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The 1st Chapter.
No Takers.

‘ SAY, Poindexter !

: H Teddy Trimble, of the Fourth Form at
: Cliveden College, came into No. 4 study,
* the quarters of the famous trio of juniors, known
_as the Cliveden Combine.

Teddy Trimble was the muff of the Fourth ;
“but he regarded himself as a fellow with ideas,
and his ideas frequently furnished merriment to his
‘orm-fellows.

“I say, Poindexter !’

- But the Cliveden Combine were busy.

They were playing chess, Poindexter against
Flynn and Neville.

.incoln G. Poindexter was a splendid chess
player, and he was fully able to hold his own
apainst Neville and Flynn, and all three juniors
were intent upon the game, as good chess players
should be.

- Poindexter did not lift his head, his eyes re-
maining glued to the board.
- Teddy Trimble looked at him doubtfully, and
then turned his glance upon Dick Neville.
* I say, Neville ! %
“Grrrr!” was Dick Neville’s polite and
telligible reply. : :
*But I say, Neville 1 *
** Shutup ! ?
*“ Oh, very well ! I say, Flynn!”
“ Begarra, and if ye speak to me I'll jump on
!” ‘exclaimed Micky Flynn. ‘“Go and eat
toke! Run away and play! Scat!”
."‘I"edd Trimble looked wrathful.
- Well, that’s a nice reception to give a fellow
10 comes to tell you a new idea ! *’ heexclaimed.
- Have you got an idea intoirely 1 **
++ Yes, I have.”
" Then take it away and bury it.”
Bury §omuzﬂ, too, while you're about it,”
eville. A
V&mr‘)osel" shouted Poindexter, looking up
t. “ How can I play when you're all jawin
; ? If you don’t travel, Trimble, %
8 I shall come to you.”
But 1 say—*
+ Get out {” ;
Very well, Il go to Pankhurst and Price, and
them into it,” said Trimble, with the air of a
W Who was making a dire threat.
A:i Plnkhuyst and Price, the Old Firm, were
16 deadly rivals of the Combine in the Fourth
0 ab g,hveden. tti;his ﬁhraathmight have been
o¢ L0 move the three chums, and Tedd
mble certainly expected it to. 2
" 83 a matter of fact, they were quite un-
' Perhaps they thought that Teddy
et ldﬂs‘were more trouble than they were
ol ct:ad would have been glad to see them
“ Do upon Pankhurst and Price.
; , you rotters 27

Get out 1 7*
“ Go to.Pmk_..”

to Jericho if you like 1 - Get out ! **
: o‘;e;y well t If you don’t care about the
o he school, I daresay Pankhurst and
i@ will look into the matter,” ;
“ Eh ? Wh:lt’s that ¢’

exclaimed

do o mind now.” said Teddy Trimble
ily, 1 won’t tell you. The ’l,xonour of

v may be at stake, and it b =Y
&Y have g tocove,rm rsetves with glory,
: e yourselves with glory,
7:; :lhsy not. You may let Panky &l!?t,i
- ead of you and make you look sick
?“;m‘ry not. -You may——>
i mzoukmay get out ofy this study with your
U and hugs ot oy (223, R0t if you don’t
a = -
R -chu‘m?m%i roared the ex:

’Weul»lunlyw&nmtpmy 7

' Om'“i“ly, but—01r

Oh
£ Ve
Scoot |

Oindexte reached out for a book, and
Y arimble skipped to the door.

and Teddy staggei-ed out

flew the book,
e, - the volume clumping

of his

we're on it,’’ said Pankhurst, with
a wink at his chum... * Where does
the giddy glory ecome in 777

“ It’s like this. I'm going to
take you two fellows into my
confidence, because 1 want you to
back me up.”

“ Yes, I can see us backing you
up,” grinned Pankhurst. ‘* You
are so exactly the kind of fellow
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But Teddy was the most obstinate fellow in
the Lower. Fourth at. Cliveden. He Eoppcd into
the doorway again like a jack-in-the-box.

** Look here, you tinned-beef rotter ! ”

“ Get out!”

‘“ I think you’re a beastly Chicago fraud !

“ Seoot 17

“Shan’t! I—

Poindexter jumped up. Unfortunately in his
haste he caught his foot in the leg of the chess-
table, and sent it flying. There was a scattering
of pieces and pawns over the floor of No. 4 study
and the three players gave a simultaneous yell.

“ Faith, and ye’ve mucked up the game, ye
ass!” .

“ I guess it was that young villain’s fault ! ”
‘* Sure and ye——’

* Let me get hold of him, that’s all ! ”? exclaimed
Poindexter, making a dash towards the door.

But that was precisely what Teddy Trimble did
not intend to happen.

As soon as he saw the chess-table going over
he sprinted down the passage as if he were on the
cinder-path, and before Poindexter could reach
the door, Trimble had dashed into No, 10 study
and slemmed the door behind him.

1

The 2nd Chapter.

Trimble on the Track.
LAM!
The crash of the door made the two

juniors who were sitting at the table
spring to their feet with a simultanecus exclama-
tion. >
" “1 gay, Pankhurst ! ** =

Pankhurst and Price, the red-headed chu
the Fourth, glared in wrath at Teddy
Pankhurst reached out for a ruler. :
““ You youngass ! What do you mean by bolting
into my study like that ?*’ howled Pankhurst,.
‘ Quite so ! exclaimed Price,
¢ Get out, or 1 M
1 say, you know, I can’t get cut.”™
‘““ Why can’t you 1
“ Poindexter’s after me.”
‘“ Oh, well, you shouldn’t have slammed the
door like that. You've made me spill blots
over my exercise. Never mind, stick there, and

| be quiet.”’

“ Yes, but I say, Panky !

“ Can’t you see I'm busy 2’
“ Yes, but—r® g

¢ Oh, shut up, do1’”

““ I 'say, Priﬂey £
“ Dry up!

