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AUTHOR'S NOTE. .

Nelson Lee and Nipperareat St. Frank's College,
tions of the murderous Chinese Secret Society,
whose hatred they Mave incurred. Although living in the great school
18 the characters of master and pupil, Nelson Lee and Nipper nerer-

opporlunities to utdise
tn various mysterious and

to escape the atten-
the Fu Chane Tong,

their unique detectirve ability
adventurous cases.

CHAPTER 1.
(Told by Nipper.)

IN WHICH MR. KEENNEDY HUNTER, M.A., DE-
SCENDS UPON ST. FRANK'S—AND, INCIDENTALLY,
INTO A DITCH.

ELSON LEE laughed softly.
N ‘“ My dear Nipper, there is not the

slightest reason in the world for you

to look 80 miserable,’”’ he said, gently
patting me upon the shoulder. ** Good
gracious! One might think I intended leav-
ing St. Frank's for good—whereas, in all
probability, 1 shall be * Mr. Alvington ' again
within threc or four weeks."’

I shook my head dubiously.

‘““ That's all very well, guv'nor,”’ I replied.
“If you weren't going to be away for long, a
new Housemaster wouldn’'t hbave becn ap-
pointed in your place. You'can't kid me, you
know!"

‘*Is it so impossible to do that?'’ smiled
Nelson Lee banteringly. *‘ But, seriously, 1
should not attempt to ‘kid’° you, Nipper—
as you aptly express it."’

** But you are doing 8o, sir,”” I protested.
* What about this Secret Service work?”

“ Well, what about it?"”’

‘““You won't tell me a giddy thing,”” I com-

lained. *“*1 feel in the cold, guv'nor—abso-
utely left outside, in fact. It's simply
.rotten to stick here at St. Frank’'s while you
g0 off on some dangerous work. I sha'n’t
have 2 minute's peace until you come back.”

The guv'nor laughed outright.

** Nonsense, young ‘un!’’ he said briskly.
“ And, if it will please you, I can give you
an assurance that my work promises no

danger. There might be some little excite-
ment, but there is no prospect of personai
pceril. Everything will go on here as usuoal--
exactly as usual, Nipper!'"

Although Nelson Lee didn’'t know it, that
observation of his was about as far wide of
the mark as anything cou!d possibly be! Bug¢
I didn't know—then. 1 was destined to live —
and learn.

Morning lessons were over in the Remova,
and 1 was talking to ‘‘* Mr. Alvington' ia
his study in thc Ancient House. My bosom
chums, Sir Lancclot Montgomersy Tregellis-
West and Tommy Watson, were with me; bug
they wecre standing silently over by the deor,
Although in the secret, they could never quite
overcome the natural awe in which all
juniors held the Housemaster.

With me, of course, it was diifcrent. AS
St. Frank's I was ‘‘ Dick Bennett,” ot the
Remove; but in the privacy of Nclson Lee’s
study I was Nipper, and he was just the
guv'nor.

And now a change was to come about. Only
that morning Nelson Lee had told me that he
was going away for a period. He had
accepted some special work on bcehalf of the
Government. 1 didn’'t know what it was,
and the guv'mor couldn't tell me. Ordi-
narily, of course, he had no secrets from me;
but this was something ditferent.

I wasn't particularly curious; but T didn’®
want Nelson Lee to go. True, hLis absence
wouldn't be for long, and we should have
another Housemaster meanwhile. The juniors
were already making wild gucsses as to the
possible behaviour of the newcomer. Being
only a temporary man, so to specak, it was
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rencrally concluded that he would be more of
2 figurchead than anything clse.

" Everything will go on as usual, guy'nor?”
1 rcpeated. ** That's rot, of course. Things
cab't go on a3 usual if you're not here—nat
with me, anyhow. And who is this chap—
this Mr. Hunter?”

* You will find out for yoursclf before long,
my lad,” replied Nelson Lee. * Mr. Kenpedy
Hunter, M.A.. was, until recently, the prin-
cipal of a fairly big schon! near London. Me
has been srecially appointed by the gover-
nors, and hope he will meet with your

apmul."
guv'nor glanced at his watch.

“But 1 must be going in a minete or two,
Ry boys,” he went on. * [ ean’t leave you
my future address, Nipper, becanse I am mot
qQuite sure of it myself. But you may rest
assured that 1 shall communicate with yom
occasionally—just to satisfy your anxietles,’
he added with a twink!le.

Well, after that we bade the guv'nor good-
bye. Sir Montie and Tommy, of course, just
¢hook hands with Nelson Lee, wished bim a
happy time, and then gracefully retired. 1)
shook hands with the guv'mor about Sfteen
times, until at last his ®©wn arm ached as
much as mine.

He took his departure from 8t. Prank's
while everybody was at dinner; for when |
came to look for him again, Tubbs, the page-
boy, informed me that the * 'Qusemaster 'ad
gorn.”” Tubhs seemed quito upset abou$ it.
And, {o tell the truth, the inmates of the
Ancicat House generally were feeling some-
what gloomy.

Nelson Lee was easily the most popular
Housemaster St. Frank’s had ever bhad; and
the Foseils felt that they had suffercd a per-
sonal loes. There was some consolation in
the kuowledge, however, that * Old Alvy ™
would be back before very long.

There was much discuesion, of course, re-
garding the cause of Nelson Lee's sudden de-
parture, but only 8ir Montie and Tommy and
1 knew the real truth—and even we were in
the dark! Dr. 8taflord, the Head, knew al}
about it, naturally; but he was the only other
person in the whole of St. Frank’s who did.

Afternoon lessons were rather tiresome. 1
felt gloomy and regtless, but realised, in the
middle of the French lessoa, that worryin
was useless. Monsieur blane, the Frenc
master, found me very inattentive; but bhe
didn't mind. 1 was miles ahead of the
Remove in my French. Without boasting, 1
think 1 can say that I was miles ahead of
the majority of Bixth Formers, tco.

To tell the truth, 1 had been thinking of
othcr matters. Mr. Kennedy Hunter, M.A.,
the new Housemaster, wus due to arrive at
Bellton by the evening train. And ] schemed
a scheme in my own bead—and grinned with
anticipation. 3

I wanted to get rid of the * lonesowme
fceling which had deacended upon me ; and, in
addition, 1 didn't see why t new Homse-
master shouldn't receive a decent veleon.le.
First impressions are geanerally lasting, 1've
beard, and it would be diplomatic to give
Mr. Hunter a rousing welcome.

‘body., and meet the bonoura

Perhaps you'll wonder why the Remeawe
didn't give Nelson Lee an enthusiastic send-
off. The fact was, he wanted to leave tho
school as sbostentatiously as possible. Hanidi-
forth and Co., of Study D, had a splendid
programme all mapped out, bnt it had becn
abandoned. And Handf in consequenca,
was very much hurt.

*“ 1've a w'b«:g. n‘ eans,” 1 sald
briskiy. as 1 marched ocut Into the Tridngle
with olits-Went and Wateon

" Anything exeftin’, dear [ellow?" inquired
Sir Montle.

* Not exactly exeiting,” 1 replied, * but
it'h be entertaining. anyhow. Ahoy there,
Bo'sun! Reverse engines!"

Tom Burton, son of a retired sea-captain,
and known in the Remove as *° The Bo'sun,”
turned amillngly as he beard my hall.

“ Want me, messmatc?' ho asked, in bhlg
hearty, jovia! voice.

“1 want you, and 1 want Handforth and
MecClure and Church,” 1 replied. ' In addi-
tion, 1 want Farman and Yakama and De
Valerte.”

Sir Montie adjusted his pinec-nes.

“ Begad! Is it goin' to a meetin'?” he
Inquired politels.

*“A little pow-wow,” [ gaid. ** Just rush
the fellows together, Tommy."

Handforth and Co. were ncar by, and within
a minunte De Vslerie jofned ns. The Bo'sun
routed out Justin D and Bessue
Yukama from the lobby. The nine juniore

eyed me curlonslf.

“ What's the fathcaded tdea?’’ demanded
Handforth.

‘“ Thero isn’t ome.™

“ Then what are we standing here for ko
idiote?’’

‘* There's only one chap who's staading ke

" You speak for youreeif,

that.’” ] grinned.
n“d "
ba

‘ Ma, ha
Oswald Handforth glared.

Edward

*“1f you're trying to be funny, I'l cleap
off!”’ he roared.

* Oh, don't be an ass now, Handy!” ] said.
“You can't help it sometimce, 1 know; bus
there's a certam amount of sense o thad
nngrr of yours. 1 wast the bemefit of your
noble braine.”’

“1f you're not rotting-—we*

“ My dear chap, 1'm fcarfully serioms,” 1
sald, winking to the Others * You asked
what the {atbeaded idea was. There isn't one
—because the idea ts &8 top-holer. This even-
ing, by the six-forty train, Br. Banter will

arrive.’

“*tJo hon!" sald McCinre sarcastically.
* We didn’t know that, did we?”

“8ay. quit blowin’ hot air, Bennett,” re-
marked Farman. “ I'H allow you're the real

goods when it comes to sotions—''

'** Well, this notion ls of the first quality,’
1 interrupted. ' In a nutshell, it's this: why
shouldn't wo go to the ;tdd‘ station in a

le new Housc-
master? Savvyl Make bim understand, righd
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off the reel, Lhat the Remove in the geanine,
‘Al, elit-edged Form at 8t. Frank'a?”

The fellows regarded me thoughtfnlly.

It ain't so bad,”” said Handfourth.
my idea, of course—-"'

‘Yours?”’ | exclaimed, staring.

“ Well, 1 wanted to give Alvy a send off,
didn't 1" demsanded Handforth. Thia Is
the same thing. oaly reversed. LI'm game.
anyhow, We'll cheer him when he stepe ount
of the carriage, and all that tot. Make him
feel happy. . whea we get into scrapes
alterwards, he won't come dowsn heavy.”

The Removites grinned.

* Begad, there's that about 8! remarked
Sir Montic. *“ It's a rippin’ wheess, Benny
boy. Noblcses oblige. rou know. bhir. Hunter
bein' a Houusemaster, It's oaly right that we
should show him proper respect—what?"

“8Souse mel The man's a stranger!” ob
jected the RBo'sum. ‘' He might pot like o
crowd of fellows-—"'

*“My dear old mariner,” 1 (nterjecten.
* that's the very idoa of it. Mr. Hunter's a
stranger—and the wheese s 80 make bhim
feol at home an s0om aa ever he sets (ont apon
the station platform.”

Cecil Do Vaterie nodded.

** Sheer rot, of course.”” he observed; * hut
It's diplomatic, RBeanett. ['m willia' to waste
the cvenin’'. i was goin’ down to the nets:
but that can wait. Wge don‘t gect new Houac
masters enr{’ day.”

All the other fellows agreed; and it was
arranged that we sbould meet In the Triang!r
aftor tea. B8ir Montie and Tommy and |
adjourned to 8tudy C and partook of «
hearty meal. We wrre more cheerful now.

When we emermged into the Triangle, snon
after six, we found that Owen major nu& Ruabd
bard and one or two nthers had joined the
party. The more the merrier, and | didn’y
mi a bit. Whea Fulilwood and Con. sug
gested coming, however, | put my foot down.
1 knew very well thatl the rascally Nuts were
thinking spoiliteg our plan. Their amiable
intentinn, prodabl~, was to boo and hiss--eo
that ws should afl get into a ecrape. Pull-
wood was very fanln in caddish ideas.

We numbered fourteen stroag when we
turmed out of the gates. The road was dumy,
and the evening sua shone with uncsun! bF-
liance. The day had been perfect. and the
evening was calm and delightful.

Arriving at the statiol), we lcarned that the
train wasn’t Jue for €fheen minutea Ko |

ot the chaps toscther and gave thewm final

natructions. Being akipper of the Remove
(Ancient House side), It was my doty to lead.

“The idea is to stand In a semicircle just
outaido the atation.”” [ sald. ‘' As so0n as
Hunter appears we'll lift our caps and give
him a cheer. Not ton loud, mind - just a sud-
daoed. welcoming —"*

“It's

“Kot!” sald Handforth warmly. “I'm
going t.. yell!"’

1 sighed.

" Bienaed #f don't always want to

overdo a thing, mndloﬂh.” I sald patiently.
*“ Yelling would be aimply rotten. MHunter
would think he was bheing mobbed or some-
thing. The whole idea would be messed ap.”

HOUSFMASTER 1

“ Regad, yon're right, Renny'’ sald Tro
gelila West. ' Mandy's too violent--he is.
really. Wo don't want a frighttul din, you
Rnow. "'

The othnr fellows nodded agreement, and
Randforth ahrugged Rhis shoulders.

" Have your ewn way,” he anid hitterly.
“'m always squashed, 1 notice. Pity |
came with ‘mw mlct as well be a bedstly

or all

Httle fag, notice [ ged. It'e
sioken) ‘

' w.';f. you shnuldn’t be anch an ase—--*

“ What did you say, Araold Mc¢lure?' de-
manded Handforth darkly.

McClure grinned nervanely.

*“ 00, don's rod now, Haady, old mnn.”" Ne
sald, backing away. *1-{ dare sny --"

“fhns ap, you amses!” [ asaid tartly.
“ Bleangd If you ain’'d always squaddling
l.ite In Study D must be slmpl'; !:VN. Now
lnok here, we're gning to greet Mr. Hunter
qQuietly and deccntly —-°°

“ Suppneing he doren't like H®'  anked
Owen ma jor.
“Oh my hat'” [ exciantmed. " What a

Ind of fatheadn you are? Lf the Munter tared
doesn’'t like ¢, le'll have 80 do the other
thing. ['ll leave (¢ at that - we'll just yive
him a welcome.’’

As & moatter af fact | Mad ancther Idea In
my mind., bul I8 waa just s little tow
" nervy U oven for me. If Hunter turned oud
to be & really drecont sport | might ndopt it
but I8 would be heet to wait

The train steamed In at IneS, and neveral
Removites wanted to rush on to the platfnrm,
| stopped them, however for thad woulld hava
spoilt the offent t‘nmrlt'lvlr. And we waited
nutalde. Several small villageen, of Hath sexen,
itond al a rteapectiul distance, looking on
with great wonder.

“loock nat!” | hreathed suddenly
he comea!"’

The fellows were all lined ap ready. Wa
ftormed » half cicrle complately round the old
station poroh, and | dare say we lnok#d qutte
imposing. A gentleman emerged (rem Lhe
bonking office, and Handlorth threw his cap
iBto the alr. |

" Welcome to——"" ke Degan enbbuniastic

ally.

J Ahurrep. you (diot !’ | bissed. ' That's
old Thomeon. the grocer!”’

*“Oreal pip'" gasped Handinrth, Jiving 100
bis cap.

There was a cackle from the vthers. Hand
forth. ae wsual, was terrifically impulalve
and he had ncarly made a hloomer irectt)
following Mre. Thomaon, however, came Mr
Kennedy Hunter, M. A.

He carried an attachd case $he (nitialy
“ K. H.” were elearly visible. ‘This, of eourse
was good enough. e all looked at the new
Houssmaster with reapectfol curiosity.

He was a smallish man ;. thin, with howtd
shinidors. He looked (ragile, and almosl
weakly. His face was clean shaven, hut 2
good many wrinkles lined hia high forehead
and snmewhat hollow cheoka. He wore
giassen, and stood gasing at us with genuine
astoaishmens.

" Hero
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* Dcar me!" he exclaimed gently. ** What
—cr—does this mean?’’

‘ Have we the honour of addressing
Hunter, sir?”” 1 asked politely.

‘““ That is my name, boys—-"

“* Welcome to St. Frank's!"” roared Hand-
forth, throwing his cap into the air for =«
second time—and not to be subdued.
* Hurrah! Three cheers!”

After that we couldn't keep silent, for it
would have been fatal to allow Handforth to
do all the shouting. We all raised our caps,
and woved them with great enthusiasm. Mr.
Kennedy Hunter, M.A., watched us with sus-
priced amusement.

He did not speak until we had quite
finished.

‘““My dear boys, this is very kind and
thoughtful of you,’- he exclaimed, in a voice
which was soft and extremely nentle *T am
sure 1 am honoured by this unexpected recep-
tion. Awmn 1 right in assuming that you are
members of the Ancient House?"

‘*Yes, sir,”” I replied.  ** We're Remove
chaps—er—boys, sir!”

Mr.

* Excellent—excellent!” beamed Mr. Hunter

genially. ** Thank you, bnys—thank you, in

deed. I am most gratified.”

