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" TEDDY LONG KNOWS SOMETHING.

OI:‘MI’IIY WATSON shook his head doubt-
I ully.
““ [t's too much to cxpect that it'll
last. The chap’s a rotter, and he’'ll
always be a rotter. That's my opinion, any-
how.

‘“ 'm frightfully sorry, dear fellow, but 1
must be allowed to remark that your opinion
ain't sportin’,” said Sir .Montie Tregellis-
West, regarding Watson severely tarough his
&)ince-nez. **1t ain't playin® the game,
'ommy boy—il ain’t, really. It's been agreed
by everybody that Pitt was a hero——-"

“0Oh, I'm saying nothing about that,” in-
terrupted Watson. ‘“ Pitt acted jolly de-
contly—in fact he can’t he praised too much.
It’ll be a long while hefore you’ll hear me
say a word against him. He saved my life,
and I shall always regard him as a chap with
mountains of pluck.”

I grinned.

*“* That doesn't quite tally with what ycu
said just now,”” I remarked.

““0Oh, my hat! I don't want you to think
Fim ungrateful!” said Watson ° quickly.
** When I said that Pitt would always be a
rotter, I didn't mean that literally. What 1
was trying to get at _was this: No matter
how much Pitt changes for the better, he'll
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Tommy Watson nodded.

uu\?ll v 1 u puadil s Lode. DuL 1 Svid
helieve-—strictly between ourselves—that he'il
chium up with Fullwood and Co. again.
That's all I meant. Tt'll he a beastly pity i
he does, because I should like to see him
chuek up those cads for good."

~ Sir Montie and Tommy and I were chatiing
In the common-room of thw Ancient House at
St. Frank’s, standing in tront of a glowing,
cheerful fire. We had the room tn oursaslveas
at the moment, and the subject of onr ss-
cussion was Regiuald Pitg, of the Remove.
Pitt had returned to the ranks of the Re-
move two days previously, after spending
almost three weeks in the school sanatorium
He wasn't quite well even now, but he had
begged to be allowed to get about again.

The Serpent--as he was called in the Re-
move—had sustained sevcre burns during 1
serious fire on the outskirts of Bannington.
On that occasion Pitt had undoubtedly saved
Tonmmy Watson's life--and Watzon was grat:-
ful. But this did nat prevent him speaking
in a rather critical fashion on Pitt's short-
comings. 1 don’t think I should have
spected Watson =0 much if he had bhlindly
sworn Dby Pitt and couldn’t see anything
wrong in what he did. Watson was a blnnt
person, and hecausc hw spoke hluntly it didn’t
imply that he was ungrateful.

At the same time. Tommy couldn't quite

r"l..

although very gratetul, coulan'y quite Iorged

# And I'm the first to acknowledge it,”" he | that.
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And he held the opinion, as he had plainly
ttated, that the Serpent would break out

again in the old way. Personally, 1 was very"

nmuch afraid that Wateon was right, Pitt, of
course, had been booked for expulsion, but
his brave action in plunging into the fire
had earned himm a free pardon. And now he
was provided with a fresh chance.

The Remove gencerally, instcad of disliking
Pitt as before, was generously inclined to
pive him a new start. He came back into
the Ancient House with the past behind him,
o to speak, and it was now up to him to
make good.

It will be really interestin’ to watch
Pitt’'s progress,” remarked Sir Montie
thoughtfully. “ I am wonderin’ if he will
1(13\-'0 anythin’ to do with Fullwood and
1')'*'__“!!

‘“He was speaking to Fullwood just hefore
tea,” put in Watson. “ That's why I'in
pretty certain that he'll slip back into his
dd ways. It's too much to expect that his
decency will last.”

“* Well, look here, we ncedn't talk ahout '

Pitt,” 1 said. “’1 want to have a chat about
the football—"

** Football!” exclaimed Handlorth, charging
into the common-room at that moment.
** That's queer. I was just looking for you,
Nipper, to jaw about the foothall—-"

“Don't!” T interrupted. ‘ Talking about
fjoothall with you, Handy, is too much of a
fag.” .

Handflorth strode acress the room, followed
by his two chums, Church and McCiure.
Several other juniors came in, too.

‘“A fag, is it?” roarcd Handlorth. ‘' If

you think you're going to choke me off,}

Nipper, you're jolly well mistaken! I want
to know about the football arrangements for
this season.” ‘

* But why should you want to know?” I
asked innocently. ““You don’t take an in-
terest in football, do you?”

“ You—you silly ass!” roared Handforth.
““ Just because you're junior skipper you seem
to thirk you knaw everyvthing. But I'm not
going Lo stand any nonsense, my son. I want
1o Jearn-—-" _

(O, you want to learn foothall, eh?” I
interrupted.

* Learn!” bhellowed Haundforth.
—-you——m-"

“ I'irst of all, Handy, you've gut to bear
in mind that football is a game,” T said
blandly. * Twenty-two fcllows play it—
cleven a side—and the idea is to kick the
ball ahout——" .

““ You dotty idiot!’ roared Handiorth.

““ And there are two -goals, one at either
end of the fleld,”” I went on. *‘The chap
who stands between the goal-posts is called
the goalkeeper——"' - .

‘ IIa, ha, ha!”

“ And his job is to keep the ball out of
the net,”” 1 proceeded, with the air of a
leeturer. *“ Sometimes, of course, he lets the
ball slip by him, and that’s called a goal.
Got that? All that's necessary is to bear
thede points in mind, Handy."” v« )

*'You blithering fathead!’ shouted Hand-

*“Why, you
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forth wrathfully. * Y suppose you think tkis
is funny?”’

““Not at all,” I replied. * Foothall is a
serious game. After you've had a few lessons,
Handy, you may be able to pick up the rudi-
ments of the game. I don’t suppose you will
—but you may!”

‘“ Ha, ha ha!” ) _
_Everybody in the common-room was cack-
ling, and Handforth's own chums were po cx-
ception to the rule. He turned on them wrath-
fully, punched McClure's nose with greéat pre-
cision, and treated Church to a beautiful
ﬂ]ucé( ear. They didn't laugh so much aiter

at, -

“And if you ain’t careful, Fll punch your
nose, too!”’ said Handforth, glaring at me.
“It all comes out of sheer jealousy. I
happen to Dbe the best junior forward in
the school, and you don’t like it. That’s why
you've given me a rotten place in the team
;ats“half-back. I don’'t see why I should stand
it!”

I sighed. - )

‘““ Nobody wants you to stand it that 1
know of,” I said patiently. ‘‘ There are
plen® of fellows who would be only to glad
of your place, my son. -In fact it's quite
likcly that I shall be compelled, by public
opinion, {o chuck you opt of the eleven.”

“You’d have your hands full!’ shouted
Handforth warmly. ‘* We've had these argu-
ments again and again, and I'm fed-up with
them. If you can’t give me a place in the
forward line, I shall probably refuse to play
for the gide at all.” '

“ Begad! What a reliei that would be!"
sald Sir Montie languidly.

‘“* Ha, ha, ha!”

“It. wouldn't be a relicf to the side!”’ de-
ciared Handforth. ** What would ycu do
without me? Just answer me that question,
if you can! Without me to back you up,
you’d lose every game on the fixture-list. I
don’t like boasting, but I must say that I'm
the chief mainstay of the eleven——''

““ Heard the latest?”” shouted Teddy Lon
excitedly, bursting into the common-room a
that moment.

Handforth turned round, glaring.

“I was talking!” he roared aggressively.

“That’s nothing new,” said Teddy Leng.
““When ain't you talking, Handy? TUn#kss
somehody interrupted you, you'd go on for
ever! Here, I say—— Hold him back, you
chaps! Ow! Oh, you beastly bully! Leggo
my ear——''

“Don't you dare to interrupt me again,
then!” said Handforth magisterially, “ 1 wasg
| talking about football—-"

‘* Oh, dry up, Handy!” said Long, dodging
behind two other fellows. ‘“I've got some
news—eome jolly interesting news, too.
There’s a new Remove kid coming this week.”’

‘““Let him come!’’ snorted Handforth.

“ But this chap’s a novelty,” yelled Long,
still keeping in cover. ‘‘He lives in Ber-
mondsey—"’ . o

‘“ Where?” inquired half-a-dozen fellows in
one voice.

‘“ Bermondsey !’ repeated Long, gaining

confidence, ** That's given you a surprise,
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¢h? [ call it jolly rotten, and 1 think we
ought to gel up a protest.””

1 strode across the room and grahbed ILong
by the coat-collar. He was a fat, grubhy
litile beggar, and had the reputation of being
the sneak of the Remove. .

““What’'s this yarn?” I demanded grimly.
‘1 expect you've heen listening at some key-
hole, and you'ye mistaken the word. It's
inore likely to be Birmingham——"

“ 1t ain’t!”’ shouted Long, wrigeling away.
“ Do you think I haven't got cars? The kid's
coming from Bermondsey, T tell you. 1
reckon the Remove ought to get up a
petition—-"’

“ But what for?” asked McClure. ‘* What's
wrong with Bermondsey? It's a suburb of
London, ain’t it?"

“Of course it is,” said Long. “ A heasztly
rotten slum place, where everybody gces
about in rags—-"’ :

‘““You young fathead!” 1 grinmed. ¢ Some
parts of Bermondsey are more select than
a good many streets in the West Fnd. And
if there's a new kid coming frcm Bermondsey,
it doesn’t prove anything. You shouldn't
jurep at conclusions——"'

“DBut I tell you he's a slum beast!"’ de-
clared Long defiantly. ‘1 heard the Iead
telting Mr. Crowell—— I—I mean Mr. Cro-
well told me all about it just now,”” he added

hastily. “ Old Crowell was quite pally, and
gave me alt the information I wanted. Of}

course, I alwvays get on well with the nasters
—they like me.”

] erinned.

“You little fathead,” I said. ‘Do you
think we believe that yarn? Mr. Crowell
knows better than to confide in a sneaking
young bounder like you. Clear out while
ycu're safe—"'

“1 don't see why I shonld clear out!" said
I.ong indignantly. ‘° While I was listening 1
heard—— I mean Mr. Crowell told me that
this new Kid has been going to a bheastly
london County Council school. What do you
think of that? A low-down bounder from a
Council school coming to St. Frank's!"

“T don't believe it!"" said Handforth
bluntly.

“ All right, you needn’t, but youn'll see on
Wednesday,"” retorted Long. ‘““1'm only tell-
ing you what I know. This heastly chap is a
regular slum -cad, and he's only been to a
(C'ouncil school-—"’

“*T don't believe him, either,” I interrupted.
““ But, suppozing a kid does come from a
Council school, what of it? Council schools
ain’t. contaminated, are they?”

Teddy Long stared at me. )

““ Why, they're awful places!"” he said.
“ Ragged kids go to ‘em, and dustmen’s sons,
and all sorts of low-down beasts—"'

“You'd better buzz-off,’”” I -infterrupted
sharply. ‘‘ And don'l;‘,'u'-r your views about
Council schools again. 'St. Frank's may be a
select place, but some of the best chaps
breathing were educated at Council schools.
And you've got nothing to boast about,
Long.” :

“'he fut junior. sniffel.

I'U J

“Perhaps you've been to a Conned achiod
youiself?'" he sneered.

‘““No, I haven't, but T sbouldn’t He asham~1
of it it I bad,” I replied. * Every fellow
can't afford St. Frank's fees, and I daresay
o chap learns just as much iy a L.C.C. ahool
a5 he learns here. It all depends upon
whether the fellow wants o learn. Y.ou'il
never learn anything, Lonw, if you stay at
56. Frank’s for ten years!''

““Oh, rats!”’ snapped Lonz, who felt thai ha
had missed fire with his startiing information
“I know my pater won't keep nme at St
Frauk’s if he finds out that 1 comm:n ol ig
coming here.  This new kid talks liko a
bargec and he's a perfect horror.”

Sir Montie beained.

“That’s a piece of rippin’ news, old hoy,”
he said languidly.

“What i5?” demandel Lone.

“ About this new fellow comin’,”” explained
Tregellis-Wezt. ““If he comes, you're ining
away, I understand? There couliln’t be anvy-
thing more rippin’ than that, bhegud!”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, you're suro to be funny '’ :aid Tong
sheepishly. “ Of course, |- [ dou't suppose |
shall go really—"’

“[ do!” said Handforth rimly. “ You'll
oy oub of this common-riom really —assisted
by the toe of my hoot! Cieare off, you beastly
little spy!  And you'd betber get another
varn next time; we don't beiirve this one.”

“ Rather not!"’ exclaimed Gulliver,  ** 8.
Frank’s must have come to a pretty pass if

- —
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they're admitting  Councll  school rottera.
But 1 don't belleve it. The governors
woitldn’t allow it. As you seem to know «n
much, what's this new kid's nrame?”’

* Maaon!" replied Long prompthy.

“ And he's coming into t ‘emove?"’

“Yos."

“ Anctent House?'' 1 asked.

" That's what (he Head maid.’”’

** Oh, the Head said :itx did he?” exciaiincd
Handforth, lrownlnﬁ. *I thought you told
una that Mr. Crowell—-"'

“J1~1 meant Mr., Crowell!”
:.nnn:. “They were talking—

“ Youn mean that

stammered
I mean,

ou were listening out-
ride the door of Mr. (gnzm:ll‘a study.” I broke
m., “Own up, yov little rotter! Did you
liston at the keyhole, or not?”

