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CHAPTER I.

PRACTISING FOR THE RACE—CHRISTINE AND (O.
ARE. GLOOMY—BUT PITT ISN'T.

OM BURTON, of the Reinove, nodded
confidently.

** Oh, Ancient House will win all

rigit,”” he declared. ** Souse me! We

can't lose, messmates. It'll be a svalk-over.”

“Or, rather, a row-over,” grinncd Tcmmy
Watson.

We were discussing the Junior Boat-race,
and, being members of the Ancient House, we
naturally took it for zranted that the
Ancient House Eight would win.

And there were other reasons.

For some little timoe past the rival eights
had been practising on the River Stouwe,
which ran past the bottom of the St. Frank’s
playing-fields. The Stowe was quite an 1m-
portant river in its way, and the course for
the boat-race had been well chosen. It was
e hread) gtraight stretch which reached
irsin tl sohool to the old stone bridge at
Belitou. The bridge was the winning-post.

Bei skipper of the Ancient House Re-
move, | was stroking the Ancient House hoat.
I had taken my men over the course many
times within the last few days, and they
were well-nigh  perfect. According to all
timing records we should heat the C(ollege
House by a full length—easily. So there was
cvery reason for us to bhe confident.

The Bo'sun—as Tom Burton was always
called--was one of my very hest men. He
could row far better than I could when it
came to sheer strength, and, without bgcast-
ing, I think I can say that there were few
fellows at St. Frank’s who could beat me at
rowing.

Burton, however, had not a very polished
etyle. havinz been accustolaed to sea craft
all his life, for he was the son of a retircd
Mercantile Marine skipper. When it came
to river hoats he was not exactly at home.
But I had had quite a lot of experience in my
time, and the Remove had ubnanimously

t Tommy

agreed that T waa the best fellow to stroke
‘the Ancient House boat. I meant to pull oil
the race.

My crew was of the first quality. In addi-
tion to Burton, the other members were
Watson and Sir Montie Tregellis-
West, De Valerio, Owen major and the Duke
of Somerton, and Yakama was coxswain,

‘“* But we mustn't be too contfident,”” I said.
“ Chrristine has been keeping his men hard at
it, and, for all we know, he may be Keeping
things dark. When it comes to the actual
race we shall—"’

* Win!" remacrked Sir Montie placidly.

“No doubt about it at all,”" commented
Watson. * The very look of Christine’'s face
i3 enough. He looks worried, and the very
mention of ‘ boat-race ' is enough to send him
into a bad temper. Poor chap, he knows he's
hooked for a failure.”’

“Well, Colleze House won last year, so he
can’'t grumble,”” 1 remarked. ** As a matter
of fact College House has won for three or
four years in succession. It's time we had a
look in."” .

‘““You weren't here last y-ar, old hoy," said
Trecellis-Weast. * There's an amazin® differ-
ence in tho Ancient House now. We've been
beatin’ the Monks in everythin’—we have,
really. Christine i3 out-gencralled, bewad!”

It was Sunday evening, and, having an honr
to ourselves, Watson and Trewvellis-Weat and
I had gone 1or a walk —all drexsed up to the
ntnes, a8 Tommy put it. Strolling back, w.
had met Burton and D~ Valerie, and we wer-
now chatting in the eveninx sunlicht, acuin~
the hedze which divided the Triangle from
Little Side.

Naturally the converaation had turoed up.o
the forthcoming boat-race, which would %
rowed on the Wednesday. It was quite
separate affair, but decidedly important. T4 -
Senior Beat-race had taken place a fortnight
before, and it had been a viotory for th:
Ancient House. This was another reason
why we were extra anxious to win.

Duriog the St. Frank’s Regatta there had
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been racos of all deseriptions, of course, but
they were principally sculling contests and
Form comypetitions. The annual boat-race
was given a day to itself.

““ We shall practise to-morrow,” 1 said.
'“ Wet or finc, we'll have an hour on the
river. It's ncceasary to keep our form at the
higheat pitch. Christine will work his men
like Trojans between now and Wednesday,
and I eball do the same."’

Sir Montic sighed.

‘““It's a frightiul bore, but I suppose I shall
have to go through with it,”” he said re-
signcdly. * You're such a beggar for kecpin’
our noscse to the grindstone, Nipper, dear
fellow. Don't you think we're good enough?
ls il really necessary to train any longer?’’

*“You lazy bounder!” 1 grinned. Il
leave you ont. il you like—" '

" nh. gof)d!”

“* But vou'll be left out aMogether——"

“Eh? sald Tregellis-West.

“1f you want to stack now, I shall give
your place to Hubbard,” 1 said, with a wink
ut the others. ** Hubbard's been bothering
me for days to chuck you out and give him
your place.”

Sir Montie gazed at me in dismay.

“ Begad! Hubbard's a shockin® duffer at
rowin'!"” he prote-ted. 1 fail to see how

You awflul bouunder! You're rottin'!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”’

: "Jf yon want to give yocur piace to Hub-
ard—-—-""

" You silly duffer!” elouted Sir Montic.
‘T have the honour of the Ancient House at
heart. [ wouldn't dream of desertin’® you
at the last moment, old fellow.”

“Oh, don't mind mc!"” I said gencrously.
“The race doesn't depend on you, Montice.
We shall pull it ofl quite casily without your
noble assistance—""

“You are jokin’
W atiffly.

o walked off, his pince-nez set at a deter-
mincd angle. And we grinned as he made his
way.across the Triangle. Sir Montic’s dignity
wal easily upsct, but he would be as rercne
as ever again within five minutes

As it happened, however, Montie was the
very opposito of serene on this occasion. He
chanced to, hear sundry noises proceeding
from the direction of the bicycle-shed, and
he paused. frowning.

“Begad! Is it possible that somebody .is
"mendin® a bike—on S8unday cvenin'?’’ he mur-
murcd severely. *“J shall have to look into
this--1 shall, rcally!”

The idea of some fellow committing such a
terrible erime was quile startling. Tregellis-
West wae particular, and he did not approve
of bicycle-repairing on Sunday evening. Be-
sides, it was against the school rules.

He approaclhied the little window of the
shed, meaning to glance inside and to give
cxpreasioun to stern rcmonstrances. The cul-
prite shiould be made to realise the enormity
of their wickedness.

But Montie's apprnoach.at that moment was
dismstrous—for him. The window was wide
open, und a pamiculany noiey whisper gave

- — —

acain!”’ said Tregellis-

Tregellls-West an nkling as- to the identity
of the speaker. There was only one person
in the whole of St. Frank’s who posscesed a
whieper of that quality—and that person was
FEdward Oswald Handforth, of the Refnove.

1 must. realty say a few worde—':

Swish ! -

Tregellis- West gave a gasp of abeolute
horror. Before he could move, before he
counld utter a word of warning, a volume of
water came flying through the window and
drenched the elegant Removite from ’head
to foot in the most complete manner.

““ Yaroooh !’ howled Tregellis-West wildly.

He spluttered and staggered back. Unfor-
tunately his heel caught on a stope, and he
sat down in thc puddle just created by the
rush of water.

Squelch! ]

The ruin was complete. Sir Montie's elegant
clothes—his extra-epecial Etons—were de-
stroyed beyond hope—at least, in Sir Montie’'s
eyes. His glistening topper went bowling
over the gravel, and its appearance was nob
at all improved.

