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CHAPTER I.
THE REMOVE AGAINST HIM.

: ANDFORTH shook his head.

“I can't help feeling sorry [for

the kid,”” he remarked thoughtfully.

** Dash it all, it ain't his fault that

he was dragged up in Bermondscy, and that
liis pater was a giddy carpenter.”

‘““1 don’t see that it matters whether his
pater was a sweep,”” remarked McClure.
** There's no snobbery about me, thank good-
ness, Mason himself is decent enough—and
that's all that matters.”

Handlorth smiled in a superior fashion.

** My dear, innocent chap,” he said, *“ you
mustu’t judge the rest of the Remove by us.
We'ne different.  We're right above the
common ruck. We three have got more
braina than all the rest of the Remove put
together--barring Study C.’

** Hear, hear!” said Church and McClure
simultaneously.

* Nipper and Watson and Tregellis-West,
ol Study C, are quite sensible,”” admitted
Handforth. “In fact I might almost say
that thev're as brainy as we are. As for the
rest, they're no class. I shouldn't have
chosen you two chaps for my chums if you
badn't been sensible.”

Quite frequently Church and McClure were
of the opinion that they were far from beiny
eengible in having Edward Oswald Handforth
for a chum. But they only thought this
in moments of exasperation. Handforth,
although he was several kinds of an ass,
was one of the most decemt fellows in thce
St. Frank’'s Remove. .

““ So, of course, while we can see Mason's
rooid points, most of the other fellows simply
cut him,”” went on Handforth. * 'Tain’t
fair, of course, but I expect he’ll shake down
before the end of term. Just look at him
now--a% miserable as sin.”

Randiorth and Co. were seated on the
window-ledge of the common-rocom, and the
window was wide open, the day being mild
and sunny. Church and MecClure looked
pound, and saw that Jack Mason, ¢! thce Re-

| move, was strolling bLeneath the chestaris
in the Triangle, his hands deep in his pockets,
his expresgsion grave and teoubded.

*“Poor chap!'” remarked Churcli. “I-:t's
go and cheer him up.”

‘““Good idca!’ said Handforth premptiv
“I don’t -know that it would be wiz-,
though,”” he added. ** He mizht not like it —
and what could we¢ do, anyhow?'

* Invite him to tea,” suggested M:(lnre.*

Handforth glared.

“You silly ass!'” he snoried. ** You's2 g
no brains, McClure!”

“1 thought that both Churchy and 1 wero
brainy chaps- —"

“I didn’t think what T was cayinzg vhen
I made that remark,’”” said Handlertlii cidnly.
‘““Ain't you got a memory, you ass? How
much money have you got?”

‘ Threepence hua'penny!” reptied MeClure
gloomily.

* Church has got sixpencr, I've run down
to one and twopence, and our cupboard's
empby !’ said Handforth. *‘‘ That's a pretly
ghastly state of affuirs, ain’t it? And you
talk about inviting people to tea--to cheer
'em up! They'd get a fat lot of cheer in
Study D this afternoon!’

““I didn't say ‘theyv '!” retorted M:Clnre.
“You speak as though twenty fellows wers
coming, and I only mecant dlason.”

“ Well, it’s just the same,” snorted Hand-
forth. *“ We shall have to invite oursclives
out to tea this afternoon—or else he mis r-
able in the Hall. I don't know what things
are coming to nowadays.”

Handforth spoke with feeling. A3 a rule
he was blessed with plenty of pocket-mon--y,
but an cxpected remittance had not turncd
up. It would doubtl:ss do so in the maorn-
| ing, but that wasn’t any good for to-day.
And Handforth - had a horror of borr -
ing. He would lend mcney without a
thought, and, as often as not, ho forzot to
ask for it back. But a crisis would nc-d
to arise before he would borrow.

And so Jack Mason, instead of beiny in-
vited to tea in Study D, was allowad to steoal
bencath the trees while Han lferth and (o
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sct about the dilicult task of inviting them-
sclves to tea. L oo

McClure safely mapnaged to install himself
in Study C, with Wateon and Tregellis-West
and mysclf. Church, a blunt youth, marched
into Study M, saw that De Valerte and the
DukKe of Somerton were just about to sit
down to a first-class spread, and asked
point-blank if there was room for him.
Ther¢ was, and Church stayed.

Hapdforth, on the other hand, found that

a great many juniors were suffering in a like-

manner to himself. At last he went off to
his own study and prepared his own tea—
o somewhat frugal meal.

Meanwhile, Jack Mason glanced thcught-
fully towards the Ancient House. The ncw
boy in the Remove was pot cxactly happy.

True enough, he had recently givem Full-
wood a sound thrashing, and for a day or
two the Remove nad regarded him with
much favour. For Fullwood was a much-
dctested youth, and a keen fighter, too.
Anybody who could thrash him was deserv-
ing of praise,

But Mason had come from Bermondsey.
His father had been a carpenter. His home
was a poor one, and his ices at St. Frank's
were being paid ovt of a legacy. Further-
more, he had attended a low, common, Lon-
don County Council school. This was the
way too many Removites lcoked at it. So
how could such a fellow be accepted?

Of course, the juniors who held that
opinion were prigs and snobs. It was rather
a pity, but some of the really decent fellows
were anobbish where Muson was concerned.
They couldn’t quite see that Maeon had as
much right to be there as themselves. .

And Jack was semsitive on the point. It
worried him. IHe was sorely —troubled over
the attitude which the majority of the
fcllows adopted towards him. And, in jost
the same way, he was very grateful for the
fricndly spirit which I and my chums ex-
tended to him. We just treated him as
any other decent fellow: he wasn't a pal
{_yf surs, but he was truc bluc, and we liked
Hm.

Haudforth, too, was proving that he had
no snobbishness in his nature. And fellows
like De Valeric and Burton were all of the
same opinion as ourselves. But, of course,
we only represented a minority. The fact
was simple—the Remove was against Mason.

And not only the Remcve, but a great
many -seniors. Fifth-Formers and Sixth-
Formere were  too dignified to say anything,
but they would smile contemptuouely when
Mason passed them, and to a sensitive boy
this was well-nigh unbearable.

Starkc and Ke¢nmore, both prefects, were
recognised as frightful rotters and bullies.
They had a special ‘‘ down® upon Mason.
There was no real reuson for this, for he
was one of the best-behaved boys. in he
Removas But he was an outsider. And
Starke amd Kenmore, having the power,
visited thelr viciousness upon Mason,

They bad been amusing
ihis manner almost since the day of his
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arrival. And another instance was about to .
cecur now. As Mason ascended the steps of
the Ancient Houve, Starke and Kenmore
cmerged from .the lobby.

Jack was deep in thought, and he walked

| Starke harshly.

up the steps with his cyes to the ground.
Starke grinned, and deliberately bumped into
the junior, sending. him reeling.
‘*You cheeky young sweep!”’
‘“Why don't you
where you're going?”’
Mason came out of his reverie.

exclaimed
look

“I'm sorry,”” he said eimply. “I was
thinking.’’ :

‘““ About your slums in Rotherhithe or
Billingsgate, I suppose?’’ asked Starke. * Go

down the steps and walk up again. Do you

bhear me?’’
Y Yes.!!
‘“ Well, get on with it, confound you.”

“1 don’'t see why I should,” said Mason
quietly. ‘* You've no right to make me do
that, Starke—"'

‘“ Clip his beastly ecar,” advised Kenmore.

“I'l knock: his head off altogether if he
doesn’'t mind!’* eaid Starke. * You’ll write
me two hundred lines for cheek, Mason.”

The bully of the Sixth was doing this for
the mere pleasure of being harsh to the
new boy. Bullying was one of Starke's
favourite pastimes. And here was a splen-
did opportunity. '

Mascon was sensihle. He was a junior, and
Starke had the authority to give him lines.
There was no appeal against this form of
injustice, unless he sneaked to the Housec-
mastcr—and Jack was not that sort of
fellow. The best way was to sayv as little
as possible. But, if necessary, Mason was
ready to stand up for himself. -

He commenced walking up the steps with-
out a word, meaning to enber the House.
If Starke had heen sensible he would have
allowed the jonior to g6. But the Triangle
was quite deserted and the dusk was gather-
ing. Starke necded some more amusement.

‘“Come here, you litile beast!” he ex-
claimed, graspin% Mason’'s shoulder. *‘ Didn’t
I tell you to get down the steps again? K
you don’t obey my orders I'll report you to
the Housemaster.’’ -

{ “I don't think you will,” replied Mason

steadily ‘* You don't report this kind of
affair, Starke. And I'm not going to walk
down the steps just to please you.”

**We’'ll see about that!”” snarled Starke,
losing his temper. I don’t suppose you
know much better, after having been dragged
up amongst a 1ot of hooligans. But you
can’'t do as you like as St. Frank’s. Ge®
down those steps. or I'H kick you downl!l"

‘“ You bave mo right to—"*

‘“ Ate you going down?’

{ ‘“No!"

Starke took hold- of Mason’s shoulders,
whirled him round, and sent him spinning
down the steps to the gravel below. It

was a violent action, and Jack was lucky
in only eprawling over and grazing his wrist.

thethselves in| The result might have been far mare serious,

** Now you can obey my ordersi’ anapped



THE REMOVE AGAINST HIM

Starke. " Come up here and beg my pardon
for being cheeky!"

Mason picked himself up, ran up the steps,
and faced the prefect with blazing eyes.

“I'm not going to beg your pardon!'’ he
shouted hotly. * I'm going to tell you that
vou're a cowardly cad and a beastly bully !
iA.lllld if”,vou dare to lay hands on me again,

“* Chuck him down again!"’ growled Ken-
more savagely.

““By thunder, T will!"
grasping Mason fiercely.

This time matters looked really serious,
Jor Starke was in a violent temfper. But an
interruption occurred.

‘“ Release that boy at once!” exclaimed a
sharp volce.

Starke let go Jack as though he had been
red-hot. Nelson Lee had emerged from the
gloom of the lobby, and Starke stared at
him for a moment in alarm. Then he
laughed easily.

** 1 was just correcting this insolent junior,
sir.,”” he said.

‘“*So I observed, Starke,” said Nelson Lee
calmly. ““I have found it necessary once
or twice to seriously think of depriving you
of your prefectship. If anything of this
nature ever occurs again I shall certainly do
so.”" |

“The kid was cheeking mne, sir—"' began
Starke hotly. - '

‘“ Silence!”’ snapped Lee. “I am fully
aware of the facts, Starke. Mason refused
to obey an order which you have absolutely
no right to give, whereupon you deliberately
threw him down the steps.” °

‘ He—he slipped, sir!"’ gasped Starke.

“That is a lie, and vou shall be punished,

panted Starke,

Starke,” replied the Housemaster curtly. I
ogitively will not allow bullying in this
ouse. No, don’t speak again! I have no

wish to hear your grievance against Mason.
Go. and report yourself to me at seven
o'clock!”

“ What for, sir?” roared Starke roughly.

‘“ For behaviour which I cannot ignore,’””
replied Lee. ' You acted like a hooligan,
Starke, and if you dare shout at me again
T shall take you at once to the Headmaster.
Kenmore, you will also attend my study at
seven o'clock.”

Starke caught his breath

pressed fury.
_*I gave Mason two hundred lines, sir,”” he
said viciously. *‘ Perhaps you. will see that
he writes them, since you have thought fit
to take this matter out of my hands.”

““ That will do, Starke,’”’ said Nelson Lee.
¢ Mason will write no lines whatever. I have
observed, to my great regret, that you have
treated this boy - harshly ever seince his
arrival. I will not allow that, Starke. In
future - you will not interfere with Mason
in any way——""

‘““Not” if he cheeks me, sir?” demanded
Starke warmly. “Am I to have my authority
removed?"’ ~
~ ‘“In thia instance, yes,” rapped out the
Houscmaster. * The same applies to you,

in with sup-
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Kenmaore. Auy future misdemesnonr i
Mason’s must be reported to me. 1 forbi!
you to deal with it yourselves. Your punish.
ment for this act of hooliganism will follow
later. You may go."”

Starke and Kenmore, gritting their teeih
with rage, walked away. Their little
‘““amusement '’ had ended badly. Not onlv
were they to receive punishment, but they
were denied the pleasure of bullying Mason
any further. This story, they had no doubt,
would be all over the House within an hour,
and they felt like kicking themselves.

