No. 184.—MAGNIFICENT SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE YARN!
1 MTHE NELSON T.FF T.TRRARY 1:o







FULLWOOD IS VERY CLEVER.

&t NOW is coming beforc long,”” remarked
: Ralph Leslie Fullwood, casting a
critical eye up at the sky. ‘' I hope
‘ it doesn’t come before we break up,
that's all. Snow’'s a rotten bere when you're
travellin’.”
. I don’t know so much about that,”” said
Culliver. ‘A good fall of snow will make
it scem more like Christmas, anyhow.”

The Nuts of the Ancient Honse of 3t.
Frank's were lounging against the gateway.
Morning lessons were over, and the dinner
gong would soon sound out. The December
day was rather cold and the sky was over-
cast.

Fullwood and Co., well wrapped up in over-
coats and mufflers, preferred to lounge about
idly whilst other fellows punted a football
about the Triangle, or engaged in other
healthy -exercise of a like nature.

““ Who's this kid coming up the road?”
asked Bell languidly. ‘' Looks like one of
the telegraph girls from the post-oftice. Per-

“ 0oh, is it?"" said Fullwood. * All right,
kid, you can hand it to me. We’re just going
in, and we’'ll give it to Mason. He’'s one of
our pals."” .

The girl hesitated for a moment, but de-
cided it would be quite safe to hand over the

boys didn’'t look at all nice, aud sho was
almost afraid to refuse. It was rather un
fortunato that some decent fellows were nob
near the spot, or Fullwood and Co. wouldn't
have had things their own way.

“* Silly game, 1 call it,” remarked CGullwver,
as the girl went back towards the village.
‘“What the dence did you want to o that
for, Fully? 1 don’t see why we ghoulil miake
ourselves Muson's gididy servants!”

“Come indoors,” said Fullwood langwidiy,
“What right has that bheastly Beimndscy
Kid to bhuve telegrams, as thongh he were
somebody of importance? We'll deliver thns
at our leisure-—see?”’

I say, we can’t stick to that wirec.” ob.
jected Bell. ** You'll get into « Yrightin!l row
if a master gets to know-—"

‘“Come indoors.”” repeated Fullwood,
don't be an ass!”

He led the way towards the Ancient House,
and his chums followed. They were gite
ready to perform any vindictive action
against Jack Mason, of the Remove, but tinl-
liver and Beli did not relish taking any risks.

©oand
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Reginald Pitt was now another fellow, L
was particularly delighted, for T had always
had an inkling that Pitt would allow his
better qualities to overpower his evil ones,
And now, happily, the evil qnalities seemed
to have '~ft him or cood. And Musm wny
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reaily the cause of Piit's break with Fullwood
and Co. . .

This, of course, was insufferable® For a
hedot.ly Be-'mond';ey kid to rob Fullwood of
one of his followers was an unforgivable sjn.
It reflected upon Ralpir Leslie, and he was
ever eaver to seize an opportunity to make
things tincomfortable for Mason.

Reaching Study A, the three young rascais
threw aside their overcoats and caps and
collected in front of the cheerful fire. Full-
wood held the telegram in his hands, an:l
!oolicd at it with a grin.

*You'd better hand it over to Mason,” said
Gulliver uneaml} “*1t's nearly dinner- time,
Fully, an’ there's no time to play any tricks.
Goodness - knows, T ain’t a nervous chap, but
[ draw the line at tamperm with other fel-
lows' telegrams. We might get into trouble.”

Fullwood’s lip curled.

“That’'s all yocu think about—your own
beastly skin!"’ he sneered. ° Look at this flap
--it's ncarly unstuck. Why shouldn’t we

squint av the wire? [t might be from one
of Masoun's beagily relatives, an’ there’s no
tellin’ what usc we can make of it. Any-
how, I'mm goin’ to risk it.”

It was a simple matter to pull up the flap
without damaging it, and Fullwood and his
two chums rexd the wire with great interest
aund curiesity. 1t was qitite short—and rather
disappointing :

““Jack Mason, Remove, Ancient House, St
Frank's Collcge, Sussex. _

“ Wil arrive Bellton at 5.15 this evening.
“DAVID STRONG.”

“ Serve you jolly well right!™ said Gulliver.

‘“There's a fat lot of information in that,
an't there? Stromg is that old chap who
camne down some weeks agon—lookin® like a
giddy rag-merchant.” ’

“Yes. 1 know hat,”’ said Foullwood. ‘‘ Sauce,
I cali it, comin’ to a place like St. Frank's.
Can't we think of some wheeze to choke
him off?”

** Oh, den't be potty ! snapped Bell. ‘‘ Stick
it up again.”’

I'ullwood grinned suddenly.

“11 lell you what!" he said, with a
chuckle. ** Strong's coming by the 5.15 train

—an’ those nomc ain't very clearly wntten
Chuck over a piece of indiarubber, Gully.”

Gulliver stared.

“ What's the idea?” he demanded.

“You'll sec.”

Fullwood chuckled again as he proceeded
to erase the figures from the telegram. This
was quite a s:mp!e task. ‘Then he opened the
drawer of his desk and pulled out a length
of black crayon. The point was sharp, and
he carcfully filled in the now blank space with
the figures ** 7.25.”" The crayon impression did
pot shine as lead pencil would have done, and
it was almost impossible to detect it from
the carbon writing of the telegram.

‘* What's the good of that?” asked DBell
testily

“1'1l tell you the idea after dinmer,” said
Fullwood. ‘' The gong will go in two ticis,
an’ we can't waste any time. Mason will
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think that his precious visitor ain’t comin’
till the 7.26 train, an' that'll give us a
chance.”

Gulliver and Bell began to get an inkling
of the scheme, and they felt more comfort-
able when the telegram was resealed in its
envelope. A glance from the window showed
that Jack Mason was just crossing the Tri-

angle from the playing-fields with Pitt and
De Valerie.

‘“ Now’s our chance,’” said TFullwood calmly.-

He crossed to the door, motioning to his
chums to stay where they were. It was the
work of a few seconds to slip into Study E
and place the telegram on the table. Nobody
saw Fullwood enter cr ieave.

Consequently Mason would naturally assume
that the wige had come while he was on the
playing-fields, and that Tubbs, the page-boy,
had placed it on lLis table. There was no-
thing to indicate that the telegram had been
tampered with.

Mason came in a few minutes later, just as
the dinmer-gong was sounding. He and Pitt
parted with De Valerie in the passage, and
turmed into Study E.

‘““ Hallo, what's this?’’ said Pitt.
thing for you, Jack.”

Mason turned, and took the telegram with
surprise.

*1 suppose it must have come while we
were out cn Little Side,” he remarked. I
wonder who it can he from? By jingo! I1—
I don’t suppose——"

Jack paused and tore open the flap. A
moment later his eyes wers spa.klmg with
excitement and delignht.

‘“It's from Mr. Strong,”
‘“ Have a look at this, Pitt.
the 7.25 train this evening.”

Pitt only took a casual glance at the wire,
otherwise his keen eyesight might have dec-
tected the 1lteration—for Pitt didn't miss
much.

*“I'm glad Mr. Strongs coming,’”” he caid.
‘““It’s a good time since he was down hers,
and perhaps that mystery of the seaied
packet will be cleared up now. About time

it was, too.”

‘ Rather!" agreed Jack. “T'll tell Mr. Lee
about this. We’ll go and meet that train,
What do you say?”

“ Some-

he explained.
He'll arrive by

old man.

‘““ Any ol!ld thing you like,”” said Pitt. ‘' It’'s
just as well he’s not coming till the 7.25, be-
cause our cupboard’'s rather bare, and we
couldn’t very well entertain a visitor. to
tea. Still, it wouldn’ t take long to get some
grub in, if necessary.’

“ 1t won 't be, worse luck,’’ remarked Mason.
“T4’s no good asking Mr. Strong to tea ab
eight o'clock, is it? It's rather a pity he
couldn't get here earlier, but 1'm not going
to grumble.”

Jack Mascn, indeed, was thoroughly de-
lighted, and a few minutes later he ran into
me in the passage, while 1' was going into
dinner with Tommy Watson and Sir Montie
Tregellis-West.

‘“ Mr. Strong's coming this evening, Nip-
per,”’ said Mason cheerfully. ‘

‘“ That's good,”’ 1 replied. “I'm Jolly
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pleased to hear it, dMason. 1've been expect-
ing that Mr. Stroag would put in an appear-
ance for some few days past. Perhaps he’ll
be able to help you over that locket business.
Your precious uncle won’t have any more
chanrce of getting hold of it, anyhow.”

“‘ Begad! He nearly dil the trick last
time, old hoys,” said Tregellis-West. ‘' It
only shows how necessary it is to be careful.

U'm a frightfully carefut chap, an’ it 1 hard}

those things of yours, Mason, they'd be a3
safe as houses.” |

“ For about two minutes,”” I added, * and
then you'd forget atl about 'em! A tailor’s
crreular would come in, or something, and
then you'd forget ail earthly matters in con.
ning over the absorbing questions of fancy
vests, trousers, and all the Jatest stvles of
rainbow socks!”’ B

Sir Montie gazed at me frigidiy.

*“There's not a fellow in the Ancient House
who likes a joke -better than I,”” he ex-
claimed, with deliberation, “ But jokin®
about clothes is rather bad tuste—it is, really.
An’ T must refute the suggestion that 1
should permit fancy vests to interfere with
matters of greater importance.”

‘“Arc there matters of greater
ance?’” I asked, in surprise.

‘““Begad! 1 refuse to answer.”

And Sir Montie adjusted his pince-nez upon
kis noble nose and walked along the passage
with much dignity..

import-

His referenece to * those things of Mason's "' [

were connected with a gold locket and a
sealed packet—the latter the property of Mr.
David Strong. Mason mercly looked upon Mr.
Strong as a good friend, but, actually, it waas
this genial old gentleman who was paying
Mason’s £ees at St. Frank'’s.

Jack had saved the old chap's life some
months before, and Mr. Strong, knowing that
the lad would accept no financial reward, had
plaved a little trick on him. Mason believed
that a relative of his had left a legacy for
the spacial purpose of providing him with a
complete education at St. I'rank’s. So Jack
was qu:te comfortable, and did not feel him-
self uiider an obligation to his elderly friend.

And then, of course, there was the affair
of Mr. Simon Grell. The latter was Mason's
uncle, and he was several kinds of a rascal.
For vears he had been away from home, at
sea most of the time, and Nelson Lee knew
himn to be & man who had nearly placed him-
gelf within the clutches of the police.

Upon returning to Eungland he had dis:
covered that his nephew was at St. Frank's,
angd Mr. Grell had seen no reason why he
shouldn't inquire into matters and seize the
legacy for himself., This idea had soon been
knocked on the head, but something else had
eropped up-—something of far greater im-

portance.

For Mr. Greli had discovered that Jack
Masun was in possession ¢f a gold locket
hearing an Arab inscripticn op the irner sur-
face---and that inseription related to a valu-
able treasure. Mason had always possessed
hatt the locket, but the other half, strangely

enough, was centained within Mr. Strong's

'y

-

pachage - which he had unutentionully 1.4
hehind duaring his last visit.
There was. then, every reason [or Jack 1o

feel pleanacd that the old gentleman wi
coming to the school again. It was qaii -

likely that the mystery would be clerred v
For Mason had no idea why Mr. Gre!ll was «»
anxious to gel hold of the lvcket: it wuas =
complete puzzle.

Grell had used every effort; he had oven
resorted to burglary and to trickery. Om'y
the previous week he had employed zeveq |
ruffians, and had dressed them up a3 Arabs
thinking that he could trap his nephew inta
giving up the locket. Undoubtedly he weotile

_have succeeded, but for the timely iuterven.
‘tion of Pitt, who had seen through the plot.

Grell had been quiet of late, hut the posi-
tion was really no different. He was still in
the neighbourhood, and it seemed fairiv cer.
tain that he had not given up all hope. 1l
e not been Mason’s uncle he would hav: bsin
arrested long since; but Nelson Lee did nob
wish to create a scandal. ’

1 told the guv'nor that Mr. Stroug «a:
coming down that evening, but he didii'r
secem at all sarprised. In fact 1 had n
idea he knew all about it heforehand. Thei
was something between Mr. David Strong and
Nelson Lee of which I knew nothing, and 1
felt rather hurt about it. But possibly N.:
son Lee was bound to secrecy hy some promi- -
or cther,

The most astounding feature of tite whol-
affair was that the missineg hali of Mason 2
locket should be in Mr, Strong's packne-,
The significance of that fact is liabla to he
missed, unless the point is considered care
fully.

Just look
hadn’t met

at the facts as they stood. Maton
AMr. Stronz until about six monthy
previously ; he had possessed his halt of the
locket cver since he could remember, and be.
lieved it had been given to him by his mother.

And yet Mr. Strong—who, after all, was prac-
tically a stranger—possessed the other haii!

There was surely some curious co’ncidense
there.

Not only that, hut Mason didn't know :uy-
thing ahout Mr. Strong's hali, and Mr. Strony
didn't kpow anything about Mason's balf!
What wes the explanation of this singulat
state of affairs? '

Toe arrival of Mr. David Stronyg would per
faps be the signal for a complete clearing ug
of the- problem.

It was--but considerable excitement was to
attend Mr. Strong's visit, teo!

CHAPTER (I.
MIETING THE FIVE-FIFTEEN,

CLLTON Station was (dim and «locmy in
the darkness of the December evening.
The feeble platform lamps cast 2
dim glow immediately beneath c¢ach

post, snd there were only three altogethed.
Fullwood paced up and down the platform
with a geninl smile upon his aristocrativ
fertures. He was intent upon performing an
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ill-natured trick, and Fullwood was always
happy at such times.

It was already a quarter-past five, and the
train was sigpalled. Fullwood’s plan was cuat
and dried, and he knew cxactly what he had
to do. During Mr. Strong’s previous visit the
Nuts had made themselves very objectionable,
but Fullwood trusted to the gloom oi the
platformm and to ihe nature of the story he
had to tcl. Besides, Mr. Strong would prob-
ably have forgottem ail about the nther aifrair.

The train came into sight, and finally pulled
up with many jerks against the pl.tform.
It was only a * local,”” being thc ccniuection
from Bannington Junction.

Fullwood looked up and down quickly, and
had no difliculty in spotting Mr. Strcng ss
he emerged from a iirst-class compartment.
This was rather strange, for Fullwood had
always thought that Mason’s elderly friend
was quite poor. However, this was no time
for thinking over the matter.

Fulwood waited till the old chap was in
a dark part of the platform, and then he
approached. Mr. Strong gazed at him bene-
volently. . .

'** Ah, Jack, my boy. I'm pleascdi—"" Mr,
Strong paused. ** Dear me! I beg yvour pardon,
my young friend. 1 mistook you for a boy
I expected: to see on this platform. You be-
long to St. Frank's? Do you know if Jack
Mason——"'

*1've just come from Mason, sir,”’ inter-
rupted Fullwood, his voice betraying a note
of anxiety. ‘ He asked me to come along and
:lneet you. The poor chap’'s met with an acci-
ent.”” .

* Good gracious me!’’ exclaimed Mr. Strong
starting.

‘* And he wants me to take you to him,
sir,”” went on Fullwood. *“1I think—-"

‘“ But, my dear lad, you are not telling me
that Jack has n¥:t with a serious accident?”
interrupted the old gentleman, clutehing Full-
wood’s arm. ‘' Such a thought is appalling—
terrible! Tell me quickly, boy—is Jack hurt
much?”’

