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FAL

prefect and House-master.
S HE hour was late. The New House at St.
Hilda’s was dark and silent.

With hardly a sound the door of one
of the Sixth Form bed-rooms opened,
a dim figure stepped into the corridor. The
Sioor was silently closed, and the boy bent his
Wead fo listen. He heard nothing, save the faint
ing of a clock in an adjoining room, and,
sured by the stillness, he moved cautiously
the corridor.
afe enough,”” he murmured inaudibly.
thaf, it wouldn’t do for the head prefect of
use to be caught breaking bounds at

1t’s risky, but I must see Bull. Oh,
t, Temple’s still up!”
arold Trent paused m dismay. At the end
Wil the corridor was the house-master’s room,
hough the door was shut, the light gleam-
ing beneath it showed that Mr. Temple had not
ek tetired.

Tor several minutes Harold stood undecided.
‘was risky to pass the door, for if the house-
‘master heard a sound he was pretty certain to
ook out into the corridor. But to return to his
wom meant giving up his project for that night.
scowled savagely at the door while he
ed the pros and cons. At last he decided,
stooping down, he removed his boots, and,
ying them in his hand, stole silently forward.
nmg! He was just opposite the dreaded
t when one of the boots slipped from his
nd fell to the floor with a noise that to his
tled ears seemed like thunder. He stood
, frembling in every limb, expecting to
the door flung wide open. But from the
 came no sound. There was no movement
i, The wild throbbing of his heart calmed

ttle.
ad Mr. Temple gone to bed, leaving his light
ning? Had he fallen asleep in  his chair?
afever the cause, he certainly had not heard
turbance outside his door; and as Trent
d this his courage veturned, and he
for the boot and found it, and continued
Ihis way. A few minutes later he had left the
ding by a lower window, and, having donned
boots, ‘skulked along in the shadow of the

The night- was dark, and at that hour there
‘Was mo danger of encountering anyone in the
‘madrangle, He breathed more freely in the
- Oenair. Looking up from the dark quad, he
gﬂdpe the hght in Mr. Temple’s window, but
th:m’md was down, and he could not see into

llen asleep over his Books, I_suppose,”:
g  muttered. ‘‘ He’ll be gone to bed before
d%hmk, so that’s all serene. Now for a

He stopped at the ivy-clad wall

% y-clad wall, at a spot he
M”DWE for the purpose in the daytime. The
mh'tendrl}s bore his weight well, as they had
the weight of many climbers before. He
top of the wall, and let himself down
I the other side, holding by his hands for a

ent before he dropped.
Mﬁ?et ‘himself go and dropped lightly into the
o and as he did so a gmnd fell upon his

ulder, He swung round with a gasp of terror

udden grip. I :
0—what—* he gasped.
"%&M‘P young man was standing before
en in the darkness it could be seen that
M. Tompior
t. Lemple !’
Trent gas s
Vs the house-master ! 355
1nt stared at him open-mouthed. What on
1 Was Leslie ,Temlg e, head of the New
a6 8t. Hilda’s, doing out here on the high-
such an hour? Harold Trent’s curiosity
St.as great as his fear. :
18 you, Trent—you, the head prefect of

e oung. master’s voice was sh#irp and con-
1 ous.  “What have you to say for yourself?”
lease, sir, T—I—-"" gt

. What. could he say? A false-
ve come willingly enough to his

he could have th & lilely
od Bughe Z:uma:‘;gtl.z of fme llkely‘vtlo be
ent. T trust you

be ashamed of yourself.
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was contracted with anger. !

d out the name in utter dismaﬁ.{ p

House, breaking bounds at night!” |

§ t t expect me to hel%éie that You
: the wall from this side without

5

assistance. But I will not question you now.
Return to your room immediately.”

Mr. Temple unlocked the little gate to which
all the masters at St. Hilda’s had keys, and
Trent, without a word, entered, and the gate
was locked behind him. He was crestfallen and
angry, but there was nothing to do but to obey.
He thought with alarm of the morrow as he re-
crossed the quadrangle. What steps would Mr.
Temple take?

He re-entered the house as he bad left it, and
went silently upstairs.. He ground his teeth as
he passed the house-master’s door, under which
the light gleamed, and thought of the needless
alarm he had felt there. But in the midst of his
mortification and alarm strange thoughts were
rising in his mind.” What was the house-master
doing outside the walls of St. Hilda’s at that
hour? - Why had he not returned to the New
House along with the culprit? What was keep-
ing him out?

Harold Trent's eye® gleamed.

‘““There was always something fishy about
Temple,” he said to himself. ‘‘Hé never talks
about his people, and chaps have remarked how
worried he often looks when he thinks nobody
sees him. Jones was saying the other day that
he believed Temple had something on his mind.
By Jove, I shouldn’t wonder! He’ll be down on
me like a hundred of bricks over this affair; but
—but if I can find out what his little game is I
may be able to bring him to terms yet.”

"
H Clavering came into his study. School
was over, and Trent had not yet heard
from Mr. Temple. He had begun to hope that

In Disgrace.
SAY, Trent!” :
Harold Trent looked up as Sidney

4

i - O pay.

the house-master had decided to take no notice
of his escapade of the previous night.

‘“ What 1s it, Clavering ?”’

“ Mr. Temple wants to see you in his study.
And, I say, I fancy it means a row! He’s look-
ing as solemn as an owl!”

Trent gritted his teeth as he pushed his books
alv]vuy. The storm had only been delayed, after
all.

_ “dbsuppose it means a row,” he snapped. *‘ He
is down on me!”’

Clavering looked at him in astonishment.

“ Why should he be down on you, Trent? You
can’t accuse Mr. Temple of being unjust.”

““Oh, of course, you  stick up for him!”
sncered Trent. *“ You're one of his favourites.
I’m not that, and that makes all the difference.”

“1 don’t know about being a favourite,” said
Clavering coldly “ I always try to get on well
with Mr, Temple, and I like him, and so does
everybody else in the house, excepting yourself,
Trent. We've pulled ahead of ali the other
houses at cricket since he has been with us.” He
looked curiously at Trent. ‘Have you been
falling out with him?”’

