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CHAPTER 1. letters, and he omaght ¢ven eoome to the
i . , school .”’
Akl MAJON BEEKS ALYIE. Reginald Pitt shuddered.

Frunk’s, stared moodily at the letter he Jalarm. ““ We don't want the beauty her,
bagd just opened, and frowned with]you know. Why dou’t you take somi: good
worry. His gaze fcll upon Reginald Pltt.‘mlvlcn and see him thiz evening? Talk to
v.ho had e¢ntered Study E at that inoment. him like a Duteh uncle- one uncle to nnothe g,
“ Confound it!" esclalined BMuson Im-]ro to speak—and tell him what you think of

J ACK MASON, of the Ancient House at St. “ Don’t I« it come to that!” he aaid in

patiently. him. Say that you're not going to stand any
“Samoe to you,” sald Pitt, ‘“ and many of } of his nonsenac, und that you'll make tluogs
‘vial"’ hot for him if he plays the giddy ox. In

“I didn't mean you, Pitt. [ was thinking ] shiort, tell him ofIt”
about this letrer,” sald Juck, with a faimnt Mason amiled.
smile, “1 don't know what to do about it, “1 suppose you mean ucll, Pitt, hut it 4
and I'm worried."” not so cady as it sounds,’” he aand. Voo
“You look ¢, sald Pitt candidly. | know what my uncle did the other day, he
‘““What's the troubla? Bome awful person| tricked me to Bannington and tricd to steal
dnnping you for an account?*’ that lockct and Mr. Strong's package. The

“It’s from roy uncle,” explained thc bhoy | wholc plot was absolutely contemptible, and
from Bermondsey. * This is the second letter | only an uttor cad could have thought of itt'”

ho's written mo this week, and he's threaten- Pitt winced unconscionaly. That shot had
ing all sorts of things now. Nays I must) o home, although Mason wis quite un
meet bim this cvening. . aware of the fact. He would bhuve been con
' That .8 Joog wuy off, remarked the siderably sarprised had ho known that the
Scrpent. ‘' 18%3 only Just breakfast-time, sof . copremptible plot " had origzinated in Pitt's
you needn’t worry about that until after ten. ) ciive bruin. It waa he who had socgsted
Hedides. it's not a calamity. In any case. It Lo iaa sl M Ghvein (el Mena Dil b hadt

“1 dan't intend tg sec him!' cxclaimed | ho's morc than @ schoolmaster, st et
Masen fNirmly. ‘* Why rhould I? He acted | He's one of the greatest deteetives o kng
like 'n acoundrel the other day—and he is a ] land, und it's only natural that he should d.o
acountsel. I can't help eaying eo, and I'm | things which ordinary inusters  woaldn’s
ashgied to own that he's a relative of mine. | dream of duing. But 1 don’t know what e
But if { don't 80 bim he'll keep writing these | do, Pitt.”






COING TO

sealed package of Mr. Strong's?’’ asked Lee,
selectir.;s a cigarette from a box on the
mantelpicce. ‘‘ You gave that package into
my charge; Mason, and it is at prcsent quite
sccum.”’

Mason nodded.

““That’e one thing, sir,” he agreed. * And
then fhere’s this locket, or, rather, half a
locket. My uncle is very anxious to get hold
of it. He scems to pelieve that it isn't the
game half that I've ilways had, and I can’t
understand why he wants it. It's not at all
\':I'ua-b’e‘" )

“ Let mc see it, my boy."”

The schoolmaster-detective took the half
Jocket and examined it with great interest.
It was of plain gold, and l:ad been cvidently
carried about for years. Upon the inner sur-
face, where one wusually finds a miniature,

there was nothing. Even the tiny glass gover:

was gone, And on the plain gold there were
some curious signs scratched into the metai.
_“ITm!  Arabic,”” remarked Nelson Lee.
' Most :interesting, Mason.’’

““ Does thut writing mean anything, sir?”’
asked Juck eagerly.

“1 can't tell you off-hand,”” said Leec.
“The writing is Arabie, but il was evidently
written in a great hurry, or under great
difficaltses. T have little doubt that Mr.
Girell I= only interested in this writing. Can
it he possible that he is capable of reading
Arahic?’’

““ He might be able to, sir,”” rcplied Jack.
‘“ He's been to sea most of his life, and
‘ir?w{elled a great deal betwecen England and
Africa.”

““That, I thiak, 1s sufficient. evidence,” said
Nelson Lee. ©® Well, Mason, do I understand
that this locket is in danger?™

‘“My uncle trled to make me give it to
I:im, eir, and I believe he means to make
another attempt to get both the locket ana
the package,” replied Jack. ‘I don't like to
ask you to take care of it for me. It's—it’s
imposing on your good nature, sir, and the
responsibility—*'

“l do not think I amm overawed by the
responsibility, Mason,” smiled Nelson Lee.
‘“Yes, certainly, 1
locket for you. You may positively rely
upon your property being kept secure. Now
with regard to your uncle. The man is still
in Bellton, I believe?"

‘““* Yes, sir, and he's been
letters—"’

* Indecd!” exclaimed Nelson Lee quickly.
* Threatening letters, Mason?"

“* Look, slr,’”” =aid Jack, handing over the
one¢ which had come that morning, .

The detective perused it with a frown upon
his brow. It was a somewhat jlliterate com-
position, and instructed Mason to be at a
czrtain spot that evening alone. If he failed
to kecp the appointment the consequences
:.;ouldt be serious. It was undoubtedly a

treat.

“What was your
asned Led, looking up.
lh:"! didn’t mean to takc any notice of it.

writing me

intention, my boy?"

will take care of the:

TIHIE BAD 2
““Splendid! That i3 the very best courae

you could adopt,” sauid the Housemaster uj-
provingly. ‘' You asked mc for some advice,
Mason, and I will give it to you. Take no
notice of this letter, or any letters which
may come in future. Ignor¢ them com-
pletely, no matter what threats they con-
tain. 1f Mr. G becomes really violent in
his warnings, bring such letters to me. 1
shall take advantage of the very first oppor.
tunity to rid the neighbourhivod of this dis-
reputahle relative of vours. It is painful ta
speak in these terms, Muscn, but it cannot
he helped.'’

“1 know that, sir,”” agreed Mazon readily.
“But what if my uncle comes up to the

schaol ?*’
that evept I

“In shall have much
pleasure in orderinz Mr. Urell off the pre-
mises,”’ said Nelson Lee. *“Indced, [ shall
rather welcome the opportunity of dealing
with the man on a square basis. But [ do
not think he will come, my boy.”

“I hope not, sir.”

“It is just possible that Mr. Grell will
attempt to molest you on the rcad,” went
on the detcctive. “ I should. therefore advise
you, Mason, to take two or three ¢ompanions
with you when you have occasion to enter
the village. I don’t esuppose that sort of
thing will continue for long: Grell will zo0n
get tired of it again if he finds himsell
ignored completely.”’

“ Thank you, s8ir,” said Mason, getting ap.
“1 fecl much more comfortable now, and
I'll do exactly as you say. And 1 hope that
my uncle will soon leave the neithhourhood
for good.’”

‘“ That’s right, my boy,”” said Neison Lce
smiling. ‘“ Don't worry yourself any more,
the matter isn’t really worth it.”

A minute later Jack Bason took hii depar-
ture. And he was now smiling and casy.
That little talk with Nelzon Lee had worked
wonders. But Jack was to find that Mr.
Grell was not so easily choked off.

e

CHAPTER II.
GOING TO THE BAD.

FTER lessons that day there was still

» plenty of Hsht for practice on Littic

Side, gnd I ied my men out cheer-

fully. Mason was there, and I was

glad to scc that he looked care-frce ana
checrful.

He played splendldly, and his form, if any-
thirg, showed eigns of improvement. It was
ncarly dark by tha time¢ we finished up, and
we should all arrive indoors late for tea,
But this didn't matter, since tea was a frec
andea:y meal, and it was partaken of in vue
own studies.

“I expect Pitt will have finshed his tea
by now—in faot, nearly everybody will,” |
remarked, as we strode across the Triangle,
““ You'd better join us :in Study C. Mason,
What do vew say?”
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“Tanke. U should like to,” eabd Jack
rcadily.

CThat's  rlppin®,’”” remarked  Sir Montle
Trege!lis-West.  ** We're always glad  to

reccive visitors--when we've a good supply of
grub ia the cuphoard. When we haven't,
visitore are a frightful worry. Appearances
have to bhe kept up, an’ it's simply a
shockin® bother (o make one sardine go round
amongat five!”

“1 don’t think that'll bappen to-night,’” 1
grinned. ** We've got some tinned salmon
and some of Mrs., Hake's special rissolies. We
doa’t kaow vhat's in ‘em, but that makes it
all the 1more Interesting.””

" You nivays were keen on mysterics, old
bov."” remarked Montie languidly.

We cliuraled, and eantored the Anclent
Hou=c. It took us about ten minutes to
chang: into Etons, and then we made for
8tudy C. But just as we wcre passing the
door of Study E- sharcd by Mason and Pitt
—Jnck pauscd and frowned slightly.

Laughter soundetl within the apartment,
and we had no difficully in recognisdng the
vaice of Ralph Leslic Fullwood. There were
other voices, too, and Mason looked at us
steadily.

"I'llbl: along In two minutcs, Nipper,' he
said. I Just want to pop in lcre to have
» word with Pitt."

** Right-t».”” | suid, and 1 passed along
with my chums.

* Trouble bicwin’, dear fellows,’”” remarked
RBir Muntic srgely, as we cotered Study C.
*J ain't a prophct, but yon mark my words.
There'll be the most appallin’ bust-up soon—
thero wl|‘l‘ really!”’

Jach anu‘: was still frowning as he
rasped the handic of the stndy door and
urned it. But the door refused to dudge—it

wae lecked. This wes significant, and Jack's
frown deepened.

It wa» not sant to he locked out of his
own study. suspected that Reginald Pitt
was cntertatning the Nate, and Mason had
frcquently told his study-mate that he dis
likcd Fuliwood and Co. cntering Study E
The study was us much Mason's as Pitt’s,
nlnd he had a perfect right to muko objec-
tions

“Open this door, please,” he called out
guictly.

‘“* Thut you, Mason?"’ came Pltt’s voice.

" Ym.'i

“Qo away, ycu slum beast!’” roarcd Full-
woodd ‘* We dim’'t want yon herel”

* Open this door!” replied Mason steadily.

i | tlm\uiht you weren't coming ta tea, so
B invited thesc chaps,’”’ called Pitt. * juet
run along and rake up somc tea in anather
study, Maron. ¥ou'll he made welcome some-
where or other!”

