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CHAPTER L. o s:aid Tommy- Watsoﬂn stoutly. N;::body"s;
- whacked Nipper yet, my son——"
THE HOUSEMASTER’S THREAT. - ““ But I rather fancy son‘leb_ody will

whack mo before long,”” I remarked

‘! H, " Gorgeous!” exclaimed Reg-| cheerfully. * If I ever happen to enter
O inald Pitt enthusiastically. “ My | the ring” against Lawrence, the boxing
hat! The chap’s a marvel I” honours of the Remove will go to the.
- “ Rather.!” a | Coliega House!” .

‘“ Begad ! He’s amazin’, - dear old} <« joar old boy,  T'm afmaid ‘you're
fellows!” e T | right,” said Str Montie, shaking his head.

The juniors. were standing at one side | “ You're a wonderful boxer, Nipper—
of the gymnasium at St. Frank’s, and| you've frightfuily hot stuff. But you
in the centre of the apartment two|ain't so good as Lawrence—much “as 1t
figures were moving about actively. Otie goes against the grain to say so. He's
was Ernest Lawrence, and the other was | g0t you whacked dear,. fellow—he has
no less a peérson than myself. In short, |1-e'a,|;;y!f’ .. . b
'We were having a little sparring about.| <« ¥You bet!” said Bob Christine.
And, incidently, Lawrence was teach-lngr ““ Lawrence is a College House chap—
me a few thingﬂ about b(}}:ing. tbat’s' “rh}r he’s better ”.

I had always prided myself that I was| < Now then!’ interrupted Reginald
fairly good at. the noble art of self-de-| Pitt. ““ We don’t want to start any
ence.  But, after half an hour with|House arguments; my children. Law-

awrence, I changed my views. I came |rence is s first class boxer—and we'll’ lot
lto the conclusion that I had a lot to|i; stand at that. He's the best man
earn. In a. serious contest, Lawrence | ywith the gloves at St. Frank’s, in fact—
E[:'}(_:uld have knocked me sideways within | Jre can beat any chap in the Sixth Form
Hhrsg rounds, . . —and do it easily, too!”

By George!” I panied, pausing for| De Valerio nodded. -
?‘u moment. - “You're hot stuff, old| ¢ Boxers like Lawrence ain’t human!"

‘in- T o - | he remarked.” ‘“ There’s something queer
“awrence smiled. . - about ’'em. They’re born -to .it, you
N ;Oh,, I don’t know,” he said modestly. | know—a chap can’t be taught to box
b You're jolly good, Nipper—you’re the | like Lawregce. He's got to know it
est Ghap I've boxed with at St. Frank’s, | naturally, by instinct. There’s not ouse
enyway,” e & | boxer in a thousand who possesses the
" He's the champion of the Remove!" | gift.. They call Jimmy Wilde the Welsh
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Wizard—because he’s so jolly tricky and
clever. Woell, Lawrenco is just the same
—he seems to know exactly"what to do-at
the right moment, and I'm -blest if it’s
])psaiil'),lo to get a fist amywhere near
vim !

Lawrenca laughed. '

‘“ Oh, como off it!"" he grinned. ‘' If
vou go on at this rate I shall get gwelle_'d
head before long. There’s nothing _so
very wonderful about my boxing. My
patoer trained me—that’s all—and T've
given a good lot of attenlion ta it. I know
I'm protty handy with my fists, but I
don’t claim any credit for it. It wuy
borm in me."”

¢ Exactly,”” I remarked. * That's the
. saeret, Lawrence. It was born in you—
and. you simply can't help yourself.
Well, let’s get on—I want to see if it's
possible to land a jolly good smack on
yout chivvy!” :

It wasn’t possible. I tried all I could—
I used all my tricks, and every atom of
my science. But, somehow or other, 1
found it impossible to pass the amazing
barrier of Lawrence’s defence.

Lawrence was in training. Not many
of the jumiors at St Frank’s know this,
but thare was a certain number of fellows
who were in the secret All those in the
gymnasinm at the present moment were
awaro of the fact that Ernest Lawrence
was booked to face a professional boxer
in the Ring Pavilion at Heimford, on
the following Wednesday evening. It
was to be a great event—and, if possible,
l.awrence was going to beat his op-
ponent. We were doing everything we
could to help him. He was provided
with any number of sparring pariners,
and he was not allowed much rest. It
was training all the time for him—for
he knew as well as anybody else what a
sliff ordeai he had in
would need to be in the very pink of
condition—at the top of his form—to heat
Mike Connor. This latter gentleman
was a pugilist of some renown, having
been successful in his last half a dozen
fights. Ile was considered to be unbeal-
able by his backers, and they regarded
the fight on the Wednesday evening as
a foregone conclusion, ).'T.‘lmy didn't
even consider the possibility of their
champion losing.

But we had considerod that possibility
all right—and we were just as doter-
mined that Mr. Mike Connor should
leave the ying a beaten man.

"The contest was an important one, and

ront of him. He]
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I knew for a fact that every seat in the
Ring Pavilion ‘had been sold “dlreads.
And the prices chargéd were double the
ordinary amount. The boxers would
divide a handsome purse, one' hundred
pounds going to the winner, and fifty
pounds to the loser. It is hardly ncces-

sary to add that Lawrence was out for
the hundred.- | -

"But how was it pnssible that a junior
of St. Frank's should be mixed up in
an affair of this kind?

The facts, after all, were simple.

i Lawrence was comparatively o new
fellow at St. Frank’s, and he occupied
Study T in the Remove Passage of ihe
College House. He had soon shown his
ability, for he had administered a sound
thras m'% to Grayson, the bully of the
Fifth. This had been a big surprize for
leverybody. for Grayson had been popu-

larly supposed to be a fire-cater.

Mr. Smale Foxe, the housemasier of
the College House,-had a great deal to
do with these boxing engagements of
Lawrence’s. For, in a way, Mr. IFoxeo
Jlm.fd first introduced the junior to the
Ring. - There was something. very strange
about Mr. Smale Foxe, and there was
a myslery concerning him which nobody
could fathom. Handforth, of the Re-
move, had done his :best, and he posai-
tively declared that there were two Mz.
Smale Foxe's—in other words, that the
Housemaster had a double.

Mr. Foxe, who was by no means a
conventional - Housemaster, had taken
Christine and Co. and Lawrence {o Ban-
nington one half holiday. And he had
Iastoniahed them by entering a low class
boxing booth, to witness the perform-
ance. Tha proprietor had offered twenty
pounds to anybody in the audience who
could beat his own particular champion.

And, that evening, Lawrence had re-
turned to t-he‘booti. and had knocked
t the so-called champion out with com-
parative ease. | '

This had started him off, for a certain
Mr. Norman Rook introduced himself
to Lawrence, and invited him to take
E{art in a fight at the Ring Pavilion In

elmford. Lawrence had done so, gain-
in?l a- clear eig'htye.(founds on the fight—
a huge sum, indeed.

But Mr. Rook- had known what he was
doing. He had. seen amazing abilit
in this schoolboy, and he had taken
vantage of il. . Ior. if Lawrence ha
done well out of that fight, Mr. Rook
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bad done boller. Ile had made a con-
ciderable pile of mcney, in fact.

And now- Mr. Rook had arranged
another fight for Lawrence, at the same
place. But this was to be u much bigger
affair, and Lawrenco was pitled against
a well-known pugilist. _-

His reason for ontering the ring at all
was not that he wanted the money for
Limsolf. Ile was doing it solely for the
sake of his father, who had met with a
torrible financial blow a short time
before. Practically every perny of Mr.
Lawrenco’s money had gone crash in a
banking collapse. And his Dbusiness, in
consequence, was -tottering. It was
J.awrence’s plan to obtain as much money
as ho could from thcese fights, and to
send that monecy to his father—acting
on the principle that every litile helps.

It was a praiseworlhy object, and, at
lirsl, Lawrence had succeeded in keeping
it to himself. DBut there had been com-
plications. Mr. Foxo had learned of the
junior's secret activity, and he had at-
tempted to blackmail Lawrence. It had
succeoded tho first time, but not on the
sccond. And now Mr. Foxo wasd furious
with the jumior, and he was determined
t2 have a hand in the money which Law-
renco would recetve for his fight against
Mike Conno:. Whether the rascally
[Ionsemaster would succeed in his object
remained to bg seen.

Only o few days earlier, Ildward Os.
wald Handforth had been suddenly seized
by a violent and aggravated attack of
doleclivitis—in other words, he' fancied
himself as an amateur delective, and
got on the track of the mystery which
surrounded Mr. Foxe. He had, as I
have already mentioned, discovered that
Mr. Foxo hed a double—but wo wero
not inclined to tuko this marvellous dis-
covery on Handforth’s word alone. But
tho leader of Study D, wilth his two
¢hums,  Church .and” McClure, shadowed
Mr. Toxe, and, quilo by chunce, over-
eard a conversation which the House-
Miaster had with Lawrence—a conversa-
lion  closely concerning the boxin
;:ulchcs. As the result, Handforth had
“iiown Lthe truth ubout the College House
;]l.lnlnor. Ho had come straight to me,
'1d an onquiry huad been held—by the

[.)rominenl: members of the Romove.
) l:_l. a5 a net result, Erndést LawreRco
ad been placed upon his trial—and he

.l"ld_ lold the whole truth. He had ox-
“ained to the select commitlee-—~a num-
er of follows from Dboth Houses who

g1

m these fightls.

trusled o keep their tongues stili,

3

cowld be trusted—and ho had tedd that
committes oxactly why he was engaged
He had been found Lol
guilty, and, better than that, the junigrs
—including myselt—had decided to help
Lawrenco as much as wo could, so that
he could gain the large reward by beat-
ing Mike Connor in the ring. We
wanted to see Lawrtence bring off the

fight, for we krnew it was in a good
callst‘n '
But Lawrence's secret was slill a

socret-—s0 far as the majority of the
fellows at St. Frank’s wero concerned.
Orly a handful of juniors of the Remove
knew Lthe secrel—Tregellis-Wesl and Walt-
son and Pitt and De Valerie—and Bob
Christine, and a few others. It would
have been madness to let the whole form
know of Lawrence’'s game. JIfor theo
main body of the follows could no&\brlf

e

it was highly necessary that this secret

should not 1sak out.

For tho Ieadmaster would look upon

the wholo affair with a very severe eyc.

If he discovered, in fact, that a Removo
junior was engaged in prize-fighting
against professionals he would wax ex-
tremely wrathful, and put his foot down

hard. In fact, it was racticalli; cerlain
that Lawrence would bo expciled irom
St. Frank’s in dire disgrace. IL was

therefore highly cssential that Dr. Stat-
ford should not get wind of the truth.

We felt that wo were quito justifieu
i keeping the secret, and in helping
Lawrence along, for we knewgthat his
object was a splendid one. He was using
the money (o help his father—ho waus
doiirg his little bil to restore the family
fortunes. And even Lawrence senior
knew nothing, for he had froquently
oxpressed the wish that his son should
never enler a professional boxing ring.

Mr. Lawrence had been a boxer him-
seif, in his ecarlier years, and, upon ro:

{ tiring, he had bouilllt a large ironmon-

gery Dbusincss in London—and it was
very successful until the bank crash
caome. He had inlended o give his

son o College education, and bring him
up a9 a gentleman. Not that educatiou
could achieve this—since Ernest Law-
rence was a genlleman alrcady, by
nalure. DBut for the fact that the firse
terin’s fees had DbLeen paid, Lawrence
would never have como to tho school.
And now he was doing his utmost to help
his falher—and, perhaps, he would be
able to remain on at St Frank's, not
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only for this torni, but for-others. Bul] It was highly necessary to exorcive

Lawrence did not think of this when he
ontercd into his agreement with - Mr,
Norman Rook, his one and only object
was (o help his father.

We were all entering into ‘the thing
cnthusiastically, and I had quite a num-
ber of idecas in my head to assist Law-
rence on the eventful evening. For 1
realised that 1t would be difficult for the
juntor to manage things unaided.

It was Monday evening now, so there
was not much time left before the great
light took place. During the greater
[mrl. of the previous weck Lawrence had
een training—he had put in every spare
minute he could. And now he was as fit
as o Addle, and confident of victory.

And he was very grateful to us for
tho little assistance we were giving him,

“It’'s awfully decent of you fellows
{o take such =n interast in me,’’ he said,
as ho peeled off his gloves. **‘ You're
bricks—every ono of you!"

‘“ Rats !"’ said Handforth. ‘¢ Of course,
wo don't approve of a St. Frank’s chap
fighting in the Ring Pavilion at Helm-
ford—but tho circumstances are excep-
tional. And you can bet your bools
thul-| wa'll be along thero to see you
win !

*“* Which conclusively proves thal you

don't aplin-ove of 1t!" said Pitt.
[y | }Io.’ ]ﬂ' ha !'I'
““J fecl better than I've felt f{or

months!” went on Lawrence, his eyes
sponking. ‘I thought I was fit when
I met Jimmy Rhodes the other week.
But I'm in much better condition now.
My muscles are harder, and I've got a
bette: punch.” :

“I've noticed that punch!” I re-
marked pointedly. ‘‘I'd rather stecer
clear of it!"”

“*“And if T don't win on Wednesday,
I'l go under fighting gamely. But if I
can beat him, I will. And he won’t find
me such an casy customer as ho probably
imagines. He's got an idea that he’s
going to eat me up, I believe.”

‘ Oh, ho'll soon get that idea knockedl
out of his head,” said Pitt. *‘ In more
«enses than one!”’

‘** Ha, ha, ha!’

**And now we'd botter desperao,”’ I
remarked. ‘‘ You go out first, Chrisline,
with Lawrence and your own pals. We
don't  want to go out in a bunch—
because it might causo comment’’

“ Right you are,”” said Christine.
‘ Como on, you chaps.”

caution, For if the majority- of the
fellows bhad. seen that Eawrence was
constantly boxing, they might have smeit
a rat. erefore,. ho only came into the
gvmnasium occasionally—and this, of
course, caused no-talk. At other times
Lawrence would box in his own study,
or in somebody else’s study, ot arywhere
in private. He was certain of a sparring
partner. |

Christine and Co. left tha gynasiun,
but [awrence was rather late, having
remained behind to fasten a cfisorderly
bootlace. And when the junior got into
the Trnangle, the others had gone on,
and were just entering the College
House,

Lawrence felt as fit as a fiddle.. There
was o gleam in his eye, and his slep
was springy. His fair hair was curly
with health, and his cheeks wero fresh
and glowing, .
| He had hardly got half-way across
the Triangle to the gollege House, when
a dim figure emorged from beneath the
shadow of the old cheslnut trece. It was
a figuro which Lawrence.recognised at
once, in spite of the gloom. And ths
junior was not altogether surprised.

‘“Just 2 word with you, Lawroncs,
boy!"’ said a smooth, soft voice.
‘Yes, Mr. Foxe,”’ said Lawrence
quietly. ‘ What is it 7"
Mr. Smale Foxo came closer,
spoka in very low tones.

“1 do not. intend to beat about tho
bush with you, Lawronce,” he said
grimly. *‘ Neither do T intend to wasto
many words. On Wednesday evening
you have arranged to go to Helmford
in order to fight a pugilist known as
Mike Connoz.”

‘1 don’t see——"'

“Wait "' interrupted Mr. Foxe. “ In
my capacity as your Housemaster, Law-
1ence, I could forbid this thing, and get
you into very serious trouble if vou dis-
obey me. But I do not wish to take that
course. I am willing to let you go on
‘Lthis errand, and 1 hope you witl succee
in winning the fight.’
| “ Thank you, sir!” said Lawrence, with
a touch of contempt in his tone.
| ““ My object in wishing you good Inck
1SgAN obvi?#.s one,”” went on the Ilouse:
master. . ‘“Tror, if you win, you will
receive one hundred pounds. And you
must give me precisely half that sumnl.
Do you understand 1" |
Lawrence's eyca blazed.

m

and

L
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~ « 1 understand lhat you'ro trying to
blackmail me——"" ho said hotly.
«“ Not so loud—not so loud?’ 1inler-

rupted Mr. Foxe. ‘“ You may call it|

what you will, my boy, but I am firm,
I should advise you to try no tricks
with mo. I am not the kind of man to
Lo flouted.”

Laiwvronce set his jaw.

“ I'm sorry, sir, but I cannot enter
inlo any agreement,’”’ he said. * [ won't
give you any promise—-"

.“* You infernal young 1idiol!"’ snapped
Mr. Foxe. ‘‘ Do you dare to defy me?”

‘“ The money isn’t yours, sir, and I
don’t sco any reason why you should
demand it ! eaid Lawrence indignantly.
“If I win, it will be—""

“You arc lalking nonsense!" inler-
ruped Mr. Foxe. *“ You do not scem
w¢ realiso  your position, Lawrence.