‘““ He caught me breaking bounds last night.”

“Phew! That's serious!”

“ What was he doing outside the walls in the
middle of the night?’ said Trent viciously. 3
fancy Leslie Temple isn’t such a paragon as you
and the other fellows think.”

 Oh, rats!” said Clavering. ‘“If you want to
run down Mr. Temple, youw'll have to find
another listener. T'm off!”

And he left the study.

Trent scowled, and slowly took his way to the
house-master’s quarters. Mr. Temple’s face was
very stern when the prefect entered. Young
man as the house-master was, he always seemed
much graver than his years seemed to warrant.
Sometimes, when he played for his house on the
cricket ground, a boyish cheeriness crept into
his manner, and it was then that the New House
lads liked him best. But as a rule he was grave
and reserved.

““ T have taken time to reflect, Trent, over your
misdemeanour,” said Mr. Temple. *“I have
decided not to take you before the doctor. It is,
of course, impossible for you to remain a prefect
of the hotfse. A prefect’s duty is to uphold dis-
cipline, and set an example to the other boys.
You have done neither the one nor the other. 1
trust that you will profit by this lesson, for if
you should repeat your offence, and it came to
my knowledge, the result would be very serious
indeed for you.” "

Trent set his teeth hard.

*So I am no longer prefect?”’

“No; I shall appoint another in your place.”

“ May I ask if it is Sidney Clavering you have
selected 7’ asked Trent, with a scarcely con-
cealed sneer.

“ You have guessed correctly. You may go.”

Trent’s eyes were burning, but he dared not
give expression to his rage. But a few minutes
after leaving the house-master’s study he mek
Clavering. 3

“So you have suceeded in ousting me,’” he
sneered.

Z .
4

Taveri
by

i

man heard him.

saw through the breach in the wall 2 man sitting on a fallen beam,
:‘mrror:atod pail in which a fire burned. - He approached cautiously,

|

%
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time I will see you at the old mill. - But
.be useless to see you for some time. I have
.nothing more to give.” - 1 - - :

cur,
“that p !
- .h;ng ‘Qf‘Am'S‘ah‘ “your’ affairs, at whatever

| wool on, Leslie!

. “What are you talking about?”’ asked Claver-
ing, in amazement.

“T’ve got the sack, and you are to be prefect
in my place.. I see now why you have always
curried favour with Leslie Temple.”

Sidney Clavering looked at him steadily.

“I’ve never curried favour, as you call if,”
he replied. ““If Mr. Temple’s given me the
post, L suppose it's because he thinks I am fit
for it. -You're not, anyway, after what you've
told me.”

“Don’t preach to me, you——

“You'd better dry up!” interrupted Claver-
ing sharply. ““I can make allowance for your
feelings, and I don’t want a row with you. Bub
I warn you that I sha’n’t stand very much more
of your inselence,”

Trent looked ‘at him, his brow dark with
rage; but there was something in Clavering’s
face that made him pause. He had very strong
doubts about being a match for Clavering if
it came to a quarrel, and Clavering was evi-
dently getting angry. So the fallen prefect,
with ‘a bitter sneer, turned upon his heel and
walked away.

i)

_Trent Plays the Spy.

AROLD TRENT did not meet with

much sympathy in his humiliation.

He had never been very popular,

while Clavering, on the other hand,

was generally liked. The former prefect ac-

cepted his degradation with outward calmness,

and affected to make light of it. But in his

heart the hidden rancour grew daily more
bitter.

The more he reflected upon the matter, the
more he became convinced that the house-
master had a secret which he was anxious to
keep from the knowledge 'of St. Hilda’s. That
it was a disgraceful one, a fellow like Trent
was not likely to doubt. But what was it? He
was bitterly determined that he would know.
Once he knew it he” would be able to dictate
his own terms, he thought. Then to repay his
humiliation on the man who had inflicted it,
and to gratify his old grudge against Clavering.

And so0 he took to noting the house-master’s
movements with malicious attention. Leslie
Temple, utterly unconscious of!the espionage,
was quite off his guard. And so Trent’s oppor-
tunity came a few nights afterwards.

The New House, like the rest of St. Hilda’s,
was wrapped in silence and darkness. Only
from the house-master’s window gleamed a
light. Mr. Leslie’s door opened, and he stepped
quietly out, and went downstairs. He little
dreamed that a door was ajar along the cor-
ridor, and that a pair of spiteful eyes watched
him go.

Harold Trent left his room, his eyes gleam-
ing. He was on the track at last. He'had no
scruples about playing the spy; his was not a
manly nature. In a few minutes he was in the.
quadrangle, and from the shadows he watched
the house-master unlock the little gate in the
wall and pass out. He locked it behind him;
but in a minute Trent had climbed the ivy, and
was looking over into the road. b

There was a silver crescent of moon, and th
road was light. - The shadow of an elm fell
upon the wall and concealed Trent. He saw
the house-master move from the gate, and then
a dark figure crossed from the trees on the
opposite side of the road. /

¢ Have you got it?” s
. The hoarse voice reached the ears of the boy
on the wall. He felt a thrill. He could not
make out the stranger’s features, but he was
roughly dressed, and had a thick, reddish
beard. The house-master placed something in
his hand. - : : e

‘j gow ,mucltii?”’ : i) X

“TFive pounds.” S

¢ That isn’t much, Leslie.” .. :

“It's more than I can well spare,” was the
curt reply. “You must be satisfied. Yes, ‘I
draw a liberal salary here; but no salary could
stand the inroads you make upon it.  And,
look here, I dor’t want you to meet mé so nea
the scheol again.” : ¢

“ But_at this hour—-"

““ There is always risk. One of the boys broke
bounds the other night, and came wupon me
only a few minutes before you arrived. Noxlllz

it wi

“You must make a raise somehow, Leslie.
Hang it, I must live! And when you can give
me a solid hundred, T promise’ you that T’ will
make tracks abroad. I'm pretty safe here from
the police, but I should feel safer across the
water.” i :

“Where am I to get a hundred from?” gaid
Temple impatiently. y

““Dr. Manners is rich, and—2"" -3 o 0

“Hold your tongue, you scoundrel!”” sajd ‘the
house-master, in a png ressed voice. “You
hold your tongue! Let a suggestion like
_ pass your lips agaim, and Tll wash my

The other shrugged his shoulders. ©~
' ““Have your own way. You know the price
at which you can get rid of me. Keep your
Good-night 1 e
* Good-night, Carne!”
The man crossed the road and disappeared.

