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COLLEGE. Prepared for
Publication by the Author
of ‘‘ The Secret Menace,”’
‘‘ The Japanese Schoolboy,” ‘‘ The Mystery of the
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AUTHOR'S NOTE. l
Nelson Lee and Nipperare at St. Frank’s College, to escape the grim
attentions of the murderous Chinese Secret Society, the Fu Chang -'
Tong, whose hatred they have incurred. Although living in the |
school tn the characters of mastbr and pupil, Nelson Lee and
Nipper, nevertheless, find many opportunities to utilise their unique
detectsve ability in various mysteriows and adventiurous cases.
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CHAPTER 1I.

CECIL DEFE VALERIE AND RALPH LESLIE
FULLWOOD ENJOY THEMSELVES.

ECIL DE VALERIE, of the Re-
move Form at St. Frank’s, sat up
in bed as the school clock boomed
out the hour of ten.

The dormiory was quiet, except for

the steady breathing of the juniors, and
a ourious grunting noise which proceeded
from Handforth’s bed. Awake or asleep,
Handforth found it quite impossible to
be quiet.

“ You fellows awake?”’ whispered De |
Valerio softly.

Three other juniors sat up. 'I"he»yL
were Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell—
the noble leaders of the Ancient House
Nuts. They were very muoch awake, for
to-nizht was really an occasion.

“It's all serenc,”” murmured Ralph
Leslie Fullwood, pushing the bedclothes
back. ‘‘ These silly kids are asleep, and
we sha'n’'t be missed. Quite a usual
thing for us, De Valerie; done it dozens
of times.”

De Valerie, othciwice known as The
Fotter, smiled.

He alipped out of bed, and commenced
dressine. Fullwood and Co. followed

his example, and they grinned quietly to
themselves as they pulled their clothes
on. This was the first occaston on which
De Valeriec had consented to accompany
them on an enjoyable jaunt to the White
Harp.

De Valerie hadn't been at St. Frank’'s
long, and, to start with, he had been
rather mysterious in his habits and wavs.
He kept exclusively to himself, and
would have nothing to do with the Nuts.
The collection of young scamps, how-
ever, knew that the Rotter was of thewr
own calibre. And now, at lencth, they
had drawn De Valerie into their net.
They prided themselves that they had
overcome his scruples; but, as a matter
of fact, De Valerie was a more complete

| rascal than any of them.

‘““Mind you don't wake that rotter,
Bennett,”” murmured Albert Gulliver.
“He'll kick up a fuss if he seex us
gaing out—the iuterfering bounder.
Blessed if I can understand why you let
him become skipper of the Remove, Fuli-
wood.”’

Ralph Leslie scowled.

“ Don't jaw so much!" he muttercd
sourly.

Dick Bennett—otherwise Nipper—was’
a very prickly thorn in Bullwood’s side.
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Unoil Nipper arrived at St. Frank’s, Full-
wocd had held complete sway over the
Fossils—the Ancient House juniors. The
House, in fact, had gone ‘‘ to rot ’’ under
Fullwood’s leadership; that is, the Re-
move particularly.

Since the moment of Nipper’s advent,
hiwever, the Fossils had bucked up.
And now Fullwood’s power was broken;

he only ruled over his own little circle.
An.ong the bulk of the Removites Full-
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yourselves. T reckon yvou’re setting sail
for the White Harp—that's your port, I'll
bet. Souse me! You are mmugs!”

Fullwood gritted his teeth.

““Don’t talk so loud, you dirty sea-
man !’ he hissed. :

“ Great marlinspikes!”’ exclaimed the
Bo’sun warmly, and in tones which could
scarcely be called soft. ““ I'm not going
to be called a dirty ecaman by a swab
like you, Fullwood. By the great hook-

woeod was a nonentity. Naturally, the | block! ”You don’t leave this craft until
elegant Nut did not rejoice in this | You—

change,

Evea the frequent visits to the White
Harp were risky nowadays. Unless ex-
treme caution was exercised, the Nuts
would find themselves kept in their beds
by force.  This state of affairs was
galling, but it couldn’t be altered. Be-
sides, the Housemaster Nelson Lee) was
very siriet regarding bounds, and he was
a ‘" incky beast,” according to Full-
wood. This view had been gained, pro-
bably, because Nelson Lee frequently
tooic walks late at might. More than
once the Nuts had been within an ace
of discovery. Certainly. it was a difficult
matticr to be a gallant blade under the
changed conditions.

whispered De

“You chaps ready?”’
Valerie. .
““Waiating for you,” came Fullwood’s
repiy. ‘“‘ Buck up with that collar of
yours, Bell. You're always behind—"
“Rot! 1 was ready two minutes

ago!” snorted Bell.

The four juniors prepared to leave the
dormitory. The hour was really early,
of course, amd the masters were not yet
in bed. But, with caution, it would be
easy enough to slip out into the dark
night..

‘““ Shiver my bows!’ came a sleepy
ejaculation from one of the beds. “ What
are you doing out of your bunks, mess-
mates?”’

Fullwood and Co. clenched their fists.

‘“If you make a sound, you rotten
bargee, we’ll smash you!” snapped De
Valerie, enraged at this unexpected in-
terruption. -‘ We're just going to the
bathroom for ‘a drink, so you’d better
go to sleep again.”

Tom Burton sat: up in bed.

‘“ By hokey!” he murmured. * That’s
queer, isn’t it? I didn’t think it was
‘necessary to get dressed to go acroes the
»assace! Look herp,. you .slab-sided
andsinen. vou'dl .better .get back to hed

1°?

“ Hallo! What's the squabble about?”
demanded a sleepy voice.

‘“Begad! Who's that talkin’?® came
a mumbled inquiry fromn another bed.
“It’s most distressin’, dear fellows. I’ve
been trymn’ to sleep for bours, you know.

tIs there somethin’ tho matter?”’

Nipper and Sir Montie Tregellis-West
and Tommy Watson, and two or three
other juniors sat up. The discomfited

Nuts glared round them with unre-
ressed fury. Burton was responsible for
this—his rumbling voice had awakened

the fellows.

‘““Begad! It’s IFullwvood and Co!'’ ex-
claithed Sir Montie, instinctively putting
his hand‘ up to adjust the pince-nez
which weren't_ there. ¢ They’re break-
ing bounds, the frightful cads!”

““Mind your own business, you stuck-
up fashion plate!” snapped Fullwood.

“It’s painful, but it's necessary,”
sighed Tregellis-West, as he got out of
bed. ‘‘I hate to your nose, Full-
wood, because it's such a shockin’ bore.
But these things bave to be done ocoa-

sionally—" _
“Let's get out!” whispered De
But,

Valerie furiously.
a8
by magic, Nipper end Co,

They hurried to the dqor.
t—hougg and
Burton and several others sped after
them. And, in less than a moment, a
fierce tussle was proceeding. Tom Bur-
ton was enjoying himself ﬁxgely, for he
was tackling both Fullw and De
Valerie. .

The Bo’sun, as Burton was called in
the Remove, was practically a rew-comer
to St. Frank’s. Hc had arrived, in fact,
during the recent flood, which had in-
undated the whole Stowe Vulley. Evcn
now the flood had not ocompletely sub-

'sided in the low-lying marshland; but

Fraonk's and Bellton were high and

St‘o
onceé more.

dr
a{’om Burton bad gained immenss

‘populaxity at once, for he hwml -distags.



" THE BO'SUN'S"” PREDICAMENT]

Euished himself by saving a heavily-laden
oat from destruction; and, incidentally,
he had also rescued Nelson Lee from cer-
tain death in the fierce current. The
Bo'sun was an amazing ewimmer, and a
delightful fellow in every way.

Both Fullwood and De Valerie had
reason to respect the new boy’s fists.
‘After two minutes,
bruised and sore, And then De Valerio
managed to gain the advantage by a
trick. Hec had his bpots on, and he de-
liberately caught Burton a vicious kick
on the bare ankle.

Tho Bo'sun staggered back and fell,
but uttered no cry of pain. At the same
seoond Yakama, the Japanese junior,
who was taking part in the tusele with
great gusto, met with disaster. He had
been gbout to throw Gulliver, but the
falling Bo’sun bumped against him and
threw him off his balance.

- Just for a few moments confusion
l‘elgpod. \

Nipper, who was grinly determined to
prevent the Nuts from leaving the dor-
mitory, was trying conclusions with
Master Gulliver. They were embracing
one another fiercely, Gulliver attempting
to get away. In staggering backwards
he crashed into the Bo’sun, who was just
rising. Several bumps heralded the fact
that the confusion was worse than ever.

But Gulliver and Bell were down, flat
on their backs. When Ni;ﬁm- managed
to get to his feet, he saw Handforth in-
dustriously pommelling a gasping junior,
who lay on the floor face downwards.

“I've got Fullwood, anyhow,” said
fHandforth triumphantly.

“You—you ass!” nted Nipper.
“ That’s one of our c aps. Can’t you
Bee he’s wearing pyjamas?”’

Handforth started.

‘““ Great pip!” he ‘“ I—1
thought——""’

He relaxed his efforts, but grinned un-
feelingly when the red and indignant
face of Mc{'lure. his own chum, turned
upwards from the floor. Maol'lure was
hurt, for Handforth’s fists yere out of
all propontion to the rest of his person.

“You—you mad idiot!”" roared
McClure.

‘““ My dear chap, it was your own
fault,”" sad Handforth calmly. ¢ How
the diokens was I to know that you
weren't Fullwood.’’

Mc(C'lure tried to speak, but

gasped.

wordls

failed him. Meanwhile, Nipper had dis- *caujed amu:emeut among

they were both |
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oovered the fuot that the dormitory door
was open. In the confusion Do Valeria
and Fullwood had slipped away.

“ Well, I'm not going after "ern."” sail
Nipper. “ We've collared two of the
bounders—and that’s something. Off 1,
the White Harp, I suppose?”

“You—you cad!" gasped Gulliver.
“Tot us go!"

“We'll make that rotten bhargee pav
for this!” snapped Bell venomonsly,
‘“*‘He gave the alarm, the cad!”

_The Bo'sun grinned, and made no men.

tion of the fact that his ankle was gro:d
and bleeding.  He charitably tried t.»
make himself believe that the kick !
been an accident. He went back to his
bed, and the other fellows followed suit.
Gulliver and Bell, although fuminyg.
wisely decided the trip, so far as thev
were concerned, had better be aban.
doned.

Meanwhile, Fullwood ani De Valevie
had crept downstairs. They slipped into
Study A, in the Remove passage, and
paused for breath. Down mre all was
dark and silent. De Valerie breathed
hard.

“TIl make that sea urchin squirm '’
he muttered ‘ My ear's timgling now '
Buck up with those cigarettes, Fullwood.
The cads may follow us down.”

Fullwood fumbled in the cupboard,
and, a minute lator, the pair cautiously
opened the window, and slipped out into
the Triangle; for the Remove studies
were on the ground floor. Then, having
pulled the sash down again, thev crept
over to the low part of the school wall
and dropped into the lane..

“We've done the tirick, anyhow,”
murmured Fullwood. * It's just as well
that Gully and Bell ain't with us. Four’s
a crowd, all said an’ done. Silly asses,
to get themselves collared!”

“ You needn’t gloat,”’ said De Valerie.
“We only escaped by accident. The
Bo'sun fell over, and dragged the other
chape with him. I don’t suppose tiis
trip’'ll be worth tho eandle, but it's 2
bit of sport.”

The two young rasonls hurried on to-
wards Bellton, keeping a sharp look-ou:
They ba:l both feﬁ the weight of th.
Bo'sun’s iists. and their conversation was
mainly compoied of vicioua threats
against the burly new boy.

- Tom Burtoif was coertainly a novelty
at St. Frank's. His quaint expressions
the decemnd
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fellows. He wus the son of a retired sea
captam, and had sﬁem most of his child-
hood upon his father's own ship—a big
siling vessel of the old-fashioned type.
Tom had been nick-named *‘The
Bo'sun '’ by his father at the age of
three, ail 1t had stuck to him all along.

The St. Frank's fellows declared that the

name suited him down to the ground.
For Burton was a brown-faced, burly
fellow, with huge limbe.

The Nuts had loftily ignored him, con-
sidoring that he was far beneath their

mn&empt. But, as Nipper pointed out |
to the Bo’sun, sneers from Fullwood and
Co. wero quite complimentary, The

Nuts sncered at every deccent fellow.

Fullvood and De Valerie soon reached
tho disreputable inn, known as the White
Harp, which stood on the outskirts of
the village. Fullwood was well accus-
tomed to these visits, and he led the
way round to the back door. Two
mimrtes later the young blackguards were
shuking hands with ﬁr. Jonas Porlock,
the landlord, in the smoke-laden rear
parlour.

Tho atmospheio was not exactly sweet.
The fumes of tobacco and strong spirits
bung heavyly in the air. There were two
or three men there, and they welcomed
the bovs heartily. Both Fullwood and
De Valerie had plenty of money—which
accounted for the heartiness ~of the
greeting. .

In the billiard-room, adjoining, Mike
Bradmore, a beery bookmaker and bil-
hard sharp, was playing a game with
another gentleman of his own calibre.
Seated upon the lounge, with mugs of
heer before them, were two individuals

in shabby blue reefers nad peaked caps..

'They were strangers in Bellton, and Full-
wood eyed them with interest.

** Who are those chaps?”’ he asked,
lounging over to the marker, a weedy,
punply youth, who lived on the pre-
Inises.

‘“ Them, sir?”’ said the marker, as Full-
wood lit a cigarette. ¢ Why, that’s
(aptain Jelks an’ his mate, Mr. Larson.
'They ain't been hero for well-nigh a

vear. Ain’t you seen 'em afore, Mastor
Fullwcod 7"’

‘“ No.”” said Fullwood shortly

“ Groat Puls o’ Mr. Porlock’s, as 1
might say,’
a cigarette from De Valerie.
ye, sir. Yos, great pals.
camo ’'ero he used to keep a pub. down
on thé coéust. Cuptain.Jélke dllus used'st,
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said the marker, accepting
hank'
Afore the boss |
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but now ’e don’t ’ave much chance of
secin’ his old pals. He's stayin’ ’ere for
| two or three days.”’

‘“ Ship got torpedoed, or what?'’ asked
De Valerie uninterestedly.

‘“ Bless your life, no, sir,” said the
Fi;nply youth, ¢ The old schooner’s
yin' off Caistowe, in the bay. Came in
to escape the blow, which was a bit too
strong for ’er. She’s takin’ more cargo

abqard, too, I believe. Captain Jelks is
off for the West Indies afore the week’s
out.”

‘“ He’s welcome to go,”” said Fullwood,
moving away.
| He and De Valerie sat down on the
lounge. They were waiting until the
table was vacant. Meanwhile, they laid
bets as to who would win the present
game. They made themselves believe
that they enjoyed this sordid ‘‘ pleasure.”

Captain Jelks entered into conversation
with the Removites before long, and they
fourdl him to be an evil-tengued black-
guard. He was partially drunk already,
and was a disgrace tp the British Mer-
chant Service. Beery and dirty, he did
not look the type of man to he master
of an ocean-going schoon:zr. = But,
although a blackguard, Jelks was a good-
navigator—and tﬁt was all his owners
cared about  Larson, the mate, was a
man of the same type.

Fullwood couldn’t help thinking of
Tom Burton. He knew, of course, that
the Bo’sun’s father was a highly respect-
able, bluff British skipper, of a type
which was totally opposed to these
drunkards here.

But, suddenly, Ralph Leslie Fullwood
chuckled, and he grinned as- De Valerio
glanced at him inquiringly,

““1 was just tickled by something,””
explained Fullwood, leaning over to his
chum. ‘“JIt wouldn’t be a bad wheeze
to set a yarn going that these two chaps
are pals of Burton’s father. They’re
awfully low-down blackguards, and Bur-
ton would loak a bit sick—what? They’re
staying here for a day or two, and lois
of fellows would see them. We could
easily set the yarn on the go—"'

“I've got a better idea than that,'

grinned De Valerte. ‘“ By Jove, it'll

serve the young cad right! We’ll show
him up before the whole school—we’ll
make him squirm. Is it worth a. quid,
do you think?”’ , e

““ What the deuce are you getting at?”’
% “ You'll soon see,’”” said De Valerie,

tenderly rubbing a spot where ‘the
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Bo'sun’s- fist had thudded, and edging
up the lounge towards Captain Jelks.
““I say, skipper, are you willin’ to join
in a lark?”

Captain Jelks removed the pipe from
his mouth slowly.-

““ A lark?'’she repeated. ¢ All,depends
what kind o’ lark, young shaver.”

‘“ Well, there’s a chap 1n our Form at
the school who's the son of a retired sea-
captain,”’ explained De Valerie. ¢ He’s
a stuck-up littlo beast, and I'd like to
take him down a pez or two. You can
swear, I suppose?’’

Captain Jelks chuckled.

““ Can I swear, Bill?””’ he asked, turn-
ing to the mate.

““ Haw, haw, haw!” roared Mr. Larson
hilariously,

It’s only a blamed rumour! Swear?
Why, you’ve, got .a tongue like a
baby’s! Haw, haw, haw!”

There was much mirth for a full
minute,

“Well, what’s the.game, anyhow?"
asked Captain Jelks, at last.

““ T was thinking that.you and Mr.
Larson mitght take a stroll up to the
school té:;ﬁlorrow evening,’’ suggested De
Valcrie. = ““ Of course, we'd pay your
expenses,’”’ he added diplomatically. ‘A
quid each will get you there, won’t
it?"’

