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AUTHOR'S NOTE.

Nelson Lee and Nipper are at St. Frank’s College for a period
of several months. Having incurred the hatred of the Fu Chany
T'ong, a murderous Chinese Secret Socicty, Nelson Lee and
Nipper have been forced to adopt new identities until the timr of
peril has passed, Nelson Lee 18 a Housemaster, and Nipper a
junior schoolboy. Nipper himself writes of the events which took
place during his life as @ member of the Remove in the [dncient

House of St. I'rank’s.

CHAPTER 1L
IN WHICH LDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
PUTS HIS FOOT DOWN.

6 THE chopper’'s got to come down

—and 1t’s got to come down

hard!”’

The fellow who made that re-
mark was Edward Oswald Handforth,
of Study D, in the Ancient House at St.
Frank's. And Handforth, of the Re-
move, when he made a remark, made
it loudly.

There were quite a crowd of Removites
in the common-room. 1 was standing
over by one of the windows with Tre-
gellis-West and Watson, my study-chums.
There's no need for me to say my name,
because evervbody knows 1t, but perhaps
I'a better. It’ll save trouble, anvhow.
I''m Nipper—known at St. Frank's as
Dick Bennett, of Study C.

“* The chopper’s got to come down!”
repeated Handforth firmly.

He looked round for support, but
cvervbody seemed to be grinning.

" Handy, old boy, you're amusin’'—
voeu are, reallv”’ murmured Sir Lancelot
Montgomery Tregellis-West.

Handforth tuined round and glared.

" Who told that chap to speak’” ho
demanded. ** He's in Coventry !

“* Dear fellow, it’s a habit of nune to
speak.” smled Sir Montie. " You're not
bound to answer, yvou know. Speakin’ re-

leves  mie tremendously, An'  the
changin’ expressions of your face aru
really remarkable "

“Dry up, Montie,” I grinned. ' Lot

Handforth run on. I'm anxious to hear
him jaw. The great question is--who's
going to get the chopper” Who's been
ruffling the temper of the nuighty Hand-
forth?"

‘““ If those chans weren't in Coventry,”
satd Handforrh, * I'd speak to 'em. and
vet “em to help me—Bennete particularl:.
But thev're barred by the Form. So you
other fellows had better listen.”

The other fellows, however, were stroll-
ine out of the common-room.

“Hold on'" bawled Handforrth wrath-

fullv. " Where arce you goiug, »ou
asses”’”’ |
“Out! grinned Owen  wmajor, of

Study H.

“ I'm zoing to make a speech!” voared
Handforth.

Owen major nodded,
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““ That’'s why we're going out!”’ he
said calmly..

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

The expression of the great Hand-
forth’s face was worth quids. Edward
Oswald was a big chap for a Removite,
and he had a curious idea that his phy-
sical supcriority over the other fellows
gave him the right to boss the Remove
just as he liked. Unfortunately, the
Remove never took Handforth seriously ;
they regarded him as a necessary evil,
so to speak.

Handforth’s voice was loud; it re-
sombled a mcgaphone more than any-
thing else. He didn’t talk—he bawled.
And when he whispered his voice could
be heard for yards. Altogether, Hand-
forth was burly and clumsy and domi-
necering.

At the same time, there wasn’t a fellow
who disliked him, Handforth was one of
the best-natured fellows in the Ancient
House—as Church and McClure, his
study mates, were always willing to
testify. They knew exactly how to deal
with him; rubbed the right way, Hand-
forth was quite docile.

Ho was a great chap for throwing his
weight about, and offering advice to all
and sundry. Needless to say, his advice
wasn’'t always accepted. He was gene-
rally told, politely but firmly, to go and
oat coke. I had found him deccnt in
most ways, but he wanted handling care-
fully.

““Look here!"” he roared angrily, as
the fellows streamed out of the common-
room. ‘‘If anrbody clse goes out, I'll
Jdot him on the nose! Do you hear, you
idiots?  Ain’t you going ta take any
notico of me?"”’ )

Apparently not—for the junigrs were

still leaving.
| shouted

/

don't be rotten!”

“*1 say,
Handforth, changing his tone. '‘This is
g jolly serious matter. It’s for the

honour of the House, you know! I've
got a suggestion to make—for wiping up
Fullwood and Co.!”

Scveral Removites halted, and others
came back from the passage.

“If it’'s something againet Fullwood,
we're with you,” said Hubbard readily.
"~ %1 should think you ought to be!’
snorted Han-iforth. ' :

gold-

Tregellis-West
ymmed pince-nez. |

's comin’ down on the
cutertaimin’ Fullwoeod?’ he drawled..

adjusted  his

‘** 80 the chop

By —
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“I'm not talking to you, West!” said
Handforth acidly. ‘‘ You ain't a bad
sort, and I like you, personally—"’

‘ That's awfully gratifyin’, dear boy.”’
‘“ But you’re in Coventryl together
with Bennett and Watson,”” went on

Handforth. ‘‘I can’t hold any conver-
sation with you—'tain’t the thing, you
know. I'd like to jaw with you, really,
but it's impossible—"’

“You silly ass!”” yelled Griffith, *‘ you
are Jawing with him!”

Handforth looked surprised. .

“ Well, 1 suggoae I was,” he admitted.
‘““ It’s rotten, three of the best chaps in
the Remove being barred. 'There’s some
‘mistake or other—"’

‘““Rats!”’ snored Hubbard. ‘‘ Bennctt
half-killed Farman, and Tregellis-West
and Watson uphold him in it. We don’t

stand hooliganism in the Remove. The

beasts are outside the pale.”

“T don’t exactly believe that yarn.
about Bennett—"’ '

‘““You ass, Handforh!”” shouted
Griffith. ‘I thought you were going E
make a speech about that rotter, Full-
woodd?” u.

f “My hat! So I was!’ said Han§
orth.

e faced the Removites with a grim
expression. The juniors, on the other
hand, were grinning. Even Church and,
Mc(Clure, Handforth’s faithful echoes in:
all things, were smiling. Then Hand-
forth clared at them, and they straight-
encd their, faces. '

I chuckled.

‘“ Handforth’s on the
murmured.
pen!”’

‘“ Yes—to Handforth!”’ murmured Fre.
gellis-West amusedly.

Hubbard’s remark about hooliganism
had lcft e unmoved. 1'd been hearing
similar remarks for threc days past. and’
1 had grown accustomed to them. I was
““in Coventry,”” and I was to stay there
for a whole month. In fact, I was
shunned by the Form. And Tregellis-
West and Watson, being my loyal pals,.
had nobly elected to share my banish-
ment.

My wwsgrace was due to the cunning
machinations of Fullwood, of the
Remove. Ralph Leslie Fullwood was a

oung blackguard of the first water, and
te .hated me. He hated me because I
had licked him in fair fight, and had
ousted him from the lcadership of; tho

: war-path;”’ : I
‘ Things are going to -hap-
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Yossils—as the Ancient Housc juriors
were called.

Only threc days previously an Ameri-
can junior in the Remove, named Justin
*B. I'arman, had bcen brutally attacked
by two unknown men near to the school.
By an unfortunate chance, thero had
been no witnesses of the assault except
myself. I had rushed up, and had ar-
rived too late to avert the attack.

The men had disappeared, but had left
a stout wooden cudgel behind them. 1
had picked this up, and then Fullwood
and Co. had come into sight, in a motor-
car they had hired. So, by a stroke of
ill-luck, the Nuts of St. Frank’s saw me
bending over the stricken boy with the
weapon in 1y hand.

A further misfortunc” was the fact that
I had actually been out for Farman’s
blood. I had been scarching for him to
give him a licking—because I thought
that Farman had committed a particu-
larly mean trick upon Teddy Long, of
the Remove. . I afterwards discovered
that Fullwood was the .author of thc
trick, but he had arranged matters so
that [Farman should be accused.

- Farman had informed Dr. Stafford, the
Hecadmaster, that I was quite innocens.
but he vefused to give any description of
his rcal assailants. Thus, although I was
ﬁublicly cleared of the charge by the
Head himself, Fullwood made capital out
of the American boy’s secrecy.

In a great mceting in the common-
room I had been put on trial. Fullwood
had made himself the prosccuting
‘counsel, and he had stated his case cun-
ningly and cleverly. He had made the
-Removites believe that I had attacked
Farman, and had then threatened to
emash him further if he gave me away.
Farman—according to Fullwood's argu-
ment—had lied to the Head because he
was afraid of me.

In this way the jury had been influ-
enced, and I had been found guilty. It
was a bit of a shock to me, I'll admit.
I was sentenced to Coventry for a month.
-And Sir Montic Tregellis-West and
Tommy Watson, my chums of Study C,
had gallantly decided to stick up for nie
Jthrough thick and- thin.

"~ JFarman was still in the school hospital,
‘for his head had been rather badly bat-
tered; but he would be out and about
beforc many days had passed. Waen he
‘did appear I knew that he would do his
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best to straighten matters for me. But
I was anxious to discover the truth for
mysclf.

For there was a mystery surrounliug
Justin B. Farinau.

. He was a new boy, and he hailed from

California.  Since his arrival at St.
Frank’s he had been attacked twice—nand
the first time he had been nearly kid-
napped.  And yet, for some unearthly
renson, he refused to say a word. He
knew quite a lot, but he kept mum.

It was, of cours:, owing to his secrecy
that I found myself in such a rotten holc.
And I was determined to thrash matters
out. If I'arman wouldn’t say who had
attucked him—well, I'd find out for
myself! At lcast, the guv'nor and I
would together.

The guv'nor—Mr. Nelson Lee, the
famous c¢rime investizator—was  at

St. Frank’s with me. He went uder
the name of Mr. Alvington, and hc was
the Housemaster of the Ancient Housc.
He was popular, too. He was a bit upset
about my disgrace, but he had told me
not to worry. Before the week was out,
he declared, the whole truth vould be
revealed.

So I was calmly awaiting the march
of events. If it hadn’t been for this
prospect of a specdy vindication, 1 be-
lieve I should have jibbed. The Hcad,
of course, had cleared me, and it was
only the fellows in the Ancient Houso
Remove who believed Fullwood’s lies.
Bob Christine and Co., the leadcers of the
Monks—the Colleze House juniors—wcre
openly friendly with me.

At the same time, it was utterly roticon

to be shunned by my own House. lhe
Fossils, previous to my arrival at
St. Frank's, had been kept down by

Fullwood and Co.—Fullwood and Gulh-
ver and Bell, of Study A. Merrell and
Co. were Fullwood’s supporters, and the
two studics, combined, wecre lnown as
the Nuts. They were young bounders of
the worst type. They smoked and
cambled and broke bounds, and generally
believed themselves to be roaring blades.

The Nuts had allowed the Aucient
House to run to sced. Cricket and sjorts
in general had gone stale. And I had
opened 1y campaign by licking Fullwood
and assuming the leadership of the
Fosils.  Naturally cnough, Fullwood
disliked this; he hated me like poison,
and he was cver ready to trip me. Now,

il
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by sheer force of circumstances, he had
succeeded. |

Just as I had commenced to make
splendid headway in the affairs of the
Auoient House, Fullwood had sprung his
bombshell. 1 was barred now; nobody
would take gn
lans for the {;ucking-Up of the Ancicent

ouse were disorganised. Instead of
being the junior leader,-1 was an out-
cast.

And Tregellis-West and Watson, be-
cause they were staunch, shared my fate.

Now, it seemed, Handforth was bent
on taking charge of things himselfw He
was fired with the ambition of muking

himself junior leader. Of course, he'd
never succeed—he was too ram-headed
and obstinate. But he was going to
have a shot at it, and things promised to
be interesting.

It was a Wednesday, a half-holiday at
St. Frank’s, and morning lessons were
over. Dinnoer would be ready in about
half an hour, and aftey that—- 1
thought of the afternoon rather bitterly.
I had planned a practice cricket match

for that afternoon, but it wouldn't take

place now. Fullwood had regained his
old power in the Remove, and h¢ was
down on all healthy sports. The juniors
were under his thumb again. I could,
of course, .lick him a second time, but
that wouldn't do any good. I was turred

by the whole Form.

Handforth cleared his throat rather
noisily. |

* The chopper’s got to como down,”
he began.

‘* You said that before,”’ interrupted
Armstrong. * Try another tune, old
man.’”’

' Fullwood's going to get it in the
neck!” went on Handforth firmly.
‘“ I've beon thinkifg. and it seems to me
we did a fathcaded thing when we sent
Bennett to Coventry. Still. I'm going
to abide by the sentence of the Form.
Bennett's chucked out, and he’s no good
to us. Heqy banned.”

‘“ The ae?tence ought to be rescinded,”
growled Watson.

Handforth looked in our direction
wrathfully, but said nothing to us. "Then
he went on with his speech.

‘“ Beforo Bennett acted the goat he
was 1mproving the Houso no énd,” he
declnre(fr ‘““You all know that, 1 sup-
pose? He licked Fullwood, and put the
rotter in his place. But now that Full-

notice of me, and ail my’

spirit,

wood’s been victorious, the House ain’t
biz enough to hold him. He thinks h¢'s
a king—a bloated aristocrat, like the
rotten Kaiger, and he’s making every-
body squirm. Are we going to stand
it?”’ roared Handforth. ‘‘ Of course we
ain't! We're going to act—and. as a
commencement, I'm going to put my
foot down?”’ .

“ Wherc?' asked Hubbard innocently.

“I'm gomg to lead a deputation to
Fullwood’s study, and I'm going to tell
the beast a few things he won’t hke!”
went on Handforth grimly. ¢ That's the
programule! A deputation—sec? Who's
going to volunteer?’

“ Not me!’ said Hubbard promptly.
““ Fullwood’s got Merrell and his crowd
in bis study. Your fatheaded deputation
would get wiped out, you ass!”

“ Not if there were enough of us!”
roared Handforth. ‘‘ Look here, you
ain’t going to be funky, are you? I want
volunteers! Who's coming to Fullwood's
study with me? Three of us ain't
enough.”

¢ Three!” said Griffith, ‘“ Who's going
with you?(” - ,

* Church and McClure, of course!” re-

lied Handforth. ‘¢ If they don’t, they’ll
ave to reckon with me!”

Church and McClure looked uncomfort-
able. . But fheﬁ stepped forward readily.
They knew well enough that Handforth’s
reckoning with them, if they refused to
stand by him, would-be far worse than
a ragging from Fullwood and Co,

** Oh, we’ll go, Hand;,” said Church,
with a weak grin, ‘“We're dying to

go !H

‘“ Rather!”’ agreed McClure. *‘ Back
us up, you chaps.”

“I'm not anxious to be ragged,

thanks,” said Hubbard pleasantly.
““ Three ain’t-enough,”’ bawled Hand-
forth. I want a dozen!” |
**I'll make another,” I put in, grine

ning. \
“Count us all in, Handforth, dcar
fellow,”” yawned Sir Montie.

‘“ Look at that!” shouted Handforth,
‘“ These three outsiders have volune
tcered! Ain’t you all ashamed of xour-
sclvea? I can’t take Bennett and Co., of
course, but they’ve shown the right
My idea is to go to Fullwoou's
dudy and create havoc generally—"

“ Oh, yowll create havoc all right|™
grinned Hubbard. * ¥ou'll be used {0
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_wipo the floor with! I wish you joy; old

" acout !”’

And Hubbard walked out of the
common-room, followed by Armatrong
and Grifith and Owen major and all the
rest. Edward Oswald Handforth was
left in possession of the common-room—
with the exception of his two loyal
followers, and the outcasts—Toramy and
Montie and 1.

McClure chuckled.

‘“Well, that’s done it!” he said, 1in
toncs of obvious relief. ‘ Can't have
your blessed deputation now, Handy——"'

““Can’t 17" bellowed Handforth hotly.
“I know I jolly well can! We’'re poing
by ourselves—just us three! Under-
stand ?”’

‘“ Oh, don’t be a silly idiot——"

¢ If you don't choose to come, Walter
Church, you can put up vour hands!”
bawled Handforth. *‘ And you, too,
+McClure! I give you ten seconds to
decide! FKither you come with me, or
get a licking on the spot—"'

“Oh, we’ll come,
C'hurch hastily.

Handforth was rolling up his sleeves
in a very businesslike way, and Church
and McClure were nervous. Handforth
had fists like sledge-hammers. He ceased
his cfforts, and glared.

‘““Just in time!”’ he

1y

on. you fatheads!

And Handforth and Co. marched out
of the common-room. They were on the
war-path, and trouble was certainly hang-
ing about for somebody. I had an idca
that Handfortl: and Co. would find that
“trouble !

