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A Tale of School Life.

but on this occasion they had surpassed
themselves, and for the first half-hour
the Melthorpe players simply had not
had a look in. The third Clavering
goal had caused faces to lengthen
among the Melthorpe lads; while the
Town supporters, of whom a good
many were gathered round the field,
gleefully anticipated a sweeping vic-
tory.

The Town players were mdstly bigger
and older fellows than the school
eleven, and only one master was play-
ing for Melthorpe—Mr. Gilbert, the
master of the Fifth. A handsome
young athlete, with a somewhat grave
face and scrious eyes, was Arthur Gil-
bert. He was very popular in his
Form, and his prowess in the football
field caused him to be looked up to by
all Melthorpe. He was captaining the
school team, in the absence of Clare,
the football captain—who, for some
reason known only to-himself, had not
turned up for the match—and Le was
doing it well,

More than once had the young mase
ter’s splendid play stemmed the tide of
defeat and baffled the efforts of the
Townsmen, and all the spectators
realised clearly that but for Arthur
Gilbert the score against the school
would have been much heavier. But it
was still heavy enough, and the Mel-
thorpe lads looked anxiously to Arthur
Gilbert to retrieve the fortunes of the
day.

And when, just before half-time, the
first goal for the school was kicked by
the master of the Fifth, the cheering
was loud and prolonged. Luck had
changed at last, and Melthorpe were no
longer fighting a wholly losing battle.

Goal 12

“ Well kicked, sir!”

CHAPTER 1, “ Bravo, Mr. G}ilhor?!"
: ¢ Good old Arthur!’
4 = Th? Focthbavl‘l !Vlaptych. The last shout came from an enthusiastic Fifth Former, and
ELL kicked, sir—well kicked! : it brought a good-natured smile to the master’s face.

Right between the posts the leather whizzed, Clavering 3, Melthorpe 1, the score read when the whistle
missing by inches the goalkeeper’s frantic clutch, went and the teams strolled off the ficld for the brief interval.
.. and lodging fairly in the net. And from the eager, “ Giood old Arthur !’ said Redmayne, of the Fifth, gleefully.
veatehing crowd came a burst of cheering. €1 told you he would pull the game out of the fire, didn’t I,

o wonder. the boys of Melthorpe were delighted. It was  Norroys?’ :
e upon half-time, and this was the first goal scored for the “ He hasn't done it yet,” said Norroys. ‘ The Townies are
wol, while their opponents, Clavering Town, had three to  thyeo to one, remember,”’ . 3
ir credit. “ Wait till Arthur fairly gets to work,” said Redmayne,

Clavering Town usually sent a strong team into the field, with a confident nod. “He will give ’em socks! But
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v;]o*\dei' wﬁy Clare dldnt turn up for the match? He can’t be
i

e was loolung pretiy seedy this morning, when I saw
him,”* said Norroys. < But I should have espected blm hele
t see the match. He isn’t: about, though.l

- And he ¢ast his eye over the mmgled crowd of schoolboys
mld townsmen and idlers who were thronged round the ropes.

“Hallo! What’s that brute doing here, I wonder?” he mut- .

tcxed :

 His glance had fallen upon a stont, red- faccd man, dressed
_in loud check clothes, with a silk hat worn at a rakish angle.
“ He had a little book in bis hand, and seemed to be making
mental ealculauom ;

“ Who 15 it?’ asked Redmayne carelessly.

Don t vou know him? It's Green, the bookmaker. He's

p to no gnod you can be sare of that. A lot of interest he

in footer 7 caid Norroys contemptuouasly, ‘1 saw Imn
day, talking to Clare, and—"

. into. th 1d interr upted the

. attention to the

e Sixth Former, who played inside right for
ancied he would captain the team when
: up, I believe.
EariE o
“And hes ‘been more than a bit of a slacker; too,”
Redmayne;  he hasn't put any heart into the game.”
" Tho tccond half commenced; the school kicking off, and fol-
Jowing up the kick-off with a fine attack. Mr. Gﬂbert had ‘rne
ball, and he dribbled if through the Town halves in fine style,
- and the eyes of the Melthorpians followed him cagerly, But
i+ Town back robbed him of the leather and sent it to nnd--
field, and ten minutes of lively play fol‘ov»éd Wlthout either
side gaining any advantage.

said

Then the supesior st rength of the Townsmen began to tell,

_ and the school side were driven slowly but s ely back, till a
le was taping right in front of the Emm goal. Once
Fite the Townies drove the ball in, but each time the
goahe saved, and then a school back sent it ou y Selby.

" The bmth TRormer was away with it in a moment, eluding a
couple of Townies, and the whole forward line of Melthorpe
~ raced up the feld, followed by a cheer fram their supporters.
Selby still had the ball, but the Town backs were rushing upon
him, and a shade of anmetv crossed Mr. Gilbert’s face.

Y Ta me—to me ! he cried.

Qolnv s lips set obstinately. e was, as Norroys had keenly
gue«uu ‘annoyed at having to play second fiddle fo the master
of the Eifth, “for he had confidently counted upon cap taining
am m {lare’ 5 absence. " goal would have been certain

ssed to Mr. Gilbert, but he did not da so. Even
words were on ,Arthm{ anelt’ s lips the Sixth

: eep—dxawn bma*h from
at his chum Wuh a ' fe

= The game Wwas
sone. Whatever Arthur Gilbers tho
_ clfishuess he said nothing, Selby we
his failure to score.

Presently the school forwards gos
dering cheer followed 2 s:uCCtbeU} ki
of the Fifth,

“ What did T tell yout” ohachledB
ahouted with all the force’ of his lungs
’wexu two up now. n
The- team £ buc Kec

% X nE
annovei byk

e gmd a thun-
1 by the master

And then he
1d Arvthwr V]
cgan to look a

were
%oahe ptmed eqaal 10 hxs Lrust,; aud he

ownsmen sent in. Then the game sur
and the school w v alme

nudﬁeid

them,
pla yecl

» Gilbert

dby to take it. There was a br
came down, and a minute later it s
- the goa”i;eeper s head and lodged in the n
< Hurrah—hurrah 1 roared all ! Ielmolpe._
goal | Hurrah—hurrah 2

~ Reymayne tossed hig cap hxgh mto 1}1‘ air, ca
it ever returned fo him. : :

Y Goal poal—

eless whether

Every Saturday, ld.

you talkmg abQut e

s Ly Sadnllveviehak arod by
7 don’s belbv Took sullsv 7% he muttmfzd, with ? ¢ & i

He looked cross from the

: puaz}e

’and ’fxoyn ihﬂ :
* the right, and saw thau Selby wasd a}cadv to receive the ball
i t

ihe touch:

“almost delitious.

2o

had equahsed and the seecnd half was yet young. They w ere
playing up like Trojans, and their captain was a host in him-
self. Tt certainly looked as if the Townsmen would leave the
field defeated. Bub the Townies looked grim as they lined
uptag'un. They meant to make a dospemte fight fﬁ*‘ ¥ h{'\rv
yet.

“Go it wy chicks!
licked! ¥ou can’t come it over Arty !

< Hang him,” muttered a goarse, “thick volce behind Red-
mayne—" hanc7 him >

The Fifth Former turned his head, an5} saw the loudly-
dressed gentleman, with the rakish hat at his eibow T
Green was not looking af im, however, nor had his
been addressed to ‘anyhody T he Bos
staring atithe master cf
Irom amla e.

grmned Renm%’yne. “(Go in and get
!

artmular

The bookmalker wwled a* hlm bu
< Whom do you waub hingLﬁ

ou tatking
& “The pig's beenin aking his dirty i‘)“w on the Eame,
Nc;rroys- “he’s ked the ’10wn thatls wh

with him. Green, old son, you're going to lose \le.
and serye you ]ollv well right 1?2

The bookmaker was about to make an angry refors,
checked himself. He was in the middle of a Me
crowd, and it was not quite safe. The Melthorpiaxn
EOt have necded much inducement to wipe up the zround ssnn

in

““No offence,” he said, wxfh unwonted civiiity.
g6t a splendid player there.”

“ Rather!” said Redmayne, somewhat mollified. - “He's a5
good as an International any day in the week, and doni _you
forget it1”?

“ I believe I've scen him hefore somewhere,” said th hook-
maker, staring at Arthur Gilbert, whom the play bhad now.
brought very near to the side of ‘the field where M. Green
stood. “Is he a mgster ak Melthorpe"”

“He s master of the Fifth,”’ said Redmayne.
Imm he added, with due 1mpres'=ivene=s.

“ And what mmht his name be?”

But a keen bit of play was absorbing Redma
he did not rveply.

The Town were attacking the school goal, and the etmggle
was hard and fast. It ended in the ball suddenly shooting
out of a press of players, like a pip from an orange, n"bt m*@
the net. Redmayne’s face lengtheneu. :

“Hallo! There’s four up for ;
M Gwen chuckled

= ‘,’ou’ V6

“Pm in hig

ne now; a'*)d

as equal again,
sides were determined that tho g 9
draw, but to which side victory would¥finally incline was a
Redmayne remained confident in his hero. :
“Leave it to Arty,” he said. - ¢ Arty will give 'em socks !’
And, indeed, the Melthorpe captain was puttmcr all he had
in hitn into the struggale for vietory. . The school forwards
came on with the ball, passing splendidly one to another, till
Mr. Gilbert got away “with it and raced straight for the goal.
But a full-back was in his path. - He gaye a hasty glance to :

FHo raced on, dribbl
him. and then passed ou
only the custodian to op!
until the last moment was |
"Whiz went in the ball, an
ates,

“Phe’ cheer that followed dtow,ed ths
whistle. =

The match was ended, and the schaol had won the na;dcsb
fought. battle of their expevien

In the midst of the b@okmakel 'stxouo

unnoticed, his brow black - B
Creen had counted conﬁ&ently upon the
. victory ‘of the school meant
is pocket.  But nobody had a
freen.  Melthorpe had won, a
't that they owed the vie -
- a hurrahmg crowd, and the lion’ s share Gf the hﬁermg,
mts gnen to the master o%e t eil‘zf%h

hrxll phocp of the

from the feld,
Mro
and
out
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CHAPTER 2.
The Fifth Form WMaster.

thorpe, sat in his study. The defeated football team
had departed, and the enthusiasm of the Melthorpians
had abated a httloﬁthou"h some e\mtcd and jubilant
ifth Formers were still Leepmg it up.” An occasional
shout from the quadrangle reached Mr. Gilbert’s ears as he
gab in the qvuot rcom:

The excitement of the match, the keen enjoyment of the
game he loved, had brought a boyish brightness into the
young master’s face while he was in the football field ; but
tow that he was alone his expression was serious enmmh
He bad @ book in his hand, but he was not reading. e
slanced occasionally at the clock. Sometimes a little wrinkle
of thought appeared upon his brow. There came a tap at
the door of the master's study.

Cowme in!” called out Mr. Gilbert, in his elear tones.

The door was opened somewhat tunidly, and an athletic
voung fellow made his appearance. It was Clare, the foot-
ball capiam \\ho~0 unaccountable absence at the match had
ted to Mr. Gilbert taking his place as centre-forward and
captain, He- looked tlwcl dusty, and depressed. His eyes
met the master’s only for a moment, and then dropped. Mr.
{xilbert did not appear to notice it. &

¢ Redmayne said you wished to see me as scon as I came
i, " said Clare.

“Yes, I asked Re'dmayne to tell you,” said Mr. Gilbert.
¢ Sit down, Clare; you look tired.”

Clare sat down.

“I am tired,” he said. “I had a long spin, and had a
'xhtme the other side of Repley Wood. T had to walk my
wachine home, and that is how I came to miss the match.””

Me. Gilberts keen grey eyes were upon his face, but the
captain did not meet them.

“That was what I wanted to see you about, Clarve. Every-
cne was surprised when you did not appear with the team,
1 the fact has excited a great deal of comment. Wasn’t
it tather reckless to go ou a long cycle ride just before the
mateh?

Clare coloured a little.

[ suppose it was,”’

ARTHUR GILBERT, master of the Fifth Form at Mels

he said. “Of courze, one couldn't
toresee the puncture. And I hadn’t my outfit with nie.”
* How unfortunate,” said Mr. Gilbert.

“But I wasn’t much loss, as it turns out, sir,” said Clare
agerly. I have been feeling seedy for the past few days,
and I doubt if I should have put up a very good game. And
ou_ filled my place splendidly, sir.

“Well, we succeeded in keeping our end up,” said Mr.
Gilbert. “ But it was a hard- fought contest, and we missed
vou sorely, Clare. Melthorpe mlght have been beaten

zough your absence, and - that would have been very
kward., The team cannot be expected to be satisfied with
a captain who dees not appear to lead them to the fight.”

_C"Iare coloured more deeply.

“I think I know what you mean, sir.
should have been asked (o resign?’

1t is quite possible.”

Clare hesitated a few moments, more than once opening
113 lips and closing them again. It was evident that he had
omething to say, and did not quite know how to say if.
Gilbert waited for him to speak.

T shouldn’t be wholly unwilling to. resign, sir, if you
ht it advisable.” blurted out Clare at last, his face very
¢ It might be for the good of the school for me to mako
vay fora borter man—Selby, for instance.”

Mr, Gilbert looked at him steadily.

“1 den't regard Snlbv as a better man, either in fco(l\all
or in other respects,” > he said. “And I am far from counsel-
your resignation, Clare. I think you are fitted for the
post you hold if you make up your mind to stick fo it and
do vour duty. That is the poinf, not Jfo allow other interests
to come between you and your duty.”’

(lale looked quickly at the master.

“1 hope I shall always try to do my duty, sir,”
tered uneasily.

I hope you will,” said Mr. Gilbert. ‘ And your first duty
is to see that the Melthorpe first eleven gets a good record
of victories this season. I do not wish to pry into “your

serrets, Clare—{I should be the last to do that—but I can-
hu* help remarking that during the past few weeks you have
of been quite xombelf Tt has been my aim to make myself
trusted by all ‘the boys of my Form. If any one of fhem
were in dlfﬁcultle:, 1 should like him to come to me, as to
an elder brother.’

Mz, Gilbert’s voice was singularly soft and winning when
he chose. There were few who could have resisted his appeal.
But Clare did not speak. The master of the Fifth waited a
few moments, then he sighed.

“Very well, Clare,” he said;

NEXT SATURDAY:

If we: had lost I

HE oS

ke mut-

“I take it that you have

* COLONEL SILYERSHOT,”
A Tale of Dr, Nevada,
ihe Famous Detective s

“The Marvel”—Every Wednesday, id. 3

rothing to tell me, and if that is so I am glad. T need not
repeat my advice to you. You have attained an honourable
position. Although you are only in the Fifth, you are foot-
ball captain of Melthorpe, and your e\ample influences a
large number of your schoolfellows. You must always bear
that in mind. And now you may go, for I see you are
fatigued.” <
Clare rose.

“T sha’n’t forget what you have said to me, sir,”’ he said.
And he quitted the room.

Mzr. Gilbert shook his head sadly.

“What is the secrct there?’ he muttered. *“ What is

wrong with Clare, who used to be the frankest and brightest
lad in the Form? Why did he miss the match to- dayV The
puncture was an excuse to account for his absence, not the
cause of it. Why is he willing to resign his post, which so
many others are eager to fill? I must see into this; and,
il anything is indeed wrong, I will save hlm from the down-
marcl path “which has led others to ruin.” And a dark shade
crossed the master’s face.

He left his study, and made his way towards the head-
master’s quarters, a shade of thought blxll upon his brow.
it was chased away by a smile as a voice fell upon his
ears, coming from the open door of a Fifth Form study.

o told you th at Arthur would do it, kid”—it was Red-
mayne’s voige—* and he did it, did Arty. Good old Art.
that's what I say!

Mr. Gilbert tapped at the door.

“(Come in, fathead!” called out Redmayne chemfullv

Mzr. Gilbert walked in. Redmayne looked inclined to fall
thlough the floor when he saw who the visitor was.

‘I—I beg your pardon, sir,”’ he stammered; “I didn’t
know it was you!” :

‘\/Ir Gilbert concealed a smile.

““ No, I suppose you did not,” he said drily.

Norroys was grinning hugelv but Redma;no was scarlet.
He recovered hlmself howew as he saw that his Form-
master did not look angry.

“Tm very sorry, sir,” he said in his frank
thought it was one of the fellows.”

\Jr Gilbert nodded.

< I want to speak to you, Redmayne,” he said. “On the
football ground to-day I noticed that you were talliing with
a certain bad character from Claweruw 5

Redmayne flushed again.

‘Do you mean Green the bookmalker, sir?” he exclaimed.

“Yes. Of course, I do not mean to 1mply that there was
any harm in it,”’ said the mastor of the Fifth quickly. * You
pmbxblx oxchan‘md only a few casual words with him. But
I want you to understand that that man is barred; that it
is forbidden to any of the bovs of Melthorpe to hold any
communication with him. He is a bad man, and I have
roason to believe that he wishes to establish a connection
with some of the Upper Form boys here, for his own profit.
A few terms ago a lad in the Sixth was expelled for betting
on horseracing. An acquaintance, commencod in the most
harmless way, may lead to disaster. You will bear that in
mind, Redmayne?”’

The Form-master’s tone was kind and gentle.

“Yes, sir,” said Redmayne; ‘““but—but I don’t like you
to think that T could ever have anything to do with such
a howling outsider as that fellow. I just ~pol\e a few words
to him. He was growling because we were beating the
Town.””

“Oh, he was, was he?® said Me. Gilbert, with a look of
interest. He turned to go. ‘ That’s all I wished to say,
Redmayne. If my warning was unnecessary, so much the

better.”
The chums of the Fifth looked

ways S

\ery

And he quitted the atud§
at each other.

“Keen, ain’t he?” said Redmayne. “ And he must have
heard me talking about him as he came in, but he never
sald aunything,”

“He wouldn’t take any mnotice of anything accidentally
overheard,” remarked Norroys. ““That wouldn’t be like
him. All the same, you’d better be careful he’s out of hear-
ing wlien you call him Arty, Reddy, old chap.”

Redmayne grinned.

“He’s down on the bookie,
He paused reflectively.

Norroys looked at him,

“Vou wonder what, Reddy?”

“Why, you Lnow about Clare meeting the bookmaker,”
said Redmayne. ‘‘You saw him, didn’t you?”’

Norroys nodded.

“T wonder what Mr. Gilbert would say if he knew that!
1 %avl do you think Clare can be mixed up with that rotter
at all?

“Shouldn’s
head.

93
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he said.  “I wonder——

think so0,” said Norroys, with a shake of ths
“Clarbs too decent to get into anything like that,

N “PLUCK.” 1™
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¥ fancy. But Mr. Gilbert certainly seems to have the idea
in his head that Green means some kind of mischief.”

While the chums of the Fifth discussed the problem, Mr.
Gilbert had gone on his way to the dootor’s study. In
response to his tap the deep voice of Dr, Talbot bade him
enter. The doctor was seated at his desk, a pen in his
hand. He laid it down as the Form-master came in, and
nodded to a chair. A grave, kindly face had Dr. Talbot,
and his hair, which was plentifully streaked with white, made
him look older than he really was. At present there was a
worried wrinkle in his broad brow. He looked at Mr. Gilbert
over his gold-rimmed pince-nez.

“A rather unpleasant matter has been brought to my
notice, Mr. Gilbert,”” he said; ‘‘it refers to a boy in your
Form. You are aware that for the past few weeks a dis-
reputable character has located himself in Clavering—a
bookmaker named Green.”

“T am aware of it, sir.”

“ Squire Laverock called upon me to-day. As a governor
of Melthorpe, he considered it his duty to call my attention
to the fact that this bookmaker was seen to meet a Melthorpe
lad. The meeting was not=a chance one, but evidently a
rendezvous, at the old barn in Acre Field, and, from the
description of the boy, I am afraid that it is Clare of your
Form, Mr. Gilbert.”

Arthur Gilbert drew a quick, deep breath. ;

“I have been afraid of something of the kind, sir,” he
said, in a low voice. “ My attention has been drawn to
Clare lately. But—"

He paused, and Dr. Talbot locked at him Inquiringly.

I shall, of course, see into this matter,”” said Mr. Gilbert;
“but I trust that 1t is not your wish to be severe with the
unhappy lad. Clare is one of my best boys, but he is un-
fortunately of a carcless, generous disposition which makes
him an easy prey to the designing. I have not the slightest
doubt that, at the worst, he will prove to have heen more
sinned against than sinning.”

“T am far from wishing to be severe, Mr. Gilbert,” said
the doctor sadly. ‘“Once, many years ago, I was severe with
a culprit, one who had every right to expect mercy at my
hands; but I have been terribly punished.”

Mr. Gilbert’s face was disturbed for a moment by some
emotion. :

“TIndeed, sir?”’ he said, in a quiet voice.

The doctor’s eyes were moist. A dark and painful memory
was stirring in his mind.

Although Mr. Gilbert had been little more than a year at
Melthorpe, a deep and sincers regard had grown up in the
doctor’s breast towards the young man.

In Arthur Gilbert, grave beyond his years, yet with a
boyish and healthy love of athletic sports, the doector reposed
more trust than in any other master at Melthorpe. More
than once in speaking to Mr. Gilbert he had alluded to the
sorrow that had shadowed his life for many a long year, but
never definitely,

““You have been some time at Melthorpe,” he remarked.
“You have doubtless heard something of the story. You
know that T had a son?”

‘I have been told so, sir.”’

“Cyril was my only boy, and he was led away by evil
associates—men like this Green,” the doctor said, with a
sigh. ““Of course, he was to blame, but not so much as T
deemed at the time. 1 was hard—very hard; but I was
angered that he should have brought shame upon a name
that was never sullied before.  Of what he was guilty I need
not say; but I drove him harshly away, and he took me at
my word, and aever returned.”

“You wished him to return?’”’

“When my anger had died, I would have been glad to sce
him,” said the doctor. ‘I realised then that a father’s duty
was to reform, not to condemn. But it was too late. My
boy died abroad.”?

“He died?” :

“ Yes; the information I received was almost certain, and

ot :

his silence all these years confirms it. Cyril Talbot is dead.”
The doctor bowed his head for a moment. Mr, Gilbert sat
silent.
“ You will understand, then,”” went on the doctor, “why I

wish to be as merciful as possible to this erring lad. I want
to save him from his folly if possible, and only in an extreme
case shall T resort to expelling him. The matter, therefore,
had better be left in your hands, and need not come offi
to my notice at all.”

“T hope I shall be able to justify your faith in me, sir,”
said Mr. Gilbert rising.

“T have no doubt of it,”” said Dr., Talbot cordially.

There was a strange expression upon Arthur Gilbert’s
as he quitted the study. He paused once in the hall,
shock his head, as if dismissing & thought that had come to
iim,

cially
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CHAPTER 3.
An Unexpected Discoverys
L SAY, it looks like rain, Reddy,” said Norroys, looking
out of the window of the study shared by the chums of
the Fifth.
“Let it,”’ said Redmayne.
little wet, I suppose?’

¢ Oh, no! I’'m ready if you are!”’

“Then come along, and don’t croak.” -

Both Redmayne and Norroys cherished the hope of getting
into the first eleven, and they were working hard of late to
get themselves fit. They were about to set out on a good
long sprint after school, when Norroys drew attention to the
threatening state of the sky.

“ Hallo, there’s Clare going out!”” he added, as the stalwart
form of the football captain was seen crossing towards the
big bronze gates. ‘‘ Wonder where he’s off to? He ought to
‘be at practice now.”’

The Fifth-Formers were soon in their running-clothes, and
they left the sdhool and started off at a swinging trot in the
direction of Repley Wood.

The sky which had been overcast when they started, grew
blacker, and a few drops of rain fell. Redmayne gave a
discontented growl.

“ Hang it all, we shall be soaked!”

“ What did I tell you?’ replied his chum.

“Oh, rats! Don’t start being a Job's comferter.
here, it’s going to pour.”’

1t locks like it.”

The two lads paused. They were now about a mile from
the school, and there was no shelter close at hand.

‘“ Better keep on and get into the wood,”
Norroys.

“That’s better than nothing, T suppose,” grunted Red-
mayne. ‘‘Come on!” They started off again, the rain
falling faster and thicker, and suddenly Redmayne uttered
an exclamation: “Ah, T have it!”’ :

“ What??

“There’s the old barn in the Acre Field, over yonder
be.hixzsl the willows; we can get shelter there until this blows
over. :

“Right-ho! T never thought of that !’

*“ We can cut across this field,” said Redmayne

And he vaulted over a fence and led the way. Norroys fol-
lowed, glad of a chance to get out of the rain, which now
threatened to became a regular downpour.

In a few minutes they reached the cld barn.

It was a musty, old, half-ruined building, sometimes used
as a shelter for cattle, but now quite deserted. The door was
gone, and the window looked like an eyeless socket. The
fleor was all mud and puddles, and the rain dashed in with
the wind at the many apertures.

Norroys shivered.

*“ What a beastly hole!”

 There’s a loft up there,” said Redmayne, pointing to a
rickety ladder in one corner. ‘‘That will be a bit more
comfy, I fancy.”

They ascended the ladder cautiously, for it was in the last
stage of dilapidation. The loft was dry and sheltered from
the wind, though dark and chilly. But the boys were glad of
the shelter, for the rain was now descending in torrents.

Redmayne looked out gloomily upon the falling rain from
2 gap in the wall

For a good half-hour it poured down, and then the sun
si?owed through a rift in the clouds, with a far from cheerful °
gleam.

f The rain slackened, and Redmayne gave a grunt of satis-
action.

““We shall be able to get out soon, Norroys.”

“I hope s0,” said Norroys, who was going through
exercises with imaginary dumb-bells to keep himself warm.
“Tm about sick of this. Whdt an obstinate mule you were
to come out and get caught in it!”

*“ Oh, rats to you!” said Redmayne politely.

He gave a sudden start.

*“Hallo, we’re going to have company i

“What do you mean?’ asked Norroys, joining him
gap in the wall wherc a plank had fallen away.

“Took there!”

“ Selby I” ejaculated Norroys, in wonder.

A figure was running swiftly towards the barn, and both
the boys recognised the prefect at omce. He stopped and
turned his head, with a rapid glance over his shoulder, and
then ran on again towards the barn. His aection filled the
two boys with amazement. The rain had now quite ceased,
and why the prefect should hurry into the barn in that
manner was a puzzle.

The chums, silent with astonishment, heard the Sixth
Former moving below. Then Redmayne gripped Norroys’
arm suddenly, and pointed. Two figures had appeared from
beyond a row of drenched willows, coming from diffevent

IN ““DIURK” |

““You aren’t afraid of a

Took

suggested

at the

EYES OF THE WORLD,”
A True Life :ito:'y

p 0 2 P,




Buy “The Union JecK”—Every Friday, ld.

Claps’s eyes blazed.

cracik lilke a pistol-shot, and the prefect reeled under the blow.

¥is hand shot out, and the open palm smote Selby upon the cheek withh a |

(See page 13.) {

ctions, but both evidently heading for the barn. One
Tv. Green, the beokmalker, the other Clare, the football

tain of Melthorpe College. As Redmayne sighted them,

hbookm&ker caught sight of Clare, and waved his hand

o him. .

Then both came on towards the barn. The prefeet below

was quite silent now.. °

What's the game?’ said Norroys, in a
Redmayne’s brow was dark.

“Tt’s plain enough,” he answered, in the same tone.

“ (lare is meeting the bookmalker again, and this barn i$

rendezvous. That’s where he was going when we saw

1 leave the school; but the rain has delayed him. He's

cr shelter somewhere.”

s rotten of him, you. know.

t i bounder,” muttered Norroys.

Selby’s little game, then?”

TLoooks as if he was spying on Clare.”
“Think he would do that?”’ ‘
“Well, it looks like it. - I imagine he's got an inkling of

Clare’s hittle games, and has eonie here to make sure.”
< Of course, it’s his duty as a prefect to look into anything

of that kind.’’

“ Byt not to play the spy,” said Redmayne, in disgust.

“ And, by Jupiter, that’s what I believe he intends doing'!
“ What the dickens are we to do, Reddy?”

¢ Goodness knows! If we make a row, it may get Clare

o troable, and we don’t want that. He's doing wrong, of

se; but we don’t want to give him away. We mustn’t let

by know we are here. He’d never forgive us for seeing
him play the spy, and he’d be all the more down on Clare.”
Had not the chums seen Selby enter the barn, they would
never have guessed that anyone was in the apartment below,
for the prefect was perfectly silent. Clars and Green met at
the barn, and stopped. They did not enter it. As chance
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would have it; they stopped just below the gap at which Red.

mayne and Norroys stood, in the loft. They were ouf of

sight now, but their voices were plainly to be heard.

““T was near kept away by that blessed rain,”’ said Green's
volee. “T see you've got wet, Master Clare.”

“ Tt does not matter. I got under a tree, but it wasn't
much” use. I'm glad I didn’t miss you here. I had your
note.

“ Well, what are you going to do about it, Master Clare
There was a long pause. .
Redmayne and Norroys leoked at ecach other in an éx-

tremely uncomfortable way.

The last thing they desired was to play the eavesdropper;
but they seemed to have no choice in the matter. They had
stepped back from the gap, but the speakers were still only a
few yards away, and, believing themselves to be alone, had
taken no eare to moderate their voices.

The chums could not escape from their unpleasant position
without betraying themselves to Selby—a course from which
they maturally shrank.