“Xo, I didn't!” =aid Loung indignantly.
» £ wouldn't do auch a thing! 1 should

k I'm above listening at keyholes! I
happened to be passing, and I dropped a—a
picce of toffce lnst outaide Crowell's door.
And while T waa looking for it I couldn’t
hely hearlug-—"'

“*You awlal young fibber!" roared Hand-
forth. * Look here, you chapsa, help me to
gire the young «py a gnod bumping! I'm
dosnh on cavesdropping, and we'll teach him
n jesson.”

Iong backed away haztily.

* Don't you touch me!'* he yclled in alarm.
“ 1'se given you soruc news, and you ought
to be jolly pleased. Keep your hedstly paws
ol me, Handforth—— Yearvoooh!”

Handforth and I, ably assisted by Watson,
Charch, and two or three other fellows,
graeped Teddy Long firmly and grimly. He
wia ralaed from the floor, wriggling and
yelilng.

Bump !

Laong descended with a crash, howling as
though he was bLeing subjected to terrible
torture. But we persisted with the pnuish-
ment until he had been bumped six times.
Then, rore and outraged, he scuttled to the
door and passced out.

“T'H never tell you auything again, you
boasts!’ ho bellowed, as he closed the door
with a slam.

“*Rigud! I wish we could belleve it, old
hoys,' remmarked 3ir Montie. * But I wonder
how much of that tale is trme? Pcruanally,
I don’t think it matters R rap where a fellow
comes from, rrovldin’ he Is true blue. An’
l‘nllll{;?il schonls ain’t such awful places, are
they?"

“Yep, they arce!” sald Fullwood, who had
enne (o duripg the last few minutes. ** And
1 vant teH you jolly rlainly that if a Council
ool chap comea here, bhe'll meet with a
-4 reception. We'll make his life a mlsery,
an’ show him that he ain’t wanted.”

1 didn't think it nccesaary to make any
cronment.  After all, Long's story was pro-
hably all wrong, and 1 had no lutention of
suying a word about the matter.

The other fellows, however, s?‘l‘d quite a
good many words. And I'm afra ‘that the

_m;q«g:jty of them were rather snobbish in

|
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their views. Even some of the dceent
fellows considercd that it would be a bit too
thick for a Bermondsey kid to eome to St.
Frank's,

Rat a Bermondacy kid was coming, never-
theless.

-

CHAPTER 11.
THE BOY FROM BERMONTSE{.

EDNESDAY was a cold, clear day—
J ‘x} and a half-holiday. It was ideal

 but he hadn’t satisfled me.

£ couldn’t get

weather for football, and a junior
House match was the programme
for the afternoon.

Christine and Co., of the College House,
were in good form, and I was anxious to
give them a whacking—for my team was in
gond form, too. Christine had been saying
that his eleven couldn't be touched this
season, and it was neccasary to point out his
little mistake. |

Nelson Lce, who was the Houscmaster of
the Arcient Houge, had already told me that
Jack Muason., ol Bermondsgy., was due to
arrive that afternoon. I had attempted to
get further information out of the guv’nor,
He just to!d me
to wait until the new fellow arrived, and
then draw my own conclusions.

I did¢ know, hgwever, that Teddy Long's
yarn, in the mein, was true.

As 30 the why angd wherefore of the thing,
1e hang of 16. It was really:

extraordinary that such a boy should be

allowed to enmter an ultra-select college like
8t. Frark's. Pressurc of some kind had
evidently becen hrought to bear upon ibe
overnors. For as a rule ther¢ was no open-
ng for a ncw fellow unless his name -bad.
been on the bnoks for ycars. And cvet then
thc sons of old boys always have preference.

So it was really hard to believe that a
tellow of Nason's type should gnrin ad-
mittance. 1 hadn't secn him, and I passed no
comment—it wouldn't have been fair. I
helicved in judging a fellow on his merits—
apd that’s the only proper way.

But the majority of the other Removitea
were inclined to judge the prospective new
boy by other things. It really didn’t matter
what he was bhimself; but it did matter that
he bad previouvely been educatcd at a com-
mon or garden Courncil school.

Taking them all round, the Ancient House
fellows were by no means sncbbish, but there
was & certain limit to their tolerance. And
it was univeranlly decided that a Bermondsey
kid couldn’t be stuck at any price. Jb weas
simely a matter of quality—and St. Frank's
had always Prldcd itself upon the quality of
its pupils. could name 2 few who wcre
worae than the roughest urchins in any freo
scliool, tn spitec of their swell families.

Mason wa3 due to arrive by the afternoon
train, and so there was no prospect of sceing
him until atter he had been at 8t. Frank’s
for an hour or two—unless he elected. to
come over to Little Side in order to watch
the game. :
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And so T dismissed him from my thoughts
as soon as the coin was tossed at the coin-
mencement of the mateh. But Fullwood and
Co. had not forgottcn the new bhoy, and they
stcod in a group round the Ancient House
steps, deep in consultation. :

* The new kid's coming this afternoon—
there’s no doubt about that,”” Fullwood was
saying. ‘ We've only got Long’s word for it
that he's a low beast. I think we ought to
make sure of it as soon as he arrives.”

‘““How?" asked Gulliver.

‘““ By cornerin’ the cad an’ putting ques-
tions to him,”" replied Fullwood. ‘“If he

refuses to answer we shall know what to

think—an’ if he turns out to be a slum
rotter we'll rug him until he can’t stand.
That's my idea. T want you chaps to back
me up.”’

* We're with you,” said Marriott, nodding,
‘““ And if we find out that tho new chap is all
screne, we'll give Long a ragging. So wc
shall have a Dbit of cxcitement in anpy case.”

Fullwood grinned.

** That’s scttled, then,” “ Let’s
go down to the gates.”

Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell were ac-
companied by two of the fellows from Study
G-—Merrell and-~ Marriott. These precious
youths were all members of the noble order
of Nuts, and they considered themselves to
be the elite of the Remove. This was just
as well, for nobody else shared that opinion.

It was not necessary for them to wait long.
For presently a Hzure was observed striding
up the road from the village. It was a boy
in Etons, and he was carrying two glaringly
new bags in his hands, both of tliem being
fully bulged and evidently heavy.

The unewecomer came along throveh the
slighit mud of the rond, and was conscicus of
the group of very elegant juniors gathered
round the gatewsy., He knew that they were
eveing him in  the most critical manner
possible.

Ite wus a well-set-up youngster of about
fifteen, with fair hair and frank blue eyes.
Hi: Eton suit sat ill upon him—probhably
because it was of rather bad fit and
obviously brand ncw.

“* This i3 St. Frank's, isn't it?’’ he asked,
in a quiet, hesitating voice. “I"was told
“§t. Frapk's?" echoed Fullwood, winking
at his chums. ‘‘ Never heard of such a place.
This i35 a convalescent home for young gentle-
men—so you can't have any bhusineas here,
can you?”

The new hoy smiled.

“[ cdon't wind a joke,”” he said in an even
voive. *“I Kknow this is St. Frank's, and 1
only asked you because I just wantcd to say
something pleasant. You'll let me pass,
won't you?"

This request was quite neccssary, for Full-
wood and Co. blocked the entrance com-
pletely —and  did so  dcliberately. Fullwood
grinned and shook his head.

“There's no burry, kid,”
“ Youn're Mason, 1 suppose?”

¢ Yes, that's my name—Jack Masoun.”

lie said.

he remarked.

suit for me,”’

!
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o And yon're bocked for the Anciont Bon-a
—Remove Forin?”

“1 think 30.”

“Well, that's satisfactory aso far,” aaid
Fullwood, in a fatherly way. * No, don't put
thoze bags down—I like to see you holdin’
'en. By the way, you might give me the
address of your tailor.”

“ But what for?'’ asked Mason in surprise.
‘““Oh, T shal!l have to get him to make a
replied Fullwood gravely.
“You don't often see a fit like that. It
isn't a fit at all, really—it's a giddy con-
vulsion!"’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The Nuts langhed uproariously at this
cheap, gecond-hand humour, and Jack
Mason flushed scarlet. He knew very well
that bis clothes were heing made fun of, and
he was rather seusitive ahout them himself—
knowing well e¢nough that they didn’t fit him
properly.

‘1 think you arec very rude,’”” he said, with
simple directness. ‘I was told that St.
Frank's was a very selceet place, and that I
should have to be careful of my manners.
But it doesn’t scem that the standard of
manners is very high here.”

The smiles of Fullwood and Co. vanished.

“Why, you cheeky beast—'"" began
GuHiver.

‘“ Leave him to me!" snapped Fullwood.
‘“ Look here, Bricklayer, or Mason, or what-

‘ever your naine i3, we don't allow new kida

to talk like that.
choice selection of thick ears, you'd
apologise.’’

-Mason smiled again—it was a very falm,
eagy smile, and it somehow irritatcd ihe Nuta
enormoasly.

“But I'm not going to apologise,” he said
calinly. *‘I said that your manuers are poor,
and I meant it. And I shall be very sorry if-
all the other boys here are just like you.
Will. you please get out of my way?”’

“Fullwood and Co. had an idca that they
were getting the worst of it. Mascn was
nervous—they could see it clearly--but he
managed to remain perfectly calm all the
same,

““ Look here,” said Fullwood ronghly. * Wa
want to ask you a few questions, you ill-
dressed bounder—an’ you're not gain' througit
this gateway till you've answered ‘e, Do
yon understand?”’

“1 heard quite distinctly,” said Mason.

“ Well, first of all, where do you live?"

“ At St. Frank's,” replied the new bay
sweetly.

*“ Why, you—you beastly rotter!™ roared
Fullwood, irritated by the involuntary smiics
of his chums. *“I'll punch your head iv yow
ain't careful! Where did vou live beforo
vou came here?”

““Tn_ London." '

‘“ What part of London, you blockhead®”

“ Bermondsey,”" replied the rew  bhoy,
sensibly realising that direct answerss wouhd
be the best.

“By gad!' said Tullwood, taking a doep

And unless you want a
better

R
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classy, ain't it—havin® Bloater-paste for tea. | him—in faef. I rather like the look of him,

Eactamd. oo oo dlond =TT w T T T o -

think he'!l b Mason into a got- | he's told.” '

“"' ‘i" d‘:&tm hat.” I r epl d “T'll remember!” said Mason quietly.
g on't sap t S ed. _
I sbmﬂn‘t think that He was looking very flushed, and his nose

the ence d I was somewhat red. Quite a erowd of juniors
(ghap like Pitt will do Mason amg good<— | collected, and they did not regard him very

vvvv L S b ol L N ———— Y ——— rr — . LE bad - Lok . R -—— - —— T — -

outside and telhng the ass to shut up!” Frank's. It would have been a rotten start if
“Oh, rats!” growled Watson. he had entered i a fight,

Bat he got up and passed out in “Funk!” jeered TFullwood, who had
issage.,  Handforth was within vie sauntered up in time to see the punch.
¢ was having a heated argument “ What else can we expect? Aim&rhe a

m 1S ing the new kid's fees? If he'd got wspip et o i c 5 Somteialiny < R vl

| : 5’ Fuallwood.
_ p he 'i‘ jﬂlly WG" howl yOll Ovef! P L, ' ha I Bald " » “ed Mawn
“Oh, would he?’ smorted Handforth. | cienching o o :

) ess knows, I ain’t a curious chap, and |« Wwhy, you-—you impudent little beast!™
1 only asked a civil question. Why can’t he| pellowed Fullwoodastriding forward. * Take

———————————

;' L?dvm:lpelynl‘w cnap awne, nanayi 1 E;*JBZ‘I.(‘)‘!; 6'“;0;1;'-;1“;56-;!"—- e
“Well. he  shouldn't make me wild!” Fullwood stared Handforth, and then

roared Handforth, I didn't want to punch' walked away, whlst ng. When Tommy Wats
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CHAPTER 1V.
OY THE DOWNWARD GRADE.

ACK MASON was nrot the kind of fcllow
" {0 obtrude himseif where he wasn't
wanted, and his very quietness made it
almost impossible fer the caddish
eicnment of the Remove tc rag him. :
The Ancient House was surprised. The
juniors, at least, had expected to find Mason
on a'JS olute hounder, totally unfit for taking
his place amongst the SCrs of gentlemen at
St. Frank’s.
But the unexpected had happened. Mason,
although a poor hoy—although he had never
been to anything better tzan a Council school
-—\Was jll“t as gentlemanly and refined as any
junior in the Remove. In fact he was far
more refined tiian many.
Most of the fellows decided that no action
should be taken. At the same time there was
a rather widespread feeling that Mason ought
to be treated distantly. This was mast un-
just—but justice is not to be expected from
junior schoolboys. The advent of Mason had
brought out a tcuch of snchbishness in many
fellows who had hitherto shown no signs of
such a complaint,

‘The real surprise was that Reginald Pitt
had allowed the new boy to share Study E.
It only proved thiat Pitt was an unknown
gnantity, eo to speak, capable of doing things
which nobody would have dreamed of.

Strange as it may seem,
the new fellow. Me weouldn't have admitted.
it for worlds, but it was a fact. 1 bonestly
believe that Pitt meant to do his best to
run in the straight path, as he had promlsed
while in the sanatorium.