“ Look here, you
chaps, leave that
rotten exercise for &
moment, and listen
to me. I've got an
idea.”?

“ Take it to No. 4
study.. They
haven’t any there.”
“ I’ve been there,
and Poindexter got
into quite a temper.
I think he thought
it was my fault
that he upset his
chess - table. Of
course, that ~was
most unreasonable,
It was his own
clumsiness, But, I
say, you fellows,
you'll be gorry if you
don’t hear what I've
got to say. The
honour of Cliveden
may be at stake.”

“ Oh, I suppose
we may as well
listen,” said Pank-
hurst, laying down
hi o GO
Teddy, and

18
with it,
short as

cut it as
you can.”
“It i8 really
generous of me to
come here and tell
you, Panky, as I
might have looked
into the matter by
myself, and reaped
all the glory,” said
Trim!

°8ave a yell, and Poindexter o chuckle,

ble, .
¢ Oh, if there’s
any glory going, sneezing,

Zlnothcs Humorous, Complete
Cliveden School Tale.

chaps like us would choose for a
leax}ol'.”

*“ Quite so ! ”’ giggled Price.

* I'm glad to hear you speak like
that, Panky,” said Trimble, uncon-
scious of the irony in Pankhurst’s
remark. ‘‘I know you will back
me up all right now. I've diten
thought that I was really suitable
to be the head of the Form, and that
would be one way of ending the
rivalry between you fellows and the,
Combine, but I never really liked to
put myself forward.”

*“ You're too modest, Teddy ;
but it’s the fault of all really great
men,” said Pankhurst solemnly.
: ‘ But what's the idea ?  What
sp(_zcxal danger is the honour of Cliveden in at
this particular moment 7 Tsanybody going to
burgle it that you know of? ”

“Be serious about it, please. Pankhuret.
It’s really no subject for joking. The fact of the
matter is, that there is a deep mystery 2

** How deep ? ;

“ You may have noticed,”” went on Trimble,
passing the frivolous question over unheeded,
> you may have noticed that lately I have been

“Off your rocker 727
. No, certainlynot. Lately, I have been study-
ing the works of Vidoeq, and the memoirs of
Sherlock Holmes, and Sexton Blake, and it has
struck me——""

“ What- has ? The memoirs of Sherlock
Holmes, or the adventures of Sexton Blake 7’
asked Pankhurst, with perfect seriousness.

“Don’t be an ass, Panky ! I say, it has struck
me that I am simply born to be a detective.”

* My only Panama hat ! ”

*“You can grin if you like, but that’s my firm
conviction, 1 can discover clues like a blood-
hound.”

* Pve never heard of a blughound discovering

clues.”

“ Well that’s only a figure of speech, of course.
In a word, I know perfectly well that I could
out do Sherlock Holmes in his own line of business,
given a fair chance, and as for Sexton Blake,
he would be simply not in it with me.”

* Well, as I said before, you're too modest,
Teddy. That'’s the only fault I’ve got to find with
you,”’ said Pankburst, .

“It’s this faculty of observation in me,”’
continued Teddy, ‘‘ that has led me to notice
what is going on in the college, and which has

aped the attention of everyone else.”
*“And what is that ? 7
2 Ex}o f’?ot' that a criminal is in hiding here——"’
‘“ ! - .

Teddy Trimble chuckled.

‘“Ah, I thought that I should astonish you,
Panky.”

‘“ Look here,”” said Pankhurst, really serious
now. ‘I know you're the biggest muff in the
Form, and your faculty of observation generally
leads you to discover mare’s pests, I know
you must be talking rot now. But if there’s
anything in what you say, it ought to be locked
into. So explain, and look sharp.”

*“ I'should have explained by now if you hadn’t
interrupted me. Youknow, I suprse, that there’s
a new master of the Third Form."?

* Mr. Breakspear ? Of course.” 3

¢ Here—ow—poof—gerrooch!” , The American chum gave a fearful-
yell. The arm of one of the crouching figures had gome up, and from a
paper packet in his hand shot a cloud-of pepper.
right into Poindexter’s face, and

The pepper streamed
he burst into a hurricane of gasping and

| discovered that ho was in_ the habit of

junior breaking bounds ?
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* Do you know anything about him

** Only what all the schaol knows, I suppose;
He’s a quiet fellow, treats the kids of the Third
very well, and hasn’t much to say toanybody,”
said Pankhurst,

“That’s just it,”” said Trimble, trinmphantly,
‘“ And have you noticed that lie is always mute
tering to himself 7 ”

“ No, I haven’t. I've noticed him doing it
onee or twice,” : .

‘“ Well, that’s near enough.”'

“ Near enough for an amateur detective, ) §
suppose,”’ grinned Pankhurst. ‘° But what on
earth are you getting at, Trimble ? Youn don’t
mean to hint, I suppose, that Mr. Breakspeax
is a-criminal in disguise.”

“Yes, I do.”

Pankhurst and Price could only stare blankly
at him.

* And there’s more than that,” said Trimble,
sinking his voice to & whisper, and looking
nervously round. * He—he——"

* Well, what 2

‘“ He goes out of the school at night——’

“Does he? Well, why shouldn’t he if he
wanted to 77’ 3

““ And he cameé back one night—last night—
with—with: » Primble  faltered and brgke
off, his face turning quite pale,

“ With what ?*

“ With blood on his hands,”’ said TFrimble,
in a faint whisper.

Pankhurst and Price sprang to their feets

The 3rd Chapter.

Pankhurst Has an Idea.

RIMBLE - was pleased for the moment by
the startling effect his words had had
on the chums of the Fourth. But it

was only for a moment, for the next, Pankhirst
seized him by the shoulders and jammed him
against the study wall. Trimble ‘wriggled in
the grip of the athletic chief of the Old Firm.

