No. 180.—MAGNIFICENT SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE STORY!

WARTIME T HE N FILSONT.FET.IRRARY 12

l MR. GRELL WAS THE CENTRE OF A STRUGGLING PILE OF HUMANITY ! ‘

MTHE GOLDEN LOCKET;
Or, THE MYSTERY OF THE ARABIC SIGNS!

A Story of School Life and Detective Adventure at St. Frank’s, introducing NELSON LEE and
LIPPER and the BOYS OF ST. FRANK’S. By the Author of *‘The Boy from Bermondsey,
**The Remove Against Him,’’ and other stirring Stories. Nov. 16, 1018,




ORDER FORM

LI I 5 2 1 R D g g g et i e s B e v o o o ) Newsagent.

(ADUre8B) . ... . it eiiette i inanae T S—

Flease reserve me each week a Copy o1 £ .. N LEE LIBRARY.
(Name and Address) .... ... g *

-------------




G VIUCA PDUWAALMLE WYWWA LD

(THE STORY RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.
REGINALD PITT IS HARD TP

EA was in progress in most junior
studies in the Ancient House at St.
I'rank’s, Some were frugal, some
were plentiful, and others were

sumptitous. It really all depended upon the
etate of finances at the moment.

The evening meal amongst the juniors was
mever uniform, 1t Auctuated according to
the amount of pocket-money which each in-
dividual study could rake up. Occasicnally
times were 80 lean that it was necessary
to partake of tea in the Hall, and this was
considered almost a disaster. Tea in Hall
was somewhat plain, ¢though wholesome, and
the fellows much preferred the frec-and-easy
liberty of their own quarters.

Jack Mason, of the Remove, was partaking
of tea in Study C, being the guest of Sir
Montie Tregellis-West, Tommy Wateon, and
myself. We had become very friendly with
Mason of late, and did not regret it, for the
boy from Bermondsey was one of the hest.

As it happened, it was very foirtunate that
he had been invited out to tea on this par-
ticujlar day, for the immediate financial re-
sources of Mason and his study chum, Regi-
nald Pitt, were very low. Pitt, indeed, was
shockingly hard-up, possessing nothing morc
valuable than a bent shilling.

The Serpent—as he was called in the Re-
move—was not a wealthy youth. He never
posecssed suma like those which were mere
matters of no consequence to such juniors
aa Tregellis-West, or De Valerie, or the Duke.
of Sometrton. .
But Pitt had been ably helped in the past
by his frlendship with Fullwood and Co.,
of Study A. The Nute werc nearly always
‘* Aush,”” and Pitt was a first-rate card-
flayer.. It he couldn’t horrow money from
them, he would win it at nap, and that
was really much better, because it hadn't
to be pad back,

But, somehow, Pif waan’t quite so fon:
of gambling as he had been. Possibly the
influence of Jack Mason had something to
do with this. Until Jack's arrival Pitt had
done things .without a thought. But Mason
was such a straight fellow that the Sorpent
could not fail to he impressed. He had
laughed at first—he bhad scoffed—but, to his
own surprise, he found himself changing lhis
views. He didn't like changing them, and
he assured himseif that he was no diiferent,
but his views were changed, all the same.

Maron being out to tea, Pitt Invited hir-
self to study A. He found a pleatital auppty
of good things upon Fullwood's table. And
Ralph Lealie Fullwood, although a cad of the
first water, could never be accitsed
stinginess.

“Come in!" he said, when Pitt app=arad.
‘““ Lookin’ for some tea?’’

“Well, I wasg thinking of inviting myseif
to your spread,”” replied Pit calmiy.
‘“* You'll never eat all thut lot unless vou're
helped out."”

He entered the study, and sat dowm. Full.
wood and Qulliver and Bell were induluing
themselves with a tinned tongue, sardines, and
other delicacies. Pitt helped himaeli to some
tongue, landed a couple ol slices of bread-
and-butte:r upon his plate, and accepted =2
cuxg of tea from Gulliver, who was pouring
out. -

‘“Lucky beggars!” remarked Pitt. 1
must he ripping to be in funds always.”

‘““ Hard up?” inquired Fuliwood.

‘ Stony,” said Pitt.

‘“You'll got some tin before long, T ex
pect,”” nremarked Gulliver. “1I daresay
you'll win a few bohs to-night, if you join
us in a game—or else you'll hand us a fow
1.0.U.’s. It all depends on vour luck.”

“I don't think I shall play.” said Pitt,
sipping his tea.

‘“ Why not?”

“Oh, I don't know. There’s not mach fun
in playing when you've got ao money,”
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replied the Serpent.' As a matter of fact,
I really came hecre to borrow a couple of
quid. Do you think you could manage it?”’
“1'm rather tight just at present,’”’ said
Gulliver carelesaly. .
“You fibber!"' grinmed Fullwood. * What

about that Bver you were flashing about
half an hour ago?"

Gulliwer turmed red.

“ That's—that’'s to buy some new togs
with.”’ he said lamely, ‘' Besides, I can't
chatdie it just now.”

“1'l glve you change,” sald Fullwood.

Gulliver was trapped, and he knew it.

“*1f you want truth, 1 don’t believe
in lending you money, Pitt,”” he said bluntly.

Pitt looked indignant..

* That's rather rotten,”” he exclaimed.
“I've never failed to pay you back Yyet,
Gulliver—"'

“I don't mean that,” said QGulliver. ‘I
don't like to lend a fellow money who's
arsuciated with a beastly bounder from
Bermondsey !’ |

‘* Sounds liko a comic paper character,”
grinned Bell. ‘' Beastly bounder from Ber-
mondsey! That's rather good, you know!"

‘“It's not far from the mark, anyhow,”
obscrved Fullwood. 1 was goin' to jaw
about that, Pitt. What about Mason? Are
you still pally with him?” |

‘“ He's my study-mate,”’ said Pitt sbortly.

*“An’' he's changin’ you, too,”’ put in Gul--

liver. ‘“*You ain’t the same chap, Pitt.
You're getting wishy-washy—an’ I'm rather
gick of it. Every time we ask you to play
nag or banker, you hesitate.”

itt grinped.

‘“ That's nothing to do with Mason,”’ he
replied. ‘““ You don’'t think I'd allow him
to make any difference to me, do you?"

‘I don’'t think tmft,hing about it; I know
he does!” said Fullwood grimly. °‘ You're
as squeamish as a beastly kitten, an' it's
about time we had a talk. I reckon you
cught to chuck that cad out of your study.”

Pitt heiped himself to some more tongzue.

*“That's rot,” he said. ‘ How can 1 chuck
the chap out? He's settled there now, and
1 rather like him——"

‘“ Whati'" cjaculated Fullwood, staring.

‘“] sald T rather like him.’

“Well I'm hanged!”” maid Gulliver. * Do
you mean to tell us, Pitt, that you like that
rotten  street-urchin?”

‘It may give you some pleasure to call
him a street-urchin, but it's sheer piffle,”
sald Pitt. * He's as well educated as 1 am
and a gen an to his ﬂnge:-ud:a.
the good of keeping up that ficti

‘“‘ Look here, you'd better clear out!”
snapped QGulliver botly. * We don't want
pals of Maeon’'s in here—"

“Don't get excited,” Iinterrupted. Full-
wood. ‘' You never know how to take Pitt,
Gully. He doéesn’t mean half he says. If he
had the chance he'd be the firat to join ip
aoijapg ag:{rl-tmuwn_ Y ‘t“i'j I?"mrhow, I'm
goin’ to settle the point stralg ay.”

‘“ How?"' asked Pitt calmly. ¥

‘‘ Well, you ean't ho our pal if
golu’ to bec Mason's pal,” replied Ralp

So what's
ont'’

rou’re
Les-

lie grimly. ‘ That'’s certain. It ain’t in the
nature of things for you to be friendly with
both parties at the same time. You’ll have
to ehoose between us, Pitt.”

““1 don’t see that it matters to you,” re-
plied the Serpent warmly. ‘‘I dom't like rows
all day, and 1 have to keep on good terms
with Mason. I'm certainly not going to shift,
him out of the study.”

‘“That means tha{' you choose Mason?'
asked Fullwood. ‘ 0
sort,”

*“It doesn’t mean. anything of

retorted Pitt. ‘‘ You know as well as I do
that I hate tho chap sometimes. But he’s
sach a quiet fellow. It's jolly difficult to
have a quarrel with him, and as long as he
leaves me alone I don't trouble. I smoke
in the study, and he doesn’t say a word.
Some fellows would kick up a frightful fuss.
You('ld better leave Mason out of it, Full-
wood.’’

‘1 loathe the chap,” said Fullwood. “If
you persist in sticking to him, Pitt, you
won't be so welcome.in this study. Why
the dooce don't you take good advice when
it's given to you? There's no rcason why
we shouldn’t get on jolly well together.
Finish up with Mason, and you'll find us
easier to get on with.”

The Serpemt went on with his tea With&ng
speaking. He did not like the idea of
lecture. The Nuts were doing their utmost
to estrange him from his study-mate, be-
cause they had their knife into Mason.

And Pitt hated being dictated to. He was
a fellow with a will of his own, and he could
be extremely obstinate when he chose. He
certainly didn’t see wby he should break
with Mason just because he was told to.

He even began to feel uncomfortable as he
was cating this food. He didn't want to be
beholden to Fulwood and Co. unless they
were prepared to take him as they found
kim. And he suddenly set his cup down
and looked up. . .

‘“ We've been getting away from the
point,” he said. * Are you fellows going to
grant that little favour for me?’

‘“ Which favour?” o

‘" { want you to lend me a quid 6r tﬁo

“I'll tell you what,” interrupted Full-
wood. ‘“I've got a seuggestion to make.
This will be a test for you, Pitt.” T

He took out a silver-bound: pocket-book
and sclected three one-pound currency notes,
These he placed on the table.

‘““ You're quite welcome to shat three quid
for as long as you like,”” he said ly.
‘““You can pay me back any old time. I'm
rather well off this week, an’ I don't mind
doing you a favour.” .

*“* Thankse,”” sald Pitt, rcaching for the
mone

“Siliy ass!” said Gulliver, glaring.

‘“ Hold onl” smiled Fullwood. ‘‘ There's
just one little condition, Pitt.”

‘“ A condition?”

* Exactly,”” replied Fullwood. ‘“You can

have that meney if you'll agree to do what
I want. I rather like you, and—-"
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“What arc you driving. at?”’ demanded
Litt shortly.

“Just this,”” was Fullwood’s grim reply.
*You can have the loan of that three quid
if you'll kick Mason out of your study. I
don't care how you do it, hut you've got to
get it over this week.”

* Oh, rippin’'!"” grinned Gulliver,

"S?x]z?ndld idea,’”’ remarked Bell.
“That's all I want,” went on Fullwood.
““ Chuck Mason out of your stud{, and finish
with bim. Providing you do that, you're per-
fecfly welcome to come here whenever you
iike an’ to horrow money from me when
you're. short.”’

Pitt smiled. |

“It's not at alt a bad idea,” he eaid
ghoughtfully.

_ ““You agree, then?" asked Fullwood, hend-
ing forward.

““1 didan't say that-—''

:‘_ Ro you accept the condition?’

. TO..” . .

Pitt rose to his feet as he spoke. He picked
i the  three pounds, calmly screwed them
;nto a ball, and tossed them into Fullwood's
ap.

- “Why, you rotter—"

$¢I always thought yon were a beastly
cad, Fullwood, but I dido't think you were
quite such a cad as this,”” said Pitt.. ‘ Why,
vou mist be mad to think I'd accept money
from you on those putrid conditions. Mason
is my etudy-mate, and ['m not going tou
kick hira out for anyhody.” _

Fullwood and Co. werc on their feet, angry
and hot.

““Hoof him out into the passage!" roared
Gulliver.

Pitt furned like lightning.

“Mry it on!’ he snapped. ‘ The flrst chap
who lays a finget on me will be sorry for it.
I'm fed up with you. I was a fool to come
hero at all)”’

And the Serpent opened the door and
walked out. In doing so he knew that he
had closed the onl( doorway through which
hie could reasonably hope to obtain funds.
But he walked down the passage in a state
of sheer delight. He had made Fullwood and
Co. sit up, and that was most gratifying.

Under comparatively slight provocation he
ﬁo id have had no compurnction in making

son’s Afe in Study E unbearable. But to
be told to do it by other fellows was quite
beyond the limit. Unconsciously, Fullwood
had attached Pitt to the boy from Bermond-
gey more strongly than ever. It had been a
bhinder on Fullwood’s part, but he hadn’t
sealised it at the time. )

And Pitt was quite content with hils empty
peckets.

CHAPTER IL

NOT THE RIGHT NITPER.

R. SIMON (RELI: knocked out nis
pipe in the fender and proceeded
to refil it from a well-packed
pouch.

. He wa3 scated in the small bhack parlour

of the White Harp Inn, situated in the

villnge o Belllon, a nude Troin SE Brae'y,
Mr. Grell was aloaue, and he ind been bicay
withh his thouzshts for some littde time.

‘““‘Yes, there's only one way Jor it,” L
told himsclf, gazing into the tire, *‘ 1've aul,
to see the kid this evenin’, an’ I've gob to
sce him on the quiet. It wouldn't be any
good goin’ up to the scheo!l. In fact |
should be a bLlamed fool to dn auythin’ of
the sort.”

He glanced at the clock, and then at ti-
window. It would be getting dusk hefore
long, and the Novembor day was somewhat
dull and overcast. [t was quite co3y and
warm in the parlour, but Mr. drell knew
that Lhe would have to Le making a move
shortly.

He was a stranger in the neighbourhood -
a short, thick-set man witir a2 bronzed. ruddy
complexion. To gaze upon him, it would be
hard to realise that he was the uncle of
Jack Mauason. Yetl this was' the unfortunate
truth.

Mr. Grell had come down far the purpose
of seceing his nephew. But he had scen,
instead, the Housemaster of the Ancien’
House, who happened to he Mr. Nelson Leo
And Nelson Leco was one of the lust persni
that Grell was anxious to meet.

The man believed that h2 had sot beea
recognised by the famous detective,; but he
was wrong. Lee knew at once that Mce
Simon Grell wa3s a critninal, known as Cap-
tain Jim, who had been rather badly wante!
by the polica five years before. It waa most
annoying, irom Mr. Grell's point of vi-w, to
find Nelson ILce at the, school.

Captain Jim’s rcason for coming to tue
neighbourhood of St. Frank's was a simple
one. He wanted money, and he had an ideas
that Jack Mason could sapply it. Or, ot
all e¢vents, that BdMason could he forced 1o
tell the truth rezarding his presence at such
a select school as St. Frank’s.

Mr. QGrell bhad returmed home after an
absence of flve years, and he had found that
Jack was missing, and that he had hern seut
to St. I'rank’s by a firm of lawyers. His
fees were being paid, it agpeared, out of a
legacy which had been left for the especid
purpose of providing Jack with a first-class
education.

Now, there was something queer about ali
this. Mr. Grell could think of nobody who
would be 20 kind as to bequeath an amount
for the benefit of the boy. The fecs at St
Frank’s were high, and the sum of money
must mnecessarily be large—largze, that s,
in Mr., (rell’'s eyes.

And he 3aw no rcason why he shoald not
“touch ** that sum himself. If he could
only discover the full facts he might he able
to turn the jnformation to account. For
Captain Jim Rad an idea that the money
was Jack’s and the boy bad deliberately
chosen to come to St. Frank’s. I this
proved to be the case Grell could force hia
nephew to leaye thc school, and then it
would be a comparatively easy mabter to

hget control of the money.

If it had becn possible for Captaia Jim
to know the tull details at this moment ko
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vould certainly not hiave pursued his plan,
for thero was absolutely no chance of his
attaining his object.

I Enew the facts, bccause Nelson Lee harl
iold me, but mobody else did. I had not
cven mentioned the matser to Tregellis-Weet
and Watson, although I kept very few secrets
from them. The truth was, I couldn’t very
wcll do so, because the guv'nor had told me
in -confldence. :

The legacy story was—well, it was just
a story. There was no actual foundation for
it, and it bad only becen concocted for the
henefit of Jack Mason himself.

A month or two before Mason came to St.
Frink's he had performed an act of great
bravery in Piccadilly Circus. He had saved
the life of a Mr. David Strong, a genial old
gentleman of a moust benevolent nature.

