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The mmaster gave a gaspof | |
astonishment as he entered, | §

(§ for a youngster he had never
seen in his life before was |
|iseated in his chair, his not
over - clean boots on the | SR
mantelshelf, and sucking an {
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New School Tale.

A Curious Quest,
Clive Lawrence sat quite still in t
was still fatigued,
strange state, betwe
silent and m 3

1is ears with

Thére were two ces—one, a sharp, thin, somewhat
vilgar voice; r, deep and heavy and somewhat
foreign.

(XA

#&he treasure!”

the foreign-sounding voice that
ve have not found it yet!”

find it.”’

here. But we will talk about

sund it, my friend Napper.”

s the sharp, thin voice. ** Tell
quare, do you really believe in the

1’s treasure?”’

¥ Mein Ge I not said s0??

£¥es; but Ir. Napper's words and tone implied a
fai from profound faith in the habitual veracity of his
companion,

& Ach, T tell you that I am here for the very purpose of
findling it, and for no other puspose whatever I’

““What did you know about it in the first place?’

“That’s my secret.”’

"I I am going to help you, there's going to be no secreis
between us, my pippin.”’

‘“Bah, it is nothing! I heard Bat
what you have told me about the Trelawneys interests me.
A word, though. Are you sure that we cannot be overheard
here?” =

“Of course T an

* You underst
spoil all.””

I know that as well as you do.”’

Clive Lawrence started into full wakefuln

Oswald Trelawney! The captain of St. Winifred's! His
name on the lips of these two habitues of the disreputable
Jolly Seaman! What did it mean?

5

me traly,
existence o

s5 h

o Usw ald TL‘L

a word

and down the country-side.

Thes v in the fleet that scattered the

Spanish 2 pper, ““and he helped to chase
rds wrecked on the coast.”

the galleon which
**So I have hea
*1It’s true enough.

—

n old tale about these parts, and
there seems te be enc uth in it. T know fer a fact that
Captain Trelawney had a command in that fleet; and I
know he was the ancestor of the present Trelavneys. I am
& native of this part of Devon, though most of my life has
‘heen spent in London. I know the tale, and how much of
it is to be believed. The Trelawney at St. Winifrod’s is the
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A SPLENDID SCHOOL TALE
By MARTIN CLIFFORD, Author of
THE TALES OF T0)M MERRY.

READ TIIS FIRST, e :
The train containing the boys of St Winifred’s
siowed down alongside Ferndale Station plats
form, “You bounder! Wiy didn’'t you yeli?s
Locke, & Fourth=Former, shouted the guestion to
Clive Lawrence—a new boy, but one in no Way
shy or constrained. ‘“What was there to yell
about?” asked Clive. Locke sniffed. *Ok, of
couree, you don’t know; yow're a new kid, We're
at daggers drawn with the Fifth at 8t Winnie's,
and Hendal and Keene, who are standing over -
there,; are the heads of the Fifth.” Cilive joins the
party of Fourth-Formers, and they eventually
get to the school by capturing the Sixith Form
rake. Clive is told to share a study with Fisher
and Locke. Courtney, o bully, takes Ciive for
“fagy and sends him on an errand to the Jolly
Seaman, a public-house in the village. Clive
arrives at his destination, and is shown into a
back room and told 2o wait for a Mr. Napper. He
falls to sleep before the fire, and is awakened by
the sound of voices. (Now goon with the story.)

lineal descendant of the Claptain Trelawney of Queen Eliza-
beth’s time, and you could sece as mmueh in any County
Families directory. He’s the last of the rage, too, except
for some very distant connections, and poor as a church
mouse.”’

The German gave a chuckle. 5

** Then it would be a stroke of fortune for him to find
that treasure, and restore the ancient glories—ha, ha l—of
the Trelawneys.””

““He's not likely to do it—a schoolboy 1'%

‘“‘But the clue.”?

“ Ah, there you come to the doubtful part of the fale?
The story goes that Captain Trelawney discovered either
the wreck of the galleon, and carted away the gold to some
secret place, or else the Spaniards did it themselves, in the
hope of getting it away afterwards, and Trelawney found
out where they had hidden it in the caves Perhaps he
didn't move it away for fear of the (lovernment coming
down on him for the loot. He may have just helped himself
when he wanted the money, and left the treasure whera it
lay, with a document written out for the guidance of his
descendants.’?

