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HEERIO! my bonnie boys, I've
trailed a rcal good thing for |
vou all. “

lT’S WRIGLLEY'S, a most mar-

vellous kind of sweet. One little
Bar of it LASTS FOR HOURS, and
we get' 6 Bars 1in a Iacket for only
3d. There are Three IFlavours to
choose from, too. You pay 3d. and
you take your choice.

ND WRIGLEY'S is' firie for
fitness. 1t keeps your mouth
moist and your muscles strong and
supple and free from fatigue on the
longest march. And look - at my
teeth. Sce how white and strong
nine are now.

SOLD EVERYWHERE.

Arnt leas’ fravewunr

LSO The Flavour Lasfs LRCHT

WRIGLEY'S, LTD., 235, !f’cstrm’nst.-:r Bridgz Road, London, S.E, I,
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THREE-HALFPENGE.

A S.tory of School Llfe and Detective Adventure at St. Frani's,
introducing NELSON LEE and NIPPER and the Boys of

St. Frank's, By the author

of “The Cinema Striker:,”

¢ Solomcn Levi’s Triumph,” ¢ The College Huus2 Mystery,"”
and many, other Stirring Tales. .

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAI'TER 1.
A QEGULAR TERROR !

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST
came to a halt, and adjusted his
p:nce-nez. He gazed &t Tominy

S

Watson and me, with a rather
doubtful expression upon his noble
countenance.

“ Realiy, dear boys, I think this is
frichifully unwise!" he remarked. It
15, really !’

“Rats!" I said.
Montie.” . o

“ But we're goin’ right into the licns
den, begad!" complained Sir "Moiilie,
“In othor words, dear old fellou:-s: we
are just about to enter the Colege
House—and Christine and Co. will cer-
tainly be on the alert. Thefe will be
shockin' trouble, and our clothin' will be
simply ruined.”’

I chuckied.
“ Never mind your clobber, old sor'
I grinned. ““ (‘omie along in—the Mouks

won't hurt us'” _

Of late there had been a revival of the

ouse rivalry Dbelween the College
House and the Ancient House juniors.
Ono or two japes had been brought oll,
and, in consequence, the rival sets of

cmovites wero keenly alive for any
fresh opportunity. Christine and Co., in
Particular, weroe very active of late, and
they were determined, if possible, to
"Put one over '’ on the Fossils.

““Don’t be an ass,

Dinner was just over, and it was a
hali-holiday. The whole afternocou lay
i front of us, and we were just about
lo enter the College House, in search of
Bob Christine, to discuss extromely im-

portanl malters with him regarding
football. There was no match arranged
for this particular afternoon, but wo

were on our way to see if we could fix
up a -scralch malch. Anything wa-
better than nolhing, and, under these
cireumstances, I  considered that we
should be allowed free entry into the
enemies’ domain, 3

Bul Sir Montie Tregellis-West was
doublful—he was thinking about his
wonderful clothing.© As a malter of faot,
the suit which Sir Montie was wearing
was necarly a new one, and a gorgeons
one at that. It was hardly surprising
that he did not wish to be enguged in
rough-and-tumble  with  the . Collego
House fellows, They were not at al
particular rdlurding  Montie’s clothes;
In fact, thev Yook a particular delight i:)
rolling him in the mud, if they ever got
tho chance.

We were just aboul to enter the Clol.
lege House when Clapson, Nation, Old.
held, and oune or two other juniors
appeared. They glared at us somewhat
aggresstvely,

-t Fossils!  Come on, you chape—let's
hurl them out on their giddy necks’
I.ike their cheek, coming over thi: sids

| of the Trianglo—'
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'“ Peace, my children—peace!” 1 inter-

vapled,

" Rats!” said Billy Nation,
not going o let you off—"

“Thanks !’ I said calmly.
a half-lholiday, and we're irying to see
if we can’t get up a foolball match,
There's no need to get silly about it—
we don’t want to have any House rows,
I want lo see Bob Christine.”

“ Oh, that’s different!”’ seid Clapson.
‘““ If you're talking about getting up a
match, all well and good; but don’t you
try any of your giddy tricks while you’re
here, that’s all!’’- :

They ullowed vs to pass inside, and Sir
Montie breathed a sigh of relief,

‘“ Good!”” he murmured. “1I recally
thought that frightful things were gomn’
to happen!”
~ Wo were aboul lo pass through the
lobby, on our way to the Remove pas-
sage, when we caught sight of a jumior
who was just aboul lo pass us. I knew
his rame—Ernest Lawrence—and he
was a new fe.low in the College House
Remove; he ‘had only arrived at the
beginning of this term. .

I had not seen much of him, being, ot
course, an Ancient House fellow. T.eaw-
rence, as o matler of fact, had kept
quite to himself, and I knew that he oc-
cupied Study T, alone. And as a general
rule, he sat in his study ‘ swotting
away at his books. Lawrence had done
nothing particularly noteworthy in the
athletic line, but this was probably
because hie had had no chance of show-
ing his abilities. Certamly, he looked a
- etrong sort of fellow, and well capable
of joining in strenuous games. He was
a junior ubout the same size as Tommy
Watson. He had a fresh complexion
and an open, pleasant face. His cyes
were giey, and rather grave and serious
in expression: his hair was curly and
quite fair—indeced, almost golden. He
was recally one of the most unobirusive
fellows I had ever met. Yel he did not
look a fool.

There was another pomt abouf Ernest
Lawrence which. I had noticed, and
which ncarly all the other fcllows had
noticed. "His Lton suit, although very
neat and well kept, was rather {co small
for him, and it was somewhat shabby.
Lawrence did his utmost to make that
suit look its best, but it was rather a
hopeloss task. The suit was almost worn
oul, and Lawrence’s eiforis were in vain,

*“We're

“ This 1

‘of that description.

St. Frank's by his parents, weuring ilie
same suit which bad been wsed during
his Preparatory School days.

And, of course, it was almost always
the rule for a new fellow to arrive at
St. Frank’s with.a complele new rig.
out. Lawrence’'s condilion indicated
that his people were not extremely well
endowed with this world’s goods—and
yvet the fees at St. Frauk’s were high.
If his people could afford to send him to
such a2 big school as St. Frank’s, why
could they not dress him in a fitting
manner? It was a problem which T had
not atlempled to solve, since it was not
my business, - | .

Up till now, Tawrence had .played no
l)nrt. in the affairs of St. Frank’'s—ho
12ad been a mere unit, extremely unim-
portant and almost unnoticed. Yet it
was destined that this quict boy should
play quite a big part in the evenls of the
near fulure.. As it happened, Grayson,
of the Fifth, came oul of the ¢loak-room
|i;|st at that moment. Grayson was a

ig, hulking sort of fellow, and his repu-
tation in the College House was not of
tha best. He was, to tell the truth, a
buhy+-and a vicious one al Lhat. Bully-
ing was not his only pastime—he took n
keen pleasure in backing horses, gam-
bling, smoking, and chotce amusements

Grayson was not looking where ha
was going, and he bumned rather
heavily inlo Ernest- Lawrence. The Re-
movite slaggered, and Grayson almost
tripped up, for he lurched {orward under
his own momentum. He only saved him-
self from falling by an effort.

“What the deuce—confound you!'”
roared Grayson angrily. “Why can't
vou look where you're going. vou con-
founded young idiot?"

Lawrence looked rather aslonished, as
well he might.

“T'm sorry, Grayson!’ he eoid
quietly. *‘“ Butl I think il was yvour [ault,
really—ryou banged into me——"’

“T don't want any of vour beas!:y
ip!”’ shouied Grayson harshly, ¢ You
nearly tripped me up, and you're gomg

to apologise now—or have your amm
twisted !’ .
‘“ Begud !’ murmured Sir Monlie,

glancing at me.

I gave him anelher glance in reiurn,
and Sir Montfe understood that he was
to take no action. But, if Gruyson com-
menced any of his tricks upon the new

It seemed as though he had been sent to ! boy, we should immediately take a hand,
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nd risk _
:[mid of anything that Grayeon could

do, but, if we bumped the Fifth-former,
we should probabiy incur the wrath of
the College House Removites. They had
::O(_':ollege House boy, and, naturally,
thoy would wipe us up if we touched

him.
“ Do you hcar me?’ demanded the
bully. ** Apologise! Go down on your

knees, and say you're sorry!”

Lawrence didn’t move. -

“I'm not going to do anything of the
sort!"” he replied smoothly. * You
banged into me, and [ don’t sec why I
should apologise for that. S_trictlé' speak-
ing, vou ought to apologise, Grayson,
for—-—"' .

“ You cheeky young sweep!"” roared
Grayson. “If you don't apologise
within ten seconds, I will twist your
beast.y arm until you howl for mercy!
One—two—three—four—"'

“1 don’t think that sort of thing will
have much effect upon me,"” interrupted
Lawrence quietly. ** You won't. twist
my arm, Grayson, because you daren’t.
If you hud me alone, you might try
somelhing of the kind; but you wouldn't
do'it here in the lohby, wilh five or six

fellows looking on."

Gravson scowled. He "knew well
cnough that Lawrence was speaking the
- truth. He would not dare to twist the
i‘l‘l.mor's arm now, and the bully of the

tfth atlempted to bluster.

“ You'd betlter be careful what you

say to mo, you young rat!”’ he snapped
victiously. “I wouldn't soil my fingers
by touching you. Who do vou think you
are, anvway—coming to St. Frank's
looking lile a tramp? The next lime an
old rag-and-boné¢ man comes round here,
T'il direct him to ybur study. Thal suit
of yours might fetch twopenco half-
penny !’
:‘["T.I'nest Lawrence turned crimson.
Y 1—I can't holp my suit being a litlle
bit shabby " he mutlered. * There's no
lagrace 1n it, anyway.”
, . Rather not, dear old bLoy!' ex-
Gimed Sir Montie warmly. “ Don't
take any notice of this frightful ass!"
rayson twirled round.

¢ “"'Who the dence told you to inter-
Cre, you infernal Ancient House brat?”

_}m Shapped. “ Clear out of here, before
chuck you out!” -

Sir Montie started,

'H

the consequences. We were not

great liking for Grayson, but he was :

“ Begad!" he exclaimed. * Did—did
you hear that, dear old boys?"".

S We're not  deaf!'  said  Tormamy
Watson blunlly. “If Grayson ain't
careful, he'll find hiniself used a3 a door-
mat !’

Lawrence, still red, atlempled Lo pass,
in order Lo go out, but Grayson barred
his path.

“ Not yet!"” he rapped out. ‘‘ You're
not going just yet, my fine pauper. It's
a pity vour people couldn’t dress you
any belter—you’re a disgrace (o tho
College Housc—lhiat's what you are!
It's a wonder Mr, Foxe hasn't reported
you lo the Head!”

“Will you let me pass?’ asked laow-
rence qutetly. “ I don't wantl to quarici
wilh vou, &rayson, and I don't want

this affair to come to blows. bul you
had better be careful. And 1 =hould
advise vou not to sneer at e 100
much.”’

“Oh!" shouted Grayson fiercely.

“ And what the dickens do yvou think
vou can do’”’

“ It seems Lo me that you are looking
for Lrouble.”’ said Lawrence. “ If thal's
the case, I ~an lel you have some—and
you had betler say the word. But, as
I told you befare, I don't want any un-
pleasuntness. I've been left alone since
I arrvived at St. I'rank’s, and I'm not
anxioits Lo start any trouble nocw: bet,
1If you want it—well, I can let you have
it

Grayson grinned with rage.

“Oh, vou can let me im’e il he
repealed. ** And what about the trouble
you'll get? If I have any more -of sour
sauce, I'll give you a smack across tho
face that'll sting for hours—''

*1 don't think you will!"" repliel
Lawrence. *‘“ And, whal's more, Gray-
son, I'll fight you if you want me to!”

Grayson yelled.

““ You’ll fight me:!" he roared. “ Wi,
you silly little fool, I could smash you
to bits wilth one hinger! You don't know
what you're talking about!” '

“T think I do!" said the new ‘bo:.
“ Well, wiil you let me pas:, or will you
fight nie?"’

“Fight you!" said Gravson cou:-
temptugusly. ** You might just e wil
ask me 1if I'd Hight a kid in the Secoi .l
Form! And I wouldn't soil my fingera
by fighting with a low-bred pauper like
you—a ragged beggar from some rollen
school! Your [ather and mother ougiht
to bo ashamcd of themselves for sending
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you to St. Frank’'s in this condition!"

Smack ! . |

Quick as lightning, Lawrence’s hand
¢ame forward, and it hit Grayson’s
cheek with a smack which resounded
throughout the lobby. It was a eharp
blow, and Grayson’s cheek was flaming.
He staggered back, with a sharp cry of

in, and his eyes were blazing with
Er{. Lawrence stood there, hot and
flushed, with an expression of defianco
ih his eyes. Tommy and Montie upd I
looked on with interest—and, certainly,
with excitement.

'* You—you mad liltle idiot!’’ gnarled
Grayson. * Why, TI'lI—I'll— You
want me to fight, do you? Al] right,
you young cad, I'll ight you—I’'ll emash
you to bits| I'll muke your face go that
it won't be recognised!'’

“ All night!” said Lawrence. * You
can do it—or, at least, you can lLave a
try. I'm ready to fight you now—here,
if you want it?"’

‘“ Hold on!"’ exclaimed Bob Chrisline,
who had appeared towards the end of
the little scene. “ You can’t scrap in
the lobbv, you asses! II there's going
to be a fight, you'll bave to go behin

the gymnasium. By Jingo, you're a
yvoung ass, Lawrence! You'll De
beaten!”

The news spread like wildfire, and

hefore long .almost every junior in the
College House knew that a Aght was to
take place behind the gymnasium,
almost at once—a fight belween Gray-
son of the Fifth, and Lawrence of the
Remove. It was an extraordinary bout,
for it was regarded as a foregone con-
clusion that Lawrence would last about
one minute only. Grayson was a re-
nowned bully. His right was a terror,
and he could bring it round with tre-
mendous force. It would be impossible
for I.awrence {o last out more than one
round.

“0Of conrse. the whole lhin[i IS
ridiculous!”’ said Bob Christine. *‘ Law-
rence will be eaten up in less than a
minute. But it's his own [fault—he
stmacked Grayson’s face, and asked for
it."”

'‘“But not before Grayson insulled
him, and goaded him to 1it,”” I put in.
“Don’t forget that, Christine. 1 think
Lawrence i3 & plucky young beggar !’

“He's 2 young ass!” said Christine.
‘““ But he'll pay for it now all right!”

Before ten minutes had elapsed, prae-
tically all the juniors in the Ancient

LLE LIBRARY

House,  too, were aware that & fight wne
about to commence, and a great crowd
collected behind the gymnasium, which
was & kind of npatural ampbitheatre,
There was a hollow, with grassy banks
all round. The boltom of the lollow
formed the ring, and the spectators were
able to stand round, with a splendid
view of the proceedings. Handforth,
naturally, was very prominent. Edward
Oswald Handforth, of Study D, gencr-
ally managed to mriake himse!l scen and
heard wherever he went.

“IUs all rot!” he declared warmly.
"I never heard - of anything so ubso-
Jutely mad in all my life! We ought to
stop this fight, you chaps—it isn’t fair:”

“ Rats!” said Clapson. ‘* We'ro all
waiting to sce l.awrence wiped outl of
existence!”

“ Rather!"

““ The young ass asked for il, and he'll
get it !

‘““ A fight's a fight, but this won't be a
fight!”” roared Handforth, ¢ It isn't
fair lo Lawrence. He ain't capable of
dealing wilh Grayson. Graysen is 2
hulking great beggar—and a bully, too.
What iopes will im\'rence have against
such a chap as that?> . ‘

*“No hopes at all,” put in Reginald
Pitt, *“ But it'es no good talking,
Handy; if they’ve airanged this fight,
it will have to go through. Lawrence
smacked Grayson'’s face, and forced him
to fight, and so he must take the con-
soquences. In other words, he called Lhe
tune, and he'll have to puy the piper!”

Handforth glaved.

“What's the good of trolting oul
those mouldy ol roverbs?’ he de-
manded irritably. ‘“ Blow the {une, and
blow the piper! I like to see a fight—
nothing betler, in fact. But this won't
be a ftight at all—i'll bo o slaughter.
And I’ve got a jolly good suggestion (o
make.”

““* Whose is it?’’ inquired De Valerie.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha !’ . :

‘“Mine, of course. you dolty ass!”
roared Handflorth. ¢ This 18 the sug-
gestion, if vou want to hear it——""

*“We don’t!" -

“T1'Il1 fight Lawrence's battle for hins,
if he wants me to!” said Handforth

encrously. ‘‘ Leave Grayson lo me—
Il wipe him:up—tihen you'll see a
fight! If you let :Lawrence enter this
thing there’ll be nothing iworth secing
at all. Lecave it to me, and—-" .

My dear chup, you dou’t come .12
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{his act at all interrupted " Bob
Christine. ‘‘ Lawrence doesn’t want yon
to fight for him, and we don’t want to
gce you make an ass of yourself—Nalure
did that!"”’ :

““1Ia, ha, ha!”

Handforth could not obtxin a hearing,
and bhe was finally shouted down when
Grayson came charging into the ring.
The bully of the Fifth was looking surly
and aggressive. He was evidently de-
termined to finish the fight as quickly as
possible, for Grayson considered the
whole thing lo be infra dig.

Ernest Lawrence appeared a moment
or two alterwards. Ie was iooking
quile calm and collected. His face was
slightly pale, but there was no doubt
about his pluck. He was quite ‘ready to
fight, although it was practically a cer-
tainly that he wouw.d go under. _

Bob Christine and Talmadge volun-
{eered Lo be Lawrence's seconds. Gray-
son only had one—his study companion,
Shaw, of the Fifth,

““ Don’t waste any (ime over it, GGray-
son,” ' said Shaw. * Give him one swipe,
and lay him out.”