Curiously enough, Mr. Strong had heen
greatly attracted to the boy. And yet, after
all, it wasn't so very curious, sceing that
he cgved Jack his life. But there was some-
thing more than this. A policeman could
have Ttescued Mr. Strong, but the latter
would have recognised the service by some
financial reward. It was quite different
with Jack Mason.

The hoy wus onr, but he would not have
accepted a farthing. Mr. Strong knew that.
It was Jack's ambition—a hopelcss one, it
scemed—to he educated at a great public
«chool. And Mr. St.roni had hit upon the
neat idea of instructing his solicitors to make
Jack Mason believe that a legacy had been
left by some unspecified gentleman for the
nurpose of providing the lad with a complete
eJucation. At all cvents, the object had
hcen achieved, and Jack had no idea that
he was really accepting the favour of old
Mr. David Strong. If be had known that he
wonldn’t have been at all comfortable, for
ho considercd that he had no right to any
reward.

o kind-hearted Mr. Strong had already
visited Jack Mason at St. Frank's. But he
had come shabbily attired, for the express

purpose of kecping up the pretence that he4

was immpecunious. He took a keen delight in
?Olaying this trick upon the boy—wbhom he

ved. For it was an ahsoluto fact that, Mr.
-Strong was strangely attached to the lad he
had met under such dramatic circumstances.

Juck, of course, was in ignorance of the
fact that his benefactor was alive, and tbat
he was none other than Mr. Strong.

It will thus be seen that Simon Grell's plan
was tloamed to failure from the very start.
There was no legacy, 8o he couldn't get hold
of it. Jack. indeed, knew practically nothing
himscelf. His fces aAnd his pocket-money were
supplied by the lawyers, and thesc gentlemen
had been singularly reticent in all their
dealings. Censidering the true state of
affairs, this was not surprisinfry.

But Captain Jim was hopeful, not knowing
how the position stood. And the first step
was to have a quiet talk with his nephew,
He was at liberty to go up to the school, and

he would be courteously received—as a rela-
tizve of one of the pupils. But M#. 11 was
onyposed to this move. .

He kncw that he was not a gentleman in
manner or appearance, and his presence at
the school would do him no 2ood. Moreover,
there was Nelson Lee to be considered; and
Mr. Grell was quite anxious to steer clear
of Nelson Lee. ~

S0 he had decided upon a little plan to get
his nephew out into a quiet place. He sat
down at the table of the inn parlour, drew
paper and pencil towards him, and scrawled
a short note. When he had finished it he
screwed it up and threw it into the fire.

“Don’t want to mention no names,’”” he
muttered. ‘' Somethin’ simple will do—just
enough to bring him out.”

He made another attempt, and this time
the resuit pleased him. He enclosed the half-
shect of notepaper in an envelope, sealed
it, and stowed it in his pocket. Then he
passed into the bar and partook of a drink. .

Feeling refreshed, Captain Jim rolled out
of the public-house and looked up and down
the village street; or, rather, up it only, for
the White Harp wgs situated on .the out-
skirts of Bellton.

*“*Just the very young shaver I want!™
murmured Mr. Grell. :
A diminutive member of the village popu-
lation was coming along the road, whistling
cheerfully and shrilly. His age was about
eight, and he was evidently the hopeful son
of a farm labourer, or somebody of that. class.
‘“Come here, young feller-me-lad,” sald
Captain Jim pleasantly, as the urchin was

about to pass.
inquired tbe Iad

‘“ Wot che
bluntly. |

‘“You needn't be afraid—1 sha'm’t hurt
ye,”’ said Mr. Grell. ‘' Look, here's a penuy!
it’'s all for you, my sonny boy. Don’t snatch
it, mind!}”

In spite of the injunction the echild
snatched it rather hurriedly, apparently fear-.
ing that Mr. Grell might change his mind.
He gazed at the penny lovingly, and then
looked up at Mr. Grell with perfect confidence.
A man who could give him a penny for
nothing at all was obviously to be trusted.

“ What’s your name, little man?"’ inguired
Captain Jim.

‘* Bobby, sir.”

‘* Bobby what?"

‘* Jenkins, sir,”’ replied the urehin.

‘‘ Well, look here, Bobby Jenkins, 1 wan®
you to run a little errand for me—an’ I'M
give you sixpence all for yourself,” said Mr.

want?”

.Grell kindly.

‘“ 0o, lummy!’ excélaimed Master Jeunkins,
appalled. .

* Do you know St. Frank’s, my lad?"”

‘“’Course 1 do. It's the big skool that all
tbhem young gents go to,”” replied Bobby
scornfully. *‘ Don't yer know that?"

“]1 was askin’ if you knew it,"”’ smiled the
man. ‘‘ You do, so it's good enough. 1 want
you to take this note up to the school an’
hand it to a nipper named Mason. Undexr-
stand? Go straight up an’ find that nipper,
an’rgive bim this note. Wil you do this for
me?”’ o

‘“ Where's the tanner?” asked Master Jen-
kins suspiciously. ,

*“Blamed i you ain't smart on your
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money,”’ grinned: Mr. drell. * Here's the
sixpence, young shaver. Now be off as fast
a3 you can go. Mason is one of the junior
.boys, an’ you’ve got to give it into his own
hands. Understand? Take it straight to the
nipper, an’ don't make no mistake. ['ll wait
here uantil you come back.”

The village boy nodded brightly, and set
off as fast as hig_legs would carry him to-
wards St. Frank’s] the ngte clutched tightly
-in his grubby hand. Mr. Grell watched him
40 up the road, and was quite sure that the
note would be delivered safely. So that there
could be no mistake, Mr. Grell had pencilled.
‘““Jack Mason' upon the outside of the
cayelope.

But be did not bargain for the grubby
conditivn of Master Jenkins’s hands. Long be-
fore the gates of 8t. Frank's were reached
the pencllling was entirely rubhed off; or, at
deast, a considerable amaunt of dirt had been
rubbed on, which amounted to the same
‘thijng. The uvame, at all events, was
obliterated.

Master Jenkins, having reccived his six-
pence, faithfully intended carrying out his
instructions. But he was—unfortunately for
Mr. (rell—labouring under a mistake.

. It was really Captain Jim's fault, for bav-
'ing used the term *‘ nipper' several times
whilst giving his instructions to-the youngster.
In consequence, there was confusion in
Bobby's simple mind.

“I've go$ ter give it to Master Nipper, the.
.gent told me,” said the village lad, as he
neared the gates. ‘1 like Master Nipper—he
give me a penny once.”

_Bobby bad quite a good memory. That
little incident had occurred a month or two
dack, when my cap had blown off in a high
wind. Bobby had recovered it for me, and I
had duly rewarded him.

His present mistake was quite pardonable.

Mason was a new-comer, and the name was
not familiar. Bline was, for there wasn't a
living soul in the village who hadn’t heard of
nme by this time, My doings at St. Frank's,

articularly in cosnection with the great
{:arring-out, had made me something of a
famous character in the neighbourhood.
Amongst the junior population, particularly,
1 was well known.

So BRobby promptly seized upon ‘‘ nipper”
when Mr. Grell uttered the word. Bobby
assumed that the note was to be given to
Nipper—to myself. Under the circumstances
it was only natural that he should make this
mistake. Mr. Grell had not been explicit
enough. . .

There was the pencilling on the envelore.
ol course, hut Mr. Grell would have been far
-wiser if he had used ink. However, the exact
facts were as I have stated, and the shole
course of after-events really pivoted upon
Bobby Jenking’s error. _ .

Tea was just overdn most junior studies at
about the time of Bobby's arrival in the
‘Triangle. He entered the gateway tenta-

tively, realising, with considerable awe. the [say

imposing nature of his surraundings.

-Handforth and-Co. were emerging from the | taken to writing
Ancient llcuse, and Handforth frowned as bet [cttery

s ———

5

saw tho shabhy
through the dusk.
** What the dickens does tha$ urchin want
here?"” he demanded gruflly.
‘“No good asking me,” said McClure.
*“And you needn’t. look eo jolly fierce. No
bharm in the k!d coming, is there?'’”
_ **Unless he's got some business here 1'll
jolly well kick him out!" said Handforth
majestically. “ Can’t allgw this sort of
thing, you know. There’ll be no dealing with
the village kids if dozens of them come run-
ning in here every minute of the day.”

little Ggure approachiang

Church grinned.
" “‘lMarvellous chap!”’ he remarked thought-
uily.

‘““ Who's marveilous?’”

‘“You are.”

‘“Well, I know that, but I didn't expect you
to be generous enough to say so,” replied
lla..m"i;f?orth genlally, ‘““But where's tiio
point?"’ '

‘“‘“ Why, it’s easy,” said Church. *“1 can
only see one village kid, but you said there
were dozens. Of course, I wouldn't doubt your
word for anything, Handy. I expect your
eyesight’'s better than minc —"

‘“You—you silly ass!” rcared Handforth,
glaring,

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

Handforth tried hard to think of some
reply which would be suitable for the occa
sion. Failing, he visited his wrath upon the
innocent Master Bobby.

‘“Hi! Clear off, you little sweep!” bel-
lowed Handforth.

Bobby Jenkins came to a balt, rather ua-
certain as to the safety of advancing.

‘T gatter note,”” he explained shrilly.

‘““You've got which?”

‘“ A note, master, 1 brought it from a
gent—-"’

“I'm not your master, you young donkey!'"
growled Haundforth, noticing that Church and
McClure were grinning. ** Who's the acte for
—the hoot-boy?'”

Bobby shook his head.

‘“ No, sir, that be for Master Nipper,” lie
replied, holding out the soiled letter.

*“Oh, is it?” said Handforth. * For Master
Nipper? What the dickens do you want: to
bring notes_for
Maste.t: Nip-

e

hf-.ag(l my voice.
He indicated the
village iad with
a wave of his
hand.

**Some corre
spondence  for
you, Nipper,”’
he replied. “I
ain‘t my busgi-
ness, butl should
that the
blacksmith has

per.—— EVERY WAR SAVINGS |

“Who's talk-
ing about me **’ §| CERTIFICATE ]
Handforth YOU BUY '
turned as he ISA .
|
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change. Of 8 might be the sweep. Got your
gloves with youy”

** No; it’s not euld this evening——"’

‘** Becange I should advise you to have 'em
ready,”” said Handforth, as he moved off.
** That letter doesn’t look exactly sweet!”

. ‘'"Begad! What's the frightful ass talkin’
about? ' inquired Sir Montie Tregellis-West,
who had come out with me. ‘I have a faint
idea, dear boy, that Handy was attemptin’ to

be witty, but I may be wrong."
”'"lamt kid's got a note,’ said Watson
Huntly,

“Yes, 80 [ see,”” I replied. * Hallo, my
lad, what are you doing here? I seem to re-
mcmber your smiling clllvv‘y, somehow, Come
to pay an afternoon callt?’

Bobby grinned all over his face.

‘““A gent give me sixpence to bring this

note to you, Master Nipper,”’ he said, bhold-
hirg llt.’ou . *'1 promised 1'd give it into your
ands.”

1 took the letter wonderingly.

" Sure {su'rc not making a mistake?” 1
l:n)lt:d. “ What sort of a gentleman was he,
1d;

“* Oh, a nice gent —'e give me sixpence.’’

1 grinned.

“You mentioncd that before,” 1 said.
“ But 'm not expecting a note, and perhaps
this isu't for me at all.”

‘“The gent told me to give it to Nipper—'e
told me that two or three times,’’ sai aster
Bobby. ‘I know it's for you, sir."”

“* ANl right, kid, you'd better cut along,’” I
said. ‘" Just tell me one other thing—was
the gentleman a young one or an old one?"”

“1 dunno,” replial Bobby slowly. *'E
‘adn’t got no whiskers, Master Nipper, an’
i air ‘was A bit reddish, like my brother
ad's!

* Well, never mind your brother Ted.” 1
suill cheerfully. *‘ Here’'s another sixpence
for you, just for luck—and if you take my
advice you'll clump the whole lot together
a«nd put it'into the War Loan.”

Master Jenkins grinned hugely at this sound
advice, and took himaself oft, feeling that his
luck was too good to be true. wn the
Janc he duly re ed that he had delivered
the note, and Mr. Grell was satisfled. At all
vveuts, there wus no indication that the note
had fallen into the wrong hands.

And Captain Jim went bark to the White

Ilarp feeling that something had been dene.
It had!

e a——

CHAPTER I1L
KEEPING THE APPOINTMESNT.

" HAT is it?’ asked Watson.
‘“ Blessed if 1 know,” 1 replied,
handling the letter dubiously.
** At any rate, it can't be a mis-
tuke. We'll soon hnow the awful truth.”

1 pulled out the half-sheet of notepaper,
#lanced at it, and grinned. Therehwgn no ad-
Jdress, and nothing to indicate WHe it was
intended for—neither was there any signa-
tuie. The note itself was short: \
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‘“1 want 1o see you urgent. Be at the old
stile, down the lane, at half-past seven. And
don'd bring nohodE else with you. This is
most important. Be there at soven-thirty,
sharp. You’ll be sorry if you fail"”

‘“* Mystery!” I grinned. ‘ Just have a look
at this, sons!”’ .

Sir Montie and Tommy read it, and they
frowned perplexedly. The writing was rather
paor in quality, but that might have been

deliberate.

‘““Begad! Who wants to see you down the
lane, Nipper, old boy?’’ asked Sir Montie.
** This is rxeslly frightfully interestin’, you
know. An’ you haven't got to take nobody

with you—so Tommy an’ I can go.”’
‘“How do you make that out?”’ asked

W ateon.

‘*Dear fellow, it's obvious,” smiled
Tregellis-West. ‘‘ If Nipper isn’t to take no-
body, it stands to reason that he must take
nomei)odg. But J suspect that it is really a
case of bad grammar."

** Well, blow the grammar,” I said. ‘1
know for certain that no man wants to have
a private talk with me. This must be a
decox. my bucks'!”

which?"’
1 shouldn't be surprised if

*“ A decoy.
those River Housze cads are responsible for

it,” 1 replied. ‘' They want to get me down
there alone—and then wipe up the road with
me. They expect me to walk into the trap

like-a little innocent. Yes, I'll bet a quid it's
an ambush.”

*1 shouldn't be -surprised—] shouidn’t,
really,”’ said Montie. ‘* Wellborne an’ those
other H:gs have been fairly quiet of late,
but there’s no tellin’ when they’ll break out
again. Perbhaps they're tryin’ to break out
now.”’

‘“ Well, we’ll break out.as well,”” I said
grimly. °‘‘ This trick doesn’t deceive me;
and I don’'t see why we shouldn’t prepare a
nice little surprise for them.”

I had good reason for suspecting that the
note was the work of the Hon. Aubrey de
Vere Wcllborne, the leader of the Honour
ables at Dr. Hogge's Academy, down the
road—the River House School. Certainly ib
never entered my head that the note was in-
tended for somebody else, and that it was
written by Mr. 3imon Grell.

I had never seen Mason's uncle, but Nelson
Lee bhad; and the guv'nor had informed me of
Grell’'s record. It wasn't Masou’s fault, of
course, and I donm't think the boy from
Bermondsey knew that his uncle was in the
neighbourhood. Pitt had informed Mason of
the fact, but Jack believed it to be a yarn—
tor he was under the impression that Grell
was dead.

1 naturally thought that this note was a
jape. Somebody expected that 1 should go
down to the stile out of sheer curiaeity. It
might even be Fullwood who was the culprit,
bat 1 didn't faney so. The word of Master
Bobby was hardly reliable, and aithcugh he
had declared that a ‘‘gent ' gave him the
note, it might have been Wellborne or one of
his chums. :
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* Anyhow, we'll have a look into the
matter,” I remarked, pulling out my watch.
** Nearly six o'clock. We've got heaps of
time, anll we'll prepare a nicc little surprise
for the would-be japers. This is an occazion
for a meeting.”

‘A meeting?’’ repeated Watson.

“ Lxactly,” I said briskly. * We shall want
about eight or nine chaps—ten would be
better., Just run round and call seven of the
fellows into Study C. [it's quite likely that
Wellborne and Co. will be there in force—at
the stile, I mean—and I want to have plenty
of men ready.”

“ Forgive me for asking, old fellow, bat
what's the idea?’” inquired Montie. ‘I'm
A shockin'ly dull chap, an’ I can’'t quite get
the hang—'*

“I'll tell you my wheeze when we're all
together,”” I interrupted. ‘ Come on'"

Within five minutes the gathering was com-
plete. In addition to ourselves there were
Handforth, Church, and McClure; De Valerie
_and the Duke of Somerton; Tom Burton,
Yakama, and Farman. This was one more
than we had arranged for, but it was rcally
all the better.