“* We nrovided the grub in here.”! came
Gulliver's voice. * Ap’ we're uot going to
share any of it with a beastly council-school
urehin. (lear 0! Puss me annther of those
cakes, Bell” ' o

For one moment Juck thought that it
would he best o retire. After all. he was

fated to Gog (2 Stads G, o Pt wag ap

biberly to imvite his own  friends it he
wanted to. There was really no oecazion to
nuﬁke abruas.

ut why was the door locked? In order to
kcep Mason out—the hny was sure of t-hut'.
And he rebelled against this treatment. He

was not a inasterful junior, but he was

always willing to stand up for his I‘i(‘f}it-s.

Pitt, he felt sure, had been persuadéd by
his questionsble fricads—and Mason did not
mean to go away until he had gained ad-
mittance. Thicgs bad come to a fine pass
when he was Incked out of his own quarters.

" Pitt, don’t be an ass!’ exclaimed ¥Mason.
"’l don't want to join your pals at tea, hut
I'm not going to he bhurred by themn from
my own study. Please open this door, and
don't act the fool!”

“Can't you wait?” demanded Pitt im-
pai.untly.
‘* No.’
“Then you'll have to!” retorted Ditt.

‘** More tea. Fullwood ?™

Mason’s own self-respect would not allew
him to depart now. To do s0 would be to
admit defeat—and Jack was not a boy who
would willingly knuekle under. He com-
nienced to himmer npon the door-panels with
gredt cnergy. The noise was counsiderable,
and angry exclamations sounded from within.

“You'll have the prefects on us if you
make that din!' shouted Pitt savagely. * Go
AWay, you rotter!”

Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump'

It dida't sound as though Mason was
galng away, and several heads came out of
scveral studies, and there were numerous in-
quiries as 0o when the bopbardmens -was
going to cease. But Marson persisted.

Then the door of Study E opened and
Pité’s face appeared.

** Cun’t we have tea in peace now?’’ he de-
manded hotly. .

Mason was about to reply, when he sniffed
sharply. The next moment he forced eopen
the door and pushed Pitt right back. The
scene which Mnason witnessed caused his eyes
to blaze with fury.

The *““tea’™ was a most curiouz aone, for
the study tahle was littcred with playing-
cards and little piles of money. The alr was
thtck with eigarettesmoke, and Fullwood and
Co. were sitting round the table at their ease. -

‘* You cads!'’ shonted Mason hotly.

“Obh, don't make a fues!” muttered Pitt.
** There's no harm done—""

"Who tbrew my bocks _over in that
corier?’ demanded Jack, eguivering with
anger. -

Pnllwood grinned, and Mason had little
doudt that Fullwvood was the culprit. Thase
books were new ones which Mason had pur-
chased only the previoui: week. A glance tald
him that their eovers were half-torn ofl  aud
that thcy were covered with ink. It conld
have been no accident, but a vindictive act
of malice. | _

**You shonldn't leave vonr books lyin’
about the table,” sneered fFullwood. *' Clear
out of this study, ynu econfounded. Nttic

toad!” Al by S n
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In. Maszou's picsent miced thit was a most
. uroyvigse remark for Fuliwood to make. Slap!
Jack’s palm smote Fullwood’'s cheek forcibly,
and tha leader of fhe Nuts uttered a howl
as Re collapaed backwards, chair and all.

: ‘* Steady chi—stoady on!’’ exclaimed Pitt
nstily,

- I'll glve you one minute to get out of
thia atudy—the 1ot of yon!" shouted Mason
furiously. * Do you think I'm going to have

|
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“You silly fathead!” he roared. * (oub
liver butted into me as 1 was walking nlong
the passaue. Great fScobt! What a ritt of

smoke! It's coming out of Musou's . tudy,
too!"

I walked forward grimly.

“Yon needn’'t look suspicions,” I said,
nddressing the crowd in general. ' Masgon

was withb me until about two minutes ago.
Hallo! Tullvood doesn’'t seem to he very

this room turned into a rotten gambling-
den? Yon ought to be downright ashamed
of yoursclft, Pitt!” .

Pitt scowled, and clenched his fists. Some-
tiow, he couldn’'t quite facc Mason’s wrath.
Ho> felt that his study-mate was right. Often
enough Pitt promised to throw up smoking
and gambling. [t had seemed, indeed, as
though he had becn sincere. And now ihls
had happened!

Pitt was never to be relled upon—heg was
always breaking out. In this present inetance
he was not s0 much to blaume as Fullwood,
for the Nuts had invaded Study E and had
coinmenced playing. They thought it would
be rather a gooll trick upon the gutter-brat.

happy, does he?”

Fullwood, in fact, had just come hurtling
through the doorway of Study E. He was
saved from falling by bumplug into GQulliver,
who was just about to enter. This was
rather unfortupate for Gulliver, for he stag-
gered backwards, caught his head a terrific
crash against the opposite wall, and col-
lapsed dazedly.

Handforth grinned.

‘“Ob, good!” he said eallonsly.
you right, vou rotter!"”

Fullwood had charged back into the study,
and a most terrific din was proceeding. ‘This
wouldn’t do at all. Prefects. were linble to

" Sarves

‘And Reginuld Pitt, instead of resisting, had
allowed them to remain. But that, after all,
was no excuse for him.

“Can't you keep quiet?’ hissed Gulliver,
in ajlarm.
that you'll get us ull the sack——""

“You'll get yourselves the sack, yvou mean,”
retorted MMason flercely. *“ That
nearly up, and
gri.ce.”

Cullwood scrambled up, white with passion.

“* You sllly fools!’” he muttered. ‘' Are
you golng to let this beast frighten you?
We can chuck him out in two seconds—and
we know he won't sneak. Now then, all to-
cether!®™

“I'm not in itt"” said Pitt. *““I was an ass
to let you—"

Mason did not wait for more. He grabbed
(tulliver’s collar, yanked him to hiz feet, and
ghot him out iIn the passage with terrific
force. The attack was so sudden that Gul-
liver was taken off his guard. He collided
violently with a j)milor who was just pass-
ing. The terrific q{)mar which ensued proved
beyond doubt that the junior was Edward
Oswuld Handforth. Nobody else could pos-
sibly create such a din,

“Who the—— GQGreat pip!"” gasped Hand-
forth, gittine up. ** What the dirkena was
that? Why, you—you awful beast! What
do you mean by butting into me, Gulliver?’’

“T coulda’t bhelp It!"” hoyled QGulliver

minute’s| Hundforth attempted to get
I sha'n’t glve you a second’s| became squashed in the doorway, and my

sally out with ennes if any commotion o--
curred. There was, of course, alwavs a cer-
tain amount of din proceeding in junior
quarters, but thia was somethdng quite ont of

“1! you go shouting ahout like| the ordinary.

I hurried into Study E. ftollowed by Sie
Montie, Tommy Watson and several olhers.
in first, buat

elbow accidentally got in the way of his

L T e
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violently.
** Ob, couldn’t you!' snorted Handforth.
Whack! \Whaek! Whack!

““* Yarocooh!” roared Gulliver, as Handforth
proceeded to punch him liberally ‘¢ Stoppit,
yon frightful bully! I'l-I'll smash you—"

“ What the dickens is all the row about?”
1 demamded, coming out of Study C. * Oh,
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and stamp 1t whenever you can.
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it's yau, Oandforth! I might have known it
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Handforth glared,
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1oac.» At all events, Handforth added to the
d.o, gencrously—atmost donbling it, in fact.

Within the stndy pandemonium reigmed.

Jack WMa-on was fighting three fcliows at
the same time, and Reginuld Pitt stood by
the window, looking on gloweringly.  Full-
wond, juat before T ontered, hod aprung apon
Maron frem Lichind, and the junior was horne
to the fAanor.

The enrds and the money on the table tnld
ttoir own story, to a.‘v nothing of the
unoke laden atmoaphere. It was Jittle wonder
that Muson wae emraged.

“Great Scott!” I shouted. ¢ Kick these
¢:is out!"’

The next few miontes were very intercst-
inz.  Fullwood and Co. were hurked out
viotantly, apd thelr helomgings were kicked
o the paesage after them. Bnt their
tivethdea did not end there. The passuge was
(1! with junlors. who trok a keen delight
o tieking the Nuts run the gauntlet to thelr
oun stiddy.

iy the time thev reached that haven of
teinge they wero dishevelled, sore., and ex-
hanetedl. Somehow that littic party in Btudy
F had not been a complete suceess.

lLoginald Pitt was stinply furious. He had
wantul to keep the whole thing secret, and
row it was pnblic knowledge.

“ Well, are yon satisfled?” he demanded

hotly,
“ No, I'm not!" I repliad. * Don’t chip n,
Mian, U'm skipper of the Remeove, and 1

relon this is o time for aetion. You're an
shecute cad, Pitt, for having those chaps
in here for the purpuse of smoking and cagd-
pli.ying.”

“ Mind yonr own business!” roared Pitt.

“It is my business,”” I retorted. 1
thiuught you were soing to turn over 1 new
lcaf, but you're a disgrace to the Form!”

“1 dkin’'t waul tho rotters in here!”
ll-:q:l'ml Pitt. * They forced their way in

“And reade you pluy?’ 1 asked sarcasii-
nally. * It's yoar study—and Mason's—and
you wouldn't have let Fullwood and Co. reo-
inain if you hadn’t wanted them. We're go
» give you a Form ragging, ns a lesson.’

‘“ Hear, heart™

**Jolly good ideatl” declared Hansforth
beartlly. 1 vote we duck him In the foun-
tuin, too. lle needs cooling down!”

. Lnok here, don't you touch me——'' began
PFitt, in alarnn,

“Oh, leave him alone!” eaid Mason.
" ‘Lhoge votters have gone, 30 there's no need
to carr{ it any further.”

But Mason was tgnored.. I might have been
fuclined to Mt him have his way; for, after
all, he was Pitt's study-mate. But the other
fellows were dctermined, and Pitt  was

grisped by many bhands and bustled out.

Ilo undoabtedly necded & sharp lcason—
and he got It
uAs 1) cou:menclemmt hhe Yt“ forced to run
16 gauntlet down the emove Rge.
After that he was frog-marched l’bw 510
Trinngle three times, an oporation which was

punctuated by a series of bumps which
ectldn’t have done Pitt any good. It cer-
tainly didn't do his clothes any good.

The frog-marching finished, Reginald was
like a limp rag, and his heart wus fllled
with bitterness nnd hatred. His feelings were
not improved when Handforth suguested that
he should be rolled in the mud as » finale.
As Handforth pointed out, it coeldn't pos-
albly harm Pitt'e clothes more than they were
harmed alreudy, and it would be a fitting
round-off,

‘80 Reginald Pitt was rolled in the mud.
Inoidentally. his face was rolled in it, too.
He was bedaubed with grit and gravel; it
pebetrated down his neck aad into his evrrs,
and his hair was in a shocking state. Possibly
the juniors went a little too far, but therc
was no real harm done. A wash and a
chiunge of clothegs would make Pitt all right
again—except for his aches and pains.