*“That is the tale, is it not??

‘ That’s the tale. But the Trelawneys are an uncommbon
close-tongued race, and they never talk about their atfairs;
and the boy at St. Winifred’s is like the rest. - It’s certain
that the treasure has never been recovered, and if the
Trelawneys possessed the clue, as tradition has it, it can’h
have been a complete one, you see.” .

“Not to them; but to one who already had somie know-
ledge of the matter, it might point out tho way to the trea-
sar p:

* True enough.”? :

- “‘qu tell me that you know the country vound here per-
iectiy.”
** Like a book. I lived here all my voung years, and used
to explore the caves, in the hope of finding the treasure,
thirty years ago,” grinned Mr. Napper.. I never found ib.
Why, it may have been found and caried away before now
by someone who knew how to hold his tongue.”

The German shook his head. :

“That is not likely. - Such a discovery could scarcely’
remain a secret. I am certain that the treasnre has never
been discovered. When I met you down here 2t

Myr. Napper interrupted him with a laugh.

*“Did you think I was here in search of the galleon 7%

“No; I knew you were here for no good purpose.’”’ .

“ Exactly the thought that came into my mind with regard
i;(z you’,”’ said Mr. Napper. *‘When I found that you were
G

“ Never mind that. We have renewed our old acquaings
a.]nce, wi,th mutual profit, I hope. If Trelawney has the
clug——"

“ He i3 not likely fo let us have the nse of it

“ He may not have the choice abou that.”

of Jim Lee, the Virginian,
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“ Ok, I see! You think you will get an opportunity——""
1 shall make it a point to do so0.”

¢ Good idea. You may be able to work the trick.”

© And then the matter will be simpler. As for anybody's
t to the treasure, it is the property of whomso«cveg finds

¢ Bubject to the Government's claim.”

¢ 1 should keep it secret.”

. “My idea, too. It would be perfecily casy to ship it
away in the Scud if ws found it; though, as a matter of
fact, my friend, I feel very doubtful about doing that.”

i “1 have every hope of success.”

i, “Then that means that you have some knowledge of the
¥natter which you have kept #o yourself,” said Mr. Napper.
|“And I say again, if we're going into this thing, cards on
‘the table, partner.”

The German seemed to hesitate. -

““If we don’t go into it together,” wenf on Mr. N
‘Wwith marked emphasis, * you will find me against 3
and my friends. And how much chaunce you will h
success then, I dare say you know. In the first place, L
could give you away where you are.”

.~ ““There 1s no question of that. We are together in the
matter.”

¢ Then show your hand, as I show mine.

£ Very well o=

The German broke off suddenly.

During the talk, Clive Lawrence had not made a sound or
& movement;

Clive was the last fellow in the world to listen to a con-
wersation not intended for his ears, but he had really had
o choice under the circumstances.

He had heard the fisst part of the talk in a dreamy
between sleeping and waking, and then, when the name of
the captain of St. Winifred’s had been mentioned. and he
‘realised that he was in the presence of two men who wers
plotting against Trelawney, he had been in great doubt as
%o what to do.

That both the men were rascals, was certain, and the boy
iremembered that he was in a lonely inn close to the sea,
and enfirely at the mercy of the precious pair, if they dis-
‘covered his presence and took it amiss.

Buf the difficulty was settled for him without a movement
‘on his part. A cinder had fallen from the fire close to his
ifoot, and he dared not move, for fear of making a sound.
‘The smell of scorched leather assailed his nostr and
‘naturally reached those of the two men at the table also.

he German started to his feet with a foreign oath.

"’W!}at is that? Who is that? There is someone in the
room!

Mz, Napper was on his feet also, looking alarmed. Clive's
heart beat hard. The German’s hand grasped the back of
the chair to swing it out from the fire. Clive’s brain worked
quickiv. What his danger might be he knew not, but he
fknew that it might be great. He slipped from the chair as
the German swung it away, and made a desperate spring
for the door. The lamp was close to him on the table as he
passed, and, acting on a sudden inspiration, he shot out his
fist and knocked it to the floor.

The light was instantly extinguished. The German,
springing after Clive in the darkness, collided wwith Mr.
Napper, who was running round the table for that purpose.
They met with a terrific shock and reeled to the floor. Mr.
Napper sat down on the smoking lamp, and there was the
isound of a breakage; then a German oath.

