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CHAPTER 1.

DOING THE THING PROPERLY—THE H
IS HIGHLY AMUSED.

TUDY C, in the Ancient House at St.
Frank’'s, was not exactly a place of
peace and quietness. At least four
fellows were talking at once, and the

result was not exactly harmonious.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West, to be precise,
was on his hind legs, and he was somewhat
inclined to be indignant. Tommy Watson
and I were grinning hugely. And sundry
visitors, who had just dropped in, were tak-
ing part in the argument, quite regardless
ng the fact that it had nothing to do with
them,

‘““ When you chaps have quite finished,'” I
said politely, “I'll try to get on with my
prep. If this din goes on much longer we
shall have a dozen prefects on the scene,

wondering who's being slaughtered!”

Tommy Watson glared at me.
‘“ Blow the prefects!”’ he roared wrath
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fully.

‘““My dear chap, don't jump down my
throat——"' .

“] can't help it!"’ enorted Watson.

“ Thig ailly idiot still sticks to his fatheaded
idea, and won't budge!'’

““ Are you referrin’ to me?" asked Tre-
gellis-West stiffly.

“Yes, I am!”

“ Then 1 must remind you, dear fellow,
that I have rooted objections to bein’ charae-
terised as a silly idiot!"” said 8ir Montie.
adjusting his pince-nez deliberately. ** An’ if
it comes to budgin’, I positively refuse to
do anythin’ of the sort. I maintain that it
would only be the proper thing to meet the
vew fellow—

*“He ain't a baby in arms, Is he?'’ bel-
lowed Watson.

‘“ Not that I am aware of, old boy.”

‘“ Then what the dickens do we want to
meet him for?”' demanded Watson. “ I ap-
peal to you chaps,” he added, turning to
the grinning spectators. “ Is it necessary
tv mcet this new kid?"

|

“Weil,q it's not exactly
it - vcould be rather decent,” said Cecil d»
Valeric. ‘“A new kid i3 always rather
nervous, but I reckon it’s better to let him
find his own feet.’’

‘“That's what 1 say!”
triumphantly.
plate here——"

** Begad! I object to that remark!” in-
terrupted Sir Montie warmly. “ I am not a
particular chap as a tule, but I draw tha
line at bein’ compared to « fashion-plate.
I’ashion-plates ur> shockin’ abominationsz, an’
they ought to be abolished. I have always
maintained that tailors ought to iostitute
some other mcthod of displiyin'—"

**Oh, my hat!”" I garnped. * You've
him switched on to fashions now!
no telling when he’ll finish.
continue the argument
study?”’

‘“You necdn’'t worry yourself, Nipper, oild
fellow,” said Sir Montie. “I have no in-
tention of wastin’ further words on the sub-
ject of tailorin’. I prefer a more appre-
ciative audlencc"

And Tregellis-West, whether by accident
or design, focusscd his pince-nez upon the
baggy trousers which adorned the lezs of
His Grace the Duke of Somerton.

That cheerful junior grmned

** Meaning me, I suppose? asked
calmly.

‘“ Dear boy, I always refrain from per-
sonalities,”’ said Sir Montie. ‘° However, since
you have raised the question, you will per-
haps allow me to remark that vour trousers
are baggy to the point of bein’ unwearable,
Bglgzt,d! Ain't you frightfully uncomfort-
able?”

““That's just where we differ, my son,”
grinned the duke. “If I wore trousers like
yours, I shculd be afraid to sit down! The
thing which puzzles me is bow the deuco
you manage to keep that crease so perfect.

necessary, but

declared Waisn
““And yct this giddy fazhion-

gob
There's
And -0221°t vou
in somebody else’s

heo

I suppose they're clued stiffl, or some-
thing?**

““ Ha, ha, ha!'”

Tregellis-West look: socked.
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“Please do not make such horrid sngges-
tions, Somerton.” protested. ‘* But we
were  talkin’ about . this ncw fellow, Pitt.
He’s booked for the Remiove, an' he's due
to arrvive to-morrow afternoon. Now, my
idea is to mcet hLim "

*“Oh, great pip!”’ gasped Watscn. *“ Don't
go uall over it againt”

‘T have no intention of doin’ anythin' of
the sort,” said Sir Montie. ¢ The matter,
so far as I am concerned, is finished. I have
alrcady made up my mind, and shall re-
frain from tryin’ to influence you any longer.
I shall meet the train to-morrow altcrnoon,
an’ 1 intend to wcelcome Pitt decently. If
VG f.iel,lows don’t like to come, you can stop
awayl’

““This is - where we feel humbled!V 1
grinned. * Montie, the gallant, i3 going ta
meet Master Reginald Pitt, and we can go
to the dickens. Of churse, we sha'n't allow
that—so there’s” nothing clse for it bui to
go as well.” ¢

‘““ Not likely!" snorted Watson, glaring at
me. ‘

““My dear chap, what's the good of ob-
jeeting?” I sighed.
going, there's an end of it. Ud rather try
to argue with Handfortii than the noble
picentie. Handforth gets wild, and gives you
the chancee of punching his nose. But you
can't. do anything with this serene bhound-r.
Let's decide to o, and get it over.”

'* Pray, do not imagine that I wish you
to come if you are opposed to the idea,”
said Tregellis-West frigidly. “I wouid not
dream of Lotherin' you—"

“That's ail right,” chuckled De Valerie.
**We might 2s well make up a party whiie
we're at it. Do the thing in style—what?
Nothin’ like bein’ polite—and, personally,
I'm rather grateful for having been shown
the correct way to benave.”

I am quite aware, De Valerie, that you

i
-

are rottin’,” said Sir Montie ‘icily. ** How-
cver, we wiil let the matter rest.”

* Thank goodness!” 1 breathed.

“1'Il ecome with you, if you like,” said

Somerton ecnerousy.
‘* Dear boy, piease do nrot
ciaimed Tregellis-West,

trouble!” ex-
with some gigns of

alarm. , |
““Oh, ~you necdn't worry!” arinned the
duke. “I've got a new «wit upstairs, and

I'll put it cn especially for the occasion. I'd

do anything to earn your favour, Yyou
know.’’ '

“J wish you'd do something to earn
mine!’' I broxe in. ‘*I've been trying to

get on with this prep for half an hour, and,
although I'm not a rude chap, I shall feel
greatly ohliged if everybody will take a
gentle hint. Buzz off!”

'* Well, that’s gentle enough,. anyhow!"”
gaid e Valerie. .

He strolied out of Study C, cbuckling, and
the other visitors melted away a moment
later. Tommy Watson and 1 continued our
prep. without i word, hut Montie remained
upon the hearthrug, engaged in the task of
polishing his eyeginases.

“If Mcntie says he's

LEL LIBRARY ‘

J

-

time he took, he was apparently doing hia
utmost to rub the gilasses completely away.

The whoie argunmient, a2a I have uiready
explained, was of the most unimpo.tand
nature; but 23 the coming of Reginald Thte
was to lead to strange and startling cvents,
I have thought it just as well to record the
matter.

My esteemed guv'nor, Mr. Nelscn Lee, tih2
celebrated criminologist—and -al:o Lir
Housemaster of the Ancient House at St.
Frank’s—had mentioned to me, a daday or
two earlier, that a new fellow wouid be
arriving for the Remove. To-day we had
learned that he would put Iin an appearance
the following afternmoon—which happencd to
be a half-holiday.

This being so, Sir Montie Tregellis-West,
the acme of politiness, had put forve:d the
sugeestion that a seleet little party slionld
stroll down to Beliton Station and wvelenma
the new arrival in a manner which wos
wcrthy of the best traditions of St. T'reank's,

Tommy Watson didn't sec the fun of ic
He was keen upon going for a picnie up the
river, to Willard's Island. In addition, we¢
wanted to practise our rowing, in readiness
for the unnual inter-House Junior Bo.t-
race, which was due to be contested tho

fcllowing week,

Personally, I didu’t care paorticularly
which we did. There would be pleuly of
time for rowing after tea. in the coul of
the evening. And I was fully sa:i:fiad with
the form of the Ancient Hous: Eicut.

*“Yes, tiic pale blue one,” murmured Sir
Montie absently.

“Eh?” said Waison, looking up.

**The pale blue one, dear hoy.”

“The pale bluc what, you fathcad:”
roared Tommy. .
‘** Pleagse refrain from roarin’ in  that

aggressive fashion, Watson!” said Treaellis.
West severely. *“ As a matter of fuct, I
was referrin’ to somethin’ which vwould nos
interest you in the slightest.”

Watson sniffed,

“ Socks, I suppese!” he eaid disdainfell-,
“ Fancy going about in pale-blue socks! Some
fellows have qneer tastes! I wouldn't weor
pale-blue socks——""

“ You—yon idi t!” shouted Montie. “1
waes refervin’ to o vraisteoat !
““Just as bad!” growled Watcon. *“ Thet

thing you've got on i3 enough to geare »
bullock! Red spots and a green back-
ground, with yeliow stripes!™ .

‘“Begad! You frightful fibb:r!" 1onred Sip
Montic indignantly. * This waistcont is per-
feetly tasteful, an’ there is' no traee of yel-
low in it whatever., An’, if it eomes to that,
I've told you more than once, drar fellow,
that your tie i3 in shockin’ had taste. Pray
refrain from -criticising me while you eoffend
the eyeeight of all deecnt peopie by wearin’
that awful abomination!’

Watson turncd nearly as red as his tie—
which was relieved by splashes of blue, and
was, indeed, rather showy. But Watson de-

Judging by the| clared that it was patriotic—making a red,
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white, and blue cffect.with his collar. As I
pointed out, however, this was rather a
mistake, as his collar was usually drab.-

“You leave my tie alone!™ snorted Wat-
son,

“Dcar boy, I wouldn't touch 1!‘.'" snapped
Sir Montie.

¢ Peace, cmldren—peacc " I said, lcoking
up. * You re nof gomg to have a row about
it, are you? I don't carc if you wear a
tie with fifty colours, Tomm}. And as for

Montie’s “al'-'tcoats, “e ve got u%d to em by
this tlme.", -

“I was thinkin’ of wearin’ ‘my pale blue
ono for to-morrow afternoon,'’ explained Tre-
_gellis-West graciously, * It will rather match §
my striped trousers Wlmt do you - t!unk
Nipper?” . .

* Don’t ask me!'" I rephed promptly

“ Might think- we are gomg to meet 2a
mddy gitl !’ “snapped Watson.” “‘In fact,
'I've half an idea that Montie wants to go

“ Begad!”. Tregellis-West went - scarlet
“I'm the most - pcaccful chap imaginable,

hut I refuse to stand here and listen to thesnﬁ

gross libels. "I have.never gone out. wnth

gpoon— [—I mean—"" -- L ~
4 Ha, ha, ha!" ‘

1 fail to see the reason for thls ridiculous | -

hilarity,” said Sir:Montie frigidly.: *‘And
‘unless you apologise at once, Watson, I shall
be compelled, much against my will, to—" -

“ Commit murdcr"" I asked pohtely ‘“You
look like it!” . .

“1 trust-I shali never kill anybodv over
-an absurd argument of this sort,” said the
swell of the Anclent House. -“I like Wat-
son tremendously, but I positively refuse to
be insulted—even by my best pals. 1 call
;upon you, Nipper, to hack me up!"”

"+ 0h, certainly!”’ .I said solemnly. ‘' I'll

‘back you up all you like. Tommy, you in-
gulting "bounder, apologise at once-—apolor':se

:twmty times, if necessary!” h

‘““ You s1lly-ass—-" began W.ltson mdw-
nantly, . -
- * Apologise!’ 1 said, winking at. lnm. |-
.- *0Oh, all n:ht" growled Tommy. “1

]0"] , Montic -

ap‘(‘J’l‘hcsz? the matter is firfzhed,” said
rrecellis-West, beaming. *‘T certainiy vnsh
‘to remain on good terms——"'

"« put I think you're a spoony ass, all the
Watson thoughtfully.

“game!" - added
® You fnghtful rotter!" _gasped

e Bef'.td'“l
ontie. “I'll—
M“nA“ right.” mtcrrupted Watqon screnely.
.-uI ;\DDIO"I“C' ’ |
[ 1] h “"

s 1 apolonlsc," mtcrruptcd KVatson, - ¢ Ot‘
“course, you're going to put that waistcoat
on bhecause you want to make eyes at the
girls and look as fetching as posnnble. I dare
gay you'll get .off—"" |
Sir .Montie nearly choked.- .