‘““Are you_ hurt, Mason?’ asked Nelsou
Lee kindly.

‘*No, sir, not at all,”” replied the junior.
‘‘And yet a nastv graze upon the wrist
is painful, surely?’’ asked Lee, seizing Jack's
arm and examining it. ‘“H'm'! You bhad
better go and wash this, my boy, and then
bandage it. You may be sure that I shall
make 8Starke suffer for his brutality.”
Mason looked uncomfortable.

“I didn't want to cause any uapleasaat-
ness, sir—'' he began. _

“I can quite understand that, lad,” said
Lee, smiling. *‘ And, indeed, you did no such
thing. You necd not tell mne how this affair
starbped; I am quite capable of drawing my
own conclusions. And don't look so
gloomy, Mason. I am sure that vour life
at St. Frank’'s will be much smoother in
the near future.”

“ Thank you, sir,”" zaid Jack gratefully.
“I—I don't think I could stay here if it
wasn't for you, sir. You're—you're not like
other schoolmasters.”

Nelson Lee laughed.

“Perhaps I have not been one for a
sufficient length of time,”” he said, with
twinkling eves. * There, my lad, get alo
indoors, and attend to your wrist And
you're .in trouble don’'t hesitate to come to
me. I do not mean that you are to Spmeuk.
as you call it—"

‘“1 wouldn't do that,
quietly.

“T am quite sure of it, Mason,” smiled
Lee, ‘‘ and 1 suppose it was rather wrong for
me to suggest that you might. But [
positively order you to come to me if eithcr
Starke or Kenmore persecute you again.”

‘“ Yes, sir,” said the new boy.

He entered the lobby, and Nelson Lee
looked after him with a thoughtful expres-
sion upon his keen, strong face.

‘“He won't do it!” he told himself
*“ Mason would rather hear persécution than
appeal for assistance. . And what is that
about him which 1 seem to recognise? |
can almost swear that I have seen somehody
who bears some similarity to that lad.”

Nelson Lee had pondered over that ques-
tion more than once, and he pondered over
it again as he continued on his way to the
College Houee. It was a Problem which
would not be solved just yet.

But there was & solntion. and Nelson Lea
meant to find it.

8ir,” said Mason
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fit. Now, I want you to tell me, In plain

Linguage, what your objections are. Don't

consider iny feelings. Just speak biuntly.”
Jack Muson’'s eyes gleamed.

‘““ All right,”” he replied. “T'll take you
at your word, Pitt. I've heard that smok-
ing amongst juniors is quite common in a
lot of public schools, but there's not much
of it done at St. Frank’s. The fellows don’t
ser any harm in it, and they take it as a
matter of course. You're one of that sort,
and yoi seem to glory in the whole rotten

game."”’ :

“Pro~eed with the lecture,” said Pitt
calinly.

Mason jumped up.

“1 Knew you'd say that!” he shouted

angrily. ‘1 won’t say another word! You
goad me to talk, and then accuse me of
lecturing yon when I do what you ask.
I've finished with it.”

“I'm =zorry,” said Pitt quickly. *‘ That
was rather rotten of me, an” I didn't mean
it. I should like to kear your views, Mason
—and I won't accuse you of lecturing again.”

““Well, I'm not going to say much,” ex-
claimed Jark. ‘‘ You want to know why I
don’'t approve of amoking, don't you? Well,
for one thing, smoking is absolutely against
the school rules, and ever
a cigarette you're taking the risk of getting
into trouble.”’

“ That's nothing,”” said Pitt. *“1I don't
mind a little risk.”

‘“But that's not the point,”” retorted
Mason. * Deltherately breaking a strict rule
isn't creditable. And smoking. in any case,
i3 & mug's game.”

** Millicns of men smoke—''

‘“We're not talking about men!" broke in
Jack quickly. ‘° When a fellow becomes of
age he can do what he likes—I shall prob-
ably smoke myself later on. But I'm a
junior schoolhoy now, and so are you. It’s
not only wrong, but it's absolutely silly, to
puff at a cigarette and pretend to be manliy.
Why, you idiot, a boy with a cigarette In
his lips only lnoks a young fool!"” -

“You told me to speak plainly, and I'm
doing it,”” went on Mason. *‘ And the most
important aspect of the whole thing is the
harm it does a fellow. Men can smoke as
inuch as they like—if it does them any
harm, that's their look-out, although a
healthy man can stand it easily. In fact
it might he helpful to him. But it's not
hielpful to a boy. If you took more interest
in outdoor sports, you'd ‘know what I mean.
A fellow wants tQ be absolutely fit to play
footer and cricket, and he can’t be very fit
if he smokes cigarettes. And then, last of
all. there's his self-respect. You know jolly
well that you don't want to smoke, and
you're only roing it out of bravado.”
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““Of course you are,”” said Mason
earnestly. ‘““You tell yourself five or six
times a day that you're a »silly ass, and
sou make firm resolves to give it all up.
Aund then, instead of being strong, you

time you have|

weakly give in and got worse and worse
But I'm eigk of it. I don't want to tell yon
what you shou'd do—you've got plenty of
sense, and you ought to use it. For good:
ness’ sake, dry up!”’

Pitt aat in his chair, smiling. But it was
a rather forced amile, and he knew very well
that Mason’s shots had gone home. ¢ had
aryued with himself—he had decided to
chuck it up—and ke had given in weakly
tine after time. Mai3on was right—ahso-
lntely right—and it was for this very reason
that Pitt became obhstinate. He didn’t like
to realise that he had been ¢ told off.”
Having asked for it, however, he couldan’t
say a word.

“All very interesting,”™
“But I don't see your point, Mason.
You're dotty on the subject. Have one of
these and forcet those fatheaded ideas.”

Pitt offered his cigarette-case, but Jack,
in a sudden burst of anger, struck up bis
fist and sent the ciaze flying.

“You've heen jeering at me!” he shouted
hotly.  “If you don’'t shut ap, Pitt., I'll
puisch your nose!"

“Oh, rats!"" snapped Pitt, recovering his
cigarettes. “ Look what von've done to thia
--look at these dents. I've a jolly good
mind to knock you down!”

“You're at liberty to trv!"
Mason grimly.

They stood fucing one another, and Pitt
wisely decided not to try conclusionz with
the athletic new fellow. He shrugged his
shoulders and walked to the door.

“You can go and eat coke'! he sneered.
“I knew you were an ass, but I didn't
t.hm'l.:. you were such a wishy-washy milk-
sOP 1

It was really fortunate for Pitt thiat heo
walked out after those words. For Mason.
in_his present cxasperated mood, would cer-
tainly have gone for him, hammer and
tongs.

Exactly as the new bov haAd predicted; a
rupt-_ur‘e had oceurred, and he was: sorrv
for it.” If he and Pitt were obliged tn share
the same study, it was far better for them
to be on speak
ing terms.

The Serpent
was in a savage
mood a3 he
strode along the
passage. He
assured himself
that he was
angry with
Mason, and that
Mason was an
arrant ass. As
a matter of fact,
Pitt was furions
with himself,
and he knew
that the arrant
ass was not his
study-mate.

Of course,
Mason was right,

he vawned.

snappel










I forgot all about it.”

Pitt was glad of the opening.

** Talking about Mr. S8trong,”” he said,
*“ what arc you going to do about that little
package of his?”

“I'm keeping It until he comes next time,
of course.”

‘“ Look here, Mr. Strong said that that
nackage was for you,” said Pitt. ** Why
don't you act sensibly?’’

‘““What do you mean?”’

“ Wecll, it's your package—'*

‘““ No, it isn’t,” replied Jack warmly. 1
mcan to keep it safely until Mr. Strong
comes next time. What would he think of
me if I interfered with it?’”’

Pitt grinned. .

**My dcar chap, there’s no nced for you
to lct him know that you've interfered with
it.,”” he said. * You're a surprisppgly inno-
cent clmap, Mason. All you've got to do is
to open it carefully, squint at the contents,
and then do it up again.”

““You cad!" exclaiined Mason, with blazing
eyes. “If you are capable of that sort of
thingz, Pitt, I'm not! 1t would be an act of
ahsolute dishonesty.” .

“ Rot!" enccred Pitt. ‘“ Do as yon like,
of course—it's not my affair. But I know
what I should do—"' .

*“Look here, we've talkcd about this
enough, haven't we?” asked Jack quietly.
*“I'm not quite an idiot, Pitt, and—"

“ Nledlv?” smiled Pitt ieeringly.

“1 didn't mean 1o, Sald MIWUWM guivuly.
#1've becen trying for days past to get on

| tensely.

1 m goOolng 1o enjoy III)'E(?II Wit P uliwuouu aunag
Co. I shall probably win a quid or two this
afternoon; and if you come with me you can
get some pocket-money for yoursclf with
ease.’’ : .

Mason shook his head.

‘I don’t want pocket-money of that sort.
Are you going, Pitt?’ he asked quietly.
‘“ These talks only lead to qudarrels! So we’'d
better finish up. 1 wish to goodness you
wonldn’t be such a cad! You don’t seem to
realise the . differencc between right and
wrong!”’

Reginald Pitt laughed.

“Do you?”’ he asked tauntingly. ‘* You
pretend to be so very good, don't you? |
wouldn’t mind betting a quid that you've
already opened that packet of 8trong's—"’

‘“ You confounded rotter!’’ shouted Mason
angrily. '

‘*Do you deny it?"”

**Yes, I do!”

“Then I dop’'t belleve you!” gaid Pitt

calmly. ‘ In other words, Mason, you're a
first-class liar!”’ ’
Crash!

Jack's ﬁst‘swung round flercely, and Pitt
went flying over the table in & heap. When
he came to his feet he found Mason stand-
ing over him, his eyes blazing, his fists
clenched. .

““Call me a liar again!” he exclaimeq

LIEY WEUU ®E 10 LHRUIBIOT-UHU-VWIIES, DUW

m was easily the better of the two. Bup,
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Pitt's fury was at ite height, and all his old
venom returned.

He snatched up an inkpot madly and flung
it at his opponent. Very fortunately blason
dodzed, but not before great streaks of ink

AGAINST HIM 9

‘“Lemme go!”’ yelled Pitt.

smash him!"”’

‘““No, you'ro not!" 1 ex:l grimly.
“What's the matter? If yni want a fight
why can't you have it decently? Thoa.

“1I'm golnz tn

had smothered his face and collar. The| scraps will get you into trouble.”

rzlass pot clattered and splintered into the
iireplace. .

*“0Oh, you cad!” panted Jack.

Pitt sent the table flying, leaving the
centre of the study clear. And then they
came to grips once more and fought despe-
rately. The noise they created was consider-
ahle, and the dust rose in clouds.

Pitt was certainly receiving the most
punishment, and evenr?] the hecat of that
moment he knew that he deserved it. It had
heen his fault from the start; he was in the
wrong—of course he was in the wrong. And
the very thought maddened him.

Handiorth and Co., who resided next door,
were in the middle of one of their heated
arguments at the time---and, needless to say,
no sound of the fight came to their ecars
until Handforth ceased spcaking. His voice
was capable of drowning a thunderstorm.

But in a lull, so to epeak, McClure sud-
denly started.
‘* What's that?'’ he demanded.

‘““ Do you think you're going to diddle me
like that?’” roared Handforth. ‘““That's
always your way when you're getting the
worst of an argument! 1 tell you that the
football is all mismanaged. 1'm the only
chap who knows anything about— -’

** Listen!"' exclaimed Church suddenly.

‘“I’'m not going to! Oh, my hat!”

Il[landfort'-h paused, and stared at the
wall.

‘“ There's trouble going on next door,” he
said. ‘“ Sounds as though half a dozen
free fights were——""

‘““Let’'s go and sec what's wrong,
gested McClure.

They all made for the dcor, and out in
the passage they ran into Tregellis-West und
me. As a matter of fact we were just
about to pay a visit to Study L, and the

whinah awraa nrrnandines fram that

e

sug-

.
A a¥aSl-Fal

AVLiR3UNIL . ;
apart with great difticulty.

" We were both silly,”” eald Mason, pant-
ing.

“Glad you know it,”” I remarke!!
‘““* What's the trouble, anvhow?” [t'z rotten
for two study chums to tight like you wecee
fighting——"

Pitt nodded.