He erawled away at last, and his cup of
Litterneas was fllled to the brim wheu he
met a prcfect on the stairs, who promptly
guve kim five hundred lines for being dirty!

Handforth wanted to treat Fullwood and
Co. 1n the samxe way, but the other fellows
wcre not In favour of it. They were rather
fngged after their eflorts already, and they
connidered that Pitt was the actunal culprit—
ms, indeed, he was. Pitt had hecn under no
obligation to entertain the Nuts.

His rage was a terrible one, and it had
not subaided when he came down an hour
luter, cleaned and in different attire. In
his hitter mood he accused Mason ol being
the cause of all the trouble. Mason had
started the row—Mason had caused the whole
diraster by persisting In his efforts to enter
the study.

And the Serpent’s old vindictive spirit was
revived. Whether it would last was a prob-
lem. On the worrow, gerhm, he would
realise that the fault bad been entirely on his
own side.

For the present, however, he was sulky,
and the oecupants of Study E werc no longer
on speaking terms.

CHAPTKR III.
THE SECREY OF THE ARABIC ERGXS.

o URN the kid—that’'s wot I say!”
Mr. Bimon @rell addressed his
own_pipe. and he glared at it as
though it had done him an injury.
He was In a savage mood, and there was
much fury in his tone of voice.

Captain Jim was seated in his {)rh'uto
room at the White Harp Inn, and he was
momentarily expecting the arrival of a visi-
tor. The evening train was already im—Mr,
Grell had heurd it stop at the station—and
it should have been carrying o gentleman who
was bound for Mr. Grell’s lodgings.

Jack Mason’s uncle was enraged because the
boy had studlouslz ignored his letters. The
last one had been delivered that morning—the
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one which Jack had shown {o Nelson Lee—
and Mr. Grell had attended the meecting-spot
in"vain. It was only too obyvious that the boy
meant to take no notice of his uncle.

ft- was hardly to bo expected that Simon
Cirell wonld approve of this. He had hoped
to frighten Jack into meeting him, but his
threats were hollow, and he knew it. He
couid do nothing by continuing his present
coursc. It would be necessary to tuke the
offensive.

Grell wanted to get Mason alone, so that

he could obtain possession of the half-locket |

and the sealed package. Once he could come
face to face with the boy ha would use
st:ch methods that would scare him into obey-
ing the demand. -

And in order to strengthen his arm, Mr.
Girell had made arrangements for a friend
to come down., That friend would be ad-
mitted into the secrot. Between the two of
thein they ought to be able to do the trick,
and Grell was confhlent.

He knoecked his pipe out in the fender, and
rose to Lis feet as he heard voices outside
in the passage. A moment later the door
opencd and Mr. Jonas Porlock appeared.
The landlord smiled expansively.

*' Vigitor for you, Mr. Grell,”” be announced,

“1 was expectin’ him, Porlock,”’ replied
Mr. Grell. ¢ Hallo, Jake! I thought you'd
ccme down,  Always willin® to oblige an old
shipmate, hey?"

“Thero ain't & more obligin® feller than me

in this ’'ere world,”” exclaimed Mr. Jake
Starkey, shaking hands warmly. “ 'Ow are

you, Simon, ofd mato? I must say as 'ow
you're lookin' reg'lar fine!”

The two friende partook Of whisky, and
Mr. Porlock retired. The visitor was not a
prepoasessing-looking man. He was long, lean,
and decidedly ennat. Therc was a sinister
expression about his little, bead-like eyes.

‘““Got into a queer place this trip, ain’t
you?” asked Mr. 3tarkey, looking round him
with interest. ¢ We ain’t far from Caistowe,
arc we? I remember puttin’ in there in the
old schooner—-"'

* Never mind about that,”” iMbterrupted
Grell. ““ The fact is, Jake, I'm on a big
thing just now—leastways, it may turn out
to be a big thing. I don't quite know yet
whether we shall touch lucky or not.”

* A sportin’ chance, s0 to speak?’” asked
Mr. Starkey. o _

“ That's it,’”” agreed Captain Jim. * Sit ye
in that chair, mate, an’ listen to me. Have
one o' them cigzars—they're good.
down here because my nephew’s at the big
sehool up the road—St., Frank's.”

‘“ Wot!" exclaimed the visitor. “ A
ncphew o' yours at a school like that?
You're kiddin® me, Simon!”

Dr. Grell smiled.

““ No, I ain't,”” he replied. “ 1 don't know
the rights of it mnyself yet. But there's the

act as it stands. Jack's at St. Frank’'s,
an’ I recly come down here to make him
duh up the brass.”

2 0b, .30 that's the game——""

I come
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‘“Don"t you keep interruptin’,” said Grell,
“It ain't the game, Jake. It was at fust,
but it ain't now. I found that I couidn’t
touch the money. The kid's expenses are
bein® paid by 0me lawyers. I don't know
why, but that don’'t worry me. Wot I do
know i3 that Jack is In possessicn of a
secret which might be worth thousinds— oo’
yet he den’t know it.”

Mr. Starkey scratched his head.

“Tt's a bit mixed,” he remarked. I dou't
get the 'eng of it. old man.”
“You will presently,”” gajd  Blire  Grell.

‘“ This secret is one which T first suspeel
years aco. My nevvy's got half o gold
locket, and there’s some Arabic writin' on it.
48 you know, I can read that lingo arter
a bit o’ trouble, and 1 waa always curious
ahout that locket. DBut the message wasn't
comrlete, only balf the locket bein® there.
So 1 never troubled my head about it.”

‘““ Then wot's the good of troublin® now?"”
asked the other.

‘“Every good. When 1 saw Jack tho
other day I had a look at that locket—an’

.found that he’'d got the missing half,” ex-

clanimed Mr. QGrell impressively. *‘1 wasn't
ahle to read everything on it, but I got the
gist of it. An’ then the young varmiat
snatched it away from me¢ an’ cut off.”

“ Haven't you got it now?"

‘* No—that's where the trouble lics,” re-
plied Captain Jim. ‘ Y'see. I got & bit paily
with a smart kid named Pitt. Seems he's a
bit of a scorcher in his way, an’ air't very
particular about honesty.”

* Somethin® like ycu, Simon,
marked Mr. Starkey placidly.

“ No need to be personal.”’ frewned Grell.
“ Well, this kid Pitt gave mo scme infor-
mation which come in handy. It seems that
the other half o’ the locket Is wrapped up in
a little gealed package which Jack has got.
I don’t know liow it got there, nor anythin’
about it—an’ it reely don’'t matter a brass
penny to us. We know that the whole tocket
--or the two halves, strictly speakin’—is
bein’ kept by Master Jack., He dom’'t know
how valuable they are—but I do. An’ we've
got to git them afore he can get wind o' the
real game.’’

‘“ That's all very well,”” said Starkey. his
little eyes fixed upcu his companion. °* But
'ow are we 2oin' to o the trick? We can’t
break fnto a school, cap'n, an’ it'll be a queer
iob nosin’ mund a place where thero are
'undreds o’ bnys."’

Mr. Grell nodded.

** That's the trouble,'” he said. ** Wot's
more, my nephew won't take no notice o' me.
He won’t come down to see me, an’ I can't
get a word with him, try a3 1 will. Twico
he passed me to-night, but there was threo
or four kids with him, an’ h¢ want past 23
though he didn’'t know me.’”

*“ Young rascall’™ exclaimed Mr.
disunprovingly.

““ S0 we shall have to think o' some ulea.'”
continued Mr. Grell. “1 was wonderin'
we couldn’'t make that kid help us again-

ch?'’ Le-

Starkey
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Pit:t, I mean. He's got three quid o’ mine,
an’ I've never had no satisfaction. Still,
it'll be all the better if we ean work the
trick without him. All we've got to do Is to
wait our opportunity—keep our eyes open
until we find Master Jack alone.’”

*We might ‘ave to wait weeks!”
tested the other.

“T ain’'t denyin' it, but we
wait weeks!" ainid Mr. Grell.
hard to trick a kid like Jack.
a hilt o' bruninwork, Jake "

“That's why you agked me down, I
f pose?”’

“No, it ain’t!"" snapped Mr. QGrell. “If
there's any brainwork to be done, I'll do it!
Well, there's the posilion, an' now we've got
to think of—"'

“0ld 'ard,” interposed the other. * Where
do 1 come in?"

“Wot do you mein?”’

“Where 4o 1 touch?' asked BMr. Starkey.

“1'll see thot you dou’t come to no harm,”*
said Grell. *“I'm payin’ your expenses, an’
ou won't be a loser, whatever happens. An’
we's more than a chance that we shall
strike it rich—un' then you'll have enough
}.lr; keep you iIn luxury for the rest o' your
e‘ »

“T'l believe it when I see it!"" said Mr.
Btarkcy doubtfully. ** Wot's the gawne, any-
bow? You ‘aven't told me nothin® about this
locket yet."

“I'm goin’ to tell you now,” said Mr.
Qrell.

He spoke mysteriously, and the two men
drew their chairs together and spoke in lower
tones.

“It's this way,” said Captain Jim. “I've
rcad a good hit o' the Aralic on that locket
—aquite enough to get the hang of the
message which is scratched on the gold.”

** Then wot do you want the locket for?"

“ Do you think I kept it all In my memory,
you fool?” snupped Grell. * 1 didn’t find out
no details, only the main idea of it. An’
without the locket we can't do a blamed
thing. Themm words written on it are
pignificant, an' it appears that the locket was
found on a little oasis in an African desert.”

“ Lummy!"” exclaimed Mr. Starkey.

“It must ha beep left there by some
pore fcller that was dyin’,” went on the
other. *' Leastways, there was mention of
thirst an’ no water, so it's casy to gather
wot that mcans. An’ the man—an Arab, 1
s'pose—wrote down on the locket where he'd
hid his belongin’s.”

“ Ah!”"  exclaimed
t:-rested.

** Them bclongin’s are diamonds an’ jewels
by the handful,’" said Mr. Grell impressively.
*That’'s just the truth, Jake. See? That
Incket teclls us where a hig fortune is hid,
an’ cnce we've got the information we can
.ship on board an African-bognd steamer—
before the mast, {f necessary—an’ make qur
wny inlsnd omce we arrive on the coast.
There'll be trouble, ga’ the Joh won't be as

pro-

ain’t goin’ to
‘It won't be

Starkey, greatly in-

It only wants h

easy as drinkin’ milk out of a bottle. Baut
the game’'s worth tryin’ on.”

Jake considered.

‘* Strikes me there's a good few doubts
about it,”” he remarked. *‘‘ How do we know
that somebody clse ‘asn’'t got that treasure?
Why, we might go out there an’ find that
we're flve or ten yvears late! It dom't seem
gocd enough to me, Simon.”

Mr. Grell sworc.

