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A Story

RELATED

CHAPTER 1.
THE LAST DAY OF TERM.
DWARD OSWALD HANDIORTH
grinned. ]
** Looks like rain,”” he said genially.
‘* Nothing to grin at, is it?" de-
manded Church, surveying the sky with &
cortain-amount of misglving. .
] Il'andforth regarded Church ratber wither-
ingly.

** My dear chap, what does it matter what
the weather is?”” he asked. '‘ Have you over-
looked the fact that this is tne last day of
tarm—abaolutely the Iast giddy day? e
break-up to-day arnd go home fcr the merry
old Christmas holidays. Rain! 1 don’'t &ure
i it snows!’’

‘* Well, T shouldu't care it it snowed,” ad-
mitbed MceClure.  ** Snow's different from
rain, Mandy ~besides, it's Chridtmissy. It
woild' be rather ripping if we went home in
a snowstorm.”’

The three chums of Study D, of the
Ancient House at St. Frunk's, were standing
in the Triangle. They had only just comc
down, and breakfast wasn't ready yet. Others
juniars were down, too—it was quite surpris-
ng how quickly everybody had jumped out
of bed on that particulyr morning, In spite
of the cold.

There were no leasons, of course, and beth
Houses at St. Frank's were full of that buzz
snd buatle which alwaivs Frcvailul on the last

ay of term. Everybody was genial, and

ouse rows were distinctly * off.”

‘* Here's ‘Tregellie-West and Nipper,” re-
marked Handforth, tuming towards the
Ancient House steps as Sir Montie and 1
emerged. ‘* Hallo, you chaps! What's the

matter? Anybody would think it was the
first day of torm, instead of the last'!”

Sir Montie and 1 had certainly been looking
very thoughtful, as though preoccupied.
And Handforth’s sarcastic remark reminded
us that our faces ought to be broad and our
smilea lurgo.

‘* Dear fellow, 1 don’t expect you to under-
stand,”” sald Sir Montie condescendingly.
** But Nipper and I are thinkin® of greater
M%s than breakim’-up. This is a time of
groat worry an’ strees——''

‘ Dotty?” inquired Randforth staring.

¢ Not that 1 am aware of, dear old boy,

.
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replied Tregellis-West languidly. *“ Of conia,
Nipper and Watson often hint that my broa:n
is soraewbat deficient, but they ain't iust.
My brain’s all right, onrce it start: workin’,
but it requires a gocd push-off, you know.
It's workin® now -it is, really."”

“Well, 1 dan’'t eare what it's Jdoipg,™ sail
Handfarth, *° And I'm blesaad if [ can und:r
stand why you fellowa should loox <o nbson!
Watson's just the same- he was like it l-si
night in the dormitory.”

“ 1 expect it’s becauss of Maxin.” rima ad
McClure. . Mason’s gons off on his holidays
hefore th: reat of us, the chreky bonndt -

- Went last night witbout saying a word."”

Handforth smiled knowingly.

“Don’t yceu believe it,”” he said.
Mason's gone on his holidays, »hy
Mr. Strang still at St. Frank's?™

‘“1s that a riddle? " [ inquired pclitely.

“Very innocent, aiu't you?' said Hand.
[arth. * There's somithing que:vr  aboui
Mason’s disappearance last night you can't
diddle me. Most of the c¢haps are too IxXcitad
to think of anything but their own aTairs,
but I don’t get excited. I'm a calm ¢hdp.
And [ can see that something unusual bhap-
pencd yesterday.”’ :

“Well, you needn't jaw about it, Handy,”
[ suid. ** As a matter of fact, Mason went
awav last night because lhie couldn’t Lelp it,
but there's no neced to spread a ysrn thas
anything queer has happenad. No semze in
muking a mystery out of nothing, vou knew."’

Handforth shrugged his shoulders.

“1t’s pot my buslness.” he said. ‘1 don't
care if Mason's gone to Timbuctoo—1 wiah
him joy. What about our bags. Church?
Somebody’s pinehed c¢cne of mine, or it's zob
mislaid, so 1 shall kave to borrow yours.”

“Oh, will you?" said Charch warmly.
‘“* What about mec?”

My dear chap, yon'll have to make do
with what you can,”” replied Handfurtb.
“You don't suppose I'm going to carry &
parcel, do you? If you dua’t lct e have
that ﬁag of yours, I'll punch your giddy
nose!”’

Handfarth and Co. strolled off, arguiag,
and Sir Mcontie and 1 contmued eur waik
the Triangle, and we were gomed_ a minute
later by Tommy Watson and Reginald Putt.
who bad just emerged Ircm the lohby.
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* Rather a good thing it’s the last day of
term,” 1 said thoughtfuily. ‘‘ As Handforth
rem:.rked, the majority of the fellews are too;
excited to tuink of much, and .so. that affalr.
last night attracted practically no attenx
tion.” , ”

“*Yes, old boy, it's quite good,” said
Mcatie. ** It wouldn't be nice to .have the:
thing talked about. Has your guv'nor made¢
all the arrangemeats for to-day? He said
he was goin’ to.” o

** You Jeave it to him,”’ I replied confident:y.
““Mr. Lee won't let the grass grow under
his feet, I'Hl bet. Poor old Masen! He's on
that rotten old steamer now, on Lis way (o
London.” N _ .

“* He'll be rescued this evening, so there's
nothing much to worry about,” remarked
Watson. ** But what I'm thinking of s this
—who's going to London to see the giddy
business through?”’

“We are,”” 1 replied promptly.

‘“ All of us?”

“I don't see why not,” I went on. **The
guvnor and I will spend the holidays at
Gray's Inn Road—or we might accept an in-
vitation from Mr. Sexton Blake, who is a
great friend of ours. Anyhow, we shall be in
London. Montie has to go through London
to get up to Tregellis Castle, and Pitt’s
people live in town, don't they, Pitv?”’

" Yes,”” replied tkhe Serpent.

‘“ S0 do mine,” said Watson.

“ Well, what's to prevent us all going up
together?’ I asked. * If this Wapping busl-
ness keceps us until late, you can all come
along to the guv'nor’s place in Gray's Inn
Road until to-morrow—a
will do the trick.”

** Rats!” said Fitt. “ You'll have to come
to my pater's plice. He'd he jolly pleased
to have you there, I can tell you.”

“Well, we won't argue about it,”" 1 said.
“* The chief point is that we're going up to
London together, by the eleven-twenty train—
or perhaps not until the twelve-forty—either
will do all right. It all depenus upon whether
Mr. Lec gets his plans fixed up all right. We
shall all go to London together—we four
chaps, the guv'nor, and Mr. Strong.”

** That’s ripping,’”’ said Pitt, his eyes gleam-
ing. ‘“ And we shall rescue poor old Jack in
the evening. By George! Won’'t we have a
fine time after we've got him back. I hope
we succeed !’ he added, with sudden gravity,

I couldn’t help looking at Pitt rather curi-
ously. To hear such concern in his voice was

Si'ra

keeping of Sir Crawford Grey.

telegram or twol

minded him of his dead wifte.

—_—

- aspect.

———

unuswal. It was only recently that he had
shown signs of anxiety concerning Jack
Mason,- his study-mate. And Pitt bad

changed in other ways, too. Instead of be-
ing a cunning, scheming rotter, he had be-
comme a keen-witted fellow with a great num-
ber of good points.

The process had been gradual—and, for
that reuson, certain. This was no flash in
the pan. Pitt had turned out to be one of
the best. And it was certainly true that
Jack Mason, the boy from Bermondgey,, was
largely responsible for the improvementior, 1
might say, the transformation.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

‘The reason for our coaversation in the
Iriangle that morning was a very grave one.
There had recently been a series of scmewhat
stantling .evemts at 8t. Fronk's—muiuly con-
cetning Jack Mason and his uncle. .

I This latter gentleman -was Mr. Simon Greil,
and he had beem making strcnuous cfferts to
obtain possczsiom of a gold locket. His rea-
gon for this was quite an obvious cone, for
some Arabic signs scratched on -the petul

related to a hidden treasure.

And the previous evening Mr. Grell had suc-
ceeded in getting hold of the locket, and in
disappearing with it. -

That locket had another- significance, for
until just recemtly half of it had been in
AMason’s possession, and the other half in the
Sir Crawford,
owing to the recent discovery that Mason
possessed the missing half, entertained the
hope that the-lad was his own son. e

This was by no means certain, and the
evidence so far was only superticial. Lady
Crawford had been killed in a railway accl-
dent thirteen yecars before, amd it had been

believed that Sir Crawford’s baby son had

perished at the same time.

But owing to the affair of the locket the
possibility had presented itself that this
HBermondsey boy, Jack Mason, was the

baronet’s own flesh and blood. It seemed as
taough Providence itself hud taken a hand
in the human affairs of these two—JMason
and the old baronet.

‘For Jack’s presence at St. I'rank’s was due
to Sir Crawford. ‘The pair had come to-
gether some.months earlier in the West End
of London, when Jack had saved Sir Craw-
ford from being run over by a motor-'bus.
The old gentleman had tecn strangely at-
tracted towards the bhoy, for he had re-
Never for a
moment had Sir Crawford belleved that the
resemblance was apything more than coinci-
dence. -

But now, in the light of these recent events,
the whold mattor Bad taken on a dillerent
Mason had no father and mother
alive, go fur as he knew—apnd that was
another significant point. He. had becn
brought up by his uncle and aunt, Mr. and
311-3& Simon Grell—a very precious pair im-

ecd.

Grell, by means of his cunning, had learncd
that Jack might turn out to be Sir Craw-
ford’s san., And Grell had instantly acted,
for he had seized Jack Mason, and had taken
him to Caistowe, there placing hipi. on board
a2 small tramp-steamer named the Foreland,
which was bound for London.

Owing to the kecnness.of Reginald Pitt
the truth had been discovered, and Nelson
Lee and I, accompanied by others, had has-
tened to Caistowe to rescue the kidnapped
junior. , .

But we had found that the Foreland had
alrcady sailed, and so-the guv’'nor’s plans had
to be altered. He now intended meeting the
boat upon its arrival, rescuing Mason, and
dealing with Simon Grell.

It was really the only thing to be done,
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Jor Lhe steamer could not be echased or,
gt(:fp_cd._ A search-warrant waa - necessary,
: other formalities had to be seen to. Nel-

son l.ee was- already in commupication with
the local police and. with Scotlaml Yard.
Ho was protty sure_that everything would
he aatisfactory by the time we arrived in
London. Poor Maaon, of course, was prob-
ably having a rotten time of. it on the
ship, but it couldn’'t last for lomg  and tbat
was one .comfort.

So, instead of heing
like the other fellowa, we were only thinking
of the proposed adventure in Londun, when
Jack Mason would be rescued from the
clutches of his rascally uncle—who had seized
him because he intended demanding a larue
sum of money from 8ir Crawford for his
réturn, In the eyes of the law, Grell was
Mason's uncle—until it was proved other-
wise.. And Grell considered himself safe in
making his demand. He wanted the money,
actuilly, to enable him to go with a com-
panion to Africa in search of the treasure.
‘It was. a piece of startling impertinence, but
Grell held - the upper haund. At least, he
thought. he did, but I had other ideas.

All our plans were turned topsy-turvy, how-
ever. For a place of news arrived which
m~de everything else seem. to fade into
fusiguificance.
expected, and took us unawares,

Pitt had gone off to see about some pack-

ing, or, rather, preparation for packing, for|

there was not much time to do anything. he-
fore breakfast. Tommy Wateon and Tre
gellis-Weat went along to Study €, and 1
seized the opportunity to run along to Nelson
Lee's room in order to ask how things were
going. I knew that the guv'nor was in tele
phonic
people. )
.. When 1 entered his sludy I got quita n
shock.

. Nelson Leo was standing at hia desk, star-
ing straight in front of himn, and his cheeks
were unusually pale. When he looked at m:
1 saw that there was an expression ‘of strange
consteruation in his eyea.

““ You shoulkdn't have come now, Nipper,”
he said quietly. “I have just received a
piecce of shocking news.’’

* About Mason, sir?’’ I asked quickly.

‘“Yes, my lad; at least, I fear that Mascn
is affected,’” peplied the guv'nor. *‘* Perhaps
it i3 just as well that you came, however,
for you will have to learn the news sooner
or later.”

“But what's happened, sir?" I asked
huskily, startled by his look.

*“I think I hear Mr. Strong's footsteps in
the passage—I sent Tubbs for him,'" replied
Nelson Lee. * You will have to wait a mo-
ment, Nipper.” .

It was intensely aggravating, but T couldn’t
do auything else but wait. Sir Crawford
(ircy entered the satudy. 1'd better explain
that Sir Crawford wus known at St. Frank's
as ‘‘ Mr. Btrong “'—-thig little deception hav-
ing been mainly adopted
benefit. o

“ Pear me! Is anrthing the matter, Mr.

‘tull of the holldays.l

It was somethipg totally un- I

communication with all sorts of “

sttt
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Lee?"” asked S Cioowiord curfonslfz. @ You
are looking quite agitated -

“1 have reason to be, my dear air,” i
terrupted Nelson Lee quietly. 1 am afsiid
that I have som¢ very bad news for you,
although it may not necessarily be grenv.o.
It all depends wpon the result of further
inquiry. I uege you to steel vourself for the
information - -’

“You are atactling me, Mr. Ter!”’ ox
claimved the Duronet quickly. * Pray be
frank- -this suapense i3 worse than  any
ahock.'”

“Yed, let’'s have tha news, alr,”” T pat in.

“Well, T have juat had reliable news over
the ‘phone that the steamship Foreland was
in coliimion in a fog-bank during the night,
soon after leaving (Caistowe,”” replied Nelaun
Lee gravely. “ The yesszel was sunk, and-

Sir Crawford staggered back, and etateh
at the dealk.

" The ship.was sunk®’” he shouted hearsoly,
“Great Heaver abovesl You are net telling
me that —that Juack is dead?”

**Oh, guv'nor!"™ L gaap:=d, horerifled,

“Dear me’ I was afrnid of this!” ex.
claimed Nelsen Les sharply. *° No, there is
not the slighteat evidevee that Jaeck hay
been killed. Some survivors have boen bonded
at the small villnge o€ Wrexton, Torther
along the coast.'’

**And is Masan amcngat them, sie?” |

- panted.

1 have not been abhle to
though 1. tried my utmost,”
gnv'nor. “ The survivors
1 have not:'been able to
one of them is a Loy
Jack is safe."”

Froan the guv'aor’s ton> T Xuew wall enongh
that he was doubtful, and was only tryin:
to break the news gently. As for myaelf, |
was almost atunn«d, 8ir Crawford stood cer
fectly still, his face asheu. Thise plecy ol
fnews war 80 totaHdy un'ooked-for, 20 ghastiv,
thut we were momentarily robbed of our

aacarlam, al
repled  the
nuamber flive, hnt
fird out whather

1 sircetuly hope that

composiire,
*““18 thiz news verifled, Mr. Leer?” usked
S8ir Crawford at last. " Is there not =«

p"&c‘ihillty tllat! it' i3 Q gl]ﬂ&t‘)‘ vfror” Somo
ut-ht'.l' ﬂhip, pe[’h;lps._.,_f' .

““No, I am afriaid there cun be no dotnbt
that the vessel was the Forelund.”

* But the sen is calm —ther» haa been no
wind!" said the baronet. ‘I never dreamed .
of n disaster at sea, Mr. Le:.”

“1t appeard that the ship collided with
snothar vessel in the fog,’” replied tne school.
master-detective. *“There h 3 been no fog
inland, bat, I wnderstand, a considerabl:
mist. round the coast. I know no dstails, add
I am afraid the telephone will be most mn
satistuctory.”’

* Where ig this village -this Wrexton?”

‘““ About fifteen miles away, T think - posdr
Lly more,’” replied the guyswner. L suggest
thiat we viait the village at once, Mr. Strong.
We can do the journey within half an hour
eagily. What do you sayy’’

' Docidedly-- dercidedly " pepliet Sir Craw.
tord agitatedly. 1 will Yo rcady withh
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five mnmutes, Mi. Lee. Dear Heaven!
the boy is safe!” .
The bharonet retired from the rocom, walk-

Ing rather uncteadily.

I hope

Nelson Lee turned to me, and shook his hea{i

gravely. _ |
1 am worricd, Nippar,” he snid. “1 dp

not wish to bhe unduly pcssimistic, but the| -

ahsence of any news concerning Mason i3
most disceamcerting. That js why 1 intond
paying a visit to the spot at once.”

Do you think Miuascn's—drowned, sir?” 1
ssked in a low voice,

~ 1t would he foolish to ignore the pnssi-
bility,”" said Nelvon Lee quictly. * We know
fh:t Mason was practically a prisoner on
hoard, and, thercefore, in a sudden confuasion,
he wou!d stand less chance than the others.
I am terribly afraid, Nipper, that a tragedy

has oceurred. 1 pray that my fears are
groundlcas.™ :
“Jt's—it's  terrible, sir!” I muttercd.

