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EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

. When the Head of St. Frank’s
“ gated ”’ the Hon. DOUGLAS
SINGLETON, he thought he
had checked the extravagant
habits of the junior who had
‘wasted one hundred and twenty
thousand poun: in a. few
short weeks! But there’s no
checking the Spendthrift of the
Remove. He promptly goes
out and buys his own school-
to run just as he pleases !

Throughout by NIPPER.

CHAPTER 1.
‘A Letter for MicGlure!
TUDY D, in the Remove passage
S of the Ancient House at St.
Frank’s, was very quiet and
pv'\r‘eful
Chis was rather unusual, more par-
ticularly as Edward Oswald Handforth
himself was in occupation. As a
general rule Study D was the centre
of a considerable amount of noise in
the early evening, which was generally

due to the argumentative Edward
Oswald.
happened that Church and

re out at the moment, pur-
chasing food for tea, Hence the un-
usual quietude.
Handforth was sitting before the fire,
reading, and also attending to a row

of chestnuts which adorned the top har
of the grate.

At all events, he was supposed to be
attending to them. The fact that they
were rapidly becoming charred into an
uneatable condition had not been
noticed by Handforth.

He was very interested in his book—
which, of course, was a detective
romance. Handforth seldom read any-
thing else but detective stories; he con-
fidentially informed his chums that it
‘would be good experience for the future,

Edward Oswald, for some inexplicable
reason best known to himself, imagined
that he was capable of shining as an
investigator of crime.

Tap!

Handforth took no notice of the soft

ghts reserved, and reproduction

without permission strictly forbidden.)



2’ THE BOY WHO BOUGHT A SCHOOL!

knock on the door. And again it
sounded, this time much louder.
ap!

“Eh? What the— Come in, you
silly ass!” called Handforth, laying his
book aside. “My—my only hat! Al
the chestnuts are burning!  Oh, it's
you, is it?”

Handforth broke off and glared at
Tubbs, the pageboy, who had just en-
tered the study. Tubbs, who knew
Handforth of old, had sufficient

presence of mind to keep near the
door.
“Yessir,” he gri rned “I've just

brought this letter—

“Blow the letter!” snapped Hand-

forth. “Why the dickens didn’f you
come before? ~Look at these chest-
nuts!”

Tubbs looked.

“Yes, Master Handforth,” he said,
“they do seem to be a bit scorched!”

‘““Scorched!”  roared  Handforth.
“You—you silly ass! They're burnt
to cinders! If you'd only come five
minutes ago, they’d have been cooked
to a turn. Some fellows haven't got
any wits at all!”

Tubbs was inclined to agree; but he
made no commen
“I've brought tlus letter, Master

Handforth,” he sa

“Is it for me?”

“No, sir, it’s for Master McClure.”

“Oh, for Master McClure!” snapped
Handforth. “Why the dickens didn’t
you go to Master McClure, then?”

“I thought he was here. This is
an express letter, sir,” explained Tubbs.

It was brought from the post office
by a telegraph boy. I thought it was
l?mpmnnt so I brought it straight

Wml r OV
off, T chuck the Jetter over and buzz

e

o * grinned Tubbs.
¢ [letired while he was safe, and

5&2%3“‘ plcked up the letter and
Master Hep was addressed to

Arncld \IcClu:e and was

marked “urgent.” It had bem posted
in London that same mornin
Handforth stuffed the letber into his
pocket absent-mindedly, and turned
once more to his book. He was reading
tensely, having reached a very thrill-
ing episode, when his chums came
“Here we are again,” sald Chw
cheerfully.
They were loaded up with bags.
eing in funds that day, they had
splashed somewhat, and had provided
themselves with an extra-special tea.
The two juniors regarded Handforth
with a certain amount of indignation
“You lazy bounder!” said McClure
warmly. “You haven't done a thi
—mnot a giddy thing! We expected
see the cloth laid: .
“How did you expect me to attend to
silly domestic affairs when I'm inter-
ested in mystery?” ded
Handforth.
wbel‘e Lhe detectlve has mscovered “th
tr

b

“Oh, dry Lp!” said Church. “Don’t
spoil our tea! We dont want to hear
all that lurid stuff— My goodness!
Look at those chestnuts! Why, they're
nt to nothing!”

Yes, they are a bit scorched,”
a tted Handforth.

“Why, you careless idiot!™” roared
McClure. “What the dickens do you

mean by ruining my chestnuts, Handy?
You promised to have them all cooked
by the time we came back.”

“Well, he’s kept his promise”
grinned Church. “Theyre certainly
cooked!”

“Don’t make a song,” said Hand-
forth. “The fact is my brain was so

oceupied in elucidating the mystery of
this amazing case that I had no time
to think about such silly things as
chestnuts,  As far as I can make out.
the murderer must have entered by the
skylight. Then he got through a trap-
door into the coiners’ den, and stuck
the knife into his former confederate

“On,

ring off!” groaned Church.
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“Why on earth you read such piffle
amazes me!”

“Piffle!” snapped Handforth. “This

one of the best detective stories
going. I've only got half-through it,
and there’s already been three murders
and two q\ll(.lﬂeu*'t() say npothing of
bank robberies!

“Well, we won't argue,” said Church.
“Clear that book of yours off the table,
and help to spiead the cloth. e've
got some fine little becf-pies, and all
s of nice cakes. I'm jolly hungry
if you want to know the truth.”

Handforth shifted at last, and tea
was soon being prepared. The table
certainly ]coked inviting, and Hand-
forth forgot all about his wonderful
detective ability when he had fairly
started on the feed.

“The sardines are topping,” he
declared, helping himself to more.
“Mrs. Hake scems to be getting more
up-to-date; she’s stocking her shop with
decent stuff this term—-— Hallo!
Who put that ugly thing there?”

The door had opened, and a face had
appeared. It was the face of Teddy
Long of the Remove. A visit from
Long  during tea-time generally indi-
cated that the sneak of the Remove
was on the leok-out for a free feed.

“I say, you chaps—'

“Cut!” mterrupted
“Scat! Blzz of

“But, look here

“We'l give you one sccond'” roared
Handforth. “You needn't come
cadging hexe, you little worm!
evpact you've had two teas already

Handforth,

[

“I~I ha\ent come here for tea,”
shoutcd

hac')” yelled Handforth and Co.

dey Long ventured farther into

“I Just looked in to have a word with
McClure,” he explain

“And you don't \\ant any grub?”
gasped Handforth.

“No, of course not!”

“My only hat!”

OWN LIBRARY 3

“I-I only came to ask McClure
about that letter of his,” said Teddy

ong.
McClure stared.

“Letter?” he repeated. “Which
letter?”
“Why, the one Tubbs brought not

half-an-hour ago—an express letter,”
caid Long.

“Great pip!” muttered Handforth.

“Tubbs brought me no letter,” said
McClure. _ “You must have been
dreaming, Long——’

“But—but I saw the telegraph boy
bring it,” said Long. “I saw him give
it to Tubby. I wondered what it could
be, and I Choucht McClure was in
txonble, perhaps.

“Youwll be in trouble in about four
seconds’ time!” said Handforth grimly.
“Clear out, you prying little bounder!
I should like to know what business it
is of yours if McClure gets an express
letter.  It's about time you stopped
poking your nose into othex people’s
business!”

“Yes, but I— Ow! Yaroooh!"

Long flew, Handforth having hurled a
vock cake at him with some violence,
The cake struck Tcddy in the mouth,
and burst into aton

“Yan rotter!” he selled, slamming
the doo!

Handfmth jumped up.

“Oh, let him go!” said Church,
“Don’t make a fuss in the passage,
Handy. What’s that he was saying
about a letter for McClure? There's
been no letter for any of us since this
morning.

“Yes, there has” sald Handiorth.
“While you chaps were in the tuck-
shop Tubby brought this in.”

“What’s ‘ this’? ” asked McClure, afs
once.  “This from home! It's my
mater’s handwriting!  And it's marked

“urgent,’ too.”

McClure slit open the letter quic
and anxiously read its contents.

“Oh, my goodness!” he said huskily.

His chums looked across the table
with concern.  McClure had turned
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rather paler than usual, and there was
an expression of anxiety in his eyes
“ Anything wrong?” asked Handforth.
“Nothing bad, I hope,” said Church.
“I-1 don’t exactly know,” said
McClure, *This letter’s from the mater.
Listen:

“‘My dear boy,—Your father is very
ill indeed, and although the doctors say
there is no danger, I want you to come
to London at once—the very instang
you receive this letter. I did not send
a telegram for fear of alarming you too
much. Show your Headmaster this
letter, and I know he will give you
permission to come.’
“That’s all there is, practically,”
added McClure,

“So you've got to go home?” said
Church. “I say, I hope your pater’s all
right, Clurey.”

“I don't like the sound of things,”
sald McClure. ~ “I shall go up by the
evening train.”

“To-night?” sald Church.

“Of course. If I can get permission
I might as well go straight off.”

“Yowll never do it,” said Church,
looking at his watch. ““There’s only just
over half an hour before the train goes
—and it’s the last train through to
London to-night.”

“It's all Handy s fault, the silly ass!”
snapped McClur:

“My fault?” roared Handy. “I'm
not responsible for the giddy train
service, you dotty idiot!”

“You're responsible for keeping this
letter in your pocket for,half an hour,”
said McClure warmly. “If youd only
given it to me when I came in, I should
have had heaps of time. And I must
g0 to- mnhc The pater might get
Worse—-

“Well, rush to the Head to begin
With, and obtain permission,” said
Church. “Vou haven't got a second
to_waste.”

McClure hastened off and returned

less than five minutes later, flushed and
excited.

“It’s O.K.!” he panted. “I've got
per] mission.”

“Good,”  said Handforth. “For
how leng?”

“Three days—and more if neces-

sary,” replied Mcclure “You fellows
going to see my

“Pather U sa\d Church.

“Well, come upstairs and help me to
chuck a few things into a bag,” said
McClure.  “I shall just have time to
catch the train if I look sharp. But
it'll be a jolly near shave!”

The chums of Study D rushed up-
stairs to the dormitory, and VIcClure
lost no time in bundling a few collars
and other oddments into a small
leather travelling case. And by the
time he had washed and changed,
there was very little interval before the
train was

“We
dm«:ens " said Church quickly,

Th ey

“Cdme

rushed downstairs, charged

through the lobby and nearly bowled:

over three fellows who were just enters
ing. e of them was Sir Montie
Tregellis-West,

“Steady on!” I exclaimed. “Why

e,
shall have to run like thE™

]
another. was Tommy .
Watson, and the third was myself.

all the bustling and dashing about?”

“Train to catch,” gasped McClure.
“Pater ill—back next week!”

He dashed out with his chums, before
we had time to questicn him further.
And T glanced at my watch and shook
my head doubtfully.

“They’ll never do it,” I said. “Train
goes in four minutes, and it takes at
least ten to get to the station, evey
run_mng all the way."

“It can't be done
Walson.

“Dear boys, the train mwht be late;
it frequenily is, begad!”
Montie. “This local service x.s fright-
fully unpunctual.”

“Well, let's hope the train’s late to-
night,” I said. “I'm sorry to hear

in ten,”

]
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about McClure's pater. I .hope hell
find everything all serene when he gets
to London.”

Meanwhile, the chums of Study D
were racing to the village at full speed;

long before they had passed

through Bellton they knew the worst.
The station was on the other side of
the village, and while Handforth &
Co. were still three hundred yards away,
they heard an engine give a pre-
liminary whistle.

The next moment there sounded a
loud pufiing.

“Too late!” gasped McClure huskily.
“Oh, what rotten luck!”

It was, indeed, unfortunate.

But the one fact was quite clear.
McClure would not go up to London
by train that night.

CHAPTER 2.
Singleton o the Rescua!

" OUGH luck, old man!” said
Church sympathetically. 5 1
thought we should do it, but

the beastly train seems to he punctual

vo-night.”

McClure clenched his fists.

“Isn’t there another train?” he asked
desperately.

“Youwll ke able to get a trdin to
Bannington, and it might go through
as far as Helmford,” said Handforth.
“But there’s no connection to London
after this train.  It’s ghastly luck—"

“Luck!” snapped McClure angrily.
“If you hadn’t acted the goat with my
letter, I Cyollld hm}]]e caught the train
easily. ou ought to be joll, vel
kicked, Handy!” o

For once Handforth did not resent
such a remark.

“Well, it was my fault, 11 admit,”
he said. “I'm sorry, old man. Bui
I wasn't to know that the letter was
important, was 1? We shall have to
20 back to school, and you can pop up
to London by the first train in the
morning.”

“Thanks for telling mel”
McClure.

He was rather short-tempered, and he
was hardly to be blamed for that. He
scarcely spoke a word during the walk
pack to St. Frank’s; he was very
worried, and this was only natural,

When they arrived at the Ancient
House they found that practically all
the juniors knew that McClure had
been called suddenly home.

“Hallo, he’s back again! remarked
Pitl.  “Missed the train, old son?”

“Of course I did!” said McClure
snappily.  “How could I do anything
else, when Handy kept my letter in his
pocket until the train was almost on
the point of going? I knew it was
hopeless from the start.”

“Is your pater very bad?”

“He seems to be, by what the letter
says,” replied McClure. “And now I'm
stuck down here, helpless, until to-
morrow!”

The Hon. Douglas Singleton, of Study
N, strolled up in his usual languid

snapped

manner.
“But, surely, there’s another train
to-night?” he asked.
“Not through to London,” said
McClure. “What'’s the good of me

getting to Helmford or Bannington? I
might just as well stick here. It
wouldn’t be so bad if I had a motor-
bike to take me up, but—"

“Egad!” said the Hon. Douglas.
“That gives me an idea. I've got my
car in Bellton, and it’s only a short
run from here to London, when you've
got a good car. Jenkins could do it
eagily in three hours, I expect.”

“It’s awfully good of you, Singleton,
to suggest it, but I don’t see how it can
be done,” said McClure. “For one
thing, the Head wouldn’t allow you to
take me to London. I shall have to
wait until the morning—"

“Not necessarily!” I broke in. #If
the case is very urgent, there’s no
reason why you shouldn’t use Single~
ton’s car, since he’s been generous
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enough to offer it. The Head can’t pos-
sibly cbject to that. But he might pus
the ban on Singleton going himself.”

“Well, we'll' see,” yawned the Hon.
Douglas. “I'll Just go_and interview
Dr. sLuﬂOTd I think I can work the
oracle.”

He strolled off, and we looked after
him rather curiously. Singleton was a
remarkable fellow in many ways. He
had not been at St. Frank’s very long,
but he had already become known as
the spendthrift of the Remove.

He spent money in the most reckless
manner; he had thrown cash about as
though it were dust. Fivers were like
pennies him. He was also very
friendly with Fullwood and Gulliver
and Bell, the Nuts of Study A. This
fact had stamped Singleton in most
fellows’ eyes as a bit of a rotter himself.

Personally, I was of a different
opinion.

The Hon. Douglas was easy-going. He
was not so much weak-willed as carried
away by the fact that he had a fortune
at his disposal. He could find no
channels for spending money by be-
having as a normal schoolboy. So he
went \ ith Fullwood & Co., and led what
was idered to be a fast life—
ga.mbhng and risking money on horses,
and so forth.

But, apart from this, Sirgleton was a
generous fellow. He was very good-
hearted, and was always ready to oblige
anybody. It was really impossible to
be on bad terms with him, even though
one did not agree with his mode of
fe.

He consorted with Fullwood &
Co., but he was of a very different

not hecause of McClure particularly,
but because the Hon. Douglas would
welcome a chance to have a few hours
n_to

went to the Head’s stus
ence.

Come m‘" came the Head's deep

volce, in answer to Singleton’s knock.
The mnior entered, and found Dr.

y, full of

Stafford taking things easy in a big
Chair before the fire.
“Well, my boy?” asked the Head.
“I've come here to speak to you
about McClure of the Remove,” said

Singleton.

“McClure has gone to London,
Singleton,” said the Head.

“He missed his train, sir.”

“Oh, indeed! I'm sorry (o hear
that,” said the headmaster. “Hm

There is no other train until Lhe
morning.”

“That’s why I came to you, sir,” said
Singleton. “McClure’s pater is very ill,
I understand, and McClure is wanted
in London at once. I was wondering
if it wouldn’t be possible to get him up
to London, after all.”

The Head removed his
polished them. .
“I am glad to see you concerning
yourself so much abou} another boy’s
welfare, Singleton,” he said. “But L-
am really afraid it is impossible to help

the lad in any way—" -

“Pardon me interrupting, sir, but
T've got an idea of my own,” said:the i
Hon. Douglas. “Couldn’t McClure go
up to London by car? As you know,
T've got a limousine of my own.” .

“Dear me!” exclaimed Lhe Head.
“I'd overlooked that fact for the
moment. It is very kind of you; but
it is rather late—”

“I don’t see it,” said Singleton. “My
car is a good one, and Jenkins is one
of the best drivers you could wish for.
He'll be able to land McClure in his
own home by ten o’clock easily.”

“Nmsm.,c, Singleton!”  said the
d. “It is almost seven already.”
The journey takes under three
hours, sir,” sald the Hon. Douglas.
“Ijl guarantee the car can be back -
here soon after midnight. It’s a case
of illness, sir, and I should very much
like to give McClure a hand in such an
emergency. I should feel that my car
has been of some use. May I take him
to London, sir?”

glasses and
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The Head considered for a minute.

«well, Singleton, I hardly know
what to say,” he said, at length. “But
as the situation is exceptional, I think
I can permit McClure to travel to
London by road in your car.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Singleton
promptly.

He left the study on the instant,
although he was quite certain that the
Head had been about to make some
further remarks. The Hon. Douglas
was not anxious to hear them. All he
wanted was permission to go to London,
and he had got it.

Whether the Head’s permission in-
cluded Singleton himself was not quite
clear. . Quite ‘possibly Dr. Stafford
meant that McClure was to go up
alone; but Singleton did not have any
intention of finding out for certain.

He arrived in the lobby, looking quite
pleased.

“Well?” asked McClure eagerly.

“All serene!” said Singleton.

“I can go?” said McClure.

“Yes. That is to say, we can go.”

“Do you mean to tell me that the

Iead has given you permission to take
McClure to London?” I asked.

“Exactly,” said the Hon. Douglas
calmly. “I shall probably arrive back
just after midnight, when all you little
fellows are snugly in bed. A long
motor-ride is rather interesting, you
know.” *

“Lucky beggar!” said Pitt.

“Well, come on, McClure,” said
Singleton. “We've got no time to lose.
Let’s get off.”

And less than five minutes later, the
Yon. Douglas and McClure left the
¥hool to hurry to the village, where
Singleton’s car was garaged.

In the village they had no difficulty
in finding Jenkins, the chauffeur, and
within fifteen minutes the big limousine
was ready, its huge headlamps blazing
brilliantly, its engine throbbing.

“This is jolly decent of you, Single-
n1” said McClure gratefully, as they
“rd given up

bowling along.
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Youre a brick!”
“Don’t mention it, old chap!” yawn
the Hon. Douglas. “I mé’m S:lusb :3
well be frank and tell you that my
motive was one of pure selfishness.””

“Oh, rot!” said McClure.

“You see, I thought it was rather a
decent excuse for getting a look at
London,” explained Singleton candidly.
“You get home, as you want, and I
have a nice ride to London and back.
What could be better?”

“Well, the fact remains that without
your car I should have been stuck at
St. Frank’s until to-morrow,” said
McClure. “That’s good enough for me,
Singleton, and I think youre a thun-
dering good chap!”

To McClure it seemed as though the
trip was accomplished in an amazingly
short time. At all events, It was only
a little after nine-thirty when the car
was already within the outlying dis-
tricts of London.

Before ten it pulled up in front of
McClure’s own home in Kensington.
The junior jumped out, eager and
excited.

“That was a quick trip, Singleton!”
he sald. “I suppose youre going
straight back?”

“Yes, I suppose s0,” said Singleton.

“Wouldn't you like to come in and
have some supper first?”

“Jolly decent of you, but I'd rather
go off at once—thanks all the same,™
replied the Hon. Duggy. “Besides, I
don’t want to be a bother to your people
when there’s an illness in the house.
Youwve got home—and that’s the main
thing. Good-night, McClure.”

“Cheerio, Singleton!” said McClure.
«“Thanks ever so much for bringing me
home.”

The two juniors shook hands, and
McClure entered the gateway. Single
ton gave an order to Jenkins, and the
car glided off.

It did not take tihe road back to St
Frank’s, however.

After proceeding

to-night, you know.

for five or ten
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minutes, Jenkins pulled up before a big
garage in & back street not far distant
from Piccadilly. Singleton jumped out,
and glanced at his watch.

“I shall be back in about a couple of
hours, Jenkins,” he said languidly.
“I'm feeiing rather peckish, and I don’t
suppose a little supper would do you
any harm. Youd better take this quid,
and have a feed.”

“Thank you, sir,” said the chauffeur.
“But I shan’t need all that—-"

“Never mind. Take it!”

Jenkins took it, and a minute or so
later the Hon. Douglas strolled away
in the direction of Piccadilly. Now
that he was in London, he saw no
reason why he should not enjoy himself
for an hour or two.

It was just ten o'clock, and the West
End was fully awake, and alive with
gaiety, and brilliant with neon lights.

Singleton was undecided for a few
minutes as to where he should dine,
but at length he entered a very high-
class restaurant. He was soon sitting
at a little table to himself, studying
the menu.

“Egad! This is great,” he mur-
mured. “Having a gay time in
London—and at tea-time I thought I
shouldn’t see the good old bright lights
for months. I'm going to do myself
well.”

Judging by the order he gave to the
waiter, he certainly had that intention.
The waiter was politely astonished
when the youthful diner proceceded to
give about the most expensive order it
was possible to give—ending up with
instructions to bring a bottle of the
finest champagne the establishment
could produce.

To convince the waiter that he could
Pay for what he had ordered, Singleton
took out his pocket-book and carelessly
Tooked over a bundle of banknotes
"h; majorily of which were for £20.

Nie Hon. Douglas was carrying 1no
1ess than seven hundred pounds on him.
eenerally walked about with large

sums of money on him. He also had
a weakness for displaying it.

This time perhaps he was incautious.

Two well-dressed men were sitting at

a table only a little distance from him.
And they had not failed to notice that
extremely well-filled pocket-book.
. The Hon. Douglas dined well; he en-
joyed himself immensely. Having
settled his bill and tipped the waiter
handsomely, he decided to have a stroll
round the brilliant streets before re-
turning to the garage for his car.

But, as it turned out, the on.
Douglas was not destined to have much
of a stroll. The restaurant was not in
ne of the main streets, but just a little
way off Piccadilly.

The street happened to be rather
deserted, and_ just as Singleton was
passing a small alley he received some-
thing of a shock. Two dark figures
came out and barred his path. At the
same second a third man, who had-
been walking a few paces behind
Singleton, hastened up.

“I say, what the deuce—"

Singleton was not able to finish hisg
remark. man in his rear swung
his walking cane up and brought the
knob of it down with considerable force
upon the boy’s head. Singleton was
wearing his school cap, and it afforded
him a certain amount of protection.

‘The blow, however, had been severe,
and he collapsed to the pavement, not
exactly stunned, but dazed. He only
had a dim idea as to what took place.

The three men only remained for a
few seconds. Then they vanished down
the alley, leaving their victim lying
sprawled on the pavement, still tco
dazed to know what had happened.

Two or three people came walking
down the road, and it was not long
before Singleton was discovered. An
elderly gentleman and a young man
bent over him, and tried to get him
to his feet.

“The boy seems to have fainted.
Ralph,” said the old gentleman.
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«“Come, my lad, pull yourself to-
gether!”

Wwithin a few minutes quite a little
crowd had collected. And when a
little crowd collects, it generally at-
iracts a large one.

In the finish a constable appeared on
the scene. By this time Singleton was
just beginning to come round.

“What's wroeng, my lad?” asked the
policeman kindly.

“Well, I'm hanged if I know exactly,”
mutiered Singleton, rubbing the back
of his head. “I seem to remember a
couple of men getting in front of me.
Then <ometmm hit me on the back of
the head.”

“I thought as much,” said the con-
stable. “Have you lost anything of
value?”

“I don’t think so,” said the.Hon.
Douglas_fainily. “My watch is all
right. Great Scott! My head feels as
if it’s going to split!”

The policeman and two or three
others helped Singleton to his feet.

“What about your money, my hoy?”
ed the old gentleman. “Are you
quite sure you haven't been robbed?”

“My confounded head feels rotten,

g “As for money, it’s
ad, that’s queer! My
That’s rather sur-

P
Dociel-book’s gonel

% ‘\Tot to me, my lad,” said the police-
man grimly. “The best thing you can
do is to give me your address, and I'll
put you i i—"

“That’s all right,” interrupted
Singleton. “I live in the country. If
there’s a decent hotel about here I'll
g0 in for a bit—until I'm feeling
better.”

He attempted to walk, but was so
' that he staggered and fell over.
J.n minutes later he was being

,d into a quiet, respectable hotel

It was practically a certainty
il"xL Lhe Hon. Douglas would not re-
twrn to St. Frank’s that night.

OWN LIBRARY, ]

CHAPTER 3.
Rather Startling!

EGINALD PITT sniffed.

R “It doesn't surprise me par-

ticularly,” he remarked. “As

a matter of fact, I didn't expect

Singleton to be back by this morning.

t’s ten to one he went on the razzle
last night.”

“Seems like it,” agreed Jack Grey.
“Anyhow, he’s not here this morning.
I expect he'll turn up before lessons.
If he doesn’t, therell be a bit of a row
with the Head.”

“Well, that’ll be Singleton’s funeral,”
said De Valerie.

The juniors were chatting in the
Iobby of the Ancient House, It was
nearly breakfast-time, and there had
already been some speculation as to
what had delayed the Hon. Douglas
Singleton. The dandy of the Remove
had not turned up, and the other
fellows were naturally curious.

“Its hardly fair to judge the fellow
just yet,” I remarked. “It’s quite pos-
sxble that he had a mishap with the
car. All sorts of things can happen
when wuxe on the road, especially at
night.

After breakfast there was still no
sign of the Hon. Douglas. I had
ceased to wonder about him, deeming
it better to wait until he turned up.

Watson and I decided to spend ha]f-
an-hour at football practice before
lessons, and we were on our way from
Study C when we became aware of a
little excitement in the lobby.

was there, with a newspaper,
and a crowd of other juniors had
gathered round him, and everybody
was _talking at once.
“Rot!” said Handforth. “It cant
be Singleton!”

“Of course not!”

“There hasn’t been any time for the
item to be printed anyhow,” sai

“I'm not ure about
clared Pitt. “Most of these rr\ommg
papers don’t go to press till about two
o'clock. It’'s my belief that tbxs para-
graph here refers to Singleton.”
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“The description fits him, anyway,”
said De Valerie.

1 pushed my way through the crowd.

“What's all the excitement about?”
1 asked briskly.

“I was just glancing over the paper
when I happened to notice this small
paragraph,” said Pitt. “I shouldn’t
be surprised if Singleton is the chap

veferred to. It would account for his
not tur ning  up, anyhow—and he
always carries pots of money on him.”

“Let’s have a look at the para-
graph,” I said.

Pitt handed me the newspaper, in-
dicating a small item of news nearly
at the bottom of the front page. It
ran as follows:

SCHOOLBOY ROBBED.

“Late last night, within a stone’s
throw of Piccadilly Circus, an_un-
known schoolboy was knocked down
and robbed. The exact amount of his
loss is not known, but it is believed
that the sum amounts to nearly seven
hundred pounds. Unfortunately, the
victira has no knowledge of the num-
bers of the stolen notes, and it is feared
that they will not be traced. The boy
refused to give his name, and is now
staying at a neighbouring hotel. His
injuries are only superficial.”

1 handed the newspaper back to Pitt.

“Well, it might mean Singleton,” I
said. “In fact, it looks very significant.
Singleton wouldn’t have given his name
for fear of the Head seeing it, and it
would be like him to have seven hun-
dred quid on him.”

A few minutes later, as it happened,
1 ran into Nelson Lee in the Triangle.
The schoolmaster-detective was looking
rather thoughtful as I stopped in front
of him. He halted at once.

“Well, Nipper?” he asked. “What's
the question? I observe an inquiring
logk in your eye.”

“I was wondering if you knew any-
thing about that paragraph in the

morning paper, sir,’
item about a hoy being :obbed~”

“‘Yes, Nipper, I have seen it.”

“Some of the fellows are saying that
Singleton is the boy mentioned,
guvnor,” I went on. “He hasn't
turned up yet, you know, and it’s only
natural that the rh‘.pﬁ should put two
and two together.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“Quite so,” he agreed.
is your opinion?”

“I think the paragraph does refer to
Singleton,” T replied.

“You are quite right, Nipper,” said
Lee grimly. “The lad has got himself
into trouble, it seems. He is not par-
ticularly hurt, but I do not think we
shall see him down here until after the
week-end.”

I looked rather surprised.

“But how do you know all this?” I

asked.

“Singleton, it sce'nsj has lost no time
in communicating with Dr. Stafford,”
replied Nelson Lee. “He sent a mes
sage down ]Jy the first available train
Lms morning.”

“What has the ass been doing?” I3
mqunel

The letter which the messenge
brought was not from Smglcuon per-
sonally, but from a doctor,” replied .
Lee. “This doctor explains the de-
tails of the affair, and he considers
that the boy is not much_ hurt, but
must remain in bed for at least three

“And what

“And did he zea.llv lose scven hun-
dred pounds, sir?

“UlldOUb\,(:‘(uy, said Lee. “The boy
is absurdly reckless with his money,
and I shall consider it my duty to
speak to him seriously when he re-
turns.”

It wasn't long befoxc the news be-
came general, and most of the fellows
agreed that the L\blu was probably
Singleton’s own.

“T suppose he was counting the
notes, or something,” said Hart. “A
chap like Singleton oughtn’t to be
allowed out without a nurse.”
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Fullwood & Co. were rather con-
cerned about the news; bub they were
mainly thinking of théir own pockets,
and were not worrying about Single-
ton’s welfare.

«“The silly fool ought to have been
more careful,” said Fullwood sourly,

after morning lessons. “Over seven
hundred qmd—cnucked away! It's
enough to make anybody weep! And

now the n:hot won't be here again until
Tuesday

“Our week-end messed up!” growled
Bell. “I was reckoning on gettin’ a
fiver out of Duggy this Saturday.”

“You won't get it!” said Gulliver.
“But it’s hardly fair to blame the
chap, Fully. People more alert than
him have been robbed in the open
street before now. Let’s hope he isn't
hurt much.”

“Rather,” agreed Fullwood. “It1l
be a bally catastrophe for us if Single-
ton doesn't come back. We've been
making a good bhmg out of him since
ne’s been her

Fullwood & Co entered Study A in a
somewhat gloomy frame of mind. It
would indeed be a bad day for them
when Singleton left, for he had been a
veritable gold-mine to them since his
~advent. They not only fleeced him of
money at cards, but borrowed whole-
sale.  And Singleton was always so
careless that he never remembered
how much he had lent, and never
bothered about asking for its return.
Consequently Fullwood Co. sponged
upon him to the fullest extent.

“What I can’t make out is why the
ass was near Piccadilly Circus,” said
Gulliver as he closed the door. “He
v.ent up to London to take McClure

ome, & understood that he was
comlng stla.lght back in the car.”

That point doesn’t puzzle me,” said
Fullwood.  “You can bet your boots
that Singleton intended to have a good
time, and—hallo! What'’s this?”

Fullwood picked up a letter which
had been lying on the table. It had
evidently been placed there quite re-
cently, for it bore the Bellton post-

1

mark, and had been posted there in the
early morning.

“It must have come by the midday
mail,” said Fullwood. “But I can’t
make out who'd write to me from
Bellton.”

“Better open it and see,” suggested
Gulliver.

Fullwood took the advice, and hil
chums watched him curiously. As hs
read the letter his face became slightly
flushed, and a keen glitter came into
his eyes. Gulliver and Bell watched
him more intently than ever.

“Well,” said Bell at last,
from?”

“It’s from Singleton,” he replied.
«Ehor

“who’s it

“From—from Singleton?”

“Yes,” said Fullwood. “The artful
dodger! The cute bounder! I didn’t
give him credit for such sense.

“Can’t you explain?” asked Gulhvel,

“Listen to this,” said

“* Gadsby's Hotel,
¢ Glasshouse Street,
¢ piccadilly, W.

“‘Dear Fully,—I thought I'd drop
you a line to let you know the position.
There’s no need to go Into details, but
some cheerful gentleman took a fancy
to my cash a couple of hours ago, and
obtained it, after knocking me down.
1 wasn’t hurt much, but I've got a
doctor on the job, and I've squared
him nicely. He’s sending a letter to
the Head, saying that I've been hit
pretty badly, and must stay in bed over
the week-end. Of course, Im not hurt
at all—only a bruise—

“Then it was all spoof?” said Bell

excitedly.
“Of course it was,” grinned Full-
wood. “But don’t interrupt. Let me

finish. The letter goes on like thi

“‘Only a bruise. It hurts a bit,
but I'm not worrying. I've arranged
everything so that I can have a good
time for three days, and the Head
won't be any the wiser. I am sending
a messenger down with the Head’s
letter by the first train in the morning,
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and he’ll post this in Bellton—so you
ought to receive it by dinner-time. My
suggestion is that you should come up
to town to-morrow night. We could
have some sport together—'""

“Oh, that's rot!” interrupted Gul-
liver. “How the thunder could we go
to town to-night? Does the idiot think
the Head'll give us permission to go out

n the spree in London? I thoéught
Snwlebon had more sense.”

“He has,” said Fullwood pleasantly.
“If youd listen, instead of interrupt-
ing, you'd hear all about it. Dugsy has
got a fine stunt. Now, where was 12"

*Just where he said we could have
some sport together,” said Bell.

“Yes, that's right,” went on Full-

wood :

“‘We could havc
gether, and make
think this is xmpossxble hl\b Tl explain
how it can be done. I'll send Jenkins
down to Bellton with the car, gnd hell
arrive in the lane, just agamsb the
stile, at a quarter to eleven. You be
there to meet him, and youw'll arrive in
London by one-thirty, at the latest.
We can have three hours off, and you
can be back before daylight—and no-
body will be the wiser. Of course,
youll be able to sleep on the two
Journeys up and down—so youw’ll be all
right the next morning. If you don’t
intend to come let Jenkins know. But
do your best to work the dodge. You'll
find me at the above address.

“op.grn

The nuts regarded one another ex-
citedly.

“By gad!” sald Gulliver. “It could
orked all right, you know—nothing
And what a chance! Three
We'll go!”

some sport  to-

be
easier.
clear hours in London!

Bell looked doubtful.

“I'm not so sure about it,” he re-
marked. “We've got to consider the
thing squar“ly, you know. Is it worth
the risk?”
t there wont be any risk, you
said Fullwo

“Bul
idiot,”
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“Won't there?” asked Bell. “What
if we re seen getting out?”
got out times enough

“Well we'll let that pass,” said Bell
“I expect we shall be able to ma
it all right, The most important point
is this: We shall be away irom the
school, approximately, from half-past
ten until after six in the morning.
Thal’s a pretty long time, don't forget.
What if one of tho masters goes into
the Remove dormitory in the night—
even before twelve? Our beds will be
empty, and there’ll be the dickens to
pay m the mammg It’s better to be
cautio

“Tha(: s true enough,” admitted Full-
wocd, “BExt the chances are that not
a soul will know of our absence—an’ we

can afford to take a fev risks. Person-
auy I vote for goin:
“Same here,” sald Gulliver. “Dash

it all, the chap’s sending his car down
especially for our benefit. An’ we can
sleep all the way back again. So we
shan’t miss much, after all.”

The chums of Study A continued dis-
cussing the various possibilities, and in
the end they came to the conclusion
that it would be safe enough for them
L«lj go. And they decided to take their
chance.

CHAPTER 4.
Smith Gore Takes a Hand!

“ HERE is no reason at all why we
should not go, Carslake—in fact,
it fits in with our plans ad-

mirably.”

Mr. Philip Smith Gore made that re-
mark as he stood with his back to the
fire in Room 13 of the Grapes Hotel, in
Banningion. It was afterncon, and
the dusk was already beginning to fall.

“You don't think it’s a trap of any
sort?” asked Carslake.

“Atrap? Good lord, no!” said Gore.
“Singleton is the last fellow on earth
to try any tricks of that sort. His letter
explains everything. He's pretending
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o be ill, and he means to have a good
time for two or three days. TI've been
preparing my plans, and, although the
time mnt exactly ripe, I think we had
better take advantage of this oppor-
tunity.

Cusmkc nodded.

“T leave it to you, of course,” he said.
“youve managed everything splen-
didly so far, Gore, and I'm willing to
fall_in with your plans. I suppose
yowll wire Singleton that were com-
ing along?”

“Yes, of course.”

The two men, to judge by their ap-
pearance, were quite respectable mem-
bels of society. But this could hardly

said after a brief examination of
thcn habits—which were, to say the
least, extremely shady.

Gore was the prime mover in all the
swindles; he had already fleeced the
Hon. Douglas of a sum exceeding
twenty thousand pounds. And he had
done it in such a way that Singleton
was none the wiser.

It had been an exceedingly easy
task to hoodwink the Hon, Douglas.
The boy was quite a fool in all matters
concerning  business, although he
imagined exactly the opposite to be the
case.

Mr. Gore had had no difficulty in
selling Singleton a racehorse for the
sum of £10,000. And, having received
the money in notes, Gore had advised
the spendthrift to wager a similiar
amount on Blue Lightning—the horse.

Of course, Blue Lightning had been
hopelessly beaten in the race for the
Helmford Cup, and Singleton lost his
money. But the smoocth-tongued Mr.
Gore was ready with his explanations.

The horse was quite all right, he
assured Singleton; the animal had
simply sprained a tendon, and a few
weeks’ rest would put him right. Then
Singleton would be able to get all his
money hack,

The Hon,

H Douglas, it need scarcely
 said, had been spoofed and
swindled. It had been child’s play to
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an experienced hand like Mr., Philip
Smith Gore. Singleton had com-
plete faith in the pmuslble rascal.

“Yes, that’s the idea,” remarked
Gore, as he lit a cigar. “I'll dodge
across to the post office in a mmu\e or
two and send Singleton a wire.”

“Do you think we shall be able to
make any capital out of the affair?”
asked Carslake. “We have already got
hold of a Iarge proportion of Single-
ton’s money——

“Nonsense,” mteuuptcd Gore. “A
large proportion? My dear feliow,
Singleton is worth L\m hundred thou.
sand, if he’s worth a penny. Up till
now we have succeeded in obtammv
about a tenth of that amount.”

Carslake shook his head.

“It won't be possible to continue the
game for long,” he said. “The boy
doesn’t suspect anything now, but after
one or two bad deals with us—well,
he'll smell a rat.”

“Quite so,” said Mr. Gore pleasantly.
“But the next deal, as you call it, will
be of a very differ ent nature, Carslake,
‘You and I will not appear in it—as the
promoters, at all events. In fact, we
shall lose considerable sums of money,
too. Singleton will not suspect.”

“We shall lose money?” asked Cars-
lake, staring.

““Ostensibly—yes,”  smiled  Gore.
“But you will understand all about it
later on. In a moment I will slip out
and send off that telegram. By the
way, isn’t Crosse coming back to-day?”

“1I don’t think so,” replied Carslake.
“He's gone off to Bristol—on some
private business of his own. But we
shall be able to manage quite all right
without him, I fancy.”

“No doubt,” agreed Mr. Gore.

He slipped into his overcoat, and
donned his hat and ventured for! th, It
was rather dull outside. The dusk was
rapidly deepening, and the sky was
heavy. He wandered away down the
High Street towards the post office.

e did not seem to be aware of the
fact that his movements were being
closely observed by a man who had




14

been standing in the shadows. This
man seemed to be elderly. His back
was bent, and he wore a grizzled, iron-
grey beard.

For some reason he secmcd to be
very interested in Mr. Gor

At all events, when the Ianer gentle-
man turned into the post office, the
other man took up a position in a
doorway on the other side of the road.
He waited until Mr. Gore reappeared—
but made no attempt to continue his
shadowing tactics.

Instead, he waited until Gore had
disappeared. Then he crossed the
road, entered the post office, and did
not come out again until several
minutes had elapsed. He wandered
away down the road in an apparently
aimless fashion.

Who was the stranger?

And why did he take such an interest
in Mr, Gore?

This happened in the late afternoon.
Comparatively early in the evening—
just after tea at St. Frank’s—Tubbs
presented himself in the doorway of
Study C. Tommy Watson and Tre-
gellis-West and myself had just
finished tea.

“Well, Tubby, what’s the trouble?” 1
asked briskly.

“No trouble, sir, that I knows of,”
grinned the page-boy. “Mr. Lee told
me to tell you that he wants you in his
study at once, please.”

“Thanks, Tubby,” I said, and Tubbs
took his departu.re

1 followed him out of the study, and
went down the Remove passage. When
I arrived at Nelson Lee’s study, I
tapped upon the door and walked in.

“Here I am, guv'nor,” I said cheer-
fully. “What’s the row about? Am I
to be called over the coals for some-
thing, or is it merely a friendly chat?”

Nelson Lee turned in his chair.

“Your remark is somewhat en-
lightening, Nipper,” he observed. “You
have shown me that you are probably
deserving of being called over the
coals, Howcver, as it happens, I have
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no intention of discussing any of your
misdeeds at the present. I merely sent
for you in order to let you know thaL
I am leaving St, Frank's this evening.”
T stared.
“You're leaving, guvnor?”
“Yes.”
“For how long?”
“I shall probably remain away until
Mcnday,“ 1cphed Nelson Lee.
said, with relief. “I
tboughc you were going to tell me that
you had decided to clear out altogethcx
Where are you going to, anyhow?”
London.

“on busmess, guv'nor?”’

“Well, yes,” said Lee slowly. “There
is no need for me to go into any details.
I shall be away on business, certainly.
During my stay in London I shall be
at our place in Gray’s Inn Road.”

“I'd just love to go to London for a
day or two, by way of a change,” I
said. “Any chance of my going with
you?”

The guv'nor chuckled.

“As 2 matter of fact, I was thinking
about letting you come to London,
too.”

“What?” I shouted.

“My dear Nipper, you heard my re-
mark quite distinctly.

“I know I did, sir; but I thought it
was too good to be true.” I said. “Oh,
this is great! Thanks awfully, sir.
When do we start?”

“We shall run up to town by the last
train this evening,” said Lee. " “So I've
warned you m tnne, so that you can
pack a few thi

“Oh, nppmg"’ £ said heartily.
be ready, sir,”

I left the guv'nor’s study in a highly
delighted frame of mind. We hadn’t
been up to London for some little time,
and the prospect of a week-end in
town was decidedly alluring. And we
should be back in our old quarters at
Gray’s Inn Road. It would be quite
like old times.

I burst into Study C, and found my

w1
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chums just finishing the clearing up.
They regarded me rather curiously.

“Dear old boy,” said Tregellis-West,
adjusting his pince-nez, wu seem
very bucked over scmethmg

T nodded.

s qm," I replied cheerfully. “My
sons, the guv'nor and I are going out
on the spree this week-end. We start
for London by the evening train, and
we shan’t be back until Monday morn-
ing.”

“Gammon!” said Watson.

“1t certainly seems rather tall, dear
fellow, observed Montie.

“It's the truth, anyhow,” I went on.
“The guv'nor’s a brick! He’s going up
to London on business, and he’s de-
cided to let me go with him. It'll be a
ripping change.”

“Then it’s true?” asked Tommy.

“ Absolutely!”

“And what about us?” went on Wat-
son grimly. “What about Montie and
me? Where do we come in?”

“I'm afraid you dow't come in at
all,” I said slowly. Im sorry—-"

“Surely you asked Mr. Lee for per-
mission iox Tommy an' I?” said
Montie. “Surely you thought of us?”

I felt rather uncomfortable

“I suppose I'm selfish,” I said. “No,
Montie; I didn't say anything to the
guv'nor about you. The fact is, T was
so pleased that you chaps never
entered my he;

“Well, my hut‘” sald Watson. “You
didn’t even suggest that we might go?
What do you think of that, Montie? Is
he worth calling a pal—"

“Keep your hair on!” I )n'.enuptcd
“Ill_buzz along to the guvnor, and
ask him if you fellows can come with
us. I can’t guarantee anything, re-
member, but T'll do my best. Person-
ally, I'm afraid therell be nothing
doing.”

1 passed out of the study, leaving my
chums in a rather more hopeful frame
of mind, and I went straight along to
Nelson Lee, and found him alone, as
before. He looked up in mild surprise.

0
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“Not ready yet, surely?” he '\<ked
“The train isn’t due to leave—-

“I've come about somet.hm" else,
sir,” I put in. “Would it be possxble for
Watson and Tregellis-West to go to
town with us?”

“I'm afraid the suggestion is out of
the question,” said Nelson Lee. “I can
quite understand your natural inclina-
tion to take your chums with you, and
I dare say they will be rather dis-
appointed. But it will hardly be right
to take three of you away at such short
netice.”

“They don't care anything about
that, sir,” I put in. “They’re simply
dying to go. Couldn’t you concede a
point, sir? Couldn’t you let them come
with us?”

“No, Nipper; I mustbe rm——"

“They’'ve often made themselves use-
ful, sir,” I went on quickly. “If there's
anything to be done they’ll be only too
willing to lend a hand. And there’s
never any telling. Besides, I should
feel more happy if they were with me.”

“In that case, Nipper, there seems to
be only one solution to the problem,”
said Nelson Lee smoothly.

“Youll let them come?”

"Decldedly not! You will have to
remain.”

“I—~I—I shall have to remain?” I
gasped. *But—but—"

“You surely cannot come with me
dnd be unhappy about it?” asked Lee.

Look here, guv'nor; I believe you're
pulling my leg!” I said. “Will it be
possible for Mont\e and Tommy to do
the trip with us? We can easily make
up lessons next week, and it'll be a rip-
pm” change!”

Dear me! Unless I surrender, I sup-
pose you will pester me continuously!"”
sighed the guvnor, “Perhaps I'd
better give in to you in my usual meek
manner. Somehow or other, Nipper,
you always seem to get your own way!
Get along with you! Make yourself

scarce! I want to think.”
“And can they come?” I asked
eagerly.
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““Oh, yes; have your own way!” said
Nelson Lee resignedly. “Only, you will
all have to behave yourselves—"

I did not wait to hear the finish of
the guv'nor’s sentence, but I dashed out
of the room and rushed away to
Study C.

“Well?” asked Watson tensely, as
burst in.

“It’s all serene!” I panted.

“We can go?”

“Yes.”

“Hurrah!” yelled Watson.

“Begad! I'm frightfully bucked—I
am, really,” remarked Sir Montie.
“Nipper, old boy, youre a wonder!
How in the world did you manage it?”

“I simply jawed at the guy’'nor until
he agreed,” I grinned. “Now, we'd
better buck up and pack our things!
The train goes in just over an hour.”

We hurried away to the dormitory,
where we proceeded to change in record
time.

CHAPTER 5.
Going on the Razale!

ALLO! Hallo!” exclaimed Regi-
H nald Pitt. “Why this thus-
ness? Why the spectacle of

zzling splendour?”
t stood at the bottom of the stairs
in the lobby. Montie, Tommy and I
were just coming down, “dressed in our

best.”

“Whnat’s the idea of being dressed up
to the nines?” asked Pitt. “My hat!
Just look at Tregellis-West! Gaze upon
the spectacle of glory! My eyes are
dazzled!”

“Pray don’t be so frightfully absurd,
Pitt!” said Montie. “We are merely
dressed in readiness to start the
journey.”

“What

said De Valerie.

just off to London,” I ex-
“We're goiug up by the even-
ing train, and we shan’t be back until
eap,' on \Ionday morning.”

ssid Handforth, “If you
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think you can pull our legs, you've
made a bloomer. London, indeed!
You'll be jolly lucky if you get as far as
Bannington! You can’t spoof me, you
.siuy chumps!”

“We wouldn't think of attempting
such a simple task!” I retorted. “‘Bub
the fact -remains, Handy, that we're
going to London. If you don't like to
believe it, you can dishelieve it. And
we havent time to argue either, because
Mr. Lcte’s waiting for us.”

“Tell that yarn somewhere else!”

The juniors were certainly sceptical;
but they were not sceptical for long,
for, as it happened, Nelson Lee himself
appeared in the lobby, carrying a
leather travelling-case. He was attired
in his thick overcoat, and w: 1 ready
for the journey.

“You boys ready?” he asked briskly.

“All ready, sir, except our overcoats,”*
I replied.

“Then you had better hurry,” said
Lee. “We haven't long to catch the
train.”

The juniors regarded one anoLhcr
wonderingly,

“Where—where are you: going to,
sir?” asked Handforth,

“We are taking a short trip to Lon-
don, Handforth,” said Nelson Lee. “We
shall probably be back on Sunday even-
ing—or on Monday morning at latest.”

“By Gcorge'” muttered Handforth,
“Ii’s Lluc then!”

“Seems like it,” said Church. “We
shall all be going to London soon!
McClure's there already, and now these
three chaps are going!”

“Like their cheek!” snapped Hand-
forth. “What about us? Where do we
come in?”

“Nowhere!” sald Pitt,
to go up as well.”

“Same here!” said De Valerie. I
can’t help feeling rather envious. A
week-end in London is just what I
should likel”

We managed to get off in time to
catch the train, Handforth was feeling

“But I'd like
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rather sore. He saw no reason at all
Why he should not go. He regarded it
as a personal affront that he—Hand-
forth—had not been invited.

“Iys simply rotien!” he declared.
w)Je—one of the leaders of the Remove,
if not the leader—left out in the cold!”

“Cheer up, Handy! Your turn'll
come some day!” chuckled Pitt.
«Everything comes to those who wait.”

In Study A, Fullwood” & Co. were
looking rather serious.

“I wasn't expectin’ anythin’ of this
sort,” said Fullwood. “Of course, it
won't make any difference to our plans.
We shall go up to-night just the same,
Singleton’s car will be waiting for us
in the lane at a quarter to eleven.”

“It scems to me that our plan has
received the kybosh,” put in Bell
“How the dickens can we go to London
now? Mr. Lee's there, and it's quite
likely that he'll spot us, and that would
mean the sack. It isn't worth the risk,

Fully!”

Fullwood snorted.

“Don’t talk rot!” he snapped.
“There’s no risk in it! There's not

one chance in a million of Lee secin’
us. Anyhow, I'm not goin’ to give up
the scheme just because Lee’s gone to
London! We simply need to be a bit
cautious—that's all!”

“Hadn't we better be disguised?”

suggested Gulliver, “It would hardly
be“wxse to wear our school caps!”
. “You lunatic!” said Fullwood wither-
ingly. “That’s the last thing in the
world we shall do! Well wear soft
hats. We can easily nip to Banning-
ton this evening to buy them.”

“It’s a good idea, tainly,” i
il with sovrora certainly,” said

A little later on in the cveni
nuts returned from Bann?x‘)gmgg’ ;‘?5
they managed to smuggle their parccls
into Study A without any difficulty.

“Now we're all serene,” s F 5
wood pleasantly. “We shs.s’ltd 15;1(}3‘
ourselves when we're dressed in these
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togs. Aw’ if anybody happens to spot
us in London—well, they’ll have to be
pretty keen to recoghise us.”

The nuts were quite satisfied that
everything would be all right. And
when the time came for the Remove to
go to the dormitory, they made an
elaborate pretence of being very sleepy
and tired.

“By gad! I shall sleep like a top to-
night,” said Fullwood, as he undressed.
“It’s this bally weather, I suppose.
I'm feelin’ awfully heavy.”

He yawned many times before he
finally got into bed, and Gulliver and
Bell followed his example. And Hand-
forth, for once in a way, was rather
alert, and he was somewhat suspicious,
too.

Those yawns did not look quite genu-
ine to him, and he wondered what was
in the wind.

Knowing something of the nature of
Fullwood & Co., Handforth was in-
clined to suspect that something special
was on.

“The bounders!” he muttered. “I'll
keep awake to-night, and see what they
get up to. I wouldn’t mind betting any-
thing that they're going out on the
razzle—down to the White Hart.”

The Remove settled down to sleep in
a very short time, and before ten o'clock
every junior was slumbering soundly—
every junior, that is, with the exception
of Fullwood & Co.

Handforth had decided to be on the
alert. But, somehow or other, he had
dropped off with the others, although
he wasn't sleeping with his usual sound-
ness.

At last the school clock chimed out
the half-hour, and Fullwood sat up in
bed with great caution.

“you chaps awake?” he whispered.

“Yes!” came Bell's volce. “Iam.”

“Same here,” murmured Gulliver.

«“Good!” muttered Ralph Leslie.
«glip into your things guickly, you
chaps, because we haven’t got much
time. And don't make any noise. We
can't afford to be spotted goin’ out.”
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Unfortunately for the nuts’ plans,
Handforth awakened.

The hero of Study D lay for some
minutes in a drowsy, half-sleeping con-
dition. Then he became dimly aware
of slight rustlings, and now and again
a whispered word.

Handforth became fully awake in a
moment, and he raised himself on his
elbow. One or two dim forms were
moving about—and even as Handforth
watched, they vanished out of the
dormitory.

Handforth was out of bed in a second.

“By George!” he muttered, “I'll put
a stop to their rotten game.”

He hurried across the dormitory,
passed out, and found himself in the
corridor. Everything was dark and
quiet. He judged that the nuts had
gone downstairs to Study A—with the
intention of slipping into the Triangle
via the window.

Handforth hastened silently down.

He arrived at Study A, and stood
listening. Yes, sure enough, he heard
soft whisperings within. He applied his
eye to the keyhole, and saw a dim light.
Fullwood & Co. were evidently making
their final preparations by the light of
a candle.

“The rotters,” muttered Handforth.
“By George, I'll teach ’em!”

He grasped the handle, and swung
the door open.

“Great goodness!”
“We're spotted!”

“Handforth!” grated Fullwood.

The leader of Study D strode in, and
closed the door.

“Now, my sons, I'll give you two
minutes to get back to bed!” he said
aggressively. “Two minutes—and not
a second longer!”

Fullwood scowled.

“Mind your own confounded busi-
ness!” he snarled. “What the deuce
has it got to do with you, you inter-
ferin’ cad?”

“I'm not going to sce three rotbers
acting the goat after lights-out!” said
Handforth grimly, “I'm about fed-up

gasped Bell.
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with your rotten ways, Fullwood, and
it’s about time you were taught a lesson.
‘You've made a bloomer if you think you
are going out to-night.”

“Oh, have 1?7 snapped Fullwood.
“You're not going to stop us, you con<
founded rotter. Keep your nose where
it's wanted, and dom’t stick it into
other people’s affairs!”

Handforth breathed hard.

“I'm not going to argue!” he ex-
claimed. “In any case, jawing to
rotters like you would be worse than
ja\gling to a gate-post. I'm going to
act!”

ed Bell

“You—you silly fool!” hi
“Yowll wake everybody in t
with that beastly roar of yours!
you talk quietly?”

“I don’t choose to talk quietly!” said
Handforth, “Now, then, put your fists
up! Tl give you just two seconds.”

Handforth actually didn’t allow them
that grace, for he lunged out as he
spoke. Fullwood received a terrific
punch on the nose, and went over back-
wards, clutching at the tableclcth.

“Yarooh!”

Fullwood sat on the floor, and he
drew the tablecloth over him, to say
nothing of a pile of books and an ink-
stand.

“Oh, goodness!” gasped Bell.
“Somebody’s bound to have heard that.
We'd better bunk back to the dormi-
tory.”

“‘Hang you!” snarled Fullwood, get-.
ting to his feet. “I'll make you soiry,
for this, Handforth, you cad!”::

slap!

Handforth’s fist came into contact
with Guiliver's cheek with considerable
violence, and Gulliver went over with
a bang. But Fullwood was on his feet
by this time, and he simply hurled him-
self at Handforth, reckless of the con-
sequences. Fullwood was almost mad
with rage.

It seemed to him that Handforth's
interference was to mean that the nuts’
night out would be ruined. Fullwood
wasn't afraid of Handforth sneakinge

Can't,
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he was safe enough in this
zcap d if he could get away safely
he w d risk the consequences.

But F‘-lll\‘.‘ood feared that all the noise
would attvact the attention of a master,
and then the fat would be in the fire.

It was highly necessary to subdue
Ha ndr'ut 1 without delay.

Handy \\“ a great fighter, but the
odds J now were rather too much
for hml. Fullwood attacked him from
behind, and landed a hard blow on his

He knew

ear.

Handforth staggered back a trifle,
swung round, and glared at Fullwood.

“You—you cad!” he roared. “You
cowardly rotter!”

He threw himsell at Fullwood, but
Gulliver and Bell plucked up courage
to attack from the rear.

And Handforth was pulled up short,
pitched on the floor, and his feet were
sab upon.

“Get rope—quick!” gasped
“String will do—or even a
Anythin’ to

Fullwood.
couple of handkerchiefs.
keep the beast quiet.
ipped out his ha ndkerchief,
- :md Hmdys wrists were bound. A
cushion was flung over his head, and
Gulliver sat upon it. Handforth's
furious roars were subdued to a degree.
His feet were rapidly fastened with
string, and he was helpless. The nuts
were practically ready to go, and they
lost no time in blowing out the candle,
and slipping through the window.
They left Handforth writhing on the

oor.

The nuts were bruised and sore.

“I'll get my own back on the cad
somehow!” panted Fullwood, as he and
his chums raced down the lane. “By
gad! Tl make him smart.”

‘It seems to me he's made us smart!”
wled Bell. “I hope the rotter doesn't
us away, that’s all!”

‘He won't do that,” said Fullwood.
“Handforth may be an interferin’
Nosy Parker, but he isn't a sneak.
He'll go back to bed. We shall find him
there when we get back.”
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“How can he get back to the dormi-
{ory when Iics bound wp?” asked Gul-

"We only tied him up loosely,” said
Fullwood. “He's free by this time, Tl
bet. Rats to Handforth! There’s the
car, waitin’,

We shall have to tell Jen-
kins to buzz like the deuce.”

They reached the bend in the lane,
near the old stile. Singleton’s car was
there, with Jenkins, the chauffeur, be-
hind the wheel.

“ Good-evening, younﬂ
said, as they came up.

“We want to buzz as hard as you
can go—get to London in record time,” *

said  Fullwood. “You're takin’ usg
straight to Gadaby 's Hotel, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good,” said Fullwood.
goin’!”

They climbed into the car, and were
soon whirled away from the neighbour-

hood of St. Frank’s. Through Bellton
and Bannington, and then on the main

road to Helmford, after which there
Wﬁc practically a strmght run to Lon-
dos

gents,” he

“Let's geb

on,

The nuts did not get any sleep, as
the Hon, Douglas suggested. They were
too excited to think of having a nap en
route.

In a very short nme——so it seemed to
Fullwood & Co.—they were passing
through the outsku-ts of London.

And after that it was a swift rush
to the West End, and the car pulled up
in front of Gadsby’s Hotel, near Picca~
dilly Circus, with the journey accom-
plished in record time,

There had been one pause only.
Passing a suburban station, Fullwood
had ordered Jenkins to pull up. And
the cad of the Remove had entered the
telegraph office, and had dispatched a
wire—apparently with much satisfac-
tion.

Somehow or other, the sending of
that telegram seemed to give Fullwood
a great deal of pleasure.

He was looking quite pleased when
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he came out of the station, but he
would give his chums no hint as to the
meaning of his action.
know why the telegram had been sent,
or whom it was sent to.

And now, having arrived at Gadsby's
Hotel, the nuts strode in and asked for
Singleton. They were at once directed
to a private room; and here they found
the Hon. Douglas with two visitors.

The latter were Mr. Philip Sn
Gore and Mr. Carslake.

“'Good!” exclaimed Singleton, as the
nuts entered. “We were just waiting
for you, Fully. This is great. You
managed everything all serene, then?”

“Of course,” said Fullwood. “Good-
evenin’, Mr. Gore—good-evening, Mr.
Carslake. Rather an unusual time fo
meet—what?”

“I think you ought to haye said good-
morning, my lad,” said Gore. “We
have already planned our programme,
and there is no reason why we should
not have a little flutter.”

“Cards, sir?” asked Bell.

“Well, hardly,” said Mr. Gore. “I've
got something better than cards in my
mind—and I think yowll agree with
me. Tt is fortunate that Singleton told
me of his plans, for I shall be able to
help you all. I intend to take you to
a place where you will obtain a little
sport and excitement.”

“What place is it?” asked Fullwood.

Mr. Gore sheok his head.

“Ah!” he smiled. “I shall not tell
you just yet, but you will see for your-
selves soon.”

And immediately afterwards the
party ventured out, climbed into Sin-
gleton’s car, and drove away.

Curiously enough, a figure came out
of the shadows near by, mounted a
light-weight motor-cycle, and took the
same direction as the limousine. Had
the stranger been watching, and had
he deliberately gone in pursuit of the
rar?

th

The situation was rather interesting.

They did not |«
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CHAPTER 6.
The Gamblers!
ERE we are, hoys!”

Gore pleasantly.

The car had come to a halt,
and the little party got out of if, and
stood on the pavement. The street was
a narrow one, and was quite deserted.

The road was tucked away behind
one of the main roads of London, and
there were many big blocks of buildings
on either side—flats, by the look of
them. Mr. Gore led the way into a
big doorway, after instructing Jenkins
to be back with the car within two
hours,

“Egad! Where are we?” inquired
the Hon. Douglas languidly.

“The precise locality would not in-
terest you, my lad,” replied Mr. Gore.
“We are about to enter the private
residence of Mr. Reginald Varney. To
all intents and purposes, he is a highly,
respectable member of society.”

“But I thought you were bringin’ us -
to some place where we can have some
sport—not to a private house,” said
Fullwood.
here, Mr. Gore?”

“Youll find out very shortly,” re-
plied Gore. “Mr. Varney’s flat is not
so innocent as it appears to be. But it
is hopeless for an outsider to gain ad-
mimance. I have been here before, and

I know the ropes. That shows the ad-
vantage of knowing an old hand like

myself.”

said Mr.,

T

“Rather,” agreed smgletor\ “Who
shall we meet in her
“Quite a number cf people, I dare

say,” saild Mr. Gore. “The flat, to be
frank, is a kind of gentlemen’s club,
and a club of a most exclusive charac+
ter. T do not know Mr. Varney persom
ally; in fact, I have only been here
once before. But I think I can managé
to obtain admittance for our little
party.”

“I hope so, sir,” said Fullwood.

They mounted two flights of marble'
stairs, and then came to a halt before |
a door on the second landing.  Mr.l &

“What's the idea of comin’,
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Gore pressed the bell-push, and within
moments the door was opened by
staid-looking man in evening dress,
apparently a butler. He regarded the
party with an expressicnless face.

“Mr, Varney in?” inquired Gore.

«1f you will give me your name, sir,
1 will see,” said the butler solemnly.
“will you kindly wait within the
1obby?”

‘hey were ushered in, and they were
cept waiting for a couple of minutes.
Then the butler returned with the in-
formation that Mr, Varney was in, and
that he would see Mr. Gore.

“I don't suppose I shail be long,
boys,” said Mr. Gore. ‘“You had better
stay in here, too, Carslake.”

Gore passed out of the lobby with the

* butler.

“Wwell, this is a rummy business!”
murmured Gulliver, “There’s nothin’
very excitin’ about this affair!”

“Wait!” said the Hon. Douglas
languidly. “I've got an idea that we
shall all be surprised scon. There’s
something good in this, T'll bet!”

A minute or two later Mr. Gore re-

ed.
“Everything is all right,” he said,
smiling.” “You are all at liberty to
enter, “Mr. Varney is engaged at the
moment, but that makes little differ-
2 We shall be quite occupied in
other directions. ~Come, boys!”

They passed out of the lobby into an
ically lit corridor, Mr. Gore was
smiling to himself. Perhaps he was
congratulating himself upon the manner
in which he had spoofed Singleton and
e other boys. The juniors certainly
«id not suspect the actual truth.

They had no inkling that the ‘whole
affair was a plant—that Mr, Varney was
10 stranger to Gore, and that Gore had
brought them here for the especial
purpose of extracting meney from
gleton.
he Hon. Douglas was under the im-
pression that Gore and Carslake were
almost, strangers to the flat, and that
had come for sport, too. Quite
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the contrary was the case. Gore had
merely enticed t! i ‘he web,

“This  way, said Gors

genially.

He threw open a
ben concealed b
confusion of voices
boys. They saw @
cigar-smoke, and bri
light.

“By gad!” murmured Fullwood.

They passed inside, and they knew at
once the exact nature of this harmless-
looking “private residence.” It was, to
be exact, a high-class gambling-den—a
resort for those members of Society who
had more money than they knew what
to_do with.

Roulette was being played, and other
“games” of a similar nature. Twenty
or thirty men were present, the majority
of them in evening-dress.

«Take my advice, Singleton, and
don’t plunge too heavily to begin with,”
said Mr. Gore softly. “Roulette is
wonderfully interesting——provided you
win! I rather fancy myself, and if you
do as I do, you won't go wrong.”

“CGood!” said Singleton, “Any old
thing!”

Very soon Mr. Gore and Singleton
were trying their luck at one of the
tables. Other punters had been winning
considerable sums of money, and il
looked so easy to Singleton.

For some little time he was rather
puzzled by the various terms spoken by
the croupier. He did not know what
“pair” and “impair ” meant; he was
quite ignorant of the meaning 0f
“manque” and “passe”; & “cheval ”
and a “transversal” were like double
Dutch to him.

But he very soon discovered that he
could back black or red, and that he
could put his money on one number,
and, if he won, could obtain thirty-
seven times the amount of his stake.

“The more he played, the more he liked
it. It did not matter much to him that
he lost consistently for the first half-
hour, Mr, Gore was losing, too. but not
to the extent of Singleton,

door which had
1 a curtain, and &
ame out to tha
7 room, hazy with
nt with electric
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Then the Hon. Douglas’ luck turned,
and he had one or two successes. In
fact, he raked in over five thousand
pounds, and ten minutes after that he
had regained his losses,

“Egad! This is a fine game!” he said
excitedly.

Singleton did his utmost to remain
calm; but the gambling spirit was upon
him, and his face was flushed. He was
Jjust in the mood to bet heavily, and he
did so. There appeared to be no limit
in this establishment.

“Go easy, my lad—-go easy!” said
Gore warningly. “You mustn’t bet so
recklessly.”

“That’s all right,” sald smgkmn. 4
shall win in the long

“I hope so,” said Mr GoreA “Ive
had bad luck—I'm five thousand pounds
out of pocket already. If my luck doesn't
change soon I shall chuck the game for

twnght I should advise you to ease
"Domt worry,”  said the  Hon.
Douglas. “I shall be all serene.”

The astute Mr, Gore knew well enough
that his advice would be rejected, other-
wise he would not have tendered it.
But the giving of that advice, coupled
with the fact that Gore himself had
lost heavily, naturally gave Singleton
the zmpressmﬁ that Gore was in no
possible way connected with the flat.

Fullwood & Co., having lost a fiver
each, decided that roulette was an
excellent game to watch, and they kept
the remainder of their money in their
pockets, and were not tempte:

But with the spendthrift Lhu‘
different.

The more money he lost, the more
money he risked. Now and again he
won, and these few and far hetween
successes gave him encouragement to
continue,

Mr. Gore watched the game with pre-
tended anxiety, but inwardly he was
pleased with the way things were going.
This foolish schoolboy was rapidly losing
money—so rapidly that Singleton hi
self could not kecp count of it. He was

s were
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completely intoxicated with the excite-
ment of the g

But at !ength his recklessness was
bxtéuoht to an end, for his money gave

Singleton seemed very astonished. He
did not realise until the last moment
that his supply had gone. He looked
round him in a somewhat dazed fashion,
but was not at all annoyed. He smiled
at Mr. Gore rather sheepishly.

“It doesn't seem to have \xoxkeu out
right, does it?” he asked. “I s
you couldnt lend me a thovzsand 01
two, Mr.

Gore shoa hns head.

“I warned you, Singlelon. When a
fellow’s luck is out, he might as well
keep the money in his pocket " he s
“However, you are rather headstrong,
and this lesson will do you no harm.”

“But won't you lend me anything?”

“In ordinary circumstances, I should
be only too pleased to,” replied Gore
in a fatherly way. “Buf I really do not
see why T should lend you money so that
you may lose it, for you certainly will.”

“Well, that'll be my misfortune,” said
the Hon. Douglas. “Be a sport, and
let me have some cash. I want to m
a final attempt to win back my losses.”

“Oh, very welll” said Gore. “But
don’t blamé me if you lose.”

“How much are you down already?”
whispered Fullwood.

“I don't know, old man, and I'm not

worrying about it,” said the Hon.
Douglas. “Tlmnks, Mr. Gore. Now
youwll see me get everything back. T've
2ot a sort of idea that I shall strik

lucky.”

Singleton’s idea W’\S wide of the mark
for after he had been playing with Mr,
Gore’s money—two thausano po\mas—
for some twenty minutes, he turned
away from the table absolutely penni-
Iess.

“Well?” siniled Mr. Gore grimly.

“Say it—say ‘I told you " smiled
Singleton. “I shan’t be of endrr" if you
do, because I deserve it. Rouletie is a
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gume, but it’s deucedly expen-
ad!”
* Nois"nso"’ savd Mr. Gore. “You
l«luSLA 't be ”

“I'm not dv “ouraged' ” protested the
Hon, Douglas,

«yYou can make a fortune out of
roulette,” declared 3
who hﬂve started with five thcusan ,
and who have retired with a hundr
chou’ nd after a week’s play. And it

nerally happens that on the first night
they lose badly. It's just the luck of
things.

“Tll have another shot, of course”
said Singleton.

“You ought to have taken my advice,
my boy—you ought to have eased up
mhm 1 told you to,” went on Mr. Gore.
“There is no doubt whatever that if
vyou keep to the game persistently you
will win.”

“I shall keep to )t all right,” said
Singleton. “I'm jolly keen to come
to-morrow night and try my luck again.
Tve got an idea that I shall win back
everything I've lost, with another pile
on the top of it.”

Mr., Gore nodded.

“I share that opinion,” he said.
“And I should certainly advise you to
come—do not be disheartened.”

“I say,” put in Bell “How much
are you down, DUEEY"”

don’t know,” said Singleton.
“I'm at least twcnty thousand pounds
down to-night.’

“Great Scott!”

“By gad!”

“My goodness!”

“Twenty—twenty thousand!” gasped
Bell. “Why, you—you si fool!
Youll never get all that back! It's a
fortune!”

Slm\cton laughed.
& “It doesn't seem much to me,” he
Slnlxd lightly, “You see, I brought that
mo“l;t because T wanted to win back the

uc]ef I lost on that horse last week.
panpoe game doesn't seem to have

“3med out in the right way.”

€ll, yowve got nobody to blame
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but yourself!” declared Fullwood. “We
could all see you were losin', an’ you
kept on just the same. You ought to
have taken Mr, Gore’s advioef’

“My dear chap, don’t rub it in so
much!” said Singleton plainhvely 1
know well enough that I was an ass,

but what’s the good of nagging me?
Next time I'll take Mr. Gore'’s advice—
and his advice is that I should come
again to-morrow night.”

“Quite right, my boy,” said Gore,
nodding. “I have not the slightest
doubt that you will win. I have seen
a good deal of roulette, and I have
generally found that when g fellow loses
on one night, he wins on the next.

Singleton was not astute enough to
realise that Mr. Gore ‘was merely “lead-
ing him on. man’s plans had
already worked Well He_had brought
Singleton here, and he had seen that he
had lost cvery penny of the money he
had had on

On the morrow the story would prob-
ably be the same.

But the main thing was to get
Singleton to come, so it ‘Was necessary
to use a little bluff. Once the Hon.
Douglas had the fever on him again, he
would probably follow the example of
many other punters—he would plunge
more heavily than ever, in order to re-
cover the losses of the previous night.

“well, boys, we had better be going
now,” said Mr., Gore, glancing at his
watch. “You three must get back to
St. Frank’s. The car will be waiting
outside.”

The party left the flat almost at once,
except for Carslake, who mained
behind. He was, of course, “in” with
the promoters of the establishment, and
he had probably stopped behind to ob-
tain his share of the booty.

Meanwhile, Singleton’s car made its
way back to Gadsby’s Hotel. The Hon.
Douglas and Mr. Gore were dropped
there, and Fullwood & Co. sct off in the
car for St. Frank’s at top

After the limousine had 1eft Gadsby‘
Hotel, and Gore and Singleton had
passed within, a figure moved out of the
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shadows again and mounted a motor-
cycle. It was the same figure that had
been there before.

This mysterious individual had been
watching the party right from the
moment of Fullwood & Co.’s arrival.

Who was he, and how was he con-
nected with the case?

Certainly, the unknown man instilled
an element of mystery into the whole
adventure.

CHAPTER 7.

The Telegram?

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH

E sat up in bed, yawned, and

stretched himself. The sound of

the rising-bell was ringing in his ears,

and it was not at all a welcome sound.

The morning was cold, and the bed
was extremely comfortable,

“Oh, rats!” growled Handforth.
“We've got to turn out, I suppose!”

He glared across the dormitory at the
beds of Fullwood, Guiliver and Bell.
The beds were occupied, but the three
Jjuniors were sleeping like logs; they had
not awakened, although the bell was
clanging noisily.

“Huh! That tells a tale!” grunted
Handforth, “I expect the cads were
out on the razzle nearly all the night!
‘Who's got a sponge?”

Handforth’s shot was que true. The
nuts had certainly been out on the
“razzle” They had retumed before
dayhreak, and had succeeded in getting
into the school without attracting atten-
tion.

But they had had very little sleep, and
now, in consequence, they were very
heavy.

Handforth, of course, had no inten-
tion of sneaking. He was quite dis-
gusted with Fullwood & Co. but he
had the satisfaction of knowing that
he had marked them on the previous
night and he had also the satisfaction
of knowing that he would very shortly
mark them again.

He did not forget how

they had
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trussed him up; he did not forget that
he had struggled with his bonds for
twenty minutes before freeing himself.
And Handlorth was fully determined to
make the nuts see the error of their
ways.

He crossed over to one of the wash-
stands, selected a jug of icy water, and
plunged a sponge into it. Then he ad-
vanced across the dormitory to the beds
of Fullwood & Co. He was watched by
many of the other fellows, who were
all grinning with anticipation.

“That’s the idea, Handy!” chuckled
Pitt. “The bounders look as if they've
been going it strong. Cold water is what
they need.”

Clold water was certainly what they

Handforth held the sponge immedi-
ately over Fullwcod's face and squeezed
it. A stream of icy water plunged down
upon Fullwood’s face. It soaked his
hair, filled his ear, and trickled down
over his face. Fullwood gave a wild
howl, a gasp, and rolled out of bed. '

“Gug-gug-grooh ! ” he eJaculuted

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's just to warn you that actin
Llu gxddy goat isn’'t good for a chap,”
“Now welll see how

Gulliver didn’t like it at all—neither
did Bell. They jumped out of bed,
gasping and spluttering.

“You funny idiot!” snapped Full-
wood. “I suppose you think it's clever
to act the fool like this?”

“I think it’s necessary to teach
rotters of your sorf a lesson!” retorted
Handforth, “I'm going to slaughter you !
after breakfast. Perhaps that'll make
you feel comfortable.” g

Handforth proceeded with his dress-
ing, and he and Church went down-
stairs together. They arrived in the
lobby, and were about to pass outside
into the Triangle, when Handforth
paused.

“Let’s have a look in the rack,” he

“There might be a letter from

hat, ves,” said Church.
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But there Was no letter in the rack

from McClus
hou«hucss bounder!”  grunted
Handforth. “He might have dropped

us a line, anyway.”

“perhaps his pater’s badly ill, or even
worse,” said Church. “A chap can't
always write, you know, Handy.”

Handforth grunted again, and the pair
passed out into the Triangle, Almost
immediately they were approached by
a telegraph-boy, who had been on his
way to the Ancient House side-door.

“Youre Master Handforth, aren't
you, sir?” he asked.

“I am,” said Handforth.

“This 'ere wire is for you,” said the
telegraph boy.

“A wire for me?" asked Handforth
wmdeungly wonder who it’s

Hnncuolth took the telegram, and
told the boy that he could buzz off. The
wire was certainly addressed in an un-
mistakable way: Handforth, Study D,
Ancient House, St. Frank’s College,
Sussex.”

Handforth tore open the envelope,
and_extracted the form, And as he
read the words which were written
there, his eyes grew round with excite-
ment and anxiety.

Oh, my goodness!” he gasped.

“What’s the matter?” demanded
Church excitedly.

“ Good heavens"

Poox old Clurey

“What's wrong with him?” yelled
Church,
tI;cor old chap!” muttered Hand-

Chmch took the telegram and read
15 And he, too, changed
Cﬂlom fox Ule form read:

said Handforth.

“Am dying. Caught the pater’s com-
Dblaint, Come at once with Church.
Tell nobody else. Make all haste, or I
may be gone.

“McCLuri
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McClure, the faithful chum of Hand-
forth and Cm’rch was dying!

“This—this is awfull” e"ud Hand-
forth frantically.

“I can't believe it,” gasped Church.
“McClure was as rwht as )am when he
left—he was never healthier in hi
é\nd how could he send thls \vne it he's

ying’

"You idiot!” .said  Handforth.
“Couldn’t somebody else send it for
him? Poor cha; ap! Dying! It's

too horrible for words!
shame to send for him!”
h, go easy—"

“His pater’s got some catching dis-
ease or other, I expect,” said Hand-
forth.

“I—T can’t believe McClure's dying,”
muttered Church.

The two juniors were thunderstruck
—staggered. They stood there looking
blankly before them.

“My goodness! What shall we do?”
said Handforth.

“I think we'd better show that wire
to the Head,” suggested Church.

“To the Head? What for?”

“He’ll give us permission to go up

It was a rotten

“Supposing he doesn’t?” asked Hand-
forth. “We shall be done then—we
shan’t be able to see our pal hefore he
dies! vote we go off right now—we
can catch the morning train to London,
and I've got enough cash for the fares.”

“Go now”’ gasped Church. ‘Before

Lrekker?”

“Brekker!” shouted Handforth, “Do
you mean to tell me you could eat
brekker with news like this on
your chest?”

“But—but don’t be in too much of
2 huiry,” Church protested.
ought to reason it out, Handy. I (hmk
there must be a mistake—it might even
be a practical joke of somebody’s——"

“You idiot!” snapped Handforth.
“As if anybody would joke on a Sub-
ject like thi If you won't come I'll
g0 by mysel We can’t be punished
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for slipping off, because it's the last
wish of a dying chap!”

Handforth walked towards the gates
—and Church walked with him. They
hurried down to the village, and all
the way down Church’s suspicions in-
creased. Somehow, he couldn’t believe
that the telegram actually stated the
truth.

Vaguely, he had an idea that there
was something wrong—that the wire
was a cruel joke,

Church’s suspicions would certainly
have been greatly strengthened if he
had noticed three faces at the window
of Study A as he and Handforth had
stood in the Triangle reading the tele-
gram.

Those faces belonged to Fullwood &
Co., and it was not long before Gul-
liver and Bell fully understcod the
meaning of the telegram which Full-
wood had despatched the night before.

“well, they're off on a nice fool's
errand,” grinned Fullwoed. “Perhaps
itll teach Handy not to be so jolly
clever with his fists—an’ we shan’t have
any trouble with him this mornin’,
either.

Meanwhile, Handforth and Church
boarded the morning train for London.
With every mile that sped by, Church
became certain that his suspicions
were justified. But Handforth was just
as certain that poor old McClure was
dying.

However, the point was rapidly
settled when the two juniors presented
themselves at the door of McClure
senior's house in Kensington.. For
almost the first person they saw in the
hall was McClure himself—dressed
ready to go out with a handbag by
his side.

“Great pip!” he gaspad.
you chaps doing up here?”

“What are

“Aren’t—aren’t you 'dying?” de-
manded Handforth faintly.
“Dying!” roared McClure. “Do I
look 27
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“McClure soon had the telegram in
his hand, and he read if, stared, and
burst into a roar of laughter.

You silly jossers!” he exclaimed.
Yowve been spoofed! I dida't send
this wire!”

7And we've been bemoaning your
fate all the way up from St. Frank’s,”
said Handforth warmly. But I'm jolly
glad to see you safe and sound. How's
your pater?”

Miles better,” said McClure. “I was
just starting off for Victoria—to catch
the train back. You'd better come with
me—but yowll have the dickens of a
job to explain things to the Head.
Youwil get it in the neck.”

Church’s eyes suddenly sparkled.

“By Jove! T've thought of some-
thing!” he exclaimed. ‘“Nipper and
his pals are up in London—Mr. Lee,
too—at Gray's Inn Road! Why not go
along there, see Mr. Lee, and tell him
all about it? It’s quite likely that he'll
‘phone to the Head, and let us stop up
in town until the morning.”

“Then we can go to a theatre foc-
gether to-night!” said McClure eagerly.
“It’s a brain-wave, Churchy. I say, 1
it turns out all serene, we'll bless the
chap who sent that giddy wire.”

As it happened, it did turn out all
serene.

Handforth & Co. presented them-
selves at Gray’s Inn Road shorfly be-
fore midday—to my astonishment.
Watson and Tregellis-West and I had
been about to go out, and we were very
astounded to see the heroes of Study D.

When Nelson Lee had heard Hand-
forth & Co.'s explanation, and when he
had seen the wire, he could not be
angry.

“Well, boys, I suppose I ought to be
angry, but I'm not,” he smiled. “And
now that you are in London you would

like to remain?”

“Yes, please, sir,” said Handforth.
1t's a half-holiday to-day, anyhow, and
i#’ll be ripping if we can stay—and go
home with these other chaps to-
morrow.”

O R - R TINRLTIN OF LA Ve 5=
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The guvnor chuckled.

“Vezy well, you young rascals,” he
said  “You may remain. Go to a
theatre this cvening—do anything you
like—but don't bother me. I have im-
portant ¥ . .

Handforth & Co. were delighted, and
they fairly hugged themselves with
glee.

But, as events turned out, there was
to be some excitement before we lelt
London to go back to St. Frauk’s!

CHAPTER 3.
A Fool and His Money!
HE HON. DOUGLAS SINGLETON

i yawned, and threw his cigarette-

end into the glowing embers of
the fire.

““Time Gore was turni
mured languidly.

He glanced at his gold watch, rose
from the soft lounge, and stretched
himself. It was nearly tm o'clock, and
Gadsby’s Hotel was rather quiet. It was
tucked away in a l«lnd ol backwater,
and was generally peaceful.

A very high-class hotel, there was
every luxury for a person with ample
means. The Hon. Douglas Singleton
did not, care how much he spent, and
he had the best suite of rcoms in the
establishment.

“Gore promised to be here at ten, so
he ought to be appearing,” muttered
Singlefon. as he lounged across the
room. “I've got to buck up to-night,
or I shan’t get that bally money back!”

The Hon. Douglas had hopes. He
certain that he would recover his

g up,” he mur-

5 before the night was out.
The dool opened and Mr. Gore
appear

wd vou\e come, Mr. Gore,” said
Douglas. “I was just getling
tired of my own company.
re going straight off to Mr. Varney’s
aren’t we? 1 want to start early
to-night,”

the idea!” agreed Gore,
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stroking his moustache. “Yowl he
able to have a long spell at the table,
my Jad—and you need it. We hboth
need it, in fact. I have a good sum
to recover from last night, too. But
you needn't worry. I have every con-
fidence.”

“I'm not worrying,” said Singleton
lightly. “Dash it all, why should I?
1 lost twenty thousand last night, T
know, but I'm not the kind of fellow
to go into hysterics over a trifle. If I
Iose it altogether, I shan’t sit down and

0.

Goxe smiled.

“That’s the spirit, my boy— tha( s the
spirit!” he said heartily.  “If v
main calm, there’s pmcucany no 1 3
Study the table carefully, watch every
move, and, above all, play (‘aut.cusly
until you Know that you are winning.”

"Fhat’s all right!” said Singleton
lightly. “Leave it to me. Let’s be get-
Lmn alang now! I'm anxious (o

¥ How much cash have you got oh
you?”

“Same as last night.”

“Twenty thousand?”

“Yes,” said the Hon. Douglas. “I
thought I mxght as well be px epared,
you know.”

“That’s tr ue,
Ln makmg a move,”

Isn't Caralake coming?”

saxd Gore, “Well, lel's

“Carslake will probably be at
Varney’s place when we ar 5 he's
going there independently,” said Mr.

Gore, “Come along, Sinzleton!”

They passed out into the corridor,
and a few minutes later they were
seated comfortably in a taxi-cab, and
the journey to Varney's flat was not a
long ome. The pair got out of the
vehicle, walked into the block of flats,
’md made their way to the sccond
fioo:

’I‘hry were admitted at once, and
now there was a great nee in
{he place. The gambling-room was well
ﬁllcd with people—mostly young men,
and nearly all wearing evening-dress.
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There were two roulette tables, and
both of them were well patronised. In
other parts of the flat card games were
in progress, and the air everywhere
was blue with tobacco-smoke.

“I think we'd better watch just to
start  with,” said Gore cautiously.
“Let’s see how things are going first
Oh, I'm not going to wait!” said
Singleton. “I want to get that money
back, and the best way is to start at
once.  If my luck’s out, I'll stop in good
time. I expect I shall soon know how
things are going.”

Within a few minutes Singleton was
seated at one of the roulette tables,
with a large pile of banknotes in front
of him. He certainly looked as though
he meant business.

Gore sat a little distance away, and
he made a pretence of playing fairly
frequently, but he was really watching
the Hon.

Singleton dxd not lose much time in
starting. He placed his money on
single numbers, to commence with,
hoping, of course, to win, and get his
money back rapldly But after a good
few fifty-pound notes had vanished in
this way, he eased up somewhat.

Singleton thought nothing of putting
down a fifty-pound note as a single
stake, and quite frequently he put two
at_onc:

Now and again, at rare intervals, he
had a stroke of luck. He did not guess
that the croupier was faking everything
for his particular benefit.

And one of the facts which urged
Singleton to back rashly and heavily
was that 2 man near him had been
winning with astonishing consistency
the whole time. The Hon. Douglas
could not understand why his own luck
was different.

Long before an hour had elapsed he
had lost several thousands of pounds.

And the more money Singleton got
Tid of, the more excited he became,
the more determined to continue until
his luck altered.

But somehow it did not alter.

And, at length, the foolish boy suc-
ceeded in losing every farthing of the
money he had brought with him. This
was because he had wagered the money
in a reckless manner.

There was no limit in the game, and
this was not very astonishing, for the
whole place had been p)epazed for
Singleton’s own benefit.

It was, of course, a swindle from start
to finish. Bub Singleton was so
ignorant of this sort of thing that he
never suspected. And in his madness
to win he merely succeeded in losing
morn heavily.

“How are you gefting on, my hoy?”
asked Mr. Gore, when he thought the
right moment had arrived. “I'm afmid
you're not looking very cheerful.”

Singleton’s face was flushed, and hi
eyes were rather wild.

“I've lost,” he said shortly.

“Sorry to hear that. How much?” 3

“All of it.”

“The whole twenty thousand?”

“Yes.”

“Dear me! That's Jather bad!” sai
Gore concernedly. “Personally, I've

been winning, and I was hoping that
you would report similar luck. But yo
mustn’t give up heart, my lad. So f:
as I can see, there’s only one meth
by which you can rsgmn the losses
to-night and last night.”

“And what method is that?”
explain,” said Mr. Gorg
501 “You have had abominabl
luck, and I am deeply concerned. Wel
there is no need to be long-faced abor
it. In order to pull yourself up, yol
must employ the game of playing
the croupier.”

“Im Jjust as wise as before,” 1

narked the Hon. Douglas. i

"Playmg to the croupier is a rec
nised term,” explained Mr. Gore.
have seen it done at Monte Carlo ma:
times. I have seen a man lose a h
dred thousand pounds within t1

hours, and, by using the ‘ playing




THE
roupier’ game, he has romplctely re-
covered his losses within an hour.”

“pgad!” said Singleton eagerly. “Is

that sc? But how is it worked?”
Gore smiled. He looked very
g, and the Hon. Douglas waited
ather impatiently for him to continue.
Of course, Gore’s words were meaning-
less; he was simply leading the boy on.
There was no such “game ” as he had
suggested. But if he could get Single-
ton to plunge deeply, his object would
be achieved.

‘““You see, my boy, it is this way,” said
Mr. Gore. “You must use larger sums
of money than ever. Back the same
number continuously, and place thou-
sands of pounds on at a time. There
is no limit to the amount you may
stake. The croupier will become
nervous; he will spin the wheel erratic-
ally. And, in the long run, you are
bound to win. By the law of averages,
you are bound to win; buf you must
have Jlarge capital. 'I‘ha(: is the diffi-
culty” with most people.”

“It is the difficulty with me,” said
Singleton.
“You have lost a great deal, I be-

lieve?” Mr. Gore asked

“Twenty last night ‘and twenty to-
night,” replied Singleton. “That is to
say, forty thousand pounds in two
nights.”

Gore nodded.

“What you require is a further forty
thousand pounds,” he said, “or even
more would be advisable. Even if you
lose the bulk of it to start with, you
are bound to win in the finish.”

“But what can I do?” asked Single-
ton, worried. “Ihaven’t got a quid left,
and“I can’t put cheques on the table

“You can give me a cheque.”

BV Jove! Will you let me have
cash?”

Yes, certainly.”
“How much?”
«.“To any extent you like,” said Gore.
I happen to have a big supply on me,

the
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and I know your cheques are good. I
can let you have fifty thousand, if you
wish—or even sixty thousand. Write
out your cheque.”

ood!” said the Hon. Douglas
gflavlnbﬂy “I feel that I shall win, after

He strode over to a small side table,
sat down, and took out his cheque-book.
Mr. Gore lent him a fountain-pen, and
he rapidly drafted a cheque for sixty
thousand pounds
“Thanks,” said Mr. Gore. “I can
either get this money from the bank—
or return the cheque for cash, out of
your winnings. Just see if these are
right, my boy. Count them.”
He produced a thick bundle of bank-
notes and handed them to the junior.
They were mostly one-hundred-pound
notes.
Singleton’s face was hot and flushed,
and there was a feverish light in his
eyes. He was excited and nervous.
“I don't want to count them,” he
said huskily. “I'm going back to the
table. I'm going to win, Gore. “I'm
going to get all that money back.”
“Good!” smiled Gore. “That’s the
spirit, my boy!”
The Hon. Douglas walked rather un-
steadily to the table, and Gore watched
him with a curious expression in his
es.
“The boy has got the gambling fever

badly,” he muttered. “I never believed
that the trick could be worked so ecasily.
Within an hour he will have lost the
lot, and I can cash this cheque on
Monday Good gad! I have heard the
expression ‘a fool and his money are
soon parted,’ and it’s certainly very true
in Singleton’s case!”

Carslake strolled up.

“Everything going well?” he mur-

red.

Splendidly,” said Gore. “Singleton
has 'xrcepaed the bait.”
ou think he’ll lose it 211!”
“He cannot help doing 'so,” replied

Mr. Gore
“singleton is in our hands com-
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plcte' ~—he can be worked as easily-as
2 piece of new putty!” said Carslake.
“He is only a boy, remember.
new
Gore.

He is
to this sort of thmg‘,” remarked
“He is learning his lesson early
But if we did not get his money
somebody else would. It is just
our luck.”

Carslake nodded, and walked over to
the roulette table to watch.

Singleton had already followed Gore’s
extraordinary advice. The boy did not
seem to realise that he was plunging to
certain disaster, The fever had got
hold of him, and he hardly knew what
he was doing.

Again and again_he lost, and occa-
sionally he won. But it was noticed
that when he won his stake was usually
a comparatively small one.

But he received encouragement, and
he continued to gamble.

He remembered Gore’s advice—*keep
on.” And he kept on, regardless of his
losses, regardless of everything.

And his sheaf of notes disappeared
rapidly.

The plan did not seem to be working
right; but Singleton was altogether too
excited to call a halt.

Long before an hour had elapsed—
practxcﬂ‘y before midnight—his money
had diminished to a few thousand
pounds. And, with a harsh, hopeless,
little laugh, Singleton staked his last
supply of cash on a single number.

For a moment or two the Hon.
Douglas did not seem to realise the
dreadful truth. He had lost it all! He
had lost 2 hundred thousand pounds in
two nights!

Gore, his eyes gleaming with triumph,
stepped to Singleton’s side.

“You played well, my boy,” he said

softly. “You played with judgment
and skill. And if you had only been
able to continue for another ten

minutes all would have been well. Look
here I will risk a few thousands myself.

don’t want any cheque for this
lltt“‘ lot. Take this money, and use
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it exactly as I tell you. You will win.
You will pay me back, and keep the
rest for yourself. Then you will be able
0—

o

Ting-ting-ting!

A Dell, somewhere near the ceiling,
commenced to ring sharply.

“Good hemers'” gasped the crou-

pier. “The alarm

““The—the \mat’” shouted Mr. Gore
hoarscly.

“That bell is the alarm gong!”

panted one of the other men. “It—it .
means danger! The police are here!”

The Hon. Douglas laughed with sheer
nervous shock. J

“The police!” he said unsteadily. ]
“Egad! That’s good! A fine finish tO‘i
the evening, what? I suppose we shall}
finish in chokey!”

“pull yourself together, Singleton!™
sald Gore sharply. “You are a bit hys-
terical, I can see. It won't do, boy! We!
must escape from the police!”

“Yowll have to move, there!” gaspe:
Carslake, running up. “The police ar:
in the flat already! Run for safety!”

“Where can we run to?” panted t!
Hon. Douglas.

Gore seized the boy’s arm.

“Come with me,” he murmured,
know a way. Trust to me, Singleto:
and we shall get out of this all right!”,

CHAPTER 9.
A Narrow Escape!

2@ OLICE!”
P Several men who had bet

consternation.
had made a dash for the door which I
to the landing. But they were tur
back by the police, who seered to
in considerable force.

Mr. Gore led Singleton to the baf
of the flat. 3

All was dark here, and the man sof]
opened a small window. He looked
for a moment, and then withdrew
hea b
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«Quite clear this side, I think,” he
mur -mured.

«But we can’t jump!” protested the
Hon. Douglas.

“1'm not suggesting that we should,”
said Mr. Gore.  “There is a fire escape
just_to the left—one of those iron
affairs, you know. But we shall need
to be cautious, my lad. Follow me.”

Gore climbed out on to the window-
sill.  Then he allowed himself to hang
down. His feet touched a wide ledge
and by walking along this for a few
Inct 16 was possible to reach the fire
escal

% Co’ne along, Singleton!” murmured
Gore.

The Hon. Douglas lowered himself,
and his companion assisted him to the
escape. Then they both descended
to the ground. Mr. Gore had just put
his foot on solid earth when a dark
form loomed up.

“Better take it quiet, gents,” said the
. “I've got orders to detain—-"
“A policeman!” muttered Singleton

huskily.

“He won't take us! “said Gore in a
fierce voice.

At the same second he flung himself
forward, and the constable was taken
b/ <u1pr:se

Mr. Gore's fist landed on the left side
cf the constable’s head, and his helmet
went one way, and his truncheon an-
other. He staggered slightly, tripped
and fell.  Before he could get to his
feet, Mr. Gore and Singleton were
speeding away.

¢y dashed across a lawn and
im\m themselves at the bottom of the
. Gore climbed to the top of

and helped Singleton over.
A minuie later the pair were in a
duiet Titfle road, and all sounds of the
olice roid were left behind. _Mr. Gore
0 a halt, and chuckled. He
B ngleton on the bac!
.Imt Was rather neat, (,h“” he said

8

rather!” panted the Hon.
“I thought we were collared
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for the moment. Egad! It was a
narrow squeak!”

“No mistake about that,” agreed

Mr., Gore. “It is fortunate that you
were not captured, my lad. It would
have been a bad thing for you. Ex-
pulsion from St. Frank’s would have
been inevitable—"

“I shouldn’t have worried much
about that,” said Singleton. “I'm
annoyed because I've lost the oppor-
tunity of trying to get my money back
now.”

“My dear lad, you will have many
opportunities,” declared Gore. ~ “This
little incident is annoying, I will admit,
but you must not worry yourself. Be-
fore !ong you will win your money
back.”

“My money’s nct worrying me,” said
Singleton.  “I’s the idea of being
stumped like that. Just when I thought
I was going to win, too. It's fright<
fully rough luck, you know!”

“It is indeed,” said Gore. “I have
seldom known such a run of bad luck
—and then the police raid as a climax!
It was the height of misfortune—-"

“Egad! I can see & pohcemﬂn‘"
interrupted Singleton abruptly, e
think we’d better part, Mr. Gore. Safer,
you know. You walk one way, and I'll
walk the other.” We'll meet later at
Gadsby’s.”

Before Mr. Gore could stop him the
Hon. Douglas had dived down a side
turning.

Mr. Gore smiled to himself.

“Perhaps it is better for the lad to
be by himself for a time,” he murmured,
as he selected a cigar from his case:
“He has a great deal to think over—
not that thinking will restore his little
cheque for sixty thousand!”

Meanwhile, the Hon. Douglas Single<
ton wandered away in a very absent-

minded mo He hardly knew where
he was gomg, and he certainly didn’t
care. He found b i

bourhood of the Stre e
He had been thinking—wondering
how on earth he had lost such a lob
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of money. He could hardly remember
the events which had taken place in
the roulette room. It was all misty.

Singleton realised that he must have
been half-dazed with excitement; he
had gambled in the most reckless
fashion; he had got rid of a fortune.
And, for the first time in his life, he was
feeling somewhat scared,

But he wouldn’t admit this—even to
himself.

He walked on, not caring where he
was going. He vaguely knew that it
was rather late, although the streets
were by no means deserted. He was in
Kingsway, and came to the conclusion
gmﬁt lhe had better get back to Gadsby’s

otel.

He commenced walking back towards
the Strand, having a kind of hazy idea
that if he went to Charing Cross he
could reach Piccadilly Circus fairly
easily.

Just as he reached a side turning,
however, six schoolboys swung into
Aldwych, and the Hon. Douglas was
momentarily surrounded by them.

The six fellows were Tregellis-West,
Tommy Watson, Handforth & Co. and
myself. We had just walked from the
Prince’s Theatre, where we had been
to see “The Frog,” and were rambling
round the streets before going home. We
had wasted a good deal of time, not car-
ing how late we got back. It would be
Sunday on the morrow, and we should
not be compelled to rise early.

“Hallo! Nearly a collision that
time,” I said cheerfully. “Sorry—
Why, what the— Well, I'm blessed!”

I recognised the young fellow at once;
£0 did the othes

“Begad!”
Singleton "

“Singleton!”

“My hat!”

The Hon. Douglas stared at us in
amazement.

“What—what—— Egad!” he ejacu-
lated. “This is remarkable! How in
the name of wonder did you fellows
get here?”

sald Sir Montie. “It’s
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“Yes, and what are you doing here?”
I put i “I thought you were in bed,
ﬁuﬁcrmg from a nasty whack—"

Singleton nodded.

“The doctor allowed me to go out
this evening,” he cxplaine “I'm
feeling much better, you know. I only
got a crack on the head—nothing to
make a song about. I was fearfully
wild when I found I couldn’t get back
to St. Frank’s at once. The old doctor
chap is an ass!”

We looked at the Hon. Douglas sus-
piciously.

“You don’t seem very ill,” said Hand-
forth bluntly.

“I'm not ill—"

“And you don’t show any signs of
having had a knock on the head,”
added Handforth. “I've got my own j
ideas, Singleton, and I don’t mind tell-
ing you thab I suspcct you of playing!
a trick on the Hi

“Really?” ya“ned the Hon. Douglas,

“You stayed in London to go on thi
razzle, you bounder!” 4

“Perhaps there’s a bit of truth inj
what you say,” admitted Singleton;
calmly. “I'm not denying the horrid!
charge. A fellow’s slow if he doesn’t,
freeze on to an opportunity when if
crops up.”

You reckless ass!” I said severely.
“I'N bet you’ve been wasting money a
a terrific rate!

Singleton stared, his troubles broughi
to mind again.

“Well, yes—that is to say, mind yous
cwn busmess.” he replied. “What do
it matter to you whether I've bee
spending money or not? Please don’{
be so inquisitive.”

Somehow his manner changed;
became different. His face, although
endeavoured to wear an expression
bored indifference, showed signs
worry and anxiety.

I had never seen the Hon. Dougl!
like this before, and the change h:
come about because I had mcntmn
money.
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“What have you been doing with
1i?” asked Handforth.
I shall be able to get it back,
of course,” said Singleton absently.
—oh—what—what did you say,
Handforth? I—I was thinking, egad!
G oad night, you fellows!”
Before we could stop him,
rriedly.
Tm blessed!” soid Watson.
Vhat's the matter with the idiot?”
de ded Handforth. “He seems to
be dazed over something. It strikes
there's something wrong with the
e

<

he walked

chap!
I was watching Singleton with
oSt

He passed down Aldwych, in the
direction of the Strand, and his walk
seemed to be a little unsteady. I had
nearly lost sight of him, when my
attention became atiracted by some-
thing else.

A man, quite a stranger, had been
- standing on the other side of the road,
examining a book by the light of an
electric standard; but now he closed the
book, and went in the same direction
as_Singleton.

I remembered that the man had
stopped under the lamp at the same

time as we had run into the Hon.
Douglas. Somehow I was suspicious—
and the more so when the stranger
turned into the Strand, immediately
behind Singleton.

He was shadowing the junior.

I was convinced of this, and I de-
cided to take action.

“You fellows walk on slowly,” I said,
turning, “I'm going down this way—
after Smgleton I shan't be long, and
IT soon catch you up, if you don’t walk
too fast.”

.Hold on a minute,” said Handforth.
1at’s the idea—— Hi, I\Jpper, you
s! I'm talking to you—-

I took no notlce but hastened away.
iforth, 1 believe, attempted to fol-
me, but Sir Montie and Tommy
him back. I knew that there

o time to be lost, for there were
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still many people in the Strand, and
it is quite casy to lose sight of anyone
in that crowded thoroughfare.

My  curiosity was aroused, and I'
wanted to satisfy i

Fortunately, I pxcked up the shadow-
ing stranger just opposite Southamp-
ton Street. He was only a few yards
behind the Hon, Douglas. The
stranger was a tallish man, dressed
rather shabbily, with a soft hat low
over his face.

My suspicion became a certainty by
the time we had reached Trafalgar
Square. The man was undoubtedly fol-
lowing the Hon. Douglas. We con-
tinued our way until we entered the
Haymarket—and so on to Piccadilly
Circus.

And then I received a bit of a shock.

As I turned out of the Haymarket,
somebody stepped out from the shadows
and confronted me, completely barring
my progress.

Ii was the stranger!

“Your attentions, my boy, are not
anp)ccmted " he said, in a soft, smooth
“I regret that I must take

actlon

Before I could recover from my sur-
prise I was seized, twisted round, and
bumped down upon the pavement. The
stranger gave a soft laugh, turned
away, and ran lightly across the
Circus. By the time I got to my feet
he had vanished up Shaftesbury
Avenue.

“Great gux\s' * I gasped.
dickens is he?

I hurried after him, but when I gob
into Shaftesbury Avenue there was no
sign of the stranger—he had disap-
pearcd. The fact that he had spotted
my game came as 2 bit of a shock to
me, for I prided myself on my shadow-
ing capabilities.

T had not seen him turn once, so it
was pretty clear that he was an ex-
pert in his own way. Bubt who was
he? That was the point which puzzled
me. Why was the fellow shadowing
the Hon. Douglas?

“Who the
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“On, well, there’s no sense in hang-
ing about here,” I told myself. “T'd
belter get off hom

The others were probably at Gray's
Inn Road by this time, and I reckoned
that I should have to walk. It was too
late for buses, and there were no taxis
in_sight.

Before T had walked a hundred yards,
however, I spotted a taxi. It was speed-
ing along in the same direction that I
was taking, and I noticed that the little
ﬂd" was up.

“Hi!” 1 yelled. “Stop a minute!”

The taxi slowed down—of necessity,
for I had run into the road.

“‘Get out of the way there!” shouted
the cabby. “D’you want to git run
down, you young ijit?”

“I want you to drive me to—""

“I ain’t drivin’ nobody nowhere,”
said the taximan. “I'm off home--an’
late_enough, too!”

“Look here—be reasonable,” I
claimed quickly. “You're plying for
hire, and I only want to get to Gray's
Inn Road—-"

“Oh, that’s different,”
the man. “Jump in, sir.
down Holborn, anyhow.
much out of my way.”

I entered the taxl, and we were soon
speeding along. Within a few minutes
the cab drew up In front of Nelson
Lee's house in Gray’s Inn Road.
jumped out, paid the fare, and the csb
drove off.

I was just about to insert my key
into the lock when I heard familiar
voices.

“I told you it was Nipper!” said
Tommy Watson. “Well, of all the giddy

ex-

interrupted
I'm goin’
It won't be

nerve! Telling us to walk slow, and
an coming by taxi!’
Begad!” excla\med Montie. “It is

certainly a bit steep
I grinned, and waited for the juniors
to join me.
“What's the meaning of this—" be-
gan Handforth,
“Xeep your hair on!” I interrupted.
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“I walked back to Piccadilly Circus,
and I thought youw'd be home, so I
came in a taxi.”

“You followed Singleton, I suppose?™
asked Watson.

“Well, not exactly,” I replied. “I'll
tell you all about it when we get in.
I hope the guv'nor’s home.”

But when we got up fo the comfort-
able :umnm)oom there was no sign of
Nelson Lee. Mrs. Jones had left a fire
burning, and supper was on the table.
We attacked it with great gusto.

And Nelson Lee did not turn up until
an hour had elapsed. I heard him come
up the stairs and go straight to his
bed-room. I jumped up at once, ex-
cused myself, and went out.

But when I tried the door of the
guv'nor’s bed-room, it was locked.

“You in there, sir?” I called out.

“Yes, prpcr, I shall only be a few 4
minutes,” said L k

“But what's the idea of locking the
door?” I demanded. You might let,
me in, gm ‘nor. I want to have a word
with you.”

“Jusb one
1.7

moment, Nipper—that's

I waited, and the moment turned outi
to be thrée or four minutes. At las
Lee opened the door, and I found him
collarless, and with a towel to his facey
I was somewhat indignant.

“Why couldn’t you open it before?”
I asked warmly.

“I had a reason, young ’'un.”

“What reason?”

“It is not good for litile boys to b
inquisitive,” said Lee banteringly. “
a matter of fact, Nipper, I don’t wan
to explain just at the moment. Yo
nee dnt make a mystery out of nothin;

‘What's this?” I asked su
ng up a towel which hs
“There's

“Ha]lo'
denly, pic!
been lying over a chair.
sign of grease-paint here,
hat! T bet you came in
and didn't want me to know it!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“My dear, Nipper, you are singular]
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scute e to-night,” he observed. “Perhaps
1 was disguised—and then, again, per-
1 was not.”

1 glared, and felt rather speechless.
It was quite obvious that the guvnor

nfidence; and, somehow or other, I
not help remembering the tall,
by figure of the man who had been
ng the Hon. Douglas Sin
it possible that—
t I knew nothing for certain, and I
ught it wiser not to jump to con-
clusions.

CHAPTER 10.
A Profitable Undertaking!
R. PHILIP SMITH GORE
M meanwhile had been active.
After the Hon. Douglas had
he acted in a somewhat
us manner—a manner which
;:mg,lcton himself would have regarded
as extraord.\mry

For Mr. Gore calmly retraced his
steps to the gambling flat.  Arriving
there, he walked boldly into the b‘ock
and admitted himself into the flat by
means of a latchkey.

And yet the police had raided the
vlace only a short while before. It
was a certainty that they would still
be in possession.

But Mr. Gore did not seem to be at
all uneasy.

He strolled in with every confidence,
and when he was confronted by a burly
constable just in the corridor, he

not even flinch. On the contrary, he
nodded and smiled.

o Splendid, my man!” he exclaimed.

B verything went off perfectly.
Yes, sir,” said the policeman. “I

sir.”
grmncd‘ and Mr. Gore passed on.
s was rather remarkable. Evi-
cverything was not exactly as it
And this fact

1t him,

one of the s\ttmmrocms
ore found his friend, Carslake.
her man was also there,
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They were both looking very sa <ﬁcd
with ~ themselves, and they
smoking big cigars. A cheerful ﬂre
blazed in the grate.

“Well?”  asked
right?”

~Perfectly,” replied Mr. Gore easily.

“The fool of a boy had no suspicion
whatever, and he has gone off by him-
self——thmoug‘xly scared. How do you

do, Crosse?” added Gore, shaking the
other man’s hand. “I didn’t know that
you would be turning up this evening.”

“I thought I might as well drop in,"
said Crosse.

The three men sat down, and Gore
selected a cigarette from his gold case.
These three men were the trio who had
originally set out to swindle the Hon.
Douglas of all his money.

Carslake and Crosse were rather slow
at the game, but Mr. Gore had taught
them a few things since he had com-
menced operations. He was the hrain
of the party, and every plan that was
made originated from him.

“Yes, I think it worked very nicely,”
he observed, as he lay back in his chair.
“Singleton never guessed that our raid
‘was only a fake, and that our policemen
were mred men “dressed up for the
occasion.”

“It was worked splendidly,” declared
Carslake. “Some of the fellows almost
believed that real police were on the
job, and got quite alarmed. It's rather
humorous, when you come to think of
it—all this trouble being taken for the
sake of one boy! All this deception!
Singleton never guessed that we were
all confederates—that every punter was
in the know, and that the whole busi~
ness was ‘worked’ from start to finish.”

Gore nodded.

“Perhaps it is humorous,” he ad-
mitted; “but don’t forget, Carslake,
that the prize is well worth the trouble
we have taken. Just consider—all this
has cost us, at the most, is a thou-

sand pounds, and we receive a prize of
something like eighty thousand pounds
for our trouble!”

Carslake. “All
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“I canL believe it!” exclaimed Cars

U’s not possible that Singleton
5 h AN _enormous sum.

“My dear fellow, it is not only pos-
sible, b»‘t an absolute fact,” said Mr.
Gore. “I have here a rhcque for si
thousand pounds, which I shall cash
on Mondzay, as soon as the banks open.
Previous to that, Singleton lost twenty
thousand pounds in cash, and twenty
last night. And, as you are aware, we
made an additional twenty thousand
out of the racehorse stunt.”

“So, on the whole, we have secured
a hundred and twenty theousand?”
asked Crosse incredulously.

“Exactly,” replied Mr. Gore.

“Phew! It seems too good to be
* said Carslake. “It's a fortune,
el Don’t you think it would be ad-
usab‘e to drop the game?”

No, I do not.”

“There’s no sense in being greedy,”

argued Carslake. “Personally, I shall
be satisfied if we divide up now. I
can't see the wisdom of contmumg, and
losing everything in the finish.”

I\Ir Gore smiled.

“My dear man, don't you reahse our
task is child’s play?” he said There
is no danger whatever, and I have
further schemes in mind for securing
the other half of Singleton’s fortune.
The lad possesses exactly as much
again as we have secured. =~ We shall
have no difficulty in obtaining posses-
sion of it. All it needs is caution and
careful action.”

“And when do we share out?”

Carslake carelessly.

asked

“I was expecting that question,”
Lmukled Mr. Goxe “We share out,
1 fellow, when we have finished,

tions at the start, and
with me that they are

I am to receive half, and you

1.\'0 mu share the other half between

“ “YLS quite liveral,” said Carsla
You are doing most of the work, Gore,
and it is (mlv right that you stiould
have the lion's share of the proceeds.

Personally, T should be content to drop !
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out of the game at once—that is, to
take my tw enty-five thousand—

“The same with me,” put in Cr

But Mr, Gore shook his head.

“No, no; that doesn’t suit me at
all,” he said. “You must keep to the
bargain, my friends. I shall need your
a<sx~tance very shortly; and, besides you
will be putting mon into yom own
pocket. — Surely you are not content
with half when you can easily obtain
the whole?”

“Well, at all events, I think
ought to share as we go along,”
Cldred Carslake.

“In other words, you do mnot trust
me?” said Mr, Gore smoothly. “I'm
very sorry for that, but things will have
to go on in the same way, I am afraid.
I will pay you your working expenses,
and take the same myself. The big
bulk of the capital will remain mtnct
until the time for sharing comes.”

Gore's companions were not quite
satisfied, but they had no option. Gore
was the principal man, and his word
was final. The other two considered
themselves very lucky to be in the plot
at all, for they stood a chance of get-
ting a large fortune each.

The flat had been engaged for the
especial purpose of swindling the Hon,
Douglas. All the supposed gamblers
were merely paid confederates. Gore
himself had lost an enormous sum of
money at the roulette table, and Single-
ton had been impressed. The Hon.
Douglas did not know that Gore’s
losses were all returned to him later.

The police raid had been a cleverly
engineered fake. Haying obtained their
booty, the rascals decide
abruptly, so that Singleton would have
no chance of guessing that he had
been swindled.

we
de-

d to finish

The raid had been a great success, |

and there was no fear of Singleton
appearing at the flat again. He had
been completely scared off, and he wa
due to return to St. Frank’s almost at

once, in any case.
“I'm worrying about one thing,” s.
Carslake. “Don’t you think it's prob-

Rl e
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oy will stop payment

possible, of comse. but hJ"hl_}
b; replied Mr. G
vou must zemmmex' lu":nds m.
riend, and he would not act so
mmoymuabl; The cheque is paid to
d the boy regards it as lost. He
not dream of stopping payment,
Ro

ca
“We!

«Probal

you to act in that way.

aid the other.
uch afraid of
But I would
referred the money in cash; I'm
rather wary of cheques, you
And when do you intend to
com’nmxce the next operation, Gore?”
Mr. Gore was thoughtful for a few
moments.
“ Well,

I hope not,”
ly he is too m

hav
a‘\v

not just yet,” he replied.
“We must give the lad time to settle
down agmn After he has been at St.
Frank’s for a week or ten days, I will
run down to see him, and I will make
certain proposals to him. I shall give
him an opportunity of regaining his
lost money-—at all events, that is what
he will think. In reality, I shall set
machinery in motion which will rcsult
in the final triumph of my plans.

“What are they, Gore?”
Cros:

“1 caxmot ten you just now; but
before I go to Frank’s, I shall re-
quire the asslstance oi you two fellows,”
replied Gore.

asked
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_Gore rose to his feet and threw his
cigarette-end into the fire.

“Now I think I'll be getting

Gadsby's Hotel” he rked.
Singleton will be there by now, cmd
I want to have a word with him before
he turns in. The lad probably needs
consoling.”

Within five minutes Mr. Gore was
speeding along in a taxi towards Glass-
house Street, and very shortly after-
wards he pulled up in front of the hotel
and entered. As it happened, the Hon.
Douglas was in the lounge hall

“Why, Mr. Gore, I hardly expected
to see you ag: to-night,” he

“Didn’t we arrange to?” as&ed Mr

ong

to

A5

i - s'nd the Hon.
dully. “I forﬂet

“I'm afraid you are rather distressed,
my boy,” said Mr. Gore “How long
have you been in?”

“Only a minute. I walked about a
bit, and got a bit fogged in my bear-

ings,” said Singleton. “But we'd
better go upstairs.”

They passed up to Singleton’s rooms,
and Gore could see that the boy was
considerably affected. ~ Hitherto, h

had-taken his losses as though
were merely matters of pence; buc thm
time it was differen

‘The. Hon. Dovuglas had reeeived nn
eye-opener. ¢ -

- «well,- my lad, 1'm n,frud our luck

Douglas

“well, we'll leave it in your nands,”
said Carslake. “So far  you have
planned everything wonderfully, d(}ore:
And you c'\n rely upon Crosse alx r&y
celf to assist you in every way possi] 1;e
You don’t think it would be wise to
continue the game now—while the iron
is hot, so to speak?”

“No, it would be far better to wait,”
said Gore. “Singleton is unsuspicious,
but if we play the game too rapidly, he
may smell a Tat, and it is most essential
at he should retain his confidence in

It is far better to let him settle
vn for a “hllC, and then we will get
busy again.”

» vely,»ag he
is out,” said Mr. GUTBE utm £ con-

dank into a chalr. aur nn'mw 3
eratulate” ourselves. up‘m‘ mm-‘, ;
.

R
{56 had fallen ot the hands hends g5400

poliee Wl have been Totten!
«pgad! It would hiay of th
And. just think of
said Singleton. k)sing s.ll

infernal luck—]
and having 1o chal

That's what worries me.-q n,, :
“ Bg%lﬁou“aé‘g chance to get it back?

onsense, my lad!” ¢
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“But the flat has been closed, hasn’t
it

“You mean Varney’s place?  Well,
of course!” said the man. “But there
are other means of recuperating,
Singleton—plenty of ways. But for the
moment we have met with very bad
uck.”

“How much did you lose?”

“Twelve thousand.”

“Why, that’s nothing!”
ton.

“Nothing!” echoed Gore grimly.
“It’s a very great deal to me, my lad.
I can’t afford to lose twelve thousand
pounds! It represents practically all I
possess. So, of the two, you are the
better off, for you still have a fortune
behind you—a fortune which you can
use in order to recover your losses.
hatve nothing—at the moment, at any
rate.”

said Single-

-

“Egad! can’t understand this,
you know i Smgleton said slowly.

“You can’t understand what?”

“You say you have nothmg

“That is quite correct.

“But I gave you a cheque for sixty
thousand, which is just the same as
cash,” said Singleton. “You gave me
cash for it, and you will obtain the
money from the bank as soon as you
present the cheque. I was mad when T
played like that, but I'm not the kind
of fellow to grumble over something
that can’t be altered.”

“That’s the spirit,” said Mr. Gore
neartily. “With regard to that sixty
thousand, I can see that I shall have to
enlighten you. I cashed the cheque for
you as a favour—you pressed me to do
50.”

“I pressed you?”

“you begged of me to let you have
the cash,” said Gore glibly.

“I can’t remember it,” said the
Hon. Douglas, frowning. “It’s queer
how these things vanish out of your
mind—deucedly queer. So I begged
you to cash the Lheque, dia 1?7
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“I tried to dissuade you at first, bud
when I saw that you were determined,
I gave in,” said Mr. Gore. “And thal b
money, let me tell you, was not mine.’

“Not yours?”

“No. = It rightfully belongs to a
business firm I sometimes contract for,”
saild Mr. Gore smoothly. “I knew
your cheque was good, so I had no
hesitation in letting the money go out

of my possession. I take it that this
cheque will be promphy met?” he
added, tapping his breast-pocket.

f course; immediately you present
i1 sald Singleton. “In future I'll go
casy, Mr. Gore; no more plunges for

i You are wise,” said the other.
“Of course, there may come a time
when it will be a matter of policy to
plunge. For I can assure you there
will be opportunities of regaining all
your losses, if you are prepared to risk
some of your other money. However,
vuc will not go into that now, Singleton!

I might as well hint that I shall soon
be in a position to help you materially,
but just now we will drop the subject.
When do you return to St. Frank’s?” ]

“I shall go back.to-morrow.”

“Sunday?”

“I might as well,” said the Hon.
Douglas. “It’s Sunday already, as a
matter of fact. I'm going to bed now,
and I want a long sleep.”

Mr. Gore could see that the boy was
tired and weary, and inclined to be
pessimistic. So, after a few more com-
forting words, the visitor took his de-
parture, and the Hon, Douglas Single-
ton was left to dream of the money
he had thrown away on gambling.

The boy did not wake up until Sun-
day was well advanced.

Singleton was feeling much better.
He consoled himself with the thought
that he had heaps of money left, and,
there would be plenty of opportunities]
ortspecu‘ating successfully in the near
futu

In fact, by the time the Hon. Dougla
boarded the evening train for St
Frank’s, he was feeling almost cheerful




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

CHAPTER 1.
A Decided Change!

= ERE we are again!”

H Tommy Watson made that

remark as we entered the big

old gateway at St. Frank’s on Monday

morning. It was not quite breakfast

time, for we had travelled down by the

early morning train, in order to be
in time for the dsy’s work.

As we had retired very early on
sunday evening, we had had our full
supply of sleep, and now we were feel-
ing quite brisk and cheerful.

Handforth & Co. had been keen on

ying until later, but Nelson Lee
114 not hear of it, He had travelled
n with us, and had promised to
ak to the Head, with regard to
}Ia~\d!o‘th & Cos trip to town. So
there was nothing to worry the heroes
of b(ud) D.
‘e they are, the lucky bounders!”

d Pitt, coming across the
ngle from the Ancient House. “I'1l
bet they've had a ripping time in
London!

“All serene!” I replied. “Au}thm"
happened while we've been away?”
“Nothing of importance,” replied Pitt

ty Little over-ate himself yester-
and had frightful pains in his

(hy.

doughnuts!  Don't believe
mm" e‘(clam\ed Little, the fat boy of
. s, “I didn’t over-eat myself
Aol “And I havent Had any pains
in my tummy for weeks!”

What about tln(’. feed last night?”
de! wznded Gre;

n the doumtol y, you mean?” asked

y “YWhy, I only had a dozen sand-
viches, and a few other things——
Such as a bag full of pork-pies, and
0 dozen jam- tazta and a few hundred

d_Pit

\what's that when a_chap's
3 demanded Little. “Tl beb
Fellows have been going it pretty
in London.

had a fine old time!” said

39,

“Yes, you bounder!” snorled Owen
ma]o!’. “Who gave you permission to

o up to London?”

lhndfoxth grinned,

“I suppose you missed me on Satur-
day morning?” he asked.

“Yes, we missed you, and Church,
too. You both bundled off without
saying a word,” said Owen major. * Mr.
Crowe!l was in a fine stew, and you can
take it from me that you're going to
get it in the neck before long.”
eally?” said Handforth.
you be so jolly sure, my sons! Mr.
Lee allowed us. to stay, and Mr. Lee
is going to explain everything to the
Hea

“Don’t

“BuL \why the dickens did you run off
like
Vhy°

?” said Handforth. “Because
some heastly rotter sent me a faked
telegram, and I took it as a good ’un.
It was meant to be a joke, I suppose;
but I've had the best of it, alter all.”
“Lucky bounders!” sald Hubbard.
“Singleton came back last night, :md
he scems pretty subdued, . He's
hardly said a word to anybudy-3mt
5Nn hxmself in his room, and won't

EE

“Well it’s the effect of that Whack<
ing, I suppose,” said Grey. “The

hdp \»ﬁs in bed for days, don’t mrget g

“Oh, was he?” said Handforth
grimly. ”Donb you be so sure of that.”

“Dry up, Handy!” I mtem\pted
“There’s no need fo discuss it.”

I quickly changed the subject, for it
wouldn’t to make Singleten’s
deception common knowledge.

e all entered the Ancient House,
and we scarcely had time to wash
before the breakfast bell rang.

We attacked our food with giewt
gusto, for we were hungry, aud
noticed that the Hon. Douglas Si ngle
ton was sitting in his place as usual.
He was looking quite himself again.

Occasionally I found myself wonder-
ing how Nelson Lee came into the
scheme of things. Was it a coincid-
ence that the guv'nor decided to go to
London at the same time as Smgmon/



40

Or was there something deeper in
it?

Again, I could not help connecting
Nelson Lee with the man I had followed
to Piccadilly Circus. Perhaps I was
wrong, perhaps I was completely off
the scent, but I was determined to keep
well awake.

The guvnor would tell me nothing,
although I had attempted to tap him
on the subject on more than one occa-
siol For some reason, Nelson Lee did
not want me to know the exact facts.

I suspected that Singleton had been
getting mixed up in some shady busi-
ness or other.

And, although the Hon. Douglas
seemed to be the same as ever, there
was nevertheless a slight change in
him.

Fullwood & Co. were the first to notice
it. The nuts of the Ancient House held
a consultation in Study A almost im-
mediately after breakfast.

“Look here, you fellows, we've got to
make a big effort to-day,” said Full-
wood. “I suppose you know I'm
nearly stony?”

“Well, I haven't got many thousands
myself,” said Bell sarcastically.

“When I say I'm stony, I mean I'm
down to my lasi fiver,” said Fullwood.
“Since Singleton came, we've had tons
of money to chuck about, and there’s
no reason why we shouldn’t have tons

more, He's rolling in money and
there’s no reason why we shouldn’t
touch him.”

“Of course mnot,” said Gulliver,

“That’s just my idea. We didn’t go to
London with him last time, so he ought
to pay for it—by lending us at least
@ tenner each.”

“A tenner!” echoed Fullwood con-
temptuously. “A  tenner—when he's
£ot thousands in his pocket-book? I
shan't be satisfied with anythin’ less
than fifty, I can tell you. An’ you
fellows had better ask for twenty each.”

“That's likely, isn’t it?” said Bell. “I
don'& see why you should have more

“Oh, don't shout!” said Fullwood.
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“We can pool the money afterwards,
and divide it equally,
unlucky with the last lot he doled out.
Somehow, we lost all our bets on those
horses, an’ now we're almost down to
our last quids. Singleton’s a fool, an’
there’s no reason why we shouldn’t
benefit by it.”

“He's had rather bad luck, don't
forget,” said Bell. “He was telling me
last night that he'd lost quite a good
bit—although he didn’t say how much.

“A few thousand, I suppose,” re-
marked Fullwood., “The ass is rash
enough for anythin’. But a thousand
to him is like a penny to anybcdy clse.
My suggestion is this: I'll go along to
Singleton’s study now, and touch him
for my fifty. Bell can follow in a few
minutes, an’ then Gulliver can go- W

“That’'s awfully nice of you!”
sneered Gulliver. “Why should I be
last? I shan’t stand half so much
chance as you chaps—Duggy will be
about, fed-up by the time I get there.
T’ll go second.”

““Oh, all right,” said Fullwood. “It
makes no difference to me.”

“Yes, but it makes a difference to me,
you”ass!" roared Bell. “I'm second

“Why not all go together and settle
it like that?” asked Gulliver.

“Because it wouldn't’ be advisable, |
said Fullwood. “We'll drop in casually, |
as though we didn’t know anything
about one another’s plans. That's the
best idea. An’ T’ll go along now.”

Gulliver snorted.

“It’s not fair,” he declared. “There’s
only one way to settle it, and that’s to
toss.”

Fullwood hesitated.

“Oh, all right,” he said, after a,
moment. “Odd man goes first.”

Three coins were produced and tossed,
Gulliver and Bell were even, so Full
wood had the privilege of going t
Singleton first. It was rather luck:
for him, for the original plan was no
altered. 1

Gulliver and Bell tossed again, an
Gulliver won. By this time Fullwoo
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nad left, and he presented himself at
Study N, and lounged in quite languidly,
The Hoh. Douglas wes sitting at his
roll-top desk, fiddling with a pencil, but
doing no writing. He looked round,
‘.md nodded.

“Hallo, Fully,” he said. “Squat down.
Help 30\\rsvlr to one of those cigar-
ettes.”

Fullwood availed himself of the invi-
tation.

“Things goin' all right with you?”
he asked casually.

“Yes, pretty decent.”

“In funds?”

“Well, I'm not exactly stony,” said
gingleton, smiling. “I suppose this is
a preliminary, el You want to
horrow someth!

“Well, yes,” saif F\lll\vnod “You see,
my elder brother is in a bit of a hole,
an’ he wrote to me to help him out

“Egad! I've heard something like
that before. surely?” said the Hon,
Douglas. “I think Teddy Long told me
about an elder brother of his. He
was in a hole, too. Rather a queer
coincidence!”

Fullwood coloured slightly.

“That was all a yarn,” he said
hastily.  “I'm not spoofing you, Dugey.
I tl\au"ht perhaps you'd lend me what

“Ho.v n‘ucﬂ is that?”

“Well, I really want a hundred qmd

but I can do with fifty at a pinch,” szud
Fullwood. “It's not for myself—-"
. “Well, that’s good,” said Singleton.
“I'm glad of that, Fully, because I'm
afraid I shall have to disappoint you.
I can't lend you anything like that
amount—for your beloved brother. If
vou're a bit short on your own account,
I might be able to help.”

“That's decent of you,” said Full-
Wood, “but—— Eh? What's this?”

The Hon. Douglas had produced his
S éfm”k‘ and had placed a fiver on the

e,

ood picked it up, and stared at
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“A—a fiver!” he exclaimed blankly
“Is;xs this all you can lend me?”

“But your case is stuffed with fivers

“Perhaps so—but I'm not going to
splash my money about quite so freely
2s I have been doing,” said the Hon.
Douglas. “A fiver is all you need for
the moment, Fullwood—and it’s all I
can spare.”

Fullwood was rather staggered.

“Thanks—thanks awfully,” he ex-
claimed. “I thought—well, my brother
will have to go short, that’s all. I sup-
pose you couldn’t spare another fiver?”

‘“Exactly,” said Singleton. “You
suppose right.”

“You won't, really?”

“No»

Singleton turned to his desk again,
and Fullwood bestowed a fierce glare
upon the back of his head. He had
received a bit of a shock. A week
earlier he could have obtained fifty with
the greafest ease, and now he had a
difficulty in getting hold of five!

Gulliver presented himself at Study
N shortly afterwards, and the
Douglas guessed his mission
moment.

“You he asked
bluntly.

“I—I—]

m a
want some tin?”

T— That is to say—"

“This is all I can spare, Gully,” said
the Hon. Douglas.

He handed over a pound notc. and
Gulliver stared at it in dism:
“You're—you're jokin'!” he ejacu-
ated.

But the Hon. Douglas was not jok-
ing, and, try as Gulliver would, he
could not get the loan increased.

And when Bell came along, ten
minutes later, he found Singleton
asleep. And, curiously enough, the

Hon. Douglas_positively refused to be
awakened.  Bell tried his hardest, but
it was useless.

So the nuts had six pounds to divide
—instead of ninety!

A vast change had taken place, and
Fullwood & Co. could not understand
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it. The spendthrift of St. Frank’s was
just beginning to realise, it seemed,
that money had value, after all

The change was coming about, but it
would take a gcod deal yet before the
Hon. Douglas fully learned his lesson.

CHAPTER 12,
Handforth on the Warpath!
! QUF‘STION of honourl”

It sxmply must be &W’nded
to,”  declared  Handforth
“Yorke’s nose has got to be pu.nched
and I'm not the kind of chap to waste
time. I mean to find the cad, tell him
what R think of him, and punch his
nose.”

“Yes, but look here—"

“Be reasonable, Handy—"

“I'm not going to listen to any of
your rot,” interrupted Edward Oswald
Handforth. “You heard Yorke as well
as I did—and I'm surprised that you
should try to dissuade me from my
purpose.”

The three Remove juniors were
standing in the doorway of the Ancient
House. Afternoon lessons were over,
and the day was
The weather was rathe; mild and the
sky clear,

The chums of Study D were having
a little argument—as usual. It
generally Handforth’s fault,
a mania for performing headstrong
actions, and his chums were continu-
ally boldmg him in check—or trying

to.

“Look here,
Church again,

“T don’t want to listen to any of your
rot,” -interjected Handfos
“You might as well save your breath
my son. I'm gomg to punch Yorkes
n nd there’s an end of it.”
Yes, I can believe it, t00!” said
McClure.

“What?”

“I can believe that il be the end
of Yorke’s nose—

Handy——" began

- House and I'm going to punch Yorke’s
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“You funny ass!” snapped Hand-
forth. “If you can’t make better jokes
than that I should advise you to dry
up. You don’t seem to realise the posi-
tion. Not an hour ago m the Form-
room, Yorke insulted me.”

“He only drew your l)keﬁes‘,, and
passed it round the room

“My what?” roared Hand&orth

“Likeness, of course!

“Likenessi”  bellowed Handforth,

“Do you call that horrible-locking
drawing a likeness? It was an insulf,
and Yorke made it worse by saying
that his effort was so life-like Lhab 1t
could almost speak!”

Church grinned at the rccouaciion

“well, it was only a joke,” he said.

“You mustn't take these tnmgs to
heart, Handy—"

“I haven’t taken anything o heart,
you fathead!” interrupted Handforth.

“But I'm not going to stand insults at :
any price. Understand? Those College
House asses giggled and squirmed when |
Yorke passed his drawing round—they :

:

laughed at me. Me, you understand !

“Awfull” said Chur

“Horrible!” added McCluxe

“That drawing was horrible, L
how,” declared Handforth. “And Yorke
had the nerve to say it looked like
me! I'm going over to the College

n

“ Eut do be reasonable, Handy,” said
McClure. “Yowll get chucked ouf on
your nem. if you go into the College

“wn takc more than those silly}
Monks to chuck me out,” interrupte
Handforth disdainfully. “Yorke sl\ppe

but I'm going to get hold of hlm soon
By George! I'll pulverize him!”
Handforth was quite determined, an
his chums knew that it was a hopeles:
task even to attempt to dissuade hi
from his object. Yorke's nose had t
be punchcdfand that’s all there wa

Handforth did not consider the po!
sibility of getting into trouble himself
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He never counted the cdds, and was

illing to enter a hornets’ nest
asion demanded.

He would regret it afterwards, of

course, but he never realised the danger

until it was too late. Consequently,
Tandforth was a record breaker in the
way of finding trouble.

Church and McClure had fears for
ef, and they naturally wanted
m a word of warning. They

just®as well have attempted to
warn a doorpost.

“Well, itll serve the ass right—that's
one thing,” remarked Church, after
Handforth had passed out of the
Ancient House. “He’ll come back look-
ing a bit of a wreck, I expect. It ought
to teach him not to be so jolly pig-
headed.”

him?" repeated McClure,
. “Is it _possible to teach
Handy 'mvthmg? He's like a mule—
only wo! If he doesn’t get half-
skinned the Monks’ camp, I shall be
surprised.”
Mea:

e, Handforth strode across
the Triangle with a t of determina-
tion in his eyes. He arrived at the

College House, and entered the lobby
boldly.

The lobby was rather smaller
ncient House, and
tainly far less impressive. ~Hand-
Ior(h looked round him with disdain.
“Miserable hole!” he murmured.
“Thanls goodness I don’t board in this
barn of a place. The best thing I can
do is to go straight along to Study Q
and barge in. Christine and Co. will be
at tea, Urﬂuably, and I shall be able to
callar Yorke.”
Handforth did not consider the pos-
ibility of being stobped before he
ived at Study Q. He strode along
age, and only came to a halt
1'>ard the sound of approach-

e raused for a mom: thinking—
alised, for the first time, that
on was not one of absolute

in the rival House, far from
ds, and he would certainly receive
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no assistance if he fell into the hands
of the Monks. Christine and Co. would
take a special pleasure in ragging a
prize victim like Handforth.

As usual, Handforth did nobt grasp
these obvious facts until it was almost
too late. He thought about, retreating,
but he heard voices from his rear, t00.
Either he had to hide, or he would
have to fight his way out.

And that wasn’t on Handforth’s pro-
gramme at all. He had come here to
bunch Yorke's nose—not to fight the
whole Remove.

“What the dickens shall I do?”
muttered Handforth, looking round
him anxiously.

A solution suggested itself at once,
He was just at an angle of the passage,
and In the corner there stood a cup-

board. It was generally used for old
lumber, and the doors were always
unlocke

Handforth had no time to pick and
choose.

He shppvd mto the cupboard and
drew the S ond later
several CC'“E‘g(‘ Houw fellows came
round the bend of the passage. They
were Bob Christine, Talmadge, Yorke,
Clapson, and Nation, From the other
direction Page, Barron and Oldfield
appeared.

The intruder was hetween two fires!
Escape was cut off completely, and lf he
was discovered he would be “put
through it” thoroughly.

So he remained in the cupboard, as
still as a mouse.

“Hallo, you chaps,” came Christine’s
voice, through the doors. ‘‘Just the

fellows we were looking fon T've got a
wheeze.”
“Leave it until after tea,” said
Cl'\pso
Rats!”

«it's a topping idea,” chuckled Tal-
madge. “You wait until you hear it,
my sons. Were gomg o jape those
Ancient House bounders. e

“Oh,” sald Clapso Tha -
ferent. We haven’t hnd 2 shot at the
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Fossils for “eeks About time some-
Lhmg was dor
The two ties of juniors had come

to a halt—as was only natural—at the
bend of the passage where they had
met. Nothing could have been more
unfortunate for Handforth—if, by
chance, the door was opened.

But the situation had other possi-
bilities.

‘The Monks had stopped in the pas-
sage, and were talking there. It seemed
that Handforth would possibly over-
hear something of extreme interest,
He did not beAeve in envebdxopmng—.
but he couldn’t help it here. For he
certainly had no intention of betraying
himself.

“Well, what's the wheeze?” asked
Nation. “ItIl have to be something
pretty cute, you know. Nipper and hxs
crowd a: Iau!y wide awake—

“Don’t you worry,” said Christine.
“This wheeze will beat the lot of ‘em
hollow. It'll be the joke of the term.”

“Well, get it Out you ass

“Let’s hear it1”

“Is it a new idea?”

“Or an old hashed-up thing?”

“If you all speak at’once, I can't
answer,” said Christine warmly. “Don’t
be such a set of asses! This wheeze is
new in certain respects, although it’s
not exactly novel. Still, it’s pretty
cerfain that we shall be able to dish
the Fossils all right.

“Oh, will you"" muttezcd Handforth
gnmly “It seems to me that it’s a
Jjolly good thing I came. If I hear the
details of this jape it’ll be great! These
bounders \vill be done in the eye
beautifully.”

Handforth took care to remain very
still. It was something of an ordeal for
him, but he managed it. And the Monks
did not seemw at all anxious to clear

away from that particular section of
Lhe corridor. They had met there, and
were discussing the scheme on the spot.

“The idea js mainly up against that
chap with all the money—singleton,”
explained Christine.

“The Hon. Douglas?”
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“Yes

“I'm blessed if I can see much fun in
Japmg that rotter,” said Page bluntly.

ou will when T've explained,” re-
DIK"i Christine. “Besides, it'll be a
Jjoke dgamst the whole crowd, really. I
shall do all the work, and you chaps
will simply laugh at the finish.”

HIE cvmythmg goes all right, that
is,” added Yo

“Well, natumny » said Christine.
“But T've got plenty of confidence in
ltlil]Ysclf and I'm very certain I can work

e d

“But whac Is it, you ass?”

% Explain, you duffer!”

“Get i your chest, you long-
winded bounder!”

Bob Christine grinned.

“Well, one of the Ancient House
chaps told me during lessons that
somebody is coming to see Singleton
this evening—some (,hap from London.
He'll arrive at about seven o'clock.”

1127

“My idea is to dress up as a man,”
explained Christine. “I can wear a
morning coat and top hat, and glasses,
and do the thing properly. My wheeze
is to go to Smgle.ons stuuy, and spoof
him up to the eyes—" 1

“But how the dickens can you?” de-
manded Clapson. “He'll know in a tick
you aren’t the right chap. You can't
disguise yourself as somebody you've 4
never seen!”

“That’s all you know,” said Christin
“As it happens, Smglcwn has_neve
seen the chap, 50 he can’t possibly tell,j}
I shall go at half-past six, of course,
and say I got here early. Dmmg thaf
half-hour I can spoof everybody, and
have no end of a gas

“Well, it's not SO lmd 7 admitted,
Clapson. “It all depends upch you;
ability to deceive Singleton and’ the
rest. But if you're spoited over ther
—welll you’ll be half slaughtered.”

“11 3

“And ho\v do you know this for cer:
tain?”  aske Page, “That Ancient
House chan mlgl‘t have bheen pullin
your leg——-
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“I didn’t overlook that point,” inter-
ipted Christine. “So when I passed
. Lee a quarter of an hour ago I
ed him if Singleton was expecting a
visitor to-day. And Mr. Lee said a man
was coming ab That’s
"ncug‘x isn't it? Are you all satisfied?”

Quuc, grinned Clapson. “But some-
it doesn’t seem ccmplete enough
. It ought to be elaborated.
houldn‘t you make the jape more
ugh?

“How?”

“Well, you could get some of the
bounders to go to the village with you
on some pretext,” said Clapsen. “Single-
ton and those chaps of Study C, Nipper
and Watson and Tregellis-West. A
crowd of us could be waiting in the
lane, and when you've lured them out
we shall sxmply fall on them and give
them socks.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Two he:ms are better than one”
said Christine. “That’s a ripping idea,
Cuppy 1t sort of put the finishing
touch to the jape. We can't leave it till
after 'tea, because there won't be
nnmmh time. I want you to come with
¢ to the box-room where we keep the
ons. of the dramatic club. I'm going
to disguise myself and I want you
Tellows to assist.”

ood!” said Page.

‘*Tea can wait until latrr on

clared Talmadge. “Come on

Handforth breathed a s)gh of relief
- md then gave a gulp.

“What about this cupboard?” asked
Yorke, grasping the door handle, “I
ieve there's an old topper here—and
some clobber, too!”

x Good idea,” said Page.

look.”

IT'\na’orth clenched his fists and got
t the same moment he bitterly

“We're [vame
de-

“Let’s have

” said Christine briskly. “I
vant to wear the old rubbish
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that’s in there. I want good stuff. Let’s
buzz upstairs ohd examine the ward-
robe. Buck u

The juniors hurried away down the
corridor, Handforth breathing a huge
sigh of relief. He had escaped detec-
tion by a hair’s breadth.

“Phew!” he whistled.
was all up!”

He waited until all sounds of the
juniors had vanished. hen, when
everything was quiet, he cautiously
opened the cupboard doors, and peeped
through the middle crack. As the cup-
beard was situated in the angle, at the
corner, he could sez up both passages

“I thought it

And Handforth lost no time in taking
advantage of the opportunity. He
slipped out of the cupboard and has-

tened away towards the lobby as
silently as he could manage—which
was not at all silent, in any case.

But, more by than skill, he
reached the open air in safety, and
breathed a sigh of relief and triumph
as he emerged.

“Great!” he muttered exultantly.
«Everything's all screne—and I shall be
able to spoil the wheeze beautifully!”

Handforth had been into the lions’
den, and had emerged in safety. And
he brought out with him most valuable
information,

It did not seer that the Monks were
to gain very much of a victory!

CHAPTER 13,
Handforth & Co. Do the Trick!

ELL, T'm blessed!” exclaimed
“x/ McClure, in surprise.
“Amazing!” said Church.
“He’s not even scratched!”
“Not a bruise to be seen!”.
Church and McClure gazed ab Hand-
forth in wonder, They were in Study
D, and tea was just about ready. Hand-
forth had strode in, and he was looking
exceedingly pleased‘ with himself, and
there was a gleam in his eye.
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“What's thal?” he said as he closed
the door. “I don’t want any of your
rot, my sons—"’

“1 don't expect he's bce.: into the

College House at all” exclaimed
Church, “Have you, Handy?
“Yes, I have,” said E indforth.

“Di
Chuuh

you see Yorke?” demanded

* Oh that e)\p]ams it,” said McClure.
“I suppose you went in quietly, and
then slipped out again, I thought you
\VEIE going to punch Yorke’s nose?”

left that until later—there’s no
nmned_(ate hurry,” explained Hand-
forth. “I went into the College House,
and I was just passing down the pas-
sage when a crowd of chaps happened
to come along—"

“8o you bunked?”

“No, I didn’t bunk,” roared Hand-
forth. “I held my ground—well, I
stopped where I was, anyhow,” he
added. “There was a cupboard just
handy, so I slipped into it—"

“Is that what you call holding your
gmund?" asked Church, with a sniff.
could do it!” added

Handforth glared.

“'If you chaps are going to be idiotic,
I dry up,” he exclaimed threaten-
“I dodged into the cupboard, as
I said, and stood there for four or five
minutes. And that crowd of Monks
ned outside—within two yards of
I overheard the bounders planning
i I

B ¥
“bo they didn’t see you after all?”
“No,” said Handforth, “On the

whole, I'm jolly pleased with myself,

and the Ancient House ought to be
;,raccﬁxl to me.”
cmc see anything particu-

LH I

’5 he hmtered the bréad.
" vesdropping!” roared Han
'Yo —you insulting rotter!”

“Rats! Didn't you listen to what the
Monks said?
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“Yes, but—->

“Isn't that eavesdropping?”’

“No, it isn't,” retorted Handforth
warmly. “I couldn’t help overhearing.
I bunked into the cupboard for safety,
and those chaps stopped outside, jaw-
ing. You don’t suppose I was going to
give myself away, do you? Besides,
what I overheard is of the utmost value
~to us.”

T \Vhat did you overhear?”
McClur

WelI a genfleman is co‘mn" at
seven o'clock to see Singleton,” said
Handforth.

‘“There’s nothing much in that—T
could .have told you the same thing,”
retorted Church. “Singleton was men-
tioning it only five minutes ago, when
we passed him in the passage.”

“I overheard more than that, you
duffer,” said Handforth. “Christine is
coming in at half-past six, dressed ug-«
and he’s going to try to spoof eve:
body. I expect he'd have done the turk
Loo if I hadn’t heard all that. But now
e can spox! the little game, and turn
the tables.”

(‘hulch and McClure were interested
at,

“‘/Iy hat! Rather!” said Chur
“We'd better buzz along and give
Singleton the tip. Perhaps it will be as

asked

well to warn Nipper, too. Then he can

prepare a surprise for Christine.”

Handforth regarded his chums pity- |

ngly.

“You brainy boundexs’ ” he ex-
claimed with scorn. “You clever asses!
Do you think I'm going to spoil ev
thing like that? This is our affair
not Nipper’s. We're going to deal withj
it, don’t forget.”

“Oh!” said McClure. “That’s not
bad idea. But do you think we shall
be able to manage it?”

“I don't think—I know we shall
manage!” roared Handforth. This if
going to be our night out—and Chri
tine will wish he'd never been born b,
the time I've done. He's coming at hal
past six—alone. And I'm going to mal
things hot for him,”
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“Well, of course, you can do as you
_,,’ remarked Church; “but if I were
you I should tell Nipper. It's not good
enough just to biff Christine on the

nose. You want something more—more

andforth sat down, and stirred his
a.

“We shall have something more
slaborate,” he remarked c'l‘m‘y “I've
peen thin ng it all out. For example,
we can bring Christine along here, get
aim inside, and then paint his face.”

“That’s good!™ said Church, nodding.
. gle Chris-
tine into this study—and then we can
wt busy. What time is he coming, did
you say?”

“ Half-past six.”

“Then we shall have to get tea over
pretty smartly, and then rout out some

paint,” said McClure briskly. “We
must be prepared, you know.”
“Yes, of course,” said Handforth, “I

think we shall find two or three pots
of paint in the fool-shed
“Not house-paint, you ass!” grinned
McClure. “T mean grease-paint!”
Handforth nodded calmly.
“Perhaps it would be better,” he ad-
mitted. “There’s plenty of grease-
paint in the Common-room cupboard.
We want red and green and blue—in
fact, all colours, We'll make the chap

o"h a regular treak and then exhibit
hm to the Remove.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Church and McClure were inclined to
:({\mvr\ that Handforth had some sense,
af

r all. It would certainly be “put-
one over ” on the Monks, if every-
g turned out all right.

The chums of Study D hurried cver
their tea, for they had no time to spare.
ould be necessary to wait on the
nt House steps before six-thirty
d, in case Christine was a little

being finished, Church hurried
to the Common-room, and
within a few minutes w
sticks of grease-paint. Tmy
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were highly-coloured, and the prospect
of the would-be japer did not look rosy.

“Good!” said Handforth. “Just the
very articles, Churchy. We've got a pile
of rope here, and it'll only take a couple
of minutes to tie the bounder up tight.
Then we'll lead him round on a string!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The three juniors switched off the
electric light and passed out of the
study. They stationed themselves just
outside the Ancient House, and pre-
tended to be discussing football with
much animation.

Actually they were watching the gate-
way.

By the time six-thirty struck, the
argument had assumed realistic propor-
tions. Handforth was talking most of
the time, and he was laying down the
law with regard to the off-side game.
Church and McClure listened, and were
so interested that they nearly forgot
their real object.

“Shush!” muttered McClure
denly. ‘“He's here!”

“Eh?” sald Handforth.

“That chap—Christine, I mean-

“Oh, my hat!” breathed H'ﬁndxorth
b ¢ nearly forgot!”

They had become so engrossed in the
football “jaw” that they had
momentarily overlooked the real issue
at stake. But now they gazed across the
Triangle, in the direction of the gate-
way, and observed a stranger approach-
ing. t all events, he seemed to be-a
stz

sud-

r
The individual was rather short, in-
clined to be stout, and he was wearing
a morning-coat and top-hat. He carried
a small leather bag, and walked with
short, brisk strides. As he came nearer,
Handforth & Co. observed his features.

The man seemed to be elderly, for
he wore slightly grey side-whiskers, and
his face was rather ruddy in hue. Pince-
nez adorned his nose, and he held his
head in a quaint kind of peering atti-
tude.

“Jolly good
Church.

make-up!” muttere
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“Rats!” said Handforth, *“Anyhody
can tell he’s - Christine—look at his
height; look at his shape! In my
ion, he's overdone it. - Those
rs don't look real, cither, and his
1ivvy is too red!”
newcomer halted half-way up the
and gazed at Handforth & Co.
uizzically.

Ah, my boys, can you tell me if this
is the Ancient House?” he inquired in
a deep voice.

“Yes, sir, this is the Ancient House,”
replied Handforth promptly, giving
Church a nudge. “Is there anybody
you particularly want to see?”

“Wwell, yes, as a matter of fact, there
is,” replied the other. “My name is
Mr. Partington, and I am anxious to
have a few words with a junior school-
boy whose name is the Hon. Douglas

Singleton. I think he boards in this
house.”

andforth gave Church another
nudge, and nearly knocked Church

down the steps.
“I see, sir,” said Handy. “I fancy
I heard that Singleton was expecting a
st If youwll come this way, we'll
t you along. Perhaps youre feeling
ed after your long journey across the
angle—I mean, from London?”

Mr. Partington nodded.

“I'm certainly feeling somewhat
tired,” he admitted. “Travelling is
always somewhat exhausting.”

“particularly walking, sir,”
Handforth.

“Shut up, you ass!” muttered
McClure, “If you give hints like that,
yewll give the game away.”

Mr. Partington entered the lobby, and
looked about him with interest.

Quite interesting!” he re-
“I must confess that I ex-
to see something rather more
ssive, However, this is only a
1 portion of St Frank’s, of course.
If yowll be kind enough to lead me to
Master Singleton, I shall be greatly
indebted to you.”

“This way, sir,” said Church briskly.

said
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They passed out of the lobby, along
the Remove passage, and halted at the
door of Study D. Handforth & Co, were
rather anxious for a moment. Chris-
tine, of course, knew that it was their
study, and he might be suspicious.

“This way, sir—step in, please!” said
Handforth invitingly.

Partington blinked at the door-

Ts—er—Master Singleton here?” he
inquired. i
“It's all right, sir; yowll see in a
tick,” said Handforth. “Now then, you

chaps, lend a hand!”

He gave the stout gentleman a violent
shove in the back, and Mr. Partington,
with a loud gasp, went hurtling
through the doorway into Study D. He
brought up with a bang against the
table, and when he turned round Hand-
forth & Co. were in the rcom, too—and
the door was closed.

“Good—good gracious!” gasped Mr.
Partington.  “How—how dare you?
Boys, I protest sirongly! How dare you
treat me in this outrageous manner

“Chuck it!” grinned Handforth.

“What—what did you say?”

“You can't diddle us, you fathead!™
chuckled Church. B

The visitor fairly gulped.

“I—I cannot diddle you!” he re:
peated dazedly. *Good gracious me!
This—this is simply outrageous! How
dare you treat me in this manner, you
impertinent young rascals? I shall re
port this hebaviour to your head:
master—"" 4

“Ha, ha, ha!” d

“Bless my soull”

“Youre doing it pretly wel
know,” grinned Handforth. “A
same, you can’t spoof us, you rotter

Mr. Partington nearly dropped hi
pince-nez.

“Did—did I understand you to c
me a rotter?” he asked blankly. “I”
never been so insulted in all my expe:
ence—never! Good gracious! When,
see your headmaster I shall complain

yot
th

o
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“ Look 1" exclaimed Pitt. *“Thefiood! Run! Jump intoatree—anything1”

A great volume of foaming water was surging towards the school, washing

away everything befora it!  Oh, my goodness!” I gasped. The flood was
upon us!
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the strongest possible language, and T
shall not be satisfied until you are all
severely punished!”

Handforth & Co. roared.

“Can’t you ring off, you silly Josser’)”
asked Handforth. “If you think you're
diddling us, you're mistaken! I'd know
your voice in a tick—and you needn’t
think that that disguise is any good!”

“Dis-disguise!” stuttered Mr. Part-

gton.

“ell, what you call a disguise,”
amended Handforth. “Why, a kid in
the Second could do it better than
that! No real chap ha,s got cheeks of
that rotten colour——’

“This—this is beyond all endur-
ance!” shouted the visitor furiously. “I
can only assume that you have brought
me here with the deliberate intention
of insulting me!”

“And look at your giddy whiskers!”
went on Handforth. *“Anybody can see
they re false—"

“False!” roared Mr. Partington.
“Falsel”

“Yes, as false as your blessed wig!”
grinned Handforth. ‘“And your voice
is all put on, too! The best thing you
can do, my son, is to own up, If you
go down on your knees, and say youre
sorry, we'll let you off lightly.”

The visitor turned to McClure,

“This—this boy is mad!” he panted
huskily. “It seems that you are all
mad! Can it be possible that you are
making some mistake—"

“Does it well, doesn’t he?” chuckled
McClure. “But the best thing we can
do is to rope him at once, and apply the
giddy grease-paints. Youre in for it
nicely this time, Christine. It1l teach
you not to try any of your funny busi-
ness in the Ancient House!”

“Christine!” said the visitor, panting
hard. “My name’s Partington! am
a solicitor, and I order you to open that
door and to let me go free! Further-

more, T shall report—— Great heavens!
How dare you lay hands on me? Re-
lease me at once, you wretched
youths!”
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Handforth glared.

“Wretched youths, are we!” he bel-
lowed. “All right, my son! Thatll
mean an extra bump when we geb you
tied up!”

Mr. Partington was quite helpless in
the grasp of the three strong juniors.
They had the rope round him in ncxt to
no time. Church looked at his chums
with a peculiar light in his eyes. His
face had been in a few inches of
Mr. Partington’s, and Church was
rather scared.

“I--1 say, you chaps,” he whispered,
“I believe we've made a bloomer! This
—this hair is real, you know—they’re
real whiskers! Oh, my goodness!
We've collared the real chap!” 1

“Rats!” said Handforth. “Lock ab
this!”

He grabbed at Mr. Partington’s hair,
and it came away in his handgreveal-
ing a head which was as bald as @
billiard ball. Mr. Partington let cut &
whoop, and Handforth & Co. went pale. |

In no circumstances was it possible
for that head to belong to Bob Chris-
tine, of the Remove. Handforth was
shivering now, and he grabbed fran-
tically at Mr. Partington’s \xhxakels—-\-
in order to make doubly sure.

“Ow! Yarooh!” roared the un-
fortunate gentleman. “Bey, you shal
be expelled for this—this outrage—"%

“Theyre real!” said Handforth
faintly. ‘“Oh, my only topper! We've
made a bloomer. This is the real Mr,
Partington—not Christine at alll” i

The chums of Study D were staggered,
They knew that they had committed
terrible offence, and they had visions of
public flogging and expulsion. Nothin,
less than the sack could possibly be th
result of this outrage.

Mr. Partington had been dropped like
a hot brick—which was rather unfort
nate. With his feet bound already I
found it difficult to stand, .And he col
hp<ed upon the floor with a

The sudden shock brought Handfmt
& Co. to their senses.
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« Jyst & minute, sh," gaspbd Church,

«well take the rope of

«Here's your wig, su' " said Hand-
forth, p}acmg it on backwards. “My
hat! t doesn't seem to fit right! Its
all & nnstue, sir!

A mistake!” bellowed Mr. Parting-
ton, regaining his feet. “You—you dare
to say that—after you have grossly
assauited me! After you have treated
me in a manner which can only be
descrived as ruffianly! I shall take full
care that you are expelled from this
chool.”

Handforth gulped.

“You—you See, sir, one of our fellows
planned to play a joke on us,” he ex-
plained. “This chap knew you were
coming, and meant to spoof us—-

“His idea was to disguise himself and
pretend that he was you,” put in
Church anxiously.

“And we thought that you ‘were our
chap in disguise, sir,” said McClure.
“It’s all a mix-up, sir, and \ve re fright-
fully sorry. Until we pulled your wig
off, we didn’t know.”

Mr. Partington, having adjusted his
‘wig to his sahsfacnon, and feeling
rather more comfortable, eyed the
Jumors sternly.

“Have you been telling me the
truth?” he demanded.

“Yes, sir, honour bright!”

“ Absolutely the truth, sir!”

“We wouldn’t dream of insulting a
visitor, sir,” panted Church. “But we
were so sure that you were Christine in
disguise—that’s the chap’s namc-that
we \\ent fox you baldheaded—
mean.

Mr. Partington frowned, having been
vnfm(umtelv reminded of the worst
<“TP“L of the affair.
“You deserve to be soundly flogged!”
said stiffly. But I think I can
rstand your mistake now that you
explained. I am beginning to

that you did not maliciously
me. but did so under a mistaken
sior
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“That's right, sir, exactly.”
“Are—are you going to Tepo
sir?” asked Church anxiously. A

“I'm not quite certain,”
it in,” said the

% t. That you
punishment of some kind 1¢syz:.bvfloeussex'ﬂ’Ve
“ But—buf can’t you tell us at on
sir?” asked Handforth humbly. “\e
shall be in terrible suspense if you leave
it undecided. We can’t tell you how
upset we are, sir. What a mercy we
found out in time—we were going to
smother your face in grease-paint, sir!”

“Dear me! Then it seems that I
have escaped an even worse ordeal,”
said Mr. Partington. *“Well, my boys,
seeing that you are so contrite, I will
ovexlook the matter—providing that you
do not discuss it among your school-
fellows. If you will glve me your word
that you will keep the Incident quiet, T
will say nothing.”

“We won’t breathe a word, sir.”

“On our word of honour, sir!”

“Honest Injun, sir!”

Mr. Partington smiled.

“Very v.ell " he said.
go at that.

And, plckmg up his hat, he withdrew
from Study D. Handforth & Co. stared
at one another, and looked somewhat
fagged.

“My hat!” said Church.
narrow squeak!”

“Well, he's a decent old bxrdﬁby
George, he is!” said Handforth. T
dido’t think we were going to get out
of it. Just fancy us making a bloomer

f that sort. We'd better go along and
s(‘c where the real Christine is.”

But when the heroes of Study D went
out in search of the japer they could see
no sign of him. It was fairly obvious,
in fact, that Mr. Partington’s early
arrival had upset the Monks’ game, and
it had apparently been abzmclolne((i(i e

Handforth & Co. had blunder
badly, but good luck had been with

“We will let it

“What a
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them—in the gulse of Mr. Partington’s
good nature. If the visitor had been of
a crusty disposition, it would have been
very bad indeed for Study D!

CHAPTER 14.
A Very Serious Matter.

R. PARTINGTON walked down
the Remove passage rather
aimlessly. He was feeling de-

cidedly more comfortable now, and once
or twice he chuckled—as he recollected
the blank dismay of the juniors who
had made the mistake. !

As it happened, I came along the pas-
sage with Sir Montie Tregellis-West at
that moment, and we both regarded the
stranger with some surprise.

“Begad! I wonder who this imposin’®
lookin’ gentleman is,” murmured Sir
Montie. “A visitor for somebody, I
supp<>5e”

“ Anything we can do, sir?” I asked
pohtely as the stranger reached us.

my boy,” said Mr. Partington.
“I should like you to direct me to the
study th"h is occupied by Master
Singleton.”

“Study N, sir; just along the passage,
on your right,” 1 replied. “You can't
mistake it if you keep straight on, sir.”

“Thank you, my boy—thank you very
much,” said the stranger.

He passed on, and Montie and I en-
tered Study C, still wondering who the
visitor could be. BuL it was none of
our business, in any case. Mr. Parting-
ton looked eminently respecbahIeA

He came to a halt outside Study N,
tapped upon the door, and entered.

“Dear me!” he murmured.

The study was in darkness, which
proved that Singleton was not there.

And just then Pitt and Grey came
along and paused at the doorway.

Lookmﬂ for Singleton, sir?” asked

:‘Yeg my lag, I am.”
I'm afraid I don’t know where hP is
“Do

at the moment, sir,” said Pitt.
you know, Jack 1
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“Haven't the faintest idea,” replied ;
Grey.

“Never mind, my boys—never mind,”
sald Mr. Partington. “I can see the
lad later. At the moment I will go to
the headmaster’s study, if you mu e
good enough to direct me there.

“With pleasure, sir.”

Pitt, volunteered to escort the visitor
to the Head’s door, and very shortly
they arrived. Mr. Partington’ was not
exactly sorry; for, upon second
thoughts, he thought it just as well to
see Dr. Stafford first.

“Ah, my dear sir, I was_e:
you,” said the Head, as Mr. P
entered. “Come in, Mr. Partington.
Please take a seat and make yourself
quite at home. You may go, Pitt.”

“Yes, sir,” said Pitt, closing the door.

Mr. Partington made himself com:
fortable.

I received your letter this morning,
my dear sir,” said the Head.

“As you will have gathered from it
Dr. Stafford, I am the senior partner’
in the firm of Partington and Dodd,
solicitors,” said the new arrival. “And
I have come to you with reference to
one of your scholars—the Hon. Douglas
Smglewn. to be exact.”

, ves,” said the Head. “I know
the lad slightly, I think he is in the;
Fourth Form, which we call the
Remove.”

“That is so0,” agreed Mr. Partmﬁton.
“Have you any idea of Singleton’
mode of living?”

e Head raised his eyebrows.

“Surely he lives as the other boy:
do?” he asked. “I am not intimatel
acquainted with the movements
junior boys, I must admit, but I see
to have an impression that Singleton
rather extravagant. One or two of m
masters have mentioned that he
somewhat lavish in regard to his stu
furniture.”

“But you have no idea of Singleto:
Acal expenditure?

“I cannot say that I have,” lcpu

the Head.
“Then, my dear sir, I'm afrai@ I
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about to give you something of a
shock,” said Mr. Partington gravely.
«gingleton’s affairs are nominally in
my hands, but, unfortunately, the lad
has complete control over his own
money. It is not necessary for me to
go into any details at the moment, but
all I need say is, owing to some legal
point, the boy is in a position to draw
upon his fortune exactly as he pleases.
T am powerless to stop his expenditure.
His legal guardian, I may add, is at
present in South America, and we can-
not possibly get in touch with him.”

“That is rather awkward,” said the
Head. “But I must,confess, sir, that
1 do not quite follow your argument.
It is not within my power to interfere
with the lad—any more than it is with-
in yours. So long as he conforms to the
school rules, I can do nothing. He is at
liberty to spend his money as he
pleases.”

“I will grant you that,” agreed Mr.
Partington, “but I cannot help being
convinced that the boy has too many
opportunities of giving way to his mad
desire for spending money. The lad is
a most appalling spendthrift.”

“Has he spent so much, then?”

“Good gracious!” said Mr. Parti
ton. “You will be appalled when I
you—which I shall do presently. For I
have come to St. Frank's with two
objects in view. Firstly, I want to
speak to Singleton, and I want you to
arrange things so that he will have
fewer opportunities of getting about.
Secondly, I am determined to reason
Wwith the lad myself.”

“The latter will be by far the more
profitable, I dare say,” said the Head.
“I really cannot see how I can inter-
fere in the matter, Mr. Partington. I
C very well take away the lad’s
That would not be fair to

ing-
tell

“But you do not realise how much
Money he has spent in less than a single
lerm—in less than two months, I might
Say,” said Mr. Partington, “I almost
fail to credif the truth myself—">"

“You must remember that a boy
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needs a certain amount of money in a
school of this type, my dear sir,” said
Dr. Stafford gently. “There are some
pupils here who spend as much as five
and ten pounds weekly—although such
expenditure does not meet with my ap-
proval. Singleton is a junior, I will
admit, and two or three pounds a week
ought to be ample for his needs——"

“Good gracious!” interrupted the
visitor. “Two or three pounds!”

“Singleton has been spending more
than that?”

“ More!”
“More!”

He jumped up excitedly, and paced
the room, much to the Head’s astonish-
ment.

“It is obvious to me, my dear sir,
that you have no understanding of the
true position,” he exclaimed quickly.
“You have not the faintest idea of the
truth. Singleton has been at St.
Frank’s less than one term, as I said
before, and during that period he has
spent, not one thousand pounds, bub
very many thousands!”

The Head started.

“Nonsense, sir,” he said sharply.

“You will pardon me, Dr. Stafford,
but I am not talking nonsense,” ex-
claimed Mr, Partington. “I will tell
you the truth bluntly. And the truth is
this. Singleton has squandered a sum
which roughly amounts up to one hun-
dred and twenty thousand pounds.
Now, perhaps, you will understand my
anxiety.”

The Head rose to his feet, his face

shouted Mr. Partington.

“You are jesting with me, surely?”
he said, with ominous quietness.

“I am speaking the truth.”

“You tell me, in all seriousness, that
a junior boy in this school has squan-
dered a hundred and twenty thousand
pounds in less than two months?” said
the Head. “You actually wish me to
believe that, sir?”

“I have stated a simple fact,” said
the other. “It is the truth, Dr. Staf-
ford, and I am not at all surprised that
you are staggered.”
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“Good heavens!”

The Head sat down again,
rather pale.

“One hundred and twenty thousand
pounds,” he repeated almost dazedly.
“It is unbelievable—it is incredible!
Frankly, Mr. Partington, I think there
must be some terrible mistake about
this. No boy—no man—could spend
that amount of money in such a short
time. I am absolutely at a less for
words.”

Mr. Partington nodded.

“And yet it is the truth,” he said.

“Do you blame me for coming here, Df.
Stafford? Do you wonder that I have
requested you to speak to the boy, and
to curtail his liberties?"”

“I don’t wonder at all! I am rather
astounded that you did not come to me
before—weeks ago,” said the Head
grimly.

“Well, to tell you the truth, I have
been away from London on business for
several weeks,” said Mr. Partington.
“T only returned ten days ago—to find
that Singleton had spent twenty thou-
sand pounds. That worried me suffi-
ciently, I will confess. But within this
last week he has squandered a further
hundred thousand.”

ow?” asked the Head.
heavens name, how?”

“I cannot possibly tell you, for I do
not know myself,” said the solicitor.
“But I do know that the money has
been thhdr'mn from the boy’s banking
account

“But can you do nothing to stop it?”

“Nobhing whatever—until we hear
from the lad’s guardian.”

“It is simply appalling,” said the
headmaster. “The boy must be mad
Judging from what you have told me, I
imagine that he is something of a mil-
lionaire—"

“That is just the p‘ty of it—he is

looking

“In

half his fortune. Think of it, sir—half

his fortune in less than two months!”
“It hardly bears thinking about,”

said the Head huskily. “Why, before
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the term is ended he will be a pauper!”

“Unless something is done,” said the i
other.
“Something shall be done—you mayJ

be sure of that,” declared the Head
grimly. “If I had known of th
I would have taken immed
But what 7
nothing? Have you no idea at all as
to where the money went?”

“Well, I only know that two cheques
at least were drawn in favour of a man
named Philip Smith Gore,” said Mr.
Partington. “Those cheques represent}
three-fifths of the amount which Single:
ton has squandered, so it seems that
this man has some power over the lad.”

“Do you know who he is?”

“I have not the faintest idea.”

“Have you not attempted to findj
out?”

“Naturally,” said the solicitor; , “ but
so far I have been unsuccessful, and, as!
a last resource, I have come to you.
sincerely hope that you will be able to!
make an impression on the boy. I shalld
make an attempt to reason with him,
too.”

“Reason with him!” echoed the§
Head. ‘“Reason, indeed! I shall de:
mand to know the truth—I shall lec:
ture the lad in the most severe terms,
And, further, I shall positively forbid§
him to spend more than five pound
weekly! Furthermore, I shall make
him tell me who this Mr. Gore is!”

“You will do well if you succeed,”
said the solicitor. “If we can lay ous
hands upon Mr. Gore, there may bé
some hope of regaining possession of
the lost money. I had intended speak
ing to Singleton first, but I am rathel
glad now that I failed to find him.” !

The Head did not reply. He had
seated himself again, and was dr

ng:
and frowning thoughtfully at the ink

PO

“A junior boy—one hundred ang
twenty thousand pounds!” he
mured. “I cannot understand how hi
had  the  opportunity— Go

gracious! It is stupendous, Mr. Par
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Vears ago we had a senior boy
ho ‘spent ten thousand in the
of one term—and that was
3 to be positively swagermg.

nis—this is unheard of; it is un-

pre
G That is what I thought,” said the
yisitor. “Well, sir, do you intend to
nave Singleton here at once?”
“Tost ccrLamly"’ said the Head.
11

“1

Ting
pressed the bell on his desk.

“I think it is better that we should
poth be here,” said Mr. Partington.
“Possibly we may be able to make an
impression—although, I must warn you,
Singleton is decidedly self-willed. More-
over, you must not overlook the fact
that he is complete master of his own
money.’

1 remember those facts,” said
he HLa.l quietly. “I will do my best
Anh, Tubbs, I want y

Thr page-boy had just mtcled the
Head’s study.

“Yes, sir,” he said respectfully.

“You must find Singleton of the
Remove, and bring him to me as soon
as possible,” said the Head. *Bring
Lim back with you, Tubbs, and do not.
mention that I have a visitor.”

“Right, sir,” sald Lhe page-boy.
be as quick as I can.

He hurried off, and the two gentle-
men waited grimly for the appearance
he Hon. Douglas Singleton.

“rn

CHAPTER 15.
On the Carpet!
“ EEN Master Singleton, sir?”
S Tubbs asked the question in
the Remove passage. e
Valerie and Hart were just passing
tlong, and they paused.
“He’s in the study, I think,” replied
ﬁrt
“He ain't, sir,” said the page-boy. “I
lust looked in, an’ the study’s all dark.
Lean't find him powhere——
“Singleton’s 1n his study,” repeated

55
Hart. “I saw him go in ten minutes
ago. I expect he's sitting in the
He‘seems to be a bit moody this wi
Thank you, Master Hart!” said
Tubbs.
The page-boy turned, and bumped
into a junior who was just coming

along. “The junior b Timothy
Tucker, of the Remove.
“Sorry, sir,” grinned Tubbs.

“Don’t mention it, my dear sir,” said
T.T. “Don’t mention it. It is quite all

right”
‘The page-boy grinned—he couldn’t
help it. Tucker was a very peculiar

junior, and he was already referred to
by many fellows as the comedian of the
Remove. Certainly he always kept
the juniors amused. He was a comedian
unconsciously; he couldn't help it.

“How goes it, T.T.?” asked De
Valerie cheerfully.

“The position is this,” said Tucker.
“I am looking for Pitt. I arranged
to meet him, and he has failed to turn

‘m!  Most careless of him.”

"Awful'“ chuckled Hart.

“Well, it cannot be helped,” said

'H;a wandered down the passage.

“Hallo! Here's the giddy million-
aire,” said Hart. “Whither bound,
Singleton?”’

‘The Hon. Douglas had appeared with
Tubbs, and he paused.

“It’s a mghtiul bore,” he explained
_“The Head wants me for
somethmg —goodness knows what.”

“Trouble?” asked Hart. .

i ct s0,” said Singleton calmly.
3 %ee;{ﬁhﬂt my solicitor has called.
But troubles don’t worry me.”

He went with Tubbs to the head-
master’s study, and lounged in.”

«Ah, Singleton, I wish to have a

serious talk with you” saxd Dr.
aﬂmd Tubbs, you may go.”
9 » said Tubbs.
He vmnt and closed the door.
“Anything important, sxr? asked

the Hon. Douglas. “Hallo, you're Mr.



56

Partington, I believe? How goes it?
You're looking pretty bright.”
“I am not feeling bright,

said the solicitor severely.
“No?” said Singleton. *That’s bad.”

my lad,”

“Singleton, you must address Mr.
Partington  respectfully in  m
presence,” said the Head grimly. “He

has brought me most astounding news
concerning yourself. I am amazed to
hear such startling news concerning
your recent expenditure of money.”

The Hon. Douglas sighed.

“Egad! Somehow I had an idea
that the subject would be concerning
money,” he said. “What’s the trouble,
sir?”

“First of all, Smglcton I must tell
you that I have been totally unaware of
these facts until this evening,” said
the Head. “Had I known of them
earlier, I should have taken immediate
steps to alter your—your disgraceful
conduct.”

“Disgraceful, sir?”

“That is the only word I can use
which fitly describes the position,” de-
clared the Head.

“Hang it all, sir, I can do as I like

"You will be silent, my boy!”

“Lct me speak Singleton,” anpred
the Head. “Ever since
been at St. Frank’s, you have, it seems,
spent money in the most reckless
fashion. I have heard one or two
remarks concerning your extravagance,
but I did not dream that you had
been so extravagant as to spend your
money in thousands ot pou

Singleton sighed a;

“Any more, sir?” he askcd patiently.

“There is a lot more, my boy,” said
the Head. “You have been brought
here because I want you to tell me how
you have spent this money, and why.
Mr. Partington informs me that since
you came to this school you have squan-
dered no less than one hundred and
twenty Lhousand pounds—in fact, half
your fortune.”

3
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Singleton nodded.

“Something like that, sir,”
calmly.

“Do you admit that you have squan-
dered the money?” 4

“No, sir.”

“What?" exclaimed Mr. Faltmgwn i
“Why, ycu cannot possibly deny-

I n’t squander it,
Singlewn. “I invested it.”

“Invested it?” echoed the Head.
“That, of course, is different.” ‘

“Singleton is merely attempting to
get out of his responsmlmy ” said Mr.
Partington sharply. “He has invested
nothing. I have made every inquiry
possible, and there is no trace whatever
of the investment. Moreover, he is not
old enough to deal with any*hmg of
Lhat nature.”

“8Singleton, how did you invest the

money?” asked the Head.

“I can’t tell you sir.”

“But I order you to tell me!” ex-
claimed the Head.

“I'm sorry, sir, but it can’t be done.”

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Dr. Staf-
ford. You dare to defy me, Singleton?”

“I'm not defying you, sir,” said the
Hon. Douglas. ~ “But this thmg Jhap-
pens to be my busm(‘ssﬁthat s all,

Upon my soul!
all bearing!” Head.
““Singleton, I order you to, tell me how,
you invested that money.”

“And I'm sorry I can’t chbey you,
sir,” said the Hon. Douglas warmly,
“Dash it all, I can do what I like wit]
my own, I suppose? If you want t
know the absolute truth, I spent th
money—I spent every penny of it.”

“Good heavens!  You spent it?”

“Yes, sir, I did.”

on?”

“What

he said

saxd 1

“That’s my business, sir,” said th
Hon. Douglas.

“I cannot permit you to continu
in this strain, Singleton,” said the He:
grimly. “I want you thoroughly
understand, here, at once, that yol
must answer my questions. Do 1



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

fo that T am your headmaster, and
that you are under my control, Wmle
you are at St. Frank's, I'm your

mvnqmn and it is your duty to obey
m

said Singleton.  “I quite un-
that.  T'm ready to obey you
verything connected with the
schiool. But this is different My own
private money is my own concern. I
mve a perfect right to spend it as I
choose, and theres not a soul on earth
who can stop me.”

The Head bit his lip.

“My boy, you must be reasonable,” he
said. -~ “Good gracious me! Do ycu
grasp the fact that you ave
bllllahdeled 2 fortune in less than exgm
week

“I h d bad luck, sir,” said Single-
ton. “I spent the money, but I shall
geb it all back again.  You needn’t

worry. I can look after myself, {thanks,
"There’s no need to get alarmed.”

“I am alarmed—and greatly con-
cerned for your own good,” said Dr.
Stafford. “You are young—you do not
realise. what you have been doing, in all
probability. For a boy of your age to
spend such a sum of money is4 dlsgta
ful

Singleton frowned. .

“Bl%é it’'s my money,” he pmtesfedi
“I can do what I like with it, and
don’t intend to answer any mnte ques:
lions. In this matter I am my awne
master, so you will gre,i_;tly abhga me
by cmnomg the subject.

» | me,
“I have no intention of domg sol ’

cclaimed the Head angrily. = “You are
ClQ; my patience sorely, 0oy, ansc;eé
may Tell you that Iam deeply dxsttre 2
by your attitude. ~ Mr. . Parting b
informs me that you have drawn Mg
cheques in favour of a man named Mr.

&%
tr

Smith Gore. What have you to say,
Singleton?”

gh: OHon Douglas shrugged his
Shoulders.

“It doesn’t seem necessary to say
i ark
nything,” he rem: % i
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s, sir!”
"Then perhaps ,you will tell me who
this Mr. Go
* Certamly, sir,”  repl wd Smohton
“Mr. Gore i 15 a frxend of mir
“Wha’; is

“A gentleman 4
“A gentleman—that is
n"’ exclaimed the
es Mr., Gore do?
does he ‘reside?”
“They are all questions
answer, sir,” replied the junior. “Mr.
Gore i a friend of mine, and that's all
I can say—and it's all T intend to say.
And if T like to spend the rest of my
money in the same way, I can spend it.”
“Good graciou: muttered Mr. Part-

no deserip-
Head. “What
Who is he? Where

tlD

I cant

ton “Open deflance!

The headmaster breathed hard.

“You are a vety chﬂicult boy to deal
with, Singleton,” aid as calmly as
he could. “It is qu)Le clear that you
intend to defy me. Do you realise that
xc is within my power toexpel you from
he school?”
“Of course, I realise it, sir,” said
Hon Douglas. * “But you wouldn’

at—it wou.ldn‘t be lxylag the

the’

“1¢ you like
yes,” m Singl

e—'mlgsat it a
don’t; see’

«Dear me,” sald the Bead
don’t know what to makxg;n
Mr. Partington, He is gels

my comprehension. I -
intends to maintain tms—el
he has taken up. Veryfv‘zrt e
I will not question you il Y

“Thank goodness! I
you, sir,” said the Hon.

Douglas.

you admit that you I
cheques?”

thesg

t yo\z must

“But T wish to tell you Lha
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1ot continue your extravagance, in any
circumstances,” declared the Head. “I
will not permit you to spend your
money as though it were of no value.”

“That, again, sir, is my concern—-"

“Enough!’ snapped the Hea “You
apparently think that you can do just
as you like. You cannot, Singleton.
In the future, I shall see that your
movements are restricted.”

‘The Hon. Doughs started.

“Restricted, sir?” he repeated.

“Yes,” said Dr. Stafford grimly. “It
is fairly clear that you are not to be
trusted out of bounds of this school.
You could not have spent all that
money within the four walls of St.
Frank’s. Temptations came in your
way, and you succumbed—and perhaps
that is only natural with a weak-willed
boy such as you have proved yourself to
be.”

“Thank
smoothly

Therefoxe, in future, as I have just
said, your movements will be re-
stricted,” said the headmaster. “From
henceforth, Singleton, you will be con-
fined to the school precincts—that is to
say, you are forbidden to move out of
the gates—in any circumstances what-
soever.”

Singleton turned red \uth growing
wrath,

*“And how long is this to last, sir 1
demanded.

“Throughout the term.”

“But it's a deuced imposition!”
roared the Hoh. Douglas. “I've done
nothing to deserve this treatment! I've
got as much right to go out as the other
fellows—"

“You have surrendered your right to
the freedom of the other boys,” said
the Head. “And I can see that the only
method of keeping you in check is to
curtail your liberties. I regret to do so,
Singleton, but it is for your own good.
From now onw: ards, you will not go out
of school grounds unless you have a
special permit from myself or your
Housemaster, Mr. Lee. If you break
this rule, yowll be flogged!”

you, sir,” said Singleton

he
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“All right, sir; I expect I shall be
flogged a good few times!” said Single- |
ton savagely. 4

“You mean that you wi 111 dcl'buwtely
disobey me?” roared Stafford.
*‘Good gracious! You are uncnu'ux\blo
Singleton! I shall take heed of what
you have said—and you can understand
that yowll be carefully watched. To-
night, and every night in future, you
will sleep in a small bed-room, instead
of in the dermitory. And Morrow, of
the Sixth Form, will sleep with you.”

Singleton fairly shook with anger.

“It’s shameful, sir! It's not playing’
the game! I've a good mind to leave
the school altogether——"

n't_talk wildly, boy!” said the!
He'zd o Mind you, if you show visible
signs of improvement during the next,
two weeks, I may be disposed to make:
a concession. But for the present, you,
will do as I order.

“And what if I xeFuse, sip?”

“In that event, you will be expelled,”,
said Dr. Staffor

For a moment it seemed that Sin gle;
ton was about to make a_violent out
burst. But, by a huge effort, he hels
himself in check. He clenched his fists;
looked round him helplessly, and then
glared at the Head.

“May I go, sir?” he asked betwee
his_teeth.

Dr. Stafford nodded; and the Hon
Docuglas walked to the door and passe

Dr. Stafford and Mr. Partington wert
rather pleased. They had an idea thaf
they had conquered the obslinaty
junior. But in that idea they were quit
mong——as the Head was very soon
learn’ 7

The Hon. Douglas Singleton was
hard nut to crack!

CHAPTER 15,

The Rehel Party}

ALLO! What's wrong?” aske
Fullwood, in astonishment. -

He had just entered Stu

N with Gulliver and Bell. The li
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was full on, and the Hon. Douglas was
pacing up and down the study, a cigar-
ette between his lips, and his eyes
glittering.

“What's wrong?” Fullwood repeated.

“IEh?” snapped the Hon. Douglas.
“come in and shut the door. I was
acping you chaps would come along. I
want to speak to you.”

The door was closed, and the nuts
regarded the dandy of the Remove with
open astonishment.

“Trouble?” asked Bell curiously.

“Trouble’s not the word!” shouted

gleton. “I can tell you I'm furious!
I've been gated!”
“Phew!”

“For how long, Duggy!”
“All the term!” said Singleton.
“But what on earth for?”
Zulliver.
“Because I've been spending mone;
too freely—my own money, mark you!”
said Singleton bitterly. “So, if you
please, I've got to be kept indoors—like
an infernal baby
“That’s a bit steep, you know,” said
Bell seriously. “We won’t be able.to
go out with you, Singleton.”
“He can sneak ouf after lizh'.smut

asked

““ean 127 said Singleton_ flereely.
“That’s all you know! The Head has
put the ban on that, tool To-night, and
every night in future, I've got to sleep
in a separate bed- root—with & pretect.

o guard me!”

“Great Scott!”

“Well, I'm hanged!”

“That's a bit rotten!”

“It’s not only rotten—it’'s unbear-
able,” said the Hon. Douglas. “What
am I going to do about Mr. Gore? -I
can’i get out to meet him—I can ' have

y more flutters—I can’t do any-

being

Of course, it’s why,” said Si
rcely, “That's just the objec
That old fool of a Par
- and the Head say
Eing to be allowed 1o 5

of it.
ington has come

that I'm not
any more
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money. So I'm bemg wrapped up in
cottonwool. I don't know what I'm
going to do—but I'm jolly certain I
won'’t stick it!”

1 Of course you won't,” said Fullwood.

Dash it all, you must have a bit of
freedom!”

“I've got an idea in the back of my
head—but it's not quite complete yet,”
said the Hon. Duggy slowly. “You
idlo“s are with me, aren’t you?”

“Of course.”

“Good!  It's just as well to know
that I've got support,” said the Hon.
Douglas T can tell you at once that

I'm not going to put up with this im-
position. I can’t very well break
bounds, because it'll mean a flogging
every time—and perhaps the sack. So
I shall have to think of something else.
But, before I start on the new line, I
want to know how many supporms : 4
can rely on.”

“‘Quite a crowd, I should say,” said
Fullwood. “But let's get this thing
clear. “Supporters in what? What ds
you want support for?”

ebellion'" said S!ngleton gnmly

Which?”

; "mbeu repeated the - Hon.
Do “T don’t ‘mean to say that we
1% break out: atf&oe, b‘:fnl want n:g
kn W hﬂw m WS _back
i t against this

t,-but!m‘l:verywendnlt'
treatmﬂr‘.f I have & mwd of supporters
chal o

u Splendid"’ said Smgxecon. ey
here, you fellows might do me a favour.
Go round to the studies, and put
thing to the chaps you think hkely,
and ask what theyi’ll do. . \s’e might as
well huvc a preliminary lisi
e What about funds?” asked Full
wood.

“F nds?"”

“Are you willing to pay the expenses

of your supporters?” asked Fullwood.
“Or, in more blunt language, will you
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give each chap a tip?
\mndc:s, I may add.”
‘Rather!” said Gulliver and Bell.

Smgletuns eyes gleamed.

“It's a ripping idea,” he declared.
“I shan't be able to spend money on
anything else for a bit, so I'll spend it
o) "1l pay you chaps twenty quid
aam you back me all through—-"

“Done!” said Gulliver.

Il work

“You bet!” added Bell “I'm
game.
‘“And so am I,” said Fullwood. “But

you don’t mean to say that youwll give
L\v.LnLy quld to everybody who joins the
par

“Well no,” replied Singleton. “My
idea is to offer ten pounds each—ten
pounds if they’ll join us. That’s to pay
their exes; but, of course, it'll really
bﬂ a kind of tip.”

“You can rely on a good few sup-

porters,” grinned Fullwood. “Anyhow,
\'el! go round and see.”

valefon was feelmg much better
after Fullwood & had gone. He
felt that he \vould be ab!e to- get the
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furniture, contents of class-rooms—in
fact, everything, complete. The school
has a good ermauoll throug the
county, and is in a_most O\C(.llent
financial position. Full particulars
upon application to the headmaster,
Rodney Briges. Price, mcludmg ‘
good\\m five thous(md peunds.”
“There must be 2 catch in it,” mut-
tered Singleton. ‘‘Five thousand quid.

Why, it’s nothing to mc—-nothmg at
all! Why, if only I can—"
But Singleton did not allow his

thoughts to run much further. But he
fully intended to visit Mr. Rodney
Briges on_the morrow—gating or no
gating. That advertisement had sug-
gested an idea to him—a \\ﬂd insane
kind of idea, it is true. But just then
Singleton was feeling wild. 2

Fullweod & Co. turned up shortly
afterwards, and they were all looking
exnemely pleased. .

“Well, we've got a few supporters—
at ten quid a time!” gunncd TFullwood.
“Study G is solid—"

Who the deuce lives in Study G?”
lon. Douglas

hetter of the

Exactly how he would run his rebel-
lion he did not know. But he fully in-
tended to get his own way in the finish.

would certainly not remain a
prisoner.

While he waited for Fullwood to
return, he picked up a newspaper and
scanned the pages in an aimless kind
of fashion.

But suddenly his eyes caught a para-
graph which claimed his attention.

“‘Egad!” he muttered.

He read the item through again. It
was in the advertisement column, and
it had attracted his attention because
the word “Bannington” was most
obvious, in comunctlon with the other
words ““school for sale.”

“BANNINGTON—SCHOOL FOR
SALE.

“The splendid residential scheol,
known as Beechwood College, situated
on the outskirts of Bannington, Sussex,
for sale, neenold Price includes all

“Merrell, Marriott and Noys.”

“Decent chaps?”

“Sports,” replied Fullwood.

“Good! Who else?”

« Hubbard is with us, and 5o is Long,
said Fullwood. “I_think Clifton and
Simmons will join in, too, and we can;
pretty well rely on Skelton and Ellmor
and Lincoln. Doyle and Armstrong are
a bit uncertain, but they’ll probabl
cave in before ]ong And  there’
one 01 two others, t

Well, that's a guud staxt anyhow,”
said_the Hon, Douglas. “In fact, Wi
hardly need any more. We've simpl;
got to show the Head we're determines
—and that’s all that matters. As 5001
as he finds that a good many of th
fellows won't stand th sort of treal
ment, he will cave in.’

“He's bound to,” said Gulliver. *Bul
1 should like to know what the gam!
is. _Youre not suggesting thal Wl
should all go out on strike, are you?”

Singleton shook his head.
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““No,” he replied. “But we're up
against the Head—that's the long and
short of it. Leave it until to-morrow,
and I'll give you further details. For
the present I want to think things
over,

“But you might give us a hint—'

1 can’t, because I don't know exactly
sxhaﬁ to hint at,” said the Hon. Douglas.

But let me wrestle with it alone, and
I shall be all right. Anyhow, were
gn.nv to have some excitement.”
reckon we are,” said Gulliver,
“Being up against the Head isn’t much
of a game. You seem to forget that we
shall be on the worst side, and I'm not
anxious to get the sack, for one.”

“You won’t get the sack,” said
Singleton. “The Head can’t sack all of
is—and, as long as e stick together,

we shall be all right.”

“Of course,” said Fullwood.
on, you chaps.”

They pacsed out of the study, leaving
Singleton alone. The spendthrift im-
mediately picked up the newspaper, and
cnce more studied the advertisement.

That night Singleton did not sleep
much. His mind was too full for sleep.
Morrow was quite decent to him, and
actually sympathised with the Hon.
Douglas. The latter was- somewhat
mor ose, and said little.

He n bed, thinking of the scheme
he nad m mmd The Head’s decision
had come as a great blow to him.

For the stoppsr had been put on his
little game—a most effective stopper,
too. Confined to the school grounds, he
would be unable to practise his little
zames; he would be unable to attend

race meetmgs and card parties.

So something drastic was necessary.

The next mormng Singleton rose in

good time, an looking quite
erful when the Rmno\e trooped in
to breakfast. During morning lessons
the Hon. Douglas was very much the
seme as usual—except for the fact that
he was preoccupied.

But as soon as morning lessons were
r, Singleton put on his overcecat and
f, and calmly walked out of the gate-

“Come
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way—careless of whether he was seen.
It was open defiance.

But Singleton had an object in view.

He just managed to catch the
day train for Bannington. Arriving
there, he sought out Beechwood College,
It turned out to be an old-fashioned
place on the outskirts of the town—near
the road which led to Bellton.

The school lay back from the road
and stocd in its own grounds.
building itself was somewhat aged, but
in a fairly good state of preservation.
And the board in the big front garden
announced Beechwood College, “a high-
class boarding sehool for young gentle-
men.”

Singleton entered the place boldly,
and requested to see Mr. Rodney Briggs.
Tlus gentleman came after a little wait-

He turned out to be a man of
ahout fifty, tall, and rather forbidding-
looking.

“Well, my lad?” he inquired, as he
greeted Singleton in the hall, “What
ca T you?”

“I've come about the advertisemcnb
the paper,” said the ouglas.
“I1 gnderstand that this school is for

sale
‘It is,” said Mr. Briggs.

“Well, I've come to buy it,” said
Singleton calmly.

“Indeed,”  said the headmaster.
“Surely you are not serious?”

“Yes, I am,” said the junior. “But

I should like to hear more particulars.
For example, what accommodation is
there here?”
“Sufficient, for eighty boys.”
“Yes, but how many fellows are there
in the place at present?”
y-two.

“'I“la: ancs room for twenty- elght
more,” said the Hon. Douglas.
couldn’t be better. And what about
servants, and masters—"

“The school staﬁ will remain, of
course,” said Mr. Briggs. “When the
sale is effected eve.ythmg will remain
1t now—except, of course, the
ownership will be different.”

P
@
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‘“Are you the owner?” asked Single-
on,

“No, but I'm acting as his agent in
this matter,” said the headmaster of
Beechwood College. “I presume you
are nakmo inquiries for somebody
Ise?

“Not at all,” said the Hon. Douglas.
“But to get down to the facts. Who is
the owner of this property?”

“Major Rigby,” said the other. “He
lives on the other side of the town, and
he is in very failing health, He did not
want to sell the place, for it is in a good
financial position. But it Is better, per-
haps, that he should do s

Singleton’s eyes gleam'\d

“Am I to understand that if anybody
puts down five thousand pounds he
buys the property?” he asked.

““Yes—intact.”

“And the school
h)therto?"

Yes, of course,”

will

3 sald the Head.
“But the new owner will naturally
introduce his own ideas—that, of
course, cannot be prevented.”

“What sort of a school is it now?”
asked Singleton.

“Well, to tsll the truth, young man,
the discipline here is dsmdcdly strict,”
said Mr, Briggs. “Far too strict for
my own personal liking. The boys are
kept hard at it continuously, and I do
not fancy their lives are very happy.
I shall be glad when the ownership is
changed, in one way.”

run on as

“It can be changed now—within two
minutes, if you like,” said the Hon.
Douglas.

“T don’t quite understand——"

“It's very simple,” said the Hon.
Douf’las “T’ll buy the pl.ue'”

“Yowll—yowll buy

“Yes—spot cash

Singleton had prmluud his note-
book, and he proceeded to take out a
sheaf of banknotes. He handed Mr.
Briggs the sum of five thousand pounds,
and Mr. Briggs couldn’t quite under-
stand it.

“But I can't see what——"" he began.
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But Singleton proceeded to explaig
matters, and before half an hour hag
elapsed he had secured Mr. Briggg
promise that everything would be p
in order for the sale to be made legal

There was likely to be some troubl
because Singleton was a minor, but pen
haps this could be got over. Singletong
had special privileges, as he possessed
a fortune in his own right. And mone,
as he said, would do anything. At al
events, he regarded Beechwood Collcgg
as his own.

And he was to enter into possessiof
on the following Monday

There was certainly an exciting timf
ahead!

CHAPTER 17.
Supporters in Plenty!

MEETING?” said Merrell. i
A “Exactly,” sald Fullwoo

tery ruins. It's the best place, considen
ing, because we shall be private.
don’t want Nipper and his beastl
crowd nosin’ about.”

“Rather not,” said Merrell.
there.” :

“At seven sharp, don't forget.”

“Right.”

Fullwood went round to the othd
juniors with the same story. A meeti
had been called by the rebel leader—t]
Hon. Douglas Singleton. The majorit}

of the fellows who were in the schem
decided to go merely for the sport g
it. They did not think for a minuff|
Lhat anything would come of the meef

“1rn

i

It was the evening of the same
that Singleton had gone to Banningtoi
The Hon. Douglas had not returned

had missed practically the whole of !
afternoon lessons, and a good mal
fellows had assumed that he had ri
away.
But this, of course, was not the cas
Singleton had merely been makil
his astounding plans.
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A flogging had awaited him—not that
he cared a rap. He considered that the

game was wort]
And, at seven oaock exactly, the
Hon. Douglas descended inio the old

veult of the monastery ruins, a place
which had frequently been used by the
Jjuniors for secret meetings.
The vault was already occupied.
Fullwood & Co. were there, Merrell
and his two chums were to be seen;
Hubbard, Long, and a good 'many

_others had put in an appearance, The
place was illuminated by means of
candles.

“Here comes the rebel!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No rot!” said Singleton. “I'm

going to suggest a rebellion—but this
will be a peaceful one, and in a good
cause, t00.”
‘‘Hear, hear!”
“That’s the style, Duggy!”
“Get busy on the speech, old son!”
Singleton rose upon a box, which had
bheen placed there for his especial bene-
it. He looked round at the grinning
faces, with his own countenance ex-
pressing tense excitement and ~grim de-
termination,
“I ‘want you fellows to realise that
T'm_serious,” he said. “This affal
no laughing matter—-""
“Of course not!” © ti
“Go ahead, old son!”
“And itll be a lot better if you dont

ir is
3 p]

63
“We're gomg to get ten quid each!”
mned Merrell,

o ha, hal”

“You 11 get the money if you agree
to 1}111 mm line with me,” said Single-
ton. “And I called this mecting to put
the thing to you. In plain language, to
put it bluntly, the idea is this—I'm
going to open a rival school.”

““A—a which?”

“Great Scott!”

“A—a rival school!”

« Yes,u
grim)

“Rot'” said Fullwood.
be oﬂ your head, Singleton.”

How can a junior start a rival
school on his own?” demanded Mar-
riott,

“He can—and he's going to,” shouted
Singleton. “I want to know if :,ou
fellows are willing to back me up.
may as well tell you that I've alre'xdy
bought the school—-

Youve—you've haught it?”
“Exa ctly.”

A—-n real school?”
real schooll” . said Singleten.
'wood College, and it
ds jnsb on t.he outskirts of Banning:

gr

shouted the Hon. Douglas

“You must

;-tn.’s called ‘Beech

‘muy It‘l'l bﬁ
o5 ‘a high-class plac
t.here, but 2(: a ? w

interrupt so much,” went on Singleton. i

“You all know the position, so it's not
necessary for me to describe it aga.mt
The Head has gated me in the mosf
unjust manner——

“Shame!”

“Hes gone teo far!” N

“We're with you, Duggy.

“Well sign a petition with you—
“A petition be hanged!” shouted
Singleton. * That's not what I'm after.

As you fellows know, I have decided lo
defy the Head—I'm up against Dr.
Stafford. I¥1l pay you te help me in
this affair, because-—"

P

“He's spoofing! s
St can’t possibly be e
«But it is_truel” shouted Smg&emnk.

& 1 is mine now—Ilock, ‘stocke &
a_\"fdh %tarsrfl]oo e details wm be fixed up:

within three day and I shall ?nter into
full possession on Monday.”

o chab Scott!”

«A—a rival schglol‘

“1Ls i ¢ now thoroughly in-

The juniors were
e e;tec]i and cxeited. At first they did
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not believe Singleton's statement, but
they were compelled to later. The Hon.
Douglas had bought a schcol of his
own!
“You see the idea?” he asked.
“Every fellow who joins me must leave
Frank’s and come along to Beech-
wood College. The scheme is to dish
the Head out of as many chaps as we
can manage.”
“It’s impossible!” said Fuilwood.
“Rather!” declared Bell. “We
couldn’t leave without our people’s con-
sent—and they’d never consent to a
Lhmg like that.
My 1de1 is to do it without asking

anybody,” said the Hon. Douglas
grimly. “You can simply clear off on
Monday morning, before breakfast.

You'll all write to your people, explain-
ing what you've done, and telling them
that yowd rather be Beechwood.
It’s a first-class place, so they can't
object.”

“Can’t they?” said Hubbard. *My
people would object pretty strongly.”

““Besides, we should only get the sack
from St. Frank’s—"

“Nonsense!” said Singleton. “If the
thing fails, the Head can’t sack over
twenty of us. If anybody gels expelled,
it will be mi

The juniors were more excited than

ver,

“My hat!”

“It’s a jolly big scheme!”

‘A bit too big, I'm afrald,” remarked
Marriott. ‘“Besides, I'm not very keen
on leaving St. Frank’s. Beechwood Col-
lege isn’t much of an exchange, I must
say. I've heard pretty rotten reports
about Beechwood.”

“What sort of reports?” asked Sin-
gleton.

“Well, reports that make me want to
stop here,” replied Marriott, *“For
example, the {fellows are restricted
av\mu;—!ockmv up at six o’clock in the
evening, and bed at nine, without
supper. There are extra lessons, too;
and the grub isn't everything it ought
to be. T'd rather stay at St. Frank’s.”

“Hear, hear!”
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“It’'s not quite good enough, Duggy.
“We're smynv where we are.”
“Yes, rather!”

The Hon. Douglas Singleton looked
round him grimiy,

“Ii’s not quite good enough, eh?”
asked. “Don’t forget that youll each
get ten quid. And it may interest yo
to know that the conditions at Beechd
wood College will be totally 11telc
from next Mond:\/ onwards.”

““ Alter 1

= “xacbly ” said Singleton. “I'm th
owner now, and I've already given my
inctrucnons to the headmaster—-"
“Your-—your instructions to the head:

or!” gasped Bell.
h, my goodness!”

“Just listen to hin

“That’s what T want _'you to do,” said
the Hon. Douglas. the owner
of this school, and it’s m my power to
give any orders I like. I have retained
the services of all the masters, includs
ing the Head, and everything will go onj
as ustal—except for the changes I mensd

tioned.”

“What changes are they?”

“Tll give them to you In detail,” caidf§
Singleton,  “Firstly,

ma,

and will be over by twelve.
lessons will start at three,
finish at four-thirty. That's the end o
the day. There will be no prep. Angs|

Wednesday and Saturday will be half}
hohdavs as they are here.”
“Great Scott! No prep!” 4
“An’ only two hours in the morning
and less in the afternoon!”
“It’s too good to be true.”
“It is true, anyhow,” said Singl
ton. “Then there's the question
freedom. Locking up won't be unf

nine, and supper at nine-thirty, TI
brings me to the question of grub.”
‘‘Hear, hear!” 3
“That's the most hnportant pointd
“What about the fodder R

“For breakfast there mll be eggs all
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pacon, generally—and plenty of it!”
caid Singleton,

“Great pip! That’s living in luxury!”

“That’s the idea,” said Singleton.
~Dinner will consist of four courses,
and will be equal to any served in a
frst-class West End restaurant. Tea
will be partaken of in your own studies
—and the school will supply the tuck.”

“Plain bread and butter!” sniffed
Hubbard.

“No—anything you like,” replied
Singleton. “A school-shop is being pre-
pared now, and it will be well stocked.
At tea-time the fellows can go over
there and geL =xact1y what they want—
free of char

“My only hat'”

“It'l be the best school going,” said
Singleton firmly. “Supper will be
another fine meal. And there will be
all sorts of other privileges which I
can’t detail here. In short, the school
will provide the chaps with every
luxury, and life will be easy.”

The juniors were greatly impressed
now. -

“Are you coming in wlth me or not?”
asked the Hon. Doug] “That’s what
I want to know. Hands up those who
join the movement!”

Every hand went up. 4

“Good!” said Singleton  heartily.
“That's ripping! Youwre all sports!
We shall beat the Head yet!?

“Well, even if we don't, we shall have
a bit of excitement,” remarked Full-
wood. “An’ I dare say we can geb some
other fellows to join, too—some of the
College House chaps.” N

“The more the merrier,” said Single-
ton, “The more we have the stronger
we shall be. The Head couldn’t sack
half the Remove—and that's what I'm

aiming at. Just think of the sensation
on Monday, when we all walk out!”

“By Jove, rather!”

The meeting broke up at last, and
tvery junior who had taken part in it
Was determined to see the Hon. Douglas
Singleton through, They held that he

65
had been unjustly treated, and they
were all up against the Head.

Singleton had opened a rival school.
On the face of it, it seemed a wild idea;
but in practice, it might turn out all
right. It remained to be seen what
‘would happen.

CHAPTER 13,

The Deserters!
ONDAY morning dawned fine
M and clear.

For some curious reason,
every junior in the Remove was up in
record time. Those fellows who gener-
ally lazed in bed until the last minute
were up before anybody else
Teddy Long, for example, bounced
out of bed at the first note of the rising
bell. As a rule he stayed between the
sheets until the last possible second—
until he was hauled out on his neck.

““ Great plp"’ exddlmcd Handforth,
sitting up.  “Who said the age of
muucles was past"”

Eh?” yawned McClure. What's
the matter?”
“Long’s " getting up—he’s actually
dreswlg'” said Hand!orth ‘wonderingly.
d M and Mar-

“Hubbard, too—an
ﬂotb—by Cveorgel I'm hanged if Full-
wood isn’t uutlns welll”
‘“Ha, ha, ha
‘“There’s certain!y something wrong
this morning,” observed De Valerie,

“Yook here, you chaps. what‘s on?"

“Nothing that matters ? said
Tedd; Innngg importantly. " Before long
yowll see what the game is—and then

you'll be jolly jealous—
“Shut up, you young fooll” snapped
1lwood.
FUL:ng shut up—mainly because he
feared the boot which Fullwood held
estively in his han
wggdzd ncty fail to nonce the signs.
“I'm blessed if I can quite make it
out, my sons,” I murmured to Sir
Montie and Tommy. “Just look at

them! All gcmng up as though a wager
depended upon it.



r fellow, it’s mest remarkable—
it really!” declared Tregellis-West.
1 'lhcr(.s been somethin’ (he matter for
the last two or thr vs. Most of the
chaps have been fairly bubbling with
excitement, and I've noticed that they're
mainly the bounders of the Remove.”

I nodded.

“I've noticed that, tco,” I said.
“Exactly what the stunt is, I can't
imagine; but I'm jolly suze that Single-
ton is al the head of i

“Well, it’s not our p}acc to interfere,”
sald Tom‘“xy Watson.

“There was some talk about a revolt,”
I went on. “At least, a whisper; but if
these chaps start a revolt, they’ll soon
find themselves in the wrong box. The
Head isn't the kind of man to be played
about with.”

“Begad! Ifll be rather interestin’to
see what happens, you know,” observed
SiryMGlltie. “But I fancy it’ll fizzle

ete

“Let’s hope so, anyhow,” said Watson.

Fullwood & Co, and the others were
dressing with all haste, and when they
were all ready they marched downstairs
in a body. Out in the Triangle eight or
ten College House boys were waiting, all
of them looking considerably excited—
and somewhat nervous.

“I—I say!” asked somebody.
we really going?”

“Of course we're going!” said Gulliver.
“Now, too!”

Altogether, there were twenty-two
fellows, quite a formidable force. The
Hon. Douglz\s Singleton was at their
head, and he was looking determined.
He, at all events, was intent upon seeing
the thing through.

“Right!” he
“Quick march!”

The whole crowd of rebels passed out
through the gateway, and marched down
towards the village. Every junior carried
a bag of some kind, contzining enough
Dbersonal articles to last a week or so.
And in the village twenty-two letters
were placed in the post office letter-box.

Well, we've done that!” said Full-
morning our

“Are

exclaimed  briskly.

W
wood. “By to-morrcw
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people will know all about it, and if}
they don’t like the change—they can
lump it! I expect we shall have to B0
back Frank’s before the week is
out; but it'll be a fine bit of sport, all
the same.”

“Rather!”

juniors crowded on to the early]
train which left for Bannigton, and very
shortly afterwards they arrived in the
old town.

They marched straight to Becchw Ood
College.

Outside the gates a crowd of boys vu:re
watching, and several shouts went up asj
the St. Frank’s party was seen.

“Here they are!”

“Give them a cheer!”

“Hurrah!”

“Hallo!” said Bell. “How did these
bounders know we were coming?”

“I happened to tell them,” explained
Singleton calmly.

As soon as they reached the grounds
of Beechwood College, the St. Frank’s|
fellows were surrounded by fellows of;
their own age.

And Mr. Rodney Briggs stood upon!
the steps of the school.

“So you have come over, boys?” he
said genially, “It-is’ a most extra-
ordinary state of affairs, but I suppose
you know what you are doing. In cele
bration of this occmswn to-day is to b
a whole holida;

A Iurrah‘”

“My hat This is first rate!” sai
Hubbard. “Im jolly glad I came f«
this school! What a ripping idea o
Singleton’s!”

“Yes, by jingo, rather!”
Mr. Briggs further intimated thal

day—a regular feast. e boys woult
be able to get accustomed to their ne
quarters, and acquainted with their ne
school-fellows.

The latter were highly excited.

“Just fancy!” said one of them. «
place has been bought by one of yod
chaps. He's really the Head now-
Sm,&eton I mean. He can give or
just when he likes,”
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“¥es, rather!”

And, meanwhile, some exciting events
were taking place at St. Frank’s.

Nothing was particularly noticed until
2kfast-time, and then, of course, it
quite apparent to all that something
arkable had happened to the Re-
ove, for the Remove had shrunken in

most astonishing fashion.

“Nipper !” exclaimed Mr. Crowell, the
Form-master. ~“Can you explain the
meaning of this remarkable state of
affairs?”

No, sir.

o you not know where the missing
boys B
“I haven't the least idea, sir!”
“Most astonishing!” said Mr. Crowell.
“I am completely at a loss. Fifteen or
sixteen boys gone, and for no apparent
reason! Is it possible that they have
left the school grounds?”

“They have, sir,” said Pitt.
them go.”

"”Aud Singleton was amongst them,

“I saw

“Singleton!” exclaimed Mr. Crowell,
ing, “But Sh is Torbi

to leave the school premises! Dear me!
The boy will pay dearly if he has dared
to defy the headmaster’s orders!”

Breakfast progressed, but there was no
sign of the missing TS, e
came to an end at last, and then there
was a further outburst of excitement
when news came along that a large party
of boys had been seen in the village.

“Where the dickens can they have got
t0?” asked Watson. “What's the idea
of going out like that? You can't call
it @ rebellion to desert the school It
seems a potty idea!”

Pitt chuckled.

“Well, we shan’t miss the absentees
much,” he remarked. “They’re mostly
fellows we can casily do without—Full-
wood and Merrell, and those sort. If
\:hf‘y cleared off for good, it'd be all the
better.”

“That's one way of looking at it,”
rved Hart. “But you needn’t kid
selves that they’ve gone for ever.
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We shan't be so lucky as all that. The
bounders are c: in to turn up again,
like bad pennies.”

“That’s what I'm afraid of,” Pitt.

Meanwhile, the Head W rather
alarmed.

_He received the report at breakfast-
time, but did not think much of it. He
assumed that the missing boys would
turn up before lessons. NOW-——
The time arrived, but the boys did not.

Mr. Crowell came to report again.

“Well, Mr. Crowell?” demanded the
Head. ‘“‘Have you heard anything?”

“Nothing at all, sir.”

“It is most amazing,” said the Head,
“for so many hoys to leave the school
in a body! Where on earth could they
have got to?”

“I cannot possibly imagine, sir.”

Ting, ting, ting!

The telephone-bell rang sharply.

The Head lifted the receiver from the
instrument and placed it to his ear.

“Hallo!” he called.

“Aht- Is that you, Dr. Stafford?”
came a voice.

“Yes. Who i$ it speaking?” said the
Head. 3 ;

ing] 1
“Eh?”. exclaimed the Head. ‘What

eal | —What did you say?”

“I am Singleton!” came the voice
over the wire.- “I thought you might
be interested to have a word with me,
sir 3 Hiely 17
“Boy!” thundered . Dr. . Stafford.
«How—how dare you act in this out-
rageous manner! ¥ou have deliberately -
defied my instructions!”™
“That's all right, sir;
pack,” said Singleton.
“What?”

T'm not coming

«1 have left St. Frank’s for good.” -

“Good gracious!”

«Ips a fact, sirl” came Singleton’s
voice. “You see, I got rather fed-up
with the restrictions, and I don’t see Why
1 should stand it any longer. I mean to
stay away from St. Frank’s in future—I

have found a hetter ‘ole!”
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The Head went nearly purple with
anger.

‘Bos“’ he thundered. “Are you
crazy?”

“Not quite, sir; but I should have
been if I'd stayed at St. Frank’s,” said
the Hon. Douglas. “If you want to
know the truth, I've bought a school of
my own—>"

“You—you've done what?” gasped the
Head faintly,

“TI've bought a school.”

“Good heavens!”

“Yes, I thought you'd be bit
startled,” said Singleton smoothly, “The
fact Is, sir, I couldn’t stand it there, so
T've come here, with a crowd of other
chaps to keep me company. If you want

my uddress, it's Beechwood College,
Bannington.”

“Great goodness!” panted the Head.
“Are—are you actually serious, Single-
ton? Do you dare to tell me that you
mean this'

“Of course T mean it, sir!”

“And—and you have defied me?”

“Well, it went against the grain, I'll
admit,” said the Hon. Douglas. “But
something had to be done, and as this
school was for sale, I bought it. You
needn’t worr, We've got fine masters
here, and w re all very comfortable.
Good-bye, sir

Singleton rang off, and the Head
turned to Mr. Cm\\en fairly shaking
with agitation and excitement,

“Mr. Crowell,” he panted, “I hardly
kno\v what to say!

“ What has happened sir?” asked the
Form-master

“Those boys, led by Singleton, have
actually gone to Bannington,” said the
Head faintly. “Singleton has purchased
a school—""

“What?”

“He has purchased it, and has taken
1‘1050 boys with him!” roared the Head.

“1 do not intend this to continue for one
hom longer! Come! We will fetch

Lee, and go to Bannington at
oncc'

But the headmasier of

St. Frank's
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was to find that he would have some
difficulty in dislodging the Hon. Douglas |
ax‘;d his supporters from the rival
schoo!

CHAPTER 19,
Too Good to Last!
RALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD

stretched himself and yawned.
“This is what I call comfort, by
gad!” he said languidly. “No more St.
Frank’s for me, thanks! i
place beats it hollow!
wave of Duggy's to work this stunt!”
“Rather!” agreed Gulliver lazily.

Bell grunted assent. The three
precious nuts were in strange surround-
ings. The room they occupied was cer-
tainly not extremely luxurious; but the
furniture was brand-new and of the
most expensive quality; the carpet
underfoot was a rich pile, and a very;

cheerful fire glowed in the 4

Outside, the rain beat down pmlesslyf
It had been raining for two n
and off, and previous to that there had}

conspiring to make things very bad i
Sussex.

But Fullwood & Co. did not care.

They were quite comfortable, an
were enjoying themselves as nevel
before,

“It’s a_good thing we jomcd Singl
ton’s giddy party,” said
course, there might be Lrouble ovcr i
but we shall be able to face it all right
Personally, I'm goin’ to refuse to bud;
from this place.”

“Same here,” declared Fullwoo
“My pater will probably kick up
frightful dust—but he’'ll have to kick
up, that's all. I shan’t care a jot.
he comes botherin’ down here Tl
him o

“That’s not the way to talk al
your respected pater,” exclaimed a void
in the doorwayA “I'm surprised at y
Fully.”

Fullwood turned, and beheld the H
Douglas Singleton,
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“Oh, don't try to be funny!” said
Fullwood. “It was you who got us to
join your movement, Singleton—an’ if
we're to stick together, we shall have to
defy our parents.”

“There’ll be no need for that,” said
the Hon. Douglas calmly. “If your
parents possess a grain of sense, they'll
aceept the new conditions without mak-
ing a fuss. Dash it all, this school is as
good as St. Frank’s—and cheaper!”

Gulliver grinned.

“Of course, it’s only natural
yowd say that,” he remarked.
siderin’ the school is yours—your own
property—it wouldn't sound right if you
ran it down. I can’t get the hang of
it even now, you know. It's amazin’ to
think that you own this place, Duggy!”

“Yes, it is a bit startling,” agreed

that
“Con-

Singleton.  “But I simply had to do
something, as you know. I wasn't
going to remain St. Frank's a

a
risoner. Here, in this school, I'm as
free as the air.”

“In fact, you've got twenty times
much freedom as you ever had before,”
said Fullwood. ¢ That’s the beauty of
it, Ib’s rippixﬁk{cr us, 5

en we e, an’
8‘#: ?uss_—weu, he’ll have to deal with
you.” SRR
* “Being the owner,” grinned Gulliver.

«Of eourse, we can't work .vlc“gzo
much,” said the Hon. Do "

too. We can go
d kicks 1 him
if thie Head kicks | “Te

€9

for the day, and yet the hour was only
Just_four o'clock.

“I want you fellows to come along to
my study,” said Singleton, as he re-
garded Fullwood & Co. “This place is
all right, but I'm never comfortable
unless I'm in my own quarters. We can
have a little gamble.”

“Good!” said Fullwood.
idea!”

‘The door opened, and a junior entered
—somewhat nervously. Until the arrival
of the St. Frank’s fellows he had been
the leader of the boys at Beechwood.
His name was Coates, and he was quite
a decent chap.

He regarded the nuts somewhat un-
favourably. e air was blue with
cigarette-smoke, and the whole atmo-
sphere of the study was unhealthy.

“I say, you know,” he remarked, “if
Mr. Minns comes along, and sees all this
smulvi,c, he won't be particularly pleased

“That’s the

“And who may Mr. Minns be?” in-
quired the Hon. Douglas.

“He's the master of the Fourth,” said
Coates. : R

Briges is a decent sort, G
{hings absolutely slide. He \mdexsm
that his post asdhgaqlmcaézrcﬁcﬂgt
res me, and he’ L

dco Liv?yr"tbing that I wouldn't ‘approve
But if we simply
—just for the sake of
5 e gt :
‘But you've doubled his Wages,
said Bell.

b “I know I have.

od the Hon. Douglas

y decent time.”
re apparent
eady.

to | the

im, he’ll | a0y
o mlxgs awn cleéaéed

I did that to keep junior

spot,

a | wood.

er

“
sack within bW
forget that T'm boss
master who
‘out—quickl”
ates grinned. - %
«1.thought you meal 95
pretty mugh as usxgi!l, bge msa b
it vmdon’t allow Mr.

And if you

and Mr.

the school In fre

there’ll be a pPre 0
= an clear out!” snapped

i k \v‘?l'e ldidn’t tell you to come

here, you cad!”
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The Hon. Douglas held up his hand.
“My dear Fullwood, you are lacking
in courtesy to a visitor,” he said. “This
gentle youth has done no harm. Per-
sonally, I rather like him. And his ad-
vice, when I come to think of it, is

soun

“What the deuce do you mean?”

“I mcan that we can’t go too far,”
remarked Singleton. “We can have
things pretty well as we like, but we
mustn’t overstep the mark. Smoking is
nalulaﬂv fopbidden, and just because

I'm the owner of this school, it doesn't
mean that you can take advantage of
the fact.”

“Rot!” said Funwood.

“What's more,” added the Hon.
las, “I'm not partlculzuly struck
with your behaviour, Fully.”

“This smoking, for example oo’

“Why, you smoke, you ass.’

“Not very often—and even then I
don't enjoy a cigarette very much,” said
Singleton frankly. “I smoke just to
keep others company—not because I
like it. When I'm by myself I never
Louc‘l a cigarette. But I must say
you've been taking advantage of your
position here.”

“Well, of course I have—-"

“Too  much _ advantage, in my
opinion,” sald Singleton. “Not two
hours ago I caught you smoking in the
passage—and that’s absolutely inex-
cusable. In future, Fullwood, you'll
please smoke in this study only.”

“I'm glad to hear you say thg
‘1,” put in Coates.
ood turned on him in a flash.

“Mind your own rotten business!” he
roared. ‘‘Clear out of this study, con-
found you. If you don't go, I'll kick

y!” grinned the Hon. Douglas.
all right—he’s one of the
Is there anythmg you particu-

“It's

fzllows to fag for
ed to put it down several tim:
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but there are some beastly bullies among

the seniors, and we couldn't quite

manage it. I was wondering if you

could do anything?”
“Why,

of cot ” sald Singleton
promuuy “Fqgnmg of the Fourth
isn't allowed. Youd better take me
along to these seniors, and I'll interview
them. There won't be any more bully-
ing, my son.”
“Oh, good!” sa
coming now?”
‘The Hon. Douglas nodded.
“There’s no ume Lke the pregent,”
he rephed “Come on!”
an'”

id Coates. “Are you

c\(dam‘ud Coates
hearmy

They passed out of the <tudy
walked down the narrow passag
was very different from the mde, lofty
corridors at St. Frank's. lis-
tempered walls were dull, and covered
with  numberless pencillings  and
scratches. The floor was laid with lino-
leum, but the pattern had long since
vanished.

“Who are these bullying mer-
chants?” inquired Singleton, as they
walked along.

“ Seniors—members of the Fifth,”
said Coates. ‘“The mm is the highest
Fotm here, you kno

and

“Yes, I'm aware of that” said’
singleton.  “I mean, what are their |
xnmes"”

is Fryer,” replied Coates. “Then
there’s Evans and Hobson. Theyre
the three bounders who cause all the
trouble. They all share the end study
in the senior passage.

“Good!” sald Singleton.
my son.”

They soon arrived at their destina-
The study was the largest in the
school—that is, the largest boys’ study.
It was generally regarded as a sacred
place by the juniors. The youngers
boys at Beechwood had always lived in,
fear and trembling of the bullies,
Therefore Coates was feeling particus

1y happy as he opened (hn door 0
!‘9 apartment. He had an idea thal

“Oh, I see. The worst of the bunch i
!

“Lead on,
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e reégn of Fryer & Co. was coming to

an end.
He and Singleton entered the study.
Three big seniors were sitting round
the fire. Tney were dressed in ordi-
lounge suits; they were not par-
ularly tidy, and they all had an
arance of aggressive superiority.
They glared at Coates, who entered
st, but changed their exp'cssxons

sSingleton.

“'-Iauo, young ’un,” said one of the
. “Come in, you're quite wel-
Coates, you can shunt—or take
a fat ear. Whichever you like, my son
We don’t want you here.”

“I'm with Singleton,” said Coates

uffly.

“That’s so,” remarked Singleton.
‘“Coates won't shunt until I shunt.
We've come to have a heart-to-heart
talk, my gentle beauties. Which mem-
ber of this august company is Fryer?”

“I am,” said one of the seniors.

“You look it,” mnod the Hon.
Douglas. “You look just hke a. Fryer,
judging by the redness of your hand-
some face—""

e 8 d(mY palertd
“You
F‘é'y but yowre a Junior.
yowa better tee.uu that m’
Beechwood are small 217‘:-

“Ho‘ld on inf
“Just 8

s
ab

Oug L t going. /e ot
Tety e in the haﬂt
d that you have been

Ztrmmamng Fourth Formers fag Ip!

» snapped
» added

YO0t course they fag for us:

Fryer. .
‘“ And they always will, too,
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for us. If youre mnot jolly careful,
Singleton, we'll select you for this

It seems to me you've got too
much to say!”

The Hon. Douglas smiled.

“I don’t intend to enter into any
argument,” he said. “I just want to
give you a fair warning. From this
moment I forbid you to bully the
Fourth, or to make Fourth Formers
fag for you. That's final Good-
afternoon!”

Singleton lounged out of the study,
ignoring the roaring voices which com=
manded him to return.

Coates closed the door, looking rather
surprised, and certainly disappointed.
“I thought you were going to tell the
rotters off,” he remarked.

“Sheer waste of breath,” sald Single-
ton. “I've warned them, and that’s
enough. If they don’t take any notice
of me—well, I shall adopt other
measures" More drastic measures, I

may . say.
£X dorl'(: understand,”  said Co&tes

't want any sauce” snapped §
't Wal 7.0 napbed | e

“The seniors, :
st to s
man evél:xiﬂ! Acto
mg 'rheyi namd him
dly tho!

i ot the s\tuamon

Hobson. s
Zou betl” said Evans, nodding. ‘But they were 4 long
“I'm pot_above taking a bf% 2¢¢3| Far trom i, m fact. 1t was 0o 3

said Smgletony 1 e they had

"hir
exdazmed Fryer.
kids are too slo

. Not

The Third Form

stud: .
W mc mm—q somewh

as the
at meek



man, who generally allowed the seniors
to do as they liked with him,

“Ah, \)oyséex—l—ﬁr——hme a  few
\\oxda to y to you,” sald Mr. Swan,
“You, Fryer, are the lead
ag boy of the Fifth Form.”

“That’s right, sir,” said Fryer.

“For that reason I have come fo
you,” went on Mr. Swan. “I'm afraid
you will not receive my news with
much favour. However, it is not of my
doing. The Head has informed me
that new regulations are to come into
force for the Fifth Form on the
morrow.”

“New regulations, sir?”

“Exactly!” said Mr. Swan. “The
fact is, you are to be more restricted in
your, mo\ements my boy. You are
deprived of the use of these studies, and
from henceforth you will spend your
leisure time in the Form-room. In ad-
dition, lessons for the Fifth will revevt
back to the original system—that is t:
say, you will be requxred to work in th;
same way as_you \\oxked before the
school changed han

Fryer & Co. looked (hsmaved

“But — but lts 1mposslblc
shouted Fryer. fair,
Who gave these crue' 4

“The headmaster.”

: i

sir!”
sir!

“It is hardly necessary for me to add
that Mr. Briggs was undoubtedly in-
spired by the new owner—Singleton,”
added Mr. Swan. “Singleton inter-
viewed Mr. Briggs not an hour ago, s0
4 f\cs\ e mey came to the arrangement

ned. You must, of course,
obey the order implicitly.”

The bullies were more dismayed than
ever.

They had hardly expected such
prompt action as this. Tt was only too
evident that the Hon. Douglas had the
upper hand. Fryer and his set had
refused to take his warning, and this
was the result.

“Ther

S just one other point I
might mention,” said Mr. Swan, turn-
ing to the door. “The headmaster in-
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timated that if you boys are willing
to respect Singleton’s ‘wishes in all
matters, the new orders may not come
into being. The decision will finally
rest with Singleton himself. So I
should advise you to see the boy at
once, Fryer. Pcrhaps you can make
matters better.

Mr. Swan reured, and the bulli
looked at one another with mingled ex-
pressions of dismay, anger, and relief.
The position was not so bad, after all.
But, in order to continue their pleasant
mode of life, it would be necessary to
knuckle under to Singleton. ]

“The rotter!” said Fryer fiercely.
“So thet’s his game, is it? - If we don’t |
agree to his beastly ideas, we're chucked
back to the old style of things. I've a
da<th good mind to ignore it all!”

7 said Evans.  “We canb
mnme Lhc Head. We'd better cave in.”

“It’s the only course,” agreed Hob-
son, “After all, we can find some fags '
in the Third. We can’t afford to be |
on the wrong side of Singleton,
anyhow.”

So the bullies accepted the pe
They caved in—unconditionally.

lon

CHAPTER 20.
An Impossible Situation!
DWARD OSWALD HANDFOE’I‘H
E glared round the Common-room
in the Ancient House with his
usual aggressive expression. There
was a light of grim determination in
his eyes.

“Are you chaps going to listen to me
or not?” he roaref

“Dry up, Handy '”

“Muzzle the ass, somebody!”

“Chuck him out!”

“You—you rotters!” bawled Hand-
forth. “I'm giving a speech!”

“Is that a fact?” inguired Timoth:
Tucker mildly. “Dear me! You surs
prise me, my dear sir! I must admi
that you surprise me. A speech!
H'm! Most remarkable! I was unde!
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the impression that you in
pain!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“One more word from you, Timothy
‘Tucker, and I'll push your face in the
fireplace!” roared Handfor

“I say, this is a serious discussion,”
I said firmly. “With all due respect
to you, Handy, we don't want to hear
you spouting. If theles any speech to
be made, T'll make

“Hear, hear!”

“Go it, prper"

“On the ball, old son!”

Common-room  was fairly
crowded, and the meeting was certainly
an Jmpolcant one. Lessons were over
for the day, and the majority of the
Remove fellows had gathered in the
Common- room fo discuss the situation
r i e Hon. Douglas Singleton
fello\w -rebels.

“You want a speech. Al right; I'll
make one!” I shouted, jumping on to
the table. “You all know what hap-
pened yesterday——"

course, we all know, you ass!”

L Slnﬂcton bunked!”

“Exactly—or, rather, he didn’t bunk
at all,” I said calmly. “He defied the
Head, and walked out of the school,
taking a band of supporters with him,
numbering twenty-one—fourteen from
the Ancient House, and seven from the
Coﬂege House. They are the main

were

facts.

“And the best thing we can do is to
let them go!” roared Handforth.
“That's what Ive been trying to say
all along. e whole bunch ain’t
worth a penny! 'I'heyre mostly cads
zmd rotters, and we're well rid of ‘em!”

“Hear,
“Good old Handv' .

“It's been glonous to-day without
Fullwood and his set,” went on Hand-
forth. “Ivote that we do nothing-
. “As it happens, there are other
fellows who can vofe, in addition to
you,” I interrupted. “As a rule, Handy,
you and I agree on most things. But
this time I don’t agree. And I say, in
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all seriousness, that Smﬂleton and his
crowd ought to be fetched

“Quite right, old ho;
Montie.

y'” &a‘d sir

“Let them stop where they are!”

“What's it got to do with us?”

“Everything,” I replied. “Were
the Remove, and the Remove has been
publicly disgraced. It's up to us to
wipe out the stain, and preserve the
honom of St. Frank's! , Who's with

“I am!” said Watson prompuy

“Begad! Same her

“\le, too!”

“We're with you, Nipper!”

“We 11 back you up right along the
line!”

“Hear, hear!”

“We can’t allow twenty-two fellows
to desert St. Frank’s and go to a beastly
hole like Beechwood!” I went on. “It's
a slight on the school, and the only way
to deal with it is to act.”

“Act!” echoed Owen major. “How?"™

“By applying force,” I replied.
“We'll go along in a body to Beechwood
College, storm the place, and bring back
the rebels by force. They've defled the
Head, and they've defied us. So we've
got, to show them that we’re not taking
it lgmg down. The Head’s one of the
best in the world—""

“Hear, hearl”

“Good old Dr, Stafford!”

“An insult to the Head is an insult to
us!” I sald. “If we want to do_some-
thing to please him, we can go to Beech-
wood and bring Singleton and his crowd
back. Apart from all that, there’ll be
some fine sport. IY1l be great fun
storming the blessed place. It's Single-
ton’s own schocl 50 it doesn't mmtcr
twe opencc

Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good egg!” grinned McClure.
game, Nipper!”

“Smme here!” said Church.

“What!” roared Handforth, glaring.
“Are you chaps against me? Do you

“I'm
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mean to tell me that you, my own study
chums, back up Nipper, instead of me?”

“Oh, be sensible, Handy!” said
Mcclum “You can’t mean to say that
you seriously think we ought to ignore
the whole affair?”

“I do ignore it,” replied Handforth.
“That is to say, we ought to be jolly
thankful that these chaps have gone,
and it'’s a dotty idea to try any stunt to
get them back—"

“Hold on!” I interrupted. “That
may apply to Fullwood and Gulliver and
Bell, and perhaps one or two others;
but what about the rest?”

“They’re all in the same boat.”

#Perhaps so; but juniors like Lincoln
and Skelton and Doyle—well, theyre
decsnb enough at_ordinary times,” I

aid. “That applies to Freeman and
Cobb and the others of the College
House, They only entered into this
thing because they thought it would be
a bit of sport—because they thought
they'd like a change. That's all it
amounts to. It’s our duty to show them
the error of their ways, and to make
them return.”

“I don’t agree,” said Handforth
firmly. “They were bribed! Even if
they were decent before, they've lost
all the right to come back to this
honourable cstablishment. Every one
deserves a jolly good whopping. I'd
like to punch their noses— Yes, we'll
go—we'll rout the rotters out and haul
them back.”

“But I thought you didn’t agree with
it?” asked Church, in surprise.

- ﬁve changed my mind—"

“A preuy qulck change; wasn't it?”
grinned Pitt.
“A fellow can change his mind, T
suppese, without being jeered at!”
roared Handforth. “I've just remem-
bCer that those rotters Ou“ht to be
unished—and I'm the only chap W To
can punch them in the right way!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
wlGood old Handy!” I chuckled.
We've got you to our way of il
Ing, so it’s all serene. My idea is for
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us to go over there to-morrow afternoon
—it’s a half-holiday, and we can storm
the fort at our leisure. Who's game?”

Pracmcally everybody was, and the
arrangements were all made. The Re-
move decided to take a hand in the
game, and to attack Beechwood in force,
Christine & Co., of the College House,
were equally enthusiastic. ‘They were
determined to back us up in the whole
undertaking.

Meanwhile the
worried,

Dr. Stafford had acted as he thought
right. He had gated Singleton because
the reckless junior had been squander-
ing money in the most appalling
manner, and now, because of that order,
the Hon. Douglas had walked out of the
school.

“It would not matter so much if
Smgleton had gone alone,” declared the
Head. “I should not be sorry to see
the last of him, if the truth must be

told. I'm afraid his influence on the
other boys has not been beneficent.
But we are dealing with twenty-two
members of the Remove, and something
must be done in the matter!”

Nelson Lee, who was with the Head,
nodded.

“I quite agree, Dr. Stafford,” he
said. “I should advise you, however,
not to act hurriedly. It is my opinion
that the affair will die a natural death
before long. e hoys will soon get
tired of this other school.”

“That is my opinion also, but I am
afraid they will stay too long,” said the
Head. “And we must think of the boys’
parents, Mr. Lee. I have already
written to them all, explaining matters,
and I expect to hear to-morrow.”

“Therefore, I should leave the whole
question over for to-day,” said Nelson |
Lee. is rebellion must collapse—
there is notkvrg eise for it. I cannot see
how thc affair g 3

headmaster wag

1 a]onty of &he La”nts ik Vl hc demaedly

struct'ons ior thL hoys m )uurn,_
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said Lee. “The result will be, in my
opinicn, a serious split in the camp.
And with half the boys back, it will be
auflfu casier method to deal with the
o

The Head nodded slowly.

“Perhaps you are right,” he re-
marked; “in fact, I am convinced that
your suggestion is a sound one, Mr. Lee.
1 will wait until to-morrow—I will see
what occurs then, and I will act accord-
ingly

S0, for the moment, Singleton & Co.
were allowed to have their own way.

CHAPTER 21,
Parents Galore!
“ FPOHERE'S  somebody asking for
you, Singleton,” said Coates.

He had just put his head
into the door of Singleton’s study. It
was the following day, and morning
lessons were over. Being a half-holi-
day, mcxe “Ould be nothing further to
do thal

“ Scmebody asking for me?” repeated
Smrvlewn, turning in his chair.

“That’s very interesting,” yawned
the Hon. Douglas. “Did he give his
name”’

Not, that I know of.”

“Well, bring him
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Ils ripping of you to come here and
look me up. How did you kr‘ow0 ‘Who
told you I had left St. Frank’s

Mr. Phillp Smith Gore smlled

“It was only necessary for me to keep
my ears open,” he observed. “The
majority of the people in Bannington
are discussing your little affairs, my lad.
So you have left St. Frank’s, and have
settled down here? Splendid' We shall
hnve more opportunities of meeting, I

“Thats just the idea, sir,” said the
Hon. Dougm. “I only left St. Frank's
because I was gated—because I was a
bally prisoner. But it’s all different
here. I can pop out any time you like,
and be safe,

“That, of comse, is quite excellent,”
said Mr. Gor

He seated hxm..elf and looked at
Singleton smilingly. Coc\bes had gone,
and the Hon, Douglas was alone with
his visitor,

“I haven't seen you for
week,” remarked Smgleton
things going with you'

“Quite well, thank you,” said M
Gore. thought about brhlgiug
Carslake, but he had another appoint-
ment. The real object of my visit is to
ask you to come over to the Grapes
HoLel this evening.”

nearly a
“How are

Certainly,” said Singleton. “rm
along here, if it | come with pleasuxe 111 bring some of
the other fell

w]t too much. trouble,” said
“Egad! I expect it’s a fellow for the
rates, or something to do with the gas
company. I'm responmblc for this place
now, you know!”
Coates erinned and departed, leaving
Singleton wondering who the visitor
could be. It was not necessary for him
to wonder long. Coates soon returned
with the visitor.
“This way, sir,” said Coates.
ton’s inside.”
“Thank you, my lad—thank you!”
The Hon. Douglas gave a little start,
o siiled with welcome as he hurried

“Single-

“No, I don’t want you to do that,”
interrupted Mr. Gore. “I want to have
a little talk with you alone, m¥
Get to the Grapes at about half- pasb
ten. Everything will be quiet then,
and we can have quite an enjoyable
chat. I am assuming, of course, that
you will have no dificulty in gemng
out.”

The Hon. Douglas grinned.

“It1 be child's play,” he remarked.
“I can walk in and out of this place
as I 1 I've taken care that I've got
a bed-room to myself, and nobody dis-
turbs me. There’s a back staircasy
leading to a rear door—and I've god
the key of it in my pocket.”
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«you seem to have arranged things
very nicely,” smiled Mr. Gore. “But
to return to our former subject. Come
to the Grapes Hotel alone, as I mmt to
have a confidential chat with you.”

“T thought perhaps we could have a

little gamble,” said Singleton.
. Gore shook his head.

“th to-night, he replied. “And
surely you have had rather a sickener
of gambling, my lad? It is rcm:ukable
if you have an appetite for more—"

“It's the only way to get my money
back” said the Hon. Douglas.

“You won't be able to get it back by
obtaining money from me in the way
of gambling successes,” smiled Mr. Gore.
“I'm not poor, but my resources would
not run to such an extent, my dear lad.
‘You must realise that you have lost a
large amount of money. I am rather
sorry to see you taking it so lightly. It
is a serious matter—a matter of the
utmost gravity, in fact.”

“Oh, I shall be able to V\Olk thmgs
all nght ” said Singleton.
every confidence in you, Mr. Gole, and
you have promised to help me out.”

Mr. Gore could not help marvelling
at_his young comparion’s attitude. He
still had confidence!

“What's the private chat tc be
about?” the Hon. Douglas went on.

“I will tell you that when you arrive
at my rooms,” said Gore. “X o,
however, hint that the subject is a
financial one. My boy, I have some
splendid news for you. I am confident
that I shall be able to put sou in the
way of getting baLk every of
your losses. Not cnly that, b\\t I “111
double your fortune. I say this with
every confidence.”

Singleton's eyes sparkled.

“I knew yowd turn up trumps, sir,”
he said enthusiastically. “I've becn
relying on you all aiong, and I know

1l see me through.”

“Why, of iled Mr. Gore
easily. “‘I am _',m\r friend, my boy—I
det help you' to the

a
utmost t As in'my power.”
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“That is very good of you, Mr.
Gore.”

“Not at all-not at all,” said the
visitor, “In a way, I feel that it is my
duty. You must not forget that it w: as
I who introduced you to that littl
place in London, where you lost \o
much money at roulette—"

“But that wasn't your fault,” said
the Hon. Douglas.

“We are not exactly talking ahant
fault,” said Mr. Gore smoothly.
introduced you there, and you Jost an
enormous sum. Luck was had for both
of us, in fact. However, I am an opti-
mist, and I never look upon the worst
side. I can assure you, Singleton, that
you will have every reason to be
pleased within a few days. I am
going to make great changes for you.”

“But how?” asked Singleton curi-

ously.
“Well, never mind how at Lhe
moment,” said Mr. Gore. “I wish to

discuss that matter with you to-ni;
not here. It is of a very private
nature, and I should not like to take
any risks. Just have patience until
this evening, and your cunosny will be
satisfied. You will come?”
Rather!” said Singleton.
“Good!” exclaimed Mr, Gore, risiy

“Be at the Grapes at ten-thirty. I w:ll
be waiting for you. Good-bye, my lad,
for the moment.

Gore looked quite a gentleman
as he stoed there, smiling at the boy.
How was it possible for the Hon.
Douglas to even guess that this man
had taken every penny of the money
he had lost? ow was Singleton to
know that Mr. Philip Smith Gore was
now paving the way for another coup?

Singleton escorted his visitor to the
outer door, and saw him go across the
recreation groqnd to the gateway. It

was wide, uninviting-looking
piece of * with gaunt trees
standing out here and thee,

After Mr. Gore had disappeared
Singleton stood for a few moments,
lost in thought. There was no need §
him to be cautious, as he had

®
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St. Frank’s. Mr. Gore would come and
go_as he pleased. This school was no
prison at all for the spendihrift school-

y. He had complete freedom.

He was about to turn back into the
school when he paused. A motor-car
had just driven into the gateway, and
it was followed by two taxis from the
station.

“More _visitors,” he
“Egad! Who can it be?”

A small crowd of other juniors were
near by, and they were equally in-
terested in the movements of the new-
comers.

“Blessed if I can understand it,” re-
marked Marriott. “We don't usaally
r-cars and cabs coming up

murmured.

“It sccms to be something special,”
sald Skelton.

“Rather!”

“Somebody to see the Head I
pect,” said Doyle, “I—I—
pip!  Good heavens"'

Doyle gasped, and went pale.

t's the matter, you ass?” de-
manded Full\v(md somly

“The—the matter?” panted Doyle.
“There’s—there’s my ! _And
mater, too! They've come down—
Oh, my hat! Where can I bunk to?”

Doyle didn’t wait to receive any ad-
vice. He scooted off as hard as he
could go, and vanished into the school.
The other fellows were grinning.

“gilly ass!” said Merrell, with a sniff,
“Fancy being afraid of his people like
that! Supposing his pater has come?
What about it?”

“They might be a bit ratty, you
know,” said Armstrong. “My people
are away in the South of France, so I
don’t mind much, I shouldn’t have
come here otherwise. Don't forget we
all left St. Frank's without permission
—and Doyle’s people have probably
come to ask what the dickens it
means.”

“Rot!” sneered Fullwood. “If my
pater came down I'd go up to him and
ask him for a fiver! You wouldn't see
me bunkin'! Not likely! I'm not

ki
afraid—I've got just as much right to
be hexe as—— Hallo! Why, what

Fullwood paused, and his voice broke.
He stared at the second taxi.

“ Anything wrong?” asked Armstrong
politely.

Fullwood was staring harder than
ever. His face went pale, and a sickly
kind of cxpression came into his eyes.

‘By gad,” he muttered, “it’s the
guvnor!” ¢
“The which?”

“My—my pater!” gaspod Fullwood.
“He's—he’s come down

“That’s rather mtcxestmg,” said
Armstrong. “Let’s see you go up to
him and ask for a fiver, Fully—
Hallo! Where are you off to, you ass?
You re gomg m the wrong direction!”

“H:

2,

Rnlph Leshe Fullwood had fled.

“My only Aunt Jane!” exclaimed
Skelton. “I can see my mater, too!
What the dickens does it mean? All
our people are coming down!

Skelton did not flee as the others
had done. He was probably feeling
nervous, but he swallowed hard, and
ran across to the other taxi, where a
portly lady was just looking round with
interest. 5

While Skelton was greeting his
mother, a crowd of people entered the
gateway—elderly people on  foot.

There were several ladies, and two or
three gentlemen, and sundry exclama-
tions from other juniors told their own
story.

Parents were arriving galore!

The reason for it was obvious. .

Not only had the boys written to
their people on the same day as_they
had deserted St. Frank’s, but the Head
had written also. The juniors, no
doubt, had told the story completely in
their own favour—in rosy words, so to
speak. Dr. Stafford, on the other
hand, had written the blunt truth.

So these good people had come down
to inquire into the matter, which was
only natural,

Fullwood, it seemed, was having a
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somewhat lively time. His father was
a big man, with a big moustache. He
had a fiery eye, and he greeted his off-
spring with a glare which was not cal-
culated to make the lordly Fullwood
feel comfortable.

“Wwell, sir!” shouted Mr, Fullwood.
“What is the meaning of this? What
are you doing here, Ralphfhc-;e, in
this disreputable place?”

“It’s au right, pater!” said Fullwood

huskxly I-I explained in my letter,
you
“Explamed‘ Fiddlesticks!” roared
his father. “You wrote me a letter

‘which I could neither understand nor
elucidate. I merely grasped the fact
that you had left St. Frank’s, and that
was sufficient. You impertinent young

rascal—"

“Hold on, pater!” said Fullwood,
with a gulp. “If youll only be calm
i explam things. This place is heaps
better than St. F‘l nk’s, and the fees
are cheape

“Confound the fees!” barked Full-
wood senior. “Confound the place, and
confound you! I have paid your fecs
at St. F’ranks and at St. Frank’s you
shall be! you imagine you can
sh}‘ft aboub as you please?”

“Sllence boy!” thundered Mr. Full-
wood. “You have brought me down
from London on this errand, and I do
not intend to return until I know the
truth. That you should have the amaz-
ing effrontery to leave your school
against Dr. Stafford’s orders is stagger-
ing! Yes, sir—staggering! What ex-
plan 1t|0n have you to Oﬁel"”

1 tell you about it-
How dare you speak before I have
ﬁnished!” demanded the enraged man.
“I intend to teach you & lc<;0n which
you will not forget in a
think you can defy your headmaster
and you think you can defy We
will see, Ralph—we will hee' Your
allowance will ba stopped—
‘““But listen, pate:
“I will listen to 1
Mr. Fullwood.

thing!” shouted
“I intend to you
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back to st Frank’'s by the scruff of
your neck!”

Fullwcods father did not ceese at
that point. He continued his tirade
with great gusto. Ralph Leslie was
unable to get a word in edgeways.

And the lordly Fullwood felt very
small. Other juniors were gathered
round, listening with interest. Full-
wocd had frequently spoken of the
manner in which he habitually told his
pater off; he had boasted of his in-
fluence at home. And now he was
being exposed.

The fellows were seeing, in fact, that
Fullwood's glory vanished before his
father like mist before a summer’s sun,
The chief of the nuts was evidently of
very little account in the Fullwood
household.

And he was not the only junior who
was on the carpet.

Doyle was going through it properly,
and Gulliver had very great difficulty
in explaining matters to his own
people. Skelton’s mother was an easy-
going lady, and she was inclined to be
over-ruled by her son. There were one
or two others of the same type. Bub,
upon the whole, the situation wa:
lively one. In the school and in the
recreation ground juniors were talking
to their parents—or, to be more exact,
parents were talking to the juniors.

Mr. Fullwood and others had inter-
viewed Mr. Briggs, the headmaster, but
had received little satisfaction. The
Head was under orders from the owner
of the school, and he was merely doing
his duty. Mr. Briggs did not think it
necessary to mention that the owner
was the Hon. Douglas Singleton.

“Somehow, I thought this would
happen,” said Armstrong. “How it’ll
end I don’t know, but some of the
chaps will have to go back. Fullwood
seems to have been getting it in the 3
neck pretty stiffly.” A

““Ob, most of the old folks will be
talked over!” said Simmons. “Thank
goodness, my people haven't come!”

“I shouldn’t be too cheerfull™ ]
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grinned Armstrong.
train in soon.”

“My people are in Scotland,” said
Simmonds. ‘Why doesn’t Singleton
do something? Why doesn’t he ex-
plain things to all these people? It
only needs a few words, well put, to
set things right.”

As it happened, the Hon. Douglas
Singleten was already moving.

He sent word round that he wished
to make an explanation to all the
parents who had come down, and re-
quested them to gather in the junior
Common-room. It was some little
time before everybody turned up, but
Singleton gathered them all together
after some trouble.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I want you
to listen to me for five minutes,” he
said smoothly. “Your sons have come
to this school because I requested them
to do so. I want you thoroughly to
understand that point.”

“Oh, indeed!” snapped Mr. Full-
g;ofd. “And who the deuce may you

eo

“My name is Singleton, sir, and I left
St. Frank’s because the headmaster
acted most unjustly towards me,” said
the Hon. Douglas. “These fellows
decided to back me up, rather than sée
injustice done. ~We have come here,
and we are quite satisfled  that our
education will be well looked after.
There is not the slightest doubt that
Beechwood College sees after its pupils
far better than St. Frank’s does. The
food is good, and the accommodation
is perfect, and the fees considerably
smaller. There is every advantage in
our remaining here. If we only have
your consent, everything will be splen-
did!”

“There’s another

The Hon. Douglas continued talking
for some little time, and he talked to
such good purpose that quite a number
of parents were half inclined to let
things rest as they were. Others, of
course, were determined to take their
sons back to St. Frank’s without delay.

“All I ask is that you should let
your sons remain here for one week,
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just as a trial,” said Singleton, by way
of conclusion. “If at the end of that
time, they are not quite happy end
content, you will be informed. And if
you still disapprove of this new
arrangement—""

The door suddenly burst open, and
Bell appeared, hot and excited.

“Quick!” he gasped. “Yowd better
come, Singleton!”

“Don’t interrupt me now!” said the
Hon. Douglas, frowning. “I am talking
to these ladies and gentlemen!”

“Go away, boy!” snapped Mr. Full-
wood fiercely.

“But you've g 0 come—you
must!” yelled Bell. “Nipper’s here!”
“Egad! Who?”

“Nipper!” said Bell excitedly.

“Nipper and all the Remove! The
whole giddy crowd! They say they've
gome‘to take us back to St. Frank’s by
orce!”

CHAPTER 22
Attacking the Rebels!
zX T. FRANK'S for ever!”

S “Down with the traitors!”

“Hurrah!”

“Charge!”

“Collar the bounders, by George!”

It was Handforth who made the last
remark, and he made it in a voice
which sounded nearly in the centre of

i . The other juniors were
excited and eager, and they swarmed
through the gateway of Beechwood
College, and rushed towards the build-
ing with grim determination.

1 was at their head, and I was just
as determined as the others, We had
come to Beechwood College for the pur-
pose of capturing Singleton and his
men, and we meant to take them back
to St. Frank’s. s

They would have their choice. They
could either come quietly, or by force.
Probably they would prefer the former
course, as it would entail far less ex-
penditure of energy. X

Before we could reach the main
entrance a stern figure in cap ang
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gown appeared, and my guess was not
far wrong when I set him down as Mr,
Redney Briggs, the headmaster.

“Boys—hoys!” shouted this gentle-
man. “Stop at once—stop! What is
the meaning of this extraordinary
scene?”

“We want Smglei,on and his crowd!”

“YHear, hear!”

“We're not going without them!”

“They've got to come back to St.
Frank’s!”

“But I am not keeping them here
—" pegan the Hea

“Dry up, you chaps, and let me
speak i I shouted. “We don’t want to
be disrespectful to you, sir. We're
from St. Frank’s, and we have come
here to see those fellows who arrived
a day or two ago. We want to know
if you will order them out here—that
is, the St. Frank’s boys. We don’t
want to interfere with _your own pupils.
‘We're only interested in Singleton and
his crowd.”

Mr. Briggs nodded.

“I quite understand,” he said. “But
I am afraid I cannot do much in the
matter. It is not in my power to assist
you, my lad.”

_“You can tell the chaps to come out,
sir.”
“Perhaps so; but it is a half-holiday,
and I do not wish to interfere in this
affair,” said the Head. ‘Furthermore,
there are some ladies and gentlemen
within “the school at the present
moment, and I should not like to
trouEle them, or cause them any worry

“ We're the
bounders!”

“We've come here for them, and we

mean to take them away!

“Hurrah!”

“Charge, ye cripples — charge!”
roared Handforth. ‘“‘Don't wait for
Nipper! While he's jawing here the
rotters will escape!”

But at that moment Singleton him-
self appeared in the doorway, and be-
hind him were a good many members

going to  have

of the Remove—Gulliver, Bell, Hub-
bard, Simmons, and others.

A blg shout went up at once.

“Here they are!”

“Surrender, you bounders!”

“What's all the trouble?” inquired
the Hon. Douglas smoothly. “I'm
pleased to see everybody, but I'm

pained to sce that you do not seem
pleased to welcome me. If you've gob
anything to say, prper, youwd better,
geb busy on the job.”

I nodded.

“It won't take me long” I said
grimly. “The long and short of it
is this: The Remove has voted solid
that you fellows must return to St.
Frank’s.”

“Oh, has it?”
“That’s interesting!

“You ran away from St. Frank’s—
yeu rcbened ﬁgamst the Head,” I went
* That sort of thing ‘can’t be
allowed If you think that you can
defy Dr, Stafford, you're mistaken, and
if you think you can defy the Remove
—well, youre still more mistaken. Is
that clear?”

““As clear as the crystal spring,” said
the Hon. Douglas calmly. “ Your frank-
ness is quite refreshing, old man. Un-
fortunately, I can’t take you sericusly.
We have come to this school, and were
stopping here!”

“You're coming back with us, you
bounders!”

“Willingly, or by force!”

“So youd better choose!”

“We're not coming back at all. That’ 3
how we choose!” shouted Singleton.
““We don’t care what the Remove has
dccxded or anything else!”

said  Singleton.

i

here, Singleton!” I said
grimly, “There’s no reason—""
“Quite right!” said Singleton,

“There’s no reason why you should
stop here. You are wasting my time,
and I'm wasting yours. Good-after-
noon! Drop in when you like, but
choose a slack afternoon next time!”

A roar of anger went up, but I was

calm. ;
“That sort of thing won't do, Single<
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ton!” I said sharply. “I haven't got
any particular quarrel with you—"

“Good!”

“In fact, I think youwre a decent
chap in some ways—"

“That's awfully kind of you!”

“You stand a chance of getting the
sack, you reckless idiot!” I exclaimed.
“Take my advice, and come back while
you're still safe. The other fellows will
only receive light punishment, I believe
—lines, or something of that sort. So
take our advice, and return while
youw've got a decent chance.”

“It wouldn't be a bad idea to do
what Nipper says!” muttered Sim-

mons.

“A jolly good idea!” said Skelton.

“Rot!” exclaimed Singleton. “We're
not standing any of this rot, and I ex-
pect it’s bluff, at the best. Look here,
Nipper,” he went on, facing me again.
“I want to give you a final answer,
straight away. We have no intention
of returning to St. Frank’s.”

“Is that final?” I asked grimly.

“It is—absolutely!”

«Then I shall only waste by breath
in talking any longer,” I said. “You
can thank only yourself for the conse-
quences, _St. Frank’s to the attack!
Charge! Rout the rebels out!”
“Hurrah!”

“On the ball, Remove!”

We ascended the front step, my idea
being to enter at once, and to sweep
away all resistance before Singleton
& Co. recovered from the first shock.

But he was rather too quick for me.

He dodged back and slammed the

T,

door.

And, as I attempted to turn the
handle, I heard the bolts shoot into
their sockets.

“Fetch a log, somebody!” roared
Handforth. “Well soon have this
door down.”

“None of that!” I shouted. “We're
not going to do any damage to pro-
perty. We've come here to fetch the
rebels—not to destroy the building.
We'd better get in by the windows.”

8L

_“That’s the idea!” said Christine ex-
citedly. “This way.”

He led a crowd of College House fel-
lows. De Valerie led another crowd,
Pitt had charge of a third, and I
marched at the head of a fourth. Hand-
forth attempted to do likewise, but, by
some remarkable circumstance, he
found himself leading nobody but
Church and McClure.

“We'll go round the back!” roared
Handforth. “This way, my sons! Ten
or twelve of us can go inside, while
the others wait— Eh? hat the
&cl(ensﬂ Where’s everybody gone

o

“They've all followed Nipper and
Pitt and the others,” explained Church.

Handforth snorted.

“The asses!” he exclaimed. “Didn't
1 distinctly tell a whole crowd of chaps
to follow me when the right moment
came?”

“T expect they changed their minds,”
suggested McClure. “Anyhow, we
can’t do much by ourselves, so we'd
better join_the rest.”

“Rats! Look here— Hi, where are
you going—"

But Church and McClure thought
they had better escape before their
reckless leader led them into trouble.
So Handforth was left without any fol-
lowers at all. Not that this made any
difference. %

He was still determined to carry out
his project, and he hurried away to the
rear of the school, with set teeth and

I was busy in another
part of the school. With twelve or fif-
teen supporters, I charged at two win-
Gows which promised to be easily taken,
Several of us managed to get inside,
but the defenders were there in time.

And after a short, sharp scrap, we
were ejected.

Pitt was more successful. While I was
being treated to a fine ride through the
window in company with my men,
Reginald Pitt got through a window
farther along, and a score of Removites
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followed him.
sistance.
The attackers passed along the pas:
sage, and met Fullwood & Co. and four
other rebels. The nuts had been taken
completely by surprise. Before they
could escape they were surrounded.
“Good!” exclaimed Pith. “Here's
seven of 'em, anyhow. The other chaps
ougl},b to be able to deal with the rest

There was no further re-

“You'd better not lay fingers cn me,
you fool!” shouted Fullwood. “My
pater’s inside, an’ he'll— Yarooh!
Ow! Why, I'll— Oh. by gad!”

Fullwood was rolled over, and before
he realised what was happening, he was
hurried towards the window, firmly
held. Gulliver and Bell were similarly
treated, and the others could not
escape.

“Out with ’em !

”'I‘ak them yright  across to the
road ordered Pitt. “I'll go along and
el

“Look out!” rmred Grey. “There’s
somebody coming.”

Coates and a whole crowd of Beech-
wood followers hove in sight. They
swept down the passage in overwhelm-
ing numbers, and before Pitt and his
men knew where they were, they found
themselves out in the open, ruffied, hot,
and muddy.

“And if you try to come in again,
you'll get another taste!” roared Coates
from the window. “Cheek! Invading
our school!”

Pitt picked himself up.

“Well, that wasn’t much of a suc-
cessi” he said ruefully. “I didn’t know
these other chaps would j in, It's
just put a stopper to our game. We
cant hope to fight the school "

. “Oh, my hat!” groaned Owen major.
My ear feels two inches thick!”

attackers had similar

y met with any sue-

as mainly because of a

72 our part. We had

the Beechweed

miscaleulation

ones  on

fellows,
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Instead of remaining neutral, as we
had supposed, they had joined in the

battle, throwing in their lot with
Singleton & Co. This, of course, was
ng drawback, frem our

Fatty Lm.’e. who was with us, suc-
ceeded in getting into the building—hut
rot on the offensive. He happened to
spot the larder window, and he couldn’t
resist the temptation.

When we finally found him, the
larder was pretty well cleared, and
Fatty was feeling full and content, and
at peace with the world. Handforth,
on the other hand, was feeling ex-
tremely sore.

He had carried out his project—and
Singleton & Co. had carried out Hand-
forth!

The leader of Study C, having
entered the school by a rear window,
fondly imagined that he would do
wonders. But he only met a large
crowd of the enemy. They lost no tinie
in ejecting the intruder.

If Handforth had possessed any se:
he would have submitted to the ejec-
tion meekly. But this was not his way.
He resisted, and he certainly had the
satisfaction of punching at least four
noses before his own was flattened.

After that he hardly knew what
occurred.

He had faint recollections of heing
sat on by about a dozen fellows, and
he had a hazy notion that he was used
as a doormat. After that he went
through one of the windows head flrst.

Whether by chance, or whether by
intention, the window was one which
immediately overlooked a large poot of
ater—the result of recent rain. Hand-
forth entered the pool face first. And
when he managed to crawl away he
was looking more like a drowned rat
than a member of the St. Frank's
Remove. %

But still Handforth was not dis- -
couraged. Battered, soaked, and re-
duced to a wreck generally, he was
more than ever determined to win the
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day. When Church and McClure found
their leader they imagined that he
would want to return to St. Frank’s
forthwith. But IHandforth snorted
when they made the suggestion.

“You—you silly asses!” he gasped.
“Do you think I'm going away—after
this? Everyone of those chaps will be
chucked in that puddle before I've done
—and every nose will be punched, too!
By George! Il show them!”

But the defenders showed us some-
thing first. Not content with beating
us off, they sallied out to the attack, on
their own account. And their numbers
were so great that we could do nothing
but retire.

‘We were finally chased right off the
school grounds, and we gathered to-
gether in the road, in order to discuss
matters. The afternoon was still quite
early, and so we had heaps of time be-
fore us.

I glanced somewhat anxiously at the

sky. The clouds were low and ragged,
and promised rain. We had already
had a tremendous amount of rain, and
we were not anxious to have any
more.
For nearly ten days there had been
continuous downpours, and many
meadows in the district were flooded
already, owing to the Stowe having
burst its banks. Mud lay thick every-
where, and the landscape was not
pretty.

But rain or no rain, we were de-
termined to get some satisfaction. So we
put our heads together and tried to find
some plan of action. We were resolved
upon one thing—and that was to rout
out the rebels.

CHAPTER 23.
The Fiood!

* problem, my sons, is a stiif
T one,” I said, as I stood in the
centre of the crowd. “We
thought we should have to deal with
a smaller force than ourselves. As it
turns out, we're dealing with a larger.
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That alters everything, and I don't
exactly see how we can get over the
difficulty.”

“Oh, rot!” sald Handworth. “All
we’ve got to do is to get a lot of sticks
and rush up to the school again—"

“That sort of hing won't do,
Handy,” I put in. “A direct attack is
pretty hopeless, because the defenders
are on the alert, and waiting for us.
We've got to think of something subtle
—some scheme where we can take the
bounders by surprise.”

Pitt nodded.

“Exactly,” he agreed. “Butb those
sort of schemes need thinking out.”

“They do—and that’s where your
brains have got to come in,” I said.
“It wouldn’t be a bad idea to make an
attack in the front of the school as a
kind of feint. Then we can dodge
round to the back——— But that won’t
do,” I added. “Theyll be on the alert
for that sort of thing. Besides, I don’t
quite see how we can sort out our own
chaps from the Beechwood crowd.
That’s where the trouble comes in.”

“Hallo!” said Watson. *What are
those vans for?”

I glanced round, and saw two big
covered vans. They had just come 1p,
and were about to turn into the main
gateway of the school.

“We needn’t bother about them,” I

«I suppose—— My only hat! I
wonder—"

I paused, as I noticed the name on
the two vans—the name of the biggest
grocer in Bannington.

“Wwell?” sald Pith.
what?”

“Grocery—biscuits, tinned = stuff—
luxuries of every description,” I mur-
mured. “Ordered by Singleton for his
crowd, Tll bet a penny. That’s about
the truth of it!” ey

“Wwhat the dickens are you jawing
about?” demanded Watson. 5

“Keep your hair on!” I said briskly.
“I've got an idea.”

“out with it!”

“No time to explain!” I exclaimed,

¥You wonder
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“I \vmt to stop those vans from going

Be[me the others could do anything,
1 hurried away and stood in front of
the foremost van. The driver looked at
me in some surprise.

“What's the idea,
asked. “Want anything?

“Yes,” I replied. “I want to speak
to you.”

“Well, I'm here.”

“What do these vans centain?” T
asked.

““Supplies for a lord, I should think,”
said the carman. “All the most ex-
pensive things in the guv nor's shop,
by what I can understand. A regular
assortment of classy articles. They
ain’t the sort of g that we usually
bring up here, I can tell you.”

“Did Mr. Briggs older them?” I in-
quired.

“No; they were ordered by a young
feller named Singleton,” said the car-
man.

“Just what I thought!” I exclaimed,
turning to the others. “These goods
aren’t the school supplies at all, bub
special tit-bits for Singleton’s crow
I tell you what well do, my buck:
We'll besiege the bounders.”

SRR .

)o\mr’ster"” he

“Wwe’'ll do which?”

“Besiege Singleton’s crowd,” I said
grimly. “We'll furn these vans back—
or, better still, hold them here. With-
out these supplies the rebels will be
compelled to eat the poor quality school
stuff—and they’ll soon get tired of that.
I be the first step, anyhow.”

“Good wheeze!”

The carman got down from his seat.
and joined the youth who was in
charge of the second van.

“What's the game, young gents?”
asked the carman. “We're waiting to
get inside these gates. We can't very
well stop here all the afterncon, wail-
ing for you to—-"

ok here,” I broke in. “Youwre
10t going to deliver those goods. We've
decided to send them back, I think
U1 he the best way, after all. Youve
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got to take all those things home
again.
“If you're trying to be funny, my lad

“Im not trying to be funny,” I inter-
rupted. I serious. Take my ad-
vice, and take your vans away. If you
attempt any resistance, we shall be
compelled to handle you p1 etty roughly.
So go easy.”

The carman was considerably aston-
ished, and it was some few minutes be-
fore he fully realised that we were
in earnest. At first he was angry, then
he calmed down, and realised that it
was a hopeless task to get the better
of the whole crowd of us.

“yWell, it’s none of my business,” said
the man at last. “If you boys like to
prevent me from delivering the goods,
I can’t be blamed. The guvnor will
have something to say about it, I expect,
—but that’ll be your trouble!”

“Good!” said I briskly. “You see,
we've got a liftle trouble on here
already. We want you to clear off as
soon as you can—and here’s something
to buy a bottle of ginger-beer with.”

The man grinned as he pocketed the
half-crown I gave him. Other tips fol-
lowed, and when the pair drove off with
the vans they were feeling quite con-
tented.

“Well, that’s one thing done,” I said
briskly. “Now I'm going to inform
Singleton of the disaster to his grub.”

“yYou'll get collared, you ass,” said

Watson.

“Not if I go under a flag of truce,”
I replied.

I entered the school grounds, waving
my handkerchief, and I soon saw that
the rebels were ready for us. There
were faces at every window, and Single-
ton himself stoed on the front door-
step, with a crowd behind him,

1 waved my improvised flag above my
head.

“Right-ho!” shouted Singleton.
“Come on, my son. We won't touch
you.”
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I reached the sceps, and tucked my
lnnnkclcluef awa,

T've got a hme pxcbc of information
for you—something that ought to cheer
you up,” I said calmly. “I believe you

© were expecting the delivery of a big
consignment of special grub?”

“As a matter of fact, we were,” said
the Hon. Douglas. “I{’s a big lot of
stuff coming from the stores—"

“Exactly,” I said. “I know all about
it. T've just had an interesting con-
versation with the van-man, and you

ill be delighted to learn that all the
stuff has becn returned.”

“What!

“ReLumed?” velled Fullwood.

“Every ounce of it,” I said calmly.

“Collar him!” shouted Bell thickly.
‘We'll teach Lhe rotter to interfere
with our fo

“Drag him up hexe, and—"

“Stand  back—the lot of you!”
ordered Singleton. “You seem to for-
Oec Lhat Nipper is here under a fiag of

tru

"Bt nes stopped ~all our stuff
comin’!” roared Fullwood. “We've got
nothin’ left—except the ordinary school
1ubbish. There's not even a tin of sar-
dines for tea. You promised us every
Tuxury—-"

“Ididn't know this was going to hap-
pen, did I?” interrupted Singleton.
“Nipper, allow me to compliment you.
Without that grub, my army will lose
all its determination.”

“If you'd only be sensxble, you'd come
back to St. Frank’s at once,” I said
earnestly. “This thing is slmply a bit
of foolery—ignoring the Head in_this
way. We're going to besiege you. That
stuff won't be delivered to-day, or to-
morrow, either. And I may as well tell
u at_once that I'm determined to

“If that's the case, youwll be in-
terested to hear that I'm just as de-
termined to make you lose!” said
Singleton smoothly. “T don’'t want to
have a quarrel with you, Nipper, be-
cause I rather like you, hut you must
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allow me to remark that you're a bally
nhuisance. What’s the idea of bother-
ing about me? Can't you let me go
my own way, without butting in?”

“No,” I replied. “If you were alonc
in this affair it would be a different
matter. But youre not alone. You've
dragged in twenty-one other Re-
move chaps, and the result is that we
conside a slight on the honour of
St. Frmms It's an insult to the old
school.”

“Of course, thal’s one way of look-
ing at it,” admitted the Hon. Douglas.
“I suppose you're right,in 2 way, and
—— Egad! What in the world is that
noise? And why are those chaps
capering about like that? They all
seem to have gone dotty!”

I glanced round, and saw that Pitt
and Grey, and a number of others, were
standing in the ‘entrance, waving
wildly. ~Others were staring away
across the playing-field which adjoined
the school. And everybody seemed tree
mendously excited, also heard a
curious roaring noise.

“There’s something wrong eyl
dently,” I remarked, “I can’t quite
understand the idea. Pitt will tell us.”

Pitt was rushing towards me at top
speed, and he commenced speaking
while he was still some distance off.

”-he roared. “Come on, you
ass! And all you other  chaps had
better get inside—quick ™

“But what on earth——" I began.

“The*flood!” gasped Pitt.

“Eh? The which?”

“Can’t you hear it?” panted Pitt.
“The locks have burst, I believe—those
big locks, just above the river. I heard
somebody say they were likely to go!
There’s a terrific wall of water coming
over the meadows—it'll be here in a
seconds—- Oh, my goodness!
Look out!”

Thuc was not much time for think-
in

I looked round, fully aware of the
danger in a moment. It had come
upon us so suddenly, without anybody,
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being prepared. The juniors on the
steps stood there, staring across the
meadows with expressions of awe.

And as I turned round and looked,
I saw something which made me feel
rather queer. We were right inland,
some distance from the river. At least,
the river flowed by at the foot of the
adjoining meadows, but quite out of
sight ordinarily, owing to the interven-
ing trees and hedges.

But now a change had occurred.

There, before my eyes, a great
volume of foaming water was charging
down towards the school—a solid mass
of water, six foot high—or so it seemed
to me, as I looked at it. And it was
coming on with the speed of an express
train, tearing down hedges and railings
in its progress.

“Oh, my goodness!”

“Run!” gasped Pitt.
tree—anything!”

I looked round desperately.

“Yowd better come up here!”
shouted Singleton. “We can’t interfere

“Jump into a

with you now—it’s a truce, in the
cires.”

“Thank you, all the same,” I said;
“we’ll run for it.”

I gave one more glance at the on-
coming flood. It had nearly reached
the school grounds. Farther away, the
Removites had rushed up to high
ground, where they reckoned they
Wwould be safe. But there was no time
for Pitt and I to run that distance;
we had to seek refuge on the spot!

The flood was upon us!

The roar of the oncoming water was
simply enormous. It sounded terrify-
ing, and I realised that Pitt and I were
in a position of considerable danger. If
We were caught by that charging mass
of water, we should probably be killed.
It would lift us up and hurl us against
hool buildings with appalling
violence,

ny tree will do!” nf ickly.
o i])né‘ 1ll do!” I panted quickly

I rushed
huge affa

a massive o
hich had probably
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standing there a hundred years or
more. Pitt charged at it at the same

moment. Exactly how we scrambled
up I don’t know, hut we succeeded
somehow.

And as we got into the lower forlk,
the flood came. It surged beneath us,
and the tree swayed like a sapling. For
one awful moment I thought it was
going to collapse, but it held firm

its roots.

Pitt's feet were soaked by the muddy,
foaming water as it rushed by; but
my feet were higher up in the tree. We
had escaped the flood by the very ski
of our teeth, and we were feeling rather
shaky.

To talk was almost
owing to the terrific noise.

Trees weze &own everywhere, and
great masses of hedge-growth swirled
past us. Huge waves were battering
against the school walls, and I was half
afraid that the building would collapse.

For it had received the full force of
the flood. The windows rattled madly,
and two chimney-pots fell with dull
crashes. It was as though an earth-
quake had suddenly struck the place.

It held together, but I was convinced
that the foundations were seriously
weakened by the enormous shock.

e water was surging in through the
lower windows, for the glass had been
smashed at the first onslaught,

Shouts were sounding everywhere,
but, so far, nobody had fallen into’ the
flood—as far as we could see. The
road, of course, was submerged, and
the whole length of wooden railings,
which separated the school from the
highway, had collapsed. The damage
Was enormous,

“Great Scott!” gasped Pitt. “Did
you ever see anything like it?”

“It’s awful!” I replied. “What I'm
afraid of is the school collapsing. The
building is as old as ages, and that
north wall seems a bit rocky—-"

“My hat! Look there!”

An outbuilding crumbled to pieces as
we watched. The feur walls simply fell,

impossible,




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

and the roof surged away with the
flood. A large assortment of boxes,
barrels, and other oddments floated
away at the same time.

‘The flood was getting quieter now,
although it still ‘flowed swiftly.

And we could hear people shouting to
us. Singleton and a crowd of other
fellows were lining the upper windows
—for the ground floor had been de-
serted. Al the lower floors, in fact,
were completely flooded out.

“Are you fellows all right!” roared
Smgleton

“Thercs terrible trouble in here!”
shouted the Hon. Douglas. * “Fullwood's
pater has just had apoplexy—and
we can’'t ring up for the doctor, be-
cause the telephone’s not working.”

Is that the truth?” I shouted back.

“No, it is not!” bawled Fullwood.
“My pater’s fainted—that's all. An’
this flood is enough to make anybody
faint. I thought we were all finished!”

Fullwood was cvidently in a state of
blue funk; but Singleton seemed to
accept the position quite calmly.

“What about your merry little attack
now?” he asked. “Youre quite wel-
come to come and haul us out, if you
like.”
“The best thing you can do is to
come back to St. Frank’s,” I yelled.
«Take my advice, and leave this place
as soon as you can. It doesn't seem par-
ticularly safe to me.”

“We're stopping, thanks!” said
singleton. “I'm fond of boating!”

“Well, I'm blessed!” exclaimed Pitt.
“That chap seems to be absolutely the
limit.”

Meanwhile, the other fellows—the St.
Frank’s crowd—had only just managed
to reach safety before the flood came.
There was a steep hill leading up from
the other side of the road. It rose
at a sharp angle, and on the top stcod
a small spinney.

One glance round had told the
juniors that their only chance of safety
was to run up the hill—-and they had

&1

done so without any loss of time. They
only just reached the summit before
the flood arrived.

It did not reach them, but swirled
past a good many yards lower down
the hill, and then rapidly scttled lower
still. But the juniors were very anxious
concerning us.

“The silly asses!” exclaimed De
Valerie. “They were in the grounds—
they must have been caught by the
flood, and Lhexes no telling where they
are by this tim

“Hallo! L.ook over there!” yelled
Grey.

“Where?”

“Down there—to the rxghtl” shoutcd

Grey. “Can’t you see a hoat?

All the others stared.

“Great corks! He’s right!” gasped
Christine. “It’s an empty boat, too—
drifting with the flood. I belicve it1L
touch this high ground—

He didn’t wait to complete his sen-
tence, but rushed away with a dozen
other fellows behind him. And Grey
was right. The object he had seen
was certainly a boat, and it grounded
on the meadow, and was about to driff
back in the flood when a crowd of
juniors seized it and drew it up into
safety.

“What luck!” said De Valerie ex-
citedly. “By Jove! This is simply
great! Oars and everything! It must
have drifted along from the river. We
shall be able to get to the school now.”

It wasn't long before the boat was
pushed off. Only two fellows were in it
—De Valerie and Grey. There was no
sense in a crowd going, for De Valerie
did not overlook the possibility that
some rescue work might be necessary.

With a boat under them, the whole
position was altert

They were able to approach the
school once more, and to see¢ at close
quarters what had happened. It was
not necessary to steer their vessel
through the OBLe“ay, for the railings
had been washed aw:

“No sign of Nlppex"” said Gref
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«I can’t see Pitt, either!

xiously.
e if theyre washed

I¢ll be  terrible

way!”

“xy expect they dashcd indoors,” said
De Valerie. “They wouldn’t be such
asses as to stop outsxqc«

“Ahoy there!”

“Come over here, my sons!”

Those shouts came from us, in the
tree. We had caught sight of the boat
at the same moment, and we were
delighted when we saw who the
occupants were. And Grey and D

Valerie were equally delighted When
Lhey spoued us.

n, good!”
safe, ainer all.”

“Yes, rather!”

The boat pulled over to the tree, and
bumped against the stout trunk. Pitt
and I had some difficulty in holding
the boat there, for the flow of the flood
was still very strong.

“Thank goodness youre safe!” said
De Valerie.  “We were beginning to
think that you'd been swept away. Did
you ever see anything like it? Any-
body might think we were at sea!”

“We're safe for the time being, any-
how,” I said. “It’s ripping of you
2haps to come along like this! Where
on earth did you find the boat?”

“It floated to us, knowing that it was
# good hands,” replied Grey. “What
about everybody in the school?  Are
they all right?”

“Yes, as far as I know,” I replied.
“I expect some of the ladies are
"nghtened but that's only to be
+xpected.”

“Ladies?” repeated Grey.

“Yes; you know that a lot of the
thaps’ parents came down this after-
noen,” id. “I expect they're wish-
ing they hadn’t by this time. Theyre
marooned now, and they'll probably
E{“Je to ,rcmain in the school until to-

< We can take them to the station in
this boat——

“Only
“If the

sald Grey. “Theyre

on one condition,” I broke in.
chaps agrec to come back to

St. Frank's—that Is, if they surrender—
we'll lend a hand.  So it’s up to the
bounders to he sensible. Buf, if it
comes to that, I expect the railway is
flooded, tco. There'll be terrible
damage over this!”

We were all in the boat by this time,
and we drifted away towards the
school. And just at that moment we
noticed something which attracted our
attention. Caught against the top of
a high hedge—the top being the only
part visible—were three big rowing
boals. They were really within the
school property, and I immediately con-
cluded that they were boats which had
been washed out of the school boat-
house some little distance away.

“We'd better collar those at once,”
I said briskly. “If we take command
of all the available boats, we shall be
masters of the situation. The whole
crowd will be marooned, and we shall
have the upper hand.”

“Good wheeze!” said Pitt.
away!”

De Valerie and Grey plied their oars
with a will—although it was necessary
to go with caution, for there was no
telling what we should bump against.
The water was at least seven or eight
feet deep af this point.

The whole landscape presented a re-
markable appearance. T as we
could see, up and down the valley, the
water stretched endlessly. Trees stuck
their branches out here and there, and
buildings looked strange, some of them
almost completely submerged.

And every imaginable kind of aiticle
floated on the flood. It was a spectacle
which made cvezybody feel serious, for
we could not help thinking that there
would be many tales of tragedy to tell
later on.

‘We secured the boats easily, and thep
towed them back to the high ground

hAVe the other Removites were wait

“Pull

Evergbody was delighted, and the
boats soon filled.
“This is

great!” said Handforth
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“We shall be able to make another
attack now. We can sweep vp in these
boats, and get in at the upper windows

“Well I'm blessed!” He still wants
to lead an attack!” exclaimed Church
wonderingly. “The best thing we can
do is to get back to St. Frank’s, I
xeckon and see how things are going
there.

“Its not getting dark yet,” I said.
““We might as well have a look round
fivst. There’'s a chance that we shall
be able to help somebody—— Good
heavens! Look at Fatty, over there!
He's fallen in!”

There was plenty of evidence of this
from Fatty Little himself.

“Rescue!” he roared.
hand, you bounders!”

“He’s all right,” grinned Hart. “He's
.kc a balloon—he’ll float!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But it was no laughing matter, really.
Fatty Little had been rather too ven-
turesome. The ground overhung at a
certain point, and he had walked upon
it rather thoughtlessly.

And before he knew where he was,
the ground slipped, and Fatty was
precipitated into the flood. The next
moment he was swept away by the
current, and carried yards out of our
reach.

“All right, Fatty—well haul you
out!” yelled Handforth.

Fatty was a bit of a swimmer, but
the current was strong, and he was
hampered by all his clothing, which in-
cluded a thick overcoat. He was out of
his depth, and the affair might have
been serious but for the fact that an
aged hen-coop came floating along on
the flood.

‘The fat boy clutched at 1t desperately.
and managed to get a hold.

Everybody was grmnmg now, for
Fatty was quite safe, and Handforth
& Co. were hurrying to the rescue.

They had scrambled into the smallest
of the boats, and Handforth stood in

“Lend a
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the bows, flourishing a boathook, which
he had found lymg on the boards.

“Hold  tight, Fatty!” shouted
McClure. “We'll soon have you out!™
“Hurry up!” gasped Fatty. “This

Y
blessed coop will give way in a tick!”

It was certainly a precarious hold,
and Little’s weight was considerable,
Handforth naturally went to work the
wrong way, and, instead of hauling
Fatty out properly, he made use of the
boathook.

“Got him!” roared Handy.

At that second Little had rolled over,
with the result that the boathook
caught him in the rear. And Hand-
forth hauled up with all his strength.
The spectacle was certainly amusing.

“Hold tlght Pabty'”

Fatty Little had no alternative.
Church and McClure edged the boat
nearer, and a moment or two later the
fat boy was hauled aboard. Incident-
ally, he nearly capsized the boat.

But he was safe, and he was_imme-
diately rushed away up the hill to a
cottage, which was just visible.
Several juniors went with him, and
their idea was to get Fatty tucked away
in blankets until his clothing was dried.

Meanwhile, we approached the school
in . the boats. The Hon. Douglas
Singleton was as determinéd as ever,
and he positively refused to surrender.

“I bought this school, and I'm goin
to keep it ruxmmg,’ he declared
“You can go back to St. Pra.nks with-
out me—thanks all the same.’

I was rather annoyed, but it
couldn’t he helped. And darkness would
soon be coming on, so there was not
much prospect of us doing anything in
the attacking line. Our best move was
to_retire.

BLELh\\'ODd College was how an
island.

At the best of times it was isolated,
being well back from the road, and
some distance from other houses; but
now it seemed to be forlorn and totally
deserted. Nobody came near it.
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The road was flooded, so no traffic
could pass. The people had fled from
the houses which were nearest, and no
people thought of boating to the
school. The place was completely cut
off.

The fathers and mothers of the hoys
were isolated, too, since there was no
way for them to get to the town. They
were forced to remain, so they could
only make the best of things.

I led my little army back to St.
Frank’s We concealed the boats a
good distance from the flood, and left
them in the shelter of some trees.

Then we went back to St Frank’s by
a roundabout route, for the ordinary
road was a good many feet under water.
By going over the high ground, across
country, we reached Bellton Wood at
length, and took the footpath through.

The village itself was ficoded, but at
St. Frank’s only a corner of the play-
ing field was under water. The Ancient
House and the College House were still
high and dry, and everything was safe.

Early on the following morning I
meant to return, and the Remove was
with me. We were all determined to
get up at daylight. Then we could
sally out, and see how the prisoners
were.

I had an idea that the twenty-two
Removites—Singleton and his  sup-
porters—would be only too eager to get
back to the old school.

CHAPTER 21.
An Appeal for Help!
HE HON. DOUGLAS SINGLETON
I shook his head.
B “There’s only one way out of
it,” he said. “It won’t be pleasant, but
we shall have to face it. We must give
in.”
“Go back to St. Frank's?” asked
Fullwood,
g
I don’t see that it’s necessary—

My dear chap, we shan’t be able to
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another day!” interrupted
Singleton. “The flood’s getling worse
all the time. By to-morrow it will have
reached the upper floors, I believe. And,
in any case, the whole place is rocky.
I'm not satisfied that we shall last ou
the nignt.”
Bell looked startled.

stay here

“You—you think the place will
collapse?”
“Well, 'm not saying that, but I

don’t quite like the rumblings and
quakings,” said the Hon. Douglas. ‘“Not
that it's any good grumbling. We
can’t very well get out—unless we like
to swim.”

Singleton was with Fullwood & Co.
in his own bed-room. It was later in
the evening, and Beechwood College
was hidden in darkness. The rising
waters were now perilously high, and
there was something rather terrifying
in the whole experience. It was im-
possible to use the lower floors, since
they were flooded out.

And even the upper floors were
threatened. i

The building was constructed low,
and it was even now only a foot or twao
from the bed-room windows to the level
of the water. Singleton and his com-
panions could hear it swirling on every
side.

Out in the corridor, the noise was
quite considerable. For the water was
half-way up the stairs, and ghostly
sounds were coming up from below,
caused by the floating furniture bump-
ing against walls, and wedging in pas-
sages and doorways. The experience
was highly unpleasant,

All the other fellows were upstairs,
of course—to say nothing of the
masters and the unwilling guests.
Hardly anybody thought about going to
bed, for it seemed a fairly hopeless task
to obtain any sleep.

The Hon. Douglas was not dismayed.

“I shall have to be thinking about
going soon,” he said casually.

“Ene”

“Going where?”
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“Why, to keep my appointment with
Mr. Gore,” replied Singleton. “I
arranged to meet him at half-past ten,
but I shall go about nine, because the
trip will take me a good while.”

Fullwood sniffed.
qv.\ppose youre trying

’ he asked.

to be

“Then how will you get to the Grapes
~—swim?”

“I'm not particularly struck on that
method,” replied the Hon. Douglas.
“There happens to be no boat, so I
shall fake up something for the
occasion. The actual distance by water
isn’t great.”

“Why, it's a couple of miles to the
Grapes, from here,” said Bell.

“I suppose it is—something like
that,” agreed Singleton. “But you
seem to have forgotten one thing, my
sons. The Grapes stands on high
ground, and it’s possible to reach it by
following the ridge, just on the other
side of the road, from here. The flood
doesn’t extend to that part.”

“Yes, but you've got to get across to
dry land.”

“That'll be easily managed,” said
Singleton. “There’s a whacking great
table in one of the other rooms, and it'll
make a first-class raft, at a pmch
want you fellows to help me.”

Fullwood & Co. were not very enthu-
siastic, but they could not very well
refuse. The raft, even when completed,
was a somewhat precarious article. The
table was a good stout ome, and a
number of long floorboards were ripped
up and bound securely to the top of it.

Thus, when it was placed in the
water, in an inverted position, it had
quite a considerable amount of
buoyancy.

The Hon. Douglas, well wrapped up,
set off quite cheerfully on his journey.
He knew very well that the appoint-
ment with Gore was not important, and
there was no real necessity for this
journey. But he was undertaking it out
of sheer bravado, and because there was
a spice of adventure about the whole

=
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business. Singleton was always ready
for something of a novel character,

The raft proved to be far more suc-
cessful than the juniors had first
imagined. It floated away well, and
kept quife even when Singleton was
upon it. He had a walking-stick with
him—a walking-stick constructed into a
rough oar, by the addmon of a piece of
flat wood fastened ts

“Keep a look-out fm- me later on,” he
said, as he gazed at Fullwood & Co. in
the window. “I expect I shall be back
in a couple of hours.”

Singleton pushed off, but the current
was stronger than he had imagined,
and it was no easy matter to direct the
raft across towards the rising ground,
which stood out clear from the water.

Singleton could not keep his pre-
carious craft in the direction he wanted
it to go. It drifted with the current, in
spite of all his efforts. And, gradually,
he found himself getting out upon the
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big stretch of the flood which lay near
the school.

“This won’t do,” he muttered. “If
I'm not careful I shan’t get back, and
then goodness knows what’ll happen. I
might be swept away for miles.”

it happened, it was not necessary
for him to worry mu

For a few moments later something
happened which was totally unexpected
—something which startled him greatly,
and which, incidentally, startled every-
body in the whole building.

Singleton was some little distance
away when he became aware of an
ominous rumbling. Then, as
watched, he saw somethmg v,hlch
caused his heart to jump into
mouth. Two walls at the rear of the
school collapsed!

They simply crumbled to pieces as
Singleton gazed. The lad wa$ abso-
lutely scared for a few moments. He
had a terrible fear the whole school was
about to fall to pieces before his eyes.

But those two walls were the only
ones that went.

‘They carried a portion of the roof
with them, and it was possible to ses

right into two rooms which had been
left exposed. They were occupied, too,
and shrieks and shouts rang out.

Crack, crack!
¢ Singleton listened, his heart beating

ast.

He knew what those cracks meant.
Other walls were going! The whole
school was in a highly dangerous con-
dition now. The flood had weakened
the structure, already old and neglected.

The plight of those within was not a
pleasant one.

They were absolutely helpless, for
there was no way of escape; therc was
not a single boat which could be used
to carry the inhabitants away. If
things came to the worst, they would
have to trust to articles of furniture for
support.

Somehow or other, Singleton got back
to the school wall. He had now aban-
doned all thought of going on his trip,
He was anxious about the inmates of
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the school. He wanted to find out the

full extent of the damage, and, if

necessary, he would go off for assistance
er.

Exactly how he got back into the
building he hardly knew. He scrambled
through a window, and the raft drifted
away for good. The Hon. Douglas found
himself in a corridor.

As he hurried down it he ran into
Armstrong and Doyle, and one or two
others. The juniors Ralted, breathless.

“What are we going to do?” asked
Doyle huskily. “The place is falling to

“Is it serious?” demanded Singleton.
“I heard one or two cracks—"

“Cracks!” shouted Armstrong. “The
whole place shook! Half the school
has fallen away at the back. The

Head’s in a terrific way. In another
hour the whole place will be in ruins.”

“That’s a bit tall I reckon,” said the
Hon. Douglas.  “Dash it all, we shall
last longer than an hour!”

“Well, something’s got to be done,
and quickly, too!” exclaimed Doyle.
“Think of all these chaps here—and
the ladies, too. What about my pater
and mater? We slmply must get them
to dry land somehow.”

“And there’s not a boat!” groaned
Armstrong. “There’s nothing!”

Singleton nodded gravely.

“And we can't even use the tele-
phone,” he said. “We're isolated; we're
absoluhe]y cut off from civilisation. It's

@ terrible hole to be in!”

“Who told you the telephone wouldn't
work?” asked Armstrong.

“I know it. It's nnpoasmln to com-
mumcate with Bannington—

“That may be,” interrupted the other
junior. “Some of the wires are down,
farther along. But the wires are up
here all right, and Mr. Briggs said that

it’s possible to get in touch with
Caistowe, even now.”

“Caistowe!™ echoed Singleton
quickly. “Then we can talk with St.
Frank’s?”

“I suppose so.”

“Good!”
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“I don’t see much good in it1”

*“As soon as the Head's finished with
the 'phone, I'm going to use it myself.
1Im going to ring up St. Frank’s, and

k for help. I'm pretty sure the place
n't-last the night out.”

“My hat!"” said Doyle. “If all those
Remove chaps come along, it'll be fine!
They've got boats, and they’ll be able to
clear everybody out in safety.”

“That's just the very idea.”

Meanwhile, the Head was sending out
$S08 calls.

He was thankful to find that the tele-
phone was still in working order,
although it was not possible to com-
municate direct with Bannington. The
town was barely a mile off, but the in-
tervening wires were washed away.

However, the Head obtained a2 con-
nection through Caistowe Exchange,
and managed to get into communica-
tion with the Bannington Police
Station. He appealed urgently for
help, and requested that a rescue-party,
with boats, should be sent along without
a second’s loss of time.

Singleton, almost immediately after-
wards, used the telephone himself.

He rang up St. Frank’s, and the first
person who answered was Morrow of
the Sixth. Singleton had got connected
through with the prefects’ room, in the
Ancient House.

“Hallo, who's that?” he called.

«This is St. Frank’s—Ancient House.”

« know that,” said Singleton. “Who
is it speaking?” *

“My name is Morrow—"

“Good!” d the Hon. Douglas.
“I'm Singleton.”

“YWhat!” came Morrow’s voice, tinged

with anger. “You cheeky young
rascall”
“Hold on!” shouted Singleton.

“We're in danger!”

“Don't try to be funny!” said the
prefect warmly.

“But it's true—every word of it!” ex-
claimed Singleton. “Haven't you heard
about the flood? — This place is com-
pletely surrounded, and two of the walls
have collapsed already.”

“Good heavens! Is this really true?”
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““Yes; honour bright!™
“Can’t you get help

quarters?”

“The Head's done his best, but I
think we shall need more than they can
send from Bannington. We've got a lot
of chaps here, all the servants, and
quite a crowd of other people. Therell
be a terrible tragedy if the school col-
lapses over our heads. We must have
help. Please bring everybody you can.
It's a matter of life or death!”

“All right; you can rely on me,” said
Morrow quickly, “Tll arouse the whole
school, and we'll come along in force.”

The senlor lost no time in spreading
the news through St. Frank’s. A sen-
sation was caused at once.

Beechwood College was crumbling,
and was liable to collapse at any
moment !

from close

CHAPTER 25.
Forced into Surrender!
“ ANGER!”
“Yes, terrible danger!” said
Morrow grimly. “Out you get,

young 'un! It's a case of all hands to
the pump!”

“Oh, my hat!”

The Remove dormitory was fully

awake. Lights had only been out for
a few minutes, and the juniors were all
wakeful; then Morrow had appeared.
And Morrow had brought news of the
utmost gravity.

‘He had just told us of the plight of
Beechwood College.

And the Head had given instructions
that everyone was to be roused, so that
volunteers could be called for. A large
rescue-party was to set off within a few
minutes.

The Remove were enthusiastic, and
in a very short time the juniors were
fully dressed. I was at their head, and
when I got down I found Nelson Lee
ready, waiting for the seniors.

«Have we got to wait for the rest,
" T asked.
ot necessarily, my boy,”
guv'nor. “You know your way?
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“Of course, sir!”

“Then you may as well be off at once
—the sooner the better,” said Nelson
Lee quickly. “I have verified Single-
ton's appeal by ringing up the Ban-
nington Police Station. They informed
re that a rescue-party is now being pre-
pared, Mr. Briggs having sent urgent
appeals.”

“Then it's serious, sir?” asked Pitt.

“It certainly seems to be, my boy.”

We lost no time in getting off. Out-
side, the sky had cleared, and a nearly
full moon was sailing in the heavens,
making it easy for us to see our way.
It was almost as light as day for our
purpose.

“It's a good thing we're going first,”
1 said, as we hurried along. “We know
where those boats are, and we shall be
able to get the people out in next to no
time, I think \&ed better do the
joumey at the doub

“‘Hear, hear}”

Everybody was only too willing to run,
and the distance to Beechwood College
was soon covered.

It was fortunate that we had no
flooded area to go over, otherwise our
Jjourney would have been almost impos-
sible.  As it was, we arrived at the
flooded school scarcely half an hour
after we had started from St. Frank’s.

e were the first rescue-party to

arrive.
“Those Bannington people ought to
be boiled!” said Handforth warmly.
“They're a lot nearer, and yet we've got
here before them. ~Why, well have
everybody out, and in safety, before the
pohcc gel on the scene!”
ke for the boats,”

I ordered

(] ried away to the place where
the boats had been concealed, and very
shortly they were all out, and twe or
taree of us got into each, and rowed as
quickly as possible towards the dark

of the school, with its lighted win-

e was_a curious one.
mn “of the lighted windows
formed a pxcture which

‘whole scene.

THE BOY WHO BOUGHT A SCHOOL!

the juniors were not likely to forget in
a hurry. And even as we approached
the building, we heard a rumble, a roar,
and a terrific splashing commotion.

“Another wall collapsed!” T smd
grimly. *We shall have to buck up.”

“School ahoy!” roared Handforth.
“We've arrived!”

Excited voices sounded from the win-
dow and many heads were thrust out.

“Hur:

It was a husky cheer of welcome.

And just as we were drawing our
boats beneath the windows, other shouts
came from the rear, and we knew that
the Bannington party had put in an
appearance. The police had come, to
say nothing of other people—residents,
who were anxious to lend a hand.

About a dozen hoats were there alto-

gether.
And most of them carried great
flares. The lights were brilliant, and

they cast a flickering radiance over the
All the women were
lowered into the boats to begin with.
They were quickly transported to the
high ground, where our party was wait-
ing to receive them, with blankets, hot
coffec from thermos-flasks, and all
manner of other things.

And while the rescue work was pro-
ceeding excitement ran high, for some-
how we knew that we were fighting
ageinst time. Everybody instinctively
realised that it would only be a matter
of minutes before a real catastrophe
took place.

For as we worked we could hear the
walls cracking and crumbling in every
direction. Beams were creaking, and
floorboards groaned. Every now and
then the whole structure of the building
shivered and shook, as the flood con-
tinued to eat away the foundations.

At last everybody was out. The Hon.
Douglas Singleton, at his own request,
remained until the Iast. Bverybody was
out of the building before he stepped
into the boat w! was manned by
Watson, Tregellis-West and myself.

“Thank goodness, you're all safe!” I
exclaimed fervently. ‘“It's been a ter-
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rible time for everybody. We thought
you were going to be buried in the ruins
of the place.”

“Not just yet,” said Singleton calmly.
“It’s splendid of you fellows to come
to our assistance like this! You're
nricks—every one of you. My game's
up, of course, and I shall be only too
pleased to come back to the old life at
& nks.

“So you've learnt sense at last,”
mvmted Watson.
“I couldn’t very well do anything
else,” replied the Hon. Douglas. “This
place is finished—is uninhabitable now,
so the only course for me is to go back
te St. Frank’s, duly humbled
“I hope you are” I said grimly.
“You've been a thundering ass, and if
I were you I'd offer a sincere apology to
the Head, and ask him to deal lightly
with you. You certainly deserve a flog-

“Yes, I know,” sald Smgleton
haps- 0od

The cause of his excmmauon was
clear.

A deep rumbling sound had come
from behind us—a rumble which rapidly
increased into a terrifying roar. Sounds
rang out like pistcl-shots, as beams and
rafters cracked.

Then, with a truly appalling roar,
Beechwood- College fell to pieces.

The whole place crumbled entirely,
and the debris was pitched into the

“Per-
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flood. Not a wall remained standing.
It was as completely demolished as if
a bomb had exploded in the very centre
of the structure. The whole place
crumpled to pieces.

The rescues had been effected in the
very nick of time,

And, later on, Singleton and the other
rebels returned to their old places in the
Remove dormitory at St. Frank’s. The
majority of the juniors, I felt sure, were
pleased that things were as they had
been of old.

e Hon. Douglas was allowed in the
dormxtory again, and it was a pleasant
surprise for him, for the last week—
previous to his escapade—he had slept
in a separate room with a prefect.

And on the morrow, Singleton was in
the headmaster’s study for quite a long
time. When he came out he was look-
ing calm, but his hands were twitching
somewhat, and I noticed that they were
decidedly swollen. But the Hon.
Douglas said nothing regarding his
punishment.

The other fellows were pardoted, in
the exceptional circumstances, and
their parents returned {o their various
homes satisfied.

The Hon. Douglas was as calm and
cool as _ever, and he confidently in-
formed Fullwood & Co. that he would
continue exactly as before. The bo;
who had bought a school had yet to
learn the lesson of his extravagance.

END.

Lock out next month for © THE SPENDTHRIFT’S LESSON! "—
a great yarn felling how the Hon. DOUGLAS is finally ruined before
he learns the lesson of his extravagance. This thrilling story
appears in No. 297 of «“ THE SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY.”
Order your copy early,
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MONSTERS OF THE PAST

[HE Chinese keep their eggs for a
hundred years before they eat
them, and you might reasonably

suppose that they hold the stale-food
record—if there is such a thing.

They don’t. In Siberia there are some
Eskimos who have caten meat 25,000
years old. It came ofl & mammoth.

This mammoth died, getting on for
23,000 years before Julius Ceesar came
over, by falling into a snowdrift. Ap-
parently he couldn’t ' get out, and when
the last of the great Ice Ages started
shortly afterwards, his giant carcass
became encased in solid ice.

And there he stayed until, a year or
$0 ago, they had a particularly warm
summer in those northern latitudes and,
to the astonishment of the local
Eskimos, the mammoth thawed out.
They gathered round him, examined
him, and hacked off a bit of leg for
their dogs. When the dogs show ed no
ill-effects they tried it themselves. By
the time scientists reached the place
they found most of the great beast
eaten.

First of the Elephants.

Mammoths, as you probably know,
were great, hairy monsters which looked
like elephants only bigger, and the last
one died about 15,000 years ago—quite
recently, from the scientists’ point of
view. Nor was the mammoth the first
of the elephant tribe. Long before they
appeared on the earth there were
little elephant-like creatures called
meotheriums. They had a kind of pro-
longed nose—like Schnozzle Durante—
instead of a trunk, and they lived at the
same time as the woouy rhinoceros, the
sabre-toothed tiger, and the cave bear
who hunted the very first of the men.

But long before this—long before
there were any men or even any animals
on earth—there was another world, a
world which was ruled by giant repliles.

Scientists call it the Mesozoic Age,

and it started more than 140 million ¢

years ago. That’s quite a long time.

Biggest of all these reptiles—indeed,
the biggest creatwre which has ever
walked on dry land—was the diplodocus.
He sometimes m
his‘ head to the tip of his long, pointed
tail,

Reptile Tigers.”

But, though the biggest, ho was very
far from the fiercest of the dinosaurs
as these reptiles were called. That dis-
tinction was shared by the megalosaurs
and tyrannosaurs, fearsome creatures
like giant lizards, which towered forty
feet into the air and sprang on to their
prey with remarkable agility, grabbing
it with their short forearms and savage
teeth.

The diplodocus and his pals, the
brontosaurs, were pretty scared of these
reptile tigers, and as soon as they saw

one coming they fled into the sea, where
they could not be followed.

There were no birds in th0<e days.
But the air was not empty. Flying over
the forest were quet
the pterodactyls. There were hundreds
of other reptiles, too; rhinoceros-like
creatures called triceratops; scaly rep-

E

ured ninety feet from

er winged reptiles, i

tiles like armadillos, with horns in their -

tails, called stegosaurs, and many more.:';

And what happened to them? The

firss Tee Age made the world too cold’
for them to live, and when it was over

they had vanished, never to reappear.
il 8.8.
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HEN Tom Merry & Co. first

met Len Lee he was a home-
less waif. But when next they saw
him, as a new boy at St. Jim’s, he had
become Len Pomfret. What is the
mystery of the newcomer ? You cannot

fail to enjoy this enthralling yarn of
the dramatic adventures of a boy who
came to St. Jim's in the name of
another. See that you don’t miss it.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
On Sale Now

HARRY WHARTON —swot ! It
is an unusual réle for the
former captain of the Greyfriars

Remove. What has caused the change
in his fortunes to make him swot for
a scholarship? You must read this
powerful long yarn of the school and
holiday adventures of the chums of
Greyfriars. Get it to-day.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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