albert?’” asked Hubbard.
" He hasn't turned up, either.”

Pitt strolled across to Sir Montle and
Tommy.

* WWhere’s your champion?”’ he asked.

Wateon turned rathcr red.

“ Well, as 2 matter of fact, 1 don't quitc
know,': he eszid. ' I—1 expect hke’ll tum
u — 1

* We haven't seen him for some little time,
oll boy,”” said Sir Montie. .

* Well, it’s rammy ! said Pitt. ‘A fight's
arranged for e o’clock, and only the
ieconds of one chap tarn up!” .

Wateon looked at Tregellis-West miserably.

‘“ What ecan we do/’ he muttered.

‘“ Nothin®, dear boy."”

“ But can’t we tell ‘'em——"

‘“]t wouldn't be .wise,”” murmured Sir
Montie. * Better wait until Fullwood turns
up, anyway. An’ we can’'t explain anythin’
ln apy case. It’s simply a frightfol position—
it is, realiy!”’

“0Ob, here they are!’ sa2id Handforth
uddenly. ) .

All eyes were turned upon the grassy slope
%ear the corper of the gym. Fulwood and
Gulliver and Bell bad just appeared, and
they came along briskly. Fullwood was look-
ing aupremely confident and pesfectly at his
ease. He put it on rather too thickiy, in
fact, and most of the juriors saw that it wos
an obvious affectation. A good many grims
went round.

‘“‘ Here comes the marvellouzs baotam-
weight!”” chuekled Jaeck Grey.

*“* Ha, ba, hal'’ |

" Bet yon're not so comfortable as ycu
leok, Fully!'’ yelled Owen major.

Fullwood looked round him loftiiy.
~ * I'ny ready to smash that red-haired {reak
Eo a pulp!”’ he said. “ I'm enly $oo anxious

(l) h%ve a chance of puttin® him i bis
ace!"

“You'll! have to find him first!" shouted
Flerrcll. * The freak hasn’'t turned up!
crbapi he's a8 nervous a3 Fullwoed!'*

" Ha, ha, ha'’

Fullwood looked round him sharply.

" Hasn’t D’Albert turned up?’’ he asked.

" Not yet.”

" Well, I'n not going to wait long for him
-1 ean tell you that!”’ he exclai boping
bat he might get out of the Bgbt. after all.
"It the cad doesn’t choose to turm uwp, I'm

t going to wait—"

ou’ll wait until nine e’clock, if mece:-
ry:”’ saild Handfosth. * We'll keep you
re by force, you rotter! Or, if D'Albert
o't turm up by half-past efght, I'H jully
ell fight you myself}™



—
-y
A

“ And imake him run thic gauntlet, too!l™

Watson crinned weakly at Tregellis-Weat.

* Well, he'll miss that, anyway ! he mur-
mured. * 1'm blessed if 1 know whut— Hi!
What's tlie matter, you asa?” .

He turned as lie felt somebody tugging at
Lis slceve. IU was Do Valerie, and Somerton

wad near by,

‘ Look  here, Watcon,” said De Valerie
agrimly, ' I'm timekeeper in this hgpt-. and
I'm getting a bit fedup, Where's your
mﬂnl‘:"1 :

‘f don't hnow.” .

« Welt, vou ought to know!™ said De
Valeric. ‘" You and Tregellis-West are his

seconds, und yet vou don’t know where your

principal i3, You've been looking a hit

(ueer cvelr suce you came into the ring, gmg

l believe youn hnow more than you'll admit.
“Oh, rot! said Watson uneasily.

« It'a not plaving the game,” went on De
Valerie. ‘‘ There's a whole crowd pt fellows
here waiting, and even Fuilwood’s turned
up-and we all know what a_cad lFullwood
is. If you know anything about D'Albert, you
vught to speak up.”

Watson was silent. o

‘““ You eee, dear old boy, the poation 13
rather dificult,” said Tregellis-West, coming
to the rescue. * ['Albert went out, an” we—
we-—— That i3 to say, he was goin’ to
Baunington, or—— Begad! It's rather awk-
ward, you know! There's no tellin’ whether
D’'Albert will come or not."”

De Valerie and Somerton looked at one
another. _

““You mean he went away deliberately-—
30 that hce would miss the fight?”’ asked De
v nlerie curtly. * In short, he funked itt”

** No!” shouted Watson.

“ Begad! Not at all!” _

““ Then why has he gone?’’ asked Somerton.

‘“ Weli the fact is, something important
cropped up,’”’ raid Watson. ‘* That's the
absolute truth. 1—I can't tell you exactly
what it was, because it’s private. But
D'Albert didn't go away because he funked
this fight. I can give you my word of honour
on that." _

* That's good enough,” said De Valerie

romptlv. * And I'm glad—jolly glad. But

hope the bounder will turn up hefore long.
Do you think (his important business will
keep him away long?”

** He must have forgotten the fizht,” said
Watson ovasively.

Haadlorth, who was liatening, snorted.