** You never was a man for a bit o' sport,”
he snorted. °‘‘ O’ course we might bhe late, I
ain’t denyin’ it. But it won't cost us any-
thin’ to git to Africa--both you ar’ me¢ would
ship somewhere¢, in any casc. An’ as for
gettin® to the oasis, we can -take our timo
over that, an’ mcbbe do some profitable
hnsincss amongst the natives at thc same
time. 8o, even if the whole thing falls tlat,
v:e sha’n’t come to no harm. That's my way
o’ lyokin’ at it.” )

He thumped at the table.

‘““An’ 1 don’t believe it will fall flat!” ho
went on. ““If that treasure had been
recovered, we should have heard somethin’
about it. An’ the locket wouldn’'t have
becn lyin” about as if i8¢ was of no use. It
must have been found by some fool tourist
who couldn’t read Arabic, and he brought it
away unever knowin' that a trcasure was
there. 1 tell you, Jake, this thing's goin’ to
make our fortunes. I can absolutely feel it
in my bones'”

“1 wish I 'ad that feelin’!” said Starkey,
shaking his head. * 8till, as you've pointed
out, it ain't the time to grumble. Arter
you've got the locket it'll be easier to git the
‘ang o' things.”

““That's wot 1 say,’* declared Mr. Grell.
““The first thing for us to do is to get that
locket into our hands, an’ it’s worth a bit o’
trouble an’ risk. The cbanees are that therc’s
a fortune at the end of it, an’ I was allus a
man for a bit o’ sport. We can’t reely know
whether the treasure’s still there until we
git to the spot. dbut I wouldn’t mind bettin®
you five quid this here minute that I'm
right. That'll show you wot faith I've got.”

Jake Starkey thrust out his hand.

* I'm with you, old mate,’” he said heartily.
‘* But there’s one little nt which seems
sort 0’ queer to me. Why ’'as the kid got
that locket in two ‘arves, an’ why is one ’arf
wrapped up in a packet?”

“ Didn't 1 tell you I don't know?"’ replied
QGrell. * Jack’s allus had one half, an’ that's
another reason why I've got an idca that we
shall win. These two halves ain’t never becn
together afore,. so nobody could read the
message. It might have been broken in half
by two fellers when it was found—as kcep-
sakes—an’ they never took the .trouble to
read it. It secms that some old chap who's
fricndly with Jack—name o’ Strong, I bclieve
—lcft the package by mistake. Anyhow, I
know that Pitt opened it an’' faund the other
half o’ the locket inside. So we don't want
to trouble about nothin’ else. O’ course,
Jack himsell don’t know a thi ah:ﬁt that

packago, he dop’t eoven.knom .iligl ;(fexo i3
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another half of thic locket. We've just got
to get "em, an’ thon w¢ can clear,”

Mr. Starkey filled his pipe.

“ Well, yot know more about it than wot
I do,”” ho suld. * An’ now, Simon, how do
you reckon we're goin® to begin?”

Mr. Grell reached for the whisky bottle.

‘“* We'll tiave g little drink an’ then we'll
talk {t oveds™ he said. *“I've got several
tdeas in my.mind, but the best way, I reckon,
is to walit+until we pet the ghance of way-
layin® Yack.on the quiet. Tricks arc all very
well, but they*rp liable to fail. One o’ these
days tho kid will come out by himself, an’
then we shall gf% him.

The opportimity was to comc sooner than
Mr. Simon Grell expected!

CHAPTER 1V.
REGINALD PITT'S SISTER.

EDNESDAY was quite a fine day,
and a half-day holiday.

There was no football on for that
afternoon. By this, [ mean that
woe, ourselves, were not playing. For there
‘'was actually a great deal of football on.
The First Eleven was playing one of its most
important matches with a visiting team of
renowned qoalfty., We haa every faith in
Fenton, the First Eleven skipper. and were

confident titat ho would pull oft a victory.

The match was so important, in fact, that
junior foothall was put into the shade for the
time being. Tho crowd round Big Side would
certainly bo a record one, for every junior
footballer would be a spectator.

It was one of the really vital matches,
and there was naturally & good deal of
speculation amongst the fellows. A waye of
subdued excitement prevailed throughout the
school after dimner had been digposed of.

Fallwood and Co., I believe, were busily
making bets on the reenlt of the match. Pijtt
was risking ten shillings, probably out of
sheer bravado. For since that terrific
rageing he had been regarded with ill-
favour,

So far, Lie bad not spoken a word to Jack
Mason: and Jack, for his part, wa3 deter-
mined to remain silent until Pitt emerged
from his “* sulks.”” It was rcally up to Pitt
to mako the first overture.

And he 4ifdl 8o in Study E when Mason was
inst getiing cut his bodks for an hour’s work.
He could easily do thfs, and still be on Big
RSide for the start nt the match. Mason did
not believe in wasting good time. The other
juniors were quite content to hang about the
jlaying-ficlds, punting a ball up and down,
or wafching the seniors at the nets.

*“ Swotting again?” asked Pitt, entering the
study.

:l’wk lookad up In some .surprisc.

Yea,"” ho replied.

* What about the match?" .

“ Oh, it won't start for an hour,”’ rcplied
Jack shortly.

“1 my, Mason, we're a couple of fatheads

you know,’ said Pitt, sitting on « cornee of
the table. “* At least, I'sm one. 1t's potey
to keep up this ill-feceling. gnpp(mc we call
a truce?”

Mason looked at his stady-m:ite rquarely.

**1 don’'t think ['m vindictive,”” he said.
“TUm ready to he eociable, Pitf. But you
can't cxpect me to be fricnds with you whiia
you continue your present games. It isn’t
reasonable to suppose that I can be your
friend while you'rc so thick with those cads
of Study A.” '

Pitt. laughed sardonically.

““T suppose I can choose my own pals?” he
asked. “‘ It strikes me, Mason, that you're
too jolly particular. What fhe dickens does
it matier to you whcther I'm thick with
Fullwood and Co. or not?’”

“T think you know what il mattcrs!"”
replied Jack quietly. ‘- For one thing, I don't
delieve in having this study turnced into n
heastly gamblime-den. 1 didn’t mean to su)
anytbing about it—it's all over—but you
force me to.'’

‘““ Oh, all right, have your own way,” suid
Pitt. ** T shouldn't have said anything.
either, only T don’'t want my sister to find us
at loggerheads. It would look fine, wouldn’t
it. for her to come here and find us squab.
bling like two monkcys?"’

Jack Mason {aid down his pea.

‘““You never said anytaing about your
sister,”” he remarked.

“1 got a letter this moraing, and [ idn't
tell you anything about it because we weren't
on speaking tcrms,’””  replied Pitt.  * Of
course, you can start thc row all over again
if you want to—after she's gone. But let’s
have a truce——"'

‘““ Don’t bc so sllly.” interrupted Jack. * 1
sha’'n’t start anything over again, Pith. It
seems to me that you've dono that more than
once. [f your eister’s caming here I sha'n’i
let her see that there’s been trouble between
us.i'

*Good man'" said Pitt. ¢ Shc's rather n
decent sort of girl, and she thinks R good
bit of me. That's becaus¢ she doesn't know
me—eh? Well, T don’t suppose sha knows
so much about me¢ as you do. She's staying
with some friends at Caistowe, and she's pru-
mised to cycle over on Thursday—to-morrow.
I expect she’'ll get here ahout tea-time, s0
I'm going to lay in an extra-speci:l feed,
That's why I've spoken, Mason—we might ag
well be a happy party.”

“ Oh, of course,” agreed Mason readily.

‘““ Well, that's settled,”” observed Pitt, with
satisfaction. *‘ By to-niorrow perhaps we
shall have made up our squabble altogether,
You won't have cause to grumble at me
again, Mason. You esee, you're such a
particular Lounder that you rcquire & bit of
getting used to. Now that we're bhecomin
more intimate I know exactly bow to ge
alonp.”

-

“I'm only particutar with regard to
ordinary decency,” replied Jack. ‘1 don’l
belicve in gambling or smoking, and 1

couldn’t bo sincerely friendly with you while
you act the fool likt: thatl.”
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‘ Thanks,”” yawned Pitt.
wecll to know youar opinion.”

He walked to the door, went outside, and
then put his head into the study again.

**Coming over to DBannington?”’ he in-
quired. ‘

*“ What on earth for?"

“I'm going to look
palace,”’ replied Pitt. °‘ They've got a rip-
ping picture 6én this afternoon—Charlie
Chaplin, or Lonesome Luke, or somebody,
Anyhow, the announcements seem first-class.’

““ What about the match?”’ asked Jack.

“My dear, innocent chap,” =said the
Scrpent. ‘“ Do you euppose I'd rather stop
for tle, match than see Charlie Chaplin?
Fcotball is all very well, but I'd prcfer to
wait until I ean be a player myself.
Comingi’’

““No thanks.”

** Well, you can’t say that I haven't tried
to be pally,” said Pitt. “If- you change
your mind, you’ll find me in the bvob seats.”’

“] don’t think I shall find you there,
because 1 sha'n't come,”” replied Mason,
with a smile. *“ I'd much prefer the match,
thanks.” .

For two or thrce minutes after Pitt had
gonic Mason sat drumming the table with the
end of a pencil. He was glad that the
Serpent had come round, for he hated dis-
cord. And he hclieved that Pitt had profitea
by the losson.

The boy from Bermondscy got to work in
a more checrful frame of mind, and the time
soon passed. The Ancient House was
singularly quiet, practically everybody being
out upon the playing-fields.

A round of cheering told Mason that the
visitors had arrived, and he knew that the
game would start almost at once. And he
was just putting his books away when foot-
steps sounded in the passage and a tap
sounded on tlie door.

“ Come in!"” said Mason in surprise.

Tubhbs, the page-boy, entered, grinning.

‘i.d Young lady to see Master Pitt, sir,”” be
said.

Mason gave a start.”

“ A—a young lady?” he repeated.

‘““ Name o’ Miss Pitt,"”” replied Tubbs. I
suppose ahe’s Master Pitt’s sister, sir. Just
arrived oan her bicycle.”

‘““ Well, Pitt isn‘t here just now,’” said
Jack, looking troubled.

Why on earth had Pitt gome out?
Obviously he had made a mistake, for he had

“It's just as

in at the picture

positively said that his sister was not coming!

over until Thursday. Mason hardly knew
what to do, but decided that the best thing
was to instruct Tubbs to take the (fair
visitor to' the Housemaster.

“ Pitt has 2one over to Banntngton,” he

went on. ‘“ You'd beiter teil the young Jady
that—"' -

** She’s here. sir, jast be’'ind me,” raid
Tubha,

Jack Mason jumped up, .

“ Why, yon cilly young aks!"”’ he exclaimed
weathfully. ‘* Wly didn't you tell me so be-
forc? 1 shall look ap .awful idiop!”. = ..

