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Stirring Tales.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.
THE EVE OF THE GREAT PIGHT.
“ x MPOSSIBILIE ™ declared  Chureh

l firmly.

. “Rot!”
“1 tell you it’s impossible—-

“And I tell vou that you're talking
oui. of the back of vour stlly neck:”
roared Handforth, glaring across the
table. ** Nothing's 1mpossible—-that’s
my mollo! Absolutely nothing i1s impos-
sibie !

“Oh, don’t talk piffle!” pul in M
Clure. T suppose if you were asked lo
(limb up the wall to the cetling., you'd
do 1t*”

Hundforth gave his chum a withering
look.

*We won't go into details of thal
sort !’ ho satd sourlv. “ T like to talk
to people who've got sense.  When 1 sav
imposaible, T mean——"

“ Goodness knows whal vou do mean '™
satd Church weartly. *° Bul all T know
1s that wo ean’t go to this boxing maltch
i London. IU's all very well to talk
about it—bul that's all 1t’]l come lo.
1I'd like to go, too—and so would Mc-

e

Clure., We'd all hike to see Lawrence
knock the sluthng oul of this Welsh
chap "

““Heo ain't. Welsh, vou ass!' said Mec-
Clure,

“Well. 1it’s his name, 't 11?77 re-

{orted Church.

, : “ Kiddy Welsh, ov some-
thing like that.

I've got an idea Lhat

awrence will knack him sideways-—and
I'd give a lerm’s pockel money to be
thore aud se¢ him do it. DBul we're at
St. Frank’s and this fight 1s going to
take placa in London, on Wednesday
cvening. If etther of you chaps can

suggest how we can be in London—well,

I'd like to hLear it!”

“Chere are =everal ways of going," saidl
Handforth. ** Wednesday 1s a hall
holiday, and we could go on the after-
noon train—""

“And gel back the next dav, T sup-
posc“”’ azked Church. “’T'hat would be
first class, wouidn't 1t? What would we
cay Lo Mr. Lee? Ob, we couid ses the
light all right-il's nol impossible, pro-
viding we nare prepared {o bhe <urkedd
from the school. But, personally, I don't
faney it’s worlh 1t."”

Haudforth looked al his chums pity-
imgly.

“Mv dear sloppy. senseless asses! he
sand politely. " You're all night, both
of you, but vou’'ve got ne brains,  You
can’t think of things. All we've got to
do 13 to find some decent excuse that
will keep us in London overnight. Then

we shall be O.K.”

“Bu‘.’_[’m not woing lo tell a lol of

lioa——""
“It won't be necessary to tell any
hes.” caid Tlandforth. * Al we need

to ‘1o 15 n bit of wanglinz. And »ou can
11.'“_\'9 thal to me.” )
““Oh, of course—certainly !’ caid Me-

Clure. *“But if we leave il o vou,



2

Handy, yo.li wangle such a terrific lot
that you’ll get everything mto a hope-
iess muddle—and it'll end, by the three
of us being wangled out of St. Frank’s
--on our necks!”

Handforth glared.

_**That's the worst of bhaving chums
hike youl” he said bitterly, *‘* Whenever
| need support, all you can do 18 to
river. Whenever I get a decent idea
all you can do is to pufl it to pieces. One
of these days I shall walk out of this
svudy, and never come back!’

““When do you think that day. will
be ' asked McClure hopefully.

Handforth ignored the remark.

‘* Now, this idea of mine—"
Legan.

** Which idea ?”

‘“ The one I'm going to {ell you, of
conrse!’””  roared Ildandforth. ‘“Am I
going to speak or not?! I'm getting
fed up with you chaps! I'm the leader
of this study, and you fellows jaw and
juw, and never lot me [Let a word In
odgeways!  There's nothing heard in
this study except your voices!"' -

Church and McClure thought it as well
to say nothing. Considering that Hand-
forth spoke ninety words out of every
hundred in the study the last statement
of his was hardly accurate, But Church
and McClure had no desire to slarl an
srgument. Once an argument com-
menced in Study D it generally ended
in a powerful display of Handforth’s
fistic ability—much to the detriment of
the good looks of Church and McClure.

The three famous chums had come
into their study in the Ancient House atl
St. Frank’s to have a chat before brenk-
Jast. It was quite early morning, in
fact, and decidedly carly for the trio
to commence squabbling. They usually
started in earnest after dinner.

‘““’There’s no need to_get excited,”” con-
tinned Handforth. * Now let’s get the
facts. Lawrence, of tho College House,
has decided to fight the light-weight
champion of London, a chap named
Kidc'l’y Welsh. Of course, this is a secret

he

Tt won't be a secret long if you talk
in that tone!’ said Church. ‘“Why
can’t you speak cuielly, Handy?"'

“What's the good of whispering lo
vou chaps?’ demanded - Handforth.
“ You won’t take any notice even if I
yell. And dou’t keep interrupting! It’s
a sccret—at least, only a few chosen
(ellows at St. Frank’s know about it,
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It would be pretty serious for Lawrence
i1f the Head got to know that he was
ﬁ_ﬁhtmg professionals in the ring, Things
like that ain’t allowed at St. Frank’s.
That’s why Lawrence anears in the
Ring under the name of Young Ern.
And, by what I can understand, he’s
only been doing it because his pater’s
hard up. Well, anyway, that’s not our
lisiness, so we needn’t discuss it., All
we need know is that Lawrence is going
in for the fight of his life to-morrow
evening, and this fight is to take place
at the West End Sporting Club Hall, in
Kensington. I'd give quids to see the
fight, because it's going to be a corker.
And T'm pretlty certain that Lawrence
will win. If 1 was a betting chap, I'd
lay ten Lo one that he’ll knock Welsh-
oul etiff beforc the fifteenth round.”

‘““Well, you’re not the only chap who's
got that opinion,”” said Church. * Nip-
per thinks so, too. and so does Chris-
tine. Lawrence himself has got an idea
that ho might go under. But he always
wus & modest chap. He certainly is the
best boxer I've ever soen, and it oughin’l
to take long (o polish off this pro-
fesstonal. In any case, whether he wins
or loses, he'll get five hundred quid!”

‘* Phew!"' whistled McCluro. *“ I can
hardly believe it, you know."”

Handforth sniffed.

A Some chaps gelt all the luck,” he
said. ‘‘It's influenco—that’'s what il is!
Now look at me! You chaps know what
a ripping boxer T am, and do I get any
chance? No! It's. because I was born
unlucky. If I'm not as good a boxer as
Tawrence I'll eat mr hat 17

. There’s nothing like modesty !I'’ mur-
roured Church.

“What’s that?”’ |

“ Oh, nothing!”’ said Church.

““T don’t svant any sneers!’’ said JJand-
forth tartly. “1I don't expect you chaps
to banck me up. You're supposed to bo
my chums, but you generally manage to
hinder me all you can. 1've learnt thatl
it’s never any good relying on friends.
If I only had my chance, I could go and
earn five hundred quid, just for having
u scra&) with somebody. Why, I'd Gght
enybody for ten bob!”

hurch and McClure grinned.

‘“ We seom to have gone off the mark,”
said Church. *‘*We were talking about
Lawrence, I believe, not about you,
Handy."”

“Exactly,” said Handforlth. ‘ Law-
rence is going lo Lond?n to-morrow—
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alliough I don’t know how he'll get the
timo off. Still, that's his business.
We've got to decide how we can do the
trick. And DI'vo. got an idea!”

‘“ Another one?”’ asked MecClure.

“ No, you ass—it's the same idca.”

“Oh, we haven't heard it yet—of
course not!” said Church, yawning.
“You're always so giddy brisk, Handy.
You get to the poinl so rapidly.”

“It's no good getling to the point
before the right time.”” said Handforth.
“ Now, this is my wheeze. We three
chups want to get to J.ondon, and we
wanl to do it without telling any lies.
Now, Lhis 1s where brain power comes
m. To-morrow morning, at dinuer-
time, Chureh, you'll be l-uicn il
v“Shall I?" said Church in surprise.
“That's frighlfully interesling.”

““ You'll be taken horribly ill!” de-
clarad Handforth. ' Dr. Brett will be
‘senl- for, but you won’t be able Lo epecak
to lum—you’ll be so bad. You'll be
rolling about in agony—"'

“ How do you know?"' asked Church,
slartng. ‘‘ Ave you going {o poison ine,
or something?”’

‘* No, you babbling ass?!”

“ Then how do you know that I shall
be rolling about in agony ?”

ITandforlh stghed.

‘ Haven't you gol sense enough (o
realisa that you’'ll be spoofing?’ he de-
manded. ‘‘ You won't tell any lies, be-
cause yowr won't be able to speak at gll.
Dr. Brett won’t be able to do anything,
and you'll still be squirming with pain.”

“What a ripping idea!” said McClure
enthusiastically. ‘' Oh, top bhole! IL
ought to take the first prize at any well-
organited lunatic asylum!”

“Can’t you wait unlil I’ve finished!”’
bawled Handforth fiercely. ‘I haven’t
firished yet!” F

“Oh, sorry!’ said McClure. ‘1
thought that was allt!”’

“ Church will be writhing about in]
agony,”” went on Handforth. ‘“* Brelt
won't be able to do anythmng, and then
I shall come in!”

“0Oh,"” said Church. “ And you'll
touch me with 2 wand, 1 suppose, and
I'l get well?”

Handforth nearly choked.

‘“If you continue Lhis falheaded rot,
I'll slaughter the pair of you!" he
snorted. ““ Keep quiet until TI've
finished! T shall appear, and I shall
make a ripping suggestion. I shall say

)

|
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thet I know a specialist in Loudon who
can put Church right in next to no lime,
and I shall insist upon McClure and 1
taking Church to London by the afier
noon train. Once we're in tho train, we
shall be O.K. And as soon as we gect
lo London we'll send a wire to say Lhal
Church 1s betier, and we shall be back
on Thursday morning. Now, how’s that
for a ripping jdea?"

‘ Gorgeous:”’ said Churdh. “ Bul
there’s one thing I'd like to know before
we go any further. If T'm so ill that
I'in writhing on the floor how the dickens
am I to go to London by train?”’

* Oh, thal’s nol.hing,“ said Hand(lorlh.

‘““Nothing al all!" agreed Church,
“ And do vou suppose Mr. Leo wouldn’t
smell a rat? Do you think he’d lct us
go?’
“Of course he'd let
Handforth. ‘“He can’t do anything
clse. With a chap rolling about on the
Aoor, howling with agony, he'll simply
be compelled to agree to anything——""

‘* Ratg!”’ said Church. * What Mr.
TYce would do would be to send me inlo
the sanny, and there I should stick undtil
I pretended to get better! But I'll tell
you what, Handy. We can work the
idea as you suggest, excopt for onc de-
tail. You can be thce chap to writhe on
the floor!™

“Oh, rot!’' said Handforth.

“ You cag.do it a lot better than me.”
said Church firmly. ‘‘I don't pretend
to be such a good actor as you, old man.
But the best thing we can do is to for-
get Lthat idea—il's too dotly. And there
gces ‘Lthe bLreokfast bell!”

Church and McClure were heartily
glad, for they were saved from any [ur-
ther 1deas which Handforth’s brilliant
brain might conceive. One was quite
enough for them. Another idea of the
same kind wonld have ruined their appe-
tites. '

Bul Handforth would not be subdued.
He still considered that the scheme was
terrificc. He was tremendously anxious

us go,”’ sad

| to ses the forthcoming fight which had

been arranged between Ernest Lawrence,
of the College House, and Kiddy Welsh,
the lightweight champion of London.

There had heen c’uite a lot of excite-
ment at St. I'rank’s recently.

Mr. Smale Foxe, the Housemaster of
tho College House, had provided most
of it. His scheme to give the boys
of the College House their freeom had
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nel panned oul very well. Mr.
schemno had been to bring disgrace upon
the-school—for he had a grudge against
St. Frank’s which he was anxious {o
yay ba k.. o had concluded that if the
oys were allowed to do just as they
liked, they would very soon bring dis-
arace and dishonour upon the fair name
of the old school.

And, no doubt, this would have hap-
pened, But Christine and Co., the active
leaders of Lhe College House Remorve,
had put machinery in operation to kil
Mr, Foxe’s plan. They had formed a
recrel tribunal, which acted in just Lhe
same way as an ordinavy Housemasler.
If any boy committed an offence ugainsi
the school rules, he was hauled befove
“{he tribunal, and made to suller for his
delinguencies.

At fhirst, this (ribunal idea had wol
penned out very well. The [ellows had
ignored the thing. DBut, after a wlile,
they had heen compelled to recognise
the tribunal as an aclive foree. And
now—after the tribunal had been in exis-
tenee for aboul a week—some semblance
of order was resiored in ihe College
House. The majorily of the [ellows
were behaving themselves. If they did
olherwise, they were droppod on by the
(ribunal, and. punished. ‘T'he tribunal
tad eyes cverywhere.  Nobody knew
wfho is agents were, or who it consisled
of, .
Most of the 4ellows believed {hat
(‘hristire and (o were al the back of i,
and this, of conrse, was the actual truth.
But there was no proof. Mr. Foxe him-
~elf was furions becanse this tribunual had
been formed, for il was upselting all his
own schemes. Howover, he could do no-
thing since he could not discover the
identily of the ringleaders.

However, the main Lhought. at this
present moment was the great fight which
was due to lake place on the following
cvening. In a way, it would be an
amazing contesl. Yor Ernest Lawrence,
a jumior of St. Frank’s, would pit lis
+kill and strength against that of a pro-
fessional champion.

On the face of i, the maich secined
alsurd. '

But Lawrence was no ordinary boy.
Ilis hoxing was marvellous. Not ouly
okilful, but masterly. And there was u
power behind his punch that many a
professional  heavyweight would have
cnvied.

Lawrence by

was being ** Lhandled ™

I'oxe's

Mr. Norman Rouk, a boxing promoler
who lad discovered the jnnior syome
weeks earlier, Mr. Rook had plaeed

implicit faith in Lawrence, aud he had

not. been disappointed.

In arranging this match with Kiddy
Welsh, Mr. Rook knew well cnough that
he was taking o big risk, But he had
seen Lawrence fighting on several ocea-
stons—and he knew exactly what Welsh
could do. Upon the whole, Mr. Rook
ceme to Lhe conclueion that the schoolboy
had an exeellent chance of winning. But
it would be a stiff fight.

Nol many of St. I'rank’s fellows knew
the truth. T.awrence had only taken' a
fcw inlo lus confidonce, and these few,
naturally, were eager and anxious lo seo
this great contest. One of those who
was mosl cager was myself.

And. necedless {o say, T had exercised
my wils a greal deal. But T was by
no means confident that the thing could
be managed. True, the Headmaster was
away from St. Frank’s, and it would
only Dbe necessary to obtain Nelson Leo’s
permission.  Bult 1 had doubls as to
whether the guv'nor would sec eyoe 1o
evce wilh me. In all probability he would
squash the idea at once, and Llell me to
go and eal coke—or words to that cfect.

Butl I was [eccling quite cheerful atler
breakfast on that morning, and I had
every reason lo. As soon as the meal
was over I went o Study C wilh my
lwo chums, Tommy Watson, and Sir
Montie Tregellis-West, _

“ The others will bo here presently,” 1
sud, *“and then we can go and look up
Christy. We'll see what he's gol to say.”

* Aboul 'hat letter. you mean?" asked
Watson.

“ Yes,.of course.” _

The door opened and .admitted Piult
and Jack Grey and De Valerie, bul be-
fore they could say a word Handforth
care charging in after them, |

* Oh, good,” said Handflorth. “I'm
glud you chaps are here. I've got u rip-
ping idea {0 suggest

“ Don'i,” pleaded Pitt. ‘‘ Go away and
bury !

" You—you ass——" .

“*We've lieard of yvour ideas before,”’
went on Pitd,

“ But 1it's about this fight,” said [Iand-
lorth, lowering his voice. ** I've thought
of n waythat Church and McClure and
I can get to London to-morrow.”” - -

*“My dear chap, there’s no nesd for
vou (o elrain your enormous Dbrain

”
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power, I inlerrupled.
vours, whatever it s, needn't be dis-
cussed. As a matter of fact, I think that
we shall manage it all sercne. DBy a
’i;iece of tremendous luck I heard from
‘inker this morning—"' '

“* Tinkor?” asked Handforth. ‘' Do
'you mecan .Sexton Blake's assistant?”