We all beamed in response, and thc new
Housemaster, who was obviously a very harm.
less mdwldual walked aimost daintily
towards the station ly—which was standing a
few yards off, waiting for a fare.

Mr. Hunter acknowledged the old driver’s
salute, and climbed into the vehicle. And it
was then that I decided to put my little idea
into operation. Sccing that Mr. Hunter was
80 genial, there was no reason why things
shouldn't be carried a little further. All
the fcllows agreed with me that the newcomer
was the right sort.

** Come on, you chaps!” 1 whispered hur-
riedly, ** Lend a hand!”

‘* Begad, what are you goirg to do, dear
fellow?”

‘* We'll take the giddy horse out and pull
the fly up to St. Frank’s ourselves!” I said
erisply. ** Rather spor.,mr'-—t.h? It'll just he
the finishing touch.

. l’y George!” grmned De Valerie.
game!”’

Handforth didn't wait to state his opinjon;
he dashed at the horse with all his customary
impulsivepess, The old driver was quite
helplegs: he just cat on his box while we got
busy. The horse, which seemed to be abhaut
three hundred ycars old, more or less, was
quite indifferent.

“Upnn my soul!” ejaculated Mr. Hunter,
starting up. ** What are you doing——"

“*1t’s all right, sir!”” 1 gasped. ‘' Sit still,
sir !

The Housemaster jumped to our gane, and
subsided inco the uncomfortable cushions with
a smile. He wisely realised that protests
would be useless. The chaps were well away.
and nothing could stop them.

Farman did practically all the work. He

had been used ta I]org,cs since he was able
to toddle. and the way he unfastcned the

*“1I'm

| approaching.

|
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harness was a revelation. Between the lot
of us the horse was out of the shafts in less
than a minute.

‘“What’s the game, young gents?’’ pro-
tested thc driver, clitabing down from the bhox
gingeriy. ** This ’cre won't do, you know. 'i'he
Enaster will ’old me responsible if anythiuk
appens—''

‘* Don’t you worry, Jake!'’ shouted McClure.
‘“ We sha™m't hurt your giddy old fly. It
might fall to pieoes, of course. But that'll be
through old age!™

** fich hawful goin’s-on!’’ muttered old Jake
dazedly.

He found his wits in time to look after the
horse, which was straying about quite care-
lessly in search of grass. Meanwhile, Hand-
forth and Co. and-the Bo’sun and two or
three others grabhed one shaft, and the rest
of us hauled on to the other.

“By George! Now we're off!”” gasped De
Valerie.

And we were! The fly ran easier than we
had anticipated, and we shot away at ftine
specd. Mr. Hunter found it necessary to cling
oun to the gide of the vehicle somewhat despe-
rate!y——tor it was swaying from side to side
in a manner which could not possibly have
been comfortable.

The Removites were thoroughly excited by
now, however, and the way in which we

: careered t.hrougn the village caused a terrific

scneation.  People rushed to their Jdoors to
witness the spectacle.

We mounted the bridge over the Stowe in
splendid style, rushing it with such specd
that we roared over in no titnme. Then down
the dip tow.rds the curve. If Mr. Hunter
wasn't pleased, he ought to have heen. For
by this time cvery fellow at the shafts was
smothered with dust from head to foot. But
even Sir Montie was quite oblivious of this,
and he was hauling away with as much
vigour as anyhody.

** Whoa!"' 1 roared suddenly.
you chaps—npear side!”

We wcere bowling along in the middle of the
road, and 1 had just spotted a motor-car
It wasn't exactly in sight,
because of the bend. But 1 had seen the top
of it over the hedge.

**This way!"”" b -wled Iandforth excitedly.

The silly fathead commenced pulling the
shafts over to the off-side, and Church and
McClure dutitully followed his example. That
gimply did it! The sudden wrench took the
fly aeross the road with a giddy swerve. 1
yelled, and De Valerie and the Bo'sun yelled.
But in the confusion hrought about by Hand-
forth’s blundering disaster occurred.

The fly couldn’t stand such treatment. Its
own momentum took it careering across the
road. The off-side wheels plunged down the
bhank, and the next second the vehicle came
to a sickening stop in the ditch.

Mr. Kennedy Hunter, M.A., shot from the
interior of the fly like a stone from a cata-
pult. He flew through the air, and landed in
a huge patech of weeds on all fours. He
rolled over, gasping and spluttering.

** Near side,
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CITAPTER II.
(Nipper continues.)
IN WIHICH THE REMOVE IS DELIGHTLD, SOR-
PRISED, DAZED, AND I'URIOUS IN TULN.
HERE was a moment of horrified
silence.

I Then the motor-car turned the bend

, and roared past. The rotter in charge
of it didn't even stop to sce if any damage
had been done. Handforth and Co. had bheen
knocked flat, but nobody seemed to be parti-
cularly hurt.

‘““ Begad,” gasped Sir Montie huskily, ** is—
is Mr. Ilunter killed?’

The new Housemaster, in spite of his some-
what violent fall, was already upon his feet.
1 gazed at him wonderingly. He would be
furious, of coursc—and with excellent cause.
Our plan had come a frightful cropper.

‘““ Dear me!’’ exclaimed Mr. Hunter breath-
lessly. *‘ How—how disturbing!"”’

After what I had been expecting, this was
astonishingly mild. But the new House-
master had not quite recovered himself yet.
There was a rush pf fellows, and Mr. Hunter
was surrounded. A dozen hands helped to
brush him down.

‘“ Are you hurt, s8ir?’’ I asked anxiously.

‘““ Merely a bruise or two, my boy—nothing
that matters."” .

“1It was quite an accident, sir!"’ gasped
Handforth nervously—probably stricken with
a guilty twinge of his conscience. ‘' Some-
body pulled the wrong way, vou know. It
was. all the fault of that beastly motor-
car!”

Mr. Hunter nodded.

‘“It is most unfortunafe!”’ he exelaimed
softly. ‘* Your little plan has quite mis-
fired—eh? However, we must not grumble.
We all seem to have escaped very lightly.
It was guite an excusable mishap—quite!”

“ Begad! It's rippin’ of you, sir—it |is
really!” said 8Sir Montie enthusiastically.
‘““Three cheers for Mr. Hunter, dear
fellows!”

The cheers were given with a will—for now
we had something to shout about. Under
the most trying conditions Mr. Hunter had
proved himself to be a thorough sport. Many
men would have been furious, and punish-
ment would have been meted out to us liber-
ally. For a man doesn’t care to be pitched
out of a fly into a ditch—even accidentally.
He is liable to become short-tempered.

‘“ May—may we continue the journey, sir?”
I asked. |

“ You may do as you wish, my boy, but I
shall certainly finish the trip to St. Frank's
on foot,” replied Mr. Hunter, in his soft
voice. ** Thank you—thank you, that will
do quite nicely.”

He was brushed down by this time, and,
grasping his attache-case, he - walked
delicately up the road in the direction of 8t.
Frank's. As he turned the bend a whistle
went up from nearly everybody.

“ Shiver my bowsprit!” murmured the
Bo'sun. ‘‘He's a good 'un, messmates!’

l
}
l
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Y Sure!” agreed Tarman. [ guess thera
ain't no flies on that feller. Say, I'd sure
hate mysell if I checked Mr. Hunter. Guess

he’s about the dandiest galoot tbat ecver
stTfuck this township!”

De Valerie nodded.

“ Quite decent,”” he agreed. " Mo enly

kept his temper with dilficulty, though.”

“ Rats!”’ said Watson. *“ He was
serene as anything, ass!”

“Just as you like.” said De Valerio,
shrugging his shdulders. ** But I'll swear I
saw an ugly kind of glint in his eye It was
only for a tick, but it was there

““You're sure to say that!"” sncered Hand-
forth. ‘*‘Just like you, D¢ Valerie. Why,
Hunter's the tamest bird I've ever spofted!”

[ didn't say anything; but [. too, had
noticed that glint which De Valcrie referred
to. But it was only natural that Mr. Hunter
should have been momentarily angry. He
would have been a -queer chap if he badn’¢
displayed some kind of annoyince.

While we were discussing the sitnatinn—
that is,to say, while a terrific argument was
in progress betwcen Handforth and Co. and
the rest—old Jake, the cabby, cam~ along
with the horse.

1 bad wisely advised the chaps to haut
the fly out of the diteh beforeband. and it
was now standing beside the road quite un-
harmed. A collection was made, and Jake
was the richer by six shillings, which, to his
mind, was ample compensation for the in-
convenience he had suticred In addition, I
paid him the usual fare he would have
charged Mr. Hunter.

After that we all wended our way to St.
Frank’s. Practically the whole Ancicnt
House was aware of the facts within an
hour, and there was much chuckling and
many expressions of wonder.

The fact is, the whole House was dcelizhted
—particularly thc Remove. A Horsemaster,
I may as well explain, can make the iives
of his boys genial or otherwisc. He has
sole control over his own House; he i3, in
fact, the lord of his own domain. It i3
possible to appeal to the Headmaster in
exceptional cases, of course. But at St
Frank's it was considered infra dig to ap-
proach Dr, 8tafford on any matters concern-
ing household management.

The Housemaster was IT. This was nz it
should be, for no self-respecting gentleman
would consent to be in such a responsible
position if he were under somebody clse’s
orders. The Head always allowed his House-
masters to conduct their own sections In
their own way. It was really the only propee
course.

And much depended upon Mre. Hunter. A
harsh man could make the whole MHousa
miserable; a good-tempered map. caused
general satisfaction. Neison Le in his
character of Mr. Alvington, had been just
about the ideal. Everybody at St. Frank’'s
acknowledged that he reached the high-water
mark in Housemasters.

In the Remove common-room, soon after
dark, the juniora collectcd together. The

as
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reneral verdiet was that Mr. Hunter would
irove 8 worthy successor to ** Old Alvy.” He
ad staried ;olly well, at all eventa,

“One of the best!"’ dcclared Owen major
cnthuglistically.

“ Ratiwr!”
“A regular top-holer, begad!’ said Sir
Maontie. ** A nippin’ sport!”’

“1t'a a wonder you weren't all reported
to the Head.'”” remarked Armstrong. * Hun-
ter mus. be a jolly easy-guing old stick,
that's all 1 can say.”’

*“0Oh, he's a brick!” sald Conroy minor.

And his opinion was the gencral opinion.
The Remove was highly satisfied with the
new Houscmnster. They pictured themselves
having «n extremely easy time for the mext
few wecks, Nelson Lee, of course, had ruled
the Anclent House smoothly. but his rule
had beecn stern at times. The fellows
assumced that they would be able to i1ake
advantage of Mr. Hunter's meek: ¢ss.

Fullwood and Co. were in high feather.
They were grinning with delight, fomndly
imnginiag that emoking partics and oard
artica would be the order of the day—as
bick as leaves in Vallombrosa, in fact.

And then Starke came into the common-
roon.

Ntarke of the Bixth was a prefect, and
about the biggest bully in the Ancient
Housc. The fact that he was smiling when
he entered the ocommon-room was proof
m&tlve thnt troublic was brewing for sowme-

or other.
‘“Now then, stop this din!" he said
pleasantly.

The din continuied for some few moments,
1t was a sore point with Starke that the
juniors did not extend to him the respeet
which was bis duoe as a prefect. The juniors
only quieted dowm because they were
ourious to hear yho was golug to * get it
in the neck!™

*\Who wcre the young idiots whoe metd
Mr. Hunter at the station?’' asked 8 arke.

* There ain’t ""f here,” 1 replied oalmliy.
‘“You'd better Iinquire romewhere elee,
8tarke. In the Sixth, perhape.”

Starkc sgowled.

*“ Nono &f your cheek!' he suid sharply.
“1 want to know the namcs of the boys who
played that trick on Mr. Hunter."

* Therc wasn't any trick—'’

* Don't tcll lics 80 me, Wateon!" snapped
8tarke. ‘1 knew thundering well that you
tipped that fly over on purpose. And every
boy who took part In the aflair will do five
hundred lines!”

The Remove gasped.

** Five hundred lines!” roared Handforth
indignantly. ‘' It wuas an accident, Starke!
You don’'t think we Lipped Hunter out on
purpose, suppasc? And, anyhew, we aip't
going to(funke jour fatheaded orders——"'

“They're Mr. Hunter’'s orders,”” sald
Starke cuaslly. ** And i you don’'t do the
lHues there'll be trouble—undcrstand?”

He left the common-room, and there was
an excited buzz at once.
** 8hut up, you fdllgis!” 1 cut in. ‘' This
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thing’s cot. to be sifted out. Tt looks to me
as though Starke has worked this thing him-
seif-—just the sort of thing he would do.
Why, Mr. Hunter to'd us that the aflfair
was an accident, and that evcrything was
quite O.K. He couldn’'t have ordered us to
wriie lines——"’

“Of course not!' declared Handforth
warmly. ] ain't going to do mine, any-
how!'!"”

** Rather not!” ;

*Wwe il let Starke rip!’”

‘ Rats to him!'"

* That's nll very well,” 1 said. * 8tarke’s
a prefect, und he's pot authonrity. He's a
necessary evil, so to s;;erk. We should only
put ourselves in the wronﬁ by ignoring hin.”

“ You thandering ass”’ roared Watson.
* Youn ain't going to do the lines, are you?'

*“*No; bus | think somebody ought to go
to Mr. Hunter,”” 1 repiled firmly. * SQuppnse
we organise a deputation? Three or four
of us will go along to the Housemaster and
ask him all about ft. It'Il be a fine show-
llln for S:arke, and Hunter may even deprive
bim of his prefectship.”

‘**“By Q(eorge! That’'s a splendid idea!’
said De Valerie
] hud struck the right note. Everybody

was convinced that Starke had taken ad-
vantage of the situation to cnforce his
authority, and the prospect of seeing 8.arke
sat vpnn by Mr. Hunter was very attractive.
‘* Well, we don't want t0 hang about.'”” I
sald crisply. *“ A thing lke this must be
done at once, or not at alt. Who'll come
wi.h me to Hunter's studv? Two chaps will
do—just enough to represent the crowd?’’

* I'm with you. Bennett.”” sald De Valerio
eastly.

The others looked rather uncertain.

** Begad! I'll be the other one—-"

** No, not you, Montie,”” 1 cut in. * We're
in the same study, and 1 want the deputa-
tion to represent three different studies,
You’'ll do, Bo'sun!”

‘“8ouse me! I'm yvour man, shipmate!”
said Tom Burton promptly.

* (lood!"”

And the deputution sallied forth from the
com 1 n-room and marched straight towards
the study which had grown familiar to mc as
the guv'nor's private sarctum. Mr. Hunter,
of eourse, was now in poseession.

We tupped upen the door, hut there was
no answer. | tried the bandle, and then
made a grimace.

**Noi here!”” 1 exclalmed.

** Hold o~ "' whispered De Valcrie,
comin’, 1 think}" .

Mr. hnnw. wurned the hend of the passage
as De Valerie spoke, and he gnzed at us
inquiringly over the tons of his glusscs.

**You wish to spcak to me, boys?'’ he
usked beamingly.

** Please, sir,” [ replied.

He opened the door, switched the light
on. and walked into the study. We followed
respectfully hehind. The Houseraster scated
hivrelf in the chair before the desk and
walited.

** Rotten!”’
L X ] He"
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“We wish to ask you about a—a punish-
ment, sir,”” I began. ¢ Starke has given
five hundred lines to all the fellows who met
you at the station.”

‘““ Who is Starkc, may 1 ask?”

‘“ Why. a perfect—-

* Ah, quite 80!" nodded Mr. Hunter.
“ And this is a deputation, 1 presume?”

* Yes, sir.”

“ Exactly—exactly. Pray proceed.”

‘““ Well, the fellows have got an idea that
Starke was acting without your authority,
sir.”” 1 said quietly. *‘ We don’'t believe that
you gave us five hundred lines on account
of the accident. We believe that it was a
trick of Starke’s.”

Mr. Hunter nodded smilingly.

‘“ Pray continue,”’ he said.

* That's all, sir.””

‘“Oh, that is all?”” beamed the House-
master. * As you have told me yourselves,
Starke is prefect. He is in authority, I be-
lieve? I have already interviewed the pre-
fects, and have given certain orders. I wish
to know your names, my boys?”

We gave them.

‘“ Well, De Valerie, Bennett and Burton, I
think it will be necessary for you to write
an additional two hundred and fifty lines,”
said Mr. Hunter mildly. * That is all. You
may go."”