‘*“Oh, begad!”’

dazedly.® )

‘** Hallo! What was that yell?” said a
voice at the window. ‘' Some silly ass making
a noige on Sunday-eve—— QGreat pip! What
wgﬂt (‘lzif':kens are you doing there, Tr'cgelhs-

Haslforth stood at the window, and the
faces of Church and McClure appeared a
moment later. Montie looked at them dully.

*“ Oh, my goodness!’" he murmured. ** Who
-—wl‘r’o did that? I'm in a frightful state

** What did you want to sit in tbat puddie
for?’’ demanded Handforth, in astonishment.
“*Of all the silly asses——'

““Ha, ha, ba!’ chuckled Church and
McClure.

‘“ You—you awful ass!’ gasped Sir Mountie,
struggling to his feet. ** You've drenched
me, Handforth! 1 was just comin’ to the
window——"’

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”’ yelled Handforth. ‘' Did
you get in the way of that water?”

“It looks a bit like it!” grinned McClure.

‘““ You—you dangerous lunatic!”’ panted
Montie wildly., ‘‘It’s Sunday evenin’, other-
wise I should instst upon thrashin' you on -
the apot. To-morrow, Handforth, 1 shall
have the pleasure of knockin' you down——"

“You silly ass!”” snorted Handforth.
““ How the dickens was I to know that you
were outside the window? I'm not supposed
to know what you're doing, am 1? I've just
been mending a puncture, and I had to
chuck the water somcwhere!”

‘ Mendin’ punctures on Sunday evenin’ is
utterly wrong, Handforth!'’ exclaimed Tre-
gellis- West, quivering with indignation and
wrath. *“ But that is nothin’! You bhave
utterly ruined my clothes, an’'—"

*“Rot!"” interrupted Handforth. ‘ You're
only a bit wet. Run‘round the Triangle until

moaned Tregellis-West

you're dry. You're collar looks a bit crum-
pled, but that’'s nothing much.”
Sir Montie was speechless. In bhis own

opinion his clothing was of no more use
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whatever: and to hear Handforth say that

it was “ nothing much ' rendered him in--

capable of adequate reply. He stamped off
furiously and:fled into the Ancient House.

Meanwhile, Handforth and Co. continued
their surreptitious puncture-mending, chuck-
ling hugely. They. could see nothing shock-
ing in the ‘‘destroying’ of Montie's gar-
ments. As Handforth said, he shouldn’t
have been such an ass as to get into the
way.

To Montie’'s dismay he ran right into
Christine and Co., of the College House, as
he fled towards the Ancient House. The three
Monks regarded him in some astonishment.

‘““ What's the idea?’’ asked Yorke politely.
¢ Have you been sitting in the fountain,
Tregellis-West 2"’

‘““ Pray allow me to pass, dear fellows——"'

- ““Hold on! We're thirsting for informa-
tion,"”’ said Christine. *‘ I'm surprised at you,
Tregellis-West! Making an exhibition of
yourself like this—on Sunday evening, too!™

‘“ Shocking ! said Talmadge severely.

-8ir Montie quivered with indignation.

‘““I shall have no less than four fights on
my hands to-morrow!”’ he exclaimed, nearly
bursting with anxiety and humiliation. “I
have already undertaken to thrash Hand-
forth for this outrage, an’ unless you allow
me to pass immediately I shall have mno
alternative but to administer further thrash-

ings LR

‘“ Speaks micely, doesn’t he?" remarked
Christine thoughtfully. ‘ But the most in-
teresting part, to my mind, is the changing
hues of his face. It's really wonderful how
—— Gerroff! You—you ass'”’

Christine gasped with dismay as Montie
charged him. A considerable portion of the
mud from Tregellis-West was transferred to
Christine, and then the swell of the Ancient
House got free. Christine boiled with in-
dignation, and his chums roared.

“I'm smothered!” gasped Christine hotly.

¢ Well, you asked for it, I must say,” was
Yorke's symmpathetic remark. “ My dear
chap, you're hardty touched. Wait a tick,
and I'l wipe you down. Where's your hand-
kerchief, Talmadge?”’ :

** Christine’s will do!"’

Yorke deftly pulled Christine's bandker-
chief out of his pocket, and before any pro-
test could be made by that infuriated youth,
the delicate white linen was being severely
soiled. It was a show handkerchief, only
used on Sundays.

‘“Good thing he didn’t dirty me more!”
growled Christine, who found, after all, that
the damage was not very severe. *‘‘Nice
goings-on on Sunday evening! Those Fossils
don’'t seem to care anything for Sahbath!"

And the College House trio marched off to
their own eide of the Triangle. Qn an
ordinary weekday it was a somewhat perilous
undertaking for a solitanry Monk to wander
su the near vicinity of the Ancient House—
and thc same applied the other way about.
But on Sunday all House rows were dis-
tinctly off.

On the College House steps Christine and

Co. ran into Reginald Pitt, the new junior |

——

3
in the Remove. Talmadgo sniffed the air
sharpty.

‘“ You've beem smoking, you rotter!”’ he
exclaimed.
‘“ Have I?" said Pitt calmly. ‘ How

shocking!”’

“You'd better let me catch you at it!'”
snapped Christine. “ You wouldn't smoke
again in a hurry, [ can tell you!'”

Pitt grinned.

“1 never do smoke in a hurry,” he aaid
cheerfully. ‘' There's no fun in doing that.
The way to smoke a cigarette is to—"'

‘*“Oh, dry up!” spapped Christine.

He and his chums passed the new hoy, who
chuckled to hima¢clf and thrust his hands
into his pocketa. 7Pitt always took delight
in offending his schoolfellows.

““I say:"” he called. * Just a word!'"

‘““ Rats!"

‘“1t’s abouwt the boat-race—''

““ Eh?"” Christine turned. * What about

the boat-racc?"
think of our chances?"

‘* What do you
asked Pitt. ““I'm not in the eicht, hut [
I rather

take an interest in House mattera.
fancy we shall win on Wedneaday.™”

“ What you faney won't make any differ-
ence to the race!” snapped Christine. * We
shall Tose! Tt's no good trying to think any-
thing ele. With Nipper and Burton in the
rival boat we haven’t got a dog's chance.”

‘“ Well, that's candid, anyhow,” said Pitt.
‘“And you won't win if you start the race
with those ideas. Why don't vou show some
ginger? We've got to win—and, what's more,
we're going to win'”

*“1 suppose you're a prophet?” said Yorke
sarcastically. ,

“I'm willing to bet a ponnd to a shilline
that we do win!" said Pitt calmly. * T've
got faith in my side, ever if you haven't.
What do you eay? A quid to a shilling——""

‘“Go and eat coke!"

And Christine and Co., thorcughly dis-
gusted, passed indoors. Betting was bad
enough at all times, but to indulee in it on
Sunday evening was rather beyond the limit.

Reginald Pitt, with a chuck!e, strolled
across the Triangle, and was apparently very
pleased with himself. He knew well enough
that the chums of Study Q would not tuake
on amy bet, whatever the odds.

Pitt’s position was somewhat curious.

The previous weck he had boasted to
Christine and Co. that he would make the
College House soar ahove the Fossils. In
short, he undertook to socure a great vie-
tory over the rival House. Christine had
fiven him a week—which would expire ‘on
the following Thursday.

At present it ssemed extremely doubtful
a3 to whether Reginald Pitt wouid make
gcod his boast. He had done nothisg, and
apparently meant to do nothing.