“ Quite right,”” he said, bhrcoming ealin.
“ Silly rot, ain’t it? And I was getting the
worst of it, too. Jolly good thing you chaps
came. If not, I should have been beaten to.
the wide!”

said Handforth,

‘““ Extraordinary!” “ 1

actually admits that he was getting
| whacked!"”’

“Why not?”’ asked the Serpent, wipinz
his face. * Mason’s a better man than |

am, and I should be¢
thing else.

an idiot to say any-
_ Look at my face, and Jook ut
his! He's hardly touched.”

““1T didn’t mean to hurt you, Pitt)’" ex-
claimed Mason quietly. I dou't know why
I whacked you in the face: bhut you drove
me to it. I'm sorry. Suppose we shako
hands and forget jt”"

“Pitt'll forget it in about a wo-k!”
grinned Handforth.

But the Serpent surpri«ed us,

“1 don’t Dbear any malice, Mason,” h»

said quietly. ‘* After all, 1 drove jou to it,
didn’t I? There's my fist!”

They both shook hands, and Pitt atrollel
out of the study. He was evidently in pain,
but didn’t seem to care a rap. And the
very fact that he had taken Mason’s hand
made me delizchted. It proved that his
character was changing. At one time Pitt
would have been bitterly antagonistic for
days. Moreover, it was rather staggering
that Pitt should have adfitted that his was
the blame.

“I'm awfully

"n. .. W

sorry that bappencd,” said
N |

'f\t‘lr:-‘ﬂ L _Tas 1§

1T LWU [ICaled JUuniuis ot Uldaggcu | Lo ovuu

«“What's the idea® asked Handfurth.
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match, Huabbard. You can get oft the field
as soon as you like. TUnderstand? U'm
skipper, and I'm not going to be dictated
to. You elected to take up this attitude, and
you can't grumbie at the consequencee.”

‘“ Hear, hear{’’ said De Valerie.

‘““ Begad! You asked for it, Hubby-—¥ou
did, really,” said Montie.

““ Look here!” roared Hubbard violently.
‘““ Do you think I'm going to be pushed off
the fleld by that cad?”

““ You're being pushed off the field by me,”
I replied.

“1 won’t go!"" hooted Hubbard. ‘* You can
go and eat coke! I'm going to play in this
game, and the other fellows will back me up,
too. Mason ain't one of us!’

“Yes, I think you're riding the high
horse,” said Doyle warmiy. ‘‘ We ain’t going
to stand this sort of thing, Nipper. If Hub-
bard goes, I shall back him up—and a lot of
other chaps will, too. It's not the thing to
play a chap like Mason.” ‘

The new boy toucned me on the arm.
~ ¢1 won't play, Nipper,'' he said quietly.

‘““Won't you?'’' I said.

‘“No; I don’t want to cause any discon-
tent—" , )

‘“That’s just where you're wrong.'’ I said
grimly. ‘‘ It's these snobs who are causing
discontent. You can play as well as they
can--and perhaps a lot better. I mean to
include you in this match—and you ncedn’t
try backing out. I'll settle this point.”

By this time there was quite an angry
crowd ;round us. The really decent fellows
were tuking no part in the squabble. Hand-
forth and Co. and Burton and Farman—in
fact, quite a number—were standing in a
group near-by, grinning amusedly. They were
entirely in sympathy with Mason, and were
ready to back me up if necessary.

‘““ Well, are we going to start?’’ T asked.

‘““I'm ready,’” said De Valerie. ‘‘ Now then,
you chaps, we've got to beat these other
fellows. By the way, Nipper, who's Mason
going to play for?"

** My side.”” 1 replied.

‘““ He's not going to play at all!"" bellowed
Hubbard. *“ 1 call upon you chaps to back
me up. We ought to make a stand over
this. Jason has no right to be included with
decent fellows——"'

“Did you °say decent fellows?”’ I inter-
rupted.

“*Yes, I did.” /

‘ Then you've made a bloomer,” I retorted.
*“T shouldn't think of calling you a decent
fellow after what’s happened now. And you
come under the same head, Armstrong—in
;ac_t,. every fellow who's making this snobbish
uss.’’

** There's nothing snobbish about it at all!"”’
snapped Armstrong. ‘‘ We're butting against
it because Mason isn't the sort of fellow to
play. What does he know about decent foot-
ball? I expect he's only played in a London
street——"'

“You don't know anything about it,’” 1
cut in. *‘And I'm just about fed-up with
thin waste of time. Ir it'll please yon, 1 don’i
mind letting Wateon captain my side.”

IY
o

““ Good'"” said Hulibarl heartily

‘““1 don't object,”” said Watson. ‘‘ But yon
needn’'t look so jolly pleared about it, Hub-
bard. You're not going to play, anyhow.
Mason, we'll get into the field —''

“ This is sheer rot!" shouted Armstrong.
“We're not going to have Wuatson captain
the side—he’s just a3 bad as Nipper. The
only thing to do is to make a stand and
refuse to play. How many of us object to
Masan?'

' Eight—no, nine!"" said Hubbard viciously.

‘““ Well, we'll all strike,”” said Armstrong,
grinning. * They can’t play the giddy match
without us, so Nipper will have to give In.
That’s the best way to settle it."

The other dissenters nodded.

*“ You refuse to play?’’ 1 demanded.

‘“Yes!" they roared.

* All right, I'll %ivc you just one minute,”™
I said angrily. “ If you don't agrec to play
with Mason within a minute, I won't let a
gsingle one of you play at all!”

“Oh!’ sneered Hubbard. “ Anld
about the match”’’

“I'll go and get nine Third-Formeis!™ - I
retorted grimly. * Some of thase kids caa
play a decent game, and they'd jump at the
chance. It's only a practice match, and my
object is to test Maiason thoroughly. He'll
really have a better chance if some Third-
Formers are included on his side -hecauss
he'll get more work.”

** Rippin’, oid boy,” heamed Sir Montie.
‘“ That's made them look sick'™

‘“TI don’t believe in that rot——"" begaan
Armstrong.

*“Only half-a-minute left.”” 1 interrnptod
“T give yon my plain *word that you'il all
be barred if you don't agree at once. .\s
soon as the minute's up you won't have a
chance. I'm going to have my way!™

The discontented juniors looked at
another in dismay.

“Time’s up!”™ I sald. stowinz my watech
away. * You've lust your chance now. Wat-
son, you might run and fetch nine Third-
Formers——"'

‘“ Here, 1 say!' gasped Agmstrong. * Wil
play!”’

**And we won't object to Mason!”
claimcd Doyle quickly.

1 hesitated.

“If 1 give in, T sha!l bhe doing yon a

what

Ono

ex-

favour.” [ said. ‘ Every chap who objects
to Mason must shake hands with him and
beg his pardon. If vou don't, you don't

play!’”

There was much gnashing of teeth, but [T
had my way. All the discontented fcllows
were obliged to eat humble pie. They shook
hands with Mason and apologised —rathar
than be chucked out of the match. But
Hubbard refused, and I ordered him ofl.

This was rather a pity, because Hubhard
was quite a decent chap, really. But I meant
to put a stop to this nonsense once and for
all. 1t was the only thing to do. Mason hal
heen treated most unfairly, and it was only
just that he shounld share the privileges ol
the whole Remove. 'f'o treat bim as an out-
sidor was outrageous.
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'hﬂe was vety grateful for my chumpion-
ip.
' Thanks, Nipper,'' he said softly. * You're
D brick.”’

“* Rats!"”’ 1 replied.
thank me for, mf son.
no skipper at al
ltkes. 1 believe in consulting the eleven over
enernl mattera, but this was quite ditferent,
V was snohbery, purc and simple.”

“1 hope 1 shall shape decently,”
Mason. “*1I'll try to.”

Be did try—hard.

The elevens lined nup, and the match
started. Clapson, of the College House, was
referee, and he was quite impartial. Just
at firat Mason showe¢d sigus of nervousness,
and I noticed several smug gring when he
mufted a gond kick.

But it wasn't lJong before he gained
econfidence, and then the fellows who had ob-
“Jected began to wish they hadn't. For, to
put it bluntly, Mason proved to be hot stuff.

1 pass«d to him whenever 1 could, for my
object was to give him as much work as
possible. The first two or threo times he
shaped fairly, making no brilliant display.
1 wamm't expeeting it, and I was quite sur-
prisc-;i that he was displaying any good form
at all

Aud then he woke up.

‘Frapping the ball nently from Farman, he
streaked down the fleld, dribbling she hall
In the nost finished muanner. Two half-backs
rushed at him. He atopped dead, calmly and
eoolly gave the ball a alight push, und the
disgurted halves went ‘rust the mark. Mean-
while, Mason was speeding up again. It was
really a vety prettyspiece of work.

Handforth roarcd with d«light when the
mew fellow tricked the only back who barred
himmgrum

vz!?

The ball left Mason’s foot, shot through the
alr us truo as a die, and went into the net
with such terrific speed that Conroy minor,
in goal, was completely beaten.

*“ Qoal!”’

“ Ob, well kicked!"

* Good man!'’

Mason found himself surrounded by an
enthusiastic mob, The goal itself didn't
matter a ha’ wnnf-—-lnr it was of no
consoquence which side won—but Mason had
proved his worth with a vengeance.

“Qreat!” 1 exclaimed, thumping his back.
* Why, you're better than any of my re
serves, and as good as any outside-left in the
team!"”

Mason flushed.

b “1t's jolly good of you to say so——" he
egan.

** Why didn't you tell us that you were so
hot?'’ asked the Duke of Somerton. ‘* You're
toapmg. old chap—simply topping!"’

wen major and Doyle and one or two
others said nothing, but they looked rather
uncomfortable. Armstrong, ho , Was
heard to remark that it was only a Rash in
the pan.

But it wasn't.

By haif-time Mason had conclusively proved

*" There's nothing to
A football skipper 19

said

if he can't play whom he|

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

that he was a player of excellent quality.
His speed was remarkable, and there was no
doubt tbhat in placing him in the forward
line I had dome the right thing.

And it was rather a come-down for S8t.
Frank's to find that this despised junmior in-
troduced some new tricka. He made us open
our eyes by the manner in which he trapped
the ball again and again. His dodging tac-
tica were diflerent from any I'd ever seen.

Instend of going at it deliberately he de-
ceived his opponents time after time. They
were simply left standing while be continued
on his way.

By the timec the game was nearly finished
I had positively resolved to include Maeon in
the next House match. Indeed, there was no
rearon why he shouldn’'t be gﬁen a place in
the Junior Eleven proper. Christine, the Col-
lege House skipper, had been looking on, and
he was enthusiastic.

“ Play him?”’ he exclaimed, when. one of
his chums made a suggestion. °‘‘I should
think we will play him! He's absolutely a
mountain of strength. 1've never seen—-
Look at that! (o it, Mason!”

Mason was going it. He heat everybody on
the field and slammed the leather into the
net for the third time during the game. The
cnthusiasm was general.

There was no doubt that Mason had (aken
us all by storm. He wasn't merely good,
but splendid. There was no player .in the
junior team whn could beat him. 4ind his
gnstained form proved that it was not
merely an isolated effort. :

1t was Mason's game, pure and simple.
My side scored five goals, and three of those
were Mason's. I was responsible for one
other, and Tregellis-West had scored the
fifth—f{rom a beautiful pass from the new
fellow.

The other side was hopelessly whacked, for
De Valerie’'s men’ only scored a single goal.
And when the whistle blew Jack Mason, the
** outsider,”” was the centre of attention.
He bore his honours modestly, and the most
surprising thing was that he reemed almost
as fresh as when he had started.

“Yqou swindler!”” 1 exclaimed grimly.
** What do you mean by showing us up like
thia Why didn’t Yyou tell us you were a
giddy profeastonrl?’

Mason laughed.

“]Jt would have sounded like bhoasting if

I'd said anything,” he replied. “ It was
better this way. wasn’t {t?”
‘“*Yes, rather,”” I sald heartily. “ You'll

play in the House mat¢ch on Saturday, Jack,
my son—and it’'s a ten-to-one chance Chat
you'll be included im the School Team when
we go over to Redwood next week.'’

*“It’s very gord of you—""

Mason was interrupted hy the arrival of-
Rubbard.