‘ What is the honourable stunt, my worthy
_NI'F er?”’ inquired the Japanese junior.
*“The glint of the eye is significant, and I
perceive that great events are in the process
of being evolved. It is with extreme pleasure
that I attend the splendid gathering——"

“ Very likely, Jappy,”’ interrupted Hand-
forth. ‘ But we didu’t come here to hear
vou gassing, old man. Omnce you start, there's
no telling when you'll stop. As I've often
had occasion to remark, meetings of this sort
should be conducted in a bhusiness-like way.
There's no sense in one chap monopolising
the whole convarsation, and I consider that
everybody ought to contribute to the jaw.
Before we start I'd like to say—""

“ I've been waiting for you to finish for
quite a long time, Handy,”’ I said politely.
*“But a3 you seem fo be gom? on for ever,
A'd better cup it short. It's just like your
cheek to jaw at Yakama for gassing-—and
then gas at full steam yourself!"

“ Look here——"" began Handforth.

“Oh, great Scott!” I interrupted. ‘‘ Don’t
start any of your rot now, for goodness
sake! I've called this meeting, and 1I'm going
to do the jawing.” .

““Go ahead, old chap,
¢ What's the trouble?”

“ Well, there’s no trouble at all yet,” _I
replied. * What do you make of this letter?’

I banded it round, and all the fellows rcad
it with interest. But they confessed that
they were Euzzled, and looked to me for en-
lightcnment. I explained how it had come
into my hands, and Handforth shook his
bead. _

** Looks bad!'’ he gaid grimly.

‘ How does it look bad, you ass?"

““ I suppose you haven't been getting into
grouble?” -

‘““ Not that I am aware ol.”

“ You don’t happen to owe money to any-
body?' asked Handforth. ¢ This looks like a

said Somerton.

7

note from a chap who means o dun yea for
some ¢tin."’

“ Begad: Huandy's got a frightfa!'= good
opinion of you, Nipper!"” remarked Moutie.

**Handy’'s an as3!’ [ replied. *“1 don'towe
anybody a farthing, and I'm jolly rertam
that this note wasn't written Lv any man
who wants a eecret meeting with me. It
must be a trick—and { suspect Weilborne and

Co."”

“ Souze m)y scuppers!” remarked the
Bo'sun. )

** And, what's more, the Hoga mesn to

gain a victory if they can,” T went on.
** S8ee the idea? Once they've got mc down
there alone they’ll simply procced o
slaughter me. 1It’s just the st.‘vle of jape they
delight in—to get a fellow by himsell and
wreak their evil will upon him. Why, 1
should be rolled in the mud and made into
A guy, or something equally pieasant.”

“* S0 you're not going?’* asked De Vulerie.

“ 1 think soc.”

¢ ]Fl:h? Yon are going?”’ asked Hand{orth,

[} es._’*

Handforth shrugged his shoulders.
~ " Oh, well, il you’re anxious to be rolled
in the mud, ['ve done with it.  he saiil.
*“ Personally, I shouldn’t much care for the
experlence—"'

““You silly a3s!” I interrupted. “ Do yon
think I should be such a blockhead as all
that? My idea is to meet the Unknoun at
the stile—but: certain preparations will ho
made beforehand.”

““I guess you'd best explain somec,” ro-
marked Farman.

 Well, my notion is this,”" T went on.
“If 1 keep this appointment I shall prohably
meet somebody at the stile—Wellhorne,
dressed up, perhaps. There’ll be a whotle
crowd of others behind the hedge, recdy to
pounce on me unawares.’’

** That’s quite likely, dear fellow,” said Niv
Montie.

““The time of the appointment is haif-past
seven,”” I continued. ** Now, when do vou
reckon the Hogs will get into the ambush '™

“At about a quartec-past, or perhans .-
fore that,”” said De Valerie.

‘““ Not before seven?”” I a%ked.

‘“1 shouldn’t think so.”

“Well, if all you chapa tuke up your
positions behind the hedge at about ten to
seven, I reckon you'll be there first,” [ said.
** See the idea? They mean to lay an ambuosh
for us, so we'll forestall them by laying wu
ambush of our owvn. You won't let your
selves be seen, and when they come they’ll
know nothing. Let ‘em collar mea before yonu
act—just to give the bounders the idea that
they are having everything their own way.
Then you'll spring out and—well, the fun will
start!”

“A top-hole wheeze,” declured the Duke
heartily.

“I'm with yov, Nipper,” said De Valcrie.

- 4 0f course, it's simply a stunnin’ jape,
dear old boy!" Sir Montie remarked. * You
won't hear me grumblin’ in tbe slightese--
pot even if 1 find it necassary to lic in &
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muddy diteh, gettin' my feet wet. 1t doesn't
matter a hang about my trousers. I'm per-
feotly willin' to sacrifice them for the good
cause!”’

I grinned.

1 don’t think you'll ind it necessary to
lie in a muddy ditcb, Montie,”” 1 replied.
** There hasn't beefl any rain for a few days,
ant you'll only need get into the wood,
boehiind the trees.”

“I'm frightfully glad to hear that,” said
'I'reyellis-West, with relief.

All the others were In agreement.

“* Of course, it’'s not certain that we’re on
the right track at all,”” said Handforth. ° It
might be something quite difTerent. You
ain't like the other chaps, Nipper, and this
«ifnir may be something serious.’

** Snch as which?” 1 laquired.

**Ain’t Mr. Lee your guv’'nor?’” asked Hand-
forth. ‘* Haven't you had all sorts.of fights
with murderers and burglars and forgers and
cenviets and pickpockets and anarchists and
assagsins—and—and—-"’

Qo on!" I aaid. as Hand{orth paused.
“You haven't exhausted ’em all yet, have
you:'"

** Ha, ha, ha!"

““You silly as«!”" ] grinned. ‘' Do you think
th guvnor and 1 did nothing else but fght
criminals all the time we were at work?
At the same time, there might be somethmﬁ
in that idea of yours, although I don't thin
it’s probable. They vouldn’t think I'm worth
all the trouble.” .

** Well, supposing it°’s an escaped criminal?’’
asked Watson. )

** Then our plan couldn’t be better than it
is.”” 1 answered. *‘ If anybody tries to play
a Lrick on me, you chaps will be on hand.
8o we're on the right side, in any case. All
you fellows will atart half-ui-honr hefore me,
because I sha'n't turn up until  about
twentyv-five past seven.”

Wc were all pretty certain that the affair
was a joke, and didn’t look upon it as any-
thing else. It would be rather neat to turn
the tubles upon the tricksters. And at a
quarter to seven the ambush-party started
out under D¢ Valerie's leadership. Hand-
forth considered himself leader, but that was
only his little delusion. ,

I remained in the common-room until a
quiirter-past seven. Then 1 donned my over-
coat and emerged into the Triangle. It was
dark, although a half-moon was doing its best
to penetrate a bank of clouds.

I chuckled as I strolled across the Triangle
and passed out through the gateway. There
was a progpect of some fun, and 1 was ready
for it. As I necared the stile I made out a
dim figure leaning against it. And I sturted
slightly as I saw the glow of a pipe.

So it was a man, after all! Wellborne was
somewhat addicted to cigarette-smoking, but
he certainly would never take to smoking a

ipec. So my theory was knocked on the

cad at the start, and I was puultd.,_

“'fhat you, Jack?'’ came a low Volee.

1 didn't reply as I walked up. _ Jack!
The only fellow of that name in the Remqve

who would be likely to receive a note was
Jack Mason. There were one or two othei
Jacks, hut they were not prominent juniors.
“I've come down in answer to that note,”
I said, without committing myself. ‘¢ What's
the trouble?’”’
The man peered at me in the gloom.
“I'm glad you've eome, young shaver,’’ he
said, In a satisfied tone. ‘I thought mebbe
you'd be disrespectful enough to take no
notice. But I reckon you’'ve got more sense
in tl;l:t head of yours. Let’s have a look at
ye’ y.n .
*“I don’t understand what you're getting
at,”’ I said shortly. '
**“ None o’ your innocence—"'

‘“Well, I am innocent,” I interrupted. “1I
vant to know why you sent me that note
and who you are. You forgot to sign your
name,’’

The fact of the matter was I didn’'t like
the look of the man—or, to be more exact,
the round of him. He was obviously of a low
type, although he eould have been better had
he chosen. His breath smelt strongly of
spirits. I couldn't make. out who the man
was, and I was greatly mystified.

‘“Don’t you talk to me in that way, Jack,
my boy,”’ said the other. ‘' What's ocome
over ye? You was allus a meek kind o’ kid,
but I suppose five years makes a difference.”’

“I think you're making a mistake,” I
said, having no wish to pry into other
pecple’s aflairs. ‘““ My name isn’t Jack, and
that village kid must have given me the
ncte in mistake for wsomebody else.”

The man laughed unpleasantly.

‘“Bo you want to deny your own uncle, do
you?’’ he said. * Why. you little swab, I'll
knock your head off if you give me any o’
your lip! Don’t you dare to say that you
don’'t know your Uncle Simon!’’

““Is your name Mr. Grell?’’ I asked.

‘“Don‘'t be a young fool—" -

‘“Is it?”’ I persisted.

‘* You know it is, you cheeky imp!’’ growled
Mr. Grell. * Now, look here—-"’

“I'd better tell you that I'm not Jack
Mison,”” 1 interrupted. ‘“The note was
given to me, and I didn't know who it was
from. It was intended for Mason, of cour:se,
8o it wouldn't be right for me-to let this
conversation go on. If it had been daylight
you wouldn’'t have made the mistake.”

. Simon Grell swore. .

‘“*You're lyin’ to me, durn you!'’ he
shouted. ‘‘ Do yon think I don't know my
own nephew? It's five years since I saw you,
an’ a man’s liable to make mistakes, but
nobqu else but you would have come down

““ My name isn't Mason at all,”” I broke in
warmiy. “I'm Nipper, of the Remove. So
I'll bid you good-night. Mr. Grell.”

A hand grasped my shoulder.

‘“ There's no hurry!’’ snapped Captain Jim.
“I'm beginnin’ to think you aln’t Jack,
arter all.”

‘““That's a good thing,”” I remarked.
** You'll oblige me, Mr. Grell, by taking your
band off my shoulder. If you wish to sce
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%\Iusun. I'll tell him that you're waiting down
- here——

‘““ What name- was that you said just now?"”
demanded Grell harshly.

* Nipper.”'

‘ Then you’re the young cub who's allus
becn along of Nelson Lee!’ snarled Mr.
Grell, tightening bis grip. ‘‘It's a plant—
voiu've come down here on purpose to trick
me. hang you—-"’

‘‘ Don't be silly!”* I cut in sharply. * Didn’t
I tell you 1 wasn't Mason within the first
minute? The note was given to me by mis-
take—and I shall certainly warn Mason not
to come down. And if you don’t releasc me
at ounce, I'll not be answerable for the con-
sequences——'"

‘““You young whelp!’ ehouted Mr. Grell
furiously..

As he spoke he released my shoulder and
both his hands went up to my throat. His
strength was enormous, and the next moment
he had me on my back across the stile,
half-choking the life out of me.

““ Rescue—help!’”’ I gurgled desperately.

A3 a matter of fact I was becoming really
alarmed. The man was in a blind rage, and
hardly responsible for his actions. To fight
him alone was utterly impossible, and 7
simply struggled with all my strength in
vain.

““ You can call for help all you like!” mut-
tered the man savagely, his face close to
my own. ‘You've come down here, and—-
By thunder!”

The sound of quick footsteps came to my
buzzing ears, and the next moment Mr. Simon
Grell found himself surrounded by numerous
dark forms. I dropped limply as he released
me,

And I felt thankful that adequate pre-
parations had been made!

L ]

CHAPTER 1V,
NELSON LEE TAKES A HAND.
BEGAD! Weo're here, dear fellow!”

[} 1

Sir Montie Tregellis-West spoke

breathlessly as he rushed up. De

Valerie, the Bo'sun, Watson, and

all tho others were there; too. They had

been (;onceal‘:lad amoggs;tI the trees, and had
come forward upon bkearing my cry.
¢ Grab‘gﬁm!" shouted De Valerie.

“T knew I was right!’”’ roared Handforth.

¢ The chap's a giddy criminal!”

**You young hounds!” snapped Simon
Grell, glaring round him with some alarm—
for the sudden appearance ol the juniors had
startled him. * Clear out 0" my way, or I'll
half kill some of—'"

He wasn't allowed to get any further. The

juniors were in force, and they threw them-
selves at the man and bore him to the
ground. It wasn’t necessary for them all to

engage in this tussle; eight were quite suffl-
cient, Sir Montie and Watsou bent over
me and helped me up.

0

*Bezad! Are you hurt, old boy?”’ asked
Sir Montie anciovsly.

“You ass!” gaped Watson,
dead!”’

** Not just yet., Tommy,” I replied dazedly,
holding on to him. *“ My only hat! The
rotter would have finished me off, [ e
licve, if you hadn’t come up in time. He
went dotty for the minute.”

‘““1 believe he's dotty now,”
turning his head.

Mr. drell was certainly making enough
noise to warrant that statement. He wag a«
atrong as a horse, a3 the heaving mass of
humanity near by proved. [t was about aa
nmuch as the eight Rewmnovites could manag:
to hold Lim down. He was struggling with
extraordinary fury.

‘“Let him fag lrimself,”” T adviscd.
won't last long.”

I was right. Grell's struggles were g0 ex-
hausting that he subsided after anotiher
minute, beingz quite breathless for the time.
‘He lay still, gasping out oaths—until Hand-
forth jabbed a cap—somebody clse’s—over bis
face and held it there by the simple ex:
pedient of placing his knee on the top of it

‘* The blackguard!” gasped Handfort!h.
*“ What awful language, by George!”

‘““How's Nipper?” came De Valerie's in-
quiry. _

“Oh, I'm all rizht now,”” I replied. * Jast
a bit shivery, and [ suppose my neck’ll be
sorc for a week. But he didn't do any real
| harm—although he tried to, the scoundrel!™

“Well, what's to be done?” asked Hand
forth. * We can’t sit on him here all the
evening., L suggest lugging him off to the
police-station and giving him in charge. He's
committed an assault with violence.”

“Go hon!"' I grinned. ‘“ Have you ever
heard of an assault that wasn't violent® Bu!
we won't take him to the police-station—"

‘““Why not?'’ asked Watson,

*“I think it would bo better to let Nealson
Lee know all about it first,”” 1 replied.
“* We'll take the rotter to the school, and
the guv'nor will know the best thing to do.
Anybhow, we're not going to let bim go!”’

‘ Rather not!”

“Mr. Lee’'s the man to with
beast!””

Mr. Grell had commenced struzgling again
—in consequence, probably, of my decision,
which he had undouttedly heard.

‘““You brought it ¢n yourself, you scoun-
deel?” I exclaimed sharply. *‘You nttached
me without provocation, and I don't know
what would have happened if these chaps
hadn’t been near by. You can‘t do thinga
like that without paying for them.'

“Yank him up'’” said Handforth. ‘ And
look here, my beauty, if you start swearine
agamm ['ll tie McClure's coat round you:
beustly mouth!”’

“Oh, will you?’ demanded McCla.-
warmly. * What's wrong with your coat®"’

“ Do you think [ want to catcll coidq?’
roaved Handlortn.

“ You—youu—-""

‘“* He's nearty

8ald Watson,

6. lt

deal the
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“ AMways grumbling !’ snapped Handforth.
“Can’'t make a little sacrifice like that, even,
without growling gbout it!"

*“If you think I'm going to have my coat
tied round that rotter’s mouth you're jolly

?e::' 'mist,akenl" howled MeClure. * You're
Jotty!”
“Don’'t start rowing now,” 1 broke in.

‘“Don’'t take any notice of Handy, McClure
--he’'s a wonderful ehap fer taking otler
people’s property for unpleasant uses. That
cap won't he much good by the timec the
prisoner’'s done with it!”

** Cap!” exclaimed Church, who had been
locking rmound. ““1 wondered where the
dickens my cap had got to! Of all the
Loastly cheek!”