13

old man!”’ said

growled. ¢ Come

CHAPTER 1II.
FOLLWOOD AND CO. ARE VERY ATTENTIVE,
IR LANCELOT MONTGOMERY
S TREGELLIS-WEST chuckled.
“It’'ll be rather interesting—
what?”’ he exclaimed lazily.
““ Seein’ Handforth & Co. slaughtered
will be a diversion. Suppose we go along
the passage, an’ join the spectators?
There'll be quite a crowd, dear fellows.
I'm highly amused—I am, really!”
Tommy Watson grunted.
‘““ Handforth’s an ass!"”’ he said.
¢ Still, he’s asking for trouble, and he
can't grumble if he gets 1t! He needs a
. lesson badly. Fancy thinking he can

H

d
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lead the Fossils! That's job,
Benny!"’

““ Not at present,”” I said, rather bit-
terly. ¢ That's why Hundforth's getting
busy. By Jupiter! I'll be leader again
before the week's out, though!”

Watson stared at me.

‘““You’re in Coventry for a month!'"
he said.

““1 know that—but I can be taken out
of Coventry, I suppose?””’ 1 replied.
“Do you think I'm going to stand this
rot for a month? Not me, my son' The
truth about those blighters who attacked
Farman has got to come out—then
there’ll be a change in things!'”

‘“ Oh, well, let’s go and sce the panto-

'’ said Watson, with a shrug.

your

mime !

He didn't believe that I should succeed
in getting at the truth within the week;
but then, of course, he didu'’t know that
Mr. Alvington was 1ecally the world's
cleverest detective, and that I was Ly no
means an ordinary junior schoolboy !
And I couldn’t explain matters.

We passed outside, mounted a few
steps io the lobby, and turned into the
Remove passage. Strange noises were
proceeding from that direction. A buzz
filled the air. Turning the corner, we
discovered the cause.

were colldted in

Many Removites
the passage, with a sprinkling of the

rThird and Second hovering in the back-

ground. Everybody was grinning, and
looking in the direction of Study A.

The door stood just ajar, and the
mighty voice of Edward Oswald Haud-
forth floated through the crack. Hand-
forth was evidently telling the Nuts
exactly what he thought of them. And
the Nuts, being patient, wcre listening
to him. They couldn’t very well do
anything else. When Handforth talked
he awoke the echoes.

““ The band'll begin i about two
ticks!” grinned ‘Timothy Griffith, of
Study J, as we strolled up. ¢ Hallo!"”
he added, glaring at us. * Who told you
chaps to come here? You're barred——"'

Sir Montie smied urbanely.

“1 believe I've heard something like
that before, old boy,” he murmured.
‘““ Bein' in Coventry, though, doesn’t
stop uc mixing with the fellows. You
see, this idea isn't half sc bad, really.
We can jaw just as much as we like,
and we're not bored by any replies.
Coventry's fairly. decent, you know!”

Griffith grirned.:
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“ You've all right, West.”" he said.
“Pity you don't Jrop that cad,
Hennete—""

“ You're talking to thoee outsiders'”
howla) Teddy long indignantly. * If
you ain’'t careful, Griffith, you'll be sent
te Cosvrn——  Yow! Ow.yow!"

The encak of ¥he Remove made sev-
ceral retnarks which were quite unintelli-
mible. Grifith had pickad him up, and
had dropped him saddenly. It wasn’t
bkely that Grifith was going to stand

any of Long’s gibes. -
“ You beast, Griffith!"’ gasped Teddy,
scrambling wp. ¢ [—[—""

" Want same more?”’ roared Griffith.

lLong ascuttled away, and just then
wmethin happened. The fog-horn
sounda of Handforth's voico ceasred with

reat abruptness Other sounds follewed.
t seemed for all the warld as though a
thonsand cate were having a fight in
Fullwond's study

** andforth's putting his foot down '’
chuckled Hubbard,

. "4!. h‘. h!\'”

T aay, it's u bit rotten,”” T exclaigned.
“ We can't leave those asees in there at
the mercy of Fullwood's erowd.
insh in and reacue ‘em——-"

* You keep to yourself, you bounder!”
shouted A\ rmatrong. -

Hevaral Removites harrod the pussage.
and it was evidont that no attempt at
reacie was to be made. [ looked on
angrily [ coalidn’t vory weoll «tawmt o
“oull 77 in the Remove passage. ’

In fact, | expected a master, or a pre-
fect, to appear at alm ny moment.
The commotion in Study was terrific.

Yells and bumpa and créshes came

floating out in qupk succesmon. Hand-
forth & Co. were cortainly pugin dearly
for their cheek 1n vasiting the Nuta n

ﬂ:lr onwn don. Any other fellow but
ndforth wonld have known what such
e visst would lead to—Church and
ModClure had known it, as a matter of
fact, but they had feared their domin-

ccring leader. .

Yolls of laughter accompanied the
other yells.

*‘I'he charmiin’ Nuts appear to be

enjpyin’ the show,”” drawled Sir Montie
“*How unfeelin’ of them' T'd like to
havo a ook in, all the same. Ny fingrm
are flairly achin' to pull Fullwood’s

be did, old dhap,” naid
" We're only spectators.”

Let's

‘hbawlod Handtorth.

“T «ay.” T exclaimed suddenly.
‘* What price the window?’’

“Bh?’’" said Montia. *‘‘ The window,
dear fellow?”’

1 griuned.

‘** (f course! We ocan nip out into the
Trnn,lo. and get in through the win-
dow!" I said eagerly. ‘‘ We wiped up
Fullwood & Co. once—when they were
six strong, too—and we can do it again.
Must rescue old Handforth, you know!”

‘“ Bogad! It’'s worth tryin',”” said
Montia promptly. “I'm game! I'm
game for anything you like, Benny boy.
Y?u lead, an’ I'll follow "’

chuckled. The windows of the
Remove studics at St. Frank’s were
facing tho Triangle, and were easily
accessible from the Triangle itself. In
{ in fine weather half the juniors

the windows in preference to the
Joors.

But just as I was about to turn, a
fearful yell sounded, then something
came hurtling into the passage. Montie
and Tommy and [ paused. In a moment
I saw that any idea of réscue was out of
the question.

Handforth & (C'o. had been ejected!

At least, one of the redoubtable trio
had; and he was now rprawling in the
I:;maago\, with a crowd of fellows round

m.
**Too late, dear boys,” said Sire
Mountie. ** What a pity, you know!”’

We turned back, and I couldn’t help
gnnuing. The other Removites wero
roaring with mirth. It was Handforth
who had left Study A with such force
and apced. He was sitting up rather
dazedly. .

His face was an extraordinary sight.

Soot and ) and treacle and mmk had
been |ihcrai smeared over every inch of
his head. His collar was a wreck, and his

necktio had been stuffed into his mouth.

But Handforth wasn’t beaten! Not a
bit liko it! |

Hea tore the necktie out of his mouth,
and emitted a furious roar. Then he
leapt to his fect and simply panted with
excitement and wrath.

‘“ Is that the way you put your foot
down, Handy?” gmmed Armstrong.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

v y
* You—you—you ’

set of funks!'
‘“ Ain't you going to
help me? Just look at me—"

** That's what we are doin
hled Hubbanl. * Ha, ha. ha!”’

" chne-
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Handforth was too indignant for
words. He jerked® himself round, and
made a dash for Fullwood's study again.
Unfortunately, Handforth didn’t know
when he was beaten. The great Edward
Oswald was full of bulldog grit, in spite
of hia hot-headed obstinacy.

Under ordinary circumstances, he
would have entered Study A again—and
then things would have happened in
earnest. But, just as “Handforth was
rushing in, Church aud- McClure were
hurled out.

A collision was unavoidable.

C'rash! Handforth butted into his two
noble chums. They were in a similar
state of jamminess and inkiness and
sootiness. Churéh's  anointed  head
rammed Handforth in the tummy, and
Handforth staggered backwards.

The next sccond the three heroes of
Study D were sprawling on the floor of
the passage in a writhing mass. Gurgles
and graans and gasps floated upwards.

The Removites were shricking with
laughter.
“Ob, my ®Rat!” howled Hubbard.

G

“ Ain't 1t funny!

‘““ Blessed if I can see anything funny
in it!" I said sharply, striding forward.
“T don’t mind a bit of a rag, but Full-
wood's been treating these asses alto-

ether too severely. They might be
‘hurt—"’

““Shut up, you outsider!” roared
Griffith.

‘* Hallo! Here's DBennett!” shouted

Fullwood, from the door of Study A,
‘““ What's he doing here, the cad” let's
give him a taste of the same medicine—
*only worse! C(Collar him!”

Ralph Leslic Fullwood was grinning
maliciously. He was dressed as showily
as ever, and his monocle was jammed
into his eye. Behind him were Bell and
Gulliver and Merrell and the others.

They rushed out before I was prepared
for themn, and grabbed me.

“ Bring the giddy mixture'”
Fullwood.

I struggled fiercely, but four of the
Nuts had grabbed me, and 1 was help-
less. Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West
had been pushed up the passage by-the
excited juniors and they were out of
reach. - ~

*“ Begad' Let me pass, dear boys:" I
heard Sir Montie gasp.

‘““ Rats!"" said Armstrong. ¢ Let

1

Beunctt have a taste!

grinned

‘¢ TOu you what." yellcd Fullwood,

‘“let’'s amear that treacle all over his

!'olt;tell _clobber! That'll give him a
jo

“Cave!” came a furious hiss from the
end of the passage.

The juniors looked round in alarm,
and Kullwood & Co. released me as

though T had become red-hot. Then they
attempted to back into the study. But
they were just a shade 1oo late’

Mr. Alvington—the  guv'nor—ap-
peared ! _

He strode along the passage with a
cane 1n his hand.

‘““ Every boy here will remain still'”’
he exclaimed shar-ply. ** Fullwood, you
and “your companions were about tn
drag this boy into your study, I be-
lieve?”

Fullwood was quite calm.

“Oh, no, sir,”’ he said glibly. “ We
were just having a word with Bennett '

““ [ heafd some meuntion of treacle and
clothing,”” went on Nelson Lee sternly.
“Were you proposing to smother
Bennett—"’ .

““ Oh, no, sir!’

“ Good gracious!”" ejaculated the guy’-
nor sudden:ly. ¢ What is the meaning of
this* Boys! Get up at once! Upon
my soul, I am shocked'"

Mr Alvington had just spotted Haud-
forth & Co. The three wretched juniors
had managed to sort themselves, out,
and they were now sttting up. Handforth
was quite winded, and in cousiderable
pain. The passage floor was smeare:d
with soot and jam, and other dclicacies.

‘““ Groogh!"’ gasped Handtorth. ‘' Just
—just an accident, sir!”’ '

““ An accident!’’ roared the House-
master. !

““ Tell me your name, boy:

‘“ Handforth, sir.”

““ I should never have recogmased you
in that disgusting state,” =ald Nelson
Lee angrily. ¢ Aund your ccmpanions””

““ Church and McCluve, sir!"

“Go (EO the bathiroom and clean your-
selves at once!’’ ordered the guv‘nor.
“I shall not punish you, because yonu
appear to have received pumshment
enough. But the authors of this out-
rage shall be caned severely!”

Handforth & Co., greatly relieved io
get away without punishment, staggered
away down the passage. IFullwood still
lounged in his doorway, and the rest of
the Nuts remained in the study.

““ ] presume it was you, Fullwood,
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who treated those thres boys mso dis-
gracefully *' asked {he guv’'nor quietly.

*“ No, sir,"”’ said Fullwood calmly.

“Youn deny touching tbhem*”

“Of course, sir!"’

The juniorm in the passago
Sach bare-faced lying was a little
them. They fondly thought that i-
wood was going to escerpe. They didn't
know Nelson ‘Lee!

‘“You have told me, Fullwnod, that
you had no hand in this disgraceful
soene,”’ said the Housemaster smoothly.
** Porhaps you will explain why your
hands are showing visiblo signs of soot
and treacle? Perhaps you will explain

why your study table is smeared with
ghinilar substances?!”

Fullwood scawled sullenly.

‘* 'They —they came in, sir,”’ he replied.
‘“You havo been lying to me, Full-
wond,’’ said Nclson l.ee sharply. ¢ You
have been: prevaricating in the most
shamelesa 1nanner. No, don’t dare to

utter another denial! You were about

to troat Beonnett in a similar fashion. | P®

Gulliver, Bell, Merrell—come out of heve
at once "’
The Nuts emerged with scared faces.
‘“1 presume you all took part in this
disgraceful sceno?’' asked lLee curtly.

‘‘“ Ye-c-ea, sir!"”" muttered Gulliver.
‘“* It—it was I"ullwood's idea, sir!”

‘* You sneaking rotter!”’ hissed Full-
wood flercoly.

‘* Evory boy who took part in this
affair, with the exception of Fullwood,
will take five hundred lines,”’ said Mr.
Alvington quietly.

** Is Fullwood going to be let off, sirv?"”’
askad Boll nmazedly.

** No. Fullwood was obviously the
vingleador, and he will be punished in a
mnore severe manner——""

‘“ Mr. Thorne wouldn’t have done any-
thing to us, sir.”” put in Fullwood boldly,
naming the Housemaster who had been
at 8t. Frank's previous to the guv'nor’s
arrival. ** Mr. Thorne didn’t interfere
in our little affaire——"’

‘“ Are you suggesting, Fullwood, that
I am interfering?’’

Nelwon Loe's tone was very ominous;
I knew the sign woll, and 1 knew that

vnless Fullwood was very careful he
would find himeell lug before the
Head for a flogging. And Fullwood him-

self roooguised the danger signal. -
‘“ No, air,"”” he growled. * I—I didn't
mean that."’

-,

LI
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“Tt is just as well that you did not,”
said Nelson Lee grithly. ‘' Please under-
stand, Fullwood, that any further hooli-
ganism of this sort will be punshed by
the Headmaster. In this instance I shall
unish vou myself. You have lied to me,
and that makes your offence all the more

serious. Hold out your hand!”

‘“ Aro you ioing to cane me?’’ asked
Fullwood thickly. |

‘“ Hold out your hand!"’ repeated Mr.
Alvir;Fion with deadly calmness,

Fullwood held it out.

Swish'!

‘“* Now the other!”

Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish!
Swish !

Six cuts Fullwood received, and they
were delivered with considerable force.
He didn't howl, though; he just gasped.
and looked unutterable things. g’or all
his faults, Fullwood was plucky.

** That will do.” panted the guv’nor.
“1 do not take muc?: notice of a boyish
prank, and- any mild disturbance in this
rt of the House doeg not attract me.
But I shall deal severely? with all cases of
deliberate  viciousness. It i3 evident,
Fullwood, that :you treated Handforth
and his companions with malicious
violence, and you were on the point of
taking a mean advantage of Benrett.”

Fullwood, with set lips, went into his
study and slammmed the door. *

Nelson Lee’s eyes gleamed for a
moment, but he didn’t say anything
further on the subject. He turned to mo
with a smile.

‘“* Bennett,”” he ordered,
follow me to my study.”

“Ye-e-03, sir!” I said meekly.

And wo went along the Remorve
assage, lcaving the juniors in a buzz of
ow-voiced conversation. Handforth and
Clo. had failed in their genial object, but
Fullwood and his fellow-Nuts had cer-
tainly not achieved a triumph!

¢ you will

CHAPTER IlI.
IXN WHICH CERTAIN EVENTS REMIND ME

OF OLD TIME3.
MR.

ALVINGTON, to call the
guv'nor by his achool name, led
the way into his study. I was

wondering why he had told me
to follow him, but I wasn’t at all sorry

for the opportunity of having a private
word with him
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The door closed, and he laid his cane
down. .

‘** Now, Nipper, what was the mecaning
of that disgraceful sccne’’ he aske
sternly.

““ My hat! You're not going to blame
me, are you, guv'nor?’ I asked. ‘ It’s
all very well to keep up the master and
Eppil business before the other fellows,

nt we're ourselves here—just our-
selves !” o
Nelson Lee smiled.

“ You young rascal!”” he cxclaimed.
‘““You're taking advantage of me!
What would you say if I caned you?”

“It’s not what I'd say—it’s what I'd
do!” I retorted.

“Why, you infernal young jacka-
napes—"'

“Oh, come off it!""" .I grinned.
“ That’s a fine way to talk to my House-
master, ain’t 1t? I don't care—you're
the guv’nor now—Nelson Lee! Rats to
old Alvy—that’s what we call you in the
Remove!”

“Oh, 1t 13?"’ said Nelson Lee, with
twinkling cyes. ‘“ Old Alvy! Well, it
might be worse. I don’t suppose the
boys mean any disrespect.’’

‘“Of course not. The .bulk of the
fellows think you're a ripping House-
master,”" 1 replied. “ So You are, too.
Only Fullwood and that crowd sneer at
vou, and say you're a rot—— But that’s
sncaking, 1sn’t 1t?”’

“ Anything you say here, Nipper, 1s
strictly private,”” smiled Lee. " But I
know all about Fullwood. He is an un-
mitigated young rascal, and I mean to
keep a sharp ¢ye on him. He was re-
«ponsible for your being sent to Coventry,
wasn't he?”