 Leslie Temple stood looking after him with a .

ark brow for some minutes, and then slowly
turned towards the gate. RS,
. Harold Trent, his -heart beating wildly,
slipped down from the wall, and hurried to the
house. He had heard every word, and his brain
was almost-in a whirl. ~ His discoveries had

exceeded his wildest anticipations.
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He was in his room before the house-master “ Anything, sir.” And he said he'd go abroad if Templo would | felt that it was his g
re-entered the building; but there was little “ Will you resign your position as head pre- | give him a hundred pounds, and advised him to | the nets as usual sf uty to
sleep for Harold Trent that night. 'He lay | fect of the house?’’ steal it from Dr. Manners.” > not turn up thcreu t?" schogl, f
awake, thinking. There was much in the affair Clavering looked at the master in amaze- Trent grinned at the horror in Clavering’s bcginning to thil.lk The ney Hoygg
that puzzled him, but one thing seemed certain | ment. 3 face. He found a keen pleasure in blackening | Leslie Temple’s abil't'that they had
—Leslie Temple was in his power ! i\‘f?c%gn, sl-ir!(ifdhe said. e the hodusle'-musmr to the boy who loved and re- link knew how distr;s;ﬁilnt;aﬁﬁ"keter
r. lemple did not mee 18 eyes. spected him. e whe & & ho g
Trent Dictates Terms ** That islwhat I said, Clavering.” ] bt You must be dreaming !” : the p:;Ltli]:,Pm\figcmd t ¢ game ;
pr HAT do v t. Tront?” “ You are not satisfied with me?” : “Rot! I tell you I heard it.” down the ri\'ex'si(lgvfr t(}; .
Tho 3(1).11 }vahn e e’: 1 dis. “On the contrary, I am more than saggefied. | ' Clavering’s eyes flashed. mill, He knew th tnh‘ ¢ direg
The class ml jus )i’pnr 'q | I cannot explain, and I can only throw myself **And perhaps you have used this knowledge | time for cul“ng-ova i
missed, b{utHaro dh’lxcnt‘» ngered | on your generosity, my boy. You have every | to gain your own ends——’ that, ery but he vy
Mr. Tompl bl(‘h“"é“ to}rjhe ou 0."5.“’9]"? g?fi:‘l right to refuse, and if you do so I shall’not “ Perhaps I have,” said Trent coolly. The mill was o s
. lemple glanced at him inquiringly. complain. But if you wish to help me——" “That’s my business. But I'll have the whole | destroyed by 4 fire
two were alone in the deserted class-room. ““Can I help you by resigning?”’ asked Sidney, | story to-night, and——" 3 in g lonely spot u’]”d
Tl:?nt was pale, but he was dg}f(:yrmmed. his. eyes opening ‘wide. O ou wen't It of bcing Haumed i!t;
“I‘Ywant to ipeak to you, sir. “ Ves.” p ; < “ Who'll prevent me?” ’ was a safe place for
Tr\e:iyc;:;itd b Btsdier e eloied 1 T%E “Then I will do so, sir, willingly.” “I will. - You are not going to follow Mr. | ment in, though sue

. : ; 3 “Thank you, Clavering. Thank you, my | Temple. What he choose i i t ;
house-master viewed this proceeding with boy. R g 3 y P § to do is no business | the quarters far fr

visible astonishment. Trent turned towards
him again, with an unpleasant flutter at his
heart, but still resolute.

y. of yours. You cur!” g
Sidney Clavering quitted the house-masters's *You are not my master. I shall go if I |drew near th

study in a state of profound amazement and | like.”

concern.  Mr. Temple was plainly in a very “You had . better not like, then,”

C . the ruined mj
tangled with thickets, mzdniﬂult.
said | As the boy pushed his wa,

“1 want to ask you if you can reconsider | gictnrhed state, and Sidney feared that he was | Clavering grimly. he caught a ruddy g
your decision Olf the other day, sir.] is. | ill. But that did not explain his strange action. | . Trent, with g growl of defiance, pushed | ahead. It came from the Jow
Impossible!  Clavering gives every satis- Since Mr. Temple’s coming to St. Hilda's a roughly past him.  Claverin 2%

faction—more than you ever gave, Trent, at the grasped his | old mill, which was still a g

very sincere friendship had grown up between | collar and swung him back. T

k i : g 1e next instant | the weather—suffie; e
best of times. If that is all you have to Cl(;xvermg ancli the yc()lung h({)use-mastcr. The | they were fighting like tigers, g outt events, sufficient for the Summegt
say—— : lad was a little wounded at eing asked to re- —_— ‘“He 1is there ' ;
It isn't all,” said Trent desperately. “I{ gion but it was chiefly on Mr. Temple’s account A Lesson for T is at Tottered Clayering,
think you'll find it best, Mr. Temple, to restore thgz;t, h 4 s i rTrent. His heart beat hard, For " the fing g

nd 1 e was concerned. He had heard the RENT was furi rori struck hi : i
me to my position. I don’t ask it as & favour. e e e e as turious, and Clayering was | struck him that there might be

A house, that deeply incensed. i teri e soli
One good turn deserves another, and I think Leslie Temple had a secret of some kind. And, ariiel anie They closed - with | entering the solitary haunt of a knog

n ¢ mutual animosity.  Fj y He was A
you should do it if I keep to myself all I know.” though his loyalty to the master of the New given and received, bl‘ulte?:rdlil;:ssxgg finest z—ihf&‘l&nztnsnt(.i ﬁ;ﬁ:}:}ed, db'f be
The house-master changed colour for a mo- House remained firm, strange misgivings began | was heard save the deep, irregular breathing of | British heart. His pause V}B:noule
ment. 4 e to rise in his mind. the combatants, and the shuffling of feet. Both | and then he pushed resolutely on.y

