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Told by NIPPER of the Remove.

THE SCHOOLBOY BOXER/

“’T“‘ I By EowySearies BROOKS
SR
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A full-of-punch yarn of mystery, school adventure and boxing—starring

ERNEST LAWRENCE, the lightning light-weight of St.

rank’s.

CHAPTER 1.
Licking a Bullyl
IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST
S came to a halt, and adjusted his
pince-nez. He gazed at Tommy
‘Watson and me with a rather doubt-
ful expression upon his noble counten-
ance.
“Really, dear b I
1] 1ght[ully unwise!” he remarked.
is, reall.
“Rats‘
Montie.”
“But we're goin’ right into the lions’
den, begad!” complained Sir Montie.
"Chustme & Co. will certainly be on
the alert.”
I chuckled.
“Come along in—the Monks won't
hurt us!”
Of late there had been a revival of

think th!s is
“It

I said. “Don't be an ass,

the House rivalry between the College
House and the Ancient House juniors.
One or two japes had been brought off,
and, in consequence, the rival sets of
Removites were keenly alive for any
fresh opportunity. Christine & Co., in
particular, were very active of late, and
hcy were determined, if possible, to
“put one over ” on the Fossils,

Dinner was just over, and it was a
half-holiday. The whole afternoon lay
in front of us, and we were just about
to enter the College House, in search
of Bob Christine, to discuss extremely
important matters with him regard-
ing football ~ There was no mateh
arranged for this particular after-
noon, but we were on our way to see
if we could fix up a scratch match.
Anything was better than nothing,
and, in these circumstances, I con-
sidered that we should be allowed
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free entry into the enemy’s domain.

We were just about to enter the

jollege House when Clapson, Nation,

ldficld, and one or two other juniors
appeared. They glared at us some-
what aggressively.

“Fossils! Come on, you chaps—Ilet's
hurl them out on their gxddy necks!
Like their cheek, coming over this
side of the Trjanglc 2

“Peace, my children—peace!” I in-
terrupted

Rats!” sald Billy Nauon “We're
not going to let you off—
“Thanks!” I said calmly. “This is

a half-holiday, and we're trying to get
up a football match. I want to see Bob
Chrlsﬁ

Oh, that's different!” said Clapson:
“If you're getting up a match, all well
and good; but don’t you Lry any of
your giddy tricks while you're here,
that’s all!”

They allowed us to pass inside, and
Sir Montie breathed a sigh of relief.

“Good!” he murmured. “I really
thought that frightful things
goin’ to happen.”

We were about to pass through the
lobby, on our way to the Remove pas-
sage, when we caught sight of a
Junior who was just about to pass us.
I knew his name—Ernest Lawrence—
and he was a new fellow in. the
College House Remove; he had only
atrived at the beginning of the term.

I had not seen much of

were

general rule, he sat in his study
“gwotting ” away at his books. He
looked a strong sort of fellow, and
had a fresh complexion and an open,
pleasant face. His eyes were grey,
and rather grave and serious in ex-
pression; his hair was curly and qmte
fair—indeed, almost golden. 7
There was another _point about
Ernest Lawrence which I had noticed,
and which nearly all the other fellows
had noticed. His Eton suit, although

very neat and well kept, was rather
too small for him, and it was some-
what shabby.

It indicated that his people were
not extremely well endowed with this
world’s goods.

Up till now, Lawrence had played no
part in the affairs of St. Frank's, Yet
it was destined that this quiet boy
should play quite a big part in the
events of the near future.

As it happened, Grayson, of the
Fifth, came out of the cloak-room
just at that moment. Grayson was a
big, hulking sort of fellow, and his
reputation in the Collge House was not
of the best. He was, to tell the truth,
a bully. He also took a keen pleasure
in backing horses, gambling, smoking,
and choice amusements of that de-
scription,

Grayson was not looking where he
was going, and he bumped rather
heavily into Ernest Lawrence.
Removite staggered,
almost tripped up.
himself from falling by an effort.

“What the dchce~confound you!”
roared Grayson angrily. “Why can't
you look where you're going, you con-
founded young idiot?”

Lawrence looked rather ast
as well he might.

“I'm sorry, Grayson!” he said
quietly. “But I think it was your
iuult; really—you banged into me

nished,

=~ “I don’t want any of your beastly
lip!” shouted Grayson harshly. “You
nearly tripped me up, and youre go-
ing to apologise now—or have your
arm twisted!”

“I'm not going to do anything of
the sort,” Lawrence replied smoothly.
“You banged into me, and I don’t see
why I should apologise for that.
Strictly speaking, you ought to
apologise, Grayson.”

“You cheeky young sweep!” rcared
Grayson. “If you don't apolog
Within ten seconds, I will twist you
beastly arm until you howl for m
One—two—three—four—-""
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“'That sort of talk has no effect upon
me,” interrupted Lawrence quietly.
“You won't twist my arm, Grayson,
hecause you daren’t. If yvou had me
ne, you might try something of the
kind; but you wouldn’t do it here in
the lobb) with five or six fellows look-
ing on.”

Grayson scowled. He knew well
enough that Lawrence was speaking
the truth. He would not dare to twist
the junior’s arm now, and the bully
of the Fifth attempted to bluster.

“You'd better be careful what you
say to me, you young cad!” he
snapped viciously. “I wouldn’t soil
my fingers by touching you. Who do
you think you are, anyway—coming
o St. Frank’s looking like a tramp?
The next time an old rag-and-bone
man comes round here, I'll direct him
to your study. That suit of yours
might fetch twopence half-penny.”

Ernest Lawrence turned crimson.

“I—X can’t help my suit being a
little Dbit- shabby!” he muttered.
“There’s no disgrace in it, anyway.”

“Rather not, dear old hoy!” ex-
claimed Sir Montie warmly. “Don’t
take any notice of this frightful ass.”

Grayson twirled round.

“Who the deuce told you to inter-
fere, you infernal Ancient House
brat?” “he snapped.. *Clear out of
here, before I chuck you out!”

Sir Monuc started.

“ Bef !” he exclaimed. “Did—did
you hsm that, dear old boys?”

“We're mnot deaf,” said Tommy
Watson bluntly. “If Grayson isn't
caxeful he'll find himself used as a
doorm:

Lawrence, still red,
pass, in order to go
barred his path.

“Not yet!” he rapped out. “You're
not going just yet, my fine pauper.
It’s a pity your people couldn’t dress
vou any better—youre a disgrace to
the College House—that's what you

are. It's a wonder Mr. Foxe hasn't
reported you to the Head!”

“Will you let me pass?” asked Law-

attempted to
out, but Grayson

rence quietly. “I don't want to
quarrel with you, Grayson, but you had
better be careful.”

“on!”. shouted Grayson fercely.
“And what the dickens do you think
you can do?”

“It seems to me that you are lock-
ing for trouble,” said Lawrence. “If
that's the case, I can let you have
some, But, as I-told you before, I
don't want any unpleasantness.”

Grayson grinned.

“Oh, you can let me have some!”
he repeated.  “And what about the
trouble you’ll get? If I have any more
of your sauce, I'll give you a hiding.”

“I don't think you will!” replied
Lawrence. “And, what’s more, Gray-
son, I'll fight you if you want me to.”

Grayson yelled.

“Youwll fight me!” he
“Why, you silly little fool,
smash you. You don’t know
you're talking about!”

“I think I do,” said the new boy.
“well, will you let me pass, or will
you fight me?”

“Fight you!” said Grayson con-
temptuously. “You might just as weil
ask me if I'd fight a kid in the Second
Forin. And I wouldn’t soil my fingers
by fighting with a low-bred pauper like

roared.
I could
what

you—a ragged beggar from some
rotten school!”

Smack!

Quick as lightning, Lawrence’s hand

came forward, and it hit Grayson’s
cheek with a smack which resounded
throughout the lobby. It was a sharp
blow, and Grayson’s cheek was flam-
ing. He staggered back, with a sharp
cry of pain, and his eyes were blazing
with fury. Lawrence stood there, hot
and flushed, with an expression of de-
fiance in his eyes. Tommy and Montie
and I looked on with keen interest.

“ You—you hme 1diotl” snarled
Grayson. “Why, You—
you want me to ﬁgh do you" All
right, you you mg cad, Ill fight you—
Tl smash you to bits!

“All right,” said Lawrence.

“I'm
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ready to fight you ncw—here, if you
want it!”

Hold on!” exclaimed Bob
Christine, who had appeared lo\\aids
the end of the little scene. *You
can’'t scrap in the lobby, you asses. If
a fight, yowll have
‘behind the gymmnasium. By
yowre a young ass, Lawrence.
be licked!”
news spread like wildfire, and
before long almost every junior in the
College House knew that a fight wa
to take place behind the gymnasium,
almost at once—a fight between Gray-
son of the Fifth, and Lawrence of the
Remove. It was an extraordinary
bout, for it was regarded as a feregone
conclusion that Lawrence would last
about one minute only. Grayson was
a renowned bully.

Before ten minutes had elapsed,
¥ cally all the juniors in the
cient House, too, were aware that a
fight was about to commence, and a
great wd  collected behmd the
gymnasium, which was a [
natural amphitheatre. There \ms a
hollow, with grassy banks all round,
with a splendid view of the proceed-
ings. Handforth, naturally, was very
prominent. Edward Oswald Hand-
forth, of Study D, generally managed
to make l'umself seen and heard
rere

w]
“It's 4!1 mt'” he declared warmly.

“We ought to stop this fight, you
chaps—it isn’t fair.
“Rats!” said Clapson. “We're all

waiting to see Lawrence wiped out of
existence!”

“Rather!”

“The young ass asked for it, and
hell get it!”

“A fight’s a fight, but this won’t be
a fight!” roared Handforth. “It isn’t
fair to Lawrence. Grayson is a hulk-
ing great beggar—and a bully, too.
What bopv hqs Lawrence got against
such a _chap?’

o hope at all,” put in Reginald

Pm “But it's good  talking,
Handy; if they've an‘anged this fight,

it will have to go through. Lawrence
smacked Grayson's face, and forced
him to fight, and so he must take the

consequences. In _other words, he
called the tun" and hell have to pay
the piper!”

At that moment Grayson came into
the ring. The bully of the Fifth was
looking surly and aggressive. He was
evidently determined to finish  the
fight as quickly as possible, for Gray-
son considered the whole thing to be
infra dig.

Ernest Lawrence appeared a moment
or two afterwards. He was looking
quite calm and collected. His face was
slightly pale, but there was no doubt
about his pluck.

Bob Christine and Talmadge volun-
teered to be Lawrence’s seconds. G:
son only had one—his study com-
panion, Shaw, ¢f the Fifth.

“Don’t waste any time over it, Gray-
son,” said Shaw. “Give him one swipe
and lay him out.”

“That’s what I am going to do,” said
Grayson viciously. “I'll make him wish
he was never born!”

“Right-ho! Go ahead.
your jacket!”

“No, you won't!” Sald the bully of
the Fifth. “I'm ng to keep my
jacket on. I can deal with Lawrence
in half a minute.”

Lawrence was getting ready. His
jacket was already off, and his slceves
were rolled up. He locked quite busi-
nesslike, although very frail and small
compared to Grayson.

Bob Christine was seeing to it that
the thing was properly done, and a
referee had already beeh appointed
This was another Fifth Form fellow
named Drake, and the referee now
stepped for\‘vald with two pairs of
boxing-gloves, Grayson glared at him.

“We don’t want those things!” he
snapped. “We're using our bare
fists!”

Drake shook his head.

“I don’t think so!” he replied
grimly. “That sort of thing won't do,
Grayson. You've got a fist like a leg

3

'l hold
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of mutton, and I'm not going to see
you smash into Lawrence without
wearing the gloves. I suppose youll
do h)m quite enough damage in any
case.’

“Oh, all right!” snapped Grayson.

He puucd his gloves on, and they
were secured by Shaw. Meanwhile,
Christine and Talmadge were attend-
ing to Lawrence, and Bob Christine
gave the new boy a few words of
fatherly advice.

“Of course, you're 2 silly young ass
to challenge Grayson to fight,” said
Christine.  “But that can’t be helped
now, and you've got to go through the
giddy mill. Take my advice, and don’t
get in too close—don’t let Grayson
land one of his rights. He's a terror,
and he’s got a long reach. Your best
policy is to keep on the move.”

“Thanks, Christine,” said Lawrence
quietly. “But IthinkIcan take care of
myself, and I shall do my utmost not
to disgrace the Remove!”

“ Good egg!” said Talmadge.
“That’s the way to talk, my son. Of
course, if you could wipe up Grayson,
it would be a terrific victory for us—
we, all hate the cad.”

0 my best,” said Lawrence
umply

“Time!” said Drake sharply.

“Now, you little worm!” muttered
Grayson,

He stepped forward, his face express-
ing clearly enough the fury which
filled him. He was in an ugly temper,
and if Lawrence received one of his
heavy blows, it would be hard for the
Remove junior. And Grayson lost no
1.'me m laahmg out.

Hxs ﬁst shot through the air, directed
straight at Lawrence’s jaw; but, some-
how or other, Lawrence's jaw wasn't
there. It was fully a foot away, and
the next second Grayson was brought
up with a jar, Lawrence having tapped
hm forcibly upon the chin.

You—you infernal young cad!”
said Grayson thickly.

He simply let hlmselr go then, and

lashed out right and left with all his
force and fury. But, curiously enough,
not one ‘of Grayson’s blows found its
mark.

He simply lashed out at the empty
air as Lawrence dodged abouf, using
clever footwork. And at intervals the
Jjunior got in a blow—one on the chin,
one on the nose, and then a heavy
thud upon Grayson’s chest. Lawrence’s
arms  workes like lightning—they
flashed in and out, and he kept clear
of Grayson's clumsy thrusts with the
greatest of ease. And then—

Lawrence’s left came up unexpec-
tedly, and caught Grayson under the
chin with a crash which shook every
tooth in his head. Grayson staggered
back, fell over, and lay on the grass
dazedly. And a roar went up from the
spectators.

“Oh, well hit!"™

“Good old Lawrence!™

“Keep it up, kid!
beans!”

Grayson struggled to his feet, his
face simply livid with rage.

“Time!” said Drake shortly.

Grayson went to his corner,
Shaw looked at him anxiously. .

“I say, old man, youll have to do
better than that!” he exclaimed.

“Confound you!” snarled Grayson.
«“ The kid’s like an eel—I can't get at

Give him

and

“Thats because you went at it too
carelessly,” said Shaw. “That sort of
thing won't do, you know. The kid's
got a bit of science—you'll have to use
some, too!”

But this would be difficult, consider-
ing that Grayson knew no science. It
was his plan to lash out with all his
force, and beat his opponent with the
fury of his attack.

1 was beginning to realise the truth.
The new boy in the College House was
a wonderful little boxer.

His science was astonishing, and he
had all the confidence and composure
of a professional. He was looking
quite cool as he stood in his corner,
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being sponged down by Christine and
Talmadge.

“Well done, kid!” said Christine.
“Keep it up like that, and yowll make
a_good display, even if you do get
whacked in the end.”

Lawrence smiled.

“I don’t think I shall get whacked,”
he said. “Before the end of the third
round I imagine that Grayson will
have had sufficient.”

‘This rather sounded like boasting,
but it “was not—as the next round
proved.

The crowd of fellows watched, abso-
lutely enthralled. They followed every
movement of the fight with excitement
and intense interest.

The 'new boy in the College House
treated us to one of the most perfect
displays of boxing that we had ever
seen. His science was astonishing,
and he played with his big opponent.
Try as he would; Grayson could do no-
thing whatever—Lawrence was too
good for him every time.

And rapidly Grayson was being worn
out. Blow after blow he received, and
he could give nothing in exchange. So
far, Lawrence was not touched, and
Grayson was showing many signs that
he was the worse for wear.

The juniors were wild with excite-
ment and joy now. For the opinion
of the crowd had been reversed; it was
generally ackncwledgcd that Lawrence
would be the winner. He had his man
absolutely at his mercy.

“Begad! Did you see that?” ex-
clalmed Sir Montie.
2 4 Lawrence had suddenly

executed a clever feint, drawing Gray-
son on until the bully stood exactly
where he was wanted. en Law-
rence delivered two sharp blows which
sent Grayson staggering back, helpless
and don

Only the calling of time saved him
from defeat.

“Hurrah!”

“Go it, Lawrence!”

“ Well done!”

Lawrence flushed slightly as
heard these cheering sounds. He had
the crowd on his side now, and they
were enthusiastic. As for Grayson, ail
his confidence was gone, and he was
looking the worse for wear as Shaw
rubbed down his face.

“Take your jacket off, ;
muttered Shaw. “The kid’s too much
for you—" ‘
much for me!” snarled Gray-
son. ““It’s not that—I'm not feeling in
form to-day! Confound the young
cad! Il get him in the next round!”

But the next round was remarkably
short. Lawrence apparently thought
that there had been quite enough, and
he finished the fight in whirlwind
fashion. Instead of playing with his
oppenent, he went in to work with a
will, and Grayson was driven round
the ring, blows showering upon him
and confusing him.

Then Lawrence finished the fight.

Bang! Crash! Flap! Three—four
—five blows rained upon Grayson's
face. The bully went down and lay
there, blood streaming from his nose,
and his lower lip being rather badly
cut.

He couldn’t rise, and he was counted
out amid a terrific cheering and uproar.

Lawrence of the Remove had won!
It was almost staggering. My
opinion of Lawrence was fixed—he
was the finest light-weight boxer I had
ever seen.

you ass!”

CHAPTER 2.

Smale Foxe is Pleased! [

OB CHRISTINE seized LaW-

rence’s hand in a warm gr

“Jolly fine, my son!” he “ex-

claimed enLhusmstxcally “How on

earth did you manage to do it? You're
a marvel!”

“Rath_er!” put in Handforth. “I'm
a good judge of boxing, and I know
what’s what!  Lawrence is a ripper,
and no giddy mistake! Why, he knows
as much science as I do!”
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“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Lawrence has already forgotten all
that you know about boxing!” grinned
Reginald Pitt. “A good many chaps
at St. Frank’s can use their fists, but
they are mere amateurs compared to
Lawrence. The way he played about
with Grayson was a sight for sore
eyes!”

“Rather!”

“He upheld the honour of the Re-
move!” said Christine. “Jolly good
luck to him! Grayson has been
smashed for once, and I'll bet he won't
be so jolly ready with his fists in
future! He knows that there’s some-
body in the Remove who can lick him,
and that'll make him cautious!”

Grayson had already slunk off, ac-
companied by Shaw. The Fifth Form
bully, as a matter of fact, was still
rather dazed and shaky. He could not
quite realise that he had been knocked
out, cleanly and fairly, by a Removite.
It was indeed a humiliation for Master
Grayson.

“I'd like to have a little chat with
you later on, Lawrence,” I said, tap-
ping him on the shoulder. “What you
don’t know about boxing isn’t worth
learning, by all appearances!”

“I shall be only too pleased to have
a talk,” said Lawrence obligingly; “but
I don’t want you fellows to make a fuss
aﬁout this affair. It was nothing, after
Al

“‘Nothing!” echoed Handforth, star-
ing. “Nothing—to lick Grayson!”

“‘Well, Grayson may be much bigger
than I am, but he knows nothing about
boxing,” said Lawrence. “He was
just like a baby—all he could do was to
hit out blindly and trust to luck. That
zvon‘t do at all in a proper boxing con-
est.”

fists?” inquired Christine curiously.

“My father!”

“Then all T can say is, you've got a
ripping father!” said Christine. *He
must know a good bit about the noble
art, I should say!”

“Who taught you how to use your|.

“Yes, my father knows quite a lot,”
he said shortly.

“By the way,” I broke in, “I was
looking for you, Christine, when Gray-
son brought on this trouble.”

“Well, yowve found me now,” said
Bob. “What’s the trouble?”

“No trouble. I was wondering if you
could get up a scratch eleven for a
match this afternoon,” I said. “There's
nothing doing in particular, and it'’s a
lovely day. Why shouldn’t we have a
footer match—Fossils against Monks?
It'll be a bit of sport, anyway.”

Bob Christine nodded.

“Right you are,” he said. “I'm
game—TI'll get up an eleven, if you
like.”

“Good!” I said. “Be on Little Side
in about twenty minutes’ time. I'll go
along and collect my men.”

I went off, taking my chums with
me, and a minute or so later Christine
& Co. were alone with wrence,

“Know anything about football?” in-
quired Christine, looking at the new
boy curiously.

“Well, a bit,” admitted Lawrence,

“As much as you do about boxing?”

“Oh, ne!” said the new fellow
quickly. “I can play a fairly decent
game, I think. But that will be for you
to decide, Christine—you're the skipper
of the eleven. I've been waiting for a
chance to play footer, but I've always
understood that a new fellow mustn’t
put himself forward.”

“THat’s quite right,” said Bob.
“You've got the right spirit, my son.
A new fellow mustn’t put himself for-
ward—or he gets it in the neck. Where
do you usually play?”

“Half-back,” replied Lawrence, “I'm

not particular which side.”
“We’ll give you a trial this after-
noon, if you like. It's only a scratch
game, although, of course, if’s a fore-
gone conclusion that we shall wipe up
the Fossils. Come along, my sons.”

They were just about to move off
whepg, a voice interrupted them,



“One moment, boys. Just a word
with you, if you don't mind!”

The juniors halted, and turned. And
they saw the slim, well-set-up figure of
Mr. Smale Foxe, the master of the
College House.

Mr. Stockdale, the usual House-
master, had been given extended leave
to visit friends abroad, and while he
was away Mr. Foxe was taking his
place.

The juniors raised their caps respect-
fully, and waited for Mr. Foxe to speak.
They *did not know quite what to make
of their new Housemaster. At first,
at the very beginning of the term, he
had seemed to be a decent sort, but,
of late, he had changed—in a subtle,
mysterious way. None of the juniors
could understand this change.

Grayson, and Shaw of the Fiftk,
knew more about Mr. Foxe than the
Jjuniors did. For an evening or two ago
Mr, Foxe had entered Gx?yson s study,
and had found a gambling party in
progress. Fullwood, ‘Gulliver and Bell,
of the Ancient House, were there. And
Mr. Foxe, to the boys’ amazement, had
actually joined in the game—losing
money and smoking some of Grayson's
cigarettes! This was certainly start-
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not reply. They hardly knew what to

say, as a matter of fact. It would be

rather difficult to refuse Mr. Foxe.
Christine & Co. were certainly not

at all anxious to go out with him..

They preferred to play football against
the Ancient House fellows. Going out
with a Housemaster was always an
ordeal for juniors—they were com-
pelled to behave, and they had to keep
themselves well in check. There was
about as much enjoyment in going out
for an afternoon with the Housemaster
as there was in the Form-room during
lessons.

“It's—it’s very kind of you, sir—"
began Christine.

“ Awfully decewt' ’ said Talmadge,
“But—but—

“You—you see, sir, we're booked for
foothall,” sald Yorke. “There’s a game
arrange

“Eemeen us and the College House
chaps, sir!” put in Christine. “We'd
like to come, sir—"

“Then you must come!” said Mr.

Foxe briskly. “Surely you can let the
football rest for once—you have foot-
ball two or three times a week—but it
is not often that you get the chance of
coming out with nfe. Is this football

ling, and beyond ordinary
ing.

This afternoon Mr. Foxe appeared to
be very pleasant. He regarded the boys
with a smile on his face. His nose
looked even bigger when he smiled, and
his eyes twinkled—but there was a cer-
tain look about them which Bob Chris-
tine did not quite like. However, Mr.
Foxe was the Housemaster, and he had
to be respected.

‘Just a moment, boys,” he said
genially. “It’s a half-holiday to-day,
and I am just off to Bannington.”

“I hope youwll have a pleasant after-
noon, sir,” said Christine politely.

“Thank you, my lad,” said Mr., Foxe.
“I was thinking of taking you- boys
with me—just the four of you. What
do you say?”

Tor some moments the juniors did

match a r fixture?”

“Not—not exactly, sir,” said Chris-
tine.  “But—but the Ancient House
fellows wanted a game, ﬁnd we said
that we'd get a team up—"

“Oh, then, it’s quite all right,” in.
terrupted the Housemaster. “There
will be plenty of other boys to play in
this football match. I want you to
come with me—I intend to give you a
treat. And donm’t forget—I stand all
the expenses.”

Bob Christine nearly groaned.

“It’s awfully good of you, sir,” he
managed to say with an effort.

“Frightfully decent!” said Yorke
and Talmadge in hollow tones.

They had done their best, but there
was nothing else for it. They would be
compelled to accompany Mr. Smale
Foxe on the afternoon’s “enjoyment.”
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But all the juniors felt as though they
had been sentenced to an afternoon of
detention,

“Now, hwrry indoors and get your
overcoats and caps on,” said Mr. Foxe
briskly. “We shall just be able to catch
the early afternoon train if you hurry.
We don’t want to walk all the way, do
we?”

The juniors hurried indoors, and
went to the cloak-rcom. There they
gazed at one another,

“Rotten!” grunted Christine. “Why
can’t the ass go by himself? Abso-
lutely mucked up the afternoon—that’s
what he’s done! Just as if we want to
go out on the spree with a giddy House-
master!”

“Oh, I expect he’ll take us up and
down the High Street, show us the
shops, and then trot us into a giddy
restaurant—treat us to a cup of tea
and a bun. That's about Foxe’s
mark!”

“Well, we can’t get out of it, can
we?” inquired Ernest Lawrence. b 5
suppose we must make the best of a
bad job. I'm disappointed myself, be-
cause I wanted to play in that football
match.”

All four juniors were feeling dis-
gusted, and when they got out into the
Triangle again they found Mr. Foxe
waiting for them. = Christine did not
even have an opportunity of seeing me
—to explain that he was compelled to
abandon the football match. However,
he” needn’t have worried—because
when it was found that Christine & Co.
had mysteriously disappeared, other
Juniors  were forthcoming, So the
match took place, after all,

Meanwhile, the unfortunate gquar-
tette were going down the lane with
Mr. Foxe, en route for the station.
They were just in time to catch the
local train to Bannington,

Mr. Foxe produced a silver cigarette
case and opened it. He selected a
cigarette, lit it, and then passed the
case to the juniors. Christine gave a

start as he saw the cigarette-case in
front of him. Then he grinned.

“No thanks, sir,” he said with a
chuckle,

He naturally assumed—as the other
Jjuniors also assumed—that Mr. Foxe
was attempting to be humorous.

“I'm not joking, my boyl” said Mr.

Foxe. “Come along—have a cigarette
—have one each. There’s nobody to
see, except me. And shall not
object.”

“But—but-——"  gasped Christine.

“You—you don’t mean—-

“Of course I mean it!” said Mr. Foxe.
“You've got to understand, my lad, that
we are just a little party together. I
want you to regard me as one of your
own set—not as your Housemaster.”

“Great pip!” muttered Yorke, under
his breath.

“My only topper!” murmured Tal-
madge.

Bob Christine shook his head.

“If you don’t mind, sir, we'd rather
not smoke,” he said, with a note of
contempt in his voice. “We don’t
smoke at all. We think it's a rotten
habit for boys!”

Mr. Foxe shrugged his shoulders, and
put his cigarette-case away.

“Well, 'm not going to press you,”
he said lightly. “I wasn’t aware that
I had such good little boys to deal
with. I am really afraid that you are
self-conscious, and that you don’t like
to let yourselves go in my presence.”

Christine & Co., as a matter of fact,
were feeling rather uncomfortable—
and so was Lawrence. They did not
like this kind of thing. And they were
staggered that their Housemaster
should even urge them to smoke. It
was really astounding.

All the juniors were relieved when
Bannington was reached. They passed
out of the station, and very soon found
themselves in the town.

They wondered what kind of amuse-
ment Mr. Foxe would treat them to.
There was not much in Bannington on
a Wednesday afternoon. There was a

&
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music-hall in the town—a very second-
rate place—and the boys never went
there. In the afternoon there was not
even a performance, in any case. The
only other place of amusement was the
cinema. And this place was considered
to be cut of bounds.

Towards the end of the previous term
there had been a lot of trouble with
this cinema and its proprietor—Mr.
Stanley Webb. But Mr. Webb had now
left, and he was spending a quiet time
in a criminal lunatic asylum.

Meanwhile, a new cinema was being
built —a magnificent super-palace —
right in the middle of the High Street,
on the site of the old Bannington
Grange. This was being done by Mr.
Isaac Levi—the enterprising father of
Solomon Levi, the Jewish boy in the
Remove.

As Mr. Foxe went down the High
Strest, accompanied by the four
juniors, they soon came within sight
of the new building. Erection had
already started, and the place was
already more than half up. Before
many weeks had elapsed, according to
Mr. Levi’s plans, the picture theatre
would be complete and ready for the
public.

A big army of workmen was engaged
upon the task, and they simply
swarmed over the building, in large
numbers, working hard. The enter-
prise was going forward at full speed.

“It won't be long before we shall
have a nppmg picture palace in Ban-
nington,” remarked Christine, as he
watched the activity. first-
class to come here and enjoy the pic-
tures.”

“We don't want to see any pictures!”
exclaimed Mr. Foxe. *“I rather fancy
something more exciting, persoually
We'll walk along, boys, until we come
to the outskirts of the town. It is quite
pleasant now.”

They wandered out of Bannington
along the road which led towards
Helmford. They had not proceeded
very far when they came to a neat little
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which stood just back
from the road, with a wide gravel
stretch in front of it. It was a pic~
turesque building, with a swinging
sign outside, announcing to all and
sundry that the house was known as
he “Fox and Hounds.” The House-
master smiled as he observed that sign.

“Quite appropriate,” he observed
smoothly. “The Fox and Hounds, boys!
I am the Fox, and you—no, I do nct
wish to Insult you!”

He chuckled, and led the way to-
wards the saloon bar of the public-
house. Christine & Co. and Lawrence
were frankly dismayed. Was it pos-
sible that Mr. Foxe was about to enter
public-house? He surely knew
that all public-houses were out of
bounds for St. Frank’s juniors. Not
only that, but if any boy happened to
be caught in such an establishment, it
would certainly mean a flogging, and,
possibly, e‘{pulsmn

Christine pulied at his mm just be-
fore they arrived at the

“Half a minute, sir,” sald Bob

“Well, my boy, what is it?” inquired
Mr T'oxe, turning.

“We—we mustn’t go in there, sir,”
said Christine.
rules, you know!

public-house

“It's—it's against the
All public-houses are

out of bounds—-"
“Nonsense!” said Mr. Foxe pleas-
antly. “We don’'t take any notice of

those rules, my lad! Who is there to
see us, anyway? You may consider
yourselves quite safe, since you are with
% ave no fear, boys—come along
inside.”
And before the juniors could say
anything further, Mr. Foxe had en-
tered the saloon bar. The juniors fol-
lowed him in, looking very astonished.
“Well, boys, what are ydu goinz to
have?” mqun‘ed Mr. Foxe genially. “I
Lhmk I will have a whisky-and-soda.
I should advise you boys to have the
same—it is a most excellent drink.”
“Whisky, sir!” gasped Talmadge.
“But—but we musm 't have that!”
“Why not?”
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“Itﬁlts intoxicating, sir—

“What if it is—it does you no harml ”
said the Housemaster. “Come along—
I will order five whiskies.”

“No thanks, sir—we'd rather not!”
put in Christine bluntly. “Well all
drink lemonade, or ginger beer. No-
thing stronger!”

“Yes, that’s it,” said Lawrence. “I
think I'd prefer lemonade, thank
you.”
> Mr. Foxe did his utmost to persuade
the boys to partake of whisky. But
they were steadfast—they would not
budge. They were more and more
amazed. For a Housemaster to invite
them to smoke was extraordinary
enough—but for him to ask them to
have whisky-and-soda was simply
staggering.

The juniors were heartily glad when
they had got outside, and were once
more upon the road.

“Ah, I feel much better now, boys,”
said Mr. Foxe pleasantly. “A goad
whisky has a wonderful effect upon a
man.”

The juniors did not answer. And,
presently, the little party came within
sight, of a tent, which was erected just
within a fleld on the left-hand side. A
crowd of rough-looking men and youths
stood about the tent, and another man,
with a beery-looking countenance, was
shouting, evidently inviting people to
enter,

Christine & Co. knew what the place
was at once.

It was a boxing-hooth, and a
roughly painted board announced to
the general public that the proprietor
was named Mr. Jake Gubbin. It was
Mr. Jake Gubbin who was shouting,
and he looked exactly what he was—
an ex-pugiist of a low type,

“Now, gents, roll up!” Mr. Gubbin
was shouting. “Only a tanner a time,
and I can promise you a jolly good

show. You always see good boxing in
this ’‘ere booth of mine. Fust-class
matches, and nothing else. I've got a

star man working wiv’ me just now—
L d
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‘Lightning Left Ned.
tanner a time!”

Christine & Co. wanted to walk past,
but Mr, Foxe halted, and smiled at the
boys.

“Come along, youngsters!” he ex-
claimed. “This promises to be rather
entertaining—eh?”

“Great Scott!” gasped Christine.
“You—you don’t mean to say that
we're going in there, sir?”

“Why not?” asked Mr. Foxe. “It is
a public place of entertainment. Box-
ing is a manly =p0rf. and it is always
interesting to watch.

“But—but not boxmg of this kind,
sir!” protested Talmadge.

Mr. Foxe smiled more broadly than
ever.

“But, my dear boys, why should you
object?” he asked. “You seem to for-
get that I am with you, and that pro-
tects you completely. There is no
danger while I, your Housemaster—’

“But—but it doesn’t seem right, sir!”
broke in Lawrence. “I what
these places are. We shall only see a
brutal exhibition. It’s not real boxing.
I don’t think we ought to go in, sir.”

“Nonsense!” said Mr. Foxe, “Come
along!”

He led the way towards the entrance,
and the rough crowd of men who were
standing about looked at him, rather
astonished. The boys hung back only
for a moment or two. They could not
very well offend Mr. Foxe, for they
knew that he could make things ex-
t.remely unpleasant for them in the

chool.

And so, after that short hesitation,
they followed Mr. Foxe to the entrance,
and found that he had paid for them.
They all entered the boxing-booth, and
picked their way down the forms right
to the front. Mr. Foxe sat himself
down upon a plank, and the juniors sat
beside him. They felt most uncom-
fortable.” All round, on every side,
there were roughs—men and youths
with' chokers round their necks, many
of them smoking cheap cigarettes.

1
Come along—a
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Certainly if the Head had seen the
juniors there, there would have been
a terrific row. Caught there alone, it
would have meant instant expulsion
from St. Frank's; but if they were
caught in the company of Mr. Foxe,
it would certainly mean that the House-
master’s duties at the school would ter-
minate with considerable abruptness.

Then why was he leading the juniors
into such places, and why was he
attempting to get them into bad
habits? It was very astonishing, and
Christine & Co. could not understand
the riddle.

They had not got much time for
thought, because the “show” com-
menced almost at once. Mr. Jake Gub-
bin appeared in the ring, and he ad-
dressed the audience, after introduc-
ing his champlon boxer—Lightning
Left Ned. This individual was a beefy-
looking young man, not particularly
big, but extremely brutal in appear-

“an gents, I'm going to make you
a good hoffer!” said Mr. Gubbin. “I've
just interduced to you a young feller
wot has got a great future afore him.
Mark my words, it won't be many
months afore Ned will be in London,
and I'll guarantee that within a couple
o' years hell be the champion of
England!”

“I don’t think!” muttered Lawrence,
under his breath.

“Youre now goin’ to see a wonder-
ful hexibition of boxing,” went on Mr.
Gubbin.  “I'm a sportsman—I reckon
everybody knows that—and I'll give
the sum of twenty quid to the felier wot
can knock out Ned in eight rounds.
Mind yer, it’s a stipulation that nobody
is to come forward to meet Ned unless
he’s about the same weight. I don’t
mind a stone or two over, but not
more. Now, who's coming forward?
Twenty quid, don't forget—twenty quid
for the feller who can knock Ned out
in eight rounds!”

Nobody took advantage of this mag-
nificent offer. This was not at all sur-
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prising. for Ned looked a formidable
customer to tackle.

“Come along, one of you!” said Mr.
Gubbin, “There ain’t nothing to be
afraid of. Ned won't hurt you if he
finds you ain’t equal to’im. It’s a bout
with the gloves on, don't forgit!”

But no one was taking any, so the
entertainment commenced. It was a
very poor affair from start to finish. It
merely consisted of several brutal
bouts, and the juniors were heartily
glad when they emerged into the open
air about an hour later. They felt
completely sick of the whole place, and
were determined to get away from Mr.
Foxe as soon as they could.

As they left the field and once more
emerged 'upon the road, Bob Christine
saw that Lawrence was looking very
thoughtful. The new junior seemed to
have something on his mind.

Bob Christine would have been ex-
tremely startled if he could have known
what that something was!

CHAPTER 3.
The New Boy's Deoision!
. SMALE FOXE walked along
M ith the boys for some litile
way without speaking. Then he
called a halt, and faced the juniors.