“We don’t want to go to no blamed
school,”” began Mr. Larson.

““ Course we don’t,”” agreed the skip-
per. ¢ Sorry, sonny, but we don’t cot-
ton on to the idea. I s’pose you want
us, to see this ’ere nipper, an’ treat ’im
‘a3 an old pal? You want us to use a
few cuss words in between like?”’

““That’'s the 1dea,’”” put in Fullwood
eagerly. ¢ We'll see there are plenty of
chaps about. My hat! It'll be a fine
st.owin’ yp for Burton! The fellows
won't believe him when he says you’re
"not his father’s messmates——"’

The skipper’s grin vanished suddenly.

““ Burton?” he said, removing his pipe
from between his blackened teeth again.
‘“ Son of a retired cap’n?’”’

‘“ That's right,”” said De Valerie,

staring.

‘“ Wot’s ’is other name?’’

“ Tom.”

““Oh, is 1t?” said Captain Jelks.
“ Hum! Well, I'm busted!”

‘““You seem to know Burton,’’ re-
marked Fullwood. ¢ By Jove! Did you

really know Burton’s father—ov Burton
himself?"

““ O’ course you can't. cap’'n.

W

S

-

The skipper shook his head, but
winked at Mr. Larson round the corme-
of his eye.

‘“ Never heard o' the brat, nor
father neither,”” he said, taking a swiz
from his mug. “ It ain't the chap |
thought. Burton, you said, didn't you—
not Barton? No, it ain’t the bdy I was

thinkin’ on."”
winked back, but Do

’. -
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Mr. Larson
Valerie and Fullwood didn’t witness thias
little by-play. They were anxious to
persuade the two blackguardly sailors to
fall.in with their idea; and De Valerie
again pressed the matter.

“Well, I dunno,”” said the skipper
slowly. “It might be done, youny
gents. I'm a good-natured bloke, as Mr.
Larson’ll tell you straight away. Ain't
that a fact, Bill? Ain’t I the best-
natured skipper in the service®"’

““You are, cap’'n.” said Mr. Larson
heartily.

‘“ Let’s talk o' this more deeply, as we
might say,’”’” went on Jelks. ‘ You want
me an’ Bill to go up to the school, au’
treat this 'ere Burton boy like an old
shipmate?” An we're to cuss an’ swear
moderate-like?"’

““ That’s the idea,”” said De Vulerie,
nodding.

And, after a little further conversation,
the skipper and mate of the schooner
Southern Cross agreed to fall in with
De Valerie’s plan. They accepted the
‘“ quid ”’ each as a matter of course. De
Valerio and Fullwood nearly hugged
themselves. This would be a terrific
show-up for the Bo'sun!

The two rascally Removites were play-
ing billiards soon afterwards, and theyv
remained at the White Harp until eleven-
thirty. Then, bidding their questionable
friends good-night, they hurried back to
St. Frank’s—intensely satisfied &ith what
had been accomplished.

And on the lounge in the billiard-
room Captain Jelks and Mr. Bill Lar:on
talked together in low tones.

‘“It’'s the same name, skipper,’” said
the mate. ¢ But, bust me, the boy mav
be a different kid altogether. Burtou
ain't an uncommon name, an’ ‘ Tora's "’
are knockm’ about like flies.”

“It's 'im!” declared Captain Jelks
grimly. ¢ Anyhow, we'll go up to the
school an’' make sure. We ain’t never
seen the kid, but we shall be able to
reckernize 'um by the fam’ly likeness—or
by questions. Any’ow. we'll find out.”
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‘““ An' wot then?” o

(‘aptain Jelks waved his pipe vaguely.

‘“ Wot then?"’ he repeated. ¢ Why,
vo'll—  Well, T duuno, exactlg. Let’s
wait until we've made sure about the
kid. It’s your turn to pay for drinks,
am't 18?2 .

And the pair procecded to wish them-
relves luck with much spirit—of the liquid
varety |

W’lmy;t di-1 they know about Tom Bur-

ton, the Bo'sun?
CHAPTER 11.

THE DO'SUN., RECEIVES VISITORS, AND
TOIEN GETS INTO HOT WATER!!
EA was necerly ready in Study F,

| in the Reinove passage.

The Bo’sun and Conroy minor,

who were study-mates, were

husying themselves. The table was set

for five, and quitr a decent spread was

laid out upon the clean but somewhat

patched-up tablecloth. Juniors were not
particular about such things.

‘** Better buck-up, old son,’”” said Con-
roy minor, who was a decent fellow,
wihough rather quiet. ‘* They’ll be here
i a minute or two, and we don’t want
to keep visitors watting.”'

‘“ Ay, ay, messmate—you look after
the galley!”” satd the Bo’sun cheerily.
‘“ It's this brcad-an’-butter thet’s worry-
ing m~. I'm soused if I can spread the

butter properly. I dare say it wants
warmin'."
** Rats! Get on with it,”’ said Conroy.

He turned his ruddy face back towards
the *‘ galley ""—in other words, the fire-
place. . an was over the cheerful
flames, and in the pan a number of
sAUSAQOS were frizzlinf and splutterin
merrilv.  Small particles of soot floate
$u the gravy, but this little detail caused
no worry. A few bits of soot wouldn’t
hurt anybody, anyhow. And frying
snusages over an open grate was some-
what ticklish,

The threo -visitors arrived a fow
minutes later, cheerful and amiling.
They were Nipper and S8ir Montis
T'rogellis-West and Tommy Watson. For

thae time heing they had deserted
Study C. |

‘* Sausages, eh?"’ saild Tommy Watson
i-)or&nf?rtab v. ‘““Well, that’'s not so
ad,’

l
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‘“ Dear Tommy, it's shockin’ bad form:
to pass remarks of that sort,’”” protested
Sir Montie. *‘ Even if there was nothin’
on the festive board but stale bread and
cold water, it wouldn’t be our place to
pass remarks.”’

Tommy Watson grinned.

“ No; wo'd pass outside instead!”’ he
exclaimed. *‘‘ Our place yould be Study
C, my son! This ain’'t a formal tea, you
ass. Sosses are jolly good, and that
cake doesn’t look so dusty, either. I
was half-expecting to find zjiip’s biscuits

and salt junk!”

‘“ Junk, dear boy?"’ repeated Sir
;.\I?ontie mildly. ¢ That’s Chinese, ain’t
it ?"”’

‘“ You chump!”’- grinned Nipper. ¢ Salt
junk is what they-used to have on old
sailing ships—hard, salt beef, months
old! But that’s been done away with
for years, hasn’t it, Bo’sun?”’

Burton chuckled. .

‘““1 remember tasting salt junk once,’”
he said. ‘ By hokey, it ain’t so bad
when yvou’re hungry, messmates. But I
shouldn’t thigk of giving you that stuff
for tea. Besides, you cen’t get it—"

The door opened, and Teddy Long
appeared.

‘This tubby youth was the busybody of
the Ancient House, and just now his
little eyes were gleaming®with excite-
ment and joy.

‘“ Visitors for you in the lobby, Bur-
ton,’”” he announced. ‘‘He, he, he!
They’ve just been asking for you, and
they're coming along.” _

‘“ Visitors?’ said the Bo'sun, puzzled.
““ Great cockles! My pater—"’

‘““ Your pater?”’ yelled Teddy Long.
‘““Oh, my hat! I don’t know ?v%no thégy
are, but they’'ve asked for you by name
—called you Bo’sun, too. There can’t be
any mistake. - Real gentlemen, they are.
He, he, ho!”

‘ What are you cackling at, you young
ass?’’ demanded Nipper sharply.

Teddy Long didn’t answer, but scut-
tlod out of the study. A chorus of voices
from the passage caused the Bo’sun and
the others to look round inquiringly.
There seemed to be quite a lot of ex-
citement in the corridor; the Bo’sun’s
visitors were evidently surrounded by
a considerable crowd.

‘““Begad! Who can they be?’ mur-
mured Tregellis-Weat,.securing his pince-
nez on his nosec more firmly and gazing
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at €the door.
hear that? It was shockin’—"’

““Jg this ‘ere the cabin?”’ asked a
rough, beery voice. ¢ Right you are,
young shavers. I'm just dyin’ to see the
son 0’ my old shipmate, Burton. One o’
the best pals I ever had!”

The Bo’sun threw the door open wide,
and jn stalked Captain Jelks and his
obedient mate. @ The pair were well
primed for the visit, and they brought
ann abominable smell of spirits- and stale
tobacco into the study with them. Jelks,
indeed, had had just about as much as
he could stand comfortably.

. He leered round him, attempting to
look pleasant. Larson stood just behind,
not quite so confident. All the juniors
codld see that these men were low-cldss
seafar;ng fellows of the worst type.

. Jelks picked out the Bo’sun instantly,
and he nodded slightly to himself, and
gaye Larson a nudge.

~ ““That’s 'im!” he exclaimed heartily.
¢ That's the son o' my old pal. How
d’'ye do, Tom, boy? You're lookin’ well,
Bo’sun. Give me your 'and!"”’

Before Burton could draw back, his
fist had been seized, and Captain Jelks
was wringing it vigorously.

‘““ You ain’t changed a mite since you
was a young nipper runnin’ about the
decks wi’ bare feet,”” he exclaimed cor-
dially., ‘“ Reminds me o’ the old days
when me an’ y'r father used to go drink-
ing together.”

There was a yell from the crowd of
juniors outside. .

“Drinking! Oh, my hat!"

¢ What a show-up for Burton!'”

“Rats! I don’t believe it!"" bawled

Handforth, from the rear.
- The Bo’sun wrenched his hand away,
and stepped back. His face was flushed,
and his eyes blazed with anger. He was
diagusted, for Jelks’s rum-laden breath
had wafted over him.

““] don’t know you
quietly.

Captain Jelks swore.

““ Don't know me!"”’ he went on. ¢ Too
proud to reckernize your old shipmates?
I’m surprised at yer, Bo’'sun—""

“I don't know you!” repeated Bur-
ton hotly. ¢ I—I suppose this is a joke?
You'd better get over the gangway be-
fore you're chucked overside!”

1 knew !’ put in Larson, with
bilter emphasis. ‘‘ Wot did I tell yer,

“ Dear fellows,"did you

1

he exclaimed
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proud to speak to the likes o' me an’
you now. An’ us as used to dandle 'im
about on our knees!”’

““ Ha, ha, hat”

“Own up, Bo'sun.”

‘““Yah! You're too stuck up!”

Numerous shouts came from tha
juniors outside, Certainly this visit
seemed to prove oonclusively that Bur-

ton’s tales of his father were all lies.
The juniors, in the heat of the moment.
did not think of a mean, practical joke.
They naturally assumed that Burton wa:
anxious to disown his former friends.

“I'm disappointed, my lad,” said Cap-
tain Jelks sadly. ‘I thought you'd wel
come me with open arms, busted if 1
didn’t! Me an’ your_father was the bes:
o’ pals in the old days. Wot about when
'e was on his uppers, thro that ficht
'e 'ad in Wappin'? Got oiled, an’ lost
all 'is money, an’ had to sign on wi’ me
as a fo'c’cle ’and? Don’t you remember
it, Bo’sun?” .

Tom Burton tcok a deep breath.

“It sounds all right, doesn't it?’ he
said grimly. ‘You've ocome here to
make mischief, you scoundrel. I'm: not
afraid to tell anybody who my father is,
or how I wag brought up. These lies ot
yours—"’

‘““Iies? Oh, Bo'sun!"
Jelks reproachfully.

“’E’s ’ard-’earted!” exclaimed
“It’s ’orrid of ’im, cap’n.”

“Why don't you recognise vour oid
friends, you cad?’ yelled Merrell, from
the passage. ‘‘ We knew what yeu were,
you dock-urchin!”

“Fine come down for St. Irank’s,
ain't it?"" sneered Fullwood. “ I shall
protest to the Head. We don’t want son:
of drunken sailors—"

“ You'd better shut up. Fullwood!”
snapped Nipper, with flashing eyves.

““ Oh, of course, you'd stick up for whe
bargee!” jeered Fullwood.
Nipper looked at the

nodded.

““This 1s a rotten trick. of course,’

said Captain
Bill.

Bo'san, and

he said. " We don't believe a word of
it, Bo'sun.”
‘““ Hear, hear!” roared I audforth.

“We're with you, Burton!”
‘“ Rather!”
“ Good luck to the Bo'sun!”

Quite a ahorus of shouts went up, and
Captain Jelks scowled, and swore furi-
ously. But the next moment the Nuta

skipper?’ He won’t own us. He's tooland their followers raised a chorus of
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jecrs and howls, and the amiable skipper
smiled.

“ T gshould never ha' thought it of yer,
Bo'sun,” he saia. ‘ Wot about the time
when 1 ’elped y’r father after 'e’d setved
'is stretch in quod? It’s ungrateful—"’

There was another yell.

_“ A jail-bird!” jeered De Valerie.
. *“Oh, my hat!”

Nipper clenched his fists.

“ You silly asses!” he roared. * This
is a rotten trick of Fullwood’s and De
Valerie’s! Ain’t you got any sense?
These blackguards have been put up to
this dodge—paid for it, I expect!”’

“* Blackguards!” shouted Captain Jelks
savagely.

And %e went off into a string of oaths.

‘* Stop that!”’ ordered Nipper angrily.
“ Yes, blackguards! You'd better get
off the premises before you’re chucked
out ‘on your necks! Come on, Bo’sun—
come on, you chaps! We can easily deal
with a couple of drunken ruffians like
these! Let’s duck ’em in the fountain
a8 a lesson!”’

‘“ Anythin' to oblige, dear boy!” said
Sir Montie willingly.

‘“ Souse mé, we’ll teach ’em!”’ roared
the Bo'sun.

Capiain Jelks and Mr. Larson backed
away hastily.
this. The attitude of Nipper and Co.
was decidedly aggressive, and tho two
scamps realised that they had gone a
little too far.
tcngue run moie {reely than he had in-
tended.

he

**You young swabs!” raved.
' Can’t you believe an honest man when
‘o’s talkin’ to yer? Let’s have no more
) this foolery, Tom, my boy I forgives
yer. I can understand ’ow you feel
‘>ome alon-g down to the White 'Arp w’
moé an' Bill. We’ll bave a real booze up,
ike the old days.

a3 well as me, can’t yer? Come on
down, Bo’sun!”
‘“Go and have a tipple, Bo'sun!”
velled Gulliver., ““ Go— Oh, my hat!”
*“ Cave!”’

There wus a wild scamper in the cor-
rider, and then a quick footstep, .accom-
panied by the rustle of a gown. Mr.
Crowell, the master of the Remove,
locoked into Study F in amazement.

‘“ Good gracious!” he exclaimed.
“ Who—what _Burton, are these—
ithege gentiemen friends of yours?”

They hadn’t bargained for

The skipper had let his'

—

i

!
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You can soak it up |
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‘““ Bogad. that’s hardly fair, sir!” pro-
tested Sir Montie.

‘“ Of course they’re not, eir,”’ said the
Bo’sun quietly. ‘I never saw them
before in my life.” |

‘“ Oh, wot hes ’e tells!” said Qaptain
Jelks, in outraged tomes. ‘“Me an’ Bill
just come along to talk over old times

Mr. Crowell snapped his fingers.

“You will please leave the school at
once,” he said angrily. *“ I don’t know
who you are, but I do knew you have
been using outrageous language in front
of junmior boys. If you do not go at
once, I will call the porter to come and
thiow you off the premises by force.
You are blackguards!”

“ We'll chuck ’em out, sir !’ said Nip-
per eagerly.

‘““ Silence, Bennett! Your interrions
are good, no doubt, but these men are
altogether too }low for you to——"

‘“ Oh, are we?’ snarled Captain Jelks.
““ Don’t you lay ’ands on me, you stuck-
up swab! We'll go. Me an’ Bill don’t
wanter be where we ain’t welcome!
Burton’s too proud to reckernise us, an’
that’s enough.”

And Captain Jelks, with a fine air of
dignity, strode down the passage, accom-
panied by the faithful Mr. Larson. Jelks
turned and scowled.

“’E arsked us to come, the Bo’sun
did!” he exclaimed viciously. ‘‘’E can
deny it if ’e likes, an’ bust 'im!”

Mr. Crowell pursed his lips and turned
to Tom Burton.

‘““ What does this mean, Burton?’? he
asked ooldly.

*I don’t know any morc than you,
sir,”” replied the Bo’sun. ‘'‘ We were
just going to have tea when those two
men appeared.’

* They profess to be friends of yours
‘““ That’s a lie, sir—] mean, they told
lies,”” said Burton hetly. ‘‘ Those men
are a disgrace to the merchant service.””

‘“How did they know your name, if
they are strangers?’ asked the Form-
master. *‘‘ How did they know that you
were at St. Frank’s? Who gave them
permission to enter the school? Tell mo
the truth, Burton. Don’t deny that you

' know the ruffians if you have really met

them before. 1 know, of course, that
your father is a retired sea-captain—-"

“Do you think my dad would have
friends like that?’ shouted the Bo'sun,



“ THE RO'SUN'S’ PREDICAMENTI

forgedting himself in his excited indig- §smiled Lee.

nation. ‘' Great marlinepikes! My
father wus one of the most respected cap-
tains in the service!"

“You must refrain from shouting,
Burton,” s1d Mr. Crowell tartly. ¢ Fol-
low me at once to the Housemaster's
study. Bennett, go to the lobby and
see if those ruffians have left the sohool.
If not, send Warren to me.”

The Bo’sun breathed hard.

“Why am I being taken to Mr. Al-
vington, sir?”’ ho ed.