« Bepad! TUll=I'Il- give -you a . frightful
n’t" he shouted, wnenchma off his

thrashin’!
- elegant coat. * Put up your lnndq you ia-

T~

Sult,m hounnder!"
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~ “hat's all right!” maid Tommy Watson

calmly. * You can’t touch me,  Montue.
You're a gentleman, I suppose? . I apologis>
profusely.- You must accept that, you
Know.” . :

"lou—jou anolomsc"" gasped Tregeliis
West.

“ Cortainly ! r-rmned Watson. “I°ll keen
it-up as lopg as you like, old chap. ['ll

apologise a hundred times, it it please you.
But be quiet for a minute. I want to t!nn.s
out the next insnlt—" -

“You  frighiful fellow!” .
‘ You've been rottin'!"’

. * Ha, ha, ha!" _
T e lou ve been taking me in—"
" Ha, ha, ha!’ .- | .

Tregellis-West gwallowed hard,” strode
across to-the door, and bestowed a glare
upon us which, by all rights, ought to have
frozen us on the spot. But it dida't. We
sat on our chairs and roared. And the out-
raged Montie passed out of the study anc
alammcd the door.. -

“ A bhit rough on the ass!"” T arinned.

KL ‘Wcll he shouldn't be so Jclly hmdv with
his noblche oblige * ideas,” said Watson. .
“J don’t feel hke coinz to the station to-
meet a silly new kid——"'

“QOh, give it a rest!” I said hastn!v -
'I‘ommy Watson dried -up. But ‘somebody
els» wagn't giving it a-rest. l'ullwvcod and
Gulliver and Bell, of Study. A, werc quite
interested in the news that a new. l’l'ow
was coming for the Remove.

Ralph Leslie Fullwood, the leader of tht
small scction of the ‘Remove who termed
thems>lves the Nuts, was alway3 oa the
lookout - for innocent youths who weve -un-
used to the wiles of humanity., At the be.
ginning - of - every term Fullwood and Co.
il’lw'l,‘(s reaped. a rlch harvest frora the new

0ys

The Nuts were  smooth-tongued 3ouths.
with elegant manners: and confidential airs
Their chief pastime was card-playing for~
money, smoking, and backing horses—all on
the strict Q.T., of course. And tlxe) re-
garded a new fellow as fair game."’

_ If Reginald Pitt proved to be a- wealthy
youth, \nth heaps of pocket-money to throw
about Fullwood saw no reason why that

roarcd Monl i,

L money - should not -he transferred mt.o the

pockets of hiy’ own ‘' set "—-md mc;dmtall),
into his own,

““'There’s a gcod chance here." said Full-
wood, as he and Gulliver and Bell strolled
down to the village in the dusk. ““ This
Ch'lp Pitt is probably rolling in filthy lucre.
I'm rather short at present, and we might be
able to skin the ass.’

‘* Yes—if that rotten Nlppc doosn’t pet
hold . of him first,”” growled ﬁell “ Our
little games are . known, Fully, and Nipper
may warn the new Kkid against us.’ -

" New kids are- always silly fatheads,*
said TIFullwood calmly. “Xven if be I3
warned {t'll take a few days to soak in—
and we.can skin_him in the meantime.”

And, with these charitable intentions for

} the morrow, Fullwood and Co, continued their
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way to the village. Just near the bridge
they ran into one of the shining lights cf the
River lcuse School—the eelect academy for
young gentlemen pre:ided over by Dr. Hogge,
M.A.. which was situated ncar by.

This particular ° shining ligcht’” was
Hon. Aubrey de Vere Wellborne, the leader
ol the insufferable cads who called themsclves
the ‘‘ Honourables.”” He wias not exactly
fricndly with Fullwood and Co., but, being of
a similar calibre, he was naturally arawn to
them, .

**1 say, Fullwood, old fellah!" he exclaimed
in his ahsurd, aficeted drawl. ** Somebho<dy’s
beep tellin® mre that there’s a new  Fid
comin’ to St. I'rank’s. Rathah unueual, ain’t

it? New Kkids don’t gcnerally arrive in the
middle of 'term—:—-" .
“This oaune will.,” said Fullwood. * Chap

named Reginald Pitt, 1 believe. He's coming
down by the afternoon train. But why are
you intcrested?’’ .

**0Oh, ncthin’,” said the Hon. Aubrey care-
leerly. ' I'm uttahly indifferent as to how
many kids you have. But I thougit it was
mercly a yern. Thaunks, awfully!”

And Wellborne strolled on with his usual
swagger. Fullwood and Co., who were not
quite 60 ‘“nutty’” as the Hon. Aubrey,
grinned to themselves.

‘““ Now, what the dickens did he want to
know that for?'’ asked Gulliver curiously.

“ Blessed if I know—an’ I'm jolly certain
I don’t care,” replied Fullwood. ‘' Let's get
on.”

They forgot all about the Hon. Aubrey de
Vere Tcllhorne, who, mcanwhile, was ap-
proaching the River House S8chool. As he
swagegcerced ualong he grinned to himself. By
the time the pates of Dr. Hogge's Academy
came within sight Wellhorne was chucklivg.
And as he ecntered thce school grounds he
buret into a roar of merrimenst.

Lvidently something was tickling the fancy
of the Houn. Aubrey. But the joke, whatever
it was, was sccurely locked within his own
bosom. PBut there was no doubt as to the
genuineness oOf the River House fellow's
meirriment.

————

CHAPTEPR Il
MUEETIXNG PITT—-XOT QUITE A QFENTLLMAN—
CHRISTINE IS TOO PREVIOUS.

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST heamed,
and regarded his following with an
approving eye. In addition to Tommy
Watson and myself, De Valeric and

the duke and Justin B. Farman had come
along.
We were waiting to welcome the pew fellow.,
The aftermoon sun was shining brilliantly
down upon the old platform of thie little rail-
way station at Bcellten. It was a hot after-
ncon —unusually hot for so late in the summer
--and Reginald Pitt, at all events, would sce
the village at its best. '
And there was some splendid scenery in
“he  neighbourhood of St. Frank’s, ton,
although the juniors, taking them as a whole,

the l’

a
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never geemed-to notice-its The famous Bell: !

comewhat sombre
beginning to fall,
upcn the ground

ton Woods wcre looking
now, for the leaves were
and a brown carpet lay
everywhere.

The River Stowe could be seen from the
station, a refreehing, sparkling ribbon of blue,
trailing away through the green meadows.
There were a good few boats out. mainiy

occupied by eseeniors and juniors from St.
Frank's.
Sir Montiec, as I remarked, beamed. He

had got his way, and he was feeling con-
tented. I must confess that but for the
the hospitable idcas of Tregellis-West, Lie
ncw fellow would have found it neccssary
to wend his way to St. Framk's unescorte:l.

‘““You must remember, dear fellows, that
you would havc bhven delighted if you had
becn accorded {iite same welcome,’”’ said Sir
Montie urbanely. * ‘Do unto others——'"

4* 0On, corks! Don’'t spring any quotaticns
on ws!” protasted Tommy Watson. ‘' \WWhen
I came to St. Frank's I had to find my own
way about. There was no brass band to
meet me——"’

‘*Pray -do not be ahsurd, Tommy boy,”
said Montie. ‘ There is no brass band here,
as you are fully aware. I should very
etrongly condcinn the idea of providin' a
brass band.”

‘** Train's coming,”
cheerfully. ‘

‘““That's a good thing,” I said. ¢ Montie
would go on jawing for hours if we let him.
And we’'d better let him do mest cof the
jawing. His clegant language will impreas the
new chap tremendously.’

“ Begad! How absurd, old boy!"” protested
Montie.

““ Guess Nipper's dead righ®,” grinned Far-

remarked Somerton

man. ‘I'll sure allow your accent is a heap
pretty, Tregellis-West. Say, this yerec new

feller will be just struck flat when he zits
listenin’ to your high-falutin’ chin-music!'”

** Not mmuch music about it!”’ said Watson
tartly.

** Don't spoil the harmony, Tommy !’ I said
with a chuckle. “ It wouldn't look well
for Pitt to step out of the train and flud
you and Montie scrapping on the platiorm.”

‘“ There is no danger of that, old fcllow,
satd Sir Montie coldly. ‘I have no intention
whatever of cscrappin’ with this vrumblin’
bounder. I shall have a few words to say
to Watson later on!”

** Look out for squalls, Tommy '’ I arinned.

Wateon grunted, and we watched the train
draw imto the siation. Tommy had come
with us, but he frankly and openly showed
that he considered the whaole idea to be
ridiculous. Qn cther ccecasions we had met
new fellows—but only when requested to by
Nelson Lce, or for other special purposes.
There was really no reason why we should
make a fuss over Pitt, except that Montie
thought it ncecssary. -

The train was short, hcing only a local
on¢c rurniig on the Bannington-Caistowe
branch line. It came to a standstill, and we
all saw the shock head of a hoy gazing some-

what nervously from a first-class compart-
went,
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¢ Funny-looking merchant!' grunted Wat-
80n.
* Give him a chance to reveal himself,” I
remarked. ‘‘ You can't judge a chap by bhis
head. What should we think of Montie if we
had only his head to go hy?”

Tregellis-West  studiously ignored this
pleasant remark, although he heard it. He
strode elegantly forward, and arrived oppo-
site the first-class compartment just as the
door opened. The passenger who stepped out
was a boy of dbout fifteen. He was attired
in Etons, but he -wore them as though he
- had never donned such clothing until this
particular day.

His collar was sadly crumpled, his tie was
situated somewhere over on the starboard
quarter, as Burton described it afterwards,
Burton being the son of a rctired sea cap-
tain. The new fellow’s waistcoat was half
undone, and—horror of horrore—several inches
of. flannel shirt were revealed. I half ex-
pected to see Sir Montie faint on the spot.
For any new fellow to arrive wearing a
flannel shirt was an almost unpardonable sin.
Moreover, eéven the most inexperienced eye
could detect the fact that this flannel shirt
had not seen the interior of a laundry for
quite a long while.

To further add to Montie's confusion, the
condition of the new junior’s neck and hands
was very gimilar to that of his shirt. The
paw which bhe thrust forward was not only
grimy, but coarse and rough.

‘““’Ow are yer?' said the boy genially.

Sir Montie recovered himselt with an effort.
*‘ Toppin’, dear old boy—toppin’!”’ he said,
with etudied politeness. * You are Pitt, I
take it?'’ he added, tully intending to be on
the safe side before accepting that question-
able-looking fist. '

““That's my name—Pitt—Reggle
said the new boy. ‘ Can’t yer see my ‘and?’’

‘““ Quite distinctly, thank you—most dis-
tinetly !”" said Tregellis-West, taking the hand
gingerly.

‘““ Blessed if I can see it!’ muttered Wat-
son. ‘‘It looks all dirt to me!"”

It was rather unfortunate that Watson
should have spoken so loudly, for Reginald
Pitt turned on him at once.

“Nice an’ perlite, ain’'t yer?” he asked
heavily. ‘“ My ’'ands are good enough for
me, an’' I ain't asked you to take 'em, ’'ave
I? You stow yer lip, funny face!”

* (Great pip!”’ gasped Watson, turning red
with wrath. “I'l-I'll—"

‘“ Shurrup, you ass!”’ I whispered. “ Can't
fight now; let the chap have his head until
we get to the sachool, anyhow.” I grinned.
** This looks like being entertaining, my
sons. Montie wanted to come and do the
honours, and we'll back him up!”

‘“ By ead! He'll need backin' up—what?”
grinned De Valerie. .

* The fact is, dear old boy,’’ said Tregellis-
West, holding his right hand somewhat ex-
tonded, as though to give it an airing; ‘‘the
fact is, I'm wonderin’ if you bhaven’'t made a
hloomer. You're quite sure you're bound for
St. Prank'a?”

COMING OF
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‘““ That's right, matey,’” agreed Pitt. “I'm
goin’ into the Fourth Clarss—"'

“ Clares!"’ gaseped 8ir Montie.

“That's wot you call it, ain't it?"” asked
Pt‘ltg;.' ‘“ The Remove, or eomethink after that
style!"”

‘“ Not the stables, by any chance?’ asked
Watson. ‘‘I heard one of the grooms aay-
ing yesterday that he wanted a new stable-
boy. suppoée you bhaven't made a mis
take?"

‘I reckon you can ’'ave that job,'’ said Pitt
calmly. **I should say it would juost about
suit you, cocky!”