“Indeed! You .are very mysterious,” he e were equally desirous not to waken the sleep- He stopped at a great breach i
said, with forced irony. “What are these Caught in the Act. ing school. : Vg

g and looked .in, A man was sitfing
wonderful things that you know?” £ G it, I can’t sleep!” : For several minutes the struggle continued. | beam close” by a perforated pail b
“1 know that somebody has a secret, and ANThe’ night was }?ot. And Sidney | 20d then Trent was flung vio%cntly to the [ fire burned. The rgd firelight ﬂl

that he - blaqk’maxled by somebody else,” said Clavering was disturbed in his | 8round. He sprang up ih a moment. round him. On the fire
frent. “I don’t want to trade on e S e mind.  After several unsuccess-| . Will you let me pass?” baking. A stone. slipped “under (i
1 ?f“d’ one good turn deserves arggtheq. io | ful attempts to compose himself to sleep, he ‘No!” foot, and the man g rang up with
T T*I?“ hmGIWhl:)ltt {l‘?“f meal;,s Wﬁ‘.’t‘él ‘I‘JGYSIJS gave it up. 2 And atBit again they went hammer and Hsa¥agc he looke(f in the
emple sharply ; but his face we ite. 0 P & wesk finod the ‘reas ; tongs. ut slowly and surely Harold Trent | His ace was coarse and hard, and
have been breaking bounds again, T presume? Clitve":?: g"‘ea ’lyh:t r:sigsnation eha‘ijs'ggg;;‘mrzf weakened before the vigorous n);suult of Claver- [ beard hid the lower half of ,%‘\'ﬁ.
5o 'W’hat if [ have!” said Trent half-defiantly. ceived with amazement by the whole House. [ ing- He still attacked desperately, but his | Clavering in mingled alarm and raga
You’ve got no right to find fault with me, ab | 4o o the amazement was intensified when it be- | blows grew feebler, his defence less skilful. | Sixth-Former of St. Hilda’s ste
a.ll“events. I know v,v’hom you met last night. came known that Harold Trent had resumed his { Again and again Clavering’s fists dashed into ruined apartment over the heaps of ryb
You—you know !"”—Mr. Temple Wasas palé | o1y Sosition, . his face, and more than once he went to earth | ** Who are you? What do you wan|
as death. *You—you young rascal! The New House wondered what Mr. Temple | With a dull thud. Each time that he renewed ‘I have come to see you,” s
Even Trent was astonished by the effect of was about. Another circumstance excited gom- | the combat his defeat seemed more certain. calmly. e
his words. He was exultant, too. There was ment. The house-master was one of the finest | At length, with a terrible upper-cut, into The man’s teeth snapped, and
evidently something, deeper in the matter than cricketers at ‘St. Hilda’s, and the New House | which he threw his whole strength, Clavering | the boy with the spring of a tig:r
he had deemed. Mr. Temple was more at his had made great strides under his leadership, | sent the prefect fairly flying. reeled back with two wiry han
mercy than he had caleulated. % The House team, captained by Leslie Temple, | Trent crashed on the ground like a ack of | his throat, RN
.y Xes, I know,” he said coolly; and all 8¢ | j,q defeated in succession the three other | coal, and did not rise. ** Now,” came a hissing voice, ¢
Hilda’s will know pretty soon if T don’t have house elevens at -St. Hilda’s. But of late | Clavering stood over bim with flashing eyes. | you came We
Pack the post’ Bidney Clavering. ousted me | oS cuns aiaster had bocs lamentably off his | ' Will you give up your spying now?” But Clavering had recovered
from. : S form. This had culminated in a defeat of the | ‘“Hang you,” said Trent faintly, gasping | moment, He grappled with fl
Mr. Temple was silent. The perspiration was | Now House by Todhunter's; in the last inter. | with pain.—* hang you, Clavering! You've | with a simple wrestler's trick |
damp on his brow. Trent watched him curi- House match. Leslie Temple’s batting had | done me this time, but T'll make you pay for | back. The man went down witha
ously. ~ He had little doubt as to what the been wild, his bowling wilder. What was the it, and your precious house-master, too," : “N?ne of bh?t my £
.., | matter with him? Wil you give up your spying?” “ You'll— Good heavens!
“If I were to condescend to make terms with | Harold Trent knew, and Clavering partly {* “ Yes, hang you!” The exclamation fell sharply
you, Trent, for the sake of“t.hxs—thls person,” | oyessed. And it was as much the thought of | And Trent,  rising painfully to his feet, | 3 he went down the man’s b -
said Leslie Temple, at last, ““could I rely upon the house-master’s unknown trouble as the heat | & red away. Clavering followed him, and | off, and was now dangling by
your silence? . - of ‘the summer night that prevented- Sidney | saw him into his room before he quitted him. { and without the disguise the face
. Trent grinned. He did not b(’eheve for a mo- | from sleeping. He ave up the attempt, slipped | He left the prefect bathing his face in water, | like one Clavering knew
ment that it was for anybody’s sake but his | from the ie«f, and Eegan to dress himself. and went to his room to do the same for him. | Leslie Temple. - _
~ own that Mr. Temple was willing to come to | =« A turn in the quad will set me right,” he |self. Trent had been terribly thrashed, but| ‘' Hang you!” The m‘m
3 jterms. But he did not care how the matter Wwas | reflected. And he went downstairs and let him- Sidney had not escaped without punishment. | feét, breathless and shaken. He

house-master’s decision would be.