‘“Because I think it right that the
Housomaster should know of this affair,
Burton,” said Mr. Crowell. ¢ Come.”

The Bo’sun, his face rel with anger
and indignation, followed the Form-
master along the passage to Nelson Lee’s
study. Mr. Crowell entered, and Burton
followed. ¥ The schoolmaster - detective
looked up questioningly as his visitors
entered. He smiled at the Removite,
and then becamnc grave.

““1I trust you have not brought this
boy to me for punishment, Mr. Crowell 7”’
he asked concernedly.

“That rests with you, Mr. Alvington,”’
said the Remove master. ‘‘ A most dis-
graceful scene has just been enacted in
the Remove passage, and Burton, 1 be-
lieve, can throw some light upon it.”

Nclson Lee listened gravely while Mr.
Crowell told of the visit of Captain Jelks
and Mr. Larson.

““ I distinctly heard the mman using foul
language as I came along the passage,”
oonoluded Mr. Crowell. ‘* Upon my soul,
it was altogether shocking. A crowd of
juniors were collected round, and I think
it 3 my duty to repeat to you, Mr.
Alvington, a sentence of this black-
guardly captain’s.’”’

““What i3 it, Mr. Crowell¥’
Nelson Lee quietly.

“ The man requested Burton to acoom-
pany him to the White Harp Inn,”’ re-
slied the Form-master ‘‘ Furthermore,

o suggested that they should have a
drinking bout—a—ahem—a booze, to use
his own low term. From what I heard,
I was lead to believe that Burton had
been in the habit, in the ‘old days,’ to
indulge in strong liquor.”

““I can scarcely believe that,
Crowell.” :

““Indeod, str,” cxolumed the Form-
master tartly. ‘I have merely repeated

Mr.

askeod

Mr.

“XYou inmtake me, Crowell,”
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“I was not oasting a doubt
upon your veracity. I tind it very dif.
ficult to believe, however, that Burton
could ever have indulged in strong liquor,
a3 these men suggested. What have you
to say yourself, my boy?”’

‘“Is it necessary for me to aay any-
thing, sir?”’ asked the Bo'sun quietly.

“The boy i3 evidemtly anxious
evade your questions——"

“I'm not, sir!” exclaimed the Bo'sun
quickly.  *‘Only—only it doesn’t seem
right that I should be asked to deny such
a rotten accusation. By hokey! My
dad’s a teetotallor, sir, and I've never
touched a drop of spirits in my life. And
I never eaw thcse two men until they
came nto the study. That's straight,
skipper!”’ he added earnestly. * 6ou
can keelhaul me if I've told a lie!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

** Cannot you suggest why thesc men
came, Burton?’' ne asked.

‘“ No, skipper—I'm soused if T can'"
roplied the Bo’sun. ‘' At least, [—[——"

“* Well?”

‘“It's only a suspicion, sir, and I'd
rather not say any more,”’ said Burton
uncomfortably. ‘‘ The whole thing mum
have been somebody’s idea of agjoke.”’
h‘;And you think you know the culprit,
eh?”’ -

The new boy remained silent.

‘““ Well, Burton, w. will lot the matter
rest as it 13"’ said Nelson Loe. *‘ You
have told me that you know wnothing of
the men—and I believe you. I can only
conclude that it was a singularly ill-
natured practical joke. Take no notice
Ilof the incident, my boy; your achool-
fellows will know how much to believe
of this preposterous story of C(aptuin
Jolks.”

‘“ Thank you, skipper,” said the Bo'sun
quietly.

And he left the study. Oudaide, in the
passage, his good-natured face became
very grim, and his jolly eyes took on a
hard glitter,

to

CHAPTER 111.

IN WHICH FULLWOOD AND DF VALERIE
DON’'T THINK THE JOKE AT ALL FUNNY!
LTHOUGH Nelson [Lee had be-
A lieved the Bo’sun’s statement,
thero was quite a number of
[m-mm‘s who were inchned o

cast a doubt upon it. They spread the
story far and wide that Tom Burton was
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the son of a drunken seaman, who had
been in jail.

The Bo'sun heard this from several
" quarters a few minutes after he had left
Nelson Lee'’s study. He was taunted and
jeered at by suoch cads as Gulliver and
Merrell and Noys. Fullwood and De
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count. I'm not advising you to let Full.
wood and De Valorie nff, but there’s
no need to do anything in a hurry. Squat
down and have tea, old scout. You can
emash Fullwood and De Valerid to a
pulp afterwards.” |

The Bo’sun needed persuading, but at

Valeric had done their work, and were|last he sat down, and tea proceeded. It

now chuckling over the success of their
echeme in Study A—the headquarters of
the Nuts,

There wasn’t a more good-natured boy
at St. Frank’s than Burton. He was
simply a lumbering lump of sunny cheeri-
ness. But therc is a limit to all things.
And even the Bo’sun’s good nature could
not put up with these outrageous taunts.

When he arrived at Study F he was
practically boiling with wrath, and he
made no attempt to conceal his emotion.
Convoy minor and Nipper and Co. were
waiting for him—waiting to start tea,
as a matter of fact.

But Burton wasn't thinking of tea.
He heard that Captain Jelks and his
mate had left tho 4&chool; and he told his
companion what had itaken place In
Nelson Lee’s study. Nipper nodded and
grinned.

“Of course,” he said, “ Old Alvy
wowld#®t helieve that fatheaded yarn,
Be’sun. Mr. Crowell was dotty to take
you to the Housemaster at all. Don’t

leok so jolly waxy, my dear chap. It’s
all over now——"
“Is 1t?’ asked the Bo'sun grimly. ‘I

reckon you're on the wrong tack, Ben-
nett. It's not done with! Fullwood and
De Valerie planned the whole thing, I'll
bet my sca-boots!”

‘“Dear fellow, there’s no question
about it,’” agreed Sir Montie languidly.
"* Don’t forget what happened last night.
It was you who gave the warnin’ that
the cads were gettin’ out of the dormi-
tory, wasn’t 1t?”’

“Fullwood and De Valerie slipped
away,” said Nipper. * They went to the
White Harp, of course, and met thosd
rotters there. It’s as plain as daylight.
The whole thing was a faked up job,”

Burton nodded. |

“I'm going to fight those two cads,’
he said quetly, ‘‘ At least, I'll fight ’em
if they don’t own up and apologise. Bust
my maindeck! I ain’t been so wild for
years! 1 wouldn’t care so much about
myself, but a lot of the fellows believe
that my dad——" .

““Oh, rot!’ laughed Nipper. ‘“ Who
‘believes #? Only-a few chaps. who don't

E———
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was scarcely a merry meal, however, for
Burton was silent and thoughtful. Ho
had every reason to be enraged, and tho
others were all sympathy. They, of
ccurse, fully undemstood the position.

As soon as the meal was over, they ali
went along to the common-room, And
here they found the apartment pretty
well crowded. Fullwood and De Valerio
were repeating Captain Jelks’s state-
menis with great gusto, and a grinning
crowd of juniors were fistening.

“ Here he comes!” sneered Gulliver.
“1 say, it’s a bit off-side, you know.
Things have come to a pretty pass when
we have to live under the same roof as a
beer-swilling son of a jail-bird!”’

The Bo’sun found it quite impossible
to stand this taunt. His patience,
already sorely tried, gave out completely.
He walked over to Guiliver deliberately,
and the cad stuck his hands in his pockets
and gnnned.

““ You can say I'm beer-swilling if you
like, Gulliver. But you’re not going to
call my father a jail-bird|’’ said Burton,
between his teeth.

‘““ Ain't 1?” sneered Gulliver * Your
father’s a jaill—" :

Smack !

The Bo’sun’s open hand met Gulliver’s
face with a s which resounded
throughout the room. And Gulliver stag-
gered back with a yell of surprise and
pain. But he didn’t come forward
again ; he slunk away behind the crowd.

There was quite a2 hush in the common-
room ‘

‘““See here, messmates,’”” saild the
Bo’sun, in his deep voice. ‘“‘I’'m not
going to make any blamed speech.
You've all got sense, I reckon, and it’s
up to you to think what you like. There
are two caddish swabs in this room who
told those men to fake up that yarn.
And I'm going to give them the hiding
of their lives—unless they apologise.”

““ This 1s rather humorous,”’ said Do
Valerie mockingly. ‘“ Who are these in-
terestin’ swabs—what?"’ .

‘““ You're one of thern—and Fullwood
is the other!” said Burton quietly.
“¥You can deny 1t if you like, bmt. it’s
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the truth. You went down to the White
Harp last night—everybody knows that
—and you planned this affair with Cap-
tain Jelks and the bther man.”

“ Of course they did!”’ bawled Hand-
forth. ¢ That's what I've been saying
all along. I don’t believe a word of it,
Bo’sun "’

Fullwood laughed sneceringly.

“ Naturally, you want to fake up some
explanation,”” he said. ‘“I don't blame
you, Burton. Those pals of yours have
given us the tip as to what you used
{o be. We shall know how to treat you
in future.”

The Bo’sun’s eyes flashed.

¢ Do you deny that you—"'

“ We don’t deny anythin’,”’ inter-
rupted De Valerie calmly. *‘ You can
think what you please, you loafer. The
fellows here have sense, as you remarked,
and they know well enough that Captain
Jelks told the truth. As soon as Full-
wood mentioned your name to him he
told us all about your precious father

% Oh, 80 you admit that you met Jelks
at the pub last night?’ cut in Nipper
grimly, ¢ That's about good enough,
Bo’sun. How many chaps here believe
that fathead yarn of the drunken
skipper’s?”’ |

A perfect chorus of shouts went up in
favour of the Bo'sun. Only the Nuts
and a few others jeered. Ivt was pet-
feotly clear that Fullwood and De Valerie
had been guilty of a mean trick—which,
gaﬁofding to their idea, was a good
joke.

“TI'll give you lubbers one chance,”
said the Bo'sun quietly. ‘‘ You'll apolo-
gise to me within one minute, or feel
my fists. Understand? I mean buai-
ness. Souse me, I'll make hay of you!”

Fullwood turned his back, but was
twirled round at once by Sir Montie and
Handforth.

““ Hadn’'t you better apologise, dear
fellow ¢’ asked Tregellis-West languidly.
“ It'll save you ever so much trouble,
begad! Just look at Burton’s fists.
They’re clenched already, you know, an’
they look quite dangerous!”

¢« Hang you''’ snarled Fullwood. ¢ Do
you think that I'm going to beg that
dock-urchin’s pardon? Let's get out of
this, De Valerte.”

““ You won't apologisc?’’ asked the
Bo'eun.

’
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“Go an' eat coke!”" snapped De
Valerie.

‘““ Yah' You're afraid!'”

roarod a
dozen voices. ‘

““ My dear chaps, I wouldn't coil my
hands by touching the dirty bargec'’
said Cecil De Valerie, vith a sneer.
‘“ Besides, I'm not particularly anxious
to smash his face up; I don't owe him
any grudge.’’

Tho Bo'sun laughed without mirth.

1 haven’t had a fight wrth anybody
since I've been at St. Frank’'s,'' he said.
‘“ But, blow my tope’l, I can use my
fists, messmates. I'mn big—I'm a clumay,
great fellow, and T know it. It woulde't
be fair to take these shrimps on one at
a time. So I'll fight the pair at once--
one hand each.”

Fullwood and De Valerie, who had
been looking uneasy, ‘grinned with de-
rision.

‘“You can fight with somebody of
your own class!” sneered the Rotter.
““ T wouldn’t soil my hands by touchin’
you!"

‘“ Besides, it wouldn't be fair,” put in
Fullwood. ‘*That brag doesn't go
down, Burton. Personally, I could lick
you with ease, and I'm not going to taxe
part in any kid’s squabble—""

“I'm going to fight the pair of ycu-
one hand each!’ repeated the Bo’sun
deliberately. * Youre afraid—you'rr
shortening sail.  Well, perhaps this'll
make you fight!"’

Burton stepped forward quickly. He
caught the two cads fairly, and cracked
their heads together with a bang. They
weren’'t particularly hurt, but the yell of
laughter which rose from the other
juniors caused their faces to burn with
indignation and fury. Burton had
treated them like a couple of cheeky

fags !

“Will you fight now?"’ asked the
Bo'sun grimly.

‘“ Begad'’’ gasped Ralph Leslie Full-
wood. “ We'll smash you! You've
forced it on us, you gutter brat, and
you'll have to take the consequences.
We’'ll knock him out in less than three
minutes, De Valerie!”

The Rotter remained calin, but
nodded, with an evil glitter in his eyes.

‘“ Less than that!”" he exclaimal.
“ It’s his own doin’, so he won't be able
to grumble. I'll take him on first—-

“ No you won't!”’ snapped the Bo'wun
“ You'll both take me on together!”

he
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De Valerie shrugged his shoullers.

“ Just as you like, you braggiug
idiot "’ he said calmly. ‘ Hold my coat
for m«, Novs. Ho]dy on, though It
won't be necessary to peel for a little
job like this!”

The cads were not in the least rer-
turbed  DBetween them they meant to
giv o the Bo’sun the thiasinng of his Iife.
The other fellows couldn’t say that it
was unfair, becanse Burton had made
tho challenge himself,

* I say, you can’t scrap here,”” put m
Nippar. ** We shzll have a prefect along
i less than a minute. Better go out to
the gvmn.. and do 1t in proper style.”

** Hang it, 1t’ll be over in less than a
miaute!”’ snapped Fullwood.

1 . T|hink so?’ said Nipper calmly. 1
ion’t !’

Everyvbody was in favoar of adjouruing
lo the g{mnasium, where the combatants
voald rely upon being undisturbed. And,
in less than a minute, the Remavites
were crowding out of the common-room
i excited groups. A fight always
aroused keen interest, and this fight -pro-
misod to be quite a nove! one.
~Arriving in the gym., the electric
lizhts were turned on, and the door was
vlosed.  Nipper appointed himself re-
ferce—at least, everybody agreed that he
was the best man for the job. Full-
wood and De Valerie, unable to back
out of the affair, sneered at the whole
procedure. They were firmly convinced
that they could settle the Bo’sun within
a couple of minutes,

_ And, undoubtedly, a great many oiher
juniors shared that view. Fullwood and
De Vaulerie were big fellows, with hard
fists. The Bo'sun was bigger, it is true,
but he would bd tremendously handi-
va.pped.

Bob Christine and Yorke and Tal-
madyge, and one or two other College-
Houso fellows dropped in to look on.
They refrained from making any sar-
~vastic remarks, for they werec in a
mmority, and a House row wouldn’t
have been exactly successful from their
point of view.

The fight was veally an informal one,
and 1t started practically at once. Full-
wood and De Valerie both lungcd at the
Bo’sun with the amiable intention of
Lnocking hin out in the first round.

Strarngely  enough, howevcr, the
Bo’sun wasn’t knocked out at all.
+He inet the rush 'of: his .qpponents as

|
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though they had becn a couple of straws,
He stood as firmly as a rock, and the
Removites looked on in sheer astonish-
ment. They had confidently expected to
witness a mere rough-and-tumble.

The general opinion had been that the
Bo’sun knew nothing of real boxing. As
a matter of fact, Tomn Burton gave a
display of wonderful science.

He wasn’t clumsy, and he didn’t move

| about like an elephant, as Merrell had

jeeringly predicted a minute before. On
the contrary, the Bo’sun was as nimble as
a feather-weight champion, and his foot
work was astonishing. Fullwood and De
Valerie, after.that first rush, lost their
sneering looks of confidence.

They realised, all at once, that their
task wasn’t so very easy, after all. And
thoy were wildly enraged. It touched -
their dignity to know that even with the
odds aﬁ on their side, they stood a
chance of losing.

And, with vicious energy, they tackled
their opponent. '

The Bo’sun dealt with them exactly as
he had stated—one hand each. His fists
darted about in the most bewildering
fashion, and after a few piayful taps he
got to work in earnest.

Smack! Bang! |

Fullwood rceled back as the Bo’sun’s
right hand crashed upon his nose, and
De Valernie gasped at the same second.
It seemed as though a battering-ram had
struck him in the chesy, and he stag-
gered and fell. In a moment he was on
his feet again, however, and he rushed
madly at the new boy.

‘““ Time !’ called Nipper.

““Hang you!”’ snarled the Rotter.
‘“ There’s no time-keeping in a mill Like
this—it ain’t a proper fight! Smash him,
Fullwood!”’

They simply hurled themselves at Bur-
ton, and he met the rush smilingly. The
Bo’sun, in fact, had recovered his temper
completely, and was enjoying himself.

“ Tain’t fair!”’ roared Handforth.-
“ Keep time—"’

‘* By hokey! I don’t care!”’ said the
Bo’sun genially. “‘ Let ’em finish it,
‘messmates! We don’t want any rules!
I'm just going to give these slabsided
lubbers a thrashing. By the great hook-
block! I'm ready!”’ .

- And, to prove "his words, the Bo’sun
satled in with a vengeance. He didn’t
spare the cads now. His fists were every-
‘where, and -Fullwood 'and - De Valerie
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in  bowildered confusion.

gave ground
blows were wild and use-

Thelr. own
legs.

Burton's fists rained blows upon the
two Nuts with terrific eapidity. At the
end of a minute the pair were panting
with exhaustion. The pace was too fast
for them, and they wished, heartily, that
they had consented to proper time-
keceping.

Fullwood crumpled up first. He went

‘down from a heavy punch on the nose.
He wasn’t done, but he lay groaning,
and refused to get up. He had had quite
‘enough! The juniors yelled in derision,
but Fullwood took no notice.
- Meanwhile, De Valerie saw no reason
why he should stand up to this tremen-
‘dous fighter alone. Mad with rage, he
made one'blind rush, but had every reason
to regret it. Something, which seemed
like a ton weight, thudded upon his left
cye, and as he staggered, a second blow
caught him under the chin.