But Pitt was a human being, and he had
his weaknesses. Upon recovering his full

health, his feelings' naturaily underwent a:

change. Smoking did not seem so absurd to
him now, and his active brain was con-
stantly devising schemes which wculd enable
him to get cut of his promise.

But Pitt was certainly changed. Instead of
allowing those schemes to develop, he cast
them aside and kept himseif in check. The
will to remain decent was there—but would
he prove strong enough?

He knew wecll enough tnat Fullwood and
Co. were young rascals, and that it was his
plain duty, in the light ‘of his promise, to cut
them completely. But he saw no harm in
having a chat now . .and again; he did net
realise that a series of chats would probably
lcad to complete intimacy.

Pitt. went along to Study A soon after the
fiasco in the common-rcom. It was not his
intention to be pally—after what had hap-
pened at ‘the gateway that afternoon,
wasn't likely that Fullwood would greet him.
cordially.

‘*“ What the dickens do you want?” de-
manded Fullwood, scowling at- Pitt as he
entered the study. ‘‘ Clear off——%

“Don’t get excited!”’ interrupted Pitt, as
be closed the door and looked at Fullwood
and Gulliver and Bell in turn.

S on

wear——

Pitt rather llked.g
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‘.1 ‘must say |
that yon're lookmg rather the worse for |
Y ecigarette.

‘sneered Fullwoced.

“ Clear out!”’ roared Fullwood and C»., who
were sore.

‘1 will when it pleases me,” replied Pitt.

'T just want to point out that it's a potty

idea to persecute Mason. He's my study-

mate, and I’;p nct going to allow him to be

‘*He can't look after himself, can he?”
“The chap’s a funk. I
knocked him down, an’ he didn’t even punch
me back. I'm surpmed at you, Pitt, for
bein' associated with sueh an antsider.”

'*You mustn’'t be surprised at anything I
do,” said Pitt calmly. “‘If it comes to that.
it’s rather cmr‘pr. ing that I came to .this
study. I don’t want to be ofiensive,
but——-"

‘“We shall be offengive in a minute!”
growled Gulliver. *“ What's the matter with
you, Pitt? You as2d not to be like this.
Why can’t you come in an’ have a smoke
now and again?’”’

‘““ Smoking’s a silly gzame—I've chucked it
up,” replied Pitt. * You needn’t stare—I
mean what I say. Only silly fools smoke—
that is—until they get old enough.”

““ What a transformation!” Jeeled Ful!-
wood. ‘' Just listen to our good Little
Georgie! He makes me sick "

““He's only rottin’!” pul m Bells 1’ Ain't
you, Pltt.?”

(4] N

‘“You're really serious?”

‘““ Of cowrse 1 am,” said Pitt.
the habit of saying things I den't mean.
you take my advice, you’'ll—"

“Y don’t want any of your potty advice!"”
snapped IFullwood. ‘' I never thought you'd
turn out to be such a rotten weakling, Pitt.
Why can't you have a fag, like the rest of
us? 1It’s all piffle to say what- you gaid just
now. I'll bet you’re dying for a smoke.”

“1 might be,”” replied Pitt coolly. * But
I ¢éan keep myself in check.”

‘* Look here, Serpent, don't be such a fat-
head!”’ said QGulliver. ‘ There’s no reason -
why we shouldn't be pals again. Here _you.
are—smoke this. You'll enjoy it hugely:”

. g;t_,t pushed the cigarette back acrosa the
able.

“I'd rather not.”” he said shortly.

*“ Afraid to?’’ snecred Fullwood.

‘“* No, you rotter, I'm not afraid tc!”’

“Rot !’ grinned Fullwood savagely. ‘“TI'll
dare you to light that fag and smoke it!
You. beastly funk! The sooner you get out
of this study, the better. I'm sick of the

Il’

sight of you!

Pitt's eyes blazed. To be spoken to in this
contemptuous manner by such cads as Full-
wood and Co. was past all bearing. He
snatched up the cigarette, stuck it hetween
his lips, and then hesitated.

“T'm pot in
It

‘ Never spoil a good mind!” jeercd
Gulhveg,

** Hafig you!”’ muttered Pitt. 1 won'd
smoke the thing!”

‘“Yah! You're afraid!”’ said Bell dis-
gustedly.

“Am 1?” roared Pitt. '
He savagely struck a- match, and lit the
But for the taunts of the tliree
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young rascals he would probably have koph
to his resolve. But he was not strong enough

to. withstand those sneers. Had he been
manly, he would have laughed them to
S8COTI.

‘“That's better,” said TFullwood. * Why
can't you be sensible, Pitt, and squat down
comfortably? QGreat Scott!. There's no harm
in havin’ a cigarette, I suppose?’’

Pitt made no reply, but sat down. And

just at that very moment, by all that was
unfortunate, I looked into the study. I

merely intended asking Fullwood a question-

about a book he had borrowed from Watson.
Aund I was rather startled to find Pitt loung-
ing in the study, smoking.

‘* What's the idea of thia?'' I asked coldly.
;‘[I thought you - promised not to act the
00 ._.._.. .

‘“Oh, rats!" muttered the Serpent.

He was very red in the face, and he flung
the cigarette Into the fireplace and pushed
. past me out of the study. I necded no telling
that l'ullwood had been responsible for Pitt's
backsliding, but 1 was rather surprised, all
the same.

‘“You beastly cads!” I exclaimed angrily.
““Why can’t you lct the chap alone? He's
been trying to keep straight —-'

‘““Qet out of this study!"” interrupted Full-
wood roughly. ‘' Pitt came herev and asked

for a cigarette, if you want to know. We

advised him not to smoke it, but he insiated.”
I withdrew from the study without a word,
but did not fail to notice that both (fulliver
and Bell were grinning. I knew how much
reliance to place upon Fullwood’s words.

‘““Silly ass!” 1 muttered absently,
entered Study C.

. '“ Arc you referrin’ to me, or to Tommy?"
inquired Sir Montie languidly.

“I'm referring to Pitt,”” I replied. ''T1 just
found him in Fullwood’s study, smoking'"”

‘ Begad!" said Montie seriously. *‘ That's
shockingly disappointin’, old boy.”

“T'Jl give the ass a good talking-to later
on,”” I said grimly. ‘“But I don't know
whether it will be any good. Perhapa I'd
better not interfere—it's not my place to
give lectures.”

Tommy Watson nodded wisely.

“1I thought what it would be,”" he re-
marked. * Didn’t I warn you? 1t's a beastly
pity, but Pitt’'s a queer chap, and I suppose
he'll always be a queer chap. Jawings don't
do him any good—they probably mike him
worse. But I wish he'd kept straight!”’

‘It may he only a brief outbreak,' I said.
‘‘ He looked awfully uncomfortable when I
spolted him, and chucked the cigarette aw:y
without a worcd, I can't help fceling that
Pitt's got eome derency in him.”

‘“Dear fellow, I wouldn't dare to deny it,”
said Tregellis-West. - But Pitt's deceacy re-
quires such a frightful amount of findin’,
hegad! It's so deep down that it'll take &«
long time to bring it to the surface. But it'll
come uy all right.”

“And what's going to hanpen to Mazxon
mianwhile?”” [ asked.

“To Mason, dear boy?"

“Yes, to Mason,”

as 1|

repeated grimly.

Il

“ Pitt’a influcnce won't do tHe new fellow any
good, and I've half a mind to find Miron u
ditferent stndy. 1T would do, but T hote the
idea of interfering.”

Nir Montie adjnsted his pince-nez.

‘““Dear boy, thero's one thing you've over-
looked,”” he remarked sagely. “ Mason {3 a
membor of the downtrodden working classes,
an’ his standard of honour [3 therefore [far
higher than ours—"

“You silly ass!” snorted Watson.

‘“Pray let me fnish, dear fellow,’” said
Montie beaming. ‘* Mason’s honour i3 some-
thin' to admire. Don’t ask me how I know,
becange I can’t teH you, But Mason is true
blue—a splendid example of an wupright
British boy.”

** The lecture will conclude at nine-thirty !
remorked Watson gravely.

‘““1t's shockin’ly rude of you to make such
facctious remarks, Tommy,'” protested Tre-
gellis-West. ** I'm not deliverin® a lecture, an’
wouldn’'t dream of doin’ such a thing. Yon
won't allow me to get to the point—-""

“Oh, i3 there a point?” I inquired po-
litely.

“Of course there is--an® it's this.” replief
Montie. ‘‘ Yon're afraid that Pitt will influ-
ence Masqqp, ain‘t you? HRHasn't it struck you,
dear boy; that Muason is just as likely to influ
ence Pitt? Why, 1 can see Pitt comin’ out
of his shell an' turnin’ de~ent right through.
An’ if that does happen, it'll be hecause of
Mason’'s influence. think it's a splendid
thing for those two to share the study. Pitt
won't do the new fellow any harm, but it's
quite likely that the new follow will do TPitt
good."

I nodded slowly.

“ Well, that's a good way of reasoning.’” [
admitted. ‘* We shall have to walt and see
what the result will be, Montie. And now
we'd better get on with our prep.”

‘“What about my French grammar?" asked
Watson.

“It's rotten!"” T replied promptly.

“I mean the book, you ass!”
Watson. .

“Oh, I forgot to ask for it.”” 1 grinned.
“You'd better pop into Handforth's atudy,
next door, and borrow his.”

And while we were getting on with onr
prep. Reginald Pitt was having an argument
with- himself in the dark Triangle. He
mooched up and dewn, his hands deep in his
pockets, brooding over the incident which had
just occurred.

“*What the dickens did Nipper want to
come in for?" demunded Pitt savagely.
"“And why did T take any notice of
Rats to hum!"” _

He paced ap and down for another few
minutes, )

““There’'s no harm in a smoke,”” e told
himsed. " Dash it all, some of the kida m
the Third smoke! [ don't see why I ahould
deny myself jnst hecause a fathead like
Nipper i3 againgt smoking.”

Pitt knew all the time that he was wenkly
giving in. He knew that he would respect
himsell far more if he stuck to his resotve.
But he was ohatinate; and conzidered that it

roare:d
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wonid be a loss of dignity if he forced him-
relf to give up a habit which he wished to
continue.

Just at present the Serpent was in a queer
mood. And he suddenly came to a resolve.
Striding indcors, he marched up to one of
the box-rooms, and produced a packet of
cigarettes from his trunk. Then he went
downstaira, smiling sardonically, and entered
Study E. |

Jack Mason was there, sorting out -various
wooks and papers. He looked up with a smile
of welcome, and nodcted.

“1T wanted you, -Pitt,” he gaid. ‘' Can T
have some space in that bookease? 1 want
to put these books scmewhere——"’

“You can have the middle shelf, if you
like,”” said Pitt, dropping into a chair. “I
don’t mind. This is cnr study, Mason, and
you've got a right to half the available
space.”’

The Serpent took out his cigarettes care-
lessly, placed ome in his mouth, and Ilit it.
Mason was not aware of the fact uvntil a
whiff of smoke went in his direction. Then
ke turned sharply. -

_Ho said nothing, but there was an expres-
sion of pained zurprise in his eyes which Pitt
did nd® miss. Rather to the Serpent's dis-
appointment, Mason turned away without
making any comment. -

** Anything wrong?’’ asked Pitt.

‘* You ought to know,”’ replied Jack shortly.

He went on sorting his books, and gave &

ﬁ Mason after that first few days.
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Gtraf}nmar School, and their eleven was hot
stuff.

Jack Mascen had rather pleased Nelcon Lee,
for he had proved to be a very capable pupil,
and a quiet, genrtlemanly fellow in every
way. Mr. Crowell, the Remove master, had
given Nelson Lee a very favourable report.

Mason had been at St. Frank's for a week
now, and he had shakcn down with very
little trouble. The rc¥t ¢f the Remove, un-
justly enough, regarded him as a necessary
evil, and allowed him to go his own swect
way. Mason, for his part, was quite content
with this plan, for he did not seem to cuare
for the noisy amusements of the other
fellows. He was studious, and spent nearly
all his spare time with hisg books.

Sir Montie and Tommy and I allowed him

to see quite plaimy that we were extremely
friendly, and did not regard him as a freak—

| which was certainly tbe attitude of some

juniors.

Fullwood and Co. deemed it wise to let the
new fellow alone. So, instead of trying to
get him kicked out, they contented them-
selves with loftily ignoring him. Mason was
undoubtedly glad of this. It was an lLonour
to be ignored by Fullwcod.

Pitt seemed rather more {riendly with
I had not

‘bad much fime to notice how Pitt was shap-
ing, but he certainly gave no trouble, and
was not muci in evidence.

little start as a cigarctte was tossed onr to}, Mason, to my satisfaction, evinced a very

the tahle in front of him.

*“ Here’s a light,”” said Pitt generously.
‘Mason looked round, picked vp the
cigarette, and tossed it contempesuously into
the fire, '

" Thanks all the same,” he said coldly.
**1 4on’t act the fool like that!”

Reginald Pitt laughed.

‘“By Jove! Yon’re rather blunt,”” he re-
marked. ‘“ But I'm hanged if I didn’t de-
z_erv;e that rebuff, Mason. Thanks for the
ip.”’ _

He tossed his own cigarette into the fire,
ard followed this up by the whole packet.
He watched them burning with a queer smijle
on his lips, but did not refer to the matter
again. .