““TI do,”' I replied. “Tinker and I are
old pals, yon know. We don’t see one
another very often, but we still wrile.
It seems that Tinker 13 on lus own at
present—Sexton Blake 1s up North, en-
gaged upon a case. And I got a lelter
from Tinker this morning.” .

““ That’s very interesting,” said ¥and-
forth. “But I don't see !

“ You're not supposed to see,”” I broke
ia. ‘“ Wait until you'’ve read the letter.
I'hen, perhaps, you’ll be enlightened.
This s what it says:

““ Baker Street, T.ondon, N.

“My Deoar Nipper,—I haven’t heard
from you for ages, and I'm wondering
if vou're still alive. IU's getting near
(Lie end of the terin at St. I'ranlk’s, I be-

liecve, and perhaps things arcen't very
strict down there. I was wondering if
you could accept an invitation. I'm

giving a litlle party on Wednesday even-
ing. and it would please me tremen-
dously if you could come up and bring
n few of your friends with you—say, five
or six. I shall be awfully delighted if
you can. Tell Mr. Lee that I parlicu-
larly want you to come, and Lhat I'll be
responsible for your safety. -

‘“* Ask him about il as soon as you gel
this note, and then send me a wire. If
it's all serene telegraph at once, and T'll
be down at St. Frank’s in Lhe big car
by midday on Wcdnesday. Then we
can all -‘have a nice ride to London, speud
a ripping evening. and youit can come
home here, to Baker Street, to sleep.
And you can all be back at St. Frank's
quite early on Thutsday morning. That’s
the pragramme, old son.

“Do try to persuade Mr. Lee that I
want you and your {riends very urgently.
And don’t forget to send that wire.

“* With kind regards to Mr. Lee and
yvourself, —Yours, as ever,

“ TINKER.”

“Well, my hat!” ejaculat-cd Pitt.
““ What a piece of luck!”
‘“‘ Rather!” said De Valerie. *If

Mr. Les will only agree, we shall be on
velvat. And Tinker is coming to fotch
us, too! DBut what about this party of

“.That idea of

|

5

‘his?- If he's arranged something of that

rort, wo can't very well go lo the box-
ing match.”

I grinned and winked.

“Oh, we'll manage it somehow,”” I
said. ‘‘ You leave it to your uncle. Of
course I'm a bit nervy about going to the
guv'nor, but I'll do my best, I think I
might bo able to manage him all serene.
It I stroke him the right way e might
purr!”’ :

““ There's no telling,” satd Tommy
Wutsorn. “ Anyhow, it's a chance, and -
I thimnk Tinker is a brick [or coming (¢
tlie scralch like this. He couldn’t have
sent s letter al a more opportuno
moment !’ '

‘““Well. there’s no time like the
present,” I said briskly. * You fellows
vait here while I go along to the guv'-
nor’s study. 1'll sce what can Lc done.
I don't suppose [ shall he long, and then
we shall know our fate.”

Without saring anything furlher I
hurried oul, and wenl straight along to
Nelson Tee’s study. 1 felt that my task
would be a comparatively easy one, for,
after all, Nelson Lee was not like an
ordinary Housemasler—to me, at all
evenls. I could generally manage things
oasily; thinge, that is, thalt werc rea-
sonable.

[ found Nelson Lee reading the morn-
ing paper, and he nodded to me cheer-
fully as I entered,

“Good morning, young 'un,” he said.

“Good morning, sir,” I  replied.®
‘““ Lovely morning, guv’'nor.”

Nelson Lee Jlaid his paper aside, and
removed the cigareite from his lips.

“I can detect from your looks and by
your tone, Nipper, that you have come
here to ask me a favour,” he olserved
drily. ‘* What 1s 1t this time. I hap-
pen to be in a good humour—fortunately
for you. DBul that is no guarantee that [
shall grant vour reauest.”

“Just have a squint at this, sir.” 1
satd. ‘‘ It will explain everything.”

‘““ This letter?” said Nelson Lee, takin
it. “I will read it, if you wish, but ?
definitely decline to squint!”

I grinned as the guv'nor glanced
through T'inker’s note, and I felt rather
anxious unti},Nelson Leo looked up.

‘““ An invitation!” hoe observed ‘* Tho
infornal impudence!’’

[ 'Y Eh?’?
~"“And do you seriously mean to
imagine, Nipper, (hat T should excuse
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you:" asked Tee. “Do you thinik I
shell let you and ceitain other boys
leave here to-morrow afternoon, and not
relurn until Thursday morning.”

“* Yes, siv,’”’ I said promptly.,

“ You think that I shall
request 77?0

“TI do, sir.”

"““And why are you so :ublimely con-
fident?"’

“Why, because I know you’re a good
sort, guv'nor,”” I replied. ‘“And, alter
all, it’s not such a big thing. Tinker
will come down for ws, and we shall
be well looked after. We sha’n’t be
misging any lessons, because to-morrow’s
a half-holiday, and we shall bo back quite
early on Thursday morning. 1 say, sir,
be a spovl! It's not often that Tinker
can invile us up to town, and i’s only

for a few hours, aflev all.”?
Nelson Lee’s eyes twinkled.

grant t-hg

‘““ And what do ycu propose lo do in

J.ondon?”

* Why, we're going to this--lhis—cr—
parly,”” I replied.

‘“* Quite so, quite so,’’ said Nel:on I.ce.
““ Well, Nipper. perhaps 1 shall agree to
1. You generally manage to get round
me with that smooth tongue of yours.
What boys do you propose lo take with

vou?’

‘“ Tregellis-West, Walson. Pitt, De
Valervie, and Handforth, Church and
McClure,” 1 replied promptly. ‘* And,

if possible, threce fellows from the Col-
lego House, although that’s nothing lo
do with you.”

““ Good gracious!” said Nelson l.ee.
‘* Eight boys! My dear Nipper, I ihink
i’s quile impossiblo—"

‘““ Now, guv'nor, don’t make a fuss'”’
I protested. ‘““What does it malter
whether eight of us go or four? We
shall De all right. And you're in
supreme conirol here. There's nobody
to___‘ﬂl '

“Y am well aware thal you are taking
advantage of the fact that Dr. Stafford
iz away,” said Nelson Lee drily. *¢ Well,
Nipper, I will be weak as usual, and
succumb. But you must be back carly
on Thursday morning.; this is qiiite es-
sential.”’

I rushed across Lhe sludy, grabbed the
guv'nor, and hugged bim,

“ You're a- brick, sir!”’ I exclaimed
enthusiastically. |

And, a second later, T (dashed out, in
order Lo spread the good news,

LIBRARY

CIHHAPTER 11
A STARTLING ADVENTURE,

RNEST LAWRENCE strolled aorass
E the Trianglo carclessly, and with-
out any appecarance of being hur-
ried. It was Wednesday after-
noon—quile ecarly. Dimner had been
over only a few minules, in fact. To
all intents and purposes, Lawrenco was
as unconcerned as ever. He did nol ap-
pear execited or nervous.

Yel i{he College Houze junior was
about to leave for Londan. There wero
no restrictions in the College Housc.
Lawrence could go where he pleased,
amd get back when he pleased.and no
questions would be asked. For this one
occasion Lawrence wns finding the new
order of things very salisfaclory. If ho
had Lo answer {o the secret tribunal he
would not mind., for he had an exccl-
lent. excuse to offer.

Haredly anybody at St. Frank’s had
any idea of what was {o occur that even-
mg. The few fellows who were in the
know i their utmost to conccal the
facl, and 1o appear unconcerned.

Nobady approached Lawrence as he
croseed the tangle and weut {o the
gates. IHe smiled and nodded sl me as
I stroiled round from the Ancient House.
I knew that he was just off.  Tinker
would arrive with the car later on, for,
of course, 1l was nol necessary for us to
go carly.

Lawrence was going by {rain, however,
sinco Mr. Rook wanted him (o Dbe
on the spol quite early in the evening.
Lawrence would -calch the early afier-
noon Jocal to Bannington, and then join
tho cxpress there,

He knew exactly where to go lo in
London, so be would have no difficulties.

He caught the train comforiably, and
arrived at Bannington. Here he strolled
nbout the plaiform, for there was a
wail of fifloen minules before the .ex-
press was duo to come in., And Law-
rence had uch to occupy his thoughts,

He knew that he had very strenuous
times ahead of him. It would be .tHe
stiffest contest he had ever entered into,
and, although he was doubtful as to the

rosult, he was determined to put up the

fight of his life,

If it was humanly possible, he would
win.

He had hecen (raming hard, and was
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feeling as it as a fiddle. His muscles
weve - in splendid condition, and he felt
capablo ot any exertion. And he knew
quite well-that he would require all his
strength and reserve of energy for the
ovening’s ordeal. And he was coniident.

Jfe had faith in himself and his
strength.

He was thinking of these things when,
(quite suddenly, somebody t{ouched his
arm. He looked round quickly, and
found himself facing a short man, dressed
in the clothing of a chauffeur. The fel-
low touched his peak cap respectfully.

_“lMustcr Lawrence, I think, sir?” he
gawd,

** Yes, that's nght,”” said Lawreuce.

“Mr. Rook thoughl you'd be waiting
on the platform for the express, sir, and
he sent me here,”” said the man. “I
want you——"

““Mr. Rook!”
“I: he in Bannington

“ Yes, sir, at the Grapes.”

Lawrence looked astonished.

“But I understocod thal Mr. Rook
would bo in London to meect me!” he
cxclaimed.

“T don’t know anything about thaf,
Master Lawrence, but I do know that
Mr. Rook 1s here, and he wants {o sce
you,” said the chauffeur respectfully.
** Ho's got his car here, and I think he
means Lo go to Londou al once. 1 dare
sry you'll oome with us!”

“Oh?" said Lawrence. “ 1 I'll
come at once!”

Ilo wus quile pleased wilh the pros-
wct, but he wished Mr. Rook had told
vitn in advance, for he had bought his
ticket to London, and that would Dbe
moncy wasted. However, that was a
delail,

He followed the chaufTeur off the
slation, and oul through the booking-

cjaculated Lawrence.

¥
[ ]

sce !

oflice. There. in the big sltalion yard,
stood a powerful, closed motor-car—a
limousine.

. “Step in, sir,”’ said the chaulffeur.
S I'll have you down at the (irapes inside
lwo minutes—it’'s only just down the
road.”

~ He held the door open, and Lawrence
juinpad briskly into the car. The door
closed smartly behind him. Then, for
the first time, Lawrence found that the
car had two occupants. They were both
somewhat flashily dressed individuals,
and they -smiled amiably as Lawrence
looked at them.

PROFESSIONAL y A

““ So you're the young gent!” said one
of the men. * Pleased to meet you, Mas-
ter Lawrence—or, I should say, Young
Ern. By thunder, you're a real cham-
pion!"’ _

The man seized Lawrence’s hand, and
shook it. The next moment he was
seated betwcen tho two strangers. Law-
rence didn’t quite like it, and he won-
dered why Mr. Rook had acted in this
way. He even began to wonder whether
Mr. Rook had had any hand in it at all.

To tell the truth, Lawrence was bo-
coming suspicious.

“It's all right, young man, yon
veedn’t looked scared,”” said one of the
strangers. ¢ Everything 13 all serene.
We shall go up to London in this car,
and that'll get you to Kensington quicker
than Lhe train. Mr. Rook had a special
rcason for doing this. You can bet Mr.
Rook is all there!”

The limonsine was already speeding
along the High Street, and as Lawrence
gllunce(l out of the window he noticed
they lore past the (Grapes Hotel at quite
a rapid speed. 'This was somewhal
strange, cohsidering that the chauffeur
had said that BMr. Rook was wailing at
Lhe Gruapes. '

*‘I say, we've gono past:'” exclaimed
[Lawrenco abruptly. *‘‘Great Scolt!
I believe this is a trick! Mr. Rook was
not?there at all!" ,

“1I'm afraid i1t’s a bit {oo late, norw,
young man'’ grinned one of his com-
panions.

“Too late!”’ satd the junior. ‘ What
do you mean?” '

“Why, [ mecan if you wanted to smell
a rat, you ought. to have smelt it sooner,”
said tho man. “IU's no good smélling
a rat now, because you're not in a posi-

‘Lion lo get away, cven if you want to.

You’'d best talke things quietly, or iU’ll be
the worso for you,"”

T.awrenco ncdded.

‘“ What—what do you mean?”’ he asked
huskily.

“Well, I thought. you liad more sense,’
said one of the strangors. ¢ The fact 1=
young man, you're n prisoner, and you'd
Lelter not try any tricks. Understand?
You're sitting here, between us, and you
can’'t do anything.”

““ Good hcavens!’
hoarsely.

For, in a second. he realised the trulh.

He had been trapped! In the most
cunple. mauner possible he had walked
irllo the net which had been spread for

gasped Lawrence
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him. What an idiot he had been to fall, thal he funked the fight, and had been

;nto Lthe Lrap so casily!

afraid at .the Jast niinute! This was what

But what did it mean? Who had done | cut the junior to tho quick.

this, and for what reason?

Lawrence was absolutely mystified, and
he could think of no plausible, reason-
able explanation. But it was quile cer-
luin e was a prisoner. Escape was out
of the question. At the least attempt
he would be seized. He could nol even
cry for help, for the car was rather a
noisy one, and his voice would cerlainly
e drowned. |

The junior was beginning to fecl
ralher desperate. The helplessness of his
position appalled him. But he did not
show rauch emotion. He sal there, quito
shill, but with his heartsbeating rapadly.

“Who paid you to do this?”’ lLie de-
manded angnily.

“If you don't ask those questions,
young gent, you won'lt have no lies,’”’
veplied one of the men. “* We can’t tell
you anything—strict orders. We've got
l(l)l-t'?,arry out our mscauctions, -and Lhat's
all.

“ But—Dbut there must be some reason
jor kidnapping me like this!” protested
IL.awrence, angrily.
ous! Shameful! I must be in London
this evening. Do you understand?”

Both the men grinned. |

“1 don’t rveckon you'll he in London
ihis evening, voung man,” said oné of
tho captors. *1In facl, I'in pretly cer-
{ain you won’t be in ILondon.
seo 1o that! We've got striet orders
that you had {o arrive—""

“You won't lel. me gel to London!”’
gasped Lawrence, ' But—but, I must
ba there, I tell you—I must. I've gol
an important engagement to keep!™

“ Importani or nol imporlant, it mnakes
not a mite of difference,’’ said the man
who had been doing all the {talking.
“ And there’s no sense of your jawing

like 1his—it won't do you no =ort of
zood !
Fawrence suddenly felt dazed.

A prisoner! And he would be unable
to get to T.ondon_{o keep his engagment!
What did it nmican? Who could he re-
sponsible for this?  Yhat would M.
Rook think?

- All soris-of alarmed j)dcas and thoughts
raced throdgli- Lawrence’s brain. He
could picture Mr. Rook, waiting—and
wailing in vain. There would be terrible
confusion causcd—and probably a great
deal of fuss and bother. And Lawrence
would be blamed. Tt would be thought

““ T’s—il’s oulrage-|

Wo shall]

And he felt like making a desperato
cffort to get free. One dash—and be
could reach .lthe door. ‘Then he could
fling himself out before the ‘men could
prevent him. But what would be theo
use? '

The cav was travelling at well over
thirty miles an hour, and c¢ven if Law-
rence escapod broken bones—which was
doubtful—ho would certainly be bLruised
and sprained and grazed—and quils unfit
to meet 2 man like Kiddy Welsh in the
ring.

His best course was to remain quiet and
still—apparently submissive. And ho
would await his omaortnni{ y—alwayxs hop-
ing that one would come. Al all events,
there was nothing to be gained by acting
LOW.,

Alter a whiie, the junior’s thoughis
were quieter, Iry as he would, he could
not think who could have organised this
abduction—for that is exactly whet it
was.  Certainly nol any supporters of
Kiddy Welsh—for they were red-hot in
favour 'of their own champion, and were
convinced thet ‘‘ Young ]Ern" would bo
licked into a pulp. Neilher Welsh nor
his backers, had any fecar of this young
almost unknown boxer. And, in any
case, they would never have rcsorted io
such methods as this,

Who, then, was the perpetrator?

Lawrence could not imagine., All these
men were slrangers to him—he hud never
cet eyes on them before. Ife judged
them to be from London—and they were
obviously performing the work for seme-
hody else wlio remained in the back-
ground,

The miles sped by. Helmford was
reached, and ioft behind. Then, some
time later, Lawrence realised that the car

was ﬁmsaing through Guildford. It was,
(ajt all events, making straight for Lon.
on.