“Now, look here, boys! I don’t want
you to say anything about our little
advemures of this afternoon!” he ex-
claimed. “There is no reason why you
should talk. If you do talk, JLS quite
likely that trouble will follow

“I don't® quite see that, sir,” said
Christine. “We've done nothmﬂ wrong
of our own accord. You took us into
the public-house, and you tpok us into
the box‘ng booth We've got a perfect
excuse—

“Very well, we won't argue about the
matter,” interrupted Mr. Foxe. “You
will do as you like, of course. But it -
will be advisable, I can assure you, if
you do not talk.”

And very shortly

afterwards Mr.

:
:
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Foxe left the boys and went his own
way.

“Well, what do you think of it?” in-
quired Christine, when they found
themselves alone.

“He’s the giddy limit! Pubs and
boxing-booths! Why, we'd been
spotted in one of those places it would
have meant the sack!”

“Not with Mr. Foxe,” said Yorke.
“I don’t see how we can get into any
trouble, in any case. But what kind of
a Housemaster does he call himself—to
take us into pubs, and all that kind of
thing? It’s absolutely amazing!”

“Well, I think we're safe enough,”
said Lawrence. “If anything does come
to the Head’s ears, Mr, Foxe will get
into trouble, not us!”

The other juniors were of the same
opinion, and so they were not worried.
But when they got back to St. Frank's,
Jjust before tea-time, they did not con-
sider they had spent a very enjoyable
afternoon. The football match on
Little Side was not yet over, so Chris-
tine & Co. lost no time in making their
way there.

Ernest Lawrence, on the other hand,
went straight to his study in the
College House. He shut himself in,
and sank down in the one easy-chair
it possessed. And there was that same
thoughtful expression upon his open
face. It was obvious that Lawrence
had something of a rather deep nature
in his mind.

And I found ILawrence in this
abstracted mood when I entered his
study very shortly afterwards. The
new boy was laying back in his easy-
chair, with a dreamy expression in his
eyes. Just for a moment he did not
notice me as I stood in the doorway.
Then he-started, half Jumped up, and
flushed.

“Hallo!” he exclaimed.

“I—I did
not know you were there, Nipper.
Come in!”

“Thanks!” I said. “I just want a
word with you while things are fairly
quiet, Lawrence. The match is over,

v
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and it may interest you to know that
your side was whacked by two clear
goals.”

Lawrence smiled.

“Oh, well, it was only a scratch
game,” he said, “and three of the best
men were missing from the team!
expect Christine told you how we were
hauled off to Bannington by Mr.

xe?”

I nodded.

“Yes,” I replied. “Mr. Foxe appears
to be a genial kind of gentleman,
although Christine didn’t explain what
he did with you all the afternoon. X
Just looked in, Lawrence, to congratu~
late you upon the wonderful exhibition
of boxing you put up when you knocked
Grayson out.”

Lawrence shook his head.

“Oh, there was nothing particularly
clever in that!” he protested. “Gray-
son doesn’t know how to fight at ail.
He’s got plenty of strength, but he
doesn’t use it properly. It required
very little skill to get the better of
Grayson.”

“We're all proud of the way you
knocked that bully out, Lawrence. How
did you learn so well?” I asked. “I
pride myself that I am fairly decent at
boxing, but I'm sure that you could give
me more than a few tips. Didn’t you
say that your father taught you?”

“Yes,” replied Lawrence. “My father
is the only trainer I ever had.”

“He must know a good bit about box-
ing, then,” I remarked. “I take off my
hat te your father!”

Lawrence smiled.

“I'd like you to meet him, Nipper,”
he said quietly. “It’s rather decent of
you to come here and have a chat with
me. INone of the fellows in my own
House have done that, and I felt a bit
lonely. I hope I'm not keeping
you—"

“Of course you're not, you ass!” I
interrupted. “I came here for a chat.”

I could see that Lawrence was
lonely, and he was grateful to me for
having come.
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It was rather thoughtless of
Christine & Co. to have left the new
boy to himself for so long, without
taking any notice of him. It would
probably be different now that
Lawrence had distinguished himself so
notably, And, somehow or other, he
scemed to take to me. There was a
very serious expression on his face
when he continued.

“You see, my father is Mr. Robert
Ernest Lawrence,” he said. “It’s a
good many years since he was in the
ring, but I'm not ashamed to tell you,
Nipper, that at one time my father was
a professional hoxer.”

“Ah, that explains it!” I smiled.

“I can tell you this, without any fear
of it being spread about,” went on
Lawrence. “I know I can trust you,
Nipper. There’s nothing dishonourable
about it, or anything of that kind, but
quite a number of the fellows here
would be only too glad to seize upon an
opportunity to sneer at me. And they
might sneer if they discovered that my
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things prospered with him, and so he
decided to send me to a decent school.
So all the plans were made, and I was
sent to a good preparatory school, and
then, at the beginning of this term, I
came to St. Frank’s.”

“But your father didn't neglect to
teach you the noble art of self-
defence,” I smiled.

“Oh, no!” said Lawrence. “Father
taught me boxing ever since I was a
little kid. We've got a private gym-
nasium at home, and boxing is father’s
recreation—his chief pastime, in fact,
even now. He took a great pride in me
—goodness knows what for—he didn’t
want me to become a professional
boxer.”

“I reckon you'd cause a sensation if
you really went into it properly!” I
smiled. “You're a wonder, Lawrence!
The sport has lost a champion in you.”

Lawrence shook his head.

“Oh, don’t rot!” he said modestly.
“T'm nothing particular.” B

He Jooked down at his clothing some-

father used to be a boxer.
They don’t know him, and you don’t
know him. He’s one of the best dads a
boy could possibly have! He’s a brick!”

I looked rather thoughtful.

“You're quite right in what you say,
Lawrence,” I said slowly. “There are
certain fellows at St. Frank’s who
would look down upon you and sneer if
they got to know that your father used
to be a professional boxer.”

“ But—but it doesn’t make any differ-
ence to you, does it?” inquired Law-
rence quickly.

“Not the slightest, old son,” I replied
cheerfully. “I don't think I'm a snob.
And your father is just as likely to be a
decent, honourable man as anybody
else.”

“Thanks, Nipper!” said Lawrence.
“You see, my father left the boxing-
ring for good about twelve years ago,
when I was quite a little mite. I think
he had saved up a good hit by then,
and he bought a business. It was a
ﬁrgc ironmongery store in Kensington.

y

dad sunk all his money in this, and { shall be here for another term—:

what s ly. 2

“I—I dare say youwve noticed that
I'm—I'm shabby?” he went on, in a low
voice.

“It’s none of my business—” I
began.
“I know it isn’t,” said Lawrence.
“But that row with Grayson was
because he sneered at my clothing. It’s
not my fault, Nipper. You see, my
father had all his money in Scarbrook’s
Bank, and, as you know, that went
smash just six months ago. It was a
terrible blew to dad—he lost every-
thing.”

‘““Hard lines!” I said sympathetically,

“Somehow or other father managed
to keep the business going, but he’s ter-
ribly in debt, and he's struggling along,
fighting every inch of his way,” said
Lawrence. “He wants money all the
time—every penny he can obtain. And
1 don’t suppose I should ever have come
to St. Frank’s, only the first term’s fees
were paid, and dad said that I might as
well come. I don't know w
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I shall be, but if dad isn’t in any better
position, I shan’t let him spend a
penny. He—he couldn’t afford to get
me a new rig-out before I came, and
—and I had to make do on what I
had.”

ad.
I smiled.

“My dear chap, nobody takes any
notice of that sort of thing here, except
the snobs and cads!” I exclaimed.
“You mustn’t take any notice of Gray-
son, and fellows of his calibre. They're
rofters—every one of them. You can
trust me—I shan't say a word to any-
body, unless you want me to. And you
't worry—your father seems to be
nd of man who will pull round if
he's given time, Everything will come
out all right in the end!”

Lawrence looked at me with a grate-
ful expression in his eyes.

“It’s jolly decent of you to say this,
Nipper!” said quietly. “You've
cheered me up wonderfully.”

“Thal’s good!” I put in. “Your
position at St. Frank’s is much better
that it was yesterday. Your exhibition
of boxing has put you into a fine
Dposition in the Remove. You won't find
yourself being chipped and bullied and
sneered at. A fellow who can fight like
you can is generally highly respected.”

Ernest Lawrence smiled.

“I—I was going to tell you some-
thing, Nipper,” he said; “in fact, I
wanted to—to ask your advice. I hope
you won't think it a cheek on my part

Lawrence hesitated, and seemed to be
uncertain whether he should continue
or not. And just at that moment the
matter was decided for him, For there
was a clatter of footsteps in the pas-
sage, and the door of Study T openhed,
and Christine, Talmadge and Yorke
marched in.

“Hallo! A giddy Fossil!” exclaimed
Bob Christine. “What are you doing
here, Nipper? Don't you know that
you're in the enemy’s domain?”

“Oh, draw it mild!” 1 interrupted.
“I came over here to have a word with
Lawrence about his boxing.”
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Christine grinned.
“All right—we’ll let you off this
time!™ he said cheerfully. “I'd like to
congratulate Lawrence, . My son, it
was a wonderful exhibition!” he wenf
on, addressing the new boy. “We'ra
prouygi to have you in the Remove, and

“Oh, do dry up!” protested Law-

rence. “You've said all this before,
Christine. There was nothing much in
what I did—"
I thought it just as well that I should
retire, so I gracefully took my depar-
ture, leaving Christine & Co. with the
new boy. I knew that Lawrence had
wanted to say something to me—some-
thing further regarding his father;
but he could not very well talk then,
after Christine & Co. had butted in.
So I decided to leave it until a more
opportune moment,

It was not long before Christine &
Co. took their departure from Study T,
and once more Lawrence was left to
himself. He sat for some little time in
his easy-chair, and there was a very
thoughtful expression upon his good-
looking, open face.

Presently he got up from the chair,
and paced up and down the study.
There was a thoughtful expression on
his brow still, and he seemed to be
uncertain. However, at last he came to
a decision.

“Yes,” he muttered resolutely, “I'll
do it! Why shouldn't I? There’s no
disgrace in it—and every penny counts.
And nobody will know—nobody at St.
Frank’s. Besides, I needn’t say who I
am.”

Lawrence was keener than ever, and
presently he left the study and went
along to the domestic quarters of the
building. It did not take him long to
find the House matron, and from her he
managed to obtain a needle and some
cotton, and an old piece of black silk,
an oddment which the matron man-
aged to find. Lawrence did not explain
what he wanted it for.

Vhen he got back to Study T he set
to work briskly with the needle and
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and a pair of scissors, and by the
2?1:1‘0()’)11e had I;mished he had fashioned
for himself a very neat little silk mask.
It fitted closely over the upper portion
of his face, and it hwas almost im-

ible to recognise him.

poss)t why had he done this? What
could that mask be for?

Lawrence did not remain indoors for
long after tea. The Triangle was quiet
and deserted and dark when the new
boy stepped out, attired in his overcoat
and a tweed cap. And, without allow-
ing himseif to be seen, he slipped across
the Triangle, went cut through the
gateway, and made his way down the
lane,

‘Where was he off to in this unobtru-
sive, surreptitious fashion?

CHAPTER 4.
Accepting the Challenge!

- 'WENTY quid!” said Mr. Jake
Gubbin impressively. “Don't
forget the amount, gents.

There’s twenty quid waitin’ for the fust

man that comes forward and beats my

champion, Lightning Left Ned!”

Mr. Gubbin paused, and looked over
the boxing booth. Nobody seemed
inclined to accept the challenge. Light-
ning Left Ned stood in the ring in a
careless fashion, somewhat bored. He
had listened to this kind of thing for
many a night, and he had quite made
up his mind that nobody would ever
come forward.

“It's an open challenge, don’t for-
get!” went on Mr. Gubbin,  Anybody
can come for'ard, and they’ll be treated
fair, Naturally, there are one or two
stipulations. 3

“I thought
catch in it!”
audience,

“No, there isn’t a catch!” said Mr.
Gubbin quickly.. “Tt's a fair challenge,

h Twenty quid, to beat my cham.
blon. Mind you, I ain’t acceptin’ pro-
fessional boxers or heayy-weights. Ned

there was a bloomin’
came a voice from the

M.
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is a light-weight, and anybody can
come up and fight him, providing he
don’t weigh over a stone more than
Ned. Il give you a stone, just as a
present, and it’ll prove to you, gents,
what a confidence I've got in Lightning
Left Ned!”

It was the evening “performance ” at
Mr. Jake Gubbin’s booth. The place
looked more squalid and disreputable
than ever.

The interior of the booth was illu-
minated by smelly oil lamps. Quite a
good crowd had collected—good in the
sense of numbers. Otherwise, the audi-
ence was perhaps questionable. It
mainly consisted of rough characters,
But in the front row sat a man who
was fairly well dressed, and who looked
rather out of place. And on that same
front ww, but at the very end, sat a
slight form—the figure of a boy. He
was attired in a shabby sports coat and
grey flannel trousers underneath his
overcoat, and a tweed cap—the latter
being pulled well over his eyes.

He certainly did not look like a St.
Frank's junior; but, as a matter of
fact, he was none other than Ernest
Lawrence, of the Remove.

Lawrence had a specific object in
coming once again to Mr. Gubbin's
booth,

“Well, there’s nobody goin’ to accept
the challenge for twenty quid?” in-
quired Mr. Gubbin, from the ring.
“We'd better be gettin’ on with the
show, gents. Lightning Left will show
you some of his fancy work with his
sparring partners—"

“Hold on!” exclaimed a clear voice—
a voice which trembled slightly. “I
will accept the challenge!”

erybody stared, including Mr. Jake
Gubbin. The proprietor of the booth
moved a rank cigar from between his
teeth, and glared at the end of the
front row. He saw a youthful figure
standing there—a boy of about fifteen,
But what was most remar able, the
upper part of his face was completely
conckealed by a close-fitting black silk
mask!
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“Darn me!” exclaimed Mr. Gubbin.
“Wot's this ‘ere? Wot’s the game,
youngster?”

“You have just made a challenge
offering the sum of twenty pounds!”
said Lawrence quietly. “I am willing
to try my skill against Lightning Left
Ned. If I win I shall expect the sum
of twenty pounds.”

“Oh, yowll get the twenty quid, all
vight, if you win!” said Mr. Gubbin,
with a grin. “But what’s the idea,
kid?  Is this a joke?”
® “No; I am quite serious.”

“Yah! Sit down!” yelled one of
the audience.

“Chuck the kid out!”

“0ld on!” said Mr. Gubbin, “T
want to find out whether the kid is
serious or not. - Fust of all, what's
the idea of wearin’ that there mask?”

Lawrence stepped forward until he
was near the ropes,

“I am willing to fight Lightning Left
Ned!” he said quietly. “I do not
wish to be known, and so T am wearing
this mask. It is open to me to be
incognito, I suppose?”

“It’s open to you to be which?”
asked Mr. Gubbin, staring.

“Well, I don’t want to be recog-
aised,” explained Lawrence. ‘“‘This
challenge of yours is open to every-
gody. and I want to see what I can
0.

Mr. Gubbin laughed.

_“Young man, I can see that you
ain't a professional—and I don’t reckon
yowre a stone heavier than Ned,” he
said pleasantly. “I reckon you're
about two stone lighter, as a matter
of fact. But I shouldn’t advise you
to be foolish, kid. Youll only get
floored in the fust round.”

“I'm \wlling“tu take the risk,” said

y.

La}vrence quietly.

“Nobody ain't asked me anythin’!”
sald Ned, With a sneer, 1 an e
that 'm goin’ to bemean myself by
boxing with a kid like this. Tt wont
be no match at allit'll be a fapeo!
I'll have him flat on his sback within

i
ten seconds. And he’ll be so knocked
out that he won't know where he is
for half an hour!”

Mr. Gubbin turned to his champion.

*“There ain’t no call for you to object,
Ned!” he said grufly. “If this kid
likes to act the fool it’'s his business.
Your job is to show him the herror of
his ways. Well, come along, young
man, if youre so set on it. it won’t
do you no harm to have a good lesson !”

“Thank you!” said Lawrence calmly.

He stepped into the ring, and pro-
ceeded to shed his overcoat and sports
jacket.  His collar and tie followed,
then he stood in the ring, attired only
in his nether garments and his shirt.

The spectators by this time were in
quite a good humour. There was
much comment and a good deal of
laughter. The difference between the
two figures in the ring was rather
astonishing.

Lawrence looked very frail. His
appearance was very boyish, and his
skin was fresh and clear, and his limbs
clean,

Ned, on the other hand, was big and
burly and hairy. He was dark, and it
seemed as though he would be able to
defeat his frail opponent in less than
ten seconds.

‘There was practically no time wasted
on preliminaries. The patrons of Mr.
Gubbin’s boxing booth were not patient

gentlemen. All they wanted to see was
the fight—with as much gore as
possible.

Lawrence had no difficulty in obtain-
ing two seconds; there were quite a
lot of volunteers, in fact. And as he
sat in his corner of the ring, waiting
for the gong to sound, the boy was
quite calm and collected. He knew
that he had a very hard task in front
of him, and that the odds were against
him. But he was game, he was willing
to make the attempt, for there was
a prize of twenty pounds to be won,
and that prize would be usef I
Lawrence intended to send penn,

T it to his father. It was a noble
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effort on the junior’s part. All his
natural instincts were against this

affair—he detested the booth.  But it
was for his father’s sake, and he did
not mind.

The gong sounded, cracked and
harsh. B
Lightning Left Ned rose out of his
chair, and advanced with outstretched
glove. But he had scarcely touched
Lawrence’s before he side-stepped, and
then lunged forward with all his
strength.

But Lawrence was prepared for this.
He had been expecting something of
the kind, and he dodged the blow with
ease. That swing of Ned's carried him
forward, and he almost went off his
feet. The junior assisted Ned to
regain his balance by giving him a
straight punch between the eyes, which
brought him up with a sudden, jarring
Jerk.

“By thunder!” muttered
Gubbin, who was watching closely.

Lightning Left was more surprised
than hurt. He could take heavy blows
without noticing them much—he was
2ll brawn and muscle, But that blow
between the eyes had shaken him up
2 bit, and it told him that he could
not afford to be careless. And the fact
which surprised him more than any-
thing else was the power behind his
opponent’s punch.

Ned made up his mind fo finish the
fight as auickly as possible—without
any faney work. And so he went
charging in like a young elephant.
Ned knew, far better than the crowd
—that this cool young fellow would
not be so easily beaten.

Lawrenc}e was not particularly keen
upon getting to close quarters. His
game would be to tire his big opponent

Mr.

And so, with this object in view, he
used all his knowledge of ring-craft.
He ducked and side-stepped, and so
gained the disapproval of the crowd.
TFor they did not know much about
fcience, and they were not anxious to
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see an exhibition of this sort. They
wanted slogging—a furious exchange
of blows.

Lawrence knew well enough that he
would have to.put all he knew into
this fight. It was not that Ned knew
a great deal. The boxer, in fact, was
merely a slogger, and his science was
of an elementary type. But it was
only necessary for him to get one
square blow in, and Lawrence would
be knocked flat.

And Lightning Left thought that hig
chance camne just before the end of the
round. It seemed to him that
Lawrence’s guard was too low, and out
swung Ned's left. But Lawrence jerked
his head aside, and the blow went
harmlessly over his shoulder. At the
same second, Lawrence lashed out with
& glorious left. It struck Ned on the
point of the jaw, and he staggered
back, surprised and hurt.

And just then the round came to an
end. Ned was looking rather surprised
and puzzled. He had expected that he
would defeat his slim opponent in no
time. And yet, as 2 matter of fact, it
had been Ned who had received most
of the punishment in the first round,
Lawrence, to tell the truth, was not
even touched.

“Look here, Ned, this won't do!”
muttered Mr. Gubbin darkly. “Why
don’t you floor the kid? It ain’t no
good playing about! There's twenty
quid at stake—"

“Oh, shut it!” snapped Ned. “Ain’t
I doing my best? It's luck—that’s
wot it is, guv'nor—just luck.  There
won’t be no third round—you mark
my words! Tll have the flat on

his back and fast asleep afore the

second round is half through!  His
luck can't last for long!”

Well, don’t you make no mistake
about it!” said Mr. Gubbin. “I can’t

afford to lose twenty quid—"

“You won't lose no twenty quid—
you won't lose nothin’!” snapped Ned.
“Don't you think I can’t knock this
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The nexzb round started, and it was

ite obvious to Mr. Gubbin, and to

nce as well, that Ned was now

g all out to deliver a smashing

blo\v which would put an end
est.

\ms Lawrence who got busy
Before Ned knew what was
ning, Lawrence shuffled about,
ing his feet, then he feinted with
ut, and sent in a left swing
which caught Lightning Left fairly in

q‘ aggered, and then blundered
blindly.  The next moment
ived a left hook which sent his
k with a terrific jerk.
staggered away drunkenly.

t my buttons!” muttered Mr,
Gubbins anxiously:

The crowd was beginning to appreci-
ate the position. They were seeing,
in fact, that this slim, fair boy was

not such a duffer, after all. And that
s giving his burly opponent quite
a hm une

B, , Kid!”
“keep it up—and you'll win the
prize!”
“You've got him Jbeat  already,

youngster—keep it up!”

Lawrence heard these cries only
faintly—all his attention was centred
upon the work in hand. Never for
a minute did Lawrence allow his gaze

wander, His wits were on the
alert, and he was alive to every
opportunis

By the time the third round com-
menced, even Mr. Gubbin was begin-
ning to have doubts as to his
champion. = Ned was_being provided
With a hard fight—and he had expected
& walk over. ~ For this hoy in the silk
mask to have lasted so long was
astonishing enough. And it really
seemed that he was good enough to
last for cignt or nine rounds. So far
he had not been touched.  His foot-
work v 0 wonderful that it seemed
imposs| for Ned to get anywhere

"
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near him. His guard was perfection
itself.

And now it was noticed that Ned
was fighting on the defensive. It was
almost pathetic the way he dodged
round the ring, attempting to awld
the blows which were show: upen
him. Lawrence had seen at once that
Ned’s body was practically unguarded,
and again and again, Lawrence drove
hard for the mark.

Lightning Left fought blindly, lash-
ing out at random "And one of these
blmd blows managed to catch

awrence on the Jaw.

If the boy had received the full force
of that blow, he would have gone down
with_a crash, and taken the count.
But Lawrence only received a glancing
blow. It jarred him considerably, and
his teeth and gums were filled with
acute agony for a moment or two.

Lightning Left was quick to seize
upon this opportunity. He came for-
ward flercely, aggressively. But
Lawrence swerved, side-stepped, and
acted completely on the defensive.

Lightning Left could not get any-

where near his opponent. It was a
wonderful exhibition of defensive
boxing.

Sitting in the front row, a well-
dressed man looked on with great
interest. At first he had been bored,
but then, as the fight proceeded, he
became more and more intent. He
was sittinz forward on the bench,
gazing mtcntly at the combatants. His
eyes were gleaming, and most of his
attention was devoted to Ernest
Lawrence.

“ Wonderful—wonderful!” he mut-
tered. “By thunder! This young
fellow is a marvel!”

That unexpected blow had put
Lawrence on his mettle. He was more
careful after that, and he was deter-
mined to have his revenge. And
abruptly he changed his tactics. He
delivered a left punch which caught
Ned squarely upon the jaw. The man’s
head went back with a jerk and he
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asped. And still using his left,
%avx})ﬁence delivered a perfect hail of
blows that enthralled the onlookers.
. Ned was quite bewildered. He did
not know what to do—he dodged, he
ducked—all in vain,

And then Lawrence stepped in close
and put all his force into a hooking
right which caught Ned upon the chin.
The man went down with a crash
“,hmh shook the very ground.

“Darn my old hide!” said
‘Gubbin huskily.

The crowd sat there dumb for a
moment. 'hey were amazed.  This
boy—this slim, fair-looking youth—had
managed to send Lighining Ned
crashing to the floor.

“One—two—three—four——"

Ned was still flat upon his back, and
he was being urged by a dozen voices
to pull himself together. Buf at the
sound of “eight,” he raised himself
upon his elbow, sat up, and looked
about him rather dazedly.

“Get up, you fool!” smppe Mr.
Gubbin fiercely. “Get up, hang you!”

A moment later Lighming Left Ned
‘was upon his feet. And he was only
Jjust in time, for the referee was about
to say “out.”

Ned was very dazed, and Lawrence
went in to finish the fight.

The St. Frank’s junior sent in an
upper-cut which would have caused
havoc had it landed upon Ned’s jaw.
But the fellow saw what was coming,
and in sheer desperation, he hurled
himself forward and clinched. And
then the gong sounded for the end of
the round.

“Delightful boxing!” muttered the
man in the front row. “The boy
would make a world-beater.”

The next round started with the
crowd in an excited frame of mind.
A good many bets were made, and most
of these favoured Lawrence, of the
Remove,

The boy's footwork was wonderful.
He was far superior to Ned in all the
finer points of the sport. He kept his

Mr.,
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man on the go all the time, without
giving him a single breathing space.

Again and again Ned was pressed

back on to the ropes. And, at times,
Lawrence drove him right round the
rin,
The junior brought in an upper-cut
that made Lightning Left stagger, and
again he tried to clinch. yrence,
however, was too quick for him, and he
dodged away as Ned was hmlmg
himself forward.

But, even as he dodged, he managed
to get in a left hook, and Ned went
swaying away to the ropes again.

Ned was desperate now, and he
simply went at it for all he was worth,
taking all the punishment that came to
him. He believed that if he could only
stand this punishment for a little time,
he would be able to deliver a hlow
which would send Lawrence crashing
to_the floor.

But in Lawrence he found an
oppenent ready to mix it with him.
The boy stood his ground, and
punched away for all he was worth.

It was a thrilling exhibition. The
manner in which Lawre: dodged his
opponent’s blows was a joy to watch.
He seemed to know exactly when they
were coming, and only a slight move-
ment was necessary in order to evade
the thrusts. And all the time he was
delivering punches.

At last Ned could stand no more of
it. He was almost exhausted, and
before long the round would be at an
end.

Lawrence stepped away quite unex-
pectedly. It almost seemed as though
he were afraid, and Ned snarled out
an exclamation and rushed to the
attack. He hurled himself forward-<
only to meet an upper-cut which was
delivered with every atom of Law-
rence’s strength.

‘hud!

Lightning Left Ned was lifted com~
pletely off his feet.  He floundered
over backwards and lay in the centré
of the ring groaning. He was done.
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And Trnest Lawrence stood away,
preathing heavily. He was feeling the
effects of the fight—he was feeling
weak and limp, and everything seemed
faint and far away.

Bat the timekeeper vms already
¢, and Lightning Left Ned did
not riso when “out” was spoken. He
bad been beaten—he had been
smashed by this unknown youngster in
k mask.

nce of the Remove had won,

CHAPTER 5.

The Schoolboy Light-weight,
XACTLY ten minutes later Law-
rence was feeling much better.
Sponged down, and with his
clothing on again, he felt more like
himseli. Lightning Left Ned, too, had
recovered, and he had vanished—prob-
ably fcmmg that it would not be wise

to face Mr. Gubbin just then.

The crowd was enthusiastic. Several
men had charged forward at the con-
clusion of the fight. They had seized
Lawrence and “chaired” him, And,
cduring that demonstration, the lad’s
mask had slipped off. But not for
long—Lawrence had soon pulled the
silk into position again. But during
that brief space, a man who was stand-
ing at rear of the booth smiled to
himself. And he stepped quietly out,
and went away into the darkness.

And now Ernest Lawrence was ready
to take his departure. He was stand-
ing mnear the ropes and Mr. Jake
Gubbin was_there, too—looking very
uncomfortable.

" Yes, kid, you did well,” said the
proprictor of the booth. “I must ad-
mit that you're a wonder.”

“I would like the twenty pounds,
please,” said Lawrence quietly.

Mr. Gubbin started,

“The twenty qmd'” he repeated.

2Oh, yes! Fancy me forgetting that.
The fact of the matter is, young gent,
I ain't very flush, and I was thinking
that perhaps five quid—-—’
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“Yah! None o’ that!” roared some
of the crowd.

“Pay up, Guibin!”

“It was a fair challenge, and the kid
has beaten Ned

“Pay up, and it smilin’!”

“I am goin’ to pay up!” said Mr.

Gubbin, who, after all, was something
of a sponsman » I“le kid has won,

don't say that Jal bin don’t pay
up when he loses—just wait here arf-
a-minute, young t, and you shall
have the money.”

Mr. Gubbin, with a sigh, left the
ring and dlsﬁppearLd ut he re-
turnied again very shortly afterwards,
and in his hand he held twenty crisp
currency notes. He counted them out
to Lawrence with some show so that
aH the crowd could see.

“That’s correct, ain’t it?” inquired
the proprietor.

“Quite correct,
Lawrence.

“The best thing you can do, young
man, is to clear off—and be quick
abeut it,” said Mr. Gubbin. “There's
men outside as wouldn’t hesitate to
hold you up—don’t give them no
chance, kxd Good-night to you, and
good. lu
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warmly.

He stepped out and made his way
rapidly to the dark road, but he had

ardly got there before a
loomed up out of the gloom and con-
fronted him. Lawrence remembered
Mr. Gubbin’s words.

“Just a moment, my lad!”
quiet voice.

“I'm sorry, but I'm in a hurry,” sald
Lawrence, B.Ltemptmg to dodge.

But a hand shot out and seized his
sleeve.

“It’s all right—I'm not after that
money of yours,” said the voice, in a
slightly amused tone. “My name is

thank you,” said

said Lawrence

said a

‘Rook—Mr. Norman Rook—and I come

from Helmford. I am rather ’mx:ous
to_have a little chat with you.
Lawrence was surprised, and he Wons
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what this man could want. e
&"?ilsegmalhsh well dressed, and he }Wd
a pleasant voice. He was about fift;
years of age, as Near as Lawrence ccu‘d
judge, and he was clean-shaven.

“What do you wish to speak to me
about?” asked wrence quietly. I
am really in 2 hurry—-"

“What I wish to say will not Lﬂke
me long,” interrupted the other. *
will be brief. I am interested in a blg
boxing concern in Helmiord. At this
moment I am promoting a match
which is duc to come off T week.
It is a lightweight contes d_pro-
viding quite a lot of interest in Helm-
ford.”

“I see,” said Law:ence “But how

| g
3

“I will explain,” interrupted Mr.
Rook. “My own man met with an
accident yesterday, a I am now at
my wits’ end to LnQW what to do. I
dropped into Gubbin’s place to-night,
in the faint hope that I should be able
to hear of something—I never drcamed
that I should see such an exhibition
as I actually witnessed. Let me tell
you, my boy, your boxing is marvellous.
You have a nuslely of the game which

surprised m

“Butfout a

“Wait!” interrupted Mr. Rook
again. “What I want you to do is

come over to Helmford next week and
fight in my man’s place. There is a
purse of fifty pounds attached to this
contest—thirty for the winner and
twenty for the loser. And so, in either
eve ent you will be well in pocket.”
see,” said Lawrence, his heart
bcatmg fost. “Thirty pounds if I win
and _twenty—even if I lose?”
“Precisely!” said Mr. Rook quickly.
“Furthermore, I may mention that I
have a priv. até bet on this match—and
I may have a few other ‘wagers, too.
If you win for me, I shall not hesitate
to make you a very handsome present
2 present which ‘will be cven bigger
thnn the purse.”
10 you really mean it?”

g in-
;qu;rca Lawrence.

”Yes, I really mean it.”

“I-1 can't very well discuss the
n\eucr with you now,” said Lawrence.
“I've_got to—to—— You don’t know
who I am, or anything?”

“I am hoping that you will reveal
your identity to me,” said Mr. Rook

Just for a moment Lawrence h
tated, and then he made up his mind.

“I will come over to Helmford on
Saturday afternoon,” he said quickly.
“If you can tell me some place where
we can meet, Mr. Rook, I will he
there.”

“Good enough!” said the other.
will meet you at Helmford Station, just
outside the booking-office, under the

«f

cg)ck. Be there at exactly three-
irt;

“That will do splcndxdly ? said Law-
rence, “I'll be there, Mr. Rock, and

then I shall be able to explain things
better to you. I'm in an awful hurry
now, and I cannot stop.”

And before Mr. Rook could say
anything further, the junior had de-
parted up the road. He was_excited
and elated. He had never dreamed
of such success as this.

Twenty pounds—he - actually had
twenty pounds in his pocket! And he
would be able to send this to his father
on the morrow. And the following
week he would receive more money—
another twenty pounds at the very
least, and probably double that

. It was altogether too won-
derful to be true!

The junior had a full realisation of
what he had done. He had broken
bounds to come to Bannington to take
part in a boxing match in a common
booth. If any word of this ever got
to the ears of a master—particularly
to the cars of the Head—the conse-
quences would be serious—indeed,
Lawrence was practically certain that
he would be expelled on the spot.

But he had done it, nevertheless—
he had taken the chance.

He was quite certain that he had not
been recognised—and, even so, who
was there to report the matter to any
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of the St. Frank’s masters? Lawrence
was a new boy at the school, and he
had only been in Bannington once be-
fore. It was practically impossible
that any member in the crowd at that
booth could say who he was, and
where he had come from. Lawrence
considered that he was quite safe.

Reaching Bannington Station, the
Jjunior got into the local train for Bell-
ton, and soon arrived at that station.
Then he walked briskly up to the
school, only to find that the gates were
locked. It was not late in the even-
ing, but Mr. Cuttle, the porter, had al-
ready locked up. It was, therefore,
necessary for Lawrence to climb over
the wall.

Thais was the first time' he had done
s0, and he did not exactly know the
like the older hands in the

He went t0 a part of the wall which
seemed easy to climb, and he
rmed up. Reaching the top, he re-
mained there for a moment or two,
and then dropped lightly into the
Triangle. Everything was quiet, and
the Triangle seemed to be deserted.
The lights gleamed out from many
windows in the College House and the
Ancient House.

And Lawrence made his way silently
and quickly across the open space in
the direction of the Ccllege House
door. But he had not covered half
the distance before he was aware of
the fact that a figure was coming to-
wards him with rapid strides. Law-
rence halted, feeling that it was quite
useless to run, He saw that the other
was a master,

The master came up, and tapped
Lawrence firmly on the arm.

»One moment, my lad,” he said
grimly.  The master was Mr. Smale
Foxe—Lawrence’s own Housemaster.

You just came over the wall, unless
Iam mxstuhcu Is that so, or not?”

“Yes, s

#In ochcr words, you are late,” said
Mr. Fox: “I suppose you are quite
aware oI the fact, Lawrence. that

'l
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juniors must not be out after locking-
up? I must punish you for this
breach of rules, and ynu will follow me
to my study at once

“Yes, sir,” said Lawreme quietly.

And he followed Mr. Foxe into the
College House. He could not- quite
understand why this should be neces-
sary. He had supposed that Mr. Foxe
would give him two or three hundred
lmes and let him go; but, apparently,

. Foxe was not inclined to treat the

new boy leniently.

If Ernest Lawrence had only known
the truth, he would have received a
big shock.

CHAPTER 6.
The Blackmailer!
R. FOXE suddenly came to a
M "

He and Lawrence were still
some little distance from the College
House doorway, and it scemed that
the Housemaster had changed his
mind, for he looked at Lawrence, and
then nodded to himself.

“After all, I do not think it neces-
sary for us to enter the House,” he
said in a low voice. “What I have to
say to you, Lawrence, may just as well
be sald out here. Come-—we will seek
the shelter of these old chestnut
trees, We are quite alone here, I am
sure.”

Lawrence was rather surprised; but
he followed his Housemaster to the old
chestnut trees, which grew in a clump
in the Triangle. And, once there, Mr.
Foxe faced the junior, and looked at
him grimly.

“Now, Lawrence, T wish to have the
truth from you!” he exclaimed.
“Where have you been to this even-
ing?

“I—I am sorry, sir, but I can’t tell
you,” said Lawrence quietly. “I—1
can only say that I went into Ban-
ington—"

“That won’t do, my
runted Mr. Foxe curtly.

lad!” inter-
“You have
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been to Bannington—yes. But where
did you go in Bannington?”

“I'd rather not say, sir.”

“Very well, Lawrence,” said Mr.
Foxe. “Perhaps I shall be able to jog
your memory. You did not,- by any
chance, enter Mr. Gubbin's boxing-
booth again?”

Lawrence started.

“I—I—" The boy caught his
breath in, and then looked at the
Housemaster defiantly. “ Yes, sir, I did
g0 _to that boxing-booth!” he went on.
“You took me there this afternoon,
with Christine and the others. so I
don’t see how you can say much now

“It doesn’t matter to me what you
can see, and: what you cannot see!”
nterrupted  Mr, Foxe unpleasantly.

“The fact remains, Lawrence, that _\,ou
eniered this boxing-booth alone.
suppose you are fully aware of the fact
that very severe punishment would
follow if the truth reached the head-
master’s gars?”