And, tho sconer vou do realise it, the
better. I will not stand any nonsense
from you—und you had better realisc
that at once. If I choose I can prevent
yvou going to Helmford; I can detain
you for the whole of Wednesday even-
1Ing in the classroom.” g

““ But you won’'t, sir,”’ said Lawrence
grunly. *“* You can threaten all you like
—and I defy you!"

Mr. Foxe swore under his breath.

“Youw'll defy me!” he rcpeated in a
grating voice.

“ Yes, I dot”

“You impudent young puppy—"

“Half a minute, sir!” interrupted
Lawrence.

“] don't intend to be im-
pudent, but I'm not treating you as 1
would treat my Housemaster. I don't
look upon you as & Housomaster now."”’

‘1‘9-What do you mean, you young ras-
cal?"’

“I mean that Housemaslers do nol
wsually descend to blackmailing!” re-
Plied Lawrence boldly. * Housemasters
are gentlemen, and since you have shown
Yoursell in your true colours, I cannot
Tespect you. And you daren’t try to
¢cp mo in on chnesday, or rcport
mo. lo the Headmaster——'

“I daren’t!” exclaimed Mr.
ﬁi‘:l‘(‘ely. '

« ~No, you daren’t!" replied Lawrence.

Only last weok you told the Head a
dlol:bcrate string of lies because you
thought you would be able to blackmatil
ne, and  obtain money. The little
8cheme failed, and if you go to lhe

eadmasler now, and “tell the whole

Foxe

s way?

truth-—-if you reveal to him that 1 am
Young Ern, who' fought in the Ring
Pavilion a fortnight ago—well, Mr.
IFoxe, you will show yourself to Dr.
Stafford in your true colours. He will
know that vou are telling lics.”

“ Confound you——"' |

‘““ Aud you will be in a serious posi-
lion afterwards,”’ went on Lawrence.

| ©If it means the sack for me, Mr. Foxe,

it will mean the sack for you. So I can
easily afford to ignore vour threats, and
to snap .my fingers at you !

Mr. Smale IFoxe fairly danced with
rage. His eyes gloamed, and his thin,
prominert nose secemed to stick out far-
ther than wusual from his somewhat
bony face.

‘““By Hcaven'” he graled. “1I have a
mind to pick you up, you young whelp.
and thrash you now, with my bare
hands! How dare you speak to me in
How dare you treat your
Housemaster with such—"' _

“As I said before, sir, I don't re-
gard you as my Housemaslier!’ infer-
rupted Lawrence quietly. ‘* During
school hours it’s different—but now you
aras not yourself. you’re somebody elso
—you’re a blackmailer trying 1o got
money from me. And it won't work,
Mr. FFoxe, and that's all I have got to
say !’

And Lawrence, his heart beating
rapidly, turned on his hecl, and walkod
straight towards the College House. Mr.
I'oxe stood for a moment or {wo, with
his fists clenched, and with a dangerous

lint in his eyes. DBut he did not follow

.awrence; he snapped his teeth vici-
ously.

“ Very well, my lad!” he multered.
““ We shall seo!”’

And there was somelhinege in Mr.
Smale I'oxe’s tone which boded ill for
the champion boxer of the Remove!

CHAPTER II.

DR. STAFFORD'S PLAN.

HEN Lawrence got into the Reo-
move passage of the College
House, ho found Christine and
Co. waiting just outside 1he
door cf Study Q.

*“ Oh, here you are!’’ said Christine.
“You giddy slowcoach! ‘6've been
waiting—— Hallo! What'’s the reason
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of the worried frown? Why Lhe black
looks, old son?” ,
‘““ Como into my study!”’ said Law-

renco shortly.

They passed along the passage wnitil |

they came {o Stud and they entered.

L.awrence closed t
ard Yorke and Talmadge regarded him

LEE LIBRARY

T
e éoor, and Chrisline '

curiously. They could see that some-
thing was wrong. . .
*“ Some of the Ancient House rot-

‘ters?”’ inquired Talmadge. *‘ Have they
been rowing you—""

3 Of course not!"” interrupled Law-
renco. “ The Ancient House chaps are
all right—there’s nothing wrong with
any of them.”

"‘}?hat. asbout Fullwood and Gulliver
‘“Oh, I mean the chaps we know,”
said Lawrence. * The fact 13, IFoxoy
just collared hold of me in the Triargle,
and had a few words.” .

(ot Oh !ll

‘““ The rotter!”

‘ What did he want?”’ ,

“ The same as before, said Lawrence.

“He lold me that if T don’t give him
half the money for this flight he will
lef the Hoadmaster know all about it
—and that will mean the sack for me!”
“Phew!” whistled Christine. * And
what did you say?”’ _
“ T told him to go to the dickens.”
“ You—you ass!”’ gasped Yorke.

“Well, I didn’t use those exacl
words, althpugh it amounted to the
same thing,’”’ said Lawrence. *‘‘I deficd
him, and told him io Lo his face, too!”

“ My hat!”

1 told him he was a blackmailer

‘“ You—you reckless idiot!”’

“ Reckless!”! said Lawrence warmly.
*“ Tow was it recklass? Foxe is a black-
. maitler—he’s beon trying to blackmail
me all along, the cad! And I'm not
standing it. I told him so; and lie won't
be able to do anything!”

“ Only get you the seck—ihat’s all!”
snid Talmadge.

““How?’ demanded Lawrence. ' “If
Mr. Foxe poes to the Headmaster, and
tells him I'm the chap who fought 1n
tho Ring Pavilion the othér week, what
will be the result? Mr. Foxe (wld the
Heoad on that occasion that I was with
Jum in Caistowe, and he did that be-
causy he thought ho could get some
1xoney out of me. But he was wrong.

_—

I wasn’t quite such a fool. Tf Toxo
went (o the Head now he would make

himself out a liar, and would el kicked

out of his job!” |

Bob Christine nodded.” .

“Well, thatl’s quite right,’”' .he ad-
milted. “ By Jove, you're a cute beg-
gar, Lawrence!” . . |

‘“ Thoere's nothing oute about it at
all,”* denied Lawrence. ‘I simply re-
fused to be. intimidated, nothing else.
And Foxe knows it—and he's furious.
But, somechow, I've got an idea that he
acans to take some action.”

““How's that?'' asked Christine. ¢ He
daren’t go to the Head, and—"

““ Perhaps not—but ho can let the
Hcad know in some other way,”’ inter-
rupted Lawrence. ‘' Supposing he _car-
ries out his threat? Supposing he lets
the Head know that I'm going lo fight
at the Ring Pavilion on Wednesday
ovening? He could eastly do that withe
out the Head knowing anylhing about
Foxe’'s part in tho business. The re-
sult would be that Dr. Stafford will
probably send somebody {o Helmfor,
just. in order to make sure. .And that’ll

e the finich of things!”

Bob Christine looked worried.

““Yes, we've got to be jolly careful,”
he said. “I think we’ll have a chat
about this with Nipper—he’s rather a
smart chap, you know. He'll be uble
to tell us what to do.”

And this was decided upon.

And, as eventa turned out, Lawrence’s
surmise was a shrewd one. Decause
Myr. Foxe scted in precisely the way that
LLawrence had anticipated. .

Mr. Foxe did not take any claborate
measures—he used the most simple
methods possible, for, on the following
morning, the Head received a rather
mysterious lotler. It came through the
Eost, in the ordinary way, and 1t had
een mailed from Barnington. |

Nelson Lee happencd to be in Dr.
Stafford’s study when the letter was,
opened. The Head glanced al the
sheet of paper, and then adjusted lus
pince-nez, and gazed morc intently.

*“Dear me!’ he exclaimed.

There were not many words on the
paper, and they were typewritten. There
was no address, and no signature. The
paper iteelf’ was a sheet of ordinary com-
mon notepaper, of no particular brand.
And the words which caused Dr. Staf-
lford so much astonishment ran as fol-
ows: '
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“1 should advise sou, sir, to kcep
our eve on Master Ernest Lawrence, n
junior at your school. He will appear
al tlic Ring Pavilion, in Helmford, in
order to fight a professional boxer named
Mike Conmor. Lawrence will appear
undor the transparent name of ¢ Young
Inn." A week qr so ago he was booked
to fight Jimmy Rhodes ut the Ring
Pavilion, but did not turn up, a sub:
elitute being provided at the last
moment. This substitute was supposed,
by many people to be Young Ern him-
sclf. But on Wednesday next it will be
Lzwrence, of St. Frank's. Keep your
eve on this boy.” |

The Headmaster was rather startled.
Heo did not say anything for a moment
or two, but read the letter through
again. IHe romembered the incident
which had occurred some little time ago.
Ho had received an anonymous com-
munication then, stating that ‘ Young
Frin " was Lawrence of the Remove, and
that Lawrence had fought Jimmy
Rllodes at Helmford. Dr. Stafford had
believed this, and Lawrence had been
on tho point of expulsion when Toxe
had come to his rescue.

The Housemastor, in fact, had calmly
declared that the lad had been with
him at Caistowe at tho very time of the
light. This, of course, was a deliberate
falsehood. Mr. Foxe had not lied in
this way because of any particular love
for Lawrence, but because he had been
anxious 1o extract money from the boy.
That plan had failed. |

,And now Mr. Foxe showed his cun-
ning.  After the other incident, Dr,
Slalford would need some convincing.
and 50 Mr. Foxe had worded the letter
carefully. It caused the Head to think.
Was it possible, after all, that ™ Youn
Ern” was really Ernest Lawrcnce, o |
the College House? Somehow or olher,
Dr. Stafford was suspicious and uneasy.

‘This—Lhis is most distressing!’ he
exclaimed. “I really don’t know what
to do, Mr. Leo. Perhaps you can help
mec?  Perliaps you can suggest some
way of dealing with the situation?”

Nelson Loe smiled.

If you will acquaint me with the
fi‘-f‘ls--—" he began.

. Please rcad this letter, Myr. Lee,”
satd the Head.

¢ passed it over, and Nelson Lee¢

rapidly Ferusod the words. When he
had finished there was a keen light in
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his eves. and he looked up at Dr. Staf-
ford.

“I dislike anonymous communica-
tions, Dr. Slafford,” said Nelson Lee
quietly. “*I make it- a general rule to
ignore them. And, if you arei nclined
to take my advice, I should suggest that
you ignore this completely.’”

““] am afratd I cannot do that, Mr.
l.ee,”” said the Head. ‘‘ Much as I dis-
like the idea of it, I feel that I must
make some kind of investigation. This
is the sccond time I have received an
intimation that Lawrence is partici-
paling in prize fighting. Thero must
be somelhing in it—it cannot be purely
a fabrioation. I share your dislike for
anonymous lelters, however, but, at the
rame time, I feel it 1s my duty to in-
qgiiire further inlto this matter.¥

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders.

“ You may do as you wish, of course,”
he said. *‘‘ It is really none of my busi-
ness, Dr. Stafford. The boy does not
belong to my House, and therefore the
matiter does not come within my pro-
vince."' :

“Quite so—quite 50, said the Head.
“J am nol going to ask you to take uny
aclton personally, Mr, Leec. I will leave
tiat to Mr, Foxe—"

““Mr. loxe?’ repeated Lee sharply.

“Yes; he 15 the boy’s Housemaster,
and it will be Mr. Foxe's duty to in-
vestigate,”' said the Head. I have u
scheme. and I inlend to pl)ut it into
operation. I will settle this question
once and for all. I mean to know the
truth.”

The Head spoke in a firin voice; and
he touched his bell.

A moment later Tubbs, the page Doy,
appearced.

*“Kindly go to Mr, Foxe, in the Col-
lege House. and inform him that I re-

uwire his presence in my study,'’ said
?)r. Stafford. “ You will also take the
same mossage o Mr. Pagetl.”

“* Yes, sir,”” said Tubbs briskly.

He vanished, and Nelson Leo crossed
the room and sat down. The famous dec-
tective had decided that he would not
make his exit until affer the visit of Mr.
I'agett and Mr. Foxe. He, in fact, was
ralher curious to hear what was about
to be done.

“May T look at that letter again?’
lic asked.

‘“ Certainly, Mr. ILee, certainly,” said
tic Head. . ““ And if you can discover
the writer I shall be greatly obliged. But



J am afraid that is a hopeless task. There
is not the sllﬁhtest clue. The paper is
ordinary, without any watermark, and,
of course, it is quite impossible Lo re-
cognise tyl[:.ewriting. |

ielson l.e¢ made no comment. Dut,
just for a Rash, a smilo appcared on his
featurcs. It scemed that he did not
allogether agree with Dr. Staflord’s
views. But he said nothing.

And he was still examining the mys
lerious communication when Mr. Foxe
and Mr. Pagett appeared together.

Mr. Pagetl was the master of the Fifth
I'orm, and he was ono of the most un-
popular masters at St. Frank’s. Ho
wag thin and acid looking, and his
temper was notoriously -short. Among
tho boys, Mr. Pagelt was generally
known as “ an old beasl.” :

But, apart from his personal failings, |

he was a conscientious schoolmaster, and
a capable man. Thus he retained his
position as master of the Fifth.

“ Ah, Mr. Foxe, I am glad you have
came,”” said the Head briskly. ¢ Will
you pleaso glance at this lelter, and tell
me your opinion of 1t? I shall then bo
obliged if you will pass it ‘'on to Mn.
Pagett.’”

The Head took the lelter from lLoc,
and handed it over to Mr. Smale Foxe.
'I'ne Housemaster took it gravely, and
gurzed upon it as though he had never
scen it lgefore. Considering that he had
typed it himself, it was barely nceessary
for him to read it. But, of course, the
fact that he was the author of the note
was his own secret,

“Ho did not betray himself by any
sign or movement, but read the letter
with an expression of mild astonishment
on his face. Nelson Lee, apparently
giving close attention to his nails, was
rcally watching Mr. Foxe with an in-
tentness which would have caused the
College Housemaster much discomfiture
had he known.

‘“ This appears to bo very sorious,
sir.” said Mr. Foxe, at length,

“Pray let me see it!”’ exclaimed Mr.
Pagett, who was filled -with curiosity.

‘'he note was handed 1o him, and he
rcad it.

““ Good gracious!” he ejaculated. “ A
boy of St. Frank’s—and ¢ junior at that
—taking part n a %mfessional prizo
fight! Impossible! This—this must be
a joke, sir, surely?” :

“I wish T could agree with you, Mr.
Pagett,” said the Heud. “DBut I am

|
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afraid it is rather more serious than'a
joke. What is your opinion, Mr. Foxe?’
" Well, sir, I must confess that I am_
impressed,”” eaid the  Housemastier
gravely, ‘‘There was some little bother
concerning Lawrence once before. You
were informed, that he had been fighting
at the Ring Pavilion under the name of
Young Ern. But I disproved that by
informing you that Lawrence had been
with me in Caistowe all ithe evening.
But this letter throws a different light on
tho matter. It appears that Lawrence
was really booked to appear, and found it
impossiblo to ﬂo so—probably becauso
he was compelled to accompany me. Tho
promoters of the fight therefore ob-

‘tainod a subslitute, without informing

the audience of tho change.”

‘I'he Head nodded.

‘““In that case, Mr. Foxe, the first
coromunication I received was correct,”
ha exclaimed. *‘That 13 to say, the
writer of the note belicved that he was
performing a good service by giving me
the information. But, owing to circum-
stunces which he could not foresee, Law-
rence did not appear.” '

‘“ Precisely,” said Mr. Foxe.
practically certain, however, that Law-
rence wili'nppem' at the Ring Pavilion on
this occasion—to-morrow evening,
I really think something ougEL
done, sir.” _

‘*“ That is precisely my opinion,”’ suid
the Head. *‘ I think I will send for Law-
rence ad once—-'

“ 1 should strongly advise you not to
do that, sir,”’ inlerrupted Mr. Foxe.

‘““ Indeed! Why not?”

‘“ Because the boy will naturall
all knowledge of the maliter, and Ylo will
cortainly not go to Helmford, to kee¢p
his appointment,”” said Mr. Foxe. ‘1t
will then be impossible for Iyou {o provo
anything against him. t would be
better, I should think, for you to let
this ticht take place, exactly as planned.
I luwrther sugzest that you should go to
Helmford personally, and attend tho
fight, incognito. You will then be ablo
1o see, with your own eyes, whether the
iad is Lowrence or not.”

Dr. Stafford shook his head. .