The jJunior’s sole thoughls were oceus
pied with wondering if he could escape—
or if he could do anything which would
lead to his rescue,

He remembered suddenly, that a num-
ber of St. I'rank’s fellows had arranged
to travel to London by road that very
afternoon.:: Their car would, in fact,
come along this very highwar.

But, after all, how will this fact help
him? '

J.awrenee was almosl giving way to
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aespair when he saw that the chauffeur
had turncd .round, and was {apping on
the glass.. Evidently he wanted to speak
to onc of the men within the car. The
mnan on Lawrence's left side lowered the

‘window, and leaned out. What he said
to the chauffeur, Lawrence could not
catch. . . -

His shoulders were firmly grasped by
tho other man—evidently as a precaution.
The fellow did not mean Lawrence to get
too near the window.

The junior, however, was seized with
a sudden impulse. | .

When the window was closed—as it
would be within o few seconds—he would
have no further chance. It was now or
never. . .

And so, wilhout appearing to -moveﬂ
at all, Lawrence grasped his cap—which
had been on the cushions next 1o him,
and deftly flung it through the open
window. The movement was such a
quick one that neither of the men saw it.
And the next moment the window was
closed. Bui Lawrence appeared to be
as lislless and sullen as ever. I

But that cap of his lay somewhere on
the road-~or, perhaps, just on the grass
border. It was his College cap—which ho
‘had intended chaunging before reaching
London. It was quite likely that it
would- lay there undisturbed for an hour]
or so.

And then the car, carrying the St-.r
IFrank's juniors, would come along. If
anybody in that car spotled the cap, im-
- mediately investigations would be made.
For the cap would be recognised on the
instant—and Lawrence’s initials were on
the inside.

The fellows would know that the cap
was his, and they would immediately ask
themselves how that cap came to be on
the road. And then, other events might
follow. It was a forlorn hope, but Law-
tenco clung to il. And, anyhow, he had
done the only thing possible. Whether
it would bear fruit remained to be seen.

The car continued its journey, until
it was somewhere nol very far distant

9

It was deoserted, and il had apparentls-
been emply for many years. It was
long past repair. for in many places thc
rool had caved in. In one corner of the
building, however, the place appeared fc
be fairly whole.

Therc were no human beings within
sight. Indeed, this old deserted placc
seemed to be standing quite by itself,
away from all other human habitation.
Lawrence wondered why he had been
brought here, and he was still rather be-
wilderéd.

‘* Now, then, you've got to come with
us:”’ said one of his captors. ‘It won'l
be any good your trying to get away.
You'd best take 1t quietly—"' )

‘““It wouldn’t be a bad idea to bind
the kid's hands behind his back!’ put
in the other man. * That’ll make him
safer. He's a bit of a problem, you
know—we mustn’t forget that he’s.got

fists thal can hit pretty hard. And I,

for one, don’t fancy taking any chances."’

The other man grinned. And, a minute
or two later, Lawrence’s wrists were se-
cured behind his back. It was now quile
impossible for hitn Lo lash out, if he felt
inclined to do so.

He was taken out of the ecar, and
walked between the two men rapidly to-
wards the old Liouse. Even if Lawrence
had felt like shouting for help he knew
very well that it would mervely be a
waste of breath. There was no[‘;ody to
hear—nobody to heed.

He found himself inside the farmhouse.
Everything was damp and dismal. The
floor was a stone one, and grass was
springing up through the crevices. The
walls were all falling to pieces with damp-
ness and decay, and tﬂero was an un-
pleasant, earthy smell ahout the place
which assailed the nostrils at once.

Lawrence’s captors did not keep him
long here. They passed through to a
passage, and then made their way up a
circular, crazy staircase. Some of the
stairs were missing, and others were ex-
tremely worn and Eent and twisted. But,
at last, the trio reached the upper floor.

from Esher. Lawrence did not know the | And now it was nccessary to go very

road thoroughly, but he guessed that he| cautiously. For some of the boards were
was getting near to the outskirts of Lon- | rotten, others were missing altogether.

don.

One of the men led the way, testing

. And then, unexpectedly, the limousine] each board _Le_eforc he placed his weight

slowed down, and
ilig-hway into a. quiet, muddy side lane.
4
t

turned off the main | upon it.

But it was found that by keep-
ing ncar the wall there was very little

]i:rocceded up 1lhis for some distance— | danger, And, at lenglh, a doorway was
ength coming to a halt at the gate- | rcached. Lawrence was stuffed througly

~way of an old, tumbled-down faormhouse. ! this, and then the door was closed.
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Lawrence 1ooked round quickly, IIe
heard a bolt being shot into its socket.
he concluded that this bolt was o new
one, for it had evidently been placed upon
the door for his especial beunefit,

A prisoner! ' 5

Ho had Dbeen brought to this old
tumble-down house, and he wa3 now a
captive. And no explanation had been
given him. Je had not the fainlest idea
as 1o why he had been captured, or what
tho reason could be. Lawrence was in a
complete slate of mystification.

But this did nol last for long.

Hardly five minutes had elapsed before
aleps were heard bfr Lawrence out in the
passage. Tho lad had been examing his
prison, and he was not very much de-
pressed. The walls were thick, and there
was no prospect of his breaking through.
There was one window in this altic, but
it had beeir carefully boarded up—heavy
planks had been screwed down tighily,
makinF it practically impossible for any
dayhght 1{o come in. Certainly, it was
sjuite out of the question for Lawrence lo
think of getling out through the window.
It was even impossible for him to shout
for help. And the door was strong, al-
though old.

Left completely (o himself, Lawrence
might have bursi the door down. But
he could not do so without making a con-
siderable amount of noise. And he was
fuirly cerlain. that the men were some-
where below, and they wonld be attracted
at once if he cormmenced an onslaught
upon it,

Lawrence stood quiie siill as he heard
the bolt being shot back. Evidently his
captors were determined. And Lawrence
was curious to know why. 'The door
opened, and a man entered. But it was
not a man thal Lawrence had scen before
during this adventure. But the junior
recognised the newcomer at once.

- ““Mr, Foxe!' he gasped huskily.

. ** DPrecisely ! said M., Smale Foxe, in
a smooih, calm voice. *‘ You hardly ex-
pected to see me, Lawrence, I imagine?”’

“Do—do you mean- to say that you
are responsible for this—tihis affair?”
asked Lawrence fiercely., ‘' Did you
causeo moe to be Lkidnapped like this,
brought to this house?”’

“ It was my idea enlirely!” said Mr.
Foxe, '‘and what is more, Lawrence,
I have a further plan in view. I am
extremely gratified that you fell into the
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trap so easily, and so simply. I was quile
sure that you would do so.”

“I’s too bhad!’ shouted Lawrence.
‘“ You've no right to do this, Mr., Foxe!
It’s—it’s scoundrelly, Why have you
done 1it?  Why have you brought me
heve?”’

** Surely, you can understand?”’ said
Myr. Foxe. ‘‘ It ought not to be so very
difficult for voun to grasp the truth, Law-
rence. You have defied me once or twice
—but you shall not defy me on this
occasion!” .

“* I—] don’t know what you mean!’

1said Lawrence warmly.

‘“T rather fancy you cdo!” replied Mr.
IFoxe. ‘‘Once or twice you have entered
Loxing rings, and you lave obtained
rxuile considerable sume of money. On
these occasions you have refused tao part
with any of that money—and; unfortun-
ately, I have been unable to take action.
But this time, my lad, there is a differ-
cent story to tell!”’ i

JL.awrence was breathing hard.

“T can't believe it, Mr. Foxe!' he
exclaimed. *“* 1 can’t believe that you—
a Homsemaster, should descend - to such a
thing as this! It’s amazing—it’s beyond
all understanding "

‘“ My dear boy, I don't want you to
talk in that way!”’ interrupted Mr. Foxé
curtly. “ There i5 no misundersitanding
between you and I. At the present
moment I am not a Housemaster. I am
your caplor, and I intend to have my
way. If on other occasions you hare
defied me, you will not do so on this. It
13 uite casy for me to discover that you
have arranged to meet a man known as
Kiddy Welsh in the ring in London this
evening. Well, Lawrence. I made my
plans, and T have had you brought here,
Can you guess why?""" ' o

“T think I can!™ said Lawrence grimly,
‘ Blackmail !”’ _

** You put it rather bluntly, my lad,”
snid Mr. Foxe. ‘‘ Bul since you chooso
to speak in that way, I might as well
agree. Yes—Blackmail! The word is
an ugly one, but that does not matter,
We may as well be quite frank with
one another. You wish to atlend this
fight, I presume?”’ '

“T shall attend il!” said Lawrence
grimly. ‘“ You can’t prevenl me, Mr,
Foxe—"" -

“Y can’t!’ echoed the Housemaster.
“Wo will seo about that young man!l If
it pleases me, you will not go to London
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1this evening. And there will be no fight
between you and Kiddy Welsh. In thal
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this document, and you go (o the fight,
and obtain three hundred pounds. ou

event, you will lose the sum of five hun- | refuse to sign, and you remain here—

dred pounds !’

““ Bul—but you daien’t do it!" gasped
I.ewrenoe, suddenly alarmed. ‘1 must
have thal money--I must--—"" he paused
and pulled himself together. J'or he ha
suddenly been filled with a wild fecling of
alarm. If he did not obtain that [ive
hurdred pounds, he would not be eble to
help his father. And. it was for this very
reason that he had consentled to the fight.
He had never dreamed that Mr. Smale
Foxe would interfere in this way. Such
an idea had nover occurred (o Lhe jumor,

* Five hundred pounds 1s a large sum.
Lawrence,” satd Mr, Foxe. ‘' I am quite
certain that you do rot require all thal
mouey. In any case, you will nol get it.
Now, I will come to the point. It s not
my way to beat aboutl lthe bush. 1 want,
youl lo sign a documeont, in which vou
will promise to puy me the sum of two
hundred pounds——"’

““T won't do it !’ interrupted Lawrence
sharply..

‘“ You won't, ch?"’ said the other. *‘ We
will see about ithat my lad—we will see
about that. Until you sign this docu-
ment, you will Mot get your liberly.
Thai means that you will be unable to
.turn up at the West End Sporting Club’s
Hall I.Eis evemng. The matter rests en-
tirely with you, Lawrence. Merely sign
this paper aud you will be released at
onco."’ g

Fawrence did not reply for a moment.
He was thinking hard. This was a ter-
rible blow—an wuncxpocted catastrophe.
Ho needed every penny of that five hun-
dred pounds. He meant to send the
whole sum to his falher. It was the
exact amount his father required to put
things straight. ‘I'hroe hundred pounds
would be a help--but it would not bhe
suflicient. And the very thought of Mr.
Smale Joxe annexing two hundred

ounds for hiuself madoe Lawrence's

lood boil. IL was blackmail of the worst
type - and horo he was, absolutely unable
to hft a fingor.

His hands wcere tied behind his back,
%0 it was cven impossible to lunge out at
Mr. I'oxe’'s exil fuce. Lawrence had
never felt quite so helpless in all his life
befure,

“Well?” inquired the Housemasloer,
““ You have surely come to a decision,
Lawrence? It 1s nnot a matler that re-

quires very carelul thought. You sigu

snd you get nothing.” What is your
arswer?”’

“T won't sign!” said Lawrence grimly.

“* You infernal young fool! Don’t you
realise—""

“*1 realise thal you are a scoundrel,
and 1I'm not going to be blackmailed!”
shouted Lawrence furiously. *‘ You can
do what you like, Mr. I'oxe-Dbut I'll
never sign. I'd rather give up the fight.
If 1 signed that paper, and you had it in
your possession, you would uso it against
me at other times. And I'm not going
to take any risks. If you think vou’ll be
able to persuade me to try it, you've
made & mistake. You won't. You've
hud all your troublé for nothing!’

Mr. Fore frowned.

““ You had betler think carefully, Law.
rence!’’ e said curtly. ‘“ I will not pre:s
you any more now—but I will leave you
alone for a period, to think the matter
oult. When [ come back, I fancy your
answer will be very different!”

“My answer will be the same!”
Lawrence quietly.

Mr. I'oxo did not say any more, but
went to the door, passed out, and bolted
it behind him. Lawrence was now left
nlone. And he was feeling furious, help-
leas, and highly indignant.

But he was grimly delermined upon
one thing. He woulcf not sign any docu-
ment thut Mr. Foxe presented to him.
He would sigy nothing. He would rather
give up the whole fight. These, at all
ovents were his thoughts at the momeut.
I’erhaps, later on, as Mr. Foxe had sug-
gested, he would change his mind. When
he found the time flying by, and escape
impossible, he would probably alter his
opinion.

Ho fell terribly helpless as he walked
round his prison. .

He went to the window, and tried to

ull al the boards. But thev were fixed
[irmly, and they hardly shifted as he ex-
certed his pressure. But.one little thing
did happen. | |

A hard knot in the wood seemed to be
loose, and lLawrence produced his pen-
knife, and probed at it, Withoul much
difficulty, he removed the knot, and a
fairly large hole appeaved. It was now
possible for Lawrence to see out, and he
stared down ecagerly.

He could not see very much. Merely
a portion of the wilderness-like grounds

anid
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which surrounded the old farmhouse, A
“man appeared for a moment from behind
o clump of trees. |

And Lawrcnce saw that the man
_ glanced up at the attic window. He was
.1 rough-looking fellow attired like a
tramp, with a dilapidated slou¢h hat. He
only remained in view for a momeént or
Iwo,and then disappeared bchind the
(rees. Lawrence smiled rather bitterly.

** Watched !’ he muttered. ‘‘ Even if
[ succeeded in getling these boards down,
it wouldn’t be any good. They’'ve got a
man-on the watch outside. Oh, it's hope-
less! T don't know what I shall do—the
whole position is terrible!”’

And 1t certainly seemed that Einesl
ILawrence was in a corner from which
there was no escape.

CHAPTER 11I.
ON THI: TRAIL.

‘" ERE we ave, as large "as life,
H and twice as natural!”
This remark was made by
Tinker as he jumped neatly
out of the driviag seat, and landed in
the 'I'riangle nearly on my toes. I
grabbed his hand and shook it warmly.
‘“ By jiugo, it’s good to see you again,
old man?’ I exclaimed heartily. * You're
a brick1? | G
* Don’t 1nention it,”*’said Tinker grin-
amg. ‘‘ You see, the guv’'nor is up North
somewhers, nosing about. I don’t sup-
vose he’ll be back until next week, so
I'm on my own, with nothing particular
{o do. I've been kicking my heels st
Baker Street for two or threc days, and
I was rather fed up. This is a bit of a
vhange. Anyhow, 1t’s giving the old car
rome- exercise !”! -
'They werc soon the cenlre of an ad-
nmiiring crowd of juniors. He had just
arrived at. St. Frank’s, and the ¢ old

car”’ which had brought him was in|

realily a magnificent open touring car
of the very latest design. It was a
powerful vehicle, and capable of accom-
modating a dozen, if necessary.

It would be necessary on this occasion.

“ Waell, if you chaps are ready, we'd
better be getting off soon,"” said Tinker.
“I'll just yun_in and have a word or
iwo with Mr, Lee—""
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1 don’t think you will,” I broke in.
“The guv'nor’s out, old son., He went
out directly after dinner.” .

1 was rather . pleased, as a matter of
fact, bocause he wouldn’l be here to see
us off, and to regret his decision.

b Oim, well, wo mnght as well be buzz-
ing off, then,”” said Tinker. *“1 got
four wire all right, and I reckon we shall
o landed up in London by tea-time.
I'm going to take youn to my place and
licat you to some tea before carting you
oft to the—er—party !’

“Good 1’ Y said. ** That's the style:”

It was not long before we were all
rcady. Handforih, Church and McClure.
Pitt, Do Valerie, Tornmy Watson, Tre-
gollis-West, and myself and Christine,
Yorke and Talmadge, of (he Collego
House. With Tinker, this made a dozen.
We should be quite a merry little party.
Christine and Co., of course did not
have to ask permission, since they were
at liberty to ﬁ where they pleased. and
as they had been invited by Tinker, il
was a special occasion.

‘““ Lucky beggarz!”’ exolaimed Owen
major enviously. “I wish I could buzz
off to London like this, und spend na

| gtddy night there—and miss “morning

icasons the next day.”

