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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bitter Blood—The Shadow of a Crime
—A Yillainous Compact.
e AM going to send you to school, Diek.”
I Dick Trevelyan looked up and met

the shifty, grey cyes of his step-
father.
His boyish face brightened considerably.
School was not exactly an enticing prospect,

but he could nowhere be more miserable than
he was at Trevelyan Grange.
“Yes, sir,” he said hopefully. “When?"
“To-morrow.” There was a strange gleam
in Mr. Gadsby's eyes, as he fixed them upon
his stepson.  “Mr., Carker will arrive here
to-morrow morning to take you to Cliff House
School, I dare say you will not be sorry to
20," he added, with a sneer.
J)ivi\'s eyes did not flinch.
“ You know 1 shall not be sorry,
“1 should be glad to leave here,
Zoing to prison instead of to school.
“1've no doubt that that is your ultimate
destination,” sneered Mr. Gadsby. “Prison is
certainly a fit place for the son of Robert
Trevelyan.
)i started

* he replied.
11 1 were

to his feet, flushing with

ou coward! You coward!”

AMr. Gadshy's brows contracted with rage.
He rose and made a movement towards his
stenson,

bick cast a
weapon, and clutchied
the table He swung

hastly glance round for a
a heavy deeanter from
it threateningly aloft.

= Keep off!” he said, in a low, tense voiee.
“U've had enough of your brutality, Mr.
Gadsby. I warn you that if you lay a finger
upon me I'll strike you to the floor!”

His resolute face and flashing eyes daunted
Mr. Gadshy. He paused abruptly, easting a
[nu]\. of the deadliest hatred at his stepsoun.

A worthy son of a worthy sire!® he
sneered,  *You are following carly in your
father's footsteps, Go to your room, you
impudent young hound, and don't lv me see
you again till morning!"

Without a word, but with defiance in his
face, Dick Truvu[yun walked out of the
dining-room of Trevelyan Grange.

Mr. Gadshy looked after him with gleam-
ing eves.

< How I hate the young cub! If he s
bere much longer I should kill him w
own hands! DBuat I can trust Carker!”

And there came upon his cold, hard face an
expression which would have alarmed Dick
Trevelyan if he had seen it.

Dick went to his room. He was not sorry
to be alone. His boyish brow was dark with
thought. It was his father of whom he was
thinking.

Robert Trevelyan had died seven
before, He had died under a eloud.

Dick had been but a child then. He had
only a dim and confused recollection of that
time of horror—of the finding of Vincent
Eversley's body on the Bideford road, the
dm‘l-t of his ftther thL long agony of the
tria

Robert Trevelvan had been acquitted. The
evidence, wholly cirecumstantial, did not war-
rant a verdict of guilty; but suspicion
lingered.

The aequitted man encountered cold looks
or averted glanees from former friends. Under
the burden of it he sank. Two years after his
trial he was in his grave.

Dick, holding his father in dee
ate remembrance, was greatly pained when
his mother married for the second time. And
yet, in truth, Mrs, Trevelyan had dome so
chiefly for hiz sake—that he might have a
second father in life, and to care for the large
property of which ho was the heir.

Mr. Gadsby had bheen her suitor in earlier

ayed
1oy

years

ly affection-

days. When she married Robert Trevelyan,
Gadshy had apparently taken the dl«ayp(nm-
ment calmly, and, instead of a lover, he

became a friend.

During her widowhood he had been of ser-
vice to Mrs, Trevelyan in many ways; but
when he became her hushand he showed the
cloven foot. He loved her in his hard way.
lﬁut[hc hated the son of his former successful
rival,

It was not easy for the poor lady to keep
the peace between the two; and at length,
harassed by the consciousness that she had
done the worst instead of the hest for her
boy, she closed her eyes upon life.

This terrible loss for a time subdued the

ity of stepfather and stepson; but it broke
in ere long.

To his wife Gadshy had always professed a
belief in Trevelyan's innocenc but he had
no similar regard for Dick's feelings. He took
a gnomish pleasure in taunting the lad with
bitter allusions to his father, of whose guilt
he now professed to entertain no doubt.

But the zeverest {hrashings could not make
Dick bear these eruel taunts in silence; and,
as he grew older, he hegan to strike back
when Mr. Gadshy resorted to violence.

It was clear that such a state of affairs
could not last for ever, and Mr. Gadsby found
a solution of the difficulty in sending for Mr.
Carker to take Dick away to CHf IHouse
School.