"Was Mason's influence beginning to work
alrcady? 1t certainly looked like if. Pitt
was doing his utmost to be decent, but the
old habits had not vet been entirely
eradicated, and the Ferpent would need io
be very sitrong if he was to keep to the
etraight path.

Ead he sufficient strength?

CHAPTER V.

THE MYSTERY OF THE SHABBY STRANGER.
ELSON LEE was in Bannington, the
town about three miles from St.
Frank’s. I should probably have gone

with him, but it was a half-boliday,

and the St. IFrank's Junior Eleven was play-
ing the first reaily important match of the
scasen.  Qur opponenta were Bamnington

Lngi\.re him a chance bhefore long.

strong interest in football, and 1 resolv%d to
Some
of the other Removites had the idea that it
was a piece of cheek on Mascn's part to take
any notice of football at all. What right had
he, a Council school bounder, to bhe interested
in football? I made no reply to these re-
marks, but was quite ready to point out that
he had as much right as any other fellow in
the Remove.

My object in recording Nelson Lee's curious
little adventure on this half-holiday wijl be-
come apparent in due course. I dcn't xnow
why the guv'nmor went to Bannington—prob-
ably to make some purchases—but that’s
recally nothing to do with it.

There had been a lot of rain the previous
day, and the roads were inches thick in mud.
Thig didn’'t affect -the foover match, for the
St. Frank’s playing-flelds were always splen-
didly kept. _ _

But the guv'nor decided to travel by train
instead of bicycle—and his little ear was
disabled owing to’ tyre trouble. A brace of
new tyres was on order, but they hadn't
arrived yet. _

It was really no concern of Nclson Lec’s
at all, but he was undoubtedly interested.
He noticed a well-dreased stranger step out
%nf tlie London express on to the Bannington

nlatform—Lee himself having come i0o the
siation in order to catch. the afternoon train
back.

4 The schoolmaster-detective was attracted
towards the man becauns2 hc waa obviously
ill at ease. Upon leaving the cxpress he
walicd quickly over to the lccal train, got
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Fuilwood and Co. blocked the entrance completely and delsberataly
‘“ There's no hurry, is there, kid ? '’ the bully tegan smeothly.—(Se p. 3.)
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‘i, and then gazed out with some anxiety.
Lee could see no cause for this.

But what Nelson JYee did sec was the
spectacle of two flashily-dressed individuals—
ohviously racing men—hovering at the rear
of the local train. Lee, who was casually in-
terested, noted the fact that these ¢wo men
dodged into the local train when the well-
dressed stranger was looking in the opposite
direction.

Lece pondcered over this little pisce of by-
play. Dut, of conrse, he -had no intention of
iaterfering. It was nonc of his business, but
the incident crcated a diversion while he
waited.

The loeal train started at last. The after-
noon was gloomy, heavy clouds obscuring the
sky. Lee was at the window as the train
was drawing into Bellton, and he was some-
vwhat astonished to see thce two Aashily-
dreseed individuals jump from their compart-
ment before the train came to a stop. They
dodgcd behind a pile of packing-cases before
the aged tickct-colicctor Fnew that they had
tcft the train. :

And then something ecise occurred which
realty needed an explanation. A man stepped
out of the train as- soon as it stopped. He
vias clderly, and attired in somewhat shabby
clothing. And to Nelson Lec's astonishment,
h: recognised this down-at-heel person as the
extremely smart-gentieman who had boarded
tiic train at Bannington.

VWhat mysetory was this? Why had the
- stranger changed his clothing during the
ghor! ride from Bannington? And who wers
the other men? Lee- fclt that he would not
be making a mistake in giving the matter
some attention.

He was all the morc convineed of this when
he lelt the station. For the shabby stranger
had only just passed out of the station-yard
vhen the horscy-looking men followed him.
Nelson lee decided that it would do no
barm for him to follow in turn. '

He¢ did so, and thus they all walked
tarouch the village. The shabby man was
quitc unconscious of his shadowers, for they
took carc to reizain concealed from their
quarry constantly. And Ncelson Lee, who was
an cxpert shadower, had not the slightest
trouble 1n Keoping his men under observa-
tion.

This went on until the lonely strctcehh of
lane from the village to the school was
entered upon. Rain was now falling slightly,
and the lanc, bordercd on one side by Bell-
ton Wood, lay in dcuse giloom.

At this point Nelson Lec lightly slipped,

over the gate, and continued his way within
the meadow. bhugging the hedge., and walk-
ing with such speed that he rapidly over-
hauied the strangers without their being
aware of his movemonts.

1t was really just as well that the detcctive
had taken this precaution. For quite abruptly
an angry cexclamation came to his ears from
a point only twenty or so yards ahead.

‘“ How dare you, sir!’’ came the voice. ““1f
vou attempt to molest me "

 That's all right, old gent,” said onc of

A ] -
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‘Lec¢’s hand warmly.

tie mcn cucerfully.  * Just step over this

stile, will yer? QGrab ’im, Bert. The lane's

quiet just now, an’—— Hold ’is mouth'"’
“Help! You ecoun—--"'

The cry ended quite abruptly, then came
the sounds of a struggle. Nelson Loe smiled
grimly to himsclf—probably because his sus-
picions had turned out corrcct—and pushcd
quickly through a gap in the hedge.

A dozen running strides brought him to the
siile. He leapt over cleanly. And there,
amongst the trecs, the two fAashy men were
doing their utwmost to force their victim upon
his back. :

‘' Look out, Bert!” gasped onc of the men
suddenly.

But the warning was too late. Nelson Lee
was already on the spot, and his fist swung
rourd with deadly purpose.

Crazh!

Lee’s knuckles went home squarcly upon
the jaw of onc man. His companion was
foolish enough to believe that he could get
in a blow at® this intcrruplter. He nearly
did so, certainly, but Nelson Lec twisted
round with astonishing spced, and his fist
thudded heavily against the side of his op-
ponent’s head. The blow was so unexpected
that thc man rolicd over, jumped up dazedly,
and then rushed oftf blindly through the
wood.

The other fellow had already fled, taking
advantage of the distraction.

‘““Is there anything missing, my dear sic?”
asked Lee sharply.

“*No—mno, T think not!” gasped the
stranger, who was sitting down in the damp
grass. ‘' Good gracious! What an alarming
adventure! Thank you for coming to my
rescue, sir—thank you exccedingly !’

Nelson Lcee helped the shabby man to his
feet. The two rascals had been put to flight,
and there was rcally no object to be gaincd
by giving chase, for in the tangle of Bellton
Wood there was little prospéct of capturing
them.

“You must really honour me by lctting
me Kknow your name,. sir!”" exclaimed the
stranger. *“‘I am Mr. David Strong, of Lon-
don, and I have come down to visit St.
Frank's Collgge.”

““Then it is rather fortunate we met,"”
smiled Lee.. “ T am one of the Housemasters
from the school you mention, and my namc
is Lee.”

‘““ Dear
tunate!”

me- -dear mc!

How very for-
cxcelaimed Mr.

Strong, grasping
“] can now understand

the better—for you arc, of eourse, Mr.
Nelson Lee, the celcbrated detective. My
dear sir, I am delighted to make your
acquaintance.”’

He scized Lee’s hand once again.

““ Of coursc, I have hcard that you are

staving at St. Frank's for the prcient,” he
rattled on. “ Aud I have no doubt that you
arc. sgomcwhat anxious to hear why those
scoundrels were after me, and what it is
they were anxious to obtain?”’

v am not at all inquisitive, Mr, Strong,”
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smilcd Lece. At the samo time, I must
acknowledge that I am interested.”

Possibly Nelson Lee was looking rather
hard at his companlon’s clothing. At al
events, Mr. Strong went rcd in the face avd
was plainly embarrassed. His age waa
ossibly fifty, but scarcely any more, and his
ace was lined and 3rently wrinkled. And
these wrinkles screwed themarlves up about
his eye3 when he smiled, giving him the most
genial expression.

*Of eourse you arc interested, Mr. Lee,”

I3

crowded compartment, eould 1" He
chuckled again. ' Dear me, no! For that
was my object, Mr., Lee. [ heeame shahby,
a3 yon now see me—{foolishly imagining that
I should throw the villainsa off tlwe ecent.
Let me thank yoa once again, my dear cir,
L for assisting me so ably."

‘“Pray don’'t mention (t, Mr, Strong,"" sald
Let quietly.

The visitor offered no further remirk, and
he failed to observe that Nel:on Lee was farp
from beinz satisfied with the explanation.

he exclaimed heartily. ‘It is only natural] The moat important point had been com-

that you shonld be. It i a most fortanate
thing that you were close at hand to answer
my call.” -

The detective smiled.

*I don't think I should have been at hand
in the ordinary course of events, Mr. Strong,"’
he reolied. ** As it bappened, 1 was on the
Bannington platform when you left the Lon-
don express, and I obscrved the movements
of the two men who rccemtly attacked you.
I took the liberty of keeping them under
observation.” -

‘“ Then, my dcar sir, I owe you far greater
thanks than I originally sapposed!” ex-
claimed Mr. Strong. ‘* How splendid of you!
How truly remarckable that—-"" He pauscd
abruptly. * But, good gracious me! Yom
must surely have observed a—a differencec in
my attire—"

“ Quite a striking difference,’”’ smiled Lee.
*But it is really none of my bhusincss——"

* Nonsense ! interrupted  Mr.  Strong.
““ Why, bless my soul and body! You don't
suppose I should allow you to remain in
ignorance of the truth, do you? 1t is quite
simple, Mr. Lec, and I think you will grant
that my precautions were in no wise un-
necessary. The only fauit was that I did not
keep my eyes sufficlently open. But come,
my dear- sir, we will be walking on. Ob,
thank you—thank you.”

Lee had seized Mr. Strong’s bag, and they
bot(ljl erossed the stile and walked up the
road.

‘“.As to the identity of the two rufans, 1
have not the slightest idea,” said Mr. Strong,
offaring Lec his cigar-case. ‘‘I should judge
that the men are race-course scoundrels, and
they were probably returning from a meet-
ing—sadly out of pocket—when the incident
occurred. Otherwise I should hardly imagine
that they would Indulge In highway robhery.
You see, Mr. Lee, 1T was travelling in the
same compartment of the express, and [ was
unfortunate enough to drop my note-case.
Quite a considerable amount of money—
mainly in Trcasury notes—slipped out. The
two men casily observed that I was earrying
a large sum—which is nothing unusual. The
manner in which they regarded me almost
" made me nervous. But there were other
people In the compartment, and I was safe.”

‘“*But you entered an empty compartment
of the local train,’”” Nelson Leo suggested.

** Ah, with an object!” chuckled Mr.
Strohg. ' I should have alighted at once If
the rascals had attempted to joln me. But

I could not very well change my attire in a |l from a 8t. Frank’'s point of view.

pletely ignored.

How waa it that Mr. David Strong had
this gshabhy suit of clothing in his bag—all
ready for donving in ¢ local trainv
Ohvionaly WMy, Strong could not bhave pre-
&purcll for the attompt at robbery belore

commencing his journey.

So Nclson Lee was perfectly convinced that
he had been told only a portion of the truth
—and Lev, accordingl‘;. was not very
grauﬁed. He woulidd have preferred Mr.

trong’s complete confidence—~more especially
as the visitor had intimated that he would
tell him the whole story.

"By the way,” said Lee, a8 the s¢heol
gates hove In sight. I know of no boy at

St. Frank's of your name, Mr. Strong.
Porgaibly you are a relative—-="'
*Oh, no!"’" interrupted the other. 1 am

merely a Iriend of one of the boys—juat a
good friend, Mr. Lev. He bas only recently
arrived, anil [ am ¢urious o pre how he i
alﬁpinﬁ. The boy's nawe s Pason—Master
Jaek Yagon.”

“I will direct you to Mason's study at
once, Mr. Strong,” snid Lee.

Buat the schoolmaster detective could not
help wondering how it was that the boy

} time on the

from chmndse{ could have such a frien:|
as this aristocratic gentleman, whose pocket-
hook was stuffed with aotes, and who bad
8 weakness for changing his clothes in rail-
wng trains.

There was somecthing hchind 6 all—but
what?

L ]

CHAPTER VI,
MR. STRONG 13 CONPIDENTIAL.

‘ HO'S the rag-and-hone merehant?”
Handforth asked that ques-

tion, and the object ol his inault-

ing remark was Mr. David

Strong. That gentleman had just entered
the gateway with Nelson Lee, and the felows

wero greatly interested.

The Jupior Elcven was in high spirits. We
had whacked the Qrammar School hollow,
gaining three goals to thelr mil. And the
Grammariane had gong oft home [fezeling
rather used-up, for they had had a gruelling

St. Fraank's junior fleld.

There was really some excuse for Hand.
forth's referunce to a rag-and-bone merchant,
for Mr. Strong looked highly dlarepu‘l;fi e

sitory
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wore aoncrally “ swell,’” and not attired in
worn, shabby clothing.
““Oh, he's the rate-collector,
satd Mc(lure..
-t Rats!"  enapprd Handforth.
likcly a chap sclling laces—— Now
Owen major, ook where you're going!”’
Owen major had hurried up, and he
erinnine hagely.