While they hesitated, not knowing exactly what to do, the
voice of the football captain was heard replying to the book-
maker. .

“ What am I going to do about it, Green?”

“Yes, that's the gquestion I asked, Master Clare.”

“1 don’t know what you mean.”

“Don’t you? Then T'll explain, Mr. Blooming Innocent !”
sneered the bookmaker. “1 had ten quid on the match
yo(.sterday, trusting to you. Where is that ten guid now?”

.1 suppose yon loshiie

“Yes, I suppose 50, said the other sarvcastically “As T
laid agin the college, and the college won, I suppose so,
Master Clare.”?

“Well, that wasn’t my fault,
match, as I promized.”

s
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The chums of the Fifth caught their breath. Here was a
1emlatlon with a vengeance.
© Wasn’t .your fault?’ growled the bookmaker.  Yes,
for you distinctly Ied me to believe that your swndmg
out of the match would give the game to the 'lmvm In-
stead of .which, a chap plays in your place who is worth two

uf you any day. :
Cllbmt would plu\ it

¢TI couldn’t foresee that Mr.

lov(rht Selby would take my place.”

“Gilbert! Ts that his name? Now, Master Clare, I ach«l
you to lose that game in settlement of the 51\ quid you owed
e, I'd have taken that in full satxsfac“ion

T told you I couldn’t do it.”’

£ Oh, yes, you could, if you liked! Why, what was vour
ding out of the game, except a roundabout way of doing

ji

(lare gave & groan,

1 suppose it “’(LS.

“You =upposo' snarled the bookmaker. ““You know it

as.  But you've made a mess of it, and the school won after
.-,aH. and I’m ten quid out of pocket.

* Weil, what do you want me 1o do?"’ said Clare we
Im getting about sick of this. I wish I had never
‘()ﬂ

'[ he bookmalker chuckled.

“Pay me up my cash, my boy, and you will see the last of
ine as soon as you hke

* You know I can’ ‘% do it, or I'd have doue it long ago.’

*“Then, if you can’t pay, you must make the debt g od

“\\'hat do you want?”’

Melfhmpe play St. Mona’s next week. It's a big match,
and there is a lot of interest taken in it. The achool nas a
vood football reputation, and I can find plenty of backers,
‘x()u 1l captain vour mdp’ 2

I suppose 1 s

‘“Then gne mo a promhe that the college will lose~that's
all T want, and the account between us is squared. Mind,
1o ~iundmg out this ume, yow're to play, and to lose f‘ur
anrl square. You can casily manage it.”’

*Tean’t!

** What do you mean?”

1 can’t lo i

* You won't. you mean ! snarled the bookmaker.  More
squeamishness—eh? Mind how you phv the fool with me,
:\I'a;ster Clare! To speak plain English, you've got to do
it 1’

“Tean’s! I won't!”

** Then look out for squalls !’

The bookmalker turned away.
1ght him by the arm.

What are you going to do?”’

““I'm going up to the school to show vou up.”’

“ You beast! You hound! But thev 1l never believe you.’

¢ Won’t they?” sneered Green. “ Not when I've got your
own fist to prove my woxds’ Have you forgotten the
i (') U’s, you young fool?”

Xoa—wou cad' You said you’d destr

out of the match,” panted Clare.
The bookmaker laughcd brutally.
. 11, I didn’t, and when Dr. Talbot sees theni-——*

© Wait a mmute, Give me time to think. For Heaven’s
o, don’t be in a hurry 1

“1've no um(, for fooling around, said the bookmaker, in
surly tone. “1I'll tell you what. The St. Mona's match
s on Wi odn sday. T.et nu, know up to any time on Tuesday
that you've decided to do as I ask. That will satisfy me.
3ut it I don’t hear from you, look out!”

And with that Mr. Green jerked his arm loose from the
other’s detaining clutch, and stalked away.

Clave stood for some moments rooted to the ground, and

{hien he hufrmdlv walked away m the direction of Melthorpe.

In the loft the two chums, who had heard almiost every
word, were very pale. They heard a sound of stirring below,
de a few minutes later saw Selby quit the barn and cross

the field at a rapid pace.

“1 say, this is a go!”
chastly business, Reddy.”

Redmayne nodded.

“Roden I thought there was somethin p- ﬂihy about
Clare’s cutting the match as he did, bat I never dreamed
of thb."

** What are we going to do?”’

Redmayne’s eyes gloamod

‘1 think the most important thing is to make that mongrel
Green sit up. The hound! He’s plmn*ed to get poor old
Clare into this fix, of course, and now he’s bhghmm ing him.
JIn s going back to Clavering now, Norroys.”

What of it7"”

“ Why, he’'ll have to cross the plank over the Clave, that's
all. If we cut round we can get ahead of him, and——"

Norroys chuckled.

*“Come on!”’ he ejaculated.
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The chums quitted the barn, and gprinting at a good pace,
they made a detour, and arrived on the bank of the little
stream which ran past the hamlet of Clav ermg The streaut,
swollen by the recent rain, was deeper and morve impetuouy
fhan usual, and the water raced along only a few inches lower
than the smgle plank which crossed it by way of a bridge.
'Um bookmaker would have to cross the plank bridge ic

cach the village from the field where the old barn stood,
hence Redmayne’s brilliant idea for discomfiting him. The
boys had made good tine, and the bogkmaker was not yet in
\1ght when thev reached the pla-lk bridge. -

‘Now then, lend us a hand,” said Redmiayne, runuing
hghtly across the plank.

he plank rested upon two large flat stones, which raised
it abov the water, the banks l)emo very low. Having
crossed the bridge, the boys seized the end of it, and pushed
it across so that only the extreme tip of the plank rested on
the stone.

As d)(, I‘P(‘da grew thickly round the stone, the change in
the position of the plank could not be seen from the onpocn,e
side; it presented its usual appearance, but it was ¢ 1
that no one could eross it in safety. Before he had udvfmced
to the middle, the plank was certain to slip and fling him
headlong into the swollen stream.

* That’s all right,” said Redmayne.

“ Now to get out of

/ sight, in case the brute suspects the little game.”

A clump of willows afforded cover to the boys.

Thence they watched for the bookmaker to appear.

He scon came down the opposite bank, and stopped to
light his pipe before he stepped on the plank bridge. Ir was
cloar that he had not the slightest suspicion. He puffed out
a cloud of smoke, and :topped on the plank.

Two steps he made, and then he staggered drunkenly as
the end of the plcmk slipped from the stone, and he was
hurled forward.

With & sounding splash he smote the water, sendi

the

spray as far as the willows where the chums of 3 orpe
lay hidden, choking with laughter. -
Right under the bookmaker went, and came up again

gasping like a porpoise, and he struck out frauntically while
he gurgled and yelled for help.

Th(\ chums ran down to Ule bank ivstantly.
¢ Hallo! Plank slipped?” said Redmayne cheerfully. “Is
it wet in there?”
* Help !

o
“Oh, I'll help you.”

The unlucky bookmaker had foundered to the shove, and
was grasping at the reeds. Redmayne stooped down and
caught him Lv the collar and jerked him loose, and sent him
Hfmndenno again.

* Want any more help?”’ he asked politely.

* Ha, ha, ha !’ roare \o.rovq

The stream was not deep enough {o imperi} the man’s life,
as Redmayne knew well. brecm half choked, and mad with
rage, splashed back to the other side and dragged }umself
out. He shoolk his fist fiercely at the chums of Melth e.

* You moved the plank, you whelps, I know you did!” he
velled. “P’ll make you suffer for this!”

Redmayne wagged his finger at the exasperated man.

“ Now, don’t you get exc)ted‘ he exclaimed. *

ad a Waw‘l, anyway, which is bound to do you good.
.,une you wanted one.

And leaving the furious man rannrr and gesticulating
‘0SS the stream, the chums turned their backs ou hum and
sprinted away towards Melthorpe School

wye
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CHAPTER 4.
The Price of Silence.

y H, what shall I do—what shall T do?”

It was Clave who uttered the words as he paced to
and fro in his study at Melthotpe, his face pule and
twitching, and untold misery in his eyes.

& What shall T do?"”

Ta

The f(‘otbal] capm*n paused in his hurried walk, and
glanced towards the door. Iu hp, excited and miserable state
of mind he did not wish to be intruded upon. But as he
paused, the tap was repeated, and then the deor opencd,

Tt was Selby of the Sixth who entered.-

Clare gave him an irritated g]ance

“ What do you want, Qelb" he asked abruptly.

] want to spea k to you.’

“ Will some other time do?
now, and——""

= I'd rather speak now, if you don’t mind,” said Selby. in
his thin, cold wvcice, and with an obst.nate eXPression upon
bis spare features. ¢ 1It’s 1mpmtant.

““Oh, you can go ahead, I suppose! What is it%”?

And Clare stood wamnfr with a far from paiien

The prefect looked him over before replying. ©
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nob changed his things since coming in; his clothes were
wet, his boots muddy. Selby, on the other hand, was clean
and neat. it was second nature with the prefect to be
always spick and span. : :

He could read in Clare’s pale face the signg of mental stress
and strain, but what he observed moved him very little.
Selby’'s was not a sympathetic nature. He was not a bad
fellow, but he was hard and cold and obstinate, and had very
little cordiality even towards his friends.

“ Well, what is this important matter?” said Clare im-
patiently.

*“ It's a matter that has come to my knowledge,” said Selby
quietly. I hope you will believe that I am thinking of the
good of the school, and not of myself, in what I am going to
say, Clare.”

Clare looked astonished at this preamble.

I suppose [ shall give you proper credit,” he said.
I can’t 1magine what on carth it is you are driving at.”

“To put 1t in a nutshell, I think you ought to resign your
position in the football team,” said Selby coldly.

* What are you talking about?’’

“ You understood what I said!”’

“ Why should I resign? What businéss is it of yours, any-
way?’ demanded Clare, with a flash of anger in his eyes.

“1t is the business of everyone who has the honour of
Melthorpe at heart,”” said Selby.

Clare elenched his hands.

“Do you know you are insulting me?”’ he said. “I give
you a chance to explain yourself, Selby, before I throw you
out of my study.”

*1 have no desire to go into details, but if you insist, of
course I shall fully explain.”

“Well, I do insist, confound you, so get on with the ex-
planation.” ;

“Very well. I am aware of your dealings with the book-
maker Green. I know that you sold a match for Melthorpe,
and intend selling the next, on Wednesday.”

The words seemed to strike the unfortunate lad like bullets.

Clare staggered, and caught at the back of a chair to
support himself.

* What do you mean?’ he gasped, in a hoarse whisper.
“What are you saying? How do you know anything about
it :
“I was present at your interview with the bookmaker
to-day.”

“* You—you cur! You spied!”

1 considered that was justifiable under the circumstances,”
veplied Selby,; though a faint flush cdme into his pale face.
I had reason to suspect what was your motive for desect-
ing your side in the Clavering match, and as I had learned
of your rendezvous with the bookmalker, I determined to go
there and ascertain exactly how matters stood.” ;

< If you heard what we said, you must know that I refused
the scoundrel’s demand.”

Selby shrugged his shoulders. :

“That would be a broken reed to lean upon,’” he said
contemptuously. “I do not think you would dare to disobey
iim. You obeyed him once, and would again.”

Clarve sank helplessly into a chair, and covered his face
with his hands.

* God help me!” he groaned.
been !

“ You cannot expect me to stand idly by while you lose
us matches,” said Selby. © As a prefect, I ought to take
some notice of your conduct. You know very well that if
the doctor were informed of if, you would be expelled.
But I don’t want to be hard upon you. If you choose to
resign from the eleven, I am willing to give you a chance of
turning over a new leaf.”

“Resign! In whose favour?” asked Clare bitterly.

Again Selby flushed faintly.

- That is for others to decide,” he replied.
to be settled now is, that you resign.”

* 1 understand, Selby. You have never forgiven me for
becoming captain of the team.”

Selby bit his lip.

“You have no right to say so.”” he answered coldly.
“ My personal feelings have nothing whatever to do with the
matter. If I were not a member of the eleven at all, I should
still censider it my duty to turn out a traitor in the ranks.”

Clare started at the word, and clenched his bands con-
vulsively.

“You had better take care,” he said hoarsely.

“1 don’t want to wound you, Clare, but that’s what it
amounts to. I have been kinder than you deserve in this
matter. I might have brought it out before the football
committee, and shown you up before the lot of them, instead
of coming here quietly to talk it over with you.”
Clare smiled bitterly.
= | suppose I owe you something,” he said. ¢ Very

R v
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did not wish me to do so. There's a mesting of the com-
mittee to-night, and I'll place my resignation in their hands.™

The surrender was so complete that Selby’s hard face
softened a little.

1 don’t see any other course you could follow,” he said.
$It’s the only thing you could do, Clare, I'm—Tm sorry
you are in this fix.”

¢ Oh, that’s all rvight! It’s my own fault, and I deserve
to suffer for it,” said Clare bitterly. “ And now, Selby, if
there's nothing more you want to say, I'd rather be alone,
if youw’ll excuse me."’ .

Selby nodded, and left the room. When the door had®
closed behind the prefect, Clare resumed his restless pacing
of the room.

“So that's settled,” he muttered. “The question of
winning or losing the match is out of my hands now. I'm
glad of it. But what will Green say? He’ll think I have
resigned on purpose not to do his dirty work. What will
he say—what will he do?’ And the question, what would
the bookmaker do? haunted the unhappy lad, and he could
not drive it from his mind,

CHAPTER 5.

A Friend in Need.

HERE was a good deal of surprise at Melthorpe the

next day when Clare’s resignation became known.

Selby, of course, said nothing about the interview in

the study. The act was supposed to be a voluntary one

on Clare’s part, and his friends were puzzled to account for

it. But to all questioning Clare made the same reply, that

he didn’t feel equal to the position, and that the foctball
team would get on better under a new captain.

“But that’s all rot, you know!” said Wynyard, of the
Fifth. * The fact is, you've been secedy lately, Clare, and
you've got the blues. Why don’t you buck up, and with-
draw your resignation. You cught to stick to the captainey
for the honour of the Form.”

Clare shook his head. :

“You know we shall have Sclby in vour place, and he
isn’t nearly up to your form,” went on Wynyard, * You
ought to think of that.” :

“I haven’t acted without thinking.”

‘“Then there’s something behind 1f,’
“Get it off your chest, old man.
chums, and you can confide in me.

¢ Nothing.”

‘“ And you’ve made up your mind?”’

“Yes.”

And that was all Wynyard could get out of him. In the
Fifth Torm at Melthorpe, only Redmayne and Norroys had
an inkling of the truth, ;

“You've heard the news, Reddy?" asked Norvoys, when
he met his chum during the morning. © Clare’s given
himself the sack.”

Redmayne nodded.

“Yes; I suppose that’s his way out of it,”’ he said, ¢ I'in
glad of it, Norroys. I don’t know what we could have doue,
but we couldn’t have left matters as they were, and risked
getting sold out on Wednesday. This step of Clare
settles 1t.”

“Do you suppose Selby had anything to do with it?”’
Norroys asked thoughtfully. “Of course, he'll step inte
Clare's shoes. It was always between them.”

T shouldn’t wonder; he’s mean enough for anything.”

The prefect was counting uporn that himself, and it seemed

certain that his ambition would be rvealised. With Clare
out of the way, his path to the captaincy seemed clear. But
he was destined to discover that there is many a slip “twixi
;u%)land Lip. He had reckoned without the master of the
Pifth.
" Mr. Gilbert had pursed up his lips when he heard of
Clare’s retirement, but he said nothing. But he thought
a good deal about it during the day, and after school he
sent a fag to ask the Fifth Former to come to his study.
Clare came, with a decidedly uneasy espression upon his
face. He guessed what the Form-master wanted him for.
and he did not know how to answer the questions Mr. Gilbert
was sure to put. He dreaded the interview, but there was
no avoiding it. ~ Mr. Gilbert greeted him with a genial
smile, and asked him to sit down. :

“ What’s this T hear about your resignation, Clare? asked
the master of the Tifth. “I hope you have not finally
decided 77

- Behave; sine :

“You know I take .an interest in you, Clare,’’ said Mr.
Gilbert, “and -in the football success of the college. 1 do
not think you ought to resign. If only for the sake of Mel-
thorpe you ought to stick to your post. You are the fnest
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footballer in the school, and the captainey is certain to fall
into less able hands.”’

Clare was silent.

“T have sent for you to have a ssrious talk, Clare, I
have some inkling of the reason why you have resigned.”

Clare gave a violent start :

“Has Selby——" o bhegan,
abruptly.

It was Mr. Gilbert’s turn to look surprised.

“What has Selby to do with it?’ he asked sharply.

Clare did not reply. Mr. Gilbert’s brow contracted
giightly, but he did not pursue the subject.

<1 have said that I take an interest in you, Clare,” he
said; “ I will explain the reason. Years agol knew a young
fellow very much like yourself—careless, of an easy and un-
suspicious temper, who fell into bad hands, and drifted into
wrongdoing.”

Clare started again.

““He ruined his life, and brought shame and sorrow to the
Yest of fathers,” went on Mr. Gilbert. * Yet he was more
qinned against than sinning; and if, when first he drifted
wito the downward path, he had had a friend at hand fo
warn him and help him, he might have been saved from the
tosults of his own folly. He was not saved; he brought
shame upon an honourable name, and went forth into the
world an outcast.”

Clare was very pale, and ho did not dare to look at the
Form-master.

“For years,” resumed Mr. Gilbert,
If he was saved from misery, it was because a friend found
him, and helped him, and set him on the right path again,
and assisted him to work out his redemption. Now he is
sceking to atone for the past, but his life is shadowed by &
memory of guilt, and by the knowledge of the suffering he
brought to others. I knew him well, Clare, and when I see
a lad likely to fall into the same errors, to share the same
fate, I wish to stand to him as a friend in need, to help to
sot him in the right path before it is too late. Do you
nnderstand :

Clare did not speak.

“1 want you to confide in me freely, not &s a master, but
as a friend,” went on Mr. Gilbert, his voice very kind and
gentle. ‘T want to help you.”

““ You cannot help me,”’ said Clare, in a stifled voice; * ib
is useless.”

T can and will help you. It has come to my knowledge,
Clave, that you have some relations with the bookmalker,
Green. A friend of mine learned that ycu met him; he
thought it his duty to make the fact known to those who
are responsible for your welfare. I want you to tell me
exactly how you stand with this blackguard.”

Jare seemed turned to stone. Expulsion was all that he
expected if his sccret came out at Melthorpe, and the kind-
ness of Mr. Gilbert was a complete surprise to him. He
understood that the master’s object was to help, not fo con-
demn, and the tears came into his cyes.

““ Vou may speak freely,” said Arthur Gilbert. * Come,
Clare !’

The lad hesitated no longer. The whole wretched story
same out. How he had, by imperceptible degrees, as it
were, fallen deeper into the clutches of the cunning book-
maker after he had once allowed himself to be drawn iuto
a connection with him. When he told why he had stayed away
from the Clavering match, Mr. Gilbert’s face was very grave,
but Clare, having once started, concealed nothing.

T couldn’t lose the match as the brute asked,” said Clare
miserably; ““so I went on a long spin, and got a puncture
on the other side of Repley Wood, so that I had to cut the
match. I suppose it came to the same thing in the end,
but it seemed less mean. I would have defied him, only-—
only he’s got a paper of mine, and he threatened me—"

“T quite understand.” <

“But I was determined not to lose the St. Mona’s match
whatever he did,” went on Clare eagerly. *‘I-—-I am sure
T should have played up to win, sir.”

“T Kope so. Bubt now that the matter is in -my hands, I
shall see you throngh. How much money do you owe this
man?”

“ Six pounds,” said Clare, with a shudder.

“My dear boy, how came you to owe so much as that?”

¢“T_'1 betted on horses. He said they were e to win,
butb they didu’'t. Fle put the money on for me, vou sce. and
fiad to pay up when the horses did not win, and so I owe
him the money,” explained Clare.

Mr. Gilbert smiled slightly.

T am afraid he has taken advantage of your innocence,”
Yie replied. “* T think it extromely deubtful that he has paid
money out of his pocket at all.”

“ Bt but that would be swindling.”

“That is the way such men live. He is, as a maiter of
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fact, entitled to nothing at all from you, unless it is a
thrashing,’’ said Mr. Gilbert grimly.

“But he has my paper, sir; and—and I think I ought to
pay him. Even if he has cheated me, and I suppose he has,
{1 don’t want to get out of it. I could pay him next term
if he would give me time.”

“Very good. It is not unjust that you should have to
pay for your folly, Clare. The man shall have his money,
and you shall break off all connection with him. ¥ou will
give me your word of homour to that effect, and the matter
will be ended.”

“ But—but—"

Mr. Gilbert smiled.

T shall advance the money, Clare, and you will repay,
me next term.”’

“Oh, sir! You—you are too good to me; I don't deserve
it.” There were hot tears in the lad’s eyes. *‘I will pay
every penny, sir; but I can never repay your kindness.”
if you are careful never to get into such a position
Clare, I shall consider myself repaid,” said the master
the Fifth. * That is all I ask.” g

“You may rely upon me, sir.
will last me all my life, I think.”
that he meant it. .

“Very good. I do rely upon you.”

“T chall be only too glad to pay the man and get my
paper back, sir, and I promise that I will never speak to
him again.”

T do not think he would lightly part with the paper,”
said Myr. Gilbert, with a smile. ‘“He would take your
money, but you would find that he had mislaid the I O U’s,
or something of the sort. He would not let you go out of
his power, if I know anything of the man’s character, You
are too valuable to him.”

Clare’s face fell. He had not thought of that.

“VYou must not expect a man of that kind to play the
game,” said Mr. Gilbert. ‘“He does not know what is
meant by a sense of honour. But he will not find it easy to
play a sharp game with me. 1 will go to him with the
money, and I think T shall succeed in getting back the
paper you so rashly placed in his hands. He will not dare
to deal with a master as with a boy. The man is to be
found, T believe, at the Bluec Boar, in Clavering.”

“¥Yes, sir.”

“Then I will go there this evening. Meanwhile, there is
the question of your resignation.”

(lare coloured.

“(Could T withdraw it now, sir? Selby is counting upon
becoming captain, and it would be a bitter disappointment
to him.”

“Fe has no right to count upon it. The position naturally
goes to the man who is most fitted for it. In my opinion,
vou should withdraw your resignation, and leaye the matter
in the hands of the football committee to be decided.”

“J will take your advice, sir.”

“Very good!”

And Clare left Mr. Gilbert, with his face brighter than
it had been for many a long day. Ten minutes later, Mr.
Gilbert donned hat and coat, and left the school. There
was a rather grim expression upon his face as he walked
down the lane towards Clavering.
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CHAPTER 6.
Mr, Green is Discomfited.
ALLO, there’s that chap again! I wonder where I

H have seen him before!”

Mr. Green, the bookmaker, was seated at the
~ window of his room at the Blue Boar in Clavering,
smoking his pipe, and looking out into the village street.
He uttered the words as he caught sight of the athletic
figure of Arthur Gilbert striding towards the inn. The
bookmalker’s eyes rested upon the Melthorpe master with a
good deal of interest. His bushy brows were puckered with
a puzzled expression.

“Tallo! He’s coming here!” Alr.
amazement, a few minutes later.

The Blue Boar did not bear a very enviable reputation,
and it was certainly a matter for surprize that a master
from Meithorpe should enter it. And Mr. Green was not
the only one surprised. Coming down the street was Selby,
of the Sixth, and he too stared as he saw Mr. Gilbert dis-
appear into the porch of the Blue Boar.

<1 wonder ’—the bookmaker muttered to himself, as he
turned from the window—**I wonder what he want:“here?”

There came o tap at his door, as if in answer to his query.

Mr. Green gave a start. But it was too unlikely that a
Melthorpe master should be there to see him, and he jerked
out, ** Come in!”’

Tt was, however, Arthur Gilbert who entered.
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“Hallo! What do you want?
o far from eoxdxal manner.

Mr. Gilbert’s cold, keen glance seemed to go through him,
and Green felt far from comfortable,

I have come to settle a little matter with you,” said the
Form-master, in calm, even tones. ¢ You have had dealings
with one of my boys, named Clare.”

The man started. -

‘“ Who may you be?’ he said insolently.

“I am Arthur Gilbert, master of the Fifth Form at Mel-
thorpe. The boy in question has placed the matter entirely
ln my hands.”

“So he’s been blabbing, has he—the whimpering rascal?’

Mr. Gilbert took a step towards hlm, and thé boolmmhc
gtarted up from his chair with a look of alarm.

“If you speak of your dupe in that manner again, T shall
thrash you, Mr. Green,” said the master of the Fifth. I
hope you will not force me to do so. You deserve it a
thousand times, ut I should be sorry to soil my hands
upon you.”

(necn turned a dull erimson with rage.

“You come and talk to me like that?’ he gasped. ¢ Get
out o’ my roogm!”’

Mr, Gilbert did not move.

“If he wants to settle the matter, let him come himself,”
went on the bookmaker; don’t deal with no go-
betweens. Let him come himself.”

““That he will not do, as it is not pern}xt‘ed
is in my hands for me to settle it with you.

““Have you gob the money?”’ asked the bookinaker, ang
giving way to gmed for the moment.

Mr. Gilbert laid six sovereigns on the table.

It is not by my wish that you are paid,” he said; put
Clare desires it, and here is the money. Now Lmdlv "‘ﬂ e
me tne papers he signed, and my business here is ended.”

I haven’t got them bv me at present,” said Green.

Mer. Gilbert smiled contemptuously.

“I expected something like that, my man.
this room without them.”
een had gathered up the maney,
vereigns into his waistcoat-pocket.  He
m-master with an insolent smile.

“I'd better send them on,” he suggested; “I ha,x en’t got
*ema by me—— What in thunder are you domg, v

Myr. Gilbert had turned to the door and locked it. The
bookmaker rose to his feet in vague alarm. The master’s
face was far from reassuring in its expression.

T am going to have those two papers before I leave this
room,’ Suld Mr. Gilbert calmly. “ Are you geoing to hand
thom over quietly 7’

The bookmaker eyed him nervously,

*“ Suppose I don't?”

“Then,” said Arthur Gilbert determinedly, “I shall give
you the soundest thrashing you have had in your life!”

“You—yow hound! You don’t dare lay a ﬁnﬂm on me!”
\‘1(1 the bockmaker shrilly. “ You don’t dare! T’ll have the
law on you!”

1 do not think you wiil care to appeal to the law which
you mcnd your life in defying and Oanagmg, qaxd Mr.
Gilbert. “But I am qu1te willing to risk it. You have had
vour money, the money that was not fairly due to you, for
T am certain that you cheated your victim. But, at all
events, you have had the money, and now you must hand
r the papers signed by that foolish boy. If you had a
ain of decency left you would not need urging. Are }’.)d
ving to rfixe them to me?”

‘No, I ain’t!”?

Gilbert took a tighter grip upon the light cs he
carried, and stenped towards the bookmaker. The stout
man dods:ed round the table, panting.

“Help!”” he yelled. ¢ Hel—-"

A grip on his collar cut him short. A stern face looked
down into his, and his fat cheeks were all a-quiver with
terror. The cane whistled in the air.

‘“Hor the last time, Mr. Green!”

¢ Lemme go, you beast! Ill give you the 1‘nommo bits
of paper!’” gasped the man. © Lemme go, can’t yer?

Mr. Gilbert relm:o& him.

“Quick, then !

The bookmaker, panting with rage and tear, no longer
daring to dwobev. took out his ryochof hook, and sullen!y
handed to the master the I O U’s signed by Clare. M.
Gilbert examined them closely, and, satisfied that they were
genuine, placed them in his pocket. The bool naler watchoed
him with gleaming eyes. DI Gilbert crossed to the door
and uvnlocked 1t.

“That is finished,” he said, opening the door. ‘ Let meo
caution you to give the boys of Melthorpe a wide berth in
future, or you may not escape so cheaply nexb time.”

The bockmaker replied with a sullen curse, and Mr.
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Gilbert passed out and down the stairs. From the window
the man watched him go with glistening eyes of hate.

2 Who is he? Haung him!” he muttered, between his
teeth. “1I know his fwce or I knew it once, and his name
wasw's Gilbert then. Where have I seen him before?”

He clicked his teeth as a mew thought flashed into his
bmm and jumped up, and bcgdn to pace the room excitedly.

““ There's. something fishy in this somewhere. I don’*
know the name of (nlbcrt but I'd swear I know that chap’s
face. Who is he? Is ib possﬂ)lc that he’s skulking at Mel-
thorpe under an assumed name?’ The coarse, “red face
seemed to flame with spite and dntxmpated revenge. By
thunder, if so, what a chance for me! I’ll teach him to take
hold of my co‘lar~—to threaten me! T’ll make him sit up !’

The bookmaker's brain was busy, and his look boded no

good to the \I@lfhorpc master. Ignorant of the evil thoughts
n his enemy’s mind, Arthur Gilbert strode on towards “the

«chool, satisfied with the result of his mission. He went to
Clare’s study as soon as he recached Melthorpe. Clare was
waiting there for his return, and he looked eagerly at the
mqs*m Mr. Gilbert placed the papers in his hand.

thank you, sir—thank vou' > cried Clare.

“You had better destroy them,” said Mr. Gilbert.

“Yes—yes; at once !’

Clare hghted the gas, and held the papers in it, and in a
few moments they were reduced to ashes.

“That is a load off my mind!” he cried.
w ﬂlmg to give them up, siv?”’

