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THE BOYFROM CALIFORNIA
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of peril has passed. Nelson Lee

Ancient House at St. Frank's.

AUTHOR'S NOTE.

a period of several months, Hawving tncurred the hatred of the
Fu Cnaxa Toxc, a murderous Chinese secret society, Lee and
Nipper have been forced ta adopt new identities until the time

~junior schoolboy. Nipper himself writes of the events which took
place during his life as a member of the Remove, in the

are at St. Frank's College for

e o —— e — —

18 a Housemaster and Nipper a

—

CHAPTER L

IN WHICH I LEARN THAT JUSTIN B. FAR-

MAN, FROM CALIFORNIA, IS EXPECTED TO

ARRIVE AT ST. FRANK'S—]I LOOK FORWARD
TO MEETING HIM WITH INTEREST.

HE Remove common-room in the
I Ancient House at St. Frank’s was
crowded. Quite a number of
fellows were there, and they all
coemed to be interested. They were
listening to a speech. It was a thunder-
ing good speech, too. ‘
Handforth and Church and McClure, of
Studsy D, were to the forefront, and
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West were

just necar. The fellow who was jawing to
the crowd was Dick Bennett, of Study (.
Dick Bernett is an alternative wayv of
spelling Nipper—and I'm Nipper.

In short, it was little me who was
doing the spouting.

‘“The Fossils have got to wake up!”
I shouted. ‘‘ Look at the cricket! Look
at everything! We're miles behind the
College House in sports, and I don't
know what else. It's not going to be
stood! The Ancient House must assert
itself, and show St. Frank's that it’s the
cock-house of the school—so far as the
juniors are concerned, at least!”



‘“ Hear, hear]”

““ Go it, Bennett!”’ 1
‘“ No harm in talking, anyhow !"’
“Talking I’’ I roired. * What's thei

good of talking? We don’t want to talk
—wo want to act!”.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ Nothing to laugh at,”” I went on
warmly. ‘‘I tell you, we’ve got to make
a bier alteration, and we’ll start with the
cricket.  We're going to get up an
cleven of our own, and then whack the
(“ollego House lot!”

“ Yes—if wo can!’’ said Handforth sar-
castically.

“J1{1” I rctorted. * There’'s no
about 1, you burbling ass!”

Handforth glared.

“*Did you call me a burbling ass?’ he
demanded.

“T did. And I'll call anybody else a
burbling ass if he is one!” I said. ‘‘ Dry
up, for goodness sake. This 1sn’t a time
to row. We're here for business. This

|

meeting is a serious thing. The Fossils
need prodding up!”

‘“Hecar, bhear!” said Tregellis-West
ldzily. - ** Dear fellow, yowre making me
realise what fearful slackers we are in
this House. You're a whirlwind. You're
just full of live wires. I'm left standin’
still and gapin’.”

‘*“ This afternoon is a half-holiday,” 1
went on. ““ We're not going to watch
the Monks play the Fifth. We're going
to gct busy on our own account. I'm
laader of tho Fossils, and I’'m going to
keep vou all hard at it. After morning
lessons you’ll find a notice on the board.
There’ll be a list of names on it. Every
onc of the fellows named has got to turn
up on Little Side at half-past two. If
anybody has made other arrangements,
the other arrangements will have to go
by the board. 'That’s final. And always.
rcmember that we've got to have the
honour of the House at heart. The
Ancient Houso has becn a back number
in the past. In the futuro it’s going to
leave the College House -miles behind.”

-¢** Hear, hear!” |

“Good for you, Bennett I’

T stepped down from the form on which
I had heen standing. Most of the chaps
regarded my speech as so much gas; but
they were impressed, nevertheless. The
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ground for so long that the fellows had
never thought of making any alteration.

At St. Frank’s the juniors of the
Ancient House were known as Fossils,
and the denizens of the College House as
Monks. And the Monks were far and
away ahead of their rivals. Bob Christine

| and Co., of the Remove, were the recog-

nised leaders of the Monks, and they
were very decent fellows. They resided
in Study Q, in the College House.

I had been at St. Frank’s for nearly a
week, and I had already made the Fossils
sit up. In fact, a day or two before, 1
had been enthusiastically elected leader
of- the Remove in the Ancient House.

“if | This was because I whacked the then

leader in a fair figcht. Fullwood had
ruled the Fossils until T came on the
scene, and now he was feeling sore. He
was feeling sore physically and mentally.

Tommy Watson and Sir Montgomery
Tregellis-West, my study mates, were
two fine chaps, and I liked them im-
mensely. Sir Montie was a bit of a
novelty, but he was true blue. A dandy

} to his finger-tips, he was nevertheless one

of the clevercst coricketers in the Remove.

"It was- before morhing lessons, and I
had jawed to the fellows to prepare them
for what was coming later on. They had
elccted me leader of the Remove in the
Ancient House, and I was going to lead.

In addition to Handforth and Co., there
were lots of other Removites—Owen
major and Canham; Hubbard and-Short
and~ Griffith, and others. @ Merrell and
Noys were grinning sneeringly to them-
selves; they were two of Fullwood’s pals,
and so they didn’t count. Fullwood and
Co. were the nuts of the Ancient House,
and, since my arrival, they hadn't had
their own sweet way so much.”

“We’'ve got several decent men to start
with,” I said. “I’'m a good hand with
the bat, I believe, and Tregellis-West’s
a ton-holer all round.” '

““Thanks, old boy,” said Sir Montie
languidly.

‘“Watson’s good, and so is Hubbard,”.
I went on. ‘“ We’ll soon sorape a team
together, and then we’ll practise night
and day until we’re in terrific form.
Now, lemme see.” 1 looked round the
common-raom. ‘‘ There’s  Handforth.
He’s not much good, m afraid, But
Church and McClure—"" 5 .

A »

Ancent House had been in the back:|

Handforth turned round wrathfully.
““Who’s- not much good?’ he de-



THE BOY TFROM CALITORNIA

mandled. ¢ Did you mean me, you
cheeky ass?”

““ Talking about cricket,” I said coolly.
““T saw you at practice yesterday, Hand-
forth. You held the bat as though it
were a leg of mutton, and when you

bowled you did yowr best to brain the
batsman.”

** Ha, .ha, ha!”

“You silly fathead!"” roared Hand-
forth. *‘‘ You don’t know what cricket is
—nobody does here. It’s jealousy. . Just
because I'm the best cricketer in the
Form—better than Christine, even—
vouw're jealous of me. Why, the other
day, when I offered Christine my scr-
vices, he kicked me out of his study!
Me, you know! Kicked me right out
into the Triangle, and Yorke and Tal-
madgoe helped him!”

Edward Oswald Handforth looked
round for svmpathy. But the Removites
were strangely unsympathetic. Anyhow,
they were grinning broadly. Handforih
snorted. He always. snorted, and he
always bawled. He couldn’t speak with-
out bawling,
megiphonue.

““ Hard cheese, old man,” I said. ‘‘ But
I cxpect you asked for all you got.
That’s the worst of going about looking
for trouble. You generally find it.”’

Handforth glared.

‘ Look here——'"" he bawled. _

“All right. I'm very brave,” I said.

“You're brave! What do you mean,
you ass®"’ ~

‘“ A chap has to be brave to look at
}'Qu-”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“* This is what comes of jealousy,” said
Handforth bitterly. ‘“I'm the best bats-
man in the Remove—I know that I”’

‘“ Lucky somebody knows it,”’ grinned
Tommy Watson. S

“I don't want any rot from you,
Thomas Watson!”’ shouted Handforth,
rolling up his sleeves.

‘“ Oh, dry up!” chuckled Watson. “ No
rieed to show us your wrists; they're
dirty enough, anyhow !”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth seemed about to explode,

but, fortunately—for himself—the ccm-
mon-door opened, and Long of the
Remove thumped in.  Long  always

thumped. He was fat and heavy, and
just the opposite to what one would ex-
pect from his name. To add to the ab-

He had a voice like a

3

surdily, he
Lanky. |

And Lanky Long was a little sncak; a
spying, coatemptible worm. Everybody
in the Remove detested him. Even the
nuts couldn’t quite stand Long’'s habita.
Yet, curiously enough, although the Re-
move’s opinion of Long could scarcely be
put into words, Long himself had an idca
that he was a very important person.
He believed, in fact, that he was one of
the most prominent membets of the Re-
move. ‘I'nhere was only one chap who
could keep Lanky in order, and that
chap was Hubbard. Hubbard digged in
Study B with Long and another junior.
Pcisonally, I hadn't much to do with
Long, but I'd had occasion to pull his
nose once or twice.

““ Heard the latest, you chaps?’ Le
asked importantly, as he came in.

. ‘“ Been spyin’ again, Long, dear boy?"”
asked Tregellis-West urbanely. * Spyin’
is a fine art with you, I believe? You
are a worm, of course, but even worms
manage to live, somechow. How ia it
you’ve lived so long? By gad! That
sounds like a pun!”’ added Sir Montie, in
alarm. ‘“‘I loathe puns. They muake me
kad. I am deeply sorry. I feel that an
apology 1s necessary.”

wa3 gencrally known 2as

¢ Oh, ring off, Montic!”’ said Lona.
“T’ve heard—"’ _

““You won't be offended, I'm sure.”
interrupted Sir Montie mildly. “ But I
find it necessary to remonstrate, Long,
dear fellow. My name is Tregellis-West.
If you call me Montie again I shall pull
your nose. I shall, really!”

““Oh, don't be an ass, Montie—I—T
mean West!” exclaimed Long, with a

grin. ‘ I've heard—"

“ Go and tell what you’ve heard to the
doorpost,” I said sharply. ““We don't
want to hear your rotten tales, you young
SpY 1
“I've heard—"
pressively.

““ You’ve heard what?’ bawled Hand-
forth.

““ Oh, don't deaf::n a chap!"® protested
Long. ‘‘I've heard that there’s a rew
fellow coming this afternoon, by the fcur
o’clock train. Apn American bounder, I
believe. We ought to bar Americans at
St. Frank's, you know. They ain’'t any
good.”’

“ Begad!”

Long paused 1un-

I didn’t know you were

- American?’’ said Siv Montie, 1n surprise.
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“Who said I was Americani” asked
l.ong. staring.

“ g’ou said that Americans aren’t eny
good—and gou’re no 700(!, ar¢ you?”’
asked Tregellis-West mildly.

“ Ha, bha, hal” .

*“Oh, don’t be an ass, you know!” said
long, with a weak grin. “I aint

American. If I was I wouldn’t own it.”
“Hhut up!” I said curtly. ‘* What's
wron with  Americans, anyhow?

They're first-class in the main.  And
when it comes to Governments the Ame-
ricans can show us a thing or two. They
aon't jaw about doing things—they do
‘em. If there's an Awmerican fellow
coming to St. Frank's, good luck to
am."

“His name's Farman,” went on Long.
** Justin B. Farman, or something. Fat-
headed name, ain't it? His people live
n California, or—or Patagonia. One of
the United States, anyhow.”

" Patagonia’s not n the States, you
thumping idiot!'’ roared Handforth.

“J—I wmeant Tasmania!" stammered
.ong fatuously. ‘' That's in the United
States, anyhow! I—1 looked it up un
‘he tmap!”

** Tasmania’s ofl the south of Aus-
tealin, yon ignorant fathead!” grinned
Fommmy Watzon, ** Well, what about
Farman? He's coming this afternocn,
o say Let him come. 1 shan’t hurt
.

I was thoughtful for & moment.

Justin B. Farman!
woll, for Nelson 1o had told me about
the new American follow a day or two
previously, .

Nelson” Leo was at 8t. Frank’s, ol
course. He wont under the name of Mr.
AMvington, and ho was the Houscroaster
of tho Ancient House. The Fossils hiked
him immensely already. The seniors, I
knew, bad voted the new Housemaster
to be tho right sort. The guv'por’s pre-
- decessor, Mr, Thorne, had been decidedly
the wrong sort. Not a wrong 'un in the
criminal sense, of course—just a toady-
ing, ill-tempered rotter, who was soft-
suapy with the nuts nnci scvere with the
decent fellows.

Well, Mr. Tharne had disappeared a
woeck or 80 before, and Nelson Lec had suo-
ceeded in finding him in ono of the caves
at Caistowe Bay, three mijles from the
wchool, The poor chap had been quite
unconscious, and he had been kept a_pri-
soner, without food or water, for daya.

y

I knew that namd’

The doctor said that he wouldn't recover
until months had passed; his brain was
affected.

And the rcason for Mr. Thorne's 2b-

duction remained a mystery. ‘The only
possible clue was something which the
uanfortunate man muttered
lirium. ]
name Justin Farman again and agarmn.
Leter on 1 had learned that a junior
named Justin B. Farman was
arrive from Califoruia within a fow days!

in his de-
He had simply babbled out the

ue to

What was the connection between the

injured Housemaster and his kidnappers.
and tho American fellow?

Fa.npa.u was
$ainly concerned in the affair 3ome-
w or other. But how? Nelson Lee

/3

and I had had a chat on the subject, but

we couldn’t arrive at any satisfactory ex-
planatjon. _

Anil uow the boy from California was
due to arrive.

_ CHAPTER 1II.

HALPH LESLIE TULLWOOD BSTATES HIS
PISIQN FOR WHAT IT IS WORTH—WHICH
BN'T MUCH—AND I GO TO THE STATION
AND MEET JUSTIN B, FARMAN,

ALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD

R swaggered into the common-room,

followed by Albert Gulliver and

George Bell, his inseparable pals.

Fullwood nearly always swaggered. He

fancied ho was a person importance.
Byt ho wasn’t. |

It' was the entrance of Fullwood and
(. that toused me from my brief reverie.
The nuts werc very nutty, as usual. Full:
wood himself was a thing of glorly. He
was dressed much more expensively thari
Tregellis-West, even—but he wasn’t half
s0 well dressed. He looked gaudy and
vulgar., His fancy waistcoat . wasu't
merely loud; it shrieked. Gulliver and
Bel were in ordinary Etons.

‘Mc¥rell and Noys strolled over to their
dear friends.

‘“* Hoard about the new fellow, Full-
wooc‘?” asked Noys, with a grin,

Fullwood scowled.

“ What foolery has he been up to
now?’ he asked, directing a venomous
glance at me. -

“1 wasn’t talking about Bennett,’
grinned Noys. ‘I mean..the American
chap, Farlum, or Barnum, or Farman, cr
something. He’s _coming this afternoon.
Hasn't Lanky told you yet. Queer thut
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he should have overlooked anybody.
‘When [.anky has an item of news to im-
part, it’s generally all over the House
within five minutes.” |

“Oh, don't be an ass, you know,
Noys?”’ said Loong smugly.

Fullwood yawned.

““Farman's not a new fellow—yet.” he
rud. “Of course I've heard about him.
He's some beastly Wild West bounder
from C(alifornia. A chap - like that
ouchtn’t to be allowed at St. IF'rank’s.”

“ What's wrong acked
Watson, -

“ Why, he's no class,” said Fullwood.
* How can you cxpect him to be when he
comes from California? His pater lives
in a log hut, I suppose, and hc'll come
here with tho manners of a Hun. He'll
talk like a cowboy, and will eat with his
fingers. Disgraceful, I call it. St. Franik’s
scems to be declinin’.  They're lettin’
any scum in the school now.”

And Fullwood looked across at mnre.
His meaning was quite clear. But I
could aftord to ignore Fullwood's insults,
T'd licked him once already, and I didn’t

rl!b

with hin?

want to soil my hands by licking him™

acain.

“*“Thev've been lettin’ seum into the
school for some time, dear fellow,” mur-
murcd Sir Montie. ¢ They let you in,
didn't thoy?

““ Ha, ha, hat”

““ An’ Gulliver, an’ Bell, an’ Noys

“You cilly ass!” roared Gulliver.’
¢ Arc you 2alling us scum?”’

Fullwood did that, old boy,
Tregellis-Woest. “I was just puttin’ him
right, vou know. No harm in puttin’ a
fellow right. TFullwood scems to tnink
that it's a new idea to admit scum into
St. 'rank’s. But how can it be a new
idea when IFullwood’s been here for cver
a year?”’

The Removites chuckled, and Fullwood
glared angrily. He jammed an eyeglass
into hig eye with an air of dignity whigh
made me grin.

‘““ This Farman rofter oughtn’t to ke
allowed in the school,” he said. ¢ That's
what I say, anyhow. He’ll be a disgrace

-

to St. Irank’s, A rottenly dreased.
verty-stricken cad, T expect. I <ha’n’t

0
'%'mve anvthing to do with him!”
“ That'll Le rather fortunate,”
marked—** for [Farman.”’
Fullwood sneered. :
. ¢ Oh..vou'll stick up for him,”” he went

on. *“*You'll be birds of a feather.”

