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(THE NARRATIVE RELATED
CHAPTER 1.
A THIRD-FORM PLOT,
LY HE rotter!”

‘““The cad!”’

‘““ The bully!"

Those thrce cxclamations, uttered
simultaneously with flerce indignation, came |
irom Owen minor, Heath, and Conroy
minimus, of the Third Form at St. Frank's.
They were standing in the tobby of the.
Ancient House, and glared out into the gloom
of the Triangle.

A burly form was dimly visible, marching
over towards the College House, and it was}
tue form of Walter Starke, of the Sixth. It
wi. he who had been referred to so disparag-
ingly by the angry fags.

Not that their expressions were without
justification. Starke, of the Sixth, was cer-

t.unly a bully, he was without doubt a cad,

snd cverybody in the Ancient House knew
tlmt he was eeveral sorts of a rotter.

‘“ It’'s about time we had a bit of our own
back!”’ said Owen minor darkly. *‘* Kenmore’s
just as bad; he caught me a frightful cuff
this morning, and only because I happened to
bump the wheel of my bicycle against his
trousers.’

** The mmean beast!” said Chubby Heath,
with feeling.

“ How was I to know that Kenmore was
there?”’ went on Owen minor. * I was trying
om of those tricks, you know—riding

cger backwards—and I'm not suppoecd to
-b“c out of the back of my head!"”

* It was rather muddy this morning,
know,’’ remarked Conroy.

‘“ Kenmore jolly well deserved to have his
trousers messed up,”” growled Owen minor.
My hat! You ought to:have seen them!
Mud from top to bottom! And then the cad
g¢o~3 and cufls me for it!}”

 Awful!”’ agreed is chumas, mdignantly

“ Things are getling serious,”” went on
Owen minor. * Starke and Kenmore leave
the Remove alone as a tule—it’s the Third
'\'.;i‘ich has to suffer. Do you call that fair
l)..l.‘.?"
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“Ougutn’'t the Remove to be bullicd as
well?”

““ Yes!''

asac3!’ sported Owen minor.

‘“ You sillly
‘“ There oughtn't to be any bullying at all'"

‘“ But you just said—'

** Blowv what I just sald,”” snapped Owen.
“* The Remove woutdn't qtaml much bullying
if Starke and Kenmore gried it on, und 1
don't ece why we should. Things have
reached a crisiz. Dldn't you see the Wiy
Starke pulled your ear just new, Heath”’

“F feld it, the ead!” rowied Heath, ten-
detly ﬁngcnng his ear. it How the dickens
feoguld I see it. you potty idiot? And all I
did was to kick a football down thc passagr!
He shouldn't have turncd the cormer so
quickly. It was his own silly Iault that the
‘ball hit him ip the face!"

‘“Of course it was!’ declared Owen minor.
‘‘“But therc's no arguing with a prefect--
especially a bully likc Starke! We've got to
rise yp in our might and striko a blow for
litherty and freedom!”

“ Hear, hear!"’ said Conroy.
bullying!”

** Down with prefects!™

‘** Down w:th all authority!"”

* Harrah!'”

‘“ Hallp! What's this—a Bolshevik m-«et-
ing?"”’ inguired Owen major, of the Kemove,
appearing at that moment. * What the
dickens de yqu kids think you'rc doing? This
is rank revqlution!"

‘““ Oh, rats!”’ said his younger brotber dis-

“PDown with

rcqpectfully
‘“* You'd better 2o easy. my son!"’ said Owen
maijor, regarding his minof with a fatherly

gaze. ‘1 shall have to teach you n few —--
Yaroooh!"”
The Removite sat down abruptly ou the

mat, hgvmg been howled over by a suitden
charge.” Owen minor had no respect for his
clders—particularty his own brother —and
Heath and Conroy backed him up loyally.
Then, having relieved their feelings to sowne
extent, the herocs of the Third marched oft
down tlfe ‘paseage to the Third-Form roon.
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The Iaﬁg were not provided with studics, and
s0 the Form-room was much frequented.

** Oh, rats!” grunted Owen minor, as he
wpened the door. ** We can’t jaw in here—the
din's too terrific. I've got an idea—and 1]
want to tcll you kids about jt. We're golog
to make Starke and Kenmore sit up.”

Owen minor was rather mysterious, and his
rhums were somewhat puzzled as they fol-
lowed him along the passage again, up the
«tairs, and into one of the junjor box-rooms.
Here they stood in complete darkness, after
the door had becn closed.

' What's the ldcea of this, you ass?’’ hiseed
Couroy, ont of the gloom. |

“Can't you wait a hit?"' growled Owen.
“1've got a stump of candle in my pocket
somewherc—yen, here it s, stuck to that
rhunk of toflce you gave me, Chubby. 1
cxpect it'll light all right. You can have
that toffce back if you want it.”

Heath declined this generous offer, and
then some few minutes were epent while Owen
minor atruggled valiantly with a patent
lighter. The spark came all right, but nothing
would light. It was then discovered thav
the wick had dropped into the socket. This
having hceen successfully fished up, the thing
worked.

The candle end—resembling a piece of coal
In colour--was then lit. Heath and Conroy
were somewhat impatient by this time, and
they had no scroples about saying so.

“Oh, don’t grow)!” said Owen minor. ' I've
#ot a spanking idca, and you've got {n back
mc np.  Btorke's gone over to the College
Houee, and Kkenmore’s there, too. Their
study’s empty—descrted. The coast i< abso-
Iutely celear.”

Heath snorted.
“If you think we're going to wreek
Rtarke's study, you're mistaken!” le esaid.

“*There'd be a frightful row, and we ehould
get flogged, and—""

“1'm not going to borrow a mouldy old idea
like that,”” Interrupted Owen wminor. ‘' Mine's
someth:ing new—something which hasn't becn
done bhefore. 1 happen to know that the
fire in Starke's étudy is laid, but not alight.
The rotters will Jight it when they come in.

‘* Well, suppose thcy dot"

Owen minorsgrinned.

“ Do you remember those canpon crackersa
we let off a month or two ago—those things
which sounded like big guns?’’ he asked.
“ Well, why shouldn’'t we shove a few in
Ntarke's fireplace—all hidden up jn the wood
and papert Just think of the terrific fright
the rotters will get!”

“You—you ass!’’ growled Heath., ' Where
do you think we're going to get any of thoee
crackers now?'’

‘* Jones has got a dosen in his box —wants
to take ‘em home, the ass!” replied Owen.
* We can easily use half of ‘emm—and tell
Joncs about it afterwards. We'll pay for
‘em, £0 he can’t say anything.”

*“My hat!”’ breathed Conroy.
lutely ripping!”’

‘" Yes, rather!” _

* Starkc and Kenmaore will jump yards when
they Yight that fire!”

“It's abso-
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‘* Ha, ha, ha!"”

‘“ And they’ll never he able to ind who did
it, cither,”” went on Owen minor. ‘‘ It might
be us, Or the Remove—or anybody. The
}waq:s will pever be able to drop on us
or it.” '

And Owen minor and Co., having completed
the details of their nefarious plot, proceeded
to rifle Dicky Jones’s box. Thjs was close at
band-—for Owen had had Nhis. echeme in
mind before coming upstairs.
wcre found, and six of them annexed. - !

Then, crecping downstairs, the three youny
rescals made their way to the Sixth-Form pas-
sage. This in itsclf was a hazardous under-
taking, for it wouldn't do for them to be
scen anywhere in the vicinity.

In fact, before the Sixth-Form passage
was reached Owen minor called a halt, and
the fags held a hurried consultation.

‘* We can’t do it this way,’” whispcred Owen
minor. ‘' If we're not spotted going in we
shall be spotted coming out. I vote we buzz
ountside into the Triangle and try the window,
If it's locked we'll think of something else."

** Good idex!”’ murmured his chums.

Luek favoured them, for the window proved
to be unfastened. All was dark within the
study, and the three plotters rajsed the sash
and crept into the room. But here again
Owen’s leadership was required. .

“We can't all three do it,” he hissed.
“ You buzz outside again, Cbubby, and keep
your eye on the College House. If you see
thosc rotters coming across, give us the warn-
ing. See?”

* Oh, all right,”” sald Heath readily.

As a matter of fact, he wasn't at all sorry
to be given that task—it was much safer than
heing in the Sixth-Formers’ study. And
whnnle he was on pguard his chums very
thoughtfully remade the fire for Starke and
Kenmore. _

By the time they had finished there was no
alteration in appearance, But a match
applied to that fire would certainly result in
rome startling developments. And the plot
had been carried throvgh successfully.

Five minutes later Owen minor and Co.
were chatting carelessly in the lobby, appa-
rently as innocent as three babes. The¥ were
rcally on the watch—waiting for the fun to
commelce. .

“My only aunt!” whispered Heath sud-
denly. ‘* We were only just in time!"’

For at that moment Starke and Kenmore
mounted the Ancient House steps and passed
through the lobby without even glancing at
the fags. They entered the Sixth-Form pas-
sage, and were just in time to sce a small
figure leaving the doorway of their study.

‘* What have you been doing in there, kid?'’
demanded Kenmore sharply.

The figurc was that of Lemon, of the Third.

**]J—1 wasn’t in there at all, please, Ken-
more,”’ he said nervouely. ' I'd only. just
opened the door when you tarned the corncr.
I thought Starke was inside.”

‘“ Well, Starke waon't,’’

** What do you want me for?"’ .

“1 was only going to ask you about that
top you took away from me this morning,”’

said Starke.

The crackers.

PP —— [,
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said Lemnn. “ It's a pateldt one, you know,
and spins for hours. It cost an awful lot,
and it was given to me by my pater—"

““ Clear off!" interrupted Starke roughly.
““] took tho thing away because you were
spinning it in the passage—and you won't get
it again till the end of the week. Under-
stand? Get back to your own quarters!”

Lémon gulped hard, and went. It was cer-
tainly hard lines on him, for he hadn’'t becn
testing that top for more than flve minutes
before Starke had taken it away from him.
Lemon’s feelings as he went down the pas-
sage were too deep for words. The poor
little bounder was almost on the point of,
crying.

““1t’s a jolly good top,’”’ grinned Starke, as
he entered the study and switched on the
ligzht. *“ One of those gyroscope things, you
know. I took it away from the little ass
because I wanted to try it myself. Put a
match to the fire.”

Kenmore obliged, and while he was doing
so Starke went out—with the intention of
fetciiing in a couple of other seniors to join
in a little came of cards. For these Sixth-
Formers, although prefects, had no particular
scruples about emoking or gambling.

Almost as soon as Starke had gone Rees
dropped in. Reecs was a Sixth-Former, but
not one of Starke’s set. He was a quiet,
studious fellow, wore glastes, and was
slightly nervous.

“I wanted to borrow one of your—'" he
beran.

Sizzzzzzz !

‘““ What on earth is that?’” asked Rees, look-
ing round.

‘“ Sounds like something in the fire,” said
Kenmore curiously. ‘ It's queer, too. There's
nothing but wood and coals burning.”’

The curious sound, however, had been
caused by one of the crackers—which went
oft gradually, instecad of suddenly. The sound
ceased, and Rees turned once more to Ken-
more and began again.

“T wanted to borrow——""'

BANG'!

‘“ Great Scott!” yelled Kenmore, as a por-
tion of the fire flew out into the room. The!
crash tvas terrific, and both Rees and Ken-
more jumped about four feet. And before.
they <ould catch their hreath there were two
morsz explosions in quick succession.

BANG! S8izzz! BANG!

* Oh, my goodness!’’ gasped Rees, dropping
his glasses.

“ It—it must he the coal,”” shouted Ken-
more in alarm. * Pick up those hits of coal,
you duffer! The carpet will be burnt—"'

BANG! BANG!

* Good heavens!’ roared Kenmore.

By this time the passage had become filled
with other seniors, and the doorway of
Btarke's study was already crowded. The
mysterious explosions had caused no actual
damage, although the fire had been practi-
cally hlown out into the fender, with a few
fumps of warm coal and smouldering wood on
the carpet.

** What's wrong in there?' asked half a
dozen voices.

3

“I—X can't tell you!' panted Rees. ' Tha
—tlhe fire sepms to be exploding. Let mie come
out, please! There's no telling—''

““No nced to gebt alarmed,” interrupted
Kenmore. ‘“Tt's all over now, by the look of

it; there's no fire left to explode. Why,
what—— Well, I'm hanged!”’
Kenmore dived forward suddenly anda

picked up something out of the fender. It
was very ragged at one end and blackeneil.
The other end appeared to be circular. and
thc whole thing was made of compresacil
paper or cardboard, with a fed extericr.

‘““ A cracker!” shouted Kenmore furiously.
‘* A rotten Chinese cannon cracker!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

““Who's been playing jokes on you, old
man?”’

“ We thought the war had started again'”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

Now that everybody knew the explanation
of the alarming bangs there was much hilarity
amongst the seniors. Kenmore didn't like it
—he hated being laughed at. Moreover, thero
was a considerable litter to clear up in the
study, and the fire would have €o be remade
completcly.

* Who the deuce did it?" demanded Starke,
looking round angrily.

“ How the thunder do I know?” snapped
Kenmaore.

““You must have been an ass to light tha
fire with those crackers there,” said Starke..
‘“You might have seen '

“1 dido't see anything!"’ snarled Kenmcra
csavagely. ‘Do you think my eyes can horo
throuzh wood and paper? The rotten thincs
werc buried in the fire—amongst thoe papec
and coals. [I'll bet a quid those confounded
juniors——"’

Kenmore paused,
Starke.

‘“Don’t you know me yct?” asked Starke
sarcastically.

“ I was thinking.'” replicd the other prefect.
**By George! Don't you remember that
Lemon, of the Third, was in thia study when
we came along the passage? He made som-
excuse about that top, but I'll bet a figer he
planted those crackers in the firc--as a sort
of revenge.”

Starke took a deep breath.

““ Of course!’”’ he exclaimed.

and stood staring ab

. “You've cot
it, old man. We'll half skin that liitlu
| puppy—-"'

““No, we won't!" interrupted Kenmar-.
“I'll attend to him myself. You weren't Liere
when the things went off, so it’'s my cancern.
The brat will deny it, of course—-those fazs~
lie like troopers; but I'll cane Lim till L=
can't stand!"”

Kenmore strode to the door and looked
out. A Removite was just in sizht at the’
end of the passare.

‘““ Hi. Hubbard!"' shouted Kenmore. “ TV
young Lemon, of the Third, that T want ..
And be auick about it!"”

“Tell him your giddy self!’” reterted Hulb-
bard defiantly.

The prefects had no authority to order Re-
move fellows about, and Hubbard was nof
one of the meek sort, who always knueg!~d
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nnder. Kenmore ground his tecth, and men-
tally resnived that Hubbaerd should suffer os
the morrow. He went in eearch of Lemon
himself, and foond the fag in the Third-
Form pamage.

“] want you!" saljd Kenmore grimly.

** Oh, havc you gol Lthat top for me?'’ ashed
the Third Former. |

" Hn.n‘ the top! Come with me!”