* “ Yes, he was, the beast!’ I growled.
““ Got the chaps to believe that I smashed
poor ®ld Farman——"’ |

“ Yes, I know. Well, that will soon be
altered,” interjected the guv’nor. ‘‘In
fact, Nipper, I mean to take an mmpor-
tant step towards the unravelling of the
mystery which strrounds Farman this
very afternooun.”’ |

‘“Oh! What’s on?”’ I asked eagerly.

“TI think I told you something about
it the othor day,” said Lee, sitting down,
and filling his briar. * Our old frienl,
Detective-Inspector Morley, of Scotland
Yard. 18 at present staying at Banning-
ton—the¢ town three miles from
St. Frank’s. Morley has been invesii-
gating some case or other which the lceal

0

people found a little too for
them.’’

I nodded. Old Morley waa about the
only outsider who knew our little sccret.
He had helped e to get the guv'nor out
of the clutches of the Fu Chang Tong on
one occasion, so Lee thought it only righd

that he should be let into the game.

He and Dr. Stafford, the Headmaster
of St. Frank’s, and one of the governors,
were the only people who knew the truth.
Nelson Lee had told me, a day or two
before, that the inspector was in Banniug-
ton, and I was quite anxious to see him.
Morley would bring a breath of the out-
side world to us—our own particular
world, I mean. The world of crime and
crime detection.

“Well, what’s the programme, sir’
I asked. .

““It 13 a half-holiday this afternoon,
Nipper, and you will have an oppor-
tunity of slipping off for a bicycle ride.
Make an excusc to your friends, and thean
ride into Bannington.”’
| . “ The town’s out of bounds this wcck,
sir.

*“I know that—but that is all the
better,”’ replied Lee. * The Head placed
Bannington out of bounds, I believe, be-
cause there 13 some play or other, at the
theatre, which 1s not suitable—in the
Head’'s opinion—for boys to Sec. Dr.
Stafford has rather severe views, T beo-
lieve. At all events, Bannington is out
of bounds for all boys—semiors and
juniors alike. So, when vou go. there
will be little fear of your being scen by
lany of vour schoolfellows.”

““Yes, that's handy,”
I“ What am I to do?”
|

tough

*

I

agree L.

“ Just on the outskirts of the town,
on the Bellton road, there is a charming
little inn—a very respectable place—
named the King's Arms,” said Lce.
“You are to go there, Nipper.”

“A guldy pub!”’ I grinned. ** This i3
a fine thing, and no mistake! Telling a
anior schoolboy to g6 pub-haunting! I'm
hsurprised at vou, guv'nor—I am, really,
as old Montie would say!”’

‘1 don’t ' know who old Montie 1s, but
I presume you mean one of your chums,”
[smiled tne great detective. ¢ But there
lis rcally nothing dreadful in your visit-
ing the parlour of the King’s Arms. Mr.
Morley will be there, and so shall 1. We
are going to hold a confab; in short, we
shall make a plan of action.”

P—
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“* For getting at the twruth of this
IFarman mystery?”’

‘** Kxactly.”

‘“I suppose you’v got some whecze 1n
your noddle?”’

** T am afraid, Nipper, that this sojourn
at St. Frank’s is having a detrimental
effect upon your speech,’”” said the
guv’'nor severefy. “‘1 certainly have got
a wheeze in my noddle, as you elegantly
term it; but I have no intention of ¢n-
larging upon it now. Be at the inn at

thrce o'clock precisely—that’s all jou

bave to do. And don’t let any of the
cther boys know. That's all.”
I nodded.

‘“ And what have you had me hae
for?”’ 1 asked. ¢ The fellows will ask
why you wanted me in your study.”

** Ok, yes.” Nelson' Lee rubbed his
chin. *“ Tell them that I lectured you,
as captain of the Ancient House Remove,
on the subject of keeping order in the
junior quarters. And I do lecture you,
Nipper. 1 look to you to keep that
young rascal, Fullwood, in hand. 1
cun’t be constantly interfering—I should

make myself frightfully ~unpopular.
Understand? I've just given you a
lecture.”

““ Short and sweet,” I grinned. But
I geedn’t say that! I moved over to the
door, and then looked back. ** Three
o’clock, at the King's Arms? Right you
arc, guv'nor. I'll be there. Fancy ineet-
ing old Morley ageain; it’ll be like old
times, at Gray’'s Inn Road!”

*“Cnt along, young ’un.”

I lett the sfudy, ookin;l; ‘very solemn,
in cas2 thore were any fellows outside in
the passage. As it happened, Tommy
Watson and Sir Montie werc waiting for
me at the end, just against the lobby.
As I approached them, the bell sounded
for dinner.

¢ Just in time,’”’ I said cheerfully.

‘““ We thought you’d gome to sleep on
Alvy’s sofa,” said Watson. ‘ Has he
been lamming into you for anything?”’

‘“ Lecturing me,” I said lightly.

““Oh. dear! How frightfully borin'.”
croaned 8ir Montic. ‘‘ Lectures, from a
master, are awfully tiresome. How did
you stand it, Benny boy? An’ what’s ne
been lecturin’ you on?”’

. *“ Keoping order in
ters,” 1 prinned.
passage brought it

the junior quap-
“ That row iun the
on, 1 suppo

se. Wait
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order. We sha'n’t be in Coventry next
half-holiday, my sons!”

* Wish T could believe it!” grunted
Tommy. ‘‘Come on—dinner’s ready.”

We went into the great dining-hall,
and were soon at our places. One of tho
chief reasons of Mr. Alvington’s popu-
larity was the grub in the Ancient Housc.
The guv’nor had altered things a let
since his arrival at St. Frank’s, and,
although the grub in the Ancient House
had becn inferior to that in the College
House for years, it was now the opposito
way about. The Monks could no longer
crow abuut the way they were fed. The
Fossils fared the best now. Bob Chris-
tine and Co., of Study Q, in the 'College
House, were rather sore on the point.

After Handforth’s discomfiture in Full-
wood’s study. he turned up at the dinner-
table looking hot and angry, but clean.
Church apd McClure were equally hot
and angry and clean. They'd changed
|into white flannels, and, except for a
certain stickiness of the hair, they showed
no signs of their encounter with the Nuts.

Fullwood and Co. weren't looking very
triumphant. Fullwood’s hands must
have been smarting fearfully ; he handled
his knife and fork very gingerly, any-
how. And his nutty followers were facod
lwith the lively prospect of writing five
hundred lines. rtainly, Fullwood and
Co. hadn’t scored.

After dinner I changed into flannels
myself. I was anxious to slip away with-
out being questioned by Montie and
Tommy. I couldn’t tell themm where I
was going, of course. That made it
rather awkward, and I didn’t want to
tell any whoppers. I didn’t mean to.

When I eame down from the dormi-
tory, however, I found thenr waiting for

me. »
** What's the programme this after-
noon?’ asked Watson. ‘‘Lovely day,

and I suggest a baat on ‘the river.
Cricket’s off, owing to our bemg in
Coventry. The Monks are playing Red-
lands to-day, but we don’t want to watch
them.” .

‘““T thought about a bike-spin,” I said

carelessly.

“In this blazin’ heat, dcah boy?”
yawned Sir Montie. * Not me!”’
~“Well, I'm going, anyhow !’

‘* Dear fellow, don’t be an ase!” im-
plared Montie. ‘‘ Bikin’ is off to-day.

until :his cloud’s.rqlle_d by—then I')l keeplTommy’s suggestion is Al, You chape



can row, an' I'll steer. Boatin’ suits me
down to the ground.” |

“ That's all right, then,” I said. ** You
and Tommy go out on your fatheaded
boat, and I'll go for a spin. I'mm anxious
to sce the country a bit, you KEnow.
Caistowe Bay’s only three miles off, isn’t
it?”’

I passed out of the House before either
- of them could speak, and hurried to-the
bicycle shed. It was rotten, leaving them
like that, but it had to be done. They'd
think me a pretty sort of bounder, going
out on my own-—but I was compelled to
act that way, under the cires.

Two minutes later I rode swift across
the Triangle, and went through the gate-
way. I was conscious of a vyell from
Tommy, and I saw him waving his arms.
But I pretended not to se¢ and not to

hear.

For the first five minutes I was
niserable.  What would thev think of
nie? When I got back, though, I could
easily smooth over the troublcd waters.
And the prospect of meeting Detective-
JInspector Morley, and talking over old
times, was very attractive,

I had plenty of time to spare, and I
made a long detour, leaving St. Frank’s
in the opposite direction to the way 1
was really taking. I didn't want any-
body to spot me making for Bannington.

After a long roundabout ride, I struck
the Bannington road, and then ambled
along leisurely. The afternoon was hot
and sunny, and the roads were smothered
with dust. When I came in sight of tho
King's Arms, I glanced at my watch. It
was just one minute to three.

I had stuffed my school cap into my
pocket, and there was nothing to show

that I was a St. Frank's junior. The
little inn_was a lovely little place—rcally
outside DBannington itself, but it was,

nevertheless, out of bounds this week.

Outside the .porch I dismounted. and
pushed my bike bechind a clump of
bushes. Then I walked into the private
entrance. Evidently Nelson Lee had
beén watching for me; the guv'nor had
arrived half an hour ago. For he came
out, and led me straight into the fresh-
smelling parlour.

Deteotive-Inspector Morley was there,
Iolling on- a sofa, smoking a cigar.

“ Why. hallo!”’ he crield, gripping my
hand. * You're looking healthier than
‘over—and, I'll swear, a hcap cheekier!”

* You shouldn’t swear, Mr. Morley--
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it’s  wicked!” I

arinued. ‘‘ How the
dickens are vou?

Aud how’s Londore—

and Scotland Yard—and Gray's Inn
Road?  I'v® nearly forgotten all about
it.'l

. The inspector grinned.

** No, vou haven't,”” he said. “ It's all
right,”” he added, as I looked round.
" We're quite private herc. 'Pon my
scul, Nipper, this is a queer state of
affairs! Fancy you and M¢. l.ce being

at a public school! It fairly beats me,
you know. Still, I reckon vou're as safe
as eggs down in this sleepy hole.”

“ You haven't secn anyvthing more of
the I'u Changs, T suppose?”’

“ Not a thing, voungster,” replied De.
tgctive-Inspector Morley.  “* Oh, you've
given the vellow senm the slip all vight.
Now, what aboat this mystery concern-
ing a schoolboy?  Your guv'nor seems to
think 1t’s important.”

“*So it 13, I said.
you?”’
1 " Not vet.”e

“I'm going to now, hewever,” amilald
Nelson Lee. * Look here, Morley, it's
this way. Before I came to St. Francis's
College, the master of the Ancient
House, a Mr. Thorne, disappeared undes
rather mysterious circumstances——"'

*“1 thought you sai-l a boy *"

‘- Exactly —this affair  leads tu the
other,” went on the guv'nor. ““ I'm not
going to tcll vou the full details-—now.
Just a brief outline. Well, Mr. Thorue
was taken down a cave in (‘aistowe Bay,
and left there for the beat part of a week
| without food or drihk. As a consc.
quence, he was delirious when reacned,
and is, at the present moment, in a nuras-
ing home suffering from brain fever. Heo
was only able to mutter the words
“Juatin Farman’; and, a few days later,
u boy named Justin Farman arrived at
the school, froin California.”

Detective-Inspector Morley nodded.

** There's a connection, certainly,” he
remarked. '

‘“ Well, Farman, the American by,
has been gttacked on two separate and
distinct occasions,” continued Nelson
Lee. ‘‘ Undoubtedly, the object of thos
attacks was to kidnap the boy and take
him away. On the first occasion, indeed.
the unknown assailants succeeded 0
carrying their victitn through Bellinn
Wood to a motor-car which wa3 wawiny
on the moor. Now, Morley, there's 1

*“Hasn't ne told

F
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rather curious aspect about the whole
~affair.”
** What’s that?”’

“Farman has positively refused to
make any statement,” replied the
guv'nor. ‘* He will give no descripticn

of thc men who attacked him on the
second occasioir.  This hapnened about
four days ago.

the bottom of the affair, and I want you
to help me.”” . :

“Why, what can I do?”’ asked the in-
spector, .

“Well, you arc a representative of the
official detective force—I am merely a
‘schoolmaster,” smiled the guv’nor., ‘I
ean't openly reveal myself in my true
character. Nipper s similarly: handi-
capped. You will quite understand this,
my dear fellow. So we want you to take
part in our little scheme.”’

“You’ve got a plan of action fixed
up, of course?”’

‘“ Exactly,” replied Nelson Lee. *‘ And

I want your opinion on it, too.”
. JWell, we hedd a fairly long confab.,
and the guv'nor told us exactly what he
proposed to do. I'm not gomg into
details here, because there's no need.. I'll
describe the upshot of our little jaw in
its. proper sequence.

It seemed like old times, chatting with
.old Morley. I was feeling very elated,
and I was pretty sure that the truth
would be revealed before the end of the
week. If Justin B. Farman didn’t choose
to tell us hiz blessed sccret, we were
gomng to find out for ourselves! It was
nccessary. The silly ass was still in
dangenr.

And, of course, oncc it was positively
proved that a couple of men attacked
Farman, it would be clear to the whole
Remove that T hadn’t done the deed.
And so Fullwcod’s little plot would fall
to the ground, and his victory would be
thort-lived. Fullwood, in fact, would be
humiliated, and I should resume my old
place in the Remove.

'That was a cheering thought.

It was decided that U should leave the
inn half an hour before Nelgon Lee did
so—this was only a wise precaution. But,
as it turned out, an uncomfortable inci-
dent was to occur,

I bade Detective-Inspector Morley
. pood-bye, and then strolled out to my
yigger. ‘'The afternoon was hot and
sultry, and there wasn’'t a soul about. I
Judn't -any fear of seeing a.-8t. Frank’s

I am anxious tQ get to
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chap, for this spot
bounds; the whollj
in fact. -
But, as I was emerging from the porch
of the mn, I got a shock. 5
Three boys were shooting past tho
Kingis Arms on bicycles. They glanced
at me as I came out, and I heard an.
amazed gasp. At the sameo second I re-.
%o%nised the fellows as Ralph Leslie
u

lwood and Albert Gulliver and George
Bell !

They whizzed on, and I quickly jumpéd
on- to my machine and shot oft towards
St. Frank’s. I was frowning angrily.
Fullwood and Co. were breaking bounds!
There was nothing particularly surprising
it that, but I hadn’ been prepared for it.

And they had seen me leave the inn!

I knew, in a second, that a whole pile
of trouble lav in store for me.

was quitc out of
¢ Bannington road was,

CHAPTER 1V.
FACING THE MUSIC!

S T rode along I wondered wha$

!\ the dickens 1 should do.

It was ithpossible for me to

. give any expranation of my vre-
gence at the King’s Arms, and the fel-
lows would undoubtedly put a wrong
construction on the whole affair.

Public-houses of any sort were out of
bounds at all times. Any St. Frank’s
boys visiting an inn was in considerable
danger vunder ordinary circumstances.
?lDisqpvery meant a public flogging, at
east.

I couldn’t ecxplain to the chaps that
Mr. Alvington had accompanied me! I
couldn’t explain anything. I had been
so sure of my safety that I was now a
little bit startled.

Confound. Fullwood and Co.!

But I was angry with myself, too; I
ought to have madec surc that the road
was clear before leaving the inn. But I
hadn’t done so, and Fullwood had seen
me! It was a rotten piece of ill-luck.

But had the Nuts spotted me?

Had they recognised me? I wasn’t
absolutely sure of that. They had been
riding fast, and were evidently bent on
visiting the town. That was just like
Fullwood and Co. The young bounders
were always breaking bounds, and defy-
ing tho school rules. They gloried in

doing so.- . .
1 %adn'ﬁ:bcon‘wearmg “my blue-¥nd-
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gold school cap, and I was in flannels—
not Etons. It was just possible that the
Nuts hadn’t recognised me.
vount on this, but I acted cautiously,
neverthelees.

I returned to St. Frank's by a round-
about route, coming in, at last, from the
opposite direction to Bannington. And
any hopes 1 cherished were quickly
dashed to the ground.

+ For Fullwood and Co. had arrived! 1
had taken a fairly long while in my
roundabout course, and the Nuts, pre-
sumably, had turned back after spotting
me, and had come straight to the school.

They were therc in force, in the Tri-
angle, and a crowd of fellows were stand
Jng round them. I set my lips as I rode
in. The storm was going to burst' I
was quite sure of that'

The Nuts were pastmasters at the art
of pub-haunting—everybody knew that.
But. T had always cexpressed severe views
on the subject, and for me to be exposed
as a pub-haunter myself was pretty
gerious. And I couldn't explain!

‘“ Hallo®. Here he comes!”

“ The rotten hypocrite!”’

“Duck him in the fountain!” .