'** Well, it all depends, sir.”’ replled Full-
wood glibly. ‘*He was on his way to the
station when a man on a bicycle knocked
him down. I happened to be coming close be-
hind, and 1 was asked to meet you. I'm not
one of Mason's friemds, but | couldn’t exactly
refuse such a request.”

‘““1t is very conswderate of you, my boy—
very considerate indeed,”” exclaimed Alr.
Strong, with much agitaticn. ** Thank you
—tbhank you exceedingly!”

Fullwcod almost grinned. His ¢indour
about not beinr a friend of Masor’s com:-
pletely discrmed AMr., Strong, it seemed, who
might have bhad suspicions. But the story
was straightforward. Jack h:d been knocked
down by a cyclist, and Fullwood had come
to the station to impart the rews.

“] don't think he’'s very badly hurt, sir,”
went on IFullwood. ** They picked him up
unconscious, but I don't believe in the yarn
that has skull's fractured. Just a little bhitl,
I expect. Anyhow, they took him into the
parlour of the White Harp an’ sent for the
doctor. I czme here to teil you, sir.”

“1 must go to Jack at once,”’ said Mr.
Strong, concernedly. ‘' Poor boy—poor boy!
But I am almost a stranger in this village,
and I have not the slightest idea where the
White Harp is situated. -1 presumne, from
the name, that the establishment is an inn?”’

‘“ That's right, sir,”” agreed Fullwood. “1
don't mind showin® you the way in the least,
I'm goin’ in that direction myself, anyhow.
It would be rather a pity if you got there
S:votla}te, but 1 don’t think Mason's as bad as

1at.”’

‘They left the station together, Mr. Strong
exceedingly perturbed. Fullwood took ad-
vantage of the darkness to grin. lie was
hugely pleased over the success of his ill-
n:tured scheme, and saw that it was going
to be a complete triumph all along. For the

xme wasn't half played yet.

They passed through the ‘village quickly,
AMr. Gtrong walking with rapid footsteps.
IFullwood's elegant lounge would have left
him far behind, so he was compeiled to
hurry, too.

The White Harp, although Mr. Sirong
didn't know it, was the most disreputable
public house in the village—a very low place
indeed. Several lights were gleaming from
the grubby windows as Fullwood and Mr.
8trong approached.

‘“* They took him into the front entrance,
sir,”” said Tullwood, pausing. *“ If you'll go
in that doorway you’ll soon get to know all

the facts. I'd come in with you, but I
mustin’t.”’
** Indeed! Why not?”

““ 8t. Frank's boys ain't allowed in public

 houses, an’ 1 wouldn't dream of breakin’ the

rules,”” said Fullwood, in a shocked voice—
“*not even in an exceptional case like this,
I shouldn't mind the floggin’, but it’s u qucs-
tion of principle.”

‘** Quite right, my boy—quite right,” said
Mr. Strong approvingly. * Thank you for
your guidance. I am much obliged.”

And the old gentleman pushed his way into
the shabby entrance and the door swung to
behind him. Fullwood turned quickly, grin-
ning all over his face, and five figures
cmerged from beside the hedge opposite,

‘“ As tame as a newly-hatched chicken,”
grinned Fullwood softly.

There were many chuckles from the other
five—GCGulliver agnd Bell, and Merrell, Marriott
and Noys, of Biudy G. -

‘“ Well, there’ll be s.x witnesses,” grinned
iulliver. * I didn't think you'd do the trick,
Fully. It's a wonder he wasn't suspicious.”

Fullwood chuckled.

‘* He was ready to eat, out of my hand!”
ire said calmly. * Just wait until he comes
out—we'll greet him with a general roar.
'The disgraceful old bounder! Can't walk up
to St. Frank's without goin’ into a pub for
a booze!”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ We'll have the yarn all over 8t. Frink’s
within an hour,”” went on Fuilwood malici-
ously. ‘' Let's hope somehody else comes by
at the same moment, that's all. Mason's
fr.ends boozin' in the White Harp!”
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“Oh, my hat!” grinnel Merrell. ' Ain‘t
ft rich?"

‘** The best jape of the term!" said Qulllver.

There was no doubt that the plan had
worked beautifully so far. It had the ad-
vantage, also, of being the partial truth. Mr,
Strong would be unable to deny that he had
enterod the White Harp, and that fact alone
would be sufficlent for quite a number of
follows.

Fullwood and Co. waited, hugging them-
selves, and getting ready for the roar.

But Mr. Strong did not emerge. At the
ciid of five minutes the Nuts began to wonder,
and concluded that the old gentleman had
indeed stayed to partake of liqui@ refresh-
ment. No other reason could keep him there.

** All the better,’”” said "Fullwood. ‘‘We
shall bave a stronger case.”

**Cave!” whispered Marriott suddenly.

“What for?”’

*“0ld Crowell’'s just
rcad !’ hissed Marriott.

Fullwood and Co. faded into the darkness
behind the hedge, and watched. Mr. Cro-
well, the Remove Form-master, was striding
down towards the village, and Fullwood's
vyes gleamed.

. "By gad! I hope old Strong comes out
nov!"" he murmured,

‘““Yes, rather!"

But the Nuts were disappointed, for Mr.
Crowell strode right past, and Mr. David
Strong had made no sign of emerging. Some-
body had left the White Harp—a farm
labourer—but Mr. Crowell was not interested
in him, neither were the Nuts.

‘“ Rotten!" grunted T[ullwood. ‘“ Look
here, it's over five minutes since old Crowell
came in sight, and still Strong hasn’'t come
out. Jt's a good ten minutes ago that he
went in there.”

“*What's he doing all this time?' asked
Bell wonderingly.

‘ Better go an' see!’' grunted GQGulliver.
stamping about. “ I'm gettin’' fed-up with
this. My feet are like chunks of ice already.
%P (Illon.'p think much of your rippin’ wheeze,

ully !’ : ]

** Oh, give it a chance!"’ snapped Fullwood,

They descended to the road once more, now

thoroughly impatient. It- was most incon-
siderate of Mr. Strong to keep them waiting
such a long time.. Fullwood’'s yarn - about
Jack Mason being run over by a bieycle
was, of course, a mere fabrication. Mason
was still at St. Frank's, probably partaking
of tea.
- Fullwood and Co. had delayed their tea an
hour in order to indulge in this terrific jape.
They were hungry, and the December evening
was decidedly co!d, the wind blowing icily
along the muddy road.

The Nuts waited and waited. The {en
ininutes lengthened into fifteen, and then
into twenty. It was now practically certain
that something had occurredl quite outside
their calculations. .

«*We must have missed him,”’ suggested
Merrell gloomily.
“Rot!"" snapped IMullwood

coming down the

“"That'a all very well — =

“Rot!" repcated Ralph Leslic. ‘‘ Haven't
wc been walchin’' the door all the time?
Hc's still in there, an’ I expect he's guastin’
beer or whisky --makm’' hay while the sum
shines, so to speak.”

"1 wish the sun way shinin’ out here,”
said Gulliver, tuckimg ?iis hands under bhis
arms. " U'm chilled all through. What's the
grod of a jape like this? I call it a [at.
headed idea——"

‘“How were we to know that the old fool
wonld stick in there all this time?'' snarled
Fullwood, thoroughly loeing his temper.
‘“ Hallo! There's somebody comin' out now!l
(¢t ready to yelll”

is companions grunted, but were not veey
enthusiastic. The next moment they saw
that the man emerging was only Mudiord,
the village postman.

‘““Let’'s ask him if Strong’s
whispered Bell hurriedly.

Fullwonod nodded, and crossed the road to
Mudford, who was paunshig to light his pipe.
The postman was rather startled to find hive-
self surroimded by the six juniors, and he
looked at them uncertainly.

‘“None o' your larks, yoting gents,
suid. ** 1 ain't-—"

“That’s all right, Muddy,” said Fullwood.
“We only want to ask you a question
You've just come out of the pub, haven't
you?"

*““The fust glass I've ‘ald since dinner
time!"” protested the postman. *‘ There ain’d
ne ‘arm in a man ‘avin' a glass now an' agmn.
My missus allus wants me to ‘ave my oww
way, an'—-"'

in there!”

ho

‘* Never mind about your inisaus,” nter
rupted Fullwood. ‘' Were syou in the bar
when an old gentleman cam« in- aboub
twenty minutes ago?”’

Mudford nodded.

**Why, yes—na stranger in these ‘ere

parts?’” he said. ‘° A nice-lookin' sort, wills
wrinkles all over °'is face.”

“That's right,”’ said Fullword.
him?"’

*“0° course 5 ¢! He come in while | wat
talkin’ to B[l Walters about tue lock-gates
they're settinn’ up down the river,” aaid Mad.
ford. ‘* He ’ad a few words with Mr. Por:
lock, an’ then went out.’”

** Went out!’” yelled Gulliver.

**That’'s wot 1 said, younz gent."

“Don’t talk rot!” snappcd Fullwood.
** We've been watchin® the door ail the time,
Muddy, an’ we saw no sign of him.”

‘“Which it ain't ‘zackly surprisin’, Master
Fullwood,”' aaid the postmun, with . grin.
* The gent was took throuszh the back pas-
sage, an’ 1 reckon ‘e went out by the side
door. The gate’s further along, hehind themw
trees, £0 you wouldn’t see ‘im come out.”

“*Oh, my bat!" gasped Fullwood blankly.

‘“ ] suppode you're not havin’ u game w toa
w, Muddy ¢ demanded Giulliver.

“1 wouldn't dream of no such thing, e
claredl the postman.  Neema to me that
you'sve been playin' ~some ' your gamea,
things ain't gorn right. Ah! 7 It cngbter

“ You saw



6

teach you not to try such tricka on pore oid
gahtlesgen!'” ‘

“Go an’ eat coke!" snapped Fullwood
savagely.

" This was scaﬂ.‘ilﬂ a nice method of thank.
ing Mudford for the information he had im
purted. But thg Nute were feeling decidedly
sore at that momont, and they wcre not
made happier whon they heard the postman

trudge off chuchl.nu to himself.
. "I\'cm silly ass!” sald Marriott wither-
1gly.

“ Arc you talkin' to me?"’ dcmanded Fuil-
wocd,

“Yes, 1 am!”

e Lnok here— --**

“1I've been waitin’ about long encugb!”’
snappced Marriott. ** Wa've missed our teas,
ab’ got qurselves cold to the bone, an’ you've
et us into it. A fat lot of good your japes
ar¢, ain't they?"

Fuliwoad nearly danced with rage.

‘" You—you awful rotters!” he shouted.
" Weren't you just as keen as I was? How
the dickons was | Lo know that Strong would
gU out by the hack way! | expect he thought
it would look queer for him to be seen—''

“Piflle!’”” interrupted Guilliver. * He
gucased what you werc up to all along, 1
cxpect, an’ went in the White Harp on pur-
pose {0 got rid of you. He suspeoted that
sommething was on. Let's get up to the
school!”

" An’ don't suqest any more dud jdeas.”
snid Marriott sour { -

Fullwood bhad nothing to s:y. dle and his
nublo Nuts were feeling very sick, for Shey
were forced o the conclusion that Mr. David
Btrong had been ' wise'' and that he bhad
trdcked the trickaters.

The jape bad fallen flat and was a lglgham.ly
tailure. It was Fullwood and Co. who had
been made Lo look extremely foolish, 1t was
n bitter plll to swallow, and the Nuts were
in o vile temper.

But their little jn.re was to bear fruit,
after all, but It was fruit of a very diiferent
charscter frem that which was intended,

CHAPTER 111.
MR. SINON URELL I8 DESPERATE.

R. SIMON GRELL was very much like
Fullwood in one respect.

e was in a viHe temper, and his

compuanion, Mr. Juke Starkey, was in

no better condition. The pair were seated in

the back parlour of the \White Harp, and

their expressions were eloquent of their feel-

ings.

%’ahe cloce atmicsphere of the livtle room
was filled with strong tobacco-smoke and
apirit fumes, utd the tuble was littered with
glusses aand bottles. Simon Grell sat in the
big chair before the fire, and Starkey pre-
teided to read the morning's local paper.

“It's no good, Jake, 1 can't gsee no way!”
rowied Captain Jim-—as Grell was called by
Is lntimates. ** It's all because that hound

b

R

|

N

| who's made a pal of young Juack.
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of a Nelson Lee is on the spot. Without
him we could do jest wot we liked.”

Jake Starkey nodded.

* That's wot I've said all along, Simon,'” he
replied. ** Why don’t you take my advice?”

“ Wot advice?" growled the other.

‘“Pack up an’ clear out!”

** Durn you!"” snapped Mr. Gerell. *‘ You're
allus rammin’ that down my throat! I{ you
don't like to sce the thing through, clear!
1 don’t care—shove off as scon as you like.
But if you do you won't git no more hrass
out o' me."” |

Mr. 8tarkey lecoked pained.

‘* Now, there's no need for us to quarrel,
old mate,” he said. * Why don’t you look
at this thing censible like? We've tried time
an’ again to git that blamed locket, an’ we
don‘'t 'ave no luck. Besides, 1 don’t reckon
we're safe ‘ere—we might be pinched any
minute. JLee knows that we broke into the
achool.”

** You're a fool, Jake—that's wot's the mat-
ter with you!” sgnapped Grell. * Do you
think Lee’s goin’ to waste his time by juggn’
us? Wot good would it do? Nothin’—and
young Mason would be in disgrace. YWe're
safe enough.”

* Well, I won't argyly,” said Mr. Starkey,
RMling his pipe. * I'U leave it to you, Simon.
Arter that lnat affair, though, 1 don’'t see wot
we can do, It must 'ave corst you ten quid
to git them three blokes down ‘ere with the
Arab dresses an’ the tent—""

* Nico sort o' comforter, ain’t you?” said
Captain Jim harshly. ° It didn't cost me no
more than four-pun-ted. Them costumes an’
the tent ain't paid tor—an’ never will be if
I ean help it. We had to leave ‘em behind
in the hurry, an’ then we didn't get that
durned locket!”’

The other man shook his head sagely.

“* Tricks won’'t do no more,” be said.
“They’'ll be on the look-out for 'em, an’ it
'ud be a waste o' time. That locket's bein’
kep' by Lee, an’ jt's in a sate place. Qive it
up, Simon, an’ let's git back to London. I'm
red-t:’gewlt.h this place. Who's that old cove
out theret?” .

Starkey nodded’ towards the glass-topped
door of the pariour. ''here was a heavy blind
fixed, but it was not down at present. And
thrrough the eclear glass Jboth Grell and
Starkey saw a well-dreesed old gentleman
talking to the landlord in the bar. At least,
he was well-dreesed regarded from Grell's

standpoint.
* Why, by thunder!”” muttered C:ptain
Jim. ‘I ain't never secn him, but ['ll bet a

fiver that chap's 8trong!”

“'E don't look it!” remarked Starkey,
shaking his head. '

**Don't look wot?"

** Strong," reQIlod the other. ‘ Rather
weak-chested——"

“*You blamed faol!’”" rapped out. Mr.
Grell. ']l mean Mr. Strong, that old cove

** Didn't

the kid tetl me that this old gent was all

wrinkled an’ clean-shaven? Why, it fits to a

T! It's Mr. Strong—an’ we're done!”
*'Ow do you maxe that out?”
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* 8hut up!"’ muttered Grell. *‘‘ Listen!”
They remained silant, and could distinctly
hear the words which were being uttered.