And Kenmore, to make sure, grasped the
fag by the cval-collar amd yanked him along
the passage. lemon was a decent little chap,
and he gcnerally faggred for Morrow, who
trcated him leniently and kindly. Kenmore
‘iad po right t» give him orders; but the
hullies of the 8ixth of late bad bLeen getting
rather arrogant.

Lemon was rather scared by the timc he
arrived at the S8ihth-FPormer's study. He In-
ancctively fcit that troghie of some sort was
in the air, and he tricd to thinuk of hie
various tisdeeds daring the past day or e0.

" Yon cheeky Jittle rotter!” said Starke, as

the palr ¢cniered. y
* Ploasc, Btarke, 1 don'l know what you
Dican,’’ faltered the Third-Pormer.

‘1 suppose you'l deny that you shoved a
lot of crackers in this fire?”’ demanded Ken.
more savagely. “° Not that lies will do you
any good; we raw You coming out of the
ltnd&."

** But 1 didn't go In Lhe atndy, Kcamore!’
“1'4 only just opeuned the
11 don't know any-
hcard some

protested lLemon.
door when you came.
thing about any creckers. |
ba“a‘______n

* Aud you'll hear aome swishes o a minutce

and [ecl them, tool” jnterrupted Kenmore
ronghiy. * I'm golng to tap yon until you
ean’'t it down for a week -understapdY 1°)
teach you to piay tricks like thot!”

lemon backed away.

“But 1 haven’'t dnne ansthing, Kenmore -
really, 1 haven't!” he protcsted ahrilly.

“11 1 reported you to the Housewmaster,
you'd get a gating lor the rest of the term!”’
sald Kenmore. *““But 1I'm not going to do
that ! shall awish you myself. Hand over
that_canc, Marke!’

Marke obliged with alacrity, and the next
moment Lewmon was wriggling and panxlng
snd yeiping. Bwish]! Swiah! Bwish. en
more laid 1t on brutally, and didn't denist
antil he was aeching, and until the Third-
Former waa {00 sore to yell any longer.

Lemon fcl) hack when he was releascd, pale,
and with hia face ecrewed up with agony.
The Lears wore flowing, too, Tor he had re-
ceived drastic panishmendy— which was all the
more painful hesause it was undescrved.

** Now jYou can cut off!"”" panted Kenmore.
** And writc three bundred lines, and bring
them o me by tea4ime to-morrow. It ought
:,‘o t!m a lcsson t0 you for as long as you

\o ”

lLemon sruttled off, and when he arrived at
the Third Form passage bhe was blnbbl:: go
fusely. There was no appeal again Is
sort of thing; encaking was jmpossible. Por
i{ Lemon informed any master of what bad
his life would be made unbearable

o T8

¢ for weoks aftcrwards,
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* What the dickens are you ¢ on the
tap for?’ asked Owen -inot. g into
Lemon round the bend of the passage. '’ You
2in't asually a ddd‘y cry-baby, Juicyl Who's
been bullying you?’ _
“ Ken-Kenmore!"' faltered lemon, with a

asp. °“Oh, the brute—the awful ead! [-—

‘m sore all over! He lammed into me with
g e:l:c and 1 bet I've got weals all over my

.c "

“But what for?"’ asked Heath, who had
come up with Conroy. '

“J1-1 don't know!’ blubbered Lemon.
“They--they sald that I'd put some crackers
in the fire, and it waen’t me at all!l”

The thrce other Third-Formers gazed at
one another in dismay.

** Ob, my only giddy auot!” mottered Owen
minor. °‘ Why the dickens didn't you tell us
about it, Juicy? 1f we'd kmown, we wouldn't
have lct you take any punishment for that
cracker affair—not that it's any good talking
now."”’

‘“Do--do you kpow who did it, then?”’
asked Lcemon.

‘“* We did it, my son,’”” replied Owen minor.
‘* Bat why you should have been swished is
more than 1 can imagine. But it's just like
thou". hullica to whop a chap without any
prov R

Lemon c¢tplained how he had looked into
Starke's atody at the moment when 8tarke
and Kenmore were coming along the passage.
There was really po evidence at all that
Joemon was pulity. The prefects muat have
kgown that. But they had dropped I:‘p()n
him bccause tbere was nobody else to drop
ON.

The |n‘jmuce of the punishment arouszed
Owen minor and Co. to a great pitch of
wrath. But they eould do nothing. Nothing,
that s, except tel) the other juniors and wax
indignant togetber. Lemoa received much
sympathy. All sorte of presents were

wered upon him, so that his agony would
be lessenod. And it must be admitted that
Lemoa’s apirits were greatly improved. Judg-
ing from his face wbhen the Third went up
to bed it eeemed almnst likely that Lemon
mlsldered the unjust punishment worth
€.

And the Third, meanwhile, boilcd. But

that’s about all it could do. |

CHAPTER IL
TUE MYSTERIOUS X AGAIN!

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST ralscd
his cap politely.
* Good-morning, sir,”’ he said, with
an enwlng smile. * It's frightfully
mild, ain't it?

‘*Yes, Montie, 1t 8 very mild indeed,’” re-
plied the &ntlmu who had ]nu entered the
porch of Ancient House. ‘* Good-morning,
Nipper—good-morning, Wateon. Yot're look-
In‘ quite up to the mark, I see.”

rinned and nodded.

“ Rather, ar!” [ agreed. “ But you're
worried, Mr. Ridgeway! Anything wrong - it
you don't mind my asking?"’
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*“1 don’'t mind in the least, Nipper,’”’ replied
Mr. Howard. Ridgeway. *‘ But just now 1 am
in a great hurry, and you’ll have to excuac
me. Shall [ find Mr. Lee in his studyt”’

‘““ Yes, I think he’s there, gir.’’

““ Thank you.’'

Mr. Ridgeway passed through the lobby.
and we watched him until he disappeared.
Theo I looked at Sir Montie and Tommy and
nodded.

‘*“ Something doing, my sons,’”” I observed.
“I don't know what it is, but it must be
pretty serious.’”’

“Rot!" said Watson.

dear Watson, is sinzu-

g

‘“ The deduction,
jarly elementary,’

that Mr. Ridgeway is a cheerful gentleman.
and that worries of a trivial nature sit lightly
upon his shoulders. Yet he comes here with
lines beneath his eyes, and there i3 ample
cvidence that he dressed hurriedly. He didn't
shave this morming, and he can’t have had
his breakfast yect. Would he come here to
8eo t't_hc guv'nor if the matter wasn’t impor-
tant?"’

‘ Dear fellow, you do it wonderfully—you
do, really,”’ exclaimed 8Sir Montie, adjuasting
his pince-nez and eyeing me with great in-
tcrest. ‘1 didn’t notice that Mr. Ridgeway
had dressed hurriedly, an’ that he hadn’t
ahaved. But you seem to see these things at
the first glance, begad! I suppose it's a
matter of trainin’. ['m afraid I shall never
be any good at detectin’. It’s too frightfully
exaotin’, you know. A chap has to have his
wits about him all the time—an’ sometimes 1
forget to bring mine out with me!”

‘““ Well, I should like to know what the
trouble’s about, anyhow,” I remarked.

And while we were wondering what was in
the wind, Mr. Ridgeway made his way to
Nelron Lec’s atudy. Mr. Ridgeway, I may as
well explain, was a novelist, and he resided
at the old house known as The Mount, on the
road to Bannington Moor. We all knew him
well, and he was the right sort.

He tapped upon the door of Nelson Lee's
study and entered.

‘“ Why, hallo!"* exclaimed the schoolmaster-
detective. ** This is an ecarly call, Ridge-
“.“’__u

‘“ Yes, 1 must apologise,’” said the visitor.
“ But I have rather a good excuse for in-
truding at euch an awkward hour. You
haven’'t had breakfast, have you?7”

‘“No; but that doesn’'t matter,’”” smiled
Nelson Lee. ' 8it down, and tell me what's
troubling you. I can see that there’s seomec-
thingz wrong.”’ '

Mr. Ridgeway nodded.

“1 didn't think my face betraycd me so
mtch,” he said. ** Nl{) r asked mo why 1
w19 lnoking worried. hat keen people you
are, to be sure! The truth is, I am rather
upset—although it's not cxasetly serious. You
rcinember that burglary afiair last week—

‘“ How can you

whqn Dr. Brett was almast arrested for
tgk&ng some things out of Dr. Stafford's
studyt”

** My dear man, of course I remember it,”
replied Lee, ** Inspecstor Jamceson acted most
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fooliahly ; but he had the courage to admit .
eo it’'s hardly fair to criticise him. The atlair
is not settled even now, although the atonlen
goods were returned. [ have not yet dis-
covered the identity of the thief, who callcd
himself ‘ The Mysterious X.” "’

‘ Perhapa you'll have another opportun:t-
of getting hold of the man,” esald Mr. Lidz-
way grimly. ‘‘ The impudent rascal took o
fancy to my house last nizht, and took ever--
thing of value that he could lay his nanus
on—which, fortunately, didn't amount to
much.”’

Nelson Lee whistled.

‘“So soon?"" he remarked. * I thought it
was merely an isolated case, but the fellow
is evidently enterprising. Having given up his
first haul, he has now replaced it. I'm sorrv
he chose you as his next wvictim, Ridgeway."

“You're not so sorry as I am,” growlied
tiie novelist.

‘““Can you tell me any detalls?’”

‘““ Not many. The rufian didn’t succeed in
cetting hold of much; but that's because I'in
a poor author,”” soid Mr. Ridpeway drily. “ |
should think the value of the stolen articles
i3 about seventy or eighty pounds—quite sufli-
cient, I can assure you. I can’t afford to
have things stolen at that rate.”

‘“ But what is the nature of the robhery?”’

*“Oh, silver plate and a few omaments,
and two of my wifc’s rings, which she left
downstairs by mistake,”” was the reply.
‘“ The infernal scamp only entered the draw-
ing-rooam, luckily, and ransacked the cabhinet
and my wife’'s writing-table, and cenerully
picked up the light arlicles of value.”

‘“ Have you informed the police?”’

‘““Yes, I telephoned to Bannington: but T
hope they won't send Jameson along,”” replic
Mr. Ridgeway. ‘' Still, I should like to see th:
fcllow captured—I want to get the things
back, it I can.”

‘““ Naturally,”” agreed Neleon Lee. *‘|It’s
only right that you should, even if their value
only amounted to a few shillings. No man
likes to have his house plundered. Bat how
do you know that this theft was committed
by the man who broke into the Headmaster's
study?’’

‘“Didn’t T tell you? He left his card Fc-
hind,”" said the other. ‘ The confounded
cheek of it, you know! It remipds me of
one of the yarns I wrote years ago. Yces, n
card with ¢ The Mysterious X ° printed in the
middle of it. I've brought it along to show
you.u

He took the card from his pocket-book arnid
handed it across the table to Nelson Lee. Th:
latter took it, and examined 4t with in-
terest.

‘“ Exactly the samec as the other ome,” U«
remarked, holding it up to the light. ‘I kad
just a faint suspicion that some local enthu-
siast might have imitat~d the unkpown. Bt
no! This card is a replica of the first. Bt
we can compare them, if you like.”

Nelwon Lee took another card from the
drawaer of his desk, aud the two were placed
side by side. Thecre was not the alightest
doubt that thie second robbery had been co:u-
wmittcd by the Mysterious X,



6 THLE NELSON

Who was the unknown marauder?

Nelson Lee, if 1 must confcss the tiuth, was
yather plecascd. He was glad to have another
opportunity of getting on the mysterious one’s
track. He was graating no favour by con-
ecuting to inyestigate.

‘“We'll go at once, Ridgeway,”” he
crisply.

"* But your breakfast—''

‘" That can wah,”” jnterrupted Lec. *“ Or
perbaps 1 might be able to steal a bite at

our house, after 1 have had a preliminary
ook round. 1 should like, if possible, to got
there before Jameson. The inspector will be
more cautious tbhis time, but he's not cxactly
brilliant."’

‘“It’s good of you, lec--deucedly good of
you,” said Ridgeway gratclully.

They oct off at once, and suon arrived at
the Mount. Before going indoors, Nelson lL.«¢
carefully walkcd round the garden path until
he arrived outside the drawing-room window,
This was big and old-fashioped, and the
hurglar had gained entry by the simple ¢x-
pedient of smashing & pane of glass.

“H'm! That's rather a pity,”’ rcuwarhed
Nelson Lce.

““1 ehiould gay it is,”’ growled the other. °*1}
ehall have to get a glazier over from Ban-
nington, and there’ll be dulay—"'

“1 didn’t exuctly mean that,”’ emiltd Lee.
* A man who brcaks into a house this way—
the most straightforward way of all—leaves
practieally nothing for a poor detective to
ret hold of. You can't get a clue out of a
masxs of broken glass, can ou? And this path
is hard, and basn't taken the slightest impres
sion. No, 1’'m afraid we can't dv anythng
out here.”

'They walked round to Lthe front again, and
mountced the steps.

said

M Difln’t you hear awnyibing during the
night?"’ asked Lee.
“Not a sound,” faid the owner of the

Mount. “ it was windy, you remember, and
the window of our hedroom rattles abomin-
ably. My wife was kept awake for some
time, but she hecard nothing unusual., And
the servants slcep right on the other side
of the houge. Cowme I, old man.”

They enfered, and met Mps. Ridgeway in
the hall.

“1It's s0 good of you to come, Mr. Lee,”
she exclaimcd. ** This must secin a very paltry
affair to yon, I'm surc. It's hardly worth
troubling you about.”

‘“On the contrary, Mrs. Ridzeway, I have
frcquently found that the small affairs prove
the more interesting—from an investigator's
point of view,” replied Lee. It doesn’t
matter whether a thoueand pounde ras heen
stolen or a bent penny. It's the cas: iteeld
which claims interest. And this one has
esome very attractive pointr. This Mysterious
X has fssucd somothing very much like a chal-
lenge.”

‘“And you have aceepted it?”" said Mrs.
Ridgcway. °* How interesting, Mr. Lec. 1'm
fquitc sure that you will heat him--whocver
he may be. Wijll you have time to join us
at breakfaat?" S

““Of coursc he will,”” put in Mr. Ridgcway.
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‘* But we shan't be ready just yet, Alice.
Mr. Lee wants to have a look round before
the police arrive.”

They passed along the hall and entered the
drawing-room. When Ncleon lee had reached
the centre of the apartment he paused. Tie
Alr was rather heavily scented, and Lee easily
recognised the flower. 1t was narcissus. But
such flowers were out of season, and it was
obvious that Mre. Ridgeway scented bher
drawing-room rather lavishly.

“ Ras anytbing been touched?” asked Nel-
eon L¢ce. -

** Well, 1T think my wife set one or two
articles straight,” admittocd Mr. Ridgeway.
‘“She was the firct to discover anything
wrong, and cawe rushing up to me, full ot
excitement. 1 was just stropping my razor;
and 1 succeeded in oearly slicing the strop in
half—the result of looking rouna in a hurry.”

* That was better than slicing your hand,”
smiled the detective,

He walked round the room slowly, examin-
ing ditlercnt objects with apparent careless-
ness, but actually with minute attention.
While he was engaged in this task, and
before he had properly commenced, the front
gaho soundcd, and then a ring came at the

ell.