““That’s what I am going to do,” said
Grayson viciously. “ I'll make hitn wish
he was never born!"

I'll hold vour

~“Right-o! Go ahead!
jacket !”’

““No, you won't!"”" said the bu:ly cf
the FFifth. “I'm going to keep my
Jackel. on; there's no
should demecan myself by taking it off
in front of this crow. can denl wilh
Lawrence in hall a minute!"

_ Lawrence was getting roady. : His
jacket was already off, and his slecves
were rolled up. He looked quile busi-
nessitke, although very frail and small
comparcd to Grayson.

Bob Christine was secing to il thal
the thing was properly done., and a
referee had already been appolnted. This
was another Fifth Form fellow, named
Drake, and the referce now steppel
forward with two pairs of boxing gloves,
Gl;ﬂyson glared at him.

‘We don't want those things:" he
snapped.
Gsis!"

E‘)rake shook nis head.
w ool don’t think so!” he replied grimly.
That sort of thing won't do, Grayson.

ou’ve got a fist like a lez of multon, !

and I'm not going (o see you smash into
awrence without wearving the gloves.
suppose vou'll do him quite enough

reason why J{

“Wo're using our bareﬁ

damage in any case.”

“0Oh, all right!" snapped Gravso:n,
‘“ But Lthe whole thing 13 mad!®’’

He pulled his gloves on, and they wero
secured by Shaw., Meanwhtle, Christine
and Talmadge were attending to Law-
rence, and ﬁob Christine gave the new
boy a few words of fatherly advice.

“ Of course, you're a silly voung ass
to challenge (.zv'rayson to fight!’’ said
Christine.  ‘* But that can’t be helped
now, and you've got to go through the
giddy miil. Take my advice, and don't
gel i too close—dor’t let Grayson laind
onc of his rights. He's a terror, and
he's got a long reach. Your best policy
i5 to keep dodging about, and take as
little punishment as you can. When you
begin to el exhausted, the referce is
roing to stop the fight in Grayson's

| favour.”’

% Onb, 13 he?’ said Lawreuce quietly.
* That’s very intercsling, Christine, but
[ think I can take care of myseli,

| thanks, and I shall do my ulmecest not (o

disgrace tho Remove!”’

“ Good egg!” said  Talmadge.
“ That's the way to talk, my son. Of
course, if you could wipe up Grayson, il
would be a terrific victory for us—we a'!
hate the cad. But you can’t do i, so
i's no good talking. Only, for good-
ness’ sake, pul up a good show. Don’t
let him floor you 1n the first few
scconds ! ¥

“TlIl do my best," said Lawrenco
simply.

He stood there, looking remarkably
self-possessed, and ho was quile cooi.

Most of the fellows believed that the
new boy had smacked Grayson’s face in
a fit of temper, and that he was now
sorry for whal he had done. But, per-
sonally, T saw no sign whatever in Law-
rence’s demeanour of nervousness .or
fright. He secmed ready for anything.

“Time!" said Drake sharply,

“ Now, you little worm!™ mullered
Grayson.

e stepped forward, his face expresa-
ing clearly enough the fury which filled
him. He was in an ugly temper, and, if
Lawrenrce received one of his heavy
blows, it would be hard for the Remove
junior., And Grayson lost no time 1w
ashing out.

Swish!

His fist shol through the air. directed
straight at lL.awrence’s jaw; but, some.
how or other, Lawrence's jaw wasn'i
thera when (8 was required. Tt was fulls
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a foot away, and the next second Gray-
con was brought up with a jar, Law-
rence having lapped him forcibly upon
the chin. .

“* You—you infernal young rat!" said
Grayson tﬁickly. E

He simply let himself go then. and

lashed out right and left, with all his]

force and fury. If one of his blows had
struck Lawrence, the junior would have
heen felled to the ground; but, curiously
enough, not a single one of Grayson's
thruste found its mark.

He simply lashed out at the emply air,
and Lawrence dodged about, using
amazingly clever footwork, and,  al
regular intervals, he got in a blow—
one on the chin, one on the nose, and
then a heavy thud upon Grayson’s
chest. Lawrence’s arms worked
hightning—they flashed in and out, and
he kept clear of Grayson’s clumsy thrusts
with the grealest of case. And then

T.awrence's left came up unexpectedly,
and canght Grayson under the chin with
a crash which shook every tooth in his
head. Grayson staggered back,
over, and lay on the grass dazedly.
a voar went up from the spectators.

** Oh, well Tut!”?

‘“ Good old Lawrence!”

‘“Keep il up, kid! Give him beans!”

Grayson struggled to his feet, his face
simply Jivid with rage.

‘“'Time!"” said Drake shortly.

Grayson went to his corner, and Shaw
looked at him' anxiously.

“I say, oid man, you'll have (o do
better than that!"”’ he exclaimed.

‘““ Confound you!"’ snarled Grayson.

And

“ The kid’s like an ecl—I can't gel; at
him! LEvery time 1 punched, he
dodged.”?

“ Thal’s Decause you went at it tco
carelessly,’” said Shaw. * That sort of
thing won't do, you know. The kid's
got a bit of science—you’ll have to use
some, too!”

But this would he difficult, consider-
ing that Grayson knew no science. It
was lis plan to lash out with all his
force, and Lo settle hie opponents in as
sherl a space of time as possible. This
was about the first time that the bully
of the Fifth had really engaged in a
proper timed fight, and he had only
conurented lo this because he had looked
npon it as a foregone conclusion that he
would emush Lawrence at once.

But Lawrence refused to he smashed

up.

hke

fell

LELL LIBRARY. -

T was heginning to realise the truih,
The new boy in the College House wis
a wonderful little boxer.

His science was astonishing, and he
had all the confidence and composure of
a professional. He was looking as cool
as poesible as he stood in his comer,
being sponged down by Chrisiine and
Talmadge.

“Well done. kidY" said Chrisline.
‘““ Keep it up like that, and you’ll soon
make a good display. Of course, you’!l
get whacked in the end, but you ain’t
disgracing the Remove.”

Lawrence smiled.

“T don't think I shall get whacked,”
he said. ‘' Before the end of the third
round, T imagine that Grayzon will have
had suffictent.”

This rather sounded like boasting, but
it was not—as the next round proved.

The crowd of fellows watched, abiso-
lutely enthralled. They followed every
movement of the fight with excilement
and intense miterest. Grayson received
hardly any attention, for all eyes were
upon rnest Lawrence.

| « The mew boy in the College Houso
trcated us to one of the most perfect dis-
E;ays of boxing that wo had ever seen.-

{is science was astonishing, and lLe posi-
tively played with his big opponent. Try
as he would, Grayson could do nothing
whatever—Lawrence was too good for
him every time.

And, rapidly, Grayson was being worn
oul. Blow “after blow he rececived with
clockwork regularity, and he could give
nothing in exchange. So far, Lawrence
was not touched, and Grayson was show-
ing many signs that he was Lhe worse
for wear. '

It was a wonderfully preily exhibition,
and the juniors were wild with excite-
ment and joy now. For the opinion of
the crowd had, been reversed; il was
generally acknowledged that Lawrence
would be the winner. He had his man
absolutely at his mercy, and there was
nol the slightest doubt that Lawrence
was one of the finest boxers who had
ever given a display at St. TFrank’s.

““ It’s positively astonishing!” I mut-
tered to Sir Montie. ** Why, 1 don't
think I should care to face Lawrence in

|

the ring. I rather pride myself on my
boxing, but I fancy he could whack
me!’’ -

“ Dear old boy, I think you are wrong
theve: but Lawrence is certainly an
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amazin’ boxer!’ admitted Sir Montie.
« Bogad! Did you sec that?”

I did. Lawrence had suddenly exe-
cuted n clever feint, drawing Grayson on
until the bully stood exactly where he
was wanted. Then Lawrence delivered
two sharp blows, ‘which sent Grayson
staggcrinlg back, he.pless and done.

Only the calling of time saved him
from defeat.

“ Hurrah!”

“ Go it, Lawrence!"’

“ Well done!”

Lawrence Mushed slightly as he heard
these cheering sounds. He had the
crowd on his side now. and they were
enthusiastic. As for Grayson, all his
confidence was gone, and he was shaking
with nervousness as Shaw rubbod down
his face.

‘“ Take your jacket off, you ass!”
muttered Shaw. ¢ The kid's too much
for you——"' -

“Too much for me!"” snavled Gray-
“son. ““It's not that—I'm no! feeling 1n
form to-day! Confound the young brat!
" I'll get him 1n the next round!”’

But the next round was remarkably
short. Lawrence apparvently thought
that there had been quite enough, and
he finished up the fight in  whirlwind
fashion. Instead of playing with his
opponcnl-, he went in to work with a
wil, and Grayson was driven com-
-pletely round the ring, blows showering
upon bim and confusing him to the
point of distraction.

Then Lawrence finished the fight.

Bang! Crash! Flap! Three—four—
ive blows rained upon Grayson's face.
The bully went down, groaning, and Le
lay there, blood streaming ?rom his
nose, and his lower lip being rather
badly cut.

He couldn’t rise, and he was counted
out amid terrific cheering and uproar.

Lawrerce of the Remove had won! It
was almosl staggering, and my opinion
f Lawrence was fixed—ho was the finest
llghtweight boxer I had evor scen.

CHATPTER IIl..
MR. SMALE i-'ox:: '8 VERY P-.EAS-D!

OB  CHRISTINE scized Taw-
~rence’s hand in a warm grip,
. St Jolly fine, my son!" he ex-
c.ammed enthusiastically. ¢ How

| luck

7

on carth did you manage to do i1t?
You're u marsel!” -

“ Rather!’ put in Handforth. “I'm
a good judge of bLoxing, and [ know
what's what! Lawrence is a rIEpor, and
no giddy mistake! Why, he knows as
much science as I do!”

‘““ Ha, ba, ha!”

““ [Lawrence has already forgolten all
{that you know about boxing!” griuned
Reginald Pitt.  “ A good many chaps
at St. Frank’s can use their fhsts, but
ther are mere amatours compared to
Lawrence. The way he played about
with Grayson was a sight for weary
eves'”

* Rather!™

"“He uphceld the honour of the Re-
move ! said Christine. * Jolly good
to him! Grayson has Dbeen
smashed for once, and I'il bet he won't
be so jolly ready with his fists in fulure!
Heoe knows that there's somebady in the
Remove who can lick him, and that'll
make him cautious!"”’

Giavson had already slunk off, accom-
panied by Shaw. The Fifth Form bully,
as a matter of fact, was etili rather
dnzed and shuky. He could unol quite
realise that he had been knocked out,
cleanly aud fairly, by a Removile, stones
lighter than he was. It was indeed a

l humiliation for Master Grayson.

“I'd hike to have a little chat with you
later on, Lawrenco,”’ 1 said, tapping him
on the shoulder. ‘“ What you don't know
aboul boxing isn’t worth learning, by _all
appearances !’ |

““I shall be only too pieased to have:
a talk, 1f you want it,”" said Lawrenco
obliging!y; “but I don’l want you
follows to muke a fues aboul this affa:r,
It was nothing, after all.”

“ Nothing !’ echoed Haundforth,
ing. * Nolhing—to lick Grayson!”

“Well Grayson may be much larger
than I am, but he knows nolhing about
boxing,”” said Lawrence. * He was
tust like a baby—all ho could do was 1o~

it out blindly, and to trust to luck.
That won'l do at sll in a proper boxing
contest.”

‘““ Who taughl you how to use your
fists?"" inquired Christine curiously,

“My fatber!”’ .

““ Then all I can say is, you've got o
ripping father!" sgaid Christine. *‘ Ho
must know a good bit about the noblo
art, I should say.”

““* Yes, my father knows quile a let,”
he sai:l shortly.

slnr-



“By the way,” 1 broke in, “I was
Jooking for you, Christine, when Gray-
son brought on this trouble.”

“Well, you've found me now,” said
Bob. * at’s the trouble?"”

‘“ No trouble. I was wondering if you
could get up a scratch eleven for a
match this aftermoen,’”” I said, * There's
nothing doing in particular, and il’s a
lovely day. Why shouldn't we have a
footer match—Fossils against Monks?
It’ll be a bit of sport, anyway."”

Bob Christine nodded.

“ Right you iare,”” he said. “I'm
game—I'll get up an eleven, if yonu
bke.”

“Good!” T said. ‘“ Be on Littleside
in about twenty minules’ time. I'll go
along and collect my men.”

I went off, taking my chums with me,
and a minute or so later, Christine and
Co. were alone with Lawrence.

‘ Know anything about football?"” in-
quired Christine, looking at the new hoy
curiously.

‘“ Well, 'a bit,”’ admitted Lawrence.

‘“ As much as you do about boxing?”’

‘“Oh, no!" said the new
quickly. “T can play a fairly decent
game, I think. Bul that will be for you
to decide, Christine—you’re the skipper
of the cleven. I've been waiting for a
chance to play footer, but I've always
understood that a new fellow mustn’i
put bimeself forward.”

“"That’s quite right."” said Bob.
“ You'’ve got the rig,:- it spirit, my son.
A new fellow mustn't put himself for-
ward—or he gets it in the neck, Where
do vou usually play?'"

‘* Half-back,"” replied Lawrence. © I'm
not particular which side.”

‘““ Half-back,” replied Lawrence. ¢ I'm
“We'll give you a trial this afternoon,
if you like. it's only a scratch game,
and it doesn't parlicularly matter which
side wins—although, of course, il’s a
foregone conclusion that we shall wi!:nc
up lhe Fossils. Come along, my sons.”

They were just about to move off,
when a voice interrupted them.

‘“One moment, boys,”’ it said
pleasantly. * Just a word with you, if
vott don’t mind!”’

The juniors halted, and turned. And
they saw the slim, well set up figmnre of
Mr. Smale Foxe,

College House,

fellow |

|

|
l
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fully, and wuited for Mr. Foxe (o speak,
They did not know quite what to mahe
of their new House Master. At firse,
at the vory beginning of the term, he

-hnd seemed to be a decent sort, but,

of late, he had changed—in a subtle,
mysterious way. None of the junmiors
could understand this change. Gray:on,
and Shaw of the Fifth, knew even more
about Mr. Foxe than the junilors did.
For, only an evening or two ago, Mr.
IFoxe had entered Grayson’s study, and

had found a (Fumbling party in })rogrem.
Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell, of the
Ancient House, were there. And .

Foxe, to the boys’ amazement, had-actn-
ally joined in the game—losing money,
and smoking some of Grayson’s -cigar-
ettes! This was ‘certeinly startling, and
beyond ordinary understanding.

This afternoon, Mr. Foxe appeared o
be very pleasant. He regarded the Loys
with a smile upon his face. His nosa
looked cven bigger when he smiled, and
his eyes twinkled—but there was a cey-
tain Jook abtout them which Bob -Chris-
tine did not quite like. However, M.
Foxe was the House Masler, and he had
to be respected.

Mr. Foxe evidently saw no sign of
the recent scuffling, for Lawrence was
nol even marked. He had one or two
biuises, certainly, when Grayvson bad
mavuged to tap him now and again.

But his- face was quite clear and un-
touched.

““Just a moment, boys.” said M.
IFoxe gemally. *“IUs a half-holiday to-
day, and I am just off into Bannington.”’

“I hope yon'll have a pleasant aftey-
noon, sir,” said Christine politely.

“Thank you, my lad,” said Mr. Foxe.
“T do enjoy an outing now and again,
and I was thinking” of taking you boys
with me—just the four of you. What
do you say?”’ _

I'or some few moments the junioxs did
not reply. They hordly knew what to
<ay, as a matter of fact., Mr. Foxe was
the House Master, and it would be
rather difficult to refuse him—and fo
carn his enmity, for we thought that
unless we agreed with him he might vro-
bably getl rutly.

Chrizstine and Co. were certainly naot
al all anxious to go out with Mr. Smale
Foxe. They would prefer to remain at

the Master of the | St. Frank’s, and enjoy the game of fout-

ball against the Ancient House fellows,

The juniors raised their cape respect-  Going out with .a House Master wag”
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alwazs an ordeal for junior:—they were |

compelled to waik very straight,  Lhey

found it impossible to use slang, and |

{hey had to keep themselPes well in
check. There was about as much enjoy-
ment in going oul for an afternoon with
the House Master as there was in the
Form-room during lessons.

“ It’s—it's very kind of yvou, sir—

"

began Chistine.

¢« Awfully decent!”
¢ But—but—"

“ You—ryou see, sir., we're booked for
foolball '’ said Yorke. *‘ There's a game
arranged—"’

““Between us and the College House

said Tulmadge.

chapsz, sir?!” put in Christine. ¢ We'd
like to come, sir——"’
“ Then you must come!” esaid Mor.

Foxe briskly. ¢ Surely you can let the'
football rest for once—you have football
two or Lthree timnes a week—but it 1s not
often that you get the chance of coming
out wilh me. Is this football match a
recognised fixture?”’

““ Not—not exactly, sir,” said Chris-
tine. “ Bul—but the Ancient House fel- |
lows wonted a game, and we said that |
we'd gel a team up—"

“Oh, then it is quite all right,” in-
lterrupted the House Master. ‘¢ There
will ‘be plenty of other boyxs to play in
this -football match. I am quite sure
that the team can do quile excellently
wilthout your services, my boys. I want
you to come with me—I intend lo give
you a treat. And don't forget—I siand
all the evpenses. J am going to give
you a really enjoyable afternoon.”

Bob Christine nearly groaned.

“It’s awfully good of youw, air,”” lhe
managed (o say. with an cffort.

. Frightfully decent!” said Yorke and
Falmadge, in hollow tones.

Thes had done Lheir best, but there
was3 nothing else for it. They would be
compelled to accompany Mr. Smale
Foxe on this afternoon’s *‘ enjoyment.”
- But all the juniors fell as though - they
had been sentenced to an afternoon of
detention. Probably they would have
preferred to remain in the clnss-room,r
doing 1ines! They felt that they were
Leing {reated very unjustly. But, of

Ccourse, they couldn’t dare to even hint
al Lhis, '

“Now, hurry indoors and get your
aovercoats and hate on.” said Mr. Foxe
briskly. ¢ We shall just be able to catch
,the early afternoon train if you hurrr.