* Shaii - shall T tell the others? Shall 1 tell
Pitt and Montie——"’

“f do aet sce how we can avoid it,”” in-
terruptest the guv'nor, going to the door.
“* Yer, Nipper, you may as well tell them,
only do =0 quietly and i private. On no
accomnt atilow the story to get abroad. And
teil your chums that there is no reasom for
undue alarm. Mason will possibly turm up
safe and sound, after all.”’

The guv'nor did not wait for any more,
hut hurried off to get his ecar ready. 1
thought about askimg him to let me go, toog,
bhut I was afraid to. 1 didn't want to be in
the way during such a grave journey. Be-
sides. 1 realiced my presence at St. IFrank's
would he required. [ should have my hands
{;nitiz full in keeping my chums and Pitt in
and.

Nelson Lee and Sir Crawford started off
less than five minutes later—just as the
hreakfast-gong was gonnding. 1 couldn't get
the other fcllows alone just then, and so I
decided to wait until hreakfast was over.

Then I got them into Study C together
and explained the reason for my pale,
troubled face—for they had seen that some-

thing was wtong. . : )
Ncedless to  say, tLhey were terribly
startled. Pitt. if anything, was more aft-

feeted than Tommy and Montie—although
this was scarcely to be wondered
Maszon had been Pitt’s own particular chum,

“1t's po good worrying,” I said flrmly.
A1l we know is that the ship has hecen

suk, but that doesn’'t mean to say t-hat,k

Mason has sunk too. It's quite likely that
he's reecued, and will te brought back by
the guvnor. I gao, it'll really bhe all the
better, heennse we shall be saved heaps of
trouble.” ' '

I did myv bhest te liechten the blow, but
Repinald, Pitt, at lcast, was not deceived.
11> kncew that the chances were all against
Muzeon having been rescued, "and he scarcely
zail a thing:; he seemed completely bowled
OvVerT.

Packing wae foreotten completely, dnd@ we' ford,” he snid.

Ile was merely going
to don his l'oots, hiz great-cnat, and his hat.'

at, for J

T

!

b
.

the car, out in the road.
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waited. filled with anxicty and suspense; for

télu: return of Nelson Lee and Sir Crawford
rey. - | _

What news would they bring?

CHAPTER II.

THE TERRIBLE TRUTH .

REXTON was a tiny place an the
coast, miles from unywhere, so to
gpeak. There was no railway-

station within three or four milcs,
and no “’phone e¢ither, for three was no
post-oflice there—except a tiny shop where
onc could procure stamps.

The place was aetually nothing more than
a few fishcrmen’s cottages bunched together
o the shdres of a smail bay. And it was in
this bay that a boat had put in its appear-
ance in the early dawn, carrying the sur-
vivars from the Foreland.

Such news spreads quickly. and all manner
of stories concerning the collision were soon
it circulation. That is why Nelson Lce was
nci positively certain of the actual state of
affairs.

According to his information, five men had
Leen saved. As a matter of fact there were
cight zurvivors. only two or three men having

.perished—for the [Foreland had been a small

steamer, and undermanned at that.

Nelson Lee’s car descended a long. winding
hill into the village just after ninec o’clock.
There was a certain ammation ahout the
piace, the ficherfolk standing at their dcors
and talking together.

There was one small ipn in the place, and

Nelson Lee soon learned that the ship-
wrecked men had found accommodation
there. The landlord of the place was only

too willing to tell all that he knew.

“* Yes, gentlemen, it was the Forelund that
went down.” ke said. standing close against
‘““ The captain was
saved, an’ he's in my parlour now. Several
poor fellers was in a had state, but I reckon
theyv'll pull round. Sittin’ in a boat with
snakin® elothes in this weather ain’t the
treatment to do a man good.”

‘* But is there a Loy here—a schoolboy
asked Sir Crawford quickly.

The landlord looked surprised.

¢ A schooltoy, sir?”’ he repeated.
off the wreck?”

“Yes, yest”

““ You're mistook, sir.
schoolboy,” said the landlord.
[ ain't seen a sign o' one.”

“ Not a sizn of any hay?” persisted Lee.

** No, sir—they was afl men.”

“ Poor Jack--poor Jack!” exclaimed Sir
Crawford dazedly. * He has heen drowned,
Mr. Lee. Oh, what a terrible catastrophc—
what a ghastly ending $o all my hopes!™

Nelson Lee set his teeth.grimly.

““ We will interview the captain. Sir Craw
“I have ro doubt that we

DRA
.

o From

There wasn't no
‘“ Leastways,
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gh1l be able to galn some further informa-
tion from him. You must pot despair yet
There was probably another boat, and thont
ma{ have found its way into another bay
pcr .tD

“I don't think so, gentlemen,”
landlord. * Still, there’s no tellin’.”

IHe escorted the visitors down the stone-|€
Rogged passage into the low-ceilinged par-
lour. Here two rough-looking mc¢n  were
scated before a roaring fire, with glasscs of
hot rum at their elbows.

“ Good morning?” said Nelson. Lee. 1]
wish to have a few words with the captaln
of the steamship Foreland, which was in
collision during the night.”

““ That's me, sir,”” sald one of the mean.
“My name's ('ap'n Pavis, Wot might yours

be?"”

“I'm a Housemaster from St. TFrank’s Col-
Jlere and my name is Lee,’” replied the de-
tective. My inquiries are of an jmportant
nature, Captain Davis."”

Lee had been eyeing the man narrowly
without appearing to do so. And he had
seen Captain Davis give a distinet start at
the mention of St. Franke Collzge.

“I den’t know wot inquiric: you should
make, sir,”” said the. skipper.' ““1'tn wuaitin’
to hear from my owners. It was the fault
o’ that blamed schooner, nosin’ through the
fFog like as if she was blind drunk. Stove
fp hole through our plates Lig enough to drive
2 ‘bus through.”

“ How soon did the vessel sink?" asked
Bir Craviord quickly.

“She filled afore we ecould turn round
r'most,”” réplied Captain Davis. *““ We only
fust gnt a boat clear by chance, an' some
o’ my voor fellers were sucked down afore
they could he rescued.’

““ We are intercsted in a zchoolboy named
Tack Mason,’” said Nelson Lee steadily. *‘‘ He
-was on vour ship, Captain Davis, and we
wish to know if he was rescued. I shouid
advise ynu to be perfectly frank.”

Capbain Davis laughed unpleasantly.

““T don't know nothin’ about no btoy!"
he exclaimed, with a shrug of hia shoulders.
Y don't know wot the gent’s talkin' adbout,
Bill. Do vou?”

“ Ain't. the faintest idea,” replied Bill--
probubly the mate.”

“ Then—then poor Jack went down?' asked
gir Crawford huskily.

0!‘

|

gaid thoe

~e

““ There was no boy on my ship,” said the
skipper roughly: < Wot’s the good o' this
Lake Y don't carry passengers—Ileast of all
awell schooltboys. My ship wasn't o fust-ciasg
liner."”’

“Then the lad was not on bhoard?” asked
the baronét, his eyes gleaing.

*"Course 'a wasn't,”

¢ Thank Heaven for that—-"

“My dear sir, you must not ta]\c that
staternent as being true,” interrupted Neizon
l.ee sharply. ¢ Please do not raise hopes
in your braast which are certainly docwed to
disappointment.  Jack Muazon was on board

5
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the Foreland when
ist night.”’
- I g8'pnge yoit hnow hLe t,
Capt®in Davig gruffly,
““In this caso I do.'"
““Then I say that no bhoy wis aboard my

[

hevw 2" demanded

ship!”’ declared the azkipper. “ You'll ha
callin’ me a liar next.”
““That iz quite pessikle!” gpapred Nelson

Lee ourtly. “In foet, Captain I).a 15, 1 tell
you to your face thot von have hein lying
¢ Wot"' roared tle ¢kipper. jumpling up.
“1 advise you to remain calm.” went on
Lee icily. * By roaintaining this ottitude,
Captain Davis, yvou are doing yourself no
rood whatever. This tragedy has ocenrred,
and you must surely realise that you are
making your pesition highly dancerous by
professing ienorance. I am nnt suguesting
that the poor lad was deliberately left to his
fate, but I know positively that he was on
bosrd., Why do you not admit the truth?”

The captain set iz teeth.

“ Becos 1t ain’t the truth,” Lc coplicd sul-
‘euly.

“PDo vou deny that vom are
with a man named Grell?”

“Yeos—leastways, I only know ‘im o spoa%
to,” said Davis, rather corfucedly, * Gr-lt's
no friend o° mine."”

“Did he not visit your zhip !ast npicnt?”

“Wat's that zot to do with it

“ Everything.”

“Well, there's no 'arm B mv <avin’ that
Grell did come aboard for a few minutes,”
growled tue skipper. °* But 2: for any boy,
you wmust be dreamin®. ““ L've told youn all
1 can, g0

“ You have nnt £old ma all, v
interriipted Lce.
tell me- the truth.

arqrainted

ll]\ I‘lléul’!~
““Augain let me urge vou
I understand that the
Foreland is sunk in comparatively suailow
wacer, and you muay reat as:zureld, Captuin
Punvis, that a very thorough inveztigation
will :be made. If that lad’s bhody is found
imprisened witliin the sunken vessel your
position wiil be a very grave cone indee:l -

unless you e
NELSON LEE & NIPPER

frank now.’
APPT AL I

There was a
“The Case of the

moment’s  sil-
ence. Captain
Davia had ob-
viously been

taken  aback, }°
and his fook was HO“OW Dagger.
one of uneasi- | This Woak'a Story in The

nes3 and alarm..
His attempt at
bluster was pal--
pable, and
Nelson Lee was
certain that he
had been lying..

He had  ad-
mitted that
Grell had gone
aboard the pre-
vious night —he
coMldl  scarcely
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deny the fact—and having admitted that
much, he tacitly adinitted the other. Pitt
had scen Mason taken aboard by Grell, and
there was not the slightest doubt that the
poor lad had been on the vessel at the
time of the collicion.

“*1 should like to know who you are, to
talk about my position?’’ demanded Captain
Dav:? harshly. *“*I ain't respousible to you

" You are responsible for the life of the
boy you carried on hoard your ship, you
scoundrel!” shouted Sir Crawford. ‘‘ You are
tho captain, and it iy vour duty to save
every soul on board! VYou wiil go to the gal-
lows for this, you infernal rascal!”

“I don’t know nothin’ of any hey!” per-
sisted Davis uncasily. “The shinp was
ripped open, an’ she sunk in a few minutes.
I ain't denyin’ that there might 'ave been a
kid on board—it's quite probabhle ‘¢ was.”

“You are telling a different story now,
my friend,” said Nelson Lec grimly.

““How can a man think clearly when ‘e’s
accused o' such things as wot you've been
sayin'?"" growled the skipper. *It’s just
rtruck me that this boy might ’ave come
aboard on the quiet—a stowaway. I've 'ad
such things afore, and I wouldn't say as
it wasn't the case this time. If that boy
was brought on board my ship it was dono
unknown to me—an’ ’e must ‘ave been
stowed away somewhere without my knowin®
it. That's all I can say.”

‘“ Were you on board whken Grell arrived?”

“Yes,”” replied the captain. * Him an’
a pal o’ his, named Starkey, came to ’ave a
word with me. I was asleep when they
corme on deck, an’ the crew was ashore. 1
ain't sayin’ as Grell michtn't ha® shoved
the boy down somewhere without my
knowin’ it. It’'s possible—although I can’t
say nothin’ for sure. Any'ow, it's noos to
me that any kid was aboard my craft.”

There was just a faint possibility that
Captain Davis was telling the truth; that
he was, indeed, in ignorance of Mason's pre-
scnce.  Grell might have placed the lad in
some remote corner ol .the ship, unknown
to the captain—hut this theory was most un-
likely, and Nelson Lee did not entertain it.
He preferred to believe that Captain Davis
was lying—and that, of course, was actually
- the ease.

“* Very well, captain,’” he said quietly. 1
-can do nothing but accept your story for the
present.  You may he sure, however, that the
whole matter will .be put before your
owners and thorooghly investigated.
that the boy was on board, and my main
object jn coming here was to learn if Le
had bcen rescued.”

“*We've seen no sign of ’im, sir,’”” said
Captain Davis. “If ‘e was stowed away at
ihe time of the collision, as you say, ‘e's gone
aown with the ship—that’'s certain., I hope
you're wrong—that’s all.”

Inwardly, Captain Davis's feelings were
bitter.  He called bimself a fool for ever

I know.
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having listened to the soft tongue of Simon
Gretl. Davis knew well enough that Masen
had heen concealed bhelow, but so long as
he. stuck to his story that the lad was a
stowaway he was safe. Mason had gone
down, and the fact alarmed Captain Davis
more than he admitted to himself.

- Realising that no more information could be
obtained, Nelcon Lee led the way out of
the parlour, and returned with Sir Crawford
to the motor-car. The bharonet wilked as
though stunned, and appeared to be quite
dazed.

“[ am terribly sorry that cur inquiry
has had such a tragic result,”” said Nelson
Lee gravely. * There can he ne doubt, Nir
Crawford, that the poor bhoy i3 dead. 1
refrain from saying anything further, since
T know that every word pains you exceed-
ingly.””

€ir Crawford looked up dully.

“0Oh, what a ghastly catastrophe, Mr.
Lec.” he said, his veoice a mere whisper. "I
do not know how I shall be able to stand
this awful shoeck. There is no hope now-.
mo hope whatever. That pcor boy—Heaven
has becen unkind!”

They took their seats in the -car,
Nelkkon Lee made no further comiment
they drove hack towards St. Frank’s.
was no need to make further inquiries.

an:l
as
There
The

-captain of the ship himself had stuted that

Mason, if aboard, had perished. And who
could know hetter than the captain?

The schooner which had been in collision
with the Toreland had not been seen since,
but it was presumed that the vessel was
still out in the fog—or it was quite pos-
sible that she had gone 1o the hcttom too.
In any case that side of the affair was of no
importance

Nelson Lee was greatly shocked hy this
news of Jack Mason’s untimely deatih. He
knew that a1 gloom would be cast over the
whole school, in spite of the fact that the
Christmas holidays were just commencing.

And there was anotlier aspect of the cace
to be considered.

Simon Grell, hearing the news, would have
no occasion to visit the London Docks—by
which means Nelson T.ee had lioped to cen-
trap him. Grell would lie low, and there was
no way of finding out where he was. And
he had the goid locket, which was now
trebly valuable—from a sentimental point of
view alone—to the bereaved Sir Crawford.

The whole affair had taken a turn which
had never been deemed possible. This
tragedy was terrible, and Neclson Lee himseif

'was far more affected than he would have

believed possible.

Jack Mason had been one of the best fel-
lows in the Ancient House, and it was very
hard that he should have been taken just
when there was a possibility of proof being
forthcoming that he was the son of Sir Craw-
ford QGrey.

Nelson Lee’s heart. wag heavy within him as
be drove in at the gateway of St. Frank's,
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Naturslly erxough, T wus on the watel, keenly
anxious, and Watson, Tregellis-West, anl
Pitt wore with me. :

‘““What's the news, sir?"" asked Pitt haskily.

We dreaded to hear the answer, for the
nhsence of Mason in the car scemed suffi-
ciently convineing. Nelson lee climbed out
of the driving-seat and looked at us steadiiy.
Mle also saw that other fellows were drivy-
g near and their curiosity was arcused.

“Leme into my study, boys,” said Nelson
Lee quiotly.

We followed hiin in, and Sir Crawford Grey
accompanied us. And then, amid o dead

silecnee, the guv'nor told us the dreadful
news. We were all immeasurably shocked,
and Pitt's face had gene as white as o
sneet. '

“*1s there no hupe, sit--none at all?” ke
a:ked, gulping.

“I'm afraid not, Pitt,” replied Nelson

Lee gently. My poor lad, you must not
worry——  But my words sound hollow and
criel. It is only natura! that you should
worty, for Jack was your friend.”

We heard all the details as Nelson Leo
had beand them, and we knew quite well
that to entertain any hopes now would be
fatile and mad. Pitt stood still for a few
moments, staring straight in front of him.

“ And I saw him tuken on board,” he mut-
tored, his voice quivering.  ‘“Oh, what a
ool 1 was! Why didn't I risk everything
and pull him back? 1t's my fault—all ray
fault! I was a coward—-a funk—T oucht to
Hhaveo rushed forward dnd saved him bhefore
he was taken——-"'

“Do not talk so wildly, Pitt,” iuterrupted
Nelson Lee, going over and patting the boy's
shioulder. “You were a coward?  What
nonsense! You acted in the most courageous
manner, and this tragedy was entirely un-
foreseen by us all. Had I had the slightest
fear, 1 should have followed the IFereland last
night at all costs. "But it is too late to talk
uow. The disaster has happened.”