““ Cocky!"” stuttered Watson. * Look here,

I ain't going to stand that, I can tcll you

‘“ Well, I ain't goin’ to stand bhein’ called
a etable-boy !’ said Pitt. ¢ Still, if it don't
suit your ‘ighness, I won't say it agin. I
ain’'t the chap to displease nobody. 1 s'pos
you?'blokes all belong to St. Frank’s, don't
yer?”

‘“ Er—exactly !’ replied Sir Montie, with a
cough. * But pray allow me to point out,
Pitt, dear old boy, that it is not exactly
usual for people to refer to us as * nlokes !’

‘ Distinctly unusual, by gad!”’ murmured
De Valerie.

‘“ Well, it’s all the same to me,”’ aaid the
new boy. '* You can call ycrselves wot yer
like. An’ wot's your name—you with the
gaudy old fancy weskit?"

‘“ Begad!"’ exclaimed Sir Montie, takince a
deep breath. *‘ I—I shall really be compelied
to punch—— Ahem! My name, Pitt, is Tre-
gellis-West, and I'm a member of the Re-
move.”’

‘“8ir Launcelot Montgomery Treg-llis-
West,”” I put in solemnly. ‘' Don’t forget the
embellishments, Montie. It's rather hard
lines o you, isn‘'t it? You took about an
hour choosing that waistcoat, didn’t you:"

Pitt grinned. .

‘““Oh, so 'e’s a bloomin’ baromet, i8 ‘¢’
he asked. ‘‘['ve ‘eard of 'em, but [ allus
thought they was old fellers with whiskerz:.
'Ow are yer? Let’s shake ‘ands agin!”

ald

‘“Really, it is not at all necessary,”
Tregellis-West hastily. ** And I am really a
mere nobody, Pitt. This fellorw here i3 a
duke. Pray shake handa with him!"’

“This, to say the least, was decidedly
cowardly on Montie’s part. The Duke of
Somerton, however, being a good-natured
fellow, extended his hand without waiting fot
it to be grabbed.

‘“ There are no distinctions at St. Fraplk's"”
he said easily. “ I'm Somerton—-that’s all.

Hadn’'t we better be shifting? We came
down to give you a welcome, Pitt.’”’
“Very kind of ver, I'm sure,”” sail the

new boy. ‘‘ It's a pity you brought that chap
with yer, though,” he added, pointing to the
boiling Watson. “ It ‘e ain't careful ‘&'l
bust somethink afore long!"”

“ That's a fact!’ =aid. Watson arinly.
“I'll jolly well bust your face, yo.u low-down
bounder! I'm fed up with this. [ den't want
to be seen walking through Bellton wit a
beastly coal-heaver!™ _

And Tommy Watsen, red in the face with
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“I've got eyes!’ said Pitt sourly. * W'y,
I'm ‘anged if some of it ain't all in ruins!
That's a fine school, ain't it?”

“ The old monastery has been in ruins for
centuries, Pitt,’”” explained Montie. “Iv’s
history is amazin'ly interestin’, an' [ would
outline it to you if I thought that my efforts
would bLe appreciated.”

Pitt sniffed, and they procecded on their
way, and at last entercd the Triangle,
passing under the imposing stone gateway.
A good many fellows were in the Triangle.

The Duke and De Valerie and I had
arrived shortly before, and we found Tommy
Watson indignantly explaining matters to a
group near the Ancient House steps. Hand-
forth and Church and McClure were there,
and several College House fellows were
grinning near by. The situation struck them
as belng humorous; they wished us joy with
our new school-fellow. Being in the College
House, they believed that Pitt would not
trouble them. I'm referring now, of course,
to Ghristine and Co., the leader of the
Monks.

‘“ Hallo!” said Handforth, looking round.
** Here comes the giddy merchant! Oh, my
hat! Who's his tailor?"

Sir Montie and Pitt advanced, and all the
other juniors remained silent, anxious to hear
what this unique new boy had to say. Sir
Montic detached himself from Pitt, and went
straight indoors to wash his hands.

“ Watch me!"” said Handforth calmly.

He lounged forward deliberately. It was
Edward Oswald’'s genial intention to take a
trcmendous rise out of the new fellow.
Handforth was rather celebrated for that
pastime. As the other Removites said, he
was rather-‘fond of throwing his weight
about. And he took a particular delight m
making new boys fecl  that they
cotirely unimportant beings.

“80 you're the new kid — ch?” said
Handforth condescendingly. ‘‘ What's your
name?"’ .

‘“ Inquisitive, ain’t yer?” asked Pitt.
‘““You vo an’ play with them other little
boys. and don’t bother me. Your face makes
me feel faint to look at it! Crikey! Was
you born like that?”

Handforth nearly collapsed.

“ Why, you—you—— Look herc!’ he
roared. ‘‘If you ain't careful, you chceky
hounder, I'll punch your nose!'’

“ Garn! Full o’ swank, ain’t yer?' sneered
Pitt. ¢ Like all the rest o' your sneakin’
pals—I never see such a set of stuck-up
blighters! 1'm sorry I came to this ’'ere
school !"’

“By QGeorge! You'll be
minute!” exclaimed Handforth
* Here, hold my coat, somebody!"’

‘““ None o' them games!" said Pitt, back-
ing away. ‘“ We don’t want no fightin." If
you touch me, I'll yell for 'elp. I'll 'ave all
the masters down ‘ere—''

‘““ Nice specimen, ain’t he?” remarked
Christine. ‘I ish you joy with him.
Thank goodness he ain't coming into the
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heads up stixight if that cad vas put over
on our side!”

Pitt looked round.

“ College ’'Ouse?”’ he said. “ W'y, that's
where I'm booked for.”

*“Eh?”’ said Christine, with a start.

‘““ Are you going into the College Houze?'’
I asked joyfully.

‘“You bet!” replied Pitt.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared cvery Ancicnt
House fellow.

““Rot!”" roared Christine, in alarm. * There
must be some mistake!"

‘“ Rather!” shcuted Yorkc and Talmadge.

‘“* No mistake that I know on,” =aid Pitt.
“I'm goin’ in a clarss called the Remove,
an’ I'm goin’ to live in a place called the
College 'Ouse. Afore I left "ome my dad told
me all about it during the slack time.”

‘“ Slack time?’’ repeated De Valerie mildiy.

““Yes, while he wasn't servin’.”

‘““Serving !’ yelled Christine. ‘‘ Does
father keep a shop?”

‘A shop! Garn! Not likely:” exclaimed
Pitt, with contempf. ‘“ My dad kecps one
of the biggzest pubs in London!”

_ Christine fainted—at least, h~2 collapsed
into the arms of Yorke and Talmadge. This
was surely the limit!'

~ ““I've got three or four bottlds of whisky
in my box,” went on Pitt calmly. *“ My
pater’s comin’ down to sec mc once every
week, an’ ’'e’ll bring some of ’is pals with
'im. Crikey! It won't ’arf be a lark!
They'll be sure to get 'ere ’arf boozed every
week——"’

““You're rotting, ain't you?” gasped Mec-

Clure. -~
likely ! replied Pitt. *“Do you

youp

‘‘ Not
mean to say you ain’t ’'card o’ my dad?
He’s known as Pitt the Pug, an’ used to be
one o' “the finest prize-fighters in the Ring.
E keeps a hook now, an’ I'll be ablc to give
you all sorts o' tips about ‘orses. You'll
like my dad!”

“ Oh, rather! grinned De Valerie. “ From
your description, ke appears to be a perfect
gentleman. Christine, old chap, you might
take this bcauty over into your House.
Hide him away somewhere. The best advice
1 can give is to take him into a dark corper
and smother him. Do it gently, you know,
but make a thorough job of it!”

“Hold on!” shouted Handforth grimly.
‘““This chap doesn't helong to my House,
thank goodness, but I'm not going to let
him slip oft so casily as that. He made
some insulting remarks about my face, and
I'm going to punch him into next week!”

Why not go the whole hog?" I askad
calmly. ** Why not punch him right along
the calendar--—"

“This isn’t a time for joking!' snappcd
Handforth, rolling up his shirt sleevea.
“ Pitt’s. an unclean bounder, but I shall have
to soil my hands for once. I'm going to
smash him!"’

To judge from Handforth's attitude, his
words were not idle. And Handforth, when
he was aroused, was capable of inflicting
Nature had provided
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him with a pair of fista which wcre spccially - A—a joke?' gasped Hand!orth.

suited for delivering  violent blows — as
Chnreh and Mc¢Ciuore would testify at any
timic. Those cheerful youths watched the
procecdings witi sheer joy: it was = wovelty
to sec those fists being uscd against come-

body else. ]
**Lemme alcne!” yelled Pitt, in alarm.
**Hi! ‘Elp!-‘elp! Kecp your hands coff me,

vou rotten bullies!”

But several fellows had grasﬁed Fitd
firmly. He continued to rear with all the
strength of his lungs, and everybody was

fairly disgusted. Even Handforth half
agrcided to leave the cad alone.

In any case he was unable to adwminister

the promistd thrashing, for Mr. Crowcli,
the Remowe master, suddenly appeared ia

the doorway of the Ancient House.  He
frowned over the tops cf his glasses, and
strode forward. §

“Dear me!" he evclaimed. ‘ What is the
rcason  of  this disgraceful commotion?
Release that boy at once!'

Pitt was rcleased, and he reccovercd his
spirit.

**I knew I'd bring a master on the scene!”
he said. * Cowargly younz ‘ounds—that’s
wot yon are. You just arrived in” time., old
mate!”’ he added, turning to Mr. Crowell.

The Torm-master’s glasscs dropped off his
nose.

"*How dar¢ you?”’ hec demanded warmly.
‘“ What is your name, boy?”’

“It's Pitt, sir,”” shouted Watson joyfully.
“ He's the new Nemove chap—going into the
Collece House, thank goodness!”’

Alr. Crowell started. -

“Pict!” he exclaimed. * The Headmaster
imformed me——-  But this is impossible—
utterly. impossible! Who are yon, boy?”’

“* Keep your 'air on, okl cack!”’ said Pitt.

“Ob. great pip!” murmured Handforth
faintly.

Mr. Crowell was not a gentleman ta he
triffed with. Hiz lhands shot out. and he
“grasped Pitt by the collar. The boy strug-
gled ficrcely, but in van.

“ You impucent young rascal!’”’ thunderecd
Mr. Crewell. *“* I'm well aware that you have
been deliberate:y insulting mc. Even a hoy
of your evident ignorance knows bhetter thian
to call a master—cr—by the disparaging
term you just mentioned. You will be
flogged, boy-—"'

*“If you touch me I'll
yer!” whimpered Pitt, all his confidence
vanishing. ‘* I—I didn't mean to insult, sir!
I-I'm sorry! Lemme go, please.”

Mr. Crowell relaxed his grip, although he
did not release him.

‘‘ Since you have apologised, my bqy, 1
will let the matter rest,” he said. *““1I can
only canclude that there must be some mis-
take. ‘I have been informed as to the
character of Pitt, and you do not answer
the description in the slightest.”

” Please, sir, it was only a joke,” wailed
the boy. ‘A joke on these ‘ere Kid® I

'ave the law on

meant to clear out afore any masters camel

on the seene.® R

“My name ain't Pitt—it's Alf Summers,
an’ I live at Bannington,’” blubhered the boy
tearfully. ‘ Some young gents give me o
quid”for doin' it, an’ I didn't tce no ’arm

“That is quite sufficient!” <aid Mr.
Crowell, with obvious relief in his volice.
‘“ Leave these premises at orc¢o, jou im-
pudent hoy. and do not show your fuce here
again. Qo!'"

Master Alf Summers scuttied away across
the Triangle and disappearcd down the lane,
leaving a trail of dust behind him. And
Mr. Crowell, a smile upon his lips, re-
catered the Ancient House, studiously igror-
ing the juniors on the steps, who appeared
te be on the verge of collapee.

“Done!” I said faintly. * Done brown!'’

““Oh, my hat!"

‘“ Diddied and dished!”’

But although we were starticd by this
rcvelation, there was a feeling of tremen-
dous relief in all our hearts. The im-
possible fellow was not Pitt at all. We hed
been japed—and japed thoroughly.

‘““It's those River House cads, 1'll bet a
quid?’ I excliimed grimly. * Oh, my good-
ness'! They've ccored this trip!”

And every cther fcllow was bound to admit
the fact.