9

\\'1;'(1011'[ want to walk all the way. do
we?”’ :

The juniors hurried indoors, and went
to the cloakroom. Thore they guzed
ul one another.

““ Retten!” grunted Christine. “ Why
can’t the ass go by himself? Absolulely
miicked up the afternoon—that's what
he's done! Just as if we want to go out
on the spree with a giddy Houso
Master !” -

““ Oh, I expect he'll take us up and
down the High Street, show us the
shops, and then trot us into a giddy
restanrant—trcat us to a cup of teu and
o bun! That's about Foxe's mark!”

‘“Well, we can’t get out of il, can
we?’ inquired Ernest Lawrence. “ 1
suppose w2 must make the best of a bad
job. I'm very disappointed myself, be-
cause I wanted lo play in that football
match.”

All four juniors were fecling disgusted,
and when they got oul into the Trianglo
again ey found Mr. Foxe wailing for
themi. Christine did not even have an
opportunity of sceing me—to explain
that he was compelled to abandon the
football matech. However, he needn’t
hauve worried—because when it was
found that Christine and Co. had mys-
teriously disappeared, other juniors wera
forthcoming. So the match took place
after all. '

Meanwhile; the unfortunate quartetle
were going down the lane with dr.
Foxe, en route for the station. They
were Just in time to catch the local train
{o Bannington. And when they found
themselves in a third-class stnokinz com-
partment, they felt that the game was
really up. ey were in for it nqw—
there was no doubt about it.

Mr. Foxe produced a silver cigaretio
case, and opened it. He selecled a cigar-
ette, lit if, and then passed the case to
the juniors. Christine gave a start a3
he saw the cigarette in front of him.
Then he grinned. |

“No thanks, sir,”” he said with a
chuckle. | -

He naturally assumed—as the other
juniors also assumed—that My, Foxe
was attempting to be humourous.

“I'm not joking, my box!"” said Mr.
Foxe. ¢ Come along—have a cigarette
—have one each. There’s nobody to sce,
excepl me. And I.shall not object.”

‘“‘ But—but—""  gasped Christinas,
“ You—vou don't mean——""
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T4 0Of course I mean it!? said Mr.
Foxe. ‘ You'’ve goi to understand, my
lad, that we are just a little party to-
.gether—we are away from all other eyes.
So why shouldn’t we enjoy opnrselves?
I want you to regard me as one of your
own set—not as your House Master. 1
don’t believe in formalities on a half-
holiday. Come along—light your cigar-
ettes, and enjoy them.”

‘“ Great pip!” multered Yorke, under
his breath.

“My only {opper!” murmured Tal-
madye. '

Bob Christine shook his head, his eyes
NMashing with scorn. o

“ If you don't mind, $ir, wo'd rather
not smoke,”’ he said, with a note of
contempt in his veice. *‘It’s very kind
of you to give us the chance—but we're
not that sort. We don’t smoke at all.
Wo think it’s a rotten habit for boys!”’

Mr. Smale Foxe burst into a laugh.

“Come, come! You cannot tell me
that!’ he chuckled. ‘1 know boys
well enough—and I know that they
enjoy a sly smoke now and again. Don’t
be shy—help yourselves.”

‘““We don’t smoke, sir,”’ inlerrupted
Christine. ““ I don't suppose you’'ll be-
heve it, but it’s the truth. Some juniors
mzy think it rather clever to emoke, but
we don’t. We think it’s a rotten habit.”

My. Foxe shrugged his shoulders, and
pult his cigarette case away.

‘““Well, I'm not going to press you,”
he said lhightly. ¢ I wasn’t aware that
I had such good little hovs to deal with.
I am really afratd thaut vou are celf-
conscious, and that you don’t like to Jet
vourselves go in my presence.”” Christine
and Co., as a matter of fact, were feol-
ing rather uncomfortable—and so was
Lawrence. They did not like this kind
of thing.  And they were amazed. They
were staggered that their House Master
should even urge them to smoke. It was
really the most astounding thing that
could have happened. And Mr. Smale
Foxe was ceriainly the limit in House
Masters.

All the juniors were relieved when
Bannington was reached, They- passed
out of the station, and very soon found
themBselves in the town.

They wondered what kind of amuse-
nent Mr. I'oxe would treat thém to.
There was nol much in Bannington on
a Wednesday afternoon. There was a
music-hall in the town—a very second.

! working
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rate place—and the .boys never went
there. In the afternoon there was nct
even a performance, in any case. Tho
only other place of amusement was the
cinema. And this place was considered
to be out of bounds,

Towards the end of the previous term
ihere had been a lot of trouble with this
cinema and it's proprietor—Mr. Stanley
Webb. But Mr. Webb had riow left,
and he was spending a quiet time 1n a
criminal Junatic asylum.

Meanwhile, a new cinema was being
built—a magnificent super-palace—right
in the middle of the High Street, on the
sito of .the old Bannington Grange.
This was being done by Mr. Isaac Levi
—the enterprising father of Solomon
Ievi, the Jewish boy in the Remove. ¥

As Mr. Foxe went down the High
Street, accompanied by the four junters,
they soon came within sight of the new
building. Erection had already started,
and the place was already more than
half up. Before many weeks had
elapsed, according to Mr. Levi’s plans,
the picture theatre wonld be complete
and ready for the public.

A big army of workmen was engaged
upon the task. and they simply swarmed
over the building, n large numbers,
hard. The enterprise was going
forward at full speed.

“It won’t be long before we shall
have a ripping picture palace in Ban-
rington,”’” remarked Christine, as he
watched the activity. ¢ It'll be first-
class to come here and enjoy the pic-
lures.”

“We don’t want to see any piclures!”
exclaimed Mr. Foxe. ‘1 rather fancy
something more exciting, personally.
We'll walk along, boys, untiF we come
to the outskiris of the town. It is quite
pleasant now, and there is no reason
why we should not enjoy ourselves
thoroughly.”

Mr. Foxe spoke as though they were
enjoying themselves io a certain extent
already. The juniors did not agree with
this view. The House Master had
already astonished them in the train—
but he was going to astonish them still
more before long.

They wandered out of Bannington
nlong the road which led towards Heln-
ford. It was very quiet and peaceful out
here, there being practically no trafhe,
and tliere were plenty of trees and open
spaces.
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II

Thex had not proceeded very far when | think I will partake of a whisky and

they came to a neat little public-hiouse
which stood just back from the road,
with a wide gravel stretch in front of it.
It was & picturesquo building, with a
swinging sign outside, announcing to
all and sundry that the house was known
as the * Fox and Hounds.” The House
Master smiled as he observed that sign.

‘“ Quile appropriate,” he observed
smoothly. “ The Fox and Hounds,
bovs! 1 am the Tox, und you—No, 1 do

not wigh to insult you!"’

He chuckled, and led the way towards
the snloon bar of the public-hou:e.
Christine and Co., and Lawrence, wore
fiankly dismayed. Was it possible that
Mr. Foxe was about to enlor this public-
house? He surely knew that all public-
houses were out of bounds for St.
Frank's juniors. Not only that, but if
any boy happened to be caught in such
an eslab]islzmenl-, it . would certainly
mean a flogging, and, possibly, expul-
gion. Il all depended upon which public-
house it was.

And yel Mr. Foxe was about to cnler
this place. Christine looked alarmed.
Was it possible that the House Master
did not know the rules and regulations
of St. Frank'’s? He was a new-comer,
:}c:{'tailtly, but he surely knew better than

1S,

Christine pulled at his arm, jusl be-
fore they arrived at the door.

‘“Half a minute, sir,” said DBob.

soda. 1 should advise you boys to do
the same—it iy a most excellent drink."”

““Whisky, sirl" gasped Talmadge.
“ But—but we mustn’t have that!"

‘“Why not?"

“It—il’s intoxicating, sir—-

‘ What if it is—it does you no harm!™
sald the House Master. * Come a'ong—
I will order five whiskies, including a
double for myself—"'

“No thanks, sir—we’d rather not!”
put in Christine bluntly. ¢ We'll sll

drink lemonade, or ginger beer. No-
thing stronger!"’
“Yes, that's il,”" said Lawrence. [

think I'd prefor femonade, thank you.”

Mr. Foxe did his ulmost to persuade
the boys to partake of whisky. But they
were steadfast—they would not budge.
They were more and more- amazed, For
a House Ma:ter to invile them to smoke
was extraordinary enough—but for him
to order whisky and sodu for them was
simp'y stagzering. It was bevond their
understunding.  Entering the public-
house was bad enough, but whisky——!

. The juniors were heartily glad when
they had got outside, and were once
more upon the road. Bul they had no
unecasy feelings. Even if the landlord of
the public-liouse informed the Head of
what had taken place, the boys would
nol suffer. For they had an excellent
defencc—they bad been tuken into Lhe

“Well, my boy, what is it?"’ inquired , place by their own House Master. Il

Mr. Foxe, turning.

“ We—wo musta't go in there, sir,”
gaid Christine. ¢ It's—it's against the
rules, you know! All public-houses are
out of bounds—"

Mr.

‘“ Nonsense ! said Foxe pleas-
antly. ¢ We don’t take any nolice of
those rules my lad! Who is there to see
us, anyway? You may consider your-
selves quite safe, since you are with
me.  Have no fear;, boys—come glong
tmside—and partake of a drink!”

And, before the juniors could say any-
thing further, Mr. Foxe had entered
the raloon bar. The juniors followed
him in a very astonmished condition.

was Mr. Foxe who would get called over
the coals—not Christine and Co.

‘“ Ah, I feel much better now, boys,™
said DMr. Foxe pleasantly. “ A good
whisky has a wonderful eflect upon a
man. It was very silly of you to drink
that lemonade—it is gassy and most un-
piensanl. You would have found the
whisky far move palatable.”

The juniors hardly knew what to say,
so they did nol answer at all. And, pre-
sently, the litlle parly came within sight
of a tent, which was erecled just within
a field on the left hand side. A crowd
of rough-looking men and youths stood
about the teni, and another man, with

How could they refuse him—he was I'.hela beel_'y_-looking: countenance, was shout.
House Master. And yet they knew well | ing, evidently inviling people to enter,
cnough that this was wrong—and if the| Christine and Co. knew what the place

Head got to know of i, there would be | was at once. .
ruclions. Tt was a low-class boxing-booth, and

“ Well, boys, what are you going lo}a roughly painted board announced Lo
Lave?" inquirod Mr. Foxe genially. ** I ‘the general publlc that the propricior
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was named Mr. Jake Gubbmm. It was
My. Jake Gubbin avho was shouting, and
he looked exactly what he was, every
inch of him—an ex-pugilist of a low
type.

“ Now, gents, rvoll up!”’ Mr. Gubbin
was shouting. * Only a lanner a time,
and I can promise you a jolly good
show. You always see good boxing in
this ’ere booth of mine. Fust class
malches, and nothing else. I've got a
star man working wiv’ me just now—
‘ Lightning left Ned.” He’s .a regular
terror, and he’s worth yer money, with-
out anybody else at all! Come along—
a tanner a timel”’

Christine . and Co. wanted to huinry
past, for they certainly had not the
shghtest inclination {o enter this dis-
reputable place. But Alr. IFoxe halled,
and smiled at the boys. ‘

‘“Come along, youngsters!”’ be ex-
claimed. ** This promises to be rather
catertaining—eh 7"

“Great  Scott!” gasped Christine.
“ You—you don’t mean to say that we're
going i there, sir?”’

** Why not?’ asked Mr. Foxe. ‘It
15 ‘a pufﬂic place of entertainment, and
we have as much right there as anybody
ddse, providing we pay our entrance-fees. .
Boxing is a manly sport, and it is always
interesting {0 watch.”

“ But—but not boxing of this kind,
rir 7 protested Talmadge.

Mr. Foxe smiled more broadly than
cver,

** But, my dear boys, why should you
object i’ he asked. ** You seem to for-

get that I am with you, arid that pro-l

There 1s

recls you complotely.
your Hounsemaster——

danger while I,

no

LR

** But—but it doesn’t seem right, sir!”’ |
t

broke in Lawrence. *“I know wha
these pinces are. We shall only see a
brutal exbibition. It’s not real {)oxing.
I don’t think we ought-to'go in, sir.”

‘* Ncensense!” said Mr, Foxe. ‘" Come
along!”

IHHe led the way towards the enlrance,
and the rough c¢rowd of men who were
standing about looked at him rather
astonirhed. The boys hung back only
for a moment or two. They could not
very well offend Mr. Foxe, for they
knew that he could make things ex-
tremely  unpleasant for them in the

svhool, not only on thisove day, but for
wecks, '
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And so,  afler. that short  hesitation,
they followed Alr. Foxe to the entrance,
and found that he had paid for them.
They all entered the boxing-booth, and
picked their way down ‘the forms right
to the front. Mr. Foxe sat himseif
down upon a plank, -and the juniors zat
beside him. They felt most uncom-
fortable. Aijl round, cn every side, there
were roughs—men and youths with
chokers round their necks, many ' of
them smoking strong pipes, and the wholo
place was ﬁﬁed with a most unpleasant
odour.  There are boxing-booths and
boxing-booths; this one secined-to be
one of the worst variety.

Certainly if the Head had seen these
juniors there, there would have been a
terrtic row. Caught there alone, it
would have meant instant expulsion
from St. Frank's; but if they were
caught in the company of Mr. Foxe,
il would certainly mean that the House-
master’s duties at the school would ter-
minate with considerable abruptness.
But Mr. I'oxe did not scem td fear that
he would be exposed to the Head. It
was quile probable that he would deny
everything if any of the boys told Lhe
truth; and the story sounded so- extra-
ordinary that it was very -doubtiul if the
Head would believe it. So Mr. Ioxe
was quite on the safe side.

But why was he doing this? \Why was
he leading theee juniors into such places,
and why was he atten:pting to get themn
into bad habits? It was very astonish-
ing, and Christine and Co. could not
understand the riddle.

They had not got much time for
thought, because the ‘‘show ' com-
me:nced azlmost at once. Nr. Juke Gub-
bin appeared in the ring, aud he

addressed the audience, after inlroduc-
ing his champion boxer—'' Lightning
Left ” Ned. This individual was a
beefy-looking young man, not particu-
larly big, but extremely brutal in
appearance. Indeed, he looked a young.
hooligan, and the juniors were not at all
impressed.

“. Now, gents, I'm going to make you
a good hofter!” said Mr. Gubbin. “ I'veo
just inlerduced to you a young feller
wot has got a greal fulure afore him.
Mark my words, it won't be many
imonths afore Ned witl be in London, and
I'll guarantec that v-ithin a.couple o
i'ears he'll be ihe. champion of
ingland 1’
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¢“ | don't think!"’ muttored Lawrence,
under his breath.

“« You're now goin’ to see a wonderful
hexibilion pf boxing,’”’ went on Mr. Gub-

1

I3

_to lay fingers on us, you
rotter. we'll jolly soon’ dea! with you!"

““Ho, yus!'" said Ned sneeringly.
“ Four to one—that's just about your

you attem})l-
!

bin. I'm a sportsman—I reckon |mark "
ovorybody knows that—and TI'll give the| *‘‘It's vhal you said yourself®"
sum of twenty quid—twenty real cur- {snapped Christine. *‘ You said that

rency notes—to the foller wot can knock
out Ned in eight rounds. Mind yer, it's
a stipulation that nobody is to come for-
ward to beat Ned unless he's about the
same weight. I don’'t mind a stono or
two over, but not more. Now, who's
coming forward? Twenty quid, don’t
forgol—twenty quid for the feller who
“can box Ned out in eight rounds®”

Nobody took advantage of this mag-
nificent offer. This was not at all sur-
prising, for Ned looked a formidable
customer to tackle. He was a professional
“ bruiser,”” and it was almost certain
that he would not be content to stick to
fair tactics. And it was equally certain
that Mr. (subbin had not made the offer
until he had had a good look over the
audience.

“ Come alcng., one of you!" caid Mr.
Gubbin.  ** LThere ain't mothing to be
afraid of. INed won't hurt you if he
finds you ain’t equal to 'im. 1t's a bow
with the gloves on, don’t forgit. What
about you, swr, or them boys? Don't
vou feel inclined to take a chanc®?
There's twenty quid to think about,
don't forgit!"

Mr. Foxe shook his head and smiled.

“ Thanks very much for. the offer,”’ he
said, ‘“‘ but I don't fancy we can equul
Mr. Ned's capabilities. We would much
prefer to sit hera and watch.”

“ Lightning Left ' Ned
&nort,

.- This 'ere ain't no good, boss!” he |
exclaimed, in a rough voice. * We're

uttered a

only wasting time. There ain'l a man
here wot - I oouldu’t knock out with
one blow! And as for this cove in front

here, 1 could swing him over with my
little fingor !

Mr. Foxe did not appear to be very

upset bj this remark. l
. ~And them boys,” went on Ned.
" Wol are they doing in here? We

ain't our

don’t want ’em, boss. The
sort. For two pins I'd get i:lo
lol and ¢huck 'em all out!”

Ohristine jumped to his feet.

“You'd better come and try it on,
then!"" he said warmly. ‘I know your
sort—you're all bluster and brag. If

!d of the

you'd knock the four of us out, so you'd
better try!”’

‘““If you epin't blooming careful, I'll
tve yoi a swipe aoro:s the jaw!” roared
Ned, losing his temper. ‘“A lot of
stuck-up prigs, that's what you are!

You ain’t wanted in 'ere, do yer ’ere?

Clear out—clear out, afore I chuck you
out'”

““ Now, Ned—mxow! Keep your tem-
per!’ put in Mr., Gubbins. * Them
young gents has paid their money—"

¢ on’'t care what they've paid!”
growled Ned. “ I'm not going to stand
here and be insulted! Just give mo the
word and oul they go!™

“Rats!' said  OChristine. “ You
couldn’t throw us out if you tried! And
il you're not careful, we'll get up in tne
ring and pitch you out!”