**He forgot it!” he roared. ‘' Forgot a
Gght! Gammon! Rot! Absolute pifile!”

“The rotter was afraid!”” shouted Owen
major.

- Of course he was!"”

““The whole thing's a swindle!”

* Look nere,” said Watson desperately,
** Montie and -1 vill run along to the gates
to see if we can find any sign of the chap.
You fellows wait here until we come back.
Live him another ten minutes, anyhow.” -

““No more!" said De Valerie grimly.

:\nalr'he attempted to subdue the crowd
while Tommy Watson end Sir Montie made
tielr escape. The guestions were getting too

|

|
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warin for thew, aud they were enormouyly
relieved to et away—alone.
** My hat!"* panted Watson, as tliey emergeq

into the almost-deserted Triangle. ** What
a ghastly state of affairs!™

* It’s ~truly shockin’,”” agreed Tregelis.
West. 1 don't know what we're goin' to

do. dear fellow. We can’'t explain, an’ there'y

no prospect of Nipper turnin’ up. We're

simply helpless. It's frightfully awkward.”
They strolled to the gates miserably.

“ What asses we were to urge him to go,”
said Watson. *‘ Starke doesn’'t mean to do
anything, and he'd be as safe as houzes! We
forgot all about this giddy fight beforenand!”

*'Well, we can't recmember cverythin', on’
we were s0 worried that we hardly koew
what to do,”’ said Montie. ‘' Perhaps we'd
better go back an’ tell the cihaps that Nipper
went to DBanninzton, or Helmford, an' that
he won't be back—-"

“* There'd be a riot!"” said Watson. * We
can't do that, you ass! We shall have to
pretend that we're expecting our man every
minufe. The crowd will soon melt away aiter
another quarter of an hour. And the fight
can take place to-morrow, instead. Anything
to get out of it now.”

They gazed down the lane without hops:
The summer evening was still’brilliantly light,
and everything was looking still and peacerul.
The juniors could see down the lane as fur
as the bend. But there was not a soul in
sight, and they were about to turn back intu
the Triangle, when Watson stopped.

‘“ There’s somebody coming!”’ he exclaimed.
“On a bhike, too!""

‘* Dear fellow, it can't be Nipper,” said
Moutie. ‘ He went by train, an’ we brought
his jigger back-—-""

By George!"” shouted Watzon., **[-—I be
lieve it is him, though!"”

‘* Pray control vourself—"

“T tell you it i3!” yelled Tommy. ‘ Look!
I can see his giddy red heir! It’s Lim—it's
D’Albert !

“1'm glad you shouted out the right
name,”” murmured Sir Montie. * But you
must be wrong, old hoy— Begad! But I
believe you're right!” he added, garing
through - his pince-nez. ‘It certainly looks
like the dear bor!” )

‘* Hurrah!” yelled Watson. ““It’s him, a3
sure as & gun!'’”’

A few seconds laler the cyciist rode up. It
lwaal me, of course, and 1 dismounted breath-
casly.

** What about the fight?” I demanded.

‘“ They're waiting for you!’ said Watson

huskily.
*Good ! 1 exclaimed. **1 thought they'd
give me¢ up——""

‘“They're nearly on the point of it,”” inter

rupted Watson. ** But what the dickens
::ave you come back for? How did you
.now_i'

‘“ Has Starke caid anything?"
** No, not a word!"”

‘““T'hen. that chap was right,” I said. * M{
hat: It's a bit of a mystery, my sons!
can’t quitq upderstand tie thing."

I interrupted.



BOWLED OUT

* Did aomobodfv tell you it was safe to
ctme back, thent” .

'* 1 decided to come back five minutes after
the train had started from Beliton,” I said
grimly. It was a mad thing to bunk, and
1 eapect you realise that as well as me. And
when I remembered about that fight, 1 nearly
bieed ad fit. I came back expecting to be
cyposed.” o

" But you're safe, dear old boy!” smd Sir
Montie. °** Starke hasn’t said a word—an’ |
don’t think he intends to.”’ i

1'm sure he doesn't,” 1 exclaimed. “I'm
feeling as it as a fiddle and as happy as a;
a;mdboi. Where's Fullwood? 1 want to
smash him! I feel liko it!”

My chums stared at me in wonder.

“1'll tell you all about it afterwards,”’ 1
raid briskly. * We can’t keep the crowd
waiting any longer. But everything's 0. K.,
iy sons. We needn’t worry abont Starke, or
2nybody else. So let’s get busy with the
elaugnter!”

And I marched across the Triangle towards
the gym. Tommy and Montie came with me,
and their worried looks had gone. After
being certain thut I should mot turn up, they
were overjoyed to find me on the spot—
cheerful, and anxious to get to business.

Fullwood was not to be let off, after all.

CHAPTER VII.