But the Hon. Aubrey De Vere Wellhorne
and his elegant chinms had not finirhed the
game yet. This wheere was the biggest thcy
had ever played againat St. Frank's—and
they had entered into it heart and soul,

CHAPTER III.

TiE HON. AUBREY’S WHEERZB—JAPING THE KEW
| FELLOW—THR CLIMAX !

ELLBORNE AND (CO. werc in high
good humour.
Thcy were standing upon the
wide platform of Bannington Junc-
tion, awaiting the =zrrival of the London
expreas. This, of course, happened previous
to the incidents I have just recorded. My
surmise had bheen corrcet; the japers were
the River House Honourables.

- “Well, we’ve arranged things with that
diyty urchin, Sammers,”” eaid Wellhorne,
with a chuckle. “ Bai Jove! They'll get a
shock at St. Frank's this afternoon!”
*“Oh, rather!” agreed the Hon.
Coates and the Hon. Bertram

Wellhorne'’s bosom chums.
Sumncers, at that moment, was seated in
the local #rain, which was gawaiting the
arrival of the express before it started.
Wellborne, being a particular fellow, had
arranged the affair in private, and would
not be seen with his grimy tool in publie.
So Summers had taken his place in a first.
class carriage, with precise orders as to how
he should proceed. As a matter of fact the
impostor had not gone to such leng*Ys as
Wellhorne had outlined, having a very keen

regard for the safety of his own skin,

Cyril
f,'a rstairs—
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Wellborne ana Co. proceedzd to tell a few
more startling lics conecerning the astound-
ing }ublic schiool which Pitt was about to
enter. He listened with great interest, swal-
lowing the tuales whole, so to speak. And
the Honotirables had the utmost diffculty
in keeping t-hemfflves seriovs. Japing Pitt
wna anlandid ennrt
WY Jjrivdivaing Dl T )

Arriving in Bellton, the trap was left out-
gide the Gcorge Tavern—from where it had
been hired. Having paid the bill, Wellhorne
and Co. escorted their charge down the vil-
tage street. They moved rather hastily, for
there was a possibility of meeting some real
&t. Frank's fellows—ond that wonld spoil
the fun compictely.

However, the quiet cside-lune in which Dr.
logge's Academy was situated was turned
into without incident. And here VWellborne
was obliged to go carcfully.

There was a bir board outside the River
lious: Scliool. and if Pitt spotted it he would
know thut the place wasn't St. Frank's at
ali—-for Wellborne's idea was to  jape
leginald Pitt very thorouchly.

At this time in the afternoon practically
all the Academy fellows would be in the
spacious playing-grounds, and Wellborne
knew for a fact that both Dr. Hogge and Mr.
Wwragg were out. Mr. Wragg was the under-
master, and a regular rotter—in the eyes of
all the dcecent fellows at the River House
School. H: toadied to Wellborne «nd -Co.
in the most sickening fashion—chiefly because
they were well-connected youths with heaps
of money.

Mr. Wragg seldom punished the Hcnour-
ables, but hc was always down unon the
othér fellows. And_it was particularly neat,
in Wellborne’s opinion, that this practical
joke with Pitt would eventually bring the
new St. Frank’s junior into contact with Mr.
Wragg.

The difficulty with regard to the announce-
mcnt-board in the front of the school was
overcome quite easily. By Kkeeping quite
close to the hedge on the same side of the
~oad as the school Pitt was given no oppor-

tupity of seeing the board at all, for thick |-

bushes grew on either gide of it.

The River lomse Schocel, although a com-
paratively small place, had a somewhat im-
posing frontage. Even this, however, was
magnificant in every way compared with the
stately old pile of St. Frank’s.

‘* Heah we are!” exclaimed Wellborne, as
they entered the opem gateway. * Welcome
to St. Frank'’s, deah boy!”’

Reginald Pitt eyed the school in astonish-
ment.

‘“* Why, I thought it was much bigger than
thig!” he exclaimed, in tones of keen disap-
pqQintment.

" Bigger!”’ echoed Carstairs. ““ Why, my
dear fellow, St. Frank's is select. It doesn't
7o for quantity. Quality’s our motto. Be-
sideg, you haven't seen the South Aspect yet
—it's round the other cide, and you'll be
awfully astonishcd when youn do sce,it, Im-
poeing. you knQw!”’

Corsidering  that

A"

LEL

there' was no South '-cver and evidently nad no suspicions..
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Aspect—ab least, in the manner Carstairs
intimated—Pitt wou'!d certainly be surprised.
But Wellhorne and Co. did not want to
arouse any suspicions in the new junior’s
mind. The crcam of the joke would be lost
if he tumbled to the truth at this stage.

“I'd ,like to have a lcok round, if you

] ‘e LB L} s L X ]
don't mind,” said Pitt meekly. I hope

it’s not trcubling you too much?”

>

“ Oh, not at all!” said Wcllhorne. * Don't
mention it, deah boy. Only too bally
pleased, don’t you know. Rut I'm afraid

we can’'t show you round just at present.
No fellahs are allowed to go round tho
echool grounds as soon as evah they arrive.
It's always considihed the thing to go to
your own ctuds an’ stay theah until the
Headmastabh comes along for an  inter-
view."” -

“Pon't I go to the Headmaster?'’ asked
ritt. ‘* That's the usual thing, isn't t?”

Weliborne smiled indulgently.

“ Bless your innoconce!”” he exclaimed.
‘“My deah boy. St. Frank's isn't the same
as othah schools. The boys are treated
propahly. The mastahs are servants, in a
mannah of speakin’, They wait on us—you

undahstand?’’

“It seems a bit queer,”” remarked Pitd
sceptically.

“You'll get used to it,” said the Hon.

Aubrey calmly. ‘““ For example, you go
straight to your study, an’ the Hecad will
come to you. It’s not your place to go to
the Head. Undahstand? He'll put a few
questions to you, an’ all the rest of the rot,
an' then considah your special ordahs. Oh,
an’ you’ll have a valet, too,” added Well-
borne casually. ‘‘ Every fellah at St. Frank’s
is provided with a valet, you know."”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"’ roared Carstairs violcntly.
“ What the deuce is the mattah with

‘you?'' demanded Wellborne, glaring at his

hilarious chum.

“ Oh—ha, ha'—pothin'!” gaoped Car-
stairs. *““I—I was just thinkin' how awfully
queer it must seem to Pitt—"

‘“No mneed to cacklc!” snapped the Hon.
Aubrey.

‘“ Besides,”” went on Carstairs, ‘‘ somethin’
tickled my neck just then—a fly, 1 believe,
Supposin’ we take Pitt to his study?’’
P.‘t't}lave I got a study alrecady?’’ asked

itt. .
~ *“1t's, been prepared for a week,” replied
Wellborne. ** Everything’s complete, you
know. Some othah chap’s been usin’ it 80's
to. keep it aired, hut you can pitch him out
this evenin'!” 7

They all entered the wide-open doorway of
the River House School. The Honourablcs,
to tell the truth, were suffering agonies.
They badly wanted to yell, but it was im-
possible to give vent to their amusement
while Pitt was with them. The Hon.
Auhrey’s statemzont regarding the valets had
been rather too much for Carstairs, and he
had nearly spoilt the whole thing. But
Pitt -was looking ae innocently intercsted as
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The little parey
and mounted the

assed along the wide hall
anvy staircase. Arriving

in the upper corridor, Wellborne Quickly
moved along until be came opposite a door
which stood quite by iteelf at the end of
the passage.

* This is your study, Pitt,”" he exclaimed,
producing a key-from his pocket. * I"locked
it up bhefore we came out, in case some of
the fellahs got playin' jokes. Personally, I
don’'t believe in japin’ new boys."”

‘“Oh, a rotten game!’ said Coates, ahak-
ing his head.

Wellborne forgot to mention that he was
just admittiug Reginald Pitt into the sacred
apartment belonging to Mr. Wragg. He
also overlooked the point that it was rgost
unusual for a junior to poseress a key which
fitted a master’'s study; Pitt didn't want to
know that.

Wellborne had searched high and low for
the key, but had found it in the end. It
reially belonged to a box-room at the top
of the house, and it fitted Mr. Wragg's
lock perfectly.

And the under-maater being out, his door
wag naturally locked. The success of the
whole scheme was largely a matter of 1uck,
and Wellborne and Co: ushered their victim
into the study with feelings of real joy.

‘* 8quat down an’ make yourself at home,”
snid the Hon. Aubrey genially. *‘ Smoke as
mwany cigarettes as you like, deah hoy—the
Head will be rather pleased if you do. He
likes the chaps to feel at home.”

‘““ Are you going away?’ asked Pitt.

“Must!” recplied Wellborne reluctantly.
“* Frightfully sorry. an’ all that, but we
rcally can’t stay. The Head'l bc along in
about a quartah of an bhour. Don’t budge,
Pitt, dcah boy. He’'ll be awfully wild if yon
ain’t heah when he arrives. An' I'll give you
& tip,”” he added confidentially. ‘' Some of
the chaps are thinkin’ of ragglin' you—that’s
really why we took the trouble to come an’
meet, the train. So don’t show your face in
the corridor. Just stay heah, smokin' an’
loungin’ about until the Head appeahs!'’

‘“ Thanks awfully,’” said Pitt. “ I'll stay,

Wellborne. Jolly good of you to take no
muech trouble over me. You're a real
sport>®

““Oh, don't mention it,”” said the Heom.
Aubrey. *‘“It's nothin’!"

And he and his suffering chums passed
out into the corrider and closed the door
behind them. Heréd, at least, it was pos-
sible to relax the solemn expressions on
thelr faces. They grinned from e¢ar to car,
and gasped, finding great difficulty in pre-
vergting yells of laughter from bursting
out,

The jape was finished. It anly remained now
for Mr, Wragg to find the new fellow. Waell-
borne locked the door silently, slipped the
key into his cket, and then hLhe and the
other two pelted along the passage and
burst into their study.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Carstairs, col-
lapsing into a chair, “1 nearly died, Well-

|
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hcrne. The slily ass—the frightfut
We've spoofed him gorgeously.”

‘* Ha, ha, hal”

The Honourables yelled themselves hoarse,
and speech was impossible for at leaat two
minntes. And then Wellhorne wiped his tearcs
away and rose to his feet.

"*'We'll get outside,”” bhe remarked.
“Wouldn't do to be found herc when old
wragg appears. We can watch the window
from behind the bushes.”

And Wellberne and Co., hugely delighted
with the success of their gread wheeze, left
the study and made their way out into the

open.

Meanwhile, Reginald Pift was locked within
Mr. Wragg's study—waiting to face the
storm of which he knew nothing!

At least, that ia what the Honourables

fcndly supposed.

idiot!

CHAPTER 1V,

NOT SUCH A DUFFER—TURNING THE TABLLS —A

BIT TOO THOROUGH.

LGINALD PITT grinned cheerfully.

He was standing in the centre of

Mr. Wragg's study, and he locked

. round him with great interest. The

innoecent, meek expreasion had completely

gone from his eyes, and im its place there

was a keen look of concentrated joy —which,

scmechow, looked crafty in addition. Hie
cars must bhave been unusually sharp, [or
he heard the Jdistinet sound of great
laughter—and knew exactly what it meant

For Reginald Pits was not guite a dufler.

On the platfnrm at Bannington Junction he
had fully bhelieved that Wellborne and Co.
were St. Fraok’s fe¢llows. But the Honour-
ablecs had told rather too many lies; thoy
were too tall to be awallowed.  Pitt pre-
tended to swallow them, however, and his
ipnocent air had led the precious trio to
overdo the whole jape.

By the time the River Houae School had
come within sight Pitt was fully aware of
the fact that he was belng japed on a large
scale. He said nothing. Pitt didn't see why
he shouldn’'t carey the jok¢ a little further
und make it recoil upon the instigators.

It was not until they actually stood fucing
Dr. Hogge's Academy that Pitt fully rcalised
that this wasn't St. Frank’'s at all. The
whole truth dawned upon hiin then. This
was a rival school, and the objeet of the
joke became apparent.

“ We'll sce about it!” murmured Pitt
geninll;. ‘“Those illy fools won't Jaugh
when I've fnisbed! By George! They'lt

wish they'd never acen me before long!”

He glanced round the study again.