I ree

-

_

|

" drawhad
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“T ain't sure that Tullwood’'s not
11zht.”’ said Handforth, looking round.
‘““He's a cad, of course, but even
cads—"

‘** Are you calling me a cad?”’ shouted
I'ullwood.

‘““Of course. That's only one of wour
names,”’ said Handforth calmly. *‘ You
ain’t so high and mighty as you used to
be, Fullwood. Bennett’'s knocked some
of the swank out of you, thank goodness.
I'll knock some more if you like. Just
say the word. I'm always ready to
oblige.”’

Ralph Leslie Fullwood looked like a
Hun, and he turned on his heel and went
out of the common-room. A general
chuckle followed. His fellow nuts snorted
and followed him. Fullwood and Co. no
longer overawed the Remove. 1 had
alreadv made the fellows realise that
Fullwood, as a leader, was impossible.

““ All the same,”’ remarked Handforth.
“there’s something in what Fullwood
said.”’

“ Something idiotic!” snapped Hub-
bard.

%1 don't sce it,” went on Handforih
obstinately. “ Who’s this Wild West
follow, anyhow? He’s coming from Cali-
fornia, ain’t he? That’s next door to
Arizona and Montana.”

| < First time I knew California and

Montana werc r.ear one another,” I
-grinned.
“Well, Nevada, then,”” said Hand-

forth., “I'm not supposed to remember
the names of all the silly States, am 1"
Handforth was red; he remembered

how he had corrected Long.

“ Su sine the new fellow does come
T °© - Sy
from Nevada and Arizona?"’ I asked.

““ Why, he'll be like the chaps you sec
in tho pictures,” said Handforth.
“ Towsled hair, and all that. He'll chew
tobacco, I expcot. All Americans chew
tobacco. And he’ll talk like a coalheaver.
There’'s some sense in what Fullwood
said, after all.”

“Rata!”

“DNid you saay ‘Rats’ to me. Hub.
bard?”’ bawled Handforth. ‘“I don’'t
allow anybody to say ‘ Rals!" to me.”’

“Pon't you?®  asked Hubbard.
“ Rats !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

‘“ Rats!™ grinnel Tommy Watson.
““ Rate!" roared a dozen fellows to-
gether,

i
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Handlorth snorted, and then the Lell;
rang for morning lessons.  Edward
Oswald was rather glad of that, and he
strode out of the common-room with his
nose in the air. The. other fellows
chuckled and followed him. ‘

Mr. Crowell, the Remove master, was
ovood-tempered that morning. Just as
third lesson was beginning the form-room
door opened, and Mr. Alvington aj-
peared. He spoke for a moment or twe
with Mr. Crowell. And I noticed  thau
Nelson’s left hand went up to his ear.

I turned to Watson, who sat next to
me.

‘¢ About the cricket——"" I began.

** Shurrup, ass!” muttered Tommy. -

b

The Housemaster turned to the cless’

with a frown.

‘“ Somcbody was talking,” he said sc-

verely, ‘““ Who was 1t?”

I stood up, looking meek.

“ Oh, it was you, Bennectt,” said th.
cuv'nor, ‘“You will write me twenty-
five lines. Bring them to me before

dinner-timo.”’ .

“Yes, sir.”’

I sat down, and Watson glared at Dyl

. = . '
As soon as Mr. Alvington had gone, %
~xclaimed.

Watson turned to me again.
‘“ Sillv ass!”’ he murmured,
while old Alvy was here!

‘“ jawiny

You’ve don¢

it. before, Benunett. You’re always get-}S$ : : h
3 8 “iy, Little Side this afternoon.

ting lines for jawing while Alvy's in the
room.”’

I didn’t explain things to Watson. But : Ho :
Nelson Lee and I had come to a little ay-} ' iows up. They're
He was the Housemasti i sagh:ady.

rangement. ,
and I was a Removite; I couldn’t go into
his study just when I liked.
St. Frank’s—except the Head himself—
knew our real identities, and we were
just master and pupil. :

Now and agaim the guv’nor wanted to

speak to me privately, and it wus neces-{ "
‘that’s not so bad as I first thought.

s<ary for me to have a good reason for
woing to his study. So, when Lee came
into the form-room I was on the look-out
for the sign—taking hold of his ear for a
moment. At that sign I started tulking,
and owned up to 1it.

I had twenty-five lines to do, of course;
but that would only take me five
minutes. And I was provided with a per-
feetly adequate reason for going to the
Housemaster’s study.

After lessons I wrote the lines, and

Nobody at §,

ot}
Tellow with ihe mile-long name

took them to Mr. Alvington. I write
down ‘‘Mr. Alvington’ unconsciously,

THE NELSON .LEE LIBRARY

was so obviously a staid, middle-aged
Houscmaster that I almost forgot, some-
times, that he was really Nelson Lee.

When I entered his study he was sitting
at his desk, writing.

“Tve brought the lines, sir,”” I said,
shutting the door. ‘ I've done ’em hur-
riedly, but you don’t mind, do you?”’

Neclson Lee smiled, leaned back, and lit
a cigarette.

“I just want a word with you,
Nipper,” he said quietly. *¢ You’d better
not ston for more than a couple of
minutes.” We can’t do as we like at
St. Frank’s, you know. You're getting
on all right, 1 suppose?”’
© “Right as rain, guv’nor,” I grinned.
‘“Is that all you want to say?”’

**No. I want you to run down to the
staiion this afternoon »

¢ Can’t be did, sir?” I interrupted.

“Can’t be did! That's not the way
to talk to a Housemaster, you voung
rascal,”” said the guv’nor severely. ‘‘ And
why can’t it be did—I mean done? To-
Jday is a half-holiday, and you’ll have all

f the afternoon on your hands.”

T looked at Nelson Lee pityingly.

““ That just shows what you know!?’ I
‘“We're not at Gray’s Inn
Road now, guv’nor. When I finish
w1100l work I'm buster than ever. I'm
gomng to take a crowd of the chaps down
Cricket’s
been going to the dogs in the Ancient
House, sir, and I’'m going to wake the
i getting a bit lively

~T.ce nodded approvingly.
' That’s the way, young ’un,”’ he said.
" But, seriously, I want you to run down

'to ‘the station this afternoon—at four
to clock. Yon can do that, can’t you?

1 considered. |
~ Four o’clock,” T repeated. ¢ Wel]I,
dave say ¥ can slip away then. Of course,
want me to - meet the American
?1’
. Master Justin | Bartholomew Far-
man,” nodded the guv’nor. ' ‘ As you
know, Nipper, the unfortunate My,
Thorne murmured Farman’s name
during his delirium. I am convineced
that this new boy is In some way con-
nected with my predecessor’s abduction.
I don’t suppose for a moment thut Far-
man or his ncople know .anything of Mr.
horne. But there is a ‘connection of

you know. At St. Frank’s' the guv’nor!some sort. And so I want yon to meet
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the boy; he may drop a hint or two—
quite unconsciously—which will prove
e¢nlightening.'”

““ All right, sir, T'll zo.” |

“ Good. You'd better not stay any
longer, mv boy.”

‘“ Those lines all right?’ I grinned.

“Clear out, you young rascal,”’
chuckled the guv’nor.

“That’s not the way for a House-
master to talk to a junior!”’ I said se-
verely, as I cdged towards the door.
Nelson Lee laughed, and picked up a
book with the apparent intention of shy-
'ng it at me. But I escaped from the
study and went down the passage grin-
ning.

I found Watson and Sir Montie
Study C, .

“Now, about that list?” T said briskly.
“My idea is to form a cricket eleven of
our own, Bung down these namecs,
Tommy, old son. Mine, yours, Montie’s

n

—]—that’s three. Now, lemme see. Who
clse?”
“Why, Hubbard and Church and

MecClure—that’s three more,” said Wat-

son. ‘‘ That makes six.”
“*¥You don’t say so, .dear fellow?”
drawled Tregellis-West in astonishment.,

“You didn’t do it in your head, did
1B
you? |
“ Oh, shut wup, Montie—don’t rot
now,” I protested. ** We've got six.

Doyle and Griffith and Armstrong, of
Study J, are decent fellows. Not much
rood as cricketess, but we'll soon knock
them into shape. Then this new kid may
be of some use. Oh, and what about
Owen major and Canbam? And Lincoln
and Skelton? Why, we’ll soon have a
team capable of whackinrg the first
eleven!” _

We made out the list at last, then I
carried it downstairs and pinned it on the
qnotice board. Most of tho fellows, I
konow, were eager to see that list. [ had
succeeded 1n putting a spark of enthu-
siasm into the IFossils, and they were all
anxious to be in>the new eleven. My
word was law. I was Remove skipper in
the Ancient House, and the chaps were
willing to abide by my decision.

‘““Hallol T'm down!” said Griffith, a
long, lanky vouth. “‘I ain’t much good,
but I dare say I shall improve with prac-
tise. And I'm willing enough to practise
my giddy head off. Cricket’s been dead
in the Ancient. House for too long!”

And Guiffith’s view was shared by most

of the other follows. One or two
grumbled, and declaved that they
wouldn't turn up for practice. But I
took them aside and jawed to them like
a father. In fact, I promised them
trouble unless they toed the line. And
they suddenly realised that cricket was

quite a splendid game, after all.

‘“ And look here,” I went on, turnin
to the crowd in general. * When I too
those lines to old Alvy, he asked me, as
skipper of the form, to go down and meet
this new American chap.”’

“Oh, rot!” said Handforth at oncae.
““Is he a kid in arms? ‘an’t he look
aftor himself?”’

“Well, I couldn’t very well refuse,
could I?” 1 asked. ‘‘ Besides, when you
come to think of it, it is up to me to meet
the chap and make him welcome. I'm
captain of the Remove, and, for all I
know, Farman may be a ripping
cricketer.” ‘

“Yes, and he may be going in the
College House!” remarked Watson.

“He ain’t!’ put in Long. ‘1 heard
old Alvy telling Morrow, the prefect.
that Farman’s going into the Remove in
the Ancient House.. And T heard-——"

“You're always hcaring things!”
growled Handforth. ‘‘That's no reason
why we should hear your beastly voice,
is it? Dry up, worm!”

“ Oh, don’t be an asa.”

“What!”’ roared Handforth.

‘““I—1 said you were a sensible chap,
Handy!"" stammered Long.

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

‘“ But if you go down to meei this new
fellow, how are you going to practice?”

“My dear Tommy, you cau keep the
fellows busy, can’t you?’ I asked. *1
don’t need any practice, anyhow—not this
afternoon. And I gha’n’t start away
before half-past three. That gives me a
good hour to get things going. And I'll

probably bring Farman on the field just

to sce what he can do.”
And so it was arranged.

But it was about a quarter to four
before I started out from Little Side. [
was in white flannels, wore a blazer
and shoes. The afternoon was simply
perfect, the hot sun shining down from a
cloudless sky. The Sussex countryside
looked beautiful, and as I hurried dowi
to the village I couldn’'t help thinkine
how far removed this life was from my
usual strenuous existence as Nelwon Lee's
detective assistant. '
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I should be sorry when this etay at
St. Frank's had come to an end. To
tcl! the truth, I was enjoying the life tre-
mendously. And so was the guv’'nor. It
was a complete change, and it was doin
us both a world of good. I almost felt

rateful to the IKu Chang Tong for
gm'ing declared war aFainst us.

When I got to Bellton I heard the
t{rain just coming along, and I arrived at
the little station in time to see tho slow
local draw up. I eyed the people who
alighted with interost,

Thero were two farmers, & mah who
Jooked a cross between a bookmaker and
a grocer. and two women. Then, at the
cnd of the train, T spotted a neat figure
in Etons.

" That’s my man!” I murmured to my-
relf,

I walked up tho platform briskly, and
was certainly surprised by the appearance
of the boy, who was standing amidst a
pile of luggage. Ho was dressed very
neatly, and his bronzed, handsome face
wos very good-natured and sunny. He
certainly did not look like a wild and
woolly {Vcstornor. -

** Are you for St. Frank's?’ I asked

abiuptly.,
“ Yeq,” ho replied easily. ¢ Why?”

“"You'ro Justin BB, Farman, I sup-
an'.’”

He nodderd.

“That's my name, I guess,” he replied.
“This place looks pretty decent, doesn't
it? One of the best spots in England, I
should say. Aro you from St. l%mnk’e?
.Because, if g0, I'm glad to moet you.”

He hold out his hand, and I took it at
once,

“'I'm Bennett,” T said. “ Skipper of
the Remove—in the Ancient House, at
loust. You're coming in the Remove, I
beliovo?”

Farman looked puzzled.

“ Ramove?’ he repeated.
that? I understood that 1
placed in the Fourth Form.”

** Samo thing,” 1 grinned. ‘It i3 the
Fourth, really, but we call it the Remove
ut St. Frank's, You're from California,
nen't you?”

** Yes, although 1 spent half my time
m Arizona,” he replied. ‘* My father’s
place 18 just on the border, you see—on
the Colarado River.”

I couldn't help being surprised. There
was a cocrtain twang about his specch
which was rather pleasant to listen to, but

‘““ What’s
should bo

-funiors didn’t usuall

it was rchned to the last degrece. Ho
apoke the most correct English.

‘““The carrier will bring up your boxes
later on,”” I exclaimed. ** That’s what
happened to mine, anyhow. I've only
been at St. Frank’s a week.”

‘““I thouzht »ou said you were the
captain of the Fourth?”

“So I am.” : .

‘“ And you’ve only been here a week ?*?

1 laughed. .

*“ That’s right,”” I replied. ¢ You sce,
a fellow named Fullwood was captain of
the Ancient House Remove before I
came. He's a cad, and I whacked him
in a fight. I’'m skipper now.”

‘" Tho best man wins sort of thing,
ch¥’ smiled Farman. ' Well, Bennett—
vou said your name was Bennett, didn't
you?—I’ve only known you a minute, but
you’re the rigKt sort, I guess. I'm glad
you’ve come to meet me.
of you.”

Just then the old porter came along tho
platform, and I arranged with him for
the new fellow's luggage. Farman sur-

ised the qorter—and me—by handing
i five shillings as a tip. St. Frank’s
] throw money about
ike that. Even the wealthy Fullwood
wouldn’t give & porter five bob.

Having settled about the luggage, we
wilked out of the station, and took the
towing-path to the school. It was a
little shorteér, and certainly more pleasant.

Farman was just a little nervous, but
that was only natural. And I could see
that he was quickly becoming easier in
his manner. |

“ Ever been in England before?’ I
asked, as we strolled along.

‘“No. It's bully, Your country is
fine,  he replied enthusiastically.
“ We've got splendid scenery out there
in  Californta. But this beats it,”” he
added, with an admiring look at the
sunwy landscape. ‘‘ And London’s just

It was decent

gorgeous. [ mnever thought it was such
a fine city.”

“You've lived in New York, of
ocourse !’

** Never. I passed through on my way
to Europe, though.”

‘“* Well, hang it all, you talk English
as though you had been born here,” I
said  candidly. ‘“The fellows at
St. Frauvk’s are expecting you to talk
like a—a Western cowboy.’”’ |

Justin B. Farman sighed with relief.

** Waal, say, that's jest bully!” he
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cricd., “ I'll allow English is a heap fine
language. Guess it’s sure the best lan-
guage cver. But if I was to stay around
this all-fired school an’ trot up refined
Linglish I jguess I'd choke. Yep, sure.
I'm glad, Bennett. You've rclieved me
some!”’

I stared.

“My hat!” I ejaculated. * That's a
difference, anyhow!”’

‘““ A difference?”’ he laughed.  ““ Say,
have you c¢ver sat around with a pile o’
arand folk, an’ been afraid to yapp any,
lest you makc a blame mistake o’ speech?
Guess you’ll understand my feelin’s, then.
T’ve been that nervous I ain’t slep’ a
wink. I sure guessed you'd expect me to
talk rcal English at this dogone college.
I’'m that glad I could dance around.”

“ But—but you werce talking fine just
now !’ I exclaimed. _
¥ «“QSure. It wus just misery. I guess
I ken talk high-falutin’ English when I
have to—but it’s hard,” he replied
frankly. “ Guess that’s surc the truth,
stranger. I ain't a fcller to put on airs.
T'm jest plain. My pop’s been real mad
with me becausec of my talk. But he
can’t hand out piles o’ hot air while I'm-
around this country, can he? I guess I'm
feelin’ good.”

I !auched loudly.

“ Well, you’re the limit,” I grinned.
““ The chaps will roar when you start jaw-
1ng in that way. It's easicr, I supuvosc?”’

“ BEasier?’ he said. ¢ Waal, I'd
smile !’

“You'll get chipped, you know,” I
added scriously.

““ Chipped ?”’

¢ Tho fellows will laugh at you and
joer you.”

Farman looked somewhat alarmed.

“I figured the fellers wus expectin’ me
to talk kind o’ rough?”’ he askcd.

““ That’s right—they are.”

