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A Story of School Life and Detective
Adventure at St. Frank's, Introducing
NELSON LEE and NIPPER and the Boys
of St. Frank's. - By the ‘Author of ¢ Solo-
mon Levi's Triumph,” “The College
House Mystery,” % The Schoolboy Light-
weight,” and many other Stirring Tales.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED.THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER I of those days calculated 1{o cause
anybody Lo have a fit of the ¢ blucs.”

A SHOCK FOR FULLWOOD AND CO, The atmospliecre was hazy, chilly an:
miserable. A f[ine drizzle soaked dow..

ED“-'ARD OSWALD HAND-} drenching evervihing. All out-of-door:

FORTH looked disgusted. sporls and pustimes were pructically oul
‘“ Rain, rain, and nothing bhut | of the question.
rain!”’ he snorled. ¢ What can) * Well somebody scems to be braving
wo do on an afternoon like this?” the elements,” remarked McClure, nod-
&« “"Cll, it’s nice and COSY in the dln[.:,' his head ncross '..IIC Trianglc.
stiudy,” remarked McClure. “Wo can go | Who's that chap that’s juslt come out
there. and sit reading in front of the |of the College House!"
fire, or play a game of chess. There are| His companions slared across, and
plenty of things that we can do, Handy, | they saw a well-built figure just coming
1f we want to.” down the steps of the College House.
“But we can't do anvthing out of | He was a junior, and he was altired in
doors, vou ass!’ enapped Handforth. |t tweed overcoat, and the ordinary
“I know we can go to the study—but |school cap. His collur was turned up.
who wanls to stick in the study on aj@nd he walked with a brisk stride to-
Saturday afterncon? Did you ever|wards the gates. '
know such beastly weather? Why can’t Look “llke Lawronce! remurlw’c'l
we have snow, and frost? Why can’t we | Church. “ Lawrence, of the Remove,
huve skating “ Silly ass!”’ said Handforth grumpily.
“I's no good asking me!” said ““Where the dickens is ho off to?”

. L - 1 { "’ rfv
Church, shrugging his shoulders. I'dfM(.Cﬁﬁﬁer go and ask him!” suggested

like frost and smow us much as you ‘e )
would, Handy—but don’t accuse me of But why should he go out on an

; : L 1k 57w :
cunsing this rotten drizzie! Anybody ?g:,fl?wo"{] \‘\!"ll;;t’sll‘tll:c idzlfnc‘:[ ?E',-;Ha"d
might think I was responsible, by the| ™, '
way vou're wlarine : ' ] My dear chap, Lawrence can go

y youre glaring al me! . ciaw 2

o _ T o out if he wants Lo, I suppose?’” eaid
The juniors were standing just inzide | Church, “It's a half-holiday, and he
the lobby of the Ancient House. And|can go where ho pleases—so loug as he
they were gazing oul upon the rain-|gets in beforo calling-over. Why should
8ouked Triangle. A continuous drmr.lc-H we worry our heads about a fat-headed
had been falling since carly morning— | College House chup? 1 voto we go
and now the Triangle and the whole | back {o the study, and sit down in froni
countryside way aaturated. It was onelo[ the Gire. We might be able Lo think
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of some game or other—to work on ihe
other chaps.”

This seemed to brighten Handforth up
somowhat, and he agreed to go into
Study D. Meuanwhile, Ernest Lawrence
was walking briskly down Bellion Lane,
and he soon arrived in the village.
went straight through, until he arrived
at the raillway station. He bought a
return ticket to Helinford, and then
strolled on to the platform. The tramn
was due to come in within two or three
minutes.

Handforth would have wondered still
more if he had seen Lawrence buhthat
ticket. Why was the College House
junior going to Helmford—a town fully
twenty miles away from St. Frank’s?
What could the junior’s object be in
taking such a journey?

Lawrence was practically a new fel-
low in the Remove, He had arrived at
St. Frank’s at the beginning of the pre-
sent tern), and he had been placed n
the College House. He was a fair-
haired, clear-skinned youngster of about
fifteen yeurs of age, and he had a finc
physique. He had distinguished himeelf
m onc way since his arrival at the old
school—he had, in short, given Grayson
of the Fifth—the bully of the College
House—a sound and well-deserved
thrashing. For the junior to perform a
feat such as this was quite remarkablo—
for Grayson was a hulking big fellow,
and his age was ncarly seventeen. ’

The train soon steamed into the
station, and Lawrence got into a third-
class compariment to himself, and closed
the door. He failed to observe a man
enter the truin—a man who was rather
roughly altired, and who wore a coarse,
brown beard. This man, strange to tell,
had also followed Lawrence practically
all the way from St. Frank’s. But the
junior was quite unaware of this, too.

e.had no suspicions—he had no idea
that this brown bearded stranger was
on his track.

But such was the case.  This man—
who had certainly never been seen 1n
Bellton before—was shadowing Layw-
rence, Why? Who was the man?

What could s reason be for follow-
ing & junior schoolboy?

It was certuzinly a veFy strange . pro-
cedure on the man’s part. ‘But he
apparently had a very good reason, or
he would never have taken the trouble
on such a miserable afternqgon as ihis.

He |
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And while Lawrence was journeying
to Helmford—while his movements were
being watched by this siranger in the
Ibrown beard—Fullwood and- Co., of the

Remove at St. Frank’s, received some-
thing of a shock.

Thevy were in their sludy in the Re-
t move Passage, und they were all feel-
ing rather glum. Gulliver was staring
out of the window, into the ram-sodden
Triangle.

““ It’s always rolten weather on a half-

holiday!’ he grumnted. *‘‘Just when
weo’d arranged to go to Bauninglon, too!.
We can’t go oul 1n this Dbeastly
weather——"

*“ We are going ount in about two
hours lime,”’ put in Fullwood. *“ But
there's no need to starvt off now, Gully.
We've got to meet Mike Bradniore in
hBannington just at about tea-time—to
collect our cash. Bul theve’s a good deal
of time to waste before then, and the
best thing we can do is to.enjoy our-
sclves here—in the study.”’

‘““ We shall enjoy owrselves all right!”
said Bell. *‘‘There's a fat lot of enjoy-
ment sitting here—I don’t think!%

Rualph Leslie Fullwocd looked rather
thoughtful.

“1 don’t know,” he said slowly.
“We might be able (o get some fun.
Mr. Lee’s oul—I know that for a fact.
I saw him go at about a quarter past
two. And there's not any prefect who
will come disturbing us during this
afternoon. 'T'herefore we can consider
ourzelves free and casy.”

“What the deuce are you getling
at?’ demanded Gulliver.

“ Nothing much—but I don’t sece why
we shouldu’t enjov a little game of
cards,” said Fullwood. “ We can
smoke, too. It'll be as safe as houses if-
we keep the door shut all the time. 1
vote for a nice little game of poker.”

Gulliver and Bell were nol impressed
by this suggestion. As a matter of fact,
they never cnjoyed playing cards just
between themselves. Perhaps they knew
cne another too well—and, most cer-
tainly, they suspectéd one another. It
was always better if they had some-
body else there—somebody they could
“skin.”” The knuts of the Remove were
well experienced :in the art of card
sharping. ’
~ Fullwood went over lo the cupboard,
and he presently returned with a pack
of cards, and a box of cigarclies. "He

}
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and his companions lit up, and Gulliver
shuflled the cards. He was not looking
very salished.

“ 1 supposc wo mighl~as well have a
round or two,”” he said. * Personally,
I'd rather read a book. bul—"

“Oh, dry up!”’ interrupted Fullwood.
“ I've got a suggestion. Why shouldn’t
we fetehl Mr. Foxe, and ask himn to join
in?’

Gulliver and Bell stared.

¢« Mr. Foxe?' repeated Bell.

¢« Exactly '—Mr. Smale Foxe, the re-
spected Master of the College House,”
suid Fullwood, nodding. ‘' He's bound
io have plenty of cash, and I rather
fancy that we can squecze some of 1t
out of him. In auy case, it’s better than
playing alone. And it'll be a bit of a
novelty to have a Houszemanster 1n our
study—smoking and playing cards with
us!’

Gulliver and Bell were rather uncer-
tain about it. It was quite true that
Mr. Smale Foxo had played cards with
them on a previous occasion—he had
smoked, too. This had thoroughly
amazed the juniors, but there was no
gotting away from the fact that AMr.
Foxe was a sport.

This happened over in the College
House—in GCrayson's study. Grayson
and Shaw had been entertaining Full-
wood and Co. when DMr. )
walked in. But, instead of inflicling
savere punishment upon the culprits, he
had jomed in their gamo! Not only
this, but he had smoked, and he had
lost some money. And he had told the
boys to carry -on, ond to thoroughly en-
Joy themselves. It had staggered ull of
them, and they had given up trying lo
find an explunation. But they regarded
Mr. Smale Foxe as a good sort. He was
a novel kind of Housemaster—he was
& man who understood things.

“Why shouldn’t we fetch Foxy in
here now?” suggested Fullwood., ** Per-
fonally, I think it’s a good idea, and we
shall certainly be able to get some tin
oul of him.”

“How can we get him here?” in-
quired Bell.

“One of us will have to go over and
felch him,” said Fullwood. * I expect
when he hears that we're going lo have
a little flutter. he'll be only too jolly
glad to come. It must be rotten for him

over there, wilh nolhing to do, on a
wet afternoon.”

Foxe had ]

“ All righi—you'd belter go and fclch
him!’ said Gulliver smoothly. * I
wouldn't risk it !’

“ Neither would I gaid Bell

Fullwood sniffed.

- ¢ O, I know you've gect about enouzh
pluck—"" he began. ‘

“ I’s not a question of pluck,” said
Gulliver. “ It’s ncrves that's requirca
in a case hike this. TFor all we know,
he might kick us out of his study. He
might not be in a detent mood {o-dav.
Anvhow, I wouldn't like chancing it!"

‘“* You're not going to be asked to—
becaunse I shall go over myself,” said
Fullwood. * Get the cards ready ar«
wait here. I'll soon be back with him.”

Fullwood lost no time in getting off,
and he hurried across the Triangle, -und
made his way to the College House.
Fortunatelr he did not encounter any
Monks, or it is quile likely that ho
would have bceen ragged. Any stray
Ancient Hcuse fellow found in the
College ITouse was generally subjected
to u ragging. It was just the same if a
College House fellow ricked his skin
amongsl the Iossils.

Fullwood arrived House-

at the

| master’'s study, and he rapped briskly

upon the panel.

“Como in!” said a voice from within.

Kullwood entered. w©nd found Mr.
Smale I'oxe sitting at his desk examin-
ing some papers. Now that the moment
had arrived Fullwood was not feeling
quile so confidont. It was a terrible
thing to come here—lo a Housemaster
—1{o ask him to come inlo a junior study
to smoke and gamble! It was about
the limit in cool cheek. '

But Fuliwood remembered ihat
former occasion—and Le knew well
enough that Mr. Foxe liked gambling
and smoking—and he did not object 1o
it among the boys. Therefore, why
should he object now?

Fullwood tried to reanlly feel easy. but
ho couldn't manage it. Mr. Foxe was
looking at him in an expectant kind of
way. And, someliow, it seemed to IFull-
wood that the Houseinaster was more
refined than usual. And his volce was
quieler.

“Well, mv boy, what do you warn:t?’
he exclaimed. layving down his pen.

‘““Ahem! I just—I—1 just looked in
to sce if vou were busy, sir?” said Full.
wood. “ I—I wanl you to come over Lo
my study in the Ancient House, sir.
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Wa're giving a litlle party—well, il's
not exactly a party. sir. Gulliver and
Bell and 1 will be there, and we'd like
you to come over, too."”

Mr. Foxe looked rather surprised.

““Indeed!” he exclaimed. “It 1s
rather curious that you should require
my presence, Fullwood—although I
appreciate your kind invitation.
may I inquire the nature of this little
partg?" -
_“Oh, we're going to have a flutter,
eir I’ said Fullwood boldly.

‘““ A—a flutter?”’

“ That's the idea, sir!"’ grinmed Full-
wood, with a wink. ** You understand,

0y 1

"Mr. Foxe looked rather bewildered
for a moment, then he smiled and
nodded. :

“Yes, T understand, Fullwood,”” he
said. * All right, my boy. I will cer-
lainly come over to your study—but not
just at the moment. You may expect
moe in about ten minules time—and 1
thank you for your thoughtfulness. I
tust want to finish a few notes, and then
I will come.”

“0Oh, good!” said Fullwood. * We
con promise you a good game, sir!”

Tullwood left the study, and reiurned
lo the Anciént House. When he burst
in upon Gulliver and Bell, thal precious
pair were lounging near the fireplace,
smoking. They started up as Fullwood
cntered. :

“You—you ass!"” gasped Bell. I
—1 thought you were a prefect—"

“ Never mind whatl you thought!’ m-
lerrupted Fullwood. *‘ Foxy is coming
across in about len minutes from now.
So. we'll be having a game until he
arrives. When he walks in he’ll find
us in the middie of it. That’ll make
l_\}fm feel nice and comfortable for a start
off. |

‘“He agreed all right,
Bell.

*“ Rather!” satd Fullwood. ‘‘His eyes
sparkled, and he grinned all over his
face. It’s just what he wanted to hiven
him up. You wait until he arrives, my
sons—he’ll enter inlo'-the game like a
good 'an.”

Fullwood and Co. were soon seated
round the table. They were smoking
and playing poker—a game which is
really nothing but a gamble. Each
junior had a little pile of silver and
conoer Dbeside him, and they were fecl-

then?? asked

But
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ing quile secure, for the door wus closed
and locked en the inside. It was 'm-
posstble for anybody to gain admittance
without disturbing the gamblers.

A foolslep sounded out in the passage,
and then a tap came upon the panels of
the door. '

““ Hullo !’ shouted Fuilw
that?”?

“ Tt is T—MIi. Foxe!’ came the reply.

“Oh! Half a jiffy, sir!”

Gulliver jumped up and turned the
key in the lock. Then ho threw the door
wide, and Mr. Smale Foxe walked in.
He was smiling, and he entered thd
study in a moog which was evidently a
genial one. Gulliver closed the door
rapidly, and relocked it. And then a
change came over Mr. Foxe's face. The
smile vanished, and it was replaced by
‘an expression of astonishment. He 1was
gazing at Fullwvood and Co. as though
he could not believe the evidence of his
own eyes. Fullwood and Gulliver and
Bell were all smoking cigarettes—the at.
mosphere, indeed, was hazy with blue
smoke. And, Mr. Foxe took a very
searching glance at the table—wlere the
piles of money and the playing cards
told their own story. The Housemastier
.uttered an exclamation.

“ Upon my soull” he gasped. ¢ What
—~what is the meaning of this?”'
Fullwood looked up, and grinned.

‘“ Oh, come off it, sir!’ he chuckled.
“ Anybody might think you hadn’t ex-
})ected to see thisl We're just having a
ittle gamble, sir—a little flutter. Wo
want you to join in. Try one of these,
sir—they're quite decent!”

Fullwood offered the cigarette box {o
Mr. Foxe, and the Housemaster seemed
at a loss for o moment. Then his brow
became black, and he bestowed a look
upon the knuts of the Ancient House
‘which caused them to become suddenly
uncomfort ile. ) .

“ How—Low dare you?” thundered
Mr. Toxe. ‘“Good gracious—you—you
impudent young scoundrels! Smoking
—gambling! 1 have never seen such
depravity in all my career! And—and
you had the audacity to bring me here
and to offer these cigarcttes, and to sug-
gest that I should join you n a—a
gamblo for money? It is the most out-
rageous piece of—of—"

Mvr. Foxoe came to a halt, unable to
find words to express himself. And
Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell looked

ood. ** Who's

|
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at the Housemaster in alarm. - They
had nol expecled an outburst of - this
natura, - - .

¢« But—but there's nothing in it, sir!”
panted Fullwood. ‘' We—we thought
vou'd like to have a Ilittle flutler '
¢ A flutter!” thundered Mr. Toxe.
¢“ Bov'! Do you realise what this means?
Do vou realise what you have asked me
to do? Have you no sense of what is
right or wrong?”’

“ Oh, come off it, sir!” said Fullwood
impatiently. 1 don’t see why you
should go on like this—afier what hap-
pened the other day!”

As a matter of fact, Fullwood and his
companions were completely B“:.F ered.
They were at a loss. They di
know what to say, or what {o think.
They had fully expected that Mr. I'oxe
would - join heartily in the game, and
that he would appreciate their thought-
fulness in requesting him to come.

But, now that Mr. Foxe had got here,
he was pomg off like a rocket—he was
acting, itn fact, as Fullwood and Co.
would have expected Mr. Crowell to act.
And what could it mean? What could
be the meaning of this unexpected
change? Why had Mr. Foxo altered his
nititude so drastically?