L
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Tubbs grinned eheepishly and stepped
aside. And Mason saw that a young lady
was standing out in the passage. She was
very neatly attired, elim, and had dark eyes,
A mass of dark chestnut hair adorned her
head, and it was arranged very becomirgly
over her cars.

Although not exactly pretly, Miss Pitt was
undoubtedly an attructive - looking  girl.
Tubbs's introduction would hdve been quite
unnccessary, fpr Blason couid see at a giance
that she was Reginald Pitt's sister, the
family likeness being apparent.

“I'm awfully sorry that Pitt isn’t here,”
said Mason apologetically. “ I didn't know
you were stapding out in the paszage, Miss
Pitt. You can clear off, Tubbs.” '

‘“Yes, sir!” said the page-boy, grinning.

Jack felt rather uncomfortable, espccially
as hg noted that the fair visitor was regard-
ing him with quite a cool, self-possesscd, air.
She sat down and looked round tlic study
with a critical eye.

‘Is this where Reggie does his lessons
she a=ked.

““ Well, not exactly,” replied Jack smiling.
‘““ We've got proper Form-rooms, and this is
jast our study—Pitt and I.share it between
as.’’ .

‘“ How splendid!" cxclaimed Miss Pitt.
‘“But I wish you'd tell me where Reggie is.
I bave come. over especially to sce. him on
something really important, and I mustn’t
waste any timec. I meant to come over to-
morrow—"'

‘“Oh, then Pitt didn't make a mistake?”
asked Jack. T

'* Of course not,” said the girl. ‘‘ He had
a le%t-er this morning, hadn’'t he?”

*“Yes.”

*“* Well, I didn't know until after that was

o1

r

‘written that it would be necessary for me 2o

come over so soon,” said Mise Dolly Pitt.
* You see, mother is terribly {1l just now,
and she’s staying at Caistowe for her health.
We're terribly afraid that she is—she is
getting wosse. And I want Reggic to come
back with me at once.”

Mason was all concern in a moment.

*“I say, that’s awfully rotten!” he cx-
claimed. * Pitt’s gone over to Barnirgton!”

‘“To Bannington!"” exclaimed the girl.
‘ 0h, whatever shall I do? I must take him
back with me—mother made me promise, and
she’ll be terribly upset if I go without him.
When do you think he'll be back?”

‘“ Not until tea-time—"'

““ Rut that’s hours!” protested Miss Dolly
in djsmay. “Can’'t I go over for im—er—er

“My name's Mason,” said Jack smiling.
“Well, can't I go over for him, Mason?”’
she asked. * 1 suppose you know where he's
gone, doa't you?”’ :
““To the pieture palace, T believe—well,
I’m sure of it,”” answered Jack. :
“0Oh, dear! [ don't ‘know where Banning-
ton i3, or where the piclure palace is!" ¢x-

claimed the girl in a worried voice. * And
Fm in such a dreadiul I_lqrr;{.l_‘._quq- I don’t
knowﬂ?at t0:: d,'o 'at"‘.a-.n"i”.‘f' '{"’:- I":'!P- :
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Jack 3¥ason saw the football mateh fading
away.

“ Why, I'tt take you to Bunnington with
pleaanr?,” he offered gallantly.

*“ Will you—will you, rcally?™

‘0l course.”

“ Thank you—thank you ever so much!”
cxclaimed tho girl cagerly. “TIt’'s just
eglendid of you, and I'm awfully grateful. 1
shatl give e quitc a talking-to when I
gee him."

* That wouldn’t be fair.,”” smiled Jack.
‘“ He didn't kpow that you iwere coming this
afternoon, you know.’’

They left the study together, and onc or
two juniors who were hurrying out to the
playing-flelds stared -hard. and then grinned.
Mason went rather red. He knew well
enough that the whole Remove would he
talking about it before tea-time.

He did not cverlook the fact, cither, that
he would be vonturing out without an escort.
But lhe thought it hardly probable that his
uncle would interfere with him while he was
with a young lady. Bcesides, he would be
cycling.

"Mason borrowed my UbLicycle, a spanking
new one. Heo didn’t trouble to ask me for ft,
because L was on Big Side at the time. But

I had told him & day or two before that he

could take it whenever he wished—if I wasn't
contemplating using it myself, of course. 80
he was quite justiied.

He and his falr companion were just ahout
to start, when tho girl gave & little cry.

“Oh, I Leligve I left a little parcel on your
table? she exolaimed. * Would it be
troubhling ydou too much if I asked you—"

“That's all right,’” said Jack readily.

He laid his machine agalnst the gatepost
and ran accass the Triangle to the Ancient
House. Thg situation. was curious, but Jack
didn’t cxactly distike it. He alwayas took a
pleasure fo -obliging people, and Miss Pit
was 80 selfpossessod hat he was not at all
awkward fn” her presence. And she wasn’t
one of those silly, giggling girls whom Mason
detested.

.He found the little parcel on the table, and
then harried back. -

" The pair mounted, and rode easily down
the lane. Jack Masom little realised what
this uncxpected journey was to mcan to him.

CHAPTER V.
AN UNFORTUNATE MELTING.

1SS DOLLY PITT could ride splen-
M didly, and Jack had no reason to re-

tard his speed in order ¢0 kcep level.
She was qoite capable of maintain-

lng the brisk pace which her cacort set.
‘dt's rather a good thing that Pitt told
me where he was going,”” sald Jack, after
they had passed through the village. *‘ We
shall ind him in the shilling seats at the
picturo theatra, so yon won't wasto much
time, after all, I belicye you can get to
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Caistowe direct from Bannington without
tronbling to come roand these by-roads*

“ Oh, that will be splendid ™ anid the gief.

Mason rode on by her dide. [t wag hard
lines, misstng the big mateh: but he would
be back by half-time probably. At the
very worst he would be in time to zce the
finigh.

He felt glad that the weatheér was fine,
and_the roads in eood condition. It made
cyeling 30 much moie pleagant. The girl
talked brightlyv, and her conversation was free
from all silliness,

S8he particnlarly wanted to know how her
brother was gettimg on at St. Frank’s.

**Oh, he's all right,” anid Mason. “*1 think
the majority of the fellows liko him all right.
But Pitt's rather queer at times, vou kne~."”

‘* How do ynu mean?”

“ Well, T really belicve that he's one of the
best chapa golng, Miss Pitf,' replied Muson.
‘“He and 1 are study-chums, and I see «
a lot more of him than the other fellows.
Some of them are inclined to misunder<tand
him, but I don’t.. At heart, your brother’s
as- 2ood a3 gold. But his teraper apoils him
uow and again,’’

“I'm sorry to hear that,” sald the ir!
“But I know exactly what you mean. My
brother is simply terrible sometimes. He's
s0 cunning—und he doesn’t seem to rcalise
tho value of a good chum when he's got onec.
I expect be will be better towards you after
I've bad a tnlk with him."”

“0Oh, but 1 don’t want you to-——"" hegan
Jack quickly.

*“[ shall tell him that hiz study-mate (s
very nice,”” smiled the girl. ** And I shall
make him promise that he’ll listen to your
advice. Reggie i3 awfully tricky. and I'm
atraiclm?e's rather vindictive. [ think that
—_—— !..

8he had uttered a cry of dismiay, and looked
round.

* Puncture?'” inquired Mason.

* No—my bag’s gone!”" exclaimed Miss Pitt,
applying the brakes, and coming to a stand-
still. ** My bayg was swinging on this side of
the handlebars—and now it's gone!”

They had bhoth dismounted, and Jack
stared back along the road.
“It must have slipped off,” he aaid.

"

‘“ Don't you remember—

**Oh, when we were coming through thak
little, dark stretch of road—just against that
wooden bridge, I mean-—1 felt somcthing hit
tny foot,” said the girl quickly. |
thought it was a twig, thrown up by the
front wheel, but it must have bcen my barz.
And we're in such a hurry, toot”

“I'll run back for it.”” Raul  Mnrson

** There's a pretty stif hill just ahead, so
you can hbe walking up it while {'m gone:

we sha'n't lose much time. I'll ride lik: the
dickens,” _ .
“It's very kind of you,” said Miss Dully.

looking at him seriously. * I'm afraid you'll
think I'm terribly carelesal” |
“* Bags arax always liable to slip off," sl
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Jack, with a laugh. ‘ You'll have to slip it
over your arm, Miss Pitt.”

*I hope you’l}l find i{—"'

“1t’s bound to be lying in the road,” said
Musan, turning his machine round. * Is there
anyihing valuable in {t?” he asked.

*“Yesz, I'm afraid there is,”” replied the girl.
“There’s my purse, and that contains twenty
jpotinds in currency notes and silver. And
there’'s a diamond brooch of mine, too. I
dn lepe you'll find the bag.””

“It's a gnod thing this road is a quniet
one." .snid Mason, ag he joumped on to his
m:ichine. ‘‘ Don’'t you worry, Miss Pitt. I'll
find it all right!”’

“I'l be walkin
Pitt.

Maron rode awa

rapidly. The spot the
girl had referred

0 wius nearly a wmile dis-

tant, and Jack reckoned that the bag must}

be lying right ip the centre of the rcad. He
watcked anxiounsly for the sign of any other
vehicle coming along. He knew only too well
that some people would be quite eapable of
keeping the bag and saying nothing about it.

But the road was fortunately clear. As he
-whizze? along he kept his eyes well open, in
cacre Miss Pitt should have been mistaken
allout the spot. Inwardly. be resolved that
she was updoubtedly careless. She ought not
to have carried a bag, containing such
;a]uables, loosely swung over the handle-

ars.

Mason was relieved when he came within
psight of the little wooden hridge. This par-
ticular spot was very lonely. and the road
was clear. It was practically certain that
tsobody had come along the road recently ex-
cept themselve:. He slowed down as he
reached the spot.

Three times he cycled backwards and for-
wards, making the distance longer each time.
But there was no sign of the bag. And at
last he dismounicd. intending to look closely
in the coarse grass which hordered the road.

And then something unexpected happened.

It was cingularly unfortunate, but, then,
things generally oocur in that way. For as
Mason was searching in the grass he heard
footeteps just behind him. There was a tin
side-lane across the roand—a mere farm-trac
—-and he expected to see a laliourer, or some-
body of that clhass. |

Two men cume into sight, and Jack Mason
staited.

Theg were Simon Grell ard Jake Starkey!
Jack had never secn the latter, but the sight
of him uncle was quite sufficient. As he
caught sight of them, they recognised him.

. Grell uttered a roar of surprise.

‘1t's Jack!” he shouted. * By thunder!
It's the bhoy!”’

Muason forgot all about Miss Pitt’s bag in
thiat tense moment. He whirled his bicyele
round and leapt into the saddle. But Grell
was running, and the boy paturally lost a
few precious seconds in mounting.

“ You young cub!’’ belloweq Br. Grell.