I was surrounded by a mob of angary-

I didn't

I}

‘“ That's fair enough,”’ said Armestrong.

““Oh, he’ll deny it, of course!"' sneeted
Fullwood. “ He'll deny that he was at
the King's Arms, in Banningtou, this
afternoon!”’

““1 spppose I'm not oblized to ask von
where I'm to go?’ I said fierenly. ** Ban-
nington’s out of bounds, anyhow. What
were you doing there?”

“ That's not the question,”’ aaid Fu'l.
wood. ““ My jpals and I were bavin' o
little blow, that’s all.”’

“Well, I'm in Coventry, and 1 don't
speak—"’

“So you admit you went to Banning-
ton?"’ bawled Haundforth.

“I don’t admit anything."

‘““ That means you did go pub-haunting,
then?"

“No, it doesn’t,”” T said calmly. 1
haven’t haunted any pub.”
““ There you are!” exclaimed Hand.

forth trinmphantly. “ What did [ «iy?
I knew those cads were lying!”

Fullwood and (%. pressed forward.

“ Bennett’s a liar himself ! declared
Fullwood. “ Bell an’ Gulliver an' T all
saw him comin’ out of the Kiug's Arm«
If he dentes it——"

“T don't deny it,”" T interjected.

faced Removites, and forced to dismount |don’t deny anything. and 1 don't adinit

from my jigger.
the moment, that I
They mieant to get at the truth!

All the fellows were Fossils—Hand-
forth and Church and McClure and Hub-
bard and Griffith, and a crowd of others.
Fullwood and Co. were present in full
strength. And they were grinning with
huge enjoyment.

‘“ He ain’t boozed'”
sneeringly. ‘‘That’s surprisia’!”

I looked round calmly.

‘““What’'s the row?’ I asked. “1
thought you asses wouldn't speak to me?
Is this a meeting to tell me that I'm re-
lcased from Coventry——"

“You ass! You're going to get
scragged!”’ roared Hubbard.

Sir Montie and Watson were not there ;

I gathered that they were still”on the |position,”” I said easily.

river, for it wasn’t tca-time yet.
‘“ His Lreath niffs like a navvy's!
<laimed Gulliver.

€X-

‘“ Hold on!” shouted Handforth, push-|now

mg his way forward. ‘1 don’t behieve
this.rot of Fullwood's, for one! Full-
wood’s a lying beast, anyhow. I don't
behieve Bennett's been pub-haunting!

J.et's give him a chance to explain.”

The fellows forgot, for|anything.
was in ('oventcy. | make any staﬁemont at all.

In fact. I'm not going tn
You can all
go and eat coke'" _

Under the ciccumstances, T thought i
best to assume a loftv air.

But it didn't work.

“You rotter!” shouted Handforth
angrily. “ I thought you were down on

the Nuts visiting public-housea?  And

remarked Meorrell |here you've been discovered doing the

same thing youraelf!
too!"’ .

** The beaat!’

“* Collar him "

““Give him tho frog's march!”

The fellows were very angrey, and |
knew that action was to follow. But I

kept quite calm, and smiled.

‘“ Look here, you don’t understand the
“ Fullwood's
been telling you that T visited the King's
Arms, in %annington. hasn't he” Web),
I can’t explain my movements just

Breaking bounis,

“ (Of course not!” sneered Fullwood.

“But I can in a day or two—--""

I was interrupted by a roar.

“In a day or two!” howled Griffith.
** What's the zood of that? You're just
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trving to sneak out of it—that's all!

What Fullwood said was the truth!
You've been breaking bounds, and vsis-
ing a pub!”

.** Meetin' bookmakers,

I eurpoae P
jeerd Marriott.  *“ And gamblin’, as
ikely as not !’

** After incitin’ the fellows against us,
too!’ shouted Gulliver. *‘Of all tho
rank hypocrites! I vote we rag him till
he can't stand!”

“You ain’t the chap to talk of a
razeing ' put in  Handforth sharply.
' 1f it comes to that, you and your cad-
dish pals need a ragging, too! If Ben-
nett’'s going to be punishe® for pub-
hauntang,
rotters who need a lesson—"’

*“ Hold on!" roared Fullwood.
case 18 different |’

“ How do you make that out?”’

“ We don't pretend to be goody-goody,
anyhow,” sneered Fullwood. ‘ We like
a little flutter now apd again, and we
ain't afraid to let the other chaps know.
But Bennett’'s a rank hypocrite; he'’s
been runnin’ us down, an’ doin’ the same
thing himsclf all the giddy time! He's
worse than us!”

** That’s right enough,”” said McClure.
*1 thought Bennett was a good chap,

“ Our

too! We live and learn, yvou know.
TLet's give him a ducking in the
fountain !’

‘** What about prefects——"’

*Rats to ’em!’ yclled Handforth.
‘* Now, altogether '

I Jooked round desperately.

‘* Half a minute——"' I began.

But I was swept off my feet, and my
bicycle went flying. Then 1 was carried
bodily across the Triangle.
dozen follows were grabbing me, and 1
couldn't do a thing to help myself.

’H

Right up to the big fountain [ was

carriecd. This pieca of ornamentation

stood in the centrc of the Triangle, and

it wasn't working at present. In fact, it

was only set gom% on special occasigons.
1

But there was a gfr pool of watcr all
round it, about four fect deep.
I was swung up with a will.

Splash! o o
The spru.]y went flying in every dnee-
tion as I plunged in. A yell of laughter.

went up a3 I floundered about, trying to
get my balance. To tell the honest truth,
T didn’t mind that ducking in the least.

t 1 nad been cycling hard, and I was ’pe;
spiring freely. 'The ‘affernoon wae cloge,

know half a dozen other

About a’
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and a cold bath was just what 1 required.
I was oxﬂiv‘ wearing white flannels, and it
wouldn't hurt them in the least!

That plunge was delightful. I enjoyed
it immensely, and actually stayed in the
water longer *han was necessarv. When
I stepped out I was grinning cheerfully,
and felt beautifully cool. '

“Thanks!” I said.
what I nceded!”

“ Well, my hat! What a giddf perve !’’
gaspcd Handforth. “1 say, let’s give

im another——"

‘“Hold on! Morrow’s comin’ along!’
said Gulliver hurriedly.

The crowd melted, and I scuttled into
the Ancient House. And when Morrow,
the prefect, arrived on the spot, everys-
thing was calln and peaceful.

““ That was jusb

CHAPTER V.
TROUBLE IN STUDY O,

LTHOUGH 1 had accepted the
A ducking so cheerfully, I was not
cheerful in the least, really.

Already in .disgracc, this . fresh
affair just about finished me, as far as
thc Remove was concerned. All theo
decent fellows had turned against me
more than ever. I wondered how Montie
and Tommy would taeke the news.

It didn’t take me long to change.
When I came down I was in Etons, and
I made my way straight to Study C, in
the Remove passage. I spotted several
fellows on the way, and they all avoided
ne,

Owen munor and Heath, of the Third,
cave me a dernsive jeer as I turned into
the passage, and then scuitled off. But
I only smiled rather grimly, and went on.
The fags weren’t to blame: my reputa-
tion wasn’'t very savoury in the House
just then.

In Study C I found Tregellis-West and
Watson. .

They hadn’t attempted to get tea
ready, . but were standing before the
window, in the sunlight, talking. They
looked round as I came in.

‘* Hallo, no tea?"’ I said cheerfully.

‘“We've been waitin’ for  you, dear
fcllow,” said Sir Montie languidly. _

‘““Short of tin?”’ 1 asked. * That's
something fresh for you, isn’t it, Montie?
3till, I’ve got a good supply. I'll pop
down to the tuck-shop—'"

‘““ Hold . on.” intermpted ‘Watson
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qui=tly. ¢ We want to ask you some-
thune.”

The ordeal was at hand!

“Well, ask away,” [ said lightly.
“ Anything important?”

“Very mmportant,” said Tommy.

“Just after dinner I suggested that we
shonld all go for a row on the iver. You
refused. You.said you wanted to go out
on a bike-ride. Where did yvou go to?”

" Oh, just round about,” P replicd,
thinking rapidly.
** That’s no answer,” said Watson.

““Montie and I decided to go with you,
but yon were in such a hurry that we
didn’t have a chance to tell you. When
vou whizzed out of the gates 1 velled;
but vou took no notice. You heard me,
of cowraa?" |

I didn’t make any re ply.

“ You wanted to go alon(- T suppose?
Tommy went on bitterly.

“Well, 'm not going
varn to vou chaps,”" I sanl.
to o alone. [ had
reason———-"

* Of course vou had!"
*“*You wanted to go blagging'”

“ [ suppose Fullwood's been Jawing to
vou

"We  haven't seen Fullwood, dear
bov,"”" said Sir Montie. ¢ But all the
fellows are talkin® about you. The whole
Remove is interestin’ itself in your shady
doin’s. But, biess your life, we're rea(ly
to hear the little e\:planablon You're
the right sort, Benny—we know that."’

“Thanks”" T said quietly. “ You
scem to have a better opinion of me than
Tommy has Tommy seems to believe

a!l he hears.

Tommy ‘lushod hotly.

““ Hang it all!” he said. “I'm going
by vour own actions, Bennett! You de-
liberately gave Montie and I the slip this
afternoon. Was that a chummy action?
Why did vou want to go off on your

6'"

0““

to fake up a
“I did want

a very pood

»

¢ But you're not going to. tell ust”
‘1 can’t—just at pronont
T ommy Watson compressed hia lips.

““ Tho fellows are saving that you went
to a public-house on the outskirts of Ban-
prington,” he said. *‘ Fullwood and (o.
'saw you coming out. Is that true?
that where you went this afternoon

“Yes,”' I aaid quictly.
“You admit 1t—0penlv
“T told you I'd tell vou the truth.’

')

he interjo(-ted._

Is

i5

“ Beoad!”  murmured Tregellis-Weat,
with a troubled look in his evea. ¢ I
don’t like to think rotten thm;n, Benny,
dear fellow; but you're mdkm it fricht-

Hfull‘, hard for me to believe in you. You
are, really!”

I looked at the pair of them. very
zeriously.

“You don't believe T azsaulted Tac-
man, do you?"” I asked.

“We know you didn’t.” replied
Montie.
| “Well, why can't you believe in meo
now? I tell you, truthfully, that

h?ven‘t dore a tlunrr I need be nah.mmd
0 T ——t

" Vistting a pub, for mstsnee? asked
W atson arimly.

| I'm not ashamed of it.” I sa:(l “ 1
went there for a good purpose.”

1 can’t see any good purpos: iu
going to a public-house in Bannington—
especially as  Bannington 13 out  of
bounds,””  said Watsou, sharply. 1

didn't think you were that sort of chap,
Beunett. Im not so convinced of your
tnnocence 1 that Farman affair az |

was T
I did

“ You think
then?”’ 1 asked bluntly.

“ If vou're cad enough to visit a nn:h,
you're not above cmmnitting a brutal
attack upou a chap,” replied Tommy
dehbelatels ““Hang 1t all, Bennett,
we're vour pals—you know that! We've
stuck to you while all the others have
turned their backs. And row you slide
off by yourself and visit a low-down puh'
Doesn’t that look rotten?”’

‘““ Yes, 1t looks rotten,”
W“‘out it 1sn't.”’

““ T suppose you interviewnd
maker while you were there?”

‘“ You can suppose what vou jolly well
like!"” 1 retorted, losing my temper a
bit. ‘ And the King's Arms 1sn't a low-
down pub, either. 1It's a very respectabla
country inn; a place that any deceut
-fellow could enter. Ii's out of bounds,
that's all. But the place itself 15 «a
charming estabhqhment It's not hike the
White Harp, in Bellton, where a lot ot
drinking garblers congregate.’

Watson shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm not so well .mquamted with pubs
as you are,”’ he said. * You secm to
know them by heart. But I kuow tuat
any decent chap wouldn’t skip off on iy
own, and go to a publu ‘howse, for any
honourable purpose.

smash’ him up,

I replied—

bOOk'

Q
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There was a short silénce.

“ Dear follow, tell us the truth,”’ said
Tregellia-\West, at last.

“I've told you all T can.” I replied.
“1 went to the King's Arms, and I
delibarately gave yoa chape the slip so
that I conld do 'so. What's the good of
denying it? I | looks absolutely
rotten, L can't help thar, Is’s up to
you to bal vou'te going to do.”

X ~only one coun opon to U.B,"

\.\all-'-in
CuMt me load
o] alll_\, pe 3
didn't do anvthi
¢ twa, 1 shal

you mean?”’ 1
» you my word that
shady—and, in a
able to give you
riesct o \!‘r“ ‘ .Cﬂn.t you \Vﬂ.it?"

Why o tell us now "’

[ can't s all.”
vy 2o you won't
““ Put it that way if it pleases you.'
‘* Begad! You're making it hard for

us, Benny,”’ said Tregellis-West, mm a

pained voice. ‘Do you think you’re

playin’ tho game? You were sent to

& |

49

’

(‘oventry by the Form, an’ Tommy an' I}

stuck to you. We wero sent to Coventry,
too—for your sake. We ain’'t com-
plainin’; but you might give us a chance
to beliove in you. ou say you've got
a perfect oxplanation? Dear boy, let’s
have 1t—now!"” :

I ahifted impatiently.

““I can't say any more than I have
mid,” 1 replied.

“Why can’t you? Becauso you know
thundering well that we should think
worse of vou thar over!”’ said Watson
hotly. ** My hat! You must think
we're duflers! 1 know your game, you
rotter.  You want two or three days to
pass, so that we shall cool down, and
then overlook your blackguardism! But
it won't work—you’'ve either got to ex-
plaii. now, or we'll drop you!”

I turned to the door with set lips.

*“ Then I shall have to be—dropped'”
1 mand quietly,
““You want to finish with us?'"’
““ No, I don't,”” I replied quickly.
** It's you who want to finish with me."”’
‘* Doar Benny, this is frightful,”’ com-
plained Montje. * I'd like to believe in
yon, but how can I? You went to a
pub, and you broke bounds. You won’t
say what you did there, or why you
wont. What'a the obvioua conclusion?
Why, that you're afraid to—"’
*Oh, rats!” I ,‘iﬂterj grufily.
** Don’t go over it again, for good-
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ness’ make! I'm not afraid, as you'll
tmd out in a day or two. I daresay
ou'll be sorry later on. But 1 don’t
lame you in the least.”

Watson snorted.

“You're sent to Coventry by the
Form,”” he said, ‘ and you're sent to
Coventry by Montie and I. Understand?
It you speak to us we sha'n’t answer
you. We don't want to have anything
to do with cads!”

‘“ That’s plain enough, anyhow,’’ I said

quie&!}'.
And 1 passed out into the passage.
Hubbard and Owen major were passing.
They sheered away from me as though
they might be contaminated. The same
thing happened in the lobby.

I walked out into the Triangle, and
my feelings were bitter.

Things had come to a pass, indeed!

I was utterly and absolutely barrcd—I
was alone!

————

CHAPTER VI.

IN WRHICH T DESCRIBE THE ADVENTURES OP
JUSTIN B. FARMAN,

T wus the afternoon of the day
l following.
=~ Jessons had started, and the
whole school was quiet. The 1)
angle was deserted, and the lobhies wnd
ssages were in a similar state. Tho

ot sun shone down scorchingly.

During the previous evening, and all
that 'morning, I had led a pretty mizer-
able existence. Shunned by everybody,
my own chums included, I hadn’t spoken
a word to a soul, except to Mr. Crowell
ifn class, and the guv’'nor just after break-
ast.

As 1 had told Tregellis-West and
Watson, I didn’t blame them. If I had
been in their place, I might have acted
in the same way. They had every reason
to “out” me. And my only conso-
lation was that the whole truth would
come out in a day or two. At least, I
hoped so. If it didn’t——

But I didn’t care to think of that

prosie;ct. . .
What I'm goiug to do now, is to
deacribe the ﬁappenings of that pear-
ticular afternoon—and the adventures of
Justin B. Farman.

The American boy was a good-natured
junior; an easy-going fellow In every
way. He spoke excellent English when
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Handforth puts his foot down—with painful results to himself.—
(See page 6.)
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he liked; but he preferred to talk in the
ree-and-easy manner ot  Western
America, as a rule.

He had been in the school hospital for
several days, owing to his injury.
wasn't very serious. But his forehead
had been badly bruised, and the skin had
been cut. His nose, too, was a little the
worse for wear.

As I wasn't with Farman during the
aff'x*rt'lontx—je¥&qons were on—I1 shall haye
to tell of the évents as they happened.

Well, Basman had been in the hospital
all themormiag. And when he appeared
tl*’“—ll" ""ftt‘rmmu lessons re
started. <€) course, he wasn't taking

any purt W school work, and wouldn't
do ‘for some time.