« It's horrible, sir—horrible!” choked Pitt.

e sank into a cbhair, and the next moment
he was sobbing as though his heart would
Lreak, his face buried in the cushions of the
chair.

Wo stood looking at him in dull astonish-
ment,. momentarily forgetting the tragedy.
Could this possibly be Reginald Pitt—the fel-

low who had been known as the Serpent? I
had never thouzht it possible that he could

be co affected. I had never dreamed that he
cared so much for Jack Mason—the hoy he
had tried his best to Injure during his first
few weeks at St. Frank’s.

1t was an indication of the complete change
in Pitt's character. . The lad was totally
different now, and this blow had uvnnerved
him—had robbed him of that coolness which
had been so characteristic.

Tt was pitiful to see him. Sir Montie and
Tommy were terribly upset but they did
not - reveal their feelings in this manner—
woither did L Not that we did not care,

E

iy

L

ry
/

We .ft"t‘ the hiow in the nmost nmnistadkanla
f:urf_lm‘)ll. But poor Litt was howled over, and
T ;elt a hump in my throot 33 ) heard thos
SUDS.

~ What a difference  there wonid have bheon
11 that roonu bad we konown the trie <tory
of that colliion in the fou?
CUHAPTER 11T,
WHAT REALLY HAPP NI,
ACK .)!AH(PN in fael, was in tLie sniue
posttion as that once ocenpicd by the

ate Lvmented Mre. Mark Twain —-the i
port of his death had been * grossiy
cxaguerated.”” He vwas just aboul ox dend
as 1 was! '
Ard I intend to desceibe exactly what hup
petied to hita—becanse U think it's neces
sary. T shall have to go back somewlhit
in the thread of the yarn, and tell of the
events which oceurred at the time of the eat

lision itself, but this woen'v maeiter in the
leust.
Jack Mason was a prisoner on hoard he

Foreland. Lut the only m:un who knew it waa
saptain Davis.  The sKkipper hidl made up
his mind to tell the mate i the moeriniug.
but so far ne hadn't done s, Arterwarda
he had been very pleased that e had hept
his own counsel.

The position sclected for the “ slowaway’
wihs a little store-room in the atfter piat of
the vessel, wiiere no member,ob the erew ever
penetrated, unless ordercid to do so by the
captain. 1t was quite a strong place, 20l
Dovia had decided that Mason necd not be
bound hand and fout during the voyage.

The captain was nct altegether & scound &t
and he had reully not seen much hoein in
taking Mason to London. Grell had onl:
civen him a few facts of thy cace, but h-
was not particularly interested. What adid
intereat him was the sum ol money vhich
hud passed into his pocket as a consequence
of this littlo piece of work.

Davis saw no reason why he shouwld -
gquire into the matter too ciosely, and e
was quite safe. If Mason’s presence aboatril
became known, and the police came on to the
vessel a5 soon as ghe reached London, Divis
had merely to say that he had no Kuow:
ledgo of any . boy *aboard.

A search would rceveal Mason, of counrse,
but Davis would have the ready explunation
that Mason was a stowaway, and was ol
board without the knowledge of the =Kipper.
The boy's own story would obsioursly not be
given much credence.

The crew knew nothine, and they wonld
all corroborate Davis's stadement. s for
Jack himself, he was utierly miseralie. Heo
knew nothing of the cfforta which hiul beon
made to rescue him, and his thoughts weree
cxcusably pessimistic.

The last he knew waa that he and Pitt Lad
heen attacked in the lane near St. Frank'a.
Pitt had Yo-v bowl~] over, and he  Madon--
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had (;>?'.~en made & prisoncr. What had hap-
}CNC L

! Jack was terribly afraid that. Pitt had
been badly hurt, and the thought worried
him. And there was Mr. Strong, “teo—for
it 1s neccssary to remember that Jack Mason
enly  knew Sir Crawford Gm{l as  ‘* Mr.
Stronz.” And he was tetal'y In igncra:ce
o! tne disclozures which had bedn made re-
garding tho locket which led Sir Crawford
to believe that Jack was not thc orphan he
thoucht himself to be. , :

Altogether, the prizoner on board the Fore-
land was in no happy frame of mind when
he felt the vessel plugging stordily .through
the water, vibrating in & manner which in-
dicated that her engines werc not exactly
in the hest of order.

Jack knew that hie was going to London,
but he hadn't the faintest idea as to why
he had been kidnapped, or what would hap-
pen in London when he arrived.

The whole affair was mystifying and
worrying. But the cne thought which gave
Mason comfort was that Nelson Lee was at

St. Frank’s; and Nelson Lee, of all men,

was most capable .of dcaling with such an
affair as this.

But the ** stowaway '’ did not feel inclined
%o take things lying down. Before the
steamer had leit Caistowe he was cxamining
his prison. He had some matches, and he
atruck one or two of these and gazed abont
lim. '

The only exit was Iy means of the door,
and this was a heavy affair, fitted with a
stout lock on the other side. Jack knew at
once that he could do nothing—as yet. But
he had reason to believe that the captain
would come down with some food later on.
'Tl:en, pessibly, he would be able to get out.

But as the lad considered the position he
rapidly saw that he would be no better oft
even if he did cccape. He couldn’t swim
ashore, and he coulda't lower a hoat. Hc
was a captive on the ship, and it was reatiy
of little consequence what part of the ship
he occupicd.

Jack rocognised that his pesition was
pretity well hopeless, and he came to the
conclusion that it would be an idle thing
to attempt escape when the captain came.
Tudced, he would probably make his position
worse, for Davis wou!ld bo naturally incensed.
Until ke saw tome posilive avenue of escape
it would be better to remain submissive.
There was really nothiog clse to be done.

He sat upon the floor in darkness and dis-
comiort, fur there was nothing soft for him
to lic upon, and the ccld was really intense.
The Removite was shivering, and chilled
im. every limb.

Pos:ibly he dozed as he sat. At all events,
he lost connt of time, and suddenly realised
that the dcor was being unlocked. He got
to his feet stiffiy, and blinked as the light
of a lantern flashed into the store-room.
"*“liere we are, my lad,” said the gruff
voico of the skipper, nct unkindly. ‘° Why,
darn we if you ain’t blue all over! F meant
1o come afore, kid, but this blamed fog kep’
me &b the wheel. It’'s only because I'm
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kind’earted that U'm down -cre now., I
couldn’'t abear to think o’ you sufferin’.”

Thisg was precbably banter for the most part;
but there might have beecn a few grains of
gincerity in the skipper’s remark. For heo
broaght with him three thick, warm biankets,
a plate of brcad and meat, and a tin mug
of hot tea. Jack felt almo:st grateful as her
saw this. | :

‘“ No uneed to look scared,” weni on the
eaplain. * You won't come to no ‘arm,
young:ter. Git this ot tea Inside o' you
to bhegin with.”* - - .

“J didn't expect you’d thirk of me at all,”.
said Mason huskily.

‘“ Why, only shows that you don't me,”’
replicd the skipper. ‘1 ain’t a ’ard-hearted
brute like Simon Grell. You mneedn’t 'ave no
fear. tha;t/—'" ‘ : . .

*“*Can’t you tell me why I'm being token
to London?” asked Jack, half eagerly.

o That ain’t my business, young fellcr-me-

l1ad,” replied Davis. “I'd tell you in a
minute if I kncw, but I don't. You don’t
look 2 bad sort o’ kid, and I'm ’arf sorry
I tzok the job on. Still, I can’t make youy
walk back, so you’'ll ’ave to put up with it
now. 'l make things comfy—— DBy thun-
der! Wot's that?

The captain half leaned out of the dcor-
way and anxiously lcoked up the pussage.
| Several raucous shouts rang down {rom the

deck, and the thudding of heavy feet could
be heard. In addition, both the skippcr and
Jack Mason heard the engine-room tele-
graph sbarply elang ‘ full speed astern.”

“ Something wrong,’”’ growled Davis harshly,
“Y must go, boy——-"

Cr-r-r-rach!

[t was a deep, rending sound, like the
tearing of heavy sheets of metal and the
sp'intering of woodwork. Captain Davis and
Jack Mason were flung down violently, and-
! the lamp went out.” There was just ore
monient of silence, and then a perfect pande-
monium of yeclls and shcuts sounded on deck.

The skipper swore furiously, aud blundered
away, buy not before he had slammed thec
door of the store-room. In the darkness ho
did not seo thiat the lamp prevented the door
closing. And the skipper, in that moment
of crisis, was thinking of his ship, and uot
of the prisoner.. ’

Jack was quivering with excitement. Ho
knew well enough that an accident had hap-
pened. and he belicved that the Foreland
had struck some rocks in the fog. At all
events, the door of his prison was open, and.
he hurried out.

Feeling his way along the passage, he
| reaclied the companion at once, and nimbly
got to the deck. He ceuld see nothing, for
a dense fcg blotted out every object more
than a yard distant. But yells and curses
filled the air. Lo

Running forward blindly, Jack suddenly

became aware of the fact that the .deck:
lwas splintered and wrecked. Voices. ap-

peared to be coming -from immediately below:.
}him. Ho peered forward and downwards.

Whether the mist swirled away for a few
moments, or whether Jack’s eves bad Le-
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come . more. accustomed to the conditiong, he
dmnt Pmct.l\r know. But he. saw .the mr(-'
caztle of a wooden gailing-ship right before

him. It was ure('k_ed and splintered, em-
hedded into the sndc of the old t-mmp
steamer..

“The two vessels were locked together, hut
this state- of affairs wouldn't last for long.
'Water was pouring in throuch the gaps at.
a tremendous:pace, and it would enter in e
Lac-lg bedy as soon a3 the two shipa drifted
apar
» Beth ve: 3els were ddm.l“c'd but the Fore-
land was positively doomed. Her plites were
as rotten as cardboard, and the bows of the
Mtlmﬂ-thp had dug their way clean through.

Jack was wildly cxmted and ho acted in
¢ manner which surpnsed him constderably
wiuen he thouf'ht over it afterwards in cool
moment:s.. Thea main idea which ~dinned
thirough his hrain was to get away - to escape
from this ship wlncu was a prison. 1

And, unzeen by a soul, he took a flying
leap down on to the forecastle: of the ot.het
ship. Jack didn't realise the desperation of
that act at all at the moment; it seemed
quite a natural thing to do.

But barely ten sccondq later the two ships
drifted apart and lost one another in the

fog. The eound ol the rushing waters, as
they tore iuto the Foreland, could plainly
be heard. The: old steamer was filling like

a riddled bucket. |
- The leap which. Jack had, made Lad been
nothing in #tself, the distance being compara-
tively shght He landed squarely on a sait,
which had probably tumbled down as a con-
scquence of the impact. At all events, Jack
was grazed upon the- stiff, rough canvas, and
hie lary for some momenls lnrdl; darm" to
t:reathe.

The confusion 'm:mnd him seemed WOTSe
than ever; the hoarse cries of rouzh men

counded on all sides. But these were dir-
ferent men. The  Foreland, crippled and
sanking, had vanished iuto the enveloping
) (TR

After a while Jack became less excited,
and wondered it he had bettered his position
«r made it worse. He told himself that
was probably better, because this vesgel might
be making for one of the small south- coast
perts. And, in any case, it was splendid to
know that Simon Grell was defeated. Jack
would not fall into bis rascally uncle's hands
ieain !

“This thought, coming to him suddenly, gave i
!.un much comfort. "And he burrowed his
way into the mass of canvas and lay quiet.
His common-sense_ told him that this was
1.0 opportune time for him to reveal his pre-
senco aboard. ¥t would he far better to
romain hidden until tho confusion had passcd.

And so he lay there, protected from the
cold, and, m(leed half smothered by the
Leavy folds of t.luck canvas.

eilect of deade ning all sounds on. deck. The
\'0‘10 .5, loud and harsh at first, became less
pronounced, and c¢nly one or two sounded now
and acaia.

l"nmlly everything was (]lll(’t except for the

-he could look aloil

it{

This had tlw\i

gpiashing of the water dguinst “the ship's
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sides.  Jack Lkuew licble abeml th, rea. hu!
something told him that this seliooner was
uot being handied richt. She wias not heine
steered well, for she appearsd to lie broad
side to the waveg, which broke almozt con-
tinuously, with much noize. agninst her side.

Naturally, the vessel roiled, hut she seemed
to do eo alugrflshl,s. The absence of voices
and trampling feet made Jack worider, and

at- last he pushed the canvas aside and
cauticusly looked out.
Everythmg was dark and misty. Try as

he would, he couldn't sce far in any direction,
although the fog was certainly not so basl
as it had been. L\ft.r a while he found that
12 the deck for a few vards,

And then he saw that it wasn't level!

The vessel was vizibly down by the howa
and everything was L,h(rS-th silent, that is,
s0 far as human vaices or mevemints wers
concerned.  There  were  countlecss othe:
neises, but they ail seemed isolated.

Jack rase-to hia Ieet and ventured (o walk

forward a Tew pac.s. He expected to b
challenged, but nothing happened. It wa:
hia idea. that the schooner was under sail
again  and. making for the nearest port
Through the fog Jack conld see the stur-
board side-light [.,le ming dimly.

But how cnul(l the shin be under sail, b

wondered. She was co rtdmly not perfectiy
controlled, but the stearing gear might have
got. out of order. Jack moved forward again,
and then nearly tumbled off the fTorecastie.
He stood there for some few moments, liston-
ing, and staring into the fopo.

An uneasy lé-elmv was stealine over him -
a sensation of utter loneliness and isolation.
The absence of human voices was no longer

a comfort to him, but something to e
dreaded. He wanted to be found now, and

he cleared his throat and gave a Iusty hail.

There- was no answering sound except the
continuons splash of the sea.

Jack felt something move agaimst his feet,
anrd be looked down with a stact. Then his
icars were allayed, for lhe saw that the
‘* something '’ was a cat.

The animal was purring loudly, and pro:
reeded to rub itself against Jack's legs, ax

though pleased at having found company
“ All right, old. son,” said Juc%, bending
down and qtro!\mg the cat.

Again he  gave a haijl, but there was no
reply. And he moved [forward amidghips,
finding if necessary to grasp some asupport
occasionally. The rolling was noi aevere, Yor
the sia “was calm, but Juck was unacens
tomed to ships.

He arrived at the poop. and paced the
quarter-deck in solitary state, except for the
cat, which had closely followed him.

And now the trutl came to him.

While he had- been lying under  the

canvas the oflicers and crew had taken te
the boats, abandening the ship! They had

known nothing of Jack’s presence, and 0 had
not searched foc him. Apparently they hau
taken to the boats in a panic. but the fact
that they had gone wag significant.

I'or it mcant- that the ship wasd sinking.
and Jack now noticed that the list was fa
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me:e prennenced, ard a snft, steady, roar-
- noise imprrssed ileel! upon' bia ears.

The cchobarr was golag down, asnd Lhe
¢ily preson on board was Jack Mason! Not
a et reemnined, and he was shod in by the
caveloping mit, "o

Thu joeftion was startiing enough tn anr
expericrecd camen, kt alone 8 Merts schocl-
hny. J:cik breathed quickly, and his bhlood
ceenicd 0o run cold when he rcalised the
dreardinl truth,

ile wan aleme -nlone on a sinking ahip!

il

CUAPTER 1V,
BY TR MEACY OF FROVIDRN(E.

UST for a few monmenta Jack Maxzon atnod
quite «tHl, hardly ghia to grasp the

(il preil of his porition. :
' But then activity returmed, and be
knw Lthat he mwt do sowmcthing to wmave
bimacll. There was pobady clre to rely upon
Bow. And yet there was no boat, and he
hadan't the falniest Id a how for from lancl
ke was, or what dangera there were to face.

Rt br had read atories of penpleo bhehig
it alceo on shandourd ships, a he was
reod L' fcllaw 0 sit down and bemnan his
flate. It was left to him to act, a2hd there
w3t only one thing to bhe done.

He cgrtainly had no desire to lvave matters
nrtil it wae ton Iate, until he was sweked
dewn with the sinking ship. He must con-
rdrurt a raft somehow or other- anything
that would keep him afloat until daylwrht
sate. Thr perbaps some pasung ship woakhd
sre Lilin and he wouold be vescued.

"uricusly cnough, Jack had pot thought
ol Uwn poxtlbility af both ships heing sunk.
The Poecland., withont a doubl, was at the
httom by this time; ashe bhad probably
plenged to a watery grave within ten minutes
of the eolll:-ina. But this olther ship had
teemesd  practically whole, and Jack had
never anticipated this atate of aflalrs.