‘* No, Mr. Foxe, I could not Lhink
of doing that,’” he said. ** For one thing,
I shall be unable to leave the school,
for two gontleman have made on ap-
pcintment with me—Sir James Henson,
and Mr. Roger Hale. They are two ol
our directors, and I could not possibly -

“Tt 13

that is.
to be_a

deny
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o absent to-morrow evening. Your sug-

cstion. however, is an excellenl one,
and I will adopt it. 1 shall take it a3
a favour, Mr. Foxe, if you will go, over
to Helmlord yourseli to-morrow evening
—and perhaps it would be a good iden 1l
vou took Mr. Pagelt with you, You will
‘then bo able to find out the exact truth.
andd reporl to me afterwards. Ii this
lad is really Lawrence, he will, of
course, he expelled without delay.  And
that will settle the point finally.”

““ Good gracious!” exclaimed . M.
Pagett. ‘A prize-ight! My dear sir, 1
have nover attended such a performance
in my life! I am appalled! But, for
the suke of the school, I will consent to

good of you,

your proposal.”’
ok T'En,t-pois very AMr.
Pagett,” said the Head drily.

‘1 do not think we shall have much
difficulty 1n gaining admission to the
Ring Pavilion,” said Mr. Foxe. ‘‘ And,
as you say, sir, we shall know for cer-
tain whether this * Young Ern " is Law-
rence or nol. It will be just as well to
know the exact truth.”

““’That i3 precisely my own idea, Ms.
Foxe,”” said the I-i'nndmaster. “1 dis-
like anything of this kind intensely. I
suspect the whole thing to be a mis-
chietous practical joke—but, at the samon
time, I cannot aliord to ignore it. Ii
1his boy is really a St. Frank’s junior,
the fact must be established. We can-
not allow it to go on. ‘l'‘herefore. gentle
men, you will please make arrangements
s0 thul to-morrow evening will be free.”

Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett Joft the
Headmaster’s study. ‘The ITousemasier
was  exiremely pleesed. His plan had
worked well; for now it would !E)e firmly
and finally established that Lawrence of
tho Remove, was tho culprit. Mr. Foxo
would have his revenge! Heving failed
o extract money from the boy. he wouid
ruin him, That was Mr. Foxe's genial
Plan. e was delighted that Mr. Pagett
woul:l be with him, for there would be
two witnesses now. And it would be
absolutely impossible for Efnest Lawrence
19 escape the consequences of his aclions.
In’'the Head’s study, Nelson Lee had
!‘lsi;n to his feet, preparalory lo depari-
ing,

. "I am not al all sure that this course
15 a good one, Dr. Stafford,” he said.
"But wo will feave matiers as they
sland at present, and wail until to-

morrow evening. By the way, may I
take that letler wiih ‘me?"

o

“By al:. means, Mr. Lee—by all
means!” said the Head. “I énly wish
it were possible 1o discover the writer.
But that. I am afraid, is quite out of the
question,””

Again .the trace of a smile came
into Nelson Lee’s eyves. and, very shorlly
afterwards. he left the. Headmastler's
study. Fle went straight along to lis
own aparlment. and lost no time in
makwmg a few, trifling experiments.
| To begin with, he submitted the iype-
wriltten lelter to & very close scrutiny
through a powerful magnifying lens.
| Einch typewiitten letter now siood out in
bold reiief. and many ilems were now
visiblo which had been invisible before.
FFor example, every letter ‘1’ in the
leiter bore a slight defect. There was
a chip out of the character, practically
invisible to the naked eye, but obvious
when magnified. The letler ‘o’ was
chipped .also, whilst the ‘s’ was ot
precisely (rue. It was a shade oui of
alignment. T'hese defecls only became
apparent when the lens was used.

“I rather fancy it will not be neces.
sary for me to seavrch far afield,” mur.
mured Nelson Lee. ‘‘Indeed, T do not
thing I need slir‘from this study.”

Ile put the magnifying lens down, and
lifted up a pile of examination papers.
some were wrillen, others were (ype-
I written, And one or two of them had
been prepared by Mr. Smale Foxe. Nel.
son Lee picked up one of these. glanced
at it closely. and then brought the lens
iuto play. He smiled.

. .'E?xnclly > he murmured. “ Dear
Jme! I veally thought Mr. Foxe had
more sense—bul ho appavently believes
that a typewritien lelter is nol open (o
investigation.  But that is a fallucy,
For. as a matter of factl, the work of n
typewriler 1s a3 characteristic as ordin-
ary handwriting. It has ils peculiarities,
|und 15 eccentricilies.”

Once more. Nelson Lee examined that
examination paper—which® had beeu
prepared by Mr., Smale I'oxe in his own
studv a day or so earlier. And every
‘s’ was slightly out of alignment—every
‘t’ and ‘o' were chipped. In fact, the
myslerious anonymous communicalion,
which had been delivered to the ITeudl-
masler loat morning had been wriilewn:
on Mr. Foxe's typewriter! It was there-
fore uite certain that Mr. Smale Foxe
himself was the author.

Nelson I.ea had suspected this from
the (irst. And now he had the prool.
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But he took no action. And he was sliil
silting in Jus chair when a footstep
soundod out in the passage. .

That footstep was mine. I was com-
ing along to the guv’nor’s study in order
to have a few words with him before
lessons. . ~
- I found Nelson Lee lying back in hts
chair, . with his finger tips pressed
together, and with a cigaretie smoulder-
ing between his lips—with about half an
inch of -ash upon ut. |

‘* Penny for your thoughts, guv’nor!”’
I aaid cheerfully, as I closed the door.

Nelson Lee turned his head, and the
cigaretto ash dropped all over his waist-
coat,

‘“Well, Nipper, what is 1t?”’ he en-
quired. “I »m rather busy now——"

** Yes, you look it!” I grinned. “Is
that what you call being busy, sir?’’

““T have been busy with my brains,”
explained Nelson Lee. ‘“ In other words,
.Nipper, T am -hinking. And it is hardly
possible to concentrate upon one’s
thoughls when you are in the apartment.
You are a disturbing -element, Nipper.”

. Thanks!' 1 said. * You always
wero good at paying compliments, guv’
nor. - Well, what’s the myslery? Whal
are yoa tainking about? And what have
you been using Lhat magnifying lens
for?” :

'* Upon my soul! Your inquisiliveness
13" positively terrible, Nipper!"’ protested
Nelson Lee. ‘“1 see no reason why I
should satisly your curicsity. But now
that you are here, I would like to have
a few words with you regarding Law-
vence.” '

I stared. .

. ** Lawrence?' I repeated. ‘Do you
mean Lawrenc2, of the College House?™
“1 am -not aware that there i3 any

olher Lawrence al St. Frank's,' ' said

Nelson Lee. T have noticed, Nipper,

that you have been in Lawrence’'s com-

pany a good deal- of late.
very liltle to'do with Lhe junior myself,
but I believe he is a very straightfor-
ward youngster, and quile o decént Boy.”’

**Right every time, sir,”” I said,
‘‘ Lawrence is one of the best.”

.. **Do you know if he is going out on

Wednesday evening '’ asked Nelson Lee

casunliy. -

I iooked at the guv’nor with some
suspicion.

. **What's the idea. sir,”” I enquiréd.
‘“Why are you so inlerested in Law-

at the malter as we looked at it.

I have had,
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_* You have not answered my queslion,
;,\up?or,” suid Nelson Lee. Co .
“Is Lawrence going out on Wodnes-
dai?" I repeated.. * Well,_'?nqii: should
I know, and why should you ask me?

Surely I'm .not supposed (o, know what

Lawrence's movements® will bg on Wed-
nesday eovening?" ' '

Nelson Iea  smiled.

_‘“ Still you have not answered my ques-
tion, Nipper,” ho said pointedly.

I thought for a moment or two. - I
certainly had no intention of telling
Nelson l.ee all about it—for it was quito
likely that the guv’nor would not AO?]k

nd,
quite apart from that, I had given
Lawrence my word that I would not
specak on the subject Lo any outsider--
and, in this affair, even the guv'nor was
sn outsider. '

Well, as a matter of fact, sir, I can’t
give you any delinile answer {o the
quesiion,’”’ I said. ‘ Lawrence may be
going out, of course, but I rather fancy
that he’ll remain at Si. Frank’s. In
fact, I’'m willing {0 make a wager with
E‘ou that Lawrence will be seen at St.

rank's, on Wednesday cvening. Ile'll
probably remain at the school the wholo
evening.” . =

Nelson Lee nodded.

“That is just as well,” he said. *‘1
do not prétend to know anything, Nip-
per, and I am nol making any enquiries,
or giving any irformation. Bul I do
know this—Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagelt
have been instructed by the Headmaster
to keep their eyes weli open on \Wednes-

day evening.”

“What on emth for?” I enquired,

‘with an air of surprise.

* Furthermore,” proceeded Nelson
Lee. *“ Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett wiil
take a journcy to Ilelmford on Wednes-
day evening. They have certain plans
in view, Nipper, and I have an idea that
there are certain suspicions against Mas-
ter Lawrence. If the boy has been up
to any irregularities—if he has been
breaking the school rules—it might be
bud for him. And I certainly think 1t
will be belter for Lawrince if he remains
at ‘St. Frank’s on Wednesday evening.
That’s all, Nipper]®’

I nodded. .

“T quite, understand,
“I've got you exactly.” L

And, o few minutes later, I left Nel-
son Lee’s study. Ie had said notﬁl_n!i

sr, 1 said.

rence—he belongs to the College House.™”  definito, and he was apparcutly ot iu-
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tarested in lhe maller. Bul I knew
differantly. I put two and two together.
And I knew that Nelson Lee had learned
that Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagelt were
going to Helmford on Wednesday even-
ing for the express purpose of calching
[.awrence red-handed. The guv’nor hud
given me a tip—a warning. He knew
that I would pass it on-to L.awrence.

It was just like Nelson Lee to do a
thing like that. He wanted Lawrence
to avoid trouble—and 0o he was doing
his best to give tho junior an indirect
warnieg.

I was rather thoughtiul during mmorning
Jessons.  For Nelson Lee's words had
ziven me somelhing to ponder over,
Did the guv'nor know that Lawrenco
was ‘ Young Ern '? I was fainiy cectain
that Nelson Les knew a greaat deal mero
inan ks admitted. But he took the
view that this was none of his business—
mnce Lawrence was a College Houso
junior. Nelson Leo hated to get anybody
into (rouble, or to see anvhody get intu
trpuble. Therefore, he had taken this
course so that I could use my efforts Lo
keop Lawrence at St. Franks on Wed-
resday evening.

It was decent of Lhe guv’nor—it was
sporfsmanlike. And I decided to acl
upon: the informalion which had been
given to me. Bul one thing was quile
cerlain. :
- “Young Err'" would meet Mike
Connor at the IHelmford Ring Pavilion

al seven o'clock precisely on Wednesday
ovening !

CHAPTER I1I.
A SURPRISE FOR TWG !

“ EAR old boy, you’ve been look-
ing frightfully serious ali day!"
remarked Sir Montie Tregellis-
West., “ Is anything the mat-

lor? I wish you would tell us—I do,
roaliy !

Sir Montie Tregellis-West looked at
e keenly through his pince-nez and I
holiced that Watson was paving mo a
good deal of ottention, {oo.

Wo were in Study C, and it was nearly
lea lime. Tommy Watson, as a matler
of facl. was aleeady prepuring for the
eual. I looked at the table, and then
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(ransferred my atlention to my two
chuns,

“Wo're going to have somo visilors
for tea,’' I said. *‘ Five or six, in fact.”

“ Visitors !’ exclaimed Watson. *“ What
‘the dickens for? We haven’l got any
too much grub, and Mrs. Hake has run
out of Ya.stry and pork pies and sardines.
She's alwayvs running out of evervthing--
she never has much stock at the best of
(ines.  Besides Lhat, vou ase, wo haven't
gol sulBicient cups and saucers and
plates—"’ .

*Oh, ail night,” I said. * We'li leava
the litlle party until after tea—it’ll da
just ns well, pechaps.”

* Tittle party?”’ repealed
staring. “ What little party?”’

“DBegad!  You're frightfplly mys-
terious, dear old boyv,” observed Siv
Montie mildly.

I smiled.

“Well, the fact is 1here's going to b
a courncil meeting,” 1 decluréd. * I'm
going to huve Christine and Co. over
here, and Pilt, and one or two oihers.
We've got to discuss matlers. Some-
thing haz cropped up which must receise
immediate attention.”

“ About the fight?”’ gsked Waison
coucernedly.

Y| \'es.j‘b

“Begud! [ hope 1t's nothing serious,™
sald Sir Montie. :

““Well, as a matter of fact. it is rather
serious.”” [ snid. * But we’ve got to set
our wils {o work—and I'm fairly cerlai:
that we shall be able to overcome the
diffculty. I'm not going to sav any
im:ore now, my sons, becausc it would b
a waste of breath."”

“ What:”’ sncrted Walson.
of brealh Lo tell us?”

‘i "res.“‘ '

“You—vou silly— :

“I rmight as well tell you when T teif
the others,”” I interrupted. ¢ There's
no sense in saying it twice. You'll hear
all about it when we hold the council
meeting.”’

And I would not say anything furthaor
at the moment, although Sir Montie
and Tommy were very curious, and
somewhat indignant. They considered
that it was my duty to tell them all
about it beforehand. But my idea of
duty was different to theirs,

And they had to wait until after tea.

Study ¢ was rather crowded by the
time all the membera of tho select
counctl were present. The parly num-

Walson,

A\ waslo
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bered twelve altogéther—Handforth and
Church and McClure, Christine and
Yorke and Talmadge, Errest Lawrence,
Revinald Pitt, Jack drey. and, of course,
the study’'s ori
Watson, Treg'eﬁis-.Wc-;'st and myself.

‘“ Now, what’s the giddy idea?’ en-
«quired Handlorth. ** What's the parly
for3” oo —

“It’s no good asking me,” said Wal-
son. ‘‘ Nipper knows all about 1it, but
he won’t say a word.,”

“It’s about Lawrence,”” T exclaimed.

“I'm geliing to the point straight
away.”’
‘“* About me?"’ repeated Lawrence.

“ What do you mean, Nipper ?”’

* Exactly what I say,”’ I replied.
‘““ We'vo T’t to discuss ways and means,
my son. I've got hold of some informe-
tion which is of tho most terrific im-
portance. It won’t be such an easy
matter for vou to go to Helinford to-
INOTTOW evening, to keep that engage-
mant,’

“I know it won't be easy,’”’ said
I.awrence. *‘ I've already asked Rey-
nolds for a pass, but he says he can't
let me have one—because he's not a
prefect now. But I think Carlisle will do
tho trick all right.”

*“ My dear chap, that’s not the point.™
I said. “1 don’t suppose you'll have
wmuch difficulty in getiuing a pass for th.
cvening., Passes can slways bo worked,
if a chap is fairly ingenious. But it may
interest you to inow that there will be
some spies on your track.”

“* Spies!”’ e¢choed Chrisline.
Jdo you mean, you ass?”

* Out with it, Nipper!"

* Don’t talk in riddles!”

'*What’s the idea?””

[ frowned at the curious juniors.
l"oxe 1s taking a trip to Helmford to-
morrow evening—and Mz, Pagett, the
I'iith Form master, will accompany him.>

Lawrence started.

‘““They're going to Helmford!” he
exclaimed. o—do you mean——"

“Exactly I’ T said. * They are going
to spy on you, Lawrence. Mr. Foxe
and Mr. Pagett are going to the Ring
Pavilion, to witness that fight, And if
thoy see you there they are to come
back, ani report to the Head—in faet,
the Head has sent them., You can
casily guess what the result will be. Yon
might manage old Foxey, but you can’t
do anything with Mr. i’agett-. He'll

i: Whut

inal occupants, Tonimy |

|
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report. too, and it will be known to Dr."
Stafford that sou are * Young!' Ern. -
That’ll finally put the lid on .it, and
you'll get the sack!” -~ = v |
‘“ In other words, my son,” said Hapd-"
forth, ‘“you'll be presented with the
order of the boot!"” o
““ Great Scott!"”
‘““ Oh, my hat?’

“ This—this is awful !’ said I;n.;.\'i'eﬁce,

{urning slightly. pale. *“I—I hadn't
re: koned on anythung like this, Nipper.
But how did the Head know? ow

could he guess?”’

“ It doesn’'t matter much to us how he
knew, or how he guessed,”’ I inlerrupted.
‘““The ma:n thing is that Foxe and
Pagett are going to the Ring Pavilion
to-morrow evenming. 1f they arrive there
and sce that fight—well, they'll see you.
So we've got to do something. We've
got to put our heads together and con-
spire.”’ |

Lawrence looked thoroughly alarmed.

‘ But—but what can we do?"’ he asked
anxiously, “‘If Mr. Foxe .and Jlr,
Pagett are really going, there's a1 ead
of it—I shall have to give up the fhight!
I must send Mr. Rook a wire this even-
mg, saying that I can’t turn up to-
morrow, and that he must get a sub-

stilule "
“Rot!?" cald Handforth. ‘““ You
can't let him down like that. He's

arranged this fight, and you’ve got to
keep to it, my son, even 1if you get
sacked from St. Frank’s afterwards.’