De Valerie went down with a crash.
There was no question about his condi-
tion; he was fairly knocked out, and
hadn’t another ounce of fight in him.
'And the Bo’sun, curiously enough, was
scaroely touched. A tiny trickle of blood
was streaming down from a cut lip, but
he wasn’t marked anywhere else.

. ‘““Begad!” exclaimed Sir Montie.
¢ It’s amazin’. Dear Bo’sun, I must
Bhake hands with you—I must, really!”

. A great many other fellows wanted sto
shake hands with Burton. The gym-
masium resounded with excited shouts of
admiration. At the same time, the fel-
lows regarded the victor with a certain
amount of awe. A fellow who could
fight like that had to be respected!

‘““ You've done wonders, Burton,’
Nipper, enthusiastically.

“] like to fight fellows who's got
spunk!” said the Bo’sun quietly.
¢ What's the good of hitting fellows who
can’t hit back? By hokey, I'm not feel-
ing exactly pleased, although I have
whacked ’em. Still, they deserved all
they got. and I'm satished. I don’t
reckon they'll play any more of those
lubbers’ tricks!”’

Fullwood and De Valerie picked them-
gelves up after a few moments, and a
great yell of laughter arose. The ap-
pearance of » the elegant Nuts was de-
cidedly comical—from the rumori‘ point
of view. '

They wera marked fairly evenly—ns

’
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though they had been under the same
steam-roller—to use an cxPpression of the
mighty Handforth. Both  Fullwood
and De Valerie possessed black eyes;
their noses were swollen and had becn
bleeding copiously,  Altogether, they
had received very severe punishment,
and were sore in a dozen places,

Without a word, they slunk out of the
gym., and pelted for the Ancient House.
A crow:d ef juniors rushed after them,
yelling with laughter. In the lobby
Nelson Lee was pinning a notice ou the
baize-covered board.

He looked round for a moment, and
had a clear view of the unfortunate pair.
But when they became aware of his pre-
sence, the Housemaster was giving all
his attntion to the board, and they
slippad by unuoticed. At least, they be-
lieved so, and they breathed with relief
when they reached the sanctuary of the
bathroom:.

Nelson Lee smiled to himself. He
had discreetly failed to notice the hLap-
less pair. For he guecssed, at once, what
had occurred. The Bo'sun had un-
doubtedly been at work, and it waa
clear that the mystery of Captain Jelks's
visit had been planned by Fullwood and
De Valerie,

Retribution had followed swiftly, and
Nelson Lee saw no reasou why he
should interfere.

———

CHAPTER 1V.

IN WHICH CAPTAIN JEUKS SUGGESRTS
INTERESTING SCHEME.,

ECIL DE VALERIE scowled

‘ furiously at his reflection in the

mirror which reposed on the

mantelpiece In Study M, in the
Remove passage.

AN

ex

This study was De Valerie's
clusively. He had queer tastes, and
generally chose to be alone. One of his

favourite habits was to sit smoking on a
pile of cushions before the fire.

Now, however, the electric light was
full on, and he had a visitor in the !.lver-
sori of Ralph Leslie Fullwood. 'he
pair were in a shocking temper, and for
some minutes they had been slanging
one another fiercely for the meve
pleasure of relieving their feelings.

‘“Hang it all, we don’t want to
squabble!” suapped the Ro'!.tm-.. still
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gazing at his disfigured features in the
glass. ‘“Just look at my face, Full-
woodl”’

TMullwood grinned painfully.

‘* I$’s worse than mine, thank goeod-
ness!” he said. . :

‘“‘Rot! You're as bad as I am,” re-
alicd De Valerie sourly. *‘ We've got to
fare the faoct, Fullwoos . that confounded
bargee licked the two of us—licked us
lm],low. It sin’t nice to talk about, 1s
i’

“By Jove! The chaps will chip us
for weeks!”’ growled Fullwood. ¢ It's a
rotten come-down, and I’'m almost afraid
to show my face. Licked by a chap like
that—and with one hard, too!”

* Well. it’s no good raving,’”” said De
Valerie, his eyes glittering with maheious
anger.  ‘““Jawin’ like this only makes
things worse. Just listen! There’s a
rotten crowd of fellows out in the pas-
sago now. They're waitin'!”

** Waiting?”’ said Fullwood. ¢ What
ft)l'?” :

*“ Why, to cackle when we leave the
study,” smapped the Rotter. “1It's a
jolly good thing we locked the door.
They'll stay for hours if we den’t go
out. And I'm hanged if I'm going to
faco that beastly mob.”

** T suppose you're going to stay in here
wntil bedtime?”’ asked %‘uﬂwood,'mth
sneering sarcasm. ‘' The fools will be
round at the window before long——"

De Valerie nodded. -

‘ That’s what I was thinking,”’ he said.
“ WWe'd better slip out while we've got
the chance. Dash it ally, ’m not going
to stay here to be laughed at. Let’s go
for a walk down to the village—our faces
want cooling, anyhow. We can get
somc cigarettes, too. .Anything to get
away from this!”’

Fullwood readily agreed to this sug-
gestion.  Although 1t was hateful to
admit it, the pair were almost afraid of
facing the Removites. They had had a
teriific thrashing, and it had been de-
livered by one boy. The indignity was
simply. appalling, and Fullwood and De
Valerie felt, just then, as though they
could smash their self-made enemy to
atorus, piece by piece, and enjoy the

task.

This course, however, was hardly
practicable. So they escaped from their
jeering schoolfellows by slipping out
through the window. Later on, the ex-

y

.

eitement  would have “subgided, . + The
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lads left the light burning in the study,
and closed tho window carefully behind
them.

Then they hurried across the Triangle,
and walked ou? through the gateway—
for it wasn’t locking-up time yet. They
struck out for the village savagely, and
didn't talk much. Talking was rather
painful; nearly every muscle of their
faces scemed to be bruised.

De Valerie gave a growl at last, how-
ever.

“I’ve a jolly good mind to go into
the White Harp!” he said recklessly.
““ A brandy would do us good, Fuﬁ-
wood——"’

‘“ Don’t be 2 mad idiot !’ snapped Full-
wood, almost in alarm. ¢ We might be
spotted by a master, or a prefect—and,
besides, I draw the line at drinking
brandy. Champagne ain’t so bad—"

‘ That's a distinction without a dif-
ference,”” said De Valerie. ¢ Still, I
don’t think we’ll risk it, Fully. There's
no sense in asking for the sack. But I’'m
going to get some cigarettes, 1 tell
you!”’

They walked on in the gloom. It was
a fine evening, and quite mild, with a
moon somewhere behind the clouds. And
just before they reached the White Harp
they saw two figures walking along in
front of them. They had intended pass-
ing the public-house without pausing,
but now they changed their minds.

Y  Begad! Those two chaps are Jelks
and the other fellow,”” muttered De
Valerie. ¢ We'll give ’em a piece of our
mind, Fully. Jelks went altogether too
far, with his yarns about boozing and
choky. We didn’t mention anything of
that sort.”

They soon overtook the skipper and
mate of the Southern Cross. These
gentlemen were lounging along easily,
smoking and chatting in low, serious
tones. They looked round quickly as
they heard De Valerie address them.

‘“ Why, darn me, we was just talkin’
about you shavers,”’ said Captain Jelks
genially. ¢ You've come at the right
time; we want to ’ave a chdt with you,
confidential like.”’ .

‘“ That’s what we want!’ said Full-
wood grimly. *‘ Why the dickens did
you carry the game too far? We didn’t
tell you to——"

¢ th

“Ho!"” said Captain Jelks.
That’s nice an’ grate-

too far, did I?
ful, ain’t it, Bill?! 8’we's mel.  Wot' .avo
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Look

"you been dein’ to your dials?
a set oi

Bill!  Did you ever see such
‘black eyes?’’

t Fullwood scowled.

© ¢ Oh, rats!’’ he grunbed.
our faces alone——"’

-~ ““ My dear young gent, T wouldn't
touch ’em for anythin’!’”’ said Captain
Jelks earnestly. ‘‘ You've been through
it—I can see that plain. By thunder,
that mete of yours must have fists like

“ You leave

Gron!”’ ,
““ An’ the two of 'em, too!"” said Mr.
n, with a grin. ‘It's queer 'ow

you both came to be so busted about.
Couldn’t you ’andle 'im better than that,
'klds?’ I shall start larfin’ in a minute

““ You ’old your lip, Bill!"” interjected
.the skipper severely. ¢ These young
gents*’as been treated shameful. If you
larf, I'll knock your ’ead off! I dare
say these poor young fellers are just
dyin’ to think o’ some scheme to get
their own back. We want to 'clp 'em--
not larf at their misfortune.”

‘“ How the dickens can you help?”
asked Fullwood sullenly.

“ Ah!d  That’'s just it, young gent,”
sald Qaptain Jelks, wagging a gnarled
forefinger to and fro. ‘’Ow can we
‘elp? You don’t know me—I'm full of
ideas, as Bill will tell you in a minute.
It strikes me that you'd be a deal ’appier
if that Burton was out o' the echool
eltogether.”

- ¢ Oh, talk sense, for goodness’ sake!’
grunted De Valerie. ‘ Burton’s in the
.achool—so what’s the good of saying any-
thing else? We can't kick him out, I
suppose?”’

- Captain Jelks lgoked cunning.

“I ain’t sayin' as you could,” he ex-
claimed, in a whisper. ‘‘ You can't kick
’im out, young gents—but the ’'Ead-
master can. Wot you want to do is to
work some plan that'lecause the kid to
be hoofed out neck an’ crop.”

“It's all very well, jawing,”” said
Fullwood. ¢ But it can't be done, Jelks.
‘We should like to see Burton kicked out,
I can tell youu But the gamce’s too
risky. Why, we might get the sack our-
selves!”

““ There ain't a more good-natured
skipper than’ me,’”’ said Captain Jelks
genially. ““ I'm goin’ to ’elp you—just
for the love of it. It's one o’ my favour-
‘ite pastimes, 'elpin other people. Ain't
that g0, Billt” -
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Mr. Larson replied, with much em-
phasis, that it certainly waa so.

‘““ How the deuce can you help?”
asked De Valerie curiously. -

Ho and Fullwood were ready enouih
to take part in any scheme which would
result in -the Bo'sun boing expelled from
the school—provided they didn’t run any
risk themselves. Just now, ecepecially,
they hated Burton with particular in-
tenmity, for their faces were still aching
and swollen.

Furthermore, they had suffered a
great indignity at the Bo'sun’s hands;
afid that, more than anything. made
them long for vengeance. If they could
only get Burton expelled they would fenl
that ‘the triumph was theirs, after all.

‘“Yes, how can you hLelp?"’ repeate |
Fullwood, after De Valerie,

‘“ Well, there's a little idea runnin’
round in my mind,” explained (‘aptain
Jelks. ‘“ You young gents wou't take
no risk at all—not a-mite. You'll simpl?
'ave to look on an’ see that everything
goes all right. You see, I feel kind of
sorry for them faces o’ yours. 1 want
to make 'em fecl casier.”

““You haven't explained
yet,”” growled Fullwood.

Captain Jelks lowered his voice whe:t
he spoke again. For five minutes or ao
the four plotters paced slowly down the
lane, and paused againit a gateway
which led into a meadow. Jelks leaned
against it, and filled his pipe. .

“ Well, young gents, ‘ow will it do?”’
he asked casily.

_ De Valerie aud Fullwood were look-
ing flushed and excited.

‘“ Why, it ought to work all right!"”
exclaimed the Rotter, in a whisper. ‘¢ By
gad, I don’t see how it can go wrong!'
It’ll be a jolly good riddance to that dirty
son of a drunken skipper!'”’

‘“ Easy on, young shavcr—easy on'''
said Captain Jelks. ‘‘ Don’t forget who
you're a-tatkin’ to. A good many skip-
pers get boozdd when they're ashore, but
they’'re good men, rightly speakin’.
Thero ain't a better man than me, i
stance. Wot do you say, Bill?"

Bill, thus appealed to, agreed heartily.

“Jt’ll be as easy as pullin’ a rope
through a hawse-hgle,”” he declarad.
““ There ain’t nothin' to stop us, gkioper
An’, even if things go wrong, vou an’
me ocan’t be touched. An' we're don’
it just for the sake o' theso 'ere young
gentlemen. ™

the wheeose
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“ Nothin' eolse,” said the skipper.
“ Well, young sirs, 1 dossay you'll be

wantin' to get back to the echool. Don’s
forget the arrangement, an’ be ready to
do your bit when the time comes.
Bavvy?”’

‘* There's not much for ns to dn, any-
how,” said De Valerie. *“The whala
thing really depends upon whether Bur-
ton will be shoved into thcﬂfmniahment-
room or not. That’s generally the case,
t0 1 don’t think we need worry about
that. And if Burton likes to run away,

that's his doing, isn't 1t?’”

‘* Qure,’”’” agreed Captam Jelks heartily
“Prink ain't for boys, any-
how. 'E’ll take the bait, never fear,
An’ arter that it'll bz all plain sashn’.
We shall have a favourable breecze with us
richt from the start.”

A couple of minutes later Fullwood
an'l D Valerie were walking sharply to-
wards 8t. Frank’s. They hardly spoke
a word until they got back into Study M.
They found that the window was still
closed, and that the light was bucning
as they had loft it. The Remaovites, ovi-
dently, had got tired of watting,

“T zay, T don’'t exactly like it, von
know,” remarked Fullwood uneasily.

** Oh, don’t be scarcd!” exclaimed De
Vilerie, “ You were anxious enough to
gt );i(l of tho DBo’sun half-an-hour ago

- e——

“Tdiot! T wasn't thinking of that,”
shapped Fullwood., 1 was wonderning
+1f we should be safe. Come to think of
1M, though, I don’t see how we can be
ruxpectid of helping in the jobs”

** My dear chap, we sha’n’t help,” said
D¢ Valerie culn'a}}. ‘““ That’s the beauty
of it. Jelka 18 going to do everything.
It was his ideda, and he's going to wor
Wie wheeze  Fvon o it all fails, we shall
be safe enough.  And we're not supposed

to ?bn responsible for Jelks's aotions, are
wei”’
It gave the rascally pair much

pleasure to realise that they would take
no part in the actual plot. It was Cap-

mi:; .]plks and Mr. Larson who would
culler of the truth came out.

'The hoys did not ask themsclves why
this blackguardly skipper should go to
such pains to help them. They eertainly
had not suspect that Jelks was grinding
an axo of s own., Why, indeed, uld he

::; Yinterentﬂd in the fate of Tom Bu:-
N
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In the dormitory that night the bat-
tcred pair were chaffed unmercifully.
'They boiled, but kept sullenly silent.
And any compunction they may have
felt vanished completely.

They were only allowed to rest when
the juniors had become too tired to con-
tinue their chipping. It galled Fullwoed
and De Valerie, too, to hear the Re-
movites speaking with enthusiasm and
pride of the Bo’sun’s achievement.

Certainly, after that igneminious lick-
ing, St. Frank’s would be an uncomfort-
able place for Fullwood and Pe Valerio
for some time. Revenge on Burtan,
however, would be like unto balm to
their wounds.

In the morning there was a fresh out-
burst of derision; the juniors had no
intention of letting the matter rest.
Fullwood and De Valerie writhed in their
beds. But they couldn’t hide their dis-
figurements, no matter how they tried.
And it did not give them any great
pleasure to realise that Mr. Crowell, in
the Form-room, would undoubtedly give
them heavy lines for fighting. And the
Bo’sun would get off scott-free, for he
was practically unmarked !

That was the galling part of it. Mr.
Crowell would naturally assume that
Fullwood and De Valerie had been nght-
ing between themselves. The joke would
b? quite rich, from the Remove’s point
of view,

The Bo’sun. himself was as cheerful as
ever. He was extremely glad to . find
that the vismit of Captain Jelks was re-
garded as a piece of knavish trickery.
Hardly a fellow believed a word of the
skipper’s preposterous yarn.

Burton got a surprise before break-
fast, however. Passing through the
lObb%' hc was informed, by Bryant, of
the Fifth, that a letter was lying in the
rack for him. Bryant had seen it while
looking hopefully for an expected re-
roittance. The Bo’sun took his letter,
and read it out in the Triangle.

He was alone, and stood under the old
chestnut trees.  The letter was unex-
pecled, and it was a somewhat grubby
missive. The postmark was Bellton, and
this was surprising in itself. '

‘““ Well, shiver my bowsprit!”
mured the Bo’sun in astonishment.

For ho had suddenly discovered that
the letter was from Captain Jelks him-

self! It was a remarkable epistle, in a
way, and ran as follows:

mure
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‘“ You want me and Bill to go up to the schoo! and treat this ’ere Burton
Loy like &n old shipmate ? "’
‘“ That'’s the idea,’’ said De Valerie.—(See page 5,)
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“ The White Harp,

¢“ Bellton, Sussex.
“ My Dear Young Sir,—I feel that 1t
is my duty to ask your pardon. It ain’t
'ofien I've written to u cove apolojising,
but 1I'm a man who beleeves in being
'straight.  That's me. I might as well
own up, and say that I'd taken more
aboard than I could comfortably hold.
I wasn’t boozed, but near the mark, so
10 say. I owe you an apolijy for insult-

ing yeur grand old father.,
*“ The fact is, Master Burton, I have
» messige for you, and I was going to
spcak about it when that cove in a black
gown came along and ordered me out of
the skool. The fact is, I want to arsk
vou something about your dad. I knoo
him vears ago, and a fine akipper he is.
Well, young sir, T shouldn’t feel safe in
coming up to the skopl agin. So will ynu
come down to my pMvit room, at the
above address, to-morrer afternoon at
three o'clock. It's most
Don’t tell nobody—but come. Their
mite be big trouble for somebody as

important. |

loves you if you don’t turn up.