““ Then it would be a real pity to dis-
appoint ’em,” said Farman calmly.
“Guess I'll give ‘em what they want.
English? Say, I've been dreamin’ of
English! It’s the best language under
the sun, I guess, but to talk it proper you
need practice. Guess I ain’t practised
much. I'll get that in the class-roons,
sure.”’ .

We walked on to St. Frank’s, and 1
wondered how the Removites would re-
ceive this novel new fellow. He was in-

teresting, at all cvents, and he was brim-{make a pun

ming with good nature.

9

But I gained no clue whatever to I'ax
man’s connection with the mystery of
Mr. Thorne. The new American bov
struck me a3 being easy going, sunny
tempered, and genial. He would be
popular at St. Frank’s.

CHAPTER IIL
JUSTIN B. FARMAN PROVES THAT HL IS T0O
GOOD-NATURED.

HE fellows were strolling in from

the playing fields as Farman ani

I arrived. It was nearly iea-

time—and tea, at St. Frank’s, was

3ne of the inost important meadls of the
lay.

This was because all the boys, oxcelt
the forms below the Remove, partook of
tea in their own studies. It was a fre.-
and-easy meal. The fellows had just
what they fancied, or what their pockets
would allow. Some juniors, of course,
went in to Hall to tea, but that was only
when cash was at a low cbb.

Quite a number of Removites ‘e
lounging about the Triangle—Fossils a1
Monks. But the College House feliows
usually kept to their own side. [hey
didn’t understand yet that thc Ancient
House was going to forge ahead of them.
They chose to regard the Fossils as in-
ferior beings. Bob Christine and Co.,
however, were really good chaps in every
wa

y
‘Hallo! Here’s the new chap!”’

It was Lanky Long, of the Remove,
who uttered that shout. His tubby fern:
—just the opposite to what one would ex-
pect from his name—was toddling towards

us. Teddy Long could be trusted to spot
us first. He was the busybody of

St. Frank’s. His nose was always where
it shouldn’t be.

A number of other juniors
towards us, and wc¢ were
rounded.

turned
S00I1 =sul-

“Farman, ch?’ said Handforth. ** You
look all right, anyhow. You’d betier
understand at once, you new kid, thac
I’m Handforth. I never stand any non-
sense.”

“You only hand forth nonsense—
what?”’ drawled Tregellis-West lazily.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth turned red.

““ We don’t want any rotten puns!” le
bawled. ¢ It’s pretty beastly, too, to
with a fellow's rame.
Haven't you got anything to say, you
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prinning new kid?’ he added, scowling at
IFarman.

“ Waal, I guess I'd say a heap—ef you
was worth speakin’ to,” said IFarman.
‘“ Say, ycur throat sounds kind o’ husky.
Ther’ was a foghorn on the ship I came
over the Atlantic on; I figger your voice
is jest as sweet.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

‘““ You checky cowboy!” roared Hand-
forth furiously.

‘““Say, you’re lettin’ loose a nile o’ hot.
air, anyways!”’ smiled Farman.

‘““ Wha-a-a-t?”’ gasped Tommy Watscn.

“1t’s all right,” I grinned. ‘‘Tar-
man’s got to get used to English, you
know. He talks the wild and woolly lan-
guage of Arizona. Hot air means any-
thing that’s silly. Hallo! Look out,
here’s Alvy|”

Mr. Alvington—in other words, Nelson
Lee—was approaching the spot from the
Ancient House. 1 expect the guv’nor
had seen me arrive with Farman, a1nd
had now come out to have a word with
the new fellow.

The juniors parted respectfully, and
made way for the Housemaster. .

“ Ah, my boy, you managed to get
here all right, then?’ smiled Lee kindly,
in his schoolmasterly way. ‘“You are
Farman, of course?”’ .

“Yes, sir,’”” said Farman,
English.

‘““We are very pleased to have you at

1In correct |

this school, my boy,”” went on the
cuv'nor.  ‘“You will board in the

Ancient House, and will share a study

with two other juniors—Study H, in the|

Remove passage.”’ . .

““ Thank you, sir,”" replied the new bay.
“T guess I shall like St. Frank’s a heap
—I mean, I shall like it immensely. It’s
a bully school.”

“1 amr glad you think that, Farman,”
smiled Mr. Alvington. ‘‘Come to my
study after tea, and we will have a little
chat. Any time this evening will do. I
will leave you to settle down among your
schoolfellows in your own way.”

And Nelson ‘Lee walked away, his
gown rustling in the breeze.

‘“ You giddy spoofer!” grinned Tommy
Watson. ‘‘ You can talk all right.”

“Say, it was surely a trial ¥’ groaned
Farman. ‘‘T’Il allow I ken choke up an
all-fired fow of ripe language when 1
have to, but it’s a heap ecasier to- do the

-pa st Handforth.

himself.

frec-and-easy stunt. Say, you all seem
kinder fazed.”” ;
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““Did you hear what the rotter said?”’
asked Teddy Long shrilly, from »ehind
Handforth. ¢ Called St. Frank’s a bully
school! There ain’t many bullies here.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” |

“You fathead!’ roared Handforth,
turning to Long. “ He meant bully—
fine—splendid! Don’t you understand?
That’s what you meant, wasn’t it, Far-
man?’

‘¢ Sure.”

Farman nodded, and looked
“Say, who’s this guy,

anyway: Who’s this walkin’ rainbow
factory? Gee! I guess I'm sure daz-
zled! We don’t get galoots like that

feller over in California. Say, we bury
'em—real quick. We don’t allow ’em to
be around five blamed minutes!”’

d{ looked round and grinned " delight-
edly. | .

Fullwood and Co. were approaching, to
see what the excitement was about. And
Farman’s quaint remarks were evidently
directed against Ralph Leslie Fullwood
I wasn’t surprised. Ifullwood’s
fancy waistcoat was very akin to a rain-
bow, and his necktie was gorgeous. To

,2dd‘to the effect, Fullwood's eyeglass was

.

Jammed into his eye, and he was wear-
e a topper.

Evidently, FFullwood meant to impress
the new fellow with an idea of his great
importance—Fullwood’s importance,” I
mean. Nobody else but Fullwood
thought that he was important, but that

was only a detail.

““0Oh, so you’ve come?’ said Gulliver,
starmg with elaborate interest.
“Yep!”

“ What?”’ gasped Gulliver.
‘““Say, ain’t your ears big enough?”’
asked Farman pleasantly.

As 1t happened, Albert Gulliver’s ears
were rather too big; they stood out on
each side of his face like fans. Gulliver
was rather sore about his ears. But I
don’t think Farman meant to be deli-
berately rude. It was just his -way.

“You cheecky beast!’ growled Gulli-
ver. pushing forward angrily.

“ Gulliver, dear fellow,”” drawled Sir
Montie, intervening, ‘‘ travel! You do
travel, don't you? I’ve heard something
about Gulliver’s Travels—I suppose 1t
meant you.”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You potty idiot I’ yelled Gulliver.

‘“ Exactly. You’ve told me that before
—heaps of times,”” smiled Tregellis-West
urbanely. ‘‘ But don’t - interfere with

-



THI. BOY FROM CALIFORNIA

Farman. Hc’s a good man--he is really,
I can see 1t in his cye. He is true blue.
Therefore, dear boy, he mustn’t Lecome
acquainted with such a smoky bounder as
vou—or IFullwood, or Bell, or Merreil, or
Noys .

“Finished yet?” acked Fullwoucd po-
litely. ““You needu’t worry about this
cad, West. I can zee what cort of a vvorm
Farman 1s. I wouldn't touchk him with
gloves on! A dirty cowboy! Ye gods!
What's St. Frank's comin’ to?”

Justin B. Farman looked at me; then
he coughed.

“ Guess I'll need to adjust my focus
some,” he said quietiy. I figgered on
mectin’ high-born gountlemen at a swell
layout like St. Francis’s College. T’'H
allow mosgt of the fellers seem good an’
fine, but, say, who’s this insvltin’ boob,
anyway:"’

‘“ Are you talking about mec?”’ asked
Fullwood hotly.

“I pguess you called
cowboy,” said Farman.
fixin’ right, I reckon. I ain’t a cowboy ;
I ain’t dirty. Say, it ain’t my way to
quarrel—I’'m a quiet feller, sure. But
there’ll be a hull pile o’ trouble flyin’
around this quarter i you don't take
back them insuwlts. I'm American, and
I’'m proud of it.”’

““ Hear, hear!” =aid Watson.

““Good for you, Farman,”” put In
Handforth. ¢ Stick up for your country.
Don’t take any notice of Fullwood. - He’s
a worm, anyhow. But I shouldn't advize
you to scrap in ihe Triangle. Too muny
prefects about.”

“I"wouldn’t fizht the neverty stricken
cad,”’ said IFullwood centemptiuously.

Tarman smiled, but his eyes ghttered.

“1 didn't figger to ihrow my moeney
around.” ‘‘ But this feller has called me
poverty stiicken! Say, my pop’s a mil-
lionaire.” '

“ Your whatter?”’ asked Hubbard.
“ My pop—my father,” explained Fur-
man, He’s one of the richest men 1n the

me a dirty
“You need

States—and, say, to set things right at ‘

the beginnin’, let me add rvizht hyar that
my dad ain’t a blame war profiteer, or a
Wall Street gambler. I guess he’s the
president of a big railroad out West, and
he’s worth millions. He don’t guess I'm
to go short. Say, does auybody nced
some cash?”’

Farman produced a pocket-book which

was simply stuffed with banknotes and

) @
currency notes.  Most of the [cliows
stared as though fascinated. I was surt-

prised myself. Even Fullwoocd, for all his
wealth, never possessed a quarter so
much money as Farman carried on him.

“I can do with a pound, old chup!”
said Long eagerly. ““I'l-TI'll pay 3you
back when I get a remittance. Ny hat!
Thanks! You're a trick!”

Farman had handed Teddy Long a
pound note, and the sneak of the Remnove
could scarcely believe hic eyes. Fuliwood
was taken aback, and he hardly Lnew
what to say. But I saw the nuts cx-
changing quick, significant glances. '

““1 don't rcckon to play this stuut,”
said Farman quietly ‘ Moncy am’t
much, anyway. It's the feller himseli
that counts. But I was called poverty
stri(,:ken, and that dor’t seem 1iight to
me.”’

Fullwood extended his band
frank movement.

“I’'m sorry, Farman,” he said cor-
dially. “ I—I spokc to you rottenly. 1
beg your pardon. I hope rou wen't
mind—-"’

‘““ Say, that's fine of you,”” c¢ried Tar-
man gladly. ** Will I shake? Gee! I'd
just hate myself to death if I refused!”

‘“ How much do you want to berrow,
Fullwood, dear fellow?”’ asked Tregzcllis-
West lazily. *‘Or steal, perhaps? You're
an expert at stealin’, I believe? Siealin’
is a- fine art with you. A quiet game of
banker, or nap—everything in order, of
course—but when the merry little party
breaks up you’re generally a few pounds
richer, Eh? Is that the little game, my
cheerful blade?” '

Ralph Leslie Fullwood scowled.

““ Shut up, vou lunatic!”’ he exclaiined
savagely.

‘““Rather shockin’ for Farman's gertle
ears—what?"’ drawled Sir Montie. ** Ben-
nett, dear boy, suppose we think of tea”
I am tired—I need refreshment to stir vy
waning energics. Tea is callin’ to us.”

I grinned, and nodded.

““Right vou are, Montie,”" I
““ Tea it shall be.”

I paused for a moment. I realised, of
course, that Fullwood’s sudden change ot
front was due to one cause, and one cause
alone. The sigcht of Farman's well-
stuffed pocket-book had excited his innate
cupidity. He had set Farman down as a
fellow with very little money to bless him-
self with. And, quitc suddenly, he had

with a

)

said.
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discovered that Farman was a million-jus! We were wondering how we should

aire’s son, and that he was possessed. of
tromendous quantities of rcady cash.
Thus the sudden change of policy.
Fullwood was ready to be friendly with
anybody who had plenty of
Justin B. Farman wasn’t to be de

after nll! And Fullwood saw no reason |once—at least, I believe he di.
the American junior’s spare cash}smiled as he looked round.

why
shouldn’t be transferred—via a game or
two of cards—to Fullwood's own pocket.

And I didn’t leave Farman immedi-
ately, because it was more than likely
that Fullwood and Co. would invite him
to tea in their study, and I knew what
that would lead to. Farman was easy-
going, and he might be afraid to state
his real feelings, for I was sure he was a
straight chap. And the expected hap-
pened.

“ Talkin’ about tea,”” said Fullwood
cordially, ¢ suppose you have tea with
me, Iarman? We'll have a little
party——" _ '

‘““ Suppose Farman does nothing of the
sort,”” T put in sharply. ‘ Look here,
Farman, it's not my way to preach, but
let me give you a word of advice. Don't
ro to tca with Fullwood. He doesn't
care tuppence for you, really. But he
carcs for the money you showed us.”

““You confounded busybody!’ roare
Fullwood furiously. *‘‘ Why don’t jou
mind your own business?’

“ This 13 my business,” I said. *“I'm
the leader of the Remove, and it's my
business to see that a new chap doesn’t
get into bad company. Understand that?
Bad company, I said!”

““Say, I’m surc uneasy,”’ confessed Far-
man, with obvious pain. ‘‘ 1 don’t kinder
frecze on to this game. I guess I'm
causin’ trouble—"’

*“ What’s this I hear?’ demanded- a
voice 3uddenly. “ The new fellow’s
shoved 1nto my study? Checek, I call 161"’

It was Owen major, and he was indig-
nant. Canham was with him, but Can-
ham didn’t say anything. He was a
quict, refined junior, with very little to
say to anybody. And Owen was a good
sort, too.

‘*“ Cheek ¥

> T repeated. ‘‘ Rats!

moncy. | there was n ) y
spired, | And Farman detected the difference at

?

|

get any tea. Farman, old fellow, you’re.
as welcome as the flowers in May!”’

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

But Owen major’s tone was jocular;
o false cordiality about it.

He

“I guess it’s up to me,”’ he remarked.
“ Sav, I’'m fcelin’ good. But I can’t just
go to tea in every study, can I? I reckon
I’'m surely bound to accept the hospital:ty
of my new study-pards. I don’t want to
go in any feller's study if I ain’t wanted.
Guess I'll do without a study.” .

“ That’s all right—only a figure o
speech,” grinned Owen major. ‘‘ Come
on, old scout. I'll lead the way to the
tuck-shop, and you can buy the whole of
Mrs. Hake’s stock if you like! But we
gencrally go shares in Study H. We'll
pay our whack when we get a remittance.
Canham and I always whack out alike.”

And Farman went off with Canham
and Owen, and the crowd dispersed. Full--
wood and his fellow nuts were discom-
forted, but I could see, by the look in
Fullwood’s eye, that he meant mischief.
Farman, with all his wealth, was ecasy
prey, and Fullwood meant to avail him-
self of the opportunity.

I strolled away with Tregellis-West and
Watson, and we were soon busy in
Study C, getting our own tea. If Owen
and Canham bad made any objections, 1
should have had Farman to tca myself,
but it'was better for him to feed with his
study mates. That was the best way to
get pally with them. And Farman, for
all his curious way of talking—or, per-
haps, because of it—was popular already.

We didn’t take so very long over tea.
The evening was delightful, and I was
anxious to see how Farman would shape
‘on the cricket field. .In all probability ho
wquldn't be any good at all, but it would
be*wise to find out as soon as possible.

Tea in Study C was generally a some-
what lengthy business. Frying sausages
on a spirit stave wants a bit of doing, and

it’s no easier to boil a kettle of water with

Far- | some old exerciso books when spirit runs

man 1s a study mate to be proud of,|short. We mostly had a visitor or two—

Owen major,
you.”" -

“ He's got piles of tin !’ shouted Long. | meal.

““Oh, has he?’ said Owen major.
‘*“ That’s not bad, anyhow.

Take him away to tea with | fellows who

had run short of ‘‘the
ready "—but this evening it was @ hasty’

Sir Moutie and Watson and I—we wero

Capham and} usually known as Dick Bennett and Co.—

I haven’t got a brass farthing between!sallied out into the passage, en route for
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the playing fields. I had my bat tucked
under my arm, and my chums were rcady
for business,

““ Hold on,” I said, as we were passing
into the entrance lobby. ‘“We'll pop
back to Study H, and tell the new fellow
to run down to Little Side as soon as he’s
finished his grubbing."’

‘““ Any old thing, dcar Benny,”” mur-
mured Tregellis-West. I follow your
lead in all things, you know. I’m passive.
But will Farman be therc? 1 seem to
think that he won't.”

‘““ What do you mecan, ass?”’

‘ Watson, old thing, my ears tell me
much,” said Sir Montie lazily. ¢ Me-
thinks I hecard a voice from Study A; a
voice that sald something about a
galoot.”