“The cowardly cur!” muttered Dick wrath-
fully, as he strode to and fro in his little
room, *le always told mother that he he-
lieved in poor dad's innocence—to get into
her good graces, I suppose. He would cat his
own words to any extent for the s=ake of

N
thing afoot, of course. \nmhvr little game
like that of nine years ago?”
“Shut up!” growled Mr. Gadshy irritably.
“1 don’t see why you want to hring that up.”
“You don’t care for reminiscences? ¥or my
part, now: 2
“Let's get to business. I want you to take
my stepson to Cliff House School.”
*Only too pleased. The Iad I saw in the

hall, T suppose? A fine boy !™ said Mr. Carker,
with a sly look at Mr. Gadsby.

The latter scowled.

“Don't talk rot! You know how maftters

stand—Trevelyan left everything to his wile,
hlu, in her turn, left it to the hoy. In case
of his death before marriage it eomes to me.”

“1 understand perfectly. It has sometimes
surprised me that you have dome nothing
up to now.»

“There was no hurry; and I don't want to
excite any inconvenient suspicions.”

“You don't like the hoy 72

Mr. Gazdby ground his teeth.

*Like him? I hate him! It poisons me to
hreathe the same atmosphere with him!"

Mr. Carker nodded sympathetically.

*Of course, you can’'t be expected to love
a brat who stands between youn and three
thousand a year. It isn't human nature.”

*That is not all. It isn't that. He's the
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taunting me. When I'm a man won't I just
give him a good hiding, that's all!»

His eyes sparkled at the thought. He was

sixteen now. In five years he would come back
and kick Mr. Gadsby out of Trevelyan Grange.

That would be a pleasant task.

But, if Mr. Gadsby could prevent it, there
would be no homecoming for Dick Trevelyan,
as we shall see.

Mr. Carker arrived early on the following
day, and Dick saw him as he went to the

library—a short, thin man, with sallow face
and meagre features , and eruel little hawkizh

'k He was dressed in o suit of rusty
like an

and looked more undertaker

than schoolmaster. Dick’s heart sank at
the sizht of him.
The door closed, shutting off Mr. Carker

from Dick’s view. The boy went slowly and
thoughtfully up to his room, where his box
was in the process of packing.

In the library Mr. Gadsby's
Carker was brief.

“@Glad you've come early.
know why I've sent for you?”

“I can guess,” replied Mr. Carker, nodding.
He had an unpleasant voice, in sound like
the creaking of an obstinate hinge. It was

greeting of

I suppose you

a voice lhfb suited his physiognomy. ©Some-

image of his father, Every look of his, every
tone of his voice, recalls to me hiz father—the
man I hated—the man I still hate, though my
vengeance drove him seven years ago to a
dishonoured grave.”

Mr. Gadsby hissed out the words. IHis face
was dark with passion; but he calmed him-
self at once.

“You will take the boy away with you,
(?m;ker. You understand what you are to
do?»

lm schoolmaster nodded.

\'(m leave the matter entirely in my
h.nu 57

* Entirely. You will take care that no
suspicion Is aroused. I care for nothing
P

This isn't the first ease of
Rely upon Elisha
“And now,

“Rely upon me.
the kind 1've handled.
Carker,” He grinned hideously.
as to terms.”

They talked for a time in subdued tones.
Then Mr. Gadsby rose.

“One thing more—have you heard f{rom
your brother yet?”

Carker shook his head.

“No, not a word for seven years.
fear that he must be dead.”

“You fear?” sneered Mr,

I greatly

Gadsby, “Youw
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know you would be as glad as I should be if
he was no longer able to wag his tongue.”

“Poor Roger, he had no staminal!™ said
Carker, with his unpleasant grin. *“He
allowed little matters like that Eversley affair

to weigh upon his mind. It would perbaps
be better, as you suggest, il he joined the
silent majority; though, as he is as deep in
the mud as we are in the mire, he is not very
likely to babble, I think."

To this Mr. Gadgby made no reply. IHe
touched a bell. A servant entered.

“Tell Master Dick to come here.”

In a few minutes Dick made his appear-
ance.

#“Dick," sald Mr. Gadshy coldly, “this
your future schoolmaster,  Mr. Carker.”

am glad to make the acquaintance of

Mastéer Dick,” creaked Mr. Carker, holding
out a skinny claw. *“Shake hands, my dear
lad! I mm sure we shall be excellent
friends.”

“1 hope so, sir,” said Dick, as cordially as
he-could.

But he had his doubts about it.

“Believe me, Mr, Gadsby, 1 shall take
hxm-Mrnt care of your ward,” continued

Elisha, “At Clift House School 1 make it a
point to allow wmy dear boys all the comiorts
of a home. Plenty of food, plenty of holidays

Every indulgence, con-

—that’s my maxim. ; . 1
attention to studies, is

slstent with a proper
allowed,”

Dick cheered up a little at that.