He seemed to be solely interested in the
forthcoming boat-race, and was confident
that the Colleee Housc juniors would win—
in spite of Christine's own forebodings. And
iIf unybody oucht to know, Christine was the
fellow, since he was the stroke of the Col-
lege House hout.
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ghocked voice. *‘ Yes, Handy, if you were
included in the eight we might win by
three lengths. Even more impossible things
have  happened. It's far more likely,
though, that we should be beaten to the
wide. You see, you'd probabhly row the
wrong way, and that would upset all the
other fellows in the hoat—''

‘“ Ha, ha, hat’

Handiorth snorted.

‘“You’ve been pulling
shouted.

‘““Jo hon!

“[t's always my fate!” said Handforth
bitterly. ‘‘ My good qualities are never re-
coznised. I've made up my mind to row in
the Ancient House hoat, and I'm not going
to he put oft with any of your fatheaded
excuses. Understand?”

my leg?” he

.

'Q"P }

‘““ Not exactly, old fellow,” said McClure.
““They just pushed you, that's all.”

“TI'll—I'll slaughter ‘em!” roared Hand-
forth, leaping to his feet. ‘' I'll smash ‘em
—— No. I won’t!”

The change in his manner was so ahrupt
that Church and McClure gazed at him with
some apprehension. They knew, in a moment,
that their great icader had been struck by
another idea. And, from past cxperiences,
they knew that more trouble was to follow.

‘““Come on!"’ zaid Handforth thickly.

He strode into his own study, which was
next door to ours, and switched on the
electric-light. Church and McClure followed
him. In Study (' we grinned with appre-
ciation. Indignation mectings of that sort,
with Church and McClure as the audience.

| were frequent occurrences.
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DON'T THROW THOSE NUT SHELLS AWAY!

Nut shells and fruit stones are urgently needed to make charcoal. You
don’t know what charcoal is ? Well, it’s stufl that is saving our soldiers’

lives. Charcoal is used in the British respirator for protection against Poison
‘Gas. So by collecting as many fruit stones and nut shells as you can you are

actually keeping some chap ‘‘ out there ’’ alive. It’s worth doing, you see.

The next thing is what to do with the stones and shells you collect. Yes,
any sort of fruit stones—plum, date, prune, cherry, etc. ; and any sort of
shells—hazel-nut, cob-nut, walnut, coco-nut, etc. The best plan is to form
little *‘ Stone and Shell *’ Clubs, each member of which binds himself to collect
every week as many stones and shells as he can. Then having got your collec-
tion, you must make it up into two parcels, one of stones and one of shells.
Labels will be sent you if you apply to the Director-General of National Salvage,
Caxton House, Tothill Street, S.W. 1. And you can give your parcels in at
the nearest post-office. The postage costs you nothing. You might get your
greengrocer to put a sack outside his shop, into which all you collectors can put
your stones and shells. It doesn’t matter how you do it, so long as the stones
and shells get collected. It’s your chance, boys, to help to win the war. The
soldiers are asking for your fruit stones and nut shells.

\
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“I wouldn't
Handy,” I said soothingly. “I'm going to
try somocthing else. Instead of putting you
off, we’ll put you out. It'll save a lot of
trouble, and it's quicker!"

Tommy Watson obligingly opened the
door.

“ You—you asses!” howled Handforth,
“What the— Yarooh!”

Handforth made his exit hurriedly, and
sat down in the passage with a considerable
amount of foroe. Church and McClure, with
rare thoughtfulness, had slipped out in ad-
vance. B

Sam! R

Handforth gazed up at the closed door of
Study C in a dazed fashion.

“lU've been chucked out!”
[aintly.

»

he c¢xclaimed

dream of putting you off, |
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insulted!"” said Handforth,
with deadly calmness. ** Study D’'s been in-
siulted. We've got to wipe it out—and
there's only one way of doing it!"”

“In blood!"" suggested Church.

“I don't want any of your funny re-
marks!"’ snapped Handiorth. * Can't you
realise that this is a seriows matter? [
don’'t mind being chucked out of Nipper's
study—that’s notihing. But he's a3 good as
told me that I can't row.”

“I['ve bheen

** Well, he let you down gently.,” said
McClure. “You can't Jdo everything,
Handy. And just because you can't row——""

‘“* You babbling idiot!” bellowed Hand-
forth. *‘1 cvan row anything! I can beat
nearly every chap at St. Frank's!”

“Oh, my mistake!” gasped McClure.
“ Well. what abhout @dt'" . o
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“ What about it?"” snorted Handforth.
“\ye‘ne going down to the river—now.
W¢re going to practise—"

“ 1t’'s nearly dark, you fathead!™” yelled

Church. .
*“ What does that matter? It’s just as
easy to row in the dark as it is in the

daylight,”” said Handforth grimly. “My
idea is to get my form up to Nipper’s. Then,
when I show him what I can do in the

morning, he’l be bound to give me a placc
in the boat!”

Church and McClure could only gasp.
Handforth’s ideas were always weird, but
this was surely the limit. And the extra-
ordinary part about it was that Handforth
was in deadly earnest. To argue with himn
was an impossible task.

*There’s no recason why you sheuldn't go
for a trip on the river,” said McClure care-
Jessly. ** But vou'd better be careful, Handy.
Church and I are going to do our prep.
now, so—-"’'

* You're coming with me!" snapped Band-
forth. ‘‘ You miserable traitors! Do you
mean to say that you'd descrt me at a
critical hour like this? Cbuck those books

aside and let's get down to the river. We
can put in a full hour’s practice. It won't
take me long to beat Nipper’'s form!"”’

“You—you medman!” yelled Church
" You couldn’t equal Nipper if you went into
training for six months! And now you're
talking about doing it in a single hour !
You’re off your rocker!”

caid Handforth

“You don’'t know me!”
briskly. ‘“ When 1 really get going I cah
Jearn things at a terrific rate. My sculling
is already first class, but I want to put a
polish on to it. Drop all arguments and

eOMme with me!”’

Both Church and McClure were inclined
to break into a revolt for a moment. They
were forced to fall in with Hapdforth’s hare-
brained ideas as a rule, but there was prep.
to do now, and if they missed it Mr. Crowell
would shower lines upon them in the Form-
room,

But Handforth's long-suffering chnms fol-
lowed him wearily into the passage. 'Chey
rcalised that the best thing to do was to
get it over as quickly as possible.

By the time they had crossed the Triangle,
and were wecll on their way to the boat-
house, Handforth’s cnthusiasm hegan to ooze
away. 1t certainly was rather dark, and it
would be difficult, to handle a boat on the
river. But Hdandforth would not have ad-
mitted his real feelings for worlds. His
dignity prevented him from backing out
now.

The boat-house was reached at last.
Although not quite dark, the river was
gloomy and cold-looking. The absurdity of
the expedition cccurred to Handforth now,

but he persisted, with all his usual obsti-
nacy. :
cn the river. Tlen

( the, three jumniers got
into their places, and

|

A small, Iig‘ht b'c:’a't was got out and placed.

‘beaten Nipper already!

J

{

[

andforth took thel heads
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oars. Church and McClure knew well enough
that their trip would be of the bricfest
duration. There was nothing likc bitter
experience; it was about the only thing
which convinced the ram-beaded Handforth.

‘“ Better go easy,” murmured McClure.
“The river's rather deep here, you know,
and there's a pretty stiff current.”

‘“* Steer over to the other bank,” rcaid
Handforth. ‘ The water’s shallow 4thc¢re, and
we don’t wan{ any accidents.”

*Don’t you think we'd bctter go back
now?"”

“ Rot! We’'ll
island, anyhow.”