* What the dickens do you want?’ I de-
manded sharply.

** Oh, nothing much,” said Hubbard, look-
ing red, ‘ The fact is, Mason, I'm going to
beg your pardon. 1 actéd rottenly before



(« Stop it, you asses ! '’ | shouted. But they did not even hear mae.
(See pre 10))
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“I'm in a muddle over it.
had & solicitor's letter, an’ it said that
some movey hacd been left to pay for the
boy's educatfon at 8t. Frank’s. I thought
yot had died out in Canada, an’ that you'd
left the money.’’ ‘

** Me?” repcated Mr Grell incredulously.
“ Me leave money to be chucked away at a
rotten dudes’ schnol?”

‘1 always thought It was impossible,” said
Mrs. Grell nastilv.:

‘“Let me see that letter,” said bher hus-
band. g ‘

*“] don’'t know where it is now—I've lost
it,’”” eaid the woman. ‘Jack went up and
saw the esolicitors, en’ he made all the
arrangements. | was giad to get rid of him,
anyliow!"”

*“ That's the worst of wimmen,”’ said Mr.
Grell contemptuously, reaching out for his
pipe and lighting it. ‘' I’ve allus said they
was no good. You muet have been mad to
let the boy go. Why couidn’'t you have took
chiarge of the money?’”’

Mrs. Grell smiled grimly.

“Don’'t you think I tried?”" she asked.
* 1t wasn't no goad, Bimon. The money was
in the hands of the lawyer, an’ he pays the
fees an’ does everything. Jack simply had
to go down.” . .

‘““ An' >upposin’ he hadn't gone?’ asked
the man. *‘‘Couldn’t he have touched the
money? Not youw, I don't mean, but him.
Couldn't he have took the money for his-

selt?”’

“1 don't know about that,”" said Mrs.
QGrell. 1 was reg’'lar muddled. But Jack
was just mad to go to 8t. Frank’'s, an’ he
wouldn't have touched the money, even if

he could. I thought you'd left it.**

“ That's rich!" growled Mr. Grell. 1

i‘mso you've been calling me all sorts o’
nies names, an’ hopin’ that my soul will
rest in peace, hey?”
- “Yer, I have!"' sagid Mrs. QGrell. *“ But
I'M take c¢are not to do that again. I
was a silly thing to bhelieve that you could
have been so generons.”’

* T shall have to think about this affair,”
said the man. ‘“We'll see wot Master
‘Mason's game is. He must ha’ bin up to
somethin' without you knowin’ it, old girl.
And yet he wasn’'® wos I'd ecall an artful
kid. It’s mysterious, that's wot it is.”

He got up. from his chair and paced up
akd down for a few minutes.

terrnpted.

‘ Jook here, missus,”” he said. ‘“ You
don't want me here, do vou?”

*“No, I don’t,” replied Mrs. Grell. “ What
are the meighbours goin’ to say? They’ve

been thinkin’you dead for
be ever stich a fusy—
you come in?’"’

‘* Not that I know of,”” replied Mr. Grell.
“ You won't he bothered with me for long,
Martha. I don't love my home enough to
want to stop here. Just give me five quid
and I'l clear out."”

T haven't got five shillings,” said MNrs.
Grel grimly.

Her husband sat- down, . ' 0

ears, an' there'll
id anybody see

We -
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* Al right,”” he said copfortably: “TI'll
stay here umtil you're able to tell the
truth. An’ you ain't said nothin’ about my
face. 1 had a beard when I went away——"

**DQ you think I dida't notice the dif-
ference?”’ snapped Mrs. QGreil, going to the

door. “You ain't improved your looks.
Si1non!”’

She went out, and Mr. Grell grinnedl
placidly and winked at the femder. Three
minutes later Mrs. Grell came back.

*It's all I've got.” she said. * 1've been

serapin’ an’ serapin’., an’ now you conme an’
take it all. What sort of a husband do you
call yourself ?**

She banded over four poun:s, .nd Mr.
Grell took it.

““ Thanks, old girl,”” he said. * What sort
of a2 husbund do I cell myseif? Well, I'm
a modest man, an’ I dor’t believe in a feller
payin’ hisself compliments. Where's thas
schecol, di1 you gay?”

‘“ In Sussex.”

‘“ What town’s it in?”

“It’'s just beyond Banrnington.”
Mrs. Grell.
for?

replied
‘* But what do you want to know
I s’pose you're goin’ down there?”

* If you don't ask no questions ynu1 won't
b2 told no lies,”” said Mr. Grell ealmly.
‘“ Just you forget all about me., Martha, an’
go on-with your dressmakin’. That kid's got
money—iots ¢’ money—an' I don't sce why
I shouldn't touch some of it.”

Mrs. Grell snified.

‘*You'll have your pains for rothin’,"”
declared. * An’
again I sha'n’'t give you nothin’ else.
a fair warnin’, Somon?!”’

Mr. Grell grinned, and passed out of the
house without even biilding his wife a good-
bye. Considering their strained relations,
this was not very surprisina.

The time was now late afternoon, and Mr.
Grell left Bermondsey -arnd went to his lodg-
ings in the neighbourhood of Commercial
Road. Here he sat down and thought things
out thoroughty.

A3 a direct consequence a - stranger
alighted from the evcning train at Bellton
Btation on the tollowing day. It was fine
and clear, with a touch of frost in the
air. London-had been somewhat foggy on.
tkis early November day, but Sussex was
very diffcrent.

The stranger was Mr. Simon Grell. His
altira was now different, consisting of a
good tweed suit, an overeoat, and a soft
felt hat. He could not, however. eradicate
the bronszsed colour of his face. It was ob-
vious that he was a much-travelled man,
and any observant person could tell that he
had been accustomed to the@ sea.

Mr. Qrell, of course. was Jack Mason's
uncle, the uncle that had ‘“died’’ ont in
Cunada. Jack and his aunt had never had
any direct communication, hut a friend of
Mr. Grell's had paid a visit' one day, and
he had. civen the information—probably in
all sincerity—that Grell was dead.

There had been no love lost Dbetween
Juck .MasollP-and his aunrt. It was for tlli!s

she
if yow come back here
That's
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reason that the bepevolent Mr. Strong had
been anxious to g&® the lad away. It was
Mr. Strong whe was the unknown benefac-
tor, but he had concealed his activitice very
complotely. Jack had no notion that his
tees were being paid by the kindly old gentle-
man whoso life he bhad saved.

1t waa only natural, perhaps, that Mr.
Grell shiould be covetous upon learning that
bhis nejtaew was at 8t. Frank's. That
famous achool was only for the sons of rich
peuple, and since Juck was there, it stood to
rcason that he had money.

Mr. Grell meant to find out all about it.
1t it could possibly be worked, he meant
to take the boy away and appropriate the
legacy for himsclf. There was no telling.
An? the first step was to discover the actual
f..cts.

Jack's unecle considered that he had a per-
fect richt to any money which had been left
10 tae lad.

'*1 brought the kid up, looked arter him,
an’ treated him like a young priuce,”” Mr,
Grell untruthfully told himself. ‘ He never
had anything but kindnese from me an’
hiz aunt, an’ he ought to be only too pleased
to give us the benefit of this here legacy.
Jdt'xr hia dooty. An' if he don’t turn out
roasonable, 1'll halt-skin him!"’

It will thus be seen that Mr. Grell's love
for his nephew was not of a very intense
nature. He didn't care a snap of his
fingers for the boy—ho had proved that all
Jack's life—but he cortainly did care for the
money which was being used for Mason's
cducation,

** What the thunder does he want to be
eddicated for?” demanded Mr. Grell, ad-
dresging the hedges as he walked into the
viilage from the stlation. * It ain't reason-
uble. Jack wasn't brought up to be
eddicated in a swell school like this. The
lazy young hound oughter be in an office,

s 29

earnin’ his livin’.

But there was a difficulty in the way. Mr.
Grell could not walk up to St. Frank's
boldly. He had sufficient sense to realise

that his presence at the school would cause
nawolcome comment. He might even be
severely ‘‘ragged ™ by the boys. Mr. Grell
bad heard of auch thinge.

And he met with a plece of luck.

Aftqr pausing at the White Harp, in order
fo obtain liquid refreshment, he entered
upon the lane which led to St. Frank's. It
wus dusk, and Mr. QGrell was fecling warmed
and confldent. He had no set iden as yev
rogarding what be should do. But he
thought it highly probable that he would
betable to spot Juck by looking in at the
gatos.

At all events®that would do for a start.
And then he became aware of the fact that
n boy was walking down the road towards
him. He was a junior boy, of ubout Jack's
nim-l. Tlhcrefore Mr. Qrell decided $o speak
to him.

And this vwaz the plece of nek. For the
Loy lappened to be Reginald Pitt. | There
vy nothing remarkable in this_mecting, for
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Pitt wus merely going into the villauge In
order to make« a purchase.

Hc eyed the stranger interestedly as they
drew near to one another, and he wuas some-
:-hnt surprised when Mr. Grell addressed

in.

‘““Just half a minute, matey,”” said the
thick-set man genially.

Pitt stopped, and eyed Mr. (rell with even
grcater interest. JYor him %0 be called
‘““matey '’ by such a respectably dressed
man was rather puzzling.

‘“ Well, what's wrong?'' asked the Serpent.

“T don't know as anythin' is wrong.”
said Mr. Grell., removing his pipe from be-
tween his teeth. ‘I take it that you're
one o' the boys from the big school—St.
I'rank’'s?”

‘* What a marvellous deduction!" said Pitt
calmly.

‘“I don't want none o' your sauce, my
boy,”” frowned Mr. Grell. * Are you open
to acceptin’ a shillin’?”

“I couldn’'t take it!" said Pitt gravely.
‘““ That's more than 1 get during the whole

term. Why, if I had a shilling, I should
only equandcr it and make a beast of
myself!"

Mr. Grell grinned.

‘ Quite a witty nipper, ain't you?’’ he re-
marked. ‘I was only jokin’, young shaver.
I just want you to do me a little favour.
Can you tell me if there’'s a kid named
Mason at your school?”’

Pitt became intent at once.

‘““Jack Mason?’’ he asked.

‘* That's the boy.”

‘* He's in the Remove.’ said Pitt.

““Oh, is he?”’ asked Mr. Grell. ‘* An’ wot
may the Remove happen to be? Is he goin’
to be shifted?”’

‘“The Remove Is a Form—a. class,”
grinned Pitt. ‘' It’s really the Fourth Form,
but we always call it the Remove. And
Mason's not going to be shifted that I know
of. As it happens, you couldn’'t have spoken
to a better chap than me if you're wanting
to see Mason.”’

‘‘Oh! How's that?”

“Well, I'm Mason’s study-mate,”” ex-
plained Pitt. ‘ We both share the sam
room in the Ancient House,”

Mr. Grell was very pl@ased.

‘““ Then you're his chum?’’ he inquired.

‘““Well, I'm not going to say that,’” replicd
Pitt. ‘ We don’'t exactly hit it off together,
but there’s no bad feeling, except for occa-
sional rows. 1 suppose you want to see

‘Mason about something?’”’

‘““ That's the ticket,”” said Mr. Grell. * Now,
look here, my boy, can you keep a little
aecret? Since you're Jack's chum, I don’'¢
mind tellin’ you eomethin’.”

“TI'll promise not to split,”” said Pitt
salemnly.

* He's mmy nevvy—see?’’ asked the stranger,
*“ My name’s Grell, an’ I'm Jack Mason's
uncle. I thought I'd come down just to
have a Jeok a$ him."

Pitt nodded.
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* Good idea!' he said. *“I'l show you
the way u i

‘““ No, I ain't wantin’ to go to the school,”
Interrupted Mr. Grell. ‘ If you could fetch
my nevvy down to me, you'd be doin’ me a
nice little favour. 1 want to have a chat
with him in privit. Besides, them young
bounds at the school—them young gents, |

mean—might not care for my appearance.”

‘“ Quite likely,” said Pitt calmly. * In fact,
I think you'd cause a sensation. Mr. Strong
was bad enough, but—— Well, I don’t want
to offend you, Mr. Grell, but we don't have
visitors like you at St. Frank's.”’

Simon Grell grinned.