“You introduced me to the booth
1o begin with,” sald Lawrence.

“Tut, tut!” interrupted Mr. Foxe.
“Do not talk such nonsense, my boy.
Do you assume for one moment that
Dr. Stafford would believe your word
against mine—even if it was supported
by Christine and the others? I did
not go to that booth this afternoon
~I (hd not take you. Do you under-
stand?”.

Lawrence did understand—and he
felt suddenly disgusted. It was clear
that if the truth came out, Mr. Foxe
would deny that he had been to the
boxing-booth in Bannington. And, of
course, the Head would take Mr. Foxe's
word—he 'would be compelled to do so.
The Housemaster knew this, and he
was taking advantage of the fact.

““However, we do not wish to have
any unpleasanmess ” went on Mr.
Foxe. “I do not intend to take you
to the headmaster, Lawrence—if you
prove reasonable. Let me tell you one
pther thing. You went to that booth
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and actuaily engaged in a pri:
—a most degrading and disgraci
exhibition!”

Lawrence started violently.

So Mr. Foxe knew the exact truth!
He knew that Lawrence had fought
with Lightning Left Ned. This was
indeed appalling! How had the House-
master discovered the truth—how did
he know?

He had not reckoned upon anything
like this. He had worn that silken
mask, thmkmg that he as quite
secure. Bui it was now obvious to him
that Mr. Foxe must have been in the
booth during the fight—and he had
recognised the boy.

Lawrence was numbed by his own
thoughts.

Supposing he was expelled from St.
Frank's? How would he be able to face
his father—how would he be able to go

home? For Mr. Lawrence to get his
son back from St. Frank’s in disgrace
would break him up.

Lawrence was appalled by the
thought, and he clenched his fists
almost desperately.

“Please—please don't say anything
LO the Head, sir,” he pleaded. “I—

That rests with you, Lawrence,”
sald Foxe in a low voice. “There is
one chance for you.”

The junior gave a jump.

“A-—a chance, sir?” he exclaimed
huskily.

“Yes!” said Mr. Foxe,

“How-—how do you mean, sir?”

“How much money did you receive
from Mr. Gubbin?” the Housemaster
inquired abruptly.

“ How—how much money, sir?”

“That is what I said.”

“Gubbin offered twenty pounds it
anybody could beat that man of his,
said Lawrence. “I accepted the cha'-
lenge, sir—and I won!”

“In other words, you came away with
twe enty pout 1ds m your pocket?*

—yes, §
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The Housemaster rubbed his hands
together softly.

“yell, my boy, I do not wish to be
harsh with you,” he. exclaimed in a
soft voice. “It is not my way to be
unkind and unreasonable. To beat
Lightning Left Ned is indeed an
achievement. I may as well inform
vou that I witnessed part of the fight,
and you impressed me greatly.”

Lawrence was astonished—he could

<~ not understand the Housemaster’s
aftitude. Only a minute or two before
he had been harsh and stern—now he
was actually commending the fight!
Mr. Smale Foxe was certainly an
enigma.

“At the same time, this is all
wrong,” went on Mr, Foxe. “I may
be =able to appreciate the position,
Lawrence—but I am afraid the Head
would not. Taking everything into
consideration, I shall not report this
matter to the headmaster.”

Lawrence gulped.

“Oh, thank you, sir!” he panted.
“It's ripping of you, sir!”

“It is my habit to be kind-hearted,”
said Mr. Foxe smoothly. ‘‘Providing
you agree to what I propose, I will say
nothing whatever about the matter.”

“You're—you're a brick, sir!” said
Lawrence fervently. “But—but what
is the proposition?”

“You have twenty pounds in your
pocket-—prize money received from Mr.,
Gubbin,” said Mr. Foxe. “I will not
be so harsh as to confiscate the whole

amount—but you must hand me ten
“unds,”

I—I must give you—ten—ten
bounds?” stammered Lawrence
amazedly.

“Yes!t™

“But—but—"

“It is your only chance, Lawrence!”
said Mr. Foxe curtly. “If you refuse
to do this I shall take you before the
headmaster at once, and report the
Occurrence. If, on the other hand, you
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agree to my proposal, everything will
be well—I will keep your secret.”

Lawrence could not find any words—
he was so staggered that he could only
stand there and stare.

Mr. Foxe, the Housemaster of the
College House, was actually demanding
hush money! If he received half the
prize money he would hold his tongue
—but if Lawrence refused to give any
money he would go straight to the
headmaster and relate all the facts.

The junior hardly believed his own
cars—he could not realise that it was
the truth.

Blackmail!

And from a Housemaster! Lawrence
had known for some days past that
Mr. Foxe was a mysterious kind of in-
dividual. There were other juniors—
some of them in the Ancient House—
who had suspicions about Mr. Smale
Foxe. But nobody had ever dreamed
that he would descend to such villainy
as blackmail.

“Well, Lawrence, I am still waiting,”
sald Mr. Foxe curtly. “Unless you
comply at once you will be taken
straight before the headmaster, and be
publicly expelled in the morning.”

Ernest Lawrence found his voice
again.

“But—but _youre—youre joking,
sir!” he panted. ‘You can’t be serious

“Y am not joking!” interrupted the
Housemaster. “You are no doubt as-
tonished that I should take this step?
Let me assure you, Lawrence, that I am
doing this for your sake alone. I do
not intend to let you off completely,
and, therefore, I think you will be
punished quite adequately if you are
deprived of half your prize money. I
will not confiscate the twenty pounds
—because that would be rather too un-
kind. You must say ‘yes’ or ‘no’—
at once.”

“‘Of—of cous
ten pounds,” d
“It's the enly thing I can do.

sir—I'll pay you the
Lawrence quickly.
And
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yowll—you'll
you?”

Lawrence pulled out his bundle of
currency notes and counted out ten,
and handed them across to the House-
master. Mr, Foxe checked them, and
stowed them away in his hip pocket.

“You can be quite certain, Lawrence,
that I shall keep your secret,” he said.
“That is all, I think—you may go in!”

“Thank—thank you, sir!” stam-
mered Lawrence.

The junior was in no way deceived
by the Housemaster'’s bland words.
There was no kind-heartedness about
this—Mr. Foxe bad forced the money
out of Lawrence ]ust as any ordinary

r forces hush-money

keep quiet, sir, won't
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CHAPTER 7.
Fixing Things Up!

RNEST LAWRENCE stepped from
E the train at Helmford, and
noticed that the time was just
twenty minutes past three. This suited
him perfectly for hi “ppomtment with
Mr. Rook at half-past, The junior
passed out of the station and stood just
outside the booking office—under a

large clock which hung overhead.

He wore a trim tweed cap, and it was
not possible for anybody to know that
he belonged to St. Frank’s College.
There -was nothing about his
apearance to reveal this fact.

And Lawrence did not notice a mys-

from his victim. There was no dif-
ference whatever.

And Ernest Lawrence went into the
College House, and went to Study T
in a maze of chaotic thought. When
he arrived in his study he closed the
door and sat down in his_easy-chair,
And then he thought over all the facts.

Lawrence was furious—and he was
filled with indignation. For Mr. Foxe
to have acted in such a way was stag-
gering—startling. And the con-
temptible nature of the Housemaster’s
trick was revolting.

Lawrence now only had ten pounds
to send to his father, and it filled the
Jjunior with nghtecus indignation to
think that the other money should
have gone into the pocket of Mr.
Smale Foxe. The Housemaster was an
intruder—a blackmailer—a scoundrel!

And yet Lawrence felt so helpless.

What could he do? Nothing! He
could not say a word to a soul—he
would have to keep his secret. He knew
t—and he knew also that Mr. Foxe
was aware of it.

And Lawrence was shocked at the
tho t that a Housemaster of St.
Frank's could descend to such a low
level. He had the boy in his clutches—
and, before very long, Lawrence was
't(? knew this even better than he knew
it now.

terious shadower with a brown beard.
The man had left the train soon after
Lawrence, and he had followed the lad
out through the booking office, and
then he had waited—for it was quite
clear to him that Lawrence was wait-
ing under the clock until somebody clse
should arrive. But who could this man
be? What could be his purpose in
shadowing Lawrence?

It was not quite three-thirty when a !
man came striding briskly up from the
town. IL was Mr.

« 50 youre here on time, young
man!” he said genially, “I like people
tc be prompt! How are you, Law:

rence?”

“I'm very well, thank you, Mr.
Rook,” said the junior. “I'm not surej
that i

I'm doing right in coming hcrci

“Nonsense!” Interrupted Mr. N
man Rook pleasantly. “It is a Satu:
day afternoon, and a half-holid:
Everything is quite all right, my boy,
and you may rely upon me to keep this
thing secret. I wish to discuss full de-
tails with you, and to fix things up
once and for all. Come on—we'll go
this way.”

They went into the town, and they’
were both unaware of the fact that the
mystenous bearded stranger was fol-
lowing t!

Hclmfold was quite a big town-—very.
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much larger than Bannington. It was
narket town, too, and Saturday
terncon was always a busy time in
HLlAnIom The town was packed.
People from all the surmundmg
country villages thronged the strects,
and the scene was nuuc a lively one.

Mr. Rook and his young companion
went down the High Strcct until,
finally, they came to a halt outside a
large, old-fashioned red-brick building.
This, at one time, had been the Helm-
ford Town Hall. But a new town hall
had been built, and now this old place
had been converted into something
else. A large ornamental board over
the entrance ammounced to all the
townspeople of Helmford that the
place was the “Ring Pavilion.”

Mr. Norman Rook led the way
through the entrance, then he and Law-
rence went down a dark passage until
they arrived at a doorway. It was
standing half open. And Mr. Rook
passed in, and switched on the clectric
light. Then he closed the door, and
Lawrence found himself in quite a com-
fortable little apartment, where a gas
fire was burning.  There was a desk,
and two or three chairs. And the walls
were lined with photographs of famous
box

Jere we are, my lad!” said Mr.
Rook pleasantly. “We can have a
private chat here—without any fear of
interruption. The conversation I had
Wwith you on Wednesday evening was a
very brief one, and I now wish to go
into fuller details. You're a fine set- -up
young fellow, and you have marked
boxing skill. ‘T shall never forget that
exhibition of bu‘(mg you gave in Mr.
Gubbin’s booth.”
Lav.rcnce smiled.

“Oh, I don't know about that, sir,”
he said modestly. “The fellow I fought
didn’t know much—he was 2 sloggcr'”

“Nevertheless, he was a far heavier
than you are, and the odds were ail i
his favour,” 'said Mr. Rook. ‘It =
a ma:mﬁc;nt show on your part. Quite
apart from that, I was impressed by
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form. I have seldem seen a
man who knows so much as you.
e did you learn it?”

“My father taught me!”
Lawrence simply:

“Then your father i 1s evlden(ly a very
good boxer,” said Mr. Rool “I take
off my hat to him—and I take off
my hat to you, too. You are the best
little light-weight boxer of the century!
I am not exaggerating, my lad—I am
speaking the simple truth. There is
wonderful future before you. There
no reason why you should not be-
come world’s champion in a year or
two!l”

Ermest Lawrence shook his head.

“It’s very nice of you to say that,
Mr. Rook, but I don’t want to become
world’s champxon " he said. “I don’t
want to be prominent at all. And I
hope you won’t ask me any questions
about my father, or anything of that
sort. I've got nothmg to be a
of, but my father always told me thac
he doesn’t want me to do anything pro-
fessionally. And if he got to know that
I'd come to see you here he would be
very cross.”

Mr. Rook smiled.

“Very well, then, my lad, we won't
say anything about it—and I won't ask
any awkward questions,” he said.
“What I want you to do is to help me
cut of a little difficulty—and to help
yeurself at the same time. That's
understood, isn’t it? If youwll enter
into this contest for me—which comes
off next Wednesday—you will pocket
iwenty pounds, even if you lose the
fight. If you win you will have a clear,
thirty pounds, and possibly a great deal
more. It is a good chance for you, my,
boy, and I hope. you will take
advantage of it.”

“I entered into that contest with
Lightning Left Ned, but it didn’t matter
much there—because I wore a silic

your

replied

mask so that nobody could recognise
me,”

said Lawrence. “But—but I
enter into any other fights, Mr.|
Tor one thing, how could I'

Rook.
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fight here, in Helmford? I couldn’t get
away from St. Frank’s—"
M boy,

arra)
interrupted Mr. Rook.
1 will put my proposition before you
cannot compel you to agree—and
not wish to urge o hope, how-
ever, that you will be senmble. and do
the right thing. And if you will heip
me I can give you my word that I will
help you.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Lawrence.

“It’s this way, my lad,” said Mr.
Rook, bending forward in his chair and
chewing at his cigar. “I have agreed
to put up a man against Jimmy
Rhodes. He's a rather well-known
light-weight in this county, and he has
several- local championships to his
credit. He's got a beautiful left, and
xf ycu fight him you'll have to be care-

O 1t

“I think T've heard of him,” said
Lawrence.

“That’s not at all lmprobable, went
on Mr. Rook. “Rhodes is an excellent
boxer—and he can take any amount of
punishment. Well, I fixed up an
arrangement that I should produce a
man to fight Rhodes next Wednesday
evening.  Unfortunately, the young
fellow I had my eye on met with an
accident, and broke his arm. That's
where you come in, Lawrence—I want
you to fight Jimmy Rhodes. You can
do it if you like—it will be a bit of a
struggle, but yowll win!”

Lawrence shook his head.

“I'm not so sure about that, sir,” he
said slowly. “And is it permissible
for you to make another arrange-
ment?”

“Oh, I shall arrange that all right—
don't you worry your head,” said Mr.
Rook. “The great point is—will you
fight Rhodes or not?”

“I'd do it at once, sir, if I thought
that I should help you,” said Lawrence
earnestly. “But I don't believe I can
—if I fight Rhodes, I shall only be
beaten. — And that won't do you any
good, will it?”
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“Yes—it will,” said Mr. Rook. “Evern§
if you lose it will be to my advantage,;
because the fight will be abandon
unless I get somebody to meet thi
Rhodes. And that will mean a bi
financial loss. . I've seen Rhodes fight:
ing, and I've seen you—and withou
any flattery, Lawrence, you are the
better of the two. You're agile, you've
got more skill, and you're altogethery
superior. Jimmy is just a L
heavier, I think—but that
trouble you, I fancy. And there is a
purse of twenty pounds for the loser.
So, in any case, you will get a prize.”|
K ch, I know, sir,” said Lawrence

“Wmt«—let me finish!”. interrupted}
Mr. Rook. “If you enter into this
fight Lawrence, I intend to wager]
heavily. I will back you for all I am]
worth, because I know that you’ll win.
And, if you do win I will present you}
with the sum of fifty pounds over and
above the purse.”

“Fifty pounds!”
rence, startled.

“Yes—making eighty pounds alto-
gether!” replied Mr. Rock pleasantly.
“This is a fair offer, my boy. And Ij
am certain that you will win—and you§
can be quite certain that I would nof}
wager on you unless I was certain off
that. Now I will leave you to think
it out, and then give me your deci:
sion.” i

Mr.

ejaculated Law-;

Rook turned aside, lit a frest

T

Lawrence sat by himself looking intof
the fire. His face was flushed and his
eyes were gleaming.
dreamed of anything like this., Eighty
pounds! His brain almost reeled as
he thought of it. ~How glorious i

a sum would be!
him long to come to a decision. And,
quite apart from the money, there wag
something about this whole enterpris
which gripped him. It was the'lurg
of the ring.
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Lawrence aot to his feet and stood
pefore Mr. Rook.  The latter looked
round and smiled.

«well, my boy, what is it?” he in
quired. “Yes or no?”

“I M 1 agree, sir,”
quiet’
’1ne bounv promoter slapped his
thi;

said Lawrence

‘ngOcd!" he exclaimed hem‘tilyA i
Enew it all along, Lawrence—I knew
that you would be sensible—splendid,
my lad—splendid!  And now we will
talle business.”

“Will it be necessary for me to come
to Helmford before Wednesday?” ins

quired Lawrence.

No, don’t think so,” said the
other. “If you come fairly carly on
Wednesday evening—or in_the after-
noon, if possible—that will be guite
suiicient. Under the rules of this
contest I am allowed to put forward
any man I choose providing he is
under a certain weight. There will be
no trouble with you about thai score,
Lawrence,” added Mr., Rook, with a
smile. “Of course, I want you to put
in all the practice you can between
now and Wednesday. You have a
gymnasium at St. Frank’s, I believe?”

“Yes, sir—a splendid one.”

“Good!” said Mr. Rook. “Get some
of your friends to act as sparring part-
ners, and put in all your spare time at
practice. There’s nothing like it, my
lad—only don’t overdo it. There is
another point I wish to speak about.
I'm afraid it will be quite impossible
for you to wear that silk mask.”

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

‘Would it matter if you were seen?”
inquired Mr. Rook.

“Matter!” echoed the junior. “ Why,
if one of the masters happened to see
e, it would mean the sack! I should
be expelled on the spot!”

“But there is nothing disgraceful in
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boxing!”  protested the promoter.
“WhV should you be expelled from the
school simply because you engaged in
a contest here—

“You don’t seem to understand, sir,

interrupted Lawrence. “It is agunsf

all the school rules for any boy to do
such a thing as this, It's a terrible
crime—in thP eyes of the headmaster.
He would regard it as a prize fight. It
would certainly mean the sack for me.

Mir. Rook shook his head.

“Well, I can’t quite follow the argu-
ment,” he said. “But we won't go into
that now. In any case, my boy, I
think you need have no concern. It
is practically certain that nobody con-
nected with St. Frank’s will be in the
Ring Pavilion on Wednesday evening.
As soon as the contract is signed, and
we part this afternoon, I shall go to
the printers and have the bills got out.
And that reminds me that we must get
a name for you.”

“AZ\ name?” wpeated Lawrence, with

Tt

“Exactly,” said Mr, Rook. “We must
give you some name, you know, my
boy. And we couldn’t pusslbly bill
you under your own name—-"

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

“Very well, then—how does ‘ Young
Em,’ suit you? That’s not at all bad.
Lawrence—* Young Ern,” of London. I
do not think we need trouble about
any other names, eh?”

Lawrence agreed to the suggestion,
and then all the other details were dis-
cussed. And it was not until an hour
later that the St. Frank's junior
found himself once more in the High
Street of Helmford. He could hardly
believe that he had fixed up this fight
for the following Wednesday evening.

Lawrence had shaken hands warmly
with Mr. Rook in parting, and had pro-
mised to be in Heimford on the Wed-
nesday afternoon, in readiness for the
evening’s contest. The original hour
for the fight had been fixed for eight
o'clock, but Mr, Rook had consented to
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alter this by one hou.. The fight
!d start at seven, and this would

i rence plenty of time to get

b.vch to St anks before the Remove

ed. Lawrence, on his
part mmld have to get permission,
somehow or other, to be out late on
that particular evening. The junior
thought that he would be able to
manage it all right.

As he went back to the station he
was still unaware of the fact that the
bearded stranger was on the watch—
waiting for him.

But this man, too, was unaware that
a tall, well-dressed gentleman was
watching him—and had been watching

for some considerable time. The
shadower, in point of fact, had- been
shadowed !

And the tall gentleman was no less a
person than Nelson Lee himself!

And Nelson Lee, at all events,
was under no delusion regarding the
mysterious bearded man’s identity.

CHAPTER 8.
Three Tickets!
R. MIKE BRADMORE made a
M wry grimace.

“Yes, you've got me proper
this time, young gents!” he exclaimed.
“Seven quid between the three of you!
Why, it’s nearly broke me!”

Fullwood grinned.

“What about the people who backed
the losers?” he inquired. “You can’t
put that kind of spoof over us, Mike!
I'll bet youre quids in pocket, if the
truth’s only known! And you can
easily spare these few notes for us.”

Fullwoed, Gulliver and Bell, the
knuts of St. Frank's, had their
own opinion about that. They had

known Mr. Bradmore for quite a long
time, and they knew him so well that
they would not trust him with much
of their ca On one occasion Mr.
Bradmore had gone to prison, buf
when he emerged he had carried on
the same business as a bookmaker.
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Fullwood & Co. had been rathes
lucky—their fancy had come homey
They had backed a winner.

And now, in Bannington, they ha
just collected their winnings from Mr,
Bradmore.

They were all seated in a cosy littl
nook of the Japanese Cafe, in the Hig]
Street. It was not far off tea-time,
and Fullwood & Co. were having aj
little snack to be going on with, befora]
going to the station to catch 1.hei;'I
train home, ;

“Well, young gents, you've done well’
off me today,” said Mr. Bradmore:
“What do you say to having a little
flutter on a boxing match—it’s coming
oft hFxlt Wednesday evening, in Helm-
ford?” F

“No, thanks!” said Fullwood. “We'd:
rather not.”

“Just as you please,” said Mike. “T|
happen to have three tickets here.
They ain't expensive—only half a
guinea each. They're good seats, my
boys, and if I was you I'd buy ’em. It’s,
going to be a fust-class match, I can
tell you; at the Ring Pavilion, in Helm-
ford—one of the best boxing rings in
the county!”

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

“That there second name is wrong,”
said Mr. Bradmore, leaning over the
table. “Bob Hoskin met with an acci-
dent the other day, and so anothe!
man is being got. But you can take;
my word for it that Jimmy Rhodes is
going to win. It’s dead cert, for him.”

Fullwood shook his head. :

“It’s all very well, Mr, Bradmcn,j

bug it can’t be done,” he said. “H
do you think were going to get to
Helmford on Wednesday eveaing?”
“Well, there’s a_train—
“I krow that!” interrupted Full
wood. “But how are we going to ge
back in time for bed? It couldn’t b

done. We'd like to go to this match,
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and if it was in Bannington, I'd go like
@ shot—" .

“No wouldn't!” interrupted
Gulliver. might be spotted,
and that_would mean a terrific row
\\/nh the Head later on.”

“There won’t be mno fear of your
g spotted in Helmford!” inter-
sted Bradmore. “There won't be
none of the St. Frank’s masters there
—you mark my words. And as:for
gmmg home—there won’t be no diffi-

culty about that at all.  All you've got
m do is to fake up some yarn that
youre going to meet somebody, and
you won't be home till late. It ought
to be easy for resourceful young gents
like you.”

Fullwood looked thoughtful.

“Well, of course, we might be able
to fake up some yarn,” he admitted;

b

“but I don’t think it's worth the
candle, Mike. We'd like to go to this
fight, and—"

‘I can sell you half a dozen tickets,
if you like,” interrupted the book-
maker. “If any of your pals would
like to come along with you, I've got
about a dozen tickets left. But they'll
all be gone by to-morrow—don’t you
make no mistake. This is about the
Jast chance youll have. These tickets
are going like hot cakes. Come along,
you've got ’em now, so you might as
well keep ’em. Ten and a tanner
cach—that’s all!”

Fullwood & Co. did not really want
the tickets. They would like to sce
the fight, but they did not care for
risking things. However, Mr. Brad-
more was & persuasive gentleman,
and at last he succeeded in his object.
Fullwood & Co. bought the tickets, and
put them in their pockets.

And on their way home to St.
f\anhs they discussed plans as to how

hey would be able to get out on Wed-
It was a bit of a

“T don’t exactly see how we're going
to do it!” remarked Gulliver. “It was
a fat-headed idea, buying these tickets.
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Fully! 1 wouldn’t mind seeing this
fight, but how the dickens can we
manage it?”

“Everything can be managed,” said
Fullwood. “The best thing we can de
is to fake Lp a yarn about your pater,
Gully—"

“My pater?” said Gulliver.

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

The knuts continued discussing the
plan, and when they finally arrived
near the school, they had decided to

say nothing until the Monday. By that
time they would have a Iletter,
which would be posted on Sun-
day evening. They would be able to
show that letter to one of the prefects,
and it would be comparatively easy
to get leave.

“Oh, we shall work it all right!”
said Fullwood, as he and his chums
strolled along the Remove passage.
“Don’t you worry, my sons~J.AsL leave
it to me. And it’ll be a bit of a change
for us to see a fight—"

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

“Why not? thtb does it matter?”
asked Fullwood. “There’s nothing
wrong in a fight, I suppese? It’s a
proper boxing contest, and boxing :s a
recognised thing at St. Frank’'s—

“Don’t be an ass!” interrupted Bell,
“The Head would call it disgraceful if
any St. Frank’s chaps went to the
Ring Pavilion, and it would mean a
flogging.”

Bell was probably correct in_this
statement of opinion. The Ring
Pavilion was not exactly a high-class
place, and the boxing shows which
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were given ﬂ\te)e were generally of a
characte

br}m%wocd & Co. arrived at the corner,

before turning towards Study A, when

something rather startling happcncd.

There was & rush of feet and one or

two yells,

Church was making a break for
freedom. There had been a little argu-
ment in Study D, and Handforth's
wrath had been aroused. Church, who
was the culprit, decided that flight was
the best thing for him; he dashed out
of Study D, helter-skelter. ~McClure
also dashed, because he knew that
Handforth, baulked of his prey, would
turn upon him. And so the ftwo
Jjuniors rushed down the passage, with
Handferth in full pursuit; he had
almost overtaken them by the time
they arrived at the corner.

And then the disaster happened.

Church and McClure ran full tilt

into Fullwood & Co. They went
over with bumps and yells, and
Handforth, bringing up the rear,

blundered headlong over the pile.

“Yow! What the deuce— By
gad!” gasped Fullwood. “ You—you—
Yaroooh!”

“Gerroff my neck, you ass!”

“Ow! Yow!”

“You—you rotters!” snorted Hand-
forth. “I've got you now!”

“You—you blithering idiots!”
howled Fullwood, getting to his feet.
“What’s the idea of dashing about like

this?  Somebody kicked me in the
neck—

“Blow your beastly neck!” said
Handforth.  “I'm after these chaps

here—they insulted me, and I'm going
to wipe them up!”

“Oh, draw it mild, Handy!” gasped
Moclure, sitting up.

And just at that moment McClure's
eyes caught sight of something upon
the floor, near to him. He could see
three pieces of pasteboard, with print-
ing upon them. They were tickets,
and  McClure picked them up
Wechanically,
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“Hallo!” he exclaimed. “What are;

these? Tickets for a boxing match, ]
or something—-"
“Give them to me!” roared Full-]

wood, in alarm.
* Boxing?” saxd Handforth curiously.
“Lemme see 3

“They’re mine” bellowed Fullwood
roughly. “Give those tickets to me,
McClure, you fool!”

“Rats!” said McClure.

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

“The Ring Pavilion, Helmford!” he
ejaculated. ~ “By George!
you think of this, my sons?
Pavilion is a rotten hole—a disreput.
able place! These are tickets for
ﬂght next Wednesday evening!”

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

All the juniors were upon their feet
now, and Fullwood and Gulliver an
Bell were looking decidedly discon-
certed and alarmed.

and now it was all out.
above all fellows, had got hold of ths
tickets!

% Oh don't be an ass!” said Gulliver,
kets are nothing, Handfort]
Thcy were given to Fully, and w
aren’t going to use them. Just as if w
should go to a beastly boxing matc

“You can't spoof me like that, yo
rotter!” interrupted Handforth somly
“I know you and your little tricks
and if you think you're going to kee
these tickets, you've made a bloomer !}

“There's nothing wrong with boxin;
Is there?” demanded Bell savagely.

“Nothing at all!” replied Handforth
“Boxing is one of the finest sports il
the world. But everybody knows th
Ring Pavilion in Helmford. It's
rotten hole—a place which is onl;
patronised by roughs and ba
characters. If the Head got to kno:
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apout these tickets, my sons, you'd get
it in the neck, pretty hot!”

«rhe Head’s narrow-minded!”
snapped Fuliwood. — “There’s nothing
wrong in going te the Ring Pavilion, if

we like.
“Rats!” said Handforth. “That
o‘ ce is a gambling house as well—it’s

raided two or three times by the
l,ohcc The fights there are only
promoted s0 that people can bet and
gamble. And it you think )ou 're going
there nexb ‘Wednesday, you've made a
bloomer

“Are you going to give me those
tickets, or not?” demanded Fullwood.

“Theyre ours, and—— By gad! You
—you rotter! Hi! Stop it—-"
But Handforth was deliberately

tearing the tickets into little shreds,
and_he tossed them all over the floor
of the passage, and grinned.

It was certainly unpo.,slblc for Full-
wood & Co. to use them now!

“There you are!” said Handforth
lightly. “You can h'ue the tickets if

you want them—-
“You—you  confounded  beast!”
roared Fullwood. “Those tickets cost

(exvand -six each—-"

Oh, did they?” said Handforth. “I
Hlougbb Bell said that somebody gave
them to you?”

“I donm’t care what Bell said!”
snarled Fullwood. “I'm not going to let
you treat our property in that way,
you rotter!”

Fullwood was beside himself with
rage, or he would never have acted as
be did the next second. For he flung
himself at Handforth, and delivered
a blow which caught the leader of
Study D fairly on the chin. But
Handforth was made of iron, and the
ach hardly affected him. He just
staggered back slightly, and then gave
2 hellow.

“My hat!” he roared. “Of '1]1 the
terve!  You—you silly ass

He didn’t wait to say any more, but
tharged forward. — HIs fisis came out
J ike

pistons, and the next moment
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Fullwood went down with a crash,
howling.

“My hat! What's all the noise
about?” inquired a cheerful voice.

Solomon Levi, of the Remove, came
up, and he looked on at the little
scene with considerable interest, too;
other juniors had been am'actcd too,
including Reginald Pitt, De Valerie,
Somerton, and Jack Grey. I came out
of Study C, followed by Sir Montie
Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson.
And by this time the Remove passage
was fairly crowded. I pushed my
way forward.

“What's the commotion out here?” I
asked. “Oh, it's you, Handforth!
Haven't you got more sense than to
crea e a scene in the passage?”

“Nobody asked you to butt in!”
said Handforth, glaring. “I've just
destroyed something which cost over
thirty bob!”

*There’s no need to boast about it!”
said Pitt. “But what the dickens do
you mean?”

“Ever heard of the Ring Pavilion,
in Helmford?” asked Handforth.

" Yes,” I replied. “It’s a pretty rotten
hole, by all I understand.”

“Well, there's a fight going to take
place there next Wednesday evening,”
said Handforth, “Fullwood had three
tickets for it, and they dropped out of
his pocket just now. They cost half a
guinea each, and I thought the best
thing I could do was to destroy
them.”

“Oh!n

“It's a pity the idiot can’t mind his
own business!” snarled Fullwood.

“You rotter!” b

“It’s a good thing Handforth spoilt
your little game!”

“Rather!”

“You ought to be jolly well ashamed
of yourself, Fullwood!”

“You'd get into trouble if the Head
got to know about this!” I said grimly.

“It's none of my business, I know; but
you ought to be kicked, Fullwood.
The Ring Pavilion, in Helmford, is ab-
solutely out of bounds for all St
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Frank’s chaps—you know that as well
as I do. It’s not considered to be good
class, and, as a matter of fact, the
place is a disreputable hole. I'm keen
on boxing; but there’s a limit.
reckon it’s a good thing Handfortl:
to;c those tickets up!”

, rats!  Go and eat coke!”
snapped Fullwood roughly, and the
knuts went along to Study A. As soon
as Fullwood & Co. arrived in the study,
they switched on the light and closed
the door.

“Well, it’s no good making a fuss

about it now,” said Gulliver. “It's all
over—"

“Is it?” snarled Fullwood. “It's not
all over, my sons. I haven't finished
yet!”

Gulliver stared.

“What do you mean—you haven't
finished?” he asked curiously.

“I mean that were going to that
fight, after all!” said Fullwood grimly.
“I'm not going tc be diddled by a cad
Lke Handforth!”

“Oh, but that’s rot!” pretested Bell.
“We can’t go now, Fully—the tickets
are torn up. Personally, I'm & bit re-
lieved. It was doubtful whether we
should be able to get the evening off,
and the thing is setled now.”

“We're gomg, I tell you!” snapped
Fullwood. I'm not going to be
dished by Handforth, or by anybedy
else. Bradmore has got other tickets,
and I'm going to buy three. And,
later on, we’ll make Handforth pay for
what he did.”

And Gulliver and Bell knew that
Ralph Leslie Fullwood was in earnest.

CHAPTER 9.
The Great Contestl

1L Ring Pavilion, in Helmford,
I was packcd

The great night had arrived,
for it was now Wednesday evening. It
was not a great night for the Pavilion,
since contests of this kind were a com-
mon occurrence. But it was certainly
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a great night for cne individual—
Ernest Lawrence. Even now he could

appear in the ring,
Jimmy Rhodes, the young man who
had won many prizes and belts,
Jimmy Rhodes was a champion in his
way, and Lawrence knew, better than
anybody else, that if he won this con-
test, it would be by skill alone.
Jimmy Rhodes was not going to be easy
to conquer; in all probability Lawrence
would go under. But the junior was
determined to put up a great fight.

It had been easy for him to get leave,
from St. Frank’s. He had gone to Mr.
Poxe, and had asked for permission to
be out until bed-time, and it had not
been necessary for him to give any;
reason. Mr. Foxe had consented im:
mediately, without asking any ques-
tions.

And Lawrence had arrived in Helm-
ford during the afterncon—at abou
four o’clock. Without any delay, Mr$
Rook had introduced his young cham-
pion to several gentlemen in white|
sweaters, who were forgathered in
little gymnasium at the back of th
. Two of these white-sweatere
gentlemen were to be Lawrence’s!
seconds, and, without any delay, the
Jjunior showed what he could do.

Stripped, he tested his skill upon twol
sparring partners, and when he had
finished, Mr. Rook was even more con-|
vinced that he had not made a mis
take. He had discovered a marvellou:
young boxer in Ernest Lawrence.

“The lad’s absolutely a marvel!” de.
clared Mr. Rook enthusiastically,
“I've seen a few good boxers in m;
time, but this boy can beat them al
on points. His footwork is simp
beautiful, and I've never seen sucl
technique in a boy so young. It's bo:
in him all right—there’s no doubl
about that.” 4

The time passed quickly enough f
Lawrence. Afterwards, he could n
exactly remember all that happene
fer his brain was in a whirl.  An
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continuously he kept on telling himself
that he must not lose. He wanted that
money—the sum of eighty pounds—to
send to his father. What a welcome
gt it would be. And so the lad for-
got everything else in his determina-
tion to

The Ring Pavilion, half an hour
after its doors were open, was packed
to suffocation. The fight between
Jimmy Rhodes and Young Ern was
not the only item on the programme.
There were to be other contests; but,
at Lawrence’s request, his bout with
Rhodes was to take place first. —He
had asked this so that he could get
pack to St. Frank’s in good time, and
it really made no difference to the
promoters.

In the half-guinea seats there were
three youthful figures. They were all
attired in long overcoats and tweed
caps, and they had mufflers, which con-
cealed their Eton collars. They were,
in short, Fullwood, Gulliver and Bell.
The knuts of the Ancient House had
come to the fight, in spite of all. They
had obtained other tickets from Mr.
Bradmore easily enough.

By a piece of luck, they had obtained

ermission from Morrow, of the Sixth,
who had been in a hurry.

Fullwood had seized his chance well.
He had waited until Morrow appeared,
evidently bent upon going out for the
afternoon. Then he had asked the
prefect if he and his two chums could
go to Bannington, to meet Gulliver's
father. Fullwood casually mentioned
that they probably wouldn’t be in to

supper, but they would be in before
bed-time.  And Morrow, who had no
time to go into any arguments,

scrawled out a pass, and handed it
over. And so Fullwood & Co. felt satis-
fied—they would not get into any
trouble afterwards.

There was a good deal of discussion

among  the spectators regarding
Young Ern.” He was an unknown
;wm v, and the patrons of the Ring

were curious. ~ Naturally,

C'Uﬂmdy was certain that Jimmy
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Rhodes would win. He was a well-
known young boxer, whereas Young
Ern was a nobody—he had never been
heard of before. It was not to be sup-
posed that he would be able to defeat
such a young champion as Rhodes.

It was known that Mr. Rook’s
original man had met with an
accident, and was unable to appear.
It was therefore clear that Mr. Rook
had been compelled to secure a sub-
stitute—a youngster with no reputa-
tion.

Never in his life had Lawrence been
in a proper roped ring in a boxing-
hall. This fight at the Pavilion would
be something entirely new, and
rence’s feelings were mixed when at
last the moment came for him to leave
the dressing-room to go into the ring.
Mr. Rook was there, and he was look-
mg quite confident.

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

“I'll1 do my best, sir,” said Lawrence
quietly.

“That’s good—that’s all I want you
to do,” said Mr. Rook, nodding. “If
you go under, I shan’t grumble; but
I've got an 1dea in my head that you're
going to win.

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

“Eh, that’s the style, lad!” put in
Eill Hoxley, one of Lawrence’s seconds.
“That’s the style! And don't forget all
those points I put you wise about.
Keep clear of Rhodes’ in fighting, don‘b
let him get too close to you. He’s dan-
gerous then. I think youll find him a
bit slow, and, if you're nippy, you'll be
able to hold your own. But Jimmy can
take a lot of punishment, and youwll
need to work thundermg hard to get in
the knock-out blow.”