Ho prosented a curious spectacle,

His head was bandaged, the white
anen-stuff smothering his forehead. And
his nose was plastered all on one side.
But his eves were twinkling, and he
walked with a confident strnde.

In one of the deserted passages of the
Ancient House he met the Head.

““ Ah, you have managed to get down,
. then, Ifarman?’ asked the worthy qld
gentleman genially. * How do you feel
now, my boy?"”

Justin B. TFarman grinned rather
twistedly—it's a bit of a job to grin
when your nose i3 plastered up.

““Say, I'm just feeling good,
said Farman. *‘ Guess I've been a guy
to remain 1n bed so0 long. Say, I'm fit
for anything, sir.”’

““I am glad to hear you speak so light-
heartedly, Farman,”” smiled the Head.
‘“ But vou must not attend lessons for
some days yet. You are going out now
for a walk? It will clo you good."

““ That's sure how I figgered, sir,’’ sail
Farman. “ 1 guess it's a lovely day—
reminds me cof my home State—Culi-
fornia. Say, do 1 look a boob?”

“ A what, Farman?”’

“ A guy, sir,”’ grinned the American
boy. ¢ These bits of plaster—’

““ My dear lad, you look quite all
‘right,”’ said the Head. ‘‘ Quite all right!
Have a quiet walk, and you will come
back with a splendid appetite for tea.
Excellent—excellent !’

Dr. Stafford passed on,
lefs the House.

Qut in the Triangle he chuckled to
himself.
" 4 Waal, this 13 surely fine,”” he mur-
mured. ¢ I'm feeliy' gay. Say, Justin,

and Farman

This |

sir,”” !

' hollow.
iand his head was bent.
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boy, yo''d best tote arouand and get yaur
lungs ftilled up with fresh air. (Guess
you're ncedin’ a heap of it gfter days
in that hospital.”

He went out through the big gateway,
and wandered leisurely gn the direction
of Bellton Wood. All tf\;; fellows bewng
in their class-rooms, the lanc was quite
descrted and empty. The country people
round about didn’t use that road miich.
Farman had the place to himself.

Arriving at a stile, he sat apon it for
some time.

He seemed to be thinking deeply, and
now and again he would take opt his
big gold watch and look at it. Being
the son of a multi-millionaire, his watch
was a very expensive article.

Was he waiting for somebody.

Certainly,. Farman was pre-occupied,
and at times he would look up and peer
into the wood. At last, however, he
rose, and walked along the little foot-
path which led through the wood in the
direction of Bannington Moor.

He walked almost through the wood,
and then sat down on a log. He re-
mained there for halt-an-hour. ‘Theuw,
again, he rose, and went to the end of
the lane. The grea€ stretch of the moor
lay bfore him.

¢“ Gee! It’s as bare as
lands!”’ he murmured.

With a shrug, Farman tuined away,
and then strolled back 1 the direction of
the school.

The wood was very feaceful, and very
conl. A more delightful scene for a
walk could scarcely have been found,
and Farman enjoyed himself immensely.
He was in no hurry, and seemed to have
forgotten all about tea.

For it was already past tea-time, and
the sun was beginninug to settle low in
the sky. The shadows lengthened in the
wood, and the air became slightly chilly,
and a soft breeze sprang up

Farman lounged along, occasionally
touching his plastered nose with tender
care. Obviously he was waiting for
somebody—but whom could it be?
Why should this fellow wait in Bellton
Wood?

About half-way through the belt of
woodland a surprimng thing happened.

Farman was just negotiating a stretch
of rough ground at the foot of a doep
e was still deep in thought,
He walked

alkals

|
e
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MOChan

lly, and  hummed

Gbmr par other.
ruptly, two men appeared.
from behind some

stood right in Farman’s
. *¢* Waal gee whiz!'”

the
"American boy.

He stared at the two men mth wrtled
eyes. They were, indeed, of (il
aspect. The taller of the two was a
man—an American, presumably, for |
clothes were trans-Atl:mtw in timr cut,
His hair was crisp and grizzled, and /!
clean-shaven face, lined and wrinkled,
was set grimly.

* The other man, drossod
American clothing, was a Chinaman'

“I advise you to submit quietly,
lad,” said the white man curtly. * You
esca us last time—"'

- ., what's the game,
grked Farman.

“ think you know it gs well as !
do,”’ aaid the other. “1 gu 'ro
beytﬁld help in this spot. You vo
just where we wanted you to walk.

soImne
.\ inaerical

Uhen
1'hey
bush
) ath

I.nr

gasped

anyway?"’

‘“ 1hat was | ' of me.”

“ “ure. Now, sha'n’t
hurt 1{——" -

‘“* You didn't hurt me last time, did
vou'' asked Farman tartly, Guess
yOU Can s« the damage.’’

1he whitc man nodded.

“1w oy, boy,” he said, with
grenuine r ‘* That wasn't my doing.
I guess 're real hurt—or you were.
Vou mended now. This infernal
brute of a Wu Ling got his cudgel mixed

np, and he hit you before I could stop
him. I guess that he’s had to pay for
that mistake, too'!'’ added the man
grimly.

** Waal,
more—mistakes !

¢ Of course net.
you away, but

there ain't goin’

'!'

T am going to take
you must not resist "

Qm ‘ddenly Justin B. Farman
acted

Ho acted in the moet

manner. From his | vl
pocket he produced a «all phim
revolver. 'ith a swift movement he
pointed the weapon upwards, towards
the tree-tops, and pulled the trigger
twice, in quick succession,

(.h:a&kf Creck!

The reporis rang out sharply ‘and
keenly.

. By howder ! snarled the man. !

fact, a most terrific **
| progress.
to bo any |

" with
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** You infernal young dog!
catch hold of him'!
for thee':"

In a flash the two men were upon
Famian. They bore him to the ground
before he could step back.

The little revolver wont flying, and

Quick, Wy,
' make him suffer

the American boy flying,
Bus, bhaving | he dldnt
seem have | . He just
| " hie ' him.
101 came a
\ ; of
oy ! o !
—no, was
forms burst s
and hurled T
and his on ”

mond a fierce battle [T O T ESST N
Farman wrniggled hin way ined 4
he fiercely hjped in tha

He saw that one of
was a burly man, and the other
and refined-looking. In fact, the
were none other than Detective-Inspec-
tor Morley, and Mr. Alvington--in other
words, Nelson Lee'

How did it come about that they were
in the wood just at this time’

It seemed enrnorchnar}

But it wasn't—not a bit!

And you'll see why, in a minute |

(gt c— T

CHAPTER VIL

IN WBICH WE SURT UURSELVES OLT.

ELSON LFEE was fighting fiercely.
N Fbr that matter, 00 wawn
Detective © tor Morley, and

so was Justin B, In
was tn

Farman seemed to forget all ahout
his mjurigs. He just entered the fray
| his might. He helped Nelson lea
with the big white man, while Morley

' tackled the Chinee.

SQuch a tierce tight couldn't last long.

The odds were all i1 favour of the
Tria. The American, biy as ho was,
couldn’s possibly get the better of Nalson
Lee and Farman together. And Morley
was miles better than any old ( huunman

In lesa than three minuten theve
sounded a sharp click above the gaaps
arnd pants of the combatants. A pasr
of handcuffs had been fastened over the
wrists of the struggling Wu Ling, and
he was rendered waplm
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‘““ By (ieorge'"
““ Thia i1s hot work:"

But it was over. The other kidnapper
lay still, and the ¢ bracelets’’ were
snapped on without difficulty. 'Then, to
make absolutely certain, Morley tied his
handkerchief round a pair of ankles—an
odd pair, for one belonged to the Chinee

nnd the other ‘H'I'l,’l;_'l"‘- tO the Whlte
man. |hl‘_y were unable to mﬂke any
sudden dash for Lhberty.

““ That's done the tl"i(‘.k!” went on
Morlev, *¢ .,\I_\' word Mr. Alvilw;\un. you
pul up g(unl liu’hl_ tOO! Bul \Ve'\'e
!;Illﬂht?(l | b!'llllw :'.l Tight:“

“ What &8 the meaning of this das-
Lardly outrage " snarled the white mun.

"1 am an Amerncan citizen. My name is
Cyrus Butler, and this lad here
having o fow friendly words wrth

e

['he man stopped suddenly.

He was staring at Justin B. Farman
with amazed eyes. -

I'or a change had come about—a start-
ling, extraordinary change.

* The American boyv was rather mauled
pbout. Iis collar was hanging by one
stud-fastening, his tie had disappeared,
his jacket was torn, and tho plaster had
beenn knocked completely off his injured

nose,
rather serious. To

- 'Fhis latter  was
have the plaster torn from a healing
But, amazng

wound is no light matter.
ns it seemed, his nose wasn’t injured
the least! There wasn't a scratch Jipon
it.

"~ Moreover, he was grinning chearfuliy,
and his whole cxpression had alterad.
His hair secmed to be on one side, and
the bandage had dropped from his fore-
head, revealing the fact that he was ab:
solutely uninjured!

What could it mean?

Cyrus  Butler’'s eves
from his head.

“ That—that boy!” he panted.
he is not young Furman!"

“T1 never said T was!’ said the boy
coolly. * You went and made a silly mis-
take, that’s all. I'm Dick Beunett—of
the St. Frank's Remove. ' You've becn
dished, my dear old buck'”

Well, there you are—that’s the truth.

It waa little me all the time!

Did 1 keep the secret all right —or dil
you guess it? You see, the whole busi-
ness was a neatly prepared trap, con-
coctod by old Mor 'eyrand the guv'nor,

oxoled
gozxg

“He—

nearly
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gasped the inspector. [and worked out by the three of..us to-

gether.

When I started oyt to describe Far-
man’s adventures, I said that I wasn’t
with Farman at the time, didn’t I? Well,
I wasn’t, because Farman was still snugly
in his little cot at the school hospital!

Nelson Lec looked down at Butler
sternly.

‘“ It may interest you to know that this
gentlcrr\an 18 Detective-Inspector Morley,

t

of Scotland Yard, London,” he said.
““The game 18 up, my friend.”

““On  whose authority am I ar-
rested— —"’

‘“ Now, Mr. Butler, that tone won’t
do,” interjected Morlcy pleasantly. ‘‘ I'll
anawer for what I've done. Don’t worry

was | about that. - You are my prisoner, and

if you take my advice you’ll adinit defeas.
And I'd better warn you that anything
you say may be used in evidence against
you.

Butler didn’t answer; he looked com-
pletely subdued.

Nelson Lee and Morley and 1 sorted
oursclves out. It was a bit of a job, for
the tussle had upset us somewhat. The

1zuv’'nor, of course, was Mr. Alvinpgton—

it was nec8asamy for him to maintain his
school identity. He couldn’t be himself.

And I, of course, had to remain Dick
Bennett. We were just a master and a
scholar of St. Frank’s, helping the police

detective in a capture—that’s all. _Nelson
Lee and Nipper didn’t appeas 1 the
affair at all. 3

It was natural that we shoul! help,

too, because the case was directly -con-
nected with the school and one of its
scholars.

The trap was as simple as ABC.

At the confab at the King’s Arms,
Nelson Lee had ¢xpressed the opinion
that I'arman’s unknown assailants were
still hanging about the neighbourhood.
Evervthing went to prove that.

It was quite clear that Mr. g'horne had
been attacked by these men, and Farman
had received their attention on two dif-
ferent occasions. Both times the rotters
had failed in their object—which was to
carry Farman off.

Therefore, it was safe to conclulde that
they were in the district still--awaiting

another opportunity to kidnap their
victim.  Possibly, DButler had been
making plans. for the trapping of the

American boy. -
Well, the guv'nor saw no reason why
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the kidnappers shouldn’t be trapped
themselves. Nelson Lee had an idea that
the'men were hiding in the recessés of
the big wood. And so an opportuhity
‘had been provided for them to capture
-Farman with the most perfect ease.

21

all-important points. [lut we meant tc
get at the truth. If Butler didu’t cheoose
to speak, Farman would—when he krew
that the men were in the hands of tho
policc. Why Farman had maintained a
silence about the wholc matter pyzzled

Farman had entered Bellton Wood | me.

alone, and had strolled about. “What is to be done. My Mol
Actually, of course, we couldn’t get ‘asked L(.?it‘), mn a f"!._iu"l, helpless ‘! nd

l"iil‘-!il'ut.'l to do jt__.he didn’t kn0‘v any- Wa:y. I am Imerely a schoolmast

thing about the affair, in fact. But I had|Yyou know. Do your intend to take thes

disguised mysclf as the American junior, |MeR to the police-station strajehi away s’

and I Lad taken his place for the time| Morley scratched Lis left car.

b-eing. ' Wel}, I don’t know . Mr. #lvingt "
Naturally, T hadn’t been in the Form.|he replied. ““It all depends upon o

room that afterncon. Just after lessons|Prisoners themselves. If " Hul

had started the Head had come in, and | ¥ishes to make a stotcment, he had bettas

’ be teken to the school. We can

had taken me away with him. The
fellows, of course, had wondered terri-
fically—and they were probably still
‘wondering. The fact that I had vanished
would cause much comment.

Well, everything in the garden was]
lovely, so to speak. I was grinning with
.sheer delight. , L
. It had been as easy as winking for me
to impersonite Farman. To begin"with,
everything was in my. favour.. His ban-

daged head, his plastered nose, and his
characteristic way of speaking.

Any real disguise hadn’t been neces-
sary. The bandage and plaster hid my
real leatures—esnecially as it was quite
gloomy under the trees of the wood.
Andwhe American talk had been child’s
play. 1'd had a few words practice with
the Head before leaving the school, it
may be remembered.

Anvhow, the trick was donc—and that
was what mattered.

The strangers had been in the weod,
awaiting their chance—and 1 had pro-
vided the chance. Through the whole
affalr Nelson- Lee and Inspector Morley
had been shadowing me.
me in sight, and bad been on the look-
out.

Those two revolver shots had been the
signal—and the guv’mor and Mr. Morley
had come to the rescue just at the right
time. It couldn’t have been worked
better if we'd rehearsed it a dozen times.

Qur capture proved that the guv’nor’s

i dgment had been dead true. The trap

u
'iiad‘ becn a huge success, and we'd got
the rotters. | I '
‘But who weré they?
" And why were they so anx
Justin B. Ferman?

““We were still’ i the dark "as to“those by some wandering gipsies.

ious to lelar in onc of the hollows,” replicd the pri-

refuses

ab

with him afterwards. But if he
to speak, he’ll be lodged in the coll
Bannington straight away.”

Cyrus Butler looked up sullenly.

“ What am I charged with?’’ he askeds

““ With kidnapping a certain My,
Thorne, and conveying him to a cave at
Caistowe Bay,” replied the inspector
arimly. ‘““ Also, with treating Mr.
Thorne  with such brutality that he 1s
eveyi now- in a nursing home——"

‘““ That was an accident!” exclaimed
Butler huskily.

““ You admit the charge, then

“T guess denial is pretty useless,’’
growled the other. “ You Lknow all
about it.”

‘“ In addition, you arc charged with un-
lawfully molesiing a junior schoolboy of
St. Franzis’s College,”” went on Morley.
‘“ You sce, Mr. Butler, I know all abous
it. You can't slip out of the noose.”

Cyrus Butler nodded gloomily.

“I guess my game's failed,” he said.
‘““ Say, take me to the school. I want to
make a plain statement of the whole

1)

They had kept{ affair.”’

“ And your companion?’?

“ Wa Ling? I guess he’s only my paid
man.”  Butler smiled weakly. ‘‘He's
been living in this wood for weeks past—
unknown to a soul. He’s been om the
look-out, and T have visitel him every

evening. I've come by car to the wood,
across the moor.” Say, you tricked me
cieverly. I admit it.”

¢ Ho hasn’t been living like a rabbit,

I suppose—in a hole?’ asked Morley.

““Nq. In a little ramshackle hut, down

soner. ‘' It was used, years ago, I heard,
' Wu Ling 18
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a hardy beggar—and I've paid him: well.
He's done things a white man wouldn’t
ggvc”put up with. That's why I brought
im, '
Butler and te Chinaman rose to their
feet, and the inspector’s handkerchief was
removed. They couldn't escape. for they
were handcuffed. and the shadows were
growing decp. It was very gloomy under

the trees.

As we wulked off, Morlzy leading, 1
adjusted mysell as much as possible, and
removoed the traces of my disguise.

“This 18 fine, sir,” I remarked to the

auv'nor. ' This means that my term of
Coventry is at an end.”
“Yes, Bennett,” replied ILee “ 1T am

_'_:1.ui the matter 1s sett]od.”

Very soon we left the footpath,- and
made our way to the little hut Butler
had referred to. Morley wanted to sec
it. We understood, now, how the game
had been worked. Wu Ling remained on
- guard, and Butler visited him once daily,
writh food and drink, probably. And to-
-day the Chince had at once reported that
Farman was wandering about alone in
the wood. |

Butler had cagerly seized his oppor-
tunity, and had obligingly walked into
the guv’'nor’s little trap.