“Yes, I shall be most obliged if ynu'll
allow nre to make use of your back way,”
Mr. Strong was saying. * Uf course, I am
quite prepared to pay for the favour, my
dear sir. Will this cover the expense?”
b(.}rcll scw a half-crown pushed across Lhe

ar.

** That's all right, sir,” said Mr. Porlock
genially. **Wot's the trouble?™

*Oh, nothing much,” smiled Mr. Strong.
‘ Some impertinent boyeg are attempting to
play a joke with me. I observed several of
them opposite your establishment as I came
along; I am quite certain they intend to
play some trick upon me when I emerge.
‘That is why [ should like to twrn the
tables."

‘* Of course, sir,” said the landlord, gzrin-
ning. ** Just foller me, an’ you'll be as right
us anything. 1 take it you're u stranger
hereabouts?”’ . h

‘“ Quite so—quite =0,” replied Mr. Strong.
“1 am visiting St. Frank’s.”

They passed cut of hearing down the pas-
sage, and Mr. Grell gave nhis companion 2
significant look.

-**That settles it!"' he excxlaimed tensely.
$ Vigitin' St. Frank's! We're done, Jake—
we're properly done!’" y

‘‘ That's wot you said afore.” _

‘ Ain’t that package the property of this
Strong?’’ demanded Greil fiercely. *‘ There’s
the half-locket in that package, an’ Strong
will get hold of it. Wot chance shali we

have then, you fool?”

“No mneed to git abusive—"" bhegan
Starkey.
‘“ To-night’s our last chance!"” went on

Grell, ignoring the interruption. ‘ Strong
will take his half of the locket away with
him. Mebbe he’ll take the whole thing.
Then we'll be left out of it altogether.”

Starkey grunted. o

‘“ Wot’s the good of grumblin’?” he de-
manded. ‘“ We can't do nothin’, can_we?
it's 'ard luck, that's wot it is, Simon. We’'ll
'ave to take ourselves off, as I said, an’ give
it alt up. I sha'n’'t be sorry.” . '

“1'm not gzoing to bg put off like that!”
snapped Captain Jim. °‘ Look here, Jake, we
must act now—at once—or not at all. Un-
derstand that! It's the last chance, an’ we
should be fools to let it slip by.”

" ¢ Wot can we do?'’ asked the other.

“I'm goin' to follow Strong up to the
school,” said Grell rapidly. ‘‘I might be
able to peep in through the window—it's as
dark as Old Harry to-night. You come along
arter me, an’ stay just outside the school

ates.”

&, Yes, but T can't do nothin’ there.”

‘] never said you could,” exclaimed Cap-
tain Jim. “‘I'll do all there is to be dome,
if I get the chance. Bee? You wait outside
in the road until I come. That's all. I'm
goin’ now, an” you can follow in a minute."”

. Mr. Starkey was inclined to protest, but
Grell had left the room before he could
trame any words. His private opinion, how-

ever, was thul Grell was on @ foal's crrand,
and that his wild idea was probably the out-
come of disgusting sclfishness regarding the
whigky-hotule.

Mason’s uncle, meanwhile, had left the
White Harp garden by means of the little
side gate—unseen by the waiting Fullwood
and Co. Grell hurrizd for the first hundred
yards or so. but slowed down when he dimly
saw the figure of Mr. David Strong striding
along ahead.

"1 ain’t goin® to he done now!’ muttered

Grell savagely. ‘ By thunder! Arter all.
I've risked—arter all my trouble! I'll get
that blamed Tlocket to-night—or <o to

quod'"”’

He was ccrtainly rather desperate, and he
was in just that state when he would commit
actions which he would not dream of com-
mitting at ordinary times., He was reck-
less. The very thought that all his work had
heen in vain was maddening.

Mr. Strong turned in at the imposing zate-
way of St. Frank’s and made straight for
the Ancient House. Crell, arriving 2 moment
later, dimly saw the visitor cntering the widc
doorway into the lobby.

Grell couldn’'t follow now: he couldn't
enter the Ancient House himself. But he saw
that the Triangle was quite deserted and
bare. The fellows who weren't at tea in their
studies were either in the common-rooms ot
in other parts of the building. It wasn’t an
evening for remaining in the cold Triangle,

The intruder knew well enough which was
the window of Nelson Lee's study—the great
detective being the Housemaster of the
Ancient House. Grell had already paid a
nocturnal visit to Lee’s study, and could
find his way to it blindfold.

He guessed that Mr. Strong would go to-
the Housemaster—and then, of course, the
matter of the golden locket would be referred
to. That was only natural. So it scemed
that Grell's only course was to get to Nelson
Lee’s study.

What he could do when he got there was a
problem. He certainly had no plan in mind.
With light footsteps he crossed the Triangle
until he stood immediately outside Lee’s
window. He realised that this was by no
means an advantageous position. He could
be seen by people crossing from one House
to the other. And although the Triangle
was deserted at present, there was no
guarantee that it would remain deserted for

lorﬁ. ]
oreover, Mr. Grell's ears, although sharp,
were quite unequal to the task of hearing
any sounds or voices which came from within
the study. The window was only slightly
open at the top, and =0 Mr. Grell's spirits
sunk.

The reckleas feeling was still on him. and

‘he pressed his face close to the window-

panes, and then found that he could obtain a
clear view into the apartmept. There were
thick curtains placed across the deep window
recess, and these were not pulled closely
fogether. Consequently, Mr. Grell distinctly
saw Nelson Lee sitting at his desk.
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This was by rno means satisfactory. Grell
fnew that Nclson Lee was thecre, so seeing
hiin was nothing of a surprise. In fact, the
rascal begun to tell himself that his last
chance had gone, and that he was only tak-
iny unncceseary risks by rcmaining in _his
preseny precarious position. -

But just then soacthing occurred.

Captain Jim zaw Nelson Lee get to his
feet, walk round the desk, and go to the
door. He switched off the clu,t.nc light and
paseod out. A second Ia*er he returned,
curiing on the lights again, and taking a
paper which he had apparently forgotten.
This time he left the light burning ur.d the
door ajar.

Mr. Grell's wits were unusually sharp just
then.

Althougzh he couldn't see all lhe room, he
knew that it was row empty. Lee would
never have switched off the light on the
first occasion otherwise. And the fact that

the detective had now left it on proved
that his absence would only be a briel
one. Mr. Grell would nhave to act quickly,
if at all.

4 I%ut how ccald he act? What could he
0

Posszibly the whisky he had imbibed at the
White Harp had something to do with his
next action. For Simon Grell cast all caution
to the winds and acted with utter rashness.
It was all or nothing with him, and he was
not the type of man to tamely give in with-
out a big figzht at the last.

Here his final opportuenity had presented
itselfl. It was a risk—an cnormous risk—and
probably Mr. Grell did not fully appreciate
the extent of it. What he did was to quickly
and stlently push up the lower sash, climb
through the window, pull the sash down
2cain, and stand in the recess.

There was ample room for him, so long
as he remained perfectly still. A movement
of the curtain would betray him, but there
was no reason why Nclson Lee should pull
the curtains aside. And in this position
Gre!l ceould  hear every word which was
uttered in the room,

The die was enat now, and the man re-
gretted his action.

He had heen a fool,
vhere would be no cseape,
stand before  his captors a househreaker—
caught redhanded. Moreover, there was
nothing to indicate that Mr. Strong. would
talk to Lee in the latter’s study.

Grell curzed himself fer being a mad idiot.
But he fought down the desire to turn and
escape. As likcly as not he would be spotted
by somebody in the Triangle- and captured.
Besides, footsteps were sounding in the pas-
gage already.

Grell set his teeth and stood his ground.
There was nothing else for it. This posi-
tion was onc of his own making, and he
could bligme only himself if he met with
disaster. It was too late to withdraw, and,
mad as bis actions had been, there was still
a faint hopc within him that events might
pan out in his favour,

he told himself, for
and he would

Mr. Simon QGrell, quickly changing again,
cast aside his doubts and waited with every
ncrve on the stretch. Would he he able to
achieve his purpose? Would luck come his
way? There was certainly a chance that it
would.

C%I’)tam Jim was nothing if not an opti-
nlis

CHAPTER 1IV.
AN ASTONISHING REVELATION !

UCK up!” said Reginald Pitt crisply.
‘““ Sha’'n’t be long,’” replied Mason,

glancing up at the clock. 'Why,

there’'s no particular hurry, s
there?” "

‘“ Well, we’ve hardly started yet, and it’ll

take us a good hour to do our prep.,” replied
Pitt. . Its just upen six now, and the train
comes in at seven-twenty-five. So tliere’s no
time to waste.”

Jack Mason nodded, and scttled himseli to
work.

The two Removites were in Study E, and
they were hurrying over their prep. in order
to get it done bhefore the time to start for
Bellton, in order to meet the train. They
had already wobtained permits from Mr.
Crowell to be nut after locking-up, so every-
thing was all right.

A somewhat frugal tca .had been concluded
shortly before. - The frugality of the meal
was not owing to lack of funds, but hecause
Mrs. Hake, of the school tuck-shop, had run
out of supplies for the time being. This was
a frequent occurrence. An epidemic of- tips
by the morning post generally resulted in
Mrs. Hake being cleared of all eatable sup-
plies before the evening.

Mason and Pitt were silent as they worked
away; only the scratching of their pens and
an occasional crackle from the fire broke the
stillness of the study—cxcept, of course, for
the loud voices which prcceeded from next
door. But this study—D—was occupied by
Handforth and Co., and wild noises from
that quarter were so Ifrequent and so con-
tinuous that Mason and Pitt would bave felt
quite lost without them.

But Pitt suddenly lifted- his lhead and
looked: at the door. A footstep had sounded
in the passage—and it was a footstep which
was quite unfamiliar. The next mcment the

door of Study E opened apd Mr. David
Strong stood framed in the doorway.
‘““ Ah, Jack!”’ he exclaimed heartily. ¢ How

are you, my hny?”’

Jack Mason ]umde up in
delight.

“Why, Mr. Strong, I—I didn’t expect to
see you yet!” he exclaimed, hurrying for-
ward. *“ I'm tremendously glad you’ve ceme,
gir.”’

Mr. Strong wagged his finger.

‘““Why didn't you come to meet me at
the station, you young raccal?” he asked,
his face wreathed in smiles. * But there! 1
suppose you were too busy—"' '

‘“ But—but you said in your telegram

surprise and
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that you wouldn’t arrive until the seven
twentydive train!" exclaimed Jack quickly.
“Pitt and 1 were hurrying over our evening
lessons so that we should he able to meet
the train!"’ :
Mr. Strong closed the door.

. **There is surely some littlc mistakec?"’ he
auggested mildly. ‘“ I distinctly wrote on- the
form *5.15." I really cannot- understand how

it could have been mistaken for ¢7.25," Jack.
But it is & minor matter——"
“* No, it isn’t, sir,”” declared Mason. ‘‘1'm

feeling awfully ashamed of myzelf for- making.

suth a mistake.:
we'll soon see.”

He fetched it from the book-case
opened it.

‘““Yes, here It is, sir—7.25,” he exclaimed.
* It's quite plain, too——"

‘““Dear me! Dear me!” murmured Mr.
Strong, gazing at the wire. through his spec-
tacles. ‘“You are quite richt, Jack. Ah!
L am beginning to suspect—— Look at these
figures, my boy."”

Both Mason and Pitt regarded them
closely; and then, of course, they detected
the crayoned alteration. Without very
careful attention the deception had been in-
visible.

‘“-Somebody’'s been. tampering with it!"
easped Jack, staring at Pitt. ‘‘ The wirc
was on the table when we came in at dinner-
time, wasn't it? Who would open the tele-
cram and alter the figures?”

Mr. Strong polished his spectacles.

‘“1 have my suspicions,’” he said genially;
‘““but I'm not going to sneak, my boys.
That's the word, isn’t it? I'm not going to
aneak. A certain young rascal met me at
the station with a fine story, and nearly
lioodwinked me, too. But I turned the tables
on him—and on his companions. I'm afraid
they will be getting cold by this time, Jack—
very cold!”

And Mr. Strong chuckled, while Mason and
ritt regarded him in astonishment.

‘“But I don't understand, sir,” said Jack
at last.

“It was merely a joke, lad-—rather ill-
natured, but a joke,” explained Mr. Strong
softly. “ For a few minutes, too, I was
deceived ; but I think the young bheggars are
heing adequately punished.””

Without giving his young companions any
inkling as to the identity of the culprits, Mr.
Strong related the principal points of his
adventurc in the village. Pitt and Mason
srinned with delicht at the neat way in
which Fullwood and Co. had been foiled. For,
of course, they instantly guessed that the
Nuts were responsible.

““ As it happens, sir,” said Jack, * there’s
no harm done; but I'm sorry some of our
chaps should have been 380 disrespecttul.
You'll have tea with us in here, won't you?"”

“ Why, yes—certainly,”” said Mr. Strong.
“A cup of tea is just what I do wans.
Capital! How long will you require to make
your—er—preparations?”’

s About twenty minutes, sir,” replied Jack.

The telegram's here, <o

and

—

9

** More like hall an hour.
Pitt quickly.

Mr. Streog beamed.

*“ Admirable!”” he declared. * Half an honr
will suit me very well indeed. I am anxioua
to have a few “words with Mr. Nelson Lee,
your Housemaster. I am well aware that
you will not want me bothering about just
now. I'Il rcturn by six-thirty-—mo, we'll sav
a quarter to seven, boys. That will give you
ample time.”

And the visitor took his departure. A3 the
door closed Mason and Pitt looked at one

- put o Reginaild

‘anmother with curious expressions.

“ By Georze!"” 3aid Pitt erimly. < ['l

make Fullwood sit up for this'"

“No, we can't do that,” interrupted
Mason. -~ We don’'t know for certain that
it was Yullwood, and Mr. Strong dished
them, anvhow. But what the dickens are we
going to dn for tea? That's the main point
at present.’”

Pitt grinned.

“Twenty minates!” he exciaimed. “ Wa
couldn’t have done it in the time, my son.
I caid half an hour, and that only just gives
us & minute or two to spare. Mrs. Hake's
steck i3 exhausted, so we shall have to go to
the village. 1t won't take us long it we
hurry oursclves.”’

ﬂf['hey didu’t waste mauch time in getting
off.

And, meanwhile, Mr. Strong proceeded to
Nelson Lee’s study. As it happened, he met
the schoolmaster-detective in the passaze
outside. Lee had been to Mr. Crowell’s study
for a few miputea, and he caine forvard with
extended hand.

“T was expecting vou about this time, Mr.

Strorg.” he said pleasantly. *‘Come in- -
come 1n, my dear sir. Have you seen
Mason?"

‘“I have just left him,” replied Mr. Strong.
““I have promised to partake of tea in the
lad’s study, and have arranced to get back
in about half an hour. Meanwhile, 1 have
taken the ¢pportunity to renew my acquaint
ance with you, Mr. Lee.”

“I expected to see you at &Ki. Frank's
bhefore this—er—Mr. Strong,”” said Lee, with
a smile. ** But now that you have come I
have quite a lot to tell you. 1 helieve vou
will be able to clear up one or two points
which have been somewhat puzzling.'

Mr. Stronz elevated his eyebrows as
took a seat.

*“1 must really confess that T do not know
to what you are referring, my dear sir,” he
said mildly. ‘' And please be perfectly frank
with me—if I am hindering your work in
any way. pitch me out. Do not consider me
in the slightest.”