I cxpect.”

‘“dore
then,

was

“ Sec tiiat moth-eaten old chap with Mr.
Lec?”’ he asked, * Guess who he i3, 1wy
scns.”’

“What's all the mystery?” 1 demanded,
‘atrolling up with Tregcllis-West and Watson
in time to hecar Owen major's remark.
' Guess who who-is?™

“That old buffer over there,™
Owen. " He's a visitor—comce to
with Mason!”

“Mason!'" yelled. Handforth.

“Come from Bermondsey,
chuckled Owen major,

““Oh, my oniy hat!”

“ Might thave expected it.”"  sneerdd
Gualliver., * When we've got a rotten street
urchin in thce schiool, it's only natural that
pub. loafers should come to visit him. 1 call
it disguztin’.”

**There's nothing wrong with the gentle-
man,”” 1 remarked. ‘“ A bit shabby, per-
haps, but he looks a ripping sort.* Dukes and
earls ain't the best dressed people some-
times—so dou't judge by appearanees.”

“1'd evpeet you to stick up for him!™
jeered Gulliver. ** You were a beastly strect
vichin — Yow-ow! 0o, you beast!”

“ And I'll give yvou another in a minutce?”
roarcd  Handforth. who had  punched
wulliver's nose  with  all  his  usual im-
potuosity and force. ¢ I'll teach you to
‘speer at the best chap in the Remove-—-""

“ 'hanks for taking my part, Handy.,” |
grivned.  “ Bat if Gulliver's mosc wants
punching. vou might allow me the plcasure.”

b Rats!" =aid.Haundforth. **1 was ncarer
than ycu!”’

Gulliver backed away scowling. .

“ There's going to be a row over this!' he
shoutcd savagely, “ We ain't going to stand
tuis sort of thing. It's a bit too thick when
Mason's Bcermondsey relatives come down
here, disgracin® the echool!”

And there were quifte a number of fellows
who shared Gulliver's view—fellows like Hub-
bard and Owen major, who were really
decent. They felt that it was too thick
altogether.

“ f's frightfully unfair, you know,” pro-
teeted Sir Montic. ‘ Therce's all this talk
goin® on, an' the fellows really don’t know
wlio the visitor i1s or anythin® about him.
It ain't playin® the game, an’ I'm feelin’
quite disgusted. Begad!. 1'm ashamed of
you!”’ ]

And Tregellis-West, having delivered him-
gelf thus, marched into the lobby with his
nose in the air. Watson and I followed.
grinning, but just then Mr. Strong came
into sigat down the passage. He had
cvidently entered by the maosters’ doorway.
As o matter of fact the guvnor had taken

grinned
have tea

supposc.”’

|
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him to Study E, but Mason wasn't there. Sn
the visitor bad clected to find the Removite
unaided.

“Ab, my dear lads,” he  exclaimed
bericvolently. ** Will you have -the goodnee:
to tell me where I can find Master Mason?
My name is Mr. Strong, and 1 take a great
interest in Jack's welfare.”

“1 don't know where he is, sir,” U replied.

greatly  liking  the visitor's attitude and
smile. ‘““Bubt I darcsay some of the other

fellows will scon put us on the track. Mason
can't be far off."

**And do you come from Bermondscy, sir?™
asked Watson bluntly.

Tommy wa3s always blunt, and he some-
times asked questions which really sounded

rude, but which were only thoughtless. Mr.
Strong smiled and shook his head.
““No, my boy, 1 don't conic ifrom Bee-

mondsey,’” he replied.

“Tell that to the Marines!”
irom the doorway.

“Yah! Rag-and-boie man!”

“ Clear out, you shabby old rotier!”

The next moment vuilvood and Co.,
ctrongly supported by their pals and wome
other misguided Removites, surged down the
passage and surrounded una.

“Now then, you chapa!" 1 shoutedrsharply.
“We don't want any rot. Remember that
M. Strong is a visitor, and that he expects
to be trecated in a decent Tashion hy—by
voung gentlemen!”’

This was a dig at Fullwood, but TRalph
L.«zlie only sucercd.

“* Mr. Strong shouldn’t come to St. Frank's

came a jecr

if he docsn’'t want to he hooted!” yelled
Tuliwood. * We dou't want low-down old
huffers like him hcere.  He's going to bhe
ragecd B

“f think not., Fullweod!" came Ncelzon
Lee’s sharp, cold tones.

Fullwood started back with a gasp, and

therc was a general rnsh of feet down the
passage. But Nelson Lee took care to detain
IMullwood and one or two othcrs.

“[ am sorry that you so completely forgot
voursclf as to be grossly insolent to a visitor,
Fullwood,” said thce guv’'nor. ‘ You will
write me five hundred lines, and [ s&hall
expeet you to attend my study at half-past

scven—wlhicn  you will  rceeive @ severo
caning.” o
“My dear sir!”" protested Mr. Strong.

"

“The boy did not meap--——°

“] recally cannot allow Fullwood to go
unpunished, Mr. Strong.”” interrupted the
guv'nor quietly. ¢ Fullwood, you will at
once offer a complete apology to Mr. Strong
for your insults.””

Tuliwood mumbled out aun apology with an
ill grace.

“And if I hear that ¥Mr. Strong has becn
subjectcd to any further insolence, I sha!l
punish the culprits even more severely,” gaid
Nelson J«o grimly. “I am absolutely
astounded that my boys could be guilty of
such vicious conduct.”

“Jolly good!” I murmurcd to my chums.

T am grieved that 1 ¢hould be the cause

]
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of this distressing upset,’” said Mr. Strong
ainfully. * Thank you, Mr. Lee—thank you.
ghall be glad to—- Ah, here Is Jack!'”

Mason came up breathleanlr.

““ Why, famcy you coming down, WMr.
Strong!’” he exclaimed, his eyes sparkling
with welcome. *“1It's I|0lly decent of you,
and I'm tremendously glad to see you. Will
you stay long, elr?”

‘“* Only this evening, Jack, my boy," smiled
the visitor.

“You'll have to come to tea in Study E.
sir,”” said Mason eagerly. ‘' My study-mate
is named Pitt, and he's a good sort of chap.
Just fancy you coming down!'

Nelson Lee smiled, and walked down the
passage, leaving Mason with his visitor. Full-
wood and Co., at the other end, scowled
savagely. Their little plan hadn’t been at
all successful,

“Yah! Detective-Buaybody ! hissed €Guill-
ver in a safe volice.

I glared a¢ hiin, and mentally resolved that
Gulliver should receive a punch in reply to
that insult. But it wasn’t quite so eafe as
Gulliver had fomdly supposed. For Nelson Lee
turned sharply.

*“ Come here, Gulliver,”” he s@id, his voice
very iey.

*““Mum-me, gir?"’ gasped Gulliver fearfully.

He came forward, and Nelson Lee regarded
him sternly.

'“ You apparently overlooked the fact, Gul-
liver, that thia panssage hits somewhat re-
markable acoustic propertics,’” he sald cvendy.
* Moreover, I happen to possess quite re-
spcctable hearing. You referred to me a
moment ago as ‘ Detective-Busybody.' '’

*“J—I didn’'t breathe a word, sir!” stut-
tcred Gulliver.

*“ Silence !’ snapped the guv'nor. “If you
dare to lie to me again, Gulliver, I shall cane
you severely. You may, of course, refer to

me in any terms you please when in private
—that is none of my buzinecsa. But I shall
certainly not allow you to nese Insulting terms
whilst I am within earshot. You will con-

fined to the school bounds for the remainder
of this week. You may go!"

Gulliver went, shivering visibly. And after
that there were no more whisperings. Nelson
Lee was simply a terror in the cyes of Full-
wood and Co., but the ma{'ority of the fellows
chortled gleefully over that little incident.
Lines for Fullwood and a gating for Gulliver
were distinctly satistactory. '

It miust be admitted, however, that quite
& number of Removites were inclined to treat
Mr. Strong contemptuously. They would not
go to such lengths of insult as Fullwood--
even if there had been no fear of punich-
ment—but they felt that this shabby visttor
was lowering the tone of the school, and
St. Frank’s prided itself on it3 tone.

In Study E all was harmony. Pitt was
quite gendal, and he surprised Mason by
treating Mr. Strong with great courteay.
Jack .had grown to realise that Pitt was an
uncertaln fellow; you could never tell how
be was going to act. And just at preeent
he was acting in the most exemplary fashion.

* Well, my boy, and how arc you getting
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on here?’’ askcd Mr, Strong geniafly, when
tea was served.

'* Oh, quitle tlecen;tl;y, sir."” replied Mason.

‘““ Ab, what'’s this?" asked the visitor. I
think [ detect a certain hesitancy in your
volce, boy. 1 suspect that your achoulfellows
have been making things hard (or you--ch?
Thise s = high-class college. and we do not
qulte fit in with things.”" He chuckied.
** Well, well, I daresay that matter will work
iteelf right In time. I should be moat rorry
to think that you werv unhappy—""

" Bat I'm not, sir!” put in Mason quickly.
‘* Some of the fcltows have been rather haaty,
but all the rest are as right as rain. I'm
awfully glad that you've come down, Mr.
Strong. [ didn't think you took e¢ncuch -
terest in me for that.™ g

Mr. Strong lavghed softly.

““[ take a great deal of intereat In you,
niy boy,” he replied. ‘' [ fhall prabably como
down again befure leng. - You ave, T have -er
~—¢ertain  busines® which brings me  into
Sussex, and bt is quite an casy matter for me
to slip over herc.”

[ *“That's splendid. sir.”

** Some more tea, Mr. Strong?”' asked Pitt
aflably. '‘Let me pass you some of theso
cakes.'’

q . '.I.‘hauk you, my boy, hut I have HAnished

* Finlshed, sir!” broke b Masen, ' But
you've only had one cup of tea and a sing!s
slive of bread-and-butter!”

Mr. Strong beained,

' Well, to tell you the truth, Jack-and [
| feel bound to confess -1 had already accepted
Mr. Lee’s invitaticn to toa i his study.” he
exphiined. [ didn't like to refude, ~o [ came
along herce first, just to jotn you in a cup.
You will forgive, I am sure.”

**Ob, of cours:,” said Jaek readily.

A few minutes later Mr. Strong rose from
the table and patted Mason upon the back.

“1 intend coming back shortly, and then
I shall have something to show you,” he
smiled. 1 shall be able to spend an honr
with you, my boy, and | wunt you to show
me o¢ver the echool before | leave, [ am
quite delighted with cverything I have seen o
far, and [ amawery anxions to sec more.
Good-bye for the prescut. Jaek."”

He passed out of the study, and Pitt
' grinned.

‘* Ruther an affectionate old bird,” he re-
marked. ‘ He secms a bhit tuken with yomn,

' Mason.”’ :
““ Mr. Strong i9 about thc only real friemd

I've bad in my lite,”" replied Mason quiesly.
H"I met him by necident in a London street a
month or two ago, &nd he's been jolly good
to me."”

Mason said no more, although he could
have done. M»anwhile Mr. Strong made his
‘way to Neleon Lee's study, and found his
host all ready. The schovlmaster-detective
smiled & welcome.
| 1 am atraid I don’t deserve this considera-
tion, Mr. Loe,” said Mr. Strong deprecatingly.
“Yet I am extremely glad of the opportg_nh.{
to have another quiet chat with you. For
bave a confession to make—and I meore than
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suspect that you regard me with disfavour.”

' Not at all, my dear sir,”" smiled Lee. * At
toe same time 1 must acknowledge that your
story this afternoon did not quite convince
ue --— .

“Of coursc it didn't—of course it didn't!”
sald Mr. Strong, his eyes twinkling. * And
now I wish to tell you the absolute truth.
Yes, one lump of rugar, please. Thank you,
my dear sir. With regard 1o thosc thicving
rascals, 1 have mothing to add. My story
was quite truthful. T now wish to speak you
upon quite a different matter.”

** Pray procced, Mr. Strong.”

“* No doubt you have thought it peculiar
that 1 should come to this school rfully pre-
parcd to don my present shabby attire.  But
there 13 a reason, Mr, Lee, 1t is quite vos-
sible that you will sct me down as an cceen-

tric old crank. If so, 1 must accept the
sttuation. Bul 1 amwm not, I assure you, I
am not a crank.”

“You are making mce very curious,”” said
Nclou ULee.

“Splendid ! chaekled the other., ‘T make
e claim to being keen-witted, but T am well
aware ol the fact that you did not accept
the whole of my story. I should not have
ohanged my ciothing in the train had it not
been tor those infernal pickpockets who were
worrying mc. My original intention was to
book a4 room in one of the villaze hotels and
to periorm the transformation %hcre—-quietly
ond unobtrusively. For, 1 can safely assure
you, I detest wearing shabby attire. Other-
wisc, 1 should haye travelled from London
a3 You now gee me.”

Nelson Lee kawughed.

“You are certamly achieving your pur-
poesce, it thal purpose is to bewilder me, Mr.
Strong,” he said. 1 haven't the faintest
tdea what vou are driving at, and 1 can think
of no carthly reason why you should prefer
to present yoursell at St. Frank's as [ now
bohold youl ™

Mr. Strong's cyes twinkled gleefully.