“You utter idiot!’> said Pankhurst, * Do
you know what you are saying———"

“ Leg—leg—leggo !

“ You confounded young ass——""

“T tell you it’s true.” ;

“ You’ve been reading some lurid rot, and it’s
turned your brain,” said Pankhurst. “ 1 saw
you with a beastly New York boy’s paper in your
hands the other day.”

< I tell you——""

Pankhurst shook him.

* Now, just admit that you have been gassing
nonsense, just to teke us in——"

‘ But I haven’t.”’

* Then you are making some idiotic mistake !

** Let me tell you what I’ve observed, then.”

Pankhurst released him. Trimble's earnest-
ness made Some impression upon him, in epite
of himself. Trimble gasped for breath and put
his collar straight.

* Well, go on,” growled Pankhurst. “ We'll hear
what you've got tq say, anyway.”’

“Tt was his muttering to himself that first
attracted my attention, and roused my faculty
of observation,” said Trimble. I had bheen
reading a detective story in the American paper
you saw, where a crimmal disguises himself as
a master of the school, and murders the Head-
master and sets fire to the place 2

‘“Ha, ha, hat’ s

* It's no laughing matter, if that were to happen
at Cliveden, Pankgurst-.”

* You young ass, it couldn’t happen outside
an American detective story,” owled Pank-
h “ You ought to be si gegrftom
such lurid pifle. Butgoon.” =

od, and °
heard him distinctly mutter to bimself— My
hands are red, the stain is on my soul’”

*“ Perhaps he had been spilling some red ink :

on his hands,” suggested Price.

“ Look here, Trimmy, did you really hear him
say that, or did you dream it ?” demanded
Pankhurst. =

“ Oh, don’t! Is there anything else 1

“ Well, my faculty of obseryvation being
aroused——" | :

‘“ Hang your faculty of observation, Get on
with the washing.”” =35 - e o

‘‘ Well, I thought that, for the honour of

the school, it was my duty to make nse of my
striking abilities as a detective. So I made

>

leaving

my mind to shadow Mr. and I did.
Cliveden at night——""

“ Do you mean he gets over the wall like a

“ Oh, no; you know the masters and prefects
have keys to the little gate, and can go in and
out when they like. “He goes out by the gate.”

‘ How often have you seen him 1

“ Twice.” : :

* And that’s enough for an amateur detective,
of course, Anything more ?

* When he came in last night, instead of going
up to his room, he went to a bathroom and washed
his hands. I peeped in, and saw that the water

was all red. He was washing blood off his bands.
e e

He carefully rinsed out the basin af!

80 as not to leave a trace of g

AW 0

“You're sure of all that 1”7

“Of course I am. And that’s not all. - ‘ﬂmere’n =

something he keeps locked up in his desk, and '
S i

i‘:;? riever been  left % - So ",eti!}‘l;et!;g
en I have gone inte his study suddenly, I've,
sl o B % B e LB

paper quickly over what he
once hg shoved it into his desk and locked it
up quickly, and each time he locked awfully -
nervous. I think it was very likely he was
writing a confession, or something of that sert.”

‘“ Before he committed the crime 1" asked

reading

. and one day when Mr. Breakspear
was in the Close, under the elms, T

*
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“ Oh,' I don't suppose last night’s was his
first crime,” said Trimble, shaking his head.
* He may have committed lots of murers, you
know, before he came here.” s

“ You unutterable young ass——" :

“ Do you mean to say that you don’t believe
we, Pankhurst 2"

“ Oh, I believe you ! The matter will have to be
looked into, of course,’ said Pankhurst solemnly,
“as I said before, you are just the sort of loa_der
chaps like us want in a matter of this kind.
Ysn't he, Pricey t”’

** Quite so.”

*“ Buzz off now, Trimmy, and let us get our
exercises done, and then we'll put our heads
together and see what's to be done about it.”

“ Good,” said Trimble, perfectly satisfied.
“ You'll find me in the. commion-room, Panky.”

And he went out of the study and closed
the door.

As soon as he was gone, Pankhurst laid back
in his chair and roared. Price chimed in, and
the Old Firm laughed till the tears coursed
down' their cheeks. :

. “ Of course, there's nothing in it ?”
Price, as soon as he could find his voice.

‘*“ Ha, ha ! Of course not,” )

‘.Some of the circumstances are curious,
though——"

“Ha, ha! We all know Trimble! He has
been devouring  that beastly American trash
till he's got nothing but swaggering detectives,
and skulking convicts, and bloodthirsty red-skins
on the brain! It's a mare's nest, of course !
But we might be able to get some fun out of it,
all the same. If we could get the Combine
to take it up——"

‘““Ha, ha,”ha!”

“ We've only got to pretend to take it seriously,
to nlake them believe there's something in it,
and then they'll go in to cut us out and scoop
in the glory,” said the chief of the Old Firm
gleefully. ** You know what the ‘date is, don’t
you—April First{ The very date for a wheeze
of this kind’?”

“ Ha, ha, hal”

““If T could once see Poirdexter, Neville, and
Flynn tracking down poor old Breakspear, and
Elaying the giddy goat in the amateur detective
ine, I should die happy!’’ eaid Pankhurst.
* We've got o fix it up somehow.”

“ Quite so ! ”

And the auburn-haired chums laughed over
the prospective jape till they were breathless.
But they were as grave as judges when they joined
Teddy Trimble in the common-room to talk over
the plan of campaign.

The 4th Chapter.

The Combine Get on the Scent !

i HE most important point is, not to let
the Combine get the slightest hint
that there’s anything on.”

Poindexter looked quickly at Neville and
Flyon as the muttered words “fell upon his ears.
The chums of the Fourth were standing near one
of the windows of the junmior common-room,
chatting over the cricket ;{\mepects, when the voice
became aundible from without. The window was
open, and the words spoken outside were clearly
audible within to the juniors standing near the
window. And it was Pankhurst’s voice !