THE FIGHT | |

6 ERE he is!”
** About time, too!
There were a number of shouts
as we appeared behind the gym.
And the tone o those shouts was quite satis-
factory. The lfellows had been angry and
immpatient a moment or two before, but my
dppearance made them forget the wait. The
fight was to take place—and that was all
that really mattered. -
“ Why didn't you turn
bounder?”
“ Where the dickens have yon been to?” )
** You're over twenty minntes late!™
I looked round mildly as 1 removed my
epectacles.
""" Really, I am truly sorry,” 1 said. * But
ahou]dw

up before, you

surely it i to Fullw that 1|
apologise? I regret, Fullweod, that I have
kept you waiting. But there is no necessity
for any forther delay.'

Fullwood scowled.

“I’ve a dashed good mind not to fight
you,” he said sourly. “If you think I'm
prepared to hang about in order to thrash
You, you're mistaken!"

“In order to be thrashed, yonu mean,"I
grinned Handiorth.

1 was much relieved to find that the juniors
did not press their questions. I had arrived,
«nd that was good enough. The main thing
Was to get on with the fight; it didn’t much
matter why 1 was late.

" We'd better buck up,” said De Valerie,

glaucing at his watch. " Plenty of daylight
yet. but the mill might be a long one.
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You're pretty warm, D'Albert, and breath-
less, too. You've been riding hard.”
“Fairly,” 1 admitted.

** Well, it’'s your look-out, of course;,” went
on De Valerie. * But you stand more chance
if you're fresh. It strikes me that you'll be
considerably pufled before the first round's
over. Perhaps you'd better wait ten minutes.”

'‘“No, thanks,” 1 said promptly. ‘“I'm
ready now.” .

**1 wouldn’t ccnsent to wait ten minutes,
awyhow!” put in Fullwood. ‘* The fight'll be
over by that time. It's goin’ to be short an
sharp. 1 don’t believe in playin’ with a
fellow; I give the knock-out at once!”

There were a great many grins. .

_ "ISuch modesty !”” said Handforth admir-
ingly.

Fuilwood scowled again, and leisurely pro-
ceeded to pcel off his coat. He was quite
pleazed to find that I had been riding hard,
and that I was hot and dusty. He considered
that his chances of success were far greater.

The majority of the audience was on my
side—although the fellows feared that 1
should receive a thrashing. 1 was untried—
so they thought—for 1 had not engaged in a
proper fight since my arrival at 8t. Frank’'s—
as D’Albert.

And Fullwood, in spite of his caddish ways,
was no cowand. And he knew how to use
his fists. When he really made up his mind
to it, he could fight well. But hLe was fre-
quently brought up for fouling.

** Buck up, you bounders!™

“ Haven't we been waiting long enough?’

I was all ready, and Watson was hover-
g about with a hapRy smile on his face.

“ Feeling all right?” he asked softly.

“ Really, I am quite well, thank you,” I
replied. o

“ You won't have that faca for long, of
conrse,”” said Handforth comfortingly. * I
expect you'll find it hard to wear your specs.
to-morrow—not that they'll be’ much use,
with both yonr eyes bunged up!™ -

** Clear out of tbe ring, Handg." said De
Valerie. ™ Now then, are you chaps ready:
You can start =s scon as ever you like. Uet
prepared!”’

“ I'm waltin’,” said Fuallwood languidly.

Hc looked at me viciously, and 1 was quite
sure that it was his intention to attack with
all his might. Well, I should adopt my OWwWn
tacties. 1 was still a bit puffed from the
cyeling, and 1 knew that it would be my best
plan to hold mysell in for a while.

I Fullwood liked to exhaust himszelf—that
was his look-out. It was not playing to the
gallery, and I didn’t care what the fellows
thought at the outset. My plan was to give
Fuilwood a thrashing--not to provide un
entertaimment.

* Time!" said De Valerie sharply.

Fullwood rushed at me like a tiger. He
hadn't wasted a second, and he came on
with tremendous force.

‘* He means to finish it in the first minute,"
murmured Hapdforth disgustedly. * What's
the good of this? D’Albert will be knocked
fiat— By George! That wasn't bad® Did
you see the way the chap dodgedi”
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Pullwood's rush bore no [fruit. He

quile surprised Al his non-success,

5"‘ mean lomﬂumn mb.?'or;
rive at my chin missed

face cl-o,ln oontact with my gioved flot.

He staggered back somewhat dazedly.

" amm't a bad fluke!” sald Owen
ity Pully's own [ault--he

ht and left he:f:
penched ont right and lefs, a
1: attack was for-

major. ‘It was |
shouldn't rush e0 hard!”
Fuliwond came on again
down. He
there was nn doubdt that h

with his

midable. 1 was obliged to give grmund, for
It was my came Lo reserve my own atrength.

“pallwond’s got hin man eet!”  yelled
Gulliver.

“He'll walk right over the ass in a
minute "’

“Go it, Yally!

“Rats’" roared Handforth. ° Stand wup
to him, you ass' Hit back, and slosh him
in the eye: Why don’t you -

ilandforth gave a bellow.

* That's no ' he went ob.
veing your fiste at all!"”