- *Jameson!” grunted Mr. Ridgeway, hurry-
ing out.

And Inspector Jameson it was, accompanied
by P.-c. Sparrow, the Bellton constable. The
irspector was told of the burglary out in
the hall, and he was considerably surprised.
At Jength he entered the drawing-room, and
found Nelson Lee lighting a cigarette. '

“* 1 half expected to find you here, Mr. Lee,
although 1 wasn't told anything,”” said the
ingpector. ‘* What do you think of it, eh?
Another job done by that c¢onfounded X
fellow. I hope he isn't starting a regular
campaign i the district. If this goes on
much longer J ehall get into trouble.”

**You'll have your work cut out to get hold
of tirs fellow, Jameson,’”' 8aid Nelson Lee.
““He's cautious. He only takes things that
arc handy--and doesn’t smash open desks cr
cahinets. That’'s rather a pity!"”

“* Eh?” said Mr. Ridgeway.

‘“* He might bave left some finger-prints or
other clues,”” explained Lee, with a smile.
‘““ As it is, thc place is a perfect blank.
There'’s nothing—it's a sheer waste of time to
remain on the sccne.’”

*I'm afraid you're right, Mr. Lee,” said
the inspector, scratching his head. ‘' All 1
can do is to eset our men on the watch
throughout the couuty—particularly in this
district. Thce thief must be somewhcre, that's
certain.”

** Well, he’s not Dr. Brett,” said Mr. Ridge-
way slyly.

The inspector coughed.

'*No necd to remind me of that, sir,”” he
said ruefully. ‘' Dr. Brett's in London just
now, 50 1 sha'n’t suspect him. But you must
admit that the circumstantial evidence in
that other affair was rather eerious. How-
ever, we nccedn’t talk about it. 1'll just have
a look round, and then make my plans.”

Jamcson was left jn the drawing-room with
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the constable, and Nelson Lee accompanied
his host to the dining-room and partook of
breakfast. After that he took his departure,
promising Mr. Ridgeway to pay a visit in the
early afternoon. Lee wanted to have another
look round then. -

_ 1 thought your curiosity would assert
itself in this way, Nipper,” remarked the
guv'nor a8 he approached the gateway of St.
Frank’'s some little time later. * Come into
my study, If you want to hear what is
afoot.”

I had been waiting at the gates for over
twenty minutes, and Sir Montie and Tommy
had been with me nearly all the time. But
they had been called away by Jack Grey
and Pitt. .
~ Following Nelson Lee to his study, I knew
very well that the business which had taken
him away was of interest to him. He looked
pleascd—and that meant a lot. Within five
minutes 1 knew everything.

‘I thought we'd seen the last of that chap,
sir."wl azlulid slo:vly.- the first

‘** We haven'’t seen e firs %.huo. ~Jyet,
Nipper,”” the guv'nor reminded" me. “e%t
seems that the mysterious thief intends
making a whole series of plundering raids in
‘the district. And if he continues to act with
his opening caution—well, I'm afraid we can’t
do much.’’

‘““I don't believe that, %uv'nor," I replied.
“It'll be a queer thing if you can’t collar
‘this merchant. You've trackcd down. mur-
derers and international craocks and
forgcerse—"'

‘“ And have sometimes been baffled by a
mere trifle,”” Lee put in. *‘* Quite so, Nipper.
In a way, these atfairs are trifles. But there
is no telling what they may lead to. A
criminal who begins in this fashion will be-

come a dangerous fellow before long. I intend

to clip his wings before he does become dan-
gerous—if it can be managed.’’

‘“ Oh, you'll manage it all right, sir,”’ I said
confidently.

e e oy @
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CHAPTER I1I.
FOLLOWING A GOOD EXAMPLE.

ORNING lessons were over.
It was a Wednesday, and a half-
holiday. And Bob Christine and Co.,
House Remove, were holding a solemn con-
‘sultation. The occasion was evidently one of
gome importance. .

The three chums of Study Q—Christine and
Yorke and Talmadge—were supported by
Clapsou and Nation. And the five juniors
were standing in a group against the wal! ol
the gymnasium, talking earnestly.

“ The kid told me everything about it this
morning, just before lessons,”” Bob Christine
was saying. ‘I happened to clap bhim on
the back, and the way he yelled out sur-
prised me. Of course, I asked him what was
the matter—and then he told me about the
frightful famming that Kenmore gave’ him
Jast night.”

the leading lights of the College]
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“Jolly hard lines on the kid, I'll agree,”
said Talmadge. * He didn't konow anytluuy
about the crackers, did he?"’

‘““Not a thing.’”

** Just like thoze bullying cads to jump on
him without any prool,’”’ said Clapson indic¢-
nantly. ‘ Things are coming to a nice puss,
I must say.’’

‘““That's what I'm trying to explain,” w:n
on Christine. ‘ Lemon was treated rottenly -
shamefully. Three other kids werc resp .
sible; although they would have owned up
in a second if they'd known that Leriou
was booked for a licking. But thit's not tii-
point. The point is that Kenmore acted lik¢
a blackguard and a bully. And it’s tune
something was done.”

‘““ Rather!”

** We all agree with that, Christy."”

** There's been too much bullying lately -
more this term than ever before.”

The College House juniors were unanimous
on that point.

“But what's it got to do with us—this
affair, I mean?’’ asked Yorke. * Lemon is i
Fossil—and Starke and Kenmore arc Ancient
Heuse ecniors. We've got nothing to do vith
the Ancient House, and if we did anything we
should be interfering.’’

Christine smiled knowingly.

“That’'s just it,”” he eaid. ‘' Starke's
nothing to us, and Kenmore’'s nothing to us.
They haven't got an ounce of autherity over
College House juniors. They can't even giive
us lines for cheekin’' ‘em!"

‘“ Then what's the idea of this jaw?" asaked
Yorke bluntly.

‘ Because we’re in a position to do the
We're rivals, of course.™
said Christine. ** As a rule we're at louzer-
heads in a friendly kind of way. But wiy
not make a change? Why not do them a good
turn? You’'ll agree that we're all unite

1 against bullying—Monks and Fossils alike?™

““ Oh, rather!”

‘“ Well, then, this is where we get bus..
said Bob Christine.

He looked round in a mysterious kind of
way, and drew his chums closer towards him.

‘“* My idea is to follow the good example set
by Brewster and his pals, of the River Rousc
School,”” he went on softly. ‘' Do you re-
member that little affair last week? Starke
acted like a cad in the village—knocked a kid
down in the street—and Brewster and Co.
rolled him in the mud.”

‘*“ He deserved to be rolled all the way home
from the village!" said Talmadgze grimly.
‘““It taught him a lesson, too. But wheie
does the point come in?’’

‘“* Why did Brewster and Co. rag Starke'”
asked Christine.

‘“ You silly ass, you just told us why !’ su.d
Nation.

Christine grinned.

‘““ That was only one reason,” he replied.
‘* Those River House chaps racged the beast
because they knew that they couldn’t b-
punished. Get the idca? Starke's power
didn’t extend to them. They handled him
just as they ltiked.”

** Well, we all know that,” said Talmadge.
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* Nippcr and Co. couldn’t have rolled Starke
in the mud without getting into frightful
trouble. But we might have done it, because
Starke isn’'t a College House prefect—'’

“*You’ve got it!" interjected Christine
brilhantly.

" Got what?"”

‘The idea. Ys there any reason why we
¢hoouldn’'t  follow the good example of
Brewster? Keninore is the chap who buliicd

voung Lemon—and Kenmore hasn’t an ounce
of authority over us,” exclaimed Christine
‘* He deserves ragging as much as Starke de-
served it the other day. What's wrong with
the idea of us administering the well-
deserved punishment?” '

“ By jingo!” sinid Yorke, taking a dceep
hreath.

** So that's what you've been driving at,
exciaimed Clapson. ** Kenmore couldn’t touch
us, I'll agree, but it would be a risky thing
to do.”

“* How would it?”

" Well, he ‘'might report the whole thing to
Mr. Stockdale,” replied Clapson. ‘' Then ywe
shwwuld get it in the neck properly.”

Bob Christine sigched.

" My dear, thoughtless ass,” he gaid. ' Do
you think Kenmore would dare to report us?
What would be the result?”

**We should be flogged!” Yorke
grimly.

“* Perhiaps =0; but I waen't thinking ol
that,” continued Christine. *‘In our deicnce
wc should tell old Stocky why we ragged Ken-
more. That wouldn't be sneaking. If Een-
more reported us, we should have a right to
tell the truth. Stocky would consult with
Mr. Lee, Mr. Lee would make inquiries, and
kenmore would be in the cart. He'd be de-
prived of his prefectship, at least. So we
needn’t be afraid of the rotter reporting us.
We've got him on toast.”

“I'm blcssced if you're not right,”” agreed
Talmadg2, with a grin. “ 1lp a way, it's a
natter of duty. Nipper and his crowd can’t
toueh Kenmore, but we can. Well, Christy,
how do you propose to get to work?"’

‘““J don’'t prapose anything yet,’”’ rephea
Christine. *° We shall have to think the thing
over—-="’

** Kenmore'’s just come out,” interrupted
Yorke. ** Why not go for him now?"

Christine sighed.

“You fathead!’ he exclaimed. *' Do you
think we can rag him here—in the Triangle?
We should be dropped on in two ticks. We'll
wait until after dinner, and then sefze an
opportunity when it arrives. There’s nothing
on this afternoon, 8o we can take our time.”

And the project, having been finally settled,

said

the Monks dispersed until after dinmer. They
were actuated by a desire for justice. Bob
Christine had heard all about it from

Lemon, of the Third, and he had been filled
with righteoune indignation.

This was the net result of it—that Ken-
more was booked for a scvere ragging.
The avengers met with good luck, as it

happened. For after dinner Nation happened.

t2? be near the bicvele-shed when Starke was
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wheeling his machine out. Kenmore came up
at that moment.

" I'll meet you down in the village, Starke,”
he said briskly. *“I'll be down in about
twenty minutes—so look out for me. Wc can
£o on to Baunington afterwards.”

** All right,” said Starke, mounting his
machine.

Kenmore went indoors again, and Billy
Nation, full of excitement, pelted away to the
College House. He collected Talmadge and
Clapson on the way, and Yorke and Christine
were found in Study Q.

'** Great pip!” exclaimed Christine, as the
others burst in. ‘* What's up?”’

“Blessed f I know!"’ said Talmadge.
‘* Nation’s gone dotty, 1 believe.”

** Now’s our chance!’’ hissed Nation breath-
lessly. *“ I've just hecard that Kenmore is
goinf down to the village on his bike—start-
ing in about a quarter of an hour. If we
buck up we can prepare an ambush for bim
in the lane and collar him beautifully.”’

* Ripping !’ exclaimed Christine. ‘* But
are you e of this?"’ '

*“ Of course I am—I heard Kenmore say so
Limeelf.”* ‘

** Well, that'’s good enough, my sons,”’ said
Christine hriskly. ** We'll cut across the play-
ing-fields straight away.” |

The five Monks lost no time. Kenmore was
going out—to Bannington—and another oppor-
tunity probably wouldn’'t occur during the
whole day. It was now or necver.

And less than ten minutes later Christine
and Co. were in their positions. From tho
lane not a sign of any human presence could
be seen. But Christine and Yorke were
crouching behind one hedge, and Talmadge
and Clapsoa and Nation were behind the
other.

They bad not long to wait.

Before they had regained their breath Ken-
more was sighted, coming down the lane at
some speed. Not another soul wase in sight,
and this was all that could be desired. Chris.
tine, in command, gave the word.

‘“ Now, then!"' he yelled. * All at once!"”’

The five juniors sprang out, and threw
themselves across the roadway in a chain,
There was a slight danger of Kenmcore charg-
ing into them; but the juniors risked that.
Kenmore valued his own skin quite highly.

‘“Hi! Get out of the road!”’ roared the
prefect.

Christine and Co. took no notlice, and Ken-
more jammed his brakes on and slowed down
almost to a walking pace.

‘* What the deuce do you think you're
doing, you cheeky young rotters?’’ he dec-
manded roughly. *“If you don’'t clear—-
Why, of all the-— I'N smash you for this,
Christine! Let go, confound you!"

But the juniors had no intention of letting
go. They pulled Kenmore from his machine,
and managed to throw him over on his back.
The grefeet was big and buriy, bit no match
for the five juniors.

“ Got the ropes?”’ panted Christine, ' Tie
his feet, for goodness’ sake!”

‘“ Yon—you young demons!’ gasped Kcu-
more, In alarmg, -
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Ho was lashing about with his feet
violently, and Talmadge and Yorke received
two nasty kicks. But this only made their
determination all the stronger, and Ken-
more’s feet were soon bound tugether at the
ankles.

*“ Now_his hands!’’ sald Christine cheerfully.

‘“ You confounded young cubs!’ enarled
Kenmore. ‘‘1'll—I'll— Ooooch!"

The prefect subsided with a smothered gasp
as Talmadge jammed his cap over Kenmore's
mouth. The whole incident was over within
a minute.

“1 say, buck up!"” muttered Yorke. *1
can see some fags in the distance.” ]

Kenmore was hustled through the hedge
into Bellton Wood. His bicycle was hauled
through the gap after him, and deposited
out of sight in a little hollow. Kenmore was
carried —or, rather, dragged—{further into the
woud. The ground was damp bencath the
trecs, and Kenmore's clothing was by no
means improved.

“You'll all get sacked for this!" gasped
Kenmore furiously.

“ Think 80?" said Christine, grinning. *1f
we shall get sacked for this, we shall he
executed for what we'rc going to do in a few
minutes!’’

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

‘“If you dare to—'*

“Oh, dry up!” interrupted Yorke. ‘ You
ain't one of our prefects, Kenmore. You can’'t
tou¢h us—"'

“I'll report you to Mr. Stockdale—-""

** Will you?" asked Christine sweetly.
don't think so, Kenny!"’

Kenmore was propped againost a tree, and
the juniors stood round in a circle, regaining
their breath. One or two of them werc rather
dubious about the ragging, but the affair had
gone too far to stop now. They had to o
through with it. And Kenmore certainly de-
served a lesson.

He sat with hise bagk to the tree, glowering
with hatred and rage at his tormentors.
Escape was impossible—he knew it. If he
started struggling the jumiors would drop on
him at once. So Kenmore recommenced the
threats.

‘““ Look here, you little sweeps,”” he said,
between his teeth. *‘ If you don't let me go
I'll lick you until you can't stand—"'

“Why don't you try it on?’’ asked Yorke
sarcastically.

‘“ You—you infernal brats!"

** Thanks!'’

“T'l halt skin the lot of you!"

* Qood!"’

“TI'll have you expelled!’’

* Splendid!’’