Gilbert; “ but

“Ho was not willing,” said Mr.
suaded him.”

he could smile now. He guessed what the
persuasion had ‘been like, but he made no remark. i
Have

“ But was he

I per-

Clare smiled;

“And now about the football?” said Mr. Gilbert.
you acted?’

“Yes, sir. - When the committec met I stated that I with-
drew my resignation, but wished them to settle the quesmo'l
of the captamcy afresh, and without consulhng me.’

“That was right. I ‘have no doubt how it will be settlad.
You will lead the team to victory mext week, Clare.”

Clare’s eyes glistened. He had the feelmg of a slave
newly escaped from thraldom. In his satisfaction he had
forgotten Selby.  But soon after My. Gilbert was gone
there came a tap at his door, and the prefect came in.

CHAPTER 7.
Bitter Bilood.

\HE sunny expression faded from Clare’s face as he
saw the prefect. But he faced Selby calmly, and
waited for him to speak. There was a sullen look on
the prefect’s face, a cold glitter in his eyes. It

evident that he was angry.

“I want to know what is the meaning of this Jast mo
of yours, Clare?’ he said abruptly. ‘After our talk icm
night, T didn’t expect anything of the kind.”

% Circumstances have changed since then,”” replied Clare
ouletlx “1 am no lonom under the thumb of that ras
Green.

“Thc:l you are in
1'13sigzna.tion g

‘ Quite.”’

“¥You think you are a fit person to captain the feam?

Clare kept his temper with difficulty. Selby’s m > was
most provoking, but Clare did not wis h to cluuxol with him
if he could help it.

“Yes, T think I
that en.an"lomﬂnf
50, 2
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carnest about withdrawing your

as I am now free

am a fit porson,
“Mr. Gilbert thinks

he said calmly.

'\]) Gilbert does not know the circumstances,” said the
prefect tartly.
“Vou are mistaken. Mr. Gilbert knows ovorv"l
Selby stared at him in a\toalshmer\t
“Do you mean to say that you've told yom Form-maste:
of your dealings with that blackguard Green
“VYes, T have made a clean breast of it, and I'm jolly glad
I dld v
And you're not to be expelled #”
Apparemlv not,” said Clare, with a curl of the lip. “1I
fancy ;.’[r Gilbert’s standard of momhtv is quife ag hizh
yours, Selby, only he doesn’t believe in giving a fellow a

33

jiick when he is down.’

The prefect flushed.

“1I said you o ahc to resign for the good of the school,”
And I

g
he replied hotly. I was not thmkmfr of myself.
still think so. You have palmed off on Mr. Gilb:
tale of turni*m over a new leaf. But I know your
l\n')w exactly how long your veformation will last.”
{ d';'” said Clare, his eyes begmnmg to glitter.

& Yo , indeed. It will last till you've got over this fright,

and then you'll be at the game agmr,’ said the prefect,
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with & sneer. * ¥&15 cannot pull the wool over my eves,
even if you can fool Mr. Gilbert.”

Clare breathed hard.

1 don’t want to quarrel with you, Selby,” he cmd, in a
low voice. *‘I think this interview had bettor end.”

Selby did not move.

1 want to come to an understanding first,” he said. I
must know what to expect Last night you agrced to resign
the captaincy; this evening you reclaim it, - I don’t believe
you are any more fit for it now than you were then. I
believe that you ought to give it up in the interests of the
tirst eleven, as 1 said yesterday.”?

**I have told you that circumstances are altered My
connection with (wleen is ended for good. 1T shall never
speak to him again,” said Clare patiently. ““I suppose you
have a right to preach at me, Seclby, if you choose, after
what has happened. But if, as you say, you are thmkmg of
the good of the school, you cannot have any objection to
the question being left in the hands of the committee, for
them to choose the man they consider fittest. I am no longex
1 Green’s power, and what is past will not influence me in
the slightest def*ree in the future. Kven if you do not trust
me, you mloht be willing to rely npon Mr. Gilbert’s
jud sment.”’

‘“As I bave said, you have pulled the waol over his eyes.”

(‘Iaw clenched his hand. But he still controlled his
temper.

“ Well, it is useless to argue upon that point,” he said
quietly. < Time will show, .md after my weakness in the
past, I suppose you have a rxght to be down on me ; though
you might give a fellow credit for good intentions.’

Solby shrugged his shoulders.

“T've no doubt about the goodness of your intentions.”
he said; ‘it’s your per formance that I am doubtful about.
i wpoat that I do mot consider you are to be irusted as
La]’) lain of the Melthorpe team. That’s flat!”

‘And I tell you that T dont care two pins for your
opinion,” cried Clare sharply. “ And that’s flaster!”

Selby drew a deep breath.

¢ Then you leave only one gouirse open to me.’

‘“Take any course you like,” said Clare dlsda.nfully

““Wait a bit. You say lhe committee are to choose the
man they consider fittest. You will acknowledge that they
cannot choose properly unless they know all the ookl

]1“,1’30 you mean that you are going to give me away after
all?

“T mean that I shall certainly acquaint the committee with
the fact that you deserted your side on the occasion of the
Clavering match, for personal reasons.”

“You can’t make allowance for the state of mind I was
in at the time?’ said Clare hoarsely. ‘I was not myself; I
was worried almost to distraction by that demon—-—"

“Of course you cau. explain all. that to the foatball com-
mittee,” said Selby coldly. ““It is for them to decide.”

“Y0u~~you cad! You know I couldn’t explain; I should
be sent to Coventry. Do you know what you are domg 72

“1 am doing my duty, as I understand it.”

“You are blaclnnailing, said Clare Dbitterly. “Yes,
that’s what it amounts to. That’s what your precious con-
corn for the good of the school comes to in plain English.
You're going to drive me out of the teain because you
know about this rotten business.”

Selby turned livid. There was an uncasy feeling in his
breast that Clare spoke something very like the truth, but
that only incensed the prefect more.

“Well, there’s no need for us to bandy words about the
matter” said Selby, Q‘mppmg his teeth; “I've told you
what I am going to do.”

He turned to the door. Clare stood still, not speaking.
'The prefect opened the door, and looked back. He seemed
to hesitate. :

* Then you’re 1osolvod Clale””

“VYes. Do your worst.’

“Very Well You have only yourself to thank for what
happens now,” said the preéfect; and he strode from the
study, his teoth set hard. The mnext moment he ran into
someone who was coming along the dusky corridor.

Confound you—- I-1 beg your pardon, sir!’ stam-
mered the prefect, in coufusion, as he xecoomsed Mr. Gilbert.

“TIs that you, Selby?” said the master of the Fifth cheer-
fully. “ Will you come into my studv for a few minutes?
I want to have a little chat with you.’

¢ Certainly, sir!” said the prefect, wondering uneasily what
My Gilbert could have to chat to him about. It was pretty
certain that the Form-master had heard the last words
spoken after the door was opencd. Had they given him an
inkling of what had been passing between the prefect and
the football captain?

Selby was very uncasy. He stole a glance at Mr. Gilbert’s
face as he followed him, but the master’s features expressed
nothing. Not till they were in his quarters, with the door
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closed, did the master of the Fifth speak again. His firsh
W ords ’ confirmed the prefect’s ur‘qulet fears.

I couldn’t help hearing a few words just now,” he said,
looking direetly at Sclby. ‘“From them, and from some
words Olare let drop when he made his confession to me,
gather that you are in possession of his secret, Selby.”

“It was my duty as a prefect to inform my«elf about it,”
said Selby half defiantly.

Mr. Gilbert nodded gravely.

* Undoubtedly ; though how you mformed yourself I can-
not imagine. Howmer let that pass,” he went on, as Selby
flushed uncoml'ortably T presume, as you did not acquaint
the doctor or myself with your dxscovery, that you decided
thmt Clare’ had better be given a chance.”

<

“Tam glad of that., It shows that you can feel sympathy
even towards: wrongdoers,” said Mr. Gilbert calmly. Sclby
shifted uneasily. “You will be glad to hear, Selby, that T
have succeeded in extricating Clare from that wretched
entanglement, and that I am assured he will never fall mto
anything of the ]\md again.

““So he said, sir.”

“That being the case, it is, of course, incumbent upon
us both to keep his secret. \Iv lips are sealed, and it will be
the same, of course, with you.’

Selby smiled in a bitter way. He thought he could see
vow what the master of the Fifth was driving at.  Mr.
Gilbert did not appear to notice his expression. He waited
for his reply.

“¥You have kept the secret for some time, Selby,” added
the master, as Selby did not speak; ‘it cannot be your in-
fer;tlon to 'disclose it now. You cannot think that honour-
able

“T kept the secret, Mr. Gilbert, on condition that Clare
resigned from the team,”’ replied the prefect. ‘I did not
consider that he was to be trusted. He resigned, and I con-
sidered that he was entitled to have a chance to reform.
But I don’t think I ought to keep silence and allow him to
captain us again, consxdermg the probability that he may
at any time turn traitor.”

Mz, Gilbert’s eyes gleamed for a moment,

“Don’t you thmk you. are hard upon him, Selby?’ he
asked. ““Traitor is a very hard word. He certainly shov& ed
great weakness upon one occasion, but the cause of it is now
removed. That he will ever get into such a difficulty again
I do not think for a moment.”’

I don’t feel so sure about it, sir.

“Then what are your present views, Selby?

T think that the football commitfee ought to know the
true circumstances before they make him oaptam again,” the
prefect said doggedly.

Myr. Gilbert’s lips tightened.

“That will be equnalent to turning .Clare Out of the
team, and makmg it 1n’1pos=1b]e for him to ever play for
Melthorpe again,” he said. **Now, frankly, Selby, do you
think that he deserves that?”

Selby did not reply.

“Do you really think it will be for the best interests of
the school?”’

“Well, yes, sir, T do.”

“1 cannot agree with you. More, I will say that our
football moord will suffer this season if you carry out your
intention.” The Form-master laid his hand upon Selby’s
shoulder. ‘My boy, I know that you belle\e you are doing
right, and are actuated by a sense of duty; but, unknown
to ourselves, our actions are often influenced bv personal
prejudices and dislikes. Will it be asking too much if T
ask you to trust my judgment instead of your own in this
matter? If I ask you to keep ulent about Clare, T am
willing to take all the responsibility.”

Sdbv made an uneasy movement. It was 1ot easy to
refuse a request made by a master, or to declare that he
valued his own judgment more than Mr. Gilbert's. The
request was in effect a command, and the prefect did not
know how he could elude it.

“T ask this as a favour,” said Mr. Gilbert.
responsibility. You will not Ioiuse me, Selby?

*“1f you put it hle that, sir—-"

“T do put it like that.”

“Then, I suppose, I must do as you wish; but——*

“ Thank you, Selby,” said the master of the Fifth, without
seeming to observe the prefect’s sullen discontent. T don’t
think you will regret it, my boy.

He shook hands with the prefccf and Selby left him, his
heart full of bitterness. It had been impossible for him to
refuse, but his heart was not in his consent. He could not
speak now, and he could not realise his ambition, under
the pretext of being deeply concerned for the honour of the
school. He felt a bitter sense of defeat, and a feeling very
like hatred towards the master of the Tlfth a feeling that
was to bear fruit.
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CHAPTER 8.
The St Mona Maich.
i ALLQ, Redmayne, I want to speak to you!” sang cub

Clare cheerfully, as be spotted the lad in the quad
on Monday; and Redmayne stopped. 5
~ He looked at the football captain with a very
peculiar expression. As a matter of fact, both Redmayne
.and Norroys were much exercised in their minds about the
forthcoming match with 8t. Mona’s. The committee had
unanimously decided wvpon electing Clare, and he was
to lead the team into the field on Wednesday afterncon. Ia
view of what they had learned at the old barn, the chums
of the ¥ifth were at a loss to know what to do. Of what
had happened since they had no lmowledge. Redmayne
was thinking about the maticr when Clare hailed him.
“Yes, Clare, what is 1t?° asked Redmayne.
“ We shall want you on Wednesday aftetnoon.”
Redmayne flushed with pleasure.
“ You'll want me?”’

“¥es. Rogers is too much off his form. and I have notreed
lately how well you have shaped as a half. T’ve had an eye
o1 you for soine time, as a matter of fact. You'll get your
eap tor the St. Mona’s match, and see that you deserve it.”’

“ Tl do my best, Clare.” Redmayne’s face becarae crimson
ag he went on, but he was resolute to speak out. here's
—there’s another matter, Clave, I—I ought to mention to
you while we’re on the subjeet.”

“Go ahead!” said the captain tersely.

Tho other day Norroys and 1 were on s sprint, and we
zot into the old barn in the Acre Field for shelter from the
ain.” Clare turned deadly pale. Redmayne went on:
* We didn’t want to play the spy, Clare, but there was a
reason why we coukdn’t show ourselves, and sc—we saw you,
aud heard something.”

1t was out now, and Redwayne did not dare to look at
the football captain. Clare breathed hard.

“So you know all about it, Redmayn

“ Not all about it, but more than I like to know. I hope
vou believe that we dida’t play the spy intentionally, Clave.”

“ Yes, I believe that; I know that Selby was in the barn
istening,” said Clare bitterly. “ Have yvou spoken about
s to anybody, Redmayne?”’
¢ boy flushed indignantly.

“ Of course not! Do you think Pm a speak??
Why do you speak of it now?”’

“ Because—becaunse—don’t you ses, Clare?’ bioke out Red-
mayie desperately. “When you resigned I thought it would
be all right. Now you're going to captain us against St.
Mona’s on Wednesday, and I know what that blaokguard
wants you to do.” :

Clare smiled grimnly.

And you'rve afraid I may sell oub the maich?’
Redmayne became scarlet. ;
o, 'm not; only—only—-"
ou're quite right to speak out, Reddy,” said Clare
guietly. “If my resignation had held good I suppose you
would have said nothing?” :

* Nothing,” replied Redmayne promptly. I didn’t want
to let you know I knew about if, you know, only—only——"

“I understand. Now,” said Clare, laying his hand for a
moment on the younger lad’s shoulder,  if I assuve you that
my cofnection with that man is severed for ever, and that
u no lenger in the least in his power, will that reassure
Redmayne?”’
dmayne brightened up at onee.
$20f course it will, Clare!”
= Well, it is so. I have been got out of thai cerane by
Gilbert, Reddy. He saved me from the ditch I was
ol enough to stumble in, and there will never be anything
the kind again. Redmayne. P’ve done with that for
. Ave you satisfied?”

I'm jelly glad,” said Redmayne sincevely. “1t was jush
Mr. Gilbert; he’s a jolly good sore.”
s the noblest fellow in the world,” said Ciave, wiih
some emotion. “Of course, youwll say nothing about all
this, Reddy?”’

““ Of course not. But what abe
¢ He is going to keep qui

“Thai’s all vight, then. But I say,
mind my having spoken ouf, do you?
dently. “I-I was worried about if.”

“I'm glad you spoke out, and got it off your mind,” said
Clare. “That's all right.™”

¢ And—and it won't make any difference to--—" bogan
Yedinayne haltingly.

‘How could you think so?
Weaednesday.”

“ Right you are!’ And
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“T wish you were in with me, old chap,”’ said Redmayne
regretfully, “‘But keep on pegging away, and you may get
your cap in time for the St. Mona’s return match. I kuow
vowll go in sooner or later.”

The chums of the Fifth, and, indeed, all Melthorpe, looked
forward eagerly to the St. Mona’s match: St. Mona's were
generally a hard nut to crack, and they usually played ouns
or two masters in the team. Last season the success had
been all on the side of the Saints, and the Melthorpians were
eager to wipe oub the stain of defeat. :

“ And I think we shall do if, sir,” Clarve said to Mr. Gil-
bert, when the malch day arrived; ‘we are very strong
this time. I am sorry that you will not be playing, though.”

¢ It is better for me to stand out,” said Mr. Gilbert, < as
on this occasion no masters-are playing for St. Mona's. Youn
may be able to pul me in at the veturn match. But you
have a fine team.” |

“Yes,” said Clare, locking with an eye of pride over his
men, who were waiting for the brake to take them over to
St. Mona's College; “a fine lot!” Then his brow clouded
for a moment. here’s only one I am a bit doubtfui
about.”

“You are referring to Selby?”’

“Yes. It's a hard thing to say of a fellow, but T don’t

think he’s forgiven me for keeping him out of the captaincy.
Hoe’s sulked ever since. I've tried to get on good terms with
him, but it’s no good. He just answers when I speak to
him, and that’s all.” :
It’s a very bad spirvit to show,” said Mre. Gilbert. T
am afraid there is little of the sportsman about him. A
feeling of disagreement is the worst thing in the world for
a football team. A good combination of very average
players will do better in the field than a team of first-class
men bebween whom there is disagreement. Still, you must
do your best to get on Selby’s right side. T’ve no doubt he
will come round in time, for he is really not a bad fellow
at bottom.”

1 shall do my best, sie.”?

The brake came vound, and team elambered into if.
Several other conveyances arvived for the masters and boys
who were desirous of following the Melthorpe champions
to the St. Mona’s ground. Dr. Talbot himself intended to
be present at the match, and with him was the master of
the Fifth. A little later Squire Laverock drove over.

The afterncon was fine and clear, and the ground was in
good condition. The Melthorpe representatives were ac-
corded a hearty welcome. Clare tossed for choice of goals
with Penrose, the Saints’ captain, and rightly named the
coin. The Saints had to kick-off against a breeze.

Mr. Gilbert, who was beside the doctor in the pavilion,
watched the commencement of the mateh rather anxious!
He was as keen as anybody upon Melthorpe winning, buf
he had very strong doubts about Selby. The prefect, when
he chose, was a splendid player, but the question was, would
be choose on this occasion? That he would intentionallv
give his side away was unlikely, but he was in a sour and
rancorous mood, and in that moed he was very likely to
prove more than a little of a  slacker.” :

Mr. Gilbert’s fears were not unfounded. More than once
Selby failed to pass to his centre when he should have done
so, and on one occasion, in the first fifteen minutes, his
selfishness robbed his side of an almost certain goal, which
Clare was in excellent position to take. Mr. Gilbert, watch-
ing every turn of the game, frowned slightly. He well
remembered a similar incident in the Clavering mateh when
Selby had acted in the same selfish way. Dr. Talbot glanced
at the young master by his side.

““ Selby does not seem to he up fo his usual form,” he
remarked. ‘ That was a chance missed. Ho is foo fond of
keeping the ball.”

I am afraid so. sir,” said Mr. Gilbert.

A few minutes later, however, Selby was the recipicnt of
a storm of cheering. Clare had passed to him. and he had
sent the ball fairly into the St. Mona’s goal, and the visitors
were one up. Whether Clare had observed Selby’s selfish-
ness or not, he was clearly not at all inclined to imitate it:
he thought of the game, and the game only.

The cheering seemed to animate Selby somewhat, and his
face became less cold in its expression, and he threw more
heart into the game, But the Saints were eager io avengs
the check, and they made a determined attack upon the
Melthorpe goal, with the result that the leather was slammed
right into the net, and the scoves stood equal.

Some sharp passages of arms followed, the hall going into
touch more than once, but at last, towards half-time, the
Saints brought it right up to the itors’ goal. Right
before the goal-mouth there was a tussle, and twice the ball
was sent in, but was fisted cut again by the custodian. Thae

second time Redmayne saw his chance. He was on the ball
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like a flash, anticipated a Saint by a fraction of a second,
and he drove it up the field, where a Melthorpe forward
captured it. It was Wynyard, who was at outside-right.

Away went the whole forward line of Melthorpe with' a
rush, and Wynward passed in to Selby, who dribbled the
leather onward. Two Saints were charging at him, and he
passed out again to Wynyard, heedless of the sharp call from
Clare to let him have the ball. The centre-forward had a
good chance, Wynyard had none. He was charged off the
ball in a moment, and a Saints’ back sent it right up the
field with a powerful kick. The scene changed like a
kaleidoscope ; the fighting was instantly transferred to the
visitors’ territory. And the Saints were rushing on
determinedly, and the attack might have materialised, when
the sharp note of the whistle was heard.

The first half was ended, and the score was equal; bub
Clare’s face was dark. He could no longer doubt that Selby
was allowing his personal antipathy to influence his play,
and, by reason of that, Melthorpe had lost at least one goal.
‘The captain turned it over in his mind as the teams went
off the field, and decided to speak to the prefect. An un-
pleasant look came over Selby’s face as Clare came towards
him in the dressing-room. Clare’s manner was quite calm,
and as cordial as he could make it.

"1 want to make an appeal to you, Selby,” he said, in
a quiet voice, so that the others should mot hear. * Last
season the Saints beat Us hollow, and if they repeat it this
time, there will be no end to their crowing. Don’t you
think you might forget personal matters for a bif, and play
“the game?”’

“ Who says I am not playing the game?’

“ Well, you take care never to let the ball come to me if
you can help it,” said Clare, a little tartly. “PT'm not
speaking on my own account; I don’t want to shine. But I
want Melthorpe to win this match, and we shall not win it
¥ou persist in your tactics.”

Selby bit his lip. He did not confess to himself that his
play had been coverned by his dislike of Clare; he had
half-unconsciously yielded to his sullen humour, and Clare’s
words only roused new bitterness in his breast.

I am playing in the way that seems to me best,” he
said coldly. “If you are not satisfied with me—well, you're
captain, and you can order me off the field if you like.”

*“You know I don’t want to do anything of the kind, and
if I did, it would be suicide to play a man short against
a team like the Saints,”’ said Clare hotly.

““What do you want, then?’ said Selby, with a sullen
look. “I% isn't my fault if you don’s get opportunities to
cut a figure all the time.”? :

‘I want you to buck up, and do your best.”

“That’s what I've been doing, in my opinion, which I
value a good deal more than yours.”

Clare checked the hot answer that rose to his lips.

“If that’s how you take if, it’s useless for mo fo speak,”’
he said. *“But if you don’t play a diffcrent game, Selby, T
shall have to consider very seviously whether you can be
allowed to play for Melthorpe again.”’” And he turned on
his heel.

Selby’s eyes glittered.
_“Bo you want to drive me out of the team?” he muttered,
“ Well, there will be a row first, I faney.”

The whistle sounded. There was a spiteful glint in Selby’s
eyes as he lined up with his side for the kick-off. The wind
was now in favour of St. Mona's, and they made the most of
this advantage. There was no denying their attack, and
n ten minutes from the whistle they had slammed the ball
into the visitors’ goal. The home crowd cheered vociferously.

“Goal! Goal! Hurrah!” -

And a stout, red-faced man, who stood near the rail,
grinned with satisfaction. It was Mr. Green. Though he
was no longer able to influence the result of the mateh by
underhand means, the bookmaker had some money on tho
game, and he was delighted to see that Melthorpe looked like
losing. e cast a sour glance towards the pavilicn, where
Mr. Gilbert. was visible, standing beside the chairs of Dr.
Talbot and Squire Laverock. He chuckled as he saw the
anxicus shade that for a moment darkened the Form-
master’s brow. There was something cruel, something
malignantly triumphant, in the bookmalker’s eyes as he fixed
them upon the man he hated.

“I've got you down fine!” he muttered. “T knew I had
seen you before; I knew your name wasn't Gilbert. O,
yes, I've got you, my beauty! I’ll make you sit up for the
Way you treated me. By James, vou'd be thinking about
something elsc than football if you knew what was coming !’
And the bookmaker chuckled again.

Mr. Gilbert had noviced the man on the ground, but he
had not cast a second glance in his direction. He was far
from guessing what was passing in the evil mind of the man
who hated him.

The second half wore on, and ere long another goal was
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taken by the home team amid ringing cheers from their
partisans.
St. Mona’s were now three up, and the maost hopeful of

the Melthorpians had to admit that the end of the game was

now a foregone conclusion. :

Clare worked hard to stem the tide of defeat, and his men
backed him up manfully. Even Selby threw more spirit
into the game; but he did not back up_the captain.

With the Saints working like one man for victory, the
presence of a single “slacker” in the opposing team was
fatal to their chances of success. =

The Melthorpe lads looked blue, while the Saints were full
of glee. It was another victory to be added to-their list,
another defeat for their visitors, and the Saints were naturs
ally highly elated.

Hard as Melthorpe struggled, the utmost they could do
was to keep their goal intact against further attacks until
the whistle blew for time.
three to one. :

Melthorpe were heaten! With glum faces the defeated
tcam retired to their dressing-room after the match. The
victorious Saints were escorted to their quarters by =
hurrahing crowd. St. Mona's was wild with delight over
the triumph. The cheering jarred upon Clare’s ears, for he
knew that with a sound player in the place of the slacker in
the Melthorpe forward line his side might well have claimed
the victory.

Even if they could not have defeated the Saints, the Mel-
thorpe men might, at least, have claimed a draw had Selby
dismissed private rancour and played up for his colours. A
deep resentment filled Clare’s breast—a resentment that was
shared by several of the other players. Some of them, in
the stress of the game, had not noticed Selby’s failing,
simply thinking that he was not playing up to his usual
form. Others had remarked that he did not back up the
centre-forward, and guessed the reason.

Redmayne and Wynyard and one or two more were loglk-
ing daggers at the prefect, and he did not fail to observe it.
He cast a challenging look towards Clare. He was secretly
feeling far from easy in his mind, but his narrow pride
would not allow him to show any sign of weakness.

“Well, you’ve had your way,’’ said Clare
“You've lost us the match, Selby.”

Selby flushed crimson.

*“ How dare you say so? T faney my play was as good as
anybody’s; and, at all events, I took the only goal we have
to our credit.”’

(Oh, it’s no good talking!” said Clare impatiently.
“You're a pigheaded brute, and I don’t expect vou to admit
that you played slack on purpose !”

1 did not!” hissed Selby. ‘It is false!”

¢ That’s for the football committee to decide,” said the
captain grimly. “T shall place the matter before them. and
they shall decide whether you or I leave the team. One of
us will have to go if the school is to win any of its matches
this season.”

“ Oh, I know your game !’ sneered Selby.
drive me out of the team.
know your motive.”

*Oh, shut up, Selby I’ said Leslie, of the Sixth. “ What
motive could Clare have for wanting fo drive vou out of the

bitterly.

*

“¥ou want to
I've known that all along, and I

‘team ¥’

The prefect smiled bitterly.

 Ask him,” he said.  He knows well enouch.

There was something so peculiar in the prefe
every eye was turned at once upon Clare.
turned red and then pale.

“It’s a lie,” he said between his teeth - yes, a cowardly
lie! You fellows can bear witness how I’ve tried to get on
good terms with' the sulky brute, and put up with his
bumours without a word. What he’s alluding to T shall not
explain.  Selby can do so if he likes. Bui one thing’s
settled—either 1 go out of the eleven or he does.”

 There’s no question about which it will be !’ exclaimod
Redmayne. *“We all saw how Selby kept the ball away
from Clare at the risk of Josing the match. Selby gave the
game away to the Saints.”

The prefect, white with passion at this denunciation by a
Lower Form boy, turned upon Redmayne, and struck
savagely at his face.

“Take that, you whelp I’

The blow never reached Redmavne. Clare caught the
envaged prefect’s wrist in time, and turned it aside.

That was the finishing touch to Selby's temper. He
wrenched his hand free, and struck Clare full in the face.

* Take that for meddling !’

Clare’s eyes blazed.
smote Selby upon the cheek with a crack like a pistol-shot,
and the prefect reeled under the blow. He sieadied himself.
gasping with rage, and tried to make for Clare. Several
tellows rushed in between.

 Btep. it, for goodness’ sake I cried Leslis. ¢ What will

“It THE §YES GF THE W0RLD,”

A feue Life Story BN “PLUGK > P

5

tone that
e captain

The game closed with St. Mona's .

His hand shot out, and the open palm

!
:
(
|
\
;
\
4




Buy “The Union JacK"——Every Friday, id.

the Saints think of us? We shall be the laughing-stock of
St. Mona’s—quarrelling among ourselves after losing a
match. Stand back, Selby!”

“Hang you! I won’t—I—""

¢ What 1s this 2’ said a cold, calm veice. .

Selby broke off abruptly. The boys looked round in
dismay. The master of the Fifth stood before them, a dark

frown upon his face.

M onece the master of the Fifth was really angry.
“What does this unseemly brawling mean?’ he

said sternly. “ Do you want to make your school an object

of contempt and derision to the St. Mona boys? Some of

them already know that a quarrel is going on here.”

Clare hung his head.
“1 am sorry, sir.
nothing till we were back
exasperated. I was wrong.” .

Selby was silent, but his look was still teuculent.

“Vou were certainly wrong, Clare!” said the master of
the Wifth. “TI myself observed conduct in the game which
will have to be inquired into, but this is not the place for it.”

Selby started. [t had not occurred to him until now that
the keen eye of the Form-master, the finest footballer at
Melthorpe, had been on him all the time. =

“ Ave you alluding to me, sit 2 he asked boldly. “Is it
my conduct that will have to be inquired into ?”’

““Since you ask me, it is!? said Mr. Gilbert sternly.
“You will be required to make an explanation to the foot-
ball committee, but for the present—-"" : - .

““Oh. I might have known you would side with Clare !”
said Selby, with reckless bitterness. “ You always take the
part of your favourite !” -

The words were scarcely out of the prefect’s mouth when
he would have given anything to recall them. He knew he
had gone too far, and all the others knew it, too. A kind
of shiver ran through them for a moment, and they did not
dare to look at My, Gilbert. o

“Do you know what you are saying, Selby?” said the
Form-master in an altered voice.