He did neds haow that her howa bad enf-
fervd wverely from the collision, and that
watler wos pouring stcadily into her forward
bold. The captaln and cicw, no doubht, hud
Briicned that matters werg more sorious, ot
they would notl have sbandoned the veasel
an hwrruedly.

But shoe corld nct last long., and Jack
awnoke to life with u wrageance.

Mlo hall boelteved thal he aould perish;
thad he would be unanle to conetruct aay
radp that would kevp him ahove wat:r. A
rafl is not such an cany thing to make as
same peopley tmagine, aud Jack was handt.
oappsil by the faet that he knew nothing
whatever of th.« ship,

It was dark and the fae was thick: it
wowld ha w cessary Lo hiin to grope sbhoud
y'=:iud the varlaus articles which wero necded
w e manulacture of something which
weitld glve bhinl aupport in theo water.

The 1ad’s exciteisent had ra*d and
he farcd the situatinn coolly d dity.
The Wet had come, and Jack Mason did not
fail. He kinew well cnough that d-ath wonld

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

almoat certainly follow If he plunged into
the wuter with only s spar, or something
of tha! nature, to sopport him.

It was December, and the sea was lcy.
He couldn’'t endurc a long immersion in the
water; after an honr or two at the mosb
he would become numbed and frozen and
would slip down to his death.

‘The ehance of being Jwicked up was remate,
unlcas the fog cleared. Tbhis did not seem
likely by the look of it. Jack, of course,
was anaccestomved to sca fogs, or he would
have known that this was probably a belt
of mist, which might drift off a4 any moment
withoat waraning.

But evem KB the fog did go his position
would not be mach improved. 8hipa did not
puza in crowds, and if this sinking schooner
wend to the bottows and left Jack strugygling
in the water, It was very unlikely that he
would ho seen.

All this was pertectly clear to Jack Mason,
and he knew, therefore, that his only chance
.l surviving was to construct a raft upon
which ho could stund clear of the water.
Even this exposure would be bad enough,
for ho would certainly be wet through with

ray in mno time. The situation was a

rsperate one, and there was no sense in
overlooking that fack.

And thero was po telling how long the
gehnaner would last. She might go down at
once, within ten minutes, or she might re-
main aftoat for an hour. These thoughts
were worrylng, but there was no sehse jn
anticipating disaster.

Jack sct to work with o will, the cat keep-
ing clowe to him constantly. The animal
apparently knew that the ship was doomed.
As Jack worked he wnndered whether he had
acted wiacly or foolishly in jumpipng from the
Foreland. It almoat seemed as though be
had merely jumped out of the frying-pan
only to land in the fire.

But, upon secound thoughts, Jack felt sgre
that his action had been for the best. The
Foreland wmust have senk within a minuto
or twe, and bably a great number of the
erew had perished. Here, at least, Jack was
safe s far, and he had no intention of look-
ing upon the worst side of things.

He wad alive, and ho meant to remaln
alive if it could bDe managed. The deck was
Mtiered with all sorts of debris, and Jack
remembered rcading a sea story in which a
pasty of shipwrecked mew constructed a
raft with empty harrels.

There ware three or four here, rolling ahoud
rather dangerousty as the chip lurched. With
oreat diffenity Jack manmaged to bind some
lcng spars to the barrela.-and In the cnd he
eonstructed a plutform ahout four feet wide
by elaht fect long. The whole thing might
capsize as soon as he lannched It, pat that
woald have to be chauced. And the launch
in it would be no easy task,

Somehow or other he must get the $hing
override, and quickly, too, Jor the sailing-
ohip was now asuming an acute angle,
being right down by the bows, her stern
clear of the water. _ :

He was so busy ot his task that te loss
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count of time, and forgot to worry about
the possibility of the ship sinking uuder his
fect and gucking him down into the vortex
of icy waters,

The chilling numbness had left him, too,
the evercise putting bim into a glow of
warmth whieh almost made him cheeriul,
H~ was perspiring freely, indeed, and at last
:;glrvc-yed his handiwork with much satisfac-
porld,

*“A pretty rotten joh, but it's the best
1 can do,’”” ke told himself. “ But bhow the
dickens amn I golng to get it overboard?”

He lookrd up, having an idea that he might
1. able to make use of the hand winch, which
vas provided for use in dizcharging the
cargo, By the aid of this he migzht be able
to sling the raft over the side into the water,

And a3 he looked up he gave a start.

The dawn had come, and the foz was
thowing drab-grey instead of black. He had
been so busy that he hadn't noticed the
change until now, The time was evidently
getting on, and the hour must have been
Leatween seven and eight.

Jack’s  watch had  stopped becanae he
Qhadn't wonad it, and he had no means of
telling the time—not that it mattered at all.
But a swdden thrill of excitement came over
him, and he looked all rouvd into the en-
veleping mist. Everything was hidden. from
him except the sea in the immediate vicinity
«f the ship. ,

Now and acain he had heard the hooting
of a steamer in the distance. At first this
had given him sudden hope, but he soon
loat it, knowing that a dozen ships micht
be within a mile and lis pcesiticen would be

searcely improved.

But for the Iast hour he Lad heard
nothinz, and knew that the schooner had
either drifted near the shore, or that he
was now out of the track of other vessels.

He was rather surprised that the ship had
not sunk vet, but. he knew that it would be
foolish to euntertain hopesz. She might slip
beneath the surface at any moment, and it
was highly neccasary to get the raft afloat
as quickly as posaible.. :

Bt it was easier said than done.

By toiling hard he at last managed to get
the rough thing clece against the starboard
side of the schooncr, and slung a recpe reund
it, and then hooked. it.on to the winch fusten-
“ing. By now daylight had ccme and the fog
had cleared alight-ry. But the apcle of the
-~k was ominicus, and Jack made all haste,

His exartions, however, wcre such that it
waa positively necessary to-take a bLreather
betore long. And then he bhecame aware of
a dull noise over towards the port side, and
b+ started.

It was
ujen  rocks.
oad 'eanaed agalnst the side. peering through
“the miat. At fipet. he. could see nothinz, but
then, dimly, he made out the outlines of
~jrgged rocks immediately ahcad, that is, to
the port side of the ship.
_ Aud she was drifting that way! |
Y Thé Iad forgot” all about his attempts f.
float the raft,. and stcod there, watching.

the scund of waves breaking

And Jack ran over the deck

It

‘Five minutes passed pechaps, but (hev scemed

|

.

1 exacetly

like houra to Jack. The rocks crept nearer
and rearer, and beecame more ¢lcarly defined.
Crash! _

It was net at all violent—just a dwll thnd,
which caused the decks to quiver znd the
ri¢ging overhead to tremble. But the
schooner was stationary, except for a recling
motion as it lifted to the waves.

In a rough s¢a the veszel would have been
smashed to atoms on those rocks within ten
minutes. But the sea was now comparatively
calm, and the scheoner had simply drifte-d
aimlessly ashore.

The impact with the rocks had stove her
side in, for Jack could distinctly hear a
fresh gound of rushing water. The old erafé
weuld sink now, and it was (uite possible
that she would fall back into drep water.

And then the mist cleared as if by magic -
althouzh  there was nothing remarkable in
thia. Such fows are generally shiftine abont,
and for it to lift in this way was quite com-
monplace.

Jack found himself gazing upon a1 rough
stretch ¢f coast-line, with frowping cliffs
immediately ahead, and rocks strewn about
in great confusion. There was no sign of any
buman habitation, and it was several ino-
ments hefore he could realize that this coast
was British.

The idea strick him, in fiuct, that the ship
had ‘drifted on to some rocky island, aund he
wa:n't quite sure even now that such was
not tire case. At all events. that could wait.
The most important thing was to get ashore,

The rocks against which the siiip Lad struck
were isolated, being some. little distance fromn
the shore. Jaek gave all his attention to the
caft once- more, aud by sheer physical effort
lie. managed to hoist it so that it was almo-t
balanced. A heavy push then s=nt it plung-
ing overboard.

But the lad had securcd it with repes, o
tht there was no danger of it drifting away.
It plunged beneath the surfuce at first, but
rapidly came up and assumed an even ‘“ Keel.”

*“ Ripping !’ muttered Jack excitedly.

He knew that he would be able to prop:!
the unstable craft to a poinl rrem which
he could reach safety. 'I'he schooner's crew
had teken all the boats, but a couple of vars
were lying amongst the litter, and Jack
seized one of them.

He didn't forget the cat, but cauglht it up
in his arms and scrambled down a rope &lowiy
and awkwardly. He felt extremely unsafe.

- once tpon the raft, for it bobbed abont

the most dizsconcertine fashion..
[ =)

At length, however, he succeeded in pust::
inz off towards the shore, using his oar as
a paddle. - The poor cat, drenched with
apray, crouched low, prubably Knowing thaot
safoty lay within eight if it only remai:
still,

How Jack gzot the raft ashore he didi't
know. 1t was a terribly long¢ job,
for the current carried him hall across the
rugzed: bay, flually tanding himn at o spot

b had never expected to arrive at.

The cat waz ashore first. It sitaply
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gtreaked across the rceky beach and vanishedd
before Jack had gnt his fout ashere, He
didn't mind wmueh, for the animal! was nnt
extetly handsome, and as long 2s it was safe
Jnck was content.

His fcelinge ns hc set font wpon sslid
rourd were deep, for he had almost given
imself up for lost on one or two occasions,
Rut now he was safe, and he watched the raft
drift. haek Into the waves quite contentedly.
It had served its purposc, and nething more
had been expected of It.

The néxt thing was to find out where he
waxs, and he snddenly bececame aware that he
waa enormousliy hungry and rather faint.
His deeperate position had made him forget
Iatiguc; but now that the danger had pamed
be was feeling the effvcts of his perilous
adyenture.

Fortunately he was not wet through. Only
his leet were really ronked, and his legs had
been spinshed well past the knees. Bulb Jaek
war remarkably fortunate in having escaped
e luckily, and he was intensely grateful.

Me sct his gedth, and marched up the beach
to the ¢liff. He found that he would be ahle
to climb the rocks tn the summit, and he
sct ahout the task with a will. The exertion
warmed hhn up uraln, and by the time he
was at the top of thoe cliff he was glowing
in the cold, wintry alr, .

okd

Glaneing back, he saw that the
schooner was now op her side, but stitl well
above the water, helpless on the roeks.
Right down the beach a group of men were
hurrying to the spot; but they had not seen
Jack. At ndl evcnte, they made no sign. For
a momeut or two the Jad was half-inclined
to go down and meet them, but the sight of
rome hources in the distance decided him
otherwire. He hurried towards them, passing
aw:’ roagh downs until he arrived at a small
road.

Ilis feclings were higher than ever now, and
e presently found himself in the strect of a
Hitle ‘illage. He meant to inquire where
he wasa, hut kpnew that such an inguiry would
ok curious and It mm?l be neccisary for
gl.mdto Srglain. Howeverf it had to be done,

velded.

But it was unnccessary, after all, for hefore
ke saw gnybody he noticed an old sign-post
at the corner of a branch road, and he
glanced up at it. That first look told him,
at all events, that he was in England. Por
the sign read: *°*To Hallbury Station, 2
miles.”’

That was q‘nue good enough for Jack.
There was obvivusly no station here, or the
rign-past wounldn’'t have that inscription. Jaek
set off at a brisk pace, fecling in his packet
for maoney.

He found that he had aix or seven shillings
on him, and be nhopcd that this would be
enough to secare him a breakfast and leave a
balapce for the train-fare to Bellton or
London- -whichever was the nearer.

Or, hie declded, he could easily serfid » tele-
ram to Nelsom Lee at 8t. Frank’s.

new, would instantly bring a result. Full

This, be
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of joy al having eccaped from death, he
trudged alang the road resolutely,

He wondered f those at St. Fpank’'s knew
that the Foretand had gone down. But, even
if they did, they wouidn’t connect it with
him, for Jack had no idea that Reginald Pitt
had scen him taken on board. |

Hallbury, he found, was quite a deccent
little town.” He could see it nestling in a
hotlow as he appreached, and the first thing
be enconntered was the station—whicha
couldn't have been better.

RPe mmediately made ingmiries, and found
that he- was barcly forty miles from St.
Wraak's, and that a train would take him to
Bellton, via Baunington, within forty minutce
—that is, it woald draw into Hallbury in
fortg minutes’ time¢. The journey itself took
an hour and a half.

There was 2 little refreshment-room on the
station, and be cagerly purchased some sand-
wiclies and some bot coffee. The coffeec was
vile and thc sandwiches were stale—but Jack
Mason thought he had mever tasted nicer food
ar drink in his life.

He was feeling wonderfully refreshed when
he took his seat in the train. He hadn’t sent
any telegram, althaugh he would have pre-
fertred to do so. But there was no office at
the statiop—at least, it wasa’'t open—and
the post-office was right in the town.

- However, perhaps it wonld be just as well
to give cmerybody a surprise—foy Jack was
quite sure that Mr. Strong and Nelson Lee
were woreying over him, to say nothing of
Pitt and the other fellows.

Altogetlrer, Ja¢k Mason had passed through
o remarkable adventure, but he didn’t seem
to be much impressed, for the first thing he
did after lesving Hallbury was to close his
eyes and fall sound asleep.

COAPTER V.
BACK FROM THE DEAD !}

ELSON LEE cleared his throat.
“ You must try to control your-
self, Pitt, my boy, ' he said Rindly. " I
am greatly touched by this grief on
your part, but matters will not be arended by
giving way to despair.” <
* Bat—but Mason's dead, sir!’”’ muttered
Pitt huskily. ** There's no hope at all—he
went dowif in that ship. Is there any hop
9ir?”’ he added, looking up quickly. **Just
spark of hope——"'

‘“ No, Pitt, I am afraid that I can give y
no comfort whatever,”” replled Lee. Ji
would be cruel for me to tell you that the
might be & ehance, because everything poi
to the fact that the poor boy met his deat

?‘ir"l(:mwlord Grey rose to his feet, p@od
and ill.

** But there is a chance, Mr. Lee—a falpt,
fimsy chanece, 1 will admit,”” he said. ‘' Ppor
Jack has not been found, and is it not
sible that he has been picked ap by some
ward-bound ship?”

* It Is possible, of couorse,’” agreed N




There was a deep, rending sound like the tearing of sheets of metal. The next moment
the lamp vrent out, and Captain Davis and the boy were flung to the deck —(See p. 8.)
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Lee.  “ Bat yvou must remember, my dear
air, that the tad was a prisoner on the Fore-

1and and had practically no chance of escape,.

‘Tho vessel aank with extraordinary rapidity,
and it womld be foolish for_ 13 Lo assume that
he is otill alive. If, indeed, he did get out of
hls prison, hc most inevitably have been
lunged into the sea. And death would have
chn switt and snre,”

“ But he might have grasped some apar?”’

** Again, such an event ja sible,’”’ agreed
Nelson Tee.  Bat what chance would the
1ad have In a fog, and with the water at eo0
enld a temmperaturte As it ls at thia time of
the jcar. No bouy could stand such exposure
for more than an hour.”

**Yon are right, Mr, Lee,” said Rir Craw-
ford aadiy. ' 1 am foolish to nllow such hopes
to epter my breast., Qreat Heaven! What a
terrible dinaster to come opon me at such a
*ime av this. It is cruel -it i» ghastly !’

The baronet aank back {n his chalr, and |
valked silently ncrosa to the window. Bir
Montic and Tommy were atanding there, and
they 'ooked at me miserably aa 1 joined them,
Pitt was still sohbing occasionally, but he
had got over the firct ghoack, and waa now
dumh with grief.

“Pear boy, hadn't wo bh-tter go%"
wested Tregellis-West.
thin®, an” 1 want to
freely,
PYoor old Pitt! Ain't he shockin’ly cut up?
| nr.-\arr thonght he cared so mnuch for Maron,
beoad !

“Thin crisls has ahown us Pitt's true
character,” 1 enid gnletly, ** There's no act-
ing about this- -he's hatt-dotty withh misery, )
fion’t know what the dickens we're golng to
do now. How abeut telling the other fellowaY
The echool will have to know before long—"

N P nothln’( for the present, Nipper,”
'nterrupted. Nelwon Ler, who had lhieard my
remntk.  * The school i3 in ignorance of the
lenater, #0 far, and no report will he made
to-day. It would be a pity to send the boye
+%'ay on their holidays with such news fresh
in their minda®’

1 don't think we'd better let ourselvos bLe
ol much, alr,” sald Watson.