‘“ Rather!”’ said Hubbard, * Some
chaps have all the luck!™ _
‘“Well, we can’t take everybody,”” 1

“ Wo should neced a whole

said, amiiing. .
cars if we took the whole

leet of motor
crowd.” _

“] say, you can find room Jor me,
surely ?” inquired Fatly Litllle anxiously.
'* There’s bound to bo & good feed m
London, and I'd just love to go. |
say, Nipper, bo a sport, you know!
Great doughnuts! Squeecze me in soine
where!” o

Tinker looked al Fatiy, and shook lus
head. |

“ There's only one .way to take you,”
he said. *‘ Every other chap would have
to stay behind. The car is cerlainly
o protty strong one, but it couldn’t stand
an clepbant for a passenger!’ :

‘**Ha, ha, ha!” ~

“0Oh, don’t rot!" said Fatly. “Am 1l
coming or not?”’

“ Not I”” said Tinker briefiy,

““Oh, but really—""

“My dear Fatty, it’s absolutely im-
possible,” 1 said. *'° We'd take you in.
a minute if there was room, but there
isn't. So do be reasonable. All ready,
Tinker; we'll be cffit”
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- As a matler of fact, I was anxious to
escape. All sorts of fellows were asking
to come. And a good many of them
wore chaps I liked; and it is always hard
to vofusa anything to a friend. But, of
course, there was a limit. -

Al length, however, we managed to
ot away; and then, with Tinker al the
wheel, we went speeding down the lane
towards Bellton. Once through the vi!-
lage Tinker opened the throtile, and we
fuirly roared along the road to Banning-

Lon. I was sitling in fronl, next {o
Tinker, and he looked at me and
grinned.

“You sly bounder!' he exclaimed.
with a chuckle.

‘“Eh?

“You wangler!" said Tinker, with a
wink, ‘F For sheer, unadulterated nerve.
this wleeze of yours iz just about the
richest I've ecver heard of.”

I grinned.

“Well, somelhing had io be done.”” 1
suid; ““ and this seemed 1o he about the
most. effective.”

“Jt wouldn't have been any goodl.
only I happened lo be twiddling my
thumbs,”’ said Tinker. ° Of course, I'm
quite delighled o come down, and to
lend you n hand. And I rather faney 1
ﬁlitl.l’l enjoy this boxing match lo-night,
too,”’

“You've gol the tickets all right 7"

“ Ralher$”’ said Tinker. ‘T attended
1o that al once. 1I've got them all logather
in the front row of Lhe giddy seats.™

“I'irst rale! You deserve a medal,
old sonl!”

Of course, that lelter from Tivnker had
heen no mere coincidence. I had written
io him previously, explaining our difR-
culty, and asking him if he could think
of any way out. In fact, 1 had sug-
gested that he should writle, inviting us
o London, to go to a party, although,
of course, he wasn't to mentlion that the

party consistecl of the boxing match al |

the Weost End Sporting Club Hall, It
wasn'lL necessary to go inlo details of
that kind. _ .

I also requesled Tinker to secure all
the seals we required for the evening.
If, by any chance, he didn’t want them,
if we couldn't come, il would be easy
o{wugh lo sell the tickels Lo anybody
clse. .

Aud Tuwker had fullen in with my
plans to the letter. He had written
exactly as I had requested, and the
wheeze had worked. Nelson Leo had

I3

given permission for us to go. "Whether
the guvnor knew thal we . were
going Lo this boxing matel I wasn’t quite
certain.  Buet, somehow or other, I had
an idea in the back of my head (hat
Nelson Lwee was not guite so ignorant of

the truth as he appeared to be.

There wasa't verv much that escape:l
the guv'nor.

“ The limit—that's whal it is!" soid
‘Tinker pleasantly. * You planned Lhe
whole thing, and then 1 get the praise
tor inviting ;vou all lo town. And 1
don’t suppose 1 should have thonght of it
if you hadn’t written. In fact, T would
nol have thought of it. becanse I shoull
nol have known anything.”

“We sha'n't see Mr. Blake,
T asked.

“ Considering that he’s up in the North
of England, I don’'t see how thatl’s pos-
sible,”” replied Tinker dnily. “ Bul it's
just. as well on the whole. He'd probably
jib, if he were there.  And he might
mu! me off on some defective work or
other, whick would probably put the
tin hat on our plans. We ean have o
fina old titne on our own. These pals of
vours seem o be decent sorts, Nipper.
We'll go straight to Baker Street, then.
after a jollv good go of grub, we'll
sautiter on to Kernsinglon. 1 rather
fancy we're going to have an enjovable
evening. I'll run you all down again in
the car to morrow morning.”

*“‘That’s the i1dea,”” T said. “ Well, 1
can tell you one Lhing, Tinker. You're
going to see a good fight this evening.®’

““ Think s0?"’ snid Tinker. * I've secn
this fellow, Kiddy Welsh. He’'s rather
hol stuff, too. Your champion musl be
a bit of a marvel if he cau paossibly hopo
to bealt Welsh. Personally, I don’t sec
how it can bo done. It strikes me as
being absolutely impossible for a school-
Loy to meet a professional in the ring.
and to knock hun out. I don’t think il
can be done. So you’d better prepare
vourself for a disappoiniment. 1'hie
fellow Lawrence js going to be whacked

to tho wide!

“Don't you believe it,”' T said. * It's
possible that Lawrence will fail, but he
won't be whacked as you suggest. IUll
be a near thing. and they’ll probably go
through the whole twenty rounds, with-
out either of them being knocked out.
And if the match has to be setiled on
points our chap wlll be the winner. He's
absolutely a wonder at boxing— a kind

{then®”
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of wizard. He never keeps o the same
«tyle. He’s always changing—he always
has his man on the jump and guessing.”

We had -reached Bannington by tlis
time, and we sped swiftly through ihe
town, then on the road to Helmford and
L.ondon.

“Tinker was a good driver, and he
made the car fairly roar. If anyone
else had been bohind the wheel I should
have bLeen shghtly nervous, but not so
with Tinker. He was a speed merchant,
but he wes not a road hog.

When it was nccessary he slowed down
to a very sedate pace. He only opened
the throttle wide when the rond- was
¢lear, and when he could see what lay
m {ront. |

And, as the time went on, we came
nearer and nearer to the spot where La-
vence had flung his cap out of the car.
Of course, we knew nothing aboutl it—
then. We thought Lawrence was in
London by this time. We had no sus-
picion that he had met with foul play.

But that cap lay in the grass, quite
visible to all who passed. It lay.there,
prominent and conspicuous. nd we
were destined to pass along the samo
road, right by the spot. . -

It secemcd that it would hardly be pos-
~ible for us to go by without noticing
the familisr St. Frank’s colours.

The miles flew by, and we were only a
few hundred yards distant from the spot.
'I'bere, in the grass, at the stde of the
road, lay the cap. It was there, wait.
ing to be seen, asking to be recognised.

And then, by some siroke of f{fate,
Fommy Wat:on pointed to an aeroplane,
which was flving rather low over the
tree-tops away to the left.
looked in that direclion, staring at the
acroplane. Tinker, of course, ﬁept his
.;yes to the road, for the car was moving
ast. '

And we shot by the spot where ihat
c::n{._)3 lay without seeing it.

ut for the fact that our eyes lad
been attracted by the aeroplano one of
ns would undoubtedly have spotted the
St. Lawrence colours. That would have
nicant a halt, and investigations, and we
should have guessed at the truth. As it
wae, wo went on our way, sublimely un-
conscious of the fact that anything had
happened to Lawrence. His cap still
lay there In the grass, unheeded and
forlom.

Later on we passed the little side
road, never gving it a glance. We

Everybody
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should have been rather startlcd could”
we have known that Lawrence was thoro'
even then—a prisoner up in- the atlic!
But we knew nothing, and so we could
take no aetion, We went straight on
to Esher, through Esher and Surbiton,
and then through the back strectls of
outer London.

At length, at about teatime, Tinker
ulled the i)ig car fo a standsull in
aker Street, opposite his own door.
Weo all tumbfcd out, rather glad to gét
a stretch, for we had Dbeen somewhat
caamped in the car. It bad not been
made to accommodate twelre.

‘“* Well, here we are.” I said brisklfr.
‘*“ No mishaps, and no trouble. I'm jolly
hungry, too. I hope you've got a dccent
tea ordered, Tinker.”

“ Rather,” said Tinker. ‘I told Mrs.
Bardell to get something particularly
appelising. You ncedn’t worry about
that, my sons.”’ :

Tinker Jed the way in, after openin
the door with his latchkey. Then wo aﬁ
irooped upstairs, somewhat noisily. The
first thing was a wash, for we were all
somewhal grimy after our motor ride.
Tinker took us straight into the con-
sulling-room to begin with. And we
stopped there while he went and pre-
pared the bathroom for our use.

But before Tinker could get out of the
doorway another door opened on the
olher side of the roam, and to our aslon-
ishment a well-known figure apgeurctl
—the tall, well-built figure of Sexton
Blake, the famous criminologist!

“ Dear me!?* he exclaimed smoolhly.
‘““ What is the meaning of this, Tinker?
What is this invasion?’’ -

Tinker grunted. _

“Well, I call this too bad of you,
guv'nor,”” he complained. *‘Il’s just
about the limit1 Who told you to turn
up this afternoon?”’ |

Sexton Blake elevated his eyebrows.

““ Really, Tinker, I rather fancy I have
a right to come into my own place if T
want tol” he exclaimed. * My business
up North was concluded rathér sooner
than I had expected. Amnd so 1 came
home fully anticipating that you would
be here, on duty. Instead of that, Mrs.

|_Bnrdell informs me that you have gone

gallivaniing off in the big touring car
to the South Coast, and now turn up,
as Jarge as life, bringing with you a
wholoe public school!”? ,

But Sexton Blake was =miling, and
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ho was in a cheerful mood as he shook
hands with us all. |

‘“1 was only joking, of course, boys,™
he said. *‘I am quite glad to see you
all. But you hardly expected to mect
me, ch? I ceally hope that I have not
chisappointed you. I trust that my
presence here will not embarrass vou in
any way.'’

“Rather nol, sir,” I said. “ We're
jolly glad to see you. DBut Tinker told
us you wouldn't be here—"

“ And, strickly speaking, he oughin’t
tc be here!” put.in Tinker. * It's just
like the guv’nor Lo turn up in this way.
He's always doing unexpected things.
You never know when to be safe. 1
thought we should have been all serena
for Lhis evening—and here he is, butting
in and spotling everything!” i
* “ Really, Tinker. I have no intention
of doing anything of the sort.” said Sex-
ton Blake. ‘I should not like to butt
in on your amusement—Llhat is, if you
have planned anything. I suppose you
are thinking of going Lo a theatre this
cvening, or some such amusement as
that? %Iow on- earth you managed to
get leave from St. Frank’s rather as-
tonishes me. It is quite exlraordinary
how yon youngslers arrange these
things.”

It did not take us long to explain to
Sexton DBlake why we had come, and
how we had wangled the whole affair.

Sexton Blake was quile amused, and|

he was rather interested when ho learned
that we were going lo the West End
Sporting Club ﬁull thal evening. to wit-
neaes the fight between Young Ern and
Kiddy Welsh. .

‘““And you tell me that this youung
boxer ia really a St. Frank’s boy ™ he
said at last. *‘ Most surprising'! Surely
he cannot hope Lo put up much of a fight
against a professional '

“ You wait until the fght’s over, sir,”
I said. ““I shall be surprised if Law-
rence doesn’'t win. He's absolutely . a
wonder—a living marvel! I only wish
you could see him in the ring'”

“I have a mind to come with von
boys. I dare say [ shall be ablo to find
a scat somewhere. T rlways enjoy wit-
nessing a good boxing contest: and this

romises to be-excellent, by &ll that I can

ear.'

“Good!"" T said, * Thal's the
sir! I'd love vou to come!"
<Sexton Blake decided thal he woiild

style,

f
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come with us, although we were not
dispppointed when he learned, over the
telephone, that he could not obtain a
scat immediately adjacent to ours. Not
that we did not want Sexton Blake to
be with us,- but the majority of the
fellows declared that they would be more
comfortable if we were just by ourselves
in a group.

There were one or {wo minor contests
billed to take place before the fight be-
tween Young Lirn and Kiddy Welsh, and
we decided to get there 'In Lime {o sec
the whole show. There was no reason
why we should nol.

We had a very excellent {ea. and when
we finally left for Kensington we were
all feeling fit, and ready for the night's
entertainment. *

Wo found the West End Sporting Cinb
ITall to be quite a palatial place. Tt
was large and brilliantly i1lluminated out-
side and in.  There were crowds of
people there alreadv, and every seat In
the place had been booked in advance.
Sexton Blake had only been able to ob-
tain one because a few slray seats had
l'een returned.

Tinker had booked our ceats all in a
row—twelve, They were excellent scals,
too, for we could obtain a full view of
the ring, without any obstruction hinder-
ing our view,

They were in the front row of the
balcony. and, in my opinion, were much
belter than the ring-side seats. They
were exorbifanily dear and rather oo
close,

We were not wearing S{. I'rank’s caps,
and there was really nolhing about us to
incdicate where we had come from at
nll. For we were nll wearing light over-
conts over our Elons, and sof( telt hats,
But 1n spite of this, we were soon re-
cognised by one man, at all events.

This individual was Mr. Norman Rook.
Scavcely five minutes hacd elapsed before
Mr. Rook came hurrying up to the bal-
cony. He sent an allendant for me,
and I lost no time in leaving my place,
aud gotug to Lhe spol where Mr. Rook
was walting, I found him looking very
enxioua and concerned. And there was -
a light of worry tn his eyes which coulid
uot be mistaken.

*“Good evening, Mr. Rook.,” T said.
“1 think I bhave met you once beforo

“* Vary posstbly, my lad—very possi-
bly "’ said Mr. Rook. “To tell you tho
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t;uéh_, I am exlremely anxious amd wor-
red.’”’

‘“ Yes, you look rather concerned, sir,”
1 said. ‘‘Is anytlhing the matter?”’

**Good gracious! Is anything the
matter?’ echoed Mr. Rook. “ Where 138
Lawrence? Can you tell mo where he is,
my lad?’

“ Lawrence!”” I echoed. ““ Why, he's
here, 1sn't he?”

** No—he is not here—I expected him
quite early this aflernoon,’” said- Mr.
Rook. * ﬂe promised me that he would
leave by the early train, and that he
would be in this hall between four and
five. It is now nearly seven, and there’s
no sign of him!”

I looked very aslonished.

““But, T can’t undemtand it, sir!’ 1
cjaculaled. '‘ Lawrence left almost im-
mediately after dinner. Ho caught the
afternoon train from DBellton, and I can’t

possibly think how he went wrong. 1
know he didn't miss the {rain—because
he started with plenty of time to spare.’’

‘““ Dear me! This )s most extraordin-

ary!? said Mr. Rook. “ I have beepn
waiting for the lad for over two hours,
and Heaven only knows what will happen
:f he doesn’t turn up very soon. I shall
iind it necessary to secure a substitute—
and that will be almost impossible. The
whole thing will be a fiasco, and I am
quite certatn there will be trouble. Are
you sure, Nipper, that you have no idea
where Lawrence could be?’ _

** I haven’t the faintest idea,’’ I replied.
‘“ He said he’d come up by train, because
he“wanted to get here early, atherwise
he would have come along in the car wilh
us. But he couldn’t wait until then.”

¢ Amazing—quite amazing!”’ said Mr.

Rook.

“* He left, and ho ought to have
been here before tea!

And yet he has

not turned up. Can anything have hap-| D

Havo

penced to the boy, do you think?
you heard of any accident, or—

‘‘ There's been no train accident, sir,
f that’s what you mean,’’ I replied. “ At
least, I've seen no report of it. And if
Lawrence had met with a mishap in Lon-
don, surely you would have received &
telephone message, or something? He’s
bound to turn up soon, sir.” ‘

*1 sincerely hope 8o, my boy—I do,
indeed, !” said Mr. Rook. ‘* Asitis, I'm
nearly off my head with worry. The
officials are already bothering me, and 1
do not know what to say. I assured
them that my man will turn up soon.
That 19 all I can do. And now I must
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wait—wait impatiently until Lavwrence
appears.’’

_Mr. Rook went off, looking moro wor-
ried than ever. Now he was puzzled, too.
Ho knew that Lawrence had left by the
train that had been arranged. Therefore,
something had happened on the road, that
was obvions. But what could have hap-

ened? What could possibly have de-
ayed Ernest Lawrence for so long?

Where was the 1ad? And why did he
not appear?

-,

CHAPTER 1V.

THLE MYSTERIOUS TRAMP.