We stared at the Housemaster dazedly.
The Bo'sun and De Valerie walked towards
the door and passed out. But I remained.
Mr. Hunter’'s attitude was more than I could
understand. .

‘““ Does that mean the original imposition
is to stand, sir—for all the fellows who met
you at the station?’’ 1 asked steadily.

‘“] am busy, Bennett,’’ said Mr Hunter,
smiling at me. ‘ You may go."

‘“ But—but I can’t understand it, sir!” I
protested blankly.

“ Really? I am afraid your comprebension
must be somecwhat dull, Bennett,’”’ beamed
Mr. Hunter. ™ L2t me see, the imposition
was five hundred lines, was it not? De
Valerie and Burton are to do an additional
amount. You, my boy, will doubtless bave
time to write one thousand lines—'’

‘“ A—a thousand lines?'* I gasped blankly.

“ You may go, Bennett.”

‘All in a second my blood boiled. I don’t
exactly know why, but the very sight of
the Housemaster lying back in his chair
and eyeing me in such a benevolent fashion
stung me to the point of exasperation.

‘“ You—er—you ain't serious, sir?"’ I asked
bhuskily. .

Mr. Hunter rose from his chair, walked
silently to the door and opened it. There
was no mistaking his meaning. [ felt like
saying a thousand other things, but couldn’t
manage to utter a word.

So I passed out of the study, and the door
closed noiselessly behind me. De Valerie
and the Bo'aun were waiting in the passage.
They regarded me with different expressions.
Burton was looking quite blank, but there

HOUSEMASTER 7
was a curious grin about the corners of D
Valerie’s mouth. .

“Rippin’ sport—what?"* he said coolly.
‘“ Easy-goin’ old stick? One of the very bestt
lE:); George! 1It's rather humcrouns, ain't
I Y1 B J

I found my voice then.

“1t’'s simply amazing!" I panted. * Hung

it all, 1 can’t believe it! He gave us those
lines because we tipped him out of the
carriage. And-—and he told us that it was
an unavoidable accident—— Ye gods and
little codfish!”

Still somewhat dazed I walkcd along the
passage with the other two, and we arrived

at the common-room. A chorus of voices
immediately grected us—for, naturally, 2
certain number of fellows were rather
anxious.

‘“Well, what's the verdict?” sang out
Handforth.

‘“ What the dickens is the matter with
you?" demanded Watson. * What's wrong,
Benny, you ass? Blessed if you don't all
look as though you'd seen a ghost!"”

“Tell ’em, De Valerie,”” I said wcakly.
Cecil De Valerie grinned.

‘““ My dear kids, prepare yourselves for a
double-sized shock,’”” he said coolly. ‘' The
Hunter bird is a fake—a giddy fraud. 1t
only shows that a chap mustn't judoe by
appearances. An’ he's a frightful liar, too!’’

“ What do you mean, you idiot?” roared
Handforth.

“ Our little deputation was a failure—a
ghastly failure, I may say,” replied Do
Valerie. ‘The 3c¢'sun. and ] have been
honoured with fresh attentions, an® "the.
original imposition stands. You've got to do
five hundred lines, an’ we're condemned to
do seven hundred and fifty.”

“I've got a thousand!" I grunted.

A prefeot hail of voices broke out.

‘““ But what for?’’ bawled Handforth, above
the din. * What the dickens have we got
the impot. for?’*

“ Why, for tipping Hunter out of the fly,
of course,’”” I replied furiously. * Of all the
nrtan, contemptible tricks, I reckon this is
about the worst! And he looks such a
genial old bounder, too—the smooth-
tongued Hun! I—I— Oh, rats! There
ain't words in the English languagce strong
enough to express what I feel!”

It was some few minutes beforc the Re-
move thoroughly understood the situation.
And then indignation ran riot, particularly
among those fellows who had received the
enormously unjust punishment.

[t was almost unbelievable. The Remove
seethed with fury. What sort of House-
master was this? Mr. Kenpedy Hunter,
M.A., was not only unique, but his mnethods
were beyond mere human comprekension.

A more genial-mannered man than the new
Housemaster could not be imagmed. And
yet—and yet—— Well, our feelings can’t be
described. ) . ]

[t Mr. Hunter had started in this way,
how would he finish}



CHAPTER 111.
(Iv:t'pper contintes.)
1 SEE SOMETHING AMAZING—AND THEN RECEIVE
AN EXTRA NASTY SHOCK.
CRATCH—scratch!?
That's just to make it clearly
understood that Sir Montie Tregellis-
_ West and 1 were slogging sullenly at
our lines in Study C. I'm not implying that
our pens were rotten—they gdidn’t scratch at
all, as a matter of fact—but that’s the best
way to describe it.

We felt as though we’d like to tear holes
In the impot. paper. If ever any lincs were
trksome, these were.
tain school rules and had deserved an im-
position, 1 should have written the lines
withh great cheeriness.

But I knew well enough that this puaish-

ment was disgracefully unjust. And my
penh as I wrote., seemed to jib at every
word.

It was surprising how popular opinion had
changed in the Remove. Only a short while
before Mr. Hunter had been everything that
was splendid, now he was reviled by one
and all.
~ It was the very appearance of the man
which was so deceptive. De Valerie had beep

Hunter was a fake and a fraud. The new-
comer's smile, as 1 pow Rnew to my cost.
was a sham. His geniality was only on the
surface; his kindly, gentle voice was a lure
lor the unwary. .

If Mr_Hunter had been a harsh, domineer-
Mg " boundér it wouldn’t have been half so
bad. Everybody in the Remove fecit that
thcy bad been swindled. And the utter
caddishness of it! To say nothing at the
time—except that everything was all right,
and then to drop down heavily hke this.

I boiled when 1 thought of it.

‘*Oh, the awful humbug!’ 1 ejaculated,
having completed a page. ‘A thousand
mtten lines! 1 shall pmever get 'em done,
Montie!”

‘* Dear fellow, that's all rot. you know,”
said Tregellis-West, who was as serene as
ever. “° An’ pray don't glare at me o0
aggressively, Benny. Begad! You might
think 1'd given you the borrid lines.”

“*] feel mad with everybody, Montie!” 1|
growled. ‘‘ Why the dickens did the guv’nor
go away? Anrd where’s Tommy? Why
doesn’'t the ass do his lines? And set your
gtasses on straight, for goodness’ sake!’

Sir Montie adjusted hia pince-nez and
grinned.

‘* Begad! You are shockin’ly touchy,
Benny—you are, really!” he said. * But 1
mustn’t grumble - at you, dear old bay.

You've got double the lines that 1 bave—
Oh. here’s 'fommy!”’ .
Watson, in faect, was very much in evi-
dence. He burst into Study C with such
violence that he nearly sent my chair flying
—to say nothing of me. As it was, he
merely jogged mx.elpqg, and caused a blab

If 1 had broken cer.|
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of ink to fly of on to a clcan sheet of
paper.

** You clumsy ass!” [ roared irritably.

“ Rats to that!’ panted Tommy Watson,
his eyes gleaming. ‘‘1 want you chaps right
away—"

** Well, you can't have us,” I spapped.
** What about your lines? \Why the dickens
don’t you come and do them?"

' They'll do later on,” said Watson ex-
citedly. ‘' Look bhere! Chuck those pens
down and listéen to mre. I've just had tho
atraight tip, right from the horse's mouth,
80 to speak, that Bob Christine and lal-
madge are on their way I{) from the village
with a supply of tuck! was thinking of
1 jumped to my feet instantly.

an ambush——"'
“ Good!” T exclaimed, forgetting the lines

and Mr. Hunter in a moment. * Weg owe
Christine and Co. a raid, don’t we? Are you
sure of this. Tommy?*

* Pogitive.”" bhe replied. * Yorke and Clap-
80D caine into the gym. a minute or two ago,
and the silly asses were talking loudly—they
thought the place was empty. And ] heard
‘e saying that Christine and Talmadge
t would be along with the grub in balf an
bour. Tinoed fruit, and that sort of stuff

right on the mark when he said that llr.,

| tunity of filling it.

mostly—"' _
“ Begad! Did they spot you, dear hoy?"
asked Montie anxiously.

‘“You dummy! Po you think 1 should bo
eo fatheaded?”” demanded Wateon. ‘1 over-
neard the information by sheer accident; but
that wasn’t any reason why I should let the
Monks know. dodged behind the cupboard,
and they went out two minutes afterwards.”

“ Good enough!” 1 declared. * We'll lay
in wait for the bounders. No, we sha'n't
want anybody else. It'1) be a surprise
attack, and we shall be away with the
8poils beforo the asses k¥Xmow what's hap-
pened.”’

We sallied out of the study straight away.
As a matter of fuct our ecupboard was
rather bare—and this was a good oppor-
In such times of streas
w8 these it wasn’t pessible to buy the usual
kinds of tuck; but famcy goods, such as
potted fish and timned fruits and biscuits,
were allowable.

Un the face of it, It secmed to be shcer
rabbery to pincb the stuff from Christine and
Co. But there was a keen rivalry between
the juniors of the two Houses at 8t. Frank’s.
Grub-raids were every-day aceurrences, in a
manner of epeaking. S8ometimes we suc-
ceeded in gaining a waul, end occasionally
Christine and Co. returned the compliment.
Upon the whole, it worked out fairly -evenly
in the long run. And this state of aflairs
certainly added to thc excitement of lifc.

H Ounly a day or two hefore Bir Mobntie and

Tommy and 1 had been completely dished
by tbe Monks on our way up from the vil-
lage witbh a decent load of gnod things. We
were therefore very keen to exact a reprisal.

Reaching the Triangle, we found every-

-

thing dark apd still. The sky was slightly
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clouded and <here was no moon. The
shaded light above the big gateway cast
quite a brilliant patch upon the ground. 1t
wasn’'t likely that the two laden Monks
would enter by the orthodox means; it was
far more probable that they would scale the
wall at the point where it was low, in the
darkness.

To be on the safe side, however, I sta-
tioned Tommy and Montie at this spot, and
crouched behind a buttress of the wall near
the gateway itsclf. In the event of Chris-
tine and Talmadge entering that way, 1
could spring on them, and keep them busy
until my chums arrived. The same thing
applied the other way, of course.

We waited, and [ was rather glad that
the Triangle remained deserted. As a rule,
one or two Mooks wege generally hanging
about on an occasion of this sort—in case
of cventualities. But they probably assumed
that we were so busy with our precioua
Houscmaster that we badn't time to think
of House raids.

Five minutes passed, and then a gentle
footstep sounded upon the gravel. It came
from the dircction of the side door in the
Ancient House. And a moment or two later
Mr. Hunter hove in sight.

1 glared at him flercely, and felt like
eaying a few things. He paused just befourc
reaching the gateway, and took a quick
lance round. It waa very gloomy In the
Triangle, but my eyes had become accus-
tomed to the darkncas by thia time; further-
more, my sight is particularly acute. The
guv'nor has often remarked upon my
astonishingly clear vision. It's training, 1
suppose.

Anyhaw, 1 could see Mr. Hunter with a
fair amount of distinctness. He was dressed
in a long black overcoat and a wide-brimmed
hat—totally different attire from that n
which he had arrived.

And, as I watched, 1 caught my breath In.
To my utter amazement. this astounding
Housemaster took something dark from his
pocket, and I saw him adjust it round his
chin! To bc quite exact, he had donned a
falsc beard!

‘“ Great Scott!'" 1 murmured blankly.

I couldn’'t quite believe my eyes. Why, In
ghe name of all that was astonishing. had
Mr. Hunter performed this action? What
possible rcason could he have for denning a
diaguise?

He pulled his hat over his eyes, nnd passed
briskly out of the gates. And [ scarcely
kncw what to think. The man was providlmf
80 many surprises, with such rapidity, that
couldn’t quite keep pace with him.

One thought filled my brain, however. 1
determined, on the instant, to follow Mr.
Hunter. 1t wouldn't be spying, for there was
a very exccllent reason for my action. To
tell the truth, my natural detective inatincts
were aroused.

I vaguely began to suspect that all was
not as it should with Mr. Kennedy
Huater. No respectable Housemaster could

posaibly have a good reason for stealing out
of tho school grounds wearing a disguise.

Almost before 1 knew it | was shadowing
him. The projected raid upon Christine and
Co. was forgotten. In my keenness [ even
overlooked the [fact that S8ir Montie and
Toramy were cronching a little further along
the wall. My whole attention was given to
the new Housemaster.

He had not turned In the direction of the
village, but was making his way up the road
towards Bannington Moor. This bieak stretch
of open land lay a comparatively short dis-
tance away.

Very soon, however, Mr. Hunter turned
from the road, and took the foontpath which
skirted Bellton Wnod. Now, this waa surpris
ing enough in itself to give me much foud
for thought. Some (ellows wouldn't have
noticed anything strange, perhaps but 1 did.

Mr. Hunter was a total stranger to the dis-
trict, to the best of my belief- and yet he
had turned into this footpath unerringly, in
sglte of the deep gloom. It was quite
obvious, In fact, that Mr. Hunter was by no
means a complete stranger.

This struck me as bheing significant. [
don’t know why, and [ couldn't even satisfy
myself as to the cause of Iy auapicions,
but I was quite convinced that something
was radically wrong.

Mr. Hunter walked on with rapid strides.
He dld not glance back once. He was quite
satistied that he was alone; but at the samao
time [ think I can say that my own move-
ments were so silent that [ gave him no
indication of my close attention.

A stile was negotiated by my quarrz just
at the poiot where the wood hore sharpiy
round to the right. And ther | heard Mr.
Hunter's footfalls cease, und voicea were
audible. I came to a standstill, and listened.

*...trifle late, but it couldn’'t be
helped,”” Mr. Hunter was saying. ‘' Eh? . ..
Yes, of course; . .. will go at once."”

[ couldn’'t catch all that was said, but [
beard the two men walk onwards. ‘The
sound of theie footfalls grew fainter, and 1
hastened to the stile. [ fancied, once, that
a faint sound came from the rear, but a
g'l'glil'lce round revealed nothing, and all was
still.

1 was keen as mustard now. Reaching the
stile, 1 could fanintly see the figwures »f Mr.
Hunter and his companion walking towards
the rocky gully which led down upon the
moor. 1 followed with great care, crouch-
ing low as 1 walked.

It was only by straining my eyeas that 1
kept the pair in sight. [ guickened my pace,
and shortened the distance which divided me
from the others. Once | stumbled, and |
was forced to take my gasze from the
quarry. And when 1 looked again there was
utterly no sign of human beings.

In that momems, so it seemed, Mr. Hunter
and his companion had vanished. Of course
they had passed beyond a boulder or some-
thing. But I had lost them. and I hastened
forward rather anxiously.
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And then. distinctly, I heard a sound from
buehind. . .

1 twisted round, and just caught a vision
of a dark form quite near by. Just for a
moment my hceart almost stopped beating.
1 wasn’'t frightcued, but the¢ shock was a
nasty one.

'The form had crept up with a silence
which was well-nigh uncanny. And n«lv, as
1 attempted to turn completely, my arms
were gripped as in a vice. 1 was flung down,
flat upon my facc—heliNess!

W [Pr—

CHAPTER 1V.
(Nipper continues.)
WAS IT THR GUV'NOR ?—THE JAMAZING MR.
HUNTER THOROUGHLY ENJOYS HIMSBLF.
STRUGGLED desperately.
But I might as well have tried to
fight against a dozen. 1 was held down
50 securcly that all my cfforts were
futile. The grip was &till upon my arms,
and a hard knee was prcssced into the small
ol my back

1 had recovered from the momentary
shock. Therc was nothing uncanny about
this assailant. He was real flesh and blood—
and wiry muscle! Yet, although 1 was held
so sfecurcly, my captor was not hurting me
tp the least.

* Let me go!” 1 panted furiously. * Who
the dickens are you? What's tlre ideca of
this? Let me go!”

A becery kind of chuckle sounded.

‘** None o' your larks, you young warmint!"
exclaimed a coarse, uneducated voice.
** Thought you was all on your little own,
didn't you? Stop that strugglin’, you ijit!
You won’t git away—unot if you twist from
now till next Friday!’

““ What’s the came?'" 1 asked amazediy.

‘It ain't for the likes o’ you to ask mno
questions,’”’ said the volce above me. * An’
it aln’t no use askin’, ‘cos 1 don’t choose to
Aanswer. See, matcy? Thought you was
follerin’ them gents nicely, didn't you? Well,
they’ve gorn now—gorn where you wobn’t
find ‘em!”

