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«No, vou don't, Clammo!™ e eaid. “Jim Lee's going
1o 2 Dened 10w, aud he'll {alk t some purpose
“ .\ Y

nd he'll have semeone 1o help him talk 1" rhouted
Le, »t he waved his hand, ** Way there for Jim Clifford !
]‘:‘.: hit t along, bexs. We'll have him here, where all
an

wh o~d, who had leen wailing Lee's signal,

Sare © .
the

from

Eaine and vine prseed amidst great excite-
- cht up to " .
- “‘“:. Closnimo; to DLelieve his scnses,
{ore Tusively. i L
it a rposed Lee. * There's thne

woagh for ¢l just hear what Clifford

;,:. ‘1.0 cav. Who do you accuso of putting you away, Clif-
. :

ghed gen Rayrner Clemmo!™ eried Clifford, in a voice

e could hear. | :

d and Clemmo himself were too stupefied to utter

sonnd. :
% » And who do you, Les, accuce of murdering Bart Cruden

#nd the tvo men at the Grand Saline?” cried Sheriff
| Cetila. T .
| " “Rayner Clemmo! ™ answered Lee, in ringing tenes, as his

gun covered the mineowner,

Even in thet terrible moment Clemmo’s nerve did not
| desert him. : _
“Ju i easy to do that,” he retorted. “T defy you to

addoce a ~ingle proof.’” ) iy o
“1Il prove Clifford’s accusation frst, then,” answered
Lee. *Cliford drew a cheque for the man that captured
him. How did yeu sign it, Clifford?”
*“1 signed it as James Courtney C
* And that is not your right name, but
the bank people on their guard?’ .
*That's 0. They would never have paid the cheque on
jt. James Clifford 1s my real name, and the name 1 should
put to cheques.” o
*Has the cheque been presented?” )
“No, it 15 still out.  The man I gave it to must have
feared 10 use it ) . 5 . .
“*And probably has it on him now,” said Lee. * Would
you oblige me, shoriff 772 i N y *
|7 Quick a3 thought the sheriff and one of his men scized
| Clemmo, who was standing 28 if turned to stone. There
" was a brief struggle before %K‘ was secured. Then in breath-
Jeas gilenze they searclied him. Thoe eheriff drew o few
| papers from 2 coneealed pocket in his shirt. e held one
of them up. It was Clifford’s cheque,
B ‘' Now, boyy,'"' ¢ Lea, ** I'vo madc out my case for one
| indictment.  Now 1'll prove that this man killed the others
wo koow of for the samo reason. llere’s the writlen con-
| fession of his accomplice Nat Ilerd, as he was knawn here,
L but better known to mo as Abe Foote, of Montana.
“He swrites here o (ull confession of it all, saying how
hey robbed and murdered a dozen or more men, and how
lart Cruden at last by somo means came to suspect them.
fio ewesrs that Clenvno, or Hank Mallock, as his real name -
%, killed Cruden. and that I can swear to as well.”?
| “But wherc's Herd?” someone shouted. ** Writin® “is all
fery well. Lel's hear what Herd's got ter say?’
*Ile’s in the gool hore” cried Lee, ** and the sherift will
beep him for trial. He has confewsed to him as well, and
piven us all the proofe.”
*Then the sheriff sha’u’t have em both ! roared Barney
lum, who wus standing, head and shoulders above the
trowd, close to the Lotel. ** We'll have Clemme, boys, if
it's the Jast act!” : !
With a roar like that of a mighty flood let loose the whole
of men surged towards the hotel. Vainly the sheriff
kis poss tried to hold their ground.
n les than a minute Rayuer Cleummo, fighting despe-
fiely, was torn from their grasp, a rope was flung round
neck aud over u convenient beam, and Raynuer Clemmo,
s Hack Mallock, expiated Lis crimes at the hands of
we Lynch,
dheo the body wae cut down, and dragged beyond the city
. A wecl, later Abe I'oote, after an open trial, was
X ned, and exeeuted. The Spread Eagle mine was
v down, and exen now lies unworked, with all its build-
2 eod mmehinery going to rack und ruin, no one caring
UY & provernty associated with o much crime.
Jares ( up muether and richer claim, which
c g cunicern, and as long as Lee
remained etaanch friends, and
n Chris Cottle, in eeveral exciting adyen-
vonstreted lee's daredevil courage and
of persone) dunger,
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READ TXIS FIRST.