- MEANWHILLE, Lawrence wus a pri-
soner in the old farmhouse.

He was now wild with anxiety

and disappointment, Over an

hour had clapsed since Mr. Foxo had left-

him, and there bad been no sign of the

Housemaster returning. Bat Ewronce

had net changed his mind. He was still -

firm—he was still determined {o refuse

all attempts to blackmail. IL was against

his principies—and he would not cousent

to 1it.

And then, at about five o’¢lock, foot-
steps sounded out in the landing—the
bolt was shot, and the door opened. Mr,
Smale Foxe entered.

‘ If you'vo come to ask me o sign that
paper, you might as well saved yourself
the trouble ”’ eaid Lawrence grimly. I
won’'t do it, Mr. Foxe—I'm not going to
be blackmailed.”

‘““ Don't be in quite such a hurry, my
lad,”” said Mr. Foxe smoothly. ‘I fcar
yvou have not considered this malier fully,
o you realise the consequences? If you
accept my terms, you will at least receivo
three hundred pounds for your own use,
If, on the other hand, you remain obstin-
ate, you will receive nothing whatever.”’

“If T go in for this fight, and 1 win it,
I shall have carned -that money!” ox-
claimed Lawrecnce passionately. ¢ It

deesn’t belong to you, Mr. Foxe—you’ve

ot no right to demand any at all. Ii's

isgraceful—it’s shameful! 1 want that
money for a certain purpose—every
penny of it. If you take this twwo hundred
pounds, it will bo robberr—absolute
robbery! ”’ :

“ You ought to consider vourself very
lucky that you are able lo obtain even
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‘" You will walk straight into the house, and do exaotly a® § command-—-that's
what you'll do, matey !’ sald the tramp to the bewildered Mr. Foxe.
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three hundred,” said Mr. Foxe. ' You
have dofied me time after Llime—Dbut this
time you are not in a position {o do so.
Please understand thal fully, "Lawrence.
T am nol inclined to put up with any
further nonsense. Ard I now intend to
make you pay for your previous actions.”

‘“ And supposing I do sign this docu-
ment?”’ asked Lawrence suddenly, ¢ what
guarantee will you have that I shall pay
the money?”’ y

‘““ 1T shall have your signature!”™

““ That’s of no value at all,”’ said Lavw-
rence. ““ I'm a minor, and my signature
wouldn't be valid. You know that as
well as I do——"’

“Quite so; but I know that if you
signed this paper. you would keep your
word,”” suid Mr, Foxe grimly. ‘I rather
fancy you have a high code of honour,
Lawrence, and if you signed, vou would
keep faith. It 1s more than I would do,
perhaps—but we need not go into that
matter. If you sign this paper. you will be
compelled Lo stick to the letter of the
bargain. And I strongly advise you to
aign it. If you do not, vou will noi only
sacrifice the whole prize—but you will find
vourself expelled from St. [Frank’s, Ior,
Ly Hcaven, 1 shall make every effort to
get you sent away from the scheol in dis-
grace!”’

Lawrence's lips curled as he looked at
the Housemaster. :

‘* Those threats don't have anyv effect
upon me., Mr, Foxe,”” he said contemp-
tuously. * I'm not going to be frightened
by you, anyhow. And I still stick to my
original deccision. I am not going to be
blackmailed."’

- Mr, TFoxe frowred. .

“I wiil give you only twenty minutes
longer!” he rapped oul. * And, then,
Lawrence, if you do not agree to sign
this paper—I shall use force. [ shall
compel you to do so. And my terms will
ba hardened. Remember—twenty min-
wtes only will you have. Then 1 shall
return, and I shall bring other men with
me, and you will regret this obstinate
spirit of vours!"

The Housemaster turned on his heel,
and alrode out of the attic, slamming the
cloor behind him. He was furious, for he
had oxpected {hat Lawrence would now
be submissive. He shot the bolt home,
amd passed down the corridor. Lawrence
remained alone in the altic.

If only he could escape! It would be
wonderful if he could d:sappear before

-l

‘at the time.
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out of the question—and Lawretce knew
il. There was no escape. He had only
succeoded in getting his arms free—and
that had not been a very difficult task.
He had released his arms beforo he had
taken that krot out of the piece of wood.
I rather believe I forgot to mention this
But it comes to the same
thing if I mention it now.

Lawrence went over to the window
again, and he peered through that knot
hole. But now he could see nothing,
And the evening was coming on. Unless
he escaped very soon, it would be tco late
altogether—he would arrive at the West
lind Sporting Club Hall oo late for the
conlest. It was an appalling prospect.

And while Tawrence was thinking in
this way, Mr. Foxe had descended to the
ground Aoor. IHe went outside, into the

rounds, pacing up and down angrily.
Je had just turned a corner of the build-
ing. when he came to a hali, for there,
in full view stood a somewhat disreput-
able figure. It was a man attired in old
clothes, a ragged old hat, ard patched
boots. His face was unkempti, for ho
wore a sltraggly, wispy beard. His noso
was extremely red, and he did not look at
all prepossessing. This was the man that
Lawrence had thought to be a walcher,
on guard, but such evidently was not
the case. For Mr. Foxe, frowned an-
grily as he saw the fellow.

‘“Get out of here!" he shouled enrtly.
“ Don’t you know you’re trespassing?”’

““ What's that guv'nor?”’ asked the man
in & beery voice.. * Who 1s trespassing?
This place ain’t anybody's propertyv! I
can have a doss here if T want lo, 1 sup-
pose. withoul asking you? The show
don't happen to be your property, I sup-
pose!’”’ '

“ It is my property, and if you don't
get off il at once, I'll have you thrown
off I"* said Mr. Foxe grimlw. *‘‘ Do you
hear me?”

“Well I ain’t deaf,”” said the tramp,
as he came nearer. ‘* And you'd best
understand that I don’t {ake no orders
from you. See” As a matter of {act,
I've been waiting my chance—and rnow
I've got 1l !’

- You've bLeen wailing your chance,
you ruffian?”’ demanded Mr. Foxe.
‘* What do vou mean?”

““Them two covea was hanging about,”’
explained the tramp. “ They've just
gorn—I darec say they've got thirsty, or
something, and have gone up the road to

Mr. Foxe returned.. But this was quitel’ave a drink. "Any’ow, T've got you to
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deal with now—and I don’t think i’ll he
very difficult. Put up your hands!”
- Mr, I"oxe staggered.

“* Why, what—"

“ ’ut up your hands "’ saild the {ramp,
in a cold, Arm voice,
"~ ** You—you infernal rascal!”’ Toared
Ny, Foxe. suddenly alarmed and fright-
cned, ““ 1f you dare lo attack me——"’

But, at that moment, Mr Foxe had
caught sight of the revolver which the
tramp lmcf produced. It was an extremely
wicked-looking article, and Mr. Foxe did
not care for 1ts appearance. He further
observed that the tramp’s finger was on

the lrigier, and this fact caused Mr. Foxe

{o ruise his hands hurriedly. The Housc-
master wns bewildered. He could not
understand what this meant—he could
not realise who ithis man could be, or why
he had taken it into hia head to interfeve.

Robbery conld he the only motive,
** By Heaven! You shall pay for this!”
snarled Mr. Foxe. T wil "

“ You will walk straight into the house,
and do cxactly as I command—ihat’s
what you’ll do, matey!"” said the tramp.
** And vou’d best not give me any back
answers—Dbecause when I'm irritated my
lingers is iwilchy. (Go on—walk into the
bouse !”’

Only for a moment did Mr. Foxe hesi-
twle. Then, with a mutlered curse, he
commenced wulking along the path, arnd,
al length, entered the doorway. He now

stood in one of the dilapidated rooms,

‘“* There's a cupboard over in the cor-
ner,”’” he sdid. * Go to that cupboaird,
open the door, and get inside!”’

“1 refuse—] absolutely refuse!”
shouted Mr. TFoxe fiercely, I will do
no such thing—I—I—good gracious."

Mr. Foxe felt the barrel of the revol-
ver pressing into his back, and, with
surprising alacrity, he hurried across the
room, opened the -cupboard,
scrambled inside. The tramp clozed the
door with a slam, and turned the big
rusty key in the lock. Mr. Smale Foxo
was now a prisoner—the tables had been
turned wath a vengeance. '

Bul why had the old {ramp Interfered?
What connection had he with this pecu-
lar case?

Mr. Foxe was n prisoner; but, of
course, he would be able to make his
cscape if he was only allowed time. Ten
minutes work would be sufficiént—and
then he would be able to break the door
down, and regain his liberty. Ap?r-
ently thig is what the tramp desired. For

1 the room, standin

and
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he made no effort to secure the door
in_a more thorough manner. _

Instead, be left the room, and quickly
mounted the stdirg, and then went to the
attic. A moment later, he was witliu
face to face with Ern-
cst Lawrence, The Jnnior Jooked at him
fiercely.

“What do you want?? he asked.
‘“‘ Why bhave you come hexe?"’

‘“ 1t’s all right, young *un—you necedn’t
be scared!”’ said the tramp calmly. “1
ain’t one of them—and as for the Foxey
fellow—well, he'a fixed np nice and com-
fortable in one of them cupboards, I
reckon you ought to escape, don’t you?"’

‘“ Escapo)’”’ said Lawrence. * I—I—ia
this a trick?’* he added suspiciously.

‘* Not on your lile, young gent!”’ =nid
the tramp. * There ain’t no trickery
nbout me—by my words. You want (o
cscape, and all you've got to do is to walk
out, There’s a inotor-car waiting ouniside,
and we'll take the liberty of getting into
it, and driving into Esher. I dare say
you'll bo able 1o catch a train from there
to I.ondon—and maybe you'll be able 1o
keep your appointment after all.” |

*“ Do—do you really mecan it?”’ asked
Lawrence, husky wilh rehief. .

' A course I mean it—what do you take
me for?’ asked the tramp. ¢ Como
alo there ain't any lime to wasle.
We'll get inl” .

Lawrence, with his mind in a whal,
followed the tramp down the erazy stair.
case, and then out into the open. They
had heard fierce hammerings from Mr.
Foxe’s cupboard. And it was clear that
the Housemaster had not yet regained his
liberty. The tramp’s eyecs were twink-
ling as he made his way to the motor-
car which was standing just on the road,
in a little vard, .

“Jump in!" said the tramp briskly.

Lawrence jumped in—for, although he
had been suspicious of this man at first,
he was suspicious no longer. There was
something about him which inspired con-
fidence. And Lawrence instinclively knew
that the fellow was on his side. DBut it
seemed strange that he should be able (o
drive a motor-car. This, however, proved
to be the case. A big travelling coat was
lying on the driver's seat, and the tramp
quickly got'into this, and then started up
the engine. A moment later they weve
oft, specding down the lane, towards ihe
main road. :

The tables had been turned on Mr.
Foxe. The vascally Houremastieor's scheme
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had come lo nothing, afler ull—and vet,

only a feww minutes earlier, it had seemed
certain of success. '

Lawrence, was still rather dazed by this
sudden turn of fortune. and he had not
succeeded in fully. collecting his wils when
the molor-car pulled up al Iisher station.

‘* Just pop in, and sec how the trains
go!'’ said the tramp, as Lawrence opened
the door at the rear. ‘‘ Best not waste
any lime—Lhcre might be a train within
two minutes.”’ -

l.awrence hurried inio the Dbooking
office, and, to his joy, he discovered that
a train was due 1in within {wo minutes,
It was a quick train, too. and it would
landd him 1n: London in excellent time.
I.awronce had never felt so light-hearted
as ho did at thal moment.

He searched through his pockets as he
hurried out through the slalion yard—
and he mentally decided to give the tramp
practically everything he possessed, two
pound noles, and some silver, he could
veally do nothing less——for the tramp’s
assistance had been of the most wonder-
ful value.

Thern Lawrence received a surprise. He
hurried out of the booking office, and was
just in time to sce the rcar of the motor-
car disappearing in the distance! His
slrange Ii.na!nel’ac-tm- had vanished without
waiting to be thanked—without waiting
to be rewarded!

‘“Well, I'm blessed!” e¢jaculaled Law-
ronce blankly.

He stared down al the car with abso-
lute bewilderment expressed on his face.
He could not possibly undcerstund this.

The tramap had rescued him from Mr.
Smale Ioxe's clutches—he had even
brought him to the station, so that he
could catch a quick train to London.
And yet the man had gone off without
waiting & moment.

Who could he be? And why had he
done this? If Lawroence had only known
the truth, he might have been somewhat
enlightened.

For the-tramp’s movements, after lcav-
ing Esher station, were rather queer.
He drove the car up a small side lane.
and left it there. And then he wandered
away, apparently in an aimless fashion.
But, as a matter of fact, the tramp knew
precisely what he was doing,

I'or he was no less a person than—Nel-
son Lco.

“The famois schoolmaster deteclive had
been on the track for quite a long while,
aud he had seen through Mr. Smale

LEE LIBRARY

Foxe's game from the starl. And he had
been successful in resening Lrnest Law-
rence, and in sending him unharmed on
his way. Just at the moment, however,
Nelson I.ceé did not intend taking any
action with regard to My. Smale Foxc.
He thought that it would be better to et
the man remuain in ignorance of the actual
truth. And then, at the right moment,
Nelzon Lee would pounce.

Lawrence, meanwhile, was hastening
towards London. Upon arrival at the
terminus, he did not hesitate to charter
a taxt. And, in this, he was rushed off
lo Keusinglon. And he arrived at the
West End Sporting Club Hall just in time
to run inlo the arms of Mr. Rook—who
was coming out to see if he could cee
any signs of the absentee.

S Upon my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Rook, an cxpression of infinile relief
coming inlo his eyes. ‘' My dear boy! I
am more delighted than I can say
(o see you. Where have you been? Why
did you not turn up? You cannol tell
how worried J have been—""’

‘“I'm awfully sorry, sir, but I couldn't
help it!” .panted Lawrence. ‘1 was
kidnapped—"'

“ Never mind explaining now,” eaid
Mr. Rook. *‘Come inside, inlo one of
the dressing-rooms, and have a chal
there, and you can explain everything.
Now that you are here 1 don't mind.
There is still just time.”

“Thank goodnesst”

fervontly.
_ He followed Mr. Rook into the build-
ing, and before long they were facing
one another in a comfortable dressing-
room. Lawrence was not quite certain
as to what he should tell tho boxing pro-
moler. He did not want to invent any
story 1o excuse his lateness, and, al the
same {tme, he had no particular wish to
tell Mr. Rook the actual truth. He
did not want to relate all the facts con-
nected with Mr. Smale Foxe.

So he compromised. |

He told Mr. Rook exactly what had
taken place. He expluined how he had
been lured into the motor-car at Ban-
nington, and how he had been taken to
the old deserled farmhouse near Esher.

But Lawrence did nol explain that his
caplor had been Mr. Smale Foxe, the
Housomaster of the College House. Thal
was the only point which Mr. Rook re-
mained in ignorance of. And when
Lawrence had done, the boxing promo-
ter shonk his head gravely.

sald Lawrence
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“Well, my lad, il's -a good thing
you’ve turned up nowl!™ he said, 1l
{ Jdidn’t know you to be straighiforward
and truthful, I should be a bit sceplical
about this story. It doesn’t seem quite
convincing."”’

*] know that, sir,”" said Lawrence
quictly, “ I hardly expect you to be-
heve me. But ’ve told you the absolule
truth. T everything had gone all right
R sh'guld have becn gere hours and hours
ago!”’ ,

““ And whal aboul ibis tramp?”’ asked
Mr. Rook. “YWho was he?”’
**1 haven't the faintest

said Lawrence truthfully,

** Why did he let you escape-—and Lhen
~go off without any reward?

** That’s been puzzling me" all the]
time,”” replied Lawrence. ‘‘ It's so mys-
tertous, Mr. Rook. I can’'t mako head

idea, - sir,

or tail of it.”? .
'IML Rook lacked al Lawrence critic
mly,

“*How are you feeling?”’ he asked.

*Oh, as right as anyvthing.”

* No ill effects from your adventure?™

* None at all, sir.”

** You feel fit for this fight?"

** Rather!?® said Lawrence. “ Ob,
vou needn’t worry about thai. Mr. Rook.
I'la ns fit as n fiddle, and I <hall go into
the ring full of confidence. Of cowrse, 1

dem’t expect 1o win—"

“* Because ihis Kiddy Welsh 1= a
famous boxer?' asked Mr. Rook. ¢ Non-
reuse! You've got to go into the ring,
uy boy, wilh Lﬁc firm - belief that you
will he the victor. Don’t forget ihat.
Youw'll have a pretty tough job, but you
~stand an excellent chance of winning. |
And now we've
preliminaries. on’'ll have 1o
weighed in, and then there are a good
many other things to atlend to.”