Gulliver and Bell sat dumb—and they
had already thrown their cigarettes into
the fire. They knew the signs all right
—nnd they mentally anathematised Full-
wood for being such a fool . in -this
malter. He never ought to have
brought Mr. Foxe into the study at all.
~ Mr. Foxe looked round the study, and
his brow was still as black as thunder.
He picked up the box of cigarcltes, and
thrust it into the fire.

Fullwood uttered a gasp. and flushed
with anger., It was nearly a full box

of a hundred, and they were expensive
Cigaretles, too.

“ There's no need to destroy-—"

. “Hold your tongue, sir!” snapped
Mr. Foxe.” * Pass thoss cards over o
me at once?!’

‘If you're going to put them in the
ﬁre___n

“ Pass those cards to me!”

The cards were passed, for Mr. Foxe's
}one was commanding. And, a moment
ater, they followed (he cigarettes into
the blazing fire—a brand new pack of

of

1

three and sixpence.

not |
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“ And now, you young rascals, T cx-

ecl vou know what my next move will

¢,”’ said Mr. Foxe, grimly. * Unforlu-
nately. Mr. Nelson Lee 1s out this after-
noon. But the vory instant he relurns I
shall report this whole - occurrence to
him. Unfortunately, T can do nothing.
since I am not your Housemaster, and
I have no control on this side of the
Triangle. But I shall consider it my
duty to report this matter in full to Mnr.
Ice. He, no doubt, will attend to you
as vou deserve.”

¢ But—Dbut '

“ Silence!"”’ said NMr. Ioxe firmly.
“T may as well inform you boys thal 1
shall recommend Mr. Lee (o soundl¥
flog you. and to give you one thousand

ltnes each.”
“By gad!” Fullwood
faintly.

““ Oh, my only hat!”’ murmured Guili-

mullered

“I—I say, sir!” protested Fullwood.

ver.

“A flogging—and a thousand lmnes!”
panted Bell. “ My goodnoss!” '

“You will be extremely lucks if yvou
are let off with such a punishment as
that,” said Mr. Foxe. “ It is possible
that Mr. Leo will consader 1t his duty to
roport yvou to the Hoadmaster— and,
quite possivly, you will e expelled from
t‘lle school 1n disgrace. Your crim-
would not be so serious if I had canghe
you unawares. Bul you have abso-
lutely defied all rules and regulations by
inviting me here—and expecting that I
should join in this game——"

“Well, it was only natural that we
should expect you to join in, sir!’ put
in Fullwood boldly.

‘ Natural?”’ shouted Mr. Foxe.

““ Quite natural!” roared Fullwood,
whose anger was at fever heat. ¢ You
gumbled with us the other day—smoked,
too! If you did it then, why shouldn't
you do il now? How are we to know
that you would change your attitude
like this? It ain’t fair to us, sir—it's
1ot right {o. be down on us in this wav—
after what happened at tho beginning of
the week!"

Mr. Foxe started—he started violently.

‘““ Al—at the beginning of the week!”
he stammered.

‘“Oh, I suppose yvou don’'t remember
it. sir?"’ sneered Fullwood. * You can't
very well remember it, considering what
sou've just said. DBui we shall remem.-

cards which had cost Fullwood the sum |her it—when Mr. I.oe comes to us with

thal punishmenl! And we sha'n't forget
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{o tell Mr. Lee all about it—how
von came inlo Grayson’s study n the
College House, how you smoked witn
us, and how you played poker fer
money—""

“Stop !’ gasped Mr. Foxe. “I—I do
not seem to remember this affair, boys—
there—there is something wrong with
my memory Llo-day! Tell me—tell me
what vou mean—tell me what I did at
the beginming of the week.”
Fullwood was quick to notice the
change in Mr. Foxe’s attitude, and he
seized Dhis advantage.

“ JI. won’t take me a minute to jog
your memory, sir,” he said unpleas-
antly. *“ One evening at the beginning
of the week—I think it was Tuesday—
Gulliver and Bell and I were over in
the College House—we were in Gray-
son’s study, in the Fifth Form Passage.
We were all smoking, and we were play-
ing cards. You came in, and we were o
bil. startled at first.” -

said Mr.

%S0 I should imagine!”
FFoxe curlly.

** But, inslead of punishing us, sir,
you joined in the game, and you
accepled some cigarettes from ws, and
smoked ~ them,” went on Fullwood.
** And what’e more to the point, you lost
some money, and said it was a pily von
couldn’t etop longer, but you had some-
thing to do. .And you told us to carry
on, and {o enjoy ourselves." '

“ Good gracious!” multered Mr. FFoxe.

“If you don’t believe it, sir, you can
g> to Grayson and Shaw—they’ll corro-
borate everything we’ve said!™ ox-
clnimed Fullwood. * There’s anolher
thing, too. Reynolds, of the Sixth—he
was a prefect then—cammo along and
foand us smoking. IHHe went straight to
your study, and reported the matter—
and you deprived him of his prefectship
and sent him away.”

Mr. Foxe passed 2 hand over
brow.

** I—I do not scem to remember !’ he
muttered. “I must have been—very
absent-minded at that time, boys. Good
gracious! To—to think: that I should
have coted in such o way! However,
what ‘you have told me makes a great
difference.”

T should think it would do, sir,”
said Fullwood boldly.

“ Under tho circumstances 1 will re-
frain from reporting this matter Lo vour
own ‘House Master—"’

his
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“Oh, good!" muttered Bell.

‘I will leave you, boys, and will for.
get all about this little incident.” wens
on My, Foxe. * I—I do not think it is
hecessary for me to say anything firther
--or to stay any longer.”’

And, without even looking at the
Knuts, Mr. Foxe turned towards the
door, unlocked it, and passed out. Full.
wood and Co. stared at one another in
Liank astonishment.

*“ Well I'm hanged!” said Fullwood
deliberately. .

What had come over Mr. Foxe? \Why
bad he changed so much? It was a
puzzle which Fullwood and Co. ecould
not fathom. But there was something
about Mr. Smale Foxe which was very
mysterious, and very strange.

-

]
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CHAPTER 1I.

MiXiNG THINGS UD,

RNEST LAWRENCE sieppe.d
E from the train at Helmford, and
he noticed that the time was just
twenty minutes past threce. ‘This
suiled him perfectly, for he had an ap-
pointment at half-past. He had, there-
fore, only ten minutes to wait. The
junior passed out of the station and
stood just outside the booking office—
umder a large clock which hung over-
head. 'This was the meeting spot, and
Lawrence waited patiently.

H1s coloured school cap, with its con-
spicuous badge, was no longer upon his
head. Instead, he wore a trim twced
cap, and it was not possible for anybody
to know that he belonged to St. Frank’s
College. There was nothing about his
appearance to reveal thhs fact.

And Lawrence did not notice the mvys-
terious shadower in the brown Dbeard.
This man was still hanging about. He
had left the train soon after Lawrence,
and he had followed the lad out through
the booking office, and then lLe had
waited—for i1t was quite clear to him
that Lawrence was waiting under the
clock wntil somebody else should arrive.
But who could this man be? Who was
he that he should follow a schowiboy
aboul? What cowld his purpose le I
s0 doing?

It was not quite lhree-thirty when a
man came gtriding briskly un from the
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town. He was a smalli:lh man, rather
clderly, with a clcanshaven face. He
was immaculately attired, although his
clothing was somewhal loud and sporl-
ing in appearance. _

““ Ah, so you're here on lime, young
man !’ said the stranger gcemially. 1
like thal—I like people to be prompt!
How are you, Lawrence?”

¢“I'm very well, thank you, Mr.
Rook,” said the junior. * I'm not sure
that I'm domng right in coming here——"’

¢ Nonsense!'"" interrupted Mr. Nor-
man Rook pleasantly. It is a Satur-
day afternoon, and a half-holiday.
Lverything i1s quite all right, my boy,
and you may rely upon me io keep this
tking secret. I wish to discuss full de-
tails with jou, and to fix things up once
and for all. Come on—we'll go this
way.”’

They went inlo the town, and they
wwere both unaware of the fact that the
‘mysterions bearded stranger was fol-
lowing them. The drizzle had stopped
now, and the sky was clearing some-
whal. But the roads were filthy and
muddy, and the going was bad.

Helmford was guite a big town—very
much larger than Banninglon. It was
a market town, too, and Saturday after-
ncon was always a busy time in Helm.
ford. The town was packed, in spite
of the weather. People from all the
surrounding country villages thronged
the slreets, and the scenc was quite a
lively one.

Mr. Rook and lis young companion
went down the High Street until, {inally,
iney came to a halt outside a large,
cld-fashioned red-brick building. This
al ome time, had been the Helmford
Town Hall. But a new Town Hull had

cen built, and now this old place had
been converted into something clse. At
first it had been a kind of theatre, then
It had changed into a cinema for a
time—and now a large ornamental board
over {he entrance unnounced to all the
lownspeople of ‘Helmford that the place
Wwas the “ Ring Pavilion.”” Photographs
‘;ere hung outside the entrunce—and
tfese photographs wero mainly those
Ot extremely muscular looking gentle-
q]]en with very little wearing apparel.

110 fact that these gentlemen wore
fl.“‘"eS lnnt.;e.d quite strongly that the
b"lg Pavilion was u stronghold of
DoXing, :

Mr. Norman Rook the

led way

through the enlrance, then he and Lavw-
rence went down a dark passage until
they arrived at a doorway. It was
standing halt open. And Mr. Rook
assed 1. and swilched on the clectric
tght. Then he closed the door, and
Lawrence found himselfl in quile a com-
fortuble litlle apariment, whero a gas
fire was burning. There was a desk,
and ltwo or three chairs. And the walls
were lined with further photographs of
muscular gentlemen with boxing gloves.

““ Herc we are, my lad!” said Mr.
Rook Elensantly. “We can havo a pri-
vate chat here—without any fear of 1n-
terruption. This 13 my litlle office, and
I am pleased Lo have you here. The
conversation I had with you the other
day—that 13 to say, on Wednesday even-
ing—wus a very brief one, and I now
wish to go into fuller details. You're a
fine set up young fellow, and your capa-
bilities are wonderful. I shall never
ferget that exhibition of boxing vyou
gave in Mr. Gubbin's booth, just out-
side Bannington. My deav lad, il was
wonderful !”’

Lawrence smiled.

“Oh, I don’t know about that, sir.”
he =aid modestly. ¢ That fellow T
boxed with didn’t know much—lio was
a slogger.”

¢ Nevertheless, he was far heavier
than you arc. and the odds were all 1in
his {fevour,”’ said Mr. Rook. “ It wus
magnificent on your part, and you de-
serve great credit. Quite apart from
that, I was impressed by vour form. I
have seldom scen a young man who
knows so much as you. Where did you
learn 1t?” -

“ My father taught me !’ replied Law-
rence simply.

““ Then your father i1s evidently a very
clever gentleman,” said Mr. Rook. “ 1T
take off my hat to him—and I take off
my hal to you, too. You are the most
amazing htlle lightweight boxer of the
cenlury!. I am not exaggerating, my lad
—I am speaking the simple truth. Thero
i1s a wonderful future before you—why,
by George! There is no reason why you
should not become World's champion in
a year or two! You have it in yon—
you wi!l be able to beat all comers aflter
a little practice, and when vour muscle
has become harder!”

Errest Lawrence shook his head.

“Jt's very nice of you to say that,
Mr. Rook, bul I don't want to becomo
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World's champion,” he zaid. “I don't
want to be prominent at all. And I
hope you won’t ask me any questions
about my father, or anything of that
sort. I've got nothing to be ashamed
of, but my father always told me that
he doesn’'t want me to do anything pro-
fessionally. And if he got to know that
I'd come to see you here he would be
terribly cross.”

Mr. Rook smiled.

“Very well, then, my lad, we won’t
say anything about it—and I won’t ask
any awkward quesiions,’” he said.
‘““What I want you to do 1s to help me
out of a little difficulty—and to help
yourself at the same time. That’s under-
etood, 1sn’'t it? If you’ll enter into this
contest for me—which comes off next
Wednesday—you will pocket twenty
pounds, even if you lose the fight. If
you win, you will have a clear thirty

ounds, and possibly a great deal more.

t is a good chance for youn, my boy,

and I hope you. will be good enough to
take advantage of it.”

Emest Lawrence said nothing for a
moment or two. He was thinking of

tho incidents which had taken place on
the Wednesday evening.

A very low class boxing booth was
- pitched just outside Bannington. This
place was the property of Mr. Gubbin,
and the princnpaF entertainer at the

booth was ‘ Lightning Left Ned "—an |

extremely heefy young man who iras
considered to be unbeatable. He was a
slogger—and 1t was his usual custom to

knock out his opponents in the first
round. '

Mr. Gubbin had offered to give anyﬂ

member of the andience the sum of.
twenty pounds if he could knock
‘“ Lightning Left Ned ”* out. And Law-
rence, on the impulse of the moment,
had accepted the challenge,

But perhaps it was not on the spur |

of the moment, after all. For Lewrence
had remembered his father—and he
knew that Lawrence senior could do
with that sum of money.

Fairly recently Lawrence's falher
had met with a great disaster financially
—for all his money had been tied up in
Scarbrook’s Bank. This concern had
failed, and Mr. Lawrence had lost every
penny of his money. His business, con-
sequently, was in a precarious position,
and cvery pemny lhat came mm was of

use. Lhe boy's fees at St. Fré.nk’s had

been paid 1 advance, or Lawrence
would never have came to the old
school.

In his early days Lawrence senior had
been a famous boxer, and he had pros-
pered. Then, later in life, he had gone
inlo business, and he had determined to
bring his only son up as a gentleman.
Ho did not wish Ernest to become a
boxer, or to have any intimate connec-
tion with the ring. e, Mr. Lawrence
had taught his son the noble art of seli-
defence from A to Z; but he did not
want the lad to enter into any profes-
sional contracts—he was anxious that

| Lawrence junior should be a gentleman

when he grew up. Emest knew this,
and he was very careful—he did not
want his father to know a word about
his movements now. He had had a
chance of wmning twenty pounds—and
he had seized it. It had been his in-
tention to send that twenty pounds in-
tact to his father. For Lawrence had
beaten “ Lightning Left Ned,” after a
hard fight. And Mr. Gubbin—not with-
out reluctance—had parted with the
tweonty currency notes. "

Lawrence feld rather Dbitter d3 ho

lthoughb of the incident which had

occurred when he arrived at St. Frank’s,
triumphant, with that money in his
ocket. For he had been met by Mr.
male Foxe, hie own Housemaster.
And Myr. Foxe had extracted ten pounds
from Lawrence—as the price of his
silence. In cold, blunt language, Alr.
Foxe had descended to blackmailing.
He had blackmailed the schaolboy, and
he had obtained half the prize money.
Lawrencoe had been helpless—he had
bcen unable to protest even. For only
one word to the Head would have been
sufficient to get him expelled from the
school in utter disgrace. It seemed ihat
Mr, Smale Foxe had no particular
scruples—and he had a tight hold on his
viclim. - .
Lawrence remembered meeting M.
Norman Rook after the fight. My,
Rook had been there, and he had wit-
nessed the whole rformance, much ta
his satisfaction. And he had arranged
with Lawrence {o mcet him to-day—in
Helmford, so fthat further . matters
could be "discussed. .. For ‘Mr.-Rook had
heen gre:atly. impressed by lLawrence's
form, end he knew that this jumor
~choolboy—was a champion.
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¢ Day Jdreaming, eh?”’ said Mr. Rook
smiling. .
mErn(%st Lawrence siarted, and looked
ccross at his companion. o ‘

<. Why, yes, sir, 1 was just thinking ¥’
he said.  And—and I'm quite sure that
1 ought not to be here. I entered into
that contest with * Lighining Left
Ned.” but it didn't matter much Lhere
—because I wore a silk mask so that
nobody could recognise me. But—bul I
can't enter into any other fights, Mo,
Rook. It wouldn’t be possible. For one
thing. how could T fight here, in Helm-
ford? I couldn’t get away from St
“Frank's—"’ _

¢« My dear boy. we can easily arrange
cuch little details as those,” interrupted
Mr. Rook. “ Now listen, I will put
my proposilion beforc you neatly and
concisely. I cannot compel you to afree
—and I do not wish to urge you. 1 do
hope, however, that you will be sensible,
and that vou will do the right thing. It
is up to you—your decision will be final.
I am not a scoundrel. Lawrence—I am
a straightforward man. And if you will
help me. I can give you my word that
I will help you.”

“ Thank you, sir!” said Lawrence.
‘“ I'm quite cerlain that you’re straight.’’

And Lawrence was speaking the truth
—he was cartain that Mr. Norman Rook
was on the square. He was a Dboxing
professor of great experience. '

He wo3 ¢ straight epeaker, and he
did not believe in. beating about the

bush. He was always blunt and to the
point. And it was so in this case. He
wasted no time in lelting Lawrence

"know exactly what was required.