“ Therc’s nothin' I like better than a ont-
spoken boy,”” he =caid. ‘* You're just the
kind o’ young shaver I like to meet. I know
that you don’'t have visitors like me, an’
that's why I don't want to go. But who's
that Mr. Strong you were talkin' about?’”

*“Oh, a friend of Mason's.” )

'* Wot sort of a friend?”

‘“ A seedy-looking sort of old chap,’’ replied
Pitt. ‘* Well, look here, if you'll stay here
I’ll pop back to the school and bring Mason
down to you. He’ll be delighted to see you,
I know."”

Mr. Grell nodded.

‘“ Break it to him gently,”” he sald. " Jack
ain’t seen me for years, an' you don’t want
to give him no shock. Tell him that his
lovin' uncle has come dqown to see him.”

“ Trust me,’”’ said Pitt, nodding.

He turned and walked rapidly back
towards St. Frank's. Pitt, in fact, was
highly plcased with himself. This develop-
ment was rather rich. Fancy that begery-
looking individual being Mason's uncle!
Pitt’s thoughts were not far wrong, for Mr.
Grell’'s ruddiness was not entirely due to
salt spray and trop'‘c suns. o

Pitt had not forgotten that fight in Study
B. True, he had shaken hands with Mason
at the finish. But the thought of that scrap
rankled—more particularly since Pitt had
had a chat with Fullwood and Co. The Nuts
considered that Pitt ought to cut Mason
dead; bhut the Serpent was not inclined to
adopt this plan. _

It would be sufliciently gratifying if he
could cause Mason some little embarrass-
ment; and it would be dccidedly rich for
the school to see this bright specimen of an
uncle.

The vindictive strain in Pitt’s character
was not so pronounced as it had been at one
time of day, but it was still there. He had
no intention whatever of keeping the secret
which Mr. Grell had given him.

On the contrary, he meant to make the
thing entirely public. He would fetch Mason,
according to his promise, but he would fetch
quite a crowd of other juniors, too!

Masop had been treated almost royally
since his trilumph on the footbaHl field the
previous day, and this ‘‘show up’ would
come as a very cffective damper, and
Reginald Pitt would obtain a neat revenge.

gndl. the Serpent hurried on towarde the
hoo

| which Mason had ‘ made good.”
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CHAPTER VI.
AN OLD ACQUAINTANCEH.

AGAINST HIM
EBLSON LEE left the post-office in Bell-
ton, glanced at his watch, and set
off towards the school at his usual
brisk pace.
He was very pleased with the manner n
He had
chatted with me on the subject only that
morning, and he certainly agreed that the
new fellow ought to be included in the junior
eleven. .

Passing up the lane, Lee noted the figure
of Mr. Simon Grell leaning carclessly against
the old stile, placidly smoking his pipe. The
man was & stranger, and stranger: were not
common in this quiet neighbourhood.

Mr. Grell, too, eyed Lee interestedly as
the latter came along. The schoolmaster-
detective was wearing his gown and a
mortar-board adorned his head. Lee bad
become quite accustomed to thia attire of
late. He was instantly labelled a school-
master, and Mr. Grell nodded genially to
him as he came up. ]

‘* "Evenin’, sir,”” he sald pleasantly.

“ Good-evening,”” returned Nelson Lee,
looking at the other rather closely. **I don'y
think I have the plcasure of your acquaint-

. ance?”

“ *“Oh, my name’s Grell,”’” that individual re-
plied. *“‘I'm just waitin’ here to have a chat
with one of your boys.”

Nelson Lee frowned. He did net like the
look of this stranger, and to learn that ho
was waiting to interview a St. Frank's fellow
was not very gratifying. Lee thought that
it was necessary to inquire further.

“ Indecd!”’ he exclaimed. ** And what i
your business, Mr. Grell?”’

‘““Oh, a friendly chat—"'

‘“ No doubt; but may I irnquire why vyou
wish to have a friendly chat with cne of my
hoys?'’ asked the Housemaster. ' Whom do
you wish to sce?’”

“That ain't no cnncern o’ yours,” said
Grell, wealising that he had made himaecis
rather tao agreeable.

‘“* You will pardon me, but it is my con-
cern,”’ said the detective sharply. * You
appareatly do not understand that the St.
Frank's boys are not at liberty to mako just
what friends they choose. I must a-k you
to state your business, and to tell me the
name of the boy you are acquainted with.'

Mr. Grell considered. After all, why
shouldn’t he tell this bumptivus schoolmaster
that he was Mason's uncle? There was
nothing wrong in it, amd@ he bad a perfect -
right to visit the lad. It was only the boya
Grell was nervous of. Thie master would
probably take him straight to the school,
ensuring him & safe passage, so to speak.

“ Well, if you're so inquisitive, there's no
reason why I shouldn’'t tell you every--
thing,” said Grell. *“ The boy I want to sce
is Master Jack Mason, an’ I'm hia unela. No
harm in a man comin’' to see his mevvy, 3
sappose?”’

Lee looked at the man imtently.
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' Are vou sure you arc Mason’s uncle?’ he
asked.

Grell Jaughed.

‘] can prove it in half a minit {f you
want me to,” he said. “ My address Is
Number Thirty, Thorunley Street, Bc¢rmond-
r¢y. 1 can give you all the information you
tike about Jack, if you're so inclined.”

““You nced give mo further details, Mr.
Grell,” said lLee.

The detcctive was esomcwhat astonished.
Me. Strong had told him that Grell was
dead. Obwiously there had bcen a mistake.
Moreover, Nelson Lee was quite certain that
he had met this man beforc—but with a
beard.

For the moment, however, he could not
‘“place”” Mr. Grell. The latter was regard-
ing him with an amused eye as he pulled at
his pipe.

‘““McbLbe I'll come up the road to the school
nresently,”” he said easily. * Bein® a relative
of onc o’ your boys, I reckon 1'll be given a
welcome, eh?”

“You will be treated with the considera-
tion which is accorded to all visitors, Mr.
Grell,” replied Lee. * When you do come
up, will you be good enough to ask for
me? 1 will see that you are given full atten-
tion. I am Mason's Housemaster, and my
name is Lee.’

Grell removed his plpe.

**Lee?” he repeated. ** What—L-c-i-g-h?”
he added, spelling the name.

‘“No, J.-c-e,”” said the dctective. My
name is Nelson Lee—"'

“ Hey?"

Mr. Grell started visibly, and ncarly

dropped his pipe.

‘*There's a 'tec named Nclson Lce,”” he
said suspiciously, regarding his companion
with greatly increased* interest. *“*Why,
blame me, I believe that vou-—"

‘““You are quite right,”” nodded Lecc.
am the person you refer to."”

Mr. Grell’s placid expression changed with
amazing speed. A look of black hatre% inter-
mingled with fear, came into his eyés. He
stared glaringly, and then took a quick step
forward.

It was a menacing step, and Grell’s whole

lll

attitude was threatening. He seemed about.

to hurl himself hodily at Nelson Lee, and his
eyes were blazing with fire. The detective
stood as steady as a rock.

Then, abroptly, Mr. Grell remembered him-

sclf.
He cursed under his breath, laughed
foolishly, and turned away. And as he

walked down the lane he thrust hispipe into
his pocket, kicked a stone violently, and spat
into the hedge with vicious force.

Nelsorn Lees whistled softly to himsell.

* Dcar me!’ he murmured. - * This is quite
reinarkable.”

He continued his walk to St. Frank's in a
very thouchtful mood. Mr. Grell had looked

. .back, and he saw that Nclson Lee had de-

"
L]
V'

parted from the spot. And, remembering

that Jack Masou would soou be g, he
turned back, be down,
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“He don't know me,”” he told himself.
*“How should he know me¢? 1 ain't the
same as I was at onc time o' day. And
what's the idea of him bein' here, a school-
master? There’s somethin’ queer about it.”

And Mr. UGrell, recovering from his alarm,
reseated himself on the stile. He was quite
sure that he was safe, but he was puzzled;
and he meant to ask Jack Mason a few ques-
tions of considerable importance.

Meanwhile, Nelson Lee was entering the
gateway of the school. In the Triangle ho
nearly ran Into me as I was crossing from
the gymnasium.

‘1 want you, Nipper,” said the guv’'nor.

‘““ Now, eir2”™

“ Yes.”

‘“But I'm going over to Christine about
thoe football—''

*““ Never mind the football,”” interjected
Nelson Lee grimly. *“1 want you at once.
Follow me to my study—or, better still, come
with me now."”

‘“*Oh, all right, sir,”* I said.

I wondered what was in the wind. The
~uv'nor was certainly looking rather scrious,
and I judged that something special was
afoot. We arrived at his study, and then
Nelson Lee lit a cigarette.

‘“ Where is Mason?’* he asked abruptly.

‘““ Somewhere in the Houee, 1 expect.”

‘“Do you know if he has betn out this
evening?’’ '

*““L don't think he has, guv'nor.”

‘“ Well, then, do you know if he has had
any communication with his uncle recently?”
asked Nelson Lec.

I stared.

‘““His uncle?’' I repeated.

“Yes.”

‘“ But his uncle's dead!” 1
“You told m¢—""

“Quite so; but I have every reason to
believe that Mason’'s uncle is as alive ‘as 1
am myself,’”” eaid the guv’'nor. ‘‘Has tha
boy received a letter—"’

‘I don't think eo, sir,”” L broke in. *' Any-
how, he hasn't said anything to me—and he’s
getting quite pally with me just now.
Mason's a decent chap, and I like him better
every day. I can't quite believe that he's
only a common kid.”

‘““ He isn’t, Nipper. He is a most uncommon
boy,’’ said Nelson Lee. *‘‘Mason has pleased
me immensely since he arrived at St. Frank'’s.
But we are getting away from the point. 1
wish to ask about this uncle.”

“I don't follow you, sir,”” I said. * How
do you know anything about Jack’s uncle?”

‘] met him ten minutes ago, in the lane.”

‘ Mason's uncle?’’ 1 asked wonderingly.

‘““ Exactly. And I received a very consider-
able surprise, Nipper,”” gaid Nelson Lee. *1
knew, of course, that Mr. Grell was not
exactly a man of gentle ufbringin : Mr.
Strong made¢ that quite clear to me. ason,
indeed, has had a very unhappy home life—
or what must be termed his home life. For
Ikis aunt and uncle never provided him with

a real home, Thg lad has Dbeen bad
treated i o2

exclaimed.
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# But what was the surprise, sir?’ 1

asked.

" Just this, Nipper,” replied the guv'nor.
** When 1 met Mr. Grell 1 was quite certain
that I bad seen him before somewhere
scveral years ago. I could not place him in
my mind—uatil I told him my name."”

‘“ And how did that do the trick?’’ I asked.

*“ S8imply because Mr. QGrell changed his
whole expression—and 1 kpew him in a
second,” said Nelson Lee quietly. ‘* You will
not ‘remember the affair, Nipper, but juat
about flve years ago I was erigaged upon a
rather important case at the London docks.
There is no need for me to go into any de-
tails, but one of the men suspected of being
concerned in a series of marine robberics
escaped at the last minute. That manp, Nip-
per, is in the lane at this moment.”

I gave a gasp.

‘* Mason’s uncle?” 1 exclaimed, staring.

* Yes, Nipper—Mason's uncle,’”” replied the
guv'nor. ‘1 do not think that he is the
man—I1 positively know it. At that period
Grell had another name—probably a {falsc
name; but he was known to the police. as
“Captain Jim,' owing to the fact that he
had knocked about the world a great deal in
ships.. He escaped to Carnada, or the United
States. There was no actual proof against
_him, but there would bave been plenty if he
bad remained.”

I looked very serious.

“X say, it's rather rotten,
claimed. ‘' Fancy a ehap like that—a giddy
criminal—being the uncle of such a straight
fellow as Jack Mason. Isn’'t there some mis-
take about it?2* :

Nelson Lee looked thoughtful.

* There may be; but I don't think so,
young ’'un,”” he replied slowly. ‘ At all
evenis we shall be able to judge after
Mason has seen his uncle. We can easily
find that out without asking the lad any
direct questions. Just Keep your eyes open,
and semain on the alert. If Mason meets
this man and acknowledges him, then there
~an be little doubt about the matter. Ana
he will certainly acknowledge him if he is
really a relative.”