“ Time " rapped out De Valerie.

We went into our respective
and Ive Valerie turned to Handforth.

‘' They can get on quito decently without

owr advice,’”” he said.

y kecping quict, Handy.
what he's doing, and you'll only confuse him
by yelling like that.'

"“ f'he chap’s too biessedd weak!™” growled
HRaadforth.
all evwad him!"’

Re"lmld Pitt grimned.

ut D'Albert deoesn’'t scem to he marked
* And Pallwood

much, does he?”’ he asked.
gave some hefly Jmnchu too.”

The frst round was discossed animatedly
bl the crowd, and it waa generally decied
thal § wouldn't last beynnd the (fonrth.
Tommy Wateon and 8ir Montie were some-
whal antioms as they sponged me down.

‘“You didn't make mneh of A show, old
oon,’’ sald Watson enftly,

“1 dida't mean o, | said. ** This ken't a
ohow - although | ehall give the chaps sothe-
thing to ahont aver beforu I:zw. porhapa.
They think | can’'t Aght, and P )

{ to think s, ton. Well, I'll et
nk it uotil it suita mc to do other-

Sir Monlie Leamed.

“Walaon, old boy, the is gola’ to be
good.’”’ he declared geotdy. ' | am positively
mro of it | am, really!”

“PTime'"

Pulwood again came to the attack with
energy. The second round was even L.ore
vicorous UVwan the rst and mast of Lhe work
was done by Pullwood. | made acarcely any
alemmpt to hil back, but comfined mysell to
rrrring FPullwond's heavy thrusts. Aand 1

ad plenty (o do.

Bet that kim# of work did nit call for
much clfort on my part. More than once |
wad [orced alincat completely roond the ring.
DBut | managed (o avold the [ace blows,

although FPullwond got in a guod few o B9y
wory 3 [ )

wAS
for he
A tremendous
. and Tullwood’s

* You ain't

*‘ corpers,”’

* You'll oblige me
D'Albert knowas

“He was letting that ecad walk
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Thuap! Thump! -

Right and left thudded upon my ribs, and
I staggered. Fullwood preesed his advastage,
amoidet a toar.

** Fullwond wins!" _

“Qo it. Pully !’ roarx! Gulliver.
gond man!”’

** Wake up, D’'Albert!” o

** Oh, my hat! That's donc him!

Cru‘n!

Fuliwood's st had landed between my eyea,
and [ went over like a ninepin. It had been
a miscalculation on my part, and 1 paid for
. But 1 was again in a second, and
before Fullwood where he wae, my
right swung up and landed squarcly upon
his jaw.

Thud '

Fullwood went over full-length an the
grose, as much surpriscd a3 anyhody. And
A yell of debight went up from the crowd.

“By GQGeotge! That was necat!” yclled
Hand{orth.

**Qive him eome more, Dally!™

**Qo it, Ginger!”

Fullwood didn’t like that puunch, but he
was not on the ground for more tiian a
sccond. He charged forward with n look of
absolute hatred v his eyes, and as he came
at me he punched right and leit.

Cragh!

sSomething strue’s me forcibly on tbe shin,
and [ crumpled up with a yell of pain. Th:
cad of the Remove had dediberately kicked!
i, but he had hoped to hidc this bruts!
trick by his fistic atteck.

* Foul !’ roarcd Hand{orth angrily. * Foul,
you cad!’”’

De  Valeric grabbed bold of Fullwcod's
shoulder.

* You confcunded blackguard !’ he shouted
botly. ** Do you call that fair fighting? If
anything like that oceurs agnin ['ll stop the
Hght and declare D’'\lbert the winner!”

“ My Ioot dlippcd ' growled Fullwood.

* Yah! Liar!”

** Boooooh!™

Tlhcre was a storm of boching and hissing.
and Fullwcod cowled hcavilr. Time had
becen called, and Watson pulled down my
::';tl-i and revealed an ugly graze on my lclt
shin.

" The cowardly beggar!" said Wateon hotly.
‘** Does it hurt much, old man?"’

** Not much oow,”’ | repligd. *“ But it bowlcd
mo over for a moment; [ wasn't looking for
K. I'll make the hrute pay for it next round
—and [ think 1'll show tho fellows wha'
boxing ia!’’ |

That kick bad settled me. Fullwood should
rcceve all the punishmeat that [ could ad-
minizter. He had attempted to crock me
with a foul blow, he had failed. I wonld
do my Uest to scltlic his hash by straigh:
Bghting. :

“ T !’

Fullwood was not looking s0 fresh as Fc-
fore. He was in a nasty temper, and wa:
quitle cupable of fouling again i he saw
half a chastce. But | did not give him neech
of an oprortunlt -to think of anything.

] attacked w Il my etrength.

) Y Oh,



BOWLED OUT

\y tizht came up, drove tbrough Full-,
wood's guard, :nd laaded sgquarely on bis
npht eye. While he was st ring from
the blow, I followed it with a left w

Fullwood went over with a jar which shook

r-cat. |

every bone in his body. .