“It's this way, my lad,”” he said,
'bendinfl forward in his chair and chow-
- ing at his cigar. * ] have agreed to put
up a man who will be able to beat
Junmy Rhodes. He’s a rather well-
krown light-weight in #his county, and
hg has several siocal championships to
his credit. He's a good young man,
too—he’s got a beautiful left, and if you
fight him you'll have to be careful.”
“I think I've heard of him.” said
awrence.
““ That’s not at all improbable,” went
on Mr. Rook. * Rhodes is an excellent
boxer—and he can take any amount of
punishment. Well, I fixed uvp an
_arrangement that 1 should produce a
man {o fight Rhodes next- Wednesday
evening. Unfortunately, the young fel-

|

-aatd slowly.
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low I had my eye on met wilh an
accident; and broke his ankle. That’s

where yvou come in,. Lawrence—I want
vou to fight Jimmy Rhodes, and I wam
vou to beat hinm You can do it if vou
like—it will be a bit of a slruggle, bui
vou'll win®”

Lawrence shook his head.

“I'm not so sure about thal. sir.” lLe
And, in any case, will it
be allowable for vou to make awnother
arrangement ¥’

“Oh, I shall arrange that all right—
don’t you woriy your head.”” said Mr.
Rook. * The greal point i1is—will you
fight Rhodes or not? If you won't
enter inlo this arrangement, itls not a
bit of use my talking to you. And we
might just as well shake hands and part.
It’s a sheer wasle of time for me to
discuss this matlter with you unless there
is some prospect of your complying wilh
my suggestion. Now then, Lawrence—
what 1s your idea—do you think you
will accopt this offer or not? Yes or
no—that's what I want!”

“1'd do it at once, sir, if 1 thought
that 1 should help you,” said Lawrence
earnesily. “ But I don't believe I can--
if T Aght Rhodes, I shall only be haaten.
A;‘ld that won't do vou any good, will
i?”’

“Yezs—it will,”” said Mr. Rook.
‘“ Even if you lose it will be to my ad-
vantage, because the fight will be aban-
doned unless I get somebody {o meet
this Rhodes. And that will mean a big
financial loss in another direction.
Think this matter over carefully, my
bov—now, within the next three
minutes. I will keep quiet. But there
is one other thing I wish to say before
I leave you to your own thoughts.™

** What's that, sir?”

““T know well enough that this Gght
against Jimmy Rhodes is a tough
order,”” sanid Mr. Rook impressively.
“ But if vou only put all you know into
it, you will win. I‘?ve seen Rhodes fight-
ing, and I've seen you—and, without
any flattery, Lawrence, vou are the
better of the Llwo. You’re agile, you've
got more skill, and you're altogether
superior. Jimmy is just a litllo heavier,
I think—but that won’t trouble you, I
fancy. And there 13 a purse of Hhfty
pounds for the loser. So, in any caso,
vou will get a prize.”

“Yes, I know, sir,”” said L.awrence.
“ But—""
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“ Wait—let me finmish!” interrupted
Mr. Rook. “ If you enter into this
{ight, Lawrence, I intend to wager
heavily. I will back you for all I am
worth, because I know that you’ll win.
And, if you do win, I will J)rescnt. you
with the sum of fiflly pounds over and
above the purse.”

“‘Fifty pounds!” ejaculated Lawrence,
startled. |

“ Yes—making eighty pounds alio-
gether!” replied My. Rook pleasantly.
‘*“This is a fair offer, my boy. 1f you
cnter into this fight, and lose, you will
receive twenty pounds. If you win the
fight you will receive eighty pounds.
And I am certain that you will win—
and you can be quile cerlain that I
would not wager on you unless I was
certain of that. Now I will leave.you
to .your own thoughts. Think it out,
and then give me your decision.”

Mr. Rook turned aside, it a fresh
cigar, and pretended to be very busy
with some papers. _ .

Lawrence sut by himself looking into
the fire. His face was flushed and his
eves were gleaming. He had nerver
drecamed of anything like this. Eighty
pounds! lis brein almost recled as he
thought of it. How glorious it would be
if he could send that money to his father
—what a great help such s sum would
be! It would be a Eodsend to Mr. Law-
rence, and Ernest was noarly mad with

joy at the very thought of sending such |

a sum. And it did not take him long to
come to a docision., And, quite apart
from the money, there was somethin
about this whole enterprise whicﬁ
gripped him—which held him—which
compelled him to agree. He had the
blood of his father in his veins—and it
would rnot be denied!

Lawrence got to his feet and slood
‘before Mr. Rook. The latter looked
round and smiled. .

. Well,. my boy, what. is it’’ he in-
quired. ‘' Yes or no?’

““I will agree, sir,”’ said Lawrence
quietly,

The  boxing . promoter slapped bhis|.
thigh.. .
- “Good!” he .exclaimed heartily. «yl
knew 1t all along, Lawrence—I knew

that you would sensible—splendid,
my lad—splendid] And now we will
talk business—now wo will go into full
details !’

‘“.Will it be necessary for me to come
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to Helmford - before Wednesday?” in.
quired Lawrence.

“No, I don’t think so,” said tho
other. *‘‘ If you come fairly early on

Wednesday evening—or 'in the after-
noon, if possible—that will be cquite sufh-
ctent. Under the rules of this coniest

-1 am allowed to put forward eny man

I choose providing he is under a certaix
given weight. There will be no trouble
with you about that score, Lawrence,”
added Mr. Rook, with a smile. * Of
course, I want you to put in all the
practice you can between now and Wed-
nesdav. You have a gymnasium at St.
Frank’s, I believe?”
“ Yes, sir—a splendid one,”

“Good !’ said Mr. Rook. * Get come
of vour friends to act as sparring part-
ners, and put in all your spare time at

practice. There’s nothing like it, my
lad—only don’t over do it. There is
moderation in all things. There is

another point I wish to spoak about.
I'm afraid ‘it will be quite impo:sible
for you to wear that silk mask.”

““Yes, I suppose so, sir,”” said Law-
rence slowly. ¢‘But that won’t matter
much, will it? Nobody connected with
St. Frank’s will be in Helmford—par-
ticularly in L‘ﬂis place.”

“ Would it matter if you were sezn?”’
inquired Mr. Rook.

‘“ Matter !’ echoed the junior. * Why,
if one of the masters happencd to see
me, it would mean the sack! I should
be expelled on the spot!”

‘‘ But there is nothing disgraceful in
boxing !’ rotested the promoter.

‘* Why should you be expelled from the

scliool simply because you engaged in a
contest here——"’

_ “You don't seem to understand, sir,”
interrupted Lawrence. “ It is against
all the school rules and regulations for
any boy to do such a thing as this. It’s
a terrible crime—in the eyes of the Head
Master. He would regard it as a prizo
fight, and 1 should be in shocking dis-

grace. It would certainly mean the sack
for me.”

Mr. Rook shook his head.

“Well, T can’t quite follow the argu-
ment,” he said. ‘“ But we won't go into
that now. In any case, my boy, I think
you nced have noiconcern. It is prac-
tically im{)ossible that anybody con-
necled with 8t. Frank’s should be in
the: ‘Ring Pavilion’ on Wednesday
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evcning. Even if somebody did happen (he was still unaware of the fact that

to be there it would be very difficult to
recognise you—Iior you do not look like
a schoolboy when yvou are stripped ready
for the ring. I'm quite certain of that.
As soon as the contract ia signed, and
we part this afternoon, I shall go to

the printers and have the bills got out. |

And that reminds me that we must get
a name for you."” )

“ A name?"” repeated Lawrence, wilh
a srari.

“ Exaclly,” snid Mr. Rook. *“ We
nust give you some name. you know,
my boy. And we couldn't possibly bill
you under your own name——"'

“ Oh. no, sir—that’s ont of the ques-
tion!" said Lawrence quickly.

“ Vary well, then—how does ¢ Young
Frn,” sui’ vou? That's nol at all bad.
Lawrence—* Young Ern.” of London. 1
do not think we need to Lrouble about
any other names, ch:”

. Lawrence agreed to lhe suggestion,
and thea all the other details were
entercd into. And il was not until an
hour later thal the St. Irank’s junior
found himself once more 1n the Higa
Street of Helmford. He was still rather
in a8 maze. He could hardly believe
that he had fixed up this fight-—for the
following Wednesday evening.

It did nol strike him that he was
doing anything disgraceful, or dis-
hcnourable. And, as a matter of fact,
he would be doing precisely the oppo-
stte. ¥or his sole object in entering into
this fight waa to help his father. He
would receive that eighly pounds—pro-
viding he won—he would be able to
send 1t all to the one he loved most dear
in the world. He would be doing it
for his father—to help his dad!

Lawrence had shaken hands warmly
with Mr. Rook in parting, and had pro-
mised lo be in Helinford on the Wednes-
day aflernoon. in readineas for the
cevening's contest.  The ortginal hour
for the fight had been fixed for eight
o clock, but Mr. Rook had consented to
alter this by onc hour. The fight would
start at seven, amd this would give Law-
rence plent. of time to get back to St.
Frank’s betore the Remove went up to
hed. T.awrence, on his
lo gel permission, somehow or other. to
be out late on that particular evening.
The junior thought that he would be
uble to manage 1t all right. |

And as he went back to .the station

|

art, would have.

the bearded stranger was on Llte walch.
—wailing for him. The man had seen
everything, and his shadowing had becu
successful.

But perhaps this man,
aware of one cerlain fact.

And that fact was that a tall, well-
dressed gentleman was watching him—
and had been watching him for soma
considerable time. The shadowor, 14
point of fact, had been shadowed!

And the tall genlleman who had gone
to so much troublo was no less a person
than Nelson Lee himself!

And Nelson I.ee, at all evenls, was
under no delusion regarding the mys-
terious beavded man's identity.

too, was un-

CHAPTER III
THREF TICKFE1S!

R. - MIKE BRADMORE made a
WI'Y grimace.

“Yes, youn've got me prop:r

this time, voung gent!' lLe ex-

M

claimed. ‘““Seven quid belwean tue
three of you! Why. it's necarly broke
me!”’

Fullwood grinnedd.

“ What about the people who backed
the losers?’ he inquired. * You can’t
ut _that kind of sponf over us ,Mike!
'l bet you're quids and quids in
pocket, i1f the trulh's only known! And
you can easily spare these few noles

for us.”

“Well, you won your Dbets, young
genls, and it’s only right that I should
pay,” said Mr. Bradmore. “I'm a
square man. I am—I never swindles
nobody. It ain't my way'"

Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell had
their own opianion about that. They had
known Mr. Bradmore for quite a long
time, ard thev- knew him so well that
they would not trust him with much of
their cash. On one occasion Mr. Brad-
more had gone to prison. but when he
emerged he was as confident as over,
and he now oarried on the same busines
as o bookmaker., |

Fullwood and (Co. had been rather
lucky—their fancy had gone homo. They
nad backed wuinners,
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And now, in Baunington, they bad
just collected their winnings from Mr.
Bradmore. .

They were all seated in a cosy little
nook of the Japanese Cafe, in the High
Strect. It was not [ar off tea-time, and
Fullwood and Co. were having a little
snack to be going on with, before going
to the station to catch their train home.

‘““ Well, young gents, you're done well
off me to-dauy,’’ said Mr, Bradmore.
“ What do you say {o having a litle
flutter on 2 boxing match—it’s coming
off next Wednesday evening, in Helw-
ford?” | _

** No thanks!”’ said Fullwood. * We'd
rather not,”

‘““Just as you please,’”’ said Mike.
“RBut I just happened to have three
tickets here. They ain’t cxpensive—only
half a guinea cach. They're good scats,
my boys, and if I was you I'd buy ’em.
It's going lo be .a fust-claas match, 1
can tell you; at the Ring Pavilion, in
Helmford—one of Ll.lg\best boxing rings
in the county!”’ \

He produced three Lickets from his
pocket, and gave onc to each of the
Juntors. Fullwood looked at his, and
saw that the fight was to .be between
Jimmy Rhodes, of Helmford, and Bob
Hoskin, of London.

“ That there second name i3 wrong,”
satd Mr. Bradmore, leaning over the
table. ‘' Bob Hoskin met with an acci-
dent the other day, and so another man
19 being got. But you can take my word
for 1t thalt Jimmy Rhédes i1s gong to
win, It's a dead cert. for him, and it’ll
hbe a good match. Mark my words,
young gents, it'll be one of the hest
boxing matches that we've seen for
many a day!”

Fullwood shook his head.

“It's all very well, Mr. Bradmore,
but it can't be done,”’ he said. '‘ How
lo you think were going to get to
Helinford on Weduesday evening?”’

“Well, there's a train—""

“1 know that!’ interrupted Full-

wood. ‘‘ But how are we going to get
back in time for bed? IL couldn’t be
done. We'd like to go to this match, 1

dare say; in fact, I'mm sure we would.
There’s nothing I like better than see-
mg & jolly g prize fight. If it was in
Bannington, I'd go like a shot——"’

‘*No, you ivouldn't!” interrupted
Gulliver. *‘“ We might be spotted, and
that would mean a terrific row with the
Head later on."
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‘““There won't be no fear of your
being spotted in Helmford!” interrupted
Bradmore. . ‘“There won’t be none -of
the St. Frank’s masters there—you mark
my words. And as for getting home—
there won’t be no difficulty about that
at all. It’s simply a mnatier of arrange-
ment. All you’ve got to do is to fake
up some yarn that you're going to meet
somebody, and you won’t be home till
late. It ought to be casy for resourceful
young gents like you; if you get per-
mission to be out late on Wednesday .
evening, it won't matter a tcsh, even if
you don’t turn up till bedtime.”. S
. Fullwood Jooked thoughtful,

‘““Well, of course, we might be able
to fake up some yarn,”’ he admitted;
** but I don’t think 1t’s worth Lthe candle,
Mi(llce. We'd like to go to this [ight,
and——"" :

**I can scll you half a dozen tickets,
if you like,”” interrupted the bookmaker.
““ If any of your pals would like to come
along with you, I can sell tickets. I've
got about a dozen left, I suppose. But
they’]ll aJl be gone by to-morrow—don’t
f'ou make no mistake. This is about the
ast chance you’ll have. These tickets
are going bke hot cakes, I might as well
tell you, an’ I'm doin’ you a favour by
givin' you a chance to buy some. It'll

e a8 good as a tonic for vou young
gents io see thia fizht. Come along—
you’ve got '‘em now, so you might as
well keep 'em. Ten and a tanncr each—
that’s all !

Fullwood and Co. did not really want
the tickets, They would like to see the
fight, but they did not care for risking
things. Howerver, Mr. Bradmore was a
persuasive gentleman, and at last he sue-
cceded in. his object. Fullwood and Co.
bought the tickels, and placed them in
their pockets. .

And on their way home to St. Frank's,
they discussed plans uas to how they
would be able to *‘ work’ a fake for
Wednesday evening. It was a bit of a
roblem, and the innls of the Ancient

ouse wero atlempting to puzzle it out,

““1 don't exactly see how we're going
to do 1t!”’ remarked Gulliver. ‘' It was
a fat-headed idea, getting these tickets,
Fully! I wouldn’t mind scemg this
Gight, but how the dickens can we
nanage 1t?’ . ‘

“E\'erything can be managed,”’ suid
Fullwvood. ‘‘The best thing we can do
in this mstance is to fuke up a yarn
about your pater, Gully—"
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““ My pater?’’ said Gulliver.

‘““ Yes—or DBell’'s pater—or mine!”
said Fullwood. ‘It doesn’t matter
which.- We'll write a letler, or some-
thing, and make out.lhat we've got to
meet the old chap in Bannington, We
shall get permission to go out like that,
and there won’t be any guestions asked
if we don't turn up until bedtime. 1
tell you it's easy, if we only go to work
in the right way.”

The knuls continued discussing the
situation, and when they finally arrived
near the school. they had decided to say
nothing until the Monday. By that time
they wonld have a letter, which wouid
be posted on Sunday evening, and 1l
would arrive on Monday. Theyv would
be able to show thar letter to one of
the prefects, and il would be compara-
tivelvy easy o gpt the permission they
requived. Fullwood and Co. were exports
in the art of faking things up.

‘““ Oh, we shall work it all right!” £aid
Fullwood, as he and his chums strolled
along the Remove pnesage. ‘' Don't
vou worry, my sons—just leave it (o me.
And it'll be a bit .of a change for us to
go over there, and to sce that fight

“Well, don't shoul about it!”’ said
Gulliver, in a low voice. “ We don't
want any of the other fellows to know.”