‘put 5o long as he was victorious. self out into the quadrangle. In the open | One of his eyes was closed, and his li were [ an evil look, but he did not a
' % Certainly, sir,” he replied. i air, under the shadowy old elms, the night was | cut, his nose {)leeding; He hardly felt the pain, | to close quarters again. - M@
Then I will think about the matter. cooler, and he was relieved as he paced to and | however, While he bathed his injuries, he was | I—

‘The house-master abruptly quitted the class- ro. ‘thinking of the house-master. ‘ Are you a relation of Mr. T
room. He left Trent g‘leefle, with no doubt Suddenly he stopped, in the shadow. of a| He w%,,t to bed, but not to sleep. And as he | Clavering. He thought he u
whatever as to what the final result would be. tree. A fall figure had crossed the quadrangle, | lay wakeful, he heard a faint sound, past mid- | real nature of the house

Mr. Temple went direct to his study, and and even in the gloom he recognised the house. | night, which told that the house-master had re- Mt :
shut himself in. He wanted to think; but the | yastar He thought of what Trent had said, | turned. Where had he been? Was the man | speak [freely. 1 am
audacity of Trent had taken him so by surprise and coloured with vexation at the thought of | who shared his stra.nfe secret in hiding at the | friend. il
that he could come to no decision. He knew having unconsciously played the spy upon the | old mill? It seemed like it; gat what could the | The man looked at iy
that the one-time prefect was In_ earnest, and | master’s moyvements. g{e heard the click of the | house-master of St. Hilda’s have to do with a I'm his o e he said
his whole. soul revolted from the humiliation of key at the gate, and silence followed. He | man hunted by the police? . sent you here? 3
coming to terms with one who should have been turned back towards the house. =~ And after | In the midst of doubts and fears, Clavering’s “Noj; I came to find you
under his a“ﬂwgty - ¢ taking a few steps, he alnfost ran into a figure | loyalty held true. iy ; had been blackmailing Mr.

“But Carne?” he muttered. “If T punish | dinking along in the shadow of the elms. ““He is innocent of wrong-doing,” he said to | know, howevyer, his moti
this younfg(:sc«.)un'('irellf s he deselrves, wllnfat will |~ « Claverin%!; : himself decidedly.d ‘iSozIx;e Iow o lsnl’m htllle Koc'l" B?Oﬂmgé 1

me of Larne? If it were only myself— ol ! at ou doing out here?”” | power of a scoundrel! If I could only help | hi ing from the pol
g Hedi-?ned his elbows on the table, and his Tlir:;zfect "n::.é.y ot “{him! Why does he not gi#, up the rascal to | his kindness. - ¥o

face dropped info his hands. He did not seem | ¢ riicperr BT t uestion, Claver- | the police? What if I”—he caught his breath | his name into your
L e W:tﬁ_ink clearly, and yet he must decide, ing.’I llnﬁl;:me y’é’é*n”ﬁ;f . thy mnm:ﬁ as a new idea flashed into his ﬁnd-—“@vhut if | have you not?”
' '.HILI - 95 your pardon, sir!” “T don’t understand you.” 11 were to do so? The man is evidently a | “ You are mighty cl
€, Tal8

2 ed his head quickly.” His face was| h, as well be plain with [ scoundrel, and if he were in prison he could not | The man’s tone was s
like' chalk, and seemed strangely old. Sidné“ one 21{0&:?? : 'f':aemp :’}; uox:; to thle) ’éﬁi :;iuf | harm Mr. Temple. If things go on like this, | Clavering ygq'unmsﬂ
, iClavering stood at the half-open door regard- | to meet the man who bfgckma,ilg him, and I|Mr. 1 le will have to leave St. Hilda's, _ ““Only this,”
o an

him with amazement. fancy you know as much about it as I do. You will use his power, and others, too, will

~_ Clavering came in and closed the doo ‘ A
. house-master rose to his feet, M The

- “I am sorry you saw me just hb&n Chver‘ -}
ing,” he gzid,guietly; “but I’ think T can trust | his
y boy.

' “I=I beg your pardon!” stammered Claver- ’t mean to pretend that you're here by | g know about it. It must end in ruin
ing. ‘“You remember you told me to come, ,ngm,,, id Trl:ant ;{mmﬁmﬂ; s i - l{,t Temple if it is not brought to an end.
sir? T knocked twice, and you did not answer, | Clavering gritted his teeth. ¥ Can I save him?” He sat up in bed, his eyes
o Y et SN O RIS ‘ “Do you lﬁgﬁk.l am as mean a cur as you | sparkling, excited at the thought. “That he
‘”;Mf"ﬁ‘f““ said Mr. Temple, trying | are?” he said quietly. “F came out for a turn | has done nothing wrong I am certain, and he
to spe ol pvd'inary» tone, but failing dis. | in the open air because I couldn’t sleep. But | cannot have anything to fear from a_denoue--
; . Some iny Clavering P o 20~ | QEas you mean by somebody blackmailing | ment. “The_ wreteh 15 working ‘upon his good
: -~ You are not well, ,*"'“"t’ﬁerhm—_.” Mr. Temple? How do you know anything | nature, or is somehow deceiving him. At all |
7 - “No, n0; come jn 10w, I want to see you, | AT R P | events, I can ascertain how matters stand, a
, as it happens.” B Sy Al bﬂg: !ﬁﬂﬁ Sow T know,” said Trent ilib;u;;rif it is really as I think, I can sa\,r A

know, and I know that your
slar house-master has ‘committed
%ﬁi 'f'é.‘ﬁiid'ﬁie chap holds him in

It was alﬁxoptl. morning when Sidney came to
this conclusion. At last he fell asleep, and did

m fork out money. I've | mot open his eyes ﬁfiﬂ till the rising-bell

g
you, m seen him give him money.”’ | sounded through St. Hilda’s.
“Qertbin% you can, sir!” said the prefect| Back to;gChva"ing"t-. ‘y'. b the scené in| i i v =R
- eagerly. “You may be sure that I shall not; | the house-master’s study; Leslie Temple’s he, ______ Clavering’'s Ultimatum.
chatter idly. But—but— .