Ia an instant the Combine forgot cricket and all
its works. There was some plot in hand, some-
thing the Old Firm were planning against them.
And they were on the alert in & moment.

Poindexter made his comrades e sign to be

said

e

The Old Firm were evidently lounging against
the wall under the window, talking the matter
over. They seemed to have quite forgotten the
window of the common-room, just over their
heads. TUndeér ordinary circumstances, the Com-
bine would as soon have thought of cutting off
their ears as of listening to & conversation not
intended for them. Butin the rivalry between the
two parties in the Fourth Form at Cliveden, a
state of war was declared, so to speak, and it

was permissible to discover the énemy’s plans by
any device allowed to a scout.. 80 the Combine

stood just where they were, and the talk under
the window floated in to their ears.

“ Quite so!”’

It was, of course, Price who answered. Pank-
hurst’s voice went on : :

“ It seems that Trimble went to them in the
first place, and they wouldn’t listen to him,
Pricey.”’

The Combine pricked up their ears.

** Quite s0 ; but they regarded the story as rot,
of course, the same as we did at first.”

*“ Well, yes, I admit 1 was inclined at first to
look on the whole thing as a dream of Teddy

- Trimble's.”

“ But now——"’

** Well, look at the circumstances. Breakspear
comes here as master of the Third, and nobody
seems to know ‘much about him, He keeps to
himself. He's always muttering something or
other, and he was heard to mutter something the
other day about having blood on his hands.”

‘e Quite 80.” ot s e

The Combine were staring at one another
blankly now.

** Then he gets into the habit of going out late
at night, and last night he came back with his
hands covered with blood, and washed it all off
in a bath-room: e -

The listening chums turned pale. 723

“ He was watched while he was doing it. I
don’t see how any inference is to be drawn but
one. I—hallo, Trimble, we're waiting for you.”

“Sorry I've kept you waiting, Panky.”

““ Oh, that’s all right. Have you learned any-
thing fresh ? :

* No, Panky ;
correct.”

“ Which one ? "

“ That Mr. Breakspear——""

but I know my theory is

~

For a Shilling You Can Start in Business as a Printer. See page 609.

‘““ Hush ! Don’t mention names. Call him
something else—say, the Suspect.”

“ Very well. The Suspect is a criminal hiding
from justice,” said Trimble. “ It's as plain as
you-could wish. What are those papers he keeps
locked up in his desk ? My idea is that some
detective found him out at last, and that he
murdered him last night e

“ Well, I must admit that it looks like it.”

““ The honour of the school is at stake. Suppose
the police track him down here, and arrest him in
public ?

“ Well, it would be a blow for Cliveden, and no
mistake.”

 Better discover his guilt ourselves, and get
him off to the police-station as soon as we have
conclusive proofs,” said Trimble. ‘‘ That will
prove that there was no complicity in this quarter,
at any rate. My faculty of observation——"

¢ Never mind your faculty of observation now.
Of course, as this matter has turned out so
serious, you can't expect us to follow your lead.
You will have to follow ours.”

‘I say, that’s not ericket, Panky.” 5

“ My dear kid, I couldn’t possibly leave a
matter of this kind in your hands. You have
discovered the clue, and we're going to follow it
up. That’s an equal division of labour. “Besides,
we intend this to be the giddy kybosh for the
Combine. We're going absolutely to put them
in the shade over this affair. Breakspear—1
mean the Suspect—has taken them in, same as
he has the rest of the school, and they haven’t the
slightest suspicion that there’s anything up.”

Just below the open window three juniors ex-
changed a solemn wink.

‘“ Quite so,” said Price.

 But I say, Panky o

“Otherwise we shall have to wash our hands
of the matter, Trimmy."

“ Well, in -that case I agree; but I think I
ought to have my share of the glory.”

* Of course you shall ; T'll see to that, when the
denouncement comes,”’ said Pankhurst. ‘* Don’t
you worry about that. The great thing is to keep
it all secret. You haven't said a word to those

«“ My idea exactly,” said }‘oin_dexter._ “ We
must talk it over. We can’t discuss it here.
Come along to the study.”

The chums, with serious, thoughtful faces,
strolled out of the common room. As they went
along the passagé, Poindexter suddenly nudged
his companions. . A tall, spare figure was standing
by one of the windows in the corridor overlooking
the Close, and the juniors at once reco;zr‘nsjod
Mr. Breakspear, the new master of the Third
Form at Cliveden.

“ Look !’ muttered Poindexter.

There was certainly something noticeable about
the master of the Third, - Hegvas looking out of
the window in an abstracted sort of way, and
mechaniecally jotting something down upon a piece
of paper he held in his hands. He was muttering
b to himself, a habit many of the juniors had noticed

and as the Combine paused, they caught some of
the muttered words.

“ My hands are red, the stain is on my soul ! e

The juniors exchanged a startled glance and
hurried on. They did not speak till they wero
in No. 4, and then Poindexter closed the door
carefully before he said a word.

“ You heard that ?’' he demanded.

“ Faith, and we did intoirely !’

“ Yes, Puntpusher. What do you make of it ?”

“It’s proof enough that there's something in
it,” said Poindexter, with conviction. ‘‘ We're
going to look into this, kids. When Breakspear
goes out to-night—he’s going to be shadowed !”

“ The old Firm already—--""

“ They're going to shadow him to the gate and
waste time. We shall be ahead of that,”” said
Poindexter. ‘‘ After lights out, we shall skip out
of the house, and get over the wall, and wait for
him outside the gate. Then we shall be ready to
shadow him the moment he comes out, Seo the
idea 1"’

L Good ! ”»

““ Faith, and it's a janius ye are.”