So much advice was given to Law-
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rence, in fact, that his brain was in a
whirl, and he was determined to leave
everything to his own discretion and
his own judgement. As soon as bhe
started fighting Jimmy Rhodes he
would know what his man was worth,
and he would then fight accordingly.
At the same time, he did not altogetner
ignore the advice which was given to

im.

Rhodes was the first to enter the ring,
and as he did so a great cheer went up
from the crowd—for nearly everybody
in the hall supported Jimmy. He was
well known to them, and he was backed
pretty heavily.,

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

He lounged into his corner in a
chatting with his

t, and this was all to
Lawrence's advantage. If Rhodes con-
sidered that he was in for a certain
win, it would be far better for the
Junior schoolboy. For over-confidence
does not pay in the boxing ring—it
frequently leads to a sudden and un-
expected disaster.

Jimmy Rhodes smiled continuously,
and there was just a faint suspicion of
a sneer when Ernest Lawrence entered
the ring. The junior looked quite small
in comparison to his opponent; but, as
a matter of fact, there was not such a
great deal of difference between them.
Rhodes was heavier, certainly, but his
muscles were no bigger than Young
Ern’s.

Rhodes had quite a small army of
seconds around him in his corner.

Lawrence was rather dazed at first—
everything seemed so brilliant and
noisy. Great electric lamps shed down
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a glare of light from overhead. The
atmosphere was hazy with tobacco
fumes, and for a moment or two Law-
rence looked about him in a state oq
bewilderment. It was obvious to almos
everybody that this was the lad’s firs
appearance in a proper ring. And mwny1
spectators laughed outright—they were
anticipating a win for Jimmy Rhodes 1
in the very first round.

Fullwood and Co. watched with great
interest. They saw Lawrence enter the !
ring, but they took no particular notice |
of him at first. They were up above, in ‘
the balcony, and they did not get a full |
view of Young Ern's face at first. !
But then Lawrence happened to look
up, and suddenly Fullwood gave a gasp,
and clutched at the arms of his seat.

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

“What can’t be true?”
Gulliver.

Fullwood was still staring down at

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

“What rot!” muttered Bell.

But he and Gulliver stared down, and;
their hearts were beating fast. Again
Lawrence happened to glance upwards,
and this time both Gulliver and Bell
saw his features distinctly. Lawrence,
for his part, did not see the knuts of
the Ancient House. This was scarcely
possible, since he was only aware of a
sea of faces. It was not likely that he
would be able to pick out three from;
among that vast crowd.

“Great pip!” gasped Gulliver.
“You're right, Fully—it is Lawrence!”

“He's billed as Young Ern, an
Lawrence’s name is Ernest!” said Full
wood keenly. “Ii’s as clear as day:
light, my sons. By gad! What a di
covery—a Remove chap fighting here;
in this beastly hole!”

“Well, it doesn’t mattex to us, 1{ 1
comes_to that!” said B W
backed Rhodes pretty heavﬂy, yo
know, and I think we're as safe as egg:

whispered
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our money's O.K. Lawrence will never
pe able to beat a professional like
Rhodes!”

Fullwood grinned.

“Of course he won't!” he exclaimer
«I can understand now—Lawrence h:
been shoved in as a substitute, just so

they offered him some money to do it,
because there’d be a terrific Tow if the
fight didn’t come off. It’'s a dead cert.
for Rhodes, and we shall draw in a nice
11Mle pile of tin!”

Rather!” said Gulliver and Bell.

They were excited and astonished.
But there was no doubt about it, the
young fellow down in the ring, attired
in the dressing-gown, was none other
than Ernest Lawrence, of the College
House Remove! It was just as well for
Lawrence that he did not know that
the three juniors were here. The know-
ledge would probably have put him
off his form and made his task the
more difficult.

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

The referee—an elderly man in even-
ing-dress—was making himself very
prominent. He seemed to imagine that
he was of immense importance.

‘“Seconds out!”

The crowd, which had been talking
in a dull murmur, lapsed into silence.
Everybody sat in their chairs, tense and
expectant, waiting for the tussle to
begin. All eyes were directed towards
the ring, with the two agile figures
standing out in bold relief under the
glare of the electric light.

“Time!™

Jimmy Rhodes and Lawrence stepped
from their corners at the same moment.
They had cast aside their dressing-
gowns now, and stood there, stripped
ready for fight. The contrast between
the pair was very obvious now. Law-
rence’s skin was white and clear, while
Jimmy Rhodes’ looked tough and
coarse. It seemed to the observer that
Jimmy would overwhelm his opponent
within the first round.
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The boxers circled round the ring,
facing one another, sparring for an
opening. Lawrence was wary; ne
wanted his opponent to make the first
move,

The St. Frank’s junior was nervous.
But this was only natural, considering
all the circumstances. And Jlml“ﬂ_/
Rhodes was not slow to recognise this
fact. He smiled to himself, and wasted
no further time.

He bore in close, and delivered a
heavy punch on Lawrence’s chest.
Then he danced out to distance once
more, and was rather surprised that
Young Ern did nothing.

J:mmy smiled to himself, and drove
right in. He was full of conﬁdence and
he kept shooting out his left in a
manner which rather disconcerted Law-
rence at first, for the boy was not quite
settled yet. His nerves were still on the
stretch,

Again and again Jimmy managed to
land punches, and it seemed that Law-
rence’s guard was nowhere. Mr. Rook
watched anxiously. He could not
understand what had come over Law-
rence. The junior was not fighting as
he had fought in Mr. Gubbin’s boxing-
boot] But those blows of Jimmy’s
were beginning to make the St. Frank’s
Jjunior think.

And Jimmy Rhodes was more full of
confidence now than ever. His chief
idea was to make a laughing-stock of
his opponent. He delighted to fight to
the gallery, and he saw a first-class
chance here.

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

‘The first round was nearing its close
before Ernest Lawrence found his feet,
so to speak. And then, quite suddenly
it seemed, his head became clear, and
he was oblivious of the crowd, the arc-
lamps, and the fact that this
first real fight in a boxing-ring.

his
All he
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& v jimmy Rhodes in front of
?ffli’; ‘ég;cﬁqg ngout and doing almost
as he pleased. And Lawrence set his
teeth, and decided that it was time to
make a change.

And just at that moment Rhodes
made another one of his long-range
punches. But Lawrence was ready.

He evaded that straight left with per-
fect ease, and jumped forward and
returned a terrific left hook, which
landed With shattering force upon
Rhodes’ unguarded jaw.

Jimmy staggered back, and uttered a
gasping grunt, as much of surprise as of
pain. And he was given no rest. Ernest
attacked with the ferocity of a tiger,
and he delivered three powerful body
blows which sounded throughout the
hall. Rhodes went back and back, and
staggered against the ropes.

“Time 1

A murmur went up from the
audience, a murmur of astonishment.
They had never expected Young Ern
to show such dexterity and form.

“Splendid—splendid!” muttered Mr.
Rook during the interval.
style, my lad—keep it up and you'll be
all right!”

The gong sounded again, and the
second round commenced.

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

Lawrence sprang in once more, and
his fist went home with great force
upon Jimmy’s neck. It rather as-
tonished the professional that Law-
rence should have such a long reach,
and he was taken off his balance for
the moment.

He hunched himself up and came
right in, “mixing it.” The pair danced
about the ring in a fierce, swift battle,
‘which warmed them up thoroughly.

Lawrence's guard was erfect, and
his footwork was astonishing. Rhodes

“That’s the | he
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found it almost impossible to get in a
direct blow, and he was beginning to
understand that Young Ern was by
no means an easy opponent to beat.

“Time!”

Lawrence went back to his seat in the
corner of the ring feeling very con-
fident. He had taken the measure of
Jimmy Rhodes, and he was satisfied. He
had no reason to feel nervous or
alarmed.

When the third round commenced it
was clear that Rhodes was getting into
a temper, and he meant to finish the
fight as quickly as possible,

He sent in a sledge-hammer right
which would have knocked Lawrence
clean out if it had landed, but Law-
rence jerked his head aside with perfect
case, and then he flashed home a left
to Jimmy’s ribs. The boxer grunted
audibly and fell away.

Then Rhodes rushed into a clinch,
and he did his utmost to drive home a
series of short, powerful punches,
which would have sent Lawrence reel-
ing to the floor if the punches had gone
ome. ‘

But the junior was on the alert. His
father had taught him a lot of tricks,
and he knew precisely what to do. With
his elbows and forearms he bolstered -
the attack skilfully and cunningly, and
Rhodes was unable to land a single
blow. Indeed, quite the opposite was |
the case, for Rhodes received a num- 1
ber of jabs on the ribs which set him
gasping.

But Rhodes was still a dangerous
opponent.

He skipped round Lawrence and
aimed a left swing which, fortunately
for Lawrence, missed its mark.

And the force with which that blow
was aimed was so great that Jimmy
would have staggered forward but for:
the fact that Lawrence assisted him to
regain his balance by delivering a
straight punch on the jaw which
brought Rhodes up standing.

TFrom one side of the ring to the
other the opponents swayed. and the
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indulged in by Lawrence
clamations of praise from all
The audience was be-

to realise, in fact, that this
nned youngster was a power to
reckoned Wwith,
lips were cut, and he did not
present a very pleasing sight when that
round came to an end. He was breath-
vily, too, and the brief interval
very Welcome to him. However,
when he sprang to his feet at the sound
of the gong for the next round he was
as alert and jaunty as ever. His
conds had done their work well.
There was an ugly look in his eyes
as he entered into the fight with re-
ed vigour. For some moments the
pair moved about, waiting for an
oncnma, and now Rhodes was begin-
i to become wild and savage. He
several rushes, but he found it
:sible to break through the impreg-
nable guard. Lawrence was boxing now
vith great confidence, and with a feel-
ing in his heart that he would win. He
auged his opponent, and he knew
vas the better man.
for a moment Rhodes was care-

ss, and Lawrence seized his oppor-
tunity. He landed a jolting hook which
sliced through Jimmy’s guard without
difficulty, and the punch went straight
home to his neck. Rhodes swayed back,
and Lawrence followed him up.

Thud, thud, thud!
and again the schoolboy
rashed home blows upon Jimmy’s
ws that could not be parried.

was confused, bewildered. He

could not understand this. He could
not realise that he was being beaten,
sradually, but surely, by a youngster
ho was absolutely unknown.

“Buck up, Jimmy!”

“Pm some ginger into it, man!”

* all over you, Rhodes—wake

footwork
evoked e

But the words only 1eacned
s in an indistinet blur. He could
stand nothing. He was only
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aware of the fact t!nn he was faced by
a whirlwind, and that he could not see
clearly or think clearly, or act with any
decision. He waited in a dull kind of
way for the sound of the gong. He
wanted the round to end, for he was
beginning to fear that very shortly a
blow would be delivered which would
send him down, to remain down until
counted out.

“Time!”

It was a welcome sound for Jimmy,

and he fairly reeled back into his
corner. His face was bruised and
battered.

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

“ Well done, kid!™

A good many members of the
re filled with enthusiasm
usiasm for Young Ern, for
e lad was putting up a display which
surprised everybody. The older hands
were beginning to understand that
Lawrence was a little wonder—that his
boxing was finished and perfect, as well
nigh perfect as any boxing could be.

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

air!”

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

“Looks like it!” muttered Guiliver.

“What about our little bet?”

‘Lawrence hasn't won yet,” said
Bell, with a scowl, “the rotter! I
thought he'd be no\where but he seems
to be doing fine, by all I can see.”

Fullwood & Co. did not take pride
in the fact that Young Ern was a
member of their own school. They
were only thinking of their bet, and
they were worrying because it seomed
that Lawrence would win. In that
case their money would be gone.
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“Timel”

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

‘“Break away, there!”

oV
It was the referee’s voice, and Jimmy

loosened his grip and stood out to dis-
tance.

Lawrence was now racked with pain,
and he was feeling rather dazed. Jimmy
Rhodes seized that short advantage and
came rushing in, sweeping Lawrence’s
guard completely aside.

rash! Thud!

One- fist went hammering against
Lawrence's chest, and the other caught
him between the eyes. He swayed
back and fell upon hls knees, then drop-
ping on to his hands.

“Stand  back!”
referee.

Jimmy stood back, breathing hard,
his face wearing an ugly leer of
triump!

“One, two, three, four—"

‘The time-keeper was counting, and
the vast crowd held ifs breath. Was
this the end? Had the unknown boxer
been beaten? It certainly seemed like
it, for Lawrence made no attempt to
move. He stayed there, upon his hands
and knees, apparently oblivious to his
surroundings.

But such was not the case,

Lawrence knew well enough that he
had received heavy punishment, and he
wanted the breathing space. He
listened to the counting, and he knew
precisely what was geing on. This little
respite had already cleared his head,

commanded the
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and he was ready for the fight once
more. But every second was of value
to him in this extremity.

“Eight, nine—-" said the time-
keeper.
wrence leapt to his feet with an
agility which surprised everybody. He
was ready again, and he proved this
during the very next second.

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

The gong sounded, and the round was

er.

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

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

For Lawrence attacked, too.

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

then, before Jimmy could cover,
the ]umor brought home a left on the
pomt of the jaw which made Jimmy
dizzy.

He fell away, and Lawrence was not
slow to realise that he had all the ad-
vantage. He followed Rhodes up, )
batﬂmg fiercely, and he kept the man |

n the go without respite. Again and ¢
again he smashed into Rhodes, his fists |
thudding home like clockwork,

Rhodes was bewildered and con-
fused, and he was obviously a beaten
man. Lawrence made a feint with his
left, and then put all his power into a
right punch which went straight for
the target. 4

Lawrence’s fist struck Jimmy Rhodes
fully upon the point, and the profes-
sional simply crumpled up. He crashed
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into the ropes, swayed back and rolled
over, He lay there, a beaten man.

The count commenced.

“One, two, three—"

Jimmy Rhodes only stirred slightly.
He attempled to rise, but found it im-
possible, and at last the word sounded :

“out!”

“Young Ern wins!” said the referee.

Mr, Norman Rook slapped his thigh.

“By George!” he muttered, his eyes
gleaming. “I knew it! That boy is a
Tiving wonder!”

CHAPTER 10.
The Informer!
% events which happened im-
T mediately after the fight seemed
like a dream to Ernest Lawrence.
{e knew that he received eighty pounds
in currency notes from Mr. Rook, and
that gentleman was enthusiastic. He
declared that before long he would fix
up a fight for Young Ern for a purse of
one hundred and fifty pounds!
Lawrence was dazed by that state-
ment, and he could not fully realise
what his success meant to hi

him.

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

It pleased him to think that he would
‘be at St. Frank’s before bed-time—and
that no questions would be asked. Cer-
tainly, his face was knocked about—he
had scveral ugly bruises, and his lower
ut. But this was nothing par-
arly alarming. Schoolboys very fre-
quently go about h black eyes, and
Other ornamentations. Lawrence did
hot think that there would be many
awkward questions,

Ife decided what he would do with
the money. On the morrow he would
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1 send every penny of it to his father by
registered post. But, of course, he
would not enclose any letter.

Mr. Lawrence would receive the
money, and he would not know from
whence it came. If he did know, there
would be many awkward questions to
and FErnest could not fage

Meanwhile, Fullweod & Co. had
left for St. Frank’s by an earlier train.
They had not been compelled to remain
in Helmford after the fight. And they
just caught a handy train home. They
were furious. For they had lost their
bets, and they blamed Lawrence for this,
Of course, Lawrence was responsible,
since he had won the fight. But it
was a blow to the knuts. They had
been certain of their money—and they
had lost.

“The cad! The beastly rotter!” ex-
claimed TFullwood savagely. “Tll tell
you what, you chaps—I'm going to show
him up!”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” siid Gulliver.
“You can't do that, Fully—we can’t let
anybody know that we were at that
fight—

“It won't be necessary to tell a soul,”
said Fullwood. “All we've got to do
is to send a typewritten letter to the
Head. I can use the typewriter in the
prefects’-room. We needn’t sign it,
of course, and he won't know where it's
come from. The Head will only have to
make a few inquiries, and then the
truth will come out—and Lawrence will
get it in the neck—he’ll be sacked!”

“And he jolly well ought to be
sacked!” said Bell. “I call it disgrace-
ful—a St. Frank’s fellow prize-fighting
in a place like the Ring Pavilion at
Helnford!  It's lowering the tone of
the school!”

The knuts were very indignant with
Lawrence—for winning. And it was in
keeping with their characters that they
should think of some scheme to ng
about the schoolboy boxer’s downfall.
If ever they could do anybody a bad
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turn, they were only too delighted to do
S0.

The cads of Study A arrived at St.
Frank’s in good time—weil before
supper, in fact. And they went straight
to their study. Fullwood then sneaked
away to the prefects’ room. It was
fortunate for the knuts that the
prefects were all engaged at a meeting,
which was being held in the Lecture
Hall. The prefects’ room, therefore,
was deserted. And Fullwood lost no
time in typing out his precious letter.

It was quite short, and Fullwood
typed it all in capitals, without any
address or signature. And when he
had finished it ran as follows:

“A prize fight has taken place at
the Ring Pavilion, Helmford, between
Jimmy Rhodes and Young Ern.
took place this evening. Young Ern
is ancther name for Ernest Lawrence,
of the Remove. He deserves to be
expelled from St. Frank’s for taking
part in this disgraceful bout. Please
do your duty.” .

=
&

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

Just as it happened, the Head had
been out that evening—paying a call
at the Vicarage—and as he came in—
about five minutes after Fullwood had
visited the letter-hox—he happened to
glance in the box, and he saw the
envelope. He glanced at it and saw
hat it was addressed to him. It had
dently been delivered by hand, and
the Head took it into his study, rather
curious,

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

“This certainly cannot be true!” he
murmured. “It is some foolish prac-
tical joke—and I shall certainly dis-
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cover the joker and punish him with ;
the utmost severity. It is out of the
question that Lawrence should have
been in Helmford this evening—
engaged in a prize fight!”

However, the Head meant to get to
the bottom of the matter at once—and
he lost no time in ringing for Tubbs,
the page-boy. Tubbs read the danger |
signs at once. 1

“Kindly go over to the College 5
House, Tubbs, and bring Master |
Lawrence to me!” commanded the |
Head. :

“Yessir!” said the page-boy. !

He vanished, and went over to the |
College House. Lawrence, as it hap- |
pened, had only just got in, and he J
was feeling weary and tired—and Qe
ached in almost every limb aiter his |
hard fight. He was rather alarmed
because his face was bruised and
swollen, and he hoped that he would
not attract very much attention. And
he had hardly sat down in Study T
before a tap sounded upon the door,
and Tubbs appeared. ]

“Come in!” said Lawrence wearily. ;

The page-boy entered.

“Very sorry, Master Lawrence, but
yowre wanted in the Head's study at
once,” said Tubbs. “I'm awfully sorry, .
young gent—but the 'Ead looks terrible |
black. Askin’ your pardon, Master |
Lawrence, but it looks to me as though
youw've been fightin’, and the "Ead must
have *eard about it 1" :

“But—but it’s impossible!” pani 4’
Lawrence, getting to his feet, his f{ )3 ‘
flushing with alarm. "

He accompanied Tubbs to the Hea |3
study, with his brain in a whirl. {38,
was trying to think how Dr. Stafford
could have learned the truth. It seemed
absolutely out of the question {0,
Lawrence. Why, he had only jush
got, back! How was it possible for
the Head to have learned the truth
by this time? 4

“This way, Master Lawrence!” p

Tubbs opened the door of the Head
study, and stood aside. Lawrencej
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walied in and found the headmaster
seated at his desk. He was looking

very tern, and, looking up at
he beckoned.
here, my boy!” said Dr.
“Read this!”
ed over that letter, and
took it, and the words

¢ his eyes as though they
e. He started viclently, and
ran out of his checks. The
d done this deliberately—for
ed to see what effect the letter
ve. He was quite satisfied
e words were true. There
look of astonishment on
Lawrence’s face—only amazement and
dismay. Furthermore, Dr. Stafford did
not fail to notice the signs.

The junior’s face was bruised—it was
swollen—his lower lip was cut. Al
these things told there own story.
Lawrence certainly had been engaged
in this prize fight at Helmford! It
was staggering—and the Head was
furious.

“I do not think it is necessary for
me to question you, Lawrence!” said
the Head, in a grim, harsh voice.
“Your guilt is absolutely obvious!”

e st

“It will be better, Lawrence, if you
say nothing whatever!” thundered Dr.
Stafford, rising to his feet. “I will
hear no words of excuse from you.
You have disgraced yourself utterly
and ccmpletely!”

“But—but please let me speak,
sir——" gasped Lawrence desperately.

“I will not allow you to speak!”
stormed the Head. “The less you can
say the better, you wretched boy. You
have disgraced yourself beyond all
redemption. You have engaged in a
low prize fight for money—and your
punishment will be drastic and im-
mediate!”

Lawrence was too dazed by this blow
to say much. He could only stand
there, pale to the lips, staring at the
headmaster dumbly. His brain was
in a whirl. But there were one or
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two things which stood out clearly in
his fevered mind. This was the end!

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

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

“I had intended to question you, ana
obtain your story, Lawrence,” went
on the Head, his voice sounding a mere
blur to the wretched junior. “But
there is no need for me to ask any more
questions—your face tells me the
absolute truth. You must not imagine
that I have any objection to boxing as
a sport. It is a fine, manly sport. But
you have degraded the art, by going to
a common, disreputable place, and
fighting for the sake of money. That
is what I object to—that is why I am
now angry.”

“But, sir—"

“Not one word, Lawrence—I will
hear no excuses!” thundered the Head.
“Your very attitude.is sufficient for
me. I will not listen to any of your
attempts to put yourself right in my
eyes.  That cannoct be done, boy.
Nothing that you can say will alter my
verdict. You have disgraced yourself,
and you have disgraced the school.
That is sufficient! —The Ring Pavilion,
at Helmford, is a low, common, prize
fighting booth, and that you could ever
have appeared there is a mystery to me.
But perhaps there is a natural explana-
tion. I know that your father, years
ago, was a professional boxer himself.
He sent you to St. Frank’s because he
wants you to grow up a gentlemar
But you have abused your father’s
kindness. And, Lawrence, it will be
utterly impossible for you to remain
at St. Frank’s!”
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“Oh, sir!” gasped Lawrence, hmn-
“You—]

fied. you don’t mean

“In no circumstances can I allow
you to remain at the school,” inter-
rupted Dr. Stafford grimly. “To-

morrow morning, Lawrence, you will
leave St. Frank’s for ever—after being
publicly expelled.”

The junior almost staggered.

“Oh, but—but—you don't
stand—"

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

The Head sat down and touched the
bell. A moment or two later Tubbs
entered, and he was looking rather
scared. Perhaps the page-boy had been
listening outside the door, for he cast a
sympathetic look towards Lawrence of
the Remove.”

“Tubbs, you will go immediately to
the Sixth Form passage and bring
Fenton back with you!” said the head-
master. “And do not lose any time.”

“Yes, sir!” gasped Tubbs.

After he had gone, Lawrence stood
there, unable to say a word—almost un-
able to think. He could see the head-
master sitting at his desk—but he could
only see a mere blur—an outline. The
whole room seemed to be swimming.
His head ached, and his limbs were
filled with pain. And then Fenton
came—TFenton of the Sixth.

“You will take this boy to the punish-
ment-room, Fenton,” said Dr. Stafford
grimly.

% Ccrtamly sir!” said the caplain of
St. Frank’s. “I'm sorry to
Lawrence in trouble—-"

“Lawrence is to be expelled in the
morning, Fenton,” interrunted the
headmaster curtly. “You will take
him to the punishment-room, and lock
him in securely.”
sir,”  said  Fenton,

under-

rather

And Ernest Lawrence was led out,
and taken to the punishment-room. It
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had all been so sudden—so terribly
sudden.

Only a short fifteen minutes earlies
he had arrived back at St. Flanks
successful and triumphant. Now
everything was lost—and, on the
morrow, he would be sent back home
—in dire disgrace.

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

But i; was true—appallingly true!

CHAPTER 11,
Defying the Blackmailer!
R. SMALE FOXE was looking
M very thoughtful as he stood
outside the decor of the head-
master's study. He had just tapped,
and was waiting for the invitation to
enter. The Housemaster of the College
House had thought deeply hefore
coming on this mission.

He had heard about the disaster
which had befallen Lawrence of the
Remove. Fenton had returned to the
Head's study to report that he had
placed the junior in the punishment-
room. And the Head h:ld imm\cted
Fenton to go over to Mr. once
with a message that the chsemaster
should attend Dr. Stafford’s study with-
out delay. However, the Head had not
mentioned to Fenton why Ernest
Lawrence was to be expelled.

And Mr. Smale Foxe had been think-
mg rather deeply.

“Come in!” came the Head’s deep
voice.

Mr. Foxe entered the
closed the door behind him.

“You sent for me, sir?” he said,
stepping forward into the room. -

“Yes, Mr. Foxe—yes!” said the

Head, who was looking deeply worried.!
“I wish to talk to you about La wxence
—of your House.
you, Mr. Foxe, that Lawr
expelled in the morning.”

“Indeed, sir!” said Mr. Fo:
ing astonished.

study and
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! I have always regarded
nce as one of my best pumls-he
ays been quiet and reserved and
ern2ly well-behaved——"
Vo doubt Lawrence has becen an
-nt boy in school hours,” inter-
Dr. Stafford. “But you will be
ed, Mr. Foxe, when you learn
>t he actually engaged in a prize
icht this evening at Helmford. A prize
fight for a large money prize!”
Mr. Smale Foxe smiled.
“I am mnre astounded than I can
Stafford!” he said smoothly.
wrence admit his guilt—did he
hat he was in Helmford this
ing, engaged in a prize fight?”
1, not exactly,” said the Head.
“I did net give Lawrence any chance
1 did not intend him to offer
excuses. The evidence was
ficient, and the wretched boy

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

The Head looked up.

“I certainly did not give Lawrence
any chance to speak!” he said.  “The
very appearance of the boy was suffi-
cient proof of his guilt. His face is
bruised and battered—ample evidence,
Mr. Foxe. Furthermore, he started with
le'al guilt when I showed him this

letter—my source of information.”
“!V[J, I see the letter, sir?”
“Certainly, Mr. Foxe—it is here.”
o

Head passed it over, and Mr.
F‘u\g glanced rapidly at the typewritten
Wwor!
‘Do vou know who sent this letter to
ae inquired, looking up.
I haven't the faintest idea,”
replied the Head. It was in my letter-
box; but I am extremely glad that
somebody unknown realised his sense
of duty sufficiently to inform me.
“I am seriously afraid, Dr. Stafford,
that you have made a grave mistake!”
interrupted Mr. Foxe smoothly. It is
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a bity you did not give Lawrence a

chance to speuk or he would have
C“n‘i‘d this cha
“I a quite certain he would have

d not wish to hear

Fead grimly.

have heard lies, sir,”

went oen Mr. Foxe.  “It is very unfor-

tz that you gave Lawrence no

to speak, because I can prove

e is quite innocent.”

The Head started.

“You—you can prove it?” he in-
. “What do you mean,

dmnd it—and I
any lies,” said t
“You \muld nct

“P!‘e"hcl] what I say, sir,” said the
Housemaster. “It is stated in this
message that Lawrence is ‘Young
Ern’ That is quite impossible and out
of the question.”

Thn Head rose to his feet.
ul_?r me!” hc eJ reulated.

“I shall

injustice! Please be more
v Mr. Foxe. I shall be greatly
interast: ""I to know how you can prove
ence’s innocence.  Personally, T
no doubt whatever of his guilt!”
ki [ oo not see how Lawrence could
h d in this prize fight,
” said the Hot
stated in this message that
elmford this Ewni.ng
a person known as
hat is quite impos-
5 ple reason that
Lawrence was with me in Caistowe at
time.”

an

“Good gracious!” eiaculated the
Head, starting. “Lawrence was with
you—in Caistowe?”

“Precisely, sir!” sald Mr. Foxe.
“Lawrence has been with me practi-
cally the whole evening—and I think
you will admit that it is impossible for
the boy to be in two places at one and
the same time.”

“But—but, my dear sir!” protested
Head. “I—T hardly know what to
! I was certain of the lad’s guilt

“Then all T can say, sir, is that you
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kave made a grave blunder!” inter-
rupted Mr. Foxe. “I happened to be

going to Caistowe this evening, and I
met Lawrence in the lane. I suggested
that he should come with me, and we
both -went together. We were, in fact,
in Caistowe at the very time this prize
ﬁghL took place at Helmford.
pon my soul!” exclaimed the

Headmaster, looking very blank. *This
—this is stng gering!  And I have
accused that boy of this thing, and I
did not give him any chance to deny
the charge! How very distressing!”

Never for one instant did the head-
master suspect Mr, Foxe in this affair.
Why, indeed, should he? How was the
headmaster to know that Mr. Smale
Foxe was lying in an extremely glib
manner? And, of course, it was quite
impossible for Dr. Stafford to doubt Mr.
Foxe’s word. Mr. Foxe was the House-
master of the College House, and there
could be no possible reason for shield-
ing the junior in this way. Such a sup-
position did not enter the headmaster’s
head.

“I must beg of you, sir, to do your
utmost to release Lawrence without
delay,” went on Mr. Foxe. “If you
desire further witnesses I will obtain
them. I can produce many people who
saw both my';elf and Lawrence in
Caistowe—

“My dear sir, please stop!” inter-
rupted the Head. “Your word is quite
sufficient—I require no further wit-
nesses. Upon my soul! Whoever wrote
this message is a base scoundrel! His
intention, evidently, was to get Law-
rence into disgrace—and he nearly suc-
ceeded! It was most unjust of me to
refuse the boy permission to speak. I
am more glad than I can say, Mr.
Foxe, that you have come forward in
this way. You have prevented a ter-
rible miscarriage of justice! I will
send for Lawrence at once.

“It is really the only thing you can
do, sir,” said Mr. Foxe smoothly.

“But just one moment!” interrupted
Dr. Stafford, looking thoughtful. “Can
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you possibly explain, Mr. Foxe,
is that Lawrence’s face is rather badly
battered? It was that fact which caused
me to be quite certain—-"

‘“The matter really requires little ex-
planation,” said Mr. Foxe, smiling.
“I admit that it is a coincidence—and
it is not surprising that you should
Jjump to one conclusion. We were walk-
ing down a quiet side street in Caistowe,
when we happened to see a ruffian beat-
ing a dog in the most cruel manner.
Before I could interfere Lawrence
cashed forward and attacked the man.
It was very foolish of him to do so,
because the fellow furned upon the boy
and struck him several severe and
brutal blows upon the face. Naturally,
I interfered at once, and I succeeded in
delivering one or two heavy blows be-
fore the man took to his heels. I was
rather concerned as to Lawrence’s con-
dition at the moment, but he made
light of it.”

The Head’s face cleared.

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

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

“Will you please go to Fenton at‘
once, Tubbs, and instruct him to bring
Lawrence back to this study"” said the
Head. “Make haste, my boy.”

“Right, sir!” said Tubbs, with great
cheerfulness.

It was not long before Fenton
appeared, accompanied by Lawrence,.
who was looking bewildered and rather
dazed. The junior could not A.mgme;

why he was being brought back te Dr.
Stafford’s study.

But he was astomshed to see the ex-
pression on the Head’s face- aud he
was_still more astonished w Dr.
Stafford came forward and gxcs).ed his
hand.

“My boy, T am at a loss for words!"
said the Head gently. “I have don
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a grave wnjustice, and I can only
tx\lsu {hat you will forgive me.’
1 don’t understand,
bewildered.

Mr. Foxe has come fom;rd and he
has tOlcl me the exact truth,” smiled the
heaun‘ht"x “You understand now,

sir!”  said

¢ exact truth, sir?” stam-

umrcd La

“yes; and it is very fortunate for
you that Mr. Foxe was with you in
Culwox e this e'.snmg, went on the
headmaster.  “I know everything, my
T Xe ha< told me how you
went with him to Caistowe, and how
you were there when the fight was
actually taking place in Helmford, If I
had given you a chance to speak all
might have been well. I trust Lhat you
1 e me, my lad?”
junior felt that his brain was
reeling—he could not possibly under-
St"md all this,

ut—but——"

“There is no necessity for you to say
anything, Lawrence,” interrupted Mr.
Foxe, giving the lad a nudge. “Every-
thing is cleared up, and it is not at all
necessary for you to go into any ex-
Dblanations—I have done all that!”

And  Lawrence understood — only
dimly at first, but he understood. He
knew that Mr. Smale Foxe had pro-
vided him with an alibi. Perhaps, if
Lawrence had not been quite so amazed
and bewildered he would have told the
truth then and there. He hardly knew
what to say. He was dumb—with
amazement and relief. But he guessed
that Mr. Foxe had some ulterior motive
in acting in this way, and it was quite

clear that the Housemaster did not
want L(wrence to speak. For, of
course, the boy would probably put his
foot in it if he said anything.

The one fact which filled Mr. Foxe
Wwith s; faction was that Lawrence

had not been permitted to say anything
g th:lt ﬁrst interview with the
For, if the junior had admitted

it »\o‘ud have been impossible

Head,
his guilt,
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to provide him with an alibi. As
matters now stood, everything was per-
fectly satisfactory.

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

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

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

“Tut—tut!” interrupted Mr. Foxe
curtly.  “Do not be so foolish! Now
we will come to business. I am aware
of the fact, Lawrence, that you received

thirty pounds for this precious prize
fight—to say nothing of an additional
sum which was probably given to you
by the promoters. Personally, I see 1o
reason why you should not enjoy your-
self—why you should not earn a little
extra money if you wish. And this box-
ing scheme of yours has my entire
approval.”

“If youre going to demand money
from me, Mr. Foxe, you won't get any!™
interrupted Lawrence grimly. “You
had ten pounds last week—simply he-
cause I couldn't refuse you. You've
no right whatever to demand this
money from me. I earned it—I beat
Jimmy Rhodes! It was a hard task,
and I am aching with pain all over——"
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‘That makes no difference to me,
Lawrence!” interrupted Mr. Foxe.
“‘Unless you hand me the sum of thirty-
five pounds at once—I judge that to be
about half of the sum you received—I
shall return to the headmaster and in-
form him of the exact truth. I will
give you just one minute to decide. You
will give me the money, or I will go to
the Head!”

Ernest Lawrence breathed hard, and
his cyes glittered. Why should he give
up his money to this man—this blﬂ
mailer? He understood now why
had got him out of the nouble
was simply in order to obtain this
money! No; he would not give up a

enny—not a farthing. Tor suddenly
Lawrence had realised that he was in a
safe position.”

“Your minute is up, Lawrence!” said
Mr. Foxe grimly.

“I'm sorry, sir, but I cannot let you
have anything!” said Lawrence firmly.
“And I do not think you will go back
to the headmaster!”

“What—what do you mean?” de-
manded the Housemaster, with a start.

“simply this, sir—I don’t very well
see _how you can go back to Dr.
Stafford,” said Lawrence. “If you tell
him now that I did actually go to Helm-
ford, you will make yourself out to be a
liar!” went on the junior. “You can-
not possibly tell another story to Dr.
Stafford now without every word of the
truth coming out. For you must surely
realise, Mr. Foxe, that I shall have no
reason to keep silent. And, when the
Head finds out that you told a lie to
shield me, he will know that I am
speaking the truth when I tell him that
vou have attempted to blackmail me. I
defy you, Mr, Foxe—you cannot do any-

thing!”

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

And, without another word, Mr.

Smale TFoxe turned and left the study.
Ernest Lawrence breathed a great
sigh of relief.

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

In his own study, Mr. Foxe paced up
and down, with pursed lips and glitter-
ing eyes. The junior had been one too
many for him. But Mr. Foxe was de-
mined to reverse the order of things
before so very long. His chance would
soon come, and then Lawrence would
pay!

CHAPTER 12,
A split In Study D!
L HREE o'clock!” said Handforth
I firmly.
“Rats!
declared McClure.

Handforth glared.

“If you want a thick eay, Arnold
McClure, you'd better say so,” he
roared. “If you contradict me again
hyi} pulverise you! say it’s three
o’cloc!

“And I repeat that it’s half-past
two—’

"Youxe both wrong!” interrupted
Church, who had just entered Study D.
“The exact time now is only just a
quarter to two!”

Handforth gazed at Church pityingly.

“Who's talking about the exact
time?” he demanded. “If you didn't
butt in, Walter Church, you wouldn't
make an ass of yourself! McClure says
that the giddy circus starts at half-past
two—and I jolly well know that it
doesn’t start until three o’clock!”

“Oh, the circus!” said Church.
“That’s different, of course.
matter of fact, McClure's right—it does
start at half-past two—and we shall
have to buck up, or we shall be late for
the start.”

McClure grinned.