“Why not? What does it maiter?”
asked Fullwood. * There’'s nothing
wrong in a fight, I suppose? It's a
proper boxing contest, and boxing is a
recognised thing at St. Frank's—"

““ Don’t be an ass!” interrupled Bell.
““ This ain't proper boxing. Tho Ring
Iavilion at Helmford is a rotten place--
evervbody knows it, The Head wouldn't
mind us going o the National Sporting
Club, or somelhing of that sort, per-
haps; but the Ring 1’avilion in Helm-
ford i3 a different proposition. The
‘Head would call it disgraceful if any St.
Frank’s chaps went there, and ti would
mean -a flogging.”’ .

Bell-was probably correct in this state-
ment of opinion. The Ring I’avilion was

not exactiy a high-class place, and the |

boxing ehows which were given there
woere generally of a brutal character—
they were prize fighls of the worst type,
and the spectators at those coniests were
not satishied unlesg blood -flowed freely.
It was a low-cluss place altogether—and
Lirnest Lawrence knew this as much as
anvbody. '

But he did not feel that he waa dis

|

I3
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racing himself by consenting to appear
tor Mr. Rook. Therc ‘was a chance of
making some money to send his father,
and all else mattered little. - And, so far
as Lawrence was concerned, the whole
thing would be honourable. There was
no reason why he should be ashamed ol
his deciston.

Fullwood and C(o., of course, knew
nothing of the real truth—they hLad nol
the slightest i1dea that they would go o
Helmiord to see a Romovite in the rng.
Such an idea as that never occurred to
them.

They arrived at the corner, before
turning towards Sludy A, and at that
moment something rather startling hap-
pened. There was a rush of feet. one o«
two vells, and then the thud-thud of
bodies striking against one another.
Complete confusion followed.

And vet the explanation was simple.

Church was making a Dbreak for
freecdom. There had been & little argu-
ment in Study D, and Handforth's
wrath had been avoused. Church, whu
was the culprit, decided that flight wa-
the best tlhing for him; he dashed oul
of Study D, helter-skelter. MeCluve
also dashed, becauze he knew that
Handforth, baulked of his prey, would
{urn upon him. And 8o the {wo juniors
rushed down tho passage, with Hand.
forth in full pursuit; he had almosi
overtnken them by the time they
arrived at the corner.

And then the disaster happened.

Church and McClure ran full till into
Fullwood and Co. They went over in

hopeless confusion and disorder, and
Handforth, bringing up the rear, blun-
dered heacilong over the pile. |

“Yow! What the deuwce— DB
gad!” gasped IFullwood. *‘* You—you

Yaroooh !’
“ Gerroff my neck, you ass!”

“Ow! Yow!”
‘“ You—vyou rotters’"’ snorted Hand
forth. * 1've got you now!"

“You—you blithering idiots!"’ howled
Fullwood, getting to his fect. ¢ What's
the idea of dashing about like this”
Somebody kicked me in the neck——"

‘“ Bloww your beastly neck!” said
Handforth. ¢ I'm after these chaps
here—thoy insulted me, and I'm going
to wipe them up!”’

“ Oh, draw it mild, Handy!” gasped
McClure, sitling up.

And just at that moment McClure's
eves caughl sighl of somelhing upon tho
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floor, near to him. He could sce threc
pieces of pasteboard, with printing upon
them. They were tickets, and McClure
picked them up mechanically.

‘“* Hallo!"® he exclaimed. ‘¢ What are
these? Tickets for a boxing matlch, or
somethin "

““Give them to me!” roared TFull-
wood, in alarm.

‘“ Boxing?"”’ said Handiorlh curiously.
‘“ Lemme sce!”

“ They're mine!”’ bellowed IFullwood
roughly. ‘¢ Give those tickels to me,
McClure, you fool!”

“ Rats!” said McClure.

He was examining them when Hand-
forth pulled them out of his hand, and
the leader of Study D gave vent to a
bellow as he rcad the words upon the

Lickets. _

“The Ring Pavilion, Helmford!”
he ejaculated. ‘' By George! What do
you think of this, my sons? The Ring
Pavilion is a rolten hole—a disreputable
place! Thesc are tickets for a fight next
Wednesday cvening !’ _

‘* Those lickets are mine!” snarled
Fullwood. ““They [fell out of my
pocket when I wus bowled over just
Now _—

‘““That’s your misfortunc!”’ 1uter-
rupted Handforth. - ‘“It's a good thing
they did fall out, because we know what
a cad you are now! We knew it all
zlong, as a matter of fact; but this is
simply awful! Fancy buying tickets for
a beastly prizefight—"' _

““ Mind your own confounded busi-
ness!” snapped Fullwood roughly.

Al the juniors were upon their feet
now, and Fullwood and Gulliver and
Bell were looking docidedly disconcerted
and alarmed. They bad been very
anxious to keep this affair sccret, and
now it was all out. Handlorth, above all
fellows, had got hold of Lhe tickets!

‘““Oh, doy't be an ass!”’ gaid Gulliver.
“ Thoso tivkets are nothing, Handforth.
They were given to IPully, and we ain’t
going to use them. Just aa if we should
go to a beastly boxing match—-"

‘“ You can’t spoof me like that, you
rotter!”” interrupted Handforth sourly.
“T know you and your liltle tricks—
and if you think you’re going to keep
these tickets, you've made a bloomer!”
" ** There’s nothing wrong with boxing,
js there?’ demanded Bell savagely.

‘* Nothing at all!”’ replied Handforth.
‘ Boxing i3 one of the finest sports in
the world—ihe art of self-defence ig a

THE NELSON'LEE LIBRARY ..

magnificent one:; But this ain’t boxing
—this ain’t the real thing at all. Every-
body knows the Ring Pavilion in Helm-
ford. It’s a rotten fxole—a place which
i3 only patronised Il-]ly roughs and bad
characters. If the Head got to know
about these tickets, my sons, you'd get
it in the neck, prelty hot!”

‘“The Head's narrow - minded!”
snapped Fullvood. * There’s nothing

wrm]:. in going to the Ring Pavilion, if
weo like.”
“* Rats!” satd Handforth. ‘‘That

'Elaco is notoriously bad. It’'s a gam-

lini; house as well—it's been raided two
or three times by the police. The fights

there aro only promoted so that people
can bet and gamble. And if you think
you're going there next ednesday,

you’ve made a bloomert”

‘“ Are you going to give me those
tickets, or not?”’ demanded Fullwood.
‘** They’re ours, 'and—— By gad! You
—you rotter! Hi! Stop it—"
~ But Handforth was deliberately tear-
ing the tickels into little shreds, and he
tossed them all over the floor of the
passage, and grinned. _

It :was certainly impossible for I'ull-
woord .and Co. to use them now!

‘*“There you are!” said Handf&th
lightly. * You can have the tickets if
you want them——"

‘“You — you confounded beast!”
roared Fullwood. ‘' Those tickets cost
ten and six each——"’

** Ob, did they?’ said Handforth. ‘1
thought DBell said that somebody gave

them (o you?”
what Bell said!”

‘““IT don't care

snarled Fullwood. ¢ I’'m not going to
sce you treat our property in that way,
you rotter!”

IFullwood was beside himself with
rage, or he would never -have acted as
he did durinﬁ the next seccond. For he
flung himself at Handforth, and de-
livered a blow, which caught the leader
of Study D fairly on the chin. But
Handforth .was made of iron, and the
punch hardly affected him. He just
staggered back slightly, and then gave a

“My hat!” he roared. ‘ Of all the
nerve! You—you silly ass—"

He didn't wait to say any more, but
charged forward. His fists came out
like pistons, and the next moment Full-
wood went down with a crash, howling.

“ By my lifel What’s all the noise
ahout?"’ inquired a cheerful voice.

| hellow.
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Solomon I.evi, of the Remove, came
up. and he looked on at the little scenc
with considerable interest. Other juniors
had been attracted, too;, including
Reginald Pitt, De Valerie, Somerton,
and Jack Grey. I came out of Study C,
followed by Sir Montie Tregellis-West
and Tommy Watson. And by this time
the Remove passage was fairly ecrowded.
I pushed my way forward.

““ What's the commotion oul here?" 1
asked. ‘' Oh, it's you, Handforth!
Haven't you got more sense than to
create a scenc in the passage?’”

““ Nobody asked you to butt in!"' said
Handforth, glaring. “ I've just de-
stroyed something which cost over
thirty bob!™

*“ There's no need to boaslL about it
said Pitt. ** But what the dickens do
you mean?"’

‘“ Ever heard of the Ring Pavilion, in
Helmtord?' asked IHandforth.

“Yes,” I replied. *“IU's
rotten hole, by all 1 understand.”

“Well, there’s a fight going to take
place there next Wednesany evening,'’
said Handforth. * Fullwood had threce
tickets for it, and they dropped out of
his pocket just now. They cost half a
guinea cach, and I thought the best
thin( hI could do was o deslroy them.”

| "'

“It's a pity the idiot can’t mind his
own busines!” snarled Fullwood.
“ Tl]pse tickets belonged (o me, and

“You rolter!”

“Ii's a good thing ITandforth spoilt
vouw little game!”

* Rather!™
- “ You ought to be
of vourself, Fullwood

“You'd gei into terrific trouble if the
Head got to know nbout this!™ I said
grimly, * It's none of my business, I
know; but you ought to be kicked, Full-
wood. The Ring Davilion, in Helmford,
13 absolutely out of hounds for all St.
Frank’s chaps—vou know that as well

pretly

F'?ll}' well ashamed

us I do. It's not considered to be good
class, and, as a matter of fact, the place
15 a disreputable hole. I'm a keen

believer in boxing: but there’s a limit.
reckon it's a good thing Handforth
tore those tickets up!”

““And, what's more, we ought to do
slom‘ethmg to show these rotters that we
ton't approve of their ways!" said

L5

idea of grabbing them, and giving them
the frog's-march round the Triangie””
‘“ Hear, hear!’”
‘A jolly good idea!”
“ Collar 'em!”
“ Good egg!”’

Fullwood and C(o. backed away, in
great alarm: bul the other juniors were
thoroughiv excited now, and they felt
that they needed something to liven
themm up. It had been a very dull aftec-
noon, and there had been nothing doing
whatever. To frog’s-march the knuis.
of the Remove round the muddy Tri-
angle would indeed be a welcome
diversion. '

“Don't you touch me?!" snarled Full-
wood, as he backed away. |

‘““ You—you cads!" panted Gulliver.
“ We—vwe haven't done anything——"
“ Grab ’em!”
had

Fullwood and Co. no chance
whatever. They were seized and held
lirmly. There i‘l&d been no escape for
them, for the crowd surged round ou
both sides of the passage, making flight
absolutely impossible.

And so the knuts were seized an:
dragged along to the lobby, and the.
out into the Triangle. The rain was not
falling now. but the state of the
Triangle was not exaclly a pleasart onc.
The mud waa thick, and there were
many puddles. It was comparatively
dark, for the evening was gloomy, and
night had set in early.

Fullwood was spread-eagled wilh a
junior at each corner, and then he waa
carricd round the Triangle and bobbed
down occasionally—generally where
there happened to be a puddle. Gulliver
and Bell met with the same fate—and
the Removiles did the thing properly.
They meant it to be a lesson to Lthe caciy
of Study A that would be remembereu
for quite a long time.

- Being frog's-marched round the Tri-
angle on a dry day is quite an un-
pleasanl ordeal; but if the ground is
wet, and when there are many puddles
about, the ordeal is ten times more
severe. And Fullwood and (lo. were
not trealed lightly; by the time the
Eunishment was over, the knuts were
ardly recognisable. They had vanished
beneath a coating of mud. Their cle-
gant altire was smothered, ard the-
looked fearful sights. o

At last they were broughl round (o

Reginald Pitt, “ What's wrong with the!tho Ancient House steps, and dropped.
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They picked themseclves up, black withjby Handforth, or by anybody else,

mud, and black with fury.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘ Let’s hope it'll be a lesson tc ‘em!”
said Pitt. |

“If il isn't, we'll give ’em another
dose!” remarke¢d Handforith. * In fact,
1 think it would be a pretty good idea
to give il to 'em now, in advance!”’

“*Ha, ha, ha!" .

'“No; they've had enough I
grinned. “‘ And enough is as good as a
feast, Handy. W¢'ll let ’em go now!”

Fullwood and Co. erawled into the
Ancient House, and made a bee line for
the Lath-room.

It took them quite a long time to
remove the dirt, and a complete change
Wis necessaly.

Alimmost an
they came down into the lobby again.
‘They looked (hemselves once more, but
their brows were black, and they were
in a sullen mood.

“ Hallo "' said Pitt. whe happened to
be passing through the lobby. * That's
netier, Fully! What do you say to
another. go round the Triangle?”

“(o and eat coke!” snapped Full-
wood roughly.

Pitt grinned, and he watched the
knuts a3 they went along to Study A.
- A3 soon as IFullwood and Co. arrived in
the study
and closed the door.

“Well, i's no good making a fuss
about it now,” said Gulliver. ‘* We
don’t need to look black at one anether,
Fully—there’s no need for you to glure
in that way. It’s all over—"

“Is 1t?"’ snarled Fullwood.

l”

allt'q:.rer, my sons! I haven’t finished
yet !

Gulliver slared.

‘“‘What do you mean—you haven't

hnished?’ he asked curiously.

“I mean that we're going to that
light, after alll”” said Fullwood grimly.
*“ I'm not going to be diddled by a cad
like Handforth!’’

* Oh, but that's rot!”
‘“We can’t go now, Kully—the tickeis
are torn up. Personally, I'm a bit re-
liecved. It wes always doubtful whether
we should be able to gét the evening
off, and the thing is settled now. It
would be ridiculous for us io get other
tickets—""

‘- We're
Fullwood.

')rot.estcd Bel!,

going, I tell you!” snapped
“I'm not going to be dished

hour had eclapsed before

“Jt’s not

they switched on the light; | = go under.

'

Bradmore has got other tickets, and I'in
going to buy three. And, later on, we'll
male these cads pay for what they did—
at least, we'll make Handforth pay!”’
And Gulliver and Bell knew that
Ralph Leelie Fullwvoed was in earnest.

e Pe—

CHAPTER 1V.

THE GREAT CONTEST,

HE Ring Pavilion, in Helmford,
I was packed. .

The great night had arrived,

for it was now Wednesday even-

It was not a great night for the

ing.
of this kind

Pavilion, since conlests _
were a common occurrence. But 1t was
cerfeinly a great night for one 1indi-
vidual—Ernest Lawrence. Even now he
could hardly belicve that he would
shorlly appear in tho ring, batthing
n.pﬁiinsb Jimmy Rhodes, the young man
who had won many prizes and belts.
Jimmy Rhodes was a champion in his
way, and Lawrence knew, better than
anybody else, that if he won this con-
test, it would be by hard work alone.
Jimmy Rhodes was not going to be easy
to conquer; in all probability Lawrence
ﬁut the junior was
delermined to put up ¢ great fight.

It had been easy for him to get leave
from St. Frank's. He had gone to Mr.
Foxe, and had asked for permission to
be out until bed-time, and it had not

‘been necessary for him to give any

reason. For, curiously enough, Mr.
IFoxe had consenied immediately, with-

out asking any questions.

And Lawrence had arrived in Ban-
nington during the afternoon—at about
four o'clock. itbout any delay, Mr.
Rook had introduced his young cham-
pion to several gentlemen in white
sweaters, who were foregathered in a
little gymnasium at the back of the hall.
Two of these white sweatered gentlemen
were to be Lawrence's seconds, and.
without any delay, tbe juniar showed
what he could do. _

Stripped, he tested his skill upon two
sparring partners, and, when he had
fnished, Mr. Rook was even more con-
vinced that he had not made a mistake.
He had discovered a marvcllous young
boxer in Ernest Lawrenco.



e e . =
= —-—.-.-__,.H____""""——
———

THE BLACKMAILED SCHOOLBOY 17

| Il
ar
; 4 : _' 4
r i Ik -
I
.r Vi
I r- {
|
a
|
' 6
| Y

' You cannot tell Dr. Stafford another story without the truth coming out,”
€aid Lawrence., ‘1 defy you, Mr. Foxe—you cannot do anything !’
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‘““The lad's a wonder—absolutely a
marvel!”” declared Mr.
siastically. ‘‘l've eseen a few
boxers in my time, but th's boy can beat
them all on points. His foot work is
simply beautiful, and 1've never seen
such technica in a boy so voung. It's
born in him all right—there's no doubt
about that. He doesn’t want any (rain-
ing—it’s there already!” _

he time passed quickly enough for
L.awrence. Afterwards, ho could mnol
cexacly remember all that happened. for
his bratn was in a whirl. And continu-
ously he kept on telling himself that he
musl no! lose. He wanted thal monev—
the sum of eighty pounds--ito send to
his father. What a- welcome gift it
would be! And so the lad forgot every-
thing clse in his determination to win.

Ho forgot the reputation which the
I}l.ng Pavilion held—ho forgot every-
thing.