And so it was decided.

in him when he believed himself to be unobserved,

rotters in No. 4 study, have you ? "’

‘“ No. They wouldn’t listen to
me when I wanted to tell them, and
now ¥

“ Now they're out of it, and serve
them right, They’ll look rather
green when the giddy criminal is
arrested, and it’s known -that the
Old Pirm tracked him down, while
they were thinking about study feeds,
and cricket, and so forth,”

¢ Quite so.”’

* Now, as to our plans. I wonder
if the Suspect will go out the same
as usual to-night ?’’ said Pank-
hurst thoughtfully.

‘¢ Very likely, to see whether the
body has beén discovered,”’ suggested
Trimble.

* Good. Very likely he'll feel like
Eugene Aram about it, and will
want to see the dead man to make
sure,” agreed Pankhurst. * What
time does he usually go.?”’

* You -know he has to see the
Third Form to bed. He goes oub
after that—on the occasions when
I've shadowed him.”

 And ke goes out of the little gate
with a key?”

v/

“That’s it.”?

“ Well, we ought to get‘ over
the wall afterwards and shadow
him,” said Pankhurst. “ Of course,

Front page

- =
picture of “The Boys' Friend's " latest successful
story. Start reading it to-day.

I don’t like the idea of watching anybody ; but
when it is a criminal hiding from justice it becomes
& different matter. You see, he’s going to bring
disgrace on the name of the school, and make the
whole country talk about Cliveden. He ought to
be nipped in the bud—1 mean, caught on the hop."’

“ Quite s0.”

“ We'll shadow him to the gaté, anyway, and
then we'll see. Mind, not a word to a .soul,
especially to the Combine.”

*“ What ho ! ”

And thke talkers were heard to stroll away.
Poindex er, Neville, and Flynn stared at one
another helplessly for a full minute. The chum
from Chicago was the first to break the tense
silence.

T guess that’s queer!”’

“ Rather ! ”’ said Dick Neville.

“ Faith, and it’s astonished I am, intoirely,”
said Micky Flynn. * Sure and I never suspected
Mr. Breakspear 2 -

 There can’t be anything in it.”

“ I guess not.”

“ Faith, and Panky and Price seem to think
that there is, and they’re-mighty particular to
keep it away from us,”” Flynn remarked,

““ That’s so. But——"

" And faith, but Breakspear is rather a quare
bird, anyway. What they said about his always
muttering to himself is true enough. He looks
like a chap who has something on his mind.” :

“ I guess that’s so, too.” e

““Such things have happened,” said Neville,
slowly ; “° but at Cliveden——""

“ Well, why shouldn’t they happen at Cliveden
as much as anywhere else, if you come to that,”
said Poindexter.

““ Faith, and it’s a janius ye are, Puntpusher.
It looks to me intoirely as if there was something

@

in it. | Anyway, if there’s something up, we're
not goin’ 10 allow the Old Firm to got ahiead of

the Combine.”
** 1 guess not.” N
*"‘ No harm in looking into the matter¢’ said
Dick Neville. ** Of course, if there’s anything in
it, it's our business to handle it, and leave the
Old Firm out in the cold.”
. Faith, and ve're right.”

The 5th Chapter.
: A Night Out.

TARS were glimmering in the dark blue
heavenf. The night was dim, and by
the wall of Cliveden College the over-

hanging trees cast dark shadows,
“ Keep close !

A faint whisper was heard in the gloom, but the
forms of the three hidden juniors were invisible.
Pangiexter, Neville, and Flynn were close to the
wall in the thick shadow of the trees at the side of
Cliveden Lane. They were near the little gate
which the masters and prefects used when they
wished to leave the school after locking-up,
watching for the master of the Third to come out.

After hghta. out, the Combine had watched
Pankhurst, .Prlce, and Trimble leave the Fourth
Form dormitory. After waiting . till they were
gone, the Combine had followed suit, and left
the house, and to get over the school wall did not
take them long. The Combine were on the track.
A doubt was lingering in their minds that perhaps
the whole affair was some absurd mistake. But
the best way to put that to the proof was by
lool;:mg._bmto it and ascertaining the real facts,
If it was really the case that a fugitive from
justice was hiding within the walls of Cliveden
;& the e of a Form-master, it was certain that

© ought to be exposed, and taken away before
he made the name of the old school notorious,
And it was equally certain that the honour of
exposing him in his true eolours ought to fall to
t)}mmbma. 3

- And 80, on the dim and moist April evening, the
three chums were vigilantly on thg watch ogt’.side
lt:e walls of Cliveden. If the Form-master really
hft}rhe precinets of the school at that unearthly

our; it might be taken as something like proof
thi‘z_t the smizpm?x} against him was correct,
close t’

:" : id you he,ar anything ?*
2 guess 80, whis: i £
i the ock of ho gatel?smd Pomfiaxter. A key

': Then it’s true.” =
oot ell, somebody’s coming out, T guess, any-

The chums crouched silent and sti £

1 Chum ) : 1. Tn the
quiet night they heard distinctly the click of &

=

key in the lock; and ¢
form came out, in hat ang oV
knew at once the master of the
clicked shut behind him,
Unconscious of the ¢
crouching in the shadows, t’]’]‘:%o:’m&thle@
out into the dim lane, erossed it e
a stile on the other side of the’ :nd“epped ;
admittance to a footpath through %’}Yi: Whichm 5
He paused at the stile for some mip, tl\edeuw :
up at the sky. The chums wutche(rhe's' ang
Why should he want to look at theun iogy £
them somewhat, Present,ly in thky gl
came the sound of a sigh to t} % aﬂh
new master turned and disa afy §

heir eary, They

through the wood. PPests “Nhn% 3
Poindexter gripped his neares '

““ Come on, it's true !

*“ Faith, and ye needn’t wri
Puntjabber.” v i . neck“»‘ 1

““ Blow your old neck!”