And Chuarch snatched Handforth's cap off
and planted it upon his own Lead. Under
ordinary conditions this getion would have
lJed to frightful consequénces. But Hand-
forth couldn't very well move now without
causing treuble generally, and he was too
cxcited to realise the full enormity of
Church’s crime.

““ You wait, you rotter!’’ hc gasped. ‘' Now
then, you rotter, up you get!”

This was hardly a nice compliment to
(‘hurch, for Handforth had used the same
disparaging term twice in one breath, thus
placing Church in the same category as Mr.
Grell. However, Church was thick-skinned.

Qur prisoner was a truculent rascal. He
gave us great trouble. struggling aod Kkick-
ing continuously. Although there were
plenty of us, we only got in one another’s
way, and Mr. Grell was ouly pushed a dozen
fect in two minutes. .

“This won't do.,”” I panted, at last.
“Drop him down in the mud, and we’'ll tie
our Eandkerchiets round his wrists aud
ankles. He ean't do much harm then—and
at'lldbe easy enough to carry him bodily, five
a side.”

“* Good wheeze!'' exclaimed De Valerie.

But Mr. Simon Grell didn’t think so.

** No need to do that,”” he muttered. *“I'll
) Tliet. young gents.”

“ All right, I'll take your word,"” I said
¢rimly. 1 wouldn't take it, only we're
strong enough to prevent you escaping. But

if you show anz sign of violence again, we’ll
soon have you trussed up. Remember that!"

But Mr. Qrell knew that he was beaten,
and marched along sullenly, held on both
sides by many hands. And in this way we
progressed towards the school. 1t was quite
impossible for us all to hold him., so six
performed that duty, and the others hovered
near, in case of emergency.

1 had made out that I wasn't hurt much.
But Grell had nearly choked me, and I still
felt dizz{ and faint from the effect of it.
And my throat was extemely sofe.

1 vote we take the chap straight to the
Hend,"” sald Handforth,

* Rot] Nelson Lee's the man—"

“Did you say ‘rot’ to me, Watson?"
roared Handforth. .

“Yes, 1 did—"" <
*Then I'll trouble you to apologise, or
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taike a punch on the nose—whickever you
like,”” said Iandforth, dropping behind.
*“And I've got to puneh Church’s nose, too,
Gimme my cap, Church.”

‘“ Rata!’ retorted Church.
mine!"”’

‘“ After that heast’s been chewing it?'’ bel-
lowed Handforth. “1I'll show you whether
yo:r can play those tricks with me, Walter
Church!”

He made & grab at his faithiful chum, and
Church dodged. In doing so he blundered
against Farman and the Bo’'sun. They
lurched—unavoidably, and Mr. Grell recoiled
from the concussion.

He let out a savage exclamation, wrenched
his arms free, and knacked the unfortunate
Church flying, with ¥arman on top of him.
The next second Mr. Gre!l was tearing up the
rond at full speed.

‘““ After him!” I roared, in alarm. ‘ Ob,

ou asses—— Whooop!” ,

I made that last startled remark as I fell
headlong over the Bo'sun’s sprawling form.
The utmost confusion reigned, and when we
had sorted ourselves out our late prisoner
was no longer in -sight. .
“It's no good now!”’ I snorted. ‘' He's in
the wood by this time. Oh, you blithering
‘idiot !’

““1 should think he Is!"”’ roared Handforth.
“{Il?eant you!”’ I declared fiercely.

(1} 0 ry

“Didn't you start havimg a row?”’ I
snapped. ‘It wae all yoaur fault, Handy,
and you'll he jolly lucky if you ain’t rolled
in the mud! Ten or eleven of us, and we
couldn’'t bold one man!"

‘“1t’s disgustin’—it s, really!” protested
Sir Montie.

“Well, it's po good growling,” I said.
‘“ We'd better get back to the Ancient
House and say nothing about it. There’s no
sense in making a song. I'll tell the guv’nor
all about it, and he'll take the right steps.
The less we say about it to the other fellows
the better.”’

‘*Why?” demanded Watson warmly.

“Well, 1 was considering Handforth— .
although he doesn't deserve it,"” I replied.
‘““He eaused this disaster, and be’'d be the
laughing-stock ef the school if it came out—
we should all be chipped to death, in fact.
Kleven chaps, and we couldn’t hold—— Obh,
what’s the good of talking?"’

For once in a way Handforth had nothing
to say. He knew well enough that the fault
was his, and be—and all the others—agreed
that it would be better to keep the aflair
to ourselves.

Qtlxt Mr. Simon QGrell was not- escaping so
easily.

While we were sorting ourselves out he
was very busily engaged. Rushing up the
road, he ran clean into the arms of some-
body who was walking down. And that
somobcdy was Nelson Lee himself.

The guv’'nor was nearly bowled over, but
he was Instantly on the alert. The fugitive
was obviously no ordinary pedestrian in a
hurry. He was flecing, and Nelson Lee's

‘“You can wear
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acute ecars detected unmistakable shouts from
down the lane. He instinctively grasped the
strunger as he was about to tear on.

“Just a minute, please,” said the school-
master-detcctive grimly. “T1 am afraid your
?}ndﬂe haste is somewhat ®suspitious, Mr.

re .n ‘

Captain Jim lashed out furiously with his
@sts. The fact that he had been recognised
drove him into a fresh frenzy. He knew also
that this man was Nelson Lee.

‘“Hang youl"” he snarled. *‘Let me go!"
But if Mr. Grell was strong, Nelson Lee was

his match.- Furthermore, Captain Jim wae
partially exhausted from his previous
struggles. He knew that he could not hope

t0o escape in a fair tussle.
: 3(1); he kicked out viciously with his heavy
-DOOT.

But Nelson Lee had been expecting that
move, and Grell’s foot beat the air idly. The
effort, indeed, threw him off his balance, and
the next moment he was down, with Lee on
top of him..

+ After that attack the detective had excel-
lent cause to detain the man, although he
was unaware- of the- events which had
aiready occurred. Those shouts had certainly
warned him that some mystery was afoot,
and it would be far better to hold Mr. Grell
and ask questions afterwards.

But Captain Jim needed some holding.

He was like a madman, and Lee had all his
work cut out to prevent his face being torn
and his eyes injured, for Ggell did not bhesi-
tate to use his formidable finger-nails. Ordi-
narily, perhaps, he would not have descended
to this bestial style of fighting, but he was
now half insane with alarm. .'

But Lee easily g/'arded himself.

** Calm yourself, you madman!’’ he shouted
angrily. *‘I'm not going to hurt you—"

“ By thunder!” snarled Grell. * I'm goin’
to hurt you!' .

They had rolled by this time to the side of
the lanpe. And as they struggled amongst
the rough grass Grell's hand fell upon a
heavy chunk of wood. He ewung it up
viciously, and it descended upon Lee's head
"with considerable force, although the blow
was not at all a serious one.

In simple language, it made the guv’nor
see stars for a few seconds. And it enabled
Grell to haul himself free and stagger to
his fcet. Before the detective could rise
Grell dashed across the road, broke through
the hedge, and disappeared. _

Nelson Lee was on his feet, fuming.

Although his head was aching, he at-
tcmpted to follow. But just then I spotted
the guv'nor, aad ran forward. I was in
advance of the other chaps, und I managed
to kave a few words in private.

‘“ Yes, Ni(iper, it was Grell,’”” sald Lee
quickl{. *.f don't know what the man’s
game 18, but be’s up to no good. No, I ehall
take ho action—mainly for Mason’'s sake.
Moreover, I am curious to s8ce how the
matter develops.'”

** But the man’s dangerous—"

$] don't think so, young ‘un—at lcast,

LI
not at ordinary times,” replied lee.. “ We
must not jadge him by this affair. He has

probably been drinking, and was in a blind
passion. I fancy he will give 8t. Frank's a
wide berth, in any case. By the way, do
the other boys know who be is?"’

‘* No, sir; I haven’t told them.”

‘““Well, don’t,” advised the- guv'nor. * If
we can keep the thing quiet, all the better.
Magson is an exccllent boy, and [ am afraid
a great many juniors would mak¢ things ditti-
cult for him if the truth of this affair weni
abroad.”

The rest of the fellows came up, and
Nelson Lee said nothing about his own
adventure with Mr. Grell. And they, for
their part, readil{ afi;reed to keep the thinx

niet—more particu arl{ now that their

ousemaster had made the request.

Meanwhile, Captain Jim was making for
tue village across the meadows. As a matter
of fact the rascal had crouched behind the
hedge, int¢ending to trick Lee if he should
follow. And Grell had overheard part o!
our conversation. He knew, at all cvents,
that no action, was to be taken. And bhv
regained the road, lower down, in & much
calmer frame of mind.

‘““ A blamed fool—that’s wot you are,”” he
told himeelf savagely. *‘This business ain’t
done you no good. By thunder! It's a goodd
thing it wasa’t worse—an’ all my own faul.
for losin’ my temper!”

He walked on until he reached the White
Harp. [t was his intention to get in
quietly, wash himself, and then take a long
drink of spirits. He needed that drink tu
steady his nerves.

But just as he was about to turn into th:
gateway he saw a figure emerge from th:
post-office down the High Street. It was a
boy, and Mr. Grell vaguely recognised svine-
thing familiar ahout the lad’s form.

He was Jack Mason,

CHAPTER V.
THE MYSTERY OF THE ARABIC SIGXNY.

APTAIN JIM caught his breath ia
sharply.
‘It that ain't the boy. I'll newcer
helievo my eyes agin!"’ he mutterad.
“It'll be durned queer if I run across hun
by accident, arter all my eflorts to get held
of him. I'l make sure, anyway.”

He walked quickly down the dark satre:t.
It was only comparatively light just outsid:
oue or two shops, and Mason had alrcady
left these behind. Mr. Grell mcant tv make
no further mistakes.. 3

"Oblige me with a match, young aont”
he asked, as the. junior was rasslng.

*““Borry!” said Mason. *‘1 haveu't got
one.”’

* That's all right, young ‘un,” said Mr.
Grell, recognising the voice. * I didn’t rcally
expect—— Why, I've got a match all the
time!”

He struck it. and allowed the light to fa!l
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;?ll upon the <H 'Onmllapu was wmcn}rt.
emo#hod a¢phew in a moment, for
five yeafy bad not made much al n:‘on—
cxcept, of course, that Mason was now
bigger, and that he was po longer a child.

" Why, blame me, {f yon ain't Jack—Jaek
Mason!"’ exclaimed Ca n Jim, in a tone
of surprise. *° My little nevvy! Well, boy,
how are you? ['m real glad to sce ye agin,
that I am!”

Jack Mason gave a little ery.

**Uncle!” he ejaculated, ntterly startied.

"* No need to shout, boy!"”

‘“Hut [ thought you wcere dead! Aunt
and 1 alwaya thought that you had died in
'anada!’ exclaimed Mason amaxcdly. * Then
Pitt was right —Pitt told me that you were
here, and 1 wonldn't believe him. thought
it was a joke!”’

Br. Grell laughed.

*So that's why you didn't come down to
me?’’ hec arked, feeling that this meeting was
some little compensation for what had
already passcd. °' Never mimnd, Jack—ncver
mird! We've mct now, ain’t wet _An' we'll
Lave a nice little chat.”’

Mason's feelings were romewhat mited. As
a child he had detested his uncle, for the
latter had been harsh and cruel. Bo the news
of his death had not been a very great blow.
Indeed, the blow of Anding that Mr. Grell
was alive was even more serions. Jack Mason
was not foolish enough to wmake himself
believe that he was pleased to see his uncle.
'l'lic wasn't; aud a vague upeazimess filled

m.

*Why have you come down herc, umcle?”
lic asked quictly,

“Wat a qncstlon to ask!” protested Mr.
Grell, * Aln't 1 come to see you? Wot did
y¢ think 1 eome down for? Ye don't sccm
over glcucd to greet mc, Jack--me as you
thought dead, too!”

“If »ou had writfen first it would have
been better,” sud_Jyck, * You've taken me
Ly surprise, uncle, and I hardly know what
to ray. If you'H eome up to the school with
me )l show you round. 1 suppose you menrn
to take the last train homel"

Mr. Grell laughed pastily.

" Want to get rid of me—hey?”’ he sug-

vested, ‘' Well, yoo won't—pot until it
plcases me to clcar off. See? An' we won't
£0 up to the school, ncither. 1 want a

vuiet talk with ye, so we'll stroll along this

here lane.'’”’

They had reached a polnt on the eutskirts
of the villa1e where a small lane led across
to an ouflying farm. It was a lane whieh
was generally desertced after nightfall, asd

the pair would be ccrtain of privacy there.

Jack Mason was filled with uneasiness and
Jlarm.  Having recovered from the first
vhock of fud that his uncle was alive, he
realised that this visit could mean no good.
Por his uncle was a rascal, and it was past
all belief that he had come ,dgwn to 8t.
Frank's for the mere pleasure of'seeing his
nephdw. .

“What do jyou want to talk about?
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asked Jack. ‘‘Have you Dbeen home
annt?’’ to

Mr. Grell enorted.

“Don’t talk about your aunt to me!” he
snapped. *“ Yes, I've bin home, an’ you
won't find me there agin. But look here,
Jack, 1 wang to ask you a few questions. 1
was 2 bit surprised when 1 heard that you'd
come to this sweil school.” °

“1 don't wonder at it,” sald Jack. “It
was A big surprise for me, too.”
‘“1 dessay,” oeed the other. ‘' But how

did ye manage it, boy? I want to know the
whole truth, mind. How comes it that an
orpban—a nevvy of a hard-working sallor-
man—is bein’ eddicated at a fust-class
schoal o; this mrtﬁtl.n

“ ces are g paid—"

(1] “'ﬁ) by?u

‘“l1 don’'t kmow exactly,” replied Jack.
*The lawyers do all the business, uncle.
They told me not to worry—'’

“That yarn won's wash,” put in Mr. Grell
rimly. ‘* Lawyers ain't generous folk, that

know of; it ain’t their way to pay money
for other people. They're simply actin’ for
eomubody else. Who is it? Why are your
fces bein’ paid—" -

‘“1 don’'t kaow,” interrupted Jack steadily.
‘“1 was told that some money had been left
for the purpose of sending me to St. Frank's.
I always thought that you had died, and
that the legacy had been left by you.”

“Babh!" jecred Mr. Grell. * D’ye sdppose
that I'd lcave apy mooey o' mine to be
wasted on such blamed foolery as this?” '

‘It was rather extraordinary,”” said Jack
simply.

“That's a meer at me,” retorted Mr.
Grell. ''Don't you dare to sueer at your
own uncle, my boy. 1 won’t stand no sauce,
a0 you’d best understand that atraight away.
You know perfectly well all about this
money, so don't fake up any yarms to me.
Understand?’’

“1've already told you the truth—"

‘“You ain’'t! Wbo's paying this money?™
demanded Captain Jim roughly. *° An’ how
iIs it bein’ supplied? Can jFou lay your

hands on it if you want to?"”

‘“1 don't know who is paying it at all, now
that you demy all knowledge of it,”” said
Jack, in a puzzled tone. ‘' It’'s a legacy,
and the lawyers told me that everything
was perfectly in order. 1t might have been
left by one of my father’s relations—some-
body 1've never seen.'’

** That's quite likely,” agreed Mr. QGrell.
‘‘ What's the exaet sum?”

“I don't know, wuncle.
done!”

‘“Can’t you lay your hamds on it?"’ de-
manded the other. * Understand, Jaci,
that I'm your uscle, and your lcgal guar-
dian., You canr't do nothin’ without my
cansent—that's Jaw. An’ I don’t haold with
a8 kid of your class bein’ eddicated at this
laee. t there money can be put to

tter usee.”’ '

Mason was beginping to undcrstand,

I never | have



‘“ Yoo young Shylock !' grumbled Captain Jim.

notes all the same.—(See page 13.)

But he paid over the
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“1 don't sce wi:y you should try to spoil
everything like this, uncle,” he-said angrily.
‘* The moncy was left for me, and I can’t
touch it.
it war spent upon my education. The
lawyera pay my fecs and supply me with
pocket-money. That's alt I know.” )

‘ How much pocket-money do you gct?i™

“Ten shillings a week, and an cxtra
yound on the first of each month.”
“ By thunder!” ejaculated Mr. Grell,

“That's enough for & man to kcep a wife
and family! What do you do with all that
money?’’ .

“1 spend a lot of it on books, and there
arce.&ll sorts of expenses at a school like
St. Frank's, It isn't any too much. Ten
in the stu,cfy every day takes some of it,
wad there are other things, too.”