A3 Jack was pedalling away,- tellmg him-

———

g up the hiil,” called Missu

{ Hold stiH,
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jerk violently. He took a quick, startled
glunce behind, and there was Captaim Jim,
hanging on to the rear bar of the parcel-
carrier. .

“Got  you!"” panted the man roughly.
‘“ Better get off, my fine nevvy!” |

‘““Let me go—let me go!” shouted the doy,
pedalling vainly.

1t was a hopeless effort. With Grell hang-
ing on behind, it was impossible for Jack
to make any progress. Indeed, he was
quickly jerked to a standstill, and he fell off
the machine. He attempted to dash away,
but Starkey was there.

Mason was completely captured, and tlie
bicycle was roughly flung against the hedge.
“Then -the men forced their prisoner down the
-farm-track and out of the sight of the
road. They were highly elated.

** Talk abowt luck!’’ chuckled Mr. Grell.
‘“Wot do you think of.it, Jake? Run right
irto the nipper as though we'd planned it!
urn you!”

n—

.

Magor was hot with rage and alarm.

“You’ve no right to molest me!"’ he
shouted. *“ 1 shall refuse to tell you any-
tbing’. and its a shameful thing tc force me

‘““8Btow your lip!"” growled Mr. Grell.
“ You’ve got a sight too much to say, young
shuver. You're under my control. don't for-
get—me bein’ your kind uncle. I've half a
mind te take yon straight to London an’
shove you aboard ship as eabin-bey. That ’ud
make you tame, my lad!”

Jack said nothing. For, truth to tell, he
was half afraid that his uncle wouid carry
out the threat: Mr. Grell was quite capable
of it. Not that Jack himgself would have
allowed such a thing; he would have resisted
fiercely. .

*“ ‘Ere we are, Simon,”” said Mr. Starkey.

They had proceeded’ about a hundred yards
down the rough track. And now they turned
into 2 gatewny, and Mason saw a ramshackle
boilding just in front—apparently an old cow-
shed, or something of that kind. It was
isolated from the road and extremeiy lonely.

Jack bitterly realised the unfortunato
niature of this meeting. He had thought of
the possibility before starting out, but had
dismissed it. But how had he known that his
uncle would be taking a walk with his friend
on this very afternoon?

And what would Miss Dolly Pitt think?
What would happen when Maz=on failed to re-
turn with the bag? All sorts of thoughts
crowded into Jack's mind; hut the foremost,
of course, concerned his own position.

Once within the cowshed, the doer was
closed and be was released, (srell stocd with
his back to the door, und Starkey took up
nis position against the window. It was
avite a small place, and there was no
prospeet of Jack escaping.

He stood in the centre of the space, lcok-
ing angrily at his upecle. But the lattier
calmly lit a cigarette and chuckled.

“ Quite a nice meetin’, Jack,”

he rfaid

sc}f that he was safe, he felt the machiue! pleasantly. - ¢ Now, my bey, I den't mean to
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This gave him the advantage of a break,

ia the hedge. Peering through, ho raw that
the men approached an old cowshed, the
door of which was very securely fastened.
“Chey (reed it, placed the bicycle iuside, and
then scturcd the door again,

 This was fathier suspicious. As a matter ot

fact Mr. Grell hind coinpletely forgotten the:

bieyele while he was attending to Jack
Masor. And he and Slarkey, striding down
the lane, had spotted it.

They couldn't very well leave it there, o
tho best thing to do was to put it in the
shed with the boy—which they did. There
was now no clue which would lead anybody
to suppose that Mason was in the vicinity.

The two rascals made oil, intending to hold
a discus§lon in their lodgings at the White
Harp., Mason was zafe cnough; he couldn’t
possibly escape. But they wouldn't hevce
been 90 confildent had they known that their
movycinents had bheen watched—by Nelson
Lee, of all people!

‘“This is guito a pretty littlc problem,”
f.ec told himself. “ That was Nipper's
bicycle, and yet therc is no sign of Nipper.
Has the carcless young rascal left it by the
roidlside for some rezson? If so0, Grell prob-
ably took advantage of the situation to con-
ccal the machine—with the possible idea o.
profit later on.”

The schoolmaster-dctective considered thal
it was his affair to look into the matter.
He wasted no time, hut strode down the
crutty lane, leapt ilighfly over the gate, and
upproache(i .the old cowshed.

Heo zained admittance in a minutc or two,
and found the shed to be empty, except for
the bicycle, a big old bin, and some odds and
cnds. Yecs, the bieycle wus certainly interest-
g,

“Tt's Nipper's, right enough!” murmured
the guv'nor. *‘ Now why on earth did those
two men—— Dear me!’”

A most distinct sound came from the bin,
and Nclson Lee turned and stared at it with
curiosity. A wooden lid was in position, but
the sound- scemed to indicate that 2 human
heing was within.

'« Can it be poasible that Nipper is——'"'

Nelson Lee paused and strode across the

shed. The next moment the lid was off. and
he looked down upon Jack Mason's doubled-
up form.

‘* Good gracious!' ejaculated Lee, startled.

Ho jerked the boy upright, and was greatly.
rclicved when he obscrved that Mason's eyes
were open and alight with excitement and
eratitude. « Lee pulicd off th¢ muffier, and
Mason gade a little gasp.

“Oh, thanks awfully, sir!" he cxclaimed
hreathlessly.

““ Are you hurt, 1ad?’" asked Lee. lifting
him bhodily on to the floor. * You must tell
e what this dastardly outrago means--—''

“I'm not really hurt, sir,”” said Mason.
“ My uncle heat me. with a stick, and I'm
rathicr tender—but that's nothing to cry over.
ON. this is simply splcndid! How did you
find mrc, sir:” |
“ § am afraid [ must takc no eredit upon
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mysclf, my boy,” said Nectson lue. It was
(quite accidental, T can assure you. But you
must tell me the exact truth, Blason. his
aflalr is simply beyond all bounds—it is an
outrage, and your uncle has laid himself open
to prosecution—-" ‘

**Oh, don’'t let it go as far as that!™ ex-
claimed Jack anxiously. * You'vc rescued
me, 80 what does it mattec? I—I'm not
thinking of my uncle, but it would be simply
awful for me at St. Frank's if it all camo
out in a police-court.”’

““You are quitc right, Mason,”” eaid Lee.
‘““ As you say, it would be far better to take
no action, secing that Urell has hecn folled.
But if he gocs on at this rate he will over-
reach himself, and he will find himseli in
serious trouble. But how i3 it that he got
hold of you, lad? Did I not tell you to be
very careful——""

‘““I was, =rir,”" explained Mason,
bonds had been cut free by this time.
something unexpected happened.'”

And he told the detective of Mias Pitbs
visit, and how he had been captured while
tooking for the missing bag. Lec realiced, of
coursc, that the position had becn practically
forced vpon the lad.

** The ocircumstances were (uite exceptional,
Mason, and you are not at all to blame,”’ he
declared. *‘ At the sume time, you must be
very wary—"'

‘““ By thunder!” exclaimed a harsh wvoice
outside. *“ The kid's gorn! Look at thc door,
Simon! You didn’t fasten it-——"

Only an oath came in reply. Nelson Lee
motioned to Mason to get in the rear, and he
stood ready—grimly amused. Grell and
Starkey had returned for some reason. Lee
never understood why, but in all probability
Mr. Grell had thought of some fresh ques-
tion to ask his nephew, or he might cven
have changed his plans.

Grell and Starkey entered the slicd at the
same moment; and they started back in dis-
may as they saw Nelson Lee facing them.

‘“ Why, what-—'"" began Captain Jim
furiously. ‘ Git out of this place, durn you!
Leave that kid alonc! Here, Jako, help to
kick him out!'"

Nelson Lce laughed as the two men
charpged. They leht one another strength,
and strongly belleved that they would be
able to vanquish this intruder. But that’s
just where they made a big mistake.

Lec allowed them to come right on. Then
he let himsel? ¢o. e hit them left and
right, delivering the most powerful blows—
and Nelson Lee, when he gets fairly going.
can punch like a steam hammer.

(Gsell went. down with a crash, and Starkc)
followed him, wondering if his jaw wns ia
threce picces or two, At all events, the
rascal felt sure that it was broken, and he
rolled over backwards with a scrcam ol pain
and alarm,

In a second he was on Lis fect, streaking
away Tor all bhe was worth. Simon Grell did
nct wait for any more, bhut lurched to his
feet, swearing horribly. For this he rcecivod
another punch which sent bhim Alying once

whose
¢t But
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more. And this time he got up and fled pre-
cipitatcly.

*“They arc soon scttled, Mason,” smiled
Neison Lee, gently rubbing his knuckles. ‘1
wus hoping for suinething far wmore entertain-
lng. Well, the rascals know that you are
sale now, but [ should advise you to be very
careful in future. Cut off on your bhieycle
and go straight to the school. Tie ruffians
have fled-away from the main road, so you
will not run into them.”

Mason was very grateful.

*“ It’s wonderfully food of you, sir,” he ex-
claimed warmly. * I—I don’t know how teo
thank you—*"" _

“Don’t try, young 'un, hurry off as fast a3
you can go,” interrupted Neison Lece. * As
for Miss Pitt's bag, you can’t stop behind for
that. In any case, I cxpect slic has recovered
it herself by this time.”

“ Unless my uncle took it, sir,”” put In
Jack.

““ There is that possibility, of coursc, but 1
do not think it is probable,”” eaid Lee. ** You
would surely havc egecn some sign of it, or
would have heard some refcrence to ft, if
@red had it in his possession. In any case,
that can be settled Igter.”

Mason was soon off, and Lce remained be-
hind to have a look round. He also sus-
pected that Grell and Starkey might be
prowling about, and he would have welcomed
another opportunity of meeting them.

Jack pedalled for all he was worth as he
went home. Not that he was scared. Nelson
Iee had told him to hurry, and he was
.hurrying. Th¢ matcelh wounld be over by this
time, of course, but Mason bad muf¥ to be
thankiul for. If Nelsou Lee badn’t appeared
upon the scene he might have been kept in
that shed for days.

Jack was worried about Miss Pitt's bagy
He had promised to rccover it, and had
failed. This wasn’t his fanlt, but he was in
the unfortunate position of being unable to
_exﬁlaln what had actually occurred.

he did do so, the whole school would
know about his rascally uncle. And if he
concealed the identity of Mr. Grell, the
uniors would almost certainly refusc to
elicve the yarn. It was far better to say
~pothing about it. Indeed, at the last
moment, Nelson Lee had warned the boy to
sy nothing at all. Neither he nor Jack
realised how Mason’s absence had been con-
strued by a great many fellows.

‘Jack had become quite ocalm by the time
the school gates were in sight. It was rather
painful for hiin to ride, owing to the cnergy
of Mr. QGrell. That gentleman had wielded
his cane so effectively that Mason was
*extremely sore.