‘“ A master's room!”’ he decided. **That's
the 1dea. They wanted me to smoke, and
get Into a proper rew. Joly meas, but not
quite neat coough for me. I fancy I'm a
bit too fly!” . ,

He drew something from his pocket, and
chuekled., It was a wbite handkerchief, with
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Wellborne s name beautifully stamped in
one corner. Pitt had apmexed it only a few
minutes before Wellborne and Co. had left
him to his &om. Exactly how Pitt had ac-
complished this mancruvre was ratber a
aystery, but
tremely lignt fingers. And the fact that he
bad annexcd the handkerehicf at all proved
that he was as keen as the japers—add a
lot k~cn'r! -

To bhe cuite truthful, the new boy for-the
Remove was Jike mustard, »ad he was
than a match for a dozen Wellhornes
gized up the sitnation within a minule, an
rentain-cd deily ealm, <

““Thegs chaps are dead amainst St
Prank's.”" he told himsclf, aa he procceded
to luit a cigarette. **That's as c'ear as
daylight. U'm a St. Frank's chap now, and
it's up to me to turn this opportunity to

account. If I don't 1 shall b: the laugling:
stock of the whole school. I den’t suppoee
I've wvof mueh time, so LI'd botter lool
sippy !

Pitt strolled acroas to the dcor and tried
it. It w: < locked, ns he had cxpected. He
then kn-lt upon ‘he desk, and gased out into
the gruunds. Boinz in the contre of the
study, he was invisible from outside. And,
quita dJdistinctly, he saw scveral forms in the
midat of some hushes. _

“They think they'rec  Joliy clever!”
erinned Pitt. * The siflly fatheads!  Wait-
tng for the bust-up, 1 suppose. They won't
have to wait dong!”’

He had been reascning things out, and he
knew that his time was very Nmited. The
den wus to turn the tables completety upon
Wellborne and Co.—to  brisg punishment
np-n their ehoulders instead of wpon his own.
And Pitt was very thorough in his mcthods.

He stofled Wellborne's handkerchief into bis
pocket, and mhted that the stndy was quite
a luxuricus apartment. Mr. Wrage was a
great believer in comfort. The desk was a
supeth piece of furniture, nearly brand new
—~a recent extravaganee  of  the under-
wmaster’s.

Fitt calmly took out a heavy pocket.-
knife and proveeded to deface the beauti-
'ully smooth surfuce of the desk with a serice
i Jonz olashes and scratches. By the time
e had finished the desk was ruined—eo far
as apperrances went. The leather top lay
in shreds, and the mdes and drawer-fronts
wcre positively appalling to gaze upon.

Yet Jitt enrveyed hia despicabie handi-
work with creat jdeamire. However scvere
the jape pluyed upon him, he bhad no excuse
whatever for commptting such a destructive
vutrage as this. And,: after all, Wellborne
and ('o. had displayed somewhat astonishing
niroderation in their praetical joke. It was
not cven caddish, but merely a sehoolboy
jape, such as Christine and Co. might have
pltayed uponn the Aneient Ho Only
Christine and Co.. of course, woul V¢ re-
frained from lying.

But M4t hadn't finished yet, by a lung
wny,

e certainly posec:sd e€x-}

4
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His next act was to take the poker and
deliver a sharp erack wpon the large over-
inantel mirror. He judged his bhlow aecur-
ately, for the ghkss cracked in a dozenm
directions, bhut made wvo particular noise.
Titt crinned with csatisfaction as he
roum! once more, '

“'rhAY  casy-chzir needs att-nltw,” h3
mur.nured softly. '

e casy-chair. like the d2sk, had bcen in-
glalled at the beginning of the predsent
term, and was a costly artiele. Pité pro
ceeded to cut the tapestry covering to rib<
bons, and hy the time he had finished ths
chalr was a wreck—the stuffing was out, cad
the springs projected from every point..

He ‘emptied the contents of the inkpots
over the papers on Mr. Wragg's desk, and
the result was ghastly. Ap evil glitter ap-
peared in Pitt's eyes as he saw dwo large
quart bottles of ink in 2 eormer. He scized

them with a ehortle of glee,

All the books were pullcd out of the mgas-
tive bookease amd pited wpon the fioor in
an untidy heap. The quart battle of red

.ink, wirich was ncariy full, was splashed over

the whole ocollection. Not only wcre the
heoks  rmined, but the carpet suflesred
scverely.

The black ink was preserveid for another
purpoee. A drinking-glase stcod upon the..
mantelpicce, and Pitt filled it half-full of
black ink and then hurled the contents ab
one of the walls. Hce repeated this process
half a dozen times. The reswlt was pitiable.
The wallpaper. the pictares—many of them
uircovered watercoloure—the curtains, and

F' the whitewashed ceiling—all were smothered.

F

Mr. Wragg's study, in fact, was converted
into a stat: of chros and ruin. The job
wag donc thoroughly and effectively.

Finally, Reg:nald Pitt wiped bis inky fingers
upon Wellhorue's handkevchief «nd tos=ecd it
uhder the easy-chair—in sueh a position that
it could just be seen, although apparently
coneealed.

I think that'lt do,” murmured Pitt plcas-
antly. ** Not had at all; in fact it's dis-
tinctly good. LL'M teach those cads not to
play tricks with their betters! My hat!
‘They’ll be tanned blue for this!”

Another idga came to him, and he got
buey with a Iarge aquare of cardboard which
had be:n tucked up one corner. Having
finizhed, he grinned at his handiwork with
real delight. Pitt saw nothing whatever con-
temptible in hiz degfructive meaceres; to him
it was 3 huge joke. Yet he had caused, at
the very least, forty cr Gfty pounds’ worth of
damage! . ‘

** About time for me to go,”” he murmured.
“ It wouldn’t do for me to he collared now.
Wellborue and his fatheaded ciums will
have to pay the pipcr. They called the tune,
g0 they can't grumble!”

He took a cigarctte from his pocket, broke
it in halves, and lit the two uneven c¢nds.
After a few puffs at both be lasid them in an
ssh-tray. together with the remains of his
firat clgarette, making three ends altogether.

Then he crosced to the door, examined the



Sir Montie nearly fainted at the sight of the appalling new boy.—(See paye 5.)
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lock for about fiftecn seconds, and then pro-
duced a short length of stout wire. After six
eiforts he succeeded in turning back the ward
in the lock. ‘Nelson Lee could have done it
in next to no time, but for Pitt to accom-
plish the trick was somewhat astonishing.

t waan't the first lock he had picked by any
means'!

H~ opened the door cautlously and peeped
out. The cotridor was quiet and deserted,
and Yitt alipped out, quietly closed the door,
and risked dsscovery by remaining to re-lock
it. It was mcrely a proof of his thorough
mwethods

Ite gunsred—correctly—that We'lhorne and
Co. were keeping no wateh upon the corridor.
They believed that their victim was locked

in, and wore watching from a safe place—

vatalde the window, on the other side of the
buitding.

With light, nofseleas footeteps Pitt slipped
dawn the stairs and entered the hall. He
didn't meot a soul, although he heord noisy
votees in the apartment near by. Then, as
bold a3 brass, he walked out and dived im-
mediately irto the bushes near the house.
Ille knew very well that many windows over-
looked the pgates, and he didn't want to be
acen leaving., 8o, cau ly and deliberately,
fic worked his way befnd the bushes until
he was able to break through a hedge which
tnok him Into Dr. Houce's orchard. From
hore it was only a mmtler of seconds to gain
th~ road

“Absglutely casy!” he murmured, as he
o' rode along. ““I'd give quids to be there
when the rumpus happensd! But it can’t be
done. 1 shall hoar all about it afterwards,
thongh.”’ |

P’itt was a self-rellant youth, and althongh
he did not know in which direction §t.
Frank'a lay, he made no inquiries, and
walked stradght towards the scheol without
n falter. DPitt merely uced his eyes. He
nnticed, while lounging against a gate, that
several hoys wearing the St. Frank’'s colours
all weat in the same direotion, some On
bhicyclea and sgome on foot. Pitt took the
same course, and soon vame wibhin zight of
the gates.

e strode in and took a few steps into the
Triangle. Then he paused, admiring the
peturcequences of the grand old buildings.
As it happened, Sir Montic Tregellis-West
and Tommmy Watson and I were lounging
against the Ancient House steps. Christine
and Co. were over by the gym, and Handforth
and soveral others hud just emerged from
Mras. Hake's tuckshop.

"We all mad: a rush at Pitt as soon as he
appeared.
“ What's your name?’” demanded Christine,
who arrived firat,
“Pitt—why?"
“You're sure
suspiciously.

“* My dear chap, it's been Pitt as lone as 1
remember,””  said  the wnew  follow  coolly.
“What'a thie matter? 13 this a2 came? Bea-

cruse, il go, you might do me a fgvour and
cxplain.”

it's Put? asked Christine

|
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‘“ We've had one Pitt here_ this aftcrnoon
alrcady !’ said Handforth. ‘' He was a giddy
impostor. You've been japed, my eon. Some-
body came herc—eome awful bounder--and
said he was you!”

Reginald Pitt roared. ] -
‘““Yo that was the game?’’ he grinned. I
thought there was somet®ing deeper in it.
That chap Wellborne seems to be a funny
merchant! Never mini. He¢'ll have to pay

pretty heavily before long.”
“How will he have to pay?’ asked
Christine.

““Oh, I've preparcd. a little surprise for
bim,” said Pitt. ** You see, he and two cther
asses met me at Bannipgton, and told me they
were St. Frank’s fcllows—"'

““ The awful nerve!” roared Handforth,
" Well, what happened? "’ I asked.

“It didn’t work, that’'s all,”’ wa3 Pitt's
answer. ‘“I pretended to be taken in, and
scemed a proper mug. The assc; didn't sce
that I was as cute as they were.”

And the new fellow calmly explained how
Wellborne and Co. had played their practical
joke, and how he had been aware of it all the
time. We listened with great interest.

“:After thcy’'d locked me in the study I
got busy,” grinned Pitt, looking round with
perfect serenity. ‘" I'm a new fellow, but
I've gnot the honour of St. Frank's to think
of. I didn't see why Wellborne should have
the crow over us.”

* Begad! That's the spirit, dear boy!”
said Sir Montie.

‘** Rather!"”’ grinned Christine. “ Pitt, you're
as welcome as the giddy flowers in May!
You've upheld the flag. But I must cay
you've got heaps of nerve for a new kid."

‘“ What's the good of being meck?' asked
Pit. “I'm not a swanker, but I'll bet
there's not another chap here who could beat
me at thinking out wheezes. You wait until
you've heard what I've done. Ycu'll simply
yell. Ha, ha, ha!”

Pitt procecded to yell on his own account.

‘““ Well, g0 on!” said Handforth. *‘ We're
waiting ifor the joke.”

We were all regarding Pitt curiously. e
was a most unusual new fellow. His dark
eyes did not impress me particulariy, excent
that_ they semed unusually mysterious, and
perhaps a little. sinister. There was a half-
sncer on bhis face, too. Upon the whole, I
was not pleased with the appearance of

Reginald Pitt.

** Wellborne left you in Mr. Wrazg's
study,” I said. ‘ Well, what happened after
that? How did you get out? Didn't you
say that the door was locked, and that Well-
bornc and Co. werc watching the windows?'

Pitt nodded. ‘

“ Lxactly,” he agreed. *“I
lock."”

“ EL?" said Handforth,
did what?”

**Picked the lock. _

**What were you before yon came here —
a burglar?” asked Handforth, with heavy
sarcasm. ‘* We should like to kuow!"

*“It's casy emough to pick a lock,” grinned

picked the

staring. * You
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Pitt. “ And it comes in handy somethnes.
At my lact school I got a terrific flogging for
epening my hcousémaster’s study.”

* Well, that's nothing to boast abcut,”
¢a’'d Tommy Wat:on tartly.

**Oh, 1 't mind floggings; I espect 1
ehall have a gocd few here,” said Pitt calmly,
** A fellow can’t stick to the echool rules
a!ways, you know. Must have a litile fling
now and again. But about this Wellborne
aifair. 1 reckcn these fatheads wil get somme
nice little floggings, be¥ween them!” B

‘“ Why?” 1 asked. |

1 wrecked Wragg’'s study,”” explained Pitt.
** When it’'s found out Wellbarne and Co.
will get it in the neck—hot. Serve 'em right,
too. I made a thorough job of it.”

““What do you mean—wrccked Wragg's
etudy?”’ 1 eaid sharply. ‘

Pitt stared at me.

1 mean what I say,” he answered. *“1
always speak plainly. 'l‘here was 2 new desk
in the room, and I ruined it—scratched it
with my knifle. It looks beautiful now.”’