The train containing the hoys of St Winifred's
slewed down alongside Ferndalc Station plat-
form, ‘You bkounder! Why didn't you yell?”
Locke, & Fourth-Former, shouted the guestion to
Clive Lawrence—a ncw boy, but one in no way
shy or constrained. “What was thare to yelil
abcout?” asked Clive. Locke sniffed. ‘“Oh, ot
coursc, you don’t know; you're a new kid. we're
atdaggers dravwn with the Fifih at St. Winnie's,
and Kendal and Keene, who aire siandi aver
there, are the hheada of the FiTitn,” Clive joins the
party of Fourth-Formers, and they eventually
et to the schoo! by capturing the Sixth Form
brake. Cliveis told to shiarc av study with Fisher
and Locke. Courtncy, a buliy, takes Clive for
“fag,” and scnds him on an errand to the Jaliy
Scaman, o public-houee in the viilage. Clive
arrives at his destination and is told by the man
whao answers his ring to hand over the note.
(Now go on with the story.)

A Curious Quest.

Clive made no moiion to obey. He remembercd how par-
ticularly Courtney had impressed upon him thai le was to
place the note in no hands but Mr. Napper’s.

‘I cannot give it to you,” he said quietly.

The landlord of the Jolly Seaman glared at him.

‘““Why can't you give it to me, younker?”’

“I was told to give it to no one butMr. Napper himself.”:

‘“Jimmy Napper’s not. here. I’'m George Beasly, the pro-
prictor of this ’cre place, and Mr. Napper's friend. You can,

_give me the note.”

“Do you know when Mr. Napper will return?” .

“No, I don’t. He may be back in halfl an hour, and he
may not be back till midnight.”

Clive’s heart sank. He had not foresecn a_conlingency of
this kind. Ner, apparently, had Couriney. Ie had not been
told what to do if Mr. Napper were not at the inn. Appar-
cntly Courtney had counled for certain upon the man heing
there. 7
Clive hesitated. What was to bo done? It might be all
right to trust the noto into Beasly's hands, as he was the
friend of tho absent Mr. Napper. On tha other hand, it
might be all wrong. Courtney would not have been so much
in_carnest without a rcason.

Noj; he would not dizchey his instructions. ITaving taken
lhp] matter in hand, he was bound to carry out Courtney’s
wishes.

But what was to be done? To rcturn to St. Winifred's
with tho noto was to throw all Courtney’s plaus, whatever
they were, out of gear. The senior had some powerful
motivo for sending the note that night. Yet to wait till, per-
haps, midnight— .

“Well, what are you going to do?” said Mr. Beasly
roughly but not unkindly. *You can leave the 1501,6’: with
me, and I'll sce that Napper has it, or you can 3\"5\".

““Can't you tell mo kow long he's likely to be? o

“No; I can’t for cerlain. But the chances are that Le’ll
be back soon. That’s the best I can say.” .

Clivo hesitated still, screly troubled in his mind. o

“You can como in, if you like,” said Mr. Beasdy. *You
can sit in mny little parlour all by yoursc!l till Jimmmy Napper
comes in. ‘There’s nobady thero.” ) e i

The man was certainly not a good characier, but he seemec
rood-natured. e spoke to the doubtful and hesitating l{o.y
Lindly unou?\. It was probably that which decided Clive

g S0 o nodkded. ” s 5 .
l"‘ﬁ;“!‘frl::k yulu,‘:irl I'll como in and wait, for a Dbif, at all
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TlLe new boy at St Vinifred's was, In fact, more tired OUT
than he knew. The gilenea of tho room, the audible wash of

¢ open window, and the gratelul warmth Two more new nuwmbass of sh. «

ihe sea through the
of the fire, combined
{o malke him drowsy.
He leaned back 1n
ihe chair, and sleep

stole over him
aimost uncon-
sciously.

1o realised that

he was dropping off,
and roused himself.
The monotonous
ticking of the clock
was Lhe ouly sound
in the room, savo
for the distant wash
from the  wido
waters.

Mr, Napper had
not vet returned.
After all there could
be no harm i
nodding off for a
few muinutes while
ha waited for the
coming of Mr
Napper.

He closed his eyca
again. A minute
more, and he was
sleoping soundly,
leaning against the
high back of the
chair, which com-
bletely -+ concealed
im from the view
of anyone entering
the room—sleeping
soundly, (ill he sud-
denly  awoke, not
Lknowing how fong
be bhad slept,
aware that he was
no  longer  alone.
Thero were voices in
the room—voices
wi(lu'n a few paces
of him, and rcach-
ing clearly to his
cars as he came out
of tho mists of aleep
and droams.

“ !}nt the treasure

These  were  the
words that cauglit

Clive Lawrenco's
cars as soon as lie
was Conscious,
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The door closad, and
wind darkness. A hand fell upon his
1o was Jrawn along a paszsago,
ed & door, and n glimmer of light shono

o was in a little room, with the
A window was apen, leokiug away 1o
brow from the window was a creek,
into Penwyn Bay.  Krom another part
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