* Whacked, by thunder! shouted Hand-
[hf'h.

“ By D’Albert, yon mean!" grinned Pitt.

* Onc—~two—threc——" counted De Valerie.

“ det up, FeRy, you {fool!” shoated Gulli-
ver anxionely. °* You're pot _goisg to he
Lenten by this freak, are you?

X rnw____he_._'.

Fullwood raised himaelf on his clbow, and
then sprang to liis feet. There was a lizht
in s eyes which looked positively dangeroua.
And he hurled bimself at me with all his
strength. _

He made no attempt to Bght fairly, and be-
fore 1 could divine his intentien bhe struck owut
forcibly with his left and hit me below the
helt. tanately the blow did not go home
\\it'h full force, but | was doubled up, mever-
tht.'-es.

And Fullwood was juet abowd to punch at
my head while 1 3tood bhelpless, when Dc
Vulcrie charged him and seat him flyirg.

“ Stop that, you hooligan!” ke shouted.

X} FOﬂ !"

** Roalp the cad!”

“ Let’s frog-march him!"' roared the crowd.
crowd. -

I turned quickly. :

“ Really, you mast allow me to punigh Full-
wood for what he has done,” 1 shouted. ‘1

can assure vou that I am anxious to do <.”
“Hurrah!"

“@Gaood old D'Albert!”

" Qe it, duffer!”

1 did not object to being called by that
tcrin. Evemn the few supporters that Fail-

wood had had at the commencement of thel

izht were now anxious to sce me win. ‘Full-
wooi had played dirty, and his own chums

conr-idered that he deserved a thrashing. |

The next round was destined to be the last.
It commenced with a mish from Fullwood
which was intended to be overpowermmg. But
he had shot his bholt long since, and the

N, one eye was rapidly closing, and he wa;
bcginning to lcok & general wreck.

| deall with his charge casily, and then
aitacked.

And this time I meant to flnish the fiaht.

attack had no life in it. His noe2 was bleed- +

is ever pow,” I said quietly.

cad—this—this

Fallwnod'e
three bady blows which sent him st NDg.
I was quite sure that he wanted to fali down
and he counted out: but 1 managed to de-
liver a left drive which struck bim over the
found e¢ye, and he collapeed

Kinaning.

vard was nowuere, and I ot iu‘

i a heap,F

" (Ine—two——""*
: The counting went on, hut Fuilvood oid not
rove,.

" Tea!” sid De Valerie, at lowt.

“ Hurerah!” .

“D'Albert wins!"

“And Fullvood’s got two black eyes! ™ said
Dandforth.  with  great eatisfaction. ' !'m
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clad you gave him that last one, D’ .\Aibert;
one black cye looks odd!” .

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”" . . . .

I was surrounded by an enthusiastic erowd.
The fecHows were delighted with me—just as
they had been delighted with mzﬁlin-rformanoe
at cricket. I was certainly making my mark
in the Remove! o

“ Youre a bit of a Iraud, you know,” ob-
served De Valerie. * You made us «ll thimk
that you were a first-class duffer, and you're
ns keen as mustard on every giddy thing you
touch!”

‘* He's hot stufl ! said Grey.
¢ t i:nd look at his face!” chuacklied Hana-
orth.

“Why, is it marked very severcly?” I
asked.

* You silly ass, it ain't marked at all!”’
said Handforth. *'I don’'t believe you've got
a ecraich on you. That gnard of yours is
like a blesed brick wall. \Why, I don't thipk
I could whack you!”

This, from such a tremendous fighter as
Handforth, was a wonderful trihute, and
everybody grinned. :

“I am glad that 1 have given Fullwood the
lesson he deserved,” I seid quictly. ¢ Perhaps
he will not be so imsulting in future."

1 went over to Fullwood, who was strugzling
with his waiztcrat and Jacket, and heid ouvt
my hand.

**Youn didn't fight fairly, Fullwood. but it

‘“ We will shake
hunds apd—"' _ '

Fullwood deliberately turned his baek.

*“ ¥ou can take your filthy paw sommewlére
else!” he &sald savagely. I '

I flushed, and turned away.

(X Cad 3!! .- )

*“Ob, you rotten bounder!” ~ - 3

" That's done it !’ roared Handforth. *‘ I'm
rot going to stand here and sce this heastly
Bolshevik—insalt » D’Albert
:11]1_13' more. Who'll help me to froc-march
im?" o ‘

“I will!” shouted a dozcn junmiors.

Fullwood regretted his coniemptible actron
a moment later, for he was swept off his feet.
by Handforth and Co.—a greatly enlargéd
*Co.”" for this occasici—and whirled away,
yelling and shouting.

And another section of juniors swung me
up on their shoulders and marched me in
triumph across the (ricngle. Just as it
bappened, as we were about to enter the
Aucient House, Starke, of the Sixth, ap-
peared.

* What's all this?"" he demamded angrilv.