‘“ You—you ruffian!” 1 snorted furiously.

But I was more angecred at the thought
of losing Mr. Hunter than anything else. For
the life of me I couldn’t be furious with this
strange, rough-talking individual. His voice
was singularly pleasant, somehow. He spoke
in a bantering kind of way, and I pictured
the fellow as being a jovial, Tikeable sort.

The whole position was extraordinary. Not
for one sccond had 1 caught a glimpse of
my captor. And, although 1 tried again
and again, he wouldn’'t allow me to look
round.

“ Dash it all, let mec get up!” 1 sald
pantingly. * You've got me, and I know it.
There's no sense in  kKeeping thia farce
.“ | 3 )

**That's a nice sorft tongue o’ Yyourn,
kiddie.”” eaid the voice. *‘ But it ain’'t goin’

I
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you just a fricndly word o' warnin”. This
bq::]ngss ain’t for the likes o’ you to interfere
with.”’

** Which business?”’

*You ain't dense!’” said the man.
know wot I means. Lt's a man’s game—not a
bloomin® boy's. Yon've got to undcrstand
that fair an’ square, iny young shaver. Don't
interfere in wot don’t concern yer—Master
Nipper!”

1 gave a loud gasp.

‘* Surprised yer—eh?’’ came a mockirg kind
of whispery, ** Don't interfere—Master Nipper.
That’s plain enocugh, ain't it?"” '

Quite suddenly 1 was picked up bhodily.
Richt ahead there was a steep, grassy slope.
The ncxt moment 1 was sent rollineg down-
wirds giddily. 1 wasn’t hurt in the slightest,
but it was some few moments before 1 could
caln my feet. And then, when 1 gazed
d zedly about me. 1 saw that I was utterly
and absolutely alone.

My queer assailant hsad vanished!

I ran round like a lost sheep for scveral
minutes, and then came to a breathless
standstill. To tell the truth, my thougits
wanted sorting out badly. It takes a good
bit t¢ bewilder me, but I was simply fuddled
up now.

Nipper!

The man bad called me by my own name!
That in itsclf was quite sufficient to set my
brain reeling. 1 pinched myse!f until 1
gasped. . 1 wasn't. dreaming. The whole
~{fair, in spite of its astounding unreality,
was real enough. And 1 was more startled
than 1 can eay.

One fact struck me with much force. The
Voice—l1 can’t call him a man, because 1
never actually saw him—the Voice was
friendly. He wasn't an enemy—-1 could
swear to that. Although the had had me
completely at hls mercy, he badn’t so much
as caused me a second’s pain. H¢ had =imply
prevented me from following Mr. Hunter
and the other man—and that, of course, was
the sole object of his attack.

He bad, indeed, told me 85 in so many
words. I wasn't to Interfcre—it was a
man’'s game and not a boy’'s. Who could
the fellow be? Who—

** Great 8cotland Yard!"” 1 gasped aloud.

A thought had occurred to me which lcft
me almost faint. The guv'nor! Had the
Voiece been Nelson Lec? 1 badn’t seen him
at all—and he had called me Nipper! So
far as 1 knew, there wusn’t apybodv who
knew my real identity except the guv'nor
and my own friends.

The speech of the stranger had been coarse
and uncouth; but | knew f{rom former cx-
perience that Nelson Leec was a past-master
in the art of disguising his voice. It was
the casiest matter in the world for hiin to
speak in a totally changed voice, and ip a
bewildering varicety of ditferent ways.

But Nelson Lec¢ had gone away on Secret
Service work! If that was the. case, why was
he here?

Was it possible? - 1 attempted to reason
things out, but couldn’t eatisfy myself in

‘““You

to work no tricks Qn‘n'[g. AR’ let me givel'the slightest degree. "In fact, 1 gave the
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whole thing up in despalr. It was too much
for me. I was practically at a standstill so
far as my tooughts were coucerned.

And so I wended my way back along thc
footpath to St. Frank's, 1 wanted to un:
burden myseclf to Sir Montie and Tommy—to
gain the benefit of their opinions. During
my walk I did not meet a soul. 1 went very
slowly, thinking deeply, and 1 dare say 1
paus%d once or twice, almost without know-
ing it.

At all events, when I arrived at the gates
I found them locked, I had wandered from
the footpath soon after starting along it.
This will give an indication of my fuddled
thoughts. As an excuse for such conduct,
however, I must explain that the darkness
was intensc, and, having left the footpath, 1
didn’t trouble to find it again. [It's rather
necessary to explain this, because I have
every reason to believe that Mr. Hunter
cal}rlf back along the footpath during my
walk.

Events seemed to point to this, anyhorr,
for as 1 was creeping over the wall I heard a
slight sound from behind me. And then a
soft, gentle voice made itself heard—a voioe
which was hateful, in spite of its silkiness.

‘““* Who is that?” came the inquiry.

I nearly fell oft the top of the wall; but
then my wits returned, and I decided to
slip down without a sound. Hunter couldn’t
have recognised me.in the darkness. But my
little game was spoilt, for a bony grip sud-

denly closed over the ankle which was still }

banging over the road side ofethe wall.

‘“ There is no necessity for hurry, surely?”
said Mr. Hunter smoothly. *' Boys will be
boys, I suppose. Ah, it is Bennett, 1 see!”

The Housemaster had struck an automatic
lighter with his other hand, -and the tiny
flame revealed my features. :

“* Just getting in, gir,”’ 1 said easily. ** The
gates were locked, and I didn't want to
rouse out old Warren.”

* Quite so—quite so!’’ smiled Mr. Hunter.
*“ The gates wcre locked half an hour earlier,
by my orders—as they always will be in
future.’”’

I nearly said something disrespectful. The
meanness of it! To cause the gates to be
locked earlier than usual without giving the
chaps a warning! Of course dozens of chaps
would arrive late, and would doubtless
receive punishment. Mr. Hunter was. cer-
tainly a masterpiece in the art of petty
meanness. ,

“1 thought I wasn't late, sir,”” I said,
speaking civilly with difliculty. ‘“*1 shail
know another time, sir.”

‘““Of course you will, Bennett,”” came the
gentle remark. ¢ There, there—you may as
well get indoors, lad. But I really must
deliver a mild reprimand for this habit of
climbing ‘over the wall. You will remember,
Bennett, won't you?”

“ Ain't you going to give me lines, sir?"” 1
asked bitterly. ‘1I've got plenty to go on
with, but——"'

Mr. Hunter laughed softly. _ N

% No, my lad, 1 shall not give you lines,
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he exclaimed with a joyful chuckle. * (et

indoors as quickly as you can, you young
rascal!”

I found myself wavering as I slid down tho
other side of the wall, and hopped ncross
the IJIriangle. Was Mr. Hunter such a
rotter after all? He bhad spoken to me with
the kindliest good-nature. And I had to
admit that it was decent of him to let me
off without any punishment—for climmbing
over the school wall was a serious minor
offence.

But then I remembered the snaky, crawly
way in which the Housemaster had crept up.
He couldn’t have had much of an interview
with the other man, and [ again found
myself wondering what the dickens it could
all mean.

The Ancient House was quiet. The burst
ot indignatilon had sobsided somewhat--
probably because so many fellows were busy
at lines. So far, the fag Forms and the
seniors hadn’t been atlected by Mr. Hunter's
methods. He seemed to be reserving all his
spite for the Remove. But then, of course,
hs hado’t had a chance yet.

I strode into Study O slowly and thought
fully. Vaguely 1 heard two indignant cxcla-
mations, and then earthquakes seemed to
happen. [ was grabbed, shaken, and dumped
down with terrific force into the armchair.
Then [ awoke to the realisation that- Sir
Montie and Tommy had fallen upon me.

‘““ You asses!” [ gasped. ‘ What's the
silly game?’’

‘ Begad! It's surprisin’, Beony,” eaid
Sir Montie, in a pained voice. ‘1 wouldn’t
have believed it of you—I wouldn't, really!'”

‘* Wouldn't bave believed what, you fat.
headed dummy?’ I roared. _

‘““ Leavin' pals in the lurch—after makin’
arrangements,’”’ said Sir Montie sadly.

“ Great guns!” I gasped, sitting up sud
denly. .

1 stared at my chums in consternaticn.
Then I saw that they were both looking
decidedly the worse tor wear. Tommy Wat:
son was the ungrateful possessor of a left
»ye which was gradually turning b'ue-black.
His right ear was extremely red and putled
up. Tregellis-West's elegant nose showed
obvious signs of having been violently
punched very recently. ] ]

“Yes, you can stare!” said Watson
fiercely. *‘ Look at us! Ain’t you ashamed
of yourself? A tine sort of leader you are,
ain't you?' .

‘ Did—did you collar the grub?” 1 asked
faintly. o

Tommy attempted to speak, but indigna-
tion choked him. Sir Montic shook bhis head
with great solemnity.

“Did we collar the grub, pcr'\'ny he
repeated. ** Begad, do we look it? e
““ Well, as a matter of fact, you don’t:
Tommy Watson thrust his fist within an

inch of my nose.

“1've never had a fght with you vet,
Benny, but if you ain't careful tl.l‘(-rc Il De
slaughter done in a minute or two!” he sand
violently. ] dare say [ should gut

nre
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whacked, but I'd have the pleasure of
purciing your face sideways, anyhow! You
—~-you traitor! You descrter!”

1 stood wup, with decp coneéra.

““1'm awfully sorry. you chzps,” 1 said.
*1 suppose things went wrong?™

“My only twopper!” roarcd Watson.
**What the dickens did you cxpect? W
coll'red Christine and Talmadg: beautifully.
and kept them busy for you tv arrive. We
waited—waited like a general for reinforce:
nmcnts which never arrived. £nd we wenc
under.””

“ But you were equally matcried——""

*“ Rot! Clapson and Yorke came up, and
we were knocked flying,”” shouted Watsaon,
“1f only you'd been there we could have
done the trick casily. We've lost the grub
and we're sare all over—all oecause Yyou
deserted as. What have you got to say fo.
yourself. you—you Bolshevik!”

'*Begad! Draw it mild, Tcmmy!’ mur-
murcd Sir Mantie. * That's a frightful thing
to call him, you know. Prussians are bau
enough. but——""

1 grinned

“] deserve 11, 1 said calmly. °° After
all, the Bolsheviks deserted, didn’t they:
The fact is, my dear chaps, 1 forgot ali
about the raid.”

Trogellis-West and Watson stared at me
dumbly.

“ You—you torgot it?”’ brecathed Watson
at last, in a faint voice.

“You see—"

‘“* No. 1 don’t see!” roared Tommy, In ¢
sudden outburst. ‘* You forgot! Oh, crumbs!
And you were waiting there agatnst the wall,
a dozen yards away from us! You forgot'

He repeated the words dazedly, as though
they were pust belief.

‘““ When you've hecard what [I've
say, you'll understand,”” 1 declared.
minutes after we’d taken up our stand
Hunter appeared. 1 watched him with in-
terest, and 1 was nearly knoeked over when
1 saw him sbuve on a false beard. After
that he went outside, and 1 followed him—
that's why 1 wasn't on hand. In the
excitement 1 completely forgot you ehaps.™

My chume regarded me pityingly.

‘1 suppose you think that’ll wash?” asked
Watson, with biting sarcasm.

*“1t’s the truth, anyhow!’”

“ Tommy. old boy, there’s only one thing
to account for it,”’ said Sir Montie. ‘It
sad, but we mustn't be hard on him. The
dear fellow must have fallen aslecep while
he was waitin'. An’' he’'s been dreamin’ ever
since. What a pity we didn't look behind
that buttress ap’ wake him up!”

‘“ls that right?” de¢emanded Watson hotly.
* Were you aslcep?”’

1 snorted. -

“1'm telling you what happened, and all
you can do i3 to ridicule it!"" I said tartly.
“ Blow you! I'm blessed if ') tell you
any more."”’

Withib a minute, however, 1 was relating

golr w
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sions of dishelief in thelr eyes, although they
did their utmost to credit my statements,

“1t's surprisin’—in  faet, it's amazin’,
hegad !’ said Sir Montie, wbhen 1 had finished.
“I've had some dreams myself, Beuny, but
I pnever hope to equal this one. House-
mmasters with f Isc beards—meetin’s with
etrangers—unkrown voices—collarin®  you
from behimd—-"'

“It wasn't a dream!" I roared.

** Well, it sounas like one—that’s all I can
say,” snapped Watsoin.

It took me ten solid minutes to convince
my incredulous chums that the whole aif:ir
had actually bappened. . And  then, of
course, they were hugely concerned. We dis-
cussed the matter for some little time, and
came to the conclusion, finally, that talk-
ing wouldn't be any good. The best policy
was to wait, and be on the look-out for
further cvents.

**Oh, and there’s something else!™ I ex-
ciaimed. * Hunter couldn’'t have stayed long
with his pdl, because he caught me beauti-
fully as 1 was slipping over the wall. Obh,
be was as mild as milk. Butter wouldn’t
have melted in his mouth. But I've got an
idea that there’s trouble to follow!”

** Didn’t he give you lines?”’

“ No. He said he wasn’t going to.”
*0Oh, wel then, Iit’s alil right,” said
Tommy Watson. **The rotter reckoned

you'd got enough [imes as it is, 1 suppose.
But 1 didn’t think it was locking-up time

‘yet-”
" There’s gomg to be a fresh hubbub
hefore long,”” 1 remarked. ‘““ Hunter has

given orders for the gites to be closed halt
ap bour carlier—goodness knows what for!
He'll tud himself in a mess if he isn't care-
(17] -

Montie and Tommy were every bit as
puzzled as myself regarding the identity of
the man who had captured me; but we all
nad a keen idea that he bad been Nelson
Lee. The whole thing was a complete mys-
tery.

My cnhums forgave me tor deserting them.
And belore long we settled ourselves down
to writing lines—1 still had about seven
hundred of mine to polish ofl. But before
we had fairly got started—prep. being cast
aside—-there came a tap at the door, and
Tubbs appeared.

Tubbs was the Ancient House page-boy.
He was usually one of the cheeriest of
mortals. with a smile that wouldn’t come off.
Just at present, bowever, there was an ex-
pression of preternatural gloom upon hia
highly coloured features.

" Well, 'T'ubby, what’'s wrong?” 1 asked,
locoking up. ' -

“ If you please,
wanted.”

“Oh! Who by?"

“*Mr. "Unter told me to fetch you, sir.”

1 gazed from Tubbs to my chums with a
fixed expression.

** More trouble!"” 1 grunted.
dickens can it be this time?

Master Bennett, you're

** What the
Surely he isn't

to my wondering chums all that had taken ] going to jaw me for climbing over the wall?
place. 1 eouldn’t hejp noticing the expres-” The matter was finished with at the time.”



S8undry shrieks and screams arose from the servants’ hall. The awful
apparition which had suddenly appeared caused terror among the female
members of the staff.—(vue ~ag- <71 )
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“ Better rin along and see, dcar old boy,” yIn the discussion of Tubbs’ affairs.

ndvised Tregellis-West.

“1 will,”” 1 replied. “ And what's the
nmatter with you, Tubby? It's the influence
of the genfal Mr. Hunter, I suppose? 1
haven't seen you looking so miserable for
weceks. Have you got a dozen extra pair of
boots to clean in the morning?”

*“1 wish I ‘ad, Master Dcnnett,”
Tubba gloomily. ‘“‘1've got to go!”

“Go! Qo where?”

**Why, I've got the sack!'™

We all regarded Tubbs with concern. He
was a very minor member of the Ancient
House personnel; but, for all that, Tubbs
was liked generally. le was always oblig-
ing, and kept his temper under the most
trying conditions. The College House page-
boy was a regular little beast—according to
Christine and Co.—and weo prided ourselves
upon having the genuine article.

‘*Rot!"" I eaid sharply. * You've got hold
of it wrong, Tubby. Hunter couldn't have
. sacked you—on the very day of his arrival.
It ain't scnse!”

**1 dunno about sense, Master Bennett, but
it's true enough,” said Tubbs mournfully.
*“An’ 1 alwanys do the best 1 can, too. Mr.
Alvington was a real gent, ‘e was. Told
mo 1 did my work wecll, an’ raised my wages.
An’' now Mr. ‘'Unter has told me to go—
straight away. too.”

*“ What, without notice?”
warmly.