“ But it’s rotten, sir—"

My dear Nipper, I don’t see it,” Inter-
rupted Lee. ‘ It would not be fair to judge
Mason by his uncle. The man may be a
ercok, hut Mason himsclf.ie one of the finest
specimens of British boyhood I have met.
He is admirable in every way, and his uncle
is his misfartune.”’

* That’s what I think, of course,*’ I replied.
** But when 1 said it was rotten, I was think-
ing of the other feilows. Mason's getting
on nicely now, and if it becomes known
that this bounder is his uncle, it’ll do bhim
a terriic amount of harm. Hall the House
will shun him."”

Nelson Lee frowned.

sir,”” I ex-

“ That would be most unfalr, but I suppose

you are right,”” he maid. ‘‘The boys are
extremely hasty in thelr judgment, and I do
pot altogether approve of their methods.
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But there is only ane way to guard against
the danger, Nipper. Nobody must know this
sccret—and I am quite sure that Grell will
not reveal it himself.”

“Well, T sha'n't say a word,” .1 promieed.
‘“Poor kid! How rotten it must be to hasc
an uncle like that! Do you think the fellow
will have the cheek to come to the school?”

‘“I don't think so, my boy,”” replicd Lee.
““If he does it will be a pity; but we really
can't prevent him. He is the boy's uucle,
and he bas a right to pay a visit if be
wishes to. Provi inf‘ he does net make a
nuisance of himself, he will be treated cour-
teously. And there is another point.’’

‘“You mean regarding Udrell's presence
here?’’ I asked.

‘““ Exactly. I don‘t belleve for a moment
that the man has eome down for the merc

leasure of seeing his nephew,” said Nelson

e, stroking his chin. ' There is some
other motive for his visit—and 1 suspect that
it is an evil one. We must keep our cyes
open, Nipper.”

‘* Rather, sir,”” 1 agreed heartily. ‘* And
it Mr. QGrell gets up to any tricks, he'll he
sorry for himeelf. Our job is to guard Jack,
and I'm rather glad that you're on the spot,
guv'nor. There’'s no telling what might
happen!”

But I did. not anticipate the somewhat
startliing events which were destined to tuke
place before long. Mr. (Grel’s visib was a
sign of coming excitewnents.

- L

CHAPTER VII.
MASOXN I1SK'T HAVING ANY,

« HERE'S Pullwood?”
Pitt asked that question with
bis head in the doorway of
Study A. Gulliver, who was
there alone, looked up from a book. |

‘“I dom't know,” he exclaimed. ‘' You
might find him in Merrell’s study. He said
he was going along there—"'

*“All right! You come with me!" Ibnter-
jected Pitt briskly.

*“ Rats! I'm reading this—"

“ That doean't matter. There’s something
cn.”

**Oh!” said Gulliver. * Who's concerned:”

‘* Mason.’

Gulliver jumped up with alacrity.

“I'm in with you,” he exclaimed, grin-
ning. ‘' There's heen too much eild abomt
Mason to-day. I've heard hia name hundreds
of times since that rotten football match.
You might think he was a tin-god!”’

They passed along the gaasago until they
came to Stuidy Q. Pitt tried %0 opem the
door, but it was locked. -~ -

** Who's that?” demanded a volce.

“Only me!"” spapped Bitt. ‘‘Upem the
giddy door!”’

It was unlocked, and the Serpead and Gul-
liver were admitted. The alr was rather
heavy with smoke, and both Pallwood and
Bell were within, in addition to the study s
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righttu! owners—Merrill and Noys and Mar-
rintd. Thev had been disturbed in the
middie of a gnme of banker.

“Going to joln ua?" asked Tullwood
gentally. ** The more the merrier. Hallo!
Ro vou've come along. QGully? I thought

yan wanted to Anieh that beastly book?™
“ Pitt drageed me In here,’”” explained Gul-

Jiver, “He nalll there's some game on
against Mason.'’
“Oh, Dblow Mason!"” snapped Tullwood.

“I'ln fed up with the chap. Give him =&
rest! Join us in this ganme. Pitt—"

“ Not just now.,” replied Pitt. ‘ Look
here, we can ﬁ!"’ banker any old night,
ut we can’'t have such a ripping rag as
we're going to have with Mason’s uncle.”’

* Hia which?"' asked Marriott.

“ Hlis uncle,” grinned Pitt. “Oh. my
hat! You'll have to come and see him—
he's a regular bounder. looks like a brick-
Javer, with a beery face, and talks regular
Reninondsey atyle.’””

Fullwood and (o. were greatly impressed.

““ Oh, erumha!’ gaid Bell. ' Is this chap in
the school?’”

“* No—he's down the lane,” replied Pitt.

And he went into details concerning his
meeting with Mr. Grell. The Nuts were
munimonsa in their decision to chuck up their
game nnd to go down the lare in a body-—
im order to sec the meeting between uncle
und unephew.

1 tell you what!” saild Fullwood, with
e clinckle. * W¢'ll have a lot of fun out of
t his, You enn tnke Mason down to the
weetin®-place, Pitt, an' we’'ll slip down on
the quict. It wouldn’t do to give the chap
a hant.”

“* My idea exactly,” sald Pitt. ‘' You chaps
get ready, and follow Mason and me down,
and then spring out after we've met this
wreli bounder. Then we'll hustle him to the
achionl ~pretending to be geninl—and we'll
thiow him off to all the fellows. 1t'll he the
joke of the term.”

“ Ruther!"" grinned Fullwood. * We'll rag
him, too. 1 don’t see why we should put up
with Mason's rotten rolatives at St. Frank’a.
He's bhad enough himee!f, but we don’t want
niv whole heastly family. They'll be all trot-
ting down here if we don’t give this ancle a
leeron !’

Pitt nodded.

“There's no time tn waste,” he sald.
““ Vou chaps had better slip ont of the window
into the Triangle and wait there until yon
see Muson and me go out. Navvy? I'll pop
':nilnna and find Mason and break the news to
tim.”’

“ Ha, ha, ha!'”

“We'lll have
night '™’

' And so will Masen's unele!™
Iy er.

“*Ha, ha, ha!"’

Pitt left the study and passed along the

the time of our lives to-

grinned Gul-

passage. He entered his own study, and
foand Mason there, buried in his hooks. The
new? oy looked up with a cheerful on
his face. He little guessed the mean trick
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which Pitt was anxiou., to play upon him.
But he soon reccived a hint.

‘“ Hallo! Coming to do your prep.?" he
asked. ’
“Not Just now,” replied the Serpent

casily. ‘I came for you, Mason.
wanted by somebody in the lane.*”
: h{uaon looked at his companion wonder-
ngly. .

** Who on earth can want me in the lane?”

“ Well, it’s rather a delicate matter,”’ said
Pitt mysteriously. *“ I don't want to give
vyout a shock, old man, but you'd hettexr pre-
pare yourself for a surprise. You'll be over-
{oyed when yvou hear the news. You're not
inble to faint, I suppose?’’

“I don’'t know what you're getting at.”
said Jack quietly.

‘““ Well, the truth s, there's a relative of
‘our father's anxious to see you,”’ explained

itt. ** Does that give you a hint?"” -

Jack Mason started.

‘““You don't mean——"" he began. * Yon
can't mean that my aunt has come to St.
Fratk’'s? Oh, hut she wouldn't!” he added.

Pitt chuckled.

‘* No, not your aunt, but you're near the
mark.”” he replied. ‘' You sce. I'm breaking
it gently. It's somebody of the same
noature. so to speak. Can’'t you guess now?"’

“I think you're very silly!’’ said Jack, in
his straight way.

**Thanks! But as it happens, I'm not a
bit silly,”” was Pitt's reply. ' And as you're
&0 dense, I'll bring it out bHluntly.* Your
uncle, Mr. Grell, is waiting tn see you agalnst
the old stile. I've promised him that I'll
tiuke you down.’”

All Maron's wonderment left him.

*Oh!"” he exclaimed, smiling.

And he went on with his work again with
quiet unconcern. Pitt, feeling that his great
news had fallen very flat, glared at his
study chum.

‘“You don’t secm to eare much!"’ he said
sharply.

“Don’t you think yon'd hetter try some-
thing else?’ asked Jack. * You startled me
for a moment, Pitt: but that story’s not quite
good enough. And I must say that it isn’t
in very good taste either.”

‘““Don’t you believe it?' roared Pitt.

“Of course I don't'"”’

Mason's smile was very irritating. Pitt had
not thought of the possibility of this atti-
tude. and he was rather nonplussed. It it
had been a faked tale he wouliin't have bheen
s0 taken aback. But it war true—uactually
true—and Macon wouldu’t believe it!

“0Of course you don't!"” shouted Pitt,
echoing Jack's words. ‘I tell you that Mr.
tirell is waiting down the lane. I met him
thicre, and he asked mc to give you the tip.
Do voun helieve that?'”

“T'm not quite so siily,” replied Jack.

He rose from his chair and s{rolled over
to the window. It was getting dark outside,
and Mason meant to pull down the bliwd be-
fore switching on the eclectric-light. But bhis
attention was attracted towards a knot of

You're
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Juniors who stood in the dusk a short dis-
tance away.

Mason looked at them casually—but his
eyes glermed.

For the fellows were Fullwood and Co. and
scveral of their followers. They were all
g1inning and whispering together. Evidently
some joke was afoot, and Jack needed only

normal brain-power to put two and two to-|

gether. He realised the truth in a second.
Pitt wus a decoy, and a jape was keing pre-
pared.

Jack pulled the blind down, and Pitt

switched on the light.

‘“Well, are you coming, you disbelieving
ass?”’ demanded the Scrpent.

‘* No, thanks!” '

*““ But your uncle’s waiting!"’ roared Pitt,
In exasperation.

* Look here. Pitt. I don’t know why yon
are trying to fool me like this,”” said Jack
quietly. * You've apparently forgotten what
I teld you the other day. My uncle. is dead
—87 Yyou can’'t expect me to credit that
absurd story of yours.”

Pitt nearly danced with annoyance.

‘“Haven't I told you that your uncle's
alive?’’ he shouted. ‘*“I broke the news
gently, and you won't helieve it!
uncle's waiting for you down the lane, and
be asked me to fetech you—*'

‘“Don’t repeat It all over again,” inter-
rupted Mason. *“If my uncle was actually
alive he would come straight here, and I'm
surprised at you attempting such a fat
beaded trick on me.”

Pitt began to realise. that the whole thing
did seem like a trick.

*“I give you my solemn word of honour
——"" he began.

“Don't go tao far with it!"” interjected
Jack curtly.

T 1%re you coming?’’ howled Pitt.

da oll' i

“ All right! Take the consequences!”

And the Serpent flung himself out of the
study and slammed the door. If he had had
any doubts about the ‘ jape'’ he had been
about to perform, they vanished now. He
was wild—and Pitt was at his worst when
he was in a temner.

He found Fullwood and Co. waiting.

“ That silly fool won’t believe me!”’
growled Pitt savagely. °* Says that his uncle’s
dead. and won't come. What do you think
-of that?”’

“] expect he wants to think that his
beastly uncle’s dead,” said Fullwood. ** Well,
I'll tell you what. You go down to this
bargee chap, and tell bhim that Mason wants
him to come up to the school. It will be all
the better, really, because we can rag him
thoroughly. By gad! We'll make Aason

squirm!’’
** Supposing Grell won't come?” demanded

Pitt. . '

* He will,” said Fullwood. ‘' If he doesn’'t
like the idea, though, we shall be on hand—
and wa'll jolly well yank him here. I'm
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“All right!” growled Pitt. “ I'd better be

[going—l’m late, as it is.”

|
|

Your silly] wasn't altogether pleased.

And he hastened acrnss the Triangle and
passed out through the gateway. Fullwood
and Co. followed leisurely. The =stile was
just round the hend, so the juniors could
proceed almost openly down the lane with-
%ut "fear of being seen by the waiting Mr.

rell.

While this was going on I was telline mv
chums in Study C all about the arrival of
Jack Mason’s undesirable relative. They were
rather concerned, and agreed that the mat-
ter ought to be kept secret—with regard to
Grell's record, I mean. I had told Sir
Mcntie and Tommy, becanse they could be
trusted; moreover, the guv'nor had given me
permission to let them into the secret.