*“ Durned foolishness, I call it,’”” said Mr,
Geell.. * Fifteen bob a8 week for a kid like
you—that's what it amounts to. It's too
much, Jack, an” you'll have to send ten bob
of it every week to me—understand? I
don't. hold with a boy having too much
money.”’

‘““Thot’s not fair——"" began Jack hotly.
1 deu't want no lip!)* snapped Grell.
‘“You're undcer my cont.rof, an’ 1'm goin’ to
have my way. What's more, you'll go an’
sce-them lawyers, an’ ask if you can’t have
the money in a lump. I'll take charge of
it, an’ s¢c that it ain’t wasted. When a boy
Lias moncy left him he don't want to waste
1t on useless eddication. I'll shove it in the
Hank and puft you to a job. That money

will be a nice little nest-cgg for ye when yoo

come of age."

Jack Mason was boiling within him, but he
remained calmly outwardly.

“0{ won't leave 8t. Frank's!’ tic ex-
claimed grimly.. “Thc legacy was c¢spc-
cialy provided for me, and it wouldn't be
richt o touch it. Besides, 1 don’t think
the lawyers would agree, in any case. They
expressly told me that it was for no other
purposes.’’ |

““Lawycers arce the bigoest liars on earth,”
snapped Mr. Grell.  * Anyhow, we'll talk
about this some other time and make all
arrangements.  For the present, you'd best
band me all the moncy you've got.”’

Mason was rebellious. His uncle had ahso.
lutely pno right to demand a penny. With
regard to the legacy, Jack was not at all
alarmed. He knew well enough that Mr,
Grell’s plan could ncver be accomplished.
The solicitors would never consent to the
money bceing placed in the uncle’s care.

Jack wanted to. get away-—so that b
could think over thia development alonc.
-;x‘{; he pulled out all the money he had on
vm.

“I've only got a few shillings,” he said
shortly: ,

“ Norie of your lies!" snapped Mr. Greli.

“ Balh! What d'ye calt this? Five hob an’
ﬁ(l’me‘> coppers—— HalHo,~ what’s this
thing?”’

He picked up the half of a gold lecket
which {ay in Mason’s hand.

It was only left on condition that
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’

‘“That's nothing wmmuch,’”” said Jaock.
‘“ You've scen it before, uncle—don't you re-

!utwmber? It's got some Arabic writing on
' "

“Fancy you ke?i&g that thing all these
ycars,”' interrupte r. Grell, picking it ap.

‘““Why, you had this thing when you was
just a little nipm. It's pretty beavy, an’
it's solid gold, . I reckon that would
feteh a quid in & pawn-shop!”’

Jack pulled his hand away.

‘‘You're net f‘oing to take that, uncle!”
he protested. ' It's a keepsake —*

“I can bhave a look at it, F supposc?”
growled Captain Jim. * Bein' an eddicatcd
man myself, I can read this here lingo. An’
I never went to no swcll school, meither.
Kxperience 8 what you want, boy- not
{earnin’."

It waa quite true that Mr. Grell could read
Arabic. But this was mainly on account of
the fact that he had voyaged frequently to
Algiers, Alexandria, and other North African
ports. He had spcnt years there in his
earlier lite, and had picked up a smattering
of{ all sorts of languages. Arabic was onc
of those which he could read. .

He etruck a match, and looked at the
half locket interestedly. He did not expcct
to discover anyt(hinf 0f s startling nature;
he was mercly curious, wishing to look at
the Acabic aigns again, having vague
meraories that they were of a curious
nature. Indecd, he even rcmembered a
portion of the message,

For this Arabic writiuz was roughly
scratched upon the iuner sidec of the gold
casing, sevcral lines of sighs being visible,
Neither Jack nor his uncle knew how they
bad crme there.

But Mr. CGrell was startled with a vene
geance !

‘“What's this?--what’s this?' he e¢x-
claimed suddenly. * Why, blamec wme- —
l(;‘tu's'v: the match! Here, strike another,
oy!'" -
The match had burnt Captain Jim's

fingcrs, and Jack took the bLox and struck
another. He could not understand why his
uncle was 6o excited. How c¢ould this half-
locket bave affected him so? He¢ had scen
it often enough before.

‘“ Well, I'm durned!"’ ejaculated Mr. Grell.
‘“ What’'s the meanin’ of thia? How did ye
get this, Jack? WWhere's the other halfy”

“ What do you mean—how did I gct it?"

“Don’t fool with me, boy,”” snapped
Grell.  ““ This ain’t the balf I've allus seem
afore -it's the other half—the one what
was missin’, How did yc get it, Jack? An’
what have. ye donc with the other—=*’

**Y{ don't know what you're talking about.’”
interrupted- Jack. * You're making a mis-
take, uncle. That's the half I'vc always
had, and | don’t know where the rest of
the locket i, Why, what gave you thc
idea?’”

Mr. Grelt made po answer for n time. He
made Jack strike match alter match while
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he clogely examined the interior of the
logket.

And, curiously emough, (rell was right.
This actually was the other half! But Jack
Mazon himself was quite unaware of the
faect. The change had come about in a goeer
:jig'nmr-—ud Reginald Pitt had becen respon-

¢

During the previous weeX Mason had re-
ceived a visitor In the person of Mr. David
Btrong, the man who waa actually paying
Bis fees at 8t. Frank’s, but who was re-
garded by Jack as a kindly, impreunieus old

gentieman.

Well, Mr. 8trong had left a small sealed
paetue bebind him, quite by nceldut. And
while Masoa was secing his visltor to the
station Pitt had seiged the tenity o
exa:;.lna the package—Pitt being a curious
you

To his astonishment, he had found that
the package contained nothing more remark.-
able than the other hall of a locket, which
correaponded exactly with the half ia Jaek's
poeséserion. Pitt bad seen this, and it bap-
ﬁucd to be lying in the study at the time.

had ocompared the two, finding them
apparently idemticral. Evem the Arabic

tlngtohhuedmtedcnlndm«lwo‘ an

In brief, Pitt bhad replaced the wrong
helf! He didn‘s know It .t the time, and
he didn‘'t know It now. Both he and Mason
were certainly umeducated in Arabie, and
they were not lware of the chmp Pitt had
umned wp the ‘pu nunn , 8nd, npatu-
rally, he had said not In eomsequence,
M was In total ignorance of the faect
that the chage contained the missing
ha¥ of his t.

Pitt was Interested—and with reason. VYor
be found out that Mason had g:-nlc d hls
balf since a btby. And yet bad oaly
met Mr. Strong a few mponths before. It
was rather remarkable that the ald gentle-
man should possess the bhal-locket—more

articularly as he was upaware that Jack

ad the r half. To Pitt's mind it was

rather a mlx-up, and yet he could not
straighten it out without admit that he
had opened the pachage. Bo Reginald Pitt
remained silent.

It was quite bewiider! therefare, to
Jaek Muon Re poduvcly eved that bis
uncle had made & mistake. The very ldea

that this was not the hailf-lochet he had

always posscssed was prepasteross. How
could It be anything ghe? Jaek belleved

that it had becn n his pomession all the
time.

“1 don't understand you, uncle,” he sld,
after Mr. Grell had spent fnll’ three minutes

ia examining tln loeket. * You must be
'rons-—-—
“Don't be a young fooll”’ nap,ed lr

Grel], bis eyes escitedly.

1 ain't got eyes? This writhh' h
different—1've nm seen this half afore.
Where's the other? Out with It, boy?”’

“1 tell you I haven't scon it,”’ protested

s

Jark angrily, ‘* There is nwo nt‘ e ha 1.
This is the piece I've always had- -

“ Don't tell them les to me ! ?ped aut
the man. * You ean ray that till you re
biue in the face, but [ shan't belleve ye!
I waut the whole locket-—compiete. | shan't

take it away from ye, s0 don't be a youny
‘milin [ only wan to hav» a ok at the
"t "

“But | dom’t im-———-

* Theso you go agin'’’ reared Mr. Grell
“T'll be at the stile to-morrow evening at
baif-past seven, just the ame aa | was to-
s‘; Awn’ you've got to enme round an’

me the other hwalf. Now doun't make
jections. You've got i, un’ yeu
uodn t tell me that you ain't!”
Jack sighed.

“§ dom't understand what all the fuwm s
about,”” be sald quielly. *“ Il you won't be-
lieve me, uncle, you won't. But [ tell yom
that you have made a bMlandesr. How conld
I have the other hall when |'ve never seen
It? You musd have forgobtten., or jyou're
mixing thie locket wp with anotlier ome.
Uive It back to me, pleam.”

‘* There's no hurry,” sald Mr. Qeell,  Don't
forget to be at the stie at half pnst ee'cen,
bring down the other half. [1'll give yu
the whoie lockpt artcr I've oked at the
two of '‘em. An' I'm gobr’' to keep tids-- -

‘“You're not! shouted Jack angrily.
“Qive K to me!”

The Iad knew his uncle well, and he was

nite convinced that Mr. Ureld wouid make

r the nrareat pawnshop in $he morming.
And then Jack would pever see his Recopake

again. The talk of the missing hall was
hcwlldorln but Masan was net thinkiag of
that now. He only hnew that his svatimsen-
tal littlc prisc was being stolen frowm him.

“I'll not give It S0 ye!'' anapped M.
Qwell. *“ An’ you seedn’t ook mn alarmed
over & slly lochet. Arter yon've shown me
the other half I'll et you have i3 back, and
not afore. To-morrow ovening '’

But Jack Mason was taking no ehanees
The locket was still n bie ubole's ™, and
Jack .uddﬂll{ thrust out hia hand and
m.tched the lochet away. Mr. Grell gave o

bet it wae too Iate.

'" fon Joung whelp!"” he bellowed. “ Gimmae
thap——'

But Jack waa fceing down the read like a
deer. Perhl it badn't been the ol l:is
thing to Mn if he bhad neglested
opportunity iu wounldn‘t have seen the loelct

again. Captain Jim tore after him,

** Come bwi dorma you!' he shented
fnrlomI‘ “1'It skin yo alive for this! Bring
the locket complete to-morrow pight—-"'

But Mr. Grell’'s ovders fell on deafl ears.
He was a flect roaser for a wommewhat heavy

man, but Masoa was Mke a whonnd by
comparison. Ne shot away ln
and onily slowed down after he had melnd

the main lame to 8t. Prank’s

He felt exeited and worried. But there
was one canse for satisfaction. Rip precicus
locket was safe, and had no intention of
handing it to Bie une again.
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CUNPTER VI
PIIT MAKES A RARQGALN.

FGINALD PITT looked at his afudy-
mate curicusly, although Masoft was
unawaro of the Serpeni's ¢xamina-
Ltion. The two of them were at prep.

m KRtudy FE, and theee was sllence in the
lithlr apartment.

Patt. knew well cnough that something had
uperl Jack. Hao was quiet enough, and he
wrnt on with hie work in his usual methodi-
cal manner. But. at thoe same timc, bhis
tace was flushed, and ho could not conceal
tha anxiety in his cyecs

“Uncle Simon!" Pitt told himself. * That's
tiie trouble.'”

Pitt had et Blr. Grell, and hic was not
aurpriscd thnt Mason was worried. Buat Pitt
aked no ueatione, instinctively realising
that be would get no asatisfaction. And,
afl~r all, it was not his businecss. He had
) AN love Captain Jim, for the latter
had tomed upom him on one oceason and
bad hurled him into a diteh. This waas in
n fit ol fury, when Pitt had failled to bring
Aleon to his uncle.

Ncither was ittt on very good terms with
(s study-nuate. Tho paie had had numcerous
guarrcls, and it did not make Pitt any thw
Lappicr when e realised t he was the
cause of them »ll. Mason was certainly uot
to blame, briug ouc of the mildest juniors
o the Remove. At the same time, Mason
bhad n temper, and he knew how to uvwe his
fists. Fullwood knew that —to his sorrow.

Pitt wac inclined to be pleasant —especially
after tho affair in Fullwood's study. Bat
when prep. was over Mason walked out ol
tie room without a word. This waa rather
anfortunate, for Pitt took it as a slight,
aud he fronncd vopleasantly.

As a matter of fact Mawn was too bhuay
with his thouchts to realise that his action
accemed rather queer. He quite forgot that
Pitt was in the study, and walked out alisent-
mindedly. He wanted to think—to comce to
& (echsion.

And, pacing o the dark Triangle, he camce
v one.

(ircll was not likely to come to thie school,
snd Mason decided that it would be wiser to
aaxv nothing for the present. If his unele
setually did pay a visit, Jack would have
no hestation In appoaling to Nebson Lee or
th. Head

Jack el quite justifed in his action.
Grell had wo right to the locket, and he
would costainly bave stuck to it if Mason
fiad ot acted promptly. What the oomse.
auenccs would Le remained to bo scen, Lut
Jark was not nervous.

Handlorth and De Valerie and all the reat
Qida‘'t even kgsow that the man they had
etruggled with in thoe lane war Mason’s
uncle, and the affair was allowed to blow
vwvee withoat aur reference being made to it,

i did not fall to notice a difterence In
Mawn that evenlug., aad 1 gucssed that he
had scen hLie prectous e and was {ar
from pleased. However, 1L was nn concern
of mine, and 1 sdkcd uo cuestions.

*
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Mawo sccmked rathice absent-mindcd when
U had o chat with him about football—
which w. most remarkable. For Jack was
as keen as mustard on footer, and there was
a distinet pros{)ccb that he would play for
3. Fraonk's in the next big match. [n fact
it was as good as eetiled, for BMason had
proved himsedl to be a player of quite ua-
wantal ability. . |

His preoccupation, therefore,. was an ex-
cclent measuro of the worry In his mind.
Only a very serious affair would have caused
him to t¢reat football as a kind of side-
interest; and that was certainly his atti-
tude just then. S8ccing this, I dropped the
subject and teft him alonc.

L had hall 2 mind to ask what the trouble
was and t0 offer my help. But I have a
borror of prying into other people’s aftairs,
aod 1 dida’'t want Mason to think that [
was inquisitive. It would be better to wait
a little longor and sce how events turned.

On the following morning thc boy frem
Bermondsey was more cheerful. (Food
sleep had driven the wo away, and he
told himeelf therc was no hini to coucern
himsclf about. QGrell was down there for just
what he could get, and Mason did not coa-
stder it his duty to obey his uncle.

With regard to the appointment for that
evening, he didn't intend to keep it. Con-
sidering what had happened, he couldn't.
Aod Captain Jim would certalnly not expect
the boy to be there.

Whether lie expected Mason or not, how-
cver, Mr. (irell ¢urnod up. He thought, per-
haps, bhat Jack would be afraid to Kkeep
::ay. a'l':d it would be just as well to be on

e spot.

Naturally, Macon would not bring the
locket. Urell was quite syre of that, but
it he could get hold of the boy again he
would adopt difforent tactics. Force was
cvidently useless, for Jack resisted it. So
persuasion must be tried—pereussion and an
assumed kindlinegd.

But Jack waen’t there.

The long road between the villuge and tho
school was dark and deserted. The night was
quite clear, the moon shiring some in
tho sky. although completely hidden by the
high trees of Bellton Wood. The lane was
in deep gloom, and theee was a touch of
frost in the alr.

Mr. Qrell sawore savagely as he glanced at
his watch and found that the time was n
quarter to eight. Jack wasn’'t coming, and
Urell felt as though he could shake the bo
like' a rat. At that very moment Jack
Mawon was seated in his study, busy with
bis bhooks.

Pitt was disgusted. If Mason hadn't been
such a “swot.’” life wounld have becn easi{-r
in 8Study B. But whenever Pitt wanted te
talk, lhs(mt was deeply immersed in work,
It was most ammoying. Even if Pitt inter-
rupted, he only recelved shiort replies, and
the sort of t-hin': {reitated him.

Pt was a fellow who liked companion-
ship, and it was only natural, wps, that
he should seck the socidty ot Fullwood and
Co., for he was not made welcome in any
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other study. Juniors were polite, but Pitt
knew that his presence was not desired.
From one point of vicw, therefore, Mason
was rather to blame for the feeling which
cxisted between the two juniors. :

Pitt lounged out into the Triangle at
about eight o’clock, having finished his pre?.
He always “ skipped " over it as hurtiedly
as possible. From the Triangle he strotled
into the road, half deciding to walk down to
the village in order to obia.m some cigarattes.
But he hesitated, wondering if the game was
worth the candle. Pitt's desire for smoking
was not nearly so great as it had been.