“ I'd like to sce one of ver do il. that's
all!”" sneered the boxer.

“ All right! I'll have a {ry. if you
itke!” said Lawrence, jumping to his
feet. “ I'll deal with you, my friend!"

The audience in the booth simply
roared with laughter; and it certainl
sounded rather funny, for this sohoor-
boy Lo talk of dealing with ¢ Lightning
Left ' Ned.

Mr. Foxe calmed the boys down, and
the proprietor lost no time in commenc-
mF the first bout. He wished to avoid
all unpleasantness, and thero was
nothing to be gained by causing a row.

So the enterlainment commenced. It
was a very poor affair from starl to
fintsh, It merely consisted of several
brutal bouts, and the juniors were
heartily glad when they emerged into
the open air just about an hour later.
They felt completely sick of the whole
place, and were,delernmiined to get away
from Mr. Foxe as soon as they could.

And as they left the field and once
more emerged upon the road, Bob
Christine saw that Lawrence was looking
very keen—and very thoughtful. The
new junior seemed to have somiething -
on hts mind.

Bob Christine would have been c¢x
tremely . startled if he could have kmown

| what that something was!
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CHAPTER II1
NEW BOY'S DECISION !

R. SMALE FOXE walked along
M with the boys for some little way

dHE

without speaking. ‘Then he
o called a halt, and faced the
Jumors,
" Now, look there, boys! I don't

want you lo say anylhing about our
Jittle adventures of this afternoon!’ he
exclaimed. * There is no reason why
you should talk, and no reason why you
should get intortrouble. Because, if you
do talk, it’s quite likely that trouble will
follow,” _

“I don’t quile sce that, sir,” <aid
Ohristine, ** We've done nothing wrong
of our own accord. You took us into
the public-house, and you took us into

the boxing:bootﬁ. We've got a perfect]

excuge——
‘““* Yery well, wo won't argue about
the matter,”” interrupted Mr. Foxe.

“ You will do as you like, of course; I
cannot seal your mouths. But it will be
advisahle. I can assure you, if you do
- not talk.”

And very shortly afterwards Mr. FFoxe
left the boys and went his own way.

* Well, what do you think of i1t?’ in-
quired Christine, when they found them-
selves alone.

‘* He's the giddy limit! Pubs and
boxing-booths! Why, if we'd been
spotied in one of those places it would
have meant the sack!”

““ Not with Mr. Foxe,” said Yorke.
“T don't see how we can get into any
trouble, in any case. But what kind of
a Housemaster does he call himself—to
inke us into pubs, and all that kind of
thing? It’s absolutely amazing!”’

* Well, T think we're safe enough,”
<aid Lawrence. * If anything does come
to the Head’s cars, we have got our case
quite clear. We were taken by M.
I'oxe, and we couldn’t help ourselves.
e will get into trouble, not us!’

The other juniors were of the same
epinion, and so they were not worried.
But when they got back to St. I'rank’s,
inst before tealime, they did nat con-
sider they had spent a very enjoyable
‘altarnoon.  The football matsh on
Littleside was not yet over, so Christine
and Co. lost no time in making their
way there. _ -

Jornest Lawrence, on the other hand,
went steaight to his study in the College
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House. He shul. himself in, and sank
down in the one easy-chair it possessed.
And there was that same thoughtful ex-
pression upon hie open face. It was
obvious that Lawrence had comething
of a rather deep nature in his mind.

And 1 found Lawreuce in this
abstracted mood when Y enlered his
study very shortly afterwards. The new

boy was laying back in his easy-chair,
with a dreamy expression in his eyes.
Just for a moment he did not notice me
as I stood in the doorway. ‘Then heo
started, half jumped up, and fushed.

‘“ Hallo!”’ bhe exclaimed. ‘‘I—-I did
not know  you were thore, Nipper.
Come in; you're quite welcome !’

““Thanks!” I said. * I just want a
word with you while things are fairly
quiet, Lawrence. The match is over,
and il may interest you to know that
your side was whacked by two clear
goals.”

Lawrence smiled.

*Oh, well, it was ouly a scratch
game,’’ he said, ' and three of the best
men were missing from the team! 1
expect Christine told you how we were
hauled off to Bannington by Mr. Foxe?”’

I nodded.

“Yes,”’ T replied. “ Mr. Foxe appears
to be a genmal kind of gentleman,
althougn Christine didn’t explain what
he did with you all the afternoon. 1
just locked in, Lawrence, to congratulate
vou upon the wonderful exhibition of
oxing you put up when you knocked
Grayson out.” "

Lawrence shook his head.

““ Oh, there was nothing particularly
clever in that!’ he protested. ** Gray-
son doesn't know how to fight at all.
He’s got Elenl.y of muscle and plenly of
strength, but -he doesn't use it properly.
It required very little skill to get tho
better of Grayson.”? _

‘“It required pluck, too,” 1
‘““and we're all proud of the way
knocked that bully out, Lawrence. How
did you learn all this science? I pride
myself that I am fairly decent at boxing,
but I'm sure that vou could give me
more than a few tips. Didn't you say
that your father taught yout’”’ '

“Yes,” replied awrence. ‘' My
father is the only trainer I ever had.”

* He must know a good bit about box-
mg, then,”’ I remarked. “ I take off
my hat to your father !’ .

Lawrence smiled, .

“I'd like vou to meet him. Nipper,~

said,
ou
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ho said quiotly. “ It’s rather decent of yand I'm not asking you lo esplain sdy-

you to come here and have a chat with
me. None of the fellows in my own
House have done that, and I feit a bit
lonely. I hope I'in not keeping you

“ Of course you're not, you ass!" I
interrupted. ‘I came here for a chat.”

I could see that Lawrence was lonely,
and he was grateful to me for having
come,

It was rather thoughtle:s of Chriatine
and Co. to havo left the new boy to him-
golf for so longz, withowt taking any
notice of him. It would probably be
different now, now that Lawrence had
distinguished himself so notably. And,
somenow or othor, he seomed to take to
me. There was a very serious cxpression
on his face when he continued.

““You soee, my father is Mr. Robert
Lrne:t Lawronce,” he said. “It’s a
good many years since he was in ihe
ring, bul I'm not ashamed to tell vou,
Nipper, that at one time of day my
father was a professional boxer—a gen-
tloman boxer, I mean.'

‘“ Ah, that explaing it!"” I smiled.
‘““I can tell you this, without any fear

of il being spread about,”” went on Law-
cence. ‘I know I cun trust you, Nip-
per. 'There’'s nothing dishonourable

about it, or anything of that kind, but
quite a number of the fellows here
would be only too glad to seize upon an
opportunity to snecr at me. And they
might sneer if they discovered Lhat my
futher used to be a professicnal boxer.
They don't know him, and you don’t
kuow him, He's oneo of tho best dads a
boy could possibly have! He's a brick:”

I looked rather thoughtful.

* You're quile rigit in what you suy.

wrence,”' I said slowly. ‘' There are
a certain number of fellows al St.
¥rauk's here who wou!d look down upon
You and sneer if tliecy got to know
that your father used to be a professional
boxer.” L

“ But—but it doesn’t make any differ-
ence to you, does it?”’ inquired Lawrence
quickly,

““ Not Lhe slightest, old son !’ I replied
cheerfully. ““T don't think I'm a -snob.
And your father is just as likely to be
e good, honourable man as anybody elre,
I'm a plain chap, though, and 1 speak
P]a!nl)h I can’t quite understand how
it is llhul. you should be sent to St.
Frank's, Lawrence. I'm not inquisitive,

i

thing.”
““ Oh, that’s ail right!"’ interrupted
Lawrence. *‘ You sce, my father left

the boxing-ring for good about twelve
years rgo, when I was quite a little
mite. I think he had saved up a good
bit by then, and he bought a business.
It was a large tronmongery store in
Kensington. My dad sunﬁ all his money
in this, and things prospered with him,
and my dad decided that he would send.
me to a decent school—that he would
bring me up properly and iry to make
me a gentleman. That was his idea.
So all the plans were made, and I was
sont to a good preparatory school, and
then, at the beginuning of this term, I
came to St, Irank’s.”

“ But your futher didn't negp'ect to

teach you the noble art of self-defence,”
I smiled.

““ I'ather

““Oh. no'” said Lawrence.
taught me boxing ever since I was a
little kid. We've got a private gym-

nasium at home, and boxing is father's
recrcation—his chief pastime, in fact,
even now. He took a great pride in me
—goodness knows what for'--and he
didn’t want me to become a professional
poxer.”’

“JI reckon vyou'd cause a sensalion, if
vou really went inlo it properly !’ I
smiled. * You're a wonder, Lawrence!
‘The sporl has lost a marvellous cham-
pion in you.,”

L.awrence shook his head.

““ Oh, don’t rot!’ he said modestly.
“I'ma nothing particular—and every-
thing I know i3 Lecause dud taught me."”

He looked down at his clothing some-
what shamefacedly.

‘“I—I darc say vou’ve noticed thal
I'm—I'm shabby?’' he went on, in a
low voice.

“It’s none of my business—'" 1
began.

“ I know il isn't, but I';n te.ling ¥ou
this myself,'’ said Lawrence. ¢ That
row wilh Grayson was Dbocause he
sneeted al my clothing. It's not my-
fault. Nipper. You sec, my father had
all Iiis money in Scarbrook’s Bank, and,
as vou know, that went smash just six
months ago. It was a terrible blow (o
dad—he lost evevything.”

““ Hard lines!"’ 1 said sympathetically.

‘“ Somehow or olher, father managed
to keep the bustiess going, but bhe’s ter-
ribly in débl, and he’s struggling aloug,
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Bghting every inch of his way,’’ said
Lawrence. * He wanie money all the
iume—every penny he can obtain. And
I don't suppose I should ever have come
to St. Frank’s, only the first term’s fees
were paid, and dad said that 1 might as
well come. I don’t know whether I
ahall be here for another term—I1 hope I
shall be, but if the dad isn’t in any
better position, I sha’n’t let him spend
a penny. He—he couldn’t affoxd to get
me a new rig-out before I came, and—
and I had to make do on what I had.

I—-I hope 1 don’t loock very con-
spicuous !’

I smiled,

“My dear .chap, nobody takes uny

notice of that sort of thing here, except
the snobs and cads,”” 1 exclaimed. “* You
mustn’'t take any notice of Grayson, and
fellows of his calibre. They’re rotters—
oveyy one of them. I'm glad you’ve told
me thia, Lawrence, because 1t makes
things better for you. You can trust
me—I sha'n’t say a word to anybody,
nisless you want me to. And you
musin’t worry—your father seems to be
the kind of man who will pull round, if
he's given Ume. Everything will comne
out ail right i the end!”

Lawrence looked al me with a grale-
ful expression in his eyes.

“It's jolly. decent of you to say this,
Nipper!” he exclaimed quietly.
*“*You've cheered me up wonderfully,
and T hardly know what to say.”

“That's all right P’ T put in. *“ Don't
say anything, my son. Your position at
S Frank’s is much better than it was
vesterday. Your exhibition of hoxing
prowess has put {ou into a fine position
in th> Remove. You won't find yourself
heing chipped and bullied and sneered
at. A fellow who can fight like vou can
1s generaily highly respected!”

I<rnest Lawrence smiled.

“I--T was going to tell you some-
thirg, - Nipper,” he said; *‘in fact, 1
wanted to—to ask your advice. I hope
you won't think it a cheek on my
part ? _

Lawrence Lesitated, and scemed to be
uncertain whether he should continue or
»ot. And just at that moment the
" malter was decided for him. Ior there
was a clatler of footsteps in the passage,
and the door of Study T opened. and
Christine amd Talmadge and Yorke
marched in.

“* Hallo!

A giddy Fossil!” axdaimed
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Bob Christine. ‘'‘ What are you doing
here, Nipper? Don’t you know that
you're in the enemy’s domain? If you
nin’t;’carel'nl, my son, yocu’'ll get scragged

“(Oh, draw it mild?"’ I interrupted
‘T came over here 10 have n werd with
Lawrence ahout his boxing. I'm allowed
to do that, I suppose?”’

Christine grinned. '

** All right—we'll let you off {his
time!”’ he said cheerfully. ‘' I'd like to
congratulate Lawrence, too.. Mv son, it
was a wonderful exhibition!”" e went
on, addressing the new boy. “ We're
proud to have you in the Remove, and

““Oh, do dry up!’ protested .Law-
rence. ' You've suid all this before,
Christine. There was nothing much in

what I did——" _

I thought it just as well that I should
reine, so 1 gracefully took my dec-
parture, leaving Christine and Co. with
the new boy. I knew that Lawrénce
had wanted to say something to me—
something further regarding his father;
but he could not very well talk .then,
alter Christine and Co. had hautted in.
So I decided to leave it until a - more
opportune moment, when we should
meet in the Triangle, perhaps.

It was rot long before Christine and
Co. took their departure from Study T,
and once more Lawrence was léeft to
himself. He sat for some little time in
his casy chair, and there was a very
thoughtful expression upon his good-
looking, open face. _ :

Presently he got up from the chair,
and paced up and down the study.
There was & thoughtful expression on his
brow still, and he was rather puzzled.
He seemed to bo uncertain—he did not
krow precizely what to do. However,
at last he came to a decision—a very
momentous deecision, it appeared later.

“Yes,” he muttered resolutely, * Il
do i1t! Why shouldn’t I? There’s no
disgrace n it—and every penny counts.
And nobody will know—nobody at St.

Frank’s. Besides, I needn’t say who I.
am. DBy gum, I've got a pretty good
idea 1"’ '

Lawrence was keener than ever, and
presently he left the study and went
along to the domestic quarters «cf the
buil(fing. It id not take him long to
(ind the House matron, and from her he
managed to obtain a needle and somo
cotton, tq say nothing of an cld piece
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tnstead of playing with hie opponent, Lawrence wenf 10 wark with a will.

Bang!

Three—tour—five blows rained upon the bujly’s face.

Flap!

Crash
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of black silk, an oddment which the
matron managed to find. Lawrence ex-
plained that he wanted it for some pur-
pose of his own, but did not go into
details.

And when he got back into Study T,
he set to work briskly with the needle
and cotton and a pair of scissors, and
by the time he had finished he had
fashioned, for himself a very ncat little
silk mask, fitted closely over the upper
portion of his face. It was very well
made, and when Lawrence was wearing
this black silk mask it was almcst im-
possible 1o recogn:se him.

But why had he done this?. What
could that mask be for? ]

Lawronce did not remain indoors for
long aftor tea. - While tho Triangle was
quiet and deserled and durk, the new
boy slepped out, attired in his overcoat
and a tweed cap. Aud, without allow-
ing himself {o be seen, he slipped across

tho Triangle, went out through the
atcwnh, and made his way down the
ane. ¢ left SL. Frank’s in secret,

without allowing anybody to know,
What could his game be?

~Where was he ofl Lo, in this unobtru-
sive, surreptitious fashion?

CHAPTER IV.
ACCZPTING FMZ CHALLENGE !

“ WENTY quid!” said Mr. Jake

Gubbin impressively. ¢ Don't
forget the amount, gents.
There's twenly quid wailin'

for the fust man that comes forward and
boeats my champion, * Lightning Lolt'
Ned!" .

Mr. Gubbin paused, and- looked over
the boxing booth. Nobody seemned in-
clined to a t the challenge. Iaght-
ning Left Ned stood in the ring in a
careléss fashion, somewhat bored. He
had listened to this kind of thing for
many a8 night, and he had quite madc
up his mind that nobody would ever
come forward.

‘“It's an open challenge, don't for-
get!” went on Mr. Gubbin. ‘* Anybody
can come for'ard, and they'll be treated
fair. Naturall_y, there are one or two
stipulations—"'

P dark this evening, and very chilly.
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“T thought thero was a bloomin’
catch in it!" came a voice from the
audienoe. :

‘“ No, there isn’t a calch!"’ said Mr.
Gubbin quickly. “*Jt’s a fair challenge,
this is. T'wenty quid, to beat my cham-
pion. Mind you, I ain’t acceptin’ pro-
fessional boxers or heavyweights., Ned
13 o lightwetght, and anybody can come
up ung fight him, providing he don't
weigh over-a stone more than Ned. I'll
give you a stone, just as a precent, and
il'll prove to you, gents, what a confi-
dence I've got in Lightning Left Ned!”’

It was the evening * performance '’ at
Mr. Jake Gubbin's booth. The place
looked more squalid and disreputablae
than ever.

The interior of the booth was illu-
minated by Aaring, smelly cil lamps,
and ouiside there were two or three
flares blazing in the wind. It was \'u}‘y -
n
spite of this, however, quile a good

audieuce had collected—good in the
sense of numbers. Oiherwise, the audi-
ence was perhaps queslionable. It

mainly consisted of rough and undesir-
able characters: but there were, of
cours?, several membe:s of the audience
who were of n betler {ype. In the front
row, for example, sal a man who was
fairly well dressed, and who locked
rather ot of place. And on that same
front row, but at the very end, sat n
slight form—the figure of a boy. FEe
was atlired in a shebby Norfolk suit,
underncath his overcoat, and a twced
cap—the laller beirg pulled well over
his eyes.

He tertainly did nol look lLike a St.
Frank's junior; but, as a malter of fact,
this boy was none other than Ernest
Lawrence, of the Remove.

Lawrence had a specific object in
coming once again (o Mr. Gubbin's
booth. ,

“ Well, there’s nobody goin’ to accepl

the challenge for twenly quid?" in-
quirecd Mr. (ubbin, from the rmg.
| “ We'd better be geltin’ on with the

show, gents, Taghining Left will show
yvou some of his fancy work with his
sparring pariners——"'

‘“ Hold on!” exclaimed a clear voice—
a voice which trembled slightly. ‘1 will
accept the challengo!”