Handforth put his back into the rowing,
and the boat shot away at good speed. Ex-
cept for the fact that it was rather difitcult
to sece where they were going, the trip was
far more pleasant than Church and MecClur:
had anticipated. Handforth was doing all
the work, so there was nothing much to
grumble at.

All went smoothly for about seven
minutes. Then Handforth began to get
tired. This wasn’t surprising, for~he had
been pulling with terrific energy. ¥We rcsted
on his oars and breathed heavily.

** Not bad, eh?"’ he asked breathlessly.

‘‘ Splendid!’”’ said McClure. *‘* Why, you've
Hadn’t we better

row as far as Willard's

get bhack, Handy?” . o

‘“Oh, if you.hke!” snapped Handiorth,
glad of an- opportunity. ‘I thought what
it would bc—grumbles from you chaps all
the while. Well, you've forced me¢ into
it!” g

Church and *cClure grinned in the dark-
ness, and the rudder was put over, und
Handforth pulled for all he was worth,

He was too energetic, however. Before the
boat was fully round it was sent shooting
towards the bank. Church pulled tlie rop:
sharply, in order to prevent the nose from
digging into the bank. Unfortunately Hand-
forth was bending forward at the s=ame

moment, and the boat gave o giddy
swerve, -
“Hi! Took out!” yelled Handforth, in
alarm. * Oh——"

Splash!

Handforth shot head first cut of the Loat
as neatly as possible. . It almost looked as
thouch he had done it on purposc. He disap-
peared completely. There was a wild
thrashing of the water, and then Ilandforth
appeared again. As he was sitting on the
bottom, with his head just above water,
there was not much fear of a tragedy.

‘You ass!”’ gasped McClure. ‘* You've got
wet now!”’

This remark was entirely unncece=ary, and
Handforth attempted to make an adequate
reply. As he had a mouthful of water, tius
was somewhat . difficult, and *he only suc-
coeded in swallowing the water.

‘“ Ob, my goouness!” he muttered faintly.
*“ This is what comes of bringing ailly fat- -
like you with me! Lemme climb
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aboard! You'll have to row back, Church!
I'm done!"

Handforth blundered on board clumsilly,
splashing hia chums untdl they wecre nearly
as wet as himself. They had bheen expecting
& most urholy burst-up, and Handforth's sub-
ducd manuner was a decided relief.

As a matter of fact, Edward Oswald was
just akout used up. This ducking, right on
top of the energetic rowing, had taken all
the aggreSsiveness out of him, and all he
wanted to do was to get back to the boat-
tiousc without a sccond’s loss of timec. His
common sense told him that this was a most
inopgortuno moment to commence an argu-
ment.

Church and McClure were only too willing

to comply, and the journcy back was ac-
complished with hardly a word being
uttered.

And it was just when the bhoathouse came
within sight that a somewhat surprising in-
cident occurred. Church was rowing.
McClure was steering, and Handfoft
shivered. Their hoat made bhut very little
noise, and even that was drowned by the
rustling of the leaves in the stiffish wind.

And suddenly a bright light strcamed out
quite near the bank against the boathouse.
It was so unexpected that McClure uttered
a little gasp of astonishment. Church ceased
rowing and stared round.

And there, bending over a thick clump of
recds, was Reginald Pitt! He appeared to
be fuking something out of the reeds, and
almnost at once he switched off the light
and strode away. Handforth and Co. dis-
tinctly saw him break into a sharp trot as
be went hack towards St. Frank's.

‘“Well, I'm jiggered!'' said McClure.
*That wae Pitt! What the merry dickens
was he up to?”

“I don't know!' chattered Handforth.
‘“ Why doun’t you row, Church? I'm freez-

l.l

““* What was Pitt up to?" said McClure. in
a startled voice. ‘‘He didn't know that
we'd spotted him—he didn’t even know that
we were on the river. There's something
jolly uncanny about this!”

Handforth uttered o growl.

‘“ Do you want me to freeze?'’ hc demanded,
shivering. .

¢ Oh, shut up a minute—"

“ You—you hard-hearted roticrs!’’ gasped
Handforth. * You don't care a hang what
happens to me! I shall sit here and catch
pneumonia, or meaales, or something! I
phan’'t be fully appreciated until I'm dead!”
**No noed to go to such lengths as that,
Handy,” growled Church, as he commenced
rowing again. *‘ We'll soon be ashore."

Church and McClur= would have bcen ex-
tremely sorry if Handforth had pegged out,
for they really liked him immensely. But &
slight cold, neceassitating a few days in the
*“ ganny,’”’ would not be at all amiss. Church
and McClure would welcome a few days of
peace and quietness in Study D.

But Handforth, in the words of McClure,
was & hardy beast, A ducking was not likely

|
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to affect him soriously. And when they had

ot ashore and pulled the boat into the
oathouse, they commenced running towards
the school at a briek pace.

Handforth's blood hecame warmed up.

‘““ Not a word of this the fellows, mind.**
he sald warningly. * We don't want the
whole houwsc cackling at us——"'

‘*“ At you, you mean'!’' asmid Church.

“Oh, rot! We're all in it,”’ snapped Hand-
forth. * We'll sneak in by the side door
and change our togs. If the chaps get to
kndm:v abouwt the affaie we'll be chipped no
cn .li

‘1 wonder what Pitt waa doing—"" b gun
Church.

‘“ Bother Pitt—rats to Pitt —let him go and
eat coke!"” snorted Handforth. ‘" Do ynu
think I care what that beastly Serpent doe-a?
He ain't in our Hnuse, anyhow!'"

And, 80 far as Handforth was concerned,
Reginald Pitt was complotely disposed of.
But Church and McClure comld not help re-
membering the mystorious movements of the
new College House junior.

And later on that incident was to be
rccalled.
PBe seceg
CHAPTER III.
PITT'S NEW FRIRNDS— NELSON LKF HAS AN

ADVENTURE—A MYSTKRY !

EANWHILE, Reginaki Pitt was strid-
ing rapidly acroas the playmg-fields
towa St. Frank's.

He chuckled once or twice as he
walked, and appeared to be in the hest of
good humours. The new boy of the (College
Houee was something of a novedty, for he
had seemed perfectly at home during his very
first hour, and his cheek, according to every-
body who had encountered him, was truly
coloasal.

He reached the Triangle in the deep gloom,
and made straight over towards the bhicyele
shed. Before he reached the building, how
ever, three forms loomed np from the dicee-
tiot',‘h of the Ancient Houev and barred his
path.

“ That you, Pitt?"’ came the inquiry.

‘“ Hallo!"' said Pitt calmly. * What'a the
trouble?’’ .

The three figures were those of Fullwood
and QGulliver and Bell--the leading Nuts of
the Ancient Howvae Remove. ‘They had heen
watching Pitt's progreas since his arrival at
St. Frank's, and it struck them that he was
a fellow of their own calibre.

‘“ No trouble,’’ said Fullwood. ‘‘ We'd just
like to have a word with you, that'a ali. 1§
helr you're rather intcreated in the boat-
race that's coming off to-morrow?”

‘““ Who told you that fairy-tale?”

‘““80 you're not interented?’” asked Bell.

* Not particularlz. Why?"

*“ Well, 1 was talking with young Fullerton,
of your House, and he swore blind that yon
had bet him evens that the (ollege Huire
Eight would win the race. One of Fullerton's
liea, T suppose?”’

Pitt ebhook hug' " 9@,
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“No, it's true enough,” he said calmly.

“ But, my dear ass, you'll lose your bet!”
exclaimed Fullwood. o .