* Why not, my boye”

“* Well, our foces give the game away, sir,”
replicdd Tommy.  * The chinps will he asking
tus all sorte of questions, and we can’t tell
hes, 1 think we'd better get oft to london
we quickly as we can.”

sug-
*We can’t do any-
cxpress my feelin's

* No doubt yc,}ll. are tight, Wateon,'' sald
Neleon Lee.  “The puosttion is extremely
dificult, aud 1 scarcely know what to

advire --*

“Great 8cott!” 1 yelled,

1 was staring out inte the Triangle,. and
the exclamation had left my lips lnvolun-
taniiy. Just for a few acconds 1 thought that
1 was oft my head, and 1 went hot all over
and guivered In every limb.

For Jack Mason had just entered the gate-
way. ‘ o
asked the

“ What s the matter, Nipper?”
g iv'nor eharply,
“ Nun-nothlng, sie!* 1 gaeped. "1 -1 _dida’t

It can’t Lo done bere, you know.

‘mement of a person’s death,
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mean to yell ont like that. Let's be golfng,
you chapa!"” I added hurriedly.

Mason had passed out - of view of the win-
dow by now, and I knew that the oth®rs in
the room couldn’t see him. I rushed to
the door, and 8ir Montie and Tommy followed
me.  Nelson Lec looked after us with a
frown, but 8ir Crawford and Pitt took no
notice. =

Outside In the passage my chums seized me.

* You--yon unfeeling rotter!” said Watson,
glaring. ‘ .

[ must admit that Tommy is qnite right,”
aaid 8ir Montie aeverelr. “1'm surprised at
you, Nipper—1 am, rcally! Fancy yellin' ont
like that -—-*’

*“1 think I'm dotty!" I exclaimed, hreath-
ing hard.

**1 jolly well know you are!"” snapped
Watsen, "

[ saw M@on,” 1 said deliberately. 1
saw him come ju at the gateway—as briskly
a: anythlag —""

. }'uu eaw Maron!" gasped Sir Montie.

(X} c..-..

“Dear fellow, §t’s too bad of you,” said
Tregellis-West sadly. - You oughtn't to
imaginc these things durin’ such a time of
grief. It waz aomehody e¢lse you saw, old
fellow. Mason’s dead, poor chap—"'

**Come along to the lobby!”
huskily.

To tell the truth, T half-believed that 1
had boen dreaming, for after the evidence we
had recelved it seemed utterly impossible that
Jack Mason c¢ould have appeared at 8t.
Frank’s.

I had heard of visionk, and I found myself
thinking queer things ns [ hastened down the
passnge, k"lsiona huve often been seen at the

I said

Perhaps Jack
Mason had died at that very moment! But
1 wasn't convineed--it seemed too prepos-
terous..

We entered the lobby and found it dererted.
exeept for Owen major.e He regarded us
cnrluusI{.

** Anything upt” he asked. ' Any ghoats
about, or what? Have you bheen putting
white. paint.on your faces?”

“ Did--did you sec Maerom just now?” 1
gasped. |

Owen major jerk:d his head towards the
study passage.

“Yes.” he replied alortly.
in a minute ago.”

‘“ What?'* shriecked Watson.

‘“ Oh, begad!” ‘

Owen major stared more than ever.

* Blessed if 1 can eee anything to yell at,””
he sald Impatiently. ‘¢ Mason ain't a ghost,
1 suppose? He looked a bit untidy, I'll admit,
but thiat's hiz business. I thought he went
away for the holidays laet night.’”

We didn't. wait to hear any more, but
rushed down the Remove passage like three
maniacs. The door of Study was ajar,
and we piled In one after the other. And
there, standing in the middle of the stuily,
was Jack Mason! -

y ;“ It'a™-it's hie sjurit!** panted Walson fear.
ully.

“ Mason cam9
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“ Where's Pitt?” aszked the apparition, in
&'moat matter-of-fact tones. **I've been
anxious ohout him—-" ;

“* Anxious about him!"” I shoiutdd. *‘lHc's
all right; bnt we've becen worijed terribly
over jyon, Mason—we thought yau were dead
—we thought yon'd gone dowm an the Fore-
land Oh, my goodness! 1It's ripping to sec
you alive!”

Jack Mason smiled. '
squeak,”

“I've had a parrow he said
wearily. * I thought you'd be worrying.
somehow. Where's Mr. Strang? 1 hope he
hasn’t left the school yect, and I'hape that

haven't caused anybody a lot of
trouble—"’

“ Dear fellow, there’s goin’ to be an explo-
sion soon!" said Sir Moutie solemnly. ** Pitt

will go nearly off his head when hne finds:

It’s too good fnr words
don’t know
feel if your

you're safe. Begad!
—I'm so frightfully pleased 1
what to say. Dear old boy, let's
hand’s solid!”

The next moment we wcre vigereusly shak-
éon, and there was nn,

ing hands with Ma
longer any doubt in our minds that he was
rcal enough. In some miraculous:fashion he
had escaped—and bad come to tell us the
news in person.

“I'm glad 1 dida’t say anything in the
guv’'nor’s study,” 1 exclaimed, with glittering
eyes. " By Jlingo! What a surprise we'li
give ’em! Mr. Strong will be sent into a

fit with delight if we don’t set to work carc-y

fally.
* And e0o will Pitt!” put in Watson.

* Pitt!” echoed Mason. ** Why, Pitt im't
eut up, is het”’

** You don't know how you've changed Pitt
¢his last month or two,”” I said quietly.
* We all thought you were dead, Mason, and
Pitt absolutely broke down and sobbed. He's
a splendid chap, and peu’ll never be able to
thank iim whken you find out what he did for
you iast night.” .

Mason’s eyes gleamed. .
r:l‘m glad,” be said slowly. * Gond old

i t.!ll

“IM go along first,” I went on. * You'd
better come with Tammny and Montie, Mason.
Stand just outside the door while 1 break
the news. I horestly believe that if you
walk straight in you’ll cause a terrific com-
metion.”

Mason couldn’t quite belleve it, but 1 de-
eided that it would be better to give a hint
in advance. And w¢ went down the pass=age
aeein and kRalted outside Nelson Lee's dnor.
1 placed my finger to my 1lips, and then
tapped Qo the panel. )

* Oh, it’s youn, Nipper,”” said Nelson Lee. as
I entered. * Qood gracious! You're looking
quite excited, young ‘upn!”

Sir Crawford Grey was now bending over
Pitt, talking to him quietly, They both
looked up at me as they heard the guv'nor’s
-words. And 1 suppose 1 was looking rather
excited, toe. | _

“ Dear me!” eaxclaimed Sir Crawford.
*““ Dear me! Have you heard any fresh news,
Nipper? I sincerely trust so.”

;
i

1

J

1 entering the study.
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“ Well, sir, T hav
admiited cautiously.

*“-Cuméerning Jack?”

*Yes, sir.” - ' ‘

“ What is it—what is i$?” demanded Pitt,
almost ficreely. * What news have you heard
Nlpp'qr? Is be alive? Has he heen saved?
Got it ont, ‘man—I can - zee you've -heard
something startling ! :

“ Yoa mustn’t anticipate, Pitt,” protested
Nelson' Lee, in distress. * You wiil only
reecive a fresh disappointment——'*

“T dom't think so, sir,” 1 imterrupted
serenely. ' Fitt happens’ to be right. Jack
Masim has been saved!"

“ What?” suouted Pitt.

" Good gracicus me!” gasped Sir Crawford.
‘“ Upon my soul! I—1 hope your information
18 correet Nipper—1 pray Heaven that it is
correct! Deir me! 1 really do not know
what to say!”

“1 ounly hope that Nipper has not spoken
prematurely,” said Weleon Lee gravely. ™ Tell
me, young ’'un, where did you get this ia-
formation? Why are you so sure of its
authenticity? 1 can scarcely believe that
Mazson is alive.” .

“You will in a minute, sir,” 1 grinned.
“ Sntile, everyhedy—there’s nothing to worry
over at all. I thought Y'd better break the
news gently, because ft's a bit startling.
Mason is not only safe, but be’s here!”

“At—at St. Frank's?™” shouted Pitt ex
citedly. |

‘““Yes, I'm here all right,” said Jack Mason,
“1 didn’'t Kknow that
you were so canc:crned——" ‘

But his voitce was drowncd the next second.
Pitt dashed np to him and grabbed his hand.

¢ got a bit of newa.” I

! Just for the time his emotion was such that

he couldn’'t articulate his words, but the
warmth of his grip was eloquent enough. And
Jack was in Sir Crawford's embrace almost
immediately—much to his surprise and em-
barrassment. He hadn™t known that = Mr.
Strong ** cared for him so much.

“My boy—iny bey!” exclaimed the baronet
fervently. ‘* Thank Heawxen that yon are safe!
But 1 am amazed—I am bewildered. This
sudden appearance is like 2 miracle, for we
had given you up for tost!™

‘““Yon have evidently a remarkable stary
to ¢eil us, Mason,” satd Nelson Lee. * How
you escaped Irom the Foreland is quite
beyond my comprehension—for I observe that
yon have not even received an immersion.”

“I've had an awfal time, sir,” said Jack
Mason quietly. < But I can’t understand how
yocu knew 1 was on the Foreland at =all.*

Nelson Lee smiled.

“y think it would be as well if we had
explanations all round,” he said. ** We are
naturalty anxious to hiear your story, Mason,
and s0 we should like you to rclate it at once.
Afterwards you shai tear cur side.”

“ One moment, Mr. Lee,” interrupted Sir
Grawford concernedly. “~ Perhaps Jack is
hungry and thirstv—would it not be better
to provide him——"

‘* That's all right, sir,”” interrupted Jaek.
I had surse coffee and sandwichea at Ha!ll-
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Jmirs Station, and 'm all right for a bit. 1
want to tell yon h'erythinﬁ, and to know at|
the reat before 1 have angything clne to eat.”

So, withont: further délay, Jack Mason re-
tated exactly what had occurred, and we
listened witl: great interest, H« told the
tory in simple Innguage, and tried to make
u;i'i that e had done nothing at ali remark-
e, )

But we knew well enough that thia waa
only his modeaty, for it was quite evident
that he had acted in a manner that was
worthy of the utmost pralse. 1o ‘conclusion,
he put In a word for Uaptain Davie, of the
Foreland.

1 don’t thiok he's actoally bad, sir,”’ gaid
Mason., It wae my uncle who took me on
board the 2hip, and Captain  Davis didn’t
much cuare for the idea of Keeping me a
prisoner, He wax glving me rome warm
Lianketa and some feod when the collision
ogccureed, amd told me that [ shouldn’t be
harmed. 1 don t think # would be fair to
prrosecnte him my  uncle was  to blame
centirely. ™

* Not entirely, Mazon,” said Nelson Lee.
“Captuin DPavie acted o n disreputable
mannhet by imprianing you in the test place,
daat 1 dopn’t think he realised the gravity of
the: offence, and 1 am sure we =zhall nog
tronble to prosecute  him, &inee you do
not wish it. A« for your own part in the
MUair. 1T G only tell yon that I am filled
with the greateat admiration.”

“ Admrcation! * echioced Sie Crawford, his
cyea gleaming  * Why, bless my soul, the
Ind 1» & wonder! You have covered yourself
with glory, Jack, and [ cannot ind words to
cypre~s my intense pride.  You were in &
most [rightful predicament, and yet, by your
cwn efforts glone, yon maunagod to extricate
sourself unharmed. But yon must not think
that we did not attempt to aid you™

“How did o hnow 1 was on the Fore-
laud, ~icl”’

"It was Pitt’s dolug,” replied Sir Craw-
ford, Pitt distioguished lumsel!  wounder-
1y Last night - *°

“Oh, I say, sir!"” protested Pitt.

“ Yonu may say what vou like, my haoy, bhut
the face remains that you proved your pluck
and loyalty in a most. rewarkable manner,”
sl the baronet. It geemed that sheer
disaster had oeenrered: but Heaven haa been
marciful. My boy, I am grateful that you
fuive baww spared.”’

And ~Nir Crawlford placed 2 gentle hand
upon tack’s shoalder.

Mason listened wonderingly as he learned
that Regiuald Pitt Liad followed Simon Grell
und Jake Starkey to Caistowe an the pre-
viow:s eventng. He learned how Pitt had seen
the enscuds teansfer him to the Foreland, and
Row Pitt had hurrled bLack with the news.
We hiad attempted o rescue, but had arrived
too late,

Bat Nelson Leir had not Leen dismieced, He
Knew that the steamer was hound for Lordon,
whd hind made adl areangements too have the
vessel met 3 the ship had made its vowsge
dack wounld have heen n ne davger, for e
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would have been released upon arvival, and
Grell,and. Starkey would have been captured,

“ AY all cevents,’”” axid Nelson Lee, * you are
safe, Mason. 1 am_not quite so sure about
your uncle; he will have no occasion to visit
the docks now, since- he must know that the
veasel has gone to the bottom. He will
probably assume that you arc. dead, as we
did. Captain Davie himself believes that you
perished.'’ ’

Jack looked worried.

“T1 can’t understand why my wuncle tried
to get me away, air,”” he said slowly. ** And
it’s not necessary to go after him now, is it?
I'm safe, and he can’'t do me any further
harm—-."

‘“My deat Iad, you do not understand,”
interrupted Sir Crawford. *° Your uncle stole
a guld locket from this very room last night -
a locket which is of the utmost value t» me.
Half of it was yours, I am told -—-"'

‘““Why i¢ there anather half, sir?’” aszked
Mason, in surprise. ‘1 had heard that that

-senled package. of youra contained the other

half of my locket, hut I couldn’'t believe it.
It scirms 80 impassible.”” .

“You may well say that, Jack.” replied
Sic Crawford. * But there I8 u gecret cown-
cerning that locket which may prove some-
thing absolutcly wonderful. 1 bardly dare
speak of the matter now—until some reliable
cvidence is  fortheoming. It ia most im-
portant that the lecket should be recovercd,
0 thnt inquirics may be made.”

“ Our main difficulty is that we do not
know where CGrell is gituated,”” said Nelson
Lee thoughtfully. * Close inquiry, perhapsz,
will aid us in locauting —*’

*““Why, I think I can tell vou zomething,
atf,”’ put in Jack quickly. ** My uncle was
talking with that man Starkey, and he said
that they would stay at Indgings in Wapping
untit the ship arrived.”

Nelson Lee ‘turned quicklyv.

“"Indeed!” he cexclalmed. * This i very
interesting, Mason. Did Grell mention any
address? Think carefully.”

* Well, sir, it wasn't an absolute address,”
replicd Jack. ** My uncle said that he and
Ktarkey would stay at Mother -Somebody’s,
in George Terrace, Wapping.®' :

“*Deac me! That is quite sufficlent,”” said
Lec grimly. I have little doubt, Mason,

that the name was  Hackett — Mother
Hackett's?"” -
“That's the naane, sir,”" replicd  Juoek
promptly. * How did vou know?"’

"It is a somewhat notorious lodging-
house,”” smiled the guv'nor, *“and Mother

Hackett is very well known to the police.
So Mr. Grell is staying there? Our froubles
are greatly reduced, for we can lay hands
upon Grell at ence. 1T really think that we
had better atart for London withont dela: -
ot ~Mr. Strong.”’ :

Sir Crawford chuckled.

“Dan’t you think that my little deceplion
has goue far enougint’’ he ashed. **1 havo
R mind to tell the hoys the truth, Mr. Lee.'

“It wonld certainly do no haeny,” ad-
mitted Nelson Lee smilingly,
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«“ Wh&t deception,  sir?”’ askchack. look- |
log pugzled. = oy
*“1 muct plead gujlty to having played a

ittle trick upan you, Jack,” said Sir Craw-
ford. placing his ‘arm rtound. the lad's

shoulders. ** When ', you saved my’'’'life somec

months ago I rcadily saw thiat you were not .
in prosperouvs circumstances, and X felt thatl
you would he embarrassed if you Knew that

I was rich. So 1 called myself * Nr, Strang,’
apd made you bhelicve that I Was quite
poor.” .

“ But—hut aren't you Mr. Strong?” asked
Jack amazedly.

““No, my bay -that is merely a name,”’
replied the baronct. “ I thought that you
would be uncomtariable if you knew my rcal
name—which is Sir. Crawford Gr@". Bat 11
am not a terrible person, and-—"2

“ Well, I'm jiggered!” cxclaimed Tommy
Watson bluatly. ** Then-2then jyou're a,
baronet, sir—lihe old Montie?”’ J

Sir Crawfcrd chuckled. L ,

“ Exactiy—exactly!” he agreed. “ Like
old Moutie. Baronets are quite cgmmon, I
¢an assure¢e you, Jack, and you woa't *t.h-in}c1
any the warse of me, will you? J was un-
dul scnsitive, perbraps, and 1 deeply’

apologisec—"’ .
“Q0h, I say, sir!” protested Jack, flushing.
» You ncedn't do that! 1t doesn’'t make

much diference what your name is, does it?

ook upon ycu as the first real friend I ever
had in the world.” ) ’

“J could wish for nothing better,” s2id
fir Crawford quictly. * But stay! 1 do
wish for somectbing better, lad. I pray to
Hcaven that I shall be more than a friend
to you before long. Tbkere is a chance that
—— Oh, but I maosta’t spcak now!” he
added, shaking his head. 1 am filled with
high hopes, but tbhe matter is noet certain.