A form loomed up out of the gloom.

* That you, Jack?” came a soft voice.

*“ No, it isn't Jack,” retorted Pitt. *‘ You're
(rell, ain’'t you? What the deuce did you
mean by chucking me into the ditch the
other day——"' |

‘* Why, it's Master Pitt,"” said Captain Jim,
coming forward. * I’m glad you’ve come out,
young shaver. I want a werd with ye.”

. I'm not particularly anxious,” said Pitd
shortly. .

*“ Don't bear no malice, young ‘un,’”’ rsaid
Grell ‘rlemntly. “1 was widd when 1
handled you rough. It's up to me to apolo-
giee, an’ I don’'t want you to think I'm a
bad sort o' ohap. That's square enough,
ain’t it?” -

Pitt laughed.

*“ What do you want me to do?’’ he asked
calmly. ] .

“* Why, I'm only bein’ friendly-like—"'

“1s that all?” asked Pitt. ‘I thought
you were just resorting to fattery—or, at
least, that you wanted to make things genial
again. You're not the kind of man to waste
words over a junior unless you want{ some-
thing out of it, Mr. Grell. And I haven’t
{or*iven you for thdt ducking, so don’t think

ave.”’

“ Well, that's unkind of ye,” said Mr.
Grell. 1 didn’'t mean no harm, an’ I've
apologised. Wot more can I do? I come
here to meet my nevvy, but the yo@ng rascal
hasn't turned up.’ .

** Did he know that you were coming?’’

. Yes." i

The Serpent laughed again. ]

‘ He didn’t say anything abouf it,” he re-
marked. ‘1 left him in the study five
minutes ago, busy at his work. That’s how
much be cared for your appoimtment, Mr.
Grell. I don’t think he likes you, somehow.”

Captain Jim scowled.

“I'l make him smart!” he exclaimed
savagely. ‘‘ But, look here, Pitt, if you're
willin’ {o lend me a hand I'll make it worth
your while. If you can do somethin’ .for me
you won’t have no cause to grumble.”

Pitt became interested.

*It all depends upon what yon want,” he
replied. * 1f you're asking me to do any-

thing dirty I shan't listen to you. I don’t
ind anythi reasonable, but there’'s a
ﬂ‘mﬂ. And what would it be worth?”

. Pitt remembered taat he was stony, and
with Do et of ‘‘raising the wind."

Pitt ba being stony, and he was willing
to seize any chance to improve his finanees.
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“I'll tell you wot it's worth when I know
8 bit more,”” said Captain Jim. “I'm
Mason’s uncle, an’ the young varmint has
deliberately disobeyed me. s’pose you'll
agree that I'm the right chap to contrcl

him?”

‘“I won't pass an opinion,” said Pitt
calmly.

‘“Well, you've got a [fair perve, but I

reckon you're just the kid for my job,” said
Mr. Gredl. “I'll git to the peint. Do you
Enow “anythin’ about a .gold locket which
Jack’s got?"”

P"t‘l know quite a lot about it,”” replied
itt.

“ By thunder!” murmured Mr. Grell.
‘“ We’'d best stroll down the road, Pitt. You
an’ me can have a friendly little chat.
Now, about this here locket. Do you know
where you can lay your hand on it?”

‘“It's in Mason's pocket,” s replied Pitt.
“1 can't very well get at it, even if
wanted to. I don’t happen to be a thief.”

Captain Jim laughed heartily.

‘“You will have your joke!’ he exclaimed,
as they walked down the road. * Thief?
That's all rot, young shaver. Ain't [ the
kid’s uncle? That locket ain't his no more
than it's yours. It’s mine, an’ he won't give
it up to me. If yon’'ll git hold of it you’'ll be
doin’ me a service, an’ there’ll be no question
of thievin’ about it. A man can’'t steal Lis
own propertyl’”

‘“That's one
marked Pitt.
so eager to get hold of that balf-locket?
not worth much, is it?”

‘““ Just a bit of sentiment,’”” explained Mr.
Grell.- ** That belonged to my pore mother,
an’ I've alHus wanted it with me. But wot's
that you said about half a locket? Ain't it
all there?”

“ Mason's only got balf,” replied the Ser-
pent. .

He did not mean to mention anything
about the other half. He wasn't -supposeﬁ
to know of ite existence, for it was in Mr.
Strong’s sealed package. And Pitt saw no
reason why he should reveal that fact to
Grell.

“Only half!”

way of looking at it.,” re-
‘““ But why the deuce are y?u
It's

repeated Captain Jim.
“ That's queer. I allus thought he had the
complete locket. 1f you'll git me that half,
Pitt, I'll give you a quid. Good enough?
A quid, all for yourself.”

Pitt considered. |

“] wouldn’'t do it at all, but I'm hard-up
just now,” he said at last. °** And, a3 you
say, it's not a question of stealing. You're
his uncle, and it's only a family affair.””

‘““ That's all,”” agreed Mr. Grell promptly.
‘““ Well, wot d'ye say?”

“] waant the quid—now,” replied Pitt.
““1 .shall feel safer if you pay in advance,
Mr. Grell. I'll bring you the balf-locket to-
morrow evening.”

“] don't pay on them terms,”” said the
man curtly. ‘I don't mind lettin’ you have
five bob on account—— .

‘“ All right,” said Pitt. * The deal’s off.”

**You aint no ordinary kid, durned if you
are!” dcclared Mr. Grell. ‘- Let's talk this
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over a bit mere. Juckh's got the whole locket
—X'1] swear to that. An' for why? Becausc
the Dicer U saw last night wasn’'t the half
he allus had. See? He must have the two,
cor it couldr’'t auve bLeen changed.”

Pitt nearly whistled. So he had mixed up
the two balves after opening Mr. Strong's
pockage! That action, evidently, was lead-
e o uncexpeceted consequences.
waz very short of money.

** How much would you give to get the
whole locket?™” he asked slowly.

“¥ive guid—dovwn!" replicd 8fr. Grell at
OnCe.

“Jt's not worth two-—intrinsically.” said
ihw  junior. * Look here, Mr. Grell. if
you'ry willing to give a fiver tor the locket,
it stands to rcason that it must be worth
nmore. I bet those Arabic sighs——"'

*“Bosh ! ‘interrupted Captain Jim hastily.
“f dessay it ain't worth more than two
quid, rightly spcakin’; but it's worth tive to
me because 'm a sentimental chap.”

“You leok it!" remarked Pitt calmly.
“ 8till, it's no business of minc, »nd 1
could certainly do with a fiver. 1 didn't

mean to say anything about it, but I
can’t sce that tt'll do any harm, and 6Gve
pounds is five pounds.’’

“You never spoke a truer word!’” said the
man  eagerly, “I knew young Jack was
Ivio’ to mce. the young varmiot!™

“ {le wa::n'¢ lying at all,” Pitt exclaimed.
‘“ He doesn't know aunything about the other
Juwdii, It's in & little sealed package, and
4t was left here by mistake by a Mr, Strong,
a frirnd ot Mason's.'”

““ Ao’ how do you kunow the
eide?”

“Well, U haven't got eyes like X-rays,”
replied Pitt.  How do you think [ koow?
X opencd it. of course, and did it up again,
'while Mason wasn't there. I suppose I'm a
ool to tell you anything about it. But «f
<he thing's worth a fiver to you, I don't sco
why 1 shouldn't make a bit for myscll.
You'rc Mason's uncle, and you must have a
vight to the things.' .

Pitt tried to make himself belicve that he
was justified; that Mr. Grell had every right
¢o the gold locket. But Pitt was unsucccss-
iful. He didu't convince bimselt at all. He
koew e was doing wrong: but he didn't
draw back. _

“ How are you goin’ to get the things,
any'ow?’”" asked Grell. .

“Well [ don't want to take any risks, if
that's what you mean,” replied Pitt. ¢ The
came wouldn't be worth it. But if you'll
make it siy quid I'll outline a Little scheme
which will be as sate as houses. s it a go?”

““ Let's hear the scheme fiest.”

“It you ndop!l it,
quid?"”’

" Yes,
tain Jim,

iocket’s to-

will you pay me six
you younz Shylock!” growled Cup-
“ You stem to think I'm a bloated
miltionaire ! Yeu'll skin me out, hanz yout”
- Pitt gvioned, taking oo aotice of this
statcment. {t wasn’t quite }mﬂg. for Mr. Grell
fiad over ten poupds in hid pgocket at that
moment, and lie Kucw where he could lay
han’e on a {urther supoly i nocessary.

And Pitt ]t
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The scheme was outlined, and Mason's
uncle was cuthusiastic. It was close upon

uine o'clock before the pair parted, and then
the gates were closed. Thiz didn't worry
Reginald Pitt, tor he slipped over the wall
and stole into the Ancient House without
being seen.

He fell extremely satigfied with the even-
m%‘-s. events., Exactly one hour later, after
gouting into bed, his feelings had altered.
The satisfaotion was lacking, and he felt that
he was several kinds of & rotter.

But the Serpent bad committed himsell
now, and the scheme had to go. through.
Morcover, e had three pounds in his pocket,
and three more were to come.

And that, at all events, was some cou-
solation fur his conscience. The very fact
that lre had a conscience was surprising. 1b
even surpeised Pitt himself,

(S V)

| CHAPTER VIL
THE SCEEME—AXD A HITCH |

¢ ELEGRAM, Master Mason.”

Tubbs, the Ancient House paye,
came into Stady E on the following
afMternoon, which happened to be a

bali-uoliday. Blason was in the apartment
alone, attirod in footer rig-out, for e wus
to play in the House match.

“For Pitt?" he asked. *‘ All right, Tubby.
Put it on the table."”

“It's for you, Master Mason,” s=aid the
page-boy.
~ Jack took it wonderingly, for he couldn’t
imagine why a telegram should come -for him.
Tubbs was ahout to lcave, when Pitt strolled
in, smiling.

““I'm_going to watch the match this after-
noon, Mason,”” he said affably. * Hallo!
Who's the telegram for?"

*“ Master Mason, sir,’”” said Tubbs.

The page-boy passed out, and Pitt closed
the door.
‘* No gadding about this afternoon,” he

said, grinning. ‘“ L['m going to be quite o
good boy and watch you glaym foothall.
The fact is, I'm getting ratoner interested in
footer, Nipper’s never given me a trial, but
that only because L didn’'t want one. But
T'm oot so dusty——"'

Pitt paused as he realised he was address-
ing the empty air. Mason had opened his

telegram, and was reading it with great
cagerness. . )

*Oh, how ripping!”’ he exclaimed, his eycs
ghinlng. 5

* Somebody left you a fortune?’ asked Pitt
politely. . .

“ Mr. Strong will be in Bannington tbhis

afternoon,” sald Jack, “J shall have to gc
over to sce him, of course. He's asked me to.
(t's about that package ho left behind.”

“How's the team going to (fare without
vou?’ asked Pitt.

“Oh!" Mason's lace ®clouded. “ I shali
have to miss the match,”’ he went on regret.
fully. * Louh at the tefegram.”
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Pitt took it, and read the message:

‘* Wil be at Bull Hotel, Bannia , this
afterncon. Wikl you hl;‘:ﬁ that age ovey
t0 me—the one |} left nd? N be very
pleased fo see you, Jack. Don't fail

DAVID S8TRONG.”

** 1 suppose you'll have to go,”” said Pitt.
‘* But there's Do need for to mian the
mafich, that 1. ean see ° afterncon ’
covers two or three hours, and the matebh’ll
be over by four. You ean easily rua over to
Banniagton on your bike after that. Mr.
Strong will be waiting til) five, 1'll bet.”

‘“Yes, 1 suppose he will,’”" said Jack.
“That's a good idea, Pitt. 1 should have
gone right off if you hadn’t given me that
tip. The wire was dispatched at Helmford,
1 seg.b Wh::"'s ﬂntl?;, 0d

“0b, a way o i " re-
plied Pitt. ‘1 suppese mrnvmafrlud
went to Helmfowrd on buiiness, so thought he
might as well collech that of his at
the same time. Rather queer he didn’t come
%o St. Prank’s, though.”

**Oh, 1 expeet the trains were awkward.”
said Jack. ° If he had come here, he might
have missed a good coinection—and he khovs
] doa't mind going over. Comiang out?”’

They left the study, Pitt in the rear. Yhere
was a smile upon Serpéat’s face, but it
was scarcely a contented ane. He was telli
himself bow easil
into the trap. Aiason never
&o wire was not from Mr. 8trong ad »ll—be
th" Bo earthly reasom to suspect coch a

ing.

The House match was nearly due to start.
and Pitt kept his word and was an loterested
speciator. It was the first time he hed stou)
by the ropes om Little Bide sinee his arri.al

at St. Frank’s. .
He thought he would bored. He wasn't.
He found h U ye with enthusiaan,
and crested q s lot of atiention. 1t was
unusual to see R Pitt eheering his sirle
in a football mateh. But the fact remained —

and it wvas an excellent sign.

I noticed Pitt’'s attitude on several oces-
sions: 1 Boticed his fushed face and his
sparkling eyes. This all told of a change,
and 1 began to {eel that the day would soon
come when the Serpent would cast aside his
ol habits altogether.

It is oot my intention to go ,
longhy descriplion of this mateh. 18 was
quite an ordinary affair, the outatand-
feature being Mason's wonderful work in
the forward Mme. Ile surpassed all ex -
tions, and converted an easy victory for us
into a positive trlu::rh. He scored six goals
in that mateh, a three of them were
Mason's. The College House Eleven just
managed to score a le goal within twxo
minutes of the Suish—when we bad grown
carelcas. 1 even that Haandforth. ut
the fullness of his heart, allowed the ball to
slip past him into the nct— Handforth being

alie. Fdward Oswald was & kind-hearted

w, and he knew that we could sflord to
give the Monks one

Juck Mason’s fate was scaled from tbat

intn any

ling | and there—to
the new boy bhad la‘ll:u':‘
a

19

bour—a fats bhe delighted in. He wis posi-
tively booked his oolours im the Junior
Kleven, and wask't a siagle fellow in
the Remove who roised a prodest. [b woubi
have becn maduess 10 play a madch without
includlng Masoa.

however, and when

He was a modesi
blm to comgratulate

everybody loohed
him, he bhad bunmked off the Beld. 'This

wouldn’t © been the case, perbaps, if Jack
:l:d b‘lﬂ of time. But he was anxious
'}

to Innlnsm in order to k
bis appointment wi the supposed rrp

$trong. Pitl went up into \be dormitory
with kim, and offered 10 cycle over to Ban-
oinglon at the same lime.

* Thanks,” sald Mason. 1 shall b
awfully glad, Pitt. 1 say, ean’'t we get op 0
bit v together?”’

*“ That's what we are doing.” said Pitt
calmly, “ [I've been a bit of a bDeast som.-
times, Mason, bul you mustn't take any
motice of me.”’

As Pitt was utieriag the words he feit how
bollow his fSrsé remark was, and bow ‘rulh-
ful the latter. He had eerfainly been "
beast ’; and W say that they were getting
on better together was a mere farce. For
Pitt was even pow, at that very moment.
phmnhing a eontemplibie trick upon his study-
ma

He was balf-lvelined Lo give it up, thea
warn Masom of the whole
scheme. Unfortumateiy the thought of the

three poends to rome prompled him other-
wise. ADd Pitt. for all his fasulte, vas »
fellow of his word When ke made an

arraagemment, he stuek to it.
He and Mason started off soon after four
and cycied briskly along the road to Han

nington. Reginsld Pitt’s plan was a cunming
one. Mr. Oreill had wa hima to obtain
the locket, bud thet would have imvolved

certain amount of rizh for Pits.

The present scheme left him out of it com-
rldcly. and aa Qrell was sa every-
hing was all . It had been Pift's ides
to send tbhe wire. Mason would go over,
taking the kage—and, nutarally, the half-
lockes of his own. Ouce within the private
parmar of the Bull Hotel he would find him-
gsef face to face with his umale. And Mr.
Gre!l hinew that he would have no ditfleuity
in obtaining what he wanted.

Pitt himseif did nothing—exeept think out
the scheme. Also, he had been on bhand
when the telegram arrived In case Mason

shonid suspeet treachery. Pité would have
scotfed at the idea wnder these circum

‘stauces, and would have perssaded Mason to

go. Rut that had not been Deccesasry.