Nelson Lee l{aughed.

**My work i3 not of such importance
that I cannot put it aside for an hour,” he
said, proffering his cicar-case. ‘ Yes, Mr.
Strong, the fact i3, Mason’s uncle has been
causing him a great deal of worry and
annoyance."

“ Mason’s uncle!™
blankly. * Bat--but, my dcar sir!

he

ejaculated Mr. Strona
fray con-
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sider what you arc eaying! The lad's uncle

s dead.”’

“1 don't think you would 2ay so if you
had been at 8t. Frank’'s daring this last
three or four wecks,”' replieq Nelson Lee. * 1
was uite surprised when | learnerd the news,
but it is am ondoubted fact that Mr. Simon
(ircll is a8 much alive as T am, and he is
in this district at the present time.””

Nelson Lee wonld have been considerably
astonished had he known that Mr. Simon
Grel! was in that very room! The reckless
rascal stood behind  the curtaine, hardly
daving to breathe, and certerinly not daring
to move!

“Goxl graclons me!"” exclaimed the viai-
tor, taking n deep breath., ** I am astounded,
Mr. Lec. Not only that, but this plece of
news is most dicconcerting. Jack understood
.that his uncle left him the money for his
education. What on earth can the lad
think now? 1 really don’t know what I can
ray to him——'"

** Burcly there Is no nccessity to say any-
thing?'' put in Neleon Lee. ‘' The boy is
vontent, and has a vague idea, 1 believe,
that some ohscure relative of his thought of
him before dying. And that point, after all,
is of very sccondary importance. The main
thing i3 to settle this atlair of Grell., The
man i3 a scoundrel, and ‘I am anxious to
drive him out of the neighbourhood."”

“ A ecoundrel!” echoed the other. ‘1 am
well awarc of that fact. Jack never made
any complaints, but 1 was able to gather
that Grell made the lad's early boyhood an
utter misery. Then, of course, be left hie
wife and home for years together—and ne
man who could dn that is worth his salt. I
will say, however, that Mrs. Grell is a most
abjectionable person, and probably as bad
an her good-for-nothing husband. A palir,
Mr. Lee--a most disreputable pair. That is
why I was s0 anxlous to get tbhat splendid lad
uaway."’

Mr. Grell, in concenlment, groand his tceth
together helplessly. It was not at all plea-
sant to listen to this portion of the con:
verantion.

“[ rcally don't know what brought Greu
here originally,” said Lee. * But he very
roon displayed an intense desire to obtain
pussession of Jack Mason's half-locket——""

‘“1 beg your pardon!” interrupted Mr.
Strong, starting.

** Burely you are awarc of the fact that
Juck possesses half a goid Jocket, which beare
roine Arabic signs?’’ asked Nelson Lee.

“ Indeed. I was not aware of the fact.”
cjaculated the other quickly. *“ 1 really think
fe At you must be mistaken. Ah, hut wait—
wait one moment! Of course—aof course!
During my last visit I inadvertently left
behind & small sealed pachage. That pack-
age contained the half-locket to which you
refer, Mr. Lee, and 1 was naturally rather
startled when you arokc of it as belonging
to Jack. The lad evidently opened the pack-
.gfe under the Impression tbat it was left for

m.lt
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Nelson Lee pulled his keya out and walked
over to the safe. He returned dfter a
moment with Jack's half-locket.

‘““Is this it, Mr. Strong?’’ he asked.

““Why, yes,” gaid Mr. Strong at once,
cxamining the thing. ‘I merely brought it
to St. Frank’s to show it to Jack, because 1
valoe it highly—not on account of its in-
trinsic value, which is comparatively little,
bat because it has a most remarkable his-
tory—indeed, a sad, terrible history. I can-
not understand why this scoundrelly uncle

ﬁahould desire to possess it.’’

“The Arabic writing relates, I helieve, to

| some valuable treasure, although the message

is incomplete,”” said Nelson Lee. *‘ Mason
asked me to take care of it for him, and I
have been doing so. But I think that there
iI¢ some mistake, Mr. 8trong. You believe
that this locket was within your sealed
package?”’

Mr. Strong looked up wonderingly.

“I do not believe it—I know it!"”
replied.

he

‘“ Then how is it that the sealed package.
is still perfectly whole?” said Nelson Lee
quietly. * Eigher there are two half-lockets,
gl; 3bcre has been a substitution of some

ind.”

** Dear me!"’ exclaimed the visitor. ¢ Thia
is most extraordinary, Mr. Lee. The eseals
appear to be unbroken:; and yet this half-
locket was certainly . wrapped up—— GQGood
heavens! What is this—what is this?”

The geals had been brokenm by now, and
"Mr. Strong stared in utter amazement at the
second half of the locket, which lay revealed,
Nelson Lee, too, was asionished.

“1 am amazed—I am utterly amazed!'’ ex-
claimed Mr. Strong. * This ie—this is more
than staggering. I have had that locket
since—— Qh, but I cannot grasp the {ull
significance of this very singualar discovery.”

Mr. Strong rose to his feet and paced up
and down with great agitation.

‘It is beyond me, Mr. Lee,”” he went on.
“T fecl that I must confide in you—that it
will be necessary for me to explain how my
own half of the locket came into my posses-
gsion—or, indeed, the whole locket. For thie
other piece is the fellow, without the shadow-
of a doubt.”

Nelson lLee indicated Mr. Strong's chair.

‘““ Pray rescat 'H::uroelr, my dear sir,”” he
said gestly. ‘' There is not the slightest
nced for you to become agitated. It is only
too apparent that this locket has far greater
significance than we know of at the present
moment. Complete frankness, however, will
possibty put us on the right trail.”

| Mr. Strong sat down again, but his expres-

sion was one of bewilderment and suppreszed
excitement. Simon Grell, behind the curtain,
was now intently ecager. The locket was on
the table, aimost within reach of his grasp—
and he had come herc to obtain:it!

“ Well, Mr. Lee, you are already aware of
my little secret,” eaid Mr. 8trong. * You

know that I pretended to be poor, whilst 1

Fam: aciually rich. You know that. 1 gave
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mysell another name, so that Jack should he
deceived. It would have disturbed him, nos-
8ibly, had he known that my real name is
..'v'irt Crawford Grey, and that I am a baro-
net."”

Nelson Lee nodded. _

‘I understand. your motives, Sir Craw-
ford,” he exclaimed. ** After all, we are
(Gquite alone here, and there is really no
rcason why we should keep up the little pre-
tence: in private. I have done so hitherto
hecause you have not referred to thc matter,
but I do not think it is at all neceesary.”

Herc was another surprise for Mr. Grell.
Tite somewhat  shabby-looking . ‘“David
Strong '° was none other than Sir Crawford
tsrey, the immensely rich barenet! He had
been mentioned in the newspapers only
recently, in connection with a large doua-
tion to charitable fuads.

Jack DMason would certainly have been
astounded had he known the truth. Sir
Crawford had taken Nelson Lee into his con-
ticlence from the very first, and it was owing
to the baronet’s infiluence that the school
covernors had allowed Jack Mason to enter
St. Frank’s as a scholar. Without such
powerful influence the lad could never have
gamed an entry.

I knew all about *“ Mr. Strong's '’ identity
soon afterwards, for Nelson Lee told me.
Therefore, in order to avoid confusion, I
shall always refer to him from this point by
his rcal name. It will be much better.

“ With regard to the locket, I shall take
vour advice and hce perfectly frank,”” said
Sir Crawford quictly. ** The story is a most
sad onc, Mr. Lee, but it will not take long
in telling. The discovery that. Jack possesses
thic missing half of the locket is leading me
to think thc most outrageous things, and I
scarcely know whether 1 am on my bead or
my hecls. My dear sir—I am bewildered--
1 & becoming mad with a hope which has
buca dead for thirleen years!”

. “ You ar¢ puzzling me, Sir Crawford,’ :aid
Nelson Lee quietly.

- Of course —ot course!”” the Dbaronet,
bastened to explain.. ** But you must remem-
ber that I am excited, and [ crave your in-

dulgence. U was attracted to the baoy, too,
hecause he reminded me so much oi Oh,
but it i1s hopeless, quite hopeless! T ain

¢razy to imagine such an impoesible thing!™

Sir Crawford sat forward suddenly, grip-
ping the arms of his chair.

““ But again I am wandering,’”' he went on.
* il you only knew what this rcvelation has
awekened in my heart, Mr. Lee, you would
share ray excilement. The lad has the samc
eves as-— Upon my soul! What is the
watter with me? I must begin at the
beeginning, and not ramble on in this aimless
fashion.”

It would certainly he more <atisfactory,
iy dear sir.”

“You will have no cause to complain
again, Mr. Lee,”” said Sir Crawford Grey.
*“The history of this locket is a terribly
tragic one, but the passing years have

|

|
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softened the hiow, and 1 can tetl the storp
without flinchinz. Well, you are aware thaé
I am a widower, BMr. Lee. By poor wife
died closa upon thirteen yeurs ago, when my
little son .was just two years old. He, poor
little lad, diad at the same time. TUnless—
unless—— Oh, but it is impoasible!” he
added Lurriedly. * We were on a roilwuy
journey, Mr. Lee; my wife, myselr, and our
[ittl> child. For a companion we had a very

‘old friend of mine, Colonel Morley. All this,
you must understand, coczurred thirteen
vears augn.”’

“I am following yeu perfeetly,”  zaid

Nelson Lee.

*Well, the first 1 saw ol this lecket was
from Colonel Morlev,” continued Grey. * He
had been a great explorer in hia time, and

| was, indecd, intent upon fitting out an ex-

pedition to a remote region of Northern
Africa at the time of hi3 death. He pre-
sented this locket te my little baby son
while we wire travelling upon that never-

to-be-foreotten  journey. Little Norman-—
that wa3 my boy's name—waus nuturally

delighted with his present. and, child-like,
immediately tried to open the locket—as all
habies will. Colonel DMorley, however,
declared that it would not apen. and
believed that it was not made in that way.
He had found it near the bones of a dead
man in an African descert oasis, and had
never givea it very much thought, having

|

slipped it into his pocket as a rmere
couvenir of tbat particular trip. Being in-
terested in the thing we made serious
attemps to foree it open, and succecded.
Natura!ly, the colonel was rather astourded.”

*On account of the inscription?™

““O1 course. For it seemed pretty obsious
that the Arabic writing on the locket--as
You now see—related to a treasure of
dizzmonds and other precious stones cached
on that litile known oasiz. To my beliet,
that treasure still exists there, having never
heen recovercd. According to the locket, i%
mugt be worth an enormous sum!”

Mr. Simon Grell nearly betrayed his pre-
segee by  tnc sudden - excitement.. which
assailerl him. Hera was cause for jubilation,
indeed! Hi3s belief that the locket was of
value had now received first-hand corrobora-
tion. 'The treasure was worth an encermous
sum! 1t was indeed worth a great amournt
L of risk to obtain the thing!

‘“1 presume that Colone! Morlev regretted
having given the locket to your little som?
asked. Nelson Lee.

‘““No, he was a true sportsman, Mr. Lee,™
reptied-- Sir Crawford. ' He declared thai
the locket was the property of my bhaby.
boy, and the treasure, too, if it could be
recovered. But Morley was, of course, ia -
mensely rich. Poor {fellow! He only lived
for a few minutes after making that pre
sentation.”

“An aceident happened?”” asked -
detective. ‘* Now. that you have reminded

!

me, Sic Crawford, 1T seem to vaguely remen:-
ber a disaster shout that peried.”
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““ The train ran off the metals at a curve,”
gaid Sir Crawford, his voice suddenly be-
coming grave and sad. ‘1 will go into no
details, because to talk long on the subject
pains me cxceedingly. While we were look-
ing at tho locket the crash came, and 1
have only vaguc memories of whal followed.
By a miracle I escaped almost unhurt, but
all the other occupants of the compartment
werc—killed!”" 'I'he baronet was silent for a
moment or two. ‘“ My darling wife—and a
better wife no man could ever have—was
taken from me,”” he went on huskily. ** My
baby son was killed also, and Coloncl Morlcy
died before he could be cextricated from the
wreck.”

‘“ A terrible affair, indeced,” said Nclson
Lee quictly. ‘I realise that it must sadden
you iinmcasurably to cooverse on the sub-
ject, and I beg of you to-—"

“ No, Mr. Lce, 1 must complete my story,”’
interrupted the baronet firmly. *‘ The ycars

have passed, and they have softened my
gricf. 'The lockct was never recovercd com-
plete. Only half came to light, and 1 found

that myseclf, lying on the permanent way.
The other half had: completely vanished, and
1 have never set eyes on it until this even-
ing. You will readily understand my com-
pletc amazement and excitement. For this
lad—this brave lad who saved me from dcath
—possesees the half which was lost in that
railway accident. It is almost unbelicvable,
Mr. Lece. What can it -mean? What in
Heaven's name can it mean?”

** There may be any one of many explana-
tions,” replied Nelson Lee gently. ** This
world is mnot so big—amnd England is only
a tiny morsel of it. There were other
passengers on the train, and 1 can only
suggest that some stranger picked up the
half-locket and Kkept it, not knowing the
rcal owner.”

sir Crawford nodded sadly.

* That, I am afraid, is tuc real explanation,”
he said. “ You have thrown a cold douche
over me, Mr. Lee, and it was necessary. 1
had allowed my brain to run riot for =&
moment. It is a siugular fact,” however,
that I was strongely drawn towards Jack as
soon as I got to know him, some months
ago. He remindcd me so much of my poor
wife. Heavens above! How he reminded me
of her! And wpow comca this fresh revela
tion. I am beginning to hope——""

“ et me advise you, 8ir Crawford, not to
allow these thoughts to carry you too far,”
said Nelson Lce gravely. ‘“ A terrible dis-
appointment may be the result. I will admit
that there is a chance that Jack Mason is
your real son, your own boy——"

Sir Crawford jumpcd up, his face flushing
with exc¢itement again.

‘““ You think tbere is a chance, Mr. Lee?”
he asked tenscly. ‘¢ Oh, you have given me
fresh hope—-fresh spirit!"”

*Then my words have had the opposite
cffect to that which I intended,” caid the
dctective softly. **I repeat, my decar sir,
that such a chance is not absoiutely un-
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tenabte, but the probability is that Jack
Mason is really Jack Mason. However, the
facts are most gignificant, and 1 shall use

my utmost efforts to help you in this in-
vestigation.”

‘“Thank you, Mr. Lee, you are indced a
friend!” exclaimed the baronet enthu-
siastically. *‘To think that Jack may be
my own flesh and blood! Somchow, 1 have
a fecling that God will he mercifal, that
this apparent miracle will turn out to be
true. My dear sir, I scarcely know what
clse to say, and I fear that I shall betray
myself when I go back to the lad’s study.”

**You must not do that,”” said Nelson
Lee. ‘It will be far better for you to say
nothing whatever until the point is either
proved or disproved. Moreover, it will be
just as well for you to remain * Mr. Strong’
for the timec being. Rest assured that I will
not let the grass grow under my fcet.”

‘A minute Jater Sir Crawford Grey took
his leave from the study. And Nclson Lee
was not blind to the fact that his visitor
now scemed ten years younger. He no
Jonger looked an old gentlcman, but an up-
rizht man in the prime of life. e had
grown inches taller during that short inter-
vicw, and left the study with a springy,
light step.