[ { ; | in his _hands, his
£ ﬁ“:b wl t,nCla;oevrél e S :vbhenhSidney »_, ber
e ere’s any trouble, sir, an and I could | that he was forcec
help you, I'd be only too giad,” said Sidney, | i
_colouring at his own teme R ‘
“I know you would, Clave
y you saw, it would be useless for
- deny that I am in trouble,” said' the

~appearance of Clavering and Trent
4 f‘fxpited comment the next day. Both | at the
g bore very visible traces of the encounter
~— in the quadrangle, but as neither gave
39 ion, their schoolfellows were left

full aystery here, A ot lheir bettered Mpmr' Templ?m’f"ﬁ': :
} . Y By are s : vhe | have noticed their battered a ance, bu
house- tm‘éa came out I am certain that Mr. Temple 'I_ts"i&;hol‘ewk.upon it i

. master gravely.  “I know you will believe, | would be found blameless.” ; Sidney Cl thonghtful :
y though, tl_;’a.teg is by no fault of m';m own A.w‘l?y Trent lsughed.’, 45 o o e oo, nfﬁ,f, d:ytaliﬁ m rgéecteda veltxyponhgli’ag an,
r conjunction of circumstances, I have | ““Then why does he hold communication with | and made up his mind, though not without
e ,tl!_?.g}fﬁgn,of el '1‘:“"%‘1“2‘}" i: ‘a man hunted bylthmeér’ i iwme .mi:ﬂ'.ng-. But the pale and’ harassed
it is im : r me to explain. ere is | Clavering gave tark. ¢ : : ided him. ]
- fqmﬁom@ 1 want to ask at your hands Claver: |- An ga tooks of the house-master decided him. If he

re you mad?’ - | could remove this shadow that darkeni t 1
ST ~ “It’s frue. T heard tho man himself say so. ! the life of :ﬁetxl::n,he loved :_ndw:speo!’;od, "he ' foarn that ho
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HOUSEMASTER'S  SECRET.
(Omdf‘”‘w‘l from the previous page.)
‘;,",..000000000 OOOTR

he Doctor—Good for Evil—
conclusion.

LEVEN had struck from the clock-
¥ tower of St. Hilda's. A stealthy
figure was creeping down the corridor
from one of the Sixth Form bed-
. Ho paused as a sudden blaze of light

e ¢

smaster stood in' the light, and his
was very stern as 1t fixed upon. Harold

are you going, Trent?”

ohanged colour, and his heart was
2 hard ; but he quickly recovered  his
B Ho faced the house-master defiantly.
fiim going out.” § y
i are going to do nothing of the kind!”
ill you stop me?”
will 1" 1
o'd better take care, sir! I know very
il that y;on’ve only just come in yourself. I

are not, I believe, the judge of your
7s movements.”’

have been to the old mill, to see a
%l who is hiding from the police. Do you
‘me to tell the doctor that?” sneered

it smile flickered over the house-master’s

s I returned,” he said, ‘I saw a bad
. one Bull, lurking near the school—a
card-playing swindler, I believe. You
fing to meet him.”
ppose T was?”’

wil go instantly back to your room.
ra o longer a prefect, of the New House.
! Obey instantly, or come with me to
| He has not retired yet. Are you

on his collar. He was marchied away
i il stairs, through shadowy corridors.
fardly knew whether he' was on his head
heels. He persuaded himself that the
ster was only seeking to frighten him.
ld never dare to take him in to the
' yet Mr. Temple seemed in deadly
When they arrived at the doctor's
Trent was quaking. The doctor was up
b ith examination papers. Mr.
tay at the door,

ow please, sir—-"" faltered the now

_prefect.
‘emple‘ took no notice.  In response to
Wiootor's “ Come in!” 'he pushed open the
d enfered with Trent. :
anners adjusted his pinoce-nez, and gazed
| amazement. - !
it-is the meaning of this, Mr. Temple?’’
d not, disguise from you, sir, when I
8t. Hilda’s that I had the misfortune to
ed with a person who had brought
ipon himself and all his connections,”’
'M‘ag-m:.;ber, in a lowtlbut clkea.r £and
person recently took refuge
i_Hilda’s, and I assisted him with
6 has since fled,. and I have strong
never seeing him again. This bo;
discovered that my cousin was hiding
il has traded upon the knowledge
of venturing to defy my authority
. bounds at night for the purpose
'a low betting man. I leave you to
m, sir.. As for myself, I can only
- you consider my misfortune makes
j for me to quit St. Hilda’s, I shall
your decision as cheerfully as I can.”
Temple leftt the room. The doctor’s
d upon Trent with a look that chilled
y to the marrow of his bones.

u.ny!;hmg to aai,uT-rgnt?"
Dor’t be too hard on me, sir!”

well. Go to your room. Pack your
thing in the morning.
s by the first train. Not a word!”
i went from the room, white as

.

201}
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Harold Trent was not expelled. He
f upon Mr. Temple’s mercy, and
: house-master interceded for..
_won his pardon from the doctor.’
it's hard heart was touched by ﬁ-'
ness, and he made some effort
was not wholly ungrateful. . .
ing became, and remained,
New House, and always, at
s, the firm friend of the

for other tales by this
¥ tly.

Meanwhile i i"'”b%f%f”%
Weanwhile remem at |
Against Him,” by Henry 8t. John,

AL John,
ting in “ The Boys' Friend.” Now

| 'not a great

| the pu

The Best Prison Story Bwverxr Written.

ICK CLIVE had been arrested on the charge
of having killed a certain rascally money-
lender named Reiss, who had for many
months been the cause of much misery in
the little village of Belhampton. Now al-

D

though there had been a quarrel between the two,
and blows had been struck, yet Dick was not the
Nevertheless he was
sentenced to death—an innocent man suffering for

cause of the man’s death.

another’s crime.
muted to penal servitude for life.