The prefect was silent. He was sorry he had spoken, but
he would not retract his words. He kept his eyes sullenly
on the ground. .

“ Your words cannot be overlooked, Selby,” said DMr.
Gilbert quietly; * but this is no time to speak of that. Let
me recommend that you return to Melthorpe, my boys,
without any further recrimination. I shall speak to you
again later, Selby.” And the Form-master walked out of
the dressing-room.

A painful silence followed his departure, and no one cared
to break it. Selby’s face was darkened by a sullen scowl as
he dressed. When he had finished he walked out of the
dressing-room by himself. He was in too bitter and un-
sociable a mood, and too keenly conscious of the hostile
feelings of his fellow-players, to wish to drive back with
them to Melthorpe in the brake.

He strode away from the football-ground with black
thoughts in his mind, his heart full of hatred, more against
My, Gilbert than against Clare. It seemed to his obstinate,
narrow mind that the master of the Fifth was against him
in everything, and he was less disposed than ever to admit
himself at all in the wrong.

Mzr. Gilbert’s brow was clouded as he walked away. He
had done his_ best many times to get on better terms with
Selby, but the prefect’s perversity had almost exhausted his
patience. There was trouble ahead now, for Selby’s insolent
words could not be overlooked; and, at the same time, it
was in Selby’s power to make himself extremely disagreeable
by revealing what he knew of Clare’s transactions with the
bookmaker. The situation was altogether an exiremely
awkward one, and the outcome might be unpleasant. In
the midst of the Form-master’s meditations, he felt a touch
on his elbow. He turned his head, and saw Mr. Green at
his side, an insolent grin upon his fat face.

“How darc you touch me?” exclaimed My, Gilbert
angrily.

© Oh, get off 1"’ exclaimed Green.
dodge over me any longer, my boy!

“ You must be intoxicated, I think!
yourself off !’

¢ Ail right, Mr. Gilbert!”  The bookmaker placed a
peculiar emphasis upon the name, and the Form-master
started. ““Shall I go to Dr. Talbot, and tell him what I
know 7"

“1 have not the faintest idea what you are talking about.”

$Then I'd better explain. The fust time I saw you I said
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CHAPTER 9.
An Old Acquaintance.

R. GILBERT looked over the circle of flushed faces
with a sharp, hard glance. It was clear that for

It would have been better to say
at Melthorpe, but I was

T’'ve spotted you!”
You had better take
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to myself that I knew your face. I couldn’t place you. But
arter your visit to the Blue Boar I kinder tumbled. See?

Your name ain’t Gilbert any more than mine is Brown!”’
He chuckled as he saw the colour waver in the master’s
cheek. “Oh, I've got you down fine, my chap,” he said.
“T'll make you sorry yet that you meddled with Jimmy
Green, by James !” :

“You must be dreaming !’ said the master of the Fifth
calmly. “Whom do you take me for, may I ask?”’

“*Tor a cove who wouldn’t be admitted to Melthorpe
School if the truth was known !’ the bookmalker grinned.

A look of relief flashed over Mr. Gilbert’s face, somewhat
to Green's amazement. -

¢ Indeed !” said the Form-master, still calmly.
sure you are not mistaken ?”’ S

““Oh, yes; I'm sure enough!” gaid the bookmaker, with
emphasis. “If I had wanted any proof, you've given it to
me yourself.”

“1? How so?”

“ Beeause, if you was all square and above-board, you'd
have shifted me before this. You see, you've given yourself
away ! chuckled the bookmaker.

My, Gilbert compressed his lips.

““I do not wish to make a scene here, nor can I afford to
be seen talking to you,”’ he said. ‘If you have anything te
say to me, I am willing to see you to-morrow—-—-"

The bookmaker interrupted him.

“To-morrow is no good. I have got something to say to
you, Mr. Blooming Gilbert, and it’s got to be said to-day, if
you don’t want me to say it in public !’

Arthur Gilbert’s eyes glittered, and his hands clenched.
It was only with ditliculty that he restrained himself from
laying the ruffian upon his back there and then.

“ Very well,” he said. “ The football team does ot im-
mediately leave for Melthorpe, and I can get away for a
short time as Dr. Talbot is here. Where can I sce you?”

The bookmaker reflected for a moment.

“In the beech-plantation on the Clavering road,” he said.
“That’s a short walk, and we won’t be seen there, as you're
so pertickler about not being seen with me. You wouldn’s
have been so particular ence upon a time,” he said, with a
sneering laugh.

vI will be there is half an hour,” said Mr. Gilbert. “ Now

“You are

In spite of his assurance, the rascal was somewhat abashed
by the look of the Form-master. “Contempt,” says the
Hastern proverb, * will pierce the shell of the tortoise’’;
and even Mr. Jimmy Green’s thick skin was not wholly
impervious to it. He nodded shortly and walked away.

Mr, Gilbert returned to his friends, and Squire Laverock
Ioloked at him curiously. The Form-master avoided his
glance. ;

* Who was that fellow you were speaking to, Gilbert "
asked the squire. I caught only a glimpse of him, but I
thoucht I knew him.”

A rascally bookmaker, named Green!” replied Mr.
Gilbert indifferently. *‘ You may remember he is the man
you warned us about in connection with a Melthorpe lad.”
“ Ah, yes; a regular rascal, I believe ! said the squire.
““Bo that is Green? I did not know him by sight. It was
my man who saw the meeting at the barn, and told me
about it. But I have seen the fellow before somewhere; I
am certain of it.”

““ Perhaps about the village?’ suggested Mr. Gilbert.

The squire shook his head, as if not completely satisfied,
but he did not pursuec the subject. He began to speak to
the doctor about the match, and Mr. Gilbert was glad to
have the topic changed. Anything like dissimulation was
repugnant to him, and, with the coming interview with the
bookmaker weighing on his mind, he was not in much of a
humour for talk.

The defeated team was entertained by the Saints previous
to its return home, and it was not difficult for Mr. Gilbert
to slip away unnoticed for the meeting in.the beech-wood.
Selby was also absent, but no one was in the least concerned
about the prefect. His comrades thought he had gone home
without waiting for the brake, and they were content to be
rid of the “slacker’ who had lost them the match.

Leaving the St. Mona’s ground, Mr. Gilbert walked away
rapidly on the Clavering road, and reached the beech-
plantation bordering the road at the appointed time. A
stile gave admittance to it, and‘at the stile the bookmaker
was lounging, smoking a cigar. He nodded familiarly to
the Form-master. Mr. Gilbert crossed the stile, and stopped
under the trees. These were thick enough beside the foot-
path to make a screen from general view.

“ Now, what do you want with me?’ he satd sharply.

“ Don’t come the high hoss with me,”” grinned Green; ‘it
won’t work!” I’ve got you down fine, my beauty!”

¢ HExplain yourself! You apparently take e ifor some
person other than I am. Tell me exactly what you mean,
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andyy\;ha.t you want with me, before I lose patience with

o = :

“I’Il tell you fast enough. You call yourself Arthur
Gilbert at Melthorpe, but the last time I saw you—I mean
afore I saw you round here—you was called by another
name.”’

¢ What name?’ cried Mr. Gilbert, with a trace of keen
anxiety in his tones.

“ Mellish,” said Green.  Dick Mellish was the name.”

- The look of relief which had puzzled the bookmaker

_ before reappeared upon Mr. Gilbert’s face. Green scowled
uneasily.

“Do you mean to deny it?’ he exclaimed savagely.
“’Cause if you do, it won't be difficult for me to prove it
to the satisfaction of Dr. Talbot. I can get you kicked out
of Melthorpe College with two words, and you know it.”

“1 deny nothing and admit nothing,” said Mr. Giibert
calmly. ‘ But, assuming that your supposition is correct—="

“¥You know it’s correct!”’ »

¢ Agsuming that it is, what do you want with me?"”’

“Well, that’s cool!” ejaculated the bookmaker.

7 asked you a quesiion,” said Mr. Gilbert calmly. * Will
you answer it?’

“Yes, 1 will!” snarled the bookmaker. * You've got to
make it worth my while not to show you up, or I'tl go
straight to Dr. Talbot and let him know that you're an im-
poster, And I’'m not going to keep my mouth shut for a trifle
either. I might have, but after your meddling and con-
founded insolence——'*

 Keep to the point. You must know that my salary as
a master at Melthorpe is timited, and that I have no other
resources. What do you expect of me?”

“Now we're coming to business,” said the bookmaker, in
a tone of satisfaction. ¢ This ain’t a matter that can be
settled with a five-pound note. If Dv. Talbot knew that ons

of his blooming masters was a racing tout from the Paris

racecourses——-"

* Gel to business!”

“ Certainly,” grinned the cther.
want any of your begearly screw, whatever it is.
rot now.”

Myr. Gilbert locked at him in surprise.

““If you do not want money. what do you want?”’

“There’s another way you can square me.”

“ Hxplain youtself!”

“You can let me alone, stop your rotten meddling, and
Jeave me to turn an honest penny in my own way,’ said
Mr. Green.

“7 don’t quite understand you.”

“1'1l make it clear. I can make a pretty good thing out
of the Upper Form boys at Melthorpe. Some of the richer
sort have fivers and tenners o chuck away, and if 1 wasn’t
interfored with I could get in a decent little harvest. You've
interfered with me once, and crabbed it for me. You won't
do it again. You'll stand out, and close one eye to what
goes on.”’

*“Ab, T see!”

The Form-master’s calmness encouraged Mr. Green.

“That’s the game,”’ he proceeded. ¢TI don’t ask you for
nothing ; I'll pay myself if you do that much. You might
give the chaps a chance to see me, too, and malke it a bit
easier for me to deal with them. And if you choose to go
into the thing fairly with me, I don’t say but what I'll forget
the little rubs we've had, and give you a percentage of the
profits.”

“You are too good.”

“Of course, I suppose you're playing some game at the
college,” went on Mr. Green. ‘‘ You ain’t there for nothing.
However, 1 don’t want to interfere with that. Just do as
1 ask, and I’ll see you through.”

¢ Unfortunately,” said Mr. Gilbert, in low, even tones,
‘I cannot do as you ask.”

The bookmaker scowled.

“ Why not?”’

“Because I do not happen to be a scoundrel like yourself.”

Mr. Green’s coarse face turned a brick-red with rage.

“ Why, you hound——"

“Hold your tongue! Listen to me, you cowardly, con-
temptible rascal! The proposition you make is one I might
have expected from one so base, so despicable as you are.”
Mr. Green spluttered with rage, but the Form-master went
on unheeding. ‘‘If you were worth it, I'd thrash you within
an inch of your life for daring to speak such words to me.
As it is, I will keep my hands off you; you ave too vile for
me to touch. Now get aside, and let me go!”

“You—you dare to defy me?”’ gasped Green.

“Yes, you rascal!”’

<11l show you up—TI1l have
college 1"
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And Mr. Green, beside himself with rage, was flourishing
a very grimy fist in the Form-master’s face. Mr. Gilbert
brushed him aside, dnd stepped into the footpath. 'The
bookmaker, mad witlr rage, struck at him furiously. The
next moment he felt as if an earthquake had occurred. He
lay on bis back in the grass, staving dazedly upward, blink-
ing his eyes. He rose slowly to a sitting posture, and
yupbed his nose. He saw the stalwars form of the Melthorpe
master striding rapidly away, and hurled a string of curses
after it. . -

“Hang him! Hang him! How I bate him! Ill make
him suffer!”

“T.et me help you up, my man!”’

A form stepped from the frees, and Mz, Green blinked ab
it doubtfully. It was Selby’s.

““Hallo! Fave you been listening?’

“T certainly heard your talk with Mr. Gilbert.”

“You're cne of the Melthorpe fellows I saw playing in
the match, ain’t you?’ said Mr. Green suddenly.

“Ves.” Selby gave the bookmaker a hand, and jerked
the fat man to his feet. ** He seems to have used you pretty
roughly, and no mistake.”

Jimmy Green gritted his teeth.

<71l ‘make him sorry for it yet!” Then he glared at
Selby suspiciously. ¢ What have you been a-spying for, you
young ’ound 7

Selby smiled grimly.

71 was curious to know what there might be between you
and Mr. Gilbert,” he said. ‘I saw him meet you, and I
determined to find out. Now, tell me, is there anything in
the cock-and-bull story you were telling just now?”’

“Tt’s gospel truth,” said the bookmaker sullenly. I saw
that feller on the Paris racecourse, and he had another nam
then. It wastwo years ago, but I know his face, though he's
changed a good deal.”

“Tt seems impossible.  Mr. Gilbert has always been <o
strict and correct; nobody’s ever had a word to say againgt
him,” said Selby musingly. “ Are you sure you're not
making a mistake? It seems impossible.”

The bookmaker looked at the prefect shrewdly.

T take it that you don’t love him any too much, young
feller. You wouldn’t be sorry to see him kicked cut of the
school.”
~ “T have no cause to love him,” said Selby between his
teeth. “He set himself against mesfrom the first. I should
be glad if he left Melthorpe, and if you could prove what
vou say, there would be no doubt about that. But Dr.
Talbot trusts him implicitly, and you would have to bring
pretty strong proof to make your story believed. But it
can’t be true. How could he have got his present position?
One of the governors of the school introduced him there, and
answered for him. How could he have deceived Squire
Laverock 7’

The bookmaker gave a nervous start at the name,

*“Who did you say?’

“ Squire Laverock, one of the governors of Melthorpe. He
has always been Mr. Gilbert’s friend, and 1 happen to know
that he strongly recommended Mr. Gilbert when the former
master of the Fifth left. He certainly wouldn’t recommend
a man who was unfit for the post; and how could Gilbert
have deceived him?’ Selby shook his head. ** It sounds like
a ghost story, Mr. Green. But if you had any proof——"’

“You'd be glad to hear it?’ suggested the bookmaker.

“Yes, T would. Look here, if you like to look up some
particulars * of this affair, and let me have something
tangible,” said Selby, lowering his voice, “I'll make it
worth your while. Only remember, it must be something
I can go upon.”’

“1’ll do it, and glad,” said Green viciously.

“Then I'll sec you again.”” Selby’s eyes were glittering.
TImpossible as it seemed for the bookmalker’s story to lLe
true, yet the man’s positiveness was staggering, aund then
the fact that Mr. Gilbert had met him secretly gave colour
to the story. 1f it should be true, it would be in the prefect’s
power to exact a crushing revenge for his injuries, imaginary
as they mainly were. ‘‘There’s a sovereign for you, aud
T'll make it a fiver when you give me proof enough to briug
that man’s head down to the dust.”’

The bookmaker looked after Selby with a curious ex-
pression as he walked away.

“There’s the makings of a pretty rascal in that chep,” he
“But I’Jl do what he wants—rather; and I'll
bring Mr. High Horse Gilbert low enough before I've done
with him.” And with that comforting reflection, Mr. Green
walked away towards Clavering, occasionally stopping to
ru? his damaged nose, and to mutter things not fit for ears
polite.
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‘CHAPTER 10.
Exit Mr. Green.
“gUMP in with me, Gilbert, my boy!’ said Squire
Laverock. “TI'll drop you at the gates of Melthorpe.”
Mr. Gilbert seemed to hesitate for a moment.
“It will take you out of your way, sir.”
“Very little, and it does not matter anyway. Jump in!”
The squire was not to be denied. And so when the Mel-
thorpe party left St. Mona’s, the master of the Fifth was
seated beside Squire Laverock, who “tooled ” the trap along
the lane in the growing dusk. Mr. Gilbert sat silent, his
face clouded. The squire looked at him once or twice, and
at length spoke.

“You can tell me what’s the matter, my boy. You can

rely upon me.”

“I should be an ingrate indeed if T did not rely upon
the man to whom I owe everything,” said the Melthorpe
master, in a low, earnest voice.

“ Nonsense! What I did was my bare duty, and as much
for the sake of my old friend as for your own,” said Squire
Laverock hastily. ‘ Never mind that. I can see that some-
thing is amiss, and that it is in connection with the loud
individual I saw you speaking to on the football ground.
Am T right?”

“You are, sir,” replied Mr. Gilbert.

“ What is he—some shady acquaintance of the days that
are gone for ever?”’

“ No, I never knew him, and had not the slightest recollec-
tion of him; but he must have seen mes. He rvemembers
me at a time when I was not known as Arthur Gilbert.”

““ He knows all, then?”

“ He recognised me as Dick Mellish.”

The squire smiled.

“ And what does he want?’

“He deems me an impostor at Melthorpe: he threatens
e with exposure, and he demands a peculiar kind of black-
ail. My salary is not large enough to excite his greed,
1t he has hit upon ancther method of paying himself for
his silence. 1 am to stand guietly by while he inveigles
my boys into betting transacfions and swindles them. He
has even offered to pay me a percentage of his profits.”

The squire made his whip whistle in the air.

‘" The scoundrel! What did you say to him?”

T left him lying on his back.”

Laverock chuckled.

“Then it will be war?”

“ Assuredly. He will make it his business to make things
as unpleasant as ble for me. He cannot harm me in
the way he suppos but in another way he can ruin all
my plans,” said N Gilbert gloomily, “I see nothing for
it but an exposure.”’

Leverock laid a hand upon his arm.

‘“And you are not ready for that, my boy? But think -
vou have been more than a year at Melthorpe—is it not
time?”’

The Form-master’s face was strangely pale and strained. -

“1 shrink from it,”” he said.  Sometimes the thought of
speaking out has come to me, and then I have wavered; but
always I have decided to wait. I have so much to lose by
haste, by being over-hasty. I dare not risk it. But now it
is inevitable. T shall be driven to do what I dread.”

“ Because of this bookmalker?”’

“Yes. He will not be silent.”

“If that is your only fear,” said the squire slowly, I
may be able to help you there. I am certain I know that
m I am almost certain that he was mixed up in a case
which came under my notice as a magistrate last year. If
my suspicion is correct, you will have nothing to fear from
his Green. Do not, therefore, make any decision until I
1ave seen you again.  When I leave you at Melthorpe I
shall go to him. . I understand that he puts up at the Blue
Boar, in Clavering. I think you said so?”

“Yes; you will find him there.” =

““Then take no steps till you hear from me again.
I shall be able to deal with this man.”

‘* Heaven bless you, sir!”’ said Mr. Gilbert, in a low voice.
“If ever a man had cause to be grateful, I have.”

“Tut, tut!” said the squire, fiicking his horse.

At the gates of Melthorpe College Mr. Gilbert alighted,
and the squire drove on to the village. There was a grim
expression on his face ds he drew up outside the Blue Boar.
The coming interview was not likely to be a pleasant one
to Mr. Jimmy Green. :
You have a man named Green staying here?? asked the
squire.

* Yes, sir,”” said the innkeeper, with great respect. Squire
Laverock was his landlord. * He’s just come in, about ten
minutes age. Do you want to see him?”

HEKT SATURDAY:

2]

@

Pl o

I fancy

AT

_ “ Better known than is convenient for you, my fi

5

“Yes. Show me into a room where I can see him in
private, and bring him in. ¥You need not tell him who it
e {

¢ Certainly, sir!”?

The ‘squire was shown into. a little parlour, where he
waited impatiently for a few minutes. Then the bookmaker -
made his appearance. Mr. Green came in unsuSpiciously
enough, but he started and changed colour at sight of the
sguire, and showed a disposition to instantly retreat from
the room. Laverock made a step forward.

*“Come in!” he said sharply. :

The bookmaker hesitated, and finally obeyed. The squire
surveyed him grimly.

““So I am not mistaken,” he said. * You are the man

“I don’t know what you are talking about,” said the
bookmaker sullenly. ‘I ain’t never seen you before.”

“ Haven’t you? I will refresh your memory a little. I am
Squire Laverock, and you came before me, sitting as a
magistrate, on a charge of drugging and robbing a man.
Somechow you -contrived to escape the police; but. if I am
not mistaken, you are still wanted on that charge.”

“It’s a mistake; I'm a well-known man,”’

'!9 :

e fellow
But do you mean to admit the truth, or shall I ask the land-
lord to send for a constable?”

Green turned a sickly eolour.

“I’m an honest man,” he said. * Give me a chance.”

“I’ll give you a chance, eertainly, if yoeu own up to the
truth.” T

“ Well, mebbe I was the man.”

“And now you are trying to bla
one of the masters at Melthorpe College,”
sternly.

The bookmaker’s jaw dropped.

11 didn’t know ke was a friend of yourn,” he stam-
mered. -

“ At all events, you didu’t know I should spot you,” sail
the squire scornfully. “ Now, I have no particular desire
to rake up that old matter against you; it's no business of
mine to play detective. If you immediately relinquish all
designs against Mr. Gilbert, hold your tongue about what
you think or know, and leave this neighbourhood to-morrow,
you have nothing to fear from me. What do you say?”’

The bookmaker’s eyes gleamed with spite. But he was in
a deep hole. There was no escape for him, and he stam-
mered out a savage consent. The squire crossed to the
door.

v

mail a friend of mine,
said the squire

well. If you are here to-morrow
be arrvested. If you say a single word against Mr. Gilbert
I'll have you hunted for in every corner of the kingdom, if
necessary, and brought up to answer for that old charge.
Bear that in mind!”

And Bquire Laverock strede from the inn.

He left the bookmaker grinding his teeth with rage. The
blow had fallen suddenly, and all Mr. Green’s plans were
shattered, his projects scattered to the four ‘winds.  Buai
there was no help for it. He was furious, but he had to
obey. The next morning the village of Clavering knew him
nc more. :

Squire Laverock drove away from the inn in a state of
great satisfaction. He stopped at the school, and was shown
to Mr. Gilbert’s quarters.  The squire was a well-known
figure at Melthorpe. He was the most influential of the
governors of the school, and he was known to be the friend
of Mr. Gilbert, as well as of the doctor. In long-past days
the squire and' Dr. Talbot had been schoolfellows together,
and their boyish friendship had lasted all their lives. When
and where he had first met Mr. Gilbert was not known; the
master of the Fifth was somewhat reticent concerning the
p‘d:f.

Squire Laverock tapped at the Form-master’s door and
went in. Mr. Gilbert was sitting alone in his study. His
face was very dark and thoughtful. He gave the sguire an
inquiring glance.

“AIPs wellt” said Laverock cheerily. 1 have seen Mr.
Green, and I have proved to his satisfaction that the safest
thing for him to do is to hold his tongue, and to clear out
of Clavering. He is going to-morrew.”

Me. Gilberi’s face lightened.

vening you will

“1 am glad of it,” he said guietly—* very gl I have
been thinking over it, and trying to nery to face it
out. But the nearer the disclosure comes less I feel
prepared to face it.”

said the squire thoughtfully, “I am certain you
e to fear. You were forgiven long ago.”
‘It is not that. I want ton i spect me, feel that
hy of confidence and regard. ant to prove that

1 Iw

I have ropented.”
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“You have proved it. And ke already respechs you, ho
already esteems you. I think you are too exacting u3 Jow-
self, my boy. You have nothing to fear.”

“’The tim>s has been so short,” said the other sadly. “X§
needs years of reparation to wipe out the black zin of the
past.”’

““You * have madc reparation,’” said Laverock. ri
answer for it, my boy, that when Dr. Talbot knows the
real identity of the master of the Fifth Form—->

He broke off abruptly. He turned qumkly to the door,
which he had not latched, and threw it open. Selby was
standing there, thh a shghtly ﬂushed face.

“I beg your pardon,” he said. I was about to knock.
I did not know that Mr. Gilbert had a visitor.” And he
walked away down the corridor.

The squire turned back into the room, frowning.

“Do you think he heard what I said, my boy?”’

Mr. Gilbert’s face was troubled.

“T fear so. I am afraid he listened.
little.”

But the squire’s face was troubled as he left Melthorpe,
and after he had gone Mr. Gilbert paced his study with
wrinkled brow. He knew that Selby had heard, and he felt
that something would come of it. He was 11ght.

But it matters

CHAPTER 11.
Selby Speaks.

ELBY hurried away with his heart beating hard, his
face flushed with excitement. He had heard little, but
he had heard enough. The bookmaker had told him
the truth. There was a secret in My, Gilbert’s past—-

secret that was known to the squire, who was the master’s
Lonfederate in keeping it. There could be no further doubt
now that he had heard their own words. -

A “sin,” Mr. Gilbert had said. What was it—what had
he done? But, whatever else was doubtful, one thing wa
clear. Mr. Gilbert was at Melthorpe under an assumc'l
name, under a fictitious identity. There was no doubt what-
ever upon that point, and the prefect felt that he had the
master at his mercy.

However plausible a tale Mr. Gilbert might tell, whatever
explanation he could make, he could not escape from the
fact that he was an 1mpostor that he had deceived the doctor
and everybody else. Selby’s heart beat faster.

This was the man who had preached to him, who had
ridden the high horse, who had more than once made the
prefect feel uncomfonablv small and mean. This man—and
he was a common cheat ! .

The prefect shut himself up in his room to think it out.
He knew it now for a fact. Between what he had just heard
and what the bookmaker had told him, he felt that he was
acquainted with the whole story. Mr. Gilbert had certainly
not been a reputable character in the past. It was a mys-
tery how one of the governors of Melthorpe came to be his
accomplice in an imposture. But there was no doubt about
the fact. He was not What he seemed.

“I will expose him,” said the prefect aloud. To his
narrow, prejudiced mind that step appeared in the light of
a duty. The man was an impostor. Whatever his motive
might be, the truth ought to be told. Dr. Talbot had a right
to know him in his true colours, and then to decide whether
he should remain at Melthorpc It was the prefect’s duty
to speak out.

Yet, at the same time, while he strove to think thus,
Selby knew very well that it was his intense dislike of Mr.
Gilbert that ruled his actions. But he would not admit it
in so many words to himself.

“1 will give him his choice,”” said the prefect to himself.
“He shall leave Melthorpe, or the doctor shall know all.
That is the utmost mercy I will have on him.”

And when he heard the squire drive away, the prefect
went to the Form-master’s study. Mr. Gilbert’s clear, strong
voice bade him enter. .

Selby entered, cool and self-possessed. There was some-
thing about Mr. Gilbert that usually made him feel ill at
pase—the natural effect of a strong, manly character upon a
nature that was niggling and petty. But now he felt master
of the situation. This man, before whose steady glance his
own had often dropped, was a cheat! There was a sense of
exultation, of complaconcw in Selby’s breast.

I expocted you, Selby,” said Mr. Gilbert guietly. “ You
have been unfortunate enough to again hear words that were
not meant for your ears.

The prefect bit his lip.
through him, that this man, whom he

'colourq should dare to lecture him.

“You are not the one to preach to me,” he said, between
hig teeth.  What are you?”

“1 am a master in this schoo]

Then a wave of anger surged
now knew in his true

chy, and entitled to re-

epect when I sm addressed,” szid Mr. Gilbert mem!y.
“Thig is the Sr:cond time you have forgetten youzself.

The prefect laughed sneeringly.

“I do not thmk you will be a master in this scheol 7ong
e answered. * As for respect, I cannot consider that any
is due ta an impostor.”

The Form master drew a sharp breath.

"Selbv :

“ What else are you? You are here under an assumed
name. There is some disgraceful secret in your past which
makes you aflald to' have your name known. You have
come here under an alias. You have deceived Dr. Talbot.
You have deceived the whele school. And you talk to me of
respect !”’

There Was a short, tense 51101100 and their glances met
like rapiers. Somethmg vaunting had come iuto ;
manner. FHe felt more and more the master of the situat

“You speak very bitterly, Selby,” said the Form-mastex
at last, and his tone was yeiy quiet. ‘ Are you sure you
havc your facts correctly 7’

“I am sure! I have them from more sources tha an one.
Do you venture to deny the truth of what I have said ?

ol deny nothing; vct I do not understand w hy vou

J‘nuld

take so keen a. pleasure in unearthing matters to my dis-
credit, in hunting me down like this.”
Sdby s eyes glittered.
‘You have - always been against me,”” he said.  Vou

have been against me ever since you came to Melthorpe ;
now I am against you. One good turn deserves another, you
lmow And he gave a bitter laugh.

““You are mistaken. I have never been against you, as
you term it. I have tried to do my duty to all: but you
have a suspicious nature, Selby, and you suspect “others of
haloouung feelings which in weunv exist only in your
breast.”

The prefect ground his teofh

At all events,” he- sald,
your game here is up.’

“ Am I to understand by that that you intend to publish
to the school this discovery that you have made ?” asked
Mr. Gilbert, with a calmness that puzzled Selby.

“Yes!” he answered sharply. ““Can you ask me to hide
it, to become your confederate 7’

“TIt would be useless to ask, T presume; and I never felt
Jess inclined to ask anything at your hands. You have, 1hen,
resolyved 77’

*“Yes! Either you leave ’\Iolthoxpo or I shall expose
you.- You can talke your choice.”

*“You are very kind.”

“You brazen it out well " said Selby scornfully. * Yen
will look a little dlﬁ'erenrly when the whole school knows
you in your true colours.’

I have found you out, and

‘You have finished here,”” said Mr. Gilbert; “you need
say no more. You have beon very insolent-——"
Selby laughed.
“ Insolent! To you?”
“ Silence !’ thundered Mr. Gilbert. “T repeat, you have

been insolent, but I shall not enter into that now. To-
morrow morning I shall see Dr. Talbot, and make a full
explanation to him, and it will be for him to decide whether
I leave Melthorpq. Till then you will be silent.”

“Tt is not for you to dictate.”

1 repeat, you will be silent,”” said Mr. leben‘ with an
ominous look. ‘Can I depend on you or not?