Everybody stared, including Mr, Jake
Gubbin. The proprictor of the booth
moved a rank cigar from between his
teoth, and glared al the en:d of the [ront
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row. He saw a youthful figure standing
wpright therc—a boy of about fifteen.
The lad was fingering his cap, and—and
this was the most remarkable thing of
all—the other part of his face was com-
pletely concealed by a close-fitling black

silk mask!

-“PDam mv skin!’ exclaimed Mr.
Gubbin. “ Wot’s this 'ere? Wot's the
game, youngsier?’

‘“ You have just made a challenge for
the sum of twenty pounds!”’ said Law-
rence quietly. ‘1 am willing to try my
skill against Lightning Left Ned. 1If I
win, I shall expect the sum of twenty
pounds.’”

““Oh, you'll get the twenly quid all
vight, 1f you win!” said Mr., Gubbin,
with a grin. “ But what’s the idea, kid?

s this a joke?”

“* No: f am quile seritouns.’’

“ Yah! Sit down!” yelled one of the
andience. ‘‘ We don’t want none o

these bloomin’ games !’
** Chuack the kid out!”

“'Old on!" said Mr. Gubbin. I
want to sce what this thing .i1s—] want
(o ind ont whether the kid 18 genuine
or not. Fust of all, what’s the 1dea of
wearin’ that therec mask?”

Lawrence stepped forward, until he
was near the ropes. - ’

“T1 am willing to fight Lightning Left
Ned!” he said quietFy. ‘““And I shall
do my utmost to beat him. I do not
wish to be known, and so I am wearing
this mask, It is open to me to be incog-
nito, I suppose?”’

“It’s open to you to be which?”
asked Mr. Gubbin, slaring.

“Well, T don’t want {o be recog-
nised,””  explained Lawrence. ‘" This
challenge of vours ia open to evervbody,
and T want lo see what I can do.”

Mr. Gubbin Jaughed.

“*Young man, I can see ihat you
an’t a professional—and I don’t reckon
xow're a stone heavier than Ned,” he
sid pleasantly. *“ I reckon you're about
two stone lighter, as a matter of fact.
But T shoukln’t advise you to be foolish,
kid.  Youll only get floored in the fust
‘ound—and it won’t do you no good.
Ned's left is a terror—he brings it round
hike lightning. and he has his man over
afore yon could say micet”’ -

“I'm willing to take the risk,” said
Lawrence quictly.

 Nobody ain't asked me anythin’!"
sa1d Ned, with a sneer. *“ I ain’t sure

that I'm goin’ {o hemean myself by bLox-
ing with & kid like this. -1t won’t be no
mafch at all—it'll he a farce! I'll have
him flat on his back within ten seconds.
And he'll be so knocked out that ho
won't know whero he is for halt an
hour!"

Mr. Gubbin turned to his champion.

““ There ain't no call for you to object.
Ned!"” he said grufly. *“If this kid
likes to act the fool, it’s his business.
Your job 18 ‘to show him the herror of
his ways. Well, come along, young
man, if you're so set on it. It won’t do
yvoir no harm to have a good lesson!”

~ ““Thank you!’ said Lawrenco calmly.

He stepped up into the ring, and pro-.
ceeded to shed ﬁis overcoat and Norfolk
jacket.. His collar ‘and tie followed,
then he stood in the ring, attirad only
in his nether garmentls and his shirt,

Tho audience by this time was in
Jquite a good humour, and they wanted
to sce somecthing rather funny. ‘Thero
was much comment and a good deal of
laughter. The difference between tho
two figures in the r1ing was rather
astonishing. '

The comparison, indeed, was an un-
hap})y one. Lawrence looked alarmingly
frail. His appearance was very boyish,
and his skin was fresh and clear, and his
limbs clean.

Ned, on the other hand, was biz and
burly and bany. He was dmk, and it
seeined as though he would be able o
defeat his [rail opponent in less than {en
seconda. -

But it would- be a case of brains
against brawn. Lawrenco knew well
enough that Ned had very little seience.
Lawrence had wilnessed the perform-
ance in the afternoon, and ho had seen
nothing but an exhibilion of slogging.
Lightming Left Ned sed a couple
of fists which weire hke ham. Ono blow
would be sufficient to put an opponent
{o eleep, and Lawrence knew well
enough that he would have to steer clear
of those fists if he wanied to win,

Thero was practically no time wasted
on preliminavies, ‘Thoe patrons of Alr.
Gubbin’s boxing booth were not patient
gentlemen, and they did not f{eel in-
clined to wait Jong. All they wanted to
seo was the fizht—with as much gore as
possible. And they were rather keen (o
ece this ridiculous young fellow wwiped
out of exietence for his errors. At the
sameo time, there were quite a gcod few
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members of the audience who admired
tho lad for his pluck. There were some
sportsmen even among these low types.

Lawrence had no difhculty in obtain-
ing two seconds; thero were quite a ot
of volunteers, in fact. And as he sat in
his correr of the ring, waiting for the
gong to sound, the boy was quite calm
and collected. He knew that he had a
very serious task in fronl of him, and

also that all the odds were against him. |

But he was game, he was willing to
make the attempt, for there was a prize
of twenly pounds to be won, and that
prize would be valuable. IFor Lawrerce
was delermined to win il, if possible,
and to send every penny of it to his
father. It was a noble effort on the
junior’s part, and he would be worlhy
of the highest praise if he won. All his

natural instincts were aoagainst this
affair—he hated the booth, and he

detested himself for being there. But
it was for his father’s sake, and he did
not mind.
Tho gong sounded, cracked and harsh,
Lightning Left Ned rose out of his
chair, and advanced with outsirelched

glove. But he had hardly touched Lauw- |

rence's before he side-stepped, and then
lunged forward with all his strength,

But Lawronce was prepared for this.
He had been cxpectmg somﬁlhing of
the kind, and ho dodged the blow with
the greatest of ease. That ewing of
Ned's carried him forward, and he
almost went off his feet. He probably
would have staggered, only he was pre-
vented from doing so by a considerate
action on Lawrence’s part. The junior
assisted Ned {o regain his balance by
giving him a straight punch Dbetween
the eyes, which brought him up with a
sudden jarring jerk.

¢ By thunder!' muttered Mr. Gub-
bin, who was watching closely.

Lightning Left was more surprised
than hurt. He could take heavy blows
without noticing them much—he was all
brawn and muscle. But that blow
between the eves had shaken him up a
bit, and it had told him that he could
not afford Lo be careless. And the fact
which surprised him more than any-
thing clsc was lhe pressure behind his
opponent’s punch, Ife had looked upon

the junior as a weakling, bul this evi-
dently was not the case. That punch
had ocontained a terrific amount of

* ginger.”
Ned made up his mind to finish Lhe
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fight as quickly as possible—without
any fancy work. And so he went
charng in like a young elephant. Ned
knew—far better than the audience—
that this cool young fellow would not
be s2 ensily bealen.

Lawrence was not particularly ke:n
upon gelting to closo quarters. Ned
game would 1’9 to tire his big opponent
oul—just as a prelininary.

And so, with this object in view, he
used all his knowledge of ring-craft.
Ho ducked, he side—stered, -and he
ained the disapproval ol the audience.
‘or these men did not know much
about science, and they were not
anxious to see an exhibition of this
sort. They wanted slogging—they
wanted an exchange of blows—as many
blows as possible. They had come to s:o
gore.

Lawrence knew well enough that he
would have to put all ‘he knew into
this fight. It was not that Ned knew
a great deal. The boxer, in fact, was
merely a slogger, and his science was
of an elementary tyﬁe. But it was
only necessary for him to get one
square blow 1n, and Lawrence would
be knocked flat.

And Lightning Left thought that his
chance came just hefore the end of the

round. It secomed to him that Law-
rence’s guard was (oo low, and out
swung Ned's left. DBul wilh amazing

Lawrence jerked his head
aside, and tho blow went harmlessly
over his shoulder. At the same second,
Lawrence lashed out with a glorious
gwing. It struck Ned upon the point
of the jaw, and he staggered back,
more surprised than hurt.

And just then the round came to an
end. Ned was looking rather surprised
and puzzled. He had expected that heo
would defeat his slim opponent in no
time. And yel, as a malter of fact, it
had been Ned who had received most
of the punishment i the first round.
Lawrence, to tell the truth, was not
even touched. "

‘“ Look here, Ned, this won’t do!
multered Mr. Gubbin darkly. * Why
don’t you floor the kid? , It ain’t no
good playing about! There's tweonty
quid at stake——"'

judgment,

““Oh, shut il'' snapped Ned.
“Ain’t I doing ray best? It's luck—
that's wot it is, guv'nor—just luck.

There won't be no third round—you
mark my words! I'll have the kid sat
on his back and fast asleep afore tho
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semnd round is half through'! ILis luck

“van't last for long!”

“ Well, don’t you make no mustake
about it!”’ caid Mr. Gubbin. “ I can't
afford to lose twenty quid—"

**You won't lose.no twenty quid—
you won't lose nothin'!” snapped Ned.
~* Don’t you think I can’t knack this kid
outt’ '

'The next round started, and il was

quite obvious to Mr. Gubbin, and fto
Lawrence as well, that Ned was now
going all out to deliver a smashing
blow—a Dblow which would put an end
to the contest.
. But Lawrence was already aware of
one fact. His oppounent was badly
poised.. llis balance was by no means
secure, and it could be disturbed with-
out much trouble, . And before Ned
knew what was happening, Lawrence
shufled about, changing his feet, then
he feinted with his right, and seni in
a left swing which caught Lightmug
Left fairly in the ribs,

Thud!

It was nol such a severe blow, and
if Ned had been peifectly balanced, it
would only have caused him a small
inconvenience. But the *‘Dbruiser”
had not been anticipating such an
altack, and it took him cowmpletely by

surprise.  He staggered, and then,
tundered forward blindly. The next
moment the pair hed [fallen into a

. clinch, and Lightning Left Ned re-
ceived a left hook which sent his head
back with a terrific jerk.

1Ie staggered nway drunkenly.

“"Bust my button!’ muttered Mr.
Gubbin anxiously.

The audience was beginning to
appreciale the sition. ‘They were

sceing, in fact, that this shm, fair boy
“was not such a dufier, aftor nll. And
that he was giving his burly oppounent
quile a hot tune.

“Go it, kid!”

“.Keep it up—and you’ll win the
prize!”’

“You've got him Dbeai already,
Youngster—keep it up!”’ -

Lawrence heard these cries only

faintly—all his attienlion was cenlred
"fl?on the work in hand. He could not
afford to relax his vigil for one second
—lor, during"\ that second, il was quite
likely that Ned would scize his oppor-
 tunity, and get that one blow in which
-\\;ould imish the fight in his favour.
Never for a minute did Lawrence allow

|

|
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his gaze o wander. His wils weie on
the alerl, and he was alive {o every
'npﬁorlmnty.

y the time the third round com-
menced, even Mr. Gubbin was begin-
ning to have doubts as to his cham-
ion. Ned was being prowvided with n
ard fight—and he had expecltod =a
walk over. Ifor this boy in the silk
mask to have lasted so long was
astonishing enough. And it ' really
seemed that he was game to last for
eight or nine rounds. So far he huil
nol been touched. His foolwork was
so wonderful—his t(ime so complete—-
that it seemed nnpossicle for Ned to
gel anywherc near him. His guard was .
perfection itself. S

And now it was noticed that Ned was
Aghling on the defensive. It was
almost pathetic the way he dodged
round the ring, attemplmg to avoiud
the blows which were showered upon
hin, Lawrence had seen at once that
Ned's body wes practically unguarded,
andd again and again, Lawrence drove
Lhard for the mmi.

Lightning Left could not get anywhere
thing for a little while, but he shook
all over as blow efter blow caught him.
IIe fought blindly, lashing out at
random. And one of these blind
thruslis mauaged 10 eatch Lawrence on
the jaw.

If the boy had recetved the full force
of that blow, he would have gone down
wilh a crash; and he would have laid

down until he was counied out. Bul
Lawrence only received Lhe latler
portion of the punch—just the sling.

And this was quite bad enough. It
jarred him considerably. and his tcelh
and gums were filled with acule agony
{for a moment or two.

Lightning Left was quick to seize
upon this opportunity. He came for-

ward, fiercely and aggressively. Buc
Lawrence swerved, side-steppd, and
acted complelely on the decfensive.

4L way the finest piece of work that
had ever been seen in. Mr, CGubbin's
hoxing booth. :

Lightning Lefi could not get anywhere
near his opponent. It was a wonder-
ful exhibition of defensive boxing.

And sitting in the front row, a well-
dressed man looked on wiih great
imterest. At first he had ounly Dbeen
bored, but then, as the fight proceeded,
he bhecune more and more intent, until
now—almost into- the third round-—he
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was sittiing  forward on the bench,
gazing inlently at the combatants. His
eyos were gleaming, and most of his
attention devoted to IJirnest
Lawrence,.

‘“ Wonderful—wonderful!”’ he
tered. ‘' By thunder! This
fellow 13 a marvel—a wonder!
never seen such boxing in my life—
with the exception of Jimmy Wilde.
This boy bids fair to beat Jimmy at

his own game!”

That unexpected blow had put Law-
rence on his mettle. He was more
careful after that, and he was deter-
mined lo have his revenge. And
abruptly, he changed his tactics. He
dolivered a left punch which caught
Ned squarely upon the jaw., The man’s
head went back with a jerk and he
gaspod. And still using his left, Law-
ence. delivered a perfect hail of left
hand blows that enthralled the on.
lookers.

Slamn ! '

Crash'!

Slam :

Ned was quite bewildered by that hail
of {cft hand blows. He did not know
what to do—he dodged, he ducked—all
in vain.

And then., without any sign, that he
was about to change his tactics, Law-
onco slepped forward and pul all his
force into a hooking right which
canght Ned uvpor the chin. T'he man
went down with a crash which shook
the very ground.

“Darn my old hide!” Mr.
Gubbin husktly.

The audience sat there dumbl, fer a
motmeit, They were amazoed—Lhey
were staggered. This boy—this slim,
frail-looking youth—had managed to
send Lightning Left Ned crashing to
the floor.

‘““ One—two—three—-four—

Ned was still upon the flat of his
back, and he was being urged by a
dozen voices {o pull himself togetiter.
But at the sound of ‘' eight,”’ he made
no sign. DBut then, he raised himself
upon his elbow, sat uf), and looked
about him rather dazedly.

“(ict up. you fool!” snapped
Gubbin  fiercely.  *“ Get up,
you'"'

A moment
was upon his feet. And he was only
just in time, for the referce was about

to say ‘‘oul.”

was

mut-

young
I have

saicl

Mr.
hang

later Lightning Left Nc;]-

l
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Ned was very dazed, and Lawrence
did not see why he should not finish
the fight now—af it possibly could be
managed.

The St. I‘rank’s junior sent in an
upper-cul  which would have caused
havoc had it landed upon Ned's jaw.
But the fellow saw whal was coming,
and in sheer desperation, he hurled
himself forward and clinched.

And he clinched quite close to Law-
ence—so close, indeed, that the junior
could not get in any powerful blows.
There was only one punch which he
could deliver, and that was a kidney
punch. And Ernest's father had
elways told the youngster what he
thought of the kidney punch. And
then, the gong sounded for the end of
the round.

“ Delightful boxing!”
man in the fronl row,

muttered the
‘“The boy is
amazingly clean, too! He could have
kiduney punched then, and the fight
would have been over—and the twenty
pounds s,

The next round slarted with the
audience in a rather unsettled frame
of mind. They did not know which
man would wm; Dbut a good many
bets were made, and most of these
bets favoured Lawrence, of the Re-
move.

The boy’s footwork was wonderful.
He was far superior to Ned in all the
finer points of the sport. IHe kept bis
man on the go all the time, without

| giving him a single breathing space.

It was a wonderful exhibition.

Again and again Ned was pressed
back on to the ropes. And at times,
Lawrence drove him right round the
ring.

The junior brought in an upper-cut
that made Lightning Left stagger, and
again he tried to clinch, awrence,
however, was too rapid for him, and he
dodged away as Ned was hurling him-
solf forward.

But, even as he dodged, he managed
to get in a loft hook, and Ned went
swaying away (o the ropes again.

And then some slogging commenced.

Ned was desperale now, and ho
simply went at it for all he was worlh,
taking all the punishment that came to
him. He believed that if he could only
stand this punishment for a little time,
he would be able to deliver a Dblow
which would send Lawrence (-rashin% to
the floor. And Lightning Left Ned
was quite certain that he iiw.d mel hig
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match, and that luck alone would allow|

him to win, |

He cared nothing now—he flung all
caution aside, and went into the attack
with his head down, and with his
.shoulders hunched. HMis arms worked
Jike mill-sails, and he smashed blow
after blow in Lawrence's direction,

It was not boxing at gll, and Law-
ence soon found this out and gave up
. the task. He clenched his fists, stood
his ground, and punched away for all
he was worth.

It was a magnificent exhibition. The

manner in which Lawrence dodged his
.opponent’s blows. was startling. Hoe
seemed to know exactly where they
were coming, and only a slight move-
ment was necessary in order to evade
the thrusts. And all the time he was
delivering punches.
At last Ned could -stand no more of
il. Ile was almost exhauslted, and
be{lore long the round would be at an
end.

Lawrence stepped away quite unex-
Eectedly. It almost seemned as though

e were afraid, and Ned snarled out
an exclamation and rushed to the
attack. He hurled himself forward—
only to meet an upper-cut which_ was
delivered with every morsel of Law-
ence's strength.

Thud!

Lightning Left Ned was lified com-
pletely off his feet. He floundered over
backwards and lay in the centre of the
.ring groaning. e was done.

And Ernest Lawrence stood over him,
breathing heavily and quivering in
every limb. He was feeling the effects
of the fight—he was feeling weak and

limp, and everything seemed faint and
far away.
But the timekeeper was already

counting, and Lightning Left Ned did
not rise when ‘‘ out ' was spoken. He
had been beaten—he had been smashed
~—by this unknown youngster in the
silk mask!