“I'l-I'l—"" Kenmore nearly choked.
*“It you don’t let me go,” he roared, * I'll
report yowr to the Head, and you'll he flogged
Ln tpublic. ~-I'm not a College House prefect,

‘l ______ll

“It's no good, you cad,” interrupted
Christine coldly. ‘’ You can threaten until
you're blue in the face and purple in the
neck, hut we’re not scared. You've been
brought here for a special purpose.'am

* Look here,”’ suld Kenmare, with an effort.

l‘l

“ U you let me go now ['ll say nothing more
about it. [ sup it’s only onte of yonur
idiotic japes, 80 1 won't be hard. (ut these
ropes, and don’t be such young asses!”

Christine grinned.

““S8oft words!”’ he remaried. *“It'a pro
good, prisoner at the bar. You've kot to he
tried and sentenced. My hat! That's a gcad
idea!” went on Christine. * Wc'll put the
rotter on trial. You can defend him, Yorke.’

* Rats!"" saild Yorke. * \'m not going to
defend the cad.'”

“*Only a matter of form, you dufler '’

Chiristine gazed at the prisoner aternly.

** The charge agaiunst you,”” he went on, * iy
one of singular brutality. It bhas been stated
in evidence--by an eye-withess—--that you,
without just cause or reason, caddishly fHowyg.l
a young gentieman namcd Lemon, known i
the Third Form a3 * Juicy.” Do you deny the
charge?’’

Kenmore hegan to uonderstand—and
glared with greater fury.

* What the thunder has it
you?”’ he shouted thickly.
Ancient House kid-—"

““ We intend to sec that Justice is done,”
3nid Christine coldly.

It Lemon told you that T hurt him, L '
a young liar,”" dectared Kenmore. ‘' Aud yon
needn’t talk any rot about an eyc-witne-s.
There wasg nobody else there, except Starhe.
[t’a all a faked yarn!"’

“The eyc-witness [ referred to Is Lemon
himself--and he, surely, is most capahl: of
atating the truth?’’ said Christine, with &«
magisterial air. It i3 not Lemon who s
the liar, Simon Kenmore. You have that
doubtful honour. We all know that FLemnon
was whopped uumercifully —we've had proot
ol it—'

“* Weil, auppose he was?”’ roared Kenmore,
“Didn’t the little beast put fireworks in iy

Lhe

gt to do with
* Lemon's nn

study grate? 1 only gave him what he
decerved !
“Yon punished him unjustiy,”” replicd

Chriatine. ** You punished him simply hecanag
thero was nobody clse handy. He waa inio-
cent—and you knew it. Other handa per-
formed the jape—a most excellent iden, {
may add. Lemon koew nothing about it, and
yet he was bullicd for it. In conscquence of
that act, prisoner at the bar, you are herchy
sentenced —"°

‘“ Hold on!"’ said Talmadge.
the defence?”’

‘““Go it, Yorke!"

“Oh, all right,”” sald Yorke. *“It's only
fair that Kenmoro should be defended. [ aup-
pose. I contend that the prisoner 14 1nno-
cent—abeolutely innocent——"’

‘“ You allly ass!”

‘““1I contend that he is innocent of all da.
ceney,” went on Yorke. ‘' Such a thiue W not
in his composition. Just congider his record,
Is It possible to find one like it? 1 a:k you,
could this prisoner have performed such =
caddish, bullylng trick? His record as
prefect is one of continuons caddish actions
and bullying behaviour. Under these ¢ rcum-
stancey, can be be found guilty of this present
charge?”

‘““ What abong
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“ Yes!" said tho court, with one voice.
* Then my defence faifs?” asked Yorke re-

gretfully.

*“ It does!”

“* Good!"" said Yorke.

“ you—you silly young Tfools enarled
Kenmore. ** If you dare to lay a finger on
nic I'll go straight to Mr. Stockdale and
report you. That’ll mean a flogging all round
—and you know it."”

Bob Christine nodded.

*“ Perhaps it will; but we shall get over it,
I dare say," he said calmly. ‘' And don’t be
guite so threateningi you rotter—I mean,
prisoner at the bar. 1f you make any report
we schall defend ourselves. And our defence
will include the telling of the whole story.
Lemon will be fetched—and, if necessary,
Lemon's back will be bared. It will then be
scen that Lemon is half peeled!”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

« This is no laughtng matter!” went on
Christine sternly. * Don't forget, Kenmore,
that young Lemon still bears the marks of
your brutality. If Mr. Stockdale ‘sees them,
well—woe betide you! Your threats are idle,
and the echtence of the court will now be
promulgated!”

«It'll be what?”’ asked Talmadge, staring.

“ That means performed,” explained Chris-

1
-

tine.

“* You ass!” eaid Yorke. ** Promulgate
means to publish—""

“ Well, we ghall publish the sentence all

right,” eaid Christine calmly. “T'll pubtish
it right away, in fact. The prisoner ls to
be flogged with a cane as he flogged Lemon—
a sort of eye-for-an-eye business. Bring forth
the instrument of torture, Clapsoni”

Clapson produced from the leg of his
trousers a cane which had a most business-
like aspect. He swished it through the air
casually. and Kenmore went red with renewed
fury and alarm.

“"Don't—don't you touch me with that
rotten thing!” he panted boarsely.

Christine waved his hand.

* Turn the prisoner round so that his dorsal
aspect is presented,” he ordered.

Kenmore was grasped and zankod _over
roughly. His back view now being in the
right position, Christine lost no time. Thie
was no merc ragging—it was a question of
juetice.

Swish! Swish! Swish!

Down came the cane, again and again. Ken.

more roared with pain and rage. Hc twisted
and struggled in vain.

* Stop, you young rotter—— Yow!" he
howled. * I'll—— Yarooooh!"

Swish! Swish!

“1 don't like doing it,”” panted Chriztine.
working vigorously, °' but "—swish!—'‘it’'s a
matter of *—swish !—'*duty "’

The leader of the Monks was doing his duty
well, and Kenmore received one of the best
hidings which had ever befallen him. It was
thoroughly deserved. Christine hardened hise
heart as he thought of the brutal manner in
wlich Kenmore had treated the Iinnacent
Third-Former. Kenmeore wasn’t innocent, and

‘deed, that we shall do nothing.
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he therefore dcserved a more acvcre punish-
ment than ever.

At last it was over, and Christine threw
the cane away.

““ Now you can do your giddy worst,” Le
said contemptuously. * You've been paid in
your owa coin, Kenmore, and there’s nothing’
more to be ezid. If you like to report us,
we dont mind answering for our fearful
crimes.”’

And the avengers, without another word,
disappeared through the trees. Kenmore's
wrists had already become {freed .in the
struggle, so he could easily get away. But if
Bob Christine and Co. imagined that theo
affair was ended they were mistaken!

They were very sadly mistaken, indecd!

CHAPTER 1V.
DOZ ON THE SCENT.

EANWHILE, other events weérc occur-
ring.

M I knew nothing of the activitics
of Christinec and Co. until later on,

but 1 then congratulated the Monks heartily,

and, as skipper of the Ancient House Remove,

I also thanked them. They had performned

a really splendid service.

But I was quite busy that afternoon—witit
the guv’'nor. For Nelson Lee had decided to
make some further investigations at the
Mount. The affair of the Mysterious X was
puzzling, and Neleon Lee was anxious to
make some headway. Mr. Ridgeway’s house
had been burgled by the unknown marauder.
Apparently, however, he bad left no clue.

As it was a half-oliday, 1 bad gained per-
mission to accompany the guv'nor. And
Tregellis-West and Watson, of course, accom-
panied me. In other words, we were all
together.

‘“1 ean’t promise that we shall achievc any
result this afternoon, boys,” said Nelson Lee,
as we trudged along thc lane towards Mr.
Ridgeway’s place. ‘' It is quite probable, in-
1 have
already ‘had a look round, as you know, and
the thief seems to have done his work with
great caution. But perhaps Inspector Jameson
is already hot on the trail,”” he added drily.

‘ Begad! That would be frightfully in-
terestin’, eir,”’ said 8Sir Montie. ‘1 suppose
the inspector could get on the trail? It
seems shocKin'ly fmprobable, but wonders are
never ceasin’.”

The guv’'nor laughed.

“I'm afraid that your opinion of the In.
spector is not a very high one, Montie,”” he
said. '* Mr. Jameson is all right, but he is
unaccustomed to this type of work. Hiz forte
is the ordinary routine tasks of a ecountry
police-station. The poor man s rather out
of hi.g. depth when it comes to a case of this

‘“ But you're on the scene, sir.”' I remarked
“ and it's not out of your depth. Cnmpareé
with some of our cases, it's only a trivial
business.”’ -

‘“That is really nothing to the point,
Nmpcr,” the guv'nor reminded me. *‘* Trivial
businesses, to 189 your OwN expression, are
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frcquontly the most knotty. 8o we must not
be optimistic.’

When we arrived at the Mount we found
Mr. Ridgeway in the front garden. He
greeted the guv'nor warmly, but shook his
head when asked if amy rosult bad been
arrived at by the inspectar.

‘“ Jameson's gone off to see if any reports
have come in from the outlying districts,”
said tho novelist. *‘ He's got an idea that the
thief may be attempting to get away by road,
and he’'s having the whole district watched.”

“I'm afraid that won't do much good,”
said Nelson Lee. ‘' lt is my opinion that this
mysterious individual is here—amongst us.”

‘“ Begad!"' ejaculated Montie. ' You ain’t
suspectin’ us, sir?’’

The guv'nor laughed.

‘““ You are taking me too lterally, Tre-
gellis-West,'' hepaid. ** When [ say amongst
us, [ mean In €fis neighbourhood—not in our
own immediate circle. The Mysterious X is
an unknown quantity, and he apparently
thinks himeell secure. I don’t think he’ll flec
while his safety is not threatened.”

“It's a pity he didn’t choose some other
house for his second job,’’ growled Mr. Ridge-
way. *“I'm a hoepitable man, but I like
. visitors to come at decent hours—not in the
middle of tho night.”

I glanced dowa the path towards the draw-
Ing-room window.

‘* That's where the rotter broke in,’ 1 re-

marked.

*“ Dear fellows, suppose we have a 100k at
closer quarters?’’ suggested Montic. * There's
gﬁ_ gq!lin’. you know. We may eéce some-

in’.

Tregellis-West led the way down the paved
terrace, walking with his usual elegant
stride. He [ailed to observe, however, a
stight projection, and his boot caught against
{t. The next moment Montie sprawled head-
ong.

‘“Oh, begad!’ he gasped painfully.

‘“ You might do that again, old chap!'*1
said, grinning. °‘° You went over beautifully,
and Tommy wasn’t looking.’*

“Pray don’'t be so frightfully absurd!”
protested Tregellis-West, getting to his feet
and dusting himself down. ** But that’'s queer,
you know—awfully queer."

‘“ What's queer?’’ I asked.

Montie looked round, anifing the alr.

‘I distinctly smelt flowers, old boy.”’ he
declared. *““ A whiff cume to me—— Yes,
begad, an’ I know what it was, too! It was
the scent of a narcissus!”’

‘“ Quite dotty?'’ I asked politely.

‘“But I'm eerious, dear fddlow—I am,

really !’
_‘“ How the dickens could you smell flowers
like that?'® I demanded. ‘' It’s winter-time,
and there’s not a flower in the whole garden,
excoept a few early tulips—and ['ve never
known a tulip to smell like a narciasus!"

. '*Pray be eensible, Nipper!” eald Sir
Montie. ‘' Tulips have no rcent at all--at
Jeast, not a pleasant one. But this was most
distinct, an’ it seemed to bo more pronounced
when my face was against the grouad.

1t

really s wondcr my nose lan’'t frightfully
scratched.”’

*“Oh, he's off his rocker,”” said Wateon,

Montic froge him with a glance- at least,
he meant to—and deliberately weot down
upon his kncos and snifted at the ground. He
looked up triumpbantly.

“I can emell it distinctly,’”” he declarod.

*“ What on earth are you trying to do,
Tregellis-West?"' asked Nclson Lee, looking
down the path at us. ** Did I sev jou smls.
lnﬁlt.hc round just now?”’

noble chum was slightly confused.

“] can smell the scent of parcissus, »ir,”
he e¢xplained mildly.

The guv'nor became alert in a sccond.

“You can smell uarcissus, Montie?¢”
rcpeated sharply. ** Where't”

“* Just down here, sic.’’

Neleon Lee was down in a moment. eniffing
eagerly at the ground. We watchad him with
amazement, for it seemned—and wns- -au extra-
ordinary action. 1 couldn’t understand the
guv'nor's motive. Neither could Mr. Rudee-
way.

‘“Is anything tlhe matter, Mr. Leet”
asked.

‘** No:; but 1 think that Montle has made un
interestirg discovery,”” replied N:lson Lev,
getting to his fces. ** Do you knouw il there
was a bottle of scent in the drawing-room
previous to the burglar's entry -narciesus
scent?”’

Mr. Ridgeway nodded.

‘““ Why, yea,”’ he replied. *° And, what (s
more, the thicf kftocked it over, and spilt the
stuff on the carpet. Didn’t you notice how
heavily scented the atmosphero wus this
moming?”’

“1 did,’” replied Lec; ** but 1 assumed that
Mra. Ridgeway was in the habit of using the
scent ——''

“Of course not,” {interrupted onur host.
** The plunderer u'rnt the bottlv, and my wif.
found it on the fioor this morping. 1 didn't
mention it because [ thought it was of no
importance.”

*“And yet it Is of the very arcatest im-
portance,” sald the guv'nor quietly. ' 'lhe
scent is very pungent. The Mysterious X,
without a doubt, trod in the pool of scent
casence, and raturated one of his boots, That
i@ why Montie reccived a whift juat now.
Surely you realise the importance of thia?’

“[ can’'t say that [ do.”

‘“ But, my dear man, the thief has teft a
trail —a clear trail, capable of being fol.
lowed,”” went on Nelson Lee. * A very third-
rate bloodhound, incapable of foliowing n
human scent, would have no difficulty in fol-
lowing this.’”

** Even taking that for granted, we've gob
no hloadhound,’” said Mr. Ridgeway.

“ Rut we've got a dog eqnally as guod,”
said the guv’'nor quietly.

‘“ Boz!’' [ shouted.

‘“ Exactly, Nipper—Boz!’*

Sir Montle and Tommy and I were quite
excitedl now. This discovery had aitered the
aspect of the whote case. I could easily
understand why Nelaon Lee was so delightcd.

he

L

It's' A tangiblc clue had beea discovered, and
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thers was every poesibility of its being fol-
bowed up.

There was not the slightest doubt that the
Mysterions X had trodden upon the &cent-
«niked pateh of carpet in the drawing-room—
vwith one foot, at least, and poaxibly with
both. Such a trail would be quite fresh even
now, and Boz wouwid kive no difficuity in fol-
lowing it.

Roz, my little spaniel, was a most extraord!-
rary dog. He had been tried and tested,
and _had proved himsell the equal of any
pedigree bloodhotind.  In fact he wae far
1:ore serviceable. ’

“ Bor!" repeated Mr. Ridgeway, im sur-
prise. ‘' You are rcferring to that little dog
«f yours, 1 presume? But what can he do,
Lee? The thief escaped more than twelve
lhoars ago, and it isn't reasonable to suppose
that the dog can get on the track now.”

Nelson Lee smiled.