. there, lad! You look puzzled, and;
I'm not surprised. But all will come straight
before long." _

Jack knew that his curiosity was met to
de satisfied. Already he vas filled with
wounder, and couldn't in the least understand
the affair of the gold locket. . _

And Nelson Lee, after glancicg at bis
watch, laid down the law. .

* Now, Nipper,” he said briskly. * Tnkc%
Mason awey and get the matran to supply’
him with a bearty meal at ouce; or you!
can rake comething up in your own study if
you like. Alter that you must get your-“
sclves rcady quickly, for we start for Lon-;
don by one o'clock, if possible. I thought
about pgoing by train origically, but t-hc-*
weather d8 finc apd we might as well go by
motor-car.”

‘“ Who, sir?” as

siniatnnenlivne
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ked Watson cagerly.

|
You'rc just the saipe, and 1 shall always ﬂ
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“Then you shall,” smilcd. Lee. .

‘“ Thank you, sir,”” said TIth, gratefauily.
“Ob, isu't it <imply splendid!” Le added
with - ysifining e¢yes. ' An hour ago " every-
thmg.w:.gs terrible, but now I fecl thet I
could juemp for joy.”” =
- *You'd beiter go im the Trimmgle, t:en,”
chucklud Nelson Lee. '

Cocd humour was completely. restored;
the change ina us all was remarkable—most
particlarly in Sir Criwiord Grey. . The
worried lincs had left his face, and he was
looking not a year older than fifty.

Pitt came with us while we gave Jack
sorie hreakfast—or, at least, a mcal, far it
was getting on for dinner time. And in due
course we got ourselves ready and rcporied
at Nelson lee’s study by e quarter to ore.

Jack Masoun was tooking wonderfully fresn, -
considering the nature of the adventure he
had recently passed through. =<:i.s1 in 8
new suit, washed and tidy, hec ecemed as
though he bad spent the mnight m bed;
instead of on the sea, atroggling to otcapo
trom death.

We didn’'t waste much time over biddirng
the other fellows gocd-bye. As a matier of
fact the rest of the joniors were busy with
their own concerng, and they didn't notice
that anything spccial was going on. It was
quite wsual for motor-cars to take juniors
Bome Tor the halidays.

At last we started, and we little guesced
that this trip was to mean a great decal
more than appcarcd on the surface—at least,
for Jack Mason. )

"CHAPTER V),
TRAPPED !
AKE STARKEY filled his pipe with a
rather shaky hand.
“1 don't 1ike it, Simon,” he said
nervously. ' The boy’s dead—as dead

RS wot this “ere piceéz "o’ beef is an the table.
An’ we’re responsible, in a way o’ speakin’,
There'll be trouble——"

“ Stow yomur lip!’ snapped Simon Grell
savagely.  You always wa3 a croaker, Jak..

1 Therc's no danger, -you fool. We shaa’t

come to o barm. How was we to know that
the ship would sink? We didn’t try to kil
the kid, did we? It means the loss of five
thousand quid to us, mecre or less.”

" ¥es, but you put the boy on board,”
said Starkey. ‘*1If the truth ever gits out,
Simon, we shall find ourselves in a queer Lx.
Wot about Daviz? As likely as not he'll
give us away."’

Grell shook his bead.

< Cap’'n Davis won't be such a biamnd

Mantie,

« Gir Crawford, Mason, Nipper, e

d urgelf,”” replied the guvnor.
oo rse{o Pitt is at liberty to come if be
wishes to.”” Nelsan Lee turned to Pitt.
« But 1 don't know your arrangements, my

J 1'd love to come up with you, sir—with
Jack,” said Pitt eagerly.

'fool,”” he said confidently. ‘“ Hell keep his

1 tonguc between his tceth an’ say nothing.

He's got himscli to think of, dop’t forget.
\Why, if the truth camec oub suffer more

than we should.”
But Starkey was not comforted. He was

very pervouz, and made n9 a!l,e.mpt; to hide
his feelings. The rascally pair were seated
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o a rear apartment att Mother Hackett's,
ty Gueorge Terrace, Wapping,

Jt was getting ou towards evening; In
fact the blinds had alrcady been drawn nud
the incandeseent gas was alight.,
~etell bt licard the news of the sinking
ol the Forcland some honrs hefore, and it
(ind put him into n bit of & panic at first,
Ssomn alterwarda  he  learued that  the
sohoener whieh find been in colligion with
the Forcland hod ran ashore, derelict, further
aong the ¢onast,

\ecording to all reports, the captain and
most ot the crew had been saved, Two men
hild boen drowned, and their bodies had been
secoveorel. But thete was no mention what-
cver of Jack Mason. Without the slightest
doubt the lad had gone to the bottom with
the steamer, locked {n the store-room.

Fromm Simon Grell’s point of view there
could be no doubt whatever. Jack, being a
priconer, had had wno chance at all. The
hip had sank within five minutes, and the
ol couldn't poasibly have ecieaped.

After the first alarm, Grell becesme calmer.
H. bezan to sce that he was safe, for no-
hody o execept the cuptain knew that Jack
‘lason had bien on board—and Davis, of
course, wonld heep his own counsel.

“Wi're all right in any case,”  Grell
dectared.  * Supposin’® the  Kid's hody  is
cood, wot then? Why, Davis will say he
didun’t know  nothin® about the boy bein’
Athoard, and every member of the crew will
bocae out the statement. 1t°ll be took that
Jack was a stuwaway, an’ there's nobody to
Liame for his death buat himselfl. From the
way you talk, Jakge, anybody inight think
that we tried to Kill the kid.”

** Now, that's silly,’”” objected Starkcy. 1
nesor said nothin® o° the sort. At the
vworst, we can only git into trouble for stow-
ing the kid on bhourd. It might mcan a
couple o' yeara in ganl—an’ I ain’t aonxious
tor thnt.”

Grell snorted,

“1 tell you they ecan’t touch ua,” he
crowled,  *It's a  pity the boy's  dead,
b cause 1 wanted to make Sir Crawford pay
a prebty price for him. There's just
chance that Jack is old Grey’s son, but it
ain’t been proved. So far as the law goes,
the boy is my nephew, an’ I brought him
up. I'm his guardinn, an’ I've got the right
to say where he's to be. My iden was to
give bim into Sie Crawford's charge in ex-
change for o tidy sum. But that ldea’s
knncked on the hieand now.”

“An' wot aro we goin® to do?” asked
Starkey.
1 wanted that money to pay our ex-

penser ont to Africa,’”” weant on Grell thought-
fully. “ Well, £'s no good grumblin'., We
shall have to do'the best we can without thy
nmon®y. Arter all, we've got the locket, an’
that’s the tnwin thing.”

* Supposin’® there ain’t any treasure --—"'

Simon Urcll swore,

** You're always suppasin’, durn you!'' he
siapped harshly. * The treasure's thoRe—I
heard 8ir Cruwiord say so hissell{-an' it
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can't be recovered without this 'ere locket.
Understand? 1've got the locket, an' 1I'm
goin’ to study it careful, an’ copy down the
Arabic writin' so that we¢ shall be sufe,
We'll leave all the actual plannin’® until
later on, “but~x1 don’t intend to waste no
time."

As Grell wag gpeaking he removed the
locket from his pocket and examined it with
interest. While be was doing so Jake
sStarkey bent over his srhoulder, and the)
were both cilent for a few minotes. .

“ You see, Jake,”” said Grell at last, * thia
treasure was hidden by some poor. Arah
chap wot died of thirst on the desert. Ycu
can «ce wob ¥ says here—" :

“'Ow can 1 see?” growled Starkey. 1
can't read that queer-lookin’ lingo.”’

“Well . I can't read it proper,”” said Grell.
“ &till, Yve sared in a good few ships
traxellin’® to Morocco and such-like places,
and I've picked Tip a bit of Arabic.” I can
rcad cnongh to make it certain that this
treasure i3 worth fetchin’. I mean to get
hold of a pal o' mine this week, and we'l
git the thing clear—he can talk Arabic like
i native, and read- it, too. If this thing
only comea oll, Jake, we're rich for life,
a;;d. there's no reason why it shouldn’t come
off.” |

*I've never understood how you found out
about it fust,” rewarked Starkey.

““That's only because you're so blamed
densc,” said Grell polifely. * When T went
down to that school to begin with 1 never
thought of the locket. I wanted to know
what Jack was up to, bein' at such a swell
place. Then 1 saw this locket—at least, hall
of it. An' it sct me on another game. It's
worth all the risk we've had, Jake. We¢ had
some trouble down there, but all the danger’'s
over now. We're as safe as houses, in spite
of that smart 'teo down at the school. He
thouﬁhb that he counld spoil our little game,
'Jlgtt,' 1e didn’t know the man he was dealin’
with.”'

While Grell was  speaking,
sounded on the stairs outside. and Grell,
after a quick glance at his companion,
slipped the locket into his waistcoat pocket.
Starkey almost went pale.

* Who—who's that?” he whispered.

‘““Nervous agin!”’ snapped (CGrell. “1It
might Le that fcler I was talkin® about just
now—the man wot can read Arabic like a
native. I asked him to come round, but I
didu't think he was in London this week.”'-

Gireil was certainly not alarmed, and he
proceeded to knock the ashes from his pipe
ns the door opencd and somebody entered.
Grell did not even trouble to look up at
first, but he did so as Starkey uttered an
cjinculation of amazement. :

** By thunder!'’ gasped Simon Grell.

For, standing in thc¢ doorway, was Jack
Mason!

Just for a moment both Grell and Starkey
stared at the boy as though they couldn't
believe the evidence of their own eycs. 'This
was staggering—Jack was not dead, and hue
had actually como to his uncle!

footsteps
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*“ Come in ’‘cre!" exclaimed Grell hoarscly.
" ITow did yon get ‘cre. boy? How did v :u
eccape frem that steamer?”

Grell recovered himself far more quickly
than Starkey, and walked round thc table
and geabbed Jack Mason’s hand. He dragged
the boy further into the room and slammed
the door. 'fruth to tell, the rascal was
rather alarmed. Jack Mason alive was far
more dangerous than Jack Mason dead. He
kncw too much.

'* Have you told anybody anything about
that ship?”” decmanded Grell fiereely.

** What if 1 have?”’ asked Mason.”

“What if you have?” suapped Grell
** Why, I'll twist your confounded little neck
for you if you've hreathed a word. You
might git your uncle into trouble. The
police wouldn’t upderstand the thing like 1
do. They wouldn’t know that I've got a
pcrfect right to stow you on bhoard a shin
it I want to. I'm gled you ain’t killed,
Jack, although 1 thought you'd gone down.
Wha've you told?”

“Mr. Nelson Lee, for onc,” replied Jack
stcadily. -

‘““* You young hLound!' snarled Grell, twist-
ing Jack’s arm fiercely and drawing him to-
wards him. * You're lyin’ to me—"

“*1 don’t think so, Mr. Grell,”” said Nclson
Yec, entering the room. * And you will
save yourscii a lot of trouble if you submit
quietly. Your words to Mason were perfoctly
c<onvineing, and we are well aware of the
fact that you dcliberatcly kidnapped the
lad from St. Frank’s College.”

Simon Grell had started back, his c¢ycs
glittering cvilly. 1If he imagined that he
would be able to make a bid for freedom, be
was very much mistaken, for Nelson Lee was
nnot alone. A burly indrvidual in an over-
coat and bowlcr came immediately behind
the schoolmaster-detective. And out in the
passage I stood with Sir Montic and Tommy
and Pitt. We were all in this affair, and we
wanted to sce the last, of it. The burly in-
dividual was cur old friend, Chief Detcctive-
Inspector Lennard, of Scotland Yard.

Grell was zersible enough to see that any
resistance would be out of the question.
And so he attemptced bluff. With a gruff
laugh he cat down and pretended to be busy
with filling his pine.

“*I'd like to know what you mcan by burst-
ing into a hoiest man’s lodgin® an’ makin’
out that you own the blamed place?” he
asked sarcastically. '* This boy is my nephew,
an' you daren't touch him. If you do, I'h
have the police on you.”

**You had better start straight away,”
gaid Nelson Lec quietly. ‘“ This gentlemnan
s Chief Dctective-Inepector Lennard, of
Scatland Yard, and it largely depends upon
your attitude now whether you are forth-
with arrcsted——"

" On what charge?” roared Grell violently.

* On several charges,”” put in the inspcctor.
“1 am aware of the fact, Simon Grell, that
ou kidoapped this boy from St. Frank's |

lege. and that yon also committed a theft |

at the same schocl Iast night, Ob, yes, my

dear sir yon are in a quite difMleult pesition,
50 you nced not imagine othorwise.”

Grell clencied bis fists.

““You can say wot you like,” hie growled.
“I don’t know nethin’ ahout aszy theft, I
wasn't near the :chiool last night. As for
th: boy, he’s my nephew! An' I've pod 2
right to do wot 1 likc with him.”

“ Witnin certain limits, no doubt,” agreend
Nelson Lee.  But o man has no richt o
iditap even Lis own nephew, Mr. Grell. Yon
nced not think tbat blufi will 2id you in
the clioghtest degree. It won't. There is
pleaty of evidence that you grossly assaulted
two lads last night, with the help of your
companion, Starkey. One of those lads was
knocked down. and the other you took aw:y
with you. However, it rests with yon
wiether the matter rcmains private or passes
mto the hands of the police. Mr. Lepnard
is at prcsent here unofliclaliv—as a friend of
minc—hut there are scveral officers within
sasy call.”’

“Wot do you mecan—rests with met”
demanded Grell roughly.

“1 mean that if yeu are straightiforward
there is just a chance that you will not bhe
given in charge,” replicd Nelson Lee. ** Do
not imagine that this leniency 13 out of con-
sideration for you. It will he solcly for the
lad’s henefit, since it would be wnfortunato
to have the facts made publiec that you, his
uncle, are an unmitigated scoundrel.”’

Simon Grell nearly choked.

“I have been straightforward,” he
growled. * You’d hest clear out of this room
afore I lose my temper.”

*1 shall certainly not clear out wantil you
have handed me the locket which you stole
from Bt. Frank's College last night,” said tte
guv'nor grimly. * You have already denied
that you were there, but I shoutd nct advice
you to stick to that story.”

“1'll stick to the truth,” rapped out Grell.
“You think yoa can frizhten me. comin®
hlere an’ 2ccusin’ me of bein’ a thief. You
can o to thc dickens, the whole crowd of
you!

“You worthless scoundrel!” shcuted Sir
Crawford Grey angrity—for the baronct was
also with us, and had stood silent until now.
“1 can see that kindness i3 useless with such
a man as you. Nipper, would you wind call-
ing the policemen who are on duty outside?™

Arell cavzht his breath in suarply, but he
was obstinate.

‘*“You can't give me in charge far
nothing !” he muttercd.

**Why not hold him, sir. and scarch him?”
I suggested praetically. 1 don't sce wlhy
wc should put up with acy of his nonscrse.
Let’'s search him!”

‘“ Yes, rather,” said Pitt quickly.

““Dear boys, it's a rippin’ idea, it i
really,”™ said 3ir Montic.

Nelson Lee glanced quickly at Lesnard.

“ By Jove, I think the hoys are right,” he
said. “If you do not produee the leck~t
at oncc. Qrell, you will be forcibly searched.
That is final.”
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Yake RQtarkev lageh:d huskily.

** You'd -h-st give up,:Simon,’”” he growled.
“What's the good of Ilyin' any morc?
There's no way out, you might ss well take
the locket out o' your weskit straight away.
1t']} aave trouble in the end.’”

*You durned fool!” snarled Grell.

It wons quite impossibie for him to kee
up the game any longer after that. He took
out the focket and flung it upon the table,
cursing under his breath. It was a bitter
pill for him to swallow.. Just when he
thought that success was complete, this
di<aster had occurred.

“There you are, 8ir Crawford,” said
Detective-Inspector Lennard. T think
we'd hetter hand the man over to the police,
after all. We gave him his chance, and hc
didn't accept it—until forced, hc chose to
deny that he stole this locket. I think it
wenld have bern far better if I had come
Lere in imy official capacity.””

“ Wait " said Sir Crawford quictly, pick-
ing up the locket. “ There are a few ques-
tions I have to ask of this man. I have
reason to. belleve, Grell, that this lad here
12 not vour nephew. You brought him up as
such, but I should like you to tell mc the
truth recarding his real identity.”