The hut proved to be a very rough
place. The roof was full of holes, and
the wooden walls were gaping in many
places. But there .was one dry corner,
with a pile of dead leaves in 1t.

Wu Ling had been spending an outdoor
life with a vengeance. But the weather
was dry. and the nights had never been
cold. That made the whole thing easy.
Besides, he was a strong, wiry beggzar.

In the middle of the wood, in that
hollow, he might have remaired all
through the summer without having been
seen by a soul. Bellton Wood was not
used much by anybody. The footpath
only led to Bannington Moor.

| rI(']hc moor, too, was a deserted waste of
and.

Morley found nothing of value in the
old hut, and we proceeded on our way to
the school. Cyrus Butler was resigned
to his fate, ana he khad recovercd his
spirits. He scemed to be almost amused.
He had failed, and so he was making the
best of a bad job.

“ T took a big chance, and lost—I guess
that’s all,”’ he said once. .

Wu Ling hadn’t uttered a word during
the whole proceedings. I wondered if he

S W
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was dumb. Anyhow, he looked pretty
Ladly scared now. Once or twice -1
cawght himn eveing the guv’nor and me
rather closely.

At last we emerged from the wood, and
the lanc was fairly light in comparison
to the gloom of the trees.

“We’d better enter the school grounds
bv the 1masters’ private gateway,” re-
marked Nelson Leée. ¢ The boys will
make a rare commotion if we enter by
the main gates, They'll know all about
it later on.”

** Have vou got a telephone ai the
school, Mr. Alvington”" asked Morley.

Nelson Lee smiled.

* Why, yes, two or rhree,”” he replied.

| “ There is one in Dr. Stafford's study.”

‘““ That's good. I'll be able to ring up
the Bafinington police,”” said the in-
spector easif;.'. “ They'll send along a
motor-car with a couple of men. If Mr,
Butler is sénsible, he won’t conceal a
thing. He'll get off all the lighter.”

Butler smiled at us all.

‘“I'm not the man to croak,” he said.
“T've failed, and I know it. The best
thing I can do is to be straightforward.”

We came to the masters’ gate, and
passed through. We found oursclves in
the Head’s private garden, and we were
screened from the school grounds by high
hedges. Yells and laughter told us that
there were boys in the Triangle, and it

was just as well to leave them in
{ignorance of this little drama. _
The Hcad himself saw us from his

study window, and he came to the side-
door quickly. '

“ Dear me!” he exclaimed. ¢ You
have captured the rascals, then?”

‘“ That’s what I went for, sir,”” replied
Detective-Inspector Morley. “ Mr. Al-
vington and this youngster helped me
well, too. The prisoners want to make a
statement, and so I have brought them
along.”

‘“ Ah, I understand,”’ said the Head.
“* Will they be—er—safe? Do you think
it will be—ahem!—advisable to bring
them into my study?”’

Morley grinned.

“ T'll be answerable for them, sir,”’ he
said easily. ' -

And so we passed inside. The in-
spector, at I.ee’'s express request, was:
making out that he had engincered the
whole capture. The guv’'nor diin't want
to appear at all. It was safer that way,
under the circuinstances.
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Dr. Stafford was lookiug stern. and justjaway. I've ‘treated him roughly, but 1

‘a “little Austered. His experience of
crooks was very limited, and he felt
nervous. This was probably tho first
tume he’d ever had a hrace of criminals
1n his study. |

In a short time we were seated. The
Head sat at his desk, and the two captives
occupied a couch. Wu Ling seemed
almost indifferent to his surroundings,
and Butler was quite the opposite. There
was a twinkle in his eye—a twinkle of
‘bravado. He was quite resigned.

The guv’nor and I sat near the window,
and Morley drew a chair up to the desk
and fished out his notebook. Before
doing this, though, he removed Butler’s
handcuffs. Morley didn’t want to be
harsh with the man. And Butler eppre-
ciated the little concession.

The inspector looked up.

““ Now, Mr. Butler, I’'m ready,” he
said crisply. ‘ Go ahecad as fast as you
like.”

“ Well, to begin with, I'm going to
make one point clear to you, gentlemen,”’
“began Mr..Cyrus Butler quietly. * “1I
“ have been attempting, vainly, to get
Master Justin B.-Farman away from this
school. I am related to him—I.am, in
fact, his uncle.”

And that explained—much.

A——

CHAPTER VIIL
MR, CYRUS BUTLER HAD' TO TELL.

g MONG other things, the prisoner’s

- —

statement gxplained why Farman
The kid-
Of course,
informa-

had been so secretive.

napper was his uncle!
Farman had refused to give an
tion which would have led to his uncle’s
arrest—even though that rascally gentle-
man was attempting to abduct him.

% Oh!” said the inspector. *‘ You are
Farman’s uncle? Well, go on.””

““T should like to ask if he took any
part in this betrayal—"

‘““ The boy knows nothing,”’ interjected
Morley. ¢ And it wasn’t a betrayal, Mr.
Butler. You were fairly caught. Far-
man has never said a single word which
could have led to your capture.”

The man smiled. '_ o
. “Bully !’ he said.: I guessed Just
was-a}l right, Waal, sir, that boy.don't
exactly love me. I dare say he considers
I'm a scoundrel, .but he wouldn’t give me

-to

never meant the shghtest harm.”

“ No?’ remarked the inspecror drily.

‘““That’s surely the truth,”’” said Cyrus
Butler, slowly stroking his grizzled locks.
“To get tc the root of this matter, 1
guess I'll acquaint you with the facts of
a little family quarrel. Say, way back in.
California, I’ve had a hecap of trouble
with my brother-in-law—Mr. Justin Duke
Farman, the railroad millionaire.”

‘““ You are theé black sheep of the family,
I presume?”’ smiled Morley..

‘“ Put it that way if you lfke,”’ was the
reply. “I guess I never hit it off well
with my people, and Farman kind of
%':}yed 1t mean with me. You see, it was
this way. My brother-in-law is the
President of the Kingswood, Lawson,
and Pacific Railroad—onc of the biggest
systems out that way. There was a big
scheme suggested for the running of a
branch line through a certain section of
Arizona, forming a kind of loop, adjoin-
ing the main track further north. Waal,
that proposition caused real trouble all
around. I figured that the new track
would run through the township of Long
Gulch, where I was located, running a.
real estate office. Y’'sce, I ain’t never
made piles like Farman, but I was open:

to any chance. And 1 saw oune right
there.

“ If the new loop came through Long
Gulch I stood to make a whole pile of:
dellars. I guess my town-plots in the
Gulch. represented about half the ground
of the whole township. With the rail-
road along there’d be a mighty fine
boam going. Long Gulch would just
about break records in the boom line.
And, say, my town-sites would sell at
such figures that I'd make a cool million
dollars at the least. As you’ll see,
gentlemen, it was some proposition.’’

“ Indeed 1t was!”’ murmured the Head
interestedly.

Butler cleared his throat aund ht a
cigar., We were all a little surprised at
his attitude. We had certainly never
imagined that Farman’s would-be kid-
napper was such a close relative—or, 1n
fact, a relative at all.

‘‘ That was the position of things three
months ago,’”’ said Butler. ‘1 guess I’
was just hugging myself with sheer de-
light. I was just waiting for the boom
goet around. Waal, say, that boom
didn’t just happen along!” -
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“ 8o T imaginel,”” remarked tho guv’-
nor smilingly.

‘“‘ HNay. it was & mean trick!'’ went on
the prisoner bending forward. ** Just
when lLong Gulch was getting ready for
the big boom | heard a rumour that the
new loop was to be carried through a
one-horse village further south—Red
Cresk—and that the Gulkch was to be
hind of sipped. Say, there were
ructions’ 1 went right along o the big
city and managed to get an interview
with the nilroad's president—my
brother-in . He was real polite. He
nal '8t e and told me to go to
Lhuu. He reckoned that he was going
to run his railrmad proposition just as he
liked. Red Creek suited him better, and
00 long Guich was wiped off the ma
o0 far as he was concerned. Bay,
argued for a whole hour; [ pleaded with
him ; 1 reasoned eve wey possible. But
Farman wouldn’t budge.’

*“ That was awkward,’’ said the inspec-

tor, lnuking up from his notes.
“* Sure. It was that awkward, 1T got
riledd,”” replied Butler grimly. ‘' Waal,

for two weeks [ kopt bothering the rail-
road, but they wouldn't take any notice
of me, or ol the deputation of Lon
Qulch citizens who went along. But
was the most interested party. The
whole thing's dead clear. Tf I knew_ tho
loop came through Loug CGulch, 1 be-
came a milhionaire: if it went through
Red Creek [ was ruined. Do you get
me? [ sort of saw red when [ realised
that the whole thing was shpping
through iny Gngors. And maybe I acted
against the law. But I don’t reckon as
any court wonld give mo much of a
seutence. You see, it was a family affair.
The notion got buzzing around my head
that if I could work some kind of lever
1 could force my mule-headed brother-
in-law to be reasonable. It didn’t matter
s cuse to him which way the railroed
wont; he'd thwarted me just out of
wpite, because of a little squabble we'd
hadt 8 mouth or two before. '’

“ [ can quite understand your feclings,
Mr. Butler,”’ maid Morley.

“*1 am real glad of that,”' amiled the
captave. * Ray, this ain’t a fake yarn
I'm telling you. [ don’t hanker after
blowing out hot air. [t's just the truth,
on my honour.” Waal, the idea that |
~onveived was to get hold of my nephew.
Billie was lncated around a scholastic
layout in Bouthern L;-lf!omia—-ﬂilﬁe is
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the young feller who's now in this
school. To cut it short, I got the boy
away in a motor-car, and carried him
along to an outlying sanch. It waa just
a trick—say, there was nothing criminal
in that, was there’

** Furman senior had no idea where
his son had got to—until he received an
anonymous communication telling him
that as soon as the railroad corporation
decided to run the new loop through
Long ‘Gulch, Billie would be restored to
him. Farman guessed that I was the
culprit, but there wasn't an atom of
voofl. He couldn’t do anything to me.

bad him good and proper.”’

Nelson lee smiled.

‘* 8o far, Mr. Butler, your actions were
only those of a business man—
judged from asn AMerican standpoint,”
‘n said. “ It is your action in this
country which requircs a very close ex-
planation.”’

““ And I guess I'll give is,”’ said Butler

quickly. ‘ 8ay, I don’t reckon to be a
saint. I'm not. I've done things in
desperation, that I'm real ashamed of

But dou’t lose sight of the fact that a
million was at stake. Waal, Farman
ronlised that he was the under-dog.
He wanted his son back, and so he
signed the contracts and gave the orders
for the running of the new track through

Léng (iulch. :
‘o ?t was a real trium?h for me —-until
Jdisaster came along,’’ said Buller

bitterly. * Have you ever been sov riLed
that you can't see a yard in front of
ou’ (fuess 1 was fixed that way—sure!
{hght at the last moment some blamed
detective-agency got on the track. They
found Billle and took him back to his
father. Waal, that just put the hat on
things The new contracts were torn up
and Long Guich was told to go to
Llazes.™

‘** That was, indeed, a disaster,’’
old Morley, looking up.

** T should think 1t was''' I put in with
real feeling.

‘ To make matters worse Farman sent
his son straight off East—bound for
Europe,”” went on the prisoner. ‘* 1 got
to know that his destination was Bs.
Francis's College, Burrey, England. By
this time I was raving with fury, and I
began to get ideas that no honest man
would have cnntemplated. But, gentle-
men. don't you think I was justified?
Mv biother-inlaw had acted shamefully

saitl
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to me, and I just meant to get my own
back. Farman's a good man, really, but
he’s prejudiced. Waal, I knew the loop
Jine wasn’t due to be built until the Fall
—1 guesa you call it Autumn over here.
I had time to get busy. I'm a sticker
and I don't mean to knuckle under. I
followed Farman junior to New York,
taking this yellow beauty with me. Wu
Ling's a faithful sort of fellow, and he
obeyed my orders without question. We
managed to get on a faster boat than
the one Billie was taking, and so we

arrived first—three ays before the
boy."’

“I'm beginning to understand a
little.”’ said the guv’'nor softly.

‘¢ Billie was to be met by some lawyer
feller, and taken to London ; then he was
to come straight down here,”’ went on
Cyrus Butler. “ It was my plan to get
around first, and look out the lie of the
land. For, to be candid, I meant to get
hold of Billie just as I had done before.
I'd made arrangementa w:th the skipper
of a sailing ship, and, once the boy was
away from tho school, everything would
have been dead easy. Mind you, I didn't
‘mean to harm him in the least degree.
I was acting on the crook, I know, but I
didn’t mean to do a thing that could be
termed violent or brutal.

“ The first day was spent in scouting,
andaWu Ling took up his quarters in
B Wood—as you know I stayed in

gton, and I had an automobile
with me—I'd rented it in London. 7The
idea waa to skip to the coast in the car
as soon a3 I'd got hold of the boy. And
then I did the first fool thing of the
whole game. I acted like a real criminal
-—anud I guess I'm so sorry I don’t know
how to say it. But I didn't do it inten-
tionally. It was kind of forced on me.

‘* Say, Dr. Stafford, you had a master
here—a hoboe named Thorne?”

* Mr. Thorne was a housemaster here,
as you say,” agreed the Head. *‘So we
are getting to the bottom of that
mystery too? I am glad—very glad.”

Cyrus Butler sighed .

'“'Sav, that was a chapter of accl-
dents,’”’ he exclaimed, jerking the ash
from his cigar. ‘1 heard from several
quarters that Mr, Thorie was a real
wrong 'un. I hcard that he was so
hated that he was on the point of being
fired.”’ _

** Fired?"" repeated the Head mildly.

* Sure. Sacked—dismissed,’”’ reid But-
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ler. ““1 gathered that Thorne was a
regular rascal, and I made a heap big
miscalculation. One night Wu Ling and
I got around, and entered Thorne’s
study by the window—this was two or
three days before Billie arrived at the
school—""

‘“ One moment,’”’ interrupted the guv’-
nor. ‘‘ Previous to that visit, did you go
to the seashore, Mr. Butler?”

** Waal, say that's queer,”” declared
the other. ‘‘ Ling and I had just come
up from a cave. But how did you know
about 1t?"”’

““ Some particles of seaweed were
found in Mr. Thorne’s study—that’s
all,”” vreplied Nelson Lee smilingly.
““ Some of the boys and myself, more by
chance than anything else, found Mr.
Thorne in the cave. He was in a very
bad way.”’

‘““ That's what I want to explain,”
said Butler quietly. ¢ My idea was that
Thorne would fall in with my plans
immediately—he being a scallywag. We
got him down to the cave without difhi-
culty, and then I told him my pro-
position. I put it to him good and plain.
All he-had to do was to give Billie a
harmless dope on his first night at the
school, and bring him out to me beyond
the gates, For this I offered to give
Thorme a hundred pounds. You see, I
had realised the impracticability of get-
ting hold of Billie by daylight. This
little scheme with Thorne made every-
thing easy.”

“ He didu’t agree, did he?”’ asked the
Head in a shocked tone.

*“ That's just where I made a big mis-
take,”’ admitted Butler. ‘I'd got hold
of Thorne’s character all wron?. As a
schoolmaster he was certainly slack and
bad all round. But he had a high sense
of honour. And he point blank refused
to have anything to do with my
scheme.”’

““ Ah,” said the Head with relief. 1
thought so—1 thought so!”’

*“I was angry—furious,”” went on our
captive. '* And so I left him in the
cave, helpless, to think matters over. I
thought, by the next day, that he would
have been-terrified into agreein%; That
was foulish of me. My brains had got
sort of massed-up. Waal, Wu Ling went
to his hut in the wood, and I decided
on a trip to London. Just as I was

ing through a suburb a fool omni-
Eus got gay, and there was a pretty
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Little mix-up. Not mueh damage done,
but the wind-screen of my car was
smashed, and I got badly cut in the
neck. Sec.”” He lifted his head, and
showed us a recently healed, jagged cut.
““1I wag taken into a hospital, and they
wouldn’t let me out for a whole week. It
Heaﬁ]ﬁ that my ankle was sprained as
well.

‘““ And Mr. Thorne was in the cave
the whole time?” asked Morley.

““Sure. I hadn’t given Ling iustruc-
tions, and 1 couldn't act myself,”’ seplied
Butler. *“Say, I was that worried I
nearly went mad. But at last I got
out, and came straight down here again.
I feiched Ling, and we carried food and
water down to the cave. But Mr,
Thorne was real bad, and we left, mean-
ing to Dbring him medicine the next
day. I was just desperate. And when
we entered the cave again Mr. Thorne
had gone. 1 tell you, gentlemen, I was
glad—so glad that I breathed with relief.
The poor man was in a bad way, I after-
wards learned, and I was the cause of it.
But it wasn't done deliberately. T'il
prove that to you; the hospital people
will bear out my statement.”