I say., that’'s & bit thick, you know,” re-
marked Christine. * You're coming into my
Howee, Pitt, and 1'm jolly pleased with you.
You've started well. But I don't approve of
Tuiming a good desk.”

** Sorry.” said Pitt calmly. ‘‘You won't
approve of the rest, then. Still, it’s no busi-
ness of youre, is it? 1 shal' have to stand
the racket if auything comes out. 1 ripped
up a brand-new easy chair, too, and emptied
ink all over thc booke—pints of it. I ex-
-pect the carpes will look highly coloured.”

h;{l’i’ou destructive - rotter!”’ said Watson
otly. :

‘““Don’'t be an ass!’ snapped the new boy.
It wam=’t my room, was it? Wellbome
shouldn't have been so funny.
ink all over the walls, and generally wrecked
the whole place.”

There was a moment's silence.

* Begad!” murmured Tregellis-West.
tliis where we yell?”

** You ought to,” said Pitt, locking round.
‘* Don't you think it’s rich? Don’'t you thiuk
it's funny?”

1 think you're a contemptible ead,” I
retcrted warmly., * Wellhorne may have
1avred you, bhut that's no reason why you
shiailld destroy o master's study. You onght
to be kicked, and it'll serve you right if you
peb flogged.’”

* Hearg hear!™

“ Rather!” - )

Pitt looked round with a sneer on his lips.

*“ As it happens,” he said, '’ it’ll he Well-
borne who'll get flogged. I happened to
leave a handkerchief in Wragg's study, and
it's gnt Wellborne’'s name on it. [I've lcft
eveivthing so that the maaters will think
that Welltborne and thoee other ciaps did it.
I'lt teich the'n to play tricks with me!”

And Reginald Pitt- zauntered off with his
hand; in his pockets.

““The frightful beaat!”’
angrily. ‘' You're welcome to him, Chrictine!
He ought to be ducked in the fountain!”

fhristine looked grim.

(Y] I,s

-

I splashed

iy

said Handlorth |
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“ He's soing to he, too!” he exclaimed
fiercely. * Lerd a hand!™

There was an immediate rush of College
House f-llows. Handforth wanted to take
part in it, but I drew him back. ‘e didn’t
tike the Mouks to interfere in our aflairs
g0 it was only right that we should stand

out of this.

We were intcrezded spectators, however.

Pitt, who eeemed extremcly pleased witl
himself, had evidently no idea that swilft an:l,
drastic punisiment waa to fullow. Hc Lad
told his story firmly believing that we should
roar with merriment. We didn't sec any
thing funny in it, however.

And before Pitt had taken many steps he
was surrourded, yanked off his feet, and
) whirled towards the fountain. Christine an:
Co. were dctermined to give him a lesson
without delay. .
Sptash!
KReginald Pitt descended into the fountain
pool with a ye!l. He went completely under,
and when he étaggered out, soaked to the
okin, there was a distinct shout of approval.
Some of the fellows wanted to duck him
again, but Chrisline wouldn’t allow it.
*“ No, once is enough.,”” he said. ' It%
H taught him a lesson. 1'11 et !™

Pitt stood upon the gravel, lookLiag like a
drowned rat. )

“ Think g0?’’ he ask a3 icily cool a3
ever. ‘‘ My dcar chaps, I'mr not a bit wiid.
Only I shall know, next time, that it pay:
to kcep things to myself. As a matter ol
fact I was rather hot, and that dip v-a:
refredhing !’

And he strolled over towards the Colleae
House with the utmost earelescness. Everw-
body looked after him in sheer astonishment.
-~ *“ Well, he's a cool customer!” sgaid
Christine wouderingly.

‘“ And ycu'll have trouble with him, too.” 1
said with conviction. ‘' He's going to cake
his weight felt at S$. Frapk's, you mark my
words!”’

And, as it turned out, I wasn't far wrong!

CRAPTER V.,

MR. WRAGG IS SPCCKED-——TROTUDLE FOR WFLL-
BORNFE—IN THE NECK!

‘ J0D' Now for the giddy rumpus.”
‘ ‘ It was the Hon. Aubrey De Vere

Wellhorne who made this remark.

There was a note of gloating
trivmph in his voice. He fondly believed that
Recinald Pit¢t was still in Mr, Wragg’s stndy,
| and that Pité would receive severe punish-
ment.

For it was the pleasant intention of Well
borne and €o. to swear positively that they
had not seen Pitt during the whole afternoo:
and that they knew nothing whatever ahout
¢he affair. So if punishmeiit fell upon Weil-
borne and Co., they would richly deserve it.

Mr. Wragg had just cntered tke schouel,
and within ive minutes at the most he wouléd
enter his study.
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“ Better stick where we are,” remarked
the Hon. Cyril Coatos.  Old Wraggy might

smell a rat if we were just mear by. And,
although he does ifove us, he wouldn't over-
look such a crime as sendin’ a St. Frank's
chap into his study.”

‘“ Resides, he'd be frightfully wild if le
knew that we had a key to fit his lock,” said
Caretairs. ““ We've got to lie low.”

*“That's the 1deah,”” agrced Wellborne.
‘“ We'll see Pitt comin’ out on his neck before
long. We've no grudge againet him personally,
but he’s a St. Frank's cad, an’ that's good
cnough.”

And Wellborne and Co. remained in cover
and watched Mr. Wragg's window. There
was not much satisfaction in this, but it was
better than nothing at all.

Meanwhile the under-master made his way
to the upper eorridor. He was quite cheerful,
having spent a pleasant afternoon at the
vicarage. Just as he was passing along to
his study the figure of Dr. Hogge appeared
at the end of the passage.

““ Ah, Mr. Wragg, I was wondering if you
were back,'” he said pleasantly. *‘ Have you
tinished with those papers yet?”

“ This morning, sir,” said Mr. Wragg., “1
have taken the liberty to write one or twn
suggestions upon the margin. KExamination
papers, to my mind, Should be quitec clear and
concise.”’

“ Quite so, Mr. Wragg—quite 30, agreed
th¢ doctor. I welcome your suggestions.
as I have told you on other occasions.”

“T will get you the papers at once, sir,’” re-
marked Mr. Wragg., * If you will wait just
one moment——"’

“ With pleasure.”

The under-master," guit2 unprepared for the
shock which was to follow, drew out his keys
and unlocked the door of his study. Dr.
Hogge was just behind.

“I was thinking of adding another questinn*
to the papers, sir,” said Mr. Wragg, as he
opencd the door. ‘‘ How wduld it be, do you
think, to place—- Why, good gracious!
What the—— Upon my soul! Good Heavens!™

“Is something the matter?”’ asked the
Ileandinaster mildly.

‘“ Look—look at this!"’ roared Mr. Wrage
furiously.

He turned round as he spoke., and Dr.
Hogge backed away in some alarm. The
doctor, in spite of his name, was an ex-
tremely mild old gentleman, and any violence
always upset him. Lt really seemed as
though Mr. Wragg was visiting his wrath
upon his innocent principal.

“ Look at this, sir!"" repeated the under-
master wildly. “I am amazed! Who—who
has committed this appalling outrage?”

¢ !'{eally, Mr. Wragg, I fail to understand

Dr. Hogge's . words choked in his throat. He
had entered the study, and was now gazing
in utter borror at the scene of ruin and |
desonlation. In bhis agitation his eyeglasses
dropped from the bridge cf his nose and
dangled at the end of the cord quiveringly.

‘““Dear me! How truly shocking!' panted
the llead. ‘‘It appears as thoyglh somebody !

LLE
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has been upsetting the room. Mr. Wragg!
he added, turning to his companion helplessly.

‘““ Upsetting!”' choked Mr. Wragg, gazing
round with wild eyes. ‘' Upsctting! My
study is wrecked, sir! My desk—my chairs—
my books! Great goodness!"” raved Mr.
Wragg violently. ¢ This is past all bearing!"”

The two masters looked round the apart-
mcnt hopelessly. Mr. Wraazg's voice, grating
at the best of times, now resembled the
unoiled axle—in the
words of Brewster, who was not far off. It
was undoubtedly discordant, and dozens of
River House juniors crowded into the corri-
dor, wondering if Mr. Wragg had taken leave
of his senses. Scme of the fellows fervently

hoped so, for it would necessitate Mr. Wragg's

instant removal.

**1 am shccked beyond measure!" exclaimed
the Head, after he had regained sufficient
hreath to he able .tn speak. * Can it be
possible—is it conceivable?—that somc of
my boys are responsible for this unexampled
destruction?”

‘““Who else could have done it?'" shouted
Mr. Wragg. I will warrant that Brewster
and his coifounded friends are responsible
for this vile outrage!"

“But —my decar sir—your door was
locked "

Mr. Wragg started. |

‘“Good gracious! So it was!" he ex-

claimed, staring at the door as though he
expected to see it close and lock itself

again. ‘It has been locked all the after-
noon. Somebhody must have uscd another
key, Dr. Houge. Oh, the wretches shall

suffer for this. It will cost me pounds and
pounds—-""'

‘“ Really, Mr. Waagg, I urge you to calm
yourself,” interrupted the Head. “ As
regards your loss, I shall certainly aasist yon
In making good this destruction. But what
is this? Dear me! A card, scemingly’
There arc¢ words upon it.”

The Hcad cingerly moved forward and
gazed at the square of cardboard which
Pitt had placed in a prominent position upon
the bookcase. There were only four words
upon it, daubed in ink:

“GUESS WHO DID IT?"

Mr. Wragg fairly quivered as he rcad the
words.

‘““ The insolcnce:” he raved. ‘It is hardly
possible to believe that any of my boys
could have committed this dastardly crime.

I will have the police on them. I wAll have
them cast into prison—"
‘““Control yourself, sir!”” snapped Dr.

Hogge sharply. ‘‘ You will kindly allow me
to investigate this affair. It is, after all,
merely 2 vindictive minor outrage. I regrei
the destruction, but the culprits shall bhe
severely punished.”

Dr. Hogge, having recovered from his first
surprise, was now icily calm and stern. TFor
all his mildness hc could be very severc on
occasion. And he did not allow himsell to
get into such an absurd panic as Mr. Wragog.

“It is obvious that somebody secrctly
enterced your study during your absence, e,
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do, Westlake. Wait until T have earned your
praise. By the way, have you a specimen
pote for me to have by me?”

“ A whole bundle.”

Westlake reached for his attaché-case, un-
locked it, and produccd a neatly ticd packet
of onec-pound currency notes. There were
exactly onc hundred, and Lee took them with
interest. .

For some little time be examincd them
closely. '

‘“ Are you trying to catch me?’s he asked,
Jooking up.

“ No."" replied the other.
aren’t they?”

“If thesc notes are forgeries .they are
truly wonderful,” said Nelson Lee, holding
onc up to the light and - examining the
waler-mark. ‘ With the naked eye., West-
lake, it is really impossible to detect the
fraud.”

‘““That's what makes our task so diflicult,”
said the Scotland Yard official. ** These notes
are being found everywhere, and it is only
too certain that the issue is a large one.
The whcle country is flooded with false cur-
renecy.”’

Neloon Lee took a genuine Treasury note
[rom his case and compared it closely with
the counterfeit one. To all intents and pur-
poses there was no difference.

By the .aid of a powerful magnifying lens,
however, the detective very soon discovered
several minor flaws, which were hidden from
the naked eye. They were so minute that it

was glmosl impossible to discover their pre-
sSCnee.

“Yes., they are certalnly forgeries,”” he
declared at last. ‘* As you say, Westlake, it
is highly necessary to stop the issue of these
notes without a moment's delay. The print-
ing i8 perfect, the engraving work superb.
May I keep these?”

*“Certainly; only I hope you won't spand
them!"” said Westlake drily. * You could
do e0 with perfect safety, for these forgeries
can be passed anywhere. Evcen a bank would
accept them without question. They are
being perpetrated by a new gang, Lee, for
w¢ have accounted for every suspected crook
in the country.”

Nelson Lee dropped the bundle of notes
into a drawer.

“Very well. T will commence my investi-
gations as soon as a suitable opportunity
cceurs,”” he said, ** The diMculty appears to
be the total absence of a dircct starting-
point. If only 7 had more definite informa-
lion 1 should be able to make positive
plans.” :

“1 feel that I ought to apolngisc for
approaching you at all,” said Mr. Westlake.
“1f you succeed in this affair, Lee, you may
be sure that your reward will be consider-
able—financially, 1 mean."