" Only a little celebration, Starke.” said .
Pitt gendally. * D’Albert just knocked the
f]tl,nmnq out of Fuliwood, and we've chaired

m.fi )

Starkc looked ut me squarely.

“Oh, D'Albert’s been fighting Fuilwood—
eh?”’ he said. * D’Albhert doesn’t zeem to
be ~uch an ass as everybody thought.”

‘* He's a regular terror!" said De Valerie.

““Well, he'll take five hundred lines- fop -

ﬂghting," said Starke sourly. * Do ycu hear.
that. D'Alhert -five hundred lipes!”
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And Siarke puslicd past amidst a cold
wieace. which sson changed to an outburit
of hinsing.

“ The nad ' gagpecd Pitt 1 nevee dreamed
he'd take it like Lhat, or | wouldn't have
hreathed a8 word. Prefects never give lines
when the chaps induige in a proper ccntest.
Don‘t yon do ‘em, D'Albert’”

** Really. | have no such intention,” 1 said,
from my lofty poech. **You will greatiy
ohlign me, my dear fellnwms, by lelting mo
down."’

1 wai rcirased at last, and a few minnutes
Iater | foimd mysell atene in Study C with
Tommy Watson and Tregollia-Weat.  As snon
as the door wan closed they grabbed hold
of mec and chiaped me to their bosoma.

It scema Hke a giddy dream!’ sald Wat-
scn hreathlesalr.

I grinred.

Wl we'se bad some changes thia cyven:
ing.”” | sald, with a chuexle.  Inatead of
heing hooted cut of the =chool, 17 brousht
into the Ancient House on the chapa’ ehcul-
dJoes

“* Things are not so bhad as we deared,
Nipper, old boy,' sald Tregellia-Wea*, ** Starke
is hetpless; be has plainly shown that lre
ineans to say nobhing. But can you cxplain
why?”

I hecame scrious,

“* There'a something quecr about it, my
s, | deelared. ** You remember 1 told
yon (hat | deccided to come back -even at
the risk of exposurc? Well, ¢n the Banning-
ton Road | ot a ruimmydonking mman in a
bimck mackintosh. And he told me that
S{arke cou'dn’t harm mc that Starke was
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helpleas. It sirihes me that the stranger had
alrcady intcrviewed Starke.”

And I told my wondering chums all abnit
that astonishing meeting with the my:.
tericus Mr. Jones.

“ And that chap told you that you'd hs
back herc in your own character within a
week?’ asked Wateon incredulously. -

“That's what he said.”

“ Begad' [ only bhopc it's true,
follow.”” said Sir Jlontie f{ervently.
who is this man?”’

““Ile i3 the samc man that's been hirging
ahout the diwtrict for some time,” [ replied,

dear
** But

“ He's in disguisc, too, and I've got a vacue
suspicion that the guv'no-—— Oh, but thot
must he wrong!”’

“ What do you mean, you ass?”

“It's rummy--that's all,”” I said. * Thi
susplcion of mine is just beginmning to take
definite shape, but I daren’t encouraye it
Perhapa it's all wrong, and I should look ax
azy-—-"" ’

“* Do yon really mean to suzapest, Nipper
hoy, that that mysterious strunger might he
your —mirht be Mr.——"" began Sir Montic.

“Pon't say any more!” 1 broke in.
* Theories are all very well, but they're a
bit dangerous: they make a feHow gt «n
the wrong track. We'll leave this nflair aa
it stands for the present. But I'll bet mv
bottlc of patont hair-dye that we shall haie
eome adventure and excitement within the
next day or two!’

“ Dear fellow., I can quite belicve you”
declared Tregeltis; Weat fA-mly.

And, an events“turncd out, weo woto bt
right!

TIIE END.

{
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Wild Heart of Afriea in

A Tale ol the Adventures of an Enghsh Lad and a Young American in the
Quest of a Mysterious Vallsy.

THE FIRBT CHAPTERS.

ALAN CARNE, a young Britisher caplured by
the Germans in East A Jrica, 18 cast out at the
end of the War, t2 wander in the jungle. He
18 joined by a ﬁattemot serrant named

JAA\ASW:!RT _After @ few days of hardship
the, tn with

DICK ELBY ard Lis nalire sercanls. Alan
and Dick becose greal pais. They toilness
the dealth of an ofd sman named Jolm Hm-
moad, who tcls them a wonderful ¢
houss in ths mngle, where an wanh 18
kept captive. The chums determins to ﬁpd
this mysterious house. On ths way Dick slips
and falls iulo ariver. [KHe floals doion stream
and manahpos to take a lauding. A jter walking

ours ke hears rovces. {le has un-

wutwgb wnilsd inteo an Arab camp, and the
Arad leader is 170 Mohammed, the noled slave
dealer. A girl c:lled Lorra has also been
caplured, ard iR view of the seniry the [wo
Rate a talk togelher. She tells him of a man
named Tm'cma. WAGIR ker father wished her
o marry, against her wish. Later on she s
rescied, but Dick is recaplurid. Dick saies
Tib MohammeTs {ife, and thus his own 13
spared. Ile makes & daring escape and
rejoins Alan Carne and his party. Event-
they decide totrek nortR in seaich of the
oulley. After severzl weeks of hird-

slup in fion wifesied couniry, they 5810 148(2.g
thasestically in the grey disl.ince beyond the
Jungle preciplous nvunidiv:s sirelching from

cast Lo west.
(Now read on.)