Ernest Lawrence was light hearled.

In spite of his adventure with Mr.
Smale Foxe he had arrvived al the West
End Sporting Club Hall in time, And
now the big event of the evening would
soon begin, and it was to he a grnim
strupele!

CHAPTER V.
TOR XIS FATHAER'S SAKF.

OLLY queer about Lawrence:.” re-
marked Church.. ‘I wonder if

ot 1o altend to all the [time wns wastled.
be | morve for their money.

:

Il]),”

he's turned up yet?™

said- Handforth., ** We should have
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heard somelhing othermvise. W2y, thia
fight between g’oung Ern and Kiddy
Welsh is the next event on the pro-
gramme,
up the scrap would have been cancelled,’
_*'1 can’t imagine why he was delayed,
in_the first place;”’ said Reginald Piit.
‘“We know he went by the early train,
and he ought {o have been in London
hours before wo arrived. It seems a
bit mysterious {0 my mind. But T
suppose we shall liear all the details
later—after we gel back to St. Frank's.
Lawrence will tell us all about it.”

“Of -course,” said- Bob Ghristine.
" And don’t speak so loud, cither, you
a8, We don’'t want lo give the game
away.” 3

The jwiiors had taken a good deal of

interest in the preliminary bouts. They
had been decent, in {heir way, but, after
all, they only filled in tho time uniil the
bli event-of the evening came ofl.
. Everybody in thie great hall was wail-
ing to see Kiddy Welsh and the young-
ster who had sprung so rapidly into pro-
minencoe. Iivaryone wanted to see Young
Ern battling against the J.ondon cham-
pion, -

As a matter of fact, all the prelimin-
aries were over, the big fight was due
to begin almost at once. At leasl, the
combatants would soon be appearing in
the ring: and everybody was '
expeclantly.

1 sat next to Tinker, and we had
been having quile a long chat about
things in general. The olher fellows
were greatly interested in all the pro-
ceedings, and they were somewhat criti-
cal, too. ‘Tliey declared that too much
They waniod to sec

‘ Positively @isgraceful—ihal’'s what
it 1s!”’ declared Handforth. ¢ Unless
they buck up there won't bs time for
ihe next ight. They’re meszsing abnut

“Shut up !’ whispared Chureh. “ Herve
they are!”

Quite a stir had manifested ilself al the
ring side. And then Kiddy Welsh ap-
pcared, surrounded by o perfect com-
pany of white-sweatered gentlemen who
wore canvas shoes, and who carried

| towels and sponges and similar articles.

Kiddy Welsh needed no iniroduction
to the audicéice, although this ceremony
was gone through as a mere maiter of

“ Oh, he's bound to have lurned | form,

ITe met wilh a big veceplion, a perfect

If Lawrence hadn't turned

wailing
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sorm  of handclapping and | cheering
greeting him as he bowed near the ropes.
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Lawrence's aliilude was very different
lo that of Kiddy Welsh. IIe walked

By what I could sce, Welsh wa=x only a|straiglit to his corner, and sat down.

small man, quite a young [ellow. (oo.
His face bore the marks of mauy a grim
battle, and he was by @0 means hand-
some. My private opinion of lim was
not extremely flattering.

I took rather a dislike to Welsh at the
very first. He struck me as being a con-
colledd swaggerer, and there was a look
about his eyes which stamped him as &
bLii of a brute. "~ However, the fight
would soon show whether my conclusions
were Tight or wrong.

Riddy Welsh was attired in a long
drossing-gown, and he lounged about the
nng in a free-and-easy, careless style.
He ocrlainly gave overybody -the impres-
sion ‘that he was perfeclly at his ease,
and that he rather regarded the fight
as a bit of a farce.

Whether Welsh aclually thought this
wo did not know; he certainly led the
aundience to believe that such was the
case,

And then Young Ern waa introduced.

He was brought forward by the referee
and presented to the audience.  The
St. Frank's fellows had a great deal of
dtfliculty in, restraining themselves from
cheering with all their strength.

1'hey recognisad Lawrence at once, and
all their natural instincts told iliem lo
cive him a tremendous welcome. The
clapped furiously, and Handfort
cheered quile a lot.  But, somehow,
they managed to rcfrain from shouling
to Lawrence by name.

There were not many people in the
audience who followed the example of
tho Si. I'rank’s fellows, for Young Ern
was new to London, - these people did
uol know what he was capable of. They
had only heard a few rumours concern-
ing the youngster who had knocked out
Mike Connor at Helmford, and many
veople fegarded Young Ern’s success,
in that bout. as something of a-fuke.

The result of this present fighl was

rognrded as a foregone conclusion.
Iiverybody was anticipaling an easy vic-
tory for l%iddy Welgh. Ninety per cent.

of the audience “felt convinced that
Young Ern would not be able to put
up & show. And this conviction was
strenglhened after the young boxer had
been introduced. For he seemed much
simaller than Welsh, and he would prob-
ably be lucky if he lasted out five or

s1x rounds,

with his seconds about him. Lawrence
had no air of over confidence. Heo was
utel and calm, and the audience read
t signs tu one: way only. They as-
sumed that Young Ern was nervous of
the result—that he was serious and
grave, knowing %uall well that he was
in for a defeat.

And there was one man who had a
scat at the side of the balcony who
seemned extraordinarily inlerested. He
was leaning forward, staring intenlly at
Lawrence. He was an elderly man, well
built, and with a rugged but good-
humoured face. This face was lined, as
though with recent worry. And the
man’s hair was grey at the temples.
There was a startled look in his eves,
and he gazed down with 2 kind of be.
wildered amazement in his expression.

‘** Impossible!”” he muttered tensoly.
‘“ Oh, it's impossible! But—but by I
could swear the figure——"

IIe hastily pulled out some pince-nez,
and he placed them upon his nose. Again
he gazed down, but he could not see dis
tinctly. Xle was a good way from the
ring; and just then he noticed that a
gentleman near him was using a pair of
ul)eru.-glasses.. He lcaned over with
almost feverish anxiety.

‘“ Excuse me, sir, but may I borrow
your glasses for just a minute?”’ he asked
wrskily.

‘ Certainly—certainly !”
slranger, glancing round.

He handed over the glasses, and the
man with the rugged face seized them.
He placed them to his eyes, focused
them, and then stared fixedly and in-
tenily at Lawrence. Young Ern's
features came into sharp prominence,
and the man who held the glasses drew
in o deep breath. -

“Yes, I was right—I was right!”’
he muttered tensely. ‘““It's Ernesl—
Ernest himself! Good hecavens! What
can this mean? What is the boy doing
hare? Is it possible that he—that he

said the

The elderly man broke off, and seemed
quite dazed for a moment or two. It
will not be revealing a secret {o explain
that this gentleman was Mr. Ernest
[.awrence senior.

Just as the schoolboy boxer had feared,

bis father was in the hall!

And Mr. Lawrence, at the very Grst
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momeni. had recogmsed his son. It
was 8 blow to him, a tremendous sur-
wise, and even now he could not believe
it.  Although he knew he had made no
mnistake, this discovery was altogecther
too much for him. -

His own boy here—in 1his boxmg
ring—aboul to meet Kiddy Welsh, the
professional . It seemed too ridiculous
to be true. Ernest was at St. Frank’s,
attending to his lessons—a schoolboy!
How was it possible for him to be here,
on the point of engaging in a profes-
sional prize fight?

Mr. Lawrence was a man of action,
and it was not long belfore he came o
a decision. He had dropped into this
hall because he wanted some relaxation
from his worries, and he hoped he would
be able to forget those worries for an
hour or so.

And now he discovered one of tho
principal fighters of the evening was
liis own son! And not only this. His
<on was fighting under an assumed name
—at least it was a name¢ which gave no
clue to his real identity. Mr. Lawrence
was determined {o find oul the truth
without any delay. -

He knew he had time, the fight would
not begin for ten or fifteen minutes yet.
And Mr. Lawrence made his way out of
the balcony, and quickly descended the
stairs. His expression was grim. He re-
membered how he hed told his son never
to enter a professional boxing-ring, and
now, it appeared, Ernest had deliberately
dis-:ol:eyeé) him. |

But not from his own choice, Mr. Lav-
rence was sure of that. He had been
peréuaded somehow—he had been tricked
into this business,

And Mr. Lawrence meant (o find oul
the truth.

Arriving 1n the big veslibule of the
hall he had no difliculty in locating an
official in evening dress. e went up to
this man at once. '

‘“ Excuse me, but can you tell me the
name of Young Ern’s manager?’ he
asked bluntly.

“Why, yes, sir,’”” said the offical.
“You want Mr. Rook, don’t you?

“* Mr. Rook, eh?”’ said Mr. Lawrence.
‘““ Yes, that is the gentleman I wish to
see.”’

“I'm very sorry, sir, but I don’t think
you'll be able to see Mr. Rook jusl
now,” said the official. *‘‘The big fight
is about to begin, and I am certain that
Mr. Rook cannot be disturbed—"’

“ Mr. Rook will be disturbed:” inter-
rupled AMr. Lawrence grimnly. * You
will please take my card to him at once!”

He produced a slip of pasieboard from
his pocket, and hnngcd it to the oflicial.
The latter glanced at it for a moment,
and then, shrugerhg his shoulders. he
turned away.

“ 111 de my best,”” he zaid,.
afraid 1t will be no good.
please wait here, sir?”

Mr. Lawrence nodded, and he paced
up and down while the official  was
away. At last, after five minules had
olapscd, the man returned.

“Well?”' demanded Mr.

shurrly.
‘I you will follow me. sir, T will tuke
you to Mr. Rook at once.'” said the man.
“Mr. Rook will he obliged. however.
if yonu will detain him for as shorl a
speco of time as possible. You will quile
understand that he i« vervy busy just
now.”

“Yes, I understand.” =aid My. Law-
rence. “I will get my business over as
quickly os possible.”

He was taken down several passages
until, at length. ‘he found himself in the
reur of the hall. And then he was
ushered into a little office, where Mr.
Norman Rook was wailing. nol without
feadings of worry; for Mr. Rook knew,
now, that Lawrence had been right.

His father was on the premises. and
his father had come to find out the truth.
Perhaps 1t was just as well, although Mr.

“Bual T'm
Wil vou

Lawrouce

Lawrence could havq chosen a  more
favourable vpportunily.
“You are Mr. Rook?’ demanded

Lawrence’s father,. as he slepped into
the office. '
*“That 1s my name, sir,”” said Mr.
Rock. ““I am very pleaced to meet you,
Mr. Lawrence. I f;ave an idea that you
have come here with the object of——"’

‘““ My object 13 to dizcaver why you

ryr” e

have brought my son {o this place!” in-
terrupted Mr. Lawrence grimly. 1
don’t want any fabrications, sir, and I
don’t want any excuses. Young Evn is
my son—"' | .

‘““ Please keep your temper, Mr. Law-
rence—"'

“T insisl upon an. explanation!” inter-
rupted the other angnly. ‘“ My son is
supposed {o be at school—at St. Frank’s;
in Sussex. Why is he here? Why is he
aboul to meet Kiddy Wel<h in the pro-
fessional prmze ring? It is absolutely
against all my wishes, and I will not
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permil this fight to take place. Do you
understand that, Mr. Rook? Under no
circumstances will I allow my son to
tnect this man Welsh !’

Mr. Rook looked grim.

“T am afraid it is too late for you to
say that now, - sir,”" he exclaimed.
“Young Ern will meet Kiddy Welsh
almost at once. and nolhing you can say
or do will stop the fight. It is too late
for any objection to he made now. Ap-
parenlly you do not appreciate the posi-
tion—"

‘“I know well enough that my son did
not willingly agree to this fight!"” inter-
rupted Mr. Lawrence hotly.: *“He has
becn Lricked into it—or forced into it.
I do not know which. When I came to
the hall I had no suspicion of the aciual
truth, but now thal I do know I have
come to a positive and irrevocable de-
cision., My son. shall not fight Kiddy
Welsh in the ring this evening!”

Mer. Norman looked very gvim.

‘“ Oh, indeed!”’ he exclaimed. “ Tt is
no wish of mine to have a quarrel with
you, Mr. Lawrence, but I can assure
vou (hat this fight will take place—"

‘““ And I say it shall not!” roared Mr.
Lawrence. *' This boy is my son, and
I have a perfect right to take him away
if I wish to do so. I do wish to do so.
I fully inlend taking this course. And,
furthermore, Mr. Rock., I demand an
immediate explanation on your part,
How 18 it that you have got my boy
here? I am convinced that he wounld
n(_;‘tl Imv'e agreed to this of his own free
wil—-"'

“ One moment, Mr. Lawrence!" inter-
rupled the boxing .promoaler. *‘ Since
vou wish to know the truth T shall tell
you, and I rather fancy that it will come
a8 something of a surprise. In the first
place, vour son agreed to this of his
own f{rce will——"'

““] don’t believe you!’ snapped Mr.
Lawrence.

“*You are trying my patience ralher
severely, sir,”” said Mr. Rook grimly.
‘] repeat that your son mﬂ-eed to this
fight of his own free will. He had been
hoping that it would be kept from your
ears. But he feared that you might be
here this evening, and, at first, he
refused to appear in this hall, How-
ever, after due consideration, he decided
to msk it, and there is now nothing Lo
be gained b{ keeping the truth back.
I may as well explain thal your son has
been perfectly frank with me.
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told me the exact truth, and you must
not bo offended, Mr. Lawrence, if I

repeal——'
*““You are at liberly to sa{ exactly
whal you please,” interrupted Mr. Law-

ronce. ‘I insist upon a full explana-
tion. You must realise, Mr. Rook, that
I am1 amazed. I had assumed that my
son was at St. Frank’s school, attend-

|ing to his lessons, and now I discover

him here, about {0 engage in a profes-
sional prize-ight with Kiddy Welsh!
Surely you must see that it is a stag-

gering surprise for me?"’

“I quite agree with you, Mr. Law-
rence, that the whole affair must seem
extraordinary from your point of view,”
said Mr. Rook quietly. ‘‘ However, if
you will only listen for a few moments,
you will understand the [ull position. I
first met your son quite by accident, in
Bannington, which i1s near St. Frank’s.
It was at a small boxing-booth, and your
son had just given a sound thrashing to a
}'Dl!l‘lﬁ fellow who went by the name of
' Lightning Left ' Ned. The proprielor
had offered the sum of twenty pounds
to anybody who could beat Ned within
so many rounds, Well, Young Law-

rrence earned Lhat reward, and I belieye

he sent the money direct to you.”
echoed Myr. Law-

““That is what I believe,”” said Mr.
Rook. ‘' Since then, Lawrence has
fought two contests at Helmford, and he
has been succes:sful in both. He
reccived large sums of money—eighty
pounds in the first instance, and some-
thing over one hundred pounds in the
second. To the best of my knowledge,
the lad sent all this money to you,
although I rather fancy ine did so
anonymously. He did not want you to
know the exact truth. He explained
your position to me—he told me how
you had lost all your money in the crash
of Scarbrooke’s Bank—and ﬁoung Law-
rence was very anxious to help you in
some way; and this was the only
melhod in which he could obtain money.
It is against all his own wishes and
inclinations to appear in the prize-ring,
but he 1s doinF it for your sake, Mr.
Lawrence, and lor your sake only!”

‘‘* Good gracious!’ said My,
rence, staring straight before him.

‘“ To-night your son will receive the
sum of five bundred pounds,’”’ went on

““ Direct to me!”’

I rence, starting.

Law-

Ho has |

Mr. Rook. ‘' You may be quite sure
that this five hundred pounds will be
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sent 1o you at the first opportunity.
Young Lawrence is parlicularly keen,
for I understand that such a sum will
be very useful to you at this particular
time.  But, after all, Mr. Lawrence,
this is none of my business, and I
warned you beforehand that I did not
wish to discuss it. I merely wish to
put the boy right in your cyes. What
Tie is doing he is doing for your sake
only, and not from any motive of his
own. Indecd, he does not care for Lhis
prize-ighting, and he would never do it
for personal gaim. His one and only
object is to-oblain money so that he can
send it {0 you.”

“ UUpon my soul I’’ said Mr. Lawrence
huskily. ‘‘ IYor me—for my sake! And
he will get five hundred pounds!”