Mr. Norman Rook did not make any
quibbles about his object. He was out
for money, and nothing clse, and he got
hold of Lawrence because he was con-
vinced that the lad would beat Jimmy
Rhodes. And, if that event took place,
Mr. Rook would rake in a very large
sum of rmaoney. It is quile possible that
Mr. Rook was not a man who possessed
a petfeclly clean reputation; but, in this
particular case, he was acting on the
square—he was treating Lawrence in a
perfectly fair mpanner.

And the Ring Pavilion, half an hour
after its doors were open, was packed
t-» suflocation. The fight between Jimmy
Rhodes and Young Iirn was not the
only itemn on the prdgramme. There
wore to be other contests; but, at Law-
rence’'s requeat, his bout with Rhodes
was lo take place firsl. He had asked
this so that he could get back to St.
I'rank’s in good time, and it really made
no difference to the promoters,

In the half-guinea seats there were
three vouthful tigures, They were all
attired in long overcoals and tweed
caps, and they had muffers, which con-
cealed their Iston collars. They were, in
short, TFullweod and Gulliver and Bell.
The knuts of the Ancient House had
come {o the fight, in epite of all. They
had obtainred other tickets from Mr.
Bradmore, and had come along.

By a piece of luck, they had obtlained
permission from Morrow, of the Sixth,
who had been in a hurry,

ood
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Fullwood had seized his charce well.

Rook enthu-{He had waited until Morrow appeared,

evidently bent upon going out for the
afternoon. He had asked the prefect
if he and his two chums could go to
Banninglon, to meet Gulliver’s -father.
Fullwood casually mentioned that they
probably wouldn't be in to supper, but
they would be in before bed-lime. And
Morrow, who had no time to go into
any argumenis, scrawled out a pass, and
handed it over. And so Fullwood and
Co. felt satisfied—they would not get
into anyv trouble afterwards.

There was a pgood deal of discussion
among the memgers of the audience re-
Eurding “Young Ern.”” He was an un-
:nown quantity, and the patrons of the
Ring Pavilion were curious. Naturally,
everybedy  was  cerlain that Jimmy
Rhodes would win., He was a woll-
known young boxer, whereas Young
rn was a nobody—he had noever been
heard of bhefore. It was not to be sup-
posed that he would be able to defent
such a young champion as Rhodes.

It was known that Mr. Rook’s
original man had met wilh an acecident,
and was unable to appear. It was

therefore quile clear that Mr. Rook had
been compelled to secure a substitute—
and it was quite clear nlso that this
substitute was a voungster of no im-
portance.

Never in his life had I.awrence been
in & proper roped ring. He did not
count that scuffle in Mr. Gubbin’s box-
ing booth of much account. This aftfair
at Lhe Davilion would be something
enlirelvy fresh and new, and Tawrence's
feelings were mixed when at last the
moment came for him to leave tho
dressing-room to go into the ring. Mr.
Rook was there. and he was ?ookinq
quite confident.

““ What you've got to do, my lad. i3
to be very careful,”’ he exclaimed. * IPut
all you know into your fighting, and
don’t allow Rhodes to use that left of
his. If he only gels through your guard,
and delivers one straight punch, it’ll be
all over with yvou. So be careful.”’

“T'Il do my bLost, sir,”” said Lawrenco
quictly. -

“ That's good—that's all T want vou
to do,”" said Mr. Rook, nodding. * If
you go under, 1 sha’n’t grumble; but
I've gol an idea in my head that vou're
going to win, You've got {o have that
idea, oo, because, if you start with the
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conviction that you'll 'lose, then it's a ja matter of fact, there was not such a

ten-lo-ono chance that you will lose!”

“ I’ve made up my mind to win, Mr.
Rook!* suid Ernest simply. ““I'm not
going to think of anything else.” '

« I5h, that’s the style, lad!’ put in
Bill Hoxley, one of Lawrence’s seconds.
¢« That's the styvle! And don’t forget all
those points I put you wise about.
Keep clear of Rhodes in fighting—don't
let him get too close to you. He’s dan-
gerous then. I think you'll find him a
bit slow, and, if you're a bit m_;zﬁy,
vou'll be able to finish the fight withmn
five or eix rounds. But Jimmy can take
a lot of punishment, and you'll need io
work Lhunderinl'; hard (o get in the
knock-out blow.”

So much advico was given to Law-
rence, in fact, that his brain was in o
whirl, und he was dctermined to leave
everything to his own discretion and his
own judgment. As soon as ho started
lighting Jimmy Rhodes he would know
wnat his man was worth, and he would
then light accordingly. At tho same
time, he did not altogether ignore the
advice which was given to him.

Rhodes was the first to enter the ring,
and as ho did so a great cheer went up
from the crowd—for necarly everybody
in_the hall supported Jimmy. He was

well known to them, and he was backed

prelly heavily,

hodes was inclined to look upon this
fight as a dead certainty for him. He
had ceen Lawrence, and he had sized
him up as a pretty youthful sort of
youngster, but absolutely hopeless
against a real boxer. And Jimmy con-
sidered himself to be a really first-class
boxer; this was very evident from his
altitude.

He lounged into his corner in a
languid manner, chattin with his
§ccoinds, and showing overybody that he
was perfectly confident of winning. As
4 mattor of fact, Jimmy was inclined to
*wank somewhat, and this was all to
‘:8wrence's advantage. If Rhodes con-
sidered that he was in for a certain win,
lt\ would be far better for the junior
tchoolboy. For over-confidence daes not

}ml' in the boxing ring—it frequently
eads to a sudden and unexpected
disaster, '

Jimmy Rhodes smiled continuously,
and thero was just'a faint suepicion of
@ sneer when irnest Lawrence cntered
-1 ring. The junior looked quite small
IN-"comnparison to his opponent; but, as

great deal of difference between them.
Rhodes was heavier, certainly, but bis
muscles were¢ no bigger than “ Young
Ern's.”’

Rhodes -had quite a esmall army of
scconds around him in his corner.

Lawrence was rdther dazed at first—
evervthing secemed so brilliant and
noisy. A great spluttering arc lamp
shed down a glare of light from over-
head. The atmosphere was hazy with
tobacco fumes, and for a moment or
two Lawrence looked about him in a
state of bewilderment. It was obvious {o
almost evervbody that this was the lad’s
first appearance in a proper ring. And
many members of the audience laughed
outright—they were anticipating a win
for Jimmy Rhodes in the very first
round.

“ Why, tbis ain’t fair!” grinned one
of the audience. *‘ How can we expect

a mere novice like this to stand u
against Rhodes? Why, Jimmy will
smash him up 1n less than twenty

seccnds—you mark my words!”’

Fuilwood and Co. watched with great
interest. They saw Lawrence enter the
ring, but they took no particular notice
of ﬁim at Grst. They were up aborve, in
the balcony. and they did not get a full
view of ‘‘ Young Ern’s ™ face at [irst.
But then Lawrence happened to look
up, and suddenly Fullwood gave a gasp,
and clutched at the arms of his seat.

“By gad! Do—do you see—— Obh,
it can’t be true!”

“What can’t be true?’ whispered
Gulliver. ‘* Don’t be an ass, Fully—
everybody’s looking at us!”

Fullwvood was still staring down at
the ring.

“ Don’t—don’t you gce?’ he hissed,
under his breath. ‘‘ That chap down in
the ring—Young Ern! It's Lawrence—
Lawrence of the College House!”’

‘“ What rot!” muttered Bell.

But he and Gulliver stared down, and
their hearts were beatinF fast. Again
Lawrence happened to %anca upwards,
and this time both Gulliver and Bell
saw his features distinctly.. Lawrence,
for his part, did not sece the knuts of
the Ancient House. This was scarcely
possible, since he was only aware of a
sea of faces. It was not rikel ihat he
would be able to pick out three from
among that vast crowd.
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‘“ (vreat ip!”’  gasped Gulliver.
You’re right, Fully—it is Lawrence!”
. “ Bul—bhut it can’t be true! It's im-
possible!”’ said Bell. ‘ Lawrence, of
the -Remove, fighting here, in the Ring
I"avilion!
‘.’*'ull)'-—th‘i!? chap must look like Law-
rence——

. *“He's billed as ¢ Young Ern,” and
Lawrence’s name i3 Irnest "’ said Full-
wood keenly. ‘“‘Il's as clear as day-
light, my sons. By gad! What a dis-
covery—a Remove chap fighting herve,
in thiz beastly hole!” |

“Well, it -doesn't matier to us, if it
comes 1o that!". said Bell. “ We've
backed Rhodes pretty heavily, you
know, and I think we're as safe ns egges.
Our money’s ). K. Lawrence will never
boe able to beat a professional like
Rhodes !

Fuilwood grinned.

“OF course he won't:"” he exclaimed.
“I can understand now—I.awrence has
been shoved 1n as a substitule, just so
that the fight shall take place. 1 expect
they offered him some. money to do it,
hecause ‘there'd be a terrifie row if the
fight didn't come off. It's a dead cert.
for Rhodes, and we shall draw in a nice
litlle pile of tin!”

“ Rather!” said Gulliver and Bell.

They were exciled and astonished.
Bat there was no doubt about it, the
voung fellow down in the ring, attired
in the dressing-gown, was none other
than Erncest Lawrence, of the College
House Remove! It was just as well for
l.awrence that he did not know that the
three juntors were here. The knowledge
would probably have put him off his

form and made his task the more
difficult.

It scemed an interminable time to him
before the preliminaries were over; but
al last they were completed.

The referce—an elderly, under-sized
man in evening-ress—was making him-
sclf very prominent. Imitation dia-
monds blazed on his shirt-front, and he
scemned to imagine that he was of
immense importance.

‘** Seconds out!”

The audience, which had been talking
in a dull murmur, lapsed into silenco.
I'or a second or two only the spluttering

i

of the arc lamps made a sound. Every-|
body sat in their ochairs, tense and
expectant. waiting for the [(ussle to

begin. All eves were directed towards

We—we must be mistaken,-
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the ring,. wich the two agile- figures
standing oul in bold relief under the
glare of the electric light. ~

“Time!

Jimimy Rhodes and Lawrence stepped
from their corners at the same moment:
They had cast aside their dressing-gowns
now, and stood there, stripped ready for
fi ht, expect for their short knickers.
I'he contrast between the pair was very
obvious now. Lawrence's skin  was
white and clear, while Jimmy Rhodes'
looked tough and coarse. It seemned (o
the observer that Jimmy would over-
whelm his opponent within  the first
round. -

But Lawrence's frame was wiry, and
his muscles stood out in a very obvious
fashion, He would nol be so easy to
beat—this was the opinion whioh ~Mr.
Rook arrived at. He was half afraid
that his man would fail, but he was hop-
ing for the best.

_ The boxers circled round the ring, fac-
ing one another, sparring for an open-
ing. Lawrence wus wary; he wanted
his opponent to make the first move.

It might as we!l be admitted at once
that the St. Frank’s junior was nervous.
But this was only natural, considering
all the circumstances. And Jimmy
Rhodes. was not slow to recognise Lhia
fact. He smiled to himself, and wasted
no further time. Rhodes was a young
fellow who entered the ring with the

rim determinalion {o win, by hook or

y crook. Of honour or pity he knew
nothing. He was there to beat his
opponent, and for rothing else.

- Suddenly Jimmy bore in close, and
delivered a heavy punch on Lawrence’s
chest. Then he danced out to dislance
once more, and was rather surprised that
““ Young Ern ”’ did nothing.

Jimmy smiled to himself, and drove
right in.” He was full of confidence, and
he kept shooting oul his left in a manner
which rather cﬁsconborted Lawrence at
first, for the boy was rot quite scttled
yet. His nerves were still on the stretch,
and his brain was in a whirl.

Again and again Jimmy managed (o
land punches, and it scemmed thal Law-
rence’s guard was nowhere. Mr. Rook
watched anxiously. Ile could not
understand what had come over Law-
rence. The junior was not fighting 3
he had fought in. Mr. Gubbin’s. boxing-
booth. But those blows of Jimmy 3
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were beginning to make the St. Frank’s
antor think. _
'lm-l\ll?c!i Ellimmy Rhodes was wmore full of
confidence now than ever. ‘His chief
‘Jea was to make a laughing sto'ck
of his opponent. He delighted to piay
to the audience, and he sew a first-class

chance here. |

He gave himself up to some very
tricky footwork, dancing about his man,
and delivering a blow occasionally fron
long range. The spectators chuckled
with glee, and watched with delighted
interest, for, without doubt, this style
of Jimmy's was very spectacular.

The first round was nearing ils close
before Ernest Lawrence found his feet,
so to speak. And then, quite suddenly
it seemed, his head became clear, and he
waa oblivious of the audience, the splut-
tering arc lamps, and the fact that this
was nis first real fight 1 a boxing-rng.
All he saw was Jimmy Rhodes in front
of him, dancing about, and doing almost
as he pleased. And Lawrence set his
teeth, and decided that it was lLme to
mako a change. _

Angd just at that moment Rhodes made
anolher one of his punches, and this
time he intended to deliver quite a
gevere blow,

But Lawrence was ready.

He evaded that siraight left with per-

fect ease, and jumped forward and
returned a terrific left hook, which
landed with shatlering foroe upon

Yhodes’ unguarded jaw.

Jimmy staggered back, and uitered a
gusping grunt, as much of surprise.as of
pai, And he was given no rest. Ernest
attacked with the ferocity of a tiger,
and he delivered three powerful body
Llows which sounded tf:roughout the
hall. Rhodes went back and back, and
Stﬂsﬁqrcd agninst the ropes.

. ‘l.nl.e!"

A sigh went up from the audience, a
S1gn of astonishment. They had never
€xpected. ** Young 'Ein >’ to show such

exterity and form. :

"* Splendid—splendid !’ muttered Mr.
k’OOk" “That’s the style, my lad—

Cep it up, and you'’ll be all right!”’

' Lawrence was glad of the rest, for it
Eave him time to collect his wils, and to
:ﬁ‘:‘hﬂf} that he would not have every-

g his own way, by any means.
I%hoﬁes_would not'inc’lulge in any more
ol that faney

work. .

tught his leszon. Mo had been

|

) |

The gong sounded again, amd the

second round commenced,

Rhodes altacked at once, swinging in
a left hook which Lawrence slipped
under without much difficulty. Then,
cldse up. Ernest sent in a whirlwind of
blows which landed on his oponent’s
chest and ribs. Rhodes backed away for
o. couple of paces,

And then he broke away and lashed
out a right which crasheg upon Law-
rence’s jaw. Tho lad was brought u
with a jerk, and the pain in his teetE
and gums was agonising.

There was no pause.

Lawrence sprang in once more, and
his fist went home with great force upon
Jimmy's neck. It rather astonished theo
professional that Lawrence should h%ve
such a long reach, and he was taken off
his balance for the moment.

He hunched himself up and came
right in, ** mixing it.”” The mair danced
about the ring in a f[erce, swift battle,
which warmed them up thoroughly.

Lawrence’s guard was perfect, and his
footwork was astomishmg. IRhodes
found :t almost impossible to get in a
direct blow, and he was beginning to
understand that ** Young Irn ' was by
no means an easy opponent to beat.

“‘I'ime I

Lawrence wenl back to his seat in the
corner of the ring [eeling very con-
fident. lle had taken the measure of
Jimmy Rhodes, and he was satisfied. lHe
had no reason to feel nervous or alarmed.

When the third round commenced it
was clear that Rhodes wa3s getting mto a
temper, and he meant to finish the fight

as quickly as possible. He considered 1t
a disgrace that this unknown young
ighter should last out so long.  And

Junmy was impatient,

{ He sent in a sledge-hammer right
which would have knocked Lawrence
| clean out if it had landed, but Lawrence
jerked his head aside with perfect case,
and then he flashed home a ‘left 1o
| Jimmy's ribs. The boxer grunted
audibﬁ; and [ell away. .
Then Rhodes rushed into a clinch, and
he did his utmost to drive home a series
of short, powerful punches, which would
have sent Lawrence reeling to the floor
if the punches had gone home.
But the junior was on the alert. Hi
father had taught him a lot of tricks, ana
he knew precisely what to do. With his ._
clhows and forearms he bolstered the
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altack skilfully and cunninglr, and
Rhodes was unable to land a single blow.

[ndeed, quite ‘the opposite was the case,
for Rhodes received a number of jabs on
the eibs which set him gaeping.

But Rhodes was slill a dangerous
opponent.

He skipped round Lawrence and aimed
a left swing which, forlunalely for Law-
rence, missed its- mark.

~ And the force with which that. blow
was aimed was so great that Jimmy
would have staggered forward but for
the fact that Lawrence very consider-
ately assisted him to roégain his balance
by delivering a straight punch on the
Jaw which brought Rhodes up standing.

I'rom one side of the ring to the other
the opponents swayed, and the footwork
urdulged in by Lawrence evoked exclam-
ations of praise from all the onlookers.
The audienc¢e was beginning to realise.
in fact, that this fair-skinned youngsler
was a power {o be reckoned with.