“ Think so?’" asked Pitt. ‘' Opinions differ,
don't they?” -

“ They do in thie case,” replied Fullwcod.
* You must be dotty. Haven’'t you taken any
notice of the practice? The Ancient House
simply can't losc—it’ll be a giddy walk-
over!”

Pitt grinned. .

“I'm not exactly a millionaire, so I can’t

‘afford to chuck money about.”” he said. * Ful-’

lerton will get a quid of mine if my House
loses. But I'm not worrying. In fact, I
mean to bet you an cver fiver that the
Ancient House loses!”

Fullwood and Co. exchangcd glanrces.

“ You're jokin’,” remarked Qulliver.

““Not at all. 1 can be staunch to my own
Bouse I suppose?’”’ said Pitt smootidy.
‘*“ You'll probably call me an ass, and all the
rest of it, but I'm a fellow who sticks to an
opinion. And I'm wilimg t¢ back my opiniorn
to any extent you like.”’ ]

“1'l take that bet!” said Fullwood
promplly. ‘A fiver. It'll come in bandy
at the end of the week!” ,

“Don't you - make any little mistake!”
rrinned Pitt. ‘“ You'll see no fiver of mine,
Fullweod.” :

‘“ Why, you little beast!
say you won’t pay—"

“ My dear chap, I'll stand or fall accord-
ing to thc race,” interrupted Pilt. ** You
won't seo my fiver, because I shall collar
yours! The College Houee is going to win,
my sons!’”’

‘“I suppose you've got enough tin to pay
ont?”’ asked Fullwood.

“Well, I'm good for ten quid, at least,”

replied Pitt.
a bet with me, then?' asked

Do you mean to

** What price
Gulliver.

“ How much?”

** Three quid.”’

“I'll take you on,” said Pitt calmly.

“I'll have the odd quid, unless ydu can
ma;?ke it mcre,” said Bell cagerly. “Is it a
go"!

Reginald Pitt chuckled.

** Money for ncothing!’” he cxclaimed. ““I'd
like to make it a fiver all round, but iy

resources won’t run to it, and I never make |

a bet without baving the money in my pocket
to pay out in case I lose. But I shan’t lose,
and if you like to risk—"'

. **No, we’re satisfied,” grinned Fullwood.
‘* But, mind you, there'll be no backin’ out
after you've lost! If you try any of those
games on, my sop, we'll Kick you until you
can’t stand.”

And Fullwood and Co. walked off, intensely
satisfiled with the reeult of their transaction.
They were frankly astounded. That Pitt
chould be willing to throw all his mopey
awa{ like that was extraordinary. For it
would be throwing it away. Under no cir-
cuamstances was it ible to believe that the
College House would win. Fullwood and Co.
set Pitt down as a reckless young aausj

“ This means a fiver for me, three quid Yor

H
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you, Gully, and a quid for you, Bell,”” said

Fullwood comfortably. * We shall bLe in
funds this week, and no mistake!”
It was rather remarkable that Pitt ab

that very moment should be calculating that
he would rake in the precisc sum of ten
pounds on the following aftermoon aftcr the
race. His confildence in the success of hie
own house was unbounded. Yet therc was
no apparent rcason for Pitt’'s optimism. - To
all appearances, it seemed as though he had
d:gberatcly thrown away all his available
cash.

He chuckled as he fetched his bicycle out,
and was soon riding away in the direction of
Bellton. Barely five minutes later Nelson
Lee came briskly out of the Ancient House,
attired in Norfolks. L

The schoolmaster-detective went sfraight
to the bicycle shed, took out his machine,
and pedalled off. Push-cycling was not much
in the guv’nor’s tine, for he and 1 had always
been accustomed tn racing motor-cars and
fast motor-cycles. But at St. Frank’'s those
articles would have bcen unnecessary. The
cuv'nor often took an ordinary bikc-ride just
for the sake of exercisc.

On this occasion he was on his way to Ban-
nington, with the intemtion of interviewing
Inspector Jameson, of the Bamnington Police.
Therc were a few questions which Lece was
anxious to put. For the detectivc was keenly
determined to investigatc the affair of the
forged currency notes.

An official from -Secot}and Yard had asked
Nelson Lee to look into the matter. It was
known that a great amount of false currency

| was beingz uttered from the neighbourhood

of Bannington. The police had set many
traps, hut the crooks responsible were wary,
and not a false note had becn seen duringZ
the pcriod of official investigation.

Yot Scotland Yard was quite sure that the
culprite had not flown, and that they wecre
still busy in the same district. Nelson Lee
had consented to look into the matter, but he
frankly confessed that thcre was a suprcme
difficulty in the way of commencing opora-
tions. For Lee had no starting-point, and to
manufacture one for himeelf would be no
light matter.

Luck, however, was to favour the guv’'nor
in a really sporting way. He bhad never
hoped for such a splendid chance ; but, having
obtaincd it, he struck to the trail like glue.

I'll juet describe how it came about.

Nelson Lee’s object in going to Bannington
was to see Inspector Jameson, as I said. But
the visit was not at all important, and
bhad no real hope of obtaining any godd
result. He was right.

Inspector Jameecon received him courteously
and gave him all the information available—
which practically amounted to nil. Lee had
only put a few questione regarding eertain
shady residents of Bannington. All these
gentiemen were proved to be above sue-
picion, of this particular charge, at all eventa.

It was quite dark when Lee commenced to
ride home. As a matiter of fact the guv'nor
was somewhat worried. I had wagered him
a ncw pair of boots that he would have the
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..nachinc and dizappeared round the bend.
Nelson Lee allowed himself to glide forward.
His own bicyclec was of the finest quality,
and it was a perfectly noisclces machine. As
both his lamps were out he was invisible in
the now intense darkness. Kven if the
stranger suepected a trick he would never
detect the attentions of such an experiencd
shadower s Nelson Lee. .

But the man was cvidently satisfied that
no suzpicions had been caused. He bad just
recached the top of the hill when Lee got to
the bottom, and the dectective ‘pedalled u
awiftly and smoothly. He was grim now, ¢
suspected those notes, and meant to discover
this man’s dostination. at all eventas.

The fellow had lost his head, of, course.
Otherwise hec. would have apologised pro
fuscly for the accident, anud would have made
wotne  jocular reference to so much moncy
bkying on the road. _

The very fact that he had eaid nothing
except abuse proved that he had given way
to intenae alarm. And the only reason for
alarm that Nelson lae could see was that
the notes we'e ' duds.”

It would be a clear starting-point to flud
out where the fellow finished up his ride.
But it was most ncceesury for lee to be
cautiouvs. Jf the stranger pot the slightest
inkling that hie was bhcing followed he would
lend his shadower a lively dance.

S0 Nelson Lee was carcful. He kept -some
little distance to the rear, and alwayvs saw
that somc background lay behind him—a
hedge, or g clump of trees. This was uite
casy, for the Banninglon lane was thickly
overrhadowed by trees all the way to the
nutskirts of the town. The detective gave
his ;marry no opportunity of discovering the
truth.

It would be soaewhat more dificult in
Bannington itself. But the police, who all
Knew [Lce, would take no notics of his ex-
tinguished lnmps. A word of explunation to

the lnepecter afterwards would be suflicieat.

As it happened, however, the chase ended
almost at once.
" The man did dot enter Bannington at all,
but turned Jdown a narrow side-road which
led into the Caistowe road further on. After
about three lhiundred yards Lee's quarry dis-
mounted and quickly entered a large gate-
way sot In botween masses of tall trees. No
house was visible to Lee, who had dismounted.