““ As a matler of fact, he has already
got it,”’ said Mr. Rook. *‘‘ Ho was pro-
mised that sum whether he won the
fight or whether he lost it. I may as
well tell you, Mr. Lawrence, that I have
wagered somewhat heavily on this fight.
I have received quile remarkable odds,
and while I do not stand to Jose so very
much, I stand {o gain g very great deal
—if your son wins. All the experta are
convinced that Welsh will beat his
opponent within a few rounds, but m
own opinion is quile tho opposite.
know your son to be a marvellous
boxer, and I bhelieve that he will win,
By gad, sir, if he does win he will
receive another lwo hundred from me,
and I shall give it willingly and ﬁ]adly!
And you must allow me lo comp
you most heartily for the manner 1m
which you have trained your boy.””

Ar. Lawrenco was still rather thim-
derstruck.

““You necidn’t *do that, Mr. Rook,”
ho said, shaking his head. *1I cex-

tainly truined Ernest, but his abilily is

natural. I agree with you when you
say Lhat the Jad is a wonder. And he
has been doing (his for my sake! Good
gracious, I might have gunessed! And

to think that I came round here for the

purpose of crealing a disturbance!
apologise, Mr. Rook, and I ftrust that
you will forgive mel”?

he promoter smiled,

“* My dear siv, please say no more
about it,”’ he said. ‘‘* And now I must
ask you lo excuse me, for the fight is
just  aboul 1o commence. Do jyou
intend going back to your seai?’’

**1I do!"’ said Mr. Lawrence, his eyes
shining. T wouldn't miss this contest

iment.
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for all I passess! Fer something tells
me that I shall see my boy _wi’n!gP But
whether e wins or loses, it makes no
difforencd. When the battle is over I
shall rush te him and take his hand,
for he i3 as true as a diel”

Mr. Norman Rook nodded.

“By gad, you're Ttight there:!"’ he
said heartily,

il et

CHAPTER VI
THE BOXING MARVEL,

“ ECONDS out! Time!”

The big audience in the West

End Sparting Club Hall seeme!

to hegve one sigh in unison. It was a

sigh of anticipation—expectation. The

big fight of the evening \was about to
commence, and everything was ready.

Tho referce, in his spotless evening-
dress, stood 1 thoe ring, and Kiddy
Welsh and Ernest Lawrence emerged
from their respective quarters. It was
the cpening moment of the contest.
Everybody n that big hall felt strangely
stirred, but fully ninety-five per cent of
the audience felt rather sorry for the
clean-cut, white-limbed fpgure of
“Young Erm' Tt was assumed by
nearly all.that he would be vanquished.

Tinker, who sat next to me, was
greatly ‘interesied. He had even for-
golten to look once in the direction
where Sexton Blake was sitting; he had
overlooked the fact that his guv'nor was
present.

Handforth and-Co., Pilt, and the rest,
wero leaning forward in their seats,
excited, eager and intense. They, too,
were just a little doubtful. But, at
same lime, they wero filled with a great
hope that Lawrence would be able to
acquit himself well. To be knocked
out in the frst ®r second round would
be disastrous,

“ Oh, he'll do it all right!"’ said De
Valerie. '* He'll put up a decent show,
you mark my words! And if he losecs,
he'll lose honourably. It won’t be a
walk-over for Kiddy Welsh.”

‘T'inker gshook his head. |

“ I'my afraid your man has taken on a
bit more_than he can chew this trip,"” he
remarked. ‘' Why, he’s inches smaller
than Welsh, and lighter, too. He
doesn’t stand a chance. It')l be abso-
lgtcl;i a romp home for the profes-
sional,”’
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“Think so?' I said.
sure !"’ . , L.

Wo did not talk any more, for all our
attention was centred upon the white
light that shone down on.the ring—we
gazed at those two lithe figures who
went forward to face one another iIn
battle.

There was nothing particularly start-
ling about the first round. Like the
first round in nearly all important con-
tosls, 1t . wes a ‘quict, .somewhat tame
affair. The two opponents were
attempling to gauge one anolher’s capa-
bilitiea.  Kiddy %\’clsh was obviously
full of confidence, as he made onc or

“Don’t be too

two tentative thrusts, which were easily.

meant to test his opponentl’s defence.

Lawrence seamed rather clumsy and
slow, and he did not give a good exhibi-
tion. And the effect upon Kiddy Welsh
was quite marked. e went back to
his corner at Lhe end of the round smil-
ing openly. He came to the conclusion
that he was ou a sofl job, and he was
quile convinced that ho could bring the
fight to a conclusion just whenever he
pleased. But, of course, it would be
necessavy to play about with Young
Ern for several rounds, in order to give
the crowd value for their money.

The second round was somewhat more

lively. The combatants cir¢led round
onc another, sparring for openings.
They leapt In and oul, exchanging a

blow now and again, but doing no great
damage.

I gave great attention (o the foot-
work, and it did not take me long to
decide that Lawrence was far cleverer
than his oponent. Towards the end of
the round he was feeling his way better;
he wus gaining confidence, and he did
not giva Welsh a single opportunity of
delivering a really telling thrust.

Thore was not the slightest doubl that

Kiddy Welsh was a glever boxer., He
was swift and dangerous, and it

appearced-to be his method (o atlack all
the time—to fizht continuously, and he
used both his fists with eqnal dexterity.

“ Time "

The second round came {o an end as
unoventfully as the first. From the
spectalors’ point of view the Ffghl, so
far, had been a tame busine:ss. DBut it
is nearly always this wayv. A good few
rounds ﬁave to be fought oul bhefore the
boxers become really grim—before the
actual fighting commences.

" Curiously enough, it was

Lawrence ! thal posilively inspired confidence.

LEE LIBDRARY

who delivered the first - really severe
blow, and everybody had been expect-
ing quite . the opposite.  After being
driven back for a pace or two by a grim
attack on Welsh's part, Lawrence sud-
denly counlered. His action was as
swift as a flash of lightning, and tolally
unexpocted.

Slam ! |

His fist went home with terrific force
on Welsh's neck. It was really a long-
range blow, but it had enormous sting
behind it. Welsh himself was more
amazed than anybody—amazed that
Young Ern should possess such a long.
reach. Ide fell back, so surpriced that
for a second or two he dropped his
guard. ‘

Butl Lawrence did not take advantage
of Lthis, and then Welsh bunched himnself
up and came charging in furiously. It
was his idea to repay that blow wilh
interest.  But somehow he found it
impossible to discover the whercabouls
of Young IErn’s face, and his body
seemed equally inaccessible.

_Every thrust was guarded with an
ease and ¢oolness which quite took the
breath out cf  many of the spectators.
It was a fierce attack, but Lawrence did
not turn a hair. ﬁe_ dealt wilh 1t
calmly, coolly, and with perfect sang-
froid.

For what seemed to be a loug time
the boxers were engaged in a sharp
mix-up. They moved across the ring in
a stirring baitle which set their pulses
Iwating, and which sent a wave of
excitement through the audience.

And then the gong sounded, and ihe
ighters immediately broke away and
went to Lheir own corners. A stirring
round of applause sougded, and I knew
that a great deal of thal applause was
meanl for Lawrence. He was showing
his mettle already: he was revealing to
the Londoners what kind of stufl he.
was made of. And Kiddy Welsh was
1ot smiling quite so confidently now.

** Oh, good!”’ muticred Tinker. “ I'm
blessed if thal chap isn't putiing up a
ripping fight, after all! Ie’s a good
man. Nipper, if you like!”

“ You wait until later on!” I said
confidently. *‘‘ Ho hasn’t surprised any-
body yet, not properly. He'll cause a
sensation hefore long.”

. “Time!” .
There wis something about Law-

rence’s aftilude as he came for\\-aid
3
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one looked al him 1t scemed impossible
that Young Em could be beaten. He
possessed a kind of magnetic porsonality,
and even Kiddy Welsh was affecled.
Inwardly the professional was almost
siartled. He could deal with men ‘who
blustered, and who forced the pace; but
this lithe youngster was different. He
did not seem (o care. He wore the
samo calm expression of quite equana-
mity and confidence, and there was just
a louch of grim relentlessness in his
bearing.

Kiddy Welsh clenched his fisls hard,
and determined to show the speclators
sothething worth seeing in this round.
He was tired of free-and-casy tactics;
he would change his method altogether,
and get to grim business,

In-fighling was not in Welsh's lineg
and now he sirove to give the audience
a sample of something which would be
very spoctacular, and which would
vesult in Welsh receiving a hearty round
of applanse. His plan was to deliver a
sertes of rapid Junges and hooks, leap-
ing in and out constantly, and bewilder-
ing his opponent. _

?Ie succeeded in doing this for a
moment or two, for Lawrence had not
heen quite prepared for the sudden
change of tactics. But then suddenly
Kiddy Welsh discovered that his new
scheme was nol working properly.

Welsh dodged in with a straight left
which would have knocked Lawrence
completely over if that blow had gone
home. Bul the junior was now fairly
on the alert, and the amazing rapidity
with which he dodged the blow iwas a
joy to witness. He gave a sudden swift
cap. crouching low at the same lime,
and it took am 1right beneath the out-
«lreiched arm, and i:a delivered a return
hook which had behind it an enormous
force, '

'This, combined with the surprise at-
tack, proved absolutlely slaggering. ILaw-
rence’s gloved hand landed upon Welsh’s
jaw—which had been left entirely un-
guarded—with such appalling -force that
the professional weunt backwards with a
low, gurgling grunt.

He staggered, and nearly fell, and now

Lthrre was a bewildered expression in his

eyes. He was sluggish for a second, and
did not properly Eé\'a:)p into his guard.
‘Lawrence did not wait—he seized the ad-
vantage which his own atlack had given
him,
Thud!

Smash! Crash!

! ¢lse, he recovered himself in a

27

Threo - powerful body punches hit
Kiddy Welsh in rapid, awful succession.
'The professional went back, utterly at
L.awrence’s mercy. He was dizzy, and
dnzed, quite incapable of defending him-
self during those brief, fleeling seconds.

Ho fell against the ropes—and then,
more by ‘a picce of luck than anything
artial de-

rree. And with something which sounded

| been ihe most welcome note that ha

fiexce, vicious hook at his opponent.
But, of course, it was a wild blow, and

i tke a snarl, he attempted to make a

|Lm\'rcnce had ro difficukty in avoiding il.

He dodged with the greatast of case, and
fetched round a left which struck Welsh
on the cheeck. Then came another ter-
riic swing.

Welsh went swaying from side to side
as (e junior pressed his attack. And he
was absolutély outelassed—and his one
lucid thought was a longing for the gong
to sound. Unless it did sound almost at
once, he would be beaten—beaten by th's
youngster, '

(lang!

The round was at an end, and Kiddy
Welsh staggered back to his corner, ay
nearly scared as be had ever been in his
life. That sound of the gong clang had
ever

come to his ears. And he gritted his

Iteelh a8 he heard the enormous roar of

cheering which arose from the audience.
Theso cheevs were for Young Ern.
*Lawrence was surprising the natives,
with a vengeance. LEyeiybody had [ully
cxpected 10 see him wiped up. And—
inétead of that, hd was doing all the wip-
ing up that seemcd to be necessary. And
Lawrence was now feeling quietly confi-

dent. His experience in the lasl round
had told him that Kiddy Welsh was pot
lo be particularly feared. So long as he
—Lawrence—kept his eyes well open, and
did not relax his guard, he would have
nothing to fear from Welsh’s modes of
attack.

On the oiher hand, I.awrence felt as-
sured ibat he would be able to give his
rival' a great deal of trouble betore the
contest came to an end. A few more
bouts such as had occurred in the pre-
vious round, and Welsh would be done.
But it was not, likely that the professional
would give Lawrence any moro opportun-
ities of that nature. He had been taught a
lesson which he would not speedily forget.

Welsh’s seconds were working with a
will, taking advantage of the bricl
breathing space—uand when :the gong
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sounded . for fho -next
lirm, springy stcp. Hc appeared to he as
fresh as ever, and quile recovered from
the effects of Lawrence's blows,

The noxt three rounds were cxciling,
but not particularly spectacular. Blows
weore exchanged freely, but Lawrvence was
not severely marked. Indeed. Welsh
found it very difficult to deliver his blows
wilh the force he desired. And Lawrence,
for his part, was conlent to let malters
go fairly evenly., Welsh was tiring hum-
self out by his energetic methods—and
the pace of the contest was telling more
upon him than upon Lawrence. The
junior was still as fresh as ever.

But there was one striking difference
which was noticeable Lo all the onlookers,
At furst Welsh had been almosl conlemp-
tuously confident—he had lried to play
with his man. But now his taclics were
totally different. To a large exteni he
limited himself to defence—and when a
man does thal it means that he has Legun
to lose confidence in himself.

During these next few rounds, Errest
I.owrence worked hard—steadily. He
did not actually deliver many blows, but,
on points he was unqueslionably the
betler of the two.

. Ho was doing nearly all the attacking.

and when one of his blows did happen to
o home, there wes no mislake about it.
It went home—hard.

‘* He's wearing him down—slowly, bui

surely "' said De Valerie. *“ That's the
game—and before long we shall sec some-
thing worth looking at. .Theyv can’t keep
on like this until the end of the contest.
There'll be a mix up soon!”

And De Valerie was right.

In the very next round there was some
excitement which stirred the audience
through and through. When the round
-started, bolh boxers entered into the
batllo with tremendous vim, and the
spoctators looked on tensely, hardly dar-
inf to make a8 sound. -

ndeed, the scraping of the combalant's
feet, the thud of the gloves upon bate
limbs, the splutter of the arc lamps—{hese
sounds were audible above all else,

And then, hali-way through the round,
the excitement started. Lawrence sont
home a left hook—a punch which thudded
against Welsh's head, as the latter turned
aside in order to avoid the blow.

But it was a stunning thrusl, neverthe-
less, and Kiddy st.aggcred back for a
moment. Lawrence clesed with him, and

) M , 1'0'111!'-- K_idd_v he succeeded with
walked into the centre of the ring with a | a counter swing.
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iluic-t case in avoiding
There followed a serics
of rapid half-arm punchics—the majerity
o_fbwhich thudded upon Welsh’s chest and
ribs.

To the speclialors these blows d'd not
scem paiticularly forceful—but KXiddy
Welsh apparently thought differently.
IFor he grunted audibly as Lawrence's
fists struck him again and again.

The professional fell inlo a clinch. at-
temnpting to press his opponent’s arms
down,

‘“ Broak avay !’ rapped out the referce,

Welsh loosencd his grip at once, and
stepped out to distance. And as Law-
rence dropped imto his guard, Kiday
made a swift powerful lunge—a eavago
attack, in fact. Before Lawrence knew
il, he was giving ground, backing away
hefore that hail of blows.

But., with amazing skill, he countered,
and not for one second did he lose his
head. His brain was as cool as ever, ard
he was waiting—wailing for an oppor-
tunity to bring this attack to a close.

Welsh was flighting with both hands—
fighting with aﬁ the skill and knowledge
he knew. And he thought he saw a good
opportunity of bringing the fight to a
drumatic finish. He was anxious for it to
finish now, because he had an idea that if
iLF was prolonged, he would get the worst
of it.

And, withoul fully realising Lawrence’s
skill, he made a sudden, nther-liko
attack. But it was hastily planned. acd
met with a fate which Welsh had never
anticipated. '

Instead of backing bLefore the attack,
Eawrence literally smashed through it
giving blow for blow. His right crashed
upon Welsh’s face with a power (hat
brought the professional up with a jerk.

And then, before he could cover, Lavw.
1ence landed two more telling blows on
the body—blowa which drove the cham-
pion back step by step.

It was a change which nobody had ex-
pccted—which had not been anticipated
at that momenl. It sent a tremor through
the audience.

‘“ Oh, good man!”’ muttered Handfcrth,
clenching his fists, and working his arms
uncousciously,  ** That’s the style—now
your lefl—like that——""

““ Steady on, you ass!’’ gasped McClure.
‘* Mind what you're doing with your silly
fists "’ :

“ Hurrah '’ roared Handforth.

IFor Lawrence. was fighting like a fel-
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low possessed.  Weelsl -had given him his
opportunity, and he scized it with both
hands. He smashed into Welsh again
and again, forcing him round tho rving,
and the thud-thud of his blows could be
heard distincetly above all other sounda.