*“Oh, I suppose I can allow that ‘much 1> said Selby, with
an assumption of carelessness. . “ But I shall want to be
satisfied that—-""

““You shall be satisfied. Now goc.’

Selby walked out of the study. He had the best of it,
he said to himself; yet he could not feel as if he had won
a victory. Mr. Gilbert’s manner was not that of a con-
victed cheat. Was it possible that there was something
wrong somewhere, that he had jumped to conclusions too
h('m{ﬂv That uncasy doubt spoiled the prefect’s sleep that
mght,

CHAPTER i2.
The Son of the Boctor.

OU read my note, sir 7’
Dr. Talbot nodded as the master of the Fifil

the question, and made a gesture towards a chair.
There were traces of strong%motion in the geod cold
doctor’s face.
“I have read it, Mr. Gilbert. I don't quite urumstard
Ym\ said that you had news to give me of my son.
S ¥es: sin?
“T have had reason to believe that my con was (70a<
“That was in a sense correct. He died--to his old life;
he lives as a new man, and a better one.”

S (EH)
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i Mr. Green rose slowly to a sitting pesture and raised his fist threateningly as he saw the
5 stalwart form of the Melthorpe master striding rapidly away. (See page 75.)

“ He lives 7’ murmured Dr. Talbot. * He lives?”’

Alr. Gilbert sat down, with his back to the light.
doctor’s lips were trembling.

“But how can you know this, Mr. Gilbert?” said Dr.
Talbot. “How can you know anything of my poor Cyril?
[ do not understand.”’ -

“ T will explain, sir, if you will be patient.”

“Let me know all.”

“ After the robbery of which he was guilty—

The doctor started.

** What, you know that?’

“T know all.?”?

*“Go on.” There were tears in the doctor’s eyes. *‘ He
was led and cajoled to that, My. Gilbert.” He was in the
hands of cunning and unscrupulous men, and he was far
But go

“The

>

more sinned against than sinning. My .poor lad!
53 T

“ He left the country. Scapegrace, and worse, as he was,
ke had decency enough left to change his name. You had
soncealed your loss, hushed up the affair, and spared him.
In his carveer as an adventurer he desired to spare you, and
after he quitted Melthorpe he was known by another name.
He was determined that Cyril Talbot should disappear, and
he allowed people to believe that he was dead intentionally.””

“ 7T understand. Would that he had returned to me, had
allowed me to know where he was, that T could help him.
How did he live ?”

By any means that came to him,” said Mr. Gilbert.
“He had fallen by gaming and betting, and when he had to
live by his wits it was to the racecourse that he turned.
Under the new name he had taken he was known on foreign
vacecourses, and his associates were all sorts and conditions,
mostly bad. The young man himself would irretrievably
have gone to the bad, in spite of his inward longings to

reform, had not a friend found him and set him on tho vight
path again.”

¢ Heaven bless him, whoever he was!”

“This friend rescued him from his surroundings, gave
him help, and, what was of more benefit to him, encourage-
ment and hope. He helped him to realise his aspirations
after a better and cleaner life. In a word, he saved him,
and made a man of him again.”

““ Heaven bless him !” : :

“Then came a desire to Cyril’s heart—a desire, I think,
vou will understand—to rehabilitate himself, to prove him-

self worthy of his father’s forgiveness, worthy to resume his
He resolved, by hard work

name, and return to you, sir.
and a steady, strict life, to prove his repentance, his reform.
In this his dear friend aided him.”

The doctor looked at Mr. Gilbert’s face quickly, but the
master’s face was in the shadow.

“Who was this friend 7"> cried Dr. Talbot.

“Squire Laverock.” :

“ My old schoolfellow [??

“ Your friend, sir—and Cyril’s.
ciliation. He agreed that the disclosure should not be made
until Cyril had a right to ask for forgivemess. As an in-
fluential governor of Melthorpe College, it was in his power
to help the young man in the plan he had formed.”

The doctor started. :

_ ““The plan was this,”’ resumed My. Gilbert, after a pause.
“Vears had elapsed. Cyril was older, and greatly changed.
There was little fear of his being recognised by any who
had formerly known him. ¥You had intended him for the
position of a Form-master here, and his training had been
with a view to that end. It was easy for him to prepare for
the position.  Squire Laverock’s influence contrived all,
and, as the squire’s protege, few questions were asked him.
He came to Melthorpe under a new name.”’

3

He desired the recon-
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The doctor trembled. :

© Mr. Gilbert, what are you saying?” ; -

“Ror a year, said Mr. Gilbert steadily. “he hag lived
here trying to atone. The disclosure he had to make he
wished to postpone, perhaps for years; but cireumstances
have occurred which render it necessary for him to speak

ut2 .

** Mr. Gilbers!”

The Form-master rose to his feet. The doctor also rose,
his face white, his eyes shining.

< Father !’

¢ Heaven !
knew !”

“You are glad to know

“Glad? Oh, my boy—my boy !”

The tears were running down the kind old face. The
Hdoctor put his hands upon the young man’s shoulders and
'drew him nearer, and scanned his features.

Is it possible? Under my eyes, and I never

951
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CHAPTER 13,
The Winning Goal.

““I never knew! Ah, I know you now, my son

T was a nine days’ wonder at Melthorpe. Mry. Gilbert,

the master of the Fifth, was Dr. Talbot's son !
Of the reasons why the young man had left home, few
knew or suspected anything. There was a great deal
of wonder, as a matter of course, and strange surmises as to
why he should have chosen to return incognito, and take up
a position as master in the school. Public curiesity was not
satisfied upon these points. .

The boys wondered and commented until other matters
of nearer importance absorbed their attention, and the story
of the master of the Fifth became an old one.

Selby’s feclings when the disclosure was made cannot
easily be described. Ile understood that, in his readiness
to beli 1 of the man he hated, he had made a blunder;
ahd o] d of seeing Mr. Gilbert driven with ignominy
from t hool, b im in a position more honoured
than before—as the son of the Principal.

And the prefect quaked in his shoes. He had been bitter,
he had been insolent, he had been merciless, when he
_thought that power was in his hands.

| It was now in the Form-master’'s power to pay him back
| with interest if he had chosen to do so, and Selby naturally
“did not look for much consideration. But, as usual, he mis-
judged his man.

Cyril Talbot—to give his correct name—had no inten-
tion of returning evil for evil, and he appeared to forget
that Selby had ever wished to injure him.

The profect could hardly believe at first that he was for-
given; but when there could no longer be any doubt, even
his obdurate heart was touched, and remorse woke in his
breast. And one evening, when some matter of business
had brought him to the Form-master’s study, he lingered
after it was concluded, with a flush in his face.

The Form-master noticed him linger, and gave him a
cheery smile. . e

“ You have something more to say, Selby?’ he
genially. :

“* Yos, sir.”” The prefect paused. and then blurted out,
with a scarlet face:; *I—1 want to apologise to vou, sir.”

“To me, Selby? For what?”

“For acting like a rotten cad towards you!” said Selby.
¢ ¥Yes, I know that’s what T was. I tried to think I was
doing right all the time, but I knew sccretly that I was
actuated by malice; and-—and you could make me smart for
it now, sir, if yon chose, and you haven’t. I—I am sorry I
was ever against you, sir !’

The Form-master’s face softened. -

“T'm glad you've spoken out like this, Selby,” he said.
“T'm glad the misunderstanding between us is at an end,
for that's all it was.” ; .

* 1t was worse on my side, sir; but it's ended now. I was
a cad, but I'll try to do a bit better in the future, sir.
And—and with regard to Clare, toe, I was to blame.” The
prefect was evidently bent upon making a clean breast of it
now that he had started. *‘But T'll put that right, I'm
going to put my resignation in the hands of the committee.”

The master of the Fifth dropped his hand upon the
prefect’s shoulder.

“Don’t I’ he said.

0e

asked

“Before we had this tall. Selby, T

_should have considered that the mest judicious thing you

could do; but you have shown me that I, on my side, did
not judge you fairly. Let me advise you. Spoak frankly
to Clare, as you have done to me, and retain vour place in
the eleven. We shall soon be meeting St. Mona’s again, and
e\‘ery).gooﬂ player will be wanted to avenge our -defeat
away.’’
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¢ P11 take your advice, sir.” - < :

The mastery of the Fifth held out his hand. Selby took it
{imidly, and the Form-master gave him a cordial grip. It
was the burial of old animosities. :

The prefect followed the Form-master’s counsel, and Clare
was quite willing to meet him half-way. When the day came
to play St. Mona at home, the constitution of the school
team had been somewhat altered, but Selby was in the froht
line with Clare. Redmayne kept his place as half, and had
the satisfaction of seeing his chum Norroys in the half-back
line. And as a couple of masters were playing in the Saints
eleven, Mr. Gilbert was included in the home team as centre-
forward, Clare taking inside-left. >

The great day arrived, welcomed with high hopes by the
Melthorpians. The team were in fine fettle, eager to wipe
oub their late defeat. The ground was crowded, and in the
pavilion were Dr. Talbot and Squire Laverock, both watch-
ing the master of the Fifth, handsome in the school colours,
with eyes of pride. : :

“Weo shall pull it off to-day, sir!” said Clare confidently
to the Form-master; and the latter nodded.

I believe we shall, Clare.” :

Fortune favoured the Saints at the opening of the game,
and in the first fifteen minutes St. Mona’s were two up. @
feat which was loudly cheered by their partisans on the
ground. ! >

But Melthorpe soon changed all that. Again and again
the school forwards swept goalward, and once, twice, thrice
the ball was slammed into the net by Selby, Clare, and
then by the master of the Fifth. -

The Melthotpians yelled for every goal, and the first half
ended with the home team three to two.

In the sccond half the tussle was fierce and hard. The
Saints made a desperate onslaught, and drove it well home;
but the school goalie saved, and sent the ball out to Red-
mayne, who headed it to Clare, who was waiting. Away
went Clare, dribbling finely, and passing in time to the
master of the Fifth, who passed cut to Selby, and the
prefect sent the leather whizzing between the posts like a
four-point-seven shell.

Four up !

No wonder the Melthorpians shouted.

Soon afterwards, however, the Saints claimed a eorner
and a goal resulted from it. And still again the St. Mona's
skipper slammed the leather in, and within ten minutes of
time the score was equal:

The Melthorpe men lined up again with the determination
that it should not end in a draw. And as the Saints had
precisely the same intention, the tussle was a hard and
obstinately-contested one. 5

Ragerly the crowd watched the varying fortunes of the
but as timme drew nearer it seemed that the home
ors were getting the best of it. Right up to the mouth

of the Saints’ goal the struggle surged, and twice the

custodian was called upon to save. . .

Anxious now were the Melthorpe faces. Squire Laverock
had one eye on the game and the other on his watch.
Again a whizzing shot, and again the goalie sent it out.:
Out it came, but it found a man ready, and from a forward’s
head it shot back into the goal, and before the goalie knew
that it was coming it was climbing up the net. A roar of
cheering greeted the winning goal.

“ (Goal-—-goal I’

¢ Well done, sir! Goal-—goall!”

The whistle went. The players streamed off the field,
facoed by a gruelling game, and a erowd of enthusiastic
Melthorpians surrounded the master of the Fifth, who lad
kicked the winning goal for his side, and carried him
shoulder bigh to the pavilion.

And here we take our leave of the boys of Melthorpe and

: the master of the Fifth.

THE END.

v
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CHAPTER 1.
The While Man’s Foot—-The Mysterious Trail.

% ¥ FLAT on ’arth do you make o’ that, Dick? TLook here
__and here! Did you ever see anything like it?’.
And the spealter, Nat Wild, trapper and frontiers-
2 man, leaned upon the butt-end of his rifle and stared
around him with an expression of blank amazement upon his
bronzed countenance.

Dick Wild, to judge by his looks, shared to the full the
sstonishment of his elder brother; yet anyone not bred to
‘orest life would probably have wondered what there was to
nake such a fuss over in a patch of trampled moss and the
sroken twigs of a bramble-bush.

But to Dick and Nat Wild the trampled moss and broken
‘wigs were part of a language which they read as easily as the
average man reads an open book—the language of the forest
and the trail. From the signs around them they.could recon-
struct something, at least, of the scene that had taken place
upon the spot on which they were standing, and the more they
puzzled over these signs the more eccentric appeared the move-
ments of the man upon whose trail they had unexpectedly
stumbled in the depths of the primeval forest of the Far
North-West.

To begin with, a casual glance was enough to show the
trapper and his brother that the footprints which caused them
<0 much surprise were the marks not of a moceasin, but of the
ordinary leather boot of civilised regions, and a leather boot
was as much of a rarity in those remote wilds as a mocecasin
would be in the paved streets of a European town.

Further, the wearer of the boots appeared to have been walk-
ing—or, rather, leaping—over the ground in a truly extra-
ordinary fashion. On one patch of moss he had apparently
careered round and round in a series of circles, not walking,
but running, since the prints of his toes were deeply indented,
while his heels had barely touched the ground. Thence he
had seémingly taken a spring which had landed him in the
midst of a little thicket of brambles, upon whose branches he
had left several fragments of grey cloth from his garments.
And, having extricated himself from the thorns, he must have
fallen into a kneeling attitude on a piece of damp ground,
since the marks made by his hands, his knees, and the points
of his boots were plainly visible on the edge of a little pool of
rain-water. ; : ;

“ What on ’arth’s the meaning of it all?’ Nat Wild repeated,

in utter bewilderment, as he bent over the trampled earth.
“If yowd asked me five minutes ago, I'd ha’ bet you ten
thousand dollars to a red cent that there wasn’t a pair o’ boots
within five hundred miles of us. And the fellow’s wearing
town boots, too! Look at this bit o’ cloth he’s left hanging on
the thorn-bush. Tell you what, Dick, he must be a lunatic—
an escaped lunatie, who has bolted from somewhere down
Fast and managed to wander away into the backwoods.
Though, if that’s the case, it beats me to think how he’s lived,
for he must ha’ been wandering about for weeks.”
_Dick shook his head, just as much mystified as his elder
brother. A white man’s trail was the last thing they had
expected to come across in the lonely forest region where, for
the last two or three weeks, they had been engaged in trap-
ping the fur-bearing animals, whose skins they intended to
sell Jater on at one of the frontier stations.

In the ordinary course of things they would have remained
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some time longer in the-district; but early in the morning

they had been joined by their Delaware friend, Straight Pine,

who had expressly sought them out in order to warn them that
a tribe of Hurons was reported to be on the war-path in their
neighbourhood, and that it was believed that more than one
white trapper had already fallen a victim to their scalping-
knives. Under the circumstances,’ an immediate retreat to
more civilised regions had been decided upon; and, accord:
ingly, having hidden the stock of skins, whose weight would
have impeded the swiftness of their march, the little party of
three had set out for Fort Brownlow, the nearest trading-
station—a journey of fully two hundred miles. So far they
had come across no sign of the hostile Hurons, through whose
country they were passing; but that did mot prevent them
from taking the utmost pains to conceal their movements, and,
when possible, to cover up their trail...

The discovery of the footprints which had so much
astonished Dick Wild and his brother t8ok place towards
evening, when, after a long day’s march, the little party had
halted for rest and food. The supply of provisions they had
brought with them from their last halting-place was a very
small one, and it was in order to enable Straight Pine to add
to it that the halt had been made earlier than usual. Bidding
his companions kindle a fire of dry:sticks beside a little
streamlet, the Delaware had crept off ifito. the woods, with the
object of bringing down with an arrow.either a bird or a
deer—a rifle he dared not use, lestiits report should reach the
ears of the Hurons, and give them a¢lue to his whereabouts,
It was just after he had vanished that Dick, while hunting
around for dry twigs, had come across. the mysterious trail
which had aroused his‘astonishment:and curiosity.

It was not to be wondered at that:Nat Wild came to the
conclusion that such a trail cou - have been left by a
lunatic, for who but a lunatic; hevargued, would run round
and round in a circle, and then miazke a flying leap into the
midst of a thorn-bush? Yet tha was what the stranger
had done his tracks proved clearl§ gh., Further, to leave
such plain traces of*his movement ‘fhe midst of the Huron
country was, in the trapper’s eyes, an act of madness in itself.

““Well,”” he said at last, after another puzzled survey of
the footprints, ¢ whoever the fellow is, we can soon catch him
up, if we want to. The trail’s fresh -enough; it don’t look to
me more nor an hour old.” . .. .. -

“ Well, then,” Dick broke in eagerly, “ I’ll go on after him
and catch him up before it gets dark—1I can’t miss him—and
you can stay here and let Straight Pine know where I've gone.
Whoever the man is, he evidently doesn’t know that he’s in
danger, and we ought to warn him.”

Nat Wild grunted disapprovingly. .

“ Steady on, lad,” he said. “I’m not sure that I'm alto-
gether so keen on having the fellow’s company. After all,
we’ve got our own scalps to consider, as well as his, and a
lanatic who goes blundering about leaving a trail like an
elephant’s behind him wherever he turns ain’t a particularly
safe-companion when there may be a score of redskins within
a mile of youn on the look-out for scalps.”

“You don’t mean‘it, Nat?’ Dick retorted, his face flushing.
‘' You don’t mean that you'd leave one of your own colour to
fall into the hands of the Hurons without giving him a word
of warning?”’ : :

Nat shrugged-his shoulders.

*“I tell you the man is a lunatic,”’ he replied obstinately.
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# No one but a Iunatic would go plunging about in the back-
woods in hobnail boots and a cloth suit. And it ain’t no go

i words of warning to lunatics; and it’ll be no joke if
e have to act as keepers to a madman and give the Hurons
the slip at the same time.”

Before Dick could open his mouth to reply he heard a light
footstep behind him, and Straight Pine emerged from the
wioom of the forest, carrying a newly-slain bustard which his
arrow had transfixed.

¢ Ask the Delaware what he thinks of the business,”” Nat

_szid, with another shrug. ‘If he’s willing to follow up the
%rail, why, you'll be two to one, and I'll give in; but, as far
as I'm concerned, I'd rather do without the company of the
chap that's left it.” ;

With his usual impassive expression, the Delawarc listened
to the trapper’s explanation, and himself examined the

us trail; and, in response to Nat’s question, “ What
do you think of i, Delaware?”’ he replied quietly :

It may be that No Scalp is right, and that the footprints
are those of one whom the Great Manitou has afflicted so that
ke knows not what he is doing ; but it may also be that he is
same white man wandering hither in ignorance of the danger
that surrounds him. The heart of Straight Pine tells him

09

tiat the Young Horse is right, and that we should follow the
trail, and warn the man of his danger from the Hurons.”

“ All right,” Nat grunted; ‘‘have your way, and if the
Hur get hold of us don’t blame me. You can go and look
for the fellow. if you like while I cook the bird.” -

And picking up the bustard, he began to pluck it; while
Btraight Pine and his brother, without another word, set out
ou their search.

‘Thouch the sun was just dipping below the horizon, the
Tiglit was still good enough to enable them to follow the trail

rthout difficulty—indeed, it would have been difficult for
even the most inexperienced eyes to miss seeing the path that
the stranger had trodden through the forest. Nat’s comparison
-f his movments to the trampling of an elephant was hardly
aggerated one, for he appeared to have been guided on
the journey by the principle of doing as much damage as
possible both to himself and the surrounding vegetation.
Uecasionally he seemed fo have walked straight ahead for a
fow yards, but for the most part his progress must have con-
sisted of a series of darts and dashes from side to side.

Now a bush showed that he had literally trampled and torn
his way through it; again, on the edge of a forest pool, the
mud revealed his footprints up to a considerable depth, and
the sedge was stirred where he had waded about in it; while
atice the Delaware stopped and pointed to a tree up which the
stranger had certainly climbed, since the bark was scored by
tho marks of his feet, and one of the lower branches had
broken beneath his weight. The ground beneath it borve
ss to his tumble ; but evidently he had not been seriously
haust, for he had picked himself up and continued his progress
the same erratic fashion as before. !

By this time Dick’s curiosity was excited to the utmost ;
and though the Delaware, after the custom of his race, was

oful not to betray any emotion, he was quite as bewildered
s his companion. Both pressed eagerly onwards, anxious to
10 up with the stranger before darkness should put an end
the search; but the shadows were beginning to fall thickly
fore they actually came across him.

The first sign that they had of his presence came when the
hunt had lasted a full hour. The Delaware, who was leading,
od suddenly and laid his hand on the boy’s shoulder; and
ik, knowing that he had heard something, listened with all
his ears, and as he did so the wind bore towards him the
refrain of ¢ Rule Britannia,” whistled loudly and shrilly.

““The idiot!” he muttered beneath his breath.

With a mutfered “ Ugh!” Straight Pine again moved for-
ward 1h the direction of the sound, and a couple of minutes
Yater again halted, and, with Dick by his side, stood gazing
auxiously at the scene before him.

—————

CHAPTER 2,

The Beetie=Hunter—Professor Loveioy Refuses f#to
be Frightened — Straight Pine Takes Strong
Measures.

TRAIGHT PINE and Dick Wild had come to a halt on

S the edge of a little glade, through which a stream wound

its way, rippling over a pebbly bottom. On a stretch of

clear ground on the edge of the stream a fire had been
l{i‘b,!and the flames made a patch of light amid the growing
darkness.

Seated in front of the fire was the stranger upon whose
traces they had been following for the last few hours, and as
Dick saw him he could scarcely suppress a gasp of surprise, so
uiterly unlike was he to the ordinary traveller in the forests
of the North-West. z

INothing more opposite to the woodsman or the trapper could
bo imagined than this elderly man, whose bald forchead and
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gold-rimmed spectacles shone in the red glow of the fire as he
bent over a tin box upon his knees, and surveyed its contents
with evident interest. His rather stooping figure was clad in
a grey suit, very much the worse for wear, and a grey felt hat
lay on the ground at his side, amongst a miscellancous collec-
tion of various artieles, including two or three small tin boxes
and glass bottles, a large green umbrella, a macintosh, a fish-
ing-rod, & blanket, and a saucepan. :

So engaged was the stranger in his occupation that he did
not look up until Dick and Straight Pine had emerged from
the shelter of the trees into the circle of light cast by the
fire. Then, with a start, he ceased to whistle, and raised
his eyes to his unexpected visitors.

““ Ah, good-evening!” he said, as he raised his eyes, with-
out appearing either surprised or disconcerted. ‘A fine
night, is it not—a beautiful night?”

An astonished “Ugh!” was the only reply of the Dela-
ware to this polite greeting. It was Dick who asked
abruptly :

“I say, who are you, and what are you Joing here?”

““Who am 17 the stranger replied mildly. * My name is
Lovejoy, young man—Simon Lovejoy, and I am a professor
of natural history at the university of Oxbridge, England.”

““Professor of natural history at the university of Oxbridge,
England,” Dick repeated, in amazement, “ But what on
carth are you doing here, then?”’

Far from appearing annoyed at the blunt question, Pro-
fessor Lovejoy smiled with an air of amiable self-importance
as he rveplied: :

“T am spending a six months’ holiday, my young friend,
in adding, I hope, to mankind’s store of knowledge. There
is as yet no complete collection in existence of the coleoptera
of North America, and I am not without hopes that t
results of my wanderings will be a number of specimens as
yet entirely unknown to entomologists.”

Dick’s eyes opened as widely as his mouth. Professoy
Lovejoy’s leng words were Greek to him, and he was only
partially enlightened as to their meaning when his new
acquaintance lifted up a small glass bottle half filled with
powder, upon which were resting the corpses of some large
green beetles.

*‘ Beetles!” the boy exclaimed.
ing for beetles?”’

“ Yes, beetles—coleoptera,” the scientist nodded. ¢ Ento-
mology is the branch of natural history which has always
interested me the most, and I am devoting my holiday to
the study of it.”

Dick gave. a gasp. So that was the meaning of the
naturalist’s extraordinary movements—his excursion into the
muddy pond, his attempt to scale the tree, his dashes into
the ‘various bushes. Armed with nothing more formidable
than a green umbrella, he was calmly occupied in investigat-
ing the insect life of the Huron country—while the Hurons
themselves, it might be, only a few miles off, were hunting
for scalps as indefatigably as he was hunting for beetles.

The Delaware, meanwhile, with a look of grave astonish-
ment on his features, was scanning from head to foot this
strange specimen of a white man. As the professor ceasec
speaking he opened his lips for the first time. Pointing,
with a gesture of contempt, to the botile which contained
the beetles, he asked:

““ Does my white brother think that his life is of less value
than those insects? When his scalp is hanging at the belt
of a Huron wasrrior what good will it do him that he has
slain many beetles and placed their bodies in little bottles?”’

The professor stared at the speaker through his gold-
rimmed spectacles.

“T'm afraid I don’t understand,” he began apologetically.

“He means,” Dick explained bluntly, “that you are
doing your best to throw away your life. Perhaps you don’t
know it, but the Hurons are on the war-path; and that
means that if they come across your track—you leave a
pretty plain one behind you—your life wouldn’t be worth a
moment’s purchase.”

If Dick had expected to terrify Professor Simon Lovejoy
by his announcement, he was much mistaken, the naturalist
merely shook his head with a kindly smile. -

‘“ Hurons?’ he said. ¢ That means Indians, doesn’t it?
I'm afraid you are trying to frighten me. Why should the
Hurons wish to injure me? I shall not try to injure them,
and they surely can have nc objection to my increasing the
number of my specimens?”’

“If they come across you they won’t wait to talk to you
about your specimens,” Dick retorted. ° The chances are
that they’ll put a bullet into you at sight and look at your
specimens after.” -

“But, my dear young man,” the professor objected, with
the mild obstinacy that was one of his chief characteristics,
¢ I feel quife sure that you are mistaken. A harmless travel.
ler like myself, engaged simply in {he pursuit of science,
must surely be safe from molestation. At any rate, I shall
not believe the contrary until I have proof.”
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“And by the time you have proof your sealp will be
hanging at a redskin’s belt!” Dick retorted, beginning to
get really angry at the other’s folly.  Look here, Mr. Love-
joy, or professor, or whatever you call yourself, this is your
fiest visit to the backwoeds, isn't i67”

“ Qertainly.” :

“Well, it isn’t our first visit, and I guess we know a good
deal more about the backwoods and the redskins that live in
them than you do. And I give you my word that you've not
often been in greater danger of sudden death than you're
standing in this minute.”

The professor looked round him doubtfully; then the
peaceful appearance of the scene—the towering trees, and
the little sfreamlet rippling through the glade, seemed to
have a reassuring effect on him, for he replied tranquilly :

T really think, my young friend, that you are exaggerat-
ing. I have been nearly a fortnight in the woods without
being molested in any way, and if there are any savages
about, I am sure that, when they understand that my in-
tentions are peaceful, they will not try to disturb me. I
have nothing of value with me—nothing, at least, which
would appeal to the greed of the untutored savage, though,
to the naturalist, my specimens are beyond price. My
specimen-tins and bottles, a little store of dried meat, and
the fishing-rod with which I supply my daily wants, are

* really all the property I have with me, except my macintosh
and umbrella.”

Uncertain whether to burst out laughing or be angry, Dick
stood staring at the extraordinary being who proposed to
encounter a tribe of redsking on the war-path with no more
formidable weapons than a macintosh and an umbrella; and
then, with a look cf comical despair, he turned to the Dela-
ware, who had stood silently listening to the conversation.

“What on earth are we to do with him, Straight Pine?”’
ho asked, lowering his voice so that it should not reach the
pars of the naturalist. “If we don’t get him away from
here, he’ll lose his scalp to a certainty; but it scems he
won't come.”

“The ways of the white man are often strange,” the Dela-
ware replied gravely, ¢ but never till now has Straight Pine
met a man, white or red, to whom his life was of less
account than a crawling insect’s. All that the Hye of Glass
has said Straight Pine has not understood; but he has
understood that the Eye of Glass wanders through the forest
seeking for beetles that he may slay them and put them in

5. Also he has understood that the Eye of Glass has a
great reverence for the slain beetles and would not willingly
e parted from them. Has Straight Pine guessed aright?”
Dick Wild nodded.

“Whether he wills it or not,” the Delaware went on,
“the Eye of Glass must come with us, since only with our
help can he save his scalp from hanging at the girdle of a
Huron. And, since his knowledge of the forest 1s but as
the knowledge of a child, it is as a child that Straight Pine
vill treat him.”

‘What do you mean to do, then?”

For answer, Straight Pine strode up to the naturalist, who
was once more bending with a satisfied smile over the con-
tents of the tin box—his precious specimens.  Without a
word the Delaware calmly snatched the box from Professor
Lovejoy’s hands, and then, before the astonished professor
realised what he was about, he had swooped down upon the
remaining bottles and boxes, and swept them into a large
knapsack, which the naturalist had left lying on the ground.
This he calmly swung over his shoulder, and, turning on
his heel, began to stride slowly towards the forest, Dick, a
broad smile upon his face, following closely upon his heels.

For a moment, with his mouth wide open, the professor
sat gazing at the Delawarels movements; then, as he realised
that his beloved specimons were actually being carried off
under his very nose, he secrambled to his feet with a howl
that would have been alarming if it had not been so irre-
sigtibly comical.

¢ Hi,” he shouted, ¢ what are you doing with my speci-
mens, yon scoundrel? Haud them over at once! Stop thief
—stop thief! Police !’

The idea of calling on the police in the depths of a
primeval forest appealed to Dick Wild’s sense of humour,
and he burst out laughing. Not so the prefessor, however,
whose bald head reddened with fury, and who seemed quite
prepared to do battle with the Delaware for his treasure.

