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A Storyof School Llie and Detective Adventure

at St. Frank’'s, Introducing
. NIPPER and the Boys of St. Frank's.

authoroi ¢« The College House Mystery,”’

THREE-HALFPENGE.

Semasiers
ouble

- NELSON LEE and
By the
‘* The Schoolboy

Lightweight,” * The Blackmailed Schoolboy,” and many other
Stirring Tales.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CIIAPTER 1.

A SPLIT IN STUDY D.

“ HREE oclock'’ said Handforth
firmlv. .
“ Rats !’ It’s half-pasi {two "

declared McClure.

Hanlforth glared.

“If you want a thick ear. Arnold
McClure, vou'd betler say so,’” he roared.
“If you contradict me again, I'll pul-
verise you! I say it's three o'clock ™

“And I repeat that it’s half-past
two—-"' |

“Youre both wrong!’ interrupted
Church, who had just entered Study D.
¢ The exact time now is only just a
quarier-to-{wo!™ '

Haudforih gnzed at Church pitvingly.
" Who's  talking about the exact
Lme?” he demanded. “ If you didn t
buti in, Walter Church, you wouldn't
make an ass of vourself! McClure says
that the giddy circus starts at half-past.
two—and " I Tjolly well know thal it
d"f‘:““t start until three o'clock!”’
“ h; the circus!” said Church.

That's different, of course. As a
Matter of fact. McClure’s right—it does
-;‘t_ﬂl'b al half-past two—and we shall have
o buck up, or we shall be late for lhe
8tart,” _

McClure grinned.

“ i | .
al lTheTe yau are!”’ ha said triumph-
IIH' Y. ' . '.\o\v‘“-hut- !’lm'e you got to sny.
andy: Here's a witness {0 prove—-—'

1

“ Piffle!”” interrupled  Iandforth.
“I've got o betler witness than this,
fathead! Where's the ‘local paper?

There's an advert of the circus in there--
and I'll soon prove to you chaps that
vour memories are i a state of decay!

The famous trio of Study D in the
Ancient House at St, Frank's were in-
dulging in onc of their little arguments.
Such scenes as this were-of daily—almoz:!
hourly—occurrence.. If Handforth and
Co. ever agreed upon m point withoul
a preliminary argument, it was some
thing in‘the nature of-a miracle.

*“ Il soon show vou!” said Hand®rii.
seizing the ‘‘ Bannington (Gazelte,”’ and
jerking over the pages. “ Now, lemme
sce.,—here we are! ‘The World's Big-
zost Circus and Fair. Caistowe, Satur
dayx—Two DPerformances—One at 2.30- -
and the other al 7.7 "

“Now who's right?"” roared Church
and McClure in a single voice.

Haondforth frowned.

“I'm right!” he satd, obstinately.

“ What'" shrieked Church. * You still
say you're right—after seeing the an-
nouncement in the paper?”’

Handforlh nodded calmly,

“ Certainly !’ he suid.  * The printer
musl have made a bloomer in this issue
—that’s tho only possible explanation."

““Well, my only bat!” gasped Mc
Cluroe.

Bolh he and Church knew well enouyh
that Handforth’s obstinacy was startling.
But this fairly took the cuke. For hin

N,



2 THE NELSON

to maintain he was ni
absoluto idiocy.

‘“ Anyhow, we’re not gaing to have a
row about it!” wenlt on Hnndforth,w
realising that it would be better for him
Lo disnuss the subject as soon as possible.
‘“These printers are eilly .fatheads at}
the best of times! I think we'd boltor
be getting off—just to make sure.”™

““ Rather!” said Chureh. *“ Come on!”’

It was a Saturday half-holiday. and the
juniors had made up their minds to run
over to Caislowe on their . bicydes in
order to visit the circus. A number of
olher juniors were going, too, for this
particular circus was reputed 10 be 2
very excellent one, and it was only due
ito remain in Caistowa for oneo day.
Thero would bo a crowd.

*““1T say, Handy. do buck up!”’ said
McClure impatiently. “‘ It's nearly two
o'clock, and it takes us twentv minutes
to gei there on our jiggers. We shall
find all the giddy seats gone——"’

““Eh?” said Handforth absentiy.
“ Seals!”

' Yes, you ass—at the circus!”’

““Circus?”’ repeated Handforth.

‘“ Ain't we going to Caistowe ?’" roared
Church.

' Caistowe?"” said landforih dreamily.

His chums glared at him. |

“You—you giddy parrot!”’ howled
McClure. “*Can’t you say anything
else ? What's the matter with you,
Handy? You know jolly well wo're all
going {o the circus in Caistowe, and we
shall bave Lo hurry up—"

“Oh!”’ said Handforth, with a start.

IHo seemed to come to earth, und le
smiled.

*“ As a matter of fact. you chaps,”” he
went ol),. " we're not going to the
circus !’

*“ Not going !’

‘““Of course nol!’ said Handforth.
‘“* A «ircus is a kid's show—and we ain't
kids. Just as if we want to go to sce
a silly, fatheaded circus. Don’'t stare at
me like that, you asses! Wo ain't going
to Caistowe—and there's an end to it !”

At uimes Handforth would be fright-
fully exasperating. He would “change
his mind without warning—and generally
withoat reason. Church and McClure
had an awful timo with him, and their
efforts to stroke him the right way were
somelimes quite pathetic. But on this
occasion they glared with great indigna-

ght was sheer and
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*“ You—you - blithering ass!"” snapped
Church. * Only yesterday you wero full
of enthusiasm for this circus——"

**So he was half an hour ago!’ put
i McClure.

Handforth nodded.

““ Very likely—but my -enthusiasm has
\'anishetf:” he suid calmly, *I've just
seen an anouncement in the paper, and
I've decided that we shall go to Ban-
ninglon instead. Thero is something on
at the Town Hall which beats the circus
into fits. So we're going there, and we
shall have to hurry up——"

“The Town Hall!" roared Church.
** What ig 1t ?"’

Hundforth pessed the paper across,
and Church and McClure stared at the.
announcement. Their [feeiings can be
better 1magined than described when
they read the following motice:

“TOWN IALL, BAXNNINGTOXN,
On Saturday afternoon, at {wo-thirly
sharp, Ex-Superintendent Brownin’F, of
Scotland Yard, will leclure personally on
*Crime Investigation, and Some C(ele-
brated Criminal Cases.” Admission 1s 3d.
and 2s 4d. (incuding tax.)”

Church looked up in s dazed kind of
“'a-y.
** Is—1y this a' joke?'’ he asked faintly.

‘“Joke ! snorted Handforth. ** Of
courso it ain’t a joke, you ass! Fancy
me not seeing this advert before. A

recal Scotland Yard man is to give a
lecture on detective-work, and all that
sort of thing! Why, it beats all your
sily old c¢ircuses! So we're going
straight off to Bannmington.”

Church and McClure turned red with
wrath. -

** Do—de you mean to tell me that
you'd rather hear this mouldy old lecture
than go to a circus?”’ shouted McClure.
*“It’ll be as dull as ditchwater, Handy—
all the chap will do will be to repeat
somo famous criminal cases——"'

“ Rats!” said Handforth' obstinately.
‘“ He'll give a lot of iips about detlective
work—and you know how interested L
am m all that sort of thing. It's u
chance in a thousand; and I don’t want
any of your silly objections! The circus
is off—and we're going straight to Ban-

Lninglon.”’

Handforti said this with an air of
ﬁmlitf-——a.s though there could be no-

possible argument about the question.
As a rule, Chiurm and McClure were
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gubizissive. Bat, al limes, they revolied
—and this was one of those times. To
give up the circus for the sake of a dry
old lecture waa altogether beyond the
limit. DBut it was just like oneé of Hand-
forth's usual cranky tricks. Thore was
no telling what he would do next!

- “Jf you want to go lo the lecture—
vou can go!'’ said Church deliberately.
** But if you think you're going to drag
ws with you—well, you've made a
bloomer !’ °

¢t A large-sized one!’' added McClure.

Handforth started.

* Do—do you mean to sav that you'!
let me go alone?”’ he asked darkly.

““ Yes—if you wani to be such a fat-
head:” said Church. *“ We fixed upon
going to this circus, and we're going!
There’s an end of it!”

*“ Absolutely !’ said McClure.

Handforth nearly choked. -

“* You—you 1ebellious rotlers!”
roared. ¢ Mutiny, by George!”

*“No!" eaid Church. ¢ Mutiny by
McClure and me!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”’ howled McClure.

- Bul Handforth did not see the joke.

“I've often (hreatened to kick you
out of this study, and now it's going to
happen!” he said sulphurously. * %fou
—yvou miseruble bounders!  You—vyou
trailors! You—you blacklegs! You're
woing to gel it in the neck, now——-"

Smash !

Haundforth's fist shot out, and it caught
Church fully upon the mose. Church
wont over with a erash, howling. This
was another of Handforth’s fatheaded
tricks—to attack his chums without warn-
Ing. They were so accustomed to his
hsts that they generally dodged before
he could touch them.  So ‘Handforlh
found it necessary to use strategy.

“You

““Yarooooh!” howled Church.
rotler! Ow!”

McClure dodged for the door, with
Handforth in full pursuit. Somehow, the
door stuck. and McClure was a shade too
late. And Handforlh very considerately
assisted his chum through the doorway
with tho toe of his boot.

McClure rose into the air, and fell inle
Lhe @namgo with a dull thud.

"~ Yow--ow —yaroooh!"" he bellowed.

Before he could rise to his feel Church
Cidme cut—upside down. He landed
fairly upon McClure, bhis legs kicking
wildiv. One boot happened to calch

Handforth in the mnec , and Edwara
Wald staggeved back with a grunt.

he
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“You—you vicious bounder!” ho
gusped unreusonably. “Do you call
that playviug the gamne—to kick a chap
in the face?”

“ Grooooh ! said Church.

““ You're out now—you’ve been kicked -
out!"" excluimed Handforth, * And if
you show your faces in this study again.
I won't be answerablo for what happens!
I've finished with you—for good! Unde:-
stand? For good!"

And Haudforth retreated into the
study, and slammed the door with so
much force thut one of the handles flew
off—and shol iuto McClure’s face as he

lsat up.

“Ow!T gu,sped McClure. ** What the
dickens——"" .

““ Hallo—hallo!" exclaimed Reginald
| Pitt, strolling out of Study E. ‘‘Ilow
many carthquakes have there been”
I've counted hve. but perhaps I've misse.l
one or two! You clmps secm to have
been having some fun!’

f Church and 2IcClure staggered to ther:
eet,

“*We've done with Handy—we've
finished with him!" said McClure fiercely.

“* Good !"’ said Pitt,

“Eh?”

‘“ Perhups we shall hinve some peace in
the passage,”” went on Pitt. *‘ You don’t
know what life is in my study. From
mormning till night all we can hecar next
door is veils, howls, thuds and crashes!
If you chaps go along to some other
study it might be better! This 1s the
“best news I've heard all the term!”’

Handforth jerked out into the passaze
like a jack-in-the-box.

# ‘“And if you iry to be funny, Reginmld
Pitt, I'll give you a dose!” ho rouved.
“I'm just about fed-up——"

““ That's one relief!” said Pitt. “‘ It
you're fed-up, perhaps you'll be content.
I say, yvou chaps! Handforth has just
gone olf again—I suggest wo lake him
out, and duck his head in tho fountain --
{o cool him down! If we allow him tu
go about. like this he'll pile somebody--
and then there’ll bo an epidemic f
hydrophobia !™’

“ Hu, ha, ha!” |

Quite a number of
gathered round, listening. .

‘““ Are—are you calling me a dog?”’
' boillowed [andtorth.

+ ‘““ Ha, ha, ha'™ o

‘““Well, you said it!” smd Pitt, ‘‘ By

what I can see, you aro displaying all

the symptoms of rubies—""

juniors ha<l
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“ Ea, ha, hai"

andforth didn’t ‘take any further
time for argumemnts. He charged for-
waird, wrth the oxpress intention of
knocking Reginald Pitt into the middle
of the following week. But Pitt dodged
nimbly, chuckling. :

And Handforth was seized by many
willing fists, and he was dragged to a
standstiH, | ,

“Lemme go!” howled the leader of
Study D. ‘“ You—you rotters! Lemme
get at him!"”

‘“ Not just now, my son!"" I grinned.
“You musin’t get exciled, Handy.
This is. a sheer waste of time. We're all
going off to the circus in Caistowe. and
we shall be late for the start, unless
we hurry up!”

‘“ Rats!” growled Handforth. ‘‘ Blow
four silly old circus! Ratls to the circus!
‘'m not going to it—I wounldn’t go if
you paid me!”
~ ““Ol, good !”” said De Valerie. * Then
it’s pretty certain there won't be a
riot !’

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“1 was expecling {rightful trouble at
the circus ”’ went on De Valerie. ** But
if Handforth isn’t going, then we'needn’t
worry. "’

The excited Edward Oswald was led
finnly, forcibly, out into the Triangle.
I had a firm grip on him, Pitt bhad
another, and Tommy Watson and Sir
Montie Tregellis-West were there, too.
Handforth bad no chance. He was run
oul into the centre of the Triangle, and
then given a final shove, which sent him
Filching forward. By the time he picked
iimself up, there was nobody on the
spot to go for. -

‘““ You—-you rotters!”’
forth helplessiy.

The nexi second he had to dodge for
his life, for a great body of cydlists came
whizzing across from tho bicycle shed.
straight towards him. He only jusi
succeeded in getting clear in time, and
he glared at thg cyclisls in specchless
wratn. They waved their hand, and
blew a few kisses towards him.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth fairly choked. Then an
expression of contempt came over his
face, and ho shrugged his shoulders.

““ I suppose they don’t know any better
—the burbling idiots!”’ he suid wither-
ingly. * Rats to 'em. They can ga to
their rotten circus! I'm gomng to spend
iny time :n a better way!”

roared Hand-

in Caistowe? I ho
Thercpe

He sirode.to 'he bicycle shed. and his
temper was nol improved (o any great
cxtent when he found that his own cycle
had been taken—probably bE one of his
chums—and the only rideable machine
left was an old crock with one mud-
guard. Handforth didn’t know who 1t
belonged to, but he glared at 1t as
though the maochine had done him an
injury. But it was the only one left,
so he was obliged to take it.

“1'll

*“* By George!”’ he muttered.
make somebody pay for this later on.”

He whecled- the bicycle out,. jumped
into the saddle, and rode off. Ile was
accompanied by a series of creaks and
1utiles, and a group of Third Form _fai;ﬁ
who had collected near the gate, politely
inquired if Handforth had any old iron
for sale.

But for the fact thai he was lale
already, Handforth would have got oft
his machine, and he would have pro-
ceeded to chastise the fags in the way
they deserved. But Handforth had no
time—he would have to peddle for all
he was worth in order to get to Ban-
nington by two-thirty. And he did not
;\'isﬁ to 1ose one minute of Lhat unporiant
ecture.

Meanwhile, Chuirch and MecClure and
a crowd of other Remove fellows were
spceding towards Caislowe. Sir Montie

regellis-West and Tommy Watson and
I were among tHem, for we wecre keen
upon seeing tlre circus, too. We went

t 2 good speed, and we arrived at the
little seaside town in quite comfortable
time; in fact, after we had stored our
machines near the circus, we found that
the.time was just twenty minutes past
two. This was quite good.

“*0Oh, we shall get good seats!’ 1
sald, '* We're not going in the tanner
part, anyhow—and the belter seats
never Lll up so quickly.” i

We were just crossing the road
towards the meadow wlere the circus

was pttched, when Bob Christine, of the
College House, nodded his head.

“ That's old TFoxey down there!’ he
remarked. *‘‘1 wonder what he’s doing
he doesn’t come to
the circus! s not much fun In
having a Housemaster present:”

I looked down the road, and all the
other fellows looked, Loo. And we saw
the figurc of . Mr.. Smale Koxe, he
Housemaster of the College House. Mr,
Foxe saw us looking in his direction,
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and then he behaved in rather a curiois
manner. L :
‘He was just near a little side turning,

and, abruptly; he dodged up this turn-l

ing. out of view. It certainly scemed as
though Mr. Foxe had been extremely
anxious lo avoid observation., He had
ouly caught sight of ue at that moment,
and it was quite clear to me that Mr,
Foxe did not want us to catch sight of
him. But we had alreadsy done so—his
manceuvre was too late.

‘“ That's queer!” remarked McClure.
'“ I wonder why he’s dodged out of sight
like that?”’

“ Goodness knows!” said Church.
¢ But housemasters have their funny
lictle ways, just the same as anybcdy
else. And, by all that I can under-
stand, Mr. Foxe is a bit of a mystery—
he does things that other housomasters
never do. In any case, 1if he wants to
dodge, let him—it's his business.”

And very shortly afterwards all the
juniors, including myself. entered the
circus. But for some little time alter

we had taken our seats. I kept thinking |

of Mr. Smale Foxe. There had been no
mistake-~the (igure we had secen was the
College housemaster. Why had he
attempled to avoid us? Why had he
skipped into that little side turning, in
the hope that we should rot se¢ him?