““ Agamm arsking your pardon for
m:ltlkmg a fool of meself,—Yours respeck:
fully,

*“ EBERNEZER. JELKS (Captain.)”

Tom Burton gazed at the letter in

surprise, and he scratched his head
thoughtfully.
“Mustn’t  tell anybody!’ he mur-

mured., ** Souse me, that's queer! 1
wonder what Capt'n Jelks knows about
me and my dad? Trouble for somebody
who loves me if I don't turn up!” he
added, consulting the letter again. ‘‘ Oh,’
it must be a joke!”’ ,

He tried to make himself believe that

this was the case. But there was such
an air of frankness about Captain Jelks's
lottor—such a  humble admission of
guilt—that the simple-hearted Bo’sun
was deceived,
"It was a half-holiday that day, being a1
Wednesday, and Captain Jelks evidently
knew 1t. It would be quite easy for
Burton to slip down to the White Harp.
He knew, of course, that such a place
was out of bounds. But this was quite
a different matter to visiting the place
jor a disreputable purpose.

The Bo’sun argued it out with himself

" It'll be safe enough,” he murmured.
* Why, even if I'm spotted by a'master,
I'vo got my explanation aﬁ clear, I

sha'n’t be doing anything wrong. It
ain’t like breakin' bounds at night.”’
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Thinking of it in that way, the Bo'sun
saw no harm whatever in visiting the
White Harp—and, indeed, there was no
harm, He had been asked to gos.and
he had been asked to siy nothing about
it.

Moreover, the Bo'sun remembered.
with a certain qualm of uneasiness, that
his father had often refused to talk about
one particular voyage of his—a voyage
he had undertaken while the Bo’sun had
stayed with an aunt. There was a
mystery conneocted with that voyage—
and, vaguely, Tom Burton suspected
that Jelks referred to the matter in his
letter. .

And tho Bo’sun came to a decision
before stuffing the letter away. Captain
Jelks had apologised, end that was satis-
factory. He would go down to the White
Harp and see the skipper after dinner.

The first step in the plot had succeeded
—the Bo'sun had accepted the bait!

gt ———

CHAPTER V.,

THE TREACHERY OF CAPTAIN JELKS —
THE BO'SUN’S DOWNFALL—THE SENTENCL.

HE White Harp Inn looked a very

I peaceful, innocent place in the
weak light of the wintry after-

noon. Tom Burton pushed open

Ithe gate which led into the private gar-

den, and walked up the path to the side
door.

He thought it better not to go brazenly
in at the *‘ public-house ”’ entrance.

During morning lessons, and after-
wards, ‘he had thought a great deal
about Captain Jelks’s letter. He had
considered the question of asking Nip-
per’s advice; but had decided to see
Jelks first, at all events. The Bo’sun
would have saved an enormous amount
of trouble if he had followed his first
nnpulse. For Nipper, without doubt,
would have prevented him from keeping
the appointment.

The Bo’sun wasn't a fool: he didn't
blindly enter the White Harp, caught in
a simple trap. To tell the truth, he was
very wary; he shrewdly realised that
there might be nothing whatever 1n

1 Jelks' request.

A few minutes' conversation, however,
would soon settle the point. That was
how the Bo'sun looked at it. But,
although keen, he wasn't prepared for
the treachery of the blackguardly
skipper. B
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Pushing open the side door, the Bo’sun
entered tho short, dark passage. And
there, framed 1n the doorway of the
back parlour, stood Captain Ebenezer
Jelks. Hoe waved his hand cheerily as
the Bo’sun appeared.

‘‘“’Kre you are, young gent!” he ex-
claimed. ‘Come in, sir—come in!”’

,Burton walked into the little parlour,
and wasn’t particularly
The atmosphere was ran
smoke and the fumes of
burned in the grate, and
dozed in an armchair.

‘““What did you write me that letter
for?”’ asked the Bo’sun quietly.

Captain Jelks shut the door.

‘“ Master Burton, I’'m real sorry,” he
said penitently,. “I was a hog last
night, an’ I know it. But when I've
~done wrong, I admit it. That’s one of
my characteristics, ain’t it, Bill?"

“It is, cap’n—it is!” mumbled Bill

sleepily.

‘ %Ve don’t want to talk about that,”
said the Removite. * But I’m glad your
taking on this tone, Captain Jelks.”

‘“An’ you forgives me?’ asked the
skipper eagerly. .

‘““ Why. of course I do!”’ said the Bo’-
sun, smiling in spite of himself.

“You're a good 'un—bust me,

with tobacco-
irtts. A fire
r. Bill Larson

you're

a good ’un!’ exclaimed Jelks. ‘‘ We'll
’ave a drink on that!”’ .

‘““No, thanks!’ said the Bo’sun
shortly.

‘“ Oh, don’t say that!”’ protested the
skipper. ‘“ Just a little drink, young
pir. You ain’t agin drinkin’ ginger-beer
# lemonade? Which ever yer like—"

‘““Oh, well, I don’t mind a glass of
ginger-beer!”” said Burton. ‘I am
rather thirsty, as a matter of fact.”

‘“ That’s' right—that’s right!”’

The Bo’sun saw no harm in having a
mére boattle of pop. There wasn’t any
harm in it. Captain Jelks turned away
to a sideboard, where there were several
bottles. The Bo’sun took the bottle of
ginger-beer himself, and poured it ount
info the glass which Captam Jelks
handed him.

‘“ Well, ’ere’s good 'luck, young sir!”’
said the skipper cheerily. ‘‘Let’s drink
to the dregs, as the sayin’ is!”’

The Bo’sun drank his ginger-beer off
at a draught, and set the glass down.
Then . he. .looked at the skipper in-
quiringly. '

leased with it.-

0
““Now, Captain J:iks, abont that
letter——"’
**That’s right, young gentlemair:

we'll talk about it now,” said the skip-
per, lighting his ppe. ‘‘Sit down 1n
that there easy chair, will ye? Ah, that’s
vight! Now we’re nice and comfortable

like ¥’

The chair was near the fire, and Tom
Burton lay back with a feeling of intense
ease. It was strange, but, somehow, he
seemed to be coming over sl Ho
yawned, shook himself, and sat forward.
Jelks was speaking, but, for the life of
him, the Bo’sun could not take in the
sense of the other's words. His brain
scemed to be fuddled; and, after a
moment or two, he didn’t attempt to
pull himself together. .The effort was
too much for him. But he spoke after
a bit, and his words were all jumbled
together.

*“ As T was sayin’, Master Burton, we
want to talk seriously together,” said
Captain Jelks, sitting forward in his
chair. ‘Do you ’'ear me? Why, darn
me if ’e ain’t gone to sleep!”

The boy was lying back in his chaur,
breathing evenly.

“It’s worked, cap’n!”’ breathed Mnr.
Larson, very wide awake now.

‘“Stow your lip!’ muttered the skip-
per. ‘‘We don’t want to talk about it,
do we, you fool? ’And over that bottle
o’ whisky!”’ -

Jelks ‘grinned -as he' bent over the
Bo’sun. The Removite wasn’t exactly
asleep, for his eyes were still partiallv
n. A stranger would have declared
that he had taken a great deal more to
drink than he could do with,
With nimble fingers, the ski

lgper went
through Burton’s pockets, and,

after a
few moments, he found the letter which
he had posted to Burton the previons
evening. The envelope was there, in-
tact, and Jelks chuckled as he examined -
his precious epistle.

‘““We don’t want to leave no evidenco
as to wot brought 'im down ’ere, Bill,”
he murmured, as he tore the envelope
and letter in two, and placed the frag-
ments in the heart of the fire. *‘‘ There's
nothin’ to show, now, why the kid come
down. Of course, you an’ me don't
know nothin’ about 1it!"

Jelks took the whisky-bottle, and pro-
ceeded to sprinkle a considerable quan-
tity of the spirit over tho Bo’sun’s haie
and face. He put some over his waist-
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coat and shirt.  In couscquence, Burton
simply recked of whisky,

“Wot a shameful waste!” muttered
Mr. Larson regretfully.

““It's all iIn a good cause, Bill!" said
Captain Jelks. “Don't you worry yer-
self ! It's a good thing old Jonas 1s a
pal of ours. ’E’s winkin’ at this affair,
an’ won't arst no questions!”’

The skipper passed out of the parlour
and made his way to another room across
the passage. There was a telephone
instrument dn the wall, and Jelks lifted
the receiver and gave the school number.
In a few minutes he was talking to Mr.
Paget, the I'ifth Form-master.

t “I want to speak to the 'Ead,” said
Jelks firmly.
“¥ you will wait a moment, I will
put you through,” replied Mr. Paget.
Jelks waited. grinning to himself, and
he soon heard the deep tones of Dr.
Stafford at the other end of the wire.

“I've got something to tell you that
might be of interest, sir,” said the skip-
per. ‘' There’s a boy down ’ere, at the
‘White 'Arp—one o’ your boys—and ’e’s
larf-seas over—intoxicated, I might say !”’

‘“1 beg vour pardon!” sald the Head,
in a startled voice. ‘‘Who are you,
sir?”’

“Me? Why, nobody—just one of the
customers at the "Arp,” replied Jelks.
‘“ It didn’t seem right to me that a young
schoolboys should be swillin’ whisky, so
T've just rung you up. No oHence, sir!
’E’s down at the White "Arp.”

. “TUpon my soull I am shocked!”
exclaimed the Head. ‘‘ Are you sure of
this, sir?"’

‘““The nipper’s got a St. Frank’s cap
on, anv'ow—that’s all I knows!’ said
Jelks. “'E’s lyin’ in the back parlour,
too far gorn to move. [ thought, mebbe,
you'd like to send down. 1It’s a fair dis-
grace, that's wot it is! I don't like to
seo such things, an’' I've rung you up
out o' the goodness o' me ’art!”’

““T am much obliged to you for this
piece of astounding information,” came
ti& Head's reply. ¢ Thank you, sir—
thank you! Yes, T will send somebody
down at once to look into this matter.”

Captain Jelks was grinning broader
than ever as he hung up the receiver. He
retufned to the back parlour, and eyed
the Bo'sun’s still form with great satis-
faction.

4 It's worked, Bill—worked a fair
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treat!” he murmured. “ You an’ me
'ad better run afore the wind. now. We
don't want to be cruisin’ about while
them masters are down ‘ere. Wo don't
know nothin’—see?"

. The precious pair left the White Harp
without further delay, and made a bee-
line for another public-house in the
village. Meanwhile, Nelson Lee and
Mr. Crowell hurried down the lane and
turned into the entrance of the White
Harp. The Head had especially re-
quested ‘“Old Alvy’’ to undertake the
mission.

The private bar was empty when l.ea
and the Form-master e¢ntered. Mr.

1 Jonas Porlock, the rotund innkeeper,

was lounging on the bar, greatly in-
terested in a pink periodical. He looked
up as his visitors entered.

‘““We have come in connection with a
telephone 1nessage,”” explained Nelson
Lec quietly. ‘“ Was it you who rang up
the school, Mr. Porlock?”

“I don't know what you’re talking
about, sir,” said the innkeeper shortly.
‘“ A telephone message? I ain’t used the
instrument since this morning.”

“It was a hoax, then,”” said Mr.
Crowell, with a thankful sigh. ‘ How
relieving !”’

“We are sorry to have troubled you,
Mr. Porlock,”” went on Nelson I.ce.
‘“There has evidently been a practical
joke played upon the Headmaster. He
was told that one of our boys was lymg
in your- parlour, dead drunk.”

The innkeeper removed a fat cigar
from between his teeth.

‘““A boy in my back-parlour?”’ he re-
peated slowly. ‘‘ Why. darn me, there
was a boy there! Said he'd come down
to wait for somebody. There's been
several customers in and out this last
half-hour, and I ain’t got eyes about ma
everywhere. One of the customers might
have telephoned. By thunder! There
was a bottle of whisky on the sideboard,
too! Has that young rip been getting
at 1t?”

““Good gracious!” said Mr. Crowell,
nearly going pale.

Nelson Lee opened the door at the end
of the bar and strode through. In
another moment or two he was in the
rear parlour with the Form-master and
Mr. Porlock. The place stank of whisky.
and Tom Burtor lay there completely
intoxicated—to all appearances.
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“Good heavens!"” eoxclaymed Mu.
Crowell. ‘‘ It is Burton—one of my own
Form-boys! This is gaitivel disgrace-
ful—it is appalling! Pah! The atmos
phero is diagusting in the extreme!”’

“]1 didn’s ask you to come in!” said
Porlock gourly. ™ That kid didn’'t get
any whisky served to him, you ma %e
sure. He’s pinched it, the oung ref !
That's what comes of lea ng boys to
themselves. Looked as innocent as
lamb, too! I'd have kicked him off the
prcmises if I'd known I”

‘“You ruffian! You will be sum-
mooed for this!”’

““None of your high talk!” snapped
Porlock. * Ygu onn;hgons me, that's all!

I suppose you’d like to have it all come
out in the papers? Look sweet, wonldn't
it? Do your school a heap of h?
Besides, I didn't serve the boy with
sp :.’l::mg—and you can’t prove that I

1

‘““You utter scoundrel !’

“Come, Mr. Crowell,”” interjocted
Nelsaon Le_omﬁontly. ‘““There is nothing
to be gai by h.lvul:f an argument
with this ?:ﬂeman. e knows quite
well that holds the upper hand
Publicity must be avoided at all eosts.”

Mr. Crowell fumed. And, between
them, he and Nalson Lee dragged the
Bo’sun to his feet and shook him. The
drug had had its full effect, and the poor
boy was completely fuddled and dazed.
He wasn't unconscious, for he smiled at
the two masters in a sickly fashion, and
mumbled some uninﬁ&llhls'ble words.
And a strong smell of whisky rose from
him, Captain Jelks was no amateur at
this particular game. He had shipped
many a man on his schooner by simiar
means. The “dope” was quite harm.
leas in iteelf

Nelson Lee and Mr. Crowell took their
charge hame b{ way of the fields, hop-
ing to escapo observation. They arrived
at the rear of the Headmaster's garden,
and hurried to Dr. Stafford’s private
door. The es of T Long,
bhowever, had y spotted the trio;
and Toddy long immediately hurried
indoors with the gentle intention of
listening at the door of the Head’s study
—if such a course was poasible.

Tom Burton was half dragged into
that famous apartment. And the Head.
who hed been waiting anxiously, started
to his feot and cume’ across the room.

Is it—is o
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“Buiton!" cxclaimed. ' Why, the
boy seems to halt dwped--dear me!
W‘ot an abominable smell of whisky!
posmd lo——

“The boy is drunk, sir!”’ choked thao
Hoad gravely. ‘' How could this have
happened, Mr. Alvington?! Burton hus
beon exempl in his conduct from the
firet moment of his arrival at the school.
He has, in;load. f“;d himself OoA b?
posemed of wonderful courage. ne
this—this—""

The Head paused, at a loss for words.

“ There can be no question about the
intserable lad’s condition,” said Mr.
Crowell. ‘‘ He 1s anliy intoxicated.
I think it my duty, Dr. 8uafford, to tell
you of an incident which oecurred last

night. Mr. Alvington appeared to think
that the affair was a practical joke, but
1 held ancther view myeelf. ubtless

ho bas changed his attitude now.”

‘* Not exactly, Mr. Crowell,” said Nel-
won Lee drily. ¢ But please proceed.’”

The Form-master told the Head all
about the visit of Captain Jelks and Bill
Larson to St. Frank’s. He repeated the
skipper’'s imvitation to Burton to go down
to the Whito Harp for ‘‘ a drink like the

i |old days.”

“It is quite obvious,’' concluded Mr.
Crowell, ‘“that thoss men were, in-
deed, former friends of the boy’s. This
afteraocon, being a half-holiday, he gave
way to temptation, and went to the inn.
And the captain, no doubt, is respon-
sble for the wretched Ind’s present con-
dition. Or be may have taken the
whisky himself.”’

Nelson Lee locked very thoughtful.
He made no comment, but, knowm
nothing of the plot, he was half-inelin
to belleve the .worst. Bat there was a
stubborn doubt in his mind which he

could not dispel.
‘““ There is only one course for me to
pursue,’”’ said . Btafford sadly. I

am grieved more than I can say—I am
intensely shocked. A telegram must be
despatched to Ca Burton wishout de-
lay. The buy must leave the school In.
the morning. He will, indeed, be pub-
licly expelled.”” o

' That is the only Jecision you could
arrive at, sir,” said Mr. Crowell ap-
provingly. ‘ I{ is quite imposeible that
this boy could remain at 8t. Frank’'s after
what has occurred. 1 am fearful lest the
trufth"ahould become known to the other
beys." , o
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A fow owmants laler Nelwon Lec took
the apparently intoxicated boy upstaira
to the punishment-room—a small (:Fort-
memt which was specially reserved for
the accommodation of boys who had been
ecntcnood (0 oxpulsion or flogging.

Lee was more grieved than the Head,
oven. Burton had smsved the detective's
life on & recent occasion, and Lee liked
him ly—not merely boosuse of
that service, but because of the boy's
obvious manliness and sunny character.