Hc allently pushed his hicycle into a deep,
dry ditch and then crept forward. This
particular spot was very quiet, although
actually within the town of Baunington
itself  Just a little further along the other
road the street lampe commenced.

But here all was dark and silent. Reach-
ing the gate, Nelson Lee peered hetween the
bars, for it was a high one, and he saw a
large, old-fashioned house with bay windows.
One of the windows was closely curtained,
but #cveral rays of light showed through
at the ho_[: U she gatc, Lee saw, was the
name, ' The Hermitage.’

The squud of''m- Jsor banging round the
side was mifficient  evidence that the iil-
tempercd stranger had entered the howpe.
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Nclwon Lee was not eatisfied, and he stepped
hack a few feet, saw that the coast was
clear, and sly)p«f into the front garden.

Then he edged hie way round, keeping to
tlie cover of a thick hedge, until he was in a
position to see a small side-door set deeply
into the wall. Ho waited for some little
time, but no incident occurred.

He hesitated before venturing further into
the gardea, and fipally decided to leave the
premmisce at once. This was not a suitable
opportunity for careful inveetigation. It was
atisfactory enough to know that a man con-
nected in some way with the forgers either
lived in this house or used it. Nelson Lee
did not believe in rushing ram-headed into
a thing. :

He slipped away, and had just reached
the gale when he heard the door open. Lce
ran lightly over the grass and dropped into
the dry ditch. Here he waited, and within
a minute he saw a slight form cmerge {rom
the gateway pushing a bicycle.

At first he thoupght that the cyclist was the
man he bhad been following. But this was
not the case. The bicycle waa different, tco.
Nelson Lee was quite ccrtain that this new
comer was a hoy. But it was too dark to
sev the boy's features. Indced, Lee was only
prrnitted to gain one glance at his back.

The detective remained in the ditch for a
full five minuteca. He was not interested in
the hoy. And when he fished his bicycle out
and started on the ride home he was very
thoughtful.

He completed the journey fairly swiftly,
being a rapid cyclist. And he was within the
Triangle just in time to see Reginald Pitt
cmerging from the bicycle-shed.

The Removite was panting heavily and his
callow face was unusually flushed. [nstantly
Nelson Lee called to mind the boy who had
left that dark old house in Bannington. Was
there any conncction here? The coincidence
was certainly remarkable,

“ Where have you heen, Pitt?”’ asked Nel-
son Lee. 1 am not yeur Housemaster, but
you mast be aware that the gates were
locked up some little time ago.”

“Yee. sr.” said Pitt. *1 told Warren.
He's going to report me to Mr. Stockdale, I
h‘eh:gve. I've only heen down to the village,
sir.

Jee regarded the junior closely.

“Only to ‘he village, Pitt?"’ he asked.

‘““ That's all, sir.” '

“ Very well: you may go.”

Pitt walked oll, and Nelson Lee wheelca
his own bicycle into the shed and extin-
guished the lamps. Then he drew a small
electric-torch from his pocket, and flashed
the light upon the bicycle which Pitt had
used. It war the property of another Re-
movite, but Pitt bhad borrowed it.

Nelson Le« made no mistake about the
mauchine, for the lamps were warm. His.
examination was quite brief, but there weas,
a hard glint in his eyes when he turned to-
wards the door.

‘ Why did Pitt lie to me?” he murmured.
frowning. ** ' Onlv ta the village,” he gaid:
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and yet the bicycle bears positive evidence
that Pitt has just ridden from Bannington.
H'm! I must remember this.”

Lee’s deduction had been quite simple.
There were distinct mud-aplashes—recently
made—upon Pitt’s machine. The detective
thad noticed that the road on the out-
skirts of Bannington had been watered, that
strip of surface having just been repaired.
The road to Bellton from the school was
dusty and dry.

There was nothing whatever to show that
Reginald Pitt was the boy who had left
the Hermitage. and Nelson Lee did not take
that fact for granted. He just stored the
affair away in his mind.

There was another point which had signifi-
cance. Why had Pitt mentioned the village
only? He would rccefve a much lighter

unishment from his Housemaster if the
atter knew that Pitt had come from Ban-

nington. No excuse would suffice for being
lwte from the village. '

In fact Nelson Lee was morally certain
that Pitt was the boy who had left that
strange house. Thcre was no actual proof,
bhowever, so the detective allowed his mind
to remain open.

But what could it mean?

In what manner could Reginald Pitt he
connected with the scoundrels who were
uttering base currency?

upy”  ane

CHAPTER IV.

THE MORNING OF THE RACE—THE START—AN
AMAZING RESULT!
OB CHRISTINE regarded the sky
critically.
‘* Going to be a fine afternoon,’” he
observed. ‘* A bit of wind, but that
won’t hurt. It doesn’'t matter much to us,

anyhow. This
black days!”

Yorke and Talmadge nodded.

‘“ Cheer up!” said Yorke. * We can't win
every year, Christy. Besides, we may pull
it off, cven now. By the way you talk, any-
body would think that we were a set of
rank duffers—"'

‘“*So we are,” said Christine. “ I wouldn't
say that to anybody else, but we're alonc
for the moment. Rank dutfers—compared
with the Foasails. 1t's sickening. How the
dickens was I to know that thc bounders
would have such a stroke as Nipper? He's
Irightfully hot stuff, and I ain’t ashamed to
admit it—to you chaps. There's the Bo'sun.
t00. Why, he's as strong as a horse, and
can pull like—"

*“Oh, ease off!” snapped  Taimadge.
““hats the good of rubbing it in? Even
it we're going to lose we ncedn't go about
with faces o mile long. You're looking
awfully serious, old man. Grin, and make
the fellows think that we're going to win.”

Christine and Co., in fact, were pessimistic.
They werc standing on the steps of the -Col-

is going to be one of our
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lege House, and the knowledge that they
were in for a failure that afternoomn did
not tend to make them cheerful.

Moming lessons were over, and the hall-
holiday promised to be fine, although some-
what chilly. An east wind was blowing.

Pitt lounged out of the College House and
'nodded to the three gloomy leaders of the
Monks.

‘“* Somehody going to be buried?” he

| asked politely.

““ Buried?"’ repeated YorLc staring.
‘““You look as if you're just going to a

funeral,” explained Pitt. * I thought, per-
haps, that—'*

‘““You silly as3!"”’ qnorted Christine.

‘““ Awfully sorry,” grinned Pitt. ‘“ But

why are you looking so awfully lugubrious?”
‘““So which?"” demanded Yorke tartly.

‘“ That means mournful,” said Pitt. * But
[ thought St. Frank's was a scat of leain-
ing. It's quite an ordinary English word
I can assur¢ you. The word lugu——''

‘“ You’ll look lugubrious before we've done,
if you ain't careful,” snapped Christine.
‘“ Buzz offi—go and eat coke! You've rct a
fat lot too much to say for a new kid!”’

Pitt grinned again.

**1 was just about to offer sympathy,”” he
said calmly. ““Of course. you're looking
pretty sick because you think youre goiny
to lose the race? My dear chaps, it's the

biggest mistake you ever mad., We
sha'n’'t losec—-"'
“‘We'?" repeated Talmadge. ¢ What

the dickens have you got to do with it, you
cheeky ass?”

“Well, I naturolly stick up for my cuwn
House,” said Pitt. *‘ You wouldn't like me
to go yelling about that the Ancieat Hous-
wi!l win, would you?'’