Me bad no imtention of going all the way
with Masom. His ides was to stay behind
in Bamnington on the pretuxt of doirg soma
shopping. The Bull Hotet was er Lhe further
outekirte. bet Pits would eyecle on ami
arrive just in time tu “‘rescuo’’ Muasoun from
bis uncle—after Greil had obtaimed what he
wanted. IR this way Masom wovkl st
suspect him of Deing Heated; aud would.
indeod. Delisve the ¢ te.

But while the pair were eycllag on, some-
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thing was happcuing at St. brank’s which
was dostined to make a very big alteration
tn the schewme. I was chatting with Nelson
Lee.in the latter's study.

The subject of our conversation was foof-
Ball, and I had Just changed into ordinar
it;tons. Nir Montie ahd Tommy wero prepa
ing teu in Btudy (.

“ A remarkable
U NOT Was Bayluf.
wrale the College Ho
al all
good?"

victory, Nipper,” the
“If you go on at that
use will have no look-in
And you gay that Mason is quite

“1 didn't,” 1 replied. “lood isn't th
word, sir. It's no exaggeration to say tha
fie's one of the flnest men in the Junior
Hleven; in fact, there are only ahout two
chaps who can touch his form."”

‘“One of them, of course, Icing yourself?”
smiled Lee,.
I grinned.

“1I'm a modest chap, guv'uor,” I replied..

“* There are certain things which I leave you
tvo imagino for yourself. Bul, really, Mason
»—-- Oh, ruts!’’

The telcplone-bell was ringing,
pulled the tnstrument towards him.

“Yes,” he said,  ‘* Bt. Frank’'s —that's quite
right. You are spcaking to Mr. Lee, of the
Ancient House— Ob, yes—— 1 dudr’t
quite catch the namc? Mr, David Strong?
Ob, quite ¢o! How are you, Mr. Strong?
Your yvoice sounds remarkably robust!”’

J looked on und listened intercstedly.

* Yes, of course you may speak to Mason,”
Raid the guv'mor. “If you will hold the
tine, my dear sir, I will send for the lad at
once. I have no doubt that he will be most
delighted Lo speak to vou.”

*“ Anolher job for me!" [ growled.

Nelson Lee turnefl his head.

It is certaiuly anotber job for
Nipper. Just run round and tetch
mill you? Mr. Ktrong is waiting.”

“ Where's he speaking from?”’ [ asked.

“ Brighton, you young rascal,” said the
guv'nor.
hnow that fort 7Tell Mason ti come heve.”

1 left the study. Brighton wasn’t so very
far off, and the ‘phone call wus quite a normal
vne. Mr. Strong Posalbly had an idea of get-
Ting Mason to jotn hhin for the week-end at
the senside, although
vory pleasant,

‘* Scen Mason?'” 1
Mc(Clure passed me.

‘““Not since the match.”™ replied NeClure.
*“Ain’'t he haviug teat”

‘* Yes, | suppose 80, | replied.

We walked up the passage together, and 1
turned into Study E. One look was suflicient
- -the room was empty, and there was cer-
tainly no gign of tea. If I found it necessary
tv chuse Mason all over the House, Mr,
iﬂmng would be cut off by the time I found
wm, .

“Gone out, by the look of I, 1 mur-
mured. © Well, it's no gootll—" |

And then 1 paused. I had caught sight of
a familiar-looking envelope in the fireplace—-
a telegram-envelope. This Immedintely sng-

and Lee

you,
Mason.

the weather wasn’t

asked, as Churceh and

“ What on earth do you waunt to
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gested things, and I loohed rouud the rovm
with a gearching eye. .

My quest was a short one. Upon the book-
shelf, neatly folded, was. a telegram. I felt
fnstifled in reading it—especially after see-
ing that Jack Mason's vame was upon the
crumpled envelope,

‘““What's this?’’ [ muttered, as I read the
message. ‘“Bull Hotel, Bannington? How
the dickens can Mr. Strong be in Bannington
if he’s in Brighton?’’

The thing was lmpossible, and I frowned
with perplexity. At all events, tliere was &
discrepancy somewhere. Mr. Stiong would
hardly tell the guv'nor that he was at Brigh-
ton if tie wasn't; and, in just the same way,
Mr. Strong would hardly ask Jack to go te
hiin in Bannington if he wasn’t there.

This led to a startling idea.

Sowething was wrong—either the 'phone
call or the telegram. 1t suggested that the
man at thce other end of the wire was not
Mr. Strong at all; or, it was just as probable
that the telegram was a faked one, ‘

In any case, it was quite evident that Jack
Mason had gone off to Bannington, so he
couldn’t go to the 'phone. 1 hastened back
to Nelson Lee's study and found him chatting
amiably with Mr, Strong about things in
general.

“ Why, Nipper—'" began the guv'nor.

“ Mason’s out, sir,” I said, in a low voice.
‘““And look a% this. I found it in his study.”

Nelsowr Lee continued talking into the
transmitter while he glanced at the telegram.
His eyes grew a little grim, but he showed
no other emotion.

‘““You are in Brighton, 1 understand, Mr.
Strong?” he asked. ®

‘“ Yes—pyes, quite 50,”' came the reply.

““ Would it be inquisitive for me to ask it
you have been there all day?”

‘““My dear sir, I have no secrets to keep.'”
cbuckled Mr. Strong. *1 came down by the
morning express from London. As [ ex-
plained a fey moments ago, I have an idle
half-hour jus{ now, gnd the whim seized me
to ring uf St. Frank's. You really must for-
give:-me for being such a nuisance.”

‘““ My dear Mr. Strong, I am quite delizhted
to have this little chat,’”” said Nelson Lee.
‘“ Indeed, 1 urge you to ring me up whenever
you havp an opportunity—and to pay me &
personal visit, too.” :

“I'm afraid [ can't get to 8St. Frapk's just
yet,”” replied Mr. 8trong. *I am oft to
France to-morrow, and sghall stay there a
week or two on bLusiness connected with my
estate. That is one reason why I wished to
have a few words with Jack. 1 want to bring
himl. a little souvenir back, and he shall hava
a choice—-"'

“I am very sorry, Mr. Btrong, but 1 have
just learned that Mason is not in the school
at the moment,'’ said Nelson Lee. ‘"It ap-
pears that he has gone to Bannington, and
will probably not be hack for an hkour.” .

‘““fhere!’’ ejaculated Mr. Strong. * 1 knew
it! Fven while I was ringing up I had an
{dea that something like this would turn up.
HBow annoving, Mr. Leé. But co matter—
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the affair is of no importance. Please f{o.-
give mo for bothering you so needléssly.”’

Two minutes later Nelson Lee hung up the
receiver, and then he turned in his swivel
chair with the telegram in his band.

‘ Naw, Nipper, what is this?’ he said in-
tently. ,

““ Well, I'm hanged if T know, sir,”” I re-
plied. * Why didn't you wusk Jir. Stronz
about it? Why didn't you ask him if he'd
gent. & wire?”

** Beeause it is perfeetiy obvious, young
'un, that Mr. Strong did not send a wire.”

‘* DO you think you were really speaking to
Mr. Strong?”’ 1 asked.

Nelson Lee smiled at me.

‘1 think you'll give me credit, Nipper, for
being suflicientdy wide awake teo. detect a
deception of that sort,”” he said. **It was
Mr. Strong right enough—ang it is the tele-
gram which is at faulr.”

‘* But why didn't you mention it to him,
guv'nor?’’ [ persisted. ‘‘ He ought to be
told, you know."”

‘“* No doubt, Nipper—and he will be told.
Indeed, I intended informing him of the fact
at once, but then I learned that he is off for
Franee in the morning. Neow, a man who is
just about to leave the country would not
want a worrying matter of that sort put
before him. 1 think we are quite capable of
dealing with it ourselves, Nipper. Mr.
Strong can hear abhout it when he returns, in
a week or two.”

 * Bat what

‘“* Ob, that alters it!’? 1 =aid.
does t.flis wire mean?”’

Nelson Lee rose from his ehair.

““That is what we are now about te find
out, young "um,” he replied grimly.

CHAPTER VIIIL
NOT ACCORDIKG TO PROGRAMIME.

OMFETHING was decidedly amiss.

“It is most fortunate that Mr.

Strong happened to ring up this after-

noon,” remarked Nelson Lee, as he lit

a cigarette. ‘‘ But for that fact, Nipper, we

should have had no warning. And, let me

tell you, there is not 2 moment to be loat.

How long ago did Mason start out for Bap-
nington?’’

‘Y don't know, sir.”™ -

** Then find out, Xipper—find out!" rapped
out the guvnor. ‘1 will get the car ready,
and we'll start within five minutes.”

**Can Montie and Tommy come, sir?’ 1
asked eagerly.

** No, eertainly not! Still, I don’t krow
that it matters,”” added Lee. * There's no
reason why they shouldn’t have She Depefit
of the ride. 8ince Mr. Strong is in Brighton
it is obviously impossible for him to be In
Banningten. A telegram is a most bamdy
method of deception, Nipper, since there is
mo handwriting to r ise, and it carries
with it an urgency which is liable to disarm
any possible suspicion. Such a trick eocuh
Bot deceive us—but Mason is in ced.”

‘** Who's the culprit, then?’ I ashed.

-cloak-room
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“Why, Grelly of course—Muson's uncic '
replied Lee. ‘* Who else? You hnow as well
28 I do that Grell has heen trying to sce his
nepnew for the past two or three days, and
it now appears that he is after a certain
ccaled paekage. Suggestive, Nipper. There
is something hebind al} this.”

"““'fhat’'s what I've beer thinking, sir—'

“ Well, don't think pow,” interrupted the
guvner, ' Be at the gates within five
miniutes. and not a moment later. We don't
xnow the exact pature of this plet, but we
do know that every minute is of value.”

I hurried off, and soon learned that Mason
Lhad taken his departure with Pitt about
twenty minutes before, w0 I had only missed
hint by a narrow margin. And with Pitt,
tco! Why was Pitt with him? Knowing the
Serpend’s record, I was a bit suspicicus.

Grell was undoabtedly responzible for the
trick. Instead of finding Mr. Strong at Ban-
nington, Mason would find his own uncle.
Nelscr Lee eoculd not have interfered if Cap-
tain Jim aeted apenly. But he had used
another man's name and had descended to
deliberate forgeil_'g-—tor that 3 what it
amounted to. erefore the gav'ncr was
justifiedd in taking a band.

I burst ipte Study C like a whirlwind.

*“ Ahout time you eame'!” 3zaid Watsol.
" Tea's been ready—""

** Bugt the tea!'' [ interrupted. ‘' Chuck
it all aside., and ecome with nie!”

" Begad! You're frigchtfully disturbin’,

‘“ What's the
Don't glare

’

Nipper.” c¢omplained Montie.
meanin’ of all this whirlwind?
at me, old boy—" |

“We're just going off to Bannington,” 1
explained. “ Mason’s been tricked by some
rotter, and the guv’nmer’'s going to rescue
hira. If you don't like to come with us, you
cah stay bebind. We're going by car.”

* Begad! How beastly interestin’!” sail
TregellisWest, rising to his feet. “I'm
always there when there's somethin’ on the
ro.  Exeitement eoits me wonderfully, an’
1 thrive—— Begad! Where are you goin’,
dear hoyst”

We hadn't time to wait for Montie to
finish. Temmy Watson was full of eanthu-
siastd in a moment, and we hurried down
the passage. Sir Montie, with a righ, followed
us. Wo oniiopamed for a moament at the

obtain our eaps and over-
co3te. And when wa got outside we found
Nelson Lee’s car shooting round from the
garage, with the guv'nor at the wheel.

“ Jump in, boys!’ he exclaimed briskly.
‘“ Well, Nipper?’ d

* About tweaty-five minutes ago, zuv'nor.”
1 said, knowing what he meant. * Pitt's with
:x_lm, ‘and tiey must be nearly there by this
ime."”

«“ A1) the more reasca for us to hurry,”
said Nelsom Lee.

We serambled on hoard, and shot ont into
the roadway, to the enormous indigpation of
Bandforth, wbo was rushing up behind with
the object of asking us where we wére off
to. Handiorth hated being left out of anjy-
thing; he comsidered it a slightt But he
was certainly left Behind on this occasion.
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We aimply whizzed down to the village, the
cold November air cutting against our faces
as we sped along. But this was nothing
compaured with our rale of progress once we
:tarled along the straight road to Banning-
on.

“ Ripping, ain’t it?"" I exclaiacd..

“1 think it's quite poasible that things
will be rippin’ it we meet anybody comin’
round that coruer,’”’ gacped Sir Montic. ** We
sball never do it, dear old boy. [ do hope
the fall won'¢ spoil my trousers'

‘“You ailly ass!'” panted Watson.
all right.”

Nelson Lee was certainly driving furiously
—-an oflicial language—but the corner was
nogoliated with porfect safety. That ride
to Bannmgton, in fact, was nearly a record.
Reckoning the time Mason must have taken
on his hiryelr, we couldn't be sery far
b hind. ‘

In the WHigh B8treet T canght sight of
Reginald Pitt. He waw us, too, and he waved
his hand and amlled as wo shot past. ‘T'his
made me think, It looked a3 though Pitt
had nuthing (o do with the afTair, otherwise
ho would ve been with Mason now. The
probable explanation was that Mason and
Pitt bad simply ridden to the town together,
cach on his own busineas.

There were ten-toile-an-hour limits within
the town, hut Nelson Lee lgnared them com-
plotely. Wo went through Bannington at
tilly thirty, and two stout policemen gazed
ufter us with strong disapproval.

‘The Ball Hotel wasn't well known to me,hut
1 hiud heard of it. The place was only amall,
and had 2 romewhat qucstionnble reputatiou,
Ae we swung rouod a bend we cama within
"}ﬁ"" of it. and saw & bicycle standing out-
side.
- Jach Mason was already
hadu’'t been there for long.

H¢ had arrived about ten minutes hefore
u3. full of cngerness to eeec Mr. Strong,
whom [ really believe he regarded as a
fatbher. Although thinking that Mr, Stroug
wias poor and shabhy, Mason actually love
hite. He had raved the old chap’s life, and
thol pair had spent many happy hours to-
aetlher.

Jach bLad aot had a2 father that he could
remember, a0 it wasn't surprising that he
shiould he so attached to Mr. David Strong.
The Loy's home-life had been a conutag)
misor). cver since hio could remember. ¢
ladu’t hnown what ‘it was to have kindly
worda spoken to him untit he met Mr.

stmnf.
So he dismountid from his bicycle, caget
and cxpectant. There was a amall * hotel *’
centrance, and he went in that wa,. en-
euintening an untidily clad woman ia the
passage. Sho looked at him curiouely.

*“ls Mr, Strong bere?* asked Jack.

" Mr. Strong? Yes, he's in the parlmnr.”
eaid the woman, jerking her hand. “ In that
doot, there."” LR

Mason walked down the passazs to the
door of the little parlour. He certaialy
Aond-ered why Mre, Strong should have come

‘“ We're

there, Dut he
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to such a dwreputable
was probably cheap.

Grell had taken the precaution to give
Limself the name of Mr, 8trong at this inn.
ft disarmed Mason at once, even if he had
bﬁcn euspicious. He walked straight into
the parlour, never dreaming of treachery.

“Hallo, Mr. 8trong!” he cxclaimed
chreerily., *“I got your wire—"'

““Aa’ I've got you, Master Jack!" said a
harsh, ;cerin? voice. ‘* Now then, my lad,
t‘m goin’ to have a straight talk with you!"

Mason turned, gaeplni with dismay. Simon
Urell was behind bim, having been just near
the door. And he turned the key in the
lock and removed it. The lock wasn't much
good, certainly, because the woodwork was
old, and the lock Ipoked as though it had
come out of the Ark.

“ Uncfe!” muttered Jack, staring.

‘““Yea—uncle!” sneered Captain  Jim.
‘“ Surprised, ain’'t you? Didn't expect to sce
me here, hey? Well, you—"'

‘“Where's Mr. Strong?’ demanderd Jack
hotly. ‘' That woman out there told me that
Mr. Strong was in here. What have you
done weth him?"’

‘“ Raten «him for my tea,’”” said Mr. Grell
calmly. * Yon sgilly young fool; did ye
think that the old dolt was herc? I allus
thought vou was——*

‘““But he sent mo a wire!”’ shoutcd Mason.

