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ONE PENNY,

(FINCORPORATINGQ THE ‘‘BOYS8' REALM.”)

»

of several months.

House of St. F'rank’s.

AUTHOR'S NOTE.

Nelson Lee and Nipper are at St. Frank's College for ¢ period
Having incurred the hatred of the F'u Chanyg |
Tong, a murderous Chinese Secret Society, Nelson Lee and
Nipper have been forced to adopt new identities uniil the time of
peril has passed. Nelson Lee 13 a Housemaster, und Nipper a |
junior schoolboy. Nipper himself writes of the events which took
place during his life as a member of the Remove in the Anciert |

el

CHAPTER L

IN WHICH I DESCRIBE HOW ALL THE
TROUBLE STARTED.

Mr. Crowell uttered that shorp
remark in an irritable, angry
tone. I looked up from my work

for a moment. I wasn’t the culprit, and
I fancied that the murmur of voices had
come fromn the corner of the Removo
Form-room occupied by Fullwood & Co.,
the Nuts of St. Frank’s.

“ If there 18 any more talking, I shall
punish the offenders severely,’” said Mr.
Crowell tartly. “ I will have silence in
my class. IFullwood, sit up straight! I
have told you more than once that I
detest lounging!”’

Ralph Leslie Fullwood sat up, with a
grunt, and the Remove settled to work
again.

Mr. Crowell, our esteemed Form-
master, was in a bad temper that after-
noon. Perhaps the heat affected him.
The blinds were down, bui the windows
were open. The blazing sunshine was
streaming down upon tie old Triangle
outside, and ths Form-room was hot and
stufry.

Y—that 1s Dick Bennczit, otherwise
known as Nipper—was quite contented,

g SOM]"‘.-B()DY is speaking!”

riott and Noys, of Study G.

however. The work of the Remove was
casy enough for me. Since the arrival
of Nelson Lee and myself at the great
school, we had led a lazy. easy life.
After the strenuous strain of detective
work, our days at St. Irank’s were just
one continuous holiday.

Not a soul at St. Frank's excepting
the headmaster himself knew that ¢ Mr.
Alvington ”  was Nelsonn Lee or that
““Dick Bennett' was Nipper. Our
identities were completely hidden, and
for the time we were master and pupil.

I had been getting on famously in the
Remove. I was captain of the Ancient
House Remove already, having licked
Fullwood in a memorable fight behind
the gym. FFullwood's power had cbbed
congiderably, and the . Nuts of St. Frank’s
no longer swayed junior opinion in the
Ancient House.

Naturally IFullwood and his pals were
sore, and they hated e like poison; but
I much preferred their hatred to their
friendship, for they were young black-
guards, every one of them. The Nuts
consisted of Fullwood and Gulliver and
Bell, of Study A, and Merrell and Mar-
Merrell
& Co. were just a shade less disreputable
than Fullwood & Co., but only a shade.
They were all tarred with the same
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brush.
rottera. .

When [ had come to St. Frank’s, I had
found thea Ancient House 1n a disgracefnl
state. The College House was clean and
decent, but the Ancient House had been
rapidlv going *‘ to seed.”” The Junior
.H'Juml especially was in a bad condition.
This was Em'auae Mr. Thorne, the House-
master, had favoured Fullwood & Co.,
and had winked at their many shady
doimgs. Fullwood had been the self-con-
stituted leader pf the Foassils, as the
Ancient Honse juniors were called. In
the Collrge House the juniors, known as
Monks, were under the leadership of a
first-class fellow named Bob Christine,
And consequently the College House led
the way 1n all things.

I had lost no time in making an altera-
tion, and now, only a week or two after
my arrival, the Fossils were forging into
line with the Monks. Bob Christine &
Co. were beginning to realise that tho
Ancient House would soon be a formid-
able rival.

The St. Frank’s Junior Cricket Eleven
wis composed entirely of College Honso
Removites, except when an extra man
was wanted.  Then, perhaps, “Fregeliis-
West, or Watzon, or Hubbard would be
included in the team. Tregellis-West
and Watson were my own study mates,
and they were good chaps, both.

For some little time now I had bLeen
getting an Eleven together of my own—
an Ancient House Eleven, and the fellows
were shaping splendidly. A new hoy,
named Justin B. Farman, an American
was a miracle at bowling, and he would
be a tower cof strength to the new
Eleven.

Farman was an easy-going, good-tem-
pered juntor, and he had come from
California. He spoke in a rough-and-
ready mauner as a rule, and he was popu-
lar; but his weak, easy nature had
landed him into several holes already.
Farman was the son of a millionaire, and
he always had piles of money.

Fullwood & Co. had attempted to
‘ take up ” Farman, to make him a men-
ber of the select order of Nuts, and at
first Farman had almost succumbed. He
had even broken bounds on his frst night
at St. Irank’s, persuaded by the rascally
Fullwood. But 1 had taken a hand, and
Farman was now on hs guard. Hoe
would have nothing to do with the Nuts.
And the Nuts, in consequence, were \ery
bitter aguinsl him. “They hated hin

They were all smoky, gamblingr

‘got to the buttom of the business.

nearly as much as they hated me, and
that worried Farman more than a little, -
for he was painfully -anxious to bhe on
good terms with everybody.

Ralph I.eslie Fullwood was still hopeful
of gathering Farman into the fold. Ha
still affected friendship for the new l.oy.
But on that first night the American
junior had learned a lesson.

He had been kidnapped by two strange
men—an American and a Chinaman.
Nelson Lee and I and some other fellows
had rescued Farman, but the two stran-
gers had cscaped; and Farman had re-
fused to say a word, although he obvi-
ously knew a lot. His queer reticenco
was mysterious. It was all the more
mysterious because of an incident which
had occurred at the school j;ust previons
to the arrival of Nelson Lee and myself.

Mr. Thorne, the Housemaster of tho
Ancient House, had been forced down to
a cave 1n Caistowe Bay, three miles
away, and had been left there by ~two
men. Lee had discovered him in a- bad
state, and Mr. Thorne was still In a
nursing-home, and he was still unable to

‘give ‘any details of the strange affair.

The unfortunate Housemaster had only
muttered the name ¢ Justin Farman ' ;
nothing more could be got out of him.
And then the American boy had arrived,
only to be attacked by night by two un-
Known men. _

But the incident was over and done
with now, and most of the fellows had
forgotten it. - But the guv’nor and I had
not forgotten. We were both anxious to.
It was,
no good questioning Farman, for he
-wouldn’t say anything.

I glanced over at him as we sat in the
‘hot Form-room. He was working indus-
triously, and his sunny, rugged fuce was
earnest. And just then a tiny, trivial
incident occurred which was to lead to
the most astounding conhsequences.

Teddy Long sat next to IFarman, ond:
Loug was the sneak of the Remove. Hou.
wasn't long by any means, although his
nickname was ‘“ Lanky.” Teddy lL.dng
was a squat, snub-nosed junior, with a
water-mark round his neck and an inky
collar.  He was always untidy, and ha
was undoubtedly the laziest fellow in the
Remove.

As I looked across the .Form-room, I
saw Long bend over towards Farman.
They weren’t far from me, and I hcard
Long's whisper. A P T
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“1 say, Farman, how do i,'ou spell
*adequate '?"’ he asked anxiously. |

“ Guess you’d best be quiet now,”
whispered Farman. .

.4 0Oh, don’t be an ass, you know!”’
proﬂested Iong. ‘I must know how to
spell.”’

Mr. Crowell looked up sharply. -

“ Talking again!”’ he rapped
“ Who was speaking?"’

Silence.

“ The boy who was speaking will stand
up!” said Mr. Crowell angrily.

Justin B. Farman looked a little un-
comfortable, He had been talking, it
was true, but the few words he had

out.

uttered had been merely a warning to.

Long to keep quiet. Teddy Long was
shivering in his shoes.

Mr. Crowell’s eyes shifted, and his gaze
rested upon Long.

“ Were you talking, Long?"” asked the
master sharply.

‘ Pup-pup-please, sir, it—it was Far-
man !’ gasped Teddy Long.

There was a murmur from the Form.

‘“ Silence!”” rapped out Mr. Crowell.
“ Were you talking, Farman?"’

The Ameérican junior stood up, looking
flushed.

‘1 guess I said a few words, sir,” he
replied quietly. * I-—"

““ That is enough, Farman,'’ interjected
the master. ‘“ You must understand that
talking in class is forbidden. You will
write me a hundred lines. Had the
offonce been committed by any other boy
I should have caned him. You may sit
down.”’ | '

But Farman remained standing.

““If that's the case, sir, I guess I'd
hhike to be caned,”” he said. “ I ain’t
hankering to be favoured any.”’

Mr. Crowell frowned.

““ Your speech is not only lacking in
refinemcent, Farman, it 13 positizely
coarse,”’ he said. ¢ Writing lines will
be of more service to you than a caning.
Sit down! . And if -there i3 any rmore
talking the whole Form will be

detained'”’

Farman sat down, and he bestowed an
angry glare upon the grinning Long, for
the sneak of the Remove was hugely

leased with himself. He considered that

e had escaped punishment very neatly.

There were 'a lot of other fellows glar-
ing, too. Handforth, of Study D, looked

as though he could eat somebody. Sneak-|
ing in the Form-room was regarded as a

|

I yawned.

.asked.

3

crime, and Long had sneaked in the most
bare-faced manner. More, he had hHeen
the culprit himself.

Farman recsented the young bounder’z
action, I could see; but he showed no
sign except for that one cloquent glarc.

The Remove was very silent during the
remainder of afternoon lessons.

When dismissal-time came, most of the
fellows had forgotten the little incident,
and Teddy Long scuttled off hurriedly.
Apparently he hadn’t foryotten, and he
feared Iarman’s wrath.

But the good-natured American junior
was smiling now. He came out into the
lobby with Canham and Owen major,
his study-mates.  Fullwood bore down
upon him. Fullwood was looking as
sweet as honey, and his eyeglass was in
his eye.

“Comin’ to tea, Farmnan, old chap
he asked cordially.

I was just going off
West, but 1 paused.

“ At 1t again!”

AL

Tregelhs-

“ Full-

with

I muttered.

1 wood seems determined to drag IFFarmar,

into his rotten circle. Hold on, Montie!”
Sir Lancelot Montgomery Tregeliis-

West held on.
‘“ Anythin’ you like, old boy,” he
‘““ Dear Fullwood 13 persistent.
He's a sticker, begad. Surprisin’ what
lurin’ properties money has—what? JKar-
man’s seethin’ with money, you know.
He fairly wallows in it. An’ the genial
Fullwood wants some of it. Ain’t 1t dis-
gustin’?"’

I was cquite prepared to ohip in if
necessary, but, as it happened, my chip-
ping-in wasn’t necessary at all. Justin
B. Farman had a pretty clear idea by
this tiine that the Nut-leader’s overtures
were not sincere. And Farman was a
thoroughly decent fellow at heart.

“Am 1 coming to tea, Fullwoed?'' heo
“ Why, sure!"”

‘“ Good man!”" said Fullwood heartily.
“We've got ham and ’’

“Say, I guess vou're off-tracked,”
smiled Farman. *° You're guessin’ that
I'm toting along to your shack? I'd
smile, Fullwood. I'imn going right along
with my own pards to Study H."

“Rot! I wani you to come to tea
with me.”

“ With cigaretres and cards afterwards,

mebbe?"

IFullwood laughed.

“ Just a little sport. perhaps,” he said.
“Come on, Farman .~

“I'd be really scrry to offend you,”
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said IFarman deliberately. “ Guess I'm|
a feller who just loves to please every-
bedy. Say, if it ain’t too much trouble,
I'd like you to shift. You’re kinder £ll-
ing the passage, and I want to go.”

Ralph Leslie Fullwood scowled.

“That meuns you don’t accept my
invitation--ch?”’

“Guess you're sure as keen as a
razor,”’ said Ifarman calmly. ¢ You've]
heen trying to fix me for days, Fullwood
—fix me good ’n proper. Say, I ain’t
such an zll-fired guy. There’s sense—
hoss-sense—running around in my head,
and that hoss-sense sorter tells me that
Study A ain’t the place for a deccntH
feller.”

And Justin B. Farman calmly pushed |
past with Canham and Owen. Fullwood
was left biting his lip furiously. In very
polite language, Fullwood had been
‘“told off ” And the Removites, who
had overheard the little exchange of
words, grinned and chuckled.

“You asked for it, Fully, and yvou got
it,” grinned Hubbard.

*“ Perhaps he won't pester Farman any
more,”” 1 said. ‘I was going to put my
spoke 1n, if necessary. But Farman's
lecarning things.”’ C e -

Fullwood just glared at us and strode
off. He had been rebuffed badly, and
Fullwood didn’t forget such slights. s
dislike for Farman was e¢ven greater
now, and I could see trouble brewing.

I went out with Sir Montie into the
Triangle. We crossed to Mrs. Hake’s
little tuck-shop and laid in supplies for
tea, incidentally regaling ourselves on
lemonade and ginger-beer in the mean-
time. On such a hot afternoon the
worthy dame’s stock was exhausting 1t-
self rapidlyv—or, rather, the juniors were
exhausting 1t. |

Tommy Watson had gone straight to
Study C to prepare. As Montie and I
crosscd the Triangle back to the
entrance of the Ancient House, 1 saw
Fullwood at the window of his study. He
was talking to Teddy l.ong, who was
outside.

i

l

i

The junior studies at St. Frank’s were|

on the ground floor, directly overlooking
the Triangle. In fine weather the fellows
as a rule used the windows more chan
they did the doors as a means of egress
and mgress. This was, of course, aguiost
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"¢ Long’s telling Fullwood the latest
scandals, I expect,”” I grinned. ‘' The
gréat Nut-leader doesn’t have anything
to "do with Long unless he wants the
little sneak to do something for him,
Rats to 'em !”

‘““ Carried unanimously, dear fecllow !’
drawled Sir Montie. |

We went inside, and tea was soon on
the go In Study C. Tca was always a
merry meal in my study. Tregellis-West
and Watson were good chaps, and we
often had wvisitors. Sir Montie, being &
baronet, always had plenty of money,
and I was never short. And if cash did
run low, I had only to pop into the
Housemaster’s study, and ‘' go down *’
Nelson Lee for a fresh supply. The
fellows would have stared if they -could
have seen me demanding cash from
““ Mr. Alvington.”

After tea, Sir Montie and Tommy and
I strolled out. We lounged on the steps
of the Ancient House, discussing- cricket
and other things. Before long I wus
going down to Little Side with several
fellows, and we were going to practise.

We hadn’t been talking two minutes
before the chums of Study H appeared.
““ Whither away?’ asked Watson
cheerily. .
‘““Just a walk, my son,”’” said Owen
major. ‘‘ We’rc going to show IFarman
the beauties of Bellton Wood.”” -
““Don’t be long, then,” I said. *“ I
want you on the cricket-ground at six.”
“ Guess we'll” be right there,” smiled
Farman. ‘“Qh, say, just a minute,!
pards!’ he added. “I’'ll be needing
something from the dormitory.”

He went indoors again, and we chatted
with Owen major and Canham until he
came back. When he reappeared, he was
closing a splendid pocket-knife. He
slipped it into his pocket and smiled.

“I'd surely have been a first-class guy
if I'd forgotten my knife,”’ he said. *'‘ I'm
going to show you a few tricks in wood-
cutting, Owen, pard. Guess you'll be a’
heap interested.” ,

' What about those lines for old
Crowell 7’ grinned Tommy Watson.

““Oh, say, give 1t a rest!”’ protested
Farman, frowning a little.. “ I’ll need to
do those lines later on. Say, that was
‘surely a mean trick of Long’s. Guess I'll

the school rules, but that particular rulce
was rather lax.

“Some merry Httle plot bein’
hatched,” murmured Tregelhis-Vest.

need to kick that hoboe!?’ ™~ =
He and his two chums went off, and

they disappeared-through the big gate-.

way. Handforth came out, chewing the
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last mouthful of his tea. Church and
Mc(Clure were with him; Church and
McClure were always with him, They
were his faithful echoes in all things.

Edward Oswald Handforth ruled Study D |

with an iron hand, but his chums knew
how to manage him. Nobody else did.

. “Swank, I call it,”” Handforth was say-
ang—‘‘ rotten swank !’

“What displeases the mighty Handforth
now?’ murmured Sir Montie lazily.
# Dear boy, what is wrong 7"

‘“ Fullwood!” said Handiorth bluntly.
¢ Fullwood’s wrong !’

“ You don't say so?”’ drawled Tregellis-
"West. *‘T thought Fullwood was ajways
Tight. He says ho is—an’ he ought to
know! My mean intelligence——"

. ‘“Oh, don't rot!” growled Handforth.
4* Although you do say a sensible thing
now and again. Montie. About your in-
telligence, for example. Ain’t you heard
the latest? Fullwood and Co. have hired
& motor-car—a giddy motor-car, mind
you! Ordered 1t by ’phone from Ban-

nington, and they're going out for a
spin!"’

“ Shockin'!”’” said Montie, horror-
atruck. .