Lawrence of the Remove had won!

CHAPTLER V.
THE SCHOOLBOY LIGHTWEIGHT,

XACTLY ten minutes later Law-
rence was feeling muoh better.
Sponged down, and with his
clothing on again, he felt more
himself, Lightning Left Ned,

k.

like

| the conclusion of the fight.
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too, had recovered, and he had
vanished—probably feeling that .t
would not be wise on his part to face
the audience just then. . And he was
fecling rather knocked out, too.

The audience was enthusiastic,
Several men had charged forward at
They had
scized Lawrence, and they had
‘““ chaired’’ him. And, during 1{hat
demonstralion, the lad’'s mask had
slipped off. But not for long—Law-
rence had soon pulled the silk nlo
position again. But during thai brief
space, a man who was standmﬁ] at the
rear of the booth smiled to himself.
And he stepped quielly out, and went

away into the darkness.

And now, Ernest Lawrence was ready
to take his departure. He was standing
near the rope, and Mr. Jake Gubbin
was there, too—looking very uncom-
fortahle. : ‘

““Yes, kid, you did well,” 3aid
proprietor of the booth. I
admit thal you're a wonder'”

“I would like the twenty pounds,
please,”” said Lawrence quietly,

Mr. Gubbin started.

“The {wenly quid!’ he repeated.
‘““ Oh, yes! JFancy me -forgetling that'!
The fact of the matter is, young gent,
I ain't very flush, and I was thimkmg
that perhaps five quid—"' .

“Yah! None o' that!” roared some

of the audience.
‘* Pay up, Gubbin!”

“It was a fair challenge, and the kid
has beaten Ned!”

* Pay up, and do it smilin

‘“I am goin’ (o pa?r up !’ said My,
Gubbin, who after all, was something
of a sportsman. ‘' It'll make me a bit
short, but I shall have to stand that.
The kid has won, and. he deserves his
money. Nobody don’t say thal Jake
Gubbin don’t pay up when he loses—
just wait here arl-a-minute, young gent,
and you shall have the money.”

Mr. Gubbin, with a sigh, left the ring
and disappeared. But he returned again
very shortly afterwards, and in his
hand he held twenty crisp currency
notes. He counted them out to Law-
with some show of sensation—

Lhe
must

Y1)

Fernce
so that all the audience could see.

‘“ That's correct, ain't 1t?’ 1nquired
the proprietor.

“ Quite correct, thank you." snid
Lawrence. ‘1 hope everylhing 15 all



24
richt, Mr. Gubbin. You made the
offer, and I—"

*“ Thal's all right,, you don’t need to
say nothin’ more.”” said Mr. Gubbin,
“ It was a fair hoffer, and it’s up to_me
to pay out. It's the fust time I've
paid for twenty years, so I don't
reckon I've been so unlucky, arter all!
The best thing you can do, young man,
ja to clear off—and be quick about 1t.
And you'd best run!’ he added in a
whisper. * There’'s men outside as
wouldn't hesitate to hold you up—
don’t give them no chance, kid. Gond
night to you, and good luck o you.”

¢ Good-night!”’ said Lawrenco
warmly. .

He stepped ouft and made his way
rapidly to tho dark road, but he had
hardly got there beforc a figure loomed
up out of the gloom and confronted him,

Lawrence remembered Mr. Gubbin's
‘words. .
¢« Just a momert, my lad!” said a

quict voice. . .
“ I'm sorry, but I'm in a hurry!” said
Lawrence, attempling to dodge.

But & hand shot out and scized hiy
pleeve.

““It's all right—I'm not after that
mone{ of yours!" said the voice, In a
slizhtly amused tone. ‘‘I am not one
of the ruffians, my lad. My name i3
Rook—Mr. Norman Rook-—and I come
from Helinford. You must pardon me
for introducing myself in this fashion.
bhut I am rather anxious {o have a little
chat with you.”

Lawrence was surprised, and he won-
dered what this man could want. He
was smallish, well dressed, and he had
a pleasant voice. He was about fifty
vears of age, as near as Lawrence could
judge, and he was cleanshaven.

‘““ What do you wish to speak to me
about?”’ asked Lawrence quietly, ‘1
am really In a hurry—"'

“What I wish to say will not lake me
long,”” interrupted the other. “ 1 will
be brief. I am interested in a big box-
ing concern in Helmford—a large hall,
where there are many excellent boxing
contests held. At this present moment
I am promoting a mateh which is due
to come off next week. Il is a light.
weight, and providing quite a lot of
interest in Helmford.”
~ ““T see,”” said Lawrence. ‘‘But how
does this affect me—"'

“1 will explain,” intervupted Mr,
Rok.

|

|
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dent yesterday, and I am now at my
wits' end to know what to do. I dropped
into Gubbin's place to-night, in the
faint hope that,I should be able to hear
of somel.hing—-t never dreamed that |
should ses such an exhibition as 1
actually witnessed. Let me tell you, my
boy, your boxing is marvellous. You
have a mastery of the game which i3
positively staggering.”

“ But—but—"’

“ Wait!"” interrupled Mr. Rook again.
““ What I want you to do is this: I want
yvou to come over to Helmford next
week, and to box my opponent’s cham-
pion, I can assure you that it will be a
comparatively simple task for_a young
man of vour art and quality. It will be
a victory for you m;hboy, and it will
mean thirty pounds. Thero is a purse of
fifty pounds attached to this contest—
thirty for the winner, and twenly for
the Toser. And so, in either event, ycu
will be well in poaket.”

“1 sce!' said Lawrence, his heart
beating fast. "T.hirtylr urds if I win,
and twenty—even if I lose!”’

¢ Precisely !’ said Mr. Rook quickly.
‘“ Furthermore, I may mention that 1
have a private bet on this match—and [
may have a few other wagers, {oo. If
vou win for me, I shall not hesitate to
make you a very handsome present—a
present which will be even bigger than
the purse. You will oblige me greatly
by falling in with this suggestion—"'

“ Do—do you really mean it*’ in-
quired Lawrence.

“ Yes, I really mean it."”

“J—I can't very well discuss tho
matter with you now,”” said Lawrcnce.
“I've got to—to—— You don’t know
who I am, or anything!’

“]I am hoping that you will reveal
vour identity to me,"” said Mir. Rook.

Just for a moment Lawrence hesi-
tated, and then he made up his mind.

“I will come over to Helmford on
Saturday afternoon,’”” he said quickly.
*“If you can tell me some place where
we can meet, Mr. Rook, I will be
there.”’

“ Good enough!"” said the other. 1
will meet you at Helmford Station, just
outside the booking-office, under the
main clock. Be there at exaoctly three-
thirty, and I will meet you.”

“ That will do splendidly !’ said Law-
rence. “I'l be there, Mr. Rook, and.

‘“ My own man met with an acci- | then I shall be able to explain things
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better to you. T'm in an awful hurry
now, and 1 cannot stop.”

And before Mr. Rook could eay any-
thing further, the junior had departed
up the road. He was excited—ho was
elated. He had never dreamed of such
puccess as this. It was amazing—and
J.awrence felt almost dazed, and dizzy,
and imtoxicated.

It was too wonderful to be true!

Twenty pounds—he actually had
{wenty pounds in his pocket! And he
would be able o send this to his father
on the morrow. And the following weck
he would rercive more money—another
twenty pounds at the very lJleast, and
probably double that amount. Tt was
altogeiher too wonderful to he truet

Lawrence could hardly believe his
GWI Selses, .

Tho evenis of the past hour or so
seemned unreal to him now, and as- he
walked along he found  himself
astounded by his own Lthoughts. Was it
really possible that he had defeated
Lightning Left Ned in such a thorough
mamner? Was it really true that he had
Mr. Gubbin’s (wenty pounds in his
pocket : |

It certainly was true, for JLawrence
had his lingers upon the money, and the
aches and peins which racked his frame
proved only (oo well that e had passad
through the ordeal. For, although IL.ow-
rence had not received many blows, he
was, nevertheless, severely straioed.
Uowards the end, every punch had been

agony to him, but be had nol thought

of it al the {ime. His one idea had been
lo beat Ned, and win the money. He
had done ko, and now he did not care
a toss for his aches and pains. He was
healthy, and they would soon pa:s over.

The junior had a full realistlion of
what he had done. He had left St.
Frank’s, and he had come (o Bauning-
ton to tuke part in a boxing match in a
common hooth. If any word of this
¢ver gol to the ears of a master—par-
ticularly to the_ ears of the Head—the
tonsequences would bhe serious—indeed.

awrence was practically certain that he
wonld bhe expelled on the spot. :

But he had done it, nevertheless—he
ad taken the chance.

He was quite certain that he had not
been recogmsed—and, even so, who was
there (o yeport the matter to any of the
St Frank's masters? Lawrence .was a
"ew hoy at the school, and he had only
¢cn an Bannington once hefore. It was

L seemetd that comething betler

a5

practically impossible that any member
m the audience at that booth counld say
who he was, and where he had come

from. lLawrence considered that he was
quile safe. '
And he ‘did not feel in any way

lowered by what he had done.

‘The whole affair had hecen distasteful
to him in the exlreme: but he had the
twenly pounds. and his sole object in
going to Mr. Gubbin’s booth had bLeen
to obtain the money, so that he ceuld
send it to his father. It was a small
enough amount, in comparison 1o the
sum that Mr, Lawrence requnired—but
every little helped.

And, as Evnest walked along. bhe
becan to have drveams—he could sce him-
sell winning fight after fight, and gawmn-
ing monev every time—and the purses
were lareer and larger. as dach succe:s
followed success, The hoy saw himself
coming (o his father's rescuo in carnest.

And then Evnest was hrought to him-
self with a jar, for he had nrrived at
Bannington Station, ard he smiled
vather wistfully to himself. He knew
that he had onlv been dreaming, and he
had very hitlle hope that those dresms
would ever come Lrue.

But it seemed quite cerlain, al all
events, that he would get some morve
money on. the following week. For it
~suck him that Mr. Norman Rook was
genuine. There was nothing of the
swaggering blusterer in Mr. Rook. He
had put the thing plainly and clearly,
ancl, on the Saturday, he and Lawrence
would have a chat—things would be
fixed up for certnin. lLawrence himeself
felt a thrill at. the prospect of another
light—it was 1 his blood, and he could
not. help himself.

His father had decided that Ke should
not he a boxer—that he should have
nothing whatever to do with the ring.
But the Lload was in his veins, and the
very thought of being in a proper ring,
where everything was in perfect order,
made the boy RMush with excitement.
This affair in Mr. Gubbin’s booth hadl
been a very pallry business, but it
was (o

follow. It would all depend upon Mvr,

Rook.

Lawrence got into the local train for
Bellton, and he soon arrived at tho
station. Then he walked briskly up (o
the srhool, only to find that the gates
were locked. It was not late in tho
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evening, but Mr. Cuttle. the posler,
had already locked up. It was therefore
necessary for Lawrence to climb over
the wall.

This was the first tii:e he had done
so, and ho did not exaclly know the

ropes, like the older bands in the
Remove.
He went to a portion in the wall

which seemed easy to eclimb, and he
awarmed up. Arriving at the parapet,
he remained there for o« moment or two,
and then dropped 'lightly inlo the
Triangle. Everything was quiet, and
tho Triangle seemed to be deserted. The
lights gleamed out froin many windows
in the Collego House and the Ancient
House.

And Lawrence made his way silenily
and quickly across the open space in the
direction of the Collega House dcor.
But he had not covered hall the distance
before he was aware of the fact that a
figure had appeared. And this fAgure
was coming towards him with rapid
slrides. Lawrence halted, freling that it
wvas quite useless to run. He in-
stinclively knew that the other figure
Lelonged to a master.

The master came up, and
I.awrence firmly on tho arm.

e . Onc moment, my lad:!"”
grimly.

The master was Myr. Smale-Foxe—
Lawrcuce’s own Housemaster,

‘““It’s all right, sir!” said Lawrence.
“I wou't try to run away——""

“I will make quite certain of that,
my lad,”” said Mr. Foxe grimly. = You
jusl came over the wall, unless I am
mistaken. Is that so, or not""

“Yes, sir.”

‘“In other words, you are late.”” said
Mr. Foxe. *I suppose you are quite
aware .of the fact, Lawrence, that this
15 against all Tegulatiors? 1 muslt
punish you severely for this hreach, and
you will follow me to my study at
once!”’ |

“Yes, sir!” said Lawrence quielly.

And he followed Mr. Foxe inlo lhe
College House. He could not quite
understand why this thould be neces-
sary. He bad supposed that Mr. FFoxe
would give him two or three hundred
lines, and let. him go: but, apparently,
Mr. Foxe wae not inclined to {reat the
new boy leniently.

If Lrnest Lawrence had only known
the truth, he would not have accom-

{anpad

he ~atd
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panied his Housemaster 30 confidentiy!

For the schoolboy lightweight was
destined to reccive a stunning shcck
wilhin the next ten minutes!

il 5 el —

CHAPTER VI.
THE BLACKMAILER.

MR-.h |FDKE siuddenly came to 2
alt.
He and Lawrence were sin
some little distance from the
College House doorivay, and it scerod
that the Housemaster had changed l:s
mind, for he looked al L.awrence, ad
then nodded to himeself.

“ After ali, I do not think it neers:
sary for us to enter the house,”” he said,
in a low voice. ** What I have to say to
vou, Lawrence, may just as weil be :ail
out here. Come—we will seek the sheller
of these old chestnut trees. We are
quile alone here, I am sure.”

I.awvence was rather surprised ; but he

followed his Houscmaster to the old
Lchestnnl- trees, which grew in a clump
in the Triangle. And, once there. Mr.
| Foxe faced the junior, and looked al
him grimly.

** Now, Lawrence, I wish to have lie

trsth from  you!” he exclaimed.
| - Where have vou been lo this even-
ing 2"’

** I—I have Leen out, sir!” said Law-
rence.

“I am well aware of that fact, my
boy !'* said the Housemaster. ‘I want
to krow where you have been. You
| must tell me at once!™ :

“I—I am sorry, sir, but I can’t tell
you,” said Lawrence quietly. “ I—I can
only say that I went into Banning-
lon—-""

“ That won’t do, my lad ! interrupted
Mr. Foxe curtly. ‘‘ You have been to
Bamtngton—yes. But where did you
go in Bannington? And -why are you
late?””’

* I—I couldn’t gel back in time, sir.”

Mr. Foxe snapped his fingers,

““ These answers are very unsatisfac-
lory, Lawrence!”' he exclaimed harshily.
* They will not suit me, I can assuro
vou.”’

““I don't see why you should crces-
examine me, sir!' said lLawrence

stoutly. *“I am late for ealling over, -
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and 1 know ift—T admit my guilt in that
direction. And I am ready {o take any
pruishment that you like to imfict—I
must do that, sir,” .

“1 am Elud on realise so much, at
all. events,” said Mr. IFoxe. '‘ To put
it bluntly, you refuse to tell me where
you have heen?’ )

‘- I'd rathor not say, sir.”

“ Vary well, Lawrence,”” said Moy,
Foxe. ' Perhaps I shall be able (o jog
your memory. You wenl {o Bannimg-
ton. you say?"’

‘** Yes, sir,”’

“ You did not, by any chance, cnter
My. Gubbin's boxing booth again?”

L.awrence started. :

“ J=I—" The boy _caught his
breath in, and then looked at the Houge-
master defiantly. ** Yes, «aiv, T did go
to that boxing booth!” he wenl on.
“1 ¢don’t sece why I should tell anyv lies,
ov evade your queslions. You took meo
there this afternoon, with Christine and
the others, so I don’t gee how you can
<av much now——"= '

““It doesn’t maller to mo whal
an e¢ce, and what you cannot see!”’
interrupted Mr. Foxe unpleasantly,
**The fact remains, Lawrence, that yon
entered this boxing booth alone. T sup-
pose vou are fully aware of the fact that
very severe punishment would follow if
the truth reached the Headmastei':
carss”’

“T don't cee how vou can threaten
anything like that, sir,”” veplied J.aw-
rence quickly.  ““ You introduced me 1o
the haoth to begin with, and—"

“Tut, tul!” interrapted Mr. Foxe.
" Do not talk such nonsense, my hoy!
)o you assume for one moment that Dr,
Stafford  would belicve your word
4gamst mine—even if it was supported
by Chiristine and the others? I did not
K0 to thet booth this afternoon—I did
not teke you! Do you understand?’’

Lawrence did understand—and he fell
siddenly disgusted. It was clear that if
any of the truth came out—if the slory
reached the ears of Dr. Stafford—My.
Fove would deny that he had been in
Buuninglon ; he would point blunk denly
all knowledge of the nctual facts. And,
of ¢inse, the Head would take Mr.
‘oxne’s word-—-he would be compelled to
do sn.  The Housemaster knew this, and
he wes taking adventage of the fact.

ol ' -
HO‘-\'e\'er, we do not wish to have
vy unpleasantness,”” went on Mr. Foxe.
T4 do noi intend to tuke you tc (hé

youl

J

|

H
2(

[Teadmasler, J.awrence -ifl you prove
1easovable, Let me lell you ono other
thing. You went (o this_booth, and,
not content with being a spectalor, you
actnally went into the ring, and actuaily
engaged in a pnze fight—a most de-
grading and disgraceful exhibition!”

Lawrence sfarted violently.

So Mr. Foxe knew the exact {ruth:
e knew that I.awrence had Dbattle:
with Ligbhtning Left Ned. This was
indecd appalling! ITow had the IHouse
masier discovered the (ruth-—how did
he know? Quite suddenly Iawrence feir-
himself {0 be unsafe—and he was ap-
palled by his position, o

For he knew well cnough t{hat he
would be cxliaellcd i dive and uiler
disgrace if only the Ileadmaster gol to
know of this—and Mr. Foxe ‘could
easilv get Lawrence expelled if he
wanted to do so. The junior was en-
Oraely I the hands of tlie Tousemastér,
and he felt alarmed.-

ITe had not reckoned upon anyihing
like this.  1Te had worn that silken
mask. and he had told himself ihat he

was quile secure, But it was now
obvious to hin that Mr. Toxe must
have been in the boolh during the

fight—and he had rvecognised the boy
by his voice, aud by his figure, perhaps.