““ It 15 a plot, my dear sir—a plot!"” he whis-
parcd, bending  forward.,  *“ What do you
think of that? What do you think of a
respectable person like myself descending to
the depths of conspiracy? Is it not truly
uppalling?™ r

‘It .depends on the
gpiracy,”” replied Lece.

“ Well, that is perfectly innocent,” said
Me. Strong. * Were it not. 1 should hardly
be consulting upon it with you, Mr. Lee,
ch? But to get to this point—and I admit I
am a ghocking person for wasting words--my
little congpiracy concerns Master Jack Mason.
1 presume you know very little of the lad?”
_ 1 am aware thal he was recomimended to
the governmors by Nir Crawford Grey, and
Hhat considerable pressure was brought to
bear by that gentleman,” replied Lee.

** Quite so-—quite so0,”’- chuckled Mr. Strong.
“1 believe that Sir Crawford Grey was in-
terested. But let mc begin at’ the begin-
ning. and tell you how it all came about.

‘““Jack Mason is a most quict boy, and I
et him under curious circumstances.  1n
noint of fuct, Mr., Lce, the lad saved my life

nature of the con-

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

al the risk of his own. KEgad, sir, it was
a noble action!. I was unfortunate enough to
slip over whilst crossing Piccadilly Circus on
a showery day. The road was disgustingly
greasy, and 1 recally thought that my last
moment had comme. You sece, a motor-omni-
bus was bearing down upon me, and all the
driver's eflforts to stop it were in vain, the
wheels being locked.”

‘“ Motor-'buses are awkward things,
they start skidding,” commented Lee.

“ Bless my soul and body! They are appal-
ling,”” agreed Mr. Strong. “I am not <o,
young as I was at one time of day, Mr. Lec,
and my fall robbed me of breath. To move
was impossible, and I fully expected to die at
that minute. And then I mect DMaster Jack

once

Mason. Do you know, sir, what that boy
did? #He pushed past a crowd of gaping,

shouting idiots, placed himself in the most
dire peril imaginable, and pulled me outi of

danger. 1t was the nearest shave one could
possibly conceive. Indeced, the boy was

knocked over and badly bruised, and I regard
it ats a miracle that he was not killed on thv
SI)O ..QI

** It was indeed a courageous action.”

““And yet the lad thought nothing of it,”
said Mr. Strong, becoming serious. * He was
so scverely bruised that he could scarcely
walk, so 1 took him home In a taxi. I dis-
covered that he lived with his aunt, a Mrs.
Grell, in quite a respectable street in Bcer-
mondsey. Now, I was rather struck by one
fact. Mrs. Grell is not a select woman-2and
yet Jack himself is a gentleman to his finger-~
tips. 1 asked no questions, but I easily
gathered that the boy’'s home life was very
miserable. He did not get on well witl: his
aunt, and the fault, as you may dimagine,
was entirely on the woman's side.”

‘“Pray proceed, Mr., Strong,” said Nclson
Lee, as the visitor paused.

“In some vaguc manner the boy attracted
me—quite apart from the great debt of grati-
tude I owed him,” said Mr. Strong. ‘' Yet
I could plainly perceive that Jack would -be
most unwilling to accept any monetary token
of reccognition. It pleased me, therefore, to
pose before him as a man of limited mcans,
whercas, as you may have gathered, I am
quite the opposite. Do you follow mec, Mr,
Lee?”

¢ Perfectly.”

““In due coursc I learned that Jack held a
situation in London—in a publishing office,"”
procceded Mr. Strong. ‘‘ By this time, you
must understand, he and I had become great
friends, he believing that I was an impe-
cunious old chap. I lecarned that he was
attending night schools, for Ire was most
anxious to improve his education. And then,
Mr. Lee—then I resolved to concoct a little
plot.”” Mr. Strong chuckled. ‘I am happy
to say that my scheme has been an unquali-
fied success. I wanted Jack to come to St.
Frank's, but to suggest such a thing to him
—to suggest that I should pay his fees—
would bave squashed the matter at once.
He would have regarded it as an act of
charity. And Jack—bless the boy!—is quiie
an indepcndent young rascal,
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‘I consulted my solicitors, and the result
was just this. The legal gentlemen com-
municated with Master Mason, and they de-
liberately made their epistle somewhat
vague, in the true legal phraseology. The
gist of their information was to the cffect
that a legacy had becn placed in their care
for the especial purpose of providing the lad
with a thorough education at St. Frank's,
and, later on, at Oxford. I had discovered
that Jack’s uncle went over to Canada some
yeafs ago—abeut five, I believe—and he re-
cenivly died there. Without making any de-
finite statement, but by vague refcrences,
Jack was given to understand that _this
legacy had been left by his uncle. At all
?'ﬁnts, Mr. lee, the trick worked success-
u y.n

** It was most generous of you ?
~ *““Tut-tuv! Nonscnse, my decar sir!” in-
terrupted Mr. Strong. * Good gracious me!
(zercrous, when he has saved my life? 1
intended visiting Jack after about a week,
and to hear the news. But, bless your life,
the boy could not wait yntil then. He came
to 2 little flat I had taken in Londen-—a
paltry furnished place—bubbling over with
the -great news. 1 was duly interested, and
congratulated him heartily. The boy sus-
J cted nothing—~he suspects nothing now. He
has not the slightest notion that I am
paying his fees and that the lezaey is a
merc myth. He simply-.regards me as a
friend, and not as his benefactor. Do you
guite understand, Mr. Lece? I naturally
wished to come and see¢c him down here, and
that is why I took such precautions. I rely
upon you to kcep this little secret oi mine.”

“And you will not rely in vain, Mr.
Strong,” said Nelson Lee heartily. * Your
whole idea is most geuercus and thoughtfui,
and you must allow me to express my very
-great admiration. I am very glad that you
rave told me, for it is far better that I
should know.’’. '

Mr. Strong nodded. -
- ** Quite eo,”’” he agreed. ““ And I also think
it is far better that you should know some-
thing else, Mr. Lee.” B

He bkent forward and made several whis-
pered remarks. Wi

o Xy y,

‘ Indeed!” exclaimed Nelson Lee.
this is better than ever. Now 1 grasp every
point without the slightest difficulty. Splen.
did, Mr.'St,rong—-.—splendid!” )

Mr. David Strong lay back in his chair
and beamed.

‘““Your aporoval is all that I desire, Mr.
Lee,”” he caid, rubbing his hands with satis-
fuction. ‘'1 feel quite comfortable, and a
.great load is now off my mind.”

CHAPTER VII
PITT IS VERY CURIOUS—AND VERY PUZZLED.

TUDY E; in the Remove passage, was
looking neat and tidy when Mr. Strong
again prcsented himself. Tea had been
cleared away, and Jack Mason and Pitt

were chatting together.

myself,”” said Mr.

{stand,” he
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““ Here again, boy:!"” exclaimed the visiior,
hustling in. ‘'‘ Bless my soul and bedy'! You
have comfortable ¢uarters here—n:ost c¢ -
fortable. ©gad! 1 shouldn't wind o room f
this sort myself!”

He chucikled as Le sat down, and beanid
good nature arovnd him.

‘“ What time are ycu

’Jaf.'k‘ ii!‘:‘:"'
asked Mason.

coing

** Gracious me, boy, do yon want to et i
of me——"’
** Rather not, cir!”’ protested Jack. ' But

I want to take youa round tihe school-crouinls
before it’'s dark. And- then you'll have to
have a look through the school, too.”

““ Of course T shall—most decidediy I <hail."”
replied Mr. Strong genially. ** But there i3
just one little matter which 1 must attend to
first. I have somctiiing to shew you, Jacl.
I don't supnose you will be intercated, bub
there 1z no teliipg-- eh?”

The visitor tock from his pocket a amall
paper package tied up with string. The koot
was ecaled with red wax, and there wo3
nothing upon the package to show what i4
contained.

“Well, I'll be going.”” said Pitt, making
for the door.

‘“Not at all, my bhoy;
private to be

thire is nething
diccussed between Jack -and
Strong. ! Please stoy-—=
Upon my soul! What cn e¢arth "

The docr had burst open in a manner which
could scarcely be described as gentle. And
Edward Oswald Handforth etrode” in, closely
filowed by Church and MceClure, A crowd of
grinaing  junicrs  hovered about in the
passage.

“O0f, I eay, Handy., dem't start anv of
your rot now!” protested Pitt. ‘* Mr. Strong
is a visitor—-"

“When T wand your advice. Pitt. 111 ack
for it,”' said Handrorth, glaring. * 1've been
thinking, and I've come to the conclusion
that somethine must he donc—"’

** Hear, hear!” said Church and MeClure.

“ Really, Loys, T trust you are not think-
ing of renewing that somewhat unfortunate
scene which vecurred before tea?” asked Mr.
Strong guietly.

Handforin stared.

“Me?’ he exclaimel.
aviful rot? ’'Tain't likely, sir!
here to apologise.”

** Oh, T see—-I sce.”

** What the dickens fer, Handforth?' asked
Mason. *““ You didn’t insult Mr. Strong; so
what's the idea of anclogising?™

Handforth smiled pityingly.

“0f course, I don’t cxpect you to under-
exclaimced, waving his  hand.
“ Half the Remove doeszn’t nnderstand, audd
the fellows only grinned at me wien T sug-
gested this visit. I was born to be misunder-
stocd—biit that's my misfortune.”

‘““Get on with it, you ass!”
MeceClare.

“ Ain't T cetting on with it ?"' reared IManu-
forth. * The fellows, I repeat, jecred at me.
Why? Perhaps you don't know—hut 1 do.
What did Carlyle suy? Answer me that ques-
ticn.”

" Renewing that
I've ecome

rauticrad
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“ flow the dickens do we know what Car-
Iyle said?” demanded Pitt. “ He's only a
silly Kid in the Second '

* You—you thumping asa!"’ bellowed Haud-
forth. 1 mean the great Carlyle. Thomas
Curlyle, ihe Scottish cssayist. What did he
Bay?"’

“* Huave you corae here to crib the infor-
mation for your prep?"” usked Pitt,

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's no good talking.”
I tell you why the fellows jeered at me.
Carlyle sald that the British nation con-
sisted of five hundred millions, and that the
tnjority of them were silly asses! ‘That's
swhat nearly all the Remove chaps are!’”

“You've got it wrong. haven't you?' aabed
Macon, smiling. * 'There aren’t five hundred
niliions —"

Do you think yon know bhelter thon 1
do?”" demanded Handforth warmly,

“ Pray, don’t quarrel, my dear bovs.”" said
Mr, Strong geaily. * You must allow me—
ahem —to  point out  just a slight dis-
crepancy, my lad. Carlyle, 1 bhelieve, said
that the British nation consisted of forty
inilliona, that they were composed of wiae
men and Toolg--mostly fools.'

[landiorth nodded.

“ Well, that's what T said--or near enough,
anyhow.” he replied, ' And how can a fellow
eabeel to be understood when the nation
ingiu'y conslsts of foole? Wise men always
tive that trouble!™

** Dear me! Your modesty is most chhym-
g, smiled Mr, Strong

A roar of laaghter rounded out in the pas-
same, but Nandforth took o notice.  He

probably set it down as unavoidable—sinece |

the fellows were mostly fools!

“Welll that's one point  aettlcd.”” lie said
grimly. ** As for my modesty, Mr. Stroug.
there's not another cx;lp in tho Remove who
can beal me at it. nd now L'll getl to the
point.”

“Thank gooduesa ! muttered Chuich.

“*The other chaps earn’t understand  why
l.m going to apologise, bat it's  rcally
sitaple,”” went on Mandforth. ““ You were in-

silted, sir-gzrossly insuited by tullwood and
several other rotters. The honour of the
Remuve was cast into the dust, and it's my
duly 1o fish il out and clean it. That's what
i deing now. " A

“Eead!” avrmured My
rowmackable!””

“Aud U oapologise. siv.” said  Handlorth
firwly., I apologite in the most humble
taaner on behalf of those ends who ragged
yuar, They haven't got the decency to treat
anviritor wilh respeet, and so it falls upon me
to do Lheir dirty work!™

“You--you silly ass!”’ muttered MeClure.
“You've spoiit everythiug by saying that!"

“1 am most gratifled,”” said Mr. Strong
praciousty. ' Please allow me to thank yon
for your Xind conslderation——*'

“ Don't mention it, sir,” interripted Hand-
forth. *“it's my duty. ‘Thank goodness, [
win'l w rolten snob hike come of the other

Strong. “ How

!

snorted Handfc;»rt.h.r

|
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chaps. They haven't heard me insulting you,
and they won't. 1 don't suppose it's your
faoult that you come here in those shabby
clothes, looking like a giddy tramp, and 1
I wouldn't drecam of throwing such a thing
in your face. Poverty ain’t a sin— What
the dickens are you kicking my shin for,
McClure? ¥Keep your beastly hoofs to your:
self!”

McClure, who had been growing redder
and redder as Hajndforth’s ‘ apology ’’ pro-
cecded, now turneft the colour of heetroot.
and backed away in confusion. His efforts
to stay his leader's flow of elogquence had
fallen flat. -

“ You—you sjlly fathead!” he gasped.
“Don't—don’t take any notice of himm, Mr.
Strong. He means well, and it’'s only his
way. But everybody knows that he's the
bigget ass in 8t. IFrank’'s!”