- But the main trouble was over, and Jack
“gould stand a little pain. He thought it
wquite possible that Miss Pitt herself would be
.at the school, having returned to muke in-
-quiries about the bag. Indeed, Maszon re-
gnembered the incident of the forgotten
,--gmtcel—when he and the girl had been start-
ing off. Was it not likely thai she had for-
" gotten her bag. too? It would be rather rich
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if the missing artiele turned uwp in Nudy E,
after all

Mason turmmed lnto the Triangle, and the-e
wus an immedjate shount., There were still
sevcral groups of juniora stan.lding abant,
my chums and myself being included,  And
Reginald Pitt ran forward.

*“1 say, Mason,” bhe excliimed anxionsly,

Jack turned his bicycle away froimn the
cycle-house—where he was making for—and
disruounted. Then he walked over to Pitt.
The other fellows erowded round interestedly.

“1 say, Pitt, where's your sister?’” asked
Mason quickly.

** She's gone, and T want te know what the
dickens you mean by running off,'’ was Pitbt's
grim reply. * Yon offered to escort her tn
Bmmin%ton, and then deserted her hali-way
along the road—"

“1 didn't do anything of the sort!” re-
torted Jack hotly. ‘' She dropped her bay,
and I went back to find it.”

‘* Then where have you becn all this time?”

Jack coloured slightly.

“*}—1 wus detained.”” he sail uncomfort-
ably. *“ I'm awfully sorry, and I hope your
gister doesn’t thimk I acted rudely. Rut I
oouldn’t help it, Ritt. 1. was hoping to find
her here.” He ked straight into Pitt'y
eyes. “TI'll explain everything to you
private,”’ be added quietly.

** All right, but youw’d better hand that hay
over at once,” sald the Serpent. ‘‘ Some of
the fellows have Qjgen making nasty suggzes-
tlons—"'

‘““Why, T didn't find the bag.’” said Jack
qnietly. *‘‘1 searched along the road, bmt it
wasi't there. 1 thought that your sister
perhaps left it hehind in the study. Wy are
you looking so queerly at me?"

‘I should ¢hink you ought to know that,"”
sald Pftt. “ The bug wasn't left behind,
Muson, and you know jolly well that my siiter
dropped It on the road. You went back to
find it, and didn’t retoarn it to Dolly. You've
been nBsent for close upon twe hours, and
now you torn up and say that you haven't
scen the bag! Do you think that's quite good
enough?'"’

Jack Mawon started back.

“* What do you mean?’’ he asked hoarsely.

““ Thief!* came a hiss from the rear.

* You're madl” gasped Jack, going white.
“ Do you think I kept the bag? It's a hor-
rible thing to say!”

** Begad! An’ so it is!"” sald 8ir Montie.
‘““ Mason, dear old hoy. you can rely on me
to back you up. Dom't take any notice of
these cadst’”’

“ We don't believe you took the bag,” I
said smilingly.

“Jf Magon will tell me what he did and
why he has been so long away I'll believe him,
too.” said Reginald Pitt. **I can’t say any-
thing fairer than that. Why didn't you go
back to my sister?”

“1'll tell you—later on."” said Jack ateadily.

** That’'s no good to me.'’ snapped Pitt.
“If you can't suy is in front of theso ather
fellows, it proves that therc's something
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vwrenz, I hote suspeeting you, but vou must | it there. you sneakin’ thief! Biy gadt Thiyil
: and a

aay that the facts look jolly rotten.”

"“ Search him!™ advised Fullwood, from the
rear, |

“f1 don’t mind!"” shouted Musou hastily.
‘“tYou can scarch me all you like!™

Hendforth snorted.

‘“ What about the bike?'’ suggested Merrell.
“t B{ gad!’ ejAculated Pitt quickly. ** We'd
forgotten the jiggeri™

Ready bhands—mainly the hands of Fuliwood
and Co.—seize@® wmy bicycle and examined it.
"They were intensely eager to prove Mason
“guilty. They bated him. and wanted to see
bim kicked out of the school.

‘“ Go_easy with that jigger!" I sald sharply.

Tne cads were pulling it about roughly,
and they took a delight in damaging any
property of mine. I pocshed forward with my
chums, and took the bicycle out of Fullwood
and Co.'s bands.

There wds an extra-big tool-bag fixed to the
casrrier—one that I had ordered especially. It
wad not made to carry tools only; there was
space for quite a decent lunch. When on a
picnicking trip this was most handy.

‘“ The whole thing's a disgrace.” I snapped,
a8 I unfastened the straps. *“ Do you think
Mason would shove your sister’s bag in here

——

“1 didn’t snggest looking in your bicyele,”
interrupted Pitt. 1 think it’s potty. You
needn’t open that bag, unless you ltke. It's
siiply a waste ¢f time, anvhow. I don’t
accuse Mavon of anything, but I think he
ctight to ba frank wilh us, conslderlng what’s
happened.”’ :
¥ If you understood everything as I do. you
wouldn’t say that.” put in Mason quietlv.
“I don’t hlame you—it does look queer, I'll
admit. I think it's quite pos:ible that after

“.ﬂ"\ l'l' l\n alla ¢n $all A avasmnbhilna~ ??

mean the sack for you,
thing, too!”

Fitt t-gok the bag without a word, and
opened i€,

‘“There’'s no money in here,”
qulctly. ** Where is it. Mason?""

jolly good

lic aaid

- o

“Oh, I say, we ain't going’ to have a
thief In the Removel” yelled Gulliver.
“‘Tain’t like'y! I'll go to the Head mysefl?

“T think you'll bave to, Pitt,’” I interrupted
quietly. * You can't let the thing dron in
that way. Eveq if the Head knows nothing
about it, Mason's life will be made a misery,
now that theres suspicion against him. The
whole thing’s got to be cleared up.”

Pitt laughed uneasity.

“No need for any fuss!’’ he said. ‘ What
does it matter to you? What does it matter
to the other chaps? [t's m{ affair—and
Mason‘’s. Everyhody else can mind their own
confounded buginess!"’

Juck Mason waa deadly calm now.

‘ Dogyon think I took that bag, Pitt?"" he
asked deliberately.

“No—1 den’t'’ nmald Pitt, speaking dis-
tinctly. “I think somebody has been up to
some rotten trick, That’s all. The lesa anid
about it the better. I don’t belleve you're
guilty for a second-—and here’s my hand.”

B%Tason took it. but there was an angry roar
from the fellows.

** That is all very well, but it can’t finish
as you'd wish, Rit},” [ said grimly. * You
may think Mason innocent, but there's plenty
of fellows who don%. And it’s bnly falr to
have it clearedd up. He went to search for
the bag, came back after two hours, and
wouldn’t say ‘wvhera he'd been. On the top of
denying where the bag had got to. It's found
on the bhicycle that Muson was using. That
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“ You may not think so, but [ dJdo,” I re-
piled. "1 must say, Pitt, thut I'm surprised
at your attitade—and I'm jolly pieased, to.
It pointe to the fact that you've got more
deceney 1o you than 1 supposed.”

* Thanke}'’ sakl Pitt eooMNy.

“And I can quite understand your not
wanting a form trial,”” 1 went on, looking at
hini stralght. ‘' You're willing to let the
mitter drop, and you've said that you be
lleve in Mason's lnnocence. That's good of
you—but the whole truth haa got to come
out. You can’t escape It, Pitt.”

“* What the dJdickens do you mcan?”’ he
osked wmneasily. ‘
«'“ I think you kvow hetter tham [ do.'’ was
my reply. ‘ Some fellows here ean beo de-
ceived—but 1'm not quite e0 imesperienced.
That’s touehed you on the raw, eh? Well,
zon brought this thing on, Pitt, and Juu'll

dve to 10 through with it to the cend. A
form trial is the only way to settle things.”

And, although Jsck Mason protested, the
whole Remove decided that my tlea was the
beat. Aund a form trial was held.

- - S——m

CHAPTER VIII,
TRIAD BY THE REXOVE.

lt;."ll. DE VALERIE looked very hnpos
ng. |
C He bad horrowed obe of Mr.
Crowell’'s yowngs from the Form-room
caphoard, and although it was scveral sizes
‘foo_large it neverthelesa lent a solemnity
to De Valerfe's appearance which ftted the
oeccasion.

For De Valerle bad been appointed judge,
.a8d e oscupied the ‘' bench ' in the Court.
' This was the Commoun-room, and De Valerio's
sent was elevated by the simple process of
mtm a chair on to the tabic and shoving
table againat the wall.

The witness-box and the dock were pro-
vided by vwther ehalrs, nnd the body of the
Court was filed with excited Removites. They
were somewhat inclined to treat the matter
as a joke, but it was really very serfous.

Pitt didn’'t like it at all, but the matter
had now passe: beyoud his control. Aud, as
he refuned to prosecute, Fullwood appninted
himsell for the prosecution. 1 didn’t object—
becanse it would de rnther good to ses Full-
wood defeated.

Naturally, 1 waa couneel for the defence,
and 1 had sevegnl witnesees all ready o
be called npon. But nobody else knew this
adt the time, and they hadn't the slightest
suspicion that I had one or two cards up my
slecv e,

There was 0me little sommotion besause
Handforth insisted D being judgze. As he
vias going to he a witness. this conld bardly
bc possible. Besides, It Handforth had been
jndge, he would have declared Mason ano-
etnt hefore ths proceedinge had besn going
ive midutes. HNandforth was not éjactly Im-

partial
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“'Ob, ali right! Have your nwa nay!” ho

shortcd, at last. "()nir. il Misen'a found
lnilty. dan’'t hlame me! ['ll he foreman of
e jury - -"°

" Yow sitdy ass!” I exclalmed. “ A jury-

man can't be a witnew! The jury's got to
be twelve feilowa who don't know 2 Zithdy
thing about the case at all. Thev've wnt to
hear the evidence und give their verdict.

“ Quite right, ' said the jndge. But, all
the chapa know the whole gidily yarn- what?
Why can't Firth-Formers lend a hand-.—.

‘“No need for thar,” [ lntecrupted.  ** ['ve
already arrangcd with Christine and Co., of
the College Mouse. They're impactial. aned
they don't gknow uanything of what's bhap-
pened. They ought to be here by this time."

The door opened, and a orowd of Monka
anpeared,

“Talk of angels and they appecar!"' grinmed
the judore.

“Jurymca ain't angels,’’ said Bob Chris-
tino calml{. * Now, what's all the giddy
troublo? ['ve bromght eleven chups with me,
and we've come here with the solemn deter-
mination to see that justice s done. t'm
foreopan of the jury, and, as a Brat act of
jostice, | sugyest that Fullwood is :learcd
out of Court!’”’

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You silly idiyt!"’ roared Fullwood. ‘' I'm
prosecuting counsel!'’

*Ob, my mistake!'’ said Christine. ' It's
rather a bad look-out for the prisoner |t
you're againet hMm, Pullwood. [t wouldn't
mutter If you only told the truth: bus you're
quite capable of faking up a story of your

own.”