**1 don’t know what you mean!"” growled
Simon Grell. * The boy is the son of my
wife’s cister, an’ T'm his guardian.”

“That's right, sir,” put in Jack wonder-
ingly. ‘1 never told you that he wasn’t my
upele——=""

** No, my lad, kut I have suspicions,'’ said
Sir Crawford. * We intend to treat you
Ieuiently, Grell, and the least you can do is
to tell us what you kpow concerning the
boy who Lelieves himself to be.your nephew.”

** He is my nephew, an’ that's all I'll say,”
snapped Grell.

“I shonld advise yon to alter your
decision,” said Nelson Lee grimly. It may
duterest: yon to know, Mr. (ircll, that I have
made somec inquirics concerning a railway
disaster which oceurred thirteen years ago.
Since you are not implicated in that affair,
there is nothing to prevent you speaking.”

Grell’s ¢yes gleamed suddenly.

I 1 tell you wot I know, wot shall 1
get as a reward?’ he demanded.

“You have no right to demand anything,
or exp~ct anything,” replied Nelson Lec.
“DBut I have no- doubt that Sir Crawford
will give you your liberty. and that, in my
opinion, is a reward which is not in the
elizhitist degree deserved.”

‘Do you promise that I'll go free?"

“Yes -l you are quit: frank.”

“That's good enough.” said Cirell easily.

4 Well, it don’t matter to me, I shall be
giad to git rid of the kid. To the best of

my bholief, Jack Mason ain't Jack Mazon at |

all.”
W ha
wnazedly. |
*Ain't you got any sense?” asked CGrell.
A Wiy, you're Norman QGrey, the son of this
gent here- the son of Sir Crawiord Grey!”

vha am I, then?” asked . Jack

.Hsmash it was.
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HT most astounded person in the whole
room was Jack Mason himself. = He
stood perfectly still, higs face pale
with excitement, staring straight . be-

fore him, as though dazcd. Grell's state-
ment bad almost bowled him over.

As for Sir Crawford, he stepped forward
eagerly, trembling with emotion. -
““ You say ‘to the best of your belief *?"
Le asked. “ What do you mean by that,

‘Grell? Are you not certain?"”

“I've got to be careful,” replied Crell.
‘*“All T know is wot my wife's gister told
me—or, rather, wot she told my wife. 1
wasn't there at the time, so J can’t know,
can I? [I've allus had an idea that Jack
vasn't my real nephew, but I can't tell ye
who he is. He may be your son, or he
mayn‘'t be—that’s for you to prove. All
I can say {is that I'vo heard he ain’t no
real relation o' mine."” ‘

‘““ Then I think we may take it for granted
‘that Jack is my own son—my own bey!” ex-
claimed Sir Crawford, in an unsteady voice.

‘““ But—but it can’'t be true, can it?"" asked
Pitt huskily.  “‘“Oh, my hat! Talk about a
surprise! Jack Mason your son!”

“1t's too #ood to he true!”” muttered Jack

chiokingly. *“ Oh, I can’'t believe it—it's ton
much to hope for! There must be somae
mistake.’’

h ‘“Wait a little while, Mason,”” said Nel-

son Lee. * We shall get this matter cleared
up before so very long. I have been making
inquiries, and I have lecarned positively that
a certain Mrs. Mason was a surviver in a
big railway disaster about thirtcen years ago,
Her two-year-old Loy was also saved—you,
Mason. Further inquirie3 elicited the fact
that this Mrs. Mason was the sister of yout
wife, Grell.”’

“That's all rizht,”” agrecd the man. ¢ Sho
was travelling on that train. A fair shockin’
too. DBut where does thix

gent come in?’’ he added, nodding to Sir
Crawford. “I've bin goin’ by the locket--
that's why I believe that Jack is Sir Cinw-.
ford’s son. He had one half, an’ the boy had
tie other, which looked very gignificant, {o
my mind.’’

“ Your deduction was a fairly obvious ¢ne,
Grell,” said the baronet. ““I was travelling
cn that train, too—travelling with my dear
wife and son, who was just two years old.
I believed that my little boy had been buint
to atoms in one of the- blazing coaches. My
wife, I know, perished. We had bheen ex-
amining the locket at the time. of the acci-
dent—it was in my baby son’s hand. Only
hall' was recovered, and I supposed that

the other half was lost for ever “That is my
gide of the storv, Grell—what is yours?”’

“It strikes me that the most hopeful
thing about the casc fa that your son. Sir
Crawford, was never actually found,”” put
in Inspector Lennard.  He was prestumed
dead, wasn't he?”



JACK MASON'S LUCK

** Yes.”

 His remains wer?l never discovered?” |

“ That is so—ialthough remains of romn
port were bronght “to light,- of course,” re-
plicd” the baronet-quietly. * It ia a distrech-
ing subjcct for discussion, hut I suppose it
is necessary. There were ‘many poor souls
consumed in the buzing céach, and it wis
utterly impossible’ €0 recognise anything Je
sembling a human - rehc

“That’s cxactly Wh’tt I mean,” said
nard, * Your son hever came to Jight, Sjr
Crawford, and it was only natursl that you
should helieve that he bad been killed. Mr.
Grell. T have no doubt, will be able to telt
. us cxact-ly what happcned.”

vrell slznok his head.

1 ean’t do that.” he said.
you exactlv. The heit I |
wol I’vc heard from my wife. It was yeors
agy, an’ my memory ain't good for sich
things as that.” :

“ Well, do vour hest,” szid Nelson Lee.

. Grell paunsed to light his pipe.

“You've trcated me well, gents, an’ Im_
goin’ to do wot 1 ean.”’ he said, sitting
baé¢k in hig chair. * Edith—that's my wife's
sister—was on that train you've bin speakin’
about. She had her little nipper with her—
they was visitin' some friends, I Dbelieve.
Well, when the accident happened, Edith
~wasn't hnrt much--not tore about, I mean

— but the kid was killed on the spot.” <

“ Do you know what hecame of it?” asked
Bir Crawford.
~ “TIt's no goed puttin’ them questions,” said
Grell. I can't fill in no details. I only
know the bare outline, so to speak. It's bin
a family secret. as you might say, an’ I ain’t
never told a soul tiil mow. Wot was the
urc? It's (uﬂ'e.ent to-day, because it looks
as things are gom to be set right. Well,
as I was sayin’, Edith’s baby was kil'ed.
Natually, she was halfmad at the time.
Not only the shock of seein’ the kid wiped
out. hut the shock o' the accident itsell was
all the worse for her. She went into hys-
teries, like witnmin will.”

“ And what d'\d she do?’’ asked tle guv’-
nor keenly. * Surely, you can tell us that,
Grefl?”

'“ Veg, gir. T can tell vou that.’”’ replied the
other. ‘* She got hold of somebody else’s
bat:y—-a youngster of about two years.
ain‘l. got a word to 8uy agin Edith. She was
a yaod weman, an’ didn’t pinch that Kid
dehhumte She was -half-dazed’ at the time,
an’ just grabbed hold of the first bahy she
get c¢yes on. She might have believed it was
her own, buat I don't think co. She just
teok it up m a kind o’ fit, without knowin’
whnse it was.’

“1 can quite understand that » gaid Necl-
ron Lee. ‘' The poor woman was utterly dis-
tracted, as you intimate. and could scarcely
be held responsihle for her actions. Well,
and ‘what followed, Grell?”

“ She fainted dead away, [ think, on the
embankment—with that strange kid in her

“1 can't tell

l arn:s,’

Ltn“

can do is to repeat

2T

repliet ! Simon Grell, It was
stunnetl 1 believe, an’ didn't cry nor nothin’.
Edith was found by a party of reseners, arl
took straight into the retie® train woi come
up bkebind. Hlew was they to kinw it wasn'o
her kid?  Yhe was clutchin® it, an’ they
naturally thoupht it was hers.”

“ Exartly—exastlv! exr~liimed Sir Craw-
ford eagerly. ' Bnt how was the baby
clithied, Grell-<that is the qgrestion. 1 re-
men:her every detail of httle Norman's at-
tire, and can tell you if —

T ean't sy a werd
clothes.” uu:.m*l (-rr'll
infere -t, in them qort o'
“Bat you
probalily 7’
(i1ell removed the pipe from his teeth.
“Well, T zot o kind o’ idea that there wos
a little 1rock-thing, such as bahies wear,
knockin® abhort the heuse.” he saidl thoucht-
fnlly. = White il waq, with blue stripes--
Gueer kind o' hiue stripce, tco, not like the
ordinary.”’
- Cpon my sonl!” exclaimed the barcnet.
“ Thiz is praof. indoed! My little son was
weatriiig the very article of attire you havo
deserihed, Grell. [ reoily think it is un-
necessary to proeced further e

“1 should like to hear the full story,” in-
terrupted Nelson Lec. ' IFor example, why
walsthe Iad brounght up by yon, Grell, and
pnot by Mrs. Mason?”’

“Well. there's a good reason for that.”
auid Grell. * Poor Edith was ncever the same
woman arterwards,  She was frir worried to
death, I believe--worriet nver that kid., Sho
knew she'd done wrong, but swore she didn't
know wot she was about. An’ the worst
of it was, she didn't know whoge baby she’d
taken—there wasn't a sivn on it to prove
anything—exeept that hbalf-locket—an’ that,
as vou krow, wasn't much use for identiiyin’
purposes.”’

about the kid's
i | Dever tock uno
“things.*’

:aw’ the clothing afterwards,

““Not at the time—but it is now,” sai«
Sir Crawford feclingly.
** That's right enoungh.” agreed Grell.

“Poor Edith suffercd hadly from the shock
of the accident. too, an’ she was in her
crave cix months arter the smash. Not
havin' anybody elgse, gshe gave the kid to my
wife to bring np—to her own sister. An'
we brought up the chilri just as if he vas
our own nephew an' ealled him Jack Maszon

—Jack bein’ the name of Edith's own kil
wot was killed.”
‘“ Well, there is really very little more to

be disznsged,” said Nelson Lee. * There i3
not a shadow of a douht, Sir Cravwford. that
this Jad here is your own son. [t is nob
mercly a chance—but a certainty.”

There were tears in the haronet’s cyea as
he turped to Jack.

“My bhoy--myv son!’ he exclaimed softly.
“Thank Ho'ven that you have been restored
to me after all these years!™

But Jack Mason hung back.

“J—-Y can't helieve it, sip,”™
huskily. '

he said
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“Bat yon must believe it, my dear lad—it
b true said Sir Ceawford. ‘1t was some-
thing more thun chance which led to that
weeling of ours when yon saved my life in
Piccadilly Circus.”

The next moment the fellow we had known
ns Jack Mason was in his father's arms, and
vhen he loohed up his cheeks were rather
'}mr-stuim d, but his eyea verc brimming with
”n

For the time belng he reemed qunite In-
rapable of apecch, anl I waan't surprised.
‘This amaziog revelatlon had knocked him
over, a0 to apeak. 1t was more than he
conld believe, and it would probably be
somie days before he could fully bring him-
woll to the realiration that he was Norman
tGeev, the aon of an immenaely rich baronet.

It was A change. Indeed?

- tullwood and Co., and the other 8t.
Hrank's fellows who had been inclined to
sicer at Jack becattse he hail come from
Liertnondaey, woitld ind it neceasary to draw
e their Lorna, Hat I waa certnin of one
thing. This startling change In Jack's for-
‘unes would mmake absolntely no difference to
him -cxcept, of course, that he would be
immacasurably happler.

" Hemse rlpping ™ exclaimed Pitt, graspin
Marmai's  hiand, “T1 don’'t know what g
ought to do, bat T econgratulate you, old
wan., You're tho beat friend 1 ever had, and
] hepe we shall always pull together.”

" Thore's ne reasnn why we shouldn't.”
sabkl Jack, finding his volee.  *° Bt [ ean’t
thich of It all ‘without fecling dizey. ¢
moans Lhat everything in clinnged for me
vow, I 1 shall have a home. | suppose "

“ You supposet’ echoed Sir Crawford, with
a chachle.  ** Nloss the boy! You will have
v teeme that will be a real home, Jack. Dear
! T suppose 1 shall huve to call yon by
that name always now, sha'n't I?  Your
real name 8 Norman, of course; but Jack
aounds more aflectienate, ch?**

“It in not necessary for me to say liow
deligbtedd T am,” cxclnimed Nelean Lee.
" This happy reunion s more splendisdl than
! ceuld hiave wished for, Sir Crawford, and [
can oply say that the whole case has con-
cladodl splotuladly,  As for Mr. Simen Grell,
e undoubtedly deserves to spend a fow
vears in gaol, so that he may meditate over
hia wrong-doing.”

Grell amited sheeplahly.

“ That's righit!*”* he salidl. *“ Rub [t In-
I don't mind.,  But you promisedd me that
voeu wonldn‘t take no active, and I'm sure
that you won't gu bnek «n your word. Mebhe
1 don't deserve it, because 1've played |t
pretty low ddown over this bLusiness, I'm
sorty if 1 teeated you bad, Jack.”

“You may consider yoursell very lucky,
wy man,”’ saildl Detective-lnspector Lennaed
grimly. I 1 had my way, you'd soon bLe
in the dock. But I can’t act withaut Slie

Crawlard'a help. It he docsn’t like to
proascuty, you'ee gafe. .
“Na, 1 shall not prosecule,” sald Rir
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Creawford. I may as well say that Grell's
expression of regret, and bis frank confession
that he has acted badly, has impressed me.
It is Christmas-time, and we must not be
harsh. It is a time of goodwill towards alt
men, and [ only hope that you, Grell, will
bencfit by this experfence.” '

“T shall, sir,”” sald Grell solemnly.

“There is one other point I wish to m:n-
tion,” said the baronet. ** You have brought
my son up, Urell, and I intend to recom-

sc you. I am well aware of the fact that
your guardianship was of a very questinn-
ablo character, but we will let that pass.
I wish to be under no obligation to vou, and
80 [ intend to hand you » cheque.”

Grell gsat wp suddenly. ,

*“You'ro gol' -to give me a cheque?”’ he
asked suspicioualy. * Money!” ‘

‘“Exactly!™”

‘“Arter all I've done?”

“ It makes you feel rather ashamed. eh ™
said Sir Crawford quletly. * Yea, Grell, after
all you have done-1 am returning good for.
evil. I shall take Jack out of your care
completely, and you will never see-him again
--not that you mind that. Here, take this,
and we will say no more."”

The baronet had produced a cheque-book,
and he quickly wrote out a cheque and
handed it acroes the tuble. Grell picked it
up and starerd at it, and Starkey opened his
eyea wide as he looked over_ Grell'a shoulder.

"Two ‘undred quid!’” he gasped. * Garn!
It's a bad 'un!” '

“Js this for me—straight?”’ asked Grell

huskily,
¢ \'es} my man, {t is,” replied Sir Craw-
ford. ‘T have already told you why I have

given it to you, and I hepe that you will
mnke good use of the sum. That is all I
huve to say. You can c¢ash the cheque In
the morning.”’

Grell rose to hiz feet.

“You're a white man, sir,” he said
earnestly. *° Why, durn me, it makes me feel
ns mean as A man ean feel. I don't deserve
it—I know that as well as anybody, an’ 1
shall nlways remember you us bein’ a real
gentleman.’’ .

** That, indeed, 1g very gratifying,”” said Sig
Crawford smoothly.

“Ll call that rippin'—I do really.” aaid
Montie, looking round with great approval.
“T think it's simply splendid, an’ I hope
that the worthy Mre. Grell will not ptay any
mare shockin’ tricka.”

After that we took our departure, leaving
Grell and Starkey rather overcome. Lennard
was inclined to believe that the two hun-
dred pounds had heen simply thrown away
—n sheer waste of good money—but he
shrugged his shoulders and remarked that it
wasn’'t his bhusineas. The chiefl inspector
waap't mean, but he dida’t vphold such ex-
treme generosity as this. _

But he forgot that Sir Crawlford was so
overjoyed at finding his son that he was
almost ready to give Grell a thousand. 8ir
Ceawnford overlooked all Grell's misleeds, and
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only remembered thit his hoy ‘was restored
t6 him. And Grelf certainly "had played a
l‘;& part in the whote affair. - ' '
‘he ingpector parted from us‘shortly after-
wards. He had only come becuuse the guv’-
not had had an appdintment with him. It
had also heen a +§jsé policy. to "have Len-
pard on the :pot, in''case of tiouble. .
Wo all drove to Gray's Inn Road, where
a late tea was all ready prepared for us,
Mrs. Jones, our housekeeper, b _
wire containing full Mmstructions. The guv’-
nar hadn't given up his place in Gray's Inn
Road, although we. didn't know when we'
should use it again régularly. T
And so the party of us sat down to A&’
merry, joyous meal—Sir Crawford and his
eOR. Nelson Lee and J, Sir Montie, Watson,
and Pitt.
the trouble was over,
helidays hud already commenced. |
" The very instant I saw you, Jack, I felt
strungely attracted towards you,” said Sir
Crawford affectionately. ¢ Gad!