“'E give me a full month's pay, an’ dls-

sald

asked Watson

missed me,”” said Tubbs almost tearfully.
*1t’'s cruel ‘ard Inck, that's what it is.
I've got to go to-morrow, young gents. An’

my pa and ma live right up at Waltham-

stow!"
‘““The. giddy Hun'!" I cxclaimed. ** Hard
But don't you worry your-

llnes, Tubby!

self, old son. It'll only be a holiday. As
soon as Mr. Alvington comes back you'll be
reinstated.*’

‘*“Oh, Master Bennett, do you think so?”
sald Tubhs ecagerly.

“1I'll tell Old Alvy as soon as he returns.
You can take it from me, Tubbs, that your
job’s as safe as houses. And I shouldn’t
advise you to go, either.”

“Rut I've got to, Master Bennett.”

‘“(Can’'t you stay in the village?'’

*Oh! I see what you mean, sir,”” went on
the page-boy. ‘““ My huncle lives in the
viilage, an' I can stay with him—if you

think I shall be able to get my job back

acain. But I shall have to be lookin’ arter
a new place—"'

“ Rot! You stay with your uncie, and
leavo the rest to wus,” 1 said genially.
. "Tl&a:nk goodness, Hunter ain't here for
good!"

Tubbs was so grateful that he kept me
Ilstering for two full minutes while he
thauked me. The gloom had vanished from
bis face, and he wcnt away cheerful. It
was rather queer why he should take so
much notice of a mere Removite; but he
kncw that I was very * pally” with Mr.
Alvington.

1 bhad nearly forgetten.Mr. Hunter’s order
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But now
1 walked wriskly to the Housemaster’s study.
Mr. Hanter was sitting at his desk, and he
smiled pleasantly rs 1 entered.

‘* Ah, Bennett, 1 want you for a minute
or two,”” he said sofuly. *‘Come over here,
my boy.”

He rose from his chair and picked up a
businesslike-looking cane.

I compressed my lips and regarded him
squarely.

‘ Are you going to cane me, sir?’’ I asked
quietly. .

‘““ Yes, Bennett, I must inform you, with
sincere regret, that I find it nccessary to in-
flict four strokes,’”” said Mr. Hunter, with
the most engaging smlie. ‘ You will please
hold out your hand.”

I kept my hands by my side.

“Can’t I know why I'm being caned, sir?"
I asked, inwardly fuming. '

Mr. Hunter smilingly shook his head.

‘“ Juniors must not ask those questions,
Bennett,”” was his silky reply. * Four
strokes, I said, didn’t I? Really, I am
afraid that I shall have to increase the
punishment to six. Now, my boy!"”’

I was nearly on the point of bursting out
with righteous indignation. But 1 pulled
myself up in time. What was the good of
creating a scene? What should I gain by 1t?
Merely more punishment! Mr. Hunter was
in sole command of the Ancient House, and
there was no appeal. It wculd have been
sheer idiocy to defy him alone. But I was
storing all these little things up!

I held out my hand steadily.

Swish !

The six cuts were delivered in rapid suc-
cession. I was pained and surprised. Mr.
Hunter looked an extremely fragile man;
but I now found, to my cost, that he could
‘““lay it on ' with amazing force. In reality
he was as strong as a horse. In cvery way
the new Housemaster was a fraud—he locked
exactly what he wasn’t!

‘““That will do, Bennett!"’ he said, panting
slightly. * You may go.”

I went—nearly dotty with fury. Four
cuts because I had merely climbed over the
wall—at least, I guessed as much—and two
additional cuts because I had dared to ask a
question!

Mr. Hunter, in spite of his gentle voice aad
manners, was a Prussian. But he was worse
than a Prussian, because he pretended to be
a Kindly gentleman. My hands were tingling
with agony when | returned to Study C, and
1 was npearly foaming at the mouth with
rage.

This was the first * whopping ** I had had
at St. Frank’s. Not that I minded a little
pain. 1t was the gross injustice of the
thing which made me frantic. The amazing
brutality of Mr. Hunter was almost past
belief.

His chief characteristic, apparently, was
to administer punishment without giving any
reason for so doing. 1f Mr. Crowell caned a
chap, he told the chap why. But Mr. Hunter
smilecd and becamed—and acted the RHun.

It was only his first evening at St. Frank’s,
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and alrcady he had arouzed the Rcniove to

a pitch of indignation which hadn’t heen

witnessed within the old walls for years.
What would hia ncxt move be?

CHAPTER V.
THE ARRIVAL OF BATES—HANDFORTH AND CO.
ARE DRASTIC—NEARLY THE LIMIT.
IPPER, as he has shown “in his own
narrative, was jusﬂg angered by the
extraordinarily barsh methods of the

‘ new Housemaster, Mr. Kendedy
Hunter, M.A. The whole Remove, In [fact,
was in a state of nervous tension.

The other Forms badn’t been affected very
much by the newcomer. This wus merely
bec .use Mr. Hunter hadn’t had a chance to
put his pecualiar ways into practice. The
a@lteration of the locking-un hour, certainly,
bad caused general dissatisfactiop in the
Ancient House—but it was, after all, a
minor matter. |

The disinissal of Tubbs, the cheery page-
boy, was generally regarded as ° rotten.”
Tubbs was well liked, and the fellows bad
grown uscd to him and his ways. And why
had Mr. Hunter sacked Tubbs? What was
the reason for such an act?

The Ancient House was soon to learn.

The next morning, before lessons, a goaod
many juniors were sunhing themselves in the
Triangle. It was a glorious morning, and
tessons teemed almost a sin. 1t was essen-
tially a day for cricket, cr rowing on the
river. Lessons were umavoid'ble, bowever,
and the jupiors had to content themnsclves
with a short spell ip the sunghine before-
hand

Three Removites were lounging by the
gates. Two were listening, and the oather
was talking. Wiih tbig particular trio this
state of atfairs generally existed; and it is
perhaps unneccssary to add that the juniors
were Handforth, Church, and McClure,

**It’'s po good talking.” suid Handlorth
firmly. *‘ Something's got to be done!”

*“If it’s go good talking. why do you do
such a lot of it?"”" demanded Church.

“1 don’t want any of your rot, Church,”
gaid Handforth, leanig against the imposing
gate-post. ‘* Something’'s got to be done,
say—and it's Benpett’'s place to get busy.
Hunter's a rotter, and Bennett, as Form-
skipper, ought to shove him in his pluce!”

‘“You ass!"” roared McClure. * How do
you suppose Bennett’s gaiug to ib agutnst
the Housemastert'”

*It's not for us to puzzie¢ over Lhat,” said
Handforth ainly. “* That's Bennett's joh.
What's the good of being a leader if he can't
Jead? 1 reckop— Halflo! Who's this
lanky-looking merchapt?”

_The merchant in question was a tall, loose-
limbed young fellow of about seventeen. He
had just appeared round the bend, and he
was striding alonyg briskiy in the dust of the
lane. His attire was smart; but it was that
type of smartuess which generally charsac-
terizes a butcher's assistant in his Sunday

1
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best. The stranger’s suit was wcil-eut, but
aggressive in Lhe brizht colour of the bluc
muterial; his boota were brown, and a
check cap reposed upon the ride of his head.

Handferth and Co. #£yed him interestedly.
Strangers were not common in Bedlton. This
flazhy specimen paused as he feaehed the
sciwol gates, and nodded foemtliarly to the
three Removitea. His face vas very red,
and his cyes were of the ' piguy " vari ty.
Altogether, be didn't secm to be a favuir-
able person.

“*This ’ere place 8t. Frank's, kid7’ he
asked, looking at Handferth.

Edwird Oswald nearly feil down.

“ Who are you calling °*kid’?” he eaid

warmly.

**8orry! Didn't kpow you was a daok,”
grinned the other. ** Besides, I know this
is St. Frank’s. Ain't a bad-lookin’ place,
peitber. 1 reckon 1 sball g1t on all right
ere. Mr. 'Unter’s ’'cre, ain't he?”

Handfortb and Co. stared.

“ What's the siliy gamc?’ demanrded
Church. ** You’'re not coming in here, 1 can
tell you!”

*OUb, ain’t 177 said the newcomer. * I'm
Bates, 1 am—Jim Bates. This ‘ere show is
going to be my little ‘appy 'ame for the
fature—""

“ You're—you'rc a pew fellow?” gasped
Handforth, holding on to the gate-post for

suppoart. ** Oh, my only Sunday tile! Which
—which Hcuse?” :

** Ancient 'Quse, mace.”

** Mate!”" eraid Handforth faintly. ' Mind
what youn're calling wme, you low bounder!

Haold me up, McClure, for goodoess’ sake!
He—be's coming into the. Ancient House!
What's the schoo) coming to?”

“ Which Form are you booked for?" de-
manded Church huskily.
“Form?'' repeated DBates. **Why, no

Porm at all, silly. I'tn tne pnew page!”

Handforth and Co. jumped, and a wave of
relief passed over then.

**The new page!” roared Hand/orth, re-
covering himself rapidly. * You-you checky
idiot! 1—1 thought—— Look here, Dauates
or Figs, or whutever yaur fathcaded pame
is, page-boys ain’t suppoged to talk fami-
liarly with the chaps. You've got to call us
*sir.” ‘Tain't likely we're going to stand
any rot})”

“* That so, shaver?’ sald Bates coailly.

Handforth giared, and commenced to roll
up his sleeves. Handforth wasu't a snoh by
any meapg. Under no circumstances wouldl
he have told Tubbs to call him *“sir.”” But
with this bulking youth it was Juferent.
Bates was 8o aggrcesively familiar that it
was necesgary to put him in his place.

'* You're the page-boy, you say?”
claimed Handiorth darkly.

‘“ That's so, matey.”

** Well, you'd bhetter be careful—tbat’'s all
}] ecan say,”” roared Haudforth, his voice
rising until it reseinbled a megaphone.

Bates grinned.

‘““1f that’s all you cam say, 1 3’pose you're
done, then?” he asked.

“I don’t want any ci your rotten cheek!”

€X-
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bawicd Handlorth. ** For two plas 1'll shovo
you In your place! Nice thing, I must say!
4 page boy calling me matey!™

* Oh, dry up, Handy!"" muttered MecClure.
“ He's new to it, 1 expect. He doesn’t know

the roles yet. r. Hunter will show him the
h' '..n
ates nodded.
‘) desaay you're right,” be agreed. °* Bat

it won't take mo long to learn things, young
shavers. Btrikes me you're a bit big for your
boota, ain‘t you? hy, you're only junior
kids. arter all! Clear off, you young himpe
—1 doan’t like r faces!”

Church and McClare, who had been In-
elined ¢o C(olerance, now became as highl
laccensed as the somewhat exeitable Hand-
forth. The juniors posswased no false dignity
—hut this was altogether too much!

For a mere pag y to address scholars In
suich 8 fashion was beyond the limit of
sndurance In spite of McClure's broad hint,
which had been given with entire good-
pature, Bates had deliherntely called the trio
"munq shavers,”” ‘“ kids,”” and * young
himps *° ln succession! Morecover, he had
ollcred a direct and palpable insult.

It wasn't likely that Handforth and Co.
sould stand it. ,

*“ By Georgo!'’ gasped Handlorth. °* You
don’t like onr facea, eh? By George! Collar

bim, you chaps! He needs a lesson—and
be’ll get (L, too!”
* Rather!”® roared McClure furioualy.

® Call the chaps!’

“Rot! We¢ can handle the I[diot our-
selves!”’ declared Handforth, who never
eonnted odds.  *° All hands to the pump!”

Bates backed away, quite startled.

** Now then, young gents,” he sald hastily,
with a change of tope, *“you wouldn't
;grlr—: Hil Whoal Whatter you up

It was quite obvious what Handforth and
Co. were up to. The three junlors were
strong. Handforth, as a matter of fact, was
qQuite as large as many 8ixth-Formers. He
and his two chume grahbed the new page-boy
with determination. HBates went over like A
ninepin, and he hit the ground with more
force than comfort.

“Hush bim to the fountalf!" panted
Handlorth grimiy.

My hat! That's the idea!"

The other juniors, lounging about the
Triangle in odd numbers, were provided with
tio anusual spectacle of Handforth and Co.
{rog-marching an entire stranger Into the
precincts of  the school. A considerable
awount of nolee accompanied the procedure,
and thero was an immodiate rush of fellows.

Nipper and 8ir Montie Tregellis-West and
Tommy Watson were aimost the firat on the
u:ent;'. The Bo'sun and many others crowded
gounaq.

*“Ureat 8cntt!"” shouted Kipper. * What
the dickens are you up to, Handy?”

* Shurrup !’ gasped landlorth. °* Lend a
band with this chceeky cad!”’

Nipper and Co. did not Interfere. Not
that they were afraid to do wo, but Hand-
(orth was well knnnl. Qllo was liahle tn
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make ghastly mistakes at times. Several
other juniors of a more excitable tempera-
ment, however, lent their aid.

Batcs yelled desperately, hut it was use-
less. Handforth was very determined, and
A few seconds later the party arrived at the
{ountain.

* Now!’" roarcd Haadforth.
three!’’

Bates soared through the alr, kicking and
Lflling. Then, since gravity would not allow

m to apar far, he descended iInto the
fountain pool with a mfighty splash. For a
second he disappeared completely, and then
floundered to the surface.

* Ha, bha, ha!”

Bates staggered out of the pool, his little
eyes glittering with hatred. He shook his
fist at Handforth violently.

“1'll make you sit up for this, you young
‘ound!”’ he shouted. °'1'll make you pay' A
set of ugly young monkeys—that's what you
are! A crowd of gutter-brats with swelled
‘eads—the whole lot of you!"

Bates Jumbered off acroas the Triangle,
leaving a wet trail behind him. All the
janlors were angry now: thelr grins had
vanished. To say the least, it was not
pleasant to be characterised as gutter-brats
with swelled heads.

* One—two—

‘“Who the dickens Ila the chap?” de-
manded Nipper warmly.
Handforth brushed himselt down with

great calmness.

“1 ain’t a chap to interfere--you know
that!’’ he exclaimed grimly. * But when I'm
called & young imp by a checeky page-boy, I
don’s stand it! That hulking rotter is Bates,
the new page-boy for the Ancient House.”

There was an indignant roar at once.
Handforth and Co. were surronnded, and the
story was soon told. Everybody agreed that
Handforth had been fully justited in giving
Bates a ducking.

‘““The chap absolutely asked\ for it,”’ de-
clared Nipper. ‘' It was drastic, Handforth,
but necessary. By the look of it, Bates
won't be exactly popular in the Ancient
House. A few lessons likec the one he's
just had, though, will do him good!"

This was the general verdict.

Although the juniors were compelled to
put up with Mr. Hunter, they had no inten-
tion of putting up with any nonsense”from
Dates! A page-boy was a different proposi-
tion, as Farman remarked.

It was only natural that Handforth should
be cacecdingly pleased with himself. he had

rformed a public duty, and he let every-

y know it.: To judge from his remarks,
one would be led to suppose that he had
performed the feat einglc-handed--that he
picked Bates up like a feather, and had de-
posited him in the fountain.

For once in & way nobody disputed Hand-
forth’'s statements. Everybody agreced thal
he had acted in the only possible manner.
And the fellows felt more aatisfied when they
trooped into the Remove Form-room. They
felt that the day had commenced well.

Mr. Crowell made no mention of the irci-
dent; althougch the juniors strongly sus-
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pected that he knew all ahout it. The Form-
mauster, however, was & sport; he was liked
by al hie boys. Occusionally he found it
Decessary to be stern, but he was a fair
man. and knew how to control junmiora.

By the time tbe second lesson had com-
menced the fellows hud practically forgotien
Batcs and his troubles. Handforth and Co.,
bowever, were soon te receive a painful
reminder. .

The lcssod was prooceeding smoothly w
Mr. Hunter came softly into the room. The
new Housemaster alwnys moved with extreme
lightness, and it was not until he spoke that
boys were aware of his prescnce.

“Ah! 1 see that the boys are very well
hehaved, Mr. Crowell,”” excluimed Mr. Hun-
ter pleasantly.

** { hope so, sir,’”’ replied Mr. Crowefl sonte-
what stiuly.

The Remove looked up from its work, and
Pe Valerie murmured something to Nippes
about a spake. N.pper understood perfectly,
but didn't make any remuark—it was too
risky! Mr. Hunter was cyeing the cluss with
beaming good-nature. It was rather s gpifi-
cant that he held a czne in lis hand.

“ Three of your boys, 1 believe, are pamed
Banaforth, Church, and McClure?”’ asked
Dr. Hunter cmoothly.