He bad few friends to say good-bye to. In
an hour he was in the train with Mr. Carker,

speeding towards CllIf House School and his |

new life,

in Dick’s face
the meagre

krought
features

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cliff House School — Dick Makes a
Friend and a Foo—A Night of Torture.
N old, rambling building, in the midst
of ill-kept and desolate grounds, the
Jatter circled by a high, spiked wall

—that was Clfl.House School.

It stood about twenty miles from Bideford,
the part of Devonshire with whiel Dick was
famitinr,

From the upper windows could be seen the
watery waste of the Altantic, dotted with
glancing sails and black patches of smoke.

An ill-tempered-looking porter opened the
huge gate at the summons of Mr. Carker.
Dick felt a sense of depression as he entered,
which was not lessened by the dull clang of
the elosing gate.

“Take Master Trevelyan's hox in, Biseley!”
said Mr. Carker. “Come along, you young
whelp!”

Dick stared. Mr. Carker's manner during
the journey down had been so genial that the
hoy began to forgive his unprepossessing
looks. He saw now that Mr. Carker, like the
spider in the story, abandoned dissimulation
as soon as the victim was safely within his
webs.

The dismay a
malicious grin to of
Elisha Carker.

“Your. good and indulgent guardian has
told me of yotr violent. character, Master
Trevelyan,” resumed Mr. Carker. “I hear
,tdlmb you have even raised your hand against

im

“Only when he beat me, sir.”

“Only, eh? Well, don't you do it when T
bheat you, that's all. And I ghall beat yom
often enough, I've no doubt. You're a
hardened young ruﬂmn But Elisha Carker
will ent it out of you.'

Dick followed the master into the house
with his face more woebegone than it had
ever been at Trevelyan Grange. And the
sight of the boys of Cliff- House School
deepened his despondency.

There were some twenty, all tnl(l. As
Dick soon discovered, mmzt of the inmates of
Cliff Hounse were boys whom their relations
cared little about. Few had living parents,
Mr, Carker took charge of them for a fixed

sum, and they were left to hLis tender
mercles,
The~“comforts of a home,” of which Mr.

Carker had spoken, proved to be only a figure
of speech. At least, Dick could see¢ no sign
of them at Cliff House.

Dipner consisted of sloppy broth and poor
potatoes, and chunks of stale bread.

Jb was very different from the fare Dick
had been accustomed to; but he got it down
—uot without wry faces, however.

A boy seated next to him observed his dis-
taste with a smile of. amusement.

"You don't like onr tommy, I can m." he
remarked, -in an undertone.

Dick Ipoked at him,

N

He was ra&her a

‘bottom of the sea with poor old dad

delicate-looking lad of about fifteen, very
alé, with hig, dark eyes as soft as a girl's.
dick liked him at once.
“I can't say I care for it," he replied.
you always live on this stuff?”
“Rather, and glad to get it!
be when you've been here a week or two.  We
don’t get any too much to eat at Clift
House, 1 can tell you. Mr. Carker believes
in-strict economy. At least, that's what he
ealls it. T call it heastly meanness!”
5 \'nu don't like the school, then?”
bate it! 8o do all the fellows.
vmuld stuy here if he could Help 16"
“Can't you write to your father—"
“Not very well. You see, he wag Iont at
sea Bix years ago,” was the grlm reply. “I'm
puld for here by a distant relation who lives
in India. He looks upon'me as a burden, and
thinks he's awfully good to do anything for
me at all. ' Sometimes I wish T was at the

“Do

So will yon

No one

eyes moistened. . “But, I say, what's your
name? Mine's Percy Conway.”

“Mine's Dick Trevelyan.”

“l—— Bnt 'sh! Old Skimp's looking our
way,” said Percy hastily.

Mr. Skimp was the second master at Clift
House. He was not liked there. - Servile to
Mr. Carker, he indemnified himself by playing
t)n tyrant towards the boys.

“You were talking, Copway!" he said
hurshly, his grcunmh eyes resting upon the
pale- rmul boy. “Come into my study this
cvening.”

Perey made a grimace at Dick. Diek did
not speak again till they rose from table.

“I'm sorry,” he whispered then.

“Don't worry, was hound to have a
licking before bed-time.  Just as lief have it
for something as for nothing,” answered Percy
carelessly.

Dick met him when he came out of Mr.
Skimp's stody in the evening. - His face was
whiter than ever, stained with tears and
twitching with pain. Dick felt his blood
m-munlnq to boil,

“Has he hurt you much?”

“Rather, the brute!” pasped Perey.
“Seissors! He does know how to lay it on!
The brute

“Who are you calling a brute?” A large,
coarse hand seized Percy by the ear. It
belonged to a hulking fellow of seventeen,
who had suddenly stepped from a study into
the corridor, “Is it my father, you little
banst eh?”