“ Quite so!"’ smiled Mr. Strone.

“ Eh?” said Handforth, starting.

““T certainly do not misunderztand you, my -
boy,”” sald Mr. Strong hastily. ‘I realise
that your motives are splendid-—although,
perhaps, you express yourself in a manner
which is somewhat calenlated to confuse.
|lmt. I appreciate your thoughtfulness, my
woy.'”

Handforth looked gratified. |

‘“1 thonght you would, sir,”” he said.  Of
course, when you came I mistook you for a
rag-and-bone merchant —-"

** Ha, ha; ha!” | ‘
“But that swasn’t my fault,” went on
tiandforth. “* We're used to secing people

well-dressed at: St. Frank'’s, you know. Rul
} don’t suppose people trouble to dress very
well in Bermondsey. (lulliver told me that
.\_-tr;u 'kopt- an oil-shop, but T don't believe
that!" '

Mi. Strong looked rather startled.

‘““ Deur me! There is a . mistake some-
where,”” he Raid.. ' T can assure you. my lad,
that 1 have never knowingly entered an oil-
cbop in my life—much less one in Ber-
moaodsey."’

“I thought it- was a varn, sir,’”” said Hand-
rorth.  ‘‘ Bell's suggestion about a second-
hanid clothes shop was mueh more likely—
but that’s nothing to do with me. You're a
visitor at St. I'rank’s, and [ wouldn't dreain
of gaying a word that might offend yon. 1n
fact, I'm going to suggest that you should
come and have a took round the place under
my escort. I'll se¢ that nobody interferes
with yon, sir!"’

‘““ [3 there danger, then?" asked Mr. Strong
nildly.

“ Dunger!"” repeated Handforth, staring.
“You don't suppoge you could walk about
sifely. do you?  Why, you'd be ragged by
everybody—especialy the fags, Ard I mean
to protect vou until you are off the premises.
It won't take us more than five minutes to
look all round——-"’

‘“It's jolly good of you, MWandforth, but
I'm going to show Mr. Strong over- the
schcol,”” put in Mason. ‘' Thanks,. all the
sime—"' )

Handforth shrugged his shoulders,
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““Oh. a!'l right!” he said. “ I've done my
best—that’s all. Don't say I didn’t show the
right spirit!*

He marched out of the study, and beth Pite
and Mason grinned. Handforth had certainly
becn sincere, hut he really had an unfortu-

nate way of putting things.

The door closed, and then the most alarm-
ing uproar commenced in the passage.. Mascn
afterwards discovered that a wbkole crowd
of fellows had bcen only waiting for the
mcment until Handforth had finished.- When
he emerged from Study E, thoroughly pleased
with himself, he was eeured bumped. frog-
marched down the passage, and literally
hurled out into the Triangle. In his efforts
to sustain the honour of the Remove he
had only succeedad in making everyhbody look
silly. But as this was not Handforth's fault,
but his misfortune. it was rather hard Jines
on tne famous leader of Study D. .

Meanwhile, Mlr. Streng chuckled greatly
over the inctdent, and immediately left the
stiidy on a tour of inspection But this is
the main point. Mr. Strong conipletely for-
got the little sealed package which was lying
upon the study table, beneath a paper. It
was Handforth who had caused Mr. Strong
to forget that package—and the most start-
ling results were to follow—although they
did not follow immediately.

Mr. Strong spent a full hour round and
within St. Frank's, and. ncedless to say, he was
not molested—as Handforth had feared. And:
the visitor disccvered that he had barely
sufficient timc¢ to get to the station for the
evening train, _

So he bustled cff, after bidding Nelson Lee
gooa-bye, and Jack Mason went with hxm to
the station.

Pitt remained alone in Study E. He sat
in a chair, pulled out a cigarette, and lit
it. The Serpent was smiling queerly as he
did so. In fact he was wondering why on
earth he should consider Jack Mason in thig
matter of smioking. Yet Pitt did consider
Mason. Ile refrained from smoking during
the time that Jack was in the study.

“* They can’{ diddle me,”” murmured Pitt.
**Strong ain't quite such an old buffer as
he pretends to me—and he hasn’t worn those
shabby clothes for long, elther I'm going to
keen my eye on this affair.”

The Serpent wias one of the keenest fellows
in the Remove, and it was a difficult job to
““qdiddle” him. There was no reason why
he should concern himself about Mr. S&trong;
but Pitt was naturally curious, althougih he
always iook care to investigate a thing on
the quiet.

After a few minutes he decided to get on
with his prep. He disliked it intensely—in
common with most other juniors—but it was
an evil whieh conld not be avoided without
uncomfortable results,

He sat down at the table, pulled some
papers aside, and looked for his favourite
pen. Then his eyes fell on a small, brown-
. paper package, tied with string, and sealed.

‘** The old chap forgot all about this,” mut-
tered Pitt, picking it up. . ** That was Hand-

<1

fOI‘t!l'% (}(iing. .\?OV,‘. I “:(,nder “’E.l;t lt ;‘._1"!

Macon won't opca it, I'll bet.”

He turned the package over in hiz hands,
wondering curiously what it contained, 5
wa2s scaled, or he would have opened it with-
out compumtmn—P-t* caw nothing wrong in
that. After all, Nr. Stronz had told him to
stop within the study, 30 it couldn't be uny-
thing private.

“Oh, rats!” muttered Pitt. “I'm geing
to Liave a look.”’

There was plenty of atring in the cupn-
board, and some red sealing-wax., tano. He

could fasten up the package again without
anybody heing the wiser—for the scul was
quite plain, showing no impression.

e cut through the string with a table-
knife, grinning coolly. Then le carelully un-
wrapped the paper and spread it -out. A
small box was revealed—one of those little
cardboard bLoxes which tewellers send conb
broocties and such-like trinkceis In.

““ A giddy present, I expect,” Pitt told
himnself.

He vather cnioyed examining sometbing
wliich he ought not to t,\\n.me And he re-

ceived a utfle surprise. Removing the lid of
the box, he saw a plain gold locket. care-
lessly laid among some tissue paper, 1t
wasn't new, by any meons, fer the gold wag
scratched and tarnished, as though it had

[ becn carelessly carried in a trousers-pockes

for years.

Pitt took it out. and then gave a stort.
It was only half a locket, he found; but this
.was not surprising in itself. He rose [irom
the table and went to the bookease.

Here he took down a half-leccket exactiy
identical with the one on the table. Both
were plain, and were obviously fellows.  Fit-
ting them together, Pitt esaszily cxtublishel
this fact.

The second half was Aascn’s. Jack ko
been showing it to Pitt tbe prévicuas «dar,
and had forgotten to put it back in h's
porket; so0 Pitt had placed it in a positica
of cafety.

“1 suppose the chap lost this other half,
and Mr. Strong found it and brought it
along,” tlioucht Pitt. ** Well, it's a giddy
disappointment. I thcought I was going to
gee something interesting. Punishment fo?
interfering with what doesn’'t concern me,’
he added, grinning.

The door opened,
locked in.

‘““Mason here?” he asked.

‘““Gone to the station with his beautiful
visitor,”’” replied Pitt.

“0h, I'd forgotien that.,” said Watsen.
““Thanks. Nipper wants to have a yord
with him in Study C. You might give him
the tip when he cames in.”

Watson went away, and Pitt fished out
the two halves of the locket from the table-
drawer, into which he had slipped them.
and he suddenly whistled and stared into his
hand.” .

'* Now they're mixed up!” he muttered.
“ Just like somebody to interrupt! Oh, well,

and Tommy Watson



on the bapkahel, Within five minutes the
latle packace waz aygain scaled up  and
there was no sien that he had opened it

“1 can't tell Macon anvihing snhout it, of
courze,”” decidded Pitd, “He’d know, then,
that 19 bheen norineg. And yel he'll go and
setd the giddy thing back, I snppose.*’

Pitt went on with hie prep., and he little
reteed that Handforth'’s interruption, seem-

iy 80 trivial, was to lead to much
mystety and excitement. VFor, il Mr. Strong
had known that Jaeck possesascd tlie other

L of the lecket, much trouble would have
bcen  avoided. But it was a fact that
Mr. Strong wag i ignorance of this eircum-
stanrce, and Jack, in his turn, knew nothing
of Mr. Strong's half,

Mason returned. checrful and smiling. and

Pat immedintely indiented the package on}

th- table.
* What abouy thaty”" he usked. looking up
(i m his worl..

e

CHAPTER VIII.
PROVING I8 MRITLE,

ACK MASON whistled.
“Well, T'm jiggercd ! he exclauined.
“ dMr. Strong forgot all abont that—and
he was golng to show it to me, too. I
sl have to keep it until he comes next
time, or send it on by post-——*
“"Why not open it?” sogeosted Pitt,

““No, [ sha'n't do that,”" replied Mason
coldi “1t wouldn't he the right thing,
It Its not mine.”’

Citt prinned,

“Your standard of honour is too high—
whiat . Lie remorked. ** 1 aln’t quite such a
pidy -gondy bounder us you are, Ma<on., I
should open it it [ were yon—Mr. Strong
g il il was for vou, anvhow.”

*“That doesan’t muke nny difference.” re-
plicsl  Jack, putting the package Into the
dravwer. *“ You might ghift up a bit, Pitt.”

““Oh, 1 say, 1 war going to remind you,”
raid the Hvr‘mnt. ‘““That locket thing of
youis is on the bookshelf.”

“Oh, thanks,”” said Mnson, fetching it.

* Where's the other half?”' asked Pitt,

““1 don’t know--1've never seen it."”

“ Never seen it

*No."”

*“ HJow long have vou had this hall, thent”

“hver since [T was a baby, 1 think,” re-

“T'll go along when I've done my prep.,”
replied Jack.

And go, for the next half-honr, the two
juniors continued their prep. in silence. Pitt
had dismissed the locket affair from his mind.
It wasn’t his busiuess, and it wasn't very
interesting. But that locket was to lead to
some stirring adveatures before very long. -

Magon presented himself at Study C when
Sir Montie and Tommy oand I were discussing
foothall.

“You wantod me?” asked Jack.

‘“Oh, I was wondering if you're interested

i foothull, Mason,”” 1 replied. looking
round.

“Yes, rather,”” said Jack eagerly.

“QOh, rats!"" said Watson. * You can't

pluy, can vou?"”

‘““ A little,”” repliedd Lhe new boy. “1 was
captain of a team we had in my dis-
Lriect—""

“,"

‘“Oh, were you I said with intereat.
“That looks pretty promising. The fact is,
Mason, 1| intend to give you a chance at
footer, and it's up to youn to make good.
['m out to make the Ancient House team
the hottest stuff going, and if you can play
a good game you'll be given a look in. But
all duds are ruthlessly cast aslde—even if
they're my own pals.”

* Begad!”” murmurcd Sir Mcentie. “1 hope
you ain’'t referrin’ to me, old boy? I ain't
cxactly brilliant, but it's a shockin’ thing to
call me a dud.”

**You haven't been ruthlessly cast aside.
Montic,” 1 grinned. * Well, Mason, what do
you 8ay?”

Jack’'s eyes were gleaming with pleasure.

“I think it’s awfully good of you,” he
replied. ‘' I—I thought that I shouldn't be
given a chance here, and I appreciate your
kindness tremendousty——''

‘“ Kindness be jiggered!" T interrupted.
“You won't find me very kind if you're
N.G., Mason. The Ancient House Junior
Eleven is seleceted on its merits, so you'll
have to show pretty gzood form if you want
to pass. You'd better come down to the
ground with me to-morrow."”’

“ Thanks awfully!"’ said Mason eagerly.

The very sight of his pleasure waa sufft-
cient reward, and I sincerely hoped that he
would come out of the test successfully. It
would make a great difference to him in the
Remove. '

Jack went down the passage, walkiny
springily. The very fact that he was to be
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treated just as the other. juniors and given
a chance at football gave him a con-
fidence which had hitherto heen lacking.
Ile felt that he was not an outsider, and his
heart was thumping rather hard. But -just
as he was about to enter Study E he heard
certain sounds which caused a frown to take
the place of the smiie. - )

‘* Leggo, you beast!” came a- shrill hiss.

“If you yell, I'll twist it harder!” ex-
rlaimed Fuliwood’s voice. *‘* Hold him, Guily.
Now then, Owen minor, you've got to pop
down to the village straight away an’ do
what I tell you—="’

“I won't!”’ shouted Owen minor. ‘“‘It's
after locking-up—— Oh! Ow-yow! You—
you—— Oh, you beasts!”

Mason set his teeth and walked down to
the lobby. Fullwood and Gulliver were vigor-
ously twisting the arms of Owen minor, of
the Third. And Jack Mason forgot every-
thing in his anger and contcinpt. He strode
forward. )

he said

** Leave that youngster alone!™
curtly. N

‘““ Eh, what——"" Fullwood simply stared.
“* Why, you checky gutter-brat! Clear off
before I knock you down'”™

‘““ Leave that kid alone,” repeated Mason
grimly.

Fullwood deliberately twisted Owen minor's
arm again, and this time with a vicious force
which caused the fag to shriek with agony.

‘““ You confcunded cad!’’ shouted Mason.