Mr. Crowell assented, and Handforth and
Co. shivered uncasiily in their seats.

** Those three boys will please stand out
before the claes,” proceeded the new House-
master. It s with great regret that
1 perform this slight punishwment. The boys,
' however, are well deserving of a severe flog-

ut have we done, sir?’’ asked Hand-
forth amasgedly. |

He received no reply, but was sikily
ordered to hold out his hand. He re-
ceived four stinging cute; and Chburch and
McClure were well satisficd with two euch.
Presumably Handforth had been caned more
ecverely because he had dared to ask a
guestion. _

Toe trio went back to their seats in a
bew'ldored state, and Mr. Henter retired.
As the door closed behind him the Form-
mmaster gazed rather severcly at the smart-
ing three. Mr. Crewell detested imterrup-

tions. .
‘* Why has Mr. Humter cancd you, boys?

he asked sternly.

“ Plessed if 1 know, sir!” durst out Hand-
forth. °‘‘* We baven't done a thing—we
haven't broke a single rale! Oh, thc awful

Prussjsp—"'

“ Handforth !"* snapped Nr. Crowell sharply.
“You will write me¢ a hundred hnes for
referring to your Housemaster in such an
outrageous manner. I sympathice with you,
my boy, dbut 1 simply cannot ailow such ex-
pres:lons to be u;u_d-—-no u::ber what my
owDn personal opinion may "”

Tluemuwom grinned, fully understandting.
Mr. Crowell bad made it quite h_tn that he,
tuo, considered that Mr. Hunter's metbods
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Hwere akin to dhosc of a Prusgfan. All the
boys realred, however, that it was aguinag
all autuvorivy for Uandlorth to astate bLis
vicws co bluntly.

' fhe losson did not procced so smoothly as
before. The Apcient Huwee boys carred onm
an excited discu~sion in subdued wh.spers,
and Mr. Croweil found it pecessary to inflict
lines rather frequently.

H Tbe Remove was not to be subdued., how-
ever. Why had Handforth and Co. beed
caned? Tbere could be one reason, and one
reason only. It was becauose of the fountai
mcident. The juutors simply boiled. F
| the Housemaster to take sdes with the page-
boy was outragecus.

Handfortb and Ca bhad been drastic, per-
haps: but. in eo.nmon fairncss, it was only
right that they should have been permitted
3 hearing. It was obviocus thet Mr. Hunter
had heard Bates’ ride of the affair only: he
bad given Handforth 2nd Co. no opportunity
}.o_ gtato theirs And that was grossly un-
uir.

When the Remove was dismissed, at last,
there were a great mauy discussions. The
fact that Bates, ro-plendent in a new uni-
form, stulked about with a trinmphant grin
upon his face did not tund to improve the
boys’ tempers.

Bites, in fact, swacgered about in the
most insufllerable manner. And he was lef
severcly alone. The Remov.tes had no wish
to share the fate of Handiorth and Church
and McClure.

The Remove was not the only Form affected
by Mr. Huuter's extraordinary rule. Acnd @
certain incident was destined to icud to &
really big eri-is. The fellows concerucd were
gg}:allabers and Pbhillips and Bryant, of the
iftd).

These thrce youths ocoupicd Study No. 10,
in the Fifih Form passage—these studies
being npumbered, and not lettercd like the
Remove. Chambers and Co. were rather ap$
to conaider tucmselves a ' fast ©° trio. They
weren't actually so, but they certainly Ilm
dulized in a smoking-party mow and again.

It was not until afternocon lessons were
over that Chambers and his chome discuseed
a certa:n matter inp the comparative privacy
ol the gymnasum. There was potbing par-
ticularly secret about it, and it was ce tainly
of no importance; but it cowldn't very well
be talked of in the open. And, trivial though
it was, qrto a lot of excitement was to
follow b its traipo.

Chambers was a somewbat dictatorial
youth, but he wus blessed with a large sup-
ply of pocket-money. Bryant and Phillipe
bad po particular lising for Chambers, bué
they were his staonch chums, geverthelesa
Study No. 10 was gcoerally a land fBoving
with milk and hooey; apd Phillips and
Bryant, aceordingly, stuck to Chambers Lke.
lue, and overlooked many of nis paipable
auits. If Chamhers’ supply of monoy =md
denly ceased, it was most probable that hig
loyal chume would hic themselvea alsewhore




“Tve gt a fob for you chaps,” said
Chiambers briskly, as the three entered the
g mnwium. ‘' Nobody Lere,” he added, look-
fug roand. ‘" UGood! We don't want any of
those fatheaded juniors nosing about.”

PMhillips and DBryant did not look very
happy. Chambers' ™ jobs ** were generally of
A nature which involved a eertatn amount af
risk, and he never undertouvk thom himsclf.
This was where his chums came in; it was
one of the penalties they bad to cendure.

“A Job?” repeated Bryant carclcssly.

“Yoeo; [T just explain—*

** The fact is, Chambers, old man. T sha’'n’t
have any time this evening,”” seid Bryant,
consulting his watch in-order to appear at
unei *1 dare say Thillips will do .what you
want.’

“Oh, rot!” sald Phlilips promptly. * To
tell the truth, | was going to spend the

evenlag ta the lab. Borry, Chamberw. 1
should one of the juniors to do your
job, M 1 were you.”

doaslnlnn griuncd—he was used to this sort
1ing.

*“ Any more excuscs:” he asked pleasantly.
“1 only want you to run down tn the village
just after tea. 1l've run oul of cigarettes,
end I don't supposc you chaps have got any.
What about a little smoking party to-night?
We might have cards, too.”’

* Bit riaky,” said Bryant, shaking his head.
* Hunter's bot stuff, by what I can hear.
He'd aiff the smoke (n the passage—''

‘“Bosh!” sald Chambers. “I'm not pro

sing to hold the zrty in our stndy, any-

ow. There's No. , at the end—cmpty.
It's gonerally locked, but there's some furni-
ture a there, and we can have quite a coesy
tme. You can get the fags, Bryant—
Now, don‘'t object,”” he added testily.
“Blemsod if you ain‘t always grumbling!
Dida‘d I lend you a quid only on Tucsday?
I'm not a hard-fisted chap, and if yru run
short agam you've only got to mentiom R.’’

“Obh, all right!"” growled Bryant. °*I'll
g.”

The one redeceming feature about Chambers
was his undoubted gonerosity. He was quite
roady to lend his chum:s any little sums they
requ and he very conveniently over-
looked Bbalf of them. Belng always well sup-
plied, be didn’t bother.

* Well, that's sottled— Hallo! Who
the thunder's that?"”

Chambers gazed at one of the windows
fizedly. The top of a head bad appeared
for @ moment, but there was no sign of it
now. Chambers tiptoed to0 the window
nolsslesaly and peeped out. This side of
tre gym. was hidden (rom the Triangle, and
was qQuite socluded. And there, crouching
benecath the window, was Bates, tho new

plsevboy.

tull Dy jingo!' breafhed Chambers wrath.
ll’o. dashed for the door, and the othcrs

fallowed. But by the time they had reached

e corner of ‘0 . Bates yas maging

IHE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

tracks across the Triangle. Chambers
breatticd hard, and glared.

“I've heard about that spying brute!"
he exclaimed. *Of all the sauce!”

“I say, we'd hetter go eusy.” romarked

Phillips uneasily. * Pembaps it would be
as f.'a" to postphone that little smoking-
party— --**

“Rot!”’ sald Chambers. 1 don’t suppose
the idiot heard unything.”

And the trio savuntered into the Ancient
Mouase to dinner. Thimnbers waa always
averse to dropping a thing once it had been
arranged. It would have been prudent,
under the circumstances, tc foltlow Phillips's
advice. Bnt Clambers wna apt to consider
that nobody’s advice was any good except
his own.

Accordingly, he and his study-mates ad-
journed to the descrted Study No. 24 as soon
as they had finished their preparation. The
apartment was smull and somewhat musty,
for it had had no occupants this term. How-
ever, it was tucked away at the very end of
the passage, and was scarcely ever visited.
The passage, In fact, was a ‘‘dcad " onme,
and not a thoroughfare. _

*“This is all right,” eaid Chambers, after
the door had been locked and the electric
light switched on. * Hallo! 1 didn’t know
the curtains were drawn. All the better—
the light won't be seen from outeide. * You
got those cigs., didn‘'t you, Bryant?"

‘ Yes—threo packete,”” replicd Bryant.
“They were rather expensive, Chambers—
ocighteenpence for twenty—but it's best to
get good ‘uns.”’

The three foolish seniors madc themselves
comfortable in the study and lit their cigar-
ettes. Chambers produced a pack of cards,
and ladd them on the tadble. He wasn'¢ fond
of gambling, but thought it ‘" sporty ** to do
the thing thoroughly.

“ What's It to bef”’ he asked.
banker——"

“]1 really do not think it will be neces-
sary to play at all, my boys!”

The voice was soft and smooth, and the
eflect upon the Fifth Formers was surprising.
Chambers simply sat perfectly stil; Bryant
J noarly a foot into the air; and
Phillips dropped his lighted cigarette down
his walstcont iu his agitatéon, and lis comn-
tortions as he attempted to reecue it were as-

'
Mr. r quietly emerged from behind
the olosed curteins. He regarded the seniors
severely, and they were too utterly astounded
to do anything for the moment. They could
only etare dazedly. Chambers, indeod, was
so thunderstruck that b« allowed his cigar-
ette to remain between hls Hps.

“ You will please remove that di:gusting
thing, Chambers,’’ said Mr. Hunter mildly.

Chambers started, and hastily threw the
cigarotte down. At the same time he re-
covored his wite somewhat, and realised the
full enormity of this proceeding.

He was almost staggered. That a House-

“ Nap or
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master could descend to euch depths of cad- ,

unvss a3 Ui was bewildering. In a
second Cirambers- realised that the hated
B.ites must hav¢ informed Mr. Hunter:; a:d
the latter, Impossible though it scemed,
bad deliberately cncealed hinseif bebiad
the curtuaina, in order to oatch the F.fth
Formers red-h.nded!

The snea'dng, spying manner of this aet
was absolutely and utterly beyond beliet.

* How—how did you know, sir?" gusped
Chumbers weakly.

“I am sad to see senior boys indulging in
euch dl;gutirg hab'te,”” said Mr. Hunter,
with a pote of regret in his voice.

“You wouldn’t bave seem it, sr, if you
h .o alieg?”” exclaimed Chambers,
suddenly beeormdng angry. ‘‘ Great §cott'
Mr. Alvingion wouldn't have spied on us
& this fushion—"''

“ Tt wall do, Chambers,” interrupted
Mr. 'Hun-ter. “You wil all follow me at
once!"’ .

The Fifth Formere, although nearty burst-
ing with rage, enuld do nothing but obey the
order. They were marchied straight to the
H '+ 1edy: d Mr. Hunter informea Dr.
Btafford, In pained tones, that he had dis-
covered Chambers and Co. smoking and ﬁa -
biiug. Ths was rrally uatrue, for Mr. Hun-
¢er had oot di-¢vered them, ndither hed
they been gamb.ing. |

And, althongh the =eniors botly protested,
their word was not accepted aguinst that of
M: HRumter. Sueb a thing couldn't be ex-
per' 1. And they were forthwith caned with
grea: severity.

They emerged from the Head's study on
the verge of lunacy!

CHAPTER VI

THB INDIGNATION MRERTING—BATES RECEIVES
IT IN THE NECK—UNHOLY JOY IN THE REMOVE.

¢ AINING,” remnarked Hubhbard, of the
Remove.
it was quite dark, and Hubhbard
and two or three other junfors were
etanding in the doorway of the Anc.unt
House. After a sunny dapy, rain was now
descendng heavily, and it hissed upon the
Prangle in a steudy downpour.

“ Radning bard,” repeated Hubbard, ae
aob:dy :aid anything. . .

“I suppose you're telling us news?” said
@wen major sarcastically. ‘ We ain't got
ear:, have we?”

* The rain will do the most wondrous
cod, my esteemed schoolfellows,” said
pkama, the Japamese boy. ““ But I am of
€he great hpe that there w'll he no liguid
from the eskies on the honourable morrow.
ls it not the beautiful ericket-match in the
aftermoon ™

“Tinet's what | was thinking of,” said
Bubba-d. It loocks—"

*“Jappy, here?'’ sald somebody bcehind.

“What is it, worthy Bo'sua?” askeq
Yakama, turning.

" You're wailed, mescnmuate,” said Burtqn
briskly. ‘' Tiiere's a mect.ng in the 3iippel’y
cubin, and I've got orders wo muster the crew
You’'d better come below at once!

It is as you desive, Bo'sun,” .aid Yakama

Burton was in the hal.t of u-ing 8aip’s
terms, even at St. Fr.nk's. But as everybody
knew what he meant, it didn't matter
Yakama, for example, was quite aware that
be was wuanted in Study C—Nipper being
the skipper.

When they arrived at that famous apart
ment they found it considerab’y crowded.
[ts rightful occupants were en‘ertaining quite
a number of visitors. Handforth and Coa
were there, and Farman and Conroy mino:?
and De Valerie—in fact, all the leading lighte
of the Ancient Houee Remove were pre:ent.

“ Now we're all together,” axid Nipper, in
businees-like tones, as Yakama and the
Bo'sun entered. °* 8hut the door, cap'n.”

Burton grinned, and cloged it.

“This is « meeting,” went on Ripper,
rather ubnnecessarily. ‘1 think, gentiemen,
that we are representative of the Remove as
8 whole. Something's got to be dome, and
done without delay.”’

‘“ Hear, bear!"

**Don't interrupt, Bandforth!”  said
Nipper severely.

“1 shall say - Hear, hear! if 1 like'™
roared Handforth. ‘ As a matter of faet, ]}
don’t see why you shonld be speaking at
ul, Bennett. I'm the chap——"

““There's no pneed Ior you to see thesa
things.” interrupted Nipper. * All you've
gt to do 1s to dry up. If you've got any
suggestions to make, make 'om afterwards.”

‘‘andforth snorted, and subsided with an
effort.

" We've gsimply got to do something about
Bates,” said Nipper firmly.

** Bates!” yealled Wataon. * What about
Hunter?”

" My dear ass, we can't exactly go for
Trcgar ket 1L he comoaratively efasy ta
rquash Bates,” replied N'pper. ‘“He's ju-t

1hnut the limit In page-bovs. If we den't

nut oar font down naw, we migcht as well
knuckle under. Handforth and Co. wei» caned
*this morning hecance of his rotten sreaking,
and three Fifth Form chaps got it in the
neck omly abnrut an honr age.”

** fay, them galoots sure dcserved thrashin’
apme."” remarked Farman.

“(0f cource, they wcre sfokine, and
making asees of themeelves, and it was only
~ight to mut it down.” aa’d N'nner. * Still,
that dnesn’t alter the fact. According to
Cramher~, Bates overhenrd him jawng tn
the others in the evm., and he must have
run to Hunter at once. It acems to me that-
nur precious new Housemaster has Lrought
Bates here for the especial purpce of spy-
;0 on us. Were not gouing to stand that,
1 suppose?”

* Rather not!™
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*“ Begad! 1 shouddn’t bhink so, Bcenny
bf.'Y."

 Well, thre, we've g to hring the chop-
per dowan,”’ sald Nipper grimly. ' We've got
to mnake Ralews anderstand that spying and
ancaking doran’t pay. He'l ha running to
Haal®r twenty Umes » day before long, and
e won't worth living. Of course
Hunter's the real culprit, but we can’'t go
for him.”’

“Why not?” demanded Handforth, ‘']
don’'t roe why we ahouida’s get op a scoret
moriely bhuginess, and coflar Hanter iIn the
dark, or He's a rotien Prossian
—otherwise he wouldn't take may notice of
Batn. [t's hest to go L0 the fountain-heud
in theer matiers,” bho added sagely.

1 Aare say it s~ replied Nipper. ‘ Bt
It can't be done, -';‘:n—-mt at present, atl
all cveuta. Now, t's the hest thing to
do with Batles? We dom’'t want to be vio-
Jeirt to start weth. [ snggest that we get
dim in here, and tell him, straight out, that
we won't stand any acnsense. o ll give him
falr warning ——"’

“Rot!" shouted Tommy Wateon. ' His
hide's too thick to take any notice of a
jaowing. Ho to be rolled In the mud,
of sometding like that.*

* Rear, hear!’’ sald Handforth heardily.