“It's casy enough to say that,”” put
in Christine. ** You're not going to get
sncked, Handy, and I'm jolly certain that
Lawrence won’t, either! If there's no
other way out of it, he won't go to this
fight at all}’

* Let me do the talkinz, my scns,”’
I said. “XI've got an idea, and what I
want to do i3 to tell you chaps abaut it,
and hear what you say. You might be
able to suggest some nnprovements: Ii
so, all the better. 1In any case, this
fight is coming off, and Mr. Foxe and
Mr. Pagett are going to be dished!”

‘““ That sounds frightfully good, dear
old boy,”’ said Sir Montie. ** But how
is it goin’ to be donel”

‘“ Well, Foxey and Pazelt will leave
here to-morrow evening,” I siid.
** They'll probably go in the Head’s car,
and start at six, or they might go by
rail; we shall have to find oul before we
make our final arrongements. DBut, I
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any cas?, Mr. Foxe end Mr. Pageit will
never get to Helmford.” -
. Eh? .

“ They'll me2t with an adventure on
tha way.”’ I went on calmly, ‘" and, un-
fortunately, they will be d2layed for
such a timo that when they find them-
s-lve; free aga‘n thy fighit will be over,

and Lawrence will Le LbLack at Sr.
Frank’s.” o
¢ You—you zass!” said Hanclorlh.

‘* How do you kuow this?”’

‘* Something seems (o lell me so,” 1
replied, with a chuckle. '

* How do you know that I'oxe and
Pagatt will be delayed?”’ .

‘ Beocause you chaps will delay them,”
I replied. .

“ What !

“We—we will delay Lhem?®”

““ Preciasly,” I said. * You will be

joily busy tc-morrow evening.”’

Iiverybody was speaking at oncs. All
the juniors were asking questions.
‘“Ho'd on!” I exclaim:d. “ Il {ell

vou all about it in a minute. There's
another thing I want to say. Lawrence,.
as a matler of fact, needn’t worry about
getting a pass oult, because he’'ll be nt
St. Frank’s all the evening.”” .

**Eh*' gsaid Christine. ‘° Lawrcnce
ui!llbe at St. IFrank's all the evening?"”’

i "es."l .

““ Then why should we lroubie aboul
dela{ing Mr. IFoxe and—"

“You'll unde.stand every.hing after
I've explained,” I interrupt:d. *‘ Now,
then, yon chaps—silence! Listen to
your uncle, and you'll wear such grins
within five minutes that you'll make
your faces ache.”

After a while there was stlence, and I
got busy. I told the fellows, in detail,
what my plans were, and gradual(lf theic
serious expressions -changed, and they
smiled. Then their smiles changed. to
gring,.and, finally, they yelled.

‘“ Oh, reat!’ said Christine en-
'th}}sﬁasgfa y. “It's a ripping wheeze!”’

ather!”

.. Begad! It’s toppin’, dear old boy!"”

* Of course, it might be better.”’ said
Handforth grudgingly. ‘‘ As a matter
of fact, I was about to sugge:t some-
th:‘“ﬁ:[ ltlhe ﬂan'w kind.”

, 0N, al”

“ What are you yelling 'at. vou fat-

i:o‘a‘dsf ' demanded HandForlh warmly,
We're yellihg at you,” grinned

Pit.  “ You get some marvellovs ideas,
Hanqy.”

ol
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‘“I do:"” agreed Handforth.

‘ After you've heard them from soma-
body elre,”’ concluded Pilt sweetly.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

The meeting broke up ha!f an hour
later, and all the plans were cut and
dried. We had set ourselves out to help
Iirnest Lawrence, and we were doing so
with a will,

And he needed help. too! Without
our axislance he would never have
come through with flying colours. With
our assistance, it was quite likely thal
ke would do so. He was feeling filler
than he had felt for weeks, and he s
quite confident of being able to put up a
good fight against Mike Connor. But
if he had worried over matters concern-
Ang St. Frank's, he would not be able 1o
put hir best into thal match. Worry i
a lerrible handicap, and nobody can hox
properly when their mind is in a stale of
unrest, Therefore, we were doing cur
best (o imake Lawren:-e feel easy and
confident,

On the following day we learne«,
lhroth the agency cf Mr. Cultle, the
s~hool po.ler, that Mr. Foxe and Mnr.
Pagett were going for a trip in the
Head's molor-car during the eveniug.
and they would start at about five-thirty.
This was good enough for us. We had
got the information we neceded.

“Ii's all serene, my sons,” I said. lo a
grouap in Lhe Triu,uée at dinner-timeo.
“ They're going by car. Everything in
the garden is lovely! We chall be abio
to work the .dodge beautifully, and I
don't se2 how auy hitch can occur.”

During the aftermoon, which was a
half-holidar,- Pitt and Grey and Hand-
forth and Co. went out on their bicycles.
Nobedy krew where they went lo, and
their mission, indeed, was a mysterions
one. g

They did not re‘urn. unlil lea-lime.
and their bicycles were minu: several
parcels which had been tied to Lhe
maochine, and the junizrs were all lcok-
ing content and satisfied.

“0.K.?" I inquired brieflr, 25 T n:ot
them in the Friangle.

““ Ab-olutely!” said Pitt, with eynral
brevity.

‘I'hey passed on Lo Lhe bicycle-shed, and
not long aflerwards they were in their
respective studies partaking of (ea.
They considered that it was a well-
earned meal. DBut it was a rapid one,
for, within bhalf-an-hour the juniors were
off again. I remained behind, for I was
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talung no part 1n this parlicular se:iion
of the programme.

And I was watching from T
vonient positicn when the Head’s two-
seater car was brought routid into the
Triangle, just before ﬁve—t.hirt.‘y. Mr.
Foxe and Mr. Pagett emerged from the
Colleze House together, and crossed over
the Triangle. They were both wearing
overcoats and gloves and werm mctor-
ing-caps.

Mr. Foxe eclected to drive himself; he
did not avish to be bothered with any
cHhauffeur. Moreover, it was highly
necessary that this trip to Helmford
should be képt seoret. When the two
nmastep sought admission to the Ring
Pavilion, ihey would use means to con-
‘ceal their features to hide their identity.
It was most important that no hint
should leak out that two St. Frank’s
masters had patronised such an establ sh-
ment,

For, in addition to being a kind of
" glorified boxing-booth, it was a club,
where men of a very questionable
character conzregatcd. Gambling and
drinking went on continuwously. It was,
taking it altogether, an extremely dis-
rcputable place. Lawrence would mover
have appeared there under his own
name. But for the purpose of these
prize-fights he sunk his own ideatily;, and
was merely * Young Ern.” Sa he did
not mind so much, and, after all, he was
doing it for the sake of his father.

Mr. IFoxe and Mr. Pagett - left St.
IFrank’s at about twenly minutes to six,
and the car went driving away down the
Jane towards Bellton. Helmford lay
nearly {wenty miles distant, on the other
side of Bannington.

Once in Bannington, Mr. Foxe sent
the car buzzing along the main London
road, which was also the Helmford road.
The first place o be entered was Mid-
shott, a small village about five miles
beyond Bannington. Then came 2 tiny
hamlet known as Little Hadlow, another
three miles further on, and between
Midshott and Little Hadlow the road
was = extremely lonely, uiet and
deserted. For the whole distance of
three miles there was hardly a house or
a cottago to be scen. It was a very
descrted stretch of road. For the main
part trees overhung the high banks on
either side, and there were corners, turns
and valleys. .

It was pra-tically dark by the time

a2 con-

I Fox
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Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pacr'u arerined at this
stret~h. of rcad. The sky was. overcast,
al—thm:igh there was no -promise. of rain.
Inderd, it seemed that a frost ywould set
in when darkness finally arriyed. .

‘“I am not at all happv with.regard to
this visit of ours’ :aid Mr. Pageit.
* Dersonally, T have 9’ ronz objections to
witness:ng o prize-fight, Mr. Foxe. I
feel 'l.'hat it will be a degrading spectacle

““My dear sir, you neesdn’t worry on
that score!” said Mr. Foxe easily.
‘“ You must remember we nre doing this
for the sake of the school--for the
honour of St. Frank’s. For, if we find
this wrelohed boy fighting in the ring,
wa shall then leow t th, and Lavw-
rence will be forthwith expelled.”

““ Quite so—quite so!"” said Mr.
Pagett. ' At the same time, I am
rather nervous, Mr. Foxe. Supposing
we arc seen? What then? It wiﬁ mean
disgrace for us—our names will be talked
about—"

“There is no necessity for you to
worry in Lhe slightest degree, Mr.
Pagett,'” said Mr. Fose. ‘* We shall not
be recognised. There will be an encr-
mous crowd, and we shall be lost in that
crowd. - Moreover, we shall take -due
precautions to conceal cur identity.’ L
will not be necesary for us to witness this
figcht. Juet ono glimpse will be sufficient
—one look at the ring while the fight is
in progress.. We need not remain there

more than five minutes, if it comes to
that.”

““Yes, that 1s quite right,”’ said Mr.
Pagzeit. “1 had not thought of that,
Mr. Foxe. Wae shall easily be able to
recogn se Lawrence, if he i1s irdeed in
the ring. I suggest that we—— " Dear
me! What is that light waving about
on;‘;’ Can it be a signal, intended for
us?”’ |

The car was just descending ints a

hollow, where the trees were very thick,
and where the hedges were high, and,
gfvlanc-.ing down, Mr. Foxe could see a
igure standing in the very centre of the

A

road, waving a lantern. frown came
upon Mr. Foxe's brow. -

“ Confound it!’ he muttered. ' Is
the road stopped down here? If so. it
will mean that we shail be compelled-to
make a detour for seven or cight miles.
What an infernal nuisance!’

They came nearer, and at last Mr.

o gi_-ouzht the car. to a standstill. e
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now saw that the figure with the lantern
was Lhat of a country yokel dressed in
corduroys, \\'fit-}:'a biréloc oovering the
‘upper part of his y-

l}ﬁe 'gguth was not carrying a lantern,
_as Mr. Foxe had supposed, but a bicycle-
larap, and the light did not play upon
his features. Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagetl
cou'd only see a red-countenance, sur-
mounted by a dilapidated old hat, and
from underneath peepad a bil of untidy
ved hair.

** Well, boy, what is it?”
Mvr. I'oxe curtly.

‘“ Ah, master, I'm main glad ye've
stopped!” said the rustic, his voice com.

demanded

ing in gasps. ‘'‘ There's summat awful
hiappened up at the farm. I want ye to
¢comeo along, sir.’’

“ Something awful "’ repeated Mr.,
Pagett. *‘‘ What oa earth do you
mean?’ '

““ That be only a few hundred yards
dxwn this "ere old lane, eir,”’ went on tne
oy. I dunno what to do, an’ that’s
a fact. You must come along, sir—both
on ye! - What with the mistress bein’
fair off her head with worry——"'

“ We can’t stop over your trouble,
young man!” interrupted Mr. I‘oxe
curtly, ‘“If you're in difficulties of some
kind, you'd better go and fetch -the
police. We're in a hurry!”

““ Really, Mr. Foxe, if-this lad is in

" snre straits, we must assist him !’ put in
Mr. Pagett, who, although Dbad-tem-
pered, was not bad-hearted. “ This is a
very lonely part, and we cannot leave

m—-="’

“You seem to forget, Mr. Pagett,
that we are in a hurry,” said the other
master curtly.

“ Nevertheless, we' must slop just a
few moments and make full inquiries,”
saiid Mr. Pagett. “ Now, my boy. tell
me w'hnt the trouble is. Be concize and
Ctear,”’

~“Well, sir, yer soe, it’s lika this
ere,” he gaid. ‘' There ain’L no dcctor
here about, and whe1 a1 old lady mecets
wih a haccident, #'s bad—awful Lbad!
I'n fall right downstairs.is enough to kill
a.ny!)-ody, particularly an old woman. If
You'd be so kind as to come along, sir.
an” have a look—it ain't far, only down
this-litile o'd lane, a few hundred yards.
S"Dl”-ﬂ’sing she was to die? You must
¢ma, gentlomen—both of ye!”

I'he yokel had made no definite slale-
menl; he had only vaguely hinted that
ant acerlert lLad occurred somewhere.

i Neither Mr. Foxe #nor Mr. Pagett
realised that the boy had told them
actually nothing. He had been suggost-
ing things—that it would be sarious if an
old lady met with an accident, and
ilhmgs of that kind. He had not said
ihat an ancoudent had actually occurred.
i But naturally the two men would not ba
able to jump to the truth.

' I'm-afraid it is hopeless (o get much
oul of this bumpkin.”” said Mr. Pagett
impaliontly. * But it is quite clear that
an accident has occurred to an old lady,
and thal she is in a bad way. We must .
ﬁo,”’.\-lr. FFoxe; wo must see what we can

0.
" Bul we shall be wasting time!”’

“Upon my soul!’ said Mr. Pagelt
ircitably. ©* Do you suggest for one
moment, Mr. Foxe, that we should go on
our journey and leave these poor people
helpless? We can at least see what the °
irouble is, and promise to send a doolor
from Little Hadlow.”

Fqge.

“Ch. very well!” gaid DMIr. .
“We'll do as you say, althouga 1t 1s
nane of our business.”

'wa: unseen
| ' bumpkin "’

A gleam of satisfaclion came into the
eyves of the yoXkel, allliough this gleam
the two masters. The
ad been rather uncertain
abcut Mr. Foxe, but he had been fairly
sure of Mr. Pagett; he knew that the
Fifth IForin-master would not continue
the {'ourney wibthoul answering the
appead,

‘* Whe:e 1s this
Mr. Foxe gruffly.

“ That be just down this, ere old lane,
sir,”’ said the rustic. ‘' If so be as you'll
ccnie along, I'll direot ye.”

“ All right ; stand on the “foolboard
and give your instructions.” said Mr.
I'oxe. “ Down this lane? If there are
any turnings lell mo.”

““ There bain’t no turnings, sir,’”” said
the rustic. “ That be quite straight
until -the farmhousa is reached; And
that ain’t fur, neither; you can see they
lights from ‘ere.”

Twinkling through the (rees, one or
two lights could be seen, evidently the
lights of the farmhouse. It was quite
dark mow, ard it was impossible to dis-
linguizh everything very clearly. And
after the car had been going for some
l:ttla way along the lane it was brought
lo a halt in front of a gate, and there
loome:l bLeforo the trio one or Lwo old
buildings. evidenlly a farmhouse. At

houze?’ demanded

‘least. so it appeared to be in vrhe dark-
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ness. DBut Mr., Foxe and My, Pagett
would have been su:prised had they
known that this old house had been
deserted for years, and that it was
paitially a ruin, and generally mnccent
of all human inhabitants. One or two
lights were showing from the windows,
giving the old place a warm, inhabited
apnhearance.

The yokel led the way to the front
door, opened it, and passed inside, My,
Foxe and Mr. Pagett followed him.
Iney found themselves in a brick-paved

hall. Ornly a tiny glimner of light was|

showiung here, und it came from one of
the half-opened doors. The countr

youth went right past this doorway, an

led the way 10 the rear of this pa:sage.
I~ opened a heavy oaken dodr and stood
aside. His bicycle lamp revealed a flight
of :tona slairs, leading downwards,

'* That be the cellar down there, sir,”
said the ycuth. © The stairs gre awful
treacherous— "’

Oh, I sce!” exclaimed Mr. Pagett.
“ The old lady fell down these stairs, no
doubt, and 1s lying there now. Dear
me! This is very ﬁistressing, Mr. Foxe.
We must see whit we cai: do at once.”
“"Thank ye, sir,” said the rustic.
“ If you'll go down fust, it'll be better.”
He was still standing on the side, and
My, Pagett led the way down the steps,
to be followed at once by Mr. Foxe.

Both the masters were totally and

absolutely unsuspicious. There had not
been anything to cause them 1o suspect
trickery.

But they had hardly got down four or
five stairs, in fact Mr. Foxe’s back was
only just clear of the door, when the
door closed with a slam. Mr. Foxe gave
a start, and turned round. He heard
two heavy bolts being shot, and a big
key was turned in a ?mge lock.

““(ood gracions!"” exclaimed Mr.
IFoxe.
this! I say, boy! How darn you?”

He paused, and there wns no reply.
Not a sound broke the stillness except
a movement from Mr., Pagett. And,
suddcnlﬁ, Mr. Foxe knew the truth—he
knew that he and his companion had
keen trapped, and they had walked into
the trap open eyed and like a couple of
fools.

‘““ Confound it!" raved Mr. Foxe.
“Open that door! Do vou hear mo?
Oﬁn that door, hang you!”’ .