And, truth to tell, although Nelson Lee
had discouraged the idea, he was becoming
more and more convinced that Sir Crawford’s
hope would prove no idle one. ‘It was an in-
tensely interesting matter, and Ncleon Lee
vas cnthusiastic. \

He looked at the locket, which still lay upon
thc table, and then turned to the mantel-
piece in order to help himself to a cigarette
fromm the box which stood there. And at
that very moment Simon Grell acted.

The hidden scoundrel knew that his chance
had come now, that he would 1probab]y pever
get  another opportunity of seizing the
coveted locket. And so he sprang out from
behind the curtzin. In his hand he held a
sinall cloth bag, half filled with silver—one
ol those old-fasliioned purses which are some-
times seen. In a2 moment of emergency .it
proved to be an cxcellent weapon.

It swung through the air as Nelson Lee
was in the act of turning, and caught the
detective heavily upon the head. He
stumbled back and collapscd over a chair—
by no means put out of action, but greatly
handicapped. -

Grell, panting hoarsely with excitement,
did not follow up his attack, or take
advantage of Nelson Lee’s position. He
made a grab st the locket, scized the two
halves, and dashed to the window.

Siam !

The sash went up, and Captain Jim
recklessly divéd head-first out into the dark-
ness of the Triangle. He had succeeded!
That thought lent him speed, and he pelted
across, towards the gates like a rahbit.

His desperate venture had onded in victory,
hut would he be able to retain the advan-
tagce he had gained? |



Nelson Lee held up the locket, and Mr. Simon Qrell nearly hetrayed the
sudden excitement which assailed him !—(Se¢ page 11.)
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CHAPTER V.
REGINATLD PITT ON THE TRACK {

“ k. shall only just do it!”’

Jack Mason made that remark
in a rather breathless voice as
he and Reginald Pitt  hurried

alonzs the muddy lane from Bellton to thic
school.

They were both loaded, having made ex-
tenzive purchascs at the tuck establishinent
pregided over by Mr. Binke. This was a
speeinl occasion, and it was necessary to do
Mr. Strong honour. For, of course, hoth the
wniors  imagined their visitor to be iust
plain  ** Mr. Strong "—and an impecunions
gentleman at that.

They had been longer than
reckoned upon, and were now hurrying.

“We don't want to filnd the guest of
homour srquatting down in the study twid-

they had

dling his thumbs,” remarked Pitt.  *f Let's
hope Mr. Lee kept him talkine. Ounce we
iret this stulf into the study, Jack, we can

do the rest in five minutes.”’

“* Yeg, there's nothing to be cooked,”
roplicd Mason.

“ Except the tea!” grinned Pitt. * But
we left the kedttle on the fire, 80 it ought to
be boiling by the time we get in. What
about that Jocket, old son? Are you going
tec tell Mr. Strong anything about it?”

“Of course. I shall tell him everything,”
replied Jack. ** But it's pretty certain that
Mr. Lee will have given him most of the
facts. I darcsgay all that mystery will be
cleared up now.”

“ Let’s hope so,” replied the Scerpent. .

Reginald Pitt had carned that nickname
during hig early days at St. Vrank’'s—for he
had bheen extremely snaky in his  ways.
Hardly any of the fellows called him that
n?r however, for he had changed so remark-
ably.

“* Somcbhody coming down the lane,’
Muson a moment Inter.

" QSomebody in n hurr_v. too,”’ remarked
Pitt. “ Well, we're safe enough—it’'s not
Jlocking-up time yet, and wc've pot permits,
anyhow, By jinco! They are in a hurry,
nnd no mistake.”

For it was now scen that there were two
fizures hastening down.  They approached

#t o run, and Marou and Pitt stood still in
order to see who the couple. were.  Some-
thing was appurent!y wrony, for they were
running very sawiftly.

The boys recognised the men at ahout the
samo second as the men recognised the boys.

Simon Grell and Jake Starkey!

What were they doing, runnivg down {rom
the school in this hurriced fashion? Pitt was
instantly suspicious, and so was Jack
Mason. They cxpected to see the two men
rush past, but Mr. Grell came to a halt.

‘ Quick, Jake!'' he snapped. ‘' It's the
boy —it's Jack! Hcld him?{'”

‘“ By George!’ muttercdt Pitt. * Dodge,
Jack, we can't possibly fight these two
rotters-—-—""

Before Pitt could get anather word omt

said
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Starkey’s fist crashed upon the side of his
head, and he went over like a ninepin. 1t
was a brutal blow, and Pitt lay motionlecss
upon the ground.

And Jack Mazor, attempting to.fiecce—for
that was his only courqe——fonnd himself held
tightly by his uncle and Starkey,

“Bring him along!"” hissed Grell. ‘‘ Never
mind thc other kid! He'll come to himsae!f
afore long. Quick, Jake. into the wood!'”’

Jake bt'nrl\ex srunted.

T don’t sce what the game iz, Simopn——'"

“he began.

“* Durn you!" snarled Grell.
timmc now, you fool!"”

Starkey otfzred no further objection, bt
helped the other man to force Mason down
the road. Jack struggled valliantly, but ne
kncw very well that his task was a hope-
less one. How could he expect to get away
fromn these two powcerful men?

Something Lad happencd—something up ot
the school, apparcutly. And Jack was filled
with vague alarm—not for himsclf, but for
Mr. Strong. He had a terribly: uncomfort-
able feeling that the old gentleman was
somchow involved in this unexpected develop-
ment. For S8imon Urell had obviously met
with some success. Thia was apparcnt from
the very toue of his voice.

Mcanwhile Reginald Pitt
road perfectly stitl. He had been kneeked
over by a savage blow, and Jake Starkey,
as he helped his chief to force Mason alone.
was troubled with doubts. Pitt had lcoked
very white and still, lying there up.on the
road!

Had he come to any grave harm?

It Mr. Starkcy could have seen Reginatd
Pitt at that moment his fears would not
only have been allayed, but he would have
been comsiderably surprised.

For Pitt was on his feet,. and he
look* at all stunned. He certainly rohad
the side of his head rather temlerl htit,
there was no sign of any seriouns dars: Vi
He gazed down the lane grimly.

“Wo that's the game!” he muttered.
“Well, there's only one thing that I can
do. Why areu't there a dozen of our chaps
haudy? We'd soon settle those rotters
then!."

But the lane was quite
for Simon Grell, Starkcey,
soner. Pitt walked dowm
but swiftly.

non't wasto

lay uvpon the

(I.i'.!“.tr

deserted cxcept
and  their poi-
the road softly

As n matter of fact 't hadu’t bein
stunned at all. He hadn’'t cven been partien-
larly burt. But this docs not mean to cay
that he had funkced a fight with the seonn-
drels who had attacked Masor.

No, Pitt was very keen.

He knew quite well that no help was
at hand, and Grell had already seized Juck.
Pitt mwht have fled, but that would have
told the rascals that a rescue party vould
soon come rushing down..

To attack Starkey would have heen fatal,

-and so Pitt had remained upon the Zround,

He

uite still, nretendm" to be f-t,mmp e
19

new tlmt it he strugeled to lis lLLL
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would go down again, and this time he
would almest cortainly be stunned in
earnest. ' '

It was a cute dodge on Pitt's part to

remain inactive. Against these two power-
ful men the bhoys would have becn helplesa.
‘¥t was only Mason Grell wanted, and Pitt
would have been ruthlessly knocked on the
head. ' :
-~ He preferred to be content with the knock
he had already rceeived. And now Pitt was
in a position to follow the rascals and to
sce what their game was. He couldn’t
understand it at all; he could think of no
reason why Simon QGrell should want to kid-
nap his ncphew.

Without a doubht, events had happened
which were totally unexpected, and Grell
had acted .unon the spur of the moment,
taking advantage of the fact that he had
met the lad on this dark portion of the road.

Pitt, full of cagerncss, followed down the
lane, and saw Mason’s captors plunge into
the wood.

“ This is going to be tricky!” muttered
Pitt grimly.

His head was aching abominably, but he
took no notice of this. He was the only
person who ¢could hc of any use to tbe un-
fortunate- junior in the wood, and Pitt did
not hesitate to take action, although he did
not feel like. exerting .himself.

- But his determination to. help Mason was
strong. SN o .

" Of late Pitt had grown to like his study-
mate more and more. And he was now
filled with alarm lest Jack should be in any
peril. It was a great change, for not so
long before—only a few weeks—Pitt had been
very different in his attitude.

Grell and Starkey tried to make no noise
as they forccd ‘their way through the wood.
But Pitt was casily able to follow-—not by
the usc of his cyes, but by keeping his cars
on the stretch. |

The darkness beneath the leafless trees was
intense, and Pitt bcecame more and more
alarmed. Why were these” men taking the
lad into the rceesses of the wood? What
was their abject in doing s0?

- Pitt had no intenticn of leaving until he
had discovered the truth. Besides, there was
quite a good chance that he would bhe abie
tc help. His presence was unknown to the
scoundrels, and he might he provided with
a sudden opportunity. This, indced, was thc
main reason for Pitt’s eager desire to keep
on the track. :

He wanted to rescuc Mason—single-handed.

For this would prove his friendship more
than anything else; and Reginald Pitt, in

-his changed frame¢ of mind, was doing his |

utmost to make amends for his vindictive
actions of the past. _

At last the crackling of the dead twigs
ceased, and by this time Pitt reckoned that
Grell and Starkey wcre near the other end
of the wood, where it jutted out cloge to the
village, against tire tiny side lane which led
to one or two outlying farms.

Very cautiously. Pitt crent forward,

He heard voices now. and Lis movemcuts
were like those of an experienced tracker.
Finally, he lay full length at the cdge of a
little bollow. Gazing down he could sce two
aim fizures moving ahout.

“He'll da, Jake,”” came Grell’'s voice. ‘1
don’'t reckon he’ll be ahle to move an inch.
with them strings round him. You git off,
an’ be buack here within ten minutes.”

“It can't be done, cap'n "

“ It can’t if you stay here talkin'!” snap-
ped Grell. “ (it off!”
Starkey dizappeared, and Pitt wondered

where he was going and what his objuct was.
At all events, an idea which had come into
Pitt's head was quickly dismissed. IHe had
thought of rushing back to the schocl aund
fetching help.

But that wonid oceupy fully twenty
minutes, and by that time Mason would
have hcen taken off into the night by his
captors. And then, of course, any chase
would be practically hopcless.

It was far better to remain here, cn the
witech. The very fact that Grell had bhound
Mason prov=d that he internded taking him
off somewhere without unnecessary delay. %o
the best thing would be to wait and to
track the scoundrels to their ultimate desti-
nation. .

“Don't you git frightened, Jack.” came
Mr. Grell's voice out of the hollow. ‘*As
long as you remain quiet you won't come
to no harm. You've given me enough trouble
these last weeks, an’ I'm not going to stand
no more.”’

‘** Oh, you scoundrel!” panted Mason hotiy.
** You've half-killed poor Pitt!"”

““Not quite!” murmured Pitt,
to himself.

Mr. Gre!l laughed harshly.

‘* Bah! Don’t git them fears into your
head,’” he said. * The kid didn't come to no
harm—only a punch from Starkey's fist. I
exvect he’s all right by this time, an’
squealin’ to his kind masters. But they
won't git on our track, Jack, my boy.
We've bin too quick for ‘em.”

‘““ What are you ?oing' to do with me—-"'

“ It ain't your place to ask questioms,” in-
terrupted Grell. *“Just you lay quiet an’
do as you're told. Not a hair of your head
will be hurt, an' you’'ll be given a real
hoiiday.” )

Jack made no reonly, and Pitt wondered if
he could do anything now. He decidced that
a rescue would be impossible. Grell was on
guard, and AMason was hound. If Pitt re-
vealed his presence he would soon be rendered
helpless.

He could, of course, creep up behind Cap-
tain Jim and take him by surprise—but only
by great good luck. The chances were that
his approach would be heard, and then only
disaster would follow.

Grell was on the alert, listening intently,
and keeping his eyes well open. And the
minutes passed steadily, and at last Pitt
heard the grating of iron-tyred whee!s upon
the lane, just beyond the trecs.

grinning
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A trap was aporoaching, evidently. -

Just for a eecond Pitt thought of yelling
for help, but an exclamation of satisfaction
from (Girell made him change his mind. The
arrival of the trap was expected, and the
truth came to Pitt on the instant.

Starkey had been to the village to fetch
the trap—Porlock’s, from the Wliite Harp,
probably. The distanec.to the inn was very
short from this point, for the wood lay just
behind the White Harp garden.

Grell and Starkey: intended carrying Mason
away in the. trap.
but there was really nothing against it.
Bound and. helpless, and probably- cagged.
Jack would lic at the bottom of the trap
unsecen. ‘The darkness of the night was- in-
tense. imxd the prisoner would certainly not
be scen

Less than a minute later Pitt knew that his
surmise was correct..

Jake Starkey appeared, and he and Grell
lifted their prisoner and carried himm through
the trees towards the lane. The watching
Removite followed. Grell called a halt be-
fore entering the lanc, and Pitt guessed
that the gay was being applied.

Then Mason was bundled into the trap,
the two men took their scats, and the
vehicle drove off. It went towards the vil-
lage, and Pitt stood in the centre of the
lane, helpless-—in a stale of complete con-
sternatioun.

What was he to do now?

Hovw could he follow? T'or the moment the
oy method was to run—and Pitt pelted
down the lane at full speed. But he was
hopelessly outdistanced by the fast trap, and
when he reached the main road he saw the

vehicle howling down the high street boldly

and daringly.

It was already at the other end of the
village., and Pitt kncw perfectly well that
he could do nothing further. He clenched
his fists ficrcely., and determined to rush to
the policeman’s cottage.  This, at all events,
would be fhe best thing to do under the
circnmstances.

Rut then he changed his mind—and this

was caused hy catching sight of Bob Chris-
tine, of the College House. _
. Christine had just ridden along the High
Street on his bicyele, and he halted outside
a shop withip a hundred yards of Pitt,
Yle entered, leaving his bike outside, with
the lamps burning.

By iingo!" muttered Pitt tensely.

Ile didn't wait another second, but
dashtied forward and jumped on to the bicycle
straicht away,
for permission—Christine was a good fellow,
andd he wouldn't mind in the least when the
aftair was explained to him afterwards.

Intensely eager again, Pitt pedalled down
the street with all his power. Arriving at
the ¢nd, there were two roads to choose from
--the one leading to Bannington and the
otf:er to Caistowe. Tar up the latter road,
which was straight for hall a mile, Pitt saw
two Lwinkling little red lights.

There was no time to ask!

[
i

It was a daring schemes |

T

|

|

H told

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

He grinned to himceelf, and followed. - - .
~ Before be had proceeded a hundred yarda
however, he- bent over his machine as hae
was riding, and turned out both the:lamps.
Ha didn't- want his quarry to know that a
bicycle was following.

Pitt wag in his element now. .

He: was on the track in earnecst, and hse
himself that he. wounld thank Rob.
Christine-. in- the. most -cordial -terma for
arriving ‘on the scene with. his- bicyele -just
at that very critical moment. . -

Nothing - could: have happened- better. 1t
was far mere satisfactory to foHow the trap
thap  to. inlorm. the  .muddle-headed: - police-
constable at Bellton. P.-c. - Sparrow, non
doubt, woild "have got into a fine fluster.
‘apd would have done his best. But the
chances werc that Grell and Starkey would
have eluded pursuit. There was also the
prossibility that the policeman would bhave
scouted the idea, thinking it to be a joke—-
t‘ml'l Pitt’s story would certainly have sounded
tall.