“ That's interesting, at all events,’”” smiled
Nelson Lee. I have few 'omporiunities ot
increasing my incomo down here, Westlake,
and, although I don't grumble, I should
- certainly welcome tho chance of earning suth-

‘“ Fairly perfcet,

|

|

|
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cient money to maintain my income at its
normal level.” .

“1 can quite understand that,” agreed
the other, rising to his feet. ** You must be
sacrificing quite a lot by rcmaining at S8t
Frank's."” |

‘““ Well, I'm not so sure of that,”” was the
detective’'s comment. °* And, in any case, 1
am very contented here. Nipper, t00, would
not welcome the prospect of leaving. He
likes detective work, but the young rascal 18
quite in love with St. Frank's.”

After a little further conversation Mr.
Westlake took his departure. I saw him go,
and, being a curious beggar, I forthwith went
to the guv'nor's study and made inquirics.

Nelson Lee glanced at his watch.

‘““ You are just two minutes earlier than I
expected, Nipper,” he said drily. "I gave
you five minutes, and you have arrived wiliiin
three. I am afraid your inquisitive
nature—"'

** Oh, chuek it, guv'nor!” I grinned. ‘1

want to know who that bald-headed merchant
was."”’

‘““The gentleman Is not a merchant,
Nipper,” caid Lee severely. * Ncitner is he
bald-headed. There is a disticct fringe

running around the base of his skull, and he
is quite proud of it. Mr. Westlake, as you
probably know, is connected with the
Criminal Inveatigation Department of New
Scotland Yard.”

I became interested at once.

““ Morz work, guv'nor?’” 1 asked eageriy.

“] hardly know, Nipper,'”' was the reply.
“] am not entirely satisfied with the task
which Mr. Westlake has set me. It would
be far more congenial if I had even the
smallest starting-point. . What do you think
of theze, young ‘un?”

He handed me the bundle of false currency
notes.

‘“On account, sir?"" I asked. *‘Not had is
it? You might as well hund me a few ot
these. I'm rathee hard up—"" -

‘“Do you want to g2t locked up?”’ asked
Lee gternly.

‘“ Locked up?”’ I gasped.

‘“ Passing false currency is a very serious
offence,”” said the guv'nor. * I should not
like you to end up in prison, Nipper!™

I stared at the notes.

** False currency!” I repeated. **These
ain’'t false, sir! I've seen a few Trcasury
notes in my time, and I'd -swear to the¢o
any day. Give me gold before paper every
time, but these are genuine cnough!"

Nelson Lee lay back in his chair.

‘“ Their face value, Nipper, amounts to
exactly one bundred pounds,”” he said calinly.
“In actual reality they are worth, perhaps,
fivepence or sixpence—certainly not more."”

And then he told me what Mr. Westlake

had said, and I was mast intercsted. It
racant that more work was in €hce wind, so
to speak, and nothing would s me better

than that.

‘“ And you've got to find out- where thess
notes are being made and who is respon-
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:éblu'?"" I asxed. ' Rather a tall order, isn’t
, sir?"’

**It- all depends, NKilpper,” replicd {he
guv'nor slowly. * PFortunately, the ficld of
investigation is restricted to Bannington and
district. I shaH set to work cautiously—''

‘*“* How, sir?"" )

Nelson Lee laughed.

" Well, to tell you
exactly know how,” he answored. * At all
evente, we cannot settle upon any plan of
action at present. Now that your curiosity is
eaticfied, young ’un, periiaps you will have
the goodness to leave me in peace.”

I jumped up.

“A hint's as good as a
guv'nor,” 1 raid, grinniug. I'll clear now
before I'm kicked oubs. But I'm willing to
make a bet with yvou with regard to this
forgery business.”

**1 disapprove of betting—"

‘“ ¥Well, a wager, then.”

‘“That is a distinction without difierence,

tne truth, 1 don't

rod to me,

Nipper,” said Nelson ULee severely. ‘' But
what is your wager, anyhow?” S—
*“ That you'll {ferret out thecse counter-

fcilers within a roath from to-day,” 1
replied promptly. * J'll bet you a new pair
of boots—you need 'em, by the way—#o a
pemnyworth of totfce that the whole crew are
in the handsf of the police a month from
now.”’

Nelson Lec chuckled.

**I shall have to make my plans carcfully,
yotrag 'un,” he said. ‘I shall take care to
ga.pt,ure the crooks on the thirty-second

ay.’b

** That’s a day over!” 1 protested.

‘* Precisely !’ said the guv’nor calmly, and
with a twinkle in his eye. ‘It will pay me
to lose the bet by a narsow margin, for 1
shall thius obtain a new pair of boots. You
may as well get them in readinees, Nippcer.
I shall do my utmost to inake my present
ghoe-leather last out. But get along with
you!'’ he added briskly. .

** And you don't approve of betting.'” 1
grinned, a3 I made for the door. * Thank

oodncss 1 didn't say what kind of boots!

hey’'ve got some down the village for ten
boh--with soles an inca thick—— Oh, ny
hat! Ow!” z

Nelson Lee’s aim was distinctly good, and s
dicticnary etruck mc in the centre of the
waistcoat with oconsiderable furce. That
brougit the argument to an end,-and 1
scoated. , ‘

And, although 1 was destined #o hear
nothing more about the forged currency notes
in the immediate future, Nelson Lec did not
remaiu- {dle. Later on he became very busy
indeed!

CHAPTER VII.

PITT ISN'T RATISFIRD—COOL CHERK—CIVING
HIM HIS HEAD.

T was Handforth who provided Reginald
Pitt with the nickname which was
destined to stick to him for many a
long day.

CCMING OF THE SERPENT
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“The chap's ap ulter beast!’ declared
Haundforth frmly. * Thank goodness, he ain't
in our Houdce—that's all 1 ean say! He's as
tricky a3 & menkey, a3 cunping an a bleased
fox, and as slinpery as a basketiul of eela!”’
he went on, regardless of his former remark
about having nothing further to say. ' Pitt's
a snaky rotter, and it I don’'t punch his
pose orrce a day it'll be a wouder!” .

‘“ We'll leave Chiristine to do that,” 1 said.
‘“* He’s in the Cullege House, so tiic College
House {cllows have got to take him in hand.
But ycu're quite right about )Yitt being
snaky, Haudforth.”

Edward Oswald podded.

*“A serpoat—that's the word,”” he =aid
grimly. ° By Qeorge, that's what we'li call
him, too—the Serpent! It's a name that
suits him down to the ground! He'll bite
somebody before long!™

‘L don’t think muclh of your judgment as
a rule, Handy, but 0 agree with yon this
time,”” 1 said. " Did you hear wiat ha})-
pened to Wellbotne and Co.? Brevaster told
me about it this morning. They wereo licgged
like thé very dickens.’’

** Well, it serves ’emy right,”” reinarked
Tommy Wa{son. 1 can’t gsay 1 pity ‘em
much. But it was rough luck to be punished
for something they didn't do.” |

A day or two had passed, and LReginald
Pitt was firinly eatablpahed in the Remmove,
He bhad been placed in Study V, in the
College House, which had previously been
empty. None of the Monks were inclined to
share a study with a fcllow who had made
mqh.an unfavourable impreecion on his first

was a decidedly utisual bey, how-
ever. By the cnd of the sccond everning he
was on good terms with ceverybody. His
astouanding assuranc:, his coclness, and Lis
pleacant manner of speaking, provided him
with a plac> in almost every discuasion. It
wam’t easy to tell Pitt ta clear out. Some-
“Wwow he had a * presence.’””  You couvldn't
ignore him. And lhie was 80 ennstantiy pre-
scnt that most of the juninrs soon over-
| looked the affair of the River lHouse Nchcowi.

But it couldn't be denied that Pitt was
L[snaky in hia monners. It b ~ame the halut
to refer to him asa the Scrpent.  Ho bheard
it frequcotly, many feilcws addressing him
thus. But Pitt didn’t mind in the least; he
scemed to take it as a compliment. [Ile nos-
} sessed the cheek of a dozen, and was alwuya
cool, always had ready answers, and was
never floored. Several fellows had attempted
to take a rise out of him, but they had
failed miserably, and to their own diecom-
fort. What was more, he evidently touk a
great intereat in the welfare of hia own
House. On his second day he made two or
three suggedstions to Chrivstine which the
latter grudgingly adinitted were quite exeel-
lent. Pitt, in fact, acted and carrled him-
self as though he liad becen at St. Frank's for
three or four terms.

Nobody, however, could say that the rew
boy was a funk. When Handforth had at-
tempted %0 punch his nose, it was Hanu-

|
|
ﬁ
|
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forth’s nose which had suffercd the mo=t.
Pitt was quite small in comparison with
landforth, and his fists were tiny when
piaced side by side with Edward Onwald’s for-
midable °‘ punchers.’”’ Yet, for all that, he
faced Handfnrth without a quiver, and got
the best of is.

On the Wird evening Pitt lounged Into
Atudy Q in the College House, thec cele-
hrated apartment occupled by Christine and
Yorke and Talmadge. The leadcrs of the
Monks were just aboutl to have tea.

*“No room!" said Yorke curtly. ° Sorry,
Pitt, hut we don’'t like your face. You'll
close the door after you, won't yoa? Let me
recommend Mrs. Hake, if yoa want to buy
things for tea. You've come to the wroung
place!’”’

Reginald Pitt grioned.

‘“I've just had my tea, tbanks,’” he mid
calmiy. ‘'l may have some bad qualitles,
but I'm not a sponger. 1 jJust wanted to
make a fow r\narks.”’

“Gond!"’ said Talmadge. * You won't
mind making ‘em owt in the Triangle, will
you? Your face is making this batter
molt -

" l'

“Drop NI!" aeald Christine.
wants to say suomething. he can »ay
Nothing m! I hope?”

Pitdk dropped languidiy into the only casy-
chair in the room, igeoring the glares of
Yorke and Talmadge.

"* Well, as a matter of fact, thero is some-
thing wrong- something badly wromg,”” he
said calmly. ‘' This etudy, ] bhelieve, is the
Imdlnf juninr study in the College House?"

“Who says it im’t?” demanded Yeorke
warody.

"My dear chap, don't get excited,” mald

Pitt. " Nobody says it isn‘t. Dut it strikve
me that there's something wrong at 8.
Frank's. No offencc, but you fellows, as
leaders ol the aln't eaoterprising

enough.’’
Bug Christing looked grim.

“Oh!" he sald ooldlh ‘* What fault have
you got to And? 1°'d betder wam you, Pitt,
that you're ia considerable danger of leaving
this study on your neck!” -

“Let's chuek him out now!’ snorted
Talmadge.

Pl{#'\nuﬁ‘ his hand‘." ebuckl '

“*What's the ucking me out?”
he asked unaﬂs;;ud “1 came here to offer
A asugsustion. ou‘re not going to take
offence becanee J.pn. an opinjon, are you?’

Pits
it.

“ [t all deponds what the opjmion is!" enid
Christine.
“It's just a frank eriticisam—and I believe

that you'll take it in a good spirit,’” seld Pitt
candidly. [ mean it in a good spirit, so
dom't jump on me In a hurry. I'm in the
Collcge House, and [ naturally want the
Collage House to be the top House at St.
Prank's.”

‘l‘ 80 it 13!’ roaved Christine and Co. in one
voice.

Pit clevated his eyebrows.

“Is it?" he asked mnllr. “That's mﬁb
me, unyhow. [ havea't bhwen ot Kt. 's

1 say 1've got cheek.
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long, but I've %eot. eyes. And I canm see that
in all big matters the College House takes
a back aut—part-lcularl‘y the Junlor 8chool,
which I'm interested in.’

back seat!’” said

“1 dom’t know about a
Talmadge grimly. ** But if you ain’'t careful
Are we going

you'H take a seat on the floor! .
to allow Yhis, you chaps? Boot him out,
Christine ——"'

‘*Ob, let him finish!"” said Christine.

“1 was only going to suggest that =an
aHeration should be made,” mid Pitt.
‘“ You're sensitive on the subjeot, of course.
I don’'t wonder at it. But, fairly and

unarcly, isn't ¢ a fact that the Ancient

ouse lcads the way in nearly everythingt”

Rob Christine frowned.