Wl‘rﬂ dauntless cowrage, bravely en-
direct They had often been ip

been without feod Jor mamy

Lorna Fer rom the dexnigne of a ruthless

TIB MOHAMMED AGAIN.
during hards » Dack 2md Alan
had eased Im a nRorth-westerly

peril from wild béuu. and eompetimes, when
they cowld find no to shoot, they had

Theair resalwe had not Ntered The lare of
tht hidden vailey, the tmpelling wish to save
villaig bad deceived der amd her
father, had drawn them on and on.

By ALFRED ARMITAGE.
Author of - Red Rose and Whilte,”  Cavalier and Roundhead,” elc., lc.

s
l

A month ago Alan had fallen ill ef a
fever, and for a fortnight he had bcen down
with it, upable to travel, while Dick dosed
him with guinine and other drugs: and the
Hottentot, who claimed to have knowledge
of native remedies, forced him to take
bitier draughts brewed from roots and herbe.

Between the two he had recovered, apd he
had now regeined his fall ctreugth The
colour had returned to his wasted cheeks, and
the brightness to lhis duil eyes.

He was as keen as ever oi the quest, and
he belicved, as did the young American, that
they had at last got to mt‘h'n an casy
journey of the Bana River. ' The valley of
mystery could not be far behind the granite
r;nge that thrust its peaks into the bLlug
sky. '

* Comc along,”’ hade Dick, as he rose to
liis feet and slipped the hipoculars into tbeir
cage. “ 1 want to cross those mouontains by
the cad of the day. 1If we can’t do it we
must reach the base of them and camp
there. [ =ay, Carne, I wish I knew what Tib
Mohammed and his bend of ruﬁlans ha\e

meen doing.”’
“80 do I,”" Alan replied. *“ It has keen
But we can bope for

always on my mind.
the best The Arabs were as far from the
us, and they couldn’ t bave raided it as yet.”

** They might have, Carne. We Jozt a fort-
night while you were ill.”

** Ah, s0 we did! 1 had forgotten that.”

The rifles were ehouldered, Jan strapped
the amedicine-case to his back, and the three
devfgzinded the grassy slope and entered the
fungle.

It was fairly open at first, but the nature
of it changed as they advanced, 2nd they
were in difRculties, when they {ortunately
stumbled on am old trail, presamably made
by 3lners, which led them roughly north-
war

For hour after hour they followed tlis,
judging that it would bring them to

They had

pass through the mountain range.
to stick to it, at all evemts. It would

have been i for thewn to diverge
from it, for to right and left of them wereo
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can be imagined. and the heating of native
drums. made of crucadile skin.

A fcw women and childeen hovered in the
rcar, and on a log that was cloic to the fire
squatted Tib Mohammed. Hc was not aloye,

they observed here and there to one side of | To ono side of him fat ihree of his Arabs,

. , .t l and on the other side was a huge, fat.
them the mouths of narrow paths that el "’J paunched savage, who looked to be the head.

wails of prickiy-thoen sn dconscly woven that
a tat could not have squeczed into them.
They halted once to cat a simple meal of
driett  antelope-ficah, and resumed thelr
march: and in the courac of the afternaon

¢the {nnglc. and appearsd to huve been
rceently trodden.
They judged that these might lcad to

Bajanga villagre. and thes weira sure of it
whra they picked up a broken spcar with a
doublc hiade. .

“ It is a Bajanga wecapon, Ull bet!” Pick
declared.

“ No doubt it i+’* Alan gravcly az-ented.
“ Those feeoscions savages live in this neigh-
b wrhood, and not. far off.”

“* We've got te push on, anyway.”

“Yes, tisk or no risk, Selby. We can’t
turn bhack.”

The broken spear was  an ominous dls-
covery. A scuse of peril, a forebodiog of
disaater, weighed heavy on the lads and the
Hottentot. They travelled warlly and in
silenee, as (nst as they coold, still shut in
by thc impencteable walls of thorn-3crub.

The dusk of evening shrouded them, but
they were afraid to stop. They burried on,
fichting against fatigue, bent on reachinyg
the mountaing: and a couple of hours after
night had fallen, as they were groping in
darknee, they heard beyond them a confused,
mufied noise.

“It is a RBajanga village,” said Dick,
 and the bLlacks are holding a festival of
some kind."”

“ Well, we'll have to slip by them,”” Alan
gcplied. * Thero Is nothing clee for it.”