Mason was hard at work in his study, and
I naturally concluded that everything was
O.Kk. I Jdidn't know that Reginald Pitt was
intent on bringing the diareputable uncle up
to the schooul, in order to ‘‘ show him off.”

The Serpent found Mr. Simon Grell lean-
ing against the stile in 3 somewhat savage
mood. Captain Jim—to give him the name
wkich the guv'aor had told me he was known
by—had been thinking over things, and he
He was quite
pasitive in his own mind that Nelson Lee
had not recognised him, and s0o he was easy
on that score.

Furthermore, Lee wonld be able tn do
nothing, even if he did recognise him. Thera
was no actual proof against him eow. At
the same time it wasg decidedly disquiet.ing
to find that Nelson Lee was established at
S8t. Frank's. Mr. Grell realised that his little
game would not be quite so easy. And he
was very anxious to see Jack Mason. He
wanted quite a lot of questions answering.

Therefore when he raw Pitt coming down
alone his temper wasn't imprr‘ d.

‘“Where’'s my nephew?” he demanded
rouzhly. .

‘“ PThe fact 1s,”” said Pitt, ‘* Mason won't
bclieve that you’re here, and toldh me to
bring you up to the school—just to prove
that T was speaking the truth. So, if you'll
come up. I'll lead you to his study.”

Mr. Grell swore.

‘““ What the thunder’s the good o' that?”
he snapped. “I want the boy here—d'yo
understand? I want him here, an’ if you
don’t go an’ fetch him, I'll clip your earl™

Pitt lost his good humour.

‘“You’d better not try it!”" he retorted.
‘“T've done the best I ean for you, and
this is all the thanks I get! I don't mind
doing you a favour, but I like you to re-
cognise it.”

‘“ Have you told anybody I'm bherc?”
growled Captain Jim.

** No, not a soul!’’ said Pitt glibly.

It was a most unfortunate thing that Mr.
Grell glanced up the road just then. For
he caught sight of at least three heads, sur-

mounted by school caps, peeping round the
bcnd. Those heads belonged to Fullwood an.d

beastly curious to se¢ the frightful bounder.”” ' Co., who vere incautiously having a lcok on.



22

““You young liar!” roared Mr. Grell.

‘ !'Eh‘.”' gasped Pitt. ¢ What the dickens
‘“ You've told all your sneakin’ little palst™

shouted Grell. * You're tryin’' to trick me,

blame you!" )
**Don’'t ta'k nonsense

**D’'ve think I'm blind?"* demanded Captain
Jim hotly. *“lLook at them hoys up the
lana there! Why, I'll shake the lif¢ out of
you for playin’ this trick!"

Pitt backed away hastily. but not before
Mr. Crell had grasped him angrily. And
there was a lock in the mnan's eyes which
l’itt did not like.

‘““ Here, lezgo!'’ he yelled.
move! fnggo!"

Pitt began to feel very sorry for himsclf.
fMis scheme wasn't working out at all as he
had planned. And he gritted his tecth as
o realised that Fullwood and Co. were to
blame—for allowing themselves to be seen.-

“Yes, I'll let yon go!" snarled Mr. Grell
gavagely. *“ Try to play games on me, woulidl
yor? We'll see about that, young shaver!”

e euffed Pitt right and left. and the boy
was uite unable to withstand the onslaught.
YTullwood and Co. had come into view now,
but they stood there and looked on, without
offering any assistance.

“Help!" bellowed Pitt.

ITic assailant realised that he would not
do bimself any good by continuing the
assault, ,so he gave Pitt a final cuft and
sent him flying backwards on to the grass
bardering the lane.

Pitt went staggering back, and Mr. Greil
strode down the lanc in a savage mood. Hce
took no notice of a wild yell which sounded
behind him. If he had remained he would
tiave had the extreme pleasure of seeing
Yitt perform a feat which had not bheen
reckoned upon.

The Serpent was unable to recover lis
halance tHr the time he reached the grass-
horder. He toppled over, rolled down 4
slope. and—squelch! He plumped with terri-
fic force into the black mud at the bhottom
of tho ditch.

The unfortunate junior went right in, for
thic mud was close upon two fect deep.
T'ullwood and Co. saw the disaster and came
rglslhting up. They beheld a ozt rcmarkable
S1THT.

A horrible black object staggerved out of
the ditch. Reginald Pitt was simply coated
from head to foot with black, clinging mud.
He was almost unrecognisable as a human
being.

“0Oh, wmy only hat!'"
“ What the dooce is it?"

“You rotters!"” camc a splatterinz voice

—

‘“ Rescue, Re-

gaspsd  Tullwood.

from the figurc. ** Why didn't you come
to my rescue?”
“It's talkin'!" voarcd Gulliver.

““ Ha, ha, hal”
““ How are you
“* Ha, ha, ha!”

feclin’, Pitl?”
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““ You—you awful becaste—"'

“It's no good hlamin’ us,” said Fullwood.
‘It was your idea, anyhow, so what the
dickens are you grumblin’ at? It's a pity
you made such a mess of it—an’ such a mess
of yourself. But we ain't to blamc.”

Fullwood and Co. roared again, and Pitt,
enaching his teeth, dashed in amongst the
Nuts, squirting mud out like a dog which
had just emerged from a duck-pond, and
succeeded in hugging Gulliver and Marriott.
These two juniors were bhoth in a shocking
condition within ten scconds.

“Oh, you frightful cad!" howled Gullivcer.
“I'm smothered.”

‘“ Serve you right!"’ snapped Pitt.
shouldn’t laugh at me!"

Hc didn’t wait for any more, but rushed
up the lane at the double, hoping that he
woild be able to gel into the Ancient House
without being observed. Fullwood and Co.,
at least, did not feel like grinning any
longer. The whole jampe had been a most
chastly fiasco.

Pitt's hopes were in vain. He succeeded
in reaching the lobby in perfect safety: but
then he ran into Handforth and Co. Those
three startled juniors stared at the appari-

‘“ You

tion in dazed astonishment.

“Great pip!"” ejaculated
‘““ Look what's blown in!'"

“Get out of my way!" hissed Pitt furi-

Handforth.

ously.
“Jt's Pitt!" roared McClure. ‘* Ha, ha,
ha! Who's heen treating you to a mud

bath, Pitty?”

“ You'll have the whole Remove down here
if you cackle like ¢that!"” gasped Pitt.
‘““Can’t you let me pass, you blighters?’’

He charged at the trio, and they scattered
wildly. But the commotion had already
brought other fellows out of their studies.
The unfortunate Serpent was obliged to run
the gauntlet of dozens of pairs of eyes, and
by the time he reached the bathroom half
the House knew of the affair.

By great good luck, however, not a single
prefect arrived in time to discover what
was in the wind, and the Sixth-Formers did
not think of looking into the bathroom. This
was extrcmely lucky for Pitt, for he would

have had some difficulty in accountiug for
his condition.

Sir Montie and I had seen him, and
we were quite puzzled. But we bhoth agreed
that Pitt had probably deserved the mnud-
ducking. At all events, Reginald Pitt did
not receive much sympathy from the Remove.

He stripped himself completely, bathed,
and dressed in a complete new rig. After
that it was necessary to remove the traces
in the bathroom. But Pitt was now feeling
better and was capable of reasoning.

When he finally descended to the Remove
passage he took no notice of the inquiries
which were fired at him from all quarters.
He marched straight into Study E, and found
it empty.

The Serpent Aung himself into a chair, and
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laughed. This was juet like Pitt. He was
@ fellow of qucer moods.

““Well, that was a nice jape—I don't
think!” he wmuttered. ‘It omly shows that
it's a fatheaded thing to be too sure. 1
wanted to Lget Mason into trouble, and only
got it In the neck myselfl”

He suddenly rose to his feet and glared at
his reflection in the mirror.

“I'll tell you what,”” he exclaimed, ad-
dressing his image. ‘“That was a beastly
ddish thing to do, and I'm hanged if you
idn't deserve that ducking!'

It was ratlier remarkable that Pitt should
recognise his own fault in this manner. But
it conclusively proved that he was no longer
in that state of mind which failed to recog-
mise the difference between right and wrong.
He knew that he had been a cad—and he
admitted it.

““ And, what's more,”” he went on, * you're
a silly fool not to take more notice of what
Mason tells you. He's a straight chap, and
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you're as crooked as a bairpin!' Yeou'd better

straighten yourself out a bitl"”

And, bnvini given his reflection that sonnd
advice, he sat down In an armchair apd pro-
cecded to light a cigarette. This was, in-
deed, a striking contradiction. Bub Reginadd
Pitt was coming round.

It was a alow process, and it was quite on
the cards that he would become worse before
gotting better; the discase had to run its
course But there was a sigu of improve-
ment within a minute.

For the Serpent took the cigarette nut ol
his mouth, looked at it, and then fung it
into the fire.

After that he drew his chair to the table,
seitled himeelf to his prep., and dismizsed
all other thoughts.

As for what happened to Jack Mason. in
consequeace of his uncle’s appearance in thi:
neighbourhood, that is quite another episod..
Mr. Simon Grell was on the spot, and th.'
:rhas flver-y sign that some stirring times wocc

ead.

END.
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NEXT WEEK'S STORY,

' UNDER THE TITLE OF

| “The Golden Locket!”

another magnificent Yarn
the
Bermondsey, whose past seems
| to be shrouded

Boy from

in  mystery. '

| Remember the Title:

“The Golden Locket!”
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GRAND NEW SCHOOL SERIAL!?
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Tv. Chums ot Littleminster School.

A Magnificent Story of School Life and Adventure,

=

e —

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

R

R e —

The Firsl Chaplers.

L T

Basit. Hoob s a new boy at Litilewinster School.
On hix arrival he makes a friend of

JORN CHALIAS, a Senior in the Fifth Form.

) 1 VERS, and COGGIN are tico bulliez, who, twith
xoine olhers, try to male Challiz joan the
“ Clubda,” an atMletic socicty. He refuses. and
they determine to send him lo Coventry.
He iz persuaded later by Mr. Evans, a master,
lo yjan. Challis takes Hood ﬁsl:ina i«
punt, which gets cast adrift. Later on
(Irainger, the Caplain, sees Challis at the
nets, und askg him to play for the next sixteen
against the eleven. Meanwhile Basil suspects
Myers of casting the punt adrift, since he
fond a coin belonying to him neur the spot.
Unrsuspectingly he puts the coin in a drawer
™ his cubicle. It canishes, and Basil sns-
pects Mwers. The noxt day the mateh be-
Livcen the eleven and the sirteen takes place.
¢rallis plaps a splendid<nnings, but Pon-
xonby foolishly gets in the way of a hard
drive, and 18 laid out. He is taken to bed,
and @ (ol of the boys turn against Challis,
Pounonby himself becomes very friendly
torcards Challis.

(Now read on)

JOHN CHALLIS MAKES QOOD.

ONSONBY was hetter. The doctor had
pronounced him out of danger, and he
was allowed to leave his bed. In a
day or two he would bce about again.
Buch was the news that fled like wildhre
through the school. And there was more be-
«ides, more that chagrined Myers and those
of Challis’s enemics who had never a good
word tu .ay of him, and had counted upon
“is being sent down; it was that Ponsonby
und the cad were as thick as thieves. Why,
Challis was doing his lessons in Ponsonby's
roem, spending sume of his time reading to
him, and that young idiot of a Basil was
nelping to fag for them both,
Was there ever such rot known at Little-
Mithistery
'Ihe Fifth were tukhen aback at the turn
event- had taken.
Mr. Eviang showed the ead marked favour.

Graiuger had been geen walking with him
arman-arm, and in the notice that stated

that the trial match would be feplagied the

—

following Saturday, Challis’s name figured
once more. ! ]

Mt)'crs made no attempt to conceal his dis-
gust.

* Things are coming to a filne pass,’’ he
said to Chalfont after school one morning,
‘“ when we have that duffer forced vn us like
this. I saw nothing in his batting to make
a fuss about. All his hits were beastly
flukes. I've a good mind not to play.”

‘“You can please yourself about that,
Myers,” said a quiet voice behind him, and,
turning, he saw the school captain standing
at his side. ‘“‘If you don't want to play I
can easily get someonc else to fill your place.
Only let me know soon, that's all.””