Heo laid the Bo'aun gently on the bed,
and stood looking down at him with
an expression of tendernoes.

‘““ Really, T caunot believe it—I can-
not belweve it,"" he murmured. ‘““ He
scems completely under the influenco of
drink, bt —but——  Burton! Can you
hear me, my boy?”’

The Bo'san opened his eyes languidly.
Ho tried to speak, but could not do
e, lLeea's oyca became keen as he
nolweed n discolourstion of the boy's
collar. Closer examination revealed the
fact that the upper rtion of his
tlothing was soaked wi&o whisky. Noel-
son L.e pursod his lips.

“ Strange--very srange!"’ he mur-
mured. ‘ Surely the boy did not swill

himealf in this ustonishing fashion? He
has been drenchod with the epirit—"

I.ce suddienly broke off, and bent down
dosoly over the Bo'sun's face. He
sniffad tho boy's breath, and his expres-

aion altered at once. A cold, acuto light
came into his eyes.

‘““*Not a tracve!” ha murmured. * Upon
my soul, the boy has not swallownd a
drop! But thcre is something olse—
something—— | must look into this
strange matter more deeply. The poor
lad is as innocent as I am myself!”’

Nolson Lec was greatly relieved. He
knew, however, that Burton was unable
to to him. Tho telogram to Cap-
tain Burton had already been despatched,
and it was to late to stop it.

“ I4 will be four or five hours before
the lad can k lucidly,”” Nelson Lee
dooided. ] will leave him quite %o
himeell, 50 that he inay sleep off the
cifocds, 1 will say nothing whatever—
it will not harm the lad’s Lther to pay
3t Frank's a visit. And he may. -
aibly, know something ,of this Captain
Jolks."

Aud Nelson Lre, having come to that
decieion, roticed fromn the puunishment-

rvom and locked the door helgnd him,
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CHAPTER V1.
(Told by Nspper.)

IN WHICE I DO A LITTLE DETECTIVE
WORK, AND LEARN MUCH'!

T. FRANK’'S was in a buzz.
S This wasn't very surprising,
corsidering the nature of the yarn

.. which was being talked of by
seniors and juniors alike. I don’t know
who started it, but I'vk got an idea that
Teddy Long, of the Remove, had been

spying—as usual.

The Bo’sun was drunk! That was tho
yarn. The Bo’sun was completely drunk,
and was to be publicly flogged and ex-

lled in the morning! T nearly had a
g: when I first heard the news. This
was just before tea, when Sir Montie
and Tommy and I had come in from the
playing fields. We found a big crowd
of fellows in the lobby, all talking at
once.

Now, before I go any further, I'm
oing to shove in a word about myself.
f you don’t like it, you can skip this
yangrn.ph altogether—I don’t care. The
act 15, I've found that this writing has
ot a bit too steep for me. A fellow
oeen’t have much time to himself nowa-
days, and I've been unable to tell all
these narratives in person. So the
author-chap, who puts my stuff into ship-
shape, has been writing up the adven-
tures from the facts whioh I have sup-
plicd—the facts concemln% all theseo
various happenings at St. Frank’'s Col-
logo. It's a lot , really. He can
do the job easiecr than I can, anyhow.
I shall simply ehove in a chapter here
and there, telling of particular incidents
in which I was mlin'{ concerned. So
that’s that! Now we’ll get along with
the business.

I was simply knocked sideways when
I heard about the Bo'sun. I wouldn’t
believe it. To.make sure, I went along
to the guv’nor's study, and asked him
point-blank. And he told me that Bur-
ton had been found in the White Harp,
apparently as drunk as a lord. 1
tumbled to it at onco; that word *‘ ap-
parcntly '’ did the trick. But when 1
questioned the guv’'nor, he wouldn't say
another word. At loast, he merely told
me to wait until later on 1n the evening.
when, perhape, there would be more to
tell.  And he advised me not to jaw to
the fullowas.

The Bosun's condition was the zolo



topic of oonversation in the Ancient
House. The Remove was divided into
two partics—those who believed the
worst of Burton, and those who stuck
up for him.

Naturally, Sir Moutte pnd Tommy and
I poo-pooged the idea; we maintained
that there was a bloomer somewhere,
and advised the chaps to wait. The
three fellows in Study D—Handforth and
hurch and McClure—were absolutely
violent in their expreseions of loyalty
to the Bo'sun. Handforth willingly con-
sented to fight anybody on the spot who
said that tie Bo’sun had got drunk.
'There were lots of other fellows, too,
who were staunch—fellows like Farman
and Owen major and Yakama, and Con-
YOy MLIOY. )

On the other hand, a considerable
crowd, led.by Ifullwood and Co. and De
Valerie, atated their belief in the
rumour—for 1t was only a rumour as
yet. The fact that Burton was nowhere
to be found, and the added fact that

the 'punishment-room was locked, prac-
tica!ﬁ proved that sometlung was wrong,
at a

events.

Fersounally, I had a =irong belief that
De Valerie and Fullwood had been up
to thewr rotten tricks again.

‘“* Just consider, you chaps,'’ I eaid
to a crowd in the lobby. “Is it like
‘the Bo'sun to yo and get drunk? Isn’t
it a jolly sight more likely that Full-
w.ooql and De Valerie have been plot-
ting1”’

** You silly idiot!”’ roared Fullwood.
‘“ Do you think we care tup;.)enoe about
the boozin’ son of a besxgee?’

“I think that you and De Valerte
were licked by him last night!” I re-
plied grimly. * You can hardly see
straight, even now. It'll be a week be-
fore you've got rid of those marks!
I'll tell you, straight out, that I've got

suspicious.’’ )
Ef:dlwood and De Valerie stamped off,
fuming. .
Quite a number of Removres
ridiculed my euggestion; but others
thought about it seriously. It was quite

on the cards that the two cads had
planned the whole affair with Captain
Jelks. Thev had every reason to hate
the Bo'sun—and a scheme of this sort
was just in keeping with their oharac-
ters.

After tea I was very restless, and I{ there talking and amoking.
;- pregmscd to my: chums that - we ,should ! per. censulted his watch. . ;.
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take a walk down te the village It
was jJust possible that we should hear
some further news down there.

“ The villagers are sure to gossip,”’
I argued. ‘“ And they might know more
than we do. Ive got my suspicions
about that blackguardly Jelks. Any-
how, we’ll go down and keep our ears
openr. Poor old Bo’sun!”’ .

** It’s shockin’, Benuny boy,” saxd Sir
Montie, In grieved tones. *‘ It'll all
come right, theugh—it must, begad!'
He's one of the best chaps in the
school, although he has got some fright-

fully queer expressions!’’

And so, a fcw minutes later, we
sallied out and walked bnskly to the
village. It was a bright evening, for
a half-moon was shining from a elear
sky. The air was mild and almost
spring-like.

One sido of the lane lay in deep,
black shadow, and we walked along on
this side, because the surface of the,
1oad was smoother. And we had a
splendid piece of luck just before reach-
ing the White Harp. As we were.
nearly passing the inn, I heard a rough,
beery voice.

‘““Jelks!” I muttered.
my sons!”’

We crouched against the hedge, only,
a few yards from the gate of the White.
Harp garden. And we saw the figures
of Captain Jelks and his mate walk
down the pathway and pass through the
gate. The pair strolled off leisurely,
;n% with a rolling gait, towards the

ridge.

“ Dear boy, what’s the idea of this?'’
murmured Sir Montie. -

‘“Fat lot of good crouching ir this
hedge, ain’t it?"’ grumbled Tommy Wat+
8011.
““ My dear chaps, there’s no telling
what we can do,” I murmured. ‘ We"
suspect Jelks, don’t we? Well, we mighs
be able to overhear something. Not
much chance, of course, but I've always
been told by the guv’nor to look for
opportunitice. Let’s slip down the road
quetly.”’

The wisdom of my plan was obvious
a2 few minutes later. For Captain Jelks
and Mr. Larson, having arrived at the
bridge—which was situated on the edge
of the village—leaned against the stene
parapet in the moonlight, and remained

The akip-

““ Over here,

L ad



24

““ About . half-hour . . .
reekdn,”” wn heard him say. -

“ That's good !”’ I  whispered.

“ They're going to wait there for half-
an-hour—probably for Fullwood or De

Valcrie. My sons, this is where we do‘
things. At least, this is where I do
'em!"’ o

“ Bagad! Don’t we come in any-

where?’ murmured Tregellis-West.

«« Well, look here, I've got an idea,”
I replied, as we crouched in the shadow.
« If T can got through the hedge here,
and creep along behind it, I shall be
ablo to nip down under the bridge.
There's a ledge there, and it’ll be as
casv a8 winking to slip through, and get
right under those two beauties. Then I
shall be able to hear what they’re jawing
about.”’

*“ That's all right,”” said Tommy Wat-
‘““ But what about us?”’

son.
“ We can’'t all go,”” T replied im-
patiently. ¢ If you chaps hike to do the

job vourselves, you're welcome. But I

thought—""

“ Of course, dear boy,” interrupted Sir
Montie. ‘“ Dry up, Tommy. Benny's
much more capable of doin’ a thing like
this than we arc. If we all went we
shoiuld only give the gume away, be-

ad!”

8% Oh, just as you like!” said Watson,
who didn’t like being left out.

I waated no further time, but wormed
my way through the bottom of the
hedge, and etealthily crept along behind
it until I came to the bank of the Stowe.
The river was still rather high after the
recent flood, but the ledge I had referred
to, about a foot wide, was just above
water. Normally, it was a clear ¢wo
feot up.

It was a simple matter to creep along
this ledge under the bridge—a bit tick-
lish, perhaps, boecause the stonework was
elippery.  Reaching the other end, 1
stood there, liatening. Captain Jelks
and the other man were just aubove me,
leaning against the brickwork. A waft
of strong tobacco came down.

“It’s foolishness, Bill—that’s what it
19,”" the skipper declared quite plainly.
* There ain’t the slightest fear of us
comin’ to any 'arm. You're nervous—
an' when a Dbloke's nervous, ’e’s fool-
izh. "’

“ That’s
Mr. larson,

O

easy talk, cap’n,” growled

‘“ I dessay we shall get ’old

the boy, but wot about these ’erc
g

F

s —
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masters? They'll kick up blazes, sure as
fate. Why, we may be took up——"

‘“ Don’t you be a idjit,”’ said Captain
Jelks sharply. ¢ We've done our bit,
Bill—the kid took the dope like a babby
takes ’is milk! An’ now them two
young .beauties wot we was a-talkin’
to are goin' to work the rest. Burton’ll
be down ’ere afore ’'arf-an-hour’s past—
you mark my words.”’

“ Af" but there’s many a sl "
“ Blow my whiskers! You’'re allus a-
rumblin’!”’ snapped the skipper.

‘“ There won't be no slip, Bill—not while
J’m ’angin’ about. This 'ere Burion has
been shoved in a special room, ain’t ’e?
Well, that D> Valley boy, or wotever ’is
name 1is, is a-goin’ to climb up through
the winder—’e’s doin’ of it now, I
reckon. Burton ain’'t got over the dopé
yet, an’ ’e’ll be as easy to ’'andle as—as
ou are when you're ’arf-seas over,
Bill 1"’ -
‘“We won't go into them details!”
said Mr. Larson hastily. *‘ But about
this ’ere boy, cap’'n. Supposin’ ’e does
come down? This idea o’ yourn may be
fust class, but I can see piles o’ trouble.
Su]?plosin’ the kid won’t come wihll:ll us?”’

‘1 ain’t goin’ to suppose anything so
blamed silly!" snappecro.]elks. “We
sha’n’t need to arsk 'im—’e’ll offer his-
self. Just you wait.”

And Captain Jelks and Bill Larson pro-
ceeded to wait. I didn’t. 1 realised
that my best course was to slip away
as quickly as possible. And, in less than
three manutes, I was back . with my
chums.

‘““ Heard anything
Watson eagerly.

. ,I’t’s shockin’ bad form, eavesdroppin’

‘““ Eavesdropping be blowed!” 1
snapped. ‘“ Those men are scoundrels,
Montie, and you can’t keep your gloves
on when you’'re dealing with that sort!
There’s a plot afoot, just as I suspected.
They"r’o trying to get the Bo’sun
away.

And, as quickly as possible, I told my
chums of what I had heard. 'They
were almost scared, and certainly be-
wildered.

‘“ Begad! What’s goin’ to be done?"”
asked Sir Montie blankly.

?’!

asked Tommy

‘“ Well, it’s pretty evident that De
Valerie 18 up to some rotten dodge,” I
replied. * He's getting up- to the

punishment-room window—by a ladder,

I expeot., We'd batter rush to the school
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t away, and scoot round to the
ment-room wmdow. 1 don’t
know what all this trickery 1s, bat 1
snspect that Fullwood and De Valeme
are mainly responsible.  Thay ve got
their knife into the Bo’sun, anl they've
got him into this trouble. Now, i
seoms, thcy're going to make mafters
worse by handing Burton over to these
two blackguards.”’ -

One thing was certain—we should have
to make all haste if we were to put a
stop to the rotten game. And so, with-
out losing another second, we scooted
away for St. Frank’s.

etrai

CHAPTER VIL.

DE VALERTE WORKS THE TRICK, AND THB
BO’'SUN IS CAUGHT IN THE NET!

HE Bomun opened )is
languidly.

‘““Rouse up, old chap,” mur-

mured a voice, closé to his ear.

‘““ That's better. You'll be all rflnlt be-

fore long, after the effect of thie

whisky’s worn off. You had a drop too

much, Bo’sun.”

'Tom Burton raised himself on the bed.
His mind was still muddled, and he only
holf-comprehended what was being said
to him. He was aware that his head
wa3 aching in the most splitting fashion,
and the air simply reeked of strong
spirits.

‘“ Shiver my bows!”
‘ What’s happened?”’

““ Don’t you know?”’ whispered the
voice. ‘‘ You're in the punishment-
room, Burton. Don’t you remembeor
how you were carried home bY Old Alvy
and Crowell?  You were blind drunk

‘“ Great marlinspikes! Thash a lhel!’
muttcred the Bo’sun shakily. ¢ I—-I
Wash all this smell of whisky? Oh,
corks! Ish, me—ish me—"

"He broke off, with horror in his voice.
Thero was an expression of disgust upon
his face. His mind became a little
clearer, but he was still very much ander
the influence of the intoxicating drug.

The punishment-room was praotically
Jark. The window-blind was up, and
the lower sash raised. The top rungs of
a Jadder projected above the window-
lcdge, and by the bed stood a dim form.
}i was that of Cecil De Valerie.

eyen

he mumbled.

“ Don’t speak so loud, Bo’sun,” he
murmured. ‘‘* 'm Bennett—Dick Ben-
nett. I've come to help you, old son.”

“ Whaffor?”’ mumbled Burton. ¢ What'
do 1 want help for, Bennett? Souse me,
I can’t remember what’s happened. I'm
all dizzy.”

‘“ That’s all right—you’ll soon be bet-

ter,”” whispered the Rotter. ‘‘ Shake
yourself up a bit, Bo’sun, and listen to’

me. I'm Foing to tell you exactly what’s
happened.” ‘

‘“All ri’ Bennett—go ahead, mese-
mate !’

De Valerie grinned to bimself in the
darknesse. He had given Nipper’s name
deliberately, after a few minutes con-
atbon. The room was dark, and
Burton couldn’t see agthing but a dim’
shape. De Valerie disguised his voice

ily enough by merely keeping to a
whisper. And the Bo’sun, in his semi-
dazed condition, would never detect the
fra.ud.diln] this little deception the Rotlt;r
was isplaying great cunning. e
knew very well that the Bo’sun wouldn’t
histen to De Valerie—but he would listen
to Dick Bennett!

“I've come here to do you a good
turn, Bo’sun,”” whispered the impostor.
‘“ First of all, can you remember what
you did at the White Haxp?”’

- Tom Burton placed both his hands to
his head.

‘“ SBouse me, I can’t—1I can’t!”’ he mut-
tered. ‘“1I went there, Bennett—I re-
member goin'. But I can’t bring fo
mind what happened. Did—did I—1I
get—— Oh, it’s too horrible.”

“ But it’s true, old son,’”’ whispered De
Valerie. ‘“ You got completely drunk,
Bo’sun. You were simply soaked with
whisky, and Mr. Alvington and Mnu.
Crowell went down and fetched you
home. Don’t you remcmber it?”’

The Bo’sun didn’t reply for a minute
or twvo. In his mind there were vaguo

"ideas, but he could not put any of them

into shape. They eluded him as ho tried
to bring them into clearness. .

Bat he did remember one -or two slicht
details: ho could sece the Bead talking
anenly ; he coull feel himself being car-
ricd by the two masters; he had a notion
that Mr. Alvington had tried to speak
to him. And these half-formed recol-
lections, together with De Valerie's
story, left no doubt in his mind.

He had gone down to the White Harp
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rotainly, He knew that—he could re-
wnember it. But all that had happened
wince was a blurred muddle. Horrible
s the thought was, he knew that he
must have taken whisky—an appalling
amount of it, Even now he literally
etank of the spirit. It filled his nostrils
disgustingly.

- “I—I got drunk!” he muttered dully.
Oh, I—I can’t stand it, Bennett! 1
don't know how it happened—I can’t re-
member !
It's. terrible—horrible !
‘Bennett!"’

‘. It's no good going on like that, old
chap,” murmured De Valerie sym-
pathetically, ““ It's a hateful thing to
tell vou, but it’s true. You got com-
,1)19’&0]5' sprung, and the Head was raving
angry. You're in the punishment-room,
you know. You're going to be flogged
in the morning—and sacked afterwards.”