‘“ Study A—TFullwood’s study !’ I said
gsharply. ¢ Great guns!”

I hyrried down the passage, tapped at
the door of Study H, and entcred. One
glance told me that Justin B. Farman
wasn't there. Owen major and Canham
were finishing their tca lcisurcly, read-
ing at the same time.

Owen major iooked up.

“ Hallo?” he said. * What the lime-
juice do you want?”

‘““ Where’s Farman?”’

. *“ He went out ten minutes ago.”

“ By himself?”’

“No, Iullwood came for him,” said
Owen: ‘““What's this? An inquisition?
Do I have to answer any more ques—"’

““ Fullwood camo for him{’ 1 gaid
angrily. ‘“ You ass! What did you let
him go for?”’

My dear Bennett, I'm not the new
kid’s kecper, I suppose?”’ asked Owen.
£ (lear out, for goodness sake! I'm just
reading about Sexton Blake——''

“Blow Sexton Blake!” I interjected.
‘““ Did Farman go willingly, or was he per-
suaded ?”’ | |

¢ Oh, rats!” | .

“He didn't want to go, Bennett,”” said
Canham mildly. ¢ Fullwood came here
with Bell and Gulliver and Marriott.
They said they wanted Farman in their
study. Farman was inclined to jib, but
they practically carried him off.”

I went out to Sir Montie and Tommy
Watson. We looked at one another in
the passage, and I breathed hard.

“The rctters!” 1 said hotly. *‘ They’ve

got him after all!” .
'« What is it, dear man?”’ yawned Tre-

|

|
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aellis-West? “ Slaughter? Do we invade
the den of iniquity known to fame ay
Study A? Do we gather the clans, an’ go
on a raidin’ expedition? It’s a frightful
bore, but I'm ready. 1 only await
orders."’ :

“They've collared Farman—to skin
him!” 1 said savagely.

‘“‘ Rather painful—what?’ murmured
Sir Montie. * Shockin’, in fact. Fancy
bein’ skinned!"

‘“ Fullwood’s got hold of Farman to
skin him of his cash,”” T exclaimed. ‘* But
we’re going: to skin Fullwood—in a dif-
ferent way. We can't let a thing like this
go on. And, as we can’t sneak, we’ll
take the law into our own hands. Far-
man’s a weak-willed chap—easy-goine
and good-natured. ¢ He'll be led into ali
sorts of blackguardismm if he pals with
Fullwood and that crowd. I'm going to
put my foot down—now!”

‘“Begad! Be careful, dear fellow
gasped Sir Montie.

In my anger I had put my foot down
literally, and I nearly stamped on to one
of the clezant Removite’s white shoes.
But I meant what I said. I was the
chosen leader of the Ancient House Re-
move, and I was certainly not going to
stand by while Ralph Leslie Fullwood de-
liberately led the new American juniov
into his own shady habits.

It was a tiune for action.

’!’

| CHAPTER 1V.
TROUBLE IN THE ‘' NuTs’ ' caypr.

IR LANCELOT MONTGOMERY
TREGELLIS-WEST sighed.

““ Life is composed of troubles,

he said philosophically. “ As soon

as one trouble is disposed of, another

looms in the distance. This particular

trouble’s been loomin’ a few minutes

only, but it’s goin’ to be a respectable

trouble. Quite worth while, T think—I

do, really. An' I'm rcady for business.'

Sir Montie deliberately fixed his gold-
rimmed pince-nez on tightly, and then
procecded to lazily roll up his cuffs.

‘““ Let’s hope i1t'll be short,”” he went on.
“It's a fearful fag, punchin’ a fellow’s
nose. But sometime’s it’s necessary. It's
necessary now. And Fullwood’s nose is
the one I'm anxious to punch.”

““ Good man,”” I said. * You're game,
Tommy "

“"Game for anything,”’ said Watsou
promptly.
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‘““ (‘ome on, then!”

We marched to Study A. The passage
was deserted, but several heads came out
of the various doors as I proceeded to
kick Fullwood's door with more vigour
than was actoally necessary. But the
dJoor was locked—as I had expected—and
an ordinary gontle knock was no good to
Fullwood and Ce.

““ Who's that?’ roared the nut leader
angrilv. ‘* Do you want all the masters
here.  you silly idiot?  You'll have
Morrow, or Starke, or one of the other
prefects—"'

“1 don’t mind,” T retorted. '“It's you
aho'll mind! Open this door!”

“1t's DBennett!” T heard Gulliver say.
*“'Tell him to eat coke!” .

‘ Clear off, you interfering prig!”’
shouted Fullwood. .

‘* You're going to open this door!”

“ Your mistake. I'm not!”

“ All right,”” I said grimly. *“If yon
want me to shout through the keyhole
what I've got to say, I'll do it. You've
got I'arman in there, and you'ro smoking
and ¢ambling and—-""

' Shut up, you ass!" hissed Fullwood
i alarm,

“T1 warned you. You're smoking—-—""

The door opened suddenly, and Full-
wvood glared out at me with a face that
was red with fury. I pushed past him,
and entered.  Sir Montie followed me,
and Watson remained at the door, so that
it couldn’t bo clased on us.

Toa had been cleared away, and tho
table was strewn with cards.  The air
was rather blue with cigarette smoke, and
Justin B. Farman was sitting between
Mecirell and Bell, looking a triflo uncom-
fortable.

'* Qay, I'm real sorry—"" he began.

“ What did you come here for?” 1
asked tartly.

‘* 'Cheso fellers were surely anxious,”
smaid  Farman, ‘“They guessed they
nceded me a heap. I'm showin’ ’em how
to play draw, T guess.”

“ Drnw poker?” I gasped.

“Yep!”

“ And you're teaching Fullwood and
Co. how to play it?"

“ Sure. It's a good game, although
I've never played it for money until
vow,"” «nid Farman, rather uncasily.
““ Say, Bennett, I couldn’t very well re-
fuse. conld 1T P’m figgerin’ that I need
to please the hull crowd. I'm a stranger,
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an' it's up to me to please everybody. Do
you get me?"’

““ You'res not pleasing everybody by
doing this sort of thing,”’ I said curtly.
““ You're only pleasing Fullwood and
these other rotters. You’ll please them
still more when you lose some of your
money. You’re a weak aes, Farman, but
I don’t blame you. There’s going to be
trouble here, and you’d better clear out
while you're safe!”

“1 guess——"’

‘“ Don’t you go, Farman!” roared Full-
wond”-furiously. “If you do I'll smash
you !

*Gee! That's kinder straight!’’ said
the, American junior. ‘ I’ll need to ad-
just my focus a hull heag. Howsum, I
gueas Iv’ll clear. I ain’t hankerin’ after

causin’ trouble.”

“ Funk!” said Noys contemptuously.
‘“ Stay with us!”

‘“ You'd better go, Farman,” I said.
‘““ You’re neutral in this act. Afterwards,
perhaps, you’ll do a bit of scrapping on
your own account. But you can’t start

fighting on your first day at St. Frank’s,
It’s bad form.”

Justin B. Farman hardly knew what to
do. T knew very well that he was upset.
He was torn between Fullwood and Co.
and me. He hadn’t got the hang of
things yet. And Fullwood had at-
tempted to win him over to the nuts. In

that study, surrounded by the nuts, tho
new fellow had been almost forced to do
as they wished. And he was painfully
anxjous not to quarrel with anybody.
Thatcro]icy was all very well, but Farman
would havo to quarrel with somebody
beforo long—with Fullwood or with me.
He couldn’t be friendly with the pair of

us.
“I’'m real sorry,” he said quietly, * I
His easy-going

didn’t figger on makin’ trouble.”

And he left the study.
nature didn’t allow him to take up any
definjfe stand.  Fullwood watched him
go with a glowering brow. Fullwood had
mad+< up his mind to make the new fellow
ane of the select circle of nuts—not be-
cause Farman was nuttish, but becauso
of his unlimited supply of cash,

“* Why don’t you smash this interfewin’

worm?” demanded Gulliver hotly,

glaring at Fullwood, but making no at-
tempt to smash me himself.

Fullivood jammed his eyeglass into his
eve, and surveyed me coolly.
“I'm not losin’ my temper,” he said.

|
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“ Bennett’s come heve on his own initia-
tive; he’ll have to take the conseguences.
This 3s my study, and I don’t allow
veastly worms to come into it.”’ '

“ Begad!” murmured Sir Montic.
““We're beastly worms, Benny, dear boy!
Still, we’'ve come in, haven't we? Full-
wood says he doesn’t allow it, and yct
we're in! That’s queor—-wha,t‘f”

J pointed to the table. '

‘ You've boen gambling—with the new
fellow,” I gmaid quietly, looking at Full-
wood. “You can gamble as much as |
yvou like among yourselves. That's not
my business. I'm not your guardian.”

“ Awfully glad of that,” said Fullwood |
calmly. 1

““ And you can go to tho dogs in your
own way,” I went on. ‘‘ You'll get the
sack before long, if this sort of thing
continues. Mpr, Alvington isn’t so lax as
old Thorne was, and the chopper will
come down sooner than you expect. But,
as I said, that's not my business.”

¢ Is that any drawback?”’ asked Full-
wood sarcastically, ¢ I understood that
you werce attending to our business—and
not your own?”’

““ Tt’s my business to sco that a gang of
blackguardly, smoky, sneaking rotters
don’t pollute a new fellow,” I said
quietly, ““‘It’s my business to protect
Farman from your rotten influence. And
I tell you candidly, Fullwood, that unless
vou leave Farman strictly alone in future,
vou'll have to reckon with—me !’

“I'm shiverin’ with fear!”’
Fullwood. “

“ No, you're not—but you will do, if
you don’t heed my warning,” I retorted.
‘“ You can do as you choose—the whole
crowd of you. You’'re past hope. But
vou're not going to drag a new chap into
your sordid blackguardism.’’ |
~ ¥ Finished?” asked Fullwood, yawn-|
ing. -

““ Yes. I've said all T mcan to say,”’ I
replied.

“Then T'll start!”
furiously.

Hce was active in a second, and he
yanked Tommy Watson forcibly into the
study, and slammed the door. There was
a olick as the kcy turned in the lock.
Fullwood grinned maliciously.

‘“ Now you're going to pay for this!”
he said. “ You're goin' to hear a few
things from me, my interferin’ friend!

’

snecred
{

snarled Fullwood

After that you're goin’ to be ragged—

r
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the three of you. You're outnumbered,
so vou'd better give 4n quietly.”

‘“By gad! What a frighgful bore!"’
drawled Sir Montie. ‘* Six of you in
here, and three of us. We're not out-
numbered, Fullwood, dear boy. We're
equal.”’

‘“ How can wec be equal when we're two
to one against you?”’

“I wish old Crowell asked us questions
as simple as that,”’ sighed Tregellis-West.
““The answer's easy, dear fellow. We're
equal because I'm capable of takin’ on
any two nuts who ever nutted. Benny’s
equal to three, if necessary, but that
wouldn't be fair to Tommy ; he’ll want a
couple for himself. Personally, I choose

Gulliver an’ Bell. They’re just my -
mark!”’
“You idiot!” froared Gulliver. “T'il

smash you with one fist!”
“ By Jove! Smash away, dear boy!"

I looked round. The nuts were on
their feet, grinning. The door was
locked, and they were determined to wipo
us up. And I was equally as determined
not to be wiped up. And, as Sir Montie
had said, we were evenly matched. We
wc:ie quite capable of taking on two men
each.

What was more, we attacked at once.
This took Fullwood and Co. quite by sur-
prise; they had imagined themselves to
be top-dogs, and for us to attack them
deliberately was a bit of a surprise.

In spito of Sir Montie’s cheery words,
we had a tough task before us; but help

‘could not come to us from outside—at

leust, not until a considerable row had
bcen made. And we were certainly not
going to yell for help.

““Pile in!” I rapped out.

“I'm already pilin’,
panted Tregellis-West.

The elegant junior had removed his
pince-nez, and was attacking Gulliver and
Bell with terrific vigour. I took on
Fullwood and Noys, and Tommy Watson
was left to deal with Merrell and
Marriot, of Study G.

“ Youre mad !’ gasped Fullwood, his

bluster vanishing. *‘ You can't—"

Just then my fist happened to come
severe contact with his mouth, and he
couldn’t speak any further. He howled
instead. And Noys was living well up to
his name ;-the noise he created awoke the
echoes.

He was sitting on the hearthrug doing

X,
dear fellow,
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his utmost to stain it red. His nose had
managed to get into direct line with my
fist, with sad conscquences to the nosec.
It was bleeding profusely, and Noys de-
cided that the hearthrug was a fairly
comfortable spot; he didn't sce any
reason why he should get up to assist his
redoubtable leader. Matthew Noys was
a funk of the first water.

I'nllwood, . however, had plenty  of
prluck ; he was of a different calibre to his
nuttish pals. And he stood up with all
the fury he was capable of. We were
soon going hammer and tongs.

Belind me Sir Montic was going
strong, and Gulliver and Bell were cast-
g anxious glances towards the door.
‘I'regellis-West, for all his languid man-
ners, was one of the best fighting men of |
the Remove. And, when his spirit was
roused, he displayed astounding energy.
He displayed it now. Gulliver and Bell
were under no delusion on that point.

And Tommy Watson had a fairly easy
task with Merrell and Marriott. For
about two minutes there was an appalling
“mill ”” m Study A. The table was sent
spinning, and the cards wero scattered
over the floor. Ornaments from the
mantelpiece were swept off without cere-
niony. Pictures were brought down; and
chairs were overturned. It was a glorious
tussle.

But, [rom the very first, Fullwood and
Co. were on the defensive; we never once
gave them a chance to attack. The dust
rosc in clouds, and thumps on the door
told that other fellows were wondering
what could be happening. :

Fullwood went down at last—and kept |

down.  And his dear pals, seeing that
their leader had fallen, slunk back.

““That’s enough!” snarled Gulliver.
“ Chuck 15, West !

““Begad; I haven’t finished yet!”
panted Sir Montie, in surprise. ‘‘I was
just gettin’ interested. I must punch
Bell's nose; I've been trying to reach it
for a whole minute—" :

“LIve had enough!” snapped Bell
savagely. .

Ralph Leslie Fullwood rose to his feet
a trifle unsteadily. He put the key in the
lock and turned it. ' -

‘" Clear out!” he muttered thickly.
"By George! You'll pay for this,
Bennett! And so will Farman, too!
Clear out while vou’re safe!”

" While we’re safe, eh?”’ T grinned

“We're quite rcady to stay another half

LEE LIBRARY

hour if you wish. But I reckon you’ve
had a pretty stiff lesson, Fullwood, and
yowll be wise to heed it. Don’ forget
what I told you about Farman.”

I opened the door and passed out, Tre-
gellis-West and Watson following me.
Wo felt that a necessary duty had been
performed. Fullwood and Co. hadn't
said much, but their thoughts must have
been terrific. .

And, somehow, I felt sure that Full-
wood was more determined than ever to
lead Justin B. Farman into paths that
were crooked. Well, it was up to me to
keep my eyes open. |

R4

R CHAPTER V.

WHICH DEALS WITH CRICKET PRACTICE—
AND OTHER THINGS.

USTIN B. FARMAN was waiting
in the passage with a crowd of
other fellows. Montie and Watson
and I were rather untidy, but

quiteé cheerful. The fellows had evi-
dently expected us to be hurled forth in
pieces.

- Handforth stared at us blankly.

‘“ Ain’t—ain’t there-any more of you?”’
he asked.

‘““No. Only the threec of us,” I replied
calmly, - ¢ We’ve just been giving Full-
wood some advice. The crocks and orna-
ments have got smashed a bit in the pro-
cess, but that was Fullwood’s fault.”

‘“1 heard Merrell’s voice,”” put in Hub-
bard. ¢ Those rotters of Study G ain’t
with Fullwood, are they? You don’t
mean to say you've whacked the six of
them? It cou}dn’t be done !”

‘“ Dear fcllow, it has been done!’’ said
Tregellis-West lazily, ‘“ It was a bore—
a terrific nuisance, in fact. But life 13
strenuous. These little things will hap-
pen, you know. Troubles come, and they
arg surmounted. Fullwood’s a trouble!”

* Rfeat Scott !'? said Handforth..  You
had the chcek to take on two fellows
ecach!- Of all the nerve!”

(4 My hﬂ.t !H - |

““ Things are coming to a pass!”’

The fellows were almost incredulous,
Farman stood looking on without saying
anything for the first minute. Then he
stepped forward. -

*“ Guess I'm the cause of this all-fired
shindy. Say, I'm a hull heap sorry.
That’s dead true, pard. I didn’t want to
cause merry blazes around this layout.”



W
‘] saw Fullwood & Co. creep to the door and pass out.'—{(See page :1.) ‘




18

“ You didn't want to what?” gasped
Handforth.