“I'm not surprised,”” I said. “1It's
only swank, as you say, Handforth. But
it's no concern of ours. If the Nuts like
to throw their money about—let ’em. It
pleases them, and it doesn’t hurt us. And
they’d better spend their money that way
than gambling in their beastly study.”

Fullwood and Co. lounged out with
beaming faces.

““I s'pose you think it’s clever—going
for motor rides?'’ sneered Handforth.

““ You'd like to come, I dare say,”’ said
FFullwood coolly.

(34 Rats !"

$¢ He's jealous!” grinned - Gulliver.
¢ Wait until the car arrives—it'll be here
in ten minutes. Handforth'll go green
when he sees it!"”

¢ Some chaps are grecen—without sce-
ing a fatheaded motor-car!” retorted
Handforth meaningly. ** Let’s hope you
turn over in a ditch!”’

Sir Montie chuckled.

““ An’ let’s hope that the ditch is full of
mud, dear boy!"’ he murmured.

£ Ha, ha, hat” _

Fullwood and Co. snorted, and were
about to walk away towards the gates
when there was a commotion within the
House. Fullwood paused, and looked
back. Then Long, of the Remove, came

pelting out. hia face red with indig.

this!" ““ Just

‘nation.

“ Look at he roared.
look at it!”

The sneak of the Remove was panting
heavily, and he waved before our evea
an Eton jacket which looked as thongh it
had been through a chaff machine. It

was tipped to rags and shreds.

“ Look at it, yvou chaps!”’ he shouted,
almost tearfully.

““Is that the latest fashion in jackets”"
asked Fullwood, jumming his monoclo
into his eye.

“ Begad!
Sir Montie.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

““There's nothing to cackle at '’ howled
Long. '‘ This jacket’'s ruined—absolutely
ruined! You can see that, can’'t you?"

“Well, it seemzs to be the worse for
wear,”” grinned Haulforth. " What
made you do that, Lanky?”’

It's a ragtime coat!” smiled

“T didn’t do 1it!" bellowed Long
“ That cad, Farman, did it!'"

I suddenly became scrious.

“What’'s that?”’ T said sharply.
“You'd better be careful of what you
say, Long. Farman didn't cut that

jacket up ——

‘“ He did, I tell vou:" shricked Lone.
nearly beside himself. *‘ Just now, up in
the dormitory! I—1 saw him. T was up
there just a minute after he’d gone out!’
He did this out of revenge.”

‘“* Revenge!" echocd Tommy Watson.

“ Yes. Because I sneaked in the Form.
room this ufternoon!” gasped Long.
““What a filthy trick ! Pretended to take
no notice of me after lessons, and then
goes and does this caddish thing !

I looked very gri.

Deliberately ripping up a fellow's
jacket was, indeed, a mean action—a

rascally trick—and if Justin B. Farman
had got his own back on Teddy Long by
such a stratagem, he would reckon with
me!

— p—

CHAPTER IL

I SALLY FORTH ON A WAR ' LIKE FRUIRAND—
AND STRANGE THINGS HAPPLN.

DWARD OSWALD HANDIFORTI!]
E snorted wrathfully.

““ Farman ripped up that coat!"’

he said. *“Wha a Dheastly

bounder! I believe in punching

fellow's nose, but to maliciously ruin =
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rnﬂd Fton rrkm behind hin back in the | caddishmeas. Thero couldw’t be any
u

imit: A Hun wouldn't do that!’ donbt about the matter; Teddy Leong
" Farman coulin't have done 8"’ said | would never have cus op his own jaeket,
Wat:on, . and the fuct that Farman had been im
Teiddy T.ong nearly choked with ax | the dormitery only a few minwtes beforve
ritement. was strikingly significand.

1 tell som Farman did do 4!"” he] On the surface Farman was genial and
paates). © Waen't he left in tho dormi- | easay going. Tt appeared, however, that,
tory five mmutea ago? Did he say what| instead of punching a fellow’s nose in a
he was going up for when he left you?' |straightforward manner, he preferred to

“No, " 1 repled. " He didn’t " ladojpd a2 mean, underhand wubterfuge.

Then [ tnu.wd suddenly, and started | To perform such an act as this, out of

* 1 say."” 1 alded,  ths looka straight | sheer spite, waa a real eye-opener.
caoangh, you know. Farman didn’t say] [ didn’t like to bcheve it of him. But
why he was going to the dormitory, but | how oould I doubs #? I sheuld give
when he camo down he was closing his| Farman a chance to explain, of course ;
tew ket knife 17 and, f he had nothing to say, well, he'd

“ Ny Comar! 80 he wan!” said Wat-| have something to feel!

-ovd, with a whistle. Without a word, I turned on my heel

" We don't know much about him,”" I'land strode across the Triangle. B
wint on. ' He scems good-tempered| - Hallo! Where are you off to!’
amd decent, bus we haven’t had time to] shouted Tommy Watson.
+et o know 'h” real t‘hflrl(?tﬂ'. ‘ny *I"'m Uoin‘ to Aind Farmn.” ) § “]ld
deve' 1t he did actoally slit up——-’ back, without pausing. '‘ I'H be back

"™ howled long  funously. | again before six. You chaps had better
“ There's no f sbout 8, you ailly ass'| get Jown to Little Side. Fﬂ deal with
Farman did do 8! Tf he didn’t, whol Farman. And keep that little rotter's
vind” You doun’t think 1 ruimed my own | tongue stillt”
clobdwr, Jo you? [t's my best jackot,| [ heard a snort frem Teddy Long, bud

town ' ol then 1 paseed out through the gatewa
“ Awnfully hard lines!” grimed Full-{and struck off throagh Bellton Wood.

wowl unfeelingly. waan’t exactly sure which part of the
“The heast'll have to pay for it 1| wood the chums of Study lf hal made

know that' weut on Long. '‘'I've ajfor.
sonl nund to go to the Housemaster] 8o, after a bit, I jumped up on to one
aormicht away——"’ of the high banks oi the Jane and looked
I tuened to Toddy Yong Rorcely. acrore the meadows. The waood waa
" You won't do anything of the sort !’ | dense and thick, and for a certain dis-
I smappesi. * You're not going to sneak, | tance it bordered the road. But it could
voa hittle worm ! Farman hae got plenty | be reached also by erossing the meadows.
of money, and I'll make him pay the|] 1 saw the three Removites almost at
darsiagee Il make hun sid up, "t once. They emerged from behind a
% thradhin' is o good, h\'nny. dear | olump of bushes near the wood, and
(. How." <anl Sir Montie. ** Even Full-]quite close to the rondway—nut the road-
wooul would deaw the line at rippin’ up | way which led to the village. Just at
a {elhow's jacket. Fu.lh:'f)ml's capable of tlnt"imim there was a side lane which

all sets of rascality~ - joined the main Bannington Road half
“You ully dkt!” roarcd Fullwood]a mile further on. That lane saved tho
anzeily. fellows goinz through the village when

“Dop't odart rowing now.” [ oot in. | they wanted to get to Bannington.
“ Fhie thinge e seriows, and w's up to me] 1 «tood for a moment watching. My .
tev putnab the offender without deiay. [brow was coutracted, and my eyes
I'm going to hird Farman, and 'm going { gleamed.  As a matter of fact, T was

to give him the hiding of his life.” thundering wild; I was far angrer with
* That's right --smash bim!' chortled} Farman than I had ever beon with Full-
Gulhver. wood and Co. For ] ex rascality

For once (julliver’'s advice was good. | from the Nuts of St. Frank’s, but I didn’t
1 certunly meant to smash Justin B n&:: N from the new American jumior.
Farman. | was furious. [ had never n major and Canham were dodging

thyught Farman cepable ¢f puch uMer in a most erralic fashion,, while.
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Farman stood looking on. Presently the
former two dived straight into the wood,
and disappeared. Then I realised that
they had been chasing a particularly
clusive butterfly.

I hurried forward. This was a good
opportunity of sepeaking to Farman
alone, Apparently he took no interest in
butterflies, for he sat down on the bauk
and idly whittled a piece of stick.

But I had hardly moved forward a
couple of vards before a most cxtraordi-
nary thing happened. The whele extent
of the mieadow separated me from Ifar-
man. [ had a vague notion that a
motor-car was buzzing somewhere bekind
me., and I subconsciously realised that
Fullwood an'l Co. had started off on their
jaurt.  Their hired ear must have ar-
rived immediately after my departure,

But there was nothine extraordinary in

that. The amazing tTling happened to
Farman himself. Quite suddenly two
men burst through the hedge behind

him, and dragged him backwards'

I stood stock still.

Instantly a Aood of thoughts crowded
throuzh my mind. Justin B. Farman
was being attacked by two strangers!
Obviously, they were the same two men
who had attempted to kidnap him only a
week previously! But, on that occasion,
they had done their work by night. Now,
apparently in desperation, they had
seized a sudden opportunity, and had
acted agmin,

I rushed to the rescue; but, as usually
happens in such cases, disaster overtook
me. My foot caught in a hole, and T fell
headlong, knocking every ounce of wind
out of myself. For quite a minute I lay
on the ground in dire agony.

Then, when I looked up, I heard the
sound of a motor-car down the lanc; it
seemed to :ne as though the automobile
was taking the short cut to the Bannin?-
ton Road. Farman’s attacker apparently
heard the sound, tou

For, as I rose to my feet, I saw thewn
both turn scared faces in the direction of
the road. Then, with one accord they
dashed away and plunged into the depths
of the wood. I knew, in a moment, that
they had been frightened by the uncx-
pected approach of the car—which, pass-
ing along that lane, would be upon the
scoundrels in next to no time. They had
not reckoned on such an interruption, and
did not think it worth while to remain
on the spot, and court capture.

7

Accordingly, they had abandoned their
victim, leaving him {ying upon the graas
beside the road. 1 rcached the spot very
quickly, and with my heart beating fast.
Justin B. Farman was huddled on the
erass, still and silent.

I knew that he had struggled—that he
had attempted to break away from his
would-be captors. And they, rcsenting
his attitude, had dealt drastically with
nim. It had been their intention to drap
Farman into the wood. where they would
have been lost. But this idea had becn
rendered incapable of fulﬁiment because
of the rapid approach of the motor-car.

And it was rot the unknown scoundreis
who were caught with Farman—it was
me'! At the moment I was altogether
too concerned to realise the significance
of the fact. I just rushed forward im-
pulsively, and bent over Farman.

He was lying quite still, and his face
was in a shocking condition. It was only
too plain that some heavy instrument
had crashed right upon his forehead. An
ominous bruisec showed there, and the
skin was cut.

‘“ Farman!"' I cxclaimed huskily.

| He didn’t answer, but his eyes opened

for a second.
““*The scoundrels!”’ I panted hotly.
““ They—thcy might have killed him!”
My gaze resterdl upon a stout piece of

stick which lay close beside the nearly
unconscious junior. It was a cudgel
made from a thick chunk of heavy beech-
wood, and there were a couple of ugly
knots on the fat end of it.

I picked it up mechanically.

I suppose, just at that second, my atti-
tude must have been very sinister.

_J ustir B. Farman was lyving on the grass,

face upwards; and I was bending over
him with a weapon in my hand. And I
had left St. Frank's with the avowed

intention of smashing Farman'!
Such a piece of circumstantial evidence

Fis by no means uncommon; the guv’'nor

and I had come across such cases many a
time. But this was the very first occa-
sion on which I had been the victim of
a terrible misunderstanding.

For. even #23 I bent over the injured
boy. a big motor-car glided round tho
bend and came into full view. For a
moment I didn’t turn, for I had again
seen a sign of life in Farman. But he

juit shifted a trifle, and groaned. _
Then T heard a sudden cry—in Gulli-
ver's voice.
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““ Great Scott! Look there! Bennett’s
knocked that kid down with a stick!”
roared Gulliver. ‘‘ The frightful young
scoundrel I’

I started,

The Nuts thought that I had knocked
Farman down!

I turned swiftly, and dropped the
cudgel to the grass. 'The motor-car came
to a halt, and I saw that it contained
Fullwood and Co. and their followers of

Study G—Meérrell and Marriot and
Noys.

““You've just come in time!’ I
cshouted.  ** Help me to get the poor

chap into the car, and then drive back
to the school—"’ |

** What have you done to him?"”’ panted
Fullwood, horrified.

- 1 gritted my teeth. .

* Don’t ask silly questions !’ I rapped
out. “ You dow’t think I did this, do
vou? Two scoundrels sprang upon Far-
man, and cudgelled him. I couldn’t gt
here in time to stop them, and Owen
major and Canham are fooling about
after a butterfly. Oh, here they are!’ 1
added. us Fullwood’s chums emerged
from the wood, hot, ruffled, and tri
wmphant.. .~ .. L

‘** We collared the blighter!”™ shouted
Owen cheerily.
Hallo! What’s up!
dowing here?”’

‘““ Bennett's nearly killed Farman---
that's all?”’ panted George Bell fearfully.

‘ Nearly killed—— What rot!”

Canham and Owen looked

What are you cads

very

«tartled. And the latter suddenly gave

a wild ery, and dropped down into the
vrass. He had just seen Farman, and
the Amerizan junior was a terrible sight.
The blood had strcamed down his face
now. and the rich red of it stood out in
striking contrast to the deathly pallor of
his skin.

** He's dead!’”’ gasped Owen major.

** No he’s not—only stunned,” I said
sharply. ** It’s nothing much, anyhow.
Let’s get him to the school!”

But, although Farman's injuries did
not seem terrible to me, the other juniors
were dumb yith horror for a moment. In
many of Nelson JLee’s detective cases I
hud seen men battered about far worse

than this—and perhaps I was case-hard-

ened. I bad, indeed, been several times
smashed up myself. And so ' Farman’s
injury did not appal me as it appalled the
others. -

‘“ A real beauty, too—

My attitude, however, was misunders
stood. The -fellows thought that I had
struck Farman down, and I was therefore
callous.

‘“ You fearful scoundrel!”’ panted Owen
savagely.

*“Don’t be a fool!” I snapped. *‘I
didn’t touch Farman! He was attacked
by two men while you and Canham were
chasing that butterfly. I tried to get
here 1in time, but I couldn’t manage 1t.”

Ralph Leslie Fullwvood sneered.

“We didn’t see any men!” he said
nastily.

‘“ There wern't any men, either!”’
added Merrell. *‘ It's as clear as day-
light. Why, you beast, you went out on
purpose to smash Farman! You told the
fellows you were gaing to find him——"’

‘“1 was going to lick him—that’s all!”’
I interjected angrily. “ I don’t knock
chaps down with a cudgel. Don’t jaw so
much, for goodness sake! Help me to
get the poor kid into the car!”

Fullwood grinned maliciously.

‘** Lucky thing we came along when we
did!” he sneered. ‘‘ You might have
killed Farman outright! We’re not such
1diots to accept your cock-and-bull story
of two men. You didn’t see any mei,
did you,” Owoen?’ v~ -

*“ Of course not,”’ said Owen huskily.
*“ Look here, Bennett, why don't vou
confess? 1 suppose you did it by acci-
dent ”

“I didn’t do it at all!”

*““ Lnar!” said Gulliver hotly.

I clenched my fists, but. didn’'t punch
Gulliver’s nose. After all, these fellows
weren’t so much to blame. The facts
looked terribly significant to them. No-
body but myself had seen the strangers;
and Fullwood & Co. had burst into view
just at the moment when I had been
bending over Farman.

They had heard me say that I had in-
tended punishing Farman, and the ob-
vious conclusion was that I had come
across the American juntor, and that I
had attacked him with the stick. Owen
and Canham believed the worst of me,
too. The rotten part of the whole busi-
ness was the fact that the real attackers
hadn’t been seen by a soul—except me!
And how could I expect these juniors to
take my word?

Fullwood . & Co. were by no means
sorry. They hated IFarman and they
hated me. In one stroke their bitter
cnemies were punished. Farman was in-
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jured, and I—they thought—would un-
doubtedly be sacked from St. Frank’s.
The position was a terrible one.
And the after-consequences of mis-
understanding were to prove overwhelm-
ing.

CHAPTER III.
THE FINGER OF SCORN.

T. FRANK'S 'was horrified.

S Juniors and seniors alike were
thunderstruck by the startling news
which ran through the school lLke

a gust of choking wind. Fellows stood

in groups, talking in low tones. Fags of

the Second and Third chattered excitedly,
and with bated breath. Owen minor and

Heath and Lemon, of the Third, openly

jeored at me when I appeared in the

lobby.

Sentors like Morrow and Starke and
Phillips were very stern. Even the Col-
lege House fellows could think, or talk,
of nothing else but the shocking attack
which had been made on Farman by—
Dick Bennett, of the Remove!

For St. Frank’s, as a whole, took it for
granted that I was guilty.

. The. boys were hasty and excitable;
they didn't pause to consider. The facts
all pointed to me as the culprit—and I
was condemned. .

It was a blow to me—a terrible blow.

My only consolation was the certain
knowledge that, in a very short time, I
should be vindicated. Ior, of course,
Farman would make it known, as soon as
he was able to speak, that I hadn’t
touched him.

- At the same time, it was rotten for me.
I had been popular in the Ancient House;
it was galling to realise that the boys be-
lieved so badly of me. But boys are
hasty ; they do not stop to consider.