Mr. Foxe hammered upon the panels
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‘““What—what is the meaning of}

of the door with his hand, bult no re-
sponse came. The country yokel had
vanished, without making a sound. -
My, Pagett, who wa’s lower down the
cellar steps, hardly know what to think.
His brain wae in a whirl, and he felt
tervibly alarmed, for he had often read*
in the papers how people had been Jured
into quiet spots, and then robbed with
violence! r. i’agett suddenly felt his
kneces wobbling beneath him. .
‘““Dear me!” he gasped. ‘ This—ihis
1s extraordinary! What—what can it
mean, Mr. Foxe? Il—it seems that the
lad’s story was not true—"’ |

“True!' shouted Mr. Foxe. “Of
courso it wasn’t true—it was pure falwi-
calion, in order to bring us lrtere! And
if it hadn’t been for you, Mr. Pagett,
we should not have come! I wanted to
ignore the boi. an’t’i to go on, bul you

inlerfered, an
interrupled My

‘*“ Interfered !’ .
Pagett. *“1 was only doing what I
thought right and proper! How wero
we to suspeet that anything of this
nature would ocecur? You must admit,
Mr. Foxe, that you yourself were totally
unsuspicious—otherwise you would not

have caome.”

“ Well, the fact remains, that you
landed us in this hole”’ snapped Mr.
I'oxe. ‘ We are prisoners, by all ap-
Egarances and, no doubt, we shall soon

robbetj, and porhaps murdered!”

‘“Good gracious me!’ gasped Mr.
Pagett nervously.

They went to the botlomn of the cellar
steps, and then Mr. Foxe struck a
match. As he had suspected, there was
no way out. The cellar was only a
emall one—quite a tiny place, in fact,
with no window, and not even a graling.
Therc was merely a vontilator, near the
roof, but this was only a few inches in
depth. The only possible exit from the
cellar was by means of the door at the
top of the stairs, and that door was of
solid oak, and it was bolted and locked.

Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett had becn
trapped; there was no escape. |

But they were rather surprised, in
spite of their alarm. Why had they
been left here in this way, if robbery
had been intended, why had the yokel
bolted them in the cecllar in this wuy?

And then suddenly Mr, Foxe jumped
to the truth.

“By Hecaven!” he snapped.
got it!"”

“1'vo
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. ‘' Ah, master, I’m malin glad ye've stopped ! '’ said the rustic, his volee coming
‘n gasps. ‘' There's summat awful happened up at the farm. | want ye to

Come along, sir.” :
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**Lh? My dear sir—

‘“We have been trapped!” stormed
Mr. Smale Foxe. “ There will be no
altempt at robbery, Mr. Pagelt. We
heve been tricked, probably by some of
I.awrence’s friends. Don’L you realise
what it means?”

“I must confess that I fail—-"

“We have been brought here so that

we cannot go to Helmford—io Lhe Riug
Pavilion ! exclaimed Mr. Foxe
savagely. ‘ That is the truth. Law-
rence will fight there this evening. and,
somchow or othcer, he and his friends
rot Lo know that we were coming. Dut
we shall be unable to witness the fght,
and it will be impossible to bring any
charge against Lawrence!”’

““ Dear me,”’ snid the Fifth Form mas-
ter. ““ What an astounding suggestion!
But, veally, Mr. Foxe, I have an idea
ihat you are right. There can be no
other soluiion to this strange problem!”’

“I know I am right!’ snapped Mr.

Fose. ‘““Good gracious me! To think
thal we should have fallen so casily into
the trap. But Lawrence need not

imagine {hat he is safe! The very fact
lhnll, ]M:l hm';o(llmccn ln:i?d in H[lis cellar
and kidnap is deadly proof against
l||im. The wretched boy sl?nll suffer for
this!"”

Meanwhile, outside, the country yokel
hiad joined the other figures. They came
like shadows out of the night, and, curi-
ously enough, they were not couulry
folks at all. On the contrary, they were
attireid in Iitons, and wore ordinary
overcoats and iweecd caps.

“Did it work all right?”’ inquired De
Valerte softly. ~

“Work "' said the rustic. ** My hat!
They walked inlo it just lhe sanie as

sheeap walk into a pen!”
“I must say you did the trick well,
Bitt!” satd Tommy Watson. “ You

acled the part to the life! No wonder
Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett didn't smell
a rat, And they're safe now—:safe until
we choose to let them outl!”

‘“ Which won’t be until nine o'clock
at tho very carliest,” said Reginald Pitt.
removing his wig and grinning. ‘1
rather enjoyed it, you know. And
neither Pagett nor TPoxe can prove any-
thing.  They may suspect, bul they
have no proof.: I'll guaranlee anything
you - like they didu’t recognisc me!”

Jhitt had acted his part with extveme
cleverness, And he was quile righet
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when he said that ncither Mr. Foxe nor
Mr. Pagetl ocould recognise him. Il
own identity had been completely con-
cealed behind his make-up, end he hend
changed his voice completely, too.

A great thing had been accomplishéd.

1Tt was now impossible for the two mas-

lers Lo reach the Ring Pavilion in Helm-
ford, and to wilness the fight betwcen
Young Irn and Mike Connor. So Law-
rence was safe,.

But other steps had to be taken, too.

IFFor I had made up my mind to con-
vince Dr. Stafford that black was while.
In olther words, that “ Young Ern’’ was
nol Lawrence al all! And I had an idea
that I should succeed in this somewhal
difficalt task.

I — e

CHAPTER 1V,

A TERFECT ALIBI.

ful ns he sat in his study al St

IFrank's. He had been quite still

for some little time, and now he -
rose {0 his feet, and paced up and down
before the cheerful fire which blazed in
the grate.

‘1 sincerely hope that Mr. Toxe will
bring back a good report,”” he mur-
mured. ‘I should not like to thirk
that a St. Frank’s boy is mixed up wilh
prize fighting. It would be a terrible
degradation, But, if Lawrence has been
acling in this way, he will have no
mercy."” i |

The Head glanced at the clock, and
he saw that the time was just tch
minutes pasl seven. According to his

ﬂDR. STAFFORD was very lhought-

information, the fight had now com-
menced, and Ernest [awrence was in
Helmford., batlling in the ring against
Mike Connor.

“1 am glad that Mr. Foxe and Mr.
Pagell have gone to Bannington,” mur-
mured the Head. “ At all events, the
matter will be sctlled once and for wll.
When they veturn I chall know the trulh
about L.awrence.”

Dr. Stafiord was expecting his visitors
—iwo of the school Governors. They
had not yet arrived, and the Head wenit
to hia door. and then passed out iusto
the Triangle.. It was a clear night now.
and (here was a touch of frost in thu
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'Two or three juniors were lo be
- geen, moving about the gymnasium and
ihe Ancient Houso or the Collego House.
And suddenly the Head paused, for he
‘Ieard a voice. '

¢ T say, Lawrence!”’ it shouted. * Just
come here a minute, will you?”

« What for?”’ inquired another voice.

“1 want you, you ass! That's what
‘-Or!ri

" The Head slarted.

“ Lawrence !’ he cjaculaied, under his
breath. “Can it be posstble that Lawrence
is at the school? QE so, then it finally
disproves the idea that the lad has gone
to Helmford. I understood that Law-
rence would be absent this evening. I
will see into this at omnce!”

The Head moved briskly across the
Triangle, in the direction of tho gym-
pasium. And, when he arrived, he saw
two juniors standing just against one of
the chestnut trees. The light from the
gymnasium windows shone upon the
pair, and revealed their faces. It was
not a strong light, but quite sufficient
to see by.

Both the juniors raised their caps' as
tho Mead appeared.

““Good-evenung, sir,”’ they said.

‘“ Good-evening, my boys,” said Dr.
Stafford.

One junior was Yorke, of the Remove,
and the other was Ernest Lawrence! Dr.
Stufford did not have very much to do
with tho juniors, but he knew them all
by sight. And there was not the
shghtest shadow of doubt that Lawrence,
of the Remove, was facing him now.
I'he junior was regarding him rather
curiously, His fair hair was well

brushed, and his fresh, open face was
smiling,

““Just having a little chat,” beys?”’ in-r
quired the Hecad cheerfully.

“Yes, sir.”

“I underslood that you were out this‘
evening, Lawrence,’ went on the Head- |
aster. ¢ But I see that you are here.”

‘Yes?' assented Lawrence. “I'm
not going out at all this evening, sir. 1
lhink it would be much better to stay|
indoors. It’s rathier cold, and I've got
my prep. to do.”

v o Xe9—yes, of course,” said the Head.

Well, boys, I do nof intend to bother

air.

yiJu with my presence. I am very
easgd to sce, Lawrence, that you are
1ere,” |

Dr. Stafford walked off, and he made
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his way back to his study, fecling very
rclieved and delighted. _So Lawrence
had not goue to Helmford at all! What .
could it mean? It was just possible, of
course, that the fight had been put off,
and that Lawrence had received e warn-
ing. | |

Dr. Stafford meant to smake suro of
this at once: and there was onc way of
doing so. He drew his telephone instru-
ment towards him, and lifted the re-
cciver. 'The ’phone :directory was in
front of him, and his finger.was upon o
cerlain number.

_“; Please ring up Helmford 5301, he
said.

It was the telephone number of the
Ring Pavilion.

And in a few m
through.

‘“Hallo!’ e¢ame a somowhat
voice. ‘“ Who's speaking?”

‘“ Are you the Ring Pavilion, Helm-
ford?”’ inquired Dr. Slalford.

ié Yes.il

‘“ Can you tall me if a fight is now
roceeding belween lwo pereons named .
%oung Ern and Mike Connor?”’ ‘inquired
the Head pointedly. _ .

“Yes, of coursel' came the voice.
‘“ The fght started a quarter of an
hour ago.. They’re in the middle of the
third or fourth round now.”

“Dear me!” said the Head. “ T am
sorry to trouble you, bhut can you tell
mec for certain whether -the fight 1s
really between Mike Connor and Young
IErn?  Are youn sure that the lad s
Young Ern—" _

“What's the game?”’ demanded the
voice. ‘‘ Are you sure it's Young Ern?
What are you playing at? Don’t try to
be funny with us! OIf course it's Young
Ern!”

“ I want to be quite sure—"'

“Oh, I can’t waste- my .lime over
you?!’ said the voice. ‘* You can go lo
bluzes!”

And he slammed the recciver down,
and the Headmaster was cut off. Dr.
Swuafford, rather shocked, replaced his
own recciver, and then lay back in his
chair. And thbe frown which marred his
face, soon gave place to a smile.

LT

“ Excellent!” he murmured. 1
ralher regret sending Mr. Foxe and Mr.
Pagelt to Helmford now, for I know the
truth. Lawrence is here, within the school
building, and Young Ern 1s fighting in
Hclmford! It is quite obvions, there-

inutes the Iead wes

rough
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fors, that Lawrence is not thiz boxer.
1 am greutly relieved and delighted.
Nothing could have pleased me belter.

The Head was convinced—absolutely
and thoroughly convinced. No malter
what was said to him now, it would
make no difference whalever. He knew
for 2 facl that Young Ern was fighting
in the Ring at Helmford., and, with lus
own eves, he had secon Lirnest L.awrence
chatiing with Yorke in the Triangle.
How was it possible, therefore, for
Young Lirn and Lawrence (o be cne and
ibe same person?

Obviously, it was quile impossible.

Therefore, the ITead was -sultsfied in
every parlicular.  After this he would
inquice no farther, and he would take
1o nolice of any rumours, or mysterinus
communicalions, He 1regarded thal
anonymous typewritten letter as a pure
fabrication, sent especially for the pur-
rosc of getting Lawrence inlo trouble.
Perhaps it had been sent by some mali-
ciously inclined enemy. That 33 tie
explanation that Dr. Stafford suggested
to himself,

And while the Head was thinking
ithus in his own study Lawrence and
Yorke strolled across the Triaugle in
the direction of the Ancient House. ’f‘hey
were near the steps when two figures
appeared—the figures of Owen major

und Hubbard, of the Remove

 Hallo 1" said Oweon major,
‘““ Monke!"’

“Oh, pax!”" exclaimed T.awrence
casily. ““ No house rows now!"’

A All right ! said Hubbard, vhe knew
what a punch Lawrence had. *““But I
thought you were going out this even-
ing, I.awrence?”’ '

“Did you?’ said the College House
junior. “ You'd better think again'”

‘“ Well, come on,” said Yorke. *“ We'd
belter be getting back—il’s nearly half-
past seven now.”

They strolled away. and during the
nox!. hour T.awrence was seen by quite
a number of fellows--juniors and seniors.
Ie strolled to all parts of the Triangle,
and entered the gvmnasium. And, by
half-past eight, there were al least fifty
follbws who would be willing to swear
that Ernest Lawrence was at the achool
bitween seven o'clock and nine o'clock
on that particular evening.

1

und the sash flew up.
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Finally, Yorke and Lawrence crossad

Fthe-'l'rinuglo again, until they arrived

nl the window of Study Q. This had
Licen left partially open, so it was only
necessary for Yorke {o give it a t{ouch.
He and Lawrence
climbed through, closed the window.
and pulled the blind, and then.switchod
on tho clectric light.

Yorke saw Lhat the door was closed.
and he turned Lhe kev in the lock. Then
he faced his companion, and grioned.

“Greal!” he exclatimed eccstatically,
“ Absolutely great! You’re a marvel !

“Oh, come off it chuckled TlLaw-
rerce.

“You're abzolutely a double-barrele:d
wonder!"” said Yorke admiringly. “The
voice! IU's absolutely like Lawrence's
in every particular. The same intona-

1 lilon, tha same evorything. And, oul-

side in the Triangle, where the light
atn’l very strong, you looked like Taw-
rengce to Lhe li%e! I'd defy his own
pater to know the Jdifference!”

“ What about his hatr?”’ inquired the
oll:er junior.

“Well, herc there’s just o slight
difference.” sauwd Yorke. ““ 1 don't thiuk
['d chance cal'ing in any of the fellows
{o have a look al you—they might smell
« rat! But it's a wonderful make up,
for all that.” - -

It seemed, according to this hittle con-
versation, thal Ernest Lawrence was nol
Iirrest Lowrence at all! And this, as a
malter of fact, was the absolute truth.
The junior who was facing Roddy Yorke
at the present moment was a felf::.w who

| generally wenl by the name of Nipper.

Precisely.!

Dr. Stafford had been speaking 1o me
in the Triangie—Owen major and Hub-
bard had been speaking to me! All tlio
other fellows who had secen “ Lawrence ™
had really seen me! Tb tell the truth,
I had disguised myself as Lawrence, and
was impersonating him-—~jusi for an hour
or Llwo., My object was to provide an
absolulely cast iron alibi for the school-
boy Dboxer. :

I.awrence himself, of course, was in
Helmford, engaged in his great fight
with Mike Connor, and,- while he was
there, I had remained at St. Frank's,
and was showing myself to all and sundry
as—Lawrence !

It had baen rather a iricky business,

I.awrenece had shown himseli to every-| disguising myself, but I rather fancy I
body--bLat not in the College House it-| had succecded all right. .In the sirong

soif,

light, of course. I would not have riakad
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a- meeling with either a master or any
of the boys: For that reason I had
avoided thoe passages, the common-room,
and the studies,

I had only chatted with the fellows
outl in tho Triangle, whero the light was
dim. But the wheceze had worked; no-
body had suspected anylhing, and even
e Headmaster himseclf had been satisfied
ihat he had recally spoken to Ermest Law-
rence. |

“I'm tremendously pleased with the
HeadV? 1 chuckled. ““ He sew me, and
spoke to me—and he’ll mover believe that
Lawrence rcally went to Ifelmford to-
night. The whole game has been o great
success, Yorkey, and all we need now
is to hear that Lawrence has won his
fight. That will put the finishing touch
{o tho evening!”

‘““ Rather!"” said Yorke, nodding.

‘““ And I've got an idea that Lawrence
will win, too,” I said. ‘' He was in line
condition—as ‘hard as nails, and as Gt as
a fiddle. We've put him through some
splendid training during the last week,
and i1it’s had its eftect. !f-lo'll go into the
ring ready for anything. In fact, he’s
in the ring now—perhaps the fight's
over." :

_**0h, it’s hound to be over by this
time,” said Yorke. “T tel! vou, old
son, you’ve done wonders to-night. Ii
was all your idea—from beginning o end.
I jolly well wish we had you in this
house! You'd make lhinqs hum all
'rnght.! . You're ginger—you're pepper!'
I'here’s not nnotﬁcr chaP in the school
who gets ideas like you!’

I grinned.