Llive had the door open, but he heard the fall, and did
jpot hurry himself. He grinned as he heard the growling
{voices in the darkness. Coolness was Clive Lawrence’s
istroug point, and he was quite cool again now.

{__He remembered the note for Mr. Napper in his pocket.
He jerked it out, and threw it towards the figures struggling
:to rise in the dark.

I “ A letter for you, Mr. Napper,” he said cheerfully. Then
e slammed the door and was gone.

i To cut along the little passage, to open the outer door
and slam it behind him, and to dash away into the night,
eoccupied Clive Lawrence less than a minute.

' Out into the windy night he dashed, and he paused at a
«listance to look back. A light was gleaming from the side
door of the inn, and two dim forms could be seen running
out. Clive broke into a run again, and dashed away towards
St Winifred's.

Whether pursuit was made or not he could not tell, but
certainly neither Mr. Napper nor the mysterious German
came up with him. Fagged with a rapid run, but greatly
relieved in his mind to have got out of harm’s way, he
‘arrived at the school, and stopped at the little gate.

Clive inserted the key and unlocked the gate, and entered,
.and the next moment reeled back with a gasp, as a strong
palr of hands seized him and shook him violently.
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The First Night of the Terin: :
o YOU young hound! Where have you been all this’

time?”
It was Courtney's voice. )
Clive had been startled almost out of his wits by
the rough veception in the darkness, but he quickly recoverad
himself.

¢ Let me alone!” he said quietly.

“Uourtney shook him again.

© Where have you been?’

:Where you told me to go. To the Jolly Seaman.’”

“ Quiet, you fool! Suppose someone heard you?”’ -
“ Someone will be pretty certain to hear me if you don’t
let me go,” said Clive, botween his testh. **I'm not going

to stand this much longer.”

. Courtney mutiered something, and released him. Tha
junior’s tone was enough to show the bully of the Sixth that
he was in earnest, and it was a very awkward moment just
then for Courtney to think of gquarrelling with the new boy.

“ What has made you so long?" he demanded. © Do you
Lknow you've been nearly two hours?"

“ It couldn’t be helped.”

““ You stayved in the publichcuse, :

* Don’t judge me by yourself " said Clive sharply:
“I'm not fond of public-housss, though you seem to bo”

 None of your cheek, you vounz scoundrel! What mades
you stay so long, then?”’

* Mr. Napper wasn’t thera, and I had to wait for him.”

“He is always there at this hour. Well, he may has
gone out. I didn’t think of that. Where did you wait?

“In Mr. Beasly's parlour. You told me nof to give the
note fo anybody but Mr. Napper, so I thought I'd better
not give it to Beasly.”

* Quite right,” said Courtney, more good-humourediy ;
‘vou've got some sense. I shouldn’t like that fellow to get
wld of a ing of mine. You waited till Jim Napper
ame in?’ >

“Yes, I fell asleep, and

“Did you give him the note all right?’

‘“¥es. He came in with somebody else, and they were
talking, and didn’t see me,” explained Clive; * when thoy
found I was there, they jumped to the conelusion that I w
listening, though I didn’t mean to, and they were going
for me, and I cut it.”

Courtney muttered something sav

**But the note—didn't you give
You said—" e

“1 stopped in the door and threw it back—amd-ealled aut
to Mr. Navpper that it was a note for him. He must have
had it.” s

“I suppose so. Confound you, I might have known vou:
would make some bungle of it. I might have known better
than to trust you, a fool of a new boy.”

“You'll know better next time,”” said Clive. “ You can
trust someone else with your next note to that low den, tor
I sha'n’t take ir.

“EBh? What's that? You’ll do as you're told.”’

“ Nothing of this sort, though. T’m not going to the

Jolly Seaman again. and so I tell you plainly, and you cun
malke the best of it.”’ said Clive determinedly.
Courtney locked for a moment as if he would spring on
him; but he changed his mind and turned abruptly away,
muttering something under his breath. A dark figure
moved from under the elms and joined him.

Clive recog d Carne; he had not noticed his presence
before. The two seniors ed away together; and, as
Clive was going ion, he followed.

“T'd have wrun s neck for his chegk,
Courtney,” Carne ren

“No, you wouldn’t,” growled C
ing with him to-night. I don't vwant him to spread the
story of where he’s been all over St Winifred’s.”