“No, Carker, rmlly." said Percy, making no
effort to release himsel

Indeed, such an effort would have been use-
}vslsl. He was a mere child in the hands of the
iy,

Samuel Carker, a worthy nou of his father,
luoked at the buy sugpicions]

1 dare say M”wfh'p Take that, any-
way." He began {o ¢ 'ercy's ear. “Stop
your squealing, or I'll really hurt you!"

Dick could stand no moré. Conway's spirit

had been broken by years of ill-usage. But
Diek was new to Cliff House School.
“Let hlm 20, you cowardly hully!” he ex-

claimed, “Do you hear? Let him go, I say!”

In sheéer amazement Samuel released Percy.
He fixed a furious look upon Dick.

“ Ah, you're the new boy, are you? Come
here to run the show, I suppose. T shall have
to put you in your place, I see. Take that as
a startert!”

His hieavy hand swung towards Dick's head.
3ut he had to deal with a sturdy Devonshire
lad, whose limbs were full of strength, whose
heart ‘was full of courage. If Dick had not
submitted to the blows of his guardian he
was. certainly not likely to knuckle under to
Master Samue! Carker.

Samuel’s blow was parried, and a clenched
fist, planted fairly in his pasty face, sent him
recling and staggering along the corridor, till
he fell at full length outside Mr. Skimp's

| study.

He gave a howl, which was heard in every
corner of the building. Mr. Skimp came
bouncing out of bis study, and stumbled over
Samuel, In the dusky corridor he could not
see who it was, and his cane descended in a
vigorous slash upon the prostrate bhully.

“I'll .teach you to play these tricks!"
papted Mr. Skimp. *“Take that, and—"

“Stop!” yelled Samuel, wriggling, “Can't
you see it's me, you blithering jidiot?"

“8amuel, pardon my mistake. T thought
" stammered Mr. Skimp.

It was his policy to keep on good terms with
his master's son.

“You ought to have looked!
strike me?"

“I'm sorry—extréemely sorry. But how came
you 1o be lylng theret"

How dare you

His |

“Do you think I laid down on your door-
mat for fun, you bleating booby?" Sumuel
was never very choice in his selection of
epithets, and he was more abusive than uvsual
now. “It was the new boy who shoved me
over while I wasn't looking,*

“That's a lie!” broke in Diek. “You
attacked me, and I Knocked him down. And
for two pins I'd do the same again!"

“You hear him threatening me, Mr, 'ilump?
You hear him, father?” whined Samuel.

Mr. Carker had suddenly appeared upon the

scene, attracted by the uproar.
*‘\ou have begun early, Trevelyan,” said
Elisha, in his creaking tones, “I nk I

warned you what to expect if you showed
your ruflianism here?®

“1 was not to blame, sir,”

“Don’t dare to argue with

me! Come

here!” Mr, Carker unpped his collar and
dragged him into Skimp's study. “Sklmp,
kindly select your stoutest cane, Trevelyun,
take off your jacket! You won't? we'nl
se¢ about that!™

He locked the study door, Dick was shut
in alone with his three enemies, His heart

was palpitating as it it would burst, His
colour came and went,

He would not have dreamed of resisting an
ordinary school “licking.” HBut this was
nothing of the kind. Ounly too clearly he
could see that Mr. Gadshy had sent him to
this den of tyranny and crueity in order to
make him suffer. His spirit was fully aroused.
He resisted Carker and Skimp as he would
have resisted two common roughs who songht
to heat him.

But his résistance, fierce and hardy as it

was, availed him nothing against such odds.
They got Him down, they flung him across
the tahle. Skimp and Samuel held him there,

te ol his struggles, while Mr. Carker
wleh ed the cane. The long, flexible instru-
ment of torture rose and fell with frightful
rapidity and force.

Such agony Dick Trevelyan bad never ex-
nerienced before. Pride for a while kept bagk
ig cries. But that could not last loj Ar
savage cut succeeded cut long, plercing
sereams of angolsh left his lips. Perey, in
the corridor without, stopped his éars with
his fingers, while the tears ran down Hhs
cheeks.

The cries died abruptly away. Dick had
fainted. His tortured form lay limp across
the table.

“There!® panted Mr. Carker. “That's the

first lesson! I think that will take some or
the insolence out of bim. Take bim to the
dormitory !”

Dick was put to bed. When he came Lo
himself he In{ tossing and turning, woaning
and gasping, in ceaseless, biting pain. -

And that was Dick Trcvclyuns firat. mighv
at Cliff House School.

(To be continued.)
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