He was removed from His temporary prison and
taken to London with two other convicts on his way
to Wellwood Gaol. He made a hold dash for freedom,
but was recaptured. 5

When the prisoners_arrived at Wellwood to ether
with their escort the incident of Dick’s rash attempt
to escape was reported to the governor—a stern
martinet and a stickier for duty. The warders were
both severely reprimanded, and Dick was placed on
punishment diet (bread and water) for three days.
One of the warders, a fellow named Finch, was
greatly incensed against Dick owing to the rebuke he
had received through his attem‘ptlug to esczg;e and
he made an atfack on the lad™in his cell, ut this
was not all. He afterwards went to the governor and
reported that Clive had assaulted him,

The warder was believed, and Dick was sen-
tenced to be flogged. After the punishment the
poor lad was obliged to remain in hospital for
a while. Then he returned to his cell to conclude
his sentence of solitary confinement. Afterwards he
was set to work in the tinsmith’s :ho&, and one of his
fellow conyiots told him of a: plot escape. Dick
promised to throw in his lot with the others—there
were seven in the plot altogether.

The eventful moment came when the escape was to
be made. Out of the seven only four got away, and
two of these were speedily reca&tuxed.

Dick was basely deserted by his comrade, and after
many perilous adventures nearly fell into the hands of
Warder Finch. After a desperate race he evaded
and made the acquaintance of a tramp who
condueted him to a hayloft. on a farm, where the;
passed the night. Dick awakened to find tire haylo
on fire, and in escaping was capturéed by the farm
hands. He was handed over to the police and
ignominiously taken back to gaol. =i

(gtmcourse e had to be p ed, and he was given
three days’ solitary confinement with bread-and-water
giet, an senbenized mt.? twexl::g str%k%gi éh% :ag.m'rtgg

ay beiore the latf unishmen
Wzrder Finch offered Itfc get him out. of prison if he
‘would bribe him with £300. s %

Bveptually his sentence was com-

pursuit,

Mr. Walton Interferes—The _aiivdrnqr

Gives Way. v
T was ;,oold, wet, drizzling day, with heavy,

" lowering clouds flying across the heavens.
Dick shivered as he marched cut into the
exercise-yard between two warders. He

had been through it all once before, long ago,

| but how -familiar it all was! The triangle was

there—the prison doctor, chatting with the chief
warder; then the governor came oub alone, and,
las'h;)f all, Mr. Walton.
e youn 6 Was
‘drawn ’y there was a look of pain in his eyes. 1t
Would scem as if ho was the one about to suffer
unishment, and not Dick, who stood upright,
acing the governor, with his face set and firm
and his eyes steady.

Mr. W
arm, . y
P Bear it—bear it with fortitude; be brave and
stiong, my poor lad!” he whispered. ‘T shall
\suffer with you—for every blow! Your sin was
one. Liberty is dear to us all; and it
is worth rialgn'g !rg;qh for. lYou] 'ﬁs'ked' and yog
have lost. But bear your losg like & Inan, an
forgive them ‘%‘haﬁ‘trgd;agg.qsém-“yon.’ :

S 'Nowbthéfll‘!" X A

The governor’s voice was_ba.rslﬁggd loud. He
o ST e A e
| wa of India. He ed the collar of his
i 1L at his ears and shivered as he
on while two of the warders fastened the
¥s about Dick's wrists and secured him

AT BIEE s SRR
e e in his thin black coat, shivered
00, but it was not from the ‘aold." e 3
" ¢This punishment must go on?” he asked, in
i !?‘égg;;? 1 dﬁﬁ’t understand you. OF course
N ow’ C pa]”?

N itn n. rews L
it st B B who had been told off to inflict

nishment. stepped forward, and drew the
tails of the form able cat through his fingers.

»

w Tuesday.- - In the ik
SCHOOL AGAINST HIM,” by ] opular Henry St.
" ooL qquug__ it e Now on Sale, L

biting cold air Dick’s back was laid

clergyman’s face was white and

ton came over to Dick and touched his

7, [NPRISONED
\

FOR LIFE!
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bare to the lash. Once more he
heard the whistle of the thongs in
the air—once more he felt them
bite into his flesh—once more beads
of agony came out on his forehead.

The young clergyman turned his
face away. At each sound of the
falling lash he started and shivered
asuthough it was on his back that it
tell. ¢

¢ Coward—coward !” he muttered, and reso-
lutely turfied himself about, so that he must look
on, though the sight made him sick with horror.

He saw the red blood gush out—he saw the
swollen flesh rise into livid weals; then, with
the horror of it in his eyes, he turned to look
at the governor.

No such sights as these moved the governor.
He was too used to them. He had no sympathy,
no feeling for the convicts. They were so many
brutes, and they had to be treated-like brutes.
The lash was the only thing for them. He stood
with his collar about his ears, and his hands in |
his pockets, stamping on the ground to keep his
feet warm, impatient at the slowness of the
punishment, and eager to be back to his break-
tast in his own warm room.

“Man’s inhumanity to man,” Mr. Walton
murmured. *“That men can do this thing to

man!” ;

Twelve stripes had been given. The
prisoner’s rigid pose suddenly relaxed; he
seemed to sink forward so that he hung by his
arms, his head upon his breast, his eyes closed.

The doctor held up his band. 3 f

“Cast him loose,” he said. “ We'll give him
a breather. How many more strokes, Andrews?”

* Right more strokes, sir.” :

“(Good! We'll give him three minutes, and
then ho'll be able to take them.”

Half fainting, Dick was held ué) by one of the
warders. No attempt was made to throw a
cover over him, and .stood half naked in the
bitter morning air. 535

But Mr. Walton came forward, and picking up
Dick’s coat from the ground laid it tenderly over
his shoulders. \

“Not worth: while, sir,” said the warder;
“he’s to take the rest in a minute.”” « -

¢ They are going to tie him there again—flog
him again?’ Mr. Walton cried. “1 will not
believe it. The prisoner is half fainting now.”

Dick opened his eyes for a moment and looked
at the clergyman; then he closed them again;
but that look was enough to send the blood—the
hot, chivalrous blood—coursing to the young
clergyman’s heart. ] ;

“%—Ie has suffered enough,”’ he said, turning to
the governor. * Will you order him to be re-
moved?” i :

The governor raised his eyebrows. i

“The punishment is not over,” he said
abruptly. * Twenty strokes were ordered, and.|
he has had twelve; there are exghb more. Put
the prisoner up again, Andrews.”