“ Ho mesus-he didn't want to make any
trouble at 8t Frank's,” I grinned. ‘° But
that's all right, Farman, don’t you woory.
You don’'t know the ropes yet, and you
muatn’t think that you've caused trouble
-—or merry blazes, as you call it. You
haven't. Fnllwood and Co. are a neces-
sars evii. They're in the Anclent House,
snd wo can't got rid of them. So the
only thing 1s to keep "em in order.”

' (luces I'm just ready to do "most any-
thing you noed,” said the American
Junior seriously.  * I'm surely in your
hands, Bennett, T'm plumb-craz to
make myself agreeablo to the hull darned
ciowill. GGueas there's no offence meant.
Mebbe T'll feel my feot after I've been
uround this ranch ":wr a day or two.”

“ Ranch!” grinned Hubbard. * That's
» new name, anvhow., I've heard the

‘Mnnks refer to tho Ancient House a3 a
Yarn,

or & wash-house, or a lunatic
wavlum, But a ranch!  Weo're learning
things."”

“ Say, T'm new to this life—guess I'm
n tenderfoot,” smiled Farman, ‘1 al-
lowed  that Fullwood was a real good
m . But ho don’t ecem popular.  I[n
about & week 1'll have shook down into
oy right place —wo, until, then, I guess
I!I'h’f: real obliged if I ain’t interfered
with.

' That meuns you want to pal up with
Fullwood?' asked Watson bluntly.

“T guoss it don’t moan—anything.”

“Of courso it doesn’t,”’ {struck in.
“Farman’s all right, Tommy. He's
hardly been at St. Frank’s five minute
and he doesn’t know that playing oa
and smoking s absolutely against tho
rules of the school.”

' Say, is that 0! asked the new boy,
in surprise.

|
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to death of doin’ things T oughtn’t to.
But Fullwood fetched mo from my shack,
and I guess T didn’t liko to be rude. 1
just had to go.”

“ Your shack?’ asked Church.

“He means study,”” I grinned,
straightening my tie. ‘ But look here,
the daylight’s going, and we’re wasting
time, Do you know anything about
cricket, Farmuan?”

Tho American junior’s eyes gleamed.

‘““ Say, that’'s just a dandy game,” he
cxclaimed. ‘* We played it at my school
out West. Guess cricket’s sure fine. But
I'll allow we didn’t play the game as you
play it right heroe. Y’see, we didn’t havo
swell notiona around that school. It was
just a game.”’

““Oh, he doesn’t know anything about
it,”’ said Handforth, with a sniff. * How
can you expect him to? It’s not his fault,
anyhow. 8till, it wouldn’t be a bad idca
to give him a trial. I'll bowl to him "

‘** Ha, ha, hat”

¢ Anything funny dn that?” roarcd
Handforth, glaring.

I grinned.
y decar,

“ Not to rou. poerhaps,
ly funny—to us.
innocent old Handforth, you couldn’t hit
a barn, let alone a wicket. You wercn’t
born that way, you know.”

And I walked away before Handforth
could reply. But I heard his megaphone-
liko voice floating down the passage as I
strolled across the lobby. As all the
juniors had followed me out, it seemed
apparent that Handforth was talking to
hiunself. Nobody thought it necessary to
stay behind and listen to him. Edward
()swi'ald Handforth was never taken seri-
ously,

We found quite a number of Removites

on the juunior playing fields. Bob
Christine and (Co. were therc in force.

v

“ Did you think it was allowed, then?’]The College House juniors were at

bawled Handforth.

“1 guess Fullwood lct on that way. |St. Frank's.

Mebbe it wus hot air.”’

“Il you were found emoking and
gambling, ¥arman, you'd be flogged
beforo !fne whole school,” I said calinly.
“ That's tho simple truth. Fullwood's a
liar of the first water, and he docsn’t
caro a snap of his lingers for you. All he
wants is your woney. That's just a word
of advioce.”’

** T ain't hankerin' after breaksn’ school
rules,” said Farman. ** Guess I'll have to
bo plunb cureful. Say, I'm just scarcd

|

presont tho leaders of junior cricket at
The Ancient House never
had & look in—except when one of
Christine’s men got crocked. On such an
occasion Tommy Watsen or Tregellis-
West would be usod. As a rule, however,
the Remove Eleven was composed en-
tiroly of Monks.

This, of course, was totally wrong. The
Ancient House had as much right to share

| in the achool games as the College House.

And I had made up my mind that a big
alteration should take place. Before the
cnd of the cricket scason I meant to
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whack the College House Eleven with a
tcam of my own.

Bob Christine, a sunny, genial youth,
grinned as wo all crowded on to the field.

' Hallo! Come to look on?’ he asked.

‘““ No; we've come to show you fellows
how cricket should be played,” I replied
calmly. *We'll use that pitch over
there. This is Farman, a new chap in
our House. Farman, you're speaking to.
Bob Christine, the skipper of the Collego
House Remove, and the captain of the
St. Frank’s Junior Cricket Eleven.”

Farman extended his hand instantly.
- ** Howdy ?’ he said cordially.

* ¢ Pleased to meet you,” said Christine,
giving Farman a curious lodk, ‘“Are
you a keen cricketer?”’

“Waal, T guess I ain’t a dandy at the
game—yet,”” replied Farman. * Say,
when [ get goin’, T'll sure raise blazes.
‘ricket kinder hits me good’n proper—
I’'ll allow I’'m a heap keen to finger a ball.
I notion I'll surpise you fellers. I'm hot
stuff at bowling. Gee! Tl find the
wicket of any paloot on this field>an’
find it within five minutes, I guess!”

Christine stared still more. And his
lip curled a trifle; he didn’t like a brag-
gart. But I knew that Farman wasn’t
bragging. He honestly thought that he
was capable of bowling any fellow on the
ground. In all probability he would find
himself sadly mistaken.

‘“ Perhaps you could bowl me?’ asked
Christine tartly. '

‘* Sure.”’

“Right-ho!”’ said the' junior skipper.
“ Try & i -

There was a buzz at once. The College
House chaps who were near by were
grinning hugely. They were grinning at
Farman’s extraordinary accent. and they
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“He’s a dark horse,”” I declared de
lightedly.

““Farman 1s goin’ to astonish the
natives, dear boy,”” murmured Sir
Montie. ‘‘I can sce 1t 1n his eye. He's
hot stuff. In fact, I'm tremblin’—I
simply daren’t let him bowl me. Thank
goodness he’s on our side.”

‘““ He’ll be no good,” growled Hubbard.

And, certainly, Farman did not seem
to shape very well at first. He walked
clumsily, and took hardly any run at all.
Everybody was expecting to see a slow,
easy ball go down, which Christine would

a—

1 You’re certainly hot stuff,

be able to send off to the boundary with-
out the slightest difficulty.

Farman's hand went up, and then hi:
arm gave a curious jerk. Something shot
down the pitch. It went so swiftly tnat
it could scarcely be seen., Then there was
a crash, and a gasp.

I rubbed my eyes.

Christine’s wicket was down!

““ Great Scott!” I heard him exclaim
dazedly. :

“Say, I guess you were dead slow,”
grinned Farman. * That was one of my
easy ones. Mebbe you figgered that I
was boasting? Waal, a feller who boasts
ain’t up to much, I reckon.”

There was a roar from the whole field.
Christine’s wicket was down—the new
American junior had clean bowled him
with the first ball! Bob Christine grinned
gocd-naturedly.

“I’'m sorry I doubted you,”” he said.

arman. J'd
like to see you do some more. I'll be on
my guard next time.”

Christine was on his guard, but he had
all his work cut out to stop the balls
which Justin B. Farman sent down. It
was one of the finest exhibitions of bowl-

were grinning in anticipation of what was
to come,

For Bob Christine was the finest<bats-
man in the junior school. Even Tal-
madge, the star bowler of the Remove
Eleven, had his work cut out to find
Christine’s wicket. -'

ing I had ever witnessed. The new fellow
was an absolute demon. In less than five
minubes Christine’s wicket fell three
times, and he never once got a chance of
a fair swipe. ' _

| And, curiously enough, Farman bowled
in the most leisurely fashion. It seeme:l
no effort to him whatever, and every ball

Harry Oldfield was at the wicket, anl]

he moved aside as Christine strolled down
the pitch, swinging his bat. I tossed Far-
man a ball, and his cyes gleamed as his
fingers closed round 1t. ‘But 1t left his
hands immediately, and soared skywards.
to a tremendous height.: And when it
came down Farman caught it with supe

neatness, .

rb _A

he sent down had a different twist on it.
Considering that he had been cut ol
practice for several weeks, his exhibition
was little short of extraordinary.

I was simply gloating. Farman was a
man to be proud of, and I knew that he'd
be a monument of strength for the new
ncient House Eleven.

At batting, however, he made a very
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pror show. Tt was rather too much to
expoct that he'd be equally as good at
both bowling and batting; and, hefore
going to the wicket, he frankly admitted
that he would be dismissed within a
miaute.

As a matter of fact, he stood up to
Talimadge's bowling for ten minutes, but
ronfined himsell to stone-walling tactics
all the time.

“1 guess U'm small potatoes at bat-
ting,'” ﬁm satd smilingly. “ I don’t just
sotton on to it any. But I'll impruve, |
repeet,  Guess 'l try, anyway.'

It was gotting dusk now, but I went to
the wicket, and showed the Monks how
to bat. Watson declared that T was octter
than Christine himself, but T won’t say
anything on the subject myself. T'll only
add that I managed to get several fine
wwipes from Farman's bowling. But he
was a terror.,  His bowling was simply
tereific. 1 didn’t feel safe for a second
while 1 was facing him.

‘The College House follows, T know,
wore greatly impressed.  Chuistine, in'
fact, frankly invited Farman and me to
take our places in the next big mateh,
nnd we both gladly agreed. The fcolingsi
of the l*‘oasifs must have beon rather
sorc. Both Farman snd 1 were new

fellows, and we had been chosen by
Christine!

Trogollis-West and Watson were first-
(Insy plurera, but the( were out of prac-
tice. ‘The other follows were showing
fuirly decent form, too—Hubbard and
fanham, Church, and ModClure and
Doylo, and Jots of others. In a week or
two, I knew, I should have a team which
would be qnlt«o capable of giving a good
show, and thon I should challenge Chris-
tine & Co. to a House match—the first
Houso match at St. Frank’s for ages.
I'm talking about junior cricket, of
course. The sonior clevens wore con-
stantly playing inter-House matches,

I weat indoors for prop., feeling highl
glozuwd. Bofore going to Study C with
Sir Montio and Watson, we strolled into
the common-room. ‘There was a gpod
dea!l of talk going on—on tho subject
of cricket, of courso.

Fullwood & Co. wore in the common-
room, talking. They scowled ns I
onterod, but I only grinned cheerfully.
Tho nuts werv looking tho worse for
wear. And they at once went out. I
could tell by their expressions that they
had bLeon holding a secret discussion.

SBomething was ‘‘on.”” But what'
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Vullwood & Co. couldn’t very well be
planning a- jape againat Farman, for the
new boy wouldn’t sleep in the Remove
dormitory that night. It was a custom
at 8t. Frank’s for & new fellow to sleep
alono, in a little bedroom, on his first
night at the school.

All the saume, I was a wee bit uneasy.

e S—

CHAPTER VI
AFTER LIGHTS out'!

‘“ URRY up, fatty! I can’t' wait
H all night!”’

That romark was cheorfully

uttered by Morrvow, the head

grofect of the Ancient House. It was

odtime, and we were all in our little

cots—all except Toeddy Long. The sneak

of the Remove, being naturally lazy, had

taken his time undressing. And Nf;)rrow
had found him still out of bed.

“ Oh, don’t hurry a chap, Morrow!"
rotosted Liong. ¢ I :ha'n’t be more than
ive minutes.”’

The prefect grinned.

‘“ You won'’t be one minute!" he said.
“I give you ten seconds!”’

U chuckled as Long scrambled out of
the rest of his clothes, and then tumbled
into bed. Long was one of the biggest
funks tn the school, and he was even
afraid of a good-natured cuft.

Morrow put his key into the switch and
turned the light off. Then he went out,
with a cheery * good-night,”’ which was
answored by most of the fellows. Full-
wood & Co. occupied six beds, all
togother, near the door. This wasn’t
just by chance. They had occupied those

eds by arrangement since the begiuning
of tho term.

There was electric light all over St.
Frank's. 1t was made on the premises,
and ip the dormitories there were speecial
switohes provided. The * beaks ” didn’t
think it necessary to have the ordinary
switches, which could be turned on in a
second; so they were of a patent
variety, which required a key. Some of
tho fellows had used an old pocket-knife
with sucoess when occasion demanded,
but it wasn’t eafe to switch the dormitory
lights on after the prefect had gone his
roundls. .

There was a certain amount of talk for
about ten minutes, and then the chaps fell
off one by one. Nine-thirty was tha timo
for lights out, and by ten the whole dor-
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mitory was asleep. All exce.pt niyself. Iygo to another

lay awake.

Ten o’clock was a ridiculously early
hour for me. T had been accustomed to
getting into bed at all times of the night.
Often enough, when engaged on urgent
dﬁtective work, I hadn’t gone to bed at
all.

And to-night I lay awake, thinking.

I had a lot to think about.

. My life at St. Frank’s was novel and
interesting. I was certainly enjoving
myself. And the guv’nor was gl’ad of

the long rest, too.

Nelson Lee was looking healthy and
happy. In fact. the enforced idlenesss—
or change of work—was just exactly what
he had required. Previous to this episode
the great criminologist had been work-
mg altogether too hard, and had gone a
bit stale.

Now, however, he was as fit as a fiddle
agam. When the danger from the TFu-
Chang-Tong had passed, we should start
real work again with terrific gusto. In-
deed, I should be thundering sorry..to
leave St. Frank’s. But there was .no
question of that yet.
at the school much longer than a week;
and there were months ahead of us, ‘

I had seen the guv’nor for a minute or
two just before coming up to bed, and I
had reported to him that I had discovered
nothing regarding Farman’s' connection
with the mystery of Mr. Thorne. Was
there a connection?
we only suspected. o

I heard the school clock chime the
quarter-past ten. I was a bit drowsy
then, but I didn’t sleep. The dormitory
was very still. When the half-hour
sounded, I heard it as though from afar,
and I snuggled down into the pillow,
intending to doze off in earnest. .

Then suddenly I heard a whisper. It
came from the end of the long dormitory.
I was alert in an instant. Nelson .dee
had trained me to awaken with my fall
wits about me. ' :

““ You fellows awake?”’ came a soft
murmur.,

It was Fullwood's voice, and I com-
pressed my lhips. Faintly, in the dimness,
I could see him out of bed. He was
dressing himself.

“ Hallo!”” mumbled a slecpy voice. | ] _ K.
| these goings on, of course; but I didn’t.

‘ Wasser matter? ’Tain’t time—"" ..
‘““ Half-past ten; ass!” murmured IFull-
wood. ‘‘ Rouse up!”’ -
Gulliver and Bell left their beds and
started dressing, too. I saw one of them

We hadn’t- been

We didn’t know; |
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the
Merrell?” 1

hed and shake
occupant, '

“You comin’ with us,
heard Fullwood ask.

“Eh? Oh, it's you!” said Merrell.
““ No; rats to you! We aint comin’ to-
night, Fully. Marriott an’ Noys won’$
go without me. and I ain’t goin’. You
fellows go alone this time.”’ ’

“Just as you like,” said Fullwood.
‘““ Ready, you chaps?” |

I smiled grimly to myself. I knew the
explanation of that whispered conference
in the common-room now. Fullwood and
his two particular pals—his study-mates—
were going out ‘‘ on the tiles.”” In other
words, they were going to break bounds.
Their destination, probably, was the
White Harp, the shady inn on the out-
skirts of Bellton village.

4 Come with us, Merry,”” urged Gul-
liver. * Old Bradmore’s goin’ to be at
the Harp to-night, an’ we’ll skin him at
bilhards——"’ -

‘“ He’ll skin you, you mean !’ said Mer-
rell,  *“ No, we’re not goin’ with you.
Study G ain’t on in this act!”’

‘““ Oh, all right!”

X saw Fullwood & Co. creep to the door
and pass out. And Merrell & Co. went
to sleep again. Sometimes I include Mer-
rell and Marriott and Noys in *¢ Fullwood
& Co.,” but they were really a separate
“Co.” on their own. But they were all
members of the noblé order of nuts.