* Oh, chuck it!’ 1 said.
nothing particularly wonderful about
this wheezo, Yorke. As a matter of fact,
1t was the only thing that could be done.
EKither that, or L.awrcnee slayed away
from the fight. We couldn’t think of
that, so we'vo tricked cverybod;'—includ-
Ing the Head and old Foxey!

"I wonder how they are getling on?”
chuckled Yorke. "f wonder 1f the
\\)fher.-?.e has succeceded. If so, Foxey and
Pugett are now confived in that cellar,
probably fuming at one another!”

“I don’t think Pitt and the others
failed,” I said. *PRitt was made up all
right. I saw to that. And I know he’s
Pretty good at theatricals. I'll guarantec
he deccived Foxey and Pagelt And, in
any case, he has others on hand if there
was any trouble.

“ There was
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cert. that ihe prisoners are still in tke
cellar.”

The scheme, as it will be seen, was
ralther elaborale. During the. afternoon
a party of fellows had cycled along the
Helmford road until they reached the
lh°"°.“' between Midshott and Little Had-
ow.

They nad entered the dilapidated, de-
serted farmhouse, and had mado ccriain
preparations.

For example, they had fixed {(wo
strong iron bolts to the cellar door, to
eay nothing -of a powerful lock. ‘They
had seen that there was no other exit
from the cellar. And they had fixed up
little imitation curtaing to two or threo
of the windows, and placed candles near
by, ready to light, so as to give the house
an 1nhabited appearance {rom outside,
after dark.

Pitt had full instructions, but if Mnr.
Foxe and Mr. Pagett had failed to fall
into the trap, other juniors were ready to
take the two maslers into the cellar by
sheer lorce. They could ecasily have done
this, for they were provided with cloaks
and masks, so that thetr identity would
be concealed. But such an expedient .
would not be necessary, for Mr. Foxo
and Mr. Pagett had faﬁen into the trap
at Lthe very boginning.

In fact, we had carried out our promiso
lo Lawrence. We had done everything
in our power to help him in his diffi-
cultics, We had made it possible for
him to go to Helmford and fight Mike
Connor, and his mind was ecasy. IHe
knew that his escapade would not be dis-
covered, and that he could return to Sl.
Frank’s with the full knowledgo that his
act would not be known to the Head.

o e fey o

CHAPTFER V.
A GIANT'S TASK.

“ ECONDS out !
S It was the sign for the audi-
ence to remain quite still, and
breaths to be held. The big fight
was just about to beri:in. The eanvas-
covered ring was brilhantly illuminated
by several glaring electric lights which
hung overhead.
In one corner sat Ernest Lawrence,

cool, calm, and perfectly ready. His

We can take it as a'leari was beating steadily, and he was



facling more fit (han he had ever felly—and all these gentlemen were

bufore. .

In the opposite corner salt Mike Con-
nor, the champion.

There was a deal of difference in the
liwvo boxers,

L.awrence was perfectly buill”and up-
right. His skin was white and clean,
and his {ealures were even—handsome.
The same could not he traithfuliy said
regarding Mike Connor. The Irtshman
waus a prize fighter of greal expestence.
He had toured the TTnited States. and l:e
had won nearly every batile which he
lhiad entered into. He had made a great
name for himself, and was regarded by
his buckers as being well-nigh unbeal-
able. This particular Gght was lookad
upon as a dead certainty fov huna--he
simply couldn’t lose.

His face was rugged, atud bore tne
marks of many severe blows. He was
round shouldered. arnd his skin was hauy
and tough. He formed i great conlrast
to the boyish figure on the other side of
the ring.

Everybody predicied that this would be
a lerrible defeat for Young Iirn—that tho
unknown youngster would be Lkiocied
half out of the rirg before the fourth
round was through. And, to judge by
appearances, these propliets would not
bo far wrong. Yor CUonnor was all
muscle and brawn and confidence. He
was afraid ‘of nolthing. and he po:sessed;
a right that seldom failed him. |

It was quile easy to sec Lhat Mike Clon-
nor shared: lhe general view. He was
onteting upon his fight with a feeling ol
cerlainly within him that he wae on a
soft job. There was almosi a coniemp-
tuous expression In his eyes. nand he
seeme:! to regard it as degrading {hat |

he should be called upon lo face such a
novice as this Young Ern.

But the audience was expecling 1is
money's worth, and would cteate Lrouble
unless it got i !

This fight—the big one of the even-
ing—was «dune to- commence al seven
o'clock. This was rather conirary to
cnustom, for the preliminary bout gener-
ally took place first, and the big fight
later. But, owing (o the fact that Law
rence had to go back to St. [rank’s—
althaugh the audience knew nothing of
this—-Mr. Rook had arranged tinngs ac-
corclingly. _

There were a great many boxinz en-
thusiasts in Ielmford—cof a cerlain class
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: : : present.
Tley had paid high prices for their seats,
and lhe promoters of this fight woull
make quite a good thing outl of it.

It was not a very dazzling scene.

‘There were no gleaming white shirt
fronts in Lhe seats which immedialely
faced the ring., This was nol a fashion-
able fight. The members of the audi-
ence were dressed in ordinary clothes—
mary of them without collars, and wilh
chokers instead. The gathering could not,
by any stretch of the imagmation, bo
called a distinguished one. However,
they knew a great deal aboul boxing—
anzd that was the thing that matltered.

** Seconds out! Time!”

Mike Connor hopped- briskly into Lhe
ceulra of the ring. and fell into his guard
lo face Young Ern, still wilh that smile
nalf with contempt and half with amuse-
ment, on his ruggccf countenance.

Lawrence wuas looking very scrious and
cqutet. ke never suffered fromn the un-

_ fortunate dizense of over cornfidence. He

let others do thot. His idea—if he had
cne at all—was to go cautiously at firs(,
in order to measure his man.

Mike Connor was a problemn to him so
fur. He :lid not know what this cham-
pion was like or what he could .do. It
wai {herefore better lo wait, and to sce
what Mike would show him. Until then
he would mark time.

The referce was a short, middle-aged
man who had been a boxer himself in his
youngelr days. He was a keen man,
and, upon the whole. quite fair. Ie
wonld see that this fight was conductad
in a4 proper manter, - '

On one of (he seats, quite near to the
ropes, sat Mr. Norman Rook. There was
an expression of quiol confidence on his
face. He knew what Lawrence could do,
and he was guietly anticipating the sur
prise which was awaiting the audience.

True. a great number of people had
seen Young Lrn beat Jimmy Rhodes, but
Mike Conner was a different proposition.
and the greater portion of {he audicuce
had come fully prepared to sce Young
Frn wiped off the map.

Mr. Rook himself tosk nothing for
granted—he knew how uncertain a fignd
can frequently be, but, nevertheless, he
was confident. He had the groatest pos-
sible faith in his own champion. He
knew that he had got hold of a boxing
wrzavd,

The ballle was opened by Mike Con-
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nor. He was full of a determination to
show the audience what he could do, and
st was his present plan to play about with
Young Ern as he likéd, as a cat plays
"with a mouse. . He would show every-
body how ridiculous it had been to match
him against a fresh, raw youngster like
this. '

"Mike was as quick as a panther, and
as tough as leather. Lawrence knew well
cnough that -he would have a stiff task to
defcat this man.

The first round was rather uneventful.
Mike drove Lawrence round the_ ring,
he was, in fact, all over him. Lawronce,
according to his usual custom, rémained
on the defensive. He would not atlack
cntil he knew what kind of a boxer he
had to deal with.

And Lawrence did not forget that
this ficht was the mosl nmportant one
he had so far been ctigaged 1n. IHe was
now dealing with a proiessional boxer
of great repute; and 1t would be better
for himy te wait until he discovered the
“true calibre of his opponent. |

The round came io a close, gnd thcre
was no applanse. The audience were not
parlicularly impressed: but it certainly
gcemed to them that Mike would be able
to finish the fight just when and how he
liked.

“This atn’t going to be no cop!’ mut-
tered one man to another. *“ We shall be
aslecep before tho fight’s over—it'll be
one of them long drawn out affairs, with
nothin® doin’'! I know ’em! Mike
could knock the kid. out in the second
-round if he wantled to—but he won't! It's
o fifteen round contest, and he's got lo
carn his money !’

“ That's about tho size of it!"” said the
other man. '

The second round and the third round
were very much the same, Lawrence re-
nmaining on the defensive practically the
.whole {ime. It scemed rather dull to the
qudience, hut Lawrence was guaging his
man—he was taking his measure. And,
mare than once, Mike Connor gave evi-
donce of great power and skill. And
0 far, ho had been doing nearly all the
_attacking, and, on points, he was easily
the winner up to now.

- By the time the fourth round started
Jirnest Lawrence had . accomplished his
desire—he had found out exactly what
Mike Connor could do, and what he
could not do. And his confidence was

'y

unitnpaired. He fclt himself strong and ! style,

|

F
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capable, and felt, within him, that he
would be able to give the audicnce a bjt
of o surprise before very long. He was
merely awaiting his time—and that {ime
had nearly come. - .

Lawrence felt now that he.could enter
the fight in earnest. _

Those three rounds had been rather
brisk, but Lawrence was as fresh and
cool as ever. Mike Connor had fought
him in the mnever-stop-a-second style—
something after the fashron of Kid Lewis.

It had becn a very grim pace, and Con-
nor was already quite itive that he
had Lawrence completely in his power.
And he felt inclined to take things easily.
He would lonnge through the next five
grlsix rounds, and then begin the real

ght.

IInfortunately for Mike, Lawrence be-
gan the real fight at once!

When the fourth round commenced
I.awrence ontered inlo the batlle with
a vim and zest which took everybody by
surprise—partiicularly Connor.

Quick as a flagh, the schoolboy boxer’s
(ist= shot home, and Mike was not pre-
pared. He recceived a straight left which
woke him up with something like a jar,
and immediately following a gecond crash
told him quite plainly that he would not
be wise Lo relax his vigilance.

'The patr rushed inlo a swift exchange
of blows, nnd shifted round the ring in o
grim buttle. Lawrence’s foolwork was
perfect to behold—and far betler {han
Mike’s. The latier was somewhat clumsy,
and by no means as rapid and clever as
Lawrence.

Connor’s principal method of attack
was o deadly left hook, and he repeatedly
ailempted to et this homo. But he was
not successful—he found it almost im-
possible to get through his young oppo-
nent’s wonderful guard. And every blow
he atiemplted to drive lhome was
smothered before it hecame dangerous.

More than once Mike was cautioned

by . the referee for bolding, and
in that f(ourth round the referce
found it necessary an several occa-
sions to break the boxers apart. And,

in every case, it was Connor wlro went
into the clinch. He was beginning to
tuke a sltrong dislike to Lawrence’s right.

So far the junior was unmarked, and,
when the fifth round commenced, he went
into the batile with keen pleasure. He
was enjoying the flight—he was reselling
in it. And he opened the round in brisk

-
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Almost before Mike knew what was |

coming he received a punch in the ribs
which caused him Lo back away a pace or
two. Then, quick as a flash, Lawrence
came on, landing two lerrific punches
which literally drove Connor across the
ring.

The Irishman was taken Dby surprize,
and, for the moment, his guard was gono.
I.awrence. was like a tiger, and he could
not be denied. The schoolboy boxer
waded into Mike wilh both fists, and
punished him severely.

Not that this had much effecl, Mike
could take a great deal of punishment
wilhout showjng it. He was as hard as
nails, and th& most powerful body blows
fqemed to have very little effect upon
im.

But Connor was receiving a shock.

He clenched his teeth, and savagely
made two or three powerful swings at

Lawrence, being delermined to smother|E

this attack. But Lawrence acted with
the swiftness of lightning. He dodged
thrust after thrust, and with apparently
no cffort.

Then, changing his tacties with the
esamo rapidity, he swept in, just as Con-
nor made a wild and deadly rush. If
Lthat left hook had got home Lawrence
wculd have measurad his length on the
oor. But it didn't go home.

Instead, Connor received an unwelcome
present on the point of his chin. He
was almost lifted from his fect as he
staggeved backwards, to be brought up
against the ropes with a jar. Then, be-
fore he could recover his wits, he was
tiecated to a rain of body blows which
fairly made him gasp. And he was im-
mensely  relieved when “time” was
called.

Lawrence walked back to his corner
calmly and steadily, showing no sign of
exhaustion. Mikoe Conner, on the other
hand, was rather puffed, and there was
row a leer of savage anger on his mouth.
He had reccived an unpleasant surpriso,
and he did not like it. He was finding
that his opponent was an extremecly diffi-
cult customer to tackle.

At first Lawrenco had not been fighting
et all--he had been merely measuring
his man. Mike knew this now, and he
rcalised how his youthful opponent had
sized him up. And, to Connor's amaze-
1nent he was finding that Young Ern was
g match Tor him—perhaps morve than a
match, :
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But when the sixth round commenced
there was only one thought in Mike's
brain. He was going to give this young-
ster a tasle of somelhing which would
lay lhum oul.

But Lawrence had quile different jdeas.
He had no intention™ to be laid out,
and ho was prepared for every one of
Mike's rnoves. o could sce throagh
his opponent as clearly as one can see
through glass, He knew exactly what
this man was worth.

And, inwardly, Lawrence was aslon-
ished. He could hardly understand how
this man could be a champion. DBut
this failure to understand was because
[.awrence did not know how really clever
he was, how wonderfully skilful he, him-
self, was turning out to be. He had an
| idea that he was merely an ordinarily
good boxer. But this idea was quila
wrong, Lawrenco was extraordinarily
ood.

“Time!”

One thing was quite obvious when that
round commenced. Mike Connor was in
a tempor, and he had thrown all defence
aside, His main object now was (o
punch, and to smash home his blows at
every opportunity,

It was a fatal policy.

For Lawrence’'s task was now much

easier. The fight was his, indeed. and
he knew it, is left swung in like a
sledge hammer, and the blow landed
upon Connor’s jaw. It was a terrific
punch, and Mike was practically lifted off
his feet, 1o fall flat on his back with a
crash. *
. He rose, rather dazed, as a buzz of
excitement went round the audience.
And Connor came charging in blindly
and desperately.

But there haad been no change in
Lawrence.

He was still fighting ealmly and eoolly
and with an assurance which was appar-
ent to evervbody. The onlookers guzed
at him in a kind of awe. He fascinatesl
them—his style was so masterly, so abso-
lutely perfect. He seemed to be im-
pregnable—he was afraid of nothing,
and his defence was like iron.

To Lawrence’s astonishment he was
finding this fight even easier than his
tussle against Jimmy Rhodes. And the
reason for this was clear. Mike Connor
had started off with the firm inten-
tion of winning, and he had not rea-
lised that he had a very difficult task in

[ |
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front of him. Hae realised it now~—but it
was too late. He was groggy, whilst
his opponent was still as fresh as paint.

And there was another thing. very
noticeable. Young Ern was not excited
he was not triumphant. He was still
lighting calmly and scientificelly. He
allowed no personal feelings to enter
this combat. He was there to box with
Alike Connor, and to defeat him, if pos-
cible. And Lawrence thought of nothing
clse.

But Mike was game enough—he had
no intention of throwing up the sponge.
But when the ninth round commenced,
lie felt, instinctively, that he was beaten,
and that Lawrence would be able to put
the finishing touch on the fight when-
ever he liked. Still Connor fought on,
intending to await his time. For he bad
an idea that he might be able to catch
this cool youngster napping—and, if he
could get home one of his deadiy left
hooks, he might win, even now.

But Mike did not know his man, or
he would not have cherished this idea.
Lawrence was not the kind to be caught
napping — especially by a groggy
opponent.

And, to make matters wor:e, Young
Ern was full of surprises. ke was not
content to attack in the recognised
mannecr.

Connor fell into a crouching attitude,
and wailed for Lawrence to close wrth
him. He did not wait in vain, for the
schoolboy boxer came 1n.

He leapt suddenly, - and he swept up
a powerful left. It was an unexpected
t[llt.:n.gk, and Connor was not prepared
or it. .

A gloved fist, which appeared to be
more like a battering ram, smashed
through the Irishman's guard. And
that fist landed squarely upon his mouth
—with a thud which sent his head back,
and which caused Connor to completely
change his views. He had been trying
to plan an attack of his own, but this
was not possible now.

Mike had no time to bring round that
left hook of his, and he was now on
the jump. He did not know, during
thase fleeting seconds, what his opponent
would do. He felt helpless, and he was
helplesa, .

The blows which rainéd upon him im-
mediately after that cat-like spring of
Lawrence’s were so rapid and :o dead'y
that Mike hardly knew whether he was
on his head or his heels.

land it was glorious
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His ribs were battered, and tie blows
fell upon his chest and head, and every
one had a fifty horsc-power punch be-
hind it. They were not mersly taps—
but powerful,- driving blows. . Mike
Connor staggered back under that
terrible hail, attempting in vain to
guard lhimself. :

There was no time for Mike to make
a recovery.
~ He backed away, working his arms
in a futile, helpless manner. And Ernest
Lawrence brought the fight to an end
at that very moment. He sent a punch
to the body, which caused Mike Connor
to grunt and stagger forward. Then,
the next second, the disaster kappened.