There was eomething rather queer

about il, and I decided to bear it in
mind.

CHAPTER II.
NOTHING DOING.

ANDFORTH arrived in Banning-

lon, accompanied by an awful lot

- 4 of mud, at exactly twenty-five

minutes past two. He was not in

the best of tempers, for he ‘had been

tearing through mud for a great part of

the way, and a ‘considerable portion of

that mud had transferred itself on to his

clothing, owing to the fact that the
bicycle had only one guard.

However, Handforth was in time for

the lecture, and that was the main
pomit,

And a very curious thing happened to

Handforlh_. although he did not know it
&)t the time. For. just as Edward
Oawald  was  dismounting from his

5

i machine in fronl of (he town hall, at
reciscly twenty-five minutes past two,
10 caught sight of n figure on the. other

gide of the road. And Handforth knew

that figure at once.
It was Mr. Smale IFoxe!

Yel how could this possibly be? At
exactly that same moment, Church and
McClure and the other juniors had seen
Mr. Smale Fox in Caistowe—four and a
half miles away. But Handforth Knew
that he had made no mislake. It was
not very easy to make a mistake where
#Mr. Smale Foxe was concerned, for the

Housemaster of the College was not an
ordinary looking man; he was tall, sl'm,
and he had an exceptionally long nose.
His face was clean-shaven, and—as some
of the College House fellows disrespect-
fully remarked—it was a face which
could be rccognised a mile off. /

And Handforth was rather aslonished
because Mr. Foxe apparently did not
wish to be seen! The Housemasler,
upon catching ®*sight . of the junior,
dodged immediately into the saloon bav
of a public-house. Handforth starved,
and then sniffed. |

“IU's -a jolly good Lthing you ain’'t my
Housemaster!' he exclaimed wither-
ingly. “ There's a [ine example to set—-
going into pubs: “The roller ought to
be reported to the Head!”

And, dismissing the matter from his
mind. Handforth went into the town
hall for his precious lecture.

Mr. Foxe did not remain long in the
public-house ; in fact, he was out withi:
a minule, and he had kept. his eye upon
the window all the time—apparently
greatly intercsted in the ironmonger’s
shop on the other side of the road.

A ﬁgure emerged from the iron-
monger's—a junior figure. It was thal
of Ernest Lawrence, of the College
House Remove. Lawrence had cvidently
been making a few purchases, for he
had a small parcel with him.

The junior went along the pavement,
1in no parlicular hurry. He looked inlo
the shop windows idly, and then sud-
denly he came 1o a halt, for he found
himself confronting Mr. Smale Foxe.

‘““ Good-afternoon, Lawrence!” said
the Housemaster.

““ Good-afternoon. sir!” satd Law-
vence. “ T didn’t know you were in the
town.”

“No’" saild Mr. TFoxe. ‘ Well as it
happens. my bor. I am—and I should
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like to have a few words with you, 1n
private!”

Lawrence looked at the Housemaster
sharply. |

“I don't quite understand, siri’ he
said.

“1 think you do, Lawrence
Mr. Foxe.
that you understand; and it will be
advisable, my lad, if you fall in with
my siggestion. I require a few words
in private, and I do not think we can
do better than to find a quiet spot in the
Japanese Cafe, a little further along.”

Lawrence nodded.

‘“ Just as you like, sir,”’ he said
quietly. “ You are my Housemaster,
and I cannot very well refuse—"’

“ No, no!” irterrupted the other. *‘ 1
am not vour Housemaster now, Law-
rence. This is not school-time, and we
aro not at St JFrank’s. There 1s no
necessity whatever for you to regard me
as n master. We will haye a quiet little
chat, and we will be on an equality with
on¢ another.”

They walked along, and very soon
came to the highly ornamental frontage
of the Japanese Cafe. It was quile o
nice restaurant, and exceedingly selecl;
in fact, it was the best in Banmngton.

They entered, and found the place
nearly empty, which was only natural,
considering the time. And the cafe was
likely to remain partially deserted until
about four o'c-locE', when scckers after
tea would be crowding in.

Mr. Foxe led the way lo a quiet corner
table. The tables were arranged very
cunningly in the Japanese Cafe; each
onc was divided off by curtains and par-
titions. Thus, 1t was quite possible to
have a very private talk, if one desired
to do so.

Mr. Foxe was smiling and pleasant,
and he ordered the tea when the smart
waitress came. |

‘““ Not much for me, sir!” said Law-
rence. ‘‘ We only had dinner just over
nn hour ago, you know.”

Tea anid cakes were brought, and then
the painr were left completely to them-
selves,

Mr. Foxe poured out the tea, lit a
cigarette, and then lay back in his seat,

“ Now, Lawrence, for our liltle chat,”
he said pleasantly.

‘“ Yes, sir,”” said Lawrvence,

“It is natural that you should krnow
what the subicel® of this chat is to be,”

e

ﬁplied

17
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‘“In fact, T am quite sure |
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went _ on the Housemaster. ‘‘ To be
quite blunt, I want some money from
you, my boy."”

‘ SBome—somo
Lawrence. starting.

‘“ Exactly I”?

" But "

‘“Please do not put on -that surprised
tone, Lawrence,' interrupted Mr. Foxe.
J“ You know as well as I do why I re-
guli’l"e this money—and I intend to have
!

Lawrence set his jaws firmly.

“T can’t let you have any, sir!” he
declared. ‘' I don’t see any reason why
you should demand it of me!”

It was certainly an extraordinary
thing that a Housemaster should make
a request of this nature to one of his
own junior boys. What could it mean?
What was the reason for this extra-
_ordinary behaviour on Mr., Foxe's part?
Why was he demanding money from
Lawrence, of the Remove?

“1 will see what I can do to refresh
your memory, Lawrence,’”’ said Mr.
Foxe softly. ‘“ When you came to St. .
I'rank's, you were just an ordinary
junicr, and I did not take much notice
of you. Then one day, when I was in a
somewhat freakish humour, I took you
and Christine and one or two other boys
out with me. We came to Bannmington,
and, among other things, we went into
a boxing booth, run by a certain Mr.
Gubbins——"'

““Yes, I know all this, sir—

*“Do nol interrupt me, Lawrence,’”
said Mr. Foxe. ‘I internd to go over all
the facts, for it is just as well, perhaps,
| that you should realise your true posi-
tion. While we were in Mr. Gubbing’
booth, we learned that a certain young
gentleman,  known as ‘' Lightning Left-
Ned,” was open to box an)iody For the
sum of twenty pounds. You took it into
your head. Lawrence, to try for that
prize, and in the evening you returned
to Bannington, and you wore a mask.
You entered the ring, jyou fought
‘ Lightning Left Ned,” and defecated
him—you defeated him handsomely, and
{vou fully deserved the reward, which
Myr. Gubbins paid up like a man.”

Lawrence looked grim.
l “T didn’'t know you were walching
me, sir,’”” he said, with just a touch ‘of
contempt in his voice. ‘‘ And, but- for
the fact that you toock me to the boxing
booth in the first place, I should hava-

money '’ inquired _
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Lrown nothing-about it. So it comes to
this—vou were really the cause of my
visiting that pluce and beating ° Light-
ning Lelt Ne .'_ ’

Mr. Foxe smiled.

¢* No doubt vou are right, Lawrence,”
Le agreed. ‘‘ However, it was quilte a
different malter when you were with
me. You returned to this booth alone,
and you cngaged in a prize fight., 1
(hink vou know the Headmaster’'s views
on such a matter. If the truth of that
alfair had come to his ears, vour fate
would have been swift and sudden. In
<hort, T.awrence, yvou would have been
cepelled in  disgrace, and without
delay.”

* But thete was nothing dishonour-
able—"'

‘“ No, perhaps not; I cerlainly agree
with you, Lawrence, that vour conduct
was quite in order,” said Mr. Foxe.
“ But, unfortunately, Dr. Stafford is
not of the same view, and, if he had
known the truth, he would have dealt
with you very promptlv. I could have
reported the matier, had ¥ chosen; but
I did not see why I should do so. I kept
quiet. and allowed you to keep your
secret.”’

. For the sum of ten pounds!" said
Lawrence grimly. “ For half the prize
money I received!”
. " DPrecisely ! said Mr. Foxe. ‘‘ Was
it not worth it to you, Lawrence?”’
¢ That’s hardly the way to look at it,
sir!” gaid the jumior. ““ All I know is
that you blackmailed me——"

1

““You infernal young scamp!’’ rapped
cut Mr. Foxe. ‘ You impudent rascal!
How dare you use such a word!”

“ Well, it’s the truth!" blazed oul
Lawrence. . “ You did blackmail me—
You can’t get out of it, sir! You pro-
mised to keep quiet if I gave you the
sum of ten pounds. What's that but
blackmail? You ean call it ansthing
¢lse vou like, but I've only got one term
for it ‘

Mr. Foxe shrugged his shoulders.

“ There is no necessity for you to get
excited,”’ he said, his voice becoming
hard. “* And you will please under-
stand, Lawrence, that you are in my
hands—I can do precisely as I like with
¥ou, 1f it pleases me. and I can have you
expelled this very day.”

““1 "don't think you can, sir?’ eaid

awrence. ‘‘ And, 1n any case, it would

¢ very bad for you if vou did say any-

+ Mr. Norman Rook, of Helinford.

thing to lhe Headmaster, for you could
not expeet me to keep silent.”’

“We will not discuss that mattor
now,”’ said Mr. Foxe. ‘ To continue.
Not content wilh obtaining twenty
pounds from Mr. Gubbins, you lost no
time 1n arranging another fight, and this
time you got in touch with a ceriﬁin
Ir.
Rook saw vou beat ¢ Lightning Left
Ned,” and he was doubtless impressed
by vour form, which, I will admit, is
very wonderful. You are a marvellous
voung boxer, Lawrence. You have a
great future before you, if you only
choose to take it. Well, you fixed things
;F with Mr. Rook, and journeyed to

elmford on the following Wednesday.”

‘I don’t see why you should repeat
all this—"' |

““Never mind what you see. Law-
rence ; il plcases me to do so,”’ said Mr.
Foxe. * You journcyved to Helmford,
and you entered the Ring Pavilion
there, and faced a fairly well-known
lightweight boxer, known as Jimmy
Rhodes. The fight was for a purse of
filty pounds—thirty pounds going to the
winner. Well, Lawrence, you won that
fight, and you pocketed thirty pounds—
{o say nothing of an extra sum which
Mr. Rook no doubt gave you. I fane
you came away from Helmford wit
something like pounds in your
pocket.”’

Ernest Lawrence was silent. As a
maiter of fact, he had left Helmford
with eighly pounds in his pocket, for
Mr. Rook had presented him with fhfty
pounds in addition to the prize money.
Lawrence had put up a wonderful fight,
and he had beaten Jimmy Rhodes, the
professional, in « manner which had sur-
prised the onlookers, for Lawrence, of
the Remove, was a lightweight boxer of
the most astounding ability. -

‘“ You see, Lawrence, I know all about
it!” went on Mr. Foxe. *“ Unfor-
tunately, somebody else knew aboul it
too. for a letter was written to Dr. Staf-
ford, informing him of your conduct.
The Head sent for vou, and, without
listening to your story, he sentenced
vou to expulsion. And it was herc that

performed you a very excellent service,
for I came forward, and provided you
with an alibi. The result was that you
were released. and no more questions
were asked.”

“Yes, I know thal, sir,”

sixty

said T.aw-



rence. ‘It was very good of you, and
I should have appreciated it highly 1f 1
had known that yvou had done it for the
sake of kindness. But I soon Ilcarned
that it was only a ruse on your part—a
ruse to obtain more morey fromn me.
But, Mr. Foxe, I refuse to give yon s
penny! And it was quite impossible for
rou to report me to the Headmaster,
ecause you would have found it neces-
sary to contiradict yourself, and admut
yourself to be a—a——"'

“ A liar—why not say it?"’ said Mr.

Foxe smoothly. * Quile so, Lawrence.
You were very smart, and you certainly
had the better of me. But you must not
unmagine that I am going to let the
matler rest there. . You received a great
deal of money for that fight, and it is
not good for you to have such a sum.
I will be moderate, and demand twenly
pounds. And, what is more, Lawrence,
you must Jet me have that money to-
niﬂt, by eight o'clock.”
. Lawrence laughed—he really could not
help doing so. If My. Foxe hoped to
receive the twenty pounds, that hope
would be a vain one. For Lawrence did
not possess anything beyond a few shil-
lings. The money had gone—every-
thing. It had been sent lo his father, n
Longon. For that was why Lawrence
had engaged in these fights—(or the sole
Futposc of obtaining the money, so that
1e could send it to his father, who was
in a bad way. Mr. Lawrence had suf-
fered a terribly severe blow in his busi-
ness, owing to the failure of a big bank-
ing concern, and, although he was stii
struggling on, the crash might come at
any moment. And so Lawrence- had
scized a chance to obtain money, and he
had senl this money to his father,
leaving the latter in ignorance as to the
eender.

Exactly where Mr. Foxe was to gel
his twenty pounds from was a puzzle
which Lawrence did not attempt to
solve.

‘“Well, my boy, what do you say?”’
said the Housemaster,

“] don’t think it's any good my
speaking, sir,”’ said Lawrence. * Yonu
won't get the money—you can’t. I
haven’t got it——"’

“ What do- you mean—you haven't
got it7" shapped Mr. Foxe. * Sixty
pounds! Where would you have spent

so much money?"’ _
‘*I cannot tell you, sir.”
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“You mfernal young rascal!”’ said
Mr. Foxe harshly. ** Thoso lies will not
deceive me! You have the money,
practically ‘every penny of it, and I
mmtend to have iny share. Do you under-
stand? I will put up with no excyse,
and you had better understand. once
and for all, that I will not be frustrated.”

*“I can’t let you have—"' '

‘“ Silence !’ gaid Mr. Foxe. ‘' Let me
finish, boy! If you do not supply me
with the money I demand, then your life
at St. Frank's will be a terrible one. I
will make you pay dearly for your
obstinacy, and, before many days have
passed, 1 will see that you are expelled in
disgrace! I can manage that quite
easily, Lawrence, make no mistake!
Perhaps at the present moment - my
tongue 13 tied, for I do not wish to get
myself into trcuble with the Headmaster
because of you. DBut my time will come,
and then you will suffer alone. lo you
agree to this or not?’

** No, sir, I will not!”" said Lawrence
quietly. |

“ You—yon

Mr. IFoxe came to a halt, and he glared
at Lawrence. Then without a word, he
pushed the curtain aside and strode out
of the restaurant. Again the House-
master had been defied, but somehow
Lawrence felt that sooner or later Mr.
Foxe would gain the upper hand.

Lawrence sat in the restaurant for
some little time, thinking deeply. He
was wornied, and he decided that it was
very cruel of Fate to have allowed Mr.
Smale Foxe to know his secret. Not
another soul at St. Frank’s knew ahout
it, with the possible exception of I‘ull-
wood and Co. of Study A in the Ancient
House. But Fullw and Co. had been
unable io say anything for fear of get-
ting themselves into trouble.

Lawrence looked at his walch, after a
while, and then started,

** My hat!” he muttered. 1 shall
have to be quick or I shall be too late!”

He paid the bill—Mr. Foxe had
thoughtfully left this for Lawrence's
attention—and then took his departure
from the restaurant. . He went straight
along the High Street, and made his way
to the railway-station, arriving just as
a train was pulling up against tho plat-
form. : |

Lawrence waited, and within a minute
or two -a small, well-dressed figure
approached him. It was the figure of

¥
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Norman Rook, and Mr. Rook was a
clean-shaven man, with hair slightly
{urning grey, and with rugged but good-
natured features, '
"« Ah, my boy! I am glad to sce
vou'"' he exclaimed heartily. ‘“ How
aro you feeling?”’ ‘ o

4 Splendid, sir!”’ said the junior,

“ That's excellent!” exclaimed Mr.
Rook. “ I have been anxious to sce you
ever since your tussle with Jimmy
Rhodes. - I can tell you, my lad, that
vou have opened the eyes of the Helm-
ford crowd! ‘They never expeeled you
to win: they were positively certain that
Rhodes ‘would wipe you up! It was a
great victory for g'ou "

Lawrence smiled.

““Oh, I don't know, sir!” he said
modestly. ‘‘ Rhodes was a bit of a
slogger, and he got excited. If he had
not left me an opening, I could never
bave got in the knock-out—""

“ Come, come!”’ protested Mr.
“ Thal won’t do, Lawrence! You beat
Jimmy simply because you are the
cleverer boxer. In fact, without wishin
to give yon an attack of swelled head,
I may say that you aro tho most won-
derful little boxer I have ever met in ail
my cxperience!”

' It."3' very good of you to say thal,

Mur.