Lawrence was simply taking advantage

of his opponeni’s momentary confusion— |

and it spelt dizaster for the London cham-
pion. -

The pace was terrible—bul Lawrenco
kept it up—and seemungly withoul effort.
Kvery one of his blows weni home, and
Kiddy Welsh was so confused thatr he
could hewdly guard himseelf. It was a
whirlwind—a hurricane.
~ Swift as light, Lawrence feinted with

his left fist, causing Kiddy Welsh to swing
round. And then, puthing every ounce
of strength inlo the punch, the junior
brought his righi fist round with (he
etrength and power of a battering ram.

Crash!

The right went home full on the point
of Welsh’s jaw. The professional wenl
down with a thud, rolled over, attempted
{o rise, and then fell back away. He lay
there like a limp rag, with no sign of
movement.

And now confusion reigned.

The audicnce was on its feet, velling
and shouting. lLawrence stood by pant-
ing heavily from his great excriions—but
quite ready for a2 renewal of the hattle,
if necessary,
{aken.

* Three—four—five—ex——

Kiddy Welsh did nol move—that last
I:low had knocked him out. :

** Nine—out!”’

Fverybody was staggered. The fhight
had come to an cnd so unexpecledly—so
dramatically. Nobody had behieved that
the battle would finish so early as this.
And there was no question of luck about
‘il.  Ernest Lawrence had won because he
deserved to win—becauso he was by far
the better man of the {wo. It had been
the stiffesi. light of his experience.

Tho schoolboy boxer hardly knew any-

vy

And the vount was heing

l

ﬁ

scheme was bcinF
b |
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ing-room—hot, fNustered, and over-
whelnied by the excitement of it all. And
then he found himself face to face with
his father. The sight of Mr. Lawrence
standing there was like a cold douche.
Abruptly—suddenly—Emest. Lawrence
came to himself. .

‘“ Dad !’ be gasped fointly.

* My boy, it was wonderful—posilively
wonderful 1’ exclaimed Mr. Lawrence,
seizing his son’s hand, and grasping it
firmly. **I knew you’d win all along—
bul you acquitted yourself in an amazing
manner!’

Lawrence stared in fresh astonishment.

“ Bul—but dad!” le exclaimed.
** Aren’t—aren’t you cross?”’

““(Cross ¥’ shouted his father. *‘ Good
gracious, Ernest, why on earth should you
think that? 1 am proud of you—more
proud than I can say! Mr. Rook has told
me everything, and I know the absolute
truth.”

“Oh, dad!” said Lawrence happily.
* This is—just splendid!”’ .

And then he looked up, right into his
father’s face.

*“ And—and is everything all night*”
hie whispered.

Mr. Lawrenoe nodded. _

“Yes, my boy—everything
right '’ he replied quietly.

And the junior knew exactiy what he
meant,

18 all
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As for Mr. Smale I'oxe--thal guestion-

‘able gentleman was foiled. Owing to tho

intervention of Nelson Lee, he had been
anable to carry out his project. And the
timo was slipping away—and Mr. Foxe
had been unagle to gain the ends he so
much desired.

But in Mr. Foxe’s cunning mnd, a new
evolved—a scheme,
which, if successful, would mean disgrace
for St. IFrank's.

Tt was a last attempt—a final throw.

\Whether it would succced or not, re-

thing until he found himself in the drees- L mained (o he scen,
THE EXND.

NEXT WEEK!

ON THE TRACK of the SCHEMER!

in this exciting story Mr. Foxe finds himeelf up againet NELSON LEE,
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Start To-day This Grand New Australian Serial!
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AUSTRALIAN TALE OF ADVENTURE BY AN AUSTRALIAN AUTHOR

INTRODUCTION

Jaclk Maxwell and Jim Harding have come
to settle in Australia from the Old- Coun-
try. They go to Cairng, where Jack has
an  uncle, Professor Mazxwell, the

- naturalist and explorer. Hearing that the
professor has been absent in the interior
-for some wmonths, the younyg Englishmen
decide to try and -find him. -They

~ whom they have struck up a friendship.
- Accompanied by Snaplus, a black tracker,
they start oﬁ across the desert until they
come to a dried up water-hole. Here they
find a message from Jack's uncle, direct-
ing them to the. Secret Valley, some of

- the wonders of which you will read m [

the ensuing chapter.

<« (Now _read ons) § T, e

Bunyips and Tail-men.

between the boulders that strewed it,

at something which now .emerged

h from the cover of a bed of rceds

gmwmg in ehallow water aft the point of

a promontory about a mile away. The water

v.as shadowed, and for a little they could

not dlat.lnguw*l what- the thing might be.

“Tt's like a miilwheel,” caid Anson. * It's

roliing . towards _us. T‘nere'.are men - behind
it. Well, I'm hanged!”

The thing had _swened 80 that
it broadside on.

“ A hollow  wheel—like the wheel . of a
squirrel’s cage,” exclaimed Harding—*' with
floats. - And the. eides are fenced. in, as it
were. By Jove, I can see men walkmﬂ' round
‘and round Iﬂ&ld&-—]llﬂt: like squirrels running
in their wheel—and they're driving it -along'
What an amazing conhraptmn' What in the
name of wonder are they going to do?” ..

Snaplus, who had been peermg open-
:meut&:ed supplied_the answer. - °
';“_‘_Thqm fellow black-fellow same dlc\ng o'

they saw

are
joined by Tom Anson, an Australian, with

YING flat upon the ledge, they. peered-

‘in a minute, and we may

|

this fello“ " he announced ““Them felfow

ﬂsh b

- N
And this proved to be true. The wheel
had ceased to move round and now drifted

slowly before the evening breeze that had
gprung up, coming gradually near&r to the
hidden watchers.- From -either side lines were
thrown out between=the openings in the grat
025 of bamboos that took the place- 0{
spokes, and hardly had they been flung than
they were hauled in. agam, each with a s her
fish struggling at its end,

For some ten miniutes the fishing commued
at a fast and furious- rate. Thcn ALson
stirred and pointed.

- D'you see that ripple?” The’ asked
““ What in thunder can be making it?” -

Evidently one of the fishers had spied it
also, for there was a shrill outory, the lines
were drawn im, and a bristle of spears took
their place. The ripple circléd around the
wheel, drawing near it, and of a sudden a
snakelike head attached to a long neck shot
up from the water, and darted like a si‘ear |
at the grating of the wheel.

The spears of the men within Spr‘tng to
meet it, and it whisked back, only to gather
itself togzether and attack again, heaving a
great barrel body and short flat tail haif out
of the water as it leurled itself at the wheel.
- The -thing rocked perilously, as though it
were about to topple over on its side; the
men inside yelled like fiends, and thrust
furiously, while- the creature, its neck pierced
by several wounds, re{:mlc{i once. more, baf-
fled, but nof daunted.

At that the men began their treadmill -
work again with frantic energy. The wheel
rolled forward, straight towards the upper
end of the lake, where was a broad stretch
of shoal covered with reeds.

‘ They're making for the shallow water,
The beggar c:m'b move s0 easily there,”
muttered Maxwell. -** They%l be close to 1us
be seen. The. ques-
tion is what shall we do? ‘Lie low or cut in
and help them? They'll find out we are
here sooner or later, and.it seems to me
that-nwow is a good chance to make fniendfs
by lending a hand?” ,
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7 tth 80, ag greéd’ Hardmﬂ 24
«+ Spo long as we keep our €yes open fo-r
- treachery, it may be the best cour:e,’”’ said
Anson. .
Only Snaplus appea:red doubtful. . i
“ Tliem . fellow bad fellow!” le .srunted.
* Too much fellow spéar belonga them."”
But. the white men disregarded him.
“We'll cut in at the first opening,”” said

Maxwell. .* Aim at the brute’s body. . -We
can't .afford to \'raste Shots. Ah! Here hc
~caomes!"”

The wheel bad reacned the outeu Irm-‘re of
reeds, and checked a little as it took the
-rroumd . The water beast seemed to feel that
its prey would quickly be out of reach. It
ceased itsofutile cireling, and dashed in,
sending the water flying in showers from
powerful flippers that -urned it smaf-hin-g
through the reeds.

The wheel stopped again as the men in-
side |t ceased treadmilling and thrust out
their spears. There was a crash of splinter-
ing bamboo, a fearful yell, -and (e snaky
head flung back, dragging a- swall, sooty- -black
man through the open..nﬂ the battermmram
thrust had made. .

d" Fire!” ecalled, \Ia\well. ..ml lmuself let
rive

The three aIlOta Tang out together; three
bullets thudded into The gllstemn flabby
black body.of the thing, and pelnetr.ated deep
ito its vitals. With a hcarse, snorting beliow,
it dropped its prey. Its head swung to the
woun»dr in its flanks, from which bicod flowed
freely; its flailing ﬂappers beat up spouts of
water "and hqmd mud- aimost to the feet of
its slavera, .as, with a fast ettort, it flung
itself against the wheel. 7
It did not reach it.
~echoed along the rocky canvon, aud the
creatur2 slumped down, writhed its reck
~straight up in the air, then Jet it fall w 1th
a splash, It was dead.

The three men on the l&d"e stood mth
their smoking weapons in their hands, look-
ing down on “%heir work, while Snﬂplvs, lying
Tuil length, peeped over the edge. His Face
was - grey with fear, " At last he had seen
what his people had so often whispered ahout
camp-fires, and, strange to say, he still lived,
though by all roles: .and regulations he should
he dead.

- ‘“ Heap big fellow bunyip!" he whispered.
““ You croak big fellow bunyip!”

Up till then he had regarded the three
whites. with seeret scorn. - They could -not
read tracks that. were plain as print to. his
eyes, and they made a terrible fuss il they
had -to ‘go short of water, while their at-
tempts with the boomerang were pitiful. But
from the moment of slaying the water-beast
he treated them altoge%her differently. As
buu;?p—sla}ers they desery ed the utmost re-
 For a full minute aftc"r the - last:- ceho of
the finai volley had died away. the men in
the wheel seemed too - paral:,sed to stir,
while Maxwell and his companions waited for
them to make the first marve... Then a.black
head poked out through tke opening the bun-

Three more shots

|

‘and aided him to T18e.

F
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vip had made, and two keen eyes stared. un-
blinkingly up at the wondrous strangers who
had saved one of them at least Irom a
dreadful death. N
. Maxwell extended a band and becko-ned
at. which the head was withdrawn. A Dburst
of chattering, then more heads appeared.
A door in the grating was opened; and two
came out, little men, scarcely more than four
feet hﬁ, , Jet black, "and ghining with cil, S0
that they resembled polished ebony .

They wore mothing except a scanty loin-
cloth and belt, from which bung pouch -and
hatchet, the head of the latter made cf the .
same green obsidian that had furnished the -
head of the spear found in the dead tapir.

But it was not these oparticulars that
rivetted the attention of the four aloft.
They had.seen men nearly as small, quite
as black, and certainly quite as oily, time
and again before. But mever in all their
lives had they seem men with tails! Even
the unemotional Snaplus gasped as he saw
these charming appendages wagging un-

‘ashamed.

The. two waded to where the man the bun-
yip had seized lay upon a clump of reeds,
Supporting him, they
moved back to the whael and hoisted him ip.
Then they turned and stared at their: de-
liverers.  Again Maxwebll beckoned, and-very
slowly, like dcws who are uncertain of their

,.welcome, the two splashed to the shore and

came nearer the foot of the trock. There
they halted, staring open-moutbed. - A mere
glance at Sn,aplus sifliced. He was too like
themselves to hold their attention; but their
eyes travelled over- the white mﬂn taking.
in every slightest detail. '-

Behind, the rest of the crew pee-ped and
jahbemed, but did mot leave the shelter of
the .wheel, until, their curiosity sated for the
time, the two beneath the rock turmed and
ran back. They bad made no sign that they
were grateful for the service done them,
neither hrad they shown awe or worship as
Maxwell and the others had half-expected
they would. Only -that dumb staring sug-
sested that such a llappen'ng was at all out
of the wusual run of things in that happy
valley. .-

“1 tell you what a't. as'”, eaxd Ha:rdmg,
‘“ They are- hardly buman at all. They are a
little higher than the apes, but not so very
much., They're survivals from the earlier .
days, and bhaven’t intelligence enﬂu#%ht’?

ha
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puzzles -me is how ithey should have had
brains encugh fo-make that wheel affair.

. % Well, at all events, they don’t seem dm.-
posed. to interfere with us. TUgh! They're
rather beastly!” exclaimed Anson.

- The little blacks had dallen upon the car-
case of the water-beast with stone knives

‘and hatchets, hacking off slabs of the reek- |

~ing flesh and  devouring it eagerly. For
several minutes they fed ke wolves, Then
having satisfied themselves, chopped a num-
ber of larger picges, which they bore o
their strange ciraft. - . Wfoe T BB
- One lJong, final stare, and all got aboard
or into the thing; they begzam to tread, and
away it rolled out into the lake. No sinister
ripple appeared to threaten its progress, and
shortly it had disappelared beyond the. bend.
- “ Well, I'm %hanged!™ oried Maxwell.
4 What a tame ending. I expected that they
would either worship us as gods or attack
us because we were devils. But they treated
us. very much as they would a rock which
hiad happened to fall at the right moment.
They're mnearly animals, and yet their
weapons amnd that treadmill -wheel are the
work of people of some intelligence. 1 can't
betieve that they are made by those little
taited brutes.” ; '
there are other people, a higher

‘“ Per
race, here,”’ suggested Harding. *‘If that
‘were s0—"" . | -

**Oh, it's no use speculating!. Let's get

some sleep, and move away £from here early’

4n the moming,” said Anson. ‘I vote that
wa go along the valley till we can find some
cave where we can lie up in safety till we
find out aM about this place. It’s tco open
bere for my taste.”
- The others agreed, and since Snaplus was
not sleepy, he took the first watch. It was
somewhere about mignight when  he
awakened Maxwell for his turm. '

“ Seen anything?'’ askgd Maxwell, as the
black piled wood on the fire"and snuggled
himself into his blanket beside it.

** Two fellow bunyip,” grunted Snaplus,
and at once fell asleep. = -

Maxwell paced softly to the end of the
ladge, and looked out over the lake., The
mnoon had risen, and the smooth waters,
touched here and there by a faint breeze,
shimmered like pale grey satin. ‘Not {far
nway the even surface was sudden'y broken.
Winat looked like a spray of diamonds shet
into the air and fell splashing. Immediately
after a long, wicked-looking head at the end
of a serpentine neck stabbed up, there was
i commotion, then the creature dived again.
It was one ok the same e&pecies of water
animval or reptile that had attacked the
Hback men’s wheel, -

“ Um! Bathing would be very mixed here-

abouts!’ grunted Maxwell, and fell iuto
thought. .
Though he was no learned bio'ogist, he

could at least make a guess at the condi-
tions which had brought about the strange
survivals in this walley. Ages before, in
the far-away times when Australia was con-

|
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nected with the mainland of Asia by what
is now a string of & thousand islands, the
valley had been cohnected with the onter
world, - “ S
The - creatures of .the time, the strange
re:[i%iwl-e-s, the semi-human ancestors of man, -
had gone freely in and out. Then came some
vast: convulsion o terrible earthquake per-
haps, which had closed the valley, so that
none but winged things could eseape.
After that other charmzes occurred in the
outer world. - The forests that had perhaps
once clothed the country round died off,
probably because the earthquake - had .
diverted tlie streams that once watered it. -
Most likely they had gone underground;
some certainly fed the lake in thé valley.
The country became deset. The animals
that had roamed there died for lack of
food, or migrated. Only in the valley itcelf
did things remain as they had been. 2
Watered by the drainage of the high
grommd all round it, sheltered from invasion
by the desert, animals and vegetation altered .
very slowly, H at all. Doubtless many
species had died out, but those that re-—
matned differed very little from their far-
offi ancestors, because the conditions under
‘which they lived had changed but slightly.
. So it came about that the valley held a
nhumber of creatures that had been extinet
in, the outer wonld for many thousands of -
years. Maxwell shivered a little as h> re-
flected that the way out would be exceed-
ingly difficult evem # it were not impos-
sible. Then it ocourred to him that the in-
habitants of the wvalley had not wished to
leave. Why should they? ' .
But he and his friends were neither animals
nor animal-men. They had brain and know-
ledge. Assuredly they would find a way. He
began dream about balloons, ladders,
water-bags of apimal hides; and how, if
they could only find the means of tramsport,
the bones -of some of these creatures alone
would be a rich harvest :
A faint noise from the eliff behind him in-
terrupted the building of theze cloud castles.
He awoke to realities, and -gripped Anson’s

gun., Somethinz was coming down the
rocks. o SRR '

| (To be continued.)
— — '
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