When things had quietened down--for there
was a ounslderable ecommotion for v few
minates—the jurymen took Mheir seata, and
the commobn-rcom assimed a grave aspect,
Jack Mason was sitting In the dock, looking
caim and composed. . Just before entering he
had & visit to Nelson Lee, and he nad
noth to lear from this trial. In fuét he
wae In agreement with me that it would be
the best way of clearing the matter up.

“In gponin. the case for the prosecution,”
begnn Fullwood, lonking romud him Import.
antly, ' I shouki Nke to muke a fowasemurks
concerning the record of the prisoner who
nos standa in the doek accused of commit-
ting a pasticnlarly outrageons theft-—"

“ Rate!’" said Pitt. ‘* 1 never accused him.
Residos, he's not standing in the dock at
all—he'’s .rwnt'; .

“ [ cannot al thia levity,'’ suid the judce
sevetsly. *‘ And is b necessmary to rake up
Mason‘’s past record. as you call {t?7 What's
that got to do with the ecaxe? We don't
want any vindictivenets, Fullwood.”’

“1 contend thut Mason's record I8 neces-
sary,'” declared Fullwood.

“*What Rind of a record is It?’ ashed
Handforth. ** A gramophone record *’’

‘“Ha, ha, hat”

'"* This joking Is moet unseemly!"’ exelairiesl

k. Pe  Malerls, frompligg.. /*Jf there's ady more



“of at, T shall instruct the ushers to clear the
Court '

‘* There ain’t any ushers, you assi’’ shouted
scmebody.

It was, of course, quite illegal to address
the judge a3 an ass, hut his lordship over-
locked the point, and Tullwnod was allowed
to proceed.

‘“Mason is not the same as tho other boys
of thi: school.”” he declared. ‘ He was
previously educated in a low, common
eouncil school, and we have every reason to
bilieve that bte llved in a slum in Ber-
moadsey.  Is it pot reazonable to suppose
that anch n boy as thot would be tempted by
the stght of such a valuable—""

“1 protear agaimst thiz!” I shonted, jump-
ing up. “"The procecuting counsel has no
richt to make suggestions: it is his job to
stick to the Tacts. I wigh to bave him called
to order,”’

“Shut up, Fullwood!” sald the judge
reverely., ¢/ Stick to the case!””

“ Oh, all rieht!” growled the prosecuting
cengel. ¢ Only I wish the jury to know the

“ William SBhakespeare!’ sald Pitt calmly.

‘“ Ha, ha, hatl”

‘‘ The witnese ia lnclined to be foolish,” said
Fullwood sourly. “ We will let the point
pass, and get on to another one. ow,
Reginald Pitt, your sister came to 8t. Frank’s
this afternoon for the purpose of seeing you.
I can’'t understand why she should, but I
believe I am right?”

1 understand that your suggestion Is cor~
rect,” aaid Pltt guardedly. '

‘“ Where were you this afternoon?’

‘“* In Bannington.”

‘ Did you see your sister at all?*’

“1 met her on my way home.’” replied Pitt,
¢ She toid me about the lois of tho bag, and
cxplalned everything. Mason had bheen
cscorting her to Bannington when she miased
the bag. Mason went baeck for it, and nothing
wmore was learnéd until Magon came in.”

“ ARd whiat happenced then?’

““ My sister's bag was found on Mason’s
bicycle.”’ | )

“ After he had positlvély denicd sceing It
or touching it

IS;Y“.O

‘““Thea the Inferguce is obvioy,’’ said Full-
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wood, ‘" Mason kept the bag for himself,
and meant t© etick to it. denyin’ havin®
found it. There's no toubt about that,
becsuse ho awore that he hadn’t  seen
itt. An’ yet it was found in bhis tool-
bagt I contend that no further evidence is
neceseary.’’ -

[ juinped to my feet.

“1 wigh to cross-examince the witness —-*
{ began.

“1 don’t see that It'll do any good,” said
Fullwood. * The prisoner was caught red-
handed, with a lie on his lipa. Re denled
takin' the bayg, an' it was on his blcyecle all
the time. There's nothin® more to he said.”’

The jury was imurcsred. Bo far, It eeor-
tainly looked as though the evidcnce was
going against the pri:woner.

‘* Now, Reeinald Pitt, yon declare that you
me! your sister on the road hetween Bellton
and BanningtonY'’ I asked eanaily.

[ Ye‘. LA

“ Whereabouts- —-¢xactiy 1"’

‘“How can I tell you that, yon
growted Pitt.

[ ]
ass?

- -

“ 8he didn’t give the address—and I'm not
oing to give it to youl!” exclaimed the
ger&mt. suddenly firing up. 1 can’t give
it you."’

“ And why can‘'t you?’" I asked quictly.

“ Oh, rats!'’’

« ghall I tell you why you can’t?’ I per-
sisted.

** This is nll nonsense.”’

“ ¥nu can’t produce Miss Pitt’s address,
becanse thcro is no such person as Miss
Pite!" I declared grlm:ly.

There was a tremendous sensation in ths
court. Nearly every fellow thought that [
had suddenly gono off my head. There was
much jecriug ond much incredulous joking.
But I held my ground and cailed upon Mason
as a witnessa |

There was no pretence of sticking to the
rules of a proper court: this trinl was CcORe
ducted in our own apechl way and, from @
legal point of view, was horribly out of
order. But that diin‘t matter a tows, We
wanted to get at the truth, and not prolong
the trial for the sake of collecting cavimoud

fecs.
Mason eptered the witneés-bog. |
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body by surprisc. The majority of t-heland you tricked mo all along the luie! You

follnuvra lidn't hollava it T wwracondod ¢ta o b awfif! hoanundor

BLOUV U1 1140 IuaVUuUIuy vioy

Y revenged on Mason. It did not come out
What™ roared Fullwood. | that he had hatched the plot with Simon
“You heard what I sald!" exclaimed Pitt | Grell! Yet that was the actual truth. It

uictly. ‘' But I really take all the blame | h4qd been a double trap. Pitt had met Grell
auyself. At the same time, though, I felt jolly | arter the Matter’s talk with Jake Starkey

pitter against Masoh, and decided to get|and Pitt had suggested the plan. Mason
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“ Clubs,” an athlelic society. He refuses, and
they délermine to send him to Covenlry.
' He is persuaded later by Mr. Erans, a master,
te join. Challiza takes Hood fishing in «o
punt, which gels cast adrift. Laler ou
Gretnger, the Captain, sees Challis ol the
" mels, ard asks Rim to play for {he next sizier
against the eleven. Meanwhkie Basil susperts
Biyers of cnsting the punt adrift, since he
- foumnd a coin belonging to him near the spot.
I nsuspectingly he puls Yhe coin in a drawer

o hao aushanla It ammniohoo mun.d Rreil casw.

1

together, he staggered to hie ieet.

Indignaticn and jurt anger againzt M
enemy caused him to spring to the door and
open it.

There was Myers sitting at table, pretend-
ing to be deeply engrogsed in his studies.,.

‘“ Hello!”’ he said, as the deor opencal.
‘* What do you want here, kid? Yaou've no
richt to enter my room. Get out!’

Basil. with cheeka Haming and eyes flacshr-
ing, stood his ground.
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through the door, came to a stand against
the wall.

Then, as Mycrg pugched him_in the face, hé

kicked ouf with all” his-might, barking the
bully's ebins for him, D . SR
Myers, ‘uttering a -howl of - agony, struck
him twice, thrice! Bat, as each blow landed
home, so did Dasil's helvy bhoot-soles rattle
against his shins, until, with a flerce oath,
he let the kid go. . :
Basil hadn't done with him yet. White to
he lips and nerved to desperation, he hurled
‘msclf on the cad and bore him backwards,
raining in blows with flets and boots as fast
as he could manrage. |
Myers gave -ground,

linching. crouching,

with arm raised to ward off - the fag's
punches, recoilMg before the onalaught of
those dreaded .,00ts. . .

Nor could Basil be blamed for the kicking,
since the bigger boy was nearly twice his
size, !

“You little beast! Wuait! I'll kill you—
') murder you!" shouted Myers. * Oh, I'll
make you pay for this! Ow'—Qoo0!—O0Oh!"”’

So he retreated round the table, with the
little. fircbrand after. hin, until the din
attracted the attention of Ponsonby below,
who came running up, to caze through the
open door of Myers's room upon this amazing
scene.

For-.a moment Ponsonby stood watching,
and .then, as Mycers swung a _tremendous
punch, which~ would have knocked Basil
senseless had it landed, he sprang into the
room, scized the fag, and drew him back-
wards. 2 " -

The next moment he stood between them,
looking Myers ful! in the face. Had not the
bully beecn blind with rage, he must .have
seen. the: contemptuous curl “of. Ponsonby's
lips. the scornful flash of his eyes. '

**Qet out of the way, Ponsonby!” Myers
shouted. * 1'in going to give the young cad
a sound thrashing.”

“1 don't "think you wil
sonby quietly. - Y

. -answered Pon-
** Eh, what do yoa mean?”
A I - - . * e .
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‘* What I say.”

They stood. facing each other, while Basil
looked breathlessly on, his. collar crumpled,
his face flushed .from his exertions, wondering
what the end would ber ° * . -
--Gradually Myers's- anger vanished, until
with a laugh, he unclenched his fists and
turned away with a derisive laugh. o

‘“Oh, well, T don't care!” he sneered.
“ Let the little beast go! I'll get even with
him another time!” -

f Ponsounby, ignoring the bully, turned to the
ag. - &

".Now, ycungster,”” he said, ‘’ perhaps
you'll explain what all the trouhle*s about.”

S ——

PONSONBY FINDS THE MISSING
‘ COIN.

HOKING with indignation and resent-

. ment, Basil told his friend what haq
happened. As he listened, Ponsonby's
face clouded.. : e

Though ‘still .Yar from hbeing himself, he
was yet ready to champion the cause of a
small hoy bullied by a big lout like Myers.

His old friendship for the bully was fast
vanishing, until little of it remained.” His
I'm(:je was very white when he turned to the
cad. I .t . . !

“*Is what Hood says true, Myers?" be de-
manded. . - - .

‘' No,”" replied Myers. ‘I Kknow nothing
about it. . If he tumbled over with the tfay
and smashed all your:things, it was due to
his own stupid carelessness, I expect.”.”

‘““But he says you tied a string across the
passage from door to door.” - .

‘““If he says that he lies,”” retorted Myers
hOtl_V- ’ . - .

Ponsonby went outside, and -glanced rue-
fully at the picces of broken china and-debrnis
that littered the passage. And as he looked
he saw the length of cord stretching across
the _ﬂOOl'. ate
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NCIENT HOUSE BURGLA

Will deal with the further Adventures .. .-
of NELSON LEE and NIPPER and
their Friends at St. Frank’s,
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