To follow direct was much better. The
trap could not go very far, and Pitt had rno
difhculty in guessing that the destination was
to be Caistowe. At all events, he woulil
stick to the trail until the journéy’s en:l
was reached.

He kept quite a lonz way behind, but
never allowed the trap to get out of sight,
except at occasional corners. The vchicie
was travelling smartly, but Pitt huad no dif-
ficulty in keeping pace with it.

At length Caistowe was reached, but the
trap drove straight through the slecepy little
place until it arrived on the sea-front. All
the shops were closed by this time, and the
darkness was intense.

zather to Pitt's surprise, the trap drove
straight to the dark quayside, and there
came to a halt. There was not a ¢oul
in sight, and everything was still and quiet.
Out in the channel a small steamer was-
riding at anchor., and near by were other
craft—most of them fishing vessels, snug
for the night. _

Pitt dismounted from his machine anil
waited. Dimly he saw Mason lifted out.
carried down the steps, and then the wiatch-
ing junior could see no more. Starkey came
up aimost at once and drove off in the
trap.

Pitt crept nearer. wondering what on-
earth it coulil mean. Why had Mason been
taken to this spot? A cold shiver passe:l
down the junior's back when he thought that
murder might be in Grell’s heart.

The Removite edged nearer, until he could
gaze down over the side of the quay and
look niong to the steps. To his relief, he
saw Mr. Grell sitting in a boat, and Mason
was certainly there also, although Pitt could
not see him. ‘

“ Don't you git frightened, my boy,” Grell
was saying, in a low voice. ‘‘ You're jusk
going to be took out to that nice little
steatner. You'll have a sea-voyage for your
health., How does that strike you—hey?”
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Mason, of course, could make no reply,
and Pitt judged that Grell was waiting until
Starkey returned. . There was no possibility
of, anybody .interfering, for there was nobody
within sight. And here, again, Pitt knew
that he would bave no opportunity of carry-
iIng out a rescue. Starkey had only driven
to one of the inns which lined the front.
and he had probably handed the trap over
to an ostler.

This ennjecture was probably correct, for
Starkey returned while Pitt was turning over
one or two alternatives in his mind. They
weére. uscless, for there was no time for
action.

A reckiess fellow would prokhably have
dashed forward without thinking—and dis-
aster would have followed. Reginald Pitt,
by remaining in the background all the
time, was not proving himself deficient in
pluck, but full of quick-wittedness. Grell
and Starkey thought themselves secure—and
they wcren't. Jt was far better to let them
g on thinking it.

Mason was to be taken to the steamer
which was lying just out in the channel
That information, at all events, was of the
first importance. Pitt knew his chum’s exact
destination.

All he had to do wuas to hurry back to
St Frank's and give the alarm—Neclson Lec
would attend to the rest. Pitt had great
faith in the HWouscmaster-detective. and he
kuew that Lec would he able to awaken the
lccul authorities and have Jaek Al-son
rescued in a very little time.

Pitt had done splendid service, and he only
waited to see the hoat being pulled cut te-
wards the steamer. Then he remounted Chris-
tine’s bicycle 2und pedalled back towards §t.
Frank's with cverv ounce of speed of whiclh
“he was carable.

P ————

CHAPTER VI.
ROGUES IN COUNCIL.

UT Jack Mason was not inclined to
guffer his fate without attempting to
break away. So far he ‘had had no
chance, having Freen bound almost

since the moment of his capture. But the
determipation was firm within him.

He was worried concerning Pitt, for he
firmly Dbelieved that that junior had been
geriously hurt by Starkey's blow. He was
not aware of the fact that Pitt had de-
liberately lain upen the road, pretending to
be injured, whilst only momentarily dazed.

And Mason was also startled with regard
to his own position. What could it meen?
Why had Grell cuptured him in this way?
It was utterly unaccountable, hecuuse Grell
knew well enough that the locket was being
taken care of hy Nelson Lee.

And the very nature of his adventure was
startling. He was not merély being taken
to some prepared retreat of Grell’s, but to
a steamer—a ship that might be bound for

it on.
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scme place a thousand miles away! It was
small wonder that Jack Mascn becarmne rather
hewildered and scared.

And to happen on this day, of ail days!
Just when Mr. Strone had come douwin to
3t. Frank's! It was the height of misfor-
tune.,

Jack was left in the boat with Starkey
while Grell climbhed on hoard the steamer
FFully a quarter of an hour passed before (irell
rcturned, and then the captive was hauled
up to the deck.

The steamer was only a cmall one, and
lcoked—and  smelt—extremely  dirty. Ap-
parently, scarcely a soul was on board, for
Jack saw nohcdy until a short man in a
shahby wuniformm &appeared out of a deck-
h:ouse.

This was the skipper, and every member
of the crew was at present ashore—although
they would come on board within the next
fifteen minutes or so, for the tide would then
be favourable. ’

The skipper. Captain Davis, losied at
AMuson critienlly.
**Bripg him inside, Grell,”” he <said, re-

mcving a pipe frem between vis teeth.

Mason was taken into the grubby deck-
house, and the skipper regarded him closzly
and with great interext.

“So this is the Ekid?"' he said. * Well,
Grell, 1 don't murh care fer the job, bng
yon're willin' to pay my terms, so I'll take
“You'd bhezt come <with me to the
cabin an’ we'll talk it @ver a bit more.”

Jack was left in Starkev's care, and Grell
followed Captain Davis down the campanicn
into a somewhat enl eibin. TMere the pair
partock of rvm, and then Grell comfortably
lit a cigar.

*“It's this way. Davis,”” he said. ¢ You an’
me are old pals, an’ I teook advantage of
yvour bein’ in Caistowe with vour ship. This
job ain't goin’ to harm you in the lcast, an’
it'l do me a good turn. The kid's my
nephew, arn’ I've wot a right to do wvot I
like with him. See?”

‘““ That's all very well, but I dc='t see it,”’
said the other. T didn't know that a
man could treat his relatives like this 'ere—
bringin’ ‘em ahoard » steamer, bound up an’
anagpred. You're likely to git into trovhio
it the kid's found, ¢:-ell—an’ then T shall git
into trouble, too.”

“No, you wen't,” said  Captain Jim -
casily. “ The whole thing's easy. Al [ wang
vou to do is to tuke the youngster to London.
You're startin’ witbin half an hour, xo
there won't be no inquiries this cnd, an’
you can't come to no harm. I sha'n't make
the voyage with you, 'ces that ‘ud be too
risky. Me an’' Starkey will go by traw,
an' we'il he down at Wappin' by the time
you arrive. Everything will be arranged, an’
ali you've got to do is to pocket the brass.’

«’An’ suppose the ship's searched?”

“ Well, ther can’'t toech you—-"

‘““ Not if the boy's found?”

““No. You can shove him down in a hold
or in some odd corner, an’ keep him there
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unknown to the crew,” replied Grell. 1
should pack him away aft. if I were you.
{f he's found, you can swear you don’'t know
nothiu’. Understand? The kid'll be took
for a stowaway--an’ you ain't responsible for
stcwaways, are you?”

Captain Davis nodded.

“1t ain't a bad idea,”” he agreed. ‘“ You
won't be aboard, so there'll be ne complica-
tionz like that. An’' the kid will be a stow-
away, as you say. I sha'n't even tell my
mate."

“That's the best way.” said Simon Grell.
“ Nothin® can't be proved.  You're safe
cither way, an’ you're gettin’® your own price.
As for grub, the kid won't want more than
once feed, an’ you can take that down to
him i1t the middle watch—some time arter
midnight.”

*“An’ you'll see me in London?"’

‘““ As soon as evei you drop anchor in the
river,” declared Grell. ‘* Me an’ Starkey will
2it up there to-night, an’ you won't arrive
uitil to-morrow evenin’. So that gives me
pienty o’ time to make arrangements.”

“* Well, you'd best git off the ship as soon
as you can,” said Captain Davis. ‘‘'The
crew’ll be abcard soon now, an' there's no
reason for you to be seen.”

**You're right, Davis—we’'ll clear.”

They went up on deck, and returned to the
place where Mason was beingz guarded by
Jake Starkey.

‘““ He's a quiet youngster,”” said Mr. Grell,
recarding Jack. “You won’'t have no
trouble with him, cap'n. I’'ll leave it to you
wot you do—where you stow him—but 1
shouldn’t think it 'ud be necessary to keep
him bound up. Might as well give the kid a
bit o° freedom. I'm a soft-hearted man, an’
the journey'll be a long one.”

‘*“An’ wot about we, Simon?”
Starkey.

“ Us?" repeated Grell. *“ Why, we're goin’
straight to London by train, old man—back
to our old lodgin’s at Mother Hackett’s, in
George Terrace, Wappin'. Sounds a swell
address, don't it?"’

“1t ain't!” said Starkey, with conviction.
“ Stitl, yon kuow best, Simon. I'm in your
“ands, but I'm darned if I know wot your
game is!"”’

‘1 haveu't had time to tell you yet, but
you'll soon know,'” replied Grell. ‘' Now,
Jack, my boy, don’t you be frightened. Jest
take it quiet, an’ you’ll see your kind uncle
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agin to-morrow ovenin'.

Mason was unable to reply, but he was
inwardly furious at this - treatment. He
begzan to fear that he would have no oppor-
tunity of breaking away. Before Grell and
Starkey left they helped Captain Davis to
take the prisoner below. He was stowed into
a small store-room aft, which was well
away from the men’'s quarters and could not
be visited without permission from the cap-
tain.

It was a noisome hole, small, with iron
walls and a heavy door, the latter being
provuded with an extra-stout lock,

H

asked

h
F
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“ This'll do fine,”” said Grell, lookiug round
approvingly. ¢ He'll be able to yell to hig
heart’s content, an’ won't attract no attcn-
tion."”

‘* Mebbe!"" gaid Captain Davis grimly.
“But if I hear ’'im vyeliin’, he'll soon git
somethin’ he don't want. You'll ‘ave to do
without a bed. kid, until we're at sea. I'll
bring you down some blankets an’ some grub
later on."”

Mason's ropes were cut
was removed from his face.
knew better than to speak. Any words he
uttered would only be jeered at, andg,
althbough he felt like shouting out what he
thought of his uncle, he kept himself in
chieck and only glared defiancé. ‘

“ That's right!"’ grinned Mr. Grell. “ Look
at your uncle as though you'd like to eat
him—]I don’'t mind!”’

CGrell and Starkey took their departure, and
Ca;;t.ain Davis looked at the prisoner search-
ingly. - .

‘ What's your name, kid?"' he asked.

Mason made no reply.

“ Sulky, eh?”’ went on the captain. * Well,
it ain’t to be wondered at. But it wants a
bit o' believin’ that a sweil kid like you is
the nevvy of old Simon Grell. I've got an
idea there's some trickery somewhere. Are
you Crell's nevvy?”

“Yes,” said Jack quietly. “‘I'm not going .
to ask you to help me, but perhaps you don’t
know that you might get yourself into prison
for keeping me on this ship? My uncle is
an absolute scoundrel—-"’ :

“I ain't denyin’ it,”” said Captain Davis.
“Grell’s a man I don't trust much, bhut if
you say you're 'is nevvy, I reckon I'm safe.
No need to Inok scared, kid. I sha’'n’t hurt
you while you're aboard this ship.”

~Just for & moment Jack clenched his fists,
intending to make a dash to the doorway.
Rut the skipper forestalled the mcvement,
and closed the door until only an inch or
two remained open.

““ An’ don't git shoutin’,”” he said. * You'll
only make yourself ‘oarse, an’ git a ’'idin’
arterwards. I do as I like on my own ship,
an' you'll stay in this ’ere store-room tiil
we reach London.”
~ The door closed, and Jack Mason was left
in darkness. Me heard the key turn in the
lock, and he heard Captain Davis walk along
the passage, and then the footsteps died into
silence.

In a moment Jack had a box of matches
out of his pocket. He shakily struck one,
and held the light so that he could survey
his prison. ,

There was not the slightest chance of
escape. The only exit wus by way of the
dcor, and this was so thick and strong that
a battering-ram would bhave been required
to-smash it down.

As for shouting for help, Mason bitterly
realised that it would be quite useless. Even
if his voice was heard, what would be the
result? The captain would be brought down,
and be would he harsh and brutal. If the

and the muffler
But the lad
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crew got to hear that the boy was on board
it would motke very little difference—for, in
that event, Davis might consider it wise to
haul Jack up and to make out that he
vwas an intruder on the ship. There would

be nc escape, for the vessel would be at sea. |

And onc part of the steamer was as good
as another.

Jack had no chance whatever of makimg =
break for ireedom—as yet. Later on, as
events turned out, he would be ahle to act
in an extremely decisive manner. But that
episode cannot be described at present.

The thing which bewildered Jack more
than anything else was why on earth he had
becen kidnapped at all. Grell had not even
made any mention of the half-lccket and
Mr. Streng's sealed package. Until to-day
Grell’s whole energy had been concentrated
upon obtaining the two halves of the locket.
And yet he had now succeeded in capturing
Jack, but had not even referred to the
locket itself. This was certainly extra-
ordinary.

But Jack would not have heen o puzzled
had he been able to hear the conversation
which wis even then proceeding between the
two rascals who had succeeded in spiriting
him away from St. Frank’s.

They had left the ship, and even on their
way back to the quay had pas:ed a boat
filled with loudly talking men—obviously
members of the old. coasting-stzamer’s crew.
The vessel would take her departure almost
at once.

Grell and Starkey paid a short vizit to the
inn where the trap had been left, arranging
that it should be taken back to the White
Harp on the mecrrow. Then they turned
their steps towards the station. :

“ We shall jest be in comfcriable time to
catch the last train,” said Grell. ‘‘ Things
have been happenin’ quick to-pight, old
man—30 quick that you're lookin’ fair be-
wildered.”’ ' .

‘““I ain't only lookin' bewildered, but I'm
all muddled up,” confessed Starkey. 1
can't eee wot your game i3, Simon. You
ain’t explained a single word to me. Since
you come out o' the school gates we’ve bin
on the go the ’ole timme. Wot happened at
the school, anyway?”

Mr. Grell chuckied. ,

“*You'd never believe it, Jake,” he replied.
** Talk about luck! I’'ve never had such luck
as that of to-night! We've had scme disap-
pointments jest lately, but they're all made
up for now—every durned onc of ‘em.”’

““ Well, I can’t sce it,”’ said Starkey flatly.
‘“I+ looks like a fool's game to me to take
that kid an’ shove ’'im on that boat. Wot’s
the good of it, Simon? Wot in thunder’s
name’s the good of it?”

“I'm arter making money—that’s the gocd
of it,”” replied Mr. Grell. *“ I've found out
things wot I'd never dreamed of afore this
evenin’,” an' I’'ll tell you all about ’em.
Fust an’ foremost, Jake, I've got that
lacket.”’ _ :

‘““You ’ave?’ said Mr. incredu-
lously.

**In my pocket at this mirnit,” went on

tarkey

thing.
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Grell. *“ Not only half of it, but the whole
{ An’ this old chap named Strong
ain’t much an innercemt cove as he looka.
He’s 8Sir Crawford Grey, Barounet.”

Starkey halted im the road.

“You will ’ave your joke. cap'n,”
weakly.

“You acedp’'t helieve it unless you like,”
went on the other. ‘“ But here we are at
the station. We'll continue this talk on the
platform, while we're waitin' for the train.
It’ll be in within five minutes.”