‘““You can yell what you like,”” said Chris-
tine. who had taken a strong antnpathv to-

wards the new fellow. “Only don’t yell
herc. We're getting rather tired of your
voice, Pitt. It's a pity you don't—"*

“At last!” said Reginald Pitt smoothly.
‘““ Do you krow, I've been expecting to hcar
that pun for days past. Don’t glare at ¢!
I've been quitc harmless, and I am as tru-
as steel to the College House. Do you want
to hear my opinion about the race?”’

“No!" said Christine and Co., in one
voice.
‘““That's a pity, because you're going o

hear it, all the same,”” observed the Sc rpent.
¢ College House, my sons, is going to win
by a whole length—perhaps more. If you
haven't got faith in yourselves, I bave.
You'll simply roinp "home!"’

And Pitt thrust his hands into his pocket:

and strolled across the Triangle. Boh
Christine and his chums looked after hLim
thoughtfully. He spoke with such sublim-

confidence that it was almost possible to
crelit what he said.

‘“ Blessed if I can understand that chap.”
said Christine slowly. ‘' He knows jolly wc'l
that we shall lose-—so what's the good of

awmg like that? Theare's no reason for .
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If some of Nipper's men were unexpcctedly
off colour, or if they werc kept away from
the race, 1 could understand it. But they're
not off colovr, and the whole eight will turn
up smiling and rcady to knock us into next
week. Obh, 1 can sce it coming. We're
going to be whacked clean!”

T'here was o different spirit amongst the
Trosnils, We were absolutely confident of
victory, and had cxecllent reason to be. My
crew were at the top-notch of their form,
and nothing stood between us and victory.

This was further demonstrated after din-
ner. 1 took my men for a final practice—
for the race was not due to start until three-
thirty. We still had an hour and a balf.

We heat our own record over a measured
course, and then took our frail craft to the
qtnrt,mg point—which was exactly opposite
the boathouse, this being the nearest point
to the school grounds. The course lay bhe-
tween here and the Bellton Bridge. H

Christine and his men were also out, but,
aftecr watching them keenly, 1 came to the
conclusion that they didu’t stand an earthly.
OQur hoat was a regular fiyer, and we could
handle her sweetly. Yakama, as cox'n, was
Just, the fellow. J

Billy Nation was stecring the College
House boat, and their eight consisted of
Christine- -who was stroke—Talmadge, Yorke, |
Frcoman. Turner, Page, Oldfeld, and Harron.
The Ancient House nu:ht was as follows:
Mys:lf —stroke—Watson, 'I'rcgellis-Wes*, Bur-
ton, PDec Valerie, Owen major, Hubbard, and
the Duke of Somerton. The duke was com-
paratively a_new boy, but he was a bit of
a wonder in" the athlotic line, and fully de-
served inclusion in the cight., It was a big
htouour for him, and he [ullv appreciated
it.

" Well, we're all ready,” I remarked com-
fortably, as I slipped a light overcoat on
over iny flimsy rowing togs. * Race starts
in hal an hour, my sons. How's cveryone

fecling?™
“ Dear old boy. we're top-hole.” zaid Sir
Montie. ** At Jeast, I am. but the others

wre looking frlghtfullv cm.-rgotlc—they are,
really. The whole thing's a most shockin’
fag, but it's no pood grumblin® at these
Uttle trials.™

1 grinned. Tregellis-West, in spite of his
wssumed languor, could display far more
‘nergy, when he liked, than a great mahy
other fellows in the Remove. Aftcer the
Bo'sun, he was abodt my best man.

““Who's that silly idiot?” asked Watson'
suddenly.

* Handforth. I suppose,” [

abgently, without looking round

*Kh? What's that?” demanded Hand-
forth, who was standing ncar by. * What
do vou mcan—* Handforth, you suppose *?"

" When anybody talks about a silly idiot,
I naturally assume he means you, Handy,”
I explained blandly. ‘ There are other silly

remarked

, menced to roll up his sleeves,

.

iliots, of course, bhut it would be rather
difficult to beat you at t.he game.”’ |
"* Why, you—you—' Handflorth gom-
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“1'll1 troubls
you, Nipper, to step behind the boathouse,’
he added grimly. ‘*P'm mnot standing any
rot_)’ -

“ Dry up. there's a good fellow,” I inter-
rupted. ** No time to scrap now. Handy.
What's that you were saying, Watson?”

""It's Pitt!"’ declared Tommy. ‘* Well, of
all the silly asses! Bathing on a special
afternocn like this—and with such a cold
wind blowing.”

Sure enough, Pitt, of the College House,
was swimming easlly up the river. He
drew near the bank against the landing-
Ist-ag-e, and grinned as he saw us watching
iim

‘*€ome out of that, you ass!’’ shouted
Christine sharply. * You can’t bathe now,
Pitt! The banks will be swariing with
fellows soon—seniors and masters, too.”

‘““ Keep your hair o3a,” sald Pitt genially.
‘*Just having a dip before the racc. No
law against it, I suppose? All ready for the
start now?”

‘* Yes,”” replied Christine.
of it!”

Pitt nodded, and procccded to give us
an exhibition of his swimming prowess—and
he certainly could swim, too. Finding that
nobody took any particular notice of himn,
lie swam off, and presently appcared attired
as unsual.

‘I should think so, too!” said Talmadge.
‘ Bathing ain’'t the thing #dhis afternoon.
Hallo! ﬁere comes ol Stocky. The c¢x-
citement’ll hegin presently.”

It wos getting near the time for the
start of the race. The sun was shining
brilliantly, but the east wind prevented the
day from bheing particularly hot. For a
hoat-race the weather eouldn’t have bcen
better, and we knew that the result of the
contest would rest entirely upon ourselves.

As Talmadge had said, Mr. Stockdale bad
put in an appearance. Other masters came
aleng, too, including Nelson Lee himself.
Mr. Crowell was with him. And, a few
minutes later, the Head was observed. in
cempany with Mr. Paget and Mr. Langton—
masters of the Fifth and Sixth respectively.

Fags were present in great numbers, and
they were all hugely excited. Any number
of scniors were there, too, looking on with
a kind of bored interest, and trying to
make us feel that they were conferring a
great favour by coming along at all.

*“Go it, the Blues!” yelled the Ancient
House fags.

‘* Buck up, the Greens!’” roared the Col-
legc House fags in reply.

The College House colours were olive-
grecn and yellow; whilst the Ancient House
colours were blue and red. For short, they
were .nlways referred to as the * Greens '’
and ' Blues.”

Handlorth gricned.

‘1t lcoks te me as if the Greens have. got
th2 blues!”’ he said humorously. |

‘* Ha. ha, ba!" roarcd Chureh and McCluro
loyally.

““ But come oub



Suddenly a bright light streamed out from the bank, and the juniors
could dimly see the figure of Reginald Pitt.— See puye 7.)
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This prompt laugh was necessary. When
Handforth made a joke—or what he thought
to bt a joke—his chums were, in duty bound,
compelled to recognise it.

“Pity I'm not in the eight, though,”
went on Handforth. ‘“ We shall win, of
course, but it would bave been o lot better
if we could have romped home by about
cight lengths!"”

‘““In the rear, you mean—what?’’ asked De
Valerie.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“*No, I didn't mean in the rcar!”’ roared

Haadforth, glaring.

‘““Oh!"” said De Valcrie. * My mistake,
Handy. You should make yourself clear,
an’ thon these little misunderstandings
couldn’t happen. Hallo, what's that, Nip-
per?’”

“Time to get to our place,”” I said
Driskly,

Fenton, of the Sixth, had consented to
act as starter, and we didn’t want to keep
him waijting. The race was to commence
precisely at three-thirty.