5 iid Nﬁ' alton was quivering with ex-
citement. I say that this must not go on. The

r fellow is fainting from the pain now. See,
o can scarcely stand !

«Oh. nonsense !"* said the doctor, with a laugh.
‘He had his own personal spite against Dick, and
the opportunity was too good a one to be lost.
“Tf you knew the fellow as well as I do, Mr.
Walton, you would know that he was malinger-
ing. I expect you have a good deal to learn re-
garding prison ife and convicts yet.”

«7 have yet to learn that British gentlemen
can t,,_ske’pleauute in inflicting such punishment
as this on a fellow-creature,” Mr. Walton said,
voice. ‘I ask you, in the name of

i low
o to oxjder that’ poor fellow to be taken

humanity,
away.”

The governor scowled. .

“You will kindly attend fo 50ut duty, Mr.
Walton, and allow me to attend to mine. My
duty is to carry out the punishment.awarded by
the justices. Come, enou h of this. We can’t
stand here in the cold all the morning!

[

£ $h i ‘.
nce more I protest,” said Mr. Walton, in a
loud voice. ‘I protest against this 'piece of
barbarity !” ¥ 3

The warders started, and turned to look at the
pale-faced young clergyman with new interest in
their eyes. That anyone at, Wellwood could
raise his voice in protest against the governor
was a thing unheard of. '

«1 have asked you for his sake to stop this
punishment ; he is not in a fit state tostand it.”

Mr. Walton said firmly, * for if ill comes of this
the truth of it shall be known. I say, even
though I have not this gentleman’s medical
knowledge—I say that the prisoner is not fit to
be punished fafther; and if; in spite of my pro-
test, you insist on carrying the punishment out,
then when harm comes of it the truth shall be
known!”

The governor faltered. . Like all domineering
bullies, he was a gross coward at heart. - He
could trample on men and crush their feelings.
Those that cringed to him he kicked. Few stood
up before him and defied him, and when they did
it was his turn to cringe.

The chaplain, flushed, bright-eyed, and eager,
}vas standing before him, looking him full in the

ace.

“ Tf ill comes of this, the consequence shall fall
upon the right shoulders,” he said.

It was a threat—a deliberate menace.

11 have not examined the man,” he stam-
mered. “ You had better look to him again,
Dr. Redman.”

T have examined him, and I say heis fit for
punishment still,” Dr. Redman said, throwing
a glance of umnconcealed enmity towards Mr.
Walton. ¢ This gentleman’s business is to tend
souls, and mine the body. If he will attend 10
his business, I will attend to mine.”

T should be a poor minister if I thought only
of souls, and let the body perish. T should be
degraded in my own eyes if I stood by silént
while such things as this are done. I have not
the power to stay your hand, but I have the
power to bring home the consequences to you.
Sir, it is for you to act as you think fit,” he
added, turning to the governor. ‘' But remem-
ber I have protested.””

. “Yes, yes; of course. Er—you are new—this
is new to you. Dr, Redman, look at the fellow
again.” {

“ It is unnecessary.” : i

“J say, look at him "’ thundered the governor;
glad of the opportunity of turning on someone.
% You have my order, obey it.”

Dr. Redman turned away sulkily. ;

“ Once more 1 say he is fit,” he said sullenly.

¢ And once more I say he is not,” said Mr.
Walton. ‘

The governor hesitated for a moment; his
‘wavering eyes_wandered from the doctor to the
chaplain.

“As-as you are new—unused to prison life, *
T’1l humour you, Mr. Walton,” he said, with a
poor attempt at a smile. “Take the prisoner to
the hospital to have his back dressed; the
punishment is over.”

Hospital Tortures—Dr. Redman Wins:
HANKS to the intervention of Mr.
Walton, Dick was not in the terrible
state that he was when he had been sent
to the infirmary after his first flogging.
Yet his back was terribly lacerated and pain-
ful, and so stiff that every movement ca
him acute pain.

Ho was grateful to the new chaplain. He

knew that in him he had a friend; one bold
|, enough to risk his own position by ﬁqesking' out
boldly on behalf of those who could not speak
for themselves. One who felt that it was his
‘mission in this prison to succour and befriend
the prisoners, rather than join forces with those
who oppressed them, as his predecessor had done.

Yet, though Dick’s gratitude to Mr. Walton,
was never lessened, he was soon to find out
that the chaplain’s championship of his cause:
would cause him more suffering than if he had,
been left to receive the full number of strokes
that were awarded to him.”

Dr. Redman, remembering what had hap-
‘pened when Dick had been in hospital last, had!
no love for him; and now that Mr. Walton had:
worsted him, and had gained the victory over
him in the prison yard with an audience of
warders and under-warders, among whom the
doctor was already exceedingly unpopular, the
doctor’s dislike for Dick increased tenfold.

It was through Dick that he had suffered
defeat at Mr. Walton's hands. It was through:
Dick that he had nearly got into serious trouble .
with the governor, and had only averted it by
barefaced lying on the occasion of the lunatic’s.
attack on the governor. And as:Dickhad been
a source of inconvenience to him, he was re-
solved that he would be a source of inconveni-
ence to Dick. ;

¢ Hallo, No. 333, back again! Same:
thing?"’ The man who ;Pke was an orderly—
one who hT;d been employed: in" the hospital -
when Dick had paid his first visit there. ¥

Dick nodded. 5 2 ;

* “What's upset the dogtor? He’s in a tearing.
rage; and been swearing something awful!” the
man muttered. &

“He had a row with the new chaplain. Mr.
Walton stuck ap for me,”” Dick muttered, “and:

t me off part of the punishment, and the:
r was for having me receive all the:
lashes.” 5
“He wouldn’t like that. But you ain’t out
of the wood yet, Clive. It strikes me you'd a=’
done better 1f you'd taken wour sore back to

I tell you—" shouted the governor
angrily \

% And now for your own sakes I ask you,”

\

your cell instead of bringing 1% here.” :
The hospital orderly was rizht, as Dick was

: d‘ ohn, starts in this week’s “Boys' Friend.”