‘“Did he? You recognised the hand-
weitin®, I suppose?’’ sneered (rell. ‘“It was
me whoe sent that télegram, Jack, my lad.
L uwsed somebody e¢lse's name just becos I
knew it would fetch ye. You wouldn’'t como
for your uncle, you young hound.”

Mason started back, with clenched flsts,

place as this; but ib

‘“You've tricked me!” he exclaimed
flercely.
“You don't say 80, smiled Mr. Grell.

Why, it was all arcanged—— Now, then!
None 0" your fooler{! t away from that
window, d’'ye hear?? An, il you slout out
for help, it’ll he the worse for ye!’

Mason regarded his uncle steadily.

““I'm golng to shout, for help,” he declured.
“Yoy've no right to keep me here——"

‘“ No right !’ roared Mr. Grell. ‘“ No right,
an’ I'm your own uncle! You impudent
{oung whelp! I'll show you whether I've
be righti”

Jack looked round him helplessly.

‘““ An’ don't make no noise, neither!” went
on Captatn Jim. ‘“You've got your owu
safety to think of, remember. You wouldn's
like to be kicked out of that big school,
would youl”

“I don’t know what you mean!" said Jack
angnily,

“Thew LIl tell ye,”’ said Mr. Grell, taking
h of the buy's arm. *“ 1{ you make any
fuss, it‘lU fet to the ears of your Head-
master. I['l see to that, mind. How would
it look, hey? A junior boy from St. Frank's
visitin®* a low pub in Bannington—a low
bovel like this here Bull Hotel. How would
it ook, Master Jack? Why, you'd get sacked
withia an hour!”

Mason could have cried alond with rage.
Grell was right. If It reached the ears of
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the Head that he had visited this place he} He could see that one

would certainly get into dire disgrace—it
might even mean expulsion.

**Well;,”” he muttered. ‘ What de you
want?’’

_‘“Ah, that’s betler,” said Caplain Jim,
lighting a cigar. *“Thatls a heap better.
my young shaver. Don’t make no noise, an’
you'll be all right. You've brought a sealed
package with you—hey?”’ :
Mason started. Mr. St

‘“ That Em:kage is Mr. Strong's!" be pro-
tested hotly.

“I'm Mr. Strong for the time bein',”
grmned his uncle. *‘ See? Give me that
package, and give me that half-locket o’
yours. Hand 'em over——"

“1 won't!” shouted Jack. “1I won't dn
anything of the sort! They’re not youre, and
you’ve no right to demand them. Open that

door, so that I can get out. If yom dom't

I'lt shout for helpn.”
-G“.ﬁn' get kicked out of St. Frank's?” jeered
rell.

“1 don’t care!’ retorted Masan. *“F'd
rather be kicked out of St. Frank's than give
you something which belongs to Mr. Strong!
And I don’t beliewe the lHeadmaster would
kick me out, either. I shall tell him every-

“ 50.; little puppy!’ sharled Mr. Grell
savagely. : ,

He grabbed Jack’s arm and held him
tightly. In vain the boy struggled. Mr.
Grell’'s muffler was thrust over his face and
drawn tight—a wise caution, for Jack
would have yelled lastily a moment later.

“We'll see who's master!” panted the
man.

He shovead bis band into Jack’s coat pocket,

and cursed as he withdrew it, empty. He’

tried another

And then came a sharp rap at the door.

*“@Go away!’ roared Grell furioudy, 1
don’t want to be distuarbed now!'!"™

‘* Open this door, '’ came a woman's
voice, shaking the handle. :

“I'l call out when [ want something'™
suapped Grell,

He held Mason tightly. so that he eouldn’t
make an outcery. Captain Jim meant to get
that locket; afterwards Jack could do what
he liked. It wouldn't make any difference
then, anyhow. |
- But Mr. Simon GreH couldn't sce through
the door. If so, he would have discovered
that the landlady wasn't alone. Nelson Lee
was there, and I hovered behind with Sir
Montie and Tommy. The guv‘nor had

ickly explaiced that °* Mr. Strong '’ was

re for an evil purpose, and the woman
had been ecager to assist us. ]

*“Open the door!” she repeated glmlly.

** Curse you, go away !’ came Grell's coarse
voice. -

‘“ Let me come, pletase!”’ murmured Nelson
Lee. : ‘

"of hix.
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. cshove would send
the door fiying inwards—and bhe shoved. As
he had expected, the lock gave way in a
moment. And the guv'nmor strode into the
room, with the rest of us piling behind.

Grell turned with a bellow of fury, which
somehow faded away when he saw who the
intruders were. Jack Mason was released
like a hot brick, and he staggered over to
the table. ;

*“ Wot's the meanin’ of-this?"’ snarled Grell.

‘“You peed mot aek that question'’ rapped
out Neison Lee. *‘ You tricked this boy to
come to you, and you were . ill-using him, Mr.
Grell. Mason, have you anything to say?”

** No, sir!” panted Jack. .

“Has this man persected you at all?”

‘* He—he was going to take something of
mipe, sir,” replied Jack hesitatisgly. ‘* You
Just came in time to prevent him. Thonk
youu, sir. 1 don't know what would have
happened if yor hadn't eome.”

Urell swore horribly.

** He's my nephew!’ he shouted with great
violence. ' I'll do what I like—"

“No. Mr. Grell, you will not!"’ snapped
Lee curtly. ** Mason has told me that yvon
were in the act of stealing some propertv
I give you just tem secomds to Zet
out of this place.”

** Why, yos—you——"

‘ Begad'® Sball we kick him out, sir?”’ asked
Moutie eagerly.

“I'll have the law en ye——"" began Grell,
swearing again.

Nelson Lee made no bones about it this
time. He seized the raacal by the cout-
collar, ran him along the passage, and
literally hurled him into the roadway. Simcn
Grell feared more, for he scrambled up, and
tore away into the dusk for all he was wortl.
He disappeared round a bend in the road.

** Why didn’t you give him in charge, sir?"”’

asked Watson.
- ** Because he is Maszon’s uncle,
must consider the lad,”” replied Nelron Lec
quietly. * I fancy he will think twice beforc
resorting to any further tricks of this sort.
Come, boya."

We entered the passage again, and foum.l
Jack Mason etil in the pariour. He bhad
recovered his composure by this time, and
thankcd Nelson Lee quietly for coming to
his rescue.

Nelson Lee gave the landlady five shillings
for damages to the door—which really
amounted about tuppence. After that we
all got into the motor-car and went sedately
home.

‘there i3 one other Iittle point. Mason,
upou being asked about the sealed package,
told Nelson Lee that it had been left behind
by Mr. Strong. Apd the guv'nor suggested
that it should be left in his charge—a sug-
gestion which Jack eagerly eonsent:d to.
He felt that it would be safer with Nedaon
Lee.

and we

THBR END.

NEXT WEEK !—(See p. iv of cover.) :
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| OUR POPULAR SCHOOL SERIAL?

To. Chums o LittHleminster School.

A Magnificent Story of School Life and Adventure,

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

=]

The First Claplers.
R

L ASIL HOOD is a
On his arrivgl he makes a friend of
JOHN CHALLIS, 4 Senior in the Fifth Form.

QUYERS gand COGGIN are two bullies, who, wilh
some others, try to make Challics join the
“Clubs,” an athletic society. Herefuses, and
they determine to send him to Covenlry.
He is persuaded laler by Mr. Evans, a master,
10 joon. Challris takes Hood fishing in a
puak, which gets cast adrift. Laler on
Grainger, the Captatit, sees Chullis at the
nels, and asks him to play for the next sicteen

—

There wae that incident of the fishing ex-
pedition with young Hood, too, to furtner

w boy at Liltleminster School. | incline thc captain in Challis’s favour. Nob

only did he.seem to know a great deal about
the art piscatorial, but he was a good
swimmer, and a« cool hand in a tight pinch
into the bargain; whilst young Hood, a top-
ping little fellow, liked him.

*And he's won Ponsonby over, too,”” mut-
tered Qrainger, a3 he opened the door of
Challis’s study. * And that’s a miracle!

IFor Ponsonby was one of those boys who
did nothing by halves, and hated or loved
with equal fervour and unswerving determina-

against the eleven. Meanichile Basil suspects
Myers of cnsting the punt adrift, gince he
Jound a coin belonging to him near the spot.
Unsuspectingly he puls ghe coin in 6 drawer
wmn ks cubicle. It vanishes, und Pasil sus-
pects Myers. The next day the match be-
fween Lhe eleven and the sirteen lales pluce,
Challis plays a splendid innings, but 4’on-
sonby foolishly gets <n the way of a hard
drive, and 18 laid out. He 18 taken to bed,
and a lot of the boys turn against Challis.
When Ponsonby recovers he asks Challisto be
Lis friend.

(Nouit read on.)

CHALLIS PLAYS THE HOST.
HAT afternopn it suddenly cccurred to
the school captain that he would like
to have a word or two with Challis.
Really, the fellow improved im-
meusclv on closer acquaintance, he thought.

At the beginning of the term nobody would
L:nave anything to do with the cad. He had
been scorrfed, derided, sneered at, openly in-
sulted, and as for his being able to make a
show at cricket, why the mere idea had been
considered absurd. Yet, after that unfortu.-
nate slip with regard to the house match, he
had come to the scratch like a bero.

He had scored over his enemies, who had
intended to heap ridicule upon him. and was
nnw chosen, and with justice, for the school
eleven.

Decidedly, Challis was an interesting study.
His was a_character full of latent possiblli-.
gies. Mr. Evans had only the evening before
told Grainger that JFohn was far and away
the cleverest boy in his Form. He would be
_slz_fzmlg up inlo the Bixth next term, most
ikely.

tion.

As Grainger crossed the threshold a cry of
astonishment burst from his lips, and he
smiled.
thertainly he lad nnot been prepared for

118.

There, seated at tabhle. handing round &
dish of cakes, was John Challis; whilst Pon-
sonby, propped up in John's favourite arm-

chair, had a stool beside him on which
rested a plate of buttered toast and jam, and
a cup of tea was by his side. On Challis’s left
at the table, pouring out the tea, sat Vernon,
captain of the sixteen. And there over at
the gas-fire, apecia‘llhlighted for the purpose,
knelt young Basil Hood, toasting away for
deur life.

As he heard the exclamation Jolin looked
up, and his cheeks flushed warmly.

“Come in, Grainger,”” he said. ‘' Muke
yourself at home. 1 can soon get a chair for
you. You'll have a cup of tea, won’t you!
No? Yes, do! Please change your mind.
That's right!”’ .

““Oh, don’t bother, thanks,” said Grainger,
fetching the chair himself, placing it at the
table, and turning to shut the door. * You
seem to be giving a decent sort of tea-fight,
Challis?”’

John looked uncomfortable.

‘““It's the drst 1l've ever given,”” he c¢x-
plained. ‘“Not that I haven’'t often longed
to do s0. ‘" But—well, T haven't been very
popular, you know, and until lately my dad
hasn’t been able to send me along much
pocket-money.”” His cheeks burned as he
spoke, and he looked uneasily from one to
another of his guests, for he was afraid what
effect his frank and open confession would
make upon them,

He nced not have been alarmed. Since he
had turned up at the cricket match, wearing
flannels to equal the best of them, and had

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)



“Glad to see you two are getting on well
together, Ponsonby,” siaid Grainger presently.

“* Rather!” answered Ponsonby eagerly. *° 1
hated Challis, vou know, but he’'s a good
sort. [ treated him rather badly. But

that's all done with now. I'm going to read
with Challis, and we're going to share his
study--aren’t we, John?”’

Challis nodded grimly.

“Yes. 1- think [ shall be able
Ponsonby to stick more closcly
studies,’”” explained Challis.

‘“By the way, what 1T came to sce you
about, Challis, is this: We're going to have
our sports soon. Regular big thing it is, yon
know. We always get a crowd down for ‘em.
I want you to enter for some of the eventa.
What do you say?”’

‘“ J—er—don't know that I'd he any good
at sports,” said Challis diftidently.

“H'm! Nobody thought vou'd be any goond
at ericket, and yet we know how that turnced
out. Can yon jump. or.run? Are you:ahy
good mt the field events? Or the steeple-
chase?"’ . _

T ean’t jump, too heavy and clumgy,”
said the bov. .“1 might be able to run a
bit, but I'm not class enough to do anv goml
I'd rather stand down, if you don’t  mind.
(GGrainger. Thanks so much for your “letter,
though: 1t was good of you fellows to give
me my Blue. But I don’'t deserve it, ard l'd
rather—"

“Rot!” said Grainger. rising. * I shall be
disappointed i you don’t prove to be one of
the best bats we've had at Littleminster for
years. And I'm going to get you to practise
regularly. By the way. we'll- have a tucn en
the track one of these afternoons. Got any
running shorts or shoes?’’

Challe shook his head.

* No,"” said be. ,

“Oh, well, 1 can lend you some.
haps vou'll get some."’

get
his

to
to

Or per-

Challis looked uncomfortably round, bhnut
saw none but encouraging faces. -
Do what Grainger says, John,” cricd

Ponsonby.

**Yes, do try and sec¢ what you can do on
the track, Challis.”” advised Vernon.

‘“Yes, do, Challis. And I'll bet you'll heat
the -best of "em,’”’ chirruped Basil.

“* Very well,” said Challia reluctantly. ** I'li
send for some running pumps and knickers.
My dad will send them down in day or two.™

Grainger de for the door. ,

** That's right,”” said he. ** We intend to
draw you right put of your shell, Challis, and
see exactly what you're made of.”

And as tlte school’ captain hurried along
the passage outside. he smiled to himself.

o

* By George, Challis can play the heost with
the best of ua, it seems! How on: can bef
mistaken about a fellow.”

for him.

Basil, acting the part of fag to perfection,
had fetched themn, cleaned them, and after
they had been used, washied them, apnd :et
them on a tray to take back.

Ponsonby, whose dispogition seemed to have
chauged since his unlucky accident, told Basil
he need not hother.

“ You've done your share, young ‘un!” he
cried. ' You've been fagging like a hero, and
are entitled to a4 moment’s rest, at uny rate.
Put the tray down aud 1'll carty the thines
upstairs when [ go.”

“That's all right,”” answered Basil. ' It's
no trouble. 'l do it. 1 know exactly where
the things ought to gu, and I'll put 'em bark
again iy their proper places.” -

So off he bustled, carryving the tray, his
boyish fiace flushed with excitement, wrigghng
through the door with the tray in a muanuoer
that called forth admiration.

“ That's clever, kid!™" remarked tPon«wmby,
** Only be careful or you'll smash the lot!"”

Basil lauglwtl.‘;u'ul hurried, whistling, along
the passiage.

Little did he drean that o trap had been
Ividd for him, and that he was likely to [all

into it,

Now, it happened that when Busil and
Ponsonby were busy in the latter's roor,
selecting the china and spoons, ete.. Myerds
happened to pass, and pauscd and listened.

Myers's body was sore, and covered with
weals, his mind was sore, too, and his heatt
was longing for revenge.

He had been trying to get on with rome
of those lines, but to sit down was a pawmniul
operation. He had left his room and gone !'.r
a stroll along the corridors, when the ring
of voices brought him to a standatiil, and he
listened, as he always did in similar ¢ircum-
stances, for he liked to hear what everybudy
had got to say.

No, listening, he learnt all about the tea-
party to he given in .John Challis’s rooms,
and his frowning face grew blacker.

Not wishing to he seen, he hurried back to
his own room. and through the half-open
doorway presently saw Basil pass with the
tray.

S0 Ponsonby was making up to the cad
Challis, was he? And the cad was getting
into the way.of giving tea-parties? Bah!
What rot!

He was making a bid for popularity now,
the beast!

And Basil Hood, and Ponsonby, Qrainger,
and the rest were going to make things easy
Who could say that he wouldn't be
clevated into the position of a hero before
long?

Myers sat and hrooded.
pay them out, If oaly—

(Continued overiea?.)

It only he could
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then 1t wav
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Myers kept his door open, and 2rept cauti-
ously to .the door of Chuallis's study once to
liston. by i .

HOUL DHing Lineinl nNJgaek SO SO0, - nDul
odds on he would. Very well,

- ] i
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told him of Basil's approach, and when he
saw the fag huarrying upward, carrving the
laden . tray, the enemy rushed back to his
study, tied the cord to the knoh of his own

door, and wuaited.
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chuckled. . .

f That's done it!” he murmur>d t- him-
self, ' Se

Serve the beast right!”
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