We were all regarding the prisoner
with a certain degree of sympaghy. After
all, he wasn't suc%v a scoundrel a8 we had
imagined. I clearly remembered that the
guv'nor and I had visited the cliffs ut
Jaistowe Bay one eventful night. We
had seen the pair enter the cave; and the
next day Mr. Thorne had been rescued.
We now knew why he had been placed in
that cave.

‘““ After that I folt miserable sud un-
sottled,” continued Cyrus Butler. ‘1
didn't exactly know how to get to work.
But on¢ night we came upon Farman
by accident. He was going down the
lane with some other boys, and we sprang
upon them and took Billie through the
woods. But, owing to this gentleman’s
prompitude '—and Butler nodded to Nel-
son L.ce—‘“ I was foiled. The next cliance
I had was when Billie was left on the
odge of the wood by two of his chuma.
Sav, that was another bad affair. He
resistod ; he said he wasn’'t foing to be
taken away, and he struggled. This
fool of a chink, acting without my c:ders,
hit poor Billie with a cudgel before 1
could stop him. Then, as a motor-car was
coming along, we had to skip. I guess
that's all. gentlemen. You know the
yest. Nothing fur,th‘er' happened until

—h
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this evening, when [ thought I had got
Billie properly. Say, it was cute, and
I'm done. My scheme’s panned out bad.
Waal, I'm not sorry; I oidn't hanker
after crooked dealings, anyway.”

Butler sat back. and regarded
auietly.

“* And that's all?”’ asked Detective-In-
sperctor Morley. closing bis notebook.

' Sure.”’

* Well, my opinion of yvou, Mr. Butler,
15 higher than it was before vou started
talking,”” said Morley smilingly. ¢ If
your staotements aro truc—and I telieve
they are—you won't come to much harm.
But you'll have to stand your trial in the
usual order of things. If it hadn’t been
for that affuir of Mr. Thorne, I dare say
vou would have gone free. But I ¢can’t
ct you go. You will have to make »our
defence 1in a criminal-court. Ard,
frankiy. I belicve vou'll get off with a
fine, unloss, of course, Mr. Thorne's re-
latives like to bo nasty.”

Cyrus Butler stood up.

“I'm ready.”” he said calinly. 1T took
a chance and lost. A million dollars have
gone clean—but I'm not sorry. ¥d
rather lose the money than get up to any
more tricks of this sort.”

Twenty minutes later Mr. Cyrus Butler
and Wu Ling left St. Frank’s in a closed
motor-car.  Previous to his departure.
Butler had a few words with his nephow.

FFarman was awfuly cut-up, and he told
his uncle that he would move heaven and
carth to get him off lightly. He’d cable
to his fatlier, and would do heaps of other
things.

And then, after that, T was allowed to
gO.
I changed. washed myself, and strolled
down into the common-room.

w3

CHAPTER IX.

IN WHICH EVERYTHING IS ALL SERENE.

IR MONTIE and Tommy Watson

S wero in the common-room with a

crowd of other fellows. DBut they

didn't come near me. I knew they

were curious, however. Everybody was
CUriouA.

They weore eager to know why 1 had
been called out of the Form-room that
afternoon, and what I had becu doing
since. It was nearly dark now. and I
hadn't been seen for hours.

But T was jovful.
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In less than half-an-hour I should be
complotely and wbsolutely vindicated.
Tho Head, in fact, was going to make a
short spcech to the whole school. So far,
the beys knew nothing whatever.

Since Fullwood & Co. had spread the
yarn about my visiting the King’s Arms,
in Bannington. I had been “cut’ by
everybody. Needless to say, Fullwood
and his precious pals had added pic-
turesque additions to the real facis.

~ Gulliver was quite certain that Mike
l?ﬁdmoro, the shady bookmaker, had

e1r lounging in the porch of the King’s
Arms. Bell declared that a cigarette had
been in my lips. “And Fullwood, going
the whole hog, spread the story that I
had been in the act of drinking whisky at
the time!

I didn’t wondew at the fellows despising
me. Fullwood’s influenco was great just
now, and the Removites thoughtlessly
listened to him. Even Sir Montic and
Tommy Watson half believed some of the
tales.

But I didn’t blame them. My own ¢iti-

tude must have secemed ¢xtraordinary to!

them. I had admitted that T had visited

the inn, and that I had deliberately given:
‘It was

them the slip in order to do so.
easy for the two juniors to believe viorse
things of me. |

There was a general glare as I cntered
the common-room. I had expected a
studied avoidance. But the fellows re-
garded me angrily.

*“ That chap ought to be barred from
the common-room,”’ said Hobbard. ** We
don’t want pub-haunters herve!”’

*“ You'd better bar Fullwood & Co.,
then!” 1 said pleasantly.

Ralph Leslic Fullwood strode forward.

“ Do you want a raggin'?’ he isked
fiercely. |

“ I’'m not going to get one,”” I ictorted.
‘‘ Fullwood, old dear, you're going to
have a very sudden fall in about twenty
minutes. The fellows are going to learn
that you’ve been lying and spreading
faked yarns; in fact, I'm going to be
elected leader of the Fossils again!”
~*You . cheeky rotter!”’ roared Full
wood. . _,

“ Don’t speak to him,” said Hand-
forth, glaring. ‘‘ He's in Coventry, any-
how !”’ T

“ T sha’n’t be In half-an-hour’s time,"’

“ What’s happened, you cad?’ piped
Teddy Long cagerly. L

I grinned. Long, I knew, had 1 ecn on

‘us your fist,
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the jumps for hours past. He wos the
‘ Peeping Tom "’ of the Ancient House,
and he was fearfully cut-up becauze he
couldn’t find out what was in the wind.

His curiosity was such that he was
even willing to ask me for :nformation.

‘““ A lot's happened, my son,” 1 said
cheerfuly.

‘“ Yes, but what "

“You'rec not going to speak to the
cad!” interrupted Armstrong, giviug
Long a cuff. ‘“ Clear out!”

“* The Head's going to call the cchool
together in a minute or two,” I vemarked. .

Nobody replied for a moment; then
Tregellis-West adjusted his pinée-nez, and
lounged across to me. He was looking
very grave, but therc was a twinkle of
hopo in his eyes.

' Bennett, dear fellow, T believe you'ro
hiding something up your sleeve,” he
said screnely. ‘ Aro you?”’

“ Do you still think I'm a cad? |1
asked, looking him straight in the eyves.

Sir Montie took a deep breath.

“By the Lord Harry—no!” he de-
clared. ‘‘I'm your pal, Beuny! Give
old boy! Tommy, you
ruffian, come back to the fold! ilenny’s
all right! Benny’s been playin’ us
up P .

** Don't be an ass, Montie!”’ protested
Tommy uncomfortably.

‘“ I'm not. I have been an ass—but I'm
not now,” said Tregellis-West. “ Begad!
Don’t you see the glint in Benny’s eye?
What does it mean? He's goin’ to sur-
prise-us all soon!” -

““That's true enough,” T arinned; ¢ 1
am!”’

Somethipg in my manner—the calm
assurance and cheerfulness, perhaps—
must have had an effect upon Tommy
and Montie. Probably they saw that I
was true blue. They were both keen
judges of character.

‘ Hang it all, Benny, there’s my fist!”
said Tommy impulsively.

I took it warmly, and gripped Montie’s
arm. 1 felt very happy at that riom~nt.
Both my chums had come¢ back to me
before they heard the news. It vas
aplendid. I hadn’t hoped for it.

. The osher fellows looked on anguily.

‘“*Well, that’s settled it!”’ said Merrell,
‘ Those three cads are barred complctely
ngw. I vote we give them all a Form

ragging——
‘“* Rats!”" bawled Edward QOswald
Handforth.  * Thera’s somethin.s queer
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about this. Bloemd if T amn’t l‘:oginniflg
to believe Bennett's a good 'un, after all!
T.ook at him' He's grinning like a door-
knocker! He ain’t a chap who's .been

duing rotten things!’
‘““ Good for you, Handy!" roared Wat-
swon. * Come and join us!’

Handforth hesitated.

‘““If Bennett'll give an explanation—

“ The Head's going to do that,”” 1 inter-
rupted. *‘ Handy, old chap, you’re an
ass, but you're a jolly good ass! You
won't regret it if you show these fellows
that you belicve in me.”

Y I'vo been thinking hard.” said Hand-
forth. * I've been thinking jolly Lard.
in fact. And I can’t belicve that Ben-
nett’s a rotter. I'm going to join him—
and if I'm sent to Coventry T don’t care
a tuppenny dash!”

McClure glared.

““ Don't be an idiot, Handforth''' he
shouted. o

“ You're going to join the party, too
—and so 18 Church!” said Handforth
decidedly. ““ We'll form the ¢ Bennett
Party.” And we'll send the rest of the
chaps to Coventry! How's that” That'll
take a apoko out of their wheel—what?”

Handforth strode across the emmon-
room, and thumped me on the back.
He did so with a condescending air which
[ conldn’t possibly reeent. Church and
McClwre fnﬁo“(-d hun.

[ was very pleasantly surprised, bat
FFullwood & (lo. were bubbling with fury.

“This s all rot!” shouted Fullwood.
“ Bennett's in disgrace——' '

LA B . .
I'he door opened, and Conroy major,

lhoked 1n. Conroy major was a prefect.

“ You'ren wanted in the Big Hull,"" he
said shortly. ¢ Cut aloug!'"

*“ 1 the school being called together?”
asked Watson, |

“Yes. The Hcead’'s going to make a
speech or something.”’

“ What about?’’ asked a dozen voices.

“I don’t know,” said Conroy.
“ You'll find out.” .

‘“ Benny said the school was going to
be called together,”’ drawled Sir Montie.
“ Bonny's been doin’ things. 1 don’t
know what, but he's been dotn’ 'em !’

Fullwood scowled.

““ No doubt about that!"” he snerered.
“ And now he's going to get the sack, I

oxpect! That's why the school’s called
togother. It's a public expulsion!”
** Rats!"”’

“ Shut up, Fullwood'"
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The Removites weree excited, and they
felt that something unusual was in the

wind. I left the common-room in the
midst of my new friends. I was tre-
mendously happy. The very chaps I

liked the best had shown their faith in
me.

In the Big Hull all the Forms were
goon in their places

The Head was talking with Mr.
Alvington and two other masters. And
when Dr. Stafford turned to the great
sea of faces, he was smiling. There was
a hush of expectancy.

‘“ My boys, I have something to say
to you which, I believe, will be wel-
come,”” he began, in his pleasant, decp
voice. ‘“One of your schoolfellows,
Farman, of the Remove Form, was
brutally attacked several days ago.”

“ Yes—by Bennett® 1 heard Full-
wood murmur.

“ The rascals who were responsible for
that attack have now been arrested, and
are even now in Bannington Police-
station,”” went on the Head. *‘ The
chief culprit has confessed everything,
and Farman i3 no longer in danger.”

There was an excited buzz.

‘““ Then Bennett didn't do it, sic?”
shouted Handforth excitedly.

Dr. Stafford  smiled—and
frowned.

“I will not ask for the name of the
boy who interrupted me,”’ he said; ¢ but
I shall at once make a very necessary
statement. It has come to my ears that
certain malicious stories have been circu-
lated among the juniors—particularly
those of the Ancient House. It has been
sald that Bennctt, of the Remove Form,
committed the assault. I publicly vindi-
cated DBennett several days ago—but
some boys apparently considered that my
statcment was untrue. If I had the
names of those boys I should punish
them severely. Bennett 1s absolutely
innccent. The arrest and the confession
?fl the real culprits proves that up to the
nlt.”

Thore was another buzz; and I saw
that scores of faces were turned in my
direction. Fullwood & Co. were scowl-
ing and looking scared. The other
fellows were rather shamefaced.

¢ Furthermore,”” went on the Head,
‘““ Bennett played a very active part in
the capture of the rascals. This very
gvening Bennett impersonated Farman,
and pluckily invited an attack. He was

then
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accompanied on his expedition by a
detective-inspector from Scotland Yard.”

‘* Phew!”’ '

The whole school gasped.

‘“ Bennett led Farman’s enemies into a
trap, and they were captured,” went on
Dr. Stafford. ** Needless to say, Bennett
laid himself open to an attack which
might well have proved serious.
Throughout the whole affair Beunett
has acted m the most courageous man-
ner, and I now publicly' thank him for
his services. In order to prepare this
trap, Bennett, at my express wish,
visited the King’s Arms Inn, on the
Bannington Road, for the purpose of
meetin Detective-Inspector  Morley.
Public-houses are, of course, out of
bounds, but this was a very special
occasion. Moreover, I trusted Bennett
implicitly. He arranged matters with the
Scotland Yard detective, and to-day’s
-.capture 18 the result. I have made these
statements publicly because I think that
Bennett 1s deserving of the highest

raise. I have reason to believe that he

as been shunned and avoided, owing to

the false riumours which have been circu- |

lated. That injustice must not ‘con:
tinue—"’ B o -

The Head was interrupted at this
point.

Tommy Watson, having thumped me
on the back. was yelling for cheers.

And the cheers were given, too! They
nearly lifted the roof off, and the Head
.waited until the commotion had sub-
sided. Fullwood & Co. didn't cheer;
they stood still, and looked sheepish,

““T cannot explain the inner facts of
the case to you, my boys,’”’ concluded the
Head, at last. *‘ Farman wishes the
whole aflair to be hushed up, and I
must respect his wishes. Certain facts
will be made known at the police-court
inquiry, but that will not be for some
weeks. And it is no business of miue.
I need only say that Farman is now

well on the road to recovery, and
that he will be amongst you by to-
THE
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morrow evening. And he is no longor
m  any danger. Owing to Benneott's
courage and cleverness, the unfortunate
episode i3 satisfactorily closed.”

Not a word was said about the guv’-
nor. Nelson Lee had expressly requested
the Head to make no mention of His
part in the affair. He did not want to
appear at all.

I was literally carriad out of the Big
Hall. .

The fellows cheered and shouted and

shook my hand until it ached. They
wanted to know what I had been doing,
and T had to explain the impersonation
and the capture a dozen times over. But
I didn’t say who the attackers had been,
and I didn’t go into details.
A terrific feed was held in my hononr
m Study C, and the guests overflowed
out into the passage. Fullwood & Co.
were ragged unmercifully by the angry
Removites, and they slunk away and
hid their diminished heads.

Fullwood was beaten; his victory had
been short lived; and my own popu-
larity was now ten times greater.

If the fellows had been hasty in con-
demning me, they made ample amends.
I knew that rosy times lay ahead. [
could afford to snap my fingers at Fuel-
wood & Co., and their petty spite.

But there
worried me.

It worried Nelson Lee, too.

Wu Ling, the Chinaman, had looked
at us queerly several times Was he a
member of the dreaded Fu Chang Tong?
He had come from Western America—
and it was there that the Ju Changs
were most powerful.

Had our secret been discovered?

Was Wu Ling a member of the
terrible Chincse secret society—-and
would he inform his blood-brothers of
our whereabouts?

There was only one thing to do—and
that was to wait—and see!

was one point which

END.

- —— = — e ——

- OUT NEXT TUESDAY.

NEXT WEEK'S STORY will be entitled:
i “THE CITY OF BURNISHED BRONZE!”

e i e e—— i e

ORDER NOW!




3o THE NELSON LEL LIBRARY

—

GRAND NEW

SERIAL—JUST STARTING !

The Boxing Sailor

A STORY OF THE RING AND LIFE IN THE NAVY,
By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

S

——

Read thia &ll !

Tou Crawrey, light-weight boxer and stoker
aboard H.M.S. Flyer, makes hia first
puldic arpoarancc ina contest with
Jimmy Youd, lighining feather-weight.
He wna the fight. and wilA the prize-
money repiaces his  fathers torpedoed
Jishing smarck. Tom i1s jealous of

Bop RaNvLr --iwcho, the lad consvders, is a
‘“alacker''—on the grounds that Bod
acems to find farour sn the eyes of

Mary Tuwaites, the preity daughter of
Fisherman Thwaues, of whom Tom s
very fond.

FismcnxMAN (CRAWLKY'S smack t2 cAartered
as @ mine-aweeper, and one day $8 ftor-
pedoed by a (lerman submarine in sight
of land. Old TAomas Crawley is taken

aoner and carried on board the U-

0. DBui the others are put afioat on
a rafp. They are soon picked up by
a BritiaA destroyer and landed near
Weathersed. Tom and Bob go to meel
them, and Mary vs very anxzioue abous
fAe {ato of old Tom Craowley. Mean-
whila a big boring malch is fired up
between Jerry Nolson and Tom. It s
a draw. and just ae the audience are
abowt o leave the Ahall a whAirring noise
$¢ Aoard. A moment later something

Indced, the full cxtent of the damage
was not rcalised until the morning after,
when people began to talk, and the’
townsfolk walked about the streets to =co
for themaclves,

Then their exasperation burst forth iy
full flood.