Junmy's lips were cul, and he did not
present a very pleasing sight when that
round came to an end. He was breath-
ing heavily, too, and lhe Dbrief inlerval
was very wclcome to him. However.
when he sprang on to his feet at the
sound of the gong for the next round, he
wai as alert and jaunty as ever. His
seconds had .done their work well,

There was an ugly look in his eyes as
he entered into the fight with renewed
vigour. Ior some moments the pair
moved about, waiting for an opening;
and now Rhodes was beginning to
become wild and savage. He made
several sieady rushes, but he found it
impoasible to break through that impreg-
nable guard. Lawrencc was boxing now
with great confidence. and with a feeling
in his heart that he would win. He had
gauged his opponent, and he knew that
he him:elf was the better man. There
was no doubt whatever now-—he knew,
positively knew '—that he would win
this fight.

Just for a moment Rhodes was care-
less, and Lawrence seized his oppor-
tunity. He landed a jolting hook \\'Eich
sliced through Jimmy’s guard without
difliculty, and the punch went straight
home {o his neck. Rhodes swayed back,
and Lawrence followed him up.

Thud!  Thud! Thud!
Again  and again  the schoolboy
smashed home Dblows upon Jimmy's

chest, blows that could not be parried. | member of their own school.
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Rhodes was confused, bewildered. Ia
could not understand this. He could not
cealise that he was being bealen,
gradually but surely, by a youngster
who was absblutely unknown,

“ Buck up, Jimmy!”’

‘‘ Put some ginger into it, man

""He's all over you, Rhodes---wake
up! -
All sorts of shouts came  from the
andience. But the words only reached
Rhodes in an indistinet blurr. He could
understand nothing. He was only
aware of the fact that he was faced by
a whirlwind, and that he could not see
clearly or think clearly, or act with any
decision. He waited in a dull kind of
way for the sound of the gong. He
wanted Lhe round to end, for he was
beginning to understand that very
shortly a blow would be delivered which
would send him down, to remain down
until counted out,

“ Tie!”

It was a welcome sound for Jimmy.
and he fairly recled back into his corner.
His face was bruised and baltered.

Lawrence, on the other hand, was still
looking fresh, but he had several ugly
marks upon his cheeks, and his lip was
cut. He had received a good deal of
punishment, but he was as sturdy and
as confideni as ever. :

‘““ Well cdone, kid!”’

A good many members of the audience
were filled with enthusiasm now—
enlhusiasm for ‘‘ Young 'Ern,” for the
lad was putting-up a display which sur-
prised everybody. The older hands
were beginning to understand that Law-
rence was a litile wonder—that his box-
ing was finished and perfect, as well nigh
perfect as any boxing could be.

‘““That kid’s born o be a champion,
you mark my words!” said one man.
i; He'll beat all comers, and never turn 2

air !”’

“ Well, I'm jiggered " muttered Full-
wood, up in the balvony. * [—] can't
quite believe it, you chaps! Lawrence
is doing the trick—he’s winning!”

‘“ Looks like it!" muttered Gulliver.
“Whatl aboul our little bet?"’

‘““ Lawrence hasn’t won vet,”
Bell, with a scowl, “the rotter:
thought he'd be nowhere. but he scems

pi

snid

| to be doing fine, by all I ¢can sce.”

Fuliwood and Co. did not take pride

[in the fact that * Young 'Ern " was 8

They were
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only thinking of their bet, and they were
“worrying because it seemed that Law-
yenco would win, In that case their
money would be gone,

 Time!"’ _

The next round commenced, and this
round was not to be :o succes:ful for
arnest Lawrence, Rhodes was desperate
now, and he put everything he knew into
his attack. He went for Lawrence with
terrific ferocity. and drew hun into a
corner of the ring. And then, before
Ernest could be aware of the fact, a
blow landed upon his jaw which sent his
nock back with a jerk. and, quick as
lightning, Rhodes brought his other fist
round and smashed it heavily upon his
opponent’s cheek. Lawrence fell into
a clinch, and Rhodes pressed his arms
down against bis opponents,

‘- Break away, there!” -

It was the referee’s voice. aud Jimmy
. Joosened his grip and stood ‘out to dis-
tance.

Lawrence was now racked with pain,
and he was feeling rather dazed. Jimmny
Rhodes seized that chort ndvanlage and
came rushing in, sweeping Lawrence's
-guard completely aside.

Crash! Thud!

. One fist went hammering againsl Law-
rence’s chest, and the other caught him
between the eyes. IHe swayed back, and

fell upon his knees. then dropping on to

his hands.

Y Stand  back!”
referee,

Jimmy stood back, brealhing hard,
his fuce wearing an ng"ljr leer of triumph,
*Oue, two, three, four—""
. The time-keeper was counling, and the
tast audience held il's breath, Was
this the end? Had the nuknown boxer
been beaten? It certainly seemed like
., for Lawrence made no altempt to
Move. He lay there, upon his hands
and knees, apparently oblivious to his
. surroundinga,
But such was not the case.

l Lawrence knew well enough that he
'ad received heavy punishment, and he
;\'antod the breathiug space.
ened to the counting, and he knew pre-

C1sely what was going on. This little
1¢3pile had already cleared his head, and
° was ready for the fight once more.

‘-thl'lt every second was of value to him in
13 extremity. -

! Eight, nine—" :id the lime-
eeper, : '

corumanded  the

He lis-

Lawrence leapt to his feet with an
agility which surprised everybody. He
wag ready again, and he proved this
during the very next second.

For Rhodes came forward, ready (o
close with his -supposedly beaten
opponent. But this time Lawrence was
ready, and his guard was perfect.
Jimmy found it absolutely impossible to
break through that defence.

The gong sounded, and the round was
over.

That imierval of one minule did not
seem very long, but Lawrence’s secounds
worked with a will, and when *“ Time !’
was called again the lad felt himself
once more.

Rhodes evidently thought that he had
the fight in his own hands now, for he
began the round by making a swift,
savage attack.” It was an example of
over-confidence.

For Lawrence attacked, too.

His right swept right ihrough, and
smashed upon Rhodes’ face with a thul
which sent a jar right through the pro-
fessional’s frame,. -

And then, before Jimmy could cover,
the junior brought home a left on the
point of the jaw which made Jimmy
dizzy. _ |

He fell away, and Lawrence was not
slow to realise that he bad all the advan-
tage. He followed Rhodes up, battling
fiercely, and he kept the man on the go
without respite.  Again and again ﬁc
smashed into Rhodes, his fists thudding
home like clockwork.

And the fight came {0 an end with an

abruptness which was really astonishing.

Rhodes was still bewildered and con-
fused, and he was obviously a beaten
man. Lawrence made a [eint wilh lhis
left, and he put all his power into a right
punch which went straight for the
target.

Lawrence's fist struck Jimmy Rhodes
fully upon the point, and the professional
simply crumbled up. He crashed into
the ropes, swayed back, and rolled over.
He lay there, a beaten man.

The count commenced.

‘“* One, two, three—"’

Jimmy Rhodes only slirred slizhtly.
Ho attempted to rise, but found it im-
posslble‘ and at last the word eounded--
* Qut 1"

“‘Young 'Ern” said  the

wins.''
referce.
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Mr. Norman Rook slapped his thigh.
““ By George!’ he multered, his eyes
leaming. I knew it! That boy is a
ﬁ\'ing wonder:"”

CHAPTER V.
THE INFORMER,

HE covents which happened im-
I mediately after the fight scemed
like a dream to Ernest Lawrence.
He knew that he received eighty
pounds in currency notes from Mr.
Rook, and that gentleman was enthusi-
astic. He declared that, before long, he
weuld fix up a fight for “ Young Ern "
for a purse of one hundred and fifty
pounds !
Lawrence was dazed by that state-
ment, and he could not fully realise
what his success meant to him.

He did not fully recover his wits
until he found himself in the train,
bound for Bellton. And the thrill which
went through him was an extremely
pleasant one. e had won—he had
beaten Jimmy Rhodes! And the
evidence of this was in his pocket—for
he had the eighty pounds there. It was
almost too wonderful to be true.

It plecased him to think that he would
e at St. Frank’s before bedtime—and
that no questions would be asked. Cer-
tainly. hus face was knocked about—he
had several ugly bruises, and his lower
lip was cut. %ut this was nothing par-
-ticularly alarming. Schoolboys very fre-
quently go about with black eyes, and
olher ornamentations. Lawrence did
not think that there would be many
awkward questions.

He decided what he would do with the
money. On the morrow he would send
every penny of it {o his father, by re.
gistered post. DBut, of course, he would
not enclose any letter.

Mr. Lawrence would receive the
maney, and he would net know from
whence Al came.
would be many awkward questions to
. answer—und Ernest could not face them.

Meanwhile, Fullwood and Co. had
- left for St. Frank’s by an earlier train.
They had not been compelled (o remain
- in Helmford after the fight. And they

If he did know, there]
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Lawronce—for winning.

just caught a handy train home. They
were furious. Ior they had lost theip
bets, and they blamed Lawrence for thia.
Of course, Lawrence was responsible,
since he had won the ficht. DBut it was
a blow to the knuts. They had been
i:ertain of their money—and they had
ost.

“ The cad!—the beastly rotter! ex.
claimed Fullwood savagely. “I'll (sl
you what, you chaps—I'm going to show
him up!”’

“Oh, don’t be an ass!" said Gulliver.
“You can't do that, Fully—we can't lct
anybody know that we were at that
fight 1

*“ It won’t be necessary to tell a soul.”
said Fullwood. ¢ All we've gol to do
is to send a typewritten letter to the
Head. We needn’'t sign it, of course,
and he won't know where it's come
from. The Head will only have to mak=
a few inquiries, and then the truth

will como out—and Lawrence will get
it in the neck—he’ll bo sacked!”’

‘““ And he jolly well ought to be
sacked !”’ said DBell. “‘ I call it disgrace-
ful—a St. Frank's fellow boxing and
rize-fighting in- a place like the Ring

avilion at Helmford! It's lowering tha

‘tone of the school!”

The knuts were very indignant with
And it was 1n
keeping wilh their characters that they
should think of some scheme to bring
about the schoolboy  boxor’s downfall.
If ever they could do anybody a bad
turn, they were only too delighled to do
so.

‘““ There's one thing we've got to re-
member,’’ said Fullwood. “We shall send
this anonymous letler to the Head—
we’ll type it as soon as we get in, and
slip it m the-Head’s box. He won't
know where it's come from, or anylhing.
And we shall have to keep our mouths
shut—tightly shui. We mustn’t breathe
a word to a soul—or the whole school
will get to know that we were in Helm-
ford this evening. That won’t do at
all—or the whole thing will recoil on
our own heads, and we shall get a fHog-
ging, or something pleasant like that!”

And so it was decided. The knul3
would say nothing—but they would con-
coct that leiter, and deliver it into the
Headmaster’s box. Then they would
await . dovelopments—keeping  their
mouths tightly closed. No maiter what
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happened, they would not be able {o
say 2 word. IFor they had their own
vafely to think about. ‘

The cods of Study A arvived at St.
Frank’s in good time—well Dbefore
supper, in fact. And they went siraight
to their study without being noticed.
It was Fullwood who sneaked away into
the prefecls’ room. It was fortunate for
the .knuts that the prefects were all
engaged at a8 mecting, which was being
held in the Lecture Hall. The prefects’
raom, therefore, was deserted. And
Fullwood lost no time in typing out his
precious letter.

It was quite short, and Fullwood
typed it all in capitals, without any
a(ﬁ'ess of signature. And when he had
finished, it ran as follows:

lace at the

“ A prize fight has taken
betwecen

Ring Pavilion, Helmford,
Jimmy Rhodes and Young Ern. It tecok
place Lhis evanin% oung Em s
anoither name for Ernest Lawrence, of
the Remove. He deserves to be exypelled
from St. Frank’s for taking part in this
disgraceful bout. Please do your duty.”

It was certainly very brief, but
nothing more was nccessary. The words
were typed upon a plain sheet of paper,
enclosed in an envelope, and then Full-
wood took it across and dropped it into
the Head’s letter box with his own hand.

Just as it happened, tho Head had
heen out that evening—paying a call at
the Vicarage—and as he came in—about
five minutes after Fullwood bhad visited
the letter-box—he happened to glance in
the hox, and he saw the envelope. He
glanced at it, and saw that it was ad-
rifessed to him. It had evidently been
delivered by hand, and the Head took
't mto his study, rather curious.

A few moments later his brow was as
black as thunder, and he was staring
at the letter in amazement and anger.

“This certainly cannot be true!” he
murimured.  * It is some foolish prac-
tical joke—and I shall certainly dis-
cover the joker and punish him with the
utmost severiry. It is ont of the ques-
tion that Lawrence should have been in
Helmford this evening—engaged in a
prize fight!” |

* However, the Head meant to get to
the bottom of the matter at once—and
“he lost no time in ringing for Tubbes,
- the pageboy.
EIgEns at once,

Tubbs recad the danger|
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“Kindly go over to he College
House, Tubbs; and bring Master Law-
rence to me!” commanded the Head.

* Yessir I’ said the page-boy.

He vanished, and went over to Lhe
Collego House. Lawrence, as it hap-

cned, had only just got in, and he was
celing weary and tired—and he ached
in almost cvery lhimb after his hard
fight. He was rather alarmed becau:e
his face was bruised and swollen, and
he hoped that he would not attract very
much attention. And he had hardly <at
down in Study T before a tap sounded
‘upon the door, and Tubbs appeared.

““Come in!’ said Lawrence wearily.

The page-boy entered.

‘““Very sorry, Master Lawrence. but
you're wanted in the Head’'s study at
once'’ said Tubbs. ‘‘I'm awful sorry,
young gent—but the ’Ead looks terrible
black. Askin’ your pardon, Master
Lawrcence, but it looks to me as though
ou’ve been fightin’, and the Ea:d must
ave ’eard about it!?

“ But—but it’s impossible!” “panted
Lawrence, getting to his feet, his face
flushing with alarm.

He accompanted Tubbs to ihe Head’s
study, with his brain in & whirl. Ie
was trying to think how Dr. Stafiord
could have learned the truth. It seemed
absolutely out of the ciuestion to Law-
rence. Why, ho had only just got back!
How was 1t possible for the Head to
have learned the truth by this time?

‘“ This way, Master Lawrence !”’

Tubbs opened the door of the Head’s
study, and stood aside. Lawrence
walked in and found the Head Master
seated at his desk. He was looking very
stern, and, looking up at Lawrence, he
beckoned.

“ Come here, my boy !’ said Dr. Staf-
ford. ‘" Read this!”

Hc passed over that letter, and Law-
rence took it, and the words danced
before his cyes as though they were
alive. He starled violeatly, and the
bload ran out of his cheeks.” ‘The Head
had done this dehberately—for he
wished to see what eftect the letter
wonld have. He was quite satisfied that
those words were true. There was no
look of astonishment on Lawrence’s face
—only amazement and dismay. Further-
mare, Dr. Stafford did not {atl to noiice
the s:gns, _ :

The junior’s face was bruised—it was
swollen—his lower li» was cut. Al
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these things lold Lheir own slory. Law-
rence certainly had been engaged in this
prize fight at Helmford! IL was slag-
gering—and the Head was furious.

“I do not think it is neccesary for
me to question you, Lawrence!” said
the Head, in a grim, harsh voice.
. YcImrIgui]’t is absolutely obvious!”

LU (N . L

“It will be belter, L.awrence, if you
say nothing whatever!” thundered Dr.
Stafford, rising to his feet. “ I will
hecar no words of excuse from rou. You
have disgraced yourself utterly and

completely !’

““ But—but, please let mo speak,
sir——"" gasped Lawrence dosperately.

“I will not allow you to speak!”
stcrmed the Head. ¢“The less you can
say the better, you wretched boy. You
have disgraced yourself beyond all re-
demption. You have engaged in a low
prize fight for money—and your punish-
ment will be draslic and itnmediate!”

Lawrence was too dazed by this blow
to say much. He could only stand there,
pale to the lips, staring at the Head-
master dumbly. His brain was in a
terrible whirl. DBut there were one or
two things which stood out clearly in
his fevercd-mind. Tbis was the end!

His great success, which had made
him feel so happy—his effort to help his
father—had ended in this way! It
would mean explusion—disgrace!

Racked with pain as the lad was, he
felt that this was almost more than he
could bear. He was aching in every
limb, and now he was doomed to suffer
mental agony as well. Lawrence felt
that he would be relieved if the floor
opened and allowed him to sink through.

@ {iried to speak, but the words
choked in his throat.

*“I had intended to question you, and
to obtain your story, wrence,”’ went
on tue Head, his voice sounding a mere
blur to the wretched junior. * Buli
there is no nced for me Lo ask any more
(uestions—your face tells me the abso-
lute truth. You must not imagine that
I have any objection to boxing as a
sport. It is a fine, manly sport. But
vou kave degraded the sri, by going to
a common, disrepulable pluce, and fight-
ing for the sake of money. That is
what I object to—that is why I am
tiow furious.”