“There. you are!” he said triumphs
antly. “Now what have you got to say,
H'mdy’

Piffie!” interrupted Handforth.
“I've got a better witness than this

It’s half-past two!”

AS a

1

Here's a witness to prove—"" |



“Now prisoner at the bar,”” said Handforth grimly, *did you or did you

not engage in a prize fight with one Jamos Rhodes at the Ring Pavilion, in

Helmford 2" ¢ 1 did,” said Lawrence. ** You hear that, you chaps 2" said
Handforth triumphantly.  He admits it!"
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fathead! Where’s the local paper?
There’s an advert of the circus in here
—and I'll soon prove to you chaps that
your memories are in a state of decay!”

‘The famous trig of Study D were in-
dulging in one of their little arguments,
Such scenes as this were of daily—al-
most hourly—occurrence. If Hand-
forth & Co. ever agreed upon a point
without a preliminary argument it was
something in the nature of a miracle.

“I'll soon show you!” said Hand-
forth, seizing the “Bannington
Gazette ” and jerking over the pages.
“Now, lemme see—here we are! ‘The
World’s Biggest Circus and Fair.
Caistowe, Saturday—Two Performances
—One at 2-30—and the other at 7.)”

“Now who's right?” roared Church
and McClure in a single voice.

Handforth frowned.

“I'm right!” he said obstinately.

“What!” shrieked Church. “You still
say youre right—after seeing the an-
nouncement in the paper?”

Handforth nodded calmly.

“Certainly!” he said. “The printer
must have made a bloomer in this issue
~that’s the only possible explanation.”

“Well, my only hat!” gasped Mc-
Clure.

Both he and Church knew well
enough that Handforth’s obstinacy was
startling. But this fairly took the
cake. For him to maintain that he was
right was sheer and absolute idiocy.

“Anyhow, we’re not going to have a
row about it!” went on Handforth,
realising that it would be better for him
to dismiss the subject as soon as pos-
sible. “These printers are silly fat-
heads at the best of times! I think
we'd better be getting off—just to make
sure.”

‘:Rntherl” said Church. “Come
N1

It was a Saturday half-holiday, and
the juniors had made up their minds to
run over to Caistowe on their bicycles
in order to visit the circus. A number
of other juniors were going, too, for this
particular circus was reputed to be a
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very excellent one, and it was only due
to remain in Caistowe for one” day.’
There would be a crowd.

“I say, Handy, do buck up!” said
McClure impatiently, “It’s nearly two
o’clock, and it takes us twenty minutes
to get there on our jiggers. We shall
find all the giddy seats gone—"

“Eh?”  said Handforth absently.
“Seats!” 3

“Yes, ass—at the circus!” :

“Circus?” repeated Handforth.

“Ain’t we going to Caistowe?” roared
Church.

““ Caistowe?”
dreamily.

His chums glared at him.

“You—you giddy parrot!” howled
McClure.  “Can’t you say anything ‘
else?  What's the matter with you,
Handy? You know jolly well we're all’
going to the circus in Caistowe, and we
shall have to hurry uj %

“Oh!” said Handforth, with a start,

He seemed to come to earth, and he |

miled.

said Handforth

“As‘a matter of fact, you chaps,” he

went on, “were not going to the
circus!”
“Not going!”

“Of course not!” said Handforth. |
“A circus is a kid’s show—and we

aren’t kids. Just as if we want to go to
see a silly, fatheaded circus. Don’t !
stare at me like that, you asses! We

aren’t going to Caistowe—and there’s
an end to it!”

At times Handforth would be fright-
fully exasperating. He would change {
his  mind  without warning—and °
generally without reason. Church and
McClure had an awful time with him,
and their efforts to stroke him the right
way were sometimes quite pathetic. But |
on this occasion they glared with great
indignation.

“You—you blithering ass!” snapped
Church. “Only yesterday you were full
of enthusiasm for the circus—"

“So he was a few minutes ago!” put
in McClure.

Handforth nodded.
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«yery likely—but my enthusiasm has
yanished,” he said calmly. “I've just
seen @il "announcement in the paper,
decided that we shall go to
oton instead. There is some-

. So we’re going
, and we shall have to hurry up

“Tne Town Hall!” roared Church.
a dxoxth passed the paper across,
and Church and McClure stared at the
announcement.  Their feelings can be
better imagined than described when
they read the following notice :

“TOWN HALL, BANNINGTON.
On Saturday afternoon, at two-thirty
sharp, Ex-Superintendent Browning, of
Scotland Yard will lecture personally
on ‘Crime Investigation, and Some
Celebrated Criminal Cases.’ Admission
1s. 3d. and 2s. 4d. (including tax).”

Church looked up in a dazed kind of
way.

“Is—is this a joke?” he asked faintly.

“Joke!” snorted Handforth. “Of
course it isn't a joke, you ass! Fancy
me not seeing this advert before. A
real Scotland Yard man is to give a
lecture on detective work, and all that
sort of thing! Why, it beats all your
silly old circuses! So we're going
straight off to Bannington.”

hurch and McClure turned red with
wrath.,

“Do—do you mean to tell me that
you'd rather hear this mouldy old
lecture than go to a circus?” shouted
McClure. “It1l be as dull as ditch-
water, Handy—all the chap will do will
be to repeat some famous criminal
cases:

“Rats!” said Handforth obstinately.
“He'll give a lot of tips about detective
work—and you know how interested X
am in all that sort of thing. It's a
chance in a thousand; and I don’t want
any of your silly objecuons' The circus
{5 off——and we're going straight to
Bannington.”

Handforth said this with an air of
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finality—as though there could be no
possible argument about the question.
As a rule, Church and McClure were
submissive. But, at times, they revolted
—and this was one of those times. To
give up the circus for the sake of a dry
old lecture was altogether beyond the
limit. But it was just like one of Hand-
forth’s usual cranky tricks. There was
no telling what he would do next!

“If you want to go to the lecture—
you ean go!” said Church deliberately.
“But if you think you're going to drag
us with you—well, you've made a
bloomer!™

“A large-sized one!*”

Handforth started.

“Do—do you mean to say that youll
let me go alone?” he asked darkly.

“Yes—if you want to be such a fat-
head!” said Church. “We fixed upon
going to the circus, ana we're going!
There’s an end of it!”

“ Absolutely !” said McClure.

Handforth nearly choked.

“You—you rebellious rotters!”
roared. ‘‘Mutiny, by George!”

“No!” said Church. “Mutiny by
MecClure and me!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled McClure.

But Handforth did not see the joke.

“I've often threatened to kick you
out of this study, and now it's going m
happen!” he said sulphurously. Y
—you miserable bounders! You—you

added McClure.

he

traitors! You—you blacklegs' You Te
going to get it in the neck, now—
Smash!
Handforth’s fist shot out, and it

caught Church fully upon the nose.
Church went over with a crash, howl-
ing. This was another of Handforth's
fatheaded tricks—to attack his chums
without warning. They were S0 accus-
tomed to his fists that they generally
dodged before he could touch them.
So Handforth found it necessary to
use strategy.

“Yarooooh!” howled Church.
rotter! Ow!”

McClure dodged for the door with
Handforth in full pursuit. Somehow,

“You
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stuck, and McClure w
shade too late. And Handforth very
considerately  assisted his chum
through the doorway with the toe of
his boot.

McClure rose into the air and fell
into the passage with a dull thud.

ow—ow-—yaroooh!” he bellowed.

Before he could rise to his feet
Church came out—upside down. THe
landed fairly upon McClure.

“Grooooh! said Church.

“You're out now—you've heen kicked
out!” exclaimed Handforth. “And if
you show your faces in this study
again, I won't be answerable for what
happens! I've finished with you for
good! Understand? For good!”

And Handforth refreated into the
study, and slammed the door.

“Hallo—hallo!” exclaimed Reginald
Pitt, strolling out of Study E. ‘“‘How
many earthquakes have there been?
I've counted five, but perhaps I've
missed one or two! You chaps seem
to be having some fun!”

Church and McClure staggered
their feet.,

““We've done
finished with him!”
ﬁcm 1y.

Good'” said Pitt.

52
the door

to

with Handy-—we've
said  McCl

“Perhaps we shall have some peace
in the passage,” went on Pitt. “You
don’t know whac life is in my study.
From morning till night all we can
hear next door is yells, howls, thuds
and crashes! If you chaps go along
to some other study it might be better!
This is the best news I've heard all
the term!”

Handforth jerked out into the passage
like a jack-in-the-box.

“And if you try to be funny, Reginald
Pitt, T'll give you a dose!” he roared,
“I'm just about fed-up—-"

“That’s one relief!” said Pitt. “If
you're fed-up, perhaps you'll be content.
I say, you chaps! Handforth has just
gone off again—I suggest we take him
out and duck his head in the fountain
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—to cool him down! If we allow him
to go about like this he'll bite some-
body—and then there’ll be an epidemic
of hydrophobia!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Quite a number of juniors had
gathered round listening.

“Are—are you calling me a dog?”
bellowed H"mdforth

a, ha, h:

“Well, you Sald it!1” said Pitt. “By
what I can see, you are displnvmg all
fhc symptoms of rabi es—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth didn’t take any further
time for aguments. He charged for-
ward, with the express intention of
knocking Reginald Pitt into the middle
of the following week. But Pitt dodged
nimbly, chuckling.

And Handforth was seized by many
wﬂlling hands and dragged to a stand-
still.

“Lemme gol” howled the leader of
Study D. “You—you rotters! Lemme
get at him!”

“Not just now, my son!” I grinned.
“You mustn’t get excited, Handy.
This is a sheer waste of time. We're all
going off to the circus in Caistowe, and
we shall be late for the start, unless
we hurry up!”

“Rats!” growled ‘Handforth. “Blow
your silly old circus! Rats to the
circus! I'm not gomg to it—I wouldn't
go if you paid me!”

“Oh, good!” said De Valerie. “Then
it’s pretty certaln there won't be 2
riot!” 5

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I was expecting frightful treuble
at the circus,” went on De Valerie
“But if Handforth isn’t going then we
needn’t worry.”

The excited Edward Oswald was lec
firmly, forcibly, out into the Triangle,
I had a firm grip on him, Pitt had
another, and Tommy Watson and Sir
Montie Tregellis-West were there, too.
Handforth had no chance. He was run
out into the centre of the Triangle, and
then given a final shove, which sent
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him pitching forward. By the time
he picked himself up there was nobody
on the spot to go for.

“you—you rotters!” roared Hand-
forth helplessly.

The next second he had to dodge for
nis life, for a great body of cyclists
me whizzing across from the bicycle
shed, straight towards him. He only
just succeeded in getting clear in time,
and he glared at the eyclists in speech-
less wrath. They waved their hands,
and blew a few kisses towards him.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth fairly choked. Then an
expression of contempt came over his
face, and he shrugegd his shoulders.

«I suppose they don’t know any better
—the burbling idiots!” he said wither-
ingly. “Rats to 'em! They can go to
their rotten circus! I'm going to spend
my time in a better way!”

He strode to the bicycle shed, and his
temper was not improved to any great
extent when he found that his own
cycle had been taken, and the only
rideable machine left was an old crock
with one mudguard. Handforth didn’t
know who it belonged to, but he glared
at it as though the machine had done
him an injury. But it was the only
one left, so he was obliged to take it.

“By George!” he muttered. “ri
make somebody pay for this later on.”

He wheeled the bicycle out, jumped
into the saddle, and rode off. He was
accompanied by a series of creaks and
rattles, and a group of Third Form
fags who had collected near the gate,
politely ina  if Handforth had any
old iron for sale.

But for the fact that he was late
already, Handforth would have got off
his machine, and he would have pro-
ceeded to chastise the fags in the way
they deserved. But Handforth had no
time—he would have to pedal for all
he was worth in order to get to
Bannington by two-thirty. And he did
not wish to lose one minute of that
important lecture.
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Meanwhile, Church and McClure and
a crowd of other Remove fellows were
speeding towards Caistowe. * Sir Montie
Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson and
T were among them, for we were keen
upon seeing the circus, too. We went
at a good speed, and we arrived at the
little seaside town in quite comfortable
time; in fact, after we had stored our
machines near the circus, we found
that the time was just twenty minutes
past two. This was quite good.

“0Oh, we shall get good seats!” I
said. “We're not going in the tanner
part, anyhow—and the better seats
never fill up so quickly.”

We were just crossing the road
towards the meadow where the circus
was pitched, when Christine, one of the
College House, nodded.

“That’s old Foxey down there!” he
remarked. “I wonder what he's doing
in Caistowe? I hope he doesn’t come
to the circus! There’s not much fun
in having a Housemaster present!”

I looked down the road, and all the
other fellows looked, too. ~And we saw
the figure of Mr. Smale Foxe, the
Housemaster of the College House. Mr.
Foxe saw us looking in his direction,
and then he behaved in rather a
curious manner.

He was just near a little side turning,
and, abruptly, he dodged up this turn-
ing, out of view. It certainly seemed as
though Mr. Foxe had been extremely
anxious to avoid observation. He had
only caught sight of us at that moment,
and it was quite clear to me that Mr.
Foxe did not want us to catch sight of
him. But we had already done so—his
manceuvre was too late.

“That's queer!” remarked McClure,
«1 wonder why he’s dodged out of
sight like that?”

“Goodness knows!” said Church.
«Rut Housemasters have their funny
little ways, just the same as anybody
else.  And by all that I can under-
stand, Mr. Foxe is a bit of a mystery
—he does things that other House-
masters never do. In any case, if
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he “an(i to dodge, let him—it’s his

And very shortly afterwards all the
juniors, including myself, entered the
circus,  But for some little time after
we had taken our seats, I kept thinking
of Mr. Smale Foxe. There had been
no mistake—the figure we had seen was
the College House master. Why had
he attempted to avoid us? Why had
he skipped into that little side turning,
i]n the hope that we should not see

There was_something rather
about it, and I decided to bca
mind.

queer
it in

CHAPTER 12,
Nothing Boing!
NDFORTH arrived in Banning-
H ton, accompanied by an awful
lot of mud, at exactly twenty-
five minutes past two. He was not in
the best of tempers, for he had been
tearing through mud for a great part
of the way, and a considerable portion
of that mud had transterred itself on
to his clothing, owing to the fact that
the bicycle had only one guard.

However, Handforth was in time for
the lecture, and that was the main
point.

Just as Edward Oswald was dis-
mounting from his machine in front
of the town hall, he caught sight of
a figure on the other side of the road.
And Handforth knew that figure at
once.

It was Mr. Smale Foxe!

Yet how could this possibly be? At
exactly that same moment, Church and
McClure and the other juniors had seen
Mr. Smale Foxe in Caistowe—four and
& half miles away. But Handforth
knew that he had made no mistake.
It was not very easy to make a mistake
where Mr. Smale Foxe was concerned,
for the Housemaster of the College was
not an ordinary looking man; he was
tall, slim, and he had an exceptionally
long nose. His face was  clean-
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shaven, and—as some of the College
House fellows disrespectfully remarked
—It was a face which could be
recognised a mile off.

Handforth was rather
ished because Mr, Foxe apparent
not wish to ke scen! The
master, upon catching sight
y,r‘vcr, dodged
oon bar of a public-house.
folfh stared, and then sniffed.

“It’s a jolly good thing you 't my
Housemaster!” he exclaimed wither-
1y. “There’s a fine exan
going into pubs! The ro
to be reported to the Head!”

And, dismissing the matter from his
mind, Handforth went into the town
hall for his precious lecture.

Mr. Foxe did not remain long in the
rublic-house; in fact, he was out within
a minute, and he kept his eye upon
a shop all the tlme—apparemly

greatly interested in the ironmonger’s
shop on the other side of the road.

A figure emerged from the iron-
monger's—a junior figure. It was that
of Hrnest Lawrence. Lawrence had
evidently been making a few purchases,
for he had a small parcel with him.

The junior went along the pavement,
in no particular hurry. He leoked into
the shop windows idly, and then sud-
denly he came to a halt, for he found
himself confronting Mr. Smale Foxe.

aston-

of the
immediately into the

Hand-

“Good-afternoon, Lawrence!” said
the Housemaster.
“Good afternoon, sir!” said Law-

rence. - “I didn’t know you were in
the town.”

“No?” said Mr. Foxe.
happens, my boy, I should like to have
a few words with you, in private!”

Lawrence looked at the Housemaster
sharply.

“I don’t quite understand, sir!” he
said.

“I think you do, Lawrence!” replied
Mr. Foxe. “In fact, I am quite sure
that you understand; and it will be
advisable, my lad, if you fall in with
my suggestion. I require a few words

“well, as it |

]
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jn private, and I do not _think we can
do bet “than go to the Japanese Cafe,
a lnhu farther along.”

Lawrence nodded.

“ as you like,
quietl

Thc/ walked along, and very soon
came to the highly ornamental front-
age of the Japanese Cafe. It was quite
a nice restaurant, and ancedm"!y
select; in fact, it was the best in Ban-
nington,

They entered, and found the place
nearly empty, which was only natural,
considering the time. And the cafe was
likely to remain partially deserted until
about four o’clock, when seekers after
tea would be crowding in.

Mr. Foxe led the way to a quiet corner
table. The tables were arranged very
cunningly in the Japanese Cafe; each
one was divided off by curtains and
partitions. Thus, it was quite possible
to have a very private talk, if one de-
sired to do so.

Mr. Foxe was smiling and pleasant,
and he ordered the tea when the
waitress came.

“Not much for me, sir!” said Law-
rence. “We only had dinner just over
an hour ago, you know.”

Tea and cakes were brought, and then
the pair were left completely to them-
selves,

‘When they had finished tea, Mr. Foxe
1it a cigarette and then lay back in his
seat,

“Now, Lawrence, for our little chat,”
he said pleasantly.

“Yes, sir,” said Lawrence.

“It is natural that you should Lnow
what the subject of this chat is fo be,”
‘Went on the Housemaster. “To
quite blunt, T want some money from
you, my boy.”

“Some—some money?” inquired Law-
rence, starting.

“Exactly!”

“ Byt

“Please do not put on that surprised
tone, Lawrence,” interrupted Mr. Foxe,
“You know as well as I do why I re-

sir,” he said
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quire this money—and I intend to have
it!”

Lawrence set his jaws firmly.

“I can’t let you have any, sir!” he
declared. “I haven't got it—

“What do you mean—you haven't
gob it?” snapped Mr. Foxe. “You re-
ceived over sixty pounds for your fight
with Jimmy Rhodes. ere would
you have spent so much money ?”

“I cannot tell you, sir.”

“You infernal young rascal!” sald
Mr. Foxe harshly. “Those lies will not
deceive me! You have the money,
practically every penny of it, and I
intend to have my share. Do you
understand? I will put up with no
excuse, and you had better understand,
once and for all, that I will not be
frustrated.”

“I can’t let you have—""

“Silence!” said Mr. Foxe. “Let me
finish, boy! If you do not supply me
with the money I demand, then your
life at St. Frank’s will be made unbear-
able. I will make you pay dearly for
your obstinacy, and before many days
have passed, I will see that you are ex-
pelled in disgrace! I can manage that
quite easily, Lawrence, make no mis-
take! Perhaps at the pxcsuat moment
my tongue is tied, for I do not wish to

get myself into trouble with the head-
master because of you. But my time
will come, and then you will suffer

alone. Do you agree to this or not?”
“No, sir, I will not!” said Lawrence
quietly.

“You—you—-"

Mr. Foxe came to a halt and glared
at Lawrence. Then without a word, he
rose, pushed the curtain aside and
strode out of the restaurant. Again
the Housemaster had been defied, but
somehow Lawrence felt that sooner or
later Mr, Foxe would gain the upper
hand.

Lawrence looked at his watch, after a
while, and then started.

“My hat!” he muttered. “I shall
have to be quick or I shall be too late!”

He vpaid the bill—Mr. Foxe had
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thoughtfully left this for Lawrence's
attention—and then took his degar-
ture from the restaurant. He went
straight along the High Street, and
made his way to the railway station,
arriving just as a train was pulling up
against the platform.

Lawrence waited, and
minute or twe a small,
figure approached him.
Norman Rook.

‘“Ah, my boy!
you!” he exclaimed heartily.
are you feeling?”

“Splendid, sir!” said the junior.

“That’s excellent!” exclaimmed Mr.
Rook. “I have been anxious to see you
ever since your fight with Jimmy
Rhodes. I can tell you my lad, you
have opened the eyes of the Helmford
crowd! They never expected you to
win; they were positively certain that
Rhodes would wipe you up! It was a
great victory for you! I may say that
you are the most wonderful little boxer
I have ever met in all my experience!”

“It’'s very good of you to say that,
sir—

“Very good—fiddlesticks!” inter-
rupted Mr. Rook. ‘“You have the
science; you have the training. By
gad! If you weren't tied to St. Frank’s,
I could do wonders with you, my lad!
As it is, I must arrange your fights so
that you can easily attend them, with-
out anybody at St. Frank’s knowmg
about it. I can tell you, it’s a puzzle,
but I think I shall be successful.”

“It's very good of you, sir, but——"

“I will not hear any objections, my
boy!” interrupted Mr. Rook. “I am
fixing up a fight for you now, which,
if you win, will finally establish your
reputation. And the purse for this next
fight will be quite a considerable one—
not a farthing under one hundred and
fifty pounds.”

“My goodness! ejaculated L:.ionce,
starting.

“Ah, that makes you think, doesn't
it?” smiled Mr. Rook. “You see what
success brings you, my boy! And things

ithin a
well-dressed
It was Mr.

I am glad to see
“How
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will get better and better, make no
mistake! This next fight I am arrang-
ing for you will be a splendid one, and
I am quite certain that you will win,
although you will have a harder man
to deal with than Jimmy Rhodes.”

5 Who will it be, sir?” inguired Law-
renc

Mx "Rook shook his head.

“I don't quite know yet, 1my boy,” he
replied. “I have several irons in the
fire, and I shall know definitely by
Monday. But, if possible, I want (o
match you against a well-known man.
And it isn't my policy to waste time
over these fights. This next bout, 1f
I can manage it, will take place within
a fortnight.”

“It's awfully good of you to take so
rmuch trouble over me, Mr. Rook,” said
Lawrence; “but I dow’t think that I
shall be able to go in for another
fight—"

a “Do you mean that you won't be
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“Oh, no, said the junior. “I'm fit
enough now, if it comes to that!”

“Then don’t let me hear any more
of that talk!” interjected Mr. Rook
grimly. “Why, boy, you don't seem to
realise what this will mean to you! It's
rather a pity I can’t tell you anything
definite to-day—I wanted to, but I am
in the hands of other people. There-
fore, we must arrange another meeting
for Monday evening.”

“It might be difficult for me to get
a pass, sir.”

“That’s quite all right, said Mr. Rook.
““On Monday I will come to St. Frank'’s,
so that you shall have no trouble.”

La\vrcnce looked alarmed.

But—but you mustn’t do that!” he
exclaimed quickly. “¥You mustn't be
seen at St. Frank’s, sir. It wouldn't do
at all.”

“You need have no fear,” smiled Mr.
Rook. “I shall not appear at St.
Frank’s; I shall not be seen by anybody
except you. I fully realise the posi-
tion, and I know that your headmaster
regards me as a kind of super-criminal.
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Therefore, I shall be careful. Now, isn't
there some place near the school where
we could meet in private—some out-
puilding or other?

‘Tawrence thought for a moment.

«well, sir, there’s a kind of barn
right at the back of the school,” he re-
plied. “It’s down at the bottom of the
paddock, behind the Head's garden.
That barn is always deserted after dark,
1 know, and I could easily slip over
there at the given time and meet you.
And I think it would be safe enough,

0.

“Then that's good enough,” said Mr,
Rook. ‘A barn at the bottom of the
paddock behind the Head’s garden!

Right you are, Lawrence; I will remem-:

ber! ‘And I will be there at seven
o'clock to the minute. Will you promise
to meet me?”

“Yes, sir—certainly!” said Lawrence.
“But I can’t promise to—""

“That’s enough!” smiled the other.
“ At seven o'clock on Monday night, in
the old barn at the back of the school.
Until then, my boy, good-bye!”

And Mr. Rook shook hands with
Ernest Lawrence, and a few minutes
later they parted. The boxing-
promoter would hear no refusal from
the junior, and Lawrence felt some-
how that he would be compelled to ap-
pear in this next match.

And when Lawrence thought of the
purse, and when he thought of his
father, he decided in his own mind
that there could be only one course
to take. -

CHAPTER 1a.
The Mystery of Mr. Foxe!
<« ¥OLLY good!” said McClure cheer-
j fully. “About the best circus I've
ever seen in this district! What
do you think, Churchy?”
Church nodded.
“Rather!” he sald. “A ripping
show! What an ass Handy was not to
come with us! T1i bet he’s sorry now,
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because he couldn’t help being fed-up
with that mouldy old lecture at Ban-
nington!”

The two juniors had just entered
sStudy D in the Remove passage of the
Ancient House. They had returned
from the circus, and they were in high
spirits. It was now just about tea-time,
and Church and McClure were already
making preparations. They had bought
some extra special pastries from Cais-
towe with them, and they were intent
upon having a swell tea.

The fire was made up, the kettle was
put on, and other details received atten-
tion. Church and McClure bustled
about with a will, totally ignoring the
fact that they had been expelled from
the study for good. Naturally, they
took no notice of this. On the average,
they were told to clear out of Study D
about three times a week.

“I expect Handy will be coming in
before long,” said Church, as he cut
the bread-and-butter. “And if he isn’t
in a shocking temper, I shall be sur-
prised. Perhaps this grub will put him
in a good humour; he’s bound to be
hungry, and I must say that the ham
looks spiffing and the pastry is first-
class. But if Handy starts any of his
fat-headed tricks, we'll soon show him
a thing or two!”

“Shush! He's coming, I think!”

Crasi!

The door burst open and Handforth
entered, This was his usual method
of coming in. He just delivered one
kick, and cared nothing about locks or
fastenings. And, to the astonishment
of Church and McClure, their leader
was looking cheerful and good-
humoured.

«Hallo, you chaps!” he said genially,

«Getting tea ready? ! T'm
famished! A jolly good spread, too, by
the look of it. That's the style!
Cycling always gives a fellow a rip-
ping appetite.”

Church and McClure exchanged
glances. This was better than they
had expected. By some extraordinary
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chance, Handforth had returned in a
good temper. It really seemed that he
had enjoyed his afternoon, after all.

Certainly he had quite forgotten the
squabble which had taken place just
after dinner. But Handforth’s memory
was always a short one, after he had
recovered his good humour. He even
forgot his clothing was muddy, and
that he was going to slaughter some-
body for leaving him an old crock in-
stead of a bicycl

“By the way,” he said, as he sat down
at the table, “what about that silly
circus of yours? I bet it was rotten!”

‘“Well, youre wrong,” said Church,
“It was one of the best circuses I've
ever seen, and if yowd had any sense,
Handy, you would have come with us.
You've missed a_treat!”

“Rather!” said the other junior,

“Rats!” exclaimed Handforth. “I
should have missed a bigger treat if I
had come with you! What about this
lecture I went to hear? Ex-Superin-
tendent Browning, of Scotland Yard!
By George, what a man! What a mar-
vellous detective! Sherlock Holmes and
Sexton Blake aren’t in it with him!”

“Who told you he was a marvellous
detective?” inquired Church.

“He did himself, of course!” said
Handforth. “He told the audience all
about his cases—how he had worked
them out, step by step, and hunted the
criminals down. It was ripping—abso-
lutely great!”

“This Scotland Yard chap seems to
think a lot of himself, anyhow,” re-
marked McClure. “I don’t call that
very modest.”

““If a chap is clever, there’s no reason
why he shouldn't let everybody know
it,” said Handforth. *“I'm not the kind
of chap to boast, but I will say that my
detective abm(y is rather out of the
ordinary. But I've never had a chance
to display it. All I require is a decent
casc,' and then I shall make things

um!

“T'l bet you will!” said Church, with
conviction,
*Of course, there’s a bit of a mystery
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about, Mr. Foxe,” went on Handforth
thoughtfully. “There’s something
queer about the master of the College
House. I should like to get at the
bottom of it, if I could, but it'’s not
mysterious enough for me. 1 want
something bigger—something more im-
portant. Foxey is a queer chap, and I
can’t quite get to the bottom of him.
I saw him this afternoon, just beiore I
went into the town hall, and I'm blest
if he didn’t dodge into the salcon bar
of a public-house! You r 1t have
thougm that he was afraid of me secing
him !

Church and McClure both jcc

“You saw Mr. Foxe this aft
inquired Church.

2d up.
con?*

in-

“What time was it—exacily?”
quired McClure.

“Twenty-five minutes past two,” said
Handforth promptly. “I know that for
a fact, because I was just outside the
town hall, ready to go in, and I was
five minutes before time. Mr. Foxe
went into that little pub on the other
side of the road.”

“At twenty-five past two?”
Church.

“Yes, you fathead!”

“Absolutely impossible!” repeated
McClure. “It wasn’t Mr. Foxe you
saw!” He was in Caistowe at twenty-
five past two.”

“Rubbish!”

“I tell you—>

“Piffle!” said Handforth. “Foxey
in Caistowe at twenty-five past two?
Don’t talk out of the back of your neck,
you ass!
at that time—-"

“Oh, all right! have your own way!”
said Church irritably. “You generally
do. But Church and I happened to see
Foxey in Caistowe! Not only that, but
several other chaps saw him, too—
Nipper, and Watson, and Tregellis-
West, and Pitt—we all saw him. He

asked

Mr. Foxe was in Bannington

dodged out of our way, as though he
peealie §

was afraid of us seeing him
Handforth star
*Oh, there’s something queer about

|
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this!” he exclaimed. “I saw Foxey in
Bannington—and he tried to dodge me,
just as you say. You didn't see
Foxe—that's a cert. The chap you
saw  was somebody who looks like

hi

“AI] right; have it that way, if you
like,” said McClure. ‘It simply comes
to this, then—there are two editions
of Mr. Smale Foxe walking about.
Because it’s absolutely impossible for a
man to be in two places at one and the
same time.  You saw him in Banning-
ton, and we saw him in Caistowe—at
the same minute. That’s obviously
impossible, and so there must be two
of ’em!”

“Two Mr. Foxes?”

“Yes,” said McClure. “That’s the only.
way to account for it. So we'd better
let the argument drop, and say no
more about it.”

Church, of course, was fully con-
vinced that Handforth had made a
mistake, and that the man he had seen
was a total stranger. And McClure
knew better than to argue, and his
chief object now was to bring the dis-
cussion to a close. He could see
ructions ahead, unless they were
careful.

But Handforth took the thing in
quite a diferent way to what McClure
had expected. He suddenly jumped
to his feet, his face flushing with ex-
citement, and he paced up and down
lhe sLhdy with short, restless strides.

“By George!” he e]aculated at last.
“A mystery—a regular puzzle! It's
just what I was on the look-out for—
and_here it is, thrown into my hands,
ready to be unravelled!”

“Eh?” gasped McClure.

“What?” said Church faintly.

“A mystery—a real, impenetrable
mystery!” said Handforth. “I'm going
to investigate this, and I'm not going
to lose any time about it! There are
two Mr. Foxes—two men exactly the
same. The Housemaster of the College
House has got a double!”

“Oh my goodness!” smd cClury

double!” repeated Handfolth
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firmly. “That’s the only explanation.
There are two men who look exactly
alike in every detail, and I shouldn’t
be suxpusud if there’s a conspiracy of
some kind.”

“You—you burbling xdlot'”
McClure. “You must be mad!”

But Handforth was too excited to
take any notice of the insult.

“I'm going to watch Mr. Foxe as a
cat watches a mouse!” he went on
keenly. “I'm going to watch him day
and night—I'm going to be
shadow! And, sooner or later, I sha'l
succeed in unravelling the knot!”

And Handforth, grabbing his cap,
marched out of Study D, and banged

said

the door after him. Church and
McClure gazed at one another rather
blankly.

“Well, I'm blest;” said Church.

“Fancy the ass takmg it like that!”

“Oh, there’s no accounting for what
he’ll do!” said McClure. “Let him
g0. Thank goodness he didn't try
to drag us with him! He’ll cool off
after a bit—after he’s met with failure,
It’s no good trying to knock sense into
his head—you might just as well talk
to_a coconut!”

Meanwhile, Handforth met with an
extraordinary piece of luck.

As a general rule, if Handforth'
started any attempt at detective work,
he met with dismal and absclute
failure; but, on this occasion, by some
trick of fate, he was permitted to find
out something of the utmost import-
ance. It was just an ecxample of
“fools’ luck.”

Handforth went straight out into the
Triangle. He had no particular plan
in mind, except that he was going to
hang about the College House, in the
hope of catching sight of Mr Smale
Foxe. And he certainly did think of
approaching the Housemaster's win-
dow. But Handforth had not been
out in the Triangle for more than
three minutes before he gave a start.

A figure had just emerged from the
lobby of the College House—a figure
which Handforth knew at once. It
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was Mr. Foxe himself! The House-
master was intent upon going out, for
he was wearing a thick overcoat and
a tweed cap.

“By George!” muttered Handforth.
“This is ripping! I shall get on the
track straight away!”

He quite overlooked the fact that Mr.
Foxe was probably going down to the
post office, or on some innocent errand
of that kind. But, as a matter of
fact, Mr, Foxe was 1ot setiin 1g off on
such an innocent mission,

He walked across the Triangle, and
then made his way down Bellton Lane,
in the direction of the village. And
Handforth followed behind, at some
little distance.

If Mr. Smale Foxe had been sus-
picious—if he had suspected that some-
body was shadowing him—Handforth
would have had no chance. But Mr.
Foxe did not even once glance back-
wards.

And, after walking down the lane for
some little way, Mr. Foxe came to a

1

halt.

Handforth started, and crouched
near the hedge. For he knew that the
Housemaster had come to a stop just
against the old stile which led into the
depth of Bellton Wood. Mr. Foxe was
intent upon going along the footpath!
bis, in itself, looked suspicious to
Handforth’s mind.  Why should a
respectable Housemaster want to go
into the depth of a wood in the dark-
ness of the evening?

Mr. Foxe stepped over the stile, and
then completely vanished from view.

“My hat!” muttered Handforth, in
alarm.

For he was afraid that he would lose
his quarry. He ran lightly down the
lane, slowing down somewhat as he
approached the stile. And he did not
risk going right up to the stile itself.
Instead, he wormed his way through a
€ap in the hedge, which was situated
about ten yards away. Handforth
lmmu h'vncexf in the wood, and he

ched still for a moment or two,
d the crackling of twigs.
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Inch by inch, Handforth went for-
ward, and still he could hear the sound
of twigs being broken under foot. And
Handforth came to one conclusion—
Mr. Foxe had nof taken the footpath
through the wood, but had stopped

after penetrating a hundred yards.
And now he was pacing up and down,
killing time; Foxe was

in fact, Mr.

waiting for somebody! This supposi-
tion was proved to be true almost at
once, for, when Handforth had got
somewhat closer, he came to a halt.
Other footsteps were sounding, and
they were coming from the direction
of the lane. Then a dim figure
loomed up, and came along the foot-
path. It passed on, and then Hand-
forth heard a mutter of voices. He
took this opportunity to worm his way
nearer, creeping round trees, and
avoiding the bushes. And at last he
was in a position where he could see
the two figures standing talking to one
another in Jow voices. Handforth stood
quite still, listening intently.

And he was somewhat disappointed
when he found it impossible to dis-
tinguish any of the words that were
being said. He only knew that the
voice was that of Mr. Foxe; in fact,
both voices seemed to be the same!
This may have been fancy, but Hand-
forth was certain of it.

Then a match was suddenly struck.
It flared up, and Handforth fixed his
gaze upon the heads and shoulders of
the two men.

And what he saw fairly staggered

The men were facing one another,
and each had a mgarette in his mouth.
The match blazed up quite brilliantly
in the still air.

As they lit their cigarettes -Hand-
forth saw the faces of the two men
quite distinetly.

And it was impossible {o tell one
from the other, They were alike—ab-
solutely alike in every detail!

It was almost beyond belief!

The man on the left was Mr. Smale,
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Foxe—and the man on the right was
Mr. Smale Foxe!

The thin features, the long nose,
bushy "vcbrows—evexythmg, in fact!
Both men possessed the same features
in every tiny detail—one was the
uble of the other!

Handforth was more startled than
pe could say; his brain refused to
work properly, and his mind was in a
state of chaos. Was he seeing cor-
, or was this some optical illu-
He had suspected something of
c kind, after he had heard what
Church and McClure had told him;
but here was actual proof of it—posi-
five, concrete proof!

And then the match went out, and
only the faint glow of the two cigar-
eites remained. But Handforth had
seen enough—he knew the truth. Mr.
Smale Foxe, the Housemaster of the
College House, had a double. ~And
Handforth now vaguely remembered
one or two puzzling things which had
occurred during the past week or so.
Mr. Foxe had not been the same on
all occasions. Sometimes he had been
harsh and overbearing—at other times
he had been quite decent.