. They bad no alternative Lnt to face the
danger. On both sides of them waa still the
dcnsc, sceeled jungle, bristling with sharp
thorns. As they went alcrtly on the uolsc
ewelicd louder and louder, hollow, bouming
notes bLlcnding with raucous voices; and at
dergth, when they bad gone for a quarter
ol a mile, they paused in dcep shadow and
stood gaeing at a thrilling and fearsome
apectacle.

“Look at them' whispered Alan. *° Ap
ugly tot, aren’t they?”

* More like gorillas, or blg apes, than
buman beings.'”’ said Dick. * Dut, by all
ghat's marvellows, who is that?” He broko
off in amasement. ' By Gceorge, Carne, it's
Tib Mohammed!"’

**Ia that who it is, Sciby?" .

_* Yes, there e is! The wicked old devll!”
Thcy had a good view. To their left run a
th Ltbat wae only three or four yards in

ength, snd widencd at thc farther cnd,

beyond which was A village thut some of tho
Bajangas had carved out of the jungle.

. Ranged about (¢ were a number of hive-
sha huts of clay and wattic, and In the
middle of th)y open space was a grcat fire,
blazing lLigh, around which at Icast two
soore Of the

circle,

\nlg. frizzy-baired warrlors wero
rformiag a dance, to the accompaniment «f
moet fiendish whooping and yelling tbat

man of the village, for he wore a karcss of
lion's-skin, avd a brass ring dangled from his

nose.

It was cvidently a war-dance that was in
progress, from the flerc:, menacing way in
which the Bajangas brandished their epeurs

and shielda: and the wcird, barbaric sicht

held Jan and the lads spellbound, grijpued
by a blood-curdling fascination.
The excitement increased. Loudor sonnded

the drums, louder the frensied clamour. With
the firelight

playing on their bronze aad
hlack figures, their frizzed hair waving, aod
their pointed teeth flashing, the warrion

screeched and bellowed, and swayed to ard

fro. and swirled in and out amongst
another, leapt and capered, lunged their
weapons at imaginary foes, and stamped iu
unison on the ground.

Now and again onec vwould dash from the
snatch from a flat stonc a larg-
ourd that probably hcld palm-becr, uid
rink decply from it. Still they kept at it
with wild contortions; and finally, with cne
accord, all rzisced their spears and ehiclls

cne

aloft, and a deafcning ehout burst {rom

thele lips:

** Zug boom! Zug boom!”

The dance was over. They threw thom-
sclvea on thc grass, panting and exhausted.
The headman clapped bis hands, and said
something to Tib Mobammed, who nodded
in approval. Ho took a silver-mounted pistol
from his belt and gave it to the headman,
clearly as a gift. And then, reaching into 3
bn? that was by his eide, he flung string after
tring of beads to the savages, who scrambled
madly for them.

' Qelby, I've been wondering what Tib
Mobhammed is doing here,”” Alan murmtred,
“and now [ know.”

“yYou’'ll have to put me wise, 1 gurs:”
Dick replied. *‘* What is the explanation?”

** Tib Mohammed concluded that he and
his band weren’t strong enough to force their
way into the hidden valley, so he has come
here to get the Bajangas to join him in @
raid. And they havo agrced to it, and hase
performed their war-dance.”

“ You’re right, Carne! By Jupiter, ycu
arc' That's the mecaning of it all! That'
why the old devil has given them presents.
it's a bit queer, though, considcrin% that the
tribe are on friendly icrms with that skunk
Taverncr, who lives with thc girl apd Jcf
father.” :

“ Their friendship with Ralph Taverner
hasn't held the Bajangas back,’”’ said Alan
“Tib Mohammed has won them over." '

' Therc isn't any doubt of it, after what
we've just secm,’” Dick agreed. ‘1 #ay,

(Continlred on p. iil of cover.)
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Dick pointed to another

yard in width.
and to another that

ahadowy line higher up.

keceping ahead of those black rascals,
though.” ’
There was at feast some hnpe for them

now. They were sorely fatigued, exbausted
by the etrain of the flight from the village

S ——

direction from which tluy had come.  And
when they had gone for a short distance on
the hackward and loftier streteh, still ascend-
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“I ean’'t <¢limb over

this!" ha gasped.
“1I'm done for, Carne!

You'll have to leava

Do you see what 1 meme'

T Yes by Gcorge, I sce! 1If we only hwo
time enough to——=— TR

“ Lend a hand, Selby. you and Jan'

caniinl 1Y

to scale the cliff !

B»}

passed below. . They were a number of<yards
from the spot that was diréctly beneath the
fugitives. ‘But they were rapidly apprm‘ hing

ing, etrength was failing them again. < Their| it. « The critical moment was néar; anda - the
way wag now blocked by a great, round | atone had not yet been shifted from ‘ibs posi
stone, of the alze of a large cask, that had | tion. "It had merely swayéed,*rockéd "to and
fallen from above and locged on-the trail. | fro. - - -l | e G
Diek stumbled against it, panting for breath, } . . (To be continued.) ' '
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