““You unmitigated scoundrel!”” he went on, dancing about
from one foot to the other, and shaking his fist in Straight
Pine’s impassive face. “Put down my specimens, do you
feozt

Silent and unmoved, the Delaware continued to gaze stead-
fastly at the enraged naturalist, merely keeping a tight hold
upon the kunapsack, while the professor continued to caper
_around him, shaking his fists and showering abuse on him.
Finding at last that neither words nor gestures had any
effect, he turned to Dick, who, leaning against a tree, was
watching the seene with a broad grin on his face.
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“ Young man,” he gasped furiously, “as this unprinciple'd
savage does not appear to understand what I have said, will
you kindly make it clear to him that the theft of my speci=
mens is a criminal offence, and that as soon as I return to
civilised parts, I shall put the law in motion against him?
Please make that clear to him.”

““T am afraid,” Dick returned, stifiing his laughter, * that
it isn’t any good talking to Straight Pine, professor. He
understands you well enough; your beetles and things are
safe enough with him, and he’ll give ’em all back to youw
when we get to Fort Brownlow—if ever we do get there,
that is to say.”

“But I have no intention of going to Fort Brownlow |2
Professor Lovejoy returned angrily.

“That’s just it,”’ Dick returned; ‘ you don’t intend ta@
go there and Straight Pine intends that you shall.’”

““Ves,” Straight Pine interposed decidedly, * the Eye of
Glass shall receive back his insect boxes if he journeys with
Straight Pine to Fort Brownlow; if he does not, Straight
Pine will crush the insects with his foot and hurl the boxes
into the river. Also, if he decides to stay in the forest, the
Eye of Glass will lose not only his insects but his scalp.”

““Sealp? Nonsense!” the enraged professor snarled.

“Tot the Bye of Glass choose,” was the calm reply.
“ Straight Pine returns to his own camp.”

And, turning his back on the infuriated naturalist, the
Delaware once more began to stalk away. If Professor
Lovejoy had not been a man of peace it is probable that he
would have tried to regain possession of his treasures by
main force; but, angry as he was, he did not feel capable
of tackling so formidable an antagonist as the tall, athletie
Dolaware, armed as he was with rifle and tomahawk. For a
moment he stood gazing uncertainly after the Indiar’s tall
figure; then the thought that his treasured specimens were
about to vanish from his sight was too much for him, and,
shouting to Straight Pine to stop, he began to gather up
his scattered belongings—his blanket, fishing-rod, and um-
brella, and the various odds-and-ends with which he had
been travelling through the wilderness. Choking with
laughter, Dicl assisted him to get his luggage together and
strap it inside the blanket; and, hoisting his pack upon his
sﬁouflder, the naturalist sullenly followed his two captors into
the forest.

CHAPTER 3.
Kat Wild's Asteonishment - The Tropper's HNight
Watch—A Shot in the Dark.

T was nearly an hour later when Nat Wild, who had
H begun to be rather uneasy at the prolonged absence of

his brother and the Delaware, looked up with a start

of astonishment as his eyes lighted on the sirange figure
that had followed Dick and Straight Pine into the circle of
ilight cast by the little camp-fire. ~ And certainly such a
figure as Professor Simon Lovejoy cub that evening is not
often to be seen in the forests of the Far West, where
spectacles and macintoshes are not familiar objects.

“Well, m jiggered!’ was Nat's exclamation. ¢ What
in thunder have you got there, Delaware? A wandering
lunatic—and dressed in a macintosh and umbrella, as I'm a
living sinner!”

“I'm not a lunatic!”’ Profeszor Lovejoy interrupted him
angrily. “I am an entomologist !

“ A what?’

¢ An entomologist.”

“ An’ what’s that?”’

“Ti means a beetle-hunter, in plain English,” Dicle
explained.

““ A beetle-hunter!’” Nat interrupted, looking his extrae
ordinary visitor up and down. “So you are a beetle-hunter,
are you? I never met anyone of that trade before. And
what do you do with the beetles when yow’ve hunted ’em—
eat ’em?’

“ Qertainly not!” was the horrified reply. <Eat them—
ngh! They are specimens—rare specimens for a museum.’’

A museum,’”’ Nat said thoughtfully. “I believe I see’d
one once when I was a youngster in one of the cities down

Tast. I think ’twas called a museum—a big stone build-
ing with stuffed birds and beasts standing round the wally

and staring at you with their glass eyes, and butterflies and
beetles with pins stuck through ’em in a lot of glass cases.
That’s a museum, isn’t it? Well, it's a mighty dull place, ta
my way to thinking. Folks as is partial to beetles can find
plenty of ‘em walking about in the grass any day. Then,
what do they want to stick pins in ’em for, and kecp ’em in
a glags case?’

“Vou don’t undertand,” the professor explained.
not bhunting beetles in general;
specimens.’”

“Hm!”? grunted Nat. ‘ There’s no accounting for some
folks’ tastes. [If you ask me, I'd just as soon that all beetles
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twers e specimens—they’re plaguey insccts for running
over your face when you're asleep. I nearly swallowed one
that had gone creeping into my mouth the other night.
Hope you ain’t brought a supply of creepers with you.”

‘“Siraight Pine has the beetles of the Eye of Glass,” the

Pelaware said calmly, seating himself by the camp-fire. “He
will keep them until the Eye of Glass is within the walls
of Fort Brownlow. Let the Eye of Glass sit and eat.”
" Drawing his brother aside, Dick recounted to him what
had passed between himself, the Delaware, and the natu-
valist, including Straight Pine’s stratagem for inducing Pro-
fessor Lovejoy to set out for Fort Brownlow. Nat opened
fiis eyes widely.

““Well, of all the poor silly creatures,”” he remarked, con-
temptuously eveing the professor, who had seated himself
sulkily by the fire—‘of all the poor silly creatures to be
wandering about the Huron couniry by himself! How the
idjit hasn’t come to grief already is what beats me alto-
gother! Supposing he’d met a bear, what’d he ha’ done—
hit it on the nose with his green umbrella, or tried to stick
a pin in it for his blessed museum?

but a grown-up baby! . o
“Tell you what, Dick,”” he went on gloomily, ‘.‘1t ain't
no joke being saddled with him for the march. With those

boots of his he’ll leave a trail like a buffalos and if we do

come across the Hurons, a nice lot of use he'll be in a tight
place. It’ll take us all our time to keecp him from losing
1 wish to goodness we'd never
stumbled across his blessed trail. Still, as the Delaware’s
bent on taking care of the creetur, I suppose we’ll have to
drag him along with us; but, as far as I'm consarned, 1

ain’t sure that a beetle-hunting lunatic like that is worth the

trouble of saving.” :

Dick knew that his brother must have his grumble, and
made no rejoinder; and, little as he desired to leave the
professor to his fate in a country swarming with hostile
{indians, he realised that Nat’s fears wcre not without a
veal foundation in fact. = The presence of the . professor
would greatly increase the danger of discovery by the Hurons
—there was no doubt about that. It was not only his
blundering ignorance of wooderaft; his reckless disbelief in
the danger that surrounded them was a danger in itself.
However, it was clearly impossible to leave the naturalist
to the fate that would certainly overtake him if he were
allowed to roam any longer at his own sweet will; they
must simply treat him as a naughty child, and drag hinr
along with them somehow or another. .

Professor Lovejoy, meanwhile, was becoming somewhat
“resigned to his captivity. Angry as he had been at Straight
Pine’s Taking possession of his precious specimens, he was
a thoroughly good-natured old fellow in the main, and &
fow slices off the breast of the bustard, followed by a pipe,
helped to restore him to a better frame of mind; so that
before he had finished his supper he was chatting quite
amiably with his newly-made acquaintances. In vain, how-
ever, did the latter attempt to convince him of the reality
of the danger by which he was surrounded; on that point
Professor Lovejoy was obstinate. >

“ Indians, scalps—nonsense!” he grunted. *T’m not to be
taken in by travellers’ tales of that kind. You think it's
a joke to try and frighten me—well, you have your joke, I
suppose, but you won’t have the satisfaction of thinking I'm
alarmed by it. Stories about scalping are all very well for
children, but they won’t do for me.”

Tt was useless to argue with him further: he met all their
agsurances with a bland smile, and a knowing shake of the
head. And, still guite convinced that he was right, he at
last rolled himself up in his blanket, and composed himself
comfortably to sleep. Dick and the Delaware soon followed
suit; Nat, to whom was allotted the first watch of the night,
sitting motionless beside his sleeping companions, with his
ears on the alert for the slightest sound. His rifle across
fis knees, the trapper sat silent as a statue, but with every
sense on the alert; not the rustling of a leaf escaped his
keen ears, and his eyes cecaselessly scanned the gloom of
the forest.

More than an hour went by, and no sound broke the
silence beyond the soughing of the trees, and now and again
the crackle of the still glowing embers of the fire, which
had been carefully fenced round with bushes lest its reflec-
tion should mect the eye of a prowling Huron. The Dela-
ware was sleeping with his head pillowed upon the
naturalist’s knapsack; he had no intention of allowing the
professor to talke possession of his treasured specimens duaring
his sleep. With his back placed against the trunk of a tree,
Nat himself was completely enveloped in the thick shadow
cast by the leafy branches above him, and not the sharpest
eye could have detected his presence at the distance of two

_ or three yards.

Suddenly, though he did not move by so much as a hair’s
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breadth, & thrill van through him from head to foof, and
the muscles of his hands involuntarily tightened their grip
upon his rifle, while his eyes ceased to rove restlessly from
side to side, and remained fixed in @ steadfast, steely glare
upon the patch of shadow cast by a bush about five or six
yards away from him. Was it caly his fancy, or had that
shadow moved in a way that the mere swaying of the bush
in the breeze did not seem to warrant?

Two minutes—five minutes went by, and still Nat Wild
sat like a statue with his eyes fixed immovably upon the
patch of shadow. And he had almost come to the conciusion
that his eyesight had played him a trick, when once again
the black patch moved, and grew longer. There could no
longer be any doubt about it; something was crawling
stealthily from under the bush towards the three sleeping
figures outstretched upon the ground, and what that some-
thing was-Nat Wild could guess only too well. It was no
beast of the forest that was creeping nearer to fall upon its
prey in so caubious a fashion; it was a Huron brave, crawl-
ing over the ground like a snake, bent upon adding to the
string of scalps that hung at his belt. No doubt the black-
ness of the shadow in which he was engulfed had concealed
the watching trapper even from his keen eyes; and as, knife
in * hand, he gradually neaved his intended victims, he
imagined that they were about to fall an easy prey to him.

Silently and inch by inch Nat Wild lifted his rifle to his
shoulder; while inch by inch the shadow crept forward until
it was less than a couple of yards from the nearest sleeping
man, who happened to be Professor Simon Lovejoy, snugly
wrapped ' in his blanket, and dreaming of anything but

. danger. And at last the shape of the shadow changed sud-
denly ; a long black arm shot up and out, and, in the light
from the dying embers, the trapper’s eyes caught the
%lir?mer of upraised steel—and the trigger of his rifle clicked

ack.

The sound reached the ears of the ereeping Huron, aud the
shadow shrank back--but too late. The report of a rifle
rang out, and brought the sleepers to their feet, and foilow-
ing on the report came a yell of raze and pain, and then
the sound of hwried footsteps breaking down the bushes
in flight. .

“Hang it all, Dve missed him !’ Nat cried disappointediy.
“T thought I should have dons for the varmiut sure and
sartain, but the light was so bad I couldnw't make out
nothing but his arm with the knife in it. ’Twas a Huron
trying for vour scalps as you slept.”

Straight Pine nodded as he kindled a diry branch of pine-
wood at the dying embers.

“ Straight Pine guessed as much,” he said. “But No
Sealp is mistaken when he says the Huron .was not hil.
Had he not been hit he would not have cried aloud, but
slipped away into the darkness as silently as he came. And
see, here is blood upon the ground—much blood! The
Huron was hit, though it may be not in a vital part, since
he had strength enough to take to flight.”

“Let’'s follow him, then!” Dick cried eagerly, lighiing
another torch. “We can ftrack him easily enough—see,
there is blood at every footmark !’

The Delaware shook his head.

““ Again is the Young Horse too rash,” he said reprovingly.
“ Tven though the man was wounded and lost much blood,
he may yet have the strength to travel far towards the
camp of his tribe. To find his trail we should have o carry
torches through the forest; and their light might bring fifty
foes upon us instead of cue. - Nor do we know that yonder
snake of the Hurons was alone., There may have been
others with him ecreeping upon the camp upon all sides. No
Scalp’s rifle has caused them to flee silently; but if we
sought for the trail with torches they would follow us, and
cut us off one by one. Let the Young Horse think of these
things before he acts rashly.”

“ [ don’t think that there’s much likelithood of their coming
back to-night,” Nat said, as he reloaded the empty barrel
of his weapon. “ They'll know we are awake and ready for
them now: and there are few redskins who will attack
unless they think they can take their cnemies unprepared.”

The Delaware nodded.

“No Scalp is right,”” he said. ¢ They will not come again
this night; but later they will come. The Hurons are very
patient, and do not turn aside from the trail of their prey
for one failure. Now that they have found us they will
hang on our footsteps to the very gates of Fort Brownlow.”

“Voure right there, Delaware,”” Nat agreed grimly.
“Well,” he went on, turning to the professor, who, still
wrapped in his blanket, was blinking with the look of a
surprised owl— well, and what do you say now? Does
your scalp still feel as tight on your head as it did? I ean
tell you that when I put a bullet into that crawling snake
he wasn’t much move than a yard away from you.”

The professor smiled cheerfully.

“ Now, you really mustrn’t try to frighten me too much.” he
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seid amiably., “There 1s such a thing as earrying a joke too

far. Iam a very light sleeper, and if anyone had really been
moving about in the bushes I should have heard him at once,
I assure you. Please don’t disturb me with any more of your
little jests. An unbroken night’s rest is an absolute necessity
to me.”

And, tucking his blanket round him, he once more settled
himself comfortably on the ground and closed his eyes.

¢ By gum,” Nat ejaculated under his breath, ‘‘ the creature
is & born idjit! It ‘'ud ha’ seived him right if I'd let the snake

“ Because,” Nat reforted angrily,  we aren’t going o crawl
LOW. We're making for Fort Brownlow as hard ss we can
elt.’ ;
“Let the Eye of Glass have his way,”” Straight Pinc inters
posed quietly. ¢ When he is tired he will lay aside his burden
of his own free will.” ‘ =
The Delaware’s prophecy soon proved correct. For a liftle
while, Professor Lovejoy, umbrella in one hand and fishing-rod
in the other, puffed and panted along manfully in the fear of
the trapper, sticking to his luggage. But before long he dis:

“Hil” shouted the professor, * what are you doing with my specimens, you scoundrel ? Hand them i
over at onece! Stop thief! Stop thief! Police!” (See page 21.)

f a Huron take his silly scalp from him. But 'tain’t no good
srgufying with him; he’ll never believe he ain’t as safe here
= in London till he’s dead and done for.”

CHAPTER 4.
The March-—-On the Shores of the Lake--The Enemy
Ahead. ;

S Nat and the Deelaware had expected, the rest of the
night passed without any further attempt at hostilities
on the part of the Hurons. Nevertheless, as may be
imagined, a sharp watch was kept up until dawn in the

ittle camp.

With the earliest morning, and after partaking of a hasty
breakfast, the party were afoot. Three of them—Dick, Nat,
nd Straight Pine—were in light marching order, carrying
only their rifles and a small provision of food for the journey.
ofessor Lovejoy, however, was laden like a packhorse. The
ious odds-and-ends that he had bronght with him from
-ivilisation were strapped in an unwieldly bundle and hoisted
apon his back, and it was in vain that Dick and Nat
ndeavoured to persuade him to leave at least threc-quarters
£ the load behind. The naturalist was obstinate. He had
managed all rvight so far, he said, why should he not do the
same for the future?
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covered that the rapid pace at which his companions were
hurrying him forward was a very different thing from his usual
gentle saunter. Soon the perspiration was pouring down his

face in streams, and before the night’s camping-place was a. -

couple of miles behind him he had slipped the great bundle
from his shoulders and left the greater part of it, including
the heavy blanket, leaning against the trunk of a fir-tree. But
even when he was thus lightened of his load he found it a
difficult task to keep up with easy, swinging gait of the other
members of the party, and more than once he entreated them
to halt and rest. Once, indeed, he angrily threw himself down
on a bank of moss, declaring that he could go no further; but
something in the threatening looks of the Delaware, as the
latter hauled him to his feet.and sternly bade him proceed,
induced him to alter his mind; and, grumbling to himself and
mopping his damp forehead, he once more fell into line with
his companions. :

Convinced as they were that the Hurons were hanging on
their trail till nightfall should again give them a favourable
opportunity of attack, the Delaware and his two friends were
eager only to push forward.

By exerting the utmost speed they hoped to reach that eveun-
ing the banks of a small lake, where Straight Pine, on his
journey to warn Dick and his brother of their danger, had con-
cealed a canoe capable of holding all the members of the party..
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By taking to this canoe it would be possible to perform a stage
of their journcy by water, if the night were sufficiently dark
o conceal them from watchers on the bank.

After the lessons the Hurons had received on the previous
night the Delaware did not anticipate an attack in broad day-
light. The redskins always prefers to make his stealthy assauls
under cover of darkness, and the ill-success of their first
attempt would have convinced the Hurons that the enemies
with whom they had to do were not to be despised. All the
same, Straight Pine, who brought up the rear of the party,
kept a keen look-out throughout the day, but without catching
sight of anything that betokened the presence of a lurking
snemy. :

If it had unot been for the presence of Professor Lovejoy
the little party would have reached the shores of the lake well
before sundown ; but the naturalist, during the latter part of
the journey, was almost dropping from sheer fatigue, and his
slowness delayed them sorely. Groaning atevery step he took,
he only dragged himself along from fear of the Delaware, who
had more than once assisted his lagging feet with a smart
blow from the butt-end of his rifle. Cruel as the action
secmed, it was necessary in the naturalist’s own interest. Had
he fallen by the way his scalp would have infallibly have
adorned the belt of a Huron brave almost as soon as his
companions were out of sight.

This, however, the naturalist still obstinately refused to
believe. His experience of redskins was confined to Straight
Pine himself, and to some few allies of the white men with
whom he had come in contact on his journey west, and so far
Straight Pine was the most awe-inspiring member of the race
he had met. He was quite sincere in his belief that the tales
he had been told of the red men’s ferocity were only fit to
irighten children with, and as the day drew on, and he became
more and more exhausted, he grew angrier and angrier at the
gljuel practical joke which he believed was being played upon

im.

_ “Aren’t you ever going to let me stop?’ he exelaimed
despairingly. “ My feet—oh, my poor feet!”

¢ Beiter your poor feet than your poor head,” Nat growled
back. “’Tain’t everyone as has the luck to lose his scalp and
live through it, like me. Just you buck up, and put your best

oot foremost for a bit, or it’ll be the worse for you !’

And Straight Pine would emphasise Nat’s advice by a prod
in the naturalist’s back.

It was a little after sunset when they struck the banks of a
fairly broad and deep stream, which a mile or two lower down
emptied itself into the lake they wished to reach. Through
the gathering darkness they followed the windings of the river,
with every sense on the alert for danger. :

At a distance of about a hundred yards from the spot at
which the river entered the lake the Delaware called a halt.

* Let my white brothers stay here in silence,” he whispered,
¥ while Straight Pine goes forward to the lake. The canoe
which he will bring when he comes again lies hidden under
the bank of a little island in the lake. Straight Pine will
swim out to it and return with the canoe.’

“Why not all swim together, and save the risk of ye're
being seen as ye bring the craft back?”’ Nat asked.

The Delaware shook his head and pointed to the naturalisi,
who had sunk on the ground in a limp heap.

“What of the Eye of Glass?”’ he said. ** Could he swim so
far, No Scalp?”’

¢ Bother the Eye of Glass "’ Nat muttered.

His rifle the Delaware left behind him, and armed only with
a knife he slipped through the reeds on the river-bank and
noiselessly entered the water, disapparing in the deepening
darkness as he sped with silent stroke towards the lake.

He was back much sooner than they had expected. In less
than half an hour the reeds parted without a rustle, and the
dripping figure of the Indian emerged on to the bank.

“ What news?’ Nat whispered. ¢ Where’s the canoe?”

“Bad news,” was the reply. ‘ The Hurons have already
reached the lake, and are on the watch for us. A large canoe,
filled with warriors, waits just where the stream runs into the
lake, and between us and the island where my canoe is
hidden.” :

‘“Then you have not been able to get at your canoe?”’

The Delaware shook his head.

“Straight Pine himself could have reached it unseen by
swimming,” he replied; “ but he could not have brought it
baclk to his white brothers, since the Hurons lie directly in the
way.’

“H’m ! growled Nat, with a side glance at the unfortunate
naturalist, who was still lying prone upon the grass, exhausted
by his forced march. *If we hadu’t got that lunatic in tow
we could have got past ’em right enough. What are we to do
now, Straight Pine?’

The Delaware was silent, considering gravely. It was clear
that he regarded the situation as perilous in the extreme.
Since the Hurons had headed them off from the lake, there
seemed nothing for it but to make a detour by its banks, thus
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considerably increasing the length of their journey to Fort
Brownlow, and exposing themselves to attack in a thickly-
wooded country, favourable to Indian tactics. Further, it
was clear that the unhappy naturalist would never be able to
Ieep up the pace at which he had been walking for another
day; he would drop by the way from mere fatigue and ex-
haustion. And meanwhile night was rapidly descending, and
at any moment the lurking Hurons might make their presence
known,

The first thing to do was to select a camping-ground where
it would be difficult for their enemies to take them by sur-
prise; and, as the ground along the river’s edge was thickly
wooded, Nat suggested that the safest thing would be for the
whole party to spend the night in a tree.

The Delaware having fallen in with the suggestion, the next
step was to select a suitable tree; and Straight Pine decided
upon a large maple, which was standing nearly alone just on
the water’s edge. Its comparatively isolated position would
prevent any enemy from attacking the party by creeping into
its branches from adjoining trees.- !

Rousing the maturalist from the exhausted slumber into
which he had fallen, the little party took their way to the
maple; and, with many groans and protests, hoisted Professor
Lovejoy on to the lowest bough. The others followed him
swiftly. There was no question of lighting a fire, and they
had to satisfy their hunger on the strips of dried meat they had
brought with them.

While the nafuralist, having securely wedged himself into a
forked bough, promptly fell off to sleep again, and Nat and
Dick set to upon their meal with a voracity that was the
natural result of their long tramp, Straight Pine climbed as
soundlessly as a cat to the summit of the maple-tree, and
peered cautiously through the thick leafage over the surround-
ing landscape. :

To the eye of a white man it would have seemed wrapped
in such darkness that it would be useless to attempt to pene-
trate it. Beyond the sky above, and the faint gleam of the
river rippling below him, he would have distinguished nothing
at all. Not so Straight Pine. The blackest night c8uld hardly
hide its secrets from his keen and piercing eyes; and, after he
had steadfastly surveyed the river-bank for a few minutes, he
uitered an almost inaudible grunt of satisfaction, and began

fd
i

‘to climb down the tree as noiselessly as he had mounted it.

“Well,” Dick whispered, as the Delaware dropped on to a
bough beside him, ‘“have you scen anything of the Hurons,
Straight Pine?”’

¢ Straight Pine has seen nothing of the Hurons,” was the
reply, “ though he has twice heard a night bird call from the
same direction of the forest—a night bird that had no wings.
That shows that the Hurons are behind us on the land, as well
as on the water.”

S ERm
mouth full.

¢ Straight Pine has little hope of seeing another sun if he
remains here,”” the Delaware went oun.

‘“Well, but how in thunder are we to get away with that
darned beetle-hunter?” the trapper interrupted him angrity,

““If No Scalp will listen to his red brother,”” the Delaware
returned quietly, ¢ his red brother will tell him what he has
scon while he was high among the leaves.”

“ What?”

“ Thirty paces up the river,”” Straight Pine continued,
“ there lies, stranded in the mud against the bank, the trunk
of a large tree, swept down from the mountains by the floods.”

“ And what good does that do us?”’

““Tf it be not too firmly wedged into the mud it could be
got afloat, when it would drift down the stream towards the
lake. Upon it-we could place our rifles, and also eling to it
ourselves; even the Eye of Glass could hold to it with his
hands, and thus drift through the water. And it might he
that the Hurons, seeing only a drifting pine-loz, might let us
pass them in the night; and when we had pa them we
could direct our course towards the island on which the canos
lies hidden.”

“H'm, I doubt but that they'll sce through
Nat said slowly.

“1t may be; the risk is great,” the Delawate agr
“Yet, to stay here is a greater risk still. Is not No S
of my mind?”’

The trapper nodded.

FIE T

Nice look-out for uws!?” Nat grunfed, with his
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“T guess you're right, Delaware,” he said. “I am willing
to try a cruise on the pine-log if you are.”

“Good!” the Delaware returned. *‘Straight Pine goes
now to see if the log can be floated. Let No Scalp come
with him that they may push it into the water. The Young
Horse can remain here, and when he hears the hoot of an
owl, twice repeated, let him rouse the Eye of Glass from
his slumbers, and bid him descend from the tree.”

CHAPTER 5.
The Voycge on the Tree—The Fight with the Hurons
—On the Island.
EN minutes or so later the expected hoot reached Dick’s
ears, and he promptly woke the professor—for the
e This time the naturalist was

ccond time that night.
really Indignant.

“Am I never to be allowed a minute’s sleep?”’ he asked
angrily. “ As soon as I shut my eyes someone comes and
disturbes me. [It’s really too bad.”

1t isn’t safe here!” Dick explained.

“That’'s what you always say!” snorted Professor Love-
joy. ‘“You told me just now that it wasn’t safe on the
ground, and, to oblige you, very much against my will, T
got up into this tree. And I have barely settled myself in
it before you want me to get down again. It’s more than
fiesh and blood can stand.” :

¢ For goodness’ sake don’t talk so loud!” Dick whispered
anxiously. -

“Well, let me go to sleep, then, and I won't talk at all.”

“Rot!” Dick retorted. ““Get down at once! If you
don’t T'll go and fetch Straight Pine, and he won’t be long
in making you. Get down, and quietly, mind!”

Straight Pine had managed to instil a wholesome awe of
himself into Professor Liovejoy’s mind, and the threat of his
anger had its cffect.  Grumbling under his breath, the
naturalist lowered himself to the ground—clumsily enough—
and was followed much more quietly by Dick. .

“T wish to goodness,” the boy heard him mutter, ¢ that
T'd never come to this abominable country where people
won’t leave you to do as you like! If I can once get out
of it I'll never set foot in it again.”

And, growling to himself, he followed his companion along

the bank to the spot at which Nat and the Delaware were
awaiting them beside the log, which they had succeeded in
launching without much difficulty. All was in readiness for
the adventurous voyage; the only obstacle was Professor
Loovejoy’s unwillingness to embark upon it. If he had been
ry at being roused from his slumbers, he was ten times
e angry when the trapper explained to him that he was
expected to enter into the water—in fact, he blankly refused
to do any such thing. Nothing, he declared, would induce
him to risk an attack of rheumatism by plunging into an
icy cold river after sunset.
‘You jabbering idiot,”” Nat threatened, between his teeth,
“you do as I tell you, and catch hold of that there log, or
I'm hanged if I don’t scalp you myself! Hold your tongue—
don’t say amother word, and catch hold when I tell you!”
And Nat’s hunting-knife flashed menacingly from its sheath.

Really believing that he was in danger of death, the
trembling naturalist obeyed, amd waded into the water,
splashing, as Nat complained, like a buffalo. The pine-trunk
was floating in several feet of water, and, as scon as they
had all got a firm grip of its branches, the trapper and
Straight Pine pushed it off into deep water towards the
centre of the stream.  There the current caught it, and
drifted it rapidly downwards towards the lake.

The only sound that broke the breathless silence in which
the little party glided along with the stream was the un-
controllable chattering of the naturalist’s teeth—which Nab
vainly tried to get him to check. Slowly the pine-trunk
forged forwards until, rounding a slight bend in the stream’s
course, it reached the junetion of river and lake. As it did
so Dick, who was clinging to the front part of the tree,
raised his head cautiously to sce if he could catch a glimpse
of the lurking canoe; but the shadow of the bank, beneath
which it was doubtless lying, concealed it from his sight.

Though the Hurons were invisib®, there could be no
fuestion bul that the drifting tree must be visible to them,
since the shadows cast by the trees on the bank did not reach
it. Would they allow it to drift by without investigating
it more closely, or would their suspicions be aroused?
Dick’s heart beat fast, and his right hand closed tighily
round the rifle which he was holding carefully above the
surface of the water.

Slowly the tree drifted along, swept by the current ous
into the lake, The particular islet on which Straizht Pine
had hidden his canoce before proceeding on his landward
journey. was distant perhaps a third of a mile from the
mouth of the river; and the current was carrying the drift-
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ing tree right towards it, although very slowly. Several
minutes went by, and the little party who clung to the pine-
trunk were beginning to hope that they would be ailowed to
float on into safety unmolested, when their hopes were
dashed to the ground as the faint dip of a paddle reached
their ears. The next instant the black shape of a large
canoe emerged from the shadow underneath the bank, and
bore down swiftly towards them.

“H’st, lad!” the trapper whispered fo his brother. © Have
you got your rifle ready? Right—but don’t fire till we do!
If we give them a volley at close quarters there’s a chance
they may sheer off.”