So, without any further ado, the rival
boats weroe paddlced out into midstream, and
we prepared for the start amid general
cnthusiasm. [ was quite gratitied. I hadn't
thought that a junior contest of this sort
would cxcite so much interest.

“We've go to pull like the dickens,” 1
caid, ag a last word. * Christine and Co. are
on  their mettle, and they'll work like
Trojans to get home first.  Just hecause

wo're certain of success we mustn’'t he too
confident."’

Clristine, at the same time, was urging
his men to superhuman eflorts. As he ex-
plained, if they were to he whacked, they
could, at least, be whacked honourably.

Crack!

1t was the starting-signal,

*“Go il. yo cripples!”

‘““The Blues—the Blues!'”

"“Grecns—Greens!’’

* Pull, you lubbers!"

There was a regular pandemonium of yells,
but we took no notice of them. We started
in splendid style, developing a quick stroke
which carried us through the water at a
terrific pace.

I had no time to sec how the Greens were
facing at the commencement, for my chief
anxiety wis to set the stroke of my own
boat into an even, rapid rhythm. Everything
depended upon stroke in a boat-race, of
counse.

‘ Ancient Houee leads!”’ came a yell from

the banks. * Keep it up—keep it up, the
Blues!"

**OQur csteemed boat is not performing the.

magnificent glide!” murmured Yakama, his
(ace betraying keen signs of anxiety.

l had discovered the same thing. Just. for
a sccond I thought that my men were not
pulling properly, being over-confident—and I
yelled out to them to put their backs into
it, quickeping my etroke to thirty-threce to
the minute.

2
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‘“Great Scott!” [ muttered. ¢ What's
the matter?”

For some unearthly reason our boat was
pulling heavily, as though unwilling to go
at all. As Yakama had said, she was not
performing the magnificent glide.

And yet the thing was staggering. Wo
were in perfect form, every man of us.
The boat, as I knew, was in splendid fettle
itself. Why, only half an hour before we
had tested her, and found her as sweetly
running as ever before. .

But now, try as wé would, we couldn’t
move her at the same rapid pace as she
had attained at practice. There was some-
thing sluggish in her movements, as though
she had suddenly become double the weight.

‘ Souse me!’’ gasped the Bo’sun. ‘‘ There's
somrthing wrong, messmates! We shall
never win at this rate!"’

“Pull like the deuce!” I shouted
desperately.

We pulled in real alarm now. When vic-

tory had seemed so certain, there was now
a distinct chance of our being beaten. It
was the most unaccountable thing I had
cver struck,

The only thing to do was to put all our
strength into the job, and this we did. But
the College House hoat, half a length in the
rear during the flrst hundred yards, began
to crcep up ominously. Christine didn’t
possess eyes in the back of his head, but he
quickly learned from Biily Nation, the cox'n,
that we were not getting away as antici
pated.

“They're slow!” roared Nation excitedly.
‘““ Pull, hoys-—pull for all you’re worth! We'ill
heat the hounders yct! Put your backs
into it, my souns!’’

Christine and Co. responded, and they
were worked up to such a pitch by the hope
of victory that they did wonders. Chris-
tine, oheying Billy Nation’s order, quickened
"his stroke to thirty-four—a really killing
pace.

A8 for myself. 1 knew that our expected
victory stood a chance of being wrenched out
ol our grasp.

And, by a great effort, I increased my
own stroke to thirty-six, and the crew fell
in swiftly and easily.

Our muscles stood out in knots
spiration streamed down our faces. But our
hboat was in an ugly mood; she wouldn't
shift for toffee, or for anything else.

‘“ The Greens are gaining!"' roared the on-
lookers. ‘' Go it, College House! You'll win
yet! Greens—Greens!"”

Ap answering howl came from the Fossils.

“ What's the matter, you asses?”’ they
“Pull! Don't go to sleep!”

We were certainly not going to sleep, hut
the fact couldn’t be denied that the Collegce
House boat was already half a length ahead.
Crowds of cheering juniors were ruvnning down
the towing-path, following us up. The ex-
citement wuas tremendous. The Monks especi-
ally were nearly off their heads.

Reginald Pitt was amongst the foremost

and per-
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fellows on the towing-path, and with Lim
were Fullwood and Co. .

**What did I tell you?"” grinned Pitt.
* Looks like a College Housc win, eh?"”

‘“ Hang you!” snapped Fullwood 5nxious?y.

“I’'m afraid I shall have tc troubhie ygu
for a fiver—"’

*“ Rot!” enorted Fullwood.
ain't whacked yet!”

But Fullwood and Co. werc extremcly
anxious. They were far more Inxioys about
their money than about the honeurwof their
House. As it happened, they would#t have
seen even the colour of their mopey ¥ any
case, for Reginald Pitt was worth Precisely
fifteen shillirngs! He had made hig¥bts vith
no money to back them. Which bnly proved
that he had been . positively, c¢artain of a
College House win. - St

And it was an undoubted fact that matters
were looking black for us. I worked as 1
never worked before, and my men responded
nobly. By quickening my stroke ¢nce more 1
succeedcd in reducing the College House lead
considerably, but it was only a temporars
gain. )

When at last the winring-post was reached
the Greens shot past a clear two lcngths
ahead!

Amazing at it seemed, Christine and Co.
wou ! :

‘“Tne Blucs

Tt —

CHAPTER V.

EXTRAORDINARY—NOTHING WRONG WITH TIE
BOAT—HANDFORTH’S CLUE !

ONSTERNATION reigned
amongst the Fossils.
The Monks, on the other hand, yelled
themselves hoaree with triumph and
excitement. The¢ most ngtounded fellow of
anybody, I think, was Bob Christine.
‘““Well, I'm blessed if I can understand
it!"’ he panted. ‘‘ What the dickens wae the
matter with you chaps?”’
I took a decp breath.

‘““ What you can’'t understand, Christine,
isn’'t half what we can’'t understand!” 1
replied grimly. *“ It was a fair win for you,
and I wish you joy. But I'll bet anything
you like that my crew wasn't to blame.”

Christine stared. .

““ Then who was—ot what was?’’ he asked.

‘1 don't know!' I replied.

‘ Don't know?”

“I'm rather bowled over,”” I explained.
“Jt’'s absolutely a mysateey. I'm going to
have our boat out of the water in two
minutes. 1 believe there’s something wrong
with her.”

We were ashore now, just below the bridge,
and the rival crews were surrocunded by
ecores of excited fellows on the bank. Full-
wood and Co., were looking particularly
heated, although why they should take such
an interest in the race rather puzzled me.

“ Fine chaps, ain't you?” sneered Fullwood
furiously. * You've let your House down,
you beastly slackers!”

supreme

I turned oo him wilh an angry glitter s

my eyes.
“*You'd Letter shut up, Fullwood!” |
snapped.

“Oh, had 1! roared Fullwood. 1’

going to state my mind——"

‘“Out of it, yow rotter!"” raid Handforth
grimly.

He scized Fullwoed, swung him round. and
cemit him staggering. Just at that momenr
Pitt stepped forward and got into the way.
This was mcet unfortunate—for Pitt.

Fullwood crashed into him, and Pitt blun-
dered forward. His foot caught against =«
tuft of grass, and he pitched headlong over
ghekbank into the dccp water against tiw
ank.

Splash!

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

*“ Serve him right!” snapped Handforth
unfe:al.ingly. ‘* He shouldn't get in poopic’.
way!”’

Pitt went right under, and remaincd und-r
fcr quitc a time. Then he came up, pufliiveg
and blowing. