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The GR[AT FIREal STFRANKS!

A thrill-; packed story of NELSON

St. Frank’s, telling of

LEE, NIPPER and the Chums of

a new boy’s malicious act of revenge and its

mazing consequences.
(Narrated throughout by NIPPER himself.)

CHAPTER 1.
The Stranger in Study MI
ND if he says a thing like that
to me again, I'll punch his

skin

foth warmly. “The cheek of the cad!”

“But I don’t understand, Handy,”
said Church,

“Neither do I,” put in McClure.

Rd\vard Oswald Handforth glared.

Haven't I just told you?” he de-
manded wrathfully. “Haven't I just
explained what took place in the
bassage a couple of minutes ago?”

“If you call that explaining, I don’t,”
§a1d McClure, picking up the teapot.
“You charge in here, roaring scmething
and then you expect us to undersiand.
Were you referring to the new chap?”

“Yes, I was, you prize ass!” snapped
Handforth. “Move yourself, and let
me sit down. Do you want all the giddy
table?”

He gave McClure a shove, McClure
gave a howl, and the tea splashed all
over Handforth’s trousers.

‘“Yarooooh!” howled Handforth
violently. “Ow-yow ! ‘You—you
clumsy fathead! I'm scalded! Ow!
r—rn—"

“Look out, you duffer!” gasped
MecClure, as Handforth rushed at him.
“It was your fault! You pushed me
just as I was pouring your fea out—
Hi! Can’t you be sensible?”

If Handforth hadn’t been in pain he
would have wiped up McClure on the
spot. They were in Study D, in the
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Remove passage at St. Frank's, and
tea was just on the point of being
served.

Disturbances in Study D were the
usual order of the day; nobody took
any notice of them.

“You—you dummy!” said Hand-
forth fiercely. “You clumsy lunatic!
said
for

my fault,”
., _Don’t make a fuiss,
goodness’ sake!”
Hanaforth sat down at the table.
* Yes, id; “that chap ought to

% Vﬂm?” asked Church. *Alexis?”

“Yes, that's his dotty name—Titus
Alexis!” sniffed Handforth. “What
the dickens do we want chaps with
names like that here for?”

“We don’t want ’em,” said Church.
“They come. It isn't in our power to
chuck chaps out of the school. If it
was, I could see a few going immedi-
ately! Fullwood, for example, and
Gulliver, and Bell, and Kenmore—-"

“Oh, dry up!” interrupted Hand-
forth. “I was talking agout that new
kid in the Remove—Alexis. He’s a

greasy Greek, I believe. Greeks are all
right, but a Greek kid ought to go to a
CGreek school. And for the cad to speak
to me like that, too

“Ll‘(e what?” sked McClure.

“Oh, ppose I shall have to tell
you again,” said Handforth resignedly.
“When I was coming along the
passage just now, I turned the corner
rather sharply, and that Greek
bounder bumped into me—"

“You bumped into him, you mean!”

“What's the difference?” demanded
Handforth, “We bumped into one
another, if that suits you better. His
toe got under my fcot, and he howled
like a kid. Then he flew round on me
—just as I was saying ‘sorry’—and
called me a clumsy English pig! Me,
you know!”

Chm-ch and McClure looked grim.

“The rotter!” said Church. “Didn't
you slaughter him

“I didnt have a chance,”

replied

Handforth. “He buzzed off like a streak
of lightning. But I shan't touch him
when I see him next time, although he
deserves a licking. for his nerve. He's
foreign, and he’s a new kid. Il give
him a week to shake down, and then,
if he slangs me like that, Ill make him
see stars!™
“But it's a bit thick for a foreign
chap to come to an English school and
call a fellow an Enghsh pig,” said
urch. “He ought to be punched,
just to teach him manners. I don’t like
Lhe bea,st anyhow He's too snakey for

The sumect of Handforth & Co.'s
discussion was at that moment stand-
ing in Study M. He was a new fellow
in the Ancient House. He had arrived
at St. Frank’s only a few days earlier,

His name was Titus Alexis, and he
was undoubtedly & curious youth. Slini
and elegant in attire, his sppearance
was spotless, His hair was coal-black,
and his eyes were piercing.

Alexis was a queer customer to get,
on with. He seemed to be hostile, some-
how, and both De Valerie and Scmer-
ton. his study-mates had failed to get
on with him. He had a habit of clear-
ing from the study as soon as. t-hey
entered it.

But the original: owners of Study M
were genial youths They liked to be
on good terms—especially with a fellow
who was with them throughout the
term.

So they attempted to be friendly, and]
they overlooked many little irritating
incidents. Alexis was not a nice fellow,
and they knew jt. But they wanted
to make the best of him.

It had been Somerton’s idea to pro-|
vide a specially good spread for tea
that evening. Hitherto, the Greek,
junior had taken his tea in Hall, but)
he had announced the fact that he
would in future, enjoy the meal i
Study M. So De Valerie and Somerton
sulashed somewhat. j

They had been very busy, and th
table was looking inviting. A clear
cloth was spread upon some extra

1
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crockery had been borrowed for the
occasion, and the dishes were filled
with dainties of all descriptions.

It was-certainly a fine spread.

But Alexis was eyeing it without
favour. He had a small parcel in his
hand, and he proceeded to push the
platﬂs back, and to turn up the table-
cloth. Then he took two or three of
the plates, and laid out some food of

is own.

Less than a minute later the gema]
Duke of Somerton sauntered in.
and De Valerie had been Iookmg for
Alexis for some minutes past. The
duke smiled and nodded as he entered.

“So youre here, old chap,” he
remarked. “De Valerie and I hﬂve
been looking for you, and—-
Jove! What's the idea cf spoiling the
appearance of the table?

“I share the study,” said Alexis. “I
have a right to a third of the table.
I have my third here.”

merton stared mildly.
“But the table was S“t for all of us,”
e said. “This is the first time youre
havmg tea in the study, so we've got
something particularly decent. Youre
our guest for thxs evening. See the
idea, old chap?”

“I do not wish for it,” replied the

Greek jum'or stonily.

“I provxde my own tea,” said Alexis.
“That is all. I do not want-your food.
You can eat it. I shall not interfere.”

“But we’'ve invited you—-"

1 do not care,” interrupted the new
boy. “Your invitation is not welcome.
You can invite your friends, but not
me. I did not ask you to provide tea
for me. That is enough.”

Scmerton nodde

“You have a most delightful way of
expressing yourself,” he said calmly.
“You're so frank, by Jove! Don’t you
think it would be as well to decline the
invitation with thanks? There’s no
real necessity to chuck it in my face,
old chap. If you don’t want to partake
of our {

“I do not!” snapped Alexis.

“Yourl
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food is not mine. I accept nothi
from you—nothing whatever?" o ng

“You'll probably accept a punch on
the nose when De Valerie comes in,”
said the duke smoothly. “Hes net so
amiable as I am, and if you talk to
him like this youw’ll ﬁnd youlself accept-
ing all sorts of thing;

The Greek Jumox 'S eyes flashed.

“He would not dare to touch me!”
he exclaimed. *You would not dare to

touch me, Somerton. You think’ I
would allow you—you, an English boy—
to lay a ﬂnger on me? You make a big
mistake i

“Do you happen to be a god?” asked
Somerton, who was keeping his temper
well. “Am I so degraded and low—
because I'm English—that I mustn’t
touch your august person? This is
really frightfully interesting!”

“You sneer at me!” snarled Alexis.
“But you will be careful! I will stand
only a little insulting from you—an
English pig-boy! I wnll not. listen to
many of your words!”

Somerton bit his lip.

“I'm an awfully hard chap to upset,”
he said calmly. “But when a fellow
goes too far I generally start in earnest,

’d better remind you that you are of
Greek nationality—you are a foreigner
in this country—and you are at a
British school. It is a shocking pity
that you haven’t the decency or the
manners to treat your British school-'
fellows thh me respect they deserve—
and require.”

“You will say no more!”

3

snapped

Alexis. “I will no longer listen.”
“I think you will,” said Somerton
quiet1y4 “Just now you cailed me an

‘ English pig-boy.’
a fellow calling me an ass, or a fathead,
and I wouldn’t object if he called me
an idiot. But I draw the line at big-
boy, especially when it is uttered in a
tone of stinging contempt. YVoull
apologise to me within a minute, Alexis,
or receive a hiding. You can choose.”

The Greek junior shrugged his
shoulders.
“I speak what I think,” he said.
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“You are an English pig-boy. You are
one of the nation of braggarts and
boasters—the nation of treacherous
crigﬁinal& All the English are pigs,
Engar

“That’s about enough, you insulting
cad!” said Somerton angrily. ‘“You
must be mad to_come to this school
with such ideas. T'll try to knock a few

of them out of you. Put up your
hands!”

“1 refuse—"

Smack!

The duke’s hand came into contact
with Alexis’ cheek with a resounding
smack. The Greek junior leapt to his
feet, his dark eyes blazing.

“You will suffer for that, you sewer-
rat!” he shouted fiercely.

“By Jove!” said Somerton. “That’s
rather worse than a ‘pig-boy’! I'm

going to punch your nose, and I'm
going to blacken your eyes. Up with
your hands—unless you want to take
the licking lying down!”

The duke was really angry now—and
he certamly had excellent cause to be
angry. He had been insulted in the
most outrageous fashion, and he was
bent upon making Alexis realise that
he could not use his tongte exactly as
he liked.

Crash!

Somerton’s fist hammered into Alexis’
face. The Greek staggered back, gave
a low cry, and hurled himself forward.
He simply sprang at the duke, kicking
and clawing with all his strength.
“uomexton was not quite prepared for

The Greek’s feet beat against his
shins, and his finger-nails dug into his
neck viciously. The fellow was like a
wild-cat.

“You—you cur!” gasped the duke.
Al cxerled all his strength, and

exis was fiung aside. Again Somerton
“gg‘nhfgn and this time his fist crashed
toppled o cther junior’s nose. Alexis
Tapps ack, and he clutched at the

His fingers encountered a tableknife, |

AT ST. FRANK'S!

and a fierce light entered his eyes as he
gnpp ed if.
“Now!” he panced
you pig-dog!”
The knife flashed a!

“you will pay—

“Drop that!” shoutnd Somerton:
sharply. e You madman
Slash!

The knife shot down in a deadly
fashion and it would have pierced
Somerton’s shoulder if he had not
dodged. And in dodging his foot
slipped, and for a moment his back was
towards Alexis.

“Anh!” hissed the Greek.

The knife was again raised, but’
fortunately the door opened at that
moment, and Cecil De Valerie entered,
grmmnv cheerfully

“What g+

De Valene paused His expression
changed, and he looked amazed and
furious. Then, with one swift move-
ment, he grasped the Greek’s wrist, and
forced the knife out of his grasp.

“What's this?” rapped out De

i “A game? It's a bit too
dangercus!”

“Thanks, old chap!” said Somerton.
huskily. “He was going to stick that
knife into me—I missed it once by’
dodging! The murderous hound! He
ought o be put into a strait-jacket!”

Alexis sat down in a chair, breathing
heavily.

“It is over,” he said. “I lost my
temper, but you compelled me.”

“you ought to be kicked!” said De
Valerie angrily. “Great Scott! You
don’t mean fo say that Alexis was
really tryi o stab you, Somerton?
I t'wugbt it was just make-believe!”

“He meant it,” said the duke quietly.

De Valerie was startled.

“We can’t let a thing like this pass i
he said. “Yow'd betf ter hurry along to
the P’eﬁ, Sommy-
want to sneak.” |

“If \vouldnt be sneaking,” said De
Valerie. “My hat! We might be,
stabbed at any time if this chap is
iike that! He ought to be sent away.
—he'’s dangerous! How did it start?”

@




“I invited him to tea,” rer d
Somerton. “He rejected the offer with
lcontempt.

called mie an ‘English pig-boy’
thought it about nme to start doing
something !

“I eat my own meals,” said Alexis
fercely. “I want nothing from you—
nothing! You understand? It was a
hnistake to take that knife, but I was

flexcited. I regret the incident. That is

lenough.” .
“Is it enough?” said De Valerie
srimly.  “I'm not so sure about it!”

“Oh, let it drop,” said the duke.
“He’s apologised, in a way. And I
suppose he’s an excitable beggar. We
shall have to be careful, that’s all. We
mustn’t start punching him when
there are knives about.”

Alexxs smiled sneeringly, and left the

study.
“I don’t like it,” said De Valerig
V] “That chap makes me feel
. There's somebhmg so jolly
mysterious about him. He hates us,
old man—he hatcs everybody in the
school, I believe.”

“It is strange why he came,” re-
marked Somerton. “But I'm not going
to worry about the beastly spitfire.
Thanks awfully 'for saving me, old

“Rats!” sald De Valerie. “I didn't
know I was saving you. I thought
Alexis was playing a joke, and as it
seemed dangerous I jumped on him.
I'm blessed if I quite believe that he
was serious, even now.”

“I think he went mad for a minute,”
said Somerton. ‘“He hardly knew what
he was doing. These Greek chaps are
terribly excitable, you know, and they
have ‘frightful tempers. But Alexis
seems to be an unusual specimen.”

De Valerie nodded grimly.

“Well, we'll let this affair drop,” he

exclaimed. “But if Alexis tries any

more of his murderous games I shall
0 to Mr. Lee, or to the Hend The

1cllow seems to be dangerous.”

And Titus Alexis was dangerous!

THE SCHOOLBOYS'
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CHAPTER 2.
Making an Enemy!

WHY that worried brow,
youth!
‘I‘he Duke of Somerton

turned as I addressed him, Tea had
been over for some little time, and I
was just sauntering out into the tri-
angle, en route for Little Side. My study
chums, Tommy Watson, and sn" Montie
Tregellis-West, were with m

“By Jove"’ said Somerton mildly.
“Was I looking worried?”

“You were,” I replied. “ And you are
now, as a matter of fact, Has any-
thing occurred to upset the tranquillity
of your mighty mind?”

The duke grinned.

“As a matter of fact, old chap, some-
thing has happened,” he said. “ But it’s
nothing much, and I'd rather not ex-
plain, if you don’t mind. Bub

fair

Insulted by a new kid— But we’ll say
no raore.”
“I think you've said enough,” I -

chuckled. . “So Alexis is the cause of
the wrinkled brow? I don’t wonder af
it. He seems to be a queer kind of
proposition, by all that I can see—and
I haven't had much to do with him,
either. - If your han’ begins to turn grey,
we_shall know the cause.”

Somerton smiled, and walked on. -

“Tm frightfully afraid that; t.here is
trouble in Study M,” observed Sir
Montie, shaking hxs head. “Alexis has
got into trouble with a good many fel-
Xows, I believe—mainly through snap-
pin’ at them—so it stands to reason
that he must be a shockin’ trial to his
own_study-mates.”

“Oh, let him alone,” said Watson.
“He’s a new kid, and he’s foreign. He
doesn’t understand our giddy ways yet.
Before long he'll understand how thmgs
go, and I expect he'll settle down.”

We strolled across the Triangle in
the direction of Little Side, and I
noticed that the cbject of our discus-

ion was standing beneath one of the
glaring moodily across at nothing
in paltmula

Titus Alexis did not seem to be very
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happy at St. Frank's. But, if it comes head! He ought to be kicked out o b
to , most new boys are unhappy, here—" 3

until they shake down.

1 also noticed that two shining mem-
pers of the Third Form were amusing
themselves with an aged cricket-bat
and a still more aged ball. They were
THeath and Lemon, and they appeared
%o be highly interested in their occupa-
ion,

Heath had the bat, and he struck
hard as Lemon tossed him the ball. It
whizzed away, and I gave a start as I
noticed the direction it was taking.

“Hi! Look out, Alexis!” I yelled.

The Greek junior did not twm; he
took no notice of me at all. And the
cricket-ball struck him fairly on the
chest—not with any particular force,
and he was not at all

But the expression of
came into his face was rather startling.
He glared round, flushed and gquivering.

“Sorry!” shouted Heath, grinning.
“This way, please!”

My chums and I were walking along
during this little incident, but we paused
2s-Alexis picked up the ball. There
was something about his attitude which
caused us to halt. He looked enraged.

“Yol little rats!” he shouted. “Here
is_your ball!”

He hurled it with ali his strength, and
it was easy to sece that he eliber-
ately aimed it at Chubby Heath. The
fag was not expecting such a move, and
he had 10 time even to dodge.

tury which

The hard cricket-ball struck him on
{he head, and Heath sunk to the ground
with a low moan.

“You will not throw balls at me
again!” exclaimed Alexis fiercely. “You
understand? If you are hurt, all the
better!”

{.‘.eman turned pale.
Oh. you brute!” he yelled.
sﬂl;lnegﬂ.th lay upon the ground, still and

eneszadl What g frightful ruffian!”
fxelalmed Sir Montle, his eyes flashing
behind his pince-nez. “He threw that
cricket-ball ~ deliberately at Heaths

2. |in a second, and he sprang at me With,

“He’s going to be knocked down!”
said grimly.

I was simply boiling with rage.
exhibition of violent temper
aroused me to fever-heat, and I rushe
across to the spot where Alexis wal
standing. Watson and Montie hasy
tened to the side of the fallen fag.

“You cad!” I exclaimed hotly.

The Greek junior turned on me Wit
baleful eyes.

“It is not your business,” he mut
tereg'. “I will stand no nonsense from

Smash!

My fist shot out, and it landed fairly
between Alexis’ eyes. He gave a wil
howl, and measured his length in the
Triangle, But he was on his feet again

the fury of a wild beast.

I hit out with all my strength. Alexis|
received three powerful blows, andi
again he went over.

“Nipper!”

I turned, panting, and saw Nelsom
Lee striding rapidly towards me. As the
Housemaster of the Ancient House, it
was the guvnor's duty, of course, to
punish me if I broke any of the school
rules, I had certainlygbroken one now, |
for it was strictly foriidden to indulge
in fighting in the Triangle.

“Ves, sir?” I said respectfully.

“What is the meaning of this,
Nipper?” said Nelson Lee, in a stern
voice. “How dare you make such a
disgraceful scene as this in public?
Good gracious! Alexis has been brutally,
hurt!”

I looked at the Greek junior, and

Fl

cdded.
“Yes, he does look a bit groggy,” T
said, with much satisfaction.

Titus Alexis stood near by, his nose
streaming with blood, his left eye
rapidly closing, and with his lip cut
He was smothered with dust, and he
was decidedly a wreck, I was scarcel;
touched.

“you will attend in mv study im-




mediate}y, Nipper,” sai¢ Nelson Lee
angrily. “I have half a mind to take
you before the headmaster.”

‘es, sir,” I said meekly.

“This is the first occasion on which
you have forgotten yourself to such a
dgisgraceful extent,” went on the guv-
nor. “I shall cane you severely and
nnpose a heavy imposition——"

“That is not enough!” interrupted
Alexis savagely. “He must be flogged
—I insist! Nipper musb be flogged
until he begs for mercy-

“Silence, Alexis!” said Nelson Lee.

2 ! wxll not be silent! I have a right
to sp

. One more word, my boy, and I will
cane you, id the guv'nor
sharply. “I have not the slightest doubt
that you provoked Nipper before he
struck you; but Nipper had no right to

Somebody was tugging at the guv’-
nor’s sleeve, and he paused and looked
round. Lemon was there.

“Well, my boy?”

“Can—can you come over to Heath,
sir?” asked Lemon with a gulp. “I—TI
believe he’s badly hurt!”

Nelson Lee turned to m

“I will attend to you 1a1.er, Nipper."
he said crisply. ‘‘Come, Lem

They went off together. Tommy Wat-
son and Sir Montie grabbed hold of me.
They were both fairly excited.

“Why didn’t you explain you duffer?”
said Tommy warm]

“Begad It wouldn't; have been
sneaking—"

“Mr. Lee will find out the tmth soon
enough, Montie,” I broke in. “I don’t
mind much if T do get & caning, any-
how; I've made this cad’s face look a
hit silly!l He ought. to be horse-
whipped!”

Alexis was standing alone, dabbing
his nose and eye.

And, meanwhile, Nelson Lee had
walked over to the spot where a little
crowd of fags and Removites had col-
lected round the prostrate figure of
Chubby Heath. They parted at once as
Nelson Lee appeared.
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“He's getling hetter now, sir,” said
Owen minor. “But it’s a jolly good
thing you came. I believe the poor
chap was stunned.”

Nelson Lee looked grave as he gazed
down upon Heath. The latter was sit-
ting up now, looking dazed and be-
wildered. He had a very ugly bruise al-
most in tke middle of his forehead,
and he was feeling it with much ten-
derness.

‘‘Good gracious, Heath!” exclaimed
Nelson Lee, “What on earth have you
been doing? How did you obtain that
injury to your head?”

“A cricket-ball hit -me,
Heath weakly.
sir!

sir,”- said
“Oh, I do feel rotten,
My head’s aching terribly, and I'm

all dizzy—"

“I don’t v(onder ,ab m Heath,” sald
Lee. “Let me see.”

He bent down, and examined the
bruise.

““Yes, it is rather severe, but you need
not be alarmed,” he said, after &
moment or two. “You must tell ke
how the accident occurred.”

“It was done deliberately,
snorted Lemon.

Nelson Lee looked imcredulous.

“That statement can scarcely be ccf-
rect, Lemon,” he said. “I cannot be-
lieve that any boy would deliberately
injure another boy in this fashion.”

“But it’s true, sir!” exclaimed Owen;
“That foreign beast——" He paused.

“Well, Owen?” hinted Lee.

“I—T don’t want to sneak, sir—"

“Dash it all, it’s not sneaking in a
case like this!” broke in Lemon. - “It
was Alexis, sir. Heath and I were hav-
ing a game, and the ball happened to
hit that Greek chap—only a light touch.

And the vindictive beast threw it with,
all his strength at Heath’s head.”

“We all saw it, sir,” said many voices.

“It wasn't an accident, sir!

“It was deliberate!”

“The chap-ought to be kicked out of
the schooll!”

sir!™”

Nelson Lee helped Heath to his feet:
The fag was not hurt half so seriously
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as the other juniors had at first be-
lieved. Within an hour or two he
would probably be as lively as ever. But
he certainly had a very ugly bruise on
hls forehead, and he was pale.

“You think you will be all right now,
Heath”” asked Lee gent]y.

“I—TI think so, sir.”

““Perhaps you'd better go to the

matron,” went on the Housemaster, in
a kindly voice. “She will bandage your
head—"

“Not likely, sir!” said Heath. “I
don’t want to go about looking like a
—a wounded soldier. I shall be all
right before long, sir.

Heath walked off with a crowd of fags
round him. ~And Nelson Lee turned
and came back to the spot where I was
waiting with my chums,

“Tell me exactly what happened,
Nibper,” he said quietly.

“Buc you know, sir,” I said.

Did lexxs tthW that ball deliber-
ately at Heat]

“ Yes, sir, he did! ” broke in Watson.
“Nipper went for him, as he deserved.
And if Nipper hadn’t gone fox him, T
should have wiped him up

“I shall not pumsh you, Nipper,”
said the guv'nor. “It seems to me that
you were fully justified in knocking
Alexis down. You were provoked, and
I cannot blame you for losing your
temper.” Ne!son Lee turned. “Alexis!”
he smd sharpl;

'he Greek ]umor did not even look

muud on the contrary, he walked
away.

“Come here, Alexis!” ordered Lee
grimly.

Still the new boy took no notice.

““The idiot!” exclaimed De Valerie.
“He’s asking for trouble!”

Nelson Lee strode after Alexis and
nrasped him by the shoulder.

Dld you hear me, boy?” he rapped

Yes, T dld"’ jsnarled Alexis.

takt} no notice

Iy ndeed!” snapped Nelson Lee. “You
appear to forget, Alexis, that I am

“I will

your Housemaster, and that it is yor
duty to obey me. You may be strandg
to this school, but you are fully awaiy
of the rules—"

“I will not be touched by you!
shouted Alexis, shaking himself frs
from the Housemaster’s grasp. “I a
injuredy; That dog of a boy assaulte]

m
. “Silence!” thundered Nelson Lee.

“I will not be silent!”

“For this insubordination, Alexi;

and for your vicious action in hurlir
a cricket-ball at Heath, you shall
severely punished,” said Lee griml;
“You will come with me to my study.|

Alexis quivered with rage.

“I will not come!” he yelled. “Hj
hit me, and I hit him. What is th
difference? Why should 1 be punished]
I will not come

“I think you are mistaken,” snij
Nelson Lee sternl;

He fairly lifted Alexis off his feet, an{
sent him hurrying towards the Anciery
House. The Greek junior screamed am
shouted, and all the fellows who we:
watching could feel nothing but coxn
tempt for the enraged boy.

He was forced along the passages u
til, at length, he arnved at Nel
Lee’s study, He was pus]

Lee followed, closing the door aftex h1
he Housemaster-detective was ver,
incensed.

“I intend to thrash you!” he sais
“You may count yourself lucky, for ya(]
deserve to be taken before Dr. Staffort
and flogged. But as you are new tf
the school I will deal with the matte
myself. Hold out your hand!”

Alexis stamped his foot upon the floo:

“I will not hold out my hand!” hj
screamed.

“Hold out your hand!” thundere

Alexxs looked about him wildly, picke:

p a book, and hurled it at Nelson Lei
wnh all his strength. Lee dodged, an:
the book flew harmlessly past.
next moment the Greek
firmly in Lee's grasp.

Junior \vk;i J
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“Now, Alexis, I will teach ‘you a
lesson!” panted the Housemaster.

Slash! Slash! Slash!

The cane rose and fell, and Lis yells
and shrieks could be heard half-way
down the passage, At length Nelson
Lee flung the boy aside in disgust.
Alexis ran to the door, pale with fury

])8

K You smn pay!” he snarled. “¥ou
shall pay!”

‘ ordered Nelson Lee curtly.
“And if I have any more of your im-
pertinence, Alexis, I will take you
straight to the headmaster.”

Alexis opened his mouth to speak.

“Go!” thundered Nelson Lee,

The Greek junior was awed at last.
and he was afraid to say another word.
He opened the door, and passed out into
the passage. He slammed the door vio-
lently, and strode down towards the
Iobby.

“I shall remember!” he shouted.
“1t was Nipper who caused all this—
and Nipper shall suff

“Don’t talk out oi yom- silly hat!”
said Handforth, who was in the passage.
*You yelhng cad! You ought to be
kicked!”

Alexis made no reply, but walked
straight on. all the fellows he
passed stared at him with looks of con-
tempt. Sir Montie Tregellis-West was
in the lobby, and he turned to me with
a grave expression.

“You must be careful, Nipper, old
boy,” he said quietly.
Careful?”

I said. “What

“You have made a dangerous
enemy.”

“I'm not afraid of that GrecL cad,
if that’s what you mean,” I said
lightly. “The chap is absolutely be-
neath the notice of any decent fellow.
If he isn't kicked out of St. Frank’s
ccon I shall be surprised!”

Sir Montie looked troubled.

"A lot can happen before that does,
dear old boy,” he said.  “Alexis is
dangerous, begad! He is, really! An’

yowll have to be frightfully careful an’
keep your eyes open all the time.

I grinne

“I can look after myself, thanks,”
I said. “Don’t you worry.”

CHAPTER 3.
Piotters in Councill
AN I speak to you?”
Titus Alexis asked that
question, and it was addressed
to Ralph Leslie Fullwood, who was just
emerging from Study A, in the Remove
passage.

It was after tea the following day.
Titus Alexis had kept to himself since
his caning. He couldn't very well
do_anything else, because most of the
fellows barred him.' He had never been
popular, and when the news got round
of his vicious action in the Triangle,
he was avoided more than ever.

Fullwood paused and stared at Alexis

cunously
“It seems that you are speakm to
me,” he said. = “Well, what do you

want? Spit it out!™

Alexis bit his lip, but he made no hot
retort, as Fullwood had half expected.
To tell the truth, Fullwood was not at
all anxious to hold any lengthy con-
versation with the Greek junior.

Fullwood, Gulliver, and Bell were un-
principled young rascals, and they did
not possess many scruples when it came
to perpetuating a mean trick. But
they had all agreed Alexis was a hit
too wild for them. They were not at
all anxious to get friendly with him.

“What I have to say must be said
in private,” said Alexis. “You agree?
The maftter is of importance—to you.”

“Oh, is it?” said Fullwood. “Well,
you can come into the study for a
minute, if you like. But I'd better tell
you plainly that I don’t feel inclined
to give you more than thrce minutes.”.

“It will be sufficient.”

Fullwood turned back into Study A,
and Gulliver and Bell, who were just
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getting ready to clear the tea-things
away, looked up with some surprise.
het's the idea?” asked Gulliver!

“We don’t .want that chap in this
study,” said Bell bluntly.

“He wants to explain a matter of
importance, ” said Fullwood. “So I'm
giving him three minutes to do it. If
it’s all ot we're goin’ to kick him round
the study.”

“well, that’s somethin’” said Gul-
liver pleasantly.

“I'd better put my heavy boots on,”
added Bell,

Alexis scowled.

“This is foolish!” he snapped. “You
are silly!”

“Are you lookin’ for a thick ear?”
dema.nded Gulliver warmly.

Bah! You make me sick!” said
Alexis sourly. “You English boys arg
all the same—you always speak of
thick ears and black eyes, and noses
that bleed! You are all for violence!”

“Well, you seem to be an expert in
that respect,” said Fullwood pointedly.

“I am not so clumsy,” said Alexis.
“We all dislike Nipper—eh?”

“That’s agreed upon, certainly.”

“We would all like to see him
punished?”

“Yes.”

n I have the idea.”

“Qh, that’s all right,” said Fullwood.
“If we want to have a go at Nipper, we
can do without your help, thanks all the
same. Shut the door after you.”

Alexis had an expression of surprise
m hxs piercing eyes.

T do not understand you,” he said.
~"I wish to explam my idea. It is good.
It is of the best.”

“There’s nothin’ like modesty,” mux-
mured Bell

“Oh, let him spout,” said Gulhven
“What’s the wheeze, anyhow?’

“I will tell you,” said Alexis, sinking
his voice. “My wish is to get Nipper
where we shall have him alone.
dislike him—we hate him. It is_time
that he received punishment. If we
can get him alone—and I have a simple

B
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idea for that—we can do with him
exactly as we please.”

“Throw cricket-balls at his head?”
suggested Bell.

“You are always talking of non-
sense!” snapped Alexis. “We need not
do that; we nced not harm the
wretched dog. It will be sufficient if
we perform “hat 15 callcd here a ‘rag’
Eh? It will be easy.”

Fullwood 1oolred thoughtful

“Will it?” he said. “Not so easy as
you seem to imagine. Nipper isn't the
kind of chap to be caught in a trap.
He'll smell a rat in a tick if we try
any of our dodges—an’ I don’t suppose

you can think of anythin’ good enough
to diddle him.”

“My idea is simple—

“Then it’s hopeless,” smd Fullwood.

“I think not—I am sure it is not,”
declared Alexis. “It is so simple that
it cannot fail to act. You will see.
Listen!”

Fullwood & Co. did listen, and after
Alexis had been talking for some little
time they were inclined to alter their
tone. Fullwood regarded the visitor
with a little show of respect.

“Well, it’s not so bad,” he admitted.

“It is good!” snapped Alexis.

“Perhaps it is,” acknewledged Full-
wood. “An’ it ought to work, too.
you say. it’s so_simple that it can’t
fail. An’ we shall have Nipper in our
hands, an’ we can do as we like with

“I suggest glue,” said Gulliver.
“We've got a big tube of glue in the
cupboard, an’ there’s plenty of paint
ouf in the wood-shed. I think we'd
better freeze on to this idea, my sons.”

“We will!” declared Fullwood.

And the nuts of the Remove entered
into the plot with enthusiasm.
they talked over the scheme until it was
all cut and dried.

About two hours later, just as it was
getting dusk, I happened to be crossing
the Triangle. There was nobody about
at the time. I was making for the
College House, to have a chat with Bob
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Christine about the football.  Tommy
Watson and Sir Montie were doing their
prep. in Study C. )

It was rather gloomy out in the open,
and there was a promise of rain in the
air. The situation could not have been
better for the little plot which was
afoot. .

I was half-way across the Triangle
when I was brought to a standstill by
a sudden roar of pain. )

The sound was coming from the little
belt of trees which hid the ruins of the
monastery from the Triangle. And as
I stood quite still I distinctly heard the
shrill voice of a fag.

“On, you beast, you cad!” shouted
the fag {rantically. “I'll scream if you
don’t iet me alone! Lemme go, you
beast!”

“T will not let you go!” came another

voice. “How do you like that?”
“Ow!” screamed the fag. “Ow-
yow!- Youre hurting me, you Greek

rotter!”

“T will hurt you more yet, you Eng-
lish brat!” came the voice of Alexis.

I clenched my fists. It seemed quite
clear that Alexis was playing some
more of his tricks. The Third Former’s
voice was known to me. . I recognised it
as Fullerton’s. This junior belonged to
the College House, and he was the worst
little rascal in the Third. |

He would have been pally with Full-
wood & Co. if they had allowed it; but
their dignity was too great for them to
allow a mere Third Former into the
circle of nuts.

“Lemme alone, I tell you!” screamed
Fune‘{,ton. “Oh, you cad — you—

“My hat!” I muttered. “I must see
about this!”

I hurried to the trees, and as I broke
through them I heard a loud gasp, a
snarl, and then a sound of running
footsteps. Fullerton had broken away,
and was rushing towards the ruins.

1 caught sight of him as he entered
them, and Alexis was only just inehis
rear, rushing after him at full speed.
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I rushed into the ruins, but by that
time they had both vanished, and I
realised that Fullerton had fled down
the circular staircase which led into
the vault, far below the surface.

And Alexis, close in his rear, was de-
scending, too!

Down in that vault, he would have
the fag at his mercy, and I was filled
with alarm. I did not waste a second,
but pelted to the stairway, and com-
menced the descent.

As I did so I pulled out my electric
torch, and flashed it on. - This enabled
me to make the descent more swiftly.
But I was filled with alarm all the time.
I knew how dangerous Alexis could be
when he was really angry.

I negotiated the old steps in safety,”
and at last arrived at the bottom.
charged into the vault breathlessly.

“Good!” exclaimed a voice. ‘“He's
taken the bait!”

“On him!”

“Hold him tight!”

The next second, to my amazement,
four forms emerged out of the darkness.
The electric torch was snatched from
me, and T was hurled to the ground.
And then I realised the truth.

‘t'It was a trap—and I hadfallen into
15! -

To say that I was furious would be
putting it mildly. And I was more en-
raged with myself for having been
caught napping so easily. But the
harm was_done.

1 struggled in vain.

The odds were too many, and almost
before a minute had passed my hands
were bound and my ankles were
secured. When this had been done
several candles were lit, and I saw the
grinning faces of Fullwood & Co. The
Third Former was grinning, too; but
Alexis looked fierce and sullen.

“What price that for a neat dodge?”
chuckled Fullwood.

“You—you spoofing
gasped.

“I did it well, didn’t I?” grinned
Fullerton. “I put those howls on

rotters!” I
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especially for your benefit, Nipper. It
was awfully obliging of you to come into
the Triangle on your own.”

“I'll pay you for this, my son!"” I
said grimly.

“We've been waitin’ for a chance like
this for a long time,” said Fullwood,
“and now that it’s come we'rg going to
make the most of it. You won't know
yourself when we've done with you!”

CHAPTER 4.
Alexis' Revenge!
HE nuts were looking very pleased
T with themselves, and I had no
doubt that they had planned a
particularly unpleasant ordeal for my
benefit. Fullwood & Co. were not the
fellows to take a large amount of
trouble for nothing.
had an idea that they meant to
give me a tremendous licking; that
was the type of punishment which ap-
pealed to them.

“What's the game?” I asked.

“Have patience, fair youth, and you
will soon be satisfied,” said Fullwood,
with a grin. “We have to mix the stuff
yet.”

“Stuff?” I repeated.

“The mixture!” said Fullwood.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I didn't know what the game was,
but I soon found out. A large tube
of glue was produced, and TFullwood
drew on an ancient glove.

“I don’t want to soil my hands, you
know,” he remarked. “This liquid glue
is sticky stuff!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’s right—grin!” I said sou:
“Im blessed if I can see anything
funny!”

“You wouldn’t!” grinned Fullwood.
“This glue is goin’ to be spread over
your hair; it’s the finest lotion you
oould imagine.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

W1’ make your hair grow like one
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o'clock,” went on Fullwood. “Thisll
fix your hair better than hair-cream!”
“Ha, ha, ha
«1pil be' S0 stronglv fixed that you
won't be able to do anythin’ with it—
until yowve about twenty baths,” went
on Ralph Leslie. “But that's your

look-out. An’ after the glue we shall
start with the second course. Oh,
yowre goin’ through it properly this
time!”

“You—you bounders!” I exclaimed.
“If you put glue on my hair I'll half
skin you when I get free!”

“Rats!” said Gulliver.  “Didn’t
Handforth and a crowd of other fellows
shove glue on Chustmes hair the other
week? You didn't say anythin’ about
that. AW we're just as entitled to
work off a jape as anybody else is.”

I could say nothing in response to }

that. Glueing a fellow’s hair was not
considered to be a vicious action; it was
a joke—a joke, at all events, to every-
body except the unfortunate viclim.

And I was rather surprised to find
Fullwood & Co. were content to adopt
such measures. I had expected them
to be far more drastic—and I was
almost sure that they would be before
they were fini:

“‘Come on, Bell,” said Fullwood.
“You can squeeze the giddy tube.”

Bell was only too willing to oblige.
He squeezed the big tube of liguid glue
on to Fullwood’s gloved hand. The
sticky stuff was smeared all over my
head, and rubped into my hair.

T said nothing, for it wouldn’t make
matters
would take me hours to get that glue
out, and the scent of it would remain
hoverma about me for days.

“That’s all right,” sald Fullwood at
last. “What do hi
Ammﬁ How d

“It is good,”
“But it is not encugh. Oh,
must do much more vet.”

Next, a large paint-pot was produced,
and a big brush. Fullwood stirred the.
paing :o\md with great relish.

said the Greek junior

no!

better if I objected. But it

We
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“You'd better shut your eyes an’ your
mouth,” he advised. “We're going to
convert you into a nigger. By the time
we've finished, you'll look a sight for
sore eyes!”

They proceeded to paint my face, and
they did it thoroughly. I couldn't see
myself, of course, but by the howls of
lavghter which arose I judged that I
was looking extremely grotesque.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bell.
he 2 sight?”

“Paint some white rings round his
eyes,” chuckled Gulliver. “The paint
will Tix & bit, but that doesn’t matter
Oh, my goodness! Won't the chaps
roar when they see him?”

“An’ they can't touch us, either!”
grinned Fullwood. “This is just a usual
rag. The whole Remove will be
yelling!”

T could quite believe him. It was, as
he said, a usual “rag.” The fellows
thought nothing of ruining clothes and
that sort of thing. I was rather at a
loss to understand Fullwood's attitude.
I had expected something far more
violent than an ordinary ragging.

“There you are,” said Fullwood at
last “How’s that?”

“‘Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bell.

“Rippin’!” grinned Gulliver,

“Gorgeous!” said Fullerton.

“It is good, but the wretch has not
suffered!” said Alexis. “We must do

“Isn't

“Fine!”

gmre! We must punish this British
eas i

“Steady!” interjected Fullerton
sharply. = “We're British, don’t forget.

You'd better not get cheeky, you foreign
bounder! It wouldn't take us two ticks
to pamt you up like this!”

ah!” muttered Alexis.
enough, I say!”

“Well, I don't feel inclined to do any-
thin’ more,” said Fullwood. “The chaps
can’t touch us for this, but if we do
anythin’ else they can touch us. The
Totters would half skin us if they could,
an' I'm not takin’ any risks!”

“Rather not!” said Gulliver and Bell.

That, of course, was the secret of their
moderation—they feared the conse-

“It is not
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quences. Before they considered that
I was quite finished, they propped me
up on an old box and tied my feet round
it. I couldn't move an inch—I was
helpess. \

‘Then my collar and tie were placed
round my left leg, and several other
small details were attended te

“I reckon we can o now,” said Full-
wood. “Most of the crowd will be in
the Common-room, an’ we shall just
catch ’em. This idea of yours, Alexis,
has worked out a treat.”

“I am flattered,” sneered Alexis.

“An’ 50 you ought to be,” agreed Full-
wood ‘Ready, you chaps?”

“’I‘hen get a move on!”

“What about the candles?”
Bell.

“We'll leave them burnin’,” said Full-
wood. “They're practically new, an’
they’ll last for an hour yet. The other
chaps will be down within twenty
minutes, an’ they’ll need plenty of light
to see the colour effect!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘The nuts took their departure, and T
heard them ascending the stone steps.
Soon their footfalls died away, and all
‘was quiet in the grim old vault. It was
not a pleasant situation for me.

I was horribly uncomfortable. My
head felt awful, smothered with liquid
glue as it was. The glue was drying
into my hair, and the sensation was
not at all nice. I was sickened by the
smell of paint, and I constantly got the
wretched stuff into my mouth.

And I couldn’t move. I had been
bound so tightly that any attempt at
escape was hopeless, unless I had had
hours in front of me. But Fullwood &
Co. meant to send a crowd of fellows
down almost at once. So it would have
been a sheer waste of energy for me to
struggle with my bonds.

Meanwhile, the japers had reached
the surface.

It was dark now, and the school was
twinkling with scores of lights from the
numerous windows. Fullwood & Co.

asked
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made their way through the trees, and

ossed the Triangle.
crAs they were entering the Ancient

House, Fullwood looked roun:
"whcxes that Greek blxghter"” he

aske
“Blessed if I know!” said Gulliver.
“He slipped off somewhere

“Oh, let him go,” said Bell. “I don’t
like him.”
So the nuts entered the Ancient

House, and made their way down to the
junior Common-room. But Titus Alexis
had remained behind with a purpose—
a purpose he had had in mind even
when he mooted the whole idea to
Study A.

He descended into the vault again,
and he carried something with him. I
knew nothing of his presence until I
heard a slight sound near the foet of
the staircase. The Greek junior had
crept down like a shadow.

He stood regarding me with a gloat-
mg hghc in his queer eyes.

he exclaimed softly. “You
are helpless—and I am alone with

“Both your remarks seem to
right,” I said. “What’s the idea of ths,
Alexis? You'd better be careful—

“Silence, you dog!” snapped Alexis.

T stared at him.

“What's the matter with you?” I
asked.  “You seem to have got your
knife into me, my son. If you want
to get on well at St. Frank’s you'll find
it necessary to alter your tone a good

‘*You cur!”
English cur!”
I made a resolve that the cad would
suffer for that insult. I longed to be
free to get my fist at his nose. But I
Wwas unable to lift a finger. He had me
at“h.(s mercy.
I will tell you what I mean to do,”
:;egneb on YA;exxs his 1};mce quivering with
. u were -
e CU the cause of my get-
Alg{gzas,” I echoed
when I
gericket ball at me small boy—- Lhrew gy

snarled Alexis—*“you
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~“You deserved to be hit!” I snapped.

“Mr. Lee came, and he heard ali—
because of you!” snaried Alexis. “I
was thrashed because of you—and you
shall be thrashed!”

“By you?”
“Yes, you pig-dog, by me!” snapped
the Greek. “You smile! Ah, I will

make you smile differently soon! I will
hrash you until you beg for mercy—
until you cry to me to cease!”
“Really?” I said, “I shall cry for
mercy? My dear idiot, you can whop
me until I am blue in the face-—but you
won't find me yelling for mercy. That
icrt of thing seems to be more in your

“We shall see,” said Alexis—* we shall
see!”
“I was expecting something of this
sort,” I went on. “So youre going to
take your revenge in this way, eh?
Well, get on with it. The only time
you can hit me is when I am helpless.

That ought make y
pleased with yourself.
a lot of p}easu*e in striking a Ie!low
when he isn’t in a position to hit bac]
you cad!” 3

He had struck me heavily in the face,
and I could do nothing. I would have
given any amount to be free at that
moment.

“You will cease talking!” shouted ;
Alexis. “Your tongue is too loose!
will soon make you howl—and you mll
have no time for talk!”

He produced a thick, heavy length of
cane. It slashed through the air, and
he logked at me gloatingly. Probably he
expected to see some signs of fear. If
so, he. was greatly disappointed.

“You do not wince!” he said.
well! We shall soon see!”

I looked at him squarely. '

“Just listen to me for a moment,” I
said, in a grim voice. “If you touch me
with that cane—if you give me just one
slash—T'1l give you the biggest hiding
of your lifel”

Slash!

The cane descended upon my shoul-
ders with stinging force.

“Very
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“Now'" panted Alexis, “How is
tha

“Well it’s booked you for a first-class
licking,” I said grimly. “Well, the
more you give me t.he more Tl give you
when T get free—— Oh!’
| I uttered the cry involuntarily; for
Alexis had brought the cane down
‘again. And this time he used all his
strength. The pain was considerable,
and I had great difficulty in keeping my
face straight.

Slash! Slash!

The blows were awful, and my back
was already feeling numb. For the
brute to attack me like this was alto-
gether unexpected.

“Stop, you madman!” I gaspe

“Ah, you are calling for mercy aheady

“Don'c be an idiot!” I snapped.
“I'm not asking for mercy. But you
must be mad! You don’t realise what
you are doing, Alexis! Put that cane
down and listen to reason—" °

Slasii!

1 broke off as he swiped at me again.
In spite of his slim build, he possessed
great strength; and he yielded the cane
with vicious force. The weapon struck
me repeatedly.

I felt like gasping with pain, and once
or twice I nearly let out a cry. But by
clenching my teeth and compressing
my hps I managed to keep all sounds
within n

You feelmgless 106'“ he panted.
“Will you ever cry?’

Swipe! Swipe! Swipe!

I was feeling almost sick with the
pain; my back was tingling as though
it had been burnt with red-hot irons.
My head was dizzy, and the flickering
candles, and the walls of the vault
commenced to dance before my eyes.

“Scream, you fool—scream!” shouted
Alexis.

Without a pause he used the cane,
and I felf that if I did not shout aloud

should explode. How I stood the
E»deﬂ I hardly know. At last, Alexis
owexe'i the cane.

So!” he said huskily.

“You refuse
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to appeal for mcrcy" Very well! You
will receive none!

“Alexis,” I said, “you'd better stop
this fooling before it’s too late. I'm
not a fellow to sneak, but if you go on
much longer it won’t be a question of
sneaking at all. If I'm carried up out
of this and into the school, there’ll be
an inquiry—and then the truth will
come out. Yowd better go easy!”

The Greek boy laughed.

“You think I bave finished?”’ he
asked fiercely. “Fool! I have barely
commenced! I will show you!”

Slash! Slash!

After the short rest his strength was

greatly intensified. I
my position, owing to the fact that my
feet were secured to the box on which I
was seated.

T honestly believe that I nearly
fainted.

I hardly remember what happened
towards the end. Everything was dim
and uncertain. Even the pain was a -
dull, numb sensation. The candles
were just a blur of light.,

And then, at last, the ordeal was over.

I heard Alexis speaking, but I don’t
know what he said. His voice was just
a gloating sound droning in my ears.
After that came complete silence, and
I sat_upon the box, my head sunk upon
my chest, indifferent to everything.

Titus Alexis had had his revenge!

But there was a reckoning to come!

CHAPTER 5,
The Discovery!

ALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD
R entered the junior Common-room
with a smile on his face. Bell

and Gulliver followed him—and they,
00, were looking unusually happy. The
fellows noticed the difference at once.

“My hat!” said Handforth, “What’s
wrong with you, Fullwood?”
o Nothing;” said Fullwood. “What do

you mean?”
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“But you're looking amiable!” ejacu-
lated Handforth amazedly.
“Oh, don’t be a fool!” snappéd Ralph
Leshe, scowling.
“Ah! That's more like it!”

! said
Handforth.

“That’s your usual expres-
sion. Well, I'm jiggered! You're
smiling again! And Gulliver and Bell
are smiling, too!”

“Amazmg"’ said Reginald Pitt, grin-

nin,

“Whucs happened?” asked De
Valerie. “Have you suddenly come into
a fortune, Fullwood, or have you just
performed some parmu!arly caddish
trick on somebody? That’s the kind
of thing that would make you smile.”

“Oh, rats!” said Fullwood. “You
can go and eat coke—all che Iot of you!
Mind your own business!”

Fullwood and his chums walked over
to one of the tables. Fullwood sat upon
the edge of it, and grinned again,

“Seen anythin’ of Nipper?” he asked
casually.

“No,” said Watson. ‘“Have you?”

“I saw him about ten minutes ago

‘“‘No, you didn’t!” chuckled Gulliver.
“He“wusn't visible under that coating

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bell.
Tommy Watson stared.
“They Te  dotty!” he
lankl;

b!

“Dxd.n't you know that before?” asked
Handforth. “They've been dotty ever
since they came to St. Fra

“But what the dickens qle they cack-
ling about Nipper for?” demanded Wat-
son. “Montie and I left him out on
Little Side nearly an hour ago, and he
promised to be in within ten mu‘uues
And we haven't seen a sign of him,

““Not a sign, begad!” said Sir Mont\e
“I expect he’s gone down to the village
for something.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Fullwood & Co.

“There thev go again exclaimed
Watson. “I believe the rotcers know
something about Nipper.”

‘I shouldn't be at all surprised if we
do,” said Fullwood. “There’s no telling.

exclaimed
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you know. As I said before, we saw |
Nipper—or a part of him—ten minutes
ago. An’ if you don’t like to believe it,
yau needn’t.

“You saw a part of him?” asked !
Church.

“Exactly.”

“Ias he been chopped up, then?”g
yelled Watson. “Don’t be an ass!”

“Of course, if you fellows like to look
for him, instead of wastin’ your time |
here, it's quite likely that yowll find
him,” said Fullwcod calmly. “There’s
all sorts of places where you could look !
—but there’s one place in parmcular
which it would pay you to visit.

‘‘It’s not far from here,” arked
Bell thoughtfully. “Only just across
the Triangle, and down a lot of steps.”

“Stone steps,” said Gulliver. “Some j
of ’em are broken.”

“By jingo!” said Watson, with a
start. “Do you mean that Nipper has
gone dovrn into the old monast ery
vault?”

“I'm not explainin’ anythin’,” smd
Fullwood. “But if you like to draw
your own conclusions, you are at liberty .
to do so. You might be right—an’ you |
might be wrong. &

*‘Oh, they’re dotty this evening,” said
Watson. “And T'll bet they’'ve been up |
to some monkey business, tco—that's’
why theyre looking so jolly plba,sed
with themselves.”

“You won’t see Nipper for a long’
time—if you don’t go and look for him,”
remarked Bell. “It's jolly awkward
when a chap’s unable to move-

“Oh, rather!” said the utbers 3

'lhry strolled out of the Ccm.nom

and the remainder of the
Jjuniors looked at one another rather
uncertainly. Watson was the first to
speak.
“I'm going down into the vault,” hi
Sald firmly.
“An’ I'm with you, dear old boy,”
<ax~l Sir Montie. i
am I1” declared Handforth.
“Theres been some foul play, unless
I'm mistaken. Those Study A ‘"ou.‘lders
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have been up to some of their rotten
tricks. My hat! Tl smash ’em if they
have hurt old Nipper!”

“No, you won't,” said Watson grimly.
“Study C will attend to ‘em—it’s our
concern, don’t forget.”

“Well, let’s get a move on,” said Pitt,
“I'll come, too, if I'm not in the way.”

“You can all come, if you like,” said
Watson.

About a dozen fellows decided to go—
for it was quite obvious, from the veiled
Temarks that Fullwood & Co. had let
pass, that something of an unusual
nature had occurred—and a visit to the
old vault would probably enlighten
them. ’

They lost no time in setting out
across the Triangle. They had brought
no lights with them, but they all knew
the way into the vault. Watson led the
way down the broken stairs, and the
whole procession of juniors followed him
—Montie and Handforth & Co. and
Pitt and several others.

“Better go easy, down there,” called
out Pitt. “These stairs are treacherous,
and if you once start falling yowll find
it dificult to stop—the angle is so jolly

eep.”

steep.

Nobody tripped, however, and at last
the vault was reached.

“By jingo!” exclaimed Watson, just
before he got to the bottom. “It’s true
enough! There’s a light down here!”

They all hurried on, and half of them
crowded into the vault at the same
moment. They stared before them.

‘Candles were burning in two or three
Dplaces, and almost, in the middle of the
vault a figure sat huddled up on a box.
The figure belonged to me, but nobody
recognised it. My face was bent down
on my chest, and the new-comers could
see very little of me.

“Look at that!” roared Watson.
“He’s bound up—hands and feet! And
what the dickens is the matter with his
hair——  Oh, my goodness!”

“Great Scott!”

“Help!”

. I had just raised my face, and the
Jjuniors gazed at me with blank amaze-
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ment. There was not' the s
doubt that I looked several kind‘ghgfe sx:
freak, with my face all daubed with
paint.

“Is—is that you, Nipper?”
Watson.

“Yes,” I said huskily.

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Pitt, “I—
I can't help it—ha, ha, ha! But you
look so jolly funny tkat I must laugh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Everybody else yelled,

“It’'s shockin’!” declared Sir Montie.
“His face doesn't matter so much—but
Jjust look &t his clobber! Dear boys, it’s
in a frightful state!”

8o this is why Fullwood & Co. were
grinning!” said De Valerie. “They've

gasped

to be very lively, Nipper. I should have
thought you would be roaring!”

“I don't feel like roaring,” I said
with a sickly grin. “I'm too raw!”

“My hat! Is that a pun?” asked
Handforth.

“If you like!” T said weakly.

“What’s the matter with you, you
ass?” demanded Watson, slapping me
on the back.

“Ow!” I shouted, gasping. “Oh!
You ass! Oh—oh!”

“But I hardly touched you!” said
‘Watson, staring.

“I—I'm sorry,” I said. “I wasn't
quite expecting it, old man. My back’s
a bit tender—"

“Have those cads been whopping
you?” demanded Handforth suddenly.
“Great pip! If they've laid a finger
on you, Nipper, we'll slaughter ‘em!”

“Rather!” said the others

“His back seems to be pretty tender,”
said Tommy—“and he’s sort of dazed.
Who's got a knife?”

About four were produced, and my
bonds were quickly slashed through.
Then Watson helped me to my feet. I
staggered a bit, then sank down on the
box again.

“Have a look at my back,” I mut-
tered painfully. “I believe it's been
bleeding. It—it feels awful. I wish
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mebody would fetch some oold water
d a sponge. I feel awfully groggy just

‘ “See if his back is bleeding!” ejacu-
Jated Handforth. “My only hat! You
don’t mean to say that you've been hit
as hard as all that?”

“Lend me a hand!”
sharp!

My Jacket was removed, and then my
waistcoat.

Two or three of the fellows pushed
my shirt back, while some of the others
held candles. And then I heard a
chorus of horrified gasps.

said Watson

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Pitt
hoarsely.
“Oh, my hat!” muttered Watson,

lookmg pale.

“Is it bad, then?” I asked.

“Bad!” gasped Tommy < Your back
is all raw—it’s a mass of livid weals!”

“Poor old chap!” exclaimed Somer-
ton feelingly. “Oh, by Jove! You
must have received a terrible slashing.”

“I did!” I said faintly. “But I shall
be all right before long. I can stand a
little pain, I hope. But it only-finished
a few minutes ago, you know, and I
haven't quite got over it—"

“And those cads were grinning!” said
Handforth wrathfully. Whos coming
with me to slaughter ’em!

Handforth dashed for the stairway,
and eight or nine fellows followed him.
They rushed up to the outer air, pelted
across the Triangle, and dashed into the
Ancient House.

All they thought about was getting
hold of Fullwood & Co. First and fore-
most in Handforth’s mind was the
necessity to take immediate measures
‘with the cads of Study A.

Fullwood & Co., surpnsmg! enough,
had made no attempt to hKle them-
selves. They were lounging m the
lobby when the crowd rushed i
- Well?” chuckled Fullwood. "Any

:D1d you fing hime” grinned Be)

1.
cads—; b ads!”
shouted Handfor th fur&o\;ﬁg;?l cads!
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“Oh, come off it!” snapped Gulliver,
“There’s nothing brutal in what we did.
We can mdulge in a jape if we like, I
suppose?”

“Do you call it a jape to beat a chap
on the back until he is nearly stunned
with pain?” asked Pitt harshly. “Do
you call it a jape to make his back raw
like you did?”

Fullwood and Co. stared.

“I don't know what you mean!”
snapped Fullwood.

“Don’t know what we mean?”
roared Handforth. “You caddish cur

“Steady on!” said Gulliver. “There
must be some mistake. All we did was
to paint prper s face, an’ put some glue
in his

“D]dn't ‘you touch his back?” de-
mandet,‘l Church,

“Not with anything?”

“Not even with our little fingers!”

“You liars!” shouted Handforth.
“Nipper's there, with his back looking
as though it had_been whipped with a
cat-o’-nine tails. If you try to deny the
truth you won’t be believed—"

“But look here!” interrupted Full-
wood. “Is this true? Is Nipper's back
really slashed about?”

‘:iYes in the most awful manner,”
sai

Fullwood and Co. exchanged startled
glances.

“Well, I give you my word that we're

said Fullwood. “All

not responsxble
We didn't

we did was to play a jape.
hurt Nipper—"

WL don't believe you,” said Handforth $

flatly.

Many of the other juniors didn't be-
lieve Fullwood’s denial, either. His pro-
pensity for lying was too well known in
the Remove. He would probably have

been captured then and there, but for

the arrival of Tommy Watson.
“Where’s Alexis?” gasped Watson

breathlessly.

“Blow_Alexis—-"

“But I want to find him—TI want to
smash him into little bits!” shouted
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watson. “It was he who slashed Nipper
l]ke 1nat—N1pper has just told us.”
“ Alexis.

“Yes, the brutal cur!”

«“yhat about Fullwood?” asked Pitt.
“Nipper said that Fullwood and
Gulliver and Bell didn’t touch him,
said Watson. “They went out after they
had painted him up; but Alexis came
back, armed with a thick cane.”

“Now do you believe me?”
Fullwood tartly.

1 bet you put Alexis up to it,”
snapped Handforth.

“We didn't! We didn’t know a thing
apout it until you told us just now,”
said the leader of Study A. “I had an
idea that Alexis wasn’t satisfied with
what we did, but I never dreamed that
he'd go back.”

“Has he hurt Nipper much?” asked
Gulliver.

“The poor chap is nearly fainting
with pain,” said Church.

“Look here! I want you chaps to be-
lieve me,” said Fullwood earnestly.
“You're not always ready to take my
word, but this time I give you m
solemn promise that we didn't do a
thing to Nipper that anybody would be
ashamed of—an’ we hadn’t the faintest
idea that Alexis would go back. I'm
Jjolly sorry about the whole thing.”

“Well, we needn’t say any more,
said Watson bluntly, “Yes, I
you, Fullwood. But whnres Alexxs" I
mean to smash him!”

By this time I had been brought up

from the vault, and the fresh air of the
g;ﬂ&rt‘gclﬁ g;otltn 1(t)t to revive me. I felt

er
Aseistants hat T didn't want any

Sir Montie an
Tellows e wmhd two or three other

“Look here,
“There’s no nee

asked

ds LOu cl]’l{aps ” I said.
0 make a song about
this. I'll settle wn,h Alexis wahugx aday
or two. We don't want any of the
masters to know that I've been hit—-—"
But they musc know, ss!” ex-
clmmed Somert; SHveugmssl e
“Why must they""
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““Because you’n have to hawve your
dressed!”

“Sor ome of you fellows can do thal
for me in the dormitory to-night,” I
said. “Anyhow, I don’t want the Head
to know.”

“Well, I think you're an ass!” de-
clared Owen major. “Alexis ought to
be sacked—

“If he was sacked I shouldn't get a
chance to lick him,” I interrupted. “I
want him here. I want to lick him
until he can’t stand. And I shan't be
able to if the masters get to know what
has happened.”

Meanwhile, Watson and many other
juniors were searching for Alexis. As
luck would have it, they caught sight
of the Greek junior just as I was cross-
ing the Triangle with Sir Montie and
the others. Alexis had been skulking
amongst the trees, it seemed, and now
he was attempting to dodge into the
house.

“There he is!”
“Hold the cad!”

Many fellows obliged, and a few
seconds later Alexis was cut off, and he
found himself in the grasp of many
determined Removites. He struggled
fiercely to get free.

“Let me go—let me go!” he shouted.

“You brutal hound!” exclaimed Wat-
son, rushing up. “You" ve made Nip-
per’s back almost raw—-'

“That is splendid!” gloated Alexis.
“I am glad. Yes, it was I who punished
him—as he deserved. If you do not
allow me to go I shall scream until help
arrives.”

“Scream, then!” shouted Watson
fiercely. “Do you think we care? We're
gomg to make you suffer for what

you've done—-

shouted Watson.

“Let me go, you curs!” shrieked
Alexis wildly. “You plgs—von dogs!
et me go! I will not be held!”

He continued to scream at the top
of his voice, and he fought like a mld—
cat. It was necessary for three or four
fellows to hold him down. And when
he at length showed signs of becoming
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quiet, quite 2 commotion had been
Casemms and juniors were pouring out
of both Houses to find out who was be-
ing murdered. Windows were being
pushed up, and two prefects appeared
upon the scene with canes in their

hands.
! “What's the trouble out here?” de-
manded Fenton of the Sixth.

The captain of St. Frank's strode
over to the group of juniors. But before
he could reach them Mr., Crowell, the
Fourth Form-master, put in an appear-
ance. Alexis had given himself away
by his outery.

“#What is the meaning of this dis-

graceful noise?” asked Mr. Crowell
sternly. “Boys’ Who was it scream-
ing just now

Nobody answered, and Mr. Crowell
strode forward to the spot where a
number of fellows were collected. He
had just reached the spot when a sud-

den commotion commenced in the
middle of it.
“gir!” panted a wild voice. “I want

your protection! These boys intend to
harm me, and you must prevent them.”

“Alexis!” exclaimed Mr. Crowell.
“Oh! So it was you who made those
most unearthly screams just now?”

~“I was calling for help—

“When you call for help another
time, Alexis, you will kindly do s0 in a
different manner,” said the - Form-
master curtly. “Allow Alexis to go,
boys.”

“But we're_going to slaughter him,
sir!” roared Handfort!

“Dt.)” not be so r)dlculous, Hand-
forth!” exclaimed Mr. Crowell. “If you
cannot use a less absurd term, I shall
punish you. LO» Alexis go at once. Do
you hear me

‘But hes done something terrible,

said Watson breathl essly.  “Yes,
!I going to telll I don't care what
ippar says! It’s ealy right that such

B young criminal should be i
young crimi d be exposed!
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that!” said Handforth. “I'm dead
against sneaking, but therc's a limit.”
“Rather!”

Mr. Crowell
astomshment
0 you know what this means, Fen-
ton?” he aske
“No, sir,” smd the captain of St.
ank’s. I haven’t the faintest idea,
But it seems that Alexis has done some-
thing to cur the anger of the
Jumors i
came forward, but concealed my-
selﬁ behind some of the other juniors.
I remembered that I was unrecognis-

listened with mild

“Hold on, sir,” I said huskily. “It's
all right. Don’t take any notice of
Watson. There’s nothing that we can
tell you. Alexis has a little difference
with me—but Tl settle that privately,
later on.”

Mr. Crowell turned.

“I need an cxplanamon , he said
grimly. ‘Come here, Nipper.

I had been expecting that

“Sorry, sir!” I stammered. “I-—I

can’t come just now!”

“You cannot!” shouted Mr. Crowell.
“How dare you, Nipper? Come here at
once, and explain what this means.”

I realised that the only safe course
was for me to escape. So I dodged away
—and ran right into the arms of
Morrow of the Sixth.

“No, you don’t!” grinned Morrcw.
grabbing me. “Come back—-

“Oh'” I yelled. “Oh!™

1 simply couldn’t help it. Morrow
had grasped me by the shoulder, and
the yell of agony left my lips involun-

tarily.

“What’s the matter, you young
idiot?” snapped Morrow. “I didn’t
hurt you.”

“His back’s sore!” hissed Handforth.

“Sore!” said Morrow, slapping my
back “Don t talk nonsense— eab
Scott

That second b!ow made me abso-
lutely giddy, and reeled against
Morrow and n"arly fcll At last the
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prefect realised that something was
rea,ly amiss. He caught me, and held
m?‘Wh'\ts the m’tcter young ‘un?” he
asked kindly. “Why, what—— You're
as black as a nidger' You smell of
pamt-—-——- Well, 'm hanged!”

. Crowell came striding up.

“I really fail to understand all this
mysterious behaviour!” he exclaimed.
£ Nipper, why did you refuse to obey
me just now

tm hes been the victim of a
rag, sir,” said Morrow. “His face is
all pmmsd black, and his back seems
to be sore. I expect some of the fellows
have been hitting him. Their fun is

' sometimes rather severe.”

“Is your back sore, Nlpper?" asked
Mr. Crowell.

“Rr— yes. sir!” I admitted.

“Morrow, bring Nipper into the
lobby,” ovdered the Form-master. “I
will examine his back myself. 1 do not
agree with these ‘rags’; they are fre-
quently too brutal, If N!pper has been
harmed I shall punish the culprits
severely ;Y

The fat was in_the fire then
couldn’t rems‘u, and I was taken into the
Iobby, followed by a crowd of fellows.
Most them were glad that Mr.
Crowell had decided this way—for they
‘wanted to see Alexis punished.

Mr. Crowell was staggered when he
saw me—in the electric light.

Good gracious,” he eJaculated “his
face is , Painted  black! Is—is this
Nipper:

Sir,” s
back seems to be—— jen Momom:
gasped the prefect.

“His
Great Scott!”
“Look here, sir—

100k here! His back is raw!”
* t11\/11- Crowell gazed af my back, hor-
“Thi t,his is ghastly!”

y! he ex-
c}mmegﬂ “Great goodness! Ts it pOs-
sible—is it conceivable—that, the Jjunior
boys have committeq this  vicious

assault? I cannot beli 2
The prefect looked grim i Morrow!
I think I know the

x tr t) »
said. “Alexis did thigty o I he
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R. CROWEL._. started,
M “ Alexi: he  exclaimed,

“But that boy could not have
committed the assault single-handed!
Nlpper, you must teil me the truth., I

insist!”
“1d rather not say, sit—"
“This matter must b'A sifted to the

bottom,” declared Mr. Crowell sternly.
“I cannot possibly allow such a grave
affair to be passed by. Your back is in
a shocking condition.”
Fullwood steppad forward.
I spea , 8ir?” he asl

you want, Fullwood""
said the Form—master

“Gulliver and Bell and I painted
Nipper up-like that, sir,” said Fullwood.
“The truth is bound to come out now,
s0 we may as well own up. But we
didn’t touch Nipper’s back Alexis did
that, the young ruffian!

I was rather sumnsed to find Full-
wood ow up! But, as he had said,
the truth \vas certain to come out; so
it was his idea to make things easier
for himself by owning up.

“This matter must be taken before
Dr. Stafford,” said Mr.. Crowell. *You
will come with me to the headmaster’s
study, boys—yes, all of you. Nipper,
Fullwood, Bell, Gulliver, and Alexis.”

“But I can’t go like this, sir!” I pro-
tested.

“That is exactly how you must come,

Nipper,” said Mr. Cro “Dr.,
Stafford shall see how you have been
treated. No, objections are useless.
You must come thh me at once.”

Alexis’ eyes flas

“I will not go!” he said angrily,
refuse—

“Oh, you refuse, do you?” exclaimed
Morrow. “We'll see about that!”

He seized the Greek junior firmly,
and rushed him along the passage.
Alexis yelled and screamed, but it made
no difference. ‘He was compelled te
go. And the rest of us followed at a
more sedate pac

There were crowdb of fellows waiting

«y
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about the passages—waiting to hear
the result of the visit to the Head. The
whole truth was bound to come out
now. There was no help for it.

Dr. Stafford nearly had a fit when
he saw me, and it was some few
moments before he realised that I was
actuauy Nipper,

“This is apnaumg » he said. “The
lad’s hair is smothered with glue—he
is painted like a savage-—his clothing
is in a disgusting state! I am shocked
in the extreme!”

“There has been a ‘rag,’
plamed Fenton,

‘There has been something disgrace-
full” said the Head curtl;

He listened to Fullwood intently.
Fullwood explained everything; he had
no particular scruples about sneaking,
He told how Alexis had first mooted
the idea, and he told how the scheme
had been carried o

“We_left prper m the vault, sir,”
concluded Fullwood. “It was only a
jape, sir, after all. We didnt harm
Nipper—as he'll say himself.”

“No, sir, they didn’t harm me in the
least,” I agreed. “I have no com-
plaints to make against Fullwood.”

“Alexis must have gone back into
the vault after we left, sir,” said Gulli-
ver. “He had Nipper at his mercy—
bound and helpless. And he laid it on
heavily with a stick of some sort.”

Bit by bit the truth was revealed;
and the Head was utterly horrified
when he had learned everything. My
back was in a nasty state, and the Head
was aghast after he had looked at it.

“Terrible—terrible!” he exclaimed.
“And_Alexis is responsible for this un-
precedented act of brutal‘tyl Alexis,
‘what have you to say?

The Greek junior’s eyes glittered.

“I have to say nothing,” he said.
struck Nipper—yes. I am glad.
deserved more, the dof

“Silence!” thundered the “Head.
“You wretched boy! ¥You admit your
sin as though it were a virtue! If you
were not new to this school—and, in-
deed, new to the ways of England—I

$ir,” ex-

wy
He
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would expel you this very night. Bub
you are strange here, and I will be as
lenient as possible. To-morrow morn-
ing, before lessons, you will be flogged
before the whole school. To-night you
will sleep in the punishment-room.
Fenton, kutldly conduct Alexis to the
nt-ro

» said Fenton readily
“Come on, Alexis!”
At first the new boy refused, but he -
soon found out that refusing was worse
than useless. And he was taken away,
struggling and Kkicking. The
blreathed a sigh of relief as the door
clos

d.

“The wretched boy!” he exclaimed.
“You may rest assured, Nipper, that
Alexis will be fully punished for his
brutal treatment of you. I also con-~
sider that these other boys deserve
severe pumshment for their part in the
dxcgraceful affair.”

was only a joke, sir,”
tered Fu!!wood

‘The Head looked grim. :

“Jokes of that sort, Fullwood, can-
not be tolerated,” he said. “You three
boys will receive 2 caning, and I shall
administer it now.

“Ye-es, sir!” said Fullwood.

And while the nuts were going
through it—let off comparatively
lightly—I was_taken by Morrow to a
bath-room, and great efiorts were made
to remove the glue and the paint. !

We succeeded, in a measure—but it
would require several more washes be-
fore I was quite rid of the stu Y
back was terribly sore, and it was
dressed and bandaged.

I went straight to bed. It was nearly
time, in any case, and I didn’t feel like |
puttmg my clothes on again just then.
But I refused to go into the “sanny,”™
and I received much sympathy from
the fellows when they came up to bed.

“Never mind, old son,” said Pitt.
“We've got rid of Alexis for one mght,‘
and we shall have the extreme pleasure
of seeing him flogged in the morning.
How does your back feel?”

“Sore,” I replied shortly.

mut-
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“It’s my opinion,” remarked Hand-
forth, “that we ought to give Fullwood
and Gulliver and Bell a first-class rag-
ging. They're mainly responsible—-"

“Oh don't be funny!” snapped Full-
WOO!

, dry up, Handy,” I said. “It
wasn't Fullwood's fault that Alexis
crept back and took advantage of the
situation.”

“Just as you like,” said Handforth.
“But I thought it would be rather
decent to have some fun in the dorm
to-night. What about Alexis? I sup-
pose youwll wipe him up as soon as
vou're well?”

I shook my head.

“He’s going to be punished by the
powers that are,” I said. “I can’t fight
the cad after he’s had a licking from
the Head. That's why I didn't want
the truth to ke known. I was anxious
to have the pleasure of slogging him
mysell. But it’s imposs., so we’ll say no
more, Dry up! I want to get to
sleep.”

The buzz of conversation gradually
died down. And very soon afterwards
I dropped off to sleep—and slept like
a top until the rising-bell went.

1 sat up in bed, and gave a gasp.

“Phew!” I muttered. “It's worse
than I thought it would be!”

ut after moving about a bit the pain
eased a little, and I commenced dress-

ing,

“Well, I'm dashed!” excla{med
Handforth, - blinking at me. ‘“Her
Nipper getting up betcre anybody else
~—with his back like that,

“Don't keep jawing about my back,”
I said tartly. “I'm not made of jelly.
Inf} \wrrymg about my hair—it feels

Seweral fellows grinned, and, in the
end, I was glad to" escape from the
<o m)tﬂry I d!d.nt want to be bothered
with inquiries regarding the state of
my health every minute.

There was a good deal of discussion
that morning, on the subject of Alexis’
flogging. For it was something un-
usual to have a fellow flogged in front
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of the whole school. The juniors
seemed to look forward to it as a kind
of entertainment got up for their bene-
fit, and I must admit that I looked for-
ward to that “entertainment,” too.
Nothing would give me greater pleasure
than to see Titus Alexis squirming
under the lash of the Head’s cane.

‘When the hme came, he did squirm
—and scream, too.

The Head only addressed a few words
to the school—for everybody knew
about the flogging, and everybody
knew why it was to be administered.
Alexis was brought in by Fenton, and
he stood upon the platform defiantly.

His dark face was rather paler than
usual, and his eyes were gleam Wi

a fire of hatred. As soon as he got.on
to the platform he faced the Head.

“Am I to be hit?” he asked fiercely.

"You w111 be silent, Alexis—"

o! shall not be silent,” inter-
rupted A!exns “Ycu have brought me
here to hit me—to flog me. I will not
be flogged! I came to this school to
learn—to be educated. I did not come
here to be knocked about by brutal
sc?oo%ﬁnaSteIS! u

There was a general murmur from the
crowd.

“That1l mean ten extra slashes!”
murmured Handforth, with satisfactiorn.

“you will be silent, Alexisl » ex-
claimed Dr. Stafford sternly. “Upon my
soul! Do you imagine that you can
dictate to me as you please? I see that
it is necessary to teach you much before

“If you strike me, I will not be answer-
able for what occurs!” shouted Alexis.
“T’'ll not stand it! I have done nothing
—nothing at all! I hit Nipper because
he deserved to be hit1”

A storm of booing and hissing broke
out, but it was instantly quelled.

And then the flogging commenced.
It was one of the most extraordinary
scenes which had ever been witnessed
in the old hall at St. Frank’s. Titus
Alexis refused to be flogged, and he
struggled like a demon.
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Before the Head could get busy with
the cane, it was necessary for Warren,
the school porter, to be called in. He,
with the assistance of several prefects,
held Alexis down.

Slash!

The cane descended with a will.

«Ow!” howled Alexis wildly. “I will
kill you for this! I will have my re-
venge if you do not cease at once!”

Swish! Swish! Swish

The cane rose and fell thh monoton-
ous regularity. The Head took abso-
lutely no notice of the Greek junior’s
howls and screams and threats.
fellow created one of the most disgrace-
ful scenes the school had ever witnessed.

One might have supposed that he was
being done to death. He was certainly
the biggest coward that the Remove had
had in its ranks for many a day. Even
Long, the sneak of the Form, was
courageous in comparison.

It was over at last, and by that time
Alex1s wis so exhausted by his struggles

outbursts, that he had
very little to say. But what he did say
was uttered in a tone of bitter hatred
which almost made me feel uneasy.

“I will remember!” he exclaimed. “I
will make you pay for this—and soon!”

It was a distinct threat, but the Head
could afford to ignore it. Alexis was
allowed to go, and xt, was universally
decided in the Remove that he was to
be completely barred in future. He was
sent to Coventry, in fact, by practically
the entire school. No decent fellow
would have anything to do with him.
He was too much of a cad for even Full-
wood & Co. to associate with.

De Valerie and the Duke of Somerton
held an_ important discussion before
lessons that morning, and they arrived

at a decision, Without wasting time,
they went to Nelson Lee’s study, and
requested that Alexis should be removed
from Study

Nelson Lee ‘realising the reasonable
nature of the request, agreed to it. And
Titus Alexis was placed in a tiny room
at the end of the Remove passage. It
was a study which was seldom used, for
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it was hardly ever required. Alexis had
it now—and he was welcome to it.

“Thank goodness!” said De Valerie.
when the last of the new boy’s things

had been removed from Study “ Tl
air seems swecter in here Tiow.
wonder how long it'll be before we see
the last of that squirming cad?”

The duke rubbed his chin.

“I don’t think it’ll be so very long,
old chap,” he replied. “He can't last,,;
you know. It be the sack next time.
Youve only got to look at his eyes to
see that hs means mischief.”

Somerton was undoubtedly correct. lg

Titus Alexis did mean mischief. And-
now his venomous hatred was dlrnctedj
against Dr. Stafford himself—against
the whole school, to be more exact.
Alexis was an outcast, owing to his own.
actions, and it seemed highly probable :
that he would waste no time in giving ;
some evidence of his hatred. .y

CHAPTER 7.
At Dead of Night!

ooM
Ome o'clock tolled out solemnly
from the great tower above the
Ancient House. St. Frank's was asleep.
The Remove dormitory was still and
dark and silent—silent, at all events,
except for sundry snores. A
Handforth was generally the chief:
offender in this respect; but to-night.
Handforth was not snoring. He did Tot!
appear to be sleeping peacefully at all,;
for he kept rolling about in bed.
“Oh!” he mumbled. “I feel awfull™.
He was only half awake, but at last:
he sat up in bed and gazed round him;]
into the gloo;
Handforth doubled himself up, and
moaned.
Edward Oswald, to tell the truth, hadj
most uncomfortable feeling in his!
interior, and he had an awful fear that’
he was about to be sick.
He had caten not wisely but too welk
at supper that evening, and rich pastries;
and kippers had not mixed at all well{
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was feeling the effects of it

I;lg';;ce ]!:;e ort, Handforth was bilicus,

and the unplez\semt experience was new

hi

mAILcr a Whilzz he lay down again; but
he couldn’t I

It was 1mpess1ble for him to obtain
any sleep. He felt that he was suffocat-
mg—that he must have fresh air. And
at length he tumbled out of bed and
swayed over towards one of the
windows.

He pushed open the sash weakly and
leaned out.

The cool night air beat upon his face,
and he breathed in deeply with a sense
of great relief, And undoubtedly the
fresh air did him a lot of good. He
remained at the window for some little
time, until the dark Triangle below had
become more distinct.

His eyes grew accustomed to the
gloom, and where all had been black
before he now saw definite objects. He
could recognise the woodshed, and
Warren’s barrow standing near by.

He could see the fountain, with its
wide erything was still and
quiet, and nothing disturbed the peace
of the night except the distant rumble
of a goods train travelling on its
Journey.

‘The stars were shining overhead, and
the air was rather.cool. Handforth
decided that he had better get back to
bed, He had no wish to catch a cold
on the top of his other indisposition.

But, just as he was about to leave
thn wmdow. his attention became fixed.

“My hat!” he muttered.

He stood gazing down at something
which was visible to him near the
College House. A figure was moving—
a hum_an form! It lurked about for
some little time, and then disappeared.

Handforth waited, his heart beating

fast. Then, once again, the figure was

visible. It was acting in a most sus-

Dicious fashion, for it crouched over one
the gmtmgs which led into the

leege House cellars.

.. “By George!” murmured Handforth,

A burglar 1>
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There seemed no doubt upon that
point. Who else, indeed, would be
prowling about the school at one o'clock
in_the morning?

Handfolm didn’t exactly know what

. He wasn’t feeling up to an
mveshr'atxon himself—although, under
ordinary circumstances, he would have
delighted in such a thin

But all he wanted to do was to get
back into bed and to lay quiet and still.
He felt dizzy even as he walked across
the dormitory and approached a bed.
The next moment I awoke, feeling a
hand on mv shoulder.

“Hallo I said. “Who's that?”

“Don’t yell, you ass!” whispered
Handforth. “It’s me!”

“Oh! What's wrong, Handy?”
handforth took a deep breath.

woke up, feeling bilious,” he said.
“I shall be all right to-morrow. I woke
you up because I want you to give the
giddy alarm.”

“What the dickens for?” I asked.

“Just now I was at the window, and
there's somebody down there near the
College House—a burglar!” said Hand-
forth, “I thought I'd better wake you
up, Nipper, because you're rather keen
on burglars.”

I grinned.
pulling somebody else’s leg, old
son,” T sald pleasanmv “You’ e not
going to catch me like that—

“You—you fathead!” hissed Hand-
forth. “I'm not trying to pull your silly
leg! 1It's the truth—I saw the chap
with my own eyes!”

“I suppose it’s the effect of your
bﬂmus attack—"

I tell you I saw him!” roared Hand-

S
)
g

“Don’t wake the whole school!” I
said, with a chuckle. “Where did you
see this prowling, sinister figure?”

“Come to the window!”

I slipped out of bed, and I must con-
fess that I felt very doubtful. Hand-
forth was a famous fellow for getting
wrong ideas into his head. One had to
be very careful when dealing with his

“ discoveries.”
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We both looked out of the window,
and Handforth pointed.

“You know those gratings which lead
into the cellars of the College House?”
he said. “Well, the burglar was prowl-
ing about one of them.”

I fixed my gaze upon the wall of the
College House. The gratings which
Handforth referred to were well known
to me. There were none connected with
the Ancient House, however.

“Nobody could get into the school
that way,” I whispered. “Those grat-
ings are padlocked. Besides, the cellar
windows are barred—-"

“I'm not saying anything about that,”
interrupted Handforth. “All I know is
that the chap was lurking about——
My hat! There he is again! Can’
you see him?”

I stared hard.

“¥es, I can see him,” I murmured.|
“Dry up!”

The figure was dim and indistinct. It
had just appeared from the clump of
trees which stood near the ruins of the
old monastery. The figure crossed the
open space, and came to a halt near
one of the iron gratings.

Then it vanished.

“What did I tell you?” breathed
Handforth, “He’s got in.”

“It certainly looks like it,” I agreed
grimly. “My son, this matter needs to

be investigated. It’s a jolly good thing

you were feeling ill—"

“Eho»

“I mean, it’s a good thing you came
to the window,” I explained. “Wed
better make haste and slip some clothes

N

“I don’t think I'll come,” sald Hand-

forth. “I—I'm not feeling quite up to
the mark, you know. I shall be better
in bed. Take some of the other chaps

with you, and collar the burglar.”
“That’s just what I am going to do,”
T said briskly.
I rapidly shook the shoulders of
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West,
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They stared at me sleepily in the gloom.
=, Is that you, Nipper, old

egad!
boy?” asked Montie.

“Yes,” I replied. “Slip_ out of bed§}
and dress yourself—""
“Bubt it’s dark, you know—it isn’f
time to get up yet!" protested Tregellis

West. “What's the idea of— E
“Burglars!” I whispered keenlyg
“Hurry up!” g
“Begad!” i

Sir Montie asked no further questions]
And Tommy Watson quickly jumped
out of bed and was soon slipping intg
his shirt and trousers. Within thred
minutes we were ready, and Handforth
was back in bed.

He sat up as we were about to departy

“I've a good mind to come, after all,$

You stay where you are, old son,”

replied. “You wouldn't be any good tol
us, even if you did come. You're noff
feeling fit, Handy, and we couldn’

accept the responsibility of allowing yoi§
out in the chill night air.”

“You silly ass!” growled Handforth

‘We passed out of the dormitory, an
very soon afterwards we were stealing
down the stairs into the hall. We mad
our exit by the most convenient way-
via the window of Study C.

Once out in the Triangle I catitioned
my chums to refrain from talking, and
to follow behind me in single file. |
proceeded along the wall of the Ancienf]
House in deep shadow. i

The College House loomed up in fronf§
of us. I called a halt, and for some few
moments we remained quite still, watcl
ing and waiting. But nothing hap
pened. The school grounds were sti
and quiet.

“You fellows stay here for a tick,”
breathed.

“But what—

Without giving them a chance td
question me I .slipped away into thd
gloom, and made a detour. Finally I
arrived against the wall of the Colley
House, and edged my way along until
I came to the first of the cellar grating:

It was quite firmly fixed.

But when I arrived at the next grat
ing T found a different state of affairsy
The thing was open, and a yawning

=
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plack hole lay before me. So Hand-
forth had not been wrong.

Somebody was attempting to burgle
the College House!

I was almost certain that the fellow,
whoever he was, was lurking inside the
cellars at that moment. So, without
loss of time, I crept back to my chums
and informed them of what I had seen,

“The time to act is now!” I con-
cluded. “What we’ve got to do is to
nip into that cellar and capture the
rotter—

“Hold on!” breathed Watson sud-
denly. “Look there!”

He pointed.

Sir Montie and I saw a dim figure
moving towards the College House—
towards the open grating. My sur-
mise, then, had been wrong. The bur-
glar was not within the cellar—un-
less there were two of them,

We watched the fellow with interest.
He was not very big, and he was at-
tired in an overcoat. He seemed to be
carrying something heavy—something
which resembled a square tin.

“I wonder what his game can be?” I
breathed.

“Let’s pounce upon him,” suggested
Watson.

“Good!”

I was in full agreement with the sug-
gestion, and we all started forward at
the same time. But the figure disap-
Deared into the cellar, and when we
arrived all was quiet and dark.

“Well wait,” I whispered. “Well
collar him as he comes out with his
giddy booty!”

“Begad! That's the idea,” said
Sir Montie. “Although, if it comes to
that. dear fellows, I don’t think the
Irightful rotter will find much booty
to_carry away.”

We waited, grim and silent.

. We were inclined to be somewhat
mpatient after five minutes had
clapsed. Watson suggested that we
should enter the cellar, and Montie
Scconded the proposal. But I was
against it.

“He’d. probably slip away if we did
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that” I said. “He's bound to come
out by this exit, sooner or later, and
so we shall nab him,”

“Oh, all right!”

“We're certainly in your hands, dear
fellow,”

And so we waited for a further
period. And then we heard a sound
Jjust below us. Two seconds later some-
body appeared in the opening, and
scrambled up to the ground level.

“On him!” I said sharply.

We all sprang at the same moment,
and the stranger was overwhelmed.

He collapsed to the ground, and we
simply piled over him. He scarcely,
made any attempt to struggle.

“Now, you rotter,” I exclaimed,
“let’s see who you are!”

At the same moment I flashed ouf;
my electric torch—fully upon our
vrisoner’s features.

“Great Scott!” gasped Watson.

““This—this is simply amazin’!” de-
clared Sir Montie.

For our prisoner was Titus Alexis of
the Remove.

CHAPTER 8.
Strange Behaviour!
THE Greek junior’s face was very

“Let me go!” he muttered

savagely. “You have no right to keep
me in this way! Let me go! Do you
hear me?”

“We can hear you all right,” I re-
plied. “But you've got to tell us what
particular game you're playing, my son.
What's the idea of prowling about in
the middle of the night?”

Alexis breathed hard. o
“I was restless—I could not sleep,
he exclaimed. “It is nothing; you

need not be frightened.”

“We're not frightened, you Greek
idiot!” growled Watson. S
“What were you doing in u’xe ‘ollef
House cellar?” I demanded. Out with
it, Alexis! Speak up before we give

you a licking!”
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The Greck junior glared at me bale-
fully.
Tt is not your business!” he snarled.
“T think it is,” I replied. ‘“You have
no right here in the middle of the
mght We thought you were a bur-
glar.”
Alexxs laughed harshly.
You are making the fuss
over nothmg'" he snapped. I was
walking for exercise—nothing more.

This grating \Tvas open, and I was
curious. That is

“You were carrymg something not
long ago,” put in Wat:

“I was carrying a canful of water,”
said Alexis. “But why should I ex-
plain to you? Let me go! It is no
concern of yours; and if you inform
the masters about this I shall have my

revenge:
“Oh, dry up!” I said contemptu-
ously. “Yowre always talking about

revenge. We shan’t tell any of the
ma,stﬂrsfyou needn’t be afraid. But if
youre spotted out here yowll be
dropped on pretty heavily—that’s all.
I'm quite certain I'm not interested in
your silly movements!”

I rose to my feet.

“Let’s get back to bed, my sons,” I
added.

Watson and Tregellis-West followed
me. I was not at all keen to investi-
gate the matter any further. Titus
Alexis did not interest me in the
slightest degree. He was an eccentric
youth, and there was no explaining his
conduct.

But Tommy and Sir Montie were not
qu!te satisfied.

“I wonder what the cad was up to?”
said Watson, as we re-entered the Re-
move dormitory. “It strikes me as
being queer—jolly queer!”

“Dear fellow, you are quite nght o
said Montie, shakmg his head.
cannot possibly think of anyuhm'
which will form an explanation. Alexis
was up to something very shady—"

“Oh. never mind him,” I interrupted.
%He can't do much harm, anyhow.
Perhaps some of the College House
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fellows have incurred his enmity. Tl
give Christine the tip to-morrow—to
look out for trouble.” 4

“But, he said he was carrying a can
of water,” argued Watson. “What the
dickens could he be doing with a can
of water in the cellar?”

“I don’t know, and I don’t care,” I
said. “As soon as I found that Alexis
was the night-bird I lost all interest?
in the matter. Rats to the chap!
shall be glad when he’s sacked.”

We all got back to bed, and Sir
Montie and Tommy were soon fast?

asleep. I was asleep, too, but I awoke
shortly afterwards, and found that]
Alexis was getting back into bed.

In the morning he was up before
everyone else—as usual. The Greek
junior was certainly not lafy in that]
respect; he was always an early riser.
But we all had an idea that his object:
in getting dressed before the rising-
bell was to avoid contact with us as;
much as possible. 4

Handforth was much better;

In fact, the sturdy leader of Study D
was practically himself agam He had
slept off hls bilious attacl

“By ‘way, what about that bur-
glar?” sa)d ‘Handforth, looking at me.

“Burglar?” said several juniors,

“Oh, nothing, I replied care‘cssly.
“There wasn’t a burglar, Han
made a bloomer. Tl tell you about m
later.”

“But I don’t see——

Handforth was mtexmpted however
and the subject was not brought up
again until I came across him in the
Triangle, just before breakfast.

“There was no need to let everybody
know,” I said. “That chap we saw last
night. Handy, was Alexis. We sprang .
upon him and collared hlm But, of’
course, we let him go again.”

4 “twhac was he doing?” asked Hand-

orth.

e ;‘11 don‘t knowfand I'm quite certain.
on’ .

h’tndforth looked doubtful. g
the rotter was up to some .

]

xmsclnef o he declared. He’s not con-



pected with the College House, in any
case, and I don’t see what game he was
playing. Didn’t you find out?”
No,” I replied. “Alexis might
nave been doing all sorts of things—
jput the most likely explanation is that
V! just prowling about for the
uriosity of it. He’s just that
kind of mysterious beggar. Anyhow,
it’s ot our business to keep our eyes on
Confound the chap!”

1f he had not been so cordially de-
tested by everybody, Alexis’ movements
would have proved of some interest to
us. But he was so universally disliked
we didn't care a jot for him.

By dinner-time I had forgotten
practically all about it. For cne thing.
Alexis was behaving very strangely.
He had always been eccentric in his
manner, but on that day he was par-
ticularly so.

In the Form-room Mr. Crowell had
been able to do nothing with him. He
had given vague answers to the Form-
master’s questions—proving that hi
vas not even attempting to attend to
the lesson,

And Mr. Crowell, who was thoroughly
tired of Alexis, did not pay much at-
tention to him. The Greek junior was
cllowed to go his own sweet way. He
would soon be removed from St.
Frank’s,

“There’s something rummy about
Alexis to-day,” remarked Pitt, as he
et me in the passage before dinner.
“Haven't you noticed it?”

“¥es” I replied. “He looks a bit
Wilder than usual.”

Pitt nodded.

“The expression in his eyes makes
Me think that he’d be better off in a
#lddy lunatic asylum,” he remarked.
I believe the chap is hali-dotty,

pper,

He's a queer merchant,” I com-
Mented,

“Some of the fags are absolutely
fraid of him,” put in Grey, who had
Joineq up. “They bunk when Alexis
Eets near them.”

Well, we shall soon'be rid of him—

m
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that's one thing,” I said. “we don’t
want any of his kind at St. Frank’s.”

The others heartily agreed with me.
At dinner-time Alexis sat in his place
like a mummy. He spoke to nobody,
and looked straight before him. His
face was set and expressionless, and he
only played about with his food, eat-
ing less than a quarter of what was
served.

He was the first out after grace had
been said, and when I emerged into the
Triangle with my chums we found
Alexis marching about beneath the
Elms. His actions were so quaint that
we could not avoid watching him.

“He's off his rocker,” said Watson.

“Well, he certainly seems to be” I
agreed.

Titus Alexis was gesticulating with
his arms, and every now and again he
would break into a gleeful chuckle. It
struck me as being the laugh of a de-
mented being. %

dJust before afterncon lessons com-,
menced, I happened to run into Nelson
Lee. And I mentioned the subject to
hin

m,

“What about Alexis?” I asked.
““Haven’t you noticed him, sir?”

“Alexis seems to be attracting great
notice, young ’un,” said the guv’nor.

“I believe he’s mad, sir—"

“No, not that, Nipper,” interrupted
Lee. “The lad is quite out of his
element at St. Frank's. He loathes
everybody here, and his misery is play-
ing upon his mind to such an extent
that he hardly knows what he is
doing.”

“But he’s an awful young scamp,
sir.” I remarked.

‘“He is, Nipper,” agreed Nelson Lee.
“I really think that Master Alexis is the
worst_junior we have ever had at the
school. He is a coward, and his re-
vengeful nature is something which we
cannot fathom.” 5 -

“I hope he’ll soon be going, guv'nor;’
I remarked. ke

“You need not be concerned on t!
point, my lad,” said Nelson Lee



30

“Alexis will be taken from St. Frank's
net later than to-morrow, or the next
day.”

“Goo

“His parents have been communi-
cated with, and they have been in-
formed that it is not possible to keep
the hoy at the school,” said Nelson Lee.

“So you will not be "worried wnth your
gueer Form-fellow much longer.”

“Good!” I exclaimed. ‘“The sooner
he goes the better.”

When afternoon lessons were over I
told the fellows that Alexis would
shortly be leaving the school, and the
news was received without one ‘word
or regret. All the Remove were glad
he was going.

During the remainder of that day
Alexis was tolerated quite contentedly.
And he certainly needed a good deal of
toleration. For he was more wild than
ever in his col

Realising that Alexns was an outcast
m the Remove, the Head had caused

im to be placed in a bed-room by him-
self That night, therefore, the Greek
junior did not g0 to sleep in the Re-
move dor: ‘mitor;

“By Georgel” said Handforth. “The
air seems a lot fresher in here with-
out that dotty ass! Thank goodness,
be’s going!”

And Hondforth’s view was shared by
everybody.

All the juniors went to sleep peace-
fully. I was one of the first to drop
off, and for some reason I awoke Just
as the clock was striking twe

should awaken at that unea.rthly hour
was rather mysterious.

I lay in bed fully awake, and with
my eyes open. Everything was quiet
and still, and I snuggled over in order
to go to sleep again. But, somchow,
my attention was attracted by some-
thing on the ceiling of the dormitory.

It seemed to me that there was a
light playing somewhere. There was
a kind of flicker visible on the ceiling
—very faint, but quite apparent. I lay
in bed, wondering for a few minutes.

There was no moon, and I could not

d1”
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imagine what the source of that my
terious flicker could be.

until it was a distinct glow.

I sat up in bed, quite puzzled.

“There must be some explanation,l}
I told myself. “Perhaps there’s a hay:
stack on fire somewhere, or—"

My thoughts came to a standstill
the. whole dormitory was illuminats
by a sudden burst of fire. And, at th
same moment, the faint sound of
crackling roar came to my ears.
fMy heart beat fast as I jumped ouf
o
For the conviction was upon me th
the fire was not far distant!

CHAPTER 0.
Fire!
FLICKER ~-FLICKER!

lurid glow.
window—and then I knew the actual
truth. There was no longer any coub
m my mind.
“Good heavens!” I exclaimed huskil
I stared across the Triangle with wid
open, fixed eyes.
Huge tongues of flame were shooting

I saw the glass shatter and
Curtains caught fire, and there was
fresh uproar of flame.

And yet everything was still!

No lights were showing in the uppd]
windows, and it was quite obvious
me that the inmates of the Colleg
House were unaware of the truth. T
school slept, unconscious of the disaste:

Fire!

The very knowledge of it staggere
me. It was no isolated blaze, either.
Judge by the size of the flames, t



whole_hasement of the College House
was already a roaring, flaming mass.

I thought rapidly. My first instinct
was to shout an alarm at the top of
my voice. But I checked this impulse.
To awaken the juniors in that fashion
would probably cause a panic—although,
of course, there was not the slightest
danger in the Ancient House. The fire
could not spread across the Triangle.

I came to a decision within ten
seconds.

‘Without troubling to dress myself I
rushed to the door, passed out into the
corridor, and ran along at full pelt until
I arrived at Nelson-Lee’s bed-room. I
charged right in, switching on the
electric light as I did so.

The guvnor sat up in.bed instantly.

“Nipper!” he exclaimed. “What is
the meaning—"

*“The College House is on fire, sir!” I
panted hoarsely.

Nelson Lee leapt out of bed, ran to
the window, and pushed up the sash.
He gazed out for only a second, and
then turned, his face pale and set.

“Good gracious!” he exclaimed
tensely, “The lower part of the College
House is a raging furnace! Go back to
the dormitory, and wait until Mr.
Crowell arrives. Don’t wake anybody.”

“What are you going to do, sir?” I
gasped.

“I'm going over to the College House
&t once—

“But I want to come with you!” I
faid. “The fellows are all asleep here,
and there’s no danger. And I might

2 of use over there.”

“All right—come!” snapped Lee.

He threw a dressing-gown over him-
self, and T grabbed one of his ordinary
Jackets, Then we dashed out. The
Euv'nor paused for a few seconds at Mr,
Crowell's bed-room, to awaken him,
_Then we hastened downstairs, and
Went out into the Triangle.

The whole expanse of the school
Rrounds was brilliantly illuminated by
{he glare which came from the College
s0us2. There was no doubt about the
ereeness of the outhreak. As I looked
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at the leaping flames, I told m: self
the whole of the College Hongs Lot
doomed.

‘We rushed to the side-door—the main
entrance was already burning, for the
flames had spread with appalling
rapidity. And even now they were roar.
ing with a ferocity which I failed to
understand. It was as though the
cellars were filled with goods of a highly,
inflammable nature,

The side door was locked, and the
guvnor could not move it, so, without
compunction, he smashed a window with
one blow of his elbow. A minute later
we were in the house, fighting our way
through masses of choking smoke,

We reached one of the rear passages,
found the stairs somehow, and rushed
up to the first landing. The smoke here
was not quite so thick, but it was in«
creasing with
passed.

As we moved forward the electric light;

blazed out, and a figure, clad in
pyjamas, came looming out of the
smoke. It was Mr. Stockdale, the

Housemaster of the College House.

“Mr. Lee!” he panted, as he recog-
nised us. “Do—do you know what this
means? I only ewakened a
moments ago—-"" ¥y

“You must get the boys out as quickly
as possible, Stockdale,” said Nelson‘Lee
rapidly. “The lower part of the build-
ing is is on fire. Our first care must
be to see that everybody is saved.”

*“Good heavens!” panted Mr. Stock-
dale, horrified.

After that there was tremendous
excitement and commotion. Each dor-
mitory was informed of its peril. Pre-
fects were aroused, and they took charge
of the juniors. The seniors were left
to look after themselves.

The fire was spreading so rapidly that
the main staircase was already cut right
o

And every passage and corridor :

was filled with choking, blinding smoke,
I was forgotten in the general excites

ment.
d myself in the Remove dor-
miltof‘(;}.m\vherg the fellows were being

every moment that -

few -
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marshalled into orderly columns by two
prefects.

“There's no danger if you keep your
heads,” shouted Reynolds, of the Sixth.

“All right,” yelled Christine. “We're
cool enough!”

“Let’s get outside!”

“Don't jaw!”

The juniors knew their fire-drill per-
fectly, and there was not even a sign
of panic. In the most orderly fashion
the long lines of boys filed out through
the smoke-choked passages.

The Third had been rescued first;
then came the Remove, and the Fifth.
And when they arrived outside in the
Triangle, each Form was collected to-
gether by its particular master, and the
roll was taken,

By the time the College House had
been cleared the whole school knew of
the fire, and there was not a single
person sleeping. The Ancient House
fellows were not allowed out of the
House, for they were quite safe. And
if they ran out, there would be
confusion.

But every window in the Ancient
House was packed with excited, flushed
faces.

Every College fellow answered to his
name. There was not one absentee,
and Mr. Stockdale was greatly relieved,
His whole household had been rescued
from the burning building,

But, had there been any confusion,
terrible consequences might have re-
sulted. For, in that choking atmo-
sphere, it would have been easy to, lose
count of many fellows. The junior
. studies were well alight, and flames were
roaring from the windows. The hall
was a furnace.

There were no class-rooms in the
College House; the lower floor consisted
of studies and recreation-rooms, while
the upper foors were dormitories and

bed-rooms. And the whole lot seemed
to be doomed.
The school fire-brigade—made up

mostly of seniors—was already hard at
work, Hoses were playing, and the

streams of water hissed upon the blaz-
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ing ma;s But the fire had obtaine:
, my goodness!” said B
Chriscine, as he watched the scel

“Isn’t it awful! Look at our studi
you chaps' The whole building

“Its hozublc‘” panted Yorke.
d w did it happen?” asked so:
0

“Cvoodness knows!” said Christi
“I was asleep when the alarm cai
It seems that the cellars caught fire fi
Thank goodness, everybody was resc
in time. Just look at the flames!™

The juniors were awed and scared,

“What shall we do after this?” as
Talmadge huskily. “They can’t s:
the dormitories—it’s impossible!
shan’t have any place to sleep, or-
anything!”

“Don’t bother about, that now,”
Christine. “They might get the
under control yet, if the Banning
people hurry up. The fire-brigade ou
to be here already!”

Meanwhile, excited comments
being passed by the Ancient FHof
Crow 3
“It’s doomed,” said Handforth,
occupied a prominent position in one
the Remove dormitory windows. <
doubt about that, my sons. The Colk
House will be a heap of ruins in

morning.”

“Oh, rot!”

“They’ll get the better of the fir

They watched, fascinated.

The flames were leaping higher
higher. The figures of the fellows
the hoses looked like demons in a p:
mime, with the lurid glare as a ba
ground. And the crackle and roar
the flames filled the air with sound.
heat came over fhe Triangle in c!
ing waves, and the sparks flew into
sky in myriads.

Crowds of people were collecting

side in the road. Practically every

habitant of the village had b

aroused. Farm people for miles aro

Xelre hurrying to the scene, anxiou
elp.

3
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It was a case of all hands to the
pumps; but everybody had the convic-
tion that the College House was doomed.

As to how the fire originated, this was
nop considered at the moment. But
later, when the fellows had got over
their first excitement, the question
arose. Christine and Co. were particu-
larly puzzled.

“It’s astounding,” said Bob Christine.
“I can't imagine how the old place got
alight. It seemed to start in the ccllars
—but what was there in the cellars to
catch fire?”

“Nobody seems to know,” remarked
Clapson. “It’s a mystery.”

I was near the spot, and I heard what
was being said. Fortunately the night
was very mild, and nobody was likely
to come to any harm, for the majority
of the fellows were in their night attire.

“The fire certainly started in the
cellars,” I said. “I was the first to spot
it, and the flames were leaping out of
the cellar-gratings. Was there a lot of
parafiin oil there—or petrol?”

“Not that I know of,”
Christine.

“Well, the truth will come out, I su;
pose,” I said. “Anyhow, it seems that

replied

you fellows are going to lose your happy e

ome,

“And our belongings, too,” growled
Yorke.

“Yes, it's rough luck,” I said sym-
pathetically. “But these things can't
be helped; fires are terrible, and you
ought to consider yourselves lucky to
have escaped without injury.”

“We do,” said Christine. “Thank
goodness- My hat! Look at that!”

A tremendous burst of fire had sud-
denly roared cut of an upper window.
The fire had eaten its way through the
flooring, and was well on its way to the
01 -

That finishes it!” said Christine.
“What a rotten shame!”

I strolled away towards a group of
Ancient House prefects, who were dis-
Cussing something with considerable
tanimamion. As I came up they turned
0 Ine. "

1
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__“Half a minute, Nipper,” said Morrow,
“Have you seen anything of Alexis?” -

“No, nothing,” 7 replied. “I
thought of the bounder.” ity

“He's gone!” exclaimed Fenton,

“Gone!”

“Well, he’s not in his bed-rcom,”
declared Morrow. “We've searched high
and low, but there’s not a sign of the
fellow to be seen. Mr. Lee knows about
it, and he's leading ancther search
now.”

“Yes, but why should Alexis be miss+
ing?” I asked.” “He belongs to our
house, and there was no reason why
he should be out—"

I paused, as a startling thought came
to my head.

Titus Alexis was not in his bed-room.
He was nowhere to be found, and no-
body knew what had become of him.
The obvious explanation was that the °
Greek junior had been aroused by the
fire, and was watching it somewhere—
temporarily lost in the confusion. -

But it is not always advisable to
regard the obvious as the actual truth: /
I suddenly remembered the adventure
of the previous night. Alexis had been

D | out of the dormitory at dead of night,

and he had been engaged upon some-
hing of a secret nature.

He had been active in the vicinity of
the College House! Yes, and in the
cellars! We had surprised Alexis in
the act of carrying a square tin down
into the cellar—a tin which he declared
to be filled with water-—

“My hat!” I muttered. .
For the truth had suddenly dawne
upon me, and I was disgusted with my-
self for not having thought of it earlier,
befare the disaster occurred. Alexis had

deliberately committed this erime.

It was forced upon me that the tin
he had carried was a two-gallon petrol
can, and, almost certainly, it had been
filled with the inflammable spirit! 2

For all I knew he had been working
on the same mission for many nights:
We had only made the discovery because
Handforth had happened to reguire
fresh air in the middle of the night.
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The College House had been fired
deliberately!

It had been no accidenb but a
malicious act of revenge!

Alexis must have placed cans of petrol
in various parts of the cellars, in readi-
ness for the moment. And he had, at
a given time, poured the spirit over
everything, and had then set a match

0 it.

What else was there to think?

He had sworn that he would be
avenged upon the Head—upon every-
body in the school. And it was easy
to undelstand accepting this explana-
tion as granted, how the fiames had
spread so rapidly,

ile T was still thinking, I caught
sight of Nelson Lee. He had just
appeared from the lobby of the
Ancient House, and he was looking
worried. He saw me at the same
moment and beckoned me.
“Have you seen Alexis?” he asked

arply.

“I was just going to ask you the
same thing, sir,” I said. “I don't know
anything about him—at least, not for
certain. But I suspect a lot.”

“What do you mean, Nipper?”
demanded the guv'nor. “Alexis is not
to be found anywhere. If you can

- throw any light upon the mystery—"

“Well, for one thing, I believe that
‘Alexis started this ﬁre » 1 said.

Nelson Lee stared at me.

“What nonsense, Nipper!” he ex-
claimed curtly. ‘“The very idea is out
of the question!”

“I'm not so sure about that, sir,” I
went on. “You know as well as I do
that Alexis has sworn to have a terrible
revenge. He hates everybody here, and
he’s capable of any violence or mad-
ness. You know that guv'nor.”

. But, my boy—

“Llsten, sir,” I said anxiously.

In a few words I told him of what
had_occurred on the previous night.
He listened with a grim expression in
his eyes. When I had finished he
grasped my shoulder.

“Nipper, I believe you are right,” he
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said tensely. “It seems only too
obvious that Alexis did this. Bu
where is he? Is it possible that the
wretched youth per!shecl in the fire
of his own making

I startled.

“Great Scott!” I gasped. |
thought of that‘ sir.

“I hadn't

the original outburst of

“That is what I am airmd of, my
boy,” said Lee gravely. “Even if the
lad committed this crime, it will be
shocking if he has perished. I must
institute another search at once.”

And the guv'nor hurried away.

I should have followed him, perhaps;
but at that moment the Bannington

a tremendous outburst of cheering.
“Hurrah! Hurrah!”

A perfect roar came from the Ancien
House, and there was fresh excitement.
Very smartly the Bannington men con-,
nected up their hoses, and before lon;
further volumes of water were being
hurled at the burning building. v

But it seemed to have little effect.

The flames had obtained such a firm.

columns of steam and smoke would
arise. And then, with a terrific roar.
the flames would leap upwards. once’
again,

Already they were licking the roof.
The upper windows were a mass of 1ivif
fire, and the flames were spreading
with tremendous rapidity. Realising
that the task was a hopeless one, the|
firemen at once concentrated all their]
efforts upon pouring water on the fa
corner of the building, where only
few feet separated it from the Head’s|
house.

The chief anxiety now was to prevent;
the fire from spreading. The College
House itself was doome

he Coilege House fel‘ows watched

the destruction of their beloved pile]
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v..\h feelings too deep for words. The
ster was so great that they were
wab‘c to realise its full significance at
he time.
:‘md then came a fresh excitement.
Bob Christine was the first to give
alarm. He was gazing up at the
ge House, his expression slightly

th

sad.
There goes another top window!”
he exclaimed. “Theyll all be alight
soon. My hat! I don't believe the
wails will be left standing! Look at
the smeke rolling up from the roof!”

It was an impressive sight and the
fellows watched in silence.

4nd then Bob Christine gave a husky

!” he ejaculated. . “There’s
somebody on the roof!”
I rughed to Christine’s side having
heard his words.
“Where?” I shouted.
mean?”
~There—look!” panted Bob.
He pointed with a quivering finger,
and a feeling of horror came over me
25 I saw a figure on the very roof of
the Lurnmg building—a figure which
clung to the main chimney stack.
“Good heavens!” I panted.
be killed!”

For I knew the truth in a flash.

The re in such a position of
ceadly peril was that of Titus Alexis!

“Where do you

“He'll

CHAPTER 10.
Rescuing a Rascall
¢ HI”

O “Who is it?”

“Where’s the fire escape?”

“Save him!”

A perfect roar of shouts went up:
fellows over in the Ancient House were
seiling too, for all eyes were ﬁxed upon

~ thag ﬂguze on the burning r

“IUs Alexxsl" yelled Handforth
‘ :‘Ale\ s}
v . The idiot will be burnt to death!”
Nelson Lee came 11 forward as
the Bannington fire-escape was being
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rapidly hoisted into eosition. Uy

now it had only beegoused as phme
carrier, but it seemed that it vva,scf
be used for the purpose of saving life. -

“You must be careful!”  exclaimed
Lee sharply. “I am afraid the boy is
demented, and it will be just as well
to take every precaution!”

The firemen were fully warned, and
they knew that their task was likely to
be a difficult one. There was danger
in it, t0o, for the heat near the face of
of the building was almost overpower-
ing. But the escape was erected at a
spot where the flames had not yet
reached.

The foremost fireman reached the
gutier and was about to step upon the
slightly sloping roof when he halted.
Titus Alexjs was standing a short dis-
tance away—a wild figure, only half

clothed. He was blackened -and
scorched, and his hair was singed. "

He truly looked insane as he stood
there.

“Go back—go back!” he screamed.
“Steady, young man!” shouted the
fireman. ere’s no need to get

excited. Come along this way—"

“I will not be saved!” shrieked the
Greek junior. “I will die—here! .If
you move a step farther I will fling
myself into the flames!”

The fireman did not move.

“Try to calm yourself, my lad,” he
said grimly. “If you stay here you'll
be kxlled Be sensible and come with

e Gn'” roared Alexis. or I
will ‘fling myself down!”

e fireman retreated, knowing well
enough that the demented boy was
capable of carrying out his threat.

Both the men descended to the-~
ground, and there was a great hush
when it was observed that they were

alons
“What s the matter?” I muttered.
“Why aren’t they bringing Alexis
dow!
The ﬁremen reached the ground, and
Nel: Lee hurried up. 3
e“s%:e Tad is mad, sir, I think!” seid

“Go,
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the fireman. “He threatened to throw
himself into the flames ¥f we went near

im—and it was more than I dare do
to step forward.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“I was afraid of something of the
kind,” he said grimly.

He thought fnr a moment or two, and
then again spol

You must go up the ladder once
more,” he said swiftly. “Make no
attempt to get on to-the roof, but keep
the boy's attention engaged. Do you
understand? If he shows any sign of
Jumping down, retreab.”

“Very good, sir.”

The fireman again commenced  the
ascent, and Nelson Lee hastened away.
‘What was he going to do? Nobody
seemed to notice him except me—for
all eyes were fixed upon that silhouetted
figure on the roof.

Nelson Lee ran with all his speed
into the headmaster’s house. He
hastened upstairs, mounted flight after
flight until he arrived in the attic. At
last he came upon a skylight, and in a
moment he had pushed it open, and
was on the roof. A great wave of heat
surged round him.

The College House lay to the left,
burning fiercely. Volumes of water
were pouring on the wall next to the
Head’s house—and the fire, at that spot,
was subdued. The two buildings were
separated near the roof by a space of
about eight feet.

Nelson Lee did not hesitate.

The College House roof was flat just
there, with a wide stone parapet run-
ning round the edge. Watchmg for a
second, tective
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the roof, stumbled forward, and the
regained his balance.

He ran forward on the instant—for
Alexis became aware of his purposg
the lad would probably fling himse]
to destruction, A tremendous roa]
went up as Nelson Lee was seen.

As swiftly as a tiger, Nelson Le
sprang upon Alexis from behind. &I
urms grasped the lad, and held hin

g Oh' Thank goodness'” 1 gasped

“Three cheers for Mr. Lee!”
“Hurrah!”
But Nelson Lee was not out of dangg
yet. Titus Alexis twisted like an eq
h)s face working with mad fury. )
firemen were rushing up the ladder,
order to render assistance.
“Let me—let me go!” screame
Ale: !
* Steady, my boy!” exclaimed Nelso

Lee.

The Greek junior was almost foal
ing at the mouth, and he strugglg
insanely in Nelson Lee’s grasp. For*
moment the detective had all his wol
cut out to hold his captive secure. N

And then the firemen arrived. The
were about to render assistance whet
Alexls became as limp as a rag in Lee

The boy had fainted.
For a moment Lee suspected that I
was shamming. But this was not th§

case. Alexis was quite unconscio
And, in that condition, he was brou:
safely to the ground.

The cheering which arose as Nelsd
Lee landed was deafening. He had uigl

. could see. les Alexis. His back was
towards Lee, and he was facing the
spot where the firemen were just
visible on the ladder.

Nelson Lee, unseen by a soul, took a
short run along the roof.
sprang into space. The slightest mls-
galculauon would have meant instant
th.

But the detective landed squarely on

Alexis had been saved, and there wai|
now no danger of any human life beinf
sacrificed. The unconscious boy wa
taken straight into the Ancient Housd|
and he at once received medical atterl
tion. Dr. Brett had been one of tI

first to arrive from the village,
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« e has only swooned,” he declared,
after examining him. “Before the
morning he will be conscious again. It
is my opinion that he was mad with
fear and hatred. It would not be cor-

Tect to say that he is mentally
deranged.”
The headmaster, haggard and

agitated, turned to Nelson Lee.

“And do you really think, Mr. Lee,
that Alexis caused the fire?” he asked.

“There cah be little doubt with
regard to that point,” replied Lee.
«When all the evidence is gathered, I
think we shall hayve overwhelming
proof that Alexis deliberately set fire
to the College House. It was a mad act
of revenge.”

The Head sighed deeply.

“Why did I not send him away
yesterday?” he exclaimed. “But I
never guessed—I never dreamed that
he would commit such an act as this!
It is terrible—appalling!”

“I think we should be very grateful
for the fact that all lives have been
saved,” said Mr. Stockdale.

The Head nodded.

“That is true enough, Mr. Stockdale,”
he said. “But it is shocking to see the
place being burnt down before our eyes.
The damage will be extensive, for the
whole of your house will be destroyed.”

Mr. Stockdale nodded gloomily.

Meanwhile, the crowd was watching
the final stages of the fire. The worst
was over, and that end of the building
which almost joined the Head’s house
was smouldering. The fire had been
But every other portion
vas a red-hot mass.

Crash!

A portion of the roof fell with a
terrific noise. Great showers of sparks
flew up, followed by a burst of flame
which leapt a hundred feet into the
sky. The glare of the fire could have
been seen for many miles around.

The roof did not completely collapse.
The firemen gragually became masters
of the situation, and when the first
faint streaks of dawn were appearing
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in the sky, the blaze had subsis £
the worst was over. Sed g,

By that time .the College House
fellows had been marshalled into the
Ancient House. Everything i
nature of a bed was pressed into
service. Mattresses were placed in the
Form rooms, all over the floors, and
juniors and seniors were sleeping
mixed up in confusion.

Quite an amount of stuff had been
moved from the College House before
the fire had become really bad, Most
of the mattresses and bedclothes had
been flung out of the upper windows by
prefects and masters, and the majority
of these had been removed. The fel-
lows’ clothing, too, had been salved,

But all the furniture, and the boys’
other belongings were destroyed by the
flames. Not that the boys cared much
at that time. They were too weary and
sleepy.

The College House had been burnb
down, and all the boys who belonged to
it were left homeless, ~What was to
happen in the near future was some-
thing of a puzzle, and I did not worry
my head about it. .

I went to sleep with the rest, and
dreamed about raging fires and hosts of
madmen dancing in the flames.

CHAPTER 1.
The Homeiess Monks!
OB CHRISTINE gazed out of the
B Remove dormitory window, -and,
shook his head sadly.
“They may build it all up again, but
it won't be the same place,” he saxq;
“The place is absolutely burnt out!
said Yorke. K

They were gazing at the ruins of
College House,

The rising bell had not rung that
morning, but all the juniors were up
at the usual time, The sun was shining
in through the windows from a sky of
brilliant blue. >

But just over on the other side of th%
Triangle stood the smouldering ruins of

the
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what had once been a noble’ pile—for
the College House had been a piece of
wonderful architecture, picturesque and
beautiful.

Now it was merely a matter of four
stark walls, with great gaping, blackened
holes, where the windows had been. The
interior had been completely burnt out.
Within those four walls lay a great pile
of smouldering wreckage.

Half the roof had collapsed, and the
other half was in a precarious condi-
tion, but the old walls, built by men who
knew their business, were still standing
firmly.

Studies, passages, staircases, dormi-
tories, all were no longer in existence.
And outside, in the Triangle, lay a
litter of debris. The fire engines were
still there, and hoses were lying all
over the ground. The tired firemen were
still playing streams of water upon the
smouldering ruins,

“This is a fine state of affairs!” re-
marked Handforth, as he gazed out of a
window. “What the dickens are you
fellows going to do now? There isn't
room io: all of you in the Ancient

House.”

“I'm bles.,ed if I know,” said Christine
gloomily.

=1 quecb they n all be sent to thelr
homes,” remarked . ‘“That’s the
only way out of the dxﬂ‘ch\lty

Many of the College House fellows
brightened up.

“By jingo!” said Clapson. “That’s
not bad, you know. If we are sent home,
I shan’t be sorry about the fire.”

“You ass!” said Christine warmly.
“Well, the place is insured, and we
shall be given an extra holiday,” sald
Clapson. “I do 't see why we should

oy, anyh

We shm’t be sent home,” remarked
Christine, “Why, it would mean being
away from school for a whole term—or
Jonger. I can’t picture the Head arrang-

g anything like that. ~We shall be
found accommodation in. the vxllage
somewhere, and thatll be simply
awful.”

“T expect you're right,” I agreed. “If
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the Ancient House had been burnt down
it would have been different. All the;
class-rooms are here, and the library,
and the lecture hall and the dining-
rooms. But the College House was only
a boarding place after all.”

The idea was general that the Monks
would be accommodated in the Ancienty
House and in other places during the re:
building of the College House. How:i
ever, nobody knew am’chmg for certaing
and there was a good deal of specula4
tion as to what would happen.

There were no lessons that morning§
in fact, 2 whole holiday had been an:
nounced by the Head. Evexyth.ng wad
upside down, Lessons, in the circumy
stances, were out of the question.

The Head was conferring with Nelsofl§
Lee and Mr. Smckdale There was a big
problem to be solved.

What was to be done? There was nog
room for the Monks. in the Ancienf
House, and the whole matter was 2

uzzle,

After breakfast, crowds of junio;
went out into the Triangle, and thd
only interest of the day was the r
of the cnce noble building, The fello

ropes had been erected, dividing thg
Triangle in half. Nobody was allowed
past_the ropes.

“Well, the fire has made a pro]
mess of the place,” said Handforth, whall
was always matter-of-fact. “I expecf]
the builders will get busy soon, ang
they’ll soon shove up a plac

“It’ll be a long time berore we can
back,” said Christine, “and then thé
place won’t be the same.”

“Of course it won't,” said Handfort
“Instead of those grey stone walls,
expect you ‘1l see red brick—"

“ Well, they generally use red bric
nowadays,” said Handforth.

‘While the little discussion was in pro
aress, two huge mofor-cars rolled up
They came to a halt in the Triangle
and two or three grave, elderly gentled
men climbed out and surveyed the ruing
with mild horror,
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These gentlemen were some of the
school governors, who had been in-
formed of the fire by telegram. After
jooking at the smoking debris for some
little time, they all adjourned to the
Head's study.

We didn’t know what took place there,
put when I caught a glimpse of Dr.
stafford some time later, I saw that he
was looking even more haggard than
ever. And then I came across Nelson

The guv'nor was frowning almost

ang

“What's wrong, sir?” I asked.

“A great deal is wrong, Nipper,” said
“Don’t bother me now!”

Yes, but T'd like to know—-"
“The governors, apparently, have de-
cided that it is their duty to hold Dr.
stafford responsible for the College
House fire,” said Nelson Lee curtly.
“There will be an inquiry, if you
please.”

“But Alexis caused the fire, sir!”

“Exactly, Nipper. And Alexis has al-
ready been removed from the schecol.”

“He’s gone?” I ejaculated.

“He was taken away early this morn-
ing—ihe Headmaster thought that it
wouid be better for him to be removed,”
said Lee. “The proof against him, by
the way, was overwhelming. Neverthe-
less, the school governors have decided
to hold an inquiry.”

“But what on earth for?” I asked.

“Because they consider that Dr. Staf-
ford was in complete charge of .
‘quk‘s," replied the guv'nor bitterly.

The governors place the blame on the
headmaster’s shoulders.”

“But’ that’s awfully unfair, sir,” I
brotested,

“It is unfair_and unjust,” declared
Nelson Lee. ““I intend to have quite
2 long conversation with two of those
old gentlemen before long. But don't
talk apout this, Nipper. There is no
Reeq fgl:‘ the boys to discuss the sub-

Ject ye
“All Tight, sir,” T said.

W Wwas not exactly surprised to hear

uiﬂgt the guvnor had told me. Scveral
the members of the Governing Board

OWN LIBRARY 39

were old fossils, who ought to have re-
signed years before. And just because
Dr. Stafford was the headmaster, he
was held responsible for the fire, and
practically accused of negligence.

It was small wonder that the Head

was looking haggard.

The day passed slowly for the juniors,
although they quite enjoyed their free-
dom. Football was in full swing on
Little Side, and the fact that the
College House was burned down did not
seem to worry many fellows after the
novelty had worn off.

The only worry existed in the prob-
lem as to how the Monks were to be
accommodated., As it happened, Nelson
Lee had a scheme of his own, and he
was laying it before the governors.

I don't think any other man but
Nelson Lee would have succeeded in con-
vincing the old gentlemen that his
scheme was sound and workable. How-
ever, after a long discussion, the guv-
nor won the day.

This scheme was one which was des-
tined to give satisfaction to the whole
school, We knew nothing of it thaé
day. All was confusion. At night time
temporary arrangements were made,
and the Monks were once more accom-
modated in the lecture hall and in the
Form-room.

In the morning, however, the
announcement was made by Dr. Staf-
ford himself.

The whole school was collected fo-
zether in Big Hall, and everybody knew
that an announcement of some kind was
to be made, and it would almost cer-
tainly be in connection with the prob-
lem of housing the Monks.

The Head was looking pale and wan
as he appeared on the raised platform.
There was an instant hush. !

“Boys, I have something to tell you
which is of great importance to you
21l,” he said, in a quiet, penetrating
voice. “What I am about to say affects
not only the College House, but the
Ancient House as well.”

He paused, and the school hung upon
his words. 5
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“The governors of this school have
conferred, and certain decisions have
been arrived at. The College House,
badly burnt out as it is, will be rebuilt
as quickly as a host of workmen can
conclude the task—"

“Hurrah!”

“ At the same time it has been decided
that there shall be a clean sweep
throughout the school,” continued the
Head. “Recently it has been considered
necessary to remodel certain portions
of the Ancient House, and the whole
school undoubtedly requires to be re-
painted and redecorated. The governors
consider that it is an excellent oppor-
tunity to have the work performed in
a thorough manner. St. Frank’s will be
clos(g)c}ll for this term, at least.”

“The whole school, sir?” shouted
somebody.
"ch, the whole school!” said the

G And shall we all be sent home, sir?”
asked Handforth joyfully.

A smile flickered across the Head’s
fac

" No, Handforth you will not be sent
home,” that is what the
ma;onty of vou thmk I'm afraid you
will be d-sappomted The school build-
ings will be closed, as I have stated, but
the school itself will carry on else-

«Vyhile the College House is being re-
puilt and the Ancient House repainted
and redecorated, you will receive your
education in London.”

“In London!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Hurrah!”

“Where shall we be, sir?”

Yit you will remain silent, T mﬂ >3
plain,” continued the Head. he
exact locality of your new qua arters is

almost in the heart of London—in
short, just off Holborn ltSELf and in the
mk of the City’s trafiic.”

”

“Rxght in the giddy City!”
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“We’ll have some ripping times!”

“Rather!”

“And off Helborn, too,” I murmures
with sparkling eyes. “Why, dash
all, we shall cnly be a few minutes’ walf
from the guv'nor’s place in Grays Ing
Road. Perhaps the guynor and I w
be living at home!” k'

“Begad!  Thatll be rippin’l” sa
Tregelhs ~West.

“Silence!” shouted Morrow of
Sixth.

The burst of excitement died dow
somewhat, and the Head proceeded,

“There will be no question of ov
crowding when you arrive in Londor

e said. “The premises which haygl
been secured, are roomy and of amp
proportions; Lhey are capable of accom
modating every boy, with plenty of roof

College.
fell upon evil days, and at length
closed down, a dead failure. For a g
many years the place remained utte
neglected and forlorn, {

“But an enterprising gentleman pui
chased the property outright, and it W
his intention to re-open the school ¢

every modern improvement made.

“But sadly enough, the gentleman
have referred to lost his life in a motq
ing accident. His trustees were not
favour -of continuing the project, a
at the present moment, the great b\ul

Tac ;

“ It is useful only as & school, and t {
idea of removing St. Frank's to Londd8|
was the original suggestion of Mr.

'I'hree cheers for Mr, Lee!”
“Huwrrah!” i
“You really must allow me to ﬁnis

boys,” smiled the Head. 3
Lee has his own property aimost wit j
a stone's throw of this school,
he knew the whole history of the placs
‘When, therefore, the College House Wi
burnt down, Mr. Lee naturally thoug,
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of the Turret College as a likely spot for
the temporary housing of you all.”
“Huirah!”

«Qriginally it was suggested that the
College House boys alone should be re-
moved to London,” continued the Head.
“But it is far better that you should
all go—that the school should be main-
tained intact.”

“Rather, sir.”

“It is hoped that St. Frank’s will be
ready for occupation by the commence-
ment of the new term,” continued Dr.
Stafford. “You will all be conveyed to
TLondon on Monday next—that is to say
in four days’ time. Under the head-
mastership of Mr. Howard Martin, I
wish you every success while you are in
London.”

The whole school stood spellbound,
and stared.

“Aren’t you coming, sir?” asked Fen-
ton, amid a deadly silence.

“No, my boy—I'm afraid not,” said
the Head gravely.
“Oh, sir!”

It was a general exclamation of dis-
may. There was no mistaking the tone
of that “Oh, sir!” The boys were
genuinely disappointed.

«But I don’t understand, sir,” said the
captain of St. Frank’s, “Mr. Lee is
coming, isn’t he?”

“Yes—and all the other masters,
also.”

“Then why won’t you be with us, sir?”

Dr, Stafford coughed.

“T'should like to be with you, Fenton
—1I should like to be with all of you,”
he said in a low voice. “Perhaps I'd
better make a brief statement on the
subject at once, because I really feel
that you will be interested. The
sovernors have decided that an inquiry
must be held regarding the origin of the
disastrous fire which destroyed the
College House.”

“But it was Alexis who did that, sir!”

“Of course it was, sirt”

“We are all aware of that, my lads,”
continued the Head. “But I am the
master of this school, and, in thab
n, I am responsible for the safety
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of you all, and for the safety o
property itself. So, in the ycjrzcnfx‘;e-
stances, the governors have come to
the conclusion that it will be advisable
for you to have another headmaster
while you are in London—pending the
inquiry.”

“So I will take this opportunity to
say good-hye—"

“Not good-bye, sir!”

“Well, we will say au revoir,” went
on the headmaster, with a faint smile.
“I may not address you all again in
this manner before you leave. So,
my dear boys, I hope that you will
enjoy your sojourn in London; and I
hope, also, that I shall continue to rule
over you when the new St. Frank’s is
ready. Dismiss!”

That word was the signal for a, tre-
mendous uproar.

Not only the juniors, but the seniors
1¢ T o with
The cheers which went up seemed likely
to shake the rafters loose. The Head’s
popularity had never before been so
apparent.

“hree cheers for Dr. Stafford!” *

“Hip, hip—"

“Hurrah!”

“We want him in London!” 4

“We won't go to London without
him!”

“Hurrah!”

“Down with the governors!”

“Booh!”

«Three groans for the governors!”

The groans were delivered with extra-
ordinary vehemence, and as somebody
called for cheers for the Head at the
same time, the effect was somewhat
startling. The crowds surged oub into
the Triangle, and meetings were held

words of
have such a tremendous effect.
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I was in the midst of the crowd of
Removites, listening Handforth.

Edward Oswald, an ass pn most occa-
sions, generally came to' the top in a
matter of this kind.

“We won't stand it!” he roared in-
dignantly. “Are we going to submit
to the decision of a lot of mummified
old jossers like the governors?”

“No!” howled the crowd.

“Are we going to submit to the dotty
ideas of an antediluvian set of fossils?”
shouted Handforth. “The Head's got
to come with us, or we don’t go at all!
Now is the time to take up a firm
stand!”

“Hear, hear!”

“It’s an absolute disgrace—"

“Rather!”

“It’s a shame—""

“Good!”

“Am I going to speak or not?”
bawled Handforth, glaring.

“Go it, old son!” -

“On the balll”

“It’s a disgrace and a shame that
the Head should be suspended from his
duties because of the fire,” went on
Handforth, his voice filled with wrath.
“The governors hold him responsible
for the fire—"

“The rotters!”

“And they've practically given the
dear old Head the sack!” shouted Hand-
forth. “There’s an inquiry going to be
held—an inquiry, mark yo
we're as bad as a giddy Govemmem

office!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«“There’s nothing to laugh at!”
thundered Handforth. “I suggest that
we all rise in a body, and refuse to
leave St. Frank’s until the governors
agree to let the Head go with us!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Good!”

“In a case like this we must act
promptly and decisively,” shouted
Handforth, warming to his work.
“There’s no sense in talking only!”

“I agree with Handy!” I shouted,
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joining fn. “This is a serious matter,’
i » 2

®

“Speech! Speech
“Go it, Nipper!”
“Look here—" thundered Hand-
fOx'U’l,, glaring round. “I was saying

“ghut up!”
“Let Nlppex‘ speak!”
“Good!”
“There’s not much to say,” I shouted.
“We all know the facts. The Head

practically amounts to that—until an
inquiry has been made into the cause
of the fire!”

“Shame!™

“It is a shame” I agreed. “Th
governors have acted foolishly, an:cia
public opinion will compel them
withdraw their orders, and to make]
new ones. We're the public, and it's]
up to us to get to work.”

“Hurrah!”

“That's exactly what I said!” roared
Handforth. “Personally, I shall refus
to budge from St. ’s until the,
governors  decide to withdraw thexr
rotten orders!”

“They’ll have to give m, of course,’ "

mnly.

said Pitt sole: They couldn'ty
stick out after you made that ternble
threa
‘“Ha, ha, ha!” 3
“We've all got to refuse!” yelled
Handforth. “Don’t you understand?

It’s no good a few of us doing it. We
must amalgamate—we must become one
solid block!”

“Like your head?” asked Pitt politely.

“Exactly!” roared Handforth. “Like
my head— I—I mean— You
silly idiot—-"

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

Handforth glared round, his face
rather red.

“If you can’t help being funny,
Reginald Pitt, you'd better clem‘ oﬁ ‘”;é
he roared wrathfully. *Thi
serfous matter. The idea is to geh up§
a round robin——"" k

“A which?” i




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

«Don’t you know what a round robin
'59” demanded Handforth testily. “It's
a protest, signed by everybody—all the

s are put in a circle, so that

prominence won't be drawn to any
particular name. Our round robin will
he a petition,*and everybody’s got to
sign.”

“Hear, hear!”

“We're game!”

“Who's the petition to?”

“The chairman of the governing
soard, Sir Rupert Manderley,” said
fandforth. “I used to think that Sir
Rupert was a decent old bird, but—"

“Iold on,” I interrupted.

“Oh, don’t chip in now, Nipper—"

“Wait a minute,” I said. “Youve
made a mistake, Handy.”

“Rot!”

“sir Rupert Manderley isn't the
chairman,” I declared. “Sir Rupert
resigned hefore the beginning of this
term.”

“On”

“How do you know?” asked Hand-
forth suspiciously.

“Mr. Lee told me,” I replied. “Sir
Rupert hasn’t been very well of late,
the responsibility was too much for
. He’s g fine old chap—genial,
d-hearted, He was
‘man for ten years, and everything
smoothly during his time—"

cha
went

“Who's chairman now?” asked
Handforth.

“General Ord-Clayton.”

“General which?”

“QOrd-Clayton,” I repeated. “I don’t

w much about him. It's ten to one
that he’s responsible for the Head's
treatment. I've heard that he domi-
nates all the otdsr governors.”
“My hat!”
“The old rotrer!”
“Good!” roared Handforth. “Wwe'll
how the old idiot what we think of
To treat the dear old Head like
this! Why, Tl tell him what I think
of him when he comes.”

“And get tha sack!” T it In.
“Youwd better bw eareful, Handy--—"

g
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“Rats!” shouted Handforth, *T
not afraid. The governors—and plal:
ticularly the chairman—ought to be
abolished. I vote that we draw up a
petition to that effect. Governors are
only a nuisance!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The uproar continued. And in other
parts of the Triangle other meetings
were in full swing. ~The Third was
tremendously excited. Owen minor,
the leader of the fags, seemed to be
doing his utmost to break his voice.
And his supporters yelled continuously.

There was a Fifth Form-indignation
meeting, too, and this, needless to say,
was of a far less noisy character, for
the Fifth, as seniors, considered them-
selves to be above shouting and noisy
demonstration. 2

At the same time, they forgot their .
dignity somewhat on this occasion,
and there were a good many shouts and
cheers. Even the Sixth looked serious
and grave, and it was a well-known
fact that the Sixth were determined to -
support any sensible line which the
other fellows decided to take up.

The whole of St. Frank’s, to tell the
truth, was highly indignant with the
school governors, and there was not the
slightest doubt that some kind of
trouble was in the wind.

CHAPTER 12.
By Demand of the School!
EA-TIME arrived, and the school
T was still in a ferment. 2
In fact, the excitement was in-
creasing. The masters did not fail to
observe the signs; and they knew well
enough why the fellows were sO indig-
nant. The masters made no attempt
to interfere. They were probably In
agreement with the boys—and, in any
case, interference would have mad_g
matters worse. o5
In Study D, Handforth was talking
as usual
«About this round robin,” he said
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«pirst of all, it's got to be drawn up
__a really impressive petition. That’s
tne idea. It needs a fellow like me to
o it properly—"

“Your tea’s getting
observed McClure.

Handforth glared.

“Do you.think I care about tea?” he
roared.

“It looks as if you dow’t,” said
Church shortly. “Why don’t you have
something to eat—instead of being so
excited?”

Handforth looked dangerous.

“Who's excited?” he bellowed.

“You are!”

“Why, you—you—->"

“¥eard the latest?” inquired De
Valerie, looking into the study.

cold, Handy,”

“Go awayl” howled Handforth.
“T'm just going to slaughter these
igiots, and I don't want to be inter-
rupted.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“By George!” snorted Handforth.

“If you don’t clear out, Cecil de Valerie,
Tl chuck one of these cakes at your
face!”

“Good!” said De Valerie. “We only
had bread-and-butter in Study M, and
those cakes look rather appetising.”

“You—you funny idiot!” snorted
Handforth.

“Its queer how you always call
people things that are far better suited
to yourself,” sald De Valerie calmly.
“Youre funny enough, Handy—and it’s
adlmatter of history that you're an

t.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«Bub about that news,” went on De
Valerie, before Handforth could speak | T
—or act. “I heard five minutes ago
from Fenton that General Ord-Clayton
is due to arrive here this evening, with
two other governors.”

Handforth lowered his fists.

“By George!” he exclaimed, taking
a deep breath.

“Just our chance,” continued De
Valerie. “By the time the general ar-
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rives the petition will all be drawn up
and signed. We shall be able to hand !
it to him, and the result will be known /!
before we go to bed.” 5

“Fine!” said McClure. ;

“Rather!” agreed Handforth. “That |
reminds me! We shall have to buck
up with that pebmon——— :

“You needn’t worry,” put in De
Valerie.  “Everything’s going on all ‘
right. The Sixth have SIgnnd to a man, i
and the Fifth are signing now. Il !
be our turn soon.” 1

“What the dickens are you talking ;

about?” h

«The round robin, of course!”

“I know thal

“Then what did you ask for?” asked
De Valerie mildly.

“You burbling ass!” howled Hand-
forth. “How can the Sixth and Fifth:
have signed the round robin when it
isn’t even drawn up yet? I was just
talking about it when you came In.
I'm going to start on the job at once.”

De Valerie grinne

“I shouldn’t trouble, if I were you,”

he said.

B Shouldn’t trouble!” shouted Hand-
forth. “Why, you fatheaded cuckod,
our chance has come—"

“My dear old Handforth, your greah
point is talking,” interrup
Valerie. “And while you've been Jab-
bering, other fellows have been acting.
'I‘he! petition was drawn up an hour

o1

Handforth stared.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he exclmmed

breathlessly. “Of all the nerve! Who
had the cheek to do it? By George,
’11 punch his nose!”

“I wish you luck!” grinned De
Valerie. “PFenton drew up the peti-,
tion.” b

“Fenton!” 1
“Exactly—our respected school cap-

tain,” sald De Valerie. “If you care
to punch the nose of the head prefect, | |
I don’t know what will happen to you>
—but it will probably be something:
lingering, with boiling oil in it. Old
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renton has been jolly busy, I can tell
pou.”
**Handforth calmed down somewhat,

©It makes a difference, of course,”
ne admitted.  “Fenton, eh?  Good
man! Perhaps it’s better that he
Snould do the thing—I don’t mind con-
g that he’s a better hand at that
Kind of game than I am. Ips taken a
luad off my mind. But I reckon T
ought to be the first+fellow in the Re-
move to sign.”

“You're welcome f.n Lhat honour, as
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glready a very large number of names
down.

The Remove signed to a man. Full-
wood & Co. were not keen upon it, and
they wouldn't have carcd if the Head
had gone away for good. But the cads
of the Remove were compelled to sign
—because they knew well enough that
if they-refused, trouble would Tollow.

The petition was somewhat mauled
about after it left the hands of the
Remove—for the fags took possession,
and the latter pages of the document
chiefly consisted of blots and smud

far as I am chuckled De
Valerie, as he took hxs departure.

He went down the Remove passage,
and there were considerable signs of
animation,

I was chatting with Morrow, of the
Sixth, outside the door of Study C.

“You're skipper of the Removc o
Morrow was saying to me, “and it's
up to you, Mipper, to get all the fellows
together.,”

“Rely on me,” I said.

' “Good!” declared Morrow. “This
petition isn’t merely a protest by one
section of fellows—it concerns the
whole school. Every boy—senior and
junior—has got to sign. In fact, it's a
demand from the whole scnool that the

Head shall continue to rule over us| !

while we're in London.”

“That's the siuff!” remarked
Wutson, with a nod.
“Begad!” said Tregellis-West.

“Rather, dear old boys. Even a fiery
olq fellow like General Ord-Clayton will
tale notice of a petition signed by the
le school.  He can't do anything
elee, begad!”
“Hargdly,” agreed Morrow. “Well,
Il leave it to you, Nipper. Fenton will
¢ round soon—he’s nearly finished
ifth—and he'll expect you fo
be al‘ read/ for him in the Common-

was a considerable bustle
afterwards. Fenton. of the
“arrived with the petition. It was
& bz wad of foolscap. and there were

"i‘el?
short

At last it was finished, and Fenton
took charge of it. He went away to
his own study, and it was generally
understood that he would present the
petition in person, backed by several
other prefects.

‘The juniors, meanwhile, gathered in
the Triangle waiting for the arrival of
the three governors.

“Can’t be long now,” remarked
Christine, glancing up at the old clock.
“They were duc five minutes ago, I
understand. Has anybody seen this
general, by the way? What's he like?”:

“Goodness knows,” said Pitt. “I ex-

pect he’s been to St. Frank’s, but we
dont notice everybody who comes and
0es.”
“Morrow’s seen him,” remarked
Watson.  “He says that General Ord-
Clayton is a shrivelled-up old chap, with
a face like a monkey—all lines and
wrinkles. I believe he’s lived abroad
nearly all his life.”

Handforth snorted.

“And that’s the kind of chap we've
got as chairman of the governors!” he
exclaimed, with disgust. “Talk aboub
madness—-"

“Here they_come!”

The shout came from the gateway,
and there was an immediate rush.
great many juniors filed out into the
road, others stood round the-gates, bub
the great majority remained in the.

jangle, waiting
b 1% open Enotor -car was coming
up me lane, and seated in the rear ‘were
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three elderly gentlemen. Two looked
amiable enough, but the gentleman in
the centre was rather formidable in
appearance.

His size was not particularly im-
posing, for he was slim and somewhat
skinny. His face, however, were a
constant expression of ferocity. It was

not red, but tanned brown, and
wrinkled excessively. His white eye-
brows—to quote Handforth—looked

like toothbrushes.

“That’s the general"’ shonted some-
body. “Give him a gro:

There was a tremendous Tesponse,
and it occurred just as the car
was entering the Triangle. General
Ord-Clayton sat up in his seat with a
start, and he looked round in amaze-

ment. ]

“Boo-0-0-000h!”

There was no mistaking that sound,
and it was repeated contmuously—-by
hundreds of youthful voices. There
was a_tremendous commotion in the
Triangle, and the fellows crowded round
the motor-car with angry faces.

‘“His-s-ssss!”

The booing was followed by storms
of hisses, some of the fellows were
groaning, some hissing, and some boo-
ing. It was a demonstration which
meant only one thing. The governors
were not popular!

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed one of
the old gentlemen. “This—this is
surely amazing! Can it be possible
that we have been mistaken for some-
body else? It is scarcely conceivable
that the boys would dare to greet us
in this fashion deliberately!”

General Ord-Clayton compressed his
Tips.
p“By gad!” he exclaimed. “There
must be some mistake.”

He stood up in the car. .

“Silence!” he shouted, in a voice
which was hterally a, bark “Silence
at once! How dare .

% Sxt down you oAd rottcr'"
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“Youre not wanted, General O 3
Go away!”
“Good gracious!” gasped the general§
“This—this is outrageous! It seems
me that we were fully justified in s
pending Dr. Stafford. It is appareng
that he is incapable of maintai
discipline among the boys—"

in another storm of shouting. PAefec
were now appearing on the scene, an
the juniors were not quite so 1noisy
The motor-car drew up in front of thg
Head’s house, and General Ord-Claytoy
leaped out. 3
His face was red with anger, and hi§
eyes were blazing.
As he entered the Head’s privatl
doorway there was another outburst
hissing, in spite of the prefec|
presence. The general, without walf§
ing for his colleagues, charged d
the corridor, and burst into the Head§
study.

by the window, turned with a troubl

ce.

“I deeply regret that this shculd ha!
occurred, General Ord-Clayton,
said quietly. 8
picion that such a demonstration wa
intended I should have cleared 1]
Triangle—"

“That is no excuse, sir!” roared thd

such gross insolence and 1mperb
nence!™

“I am sorry—"

“Sorry be hanged, s:r—sorry

“Really, general-—"
“Don’t dare to argue with me, sir!%
shouted the enraged chairman. ¢I'f]



THE SCHOOLBOYS’

exiremely glad that I'have had this
opportunity of witnessing how you con-
duct the school. I have no longer any
doubt with regard to the disastrous fire
which destroyed the College House. It
was your negligence—-"

“Really, general, you must compose
yourself!” exclaimed one of the other
governors, who had just entered the
study. “You are speaking to Dr.
Stafford in language wh)ch can ouly be
racterised as impolite.”

The general swallowed hard.
“Vou will be good enough to mind
ur cwn business!” he thundered.

It may interest you to know, Mr.
Somerset, that I am the chairman—"

“We are not likely to forget that,”
interrupted Mr. Bertram Somerset—
who was a mild, kindly old gentleman.
“So far as I can see, Dr. Stafford is
not to blame for the demonstration
which _has just occurred outside. The
boy;, I understand, are indignant with

“And why?” demanded the general.

He received his answer from an un-
expected quarter.

There was a tap at the door, and
TFenton of the Sixth appeared. Fenton
had decided to waste no time. He
was looking grim and determined, and
behind him ere were three other
prefects.

General Ord-Clayton glared at the
prefects ferociously.

“Well, what do you want?” he de-
. manded harshl;

“We are a deputation, sir,” said Fen-
ton, “We represent the whole school-—
from the Sixth downwards—-'

“Go away—go away!” snapped the
general.  “Confounded impertinence!
iow dare you come interrupting me
now? I is amazing to me, Dr. Stafford,
that you should allow these boys to be
have ‘like this! Infernal impudence!”

TFenton bit his lip.

“We have come without
fiord's knowledge, sir,” he sai
# ur object is to present a petition to

ou,”

Dr.
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“A what?” barked the general.

“A petition, sir—"

“Let me see it!”

General Ord-Clayton snatched it
away from Fenton as the latter held it
out, and he fished from his pocket a
pair of glasses. Jamming them upon
his nose, he glared at the petmon with
a gaze ‘which was calculated to bore
holes through it.

‘Huh!” he snorted. “What's this—
what’s this? Drivelling nonsense, I'll
be bound! Huh! Upon my soul! ‘We,
the undersigned, respectfully beg to
submit that it will be to the interest of
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schools enforced stay in Lo*xdlm, and
We——" ood gracious me! S~
this is outrageous!”

General Ord-Clayton glared at Fen-
.

“You require an answer to this?” he
thundered. =
“Yes, sir, I do!” said Fenton grimly.
«1 represent everybody in the school in

this matter

“Here is my answer to this insolent
demand!” barked the general.

He took the petition in his two
hands, tore it in half, and screwed the
remains up into a ball. He flung it
into the fireplace with a snort of anger,
and then pointed to the door.

“Get outside!” he ordered harshb’

Fenton’s eyes blazed.

“Am I to understand, sir, that the
Board of Governors has finally rejected
the request made by the whole of St.

k’s?” He asked, with deadly calm-
ness “Am I to understand that your
word is final?”

“Yes’ it is final!” roared the general.
“Got

“Very well, sir,” said Fenton, “Bub
1 should like you to understand at once
that I shall accept no responsibility for
the behaviour of the boys—and particu
Iam Lhet?ea?

efect, but in this particular matter
gkl;all make no sattempt to preserve

order.” SERE
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“How—how dare you?” bellowed the
shairman.

“Let me warn you, sir, that this
hasty and ill-considered action on your
part will mean trouble—" went on
Fenton,

. “Confound you, boy, do you want me
to piich you out of this room?”
snapped the general, “If your head-
master is incapable of dealing with you,
I will show you that I am not to be
trifiled with!”

“Very well,” said Fenton ominously.
“I have done my best, and I have
failed. You will be sorry for this before
long, General Ord-Clayton.”

Fenton turned and left the study,
and he was followed by the other
seniors. Out in the passage they gazed
at one another with blazing eyes. And
they all knew that there would be a
great deal of trouble for General Ord-
Clayton before the evening had ad-
vanced very far!

The Chairman of the Board of
Gavernors had elected to ignore the
demand which had been made by the
whole school.

Very well—there would be ructions!

CHAPTER 13.
Direct Action!

HE robterl"
I “The cad!”
“We'll half skin him!”

There was many shouts of a similar
nature ringing through the old Tri-
angle. The juniors had just learned
that General Ord-Clayton had torn up
the petition. And the indignation,
which had been high before, rose to
fever heat,

The Junior School was ablaze with
anger.

Fenton had told us all about it in a
few words.

Handforth was nearly off his head
with righteous fury.

“It’s—it’s an outrage!” he roared.
“What I want to know is this—are we
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gomgt to stand any nonsense from such
a rot

“NoI” roared the crowd.

“Somethmg must be done!” went o
Handfort] “The governors have
slapped us in the face—that’s what i
amounts to—and we've got to show
them that were capable of hlthlng
back!”

“Hurrah!”

I stepped forward.

“Look here,” I said grimly. “It's n
good wasting a lot of time in having 4
row out here. The situation is serious|
Unless something is done—and dond
quickly—we shan’t have the Head wi
us while we're in London—-

“Shame!"

“It seems to me that General Ordd

just as he l:kes. The time has com§
for direct action.

“But what can we do?” asked Pitt.;

“The general will be leaving befo:
long,” I said grimly. “Ta]kmg to him
is as much good as talking to a gat

post. But if we show him that we'r
in no mood for nonsense, he 11 probablgs
think in a different strain.

“We'll scalp him!”

“We'll duck him in the fountain!”

“Hear, hear!”

“It’s all very well to talk like that,
I went on. “You mustn't forget thay
he’s the Chairman of the Governors
and it might mean the sack for thd
ringleaders— i

“I'm game to risk it!” roared Hand
forth,

‘Same here!” said Pitt.

“We're all in it together!”

“And don't get too wild,” I warneds
“We've sxmply got to show the genera
that we're determined,
There’s no need to scalp him, or duch]
him. Al he needs is 2 good scare-
and he’ll get, that sure enough.”

If the feclings of the Removites werd
high, they were no different from thosg
of the other Forms. The Third W
seething with anger; the Fifth wall
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With the  band * playing and the juniors creating pandemonium, thero was
no doubt in the minds of the public that St. Frank’s had arrived in London
“The painted notice on the leading bus was hardly required.

i
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furious; and the Sixth Form fellows
looked very indignant. :

This was no ordinary matter. It was
not merely a question of one section of
boys; the whole school had signed that
petition, and it had been rejected—con-
temptuously, and without considera-
tion.

The school was in no mood for that
kind of treatment.

Fenton did not interfere in the
slightest; he had no intention of taking
a hand in any disturbance, but he gave
no orders to the juniors. = He would
have been false to himself if he had
told the fellows to let the thing drop.

Personally, I'm always against dis-
turbances and ‘“direct action.” An
uproar amongst schoolboys frequently
leads to something worse. Boys are
rather prone let themselves go
rather too thoroughly, and they bring
disaster, not only upon themselves, but
upon others as well.

In this particular instance, however,
I was as keenly determined to create a
disturbance as I was usually deter-
mined to prevent one. General Ord-
Clayton thoroughly deserved to be
taught a lesson.

The whole of St. Frank’s regarded
him as an outsider. He was a new-
comer, in any case, and he hed started
badly. Sir Rupert Manderley had
always been genial and kindly and con-
siderate. More than once he
granted requests which the boys had

made. He had never set himself upon
a pedestal; he had never acted the
tyrant.

At my suggestion, a number of
fellows were stationed outside every
door of the Head’s house. It was pos-
sible that the general, seeing the signs,
would attempt to sneak out quietly by a
rear doorway. And we weren't going to
be cheated in that manner.

Handforth’s idea was to wait in a
crowd in the Triangle—and to seize the
general as soon as he appeared. But
I was against this,

“It’s no good!” I declared firmly.

“Look here—" began Handforth,
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“And you look here,” I broke
“Supposinig we collar the bounder,
you suggest? Within a minute
Head will be out—and he'll order u
to release the general on the instan

o
2 5

i

“We can refuse!” snapped Hand{
forth, .
“I suppose we can,” I agreed—"and

the Head won't be able to do anything
But it would be rotten to geb int
trouble with the dear old Head—par:
ticularly at a time like this. It would
be off-side to disobey his orders.”

“That's right enough,” said Pitt]
“But what else can we do?”

“There’s the lane,” I replied signifi
cantly. E

“Ena

“The lane,” I repeated. “The
general’'s motor-car will go down thg
lane, you know, and it'll be easy fol
us to stop it. Then we can have a littlg
—argument. The Head won't be there
not a single master will be there. Wé
can do just as we like. And the villag
duck-pond isn't far off,”
casually.

Handforth’s eyes glowed with joy.

“Nipper, youre right!” he declares
enthusiastically. “I always said thal
you were the only sensible chap in the
Remove—barring myself!” k&

“That bit about the duck-pond is in-
teresting,” said Grey. “It’s full of thick
mut§3 at, present—""

“But i

resort,” I put in.
listen to reason, all well and good. But
if he is obstinate—well, it may be neces-
sary to use a certain amount of per-§

“Good!”

The general’s car was still -waiting]
outside the Head’s house, so it was
obvious that the visit was only to be a |
short one. A crowd of about twenty
fellows, with me at their head, marched
down the lane. K

We concealed ourselves behind the
hedges and waited. f

As the minutes passed, we began to
fear that our preparations had peen for
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nothing. Then a soft purr sounded on
the still evening atmosphere.

1 pushed my head through the hedge.

“Tne car’s coming!” I said briskly.
«Be ready!”

Ex cryboay waited tensely until the
within a hundred yards of the
spot 'I“nen I gave the signal,

“Now then!” T shouted.

We all sprang out into the road—the
whole crowd of us. The big motor-car
was_unable to pass, for the road was
blocked. The only course was to pull
up—unless the chauffeur ran us down.

He pulled up, and the car halted
within a yard of us.

“What's the idea?”
driver angrily.

Before we could reply General Ord-
Clayton jumped to his feet in the rear
of the car. His two companions looked
rather alarmed.

“How dare you?” roared the general,
“Infernal impertinence! Clear out of
the way, you young rascals!”

“Not just yet, sir!” I said calmly.

“Ene”

shouted the

. “We want a word with you, general

“What!” he thundered.

“We f#ant to talk—"

“Get out of the way of this car, and
don't dare to utter another word!”
roared General Ord-Clayton. “Never,
in the whole course of my career, have
1 met with such insolence, and—

“Pardon me, sir,” I interrupted,
“there’s no question of insolence about
this. We represent the Remove, and we
understand that you have refused to
give any.consideration to the petition
which was presented to you—"

“Silence!”

“Just one moment, sir,” I went on.

“Speaking on behalf of the Remove, I
want to tell you that everybody in St.
Frank's desires Dr. Stafford to retain
hxs position as headmaster—and we all

onsider it most unfair and unjust that
he should be suspended until an inquiry
is conducted with regard to the fire.
Dr. Stafford is no more responsible
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than you are, and it’s Sh
he should be freated-on o that

“Don’t dare to utter-another word!”
bellowed the general red with" fury.
“Hoskin, drive on!” 4

The chauffeur looked helpless.

“I can’t drive through these young
gents, sir!” he pmtested

The general fairly danced.

“If you don’t move out of the way,
you young hounds, I will get.out of the
car and deal with you drasucallyP‘ he
shouted. “Do you hear me?”

“Yah, rotter!” .

“We want the Head back!”

“Hurrah!”

The juniors let themselves go. Hand-
forth’s voice was louder than anybody
else’s, and he didn’t care what he said.
The general’s attitude was calculated -
to enrage the fellows to fever pitch.

“Hold on!” I shouted. “We'll give
the general a chance. If he promises
to reconsider his decision with regard

to the Head, we’ll not touch him—"

“Boy!” thundered the Chairman of
‘the Governors. “Do you realise what
you are saying? have you
soundly flogged for thx insubordina-
tion! Your new headmaster will stand
no nonsense!”

Those words were quite sufficient. It
was clear that the general had made up
his mind to ignore us—to ignore the
expressed wishes of the whole school.
And most of the Removites lost their
heads then and there.

“Collar him!”

“Grab the rotter!”

“Go it, you chaps!”

The crowd surged round the motor-
car. Both doors were wrenched open,
and nearly a dozen juniors piled in,
regardless of the startled exclamations
from the chairman’s agitated com-
panions.

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Somerset.
“Boys' ‘You must control yourselves

Sorry, sir!” panted ‘Handforth.
“We want the general!”
Before the latter gentleman . could
protest or act, he was seized by dozens
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of hands and pulled forcibly out of the
car. He fell into the road on his back,
With seven or eight juniors piling on
the top of him,

I took no actual hand in the “rag,”
for Handforth and his excited suppor-
ters were taking everything into their
own hands. General Ord-Clayton was
carried to the side of the road, and de-
posited in the grass.

“This is scandalous—outrageous!”
gasped Mr. Somerset. “Boys, be

- reasonable——"

But he realised that he was talking
to the air, and he touched the
chauffeur on the sheulder,

“Drive back to the school at once,
Hoskin,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir!”

The car was allowed to go; nobody
interfered with it, was no
hostility towards the other governors.
They were known to be mild and harm-
less. It was this new chairman—this
abusive fire-eater—who was responsible
for the trouble.

In the thick of the juniors, General
Ord-Clayton had absolutely no chance
of escaping.  And at last he showed
signs of being scared. His face was na
longer red with fury.
rather pale, and there was an anxious
light in his eyes,

“Boys—boys!” he gasped.
this outrageous—-

“‘There’s nothing outrageous in what
we're doing, sir,” T interrupted, pushing
forward. “You've only got yourself to
blame for this state of affairs. St,
Frank’s won't stand any nonsense—
not even from the Chairman of the
Board of Governors!”

‘“‘Hear, hear!”

“You—you insolent puppy—"

“Booh!” ,

“Gag him!”

“Down to the duck-pond!” roared
Handforth. “It’s the only way with a
rotter like this! Talking to him is
about as much good as talking to a
sheep’s head! Action is the only
course. Now then, altogether!”

“Cease

General Ord-Clayton, now thoroughly
{rightened, was yanked off his feef
again, and carried head downwardg
along the lane. For a moment or twa
he kicked and strugeled convulsively
but he soon realised the Tutility off
resisting.

Other fellows came up by this time,
for the commotion had attracted atten
tion. ~ Crowds of fags were dancing
round, and quite a good number
Fifth Formers had appeared. on thel
scene,

Chambers and Bryant of the Fifth;
were enthusiastic.

“Good for you, 1
Chambers approvingly. “That’s the
stuff to give him! We don't wani;
brutes of his type in command}” 4

€re were representatives of thel

kids!”  shou

Tt had turned | *°,

There were plenty of willing hands,

whole. school in the lane—and every}
voice was hostile. The crowd swelled)
with every minute that passed. Andj
‘General Ord-Clayton suddenly realised
that he had stirred up a hornets’ nes
and unless he was very sharp, he would]
be badly stung.

The general was no fool—even if
was a rotter. .
“Boys—boys!” he gasped.

>

m

“Shut_up!”

“Gag him!”

‘“Down to the duck-pond!” 3
“But, boys, listen—" %

The general found it impossible tol]
obtain a hearing, and he began to fear:
that he had left it until too late. He
felt almost faint as he realised that he
was about to be pitched into an awful |
duck-pond.

He, a general—the Chairman of the
Governors—was to be thrown into &
duck-pond! It was too appalling to be
thought of, and the general went into
a cold, clammy perspiration,

At any cost, he must escape from this
terrible position. 2
“Boys!” he screamed. “I will listen
to your request—-

“Dry up!”

“Listen

“I am prepared tc reconsider—-"
“Smother him, somebody!” roared
Handforth.
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But I was not so excited as the
others.

“Hold on!” I exclaimed. “I think
the general is coming round. We'll
hear what he has to say before we
chuck him into the duck-pond. It may
not be necessary to carry out that paxb
of the programme, after

I-Iandforth glared.

u think we're going to let him
oﬂ”” he bello ed.

“Yes, if he agrees to our terms,” I
replied shortly.

There was a halt, and the general
was allowed to get upon his feet. He
did not waste a second.

“I—I am prepared to—to overlook
this gross conduct if you will release me
at once!” he panted. “I have never
been treated so shamefully in all my
life—but I will say no more. Wit
regard to Dr. Stafford, I am prepared
to reconsider my decision, and to place
the matter before my colleagues—"

“You've got to promise us that the
Head shall be free of all suspicion, and
that he will come to London with the
school!” said Handforth grimly.

The geneml swallowed hard.

“I—I will grant your request!” he

xclaimed becween his teeth. “But you
must, let me go now, or I will withdraw

His words, however, were drowned in

e uproar which followed. The fellows
had won! General Ord-Clayton had
caved in weakly, and in the most
humiliating fashion. Nobody respected
him, and he was regarded by all as a
contemptible funk and a rotter of the
first order.

But St. Frank’s had won the day.

CHAPTER 14.

Arriving In Style!

¥ URRAH!”

H “Three

Head!”
“Hurrah!”
“¥or ne's a jolly good fellow!”

The refrain’ was sung with terrific

cheers for the
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enthusiasm, and St. Frank’s sh
the din. It was nearly supper- t?r%% “:’xirtxg
the fellows were sueamsng out of Big
Hall. Only few minutes earlier
General Oxd-Clayton had addressed the
school.
He had briefly announced that the
governors theald held a meeting, and had

the school was anxious with regard to
Dr. Stafford’s welfare, the governors
had arrived at a definite conclusion. .

An inquiry would be held into the
cause of the fire, as originally intended.
It would be unfair me Dr.
Stafford for anything which “had
occurred. Therefore, until the inquiry
was concluded, the Head would con-
tinue his duties as hitherto. The
general concluded by adding that he
and his fellow governors were highly
anxlous to retain Dr. Stafford’s services
for many years to come. He would go
to London with the school, and would
continue his headmastership.

The cheers which followed were up-
roarious—but they were all for Dr.
Stafford. There was no ovation for
General Ord-Clayton. The boys, seniors
and juniors alike, regarded him as an *
outsider.

He had agreed to their wishes, buf
he would not have done so in the
ordinary course of events. The threat
of a ducking had worked the oracle, It
was not surprising, therefore, that,
almost everybody r“garded the general
with contem]

o Personauy I think it’s rotten!” de-
clared Handforth, with a touch of
indignation in his tone. “It was just
like the old rotter to agree to our
demands!”

«What did you want, then?” I agked.
«yell, T didn't want him to agree
until he'd crawled out of that muddy
duck-pond,” said Handforth warmly.
“We were nicely dished out of the bit
of sport! Blessed if I can see anything

to shout about!”

And Handforth marched off to his
own study, rather fed-up. At the same
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time, he was very glad to know that the
point had been scttled, and that the
school had beaten the governors.

Exactly what Dr. Stafford thought, I
can't say. But the position had not
been a very comfortable one for him,
and it was rather a surprise to me that
he did not resign. He could afford to
do so, if he wished, and he had cer-
tainly been treated with gross unfair-
ness and humiliation.

I fancy that he was rather affected
by the tremendous proof of his popu-
larity, and he was willing to remain at
the head of the school because the boys
wanted him to do so.

The Head was greatly endeared to St.
Frank’s, and to its occupants. And

ere was much joy when the fellows
knew that Dr. Stafford had consented
to continue his headmastership.

This point being settled, there was
plenty to occupy the thoughts of all.
On the Monday the school would be
transferred from St. Frank’s to London.
And the whole situation was so novel,
that nine-tenths of the boys were eager
and anxious to make a start.

Those who were discontented—who
would rather remain in the old school
—were mostly seniors of a studious dis-

position, fellows of the Fifth and Sixth
“ho were anxious to continue their
studies without interruption.

Everybody else was enthusiastic, and
on the Saturday afternoon football was
allowed to peter out somewhat. The
juniors were packing, and making all
arrangements for the move on Monday.

It was necessary, of course, to cancel
several football fixtures, for the fellows
of other schools would not be able to
travel tp to London in order to meet
us on the field.

‘This reminded me of the fact that we
had heard nothing with regard to any
recreation-ground in London, so I ques-
tioned Nelson Lee on the pomt at the
first opportunity.

“Pla; ymg ﬁclds Nipper,” repeated
the guv'nor. “Well, there is a fairly
big field behind the school—co'npletely
enclosed by a high wall—but it does
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not compare, with our recreation
grounds here.”

“Well, that's only natural, sir,” I
agreed. “But there’s something?”

“Oh, yes,” said Nelson Lee.
First Eleven will be considered before
the juniors, of course, and you will have
to take your turn. Junior sports must
wait until their turn arrives.
ought to be thankful that youll 1~a\e a
playing field at all’

“Well, it’s certainly a relief to know
there’s something, sir,” I remarked.
“Perhaps we shall be able to fix up
some matches with some local crowds.
One never knows, you know.”

I was rather relieved to hear that
piece of news from the guvnor. And I
continued my packing, and all the rest
of it, with a lighter heart. It would

have been hard lines if we had been-

compelled to drop sports during our
stay in London.

On the Sunday there were further
demonstrations of excitement among
the juniors, We were due to leave St.
Frank’s by the midday train on the
Monday, when, of course, there would
be no lessons. The seniors, with the
exception of one or two prefects, \wre
going by the early train, and
would be in possession of the Londan
premises when we arrives

It was generally considered to be 2
good idea to let all the juniors go to-
gether, But, at the last moment, this
was altered.” The Third went by the
same train as the seniors, and the
Remove was left to journey to London
on ils own.

The reason for this, no doubt, was
that the Head thought there would be
too much noise and commotion if thie
fags travelled with us. Nobody in the
Remove was sorry at the change.

And when the time came for us to
depart, we left St. Frank’s without any
feelings of disappointment. We liked
the old school well enough; but there
was something novel in this change. It
would be rather exciting to spend a
month or two in the heart of London.

I took possession of an empty com-

“The %
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partment as soon as the train entered
the station. Watson, Tregellis-West,
Pitt, De Valerie, and a crowd of others,

piled in after me. And then we
51'1mmad the door.

“Good!” I exclaimed. -

“Any room in here?” demanded

Handforth, poking his head in.

“No!” shouted the whole crowd.

“Rot!” said Handforth, “The train’s
full and I can’t find any room—’

in the guard’s van, then,” sug-
gested Pitt.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You rotters—-"

‘The guard’s whistle blew shrilly.

“My only hat!” ggsped Handforth.
He raced down the train, and piled

in somewhere. It was necessary to
change at Bannington, and when
Handforth emerged on to the platform
it was quite clear that he had been
rguing.

His collar was crumpled, and one end
of it was tors is jacket looked as
though it had been rubbed in the dust;

his cap was missing, and his tie was

under his ear. And his nose was 100k~
ing cyen larger than usual.

“Had some trouble?” I
politely.

Handforth snorted.

“Somebody has!” he snapped.
“Those rotters jumped on me when I
got into their compartment. By
George! I gave them something,
though!”

I grinned as I looked across at a
crowd of fellows who were standing on
the platform. I could see Doyle and
Armstrong and Merrell and Hubbard

. and several others. One or two of them
were somewhat difficult to recognise,
however.

Hubbard had both his eyes “bunged

,”  as somebody elegantly put it.
Merrell looked as though he had just
emerged from a coal-cellar, and Doyle’s
face was smeared with blood, which
had obviously been drawn from his
nose,

inquired
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“Yes,” I remarked, “you
have given those chaps g bibdoor ?ﬁiﬁ‘me
Handy. How did it happen?

“When a crowd of rotters
me, I don't stand any rot!” saf“,‘ﬁ;‘;n‘};}
forth grimly. “I had %s much right in
that carriage as they had. I jumped in
hurriedly, T'll admit, but it wa.sn‘t my
fault that I trod on Hubbard’s toes, and
put my fist into Armstrong’s mouth?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“’I'heres nothing to lauv}x at you
asses!” snorted Handfo Th
jumped on me, and we had a terrific
time all the way along. Merrell hid
under the seat all the time, the cad,
and it’s a wonder that Noys is alive.
Some ass opened the door, and Noys
was over half out when we yanked him
back!”

“You'd better travel with Church
and McClure in the express,” I sug-
gested. g

“Not likely!” said McClure promptly. .

“‘But he needs somebody to look after
him,” I explained. “Why not label
him, and ghove him in the luggage com-.
partment”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I noticed that Noys was certainly
looking a bit shaky, and w
press arrived he and Handforth’s labe
companions selected a compartment at
the bottom of the train—because Hand-~
forth was at the top.

Fortunately there was no trouble in
the express. Of course, there were two
prefects with us to keep order, but they
Kkept about as much order as Handforth
did. They knew the task was hopeless,
so they never attempted it.

London Bridge was reached at last,
and here the prefects actually did suc-
ceed in asserting their authority. The
Remove was lined up, and marched out
of the station in triumph, e

In the big yard there were ee
private busesg waiting, all ready to re-
ceiveus. Arrangements had been made
in advance, and there had been no
hitch. The buses would take us
straight to our new school. AR
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But things did not go quite smoothly
at the start. FHalf the fellows marched
off, heedless of orders, and besieged two
confectioners’ shops which were handy.
Therec was no hurry, and the juniors
didn’t see why they shouldn’t purchase
a few good things while they had the
chance.
Pit and De Valeric and the Duke and
Augustus Hart were in a clump with
two or three other fellows. They were
waiting for the main crowd to emerge.
And they found themselves attracted
by the contents of a shop window.

There was a display of carnival robes
and dresscs—all of them obviously
second-hand—possibly the remains of
some celebration or other. Pitt and
Hart put their heads together, and a
hurried consultation was held.

Purses were fished out, and the Duke
of Somerton produced a well-filled
note-case. Then the party charged
into the establishment, which, it
appeared, also sold other second-hand
articles. Musical instruments of several
kinds were on view.

‘‘What’s happened to Pitt, and those
fellows who were with him?” de-
manded Conroy major of the Sixth,
bustiing up. “T'm hanged if you kids
aren’t more trouble Jthan you're worth.
We've got to get off.’

“I don't kmow where they are,” I
said. “I saw the whole bunch over by
a shop window five minutes ago, but
they’ve disappeared somewhere.”

The prefect glanced at his watch.

“If they don’t turn up within three
minutes we'll go without them,” he said
grimly.  “I'm not going to be hum-
bugged about!”

“But they won't know their way!”
$aid Watson,

“’nxat 11 be their look-out!” snapped
Conroy major.

I heard laughﬁer, and saw that
Handforth was busy with something.
He had climbed on to the leading bus,
and had removed the board which
usually indicated the vehicle’s various
stopping-places,
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The blank space at the back was
exposed to view—the bus being engaged
on private work, Handforth was busily
daubing the blank space with white
paint.

A crowd was standing below, watch-
ing. 1In fact, we were creating con-
siderable attenhon, and the public was
much interested.

“What’s Handy up to?” I asked.

“Dear fellow, don’t ask me,” said Si
Montie. “There is no tellin” \vhnt
Handforth will get up to, begad! He’s a
frightful bounder—he is, really' He
just took that pot of paint, the
brush; they belong to the fel‘ow who is
decoratin’ that shop-front.”

“The ass will get himself
trouble,” I said severely.

A yell went up as Handforth com-
pleted his work with a paintbrush, I
strolled round, and grinned. Daubed
in great white letters were the words:

into

“8ST. FRANK'S HAS ARRIVED!”

“We might as well let people know '
who we are,” said Handforth.

I nodded.

“Its just as well,” I remarked. .
“After seeing you, Handy, they might
think we’'d all escaped from a lunatic
asylum—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The public laughed as well as the
juniors, and Handforth glared.

‘.Funny, isn’t it?” he roared.

““Yus, mate—not ‘arf it ain’t!” yelled

& newsboy. “It’s as funny as a door-
knocker.  Youre talkin’ about your
tace, ain’t you?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fortunately, Pitt & Co. appeared at
that moment, or we should have been
edified by the sight of Handforth and
a newsboy scrapping in the courtyard
of London Bridge Station,

“Great Scabt'" I gasped “What—
what’s this? "

Pit{ and Hart and De Valerie led the
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followed by their companions. At
first I didn't recognise them, for a vast
chw"e had been wrought All the

uniors were attired in gorgeous, highly
caloured costumes. Their faces were as
plack as coal, with great painted red
Jips.

And each junior carried a musical
instrument. Hart was hugging a con-
certina, De Valerie had a banjo, Pitt
flourished a side-drum. The others were
similarly equipped.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Everybody roared as the party
mounted to the roof of the leading bus.
‘There was a bit of trouble then, because
a number of fellows had taken posses-
siorr of the front seats. But Pitt &
Co. soon turned them out.s

“What the deuce——" began Conroy

m\'

But he couldn't help grmmng as the
painted ones struck up on the “band.”
lwov one of them could play prcperly,
and the noise was truly ferrific. This,
coupled_ with their appearance, caused
tremendous amusemen

Then the buses started.

With the “band” playing, and with
all the other fellows yelling, there was
not mucly doubt in the minds of the
public regarding our arrival! The
painted notice was hardly required!

Under the railway-bridge we went,
and crowds stopped to watch us pass,
and grins were general. Over London
Bridge we went in a kind of triumphal
procession, the noise being
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CHAPTER 15,
St. Frank's the Second!

o pRTNED
i F “Tophole!”
“A Tt

Everybody was dclighted with the
new quarters, and there were many
exclamations of approval. The Turret
School was, indeed, a finely-equipped
place, and it ‘was very roomy.

There was no lack of accommodation
within the old walls—for the building
was extremely aged. One could see this
easily enough from the outside. The
grey walls were ivy-covered and pic-
turesque. The interior, however, was
quite modern in every possible way.

The man who had acquired the place
in order to turn it into a school had
had the work thoroughly performed.
Electric lights blazed everywhere; the
most modern heating system was in-
the decorations of the place
were on a lavish scale.

There were two main buildings,
although they were not exactly separ-
ate. Originally, they had been divided
by a stretch of grass—to judge from the
old print which was found hanging on
the wall,

But the two buildings were now
Jjoined together by the apartments
which formed the class-rooms. These
rooms were light and airy,
was only one storey, they had excellent
skylights.

The Ancient House fellows were

odated in one building, and the

St. Frank’s had undoubtedly arrived!

Our buses went on their way through
the traffic, up King William Street, then
along Poultry, Cheapside, News gate

1eet, and Holborn Viaduct, with the
Juniors creating pandemonium,

By the time we reached Holborn
Circus we were famous, and crowds
Watched our progress. Up Holborn we
Went, and at length turned into a tiny
side-street, and pulled up before a pair
of massive wrought-iron gates.

We had arrived at St. Frank’s the
Second.

'] College House fellows took pessession of

the other—with the class-rooms divid-
ing the two_sections. The Monks at
once termed their side the College
House; and the Fossils were not long in
following their rivals’ example. Our
side of the building was soon dubbed
the Ancient House.

It was easier for us all, and avoided
all confusion, And the school, as a
whole, was already known among the
fellows as St. Frank’s the Second.

The Head and Nelson Lee had their
quarters in the Ancient side—Mr.

for, as there -
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Crowell also, The other masters were
accommodated with the Monks. Of
studies there were plenty. The Remove
had feared that all the “studies would
be seized by the Fifth and the Sixth,
but there was still a sufficient number
left over for the Remove.

These studies were not numbered, so
it was only natural that we should seize
upon rooms approximating in position
to our studies at St. Frank's. Thus,
Sir  Montie and and
immediately took possession of the
third room in the passage—and we
called it Study C.

Doyle and Armstrong and Griffith
piled into the one next door; but Hand-
forth arrived, and there was a little
argument. Doyle and Co. retired,
beaten, and Handforth, Church and
McClure took possession of the room—
Study D. The other fellows, after a
little sorting out, found everything
quite to their liking.

The dormitories were large and com-
fortable, and everything, in point of
fact, was well arranged. The only
drawback consisted of outdoor space.
There was no wide Triangle for the
Ibiuys to wander in—no spacious playing-

-

In the front of the school there was
nothing at all. The building was only a
few yards from the narrow roadway,
and was divided by high iron railings.
In the back a square enclosure, with
high walls around it, did duty as the
Triangle. A big, wooden gateway led
into the playing-fields.

This, considering the position of the
school, was necessarily small. But it was
rather good to have a stretch of grass
of any sort. When the First Eleven was
playing the other elevens would find it
necessary to look on—and vice versa.

“Yes, it’s not such a dusty hole,” re-
marked Pitt, as he strolled into the
Common-room after tea, “It was rather
decent of the Head to ignore that little
bust-up of ours. He must have known
about it, though.”

I grinned.

“Well, we've let the whole of London
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kn(é\v that we’ve come up to town,”
said.

i

“No doubt about that,” said Pitt,
“This Common-room, by the way, is
jolly comfortable. I hope they’ll deco-
rate St. Frank’s as well, now they've;
got the chance. It's about time it was,
on

1 pictured the Ancient House Com-
mon-room to myself. I remembered the.
pink-distempered walls, splashed with
ink and scribbled all over with pencil
ling. Common-room Wwas very,
different, The walls were papered in;
dark green, the paint-work was fresh:
and bright, and the furniture was new.j

Many of the fellows wanted to go ou
during the evening; they wanted tof
stroll down Holborn to the City, andj
others were anxious to have a Iook at
the West- End. But nobody was allowed.

0 go. r

After dark every place was out of
bounds. Locking-up was at sevens
thirty, and call-over at eight. The Head
had not posted up the rules as yet, but
they were generally known.

At nine-thirty the Remove went to)
bed. The dormitory was comfortable;
and the beds were comfortable, too. It
had been a somewhat tiring day, but I |
expected the juniors to sit talking for
fully an hour.

I was mistaken, however.

Before twenty minutes had passed
every fellow in the dormitory—with the
exception of myself—was asleep. I re-
mained awake, with a reason. For I
had no intention of turning in for the
night—ye

During the evening I had had a chat
with Nelson Lee. And that chat had
made a great difference in my plans. [

“Yes, Nipper,” the guv'nor had said,
“it will seem like old times again. It
is rather fortunate that we are so close
to Gray’s Inn Road. I shall run over
there after sou have gone to bed.”

“I say, sir,” I exclaimed. “I should
lxke to 80 with you, just for the first
time—-

“I'm afraid it is impossible, Nipper,”
interrupted Nelson Lee, “You mustn’t
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jorget that you are a member of the
Remove, and all junior boys have
orders to remain indoors. You may
run over t0-morrow, but not this even-
ing.”

“Yes, but—"

“If is really useless, young un,” said
the guv'nor.

And that was the end of it. It was
impossible to argue with Nelson Lee;
besides, he had walked off, and I hadn’t
another opportunity of talking to him.
That's why I had no intention of turn-
ing in. .

“It’s likely I'm going to stand that
sort of thing!” I told

dressing, “If there’s any way out of
this blessed place I'm going to slip away
—and the guv'nor can’t very well say
much when I get there.”

Having dressed, I went to the door,
and passed out into the corridor.
hour was not later than ten-thirty. At
St. Frank’s it would have seemed rather
late; but here, in London, it struck me
as being absurdly early. It makes a
great deal of difference to one’s idea of
lateness—living in London.

T cdyld hear the rumble of the traffic
in Hofoorn, and I wanted to be out
there. The great difficulty was in find-
ing an exit. Before going up to the
dormitory I had discovered that a
narrow public passage ran flush with
rhedwall at the bottom of the playing-

i3

This little alley ended in a narrow
sireet which led into Holborn itself. It
was one of those by-ways of London
which are only known to those people
T ing in the immediate neighbour-
hood.

“If I could only get out of
I should be O.K.” I told m;

not a bit of good going downstairs.”

I had made sure of that fact. All the
lower windows were barred—protection
nst burglars, I suppose—and the
uter deors were fitted with strong locks

—not latch locks either. So 1t wou
be impossible for me to get out. et

My only hope, therefore, was from a
first-floor window,

There was a window at the end of the
corridor, and I softly pulled the curtain
aside and raised the lower sash. The
night was by no means dark, for a moon
was sailing above—although it wag
rather hazy.

But there was sufficient light for me
to distinguish easily the various objects,
I had believed that
necessary to get to the ground by
means of a rope. But, fortunately, it
was not such a hard task as I had
anticipated.

Almost immediately beneath the
window was the roof of a building
which had been recently added—and
which I recognised as the school gym-
nasium. The roof was of slate, and
the slope was not acute.

When this had been built the
designer had forgotten that it provided
very easy access to the house by means
of the upper corridor window. But, of
course, no burglar in his right senses
would break into a school full of boys.

1 slipped down, chuckling, and pulled
the window-sash into its place. Then I
softly crept down the sloping rcof until
I reached the gutter. It was quite a
jump to the ground, but I.was not
afraid of it.

However, it was not necessary for me

| to take the leap, for, leaning over, I saw

that there was something which would
help my descent considerably. At one
time a large tree had grown flush with
the wall, but it had probably caused
trouble to the roof, owing to the con-
stant dripping during wet weather.
Anyhow, the tree had been cut down,
and a_stump, five feet in height, re-
mained. is was turned into an
ornamental arrangement, with a flower-
plant growing in a hollowed-out portion
at_the to;

It was

Mhe eastest thing in the world
to lower myself until my foot

rested

upon the stimp. Then I slipped to the !

ground.
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“It might have been p]anned out for
me!” I murmured, ‘This'll come in
handy, I never know when 1. might
want to slip away after lights out.”

I was standing in the courtyard, and
when T got to the gates which led into
the paddock, or playing-fields, I found
that they were locked. However, it only
took me a few seconds to scramble over.

‘The final obstacle was the wall at the
bottom of the field. It was only six fect
in_height.

I got over easily, dropped into the
alle. and then set off towards the
street, feeling cheerful.

Five minutes later I was in Holborn.

I felt at home once more, and in-
sfmnt vely turned towards Gray’s Inn

Road—where the guvnor's house is
situated. It is not a particularly select
road, but times are different now to
what they used to be.

‘When Nelson Lee first went there,
there were no electric trams shooting
up and down the thoroughfare. And
his house is one of the best in that
quarter of London—although, from the
outside, it doesn't look much.

I grinned as I walked along Holborn,

and I wondered if Nelson Lee would be
vexy wild when I calmly marched in.

{‘Well he can't eat me!” I told my-
self.

I marched on, whistling, and I had
only gone a few yards farther before a
hand was clapped upon my shoulder.
I hadn’t expected the guv'nor to be
out, and I was rather taken aback.

“Hallo, guvnor—" I began.

“No, it’s not the guvnor this time,”
said a well-known voice. “What's the
meaning of this, young man? I thought
you were in school, doing lessons?”

“Well, I'm blessed!” I exclaimed.
“How are you, inspector?”

“Y found myself looking into the

smiling face of Chief Detectiye-Inspec-
tor Lennard, of the C.ID., New Scot-
He was a very o(‘.d friend,

for

land Yard.
and I hadn't seen him
months.

“Well, this is rather good,

some

r. Len-
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I exclaimed, grabbing his han
“I didn't expect to find you here. It’
ages since I saw you! You're lookin
just as well fed and ugly as ever,
though!”

“And youre as cheeky as ever,
otice,” grinned the inspector.
should have thought that stern schou
discipline would have knocked soine of
the sauce out of you,, you youn

bounder!”

“I'm breaking bounds,” I said. ”'rha
looks like stern discipline, doesn’
And let me put you right on a cert 1

nard,”

seem to imagine.
asleep—and I'm supposed to be \\1‘
’em.” Es
Lennard sighed. sy
owre a hopeless case,”
marked. “It’s a wonder to me ho
Lee’s hair keeps colour. It ought
have been grey years ago. What hav
you been up to since I saw you last
Mischief, T'll be bound.” ]

“We're in London,” I said, becaus
the College House at St. Frank’s wa
burnt out——" 7

“Yes, I know all about it,” interrup=
ted the chief inspector. “Lee told me
the whole affair, and I'm on my “a
to have a chat with him now.”

“By jingo!” I exclaimed. “That’s_
ripping. I'm going to give the guv'nor
a surprise, so we might as well go to-§
gether. He forbade me to come, but I'm!
taking the chance. You can act as my.
moral support.”

Detective-Tnspector Lennard — skook
his head.

“You needn’t rely on me for that,”
he said firmly. “The chances are tha&
I shall help Lee to kick you out, neck}
and crop. That's just a warning ir
advance. so you needn’t be surprised
at what happens.”

“I've heard your tales before!” L
Erinned. “Well, come along, Mr. Len-
nard. It seems quite like the old days,
doesn't it?”

!*Yes, by Jove,” said the chief inspec
tor, “it does!”
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CHAPTER 16
The Beginning of the Mystery!
L OW does it happen that you're

H paying a visit to the guvnor

now?” I asked, as we walked
along. “Just a coineidence?”

“Not at all,” replied Lennard. “Lee
'phoned me up about an hour ago, and
asked me to go over for a little talk.
I'm rather glad that you're in London
again. You and Lee must be gebting
rather stale.”

“Don’t you make any mistake,”
replied. “You may*think it’s dull being
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remarked Lennard calmly:; « !

it somewhere else, too, Iyexpegcof;ﬁe%
dare say you deserve a good few thrash-
ings. I know you of old, my son!”

We all went upstairs into Nelson Lee’: S
consulting-room. e soft electric
lights were glowm and everybhmg
looked exactly the same as it haq
always looked. Not an article had been
moved.

Mrs. Jones, the guv'nor's respected
housckeeper, had always kept every-
thing in spick and span order, reﬂ.dv for

our,
And it hat Lhe

at a public school, but it’s
what a number of mysteries we find
knocking about. And some of the pro-
blems have been jolly interesting, 100.”

“Well, Lee knows his business best, I
suppose,” said the inspector. “But I'm
not at all sorry that you had that fire
at St. Frank’s.”

Within a few minutes we arrived at
our destination. The inspector rang
the bell, and then we waited. After
only a short wait the door was opened,
and Nelson Lee appeared, attired in his
old dressing-gown, and with his
favourite pipe between his teeth.

“CGood man!” he exclaimed heartily.
“I didn’t expect you here so soon, Len-
nard. How are you? But I see—"

“Nipper, su- ” I said promptly.

Nelson Lee removed the pipe from
his mouth,

“You young rascal!” he exclaimed.

“Thanks, guv'nor!”

“How did you get out of the school?”

“Ah, that would be telling!” I said,
with a grin, “Don’t ask any questions,
guvnor, and everything will all
serene.  You needn’t pretend to be
cross, because I know you're not.”

Nelson Lee frowned,

“¥You seem to take it for granted,

Yyoung ‘'un,” he said grimly. ‘““Well,
)’Dq’d Dbetter come inside now—but I
l‘ay find it necessary to report you to

Stafford for a gross breach of the
s:‘wol rules.”

“And then you'll get it in the neck!™

guv ‘nor and I made a ﬂymg visit to
ondon,

I closed the door, removed my over~
coat and cap, and sprawled in an easy-

air,

“Take a seat, guvror, I said
languidly. “Youre welcome,’

“I think he needs a thra.shmg on the
spot, old man,” remarked the chief in-
spector. “It's no good leaving it over
until to-morrow. This cane of mine is
nice and pliable. T'll hold the culprit
while you del; the goods.” P

Nelson Lee chuckled.

“I suppose I must let him reniain
now,” he said. ‘“He has broken bounds,
and it makes little difference whether
he returns at once or whether he re-
turns when I do. The young rascal
generally gets round me.” %

Lennard shook his head.

“I thought it was a farce all along,”
he observed. “And you Te supposetl to
be a Housemaster—"

“Not here!” I put in. “I say, chuck
it, and let’s talk about something more
interesting.”

They took the hint, and within a few
minutes their cigars were glowing, and

they were sitting opposite to

anuthcr chatting amicably. Mea.u-
, T'was wandering about the room,
looL ng at well-remembered art'glesf %

“ eckon to be in London fo
qu;iouy?i‘;urenf, time?” asked Lennard.

The guv’nor nodded.

“For two . months,

at least,” he



62

replied. “It's possible that we shall
remain here until the end of this
present term—in fact, almost certain,”

“I'm as wise now as I was before,”
said Lennard., “What do I know about
terms, and that sort of thing? I am
better acquainted with terms of im-
prisonment for criminals, you know.”

“That’s where we laugh"’ I grinned.
“Ha, ha!”

‘The chief inspector ignored my re-
m:

“S0 we shall be seeing a good deal of
one another, I hope,” he went on. “By
the way, Lee, it happens that one of
our men has been engaged in this
vicinity for several days past. There’s a
little mystery concerning this quarter
which is_occupying the attention of
Scotland Yard.”

“It'll mean employment for some
well-deserving detective for months to

come,” I said, with a nod. “Now, if

you place the matter in the guv'nor's
hands, it would be all finished within a
brace of es.

Lennard frowned.

“Any more of your sarcasm, my lad,
and Il use this cane myself,” he
threaten

“Pax!
allowed.”

“Well, what is this
nard?” asked the guv’nor.

The inspector leaned hack in his

‘I grinned. “No fighting

mystery, Len-

[
“Well, it concerns drugs,” he replied
—*“opium and cocaine, chiefly. As you

know, there’s been a deal of fuss in the
newspapers lately concerning the drug
traffic—and not without reason, either.
It's an undoubted fact that a consider-
able amount of opium and cocaine is
being distributed secretly. And we
have traced large quantities of the stuff
to this district, but our ueoplﬂ cannot
digcover the actual source.”

“I expect they will succeed before
long,” remarked Nelson Lee. “ Although
it is frequently a very difficult task to
get to the root of such evils. Will you
be placed on the job, Lennard?”
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“Not that I know of,” replied thy
chief inspector. “It’s hardly 1mpm tan
enough, for one thing, and I shouldn’
care for it, anyway. And Gregson- il
quite a good man. You've met him,
believe.”

The subject veered round to Gregsony

come, n the clock pointed

twelve-thirty I yawned

noisily. .
“When will you be commg, sir?”

- G

“Not for an hour yet, my lad,” A
plied Lee. “Perhaps you had better g t
back into the school—by the samef
method as you made your exit. And I
know nothing about it.”

“Oh, all right,” I said. “I've be:
here, so I don’t mind. It’s ripping
see the old place again.”

oclock by now, and the streets were:
very quiet. I strolled down Gray's Inn!
Road, passed into Holborn, and quick-,
ened my pace.

Five minutes after that I halted in
the little alley, and leapt at the wall.
scrambled over, and dropped into the]
““8t. Frank’s” property. The mocn was§
still shining through a haze, and I
could see near objects fairly dlSLlnCtl}

The courtyard of the school building
was divided from the playing-field by a.
four-foot wall, with large gates in the
centre, and as I walked softly through
the grass I realised how easy it was for id
anybody to get into the building. b

T also realised how private everything
was in those grounds—although theif
place was surrounded by busy streets §

and hundreds of houses and offices. It i}
was one of those backwaters which are 4

—
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practically unknown to the general
ublic.
PThe outer walls were all high, and it
nappened that there were no windows
which overlooked the grounds. In the
distance there were some high build-
ings which could be seen in broad day-
light, but at night the school enclosures
were absolutely private and secret.
Then, as I walked, I suddenly
checked myself®

Was it fancy, or had I seen a move-
ment against the wall on my left? I
remained perfectly still, watching and
listening. I had made no sounds my-
self, and if anybody happened to be
there, he must have been unaware of
my presence.

I soon discovered that my eyes had
not deceived me.

There was another movement, and
then, like a shadow, a figure moved
stealthily along the wall in the direc-
tion of the courtyard. I followed, won-
dering greatly. It struck me that the
mysterious figure might be Fullwood,
out on the prowl—for Fullwood was
rather fond of breaking bounds after
lights-out.

I lessened the distance between my-
self and the other; and then I found
that my surmise was incorrect. For the
figure was slim, and was attired in
some kind of loose robe.

Then he moved his head, and I gave
2 start.

For I had distinctly seen a pigtail!

The man was a Chinaman! What
could it mean? What on earth was a
Chinaman doing in the grounds of this
school at the hour of 1 am.? I didn't
feel quite sure of myself, and I deter-
Mmined to know the truth for certain.

So I ran lightly forward.

The strange figure turned completely
Tound—and now I was near enough to
See an evil, yellow face. The man was
undoubtedly a Chinaman, and he acted
on the instant. He twirled round with
Amazing swiftness, and ran iike a deer
&cross the grass.

He vanished behind some trees which
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grew in a corner of the paddock—]
there were high walls beyond, and ?ﬂg
fellow was cornered.
I raced after him,

pulling out
electric torch, € n

“Now then!” I exclaimed, “What's
your game?”
I plunged into the trees, flashing my

light about—and being prepared for any
sudden ‘attack.  But I reached the
corner where the two walls met, and I
did not see a soul.

The Chinaman had vanished.

For five minutes I searched, but it
was useless.  And, at length, deeply
puzzled, I got back into the school, and
resolved to tell Nelson Lee of the incl- |
dent in the morning.

The Remove dormitory was quiet
when I stole in. I undressed and
slipped into bed without awakening
anybody, for I was pondering over what
had occurred.

And, quite abruptly, a rather start-'
ling thought came to me, and sleep was
even farther off than before.

“A Chinaman!” I murmured. “I ex-
pect it's mere fancy of mine, but I
can’t help thinking that there’s some-
thing significant about the fellow’s
presence in that paddock.”

For I remembered what Detective-
Inspector Lennard had said. There
were drug smugglers at work in this
very neighbourhcod—men who dealt !
in opium and cocaine. Opium! Was it
surprising that I connected the mysteri~
ous Chinaman with the inspector’s
story? Was it possible that that man
I had seen had any connection with the,
drug traffic which Lennard had referred,
to? f
I was still pondering over the matter;
when I went to sleep. But my last
waking thoughts were that I should
keep my eyes open, and remain on the
alert—in the future. If there was any,
mystery to be unravelled, I meant to
be in it. And it certainly did seem to;
me that the mystery was closely con-
cerned with St. Frank’s the Second.
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CHAPTER 17,
Trouble in Holhorn!

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST
bea

“Dear fellows, this is what I

call rippin’,” he declared. “Nothin’

could be more to my likin’. It glves a

chap a chance to spend his money well,

begad! Just look at those neckties!

They're frightfully decent—they are,
really!”

Tommy Watson nnd I grinned.

“Drag him away,” I chuckled. “He'll
want to buy the whole stock!”

“Really, old boy—"

“It’s unsafe to let you go about Lon-
don by yourself, Montie,” I went on.
“you'd spend all your money on articles
of personal attire. What the dickens do
you want with these neckties?”

“They're simply gorgeous, dear old
fellow * explained Montie.
And a gorgeous price, too!” grunted
WBcson

“But yowve plenty of neckties,” I
said. “There must be about three
dozen in your box, Montie!”

Tregellis-West shook his head.

“But they aren’t like these,” he said,
gazing through his pince-nez into the
shop window. ‘I must really go in an’
purchase at least a dozen—- Begad!
Pray leave my arm alone, Tommy boy

"Come on!” said Watson grimly.
“Neckties are off!”

We hauled him away from the shop,
and strolled down High Holborn. The
hour was a few minutes before six
o'clock. _The streets were filled with
noisy traffic, and the whole experience
was somewhat novel to us.

It was a few days after our arrival
in London, and we were beginning to
get used to our new school and the new
surroundings.

or a change Sir Montie and Tommy
and I had partaken of tea in a restaur-
ant, and we had thoroughly enjoyed
ourselves. And now we were leisurely
strolling back towards the little side
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turning just off Holborn, where ti
“St. Frank’s the Second” was situatedg]
Having successfully withdrawr
Tregelli: t from the nei
of the tie-shop, we continued our wa
from High Holborn into Holborn.
was just like old times to me, for ¥
knew every single inch of the groung
in that district. {
“There seems to be a bit of a botheg
on the other side of the road there,
remarked Tommy Watson, nodding
head. “I can see two or three of o
chaps moving across in that irectiony
tco. That chap just crossing the road)
he's Pitt, I believe, And there’s
Valerie jus‘c behind, and Jack Gr
—_— I say, shall we see what the troub
is?

"Only somebody in a faint, I expect,
I remarked, “or a minor street accidenty
You often come across that sort
thing up here, you know.” b
“Then we won't go, dear boy,” said]
Sir Montie. “There’s nothin’ which
distresses me more than to see
accident.”
“I'm going, anyhow,” said Watsca:
He marched off across the road, and§
I turned to Montie. [
“We'd better g0,”. T remarked.
Tregellis-West did not object, and I
followed Tommy Watson across to the
other side of Holborn. The road is con
siderably wide just there, and the smal
crowd of people collected near the edg
of the pavement did not interfere muchs
with the continuous flow of traffic.
‘We dodged one or two buses, andj
arrived on the outskirts of the crowd.
Reginald Pitt, of the Remove, saw us af]
once. He was grinning, but I noticed
that his eyes were looking rather con-
cerned.
“The silly ass!” he exclaimed.
“Somebody 117” T asked.
“No, it’s Handforth,” put in Greyy
«Handforth!” I ejaculated, aghas
“Do you mean to tell me that Hand-
forth "is causing all this commotion?”y
“He’s having a scrap with an erran

boy,” chuckled De Valerie.




wgreat Scott!”

1 was really concerned, and I pushed
gy way through the crowd without
g for any more information.
1t didn't actually amaze me to learn
ipat Edward Cswald Handforth was
crapping.  The famous leader of Study
was never really happy unless he was
p;\nching somebody’s nose, or giving

ccmebody a black eye.

1t was not an easy task to push
inrough the crowd, but I succeeded
after a little® amount of trouble.

And then, to my absolute astonish-
ment, I beheld Handforth of the
His coat sleeves were turned
up, and it was quite evident that he
meant business.

“I'll show you, my son!” he shouted.
“Why, you cad! Tl teach you to call
me a clumsy bargee!”

“If youre lookin’ for a bloomin’
‘iding, I'll give you one—an’ quick!”
shouted a youth who was facing Hand-
forth. “It was your fault, anyhow.
Didn't you come blunderin’ across the
road jest as if you was drunk?”

“Drunk?” roared Handforth.
George!”

He rushed forward, and the next
moment he and the other boy were
fighting furiously.

Crash! Bang! Crash!

Handforth was a champion fighter,
and his fists landed squarely every
time. His opponent was bigger than
he was, but Handy was making the
fellow back away in circles.

I looked round, alarmed.

. Lend a hand, you chaps!” I ex-
taimed. “We can't allow this to go
0, you know! Therelll be a policeman
ere soon, and that’ll mean a terrific

«“By

1w, We'd better drag the idiot away
While he’s safe.”

Begad!  Rather!” declared Sir
Montje,

cJe and Pitt and Tommy Watson
SAme pushing through the crowd to
ﬁl‘y Side. I didn’t know what caused

€ scrap; but Handforth was a prize
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in Holborn,
He was cap-

idiot to engage in a tussle
But it was just like him.
able of any madness.

“Go it, long ‘un!”

“Don't let the kid beat you!”

“That’s the way—slosh him!”

The spectators were all keenly inter-
csted, and many of them gave advice
which was quite unwanted. Both
Handforth and his opponent were too
busy to take any notice of what was
going on outside.

I saw Church and McClure, Hand-
forth’s bosom chums, were standing
near by. MecClure’s left eye was clos-
ing, and Church possessed a thick ear..
Apparently, they had attempted to stop
the fight, with disastrous consequences..
‘When Handforth really got going he
was a terror.

“Now then—altogether!” I shouted.
“Let’s get through, please!”

Montie and Tommy and Pitt and one
or two others came pushing through
after me. A policeman was just visible
in the distance, and I could see that he
was coming along to make inquiries.
So there was not a moment to be lost.

*“Chuck it, Handy!” I shouted. “You
can't fight—"

Handforth glared at me.

“You clear off!” he roared. “I'm
giving this chap a licking, and-——
Yarooh! Why, you—you rotter—"

The errand boy had seized his
momentary advantage, and had got in '
a blow which sent Handforth stagger-
ing.

It was just as well, for Handforth
was easier to deal with. In spite of his
struggles, he was securely grasped by
five or six of us. We tore him away
from his opponent, and the crowd
grinned as we forced an exit through

them.
“Lemme go!” bellowed Handforth
violently. ““You—you silly asses! . I

5 z bR
was just giving that chap the licking: ol
his lgfeA Lemme go! I mean tQ' squash
the cad until he’s as flat as— 5

“Dry up, Handy!” I broke in sternly.
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“What the dickens are you thinking
about? You ought to be ashamed of
yourself.”

“ER9”

“Don’t you realise that you are
blackemng the fair name of St
Frank’s?

“‘Oh, rot!”

“It isn’t rot,” I said_calmly. “We're
not in London on a visit, Handy; we're
living here. And it wouldn’t look nice
in the papers if they reported wild
scenes in Holborn, caused by St. Frank's
fellows. You ought to be more careful,
you thoughtless ass!”

Handforth did not
repentant.

“When I get the chance I'm going to
biff that rotter again!” he declared.
“You don’t understand what happened,
you prize duffers! I was just crossing
the street when that juggins hit me in
the back with his tricycle. I wouldn’t
have minded that so much, but he
started swearing at me, and you don’t
suppose I was going to stand that?
dragged him off his rotten tricycle and
biffed him on the nose. I haven't half
finished yet! Lemme go!”

“Impossible, Handy!” I interrupted,
as_we hurried him off. “There's
policeman coming, and it wouldn't take

half a minute to arrest you!”

““Arrest me?” gasped Handforth.

“Of course!” said Pitt solemnly. “If
you create a disturbance in a public
thoroughfare like this the police don't
take two minutes to run you in. You'd
better make yourself scarce, old son.”

“We're not in Bellton now,” I went
on. . “We're in the heart of London,
Handy, and if you start any of your rot
here youwll find yourself pounced upon
in next to no time.”

“Besides, said McClure, “if the
Head hears anything about fighting in
the streets he’ll gate the lot of us. I
told you before—"

“Oh, dry up!” snapped Handforth.

He probably realised that we were
speaking words of wisdom, for he made
no further attempt to break aw: ay. The

look at all

-

¥
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little knots of people drifted away,
Holborn took on its usual aspect
more.

There were three juniors stand
near who had been rather interested
the scene, although they had made:;
attempt to interfere. ~ These junig
were Fullwood, Gulliver and Bell, of §
Remove.

The nuts of the Ancient House wej
far too elegant to take part in a
rough horseplay; moreover, they wor
have been quite delighted if Handfos
had been left to his fate.

“Just like the bounders to mter[er
exclaimed Fullwood, with a sni. o
would have served Handforth nghc
he had been taken away to tI polig
station in charge of a pohceman."

Gulliver chuckled. 8

“It won't be long before the id
gets into trouble again,” he saif

There won't always be so many ness|
by, ready to interfere. I say, thef
cigarettes look jolly decent, don’t they!

The nuts came to a halt outsi
showy window of a big tobacco:
shop. Fullwood and Bell looked at
cigarettes which Gulliver indicated, a
they announced that the smokes look
decent. 5 b

“You chaps wait here, an’ I'll go I
an’ buy some,” said Fullwood, taking
out his notecase. “As it happens, 3
want some loose change; I've gof
nothin’ except four pound notes anjf
a couple of fives

Ralph Leslie Fullwood was- flush—1

did not attempt to conceal the fact
he opened it. He always lik
his chums feel envious.

But it was rather an unwise thi
to display such a large amount of ca
in public. A man who was pass
at the moment seemed to be sudden!
interested in the shop window, and hi
gazed through the plate-glass search
ingly.

As a matter of fact, the man wa
really. looking into & mirror—4hy



cconist’s window was filled with

fITOL'S.

The stranger’s eye gleamed somewhat

5s e observed Fullwood’s “flush” con-

gition. And the man seemed more

interested in the window than ever.
He was faultlessly attired in a light-

colcured suit. He wore spats and a

powler hat.

The man certainly looked a gentle-
an.

1wood emerged from the shop and

< his chums.

All serene!” gaid Bell. “We haven’t

been spotted by any St. Frank’s fellows,

and nobody else takes any notice of us

here.

But Bell was mistaken.

“Excuse me, boys, put do you hap-
pen to know if a gentleman with a red
rose in his coat has been waiting about
hert

?2” asked a smooth, refined voice at
0d’s elbow. “I'm afraid I've lost
my friend, and we arranged to meet at

The nuts turned, and found them-
sclves looking at the well-dressed
stranger.

o haven't seen anybody—not to
hotice,” remarked Fullwood. “T'm
sorry, sir—P’m afraid we can’t help you.
I suppose yowre a stranger in these
parts of London?”

The man smiled.

“Well, hardly,” he replied. “I think
I'know every hole and corner for quite
along way around. It is my friend who
Is the stranger, and I amn becomin;
convinced that he has missed me in
Some manner. Well, never mind, the
appointment was of no real importance.
I gather that you belong to some big
school, although I don’t seem to remem-
ber your colours particularly.”
Fuilwood & Co. grinned.

‘iIWe belong to St. Frank’s, sir,” said
cll,

B

“Why, yes, of course!” exclaimed the

Other.. "“I'm qull this evening. I saw

8 few words in the newspaper about

Jour arrival in London. Well, boys,

how do you like it? Getting on all
P

Tights
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“Oh, we're gettin’ on fairly de W
said Fullwood. “We're rather sfx?;xllyg'e
to the district, that’s all. We've been
lockin’ out for s bit of sport, but there
seems to be nothin’ doin’ in that line,”

“Sport?” repeated the stranger.

“Yes; somethin’ out of the ordinary,”
said Fullwood. “We three fellows don’t
pretend to be goody-goody, an’ we like
a bit of a flutter now and again. We're
always ready for a little gamble, you
know.”

The stranger smiled and winked.

“I think I understand,” he said. “As
it happens, you couldn't have spoken to
2 better man than me. My name’s
Joseph Palmer, and if you care for a
flutter, I can help you.”

“I don’t understand,” said Fullwood,
staring.

“I suppose you like billiards—with a
little interest on the game?”

“Yes, rather,” said the nuts.

“And poker?”

“You bet,” said Fullwood.

“That's just a hint of the sport I
can give you,” said Mr. Joseph Palmer,
lighting a cigar. “If you'd care to come
with me now Tl give an evening of
entertainment that’ll make you feel

Fullwood & Co. exchanged glances.
“By gad! ere on!”
Guiliver heartily. .
“Not just yet,” said Fullwood, shak-
ing his head. “We'd like to come, Mr.'
Palmer, but we must be in by seven-
thirty—an’ there’s not much good in
goin’ with you for an hour.”
“Couldn’t you be late for once?’*
asked the stranger. %
“We could, but it wouldn't be advis-
able just now,” replied Fullwood.
““When things have got more settled
down we can take more chances. An’
it’s quite possible that we shall be able
to slip away after lights out, too.” i
“We could do that to-night!” sauj
Bell eagerly. . E
“Ncwgyog’re talking!” exclaimed Mr. -
Palmer. “If you could meet me, say ab
half-past ten to-night, I could give you
two or three hours of amusement—and

declared- -
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yowd get back to bed without a soul
knowing. But, of course, it doesn’t
matter to me. Come if you like, or stay
away if you like—I don’t care. But I
was a boy myself once, and there’s
nothing better than a little flutter now
and again.”

Fuilwood & Co. were impressed.

“It’s jolly decent of you, Mr, Palmer,”
said Fullwood. *Yes, I don't see any
reason why we shouldn’t meet you after
lights out. It's a bargain.”

‘And when, ten minutes later, the
rascals of the Remove wended their
way back to the school, they were in
high ood-humour; and fondly
imagined that they were to have an
opportunity of making a pile of money.

Curiously enough, Mr. Joseph Palmer
had the same conviction—with a differ-
ence. Fullwood & Co. had about one
chance in a thousand of reaping any
profit. Mr. Palmer was on a certainty.

GHAPTER 18.
After Lights Out!
TUDY C, in the Remove passage,
S was cosy and comfortable. Prep
was over, and I was sitting with
my chums in the glow of the electric
light, enjoying the lazy hour of freedom
before Supper.

“Well, we're jolly comfortable here
—that's one thing,” remarked Tommy
Watson languidly. “But I shouldn’t be
surprised if we find life duller in Lon-
don than it was at St. Frank’s.”

sir Montie shook his head.

t if Handforth goes on as he was
goin’ on this evenin’,” he said. “Begad,
it we hadn’t interfered, the frightful
duffer would have been arrested for
causing an obstruction.”

“1 don't think he would have been
nabbed, Montie,” I grinned. “But it’s
almost sure, same time, the Head
would have been told and that
might cause him to place Holborn out
of bounds. Just fancy the ass—Hand-
forlh, I mean—scrapping with a giddy
errand boy
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“Handforth, my dear fellow, is cg
able of anythin’—absolutely anythin
declared Sir Montie firmly.
no tellin’ what he will be up to ne
What amazes me more than anythin'§
how Church and McClure continue
ive. If I were in Study D, I shoi

erish of exhaustion within a week-§)
should, really!”

“Well, we needn’t discuss Handfo:
I remarked. “Just now you said som
thing about being dull, Tommy. Dog
you believe it. It’s my opinion we shd
have some pretty exciting times.”

“1 don’t see how,” said Watson!
“You remember what I told you abof
that Chinaman—"" ;

“Rats!” interrupted Tommy. *
was your fancy!”

I glared.

“Tm not in the habit of fancyid

“On 1

things,” I said. the first nigh

lights out—as I have already told
T slipped along to Gray's Inn Road,
the guv'nor's place. When I was
my way back—after I had got insid
the grounds, in fact—I spotted a

figure near the high wall. It vanisi
pefore I could get near, but I'm willi
to bet all I possess that the fellow w:
a Chinaman!”

Tommy Watson was openly sceptical

“yowd been thinking about Inspectg
Lennard’s story of opium smuggler:
he said. “You've got Chinamen on
brain, and when you saw a harml
tramp prowling about, you mistook hirf
for a giddy Chink! That’s the long an
short of it.”

“I don’t usually let my imaginati
get the better of me in that way,
son,” I said patiently. “That man wa
a Chinaman, and he may have had 1
connection whatever with the drug cas
of Lennard’s. I only say that it stru
me as being significant. That’s all. A
if that rotten gang is operating somes
where close by, we stand a chance 0
getting some excitement. Because, Of
the quiet, I can tell you that 4

guv'nor is as keen as mustard to g
on the track.”
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“Talking about mustard,” said Wat-
scn, ‘‘reminds me that we've got some

cold beef in the cupboard—and cold
peef isn't worth eating without mus-
tard. Who can we borrow some
ircm?”

Watson had effectually changed the
subject, and shortly afterwards we
were discussing cold beef sandwiches—
regardless of the fact that supper
would soon be ready.

en we went up to the Remove
dormitory I could not fail to notice a
decided chanve in the attitude of Full-
wood &

Thev were all Yooking rather excited,
and they all did their utmost to con-
ceal it. Either something had hap-
pened, or something was about to
happen. At all events, the nuts were
different.

I noticed a rather significant fact.
They placed their clothing in neat
piles, and all in readiness to don, even
in the darkness. Their boots were
handy, too. There was some reason
for this unusual neatness.

“Surely the bounders aren’t begin-
ning their old games?” I murmured.
“They can’t be thinking of breaking
bounds after lights-out?”

But I was pretty sure that they were
—and I realised that here, in London,
the nuts would have many more oppor-
tunities of satisfying their desire for
gambling than they received in Bellton.

It wasn’t my habit to interfere with
Fullwood and his set; and it wasn’t my
business to interfere, either. If they
liked to get themselves into trouble,
it was their own look-out.

At the same time, I resolved to butt
in just once—in order to give the reck-
less asses a word of warning.

Long before ten o'clock the dormi-
tory was silent, and in darkness. The
subdued roar of London was strange to
most of the fellows, but it didn’t keep
them awake. It takes more than the
distant rumble of traffic to disturb
healmy boy

to sleep myself, knowing I
1d awaken if Fullwood & Co. at-
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tempted to break bounds. And,,sure
enou"h just as the clock was chnmng
half-] ten, I was aroused by whis-
peyng

We ohall have to but“{ uD, I heard
Fullweod _mutter. half-past
already! We ought to be cut by now!
Aren’t you ready, Gully?”

A grunt from Gulliver.

“Lemme get my boots on!” he
growled.

1 slipped out of bed, and approached

the nuts.
“\g]hoawho’s that?” Thissed Full-

wood.

“Only me,” I said quietly. “What’s
the game, you duffers?”

“Mind yeur own business!” replied
Fullwood.

“Go to sleep, you interferin’ cad!”
muttered Bell.

“I don’t want to interfere,” I said.
“But I can see that you chaps are
thinking of breaking bounds. Don't
do it, Fully. Youll only get yourselves
into trouble. The game isn’t worth
the candle.”

Fullwood scowled.

“We don’t want your advice,” he
said sourly, ®

“I know you don’t” I said, “and
I'm rather surprised to find myself
wasting breath on you. But you'd
better go easy. Breaking bounds in
London isn’t quite such an easy game
as it was at St. Frank’s.”

“You ass!” said Gulliver. “We can
nip out, and it doesn’t matter who sees
us in the streets. Nobody will ask
questions, an’ it’ll be as safe as houses:
In Bellton we had to hide from every-
body who passed—because everybody
knows everybody else in a poky hole
like that. In London we're all serene.”

I smiled grimly.

“Well, you can go_your own way-
it’s not my concern. But I thought I’d
warn you beforehand—-'

“Oh, go to sleep!” growled Full-

woed. “We can look after ourselves!”

“That’s what you think—that’s what
all the greenhorns think—-"
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“Are you calling us greenhorns?”
asked Gulliver warmly.
es—I am—and it’s true,” I said.
"You Te strange to London. I'm not.
I was born and bred here. I know how
easy it is to get on the wrong track.
A man will get into conversation with

you—a 1l-dressed, polished gpntle-
man. He says nice things and all
rest of He invites you to go some-

where with him—quite innocent and
harmless, of course. But when you get
there you find the place is a rotten
gambling-den, or something of that
sort. And you come away with your
pockets empty—and the polished
gentleman is grinning. He’s got your
he has reason to grin. You
can’t do anything at all. You can't
complain to the Head, or to the police,
or to your peaple—because you'd ex-
pose yourselves. My sons, I advise you
to go easy. That’s all.”

“Really?” sneered  Fullwood.
“Haven't you got something else to
say? You were just gettin’ into your
stride. Go ahead! Don’t mind us!”

“Oh, he means well!” grinned Gul»
Hver.
we'll have our little flutter.
happen to be such asses as he seems
to think we are. We can take care
of ourselves.”

I dmnt feel inclined to waste any

h. T went to bed, and
Fun»\ool & Co. crept frcm the dormi-~
tory. My advice had left them un-
moved, but they would probably re-
member my words later on. In any
case, I hadn’t done any harm.

The nuts escaped from the school by
the same method that I had employed
on my first night in the place—vm the

roof. They were standing in the
cournald within four minutes.

“Good!” murmured Gulliver.
where do we go?”

“I‘ollow me,” said Fullwcod softly.

e led the way to the gates which
led into the playing-field, or paddock,
as it was called. The grounds were
not extensive, but large, considering the
position of the school.

“Now
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Fullwood scrambled over the gates
and his chums followed. Over
grass they went, until they arrived
che bottom. The high wall which ra;
bere was an easy one to scale—and
it led into a little public footway—as
allev This, in turn, led into a sidg

w
&

32 It’s
grinning.
They dropped over, and stood for
moment or two, regaining their breath,
Fullwood glanced at his watch.
“Quarter to eleven!” he muttere
“Mr. Palmer will be waitin’
“I say,” said Bell slowly,
wasn’t far wrong., you know—-'
“Wasn’t far wrong?” snapped Fullsd

easy!” murmured Fullwoos

“Nippe

wood. “What do you mean?”
“Well, about a well-dressed
stranger,” said Bell. “This chap/

Palmer is a stranger to us, an’ we don’t{
know where he’s goin’ to take us, doj
we? I've got thrty bob, an’ I don't;
wa nt to lose it—-

“I've got fourteen quid,” said Full-
wood. “I'm not going to lose mine, you
ass! Before I come back I'm going to
double my cash!”

“Same here,” said Gulliver.

“Yes, but it's queer how prper
should guess—” 4

“Oh, come on!” snapped Fully. 5

They walked down the passa,ge, and
nothing further was said. But &
seemed that Bell was rather ureasy
the advice had not been entirel;
ignored, Fullwood and Gulliver were
too conceited, and too “doggish” to
heed 2 word of ‘warning.
“Ah!

of the alley. And there,

against the wall, was Mr. Joseph ]

Palmer. He regarded the juniors with

a frown upon his clean-shaven, smooth

ace. 4
«This won't do,

boys,”
“You're late.”

“Sorry, Mr. Palmer,” yawned Full-
wood. “We couldn't get away
when we liked, you know.
things have to be wangled.”

he said.
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Mr. Palmer chuckled.

Ah, yes, of course,” he said. “Well,
me along.”

“There’s no particular hurry,” ex-
claimed Fullwood, taking out a box of
cigarettes. “Where are we goin’ to?”

Ifr. Palmer smiled.

“I do not intend to tell you—and
then you will be unable to chatter,”
be said frankly. “Not that there is
much fear of that. For your own
sakes, you will keep quiet about this
little jaunt. But it is better to be on

e

selves in a narrow, almost deserted
street, in the neighbourhood of Soho,
But Fullvood & Co. were not aware
of their location.

Without a pause, they were hurried
into a dark lobby between two -closed
shops. They went up two flights of
stairs, and finally came to a halt on
2 landing, where a single electric light
Jjutted out from the wall.

“This is a queer sort of show,” said
Fullwood, looking round. “I thought
you were goin’ to take us to a pub,

Pal

the safe side. Trust to me,
and you will come home with full
pockets. I presume that you have some
money—for speculation purposes?”

“T've got thirty shillings,” said Bell,

Mr. Palmer frowned.

“Only thirty shillings!” he said.
“But I understood—"

“Fully’s got fourteen quid!” put in
Bell. “An’ Gulliver is flush, too—
he’s got four-pounds-ten, at least.”

“Well, WePs}mlI get on all right,” |
% !

said M. er, smiling, “With
such an amount to play with—why, you
can easily double your capital. If the
luck is at all kind, you will return with
your pockets well lined.”

“Good!” said Fullwood & Co.

They went down the little street, and
in Holborn a taxi was secured. Then
they sped away into the gleaming
lights of the West End. Mr. Joseph
Palmer was reckoning that the game
was well worth the candle. Between
the three of them the boys had close
upon twenty pounds. And they would
probably prove very easy pigeons to
pluck!

CHAPTER 19,
A cay Time!

w ERE we are!”
H Mr. Palmer alighted from
the taxi, and Fullwood, Gul-

liver, and Bell stepped to the pavement
in the rear,

‘The journey had been short, and the
three St. Frank’s juniors found them-

, Mr,
here we could play billiards,
an’ all that sort of thing.”

“This is better than a public-house,
my boy,” smiled Mr. Palmer. “Wait
until you get inside. We cannot afford
to take chances—and you must not
judge the flavour of a cake by its ex-
terior appearance.”.

Bell hung back.

“I think we'd better
fellows,” he muttered.
get back, you know——"

“Rot!” said Fullwood. “We've come
here for a gay time—an’ we're goin’
to have it! Lead the way, Mr. Palmer!”

“That’s the kind of talk I like to
hear,” said Palmer genially.
don’t think I'm dangerous, do you?”
he laughed. “You are as safe in this
place as you would be In your own
school1” .

“Well, I can’t understand why you're
takin’ so much trouble over us,” re-
marked Bell bluntly, “We're strangers
to_you—-"

“Ah, but you are boys—and I was a
boy once,” interrupted the man. “It
gives me great pleasure to see you en-
Jjoying yourselves. Come along!”

He opened the door with a latch-key
and entered a dark passage. From
within the flat came the sound of
laughing, chattering  voices. Mr.
Palmer switched on an electric light.

“Hang your coats up here,” he said
smoothly.

He removed his own overcoat, and
the boys saw that he was attired i
evening-dress.

give it up, you
“We've got to
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“Now.
said_ Mr,
me!”

boys, we'll have some fun,”
Palmer genially. “TFollow

They went along the passage, and
passed through a doorway into a neatly
furnished room which resembled a
library. Books were lying on_little
tables, and there was no sign of any-
thing shady or “crooked.”

‘Through this room Mr. Palmer led
the way, and across to another door—
a door which was hidden by a plush
curtain. He pulled the curtain aside
and opened the door. Fullwood & Co.
entered the mysterious apartment
which lay revealed.

“By gad!” muttered Fullwood,
staring.

The place was a blaze of electric
lights, and filled with laughing, ex-
cited people. They were mostly men—
young men—but there were several
women. The latter were .well dressed,
and obviously belonging to the upper
class. The men for the most part were
in evening-dress, but some were attired
in ordinary lounge suits.

Fullwood & Co. gazed Lhrough the
haze of blue smoke upon the
scene. The occupants of the 1argc
room were gambling—all of them. At
one table poker was being played; large
piles of money lay on the green cloth.
At another table chemin de fer was in
full swing.

“Better thm billiards—eh?” smiled
Mr, Palm

“Fullwood turned a flushed f:

“Rather!” he said, takmg adeep
breath. “By gad! Rather!’

“Look over there!” muttered Gul-
liver. “They're - playm roulette!
That's a roulette-wheel!”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bell,
staring.

They moved forward, and Mr,

Palmer joined another man who had
approached, and was speaking to him
in a low voice. Nobody took much
notice of the three schoolboys; just a
glance or two, and nothing more. They
did not interest this flushed, fevered
throng of gamblers. The fever was
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upon them, and they cated little for
anything or anybody.

“This is a rippin’ place my snns"’
murmured Fullwood.

“Roulette, an’ poker, an’ goodness
knows what else!” said Bell. “I say,
Eo chis sort of thing allowed in

[ of course not, you ass!” said rull-
wood. “If the police knew about this
place they’d jump on 1bvan' arrest the:
whole crowd here—

“Then we might be arrested, if
we're copped?” asked Gulliver, startled,

Fullwood laughed.

“You ass!” he said. “There’s no
danger here! Thexe must be dozens |
an’ dozens of places like this. in the !
West End. The owners are too jolly.
cute to be copped, you duffers! We're~
as safe as houses—an’ we're goin’ to
have a good time!” 4

“Rather!” said Gulliver. “Most of '}
these people are greenhorns—an’ we're
rather experienced at the game. We
shall be able to skin them like one ;
o'clock. We’lll go home with ourj
capital doubled, just as Palmer said.”

Bell was not looking so_dubious. 3

“It seems all right, anyhow,” he re-;

marked.
‘“‘Aren’t you glad you came?” asked
Fuliwood. g

“Yes, now that I know what the
show is,” said Bell. “Let’s have a look
at the punters round the roulette-
wheel. It's jolly interestin’. We'll
splash a bit after we've got the hang
of thin;

They edged their way nearer to the
roulette-table. There were rows ol
chairs round the table, and all were
occupied. Other punters stood behind,
playing over the shoulders of those
who were seated.

“Make your game, gentlemen!” said
the croupier droningly.

Roulette is a fascinating game—if
you are silly enough to let it get hold
of you. A fellow loses his head very
soon, and he plunges recklessly and in-
sanely, The game is a sheer gamble, |
and a player stands to win huge sums
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of money—with luck. But it is far
easier to lose than to win—although,
strangely enough, the punters seldom
realise this.

The chances are all in favour of the
bank. Even when the game is played
the punters stand to lose all
along the line. But a fair game of
roulette is almost unknown; and those
who are being cheated never realise
that they are being cheated. The game
is so fascinating that one always
reckons to beat the croupier at his own
game.

Fullwood & Co. were not entirely un-
acauainted with roulette. There had
been a famous occasion when they had
visited a gambling-den in Bannington,
three miles from St. Frank’s, Roulette
had been played there; and Fullwood
and his chums had lost all their cash.
But they had not gained any wisdom.

ey were as eager now to try their
luck as they had been then. It looked
80 easy—and the chances of ‘“going
down ™ seemed remote. There were so
many chances of victory.

“Watch!” muttered Bell.

The croupier had just picked up the
ivory ball. At the same time he gently
turned the roulette-wheel. This wheel
was divided into thirty-seven compart-
ments; one compartment for zero,”
and one for each of thirty-six numbers.

The game was not at all difficult to
understand—quite simple, in point of
fact. Fullwood & Co. knew all about
it. The wheel was turned in one
direction, and the ivory ball spun
within the wheel in the opposite direc-
tion. Then the wheel gradually slowed
down—until the little ball clicked into

one of the compartments. The
number of that division was the
winner.

If any punter had backed that par-
ticular number-to win he would re-
ceive thirty-five times the amount of
his stake. If, for example, he had
placed a pound on sixteen, and sixteen
turned up, he would rake in the large
sum of thirty-five pounds—over and
above his original stake.

-3
But there were thirty-seven spaces
including

on  the roulette-wheel,

ning—that is, one more than the
bunters. Which made a deal of diﬁetfi
ence. ]

Fullwood & Co. were greatly
interested.

As the croupier requested the players
to “make their game,” money was
placed on the table.

“Of course, we needn’t splash much,
to begin with,” murmured Fullwood.
“We can go a bit cautiously—until we
get into the hang of it. Not that I
need any teachin’. I know all about
i

“Well, that’s more than I do,”" said
Gulliver. “I remember playin’ in that
Bannin'ton place, but I've forgotten
most of the details.” ¥y

Fullwood decided to air his know-
ledge.

“It's easy,” he declared. “A winnin’
number, if it comes up, brings in thirty-
five times the amount of the stake—
but that’s risky play; it's takin’ a
chance. You can shove your money on
the line between two numbers—coverin®
both. Then if either number turns up

you receive seventecn times the
amount of the stake. That's called a
‘cheval’ See?” ‘

“But that’s a bit risky, isnt 1622
asked Bell, oy Lo

“Well, you can shove some cash on
a row of three numbers, an’ that’s
called a ‘transversal’ If it wins you
get eleven times as much as you bet—
or, rather, if one of the numbers
comes up. Or you can back columns of
humbers—or dozens. In that case the
winnin’ number brings you in_double
your stake money. I think we'd better
play cautiously, though, to begin wm:x.
an’ simply back red or black., That's
merely an even chance. Then there’s
‘pair an’ impalr, an’ all sorts Of
things.”
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“Blessed if I can remember it like
that,” sald Gulliv
They noticed that the minimum
stake was a shilling—but most of the
p\mters backed more heavily than this.
There she goes again!” muttered

e
'I‘he wheel spun, and the croupier
tossed the ball in. Fullwood and his
chums watched intently. The ball
\Vent clicking round the shallow basin
the wheel, in the sides of which were
ﬁcted little metal studs. At length the
wheel came to a stop, and the croupier
droned out the result.
“Ei; teen,  black,
manque.”
here was a hush for a moment,
then a buzz of voices.

“See that fat chap?” whispered
Fullwood. “He had a bob on number
eighteen—that means co say that he’s
got thirty-five bob to come. Silly ass!
Why the deuce didn’t he put a quid
on?”

“He didn't know the number was
comin’ up!” grinned Gulliver.

“I don’t see the fun of standin’ here
an’ watchin’,” remarked Bell “We
haven’t got much time, and we want to
make a bit. I'm goin’ to shove some
money on the table next time.”

His chums decided to follow suit.
‘They were feeling unusually free and
easy. They were unknown—strangers
among strangers. There was no possi-
bility of their “flutter” reaching the
ears of the Head.

And they were inclined to let them-
selves go for once. Fullwood intended
showing off, and he pulled out a bundle
of notes ostentatiously. Some of the
punters stared when Fullwood com-
menced operations by laying a pound-
note on the table. He only took an
even chance, but it was a big risk.

Gulliver and Bell were content with
a modest half-crown each. By extra-
ordinary luck, they all won. But was
it luck? The croupicr knew that they
were newcomers, and perhaps he
wished to encourage them. There was
little doubt that he was able to con-

impair and
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trol the wheel almost exactly as he de-
sired.

“Great!” mubtered F‘uu\\ood his
eyes glittering.

He proceeded to Iay iurther sums
upon the table. After ten minutes of
play he had lost his winnings, but was
by no means discouraged. Gulliver and
Bell were both “in” to the extent of
several shillings, and they were of
the opinion that roulette was a great
game.

Fullwood plunged In order to make
his total higher, and his chums plunged
m a minor degree to keep him com-

pany. The result was not exactly as
they anticipated. They lost heavily.

“I say, this won't do,” muttered Bell.
“I've only got exghteen bob Ieft! I'm
twelve bob down!”

“What about me!” snapncd Full-
. “I've lost three quid

“Oh, we shall make it up,” said
Gulliver. “Some of these people here
have won twenty or thirty pounds
to-night |*

Mr. Palmer strolled across to the
table, and smiled at the juniors.

“Enjoying yourselves?” he asked
genially.

“Oh, rather!™ said Fullwood, with a
sneer. “I enjoy !osvn"”

“Losing?” said Palmer, elevating his
eyebrows. “Dear me! That's bad,
young man! You mustn’t lose your
money S0 soon Perhaps you have
been pl“ymg lecklessly Let me advise -
you what t

For five mmutes Mr. Palmer remained
near at hand, and he whispered advice
fo the excited nuts. Fullwood won
thirty shillings back, and Gulliver and
Bell were actually in pocket over and

bove their capital.

¢ This is fine!” said Gulliver enthusi-
astically.

“Keep on this way, and you will win
all along,” said Mr. Palmer. “I've
shown you what to do, boys. Keep it

He strolled off again, leaving Fullwcod
& Co. to their own devices. He h:
encouraged them a great deal, and Chey
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'entered into the play with greater vim
and determination,
| But the nuts had bad luck.

The minutes passed, and their money
went all in one direction. Now and then
a break would occur—they would win.
But for every shilling they won, they
lost ten.

The result was inevitable.

Bell was the first to go “broke. » His
money had gone, and he borrowed a
pound from Fullwood to help him to
win back his losses. As a result he lost
Fullwood’s pound as well.

Fullwood himself was in a bad way.
His notes had been disappearing with
startling swiftness. The more he lost
the more desperate he became. Gulliver
Jost his money, and watched—miserable
'and sullen. He hoped that Fullwood
would win hand over fist. There would
be a fund to borrow from then.

“Dash it all, I'm goin’ to plunge this
time!” muttered Fullwood. “It’s the
only way of gettin’ back what I've lost.
Roulette is a rippin’ game, but the
luck’s all against us to-night!”

The “luck” continued to be against
them—or, rather, against Fullwood. His
plunge resulted in failure, and he was
left with three pounds. And he had
started with something like fourteen!

He decided to place his money on a
number. A pound staked in that way
would bring him in_thirty-five pounds,
if he was successful—and that would
more than make up for his losses.

The first note went, and the second
was in the balance. The wheel came
to a stop, Fullwood & Co. watching it
feverishly.

“Lost!” said Gulliver huskily.

“Hang it!” grated Fullwood. “It’s
rotten—absolutely rotten! IT'm fed-up
with the game, an’ everythin’ else. Let’s
clear!”

“You 've got a quid left, haven't you?”

“Yes, an’ I'm goin’ to stick to it!”
snapped Fullwood.

! You might win back

n'—-'
all right!” szid Fully. “Td
better try, I suppose.”
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He tried—and lost! He ane
had entered the flat with gvg fv?erf?x
pounds between them. They had beezl
there a bare hour. And now they were
penniless! Roulette was certamly a
ripping game—for the banker!

CHAPTER 20.
A Startling Adventure!
s R0KE!” said Fullwood savagel

B “Broke to the wide!” By

“All three of us!” groaned
Bell and Gulliver.

They had drlfted away from the
roulette-table, and were standing to-
gether in a miserable group. It was im-
possxble for them to take part in any .

other game, for they had no money.

“We were fools to come at all!” said
Gulliver, with real wisdom.

“How the thunder did we know the
luck would be against us?” asked Full-
wood. “Any other night we might have

won.”

“Oh, rot!” said Bell

“It’s always the case,” went on Full-
wood. “Everybody can’t win, and every-
body can't lose. It’s just a matter of
luck, an’ the luck was against us. An’
now we're stony!”

“It was your idea,” growled Gulliver.
“If it hadn’t been for you, Fully, we
should have stayed in bed—"

“That’s right—round on me!” snarled
Fullwood. “I didn’t drag you here, did_.
I? You needn't shout, either. I've lost
three times as much as you have.
shall Jbe hard up for weeks because ¢ oi
thi:

The nuts were short-tempered. There
are few gamblera who can lose WJthout

was only natural that Fuuwood & Co.
should be snappy with one another.
“We shall all be hard-up for weel

said Bell.

“Yes, an’ you owe me & quid,”
marked Fullwood. “I1l trouble you to
pay that when you get your nexi
remittance—"

“I losk

“You silly ass!” snorted Bell.
that quid at roulette!
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“you’ll have to p"ly me—~*
“Rct"’ sald
«Took h e—

“?rool hadn’t lost it, yow'd only have

shoved it on the table yourself,” went

on Bell warmly. “I'm not payin’ that
quid back, Fully! I think it’s a bit
rotten of you to mention it!”

Fullwood glared.

“You rotten swindler!” he said
fiercely. “If I'd only had that quid I
might have made tons of money——"

“Oh, shut up!” snarled Bell.

“Dear me! Not quarrelling, surely?”

Mr. Palmer strolled up, a big cigar in
his mouth. He regarded the nuts with
interest.

“No, we're not quarrellin’,” said Full-
wood. “But we're not in the best of
tempers, Mr, Palmer. You wouldn't be
in a good temper if you'd lost over
fourteen quid! The luck has been dead
against us.”

“Were all
miserably.

Mr. Palmer moved the cigar from his
mouth,

“But you were getting on well when
I left you” he said in surprise.

“We did our best!” growled Bell.

“I'm_sorry, boys—very sorry!” ex-
claimed Palmer concernedly. “So
you've lost all your money? Dear, dear!
That’s too bad, especially on your first
night here.”

“I reckon xt’ll be the last night, too!”
said Fullwe

“Nonsense'" laughed Mr. Palmer.
“You mustn’t get discouraged, boys.
Why, another time you will make up
for this. Have another try now, and
perhaps you will be able to mend your
Tortunes to a slight extent.”

Fullwood shrugged his shoulders.

“We can’t bet on nothin’,” he said,

“an’ I don’t suppose the croupier will
accept_our I0 U's.

“Ferhaps not—but I may,” said Mr.
Palmer smoothly.

lfg}!w(])lad & Co. stared.

owll ace v

Gulliver ept our IOU's?” asked

RS ¢ have no objection to lending you a

broke!” said Gulliver
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pound each,” said Palmer. “Then I
will hielp you to double it at the roulette-
table. Pay me back when you like; you
needn’t worry the least. Your
I0U’s will bﬂ sufficient for me.”
The nuts brightened up, they were
willing to snatch at any
“It’s jolly decent of you
Gulliver eagerly,
“Nonsense!” said Mr, Palmer. “Now,
let me see. These cards will do—"
He produced three plain slips of paste-
board from his pocket. Apparently, he
kept them there for this particular
purpose.  Fullwood & Co. soon signed
their names to the miniature documents,
and three pound-notes were handed

sir” said

ver.

They considered that Mr. Palmer was
true-blue, and did not even trouble to
ponder over the actual facts. Their
"gencrous » friend had merely refurned

a portion of their own money—and he
had them in his power. With those

I0U’s his possession Mr. Palmer
could dncta.te to them as he chose.

The nuts did not realise that Palmer
was probably the man who ran the
gambling-flat. The croupier was a
partner, perhaps, or an employee,

“That’s all right, boys,” said Palmer
cheerfully, as he pocketed the IOU’s.

Now, we’ll see if we can’t increase that
little capital of yours. It ought to be
quite easy.”

“Hadn’t we better try poker?” sug-
gested Fullwood. “We're rather good
at poker, or nap, you know.”

Mr. Palmer shook his head.

“You lost at roulette, so you must win
at roulette,” he said. “And you will be
able to get your money quickly, too.”

The roulette-table was still being
heavily patronised, and it was some
little time before the nuts could get a
look in. Then, upon the whispered
advice of Mr. Palmer, they staked their
money—in shillings.

Sometimes they won, sometimes they
lost, but, in the main, they continued
to win, Mr. Palmer was respousible for
this. He wanted them to win; he
wanted to give them encouragement.
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At last Fullwood & Co. had doubled
their opening money; they possessed
two pounds each, And they were feel-
ing cheerful and light-hearted. Even
Fullwood, who was still thirteen pounds
“out,” was smiling.

“It proves that we tan win, anyhow 7
he remarked. “It only needs systen
an’ a little more knowledge of the mble o

“That’s right,” smiled My. Palmer.
“Why, before long you will be able to
break the bank! It would be rather
interesting to see the cmupler done out
of his job, for want of cash!”

He glanced at his watcl

“ Nearly one oclock » e said.
you were going, boys.”

“One o’clock!” ejaculated Gulliver.
“Great Scott! We shan’t have any
sleep at all if we don’t nip back!”

“I'm stayin’,” said Pullwood calmly.
“I want to win some tin—-

“Let me advise you to go now,” put
in Palmer. “You will only lose your
money if you stay. You are excited.
Moreover, I can take you back by taxi
if you come now. Otherwise you will
have to walk, and that will be a
nuisance.”

The nuts looked at one another.

“We'd better go,” said Bell,

“Yes, I suppose we had,” admitted
Fullwood. “But we can come again
another night, an’ have some sport.”

“Of course you can,” smiled Mr.
Palmer.

He piloted them to the door, and a
few minutes later they were out in the
open street. The taxi was Wamng, and
Fullwood & Co. bundled in. This time
the vehicle did not travel very far.

It came to a halt at the top of Kings-
way, with High Holborn just in front.

Mr. Palmer jumped out.

“You can walk from here. boys,” he
said smoothly. “It isn't far.”

He had succeeded in getting Fullwood
& Co. away from the flat without
their learning its exact locality—and
that was all he wanted. They were only
boys, but he had profited to the extent
of about twenty pounds, and had lent
So he was

“Time

his victims three of if.

kid

seventeen pounds clear in pocket. The
game was certainly worth the candle.
Furthermore, he had a hold on the
young rascals now—he he]d their
10 U‘ And they might be useful—

later

“Good-night, boys!” said Mr. Palmer.

“Hold on, sir,” exclaimed Bell. “What
about that money we owe you—a quid
each? I think we'd better pay that off,
and get those cards backs We've got
the money now, and—-

My dear lads, say no more,” laughed

almer ' trus you.”
“That's dec of you,” remarked
Fullwood. “Stlll we’d like to pay our
debts.”

“Yes, of course,” said Gulliver,

Palmer shook his head.

“No, no!” he said emphatlcally = §
will not accept the money to-night. You

have had rather bad luck, and you are
short. Don’t think of paying me back.
I can wait until you are in funds again,
That will be soon, I suppose?

“T'm expectin’ a fiver at the end of
the week,” said Fullwood.

“I shall be in funds on Saturday,
too, put in Gulliver.

“Then leave it until Saturday, by all
means,” said Palmer, who had been
pumping for that informntlon “I can
meet you again on Saturday night, if
you wish. Then we can have some more
sport.”

Fullwood nodded eagerly.

That’s a fine ldea, sir,” he exclaimed.
“We shall be able to get our money
back, and we can pay you, too. Eleven
oclock on Saturday mght, at the back
of the school. Is that all serene?”

“Splendid,” said Mr. Palmer. “Don't
b;. late that's all. Goud night, boys!”

Good- night, sir!

Mr Palmer !umpedi nto the taxi, and
it moved off. He still held those IO U’s,
and there was no question about the
nuts turning up at the appointed place
on the Saturday night. They would
have fresh supplies of money then, and
Mr. Palmer chuckled as he anticipated
the fate of their cash.

Meanwhile. Fullwood & Co. were
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briskly along High Holborn. It
?215"‘?55, ng the street was nearly
erted.
de‘s‘Of course, we've gone down fright-
fully—at least, I have,” said Fullwood.
“I'm quids out. But the luck doesn’t
always go in a chap's favour. I'm not
a rotten loser, anyway. On Saturday
Tl make up for to-night, by gad! Tl
rake in a cool twenty quid!”

“Jolly decent of Palmer to lend us
that money,” remarked Gulliver. “We
should have been stony without it. It
was decent of him, too, to refuse to take
it back to-night. He'’s a. real sport.”

ather!” agreed Bell

The nuts, in' spite of their “smart-
ness,” were thoroughly duped. They
‘were unable to see through Mr. Palmer’s
very obvious game. One lesson was not
sufficient for them. They were deter-
mined fo visit the gambling-den on the
Saturday night. No doubt they would
learn then the folly of placing faith in
plausible strangers.

They reached the little alley at the
back of the school without any unto-
ward incident. A policeman had eyed
them rather searchingly, but he had not
spoken. And the cads of the Remove
were rather glad to get into the alley.

“We'd better go cautiously,” mur-
mured Fullwood. “If we're spotted it’ll
me"m a floggin’ an’ a gatin’. Follow

’I”hey scrambled over the wall, and
dropped into the paddock. All was still
and dark. Not a light showed in any
window from the school buildings. The
place looked grim and gloomy to the
returning revellers,

“‘Makes me feel creepy, by gad!” mut-
tered Bell. “Even St. Frank’s, in the
heart of the country, doesn’t look so
beastly sinister as this place does. I
shall be glad to get indoors!”

“You blessed funk!” grinned Full-
wfo' “There’s nothin’ to be afraid
oft?

They crossed the playmv field, and
reached the gate which led into the
paved couxtyzud Climbing over the
gate, they entered the yard, and were
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about to move forward towards the
gymnasium, when Fullwood paused.

“Hold on!” he breathcd “I thought
I saw—— Yes, by gad!®

The others halted abruptly.

“Eh?” said Bell, in a nervous whisper.
“What—what did you sce””

“Somethin’ moved——

Fullwood paused,
breath.

Something certainly had moved. The
courtyard was dark, save in one small
strip. Here a ray of light penetrated
from a neighbouring arc standard. The
light was a good distance away, but the
beam in the yard seemed quite brilliant.

And an object had moved in the
gloom; it moved, but it made no sound.
The three startled juniors could not see
whether it was man or animal; it
crouched as it walked, and there was
something queer abdut it.

Then, abruptly, the object passed into
the beam of light. It was only a
momentary glimpse that the nuts re-
ceived, but that glimpse unnerved them,
For the thing they saw was horrible. '

The figure scemed to be that of a
man, attired in a long, flowing robe. The
face was visible, and it was this which
gave Fullwood & Co. such a sl

It was yellow, and it was like nothing’
human. Gaunt and ghastly, it resembled
a death’s head, and in the hellows of
the eyes two shining orbs appeared.
Just that one flash, and then the thing
vanished into the darkness. Not a’
sound had been made, and the nuts
shook as they stood.

“What—what was it?”
hver fam(ly

b ooh !’

Bell thsrmred something huskily, his
knees knocked together, and the next
moment he fell in heap on the|
ground. He lay perfectly sml and
Gulliver and Fullwoed stared at Rim in

orror,

“He’s fainted!” panted Fullwood.

“Oh, my goodness!” said Gulliver.
“What—what shall we do? That thing
wasn’t human. Fully! It—it looked
like a skull—>

and caught his

gasped Gul-
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Gulliver’s nerve forsook him, and he
made o dash for the gymnasium, Full-
wood, after one second, followed. They
forgot all about Bell; their only thought
was to get into the house—into the
Remove dormitory.

Panic had seized them, and they
scrambled up to the roof of the gym-
nasium like monkeys climbing a tree.
Up the roof they clambered, and into
the window. Théy made a considerable
noise as they sped down the passage,
but they didn’t care.
they knew what they were doing.

Reaching the dormitory, they burst
in and closed the door.

“Is—is it comin’?” gasped Gulliver.

Fullwood’s nerve began to return.

“Shut up, you ass!” he snapped.
“Youll wake everybody! We were
‘Where’s

asses to rush in like that!
Bell— That—that thing we saw—"

“It was a ghost!” gasped Gulliver
shakily.

“Hallo! Who's tal}ung about ghosts
ab this txme of night?

t up in bed, the voices of the
frightened pair having awakened me.

I could dimly see them sitting on their
beds on the other side of the dormitory.
They were breathing heavily, and were
plamly scare

‘lﬁhats wrong over there?” I asked
softly.

"We—we'd better tell him!” muttered
Gulliver,

e came over to my bed, and I could
then see that he was fully dressed. Full-
wood followed.

“Tell me what?” I inquired. “What's
the matter with you two? I suppose
you've just come back from your little
outing? You prlze asses! Il bet any-
thmg that you've lost all your money!”

Gulliver clutched at my arm.

“Bell isn’t here!” he smd huskily.
“He’s down in the courtyard —
unconscious!”

“Its true!” panted Gulliver. “We—
w_somethin’—somethin’ horrible!

sa’
Au Bell fainted away, an’ fell down.

It is doubtful if It

9
He's there now, Nipper, lyin’
e per, Iyin’ in the

I slipped out of bed.

“Pull yourself together, Gulliver,” T
said sharply. “You dont know what
youre talking about—-—"

“He'’s scared out of his Wits,” said
Fullwood. “We were crossin’ the court-
vard—Bell an' Gully an’ I—when we
saw somethin move. There was an

.awful yellow face—"

. “Like a death’s head!” shivered Gul-
iver.

“Well, it did look pretty ghastly,”
said Fullwood. “Bell was so frightened
that he fainted, or somethin’. We left
him down there, the ass. I expect he'll
get all right soon, an’ then he’ll come

I looked hard at the quivering pai
“A fine pair of beauties, aren’t you?”,
I said contemptuously. Yowd better
buck up and fetch Bell in, before a
master awakens. This is what comes
of breaking bounds at night—
“Oh, don't preach!” snarled Fulls
wood. “I'm not goin’ to fetch Bell in!
If he likes to stay outside it’s his look-
out. Rats to him!”
“I'm not goin’, either,” muttered Gul-
liver,.’ “After seein’ that—that ghost

“You fellows had better get into bed,”
I interrupted curtly. “You've got about
as much pluck as a pair of rabbits!
Where did you leave Bell? " I'm going
to !etch him in.”

“He's down in the courtyard you'll
see him,” said Fullwood. i
you to stay here, Nipper.

comin’ in soon; he was a fool to faint
away like that.

“Where_did this ghost vanish to?” I
asked, as I dressed.

“It—it simply faded into the dark-
ness!”

“Yes, but whereabouts?”

“Over to the left side of the court-
yard, against the wall of the College
House,” said Gulliver. “There’s no
window there, and not even a door. The

e thing couldn’t have passed
throuch the solid wall,  It—it just
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vanished, you know!
it was a ghost!” .

“we’ll see about that,” I said grimly.

And I hastily dressed.

I tell you straight,

CHAPTER 21.
Investigations!

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST
S yawne:

wned.

“Begad!” he murmured, blink-
ing round him into the gloom of the
dormitory. “Who is that? What are
you doin’ out of your bed in the middle
of the night? Dear me! You're
aressin’, dear fellow!”

I turned, rather impatient.

“Who told you to wake up, Montie?”
I demanded.

“Dear boy, I'm fnghtfully sorry if
T've offended you, he said calmly.
“But, really, I have no contrgl over
myself when I'm asleep. I thought I
heard voices.”

“If you don’t talk more softly youwll
hear other VO]CES—yOH’ll have the whole
dormitory awake,” I said. “Listen to
me for a minute and if you want to
take a hand in the little game you'd
better shove some clobber on—quick!
I cant stop for any fancy dressing,

ind.”
2 R ally, old fellow—"
“Listen!” I interrupted.

And I briefly told er Montie the
facts. He listened with growing sur-
prise and concern, and by the time I
had finished he was out of bed, dress-
ing himself. Fullwood and Gulliver
were between the sheets by this time,
awake, but nervous still

“This is shockin’, dear fellow,” ob-
served Montie at length. “Those fright-
ful bounders ought to be punished.
Fancy leavin’ Bell in the courtyard in a
faint! “Bell's an awful cad, but even
a cad deserves attention when he'’s
bowled

‘We di -
Fullvooq. dn} ‘tﬂbeo\}d !;xma over,” growled

“¥ou misunderstand me, dear boy—
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I mean,
West stiffly.
“Don’t argue,” I said.
see for ourselves. Ready

“One mcment dear old boy—:ust one
moment ! ”

“I've been waiting three minutes—""

“But I must find my collar an’ tie,”
said Montie. “Just give me a second!”

“Rats!” I exclaimed. “You don’t
want a collar, and you don’t need a
tie. Youwll do as you are. Come on!”

“Really, Nipper, I—"

“If you don't come now I shall g0
without you!” I declared grimly.

I walked down the dormitory, and
Montie, with a sigh, followed on my
heels. We didn’t think it advisable to
awaken Tommy Watson. There was no
reason for three of us to be prowling
about in the dead of n

Outside, in the corndor, I faced my
noble chum.

“This affair seems to be a hit mys-
terious, Montie,” I whispered.

“Dear fellow, it does,” he agreed.

“Fullwood & Co. saw something—
that’s certain,” I went on. ‘““And it was
something which scared them out of
their wits. Theyre not particularly
plucky, and I suppose it* was easy
enough for them to be scared. It was
dark and gloomy, too, and that added
to the effect.”

“Do you really think that Bell
fainted?”

“‘Bother Bell,” I said—“although, to
answer,_that question at once, I do be-
lieve he fainted. He's the biggest funk
in the Remove, except for Long. But
I'm thinking of something else. ‘You
remember what I told you lasb week?”.

Sir Montie scratched his head.

“You told me a.frightful amount of
thmgs old boy,” he said slowly. “I
can’

“About seeing a Chinaman on the
premises, I mean—a Chinaman in the
courtyard,” I broke in. “Tommy
wouldn't believe it at first, and you were
a blt sceptical. But I lmo\v 1 saw him.”

‘“Yes, I remember
“Well, doesn’t it smke 'you that Full-

you rotter,” said Tregellis-

i We’ll go and
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wood & CO. might have seen the China-
man, t00?” I asked keenly. “The face
was yellow and deathly—that’s how it
would 100k to a set of scared funks. I
can’t help thinking of those drug mer-
chants, Montie. In this district there
is a gang of Chinese rotiers who are
trafiicking in cocaine and opium, for
unlawful purposes. They're smugglers,
and it seems to me that we might be
able to find things out. It would be
rather rich if that gang has 1ts head-
quarters right near the school.”

“But, dear old boy, it’s rather far-
fetched—

“Rot!™ I interrupted. “You don’t
know London as I do.

“Perhaps not, old m'm."

“Well, then,” I went on, “it seems to

me that were on the track vf some-
thi d I mean to i thor-
oughly ‘We'll go down now, see where
Bell is, and then nose about for a bit.”

“Begad! Thatll be frightfully in-
terestin’,” said Montie languidly.

We wasted no further time, but hur-
ried to the corridor window. It was
open, just as the nuts had left it. The
night was dark, and at_first we could
scarcely see the roof of the gymnasium,
immediately below us.

. I lowered myself first, and reached
the ground without any difficulty. Then
Montie came down—nearly head first—
and I only just managed to save him,

" I grinned. “Don’t make
all that nmae 2

“I slipped, dear boy!” gasped Montie.

A sound, like a long sigh, came from
‘the darkness.

1 looked round, and then saw a dim
form lying on the ground. It raised
itself up as I stepped across the yard—
and I needed no telling that the form
belonged to George Bell, of the Remove.

“Who—who's that?” he asked faintly.

“All right, my son,” I said. “You
needn’t be startled—""
, “Nipper!” muttered Bell. * “Thank
goodness! I—I thought—"

“Never mind what you thought,” I
'went on, bending over him, What's
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the trouble? What the dickens made
you_swoon?”

“It’s gone now!” murmured Bell
huskily. “I saw it plainly, Nipper?

An awful yellow face— Fullweod an’
Gulliver saw it, too! Where are they?
I—I don't seem to remember—-

“You fainted,” I said. *Gulliver and
Fullwood are in the dormitory—and
yowd better follow as quickly as pos-
sible. What you need is sleep. And
you'd better look lively in the morning,
too—unless you want the Head to know
of your rotten gambling jaunt!”

Bell seemed to recover rapidly.

“I—Ill go in,” he said, staggering to
his feet. *“But that terrible face—"

“Where was it?” I asked. “There
was a figure, T understand and it van-
ished into thin

Bell pointed a quwermg finger.

“It disappeared over there,” he said .
unsteadily. “There’s_nothing but a
blank wall, Nipper! Yet it vanished!
Oh, it was a ghost—I know it was! I
want to get away from this harnble
place!”

He was quite unnerved, and Monue
and I found it necessary to assist him
up the gymnasium roof and into b
building. When we reached the Re-
move dormitory we left him to himself.
He was quite capable of undressing B.nd
getting into

“I don’t want to make objechons,
dear fellow,” said Sir Montie, as we
crept down the corridor againg “but
wouldn't it be better if we went to bed,
t00? We can examine the yard much
better in the mornin’—"

“Can we?” I broke in. “With dozens
of curious chaps dodging about? Don’t
you believe it, Montie! The best time
for us to get busy is—now. I wani to
have a look at the spot where the ap-
parition disappeared.”

“Just as you like, Nippers said
Montie. “I'm agreeable, begad!

“If you don’t want to come—"

“Pray be sensible,” said Tregellis-
West, severely. ‘I wouldn’t dream of
backin’ out. Your decision is final, dear,

i
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fellow—as they say in the compemmn
rules

We slipped out of the wmdow, and
descended to the ground once more.
Everything was dark and quiet, and it
seemed rather strange that any China.
man should intrude in that quiet spot.

But I had seen one with my own eyes
several days earlier, and now Fullwood
& Co. had been scared by some appari-
tion which they could not understand.
It was only natural that I should draw
the most obvious inference.

Furthermore, it provided me with an
opening for an investigation, and I was
quite eager to get to work.

“I thought about waking up the

uv'nor,” I whispered, “but I don’t
think that would be advlsable Montie.”

“Vxhy not? Mr, Lee could do a lot

“He could do better than us,” I said.
“But we should have to explain about
Fullwood and the others—and I don’t
want to sneak. For to-night we’d better
look into this affair ourselves. If we
are successful—well, I can tell the
guv'nor then. But it’s qulte possxble
that we shall find nothin

“Most probable, in fact" murmured
Sir Montie.

“Tho»

“Oh, nothin’, dear boy.”

1 grinned, but said no more. Tregellis-
West was plainly sceptical; he was
under the impression that my efforts
would be useless. But, somehow, I felt
that I should be able to discover some-
thing—even if it didn’t amount to a lot.

I had an electric torch on me, and as
I walked over to the wall of the College
House I switched on the light. I took
care to keep the light very low on,the
ground, and we had no difiiculty in “See-
ing that there was no outlet in the
Comer which Bell had indicated. The

wall of the building rose straight from
the ground, and there was no window
Just there. There was not even a
grating.

I can’t quite understand it,” I re-
marked. “If the yellow chap disap-
peared in this corner, he must have
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vanished into thin air or dropped into
the solid ground. He couldn’t have got
out of this dark corner without going
back. I expect that’s what he did do,
but the nuts were too scared to notice

&

“Yes, I suppose so, old boy.”

I altered the direction of the light a
trifle, and then moved forward, with a
little exclamatio

“My hat!” I ‘murmured. “What's
his?

“It looks like a drain cover, dear
boy,” said Montie.

“That’s what it is, too.”

The ground was quite clear and solid,
and set into it near wall was one
of those square iron coverings which
one often sees. Beneath it, no doubt,
were some drain-pipes—and this place
was merely provided for the purpose of
clearing the pipes if they got blocked.

“Well, I wouldn't trouble to examine
thls in ordinary circumstances, because

t’s a bit tall to suppose that the mys-
terious figure vanished into a. drain-
pipe,” I said. ‘“But, in the absence of
any other outlet, we must pay attention
to this one—even though it seems out.
of the question.”

I went down upon my knees, and
examined the edge of the griting with
minute care. And as I did so Montie
watched languidly. My heart began to
beat faster, for I had made a discovery.

“Montie!” I breathed. “This cover
has been rhoved recently. The dust has
been disturbed, and there is every in-
dication that the cover was lifted less.
than an hour ago. It can't be a drain
cover, after all! That Chmaman must
have gone down this way.”

Sir Montie began to get interested.

“Do you really think so, old son?”
he askes

“Ido,” I replied. “Lend a hand!”

We tugged at the cover, but it was
some little time before we- could shift it.
There was no handle, and we found it
necessary to lever the thing off. But at
last we were successful in our efforts.

“Good!” I breathed. “Now' we'll
seel”
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“pr ay listen to me for one moment,”
said Montie. ' “If the Chinaman dxsap—
peared this way, Fullwood & Co. would
have heard him opening the cover—they
would have seenhim doin’ it, begad!”

“There’s no certainty about it,” I
replied. “If this is an entrance to an
underground den, the Chinks have prob-
ably got a special way of opening the
cover which we don't know anything
about. That’s not an important point,
anyhow.”

We raised the cover and propped it
against the wall. Then I switched my
torch on once more, expecting to see a
deep, dark cavity. But I received some-
thing of a shock. For the cavity was
only a foot deep, and was simply a break
in two small drain-pipes. A fox-terrier
couldn’t have squeezed in.

“Hard lines, dear fellow!" murmured
Montie.

“Yes, I'm afraid I was rather too
hasty,” I admitted. ‘Nothing human
could have got into this place. But it’s
queer, all the same I can swear the
cover moved recently.”

"E}.acuy 354 sald Momie calmly.
a plumb«l probably.

I nodded.

“Afraid you're right,” I murmured.
“But, all the same, this drain doesn’t
strike me as being in proper repair.
We had some rain yesterday—a good
deal, in fact. And yet these two drains
are as dry as a bone. They must have
been dry for weeks.”

“Perhaps they're different kind of
drains, old boy. There’s no tellin’, you
know. They might lead from a part of
the House where——

“Great Scott!” I gasped.

Montie paused abruptly, for I had
spo\(nn in a startled tone.

1 knew there was something fishy
about it!” I exclaimed tensely. “I was
just feeling the pipe, Montie, when it
moved—the whole base of the cavity
moved, in fact. Yet it looks solid.”

“Begad! You're not suggestin'—"

“I'm not suggesting anything,” I in-
terrupted. *“We'll wait and see.”

“By

- gy

I commenced pressing on t] 5
pipes in different places. o For k;en?fx?fe
nothing occurred; Lheu abruptly, the
whole basin swung back, dropping at
the same time into a cuvlty at the side.

deep shaft was revealed—a shaft
leading straight down into the solid
ground. At short intervals iron foot-
steps were fixed in the wall. Montie
and I stared down with growing excite-
ment.

“What have you got to say now?” I
asked tensely, “I was right! Ihada
feeling that there was something out of
the ordinary about thls place Look,'
Montie! This is a shaft.”

“I am quite bewildered, dear boy,”
confessed Montie. “What about the
drains? How does the water flow—-"

“You duffer! It's only a fake,” I ex-
plained. “Don’t you see? This exit is
made to look like an ordinary drain
cover. Any ca,sual examination wmﬂd
reveal nothin,

“And what shnu we do now?”, s.sked
Tregellis-West.

“Go down!”

“But what about tellin’ Mr. Lee?”

“Before I tell the guvnor anything
I want to have a look round myself,” I

aid, “Perhaps youd better stop up
hele, Montie—on gual

Sn Montxe smiled.

hat’s a rippin’ idea—I don’t
think!” he said calmly. “I'm comin’
with you. We can leave the cover °
slightly opened, so that our exit will be
all serene. I'm comin’ with you,
ipper.”

“All right,” I sald. “We won't go
far, anyhow. I just wanted to see
where this shaft leads to—that’s all.
Follow your uncle!”

I descended into the shaft, and
Montie followed. He made 1no aftempt
to close the hidden door, but merely
pulled the iron cover down—leaving it
slightly out of position.

“We-don't want td? be trapped, you
Lbow, he murmure

I cast my light downwards, and saW
that the descent was clear, So_&
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_switched it off again, and we descended
'in darkness.

The shaft was not quite so long as I
had anticipated, for, just as I was
thinking of getting some light on the
subject again, my feet touched solid
ground—instead of another footrest.
“Hold on, Montie,” I whispered. “Go
easy!”

The beam of light shot out, and re-
vealed the fact that I was standing in
a fairly narrow circular brick tunnel
It was quite dry, and I had no diffi
culty in recognising it as one of the olcl
type sewers.

In all probability it had been in a
state of disuse for a good many years,
and its presence was forgotten. In
any case, the place was neglected by
the authorities, and was now in the
possession of a band of drug traffickers.
That, at all events, was my firm
impression.

“Come on down, Montie!” T whis-
pered, looking ‘up.

Tregellis-West descended the last
few footrests and stood by my side.

“Begad, we've got into a queer place
now, dear fellow,” he observed, peer-
ing round through his pince-nez. *
was under the impression that you had
come to the end of the shart ang that
we couldn’t go any farther.”

“We've come to the end of the
shaft, all right,” I agreed. “But
there’s a tunnel here, my son—an old
sewer, by the look of it. This is where
we've ‘got to go cautxously, We might
have to bunk in a hurry.

In order that no mistake sheculd be
made, I made a mark ju
shaft. It was possible that we should
pass other shafts along the tunnel, and
we didn’t want to get mixed up.

By this time both Montie and I were
excited; the thought of turning back
Dever occurred to us. Our chief aim
'was to press on—and discover every-
thizg. ' Who was the man who had de-
scended into the place?

I was determined to get at the truth.

-

'THE GREAT FIRE AT ST. FRANK'S!

CHAPTER 22.
The Yellow Band!
HE sewer led straight in one direc-

I tion, but we could see the end of

it in the other. Switching my
torch on again, I closely examined the
dry floor, and had no difficulty in see-
ing how the land lay.

For, in one direction, the ground was
undisturbed; whilst in the other the
dusty brickwork was covered with
marks.

“That must be a cul-de-sac up that
way,” I whispered, pointing down the
short portion of the tunnel. “It’'s no
good going in that direction. ~Well

cx cep along this way, and see where we i

“I‘m wuh you, Nipper, old boy.”

“Good!”

We walked .on, and I took the pre-
caution to place my handkerchief over
the bulb of the torch.
gave a subdued light—less visible at a
distance, but quite sufficient for our
needs.

‘We had not proceeded far in this
way before I became aware of a twn
in the sewer. It was nct an abiupt
turn, but a curve. And I was just
about to remove the handkerchief from
my torch when I changed my mind.

1 switched the torch off altogether.

“Begad,” breathed Montie, “what's
the meanin’ of—"

“Hush!” I whispered. “Not &
sound!”

For, now that the curve had heen
rounded, T became aware of a dim glow
in the distance ahead. It seemed fo

1t thert-only |

fill the whole tunnel about twe hun-

drcd yards away from us.

And, as we crept forward again, I
felt a decided change in the atmo-
sphere. It was warmer and more
stuffy—and there was a horrible, sickly
odour in the air.
scent in a moment.

“Opium!” I hissed trmmuh’uh,y

“Really, dear boy?”

“Wwe'd h”ttcr be t!
back,” I sai

I recognised the -
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tigation  had

don’t want to run any ur v
risks, Montie. There might be a dozen
Chinks farther along this tunnel. There
might be a whole band of them.”

“A yellow band, begad!”

“That’s it, I agreed. I'll tell you
what, old son. We'll just go along for
another hundred yards and listen. If
we can’t hear anything we'll venture
farther. Then we'll buzz back.”

“An’ what then?”

“The guvnor!” I said briefly.

There was no need for our light now.
We could see quite distinctly, owing to
the reflected light in the distance. The
source of the illumination was not
exactly in view; it was probably in a
side tunnel, or cavity.

We crept on very carefully now, and
after a while we came to a halt and
listened. But everything was abso-
lutely silent. And I suppose the ad-
venture seemed gll the more mysterious
because of that.

At last I decided to turn back while
we were stili safe. If I had been alone
I might have ventured on farther, but
I didn't want to drag Sir Montie into
any unnecessary peril. L

But just as I had come to the de-
cision I saw a dim doorway just in
iront. - A very weak light was emanat-
ing from it; we had not seen it earlier
kecause of the brighter light ahead.
.- “We'll just take a peep through that
doorway,” I whispered.

‘We reached the opening, and peered
cautiously round. At first we could see
very little. There was no actual light
in the place; but it opened into an-
other cavity, as we could see by an out-
lined doorway. The place was not
very large, and at first I thought that
it was merely filled with a few bundles
of something. Then one of the bundles
moved.

The truth came to me in a flash. The
bundles were men—lying' upon mat-
tresses! Probably they were opium-
soaked Chinamen who had come fto
sleep off the effects of the drug.

In any case, I concluded that our

enough. We could do very little by i;ael.‘
naining, for it was quite impossible to
venture farther without the certainty
of being captured.  And, cnee in the
hands of those yellow scoundrels, our
fate would probably be swift and un.
pleasant.

“Well go back now, Montie,” I
whispered.  “Let me lead—"

“Good gracious!” gasped Sir Montie.

He had taken no care to lower hig
voice, and I turned abruptly. His
startled tone assured me that something
was decidedly wrong. And something
was! Standing in the tunnel, and bar-
ring our retreat, were two Chinamen!

“Great Scott!” I exclaimed huskily.

The yellow men had come up unseen
and unheard. Stealthily, they had cut
us off, and I realised—too late—that I
had been foolish to venture so far.

The Chinamen stared at us, and we
stared at the Chinamen. For a few
seconds there was a tense silence. Then
my wits returned, X

“Charge!” I whispered quickly,

Montie took his cue at once, and we
both prepared to dash forward. A swift
attack might possibly bowl the yellow
brutes over, and leave the way clear for
us to escape. But there was a sudden
flash of steel—and we found ourselves
facing two wicked-looking knives!

“Old boy,” gasped Montie, “it can't
be done!”

‘We held curselves in check, our hearts
beating rapidly. And at that moment
I caught a glimpse of another figure be-
hind—a third Chinaman. He, unlike
the two in front of us, who were
dressed in European clothes, was attired
in flowing robes. And his face was
Dpositively hideous—disfigured, deathlike,
and horrible to gaze upon.

“So!” exclaimed one of the China-
men. “You velly blave Blitish boys—
eh? What you doee here? Allee samee

lisoners. You savee?” " 5
b “Prisoners!” I said warmly. *“You've
got no right to make us prisoners, you
rotter! This sewer isn't your private
property, I suppose?”
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The Chinaman didn’t move.

“Allee samee plisoners,” repeated the
man who had spo’:en “You comee
here to spy. Is it? You speaky the
You tellee me how you camee
in this place?”

“Oh, we just dropped in,” I said care-
lessly. “Having a look round, you know,
No harm in that, is there? If we're not
wanted here we'll clear out. We're al-
ways ready to oblij

A hand grasped my shoulds

“Whete you come flom?” demanded
the Chinaman,

“It looks like being fine, I think,” I

lied.
“No playee tlicks!” excla)med the
vellow man sharply. 1 speakee | &
to you! Who sentee you hue" Where
you comee flom?”

Sir Montie, whose shoulder had been
shaken, Jjust rescued his pince-nez in

timy

“Speskm to me?” he asked.

goin’ now, dear i

So! You velly clever whlte boys"’
sald the Chinaman softly. “¥You no
speaky? Allee samee plisoners. No
escape, Savee?”

He turned as he finished speaking, and
uttered a long string of words in his
own cond afterwards,
Montie and I were seized, and the point
of a knife was placed against our backs.
Any refusal to move forward would
have had disastrous consequences

“You walkee!” ordered the
man.

‘We walked. There was nothing else
to be done, in fact. After being faken
along the tunnel for a short distance we
passed the opening from which the light
was streaming.

I glanced in as we went by, and saw
that several parafiin lamps were burn-
ing in the heavy atmosphere. Several
repulsive- looking Chinamen were mov-
ing about, and the place was littered
with cases and stools,

“We re
ht !

S,
China-

Sir Montie and T
8 narrow deorw: qy
ng slﬁmmed
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I fished out my electric torch ands
switched it on, The light revealed the
fact that Montie and I were in a tiny
stone chamber. It was empty, save for
ourselves, and the only exit was by
means of the door. This was solid, and
there was a tiny slit at the top for
purposes of ventilation.

Tregellis-West and I gazed at one
anobher rather blankly

old boy,” said Sir Montie. “We
seem bo be in a frightful hole—we do. §
really. What are we goin’ to do?”

“Well, that's a question I can't
answer, 41 sai *I suppose it’s my i
faulc really for being such a reckless

“Pray refrain from being so utterly

absurd,” interrupted my chum. “We
didn’t expect to be collared, did we?
It's just our misfortune, begad! I don’t
suppose these yellow gentlemen can
keep us here for long.”

“No, I suppose not,” I said slowly.

But at the same time, I was decidedly |
uncertain. Tregellis-West didn’t under-
stand the position as I did. I had had
some experience of Chinamen before;
and I realised that we should be ex-
ceedingly lucky if we succeeded in get-
ting out of our perilous predicament.

‘We could do nothing to help our-
selves. We were trapped hopelessly.

I judged that the time was already
later than two a.m. The school, of
course, was fast asleep, and we could
not hope for any help from that quarter.
But in this supposition I was wrong. :

Certain events were occurring at the
school which were destined to make a

great deal of difference to our position.

Ralph Leslie Fullwood, for once in
his life, acted sensibly. But he only did
s¢ because he began to get somewhat
scared.

He knew that Sir Montie and I had
ventured out of the dormitory to fetch
Bell; and he knew that we had gone
off again—to investigate the apparition,
And Fullwood could not get to sleep.
Perhaps he was kept awake by the know-
ledge of his losses at roulette; perhaps
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he was wondering what had happened
to Sir Montie and I.

At all events, after an hour had
passed, Fullwood was still awake. Every-
body else in the dormitory, including
Bell, was sound asleep. But Fullwood
was, rather worried—for once in a while.

“Two o'clock!” he muttered, as he
heard a clock striking. “Why don’t the
fools come back? Perhaps they've been
injured by somethin'—an’ if they’re
found in the mornjn’, there'll be a
frightful bust-up.”

Fullwood was certainly thinking about
the safety of his own skin, He didn't
want to get into any trouble. And
after a while, he decided to slip out of
the , and make il
on his own account.

But he merely went to the corridor
window, and gazed out into the court-
yard. Naturally, he saw no sign what-
ever, of Montie or myself.

“ They've gone!” muttered Fullwood

do'

idiots! What did they want to go out
again for? I don't see \vhy I should
interfere! Hang them

He walked back tows,rds the dormi-

tory, but paused half-way up the corri-
dor. He was still gravely uneasy, for
he really thought that something seri-
ous had happened.
- So, after a moment’s hesitation, he
hurried away to Nelson Lee’s bed-room.
He wanted to shift the responsibility
on to somebody else—and it was better
for him to go to the Housemaster.

Arriving outside Nelson Lee’s bed-
room, he tapped upon the door and then
waited—very nervously. He had half-
expected that he would be compelled
to knock two or three times, but al-
most at once the door opened.

A blaze of light flooded out past
Nelson Lee into the passage. The
schoolmaster-detective was standing in
the doorway in his dressing-gown, and
he regarded Fullwood with uplifted
eyebro

“Is anythmg wrong, Fullwood?” he
asked.
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“No, sir—that is to say, yes, sir1”
exclaimed Fullwood nervously. “Nip-
per and Tregellis-West are missing,.
sir.”

“Missing? What do you mean?”

“Bell an’ I felt rather stufly after we
got to bed, sir, and we went out into
the cour tyard for a little while— 3

“Indeed! ” exclaimed Lee. “And
how did you get there with all the
doors locked? ”

“We got out of the window, sir,”
said Fullwood hurriedly. “While we
were standin’ in the courtyard a hor-
rible figure appeared, an’ Bell fainted.
I went back to the dormitory, an’ Nip-
per an’ Tregellis-West fetched Bell in.
Then they went out again to have a
look round. But they’ve been away a
frightful time, sir, an’ I'm beginnin’ to
think that somethin’ must have hap-:
pened.”

Nelson Lee regarded Fullwood rather

“I will not press you to give me your
full story to-night, my boy,” he said.
“But you must tell me what this figure
was you saw, and where it disappeared.
If Nipper an’ Tlegelll&West are sml
out, they must be fetched in.

Fullwood was not at all anxxous to
give the full story. He wanted to get
out of any punishment, and was re- '
lieved when Nelson Lee allowed him to

go—after the detective had gained a]l
the knowledge he required.

For ten minutes after Fullwood’s de-
parture Lee remained sitting in his
chair deep in thought. Then, with &
rather curious glint in his eyes, he
rose to his feet and got to work.

CHAPTER 23, :
The Escape! .
EAR fellow, I am begmmn to
despair—T am, T y
Sir Montie Tl'egelhs -West's
tone was not at all in keeping with the
words expressed. For he spoke quite
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cheerfully, and even lightly. But he
seldom spoke in any other way Montie
was always urbane and calm.

«There's no need to despair, old
chap,” I said, “although we've been
here for two hours.”

“Two hours!” echoed Montie.
was thinkin’ it was twelve! ”

“It has seemed a long two hours, I'll
admit,” I said.  “Butb it’s only just
about twenty past three. A nice time
for two respectable schoolboys to be up,
isn't it, Montie? ”

“Up!” said Tregellis-West. “It
seems to me that we're down! We've
hit upon the secret of this yellow band
of smugglersfzm’ yet we can’t do any-

“p

hin’.”
“That’s just the trouble,” I said.
“If only the Chinks would make a

move it would be better. ~But were
stuck in here, and we don’t know
what’s going to happen. That's the

aggravating part of it. What a born
idiot I was to venture so near.”

“Yes, rather,” said Montie absently.
“«Enhs”

“Oh! I was thinkin’! ” said Montie,
with a start. “Sorry, old boy.
really didn’t mean to agree that you're
a born idiot. 'We were both in it to-
gether, an’ I dare say the fault was
mine. I might have made a noise, or
somethin’. I'm a shockingly careless
chap, you know.”

‘We continued talking together—
mainly for the sake of keeping one an-
other company. We were both feeling
very anxious, but we pretended to be
cheerful. We made ourselves believe
that an opportunity of escape would
soon come. But I, for my part, had
many doubts.

I knew that we had stumbled upon
the secret retreat of the Chinese gang,
and it was scarcely probable that they
would allow us to go free—to tell our
story to the police. It was far more
likely that we should be kept prisoners
for an indefinite period.
th didn’t hope to see anybody again

at night; although I said nothing to
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1|ful!

Montie about it. I was afraid that wi
should receive no food,
morning.
very particular - with regard to any
prisoners they happen to have on their:
hands.

But, as it generally happens when one
comes to a conclusion, I was wrong.
Scarcely five minutes had elapsed be-
fore the key turned in the lock of thex
door. We had heard no sound of any
approach, and we both turned expec-
tantly and curiously. The door opened,
and the figure of a tall Chinaman was
revealed.

He had a lantern in one hand, and a
long knife in the other.

“You follow me—savec?” he said,
in a low voice. “You vellee clever boys
—but you been allee samee too clever
this time. ! No keepie you here,
my young fliends. No safe. You go.” §

“You're goin’ to set us free? ” asked
Montie, in mild surprise.

“Oh, yes—you flee allee light—vellee
flee soon,” said the Chinaman. “Plenty’
much killee—the liver.”

“Begad! ” said Montie. “How fright.
They're goin’ to kill us, old hoy!
What was “that he was sayin’ about our
livers'

E He wasn't referring to our livers,”
I replied. “He meant the river,
Montie. We're going to be killed, and
then thrown into the Thames. T ex-
pect we shall be shoved into a sewer,
and the water will carry us down to
the river.”

“That’s frightfully interestin’,” said
Montie steadily.

“You blave boys—vellee blave,” said
the Chinaman. “Allee samee, solly to *
killee you. But you know too muchee. .
You die. It’s quicker, and more certain.
You tellee nothing when you dlowned.”

“I don’t suppose we shall tell much,”
I sa\d calmly.

“You comee—savee?”

The Chinaman waved his hand, and
we walked out of the stone chamber
into the tunnel. There was nobody in
sight save our captor. But there was




1e prospect of geiting the better of
n, for he kept his knife constantly

cted that we should be taken
nother place, where others of the
ow gang were congregated.  But
did not happen. We went
ght past the openings along the
nnel, until we were seemingly lost.

Eut, in spite of my meek obedience,
1 was feeling desperate and reckless.
1t seemed that we were to be killed in
cold blood. Well, I meant to make a
gt for it. It would be far better to
make a struggle for life now. Onc of
s, perhaps, would succeed in getting
that would be a distinct

avay. And
advantage.

So, without the slightest warning, I
acted.

Montie and I were being forced along
zhead of our captor. His open knife
was held point outwards; at the least
sign of treachery on our part, that
wicked blade would play its deadly
part.

There was only one possible chance
~and that was a slim one. It is no
easy task to trick a Chinaman—and I
would never have attempted the feat
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“I don't know—I didn't expect i
happen at all,” I rephcdp S\Vilff{:l;? ’
“We've got to bunk—and bunk like
mad, too. Come onl”

Montie needed no second bidding,
Leaving the lantern behind—after ex.
tinguishing it—we dashed away down -
the tunnel, our way illuminated by my
electric torch. We didn’t know if we
were in the right sewer, and we didn’t
much care. Our main point ‘was to
get away!

And then, it seemed, our luck de-
serted us. For, as we turned a bend in
the tunnel we almost ran headlong
into a yellow-faced figure in a flowing
robe. Before we could dodge, or even
show fight, the Chinaman seized us.

His grip was like iron, and we were
helpless. Breathless as we were, we
simply hadn’t the strength to struggle.

“You tly to escape—so?” exclaimed
the Chinaman softly. “Vellee foolish,
my young fliends. You comee ‘with
me.”

We were forced along the tunnel,
prisoners once again. A short minute
before our hopes had been raised. Now
they were cast down again. I hardly

what after that.

if the position had been less desy 2

While walking, I abruptly fell head-
long to the ground, as though my foot
had caught upon a projection. The
next second I wriggled over like an eel,
grabbed at one of the Chinaman’s legs,
pulled with every ounce of my strength
—a Lren;xendous, violent jerk.

rash!

The man fell headlong on to his face.
The lantern went one way, and the
knife clattered down. My trick had
been successful. I had never really
hoped that the ruse would work.

“ Great Scott! ” I gasped.

The lantern had not gone out. I
Shatched it up, and the flickering glare
revealed the Chinaman on the floor.
He had caught his head upon the hard
Stone floor—and he was stunned.

“Dear boy, how did it happen?”
Panted Montie.

Everything seemed like a nightmare,
and the first really certain thing I.
knew was that we had arrived at the
shaft—the shaft which led up into the
courtyard of the school!

I blinked up, amazed;
dawning upon me.

“You are taking us up here?” I
asked blankly.

“You goee first, English boy,” said
the Chinaman. “Hullee—no time to
waste. And no flicks. Me fliend. Me
no harmee you.” !

“A friend!” I exclaimed huskily.
“ But—but— )

“No wastee time,” said the China-
man curtly. “Climbee up!”

More bewildered than ever, Montie
and I scrambled up the shaft, and &t
last we stood in the open air, under
the stars, I took in a great breath,
and wondered if I were still awake. -

realisation
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The Chinaman closed the metal
cover of the false drain, and Montie
and I looked on in a dull kind of way.
Montie was still unable to realise what
had occurred. We had been expecting
such dreadful things—and we had got
our liberty!

“You veliee foolish boys,” said the
Chinaman severely. “ Allee samee, no
sense to go along the sewer. In fact,

you young rascals, you thoroughly de-
serve a sound thrashing. You might
have been killed! ”

_Montie and I staggered.

“Begad! ” panted my chum.

“The guv'nor!” I gasped.

“ Exactly,” sald Nelson Lee, in his
natural voice. “I was just coming
along to see what I could do—but it
seems that you were well on the way
to freedom when I found you. You
must tell -me what happened.”

It was some few moments before we
could get over our amazement. 'he
“Chinaman” we had run up against
was none other than Nelson Lee him-
self! He had just been coming along
to give us a hand—and he had thought
that we were doomed!

The guvnor, we found out, had
easily discovered the false drain-cover
—for we had left it partially open.
Guessing that we had met with mis-
fortune he had taken the precaution
to adopt a disguise before commencing
our rescue. !
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to venture so far,” he exclaimed, aff
we had told him all. “But I cal
very well punish you for this escap:
for you have discovered a great denl 9
valuable information.”

“Do you think this yellow band
the gang responsible for the dry
smuggling, sir? ” I asked eagerly.

that point,” replied the guv’nor.
the case is still far from complete, a
you must be very careful in future. S
nothing about this to a soul—I inteq
to let it drop.”

“And youre not going to invesH
gate further?” I asked, staring.

“I was referring to your escapade
said Nelson Lee smoothly. “I shall ce)
tainly make very close investigations
but I shall do so alone. Now, bo}
you must get off to bed at once. And
et me advise you to leave this mattes
quite alone in the future.” 3

A minute later we were hurrying
wards the Remove dormitory.

“Leave it alone, eh?” I whisperel
“That's likely, isn’t it, Montie? I cal
see a good deal of excitement comin
along.”

“It certainly looks like it, dear f
low,” said Tregellis-West, yawni
“But at present, I want to get to bed

But before going to sieep I came to the
conclusion that our adventures witl

i Yes, Nipper, it was foolish of you

the drug smugglers were by no mean :
at an end! 5

(In surmising this NIPPER is not far wrong, as is proved in |
« THE MYSTERY OF ST.FRANK’S ! ”—which will appear in_
No. 282 of The Schoolboys’ Own Library, published Thursday,

November 5th.—Ed.)
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CHAPTER 1.
Skimpole's Latest!

4 HAT on earth is that box-of-
tricks?” gasped Tom Merry,
in astonishment.

The Terrible Three were crossing the
quad on their way indoors from foot-
el practice when Tom Merry stopped
short and pointed towards the wood-
shed, where a grinning crowd of fellows
were congregated round a—well, it
would be hard to classify what the
weird and- wonderful contraption
really was. It stood about six feet
high, gnd appeared to consist mainly
of a long bamboo framework enclos-

| £nd from the sides of this protruded
| tiree tiers of queer-shaped wings,
covered with a vivid-patterned wall-
paper, patched here and there with bits
©f newspaper,
“ i it up,” remarked Monty
er, in answer to Tom Mesry's
question. “It’s either a new device for
scaring crows or an acroplane designed
and built. by an inmate of Ceclney
Hatch,  We'd better investigate this,
chaps.”

And Monty Lowther led the way to-
wards the little crowd surrounding the
queer contrivance.

“Hallo!  Just what I guessed!”
chuckled Lowther, as the three pushed
their way through the group. “It’s
Another of Skimmy’s giddy inventions,
Cheerio, Skimmy! What is it this
time? A giant mouse-trap, or a patent
bird-catcher?”

Herbert Skimpole, the genius of the
Shell, who was busy winding thick
tord on a small winch-like arrange-
Nient. turned an earnest and enthu-
siastic face to Tom Merry & Co.

“It is neither, my dear Lowther,” he

;’TOWSER’S NARROW . ESCAPE !

1 By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

A sparkling story of the Chums of St. Jim’s, featuring GEORGE HERRIES
Bulidog TOWSER. A

replied, with a glow of conscious pride
at his invention. “It is a new type of
flying-machine.”

“Oh, crumbs!” E

“In its present state of construction,
of course,” pursued Skimpole, seeming
oblivious of the chorus of chuckles, “it
merely embraces the simple properties
of an ultra-powerful man-lifting kite.
Before adding the motive power, how-
ever. it is necessary to test the lifting
capacity of the—er—'planes. That, my
dezr fellows, I am about to do. I am
exceedingly gratified, my dear Merry,
that you have arrived so opportunely.
Ynuﬂwiu be willing to help, I am sure

ing a series of box-like compartments. | —

“Like a shot, Skimmy!” smiled Tom
Merry good-naturedly. “What do you
want me to do? Wind the thingummy-
iig up?”

“No: I will attend to that. I merely
desire you to seat yourself in this,”
beamed Skimmy, indicating a Himsy
trapeze suspended from the body of his
invention.. “Unless the cord breaks,
it will be quite safe, I assure you. When
you have ascended to a thousand feet

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Eh, what? Half a mo’, Skimmy!”
said Tom Merry hastily. “If it means
going up in that blessed thing, then
my help’s off—decidedly off |”

“But reflect upon the high honour of
being the first—"

“A broken neck is too dear a price to
pay, Skimmy, my dear ass. Why not
test the thing yourself—

“Ahem!  Allow me to offer you the
opportunity, Lowther—-"

“Nothing doing, Skimmy,” said Low-
ther gravely. “But I'll remember your
kind offer when I contemplate suicide,
old fellow.”
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“Ha, ha, ha

“Manners, my dear fellow—"

“Rats!”

“Dear me!”

Skimpole sighed deeply, and blinked
round appealingly ough his big
glasses. But there were no takers—
only grins. There was really very
little chance of Skimpole’s flying-
machine flying—his inventions never
did work. And none of the grinning
juniors seemed willing to take the risk
of this one being a success. It was
really most disheartening to the St.
Jim’s inventor.

“Really, my dear Merry,”
again, earnestly.

But Tom Merry & Co. did not stay
to reconsider the matter. They walked
away chortling. In the School House
doorway they ran into Blake, Herries,
Dighy and D’Arcy of the Fourth, who
were gathered round a large hamper
standing in the hall.

“My hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“That’s a whacking great hamper,
Blake!”

“If it contains tuck, then we're your
fmex;nds for life,” said Lowther. “Who

he began

“Shurrup, you silly asses!
breathed Herries. ‘‘He’s asleep.”

“Eh! Who’s asleep?” ejaculated
Tom Merry.

‘“Towser, of course! He’s had a
jolly good feed, and I want him to
sleep all through the journey, if pos-
sible—he doesn’t like hampers,” ex-
plained Herries. “I'm sending him to
the show at Wayland. He’s going to
bag the first prize for pure-bred bull-
dogs. let me tell you. But we're wast-
ing time. I suppose you haven't a tie-
on label you can spare me, Merry?”

“Dare say we can find you one, if

yowll come up to No. 10,” grinned
Tom Merry.
“Oh, good! TII leave you chaps to

look arter Towser, Blake, old man. And
mind,” added Herries warningly, “don’t
Wwake the poor old chap.

TOWSER'S NARROW ESCAPE!

D'Arcy groaned wearily when he

. They had spent the b
part of a half-day helping to prepd
Towser for the dog show, and all thrf
were feeling “fed” with Herries
his beloved pet.

“Ill be thumped if I'm going
waste any more time over that bles
animal!” snorted Blake. “Let’s go
get tea, and blow Towser and all

works!” 4
“Yaas, wathah!” agreed Ar hy
Augustus. “That hampah will be siig

enough here. Come along, deah boy:

And the three Fourth Formers
parted, -leaving the hamper containi
the sleeping Towser to take charge
itself.

Barely had Blake & Co. gone Wi
three juniors entered the School Hou
They were Levison, Crooke, and Mek
lish—three shady ‘juniors who Wi
always ready to harm anyone or s.n)]

hing.
“I\ Ty hat!” exclaimed Levison, qut !
ting the hamper. “That’s a stunning’
hamper! Whom does it belong to,
wonder?” &
Crooke stooped and peered betwe
the interstices of the basks etwork.
“It's dashed bulldog
Herries’,” he grunted. “He's
asleep, toov the lazy beast. I ¥
there’s nobody about. Let’s roll thi
beast down the steps, Levison.” 3
“Toppin’ wheeze, Crooke,” grinn
Levison. “Yank hol
He gripped one handle of th
hamper, and Crooke was about to grash
the other when Herbert Skimpole cani
ambling up the School House steps
There was a decidedly dispirited e
pression on the inventor's brail
features, and Levison & Co., who ha
been amongst the crowd in the quaéd
chuckled as they saw it.
“Ah, my dear fellows,” he begald
eyeing Levison & Co. somewhat doubt
fully, “I wonder if I can prevail upﬂ
cne of——"

f:
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“Oh, buzz off, you tame Ilunatic!”
said Crooke, with a sneer. “If you
jolly well think we’re fools enough to
play with your potty toys—"

‘“Half a mo’'!” said Levison quickly.
I suppose you haven’t persuaded any-

one yet to test your invention,
Skimmy?”

“ Unfortunately, no,” replied Skim-
pole sadly. “But I—-

“And you won’t, I'm airaid,"
observed Levison gravely “But if I

mlght make a suggestion, why rely upon

when your object can be
actamed by tying a heavy weight—say
that hamper of rubbish there——on to
the trapeze?”

Skimpole looked from Levison to the
hamper, then he placed a finger to his
bulging forehead reflectively.

“Ah, h'm, yes! Your argument is
certainly logical, Levison, my dear
fellow,” he observed somewhat doubt-
fully. “An inanimate object would un-
doubtedly serve my purpose equal]y
well. It would also be much—ahem
safer, But are you sure that hamper
only contains rubbish?”

“Certainly, we were just carrying it
out to chuck away,” sald Levison glibly.
# Catch hold, Skimmy!”

“But—er—ahem! Very well!”

As Levison gripped a handle of the
hamper, Skimpole, still a little doubt-
ful, grabbed the other, and a moment
later all four were ambling across the
quad towards the woodshed. And with
them went poor old Towser, a burnt
offering, as it were, on the altar of
Skimpole’s genius.

CHAPTER 2.

Towser's Peril!
EANWHILE, Towser’s master,
George Herries, had arrived at
No. 10 Study with Tom Merry
& Co. But, unfortunately, Tom Merry’s
assurance to find a label did not
materialise. For about ten minutes
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Herries waited impatiently whilst
three Shell fellows searched drawtek:g
and cupboards, and at last Tom Merry
gave it up.

“Sorry, old chap,” he murmured
1pnlogemcauy “I'm jolly certain,
though, we had some somewhere, but
they've gone.”

“Well, you silly asses!" growled
Herries ungratefully. “Making me wait
all this time for nothing. B-r-r-rr!”

And George Herries was about to
retire “ratllfully when through the
open indow sounded loud and
decldedly ironical cheers.

“Hallo, what'’s up?” said Tom Merry,
stepping to the window. “Well, my
hat! Ha, ha, ha! It's Skimmy’s flying

machine!”
actually flying,” chortled

““And
Manners. “The only giddy invention

of Skimmy’s that ever worked. Look at
it wobbling! Oh, crumbs!”

Manners broke off with a gasp of
alarm, echoed a second later by
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a doubt, steadily rising in the air. But
they were not alarmed'at that. It was
the sight of a large hamper swaying
gently like the basket of a balloon
beneath the body of the queer-looking
machine.

“Towser!” exclaimed Herries, “It’s
poor old Towser! Oh, that fool
Skimmy! I'N—TI1—".

And Herries dashed from the study
and clattered down the stairs like a
madman.

“After him! There’ll be trouble!”
snapped Tom Merry sharply. “What
on earth is that idiot Skimmy thinking
about?” .

Followed by his equally alarmed
chums, Tom Merry dashed hot-foot
after Herries. Out in the quad the
fronical cheers and howls of laughter
ceased abruptly as George Herries
dashed amongst them, horror in his
heart and fury in his eyes.

«Skimpole, you mad fool, bring him
down again!” he shouted frantically.
“Oh, you—you—-"

Herbert Skimpole backed hastily, and
blinked in astonishment at the wild-
looking Herries.

“My dear Herries,” he
“what—what, pray, is the—

He was interrupted by a shout from
the fellows watching the progress of
the weird-looking “ flying machine” as
a sudden gust of wind caught the
thing and it ducked and “stunted” in
an alarming manner. Then came a
crash as it nose-dived and jammed
itself in a confused mass of splintered
bamboo and torn wallpaper on an
ancient chimney of the School House
tower.

And a second later came a mufiled
yelping as the hamper containing the
unfortunate Towser swung against the
ivy-clad wall of the old tower. Evidently
that ccncussion had awakened Herries®
fat and lazy pet, not only from his

gasped,

TOWSER'S NARROW. ESCAPE!

slumbers, but to the fact that so
thing was seriously amiss.

As yet he stood in little danger-
long as the cord held, for Skimpole’
unlucky invention was jammed
securely on the chimney-pot to &
shifted by anything short of a hurn
cane. But Towser’s terrified yelps we
enough for Herries. |

“Before anyone could raise a hand f
stop him, Towser’s master had dashe
to the foot of the old tower and
climbing swiftly and recklessly up thgé
thick and twisted ivy. g

“Come back, Herries, you idiot!%#
shouted Tom Merry, in alarm. o

and Kildare and Darrell of the Sixt

rushed up.
“Herries, you young fool, com
down! shouted Kildare angrily.

“Stop!”

But Herries would not have obeyed:
even the Head just then. He would
cheerfully have given his life for
his beloved pet, and Kildare knew,

Foot by foot the junior climbed %
steadily until he reached the hamper:
swinging sixty feet above the ground.
Clinging with one hand to the ivy, hey
reached out and grasped the hampers
Then, as if he realised the hopelessness;
of doing anything that way, he dre
back and began to climb higher to the
parapet a few feet above his head. :

Then came the tense moment to thed
watchers below. The parapet jutted
outwards dangerously, and it seemed
impossible for the reckless junior td
accomplish the task. ?

But George Herries was not troubleds
with nerves. And in dead silence, save
for the yelping of the imprisoned”
Towser, he hauled himself up and
vanished over the parapet. He reap-
peared a moment later, and, leaning
over, grasped the cord and prepared
to haul up the hamper, 3

“Wait!"” shouted Kildare from belows:
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“ Wait, we'll be up there in a moment,
i Herries!”

Followed by his chum Darrell, the
captain  of " St. Jim’s disappeared
the doorway of the tower.
breathless

Inch by inch the hamper was raised,
nd when 1t topped the parapet, Kil-
dare and Darrell grasped a handle each
and dragged it to safety.

And then the tension of the last few
minutes broke, and a wild cheer rose
from the watchers in the quad below.
And a still greater cheer rang out as
Herries, with His beloved bulldog in his
arms, emerged from the doorway of the
old tower a minute or two later.

“You—you old ass!” said Blake in
a husky whisper. “ You—you might have
been killed, Herries!”

Herries did not reply. He strode over
to where tEe ltnhapp i

2 it d

y Skimpole was
and shivering,
“Now, Skimpole,” he ground out
harshly, “what do you mean by that—
that dirty trick? If you weren’t a born
igdiot; I’d—T'd—"
“Steady on, Herries,” said Tom
Merry quietly. “I don’t believe Skimmy

had any idea Towser was in the
hamper.”
“Really, I—I most emphatically

assure you that I did not!” gasped the
unhappy inventor feebly. “Levison
assured me that the hamper merely
contained rubbish, and I—"

“Oh!” Herries turned and looked
at Levison & Co., who were now wish-
ing they had made themselves scarce.

e at true, Levison?” asked
Herries ' furiously.
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The cad of the Fourth glanced un-
easily at the angry faces hemming him
in.

“I—I never—that is, I never thought
that thing would really fly!” he stam-
mered, licking his dry lips. “It—it
was only a joke.”

Herries’ eyes hlazed, and he seemed
about to hurl himself—Towser and all
—at Levison, But Jack Blake was
before him.

“Then perhaps this,” shapped Blake,
shooting out his fist, “will make you
see the point of the joke, you rotter!”

The blow was straight from the
shoulder, and it sent the rascally
schemer with a crash to earth.

‘‘Here, stop that!” snapped Kildare,
striding up. Then, without a second
glance at the prostrate and howling
Levison, he turned to Herries. *Her-
ries, you young ass, you may think
yourself jolly lucky youre safe and
sound. It was a mad thing to do. But,
all the same, it was jolly plucky, and—
and I'm glad old Towser’s safe. Now
clear away, the lot of you!” i

Glad enough to get away, Levison &
Co. scuttled across the quad:

‘“Never mind, it can wait,” said Her-
ries through his teeth. “I'll settle with
those cads later.” I3

“And we'll help you,” said Tom
Merry grimly. <

“Yaas, wathah, bai Jovel” agreed
Arthur Augustus,

And they did. After tea that evening
Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co, -
visited Levison’s study in a body, and
Messrs. Levison, Crooke and Mellish
had good cause regret, from the

bottom of their hearts, being the cause .
of Towser’s Narrow Escapel,



96
ouRr MAGAZINE CORNER.
ous M

He didn’t tell anyone his secret;
i 1

g WHO WANTS A GOLD MIRE? %

§OMEWHERE—HOL more than a
day’s car ride from Los Angeles—
is one of the richest deposits of

gold in the world. And nobody knows
where it is!

From early days there has been a
legend about it. Indians, who once
lived in that part of the world, were
supposed to know where it was, and
once some of their chiefs turned up at
a trading-post and bought supplies,
paying for them with nuggets of almost
pure metal. But they refused to say
where they had got them from.

Desert Gold. o

And then an old prospector found
the place—actually stubbed his toe
against a fortune which would have
made him about the richest man in the
world. It happened this way.

The prospector strayed from the
track he was following through a sun-
scorched, waterless desert, and when
he tried to get back realised that he
was lost. For a night and another day
he struggled on, and it was during this
time that he stubbed his toe on a Jump
of rotk. Near by was a low hill, and
all around, lyifig on the ground, similar
small rocks.

The rock he had kicked rolled over
—and his eyes nearly popped out of his
head. It was a gold nugget! In a
moment he was scrambling about on
the ground, turning over the other
rocks. All them contained gold,
some of them a great deal.

The prospector chose a couple of
small nuggets, and set off at full speed
to stake his claim. But the desert had
him in its grip. The blazing sun beat
down on him, making him giddy, and
only the strength of his will drove him
on, Two days later he was found,
more dead than alive, and taken to a
lonely farm, where he gradually
recovered.

1

was that when he was w‘eﬁ [
again he would be able to go back
But, though he tried again and again |
he couldn’t find the place. In his
delirious wanderings he had lost all
idea of where it was.

Eventually, when all his efforts fo!
locate the place failed, he showed his|
nuggets to other people, and they were
proved to contain an extraordinary
high percentage of gold; so much. s,
that before long hundreds of treasure.
seckers were scouring the countryside
for a low hill covered with gold
nuggets. But nobody found it. 13

So to this day there is, in California;
just about the richest gold mine in the
world. Perhaps some day someonz
will find it again. 4

6]
The Golden Goose! vy
It is not the only gold mine that has
been lost: King Solomon’s Mines are
famous, and there is no doubt thaf
they once existed, and, moreover, pro-
duced a fabulous amount of gold; buf,
no one knows exactly where they wer 1\‘

There is -another rich deposit_of gold
somewhere in Anterica, besides thesf
Californian one, which has yet to bél
discovered. It is known to exist, for &
very curious reason—someone OnC
killed a wild goose!

Tt was not exactly a goose which laidi
golden eggs, but it was the next best
thing, for in its gizzard was gold dust;
worth over three pounds. Somewhere,
that goose had been drinking at a
stream richer by far in gold dust than’
any which are known. That stream
must have flowed through a district
immensely rich in gold ore. The only$
question = which remained to be
answered was: where was it?

And that question remains to be
answered to this day. The people who
shot the bird cast around a bit, search-
ing for other geese that might lead
them to the spob, but either §
original bird had flown from a long:
way off, or their luck was out, for they !

never found ‘he spot.
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TWO GREAT COMPANION NUMBERS TO READ!

by '}“ZIF WE;‘%ES‘

2y

IMMY SILVER & CO., the irre-

pressible chums of Rookwood,
need no introduction to readers.
Here they are again in a series of
side-splitting adventures.  The
fun never flags for a moment.
Follow Uncle James and ensure
yourself hours of sparkling
entertainment.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

On Sale Now - -

HERE'S a magnificent book-
length  yarn of those old
favourites of Greyfriars—Harry
Wharton & Co. You will read
with great interest of the lively
adventures of Wingate minor, the
scallywag of the Third, and how
he involves his brother, George
‘Wingate, captain of Greyfriars, in
his reckless escapades. Don’t miss
this grand story. -

By FRANK RICHARDS.

- Price 4d. each
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Make Sure of This Month's Issues of The

BOYS’
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SOUTH SEAS SALVAGE,

eet {amous Ken of the Islands and
a. breathless adventure
story, There is treasure and treachery
here—and not a dull line from cover
to cover.

By CHARLES HAMILTON.

THE SCHOOLBOY CANNIBAL EARL.
A

are tons of thrills and p!um of fun
in this amasing sclool tal
By TEX RIVER:

THE sznaum MAJOR SHERIFF.

A ‘tough ex-Sergeant-Major takes over
s ,ob of Sheriff in a Wild W
p.  He was aski
e fosad |

stunning yai
By ROD CARSTATRS,

FIGHTING FURIES
D:

ou'll enjoy_this

aredetil  stunts - dirin Virz
Brifain's ‘most. famous 4ir sguadron
shows thié Germans. how to. fight in
the skies! Baldy ‘and his ** Angels "
are grea lads. Thiis book is one’in &
million.

By CABE :

ROBERT HAWKE: y

SEXTON BLAKE lIBRARY

THE BELLS OF DOOM.

A theiling. sillength novel ot

terious orime aud stirring detebting

advenbire. By the popuIar atthor
DONALD STUAI L 3
The Mystery of ms OLD CURIOSITY
SHOP.

sensational  stor: deep and
sinister cunning, in which Sexton Diske
and  Tinker i trieate
problem to unravel.

By GILBRAT ORESTER:
THE MOTOR SHOW. MYSTE
A ftale of the great Annual Exhibition

at the pia. @ burnt-out,
wonder car ‘and tiie charred remains
of @ man behind the steering-wheel.

A story of plotting, action, and thrills.
By REX HARDINGE.

THE DICTATOR'S SECRET.

A fascinating novel of  thtilling ‘plot
and counter-plot, adventure  at
Home ‘and Abroad.

B; TEED.
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