“ Ah, yes, I forgot that! But 2

“T’ll take it out of him in time, never fear. I don’t think
any junior ever set his back up against me and bragged
mwuch about it afterwards!” tney turned round sud-
denly. ‘“Are vou there, vo help—spying 7’ :

Clive Lawrence flushed indignantly.

“I'm not spying.” he exclaimed, *and only a cad— "

¢ Oh, not so much of your lip! Cut on ahead. = And
mind, you've got to show yourself in the hall. They’ll ba
breaking up there soon, and they've been inguiring for you
already. Mind what you tell them.”

Clive Lawrence hurried on ahead, leaving the seniors to
follow at their leisure. He wondered what the inquiry had
been made about him for. It could not be Fisher and Locke
to whom the Sixth-Former had referred, ag they knew
where he was gone. He had hardly thought that a .new
was of sufficient importance to be inquired aftor the
st night of the term. - :

He had reached the school when Fisher and Locke came.

NOW

N
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to him, after all?

1 (4%

rtney. No good row-

y
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“out. Fisher utlered an exclamation of relief at the sight of

im.

*Thenk goodness, here you are!” he exclaimed. I
began to think that semething had happeued to you. I
said so to Locke.?

#That you did,” agreed Locke.

“There’s & Jot of rough characters hang out at the Jolly
Seaman.” explained Fisher; ‘I was afraid you might have

fallen foul of some of them. I was really beginning to think

about spe
“0h. t
wait: for

king to Trelawney.”

s all right!’? said Clive smiling. I had to
chap I was taking the letter to, that's all.”’
moment, wondering whether he should tell the
the curious happening at the inn. While he

exclaimed; “you're wanted!” :
ing about you,” added Locke. *‘ Some
1ty curious as to where you had got to,

5

that the masters—
It’s the reciting, you know.”
locked bewildereca
exclaimed, in wonder.

€ Oh, of =, vou don’t know!” said Fisher patron-
isingly. * new kid. I forgot that. You've never
heard of it

* What i Clive; “some custom at the school?’?

“That's har. “REvery new kid has to stand
up:in full hal 1g or recite something on the first
night of usually reciting, you see, because
new kids = nervous about it. If they try to
sing thew but they can usually manage to

stufter th in the recitation line.”

ther new hoys gone through it?”?

led through it somehow, and a

4 lot of moonies, you never saw!”’

vowll have more nerve.”
i Clive cheerfully.. * What’s

If they don’t

to recite?

you can bet that they will, too!
; plain language if they don't like

(.

don’t care!” 3 =

s the right spirit, anywayv! You might have
over, as you were absent, but for Kendal and
; want to bring you forward, so that they can
you, to pay you out for eollaring the Sixth-
the station, and racing them to the school,
il a ditch. It will be a long time before

get over that.™
What shall I

£
s

s much as they like.

‘The Charge of the Light Brigade,’
Died,” or ‘The Tragedy of the
Any old thing will de.”

, though, if you can work off
ed Locke. ‘1 remember Tast
d up toc spouting some verses

B: s a2 new kid in the Third, you
sef er. I forget what the verses were, but
hdesd at. But it was all Kendal’s doing !

F 1 ou are not any hand at making up verses,
Lisre 1 Fisher anxiously. ‘“It would be a scream-
infe work off something against the Fifth, after
Kgnd Keene insisting like this that you should
refite {

Blive Lawrence laughed. : .

" I don't know,” he remarked. “¥You say any old thing
id do. I can sling rhymes together, but whether the
OT not &

will do, so long as it hits up against the
er eagerly. “If you could But here

&t greeted the entrance of the juniors.
e Fourth Form were there, and nearly all the
re W a good few of the Sixth, too—looking
ery haughty and important—who had condescended to stay
I the last recitation. Among the lower Form fellows
tie mew bows could be seen, looking very red and flustered
Hter the ordeal they had been through. . ]

“Hallo,”” exclaimed Kendal, coming from a group of
hatting Fifth-Formers towards the new boy and his com-
lantons— Hallo, young Lawrence! Where have you been
iiding yourself 7’ ,

“ You’re wanted,” said Keene; “you’ve no right to stick
way from hall like that; We've been waiting for yout’

“That’s all right,” said Clive cheerily; “it will do you
;ood—’-teach you to be patient, and all that, you know.