51T
*“ Véry good — fiddleslicks!" inter-.
rupted Mr. Rook. ‘ You have the

science; you have the training. By gad!
If f'ou weren't tied to St. Frank's, 1
could do wonders with you, my lad! But
I am rather helpless now—my hands are
bound. I only wish you couid leave the
school and place yourself entirely in my
care,”

_ ‘‘ That's quite impossible, Mr. Rook!”
interrupted Lawrence. *‘ You eee,
father doesn’t know a word about this
boxing of mine, and he thinks that I
am al St. Frank's living just the same
as the other boys. I don’t think it will

be even possible for me to go in for
another match.”

*“ Absurd—positively absurd!”  ex-
claimed Mr. Rook. ‘I won't hear of it,
awrence, so don’t talk such nonsense
amn. I am making the most elaborate
ans for you, and they need to be
elaborate, my boy. I must arrange my
fights so that you can easily attend them,
without anybody at St. Frank's know-
Ing about it. I can tell you, it’'s a puz-
zlo, but I think.I shall be successful.”

Rook. ‘

|

“It's very good of you, sir, but——"

‘““J will not hear any objections, ny
boy!” interrupted- Mr. Rook. 1 am
fixing up a hght for you now, which, %
you win, will finally establish your rept:-
tation. Even now some of the Londou
sportiag papers have mentioned you.
And the purse for this next fight wil he
quite a considerable one—not g farthirg
under ono hundred and fifty pounds.”’

“* My goodness!” ecjaculated Lawrence,
starting.

‘“ Ah, that makes you think, doesn't
it?"" smiled Mr. Rook. ‘ You see what
succos: brings you, my boy'! And things
will get better and betier, make no mis-
take! This next fight 1 am arranging
for you will be a splendid one, and 1 an
quite certain that you will win, although
you will have a harder man to deal with
than Juinmy Rhodes."”

““ Who will it be, sir?”’ inguired Law-
rence,

Mr. Rook shook his head.
“ I don’t quite know yet, my boy,”” he
replied. “‘ I have several irons I the

fire, and I shall know definitely by Mon-
day. Bat, if possible, I want to match
you against a well-known man. And 1t
isn’t my_policy to waste time over the:e
fights. I'm not going to fix up things
with you for a couple of months ahead.
This next bout, 1if i can manage it, will
take place within a fortnight.”

“ It's awfully good of you to take so
much trouble over me, Mr. Rook,”’ said
Lawrence:; ‘‘ but I don't think that I
shall be able to go in for another fight

“ Do you mean that you won't be fit?"’

““ Oh, no!"’ said the junior. * I'm fi:
enough now, if it comes to that!”’

““ Then don’t lel me hear any more
of that talk'’ interjected Mr. Rook
grimly. ‘‘ Why, bo{’ you don't scem to
realiso what this will mean to you! And
it is simply a waste of breath for you
to stand there, telling me that you won't
fight any more. You will, and you know
it as well as I do. It’s rather a pity I
can’t tell you anything definite to-day—
I wanted to, but I am in the hards of
other people. Therefore, we must
arrange another meeting for Monday
evening.’

‘““ It might be difficult for me to gat
a pass, sir.”’

““ That's quite all right,” satd Mer.
Rook. ‘ On Monday I will come to Si.
Frank's, so that yol shall have no
trouble.”’ -
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Lawrence looked alarmed.
‘“ But—but you mustn’t, do that!’”’ he
exclaimed quickly. * You mustn’t be

eeen at St. Frank’s, sir. It wouldn’t do
at all.”

“ You need have no fear,”’ smiled Mr.
Rook. “I shall not appear at St.
IFrank’'s; I shall not be seen by anyhody
except you. I fully realiso the position,
and I know that your Headmaster
regards me as a kind of super-criminal.
Thercfore, 1 shall bo careful. Now, isn’t
there some place near the school where
we could meet in private—some out-
building or other?” -

Lawrence thought for a moment.

“Well, sir, there’s a kind of bamn
right at the hack of the school,” he
replied. *‘ It's down at the bottom of
the paddock, behind the Head’s garden.
‘I'hat barn is always deserted after dark,
I know. and I could easily slip over
thero at tho given time and meet you.
And I think it would be safe enough,
to00.”’ o

‘*Then that’s good enough,” said Mr.
Rook. ‘‘ We don’t need to search for
any olher mecting-place. A barn at the
bottom of .the paddock, behind the
Head's garden! Right you are, Law-
rence; I will remember! And I will be
there at seven o'clock to the minule.
Will you promise to meet me?’

“ Y)::-s, sir—certainly !’ said Lawrence.
‘“ But I can’t promise to——"’ ~

‘“'That’s enough!” smiled tho other.
‘“ At seven o’clock on Monday night, in
the old barn at the back of the school.
Untid then, my boy, good-bye!"’ :

And Mr. Rook shook hands with
Irnest Lawrence, and a few minules
later they parted. 'The boxing-promoter
would hear no refusal from the junior,
and Lawrence felt somehow that he
would, be compelled to appear in this
next match. '

And when Lawrence thought of the
purse, and when he thought of his father,
ho decided in his own mind that there
could be only one course to take.

CHAPTER III.
THic MYSTERY OF MR, FOXE.

“ 9 OLLY good!” said MoClure' cheer-
fully. ‘‘ Aboiut the best cireus
I’ve cver seen in this district’
- What do you think, Churchy?”

Church nodded.

“ Rather!” he said.

{han before.

" “ A ripping)]
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show! What an ass Handy was not to
come with us! I'll bet he's sorry now,
because he couldn’t help being fed-up
?ith that mouldy old lecture at Banning-
on !1, - !

The two juniors had just entered
Study D in the Remove Passage of the
Ancient House. They had returnadl
from the circus, and they were in high
spirits. It was now just about tea-time,
and Church and Mcd‘lure were alrcady
making preparations. They had bought
some extra special pastries from Caistowe
with them, and they were intent upon
having a swell tea.

The fire was made up, the kettlo was
putl on, and other det-aiFl’s received atten-
tion. Church and McClure bustled about
with a wul, totally ignoring (he fact
that they had been expelled from the
study fcr good. Naturally, they took no
notice of thie. On the average, they
were told to clear out of Study I about
three times a week.

‘““1 expect Handy will be coming in
before long,”’ said Church. as he cut the
bread-and-butler. ‘‘ And if he isn't in o
stocking temper, I shall be surprised.
Perhaps this grub will put him in a good
humour; he’s bound to be hungry, and I
rnust say that the ham looks spifing and
the pastry is first-class. Dut if Handy
starts any of his fat-headed tricks, we'll
soon show hinr a thing or two!”

‘“You bet!’ said the other junior,
‘“ The fact is, we're notl firm enocugh with
the ass. We let him have his own way
too much, and the result is he thinks he’s
everybody. We oughl to make him
understand that we’re all equal in this
study. He’s got no more right to—"'

‘“ Shush! He's coming, I think!”

Church and McClure kept quiet, and
they bustled about even inore vigorously
They were always talking
about putting Handforth in his place,
but - when it came to it they never
attempted the task, for they know that 1t
would be hopeless. Handforth was ag-
gressive and pigheaded, but at the same
ttme, he was one of the .best. Both
Church and McClure were always ready.
to-- adinit this. In spite of Handy's
faulta, he was irue blue. Otherwise
Church and McCluro would never have
put up with hin.

Crash'! ) ,

The door burst open and Handforth
entered. 'This was hig usual method of
coming in. He just delivered one kick,
and cared nothing aboutl locks or fasten-
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ings. And, to the astonishment of
Church and McClure, their leader was
looking cheerful and good-humoured.

- Hallo, you chaps!”’ he said genially.
“ Gotting tea ready? Good! I'm
famished! A )olly good spread, too, by
the look of it. That’s the style! Cygliuﬁ
always gives a fellow a ripping appatite.

- (hurch and  McClure exchanged
glances. This was better than they had
expected. By some  extraordinary
vhauce, Handforth had returned in a
ood temper. It really seemed that he
ﬁad enjoyed his afternoon, afler all.

C'ertainly he had quite forgotlen the
squabble which had taken placo just after
dinner. But Handforth’s memory was
aelways o short one, after ho had
recovered his good humour. He even
forgot his clothing was muddy, and that
he was going lo slaughter somebody for
leaving iim an old crock inslead of a
bicycle.”

* By the way.” he said, as he sat down
el the table, *‘ what about that silly
circus of yours? I bet it was rotten!"’

" Well, you're wrong,’” said Church.
Il was one of the best circuses I've
ever seen, and if you'd had any senso,
Haudy, you would have come with us.
You've missed a treat!”

“ Rather !’ said the oth®er junior.

“ Rats!” exclaimed Handforth. I
should have missed a bigger treat if+]
had come with you' Wiat aboul this
lecture I went to hear? Ex-Superinten-
deut Browning, of Scolland Yard! By
George, what .o man! What a mar-
vellous detective! Sherlock Holmes and
Sexton Blako ain’t in it with him!”

“ Who told you he was a marvellous
detective?? inquired Church,

“ He did himself, of course!’ said
Handforth. ‘“ He told the audience all
about his cases—how he had worked
them out, step by step, and hunted the
criminals  down, It was ripping—
absolutely great!"

* This Scotland Yard chap seems lo
think o lot of himself, anyhow,”’
remarked McClure. ‘I don't call that
very modest.”

" If a chap is clever, there’s no reason
“hy ho shouldn’t let everybody know
1, suid Handforth. ‘‘ What about me?
don’t go about saying I'm a fool, do
17 I'm not! And I don’t go aboul say-
ing that I'm clever——""

B i:}}r:t;y‘rally.you don’t,” said Church.
- I—=1 mean—-"

L
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‘“‘* Bverybody knows it, so what's the
ood of caying it as well?" went om

andforth. ‘“ I'm not the kind of chap
to boast, but I will say that my detec-
tivo ability is rather out of the ordinary.
But. I've never had a chance to display
it. All I require is_a decent cas2, and
then I shall mako things hum!”

“T'll bet vou will!"" said Chuch, wilh
conviclion.

“ What I want is a really good myslery
—a complicaled, intricate puzzle!" said
Handforth. * Something worlh un-
ravelling. you know, A regular impence-
trable mystery—that's the style of thing.
Then I could show my worth. But whal
chance is there here at St. Frauk's?
Where is there a mystery? It's beastiy
hard on a chap who iz simply dying (o
show his ability, and can't do it!"

Church and McClure, of course, had
heard all this sort of thing before. It
was stale to them. Handforth was never
tired of talking about his detective
abilities. At first, Church and McClure
had howled about il, but they saw
nothing funny in it now. Handforth
was about tho clumsiest ass on the face
of the earth, and when it came to
investigating mysteries, he invariably
Eot ou the wrong trail. This was one of

15 favourito dodges.. But it was 1
good arguing ; it was no good tolling him
that he was not cut out to be a detective.
One might just as well have asked point-
blank for a punch on the ncse. A punch
was delivered, in either case.

But Handforth was full of the leclur
and he was in very high spirils. He ha

-enjoyed his afternoon immensed;, and’
‘he did nol care a rap about the circus.

This was quite satwsfactory. Church and
McClure had spent their tinte well, and
80 had Handforth, and they were all con-
tent.

4 Of course, there’s a bit of a mystery
about Mr. Ioxe,”"went on Handforth
thoughtfully. ¢ There’s something queer
about the master of the College House.
I should like to get at the bottom of it,
if I could, but it’s not mysterious enouch
for me. I want something bigger—sonie-
thing more important. Foxey is a queer
chap, and I can’t quite get to the boltoin
of him. I saw him this afternoon, jusi
before I went in the town hall, and I'm
blest if he didn’l dodge into the saloon
bar of a public-house! You might have

thought that he was alfraid of me sceing
him!”
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Church and McClure both leoked up.

‘“ You saw Mr. IFoxe this afternoon? |}

inquired. Chiurch.

“ Yes."” |

“* Before ‘'you went jto the tlown
“hall?'*

“Didn't T just say
Handforth.

‘“ What time was it, then—exactly
inquired McClure. o

“ Twenty-five minutes past two,” said
Handforth promptly. ** I know that for
a fact, because I was just outside the
town hall, ready to go in, and I was five
minutes before time. Mr, FFoxe went
in€o that little pub on the other side of
the road.”’ |

s0” exclaimed

?!1

‘“ At twenly-five past two?’ asked
Church.
. **¥es, you fathead:”

“ Iinpossibte I’ said McClure.

“ What?”"

‘““ Absolutely impossible!™ rcepeated

- Me(lure.
saw?’"

Handforth glared.
“Oh, wasn't it?”’ he said. ‘° Who
ought to know best—you or I? 1 saw
him, and you were In Cuistowe, so you
migilt. as well dry up?!’
‘* Rats!”’ said Church.

“ It wasn't Mr. Foxe you

** There's no

need to get wild abeut it, Handy. Bat|

I agree with McClure. You couldn't
possibly have seen Mr. FFoxe in Banning-
ton at twenty-live minutes past two!”’

*“ And why couldn’'t I?’ demanded
ITandforth. . :

** Because Foxey was 1n Caistowo at
that very momeut!”

‘“ Rubbigh!'".

“I tell you—

‘“ PifHe!” said Handfarth. * Fexoey
in Caistowe at twenty-live minutles past
two? Don't Lalk out of the back of your
neck, you ass! My, Foxe was in Ban-
nington at that time—"" ,

“ Oh, all right; have your own wey!”

Lk J

said Church irritably, ** You generally
do. Somectinies you say that black is

while, just so that you can have the
last giddv word But Church and [

happencd to sec Foxey in Caistowe!”
‘“ At tweunty-ive minutes past two?"
“Yes, at twenty-five minutes past

twa ! said Church. ** Do you think we

can mistake him? Not only that, but

scveral other chape saw hun, too—
Nipper, and Walson, and Tregellis-
West, and Pitt—we all saw him. He

dodged .out of our way, as though he
was afraid of us§ seemg him!" .

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

IHandforth stared. .

““ Oh, there's something - queer about
this !’ he exclaimed. *‘I saw Foxey in
Bannington—and ho tried to dodge me,
just as you say. You didn't sce Foxo—
tbhat’'s a cert. You saw somebody clse,
and vyou must have mistaken A

“We didn't mistake him,. so you
needn’t continue the argument,”’ inter-
rupted McClure. *° There are a dozen

| fellows who will be ready to swear that

| rot hke that?

they saw Foxey in Caistowe at Lwenty-
ive minutes past two this alternoon.
So you'ro knocked flat, Handy. 'The
man you saw was somebody else—"’
'* 1 tell you it was Mr. Foxe!’ roared
Handforth. ‘““*Don’t I know? Didn't
L sco him? What's the good of talking
I've got eyes, and Mr.
' Foxe amm’t the kind of man you can

" mistake—with his long nose, and bush
eyebrows, and all. the rest of it! It
would be absolutely impossible o make
a bloomer about Mr, Foxe!”

Church nodded.
** Quite right—it would!”" he agreed.
“And we diduw't make any mistake,

Handy; it was Mr. IFoxe we saw 1n
Caistowe !’
' ' Rot! I saw him in Bannington!”

“ Oh, don't talk silly—-"

“ You f{athead—"

“ You idiot—"

“Oh,. do dry up!’ inlerrupted
McClure. * There's no sense in squab-
bling about it, you asses! If you go on

at this rate, you'll be fighting
minuto or two!’”’
" “I’'m going to punch Church in tho
eye!” declared . Handforth warmly.
** What doés he take me for? Does ho
think that I can’t see struight, or some-
thmg;? I saw My. Foxe in Banningion
*And Y saw him in Caistowe!”’ pro-.
tested Church. ““ And you can cox-
‘raborate my story, McClure——""
“Of course I can,” sard McClure.

m o

* We certainly did see Foxe in Caistowo
this afternoon, just before half-past two.
That's the truth, Handy, and there's
only one possible Lthing to conclude—you
must have secen somebody who looks
very much like Mr. Foxe.”’

‘“ Rats!” said Haaodforth. “1 saw
Mr. Foxe himself. The _chal; you saw
was the somebady who looks like him 17

M«Clure nodded.
¢ All right; have it tbat way, 1f you
like,”” he said. ‘Il simply cowmes (o

this, then—there are two editions of Mr,
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¢male Foxe walking aboul. Because il’s

absolutely impossible for a man to be in| cat
t{wo places at one and the samo time. | keenly.

You saw himi in DBannington, and we
aaw him in Caistowe—at the same
minute. That’s obviously impossible,
and so there must be two of 'em!”

“Two Mr. Foxe’s?’

“ Yes,”” said McClure. ¢ That's the
only way to account for it. So we'd
bewter let the argument drop, and say
ano more about it.”’

" Church, of course, was fully convinced
that Handforth had made a mistake,
and that the man he had seen was a
“total siranger. DBut McClure knew
better than to argue, and his chief
objoct now was to bring the discussion
to a close. He could see ructions ahead,
unless they were careful.

-But Handforth took the thing in
quite a different way to what McClure
had expecled. He suddenly jumped to
his feet, his face flushing with excite-
menl, and he paced up and down the
sludy with short, restless strides.

““ By George!"’ he ejaculated at last.
‘““A " mystery—a regular puzzle! It’s
just what I was on the look-out for—
and here it is, thrown into my hands,
ready to be unravelled !”

“EFh?’ gasped McClure.

“What ?” said Church faintly.

“A mystery—a real, impenctiable
myslery!”” said Handforth. * I'm gomg

investigate this, and I'm not going
to lose any time about it! There arc
two Mr. Foxe’'s—lwo men exactly the
saine. The Housemaster of the College
House has got & double!”

h, my goodness!’ said MecClure.

‘““A  double!’ repealed Handforth
firmlv. * That’s the only explanation.
There are two men who look exactly
alike in every detail, and I shouldn’t be
surprised if there's a conspiracy of some
kind. Mr. Smale Foxe is a wrong 'un—
he's two wrong ’uns, in fact!”

‘ ““ Oh, don't be an ass!’ said Church,
“He can't be two people—" _

““ Well, there are two editions of him,
anyhow,” said Handforth. *“ And I'm
going to get to the bottom of the
mystery. It's my chance—I'll beat Sher-
lock Holmes and Sexton Blake at their

own giddy game! I'll even show Mr.
'olso_n Ice up!
“You—you burbling idiot!’ said

McClure. " ** You must be mad!”
But Hardforth was too excited to take
any notice of the insult.
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“I'm going lo watch Mr, ‘Foxe as a
walches a mouse!” he went on
‘“I'm going {0 watch him day
and night—I’'m going to be his shadow!
And, sooner or later, I shall succeed in
unravelling the knot!"

And Handforth, grabbing his cap.
marched.out of Study D, and banged
the door after him. Church and McClure
gazed at onc another rather Llankly.

“YWell, I'm. blest'" said Church.
“Fancy the ass taking it like that !

‘““ Oh, Lhere's no accounting for what
he'll do!™" asnid McClure. ‘‘ I.et him go.
Thank goodness he didn't try to drag us
with him! He'll cool off after a bit—.
after he's met with failure. It's no goorl
trving to knock serse into his head—you
might. just as well talk to a coconut:”

Meanwhile, Handforth met with a-
extraordinary piece of luck.
As a general rule, if Handforih

started any allempt at detlective work,
he met with dismal and absolute failure:
but, on this occasion, by some trick of
fate, he was permitted to find out some-
thing of the utmost importance. It was
just an example of ‘ fools’ luck.”

Handforth went straight out into the
Triangle. He had no particular plan in
mind, except that he was going to hanz
aboul the College House, in the hope of
catching sight of Mr. Sinale Foxe. And .
he certainly did think of approaching
the Housemaster's window. But Hand.
forth had not been out in the Triang'a
for more than three minutes before he
gave a start,

A figure had just emerged from {ihe
lobby ‘of the College House—a figure
which Handforth knew at once. Tt was
Mr. Foxe himself! The Housemasier
was intent upon going out, for he was
wearing a thick overcoat and a tweed
cap.

“By George!" muttered Handforth.
““ This 18 riﬁping! I shall get on the
track straight away!"

He quite overlooked the fact that Mr.
Foxe was probably going down to lhe
post-office, or on some innocent errand
of that kind. But, as a matter of fact,
Mr. Foxe was nol setting off on such an
tnnocent mission,

He walked across the Triangle, and
then made his way down Bellton Lane.
in the direction of the village. And
Handforth followed behind, at some
little distance.

If Mr. Smale Foxe had been suspicious
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—if he had suspected that somebody was
shadowing him—Handforth would have
had no chance. But Mr. Foxe did not
even once glance backwards, He was
quite satisfied, in fact, that he was
alone, and that nobody was taking an
interest tn his movements,

And. after walking down the lane for
lsmlne little way, Mr. Foxo came io a
1alt.

Handforth started, and crouched near
the hedge. Y¥or he knew that the House-
master had come to a stop just against
the old stile which led into the depth of
Bellton Wood. Mr. Foxe was mtent
upon going along the footpath! This, in
itself, looked suspicious to Handforth's
mind. Why should a respectable House-
master want to go inlo the depth of a
wood in the darkness of the evening?

Mr. Foxe stepped over the stile, and
then complelely vanished from view.

‘* My hat!” muttered Handforth, in

nlarm.

For he was afraid that he would lose
his quarry. He ran lightly down the
lane, slowing down somewhat as he
approached the stile. Ard he did not
risk going right up to the stile itself.
Instecad, he wormed lus way through a
gap in tho hedge, which was situated
about ten vards away. Handicrth found
himself in tho wood, and he crouched
still for a moment or two, and heaird the
crackling -of twigs.

Inch by inch, Handforth went f{or-
ward, and still he could hear the sound
of twizs being broken under {oot. And
Hardforlth came to one conclusion—Mr.
FoXxe had not taken tho {ootpath
through (he wood, but had stopped after
penetrating a hundred vards, And now
he was pacing u
time; in fact, Mr. i:‘oxe was waiting [or
somebody! Ard this supposition was
proved Lo be true almost at once, ior,
when Handforth had got somewhat
closer, he came to a halt.
stecps were sounding, and they wero
coming from the direction of the lane.
Then a dim figure loomed up, and came
alonr the footpath. It passed on, and

then Handfor heard o mutter of
voices. He took Lhis opportunity to
worm his way nearer, creeping round

irces, and avoiding the bushes. And at
last he was in a position where he could
seo the two fizures standing there in the
lane, lalking lo ono another in low
voices. Ilandforth stood quite still,
listening intently,

and down, killing |

Other foot- |

l
l

‘chaos. _
‘this some optical _
-suspected somelthing of the kind, alter
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And he was somewhat discouraged
and disappointed when ho found it im-
possible to distinguish any of-the words
that wcere being saild. He only knpew
that the voice was that of Mr. loxe;
in fact, both voices seemed to be the
same! This may have been fancy, but
Handforth was cerfain of it. - To his
chagrin, he could not distinguish .any
words that were being uttered, and it
was absohutely impossible to go nearer
without being heard and seen. So tho
amateur detective of the Anaent House
remained where he wus, crouching
hehind a tree. :

Then a malch was suddenly struck,
[t Hared up, and Handfcrth fixed his

aze upon tho heads and shoulders of
the two men.

ABd what he
him.

The mea were facing one anolher, and
cach had a cigarette in his mouth. The
match had obviously been struck for tho
purpose of lighting tke cigaretie.- It was
a wax vesta, and it blazed up quite
brilliarntly in the still air. :

An ordinary match is nol an excellent
source of 1illuminalion, but, svhen the
surroundings are pitchy black, and the
match happens to burn steadily, it casts
quite a good light for the moment. And
it was so n this case. IHandforth was
permitted to see the faces of the two
men with quite remarkable distinctness.

And it was impessible to tell one from
the other. They were alike—abzolutely
ahke in every detail!

It was almost bevond belief!

The man on the left was Mr. Smalo

saw fairly slaggered

IFoxe—~and the man on the right was

« Mr. Smale Foxe! :
The thin fcatures, tho long nose,
bushy eyebrows—everything, 1in fact!

Bolh men possessed the same fealures in
every tiny detail~—one was the double of
the other! -'

IHandforth was more startled ihan he
could sayv; his brain refused to work
properly, and lus mind was in a state of
Was he sceing correctly, or was
illusion? He had

he had heard what Church and McCluro
had told him; but here wus actual proof
of 1it—positive, concrete proof! |

And then the match went out, and
only the faint glow of tho two. cigaretlcs
remmained. But Handforth had scen
enough—he knew the truth, Mr. Smale
Foxe, the Housemaster of the Collego
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House, had a double.
now vaguely remembered one or two
puzzling things which had occurred
during the past week or so. Mr. Foxe
had uot been the same on all occasions.
Sometlimos he had beon harsh and over-
bearing—at other times he had been
quite decent.

Handforth formed the startling theor:
that there had ‘been two Mr. Foxes al
St. Frank’s—not at the same time, but
al different periods. One Mr. Foxe had
presided over Lhe College House for a
certain time, and his place had then
been taken by the other Mr. Foxe!

Handforth would have given a term’s
pocket-monay if he could have heard
what the pair were saving; but he could
not calch even a single word. It was
torribly galling. And then Mr. Foxe
aud his double commenced walking
down the footpath. They were chatting
together, and were just walking for the
sike of something to do.

And Handforth was so full of his dix-
covery that he decided not to wait. Ile
wanted to dash back to St. Frank’s, an:
tell his chums of his wonderful success.
And so, as quietly as possible, he backed
away, reached the hedge, and emerged
into Bellton Lane. Then he raced away
for the school.

He arrived in a breathless condition,
and went rushing across the Triangle,
and literally hurled himself into the
Ancient House. He charged against
Pitt and Gray and Solomon Levi, who
happenred to be in the lobby. Levi was
sent flying, and Pitt staggered back, and
sat down abruptly on the floor.

“You—you silly ass!”’ roared
wirathfully.

But Handforth had gone, and he was
now in the Remove passage. Just before
Lie arrived at Study D he came (o a halt,
and paugsed for breath. The sound of
laughter came to him through the door
of his study.

“And now he's investigating?’
McClure was saying. * He's going to
get to the bottom of the mystery!”’

* Ha. ha, ha!"”
.. " He's going (o be Mr.
shadow ! gaid Church.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

. Handforth clenched his fists, grabbed
the door handle, and Dburst into the
sludy. He found it occupied by his own
conums — Sir - Montie  Tregellis-West,
Tommy Watson, and mysell. We were
all grinning hugely.

i

Foxe's

And Handlorth

s

“Oh. so this is the game, i3 it?"" said
Handforth warmly. * You (raitozsz—
vou rotters! But I'll show you up—I'll
prove that my invesligutions have
turned out successfully! I'll show you
whether I'm a good detective or not!™”

““Good old Handy!” I chuckled.
“Keep it up! One of Lhese days you
might discover something—there's no

teling !*’

Handforth sniffed.

“I've discovered sometlhing already!”
he sard. * I've——-"'

The door suddenly opened. and Pilt
and Gray and Levi appeared.

“ You—vyon- silly idiot!” said Piil.
‘““What the dickens was the idea of
bowling us over like that in the lobby ™

J ““ Oh, don’t make a fuss!"’ said Hand-
forth impatiently. ““I was in a hurry,
and you shouldn’t gel in my way! 1've
got somelhing of particular imporlanco
to say, o you'd belier close that door,
and listen.” I know I can trust you
chaps—you’re all decent!™

““ Oh, thanks awfullv, dcar old boy:'”
remarked Sir Montie. ' It's frightfully
good of you {o say that, begad!”

Handforth looked round in a mys-
(crious kind of way.-

““I've made a discovery!”
pressively,

“Go hon!”

““ What 15 it?"" inquired Pitl. “Have
you found out that FFoxe is a hound*”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!” '

Handforth frowned.

“If vou're going to cackle all the
lime, [ won’'t say anvthing!” he threat-
ened. ‘" I've made a discovery of the
uimost importance, and I want you
chaps to trcat it in the right way. Tl
lell you what’s happened. 1 followed
Mr. lFoxc down the lane. nol long ago,
and he weunt into the wood!”

“*The scoundrel ! said Pitt fiercely.

“Oh, I don’t know,”” grinned Tommy
Walson. * Foxes are often to be. forind
in woods!"

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“If youre going to be funny, T won't
say another word!"” shouted Handferth,
glaring round, ‘‘ This is a serious busi-
ness, and I've got on the track of some-
thing tremendously important. And all
you can do i3 to grin. and make remivks
thal vou call jokes!"

I looked round scverely.

“Order 1n court!? I exclaimevi.
| This 1+ a teitous matter—Handforih

he said 1m-
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gys so. . And it's only nght to give him
a fair hearing, and to discover what he
has done!” ‘

“Go ahead, Handy.” chuckled
Reginald Pitt.

“ Awfully kind of you to give me per-
mission !” said Handforth sareastically.
“1f you fellows would only realise the

mmportance of this affair, you wouldn’t|

he so jolly funny! Mr. Foxe went into
the wood, and I followed him.
after a bit he came to a atop, and paced
up and down.”

“ Because he feli lonely?”” ingmired|

Pitt.
" No, you ass—because he was waitt
for somebody!”’ saild Handforth.

was an appeintment— with himself!”
si Eh ?H

mysterionsly. ™ You don't understand
that, do you? Well, I'IF explain. He
" hadn’t been there long before another
man ceamne—evidently from the village.
They shook hands, and staod therc
talking.”

“ And you listened, I suppoze?”’ asked
Watson. |

id Yes.ﬂ ‘

** Eavesdropper!"’

‘“ Oh, don’t be dolty!” snapped Hand-
forth. ‘I lhistened, but I couldn’t hear
anything—they spoko toco low. In any
case, a detective 1s permitted to listen
while ecrmminals make their plots—it
ain't eavesdropping at all!”’ :

“Are you calling Mer.
criminal?’ asked Pitt,

“ Well, I believe he's a wrong 'un,”

Foxe o

said Handforth grimly. *“ There’s some-

thing fishy about him, anyhow. Well, to
Zo on.
he and the other man lit cigarettes. And
while the match flared up, I made an
extraordinary discovery!”

*T'he plot thickens!' murmured Pitt.

*“*What I saw was this!’ said Hand-
forth, in deep, impressive tones. * Omn
the left stood Mr. Smale Foxe--and' on
the right stocd Mr. Smale Foxe!”

lrl- Eh?}l

“* Say that again!”’ exclaimed Watson.
““If Mr. Foxe stood on the right, haw
the dickens could he stard on the left?”’

** Ha, ha, ba!”

“You'ra getiing a bit
(Jandy!” I put in, smiling.

“TI'm not mixed!”’ snapped Hand-
forth. ‘““I'm telling you exaotly what I

mixod,

And|

“l.llgc‘ | '

* With himself)” repeated Handforth |

Mr. Foxe struck a maitch, and?}

LEE LIBRAIXY

eaw. On the left stood Mr, Foxe, and
on the right steod Mr. Foxe—but I
‘don’t suppose your brains are capable
-of understanding exactly what I mean.
' I'll put it platner. The man on the left
' was exaclly the same as the man on the
t right—in short, they were both exactly
' the same!”
Y | MI hﬂt L?b
‘““ Draw it nmmld, Handy!”’
“ You don't espect us to believe th:s,
surely ¥’ :
~ “It’s the truth!” snorted Handforth.
‘* Bolh the men were exactly the same—
the same noses, same eoyes, the same
featurcs in every way. There were two
Mr. Smale Foxes etanding there!”

Pitt looked rather anxious.

“I say"’ You baven’t been taking
anything strong, I suppose?’ he in-
quired. ‘‘ Mrs. Hake’s ginger beer 1s all
right, as far as I know—it’s never made
me see two of anything——"’

‘ Ha, ha, ha't”

* You—you: udiet!” roared Handfarth.
‘“ 'm doing my best ta tell you exactly
what I've seen, and all you can do is to
‘make jokes! I tell you that Mr. Smale
Foxe has got a double, and that doublo
met him in the wood to-uvight!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

tse not quila good enough,
Handy !’ said Pitt. *“ You only saw the
two men just for a moment, while that
match flared up, and it’s quite easy to
‘make mistakes. It was your mmagina-
tion, old son. You wanted (o see two
Mr. Foxes! ¥ou made a bloomer this
afternoon, and made out that you saw
Mr. Foxe in Bannington, while he was
really mm Caistowe. And now, to suit
vour own theory, vou make two Mr.
Foxes! We're not swallowing 1it, old.

son ¥’
[ '* Rather not!”

“Begad! It's a bit too thick, dear
1old feliow P* |

‘“ You'd better iry again, Handy!”’

Handforth nearly choked as he gazed
round at the grinning juniors.

‘“ You—you dishelieving asses!”” he
roared. ‘' Don’t vou believe me? Don't
you believe thut I'm telling the truth?”
““We think that you are sincere
| enough, Handy!' I said Eently. “ But
everybody's liabla to make mistakes--
even the best detectives. And it's quite
clear that you must bhave made a
bloomer thie time——"'

“] didn't make a bloomer!”’ howled
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‘““There you are!’” said Handforth triumphantly. * He admi
thing. He’s like a parrot—he can’t say anything else but ‘yes
you, Qentlemen of the Jury, to pronounce your verdict.”
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Handforth. ' I saw (wo edilions of Mr.

Foxo—"'

" ¢ Ha, ha, ha!”
“I tell you—
“ You'll be the death of us one of

theso days, old son!"’ said Pitt, grin-

ning. ‘' Oh, my sainted aunt, what a

yvarn—what a wild and woolly one!”

““Too woolly to be swallowed!”
grinned McClure. |

‘“* Rather !’ said Church.

Handforth stormed and raved, but it
was no good. His story wouldn't be
believed—and this was particularly exas-
perating, seein{; that it was {rue. This
time Hga.ndfort-t had made a real dis-
covery, and his feelings were certainly
rather raw when he found that nobody
would believe it! He was disgusted
mote than he could say.