** 1 shall be very disappointed if he doesn't,
Lidgeway,”” he replied. ‘' One of you boys
lad better hurry back to the school and
fetch Bor at once.”

“I'l go, s&ir,”” 1 sald promptly.

1 wasted no time, but hurricd oftf at once.
As & matter of fact 1 was very anxious to
se¢ what Boz could do, for here was =«
a.lendid chance for him to win fresh Jaurels.

1 found the little beggrr fast aslcep in his
kennel, enjoying an afternoon nap. He wasn't
much to look at. but that did not make him
any the lcas valuable.

“* Now then, come cut of it, Jazybonece,” ]
said briskly.

Boz squinted out of the little doorway,
thumpced his tall against the floor of the
kenuel, and then condcecended to emerge. He
rtretched himself lcisurcly, scratched his off-
side car, and looked vp at me sleepily.

* Pinished?'’ 1 asked grimly. ‘' Wake up,
you little slnggard! There's work to be done
--understand? Work! You've got to get
busy!"

Boz pricked up his ears alertly.

“Good! 1'm ready!”’ he said.

At ICast, that's what he would have aaid il
he had heen blessed with the powers of
specch. [Ile barked instead, and frisked round
cagerly. A moment later wc werc off, hurry-
ing back to the Mount.

When we arrived we found Nelson Lee and
Mr. Ridgeway still in the garden, standing
necar the smashed windowa.

* Anything [resh turmed up, eir?”’ I asked,

** No, nothing., Nipper,”’ mald the guv’'nor.
*1 have mude ano examination, but our
mysteriouvs fricnd js a very careful individual.
Jt was ouly by sheer chance that he halb-
pcned to in that pu t acent. 1f
any further progress Is to made, Boz
must make i8.”

‘* He'll do hia best—that's one thing, air,”
I remarked.

And Bos did. Re was given the scent-
bottle to mifl at, after which he had quite a
long snece 8t—probably because he anitfed
teo hard. en he looked up rether reproach-
fully »t the guv'nmer, wondering what the
game waa |
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“I'm afraid t's eaking tooc wmauch, you
koow,’’ said Mr. Ridgeway doubtfully.

‘" You walt a minute, &ir,”’ sid Tommy
Watson. * That littie beggar's a wonder.”™

Boz was led to the paved terrace beneath
the winlow, and he knew exactly what was
wanted of him. After snifing abowt eagerly
for some few momcnts, and running rouwnd in
circlca, he set off down one of the gravel
paths towards the lower wall.

‘“ By gum! He’s hit it!” 1 sald eaicrly.

Boz was not capable of jumping the wall,
s0 he stood and ked at it, as though he
expected it to fall down. He was lifted over,
and we climbed over after bim. Tbcere was
only a short delay on the other side, and then
the wonderful little spaniel! hastemed off on
what was evidently a strong scent.

Mr. Ridgeway remained behjnd, but wished
us luck. e wanted to be an the spot whep
the inspector returned, s0 that he could ex-
plain what was happening to the representa-
tive of the law.

“Begad! This 18 tursin’ out to be &
rippin’ holldnJ, dear old boys,”’ said S8ir
Montie languidly. * Detective work is fright-
fully interestin’. I wonder if we shall really
track the Mysterious X?™

‘“ We may have to trudge twenty miles, my
son,”’ I said grimly. - :

** Good gracious!'’ said Monmtie. * I really
couldn't think of such a thing, deear fellow.
I am afraid I shall drop out after the first
five milee. Detective work ain’t quite 8o
interestin’ after all.”” :

“&ou'd ind that ont {f yon had more of ib
1o do,” 1 said drily. * Following trails and alt
that sort of thing is awfully interesting to
read about, but when you get down to it
personally it's simply another name for hard
work. And there’'s always the pnuibillty that
you've had the bard work for nothing.”

‘“You're takin’ all the git off it, you
know,” protested Tregellis-West.

**That’s better than piling it on,”’ I replied.
‘** &till. therc's no reason to look worried, you
ass. This trail may be quite a short one,
for all we know. 1t will be if the Mysterious
X is still in the distriet.”’

‘“ And do you mean to say that Boz will
lead us stratght to him?°’ asked Watson.

** He might,”” 1 replied; * but it's far more
likely that he won’t!”

“I'm uafraid 1 muet agree with yonu,
Nipper,”” said Neleon Lee, louking round.
‘“ Luck does not often come so abundantly.”

And the guv’'nor turned out to he right.

We were taken acrose the meadows to the
towing-path, Boz keeping to tbe trail with-
out a falter. But after we had followed the
eourse of the river for some little distance we
met with a check.

In shart, the trail abruptly ended on the
extreme bank of the river. im stood there
and barked at the water, and we all iooked
at one another jn a disappointed kind of
way.

‘“ This ts shockin’, old boy,” murmured Sir
Montie, adjusting his pince-nex and regard-
ing me with a etartied eye. *° The thief must
have qhed into the river, Jou know—there’s
rothin’ else to explgjn- this.™



1. BANQ! Si12ZZZ7' BANQ! The crash was terrific, and Rees
and Kenmore jumped about four feet. (See page 3.)

2. The figure moved across the epace deliberately, and Neison Lee
walted no longer. (Sece page 21.)
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“ Sgicide ! said Tommy Watson, in anj " Good old bgy!". I exclaimed. *' Fipd him,
oved Shamir. [ Bor -find himt™ :

s STLMA - . ae .
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for, as later events turned out, that trai
was nod a **dud ™ in any sense of the wortd,
S
CHAPTER V.

STARKR’S GRRAT IDEA.

o AY the dcuce didn’t you meet wme,
¢8 you promised?”’

It was Starke who asked the

question, and he did so with same

acidity. He had just entered his atudy ia the

Sixth-Form pasaage. He {found hcnmerce

there, lounging in the armchair before the fire

in a rather curious attitude. It really scamed

as though Kenmore was afraid to sit down

.quarely

* Why 1lidn’t 1 eomc?’’ snarled the prefect
ficreely. “ I'll tell you why!”

‘* You needn't jump down my throat'"’ satd
Starke, closing the door. * What's wrong
with you, Kenny? Got a pain somewhcre?™

* Thoec Remove puppies collared me as [
was riding to the village,”” said Kenmore
with suppressed fory. ‘° They rolled me over,
bound me, dragged me into the wood, and
then whacked me with a cane! What's why
I didn't meet you!"

Starke stared.

“*The Remove kids did that?’ he asked
amazedly.

‘ Yes, the little demons!’’

“*You're mnot joking, I suppa<e?’ asked

tarke.

* Joking !’ shouted the other prefect. * You
confonnded idiot! Do 1 look in a joking

mond?”’

** Don’t yell at me. 1 can’'t quite belicve jt
—that’s all. Why, yon can repart the littie
rufiane, and have them all publicly
flc ﬂt‘d—"

“They were College Housc juniors,”

rowlcd Kcnmore savagely. ** Christine,

orke, and three obhers.™

Starke eat down and Iit a cligarette.

*It'a no f‘ ood getting in a rage about it"”
be said. t's t.alk about this quietly. 1t
makes a differcnce, the kids being some of
Stockdale's lot. We’ve got nn authority over
them. Bat why the deuce should they touch
you? You haven't becn interfering cu that
side. have you?”

Kenmore nearly choked.

“They were Colleze House juniors,”
yesterday,” he replied. ** Thosc kids had the
irfernal impandence to tell me that 1 was
being punished for caning Lemon unjustly.
They !aid it on frightfully—they swished me!
Me—a prefect! Did ;ou ever hear of such a
thing in all your life

““ Haven't yon reported it yet?’’ demanded
Starke. ‘‘ Haven't you secm Stockdale?”

'* No, I haven’t!" snapped Kenmore. ‘' Do
ou think 1 want those brats to blurt every-
bing out?
rake! If I report the rottem aWair everything

will bave to come out.”

Starke nodded thoughtfull{’.

*“ And young Lemon’s back would be
examined, probably,” he said. * Youw did lay
it. on thick, you know, old man.
becHeve the kid put those fireworks In the

Have some sense, for goodness’

And I don’t
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grate, cither. It seems as though you cau’'d
do anything—you'll have to let it pass.”

*You—you madman!" shouted EKemmore,
“I'm sore all over—do you think 1'm goicy
to take such a thing lying down? Thoee
kirhk are gnhm to pay for thise aftermoon’s
work ——'

“*Ji"a al! very well to talk like that,” inter-
rupted Starke. ' You can’t make them pay,
Kenny. You daren’t report them, and if you
gave them lines they wouldo’t take any
notice. You're helplees.”

* And we've got to st.aml it, 1 suppose?”’
asked Renmore, glaring. Why. you don't
know what this means! The juniors have
beaten us. Starke—we shall never be able to
hold up our heads again. If we take no
gction tho little brutes will do it all ever

aghin—and with yocu next time, perhaps. 1f
you happen to hurt a fag’'s arm or something,
you'll be collared by those College House
juniors and ragged. 1 tell you, we can’t let it
rass. If wc do, we shall put oureclves in ths
juniors’ hands.”

‘* By George!'’ said Starke. ‘* You're right,
old man. Somethiog wmust be done—and
quickly, too. But what—"

Starke paused, and sat looking at his com-
panion for sonie few moments in comp}cte
silence.

“I'm not a ghost!”
crossly.,

“ By George!' repeated Starke, his face
breaking into a smile, and the smilke changing
into a ¢grnn.

** Very funny, isn't it7’ snapped Kenmore,
kieXing the fender.

" Ha., ba. ha!" rocared Starke. ‘' Yes
rather! I've just thought of an idea, Kenny.
We’'ll make those kids wish they'd ncver been
born! Oh, it's a great idea—it's simply
topping !’

* You—you cackling idiot!”
more satagely.

“But 1'm scrious,” went on Starke.
** You're sore, of course, and 1 don't supposo
you fcel llke grinning. But you will in a
minute. Look herc. We can’t repoart those
College House kids, and we capn’t even swish
them. But there’s pomething else that we
can do!”

And Starke procecded to explain what that
something was. Kenmore listened im-
patiently at first, then ke calmed down, and
hia eyes shone with vicious satisfaction.
Finally he found himself grinning.

growled Kenmore

snarled Kcne

“ Yes. it might work out all right,” he
admitted.
*“ Might!”’ eaid Starke. *“ It will! And,

what's more. the juniors will never he able
to repeat their rotten games. We shall havte
the upper h.'md Kenny—and that’s what we
want. If we're able to keep omr plaeces in
this old barn we ahall have to as:crt aur-
selved.”’

*“ But supposing Mills aad Jesson waon's
agree——'"'

* They will,”” interropted Starke. * They''l
bave to. Tt's as much in tholr intereste as
ours, don’t forget. We’ll combine—and wmake
the juniors under-dogs for good and all. We'il
be complete masters!”
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Kcnmore rose to his feet.

‘“ Well, let's go over,” he said grimly.

They left the study and passed out of the
Ancient House at a brisk walk. It was not
vet tea-time, and a good many juniors were
lounging about the Triangle. Kenmore's
temper was not improved when he noticed the
wopen gring of the BRemovites.
¥ The Ancient House fcllows took care to
lremain solemn; Kenmare was one of their
prefects—an unnecessary evil, as Reginald
Pitt remarked—and bhe was in a shocking
Lmod just at present.

- But Christine and Co., who were also in
the Triangle, chucklied audibly, and they wore
¢rins which wouldn't come off. They were
fceling particularly pleased with themselves.
Practically the whole junior school knew of
Kenmore's licking by this time; and the
Third, particalarly, was in high glee. Lemon
bhad been avenged.

*“The cad can't do anything,’” said Chris-
tine comfortably. ** If he's got any scnse he'll
let it drop as soon as possible.”

‘“ Anyliow, he hasn't reported us,”” re-
marked Yorke. *‘* We should have had ola
Stocky on our trail before this if Ke¢nmore
had said anything. If we omly keep the game
up we shall put down bullying altogetacr.”

Bob Christine nodded.

“It'll make a dilference, even as it is,”
be said. * Starke and Kenmore wan't dare to
ill-trcat a fag another time——"'

“ But why have the cads gone over to the
College House?' asked Tamadge thought-
fully. *“ It looks a bit off-side, ypu know, 1
.suppose they haven't gone to tell Stock-
«ale, have they?"”

‘“Not likely.”” said Christine. * Stocky's
with the Head, [ think. It's far more likely
that Starke and Kenmore have gone to talk
matters over with the prefects of our house—
not that talking will do much good.”

“I'm not at all sure that I agrec with
this drastic behaviour on your part, Chris-
tine,"” said a gentle voice from the rear. * It
was really opposed to all authority to seize
Kenmore and treat him so drastically.”

The Monks turned and grinned. The Trot-
wood twins were standing before them, and
the two Ancient House Removites were both
looking solemn. Nicodemus and Corneliua
were as alike as two peas, and nobody ever
knew whicn was which.

“ My dear chap, your opinion doesn’'t Iin-
terest me at all,’”” said Christine politely. ‘1
don't know who I amn talking to—but it's one
of you. And you ought to be jolly glad that
;we taught that beastly prefect of yours a
esson.’’

‘“ Dear me!" exclaimed Nicodemus. * You

are surely labouring under a misapprehension,

Kenmore is not mine—I

my good Christine.
I consider that hc is an

wouldn’t own him.
unmiticated rascal.’”

‘“ Good!'" said Christine.

‘ Nevertheless, it seems to me that there
might have Dbeen, same other method to em-
ploy—other than corpcral punishment, 1
mean,” went on Nicodemus gravely. *‘ The
a’'tuation was onc which, in my opinion, called
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for fincese and subtlety. Rash action, such as
you employed, was somewhat ill-advised.’’

*“Oh, was it?" growled Yorke. *‘ Kenmure
got it in the neck, anyhow!"”’

‘**1 am not daring to deny that obvious
fact,”” said Nicodemus—'* that ie, accepting
the term in the commonplace sense. Strictly
speaking, Kenmore got it sommewhere far ree
moved tfrom the neck——-"*

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““He did!"" grinned Christinc.
won’t mention places!’’

‘“ And I am afraid that Kenmore will not
take such treatment lying down——"'

‘“But he did take it lyving dowa,' inter-
rupted Talmadge. ‘' He couldn’t help himselt,
my son—"'

‘“‘ Really, my good friend, I am afraid you
misunderstand me deliberately,’’ said Trot-
wood, shaking his head. ‘' You are of the
opinion, I believe, that Kenmore will do
nething—that he is incapable of retuliation.
Yev 1 shall be much surprised if such is the
case. It is rather a pity you did not seek my
advice originally.”

**Oh, a frightful-pity!'’ said Christinc sar-
castically. |

‘“ Had you done so, I might have been able
to suggest a plan—a subtle scheme whereby
Kenmore would have been punished just us
severely, but with no risks attaching them-
selves to the avengers,”’ said Nicodemus.
** However, my talk 13 now idle.”

‘““ As usual,’”’ said Yorke politely.

‘* That, of course, is a matter of opinion—
and I am not vain ¢nough to imagine that my
conversation i3 always beneflcial,”’ remarke:l
Nicodemus, with a bland smile. ‘' However,
let me advise you to be mast careful. Come,
my good Cornelius, we will make our way
indoors, for the hour for tea is imminent."’

‘““You addressed me, my dcar Nicodemus?™
asked Cornelius mildly.

““They talk like a couple of dictionaries,
don’'t they?' grinned Yorke.

‘“ Yes, Cornelius,’”” said the other twia.
‘““We will go indoors to our study.”

‘““ Not quite so bad as it was last week,

‘“But we

su‘l:ellg,vh?q':’ said Cornelius. v
o Yofn menticned that the Triangle s

muddy, I believe?’” went on Cornelius, who
was afflictcd with deafness. ‘‘ It wvas my own
opinion that——"'

“My good fellow, I did not refer to tho
mud at all,”’ interrupted his hrother. * It is
tea-time, and we must repair to our study.
We have some excellent tongue for this even-

ing's meal.””

*“ Two excellent tongues, in fact,” observed
Christine. ' Why don’t you take that gate.
post of yours away, Nicky? You oucht to
provide him with a couple of gramophone
.Rpm.a. He never hears what people say to

im."’

* Cornelius always hears essential pointe,"
emiled Nicodemus. ‘' For example: My dear
brother, can you lend me the su:n of tea
shillinge?"’

‘* Really, Nicodemus, I am rather short a$
present,’’ said Cornelius promptly.

**Ha, ha, haf*' =
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“It's & ftunny thing he beatd that!'
grinned Christine. ‘1 don't Wil that ay
essential point. 1If apybiily wadts to borro

tin from me, I'm generally deafl™: -
o Ha hh’ m!.I .
And Nicodemus and Cornellos, ]
wended their way towhrds the Ancitn
House. Meanwhile, 8tarke and Keirmore ha
gone straight to the Sirth-Form passage |

:s'nn in arm ‘

the College Houae, where they entered the
study occupled by Mitlis and Jesson.
These two eeniors were prefects, and

althongh not such bullies as their Ancicnt
‘House colleagues, they were, nevertheless,
heartily detested by the junlors. ' And tley
were in the same boat as Starke and Kenmore
with regard to smoking and gambling.

** Dropped in to teal’” asked Jesson, loeking
np as the door opened. °‘° We can’'t offer you
much, I'm afraid, but you're welcome - —"'

* No, we weren't thinking of ten,”’ inter-
rupted Starke. ‘ The fact is, wc've come to
have a2 scrious talk. 1 sup you've heard
all about that affair with Kenmare?'’

* Whut aflair?’” asked Mills.

** Why, hasn't the yarn reached these hack-
wooda yet?’’ asked Starke. ‘' Somu of your
kids —Christine and his lot—cellared Kenmeore
thin afternoon, dragged him Into the woud,
and swished him with a cane.”

Mills and Jesson looked startled.

**No, we haven't heard ahout it,'”" said
Jerson. ** The infernal young rotters! You've
reported the whole thing to Stockdale, of
course?” It'll mean” a public flogging—at
least!”’ |

“It won't mean anything,' said’ Starke.
* Kenmore's nod going to make agy report.
That's why we've come here. Thase khids
have threwn down the gaumtiet, so to speak
they’ve challenged us, the prefects, to a
tussle. Well, we're going to win. We've got
to win, Jesson."

“ But why on earth ean't you report—-'

“0Oh, you'll understand In a winute,
growled Kenmore.

And, without delay, he explained the cir-
cumstances. Millsa and Jessms listened with
interest, and were serious when Kenmore had
finished.

** Of course. that puts a different complexion
on the thing,’”’ remarked Mills slowly. ' If
you really marked young Lemon, it would be
unsafe to report this bueiness to Stockdale.
You'd only get into hot water youreelf, Kebn-
more. But you were a bit harsh with that
fag, weren't you? 1 don’'t see that you can
gnmhle because the juniors took matters (nto

eir own hands. (t's all settled now--so

what's the of comimng here to discosa jt?
I we puaish Christine and the others, they N
anly try some other dodge.’’

“1 thought what it would he!” snapped
Kenmore esavagely. 1 knew these fellows
wouldn’t agree, 8tarke—'*

‘* They've gof to agree,” fate
‘* You don’'t underatand tbe , Jessonn.
1 didn’d at first. But just comeider all the
hmolet‘"" and you'll find that we're all ln a

**We're in a8 hole?” aaid Mills, staring.

* Yes, you—all of us,” wns Starke’s grim
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reply. ‘' Juet hecamae you bad ne hand in
this aftsir, you peedn’t thisk that you re
mfe. Can't you vuderstand thas the juriors
have challenged ws? If we Rt Mhe matter
drop they'l eélalm a vietery—amd, what's
more, they will have gained a victory.”

“Qver Kermore --y,” owid Jesson. * Bug
not over we."”’ ‘

“*My dear chap, Jon § make any mi«take,'”
went on Atarke. ‘‘ It'e the thin end of the
wedge. Unleas we pull that wedge out It'lI
Ko in decper and deeper. For example, snp-
pose you happea 80 swish oae 0f the Kides in
this hinnse~suppose you hurt him a hit more
than you meant to? That kid will remember
what Chriatice did —"'

* But Christine daren’'t toneh me,”’
Jeraon,

““ Perhaps mnot; but Nipper and Co. could,”’
declared HRtarke. " And you cas he quMe
cortain that Nippera ot will seige the first
oppottur .ty o repay the coiapliment. They'il
treat you aa Christine treated Kenmore. And
if we It i1t go an, 11l be the Anish af wa all.
We've pot Lo put oar ot dowR now -and
we've ot to put it down hared "’

“But how? "' demanded Mills,

* Five gniore ragged Kenmore (Christine,
Yorke, Talmadge, Nation, snd Clapaon,” sajd
Btarke. Thoee flve kide bave got te he

unished. You can’'t do it openly, 1| know.

ut you can nse other methods. And they'll
uuderstand quieckly encugh, and they wmm't
try any more of their little games.”’

" What other methods can we um 7'’ askeddl
Jeason douhbifully.

“*These' ' replicd Starke.

And he cutlined his preat [dea Pully. By
the time he had fAnished Mills and Jesson had
a hetter knowledge of the dtoation, and they
vere in {ull azrcement with all the propoeni:
and suggestinns,

“ Yoo, at's the only way,'” replied Milla, with
4 grin. ** And it’ll settle the hash of thrse
kida emce and for all  After treating yon
like that, Kenmoze, they deserve to he
panished.'’

And the four preleets, having come to 2
complete understanding. settlied down to ten
fecling quite tempered.  Kennore, in-
deed. forgod his aches, und only grimned when
ba thonght of the retribution whiech woanld
awiftly overtake Christine and Co,

The juniors had asked for troabie--and they
would ind plesty!

CHAPTER V1.
THE WARTYRS OF TNE REMOVK|

OB CHRISTINE grinned amiably.
* It's the biggest victory we've had
this term,”’ he remarked, a8 he looked
round at the emil facus in Study Q.
“And you can bet your boots that Nipper
will repay the compliment i one of our pre-
focts runs loose.'’

“*Why, in that way, we've got the seniors
on toast,”” said Yorke. ‘' Before long they'il
be afrald to dully anybody."

“Thats the idea)’ agreed Christine.
*“ They'll be a3 meek 20 Ni¥e lambe by the

snaild
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ind of this term. There's been too much
sullying altogether—and this will put an end
to it. The beauty of the whole thing is that
the rotters can't touch us. They are Ancient
House seniors, and haven’t got an ounce of
nower on this side. And, to make it richer,
kenmorc daren’t report us.”’

** We're on velvet, in fact,”” eaid Clapson
cheerfully.

The five juniors who had ragged Kenmore
were taking tcea in S8tudy Q—Clapson and
Nation being honoured guests. There had
heen no mention of the rageing from any ot
the powers that were, so it was obvious that
Kenmore had let the matter drop.

It was really the only thing he could do,
Christine amd Co. told themselves. But
beforo fong, they were rather severely dis-
i.lusioned. The first inkling came about half
an hour after tea, when Christine and Co.
gtrolled out.

Yorko was 8o happy, in fact, that he
whistled a8 he went down the passage. Not
that there was anything unuscal in this.
Whistling in the passages was forbidden. but
it was gencrally done. Masters and prefects
aike always ignored it. .

But there came a change this evening.

““Yorke!" came a sharp voice from the
Iear.
< Yorke looked round, and saw Jesson, of the
Sixth.

** Hallo!"' he said. * Want me?”

“Yes, 1 do want you,"” replied the prefect.
** You were whistling just now.” .

“Was I?" said Yorke. *‘‘ Well, what about
ity

““Don’t you know that it's forbidden, you
young sweep?”’

Yorke stared, and his chums stared also.
All the juniors came to a halt, wondering
what had taken possession of Jesson, to com-
plain aof whistling. The prefect had never
taken any notice of it hitherto.

‘“ Forbidden!' said Yorke. * Oh, rot! It
may be against the rules, strictly speaking,
but I've passed Mr. Stockdale himself,

whistling. He's never esaid a word. Why
should he?"”
‘“Well, you'd better wunderstand that 1

don't allow you to whistle here, Yorke,”” said |

i{esson grimly. *““You'll take five hundred
ines.

Yorke grinned.

“I didn’'t know you
Jeason,”” he remarked.

“ You silly young ass—I'm serious!”’ ghouted
the prefect. * Vou'll take five hundred lines
--and I want them before supper-time. Under-
stand?"’

Yorke gave a gulp. realising that Jceson
w3 serious.

* Fi-five hundred lines?' he gasped. * Five
hnnc‘l(red' lines for whistling?"

i e‘s.it

‘““ But—but——"'

“1 don't want to hear any jaw!" fnapped
Jesson. ' I've given you the imposition, and
don’t forget to bring the lines to me before
suppar.  1f you don’'t get them done, the
iipot. will be doubled.”

were a humorist,
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“ He's dotty!” gasped Christine. ¢ What
about Turner?” ‘

“ Turnecr, of the Remove, was strolling along
the passage just ahead of Jesson, and he was
whidstling shtilly. To be absolutely truthful,
he doserved five hundred lines tor that
whistle. But Jesson smiled sourly.

‘“ Never mind about Turner,” he said.
gave you lines for whistling, Yorke.”

And the prefect turned on his heel and
walked away. Christine and Co. gazed at onc
another rather blankly. Yorke was red in the
face with anger, and for some moments he
couldn’'t exactly form his words.

**I—I won't write the rotten lines!’’ he de-
ciared at last.

‘““I should think not!'' said Talmadge
indignantly. * Why, I've never heard of such
a thing before! Old Crowell gave me twenty
lines once for whistling; but that was bc-
cause [ was trying to imitate Turner.’””

*Eh?" said Turner, who had paused.
‘““ What's wrong with my whistle?’’

‘*“IT you don’t know what'’s wrong with it,
it's no good telling you!'' snapped Talmadge.
‘““ But five hundred lines! Don’t you do 'vin
Yorkey !’

“I won't!"’ declared the victim.

‘ Yon naturally, feel like that,’ said Chris-
tine slowly. ‘' But you'd better do them,
Yorke. You can't very well ignore a pre-
fect’s impot., you know. If you don't take
him the lines before supper, you'll be re-
ported to Stockdale. And Stocky will be
bound to uphold Jesson.’

“It's a shame—it's absolutely rotten'"
panted Yorke furiously.

Thcy passed outside, emerging into the
evening light. The Triangle was fairly de-
serted, and -the College House juniors walked
across towards the old elms feeling less cheer-
ful than when they had departed from Study

II[

Christine absent-mindedly picked up a smali
stone and tossed it towards a group of
sparrows near the gates. He hardly knew he
did it, and it was only a trivial action. The
sparrow3 acattered as the pebble hit ths
ground.

*“ Chrisetine!"”’

Bob looked round wonderingly.

. ‘" What the dickens do you mean by throw-
Ing stones in the Triangle?’' demanded Mills,
of the 8ixth, striding forward. * Don't deny
it—I saw you with my own eyea. You tricd
to hit one of those sparrows.’’

‘“Oh, don’t be silly!"” said Christine crosaly.
‘““ A dozen pebbles of that size wouldn’t hurg
the giddy eparrows. I only threw it to scatter
'‘ein. No harm in throwing a little pebble, I
suppose?'’

““"Well, you'll t
Mills grimly.

Christine gasped.

“What!"" he panted.
for chucking——""'

‘“And I want them before supper!”’ inter-
rupted the prefect. *‘ Don’t forget!"”

And he walked off, leaving Christine and
Co. almost in a state of collapse. What on
earth had come ‘owera>the prefects? Such

ake five hundred lines!" said

‘“ Five hundred lines
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punishment for insignificant oflences were un-  the prefect. ** Eatering a study by mecans of
heard of. the window is not allowed—-"'

*“ What eon it mean?’’ asked Yorke, in a * Bh?”
little better humour. ' You've got lires now. ‘“ And you’'ll take five hundred lines! ' :aid
Christy. 1 shaH have company, anyhow, thank | Jes¢on with religh,

goodness!™ * But—but—-" .
‘“ Why, you mecan rotter!" snortc@ Curis-| Clapson paused, gasping for words.
tinc. I can't make it out—it's absolutely I mecan to see that you jumiors pay more

the limit. Who ever heard of giving a chap | altention to rules!™ went on Jeswson. * Bring
five hundred lines for throwing a pebble in | Ri¢ thoee lines before supper—and don't fail.
the Triangle? It may be agamnst the rules, | 11 You do, you'll be reporsted.
but dozens of rules are always being brokcn.| The prefect went off, and Clapeon collapsed
Kicking a footer about in the Triangle, for | weakly against the window-frame. It was
example. 1 don’t believe it's allowed, actu- ";KB, a nightmare. The fourth time! Yorke,
ally, but we alwaye do it. The Hcad himself | Christine, Talmadge, and himself! All had
never tells us to stop. It's one of thosc | been punished similarly, and all for mothing.
gchool rules which are always broken.” 1heir offences were so trivial that aanumsm
“Qf course,” agreed Talmadge. ' Life | nent wae ridiculous. And yet they bad been
wouldn’t be worth living if we had to stick | pubnished with great escverity. Five bundred
to everything. What's the matter with you, | 1in€8 was a serious imposition.

ic . What could it mean?
g:)?;?t?yyouliigoig gﬂ‘igl;?:?u' why the dickens Even at that very mament other juniors

‘““Blow!” he said. ‘' I've left my handker. | yes! One fellow was actually climbing
chief indoors.” through a window right in front of Jesson's
like,” said Christine. the slightest notice.

“0Oh, my giddy aunt!’ gasped Clapson

Hubbard and Owen major and Farman and faintly.

scveral other Ancient House juniors were . -
punting a football about on the other side of rrg?ném: c?‘]‘:mt?ou bis handkerchict, ard

T e Honaerey e specding | " Diddid " you hear that?” be acked
** Thanks!’’ yelled Hubbard, in anticipation, amazedly.

. : ““Yes, of course we Hd,’” replied Christiue.
Talmadge obliged, and kicked thc ball back | ., : .
to the Arcient House side. The ncxt moment They must be off their rockers—there's

Jesson, of the Sixth, came bearing down | POthing elsc to aceount for it. Bat why do

upon the five Removites. He was looking ;’L'ﬁgw‘:;?.p on us? Why not on all the other
grim, although amused.

; . ‘“* Blesscd i 1 know!”" said Billy Nation.
" You kicked that football just now, Tal | ., p )
madge!” he exclaimed curtly. They haven't jumped on me, thank good

. i b s (oans | Ne88—and 171} see that they don’'t!”
1 kig: e: tfo%t?b!alIeijmtul::tle'gialnﬂl!:‘ﬁ?gt' Lap’t 1 ™ Nation was rather sorry for his unfortunate
“ Ko, vou ant " emapoed Jusson. * Take | €hums, and he considered the time ripe for
five huhgred lines.”’ PP : consolation in matcrial form. Words were not
* Wha-a-a-at?" breathed Talinadge faintiy. |9f much uec. So Nation produced an orange

by s ) from his pocket and proceeded to peel it.
__‘* You heard me!" said the prefect. ‘" Kick- |1t wag his generous intention to distribute
ing a football in the Triangle is agajnst the | the fruit to his chums, in four quartcrs. He

e

before supper. 1If you don’'t do them, I'il ‘*It's s0 mysterious——'' he began.
report you to Mr. Stockdale for a caning 1 ‘* You untidy young beggar!'' snapped the
addition. . . | voiee of Mills, the prefeet.

* But those chaps are kicking a foothall! * Eh? Speaking to me?"’ asked Nation,
snortcd Talmadge hotly. _ | lcoking round.

'* Never mind what they arc¢ doing,” said| + what the dence do you mcan by littering
Jesson. the Triangle with this beastly orange pcel?”

He walked away, grinning. Thin he came | demanded Mills harshly. ‘' Piek it all up,
to an abrupt halt. Clapson had gnne off to| yon little aweep!" y P

obtain his handkerchief, and was using a|" Nation stared at himn dazedly.
Shortt c‘llt, V‘la. the‘WI.ndow Of ﬁt-lldy z. W ich te But’ there’s Ornngc peer ‘l] oyer the
be sharcd with Nation and Oldfield. This | place!”” he protested. ** Sceres of chaps peel

method of entering a junior study was quite { granges out here, Milla! 0ld Warren sweeps
common, and was practised dosens of timee a | the Triangle cvery morning—""

day. “I don't carc what Warren does,” inter-
‘* Half a-minute, Clapson!" shouted Jesson | rupted Mills. * I'm a prefect, and I'm not
sharply. going to ece you turning the Triangle Mto a
Clapson was almoet through the window | rubbish heap. No, you needn’t pick that pecl
opening, and he paused and glared. up. You’ll take five hundred lines instcad!’
‘*“ Have 1 broken a giddy ruic now?’ he *“ Oh, help!" said Nation weakly.
demanded. ‘“And ¥ want the lines beforc wmpper.”’

* That's an unnecessary questicn,’”’ replicd” added Mills. ‘* You'd better get indoors
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rtraicht off, or you won't have timo to do
them. I'm not standing any nonsense!"

Tho prefect walked away, and Christine anil
Co. wondered whether they were on their
heads or their heels. Each one of them bhad
received flve hundred lines—all within the
space of ten minutes! And not in one instance
had they deserved even ten lines. It was
altogether staggering. _

““ The Qive of us!” said Bob Christine, taking
a deep breath. ‘‘ And it’s ae clear as, day-
light that Mills and Jesson were on the watch
—waiting to catch us. They've both gone in
now—chuckling hugely.” :

‘““What can it mean?” asked Yoarke
huskily.

Christine clenched his fists.

‘“ Why, there's cnly one explanation,”
eaid grimly. “ It was a plant.”

‘““A—a plant?"

*““Don’t you remember that we saw Starke
and Kenmore go in to the College House
befare tea?' asked  Christine. *‘ What for:
Not to report us for swishing Kenmore, but
to make this arrangement with Mills and
Jesson. They've got their own back—or,
rather, Kenmore has."”

‘“Well, I'm jiggered!'’ muttered Talmadg:.

“Don’'t you see?’’ asked Bob. ‘“ The)
couldn’t drop on us for whacking Kenmore -
they daren’t. So they played this dodge-
they've given us lines simply for nothing.
Oh, my hat! We’'re completely diddled!"”
Y“ll(mb we needn’t do the linea!' snorted

orke.

he

that.”” said Christine. ¢ The cunning bounders
took good care vo punish us for a punishable
offence. 8ec? If we don't do the lines we
can be reported. 8tocky would probably say
that the lines were undeserved, but he'd make
us do ‘em. He could hardly act in any other
way."”

The Monks were completely dismayed. 1

*“ And this is what comes of doing a good

‘“ My dcar chap, it’s no good talking like‘

turn for those heastly Fossils!"’ growled Tal- |
madge. ‘' We've become martyrs—we're vic-
tims of the bulliea! And we've got to bear
thc bullying and sgy nothing. It'e—it’s rankl
tyranny."”’

‘““Of course it is,”” agreed Christinc. ‘' But
therc's no sense in grumbling at the Fossils—-ﬁ
they didn't ask us to rag Kenmore. It was
my idea from the start. Oh, don’t growl at
me! How was I to know things would turn
out like this?'

Christine raised his voice slightly. His
temper was like that of his chums'—decided!y
short just now. And Sir Montie Tregellis-
West and Tommy Watson and I, strolling
across the Triangle, saw that something was
wrong. .

*“ Ractions, dear fellows,”” murmured
Montie. ‘“ Do you think it will be wise for
us to butt mm? [ hate joinin’ in other
fellows' upsets—l1 do, really.”

““ There's no upset,”” I said. ‘* They’'re not
equabbling, although I must say that their
faces are unusually long.”

We drew near, and Christine and Co. re-
garded us grimly and gloomily. \

‘““ Whose funcral?'’ I inquired politely.
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“Eh?"

“1 thought you'd just been discussing somo.
body's death,” I explained. ‘‘ Why all theses
hlack.and thunderous expressions?’”’

Bob .Christine emiled weakly. -

‘“ Wo’'ve been dished—that’'s all,”” he said.
‘“We're martyrs. Like a set of asses, weo
thought the prefects couldn’t do anything to
us for whopping Kenmore. But the¢ chopper’s
come down—hard.’”’

‘“ Begad! That's frightfully rotten,”
observed Sir Montie unconcernedly. ‘“ But I
understood that you were safe, dear fellows.

v was rippin’ of you to take up the cudgel
tor young Lemon, so to speak, an’' Kenmore
deserved a thrashin’. But you told us that
he couldn’t report you.”’

‘““ Ho hasn't reported us,” growled Yorke.
‘“ He's fixed things up with Mills and Jesson,
of our House. And now we've got five hun-
dred lines each. Five hundred lines—to be
done before supper-time!’’

Christine and Co. lost no time in explaining
how the thing had been worked., We listened
gravely, and with some alarm. For this meant
a great deal more than the College House
juniors seemed to realise.

‘‘It meand a fight—that's all,” 1 sald
grimly.

‘“What do you mean, you ass?”’

‘“ Exactly what I say,” I replied. *‘* We all
helieved that Kenmore would take the lick-
ing lying down. Well, he hasn't. It's quite
clear that the College House prcfects Live
combined forces with your prefects—and
that's a thing which has never occurred
beﬁ-re. "'I‘here‘s alwaye been a kind of rivalry,
ang--——

‘““We know that,”” Interrupted Christine.
“ There’s becn an unwritten law that the rival
prefects should attend to the business ot
their own Houses, and not interfere with
one another.’”

‘“That’s at an end now,” I said.
comhined, and they’re working
against us. It's serious!”

* You're frightenin’
Montie languidly. ‘

‘“T tell you it's serious,”” I repeated. "*‘ This
incident in itself isn't of much import-
ance——"’

‘“Isn‘t it?"’ growled Yorke.
our lines?"”

“My dear chap, your lines are of no
account,” [ declared. *‘ The worrying point
is—what will this lead to? Just think it out.
We can't retaliate’ on Mills and Jcsson—
copying your tactics with Kenmore—because
we- should be perseocuted in the same way.
With the Sixth-Formers working together likce
this we're helpless. I don't mind betting
that the prefects will keep the game up.”

‘* How do you mean?’’ asked Christine.

‘““They’'ll try to gain the upper hand in
everything,”” I replied grimly. “It’'s my
opinion, my sons, that this is the overture of
a big tussle—a real fight against bullying.
There's trouble in the wind, mark my words.”

And, as cvents turned out, I was correct.
A regular conflict for the upper hand was
soon to come. When it did come we weren’t

‘“ They'vo
together —

me, old hoy,” sad

‘““ What about

. L quite ready for it.,, But this is hardly the
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1ace to go into details. 1 shall deecribe them
ater, in due course. _

Bul one thing was certain—the juniors
would find it necessary to use all their skill
:ndlingenuity to hold their own in the coming

ussle.

R
1

CHAPTER VI1I.
AN ENCOUNTER WITH THE UNRROWN,

TLSON LEE was uncomfortable,

Not mentally, but physically. This

was scarcely surprieing, considering

that he was crouching in a corner ol

Willard's Folly, exposed to a cutting

draught. However, he had taken np his posi-
tion, and he did not intend to move,

The hour was just after eleven, and every-
thing was stiil.

What was the echoolmaster-detective dOi"S
on Willard’'s Island at such a late hour—an
alone?

The explanation was quite simple.- Nelson
Lee belicved that the Mysterious X would
visit the icland that night, and he wanted to
be on the spot, so that he could welcome the
unknown marauder.

The detective, in faet, was anxious to settle
the problem without delay—to expose the
Mysterious X and to put an end to his de-
predations. Suecess to-night would be most
encouraging.

St. Frank’s itself was asleecp by this time.
Nelson lLee had come down the river by
boat, and had concealed his little craft
amongst the reeds at the end of the island.
1% was very cunningly hidden, and would bave
been almost invisible e¢ven in broad daylight.
In the present gloom there was no chanec of
it being spotted.

Physical discomfort did not worry an old
hand like Nelson Lee. He had gonc through
many vigils of a like nature in the past.
Many of them had hLeen fruitlese; but they
were all in the day’s work, and Lee never
grumbled.

He waited patiently, and would have waited
half through the night if necessary. He
heard the hailf-hour strike from the parish
church, but no other sound rcached his eare
except the slight rustle cf the trecs outside
the quaint old building.

Another fifteen minutes passed—and
Nelson Lee stiffened.

Faintly he heard the cound of oars. They
were muflied, but he was not mistaken. His
guess had been a troc one. Somebody was
visiting the island—and who could that some-
body be except the Mysterious X?

Lee heard the boat’s nose thud against the
bank, and then came other sounds; and
fimnlly a dark. shadowy figure entcred the
doorway. Nelson Lee wa d it with curi-
osity, remaining quite calm. The darkness
was so intenee that 1t was really impoesihle to
see who the man was, or to even guess at his
identity. ‘

This part of the building was not so well
preserved as all the rest. It had only been
partially built, and the walls were crumbling

then

and weather-bcaten—for here there was no

' idle
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roof, and thz place was expoeed fo all rairs
and windes.

The figure moved across the space delibe-
rately, as though Intemt vpon a certain
object. And Nelecn Lee did not wait any
longer. He erept forward like a ashadow
himself and sprang.

*“0-0-oh!”

It was a gasp of sheer fright and {:rror.
The unknown was taken completely and abso-
lutely Ly surprise. And Nelson lLce’s arms
eneirclcd him and held him tight. The cap-
ture was cxtremely neat and smart.

‘“* Now, my friend, 1 intend to ace who yon
are,”’ said Lee smoothly., *° No, dan't strqulu
--you won't get away—— Oh, all right!

For the unknown had commenced wriggling
like an ecl, and he was difficuit to hold.
Nelson Lee felt a ecoarse brvard on one occa-
sion, and the man’s heavy breathing was
hoarse and frightened.

He was fighting with the energy of despera-
tion. Lee was casily hia better, and knew
that he would have no difficulty in exhausting
the fcllow after a minute or two. The fight
could not he a long ane.

And, in order to shorten it, Lee seizcd hia
man squarely and jarmnmed his back against
the wall. Thud! The fellow’s body struck
the wall forcibly, for it was slightly nearer
than Lee had believed.

Then the disaster happened.

There was a sudden grating nolse above, a
rush of loose debris, aind a beavy cbunk of
stone fell verticall{. alighting equarely on
Nelson Lee's head. It was purely an accident,
and one that could not have been antictpate.l.

The detective stagzercd baek, half stunned
by the blow. He tripped on tbe object which
had fallen, and fell sprawling on his back.
But for his hat, his injury might have been
eeTious.

The detective eotaggered to his feet
unsteadily, still dazed. His wits were suffi-
ciently atout him for him to realise what ha«l
happencd—and what was now happening. Ths
Mysterious X had seized the opportunity
which Fate had provided, and was fleeing into
the night.

A3 Lee emerged out of the building he heard

the hurried working of oars—and kniw that
his man had escaped Wim. His own boat was
at the top of the island, and by the time he
could reach it and get it out into the open
river, the unknown would be gone. 8o it waa
to attempt puorsait. .
Moreover, Lee was in no fit condition at
the moment. Lights were dancing before hia
eyes, and he found it impossible to stand
ster:;dy without clutching at a wall for sup-
port.

This sensation, however, did not last long.
The effects of the blow soon passed, and lcit
Nelson Lee with nothing. woree tham a con-
siderable bump on his head and an aclie
which would have made anothcr man helpless
for hours.

Lee did not waste time or his temper in
grumbling at the luck. What was the use?
The thin% had happened, and there was no
altering it now. Me brought out his el ctric
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‘toroch and grimly examined the wall which
had treated him 80 ebabbily.

“H'm!' he murmured. * It was my own
tault, T suppose : hut how was I to know that
that infernal brick was ready to fall?’”’

Thero were several loose bricks at the top
of the wall, in fact, and it was only sheer
chanco which had averted a similar disaster
to the Mysterious X himself. The whole
thing was galling in the extreme.

Lee had (airly captured the man; he had
had the fellow in his arms. And yet he knew
no more now than he had known previously—
except that the unknown wore a coarse

heard. And that meant nothing. There were
euch thinﬁ as false beards, )
Nelson Lee made his way to the main bank

a3 quickly as possible. There was no object
to be gnined in staying behind. For the Mys-
terioue X would certainly not venture back
on the island that night.

Lee saw no signs of the man, and when he
arrlved back at the school he was feeling dis-
appointed and hurt—hurt in more ways than
onc. Fato had played him a scurvy trick.
Rut the deteotive's determination to capture
the Mysterlous X was stronger than ever.

He went to bed and slept soundly. In the
morniug his hcad was clear within, but
tender without. However, this did not trouble
Netson Lee much. [ went to his study before
breakfast, and knew nothing at first.

But then the guv'nor was good enough to
tell me what had occurred. I listened with
fnterest and concern.