Up came Lawrence’'s right, and it
found the point of Mike’s chin—it was
impossible to miss it, indeed. It was
there, unguarded, and inviting attack.

Crash :

All the force of Lawrence’s sturdy
frame was behind that blaw. The im-
pact could be heard all over the hall,
and Miko Connor went over and fell in
a hm‘.; heap. He was knocked out, and
gverybody knew it. It was futile to
wait for the count, for, 1f the count
had gone on to a hundred, Mike would
never have found his feet.

“Young Ern_ wins|”

i Oh IM .

““ The kid's a fair wonder!”’

“ Splendid—splondid !” muttered Mr.
Norman Rook, with intense satisfaction.
‘*I] knew that my judgment was not
at fault!”

Again Ernest Lawrence had won. It
had heen a hard, gruelling fight—harder
than he allowed the audience to sce.

But a song of triumph was throbbing
in his heart, and he had only one thought
in his mind as he left the Ring—after
being satisfied that Mike would soon be
on his feet again. That thought was one
of intense satisfaction that he would
be able to send his father one hundred
pounds—and perhaps more! For Mr.
Rook had promised him more if he won
—quite a large sum, in fact.

It all seemed like a dream.to Law-
rence. When he hoad first started, at that
little boxing booth in Bannington, he
had thought that he might be able to
gend his father ten or twenty pounds
now and again. But his success was so
phenomenal that he could command big
purses, even now. It was wonderful—
to think that he
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mighi be able to help his father in his
great financial trouble.

But 1t was all one rush for Lawrence
now—he could not think of these things
at the momont.

It was & rush in the dressing-room, il
was a rush when he inlerviewed M.
Rook and the referee, and one or two
of thoe ather officials. Then it was
anolther rush to the railway station, in
order to catch his train home. Ee
would be able to arrive at Si. Frank's
beforc bedtime. It was great—it was
sunply splendid. ‘

And wrobody 1in authority at St
Frank’s would ever kuow the real truth.
Luwrence’s eyes gleumed as he thought
of things. . |

“ They're a fine lot—Nipper and the
rest !’ he muttered to himself. *‘ They ve
helped me more than they realise!
They're bricks—every one of titem?’”

CHAPTER VI
A STAGGERER FOR MR, FOX.

LECINALD PITT glanced &t his
R walch in the darkness. It was
quite easy for him to recad the
uce, for 1t had luminous hands

and numerals.

“ Just half-past eight,’”’ he murmured.
“ 1 didn’t think it was quite so late as
that. We shall have to be making a
move before long, my sons.”

Pitt was himself again now—he had
cast aside his ‘ rustic’’ disgutse. it
was no longer needed. It would not be
neccssary for him to show himseli to
the prisoners again. And it was quile
impossiblo for cither Mr. Foxe or Mr.
Pugelt to know who their captors actu-
ally were. They might guess things—
bul they had not one atowmn of proof:

Dol Christine had been lookinz
Lthoughtful for a moment or two.

“Well, I think we had better he
making a move, now at once!” he said.
“ It’s lfmll’-pasl: cight,” so it's a certainty
- Lthat the fight is over by this time—and
 I'm jolly well hoping that Lawrence has
won. Bul we shall find that out later.”

¢“ The fight's over!” said Handforth.
¢ What rot! Why, it didn’'t start until

sevon——"" '
¢ Well, how many rounds do you think
- there are?"’ asked Pitt.  “ I understand
- that it’s a fifteen-round conlest, so 1t'3

|
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bound to be over by now—itl’s probably

been over for more than half-an-hour.

30 I think he might as well let the

prisoners oul. FEven if they go to Helm-

ford, thoy’'ll find nothing—Lawrence

will be gone!"’ '
Church nodded.

“ That's right!”’ he agreed.
wo've got to think about gettin
ourselves—we don’l ‘want to be %e
the carl, do we? Even
almosL at once, we shall only arrive just
in time for bed. I think we'd better bo
getting busy, you chaps.”

The other conspirators agreed. They
were all very sorry that they had been
unable to go to Helmford, in order (o
witness the fight. DBut I had advised
them strongly that it would be better
not to do so. I had hoped to be there
personally, in order to sce Lawrenco
win, but, on the whole, it was far better
for us to avoid the Ring Pavilion. Ior
one Lhing, the place was absolutely out
of bounds, and i1t was not right that we
should go there. But, more important
still, we might have jeopardised Law-
ronce's safety if we had gone—and if wo
had been seen by somobody who mat-
tered. As things were, there was

“ And
back
ft in

nothing whatever to indicaie that we

had been mixed up tn this affair in any
way whalever.

““ Well, we've «done everything,” said
Pitt. “ All that remains is for us Lo get
off now. You-chaps had better take all
the bikes out into the road, and havce
thern there recady wilh the lamps-alight.
I'll get into the house, and pull thoso
bolts back., Then I'll buzz out, and we
can get oft as soon as you like. I think
the mcasures we have taken for causzing
delay will be quite effective.””

* They ought to be!”’ grinned Chris-
Line,

The Licycles were soon taken oul into
the road, and the lamps lit. Pitt, mean-
while, went into the house, and slipped
quietly along the passage. Tor «
momenl or two he stood outside the
cellar door, listening.  He could hear
tha voices of Mr. I'oxe and Mr. Pagell.
The two mastlers were talking together—
and Mr. Foxe did not appear to be 1n
a parlicularly amiable mood. DBut this
was hardly surprising. -

Pitt grinned to himself, and then feit
cauliously upwards for the.toF bolt. H..
found it, and slipped it noiselessly back.
Then ho turned the key in the lock.

.-

if we start .
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The door was now unl'.usie:.t,-.'i_ Nyl
for the lower bolt. 'T'his bolt was nat
cecurad to the door very lightly - ot
because of carelessness,- bul because a
definite object had been in view. Mv.
Foxe and Mr. Pagett had lo ba relea:ad
—and, at the same time, the jumors
wanted to allow themselves pletiy of
time to got away. And the problem had
Leen solved in this manner.

'The prisoners would very svon f{i:.d
that the door was as good as open. A
little gentle persuasion, and some mus-

cular exercise, would scon conguer that

lower bolt, and the door would then
fly open. The juniors reckoned that it
would take the two masters -about five
mimites to get out.

Pitt slipped down the passaze. and a
moment or two later he was out in the
open. He joined his chums in the road,
ard thev quickly mounted their bi-vels
and pedalled away.

Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pageit, down in
the cellar, were in fierce moods by this
time. Their captivity had told upon
their tempers—particularly upon My,
Foxe’s. The Housemaster fumerd up
and down in the darkness, finding great
difficulty in re:training himsell ([ront
uttering language which would have
greatly shocked the staid Mr. Pagett.
But Mr. Foxe knew well enourzh not to
offend the Fifth Form-master.

“IJt 18 really too bad!" =aid Mr.
Pagett. '* Heaven only knows haow long
we shall be kept here. Mr. FFoxe! Prob-
ably all night—we do not know! Tt
secoms that our captors have gone—we
have been desertes. In that case, we
might be here for days—"'

““ That 1s quite impossible,”” snapped
Mr. Foxe. ““I am quite ceriain that
we have only been imprisoned for an
hour or two, so Lthat we cannot arrive
in Helmford to wilness that fight. By
now the fight is over, and Iawrence is
probably on his way back to-St. Frank’s.
We must do something, Mr. Pagett—it
:3 absolutely impossible for us to re-
main here, idle and helple:g!”

Mr. Pagett shrugged his shoulders.

‘“ Really, my dear sir, it is idle to u<e
such words!” ho protested. ‘ Have wo
not tried everything? -The door 1is so
fastened that we cnntiot hope to shift

it. There is no other exit—so we must
wait unti]—"’ | -
‘““Hush1” interrupted Mr. Foxe.

‘“What is that?”
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“ Really, I—* o

“TI am certain 1 heard a noise )ust
now—a slight sound!”’ said Mr. Foxe
quickly. * Listen "’

“Dear me!” murmured Mr. Pagelt.
“1 believe your are right! 1 heard
something myself }’’

They both remained still, but no other
sound came to their ears. The old place
seemed to be quite deserted and unin-
habited. Mr. Foxe remained still for a
minute or two, and then he moved-
cautiously forward, striking a match.
He found himself at the (oot of the
stone. stzirs, and he mounted them.

Reaching the top he touched the
door—not because he thought it was
open, but simply in order to steady him-
selfl. -And he was astonished to find that
the door seemed Joose. It gave as he
})rcssed against . it. And it only took
1im a few scconds to discover that the
lock was undone, and that the top bolt
had been drawn. Thoe door was there-
fore only secured by the lower bolt—
which scemed to be none loo fasl.

“Yes, there was somebody here a
moment ago,”’ said Mr. Foxe grimly.
“Come up here, Mr. Pagett, - 'The door
1s unfastened, except for the lower bol:.
Our united offorts will enable us to force
it down, and then we shall be free.”

““ I—I sincercly hope se!”’ said M.
Pagett. *‘ This i1s an outrageous affair
a'together, and I shall certainly infoim
the police as soon as I regain ny
liberty. I have never known such a
scandalous occurrence!”

The two masters wu:ed all their
strength against the doaqr. It creake:l
and groaned as they pressed and pu-hed
and hammerved. But, f{or some little
time, it resisted their efforts. DBut Mr.
Foxoe did not intend to be: foiled. He
used all his strength, and, at length, tle
lower ~bolt gave way with a sudden
snap. -

The door flew open, and precipitaled
Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett headlong
upon the stone floor of the passage.
l\fr. Pagett fell first, with the other
master on the top of him.

“ Good—good gracious!” gasped My,
Pagett. ‘‘ Really, sir— You are lean-
ing on my chest! Upon my soul! This
—this 13 terrible}”’

‘“ At last, wo are free!” said Mr. Foxe
grimly. ‘ And now we will see if our
car is intact—or 1if it has been taken
away."’ '

. -
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« ¥ think that possibility is extremely
likely,”” said Mr. Pagett, as he gol on
to his feet. .
to vou a short while ago, Mr. Foxe, 1
iz quile possible that we were altavked
by motor thieves. It was probably.-s

trick.. We were left in thal cellar, and |

. the thiceves have gone off in our car—or,
rather, Dr. Staftord’s car.

«“« T do not think your theory is cor-
rect, Mr. Pagett,” said Mv. Foxe. “1ln
any case, we shall soon sce—we shall
soon know for certain.”

They did know. N

For they huad only been out in the
opcn for a few minutes when they saw
Dr. Stafford’s car, standing there, quite
unharmed. Mr. Pagclt was greutly
reiioved.

« 1 will guarantec that boys are re-
sponsiblc for this outrage:” gaid My,
Joxe grimly. * Either boys. or. Loaw-
rence's associates. We were kidnapped
and keptl in thal cellar merely in order
to prevent us going to Helmford. T am
positive of thal, Mr. Pagelt. I_mteml
to hurry back to the school witlh all
speed. 1 boys are the culprits. we shall
probably overluke them betore they
arrive at St. Frank's.”

¢ Your suggestion iz a wisc one, Mr.
YFoxe,” said the Fifth Form masler. It
is quile useless for us to go to Helm-
ford now—that fight will be over and
done with. So we might just as well re-
{urn to Lhe school as quickly as pos:itle.
Dr. Stafford will be unxious regarding
us.”’ -

Mr. Foxe leaned over the front of (i
car, and pressed two or three switches.
Instantly the head-lamps and tail-lamps
blazed . out, and then Muyr. Foxe ad-
justed the controls, and_went round to
the front of the car. He whirled the
starting-handle fruitlessly several times,
and then paused, fuining.

«“«] ecannot understand it!” e
muttercd. * The engine ougut lo staxt
without any trouble whatever!”

He tore up onc of the side fAaps and
stared at the cngine. And then he
noticed that the carburettor liad becn
interfered with. It was quite intact,
and had not been damageds But several
parts were loose and required adjust-
~ment. . _

““ The infernal rascals!” ranped out
Mr. I'oxe furiously. - *“ This has been dono
to cause us delay—without the slizhtest

“ Indced, as I mentioned |
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We cannot possibly starl uniil

doubl !

[ this carburetior has beefi put in order!"

Mr. Pagett looked alarmed.

“ Then—then we aro helpless!” he
cjaculated “ We nced a mechanic——"’

¢ Nonsense!” said Mr. Foxe. ‘' It will
not take me long to make the necessary
adf'uslmenta t |

le soon found a spannor and somo
pliers, and then he got {o work. But
it took him fully ten minutes before the
carburettor was in working order. The
engine started all right then, and Mr.
Foxo's anger had oozed eway somewhat.

“ Splendid !'" said Mr. Pagett. “‘ 1 didi
ot know that you were so accomplished,
my dear M:. Foxe!”

The Housemaslor was slarin[i at tho
car. Il scemed to be vibrating far more
than it ought to have done. And then,
suddenly, Mr. Foxe noticed something
clso—something which fairly made hit
danca with rage.

““ Look!" he shouted huskily. * Look
at the tyres!”

Y Good yracions!” gasped Mr. Pagelt.
““ You startlo me, my dear sir A '

‘“ All the tyres are flat!" roared Mr.
Foxo savagely. ¢ They have been
punclured—they—they——"

The Housemaster choked, for he could
not say anything else at the morment.
He believed that all the tyres had been
slashed with a knife, or some othcr
sharp instrument.

But a careful examination showed that
this was not Lthe case. The tyres had
merely been deflated—all the air had
been removed. They were quile intact,
and the valves wero in perfect order.
This welcome discovery, however, did
not improve Mr. Foxe's temper to any
greal exteni. _

The misfortunes of tho two masters
seemed never ending,

“ There is only a hand pump here—
that 1s to say, & foolt pump!” raupped
out Mr. Toxe. ‘' It will occupy every
moment of Lwenly minutes to pump these
yres sufficiently hard for us {o start our
journey. We must take it in turns, M.
Pagett, but the worlk must he done!”

‘“ How eoxlremnely annoying !"’ saic Mr,
Pagett crossly.

Thero was ngthin
masters weore comlie led to take it in
turns at the pump. It was heavy, arduous
work., The tyres were large, and it
seomod ages before thoy were all fuliy
infllated. . As a8 matter of fact, nearly
half an hour bad elapsed before the job

elsg for 1it. The
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was done. .~ And Mr, Foxe was now
dangerous with rage. He could hardly
trust himself to speak., He knew that it
would be utterly hLopeless -to overtakg
anybody who had started off on bicycles
for St. Frank’s. And the two masters
were persplylng freely, and their arms
ached abominably.

At last, however, they were able to gat
into the car, and drive off. And My,
Foxe let out some of his temper into his
driving. For he sent the car shooting
along at a reckless, mad pace. Mr.
Pagett was fairly startled and scared.

‘““ Really, Mr. Foxe!” he protested, as
they spun round a corner, almost on two
whe?.la. * This—this speed is excessive

‘““You neced not worry, Mr. Pagett!”
snapped tho Housemaster. ‘‘ You are
quite safe—I know how to drive!”

And they went roaring along .towards
Banninglon and St. Frank's.

Meanwhile, Vitt and Christine and
ITandiorth and Clo. had arrived on the
outskirts of Bellton by this time. They
had o stift trip, lalling for all they
wero worth. And they were now per-
spiring freely, but fecling quite triumph.
ant. They knew that they would
arrive in the Triangle well before bed
time, and everything would be all serenc.

~ They were on tho last lap of the
Journsy—pedalthing up the lene from Bell-
ton to the.school—when they saw three
dim figures in the distance ahead. The
proved to be the igures of three juniors,
who stood waiting for the cyclists to
come up. . '

- " That you, Pitl?’’ came a voice.

Pitt jumped from his machine.

" Nipper!” he ejaculated. ‘‘ I thought
Porhapl it was you. Why, hallo! It’s
Aawrence !’

The thrce pedestrians were Ernest
Lawrence, Sir Montie Tregellis-West, and
myself.

““ Lawrence !”" echoed the other fellows.
Good man! How did you get on?”

" Did you win?”

““Let's have the yarn!"

" Did he win?'’ I grinned. “ Yes, my
sons—he did! Ie kuocked Mike Connor
silly, in the ninth round—or the eighth—
I forget which. Anyhow, Miko was put
to sleep, and Lawrence hasn’t got a mark
on him?* ' ’

* Good man!"

o Oh, topping!"”
‘ You’re a wonder, Lawrence!”
All the juniors wero enthusiastie—and
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delighted to hear the good news. Sir
Montie and I had met the train, and we
had been quite astonished when we saw
Lawrence step on to the platform, bright, .
alert, and apparently a3 whole as over.
The fight had left him unscratched. Wo
wdre overjoyed to hear his news, and we
congralulated him heartily. ‘

He, on his part, could not thark us
enough for all we had done. He appre-
ciated our good services, and was filled
with gratitude:

We listened to Reginald Pitt’s report
with interest.

“ Everything ie as night as ninepence,”’
I said, at length. ‘ The whole scheme
has worked as though on oiled wheels.
There hasn’'t been a hitch of any des-
cription—our plans have been carried out
from the start to finish with beautiful
precision.’’

“ That's hecause the plans were so
jolly good!’" said Pitt. * We must give
you credit, Nippoer, for being a wonderful
organiser. You thought out this schemeo
entirely on your own—and it’s a master-
piecoe of ingenuity.”

‘“ We haven’t got time to conlinue the
conversatian,”” I said lightly. ‘ Come
along-—the best thing we can do i3 to
rot 11 as fast as we can. And, if we're
lucky, we sha’'n’t be questioned, and we
shall be able to go to bed in peace.”

Woe were all feeling tremendously
elated. @ We had hardly expected such
success to attend our plans. And wo [elt
that we were well repaid for our trouble
by Lawrenco's wonderful success. Ho
had done magnificently, and wo were ail
proud of him, Mr, Norman Rook was
undoubtedly right when he described
Lawrenco as a boxing wizard.

Luck favoured us right lo the end.

We succeeded in getting our bicydles
over the wall, and stowed away in the
bicycle shed. Then the College IHouso

fellows, including Lawrence, went over.

to their own quarters, and wo strolled
inlo the Ancient House, just as the bell
was ringing for bed. Nothing could
have been better.

I happencd to be a little in the rear of
the others, and Nelson Lee came striding
across the Triangle from the little sido
gate. He had evidently been qut. [e
came quite close to me, and touched my
Iurm as he was passing,

‘“ Good-nitght, young
checrfully.

|
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'un!” he said
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““ Good-nighlt, sir!”
cneerfulness.

Nelson I.co bent u liitle closer.

: ‘; Veory clover, Nipper !’ ha murmured
(.l- ‘-- 44

“Jih 7
. But Nelson Lee.had gone--he had
passed into the Ancienl- House.

- Ten minutes’ later we ‘wero in our
respective dormitories, and 'mo questions
were asked. Nobody, in fact, knew any-
thing about tho huappenings of the even-
ing—excepl those in the secrel. And.
naturally, we did not talk.

. And, very shorlly aflier the prefecls
had come in to turn oul the lights, we
heard the sound of a motor-car out in the
.T'nangle. I grinned to myself in the
darkness, as E lay in bed. Mr. Smale
Foxo and Mr. Pagett had returned.
Tliey would nol discover much at St,
Frank’s. A

The very mnstant the cur had come lo
a slandstill, Mr. Foxo dashed ont of it.
und made his way struight to Dr. Stai-
ford’s sludy. Mr. Pagett came in his
~rear. Tho two master’s practically burst
into the Hecadmaster’'s study together.
They found Dr. Stafford silting in an
casy chair, recading a heavy volume. Ho
starled up, and looked rather astonished
when he saw the expressions upon the
faces of Mr. IFoxo and Mr. Pagetl.

““Sir, wo have been subjected to a
violent outrage!” said Mr. Pagett
“husktly.

“We have not been {o Ilelmford!™ -
sitapped Mr. Smale Foxe. * Before we
arrived there our car was slopped. and
we woro kidnapped! We were taken to
a dark cellar, and locked there until
cight-thirty! And then—"

" Readly, Mr. Foxe, I musl bec of vou
{o be moro concise!”’ interrupted the
Headmaster. ¢ What is. this extraordin-
ary story fou are telling me”? Upon my
soul! I—I cannot understand what vou
moan, sir! Kidnapped!”’

M:. FFoxe glared. -

‘ Yes, sir—kidnapped!” he shouted.
“ Wo have been subjecled to oulrageous

TILE

I said willr eqnual

Very clevor indeced, my lad!”" FFoxe!
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lréalmonl! And I will guaranleo that
[Lawrenco 15 at the botiom of it!"”

““ Nonzense!” exclaimed the Ilead
curtly. ' Please do not talk wildly, Me

“*I am quile concerned about this
matter, Mr. I'oxe,”” he said gravoly.
““* And I can only surmise that you have
been subjected to a particularly foolish
Fructica[ Joke. T regret that it should
wve occurred. The fact that you wero
not robboed, and that you came (o no
harm, cicarly indicates that the affair
wus not intended seriously. And your
suggestion that Lawrence is responsibio
138 quite absurd.”

Mv. Smale Foxe glared.

‘“And 1 repeat, sir, thalt Lawrence
went to Helmford and appcared in the
Ring\ under the name of * Young Eru.’

** Nouisense!” interrupted the Head.
*“ Lawrence has been at St. Frank's all
the evening.”

Mr. Foxe staggered, and gulped.

“ [dle—ho has been al St. IFrank's all
the evening!” he gasped. ‘' But—buw
that ts imposwible, sir—'’

“When I tell you, Mr. Foxe, that 1
was in conversalion wilth Lawrence at

seven-thuty, you will perhaps believe
that I* am not speaking without know-
ledge.”” said Dr. Stafford grimly.
** Furthermore, it will be quite eusy fou
you to ascertain that Lawrcnce was 1a
the school all the evening.”

As for Mr. Smalo Foxe, ho was com-
pletely outwitted. He had nothing to
sany. His treacherous scheme had como
lo nothing and Erncst Lawrence had no.
only mel Mike Connor in the Ring, but
he l:ad won, and he had eseaped all
consequences.

But, he had made a grim. relentless
ecnemey. From this moment onwards,
Mr. Sma'e Foxe was delermined to de-
vole himnself to the task of cbhtaining
revenge. ihe Housemuster’s hatred was
liko an intense, burning fire.

And, before so very long. that 6re
was destinad to burst mto flame.

Ell\- D.

NEXT WEEK

THE HOUSEMASTER'S HATE!

A Splendid 8tory of how Mr. Smale Foxe tries to got .even with the
Lightweight ot Bt. Frank's.




BEYOND THE. DESERT

Start. To-day This Grand New Australian

AUSTRALIAN TALE OF ADVENTURE BY AN AUSTRALIAN AUTHOR

INTRODUCTION. -~

The Berracuda, an old sea tub, eacounter-
" ing nasty weather in the Arafura Sea, i3
wrecked on a reef off the Australian coast.
Jim Harding and Jack Mazwell, the sole
survivors, manage to reach the shore on
a raft after an .exciting tussle with sharks.
Having thoroughly rested, the castaways
set off along the coast, and presently sight
a bush hamlet gleaming in the distance,
- Shortly after they meet a man, who tells
_thewn that the hamlet is Wurra-Wurra,
and offers .to help the two Englishmen,

(Now read on.)
- A New Partner.. _
HE air was heavy with an odour, like

1

nothing so much as the smeil of a

greenhouse where there are many
musk plants. Harding sniified as be
handed his pistol. g 5
- What is it?"” he whispered. =
l.Tltlle' ~young Australian held up a warning
- hand. | : . -
“Follow me. Tread softly,”.he muttfered,
and stole towards the bank. :
The long grase at the top of the mud-bank
fringing the stream rustled, something black
and scaly-looking elithered down to the
water, but not- swiftly enough to escape.
The pistol bellowed twice, there was a tre-
mendous commotion, mud and water flew in
showers, and out of the whirlpool came a
big alligator, its-jaws clashing viciously.
Amother bullet " crashed into ‘ite eye,. its
tail lashing the muddy stream, then it

turned over on its back and flcated slowly
away. . = -

“ There!. You see mﬁ’ve got to be careful

about camping mear water,”” said the young
man, jerking out *the. empty shetls before
returning the weapon, “ 1t’s a wondef hé
didn’t pay you a wvisit last night. But, any-
way, he'd have chewed up your dunnage if
we hadn’t come back. I'll help you lug
It along a bit, but—" He paused, con-
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“sidéring them_ tﬁoughtfﬁlly. “1 can’t 20 to

is I'm

Wurra-Wurra - with- you. The fact
Dunno

wanted., . I hammered a chap.

{ whether I killed him or not, but the pclice

will have it in for me, I guess, anyhow.
But if ever a fellow deserved it, he did.
Are you going to give me away?’™ .. . -
. “We didn’t come here to play policeman,”
answered Maxwell. "' Perhaps we might: be
able to do something. If you’d like to tell
us abcut it—well, we. can keep cur mouths
ghut, you know.””. . = . , o

- *“ Come along to my cam‘). I’il think on
it,”” said the other abruptly, and, picking
up as much of the baggage as he conid
1!::1;1'3,'(i strode - off, followed by the two .
riends. - . : :

It seemed that he had resolved to con-
fide in them, for no-sconer had he reached
his camp—gq hut roughly built of- boughs—
a mere shelter of a place not deserving the
name of hut, tham (e beglan abruptly. .

My name’s Anson—Tom Anson—and I
got back something over a year ago.
Looked about for a jcb, came to Wurra-
Wurra as assistant to a fellow ealled Brown
that ran the etore there. I had a wad.
You understapd—back pay and bounty, not
¢o0 much, but .all I had. I hung on to it,
meaning to buy a businc:ss, mebbe, or 5 store
of my own, or a share in a cattle-run, per-
haps. I wasn’t particular. Brown knew of

‘it. He told me about a deal he was going

into in some mining shares. If they rose
he'd stand to make a pile. He got me to
go in with him. I gave him the eash.
Then, about a month after, he came to me
in a great heat and showed me a_ paper.
The shares had gone down instead of up,
and I'd lost the lot.” '

_ “That was hard lines!” exclaimed Jack
and Jim together. *‘‘ But still—"

“Onh, I wasnlt squealing,” eaid Ansomn.
“I'd gome in for a gamble. I would never
have complained if Brown had been on the
square. But he wasn’t. It- was, only by
chance I found out that he’d dene me. The-
shares had gone up, not down, and the paper
he showed me had been faked by a printer
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who . owed him morey, and was being
squeezed. It was a fine glant, and -I might
never have known if I. hadn’'t ecome on a
copy of that very identical paper among
some packing.”” ’ wEm e L ToRET
-~ - And then you went for him baldheaded,
. I suppose?”’ asked -Harding. - = )

“That I did. Two days ago, after I'd
put two and two tcgether and was certain, I
~taxed him with it, and what d’you think
he said? Why, he made out that I'd never
given himm any money at gall! I had no
receipt, you seee, and. he'd bought. the

. 3 KL B8
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.I've bolted and that would count against
me."” | S |

“ 1 euppose it would. But we'll hear all
about it I suppose ae~soon as we get there.
Have you any friend you can trust?” asked
Maxwell. ' S L

“There’s Billy Burke. He's inspector of
police, Perhaps Billy hasn’t been too
anxious to look for me, and that’s how I've
escaped 80 long, but it wouldn’t be like him
to shirk his duty. Anyhow, you’ll eece him,
and mebbe you’ll hear something. Better go
on now.  It's mighty hot walking along the
sands." ' AR -

He accompanied them for some distance
carrying part of the baggage, but turned
back when they drew near the little town
or rather, village, leaving them ™ with a
promise to be at that place in the evening.

-, Wearily the couple marched into the
single street of the place, one end of which
ran down to a wharf bullt on the bank cf
a creek, while the other lost itself in the
bush. The houses and stores were built of
- wood, roofed with-corrugated-iron,” and all
were raised a counle of feet from the ground
on piles driven deep in the ground.

Stray goats browsed in the yards, and on
cne or two, people snoozed in the shade of
~wide verandahs, but otherwise there was no
sign of life in the street» The castaways
paused, looking about them, then made for
4 building which had a flagstaff, though no
flag. It proved to be the police-station.

- No ‘one was vieible go they cast their
bagzgage down at the door and entered.
Another door, pdrtially open, displayed a
figure in white asleep in a chair, his feet cn
‘his deek, a handkerchief draped over- his
face te keep off flies. As Maxwell rapped

]
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loudly on the door, he started, gronted, and
awoke, bringing his feet to earth with a
crash, . ; L . ..
“ Hello! Where did you spring from?” he
exclatmed. *“ What can ‘I do for- you?” -
- Maxwell told - their story "omitting - all
mention of Anson. The inspector made notes
in a very official-looking notebook. When
they had finished he sprang to his feet and
stook hands heartily. : : Te o dm
“1 congratutate you cn your escape,’” he.
said. . *“ Now, what do -you propose to do?
Have you any money?”’ : - '

“ Voo Wo cavard that at all aventa

Wa |

of catching him. I'm worried about young
Anson, though., He's been misging for a day
or two and my fellows are out after him
this morning. I hope Brown—or Braun, as
the fellow’s real name is—hasn’t done for

‘“Eh? But what did you want¢ Brown for?”
blurted out Harding. -

““To deport him. It seems lie is really a
German. - During the war he lay low, thouzh
he's suspected of having done his best for
the Vaterland. But it’'s only recently that
the authorities got on the trail of his

| activities, and he has covered himself so

cleverly that it will be hard to prove any-
thing against him even if we do catch him.

| He must have bheen warned somehow. I

saw him yesterday evening, walking down .
the street with his head done up in ban-
d-a-%e-s. Said he’d slipped. and—— What’s
up?”’ . L : |

Maxwel! was leaning acrcss the table, He
began to speak. The tale Anson had told
him was . swiftly related. With the last
words Burke was on his feet calling for
horses. - S -
- We'll round the beggar up at once,” Le
said, and was as good as his word. -

They found Anson easily enough. . When he
knew that he had not only not killed his man,
but that Braun was a fugitive, a great
load seemed to drop from him, and he rode
back to® Wurra-Wurra a new. man. Wong
Fu was given his orders and produced a
dinner worthy of the occasion. - |

- When it had been eaten and the four men .
were seated on - the verandah smoking
Burke’s best cheroots, the inspector turned
to Maxwell. ' S

(Continued on_pagé lii of covér.)
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uYGur '[l'lm'e S"E‘-E“I'IEd f&.mlllar to me,; |-

how,” he said. ‘' Are you by any
f:?lgl‘:c& related to Profeasor Ma.mw. ell the
naturalet and etplorer
«“ He - is my uncle,” rephed Jack, We
wers on our way to join him at Cairne. Hé

has ~a. house and part of - his _collection
there, you know. We thought of trying
sugar or cattle, and we a'eckﬁne-d that  he

“ould ‘put us -in the way cf getting ex-]
“In fact, it was -because he.

perience first.
lived in Queensland that we chose to come
round by, Torres Straits, and s> sailed in
‘the ' poor. old Barracuda. I wrote to him

a week or two before we started 60 that

‘Le should know that we are coming.’
~« He doesn't,”’ said Burke. * This is odd.

The long arm of coincidence has made an--

“otmer rteach. Your umcle isn't. -at- Cairns.
He couldn’t have got your lefter. He was
here for a few days about three months ago,.
He'd crossed from Cairns and he was on his
way into - the interior.
-eoncerning some new. beast, and. he was
anxious to verify them, and -ge-b a specimeén;
~if possible. He had got a bit of hide from
some black fellow, and sp far as I remember
he said that it didn’t  belong to any sorf
of living animal that he knew cf—and, as
yo'1. know, he is a re:ﬂulalz aut-hnnty o-n all
that sort of thing.”
** Three monthe!

| Aild you »e heard no
more of him?%”’

‘ Not a word, exce t that cne of our-

trackers heard from anabher black fellow that
the expedition had left the Worlee water-
~holes. Since then there has. been mnothing
more.  Still, your uncle -has a lot of ex-
perience, so I shouldn't worry too much. He
may have found his animal, or ‘a tract
of* well-watered country. The country for
which he was heading has never been \ex-
piored. He may be in ciover.”

| B-EYOND- THE

- chage.

He’d  heard tales |
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“ Or he ma}' be starving and unaide to
return. I'm-.going to see if I can find him,
said Jack Maxwell. “ I'll start at once—as
soon as possible.”

“ And I'll go with you,” procl‘umed Hard-
ing

“And if you'll have me, I'll come alon;r,
too,” Gald Anson quietly. “I'm fed up ‘with
life in a township. There may. be gold, and -
?]t%t likely turquonses I'll see to the out-
l LA \

‘“ And since I ¢an see I can’t dlssuade vmr
I'll find a black fellow to guide you,” added
Burke. ‘. But I think vou're on a wild gooce
Professor Maxwell has mest - likely
made for the coast opposite. Anyhow, get

to bed ear]y, f()r }Qu*lt have - DIEHB}’ to do’
to- mqrmw. ;

(To be continued.),
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