At last he calmed down, very sud-
denly. This was one of his favourite
tricks. He became icily cool, and his
cxpression was one of withering con-
{empt.

“ All right, I'm nol going to argue.”
he said curtly. “ I'tn disgustied with
you—I'm fed up! Before long, I'll prove
the truth of this story of mine—TI'll
bring complete evidence. "All I ask is
that you don't talk aboul it, because
that would upset the apple cart. Just
I:.er mum about what I've told you. and
within a week I'll bring you the real
evidence!™

“Good!" satd DPite. *“ That's the
style, Handy. We won't say anything--
will we, vou chaps?"

‘“ Not a word!”" I promised.
the othems will be all right.” |

‘“* That's settled, then!’ said Hand-
forth. ‘‘ You can clear out of my study
now—good riddance to you! I'm going
to investigate this case, and I'tn going
to gel at the truth! You'll all look
pretly

1

“I know

line!”

The juniors yelled as they passed out
into the Remove passage. Bul thero
was something in Handforth’'s tone
which was just a little unusual, and 1
wondered 1o myself whether he had
really struck an  actual mystery this
time, ' ‘

Edward Oswald Handforth was gencr-
ally supposed to be a duffer of the first
walor; but Handforth wasn't quite such
a duffer as he generally seemod (o be!

S

I'

.y small when you’'re compelled (o] first
admit that I've been right all along the
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CHAPTER IV,
FURTAER DISCOVERNIES!

UNDAY was rather a biank day
for the amateur detective of thé
Remove. He watched the College
House constantly, . but, unfor.

tunately, DMr. Smale Foxe remained

indoors all day long. He did nol ven-
ture out once, and Handforth was dis-

appointed.
night came, Handforlh's

Bul. when
enthusiasm had by no means waned. He
vas slill keenly determined to follow
Mrv. Foxe's trail, and, as he informed
Church and Mc(Clure, he wonld not
ceasc his elforts until he had fathomed
the mystery.

On Monday, of course. theie were
lessons (o do. This was a positive
nuisance ; but lessons were as inevilable
as the sunrise, and thev had to be
attended. Haundforth felt it a terrible
waste of time. and he chafed all the
morning as he sat in the Remove class-
room.

Twice he got into trouble wilth Moy,
Crowell, and he came within an inch of
boing detained for the evening. After
that, Handforth paid more attention to
his lessons. T

During the dinner-hour, he kept his
ecyes well open, but there wans nothing
doing. When afternoon lecssons came,
then once more Handforth was plunged
into & mood of feverish impatience.
While he was wasling his time here, in
the class-room, perhaps Mr. Foxe was
going about, meeting his double: all
sprts of things mighl be occurring. in
fact. Handforth was losing opportuni-
ties all the time, It was terribly galling.

But all things come to an end, sooner
or later—even lessous: and at last tea-
time arrived. Handforth - fell like a
prisoner coming out of gaol, and hius
move wns across the Triangle
towards the College House. He made
one or two careless inquiries, and gained
the information that Mr. FFoxe was in
his study, and had been indoors necarly
all day.

‘“Well, that's one consolalion!”’
Handforth told  himself. “I don't
expocl he'll do anything until after dark
now—that’s. his wheeze. But I'm going

|to watch him—I'm going (o keep my

eves open alt Lthe time.”
He noticed that Church and MeceClure
were standing against the steps cf the
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Ancient Fiouse, and he moved over

jowards them.

«* Coming in to tea, Handy ?’ inquired.

Church, _ _ _
“Yes, I'm coming in now,” said
Handlorth.

‘“ But McClure is going to
stop out here.”’ .

“ Eh?"’ said McClure.

* You’re going to stop out here, my
BOD.”

‘« What the dickens for?’ demanded
McClure. *“1 want my tea as well as
you do—"

“ You can have your tea afterwards |

At present ysou’re going to remamn
here!” aaid Handforth grimly. 1
don’t want any objections or any in-
subordination. Don't farget that you
chaps are my assistants!”

¢ Your which?’ said Church, stanng.

“* My assistants!"’ replied Handforth,
‘“ At any time Mr. Foxe might come
out, with the intention of going for a
walk, or something—or to keep an
appointment. If we all go in to tea, we
shall probably miss him: therefore,
you've got to remain out herc on the
waich, McClure. T'll have my ten as
quickly as I ean. If you sce Mr, IFoxe,
buzz up to the study window, and tap
upon it. It won't take me two minutes
to dodge out and to get on the trail.”

‘““Oh, my hat”" muttered McClure.
‘“Is a dotly ide "

* Are vou going to do as I say, or will
you take a punch on the nose?” said
Handforth aggressivelv. *“ I'm not in a
maod to stand any nonsense. You've
got to obey orders—that’s ‘'what you are
for! If there's any insubordination, I
shall put it down with a lirm hand!”

McClure felt rather helpless. There
was no way out of this Eifﬁculty; he
would have to stop out here, in the
I'riangle, until Handforth had had his
tea. But McClure felt rather cross.

““All right—go and get tea as quickly
as you can!"” hec growled. * Don't keep
me hanging about here for long!”

Handforth went off without another]

word, and McClure hung about the
Triangle, fecling decidedly fed up. Of
course, he saw no sign whatever of Mr.
Smale Foxe; he would have been very
surprised if ho: had done so, and, a
qQuarter of an hour later; Handforth re-
appeared chewing the last mouthful of
his n%’eal]l, :

. Well?”” he asked in -a low voice.
“ Anything to report?’ -
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“Oh, a lot)’ said McClure sarcas-
tically. ‘* Old Cuttle came out of his
lodge, walked up and down for a bit,
filled bis pipe, and lit it. Then he looked
‘up at the sgfv, shaok his head gloomily,
and went baek into his lodge. Threo
 fags came up and cheeked me, and I
flipped one of them over the ear. Then
Morrow came by, and wanted to know
what I was hanging about for. Mr. Lee
went over to the Head’s house, and
advised me to go indoors, because it's a
bit cold—"

“ Therc's na need to tell me all this
rot !’ interrupted Handforth. ‘' I meap,
i3 there anything. to report about
Foxey?”

‘“ Oh, Foxey?' said McClure. ‘‘ Any-
thing to report? Of course there isn’t,
vou ass! I haven't seen a sign of him—
I never expected to!”’

“ All right—get indoors, and have

some tea!”’ said Handforth briskly. I’'m
afraid you don’t appreciate the honour

I have bestowed upon you. .\s one of
my. assistants, you ought to fecl
proud!”

McClure couldn't think of  a fitling.
answer, s0 he went indoors without say-
ing anything. He went to Study D, and
partook of tea with Church, and the two '
juniors discussed Handforth wuntil the
meal was over. Then thes cleared away,
and strolled out into the Triangle. They
found Handforth still there, prowling
about in the gloom under the old
chestnut trees. By this time Handforth
himself was Beginning to feel somewhat
fed up.

‘“ Anylhing to report?”’
McClure, as he came up.

Handforth glared. .

**1 don't want any of your rot!”’ he
gaid gnmly. ‘ No, there’s nothing to
report! Foxey hasn’'t come out—con-
found him Y’

“* Most “inconsiderate!” said Church,
“1T think somelhing ought to be done
about it, Handy! You're out here.
waiting . the ecold—waiting . 1o follow
Mr. Fose when he comes out, and the
chap sticks indoors the whole time. He
hasu't got an atom of éensideration for
you!”

Handforth
humour. .

‘““ What's the time?’’ ho asked bluntly.

““ Oh, half-past ax!” said Church.
“ A little over, in fact. It must be
nearly twenly minutes to- seven,” 7

inquired

ignored this attempt at
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. “It's no good hanging aboul here,

Haudy:"’ put in McClure. * The best
thing you can do 18 to come indoors, and
do vour prep.—'’

‘“Shut up, you ass!’ hissed Hand-’l

forth. *‘‘ Look! There he is, now—he’s
jusl coming out! My patience is re-
warded!"’

Church and McClurg looked al Mr.
Smale Foxe without very much interest.
The master of the College House had
just appearcd, and he came down iulo
the Triangle, and walked about for some
few moments, evidently taking the air.
It was impossible for him to see the
three juniors, for they were completely

hidden in the darkness under the old
chestnut trees. .
to Mr. IFoxe that the Triangle was quite
deserted.

- At all events, he proceeded
someclhing rather curious.

He went over to the school wall, not
far fram the gate, to a spot where he
‘could and concealment behiud some tree
trunks. And he stayed there—he placed
himself flat against the wall, and did not

to do

And it probably aseemead {-

move,

‘““Well, I'm blest!” mutltered Uhurch.
‘“ What's the idea of that, I wonder?”
‘““ He's watching—he's waitin
somelhing !’ said Handforth. * Didn’l
I tell vou Lhat he's a wrong 'un? No
ordinary Fousemaster would crouch
against the wall like that, and lry to
hide himself! By George. I believe

we're going lo get on the track!"

The school clock chimed, announcing
to ono and all that the time was now a
quarlee to seven—and still Mr. Foxe %ec-
nmained there. Now and aﬁgain fellows
would come out of the Col

for

ege House, |

and pass across to the gymnasium or to
the Ancient House. Seniors and juniors
were in and out all the time, and Mr,
Foxe remained sccure in his place of
concealmont. And Handforth and Co.
did not show themselves; even Church
and McClure were greatly interested
now, and rather puzzied. Why was Mr.
Foxe acting in this peculiar way?

At ten minutes to seven a junior came
out of the College House. Handforth
and Co. recognised him as Ernest Law-
renco. The Removite was wearing his
overcoat and cap, and, conlrary to the
expectations of the three Ancient House
juniors, he did not walk towards the

gato at all. Instead, he went right across!

the Triangle, and vanished in the direc-

tion of the playing fields. Then, to the

LELEL LIBRARY

aslonishment of Handforth and Co., Mr.
IFoxe left his place of concealment, and
followed Lawrence! |

““My hat!"" mutltered Church. *“ What's
the idea of that?" '

1 don’t know—but we're going (o
lind out!.said Handforth. “ I don't
think I ought to let you fellows come,
ns a malter of facl—you'll only mess
things up. I'm going to follow Foxey.
and you can follow me, Church, if you
like—and McClure can come on behind.
But don't get too clese—it's no good
L‘l:'n'l‘l’g amateur detectives on a job like
is!

“ Great Scott!” said McCure. ** What
do you call yourseli, then?"'

Handforth™ did not reply,” and creps
away on the track of Mr. .Fyoxe. Church
and McClure, after a short consultation,
followed their lcader. They werc hoth
curious Lo see where this little advenlwre
would end. -

Handforth was very puzzled when le
saw that Lawrence had turned into the
big paddock, Mr. Foxe. too, closely fol-
lowing the College House junior. But
it was so dark that Lawrence had no in-
dication that he was being shadowed.

Seven o'clock was just ohiming out
when Lawrence ronchegl the barn, which
stood at the bottom of the paddock. and
entered by means of the old ramshackle
Joor. A figure moved out from the
shadows, and came towards him.

““Is that you, Lawrence?’’ inquired®
the voice of Mr. Norman Rook.
** Yes, sir.” said the junior.

here, then?™

‘““I've been here for ten minutes,’ re
plied Mr. Rook. * And you are here
prompt to the minute. Excellent! It
will not bo necessary for me to detain
you long., my lad—this interview can be
over within fiva minutes.”

Outside crouched Mr. Smale Foxe. The
masier had found it impossible to get
to the door—without being detecled, for
Lawrence and Mr. Rook were standinc
quite close. But the walls of this ol
building were made of wood, and thero
wero many cracks to be seen. Mr. Foxe
was standing against one of these—and
it was easily possible for him to overhear
every word that was being said.

As for Handforth and Co., they wers
rather helpless. Hardforth crept as near
as he could. and Church and McClure
camoe up to him. But it was quite ou!
of the question for them to get nea.
enough to know exaectly whal was going

“Xou're
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on within the barn. All they could do
was to crouch there, waiting and watch-
ing—and decidedly iumpatient.

In the barn, Mr. Rook and Lawrence
were talking.

“]1 have to be extremely careful tof
keep everything secret,” Mr. Rook was |

vaying. “‘There is not a soul who knows
that ‘ Young
schoolboy of St. IFrank’s.
pose the public would believe it, even if
tho stalement was made.”

“It's most important that it should
be kept quiet, sir,”’ said Lawrence.
‘“ Exaclly,” agreed Mr. Rook.
it will bo kepl quiet, my boy. Well,
look liere—we cannot waste our time by
discussing these matiers. We must get to
business, I have been successful in ar-
ranging for a fight for the Wednesday
evening of next week. Do you think you

ring 7’

**Oh, I'm fit enough, sir—even now!”’
1'el[:lied Lawrence. ‘“But I don't know
whether ib will bo safe—"’

* It must be safe—everything depends
upon this bout,”’ said Mr. Rook. ‘It
will take place at the Ring Pavilion,
Helmford—where you mniet Jimmy
Rhodes. And- this fight is being organised
well, Lawrence. All the seats are being
booked up rapidly—at double prices.
You sece, great interest in boxing is
taken at Ilelmford, and you have made
a name for yourself alrcady. You will

fight a twenly round contest with Mike |

Conng:.™ .
[“]Qh’!” said Lawrcnce. “ I'vo heard
of hnm.”

“I'm nol at all surprised to hear you
say that,”" suid the bhoxing promolor.
‘* Mike Connor is an Irish-American
boxer of somoe 1cnown—und he will be a
hard nut for you to crack, but I am
confident, Lawrence, that you will be
able to pull the fight off. I have infinite
faith in you, and I do not think you will
disaproint. .At the same time, you must
realise that this conlest will be a ver
severe tax upon your ingenuily and ski'iﬁ
You must use cvery effort, and you must
Put in all yvour spare moments at prac-
Lice and training."”

“I will, sir,” said Lawrence. *‘ But

I shall have to be careful, or the fellows

might got wondeiing
much ngini.;." :

"I think I can trust yvou {o take every
Precaution,” smiled Mr. Rook. ‘‘ The

why I'm doing so
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urse, a8 I indigated before, will be a
large one—for the sum of one hundred
-and ffty peumds. If you win, you will
rcceive one hundred pounds—and if you

Ern' 1s really a junior|
I don’t sup-|

“ And

lose, you wilk receive fifty pounds.”

I‘ [.awrence's cyes sparkled.

“It's a big prize, Mr. Rook!” he ex-

‘claimed eagerly. ‘' My goodness! 1It's
t—it’s worth thinking about!”’
Lawrence thought even then. Ho re-

.membered his father, struggling hard in
London to keep his business gomng. Me.
‘Lawrence had met with a big- disaster,
| for- he had lost all his money in a bank
crash, H Iawrence could only win this
hundred pounds, and send it Lo his father,
it would be a wonderful achievement.
‘And the junior did not hesitate o
‘nroment. in_ accepting the offer—he de-
cided to fight Mike Connor in the Ring
Pavilion on the Wednesday of the follow-

{ ol
will be [it cnough then to enter the Imgiueek.

r. Rook was very pleased, and he did
not waste. much LUme. Ho conlinued
talking only for a short while longer,
and then he shook hands with Lawrence,

and took his departure. Heo had [ixed
thinga up—and tﬁt was sufficient. .

Lawrence emerged from the barn,
and made his way back across the pad-
dock dowly and thoughtfully. And then,
quite abruptly; a form appeared belorv
him—a form which he recognised almost
at once as that of Mr. Smale Foxe! The
junior caught his breath in sharply, and
stared at the Housemaster tn alarm anu
ange.. .

“* Une moment, Lawrenca — one
monment, ! said Mr. Foxe smootlhly. “ ¢t
would hke a httle chat with you!”

*A—a ' chat!’ echoed Lawrence.
“What for, sir? You've been follow-
ing me—you'vo been spying——"

“* That 18 rather a nasty word to use,
my lad,” interrupted Mr. Foxe grimly.
** I have cerlainly overheard your con-
versation with Mr. Rock—if that is what
ou mean. And I am greatly interested
y your little plans. So you mntend to
go to Helmford on We‘fnusday “week,
and 1t is your plan lo hight Mike Connor
at the Ring Pavilion for a purse of a
hundred-and-hfty pounds?”’

" Well, what are you going to do,
sir’” asked Lawrence hotly. “ You
evidently mean mischief, or you wouldn’s
have taken the trouble to follow me,
and listen to wy conversation with Mr,
Rook !~ |

' Look here, Lawrenca. I do not wish -

to be hard on yeu,” said the Ilouse:-
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masier. *‘ When you fought Lighl\uin._,;
Left Ned, in Mr. Gubbins’ boxing booth,
I said nothing—I held my tongue——’

“On condition that I gave you tlen
pounds ! cut in Lawrence bitterly.