Nipper sighed.

“It's all very well to talk lke that,” he
exclaimed, * bug rolllnf him in the mud
Would -~ What's up with you, De Valerie?"

The Rotler had turned to the window, and
Qow ho winked.

“1l heard something,” he sald
* Atand aside, you chaps!’

With a sudden jerk, l)e Valerie caused the
blind 4o iy op. The window was partially
apen sl the hottom, and for a second the
features nf Bates, the o-boy, were visible.
Then they vaniahed, AR ARETY roar weat
.

P.

De Valerie flung up the window and gased
omt. Rain was s descending. although
ot so hravily now. A few faint footfalle
sounded. hul they dled away. De Valcrie
clnurd the window, and burned with a grin.

“8pytn' again,” he remarked. * Qettin’
soriots, aln‘t 1LY The chap was astually
alenin’ at the window-—dn raln! It's a
jolly good (hing we hadn’'t come (0 any
srrangemont —whatd 1™

“lot's rush after him'"’ ghnuted Hand-
forth exciledly. *“ By George! We'll slaugh-
ter the awful mlser!"™

But Nipper out the futility of
giving chase. Rades had pat clear away by
Ciis time, afld & searoch would aimost cer-
tainly be fubde. This fresh c¢vidence of the
page-boy's sneaking habits, bowever, aroused
the Rcmovites to a pileh o! indignation
wiich dompnded satisfaction.

The fcllown couldn't quite rcalise that
Huater had only arrived the previcas eveu.

ing. and that this Bates' first day In
the sohool. The Mmd to bhave betn

softly.
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at 8. Frank's for weeks- judging by the
otorin of fury whicli had been mronsed. And
it was utterly incougruous that a mere page-
boy should be in league with the House-
master.

The thing didn‘t fAt: It was all wrong.
Buwt thers was no denying the fact that Bates
was acting in she eapacity of a spy —with
the especial object of reporting events to
Mr. Banter. I was omly too clear that Mr.
'B‘pnter had detiberately imported Bates into

. Frank’'s—be had pr ly arringec the
whole thing beforehand.

And unless the junlors acted promptly,
and plucked the nettle, it would grow tno
strong for them. Nipper thcrefore con-
duoted the meeting Im Study C reriously
and with great gravity.

Exactly an bour later
emerged from the servants’ door in the
Apclent House, and hurried across the
muddy Triangle to the porter's lodge. Me
didn’t care for the trip, for rain was again
dessending heavily. But he had been dis-
pajched by ene of the housemaids, who was
anxious 10 have a message sent to Warren.

Bates reached the vicinity of the porter’s
lodge. And then, as though from the very
carth iteslf, several black forms appoured,

Master Bates

They sprang upon the page-hoy relentlemly.
s y 1 ‘up“ sm. 'M a
‘{l'..}und porta ‘ '
) no op by to give a further
cry. The black forme closed round him and
grasped him. In a moment he held
secure, und a thick woollen bag ‘thrust

over his head.

“ Gos him!"” murmured a grufl volce in ex-
uitant tones. ‘‘ Now we’ll make the howling
rodter sit up!"

"‘ 8it down, you mean!” murmured another
volce.

Bates heard nothing, for his ears wers
muflled by the bag. He was a big fellow,
but he was sadly lacking ia pluck. Just at
present he was so frightened that he simply
shivered and *hook. And his captors found
i an engy matter to bind his hands bebind
his back and to secure his ankles.

oo llndf?" hreathed one of the black
forms. ‘‘Good! Let Mm have it!"

Bater was wuddeniy tripped. He went
down with a sqnelch, alighting in a puddle
of water. And then, rlowly and deliherately
the hateful page-hoy was rolled over a
over in the thick mud of the Triancle.

At the end nf three minutes Bates was
smothered from head to foot. Mud clung to
him everywhere, Dy this time he was half-
fainting with termr. And then the punish-
ment came to its fina! phase.

The bhlack forms produced a small panfal
of a horrid mixture—mainly consisting of

int and soot and treacle. With a huge
rush this frightful concoction was applied.
The bag had heen removed, and the page-
boy‘s fase and head and neck was liberally
plastered with tbhe mixture.
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*“ The deed ia done!” murmured & breath-
Jema voice. *‘ Now, you chaps—cut!"

The forms faded away, and Bates’ some-
what dull understanding arrived at the enn-
e¢lusion that the ontr:ge had hern committed
By schoo'hoys. Rut their fdentity? It was
&b:nmfely impoesible to say! There was no’

slightest elne which counld 'ead to the
expoanre of the culprits. The fellows were
leami!mz a thing ar two—they had become
wary

Bates spinttered saud gasped: and, fnding
himself atone, he attempted to get to his
ferd. The venture was a snocess, for he
fonnd th~t his anklea were so secured that
It was atill poseihle for him to hobhle alonz.
Five minu‘es later sundry shricks and scresms
arose from the servants’ .hall. The awful
apparition which had saddenly appear-d
eagad mementary terror among the feminin:
members of the stafl.

Meanwhile. four breathless members of the
Fifth Porm were congratulating themseclvss
in 8tudy No. 19, in the Fifth Form pamage.

“ Ripping!”" said Chambers pantingly.
* The triek worked withoot a hitch, my sons.
The ezd ean't possibly find out who did it—
and Y’s well paid for fnterferinﬁ with ua.
That wheese of mine worked splendidiy—I
shnll have to give Msary another five bod to-
rorrow.’’ :

Bryant and Phillips and the other Fifth
FPormers grinned.

‘“Mary's a rippin’ girl,”” declared Phillips.
” 8he sent Bates on his errand just at the
rieht time. My hat! It was lovely. 1 sup-
pose you chucked that pail away, Bryant?”

* Of course, 1 did, yor gas! I reckon—
Bhosh ™
Chambers and Co. hecame quite grave. A

prefect had juet looked ip to ask Phillips a
quertion, and he saw nothimg to excite his
suspicions.

And while the Fifth Formers were con-
gratuinting thcmselves, the Remove was in
an unholy state of joy. The news had leaked
out, via Teddy lanc—who generally found
:rlmm nut in the shortest possible space of

me.

The outrage upon the pa.?bo was dis-
cuosscd with bated breath. ang‘hﬂh was
nearly off his head with glee. Like Tommy
Watson, he had been in favour of rolling
Bates in the mud. And now, entirely without
the knowledge of the Remove. the deed bad
becn aceompished.

The meeting in Stndy C had passed a reso-
lotion that Bates shonld be spoken to like
a Dutch uwncle; but more drastic measures
had been taken, even while the Romove's de-
cit'on wns being arrtved at.

Who was reeponsthle?

There weren't mamy fellows who counldn't
formi a shrewd guess. Rut they breathed no
word. For once in a way Chambers and Co.
were regardd by the Removitee as heroes
vt the fBrst order.

Jov reipned supreme. For Bates had heen
rMuashed, snd no punishment ocsuid poesidly
descend upon the Remove,

|

ST

But the Pemove waa rcven now LWlisefally
ignorant of the weird sense of justic» which
;!lllid'the brecast of Mr. Kennedy Hunter,

CHAPTER VII.

(Nipper concludes.)
[N WHKH MR. RUNTER HRIXGS DOWN THBS
HRATCHET—TIIE SNOULDERING FIRE.

IR MONTIE TREGEILLIS-WEST met me
en the stairs as 1 rame down the pevt
moraing—that is, the morning follow-
ing thc glorious * outrage upon

Bates. >

" Letter for you, Benay, old boy,” sa:d
Mon‘le langnidly.

“ For me?’ 1 said. * Let's see it, Montie.”

He turned, and descended to the lohhy with
me. Therc was something rather mysterious
ip his manner, and he looked round with
rather unnecessary caution. Then he leaned
over towards me.

**The fact is. dear fellow.” he whispered,
“I helieve it's from 0Old Alvy!”

** What!"' 1 shoutod. ‘‘ Let’s have a lock
at it, you ass!"”

He passed the letter across, and a glance
told me that it was, indeed. from my
estecmed euv'nor. It was addreseed to
‘“Dick Bennett,'”” of couree, and the hand-
wilting was not Nelson Lee’s. The¢ guv’nor
had written it, but in a dieguised fiat.

How did 1 knaw? Well. the capital letters
were written In a special way; the gnv'nor
and | bad invented a svstem of symhola, and
it was quite possible for ns to kiow all
sorts of thinzs while other propic were
ignorant. It was far more probahie that the
letter itsell would contain more information
than the addresa on the envelope.

8ir Montic and 1 pamsed out into the
Triangle. and we found a seetluded spot under
the leafv chestnuts. ~The rain had ceased
during he nixht, and the whole countryside
was gpleaming brilliantly green in the glow
of the sunsbhine.

I tore open the letter and read it.
Monthe politely stood aloof. but 1
him not to be potty. and to loo
shoulder.

** It's frightfully rude, Benny.” murmnorcd
Sir Montie apologetieally. * Still, aa yon've
given me permission, dear bo "

*“ Don’t interrupt., yoo duramy!” I cut in,
frowning.

I conldn’t quite understand the letter. T
was written In a scrawlvy handwriting like
that of a schootboy, and I should never have
dreamed that it was from Nelsom Lee, had
it nnt been for the private sisms. One of
these was a peculiar twist to the frst
character writteo—and that meant ° ecvery-
thing is al} rieht.”

But why had the gov'nor taken these pre-
caations? Why hadn’t he writtcn to me
openly? It seemed very significant when
rememnbered the incident of the ether even-
ing. Was Nelson Lee afraid that my letter
would he intercepted by somehnuiv? Ry Mr.

Sir
imﬂly told
over my

y——
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Hunter? At all events, he was taking no
chances.

The letter was short, and simply ran:

‘“ My Dear Dick.—Sorry I haven’t been able
to =ce you. Or, rather, I'm sorry you haven’t
been able to see me. But you needn’'t worry
vour head ahbout that rotten watch. It's a
bad ‘'un, and you won't do any good by
trying to look into the works. Just leave it
to me, my son. DBefore long I shill see you,
I expect, and then we'll have a little jaw.
I hope I didn't hurt you the other evening
when we had that wrestling-bout.—Yours as

cver, .
‘“ PETE.

There was no address and no date, but 1
saw by the postmark that it had bheen sent
from Bannington the previous evening. This
proved conclugively that the puv'nor was
in the district. But the letter itself was
something of an enigma. In the signature

was another private sign which meant:
“Carry on!” .
“ Begad! It's rather queer, ain't {t?”

asked Montie. 1 suppose ‘Petc’ means
Peter Alvin'ton?*

“1t means the guv'nor.” I replied. * There
are thousands of * Petes,” and there's nothing
in that. But I'm rather fogged—— Hallo,
Tommy : just have a squint at this."

Watson "iad strolled up, and he read the
letter with intercst. When he had finished
his brow was puckered.

“ Blesged if I can make head or tail of it,”
he s §1. *“ Who the dickens is Pete? And
what s that rot about a wrestling-bout?’’

“* This letter is from Old Alvy,” I said
grimly. ¢ He ain't far off, Tommy, and that
reference to a wrestling-bout simply means
that it was the guv'nor himself who collared
me the othdr night. Just read the letter
again. He's sorry [ haven't been able to see
him. That means to say that he's seen
mc__!.

“ But what’'s that sily reference to a watch?"
asked Watson. *“ ¥ thought yours kept
jolly good time? And it's a fatheaded thing
to mess about with the works, anyhow. 1
did that with mine once, and the watchmaker
told me that it couldn’t be repaired!”’

I grinned.

*“ You innocent old fathead!'’ I remarked
cheerfully.

“ Begad! I'm fearfully afraid that I'm in
the same boat. old fellow,”” remarked Tregel-
lis-West. I can follow that bit about the
wrestlin’ match, an’ that other bit about
old Alvy seein’ youn, but you bein’ unable to
sce him—I can understand all that. But
I'm frightfully dense. I can’t possibly fol-
Jow all that reference to a rotten watch—I
can't, really!”’

I must admit that I had been puzzled my-
aclf: but even while Bir Montie was talking
I had jumped to the truth. And I chuckled
to myself when U realised the subtle way in
which the guv'nor had put things.

‘“ Why, it's as simple as the giddy alpha-
bel!” I grinned.

fatheaded things always are simple!
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* Oh, of course!' snorted Watson. ¢ These
We
ain’t so jolly cute as you are, Benny; we
don’t pretend to he sleuth-hounds!  Just
elucidate. my son—that's the right word,
ain’t it?"”

‘‘ Well, look here,”” I exclaimed, in a low
voice. ** This thing’'s pretty smart, vou know.
I'm not to worry my head ahout the watch,
it's a bad 'un, and I sha'n't do any good by
trying to look invo the works—I've got to
leave it to the guv'nor. That’s what he says,
isn't it?"’

‘‘ Somethin’ like that, old fellow."”

** Well, use your brain-boxes,”” I
‘“ What's a watch?”

S8ir Montic and Tommy gazed at me in
wonderment.

‘““ Begad! You.,ain't so frightfully ignorant
as all that, Benny,” protested Tregellis-West,
‘““ A watch is what you see the time by—"'

‘““You—you idiot!"” I roared. “1 mean a
}\ég‘t’ch is called by differcnt names, isn't
10,

“Yes, when it won’t go!’" remarked Wat-
son. ‘‘I've called mine a few!"”

“ Oh, it’s no good trying to shove sense into
your nappers,’”” I growled. *‘‘ A watch is often
rcferred to as a timekeeper, or a Waterbury,
or a chronometer. And there are half-
hunters and hunters. Hunters, as you know,
hiave a complete case— ="

‘““Hunter!’’ breathed Sir Montie, groping
vaguely for enlightenment. * Begad, I'm be-
ginnin' to see things—I am, really!”

** Then—then that reference to a watch is

said.

cally a reference to Mr. Hunter?” asked
Watson, staring at me.
“It can’t be anything else,”” I replied.

‘“ And just look at the information it gives
us! I'm not to worry my head, and it's no
good trying to look into the works—which
means that we mustn’t interfere with this
shady game of Hunter’s, whatever it is. And
the waich, mind you—meaning Hunter, is a
bad 'un!”

““ Great pip!” muttered Watson. *“ Ain't
it jolly deep? I should never have fathomed
it out alone, I can tell you. I always was
bad at puzzles."’

Personally, T had no doubt that my ex-
planation was the true one. And I felt more
comfortable. For o thing, I knew that
Huntor was a bad lot, and for another, it
was clear that Nelson Lee himsclf was still
near by.

Could it be possible that the Secret Service
work he had undertaken was actually con-
nected with Hunter himself?

It wasn't possible for me to consider the
matter any longer at present, for the break-
fast-bell was ringing: and my chums and I
marched indoors. The Remove, as a whole,
was in a surpricingly good temper.

Bates had not been seen this morning, and
a certain expression of joy upon Warren's
rugged face indicated that the porter, too,
shared the general feeling of satisfaction.
Bates had bheen treated severely, but he
wasn’t really hurt.

And the cream of the whole joke was that



THE NEW HOUSEMASTER

nohody could he punished. The page-boy
could not possihly name his assailants, and
even Mr, Hunter couldn’t inflict punishment
upon the whole House.

The new Housemaster was looking as beam-
ingly genial as ever in the dining-ball. A
stranger would bave declared that Mr.
Hunter was a delightful companion and an
ideal schoolmaster. .

I noticed that Chambers and Co., of the
Fifth, looked completely careless and at ease.
They displayed no signs of triumph. In-
decd, Chamhers had becn heard to remark,
while Mr. Hunter was passing, that it was a
mean trick to roll a page-boy in the mud.
Chambers was rather deep in his way.

The Remove’'s contentment lasted until
morning leseons were nearly due to com-
mence. I was on the steps of the Awpcient
House, discussing cricket with several other
fellows. It would be a haif-holiday that
day, and I had arranged with Bob Chbriatine
to meet my team on Little Side. Cricket had
only just commenced—badn’t commenced at
all, to be more exact. The match, although
important, was not a proper fixture. It was
more or less of a practice game, and I was
very eager to szow Bob Christine that he
and his team would be deft miles behind
during the forthcoming season. Curiously
enough, he had exactly the same fdea—only
reversed.

1t was nearly time for lessong. I became
dimly aware of a hubbub in the lobby, but
didn't take much notice. Then Handforth
came rushing out with wild eyes and a face
which was red with indignation and fury.