Handforth formed the startling
theory that there had been two Mr.
Foxes at St. Frank’s—not at the same
time, but at different periods. One
Mr, Foxe had presided over the College
House for a certain time, and his place
had then been taken by the other Mr,
Foxe!

Handforth would bave given a term’'s
pocket-money if he could have heard
what the pair were saying; but he
could not catch even a single word. It
was terribly galling. And then Mr.
Foxe and his double commenced walk-
inz down the footpath. They were
thatting together, and were just walk-
ing for the sake of something to do.

And Handforth was so full of his dis-
overy that he decided not to wait. He
['anted to dash back to St. Frank’s,
nd tell his chums of his wonderful

1ceess. And so, as quietly as possibl
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he backed away, reached the hedge,
and emerged into Bellton Lane. Then
he raced away for the school.

He arrived in a breathless condi-
tion, and rushed straight up to Study
D. As he rcached the door he came
to a halt, and paused for breath. The
sound of laughter came to him from
within.

And now he's investigating!”
McClure was saying. “He’s going to
get to the bottom of the mystery!”

“Ha, ha, ha!»

‘“He’s ing to be Mr. Foxe's
ﬁhfmow'” and Church.

‘“Ha, ba, ha!”

Handforth clenched  his  fists,

grabbed the door handle, and burst
into the study. He found it occupied
by his own chums, Sir Montie Tre-
gellis-West, Tommy Watson and my-
self, and Pitt, Grey and Levi. We
were all grinning hugely.

“Oh, so this is the game, is i
Handforth warmly. “You
you rotters! ~ But I'll show you up—
I'll prove that my investigations have
turned out successfully! p il
show you whether I'm a good detec-
tive or not!”

“Keep it up! One of these days you
might dwccver something—there’s no
telling!”

Hdndfm(h sniffed.

“I've discovered something already!™
he said.

“Go hen!”

“What is it?” inquired Pitt. “Have
you found out that Foxe is a hound?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth frowned.

“If youre going to cackle all the
time, I won't say anything!” he threat-
ened. “I've made a discovery of the
utmost importance, and I want you
chaps to treat it in the right way. T'll
tell you what’s happened. I followed
Mr. Foxe down the lane, not long ago,
and he went into the wood!”

“The scoundrel!” said Pitt fierce!

“on, I don’t
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Tommy Watson.
be found in wood

“Ha, ha, ha!” x

“If youre going to be funny, I
won't say another word!” shouted
Handforth, glaring round. “This is a
serious business, and I've got on the
track of something trcmenuously im-
portant.  And all you can do to
grin, and make remarks that you cal‘
Jjokes!”

I looked round severely.

“Order in court!” I exclaimed.
“This is a serious matter—Hand-
forth says so. And it’s only right to

“Fo‘{es are often to

give him a fair hearing, and to dis-
cover what he has done!”
“Go ahead, Handy!” chuckled

Reginald Pitt.

“pAwfully kind of you to give me per-
mission!”  said Handforth sarcastic-
ally. “If you fellows would only
realise the importance of this affair,
you wouldn’t be so jolly funny! Mr,
Foxe went into the wood, and I fol-
lowed him. And after a bit he came
to a stop, and paced up and down. He
hadn't been there long before another
man came—evidently from the village.
They shook hands, and stcod there

King.”

“And you listened, I suppose?” asked
Watson.

Cesy

“Eavesdropper!”

“Oh, don’t be dotty!” snapped Hand-
forth. “I listened, but I couldn’t hear
anything—they spcke too low. In any
case, a detective is permitied to listen
while criminals make their plots—it
isn't eavesdropping at all!”

“Are you calling Mr. Foxe a
criminal?” asked Pitt.
“Well, I believe he's a wrong "un,”

said Handforth grimly. “There's some-
thing fishy about him, anyhow. Well,
to go on. Mr. Foxe struck a match,
and he and the other man lit cigar-
ettes. And while the match flared up,
I made an extraordinary discovery—
bo‘t‘llx\ 11161 were exactly the same!”
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“Draw it mild, Handy!”

—the same noses, the same eyes, the
same features in every way. Therg
were two Mr. Smale Foxes standing
there!”

“It's not  quite
Handy!” said Pitt.
the two men just for a moment, whi
that match flared up, and it's qui Q
easy to make mistakes. It was you
imagination, old son. You wanted
see two Mr. Foxes! You made
bloomer this afterncon, and made oufj
that you saw Mr. Foxe in Banningto:
while he was really in Caistowe. Ang
now, to suit your own theory, yot
make two Mr, Foxes! We're no
swallowing it, old son!”

“Rather not!” |
It's a bit too thick, dea

good  enough,

“You'd better try again, Handy!
Handforth nearly choked as
"azed round at the grinning juniors.

You—you disbelieving asses!”
roared. “Don’t you believe me?” k|
“We think that you are sincer
enough, Handy!” I said gently. “B
everybody’s liable to make mistakes
even the best detectives. And i
quite clear that you must have mad
a bloomer this time—-"
“I didn’t make a bloomer!” howlg

Handforth. “I saw two editions ]

Mr. Fox - 2
“Ha, ha, ha!” q
“I tell you—-" a1
“Youll be the death of us one

these days’ old son!” said Pitt, gril
A , my sainted aunt, w]

grinned McClure.
“Rather!” said Church. E
“All right, I'm not going to argu
said Handforth curtly. “I'm disgust
with you—I'm fed up! onf
I'll prove the truth of this story
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mine—T1l bring complete evidence. All
1 ask is that you don’t talk about it,
pecause that would upset the apple
cart. Just keep mum about what I've
told you, and within a week I'll bring
you the real evidence!”

“Good!” said Pitt. “That’s the
style, Handy. We won't say any-
thing—will we, you chaps?”

“Not a word!” I promised. “I

know the others will be all right.”

“That’s settled, then!” said Hand-
forth. “You can clear out of my study
now—good riddance to you! I'm
going to investigate this case, and I'm
going to get at the truth! You'll all
look pretty small when youre com-
pelled to admit that I've been right
all along the line!” .

The juniors yelled as they passed
out into the Remove passage. But
there was something in Handforth’s
tone which was just a little unusual,
and I wondered to myself whether he
had really struck an actual mystery
this time.

Edward Oswald Handforth was
generally supposed to be a duffer of
the first water; but Handforth wasn’t
quite such a duffer as he generally
seemed to be!

CHAPTER 15.
Further Discoveries!

UNDAY was rather a blank day
for the amateur detective of the
Remove. He watched the College

House constantly, but, unfortunately,
Mr. Smale Foxe remained indoors all
day long. He did not venture out once,
and Handforth was disappointed.

On Monday, of course, there were
essons to do. This was a positive
lnuisance; but lessons were as inevitable
s the sunrise, and they had to be
ttended. Handforth felt it a terrible
vaste of time, and he chafed all the
horning as he sat in the Remove class-

Twice he got into trouble with Mr.
rowell, and he came within an inch of
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being detained for the evening. ' After
that, Handforth paid more attention to
his lessons.

During the dinner-hour, he kept his
eyes well open, but there was nothing
doing. When afternoon lessons came
Handforth was once more plunged into
a mood of feverish impatience, While
he was wasting his time here, in the
class-room, perhaps Mr. Foxe was going
about, meeting his double; all sorts of
things might be occurring, in fact.
Handforth was losing opportunities all
the time. It was terribly galling.

But all things come to an end, sooner
or later—even lessons; and at last tea-
time arrived. Handforth felt like a
prisoner coming out of gaol, and his
first move was across the Triangle
towards the College House. He made
one or two careless inquiries, and
gained the information that Mr. Foxe
was in his study. i

“Well, that’s one consolation!”
Handforth told himself. “I don’t
expect he’ll do anything until after
dark now—that’s his wheeze. But I'm
going to watch him—I'm going to keep
my eyes open all the time.”

He noficed that Church and
McClure were standing against the
steps of the Ancient House, and he
moved over towards them.

“Coming in to tea, Handy?”
quired Church.

“Yes, 'm coming in now,” said
Handforth. “But McClure is going to
stop out here.”

“Eh?” said McClure.

“Youre going to stop out here, my

in-

son.

“What the dickens for?” demanded
McClure. “I want.my tea as well as
you do—"

““You can have your tea afterwards.
At present youre going to remain
here!” said Handforth grimly. “I
don’t want any objections or any in-
subordination. Don’t forget that you
chaps are my assistants!”

“Your which?” said Church, star-
ing.
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“My hssistants!” replied Handforth,
“At any time Mr. Foxe might come
out, with the intention of going for a
walk, or something—or to keep an
appointment. If we all go in to tea, we
shall probably miss him; thereforc
you've got to remain out here on the
watch, McClure. I'll have my tea as
quickly as I can. If you see Mr., Foxe,
buzz up to the study window and tap
upon it. It won’t take me two minutes
to dodge out and to get on the trail.”

“Oh, my hat!” mutcered McClure.
“It’s a dotty idea—

“Are you going to do as I say, or will
you take a punch on the nose?” said
Handforth aggressively. “I'm not in
a mood to stand any nonsense. You've
got to ohey orders—that’s what you
are for! If there’s any insubordina-
tion, I shall put it down with a firm

nd!”

McClure felt rather helpless. There
was no way out of this difficulty; he
would have to stop out there, in the
'I‘u?ngle until Handforth had had his

“A11 right—go and get tea as quickly
as you can!” he growled. “Don’t
keep me hanging about here for long.”

Handforth went off without another
word, and McClure hung about the
Triangle, feeling demdedly fed up. Of
course, he saw no sign whatever of
Mr. Smale Foxe; he would have been
very surprised if he had done so, and,
a quarter of an hour later, Handforth
reappeared chewing the last mouthful
of his meal.

“Well?” he asked, in a low voice.
“Anything to report about Foxey?”

“No, ass!” said McClure. “I
haven’t smn ,& sign of him—I never
expected to

“All nght‘gct indoors and have
some tea!” said Handforth briskly.
“I'm afraid you don’t appreciate the
honour I have bestowed upon you. As
one of my assistants, you ought to feel
proud!”

McClure couldn’t think of a fitting
answer, s0 he went indoors without
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saying anything. He went to Study D«
and partook of tea with Church, and:
the two juniors discussed Handforth
until the meal was over. Then they
cleared away, and strolled out into the
Triangle. They found Handforth still:
Lhere, prowling about in the gloom
under the old chestnut trees. By this
time Handforth himself was beginning,
to feel somewhat fed up.

“ fhing  to  report? 1
McClure, as he came up.

Handforth glared.

“I don’t want any of your rot!” he
sald grimly. “No, there’s nothing to
report! Foxey hasn’t come out, con-
found him!”

“Most inconsiderate!” said Church.‘
“I think something ought to be done:
about it, Handy! Youre out here,
waiting in the cold—waiting to follow,
Mr. Foxe when he comes aun, and the;
chap sticks indoors the whole times
He hasn’t got an atom of consideration
for you!”

Handforth ignored this attempt at
humour.

“What's the time?” he aske
bluntly.

“Oh, half-past six!” said Churc]
“A little over, in fact. It must b

nearly twenty minutes to seven.”

“It’s no good hanging about her:
Handy!” put in McClure, “The be:
thing you can do is to come indoo:
and do your prep——"

“Shut up, you ass!” hissed Han
forth, “Look! There he is, now-
he’s just coming out!”

Church and McClure looked at
Smale Foxe without
interest. The master of the Coll

o R ——

B

taking the air. It was impossible
him to see the three juniors, for they V
were completely hidden in the d.aﬂ‘

ness under the old chestnut trees.
it probably seemed to Mr. Foxe
the Triangle was quite deserted.

Sl
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At all events, he proceeded to do
something rather curious.

He went over to the school wall, not
far from the gate, to a spot where he
could find concealment behind some
tree trunks. And he stayed there—he
placed himself flat against the wall
and did not move,

“ Well, I'm blest!” muttered Church.
“What’s the idea of that, I wonder?”

“He’s watching—he’s waiting for
something!” said Handforth. “Didn’t
I tell you that he’s a wrong ‘un? No
ordinary Housemaster would crouch
against the wall like that and try to
hide himself! By George, I believe
were going to get on the track!”

The school clock chimed, announc-
ing that the time was now a quarter
to seven—and still Mr. Foxe remained
there.

At ten minutes to seven a junior
come out of the College House. Hand-
forth & Co., recognised him as Ernest
Lawrence. The Removite was wear-
ing his overcoat and cap, and, con-
trary to the expectations of the three
Ancient House juniors, he did not
walk towards the gate at all. Instead,
he went right across the Triangle, and
vanished in the direction of the play-
ing fields. Then, to the astonishment
of Handferth & Co., Mr. Foxe left his
place of concealment and followed
Lawrence!

“My hat!” muttered

\ “‘What's the idea of that?”

Church.

“I don't know—but we're going to
find out!” said Handforth, “I don’t
| think I ought to let you fellows come,
\as a matter of fact—you’ll only mess
Ithings up. I'm going to follow Foxey,
and you can follow me, Church, if you
like, and McClure can come on behind.
But don’t get too close, It's no good
having amat,eur detectives on a job
iike this
& “Gxoat Scott!”  said  McClure.
X ‘What do you call yourself, then?”
Handronh did not reply, and crept
&w the track of Mr. TFoxe.
e hurch and McClure, after a short
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consultation, followed their leader.
They were both curious to see where
this little adventure would end.

Handforth was very puzzled when
he saw that Lawrence had turned into
the big paddock, Mr. Foxe, too, closely
following the College House junior.
But it was so dark that Lawrence had
no indication that he was being
shadowed.

Seven o’'clock was just chiming out
when Lawrence reached the barn
which stood at the bottom of the pad-
dock, and entered by means of the old
ramshackle door. A figure moved out
from the shadows and came towards
him.

“Is that you, Lawrence?” inquired
the voice of Mr. Norman Rook.

“Yes, slr.” said the junior. “Youre
here, then?
“I've been here for ten minutes,”

replied Mr. Rook. “And you are here
prompt to the minute. Excellent! It
will not be necessary for me to detain
you long, my lad—this interview can
be over within five minutes.”

Outside crouched Mr. Smalec Foxe.
The master had found it impossible to
get to the door without being detected,
for Lawrence and Mr. Rook were
standing quite close. But the walls of
this old building were made of wood,
and there were many cracks to be
seen. Mr. Foxe was standing against
one of these, and it was easily possible
for him to overhear every word that
was being said.

As for Handforth & Co., they were
rather helpless. Handforth crept as
near as he could, and Church and
McClure came up to him. But it was
quite out of the question for them to
get near enough to know exactly what
was going on within the barn. All they
could do was to crouch there, waiting
and watching—and decidedly im-
patient.

In the barn Mr. Rook and Lawrence
were talking.

“I have to be extremely careful to
keep everything secret,” Mr. Rook was
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saying. “There is not a soul who
knows that Young Ern is really a

Jjunior boy of St. Frank’s, I
don’t suppese the public would believe
it, even if the statement was made.”.

“It’s most important that it should

be kept quiet, sir,” said Lawrence.
“Exactly,” agreed Mr. Rook. “And
it will ke kept qulet my boy. Well,

look here, we cannot waste our time
by dlscussmg these matters. We must
get to business. I have been success-
ful in arranging a fight for Wednesday
evening. Do you think you will be fit
cnough then to enter the ring?”

h, I'm  fit enough, sir—even
now'” replied Lawrence. “But I don't
know whether it will be safe—"

“It must be safe—everything
depends upon this bout,” said Mr.

Rook. “It will take place at the Ring
Pavilion, Helmford—where you met
Johnny Rhodes. And this fight is
being organised well, Lawrence. All
the seats are being bocked up rapidly
—at double prices. You see, great
interest in boxing is taken at Helm-
ford, and you have made a name for

yourself already. You will fight a
fifteen-round  contest with — Mike
Connor.”

“Oh!” said Lawrence. “I've heard
of him!”

“I'm nct at all surprised to hear you
say that,” said the boxing promotor.
“Mike Connor is an Irish-American
boxer of some renown—and he will be
a hard nut for you to crack, but I am
confident, Lawrence, that you will be
able to pull the fight off. I have
infinite faith in you, and I do not
think you will disappoint me. At the
same time, you must realise that this
contest WJll be a very severe tax upon
your ingenuity and skill. You must
use every effort, and you must put in
all your spare moments at practice
and training.”

“I will, sir,” said Lawrence. “But
I shall have to be careful, or the
fellows might get u.ondermg why I'm
doing so much boxing.”

'THE SCHOOLBOY BOXER! -

“I think I can trust you to take
ovoxy precaution,” smiled Mr. Rook.
“The .purse, as I indicated before, will
be a large one—the sum of one hun-
dred and fifty pounds. If you win, you
will receive one hundred pounds, and
if you, lose you will receive fifty
pounds.

Lamem,e's eyes sparkled.

“It’s a big prize, Mr. Rook!” he ex~

claimed eagerly. “My goodness! It's
—it’s worth thinking about!”

Lawrence thought even then. He
remembered _his father, struggling

hard in London to keep his business
going. If Lawrence could only win
this hundred pounds and send it to .
his father, it would be a wonderful
achievement. And the junior did not
hesitate a moment in accepting the
offer, He decided to fight Mike Con-
nor in the Ring Pavilion on the Wed-
nesday of the following week.
Mr. Rook was very pleased, and he
did not waste much time. He con-
tinued talking only for a short while
longer, and then he shook hands with
Lawrence and took his departure. He
had fixed things up, and that was
sufficient.
Lawrence emerged from the barn
and made his way back across the pad-
dock slowly and thoughtfully. And
then, quite abruptly, a form appeared,
before him, a form which he Tecog-|
nised almost at once as that of Mr.
Smale Foxe! The junior caught his
breath in sharply, and stared at thel
Housemaster in alarm and anger.
“One moment, Lawrence — ong
moment!” saild Mr. Foxe smoothly,
“I would like a little chat with you"

“A—a chat!” echoed Lawrence
“What for, sir? Youve been follow:
ing me! You've been spylng—"

“That is rather a nasty word to use
my lad,” interrupted Mr. Foxe grim);
“1 have certainly overheard your con
versation with Mr. Rook—if that
what you mean. And I am greatly id
terested by your little plans. So y
intend to go to Helmford on Wedn%
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day, and it is your plan to fight Mike
Connor at the Ring Pavilion for a
purse of a hundred and fifty pourfis?”

“Well, what are you going to do,
sir?” asked Lawrence hotly. “You
evidently mean mischief, or you
wouldn’t have taken the trouble to
follow me and listen to my conversa-
tion with Mr. Rock!”

“Look here, Lawrence, I do not wish
to be hard on you,” said the House-
master. “ When you fought Lightning-

Left Ned, in Mr. Gubbins’ boxing
booth, I said nothing—I held my
tongue—"

“On condition that I gave you ten
pounds!” cut in Lawrence bitterly.

“We will not go into details!” said
Mr. Foxe. “Then you had a big fight
with a person named Jimmy Rhodes
at the Ring Pavilion in Helmford—
and you pocketed the sum of sixty
pounds, being the winner, You
managed to get out of that scrape
fairly easily my lad. But, in this
instance, you will find it a more
difficult matter. Personally, I have no
cbjection to make regarding your
plans—they have my entire approval.
Bat, if you

ish to keep your engage-
ment, you will promise to pay me half
the prize-money, after you receive it.
That is, if you win, I shall expeet fifty
pounds. If you lose, I must be con-
tent with twenty-five.”

Lawrence’s eyes blazed.

“Why should I give you anything?”
he demanded angrily. “If I fight this
man, and beat him, I shall earn the
money. It's not fair, Mr. Foxe—-you
have no right—"

“We are not discussing rights or fair-
ness,” interrupted Mr. Foxe grimly. “It
so happens that I have you in the
hollow of my hand—and I shall do pre-
cisely as I please. And it will please
me to reveal the fact that Young Ern,
the new light-weight boxer, is none
other than Lawrence of the College
House at St. Frank’s. It will give me
great pleasure to reveal the fact—un-
less you comply with my suggestion.

5
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If you do not give me your promise,
Lawrence, I shall see that Dr. Stafford
is present at this fight. If you appear,
it will be the end of your career at St.
Frank’s.”

“But—but—"

“You had better realise your position
now, and without any further delay,”
went on the Housemaster curtly. “You
cannot defy me, Lawrence——"

“I do defy you!” interrupted the
junior hotly. “You can do your worst!
I know well enough that you won’t
carry out your threat! And I'm not
going to be scared, Mr. Foxe.”

The Housemaster gritted his teeth.
Again he was finding out that Ernest
Lawrence was a match for him. It was
a galling discovery, for he had tried to
make himself believe that Lawrence
would knuckle under. But the junior
refused to be frightened.

“Very well,” said Mr. Foxe, “you
will take the consequences!”

And the Housemaster turned on his
heel and walked away—leaving Ernest
Lawrence standing there, with clenched
fists, and frowning brow.

And neither Mr. Foxe nor Lawrence
had the slightest idea that their whole
conversation had been overheard
Three juniors had listened to every
word—and these three juniors were
Handforth and Church and McClure.
The heroes of Study D were concealed
in the grass, lying flat on the ground.

Handforth, in his efforts to get on the
track of the Foxe mystery, had hit
upon something quite different—and he

was rather startled, and certainly
amazed.
As for Church and McClure, they

were staggered.

CHAPTER 16.
Calted to Account!
L PRIZE-FIGHTER!” said Hand-
A forth huskily.
“A Pug}ili?".’!”’
b nly hat!
C‘?ull]r’c;]%u?d l:(ﬂcclure stared at their
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leader in blank amazement. They were
all sitting up in the grass now—for
Ernest Lawrence had gone. He had
ed away in the direction of U’h
Triangle, and had been lost to view.
The three chums of Study D were now
doing their best to gather their wits
together. Handforth rose to his feet,
and his chums followed his example.
And they stared at one another blankly.

“I—I can’t believe it, you know!”
exclaimed Church. “Lawrence, of the
College House—a Remove chap! And
he's a prizefighter! Oh, it's mad!
There must be some—"

“Rubbish!” said Handforth. “It’s
true enough—it’s bound to be true—-"
“And Foxe!” put in McClure. “A

Housemaster! He knows 2all about it,
and instead of reporting the thing to
the Head, he means to drag some
money out of Lawrence! The awful
rotter—the criminal! Well, we've found
something out, Handy!”

andforth glared.

“We?” he repeated grimly. “I like
that! A fat lot you've done! If it
hadn’t been for me, nothing would
have been known!”

“ Well, we needn’t argue about that,”
said Church. “You can take all the
credit, if you like, Handy—the main
thing is, what are we going to do?
What action shall we take?”

“Action?” repeated Handforth.
“ Wny, I'm going to smash Lawrence

“Eh')"
“ Wipe him up!” declared Handforth.
“The awful bounder! A prize-fighter—
a chap who goes to the Ring Pavilion,
and fights with common, low-down
bruisers! Why, it’s the limit—its—it’s
”Lbsolut,ely dxsgmceful >
“Rather!” said McClure. “But if
you think that you can give Lawrence
a hiding, you've made a bloomer.”

“Oh, have I?” roared Hﬂndforlh
“I know what I can do—"

“But. my dear chap, just consider!”
protested Church. “Lawrence fought a
professional in Helmford, and whacked
him. A professional, mind you! If he
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can do that, it stands to reason that
he could wipe you up with one hand.”

Handforth was thoughtful for a
moment or fwo,

“Well, perhaps you're right,” he
admitted. “Lawrence does seem to be
a bit of a terror. I don't forget the
way he smashed Grayson to bits. Well,
we've got to do something, and I
suggest that we all three collar him,
and shove him through the mill.”

Church shook his head.

“It would be a lot better to tell Nip-
per,” he said. “I suggest that we all
g0 along to Study C at once, see Nipper,
and tell him all about it. It’s too big
for us to deal with alone. That’s my
opinion, Handy.”

“Well, as a matter of fact, I was
going to suggest something of the same
sort,” said Handrorth

So, without any further discussion,
the three juniors went back to the Tri
angle, entered the Ancient House, and
made their way straight to Study C.
They came marching in just as Watson
and Tregellis-West and I were finishing
our prep,

“Sorry—too busy to attend to you
now!” T said briskly. “Come again in
five minutes, and you shall have our
full attention. We're just putting the |
finishing touches to our prep.—"

low your prep.!” said Handforth.
“I've got something important to tell
you—something vital. Close that door,j
Church. And don't forget, we've got toj
speak in whispers!” he added mys-
teriously.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West adjusted;
his pince-nez.

“Begad! In whispers?” he repeated.
“Dear old boy, why is it necessary tq
be so frightfully cautious? Wha
shockm' secret are you about to dis
close

“Its about Lawrence!” said Hand
forth, bending over the table. “I'V{
made a discovery. Lawrence is a prize
fighter! He’s been in the habit of going
over to Helmford to fight pro[essmna,
in the Ring Pavilion——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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Sir Montie and Tommy and I yelled.

“That’s rather a good one, Handy.”
I said pleasantly. “Got any more like
it

Handforth glared.

“You—you ?ss'“ he roared.
you believe me?

“No!” I grinned. “¥You can‘t spoof
us with that yarn, old son

“Yarn!” howled Handforth “Its
the truth! And, what’s more, Mr. Foxe,
of the College House, has been black-
mailing Lawrence, and extracting some
of the prize money out of him. And
old Foxey demands fifty quid if Lav\‘
rence wins the ﬁghl next Wednesday.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

i Eeaad' exclaimed Montie. “This
is frightfully amusing—it is, really! I
thought the first one was tall, but
Handforth is beating his own record,
begad!” ¥

“Youve come to the wrong place,
Handy,” I said sweetly: “It’s no good
telling those yarns to us.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, T shculd advise you to go to
the marmes—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handlmth imrly bubbled over. He
raved, he roared, and he shouted—in
spite of the fact ihat he had distinctly
stated that only whispers were to be ex-
changed. And we listened patiently
until he had exhausted the flow.

“Now then, what is it all about?” I
inquired at length, turning to Church.
“What’s this precious fable that Hand-
forth’s been trotting out?”

“Well, I'm blessed if I know what to
say!” exclaimed Chur “I can't
quite believe the yarn myselr but I
believe it’s true.”

“Begad! That’s rather contradic-
tory.”

“well, you know what 1 mean,” said
Church. “It seems too dotty to believe,
land yet I can’t do anything else.”
| And, with the able assistance of
nfcClure, and with various sulphuric
aterjections from Handforth, Church
broceeded to tell us the whole story.
lic explained how they had followed

“Don’t
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Mr. Foxe, and how they had overheard
the conversation between the House-
master and Lawrence.

We listened with great interest and
full attention. I knew well enough that
Church was hard-headed, and not
likely to be spoofed. And I was serious
when he had come to the end of his
story. It was convincing.

“Well, it’s a jolly queer kind of
affair,” I said at last. “You're quite
certain that this is all true, Church?
You really did overhear Foxey—"

““Oh, yes, it’s all true!” said Church.
“That’s why it’s so extrordinary. To
think that Lawrence should be a prize-
fighter!”

I thought for a minute or two, and
then came a decision. In my opinion,
there was only one thing to be done.

“Well, strictly speaking, this isn't
our affair,” I said. “Lawrence may be
a Remove chap, but he belongs to the
College House. Therefore, it’s up to
Christine, as skipper on the other side,
to decide what course shall be taken. I
suggest that we all go over into the
College House, and beard Christine in
his den.”

“Good!” said Church.
l"pp)ng idea.”

‘And, a few minutes later, we were all
marchmg into the lobby of the College
House—the six of us. We had only got
about halfway across, when a crowd of
RAmov.tes came charging out of the

passages.

“ Fo<sxls 1 yelled somebody.
thcm
ax ! I exclaimed.
this?”

I was waving a handkerchief, as a
kind of flag of truce, and the Jumoxs
were unable to interfere with us. They
were compelled to respect the white
flag.

And so we marched on to Study Q,
and arrived just as Christine & Co.
were about to come out. They met us,
in fact, in the passage just outside the

door.
Bob

“That’s a

“Collar

“Can’t you see

“Hallo!”  said Christine.
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“What's
inv

“We've got something serious to talk
about—something concerning one of
the chaps on this side. Come into the
study, Bob.”

Christine & Co. were rather puzzled,
but not for long. For it took only a
short time for me to acquaint them with
the facts. At first Christine and Yorke
and Talmadge were sceptical; but at
last we convinced them.

“Now I come to think of it, it must
be true,” said Christine. “We know
that Foxey is a rotter. He took us to
that boxing booth with Lawrence, and
I was there when the proprietor offered
twenty quid to anybody who could beat
Lightning Left Ned. Lawrence must
have gone back in the evening, and
accepted the challenge.”

By Jingo!” said Talmadge. “I
ish I'd been there—it would have been
er dLll"hl to see that ugly bounder

thc idea of this? Why the

“Perhaps so; but we can’t look unon
this with a lenient eye,” he said. “It’
a very serious matter, and Lawxencemll
have to be called to account. We've
got to put our private opinions aside,
and think of the honour of the school.
supposing this came out. How would it
look in the papers? A St. Frank's
junior, masquerading under a false
name, fighting in low-class dens for
money! Why, it’s awful! You ch:
wait here, and T'll fetch Lawrence in.
Christine went at once, but returned
within three minutes. And he was
accompanied by Ernest Lawrence, who
was locking rather mystified.
“Shut the door, Yorke!"”
tine, when they were in the study.
“We don’t want anybody to overhear
this little conversation—we’ll keep it as
private as possible, Now, Lawrence,

said

I've got a few questions to ask.”
“What

vaguely

coming.
C

about?” asked Lawr
suspecting that trouble

e made no bones about the
In cold, blunt language, he
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told Lawrence of what had been dis-
covered, and asked him for his owr
version. Lawrence turned very pale at
first, and his jaws set grimly. I watchec
him with interest, and was quite con-
éxrzced that the story was true in every
“Well, out with it!" said Christine,
at length. “What have you got tc
say, Lawxencc“"
e new boy looked round calmly.
“Nothing!” he replied.
“Do you deny that you have been
-ﬁghtmg9
N

“Do you admit it, then?”

“No,” said Lawrence steadily. “I
admit nothing, and I deny nothing. 1
prefer to say as little as possible. Any-
thing else?”

“Yes, you rotter!” roared Fand-
forth. “If you don’t admit:

“Hold on, Handy!” mterrupled
Christine. “I'm conducting this affair,
I believe, and there’s only one way to
deal with the matter. Personally, I
believe that Lawrence is guilty—he’s
proved it by his very actions and words.
But I believe in fairness, and we're
going to give him a trial.”

“A trial?” repeated Church curiously.

“Exactly,” said Christine. “We'll
form a select committee of chaps who
can be relied upon to keep mum. Then
we'll put Lawrence on trial—we’ll have

a jury and everything. Il be the
judge. 1
Lawrence looked round, perfectly

calm,

“And when is this inter
to take place?” he inquired.

“Now, as soon as possible,” replied
Bob Christine. “But we'll give you
half an hour for you to prepare your
defence, Lawrence—that is, if you have:
a defence to prepare. Two warders of,
the court will call for you at eight!)
o'clock precisely. Until then you willf|
please consider yourself a prisoner in
your cell—that is, Study T. You carn|
buzz off!”

Lawrence left, and Bobh Christin
zave some hrisk ord He had comd|

ting event

TS,
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plete charge of this affair, and I did not
see any reason why I should interfere.
1t was a Form matter, of course, but

mainly connected with the College
House.
The jury was arranged for—Tal-

madge, Yorke, Church, McClure, Page,
and De Valerle. A Jjury of six was con-
sidered sufficient. Other juniors who
were to be included in the hearing were
Reginald Pitt, Grey, Clapson, Oldfield,
and two or three others. Only those
fellows who could be absolutely relied
upon were included.

And the court for this occasion was
to be the old vault beneath the monas-
tery ruins. We should be absolutely
private down there, and Ernest Law-
xmcle would be given a fair and just
trial,

CHAPTER 17.
The Verdict!
HE judge adjusted his wig with

I an air of great solemnity.

“Place the prlsoner in the
ock!” he said in a deep voice.

‘The court was sitting.

It was quite an impressive affair. The
old vault beneath the monastery ruin
was rather brilliantly illuminated by
means of about a dozen candles. These
were stuck in various places round the
walls, Of furniture there was a
scarcity. The judge, for example, tried
to look extremely dignified—and failed
—seated upon a pair of rickety old steps,
which had been carried down for his
especial benefit. He was in an elevated
position, at all events, and that was the
main thing. At the same time his lord-
ship felt very insecure and precarious.

The prisoner was quite calm and col-
lected as he stood in the dock. -In
other words, he stood in a chalked
square, which represented the dock.
‘The jury were all safely ensconced in
the jury-box—which, of course, was
purely imaginary. Actually, they were
all standing up in & group, and they
were talking in loud voices in a most
unjury-like manner. They were dis-

n
cussing the case quite openly, even

before any evidence had been called.
This, of course, was against all
regulations.

“*Silence!” ordered the judge sharply,
“Is there to be no order in this
court?”

He gave his wig another pull, for it
was not exactly comfortable. It had
been borrowed for the occasion from the
Remove Dramatic Society’s props.

“Prisoner at the bar, do you plead
guilty, or not guilty?” demanded Bob
Christine in a deep, hollow voice.

“I don't plead anything!” said Law-
rence.

“Rot!” shouted Handforth, who had
constituted himself prosecuting counsel.
“You've got to plead, you silly ass! A
prisoner can’t stand in the dock and
say nothing. Are you guilty, or not
guilty?”

“That’s for the jury to decide!” said
Lawrence.

“Why, you—you burbling ass—"

“Please remember, Mr. Handforth,
that you are in a court of justice,” in-
terrupted the judge severely. “It is not
fitting for counsel to use such terms,
even to the prisoner. Kindly remember
where you are.”

“But this silly ass of a prisoner re-
fuses to plead,” roared Handforth
wrathfully.

“All right—let him refuse!” said the
judge. “Cut the cackle and get to the
hosses| i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silénce in courtl" said the usher—
who happened to be Tomniy Watson.

“Well, gentlemen of the jury, I have
a very serious case to put before you,”
said the prosecuting counsel. “This
wretched criminal, who now stands in
the dock, trembling like the scoundrel
he is, is charged with a very serious
offence. To be exact, the rotter has
been fighting pmfessxonnl boxers, using
an assumed name in order to do so, and
he has been getting tin for doing it!”

“Tin?” repeated the judge politely.

“Brass!” explained the prosecuting
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counsel. ““In other words, money! He
has been getting quids and quids for
fighting. It's disgraceful, and I call
upon you, gentlemen of the jury, to
pronounce him guilty. Do your duty!”

The judge grinned—and then remem-
bered himself.

“Ahem!” he said. “This—this is
somewhat irregular, I believe. It is cus-
tomary to submit evidence to the jury
before requestmg them to give their
verdict.”

“Evidence?” repeated the prosecuting
counsel. “What rot! We all know it

“That,” said the judge, “is an insig-
nificant detail. And, by the way, who's
been appointed counsel for the
defence?”

Handforth smiled pityingly.

“You burbling ass!” he said. “Who
wants a counsel for the.defence? This
chap is going to be found guilty, and no
defence is necessary!”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“I greatly regret that this unseemly
laughter should mar the proceedings of
the court,” said the judge, frowning,
and whisking a curl of wig out of his
eye. I am afraid that my learned
friend, the prosecuting counsel,  is
mainly responsible for the hilarity. I
must request you, Mr. Handforth, to
refrain from making fatheaded re-
marks. You must realise that a court
of justice is a serious place!”

“If you want a thick ear:
the prosecuting counsel.

“Oh, dry up and get on with the
evidence!” roared the judge. “If you
aren’t jolly quick we'll kick you out, and
appomn somebody else. Call your wit-
nesses.”

Handforth swallowed hard, and de-
cided not to reply, for the jury was
looking at him in a grim manner, and
would not have hesitated long before
falling upon him and treating him in a
manner most disrespectful and contra-
dictory to all court procedure.

I call upon Arnold McClure!” said
Handforth thickly.

" pegan

THE SCHOOLBOY BOXER!

McClure stepped forward briskly, and
entered the witness-box, a chatked
square on the ground. He proceeded to
tell his story. He explained what he
had overheard. He went into ail the
details, and the jury listened with con-
siderable boredom—for they had heard
it all before.

“There can be no question about the
matter,” said McClure, “Lawrence
went to Helmford last Wednesday, and
he fought a fellow named Jimmy
Rhodes—-"

“‘One moment!” I interrupted, step-
ping forward. “How do you know
that Lawrence went to Helmford last
Wednesday?

“Why, I I heard it,”
ness.

“That’s no proof—that’s not evidence

said the wit-

“What the dickens are you butting
in for?” demanded Handforth, glaring
at me. “Who do you think you are?”

“I'm the counsel for the defence,” I
explained.

“Eh?”

“I think it’s necessary,” I went on.
“The prosecution is being conducted in
such a way. that it’s only fair that
Lawrence should have somebody to de-
fend him. I might just as well do it
as stand here, listening to all this

iffle.