It didn’t worry me—this night ‘ blag-
ging > of Fullwood’s. It wasn’t any
‘business of mine. If they chose to risk’
expulsion for the sake of a little for-
bidden pleasure, that was their concern.
I very much doubted whether they
derived any pleasure out of their night
jaunts. But 1t was ‘‘ doggish,”’ and Full-
wood & Co. considered themselves to be
<< goers ’’ of the first order. - '

Jonas Porlock, the innkeeper, was
-always pleased to see Fullwood & Co.
They spent much of their cash at the
*White Harp. There were other St.
Frank’s fellows who were suspected of.
visiting the inn, téo. Starke and Ken-
more, of the Sixth, both of them Arcient
House prefects, were generally credited
with playing billiards and cards at the
White Harp. . S

I could have .told the guv’nor all about

As a Housemaster, he would have heen
bound to take action, and I loathed an
informer.. The guv’nor ‘would have to
find out things for himself. I. shouldn’t
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even give him a hint. It wouldn’t havey I simply glared at the em{)ty bed. T
been playing the game. | didn’t blame Farman so much. He was

But I grinned a little to myself as I lay | new to school life—in England, at all
in bed. Nelson Lee had told me that he | cvents. Fullwood had probably told Lim
was going for a walk after ten o’clock| that it was the usual thing for juniors to

that night. He had said that it would|get up after lights out and visit shady

have been O.K. if I could have gone with | public-houses. . :
‘“ Mr. Alvington,”’ therefore, was| willed and easy-going, had accompanicd

him.
out and about. It would be all up with
I‘ullvood and Bell and Gulliver if they
happened to run into the guv’nor!

Still, it was their funeral if they were
bowled out. They deserved the sack,
anyhow. St. Irank’s would be better
without them. During Mr. Thorne’s
reign the nuts had done pretty much as
they liked. Mpr. Thorne had winked at a
lot of shady actions on Fullwood’s pait.

Fuliwood didn’t quite realise vet that
the new Housemaster was a man of dif-
ferent calibre. l

““Oh, rats to them!”’” I told myself
sleepily.  ““ Let the cads rip! ‘They
haven’'t got Farman with ’em, .anyhow!
He’s a decent chap, I believe, but he’s
thundering weak. Too good-natured
altogether. Doesn’t know how to suy
‘no’ to a fellow——""’
Quite suddenly I sat up.

An alarming thought had euntered my
brain-box.

Had Fullwood routed Farman out of
bed? The new junior was sleeping in
the little bedroom, just along the dormi-
tory passage.. By this time Farman could
have been smuggled out of the school!
What an ass I'd been not to think of it
before !

But I was wrong, of course. Fullwood
wasn’t such an idiot as to take a new |
fellow down to the White Harp on his
very first night at St. Frank's! All the |
same, I meant to make sure.

I slipped out of bed, padded softly to
tlie door in my bare feet, and went out
into the passage. The school was quiet.
The masters were still up, of course, but
there were no masters’ studies or hed-
rooms In this quarter of the House.

I reached Farman’s bedroom and softly
opened the door. The little apartment
was silent and dark. I crept across to
the bed and bent down. At such close
quarters I could sece distinctly.

The bed was empty !

The sheets and blankets were thrown
back, and it was obvious that Justin B.
Farman had left it only a short time
before. He’d gone! Fullwood & Co.
had taken him off with them!

The idiot—the fat-headed ass!

!b

'.fathead?" demanded Handforth

And Farman, being weak-

the nuts on their disreputable errand.
For about twenty seconds I stood still,

thinking. In emergencies I had been
taught DLy the guv'nor to act -with
decision, Fullwood & Co. hadn’t heen

gone more than five minutes—perhaps

less, for they had had to wait for Farman

dress. . .
And I came to a swift decision.

¥f possible, I meant to defeat the nuts
and rescue Farman before the White
Harp was reached. Then I'd give the
American juunior a thorough jawing. He
might resent it, and I might be called a
preacher, But I should risk that. Far-
man needed a jawing, anyhow—breaking
bounds on lus first night at St. Frank’s'

In less than five seconds I was back in
the Remove dormitory. I shook Tregellis-
West and Watson, and then roused
Handforth. I decided that Handforth,
for all his bluster and talk, was a handy
fellow., He possessed the strength of «
L);lll, and at heart Handforthh was true

ue.

““Hallo! Who's that?”’ mumbled
Hun’(!fort-h sleepily. ¢ What the dickens

——

to

‘“Get up, old scout!” I whispercd.
“You're wanted!"

“I'm wanted?”’ said Handforth, sit-
ting up. ‘‘ What for? That’s you, Ben.
nett, ain’t 1t? What’s the matter? House
on fire, or what? My hat, you ain’t going
to break bounds, are you? Do you expect
me to come, you cad?”’

““ Oh, don’t be a bigger ass than you
can  help, Handforth!” I protested.
“You awake, Watson?"”

“'Yes. What’s up?”’
“I wag dreamin’,” murmured Sir
Montie, “ I was dreamin’ of a demon

cowboy who played cricket on horseback,
y gad! He was just about te score a

. ’)y

goal
‘““ About time you were awakened, T
reckon!’ I interjected. ¢ Scoring goals
in cricket 1s something new! Now, look
here, you chaps! We've got to get up
and go out. Fullwood & Co. have broken
bounds, and we're going after ’em!”’
“Did you wake me up for that, you
wrath.
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fully. “ Fullwood’s
scores of times.”

“I know. But he’s taken Farman
with him this time,” I said. ‘ We're
going to rescue the ass. Can’t allow him
to go to the dogs with Fullwood, can
we?”’

“ Hang Fullwood, and hang TFarman,
too!” grunted Handforth. *¢ ﬁ he’s fool
enough to go out with the nuts, let him !
I don’t see why we should look after
him! He's old enough to know his own
mind, I suppose?”’

““ That’s just it !’ I said.
to St. Frank’s. He’'s new to England
altogether. Fullwood’s persuaded him to
break bounds. Perhaps he doesn’t know
it’s an offence that’ll get him the sdack
if he’s found out. He doesn’t know the
ropes, and it’s up to us-to look after him
until he shakes down. After that, if he’s
fool enough to go out blagging, we'll let
him go his own way. He’s a good chap
in the muin.”’

Martin looked at me doubtfully.

‘“ Something in what you say,”’ he
admitted. * Farman’s a fathead, all ‘the
same! What the dickens did he want to
take any notice of Fullwood for? Are
you suro he’s gone out with the nuts?”’

‘“ Positive. Slip your things on, and
~don’t jaw so much.” | '

““ That’s all very well,”’ said Watson.
‘ Supposec we're spotted?”’

““ Oh, rats! We'll chance that!’’ I said
impatiently.

“I'm ready for anything you like,
Benny boy,”” murmured Sir Mongtie.
““ Count on me. You're leader, an’ it’s
not our place to question you. Breakin’
bounds 1sn’t in my line, but 1€’s all for
the good cause. I'm resigned.”

broken .- bounds

““ He’s new

b

And Tregellis-West commenced dress-

ing quickly. The other two, after a
second’s hesitation, followed his example.

““ Not a second to lose,”’ I said. ‘¢ Full-
wood’s been gone nea,rIY
But he and his chums will take the road,
I expect. It’s a bit longer, but it offers
more cover in the case of a surprise. The
towing-path is as bare as a plain. We'll
go that way, and run all the way.” |

“ And chance being spotted?’’ growled
Handforth. -

*“ Yes.” .

 Just to save an idiot like Farman?”’

‘¢ You needn’t come unless you want
to,” I said tartly. “ If you’re funky—"

‘ Iﬁml’ty 1" bawled Handforth, *“ Why,
you—

toen miputes.
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‘“ Don’t wake the whole dormitory, you
ass!”’ I hissed. ‘* We sha'n't be spotted—
I'll take care of that. Fullwood & (o.
will walk and they’ll walk cantiously,
too. - We can arrive at tho White Harp
before them if we're sharp.”

My idea was to surprise the nuts be-
fore they entered the inn. Then we
would rush them, and carry Farman
away by force. Once back at the achool,
I’d tell him a few home truths.

But the whole scheme was useless if weo
didn’t start off immediately.

Tregellis-West and Watson and Hand-
forth would never have dreamed of
breaking bounds on their own hook. But
I seemed to influence them easily, and
they didn’t offer any more objections.
Sir  Montie, in fact, seemed rathev
amused.

‘““ This 1s rather novel, dear boys,”” hn
murmurcd.  ‘“ Going to the rescuo of
youth in distress. Savin’ him from him-
self, you know. But Bennett knows what
he’s doin’, I'd follow Benny anywhere.
I trust myselfl in his gentle care.”

Under my leadership the other two for-
got their qualms, and we were soon out
of the dormitory. Breaking bounds was
a serious business. If we were collared
we couldn’t explain our errand, and we
should catch it hot—a public flogging, at
least. My own peculiar position at St.
Frank’s wouldn’t save me. For the time
being I was a junior scholar, and there
was no exception made in my case.

But I was really concerned about Far-
man. He had been persuaded into ac-
companying Fullwood & Co.—I felt sure
of that. ¢ hadn’t gone because he
wanted to. But, once in the rut, he would
find some difficulty in getting himself out
of it. It was my plan to rescue him be-
fore any real harm was done.

I led the way downstairs. The big hall
was dark and deserted. We reached
Study C without difficulty, and closed the
door. Then we breathed freely. 1t was
easy enough to get out' of the window
into the Triangle from the playing-
fields. Once through this hedge we
should be on the towing-path within a
minnte.

Happily, the night was dark.

Wo scudded across the open space of
the Triangle, and reached the playing-
fields, There were several lights in the
lower windows of both Houses, but
everything was quiet outside.

We didn’t speak as wo ran along the
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’ .
path, with the river on one side of us,
and bare meadows on the othor. We were
running hard, for it was absolutel{
necessary to reach the Harp before Full-
wood & Co. arrived. .

At last, the inn loomed in sight. It
stood by itsclf, and the road was quito
noar. The road passed in front of the inn,
and the towing-path, the back. When
we weore nearly thero I led tho way across
the strip of grass to the hedge.

A gap was negotiated, and then we
stood on the dusty lane. It stretched
away towards the school in a winding
line. Only about a hundred yards of it
was visible: and even then the gloom
was deep

“We've done at,"”’ “ They
haven't. come yet!"”

‘““ What's the programme,’” asked Wat-
son. ‘I suppose we'll spring out——""

‘- Hallo! What's that?"’ said Handforth
sharply.

Clearly on the night air a definite
sound had come to us; it came from just
round the firat bend of the laune. It was
a cry for help! And the voice, I kuew,
was that of Ralph Leslic Fullwood!

I panted.

m———

CHAPTER VII
IN WHICH NELSON LEE TAKES A HAND,

HA'l' had happened?
W Even as we held our breath,
we heard the cry repeated.

‘“ Help!”” came Fullwood's
shout, and the voices of Gulliver and Bell
were added to his. Evidently something
bad had taken place.

““ Great corks!’ gasped Handforth.
b Wlmt's wrong? Some tramp or other

‘ Come on!” I said between my teeth.

I led the way up the lane, running for
all I was worth, Tho others, good run-
ners as they were, wore loft behind. 1
turnod the corner, and saw three dim
figures. They turned towurds me as 1
upproached.

“You're too late!” oxclaimed Full-
wood huskily. _
I came to a stop, and looke:] ap ke
nuts, Justin B. Farman was not with
them! Fullwood & Co. saw, at the same
moment, who 1 was.

‘“ Bennett!” gasped Fullwood. ¢ And
some othor chups. too! What the dickens
are you doin'—— But we want the
police—""
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¢ Where's Iarman®”’ I asked sharply.

‘““ He's gone!”’

““ Gone!"”’ yelled Handforth,
up.
‘“ Some rotters attacked us, and carried
Farman off!"’ blurted out Bell, shivering
with fear. ¢ Oh, i1t was awful! We were
taken by surprise! They’'ve collured
Farman, and he’s gone!” .

‘““ By gad!” said Sir Montic mildly.
‘“By gad!”’

¢ Look here, Fullwood, tell me what
happened a minute ago!’”’ I said. ¢ We
were waiting for you down the lane. I
found out that you’d taken Farman with
you, and these fellows and 1 came out to
muck up your rotten game. It scems
that something elsc has happened.”

““ Oh! So you were interferin’—

“ Don't rot now!” I snapped. ¢“ What’s
happened to the new kid?”’ '

“You heard what Bell said, didn’t
you?’’ growled Fullwood, recovering him-
sclf somewhat. ¢ It wasn’t our fault, I
suppose ?’’

““What wasn’t your fault?”
Handforth.

“ Farman's been kiduapped!” gasped
Gulliver shakily.

¢ Kidnapped !’

¢ Oh, stars'”
son.

“ We were coming down the lane, talk-
ing—"" began Fullwood.

““ Who was talking?’’ 1 asked abruptly.

‘“ We all were, of course.”

“ Did Farman speak fairly loudly?”’

““ That’s funny,”” put 1n Gulliver.
‘““ Farman was talking rather loudly, as
it happened. How the dickens did you
know? We had to warn the ass not to
raise his voice so much. He was talking
when we were attacked.”

‘“Well, go on,”’ I said impatiently.

““Two men sprang out of the hedge,’
sald Fullwood. *‘ They were on us before
we could do a thing. I yelled for help,
but Gulliver was bowled over, and Bell
was too jolly frightened to do anything.?’

‘“ Didn’t you do anything, dear fel-
low?’’ asked Montie.

‘“ How could I?” growled Fullwood.
‘““The beasts were collaring Farman.
They got him down an’ tied his feet an’
hands. Then they carried him through
the hedge ahd into the wood. I tried to
stop them, but one of the rotters was
carrying a great cudgel. I didn’t fancy
getting my head cracked!” -

‘“ Funks!” said Handforth contemptu-

coming

y)y

roarcd

muttered Tommy Wat-
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ously. ‘¢ Three of you—and the two men
had their hands full up with Farman!
F@ﬂks! Couldn’t you have driven ’em
oftf*”’

. ** Oh, hang you!”’ snarled Fullwood.

Ho could see that he and his chums had
cut very poor figures in the affair. Their
companion had been taken from them,
end they hadn’t even put up a fight. It
was not surprising, tgough. The nuts
were not renowned for thair pluck and
stamina.

But I was startled.
What did this mean?
mean—except one thing?
Mr. Thorne had been kidnapped, and
he had been taken to a cave on the coast,
threc miles away. On.beinz rescued "he
had muttered Farman’s name. That’s all
we knew. And now, on Farman’s first
night at St. Frank’s, he had been kid-
napped, too! It was too obvious to be

missed., '

The men who had attacked Mr. Thorne
were the men who had attacked Farman.
But what had they done - with ‘the
American fellow? They thought,® of
course, that Fullwood & Co. would rush
off in terror; and, before assistance could
come, they would have their vietim safely
away—or killed! For 1t struck me that
the object of all this plotting was murder!

And Farman had been taken away
right in front of the nuts’ eyes!

““ You say the strangers went through
the hedge?”’ I asked keenly, forgetting,
for the moment, that I was a schoolboy,
and not a detective. But, of course, at
heart, I was a detective, and now that
‘something mysterious—something crimi-
nal—had happened, I was in my element.
' ‘“ Yes, through that gap,’’ replied Gul-

iver,

He pointed, and I saw a low gap
through the bottom of the hedge. Beyond
it was the dark® bulk of Bellton Wood.
This stretch of woodland went right-back,
I knew, to Bannington: Moor, a c¢ouple
of miles distant.

By night the wood was black and grim ;
it would have been possible for a hundred
men to hide in it. I almost felt in a
panic as I gazed at the dark trees. For I
knew that it would be impossible to track
the ruffians. With a light—— But 1
hadn’t got a light.

““ We shall have to make a search,” I
began, but Fullwood interrupted.

‘“ Somebody coming!”’ he ejaculated, in
alarm.

What could 1t

‘not’s voice sharply.

thought of flight.

N
U

We listened.

Quite clearly the sound of leisurely
{ootsteps came to us. Somebody wuse
walking along the lane, and he was com-
ing form the village. 1 recogmnised tho
tread in an instant. The newcomer was
Nelson Lee!

And I went hot with excitement and
pleasure.

The guv’nor! He was the very man for
the job! Of course, he had been for his
long walk, and he was now on his way
back to St. Frank’s. It was early yet—
for him. Eleven o’clock hadn't struck.
~ “Cave!” muttered Bell, with chatter
ing teeth. ¢ It’s the master!”

““ Oh, crumbs!”’ gasped Handforth.

He and Sir Montie and Tommy Watson
gazed at one another in dire consterna-
tion. And Fullwood & Co. made a dive
on to the grass. Then they pelted away
towards the school at full speed.

““ Come on !”’ whispered Handforth hur-
riedly. ‘‘ We’d better run for it, too!”’

But 1t was too late!

““ Who'’s that?”’ demanded the guv'

-

y

“We’re 1n for it, Benny,”” murmured
Tregellis-West. ““It’s Alvy! It’s our re-
spected Housemaster. Better not budge,
Handforth. Face the music like a man,
you know. It’s the fate of Good Samari-
tans to be misunderstood. We came out
on an errand of mercy—and we shall get
the sack!”

(49 Rats !” ¢ We’re
enough !”’

Nelson Lee came up to us, and flight
was impossible. I, of course, had never
But the others had
naturally been alarmed, and their 1in-
stincts had told them to make themselves
scarce.

““ Upon my soul !’ exclaimed the guv’-
nor, in surprise. ‘‘ You are St. Frank’s
boys—juniors! What does this mean,
you young rascals? What are you doing
out of your dormitory at this hour of the
night?”’ :

‘““It's all right, sir,” I said coolly.

‘“ Nip—Bennett !’ said Mr. Alvington,
correcting himself before the others
heard anything. ‘ So you are breaking
bounds—and you have brought other
boys out with you. Tell me your names
at once!”’

‘“ Tregellis-West, sir,
calmly. '

The others gave theirs in awe-struck
voices, and there was a momentary

I said. safe

7 gaid Montie
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silence. The guv’nor, I knew, was won- |
dering what  this  nght expedition
meant. Under the circumstances he
couldn’t ask me point blank. He

guessed, of course, that I had a good
reason for being out; but he was com-
pelled to be stern,

¢ You will come with me to the school
——" he began.

«“ Hold on, sir,”’ T said quickly.

«“1 refuse to hold any conversation
with you here, Bennett!” said the
Housemaster curtly, piling it on beauti-
fully. “ Unless you can give a very
satisfactory explanation for this gross
breach of the school rules—"

¢ Farman, the new junior, has been
kidnapped, sir,”’ I said quickly.

The guv’nor caught me by the shoul-
der -in the darkness, unseen by the
others, '

¢“ Farman has been kidnapped?’ he
asked. ¢ Dear me! That makes a big
alteration, my boy! Let me hear your
story. Be brief—and lose no time.”

I coughed.

- ¢“ We didn’t mean to say a word about
it to anybody, sir,”” I began. *‘‘ Bat, -as
vou've come along, we shall have to
speak. And now that Farman’s been
carried off it makes a big difference. We
should have had to get help in any case.”

“ Well? Go on—go on, young ’uni”

Lee was keen, and he pressed my
shoulder reassuringly.

¢ Farman’s a nhew chap, as you know,
sir,” I said. ‘° He—he doesn’t know the
ropes. You see, I don't want to get him
into a row—if he’s found.”

“ Farman will not be punished, what-
ever you say. Bennett.”

‘“ That's all right, then,” T exclaimed.
““T couldn't sneak about him, sir. But
he was breaking bounds, and I found it
out. Karman doesn’t know the ropes yet,
and he may have thought that getting
out at night wasn’t such a serious offence
as it is. Anyhow, he left his bedroom,
and we—Tregellis-West and Handforth
and Watson and I—came after him, to
lug him back.”

“ T quite understand,”’ said Nelson I ce,
nodding. ‘‘ Under the circumstances, you
will not be punished severely—lines will
meet the case, I can see. You came cut
from a good motive, and that alters the
affair, It is possible that I shall overlook
the ofience altogether.”

I heard my compaaions sigh with relief,
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¢ What a brick!” I heard Handforth
whisper. ¢ What a stunner!”’

“ Alvs’s a gentleman—he is, really
murmured Sir Montie languidly.

1 had purposely refrained from men-
tioning Fullwood and Co. They had es-
caped, and although they were absolutely
to blame for the whole incident, I
couldn’t inform against them:.

‘“ When we were nearly up with Far-
man,” I went on, “ we heard a cry for
help. T'wo men had got hold of him, sir,
and they carried him through a gap 1n
the hedge, bound hand and foot. At
least, I believe so. But it’s possible that
his feet were frce. He couldn’t walk
with bound fect, could he? And I expect
he is being forced through the wood at
this very minute. There is probably a
motor-car waiting on the other side,
against the moor.”

“How do you know that,
Bennett 7"’ asked Montie,

“T don’t know—it’s what T think!” T
replied.  ‘“We couldn’t follow the
votters, sir,” I went on, turning to the
guv'nor again., ‘ We hadn’t a light of
any sort—and then you came along!”

Nelson Lee clicked his teeth sharply.

““T quite understand, my boy,”” he said.
“Well, we must follow these men, and
do our utmost to rescue the unfortunate
boy. This affair is obviously connected
with——‘ He paused. ‘“But come; we
have no time to waste!”’

“ All of us, sir?” asked Watson 1n-
credwlously.

“Yes, all of you!’ said the detective.
““You may be wanted!”

“By Jove! He’s the kind of House-
master !’ murmured Tregellis-West ad-
miringly. ‘“ Now, old Stockdale, of the
College House, would have had ten fits
in a situation like this. Alvy’s rippin’.
He's ¢reat. He ought to have been a
detective !’

Montie was right on the mark thero—
but he didn't know it!

Nelson Lee had taken in the situation
at once; and, what was more, he meant
to get on the track without a second’s
delay. The fact that Tregellis-West. and
Watson and Handforth were with us was
really splendid. Our party would jusi be
a schoolmaster and a crowd of boys. If
the guv'nor and I had been alone it
would have been somewhat risky. The
Fu Changs were as sharp as needles; and,
in reading of this affair—or hearing of it
—they might have connected things. As

"
!
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it was, there was no danger of any sort.
Mr. Alvington—to use the guv’'nor's
school name—brought out his electric
torch, and walked quickly to the gap in
the hedge. For some moments he
examined the ground in silence. Then he
looked at us.

““I think the task of tracking the ruf-
fians will be easy,” he said. ‘' The trail
18 very clearly marked, and our quarry
must have, of necessity, progressed
slowly. We shall make better speed.”

“You’re going into the wood, sir?”
asked Handforth.

BOY FROM

CALIFTORNIA

4.
“1

versed in wood-craft, the task would ke
been impossible. Tha tracks were ciear
enough to Lee, and I could follow them
fairly casily. For we were both trained
in wood-craft in all its branches. lhe
guv’'nor, cspecially. was a wonder. He
could follow a trail as keenly us any
bloodhound.

Only once did the detective go wrong,
and then it was I who pointed out the
mistake. And we were soon on the right
track again. The wood was dense, end
the falling leaves had formed a suft
carpet upon the ground. We made no

““Yes, and I am going to rescue Far-|noise as we progressod.

man!’’ replied Nelson Lee grimly.

CHAPTER VIII.

ON THE EDGE OF BANNINGTON MOOR—
THE RESCUE-—CONCLUSION,

N detective adventure. We hadn’t
expecte] to get detective adven-

tures at St. Frank’s. And so we were

both rather eager. |

We knew, however, that the case was
really serious. And we were puzzled as
to the cause of the whole business. Why
had Justin B. Farman becen kidnapped?
Who were these men who had captured
him so dramatically?

They couldn’t have been lying in wait
for him—that was certain. ['arman had
come out that night unexpectedly. So it
was clear that the men had been 11 the
wood by chance, and. hearing Farman's
unmistakable voice, had acted on the
spur of the moment.

It was clear that the attack -had been
hastily decided. No kidnappers, however
daring, would have taken their victim by
force when he was accompanied by
others. But TFullwood & Co. were only
juniors, and the men had assumed that
the boys would be too frightened te offer
resistance. That a.ssumgtion had bcen

correct, for tho nuts had been frightcned
out of their wits almost.

And now Nelson Lee was tracking the
unknown scoundrels with great skill. To
'Tregellis-West and Handforth and Wat-
son it secemed almost miraculous. Un-
erringly the guv’'nor led the way through
the densc wood, picking his way deliber-
ately, and with never a mistake.

He followed the trail of the strangoera
without a pause. Yet, to anybody nct

now—as I was. This was a real

ELSON LEE was in his elementzF

{

|

I knew that we stood a good chance of
rescuing Farman.

For therc had been no waste of time.
If Nelson Lee had not come up when he
did there would have been a very great
waste of time, and the kidnappers wculd
have smugglad their victim away.
Events had happened very luckily.

At 'lust the trees thinned somewhat,
and progress was faster.

“ Gettin’ near the moor now.,” mur-
mured Tregellis-West in my ear. ‘‘ Dear
boy, isn’t Alvy a pcach? Isn't he a

marvel? How does he do these things?
He rescued Mr. Thorne from the cave at
Caistowe Bay, didn’t he? He seems to
be a Sexton Blake and a Sherlock Holmes
all rolled into one, by gad! T'm atag.
gered, you know—I am, really!”

““This i8 a ripping adventure,"” grinned

Handforth. ‘“And no punishment,
either! My only topper! Won't the
fellows yell to-morrow when wo tell
‘'em?”’

‘““ They will—if we rescue Farman,” [
said grimly. ‘““If we don't—"

“ Hush, boys!”’” murmured the guv’nor,
from ahead.

And we hushed.

It was lucky we did, as it happered.
For the trecs suddenly came to an end,
and we saw bhefore us a wide, unduloting
stretch of moorland. The glooam of the
nicht seomed almost bright after the
‘blackness of the wood.

Quite near us, on a little rise, stood an
old rmined building.

‘“By Jove! The old ruined mill!”
whispered Sir Montie.

I could see it was¢*a mill, now. But
my attention was attracted by something
clse. A narrow road ran close to the
mill, and there, against the building.
stood—a closed motor-car !

There were no lights on 1t, and T only
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recocnised it because I had been looking
for somcthing of the sort. The men, it
was clear, had left the car there while
they went through the wood. I suspected
that they had intended raiding the school
itsclf, but had been saved the trcuble.
Or they may only have been scouting.
Anvhow, by a stroke of chance, they had
captured their man.

Then I saw three dim figures aga’nst
the mill—the two men and Farman! IHe
was being forced towards the car! Truly,
we had only arrived in the nick of time!
Another five minutes and the scoundreis
would have completely vanished!

“This is lucky!?’ murmured Neclson
I.oo—** very lucky!”’

“What's to be done, guv'—sir?’ 1
asked excitedly, nearly making a bluomer
in my cagerness. The others were too
excited to notice my slip. They would
have bcen astonished i1f they had heard
me address Mr. Alvington as “ guv nor !

I saw Lee fetch out his automatic—
cven now, at St I'rank’s, the guv'nor
always carried his revovler. |

“We must deliver a surprise attack,”
he said softly. * You boys had hketter
remain in the rcar—leave the worl: to

me——"’

““ Oh. T say, sir!”’ protested Hand{orth,,
““* We waht to have a hand in 1t!”’

‘“ Begad! I should think so!” said
Tregellis-West. “ We're dyin’ for a scrap,
siv. We ain’t afraid. We'll do our Lit.”

‘““ Very well—but be careful!”” muttered
Loe. ¢ Now—come on!”’

As he spoke he pelted across the inter-
vening space. A surprise attack was the
only course open to us. I and the other
juniors followed hard on Nelson IL.ec’s
heels. We simply flew over the grass.

We got to within twenty yards lefore
onr presence was discovered.

Then came a sudden, furious cry.

“ Quick, Ling—somebody is cominy!

v

came a husky voice. ‘ Quick, mant! I
guess we'll need to hustle!”
But hustling was no good—then. Wa

were upon the blighters. |

Nelson Lec made straight for the taller
of the two men. Justin B. Farman, with
bound hands, was released, and he fell to
the ground. Something flashed in the
bigger man’s hand. It was a revoiver!

But, in a second, the guv’nor’s fist went
up, and the wecapon went flying harm-
lessly away. The next second Lee and
the stranger were fighting furiously.

The “smaller man fonnd himself facing

LEE LIDBDRARY
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me. Then I caught a terrific zhack; so
agreat a shock, indeed, that T was in-
capable of action for a second.

The second was—a Chinaman!

Instantly there flashed into my head the
remembrance of the dreaded Wu Chang
Tong—the fearful, murderous Chinese
secret society which had sworn to kill
Neison Lee pnd L

Was this man, this Chince, a member
of the Tong?

Had our secret been discovered?

I had no time to think further: my wits
had returned, and I attacked with great
energy. But the Chinaman was like a
bunch of live wires. ‘Ho wriggled and
squirmed amazingly. Tregellis-West and
Handforth piled on to him, but he es-
caped. Then we all attacked togcther.

Misfortune overtook us.

Handforth—quite accidentally—-slipped,
and went down. Sir Montie 1ripped cver
him, and Watson tripped over Sir Montie.
Confusion reigned. I was down, too, for
1 kad been rushing forward.

When I scrambled up, bellowing, the
Chinaman was running like the wind
towards the motor-car. He had already
reached the road. The three Removites
were on the ground, in a struggling heap.

1 looked across at Nelson Lec.

He was still fighting furiously with the
big stranger. And, as I looked, the man
abruptly fled. He flew down towar:ls the
car: he had apparently. seen his Chiresc
companion’s sudden move. The engine
of {he automobile was running, and it
now raced. The Chinee was at the wheel.

Nelsor. Liee was rushing after his man,
and 1 started running, too. ‘I'repellis-

| West and the others hadn’t sorted them-

selves out. The whole affair was over in
less than a minute.

The guv'nor would undoubtedly have
spoilt the game but for an unforeseen cir-
cumstance. The racing man suddenly
twisted round, picked something up, and
threw it. Then Nelson Lee went down
in a heap. |

““ Great Scott!”’ T gasped.

I swerved aside, and pclted to the
guv’nor. When I got to-him he was sit-
ting up. The man had thrown a large
stone, and it had struck the detective
clean on the right knee-cap, sendigg him
fiving.

““ Are you hurt, sir?”’ I asked anxiously.

‘““ A bruise, Nipper!” murmured Lee,
under his breath. ‘‘'Pon my soul! . Look

et
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there! The hounds have got away —we
can’t stop them now!”

_ The motor-car was moving, and gather-
ing speed rapidly. In less ihan twenty
seconds it had almost disappeared ivto the
gloom. -

“But we’ve got Farman, sir,” I said
triumphantly.

‘“ Yes—we have rescued the pcor bay,”
replied Lee.” ‘“And that is the main
thing. How infernally unfortunase!”

Handforth and the others rushed up.

“ Hurt, sir?”’ asked Tregellis-West con-
cernedly.

“ Not much, my boy,” sm:led Mr. Al-
vington painfully. ‘The rascal threw a
stone at me. It struck my knee-cap, and
bowled me over.”

‘*“ They’ve escaped!” bawled Hundiorth

furiously.
“You’re wonderful, sir!” said Sir
I can’t say what I

Montie. *‘ Begad!
think! I’m gropin’ for words! Farman’s
here, sir! He’s not touched! And you
rescued him! Just think of 1it, cgear
fellows!”’ ‘ .
Justin B. Farman was standing by our
side. He had been bound previously,
and had been unable to take any hand in
the fight. But Tregellis-West and Wat-
son had freed him.
strangely subdued.

Nelson Lee got to his feet. i he motor-
car had vanished now, ard nothing cculd
be heard of it, either. The kidnappers
had escaped, and I doubted if they would
ever be traced. But their dastardly at-
téempt had failed. And they huad ecrly
escaped by a mere fluke.

Upon the whole, though, we bad every
reason to congratulate ourselves.

“1 guess I'm real obliged to you,
pards!” sald Farman, in a low voice.
‘“ Suy, that was a dandy fight—" He
paused, roalising that My, Alvington was
present. ‘‘ Thank you, sir,”” he added.
‘“ You just came in time, you know.”

‘““Pell me, Farman,” said Lee. * Do
you know who those men were?”’

“ I—I——" Thoe new junior pansed.
“T gucss I’d prefer not to speak, sir.”

‘“ Come, come, that won’t do!” said
Lee sharply.

“I’m real sorry, sit—but I can’t just
say @ thing,”’ said Farman quietly.

‘““ You silly ass!”’ roared Handforth, in
his’ impulsive ‘way. ‘ We want to- have
those rotters arrested! Do you mecan to
s#y vou know who they are—and you
won’t tell Mr. Alvington?”’

He seemad to be.
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[ “Say, I'm fixed kind of qucetly—that’s
all,” was Farman’s reply.

“Mr. Alvington rescued you—"' be-
gan Watson hotly.

“I know that, and I thank Mr. Alving-
ton with all my heart, I guess,”’ said the
American junior quietly. ‘‘ But I just
can’t say a thing. That’s all thero is to
it. I surely thought I was done for—
until I heard you getting around.”

Farman was curiously affected by the
incident. He seemed grave, and his face
was very pale. It was as though he had
received a great shock. And he was dis-
inclined to say any more.

But we were all jubilant, nevertheless.
Our little expedition had panned out very
well indeced! For, if I hadn’t conceived
the idea of going out to rescue Farman
from Fullwood and Co., he would have
been spirited clean away |

The next day the.re was .considerz;blf.»
excitement at St. Frank’s.

Excitement amongst the juniors, that is
—especially the Fossils.  Once again L
was in the limelight. Edward Oswall
Handforth was in high feather; he .was
surrounded with glory, and that suited
him to a tee.

Tregellis-West and Watson and Hand-
forth and I didn’t receive any punishment
whatever. We were highly praised in-
stcad. DBut the truth of the strange affair
didn’t come out.

Farman, for some
reason, remained silent.  And he had
learned his lesson!

And so the episode endel. Taking
cverything altogether, it had ended satis-
factorily. But why had Farman been
kidnapped? Why had he refused to
speak? He knew something—that was
certain. But he kept it to himself.

And what was his connection with Mr.
Thorne? The mystery, in a way, was
still deep. And then, both Nelson Lee
and I were somewhat worried about the
Chinaman. Was he a member of the Fu
Chang-Tong. and had we beeon_discovered
in our obscurity at St. Frank’s?

Days passed, and nothing further hap-
pened. And, at the end of a week, every-
thing was as usual. But the guv’nor and
I were still a little bit uneasy. Had the
Fu Chanes discovered us?

Only time would show.

THE END.

NEXT WEEK !—(See p. iv.)

unacecountable




30 THI: NELSON LELE LIBRARY

| GRAND NEW SERIAL—JUST STARTING !

The Boxing Sailor

A 8TORY OF THE RING AND LIFE IN THE NAVY,
By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

Bcad this first/ surface by the upheaval of the waters,

‘ToxM CRAWLEY, light-weight boxer and stoker and floated idly there amid the bubbles
aboard H.M.S, Flyer, makes his first for a moment, too exhausted and be-
public appearance ina contest with | numbed to think or move. '
Jimmy Yowl, lightning feather-weight. ]I.e ('Ollld, fee! his _hearl: thurnping
Ie wins the fight. and with the prize- | sgainst  his ribs with tremendous
money 13 able to replace his father's rapidity, and the agony ot: the coming to
torpedoed fishing smack. T'om s jealous | was almost too overpowering to bear. It
of was ouly as his body sank again, and his

Bos RANDLE—who, the lad considers, is a | mouth sucked in a rush of brine, that
‘“slackcr’—on the grounds that Bob|he realised that another effort was
seems to find favour in the eyes of needed, and began to swim.

Many TuwaITES, the pretty daughter of| He righted himself, and blinked his
Fisherman Thwaites, of whom Tom is|eyes around.
very fond, Being only a moderate swimmer, ho

FisHERMAN CRAWLRY'S smack iy chartered | knew that he was still in danger.
as a mine-sweceper, and one day is tor- | Where was  the raft? His eyes
pedoed by a German submarine in sight | searched vainly for it; but ahead of him
of land.  The crew, with the exception | he saw the German submarine. It was
of old Thomas Crawley, are cast adrift | being urged slowgr towards him.

on a raft. ‘ | ITe turned, and there floated the raft
(Now read this week's thrilling some distance from him.
instalment.) Thank Heaven, Mary and the others

weIrIo saf(? agoa}:‘d gt. 1 -
Te judged the distance, and knew that
A PILGR'%UABBSAAF?'%é GERMAN ha would never be able to swim so far,
. handicapped as he was by his soaked
D OWN, ilown into the depths of the | clothes and heavy fishing-boots; nor was

sea. tossed and turned and|he skilful swimmer enough to discard
hurled about as helpless as any | these things while in the sea.
cork. The U-boat was nearer at hand, and
IFisherman Thomas Crawley, of the|drifting closer still.  Yes, he felt that
Dors Grey, believed that this was death, | he might struggle so far, and the instinct
ior though he tried to move his arms|of self-preservation impelled him to the
and hands, he found the pressure too | effort.
sreat. : He could see the grinning seamen
His last conscious act before sinking | aboard the under-water boat staring
had been to fill his lungs with air. And|down at him, and he heard the coarse
he held his breath now until he felt the | taunts and threats they hurled at him.
blood rushing to his brain, and his veins] In his time he had sailed to German
swell to bursting. ports, and he knew sufficient -of the lan-
Only sub-consciously did he become | guage to understand.
aware, after what seemed an eternity of| *‘* Dog of an IEnglishman!” shouted
time, that he could use his arms at last; | one of the brutes.. ‘ how long will you
and at length when he opened his mouth, | take to drown 7"
unable to withstand the strain any longer, ““ Germany, not Britannia, rules. the
1t was to breathe in pure, life-restoring | seas,’” said a second.
air, and to float on the bosom of the “ Stand away there!” roared a third:
heaving sea. ‘““ for 1If you attempt to come aboard, I'll
Thomas Crawley had been flung to the ] cut you down.”
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So saying, he half drew a cutlass which
he wore at his side, and his devilish smile
told the rest.

- But Fisherman Thomas Crawley swam
on, because this was his only hope.

Already he felt his strength failing
him, and his heavy clothing dragging
him down. |

Nearer and necarer the U-boat driftéd,
until i1t was but a few strokes away, and
the desperate skipper of the luckless Dora
Grey, with a last effort, reached her, and
scraped her iron sides with his finger-
nails as he vainly endeavoured to secure

a hold.

The taunts and threats swelled in
volume now. Menacing faces leeYed
down upon him. He raised his fine, old
head and looked at his enemies.

Were they men or devils? Was it
such sport to them to see a harinless
mariner drown?

As he felt the end draw nearer, he re-
doubled his efforts, and somehow man-
aged as the water lifted him to grasp hold
“of the rail which ran along each side of
the submarine.

Firmly his fingers grasped 1t,. and he
hung there as the sea sunk down again,
thankful for the momentary respite.

One of the German officers issued a

command. -
- What did he say? What did he mean?
Murder, surely, for one of the seamen
sprang forward, and raising his nailed
boot, stamped cruelly upon the clinging
hands. S
. A low cry burst from Thomas.Crawley’s
lips, as the skin was torn and the bloeod
started forth.
‘“ You inhuman dog!”’ he cried; and,

in spite of his agony, he held on.

Fierce imprecations burst from the lips
of those aboard the raft, mingled with
a girl’s despairing cry, as they saw what
happened.

Riley, in his blind, impotent- rage,
hurled himself into the sea, as if he
would swim to the rescue. Poor fellow!
The action merely showed the splendid

-—

stuff he was made of. It was useless, |

however even ill-advised.
" “Drown, drown, you British sea-dog !’

snarled the Hun who sta'mged. “ This is |

a German’s vengeance——

"The words were still upon his lips, and
his cruel foot was raised to strike again,
when the officer in command of the sub-
marine sprang towards him with flash-

Jrawley,
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ing eyes, and, swinging his right arm,
delivered a punch upon the angle of the
monster’s jaw which dropped him head-
long to the iron deck.

The words in German which accom-
panied the blow were lost to Thomas
but even 1n that terrible
moment, when he believed that his life

‘must end, he thanked God that there

!

T

J

were some Huns who could behave like
decent men. .

And then, to his astonishment, the
commander, bending over him, seized his
hands, and, with a reassuring smile,
hauled him up on to the safe deck, and
held him there.

‘“ Surrender yourself my prisoner,”’ he
cried, ‘‘ and I will take you back to Ger-
many with me—"> | '

To become a prisoner ol war was almost
a3 bad as death, and Thomas Crawley
hesitated.

He turned his anxious eyes upon the
raft, and as he did so he saw Bill Riley,
Jerry Morgan, Sam the boy, and Mary,
who stood with her hands clasped, watci;-
img with bated breath. @ The moment
they realised that Thomas Crawley had
been saved a ringing cheer came ‘echoing
towards the submarine.

The U-boat commander’s humane act
received an almost instant reward.

Thomas Crawley waved his hands to
then.

‘ Good-bve, my lass,”” he shouted.
“ Good-bye, my lads. We may never see
each other again; but if the sea keeps
calm, you ought to be picked up soon.”

The U-boat commander now sternly
ordered the seamen below. He swung

| round haughtily on the gallant fisher-

man. |
“You must go down into the ship,”
he said, with a meaning and explana-
tory gesture. ““ You are my prisoner. I
count apon you offering no resistance,
or— |
At that moment a loud, strident cry
in German caused the commander of the
submarine to start and turn kis face to-
wards the north. T
As he did so a string of angry oaths
issued from his lips, intersected with com-
mands. .
Down the iroun ladder tumbled the
U-boat’s crew, and Thomas Crawley,
sweeping the seas with his eager eyes
for the source of the unrest, observed a
long, rakish, pgrey-painted war-craft
speeding towavds them like the wind.



12 fHE

Het srole stackes were 20 low as to be
almont invisibie. The state of the atmo-
te had prevented the lnok out on the
bt from  packing het up before,
Only whan the noise of her dngines and
the fountaine of water turned from her
prnw comld be heard and seen had ‘h"’
takeve alarm.

There she was, & new type of British
rhaset and destroyer beyond a doubd,
arel to Thomas Crawley's lipe there
leapt o vy of pride and triumph,

“ Britannia for ever!” he ealled. hia
- ningng like & trumpet. ' Ratan-
via for .ever! BRrilannia  vules the
waree!

As he spoke & lams leapt from the hull
tf the chasing veasel. and a pufl of
wnoke made ttrelfl viaible even a2 the
beam of %oe ﬂ.ﬂ!\ and jhe fall nf the
sholl she hurded into the water tuld all
alw-nlld the U7 99 that she was 10 dire
prenl.

Thomas (‘rawley lrapt to the side of
the venael, iIntending to dive into the sea
arud takn has charee, hut the strong harud
ol the Hun commander pripgod him.

“You ate my prisonet.” ho cried
sernly. " It would mean cortain denth
if you lapt overboard. Down into the
hold  We are going to submerge."’

Aunther shot, and yet another, rang
fram the hull of the Rrilish warahig‘, and
Thomas Crawloy, laughing hike a happy
child, remembeoring his tact submrsion
to the will of the snemy, alipped In to
the iron ladder, and droppe) down into
the bold of the submarne.

After him leapt the Hun officer, is
suing commands as ho came.

The iron nmanhole or hatchway was
vanged to and the screw-bolis tightened,

anid the levers wrenched into place.

'\\'j‘lh l‘l:imbblng'.m ines p:::!m t!:a MIIE
of oil, and a peculiarly un it sroe
the U boat dived below the surface. even
as a porpoise divos

Down she, plunged swiltly, but none
too soon, (or shells beat upon the waler,
and drove into it

Bhe was not one second too soon.

Trembling 1 evory plate and bolt,
rivet and stanchion, she plunged deep
down into the m-«‘«vw yol.

Through her plates the water perco-
lated silently, ever and ever w0 J:wly.
to hang in ghstening upon the par.
tially iron and drop upon the
crow as they worked in the stifling hold.

Bilonce gripped the men, the silence of
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fewe. A\ minute pasged, twe, five, ten—
hlteen minutes, and then, with a laugh
of volief, the U-boat officer cried:
“Ivs all right, comrades. We have
meen her the slip. We are safe!”

Yer, they had ocscaped the deadly
menace of the British ship of justice, for

which Thomas Crawley was profoundly
rorey, lor he would wi Iiuglb ave given
his hie to have had the U-beoat sunk.

And as she ploughed her way through
the silenit middle of the deep to Germany
she bore the resigned and ill-fated fisher-
man of Weathersea with her to cap-

tivity.
F the Dora Grey, events had
pened so swiftly, and there had

bheenv such peril of death, that none of

those aboard the raft had time to think of

srvything but themselves.

"_&w rd an{. one of them know that
skipper, Thomas Crawley, was not
them until theL grew calmer and

locked arpund with cleared vision.

It was then that Mary Thwaites
realised that her uncle had not joined
them, then that she saw him swimming
helplessly some distance away, with the
T-im hutt of the low-lying submarine
driftang near.

She called out to him, screamed when
he caught hold of the rail as the surge ot
the wave threw him upwards. She
u‘r:ﬂ\ed again, with her hand pressed
to .etill the beating of her heart as the
brutsl Hun seaman tried to stamp his
ha AWAY.

And then—then she saw bim drawn
clear of the water and safe upon Rer
narrow deck.

How thankful she was, though still she
fe that the brave fisherman would be
slaing by bis brutal enemiee.

Thon she heard the mate Riley utter
a loyd cheer, and saw him pointing with
shaking finger into the northern sea.

‘“ Look! lLook!' he shouted. “ It's a
destyoyer—one Uf ours! He's saved!
We're all saved, and the cursed sub-
marine will be driven to the bottom!
Hurrah! Hurrah!”’

The others cheered, too, and looked on
with wild eyes.

_ Then the first shell was fired, and burst
in the sea perilously close to the sub-

-

PICKED UP|

ROM the moment ol the submarine
attack until after the sinkini of
ap-
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marine.
Riey. * They've got her!”

Afother shell came hurtling across the
waves, and a third.

Mary saw Thomas Crawley hustled inte
the hold of the U-boat, saw the men and
their uffieer scramble after, and the iron
hatchway slam down. -

Then came the porpoise-dive; and s

second or so later there was only the fshavec

¥

&

“ They’'ve got her!” shoutedfeager hands were stretched out to them

and ropes thrown.

The raft scraped her iron hull. Mary
Thwaites was drawn ‘aboard her. The
boy Sam followed, then the othérs in
turn. The dripping survivors of tke

qua Grey were conducted to where the
slugper ot the destroyer stood. '

tfpicnl naval officer he was, clean-
, copper-bronzed, with clear blue

swirling of the waters to show that thufeyes that stared out piercingly from

U-boat had been.
Still the shells burst, and then the

destrayer pessed right over the place) f

where the submarine had vanished.

Had she been sunk?

“1 eun see bubbles there! Look at
’em! Look at 'em! Bubbles—and oil,
too !’ cried Riley, pointing. ** 8ce there!
See there !’

There was froth and foam, and oil, it
scemed, and certainly bubbles. Baut did
it mean that the U-boat had been sunk”

Mary, with clasped hands, prayed that
it mu’ﬁt not be. |
“ Why not!” howled the boy Sag

almost e'realzﬁ staring at her with savgge{
9 .

eyes, * Did she 'ave any mercy on us
** No,”” anawered Mary gently. * Noy
Sam; but Thomas Crawley would have

gne to his death with her, and 1 ant

ping that he’s alive.”

_The boy hadn’t looked at it in that
light. Has face changed colour, and he
trembled. |

_ ** Poor old skipper!” he blubbed, draw:
ing his sleeve across his momt eyes
‘** Poor old Thomas Crawley ! o
Riley groaned. . el
*“ I¥’s cruel luck!” he moaned. ‘' But
the devils will have to pay for it! Ger-
many’'s got to be beaten N\ her knees.
I'm no landsman, but I'll join the Army
to avenge him, if they'll have m> in thie
fighting units.” - |
He stood with fists clenched whilst the
raft rocked, staring wide-eyed in franj
The destroyer had by this time ‘swun
round, and was steaming slowly towdrde
them. .
Lucky for them, perhaps, it was she
was so near, for'the sea was rising and
the wind freshening. The raft rocked
heavily, and water broke over her frai
All trace of other craft neer
d vanished.
The frail foat could not have kept thom
up much longer. Already the cross pieces

timber were breaking asl.rt.' *
The destroyer came alongside, and

| deadly

under beetle eyecbrows.

He asked for particulars of the sinking
the tishing-boat. He had not witnessed
the tragedy of the sea, though he’d heard

| the exl)losion of the torpedo, and had

guessed the rest.

Riley fold the story of the sinking in
graphic sentences an?simple words.

‘“ What port de you belong to?’’ asked
the commander of the destroyer.

“ Weathersea, sir.”

“ Weathersea. Can’t put you ashore
there. But T'll lund you at Borrowmouth.
It's not a long journey. Are you all

here?”’
“ No, sir. The skipper was taken
the submarine.”

“ What? Went down with the U-
boat?”

“ Yes, sir.”

The officer directed his eyes at the
heaving sea, and shook his head.

_ Mary leant forward, eyeing him timidiy.

““ Do you think he 1s drowned? Ihd
you sink the U-boat, sir?’’ she faltered.
“ I'm sorry to say I didn’t,”

e reglied.
1% But it takes a bit of the sting off my
‘failure to think that the life of a brave

fisherrnan may have been saved.”’

*“* Then they won’t kil him, sir?” *
.“No. They'll not kill him. Yf the
submarine is lucky, it will get safely back
to port, and your skipper will be im-
prisoned there.”

Instantly the drawn and haggard ex-
pressior of Mary’s face gave place $o a
calmer lqok. - Thomas Crawley would be
made a prisoner of war. He would be
out of the straih and horror of the
U-boat warfare. and at peace for
a while. And when the war was over,
he would come back home to Weathersea.

Mary, in spite of her courage and her
strength, was but a woman, ard somehow
she found comfort in the thought.

A minute later the destroyer was speed-
ing enward at half-speed, with her wire-
Jess cracking as messages were given and
recetved.

“ (Ta be contihued.)y :
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