4 3
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it out, Fisher grasped lLim by the arm and

- whose mind was fully occupied, did

¢ Quite so,” chimed in Pye; “all the same, you ought ta
have been here! Get up on your hind legs wnd reciie some-
thing 1"’ o

“ You mind your own business, Pye,” said Fisher: “I'm
looking after this! We——"" <

“Rats! As head of the Fourth——*

“Don’t start that again! Run away and be quiet, Pye!
Now, Lawrence, are you ready?”’

“ Certainly,” said Clive, with perfect coolness.

“ Then get on a chair, and——" i : .

“On the table,” exclaimed Kendal—* on the table, where
we can all see him1”’ s

““Oh, that's rot,” said Fisher; determined not to have the
arrangements taken out of his hands by a Fifth-Former;
“ you can see him very well on a chair!”’

*“On a table is the rule,” said Kendal; who had his own
reasons for insisting. “ I appeal to the captain. Trelawney!
Trelawney I”? ;

But Oswald Trelawney was gone.

“Baker! Where’s Baker? [ say, Baker, you're 3 giddy
prefect, so please come and decide this knotty point. Isn't
the new kid to stand on a table to recite?’’

“Isn’t he to stand on a chair?’ shouted Fisher,

“On a table!”

“ O a chair!”

“Oh, do be quiet!’’ said Baker. “ As the other kids stood
on the table, 1 don’t see why Lawrence can’t do the same.
Get on the table, young shaver; and for goodness’ sake be
quick, and get it over{” .

“ Look here, Baker, if you always back up the Fifth-——"

“Hold your tongue, Fisher! Get on the table,
Lawrence !’ - e
“Oh, I don’t mind?’ said Clive.. And lLe got on the

table. Round the table was a throng of curious faces, and
every eye was bent on the new bey. S

He did not seem at all disconcerted by it.  Tle noticed
that Kendal, Keene, and some other Fifth-Formers were
whispering together. = They stood a little back from the!
table, and a number of lower Form boys were between themy
and Clive Lawrence. - - .

Several of the Fifth-Formers had their hands in their
pockets, Some of them passed something to one anothen
in & furtive way; but they were careful about it, and Clive,

i id not note it.

* Begin,” shouted Kendal—*‘ begin!??

“1 am going to recite—"> : 5 ;

“Thank goodness, he isn’t going to sing! Buck up .

“Buck up; this suspense is killing me !

“T'm going to recite a limerick.”

“Oh, rats!  We've beéen fed up with limericks latelyy
Can’t you make up something?’ Pye demanded.

“Tve made up this limerick.” :

“Get ont’ said Baker, the prefect. * A limerick will do
—anything will do, so long as you get it over quickly.
Buck up 1 e :

** Silence, then!” said Clive calmly.

The roon: was in a buzz of talk. The boys stared at Clives

“ My hat; what cheek!” execlaimed Pye. *“ Faney a new
kid asking for silence while he recites a rotten limerick; I
never heard of such nerve!”

« Silence !’ shouted Fisher, in stentorian tones.

“ Fair
play’s a jewel!
table 1"’

Silence for the chair—I mean for the

Some of the buzzing died away. Clive looked round tha
crowded room and began:
* There are two kids called Kendal and Keeno—-"

““Are there?’ exclaimed Keene wrathfully. “ Kids? Il
give you kids! Why, you cheeky young scoundrel—""

*“ Silence !’ :

“ Order!”

£ Shut up ? : :

Baker, the prefect, looked round warningly. - Kendal
caught his eye and shut, up, but he looked very excited.

“ There are two kids called Kendal and Keene,
They’re the funniest freaks I have scen 2

Kendal and Keene gave a simultaneous yell,

The Fourth-Formers were roaring with laughter.
of the Sixth were laughing as heartily as the juniors. Even
the Fifth grinned. Kendal and Keene had insisted, for
their own reasons, on a recitation from the new boy; they
Were getting it now, and, as Pye remarked, they were
getting it in the neck! :

“ Freaks!” yelled Kendal.

¢ Freaks!” yelled Keene.

“Tll freaks you! Tll—?

SSowill If FH-——2

* Shut up!” exclaimed Baker. “You know the rule—a

L

Soné

* recitation is never to be stopped, and you can give your

opinion when it’s finished. Play the game!” T :
This appeal to the sporting instincts of the Fifth had ifg

of Jim Leg, the Virginian,
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