“You—you ass——"

“What about this visit of the
prisoner’s to Helmford?” I went on,
addressing the witness. “You maintain
he went to Helmford, What proof have .
you to offer that such was actually the
case?”

e o heard Mr, Foxe talking to Law- i
rence—- i

“Which is quite sufficient proof!” in- j
terrupted the prosecuting counsel. “We
can’t very well call Foxe, but we've
got Lawrence here—and 1 intend to put
him in the witness-box i a minute or
two, and I'm going to cross- examme.
him.”

“Good!” said two or three of the |
jurymen. “We're fed-up with this!” {
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I interrupted.

go into the witness-box.
consulted.”

Por some litle time Lawrence had
been thinking hard. He knew that all
these. fellows could be trusted—he re-
garded us all as decent chaps, and he
knew that we should respect his secret.
The truth was out now, so there was
nothing to ‘be gained by maintaining
silence. And things looked rather bad.
It was in Lawrence’s power to tell the
full, complete truth—and he decided to
do so.

“Do you want to go in the witness-
box or mnot?” demanded Handforth
aggressively.

“I do,” said the prisoner.

“Oh, good!” said counsel.
across, then.”

Lawrence took up his stand on the
other side of the vault.

“Now, prisoner at the bar—or, I
should say, prisoner in the witness-
box—I have a few questions to put to
you,” said Handforth grimly. *Did you
or did you not engage in a brutal fight
with one James Rhodes on the evening
of Wednesday last at the Ring Pavilion,
in Helmford?”

“I did!” said the prisoner.

“You admit it?”

“Yes,” said Lawrence quietly.

“Oh! That’s all right, then!” said
the counsel for the prosecution. “You
hear that, you chaps. He admits it!
Now, Lawrence, did you fight in a box-
ing booth in Bannington?”

He must be

“Buzz

“And you have arranged to fight a
chap named Connor—at the Ring
Pavilion again—next Wednesday even-

“And if you win you'l get a hundred
quid?”

“Yes.
«“And if you lose you'll get fifty?”
“Ves,”
“There 12
triumphantly.

you are said Handforth
“He admits every giddy

3
thing. I call upon you, Gentlemen of
the Jury, to pronounce your verdict.”

One of the jurymen stepped forward.

“We find the prisoner—-_"

“Hold on!” I broke in. “I want to
cross-examine the prisoner first.

“Now, Lawrence; just a few ques-
tions,” I said. “You have admitted
LhmY vou were engaged in these fights?”

“Yes.”

““Tell the jury how you came to start
this practice.” P

“It was quite by accident,” said the
prisoner. “I was with Christine and
Yorke and Talmadge when Mr. Foxe
took us to Bannington. Mr. Foxe went
into this boxing booth with us, and
while we were there the proprietor
offered the sum of twenty pounds to
anybody who could beat a hulking
young rotter who called himself Light-
ning Left Ned. During the evening I
went back to Bannington and entered
the ring.”

“And you beat this prize-fighter?”

“Yes—I knocked him out.”

“Good!” murmured the judge. “He
deserved—— Ahem! Disgraceful!”

“You knocked this fellow out, and, I
presume, you got into communication
with somebody connected with the Ring
Pavilion?” I asked.

“How did that happen?”

“Quite by chance—again,” said the
prisoner. ‘A man came up to me just
after the fight and told me that he was
Mr, Rook. He suggested that I should
help him out of a difficulty by fighting
Jimmy Rhodes—because his man had
met with an accident. I didn't like it
at first, but at last I agreed.”

“And so you went to Helmford, and
appeared at the Ring Pavilion as Young
Ern?”

“Yes—and I won!”

“How much money did you get?”

«“Thirty pounds,” replied Lawrence.

“Thirty quid!”

“That was my share of the purse,”
said Lawrence. “But Mr. Rook gave
me a further fifty pounds on the ton of
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that, because he was so pleased that T
won.”

“Great pip!” said the prosecuting
counsel. “Eighty quid! It's—it’s un-
believable. And he hasn’t been rolling
in tin, either. What the dickens could
he have done with the money?”

“What did you do with the money?”
T asked, turning to Lawrence.

“I sent it to my father.”

“You sent this money to your
father?” exclaimed Handforth grimly.
“8o he knows all about it—he’s a con-
federate.”

“My father knows nothing,” said
Lawrence quietly. “Not long ago he
met with a financial ‘disaster. All his
capital was swallowed up and lost When
Scarbrook’s Bank went smash. My
fees for this term at St. Frank’s were
paid before then—or I shouldn’t be
here. I thought if I could go in for
these fights on the quiet, and win the
money, it would be very helpful to my
pater. That’s all. I've sent him every
benn, I've received—although he
doesn‘t know where it came from.”

“Do you mean you sent it anony-
mously?”

“Yes,” said Lawrence.

“And you didn’t keep a penny of this
money for yourself?”

“Not a penny.”

“Gentlemen of the Jury, I have con-
cluded my cross-examination,” I said.
“I don't think it is necessary for any
more speeches to be uttered, or for the
judge to sum-up, Please pronounce
your verdict.”

_ “Not guilty!” said the six jurymen
in one voice.

“Goo

declared Handforth, grab-
bing Lawrence’s fist. “If they'd found
you guilty, my son, I'd have wiped ’em
allup!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the court broke up amid much
enthusiasm. Ernest Lawrence was not
guilty, and he had gained the support
of all the best fellows in the Remove.
And before very long he was to find
that support very useful indeed.
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CHAPTER 18,
Dr. Stafford’s Plan!
N the following morning the Head
O received a rather mysterious
letter. It came through the
post in the ordinary way, and it had
been mailed from Bannington.

Nelson Lee happened to be in Dr.
Stafford’s study when the letter was
opened. The Head glanced at the sheet
of paper, and then adjusted his pince-
nez, and gazed more intently.

“Dear me!” he exclaimed.

There were not many words on the
paper, and they were typewutten
There was no address, and no signa-
ture. The paper itself was a sheet of
ordinary common notepaper, of no par-
ticular brand. And the words which
caused Dr. Stafford so much astonish-
ment ran as follows:

“I should advise you, sir, to keep
your eye on Master Ernest Lawrence, &
junior at your school. He will appear
at the Ring Pavilion, in Helmford, in
order to fight a professional boxer
named Mike Connor. Lawrence will
appear under the name of Young Ern.
A week or so ago he was booked to fight
Jimmy Rhodes at the Ring Pavilion,
but did not turn up, a substitute being
provided at the last moment. This
substitute was supposed by many people
to be Young Ern himself. But on Wed-
nesday next it will be Lawrence, of St‘
Frank’s, Keep your eye on this bo;

The headmaster was rather startled.
He did not say anything for a moment
or two, but read the letter through
again.

“This—this is most distressing!” he
said at last.  “I really don’t know what
to do, Mr. Lee. Perhaps you can help
me? Perhaps you can suggest some
way of dealing with the situation?

Nelson Lee smiled, v

“If you will acquaint me with the
facts——" he

“Please read thxs letter, Mr. Lce,”
said the Head.
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ed it over, and Nelson Lee

d ised the words. When he
lucl nmshed there was a keen light in
his eyes, and he looked up at Dr. Staf-
ford.

“I dislike anonymous communica-
tions, Dr. Stafford,” said Nelson Lee

7. “I make it a general rule to
ignore them. And, if you are inclined
to take my advice, I would suggest that
you igiore this completely.”

“I am afraid I cannot do that, Mr.
Lee,” said the Head. ‘“Much as I dis-
like the idea of it, I feel that I must
make some kind of investigation. This
1% the second time I have received an
n that Lawrence is partici-
pwtm? in prize fighting. There must
be something in Jt,—lt cannot be purely
a f‘abrlcmion, I share your dislike for
ymous letters, however, but at the
time, I feel it is my duty to in-
¢ further into this matter.”
1son Lee shrugged his shoulders.

You may do as you wish, of course,”
e said. “It is really none of my busi-
Dr. Stafford. The boy does not

ong to my House, and therefore the
matter does not come within my
provinge.”

“Quite so—quite s0,” said the Head.
“I am nst gomg to ask you to take any
action personally, Mr. Lee, I will leave
that to Mr. Foxe—"

“Mr. Foxe?” repeated Lee sharply.

“Yes; he is the boy’s Housemaster,
and it will be Mr. Foxe’s duty to in-
vestigate,” said the Head. “I have a
scheme, and I intend to put it into

Hf' ms
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operation. I will settle this question
once and for all. I mean to know the
truth.”

The Head spoke in a firm voice, and
he touched his bell.

A moment later Tubbs, the page-boy,
‘appeared.

“Kindly go to Mr. Foxe, in the Col-
lege House, “and inform him that T re-
e his presence in my study,” said
Stafford. “You will also take the
age to Mr. Pagett.”

Ves, sir,” said Tubbs briskly.
He vanished, and Nelson Lee crossed

75

the room and sat down. The famous
detective had decided that he would not
make his exit until after the visit of
Mr. Pagett and Mr. Foxe. He, in fact,
was rather cumous to hear what was
about to be don

# Mav 1 look at chat letter again?” he

“ Certamly Mr, Lee, certainly,” said
the Head. “And if you can discover
the writer I shall be greatly obliged.
But I am afraid that is a hopeless task.
There is not the slightest clue. Tha
paper is ordinary, without any water-
mark, and, of course, it is quite im-
possible to recognise typewriting.”

Nelson Lee made no comment. But,
Jjust for a flash, a smile appenrcd on his
features. It seemed that he did not
altogether agree with Dr. Stafford’s
views. But he said nothing,

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

Mr. Pagett was the master of the
Fifth Form, and he was one of the
most unpopular masters at St, Frank’s.
He was thin and acid looking, and his
temper was notoriously short. Among
the boys, Mr. Pagett was generally
known as “an old beast.”

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, havc
come!” said the Head briskly. “Will
you please glance at this letter, 'md tell
me your opinion of it? I shall then be
oblxced :i you will pass it on to Mr.
Paj

The "Head took the letter from Lee,
and handed it over to Mr. Smale Foxe.
The Housemaster took it gravely, and
gazed upon it as though he had never
seen it before. Considering that he had
typed it himself, it was barely necessary
for him to read it. But, of course, the
tact that he was the author of the note
was his own secret.

He did not betray himself by any
sign or movement, but read the letter
with an expression of mild astonish«
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ment on his face. Nelson Lee, appar-
ently giving close attention to his nails,
was really watching Mr. Foxe with an
intentness which would have caused the
College Housemaster much discomfiture
had he known.

“This appears to be very serious, sir,”
said Mr. Foxe, at length.

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

The note was handed to him, and he
read it.

‘“‘Good gracious!” he ejaculated. “A
boy of St. Frank’s—and a junior at that
—taking part in a professional prize
fight! Tmpossible! This—this must be
a joke, sir, surely?”

“I wish I could agree with you, Mr.
Pagett,” said the Head. “But I am
afraid it is rather more serious than a
Jjoke. What is your opinion, Mr. Foxe?”

“Well, sir, I must confess that I am
impressed,” said the Housemaster
gravely. “There was some little bother
concerning Lawrence once before. You
were informed that he had been fight-
ing 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 the
evening. But this letter throws a dif-
ferent light on the matter. It appears
that Lawrence was really booked to ap-
pear, and found it impossible to do so—
probably because he was compelled to
accompany me. The promoters of the
fight therefore obtained a substitute,
without informing the audience of the
change.”

The Head nodded.

“In that case, Mr. Foxe, the first
communication I received was correct,”
he said. “That is to say, the writer
of the note believed that he was per-
forming a good service by giving me
the information. But, owing to circum-
stances which he could not forsee, Law-
rence did not appear.”

“Precisely,” saig Mr. Foge. “If is
practically certain, however, that Law-
rence will appear at the Ring Pavilion
on this occasion—to-morrow evening,
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that is. Ireally think something ought
to be done, sir.” . R

“That is precisely my opinion,” said
the Head. “I think I will send for
Lawrence at once—"

“I should strongly advise you not to
do that, sir,” interrupted Mr. Foxe.

“Indeed! Why not?”

“Because the boy will naturally deny
all knowledge of the matter, and he
will certainly not go to Helmford o keep
his appointment,” said Mr. Foxe. “It
will certainly not go to Helmford to keep
anything against him. It would be
befter, I should think, for you to ict
this fight take place, exactly as planned.
I further suggest that you should go to
Helmford personally, and attend the
fight, incognito. You will then be able
to see, with your own eyes, whether the
lad is Lawrence or not.”

Dr. Stafford shook his head.

“No, Mr. Foxe, I could not think
of doing that,” he said. “For one
thing, I shall be unable to leave the
school, for two gentlemen have made
an appointment with me—Sir James
Henson, and Mr. Roger Hale. They are
two of our directors, and I could not
possibly be absent to-morrow evening.
Your suggestion, however, is an_excel-
lent one, and I will adopt it. I shall
take it as a favour, Mr. Foxe, if you
will go over to Helmford yourself to-
morrow evening—and perhaps it would
be a good idea if you took Mr. Pagett
with you. You will then be able to find
out the exact truth, and report to me
afterwards. If this lad is really Law-
rence, he will, of course, be expelled
without delay. And that will settle the
point finally.”

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Mr,
Pagett. “A prize ficht! My dear sir, 1
have never attended such a perform-
ance in my life! I am appalled! But,
for the sake of the school, I will consent
to your proposal.”

“That is very good of you, Mr.
Pagett,” said the Head drily,

Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett left the
headmaster’s study. The Housemaster
was extremely pleased. His plan had
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worked well, for now it would be firmly
and finally established that Lawrence
of the Remove, was the culprit. Mr.
Foxe would have his revenge ! Having
failed to extract money from the boy,
he would ruin him. That was Mr.
Foxe’s genial plan.

In the Head’s study, Nelson Lee had
risen to his feet, preparatory to depart-
ing.

“T am not at all sure that thls course
is_a good one, Dr. Stafford,” he said.
“But we will leave matters as_they
stand at present, and wait until to-

morrow evening. By che vm\ may I
take that letter with me?
. “By all means, Mr, Lee—by all

means!” said the Head. “I only wish
it were possible to 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 eyes, and very shortly
afterwards he left the headmaster’s
study. He went straight along to his
own apartment, and lost no time in
making a few trifling experiments.

‘0 begin with, he submitted the type-
written letter to a very close scrutiny
through a powerful magnifying lens.
Each typewritten letter now stood out
in bold relief, and many items were now
visible which had been invisible before.
For example, every letter ‘t’ in the
letter bore a slight defect. There was
a chip out of the character, practically
invisible to the naked eye, but obvious
when magnified. The lctter 0’ was
chipped also, whilst the ‘s’ was not
precisely true. It was a shade out of
alignment. These defects only became
apparent when the lens was used.

“I rather faney it will not be neces-
sary for me to search far afield,” mur-
mured Nelson Lee. ‘“Indeed, I do not
think I need stir from this study.”

ut the magnifying lens down,
and lifted up a pile of examination
papers. Some were written, others
were typewriten. And one or two of
them had been prepared by Mr. Smale
TFoxe. Nelson Lee picked up one of
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these, glanced at it closely, and then
brought the lens into play. He smiled.

“Exactly!” he murmured. “Dear
me! I really thought Mr. Foxe had
more sense—but he apparently believes
that a typewritten letter is not open to
investigation. But that is a fallacy.”

Once more Nelson Lee examined that
examination paper—which had been
prepared by Mr. Smale Foxe in his own
study a day or so earlier. And every

‘s’ was :livmly out of alignment—every
‘t’ and ‘o’ were chipped. In fact, the
mysteri ou
which had been delivered to the head—
master that morning had been written
on Mr. Foxe’s typewriter! It was there-
fore quite certain that Mr. Smale Foxe
himself was the author.

Nelson Lee had suspected this from
the first. And now he had the proof.
But he took no action. And he was still
sitting in his chair when a footstep
sounded out in the passage.

That footstep was mine. I was
coming 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 his
chair, with his finger-tips pressed
together, and with a cigarette smoulder-
ing between his lips—with about half
an inch of ash upon it.

“pPenny for your thoughts, guv'nor!”
I said cheerfully, as I closed the door.

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

coat.

“Well, Nipper, what is it?” he in-
quired. “I am rather busy now—-"

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

“I have been busy with my brains,”
explained Nelson Lee. “In other words,
Nlpper I am thinking. And it is hardly
pOSblbIe to concentrate upon one's
thoughts when you are in the apart-
ment. You are a disturbing element,
Nipper.”

“Thanks!” I said. “You always were
good at paying compliments, guv'nor.
Well, what’s the mystery? What are
you thinking about? And what have
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you been using that magnifying lens
for?”

“Upon my soul! Your inquisitiveness
is positively terrible, Nipper!” protested
Nelson Lee. “I see no reason why I
should satisfy your curiosity. But now
that you are here, I would like to have
a few words with you regarding Law-
rence.”

I stared.

“Lawrence?” I repeated. “Do you
mean Lawrence of the College House?”

“I am not aware that there is any
other Lawrence at St. Frank’s,” said
Nelson Lee. “I have had very little to
do with the junior myself, but I belicve
he is a very straightforward youngster,
and quite a decent boy.”

“Right every time, sir,” I
“Lawrence is one of the best.”

“Do you know if he is going out on
‘Wednesday evening?” asked Nelson Lee
casually.

I looked at the guvnor with some
suspicion.

“Is Lawrence going out on Wednes-
day?” I repeated. “Well, how should
I know, and why should you ask me?
Surely I'm not supposed to know what
Lawrence's movements will be on Wed-
nesday evening?”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“Still you have not answered my
question, Nipper,” he said pointedly.

“Well, as a matter of fact, sir, I can't
give you any definite answer to the
question,” I said. “Lawrence may be
going out, of course, but I rather fancy
that he’ll remain at St. Frank’s. In
fact, I'm willing to make a wager with
you that Lawrence will be seen at St.
Frank’s on Wednesday evening. He'll
probably remain at the school the whole
evening.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“That is just as well,” he said. “I
do not pretend to know anything,
Nipper, and I am not making any in-
quiries, or giving any information. But
I do know this—Mr. Foxe and Mr.
Pagett have been instructed by the
headmaster to keep their eyes well open

un Wednesday evening.™

said.
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“What on earth for?” I inquired,
with an air of surprise.

“Furthermore,” proceeded Nelson
Lee, “Mr, Foxe and Mr. Pagett will
take a journey to Helmford on Wednes-
day evening. They have cerfain plans
in view, Nipper, and I have an idea that
there are certain suspicions agal
Master Lawrence. If the boy has been
breaking the school rules it might be
bad for him. And I certainly think it
will be better for Lawrence if he re-
mains at St. Frank’s on Wednesday
evening. That’s all, Nipper!”

I nodded.

“I quite understand, sir,” I said.
“I've got you exactly.”

And, a few minutes later, I left Nel-
son Lee’s study. He had said nothing
definite, and he was apparently not in-
terested in the matter. But I knew
differently. I puttwo and two together.
And I knew that Nelson Lee had
learned that Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett
were going to Helmford on Wednesday
eveni for the express purpose of
catching Lawrence red-handed. The
guv'nor had given me a tip-—a warning.
He knew that I would pass it on to
Lawrence.

It was just like Nelson Lee to do a
thing like that. He wanted Lawrence
to avoid trouble—and so he was doing
his best to give the junior an indirect
warning.

It was decent of the guv’nor—it was
sportsmanlike. And I decided to act
upon the information which had been
given to me. But one thing was quite
certain.

Young Ern would mect Mike
Connor at the Helmford Ring Pavilion
at seven o'clock precisely on Wednesday
evening!

CHAPTER 19,
A Surprise for Two!
w EAR old boy, you've been look-

ing frightfully serious all
day!” remarked Sir Montie
Tregellis-West. “Is  anything the
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matter? I wish you would tell us—I
do, really!”

Sir Montie Tregellis-West looked at
me keenly through his pince-nez, and
I noticed that Watson was paying me
a good deal of attention, too.

We were in Study C, and it was
nearly tea-time. Tommy Watson, as a
matter of fact, was already preparing
for the meal. I looked ab the: table,
and then transferred my attention to
my two chums.

“We're going to have some visitors
artir tea,” I said. “Five or six, in
act.”

‘“Visitors?” repeated Watson, star-
ing. “What visitors?”

“Begad! Youwre frightfully mys-
terious, dear old boy,” observed Sir
Montie mildly.

I smiled.

“Well, the fact is there’s going to be
a council meeting,” I declared. “I'm
going to have Christine & Co. over
here, and Pitt, and one or two others.
We've got to discuss matters. Some-
thing has cropped up which must
receive immediate attention.”

“About the fight?” asked Watson
concernedly.

“Begad! I hope it’s
serious,” said Sir Montie.

“Well, as a matter of fact, it is rather
serious,” I said. “But we've got to set
our wits to work—and I'm fairly cer-
tain that we shall be able to overcome
the difficulty. Youwll hear all about it
when we hold the council meeting.”

And I would not say anything
further at the moment, and although
Sir Montie and Tommy were very
curious, they had to wait until after
tea.

Study C was rather crowded by the
time all the members of the select
council were present. The party num-
bered twelve altogether—Handforth,
Church and McClure, Christine, Yorke
and Talmadge, Ernest Lawrence,
Reginald Pitt, Jack Grey, and. of

nothing
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course, the study’s original occupants,
Tommy Watson, Tregellis-West, and
myself.

“Now, what’s the giddy idea?” in-
quired Handforth. “What's the party
for?”

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

“It's about Lawrence,” I said. “I'm
getting to the point straight away.”

“About me?” repeated Lawrence.
“What do you mean, Nipper?”

“Exactly what I say,” I replied.
“We've got to discuss ways and means,
my son. I've got hold of some informa-
tion which is of the most terrific im-
portance. It won’t be such an easy
matter for you to go to Helmford to-
morrow evening, to keep that engage-
ment. It may interest you to know
that there will be some spies on your
track.”

“Spies!” echoed Christine.
do you mean, you ass?”

“Out with it, Nipper!”

“Don’t talk in riddles!”

“What's the idea?”

I-frowned at the curious juniors.

“Foxe is taking a trip to Helmford
to-morrow evening—and Mr. Pagett,
the Fifth Form master, will accom-
pany him.”

Lawrence started.

“They're going to Helmford!” he
exclaimed. “Do—do you mean——"
“Exactly!” I said. “They are going
to spy on you, Lawrence. Mr. Foxe
and Mr, Pagett are going to the Ring
Pavilion to withess that fight. And if
they see you there, they are to come
back and report to the Head—in fact,
the Head has sent them. You can
easily guess what the result will be.
You might manage old Foxey, but you
can’t do anything with Mr. Pagett.
He'll report, too, and it will be known

Dr. Stafford that you are Young
Ern. Thatll finally put the lid on it,
and yowll get the sack!”

“Great Scott!”

“Oh. my hat!”

“What

o
=4
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“This—this is awful!” said Law-
rence, turning slightly pale, “I—I
hadn’t reckoned on anything like this,
Nipper. But how did the Head know?
How could he guess?”

“It doesn’t matter much to us how
he knew, or how he guessed,” I inter-
rupted. “The main thing is that Foxe
and Pagett are going to the Ring
Pavilion to-morrow evening. If they
arrive there and see that fight—well,
they’ll see you. So we've got to do
something. We've got to put our heads
together and conspire.”

Lawrence looked

larmed.

“Buv—-but what can we do?” he
asked anxiously. “If Mr. Foxe and
Mr. Pagett are really going, there's an
end of it—I shall have to give up the
fight! I must send Mr. Rook a wire
this evening, saying that I can’t turn
up to-merrow, and that he must get a
substitute—""

“Rot'” said  Handforth. “You

't let him down like that. He's
axranged this fight, and you've got to
keep to it, my son, even if you get
sacked from St. Frank’s afterwards.”

“It’s easy enough to say that,” put
in Christine. “You’re not going to get
sacked Handy, and I'm jolly certain

hat Lawrence won't, either! If there’s
no other way out of it, he won't go to
this fight at all!”

“LoL me do the talking, my sons,”
I said. “I've got an idea, and I want
to tell you chaps about 1t and hear
what you say. You might be able to
suggest some improvements. If so,
all the better. In any case, this fight
is coming off, and Mr. Foxe and Mr,
Paget are going to be dished!”

“That sounds frightfully
dear old boy,” said Sir Montie.
how is it goin’ to be done?”

“Well, Foxey and Pagett will leave
here to-morrow evening,” I said.
“They’ll probably go in the Head’s car
and start at six, or they might go by
rail; we shall have to find out before
we make our final arrangements. But,

thoroughly

good,
“But
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in any case, Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett
mll ne\e1 get to Helmford.”
Eh?

“They’ll meet with an adventure on
the way,” I went on calmly, “and, un-
fortunately, they will be delayed for
such a time that when they find them-
selves free again the fight will be over,
and Lawrence will be back at St
Frank’s.”

“You—you ass!” said Handforth.
“How do you know this?”

“Something seems to tell me so,” I
replied, with a chuckle.

‘How do you know that Foxe and
Pagett will be delayed?”
ause you chaps
I rephed

will delay

tHem,

“W%we will delay them?”
“Precisely,” I said. “You will be
jelly busy to-morrow evening.”
Everybody was speaking at once. All
the juniors were asking questions.
“Hold on!” I exclaimed. “Il tell
you all about it in a minute. There’s
another thing I want to say. Lawrence,
as a matter of fact, needn't worry
about getting a pass out, because he’il
be at St. Frank’s all the evening.”
‘“Eh?” said Christine. “Lawrence
will be at St. Frank’s all the evening?”

& Thcn why should we tzouble about
delaying Mr. Foxe and—

“Youll understand evelythmrv after
I've explained,” I interrupted. ‘Now,
then, you chaps—silence! Listen to
your uncle.”

After a while there was silence, and
I got busy. I told the fellows, in detail,
what my plans were, and gradually
their serious expressions changed, and

they smiled. Then their smiles
changed to grins, and, finally, they
vyelled.

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

And he needed help, too! Without
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our assistance he would never have
come through with flying colours. With
our assistance, it was quite likely that
he would do so. He was feeling fitter
than he had felt for weeks, and he
was quite confident of being able to
put up a good fight against Mike Con-
nor. But if he worried over matters
concerning St. Prank’s, he would not
be able to put his best into that
match.

On the following day we learned,
through the agency of Mr. Cuttle, the
school porter, that Mr. Foxe and Mr.
Pagett were going for a trip in the
Head’s motor-car during the evening,
and they would start at about five-
thirty. This was good enough for us,
We had got the information we
needed.

“It’s all serene, my sons,” I said,
to a group in the Triangle at dinne

time. “They’re going by car. Every-
thing in the garden is lovely! We
shall be able to work the dodge

beautifully, and I don’t see how any
hitch can occur.”

During the afterncon, which was a
half-holiday, Pitt and Grey and
Handforth & Co. went out on their
bicycles. Nobody knew ~where they
went to, and their mission, indeed,
was a mysterious one.

They did not return until tea-time,
and their bicycles were minus several
parcels which had been tied to the
machines, and the juniors were all
looking content and satisfied.

“O.K.?” I inquired briefly, as I met
them in the Triangle.

““Absolutely!” said Pitt, with equal
brevity.

They passed on to the bicycle-shed,
and not long afterwards they were in
their respective studies partaking of
tea. They considered that it was a
well-earned meal. But it was a rapid
one, for, within half an hour the
juniors were off again. I remained
behind, for I was taking no part in
this particular section of the pro-
gramme,
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And I was watching from & con«
venient position when the Head’s two-
seater car was brought round into the
Triangle, just before five-thirty. Mr.
Foxe and Mr. Pagett emerged from
the College House together, and
crossed over the Triangle. They were
both wearing overcoats and gloves.

Mr. Foxe elected to drive himself;
he did not wish fo be bothered with
any chauffeur. Moreover, it was
highly necessary that this trip to
Helmford should be kept secret. When
the two masters sought admission to
the Ring Pavilion, they would use
means fo conceal 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 establishment.

Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett left St.
Frank’s at about twenty minutes to
six, and the car went driving away
down the lane towards Bellton. Helm-
ford lay nearly twenty 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 to be entered
was Midshott, a small village about
five miles beyond Bannington. Then
came a tiny hamlet known as Little
Hadlow. Between Midshott and Little
Hadlow the road was extremely
lonely, quiet and deserted. For three
miles there was hardly a house or a
coltage to be seen. It was a very
deserted stretch of road. For the main
part trees overhung the high banks on
either side, and there were corners,
turns and valleys.

It was practically dark by the time
Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett arrived at
this stretch of road. The sky was
overcast, although there was no pro-
mise of rain. . Indeed, it secemed that a
frost would set in when darkness
finally arrived.

The car was just descending into a
hollow, where the trees were very
thick, and where the hedges were
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high, when, glancing down, Mr. Foxe
saw a figure standing in the very
centre of the road, waving a lantern.
A frown came upon Mr. Foxe's brow.

“Confound it!” he muttered. “Is
the road stopped down here? If so,
it will mean that we shall be compelled
to make a detour for seven or eight
miles. What an infernal nuisance!”

They came nearer, and ab last Mr.
Foxe brought the car to a standstill.
He now saw that the figure with the
lantern was that of a country yokel.

The youth was not carrying a lan-
tern, as Mr. Foxe had supposed, but a
bicycle-lamp, and the light did not
play upon his features. Mr. F¢xe and
Mr. Pagett could only see a red coun-
tenance, surmounted by a dilapidated
old hat, and from underneath peeped
.a bit of untidy red hair.

“Well, boy, what is it?” demanded
Mr. Foxe curtly.

“Ah, guvnor, I'm main glad ye've
stopped!” said the rustic, his voice
coming in gasps. ‘‘There’s summnt
awful happened up at the farm.
want ye to come along, sir.”

“Something awful!” repeated Mr.
Pagett. “What on earth do you
mean?”

“That be only a few hundred yards
down this ’ere old lane, sir,” went on
the boy. ”I dunno what to do, an’
that’s a fact. You must come along,

h on ye! What with the mis-
ss bein’ fair off her head with

WOITY-

“We can't stop over your trouble,
young man!” interrupted Mr. Foxc
curtly. “If youre in difficulties of
some kind, youwd better go and fetch
the police, We're in a hurry!”

“Really, Mr. Foxe, if this lad is in
sore_straits, we must assist him!” put
in Mr. Pagett who, although bad-
tempered, was not bad-hearted. “Now,
my boy, tell me what the trouble is.
Be brief.”

‘“Well, sir, yer see, it’s like this
’ere,” he said. “There ain’t no doctor
Jhere about. and when an old lady
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meets with a haccident, it’s bad
bad. To fall right downst
serious enough for anybody,

larly an old woman. If 30!1’(1 be s0
kind as to come along, sir, an’ have a
look—it ain’t far, only down this little
old lane, a few hundred yards.”

The yokel had made no definite
statement; he had only vaguely hinted
that an accident had cccurred some-
where.

“I'm afraid it is hopeless to geb
much out of this person,” said M
Pagett impatiently. “But it is quite
clear that an accident has occurred
to an old lady, and that she is in a

bad way. We must go, Mr. Foxe; we
maust see what we can do.”
“Oh, very well!” said Mr. Foxe.

“Where is this house?”

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

“All right; stand on the footboard
and give your instructions,” said Mr.
Foxe. ‘“Down this lane? If there are
any turnings, tell me.”

“There bain’t no turnings, sir,” said
the rustic. “That be quite straight
until the farmhouse is reached. And
that ain’t fur, nexther you can see
they lights from ’ere.”

Twinkling through the trees, one or
two lights could be seen, evidently the
lights of the farmhouse. It was quite
dark now, and it was impossible to dis-
tinguish anything very clearly. And
after the car had been going for some
little way along the lane it was
brought to a halt in front of a gate,
and there loomed before the trio one
or two old buildings, evidently a farm-
house. At least, so it appeared to be in
the darkness. But Mr. Foxe and Mr.
Pagett would have been surprised had
they known that this old house had
been deserted for years, and that it
was partially a ruin, and generally in-
nocent of all human inhabitants. One
or two lights were showing from the
windows, giving the old place a warm,
inhabited appearance,
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The yokel led the way to the front
door, opened it, and passed inside. Mr.
Foxe and Mr. Pagett followed him.
They found themselves in a brick-
paved hall.  Only a tiny glimmer of
light was showing here, and it came
from one of the half-opened doors.
The country youth went right past this
doorway, and led the way to the rear
of this passage. He opened a heavy
oaken door and stood aside. His
bicycle lamp revealed a flight of stone
stairs, leading downwards.

“That be the cellar down there, sir,”
i “The stairs are

I see!” exclaimed Mr. Pagett.

“The old lady fell down these stairs, no
doubt, and is lying there now. Dear
me! This is very distressing, Mr. Foxe.
We must see what we can do at once.”
hank ye, sir,” said the rustic.

He was still standing on the side, and
Mr, Pagett led the way down the steps,
to be followed at once by Mr. Foxe.

They had hardly got down four or
five stairs, 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 huge lock.

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Mr.
Foxe. “What—what is the meaning of
this! I say, boy! How dare you?”

He paused, and there was no reply.
Not a sound broke the stillness except
a movement from Mr. Pagett. And,
suddenly, Mr. Foxe knew the truth—
he knew that he and his companion
had been 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 you hear me?
Open that door, hang you

Mr. Foxe hammered up(m the panels
of the door with his hand, but no
Tesponse came. The country yokel
had gone, apparently.

Mr. Pagett, who was lower down the
cellar steps, hardly knew what.to think.
His brain was in a whirl, and he felt
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terribly alarmed, for he had often read
in the papers how people had been
lured into quiet spots, and then robbed
with violence!  Mr. Pagett suddenly
felt his knees wobbling beneath him.

“Dear me!” he gasped. “This—this
is extraordinary! What—what can it
mean, Mr. Foxe? It—it seems that the
lad’s story was not true—’

“True!” shouted Mr. Foxe.  “Of
course it wasn’t true—it was pure
fabrication, in order to bring us here!
We are prisoners, by all appearances.”

“Good gracious me!” gasped Mr.

Pagett nervously.

’I‘hey went to the bottom 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
small one—quite a tiny place, in fact,
with no window, and not even a
grating. There was merely a ventilator,
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 been
trapped; there was no escape.

But they were rather surprised, in
spite of their alarm. Why had they
been left here in this way?

And then suddenly Mr. Foxe jumped
to the truth.

“By Heaven!” he snapped. “I've
got if!”
“Eh? My dear sir—"

“We have been trapped!” stormed
Mr. Smale Foxe. “We have been
tricked, probably by some of Lawrence’s
friends. Don’t you realise what it
means?”’

“I must confess that I fail—"*

“We have been brought here so that
we cannot go to Helmford—to the Ring
Pavilion!”  exclaimed Mr. Foxe
savagely. “That is the truth. Law-
rence will fight there this evening,
and, somehow or other, he and his
friends got to know that we were
coming. But we shall be unable to
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witness the fight, and it will be
impossible to bring any charge against
Lawrence!”

“Dear me!” said the Fifth Form
master. “What an astounding sug-
gestion! But, really, Mr. Foxe, 1
have an idea that you are right.
There can be no other solution to this
strange problem!”

“I know I am right!” snapped Mr.
Foxe. “To think that we should have
fallen so easily into the trap! But
Lawrence need not imagine that he is
safe! The very fact that we have
been placed in this cellar and kid-
napped is deadly proof against him.
The wretched boy shall ‘suffer for
this!”

Meanwhile, outside, the country yokel
had joined other figures. They came
like shadows out of the night, and,
curiously enough, they were not
country folks at all. On the contrary,
they were attired in Etons, and wore
ordinary overcoats and tweed caps.

“Did it work all right?” inquired
De Valerie softly.

“Work!” said the rustic. “My hat!
They walked into it Just the same as
sheep walk into a pen

“I must say you dm the trick well,
Pitt!” said Tommy Watson. “You
acted the part to the life! No wonder
Mr, Foxe and Mr. Pagett didn’t smell
a rat. And they're safe now until we
choose to let them out!”

“Which won’t be until nine o'clock
at the very earliest,” said Reginald
Pitt, removing his wig and grinning.
“I rather enjoyed it, you know. And
neither Pagesit nor Foxe can prove
anything. They may suspect, but they
have no proof. T'll guarantee any-
thing you like they didn’t recognise

It

Pitt had acted his part with extreme
cleverness, And he was quite right
when he Ca)d that neither Mr. Foxe
nor Mr. could recognise him.
His own 1denmy had been completaly
uoncealed behind his make-up, and he
liad changed his voice completely, too.
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A great thing had been accomplished.
It was now impossible for the two
masters to reach the Ring Pavilion in
Helmford and witness the fight between
Young Ern and Mike Connor. So
Lawrence was safe.

But other steps had to be taken, too.

For I had made up my mind to con-
vince Dr. Stafford that black was white.
In other words, that Young Ern was
not Lawrence at all! And I had an
idea that I should succeed in this some-
what difficult task.-

CHAPTER 20.