““ Sure, and I 23

*“ Shut up and follow me.*

The Combine crogsed the lane,

he gate o
Petieq, W
by

ercoat, |,
Third,

wf

3?

t Companiy,

and plygg §

into the black footpath aft

were fairly on the tgwk nov:_r té}swﬂxl}?s::r. nﬂ 4
not be much doubt that the sus icion ¥eiliod |
Breakspear was well-founded, or w}?.?mh
purpose could he be going into the de ths
damp woods at that hour of the nighﬂdﬁ

from what they had heard t \
appeared to be a habit of h‘i:: (t)o}g Fﬁmﬁlni 3
certainly something mysterious in thenm:
something that required looking into, ]

It was very dark on the footpath undee
thick trees, and the chums stumi?ed ‘m,[:
twigs and rough roots, and against 016 4
They had lost sight of Mr. Breakspear, but i}
might have taken any of the side ths bd 3
away to right and left, or might have
into the wood, that was not surprising,

Poindexter halted at last,

“ Stop a minute, you chaps ! ”

** Sure and we shall lose him,"”

* We've lost. him already, I guess.”

* Faith, and it's a foine leader ye am hut
pusher."’

“ How could I help it, fathead 1"

“ Arrah, and if yo—' k

** Oh, dry up. ook here, kids, we've ot}
Listen, and see if you can hear anything
“Sure you mane hear if we can 860 1y
thin’ 4

*“ Do be quiet.”

The chums listened intently. They héar i
wind murmuring in the thick branches, sk
faint, indefinable sounds of a wood by night Bt
no sound of a footstep ! !

The new master had disappeared ! :

“ The game’s up !’ growled Poindexter, “Ef
might be anywhere, almost under our nos
anything we should know in this confoudl}
darkness.” ;

“ Sure it’s a foine leader yo—"

“ Hush! What was that 1" e

“ Tt was a sudden sound. in the darknss, mit
the thick trees, not half a dozen yards fm saf
the Combine were standing. . ¥

And it was the sound of a heavy groa

The 6th Chapter. |
Pankhurst’s Little Jokt £

& E'S gone!” i
H It was Pankhurst who §
the gate in the wall of

Pankhurst and Price, and Teddy Trim
waiting and watching. The three had ;‘
Fourth Form dormitory immediately af
out, Pankhurst and Price affecting to be i
of the fact that the Combine were 8
watching them go. Teddy Trimble s |
unaware of it. He was thinking only of
in hand, and the tracking that was o
the dead of night. )
At the gate the three juniors h
had seen Mr. Breakspear come dowh
out, fastening the gate behind b
Trimble was breathless and trembling
ment. 2
“ You see, it's all true, Panky !” hem!
“ Rather,”” said él)a;ﬂ(humt'
¢ Quite so,” said Price. i
“ What had. we better do now, Ponky
“ Well, I think that Price alr::lm 1b
follow him, and you can remain hef
he comes in,” said Pankhurst hutrledly’_‘
on, Pricey.” )
“ But——"" began Trimble,., 1
“ No time for talk now. Do 8 1!
Come on, Price.”’ Byl
The Old Firm scuttled av_VaYrﬂf\d“
moments were over the wall in the laie,
hurst dropped to the ground |
quickly about him. He knew that
were watching outside the wall, for
within, he had heard the sound |
over at some distance from the 'B'”"m g 3
“ Sure they're there ?’ whﬁpeﬁdmﬁw 3
“ Yeg, I heard them getting over o=
spear came out.” 2
“1 didn't—" { |
* Well, I did. ~Quiet now—look}
Pankhurst clutched his companii,
him into the shadow of the wall
the new master was visiblo at the St
Firm, crouching in the o
Combine cross thé lane in Pm‘;id&’
Pankhurst gave a silent chucki:
“They're on the track, Pricey
“ 1 say, Panky——"
* Well, what 1"’ s
“Is it ible there’s some e
can Breakspear be doing oufsi Thate’
in that wood, abt b:lu!s" hour
something the matfer .
£ Oh:n}?es, there is, and I have
it is,” grinned Pankhurst.

i

e

”

now. Our cue is to shadow




vs' HERALD,
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P&“-maunbl This i getting very rich !
w s!l 3y )
: [ s 1 the lane
& A F&“gﬁ:’;’?sﬁw wood. A little later
into t_h.e ,dal'f i Combine brought them t_(y 91.
the VOIS ¢+ and Price heard every WOoIc
balt Psnkh_“mim uttered, and grinned in the
' m’:l’wds%enly Price gave & violent start. 3
_ dar “mtuwithout the slightest warning, had
Pﬂ b i 1
3 mu“‘;‘%’ilg aza:ound seem in the gloomy
AR Bﬁuml, ice’s blood almost ran cold, and he
; ?M k]ﬂ and anxiously towards ‘hm com-
wured VB(:,t,yPankhm‘St'S hand on his mouth
5 Whnﬂ from slf?lf’ing\;hispered Pankhurst
. Tlipen't say & word ! ; t up.”

and plunged

to make them sI

“ J'm gomn
: and he chuckled.
mmkhnﬂ d:r:l:(e?:;i’him into the thick wood from
B mThey could still hear the low, awe-
E gea 'vo of the Combine. &
L haps ?

i Did—did you bear that, ©
i so.” b o
_'t i!“”;md it was a groan-—-somebody is being
”

3 1 guess that's what it sour}sied like.”
‘W (an it be Breakspear———

o :f you can hear it again ! "
k. m:;g gs:;;g,—and groaned ! The groa
B simpl hair-raising, and it was 10 wonder that

i : junjors shudder.

S : jh];aﬁjx‘;},’;rimtbered Poindexter softly.
o M}no mistaking that.”