L.awrence was numbed by his own
thoughts, . :

Supposing, for one moment he was
expelled from St. Frank’s? How would
he bo able to face his father—how would
he be uble o go home? For My
Lawrenice to get his son back from St.
Frank's under such conditions would
break him up—it would be a blow from
which he would never recover.

Lawrence was appalled by the thonght.
and he clenched his fists almost des-
perately.

** Please—please don't say anything
:t[o fl‘!,e Ilead, sir,” he plouded. ‘¢ I—

It 1s absolulely useless fer vou lo
adopt this altitude, TLawrence,” said
Mr. Ioxe slernly. ** You have com-
mille’l a grave breach of the school
regulations, and I am compelled tc
report the whole matter to the Iead-
master. 1 may as well tell you ai oyico
that it will mean instant expulsion—and,
in all probabilily, a public flogging be-
[oreband. Your disgrace will ge abso-
lute. Lawrence,”’

 But—hut—="""

*“ Whatever you say will make no
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differonce!” dnlarrupted the Ilousc-
master. ‘““You wero engaged in a
cdisgraceful prize fight, and you will now
suffer the consequences, Come wilh
me !’

And Mr. Foxe proceeded to drag
Lawrence across the Triangle in the
direclion of the Headmaster's own pri-
vale quarters. The junior was des-
perate—he was wild with anxiety. But
there was no help for 1. It would be
utterdly hopeless (o resist Mr. Foxe's
efforts, here was nothing that he
could do—absolutely nothing, and rather
suddenly he felt sick al heart. FHe fell
that he would like the ground to open
up and swallow him.

And then Mr .FFoxe came lo a hali—--

as though & thought had suddeniy
crossed his mind.

‘““One momewd !’ ke exclaimed n a
low voice. * There is ohe chance for

yvou. Lawrence.”

The junior gave a jump.

‘““ A—a chance, sir?" he
huskily.

‘“Yes!” said Myr. Foxe.

‘- How—hew do you mean, sir?”

Mr. Fexe led Lawrence back to the
chestnuts, and stood for a moment or
two in silence. Then he looked at the
junior squareli; in the face.

‘“ How much money did you receive
from Mr. Gubbin?’ he inquired
abruplly.

“ How—how much money, sir:"

“ That 1s what I said.”

“ Gubbin offered twenty pounds if
anybody oould beal that man of his.”
said awrence. I  accepted the
" ckallenge, sir—and I won!”

*“ In olher words, yvou catme away wilh

exclanned

twenty pounds in your pocket®”

“ Ye—yas, sir.'’. ’

“ Quite so—we are getling to the
truth now!” said Mr. Foxe. “ You

pockeled twenly pounds, Lawrence. and
that_monecy is now on your person?”

“Yes, sir!’ said the junior weakly,

The Housemasier rubbed his ‘hands
togethcr softly.

‘YWell, my box, I do nol wish 1o be
harsh with you!”’ he exclaimed in a
soft. voice. ‘It is nol iy way to be
unkind and unreasonalle. . You wen!
to this boolh, und you accepted this
chullenge—a really sporting
'And, what is more. you won.
quite oxcellent, Lawrence! You
well. You did exceedingly well, young
man. To beat Lightning Lelt Ned is

affair,
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indeed an achievemenl. 1 may as well
informi you that I witnessed part of the
fight, and you impressed me greatly.
It was splendid, Lawrence—it thrilled
me through and through.”

Luwrence was astonished—he cauld
not understand the Houscmasler's
altitude. Only a minute or two before
he had been harsh and stern—now he
was actually commending the fight! Mr.
Smale Foxe was cert.ainFy an enigma.

‘““ At the same time, this is all
wrong' went on Mr, Foxe. “ I may
be able o appreciate the position,
Lawrence—but I am afraid tho Head
would not. Ile would misunde'sland
evertthing. Dr. Stafford would not
renlise that you had done something
praiseworthy ‘in defealing that blustering
young rvascal. Taking everything inlo
consideration, I have come to a decision
—and [ skall nol reporl (his matter to
the Headmaste:."

Lawrence gulped.

= Oh, oh, thank you, sir,”’ he punied.
“It's ripping of you, sir!"

““ It 15 my habil to be kind-hearted,”
«aid Mr. Foxe smoothly. “1 do not
like being unpleasant to any of my
boys. Providing you agree to what I
propos¢, I will say nothing whalevet
lo a soul, and vou will be able to escepe
the punishment which is rightly yours.”

““You're—you're 4 brick, sir!” said
Lawrence fervently. “ I—I Lhought it
was all up wilh me—because I know
the Ilead wouldn't understand. There
was nothing disgraceful in the malter,
really—boxing is a manly sport. And
just because it happened to be in that
booth——"" .

“You must not make excuses for
yourself, Lawrence,”” inlerrupted Mr.
lFoxe. ‘“As I said before, I will say
nothing providing you agree to *what
I Propoao."

‘To—to what you propove, sir?”

“ Precigely !"”

“I—I don't understand,
Lawrence,

““You will understand in a moment,”
he said softly. “You have twenty
pounds in your pocket—prize money
received from Mr, Gubbin. I will not

sir "' satd

| be so harsh as (o confiscate the whole
amounl—but you must hand me ten

. { pounds.”
That ts¢ *“ I—I  must ive you—ten—ten

did | pounds?’’ slammered Lawrence amazediy.

“ Yes!"
“ But —but—""
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“ Tt js your only chance, Lawrence!"
snid Mr. Foxe curtly. * If you refuse
to do this, 1 shall take you before the
IHeadmaster at onoe, and report the
occurvence. If, on the other hand, you
agree 1o my proposel, everylhing will
be well—1 will keep your seccret.’

Lawrence could nol find any words-—
he was so staggered that he could only
stand there and slare. |

Mr. Foxe—the Housemasler of {he

College House was actually demanding| you?’s

hush money!
amounied to. °

Mr. Foxe, indeed, was descending to
blackmail! If be received half the prize
money he would hold his {ongue—but if
L.awrence refused to give any moncy, he
would go slraight to the Headmasler,
and relate all the facts.

The junior hardly believed his own
ears—he could not realise Chal it was the
trutli.

Blackmail!

And from a Housemasier!
had known for some days past (b
Mr. Foxe was a mysterions kind of in-
dividualh There were other juniors—
some of them in the Ancient IIouse—who
bad suspicions about Mr. Smale IFoxec.
But nobody had ever dreamed that he
would descend {o such vile and revolling
villainy as blackmnil. Thero i1s no crim-
inal so loathsome and so ullerly degraded
as the blackmailer. The average bur-
glar is quite o gentleman compared to
the man who extorls money from a
vicim so that he shall keep his mouth
sant, :

“ Well, Lawrence, T am slill wailing,”
taid Mr. Foxe curtly. ** You will please
understand that I cannot wait for long
—and Lhis offer of mina is only open
for the next fifteen seconds. Unless you
comply at once, therefore, there will be
no  allernative.  You will be taken
siraight before (he Ieandwasier, and be
bublicly expelled in the morning.”

Ernest Lawrence found his voice
agam. : '

" ** But---but vou're—you're joking, sir!"
ho panted. ** You con’t be sevious-—-"

“I am not joking!” interrupted the
Housemaster. ** You are no doubt as-
tonished that I should tuke this step?
l.et me assure you, Liawrence, that I am
doing this for yowr sake alone. I am a
kind-hearted man .by nature, and 1 can
see Lhat you are greatly distressed al the

thought of Leing expefled. That is only
batural,

For this 1s what it

Lawrence

. 29

compiciely, and, therefore, I thiuk you
will be punished quite adequately if you
are deprived of half. your prize money.
I will not take the wkhole lot—I will not:
confiscale the twenty—Lecause that would
be rather too unkind. You must say
‘yes’ or ‘no '—at once.” .

“ Of—of course, sir—I'll pay you the
len pounds,”” said Lawrence quickly.
““It's the only thing I can do. And
you'll—you’'ll keep quiet, sir, won’t

Lawrence pulled out his bundle of
curency noles,- and counlted out {en,
and handed them across to the House-
masier. Mr., Foxe checked them, and
stowed thom away in his dip pocket.

“ You can he quile certain, Lawrence,
that I shall keep your secret,” he said.

tha! |

r eV er.

“That 1s all, I think—you muy go in!”’

* Thank—thank ‘you, sirl’’ slammered
Lawrence,

The junior was ,in no way deceiverd
by the Ilousemaslei’s bland senlences.
There was no kind-heartcdness about thia
~—-Mr. FFoxe had forced the money oul of
T.awrence just as any ordinary common
blackmuiler forces hush-money from his
viclim., There was no difference what-

And Ernest Lawrence went into the
College House, and went to Study 7.
in a maze of chaolic thought. Ille did
nol know where ho was, or what he was
doing. Awnd when he arrived in his
study, he closed the doar, and sat down

in has easy chair. And then ‘he thought
aver all the facts.

Lawrence was furious—and le was
filled with indignatio:. I'or Mvr. l'oxe lo
hava acted 10 sucl: a way was slaggering
—slarthng. And the contemptible nalure
of the Housemaslexr's trick was positively

| revolting.

Lawrence now anly had ten pounds
o send Lo his father—a mere insignifi-
cant trifle. Twenly would not have been
so bad. Bul what on earth was the use
of ten? Of course, he would send the
money—it would be betler than nothing.
But it Alled the junior with wighteous

indignation 1o {lunk that the other
money should have gone inlo the
pocket of Myr. Sinale Foxe. He—Law-

rence—had earnt that money—he had
fought the battle, and he had won. It
was his—every pemny of it! Mr. Foxe
was:- an inlruder—a - blackmaier—-a
scoundrel ! ' ,

1 do not intend to iet you ofl |

And yet Lawrence felt so helpless.
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" What could he do? Nothing! e
could nol say a word to u soul-—he

would havo to kecp his secrel. IHe knew
il—and, he knew, also, that Mr. Foxe
was aware of the fecls. The House-
master was such a spy that the junior
could do nothing. And Lawzrence was
shocked at the very thought thal a
Housomaster of Si. Irank’s oould des-
cend to such a low level. He had the
boy in his clutches—and, before very
long. Lawronce was to know this cven
betler than he knew it now.

Meanwhile, Mr. Foxo rematned wn the
Triangle. He smiled (o himself, and
seemed oxtremely pleased. Then,- after
a few momenis, he walked across the
Triangle, and enlered the Collese
Housec.

And Mr, Smale Foxe was totally un-
aware of the fact Lhat another figure
commenced walking across the Triangle
. a'most immediately afterwards; but this
figure went in the direction of the
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Ancient Hous>. It was (he figuro of Me.
Nelson Lee.

And Nelson Lee had a very grim light
in his eyes as he went I.owa.r(irs ns study.
Arriving there, he took out a small
pockel-book, an! proceeded to make a
few enlries. They ware brief, but they
wero.lo the point. And thon Nelson Lee
closed the pocket-boolt with a snap, and
l:o lay bacﬁo in his chair. The Iouse:
master detective closed his eyes, and
nodded.

“The case of Mr. Smale Foxe is
(urning out to be of great inlerest!"' he
murmured. “ It is developing quite
safisfactorily !"’

Evidently, Ne%son Lee had been keep-
ing his eyes very wido open.

And, before many days had passed,
olther cxciling and thnlling incidents

were destined to occur—incidents closely
connected wilth Ernest Lawrence of tho
Remove, and Mr. Smale IFoxe—tho
mysterious Housemaste:.

TILE END.

to ¢ Beyond the Desert.”

splendid St. Frank’s story.

'TO MY READERS.

Last week I alluded to our new Australian serial as ‘ The |
Secret of the Sands,”” but I have since decided to alter the title
Though there is a secret in this
enthralling story of the Australian desert, the chief interest lies
in the strange new country which our adventurers discover after
many miles of weary travelling over the burning sands. Tke
author is an Australian, and knows his country well.

Boxing enthusiasts will be delighted with our new character, |,
Ernest Lawrence, who wins fresh laurels next week In another |;
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The Opening. Chapter of our Grand New Serial Appears He_low !

 —

XA sTw oF
- The End of t:e Barracuda. .

- RUMP! .Squee!” Then. a prolonged
~ f - howl as of some demon in horrible
- § ° ‘torture, was followed <by the crash
of a great. wave bursting on the
- ship's ~quarter. The little old Barracuda
~was wrestling with a nasty hit of weather
- such as the Arafura Sea and Torres Straits
can always provide. - ~ ’y 3 .
.. -She piteched and - tossed, whined - and
. groaned, and when sometimes she hung for
an - instant suspended on the g¢rests of two
-slgorg seas, eomplained in‘every plate and
BVEETT L SR s TSR R R M Ly
~“1It's a marvel to me that the little beast
- can- stand it all}” said Jack Maxwell, the
- elder of the two by a year or so. . ** Hark to
~that! It sounds.as -though- she'd broken in
- two. “Reminds one of Jerry sendin’ over coal-

*

boxes, eh?” - -~
Jim Harding: nodde
- Western: Front - had hardened - the pair, - left-

- -them -indifferent to any sort of risk; but in [

~‘ihat tiny.-den; under a.skylight which had
" been covered with. tarpaulin and battens,.
¢ With no fresh air save what filtered -through

~ the cracks in the bulkheads, they might have | -

" been excused for feeling apprehensive. ~
o “TIl be glad to - get ashore,” confinued
Jack. **Too confoundedly confined here for
~>——_ What in thunder has happened now?"
- A terrific- racket - underfoot drowned his
- voice, . Iron shrieked and clattered, there was

& loud report—and then the sound that 'h'aﬂ.%‘

- been 'the constant accompamiment of all the
hours and weeks they had spent on board
the little. tramp coased. ~ The screw had -
-stopped’ working¥> " .. 0T TR R L
- ‘“Jiminy: Christmas! T:believe the shaft's
- gone!"” exclaimed. Jim Harding, springing to
-his feet, only to be hurléd crashing against
_-"H'%Oca!bin wall ' as the ship ‘rolled ‘over.
wi? o K1 . 1
Another woll, even “deeper than the first,-
flung him -back to the.table, where he clung

" pﬂnt-in.g for breath. -

e

' | Better keép- dry as long as we

L

d. Four -years of “the

ADVENTURE IN AUSTRALIA <"

an.. We]l

e
‘be wet. enough before long.” " ~< . . 7
They sat for a while, half stunned by the -
furmoil about them. . Tremendous ‘seags thun-
dered on the decks as the Barracuda tossed .
helplessly, the plaything of the waves. Once
or fwice they heard the bellow of a human
voice in the lulls, and. the -tramp of heavy ™
feet on -the deck overhead.. Then at last™
the ship steadied and seemed to ride more -
easily, though she still pitched terribly. - The
regular clanging of a pump had replaced the -
throb of the propeller.. =~ -~ . . AT ey
The door of the .companion was thrust
back, admitting a gust of keen, -damp air,
and a whirl of spray, slid back, and & man .
-clattered down the stairs and stood blinking
in the light of {the wildly-swingiiig ecabin
lamp. -His oilskins streamed water, his red -
face shone wet under the flickering beams.
- # Lor’, we've-had a time!” -he exclaimed. .
‘1, tell you, gemmen, 1've never had a time .
like it, no mever in all my natural. And-
lemme tell you we haven't done wi" it yet,*
notvég);;.a_lo;lg chalk. You. heard.the shaft -
g0, Wkl SN, BESTLEETRE P D s
‘“ Couldn't help hearing it; captain,” replied -
Jaek Maxwell. ‘' Well, - I suppose we're in ..
sreat danger, eh? What are the chances?” -
. **Well, seeing as you ain’t sailor memn, you ~
do .take it  pretty good,” replied Captain
Jennings, taking advantage of a  momentary-
pause in the ship’s plunging to dive into a .
seat. *“T’ll tell you.

¥

First, half the crew’s -
gone.. They went as we fell off, when the .
shaft bust. The sea made a clean sweep of -
everything . forrard, and most things aft.
Called up the black brigade, I did, these of
'em that was left. Engineé-room’s a holy
.poppy show, I'm told, and some of 'em was -
copped when the crenks busted before they
could shut. off steam.. We got out a sea,
anchor and now, with that keeping us head
to wind’ard, we don't stand so much chance
o’ being swept agaim.  Bubt we're going fo °
lee’ard as fast as the wind can take us. I-
'tell. you ‘straight no one as . knows “would .

e o Better sit. still;” ‘replied Jack . calinly. | buy our chance-of- getting through for a bad -
s & can do no good up there, and we’d Batn," - . T s e RS :
~only be in the way., We're dry hera at least.. . “’TUm!” muttered -Hardihg thoughtfully.
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. That's-cheering! But where are we drift- and drist ¢6luck.  You-go below, and take -
ing {0, anyhow?” © - <ty o T 00 | a snooze. I'll call you if anything is going

. % How 4n. Hades should “I-know?"” growled | to “turn up. It’s mear day.'s . = o viEren
the skipper. - ‘., Down the gulf—the Gulf of | . H# pulled back the door, thrust the two -
_Carpentaria=birt» where”.we'll2fetch up’ the | young men through, and closed it after them. -

" Lord ‘only knows. . It's alka fequldr blooming | They stumbled back to the cabin and stood

- graveyard, anyhow. - When we do-etop, we'll| 3 moment .icresolute,~ then gripped hands.
stop-Budden, and..it'll"be. good Jutk and 0| % oy jo0ks pretty fierce, eh?” said Maxwell.