‘“ Right!” Dick whispered back.

On swept the canoe, while the four men on the log awaited
its coming in a tense silence. Even the naturalist under-
stood the danger, now that he was brought face to face with
it, and he gave a low groan of terror, which was instantly
stifled as Nat hissed an order for silence into his ears.

It was not until the bow of the Huron canoce was scarcely
ten yards distant from the flaoting tree that Straight Pine
suddenly raised himself half out of the water, thrust the
barrel of bLis rifle over the trunk, and fired. Nat and Dick
instently followed his example. The three shots rang out
almost simultaneously, and a wild yell of rage and astonish-
ment rent the air.

One of the Hurons, who had been-standing up in the bow
of the canoe and peering at the log, flung up his hands, and,
after swaying for a moment, pitched head foremost into the
lake with a heavy splash. Whether he was the only one
who was in it was impossible to tell in the darkness; but
the effect of the volley was decisive. Without a moment’s
delay the Hurons turned the canoe and dashed away out of
range. As soon as they had reached the shelter of the dark-
ness, about fifty yards away, they halted and began to fire,
in their turn, at the drifting tree.

“Keep your head down, lad,”’ Nat whispered, ““and let
’em blaze away—they’re only wasting powder and shot!”

His advice was good. The stout pine-trunk acted as a
rampart, and the Hurons’ bullets merely buried themselves
in it without inflicting the slightest harm on those behind
it. Soon the redskins themselves realised that they were
only wasting their ammunition, and their fire first slackened
and then ceased altogether, while the log continued to drifh
further and further out into the lake.

“Guess we've shaken em off for the present, Delaware,™
Nat remarked.

“ Straight Pine hopes 50,”” was the reply, ag the Delaware
vaised himsclf further out of the water to peer into the
darkness ahead. “TLet the Young Horse and No Scalp swim
hard so as to sond the pinetree to the right, since the
current will otherwise sweep it round the island.”

By striking out vigorously with their legs the three
managed to steer their strange craft in the desired direction:
and, as no further attempt was made to molest them by the
baffled Hurons, in another quarter of an hour or so the
branches of the floating pine grounded on the mud along=
side the islet. The water was still too deep to stand in; but
while Dick swam backwards and forwards to the shore with
the rifles and powder, the trapper and Straight Pine
managed to bring Professor Lovejoy ashore between them,
and land him, shivering with cold and terror, amongst tha
bushes that edged the banks of the island.

Their place of refuge was one of several small islets dotted
about the surface of the lake. Small though it was—it could
not have been more than a hundred yards in circumference—
it was thickly wooded. Fuel was therefore abundant; and,
having found a sheltered spot whence no glimmer of the
flame could penetrate ‘the surrounding brushwood, a fire
was quickly kindled at which they warmed their limbs,
chilled by the long immersion in water which was fed by tha
snows of the mountains. !

“What’s the next move, Straight Pine?*® Dick asked, as
he crouched over the fire and wrung the moisture out of his
dripping garments. “‘ Are we to take to the canoe at onge—
I suppose it’s all safe, by the by ??

“The canoe is safe,” the Delaware replied. *Straight
Pine made sure of that as soon as he had landed. It was
well hidden under the bushes on the bank, and the Hurons
have not discovered it. But if the advice of Straight Pine
is taken we shall not leave in it to-night. Though there ig
no moon the night is clear, and many eyes are watching us.
It may be that the Hurons have more than one cance; bus
even if they have not, that which we have seen iz large and
swift, and carries many men. We cannot again take them
by surprise,. and if they pursued us they would certainly
overtake us.”

“You're about right there, chief,”” Nat agreed. ¢ That
canoe holds seven or eight warriors at least, and we are only
three—for the beetle-hunter don’t count.  But what’s you®
advice, then—we can’t stay here for ever?”?

“IN THE EYES OF THE WORLD,” v
PEETE (N “PLUCK.” I

|



PLUCH — Every

% YWe can sbay many days,” the Delaware replied. “ From
“the lake we can obtain fish, and, though the Hurons wiil
lio watehing on the bank as snakes watch their prey, they
will: fear to approack us openly, knowing that we can shoot
them hidden among the bushes. Then, on a night when the
" rain or the mist covers the face of the water, we can steal
past thewy and escape.” :
“@uess you're about right,”” Nat nodded. “It seems our
only chance, anyway; but we shall have to keep a pretty
sharp look-out while we stay here. Though the Hurons
won’t dare to attack us openly, they'll be trying to get at
us by stealth.”
- “No Scalp speaks the truth,” was Straight Pine’s reply.
8o long as we remain here two pairs of eyes must watch
ceaselessly—one on either side of the island. 1f No Scalp
will watch for the first part of the night, upon the eastward
‘bank, Straight Pine will watch upon the westward, When
L\;o‘ Sc,a’dp is tired let him rouse the Young Horze to take his
place.
{‘%rld you, chief—when are you going to sleep?” Dick
aslked.
< When the morning has dawned,”’ the Delaware answered,
as he picked up his rifle, and glided away from the fire
towards his post of observation.

CHAPTER 6.

The Professor Goes Beetle-Huniing and Finds More
Than He Expected-Dick #o the Rescue—Face to
Face with Death—A FPerifous Voyage—-The Rapids.

HE rest of the night passed without incident; no sign
of the Hurons’ prescnce was detected by the keen-
eyed watchers upon the island, and when morning

~ dawned the lake lay calm and still in the light of the
sun—its banks apparently untenanted by any human being.
‘But the little party upon the island--three of its members,
Ythat is to say—knew well enough that this was far from
being the case, and that from among the fringe of trees and
‘rushes on tbe shore of that placid sheet of water stealthy
eyes were watching them, and savage hearts were beating
with a fierce determination to avenge the defeat of the
previous night.

As the Delaware and his friends were perfectly well aware
that their onemies must have seen the log ground upon the
shore of the island, they decided that it ‘would be labour in
vain to attempt to conceal their presence on it, and as soon
as day had dawned Dick sclected a likely spot for a cast,
and set to work to provide the day’s breakfast by fishing for
it. Needless to say that he kept both a sharp look-out and
his rifle ready at his side; but, though he had not the
faintest doubt that his movements were being closely ob-
served from the opposite bank, he cared little for that, since
it was much too far removed for a bullet to reach him from
it,

Saturday, 1d,

His fishing operations were very successful, and the half-
dozen lake trout that rewarded his efforts made an excellent
breakfast for the little party of crusoes. Under its influence
Professor Lovejoy’s spirits speedily recovered from the
effects of his flight and ducking, though he no longer ex-
pressed his disbelief in tales of Indian atrocities, and was
greatly relieved at finding a wide stretch of water between
himself and the Hurons. And, having finished his breakfast,
he promptly set to work on his favourite occupation, and
began to creep about the island on all fours scarching for
specimens.

“Did ye ever see such a poor, demented creetur?”’ Nat said
contemptuously. *“ Well, he does less harm that way than
another; we’d better let him alone to amuse himself in his
own silly fashion.”

But if Nat had any idea of what the naturalist’s way of
amusing himself would lead to, he would bave put a stop
to the beetle-hunting as soon as it began.

While Straight Pine lay down to take the rest that even
his iron frame was in need of, Dick returned to his fishing,
while Nat kept the opposite side of the island under observa-
tion. Meanwhile, the enthusiastic naturalist had made his
way to a point upon the shore—not far distant from where
Dick was sitting, but concealed from him by a tangle of
recds—where he discovered some water-beetles swimming
about on the surface of the lake. A close survey of the
insects convinced the professor that they were of a species
as vet unrepresented in his collection, and, in a state of
great excitement, he leant over the bank and endeavoured
to capture one in his hand.

The beetles, however, were far too quick for him, they
skimmed lightly over the water to a spot a few yards further
up the bank, the professor crawling through the brushwood
after them in hot pursuit. Again they eluded him, and
acain he followed—always with the same result; until at
last, as he crancd over the water in a vain attempt to reach
his prey, the bank beneath him gave way, and he slipped
into a couple of feet of mud and water.

He scrambled to his fect, spluttering and choking, and as
he turned to the bank which had given way beneath him,
he saw the cause of his tumble. It had been hollowed out
by the water, and in the hollow thus made, and concealed
from sight on the side of the lake by a bed of rushes, he per-
ceived the bow of a canoe—the canoe which the Delaware
had hidden. With a chuckle, the professcr pulled it out,
tumbled into it, seized the paddle, and, with a clumsy stroke,
sont the little craft in the direction of his prey, the water-
beotles. Now he would soon overtake them and add a new
specimen to his collection.

All the same, it was not until he had urged the canoe for-
ward with three or four strokes that a successful grab of the
hand captured one of the much-desired insects. It nearly
had the effect, at the same time, of upsetting the canoe,
which lurched and rocked violently. In his agitation Pro-
fessor Lovejoy clutched at the side of the canoce, and thereby
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allowed the paddle to slip out of his hand and drift into the
midst’ of a clump of reeds. :

In his joy at discovering that the new specimen was safely
captured, the naturalist did not notice the loss of the paddle,
and after examining the beetle-which he held between
finger and thumb--by. means of a pocket-lens, he carciully
stowed it away in a pill-box. :

1t swwas not until he had done so, and while he was still
smiling trinumphantly over his capture, that a sudden shout
sed him to look up, to discover that the current had
drifted his frail craft fully fifty yards from the shore, and
that Dick Wild, on the bank, was waving his arms and
calling to bhim angrily.

** Paddle in, you idiot !’ he yelled.
in that canoe? We didn’t want the Huvons to know that
we've got it! Now the chauces are that you've given the
whole game away! Paddle in at once!”

Thus adjured, Professor Lovejoy looked round for the
paddle, and found that it was not there.

“J—1 can’t,”” he called anxiously, for with each moment
the current was drifting him further away ‘rom the islet and
and down the lake. ‘‘I haven’t got the paddle. I remem-
ber, I dropped it overboard just now.”

The breeze, which was blowing stronely, and driving the
canoe before i, prevented his words reaching fick Wild's
cars; but his gestures showed their meaning plainly enough.
Nor were they lost on other eyes as well, for, to his horror,
Dick saw the Hurons' large canoc suddenly shoot out from
the bank of the lake and dart swiftly through the water
towards the unfortunate naturalist.

Dick hesitated not a moment. Uttering a shout intended
to warn Straight Pino and his brother, he snatched up his

vifie and pouch, and, helding them high above his head,
waded into the water and struck out towards the drifting
canoe. Good swimmer as he was, the necessity of keeping
one arm out of the water tried him terribly; while, at the
rate at which his enemies’ canoe was advancing, he saw that
he should need all his specd to reach the professor before it.

But reach it first he did, aud the Hurons were still some
ance away when he swam up to the side of the drifting
craft. And he was about to haul himself into it when once
again, the professor’s talent for doing the wrong thing added
to the peril in which he and Dick were placed. As Dick
hegan to scramble into the canoe the naturalist, instead of
trimming the crafi by throwing his weight against her
opp
to assist him, and, as a consequence, the canoe lurched, and
all but capsized. She righted only when Dick let go of the
gunwale; but the lurch had sent him right under water for
the moment, and when he finally climbed aboard the cance
s pouch was satarsted, aund the water rununing off the
el of his rifle.

He uttered an exélamation of dismay as he realised how
utterly helpless the professor’s clumsiness had left him, for
Lie Hurens’ canoe was within a hundred yards now, and he
5 powerless to fire a shot. Already one of the crew of the
nearing cance was kneeling in the bows with his rifle raised
to his shoulder, waiting ouly to fire until he should be well
within range. o

in his despair, Dick did not even attempt to hide himself
tollowing Professor Lovejoy’s example, and flinging him-
f dewn on the bottom of the canoe. What would be the
use? he argued. Death was certain, and it was as well to
lie by a bullet as uuder the tomahawk of the Hurons when
they came alongside. Even had he made up his mind to
abandon the naturalist, it would have availed him nothing
now; the Hurons would overtake bim long before he could
swim ashore.

Standing upright in the canoe he stared at the neaving
redskins with despair in his heart, when he suddenly heard
he sound of quick-drawn breathing behind him, and turned

ce Straight Pine, with one hand holding his rifle ahove
his head, and with the other oustretched to grasp the gon-
wale. Roused from his slumbers by Dick’s shouts, the Dela-
ware had burried to the bank and plunged after him into
he wator; and the boy, whose eyes were turned in the oppo-

o -direction, had not heard his noiseless stroke until he was

the canoe.
; r of joy was cut short by the double report of a
nd a couple of bullets flew past him, cne chipping the

3%
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runwale of the canoe in its flight.

‘“ Lie down, Young Horse.,” the Delaware ordered, as he
aimed at the advancing canoe.

Dick obeyed, and, as he flung himself down by the
naturalist, who was groaning with terror, Straight Pine’s
yifle rang out. An answering shot followed; but the Dela-
ware had reloaded with the speed of lightning, and, with the
utmost coolness, he fired again. 1

“ Let the Young Horse take courage,” he said, as he again
reloaded. ¢ Straight Pine has aimed well.”

Agaiu he fired, and this time a sharp yell followed the
report, and Dick heard the rapid dash of paddles, as if the
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“ What are you doing .

ite thwart, leaned towards the boy in a clumsy attempt.

hostile canoe’s advance were being hurriedly checked. Such,
indeed, was the case.. Straight Pine’s unerring rifle had
already done considerable damage amougst her crew. Not
one of his three shots had missed its mark—two of fhe
Hurons were slightly, and one severely, wounded. - The
canoe’s head was turned until she was just out of range, and
though two or three more shots were ficed at Straight Pine,
the only damage inflicted by them was a slight graze upon
the Delaware’s left shoulder. :

Though the attack had been repulsed for the time, the

position of the successful party was none the less an ex-
tremely grave one. The strong breeze which was blowing
from the head of the lake was drifting them rapidly before
it, and, being without a paddle, they could not guide their
craft. Each moment they were getting further away from
Nat, while they had no doubt that the remainder of the
Hurons were watching them from the shore; and that if they
should drift on to it, their position, with enemies before
and behind would be perilous in the extreme. :
s has been said, the upper portion of the lake was studded
with small islands; and towards one of these Straight Pine
and Dick endeavoured to urge their craft, using the butt-endy
of their rifles as paddles. But, as the Delaware had expected,
the manceuvre was detected; the Hurons’ canoe shot rapidly
towards the islet, and had Dick and his friend persisted in
their attempt, they would have reached it first, landed, and
fired from the shelter of the shore. They had to give up the
idea, and continue to drift onwards towards the lower por-
tion of the lake—a broad sheet of unbreken water. Mean-
while their enemies continued to follow them at a safe dis-
tance and keep a watch upon their movements. =

Hour after hour they continued to float onwards. More
than once a gust of wind blew them towards the shore, and
only by working hard with their clumsy paddles did they
contrive to keep their craft away from it. Once when they
had been blown within a hundred yards of land, a shot was
fired at them from the reeds, showing plainly enough that
the Hurons on land were following them step by step. And
when evening began to fall they were only about a mile
from the lower outlet of the lake—a swift river, whose
course, as the Delaware well know, was broken by formid-
able rapids. It seemed impossible that without paddles they
could steer the canoe through those rapids, yet the only
alternative to doing so was to try to land in the teeth of
their waiting enemies.

In a few words the Delaware acquainted Dick with the
gravity of the situation, and the lad saw that Straight Pine
had little hope of coming through the ordeal ahead of them.
Still, to attempt to land would be madness, so, wielding their
makeshift paddles, the pair did their best to direct the canoe
towards the outlet of the lake. It was not long helore the
current caught if, and they were carried onwards with in-
creasing swiftness. :

“Lie down,” Straight Pine ordered, as the banks nar-
rowed. ‘‘The Hurons will fire as we enter the river, and
it is enough for one to show his head and steer.”

Dick tried to protest; but the Delaware was firm, and
once more the boy crouched down beside the naturalist, who,
during the whole of his perilous voyage, had never ceased
to groan and lament his fate. ;

The Delaware was rvight. As the canoe entered the river
shots rang out from éither bauk, and had it not been for the
growing darkness, in all probability some of them would
have reached their mark. As it was, though the eanoe was
hit several times, those within her remained untouched, and
the current, which was now rushing at a terrific rate, bore
the little craft onwards into a steep canyon formed by two
high walls of rock.

For the moment they were safe from pursuit
was out of the question, not only bec f apness
of the rock on either side, but berause was 1impo e to
guide. their craft against the strenpgth of the rushing torrent.
All that Straight Pine and Dick could do was to attempt to
Ikeep her hoad straight. Soon they would be in ihe idst
of the rapids and the thickening darkness would prevent
them from steering their way amidst the rocks.

As the nearing roar of the rapids reached his ears, Profes-
sor Lovejoy sat up, and, finding himself being swept at a
tremendous pace along a river whose dark waters were
already streaked with bubbling foam, he promptly demanded
to be set ashore.

¢ Shut up, you idiot "’ Dick mutliered between his teeth.

The next instant the cance plunged rapidly forward. The
naturalist yelled in terror, and Dick held his breath.

For a few seconds they sped onwards at a breathless rate,
and then a white mass of foam became visible just ahead—a
jagged rock, around which the water was spouting. With a
cry of horror Dick followed the Delaware’s example and dug
his rude paddle into the water in a frantic altempt to alter
the course of the canoe, but in vain. The next istant she
was hurled against the rock and smashed into fragments that
were swiftly borne away by the roaring torrent.
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CHAPTER 7.

Al Hopeless Prospect—In the Nick of Time—The
Voyuage Down the River— Fort Brownlow at Last
—The Professors Farewelil.

S the canoe was swept against the rock Straight Pine
dropped his rifle, turned like lightning, and seized Dick
round the body, and before the lad knew what was hap-
pening he was being hurled through the air towards

the black crag that rose some ten or twalve feet above the

water. Lucklly his hand caught a prmectnw corner, and he
vgupped it and held on, half in and half out of the stream.

Turning his head, he saw that the canoe and its other occu-

pants had completelv xamﬂlod in the dalIxDCSS, and he was

just about to haul himself out of the water when he felt one
of his legs gripped in the despairing clutch of a drowning
man.

With a struggle, he managed to drag himself, with the man
who was clinging to him, a little hmh v up, and saw the head
of Professor Loveéjoy emerge fxon The surface of the stream.
Gasping and choking, the unl an naturalist crawled on to
the rock; while DlC!x, with a sinking heart, peered into the
darkness.

“Straight Pine!” he called
where are you?”’

“ Here !’ came back the reply,
suminit of the rock—Straight Pine, who almost b
had managed to grasp at the rough granite as
swept him past it.

Dick uttered an exclamation of thankfulness.

““ Then we are all safc,” he said, as he wrung the Delaware’s

frantically. “Straight Pine,
as a figure appoav“d on the
“a miracle
current

¢ Safe till the morning,”” was the grave reply. * Straight
Pine fears that with dawn death will come also. To-night
fthe Hurons believe that we have met death in the rapids; bnt
to-morrow they will search the banks for our bodies, that they
make take our scalps. This rock will not hide us from their
eyes, and we have now no vifles with which to answer their
bullets. And even if they did not see us death awaits us—
more slowly—for no swimmer, however strong, could swim
the rapids to the shore. Let the Young Horse bear himself
to the end like a brave warrior!”

And the Delaware laid his hand upon the boy’s shoulder.
Dick looked up proudly.

“You sha’n’t be ashamed of me, Straight Pine,” he said.
““It’s hard to die like this; but there’s one thing I'm glad of,
anii that is that Nat is not with us. There’s a chance for him
sbill

**Bay nothing to the Eye of Glass,” the Delaware whispered.

fJet him slecp to-night in peace; he will know his fate to-
morrow. And let the Young Horse sleep, too. To-night there
is no good in watching.”

But Dick found it hard to follow his friend’s advice.
Although the maturalist, after a grcat deal of prdlmmdn
groaning and grumbling, ended t
of the rock,and Straight Pine, with the stoicism of his race,
did likewise, the young scout tried in vain to follow their
example. He lay st wring up at the sky, thinking of the
‘morrow that \ms s0 fast appmuchm"—m all likelihood the last
one he would s His only comfort lay in the thought that
there was stlll a chan(e for Nat. Although the trapper no
longer had a canoe, it was possible that, while the Huvons
were away searching for his companions, he might have swum
ashore and slipped into the woods. Dick only lﬂopﬂd that he
would not risk his life uselessly in attempting to come to the
help of his companions.

It was only towards mor mz 5
doze, to wake an hour or so lat

that Dick fell into an uneasy
tey, just as a faint flush of dawn
Wwas appearing in the castern Though the naturalist s
still -.Ioopmp: and snoring, Straight Pine was already awake
and as the light broadened he and Dick surveyed their St
roundings.

The survey only comﬂnccd them of the hopelessness of their
position. The large rock on which they were per ched offered
not the shnhte~t concealment from an enemy’s eye, and it was
situated just at the foot of the rapids, with the water boiling
and bubbling around it.

Tt was hopeless to think of getting ashore without the aid of
g canoe. The strongest swimmer would have been instantly
sucked down or dashed to pleces,

As the sun rose, Straight Pine’s eyes turn m to the valley
behind them, in expectation of the approach of the Hurons;
but as yet no sign of them was visible, and it was not until
the sun was well above the horizon that the Delaware suddenly
laid his hand upon Dick’s arm. s

““ What is it? Do you see them?’ the boy whispered.

“No; but T heard a shot.”

!(A qb04 993

“Yes; in the distance. Listen!

And he pointed up the valley.
could hear nothing bul the roar of the water around him. Not
80 Straight Pine, who, after a monient’s silence, said curtly :
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by falling asleep on the top,

Dick strained his ears, but

* Again—this time two shots!”

¢ Look !’ Dick cried almost at the same-instant, pointing to
a puff of smoke which was curling up into the air from the
side of the cliff. “ There’s a rifle! What are thov firing at?”

Almost as he spoke the question was answered, for a canoe
swung into sight round a bend in the river,
ocouﬁan‘r plvmﬂ his paddles furiously.

Sl
¢ No Scalp ”

The words came simultaneously f”om Dick and the Dela
ware. It was indeed the trapper, who, having posse ssed bixu-
self of a mmoo, was just about to shoot the rapids, and whose
heart gave a leap as he saw the figures on the rock.

As soon as he saw that he had attracted Nat's attention ihe
Delaware flung himself face downward on the rock, bidding
Dick hold his an] les, and leaned as far as he could over the
water, with the intention of clutching the gunwale of the
canoe as she shot by. For Nat unaided to bring her to a
standstill in that swift current was impossible; he could only
steer her within the Delaware’s reach.

There was a moment of breathless unecertainty, and then as
the canoe sv»ooned by Straight Pine’s arm shot out, and rhe
next instant the little craft had been drawn to the side of th
crag, and the astounded naturalist, still only half aw
being pushed into her. Dick followed, then the
and snmchmfr up: some spare paddles from the botto the
canoe they duv them into the water and shot onwards down
tho xncr.

They were only just in time. The Hurons, enraged at
their prey eacapn them, were running along the banlks, ye
and firing at the fugl‘rn es. But, thounrh several shoh ca
perilously near the latter, they mcaped untouched, and, w

once ﬂ“ev had started, the rate at which their craft was borne
onwards by the curr ent scon enabled them to leave th
enemies behind. The shots fell further and further astern, tl
vells grew fainter and finally ceased altogether, and in & fo"
minutes nothing but the rush of the river and the dip of the
paddles broke the silence of the wilderness.

There was still the danger that the Hurons might pursue
them by water, and it was not until a good many “miles had
been covered tl b the fugitives ventured to slacken their pace
sufficiently for Nat to tell how he had managed to come so
opportunely to the rescue. Briefly his story was as follows

Finding himself cut off from his friends, and guessinz that
the Hurons had all gone in pursuit of them, as mght fell he
had swum ashore from the island, and, as luck would have if,
had discovered amongst the reeds a second and smaller canoe,
which the redskins had concealed there. In this he had em-
barked, and, undm cover of night, made his way dfws n the
lake ; but, not daring to shoot the rapids in the dark, he had
huug about till daylight before entering the river. As he had
cxpected, he was soon perceived, and, though he had obtained
a good start by water—since the Hurons had drawn up their
canoe on the banks of the lake the previous night—he had to
run the gauntlet of their fire from the banks of the river.
o had almost given up the rest of the party for lost when he
saw Straight Pine and his brother wa\'ing to him from fhe
crag amidst the ra pids.

The fact that the fugitives now only pw““"svd one rifle
between thern rendered the rest of the journey to Fort Brown-
low an anxious one; but, greatly to their relief, they saw no
further signs of the enemies from whose hanu\ they had so
narrowly escaped. Doubtless the Hurons, when they dcc‘c‘ed
not to give chase, had no idea of the defencem s condition of
the pqrty

1t was on the evening of the third day after t‘mﬁu‘ escape that
Professor Lovejoy entered the gate of Fort Brownlow, the
outpost of a ClV]llbaLlOn to which he was now heartily anxious
to return. His ideas on the subject of the sava
North A'mmica had undergone considerable alteration munw
the last few days, so much so that the very mention of sealps
made him shudder. From Straight Pine and his compan
he parted with the warmest gratltv.de; and, altho
first declined anything but thanks for their car
Delaware and Dick were finally induced to ac
in the place of those they had lost in the nat

Before they set out for tho wilds again, St
and Dick had scen the professor off on lhn first ~rfwe “of his
castward journey, fully determmﬂd that not even the prospech
of adding another fifty hitherto unknown species of “o‘poprm 2
to his collection should tempt him back again to the Far

West

THE END.

{(Two fong, complete storics aguin next Ssturday.
Order your copy of PLUCK in adwance: 32 poges,
price id.)
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New Serial by H. CLARKE HOOK.

LORD VICTOR STANBOROUCGH = =
FRED HAWLEY = - - » s =

GLANCE OVE THE [IST OF CHARACTERS AND START THIS STORY NGW.
Commoniy called Vic.
An old Kingswood College boy, who goes in for one and every hokby:

REER R

ufiii 1‘1;.’(71”:

A member of Study No, 13,

A sharer of Study RNo. 13. Accused of smoking in the dormitory.

CHRISTOPHER K. CONNELL » = -

fiAn Amurican:.” His ambition is to make a name for the school, and

also for Study No. 13.

From the first day of the term at Kingswood College the Uniteds cause a wave of excitement to run through the school.

ad with a cricket bat.

college all her life.
furniture in the new home.
ves, and the Uniteds visit her to inquire into the matter.

son, captain of the school, the Uniteds capture the burglar.

a

©rst place, they are successful in practically saving the life of the headmaster’s niece Florrie.
y Harris—one of the masters—in mistake for the Uniteds by the Lower Fifth, led by Bully Croft, who strikes the master on the
Croft sneaks out of the dormitory, and the culprit is not for the time being discovered.
cide to rent and furnish a cottage for an old and homeiess woman whose name is Meg and whe has lived in the neighbaurheod of
Florrie asks the Head to let the three chums have a special half holiday, and offers to help them arrange
Later on they alil have the pleasure of seeing Meg settled down in her new home.
Things have come to such a pass that the masters determine to break up
udy No. 13. Chris, one night, comes across a ruffian just about to attack the Doctoi.
The three chums are chosen in the school's trial game,

in the
In the second, an attack is made upen

The chums

Meg is the victim cf

The Head is injured, but with the help of
Croft isn'ty

sut he referees, and gets his own back by constantly giving Vic off-side.
(The story continues from this point.)

¢

Croft Does Not Play the Game,

is did not answer. He was looking at Croft keenly,
eyes were gleaming brightly.

guess I’d have given Vic a good five yards on!” he
red. ‘“ Mistake!”
Iby took the free-kick, and placed the ball nicely in
it of goal. His forwards tried to rush it. Then someone
and, flinging himself in the way, Chris caught the ball
chest with a thud. Croft whistled loudly, and pointed
penalty-mark savagely.
ou h'z,x,nd]ed, Connell I’ he said. * Stand back a bit,
1 cnaps:
“Oh, I say, Croft,”” exclaimed Hanscn, stepping forward,
hing of the sort, old man!”  Conncll chested—Ilock,
1 the mark, and 2

You couldn’t have seen, Hanson!” he said. “A little
erican dodge—el, Connell? Rather mneat, but risky if
ief:’sj looking. How much longer are you going to be,
by ?

he Sixth Form bully glanced at the other captain, but
on did not answer, so he placed the ball on the litile
te patch. Then he rushed forward, and slammed the
vards the wrong side of the post. However shady many
clby’s actions may have been off the ficld, on “he was
ctly scrupulous. Chris glanced at him as he ran back
his place up the field, and grinned. The American lad
hinking of a certain receipt he had in his jacket-pocket,
he had obtained that morning from a bookmaker.
regretted still less the four pounds it had cost him.

MEXT SATURDAY: COLqMeLsieersuor

A Tale of Dr. Nevada,
the Famous Detectives

Now the game was restarted, and Vie came within an ace
of scoring; Fred just “saving’ by flinging himself along
the ground. After that Vie seemed to be able to do nothing
right. Time after time Croft whistled him up for off-side
and “hands,” and on almost every occasion Chris coul
have been certain there was nothing in it. At last he walked
across to Hanson, who was looking anything but pleased.

“ Watch Croft, partner,” he drawled; “I guess he’s net
giving Stanborough a chance. There—some of the spectators
seem to think the same! Hook on?”