“We will not go into delails!™ said
Mvr. Foxe. ' Then you had a big fight
with a person named Jimmy Rhodes at
the Ring Pavilion in Helmford—and you
pocketed the sum of sixty pounds, being
the winner. You managed to get oul of
that scrape fairly easily, my Jad. Bul,
'n this instance, you will find it & more
d:ffioult malter. Personally, I have no
objection lo muake regarding vour plans
—they have my entire approval. But,
if you wish to keep your engagement,
vou will promise to pay me half the
prize-money, afler you receive it. That
15, if you win, I shall expect fifty pounds.
If wvou lose, I must be content with
twenty-five."

Lawronce’'s eyves blazed.

“Why should I give you anything?”
he demanded angrily. “ If I fight this
man.. and beat him, I shall earn the
monev. Il's not fair, Mr. Foxe—you
have no right——"

*“We are nol discussing rights or fair-
ness,”’ interrapted Mr. Foxe grvinily. It
¢0 happens that I have you in the hollow
of my hand—and I shall do preciscly as
I please. And it will pleuse me to re-
veul the fact that ‘ Young Ern’, the
new lightweight boxer, is none other
than Lawrence of the College House at
St. Frank’s. It will give me great
pleasure to roveal the fact—unless you
comply with my suggestion. If you do
not give me your promise, Lawrenco, 1
shall sce that Dr. Stufford is present at
this fight. If you appear, it will be the
end of your caveer at St. Frank's.”

] Bul_—but_——li

““You had belter realise your position

“now, and without any further delay,”

wenl on the Housemaster curtly. * You
cannot defy me, Lawrence—"

. “1 do defy you!” interrupted L(he
junior -hotlﬁ'. ‘““You can do vour worsl!
I know well enough {hat you won’( carry
out your threat! And I'm not going to
be scared, Mr. Foxe.”

The Housemaster gritted his teelh.
Aguin he was finding out that Ernest
Lawrence was a match for him. It was

+ a galling discovery, for he had ftried to
make himself believe that Lawrence
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would kuuckle under.
refused tc be frightened.

They talked for some time—Mr. Foxe
argued, and went over all Lhe evenls
which had tuken place—be discussed
Lawrence's earlier fight. and the junior
was thoroughly wearied.

““You will please remember, Law-
rence. that my threats are not idle.”
said Mr. Foxe, finally. “ I will give
you until Wednesday evening to make
up vour mind. You must come to me
then. and give me your answer. And.
if you are still obstinate—wel!, it will
be very bad for you.”

And Mr. Smale Foxe turned on his
heel and walked awav—leaving Ernesl
Lawrence slanding there, apparently
quite alone, with clenched fists, aund
frowning brow. He was furious at the
thought that this man should have him
in his power.

And neither M:. Foxe nor Lawrende
had the dlightest idea that their whole
conversation had been overheard. Thre.
juniors had listened to every word—an.i
these three juniors were IIandforth an:l
Church and McClure. The heroes ol
Study D were concealed in the grass,
lying flat on the ground.

Ilandlorth, in his efforts to get on the
(rack of tha Foxe myslery, had hit upon
something quite different—and he waas
rather startled, and certainly amuzed.

As for Church and McClure, they were
staggered.

CHAPTEP V.

Bul the junior

—

CALLED TO ACCOUNT.

¢ PRIZE-FIGHTER ! said [laud-
A fort.hAhuskillg. '
“A puglist !”
“ Oh, llg‘ll only hat!"”
Church and MecClure stared at their
leader in blank amazement. They were
all silting up in the grass now—for
Ernest Lawrence had gone. He had
walked away in the direction of the
Triangle, and had been lost to view. The
three chums of Study D were now
doing their. best to gather their wils
togelher. Handforth rose to his feel,
and his chums followed his example.
And they stared at one another blankly.
#“I—I can’t believe il, you know!"”
exclaimed Church. * Lawrence, of the
College House~—a Remove chap! And




THE - HOUSEMASTER'S DOUBLE

he's a prize-fighter!  Oh, it’s mad!
Thero must be some—-" _

“ Rubbish !”’ said Handforth. - “‘ Ii’s
(rue enough—it’s bound to be true—"’

-+ And Foxe!” put in McClure. “ A
Housemaster! Ile knows all about it,
and instead of reporting the thing to
the Head, he means to drag some money
out of Lawrence! The awful rotler—the
eriminal! Well, we've found something
out, llandy!”’

Handforth glared. . _

“ We?’ he repeated grimly. “1I like
that! A fat lot you've done! - If it
hadn’t been for me, nolthing wouid have
been known!”

* Well, we needn’t argue about that.”
said Church. ‘“ You can take all the
credit, if you like, :
thing is, what are we going to do~
What aotion shall wo take:'

* Action?” repeated Hamdforth.
** Why, woe're going {o emash Lawrence
to bits!” -

sd Eh ?l) | -

“ Wipe him up!’’ declared Handforth,
** The awful bounder! A prize-lighter—
o chap who goes Lo the Rink Pavilion,
and fights with common, low-déwn
bruisers! Why, it's the limit—it's—it’s

Handy—the main|.
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lup another fight for Wednesday week,
and if he wins he’ll get a hundred quid.’”
** Great Scott!”

- But—but, I've heard of that cha
‘Mike Connor!” said McClure. “ Heo's
a well-known boxer. I saw his name in
the paper not long ago, connected with
a caso of drunkenness, or something. It’s
mad to.think that Laywrence coulg ight
“Well. it's a fact, anyhow,” said

a chap liko that!™-

Handforth. * I.don’'t suppose this chap
Connor, was drunk. Professional boxers
‘don’t drink, as a rule—at least, not when
they’'re training. We know that Law-
rence can fight, Don't you remember

the way he smashed Grayson to bits?
Grayson of the Fifth.”’

“Yes. he did make a mess of Gray-
son,” admitted Church. * And it might
be right, I supfoee—wo overheard every-
thing. But what a disgrace—what an
awful thing! Fighting for money under
a falso name
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Handiorth nodded. .

“Of course, this fight ain’t coming
off.” he raid. ““We'll seo to that!
And, what's more, I'm going to find
Lawrence now, and I'm going lo give

ahsolutlely disgraceful.”

‘““Rather!”” said MeClure. “ But 1
can hardly believe it, you know! Law-
rence doesn’'t seem to be that kind of
chap at all. He's always struck me as
boing decent.”

Handiorth shook his head.

**You can't te!l what a chap 1s by his
looke,” he said wisely. '‘ And I’ve been
rather suspicious of Lawrence for some
lime past—he’s acted jolly mysteriously.
If it hadn’t been for this case connected
with Foxey, I should have given my
attention to Lawrence long ago!”

“ You ass!” said Church.  You only
started this affair about Foxe to-day "

“Well, I’'mm not going to argue,” said
Handforth. ‘“ The fact remains that
Lawrence is up to some pretty rotten
tricks—and he's a disgrace to the form,
Fhank goodness he's in the College
House !” H
" But, hang it all, it’s impossible for
& move chap to be mixed up
Professional prize-fights I’ said Church.

He couldn't stand it—heo couldn’t emter
@ proper boxing ring and win—-"
demanded Handforth.

What do you inean—he ecouldn’t?”
ad proof eof it? Ilaven't we overheard

| n

him the hading of his life—just to make
him realise that ‘he mustn’t do these
rolten things.” . |

** You're going to give him a hiding?"’
repeated Church, staring.

“I am—I'll lick bhim uniil he can’t
‘see straight!”’ |

“You ass!”’ said McClure. -

‘i Eh ?H

“ You silly idiot——"

““ Look here, my son. if you want a
thick ear—"" began Handforth.

““ Oh, don't start rolting now,’
rupted McClure.

' inter-

** You're pretty lively
with your fisltsy Handy. and you've got
2 decent punch. But if you think that
vou can give Lawrence a hiding, you've
made a bloomer.” -

*“0Oh, have I?’ roared Handforth.
“I know what I can do——"

“ But. my dear chap, just consider!”
protested Church. ** Lewrence fought w
{)rofessional in Helinford, and whackea
ium, A profesaional, mind you! If bhe
can. do that. 1t stands to reuson that
he ecould wipe you up with one hand.”
Handforth was thoughtful for
oment or twe,

&

—

** Haven't we
the whole thing? Lowrence has fixed

‘* Well, perhaps you're right,”” ke
admilied. * Lawrenco does seem to be
‘a bit of a terror. 1 don’t forget the
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way lhe smashed Grayson {o bils. Well,
we've got {0 do something, and I suggest
that we all three collar iim, and shove
Liim throu%h the mill.”

Church shook his head.

“It would be a lot better to tell Nip-
per,” he said. “ I suggesl ihat wo nll
go along to Study C at once, see Nipper,
and tell him all about it. It's too big
for us to deal with alone. That's my
opinion, Ilandy.” |

‘“Well, as a matler of fact, I was
going to suggest something of the same

sor»t,”’ satd Handlorth.

*his was a stock phrase of his, and he
alwavs trotted il out when one of his
chsms happened to make a good sug-
~ gestion. Handforth never liked to admit

ihat Church and MecClure had thought
of something which he himself had over-
looked.

So, without any further discussion, the
three juniors went back to the Triangle,
entered the Ancient House, and made
their way straight to Study C. They
came marching in just as Wa.ts_on and
Tregellis-West and f were finishing our
prep.

‘“Sorry—too busy to allend to you
now!"” I said briskly. ‘‘ Come again in
five minutes, and you shall have our full
attention. We're just putting the
finishing touches (o our prep.—'’

“ Blow your prep.!”’ said Handforth.

““I've got somethinF important to tell
vou—something vital. Close that door,

Church. And don't forget, we've got to
speak in whispers.” he added mys-
1eriously.

Sir Montic Tregellis-West adjusted his
pince-nez.

‘“Begad: In whispers?”’ he repoated.
‘““ Dear old boy, why is it necessary to
be s0 frightfully cautious? What
shockin® secrel are you about to dis-
close ?"’

“It's aboul Lawrence!” said Hand-
forth. bending over the table. ' I've
made a discovery.” Lawrence is a prize
tighter! He’s been 1n the habit of going
over to Helmford to fight professionals
in the Ring Pavilion——"

¢ Ha, bha, ha!”

Sir Montie and Tomimy and I yelled.

“ That's rather a good~one, Handy,”’
f said pleasantly. ‘- Got anys more like
12"

Haundforth glaved.

“ Yon—you as<'" he roared.
you believe me?”’

‘“ Don't

| |
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“No!" I grinned. *““ You c’n..n't spoof
“It's

us with that varn, old son—"

“Yarn!"”' howled Handforth.
the truth! And, what’'s more. Mr. Foxe,
of the College Housc, has been black-
mailing Lawrence, and extracting some
of the prize money out of him. And
old Foxey demands fifty quid -if Law-
rence wing the fight next week.”

‘“ Ha, ha. ha!”

“ Begad!” exclaimed Montie.
13 frightfully amusing—it is, really! 1
thought the_ first one was tall, but
Handforth is beating his own record,
bezad!”

“You've come {o the wrong place,
Handy,"” 1 said sweetly. “It's no good
telling theso yarns to us.”

“What do you mean?”’

‘“Well, T should advise you to go to
the marines—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth fairly bubbled over. He
raved, he roared, and he shouted—in
spite of the fact that he had distinctly
stated that only whispers were {o be ex-
changed. And we listened patiently
until he had exhausted the flow.

‘- Now then, what 1s it all aboul?”’ 1
inquired at length, turning to Church.
‘“ What's this precious fable that Hand-
forth’s been troiting out?” '

‘““Well, I'm blessed if I know what to
say!” exclaimed Church. “1 ecan’t
quite believe the yarn myself; but I

“This

believe it's true.”

‘“ Begad! Thal's
tOl'j'.”

“* Well, you know what I mean,” said
Church. ‘' It seems too dotly to believe,

and yet I can’t do anything else.”

And, with the able assistance of
McClure, and with various sulphuric
inlerjections from Handforth, Church
proceeded to tell us the whole story.
He oxplained how they had followed
Mr. Foxe, and how they had overheard
the conversation between the House-
master and Lawrence.

Wa listened with great inlerest and
full attenlion. I knew well enough that
Church was hard-headed, and not likelv
to be spoofed. And I was serious when
he had come to the end of his story. It
was convincing.

“Well, it's a jolly queer kind of
affair,”” I said at last, *‘* You're quite
certain that this is all true, Church?
You really did overhear Foxey——"'

““Oh, yes, it’s all true!"’ sdid Church.

rather contradic-
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« Thal’s why it's so extraordinary. To, a sheer delight to sec that ﬁgly bounder
think that Lawrence should be a prize | knocked out ¥’
fighter!”’ Christine frowned.

I thought for & minute or two, and| _‘* Perhaps 60; but we can’t look upon
then came to a decis’on. In my opinion, | this wilh a lenient eye,” ho said. t's
there was only one thing to be done. | a very serious malicr, and Lawrence v'nll

« Well, strictly speaking, this isn't have to be ca.llec‘l. to account. We've
our affair,” I said. * Lawrence may be | 8°U to put our private opinions aside,

a Remove chap, but he belongs to the and think of the honour of the school,
C'ollege House. Therefore, it's up to ?“II’(PO‘?‘“E :]1“3 came ".?Ut".x How WOUldk_lt
Christine, as ekipper on the other side, | 99% 1IN the papers? A St IFrank's
to decide what course shall be taken. I |Junior, ma.qquert_lde under a false
suzgest that we all go over into the | Namo fighting in low-class dens {for

, : - oo . | money! Why, iU's awful! You chaps
](l,i(;llflgg-”Houae. and beard Christice in wait here, and I'll fetch Lawrence in.”

“ Good!"” said Church. “ That's a| Christine went at once, but returned
ripping idea.”’ within threo minutes. And he was
And, a few minutes later, we were all | accompanied by Ernest Lawrence, who

marching into the lobby of the College | W&s looking rather mystified. ., _
Housc—the six of us. We had only got| °~ Shut the door, Yorke!” said
about halfway across, when a crowd of | Christine, when they wero in the siudy.-

Removites came charging out of the " We _don't want anybody to overhear
this little conversation—we’ll keep 1t as

par~sages. ; :
‘““ Fossils!"" yelled somebody. * Collar | Private as possible. Now, Lawrence,
them--—"" | I've ‘got a few questions to ask.”
‘“Pax!" I exclaimed. ** Can’t vou see “ What about?’ asked Lawrence,
this?” ) vaguely suspecting that trouble was

[ was waving a handkerchief, as a kind | coming.
of Aag of trugce, and the juniors were| Christine made no hones about the

unable to interfcre with us. They were | matter. In ocold, blunt language, he
compelled 1o respect the white flag. told Lawrence of what had been dis-

And so we marched on to Study Q,|covered, and asked him for his own
and arrived just. as Christine anJyCo. version. Lawrence turned ve pa.lo at

were about lo come out. They met us, first, and his jaws set grimly. I watched

n { : . : | him with interest, and was quite con-
door?Ct’ in the passoge just outside the | o/ 3"} 2Tiha story was true in every

‘““Hallo!” said Bob  Christine. | 9¢tail.

“ What’ : . 5 . “* Well, out with it!” said Chrastine,
inva];iz;?" the idex of this? Why the at length. * What have you got to say,.
[.Lawrence

51)
“We've got something serious to talk ! : Yenle
uhout——somgt-hi_ng concerning one of the Thngc:ﬁ:;;ﬂ? llgoll:toel;]“;gund calmly.
.gonlfeuon this side. Come into the study,| « Do you deny that you have been

2 rize li&ltin v o

Christine and Co. were rather puzzled, s No."’ &
but not for long. For it took only a| ¢ Do yvou admit 1t, then?”’
5:“-""5 time for me to acquaint them with| < No,”” said Lawrence steadily. "1
;'C:i facts. At first Christine and -Yorke | admit nothing, and I deny nothing.- I
ln Talmadge were sceptical; but at | prefer to say ns little as possible. Anjy-
35"'5 we convinced them. thing else?”

Now I come to think of it, it must| . §'cs. you rotier!”’ roared Hand-

bo true,” said Christine. *“ We know | forth. ** If you don’t admit—"’
t::at Foxey is a rotter. He took us to ‘“Hold on, Handy!’ interrupted
that boxing booth with Lawrence, and{Christine. ** I'm conducting - this affair,
. was there when the proprietor offered { I believe. angd there’'s only one way to
“}e,“tb' quid to anybody who could beat | deal with the matter. Personally, I

ightning Left Ned.” Lawrence must | believe that Lawrence is guilty—he's
a’“’e gone back in the evening, and {proved it by his very actions and words.
C::‘egted the challenge.” But I believe in {fairness, and were
wish y Jingo!' said Talmadge. ‘“I|going to give him a trial.”

'8h I"d been. there—it would have been| ‘A trial?’ repeated Church curiously. -
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““Exacilly,” said Christine. ** We'll
forin a sclect committee of chaps who
can be relied upon to keep mum. Then
we'll put Lawrence on trial—we’ll have

a jury and everylhing. I'll be the
judge.”’ )

‘“ Oh, good!” said Handfarth.
‘““ That's a ripping idea. C(‘onsidering

that I discovered evervthing. I'll be the
prosecuting counsel. don't rncan any
offence to you, Lawrence, and I'm not
really against you. DBut this is a purely
legal malter, and it's necessary for me
to prosecute. If vou're found guilly.
after being subjected to a_fair trial, your
punishmenl will be terrific.”