They tocok their tickets, and then waited
on a secluded seat on the little platiorm.
Starkey was greatly astonished, and mdre
so when QGrell proceeded to tell him of the
events which had occurred at St. Frank’s.

**T heard everything.” concluded Mr.
Grell. * Ordinary luek amm’t in it, Jake: ic
was wonderful luck, an’ no mistake. Mebbe
you ain't heard much o' this Sir Crawford
Grey?”

he said

‘““Ain't ‘e a Cabinet Minister?’’ asked
Starkey vaguely.
** No, he ain't!’ replied Grell. ‘““ He's a

privit gentileman o' means; he’s got piles of
mouney—pots of it. That’s why I seized the
opportunity to bring Jack alcng with us. It
was only a bit o' chance that brought Jack
into our way to-night. But, there, when
once my luck sets in, it does it proper.”

Starkey shrugged his shoulders.

*“1 don’t foller you now,”’” he said
patiently.

"* Well, you was born thick-headed, so 1
don’t blame you,” said Mr. Grell gcaially.
** Wot about that stery I hcard? Why, it's
pretty certain that that kid ain’t my nevvy
at all; in fact I've had an inkling of it
for years past. This scems to prove it. He's
the son of Sir Crawford Grey. an’ the old
bagonet himself is pretty certam oi it, too.
Wot will he do when he finds that Jacx is
missin’?"’

** Raise a blazes of a fuss, I should think.”
replied Jake.

‘““That’s just where you're wrong; he
won't do nothin’ o’ the scrt,” replied Grell
cunningly. ‘* He an” Lee will guess within’
an hour that I've took the boay, an’ they
won't want to make any big fuss of it.
They'll try an’ fnd Jack on the quiet an’
won't. Then this Sir Crawford will get a
letter from me, sayin’ that he ean have the
boy for keeps if he hands over the sum of
five thousand quid.”

“'Ow much?’’ gasped Starkey faintly.

“ Five thousand quid!”’

* You’re mad—you’re stark, starin” mad!”’
ejaculated the other. * Why, ‘¢ wouldn't
pay all that money, Simon.”

Mr. Grell laughed coftly. ,

** Wouldn't -he?’’ he said. “ Well, . I'm
rin’ to try it om, an' that's why I've took
the hoy. See? The idea struck me all at
once, an' I believe it'll werk. If I can’t git
five thousand, I'R git three—or even two.”’

*“ You're comin’ down,’’ remarked Starkey.

‘1 shan't go below two—that's the limit,”’
continued Grell firmlty. ** Wot ean the old
feller do but pay up?”

‘*“ Well, 'e could put the cops on to uz-—"

ime
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“Nonsense!" inbterrupted Qrell. *‘Sir
Crawford Urey won't want the whole thing
talked of In the papers, don't you make no
mistake. He'll do it quiet, an’ he'll pay up
willin'ly, rather than that boy should bec
logt. He thinks Jack's his son, an’ he’s nigh
off his head with excitement. I tell you,
Jake, we'll get the five thousand easy.”
C'But it's an awful lot,’” said Starkey
wonderingly.

““Mebbe it is to yon. To him it's just a
trifle,” went on Captain Jim. * He's wonth
hundreds of thousands, an’' a measly flve
ajn’t goin’ to hurt him for a minute. An’
how can he put the cops on us? You seem
to forgit, Jake, that Jack Mason is my
nevvy in the eyes of the law, an’ I'm his
vuardian., Ain't I brought him up since he

was a baby? He’s under age, an’ he's in my
care. Nobody can’t force me to give him

up.”’

“ But vou said that ‘e¢’s Sir Crawiord's
oo —-="

‘““No, T didn't; T said he might be,”” re-
piicd Grell. ** There's no proof of it, Jake,
an’ until there is proof the boy’s mine., If
{ like to send him to London on a ship, that's
my busineas. I shall tell the old gent that
I'tl do him o great favour an’ renounce all
rigzht io the boy for the sum of five thou-
eand o° the best. That's business. There's
aothin® crooked in Lhbe game at all, an’ you
an’-me are absolutely eafe.”

Mr. Starkey regarded his chief admiringly.

UMyt If you ain’t got some brains,
Simon ! he exclaimed. U see it all now.
Why, we'll git it; but that there locket

business is a different matter. You might
otiinhio over that there, old mate.”

“1'm too fly,"”” said Mr. Grell, getting to
his fect as the signal went down. * You
won't find me comin’ no cropper over the
iockct. Nobody saw me take it—not even
leo himself--an’ they can't prove nothin'.
An’ you don't secm to have realised the
importance of this other business.'

‘* Wot other business?'’

‘““Why, bleedin’ Sir Crawford for mouey,"”
replied Grell. ** Wc've got the locket, an’
( know for certain now that there’s a big
treasure tacked on to it. How are we goin’
to git it? Who'’s goin® to pay our ex-
penscs?  Why, Sir Crawford Grey himsclf--
sce?  Ain'g ik rieh?"

“That--that five thousand?” gaspad
Starkey.
" Bxactly,”' agreed his astute companion,

“ With that money we shall be able 1o go
to Alrica in style, an’ all our expenses paid.
J]m‘! you cver look at such a rosy picture,
Jake

- 'ope it said  Jake
cautiously.

1 ain’t too rosy,”
AMr. Grell slapped his friend’s” back.

C*You allus was a wet blanket, Jake,"” he

said. ‘“ But our luck’'s fair turned, an’ we're
i for a good time—you trust me. Gettin’

the locket was good, but it wasn’t much use.

to us alone. I've realised that all along.

‘“ EAR
D claimed Sir Montie Tregellis-Weab,
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connected, &en’ takin'
necessary:’’

1t could not he denied that Simon Grell's
scheme was undoubledly a clever one. He
had seized ‘his cpportunities swiftly and
without hesitation. Just when things had

seemed their blackest the tide had turned.

And now, as Grell himselt had said, the
prospect. waa rosy in the extreme. The two
rascals had the locket in their possession,

the boy away was3

and Jack Mason was a prisoner. - Thero
seemod nothing in the way of complete
victory.

The train steamed into the station and
the precious rogues took their seats in a
smoking compartment. They left the scene
of their many adventures, not bowed down
with gloom, as they had half expected, bu$
buoyed up with thie greatest hopes of win-
ning a fortune, _

Everything had gone splendidly from their
point of view, But they would. not have
been so e¢asy in mind had they known that
nearly all their secret movements of that
evening had been watched by Reginald Pitt,
of the Remove. : '

Aud one thing was certain. Pitt would
not Keep that information to himself. His
one idea was to give the warning—to wreck
Simon Grell’s plan before it actually de-
veloped into anything like approaching suc-
COR3. '

Things were not slumbering at St. Frank's!

CHAPTER VII.
THE RACE TO CAISTOWE.

fellow. its appallin’!" ex-
panting hard. *“ 1 don't know what
it means—I don't really.’
Well, I can tell you,”” I said grimly.
‘“ Both Mason and Pitt have been collared,
and it's almost certain that Grell is af the
hottom of it. The locket's gone, too, and
I'm blessed if L know what we're to do.”

[ was standing with my chums almost in
the centre of -the .Triangle. Weo had just
heen scouring. the school-grounds from end
to end, but had found no sign whatever of.
Pitt or Mason. , y

What we. had found, however, was suffi-
ciently significant—and, after all, I suppose-
it was a sign, In the lane, quite ncar the
school, two or three parcels of eatables had
come to light. Pitt and Mason had gone to
the village to buy things for tea, sq it was
obvious that they had . been attacked ou-
their way back, and had bheen forced to
abandon their packages.

The first we knew of it was that Mr.
Strong—or, rather, Sir Crawford. Grey --
came into study C, asking if we knew where
Mason was. We-didn't, but had i.cen making
inquirics when the guv'nor appeared.

Nelson Lee was looking rather pale, and
there was a decided. bump showing upon the

sicdle of his head. . Taking. us-to his study, he .
explained thal somebody had sprung at hima -
from behind the curtains, had. bowled him

But this way we're goin' to provide our-
selv s with the briass to do the trip. It's all
B |
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over, and had succeeded
with the gold locket.

He was simply furious, and Sir Crawford
went nearly off his head. But his anxicty
was nothing compared with that which fol.
lowed, for, while hurrying down the road
to sce if we could find any trace of the thief,
we came upon the parceis. They told their
own story.

Without the slightest doubt Simon Grell
was responsible. Ife had kidnapped Jack for
soiie reason. Presuinably Pitt had been
taken as well, but Pitt's inclusion was only
hecause he had been with Mason at the
time and it had been unsafe to take one
withcut the other.

The guv’'nor was in a shocking temper at
first, but then he became as cool as icc. He
kncw well enough that Grell must have becen
in the room during the interview with Sir
Crawford. 'l‘herefore Grell knew the truth,
and there was a distinct motive for his
crime in kidnapping Jack Mason.

Nothing was absolutely certain. We had
no evidence of any kind. So Tommy and
Momtie and 1 rushed about looking for the
missing juniors, on the faint off-chance that
our original surmise was incorrect. The
College House fellows might have been up to
a jape, or something of that kind.

But our quest had been fruitless, and we
were now. taking a breather in the Triangle.
I hadn't taken much active part in this
affair so far, but it certainly . seemed as
though there was excitement brewing now.

Bob Christine, .of the College House, had
been raving about for some time, but we
were not interested in his woes. Sowe scoun-
drel, it seemed, had gone off with Christine's
blcyde whilst Bob was in a shop. But we
did not comnnect this incident with Mr. Simon
Grelk—not at first, at all events.

in getting away

But after every other suggestion had bcen |

cast aside, after every ﬂe!d of inquiry had
heen exhausted, I thought of that affair of
the stolen bncycle It was certainly unusual
for a bike to be pinched in Bellton. Had
Grell taken it in order to aid his flight?

It was just possible, and Nelzon Lee was
even now busy at the telephone, sending
warnings to the police at Bannington, Helm-

ford, Caistowe, and other surrcunding places. |

Sir €rawford Grey had aged again with this
fresh worry, and he scarcely knew how to
contain himself.

And while Sir Montie and Tommy and I
stood in the Triangle we heard the tinkle
of a bicycle bell out in the rcad. As we
turned we aw a machine shcot in at the
gateway, and it came 3tm1frht. acrocs to
where we were standing.

“Hallo! Who's that’ > shouted Watson.

‘“ Just the fellows that I wanted!” replied |

a breathlass voice.
‘Pitt ! I yelled, cashing forward.

‘! Begad! Just as we were bamoanin’ your
fate, old boy!’ exclaimed ‘Tregellis-West.
' Where's Mason? Haven't you birought him
with you?”

Pitt eotcod before us, perspiring freely,
spiashed with mud from bead to foot. It

2T

was easy to see that he has bheen riding

furiousiy.

** Poor old Jack is in the wars!” he said
tensely, here’s Mr. Lee? There's not
a minute to waste, you chapsz. Grell's got
Mason, and there's no tellitng what he’s
going to do with him. We've got to dash to

the rescue!”
~ “Come on!" 1 exc.a,xmed “ Good for you,
Pitt! I'm blessed if you're not better than
all the lot of us put together!”
We were just making for the
House, when 1 paused.
' Whoee bike is that?”

‘“1 don’t know ;

Ancient

I asked Kecnly,
Christine’'s, 1 think.”’ re-
plied Pitt, grinni ng “I found it outcide &
shop in Bcllton and horrowed it—without
asking permizcion.”

‘“*So that explains it,” I said. *“ Chriztine’s
nearly raving; he’il have your blood later
on. But I reckon the cmergency was an
acute one, and he might forgive you, after
you've etpla,mt.d g

There was no time to give Christine the
tip that his machins was safe and sound, for
Pitt was wildly anxious to sce Nelson Lee.

Tregellis-Westt and Watson wero rather

doubtful as to whether they shou!d come
too, but I told them to chunce it. It seemed

- as though some quick action would he neces-

mryé and we all wanted to bc in the cxcite-
ment.

The return cf Pitt meant an enormous lot,
for he obvious!y knew exactly what had hap-
pened; his very attitude told that. Besidics,
he had been riding hard, and 1 gathered that
he had been following the scoundrels and

“had Ilccated their destination.

When we arrived at Nelson Lee's study
we found the guv'nor still busy at the tele-

phone. 8ir Crawford was pacing up and down
restlessly, his hands clasped together, his
- eyes gleaming with anxiety.

He turned quickly as we entered.

‘“Ah, boys—="" he broke off. *‘* Why,
what is thxs" My dear lads! Have you—

lhave you brmu;'ht news of Jack——"’
**Yes, sir,” said Pitt promptly.

““ Thank heaven for that!”’ said Sir Craw-

ford fervently. *‘ Did you hear, Lee¢? Pitt
has returned with news—with news!”
Nelson Lee hung up the receiver and

turned in his chair.
‘““You are very welcome, Pitt,”” he said,
eyeing the junior with favour. ‘I can see

" that you have been riding rather hard. No

doub! you can tell us what happened in the
lane, and where Mason is at the preseat
moment?’’
Reginald Pitt table
rather shakily.
'*Sit down, my boy—sit down!"” said the
guy ‘nor quickly.
‘I've heen riding rather hard, sir, as yocu
said, and it’s taken it out of me a bit,”” said

the junior. ‘* Besides. I had a punch on the
head which made me see stars, and that

leaned against the

ride hasn’'t improved matters. Mason’'s at
. Caistowe, sir——"'
“We must go at oncc—at once!"’ inter

rupted Sir Crawford.

**I really think it would be better to hear
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Peit's story from the beginning, Mr. Strong.” ;into his eyes. “ You and I haven't been

anid Nodawn 1aa esalline tha ald centloman | vory friondle anbil savanfle kot T hine wa
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Maszon were his awn son, and it was certainly
rather mysterious.

I, of course, was In the same boat at the
time. But I afterwards learmed the- truth,
as I have set down. Sir Crawford believed
vJat Mason actually was his own som, and he
was naturally wild with worry now. '

We drove to Caistowe like the wind. It
was absolutely a race, and we covcred the
ground at terrific speed. But even this was
not fast enough for Sir Crawford; he was
certainly not nervous. .

At last we arrived in Caistowe, and Nelzon
Lee swung the car round onm to the quay
and pulled it to a halt. Pitt was standing
uf in his eeat, gnzing out into the channel
of the River Stowe. ‘

“The steamer’'s gone, sir!” he exclaimed
huskily.

* Gonet”’

‘““It’s not there now, sir—"'

‘* How dreadful!” exclaimed Sir Crawford,
his voice quivering. ‘' But you must be mis-
taken, Pitt. There has not been sufficient
time—--"'

‘1 think the lad is enrrect,”” put in Nelson
Lee. *“II you will look, my dear sir, yon
will see the lights of the veesel out in the
bay. She can only have raised her anchor a
short time ago."

We ell gazed out, and then faintly saw the
Meamer's lights in the haze. For a mist was
drifting in over the bay, obscuring the head.
lands anpd ecnshrouding the -ishing craft
which were ancnored close by. .

‘“ Thie is a disaster—a sheer disaster!’’ ex-
claimed Sir Crawford huskily. * Poor boy!
To think that he is on that vessel and we
can do nothing to aid him. But we: must,
Mr. Lee—we must!”

‘“* You ean be assured, - Mr. Strong, that
Jack will come to no real harm,’’ said Nelson
Lee soothingly. ** Pray do not allow your
fears to get the better of your judgment. L
urge you to remain calm.”