Hanson started, and an expression came into his fac
would have considerably frightened Croft had he s
But things went on in exactly the same way. Ev
Vic got near goal, or looked like getting a pretty rum im,
Croft whistled him up. From a distance Vic appeared to
be making a frightful hash of it. Hanson watched closely,
but did not utter a word, and balf-time arrived without
ocither goalkeeper having been beaten.

Then Hanson, Kingswood’s usually good-tempered captain,
strode up the field, and his honest, pleasant face was
darkened furiously.

o
o
£
o

““ Croft,” he said sharply, I want'to speak to you. Come
over here!”
Chris moved away, and no one, except the two themselves,

ever lknew the nature of the conversation that to place
between them. But as it progressed Croft’s face fHushed a
deep red, and he glanced round nervously, A moment later
the captain pointed towards the pavilion, and Crof
away. Then Hanson spoke to Mr. Colville-Stanton, a
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young master took the whistle. Chris locked at Fred and
grinned.

“Poor cld Vic is down in the dumps, I guess,” he drawled.
* Drop the word to Hanson!”

¥red nodded, and just before the game restarted nnder the
charge of Mpr. Stanton, the college captain stepped up to

Vie.
“ it was a dirty piece of work, Stanborough ! he said
guietly. I hdw told him what T think of it, too. Didn’t

notice what was going on until Connell mentioned it. Buck
upt’ And without another word Hanson beckoned his
players to their places. :

The second ‘ forty-five” was a veritable cup-tie, so keen
were the youngsters. With Croft out of the way, Vie
showed the enthusiastic spectators what he could do, and
the way he slipped past Welby time after time pleased that
senior almost as much as it did Hanson. With a centre-
forward who could play as Vie was then playing, Kings-
weod would stand a good chance of having a ip]enchd 56aS01

But Welby and his fellow-defenders knew how to- la('Lle
and as often as Vic led his line up the field, they were driven
back again. The combination was good, but the defence
better. Vic saw this, and he also saw that the sun was
sinking. The game was nearing the end. Suddenly the ball
came to him, and he trapped it neatly. Then away he
dashed. His inside men followed him up closely, but Vie
took no notice, and Welby sprang to meet him.

With a quick movement, the junior passed his foot over
the ball, and Welby darted to the wrong side. Vie was
past. The other back made a great effort, but the United
had set his teeth. For a sm‘rk moment he caught sight of
Fred and the goal-net, but it was enough, and the next
moment the ball was sent crashing in.

Fred hurled himself wildly across the goal-mouth, and s
few inches more reach would have cnabled him to save.
But, as it was, the ball flashed past his fingei-tips. Then a
1err1ﬁc cheer rang out, a cheer in which both sides joined,
for the good of the old college is a Kingswood lad’s gravest
charge.

But there were a fow more minutes to go, and Welby's
forwards did their utmost. For quite a Ion‘?‘ pcuod they
kept up a terrific attack, but Hanson and the “ Yank? w ere
very safe; in fact, Chris was playing a game almost equal
to that of his caphm At frst it seemed that W elby’s
forwards must equalis nson and Co. just managed to
keep them out, and ithe whistle gounded as Chris neatly
spoilt a dmrrcrou\ rush.

Never was there such enthusiasm at Kingswood befove.
Even Dr. Lonsdale, lying in his darkened bed-room at the
top of the old coHr‘o(\ could hear the cheers, and the white-
haired old srhoohnmmr, with the kindly face, smiled. The
happiness of his boys was, to a cerfain extent, his own
happiness, and that v why Kingswood would be quite a
different sort of Kingswood without the ““ Doe.”

Hanson, the college ca pr‘lm could bhardly confain Limgclf,
Two new boys and soecer fiends ” was something to
felight any skipper.

“Good old ,.'.mLf" <mr ined Vie, *¥You ave
ce“fam of yeur place

‘ And he’s not the only ane !’ yeared Hanson.
much as you like, kids, because if the Kings
doesn’t include the Dm’r(‘ds. then thay will be pl
Looking for anyone, Connell 77

“‘Welbv rfuesc' Want to sec him :ﬂ\ou( something im-
portant,”’ answered the American lads = Aly sthere he is!”?
he added, feeling a certain bookmalker's receipt in his pocket.

“So long, boys! Sece you at the coll, partners!’ And,
without further explanation, he hurried afier the sonior,

o
=
o+

downright

“rain as

ving short.

The “ Yonk" Taking Risks.

Chris managed. to catch Welby up just as the senior was
leaving the Groun(‘

o bm partner,”” he
you !

“ What about 2’ suapp ed the bully. ““It won't be a
vour dropping on me for that 1(‘fm(omo work of Croft
dldn t know anything about it.

I guess we hooked on to that long ago. Met a hook-
maker in Kingswood town the other da‘». He reckoned he
knew me, and iusisted that my name was Welby. Said I'd
been betfmﬂ‘ through the squire’s coachman, or some other
rogue. Then he worked it out that I owed him three- pounds-
ten, plus two and a half dollars journey down !

“What did you do?”’ demanded Welby, 1 dark,
passionate face becoming deathly white. *1Is he coming up
to the college? If he does I'm ruined !’

“ Waal, T guessed it would work out at something like
fhat and although I jibbed at the start, I went slow. Gnms

Yis receipt isn’t much use to me, VVCAbV, so you-can have it.’

NEXT SATURDAY:

drawled, “I guess I'd like a jaw with
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““What do you mean, Connell?”’ muttered the senior.
¢ Who paid the money ?”’

““Reckon I did, and I guess I'd like to speak my mind.
Taking it all togcther. Welby, we two hdsen t exactly struck
it friendly. There have been times when we've struck fairly
much the other way, because I never exactly admired you,
and I don’t think you loved me. Waal, we are by ourselves
now, and if it.runs to a fight, Christopher K. C. will get
mopped. Anyhow, he’s going to take his chance. You're a
bit of a fool, W olbv, I guess—a bit of a fool I

To vmlenf tempered Welby, such a remark from a seniox
would have been bad enough; from a junior, and a junior
he had always disliked intenselv it was intolerable. He
ﬂun'r the bookmaler’s  receipt on the ground.

beeauw you have paid this money for me,” he snarled
furiously, “you think you have the right to say what vou
like. T'here’s the receipt.’ You shall have the money as
soon as 1 can get it.’

* Thanks coolly answered Chris. “Don’t want the
receipt, I gues», but you can pay me back the dollars if you
like; also, you needn’t if you don’t like. That has nothing
to do with the matter. You are a good sport, I guess, and
yvet you bully if Croft wants you to, and you bet on horses

with a coachman. All I said, partner, was that you were
a bit of a fool, and, by the ‘Stars and Stripes, I guess 1
stick to it

Welby eclenched his fists, and an expression of fury over-
cast his face, buf deep down in his heart he thought more
(u the * Yank ” at that moment than he had ever done since
the youngster hdd been at Kingswood.

Cliris met age glance quite coolly, although he
remembered secing “ eloy strike Vic a blow that had sent
him from the top “of the ruined tower—a blow that might
have caused death. S8till, the young American was
Pof a timid lad.

As T said before, Welby,”

h your own way this journey.
shall hit back, but I don't stand an carthly.
a cent on myself. Going to take it out of me 7

\\'o]by lowered his fists sullenly.

*Vou've got plenty of pluck I he snarled.
ialf kill you !

And I guess yoa never found a United sneaking. It's a
pretty safe tack if you'd like to try if. Going to let me oﬁ
partner 7

“Youwecan gol”’

“Mind, I don’t fake back what I said about you being a
fool Guess I'm as strong on that as ever !’

L tell you you can go!” cried the senior furiously.
< Clear off before I--1.-——7

Chiris stooped down and picked up the bookmaker's

he drawled, “you've got if
Dt course, if you hit me [
Wouldn't put

“I—TI could

vou'd better take it he drawled. * And, say,
I dov’t mind shaking-if you don’t. Shouldn’t think
we fwo would ever exactly chum in, but—waal, there’s no
need for us to hate, T guess!”

For a momeut We bv hesitated, then he took the j ]umor 8
oaistreiched hand, and, without a single word, turned on his
| the colloqe,
puttered Chris. * No need to blab about that
I reckon. He'll do, (,hrl&topher K. Connell, my

}if‘do Iot.
son! Welby’ll turn out a white man yet.’

And as he, too, started on his way to the old school, M.
Colville-Stanton stepped from behind the row of laurels

which had separated him from the lads. Nothing was more
abhorrent to him than any such underhand action as eaves-
dropping, but he had arrived on the scene suddenly. Un-
willing at fivst, ho had heard almost all the conversation, and
as he now watched the American lad running across the
fields there was something in his face besides The habitual
bored (‘xnm:ﬂon—ﬁommhmq that would have embarrassed
Chris, and would have thrilled the lad’s father.

The young master stood there for quite a long time, and
w n€-n af last he did move away his forehead was a little mozre
\\1‘111 tled than usual, and his hands considerably deeper in

is pockets. But no one ever knew that My, Colville-Stanton
ha d been present at that interview.

Croft's Chullenge.

As Chris neared the college he heard footsteps behind
himi. The n moment Croft laid a hand on his shoulder,
and the expression on the elder lad’s face was one that
should not have been there. He was absolutely furious.

Chris grinned.

“ Hallo, old son!” he said. “Look upset, partner !”

“Did—did you tell Hanson tbat I was refereeing unfairly 7’
cried the senior rather wildly. *If you did, I’ ll—AI =

“ Then T guess you'd better start right away, becos 1 plead
guilty, my lud ! Reckon I'm sorry I had to make you look
such an ass, but it served .you right! You couldn’t have
dono a much dirtier trick, I guess, than to keep whistling a
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chap up for fouls when he was playing as clean a game ag
anyone on the field. Anyway, if theve is a dirtier trick, then
I guess I don’t know him !*?

And Croft’s face had whitened with passion, and he
clenched and unclenched his fists nervously.

Chris met the furious lad’s glances with a smile.

““You—you are lying, Connell I eried the sonior hearsely.
“ I tell you the whole thing was a planned lie of yours and
Stanborough’s 1’

“Then, I guess, that makes me out a liar, partner |’

* You are! A rotten——-7 .

“ Waal,” murmured Ch * should say if that remark bad
been made by anyone clee I'd have wanted an apology.
What you say, old son, doesn't count. I guess I'd be obliged
if you'd just let me pass. Soccer togs are draughty.”

If the young American had carefully worked the whole
conversation out, he could not have hit upon remarks that
would have riled Croft more than the ones he made. The
Jpper Fifth lad was in a state of fury that bordered on the
dangerous—dangerous to himself and anyone he was likely
to meet. He stepped towards the younger lad with clenched
fists. :

“ Stand up to me, Connell I”” he cried. “ Put your fists up,
and I’ll thrash you to within an inch of your life I’

“Don’t reckon there’s anything to fight about, partner.
You behaved like a cad on the soccer field, and I got the
captain to send you off. Stanton noticed your little game,
but he won’t say anything. Let sleeping dogs lie, old son!
If you start stirring up dirty ponds, there’s always a general
ort of whiff floating around.”

Then Croft’s fist shot out, and so sudden and heavy was
the blow that Chris was completely lifted off his feet.” The
instant he found himself lying flat on the grass, with
oft standing furiously over him. Chris sat up.

‘I take it you want to fight, partners”” he said, quite
ily.  “Guess I'm sorry if you do, but—waal, it can’t be

© Will you meet me 7’2

"I guess so! Now, if you like—anywhere, and any time.
time, partner! Guess it don’t make a slateful of
¢ one way or the other to me! Not at all keen, I

Welby ox

norrow  morning, before breakfast.
will second me.”
I reckon Stanborough or Hawley won’t mind doing
for me. Say, partner, let’s have the thing carried
oper style. Put on soccer clothes, eic.,, and have
j e, or referce, or whatever you call him |’
1 It makes no difference.”
don’'t mind, I'd be much obliged if you'd
; then Welby could be the referce.
will you? ‘So-long !
- American coolly strolled into the college,
ce was swollen and stiff where Croft’s fist
ught him, and a very fair prospect of a downright
cood thrashing awaited him the day following. But fhe
i worries of existence troubled the Yank bhut
g whilst those of the future not at all. He was of
that meeting trouble half-way was a one-sided gamec
point in it—quite a “ mug’s’’ game, in fact.
eat deal of Croft’s fury now gave way to surprise as
watching Chris into the college.
Jelby referee the figh
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ht 1”2 he muttered. ““ What can
idiot be thinking ¢f? Why, a word from mo, and
by would——  Ab, I mwust thrash him-—thrash
v. too. Welby shall referee the fight.
The little brute may be able to uv 1
1 Chris gained thie college he made his wagy
udy No. 13; but, finding neither of the other
Is there, he hastily changed his clothes and made his
Vic’s new study. As he approached the dcor he
oud and prolonged shrieks.
s stopped, and so did the shricks
ound of low, rumbling laughter.
ed his head.
" That’s old Fred !”” he muttered, slowly opening the deor.
partner, being murdered?”
o, ho, ho!” laughed Fred. “‘It’s come!”’ :
‘Waal, I'm glad of that. When did it arrive, old son?"’
* Just now.”
d what is it?” 3
1 electric battery.  Ho, ho, ho! Jelly strong, too,
Vie? Catch hold of the handles, Yank!”
se things there, T guess. Were they the weapons that
> Dick do the yelling I heard?”’
s ecatch hold.”
‘No, partner,” drawled Chris firmly. “Let Vie have
uother go. Or, say, Fred, pass the instrument over to me
nd let me do the shocking biz, and you can have the shocks.
I’ll not charge a cent, partner.”
I know you won’t!” mattered Fred.
h hold, Vie!*

HEXT SATURDAY: .

Yy

. Then there was
Chris thoughtfully

“The Yank funks!

<a

“GOLONEL SILYERSHST,”
A Tale of Dr.. Neviada,
= the Fanicus Detective :

‘again.

“No, no!” hastily groaned Vie. I don’t want to he
greedy, because they say electricity is good for one; and,
besides, I’"d much rather wait until I am strong again.
Thought my blessed arms were coming off I’ .

Hred attempted to persuade his chums, but it was no good
Chriz had not tried, and objected to making & star
had tried, and had made his mind up not to try wil

lingly
PFred raid he was'a coward, and Vic readily ad-

mitted it.

“Iknow I am,” he grinned. “But I don’t want to be an
armless wonder all the rest of my days. Batteries may have
their uses, but what they want are good strong breaks.
They are the sort of toys that if you give ’em an inch they
nick a mile or two, and go and twist your blessed arms off.”

“Rot!” growled Fred. “They are jolly fine things!
Wouldn’t be without one for the world. Never get tired of
this. Here, if you chumps are too big funks to have a go,
I'll try a hittle myself.” !

“ Good !” exclaimed Vie, whose arms still felt as though
Le were suffering from rheumatism in all his muscles, and
discased bones at every joint. “FPIl turn the current en:
1’d like to do it awfully !”’

Fred glanced at him.

“I think Il let the Yank do that,”” he said cautiously.
““ Mind, I don’t want to hint that you are a vindietive chap,
Vic; but—yes, you’d better turn the current on, Yank.”

“ Right-ho, partner! No chance of my getting a shock, I
suppose ?”’ S

“ No, you chump! All you've got to do is to pull this
knob out, and you've got to stop when I say stop. That's
the most important point. No gum-tricks!”

1 guess that seems fairly simple, partner. Say when.”

“ Don’t you forget to stop when I tell you!”’ growled Fred,
picking up the two little hollow handles. *‘Directly I say
Yah! Ho!”

Fred had given his instructions very clearly, but he had
forgotten to mention the fact that the battery handle should
be drawn out slowly. The result was that Chris pulled it
out with a jerk, and, consequently, Ired received a shock
that almost gave him a fit.

With a loud shriek he leapt wildly in the air. Then he
seemed to be endeavouring to tie "himself into different
kinds of knots, uttering howls that were positively de fening.

By the Stars and Stripes,” gasped Chris, ** what’s he
doing?”?

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Vie. “I'm happy!
Yank. You're electrocuting him !

““ Stop!” yelled Fred. “¥Yah! Oh! Yah!”

Chris stepped up to the little machine again, but hefore
he could push the handle back in its place again Fred ap-
peared to have received a slightly sharper shock than the
others, for he sprang up in the air and fairly doubled up.
The consequence was, the battery was whisked off the tahle,
and Fred danced wildly round it, shricking at the top of his
voice.

To look at, the little affair could hardly have heen funnier.
Vie, having experienced the sensation of “shocks™ pre-
viously, was reduced to the verge of convulsions. = Chris,
however was a little concerned.

“ Keep stilll” he shouted—*“keen still, and Tl furn the
engine off 17 &

“Stop! Yah! Oh!” shrieked Fred, who, besides having
lost all seusible control of his body, appeared to have parted
with all his wits. * Stop it!”?

Then Chris pounced on the battery, and an instant lste
he had rammed home the handle.. Fred’s reliel was t

With a low howl he flung the battery handles down;
rushed wildly at Chris, and smote him in the chest.
Yank gasped a little, then performed a retrograde move-
ment under the table. After that Fred glared at Vie.

“Pm awfully sorry, old chap I’ murmured that youngster,
hastily shifting away. “ Nasty, painful things, shocks.
Stir one up o0.”’

“ Why didn’t you stop the blessed thing 7

“I—1 thought you liked it, old man. Remember, you said
it was good for the nerves.”

“Chump! Crumbs, I ache all over!?

“ You’re not the only one, pariner,” drawled & voice from
benath the table—'‘you are not the cnly one. There are
others, T guess.” >

**Serve you jolly well right!” muttered Fred.
out, and have your turn!”’

“What,” gasped Chris, “ catch hold of those handl
the Stars and Stripes, he thinks I'm mad!
A state full of no’s, in fact.”

“Come on! Don’t be such a chump! What's tho goad. of
a battery if you don’t use it? You two chay i
in tur and see who can stand the most.
promise !’

(Anocther fong instalment of this pouiar school
story next week.)
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All leiters should be addressed,
“«The Editor, PLUCK, 2, Carmelite
House, Carmelite Street, London,” !

NE— T'\-

rree.

You muss not mizs ““Colonel Silvershot,” the ficst long,

OLONEL SILVERSHOT.”
Under this striking title will be related the famcus and
popular Dr. Nevada's adventures out in the Far, Far West.
Who 1s Colonel Silvershot?
That will be the keynote to the mystery of the story.
Dr. Nevada is, of course, to the front all the time, and the
5 in the mining-camps and gold-diggings are thrilling to

When a man has had a game every Saturday afternoon
during the footer season, he must, at least, have a littie
sporting respeet, and must know that the paying up of a
cription is a debt of honour.
these fellows play the game, and can afford to pay
5s. 6d. a year, but don’t, they should be kicked out.

When they’re gone, and if you can’t find more sportsmen,
then, Arthur Hayward, I should advise you to drop your
connection with the club.

complete story in your next Saturday’s PLUCK. = ;
There ave six numbers of “The Boys' Friend” Library

Pruex’s second long, complete story will be entitled row on sale, and obtainable from any newsagent, price
threepence. And

*IN THE EYES
OF THE
WORLD,”

and  will comprise 2 27,
o %,

ihe adventures of a
brave lad in the face
of -difficultics and
trials.

“In the
ths World !
kind of story
fen on novel 1i

. FHor future is
1 have some really
fine yarns in hand,
from . the pens of
uch popular authors
S. Clarke Hook,

H. C(Olarke Hook,
Mark Darra

Andresw Hales,
Arthur S,
and other
favourites.

look = fory ¢
some = extra-specizal
reading.

1e to 50
following ques :
1 am treasurer of
a  foothall club in
my town,”
“and certaln mem-
bers of the teams—
whom 1s my

chum-—have
aid their las
s subscrip:
i which -is 5Bs.
6d. - The club hav:
o little money in
hand, and for that
reason, [ have heard,
they will not pay
up, but have made
up their minds to
play  this  seasoh.
They are very good
vers, ang we can-
not do without

Well, Mr, Trea-
surer, I will do my
best  for you, and
should advise youto
show the  sports-
men (?) in debt what
I have to say.

he says, 7

next week I hope to
give you the titles of
Hos. 7 and 8, which
will be on sale in a
veek or two.

YOU  GAN JOIN
NOW!
“The Boys
Friend ” Co

spondence Colleg

now known innearly
every home where
there is a young

man who has been
interested enough in
his own career to
want to know how
to get! on in' the
world in the bDest
and quickest way.
The reason is, that
‘“The Boys' Friend
Correspondence Col-
lege gives

PRACTICALLY
FREE

EDUCATION.

Or, at least, that is

one of the reasons.
For, besides

offer-
ing “education for
nothing,” it offers a
letter of advice free
to anyone who cares
to send up a penny
stamp to the Princi-
pal, “The _Boys
Triend ” Correspond-
ence College, 2, Car-
melite House, Car-
melite Street, Lon-
* don, E.C., upon any
position the appli-
cant wants to take
up in life. Full
particulars  appear
weekly: in ¢ The
Boys’ Friend,” 1d.,
cvery Tuesday, and
“The 0ys
Herald,”” 1d., every
Thursday.
A new class starts
every week.

YOUR EDITOR.
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This picture depicts an incident from “IN THE EYES OF THE WORLD,” one

|
j of the two complete tales for next Saturday’'s PLUCK. 3z pages, Price xd.

Printed and published Tﬁel{l_y’ by the Proprietors, the Amangamatep Press, Lrp., of 1, Carmelite House, Carmelite Street, London,

England. Subserintian % per annum, Saturday, October 6th, 1906.
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ABSOLUTELY FREE!

We give away free to any person Solid Gold Rings of
all (1e=r*upt10ns, Cutlery, Jewellery of all kinds, Nickel
Silver Timekeeper, musical instr uments, besides hundreds
of other articles which can be selected from List. We
GIVE THESE FREE to any person selling 48 Beautiful
Pictorial Postcards within 14 days. It meed not cost you
a penny of your own money. We are also giving away
free 20,000 fadies’ size or Gents’ size Wi 'ttches, 1() yea
wanantv Send us a posteard with your name and
address (don’t delay).

ACTE & CO. (Depf. 63), 85, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C.

| 60- DEPOSIT g

Waren. =2 6/68

Government Stamped Case,
88 thyee-quarter plate jewelled |f
timed, and seven years
guarantee. &
For advertisement only [§
B We send this watch to any- |8
one on receipt of >

{ 60- DEPOSIT

nd upon payment of the
Jast of 14 weekly instal-
wents of 6d. each making a
totalof 7/6 inall. We give
a Handsome Chain Free.
To ensure getting correct
g2 article, send to Head Office :
TheKingswayWatchCo. |
Dept. 13,300, L1<\n1141111 d.
1 ’\du!\

FREE!
A Mazrvellous Present. This 4/- * SUPERB” FOUNTAIN PEN, complete with Filler and
Instructions, each one in a Handsome Case. Given Away Absolutely Free to L\.erv
Applicant for our 4d. ' COLONIAL " PARCEL OF STAMPS, &c
s a packet of 125 Genuine Stamps, 1m1uﬂm;’ Canada (Jubileeiss
1v er Colony (antelope and bisonj, Natal (Q. 1880, obsolete), Cape o od i
Jamaica (Q. 1885, obsolete), Hong Kong ( ¢ issue), New qmz.‘r.h Wales
e}, Tta,nsmui {ne“ sue), Tulnqu (pic i )8 ) Set of
Tree United States of America, Set of New Zeal nd (ol Set of
Four India, Beautiful Seb of Three Canada, &e., &c., &e. A P

e £ E @ ““Guverb” Smmva Mounts, a Perforation Gau0 & the Beaubifully esgned i Swgerb
E AW A & @ Stamp Cage, made of Levant Morocco Leathet with Gold Lettering, & fitted with linen
¢ ¥ 5 c worth IE This Magnificent gruten* is leen Away n\;ult‘at?mgu
widely culate our Eeautifully Illustrated New Season’s Price List and Guide.
GROWN iN A FEW DAYS ss this chance, but send a Postal Order for Sixpence at once to pay for the
on ilw smoothest faces with “REOUWSTA,” the latest dis- § this Splendid Fountain Pen, with acc
B

above Parcel and postage, &e., and you will receive by Return of Post (cavefully packed)
essories, Absolutely Free. Collections and loose
3 ome men.  Age 1o 0)1]6‘&( Really wonde 'zm, stawps bought.—HENRY ABEL & CO., WALSALL.
mlme impossible. “MOBWS 'IA is the onl

Moustache Grower; eds where others fai
like Magic. Box sent (mdexr plain coyerjfor &d. P.O. or stamps.

23 A DIXON, 42 JUNGTION ROAD, E‘E Eﬂ Y : ;
 HOLLOWAY. LGN DON, 3 Send 61, Hefuse Km@@ rece! Eree!
worthless and fraudulent imitations. We give a Nickel Silver Timelkeeper, Case of Spoons,

IIVIPLY TO GET IT ON THE MARKET Cancxa Albums, or any present on our list FREE

for eHmo 48 Penny Pictorial Posteards in four weeks.
.phte or 21 by 21, CAMERAS ABRSOLUTELY To secure genuine customers all applicants must
4)11135 for postage and our famous Catalogue.

. send six penny stamps with order. THESE WE
No toy.—Studio, 17, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL, E.

enuine
Acts

1.

RETURN on sale of cards.
MIDLAND CARD CO.,

S5 DON'T MISS THIS BARGAIN. D e
e .. . THE “MENAGERIE” PACHET. 2 7, Ladypool Road, Sparkbrook, Birmingham,
STAHMPS. REGCORD VALUE. ONLY :

s Animals, Bivds.

&e-,

RARFRIIUI I UIRIUWI W W 274
1,000 FREIRT G553 ECIELER D

lhv Rings are veal 18-caratrolled gold S,
pretty pattern, and made to fit any fi We are giving
them away sitply to introduce WAV.ERE!NL I you
want one, send without delay, and
enclose 1s, Pt Order fora hottle of
WAVERENE, and 2d. for post.
age, &c.  Foreign Orders 1s. extra.
W%VE“’E}.‘N is a wonderful
ation, as it not only curls the
natur; but promotes the
wth, and ¢ \P:um s i, besides making itbesutitullysoft and
—NMorton’s Loudon Toilet Stores (D“pr 35
58 Rye Lane, Peckham, London, S.E.

gwaw@wwww&m&&&wmﬁm

FREE GIFTS FREE

We give you Lady or Gent size Silvered
or Gun Metal Watch, Real Rifle, Silver-
mounted Umbrella, Boy's Suit, Girls
Dresses, Musical Instruments, or any
other present you wish from our list
for selling 72 entirely new Arbistic
Penny Postcards. We allow 21 days
for selling. Send name and address.

LESTER & CO. (Dept 25), 76, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.

hialay Staue;
Caledonia

and upon the payment of the last of 14 Weekly
instalments of 6d. each, making a total of 7s. 6d.
in all. A Hanilsome Present is Given Free. Our
et cash-with crder price is only 6s. 6d., or 7s. cash
within seven days. Ladies can have either lace or
button. Send size of boot you are wearing, and
state whether strong or light weight desired.

KINGSWAY SUPPLY CO.,
(Dept. 13), 300, CLAPHAM ROAD,
LONDON, S.W.

BUT WHY SUFF ? When
ONLY BB .

“ LOOFITE ” MEDICATED ONLY

which is IMPREGNATED with
¢ BORACIC ACID, PINE OIL, &c, 8

Keeps the feet cool, heals the Tender and Inflamed Foot, absorbs the ‘shock

when running, waliking, orplaying football, and keeps me feet s.t an even temperas
ture, while the combination of the Boracio Acid, Pin drawn by the

A PAIR, | runtofthetectinto tliosystem CURES A EOMATISN nd SOLATICPATN, A PA iR
Otensive, Tender and Inflaiaed Feet, Corns, Chilblains, Rheumatism, and .

Sciatica areprevented and cured by wearing the “Yoofite”” Medicated Sock.
Get a pair at once and enjoy a good walk, It will only cost you Bd.
BEFORE ] When ordering siy what size boot or shoe worn (whether ladies’ or gents'), and send postal order for @y anda penny. § AFTER
UBING for postage (Foreign and Colonial orders 1s, extra) to k USING,

THE LOOFITE SOCK COQ. (Dept. J) 159, Rye Lane, London, S.E




v Fu’st Chapters of a Great New Serial.

AT WH.LESM.E PRIGES.

These balls arc made on quite a new prm-'
ciple; The sections are so shaped that it does §
away entirely with the ends or caps.

THOROUGHLY RELIABLE, PERFECT IN SHAPE.
Will Last Longer than any other Make.

The *“LONDON” (match size) - - = 5s. 6d., postage 4d.
The ““MATCH” (a sure goal-getter) =~ 9s. 6d., postage 4d.

SHIN-GUARDS ‘
Strong Linen Canvas, cane profected- 1s., postage 2d.

N\ N BRASS INFLATOR - - = - 1s. 3d.; postage 24,
¢ Piusk é;:!ove!ty Dept., 12 & 13, Broadway, Ludgate Hill, Londosg, E.C.

Foreign and Colonial Orders, postage extra.

NOW ON SALE. ™ vrice )™ NOW ON SALE.
A SPEGIAL " NUMBER OF

Containing, in addition to the

'«"&‘ iy
entitled.

The Wail® E Progress,

| BEDSASTLE TSI SIMEUNS

LONG AND SHORT COMPLETE
STORIES. &c.

R =

dBuy It To-day.  Price 1d.

Best make, Leather, cane protected - 1s. 6d., %cajtage 2d. |
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