Lawrence looked round,
calm,

“And when is this interesting evcnt
to take place?'’ he inquired.

‘“Now, as soor as possible,” replied
Bob Christine. “ But we’ll give you
half an hour for you to prepare your
ucfence, Lawrence—that is, if you have
a defence to prepare. Two warders of
the court will call for you at eight
o'clook precisely., Until then you will
plcase consider yourself a prisoner in
vour cell—that 13, Study T. You can
buzz off!" |

Lawrence left, and Bolb Christine gave
somo brisk orders. He had complete
charge of this affair, and I did not see
any reason why I should interfere. It

pe'rfecl]_v

wa8s a Form matter, of course, but
mainly connected with the College
House.

Thoe jury was arranged for—Tal-
madge, Yorke, Church, McClure, Page,
and De Valerie. A jury of six was con-

stdered sufficient. Other jumiors who
were to be included in the hearing were
l{eginald Pits, Grey, Clapson, Oldfield.
and two or three- others. Only those
fellows who could be absolutely relied
upon were included.

And the court for this occasion was
tq be the old vault bencath the monas-
tery ruins. Weo should be absolutely
private down there, and Ernest Law-
ieptlw would be given a fair and just
rial.

gy SE—— s

CHAPTER V1.
THE VERDICT'

-HE judge adjusted his wig with
an air of great solemnity,
“ Place the prisoner in (he
'"* he said, in a deep voice.

dock !

‘The courl was sitting.

L

'l
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Tt was quite an impressive affair. The
old vaull beneath the monastery. ruin
was rather Drilliantly illuminated by
means of about a dozen candles. Thece
wore stuck in various places round the
walls. Of furniture there was a great
scarcily. The judge. for cxample, tried
to look extremely dignified—and fatied
—seated upon a pair of rickety old stors.
which hnC!J been carried down for his
espcecial benefit. He was in an clevaled
position, at all events, and that was the
main thing. Al the same time, his lord-
ship felt verv insecure and precarious.

The prisoner was quite calm’ and col-
lected as he stood in the dock. In other
words, he stood in & chalked squarve,
which represenled the dock. The jury
were all safely esconced in the jury-box
—which, of course, was purely 1imagi-
nary. Actually, they were all standing.
up in a group, and they were talkm% in
loud voices, in a most unjurylike
manncr. They were discussing the case
quite openly, even before any evidence
had been called. This, of course, was
against all regulations.

“*Silenee "' ordered the judge sharply.
‘““Is there to Dbe- no order in this
courf ?”’

He gave his wig another pull, for 1t
was tol exactly comfortable. It had
heen borrowed for the occasion from the
Remove Dramatic Society’s props.
Handforlh was also wearing a wig—one
which was, unforlunately, decidedly too
large for him, and there was hardly any
Handforth to be seen. But, as some of
the juniors remarked, this was a bless-
ing. Handforth's voice was quite sufh-
cient—they ocould easily dispense with
a sight of his face,

The witness-box, which stood opposile
the dock, was rather more pretentious,
for it consigted of an old sugar box with
one side knocked out. The preparations.
in fact, had been very hurried, or there
rnaight have been a more claborate show,

‘* Prisoner at the bar, do you plead

milty, or not gutlty?”’ demanded Bob

‘hristine, in a deep, hollow voice,

¢+ “ 1 dou't plead anything!"’ said Law-

rence.
“Rol:!"”. shouled the prosecuting
‘counsel. * You've got to plead, vou

gilly ass! A prisoner can’t stand in the
dock and say nothing. Are you guilty,
or not guilty?”’

“ That's for the jury ‘o decide!’ said
Lawrence.

““ Why, vyou—you burbling ass—

"
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« Please remember, Mr. Handforth,
that you are in a court of justice,” inter-
rupted the judge severely. . ‘It 1s not
fitting for counsel to use such terms,
even to the prisoner. Kindly remember
where you are.”

«“ Why, you eill
prosecuting counsel.

« Qrder—order!”’ said one of the
jurymen. ‘“ You mustn't speak to the
judge like that, you silly fathead!”

* And you musin’t speak to the prose-
cuting counsel—""

“ Oh, my hat!” said the judge. * Are
we going to get on with this case, or
are we going to listen to your mane
abber ali the time? Ahem! I—I mean,
et the evidence proceed. In other words,
get busy!”’

“But thie e¢illy ass of a prisoner

refuses to plead,” roared Handforth
wrathfully.
“ All right—let him refuse!' said the
judge. ‘‘ Cut the cackle, and get to the
108508 1"’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“Silence in court!’”’ said the usher—
who happened to be Tommy Watson.

““ Well, gentlemen of the jury, I have
a very serious case to put before you,”
said the prosecuting counsel. ‘* This
wretched criminal, who now stands iIn
the dock, trembling like the scoundrel
he is, is charged with a very serious
offence. To be exact, the rotter has
been fighting professional boxers, using
an assumed name in order to do’so, and
heuhu{s been getting tin for doing it !”

Tin?"’ repealed the judge politely.

““ Brass!” explained the prosecuting
counsel. ‘‘ Spondulicks—the ready—in
other words, money! He has been get-
ting quids and quids for fighting. It’s
disgraceful, and I call upon you, gentle-
men of the jury, to pronounce him
guilty. Do your duty!”

The judge grinned—and then remem-
be‘l:ed himself.g '

~ " Ahem!” he wmaid. * This—this is
somewhat irregular, I believe. It is cus-
lomary to submit evidence to the jury

cfo : iy L
‘,Qrd'{gt.}"equestlng them to give theil

ig
- Ha, ha, hat”
Evidence?" re
counsel,
n

.uTha["' said the judge, Ny is an insig-

}llﬂca:nt, detail. What's the witmness-box
or, if we're not going to use it?” And,

aes——"' began the

"’ repeateéd’ thé - prosecutin
“ What rot!” We all know ﬁ:

‘laughter should mar the
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b» the way, whe's been appointed coun-
sel for the defence?®”’

Handforth smiled pityingly.

** You burbling ass!” he said. *“ Who
wants a counsel for the defence? This
chap is going to be found guilty, and no

- )

defence 13 necessary!

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“*1 greatly regret that this unseemly
roceedings of
the court,”” said the judge, frownig,
and whisking a curl oa wig out oi his
eye. “I.am afraid -that my learned
friend, the prosecutin counsel, is
mainly responsible for the hilanty, I
must request you, Mr. Handforth, to -
refrain from making fatheaded remarks.
You must realise that a court of juslice
1s a serious place!”’

“If you want a thick ear—"" began
the prosecuting counsel.

“Oh, dry up, and get on with the
evidence!” roared the judge. " If you
ain’t jolly quick, we’ll kick you out, and
appoint somebody else. Call your wit-
nesses.'’ _ _ :

Handforth swallowed hard, and de-
cided not to reply, for the juwy was
looking at him in grim manner, ang
would not have hesitated long before
falling upon him and treating him in a
manncer most disrespectful, and contra-
dictory to all court procedure.

“1 call upon Arnold McClure!” said
Handforth thickly. _

McClure stepped forward briskly., and
entered the witness bhox. Ho did so
rather too hurriedly, for his shin caught
against the edge of the box, and he went .
fiying. Unfortunately, tho witness box
itself was demolished n the process, and
was therefore kicked out of the way as
being of no further use.

** When you've done messing about
there!"” said Handforth severaly.

* You—you ass!”’ howled McClure.
“I've got a splinter in my hand!”

- *“You ﬁhogf(ll)n’{; strol{_ia vour hair:”
snap andiorth nastily,
. ﬁ:‘ ha, ha!"

McCluro glared.

“ If you're suggesting that my head’s
mado of wood—-" '

“ Order!” bellowed the judge. ‘ Great
pip! ‘Thig is becoming a farce! We'ro
supposed to %ive Lawrence a fair tnal,
and all you chaps can do is to mess the
thing up. You'vo smashed up the wit-
ness box already—and I'm expl'aecling o
collapse any minute!”’ |

¢ ﬁa, ha, hal™
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The Courl became somewhat sober,
and the ovidence proceeded.

McClure, standing on the spot where
the wilness box ought to have beecn,
procecded to tell his story. He cxplained
what he had overheard. Ho went into
all the details, and the jury listened with
considerable boredom—for they had
heard 1t all before.

“ There can be no question about the
matter,”’ said McClure. * Lawrence
went' (o Helmford last Wednesday, and
he fought a fellow named Jimmy Rhodes

“ One moment!’ I interrupted, ,slep-
ping forward, “ IHow do you know
that Lawrence went to Helmford ilast
Wednesday ?”’

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

What's the good of a prisoner if he's not
ordered about ?”

“1 must inform you, my learned
friend, thal tle prisonesr has not been
proved guilty.”’ said the Judge. ** There-
fore, he has privileges. We must ask
him if he desires to go inlo the witness
bLox or not. It is his only chance of
defence.”’ .

Lawrence slood quile still. For some
little. time he had been thinking hard.
e knew Lhat all these fellows could be
trusted—he regarded us oll as decent
chaps, and he knew that we should re
spect his secret. Thé trulth was out now,
50 there was nothing to be gained by
maintaining silence.- And things lookel
rather bad. It was in Lawrence's power

““ Why—I—I heard il,”’ said "'the wil.]|to lell the full, complete truth—and he

nesas. ‘ _
< That's no proof—thal’s not evidence

““What tho dickens are you bulling
in for?” demanded Handforth, glnrmg

at me. ¢ Who do vou think you are?
% T'm the course! for th® defence,”” I
explained.
< Eh?”

“ 1 think il's necessary,”” I weni on.
“ Tho prosecution is being conducted in
such a way that it's only fair that
Lawrcnce should have somebody to de-
fend him. I might just as well do.it
as stand here, listening to all this piffle.”

“ You—you ass ’

* What about this visit of the prisoner’s
to Helmford,” 1 went on, addressing the
witness. ‘* You maintain he went to
Holmford. @ What proof have you to
offer that such was actually the czse?”

“T heard Mr. Foxe talking to Law-
renco——"" -

“ Which 13 quite sufficient proof!” in-
{errupted the Yrosecuting counsel. ‘“ We
can't very well enll Mr., Foxe, but we’ve
ot Luwrence here—and 1 intend to put
him in the witness box in a minule or

l“

decided to do so.

“Do you want to go in the witness
box or not?’ demanded Handforth ug-
gressively.

“1 do,”” said the

HOh, good!” sai
across, then,' _

Lawrence took up his stand on the
olher side of the vault.

“ Now, prisoner at the bar—or, I
should say, prisoner in the wiltness box—-
I have o few questions to put to vou.”
said Handforth grimly. “ Did vou, or
did you nol engage in a brutal fight with
one James Rhoges on the evening of
Wednesday last at the Ring Pavilion, 12
Helmford 77

*“*I did!’ said Lhe prisoner.

“You admit it?"

“Yes.,"" said Lawrence quielly.

“Oh! That's all right, then!” said
the counsel for the presecution. *‘ You
hear thal, yvou chaps. He admits it
Now, Lawrence, diﬁ'ou fight in a box-
ing booth in Bannington?”’

“Yes,” .

““And you have arranged to fight u
chap named Connor—at the Ringz

riconer.

counse’, “ Buzs

two, and I'm going lo cross examinu | Pavilion again—on the Wednesday éveu-

him."’ . s
“ Good!" snid two or threo of the
jurvmen. “ We're fed-up with this!™
**One  moment !” interrupled.

‘“.Perbaps Lawrence does not want to go
inlo the witness box. e must be con-
sulted.”

Handtorth glared.

“*I maintain that the prisoner has no
say in tho maller,” he exclaimed. * If
I fi'ke to put him in the witness box, he’s
got lo go. What rot! Just as if the
prisoner con da what- he wants to do!

ing of next week 7"

' Yes."

' And if you win you'll get & hundre.
quid?’’ '

“Yes."

“ And if you lose vou'll get fifty %"

““ Yes." : '

‘“ There you are!" said Handferth
triumphantly. ‘‘ He admits every giddy
thing. He's like a parrol:—ho can’t suv
anything else but ‘yos’! I call upon
vou, ‘Gentlemen of the Jury, to pro-
r.ounce vour verdict.' ‘
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One of the jurymen.slepped -forward.
‘* We find the prisoner——"" .
_*“Hold on!" I brcke in. “I want o

cross-examine the prisoner first. .
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beiievable. And he hasn’t been rollin
in tin, either. What the dickers coul
he have done with the money 7" _

‘. What did you do with the money?”’

** Now, Lawrence, just a few: ques-|I asked, turning to Lawrence.

ijons,”” I said. ‘‘ You have admitted

(hat you were engaged in these fights?”’
“ Yes.”'
““ Tell the jury how you came to starv

{his practice.” :

‘“ It was quite by accident,”” said the
risoner. I was with Christine and
orke and Talmadge when Mr. Foxe

look us to Bannington. Mr. Foxe wen

into this boxing booth with us, and while
we were therc the proprietor offered the

sum of twenty pounds to anybody who |rence quietly,

could beat a hulking young rotter who
called himself Lightning Left Ned.
During tho evening I went back to
Dannington, and entered the ring.”’

‘“ And you beat this prize-fighter?’”

““ Yes—I knocked him clean out.”

“Good!” murmured the judge. *‘ He
deserved— Ahem! Disgraceful !" T

““ You knocked this fellow out, and, I
presume, you got into communication
with somebody connected with the Ring
Pavilion ?'’ I asked.

*“Yes.” . -

“How did that happen?”

“ Quile by chance—again,” said the
prisoner. ‘“ A\ man came up {o me just
alter the fight, and told me that he was
Mr. Rook. He suggested that I should
help him out of a difficulty by Gghting
J immy  Rhodes—because his man had
met with an accident. I didn't like it
at first, but at last I agreed.”

“And so you went to Helmford, and

zippe%r?d at the Ring Pavilion as * Young
wrn? 7

:‘ Yes—and I won!”

y .I,I').“' much money did
‘ I'hirly pounds,’ repiie
Thirty quid!”

ou get?’
Lawrence.

" That was my share of the ul‘Se,"I
saiid Lawrence. ** But Mr. Roolk gave
nlm 2 further fifty pounds on the top of
that, because he was so pleased that I
won,”
" Great pip!” said the t)

| Pip!” s prosecuting
ctounse], ¢ Fﬁghty quid! It's—it's un-|

THE E

{ | excidined Handforth grunly.

—

| bing Lawrence’s fist.

““ T sent 1t all away.”

“If you don't wish to answer this
?uestlon, you are at liberty to refuse!’’
-1 said. ‘“ But are you prepared to tell
the Court where the money weni to?”’

““ Yes—-I sent it to myv father.”

“* You sent this money to your {ather ?’
1Y SO he
knows all-about it—he’s a confederate.™

‘“ My father knows nothing,” said Law-
‘“ Not long ago he met
with a terrible financial disaster. All
his capital was sweallowed up and lost
when Scarbrook’s bank went smash. My
fees for this term at St. Frank's were
II'Jaid before then—or I shouldn't be here.

thought if I could go in for these fights
on the quiet, and win the money, 1ii
woul'l be very helpful to my pater.
That's all. I've sent him every penny
I've received—although he doesn’t know
where 1t camyg [rom.”

**Do you mean you sent it anony-
mously 7+

““ Yes,”” said Lawrence.

** And you didn’t keep 2 penny of this
money for yourself 7"’ .

“ Not a penny.”’

“ Gentlemen of the Jury. I have con-
cluded my cross-examination,” I said.
‘“Y don’t think it is necessary for any
more speeches to be ultered, or for the
]udﬁe lo som-up. Please pronounce your
verdict.’’

~ ““Not guilty ! said the six jurymen,
in one voice.

“ Good!” declared Handforibh, grab-
" If they'd found

you guilty, my son, 1'd have wiped ‘em

all up!?
“ lgn,, ha, ha !’

And the Court broke up amid mue
enthusiasm. Ernest l.awrenco was not
gutlty, and he had gained the support
of all the best fellows in the Remove.
And, before sn very long. he was o find
that support very useful indeed.
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AUSTRALIAN TALE OF ADVENTURE BY AN AUSTRALIAN AUTHOR

INTRODUCTION.

The Barracuda, an old sea tub, is battling
against a nasty hbit of weather in the
Arafura Sea and Torres Straits., Jim
Harding and Jack Maxwell, the only two
passengers aboard the tranip, are told by
the captain thuat there_is little chance of

. the 8hip getting through the storm. The

- engines break
~on to a re_eg", cutting her in two. Harding
and Mazxwell are imprisoned in the cabin.
They hack their way out, only to find

- that - they are. the sole survivors of the
wreck. A raft is made from a table, and
with this frail craft they prepare to battle

~against the shark infested waters between

them and the shore. ‘
- (Now read on.)
-
' I  eaid Maxwell, and at once set to
. work by clearing away everything

Attacked by Sharks.
There's more wind "over there,”
that might hinder the passage of the table-

HE ouooner we're off the better.
raft to the water.