*“*But can’t we do anything, sir?’” asked
Pitt. ‘“ Oh, this is rotten! I thought we
should be able to vescue hfh! There must
be suome motor-boats in the town, and we
could easily overtake that old tramp.”

** No doubt. Pitt,”” said Nelson Lee; '‘but
such a step is impracticable.”

** Why is it, sir?"" I asked quickiy.

““ Because, for one reason, the captain
of the vessel would almost certainly refuse
to allow us on board,” replied Nelson Lee.
** We may take it that the man is a rascal,
and it is most probable that Grell is on
board. too. When at sea a captain is the
absolate master of bis craft, and this man
would certainly resist any attempt to board
the ship. To go in chaze would be a mecre
waste of time.””

I realised that the guv'nor was right. [t
sounded easy enoagh—hire a mrotor-beat and
ehase a ship; but it was ap impossible task.
We might eatch ap with tbhe ship; but that
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| was no guarantee that we should get on
board. We couldn’t fire revolvers, and aet
like people in a cincma play.
““Then what is to be dome?’ asked Str
Crawford Grey, pacing up and down h¢side
the car. * What is to be done, Mr. Lee?"

“Our first plan must be to make iaquirtes
{ here,’’ replied the guv'nor.

And this plan was carried out. It wasn’t
long before we learned that the steamer was
called the Foreland, and that her port - of
destination was London. She would drop
anchor in the Thames, and was due to arrive
on the following evening. A most importanpt
- point was that she had no intermediate call,

Our next inquiry was at the station, and
here we learmed that Grell and Starkey had
tuken the train to London. The c¢lerk remem-
| bered them perfectly, and this disposed of
the idea that the rascals were on board the
[ Foreland.

We collected outside the station, an
anxious group, fot it scemed to most of us
that we had failed miserably, and that there
was no telling when we should see poor Jack
Mason again.

But Nelson Lee was ealmly confident.

*“ Let me say at once that the position is

entirely satisfactory,” he exclaimed. ** There
is uo cause for alarm whatever—"’
** Satisfactory!” echoed * Mr. Strong,”

clenching his fistas acitatedly. ‘ No cause for
alarm! Why, bless my soul, I eannot under-
 stand you, Mr. Lee. There is every ciuse for
alarm, and the position is serious.”

‘“* That's what I think, sir,”’ said Pitt.

*“Then I must alter that point of view,”
said Nelson Lee easily. ‘'‘ To begin with, the
Foreland will not touch land until it arrives
in the Thames to-morrow evening. That gives
s plenty of time teo make .our preparations.
The school breaks up to-morrow for the
Chrristmas holidays, aed we can get to
London in geod time, and be on hand to
board the vesscl as soon as she drons anchor.
Jack Mason will come to no harm meanwhile,
althougi he may spead a rather uncomfort.
able twenty-four hours. Viewed calmly, the
position is really excellent. By careful
planning we can rescue M:rson, recover the
locket, and have Grell arrested. After that
our other inquiry will go forward apace.”
Sir Crawford knew c¢xactly what Neflson
Lee meant, and he was greatly relieved in
mind. He lost his agitation, an:d actually
smiled.

‘T trust to you, 3r. Lee,”” he raid simply.

‘““ Thank you,” said the great detective.
‘Y hope Ziat I shall prove worthy of that
trust, Mr. Strong. At all events, I chall do
my very utmost to bring thiss afiair to =a
satisfactory conclusion to-morrow evening.
For the present we must restrain our im-
patience and return to St. Frank’s.™

And that's what we did, hopirg for tue
best.

THE END.

NEXT WEEK!—(See p. iv of cover.)
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The 1'ipet Chg :,-7..

BARIL HoaD 60 @ new Doy at Littlominser Sehool.
On ine greivel ho makes a friend of

JORS C HALLIR, 8 Senior in the FitA Form.

MVYERR and COuGIN are two bulliea, who, with
mme olAerg, try lo makn ('hd‘b join tAe
“Clubn,” an alAlolic corraty. e refuses, and
they determine lo send Mm (0 Corenlry.
iz perevuaded later by Mr. Krana, a master,
to »nn  CAallis takes [ond }h‘-ino in a
rend,  which cad adrift. Later on
(.rainger, tha ('aplain, sevr (Anllis at the
1:4a, nnd agke him to for [he nort sivteon
ogainst lhe deven. Meoanschile Rami susperis
Mvums of custing the punt adrift, since Ae
:mnd :-:in o “zla‘hm near th:r.'pd.
'mons pactingly coin in a draneer
' Ma .tﬁ:‘. It reanisbes, and Danl sues-
1otz Mysrs. Challis plays o splendud iun-

vags for (Ae Siztoon ageinst the Lleven, and

leromes guite r. Challis also tokes

Hp reAsIag, ond afierwoon puiz up a

owvil show nad Grainper. ¥, ONee

w fr-rad of Myows mests an ill . dressed loafer

i the ground and tolis hym to rlear omt,

(Now read on.)

iR el
R

]

1GBY and the lout atoeml glariug into
crach Obher's ryes, but Digby was not
o be cowed The jon!, seving this,
burst idto a laugh and pufled nt his
cigareile
" Kasy with your lip,”" he jeered. * V'we
rome to have a talk with one of your mates.
::hnl ¢ the name of that chap standing over
ete’’’
He polunted perass the ground, and Dighy.
slarting. turncd.
Tu his surprise il wae at Mycrs the lont

podnted Myers!

The oschooiboy's face darkened. What
could there be etwoen such a cad as this
atd Myere? Hr stood allent, bhesitating.

Jusl then l“:: turned and lovked
towards them. re was nothing in his
manner to show that he recognised the cad.
Jndeed, e began to strull towards them
atd as he drew nearer an amused and
walicious smlle stretehed hiis lips.

* Introduce me W your frirnd, Dighy,' he
enccred “Or (s he your hrother L‘an‘t
say | congratulste the gentioman upoa bis
vhthes Are you guing to take bhim Into
tea” Peehiaps sou'tl introduce him to the
:‘lﬂd? I're 00 doubt be'd like to meet

.n [ )

' T Chums « Littleminster School.

A Ragnificeat Story of School Life and Adveaturs.
By ARTHUR S. HARDY.
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Dichy looke!! hard at Mycrs, then turned
to the stranger.

The latter waa smoking stolidly., standing
with his hands in his pockets and his feet
set wide apart. An ever-hroadening grin
stretched his uily, grimy face as he looked
keenly at Myers.

Digby dul not know whatever to make of
it. Waa there nnything beiween these two?
Murely not, since Myeors did not hotray the
slightest sign of recognition.

** Come, speak up, Dighy,” Mycrs went on,
rm«ing his voice, for he raw Urainger wateh:
ing them from the pavilinn, with Ponsonby
by his side, while the juniors were gathered
in a group aml staring at the three in biank
amazement. ' Do introduce your friend?”’

‘“Myers,”” returned Digby, speaking coldly,
"1 don't know who he s, ordered him
to lenve the school grounds, but he wouldn't
go. and he asked me who you were. per.
haps he wants to have a talk with you,”
Myers started, reddened, and drew back.

Fis surprise was genuine enough. He was
evidently unprepared for this. What did it

all mean?

“1 don't know the cad. 1 don’'t wish to
know him,” said he. ** And if you intend
r:al‘g for a joke, I don’t sce the humour ot

He riveted his eyes on the cad's face, and
something bhe saw jn the evil, glinting eyes
sent a cold shiver through him. There was
menace in the €ellow’s glance.

" Fine grounds you've got here,” said the
cad. * And a tip-top, proper sort of school
it 1s. [ never had the luck to get into a
tace liko this. Perhaps if I had, 1I'd be
iTerent, Anyway, I don't sce why jyoau
blokes should go chucking cheek about at
me. [ came here to have a look round, and 1
hou that perhaps I might sce youn.”

ad a bombshell fallen at Myers's feet ho
could not have been more startled than he

was
‘““See me- — Look here—-" he blurted
out. ‘'l don't know you, and if you dan't

hook it quickly I'll have you chucked out.”

** Perhaps you will and perhaps you won't.
I'd like ‘Ave a little private chat with
you, Mr. Myers. If your chum here will

‘gxcuse us a moment.’’

By Qeorge, the fellow was in earpest!
Dighy turned aside in diagust.

* Oh, don’t let me interfere in any private
coaveraation between you,” he cried. “ Oaly

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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1 wam you, feliow, if one of the masters
seee you there’l be trouble.”

strode away, and Myera would have
folldweo him. But the lout stepped in front
of him, barring the way.

“TI've been wanting to know what your
name is, mister,” he said. *‘ 1've hung about

*“ Well, one aftermovon,”” he  said.
speaking in & tense whisper, 1 lay
down for a2 snooze on the river bank.

It was very hot, and evervthing was quict
and peaceful like. Two chaps from the
school--the bizg boy who's iust been running.

glance kt the pavilion showed himt Grainger,
Ponsonhy, and hallis standiog there, the
latter watching with an indifference which
the others did not ¢even pretend to simulate.

““*Well, what abhout it,”” he muttered, lick-
Ing hia lips. "Tlil‘rt% was nothing unusual
iIn that? Twe boys can fish if they want to,
I suppose?”

“Of course they can. Why not? [ pot
interested like. for the big follow secmed to
know all about it. He hookerd a bheauty.
and would hase landed it, too, if an acei
ttent hadn't happencd.”

A houarse ery burat from Msers's throat
and his lips trembled violently.

“ An acvident,”’ he¢ murmured, passing his
hand across his forehead, while cverything
seemod to suddenly spin round and round.
* Al., yes, | think [ heard something about
it! Challis and youug Basil Hond got
adrift: —"' ) '

The tout looked swiftly round fo him to
sce if there were any listeners hear, &nd
Laving assured himsell that they could not
be overheard, went on.

* Yen, they got adrift,” he said. ** The
punt floated away. and if it hadn't heen
for the big fellow they'd both have gone
over the weir. [ suppuose you know what
would have bappened to them if they had?
Thes'd have been drowned—drowned. They
vwouldn't Bave stond a ghost of a chance
the tumbling waters, with every shuice roar-
ine open, mister.”’ :

** Noasense,”'  gurgled  Myuvrs  thickly.
“*They'd pever have gonre near the weir.
C'mitiz got eut of it coay evough-—"

The laut hrought his hideousy leering fav. i

DCarer.

That
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*Got ont of it ‘cos he'd grit and pluck,
and oven then it was touch and go with the
kid,”" said he.

“*Why. do you tell me all this? I don't
want to know anything about it. F won't
listen, do you hear?”

“ But you must, Mr. Myers.
AiAda"d

I saw it all

| S

aram PEPRY Yaman el e

LUHiIiIvugs avul Juu Wnu [ £ 11 o9 FJUHI U Wwertiu'fi ..
[';m npot your class, you see. Shall [ tell you
who it was scnt that punt drifting down
the Awle?” :

‘“No! No! No!" he whined. * Tell me
what youn want, and go.”

Never did oany reglar wWOrk., Don vty ke
vork. Bat | know all about that accident,
Mr. Myers, and if you dow’t pay up, I'll put
«wome oOf ‘em bere ut Littleminster =¢hioold
wite. There's Mr. Clialtis, for instance. [
dare say he'd like to know all about thaw
little affFair.”

Myers looked around him like a hunted
unimal. He 2aw that Grainger and Ponsonby
had pow heen joined by Vernon, that Dighy,
[urther away, was watching him.

He =wung round.

“I can't tatk to you here.” he "said
desperately. ' Let's walk towards the school
pates, ' do anything you ask. [t you
want money you shall have it. But feor

pity's =ake don't let them see me on the
rack.”’

Hiz companion chuckled.

“*Now you're talking 2ense.’” said he, as
he turacd and walked aloug by Myers's side.
 Thought you'd be reasonable when I ex-

plained. Naw, a quild to go en  with
wouldn't he amiss, and later on you can
make it a hit more.”

The wretched Myers ¢unickened hia pace,
ax if he noped by that means to shake him-
ecll free of his enemy. He closed his cyes
vvery now and again. hoping when he re-
cpened them to find that it was all an ugly
dream, and that the lout hy his side was a
phantom cenjured up by bhis  distraught
imagination. But ne, the fellow was still
there, smoking his stinking cigarette.

At the school gates tliey pausesdl.

“* Go ostside, go outside,” pleaded Myers,
and his companion oheyed.

Some schacolboys came thronging op, and

{Continued overleaf)
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as they caught sicht of Myers and his shady
wmmmon they stopped and stared.” - -
-Mvers  passed them without a word and
walked off down the broad road. -« «
As soon as they were alone he pulled
what little ‘'moncey
and n few coppers—out of his  pocket
and handed them to the blackmailer. N
S Hallo!' said the rascal. ““This  ain't
cnough: for me. You've got to make it a
quid, mister.”’ ; - ¥
“ 11l make it anvthing vou like,” said the
desperate . boy. But you must give me
time. It's all T have now. Take it and <o.
Tell me \\Il(u Jdcan find you. ‘I'll keep any
appointment” you care to make, only I can't
stand any more now. 0 .
A00h,sall -right,”” said the youth, pocket-
ing the coin. ** Only mind, 1T'm not to be
blutfed. T mean business. . My name’s Joe
Sharp, 1 live.in Marsh-® Lanc +t'other, side
of the bridge down by the allotments, last
hmm on the right.” My dad’s Joe Sharp, the
wardener. < Everybody knows ‘im. 'l write.”
Mycrs winceed. -
And., if 4l \H‘ltL‘ vml\e vot to answer
quick and meet me wherever T apooint. 1t
you fail, . the -Head - Master shall know.
Luncmlur (lm\\nmgs murder, and vou sent
. that punt adrift.” . . :
) AV I T answered M}'t-r.-;,
about and recling away. * Write,
vome:'’ PR > -
Soosaving, he walked unsteadily

e T #

. 4*’

turning
and [l

hack to

he had—some silver coins.
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the school gates and passed them with his
head in a “lurl while the hlackmailer, with
a. .chuckle, swung onwards ] smnkum his
cigarette. MESLRS

2 D've fixed him, And I’ll make him
squirm,’’« he muttered. n % :

* As for Myers, fecling more dmd than
alive,~ he blundered -up to his study and
opened the door. Why hadn't he defied the
fad? Why hadn’t he bluffed it out? He

knew that by giving way he’'d compromised
him=elf _with the cad for good and all. He
was in the toils, and he had m*lde no attempH
to break them ~ e
. Truly=truly }us sin_ had foun(l lnm out
Az he made to close the door, swift foot-
steps echoed along the passage and a boy
thrust his head in. sty
lL was Raymond, Basil’'s pal. - *
" Myers, who's your Lhum"” he crivd.
“Why dldnt you ask lnm in?" .\ 5.

Myers, with an oath,” aimed a blow at the

Ty,

A - T L

head, which swiftly vanished. ST

Then  closing and s locking | the door, he
threw: himself /into a chair and bunul his
face in_his hands.” = *» ¢ o Boe.

W hy "had he sent that p'mt adrift?  And
by \\Imt :strange’ *freak s of " ill-fortunc had

tlmt hrute;* .Ioe Shatp: come t6°-hé there,
on that deserted™fiver -bank, to sce?.

H.~felt “that™ tlu, latcs lldd :acrvc-(l lmn a
')ul trick mdu,d ‘. -

(To be contmued )
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