Chalfont grinned. There were moments
when he felt he disliked Myers, and this was
onc of them,

‘““Dh,” faltered the discomfited grumbler,
“ll didn't mean that exactly, Grainger. I'll
p ay-il

‘ All right. Only let me hear no more of
these cowardly attacks on Challis. He’s had
a good deal tod)ut up with, and has stood
it like 2 man. ia cricket was sound. That's
why he’s being given another trial. Ponsonby
admits that the accident was his own fault.
which no fair-minded critic would deny.”
And, turuing on his heels, (Grainger strode
away.

Myers stundied the list of names on the
notice-board. Badger, of the Fifth, was put
in Ponsonby’s place —a steady all-round man
wltillnout. being a flyer. The teams promised
well.

The rest of the bovs, now that Ponsonby
was better, began to discuss the prospects of
the replay with enthusiasm. Challis’'s name
was as often as ever on their lips. though
thﬁy spoke of him in qualified terms.

e was making headway was Challis. He
made more headway on the Saturday follow-
lnﬁ. when the trial match was played out.

ound the pitch the schoolboys gathered,
basking in the hot sunshine, most of them
facing the keen breeze which swept across
the ground.

Overhead was a blue sky, speckled with
white cloud.

The masters Gray and Evans acted as
umpires, as befaore. Basil, hovering about
the pavilion, soon learned that the eleven
had won the toss, and rushed out with the
NCews.

A moment later Grainger, the captain, and
Moreash came out to open the innings for
the school.

(Continued on p, iii of cover.)
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Myors and t‘ball’unt. wcere the bowlers for
the eixteen. ‘

The feld spread out,
placed his men well,
“would he mighty hard to get.

But Grainger, as keen as ever, hegan to hit
out from the start, and the runs came freely.

Twenty-five were recorded im the first fif-
tecn minutes, when it looked as if the bats-
mea were well ses. But aftet Grainger had
scored seven more, making his individual
total twenty-three, he got nndcr a loose ball
of Chalfont's, and Unggq running quickly in,
held it.

Grainger, with a rutl’u} laugh. ran etraight
for the pavilion. Bless yow, be was every
inch a sport was Grainger. He had made a
mistake, and had pad for it, but he didn't
really mind.

After that things hegan to mend for the
sixtcen, cspecially after Vernon took Myers
off and put Griggs on to howl in his place.

Into the full details of the game it is not
necessary to go, but ‘after some good bhat-
ting and some very fair howling the schosl
were dismissed for a huudred and three--not
at all a bad score.

The sixteen retired. aund six minutez later
hegan their innings with Vernon and Dighy.
Vernon was cautious. while Dighy, lashing out
at everything, hit a few hmmdarus beforc he
was caught on the ropes hxy Moreash,

Myers was next in. He went to the wicket
with a supercilious smile on his face,

** Look at him, the concelted ass!
it'll he easy to score. He's always showing
off V7 yelled Basil to young Winter, of the
Fourth, a p.nrtlculur pat”of his. * But, you
see, e won't stay long. My! Andrews is
goitig to howl!™

The ficld had cro:.su] over, s0 that Myers
‘had to stand up to the first ball of the crack
fast howler.

Andrews wanted a_heap ol playing some-
times, and there was something almost
venomous in the way he sent his first hall
down.

Myers had suamd and gardened at hiz
crease until it had seemed e would never
he ready to play. He lashed out at the bhall,
whivi seemed safelv offt the wicket,” but it
hroke in a tull couple of feet and sent his
middle stump fHying clean out of the ground.

* A duck! Myers has got a duck!"’ yelled
Basil, dancing for joy, and thyt youth made
:;ls ignominious cxit amid the jecrs of the

oys.

and Vernon havingy

Chalfout was next man in, and having hit

the ball fullk down the tield for two, was
clean bowled. -

Three wickets were down for fiftcen on the
board, and stitl the rot weant on.

D:g_by was the next to go, with four runs
to his credit.

‘“ Challis,” said \ernml
in next and see” what you can do,
of Andrews. He's in great form.”

Challis, with a nod, donned the pads, aml
with flushed cheeks went to the wicket.

He did not stay long, batting for twenty
minutes in all. But in tbat bricf space of
time he did some startling things.

(£}

you'd bettcr go
Bewarce

ek

it looked as if ruuns|
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A fipe figure in his white flannels, keen of
erye cand determined to do well, he coneed-
trated atl his thoughts on his task.

Aundrews’ yorkers and fast, inw balls had
no terrors for him,

He sent the fast howler three times to the
boundary in on¢ over. and the score hegun
to move as if hy magic.

Thirty-three he su:red hefore he stepyped
pud to it at a loose ball of Moreash's, only
to miss it completely, and ciick, the baus
were whipped off in a trice,

But the cheer he received as he walked
brizkly back to the pavilion was worth it all,
and wifen Vernon came to him with out-
stretcited hand and cried. ** Well played,
Challis!"" he fe¢lt proud indced.

The sixteen made cighty-seven that innings,
and on the school going in a second true, and
declaring with the score at eighty for scven
wicketse, the sixteen playced ont time. Chalh;
went in to open the innings, and woas sl

playing when stumps were drawn. ‘He ha:l
bectr handineg ont a cautious ga:ie, and his

total read twenty-three not oat.

The sixteen made fiftv-ene for six wicaets:
Myers, as before, claiming a duock. The:
honours of the came went to the eleven: hut
of all the individual performances, Chaljis’s
was declared to be the best.  For not only
had he batted well, but as a change houwler
he had performed tolerably well, while in the
field he was as good as the beat of them.

** Challis,” said Verron, *“ you're { brick!
It's an honour to me to tell you how much
we have all misjudged you. Apd ' let you
into a secret. Now that Ponzonby jocokas ke
standing down from cricket for thie rest-of
the term, Grainger 13 almost snre to give you
hie place in the zchool eleven.”

Myers heard, and with darkening {face mut-
tered an oath heneath Lis breath.

** grainger will chouvse Challis, wi'l he !
caid to himself. ** Well, we shall =ce!

" he
Ha

b

-

HOISTED.

won't if I can prevegt it! We shall sie!
T secemed that at last the fortunes of John
Challis had undergone a. change. The
good impression his stout batting hail
' made in the tirst trial matey had bheen
swept away by the unfortunate accident to
Ponsonby; but his display in the second
gam®, even though it had not saved his sile,
had won for hnn the approval of his captain,
of most of the members of the schcol eleven,
and  of all fair-minded critics the schuol
through.
Most of all it had won over Ponsonby.
John shrank from the expressions of good.
will which were uttered by the more generoug
of the hoys, hlushing hetly. like a timid girl. -
The following morning he was astonished to
receive a letter from the school captain.

“Dear Challis,”” it ran, "I have much
pleasure in informing you that yon have been
unanimously chosen to fill the place in the

(Continueqg overieat.)
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achool eleven left vacant by the acecident to
Ponsonby, and the committec cordiallv hope
that .vou  will find, time to practise, and
do as well for the school as you did for the
next sl\tttll —Yours very wucreh

; “PERCY GRAINGER.”

\' j

As he rcul the note a pleased smile flick-
ered at the-corners of the student’s mouth.
He put the letter inc-his pocket and resumed
his labours with redoubled energy

\lc.mtlme the notice announcing the cap-
Cain's (llOl(’L had been set upon the board, and
many were the pairs of ¢yes that scanuned it
+1t appeared to please most of the boys
annoy- a- few. and to enrage at leust oTe.
’th last was Myers. - v

*Grainger’s rmnmt as big a ead as Challis!”
he growled. ¢ He must _be hard up to fail
back ¢n the ]Il\t‘\ of him.” I wouldn't play for
the team now mcn if T had the chancc"

' Sour grapes!’ saeid voice. " Ycou know
yvou'd never get one!’ -
Myers turned with a savage cry,

Basil Hood grinning at him.
Thé I)mfer boy had a heavy book in his

Hl

and saw

hand, an forthwnth shied it at "the fag.
_lhsu (]uckod and,” as’ luck would have 1%,
Mr. LEvans, - who  wiis passnm ~through the
hall, rceeeived the blow full in-the face.

““Who threw _that book?" he demanded,
fecling the place, tears of agony “ellmr- into
his eyes,"for the sharp edge had cut. -~/
“wMyers edged away, trying
behind the other hms who we re glthered in
front of the notice-hoard. Lu TR
; Too late! A" weak, squeaky voice plpen]:

““1t was Myers, sir !

I Stand forward, Myers!" said the master,
his eyebrows meetmrr to*rcther in a frown of
anger,

+ Myecrs sulked a pace or two forwnrd
faced the muaster.

“There was a time,"” said Mr. Evans, eveing
him sternly, ‘“ when I held a high opinion of
vou, Myers. But I am sorry to say that dur-
ing the last two terms. you have given me
cause to change my mind. Half the mischiel
in the house seems to be inspired by you.
will have sometiiing to say to you in bChOOl
]ate

‘And he hurried away, Myers watchmrr him
wh.lst until he ths.lppelred

“Yah! Docs your hand tingle, buily? Got
any .lemon- juice? . Think hos going to have
you hmqbed bully Myers?"”

~The Launts. came from all around him, (md
ucinﬂ the boys sav agely, the culprit slunk
away, his fists clcnclwd aml anger raging in
his heart.” Al ~ '

Was it Basil Hood_ who taunted him? Hc
could not be sure,” but he believed so. Ve
well, he’d make the kid pay for it.
him wait, and then see! -

Myers was silent during breakfast, and ate
moodllv

»

and

L

“to,

to screen hlmqelf'

| B

Only let'
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In class he took his place with the rest,
but barely had he done so when the master’s
voite called his'name.

My8rs™ w .n.lkml up  to where the master
stood. _. . ¥ -
Instuntlv Mr. Ev an's " fingers closed about a

thm and deculodly vicious- lool\mﬂr cane.
* Hold out your hand !’ said he sternly.

Myers, as white as a sheet, ohcyed.' The
master’s hand was raised. * Swish!" the
cane descended, but the boy drew his hand
back so quickly that the blow missed an‘l
struck the master on the leg. >
~** Ah, that will do!” said Mr. Evans, and:
was a hiss in his voice. ‘' Chalfont,
come here!’.

Chalfont, once a true aml particular chum
of ‘\chrs, hirried up to the desk.

*Take, . off . your .coat and
Myers!” commanded the master.

”Buta sir, *you  don't mean to say that
you're going 1o——""

** Did you hear me? Remove your things!
Chalfont, hoist _him!"”’

Chalfont, with a ficker of a smile, turned
his back, and,” seizing Myers by the wrists,
bent down so that the boy was  lifted from
the floor, the curve of his body offering a
splendid t_nrget for Mr. Evans’s blows. |
_ Up.© rose t-he cane. ‘' Swish I-—swish '—
swish!”’ . -

-T he cane rosc and fell again and agam
"‘Oh .Ow!--00! Huh! He! How! H'm!'
Hss!'s Ow! .. .Oh! "O-h-h-h-h!"’

To the. mtenqe aatlafactlon of the ma]orltv
of the boys’ Myers scréamed "and yelled untll
the schoolruom cchoed with his cries.:

"The ; more he yelled, -the more Mr. Evans
thmshed him and the harder “became the
blows. : Nor dld Chalfonb show the boy the
least merc» Cose -

He did not mtend that \Iyers should escape
and held on to: his wrists like grim death.

At  last’ the master. with a grim smile,

waistcoab.

_’toqsed the cane on to his desk

“That will do,” s'ud he; and Chalfont let
the ‘cad down. “ Now' go to your . placs,
Myers, and see 1f you can behave youlself

better in the futurc.” NN
Myers dropped to his feet, and, pullmv on

.: "“‘ -}"’ >

his rvoat  and - waistcoat, faced the master,
livid with passion. -His eyes blazed. His lips
trembled with rage. .

*“You “cad! lou coward! You bullnno

Mason: about
I ll have you

cur!”’ he cried. ‘' I'll tell:Dr.
this! I'll write to my father'

removed! Yes,.I vull' |
-+ You ‘williwrite. me. out t\m hundred 'md

th—

ﬁft) lines extra ~this afternoon!’’ said the
| master,” pointing- to "the vacant seat. “ Now
go, before 1 pumah you further!’. - '}

\Ivers scowlmg “about him; and seeing none

‘but grinning faces turned towards him slunk

away.
(To be continuéd.)
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