‘While he was still at-it, Harding appeared,

walking with difficulty. | _ |

“I feel rotten-about the pins,”” he con-
fessed. *“ But I guess I can do my whacek.”

**Stand back! I'in going to launch her!’
cried Jack, and sent the raft sliding down
the floor towards the gap in the. bulkhead.

He was almost too successful, for only by
grabbing the tail of the thing as it shot
into the shallow pool did he prevent it from
sailing out on to the water beyond, where
the sharks cruised. However, stop it he did,
and made it fast with a rope while he turned
back for an armload ol the bottles.

‘Harding slid down, and squatting in the
pool, began to thru.t the bottle necks into
the holes prepared for them. Slowly the
-raft, which had floated nearly awash, began
to rise in the water, and slowly the tide
began to rise once more, -

‘Maxwell ran to and fro, fetching more and
more bottles, till he had the lot placed
handy, when he fe!ll to helping Jim.. There
~was need of haste.  The line 2f cloud to

down, and the ship crashes.

| mast,

windward was c¢limbing the sky, very slowly,
but very steadily, and another breeze would
almost certainly dislodgze all that was lelt of
the Barracuda, '

At. length the job was done. The . raft
floated high. Maxwell feteched the two
trunks, an armful of blankets, their acanty
provisions,- and the wickered jar containing
the water, then fixed the yard, on which he
had fastened a sheet, by way of sail, to the

made of a curtain-pole. All was
ready. : e . _

‘ Steer with this,” said Maxwell, passing
Harding a bit of planking from his hunk

front, roughly shaped to a pdddle. ** Right?
Then here goes!"” - - -

And he loosed the rope that had held them
to the wreck. _ _ R

The sail caught the slow breeze, and the
raft moved away, while the sharks, puzzled,
doubtless, by the oddest craft that had ever
cruised thoze waters, sheered off. As she
cleared the lee of the reef, the raft moved a
little faster, but still her speed did no¢
exceed a couple of knots, - | '

W ““It will be a race between us and the
Jst-orm,” declared Harding, glancing back at

the ominous eloud. |

Maxwell nodded.” He was - busily shaping
another paddie. Presently he had finished it,
and the pair moved to either side of the

raft amd paddled steadily. The breeze grew

a little stronger. - . :

I reckon we've made about half the dis-
tance,”” said Harding, when something over
an hour had passed. ‘' Dashed hot work!
Look at that brute! He's followed us from
the wreck, and brought all his relatives with
him. I hope he don't want. to pay a call.

{ Jennings told me a frightful yarn of how

they snatched at the oars of a boat and

““We'd be hard to upset, but if they went
underneath and broke any of the bottles we'd
soon be at their mercy,”” said Maxwecil.
‘* They're coming too close. I'm going to try
a shot at one.” e

He laid in his paddle, drew his pistol, and
waited. The big shark, which seemed to bc

Hupset her, somewhere along this coast.” --

a sort of leader, swam nearer, his huge body
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st awash. - Maxwell aimed, and let drive.
%1152?& was a tremendous splash as the shark
threw  itself half out of the water before it
dived -and sped away, followed by all its
prethren, leaving a ruddy trail. . '
" But. soon it was headed off, and, turning,
came tearing back past the raft, hotly pur-
sued: For a while the castaways could follow
" the chase, then the sharks either dived into
- deep -water or passed heyond .eye range.
“The breeze was freshening, and now the
ominous cloud Had elimbed nearly to the
zenith. But the raft- was nearing the shore,
Less than half a mile separated it from the
jine of foam along a low beach. .
"Maxwell stood up, steadying himself
against Jim’s shoulder, and looked ahead. He
"saw omne or two jagged rocks surrounded by
patches of white water, buat, fortunately,
none of them were directly in their path.
“ T think we’ll do it all right,”” he reported,
~and hegan to paddle again. -
~ Suddenly they were in shadow. The great
eloud had at last .reached and blotted out
the sun. The sea, which had beemr blue and
sparkling, became grey and threatening, the
waves were rising, and, worst of all,
- sharks had returned. Whetted, but not
appeased, by the meal they - had made. of
their wounded brother, -they ranged up on
either side of the raft. . S
They seemed to understand that their prey
was likely to escape them, for they grew
bolder. One {fellcw came .alongside, .and
slipped heneath the frail® craft. They felt
his back rasp against the bottles which
supported them. Scveral broke at the shoek,
il}ol’?l one corner of the raft settled down a
- little.

“This won't do!” ejaculated Maxwell, and | |

as the brute turned and.came. hack, possibly
to repeat the manceuvre, he fired, and hit, .

The creature darted away, followed by the
Test ; but the chase was a short- one, for here
the water was shallow, -and the wounded fish
could not elude pursuit for long, He was.
soon torn to pieces, and once again the man-
eaters returned. | , -
- The raft was a bare hundred yards from
the beach, on which the sea was breaking,
not heavily, vet still with force enough for
the undertow to drag them back into the
deeper water, if they should be overset.

““ Paddle like blazes, and hop ashore as soon
a8 we touch, Jim!”’ yelled Maxwell, * Il
look after. the raft. Jiminy! Oh, you
Infernal brute!" S VT e Y om

A shark had risen alongside, the paddle he
Wwas' wielding was snatched from his- hands,
and at the same instant the raft was nearly
upset, as the creature passed under it, work-
Ing havoe with its hottle buoys. It sagged
down aft, the water washed over the plank-
ing. But a little more, and it would be so
low that the cannibal fish would he able to
l,h“a‘g their prey from it. > - .

You take your side, Jim, and hilaze away ;
_'bhen chuek your pistol ashore!’ cried Max-
well, and fired again and again.

- Harding did ‘the like. ~ Both scored, but
-they had no time to noté” what happened.

amidst a

the |
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Another ferceious monster butted full- tilb
into the f{rail structure, the water surged
over their feet, and then they were hoisted
on high by a long reller, which had swept
in unnoticed, the harbinger of the 'coming
storm, swung dizzily on the crest for a
moment,- then -dumped far up the beach,
tremendous crashing of broken
glass? ¢ o _

Maxwell dragged Harding clear, flinging his
pistol ‘high. .up -the sands as he did so,
grabbed at the trunks amd the provender,
and dragged them. _up even as the wave re-
ceded. ~ Crippled though Harding was, he lent
a hand valiantly, and, together, the two drew
their scanty belongings to a safe distance
from the water. Then, spentf and breathless,
they dropped on the sands and mopped their
streaming foreheads. '

“Ugh! A close call that!™ eiacul:rted.
Harding. ‘‘©One of those confounded sharks

actually rubbed shoulders with me. I felt
the rasp of his skin.” |

. Maxwell said nothing for a minute, but sat’
letting a handful of the white sand trickle
thrcugh his fingers. Then he rose stifily.

*“ Well, here we are in Australia, at last,”
he said slowly. * A trifle different from the
sort c¢f landing we expected, isn't it?""
~ ““We're lucky to be here at all,” grunted
Jim.- * What do we do now? Make a camp
and lock for water, I suppose?” -
. He got painfully to his feet, helped by
Jack ; then, arm in arm, they went slowly .
Ep the shelving beach towards a group of
rees,

The Man On the Beach.
OR two days the storm had raged.

- During that time the castaways had
sheltercd- in the bush behind the
beach. They had found a stream, and

made camp beside it, but their attempts to
get food had been -in vain. Once they had .

'sighted some ducks, and fired at them, hut

service revolvers are of little use for such
purposes, and they bagged ncthing.

The morning” of the third day after.their
arrival dawned bright and clear. The sea

was going down, the wind bad- died, and,

although the sun had but just risen, it was
already hot as the pair stepped out of camp
down to the beach. Slowly they searched the
horizon for smoke, but saw nothing. Then
they turned their eyes along the beach,
achingly white in the sunchine. o
. A long spit- of sand jutted into the sea a
mile or so away, hiding the furither trend,
of the coast. Since they had not so far gone
that. way, the e¢ouple turned. their steps
thither. Harding had recovered the use of
his legs, but he still ached a bit, so they did
not go fast. = & . :

Once something moved in the bush fringing
the beach, and went off with long bounds.
TFrom the glimpse they had of it. they con- .
clyded that it must be some. sort .of small
kangaroo,- but so swiftly did it move that

| there was no time for a shot.



&aw before. them - a great ‘curving bay.
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At lust they reached the promontory mig
the distance something gleamed in the sun
amidst a clump of white- and bluish-grey.
Even though they did not know the country

_ they had no difficulty in recognising:a bush

~ hamlet, -

all - white-washed w eather-boa,rdmg

“and corrumat-ed -iron roofs. .

‘with a sich of relief.
- mid-day,
" there!”

“* That's - all I‘l"iht:'"'E‘ECIﬁlmed Mameli,
‘““ We can do it by

But—— . What the. dickens! "Look

‘He pointed. A man had risen from the

~ shelter of a clump and stood regarding them.
- He' seemed undecided whether to come for-
- ward or retreat into the bush, but as the

' I:e came nearer they could see “that he was
-.young, somewhere about their own age, and
C 8aAW,.
. -several small gashes down one cheek, while
“the hair that' showed under one side of his

The -signs were . llllml“t-dlsdbl& !;0 mcen who
'+ ¢ouid - read them

- *“Wrecked 2" -

castaways waved and shouted 'h=L moved to-
wards them, walking with a slight limp. As

too, that his face was scarred with
broad-brimmed hat was patched with grey.

“*That chap’s’ been’ th'rough ‘the hoop
Shrapped, I'll-bet! How do, matrey‘? We ve
been. wrecked. - "Where- are- we?” o

The neweomer halted before them

he. repeated. ‘¢ Hard lut':k!
That’s Wurra- Wurra down alonﬂ there.
English,. 1" euppose? ; Any more of - ym.?" :

_Ma\Well &hook: hls head., = ;7
*\¥e're. ‘the sole survnors of the Barra-
cuda,. London -to. Rockhampton, general

eargo “Main shaft broke, ship was duven.

before the wind until she piled up on a reef
away “out yonder.” He pointed seawards, |
‘ “e \sen below at the time. She must
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have hroken in two. almost as she struck,
and Captain Jennings and all-the crew went.

~We¢ built "a raft ‘of sorts .and got ashore just
‘in time. before the last blow started.

- We've
-been’ camping ‘along the beach- there. This
is- Jim Harding and I'm ~Jack Maxwell.

‘We- couldn’t move before because Jim’s legs
were sore from the grip of an octopus that
visited us on the wreck. I.suppose our ‘bag-.
gage will be all right in the bush till we

can . fetch it? It jen’t much, but such as
it is it’s all we- have left. The . rest of our

.stuff went with the ship, of courae.’
1 Itr

depends ~“where - you left - it. Tl go
bact?along with you, if you like. Got any
rrub 27—

ai Sweet blecmts We had a tonfrue but

we- finished that last “night.”

“I’'ve got something in my cﬁmp back
E’he»!l;e’ You can havea meal as you come
ack.

'As he wa!ked he contmually cast ‘gearch-
ing glances behind him fowards the distant
townehlp, but mothing stirred on the beach.
He . seemed very uueasy until they had

.turned the bend and were out of s:ght of the

place.

- ‘1 eee you were over the water with the |

| rest of us,” remarked. Harding.

-The young man grunted somethmg a,bnut
Galhpoh but said mo more till they had
reached their camp. He threw up his bhands

“with a gesture of horror when he saw hov.

near to the stream.it was,

“Lord! There must have been a pr{m-
dence looking after you!” bhe exclaimed.
“ It's a wonder you weren't nipped in the
night. There's one near now. Lend me your
gat. D’you smell anything?” -

(To be conﬂnued.}
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. SEXTON_BLAKE LIBRARY.
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. - following stories.
Ho 160. XKESTREL'’S GONSPIRLOY.
A dramatic story of mystery and breathless
interest, introducing Sexton Blake, Tinker,
: and the mnefarious Kestrel Syndicate By the
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Wicketshaw.
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., NORTH.
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- Splendid School Yarn of Jack
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- By MORTON PIKE.
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CRUSADERS. |
Stlrrmg Story of the Football Field. |
- _. By A. 8. HARDY,
No. b545.—THE BLACK CANYON.

Gripping Story of Indian Adventure and
Buftalo Bill. By CLI1VE R. FENN,
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RECORD DEMAND

FOR THIS

4 FOLD ‘HARLENE® GIFT _

'OF HAIR HEALTH AND BEAUTY FOR ALL

1, 000 000 “ Harlene I-Ialr-DnIl” Outﬁts FRED
HE eNOTTROUS demiand for Mr.. Fdwh rds’

I}rli'LI' .

oreat, Four-Fold Gift of ** Harlene Hair-

outfite has -beaten all- reconds. - If

you widl to be in time to participate in
this Great Offer of Hair Health and Beauty
you' muet send in ym:r appvhc‘ntlon at once.

I -
V
e
-

i aTjErYTen lvl‘l'i Ll

address, .
‘To make doublx sure. _
POST THE FRFE GIFT COUPON

it £

and you will rece:ve by return:—

1. A bottle of '‘Harlene,' the true liquid food fnr _

the hair, which stimnlates it t0 new grawth It i:

| (-] Tonic Food and Dressinginone, -

' 2, A packet of the marvellous hair a.nd scalp cleans- K
ng ‘' Cremex ' Shampoo, which yreparel the hea.:l for. |

..n..

‘* Hair-Drill."”” .- .

final touch of beauty
be{:llmnc’i’al to those w ose lcalp is inclined to he
‘a ry. -

4, A copy of the new edition of the ** Hau- Dr!ll"

Manual giving complete instructions for this twn-_l '

minutes-a-day hair-growing esercise.

No snnpler, quicker, or more effective method ut_

overcoming all hair troubles, and growing a really
filne head of luxuriant and baauuful hair, has yet
been discovered. Ll

To obtain one of these packages, write your name
and address and that you are a reader of “ Nelson
Lee Library ”’ on a .sheet of paper and post, to-

gether with-4 penny stamps to cover cost ol post-
Address your -

age anf packm% to your ‘door.
application to dwards” Harlense,
Lamb’s Conduit Strect, London, W.C.1.

Ltd., 20-25.

| You can try thia wonderfut ** Harlene Hair-Drill” free, -
except for the trifiing expense of four penny stamps to
L cover actual cost of packins and postqn to your

.l

3. A bottle of ** Uzon,” Brilliantlne which gives a
o'the hair, and is especially

Any of these preparatlo ns may be obtained from

Chemists and {tore: all over the world..
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. 239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1, .
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= . HAVE WATCH
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Gent's Iull—slze 'R&.]l\‘.'l.‘"-_
tnne-k&ﬁpl:‘:g Keyless™ Lever
AN\ T Watch. @ Stout, Nickel - Silver
A -Damp &nd Dustproof cases,
A plain .’ dial; perfectly balanced
_superior “Lever : movement,-
'splendid = timekeeper. = Price
15/« each. ¥ Lumnous -, dial
(sec time in the dark), 2/
extra, « Wrist, ~ 2/- - extra,
Lalllf'%'. or Gent’s. ' ™
“T “1]1 'send . either  of
s these watches on.receipt
of P.O,  for ,2/-.. After .re.
4 coiving wa.l:ch you senid us a
furbher 2! and promise to, pay the remain-
.. ing -balance by weekly- or « «monthly.: instals
“ments. For. cash with: ordeuenc]ow 14 /-
“ only. 5 :,ears warlanty gnen with exery
watch.- C el Thibme wnlREe a Lk
o~ To a,void dmapmntment gend:2/- and 6:1
extra postage. at once. No-= umﬁlf‘amnbaﬁm—
qume All orders executed . m rotﬂ.tmn

.G KAVANAGH &. CO.-
O " (DEPT. 20}, ""sw.ce s “a
i 68, B:shOpSQato, : London, E.C. 2.
m

"~ CUT.:THIS "OUT.

The Nelson Lee I.ibrary. Pen counon. Value 2d
-Bend_this coupon with_P.O, for only 5/- direct to

- -

Jf

the Fleet Pen Co,, 119, Fleét St.,; London )
B.C.4.-.. In return you will- receive (post - free) “a -

splendid British Made 14-ct. “Geold Nibbed - Fleet
Fountain Pen, wvalue 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.
mThis great offer ig made ‘to introduce the famous
- Fleet Pen to THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY readers.

Self-Filling, or Safety Models 2!- extra,

‘power, mind - cnncentmtmn.
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. i Write for Free Book whu:h
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Errgmeenng. -~ Mathe- @
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 ©/6 POST FREE. 4.7, !
Invqluable for rabblt@ and rooks. Strongly

THE

.l-
- ‘ﬂo’!"

Jmade, all metal—bright, nickel. . Long, range. .r«'

P e

Can be carried in pocket and will last for years."
No boy should be without one. Sent with large
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obtaining best results.——Lists-Post Free~ Send _
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