Strangely enough, though many houscs
had been demolished, the number of
killed and injured was, by comparison,
:mfl". i

The mortuary was full, it 13 true, and
the worst cases had been taken to the
hoepital, where the doctors and staff had
been kept very busy. Yet all agreed that
it might have been far worse.

Promoter Dan Simmons told what he
thought about things in lapguage more
forcible than polite.

“TI'm a fighting man, I am,” he cried.
' And, f ? were only a year or two
vounger, I'd be out in Flanders helping
to comb the Kaiser's hair. And I'd use
a sharp-toothed comb, I give yer my
worl.”

But Dan was tied to Weathersca, and
at Weathersca he would have to stop,
and he did a lot of useful war work there,
;.oo, inlhio way, \:'}:]t with \\ﬁ; beneﬁtii
: g - "| hospitality exten to soldicrs an
:,:::;; ;ﬁ‘:‘:‘f:}::oz‘djq.:‘m;“:;sm_ suilors, and the help he gave to the
Aowever, in not much Auri, and Tom s | Y8II0OUS funds. _
able t» got Mie mother home, He then| Fritz had badly pepperel the populas
guea round to sec Mrs. Thwaites, and ia lodging-house quarter of the town, and
much relieved to find Mer cottage 1a wn. | the housey along the main sea front pre:
touched. Bidding Aer good-bye he con- sented a very rueful appearance, some of
hnues his way to the Aarbour. Here he shem  being roofless, others with the
sece (‘aplain Walsh the commander of | windows blown out, and the walls blown
the Flyer, who tells Mim the ship will be | \D. .
ready o engage the enemy in a day or two, ** Not Ql‘f. as a cockney Tommy

(Now read this week's snstaimend.) |auartered in the town said as he prome-
naded to view thc damage.

ut, if the ecnemy expected to strike
terror into the hearts of the people, he
had made a sad miscalculation.

The scamen looked griin, the fishermen
were aa cager as ever to put out, the
mineaweepers and patrol boats put to sca
a3 8f nothing had happened, thc air was

THE TOLL OF THE SEA.
Tlll". Giermans had done no end of

damage to Weathersea  during
theic brief bombardment, a run.
mng bombardmeut, foe they were
afraid of our British Navy from the sea.
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simply swimming with aircraft, and over
‘there in the docks the sound of the
hammer was never still a momeut,
Admiralty orders had to be obeyed, and
the Flyer was being got ready for sea.
Mecanwhile other enake-like, low-in-
the-water, grey-hulled vessels had
steamed into the harbour to swell the
number of the Weathersea patrol.
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lessly faced countless dangers, could not
prevent occasional losses.

Thus, the fishing boat ecmployed in
mine-swceeping commanded by Fisherman,
Thwaites was shelled by a submarine,
and Morgan aboard her was killel.

Tomn Crawley was aboard the Flyer,
in harbour, when the mine-sweeper came
back to port in its crippled state, and
like magic the news was flashed that

That very same day tho task of bwld-
ing and repairing began in the town, and
business as usual was the common order.

Two days later the Flyer went out, and
Tom Crawley was aboard.

It seemed to Tom an age since he had
last gone to sea in her, and yet it was a
very little while ago.  But things had
been very different then. His father was

there were casualties aboard.

Tom asked for permission to go ashove,
which was readily granted, and so. when
the little ‘boat was rowed to the landing
step:s, with the body of Morgan aboar |,
'he was there among the crowd to seec.

While he was waiting breathless from
his exertions in getting there, Mar)
Thwaiics came and stood beside him.

fresh tc the command of the Dora Grey,
and had grown young. again. Now the
Dora Grey was lying on the ocean’s bed,
and his father was missing—dead or alive,
none could tell.

Seaman Tomkins, and others of Tom’s
messmates, saw the change there was in
Tom. The boy appeared to have changed|
mto o man. Much of his light-hearted
irrespousibility had gone, teoo.. Tom'

ed about killing: Germans now. |
ionged for a chance of getting at them,
and eyed the racks in which the firearms
and cutlasses were set with many a wist-
ful glance, as if his fingers itched to
handle them.

The old Flyer proved to be as fast and
as seaworthy as ever, and in her speed
¢rials rave every satisfaction. From that

moment she went to sea regularly. - per-
forming her multifaréous duties with the
usual! high cfficiency, with officers and
‘men all dying to get at the Hun.

Yet, with all its bustle and activity, the
round of many duties involved proved
dull and uninteresting to the gallant men
and officers aboard.

The vears went on, and still the war
dragged its way wearily, with the Allies
slowly but surefy gaining the upper hand
in most of the fields of battle, aud y

-these brave destroyers had few oppor-|scare

tunitics of coming to grips with the;

enemy, whil

et |gun or

The same fear gripped both their
hearts, that Iisherman Thwaites bad
been killed.

Mary turned a white, strained face io
the lad she had grown up with, and he
saw her lips trcmble, and tcars gather in
her eyes.

“*Oh, Tom!” she cried, touching his
arn.

“ It's all right. Mary,” he gulped svm-
pathetically. ‘‘ I’'m sure it isn’t that.”

Nor was it, for they saw Mr. Thhwaites
scated in the stern sheets stecering, as the
men rowed the boat ashore.

Then there was a cry of make way
there, and strong arms reverenily bore
the covered-up victim of Hun ruthless-’
ness up on to the quay. and pas-ed
onward to the waiting ambulance.

“ Father !’ cried Mary, throwing her.
gelf into the fisherman’s arms.

He strained her close, and Tom noticed
that his face was set and pale and stern

“Jt’s poor Morgan!” he muttered.
“ Poor fcllow! He didn't know any-
thing about it, though, thank Heaven!”

‘** And the others?”’ she asked.

““ Onlv slichtly injured. The boat 1s
peppered, though. But we turned the
the scoundrels, . and they dived,
d to death.”

‘““What’s going to be done about it.

e every now and then there|Thwaites?”’ asked a burly fisherman, old

was a swift raid from the German wasps, |and grizzled, looking solemnly at the

and the shellin
ocoastside town.
The irritation of it!

Tox Crawley felt his Blogd boil‘many

g of someo unimportant}s

‘lunder!” was the ringing reply.

talwart scaman.

‘“ Keep on until we get the U-boata
“Iv can
be done, it’s got to be done, it shall be

and many a time. The bravery of the|done—we're going to win the war, mates,

.fine finshermen of Weathersca. who fear- bmauke no error.

Only no grumbling, no
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grousing, no kicking. We've got to pull
torether.”

Then he solemnly stretched out his
hand to Tom, and walked his way
through the press of sympathisers, with
Mary clinging to his right arm, and Tom
walking by his side.

Fisherman Thwaites was as finc a hero
as anv of the Elizabethan buccancers
whosc¢ names have been handed down to
us by history. And he was only one of
thousands.

England stands exactly where she did,
and will stand for all time, thanks to the
fine blocd that is in her.

o

ORDERED OUT.

UCH incidents as the shelling of the
S fishing boat which Thwaites com-
manded only scrved to stiffen the
nerve of the men who'd got to win
through at Weathersea. Dan Simmons,
with (®¢ repairs still going on at his
boxine hall, promptly organised a benefit
for Morgan’s widow.

But Tom took no part in this, for he
was daily at sca, and could not leave his
shap, save for brief intervals of rest when
she put into port, and remained there for
a brief refitting. '

So the weeks passed, and still there was
n> news of Thomas Crawley.

Tom's mother began to talk about
wearing mourning. Never a day came
without her weeping silently, and Tom
aaw  her straight back bend and her
shoulders droop. She was giving way,
though she made no complaint.  Tom
bwran to fcel desperate, and tried by all
the means that lay in his power to find
out whether his father had been taken to
Germany a prisoner.

He failed. No information had so far
come to hand.

It was an open secret in Weathersea
that many U-boats had been sunk of
late. and there was a strong supposition
that the pirate which had sunk the Dora
Girey had gone to the bottomn with her.

The uncertainty of it was nerve-rack-
inzg, and the once happy home was
plunged in gloom.

Mrs. Crawley had one great comforter
in these dark days, for Mary Thwaites
came every day, bringing with her the
sunshine.

Mre. Crawley felt that she lay unier a
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debt of gratitude towards her which she
would never be able to repay.

It was always a joy to Tom to come.
home aud see the pretiy bright-cyed and
ever cheerful lass there.

It was at such times that Tom dis-
[{-‘overed that his feelings towards Mary

ad undergone a subtle change.

He no longer despised girls, more es-
pectally Mary. He listened to her words,
and regarded her with wondering eyes at
tines.

One evening, when the three of them
were gitting in the little lewer garden in
front of the cottaze, for the vegetables
were all grown behind, Mary said sud-
denly: ¢ Tom, do you know that Bob is
about to go to France?”

The sailor bey started.

‘“What? Bob going to France?”’ he
repeated. I—I—he—didn’t tell me any-
thing about it.”

As a matter of fact, Tom
nothing of Bob Randlc lately.

The grocer’s son had been busy train-
ing, and no lcave was granted at the
camp where he was stationed, save under
verv excepticnal circumstances.

‘“ No.”" said Mary, looking far away.
“I only heard this morning. He sent
just a brief letter. asking me to tell you.
He savs he doesn’t think he will get any
tarcwell  leave.  They've stopped all
that.”’

“Why " c¢ried Tom furiouszly, feeling
gs if he had suffered an injustice some-

OwW.

“ Oh. miles of line have bLeen pulled
up, and heaps of the rolling stock has
been sent to France. Theyv don’t want
anyv unaeccessary travelling.”

Tom groaned, and once again abused
the Germans.

“ And so, Tom, as he'll go soon—the
dav after to-morrow, he thinks, and he’s
voing out with the new draft, I want you

|

hal secn

to go tq the camp with me. We'll bo
able to say good-bye to him——"’
Tow's feelings were complex. He folt

his heart swell as hce thought of Bob
going away like that, without a chance of
saying good-bye. Then he was jealous
because Mary wanted to go te him. Why
should she think such a lot of Bob? Next
he felt proud of her, that she should ask
him to go with her. Generally he was
in a meatal turmoil.

He figured thinzs out.

I ‘think I shall be able to come,

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)

\
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Mary,” said he. ¢ I'll make inquiries to-
night. You can count on me, if it’s pos-
sible.”’.

It was possible. Tom made his in-
quiries. and was informed that he could
have that day off.

‘““Only be back and report aboard not
later than five o’clock.,” he was told.
“ For the Flyer may be ordered® out.
You never know.”

And so, on the appointed dav, he and
Mary got into the train, and started for
the - distant camp, where Bob and thou-
sands of other lusty young civilians had
been instructed in the art of modern war-
fare and learnt how to kill.

THE PARTING.

HAT a change there was in Bob
when they saw him.
Tom Crawley would never

have believed it possible.

Half of his contempt for Bob, so freely

i

' amd there was a

““ Fcr—tho old

makes it worse, Loy,
mist before Bob's eyes.
folks, T mean.”

It came home to Tom then that Bob
loved his parents dearly, though he was
a simple tradesman’s zon.

“1I can bear it,”" Bob went on, bracing
him,s’elf up. “I've got work to do, you
sec.

So they remained talking
time.

After, they wandered about the camp,
where Tom eyed ecvervthing with the
keenest interest. Lvervthing was orderly,
all the men Tooked fit an‘1 well. Most of
them were Iin very high spirits.

They talked of Weathersea, and of the
happy days that were to come after the
war. Then the moment of parting drew
near, and they lapsed into silence.

At last Maryv said, turning to Tom:
“Tom, I—I'd Ttke to sav znod-bye to
Bob alone, if you don’t mind.”

He stared at her in surprise, and then-
‘a dull ache throbbed in his heart. What
dil Mary want to say good-byec to Bob

for some

xpressed while the Tommy was helping
s father in the grocery business at a
'4ime when the country was howling for
- goldiérs, had arisen from the fact that
“Bob had then been a narrow-chested lad,
*with a pale face and dreamy eyes. who
seemed to shun the attention of passers-|

‘alone for?

He watched fhem walk awav. and a
flash of the old ferocity made him clench
his fists. But somehow he didn’t hate
Bob this time. -~

Moodily he waited, striding up and

by when out for a walk.

Ngw he saw in place of the cld Bob
a fine, upstanding young soldier, not on
the big side, but remarkably well turned

cut, _with bronzed face, clear eyes,
stomach drawn in and chest held well
out, with head erect and carriage
perfect.

Bob’s manner now was serene and con-
fident.

He greeted them both with a quiet
smile, and the handshake he gave Tom
v.as most cordial.

“We're both doing our bit now,
Toem,” said he. ‘“ You've been at it
longer than 1 have, and I haven't had a
chance’ of bavoneting a German yet.
That’ll soon come to e, 1 hope.”

‘““ When are you going out?’ asked|
o (-]

Tom.

““ We entrain to-morrow.”

‘““And they won't let you go home?”’
askel Tom fiercely, clenchineg his hands,
the fecling he always had of wanting to
fight other pcople’s battles almost over-
coming hmm,

‘“ No. No Besides,

time. it only

down.

They did not go very far.
them standing together.

Then he saw Mary suddenly break
down, and saw Bob catch her in his
arms, and hold her, while she sobbed
violently.

Next thevy walked verv slowly towards
him, and he heard Bob say: *“ And that's
for you to keep. Mary. in remembrance
of me. You said vou'd like it. The
little gold locket I boucht in the village.
It's no*t what [ wanted, but there wasn't
much choice.”

“0Oh, Bob!” said Mary. And Tom
saw that it was a locket containing a
miniathare portrait of Bob Randle which
she held in her hani,

The wvirl looked at it, then at Boo,
though she could hardly sce him through
her tears.

Boub,"”

I
faltered. . .
‘““ Good-bye, Mary!”’ said the soldier.
She looked at his hand, but ignored it.
Instead, she threw her arms about his

He saw

wear it, always, she

(Continued overleaf.)
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neck, and kissed him,
ing bv.

**Oh. Bob, Bob. 1 ca:}'t bear it !’ she
rmaoned, and her heart was in thc m, as
'Imn saw. = - oo

“Tt's all right,”
“T'll soon be bac l\.

\vith Tom stand-

the Tommy l‘O[)llL‘*.l.
The war won't last

for ever. And I'm ﬂ*omrr to meet your
brother I'red out thc:e I'll give hun
thr message vou sent " e
And you'll write?” .
“T'Il write vegular. to vou and Tom.
and all. Goad- b\o Mary, old "ul God

1)]0-a vou airid Tom !

\ml the next mecment he had Tone.
"What did you want to kiss him for?
a,nd T'om sullenly, as he and Mary began

1lw long walk to the station togcther.
' [—I=—couldn’t help it. Tom. Don't
blumo ‘me. Don’t be hard—-" .
Do you lové him. then?” asked Tom.
ar war within himself.
-t lcs‘I-—I——tlnn,l\ I do. Tom tlmunn

T never realised it'till now. I can't boar !

-~
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Things were going all wrong with
everything, somehow, and it was the war
that was to blame. e

How. they  got - through the journcy
buck’ e never knew. Lomersa,hon was
siiff and dithcult for the first time in_ their
lives, and, when at last 'they entered the
bu-y streets of Weathersca both felt an.
untold relief.

And then, as he was hurrving along
near the harbour, a party of blue]ackoh
lrolongmo to the 1'1301 came hurrying up. |

They stopped at sight of Tom. |

* Here, you Tom. lad,” “they  eried,
" you're wanted aboard . I he\\'I‘lvm 3
coing out on special service—haven't vou -
had the call?” Rl A

Tom drew himself up. smiled, turned
to Mary. and saluted in offthand faa]uon

“ Good-bye, Mary, lass!"~said Le™ 1
hope 1t's the Glermans arc tal\mn us m:t ;
thic time——"’ “ h o &4 ‘

“ Oh, Tom, Tom, (tu,:(r 111(\ almost
dltblO]\Cll frnl whose mind “«o Aull of

« -

- -,

he:

that” ]10”5110111(‘1 "‘0-—]10.3 5O muc.h Of dull fm'ebodno “ Not “you and: Bob,
man——"8 @ < C g L — _ vy TR
to6—no, no—no——*" . v
« ‘T'ony said. no; more, but for tho nxpment »
he was glad that Bob' had sone, wlad But Tom had gone, swinging .\]nnn the
that he ﬁfguld be out ‘of the ways N ‘b"“] ‘f::’e‘ft with his 3““““ "“d \I‘“‘
TR To e, - |
* He hated ‘Bob® he” felt that he fmtgd was left alone. A .:“f*
\I.n' ‘most of all he hated hnnsclf CT (To ‘be contlnued\ -
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