A Perfect Alibi!
R. STAFFORD was very thought-
D ful as he sat in his study at
St. Frank’s. He had been quite
still for some little time, and now he
rose to his feet and paced up and down
before the cheerful fire which blazed in

the grate.

“T sincerely hope that Mr. Foxe will
bring back a good report,” he mur-
mured.  “I should not like to think
that a St. Frank’s boy is mixed up with
prize fighting.”

The Head glanced at the clock, and
he saw that the time was just ten
minutes past seven. According to his
information, the fight had now com-
menced, and Ernest Lawrence was in
Helmford, battling in the ring against
Mike Connor.

Dr. Stafiord was expecting his visitors
—two of the school governors. They
had not yet arrived, and the Head went
to his door, and then passed out into
the Triangle. It was a clear night now,
and there was a touch of frost in the
air. Two or three juniors were to be
seen, moving about the gymnasium and
the Ancient House or the College House.
And suddenly the Head paused, for he
heard a voice.

“I say, Lawrence!” it shouLcd “Just
come here a minute, will you?”

“What for?” inquired another voice.
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f “II want you, you ass! That’s what
or!”

The Head started.

“Lawrence!” he ejaculated, under
hi “Can it be possible that
L nce is at the school? If so, then
it finally disproves the idea that the
lad has gone to Helmford. I under-
stood that Lawrence would be absent
this evening. I will see into this at
once!”

The Head moved briskly across the
Triangle, in the direction of the
gymnasium.  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 suflicient to see by.

Both the juniors raised their caps
as the Head appeared.

Good-evening, sir,” they said.

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

One-junior was Yorke of the Remove,
and the other was' Ernest Lawrence!
Dr. Stafford did not have very much
to do with the juniors, but he knew
them all by sight.

I understood that you were out this

evening, Lawrence,” said the head-
master. “But I see that you are here.”
“Yes,” assented Lawrence. “I'm

not going out at all this evening, sir.
It’s rathe1 cold, and I've got my prep
to do.

“Yes—yes, of course,” said the Head.
“I am very pleased to see, Lawrence,
that you are here.”

Dr. Stafford walked off, and made
his way back to his study, feeling very
relieved.  So Lawrence had not gone
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 a warning.

Dr. Stafford meant to make sure of
this at once; and there was one way
of doing so. He drew his telephone
towards him, and lifted the receiver.
The ’phone dlreLtozy was in front of
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him, and his finger was upon a certain
number.

“Helmford 5301,” he said.

It was the telephone number of the
Ring Pavilion.

And in a few minutes the Head was
through.

“Hallo!” came a somewhat rough
voice. “Who's speaking?”

“Are you the Ring Panllon, Helm-
imd“” mqmred Dr. Stafford.

“C?n you tell me if a fight is now
proceeding between two persons named
Young Ern and Mike Connor?” inquired
the Head pointedly.

“Yes, of course!” came the voice.
“The fight started a quarter of an
hour ago. They’re in the middle of
the third or fourth round now.”

“Dear me!” said the Head. “I am
sorry to trouble you, but can you tell
me for certain whether the fight is
really between Mike Connor and Young

Ern?  Are you sure that the lad is
Young Ern—-"

“What's_the game?” demanded the
voice. “Don't try to be funny with
us! Of course it’s Young Ern!”

“I want to be quite sure—"

“Oh, I can’t waste my time over
you!” said the voice. “You can go
to blazes!™

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

“Excellent!” he murmured. “I
rather regret sending Mr. Foxe and Mr.
Pagett to Helmford now, for I know
the truth, Lawrence is here, within
the school building,
fighting in Helmf d! It
obvious, therefore, that Lawrence is not
this boxer. I am greatly relieved and
pleased.”

The Head was convinced—absolutely
and thoroughly convinced. No matter
what was said to him now, it would
make no difference whatever. He knew
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for a fact that Young Ern was fighting
in the Ring at Helmford, and, with his
own eyes, he had seen Ernest Lawrence
chatting with Yorke in the Triangle.
How was it possible, therefore, for
Young Ern and Lawrence to be one
and the same person?

Obviously, it was quite impossible.

And while the Head was thinking
thus in his own study, Lawrence and
Yorke strolled across the Triangle in
the direction of the Ancient House.
They were near the steps when two
figures appeared—the figures of Owen
major and Hubbard of the Remove.

“Hallo!”  said Owen  major.
“Monks!”

“Oh, pax!” exclaimed Lawrence
easily. ““No House rows now!”

““ All right !”” said Hubbard, who knew
what a punch Lawrence had. “But I
thought you were going out this
evening, Lawrence?”

“Did you?” said the College House
junior, “Yowd better think again!”

“Well, come on,” said Yorke. “Wed
better be getting back—it’s nearly half-
past seven now.”

They strolled away, and during the
next hour Lawrence was seen by quite
a number of fellows—juniors and
seniors. He strolled to all parts of
the Triangle, and entered the gym-
nasium. And by half-past eight,
there were at least fifty fellows who
would be willing to swear that Ernest
Lawrence was at the school between
seven o’'clock and nine o'clock on that
particular evening.

Lawrence had shown himself to
everybody—but not in the College
House itself.

Finally, Yorke and Lawrence crossed
the Triangle again, until they arrived
at the window of Study Q. This had
been left partially open, and the sash
was soon raised. He and Lawrence
climbed through, closed the window,
and pulled the blind, and then switched
on the electric light,

Yorke saw that the door was closed,
and he turned the key in the lock.
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Then he faced his companion and
grinned.

“Great!” he exclaimed ecstatically.
“Absolutely great! Youre a marvell”

“Oh, come off it!” chuckled
Lawrence.

“You're absolutely a double-barrelled
wonder!” said Yorke admiringly. “The
voice! It’s absolutely like Lawrence’s.
The same intonation, the same every:
thing. ~And outside in the Triangle,
where the light isn't very strong, you
looked like Lawrence to the life!”

“What about the hair?” mqu)red the
other junior.

“Well, here there's just a shght
difference,” said Yorke, I
think I'd chance calling in any of the
fellows to have a look at you—they
might smell a rat!  But it'sa ‘wonder-
ful make-up, for all that!”

It seemed, according to this little
conversation, that Ernest Lawrence
was not Ernest Lawrence at all!  And
this, as a matter of fact, was the
absolute truth. The junior who was
facing Roddy Yorke at the present
moment was a fellow who generally
went by the name of Nipper.

Precisely!

Dr. Stafford had been speaking to me
in the Triangle—Owen major and
Hubbard had been speaking to me!
All the other fellows who had seen
“Lawrence ” had really seen me! To
tell the truth, I had disguised myself
as Lawrence, and was impersonating
him just for an hour or two.
object was to provide an absolutely
cast-iron alibi for the schoolboy boxer.

Lawrence 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!

“I'm tremendously pleased with the
Head!” I chuckled. “He saw me, and
spoke to me—and he’ll never believe
that Lawrence really went to Helm-
ford tomight. The whole game has
been a great success, Yorkey, and all
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we 1need now is to hear that Lawrence
has won his fight. That will put the
finishing touch to the evening!”

“Rather!” said Yorke, nodding.

‘““And I've got an idea that Lawrence
will win, too,” I said. “He was in
fine condition—as hard as nails, and as
At as a fiddle. He'l go into the ring
ready for anything. In fact, he’s n
the ring .now—perhaps the fight's
over.”

“Oh, it’s bound to be over by this
time,” said Yorke. “I tell you, old
son, it was a great scheme of yours.”

“’As a matter of fact, it was the only
thing that could be done,” I said.
“Either that, or Lawrence stayed away
from the fight. We couldn’t think of
that, so we've tricked everybody—in-
cluding the Head and old Foxey!”

“I wonder how they are getting on?”
chuckled Yorke. “I wonder if the
wheeze has succeeded. If so, Foxey
and Pagett are now confined in that
cellar, probably fuming at one an-
other!”

“I don't think Pitt and the others
failed,” I said. “Pitt was made up all
right. I saw to that. And I know
he’'s pretty good at theatricals. Il
guarantee he deceived Foxey and
in any case, he has
if there was any
We can take it as a cert,
in the

trouble.
that the prisoners are still
cellar,”

The scheme, as it will be seen, was
rather elaborate. During the after-
noon a party of fellows had cycled
along the Helmford road until they
reached the hollow between Midshott
and Little Hadlow.

They had entered the delapidated,
deserted farmhouse, and had made
certain preparations.

For example, they had fixed two
strong iron bolts to the cellar door, to
say nothing of a powerful lock. They
had seen that there was no other exit
from the cellar. And they had fixed
up little imitation curtains to two or
three of the windows, and placed
candles near by, ready to light, so as to
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give the house an inhabited appear-
ance from outside, after dark.

But if Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett had
failed to fall into the trap, other
juniors were ready to take the two
masters into the cellar by sheer force.
‘They could easily have done this, for
they were provided with cloaks and
masks, so that their identity would be
concealed. But such an expedient
had not been necessary, for Mr, Foxe
and Mr, Pagett had fallen into"the
trap at the very beginning.

In fact, we had carried out our
promise to Lawrence. We had done
everything in our power to help him
in his difficulties. ~We had made it
possible for him to go to Helmford and
fight Mike Connor, and his mind was
easy. He knew that his escapade
would not be discovered, and that he
could return to St. Frank’s with the
full knowledge that his delinquency
would not be known to the Head. .

CHAPTER 21,
A Giant's Task!
L 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 begin. The canvas-
covered ring was brilliantly illuminated
by several glaring electric lights which
hung overhead.

In one corner sat Ernest Lawrence,
cool, calm, and perfectly ready. His
heart was beating steadily, and he was
feeling more fit than he had ever felt
before.

In the opposite corner sat Mike
Connor, the champion.

There was a deal of difference in
the two boxers.

Lawrence was perfectly built and up-
right. His skin was white and clean,
and his features were even—handsome.
The same could not be truthfully said
regarding Mike Connor. The Irish-
man was a prize fighter of great ex-
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erience. He had toured the United
States, and had won most of his fights.
He had made a great name for himself,
and was regarded by his backers as
being well-nigh unbeatable. This par-
ticular fight was looked upon as a
dead certainty for him—he  simply
couldn’t lose.

His face was rugged, and bore the
marks of many severe blows. He was
round-shouldered, and his skin was
hairy and tough. He formed a great
contrast to the boyish figure on the
other side of the ring.

Everybody predicted that this would
be certain defeat for Young Ern—that
the unknown youngster would be
knocked out before the fourth round.
And, to judge by appearances, these
prophets would not be far wrong.

It was quite easy to see that Mike
-Connor shared the general view. There
was almost a contemptuous expression
in his eyes, and he seemed to regard it
as absurd that he should be called
upon to face such a novice as this
Young Ern,

This fight—the big one of the even-
ing—was due commence at seven
o'clock. This was rather contrary to
custom. But, owing to the fact that
Lawrence had to go back to St
Frank’s—although the audience knew
nothing of his—Mr. Rook had
arranged things accordingly.

There were a great many boxing en-
thusiasts in Helmford and most of
them were present. The gathering
could not, by any stretch of the
imagination, be called a distinguished
one. However, they knew a great deal
about boxing—and that was the thing
that mattered.

‘“Seconds out!  Time!”

Mike Connor hopped briskly into the
centre of the ring, and fell into his
guard to face Young Ern, still with
that smile of contempt on his rugged
countenance.

Lawrence was looking very serious

and quiet. He never suffered from
over confidence. He let others do
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that. His idea was to go cautiously at
first, in order to measure his man,

Mike Connor was a problem to him
so far. He did not know what this
champion was like or what he could
do. It was, therefore, better to wait
and see what Mike would show him.
Until then he would mark time.

The referee was a short, middle-aged
man who had keen a boxer himself in
his younger days. He was a keen
man, and, upon the whole, quite fair,
He would see that this fight was con-
ducted in a proper manner.

In one of the seats quite near to the
ropes sat Mr. Norman Rook. - There
was an expression of quiet confidence
on his face. He knew what Law-
rence could do, and he was quietly
anticipating the surprise which was
awaiting the crowd.

True, a great number of people had
seen Young Ern beat Jimmy Rhodes,
but Mike Conner was a different
proposition, and the greater portion of
the crowd had come fully prepared to
see Young Ern wiped off the map.

The battle was opened by Mike
Connor. He was full of determination
to show the crowd what he could do,
and it was his present plan to play
about with Young Ern as a° cat
plays with a mouse. ~He would show
everybody how ridiculous it had been
to match him against a fresh, raw
youngster like this.

was as quick as a_panther,
and as tough as leather. TLawrence
knew well enough that he would have
a stiff task to defeat this man.

The first round was rather unevent-
ful. Mike drove Lawrence round the
ring, he was, in fact, all over him.
Lawrence, according to his usual
custom, remained on the defensive.
He would not attack until he knew
what kind of a boxer he had to deal
with.

The round came to a close, and there
was no applause. The crowd were not
particularly impressed; but it certainly
seemed to them that Mike would be
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able to finish the fight just when and
how he liked.

The second and third rounds were
very much the same, Lawreace e
maining on the defensive practically
the whole time. It seemed rather
dull to the crowd, but Lawrence was
gauging his man—he was taking his
measure. And, more than once, Mike
Connor gave evidence of great power
and skill. ~And so far, he had been
doing nearly all the mttqckmg, and, on
points, he was easily ahead up to now.

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

Those three rounds had been rather
brisk, but Lawrence was as fresh and
cool as ever.

When the fourth round commenced
Lawrence entered into the batile with
a vim and zest which took everybody
by surprise-—particularly Connor.

Quick as a flash, the schoolboy
boxer’s fists shot home, and Mike was
not prepared. He received a straight
left which woke him up with something
like a jar, and immediately following
a second blow told him quite D!aknly
that he would not be wise to relax his
vigilance.

The pair rushed into a swift ex-
change of blows, and shifted round the
ring in a grim battle. Lawrence’s foot-
work was perfect to behold—and far
better than Mike's. The latter was
somewhat clumsy, and by no means as
rapid and clever as Lawrence.

Connor’s principal method of attack
was a deadly left hook, and he re-
peatedly attempted te get this home.
But he was not successful—he found it
almost impossible to get through his
young oppcnent's guard. And every
blow he attempted to drive home was

' smothered before it became dangerous.

More than once Mike was cautioned
by the referee for holding, and in that
fourth round the referee found it
necessary on several occasions to break
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the boxers apart. And, in every case,
it was Connor who went into the
clinch. He was beginning to take a
strong dislike to Lawrence’s right.

So far the junior was unmarked, and,
when the fifth round commenced he
went into the battle with great kee'\—
nes: He was enjoying the fight—he
was revelling in it.  And he opened
the round in brisk style.

Almost before Mike knew what was
coming he received a punch in the ribs
which caused him to-stagger a pace or
two. Then, quick as a flash, Law-
rence came on, landing two terrific
punches which literally drove Connor
across the ring.

The Irishman was taken by sur-
prise, and, for the moment, his guard
was gone. Lawrence was like a tiger,
and he could not be denied. The
scheolboy boxer waded into Mike with
both fists, and punished him seversly.

Not that this had much effect. Mike
could take a great deal of punishment
without showing it. He was as hard
as nails, and the most powerful body
blows seemed to have very little effect
upon him.

But Connor was receiving a shock.

He clenched his teeth, and savagely
made two or three powerful swings &t
Lawrence, being  determined to
smother_this 'attack But Lawrence
acted with the swiftness of lightning.
He dodged thrust after thrust, and
with apparently no effort.

Then, changing his tactics with the
same rapidity, he swept in, just as Con-
nor made a wild swing. If that blow
had got home Lawrence would have
measured his length on the floor. But
it didn’t go home.

Instead, Connor received a straight
left on the point of the chin. He was
almost lifted from his feet as he stag-
gered backwards to be brought up
against the ropes. —Then, hefore he
could recover his wits, he was treated
to a rain of body blows which fairly
made him gasp. And he was immensely
relieved when “time” was called.

Lawrence walked back to his corner
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calmly and steadily, showing no sign
of exhaustion. Mike Connor, on the
other hand, was rather puffed, and
there was now a leer of savage anger
on his mouth. He had received an
unpleasant surprise, and he did not like
it. He was finding that his opponent
was an extremely difficult customer to
tackle.

At first Lawrence had mnot been
fighting at all—he had been
merely measuring his man. Mike knew
this now, and he realised how his
youthful opponent had sized him up.

But when the sixth round com-
menced there was only one thought in
Mike’s brain. He was going to give
this youngster a real taste of fighting.

Lawrence had quite different
ideas.

He was prepared for every one of
Mike’s moves. He knew exactly what
his opponent was worth.

“Time!

One thmg was quite obvious when
that round commenced. Mike Connor
was in a temper, and he had thrown
all defence aside.

It was a fatal policy.

For Lawrence’s task was now much
easier. The fight was his, indeed, and
he knew it. His 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, to fall flat on his back with
a crash.

He rose, rather dazed, as a buzz of
excitement went round the crowd.
And Connor came charging in blindly
and desperately.

But there had been no change in
TLawrence.

He was still fighting calmly and
coolly and with an assurance which
was apparent to everybody. The on-
lookers gazed at him in a kind of awe.
He fascinated them—his style was so
masterly, so absolutely perfect. He
seemed to be impregnable, and his
defence was like iron.

To Lawrence’s astonishment he was
finding this fight even easier than his
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tussle against Jimmy Rhodes. And the
reason for this was clear. Mike
Connor had started off with the firm
belief that he had not a very difficult
task in front of him. He realised it
now—but it was too late. He was
groggy, whilst his opponent was still
as fresh as paint.

But Mike was game enough—he had
no intention of throwing up the sponge.
But when the ninth round commenced,
he felt, instinctively, that he was
beaten, and that Lawrence would be
able to put the finishing touch to the
fight whenever he liked.

Still Connor fought on, hoping that
he might be able to catch this cool
youngster napping—and, if he could get
home one of his deadly 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 cpponent.

And, to make matter worse, Young
Ern was full of surprises. He was not
content to attack in the recognised
manner.

Connor fell into a crouching atti-
tude, and waited for Lawrence to close
with him. He did not wait in vain,
for the schoolboy boxer came in.

He leapt in suddenly, and swept out
a powerful left. It was an unexpected
attack, and Connor was not prepared
for 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 sen{ his
head back.

The blows which rained upon him
1mmedmtely after that cat-like spring
of Lawrence's were so rapid and so
deadly that Mike hardly knew whether
he was on his head or his heels.

His ribs were battered, and the blows
fell upon his chest and head, and every
one felt like the kick of a mule.

Mike Connor staggered back under
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that terrible hail,
to guard himself.

‘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 moment. He sent a punch to
the body, which caused Mike Connor
to grunt and reel.

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

Crash!

All the force of Lawrence's sturdy
frame was behind that blow. The im-
pact _could be heard all over the hall,
and Mike Connor went over and fell in
a limp heap. He was knocked out,
and everybody knew it. It was futile
to wait for the count, for, if the count
had gone on to a hundred, Mike would
never have found his feet.

“Young Ern wins!”

“The kid's a fair wonder!”

« Splendid—splendid !” muttered Mr.
Norman Rook, with intense satisfac-
tion. “I knew that my judgment was
not at fault!”

Again Ernest Lawrence had won.
had a been a hard, gruelling ﬁght—
harder then he allowed the crowd to
see.

But a song of triumph was throb-
bing in his heart, and he had only one
thought in his mind as he left the
Ring—after being satisfied that Mike
would scon 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 per-
haps more! For Mr. Rook had
promised him more if he won—quite a
large sum, in fact.

But after the fight it was all one
rush for Lawrence—he could not think
of other things at the moment.

It was a rush in the dressing-room, il
was a rush when he interviewed Mr

 Rook and the referee, and one or two
~ of the other officials. Then it was an-
other rush to the railway station. He

attempting in vain
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would be able to arrive at
before bedtime. And Jii)og}l;'ﬂnklrsz
authority at St. Frank’s would ever
know the real truth. Lawrence’s eyes
gleamed 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!  Theyre bricks—every one of
them!”

CHAPTER 22,
A Staggerer for Mr. Foxe!
EGINALD PITT glanced at his
watch in the darkness. It was
quite easy for him to read the
face, for it had luminous hands and
numerals.

“Just half-past eight,” he mur-
mured. “I 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
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cast aside his “rustic” disguise. It
was no longer needed. t would not
be necessary for him to show himseli
to the prisoners again. And it was
quite impossible for either Mr. Foxe
or Mr. Pagett to know who their
captors actually were. They might
guess things—but they had not one
atom of proof!
Bob Christine had been looking
thoughtrul for a moment or two.
ell, I think we had better be mak-
ing a move now!” he said. “It's balf-
past eight, so it's a certainty that the
fight is over by this time—and I'm jolly
well hoping that Lawrence has won.
But we shall find that out later.”
*“The fight’s over!” said Handforth.

“What rot! Why, it didn’t start until
seven—"
“Well, how many rounds do you

think there are?” asked Pitt. “I un-
derstand that it's a fifteen-round con-
test, so it’s bound to be over by now—
it’s probably been over for more than
half-an-hour.  So I think we might
as well let the prisoners out. Even if
they go to Helmford, they’ll find no-
thing—Lawrence will be gone!”

Church nodded

”T at’s right!” he agreed. “And
we've got to think about getting back
ourselves— con't want to be left in

the cart, do Even if we start
almost at < we shall only arrive
just in ti bed. I think we'd

better be busy, you chaps.”
‘The con: tors agreed. They were
all very so that they had been un-
able to go to Helmford in order to
witness the fight. But I had advised
them that it would be better not to do
red to be there person-
to see Lawrence win,
ole, it was far better for
s Ring Pavilion.
ing, the place was abso-
i bounds. ~ But, more im-
still, we might have jeopar-

ally, in ord
but, on the

portant
dised Lawrence’s safety if we had gone

—and if we had been seen by some-
body who mattered. As things were,
there was nothing whatever to indicate
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that we had been mixed up in this
L\(nur in any way whatever.

“Well, we've done everything,” said
Pitt. “All that remains is for us to get
off now. You chaps had better take
all the bikes out into the road, and
have them there ready with the lamps
alight. Tl get into the house, and
pull those bolts back. Then I'll buzz
out, and we can get off as soon as you
like. I think the measures we have
taken for causing delay will be quite
effective.”

“They ought to be!” grinned Chris-
tine.

The bicycles were soon taken out intc
the, road, and the lamps lit. Pit
meanwhile, went into the house, and
slipped quietly along the passage. For
a moment or two he stood outside the
cellar door, listening. He could hear
the voices of Mr. Foxe and Mr. Pagett.
The two masters were talking together
—and Mr. Foxe did not appear to be in
a particularly amiable mood. But this
was hardly surprising.

Pitt grinned to himself, and then felt
cautiously upwards for the top boit. He
found it, and slipped it noiselessly back.
Then he turned the key in the lock.
The door was now unfastened, except
for the lower bolt. This bolt was not
secured to the door very tightly—not
because of carelessness, but because a
definite object had been in view. Mr.
Foxe and Mr. Pagett had to be released
—and at the same time, the juniors
wanted to'allow themselves plenty of |
time to get away. And the prob‘emy
had been solved in this manner.

‘The prisoners would very soon ﬂnd
that the door was as gcod as open. A
little gentle persuasion would soon con-
quer that lower bolt, and the door would
then fly open. The juniors reckoned
that it would take the two masters
about five minutes to get out.

Pitt slipped down me passage, and &
moment or two later he was out in the
open. He joined his chums in the road,
and they quickly mounted their bmycles
and pedalled away.

Mr, Fexe and M1 Pagett, down in "
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the cellar, were in fierce moods by this
time. Their captivity had told upon
their tempers—particularly upon Mr.
Foxe's. The Housemaster fumed up
and down in the darkness, finding great
difficulty in restraining himself from
uttering language which would bave
greatly shocked the staid Mr. Pagett.
But Mr. Foxe knew well enough not to
offend the Fifth Form master.

“It is really too bad!” said Mr.
Pagett. ‘“‘Heaven only knows how long
we shall be kept here, Mr. Foxe! Prob-
ably all night—we do not know. It
seems that our captors have gone—we
have been deserted. In that case, we
might be here for days—"

“You are wrong!” snapped Mr. Foxe.
“I am certain that we have only been
imprisoned for an hour or two, so that
we cannot arrive in Helmford to witness
that fight. By now the fight is over,
and Lawrence is probably on his way
back to St. Frank’s. We must do some-
thing, Mr. Pagett—it is absurd for us fo
remain here, idle and helpless!”

Mr. Pagett shrugged his shouders,

“Really, my dear sir, it is idle to use
such words!” he protested. “Have we
not tried everything? The door is so
fastened that we cannot hope to shift
it. There is no other exit—so we must
wait until—-"

“Hush!” interrupted Mr, Foxe.
“What is that?”
“Really, I—"

“I am certain I heard a noise just
now—a slight sound!” said Mr. Foxe
quickly. “Listen!”

“Dear me!” murmured Mr. Pagett.
“I believe you are right! I 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 foot of the
' stone stairs, and he mounted them.

Reaching the top he touched the
door.  And he was astonished to find
that it seemed loose. It gave as he
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pressed against it. And it onl
him a few seconds to discover ﬂijat(?g!;
lock was undone, and that the top bolt
had been drawn. The door was there-
fore only secured by the lower bolt—
which seemed to be none too fast.
“Yes, there was somebody here a
moment ago,” said Mr. Foxe grimly.
“Come up here, Mr. Pagett. The door
is unfastened, except for the lower bolt.
Our united efforts will enable us to
%orce it open, and then we shall be
ree.”

“I-TI sincerely hope so!” said Mr.
Pageit. “This is an outrageous affair
altogether, and I shall certainly inform
the police as socon as I regain my
liberty. I have never had such scan-
dalous treatment!”

The two masters used all their
strength against the door. It creaked
and groaned as they pressed and
pushed. But for some little time it
resisted their efforts. Then, at length,
the lower bolt gave way with a sudden
snap.

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

“ Good—good gracious!” gasped Mr.
Pagett. “Really, sir—— ¥You are lean-
ing on my chest! Upon my soul! This

1

‘| —this is terrible

“At last we are free!” said Mr. Foxe
grimly. “And now we will see if our
car is still there.” =

Fortunately it was. As soon as they
reached the open they saw Dr. Staf-
ford’s car standing there, quite un-
harmed. Mr, Pagett was greatly
relieved. =

“I will guarantee that boys are re-
sponsible for this outrage!” said Mr.
Foxe grimly. “Either boys, or Law-
rence’s associates, We were kidnapped
and kept in that cellar merely in order
to prevent us going to Helmford. Iam
positive of that, Mr. Pagett. I intend
to hurry back to the school with all
speed. If boys are the culprits, we shall
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Dprobably overtake them before they
arrive at St. Frank’s.”

“Your suggestion is a wise one, Mr.
Foxe,” said the Fifth Form master. “It
is quite useless for us to go to Helm-
ford now—that fight will be over. So
we might just as well return to the
school as quickly as possible.”

Mr. Foxe leaned over the dashboard
and pressed two or three switches. In-
stantly the headlamps blazed out, and
then Mr. Foxe adjusted the controls
and pressed the self-starter; but no-
thing happened. For two or three
minutes the starter whirred, but the
engine didn’t respond.

“I cannot understand it!” muttered
the College House master. ““The engine
ought to start without any trouble
whatever!”

He tore up one of the side flaps and
stared at the engine. And then he
noticed that the carburettor had been
interfered with. It was quite infact,
and had not been damaged. But one
or two parts were loose and required
adjustment.

“The infernal rascals!” rapped out
Mr. Foxe furiously. “This has been
done to cause us delayAWJLhout the
slightest doubt.”

Mr. Pagett looked alarmed.

“Then—then we are helpless!” he
ejaculated. “We need a mechanic—-"

“Nonsense!” said Mr. Foxe. “Tt will
not take me ‘ong to make the necessary
adjustments!”

He soon found a spanner, and then
he got to work. But it took him fully
ten minutes before the carburettor was
in working order. The engine started
all right then, and Mr. Foxe’s anger
had oozed away somewhat.

“Splendid!” said Mr. Pagett. “I did
not know that you were so accom-
plished, my dear Mr. Foxe!”

The Housemaster sat staring at the
car. He had noticed something clse
—something which fairly made him
dance with rage.

“All the tnys are flat!” roared Mr.
Foxe savagel, “Th ave been
punctur: «d—thcy/—they
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The Housemaster choked, for he
could not say anything else at the
moment.  He believed that all the
tyres had been slashed with a knife,

But a careful examination showed
that this was not the case. The tyres
had merely been deflated. This wel-
come discovery, however, did not im-
prove Mr. Foxe's temper to any great
extent.

The misfortunes of the two masters
seemed never ending.

“There is only a small foot pump!”
rapped out Mr. Foxe. “It will occupy
every moment of twenty minutes to
pump these tyres sufficiently hard for us
to start our journey. We must take it
in turns, Mr, Pagett, but the work must
be done!”

“How extremcly annoying!” said Mr.
Pagett crossly.

There was nothing else for it. The
masters were compelled to take it in
turns at the pump.

At last, however, they were able to get
into the car and drive off. And Mr.
Foxe let out some of his temper in his
driving.

“Really, Mr. Foxe!” protested Mr.
Pagett, as they spun round a corner
almost on two wheels. “This—this
speed is excessive—-"

“You need not worry, Mr. Pagett!”
snapped the Housemaster. “You are 1
quite safe—I know how to drive!”

And they went roaring along towards
Bannington and St. Frank’s,

Meanwhile, Pitt and Christine and

Handforth & Co. had arrived on the
outskirts of Bellten by this time. They
had a stiff trip, pedalling for all they
were worth.,

They were on the last lap of the
Jjourney—pedalling up the lane from
Bellton to the school—when they saw
three dim figures in the distance ahead,
They proved to be the figsures of three
juniors, who stood waiting for the
cyclists to come up.

“That you, Piit?” came a voice.

Pitt jumped frem his machine.

“Nipper!” he eiaculatad. “I thougt
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perhaps it was you. It’s
Lawrence!”

The three pedestrians were Ernest
Lawrence, Sir Montte Tregellis-West,
and myself.

“‘Lawrence!”
fellows,
get on?”

“Did you win?”

“Did he win?” I grinned. “Yes, my
sons—he did! He knocked Mike Connor
silly in the ninth round.”

All the juniors were enthusiastic—and
delighted to hear the good news.

We listened to Reginald Pitt’s report
with interest.

“Everything is as right as nine-
pence,” I said at length.

“That’s because the plans were so
jolly good!” said Pitt. “We must give
you credit, Nipper, for being a wonder-
ful organiser.”

“We haven’t got time to talk now,”
I said lightly.

We succeeded in getting our bicycles
over the wall and stowed away in the
bicyele shed. Then the College House
fellows, including Lawrence, went over
“to their own quarters, and we strolled
into the Ancient House just as the bell
was ringing for bed. Nothing could
have been better.

I happened to be a little in the rear of
the others, and Nelson Lee came strid-
ing across the Triangle from the Little
Side gate.” He had evidently been out.
He came quite close to me, and touched
my arm as he was passing.

“Very clever, Nipper!” he murmured
dryly. “Very clever indeed, my lad!”

Y Eho”

‘Why, hallo!

the other
How did you

echoed
“Good man!

But Nelson Lee had gone—he had
passed into the Ancient House.

Ten minutes later we were in our
respective dormitories, and no questions
were asked.

And, very shortly after the prefects
had come in to turn out the lights, we
heard the sound of a motor-car out in
the Triangle.

The very instant the car had come to
2 standstill Mr. Foxe dashed out of it
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and ,made his way straight to Dr. Staf-
ford’s study. Mr. Pagett came in his
rear. The two masters practically burst
into the headmaster’s study together,
They found Dr. Stafford sitting in an
easy chair, reading a heavy volume.

_“Sir, we have been subjected to &
violent outrage!” said Mr. Pagett.

“We have not been to Helmford!”
snapped Mr. Smale Foxe. “Before we
arrived there our car was stopped, and
we were kidnapped.”

“Really, Mr. Foxe, I must beg of you
to be more explicit!” interrupted the
headmaster.

Mr. Foxe glared.

“Yes, sir—kidnapped!” he shouted.
“We have been subjected to out-
rageous treatment! And I am sure
that Lawrence is at the bottom of it

“Nonsense!” exclaimed the Head
curtly. “Please do not talk wildly, Mr,
Foxe.”

Mr. Smale Foxe glared.

“And I am sure, sir, that Lawrence
went to Helmford and appeared in the
Ring under the name of Young Ern.*

“Nonsense!” interrupted the Head.
“Lawrence has been at St. Frank’s all
the evening.”

Mr. Foxe staggered, and gulped.

“When I tell you, Mr. Foxe, that I
was in conversation with Lawrence at
seven-thirty, you will perhaps believe
that Lawrence was in the school all the
evening.”

Mr. Smale Foxe was completely out-
witted. But Lawrence had made a
grim, relentless enemy. From this
moment onwards Mr. Smale Foxe was
determined to devote himself to the
task of obtaining revenge.

THE END,

Look out for * THE HOUSEMASTER’S

REVENGE!”—featuring Ernest

Lawrence and Mr. Smale Fox. This

gripping yarn appears in No. 330 of the

¥ SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY "—,
out on March 3rd.
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DO YOU EAT WOOD?

HE paper on which these words are
printed is made of wood. So,
probably, is some part of the

clothes you are wearing. And then look
at the furniture around you—there’s
a lot of wood there, too, isn't there?
And you may even eat wood!

But we’ve gone a long way from the
days when wood was used solely for
furniture, tool-handles, fire-kindling,
and so on. e other day a German
scientist, giving a lecture on the many
new uses to which wood can be put,
handed round a box of chocolates to
his audience—and they were made of
wood, too! Nor could those who ate
them taste any difference between the
synthetic chocolates and the real thing.

Wool from Wood !

All over the world other scientists are
also looking for new uses for wood. The
resources of the forests that cover the
globe are practically inexhaustible, but
so far we have only used certain types
of trees. Those unsuitable for timber
have been allowed to waste, just as,
hitherto, the shavings and cmppmgs
from saw-mills have been wasted by
“burning them.

Slowly all that is being changed.
To-day there is a factory near Berlin
which produces a hundred and forty
tons of wool every day from waste
wood. In Italy wood is being “roasted "¢
into charcoal, and cars have been |
designed there which run on charcoal
gas. They are not as efficient as petrol
cars yet, but they will travel at a mile
a minute, and the design is being im-
proved with every new car built.

It is just as easy to obtain a form of
petrol from wood. Modern petrol con-
tains a high percentage of alcohol, and

one of the materials from which this
can be casily distilled is wood.
Without knowing it, you may be eat-
ing wood when you chew sweets! Most
sweets are largely composed of sugar,
and a factory at Rheineau, Germany,
is producing six thousand tons of sugar
a year from the twigs, bark and chip-
pings left over when forests are cut
down for timber. Sugar, you see, is
merely a compound of nitrogen and

hydrogen gases united to carbon. The-

hydrogen for this German factory’s
sugar is obtained from ordinary water,
the nitrogen from the air, and the
carbon from wood. Ingenious—and
cheap!

Fabrics from Wood Fibres.

But the biggest new chemical use of
wood is in making what is known as
acetone. This is the basis of artificial
silk, plastics, which wireless cabinets
and telephone instruments are made
from, explosives, chloroform, and
various kinds of fibre.

These fibres can be woven into all
sorts of fabrics, from which clothes can
be made. If you have a striped pattern
in the suit you are wearing, it is quite
likely that one or more of the colours
in that stripe is produced by weaving
in a dyed wood-fibre thread. Whole.
suits of clothes have been produced ex-
perimentally in these fibrous fabrics.

Sawdust, which at one time was
almost valueless, is now quite a valu-
able product, because it can be made
into linoleum, instead of wusing the
more expensive ground cork. It also
forms part of certain kinds of modern
cattle-foods.

But perhaps the most unexpected
place to find wood is in glass. The un-
breakable safety-glass fitted to motor-

i sandwiching a thin
layer of wood, dissolved in chemxcals,
between two sheets of plain glass. This
layer of “plastic,” as it is called, not
only makes tha glass far su'ongcr, but
also prevents it splintering if it is
struck a heav: blow.

ss.
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IREVENGE is sweet! So thinks

Billy Bunter when he sets out to
get his own back on a bullying prefect.
But it's just like Bunter to wreak his
vengeance on the wrong customer—a
disastrous result that has far-reaching
effects at Greyfriars | Thrills, fun and
mystery’ combine to make this a great
yarn too good to be missed.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

- SCHOOLBOYS oMY,

LIBRARY ¥ 395

WHAT is the ‘mystery connected

with Eric Torrence, the new-

comer to St. Jim's ? Harry Manners,

nursing a bitter animosity towards the

new boy, goes out of his way to show up

- Torrence, and lands himself in a matter

. of life and death! You'll enioy every

i, word of this super story of Tom Merry
. & Co.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

On Sale Now - - - - Price 4d. each
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