W ps—it's somebody——"_ |
,um' it's somebody dyin’.
Another groan, more deep and
2.° ! i hed silent in

: urst and Price. crouched silent 1
m%%ockmg with suppressed laughter.
Pa:)k]jnnt‘;‘ hand was in his pocket, clutching &
N acket. He drew it out cautiously,

fﬁg"tﬂxrm a pper in the

2

o

terrible than the

f

secent of cayenne pe

¥ whispered Price.
that fearful gmx:in a}vﬁke
ochoes of the dim, mysterious wood. en
ﬁ'ﬁg,-ud "death had indeed seized upon
the author of the sound of anguish !
> "' .

The 7tb Chapter,
~ The Old Firm Score.

*" Gise e another !
 For the fourth time

e e

look into that !’
‘can’t lave the poor
- jg, to die all on his
s lonesome, “Flynn.
- Come on,” said Neville resolutely.
. The Combine; feeling their way cautiously
among the trees and bracken, approached the
gpot whence the awful sounds had proceeded.
They had plenty of pluck, and they needed it
~ now, for it scemed certain that they would find a
dying mon lying thero in the ‘underbrush, and
ight not the assassin be still Jurking in ‘the

i 4 ; e ? i
The damp twigs brushed against their faces,

and their feet sank into- damp soft soil, as they

stumbled over roots and ferns. Poindexter

-~ paused, uncertain of the direction.

"‘Dgymi lmox just where it was, chaps

L

it in answer to the American chum’s

came & repetition of the deep groan,

a8 8o near that the Combine jumped.

it is, Poindexter !’

on.” By

s plinged through the bracken that

them from the spot whence the terrible

came, Through the branches above, a

; ht here fell into the wood.

a glimpse of two forms

ken. :

gerroooh ! ”

m gave a fearful yell. :
“the crouching figures had

a paper packet in his hand shot

93y
.

med. right into Poindexter’s
into a hurricane of gasping

Flynn started back in utter amaze-

prepared for almost anything,
. But there was no escape for
again, in ss many seconds, the
and each jerk hurled out a
Dick and Flynn

i Foin
ing

e Cliveden

they moved,  he gripped Poéindexter the
shoulder, and dragged hun back,

“ Who are you ?”’

‘¢ (hoo-c¢hoo-atchoo ! sneezed Poindexter.

“ Tell me at once who you are. 1 know per-
fectly well that you belong to the school,” said
Mr. Breakspear, shaking the American chum
violently.

“ Atchoo—choo—gerrooooch ! ”’

“ This insolence will not save you. Dear me,
what a smell of pepper! Atcheo—atchoo!
Come with me, I will see—ascertain who you—
choo-¢hoo-atchoo ! ™

Mr. Breakspear was sneezing, too, as he shook
the pepper out of Poindexter, He hurried the
junior along to the lane, where in the open
starlight he would be able to recognise him.
Flynn and Neville had stopped at the stile,
on discovering that Poindexter was mot with
them. They were not the sort to desert a chum,
even if they could not help him by staying.
Sink or swim together was the motto of the
Combine.

“ PDear me! Here are two more of them!
Ah, it is Poindexter ! And Neville and Flynn !
What are you doing out of the school at this
hour ?”’ demanded Mr. Breakspear,

¢ Atchoo—atchoo ! ™

“ What is the cause of this strange fit of sneez-
ing 7 Where does this smell of pepper come
from ? Choo-¢hoo-atchoo! Has someone beex
throwing pepper over you !’

““ Faith, and we—choo-choo-atcho

132
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“T guess we choo-choo-atchoo

“ Yes, sir,” gasped Neville. ‘* Gr-r-r-rooooch

“ Dear me ! But who was it ?”

“ We didn’t—oococh—see him, sir.”

“ Why are you out of school 1”

The chums were getting over the effects of
the pepper.now, but at that question it seemed
only prudent to have another fit of sneezing.
Mr. Breakspear gazed at them dubiously. Finally

y 22
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was a bold detective on the track of a criminal,
wriggled and yelped in abject fear.

“Ow! Mercy! Murder!”

*“ Bilence, boy ! Are you mad ?” gasped Mr.
Breakspear.

“Help! I wasn’t following you! I don’t

know anything about the murder you committed
in the wood last night! Merey!”

“ Dear me, the boy is out of his senses!”
exclaimed Mr. Breakspear, in a tone of utter
bewilderment. ‘‘ Trimble, calm yourself ! T am
not going to hurt you.”

“If you murder me you’ll be hanged——"

“Trimble! Do you know to whom you are
speaking ? This matter requires an explanation.

You will come with me to my room. Boys,
follow me ! ”
Mr. Breakspear locked the gate, and led

Teddy away with a firm grip on his arm. The
sight of the Combine had somewhat reassured
Teddy Trimble. He realised that he was not,
at all events, in immediate danger of death.
The faces of the Combine were gloomy enough
as they followed the Third Form-master and
his prisoner into the house. and up to his room.
As they disappeared into the house, two forms
came out of the shadows of the trees.

“My hat!’” muttered Pankhurst—for, of
course, the two watchers were the Old Firm.
“The jape has turned out rather roughly for
the Combine, Pricey !’

“ Quite so ! ”’

“That chattering young ass will tell the
whole story now.”

*“ Yes, but we should have to own up, anyway.
to get Poindexter out of it. We couldn’t let
them face the music alone.”

“Righto! Let’s get in! It's a case of
owning up, and a licking all round, 1 expect ;
but we japed the Combine on the First of April,
don’t forget that ! ”

And the Old Firm chuckled as they made

to follow him, and
walked across the
lane to the gate in
the school wall.
The  Combine,
Jooking and feeling
very sheepish, fol-

he signed to them
f $HE
s

lowed the Third .
Form-master,
Their  suspicions

as to his criminal
charaeter had
almost faded away:
there was none of
the menner of a

guilty person about
him, He, un-
doubtedly,” " had

some . motive for
being in the srood
at might, but he
did not look like
a criminal who had
found himsclf -
watched.  He |
evidently, did o

the ~juniors had
been out of the

school on | his
account. But a
guilty man would,
undoubtedly, have
jumped to that
conclusion at once.
And the incident
of the pepper really
seemed to have
brought the juniors
down out of cloud-
land, as it were,
to  matter-of-fact
earth again, and it

i

And his chums nodded assent.