‘* Sas-sacked!"” gasped the Bo’sun,

“ Expelled, you know. Sent away
home.” ‘

Poor Burton was too stunned to say
anything for the moment. Still muddled
in his mind, the news was nevertheless
appalling. Expelled! It was too ghastly
{o think about. But Bennett had said
0. and Bennett wasn’t the chap to tell
lies for the sake of being nasty. Bennett
had come to help him, and that proved
how serious things were.

- 1f only the Bo’sun had known that his
nisitor was Cecil De Valerie!

But the Roiter took care to keep some
little distance away, and he never raised
his voice above a whisper. 1n the dark-
hess it was quite impossible for the
Bo’stin to know the truth. On one other
occagion De Valerie had played the same
dodge—with Yakama, the Japanese boy
—and 1t had been a failure. But the
Bo’sun hadn’t his full wits about him,
and that made all the difference.

Tt can’t be true!”’ muttered Burton.
““ I—] don’t believe it—"

“Sssh! Listen!"” breathed De Valerie.
- Two or three juniors were passing in
the corridor outside, and the ooccupants
of the room kept quite still.

‘““No, don’t ocall to him, you ass!”
came the voice of Owen major.
shall only got a prefect on our track.”

‘““Say, it's real bad!”’ came Farman's
voice. ‘I pguess there’s something

‘¢

Say it ain’t true,

wrong, Owen, but the Bo’s?n’,s going to] name of Captain Jelks.

Oh, why can’t I remember?-

[ \“'e_

|
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be kicked out in the morning by the
Hoad. Gee! 1 feel like gettin' busy
somehow 1’

““ I oan't understand why he got drunk

like that——""

The words of the passing juniors were
no longer audible. But the Bo'sun had
taken the sense of their remarks in.
Bennett was right! He was going to be
publicly expelled in the’ mornng !

A wave of shame and :misery ocame
over the Bo’sun. He knew—or thought
he knew—that the story was true. He
didn’t try to ask himself how he had got
drunk, or why. That didn't matter—
now,

But he desersed the sack.
only fit to be kicked opt, neck and orop!

“T can't stand 1it!”" he mubtered
brokenly. ‘‘ Oh, I can't stand it, Ben-
neti-!"’

‘“‘ That's why I'm here, Bo'sun,” whis-
pered De Valerie. ‘‘I've come to lend
you a hand. Have you realised what a
termible isgrace this will be—both for
you and your dad? I’'ve shoved a ladder
up against the window, and I'll help you
to escape, if you like.”

““ Escape!”” muttered Tom Burton,
starting up. -

““ That's the idea You can run away,
and get out of all this rotten trouble.”
went on the impostor softly. ¢ It
wouldn’t be ocowardly, old chap—there’s
nothing in it, really. And you've got
your dad to think about. Swallow your
own feelings, and spare him the disgrace.
Cut while youw've got the chance—run
away to sea!”

The Bo'sun’s eyes, dull until now, took
on a sparkle.

““ The sea!” he murmured, the appeal
clutching him.  ‘“The sea! Bust my
mains’'l, it's the best way, Bennett. How
can I do #t?”

““ That chap, Captain Jelks, isn't such
a bad sort, really,”” 'said De Valerie.
‘““He was half-ticht when he came here
the other night. I know, for a faot, that
he wants another hand on his schooner.
Look here, if you pop down to the village
you'll find the skipper against the bridge.
Go up to him boldly, Bo’sun, and ask
him for a job. He’'ll give you one, I'll
bet anything.”

The Bo'sun breathed hard. An in-
stinotive feeling of mistrust and dislike
entered his head as soon as he heard the
But the -all-

He was
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powerful fact that he had to run_away |

overwhelmed everything else.  More-
over, he was partially ﬁazed his mind
was confused and muddled. He simply
did not possess the wiil-power to fight
egainst his own judgment.

Ho only knew that a way of escape
lay before him, and he took it! Under
ord: clrcunwtances his kecen wits

would have told him that something was
gravely wrong. But now he waen’t
capable of connected thought. The de-
gire to flee was upon him—to flee arny-
where, 60 long as he got away.

*‘ At the bndge!” he mwuttered
ting off the bed unsteadaly. I’fl
Beamett I’ 1 weigh n;y anchor whﬂe
Pve got. the chance! It's—it’s splendid
of you to help me like this.”

‘“ Nonsense! 1 should be a rottor if
I didn’t want to help, old man,”’ whis-
pered De Valerie, inwardly t.numpha.nt
“Get off as qunckly as you can—dodgo
straight through the Head’s garden, and
ocut across the playing ﬂelds It’s da.rk
arnd you won’t he eeen by a soul. Good.
bye, old chap!” |

shook hands in the darkness, and
Tdm urton gave a kind of gulp. He
had been wearing his overcoas and oap
when Nelson Lee had brought him to
tho punishment-room, and they wero at
the foot of the bed. He stmgg]ed into
them dreamily, and with a dull feeling
of utter misery in his heart.

And then, with faltering steps, he dc-
scended the ladder to the ground be-
neath, which was a quiet part of the
echool grounds right behind tho Ancient
Houee.

De Valerio watched hm
wimdow as he ran across to the Heat's
garden under the shadow of tho trees.

“It’s worked,”’ muttered the Rotter
viotoriously. *‘‘ Good riddance to him—
that’s what I say! Even if the truth
comes out about Jelks, that oad won't
come .back to St. Frank’s. And Fully

"and I are smafe enough.

De Valerie climbed through the win-
dow, and c]oaed it softly bohind him.

Then he swiftly “and sﬂontlj desconded |

the ladder. As he was stepping off the
Jast rung to the ground three dim ﬁguree
loomed up.

‘*“ Collar him I’ exclaimed a grim voice.
. And Cecil De Valerie, to his utter con-

from the

CHAFTER VIIL
(Told by Nipper.)

IN WEBICH WR MAKE A MAD RUNH IN CHAYE
OF THE BO'8UN —TOO LATE !

E ha'l arrived at the right second,
W it scemed.
Sn' Montie ond Tommly and I

pelted from the villago at
full ?eed a.nd we had hurried atra:ght.
Foun the back of the Ancient House.

And as wo came into sight of the punish-
1ent-room window we saw a ladder lean-

ing a.g-a.mst the a1l The Bo’sun was juet

desconding

o ()olla.r bnm P’ T saxd grmmly.

Trogellss-West and ateon grabbedd
the dim form, and I caught his uh-oulder-

** What's the meaning of this, Bo’sun?”’
I asked. ‘' We thou bha.b——— Why,
gread Smﬂ"' I added sharply, ‘“you're

you re De Valerie!l”

Bogad!” ejaculated 3 Hontie.

“Let me go, you cads!” sunarlol the
Rotter viciously.

“Not until we're ready,” I said.
‘“What bave you beem doing in the

punishment-room, you plotting hound?”’

‘“ Fmd out!” muttered Do Valeric
pantingly, and wmith alhrm.

‘“ Whrre's the DBo'sun?”
Tommy Watson.

“ Do you think DIve eaten hlmt
snapped De Valerte, wrenching to get
away. '‘ Lot me go, confoundi you! The
Bo/sun’s np in the punishment-room, of
course. Where else would he be?”

There was a certain sneering note m
the Rotter’s voice which was nnmistak-
able. The tonc was almost one of
trrumph, and Y quickly realised the truth.
The plot had suocoedod—'l‘om Burton
had bcon lured away !

“ Have you got the Bo’sun out?” 1
asked fiercely, gripping De Valerie's
shouklers, and staring straight into his

demanded

face. ‘' Answer me, you cad!”’
Do Valerie la harshly. ‘
“You’'d better go and look for the
blackguard!”’ he sncered. “I wish vou

Imk tha.tn all!”’

* You've perammded t.he BRo’sun to run
a —that’'s what you’ve done!’’ put m
ontie. ' Begad! You’re not gan’
?let out of this afiair so oaslly, you
tful bounder. I'm goin’ to fight
you on the spot—I am, redlyl

please hold my jac kct--—-
A footstep sounded upon the gravel

Tommy,

stermation, found .bamodfmn th:- gvasp | path, and the next momamb I was de-

of Nipper and Co.' + o'

lighted to see the guv’nor,
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“ What are von beyvs doing here”” he
nsked sernly. * You know very well
Ahat this part. of the achool property is
igbriotly out of bounds, Why, what are
you doing, hovs” Who is that you are
holding I’

“I'm De Valerie, sir," exclaimed ocur
prisonor calmly. *“ I was just tryin' to
find out who put this ladder up here. 1
bolieve Bennett and these others have
holped Burton to cecape from the punish.

mant-room !"’ o
We simplﬁ' gasped.
“0Oh, what a howling whopper!”

yoarcd Tommy Watson- excitedly.  *“ It
was Do Valeric who shoved the ladder
up, sir. He's been up to some of his
rotten tricks! The Bo’sun's gone, and
we caught this beast getting down the
laddor,'’

“ You rotten litile sncek !’ snarled De
Valerie viciouay.

. Silence, boy!" eaid - Neleon Lee
morndy. ‘““Watson, vou were quite
Tight in tolling me what you saw. I
mocept your word without question.
Now, De Valerie, what have you got to
say? Have you been helping Burton
to o from the school?”
., De Valerie took a deep breath.

‘““Yes, eir.”” he n}L):w'i calmly, evi-
dontly dectding to adopt a bold front.
31 fokt a bit sorry for the chap, and
thougit I'd do him a good turn——"’

. ¢ That's o lie!" I cut in, hotly, *‘It's
pome mean trick of yours—"

“ Lot De Valerie finish, Bennett,” said
Ndalson lee quictly,

“ There's nothing much to say, sir,”
want on the Rotter of the Remove.
**The Bo'sun and I didn’t get on very
well together, but 1 felt compelled to do
something for him, and so I thought I'd
holp him to slip away—so as to avoid
the foggin'!”

‘** And has Burton gone®"

“ Yes, sir."”

““ Where to*"

.1 havon't the faintest idea, sir,”’ said
De Valerie coolly. ** I'im quite wilin’

to take any punishgnent.”
** Look here,”’ I E:\gu.n furiously.

* Wait one minute, Bennett,”’ inter-
08cd Nelson Lee emoothly. *‘ De
alerie, you have told me some deo-
liborute hos. 1 am well aware of that
faot. No, don't deny it. You will do
yourself no good by making the matter
worse. Go indoors at once; we will
thrash this matter out more thoroughly
1ster on.”

’

I g
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“Very well, sir,” smid De Valerio
calmly.

He went off without another word. As
soon as he had turned the corner of the
building I burst into a torrent of ex-
planations. The guv’nor listenerd care-
fully while I related what had happened
at the bridge.

““There’'s not A moment to lode. guv’-
nor,”” I said almost wialdly. “ It's us
clear as daylight, now, that the Bo'sun
waan't drunk at all. He was drugged,
and De Valerie knows all about it, too.”

‘* It seems to me that Captain Jelks is
the ohief culprit,”” said Nelson Lee
grimly. ¢ He may have bcen paid to
accomplish this work, We don't know.
It is clear, however, that the plottars
feared the truth coming out, and so they
have taken moasures to get Burton com-
pletely away from .the school.”

‘“Hadn't we better rush down, sir?

‘““That is exactly what I am going to
do, young ’un,”’ put in the guv’nor
crisply. ¢ Burton can only have been
gone a few minutes, and I expevt we
shall soon catoch him up. The poor lal
is still under the ‘influence of that in-
toxicating drug; that explains why he

|was so ready to listen to De Valetie's

advice.”

Without wasting another minute we
hurried off. De Valerie, I could imagina,
was feeling pretty rotten. We hadn’t an
atom of proof against him, and by main-
taining & bold front he would poasibly
esca.re punishment; but he' would cer-
tainly be terrifically uneasy.

For the time being, however, I didn't
bother about the Rotter.

At the double, Nelson Lee and we
three boys hurried down towards Bell-
ton. At last we arrived at the bridge,
which was still bathed in moonlight. My
heart jumped as I saw two figures, for

I thou they belonged to Captain Jelks
and Nﬁ"t.nhraon.

Running up, however, we found two
ﬁfd villagers. pausing to have a chat.

ey wero we.l kmown to us as respect-
able, hard-working fellows. Nelson Lece
did not beat about the bush.

“Can you tell me~if two seafaring
men were on this bnidge a short while
ago?’ he asked quickly.

‘“ Why, ves, sir,”’ replied one of the
villagers, removing a clay pipe from
between his teeth. ‘ They were here
not five minutes ago. (laptain Jenks, or
Jilks, or summat like thet, was one of
Oom.i’ '
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“Do you know if they had a boy with
them 7"’

‘“That's cqueer, sir. Me aw’ Tom,
ere, was only just a-talkin’ about it,”
expfained the rustic with exasperating
slowness. ‘1 sez to Tom, *‘That’s
funny, ain’t it?” I sez, and Tom agrees
with me. ‘That was one o' the boys
from the school,” I sez. ‘ What be he
a-doin’ with thesc men, arstin’ for a
job? 1 sez. 1 dessay you’re after ‘that
there boy now?”

‘“ Exactly,” said Nelson Lee. ‘' Plcase
tell us, in aa few words as possible,
cxactly what passed.”

‘““ Why, this ’ere boy come runnin’
down from the school, sir,”” was the
reply. ‘“He went up to tho eeafarin’
men an’ sez, ‘Can you gi'me a job aboard
your ship, cap’'n? he sez. One o' the
mon scratched his head, and sez, ‘I
dunno, youngster. I may be able to find
you summat to do,” he sez. An’ they got
talkin’, an’ presently me an’ Tom heard
the boy say, ‘ Thank you, cap’n,’ he sez
‘ That'll suit me fine,” he sez. An’ that’s
all me an’ Tom know.”

‘* Nothin’ more, sir,”’ zgreed Tom,
nodding his head. * ’Cﬁgt at all three
0]‘}1‘0;2'? l:mlkﬁd]ag()ﬁ wn the road,
t the village.”

Nelson l.ee thanked the two old
fellows, and we hastened on. The roer
of a train in the distance madc Nelson
Lée click his teeth together sharply.

* Run, boys—run!’ he exclaimed.
““Tha rascals are taking Burton off to
Caistowe, I have not the slightest doubt.
We must make all haste to spoil their
game.”

We fairly raced down the High Street,
and arrived at the station just as the
train was moving out. I was only just
behind the guv’'nor as he dashed on to
tho platform. From one of the windows
hung the heal and shoulders of Captain
Jelks. T don't think he saw us, for we
werce in shadow. But we saw him cleaily,
and he was smiling with smug satisfac-
tion, .

The train was only short, being a
loca), and bhad already gained a fair
ainount of speed. To board it was out
of the question; even the guv’nor
couldn’t perform such a feat. Five
seconds earlicer, and we should have been
in time,

* Begad!”’ panted Sir Montie. ‘‘ That's
done it, dear bovs. This is_the last train
to Caistowe, ain’t'it? "™ 'We're com-
pletely dished, you know.” "
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* But we must do something,” I
almost yelled.

“ And we shall, my boy—we shall!”’
said Nelson Lee firmly. ¢ Captain Jelks
and bis mate have carried Burton off,
and wo must do our utmost to arrive
at Caistowe within half an hour. Bur-
ton went off of his own accord, it
seems, and that renders out task rather
difficult. We have no excuse for biing-
ing the police into the affair.”

_ We left the station, the guv’nor look-
Ing very grim, *

‘“But what's going to be done, sir?’ I
asked anxiously. ‘‘ We can’t hire a car
in  Bellton—there 1isn’'t one to Mhire!
And a trap would be hopeless; it would
take half an hour to get one ready!” .

‘“Wo have ono loophole,”” said “ QOld
Alvy,” hurrying along. ‘ Dr. Brett is a
most good-natured man, and he will not
object, I am sure, when I ask for the
loan of his motorcar. If he Mils us,
we are indecd, checked.”

Dr. Brett, the village practitioner, was
'a splendid chap, and ie and the guv’nor
were great friends. The doctor owned a
deeent little car, and Lee had borrowed
it on more than one eccasion.

We . ran as hard as we could go tn
Brett's house, and then met with a disap-
pointment. The doctor was out—in his
car'! , |

““ Upon my soul, how annoying—how
exasperating !”’ exclaimed the v'nor
tensely, as we stood at the gate, looking
up and down the road. **I had not anti-
cipated such an event as this. The doc-
tor very seldom used his car at this
hour——"

““ What’s that, sir?’ asked Tommy
Watson abruptly.

A hum sounded on the air, and the
next moment two points of light came
into view., We yelled with delight, and
rushed forward. The worthy doctor re-
ceived something of a shock when we
rushed into the roadway and waved our
arms like mill sails. He stopped his
car abruptly. |

““ What the deuce—— Hallo! That
you, Mr. Alvington?’ he exclaimed,
peering forward. *“I thought—"

‘““ Never mind what you theught, doc-
tor,”’ interrupted Nelson Lee crisply.
* Will you lend me your car for an hour
—at onee?’ T

““ My dear man, youn can take it now.”

" That’s good of you, Brett,”’ sad the
guv'nor. ‘‘ Jump in, boys. Tl explain
this tremendous haste later on, dottor.
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The cmergency 1s very vital, I can assure
you, or 1 wouldn't press on your good
nature to such a really inexcusable ex-
10(“’.00

‘“ That's aoll right,’’ said Brett cheerily.
*“* You'ro not going to pinch the car, I
know, You'll bring it back whole,
though, won’t you? I shall probably
want to use it to-morrow.”