“ But, sir—

““ Not one word, Lawrence—I will
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heur no excuses!”’ thundered the Head.
“Xour very atltude is suflicient for
me. I will not listen to any of your
attempts to put yoursclf right in my

cyes. Thal cannot be done, boy.
Nothing that you can say will alter m
verdict. You have disgraced yourself,

and you have disgraced the school.
That is sufficient! The Ring Pavilion,
at Helmford, is a low, common prize
fighting booth, and that you could ever
have apEeared there 1s a -mystery to me.
Bul pcrhaps there is a natural explana-
tion. I know that your father, years
ago, was a professional boxer himself,
He sent you to St. Frank's because ho -
wants you to grow up a gentleman. But
vou have abused your fgther's kindness.
And, Lawrence, it will be utterly im-
sible for you to remain at St.
rank's!”
“ Oh, sir!” gasped Lawrence,%horri-
fied. ‘ You—you don't mean——"’

‘““ Under no circumstances can I allow .
you to remain in the school,”” inter-
rupted Dr. Stafford grimly. * To-
morrow morning, Lawrence, you will
leave St. Frank’s for cver—afler being
publicly expelled.”

The junior almost staggered.

‘““Oh, but—but—you don’t
stand—"'

““I understand all thal is necessary,
Lawrence,”” cxclaimed the Head. ““ You
will sey nothing further—for I do not
wish to hear you. You will remain
silent, boy!”"

The Head sat down, and touched Lhe

under-

bell. A moment or two later Tubbs
enlcred, and he was looking rather
scarved. Perhaps the pageboy had been

listening outside the door, for he cast a
si{mqj{lthctlc look towards Lawrence, of
the Remove.

“ Tubbs, vou will go immediately to
the Sixth Form passuge, and you will
bring IFenton back with you!” said tho
Headmaster. ‘“And do not lose any
time."

““ Yes, sir!”’ gasped Tubbs, bolting.

After he had gone, Lawrence stood
there, unable to suy a word—almost un-
able to think. He could see the Hcad-
master sitting at his desk—but he could
onlv sco a mere blur—an outline. The
whoic room seemed to be swimming.
His licad ached, and his limbs were
flled wilh pain. And then Fenton came
—Fenlon, of the Sixth. .

¢ Yoa will take this boy to the punish-
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ment rooin, Fenton,” said Dr. Stafiord
rimly. )
it C?ertainly, sir!" said the caplain of
gt. Frank's. “ 1 am sorry to see Law-
rence in trouble—"

“ Lawrence 18 to be expelled in the
morning, Fenton,” interrupted " the
Headmaster cwrtly.  “You will take
him to the punishment room, and lock
‘him in sccurely.”’ _

“ Yes, sir,”” said Fenton,
slartled.

And Ernest Lawrence was led ovut;
and taken to the punishment room. It
had all bheen :0 sudden—so terribir,
sudden.

Only a_short fifteen minutes earlier he
had arrived back at St. Frank’s, suc-
" cessful and triumphant. Now every-
thing was lost—and, on the morrow, he
would be sent back home—in dire dis-
grace,

It seemed almost impossible that this
disaster could have overtaken him.

But it was true—appallingly true!

rather

e e el

CHAPTER VI
DEFYING THE BLACKMAILER,

R. SMALE FOXE was looking
very thoughtful as he stood out-
side the door of the Head-
master’s study. He had just

Lapped, and was weiting for the invita-
lion to cnter, The Housemaster of the
College House had thought deeply
before coming on this mission.

He had heard about the disaster which
had befnllen Lawrence, of the Remove.

Fenton had returned to the Head's
study to report that he had placed the
nwor in the punishment-roonn. And
the Head had instructed Fenton to go
over to Mr. FFoxe at once with a message
that the Housemaster should attend
Dr. Stafford’s siudy without delay.
However, tho Head had mentioned to
enton why Ernest Lawrence was to be
1sInissed, ' .

. And Mr. Smale Fove had hecen think-
g rather deeply.

‘ - .
. Come in!” came the Hecad's deep
voice, .

Mr. Foxe entered the study and closed_

the “door behind him. |
L You sent for me, sir?” he said, step-
Ping forward into the room. |

J_Of your House. I
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**Yea, Mr. Foxe—yes!” said the
Head, who was looking deeply worried.
‘I wish Lo talk to you about Lawrence
regret to inform
vou, Mr. Foxe, that Lawrence is to be
expelle:dl in the mormng.”

“* Indeed, sir!” said Mr. Foxe, look-
ing astonished.  *“*You surprize me
creatly! I have always regarded Law-
rence as one of my best pupils--he hes
alwava been quiet and reserved and.cx-
(remiely well behaved—"’ |

*“ No dnubt Lawrenco has been an cx-

cellent boy in school hours,” interrupted
Dr. Stafford. “ DBut you will be as-
tounded, Mr. Foxe, when you learn that
he actually engaged in a prize fight this
evening at Hehnford. 1{ prize fight—
for a large money prize!”’

. Mr. Smalo IFoxe smiled. -

“I am more astounded than I c:n
eav, Dr. Stafford!"’ he said smoothly.
“ Did Lawrence admit his guilt—did he
admit that he was in Ilelmford this
evening, engaged in a prize fight?”’

"W(ﬁl, not exactly,” said the Ifcad.
1 did not give Lawrence any chance
to speak—I did not intend him to offer
mo any excuses. Tne cvidence was
quih":! sufficient, and the wretched boy

‘“Pardon me, sir, for interrupting,’
said Mr. Foxe. '‘ Do I undeistand you
to say that you did not allow Lawrence
to speak—you did not give him a chance
to admit or deny his charge?”

The Head looked up.

‘* 1 certainly did not give Lawrence
any chance to speak!”’ he raid, * The
very appearance of the boy’s guilt was

sufhcient for me. His face 13 bruised
and baltered—ample evidence, Mr.
Foxe. Furthermore, he slarled with

rcal guilt when I showed him this letter
—my source of information,”
. *"May I sce the letter, sir?”’

‘“ Certainly, Mr. Foxe—it is here.”

The Head passed it over, and My.
Foxe glanced rapidly at the typewritten
words.

‘* Do you know who tent this letter to
you, sirf"’ he inquired, looking up.
[ “No; I haven’t the faintest idea,”
repited the Head. *‘ It was in my letter-
box; bui 1 am extremely glad that
somebody unknown realised his sense of
duty sufficiently to inform me——"’

“ I am seriously afraid, Dr. Staflord,
that you have made a grave mistake!"
interrupted Mr. Foxe smoothly. ‘It is

a pity you did not give Lawrence a
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charce (o speak, or . he would have
denicd this charge.”” .

“[ am quile cerlain he would have
aevied il—and I did nol wish (o hear
any lies,”” suid the Head grimly. .

** You would not have heard lics, sir,”
went on Mr. Foxe. ‘Il .is very unfor-
tunute that you gave Lawrence mno
chance to speak, because I cun prove
that he is quile innocent.”

The Head started. -

“ You—you can prove it?" he in-
quired sharply. ‘* What do you inecan,
Mre. Foxe®"”

‘“ Precisely whal I say, sir,” said the
Housemaster. ‘¢ It is stated in this mes-
sare thut Lawrence is ‘Young Ern.
That s c’uite impossible, and out of the
question.”’ , .

The Head rose to his fecet.

““Dear me!” he ojaculaled. ‘T shall
acver forgive myself if I have done the
boy an injustice! Pleaso be more ex-
plicit. Mr. Foxe. I shall be greatly in-
terested lo know how you can prove
Law:cernce's innocence. Iersonally, 1
Ihave no doubt whatever of his guilt!”
~‘“Y do not see how Lawrence could
liave been engaged in this prize fight,
as vou imagine,”’ entd the Houscmaster.
“ It is stated in this message that Law-
rcnce was in Holmford tnis evening,
and thal he fought a person known as
Jimmy Rhodes. That is quite 1mpos-
sible, for the simple reason that Law-
rence was with me in Caistowe al the

Lime,”’ ) _

““ Good racious!”’” ecjaculuted the
r ¥ . . Y |
Fead, starting. Lawrence was with
vou—in Caislowe?”’ . _

“ Precisely, sir!” said Mr. Foxe.
“ Lawrence has been with me prac-

tically the whole evening—and I thiuk
vou will admit that it is impossible for
the boy to be in two places at ono and
the same. lime."”

** But—but, my dear sir!”’
the Head.
sy !”

““Then all I can eay, sir, is that vou
have made & gravo blunder!”’ inter-
rupted Mr, Foxe. ‘‘I happened to be
going (o Castowe this evening, and 1
met Lawrenco in the lane. I suggested
that he should coma with me, and we
botl: went together. We were, in fact,
i Caistowe at the very {(imo this prize
fight took place at Helmford.” .
- “Upon my soull” exclaimed the
Headmaster, looking very blank. ¢ This

prolested
‘“ I—I hardly know what to
I was certain of the lad's -guilt
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—-this is staggering® And I have accused
that boy of this thing, and I did not
give lum any chance to deny the
charge! How truly distressing!”

Never for one instant did the Head-
master suspect Mr. Foxe in this affair.
‘' Why, indeed, should he? How was the
Hecadmaster to know that Mr. Smale
Foxe was lying in an extremely glib
manner? And, of course. it was quite’
impossible for Dr. Stafiord to doubt My,
Foxe's word. Mr. Foxe was the House-
master. of the College House, and there
could be no possible reason for shield-
ing the junior in this way. Such a sup-

osicilziou did nol enter the Headmaster's
1cad.

Ilhis message 18 a basc scoundrel!

ulmost (o relecase Lawrenco without
delay,” weunt ou Mr. Foxe. ‘“If you
desire further witnesscs, T will
them.

| ‘I must beg of you, sir, to do your

oblain
I can produce many people who

saw bolh myvzelf and Lawrence 1n
Caistowe—"" _
“My dear sir, please slop!" inler-

rupted the Hoad.
sufficient—I
nesses.

“Your word 1s quito
requirc no further wit-
Upon my soul! - Whoever wrote
His
intention, evidently, was to get Law-
rence inlo disgrace—and he nearly suc-
ceeded! IUL wos most unjust of me (o
refuse the boy permission to speak. [
am more glud than 1 can say, Mr.
Foxe, thal you have come ferward in
this wav. You have prevented a ter-
rible miscarriage of justice! I will send

for Luwrence at once!”’

““It 18 recally the only thing vou can
do, sir,”’ said Mr. Foxe smoothly.

“ But just onc moment!” inlerrupted
Dr. Stafford, looking thoughtful. ¢ Can
you possibly expiain, Mr. Foxe, how it
is that Lawicnce’'s face is rather badly
battecred? It was that facl which caused
mec¢ to be quite cerlain—"'

‘“The nntler vreally requires litllo
explanation,”” said Myr. Foxe, smiling.
““I admit that it is a coincidence—and
il 13 not surprising that you should jump
to one conclusion. We were walking
down a t]uiet side street i1n Caistowe,
when we happened to see a ruffian beat-
ing a doc m the most cruel manner.
Before I could interfere, T.awrence
dashed forward, and attacked the mar.
It wus very foolish of him to do so,
because the fellow turned upon the boy.
and struck him scveral severe and brutal
blows upon the face. Nalurally, I inter-

fered al once, and I succeeded 2
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delivering one or two heavy blows before
ihe man took to lis heels. I'was rather
.concerned as to Lawrence’s condition at
the moment, but he made light of it.”

The Head’s face cleared. )

“ § am extremely pleased to hear this,
Mr. Foxe,” he said. ‘“ We will waste
no further time.” ]

He touched his bell, and once again
Tubbs appeared—this time with great
alacrity. It was obvious that the page-
boy had been hovering aboul in the
passage, .

¢+ Will you please go to Fenton at
once, Tubbs, and instruct him to bring
Lawrence back to this study?'’ said the
Head. ‘‘ Make haste, my bor.”

“ Riﬁht, sir | said Tubbs, with gieat
cheerfulness.

It was not long before Fenton
appeared, accompanied by Lawrence,
who was looking bewildered and rather
dazed. The junior could not imagine
why he was being brought back to Dr.
Stafford’s study. Probably it was to re-
ceive o flogging, he reflected. He had
heard that when fellows were expelled,
they frequently received a flogging  be-
forehand. And Lawrence was {eeling
loo miserable and too unhappy to care
what happened to him.

But he was astonished {o see the ex-
pression on the Head’s face—and he was
still more astonished when Dr, Stafford
come forward and grasped his hand.

] {aboii I am at a loss for words!"™
said the Head gently. * 1 have done
you a grave injustice, and I can only
(rust that you will forgive me.”

“I—I don't understand, sirl” said
La;}vrence. bewildered.
] Mr, Foxe hes come forward, and he
1as told me the exact truih,” smiled the
eadmaster. ‘‘ You undemstand now,
Lfﬂ\-rence?"
The—the exact truth, sir?” stam-
mered Lawrence.
Yed; and it is very fortunate for
You that Mr. Foxe was with you in
Caistowe this evening,” went on the
beadmaster. “I know everything, my
OY. Mr, Foxe has told me how you
went with him to Cuaistowe, and how
YOu were there when the fight was
ilctualls_r taking place in Helmford. If 1
'ad given you a chance to speak, all
might have been well. T trust that you
will forgive me, my lad?" |
l_e;[;h?g ]lll]nlor lﬁlt tl;:_lt his_bl])_rain was
—he cou sibly Y-
stand il i not  possibly’ under

i
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“ Bult—but—"?

““ There 13 no nccessity for you to say
anything, - Lawrence,”” inlerrupted Mr.
Foxe, giving the lad a deaded kick.
‘“ Everything 18 cleared np, and it is
not at all necessary for you to go into

any explanations—I have dcne all
that!”’
And Lawrence understood — only

dimly at first, but he understood. Heo
knew that Mr. Smale Foxe had provided
him with an alibi. Perhaps, if Lawrence
had been not quite so amazed and be-
wildered, ho would have told the truth
then and there. He hardly knew what
to say. He was dumb—with amazement
and relief. But he guessed that Mr.
IFoxe had some ulterior motive in acting

{in this way, and it was quite clear that

|

the Housemaster did not want Lawrence
to speak. For, of course, the boy would
probably put his foot in it if he said
anvthing,

The ene fact which filled Mr. Foxe
with satisfaction was that Lawrence had
not been permitted to say anylhing
during that first interview with the
Head. For, if the junior had admitled
his guilt, 1t would have been impossible
to provide him with an alibi. As matters
now stood, everything was perfectly
satiafactory. _

How Lawrence got out of the Head's
studv, he hardly knew. DBut he faintly
renmicmbered that Mr. Foxe led him out,
and then the junior found himself across
the Triangle, in his own study. Mr.
Foxe had come with him, and he was
now in the study, with the door closed.

‘“ Well, young man, you ought to be
very grateful to mo!” s=aid Mr. Foxe
smoothly, ‘I got you out of a very
tight corner. 1 know full well that you
were in Helmford, and that you are
‘ Young Ern.” But 1 have succeeded in
ihrowing dust into Dr. Stafford’s eyes,
aind, instead of your being publicly ex-
pelled on the morrow, you witll remain
at St. Frank’s. And not one word of
this story will be allowed to get abroad.
You ought to be very grateful to me.”

“ I—1 hardly know what to say, sir,”
satd Lawrence. ‘' It was good of you to
help me in that way, but—but perha
it would have been better to have told
the truth. I don’t like the idea of any-
thing false beiug said, just to get mo
out of a hole—-"

“ Tut—tut?’ inlerrupted Mr. Foxe
curtly. ‘ Do not be so foolish! Now we
will come to business. I am aware of
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the fact, Lawrecuce, that you reccived

thirty pounds for . this precious. prizc
ight—lo say nothing of an additional
sum which was- probably given to vou
by the promolers. Personally, I see no
reason why you should nol enjoy your-
sclf—why you should not take a little
extra money 1f you wish. And this box-
ing scheme of yours has my cntire
anproval.” :

* If you're going to demand money
from me, Mr, Foxe, you won't gel
ony!" tlerrupted Lawrence grimly.
““ You had ten pounds luel weck——simpl_r
because I couldn’t refuse yvou. You've
uo  right whelever to demand this
money from me. I coarnt it—I beat
Jimmy Rhodes! It was a terrible task,
and I am aching with pain all over—"’
" That makes no difference to me,
Lawrence!’ interrupled Mr. Ioxe.
“ Unless you hand me the sum of thirly-
five pounds at once—I judgo that to be
aboul half of the sum you received—I
shall return to the Headmaster, and
inform him of the exact truth. I will
give you just one minuie to decide. You
wi!ll give me Lthe money, or I will go to
the Head!” -

Ernest Lawrence breathed hard, and
his cres glittered. Why should he givo
up his money to this man—this black-
mailer” Ho understood now why Mr.
IFoxe had got him out of the trouble.
It wasz simply in order {o obtain this
toney ! And Lawrence had only done
it~~he had ouly enaged in the fight—so
thil he could help his father! No; he
would not give up a penny—not a
farthirg, For suddenly Lawrcnce had
reaitzed that he wus in a safc position.