Mr. Breakspear pushed the gate open
and the next moment there was a yell

and, darting through
dim, diminutive figare

by the shoulder.
“ Ow:! S o e TS
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“ Faith, or

a plant, got up by Panky and Price from st
to finish ! ? growled Poindexter.

“ About April the First 1"
R gt e

A t

trashy Amorican detective movels ho

o1 think yow're a beastly Chicago fraud!” cried Trimble,
jumped up. Uniortunately in his haste he :
chess-table, and sent it flying, There was a scattering

dawned upon them : o - i -
what ml’outteﬂ over the floor of No. 4 study, and tiieéplayui ve a ncous
stq‘pzd end absurg trail they had been following. | their way to the unfastene Qnﬁ%gg'by whi
_ “Not a word!” murmured Poindexter, as | they had left the house, and climbed im, -
thPiy ite("]ppted at the gate, while Mr. Breakspear | = > oL gl S ;
unloe! it. :

&! a ly- §
8 R L
master of the Third uttered an exclamation,

the gateway, seized a |

Safe in bed by 1 exwmmnﬁw ‘
“ Bafe in by this time, I expect. I'm |
beginning to ink that the whole thing was

wh?t, Panky yelled out after he had pepp:ered: A
us 1’ . : s

| /fond of reading the favourite motto of thedegz. ‘them at L2 :

o | dyed villains was ‘‘ Dead men tell no ta 7| o 1_T<T—you see, gir—I—2" . .

| and the same might be supposed to apply to | « Will you explain, Poindexter ?” =
boys. And: Teddy Trimble, forgetting that hel * Yes, sir. I hope you will pardon us for

caught |

~ The 8th Chapter.
 Brought to Light,

R. BREAKSPEAR turned up the gas
in his room, and then surveyed the
four juniors

said. 1

B
s

{ lines down in the wood.

with a grim expression | -

1 | to become the subject of a
it was not generous of you, Poi
- | such-an absurd s

| stupi ity is past anything I could sa

being such a set of dsses,” said Poindexter, in
his frank, direct way. ‘' We partly fell into. ‘& *
trap laid for us by a set of joking Totters, and
partly we were misled by circumstances, We
thought you—you %

* You thought I what ?”

“T mean, it seemed possible that—that—""

“ Dear me, you are as incomprehensible as
Trimble. Can you explain, Neville ?

“Yes, sir. Trimble has been setting up as
an amateur detective, and he discovered a
mare’s nest, and a set of joking beasts tricked
us into believing that there was something in
it. We thought .you—you 2

“ We shall never get at the truth in this way.
What could you possibly have suspected meé of ? =
said the amazed master. * You tell me, Flynn.”
*“ Sure, and I hardly loike to, sir.”

“ I command you to do so.”

“ Faith, and in that case Ill spake.
thought—we thought 2

“ Come, come, what did you think ? This
matter is getting serious.” Trimble's words
would lead me to conjecture that you suspected
me of committing a murder in the wood,” said
the Form-master, half smiling.

The chums turned crimson, and Mr. Break-
spear gave a start.

‘“Is it possible—""

“ Why did you come home with your hands
covered~ with = blood, then ?” gasped Teddy
Trimble.

“ Blood | My hands ! When 27

“ Last night.”

“ You unutterable little idiot!”’ exclaimed
Mr. Breakspear. “ No; I should not have said
that. It was not a proper expression to use.
But your stupidity is certainly amazing. As
you have taken so much interest in my private
affairs, I had better remove misconception by
a slight explanation. You may not know that
in my leisure moments I have written poetry,
and am now-engaged, in preparing a new volume
for publication o
“ My only hat ! ” muttered Poindexter.

“ I find it easier to compose my work af, night,
alone and quiet,” said Mr. Breakspear. ‘' You
probably will not understand, but I seek inspira-
tion in the solitude and silence of the woods
by night. That is the reason why I sometimes
leave the school after the boys are in bed, and
go for lonely walks in Cliveden Wood.”

The chums loocked at one another blankly.
The explanation was so absurdly simple; and
they had not thought of anything of the kind.
 But—but the papers—and what you said ! ”
stammered Trimble. Even upon his dense brain
the truth was dawning that he had made a
fool of himseli.

“ What I said—what do you mean ?”

“ I heard you say you had blood upon your
hands—and you washed it off, too, when you
came in last night,” said Trimble 1

The Form-master la :

£ You—well, well 1

We

t night I wrote somio
d. 1'have & pockel:

+ak:

fastening t, and by mi ; PP
to fill it with red ink instead of black as usual.
1 used it last night in the wood to write down
some lines in my pocket-book, and accidertally
spilt some on my fingers. I naturally washed
my hands when I came in. I did not know
an amateur detective was watching me.”
“Oh!” gasped Trimble. * Red ink! Oh!?”
“ Ag for what I said—what wds that! I do
not remember ever saying that I Irad anything
on my hands ps =
« I heard you say so,” exclaimed Poindexter.
“ 1 remember the exact words. My hands are
red, the stain is on my soul!” R
The Form-master smiled half-amusedly.

erimson faces, read the following lines :
““Alas! alas! ’'Tis now t my control ;

My hands are red, the stain is on my soul !

To my dark night there comes no dawn of day !

What ma,gi‘e power can wash that stain

8 said Poindexter. =~

my lads,” said Mr. Breakspear, * it was

considerate to allow my personal afiairs

ractical iolse-;naﬁ
: to

uspicion to enter ‘your

El

* I'm sorry, sir.”
“ You ought to be! As for
not punish any of you——"

I shall
Ther 2 general breath of