** What rotten luck, sir,”” 1 said at last.
“ Let's have & look at your head.'”

‘““My dcar Nipper, my head can get on
quite well without your inapection, thank
you,." replied Nelson Lee, smiling. ** There 13
nothing lo scc—and I don’t fancy yon jabbing
your fingers about to And the tender spot.”

““ But why wcre you on the jsland, sir?’ 1
asked. u’ow did you know that the Mys-
terions X would come?”’ )

1 didn't know: I thought it possible.”

‘“ Well, then. Why did you think it pos-
sible, guv'nor?’® [ asked curiously. * You
must have had some pretty obvious inkling
that the fellow womld pay a call.”

*“The fact {8, Nipper—— Dear me!”

The guv'nor broke off as the door opcned.
Mr. Ridgeway bustled through cxcitedly, ana
then realised that his entry was rather
precipitate.

‘‘ Forgive me, Lee,”” he panted. * Fact
t¢, I've heen running like the deuce, and I'm
cxclted and amaged—"*

* Why, has something frcsh happened?”
asked the guv'nor drily.

“[ should think there has!”’ declared Mr.
Ridgeway. ‘‘ A parcel came for me hy this
morning's post, and when I apened it 1 found
that it contained every article which had beep
stolen from my house!”

“ Great 3cott!’”’ [ ejaculated.

“It's simply astounding,”” went on Mr.
Ridgeway. * The parcel was posted in Bellton
last night, but there’'s not a mark on it to
shiow who posted it, or anything. . This ia the
second time the Mystertous X has delivrered
up lis loot!"

{
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Nelson Lee smiled, and shook his head.

‘* No, Ridgeway, you're  wrong,”” he aob-
served, his eyes twinkling. ‘It wasn’t the
Mysterious X who posted that parcel. You
m-us(}. not thank the thief for returning your
goods.’’ :

‘* How do you know he didn't post it?”
asked our visitor.

‘“ Well, I do know,’’ chuckled Lee.

‘* That means to say that you know who
actually did post it, »sir?’" I put in.

‘ Exactly, Nipper.*’

‘*“ Well, guv'nor, who was it?"”

‘“ Myself!"’

Mr. Ridgeway and 1 starcd.

“You?' I gasped. ** You poeted it, sir?”

‘““Well, 1'm hanged!’’ exclaimed Mr. Ridge.
way.

“l must conless openly,” smiled the
guv'nor. *‘* The fact is, Ridgeway, [ have
played & little joke on you, and 1 hope that
you'll forgive me."’

- ““This looks jollr suspiclous, sir.,’”" I raid
severely. “ If you're not careful, Mr. Ridge-
way will go off for the police: hie'll suzspect
you of being the Mysterious X! Otherwisc,
how did you return the stuff?’’

Nelson Lee laughed.

‘1 had already thought of that possibilitr,
hut it did not unnerve me,”” he ob:zcrved.
**The fact i3, Ridgeway, I found the wzoods
yesterday, and there was really some method
in my seeming madness. I had an objcct in
pesting that parcel to you, instead of hand-
ing over the articles to you in person.”’

** But whero did you flnd everything, sir?”
I asked.

‘““In a crevice in the wall of the building on
Willard's Island—after you and your cliums
had left me,”” replied the guv'nor. * Well,
I had got the stuff, put I hadn’'t oot the
thicf. The position required some thonght.
If I rcturned the goods to you a* once,
Ridzeway, the Mysterious X would have
kiiown of it, perhaps. 8o I made sure that
you wouid not have the goods delivered to
you until this morning."”

“But why?”

‘ Because I thought it auite likely that the
man wotld return to Willard’s Island last
night—to take the stuff away,” said Lee.
“That hiding-place was obviously only a tem-
porary one. If a man had known that his
booty tiad been seized he wounldn’'t have gone
—and [ wanted him to go. I was there late
last night, waiting, and the thiet would now
ll:e in custody but for an unfortunatc mis-
ap.”

And Nelson Lee proceeded to explain to
Mr. Ridgcway what had occurred.

‘“ Confoundedly hard lines,”” declared the
r.cvolist, when the guv’'nor had done. “ Bug
you've done well, Lee, in spite of everything.
My property i3 in my possession again, thanks
to you, and it won’'t be long before the
n.arauder himseelf {s under lock and kev.”

“T hope you are right,”” Ridgeway,” said
Nelson Lee.  '‘ At all events; I am coufident.
I mean to beat the Mysterious X hefore
lang. There s just a chance that he will flee
from the neighbourheod aftei this, but I hope
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not. I am quitc anxious to
fellow.” : _

Mr. Ridgeway nodded. . K

* Naturally,”” he agreed. '‘ And now, Lee,
I want you tell me to. what extent. 1 am
indebted to you. Wao are friends, 1 know,
but this has been a pirgfessional matter, and
I insist——"" |
. ““You can insist until doomsday. if you
like,”’ interrupted Nelson,Lee‘griml{, - Aud
look here, Ridgeway, never mention that
matter to me again—unless you want to
offend me. Good gracious! It is prepgsterous
to call the affair a professional one.  Profes.-
sional rubhish, old man!” .

‘** But, really, Lee, I should like to—"

He broke off as Nelson Lee casually picked
up a book, and poised it.

** All right,”’ he chuckled. ‘'l won't press
the matter. Bot I give you fair warning,
Lce, that you won't stop me from gjving you
an extra handeome present on yovrgi;irthday.
Hang it all, I’m entitled~to thatl’ _

Thev both laughed, and that was really the
end of the affair, so far as Mr. Ridgeway

unmask the

PR B |

Mysterious X again before very many dave
had passed, and there was furtder éxcitenwnt.

In addition, 1 was greatly worried about
the unexpected development iIn the ‘ pre-
fect '’ question. - Starkc and Kenmorc -had
made a deliberate move, and they had the
support of Mills and Jesson, of the C(Co'legn
Hoase. Christine and Co. had heen «hliged to
do their lines. True, Yorke had refured to do
hisl, and he had ‘been reported to Mr. Steck-
dale. ‘

Yorke protested that the punishmeut was
unjust—that whistling in the passage was vo
real offence. But Jesson calmly etated that
Yorke had been creating a terrific din, and
that he had refused to stop when ordercd to.
Yorke's word could not he accepted agaiist
the prefect's, and he had to do the lines in
the end. It was obyviows, therefore, that -
ordinary resistance was hopeless,

It we were 10 beat the bullies, we shoul:l
have to uee our own methods. And we were
quite prepared to do this if meccssary.

What was the next move to be—-and how

was concerned. But we ' encountered the'! would it come?

THE END.

— . e — A ——-
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READ THIS FIRST.

ALAN CARNE is a young Britisher captured by the Germans during the fighting 1n German
East Africa. He is kept a prisoner in a lillle camp far in the florth-wesl when tho vews

of Germany's defeat comes to his caplors.

Full of rage, they pretend to qive lim his

Jresdom, and cast him out alone, without food. in the African jungle, knowing that hr must

either starve or be killed by some wid beast. _ "
gone far he is surprised to hear footsteps coming along the trail behind Aim.

Bravely the lad sets out. Before he has

It s

JAN SWART, a Hottentot servant of the Gerans. - He has brought food, and Alan i3 ylad of

Ais company. They set out again and epend a day on the march. _
d the northward trail of a safori, and Jan finds the boolprints of « white nan,

they fin ,
They determine to follow the safar:.

The next morning

(Now read on.)

IN DEADLY PERIL.

O, altering their course, the lads held to
the northward. They had been on thbe
point of exhaustion, but the stimulus
of hope gave them strength and endur-

ance. They had drunk at the pool, brackish
though the water was; and they forgot
tiunger and fatigue, suffered lea® from the
burning heat of the sun, as the day wore on.

They kept to the trail, and rapidly at that.
Alan would have lost it at the start, but Jan,
with his keen eycs and infallible instinct, waa
seldom at fault. By means of broken twigs
and crushed blades of grass, by occasional
sprigs of foliage that dangled limply from
bushes, he unerringly followed the route ol
the safari, which is the East Africae word
for a party of travellers.

Grazing herds of eland and zebra and
gazelle were scem, but no savage wild animals
appeared. The sun drooped to the west, and
the air grew cooler. At the verge of a tiny
brook the Hottentot again studied the trait.

‘* Baas, they are still an hour's march ahead
cf us,” he said.-

“* That's all right,’”” Alan cheerfully replied.
‘“* We'll overtake them before nightfall, for
they won't wait until darkness to pitch their
camp. They’ll do it by daylight.”

The stretch of country that was like a park
melted into a narrow plain of tall grass, and
when the 1ads had crossed jt they found them-
eelvee in a wonderful and heautiful jungle.
And here they had for guidance a path severa}
vards in width that bad probably been
b<aten by Arab slave-caravans years ag»n, atvl
wus still used by natives and wild heasts.

Tue trees wcre high and branching, and
the broad leaves of palms and hanaoas and
hauging vines formed a canopy overhcad
and cust. purplc shadows hencath. The air
was fragrant with the scent of flowers.
Parrots and green pigeons, and other birds of
brilliant colouring, flashed to and fro.

Frr a couple of miles the jungle was
threaded, while the shade under the trees
dleepened and the sunset glow faded above.
The chattering and fluttering of birds ceased.
A jackal yapped, and in thc distance some
hig animal grunted. Alan began to fecl un.
eany.

** Darkness will come suddenly,’’ hc said.
“I'm afraid we'll have to sleep in u tree
again, and push on early in the morning.”

‘* No, baas, the safari is near,”’ Jan
answered. ' I can smell the smoke ol a woed
fire.”’

““I can't. But you have a keener sense

of smell.”

**I am sure of it, baae.
farther—-""

* Listen!"” interrupted Alan, startled by a
rustling noise. * What is that?"

**Oh, look!" cried the Hottentot, as he
swung round. *' Look, baas!’’

Alan turned at the same instant, and the
two stared in fright at a monstrous lion
that had just slipped {nto vicw from a bend
of the path behind them, and had very likely
heen slinking stealthily at their heels for
some distance. It wan within eight or nine
yards, aed when it had advanced a few paces
it stopped Wnd crouched low, uttering an

(Cantinued on p, iii of cover.)

I we go a little
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Having graduated from one of the
American universities, he had studied medi-
vine for a time, and had tired of it. The
taste for travel and adventure was in his
‘blood, and & had gratified it. t() such an
exte nt as he could in hh own cointry. He
had “shot deer in “the \fllmnduks, killed
cougars in Dakota and grizzlics in Montan4,

father.

and made a flying trlp into the Northwest
l'erritory. C '
It wis finc ﬁport all of it,”” he con-

tinued.  “* But 1 knew it wasn't a patch on
African trave! and adventure “and big-game
shootine. That was what I looked forward to

from the first, meaning to have my 4l of 1t
some day. I had an intimate friend in New
York, a man much older than myself, who
had been to Africa three or four times, and
had come home with a lot of trophies. John
Hammond spent many an evening with me,
telling thrilling tales that filled me with
ocxcitement and envy. ATt >
When he prepared for another African trip,
intending to explore the unknown regions to

the north and west of T L'dn([.l F - was mad to

co with him, and vowed that I would. 1 can

remember just what he told me. ] -

“*No, Dick, not row,” he s=aid. * Wait
till vou are a little older. But Ull tell you
what I'll do. Tl take a double cutfit with
me, and leave one of, them at Mombasa in
your name. I have an idea that ['m geing
to get lost in the wilds, and if you haven't
had any word from me after two years, you
can come out and scarch for me.” * Very
well, Hammond, that's a barcain,” said 1.
“anmd you cap bt Tl stiek to at)”’

“ So that's how matters stood, Carne,” the
young American went on. It was in the
epring of 1914 that John Hammond sailed.
shortly before the big war began, T waited
for a couple of years, meanwhile hearing
nothing from him, and 1 was getting ready to
start for Aflrica myself when America came
into the war. That dished my plans, ot
course. 1 had to—--"

Dick Selby paused, Lis eyes sparkling.

“1 did my duty, and I was zlad to do it,’
hée resumed. I was one of the first to
cnlist, and when 1 had been trained I was
sent over to France, where I did my share of
fichting with Uncle Samm's boys, and pulled
throucsh without a scrateh.

“Then the war ended suddenly, and it took
me only a week or so to get my discharge, my
commanding ofticer baving been a chum ot
‘minc at home. 1 was free. There was nothing
to prevent me from going to Africa. 1 cabled
for money, and sent another cablegzram to
John Hammond's brother in New York, wao
wired back that John was still missing. -

*“So off T went to Mombasa as quickly as
I could. My outfit was waiting for me there
in storage, and as soon as I had bought what
other things were needed, and had hired my

-

-
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safari, I travelled up country to railhead, and
strnck north-west.
*That was some weeks ago, and since

then I've been following, as nearly .as |
could, the route that John Hammond meanb
t6 tuke. They told me down at the coast
and at Nairobi, that he must be dead. " But
he wasn't the sort of man to be snuffed out
easily. 1 guess there's a pretty good chance
of my finding him alive some\sllerc or other.’
"The narrative was finished, and supper was
over. The native who served as cook and
waiter cleared the table and withdrew. Out-
side ‘thé tent burned a fire, shining on the
skin of the slain lion, which had" been
brought in from the junule Not far off was
another blazing fire, and gathered around it,
Jan Swart with them, were the porters ana
gun-bearers, - who were . mostly of -the
Swahili and Wakamba races. They also had
heen fed, and were clmttcrin'Ir in strange
tongues.” < ’

Dick Selby produced a spare pipe, and gave
it to the.English lad who  filled. ,mrm-.t-h
toleco’ (mﬂ"e‘u;ou;dwa-, smoke " for the” first
time in months. The American glanced at the
tattered khaki his companion was wearing.

** S0 you've been fichting the Huns, tor) "
he remarked. * You are a British Africander,
pLThJPS'”

' Yoo o

Alan Carne shook his head Coee
““ No, my home is in London " he czud 1

have a motﬁer diving there.’ A7
1 caniimagine how, you feel, tll(_‘ She

n.ust be anxious abuut you. p

“ Yes:. nocdoubt she believes that I h.wv
yeen killed. =1 ha\'en't heen able to write to
per. since I.was captured. "As for my story,
*here, ixn't much to tell. I was born in Eng-
tand, and I hrve aklwoys ll\ed tliere. After
my father—=""

Alarw broke off abruptly. He was silent for
a few seconds, staring into vacancy with a
grave, thoughtful expression on his face.

** There's not much to tell,”” he repeated.
“1 was rather delicate, and that’'s why 1
couldn't get into the \rmy as I was keen
on doing. A couple of years ago my mother
sent me oiat to South Africa, tn visit a _cousin
of hers. And the drv bracmﬂr climate’ pullul
me together and" complete]v restored ‘my
health. -I was as hard as nails and fit- for
anvthingz. So I persuaded my relative to get
me into Driscoll’s Scouts, which he did with
a little difficulty.”

** That was pIucI\v of you, Carne.

a lot about Driscoll's Scouts.’
** They were fine chaps. -1 saw some stiff
fichting with them. We mopped near]y all
of the Germans out of their East ~African
possessions, and there was only a small bunch
of them left. when I had the bad luck to be
caught by the Huns.”

(Another long instalment next week.;
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