Nelson Lce smiled as he threw the
clutch in.  We started off, and were
soon whizzing speedily along the Cai-
stowe road. The distance was only just
over threo miles, and Nelson Lpe made
the car simply buzz.

It was only a two-seater, but Tommy
and Montie were packed in at the front
with the guv’'nor, and I crouched on the
step. It was an exciting ride, and the
worthy doctor would probably have re-
ceived a few shocks had he been with
us. The guv’'nor could drive a car bet-
ter than moet professional racers.

Caistowe Station was some little dis-
tanco from the jetty, but we had to go
right t.hr::crh the village, and u
another road, to reach it—the jectty, ‘l)
mean. When wo arrived, we found
cvorvbhang dark and atill,

Out in the bay we could see a sohooner
lyiug at anchor. We pulled up, and
Pll(‘ off tho car. But, now that we
wad arrived, wo hardly knew how to
proceced. An old gentlaman with a beard
which looked like a hedge came to the
rescue,

“ Capt'n Jalks?” Le repeated, in reply
to the guv'nor’s inquiry. ‘I dessay
you'll ind 'im up at the Red Lion—top
o' the village. That's where ’'o stays as
a rule. 'K's fairly well known round
these 'erc parts.’”’

‘“ Can you tell me when the schooner
sails?’”’ asked Loe.

‘““ Woll, rightly speakin’, she should
have sailed this mornin’,”’ roplied the old
ahap. ‘‘ But the skipper was away, |
‘oard.  Mebbe he'll go out to-nigixt;
thoro's a fairish breeze blowin'.”

“ You have seen nothing of him this
ovoning?”’ .

“No, sir, that I ain't.”

‘“Where's the schooner bound for?”
I asked quickly.

‘““Why, the Weat Injies, T believe,
master,”” was the reply. ‘“ She oughter
THE
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sailed this mornin’, an’ it's a puzzle to
me why she didn't, wi’ sueh a breeze.”

Wo thanked our informant, and Nel-
son lLee decided that we had better make
for the Red Lion, at the top of the vil-
lage. Arriving there, we were informed
by the landlord that he hadn’t seen Cap-
tain Jelks for a couple of days; he be-
lieved that he was in Bellton.

All this was very exasperating; we
seemed to have lost our quarry alto-

ether. We descended to the jetty again,
oping ‘o gain some information. And
as we turned a bend, so that the sea
came into view, Nelson Lee uttered a
sharp ejaculation.

“ Our work has been for nothing!” he
exclaimed regretfully. ‘““We are too

late.’’
‘“ What do you mean, sir?"’ I gasped.
The guv'nor pointed, and then I under-
stood. The schooner was no longer lying
at anchor! Her sails were being sot,
and she was preparing for sea! "
‘“ Begad!'' said Sir Montie blankly.
“Can’'t we—can't we do anything?'" I
shouted.

‘““ We could obtain a rowing-boat, 1

dare say,’’ replied Nelson Lee. * But
what would be the use, Nl&pe ? We
could not possibly overtake the schooner

now. Luck has been dead against us.”
" “Can't we go to the police, sir?"’
anted Tommy Watson. ¢ The Bo’sun’s

een carried off—"’ ,

‘“ That’y wheze the difficulty lies, boys,"”
said the guv'nor quietly. ‘‘ Burton has
not been carried oﬂ'—h{ere is no ques-
tion of kidnapping about the affair. The
police would take no action, even if we
informed them. Upon the evidence of
those two villagers—which I have no
reason to doubt—we know that Burton
willingly went with the captain. 8o
wo are completely helpless. There has
been no criminal action of any sort, so
far as I can zee.”

“ And—and we're going to let the
Bo'sun go like this’"’ I asked desperately.

‘ No, Nipper—we are not!”’ replied
the schoolmaster-detective. “‘ T haver't
finished yet. I can assure you!”

For the moment, De Valerie and Full-
wood had won—thev had got rid of Tom
Burton!

But the game wasn't over yet!

END,

NEXT WEEK 1 —(Sse p. iv of cover.)
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BEGIN OUR NEW SERIAL TO-DAY!/

In the Grip &. Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Experiences in Germany.

By CLEMENT HALE.

NOTE.—As the title ““ Inthe Hands of the Huns » has dalready been used, we
have altered the name of our Serial to the above.

The Chief Characters in this Story are :

GEORGE GrAY and his brother JaAcCK, who
are the English Staff of the Berlin Rovers,
a football club in Germany.

OTTO0 BRACK i3 a scoundrelly German member
of theteam. DButanovther German, named

CarrL HOFFMAN, ss friendly, and advises the
Englishmen tu leave Germany, which
they refuse todo. T'he Grays are betrayed
the next night by thesr lundlord Kutz.
They manage to leave the house, but are
surrounded by a hostile crowd. Luckily
the American Ambassador takes them tn
his car to the Embassy, and gets them
passporss. The next morning they go to
the station. When half-way to the frontier
they are ordered to detrain at a way-side
station. Here their papers are examined,
and they are detained for several hours.
They are. then told that they are under
arres. as spies, and are marched off
under a guard to prison. The next day
they are released from their cells and
taken before the commandant The'com-
mandant orders them back to their cells ;
and a few days after they are sent with
other prisoners o a camp at Qberhemmel.
On the way they are attacked by @ mob of
angry Hune. |

(Now read on).

‘REPRISALS!
ONWARD, with swinging strides, the

guards marched them, eager to
reach the station, and safe cover,
lest worse might happen.
After them swarmed a frenzied, yelling
crowd. '
And at last, after what seemed an end-
lees wulk, they swung through the
station approach, passéd under* some: of

the tunnels, and mounted to a platform,
which was already swarming  with
soldiers and other prisoners, gathered
from different parts of the State.

For a couple of hours they waited
there, hungry, angry, and tired, and
then a train steamed in, into the car-
riages of which the priconers were
bundled and packed like sardines, with
four armed soldiers to every compart-
ment, and several carriages loaded with
officers and men arnied to the teeth.

No matter what protest some of the
unfortunate prisoners might have to
make, they were bundled into the com-
artments, and the doors were fast
ocked.

And in the stifling heat of the con-
fined space, with the sun blazing down
upon the roofs of the carriages, Lunyry,
wretched, and wondering what {urthez
misfortunes were to befall thein, they
were drawn onward in the suffocating
train to their internment prison at
Oberhemmel.

The nightmare of the journey which
followed remained a vivid memory with
George Gray for ever afterwards.

The train moved slowly. Again and
again it was drawn up on a siding to
allow the main lines to be used for more
important . traffio, for foreign prisoners
of war did not ecount in the eyes of the
Germans.

Then the stifling heat, the overcrowd-
ing, the lack of food and water, to say
nothing of the mental anxiety of it all
weighed upon the unfortunate Britishers
with an overpowering heaviness.

To make matters worse, whenever
they stopped at a station, as often hap-
pened, crowds of shrieking men and
women, and delirious boys would press
‘forward to leok i af the windows and
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alse the Knglish prusoners, who were
unable to defend tmeu-lvm. and had
to brar whatover inaulta were hurled at
thoen with such reeignation as they
passemed.

Bometimes mmailes were hurled in at
them, and they had all the while to en.
dure the jrers and the taunts of their
guards.

lioge had fallen, they were told.

' was being overnm. B8oon Parw
would be & GGerman town. From Calais
huge fleeta of warships and transports
would coinvey the [HHun trgops o
Kongland, and then —

How the faces of the Cerman soldicrs
lit up with fiendish delight at the pros-
pect ol venting their spite against the
powerful nation they hated more than
all othere, and which had held arrogant
(ierman dreams of world domination in
check for vears.

One of the men accompanied his
taunts with such insults and predictions
as Lo what the GQermans would do when
they'd captured FEngland that Jack
Gray's blood boiled.

“You dirty cur!'’ cried the phlucky
boy, facing the brute with clenched fists
and flashing cyrn. “ If only we were
froe Lo ﬁ.hl\ (’d give you tho bhiggest
thraslung vou ever had 1 your lile, big
though you are!”

The man laughed, and added a loath-
some insult directed at the Englhsh
whioh drow a cry of rage from the buy's
trembling Jips

Jack struggled forward, and struck at
the man.

The blow hit him full on the mouth,
ard cut has hp u his teeth.

Ho roeled, and then, raising his rifie,
drove the ‘butt hard against Jack's chin.

The blw sent thoe boy staggering
sonsclce into, the arms of the prisoncrs
who were scated. He was caught and
gently Jield, while the coward who had
»o ill-used him raised the riflo again, in-
tendiug to repeat®the blow.

It was necer dolivered, for Georgo
Gray, leapiug betwoen, seirnd the rifle,
amd aliugyg desperately to wrench it
fromi the hanls of the brute

In a moment the crowdiad coinpart-
et was )n an uproar. The Hun's
comradas tried to asdist him. Gray's
companwie in misfortune were «]ua]ly
dotorunined to help the plucky Fnglish-
man. And so, shouting, curmng, strug-
eding. wrestling, and Gighh at closo
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range they were all soon mixed up in
indencribable confusion.

S8ome went down. Guard and prisoner,
locked in a tight embrace, tumbled over
on to a seat, and fought tooth and nail
there.

Ccorge Gray had but one object in
view, $0 ‘punish the brute who had
struk his brother down. The man’'s
rilec was wrenched from his hold, and
tumbled to the floor. The burly foot-
gsller gripped him, and wrestled him
own.

The Hua kicked and scratched and
spat like a fighting cat.

But if he ever fapcied himself at the
fighting game, he discovered then and
thero that he was no match for an
F.nglishman. At odd moments, George
Gray saw the square head and brutal
facr within range of his fist and drove
his knuckle: home. .

What the end might have been one
cannot say, but the train had drawn up
in a station, and as the sounds of the
struggie echoed along the platform, rail-
way officials and armed guards—for the
wWere everywhere—rushed heu{-
long to the scene of action.

The door of the compartment was
wrenched open, and George Gray and
his bellowing antagonist went tumbling
out on to the platform.

George got his mman down. He was
uppermost. His hps were curved in a
smile, and his eyes blazed with triumph.
I.et them do what they liked with him
now; he did not care, for he had
avenged his brother.

Strong hands wore laid Jorcibly upon
him, and he was wrenched away, to be
in a moment surrounded by yelling
soldicrs.

And what a time ho had of it! He
was kicked and punched, and hit with
the butt ends of rifies, pushed, and
kneed in the back, until at last, still
trying to fight his enemies, he reeled
from sheer exhaustion.

‘*You blackguards!”" he pantced.
‘“ Why don't you give a msn a chance?"’

They answered with a frightful yell,
and camo at him.

A mist swam before George Gray's
eyes. [leo was almost incapable of fur-
ther exertion..His biwin reeled; he cquld
bardly broathe.

tie gave himself up for lost.

But just then ovne of the soldiers who

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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had travelled in their
sccing how things were with the
Englishmen, sprang forward. He got
between George and his enemies.

‘ Stand back ! he aried. ‘‘ You have
done enough. And the Englishman did
not begin i1t. It was the soldier’s fault.”

The crowd of officials and soldiers hesi-
tated, and George’s champion swiftly
cxplained.

A minute later the trouble was at an
end, and George was led to his compart-
ment and thrust in, his countrymen sym-
pathetically making way for him.

And as his eyes cleared, he, to his
grim delight, saw the brute he'd
thrashed being led away, staggering as
he went, his face cut and bruimsed, his
clothes torn and covered with dust,
evidently iuncapable of continuing his
duties.

Another man was appointed to fill his
place, and a quarter of an hour later,
amid howls of execration from the plat-
form, the train steamed out, and the

journey was resumed.
l the German guards. From that
moment they kept within the
bounds of decency, (George was glad to
notice. Nor did they express any sym-
pathy with their comrade. ‘‘ He'd de-
served what he’d got,”’ they declared.

Yet this change of attitude did not
rcheve tho physical distress of the unfor-
tunate prisoners. The little food some
ol them had managed to bring with
them was soon exhausted.

All were hungry and thirsty to the
point of suffering, and the heat seemed
$o increanse as the day wore on, and the

compartinent,

OBERHEMMEL.

HE incident just mentioned had
its effect upon the behaviour of

sun began to sink.
Hour after hour passed, leaving them
cramped and weary, white-faced, and

- sick at heart.

Jack had recovered from the cruel
blow he’d received from the butt end of
the German's rifle. True, a raised and
d.scoloured lump was there to show
where the blow had landed, and the
bone of the jaw was extremely painful;
but for the rest the boy wasn’t as bad
as George had feared he'd be.

‘And when he looked at his brother
George his eyes twere fi%ed with hero-

worship. He'd heard what had bap-
pened, and was .
As the day lengthened, so did the

spirits of the travellers droop lower and
lower. White taced, dull eyed, and list-
lees they eat, moving and wriggling
every now and then, and exchanging
places to try and find some relief for the
intolerable confinement. -
It seemed as if they would never reach
their destination.
Yet as the day drew to a close the
uarde, looking out of the window, in-
ormed their captives that they were
close to Oberhemmel. | '
‘ We sha’'n’t be lpng now,”’ they cried.
How their hearts leapt at the news.
Yet though the town was only a mile or
two away, the minutes dragged and
dragged into another full hour ere they
drew up alongside the platform, and were
informed that they'd arrived. '
Open were flung the carriage doors,
and out on to the platform leapt the
guards. Bayonets were fixed and com-
mands rang out. Then came the tramp
of nail-studded boots, and scveral com-
panies of spick and span German soldiers
swung along the platform.

Glancing through the window at the
other side, George Gray saw that there
were more soldiers there.

Soldiers! Soldiers! Soldiers
where.

Now the prisoners were peremptorily
commanded to alight.

Down to the platform theiv leapt, and
were there marshalled into line.

George glanced curiously about him
in the gathering darkneess: The plat-
forms were kept free of all save the
prisoners and the troops.

But beyond the barriers, and in tho
great entrance to the station, a dens?
o

every-

swaying and ‘murmuring mass
humanity surged. . _
Thev pee throtigh the barriers like
wild beasts eager to leap upon their
prey. '
““Down with the English!” George

heard them mutter.

It secmed as if the entire nation had
been tarred with the same brush.

George Gray expected that they would
be quickly marched to whatever ce
had becea chosen for their prison. Such
wae not the case. _ .

They were kept otandmunul--.thcy
could have dropped from r fatigue.

(Contimndd overleal.)
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Fluncor cnawed at their vitals; thirst [deep, and marched away under a strong
parched them to frenzy. guard. :

Vet the officers who took their rames,| As they approached the barriers they
and pestered them with questions, ﬁ]lmrr found themselves faced by a shrieking,
in the usual forms and making out the [yelling mob, such as must have battered
usual records, forced them to stand atat the gates of Versailles at the outbreak
attention. If anvone slacked, he was/|of the I'rench Revolution. -Men, women,
brought to his senses with a blow from [youths, and boys, ay, and even German
a rifle, or the prick of a bayonet. . wirls, «filled w lth the lust of hate, waited
" In vain they asked for water and food. for them there, and would have rent
The officers, who, here at any rate, [them {o picces had not the guards driven
scemerd to be worse than the nmen, only them back 1n sunmary fashion.

jecred. : The mob surged around the nhstemnn'

(One of them cven went so far as tolbayonets like an untuly ' seca. - Thou'
order some of his men to .fot(,_h cans bhOlltb and \,QllS deafened the eal AE'
filled to the brim with sparkling water. " |every " few }alds onwird ‘progress ’ was

The mouths of the prisoners  ‘grew stayed, "and missiles™ of all kinds ivero
moist at the sight of i1t, but "if the -ﬂunrr at the dbfencelesb p“bonels

mmtrmml that 1t was intended for thelr “But it was not al\\'a.ys a prisoner who
“‘]"f they were speedily undeceived. was struck. - Two of ‘thc1 guards had
The men halted in front of them, ex-|4i."f cas cut opcén, and- one was felled
hibited the  glistening water, their faces senseless ,to_the _ground. Then, with a
g}t]lOCt‘IOC}lte((l) fa:]td 0511 ‘&mglﬁ; ;?ﬂ fﬁlll&n qlgm,:'{l Z% rush, came a rescuing party from another
1}{ can guttoring away. - pa,rt of the station, a company of Ger-

“(You infornal bru)toq cried Gom ge, nlmn dSOIgiprb 'iw't'h NS gomtgd.,l_at-
qtmtmg forward with hl:: fists c]enched g;gwdoillk,,e d::,sgobgggfémt%i \&Sd OIHAI;H
Jntendmg to’ hurl _himself at the officer so the’ ha less” prisoners, urged on with
who had p011ot1.1tecl the” brutal joke, but many & pﬁsh and blow’ pas‘=ed out into
}“t’lé)tn"(}““dtﬂfisl’f(élh;m amzll SCId h’mf the bU.a) strdets” of ‘the Geérman town,
't'}t’ cady soacy,b ] y’f “S‘ one Od and- marched onward, reviled and cxe-
e prisoners, a  burly - fellow™ name crated every inch of the way, until

Wilson., ¢ You ocan ‘do no good!”’” And , :
witha groan of resignation the footballer they came to their prison, at the far side

of the town.
took his place again in the line. - 1'
An hour later they were ranked two (To be continued.)

NEXT WEEK'S STORY, under the Title of

“LOST AT SEA

Although complete in 1tself wxll deal with the further Th.nllmg

Adventures of NELSON LEE NIPPER, and the ‘‘BO’SUN.”

Prepared for Publication by the Author of ‘‘ Fullwood’s Victory,”
‘¢ The Mysterious Schoolboy,’”’ etc., etc.

Out on Wednesday. Price One Penny.
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