‘““ We—we ain’t going to stand this!” he
bawled almost iRcoherently. * It’s absolutely
Bunnish!”’ _

Something was evidently very wrang, and
we cntered the lobhy to make investigation.
The scene there was simply past description.
Removites were shouting, yelling, and gesticu-
lating wildly.

And the cause was a short notice on the
board. I pushed my way through the crowd
and gazed upon it. And as I read the words
1 nearly had a fit. For the announcement

was simply this:
¢ NOTICE.

“ From this day onwards, and until
further notice, the practice of partaking ot
tea in junior studies I8 to be discontinued,
and is strictly prohibited. All juniors, in
future, will attend tea in the dining-ball.

« KENNEDY HUNTER, Housemastcr.”

The uproar was appalling. .,
* Why this is simply rank interference!” 1

ed wildly. * It's the Remove which will
:L‘Oﬂgt:, of cgurse-t.he Remove's the only
junior Form which is allowed tea in the
lel | ]
“?'dWe ain’t going to stand it!’’ raved Hand-
forth. ‘'* We’ll jib at this!”
1 should say so!”
* Rather!”
* The rotten Prussian?!”

The fellows were growing frantic, and

it

<3

| was fortl_mate, perhaps, that tbe hell rann
for morning lessons at that moment. Oth.r.
wise the Removites would have got them.
selves into very serious trouble.

It was only with difficulty that the Ancient

Iupon the Remove.

House fellows were marshalled into the Form-
room. Mr. Crowell found the class-room in
a state ol amazing uproar when he arrived,
and even his presence did not completely
bring silence. His expression was very grim.

“I can well understand your indignation,
my boys,” he said quietly. ** But you must
attend your lessons now. Be assured that
you have my entire sympathy. 1 wiil do my
utmost to remove the ban—-""

‘““Three cheers for Crowsfeet!”
Handforth excitedly.

The whole Remove stood up and howled
themselves hoarse—that i3, the Ancient
House section of it. Christine 2nd Co.
joined in out of sheer sympathy. and made
a8 much noise as the Fossils themselves.

Mr. Crowell was quite taken aback, but
he could not possibly be dgspleased. 1o
lifted his hand for silence.

“Really, boys. you must not give way to
your emotions in this manper,”” he pro-
tested. ‘“ Upon my soul! The whole s2hool
is ringing with your voices—"'

Quite abruptly a dead, utter silence {ell
Mr. Kennedy Honter bad
just entered. and if looks could kill, tho
Housemaster wounld have been annihilated in
a srcond. The glares he received were op2niy
defiant.

bawled

A But. Mr. Hunter didn’t seem to sce any-

thing. He just heamed at us in that way
which was now becoming more hatefal than

a frown. And he turned to Mr. Crowell, who
was momentarily nonplussed.

‘“Is it customary for you to canduct your
class in this way, Mr. Crowell?” asked the
Hun mildly.

**The boys were rather excited, sir.”” said
Mr. Crowell. in a choking vaice. *“If jon
have any complaint to make, I will ad-
minister the necessary punishment.”

‘* Good old Crowell!” camec a subdued and
husky whisper.

“It is regarding a question of punishment
that I came to this room,” 3zaid Mr.
Hunter sweetly. * I daresay you are aware
of the fact that Bates, the page-boy, was
grossly assaulted last nicht. 1 hawve con-
clugive evidence that some members of thy
Remove Form were responsible for the out-
rage!’’

'g'Oh!" came a gasp from the Remorve.

‘* Conclusive evidemce!'’ 1 breathed. : *‘ Ye

ods!"”’
8 The Remove was so thunderstruck that
dead silence reigned mnow. The fellows

listened with bated breath. 1 remembered
that Bates had listened outside the study
window during our meeting; he bad heard
Tommy Watson suggesting that the page-
boy should be rolled in the mud. Bates had
repeated this to Mr. Hunter, and the latter
had arrived at the conclusion that the

Remove was responsiblel
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The evidence ®as me? svrn snund: fher»
had heom wn rlae whalsver as 1o the idenbity
n tly sltackers Thin wae the frst Simne
Iht \fr Hunter had given & apecific reasnn
fnt inflicting punisharal -and he waa all at
ory'

Me Crowell atennet qelvererd with anger.

“1 thimk yrum arr mintahen. nir. " he sabd,
ainiding hiwerl! BHN 41wty ] ecan
Pt helirve that say memhers of my
Form- . .

“Really | am aot Inlervated tn what ynu
bxjirve. Mr Crmwell,” said Humter softly
" Yon wilt ohiige me by allowing me 1o econ
doret (his allnir own way. | sow comn-
mend thaee hovs whe onh part in the affair
I.u'.h-l ont. " "

dond ap peompily

“1 can give you prend, sir, Lhat al) the
Rewmrrvr follows wree in (he Fowse when
Batee wee jumped on.”” | sald quietly. " Ih
was toining. and nchady was outaide. The
Bemnee had ant tn do with - --"

" Remawtt, stand out here.” imfer-
tepied VMr Neounter pleasantly.

For Lhat et rrnptine | recoived (wo aling-
e cuis wilth Lhe cane. and was ovdered 0 go

tark 1o my ssal Owe or twe bold apirita ven-
ftared to . but nearly everybady fumed i
ot ore .

“§ am eatiefied thal some Remnve bo
orv rutity ' caid Mr Hwater, with a |-c
af hiadly goniality. *~ BMace the euniprite wil)
and . | am mlectanily compelind to

b every Aastond Mouwse member of this
oren WMr C(Crowell, vou will hindly detain
all your Lnys, belraging to Lhis House, during
the aftermona. Purthermoure, they are re-
eive oy tra (0o day ndtl'l:ondlvll be
limited 0 o sshoel properiy.

e S R A F W W TN S T e e B ¢ S——— - —-
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:"4,"“'" benmed upon us sgain. and
P tioy

The halrhet had lfa'lrn—and there was o
aAppeal’

) » ) [ ] [ ] . o

The first phase of the Hunter regime was
ovee, and It coutd aot be dealed tha! Ve
Kennedy Hunter, M.A., had bad ecverythmng
him own way. The Remnve was in a state
bordering apon ineanity. Even Mr. Crowell
sharerd oar ragr.

To appeal to the Bend was not to be
thnught of; Dy. Maflford rould not take
sides with the bnys against the Honsemaster
bimeeif. We shoutd have to Bght the hattle
ourseives—and that a batitle was coming was
abeniately obvious.

The Grod crichet-mateh of the seascn was

squashed! The Ancient MHoese team were
doonmed to away af lrasons all the after-
"ONN, the Remove was practically
etunned. '

Things eonld ant posaibly continse for long
a8 they wore nOow golng. A limit would bhe
Mached n? shortly —that wag inevitable.

And them

Well, alveady some ol the fellows were
whispering ominowsly abowt a revolt. Bug
much was 10 happen at 88. FPraak's before
matters reached such a grave stage.

And what of the mystery surrounding Mr.
Huater? | must adwmit that [ was sorely

d; buat | was hecoming coav d that

r. Hunter was a criminal, and that sinister
things were ncgur .

#o mueh for the t eplocde. The eecond
eplsode was even more exciting. as | shall
ool down laler on. And, as for the cvents
which followed— well,
at them!

EXD-

woa't cven hiat

S ———

' «HUNTER THE HUN!"

" T
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NEXT WEEK'S MAGNIFIOENT STORY.

—

it deoals with the
arrival

further oxtraordinary

beppoal at St. Fraak's Col
o8 thm of the new

fellowing
ousemaster,

Mr. Hanter.

OADER AT ONCE—

- -

“HUNTER THE HUN!”

Out o8 Wednesday. War-Time Price—THREE-HALFPENCE.




1IN THE GRIP

OF THE HUNS

BEGMN TNIS THRILLING SERIAL TO-DAY !

In the Grip &. Huns.

A Regaificsat Tale of Thrilling Rxperienses {a Germany.

By CLEMENT HALE.
NOTE.—As the title “ In the Hands of the Fluns ** Aas already been wsed, e

Ths Chiaf CAaraviers ia this Slory ere .

020868 GRAY and Aig brother JACK, who are
fthe Enghad Stuff of ks Berha Rnrers, e
fostenil (1 sd in Germeany. When wer brests
oul Aoy are semi (0 on ovidoor prisoners’
comp &l Nberhemmeal. Von der Kiuts is the
Foverner’'s name, He in a best arvopant
mon, end A refuses (o build rhellets for lAe
prisoncrs. (leorge watices one ceening (Aat
ths eky is becoming overcast.

(Nwee resd on.)

THE OLOUD IN THE WEST.

AR sight of the lowering clouds, whiecd
hung like a pall of evll aerons the
westemn sky. stirred George Gray to
the very depths.

He was not what one would term an
imaginative man, nor was there much ol
romanoce In his composition. UntHli he had
rome face t0 face with the evil that had
stalhed waheeded, if pot exarctly unseen,
throughout the great empires of Europe. he
had heen blilmd to the falsities and (ailings
of heman natare, bad declared that a really
bad man and woman did not exist. He'd
found netn for everybody. bolion'-:l tr:l':
everything bappened for the best in the
of J! posaibte wortda; hat aow his faith had
bren profoendly shaked, wpbraved, i not
destroyed. |

The thoughts that Gashed acruss bhis mind
as swang along the broad. straight road
which led from the town to the mtermnment
camp made the binod recede from his eweks,
leaving them ashen.

It the rain camc!®
then?

Ris glance strayed to the big. wired enclo-
sure. ahout which the armed sentrien in Acld-
grey paced go reguwiarly. Oner again its ex-
:‘rsl and uneheitered position made itsell

It. 1t had been piratant to le there in
the open after the confined life In the prisom,
Anil he saw hin comrades stnding up and
down, or standing talking In xroups, a few
of them busy washing and chvaning up at the
tap as be drew mearce, and they all scemed
to hwe cheerful enough.

The autnmn warmth eontinwed. Yes, that
war aH well novw; but it the cloude
gathered and burst and the raln came, U

Aave aliered the mame of our Seral 1o the above.

It the raln came— what:

:Lcn.;’empcratnre fell some ten degrees—what

During the few hours he'd been abeent
nothing had altered.

NXc attempt to bufld hnts or ereet tents had
been made. The sentry hoves were the only
sheiters of their kind to he sren in all the
length and width of the iandscape. He
noticed how the grougd stloped where the
camp was, how a gully ran through it. Whey,
the water would gather and run there like
a rivuiet If the rain came.

The brecze fanned George's check.  His
stretched nostrils drew I a hreath of the
coolish air. It seemed to bring a dJdampnceas
with it.

(George tnrned to one of the eseort:

"* When are they gning to put up huts and
shelters for us?”’ he demanded.

The man scowled at him. ~

** lilence!’ he growlked, and George said
no more.

As be reached the camp and passed the
wires a shafd of warming sunlight fell upes
him and the clouds seemed to disperse  Hin
mind grew eagier, and hia spirits rose. for
here were his comraden ready to give him a
welcoming cheer, swarming round with ex-
cited facen, their ryes dancing with delight,
their mouths wide open, their lips curved in

smailes.
' Qeorge' GCenrge'!’ eried Fack. leaping to-
warde his brother as Grorpge was ordéred to

pass by the officer in command nf the ewort,
and paced through the douhie Mae of armed

men.

“it's all right., Jack: they let_me off with
a eautinn this time, old fcllow,” Suia tha
burly footballer.

** Bally for yon, boy.”” smiled Wilsgn.

Ablott made a dive at him.

* Boys.”' he said, **it's one te us thiz time,
whatever the Huns may think, so up w.ith
our bero and let’s chair him round the
camp.”’

Oe%m had dropped the football bhe':l
brought hack with him. He gave it & kiek
that seat it rolliog. and then protested
laughincly aa they hoisted him wp.

' We've got the hall haek. boss,'”” he sald
 And Kuts will know better than to [ig
the fool another time. I1i' Steady b
Don't pull me to pieces, you dufSersl™

(Continued overical)
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And so they formed in a procession, the
Hearers, with George upon their shoulders, in
the middle. Singing and cheering and shout-
ing, they made a complete circuit of the
wires. Their voices rang echoing far, and
the .sentries looked on=in amazement. Could
nothing tame “or cow these Britishers? Were
they all mad? And had the Huns to face
auch men as these in the Western fields of

war? If so, the taking of Paris and Calais

mixht be delayed.
2 Some of .them scowled: others, according
to. their dispogitions, showed their rifles and
lndulgcd in threatening antics; whilst a few,
good-humoured and kindlicr men, these, stood
and grinned, finding somcthing to admire in
the "unconquerable spirit. of the, unhappy
prisoners,

That-day a better ration of food was given
the interned men, and some of the luggage
that had arrived was brought down to the
camp.

' The bhoxes, bags, and trunks were piled in
the middle of the field, and great joy was
expressed by the lucky possessors as the lids
were opened and the contents were examined.
f" Here something must be said in favour of
ritz.

] . Though he had detained for the use
of- the Fatherlund- such things as ficld-
glasser, opera-glasses, and cawmeras, any :in-

stfuwment- that contained a lens,” in f.ut he
had delivered clothing, underwear, and boots
entire.

Somg¢ of the men even had football .things
and fo6thalle hootd.” These were produced
with' shouts of delight.

That afternoon another game of foothall
was _played, and towards dusk “a pile’, of
matecial; was dumped down beside the” road
from Obherhemmel.

The prisoners crowded to look. There were
many s posts, baulks of timber, struts, and
joists,* iron clamps, bolts, screws, nuts, and
much hegvy planking” and mateh boarding.

hcorgc, glnuccd again at the sombre
western®sky.” The clouds were thickening.
The wind blew fitfully, and ‘was colder.

“What ris the timber -for?” he asked,

through the barricade of entangled wires, of.

& sentry who was staring at the dssembled

wrisoners out of a set and sullen.face, the!

outt-cnd of his rifle restlng on the ground
The sentry grinoed.

“I1t's for your camp,” he explained,
make huts or shelters with.”

“ Then “why hasn’t it been brought inside
the wires?” demanded George. ** We might

[ 1] to

have -been able to rig up some sort of a

temporary shelter.’
. The German shrugged.

“ It will: be done in good tune. when men
can be spared for the labour.”

(George looked at the piles of mate rlal then
glanced thence to the dlstant sky, lowcrlng
and threatening.
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In good time! And who was to expedito
the wurk? Did the new commandant at -the
prison, Von der Klutz, need a disaster ¢o
teach him his ‘imperative duty to the’
prisoners he had so wilfully turncd out lrul;
the open’. to take their .chante; or “waus it -
that in his eyes prisoners did not count a
straw?

He turned moodily away, and a fitful
hrceze, with a touch of cold in it, sweemr;-r
over the open, struck”a chill to his bones. 3

Again his forcbodygigs came back to him.
He felt that somcthing awful was going to
happen.

RAIN!

T was dccidedly colder when the groups
of ,prisoners. threw themselves down to
slcep that night.
vy crept down into the hollows and
luuldlcd closer for warmth.

The -‘clothés which .had, arrived .so oppor-
tuncly that day were shared,. and Bt?\l.(l (as
extra covering for the lucky oncs who "were
able to-obtain a loan of them. Lots .wete
cast for the privilege, and the uhselfishncss of
their*owners served, as usual, to lightcn the
burden all had in common to bear.

Most” of the “men were oft to sleep in 2
tricc. George Gray was not one of thoge
lucky ones. He closed his eyes i tightly, but
slcep would not come ,to h\m He counted
flocks of imaginary anec he figured up o
a hundred over and ov rxa"am, and tried
the many devices“which are supposed to woo
the fickle goddess into a relenting humour,
but without succcss.

The thought of the coming rain was in his
mind, and nothing could rid him of the
;Ieadly depression which had gripped hold of
i
- From side to side he tossed, and @at last
sat bolt upright as the wind came -=|r'h|ng
over the Open ground, cold and damp, from
the rainy quartc

And at last, with a cry, George sprang to
his fcet. Something touched his'. face, some-
thing cold, and his fingers strayed to it.

Ah, as he thought—rain! So. it had come,
then.

He stood erect, staring about him. The
|I rhts of the dlstunt town glimmered through

¢ ‘darkness.’ ‘Overhead hung the.black ptdl
ot cloud.” Around ‘him" was. the open waste
of ground .where nothing could be seen.

Near the ~bharbed-wire entanglement or
barricade lights could be seen bobhbing along.
The, ‘sentrics were being relieved, and guttuml
commands rang from the darkness.

Another drop of rain, and another, and
then with a musical and restless patter the
fall began.

(To be continued.)
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