** Well, what about it?" he growled.

“ That's better—you admit it!" said Pitt
briskly. * Now we sbhall understand one
another botter. That chap Nipper seems to
be the organising genius of the Ancient
House junfors, and I mast say that he's
a real live wire.” :

“80 he is.” declared Christine frankly.
'*He's one of the bhest chaps breathing.
Why, before he came the Ancient House waa
n dead letter.  Bverything was dead, in
fact. Sport, games, decency, and eve Ainng
else. Nipper changed cverything, and eent
the Ancient House soaring. )¢ bounders
have passed us—"'

‘“ Rot!" roarcd Charlie Talmadge. * You
—you awful traitor—"'

‘“It's no good blinking at the factq," in-
terrupted Christine, * Pitt’'s quite right—
e do take a bhack sea$. But I'm blessed

A 1 can sce how Pitt's going to alter it."”
~“That's just the ides,”’ exclaimed Pitt.

*“ The fact ‘i35 admitted, jen’'t it, that the
Oollc:e House takes »sccond place at St.
Feank's? Well, 1 don’'t exactly see why it
should be so. Why can’t we buck things
up and create a hum?”

“ A——a which?" asked Yorke, staring.

“Why can't we ehow the Auncient House
that we're not going to stand any of their
old buck”" said Pitt calmly. * You're the
leader of the Monks, Christine, and I'm only
a new kid—1 know that well enough. Don't
As a matter of fact, [
bave. Plenty of cheek is a good quality.”

Christine and Co. stared at Pitt rather
helph.l{. Somehow, he always seemed to
disarim them. He forestalled them by his
remagks concernlng choek, and they hadn't
anythimg to say. ‘

“I'm o new kid.” he repeated, ‘““and I
don’t suppose l've got any right to jaw at
you like this. But it's a House matlcr, so
we'll waive all precedent—eee?”

Christine breathed hard.

“No, 1 dont see!” he sald grimly.
‘““But go on—let’s hear the rest of. it.
You mightn’t have another chance!"

‘““ Well, since you don’'t seem to be cap-
ahle of making the Anclient House sit up,
I'm willing to take the job on,’ said Pitt
coolly. ' Baw does the idea strike you?t”

“You cheeky rotter!” roared Yorke.
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* You ain't goin’ to stand this, 1 suppose,
Ohristine ?”’

“ Let him finish!”’ gaid Christine coldly.

“1T ean sec well enough that you're all
relting wild.”” remarked Pitt, rising to his
fect. ** That's <lly. *1 didn’'t come here
to have a scrap with anybody. As I was
gayirg, I'm willing to show you how mat-
ters can be altered. Just give me a chance,
and I'll make Nipper and all the rest of
of 'em bite the dust. I want a free hand.”

“A—a frec hzand?’’ repeated Talmadge
dagedly.

* Exactly!”

“You wonldn't like a free boot, I sup-
prse?’ suggested Yorke. °‘‘ I've got one here,
and there's a good kick behind it—""

'“*0Oh, don’t start any violence!' said Pitt
testily. ** I'm not afraid of your boots. If
it Joes come to a sciap, I sha'n't be pitched
out easily. But where's the sense in scrap-
ping? My motive is a good one, isn’t it? I
den’t want to dispute your leadership. I'm
a College House chap, and I've got the
houour cf the Ceollege House at heart. Why
shonldn't we goar ahove our rivals? Just a
fcw wheezes, and we can make tle Fossils
hdidc their heads in hurniiliatiecn. That's my
idea.”

Cihristine took o deep breath.

“ You haven’t got any cuuerg, I suppose?”’
he asked grimly.

‘* Plenty,” said Pitt.
ro into any more just at present.
a fr.e band—-"

“J'm not going to get wild with you,
Pitt,"”" interrupted Christine. ‘* Shut up,
you fatheads!"’ he added, turning to his in-
digrant chums. * Pitt came here to sug-
gest, an idea, and he’'s dome it. Now he
ean clcar ount!”

Reginald Pitt sighed.

*I'm sorrv,”" he suaid frankly.
you'd be brozder-minded, Christine.
1've got some ;olly fine wheezes, too.”

“* You've given us a sample already!"" said
Christine curtly. * We don’t like your
whoezes, Pitt, They're too vindictive—""

“But we necedn't
Give me

‘“I thouzht
And

COMING OF THE SERPENT

H ‘“ You—you silly asz!" yelled Yorke.
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‘“Oh, don't he an as3!”’ int«ruptcd the new
boy. ‘ Tnat affair hadm’t anything to do
with St. Frank’s, Those chaps playcd a
mean trick on me, and I paid 'em baclk in
thicir own coin. You may tiink I've been

boasting, bhut I haven’t.”

‘““Oh, no!” =said Talmadge, with heavy
sarcasm. ‘° You never do h . do you? ¢;f
all the insufflerable nerve! You have tha»

cheek to come here and tell us how the
College House should be run!”

“ Your mistake!”’ said DPitt ccclly. I
didn’'t do anyshing of the sorc. 1 <iwjly
34id I could run it better—that's aily”

Christine’'s temper gave wayv at last.

‘“Prove it!"’ he shoated hotly. ‘“ Any-
hody ean jaw like this, Substantiate yonr
words by deeds—and then I'H believe you!

{ Hang it all, I'll give you a free lLaod—"'

‘“What!"” roared Talmadge znd Yorke.

‘“A free hand!’’ repeated Christine grimiy.
‘“You can give us a proof of your mairvel-
lous me«thods, Pitt. I'll &aliow you ju.:
one week. Understandl”’ .
o4 '.,-)
you mean to say that ycu're geing to It
Pitt step into ycur shocs——"

“I didn't say that,” interjected Choris-
tine. * He's got a frec hand, that's all, Ho
capn work some marvellcus whe-ze of bhis
wn, and prove that he’'s worth his sait!
f he hasn't worked the stunt withiin a
week, we shall knew that he’s all jaw!”

Pitt nodded serenely.

“ Good enough!” lie said. N vedk's o'l
I want, Christine. You'll find thav 1'm nos
a ocaster. The Coliege House will bs .
cackling over the diddling of the Ancicns
House hefore to-day week!” '

And Reginald Pitt stroiled out of the
study.

But nunsither Bob Christine nor anyvho.l7
else knew Reginald Pitt yet! He was

destined to spring quite 2 nanmbrr of sur-
prises on the College House, and the wiheie
-of St. Frank's generally! .

The Serpent’'s venom hiad yet to be re-

vealed!

THE END-

NEXT WEEK’'S STORY,

UNDER THE TITLE OF

‘“The Boat-race Mystery!”

Will be another Maanificent Account of the Adventures
at St. Frank’s of NELSON LEE, NIPPER anrd his
Chums, and the Extraordinary New Boy nicknamed

‘“the Serpent.”

L

OUT ON WEDNESDAY.

WAR-TIME PRICE—THREE-HALFPENCE.
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iV
explain. 1 don’t intend to go back to the
school untid I ve got the money. so if you
think of telephoning to the Head and tell-

ing him of my whoreabouts, von'li waste your

time.””

. The waggoner grinngd hmmll\

“*You be a lad of sptrrlt he (ucd “But
loan't-"exbe atraid. S 11 not tL“ on ‘¢. Priaps
you'll te ql 1 your nnme‘f

. Challis liked . the look of the man. He
mm\'(-rcd inst: wntly.
" My name s, Jnlm Challis.’

“ And you come from Doddington?”’ 7The

guestionvwas asked eagerly.

" ,Y_Q:i.”v

“HWm! And is your father Grvorge Challis,
the foighting man, might 1 ax?”

The boy frowned gloomily.

“Yes, he is,” he cried.

“Dang me if . 17 didn't think so  the
moment I heard your name,’’ “eried - thé
waggoncr, slapping his thigh., J.Whyy I seed

was- only ' a
and won a

wur:luthor ‘foight - “hen he .
novice. He come to Griunthorpe.
novices’ competition. « I.were-in-that. - Thowt
as -it*were atgift. for me. But Gceorge he
knocked 1 out in foive rounds. That was lrmq
alurt, he won the dum}nonslnp of England.’

f-The waggoner “spoke” wxbh enthusiasm. -~ His
face r'Iowod‘ his <eyes ~ “flashed * fire, .his lipy,
- wer: curvcd in”a broad grin that revealed]:

almost. every tooth.in_his hcad.

.+ *“ And so, .y Jad.”’ the good-natured coun-
tryman<went on; & u:vou he going to Dod-
dington, LIl Bives JJift s fur’s® Grir:-
tlmrpc that he t\wlve n._arf moiles on the
way.’

“ hank you,” cried the . t:rod hoy gladly,
and he gl.mcc(l at the waggon.

© It was a cumbersomegvelticier empty at the
moméent,: save=for some : tarpauhnq and some
goatls ithat .oceupicd a corner ofjit. A iteam
of three stout horses was: harngssed to it.

CI've bin taking a load o’ tnrnips to mar-
Ket,

v L“(DI.‘llnv(l the waggoner, . _and he going
hack ‘Wi, s®dme stores. -Jump up, ' my lad, and

rtake it easy loike.”
John needed no second hidding,-but was in

his place heside the driver’s seat jn a” fiash.
The waggoner r-lnmhprod*ll[l,m-cr.wl\ed his
whip, and th¢ waggon lumbered heavily on.

Al | 211(‘5‘-‘{‘(1 you wor in trouble the momf'nt
I =aw ‘¢ lyving “theer besoide, the road,”
the smilirg waggoner, as they jogged along.
CKITew e Wi a3 echoolhbay.: And now I"'m
helping George Challis’s son. That he some-
thing to ‘be~-gratceful for.”

He pulled Qut a spotted handkerchief, and,
untying it, revealed a meat pudding und s::me
heead and cheese.

““1 reckon,”” he smiled,
hcart with his kindness,
summat to eat.”

‘““you'll be wanting

said

h

warming - J nlm's"ﬂ

1 he‘fd e
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FTER eating John felf hetter, and a¥
the, sturdy team” drew ‘the lumberm
vehicle aléng®the country roads” hf

~ told the story “of his flight® froql
scnool -and the reasons that had Ped to -it.

The waggoner ecyed “him ““fhoughtfully,
‘sclrz_ztchmg his chin with the butt of hls
whip
It seems to me that you've had a hard
time, lad,” he remarked ;*“but*then, life is
hard for some of us. Aml we Can make it
harder. too. "'When you ‘a0 hack to school
take my tip, and try =70 Toake friends with
the hoys. .Work ain’t the only thing to bé
thowt of in loife, young master. There he

¢ play. too. None of us is much good wi‘out o

bit .o® play. Now, where d-~I be if it warn’s
for the bowls 1 play o’ Sattérday ‘nigHt? A
dull dog I'd be, and no Inlsmke a.bou it.””

% And you think I'd have a hetter folme i
I mixed with the boys in their bames a blt'i..

“I'm sartm of it,” cried the. Wa"[,OI‘lEI
Whlp[‘)m“ ap his? team ' ““ Now where would
VOur. feyther have hecn if he hadn't beelg
fond of a bhit ¢’ hoxin'? Play rrames,wn th

hoys and “they'll end by liking ‘e for it,
sl’)ecmlly if you bheats ’un. Whoa there'
Where bhe you going to?”- as the tean

swcrved at a -berid=in the -road
And so _they talked, John llsbemna' gravely

-aﬁd ’Irhmkmﬂr hard.

Sn this qturd} %ood ‘natuted countryma
ésa'nje"? as” M. EVans, as Perc:
Gmmgcr the mptam TOfY the® Techdol, -an -
th( others who had bwitted him about no¥%

joining "the clubs 4

--Perhaps. he had heen wrong. Perhaps h.

ought -from” the first to.’have -takeu .part i.
the school .sporta . Had he not. been o’ sens:

tive, S0 shy, so shrmkm “.itiwould .probabl

have beeﬂ,a great deal betber ‘for him; an

he almost ‘made  uip “his “mind" hefére “ th

wagpon.~ rattled (into- Grimthorpe that . T

wcould change his habits when he got’t hat‘k bﬂv
thtlemmster ew T »

v“‘But —here -a thought qtruck lnm for tla$
firet time ins all-seriousness—he had broke
schponl, and the Head might refu% to hi Q
lumebareX. o

Whab it thev were to send him down?

It was «a -*very sober John Challis .
shboks hands with ‘thesburly waggoner,
wished hlm good- bye while th'mkmg hir:
the lift. -

| Dnnt ‘e mention said the L
countryman. - ¢ Jusgt ’e remember M: i
Coverdale,to your feyther, and 'mind_hit 1.
the Toithf 'é*'dd- when He=won thie novice
g;,nmpetitnon at Grimthorpe sixteen - yea °
dfr() \':.3-1‘ | S ' N

e - S

it,,”
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(To be continuecj.)
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