-maragement if -any /ol s gels ITOUE. | < gyt 1 guess we might’ as well sleep while
We're - making%water,  but ~the “pumps can ) o "o 0 Spyerers nothing else. to do.” -

- handla it so Iar.'Gnl'y"’thzs here straining 1s | T : do for .their cabi J '1' Wi
working the rivets loose, and it’ll be coming | ; 1ey inade lor-their cabin, -and climbing
in faster all the time. This time to-morrow into -their bunks, were soon asleep, . despite
_ T o o e Uie oa-oe | the wild movements of - the ship. Hours.
at latest will see the finish of us it -we don't | ! q 4 il the. Ba e o '

~‘pile .oh something beforehand.™ - * - | BRSSEC, UL P e e Tat oo on.

The hurricane had moderated, but the sca
was still in wild turmoil, .and, though day.

« What about boa'tst?” inquired .'Mgicgéuﬁ"
“ Boats!" sneered the skipper. .. * Boats! L
Firsai’ﬁ?i?:ve .':inn?? ‘got any.” g‘lil-ey.,_wem took { bad come, the air was so full of spray ané
wi' the first sea-that swept us.  Secondly, if | ?ﬁ:& nﬁ:t;at' it was impossible to see for any
ad "em, Y : ny manner o’ | 4 ce. - it ¢ N ki
' 3:&“ .‘:3, t?llg"aggeih‘;g%ldﬁug-nﬁg?n%ou .wailt.'. a | Jack_ M-axﬂeﬂ;ti-;}?edied crossways in his
momeént till I-ha’ a drink, then come-and | RATIOW bunk; dreamt- that he was back again
take-d Bquint.” o~ e T L el S rﬂﬂ Flaﬁldgrs:.r,.:_ e'.cli?hl?o bl?tber{h:'ﬂ_ﬂ-—ﬂ.f_ﬂdﬂrb,lil)eavf ‘
. He-gose-and made g staggering run toa lire. He:seem Dear Cincessant. boom
-locker.. : _ . pow i | of the guns,-the louder crash -of exploding
locker, filled. himself a_stifl peg.and -tlppedl ghells, . Then ‘came.a" terrible: explosion. ..

-

- off, then turned.. . e v Lhen terrible: explosion. ;
““ You come along and look.. Put’op them{ . ™ Crump!” he exclaimed, and-awoke as he
- them_ oilskins -over there. You'll' need em!™ - fell,. to find himself on-the floor. of the little -
- Thes pair-obeyed in silence, then followed cabin, . folling over'gomething-"that squirmed=
the captain. pp the narrow-stairs. .. - - al_l‘(;l: kicked..* - va. 0 = ia s D
. ““Hang on: for all you're worth!” he warned| - .. Hil - Jack!* Jack!”:" . M
‘them, and+sliding -back the companion-door, | ‘It, was the voice of. Harding. Harding was -
" drew them oub-into the tempest and slammed | the. man,  wriggling® below him. .. Abruptly™
ol 7= 0| Maxwell camre to himself. Below, above, all:-

el it
5 ol

o e

-

. it behind_ them. jiesl S fatocs T0y .0 o\ § AXWEIL . Lal ;i C :
" For. a-+minute- they ~eould .dg-nothing but | round, -was wild tumult of mnoise. The floor
. cling - desperately- to” the. hatch—top ~while | was heaving and sagging, rending plates gave
their eyes became” acenstomed ito the ‘gloom. } & sound like the sharpening of some enormous
It was-riot dark, for-the sea seemed' lumin- | saw, there were booms like field-pieces -fired
. ous, “and, -moreover, ‘dawn - was 'near; pre- at c¢lose range, and through all the.pounding
sently they were _able, to look " forward | beat and smiach of heavy waves. - -~ ‘=
between narrowed lids.~ o % T -l #Jim!  We're ashore! - Quick!- We're
. The sea- was a Tagmg Q&Ult}rﬁ!l of:-chilly{ ¢rapped in: hére! Up man,-“and -burst . the
“white foam writhing underthe wind; but it-] door!” He tried it as he spoke, and found .
was -not on this that they, looked first, but'l it jaimmed by the twisted frame. *Ughl™
on -the.ship's- deck. It was unfamiliar. Tho : ghe ghip seemed to'slide forward and settle -
- funnel, and the heavy iron bridge. throughl ooy "5 bump that sent them  reeling.. - They
which it thrust, still remained in place;§ ¢hrew themselves at the: door,. but only. to.
but’ the bridge-house and wheel, the Stumpyy rocql bruised, for ‘it was soundly ‘made and
 foreimast’ withits derrick hooms, the -donkey-J grmiy held. 'The noise -of ;rending ‘iron: re-
engine; Tails,-and stanckions, and -the Tittle | 5.ubled itaelt, then cease 3 \dcowned by the
, galley forward, ha& all -dlsappea-red.s-:;-{ - 'laghing of the Waves. . t» zosi- © o ws i A
"~ A" stout hawser, secured to” the stump Of | ‘v ywe're fixed on a rock. ‘We're steady’at”
‘the mast;sled_forward through the bitts, and } 1,44 apyhow,” grunted Maxwell. * See! It's
dipped “into -the. &ea, . Ahead, -rising and daylight ™ - % - !
-~ falling, ®gometimes , disappaaring . under the f “°A "wave heaved across thé porthole and
~ foam for a minute. OT $0, Was a.dark f’b!e“] dropped away. . Before another came they
‘to_ which the cable was ft{xstengq. in pawled | Bad 2 blurred glimpse of grey, low-hanging
i * That's all we got to depend on:. bLaWwled | opy The sight seemed to_give them renewed
. Jennings, thrusting his .face close to .Max- A T I Lo e
well’s to make -himself. heatd. . “That is the{| First 'thf'ng v 'g“éf'_ﬁﬁf : bf'lile'f'e“,';" ~gaid
‘sea’ anchor. Spare booms.-and. what We}p,rding;’ * that door’s jammed. 'We'll have
could. grab ‘of -the mast, likewise one or:two |4, out our way.out.” .He dived below his-
other things. . If it breaks up,”or the hawser {'yynk, and, bauling out a grunk,. opened -it-
. gives,. it’s goodfb}'e!...b v ""_*t,h and rummaged in its depths, producing a
.~ A mar who had been -crouching on Uhe p corvice revolver. *‘ Make a hole with this to .
deck clinging to. a ring-boit, rose up, pointing start with, €h?” ..~ ) |
. and ~ yelling... -_,.,Télﬁ}' h l;l.wfrddo}fls; Jvoice very | -Maxwell nodded, and thrusting -a hand into
iaf?{':?;ﬁdbﬁagﬁggi{fgﬁ,e WOTES: "o 7, 22 Y7 T his -pocket drew out a Jarge jack knife with -
¢ That's something!". bellowed . Jennings. | 7 serong, serfogable bind. v o it wy
- % There @in't “anything*to do but-hang on ~'(Continued on page iv: of cover:) =

=
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GREAT HAIR-BEAUTY GIFT TO}
1,000,000 READERS.

. E?ERY woman and girl can double her becauty

and attractiveness by .devoting only two min-

utes a day to ‘ Harlene Hair-Drill’””" - .

To-day all the leading Actresses, Cinema Queens,

and Society Leaders make it a pars of their dally

toilet, and willingly testify to its hair-growing and}
beautifying results, To-day you, too, can test it
'absclutely {ree.- e gl TN TS R ey W
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&% Notice how often this yellow
i tin catches your eye—in con-.
;%4 fectioners’ shops, - theatres, R:t:
k&4 cinemas, -your friends’ houses” WiiA .-
4 ——everywhere,  This proves (@t
{#% that Sharp’s Super-Kreem is
eS8y goed to eat, and good Ior the
t . ENL eater.. Put it to the test—buy

i ;_._-::::L- a iintOTdaj‘..* ' Ereni] i1
¢ - Sold loose by weight or in- 343
@ - 4-1b. decorated tins—also. Hitil - -
& _in }, 3, and 1-lb.tins, - JHET

h £ A
/ > i i~ g '
It is wonderful what only two minutes a day practice
of ''Harlene Hair-Drill ”” will achieve in the cultiva-
. tion and preservation of a glorious head of hair. Try
it free for one week. Accept one of thel,000,000free
4-in-1 Gitt Outfits. .(See Conpon below.). | fs

‘This is really a Four-'in-Dn,e.Gift,‘for' it includés;

1. Abottle of ** Harlene," she trueliquid food and |
natural Tonic for the hair. | : :

.2 ”A packet of the magnificent hair-and scalp cleans-,
ing ‘' Cremex? Shampoo Powder, which prepares the
head for ** Hair-Drill.” - - - .3 8 N

'~ 8. Abottleof'* Uzon'® Brilliantine, which gives a| §
fnal touch of beauty to the hair, and is especially’
beneficial to those whose scalp is inclined to be “‘dry.”’ §

4. ﬁ- copy of the new edition of the secret '’ Hair:
Drill ” Manual of Instruction. e

After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain
further supplies of “Harlene” at 1s. 13d.; 2s, 9d. and
4s. 9d. per bottle; * Uzon ** Brilliantine at 1s. 1id.
and 23 94 per hottle; and *‘ Cremex’® Shampoo
Powders 18 6d. per box of seven shampoos (single
Packets 3d. each), from all Chemists and Stores, or
will be sent direct on”receipt of 6d. extra for post-
23689-, fmn} Edward’s Harlene Limited, 20, 22, 24 and

» Lamb’s Conduit Street, London, W.C.1. .

“HARLENE” FREE GIFT FORM

Eetach and post to EDWARDS' HARLENE, Ltd.,
I[?)}' 22, 24 & 26, Lamb’s Conduit St., London, W.C.1.
v Sirs,—Please send me your Free ‘ Har-
¢ne ' Four-Fold Hair-Growing Outfit as de-.
8cribed above. I enclose .4d. in stamps for
Postage and packing to my address. L
“Nelson Les,”” 29/1/21.

ENGINEERS and Apprentices g

- Earn more money at your trade. ' . &
oy ., " \Vrité fur Free Book which
" tellsyou how. Saywhattrade
you want to learn. We teach

. by post ihe following :— .-
Mechanical Engineering.
K« Electrical Engineering. .
@ Draughtsmanship. Motor
Engineerin . - Mathe-~
matics. : Aecro Engines.

_ The Technological Insiitute of -

Great Britain, Ltd., 72 Thanet §

. "House, z3r Strand, London, ¥

o

Height Increased 5 /_ Complete ™=
In 30 Days - Courses
No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dieting. The
Melvin Strong System NEVER FAILS. Send
stamp for particulars and testimonials.— SEF YRR
Melvi‘nE?tr'ong, Lid.(Dept.D), 24, Southwark F¥iE SLEaTiE
St., S. - 2 : LT

STRENGTHEN YOUR NERVES.—-Nervous+ -
neas deprives you of employment, pleasures, and
many advantages in life. If you wish to 'p]!ggngrl_ .
and enjoy life, strengthen your nerves, and regdin
confidence in yourself by using the Mento-Nerve
Treatment. Merely send 3 pénny séamps for par.-
ticulars.—GODFRY - ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd. 527,
Imperial Buildings. Ludgate Circus. London. EC.4.

FREE FUN! I, R Suprie
= Novelty, causing Roars
of Laughter, FREE to all sending 1/- for 100 cute
Conjuring Tricks, 6 Jokers’ Comical OCards. etC.
Thousands delighted! Great Fun! Postal addresss:
U. HUGHES, 15, Wood Strect, - Edgbaston, Bire
mingham. (Demon Moustache Grower, 1/2 post free.)

OURLY HAIR l—' Mine curled at once,” writes
Msjor, Thousands of testimonials, Proof sent,— -
Summers’ * Curlit” curls straightest hair. 1/5, 2/8,=e

S8UMMERS (Dept.N.L.), Upper Ruagell 8¢,. Brighton, . .

e

*

NOTE TO READER.
T N = TR e

EV"“B your FULL, name and address clearly
On a plain piece of paper, pin this coupon to

1t, and post as direeted above. (Ma
“ Sample Dept .}, il ve.. (Mark er_‘_“_l““,a




L] ‘G-’-"

1V

‘* Go ahead.

middle of that panel. . That's it!"”

Harding placed the ‘muzzle of his we apon.
close to the woodwork- and fired, blowing a

hole in it, then repeated the dose higher up.
- A thrust frﬂm“h:s shounlder and-the v,eakened
panel split down the middle and was speedily

- broken mm}', allowing a ne“ of the c.1h1n

_ beyond._

-,

B

}'Hardm" thrust mlb his head and - mth{lrew
it .nfber one glance, hls face’ pale under tlla
'ban : o -

T '\ ., ..-d'.-"' f— '.., :

_'“.,_u '

-

Put one or two "along t.he'

THE - NELSON »LEE---LIBRA—RY- —

: splmtered' Temnants - of - the -

—
.

- . -
. ', " J
]

a gap-in theﬂ‘orward bllfkhead and throun-h
it- he- could-.see—nothing! -I\othmg, that js, r
except a mass’ of greylsh -white--rock over
which the sea broke, and a grey blur beyond,
nearly hidden by. the curtain of spm}r. .The -
ship .had been’cut in-‘two, and the forward
part of her, the two-thirds which contained *
the engmes and the bulk of theﬂrgo had
vamshcd! . i O
~For *a minute or. t%o they hung over ; the
anel - gayinﬂrf
‘dumbly*and listening for  any sound of life,
while with’every . wave. licked_ up the s.c-pmu

..f - e

1'._
-8

-""-n‘

( To be contmued.)

-

JL Lﬂok'" he said hoarselv L The—-—the'
ship! She—she’s broken in .!:,.“0'" g cabm ﬂoor almnst to the door.
Maxwell took one long glance._ltwevealed
T O L e e
.. . .,z.,i_,;-..»., -
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SILVER WATGHE

‘;‘ ¥,
Deliverod nn Flrat Pay_”ment of -

- O NL Y. YOU'_
2 m HAVEWATCH
WH“.ST PAYING

Gent’s full-suze le\».ay-
tlmekcepmg Keyless Lever
Watch., " Stout Nickel Silver
or Oxydised Damp’' and-
Dustproof cases, plain dial;
‘perfectly bala.nced superlm-;
§{ Lever ;movement, splendid:
g/ "timekeeper. Price for either
g/ ' pocket “or ‘wrist,” 15/- €ach,"
9/ : Luminous dial [bEB time -ip
* dark), = 2/- “¢xtra. - Ladies
.+ » Chain ‘or Wrist, 2/- extra.
‘tx+We; will. send: either  of
i ey ’-"these watches on receipt -
o[ PO for 2;’- After receiving watch you
send us a- further 2/-, and:promise to pay_
‘ihe  remaining 11[- by weekly. or month]y
-',msi;a’lmcnts For “cash- with order - enclose.
“14/-" only.” Five years wnrranty gwen wlth
every - watch, o oty R
+.To avoid disa.ppomtment send 2!- a.nd 6d.
extra postage at once. No unpleasant in-
quiries. All orders executed in trotation.

“THE LEVER WATCH CO..
; o o Il
42a, Stockwall{ﬂreun ll.undon S.’W 9.

m
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:The‘ﬂelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon, Value 2d.
.. 8end this coupon with P.O, for only.5/- direct to

the Fleet Pen Co,, 119, Fleet St.. London,
B.C.4. In return you w111 receive (post .free) a
splendid British - Made . 14-ct. Gold Nibbed vFleet

' Foyntain Pen, value 10/6. If you save 12 further

coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so
you may send 13 coupons, and only 3/-. Say
whether _you want a fine, medium, or broad nib.
This great offer is made to introduce the famous
Fleet - Pen to THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY readers

Self-Fllllng, or Safety Models, 2/- extra,.

Printed and Published every Wednesday
I‘leetway House; Farringdon S8treet, London,
6. for six months.. .Abroad, 8s. 10d. per_ annum:
Amca. %imud(:!em:ra.;3 Ig?rtsLAgentiiv,
. ordon QLC imite

IBEGGME BIG:NO

) Lowest Cash & Easv Pavment Pnces

| Immecliate delivery, Big Bargainsin: New
and “Second-hand Cycles, Accessories,.

ctc -» at popularPrices, Writefor Free

Y List and Special Offer of Sample Cycle .

| gYeLE co. inc
/ BALSALL - HEATH, = BIRMINCHAM.

You can easily. increase
-your, height from 2 to 5
inchea arid “imprave your health, figure and jcar.
riage, by the Girvan Scientific- Treatment. I years
of unblemished “record.™ "£100- ‘guaranteé of genuine-'
ness.” - Particulars :for ’postcard.® Enquiry Dept.
AMP, 17, Stroud Green ‘Road, London, N4 5

i’

- e

.Rosa
'Hundreds ot testimonials,

4s. 5d.-for six- months:,
Limited. Sole Agents for Australia and~-New Zealand:
and for Canada: The Imperial News Gomph.nm Limitéd. -

o CTJ'RI.Y HA1R!" Wonder!ul results by usmg
“, Waveit.” . Waves and ‘curls ;straightest hair.
1/3,2/5 j{stamp-; accepted).
Ross (Dept.'N.L.), 173, New North Rd., London, N.1, -

{mAGIC TRIGKS.—IlluQiona. ‘ete. Parcels, 2/6, 5/6,

and 10/6. Sample Trick 1/-; T, W, HARRISON, -
239, . Pentonyille Road, London, N. 1.

"MODEL STEAM ENGINES,< Locomotives,”
lewa.ys Electric Motors and Dynamos, :Ba.;teries.
fittings. Illustrnted Oatalogue. 6d. - (P.0O’s, -only). -
—MODEL Co., 38, A. P, Qneen 8 Rd, Aston,'B’ham

FOREIGN STAMPS! A fine set of 8 (unused)
from the Philippine Isles, price 2d. only. Posiage
Extra~WHITE, 85, Dudley Road, Lye€.
Stourbridge, - ; : e

PHOTO POSTGARDB OF YOURSELF, 1/3
doz.; 12 by.10 ENUARGEMENTS. 8d. ALSO CHEAF
PHOTO MATERIAL, OATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
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