.

way. That is why I took you away from-
your aunt and sent you to St. Frank's.”
Jack opencd his eyes wide. .
‘**But I thought somehody left me a
regacy—"" he bcegan. ‘.
rd. My

* Splendid !’ chuckled Sir Craw

dear boy. yon must forgive mé. I have
been guilty of another little deception—in
addition to the name. It was 1 who paid
your expenses at St. Frapk's, but 1 was
afraid to tell you so, leab you would b
oftended. Yocu've goé a proud spirit. you
know—the spirit of vour old father, ¢h? 1
tricked you into pgoing, lad, and you went
meekly.””

Jack was quite surprised—and very
pleased, too. For it was splendid to know
that it was his father who had lbeen pay-
ing his fees at St. Frank’s.

The meal continued merrily, but I saw that
Pitt was looking rather thoughtful. I was
protty sure that he was wondering how we
shonld spend the holidays. In all the recent
excitement we had not given the matter
much attention. I decided to broach the sub-
ject at once. o

“ Now, you chaps, ahout our arrangements
for Christmas,” I said. ‘ Tommy and Montle
are going to stay with the guv'nor and me for
a few days—ain’'t you, my sons?”

“ Y)ear fellow, you're quite right,’”” agreced
Sir Montie. ‘“It’s a high honour, an’ I'm
feelin’ greatly impressed. It’s somethin’ to
be proud of to spend a few days with such
a famous gentleman as Mr. Nelson Lee.”

** To say nothing of me,” 1 added.

* Exactly, old boy—I did say nothin’ of

.’ suid Sir Montie serenely.
““ After that, you're all coming down to

THE

(

aving had &}:

Qur faces were all happy, for ah}:
and the Christmas |’

I don't}]
know what it was about you that made’
me feel so anxious to protect you, but the:
fecling was there, and 1 couldn’'t force it|].

‘saidd Nelson Lee.

23

spend a day .or two at my paters,” said
Watson. ‘“*That is, if we cun fix up thé
arrangement——" N

. ‘““Isn’t it certain, then?” asked Sir Cruw-

| ford.

. " Not yoi, sir.” .

" "'Then may [ mike a suzgestion?” went on

tha baronet. = How are ycu fixed. Pitt?”

z_ “I haven’t made any arraugements ut all,

ir.” .

: ‘“ Splendid—splendid! You'll have to come

down to Grey Towers with Jack cnd me,”” said

Sir  Crawford, rubpine his hands_genially.

i‘‘ No, lad, I won't take any refusal! You

parc Jack's own chum—his study-mate—and

Euu must spend Christmas <with us. I insist. -
can promise you a merry time at Grey

Towers."

*““It’s very kind of you, sir,” said Pitt

** Oh—I don’t know—I don't de-

Jack hasn't told you how rotten

when he frst came to St.

gratefully.
serve it!
J was to him
Trank s——"

“ And Jack won't tell me, either,”’ inter-
Tupted the bharonet.

‘* Rather nct!” said Jack. * Pitt's been
splendid, sir—I’ve forgotten. all atcut that
little bit of silliness of his when I first went
down. le’s one of the best chapsz going, and
I'm awfuily pleased that he's coming with
us.)l

‘“And what ahout Mr.

Pitt.
*¢“Ah, I'm just coming to that,” said Sir
Crawford. * Will ycu accevt my invitation,
Mr. Lee, and bring Nipper down to my
country place? I should like you to bring
these other lads, too, so that we may have
quite a merry party. It would please me
immeasurably.’’

‘“ That 'is very nice of you. Sir Crawford.”
*“1 shall certainly avail
myself of your hospitality. Thank you.
Nipper, I am sure. will he quite delighted.”’

‘“ Rather, sir,”” I agreed promptly.

Sir Crawford rubbed his hands together
again. . :

‘“ Excellent!”’ he exclaimed. ‘ This arrange-
ment could not possibly be better. Jack
and I, therefore, will go down to Grev
Towers to-morrow, acecmpanied by Pitt. And
the rest of you will follow on early next
week. How is that?”

Lee, sir?” asked

. . N ™ ® '}

Mason and his father and Regin:ld Pitt lefd
for Grey Towers, in Berkshire, and Tommy
and Montie and I remained in London for a
fcav days before going down tuv join the
othets. :

And that Christmas visit was to be far
more dramatic and exciting than we had an-

ticipated. Although we didn’t know it, some
stirring times were ahead!
END,

L

NEXT WEEK !—(Ses p. iv of cover.) .
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' Trve Chums o Littleminster School.

L Magnificent Story of School Life and Adventure.
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By ARTHUR S. HARDY.
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The I'irst Cliaplers.

Bas11 HooD @ « new boy a Litilewinster School.
Qi his arrival he mulkes a friend of
JOAN CHALLIS, a Senior tn the I'ifth Fori. .

MYLERS gnd COGGIN are twe twllies, who, wilh
some olhers, try to make Challis j0in the
CChabs,” an athletic soctety. He refuses, and
they delermine to send him to Coxentri.
fl2ts persuadedlater by Br. Lvans, a master,
1o join. Challis takes Hood fishing in a
gunt, «which gets cast adrift. Later on
Grainger, the Captain, sees Challis at the
oels, and ashs him to pluy for the neat sixleci
ogtinst the eleven. BMeanwhile Busil suspects
Dyers of custing the punt adrift, since he
found « coin belonginy to him near the spol.
Unsuspectingly he puts the coin in a draicer
e his cubicle. It vanishes, and DBasil sus-
aoets Myers. Chaliis pluys a splendid inn-
<1nigs for the Sizteen against the Eleven, and
tecoines quite popular. Challis also tales
¢p runnring, and one aftecrnoon puls up a
aood show dagoinst Grainger. Digby, once
a friend of Byers, meete an ill-dressed loz fer
on the ground and tells ham to clear oul.
There (s some amyslery altached to this odd
risitor.  But oll interest now cenlres i the
Jjortl:raniing muteh agiinst Ragley.

(N read oiy

FHe CHOSEN ELEVEN.

NI of the most important fixtures of
{the cricket  season at  Little-
minster was the visit of the Ragley

' Eleven.

Iagley was the nearest big public school
to Littleminster, apd from time immemorial
the Toud-—if this term can be applied to a
very keen but friendly rivalry—had existed.
it dated fromn the day when Ragley opened
its doors und sent its first challenge to Little-
Juinstes.

The challenge having heen accepted, the’
first. of o long series of home and away
cricket matcebes had ended in the defeat of
jittleminster and complete vietory of the
new school’s cleven over the old.

That derfeat rankled cven after many,
many veans, It was because of it, perhaps,
that the gamns between the rival schools took
{;:I.ramoun-t. inportaiice in the minds of the

oySs.

1t wgs- the eustom of the selection com-

mittee (o choose the team to play Ragley |

a week or so after the trial mateh, and on
the day when the names werte posted on the
big notice-board the boys crushed forward to
read, elbowing onc another out of the way,
the senicr boys taking full advantage of
their superior size, weight, ard strength
to elbow the juniors out, though in tuis they
were not always successful.

For instance, Fawcett, Basil Hood., and
Raymond, who named themselvea ** The 1rrc.
pressibles,””  wriggled forward until they
gained the front rank, and once there fonght
tooth and nail to retain their position, kick-
ing out at all who attempted to force them
away.

* Who's in the team? Verncn and Maor:-
ash, of course. See, cld Grainger’'s got his
name¢ at the bottom of the list. Just lik~
him. No swank about Grainger. Hallo!
Challont and Digby aro down. Good old
next sixteen. Andrews heads the bowlers.
Galloway plays, too. Poor old Ponsonby's
not down. Hard luck he sheculdn’t be fit to
play, for he's a rare sticker in a match
that matters, -Myers has been left out.
Hurrah! Serve him right! And, hallo -
He's in. He’'s in. Bravo! Three cheers fur
John Challis! Threc cheers for Grainger!
Bet he did it. And Rydet’'s down, tco.
Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurah! The school wiil
lick Ragley into a cocked haf now that ("h:l-
lis is down, Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!"”

The boys shouted the string of comments
out at the full stretch of their Iungs, and
werc then scized and hurled forcibly into
;"}l?tl background by some stalwarts ol the

ifth.

But what did they care? Challis was
rgoing to bat for Littleminster against Ilag-
lev, and nothing clsc matiered.

“ Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!”
Basil, dancing a jig.

His face was red with excilement, his
eyecs blazed with enthusiaam.

He pushed his way among the crowd of
eager boys who wished to see the list ol
names for {themselves, searching everywhere
for Challis.

John was not to he seen.

“Jet's go and find him.'' he cried.
be in his room. Come on!”

They tore throungh the Hall and up the
stairs, making for Challis’s study. Basil
shyly opened the door, and then saw the
big boy at work.

“0Oh, it's you, is it, young'un?’’ cried
Challis, swmiling, as he always did when hlo

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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greetéd Basil. ¢ Come-in. Come in, all of
you.”’
\ FThey entered, Basil blurting out:

** Oh, Challis, they've sclected you ior the
'*cl'h:]m: eleven to play Ragley. I hope you’re
P a i

Challis’s - cheeks reddeneﬂ and he lookel
dt the fag. his pen po:eed in his hand. :

‘I don’t deserve it.”” he answered. ‘‘ Not

good enough. I'll only let the side down.”
‘Not a- bit of it,”” cried Basil warmly.

** Grainger knows what he's about. You'll
make top score, I'll bet.” . - -

*We're all J\\fu]l} glad (’hdlll:, said

- Raymond, in turn, * and on the day of the

match we'll bavk vou up.”

“Thank you,” said the big bhov simply.
““Now run along. there's good chaps. I've
vot a ticklish sort of- prf,»])o-1tlon here I'm
trying to solve, and [ can't do it if you stay
and bother_ me. Don’'t-mean to be rude. vou
know, only if I'm to |aln cricket I must
stick to my studies hard.’ .

Thev 4ook the hiut; and \mhheu Out-
side in the passage they held hutricd rouneil.

*“AMyers wasn't down in the Hall. MHe
docsn’t show himselt much these davs.' re-
marked Raymond. *‘ Seems to have got the
bump since the school took Challis out of
oventry, I "don’t suppcese hr heard the
news. Let's go and tell hi

So they went to Myers's s
listening -outside the .door.

~

]

\nmebodv inside . was : \mlkm'f' rc«tlcssfv 'w,

and down, up und down. « - _
Could it be Myers? 'I‘h(»\' held their
brcath and waited, hqtvmn" “Who's guinv
to open the door?"’ aahed Fawcett, in a

low whisper.
Basil, screwing up his coum"e, turned the
hamile, and pushed.
‘1 will,”” he cried: :
Glancing in, the three I'.:nL"l
facing them llla face white and drawn.

re

saw.  Mvers
FOI

a momcnt there was ..lll."-C’. Then Myers
spoke. © -

* What do you want?"” he hissed, frown-
ing darkly. A

** Oh. the gchool eleven to play Ragley has
he>n chosen, Myers,” said Basil. * Thought

you'd like to Lknow. l'ou‘re not in it, you
sce.”’ .

“* Get out!” thundg,red ‘he bov

““ But Challis is,” Basil. went on. *“ And,
my, aren't the boys pleased. -(‘an vou hear
’em cheering? JO‘hlla coing to lielp lick

Ragley, and though thevxe won the last
three games, you know, it's a dead cert——"

But Myers made a rush at him, and the
fags bolted, crashing the door to behind
them. When Mycrs wrenched it open theyv
were vanishing heyond the angle of the wall
at the stairhead. He saw that he would
never be able to catch them, and returned
to his room,. to resume his pacing up and
down, more disturbed in mind thap ever.
And he had enough to disturb him, for on the
table lay a letter which bad come to hand
that morning. It was from Joe Smart, and
it cont.a;ined threat's -

,Yes, Myers had indecd something to occupy
his mind.

d ¥y, and -.toud '

S (1'&'[1&.-{13‘11-1;
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SUSPICIONS.

RAINGER, the captain of Littleminster

‘ School, was a hoy of simple character,
with veryv high ideals. One of the

best scholars in the school, as wcll

as the best all-round athlete, he attacked all
his taskg, whether of work or play, with an
enthusiasm that inade them ulmost easy
of accomplishment. -

And, like every healthyv-minded hov, he
was . great lover of Nature. oftem taking

a long ramble in the country by himself, if
he had no chum willing to accompany him ;
and these solitary walks of bis were a souree
ot never-endiug delight.

Therefore it is not surprising to find him
op a bright and sunny atternven loungcing
upon the stone parapet of the quaint old
bridge .that s=pans the Awle, gazing laziiyv
at the szwirft-flowing water below.

He remained there a lonyg time, and as he
looked his eves were riveted on that part ot
the river-bank at the bend where Chaliis
Mmul made. his plunge with Basil [romn the
drifting punt.

There was no hcad of water rushing down
now, and the sluices of the weir were ciosed ;
but still. there was suffieient corrent and
depth t0 make, Grainger realise the dinger
Ghatisand young Hood bhad hwi to face. -

“ By -Geeoree,” be muttered to himsels..
be a rare conl hand.
necded nerve for him to make the leap.
le--e the rigit woment.  1'm beginning
think a lot of Challis.

He shifted his pesition aud vawnod lazilv.,
How pretty the scene wus! He just loved it
as he loved eyvervthing around Littlemioster,
and he_sighéd as he- thonehty that very soon
e would be leaving the school and the
nemhhouxhood perhaps  never  to return
aguin.

Weli, well! beiore that time cime he
meaut to put Challis right with the whiole

school. providing always, of course, that tha
boy did nothing to forfeit the vood opinion

bis captayn, in commoin with others, had
latety formed of him,

Grainger swung round’ and leant with
back 10 the parapet, his arms folded on

hreast, thinking deeply.

his
hiis

au_d(len‘l) he - st arteeh - for he saw Myers
coming towards him. -
And Myers was not alope. Great Seott!

What the deuwece “was the boy thinking about
to assaciate with the howling cad of « {rllow
who strode along by bis side?

For Myers was with the sinizter lont who: 9
appearanrce within the school grounds tho
other afternoon had so startled Ponsonby.
Byfleet, CGrainger, and the tage who had
watched Challis taking his trial spin upon
the cinder-track.

Yee, Myers was with Joe Sharp.

The two were talking, or, rather, arguing,
together ratiier loudly, and, distant though
they were, Grainger heard the Jfollowing
words spokem by the Litt!¢minster boy:

(Continued overieaft.)
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“It's no use, Smart. If youn drive me too

far, vou'll repent it. ['ve done n.y best;
I can’t do more. You're asking for impossi-
bihties --- '

“ Nothing'a impo-sible,”"  Smart  retorted,
lr.(.king‘ at his companion with an ugly leer,
,and af you get vourself into trouble, you'll

unlv have yunr-mlr to blame— -*

(.rnmgrra facé darkened.
pufl. at a citarcite, though it was a4 serions
offenee for any Littleminater boy to be seen
stnoking out of doors.

Neither of them saw Grainger, who, as they
roached the rise of the bridge, stepped Tor-
ward and barrced the way,

“Myers,”" said Grainger
thut civarette away.”

The boy started, colovred
then forceed o smile,

“ItTs only a a joke,

sternly, *“ throw

cuiltily, and

Graimmgver,” said he.

“Th-ow the cigarette awas. That's bettor
Now, who's this frllow, and what's roer

husiness with him?"

Smart, thiusting his hands into his poekets,
loohed  Grainger up and down., A smi'e

He saw Myers'!

|

anid eqolly.
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curved his sneering lips. He scemed to revel

an the situation.

“ That's my affair,”” said Myer3s hotly.
“What right have you got, to spy on me,
Grainger? I suppose I can talk to Smart if
I like?'

Grainger shrugeed his broad shonlders,
uln;lc he kept his eyes fixed on those of the

rid

* Oh, there's no accounting for taqfes " he
“Only I must say I don't admire
your choice. This is the fellow who came
up to the school the other day, isn’'t he?”

“Y-yes,” faltered Myers. .

“And what if I am?” stormed Smart
truculently. “ Onc man’'s as good as another,
:nin't he? If I'd ’ad ’'is luck, or yours, 1'd
‘ave gone to Littleminster, I suppose, and
you'd 'ave been in my shoeq :

‘“ Very ugly shoes, and very common shoes,””

said Grainger, staring down at the footgear

in quutmn “ T can't say that I'd like to be
seen in 'em.  Also a little bli king and the
nie of a brush wouldn't do ‘¢m any harm.’

(To be continued.)
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