“Your minute i3 up, awrence !’
sald Mr. Foxe grimly.

“I'm sorry, sir, but I cannot le! yvou
have anything!” said Lawrence firmly.
““ And I do not think you will go back
(o the Headmaster!"

“ What—what do you mean?’ de-
mandied the Housemaster, with a start,

“ Simply this, sir—I don't very weli
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sce how you can go back to Dr,
Stafford:” said Lawience. “ If you tel]
hiin now that I did actually go to Helin-
ford, you will make vourself oul to be a
liar!” went on the junior. *“ You
cannot sibly tell anolher story to Dr.
Stafford now, without every word of the
truth coming out. Ior yvou must surely
realise, Mr. Toxe, that I shall have no
reason to keep silent. And, when the
Head finds out that you told a lie to
shield me, he will know thal I am speak.
ing Lhe truth when I tell him that you
have atienmipted to blackmail me! 1
defy you, Mr. I'oxe—you cannot do any-
thing "’

The Housemaster frowned, and a glint
came into his eyes.

And, without another word, MU,
Smale Foxe turned and left the study.

Iirnest Lawrence breathcd a greal
sigh of relief.

r. Foxe was foiled. His cunning
scheme had come (o nothing, and Law-
rence, of the Remove, was still per-
fectly safe. Everything had turned out
in a wonderfully satisfactory manner.

In his own studr, Mr. Foxe paced up
and down, with pursed lips anRuglitler-
ing eyes. The junior had been onc too
many for him—Lawrence hed beon very
clever. DBut Mr. Foxe was delermined
to reverse Lhe order of things before so
very long. His chance would scon
come, and then Lawrence would pay!

But what was the mystery concernirg
Lhe master of the College House? _

And who was the mysterious ind:-
vidual in the brown beard who had fol-
lowed . Lawrence to Helmford on the
Saturday afternoon? Not Nelson Lee,
because Nelson Leo had Leen shadowing

the bearded man. Not Mr. Foxe,
because Mr. Foxe had been at SL
Frank's. Then who wuas it? And what
connection had he with the mnysiery

which surrounded the Housemaster?
Before so very long, another cpisode

was destined to occur, and there would

bo many exciling and dramatic events!

THE END.

e —

NEXT WEEK

THE HOUSEMASTER'S DOUBLE.

A story tull of excitement from beginning to end.
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AUSTRALIAN TALE OF ADVENTURE BY AN AUSTRALIAN AUTHOR

INTRODUCTION.

The Barracuda, an old sca tub, is battling
against a nasty bit of weather in the
- Arafura Sea and 7Torres Straits. Jim
Harding and Jacl Mazwell, the ounly two
passengers abooard the tramp, are told by
the captain that there is little chance of
the ship getting through the storin. The
engines break down, and the ship crashes

“on to a« reef, cutting her in two.
(Xow read on.} |

B )
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Left On the Wrack.

HE table and the chairs on either side
of the cabin still remained in place,
for they were fastened to the deck,
but cverything elsc that was mov-

abie had slid down and piled itself against |

the remrains of the bulkhead or the com-
pamon -stairs, wlich, twisted and awry,
were pone the less still intact.
Ihe water washed to and fro about the
Dile, wedging it closer together. A tin of
- bhiseai
cessant clang-clang, like some cracked hell
sounding a knell of doom. | 3
. Good heavens!  What's hecome of the
kipper aud the rest?” exclaimed Maxwcli.
Let’s get out and look—though I fear .
_He did not finish the sentenee. If Jen-
?lﬂi{s had left them below when the catas-
irophe- occurred, it was only because he had
teen- unable to come to them, for he was not
he man to leave his passengers in the lurch.

it blows from the pistol-butt and a

'ttle backing from the knife and the hole in |

}he door was enlar
them to get out.
IHEI-QX}VEII climbed through, waited till Hard-
bhe joined him, and, walking cautiously down
i Sloping floor, reached the stairs and
hrled_ the first steps: ‘They -held.
‘a‘*’refll“}"he ascended, “drew back the hatch
00.1*3 and, hanging on to it, drew hinigelf owt
Oﬂ»ow-ha’o- was left of the Barracuda’s deck..,
th nly a few feet of 1t remained forward of
e hatch, though the twenty feet or so. aft
Was all intact, The ship .had broken in ftwo

ged sufficiently to allow

“Very

3

i

]
|

|

just forward of the bulkhead. Part of this
Jatter had gone, but sufficient remained to
sustain the stern against the battering it
was still receiving,. By some freak of the
waves the after part of the ship had been
tossed on a reef, and in settling down had
caught between two teeth of reck which held
her firmly, while the rest of her had been
broken away and -had apparently sunk in the
deep wiater to windward. ' i
‘““ They've gone!” said Jack, in a low voice,
turning to Harding who had joined him.
** Peor eld Jennings! - A first-class c¢hap!
And ail the rest of them. I suppose they
were all either swept overboard when she
struck or drowned below.’” ‘ :
“Lucky if they were drowned,” replicd
Harding gravely. ** Look there! The water’s
swarming with sbarks!™ -
A long, triangular fin cut the surface of
the calmer water in the lee of the reef.
Another and another fcllowed it. Looking
down they could see the huge fish darting to
and fre, chasing each.. other—for f{ragments

Jof their ghastly feast, perbaps?
ts floated up and down  with an in- | i 4 e g

Maxwell heaved a long sigh. _

“ Well, they’ve zone, and we're left. That
looks like land over there. Perhaps if the
ecla goes down we can reach-it. We might
make a raft, you know, We’d better begin,
It may be no use, but, anyway, it will keep
us from thinking too much of other things.”

Harding stared dong at the blur on the
horizon. The wind was falling and the air
clearing.’ : |
** Yes, it’s land right enough,’”” he said, and
followed his companion below.

At once they started stocktaking, and at
the end of an hour had discovesed exactly
how they stood. They had about two gallons
of water, a bottle and a half of whisky, one
tinx of fancy biscuits, unopened, one ditto,
the tin which had been washing about, nearly
empty, two. tins of preserved pineapple, and
a ‘tin of tongue, together withh the cabin
cruet of salt, vinegar, and mustard. These
‘things had bheen in the captbain’s locker.

This was a very small stock of provisions
on which to depend, especially as the coast—
if they ever reached it—would probably
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prove to be harren The rest of the ship’s

- provisions had - been stowed- forward_in the’|

steward's pantry and were gone. But be-
neath the ecabin "was a .small lazarette or
bnld where pos.=,1hly~=someth1ng eatable- mlrrbt
h'we been stowed.

Therefore they hauled up the hatch and
descended The place was awash.

fiery abomination which_ still a trade
medium among the islands, though it i3 -apt
to slay off its devotees at an alarming rate.
- “Jennings’s little private. venture,” said
Harding. ] remember he said something
about 11; when I asked what he had stowed
. here, -It's no good to us.”. -

“I'm not so sure about that " replled
Maxwell slowly. = * We'll see later.
how about that raft?
‘hammer, a brace and bits, and a hatchet. I
think the best thing will be to try and get
up a section of the deck. Anyhow, we'll
try."” -
The trial consumed fanother :hour, at the
‘end of which, they reluctantly. gave up the
task. The decL planking, though old, was
still tough, and it had been well laid. At
“the tate of work, they calculated it would
take them nearly a week to get enough.of
it raised to suit their purpose, and the}'
could not possibly wait. so long. -

- “Hang it all! What about the cabm
table?” cried: Harding suddenly.. * It's big
~enough to carry us if only "’—he paused, and
his face fell—** if only we had something to
buoy it up. There’s the wood of the stairs,
of . course, but that wouldn't be buoyant
enough, would it?”’.

Maxwell’s face split with a sudden gr:n

“I know.
_ how about those bottles? Empty. them, re-
cotrk-'em, and stick their necks through holes
bored in the table top! We could turn it
over and build a sort of deck across the
lower side, using the. legs to suppor‘b Q- kmd
of ‘bulwark.. How’s that?"

““ Sounds as  though it would be m:ghty

brittle,”” muttered ~ Harding.  *“ Still, our
chances are more than brittle if we sbay here
more than a day or two. We’'ll die of thirst
if we do. Let’s get at it.”
- With a-good deal of hard work. they got
the table loose from its fastenings, turned it
over, and Maxwell began to bore holes large
-~ encugh to take the bottle necks at mﬂulwr
intervals in the top. 1‘.I(earw\ritule, Hardmg
found the skipper’s corkscrew, and having
~opened _a case or two of the gin, pmceeded
to uncork, empty, and re-cork the bottles.

Only when the ]l{,ht began to fail did the
couple desist, by which time the table-top
was pertorated all over and double-decked
with portions of the cabin panelling, while a
‘pile of empty bottles reposed at the upper-

end of the cabin.. An almost overpowermg,

odour of raw spirits filled the cabin,

““We haven't noticed it, I suppoée t.m.

now, but the wind. has- dropped " said Max-
well, " Let's get 'aloft for a breath of fresh
air. . Fetch atong some biscuits. and let's
feed. Then we’ll thl‘Il in and gtart -again |

A number
of cases proved to contam tmde gin, that

- Now, |
We have a saw, a.

-abouts.

It's never been done before, butﬁ -
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with the- n:vc}fnutmr .To- -morrow’s - going to he,
the most eventful daz,' An our young lives." -
They found that the sea was now a great -

'deal calmer, though a heavy swell still' ran .

about the reef. The tide was low, but a pool
of shallow water lay on the reef at the 1 lower
end of the wreck dwecbly below the hole m--
the bulkhead. - -

88 We Il get) our raft launched: there bl;l
bean said Maxwell. * There's depth enouuh
to try if she will float all right.- This time
to -morrow should see us ashorc, or else—1'

He pointed at the sharks who -were now .
cruising to and fro as though they hoped for
further rations, then turned to look ‘at .the
shore which wa.s now plainly wsnb]e some half 5
dozen miles away.

*“If the sea goes down, if our gtmcrack
raft floats, if we can get.a "bit of a breeze to
help us along—then we should do all right,”
:ald Harding. * There goes . the sun, Lets
urn in."” . ‘ - '

L, — —

The Terror in the nght

ERHAPS it was to cheer their lonelmeas .
that Maxwell insisted on leaving the
cabin lamp alight when they presently-
turned in. . Besides, it was  possible

that the gleam of it mlvht be seen frcm

the shore, though this was improbable.
far as they could guess, they -must be far.,
down' the 'Gulf, perhaps near the bottom, -
and there were but .ew settlements there-

But; anyhow, the light was comfort-
ing, so they left it- burning ‘when they

dropped into their bunks. .

"They were speedily asleep. The t:de had
turned and the sea began once again to .
invade the lower part of the shattered hull;
but the swell was fallen, and the wash 01’ |
the waters did not' disturb the sleepers.” It .
was a noise of quite another sort that dis- "~
turbed Harding - somewhere in -the small
hogrs He awoke as something clmLed in the
cabin

-He sat up lhteninﬂ ‘The lamp was burn- _
ing low now, the oil “being nearly exhausted,
and -from . his position ‘Ee could not - see
through the broken  door into  the main
cabin. Suddenly he felt his hair prickie on
his scalp. He had distinctly heard a faint
tinkle, exactly -the noise made by a bottle
as it. touches @ glass.  The last time he had .

noticed it was when Captain Jenmnﬂa filling

himself what had proved to be hla final
drink,- had let the bottle rattle on the hp
of the tumbler.

. He wasn't superstitious, but what’ could

bé moving-in the ecabin of a ‘wreck miles
from the shore, surrcunded by a shark-in-

fe:ited sea? Nothmg human, surely" And
e i ——

“Maxwell!”” he whszeref “JdCL old
man! Wake! There's somethmg st:rrmg oub
there. I'm “going to look.”

*As he spoke he swung his legs over the -
edge of his ‘bunk. There ‘Was ‘a rattle from

(Continuod on puge Ii of cover.)
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bin, several bottles slid from'the pile,
;tj?:l cgrashed on the -deck. Maxwell awoke
with a grunt, something dark "and sinuous
waved for a moment hefore the opening in
the door, then darted towards him.
In an instant, his' legs were seized in a
terrible. embrace, a fearful, crushing grip,
lise the strangle-hold of a boa-constrictor.
" He was. jerked from the bunk, and hauled
acainst the opening in the door. Only in
time to prevent. himself being dragged
through, he flung out his- arms-and caught
the- bunk edge, at the same time shouting
~ an¢alarm, : ' ; : :
¢ Someth

ing has me by the legs! Some-
thing strong! Quick, old chap! My pistol!
Under my pillow! Ow!” -
He howled with pain, for the grip was
frightful, and his legs seemed to be near
dislocation. Maxwell - sprang across the
cabin, fumbled and found the revolver, and
wheeled to the door, across which Iarding
was spreadeagled. He saw- another cable-
like arm darting in to assist-the first, saw
a dark object which glistened as though it
were made of black tarpaulin, slowly heaving
itself backwards. across’ the sloping floor.
Two ' large, horrible eyes glared fixedly
from the midst of the thing. He levelled
the heavy pistol, just as two more arms came
flickering across his field of vision; then four
roaring reports crashed cut. in quick suc-
cession. >, . I B e “

. Something- which looked, exactly like an

inky . fountain splashed - against the further
side of the cahin, the cables waved wildly.
" One of them, flailing out, hit the lamp and
_extingnished it. Harding fell, sprawling
~across  his . friend’s fect,
stench filled the air, there was.the sound of
4 heavy body slithering down the sloping
floor, then a loud splash—and ‘silence, save
for. the low.wash of -the swell. O
" Oh,.Jupiter! What in thunder was it?
~ Matches? -~ A light! -
legs!” grunted Iarding. . Y
Maxwell. struck- a match, and
candle beside his berth, put down the pistol,
and,. .as Harding staggered, helped him to
sit down.
Q _Qacket of cartridges, and swiftly reloaded.
There! We're ready for him, if he does
come hack, though I reckon he won’t. Four
bulls, old son! = If he can live after that,
m.a. Dutchman! = Are you hurt?”. :
" Bruised,-and my legs feel as -chaps who
were racked .must have felt, but nothing
more. What in thunder was it?’* :
Some sort of octopus, I think—the same
Sort of thing that attacks .divers. You
Témember what poor. old Jennings toid us
about. them,
El‘?ﬁ'.an}"tping that comes their way?. It was
oo undering great beast, anyhow. I'm going
“P on deck, to see if I can see anything of

| relit the

L-“I1l be a

|

A horrid  acrid

Then he dived for his trunk, found |

|

how they lie up under reefs and

‘it. Here, take your gun. Pl carry my own.
Sha’n’t he a tick, Keep still and rest.”
And, heedless of his eompanion’s remon-
strances, he heaved himself through the door,
lamp, which, luckily, was not
broken, and climbed the rickety stairway to
the deck. - B S R g
He came only in time to guess something
of the visitor's end. Far down in the deep .
‘water . beside the reef was a confusion of
flashing forms, streaks and whoris of phos-
phorescent_light, ‘coming and going around
something that writhed vaguely. The octo--
pus, stricken to death, had tried to regain
its submarine - den. But the sharks were not
to be eaught napping. They had scented. the
creature, knew that it was nearly helpless,
and dashed at it ere it could regain its
fastnesses. - . e DM
““One the less,”” muttered Jack Maxwell..
“I thope there is not another hanging
round when we move out.” - -~ - . .
He returped to the ecabin, which smelt
most vilely of the creature, and examined it.'
A few bottles had been broken, but nothing
else had been disturbed, though the black, ~
evil-smeliing . fluid was . everywhere.* Ie
found Jim Harding rubbing his legs,’ which
 were discoloured and swallen, - . =
precious crock to-morrow!” he

growled. . , .
“*Then rest for all you're worth now:
nearly day, so I'm not
said Maxwell. . e
‘He sat till daylight streamed
leaving  Harding dozing; cre ,
to see. what the weather promised. The sky .
was clear, the day promised to be hot, but
the sea had gone down to as near a calm as
could be expected. Only a long, slow swell -
broke on _the outer side of the reef, and a
faint breeze blew almost directly towards the
long line of coast, shimmering in the morn-

_ “now: "It's
going to sleep dgain,”

in: then,

' }ing haze. . In fact, the conditions seemed.tqg
Oh, Jehosaphat—my

lit the | save Maxwell a twinge of uneasiness.

be as good as could be. Only a dark belt of
ctoud, lying low on the windward horizon,
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