Smack! . o

His fist caught Fullwcod upon the nose, and
Ralph Leslie went over like a ninepin. But
he was on his feet in a second, his nose
bleeding, his eyes glittering with hatred.

“I'll smash you for that!"" he snarled.

Fullwood remembered how easily he had
knocked Mason down once before. Every-
hody, in fact, regarded the new fellow as a
funk.: But Fullwood was destined to receivo
a big surprise.

He Dburled himseif at Mason—and went
down again with such eshattering force that
he wondered if the roof had fallen in.
Mason's fist was like a sledge-hammer.

1 didn't want to fight,” Mason said
quietly, his voice quivering. *‘ But if I see a
bully at work I forget things. Don't let me
catch you playing those games again, Full-
wood!"’ _

Those. words revived Fullwood more than
anything else. He sat up dazedly. He—
Ralph Leslie Fullwood—was being -warned by
a beastly outsider like Mason! 1t was past
aill belief.

‘* Grab him,
savagely. _ .

But by this time quite a number of fellows
had appeared on the sceme. Within two
minutes the lobby was packed, and I was
amongst the crowd with Montiec and Tommy.

‘ A fight !’ shouted somebody. “‘ A fight!”

“Rot!"” I roared. ‘‘ You can’t scrap here,
you asses! What’s the matter, anyhow?”

Gullj'!" muttered Fullwood

grimly.

‘“ Oh, nothing much,”’ replicd Mason. “1
found Fullwood doing something that I didn %
approve of—so I kpnocked him down.”

‘““0Oh, my only hat!”

** Who said the age
passed?”’

“ I expect it served Fullwood right,” 1 said
“I’ll bet he was bullying some faz
or other. I heard a screech 2 minute or two
ago, I remember. You'd hetter go and wash
your face, Fullwood—')

Fullwood panted with rage,

*T'm going to half kill this slura bh:zast!”
he snarled.

And, before anybhedy could prevent him, he
threw himself at Mason. The pair were goinZ
at it hammer and fongs within three zeccids.
And the crowd surged round excitedly.

Fullwocd, for all his faults, was nc mean
fighter. He knew quite a lot about boxing,
and he possessed a heavy fist. It was ais
mistaken idea that Mason was a bopeless
duifer.

But the new fellow just stood his ground,
without giving an inch. He received Full-
wood's onrush squarely, and the ncxt moment
things happened. Fullwood's great charge
came to a stop and his guard simply f=2ll to
pieces. About two dozen fists—so it secmed
to him—hammered his face and n¢ck and
chest ceaselessly.

‘*Oh, my hat! Go it!”

“Qood for yocu, Mason!”

‘““Oh, gcod man!”’

Nearly everybody was on Mason's side. Full-
wood was a rotter, detested by all the decent
fellows in thie Remove. And to see him
thrashed—and thrashed by Mason—was jusb
glorious.

Mason dispellied for ever the idea that he
was a funk. He took blows without flinching,
and displayed a knowledge of boxing whici
took everybody by surprise. His guard was
splendid, and he remainred serenely caln
throughout that short, breathless scrap.

of miracles liad

Crash! Crash! Crash!
Three times his fista went home. Fullwood
staggered back, dazed and agcniscd. He

fell to the floor, and remuaincd there.

*Cave !’ hissed a dezen voices.

The unmistakable cough of XNelson Lee
sounded from th¢ top of the stairs. The ro-
sult was remarkable. The juniors simp!y
vamnished. Tommy Watson, De Valerie, Tre-
gellis-West, and I yanked Mason “out into the
dark Triangle, and Fullwood's pals hustled
their beaten leader out also.

.When Nelson Lee arrived in the lobby he

i found it empty and deserted and wonderfully

peaceful. The Housemaster-detective smiled
-—and did not make any further investigation.

As for Jack Mason, be went up in_the
estimation of the whole Remove, and Fuli-
wood was obliged to crawl away and hide
his diminished head. The boy from Bermond-

eey was not doing so badly, after ail!

And he was to have many further adven-
tures at St. Frank’s in the near ftuture,

THE END,

F—m_ e —————— y

. NEXT - WEEMK !--(S¢e p. iv of cover.)



The Iirst Chaplers.

BASIL HooD s a new boy at Lilllenminster School.
On his arrival he malkes a friend of

JOUN CHALLIS, a Senior in the Fifth Form.

MYERS and COGGIN gre lwo bullies, who, welle
some -oihers, try to make Challis join the
«“ Clubs,” an atiletic society. He refuses, and
they determine to send him to Covenlry.
Heis persuaded laler by M. Evans, @ master,
to join. Challis takes Hood fishing in «
punt, which gels cast adrift. Later on
Grainger, the Captuain, sees Chullis al the
nets, and_asks him to play for the nexl scleen
ugainst the eleven. Meanwhile Busil suspecls
Muyers of casting the punt adrift. since he
found a coin belonging to himn near the spoi.
U nmcspectin;/ly he puls the coin in @ drawer
av. hila asclianlo T¢ anvisehoo rrurl Rﬂ.("ll L1He=

WItW W& TUV U LRV wuyr v re smg e e en
Challis goes to his study that night and sees
the figure of Ponsonby coming in through the

open dvor. {Now read on.)
open door, through which a figure

¢cuame,

Then, with a hoarse cry, he s_t;u*ted up,
holding his hands in horror as if to ward off

- - -

A GHOSTLY VISITOR.

HALLIS had left the light burning,
and, blinking into it, glanced at the

a blow, . _
“No, no! Stand back! 1 didn't mean it,

Ponsonby! 1 didn’t mean it!” hc moaned

distractedly, only half awake, his brain

numbed with an unspeakable terror; for there
stood Ponsonby in his.night-shirl, with the

I awoke just now, and I couldn’t help thinking
of you. I came to ask you to—to forgive
me—"'

Challis had reeled back to the table. He
stood there supporting himself upon one
harnd. and looking big-eyed at the spectre.

Had lie gone mad, or was it really Ponsonby
speaking?

*“Aren’'t you a ghost?” he muttered
vaguely.

‘* Hope not, old thing,”” smiied Ponsonby
wearily. *“ And 1 say, Challis, 1 oughtn’t to

have run in as I did. Of course you couldn't
help playing that ball straight. Nobody

could. I tried to protect my head, but it
(ea?e too swiftly. Still, 1 deserved what |
got."”

'I'h‘e_n Challis laughed.

LVn bad 4.

It was Ponsonby

P PO

wrael oaw axsalan t

BN/URAA LAV AUV I i VL L JU“ .

““Yes, the old doctor. Saw him the mo-
ment 1 woke up. He'd fallen asleep. The
duffer’'s sitting at the hedside with a night-
light on the table at his side Knew he
wouldn't let me come here, and so I didn't
ask him. Yon see, I wanted to ask yon to
forgive me, Challis, for what 1 did. 1 was
savage because you were doing so well, and
I'm jolly ashamed of myself. Yogu batted
like a brick."" .

Challis, holding him, gazed wonderingly
into the white face, marred by that awfuli
bruise. And as he held Ponsonby, wmurmur-
ing his regret and sympathy in broken sen-
tences, he saw the expression of Ponsonby's
face change, felt him go limp in his clutch.

‘Say you forgive me, old sport!’ mur-
miired the iniured bov.
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come to him, glad, but he wanted to get
him back to bed and place him in the
docgor’s hands without delay.

He found the doer of Ponsonby's room

etanding ajar. Gently pushing it opcn, he
walked softly with his burden towards the
hed, and luid the sick lad down there as ten-
derly as if he were a child.
- Drawing the clothes oyer him, he made him
siug and comfortable, then, after a hesitat.
ing glance at the doctor, who Iay asloep in
his c¢hair, in the attitude of a man who was
thoroughly tircd olt, wondering whethe hec
should awakcen bim or not, he turnced and
tip-taoed towards the door. .

But .cven as he did so the doctor atirred
restlessly, then, opening his eyes, sat bolt
upright.

A low .ery burst from his lips, and Challis
turned. _

Ponsonby had come to him. higl forgiven him,
bad spoken like a man, and John feit that he
could- sleep in peace. '

- With a prayer that Pongonbhy might be
better in the morning, he cropt back into
bed, and a few minutes later was fast in the

it

Hoera the boys treated him with their ususl
sucering  disdain and eontempt, save the
school captain and Mr. Fvans, who now and
then cust him a reassuring glance that was
warth a lot to John.

A3 for Basil, his cyes shane with the light
of hero-wership ; and he made John feel that
he could bear the ordeal with equanimity
now.

Belore school he received ganother summons
from Dr. Mason.

When be entered the Headmaster's study,
a3 he cxpected, he found the school dector
therc.

The Head glowered at him in the old un-
friendly way.

“Challis, T licar there is another complaint
against vyou,” said he. *In spite of alt that
has bappened you entered Porsonby's room
lasrt night. and were insolent to she doctor.
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and that Ponsonby will soon he well."

At that moment open swung the door, and
Basil came running wiklly in.

‘“ Beg your pardon, sir,”” he sald, fushing
hotly as he caught the Head's stern oyes

directed at him.  * hat Ponsonhy ia adwake.
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a numher of heads were peoping round the “Yes, if you lic quiet and don't distress

angle of a wall, vourself,”” replied the duclor, somewhaut
The news had spread like wildfire.  Though | grudgingly. .

the school bell was loud)y clanging, thes: | “*.And now, sir’—and Ponsonby Ilgoked

juniors delayed, anxions for news. P app-ealingly at thc Head—-** I dont’'t want. you
The Head lgnnred them. tao he hard -on Jeohn.. He's had a jolly bad
By the bedside aat Grainger, holdinz time. T've came to the conclusion it’'s not

IPonsonby’'s hands in his, while-the boy. with | been-hiz fault. ~We behaved like a 1ot of

his head propped up on the plllmn clanced | cads, Myers and that lot were heastly angry

hvornhl) rmmd him, « - because he made a good show in the trial
Where's Challis? 1 \mnt lolm Challis!” | match. So was I for a moment, but that's
he moaned, : all past and done with.’
The three hastened fur\».ml Bending over Hh cxes closed wearily.
:h‘:”aul:orcr - the - doctor, fueling -his - pulsc, tlmlhs leave the Toom as soon as you
euged him to lie guict. ) can,”” said the dcctor, without lookmg at
Youn must not attempt to talk.” sail he. | - the cad.”
l ‘l\\u{: llni«tn‘t '!;: lil»lu'!tlnr you, l""l' l'"l-'-*(‘ i3 Challis bent over Ponsonln D
(W} ‘ ] O " . . N . va ."'
He mined o draunght and vave it to the boy. ' * Thanks. old ,,f'“”“ I sha'n t forzet
who drank it eagerly. R this." ¢ said he. I'm ;..omn now. I'll coine
Then, glaneing from Dr. Mason to Challis, again if you want me. . :
gan:d from him to Grainger, Ponzonby smiled. | . He pressed the boy's hand, while Ponsonby
' l '" HI ‘t' }')u l'(' ('II ll‘ r.'u:.' l"\ nlurllr]llr‘x‘i' “'Ondf.‘r('d “t hlS SHZI'Q.. .I.h(.'" hC turHCd an‘l
in,a low voice. v So glad, Joha, old man, von | strode towards. the door. . -
ln..nvn"t. lﬂl'gﬂt.trl'n whnt you said 7 last |  The dector, fnllumn" hl.n pluccd a hand
uight ? ' ’ ' upon his shoulder. - .
ol lt.n.dmuh r nnd dow Lnl‘ cxchanged meaning | 5‘”[“‘ the bO) turned, eyeing the medical
rlances. ' : oflicer doubtfully. He need rot have doubt

“Rir,”" the sick boy went on, “when 1]
| ' A im, for the doctor, stretching cnt hls hand
woke luat might 1 couldn't help thinking | gaid - - €

ahout Challis, and how unfair i awas of me }y .. s ‘- v
to have run in to that ball. I gever ought Challis, T am rorry. 1 dld vnu a ;,rm,t

tg have doneyit. + 1 deserved to get knogked , MITons. I am glad to find that-1’ W,’}s is-
oul, .1 found Challis awfully cut up., ',Bu% he a]“‘" m you. \\ill you f-'hale haids? -
luru.lvc me. And 1 don't know- “hat p : Sha!\(" hands HO“ Lhd"ls beamed HOW
1 Cned after.” T ‘hink I must had .8 the LﬂlQl}l‘,sﬂ.Uahcd ‘his pale Cht‘ek‘l and- the
He paueed, and streteling ouse h": n.md "'l‘-:au of Nddllt“-‘ ﬂ’bti"’ in 1"3 8"95": ‘

clasped John's S 'ljmnk you, sir,” he said, and so was
“But. I'm all right now.” .\ly heail fm;lr{ gone., < . s vk s . - o
bad, but I'll zoon -get' better, wWon't I, ] . vn o - . LT
doctor?™ -‘ (To be contlnuod.)
3 - . L. e ‘ Ak
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NE)(:I" WEEk'é STORY,

UYDER TIIE TITLE OF

“The Remove Against Him!”

Will be another lgniﬁccnt Tale of
NIPPER and Co. at ST. FRANK'S, intro-
ducing “THE Boy FrROM BERMONDSEY.”

’ ~ L .

OUT ON WEDNESDAY. - WAR-TIME PRICE—-THREE-HALFPENGE.
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