Farman had been taken to the school in
Fullwood’s hired car, and he had been
packed straight off to the school hospital
—a little building standing by itself in
the rear of the College House.

"Nelson Lee himself (Mr. Alvington),
had taken Farman in, but the guv’nor
had not questioned me much. 1 simply
told him that Farman had been attacked
by two strangers, and that I had found
him. Fullwood had attempted to accuse
me, but the guv’'nor had curtly shut him
up.

'pThnn Farman had vanished into Ehe

| SilS.
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school hospital: anud Fullwood & Co. set
about their task of making St. Frank’s
ring with the story of the assault. Need-
less to say, Fullwood & Co. stated posi-
tively that I was the culprit.

And the finger of scorn was pointed at
me from all sides.

This was something new for me—and
the sensation was not pleasant. But I re-
mained calm and cheerful. The juniors
would take ou a different tune when they
knew the actual truth! My popularity,
now dropped to zero in less than ‘ten
minutes, would soar higher than ever—
later on.

That was a consoling thought, at all
*events. '

But  Fullwood was making hav while
the sun shone. He and his fellow-Nuts
soon spread the yarn about my brutality.
The fellows were amazed and disgusted.
How could I blame them? The story
was terribly convincing—and my own de-
| fence was terribly weak.

As soon as ever Nelson Lee had taken
the injured boy off, 1 walked indoors, and
went straight to Study C. Tregellis-
West and Watson were not there. I
glanced out of the window. Fullwood &
Co. had divided, and they were busily 1mn-
parting their news to little groups of Fos-
The Monks, too, soon heard the
story. St. Frank's was already humming.

I smiled bitterly, aud sat on the edge
of the table. -

““ This 1s a fine thing, anyhow !”" I mut-

tered. ‘‘ Accused of bashing Farman
with a cudgel! Thank goodness the

asses will know the truth before bed-time.
Farman wasn't badly hurt—he’ll be on
his feet within an hour.”

I reviewed the situation.

First of all, how did I stand -exactly?

I had stated in the hearing of several
Fossils, my intention of finding Justin B.
Farman and walloping him. The affair
of the ripped jacket of Long’s was for-
gotten now: 1t was completely over-
shadoweid by this new sensation.

Well, T had sallied forth—alone. What
an as3 I had been not to take Sir Montie
and Watson with me! But there it waas
—I hadn't. I had gone alone. Then [
had spotted the Study H trio.

(‘anhara end Owen major had gone off
into the wood—and the twu 1urking
“scoundrels had seized the chance that
Fate had placed before them. I had
dashed to the rescue, but coulan't save
-Farman in time.
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Then Fullwood's car had been heard
bx the attackers, and they had both fled.
When the Nuts arrived on tho scene 1
was alone with Farman. And Farman
was lying on the grass, his head battered,
and I held a cudgel in my fhst!

And I had left St. Frank's on purpose
to asmash the American junior!

The affair was as clear as daylight—on
the face of it.

The juniors didn’t trouble to get be-
vond tho farce; they accepted the story as
it was told to them. And I could onl
say that I hadn't done the deed.
couldn’t produce a shred of proof which
would convince the juniors of my inno-
cence,

‘“Phew! It's warm — thundering
warm!” I muttered anxiously.

1 wasn’t referring to the temperature;
1 meant the situation. I could sce my-
relf going through a pile of trouble witz-
in the next hour. After that, the truth
would come out, and the fellows would
be sorry.

And I decided that my beat plan was to
go down and mix with tho others. If I
remained skulking in the study, it would
bo assumed that I was ashamed to face
my schoolfellows.

I alippod off the odgo of the table, and
at the moment the study door opened,
and Tommy Watson and Sir Lancelot
Montgomer Tregellis-West  entered.
They were both lnoging serious. I hadn't
xseon o frown on Sir Mountie's brow be-
fore; and oven now there was a lurking
suggeation ‘of lazy urbanity about his
oyos. His pince-nez were fixed on tightly.

‘- Oh, here you are, dear fellow,” he
said Ium'.:uidl_v. ‘“We've been lookin’
for you.’

'“ Well, you've found me,”” I smiled.
‘* Heard anything about Farman?”’

Watson regarded me queerly.

‘“ Wo've heard -that Dr. Banham has
been scnt for,”” he replied, in a grim
tone. '

‘“ Phew! I didn’t.think the poor chap
was 8o badly knocked about!"”

** You ought to know, anyhow,’
Watson.

MB eyos flashed.

“Oh! 8o you think I did that rotten
thing, do you?'’ I askod bitterly.

‘“Do you deny it?"

*“ 1 suppose it’s no use denying it,’’ I

said

replied. “ You secmm to take it for
granted that I'm % ° blackguardly
ruffan—-"'

8Sir Montie quietly.
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" Ob, come off it!” interrupted
Tommmy uneasily. *‘ Hang it all, Ben-
nett, we must believe our own senses, I
suppose? Didn't you leave us at the
House steps, saying that you were going
to ind Farman—to pitch into him?”’

“1 did,” 1 said quietly.

“ And weren't you ?o:und by Fullwood
& Co. bending over Farman, with a
chunk of wood in your hand?”

“ That's true enough.” )

** Well then,” satd Watson angrily,
‘““what’s the good of denying the

thing ?”’
‘“I don’t deny it!”
“You ass! You just said—"’

““ I don't deny gotng out to find Far-

‘man, and I don’t deny that 1 was found

by the Nuts, bending over him !’ I said
smoothly. ‘‘ But I do deny striking the
poor chap. He was attacked by two men
—the two men who tried to kidnap him
a week ago. You helped to rescue him
on that occasion, so you ought to have
more sense that to believe this rotten
yarn.”’

Tommy Watson shifted his feet
easily.

“ Well?”’ 1 asked.

““ Dear fellow, we’re with you,™ said
“ Tomnry's an ass,
rou know—he is really. He doesn’t be-
ieve you struck poor Farman. We're
sure that everything is all serene. Don’t
worr"ry Benny boy. We're your pals!”

‘ nks, Montie,” I said softly.
“ And you, Tommy1?”

‘““T was a bit knocked over at first,”’
said Watson slowly.‘* But, of course, it
must .be as you say, Bennett. I'd for-
gotten about those two rotters. Farman
was attacked by somebady else—not you.
All the same it—it looks—"’

““ It looks jolly serious,’”’ I interrupted.
“T know that as well as you do, old
scout. But don’t worry. Farman’ll be
himself again, by to-morrow, at the
latest. Then the other kids will look
small. Farman’ll say who went for him."”’

Watson looked relieved.

‘““ What an ass I am!”’ he grinned.
‘“ Why, of course! Farman will say in a
tick that- you didn't hit him. Come on
downstairs, Dicky. The fellows are in
the common-room—most of ’em—and
they arec saying that you are afraid to
show your dial.” ,

“] was just geing down when you
came in,’”’ I replied. . . Y

“* Fullwood’s in his efement,” said Sir

un-
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Montie. ¢ Fullwood's in his glory, dear
boy. He's 80 pleased that he can't pull
his face straight, begad! He’s wearing

a fixed smile of happiness. Fullwood's
alwvays happy when somebody’s in
trouble.”’

We went down to the common-room.

I say ‘‘down,” although the studies
were on the ground floor. But the com-
mon-room was situated in a kind of semi-
basement, and we had to go down several
steps to get into 1t.

“Half the Remove was there; prac-
tically every Ancient House Removite to
a man. They had gathered together to
discuss the exciting affair, and Fullwood
was holding forth loudly and cheerfully.

He was being listeued to, and that
made him feel ‘“ good.”” The Nut-leader
had been quick to see that his star was
on the ascendency again, and he was
grasping this opportunity to regain
power in the Remove—and, incidentally,
to knock me off my perch. Fullwood’s
Intentions were quite sweet.

“T tell you Bennett did it!"” declared
Ralph Leslie emphatically. ¢ Isn't it as
clear as daylight” Bennett's a ruffianly
hooligan——""'

"~ “Thanks!” I said,
common-roon.

““ Oh, here he 1s,”’ sneered Gulliver.
“It's a wonder he ain't afraid to show

strolling into the
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his murderous face'
““ Rotter!”
““Yah! Hooligan!"
“ Who nearly killed Farman?”’

These, and many other similar cries
were flung at me. I bit my lip, but kept
the smile on my face. I remembered that
the juniors were sincere in their beliefs;
they really thought me guilty, and they
had good cause. |

‘“ 1 suppose Fullwood’s been jawing?"
I asked quietly.

““ He told us what happened, anyhow,’
replied Handforth. ‘‘ Fullwood's every
Kkind of a rotter—we all know that. And
so 1s Gulliver, and so 1s Bell, and so 1s
Merrell, and so—""

“ Oh, cut 1t out, you idiot!” howled
Watson. ‘‘ You don’t believe what those
rotters say, do you? You admit they’re
worms—"’

“If you want a thick ear, Watson
——" began Fullwood furiously.

“I'll take all the thick ears you can

“I

You've

give me!” said Watson disdainfully.
say that Bennett ain't guilty.
only got. Fullwood's word—"’

I

““ What
major.

““Do you think Bennctt aid it?"’

“Why, you ass, it's as plain as day!"
declared Owen major. ‘‘ Canham and I
went into the wood after a butterfly.
When we came back we found Farman
lying on the .ground, unconscious, and
Bennett standing over him——"

““ That’s no proof,” interjected Watson
tartly.

‘“ Proof enough for me!”

“ Of course there’s proof!” shouted
Fullwood. “ Any chap who believes
Bennett innocent i1s a lunatie!”

Sir Montie beamed.

‘“1I believe Bennett's
said urbanely.

“ Then you're a lunatic—a babblin’
idiot I’ said Fullwood.

“ You're awfully polite.” said Tregellis-
West, without being rutfled in the least.
‘“I beliecve in Bennett’s innocence, be-
cause I've mot cause. If it wasn’t such a
jolly fag, I'd make a specch—I would,
really !’

“CGo it, Montie!"
““ 8pecech—spcech!”

Tregellis-West sighed, and got on to a
chair.  Then he survevcd the excited
Removites through his pince-nez.

““ Dear fellows, vou're all wrong.” he
said lazily. °‘ Bennctt's as harinfess a3
a kitten. He wouldn’t knock a fellow
about. Have you forgotten that affair
eight or nine days ago? Wasn't Farman
collared by twe unknown bounders, an’

about mine?’ roared Owen

innocent !’ lLe

roxued  Watson.

carried through Bellton Wood? An’
didn’t Mr. Alvington leazi the way

through the wood, and didn't we rescue
Farman?’’

““ That’s got nothing to do with this
business!” said Fullwood angrily.

“ Dear Fullwood, you're off the rails--
you are, really!” drawled Sir Montie.
‘“ Benny went out to give IFarman a
talkin’ to. Suppose I'd gone instead?
Suppose I'd seen a couple of ruffians at-
tackin’ Farman "

‘“ Bennett attacked him!" shouted
Hubbard impaticnily.
“Did h-? That's the question—the

burnin’ question,”’ said Montie. ¢ Sup-
posin’ I saw two awful bounders goin’ for
Farman? What should 1 do? I shouid
rush to his rescue. And supposin’ those
same two awful bounders heard a motor-
car comin’ along? What would they do?
They'd slither away, dear fellows. What
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would be the result? I should be found
with Farman—alone! And, as likely as
not, I should be ass enough to pick up
the cudgel which had been used. Bennett

did that: He was an ass. But I don’t
blame him.”

Tregellis-West beamed round amiably.

And the Removites were certainly im-
pressed.

“ Well, I'm blessed il I know what to
think,”” said Handforth. ‘‘ Bennctt’s a
good sort—at least, I always thought he
was. And it doesn’t scem to fit, you
know. Bennett ain’t the chap to use a
cudgel

[Fullwood glared round angrily.

““Oh, so you're takin’ notice of this
fashion-plate—-what?’ he asked.

“ No; we're not taking any notice of
you, Fullwood !” said Watson sweetly.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“T  was talking about
West !’ roared Fullwood.

“Oh, T sce!” grinned Watson. * You
should he more explicit. You're a
fashion-plate, you know—a freak one.
That waistcoat of yours is good enough
}0 ((lln (’luty for & megaphone—it’s so giddy
cud?! '

“ Ha, ha, ha!?

** This isn’t a time for rotting !’ snarled
IFullwood. I say that Bennett’s guilty!
He's a erawling, loathsome hooligan! He
ought to be kicked out of St. Frank’s!
If he ain’t sacked, I'm going to write to
my pater to complain to the governors!

We're not gom’ to have murderers and
ruflans——"’

“ Fullwood !’

Fverybody stood stock still. Unnoticed,
Mr. Alvington had entered the common-
vocm, and he had heard most of Full-
wood’s remark And Nelson Lee, in his
grey-whiskered disguise, was looking very
stern. | |

““ Fullwood ! he repeated sharply.

“T1 didn't. know vou were here, sir!”’
said IFullwood boldlv.  ‘* Masters don’t
usually come into the junior common-
rooms  without lettin’ the fellows
know s

** Silence, you insolent boy rapped
ut the zuv’nor curtly. *“The words you
were giving utterance to were wild and
fispraceful.  You were referring, I pre-
sume, to Bennett, when you mentioned
murderers and rufhians?” |

‘“ Bennett tried to kill Farman, any-
now, sir!”’ said Fullweoa smpudently.

Nelson Lee’s eyes flashed.

Tregellis-

1
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“I will not deal with you now, Full-
wood,” ‘he said quietly. ‘ Bat if you
make any such remarks in my  hearing
again I shall take you straight bcfore the
Headimaster. As a punishment.for what
you have already said, you will writc me
five hundred lines. And you will come to
my study-before lessons in the morning.”

““ What for?’ shouted Fullwood. '

‘““To receive a caning,” replied Mr.
Alvington tartly. ‘“And remamber, Full-
woo+d, that I will rnot allow you to shout
when you address me. You appear to
think that you are a person of some im-
portance—while, as a matter of fact, you
aro merely a particularly .ignorant and
impertinent upstart !’~ ' .

Fullwood glared, but ho didn’t say
anything further.

‘T had decided that two cuts with the
cane would be sufficient, Fullwood,”” went
on the guv'nor. ‘“ Under the circum-
stances, you will receive four. And you
will bring those lines to me to-morrow
cvening. If they arc badly written, I
shall order you to write them again.”

‘“Serve him jolly well right!” whis-
pered Handforth. : -

‘“ Hear, hear!”’ | .

Ralph Leslie Fullwood scowled, and
turned his back. Nelson Lee looked ut
me, and smiled. '

‘ Bennett, you are wanted
Stafford’s study,” he said.
me."’

““Yes, sir,” I said quietly.

And we left the common-room together.
We left it in a buzz. :

in Dr.
“ Follow

CHAPTER 1V.
THE EXTRAORDINARY AITITUDE OF JUSTIN
B. FARMAN,

EI.SON LEE did not say a word
N until we were in the Head’s
study, and the door was tightly
" closed. There were two doors—
an ordinary door. and one covered with
green baize a little distance from it.
Thus the Head was completely shut off
from all school sounds. And his study

was absolutely private.

The only wccupants of the book-lined,
sombre apartment, were Nelson Lee, Dr.
Stafford, and me. Dr. Stafford knew the
actual truth about the identities of the
guv'nor and me, but nobody elsé at
St. Frank’s did. In fact, the only othek

'individual in the world+who knew the
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fruth was Sir Rupert Manderley, one of
the school governors. But I'm wrong.
I've just remembered that the guv’nor let
old Detective-Inspector Morley, of Scot-
land Yard, into the secret.
.‘““How’s Farman, sir?”’
anxiously.

Nelson Lee sat down and lit a cigar-
ette.

““Farman is not seriously hurt,
Nipper,” he replied casily, using my own
name with freedomn 1n this private
sanctum. ‘“ Dr. Banham 1is with him
now, and it seems that the only damage
13 .a bad bruise, and very slight concus-
sion.”’

““ That's good, anyhow,”” I said, with

rolicf. . ’
Stafford coughed.

I askéd

Dr.
1 am very worried—er— Bennett,"
he said. " ¢ I—=I suppose I had better call

you Bennett, since that is your name in
the school.”” The Head smiled. ‘I

haven’t quite accustomed myself to the

fact that you arc not one of my pupils
at all ”

“But I am, sir!"” I put in. “ While
I'm at St. Frank’s, I'm just a junior
schoolboy. I'm e¢njoying myself, too!
But this affair seems to have jarred
everything badly. I'm rather awkwardly
plaeed, sir.”

The Head nodded.

. *“T was speaking to Morrow a few
minutes ago,”” he said. * Morrow .tells
meo that the boys—particularly the juniors
—are openly accusing you of attacking
Farman. That is ridiculous. How can
the boys think such a thing?”’

“ Well, the facts look a bit black on tho
face. sir,”” I replied. - * You sce, I was
found with Farman just ofter the attack
—and I had the cudgel in my hand. I'd
picked it up mechanically.  You don't
¢hink I——"

‘Dr. Stafford laughed. | -

‘¢ No, no!" he exclaimed. ‘“ My dear
Jad, as if I should suspect you of com-
mitting such a decd!- Upon my soul,
what a thought! You are Mr. Nelson
Lee’s assistant—you are quite above sus-
picion !”’

““ You mustn't look so serious, young
"un,” smiled Nelson Lee. ‘“ Farmran isn’t
much hurt—you have been knocked about
far more severely on more than one occa-

sion. At the same time; the whole affair
is disagreeable. Tell us exactly what
happened.”

t you are,-sir,” I said, sitting on

¢ Righ

I3
the edue of the Heal's
thinking.  Then I saw
“ Oh, I'm sorry, sir——""

withont
smiline,

desk

him

privileged !’ said Dr. Stafford genially.

I could wll by his tone, and by the
guv'nor’'s tone, that there was very little
the matter with Justin B. Farman.  As
the guv’'nor had said, ju-t a bad kruisc.

Just for a moment 1 hesitated. [
couldn’t tell the Head about my sus-
picions regarding Farmau and the slashe:d
'Eton jacket; so I slurred o+ei that bit.

“I went to look for Furman, «r.” [
satl. “TI was a bit wild with him over
something, and I told the other fellows
that I was going to knock him into the
imiddle of ncxt week—or words to that
{effect. He had just gone out with (an-
ham and Owen, his study mates.”

As briefly as possible, but without aux
omissions, I related the events that had
taken place. Nclson Lee and the Head

F

histened with 1nterest, and they both
looked somewhat grave when I had
finished.

“H'm! The facts, as you have toll

them, seem rather awkward,”” said Nelson
Lec musingly. ‘I can quite understand
the boys assuming that yvou inflicted
Farman's injury, Nipper. Dr. Stafford
and I, of course, accept your story with.
out question; we know only too well that
there 1s some mystery connected with
Farman which, at the moment, I confess,
I cannot fathom. But we cannot allow
vou to be under such a terrible cloud.™

‘“ Most of the fellows are against me,”’
I said slowly. _

‘“ Boya are hot-headed—thev do not.
take into consideration an alternative,”
said the Head. ¢ The circumstarntial evi-
dence against you 13 strong, Bennett, and
the boys have not paused to probe deeplr
into the matter. We shall have to put
that richt. I shall, if necessary, publicly
exonerate you from all blame——"

“But you'll have to prove my inno-
cence, sir,” I put in quickly. ** The
fellows will want proof, you know. 1f
you don’t provade any proof, they'll think
that vou'r~ just hushing the matter up,
and favouring me."”’
~ Nelson Lee threw his cigarette end into
the fireplace.

““Farman will provide the proof,
Nipper,” he said castly. * Farman will,
of course, clear you in &« moment. We
will visit him in a few minutes, and hear

!

“That’s all right, my boy, you are



4

hia own story. Now, tell e, d you
ece the two strangers clearly 2

I shook iny head

“They were right on the other side of
the meadow, sir,”” I replied.  *“ I couldn’t
say who thny were, hut it's obvious that.
they're the same two rotters who tried
to apirit Farman away on that other oe-
~asion.

“ And Farman wouldn’t speak,” mur-
mured Nelson Lee, ** Dear ine!  Sap-
posing he refuses to speak now?  That
will  be  awkward--very  awkward,
Nipper.”

*“T was thinking of that, gus'nor,” I
sand.

“ But what is this niystery concerning
the boy?” went on the dotective.  ** Why
s he attacked?  Why won’t he speak?
It's an mfernnl bother, Dr. Stafford. [
Farman is still obstinate, 1 shall certainly
take measures of my own—measures
which will bring the truth to light.”

“ It seermns to me that the unknown at-
tackers are desperate, sir,” I remarked.
“Just funcy them trying to kidnap
Farman in the open daylicht.  That’s be-
cauxe thoy kunew they'll never have
another chance at night, of course. They
reslised, of conrse, that the game was im-
posiible; when they heard Fpllwood’s
rictor-ear comning nlhog they abandoned
thetv vietim If they'd had the spot to
themesclves  they  would have carried
Farman through the wood —or they would
have wattel in the wood, I dare say,
until darkness ecame on.”

Nelson Lee rose to his feet.

“We will go to Farman,” he sail.
* We will hear his version of the story.”

Dr. Stifford came with us, and we
reached the school hospital by a rear
route.  ‘The local medico, Dr. Banham, a
cheery little fat man, met us at the door.
He was smiling.

**The boy i all right,”” he said.
‘* Getting along famously.  But T shall

have to keep him in bed for a week, at
least.  Weo don’t want complications, eh?
The cut on his forchead wasn’t much—a
inere wgraza.”’

‘“ Is he conscrous?’ asked the Head.

* Conscious? Bless my soul, of course

he 18! declared the doctor. ‘ He has
been  conscious al_l the time. Ile was
knecked over a bit—that’s all. Dazed,

you know. Can you go un to him? Why,
certninly—certainly! T’ll look in again
to-morrow, although it’s Ao¥ really neces
sary.”’
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And Dr. Banham bustled off to his

tra‘g, wnich 'was waiting in the Triangld.

e went into the neat little hospital,
and found Justin B. Farman in one of’
the wards, all to himself. The school-
nurse was pieparing a m:.eal for him. Tho
Americon junior smiled cheerfully as we’
all went in.

“I'm really sorry. sir,”” he said, ad-
dressing Dr. Stafford. *‘I guess this’ll
cause yon a heap of trouble, and I just
hate to cause people trouble. Say, I'm
all right. Guess I'll be able to tako’
lessons to-morrow.”

The Hcal smilingly shook his grey
locks.

“Oh, no. You'll have to remain in
bed for several days, Farman,” he re-
plied. ‘' Are you comfortable? How is
your head?” . .

' Why, I guess it’s aching a heap.’
smiled Farman. ‘ There’s a kind of
brass band playing ragtime tunes inside .
my skull, sir. %‘[‘hev’re all playing out of
tane, and I'm real fuddled. gay,
queer.”’
.]Ne]son Leo stepped to  Farman’s bed-.
side.

*“ Tell me, Farnan,” he said
‘“ Who attacked you?”

The American bo,y‘%{ca.me Very grave.

“T gucss I was hit so quick that I-
couldn’t properly see——"

‘“Come, come, Farman!” interjected
Leo sharply. *‘ That won’t do!” ‘

**It don’t matter a darn who hit me,
does it, sir?” asked Farman. *‘ Say, I'm
not hurt; they didn’t do any real damage. .
I'm a whole lot worried, and I guess ']l
be¢ more worried still f I let loose all.
that’s in my mind.”

*“ Look here, Farman, these men have
attacked you on two separate and distinet
occasions,”’ saiid Nelson Lee. *‘ They will
attack you again, in all probagility.
Don’'t you see that the position is an 1im-
possible one? The men must be traced
and arrested.”

“ Arrested?’ said Farman quickly.
** Guess that’'ll mean—penitentiary !”

‘“It will mean wrison, Farman,” said
the guv'nor. *‘ You are not safe while
these encemies of yours are at liberty.”

¢ Say, they're not—enemies, sir!”

‘* Fricnds do not commit a brutal as-
sault—"’ ,

“ That was a mistake, sure,” said Far-
man. ‘‘I kinder wriggled, snd my head
got round where it shouldn’t. Say, I'm -
real anxious to let the whole matter drop.

it's

quict]y. .
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If Y don't choose to apeak, you can't
force me, sir—can you?" .

““ Of coursc not, Farman,” put in the
Head. *¢But why are you not straight-
forward? I warn you that if another
affair of this sort bappens, you will have
to leave the school. I really cannot have
St. Frank's dragged into disrepute. Good

|
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gracious me! Parents will be nerveus of
entrusting me with their sons!”’

Farman looked very painred.

““ Snakes! I hadn’t thought of that,
sir!”" he said frankly. ‘“Why, say,
there’ll be no more of it. But I just
can't say anything more.”

“You will not tell us who attacked
you?'" asked Lee.

** No, sir.”’

The guv'nor bit his lip.

“ Then, perhaps, vou will tell us who
did not attack you?’ he asked.

“T don’t quite get you, sir.”’

““The fellows are saying that I bowled
vou over, Farman,” I put in. “ They
think that I hit you with that cudwel—
and I'm in a bit of a fix.”

Justin B. Farman stared at
astonishment.

‘“Waal, you surprise me!” he ejacu-
lated. ““ The fellers think that you
knocked me over? Say, the fellers are
sure—loony. You, Bennett? You didn’s
touch me with your little finger!”

‘‘ Bennett is exonerated, then,”” smiled
Nelson Lee. .
““Why, sure!” said Farman. ‘¢ Ben-
nett’s a friend of mine!”’ :
. I was, of comse, vindicated—I had
reckoned on this, and the chaps would

me 1in
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was 30 obstinate; but he said sufficient,
at all events, to clear your name com-
pletely.”

Two minutes later I was in the wide

passage leading to Big Hall. It a8
thronged with fellows—seniors _akA
juniors.

“Hallol Here's the little bounder !’

said Grayson, of the Fifth. ‘¢ Going to
be sacked—<eh? You deserve it, you
bloodthirsty young rascal!”

““ Rats!”’ I said cheerfully.

““ Of course he’s going to be sacked.”
¢«aid Gulliver. ““ That’s whai the school’s
called together for. Nothing else, I sup-
pose?”’

“A flogging as well, T should zay,”
grinned Iullwood. - “Look at the way
he's brazening it out! You might think
he was innocent!"

Handforth grabbed my arm.

‘““ Now then, own up!” he commanded
magisterially. ¢ Might as well, now that

you're going to get the sack!”

“Who's going to get the sack!” I
asked.

“You are, ain’t gou?”’

“ Firat I've heard of 1t!"”

*“Oh, vowll hear all about it in a
minute or two,” chuckled Fullwood.
“By Jove! You dou't mean to say that

the Head’s goin’ to let you oft with a
public flogging?”’ |
“I don’t mean to say anything—to’
you'!” I retorted.
Tregellis-West ‘and Wataon  hurried
along the passage and grabbed me. They
were both looking a little anxious.

feel rather sorry for thewxselves when the
Head stated the facts. ,

But Farman would not say any more.

As to who his attackers were, or why
they wore persecuting him, we were left
to imagine for ourselves. Upon the
whole, the matter was not so serious as
I had supposed. The assault upon Far-
man had been brutal, but not grave.

We left the hospital, Nelson Lee very
thoughtful, and went back to the Head's
studv. Then the guv’'nor and I were left
alone while Dr. Stafford went out and
called a general assembly of the school
in Big Hall. | .

When the head came back he smiled
at me.

“You had better go now, my boy.’,

““ What's the vervdict. dear Benny?”
asked Sir Montie. . e
“All  serene!”” T veplied. T

exonerated !"’ |

“ Oh, rippin’—really rij.pin’,”" beamed
Montie. ** Dear boy. I knew it. I could
tell by your face that you were nnocent.
I'm a wonder at readin’ faces. Now, I
can read all sorts of guilt onr Fullwood’s
face!" _

Ralph Leslie Pullwood didn’c hear that,
or there might have been trouble in the
paseage : not that Sic Montie would have
min:led. '

I went tc my place with the rest of *he
Remove. The Head, I saw, was standiung
on the raised platform at the end of rhe
great hall, talking with Mr. Aivimeton
and Mr. Crowell.

he said. “* Take your usual place in the
Remove. I shall soon remove all stigma
from your name. It 13 a pity Farman

And as the Head stepped forward,
facing tho great throng of boys. there
was an expectant hush.
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CHAPTER V.
IN WHICH MUCH TROUBLE
BREWING,

DR. STAFFORD cleared his throat.

STARTS

** T bhave called the school to-
vether,”” he Dbegan, in grave
tones, °‘ becanse it 18 necessary

for me to make a public statement con-
cerning a certain boy in the Fourth Form.
As vou all know, Farman, of the Fourth
Vorm, has been brutally attacked, and
injured. Happily, his injury is not at all
serious.’”’ ‘

There was a nmmrmur of rehief.

“That fact, however, docs not lesscn
the guilt of th> ruffians who assaulted
him,” went on the Head. ' Word has
come to my ears of a preposterous rumour
which, T believe, has been circulativg
throughout the whele school. I am refer-
ring to the rumour concerning Bennett,
of the Fourth Form."”

Fullwood and Co. looked astonished.

* Rumour—what?”  whispered Fuil-
wood. It's a dead cert—not a
romour ! ‘

“ Certain boys have mahiciously de-
Aaved that Bennett commitfed the attack
npon  Farman,” continued Dr. Staftord.
" That statemeut is not only untrue, but
grossly unfair to the lad iu guestion.
Bennett did his utmost to rescue Farman

from the clntches of the men who as-}

sailed him, but, unfortunately, Bennett
was unable to reach the spot in time. 1
now wish to state—I do state, emphatic-
ally—that Bennctt is entirely and abso-
lutely innocent of the suspicion which has
been circulated thronghout the school.”

'The Head paused, and T saw scores of
fcllows looking at e, most of them with
surprised expressions. Fullwood and Co.
were frankly disappointed.

“ Rot!” muttered Fullwood.
hush-up—that’s what 1t 15!

“You rotter!” hissed
“ Bennett's cleared ! .

The Head cleared s throat agam.

“ Unfortunately, IFarman does not
knew—or declines to state—who attacked
him,” he went on. ‘* He has positively
declared, however, that Bennett had uo
hand in the affair. Farman has assured
me that Bennett is innocent, and that
assurance from the victim himself is, I
nnagine, sufficient evidence of Bennett’s
mmnocen<ce. ‘

“ Bennett’s story 1s that he saw two
men fall upon Farman, and knock him to

“It's a

Handf qrth.

L
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the ground,” sard Dr. Stafford. “ By an
unlucky chance, Farman’s own com-
panions had gone into the wood for some
rcason of their own, and so they are quite
unable to bear out any portion of Ben-
nett’s statement. However, the lad is
quite cxoncrated, and I have fell it my
duty to make that statement publicly.
Needless to say, every effort will be made
to trace the ruffians who were actually
responsible. That is all, my boys. You
may dismiss.’”

And the school dismisscd.

Grayson, of the Fifth, passed me, grin-
ning.

“T called vou a bloodthirsty young
scoundrel, didn’t I7”’ he said. ‘I was
wrong, kid—and I'm glad. As a matter
of fac’t, I didn’t believe the yarn from the
Hrst !’ -

**Oh, no!” T said sarcastically. “ We
all know that?’

Grayson weat off, and I was surrounded
by a crowd of Removites.

‘*“ Sorry I doubted you, old son,” said
Handforth genially. ‘“ But the thing
was a bit thick, wasn’t 1t? But, if you
didn’t whack Farman, who did*” .

“No good asking me,”” I replied.
‘“ Farman knows, but he won’t speak.”

“ Why -won’t he speak?’ sncered Fuil-
wood. '

‘*“ Because he chooses to keep silent, I
suppose,’”’ I replied. ** Old Alvy tried to
make him teli us everything, but he
wouldn’t.”

‘““ Of course not !’ grinned Fullwood.

““ What are you getting at, you cad?”
cdemanded Hubbard.

“ Oh, nothing!” replied Fullwood.
“ But it’'s quecer—that’s all I say. If
Farman had told the Head who the men
were, or what they were like, it would
have been a different thing. But ke
didn’t describe the men, because there
weren’t any men to describe V’

‘“ That means you still think Bennett
cuilty 7’ bawled Handforth.

‘“ It means—what it does mean!”
Fullwood enigmatically.

- And he went off with his chums.

T went to Study C with Tommy Watson
and Tregellis-West. It was still daylight,
but too late for cricket. So we went to
our study for prep.

“Well, 'm glad that's over.” I said,
with a laugh. ‘' It 'was rather rotten,
being suspected of such a beastly act.
And, now I’'m calm, I can't believe Far-
man slit up Long’s coat at all”

said
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l Nipper is tried by his Form mates.—(See p. 20.) l
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“ Who did,’ then?” asked Tommy.

“ Full-.vnorf,l expect—or else Long him-
self,”” I replied. * Don’t you remember
the rebuff Farman gave Fullwood just
after lessons? Farman declined to go o
tea with the Nuts, and said a .few homo
truths at the same time.""

“ Begad! You're right, dear fellow,’
said Sir Montie lazily. * You are always
rigcht, if we come to that.  Fullwood's
a vindictive merchant, you know. He rc¢
amembers things. He lets em stew. Then
he opens a suafety valve, and something
mean and caddish is the result.”’ ‘

I nodded.

‘““He wanted to get his own back on
FParman, and so arranged things with
Long. He knew that I should be down
on Furman like a hundred of bricks,”’ 1
said. ‘“ He was cunning enough to
realise that he's caused a rupture between
Farman and me. And that’s just what
he wanted. I dare say it was all done
on the spur of the moment, when he saw
Farman going up to the dormitory. Full-
wood wouldn’t mind handing Long a
quid for the damage to his coat.”

‘*“ Anyhow, wc'll ask Farman about it

when he comes out of the hospital,”’ said
Watson. ““ If he says he didn't do it, I'll
take his word.”
. We settled down to our prep. 1 was
quite elated now, for I knew that my
position in the Remove ladn't been
shaken. But I was soon—very soon—to
receive a rude shock.

I didn’t get on with my prep. very well.
I was thinking. And I determined to
‘have a few words with the guv’'nor before
going to bed. T wanted to discuss the
affair with him. Why hadn’t Farman
spoken? It was very strange, to say the
Jeast. And I was just a little annoyed.
dt was silly of thc fellow to make a
mystery over nothing.

i Dreamin’—what?"’ drawled Tregellis-
W ist,

I looked up, and grinned. I'd been

chewing my penholder.
t ‘““No, T wasn't decaming. Montie,”" 1
roplied. *‘ Just thinking, that's all. But
\I suppose I shall have to get on with
prep.——"!

There was a thump at the door, and
Khen a head came in. The head belonged
o Timothy Griffith, of the Remove—a
idenizen of Study J.

“You fellows are wanted in the com-

mon-room,”’ he said, witha curious look
at mia.
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“We can be wanted, then.”’ said Wa€-
son. ‘‘ Clear off, Griff—we’ro busy.”

“ It's a House meeting of the Remove,"
said Griffith. ‘ Every fellow’s got to be

theree. I'm just rounding up the
stragglers.”
““A House meceting!” said Tommy.

* What the dickens for?’’

Yooked at my

“ Somcthing on,”
“You'd better go.”

And the head disappeared, and we
heard its owner rounding up some moro
stragglers from Study B, ncxt door. I
two chums curiously.
Sormehow, I guessed that I was the chicf
fizure of that form mecting.

‘““Shall we go?' I asked.

“T &'pose we'd better,” said Tominy
Watson. ‘““If it’s a House meeting, weo
may be wanted to vote for something.
Every chap’s supposed to turn up at a
House mceting. Of course, it's only tho
Remove.”

Sir Montic sighed.

replied Griffith.

“More exertion,” he yawned. ‘‘ It’s
gettin’ wearisome, dear fellows. T shall
go on strike—I shail, really. TIorm

meetin’s ain't the thing after all the ex-
citement we’ve had. But there's no rest
for the wicked; that’s why IFullwood's
alwavs busy, I s’pose!”’

Wo left our prep. and went along to
the common-room. It was really tho
time of the evening when every fellow
ought to have been busy at prep., but
work was put completely aside for the
time being.

The common-room was crowded with
Ancient House Removites. They wero
there to a man. And Ralph Leslie Full-
wood was standing on the table, holding
forth loudly and excitedly.

Fullwood was eloquert, and he was re-
ceiving a gread amount of attention.
True, Handforth was bawling out a
specch on his own account in onc corner,
but his audience seemed to consist solely
of Church and McClure.

‘“ Here he is!”’ said Fullwood,
came in. °‘‘ Here's the hooligan!”

I flushed angrily.

. ‘* You'd better not say that again,
Fullwood,” I said quietly. * I've licked
you once, and I'll lick you again for two
pins. You know jolly well that the Head
cleared me of that rotten charge——"’

“ Did he clear you?”’ sncered Fullwood.

“ Yes, he did!”’

“I'm not so sure of that,’”’ went on
IFullwood calmly. ““This i1s a Form

as I
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meeétin’ to discuss the subject. It Juoks
to me as if you deceived the Head. Any-
how, we’re goin’ to thrash the subject out

—now !”’ |

“ Begad! He's goin' as strong as
cever!” murmured Tregellis-West. *‘ An-
we fondly imagined that it was all over!
Have you got some fresh evidence, Full-
wcod, dear bounder? Hava you found
the bloodstained knife, or the dented re-
volver bullet? I'll wire to Scotland
Yard—"

‘** Make that ass quiet, for goodness
sake!”’ growled Fullwood. *‘‘ We don't
want any fresh evidence—we’ve got all
the cvidence we nced. Bennett knocked
Farman down, and I’m going to prove 1t !
I’'m goin’ to prove that Bennectt's a lyin'’
cad, and a beastly hooligan!”

Tommy Watson strode forward.

‘ Look here, I protest against this!"’ he
shouted. ‘' I suppose you’re not going teo
Ict that cad Fullwood influence you?! You
kinow he hates Bennett, and he's doing
;lhis out of sheer' spite. Don't listen to

im!”’

““ Rag him, I say,” drawled Montie,
“ Give him the giddy frog’s march. I'll
stand an' laugh. I'm willin’ to do my
share!”’

The Removites were uncertain for a
moment.

““Give him a fair hearing—give ‘em
both a fair hearing,’ said Armstrong.
‘** Let’s have Fullwqgod first, and then
Bennett. Bennett’ll have to answer the
charce. If he can’t do it satisfactorily,
we’ll have a trial!”’

*“ That’s 1t—a trial!”
Long. *‘‘ I'll be judge!”

‘** Ha, ha, ha!”’

‘ Oh, don’t bo silly asses!’ said Long

“I'll make a fine judge—— Yow—ow!
Oh, you beast, Handforth!”

*“ Shut up, then!”
glaring. . ‘“ You're the cause of the whole
trouble, anyhow—you with your ragtime
jacket!”’

‘* Who votes for a trial?”’ shouted Gulli-
ver.

A great number of hands went up, and
1 looked on grimly.

‘““ Tt’s all-tommy rot!'’ declared Watson
hotly. “ What's the good of a trial?
Hasn't the Head publicly stated that
Benhett’s innocent? You’re not going to
doubt the Head’s word, are you, you fat-
heads? Ain’'t Dr. Stafford’s decision
gnnd enough for you?”’

yelled Teddy

said Handforth.

Iv

“ A trial!
voices.
“It's rottenly unfair, giving a fellow

A tnal!”’ yelled a score !

a trial after he's proved innocent!”
roarrd Watson furiousty. ** The ‘vhole
thing’s thin, anyhow. Beunett only

ineant to give Farman a jawing. Do you
think he’rf smazh him with a cudygeél just
because he ruined one of Long's meusly
Jackets?”’

‘- Bennett lost his temper,”’ said Full.
wood. ‘‘ He an’ Farman had a hight, 1
expect, and then Bennett, in a avage
mood, picked up that stick——"’

‘“ Rot |”

“ Utter rot, dear lads!” sanl Nir
Montie.

‘“ Well, a trtal won’t do any harm if
?enlx:ett's innocent,”’ remarked Hand-
orth.

I hellowed Watson.
‘if'!l We all know——"

I stepped forward calmly.

“I'm not afraid of a trial,”’ [ said. .
‘“ Why should I be? If the fellows want
a trial, let 'em have it. But Fullwood's
not Foing to be the judge! Tl be firm
on that point. The Judge has got to be
a disinterested party.’’

““That's me!’ said Edward €Oswald
Handforth pmm’atly.

**No, it 1sn't!” cut in Watson, whe
had stood by me nobly, und was now hot
with anger at tho injusatice of the whole
proceeding. ‘' If there's going to be a
trial—and the whole idea is rotten—we’ll
have a Colleage House chap as judge.
That's only fair. And we're not going
to have any of the Nuts in the jury!”

‘“ That’s reasonable enough,” :said
Hubbard. .

There was considerable excitement for
a few moments. The majority of rthe
fellows believed in my innocence. I
knew that. But the idea of a Form trial
appealed to them, and they were anxious
to have it, just for the novelty and the
excitement. The jury, too, would be all
in my favour fromn the start. So what
did it macter?

*““ Oh, get on with it!” I
patiently. ‘‘ I'm willing!”

Fullwood gave me a malicious glance.
Even Fullwood hnew that I was innocent,
but he meant to blacken mo i heo conld.
He meant to convince the Removites
that I was guilty. The fact that [ was
innocent didn’t worry Fullwood in the
least. 1f he had seen the whole affair,
if he had witnessed the actual attack by
the two men, he would have dana just

‘“ There's no

said im-
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the aame as he was doing now. He saw
an chance of regaining Ilns old power in
the Remove, and he had seized that
chance. Fullwood wanted a victory. -

“I don't see why we should go outside
of our own House for a judge,”’ he ex-
clanned warmly. ¢ That's rot! Merrell
can be judge, or Bell ”

“ One of your own pals!” snapped
Hubburd. “ No fear! We're going to
have a proper trial if we have one at all.
I suggest Christine or Oldfield. Chris-
tine'll be best, as he’s the junior skipper
in the ('ollege House.”

“Ho'll do!’ said Watson. ‘“ Canhan,
cut across and fetch Bob Christine cver
jherc, and bring half a dozen other fel-
lows for the jury. It’s only fair that
the jury should be disinterested, too.”

There was a buzz of approval, and
T'ullwood didn’t utter the protest which
wa; on his lips. But he'd golt his way
about tho trial, and he meant to bring
in a verdict of  guilty”’ 1if he could
possibly manage it.

Fvents promised to be interesting!

—— i p—

CHAPTER VI
TRIED BY THE FORM.

OB CHRISTINE & Co., of Study
B Q. in the Cullege House, strolled
f into the Remove common-room in

the Ancient House. Bob Christine
and Roddy Yorke and Charlie Talmadge
were looking amused.

There were several other Monks, too---
Harry Oldficld, and Len Clapson, and
Rilly Nation, of Study Z. Then came
Turner and Page and Harron, the Study

X trio. The common-room wag pretty
well packed. .
“ What's the trouble over herd?”
“ Cun't

asked Bol Christine lig(*nially.
you manage vour own little affairs?”’

¢ [usily enough,” replied Tommy Wat-
son promptly. *‘ But you chaps are dis-
interested.  Dick Bennett’s going to he
tried for assnulting Farman——"

¢ Why the Head cleared him of that
charge !’ said Talmadge.

«“ Of course he did! But these asses
have been listening to Fullwood, #nd
they want a Form trial,”’ said Watsen
bitterly. * I3cnnett's agreeable, and so

we're going to have it. The whole
t.hings rotten!” ' -
«“ Sure to be, if Fullwood suggested

it,” abserved Oldfield.. " ™
Fullwood scowled.
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““I knew what it would be if we.-had
these beastly Monkeys here!” he said
savagely. ¢ Clear ’em all out! We can
manage a trial on our own, I suppose?’’

“ Rats!”’

"¢ Stay here, you Monks! You're the
jury.”’

““ Oh, we’re the jury!” grinned Clap-
son. ‘“ Who's the judge? . Not FIull-
wood?” He'll pass sentence before there’s
any evidence pgiven! Can’t expect any
sort of justice 4rorn Fullwood, you
know.”

“TIf any oi the masters came here and
found this going on,”’ I exclaimed, ¢ he'd
punish the whole Form. So you’d better
get 1t over as quickly as possible. I've
been publicly cleared by the Head him-
self, and I’ve got nothing to be afraid of.
Pile in as soon as you like!"

““ We want you to be judge, Christine,”’
said Watson.

““ Any old thing!” grinned Bob Chris-
tine. ¢ Where do I sit?”’

There were lots of tables and chairs
in the common-room, and one of the
tables was dragged against the wall and
a chair placed upon 1it. Bob Chnistine
mounted this and sat down.

Other chairs were placed for the jury.
The jury was composed of the eight
Monks and four Fossils—Hubbard, Mec-
Clure, Charch, and Handforth. Tommy
Watson and Tregellis-West preferred to
stand out.

‘““Hold on!"" said Handforth. ¢ What
about counsel?”

‘“ Who’s going to prosecute?”’ grinned
Oldfield from the jury-box.
“1 am,”’ said Fullwood.

for the prosccution.”

“ Who's going to defend the prisoner?”
asked Christine.

Nobody answerad for a moment; then
Tregellis-West lounged forward.

“T'll be counsel for the defence,” he
yawned. ““It's a fag and.a bore, but 1
don't mind. DBetter than lookin’ on.
Lookin’ on makes me tired. I'll make
the openin’ speech, if you like—"

““ Asg! .Counsel for the defence doesn'
Jaw first !’ said Handforth.

““ That's a pity,” sighed Sir Montie.
““ T wanted to get it over, you know."

““ Where's the bar?” inquired Hub-
bard, grinning. ¢ Must have a bar for
the prisoner, you knaw, and a witness.
‘box, too. If you’re going to have a trial,
let’s do it properly.’ :

I was placed between a couple of
chairs, and the witness-box was cornposcd

“ I’m counsel
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of a square made out of chairs, u;aced
back to back. One side was left empty
for the w1tness to enter.

*“ Now we’re ready!” said Fullwood,

with relish. ¢ PI’]bOﬂEl‘ at the buar, do
you Blead guilty or not guilty?”’ |
ughtn’t 1 to ask tha.t'?” grinned

Clmbtme from his elevated seat.

““ This ain’t a proper court,” said Full-
wood. ‘‘ The main thing i1s to prove the
prisoncr’s guyt——"’

*“ That’s what the prosecuting coun-
sel’s for,” said Watson. ‘“ He tries to
get a convmtlon even if he knows the
prisoner’s innocent. That’s justice. Any-
how, 1it’s supposed to be justice.
counsel a big enough fee, and he'll get
you off all right. That’s the other slde ”?

‘*“ Shut up, Watson!” said Fullwood,
]ammmg his- eyeglass into bis eye.

* Prisoner at the bar——"’

‘““ Oh, get on with 1t"’ I interrupted.

“ I lead not guilty.”
asked Full-

Vhat i1s vour name??’

wood.

asked sarcasticall

““ You must ret};a.m from making irrele-
vant remarks,”’ said the
counsel. “ Answer the question!”’

‘“ Winston Churchill,” T said calml .

“ QOh, this is rot!” said Fullwoad, Fook

ing round. “ What's the good of trying
¥o hold a trial if the prisoner acts the
goat? Well pass over that point. The
prisoner’s name is Richard -Bennett, and
he stands in the dock accused of causing
serious bodily injury to Justin B. Far-
man. I ca.ll Thomas Watson as my first
witness.’’

“Rats! I'm a witness
defence,”’ said Watson tartly.

“ All' right!  DIll cross-examine ycu
later,” said counsel. ¢ Owen major!”

. “Hallo!” said Owen major. “I’'m not
going to give cvidence—

«“ Yes, you arc. Get into the withess-
box.”’

Owen major did so..

“ Now, Owen major, you were with
IFarman just before the assault,” said

for the

Fullwood. *‘ How long were you away
from him?” '
*“ Only about five minutes.’

L« You plunged into the wood with
Canham?”’

‘*“ Yes, we were after a butterfly.”
- ““Never mind that!”’ saixd c¢ounsel.
*““Did you hear any suspicious sounds
while you were 1n the wood? Did you
hear anybody in the wood with you?”

Pay |

prosecuting

‘““Yes.”

“ Eh?”? Fullwood started.
hear somebody?’’

“ Of course I did 1’’?

“Ah! You must have fancied—"?

““I heard Canham,” :zid Owen major
calmly. ‘“ He was with me.”

The court grinned, and Fullwood
snorted and looked relieved. He had
begun to fear that Owen’s evidence would
upset things, for, if Owen had heard
sounds of somebody else, it would have
shown that strangers were in the wood:

Fullwood didn’t want evidence of that
kind.

‘“ Witnesses are supposed to answer
questions—not play the fool I sai)] Full-
wood acidly. ¢ lou didn’t hear anybody

“You did

‘except Canham?”’

i« NO 72

“ What did you see when you emeryged
from the wood?”’

Owen major reflected.
“I saw a horrible sight,”” he said—*

’ 1)
““T suppose ou’ve never heard 1t?”’ 1 frightful sight, in fact!

““Ah! You mean Farman’s face—— -
““ No, I don’t,” said Owen. 1 mean
your face. That’s a horrible sight.”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha !’

The ]udgre and ]ury and everybody else
roared. !

“I suppose you think that’s funny ™
snarled Fullwood savagely. '‘ What’s the
good of -this rot? Get on with the bhusi-
ness! You saw Farman lyin’ on the
ground, didn’t you? And you saw
Bennett standing over him7”’

‘“ Bennett wasn ’t standing over him.
He was close by.”

““ And you hadn’t heard a sound or
seen a sign, of a stranger?”’

€« NO b

‘“ That points to the fact that thme
were no strangers—what?”’

‘“ No, it doesn’t,” said Owen major.
‘“ It points to the fact that the wood 18
jolly dense, and I shouldn’t have heard
any stlangels if they’d uumbeled a

- dozen. It’s quite po:sxble tha,., tnero
were a éouple of men there.”
H That s enough! You can stand
down.” ,
Owen major looked across at Sir
Montie. |

“PDon’t you want to . cross-examine
me?”’ he asked.

““Too much fag, dear fellow,”” yawned
Tregellis-West.  ““ 1 shouldn’ ¢ get ony
more out of you. Your endence 1S 1In

favour of the defence, anyhow.”
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There was a momentary lull, and 1
suppressed a yawn. 1 was getting fed up’
with the trial already. It was a silly
»usincss, anyhow. Yet somehow I had
an idea that Fullwood was going to
‘triumph. I wasn’t afraid, but I was in-
wardly angry.

““ Albert Gulliver!"” said Fullwood.

“ Hallo!"" said Albert Gulliver.

“'}'ou’ro wanted in the witness-box,
Gsa !l

““ Oh, right-ho! TI'in ready.”

Guiliver stepped into the witness-boxl
and loolied round smilingly.

“ Where were you just after
o’clock this evening?’” asked counsel.

““Where was 1?7 Lemme see!”
%i‘?l.a'llivcr. ‘““ Just finishing tea,

‘““No, you weren't!” snapped Full-
wood. ““ You were just outside the
House, and Beuneti and Tregellis-West
and Watson were there, too.” |

“ Yes, that's right,”’ said Gulliver.

“That won't do!" put in the judge
teverely. ¢ Counsel mustn’t tell the wit-
ness what to say. If the witness doesn't
know things, he can’t answer questions.
It's no good your putting things to the
witness Just so he'll agree with them,
Fullwood. B

“ Well, Gulliver shouldn’'t be such un
ase !I'" snorted Fullwood.

“ Look here——""

“Oh, dry up! We want to get on,”
satd counsel. ¢ You were outside the
Ancient Mouse? Very well! Tell the
jury what happened there.”

ive

sard
wasn t

“Why, that little cad, Long, came}

down, and showed us a jacket—an Fton
jacket—all ripped to shreds! TFacrman
had «ipped it up like that "

“How do you know that?”’ asked
Christine. -
“ Long said that Farman did it, any-

how,”" said Gulliver. ‘ And Bennett flew
into a fury, and swore that he’d sinash
FFarman. Bennett went off ravin’, his
face as black as thunder. He knew that
J'arman and Owen and Canham had gone
to Bellton Wood, and he went after ’em
to get hold of Faurman.” .

““To give hun the hiding of his life?”’
asked the prosecuting counsel. |

““ That’s what Bennett said.” .

“Did you say that, Bennett?’ asked
the judge, looking at me.

“Yes. I wus thundering wild at the
time,”” I answered. '

““ The judge ain’t suppased to ask the
prisoner questions!"" roared Fullwood.)
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‘“ Keep to the rules, Christine! Well,
and what happened after that, Gulliver?
What happened after Bennett had gone
off —with the avowed intention, mind
you, of knocking ¥Farman into mince-
meat?’’ .

Gulliver thought for a moment.

“ Why, the car arrived,” he said.

“Which car?””’ asked one of the jury-
men.

‘““ A car Fullwood had hired from Ban-
nington by ’phone,” said Gulliver. ‘¢ It
came, and we started off for a spin. We
took the short cut on to the Bannington
Roag. We turned a corner, and saw

“ That's it!” said Fullwood eagerly.
“ What did you see?”’

“You ought to You
there!"

‘“Ass! You'’ve got to tell the jury!”
snapped -counsel.

“Oh, I see! We turned the corner,
and saw Bennett standing on the prass
beside the road,” went on Gulliver,
warming to his work. * Bennett was
bending over somebody—Farman—and
he held a thick cudgel in his hand.
_Farr’x‘mn's face wus bruised and bleed-
ing.

““ Do you consider that his
were caused by the cudgel?”

“ Of course they were!”

‘““ And the cudgel was in Bennctt’s
hand?”

“Yes."”

‘“ Bennett was standing right over the
stricken fellow?”’

“ Yes, right over him.”

““Wus there anybody else in sight?”’

““ Not a soul,”” said Gulliver. ¢‘ Bennctt
was there alone, except for Farman, and
Farman was lying in the grass, badly
injured.”’

‘““Remembering Bennett’'s words just
before he left the school, you assurued
that he had inflicted the injuries upon
Farman?”’

“I didn’t assume 1t. I knew 1t,”’ said
Gulliver. “ Who else would have done
it? 'There wasn’t a soul anywhere.
Bennett and I'arman had the spot to
themselves, and Bennett was looking
scared and pale.”

Fullwood looked round triumphantly.
Gulliver's evidence was certainly convinc-
ing, and I felt a little uneasy. I could
see that the jury was impressed. This
was the first time the details of the affait
had been stated before the whole Ke.
move. The College Housc fellows hadu’

know ! wero

injuries
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heard the details at all, as a matter of
fact, and the jury was impressed.

St Montie stood up.

“Pm goin’ to ask the witness a few
questions,”’ he said. ‘' It’s necessary.
given the jury a false impression—"’

‘* I've told the truth,’’ said Gulliver.

** Dear boy, I don’t doubt it—although
you are rather a liar, as a rule,” said Tre-
gellis-West lazily. * Bennett himself
admits all you’ve said. There's nothing
in it, after all Now for the questions.
Did you see the prisoner actually strike
the blow—any blow?

“ No.” admitted Gulliver.

““ Was he in a threatenin’ attitude?’

“Yes, he was.”

‘“ Because ho was standin’ over Far-
man?’

““ Of course.”

“J submit to the jury that Bennett’s
attitude wasn’t threatenin’ at all,”’ said
Sir Montie. “ He naturally stood over
Farman, because he was finding out how
serious his hurts were. Do you suppose
he would have stood ten yards oft? Any
fellow in the same circumstances would
have stood over Farman—it was the most
natural thing for him to do.”

I Jooked at the judge and jury. They
were serious, and, I believe, Montie’s shot
had told. But the schoolboy baronet had

another card up his sleeve—which, I'll
admit, I hadn’t thought of. Montie was
cute.

‘“ Bennett had a cudgel in his hand at
the time,”’ said Gulliver seriously. *‘ Was
that natural?”’

‘“ Yes. He picked it up mechanically.”

"There was a mocking laugh from Full-
wood and Co., and the jury smiled. Even
the jury couldn’t quite believe that.

‘““ About the cudgel,” went on Tre-
gellis-West, adjusting  his  pince-nex.
‘“« What sort of a cudgel was it, Gulh-
ver P’

“ A whacking lump of sitck, thick &t
c¢ne end, and thin at the other.”

“ It wasn’t merely a broken piece of
tree-branch?”’

‘““ No; it was a manufactured thing—a |

proper bludgeon,” said Gulliver, with
relish. ‘“That’s it—a bludgeon, A
hooligan’s bludgeon, in fact.”

Gulliver found creat satisfaction m pre-
riouncing the word.

“We're getting on fine,” said Sir
Montie languidly. '‘ A wmanufactured
bhidegeon—what? An’ Bennett used it to
smash Farman? Now, tell me, Gulliver,

J

[ ]

!
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how long would it take you to make a
cudgel like that?”’

- Gulliver Jooked at Sir
piciously. ‘

“How do I know?’ he asked. “I
should have to f{ind the right piece cf
wood first, an’ then fashien the thing
properly, an’ trim up the handle an’ all
that. It couldn’t have becn made in le:s
than twenty minutes.”

‘“ Dear boy, you’re quite right,”” smiled
Montie urbanely. *‘‘ Twenty minutes to
make the bludgeon. That’s rippin’. Di
Bennett have the thing when he was out-
side the Ancient House—vihen Long came
out with his jacket?”

"““Of coursc he didn’t.”

““Then he must have made it after-
wards?”’ .

“ I—I suppose so0,”’ said the witness un-
certainly. _

““An’ you an’ Fullwood an’ the others
left the school, I understand, about a
couple of minutes after Benneit had left?”
went on Montie. ‘‘ Thercfore, the time
that clapsed betwcen the departure of
Bennett and when you found him bendin’
over Farman couldn’t bhave been more
than seven or eight minutes?” |

¢ Look here !’ shouted Fullwood, ¢ this
ain’t right ”? | .

‘“ Let the witness answer!’ said tho
judge sharply.

““ Yes, about eight minutes, I suppose,”
said Gulliver. ‘‘ Not more than ten, any-
‘how.”? ' _
~ ‘“ An’ the bludgeon took at least twenty
minutes to make?’ asked Tregellis-West
pleasantly. ‘‘ It couldn’t have been done,
old boy. I submit to the jury that Ben-
nett couldn’t have committed the deed,
because he couldn’t have made the cudgel,
An’ the jury will have sense enough to
realise that the prisoner didn’t carry the
thing about with him, up his sleeve, or
in his waistcoat pocket.” |

The fellows were grinning now;
Montie’s argument was sound, and the
jury, at least, nodded among themselves

- -

Siis-

Montie

N

| with great solemnity.

Gulliver looked furious.

““ Bennett must have made the
bludgeon beforehand——’ he began.
““You’re a witness,” put 1In Bob

Christine curtly. ‘ Witnesses ain’t al-
lowed to pass any remarks—they’re in the
box to answer questions.” -
““ P’ve done, dear fellow,” drawled Sir
Montie. *‘ Gully can stand down.”
Culliver stood down, and Ralph Leshic
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Fullwood jumped up again. He was
looking angry, and almost alarmed. He
shot a fierce, venomous glance at me.
But I just smiled.

“ I'm not going to have the jury bluffed
by Tregollis-West,”” he shouted. *‘‘ He'’s
twisted—"'

“‘ Hold on,”” said Oldfield, the foreman
of the jury, ‘‘ West ain’t twisted any-
thing. He conducted his cross-examina-
tion in the right way.”

‘ There's nothing tn the argument he
sut forward—nothing whatever,”’ declared
Fullwood Lotly. ““It’s childish to sug-
gest that Bennett didn't do it because he
couldn’t have inade the bludgcon. Of
course he didn’t make it—then. He either
piade it beforechand, as Gulliver said, or
he found it. Nothing very remarkable
in finding a chunk of hcavy stick, :s
there? submit that Bennett picked it
up in the heat of a sudden fury, and used
it against Farman before he realised what
be was doing.”

“Then you don't blame him?’ asked
the judge.

“Yea, I do! 1 should think so!" went
on Fullwood. ‘‘ Bennett committed a
dastardlly assault, and he’ll have to pay
for it. My lord, and gentlemen of the
jury, I could call other witnesses to cor-
roborate Gulliver's rstatements--but it
isn't necessary.  Fvervhody knows the
facts. And I ain now going to place my
arcuments  before  you, clearly and
bricfly—--"" .

** As briefly as possible, for goodness
sake "’ mnurmured Talmadge.

“ You have heard how the attack was
~ommitte |; vou have heard the facts as
they stand at present,”” went on Fullwood,
warming to his work. “ Well, my lord,
tnd gentlemen of the yjnry—-"

‘“ Get on with it!"”’ bawled Handforth.

‘“ T submit that the Head has been wil-
fullv Jeceived,” said Fullwood Loldly.
" Dr. Stafford is a bit of a muft, in his
way. vou know—it’s easy cnough to stuff
aim up with a pack of lies——"

“ You ought to know,”” said Christine.
“ You've practised, I suppose.”

“ Ha. ha. ha!”

“ I< this a trial or not?”’ shouted Tfull-
wood, turnini red. ' I say that the Head
aas been hoodwinked! In Big Hall, a
sttle while ago, he told the whole school
;hat Bennett was innocent, didn’t he?”’

. ** And he is innocent ! shouted Tommy
Watson. -

‘ That remairs to be seon,” éneercdljury car only come to. one decision.
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Fullwood. ‘‘The jury’s got to give its
verdict. 'The Head, of course, believed
that Bennott was innocent. Why? Be-
cause Farman told himn that Bennett did
not touch him. Farman has stated that
Bennett is innocent.”’

“Well, that clinches the matter, T
should say,”” remarked the judge. * Farc-
man was the chan who got waﬁoped. Ho
wouldn't say Bennett was innocent if he
was recally guilty, T suppose?”’

Fullwoord slapped the table hard.

**That's just it!” he exclaimed. ¢ My
argument 1s thii: Farman didn’t say that
Bennett had assaulted him., because he
was afraid to! He feaved Bennett’s wrath
afterwards. Farman didn’t realise that
the rotter would be sacked from the
school, and he thought that Bennett
would revenge himself upon him for
having sneaked. Farman stated that
Bennett didn’t touch him, simnply because
he daren't say anything clse! That’s
what T submit to the jury!”

The jury looked thoughtful, and there
was a hush in the common-room.

‘““ And has the jury considered another
point?” went on the prosecuting counsel,
following up hnis advantage rapidly.
“Why didn't Farman say who had at-
tacked him? TIsn’t that significant?
We've got to look at the facts. Farman
stmply #ii that Bennett didn't do it-—
but Farman didn't say who did! The
Head told ws that—as you all know.
Don’t vou think it queer that Farman
kept secret an important thing like that?
Yet it isn't gueer at all.”

“ Why 1an’t it queer?”’ asked the judge
curiously.

“T will tell you.” Fullwood adjusted
his erveglass, and surveyed the judge and
the jury with great composure.  Full-
wool was feelinz that he had turned the
tide in his favour. ¢ Farman didn’t tell
the Head who had brutally attacked him,
because he couldn’t do so without giving
Benuett away. He was afraid to give
Bennett away, because Bennett had pro-
bably threatened him. And so, as a kind
of compromise, he said that Bennectt
di-in’t do it—and refused to say anything
clse. He couldn’t say anything else with-
Oll:t l’ying, and he probably jibbed at
that.’

‘“ That’s more than you'’d do!” grunted
Watson.

“I submit my arguments for what they
are worth,” concluded Fullwood: * The
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Bennett attacked Farman! Bennett is
guilty, but he forced Farman, by threats,
to tell the Head the onp osite. The very
fact that Farman was so sceretive proves
my case up to the hilt. That’s all.”

Ralph Leslia Fullwood sat down.

'ghe case for he prosccution was at an
end.

CHAPTER VIIL
VERDICT OF TRE JURY —TOMMY
AND MONTIE STICK TO ME—FINIS.

THE
LLOOKED round the common-rooin
l rather bitterly. I could sce, at a
© ealance, that Fullwood’s concluding
speech had done much to influence
the Removites. The Nut-leader’s argu-
ment had gone home. "

‘ Well. “what’s the
George Bell.
H Rats t
side before the jury g
s:nd Watson warmly.  ‘“ Now, \lontle
you're- counsel for the defence.  You've
got to prove your case, and put an end to

this rot.”’

Tregellis-West lounged forward.

‘“I8’s a bore,” he complained. ‘¢ Still,
for Benny's sake, I’'m game. I'm gaine
for anything., 1 warnt Teddy Long as s first
wit-noss.”

“Me?”’ said Long nenously.
gomg to give evidence—-""

“ You’re called,” rut
‘“ ket 1nto the bo‘r ags!”

'The sneak of the ‘Remove thumpe]
across the Hoor, and entered the witness-
box. He was looking alarmed and un-
easy. His little eycs were restless, and he

ghdn t Jook at Tregellis-West.

“ How much did Fullwood pay you for
rippin’ up_ vour jacket, Long?’ asked Sir
Montic calmly.

verdict?’ asked

We've got to have the other
oive any verdict,”

‘“T1 ain't

in the judge.

A quid I—I mean—" Teddy
Long gasped “ Farman rippel it up,
you ass!

The sneak of the Remove turned pale
as he saw Fullwood glaring at him. Long
hadn’t rcalised the significance of Sir
Montie’s calmly voiced inquiry until too
late. I almost grinned.
- *“You little Lar!”
“ 1 didn’t give you

‘“ You shut up, Fullwood!” rapped out
Christine s
. “Go .to

. '*You've

hlqsed Fullwood

the rotten

and I'm

dickens, you

made me judge,

|
|

‘Long angrily.
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goinzy  to see order lkept!”’ snupped
Christine. " Tlus 13 a court—for the timo

being—and the nrosecuting counsel ain’t
suppos=d to interrupt. 1f vou don't be
quict, you'll be chucked out.”

“ Heav, hear !”

* Chuck him out, anyhow !’

The Removites were enthusiastic for a
momént. But Fullwood scowled and sat
down again. He didn’t want to be
chucked out. Tregellis-West was quite
cool and composed. He had taken Long
off his guard, and bhad succeeded mn
making the writness admit something
which he would ncver have admitted
otherwise,

“ Fullwood paid you a quid for rippin’
up the jacket—what?”’ asked Sir Montie.

“Yes-—— That is, nc!’ panted Long
desperately. “ Fullwood didn’t give me
anything. Farman did it—""

d Did you see Falman do 1t7”

“Yes, of course,” replied Toddy
eagerly. * He took h:s knife and simply
tore it to chrefis I—I was hiding under
one of the beds.”

“Begad! Why were you hidin’
asked counsel m11d1 “Why didn’ you
jump out and put a btop to :t‘f ’

“I—-I—" Long floundered. * Ycu
see, I was afraid to come out, ‘because I
heard somebody coming along the pas-
sage. I :hidn't want to be seen ‘in the

,!’

| dJormitory at that time, just aftcr Farman

had gone out——"

“ Oh Farman had gone out, had he?”’
- No!” said Lonfr “Of course he
hadn’t! T never said he had, you ass!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ What's the oood of puttin’ Long intn
the witness-box?’ snarled Full\\ r00d.
‘““ You know what a little har he is »?

“ Fullwood, decar fe]low, I am con-
ductin’ this defence,” interrupted Sir
Montie quictly ¢ Lonrr has a: inntted
that you paid him a pound for rippin’ up
Long’s jacket. I am glad the truth of
that has come to licht. Bennett thougcht
Farman had done that mean trick—-"

- “So he did!”? exclaimed Fullwoorl
hotly. ‘*Long's a confounded littlo

har!”

““ What a.bout you?’ roared Teddy
Long angrily. ** Didn’t you promise to
give me a quid, you rotter? I haven't
seen 1t yet——"’

““ Oh, so the dear boy hasn’t paid up?”’
drawled Montic.

‘“4dnd T bet he won't, now!” roared

‘“ If you don’t gimme that
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quid, Fullwood, I'll give you away—see if
1 don’t!' You ain’t going to play about
with me——"'

‘“ Tho witneas can stand down,” inter.
rupted Tregellis- West., ' My lord and
gentlemen of the jury, you have heard
the witnesa’s unsatisfactory replies. He's
been lvin'. It's a speciality of Dong's.
Caught it from Fullwood, 1 suppose.
These things are catchin’, you know. 1
submit to you that Fullwood worked up a
beastly trick on Farman—out of revenge.
Fullwood rather enjovs revenge. Farman
told him to o an’ eat coke, or words to
that ¢ffect, an’ Fullwool's dignity was

upert  He did hiv best to get Farman
into a row.  And if Fullwood will tell lics
over one thing, he'll tell ‘em  over

anothei. Long ripped up that jacket him.
solf - after Fallwood had promised to pay
him for it.  Beyad, that was a mean trick
—what’"’

“ Rotten

" 3ceag him!”

There were mauy angry faces turned
townrle Fullwood. aund it looked for a
moment as though he were about to he
collared. I was decidedly pleased, for 1
had always had a kind of idea that Fare-
man had committed that mean trick. His
innocence waa proved now.

‘““Iwok  here!' roared Fullwood.
“ That affair's got nothin’ to do with
this! Beunett thought that Farman was
guilty, didn’t he? And he went off with
the intention of smashin® Farman.”™

““'that’'s right enough.” «1id the fore-
man of the jury. ¢ Yon Fossils will Rave
o wcttle with your pet blackguard youe-
rolves. Wo're here to give a verdict on
Bennett’s case.  Have you got any more
witnesses to call

Sir Montie looked at me doubtfully.

“I'l put Bennett himself in the box,”
he exclvimed after a moment.  * Benny,
dear boy, Lindly step over herve.”’

I enterad the witness-box.

“Did vou asaault Justin B. Facman®"”
aaked S Montie ealimly.

o, Ldide't.”

“ But von saw who did™

“Yes. two atrange men,” [ replied.
“ 1 was ar the other end of the meadow,
and I saw Owen and Canham disappear
mto the wood. Then the men sprang
out upon Farman and knocked him
down. [ tried to rescue him, but I
couldn’t get there in time. That's all.”

“ When vou got to the spot the nen
had gone®”

#

| bring your verdict in:
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“ Yen." .

““ An’ you heard the merry Fullwood
& Co. approachin’?”’

‘““ I heard a car coming—yes, and I was
leased,”” I replied. ““ 1 could see that
L‘urman was rather badly hit, and he
wanted attention.”’ '

* You picked up the cudgel, didn’t
you?"’ .

*“ Yes "

“ Why did yon pick it up?” asked Sir
Moutie. “ You were rather an ass, you
know, Bennett, to pick it up. Fullwooil
saw 1* in your hand, and he jumped to a
silly conclusion. But perhaps you can
throw some light on the matter?”’

14 I

““I don’t think I can,” I replied.
just picked the thing up mechanically,
and if the jury doesn’t like to believe that
it can do the other thing! Farman told
the Head in my presence that I didn’t
touch him.  Mr. Alvington was there,
too. They both know that I am inno-
cent, and the Head has vindicated my

character before the whole school. "T'hat
ought to be enough.’’
* Quite right, dear boy. Yon can

stand down.”

I left the iwitness-box, and Tregellis-
West turned.

¢ T think this farce has gone far
snough,'” he said guietly. ¢ You've hoard
all that’s been said, and now you’d better
Bennett's inno-
cont. An’' you'd better show some sense,
and bring in a verdict of ¢ Not guilty !’ "

Sir Montie sat down, but Fullwood at
once jumped up.

‘“ Yes, we've heard all that's been said
for the defence,’”” he exclaimed quickly.
“ Jt amounts to nothing—nothing at all.
Bennett’'s practically admitted the whole
thing, an’' if you're not idiots you'll
realise it.”

“ Look here! This ain't fair!"” bawled
Handforth. ¢ Personally, ‘I believe Ben-
nett’s not guilty, but it ain’t right for
Fullwood to start jawing again, just to
influence the jury——"'

““ The jury’s got more sense than you
have, andforth !’ roared Fullwood.
““The jury knows jolly well that the
prisoner is guilty. He can't describe the
attackers, an' he's admitted that he had
the cudgel in his hand. He's admitted
everything. You all know that he left
the schiool with the intention of smashin’
Farman, but he smashed him more than
he meant to do. Now he's tryin’ to
get out of it, and somehow or other he
forced Farmanr to hoodwink the Head.
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That’s all. Dennett’s guilty, and he
ought to be sacked!”

It .was absolutely unfair, of course, for
Fullwood to make that final speech, but
in ‘the excitement no objections ere
raised, and KFullwood’s last word in the
matter had due effect.

Lookiug at it the way he had put it
the case was black against me. The
whole trouble arose from the fact that
Farman had refused to give the descrip-
tion of the recal culprits. I couldn’t give
that description, either, and there wasn’t
a single witness to appear in my favour.

The absence of Farman, too, wae much
against me. If he could have been put in
the witness-box, he would soon have con-
vinced the jury of my complete inno-
cence, and the fact that the ripping of
Long’s Eton jacket had been a put-up
job -didn’t weigh a mite with the jury.

Sir Montie had done his best, but [ was
afraid he had failed. The Removites had
been greatly struck by Fullwood’s c¢lo-
quent condemnation. He had conducted
his case cunningly, and had played a
trump card by getting i1n the last word.

The jury consulted together for some
moments. They consulted in loud vaices.
and as the rest of the fellows were hold-
ing a similar cousulfation, the common-
room- was filled with a perfect babel of
voices. ' |

Harry Oldfield stood up.

“ Can’t you kids keep quiet?”’ he bel-|

lowed. * We've decided on our ver-
dict.”

There was an immediate hush.

‘ Not guilty, of course?’’ drawled Sir
Montie lazily.

‘““The jury has come to the conclusion
that Benne¢tt committed the deed, and
therefore the verdict 1s—Guilty !’ said
Oldfield firmly.

“ Guilty !’

‘*But the jury recommends the
prisoner to mercy,” continued Oldfield
rapidly.
a fit of anger, and without realising the
seriousness of the blow. It’s up to the
judge, now, to pass the sentence.”

I didn’t say anything. I stood quite
still, and looked on with a grim face.
Guilty ! Altogether, I didn’t blame the
jury for bringing in that verdict.
of the fellows, I helieve, were still rather
doubtful—Church and Handfoerth and
Hubbard, and one or two others, were
looking uneasy. But the  verdict had
been. given now, and:they couldn’t do
anything. '

“ We believe that he did it in|]

Some
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““ The sentence,” said Bob Christine
thoughtfully—*‘ now, what’s it to he:’’.

Fullwoed grinned triumphantly.

“We'll frog’s-march him, and make
bhim run the gauntlef!”” he exclaimel
viciously. ¢ We'll bump him until he
confesses, and then send him to Coventry
tor the rest of the term, and bar him
from all studies. We'll make his life a
misery——"’

“You ain’t the judge!”’ roared Hub-
bard furiousiy. |
L “ Shut up, Fullwood !

‘““ Let Christine pass the sentence!”
““ You’ve said cnough already!”’

Fullwood was howled down, and there
was a momentary hush as Bob Christine
rose from his elevated position und
assumed a stern expression.

| ¢ Prisoner at the bar,” he exclaimed
solemmly, ¢ yon have been found guilty
of committing a rotten attack upon some
other ass belonging to this House. Per-
sonally, T think you’re innocent, but I'm
not supposed to say that. It’s my job to

ass sentence. And if you’re sent to

oventry by the Ancient House for cne
month, I reckon that’ll fit the case.”

‘““ Hear, hear!”’

““Is that the sentence?”’ howled Full-
wood & Co., in chorus,

‘““Yes. Coventry for one month

“You burbling ass!’ shouted Full-
| wood hotly. *“ \What’s the good of a sen-
tence like that? You ean clear out, you
rotten Monkey! We're goin’ to rag
[ Bennett until he’s skinned—"

“ No, we’re not!” put in Handforth.
“ We agreed that the judge’s decision -
should be final, and we're not going back
on 1t. Bennett's in Coventry for a
month, and there’s going to be no rag-

%Iing. Let's put it to the vote, anyhow.
F' ands up for a ragging!’”

The hands of Fullwood & Co. and their
chums of Study G—Merrell and Marriott
and Noys—went up hke -clockwork.
There were three others as well. Then
the other side was taken, and it was
decided, by an overwhelming majority,
that there should be no ragging.

The court broke up, and the affair was
finished. Bob Christine & Co. - went off
' to their own house.

I was sent to Coventry! .

P Somehow or other, f simply couldn’t
help grinning. The whole tging was so
utterly preposterous. Sent to Coventry,
just whea I'd been gelting on so
famously.

It was certainlvy a victory for Fullwood,

1)
!




28

4

and he wna making the most of it. Ho
was airing his views loudly, and |
couldn’t intervene. I waa barred by the
'whole Remove! Some fellows, I was
sure, wore in my favour, but they could
not show their real feelings. The sen-
tence had been passed, and they had to
abide by it

I was utterly i;{lmrml——-left standing
quite to m{st'lf. I'ullwood & C('o. were
disappointed at the sentencoe, but there

was no doubt that they had trinmphed.

Tommy Wauatson and Tregellis-West
were standing to themselves, talking in
low tones.  With set lips, T marched up
to them.

‘““ Are you fellows in
asked quintly

My two «tudy-mates looked at
queerly, but didn’t answer.

““ You shut up, you rotter!"" exclaimed
Gulliver.

““ Shut up yourself, Gully!"" said Full-
wood fiercely. ** You're not supposed to
speak to hun. If anybody does speak
to :hr- cad, he'll be sent to Cuventry,
.‘0() 0

Tregellis-West adjusted his pince-nez.

“ That'« rather intecestin’,”’ he drawled
easily. ‘ Benny, my dear boy, we're sent
to Coventry. I'm rather pleased—I am,
roally' Saves a fearful amount of talk-
3n’, you know. Count on me, dear
leliow! i with you!"

“And » am 1! declured
Watéon promptly.

‘They both gripped my hand, and 1 felt
rather choky for a moment. It was good
of these two follows to stand by me, for
they knew what the consequences would

be.

_ 4 Good for [mu, my sons ! I said smil-
angly. ‘“ We'll soon set matters straight,
won't we'”

We were surrounded by an
orowd.

“ Ain't you going to take any notice
pf the sentenco?”’ shouted Merrell.

‘““ No notice at all, old scout,”’ grinned
Watson. ¢

““ Then you're all three sent to Coven-
try togethor!”

‘“ How amumn’'!" murmured Tregellis-
Woet lnzily. * We're all sent to Coven-
try together—what? Nobody to speak
to but ourselves! What a thrillin’ pros-
pect! We had better go an’ finish our
prep.. dear boys.”

this, too?" 1

me

Tommy

angry
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Aund, arm-mv-arm  with Tommy and
Montie, I left the common-room.

Ralph Leslic Fullwood was victorious.

There was no doubt about that. True,
his victory had not been so complete as
he had desired, but it was certainly a
triumph. The fact that Tregellis-West
and Watson were standing by me was
merely a detail.

I attempted to keep up a brave front,
but in reality I was very dejected. My
sudden fall was a great shock to roe.
For one thing, T had condemned my two
study chums to a miserable existence for
a whole month, and I urged .them to
abtde by the Form's sentence.

But they positively refused to desert
me. It was ripping of them, and their
attitude really made my downfall all the
keener. But, whereas they were mercly
avoided, I was positively shunned. 'The
fellows would not come near me, ond
Fullwood & Co. openly jeered whenever
I was within hearing.

I was barred by the whole Form--and
yet I had done nothing to deserve it

It was all the more gullinf;, because 1
was just ostablishing myself frmly at
St. Frank’s. I had practically paved the
way for the formation of an Ancient
House Junior Cricket Eleven.

That idea, of course, would now all
fall to the ground.

Even after the month was over, I
should never be able to regain my old
position. The Removites would scorn
me, more or less, just as long as I re-
mained at St. Frank's. And I had
dete!rmined to make such alterations,
too

Before T had really got started on the
job of ¢ cleaning up' the Ancient

ouse, Fullwood & Co. were back in

power. And the Nuts were glorying in
their reborn strength. Automatically,
Ralpl: Leslie Fullwood had become

leader of the Fossils again, and I Lit.
terly realised that I should very soomn
witness the slipping back of the Ancicnt
House into its old slack ways.

I was nobody now; the fellows wou!d
take no notice of me at all. Fullwood's
cunning had guained the day, and I felt
utterly miserable. Back in Study C. I
did not attempt to do any prep., but just
lounged in the easy-chair while Tommy
and Sir Montie made a pretence of work-

Ing.
glut there came a revulsion of feeling.
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* The misery left me, and I jumped to|

my feet, with a fierce exclumation.

By Jingo,” 1 shouted, “ I'm not
going to stand this!”

Tregellis-West looked round mildly.

' Dear fellow, you startle me!” hLe
exclaimed. ‘““I'mi nervous, you Lknow.
But what won’t you stand? Coventry?”

*I'm not going to put up with thys
rot!”’ I declared grimly. ‘“Somehow or
other, the scoundrels who attacked Far-
man have got to be captured! Wheu
that happens, perhaps the Remove will
fecl sorry for itself.”

‘“ How are you going to capture the
rotters?”’ asked Watson curiously. * You
don’t happen to be a detective, I sup-
pose?”’

I grinned cheerfully. Tommy didn't
know how near the mark he had got.

“T'll tell you one thing,”’ I replied.
‘‘ Before a week’s out I'll have the whole
Remove signing a general apology; and
then IFullwood & Co. will have to look
out for themselves. Fullwood’s victorious
now, but it won't last !’

And, before going up to bed, to sufier
further humiliation, I managed to go to
Mr. Alvingtan’s study with .some éxcuse
or other. Once alone with the House-
master, I told him the main facts of the
case,

It was lovely to be "talking to the
guv’'nor again, in our usual free-and-easy
manner. And Nelson Lee at first was
inclined to be angry.

‘*“ The boys have sent you to Coventry,
Nipper?”’ he asked, sitting back in his
chair and lighting a cigarette. *‘ Gond
gracious, the thing is absurd!. How con
the boys be so ridiciulous? The Hecad-
master publicly—"’ _

‘“ Yes, I know, guv’nor,” I interrupted.
“ But the fellows have got queer idecas
into their heads. Of course, this is
strictly on the Q.T., you know. I’m not
complaining, and you mustn’'t take any
action.” |

Nelson Lee smiled.

‘I shall let matters take their own
course, young 'un,’”’ he answered. ‘ Yoi
are quite capable of looking after your-
sclf. And I think I have a piece of news
for you which you will welcome.”

*“ News, guv'nor?’

THE

trap carefully,
‘'were caught. The truth came out, and
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~ ‘ Exactly! We are to take up our cld
profession for a little while,”” smiled
Nelson Lee genially. ‘“1 have decided
to get to the bottom of this mystery
without any further delay. When the
truth is revealed, you will, of course,

resume your old position in the
Remove.”

I grinned.

‘“ What’s the programme, sir?” 1
asked eagerly. |

“T am not exactly sure at the

moment,’”’ was the guv’nor’s reply. ‘‘ But
it seems that our old friend, Detective-
Inspector Morley, of Scotland Yard, 1=
at present staying in Bannington.”

“ Bannington! That’s only three milcs
away "’

‘“ Precisely! Morley is investigating a
robbery there. The local police didn't
feel up to conduocting the investigation
on their own hook,”” said Nelson [I.ec,
‘“and I am going to consult Morley with
regard to this'Farnian mystery.”’

‘“What can old Morley do, sir?”’

“It’s not what Morley can do; it is
what we can do!’ replied the guv nor
easily. “ 1 mean to lay a trap for these
cnemies of Farman, for I am convinced
they are still hanging about the place.
And then the truth will come out.”-

““What sort of teap, sir?”’ I asked
wonderingly. :

“Ah, I don’t know that just now,”
siniled Lee. ‘¢ But within a day or tw»
your term of ‘ Coventry’ will come to a

.sudden end. So don’t worry, young ‘un!

IFarman refuses to say who the attackers
were. Very well! We shall proceed to
find out for ourselves.”

[ 4 * ®

And we did find out, too!
Nelson Lee, with my help, and the 'elp:
of Detective-Inspector Morley, laid. Jus
and Farman’s enemies

. L ]

I was restored to my old position in the

Remove Form at St. Frank’s. -
But I can’t go into the full details of

that affair here. I'm going to dive mto

my note-book again, get all the facts

fresh in my memory, and then I'm going

to set down the adyventure at full length.
That's all—for the present!

END,

NEXT WEEK |—(See p. iv of céver.)
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The Boxing Sailor

A STORY OF THE RING AND LIFE IN THE NAVY.
By ARTHUR 8. HARDY.

Read 1)hia arll /

Tou Cnaweney, light-weight boxer and stoker
aboard H.M.S. Flyer. makes his first
public appearance ina conteat with
Jimmy Youwl, lightning feather-weight.
He wins Meh}ﬂghl and wilh the prize.
money 12 able to replace his father's
t:jzrprdf ed fishing smack. Tom 18 jealoua
o

Bos Ry~oLy  who, the lud consvders, so o
‘““alacker " —aon  the grounds that Bob
seema tn find favour in the eyes of

Maay Trwarrxs, the pretty daughter of
F sherman Thwaites, of whom Tom s

ery fond.

Phnuluuu (RAWLRY'S smack is chartered
as a mine -sweeper, and one day e (or-

by a (lerman aubmarine in sight

of land. Old Thoma~ (‘rawiey is taken
ner and carried on the U'-

But 1A: obhers are pud afiocat on

a raft.  TAey are soon picked up by

a BritisA destroyer and landed neqr

Weathereea. Tom and Bobd go to meet

them, and M 1+ very anzious about

WAe fate of old Tom ( mulcy

(Now read this week's thrilling
snetalment.)

The fact that Mary, Riley, Sam, and
Morgan had been saved was in no way

to the credit of the Huns. If the
destroyer had not come upon the scene as
she dil, ve drifted on

muiht they not
the raft in the ever increasing swell until

tho frail battens had parted and they had
been engulfed®

What did 8 matter if Germany pos-
sesscd onv sea officer whose heart was
*:l‘ cnough to hold some slight feeling of

umanity ' Nhips were being sunk with.
out warning overy day. (ormany con-
tinued her policy of murder and rapine,
and the junkers in Berlin still howled
for anncxations and indemnities.

As ‘Towr and Bob strolled back through
the sunlit stroets of Weathersea, with
Mary between them and their arms

E——

hnked
st.nr)'.
Tom—Tom,” she sighed, as they

wmppml outside the gate of the little (‘0t
tage in which she lived, “ would we had
twice as many fighting men as Dritain
posscsses to carry on the war and beat
the Giermans to their knees!™

** Here'a one more going to France, at
wmy rate, Mary.” said Bob Randle cheer-
fully. *“ And there are hundreds more
will go out with my draft. And Amenca
will soou bhe sending her legions.”

““ And the Flyer's nigh ready for sea
again, \l.\rv sand Tom, with brighten-
ing eyes.  “ If we've a bit of luck, ve
shall run foul of some of Fritz's skulkmg
destroyers; and if we do, you'll see that
I can do some fighting outside a boxing-

cang !’

Mary thought of Tom's mother. What
a wrench and tral it would be for her
every ttme Tom went to sea now. There
she would be, left alone at home to brood
and grieve and wonder whether her Loy

would follow her father to captivity, or

i hers, the brave girl told her

worse, or be drovned or slain in the
dreadful tghring.

“Oh, Tom, your mother!’ &ghe
faltered.

Tom winced.

* We've got to tight for her, and you,
too, lase—me and b.,"" growled 7om,
with a tar-away look in his eyes. * And
[ can't forget the Dora Grey. I fought

for her, and won her in the ring, for the
sake of the old dad. And now she's sunk'’
What's the use of trying to do anything
while these German murderers are at
large?”’

“ It's some use, ‘Tom, boy,” said Bob
Randle guietly. ** Look here! ‘There's
no saying when your call or mine wlll
come! Your father hadn’t much put by,
had he?"

** No. [Iv was only just beginning to
carn_money " anawered Bob.

** Then lom. " said Bob Randle, * go
to Dan {slmmons. and get him to giv

i
you another show at bhis boxmg[ina.ll
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before the Flyer puts out to sce again.
‘The money you’ll earn will go to help
your mother if anything should happen
to you. You see wiat I mean?”’

om gtared.

‘“Eh? You mean get up a benefit
show for my old dad?”’ he breathed, and
his eyes brightened at the idea.

“\Why not? Dan’s one of the bhest.
And he likes you. All the fisher folk will
rally when they know it’s for 'Thomas
Crawley's sake.”’

‘““ Ay, I’ll do it, Bob,”’ said Tom.

And so he left Mary, who rushed into
the oottage, to be received into her
mother’s yearning arms, and went home

-to comfort his mother, and have a further
talk with Bob over that proposed benefit.

ARRANGING A BENEFIT.
TOM did not allow the grass to grow

under his feet.
Now that he had made it

u
with Bob, and was fast frieglcr;'
with him instead of hating and despising |

him as he used to do, Tom could not sce
enough of the khaki-clad Tommy.

And so, when both had comforted Murs.
Crawley as much as possible, they Tleft
her to sigh and moar over her absent

husband, and hied them to Dan Sim-|

mons’s boxing-hall.

They found Dan in his office, which
was full of choking smoke, and when they
had got used to the cloud of tolacco,
which hung like a veil between floor and
ceiling, they espied several men in khaki
and a few 1n Navy blue, puffing uwur at
Dan’s cut navy plug and Gold Tlake
cigarettes, which weére always there for
the use of the lads who were serving
their King and country on land or sea.

‘“ Come right in, there, you Tom!
Come in. Bob!" said the friendly boxing
promoter. ‘“ What can I do for you?”’

In a few dirvect sentences, Toin and
Bob alternately explained the position cof
affairs, and stat what had brought
them there.

In a moment Dan was on his feet. ;_iis
face was good-natured no longer. With
fists clenched, cheeks red, and eyes ghs-

tening, he stood before them, trembling
with passion. ‘

- 4 And so they’'ve sunk the Dora Grey,
have they? The cowards!’ he cried.
“ And they’ve taken poor- Thomas Craw-
ley .away to Germany, a captive In a
(German  submarine!

Tom—Bob, Fve a
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muid to quit this promoting game of
mine, though it would ruin me to give
up this hall and the leng lease I hold
and the money I've sunk in it, and join
the Army.”

“Don’t! You're yecars
Dan,” said Bob Randle. ‘‘ Stay at home
and do your bit! You carry on! Grow
vegetables, and help to guard the totvn
as a special constable, if you feel vou're
not doing enough. But stand fast. Leave
the fighting to Toin and me. And now,
what do you say about letting Tom box
at a benefit for Mrs. Crawley? It would
keep her going, you see, if anything
should happen to Tom.” ‘

Dan Simmons considered.

‘“ ve been running penefits reg'lar,”
he returned, ‘“ and I don’t know that I
ought to individualise. And yet wh
shouldn't I? I knew Tom'’s fatﬁer well,
and Tom ’ll be at sea with the Flyer
again before you can say ‘ Knife!” Yex,
I'll do it! Wil you fight Jerry Nelson
here, Tom, or i3 he too good for you?”’

The promoter’s eyes twinkled merrily.

Jerry Nelson! Tom’s face flamed, his
eyes glinted. Jerry Nelson! Why, he’d
beard of Jerry Nelson, the Hull flyer for
.the last year or two, and Jerry’s name
‘had alwaya been assaciated with bantam-
weight vietories. .

Jerry had a big following. 'There
‘were people up North who proclaimed
| him the toughest bit of goods living at
his weight.

! 'Tom’s eyes roamecd the smoke-laden
|

over age,

.room, and he saw Jerry standing on his
feet, encased 1n khaki, a square-
shouldered, wonderfully tough-looking
little nut, with short neck and deep
chest, with a grin on his face that might
have been chisclled there.

‘““ Yes, I'll fight him,”” said Tom, snap-
ping his teeth, “ if he’ll agree to fght
me [”’

‘“ Put it there, Jack !’ said the Torumy.
““It's blue against khaki, the Navy
versus the Army. And if you want a
side bet, I'm your man.”

“T'll back myself for twenty-bive

unds, if it’s any use to you,”’ said Tomni.
“ I've that much by me.”

“ Right-ho! I want to add a bit to
my bank balance. Now, Dan, what ’ll
vou pay mc for the fight? Twenty
rounds, of course!”’

“ Fifteen 'll be long enough,’” observed
the promoter, ‘‘and it’s for charity.
You’ve got to sing small, Jerry.”’

o« H'm! I'll take twenty-Gve pounds
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for the job. I'm worth four times that,
as you know. And I want to insure
myself against loss, in case Tom here
bheats me."’

Dan did a bit of rapid ready reckoning.
He figured out in a flash the composi-
tton of the other contests and cost of the
hall, highting, printing, attendants, etc.

“ All right. Il give you five-and-
twonty, Jerry. You won’t want any-
thing, Tomn, for it'll all go to the proiits
'l ga\'e to hand out on behalf of vour
mother."’

“ Right vou arc:’’ said Tom.

And there and then the bargam was
scaled and the benefit finally arranged.
Jt way ordered to take place on the Mon-
day week. Dan cowld not allot a Satur-
day, as he had to pay his way, and 1t
took him all his time to win through with
his regular programmes.

And so within threo days special
posters, printed despite the regulations
and restrictions imposed upon such war-
time luxuries. were set up on the hoard-
ings, and the word went round that
Thomas Crawley's widow (people would
irsist on belioving the fisherman dead
and that U-boat sunk) was going to have
a benefit at Dan Simmons’s, and that
Tom was going to box Jerry Nelson a
fiftecn-rpunds contest in order to attract
tho crowd.

THE SHELL.
TOM had anticipated that the Flyer

would be ready for sea again

before that benelit day came

round; but, although rapid pro-
gress was made with her, she had not
recovered that far, and Tom was at
liberty to meet the famous Army bantamn
weight.

And what a crowd filled the hall when
they met, to be surc!

As it happened, a fierce gale was blow-
ing, the mine-sweepers had come into
lfmrbour, and most of the fisher-folk wero
ree.

They were not the sort to hang back
when therc was a chance of doing
'I'homas Crawley’s widow a good turn.
And so they, and such sailors as were in
port, flocked the  hall
hundreds. ' _

Soldiers from the neighbouring bar-
raoks, and flying men from the local
aerodrome, pourcd into the town, and

to in their
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most of them made their way to Dan
Simmons’s hall. |

Near the ring-side sat Mary Thwaites,
noxt her father, with Mrs. Crawley on
her right hand. ’

Bob Randle was with them, but left
to go to the dressing-room a half an
hour before Tom was due In the ring.

He was going to help second Tom.

A little before the time fixed for the
star event of the evening, Dan Sim-
mons entered the ring.

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” he cried,
after having made his appeal to the men
to stop smoking, ‘“ we ave all gathered
here to-night to do honour to ‘the
memory o5 a good man. I refer to
nsherman Thomas Crawley, one of the
best. He’s said to be a prisoner of war;
but, prisoner of war or not, the fact re-
mains that he has left Mrs. Crawley
behind 1n Weathersea to carry on, with-
out any mcans of doing 1it. Her son
Tom has to do his bit, and isn’t free to
fight in the ring for big purses as he
would be In normal times. So we con-
ceived this 1dea of a benefit, and he’s here
to-night to earn the brass to keep his
mother.

“I can’t put things eloquently, for
I'm not a polished speaker. But you
know whyt 1 mean. He’s 2 boxer, and a
plucky young boxer. So is Jerry Nelson,
who agrecd to box him so that the show
mdf! be a great draw, at only a fourth
of his usual fee.

“I'm a boxing promoter, and T’ve
given my hall for the benefit, charging
only bare expenses. And you’re all lovers
of the game, and keen sportsmen. I am
able already to teli you what I shall have
to hand over to Mrs. Crawley to-morrow.
Jt amounts, with subscriptions, to no less
a sum than onc hundred and ninety-seven
pounds, and, with the tenner I'm going
{o add to it myself, we push it well over
two hundred quid, with a few outstand-
ing 1tems to add to it in the final
reckoning.  Ladies gentlemen, I
thank you.”

So saying, he made his bow, and
scrambled down to the floor amid &
deafening roar of applause, -and shouts
of ¢ Good old Dan!”’

The c¢cho of the cheering had hardly
died away ere Tom Crawley and Jerry
Nelson approached the ring, accompanied
by their seconds, the one treading close
upon the other’s heels.

They were stripped and ready for the

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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contest, and their white flesh gleamed in
the bright lights suspended above the
ring as they mounted the steps and
entered it from opposite sides.

Both lads were smiling, and in build
and height and reach there was ‘nothing
to choose between them.

They bowed to the cheering, met in the
rmddle of- the fing, and shook hands
there.  Then the §oves were produced
and tied on, ‘abid the din” died away, all
eves being turned towards the boxers.

The contest ought to be very Ilittle
infertor to a champlomlnp bout.

“If I win, Tom,”’
clash, *“T'll give you your twenty-five
.pounds -back again. Tha,t’ll be my
donation to the fund.”

And Tom respected him for the words.

If there were any present who
imagined that Jerry or young Tom would
hold - their hands just because there was
not a lot of money .hanging upon the
result of the ﬁght they were quickly
undeceived.

From the word ¢ Go I”” the pace wus-a
cracker,
that he could not do as he liked with the
Tommy from Hull, he settled down to-a

clever l‘mﬂ* \ive%lé c%lr*ulated style fQf bgl\.-..
1ng whic e ew Opﬂﬁrigb of e,

“ Klyer,”? as Jerry was ca
Y S

And Jerry was a flyer.
with the left was perfect. +It was the |

weapon with which le generally won his
fights. |

Tom resigned the leading in the first
few rounds to Jerry, sceing that the-Hull
boxer was keen, and contented hunself

with counteung

And so.six rounds were fought—-six
rounds so cven_as regard- points that no
referee could have found anythm
between-them,

Then, encouraged by ]m suceess, 'Ir‘m
began to do a bit of leading in his turn,
and Jerry -was forced to mill on the.re-
treat, which he did in grand style, hold-
ing up Tom again and again.

Finding these factics of no avail,
abandoned ‘them, and- fell to chmhmg
and in-fighting. ‘But here he also found
that he could teach Jerry nothing. Juack
was ds good as his master, and, with all
his ‘cfeverness, in spite of all his wiles,
Tom did 'rot invariably gain the mnor'
position.

If Jerry’s ribs were red and sore from
the pounding, so also ‘were Tom’s.

And so they reached the twelfth round,

said Jerry before the |

and as soon as Tom discovered |

His lea dmg ]

“Tom [

111

with not a point’s advantage either way.

In the thirteenth round, Jerry showed
what dangerous stufl he was made of by
sending Tom down.

Tom, white with anger- at his fall,
leaped to his feet and rushed crazily in.

‘Bob Randle thought that he must lose
it then, but he fought with such deter-
mination that Jerry, too, went down,
before the three minutes were up, uml
‘both were bleeding, bruised, and much
marked when they tottered, pantinc, to

their respective corners after the bell
had rung.
It proved to be the most exciting round

of a tlnilling fight.

When next they nﬁet both were tired
and cautious, and, nelthel being in 2

I-mood to ~mrenfler any advantage to the

other or take any risk, the contest petered
out with considerable holding.

Then Dan Simmons stood up without
entering the ring, and held up his hand
for silence.

The cheers were stifled for a moment.

““ Ladies and gentlemen,”” he ecried,
spreading his arms so as to take in both
lads as, they stood breathless in their
"corners, ‘‘ I de(,lane the contest a draw !

And then tha Tommies atid the -sailors

| let them both have it at th_e full str et‘ h

of their lungs.

“‘There was hardly a man present who
did not thoroughly endorse the verdicr.

The fight had thrilled them. They'd
never seen a better. -

‘“Three cheers for
loa.red a lusty sailor.
“ And three more for Jerry Nelson !’

bawled .a Tommy of Jerry’s reciment
when the first lot of cheering hadt died

Tom Crawley'!”’

|away.

“'’And what about another three for
Dan?”’ suggested Bob Randle when at
last. he was able.to get a look in.

““ Thank you, ladies and gents,’
Dan. “ And now, supposing we. l
another for" Mrs. Crawlev7”’ |

The one for Mrs. Crawley was the Lest
of all, and as it died away Dan lifted her
bodllv and deposited her on the steps -of -
the ring, and told her that she'd got to
make a speech.

In a moment one could have h(-aul -
| pin drop.

AMrs. Crawley, looking around her
with tears in her eves, felt for her first

said
1ave

words: but -as she opened her lips to
(Cont nued overleaf.) T
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utter them, a eurvious whirring sound | ing report, and the electric lights wera
made itself heard. instantly put out.

¢ > >
,I\”yrslrd“ blanched as he heard it. Then came the crash of falling slateq
Fooking down, ke caught Dan blmmom s1and rending brickwork. of tearing wooul,

‘t}'.b I
of splintering glass, and shrieks and.cries

1} 3 A 1 ‘v ! atv? - Ly
l)““”t:‘”("‘“’ “l”tf that?’ ““'“"“":l of. terror rang out in the sudden’ dark
“It's a shell, or Ive never heard one ' lfp“ -
whispered - Julv hoavsely as he bent The Germans are shelling Weather-
down to reach Dan’s ear. o sca!ll sereamed a voice from nm\l:ew
A mowment later, something struck the| ™ Bolt for vour lives!'"”’ )
boxing-hall, tluw wis @ ﬂash, a deafen- (To be continued.)
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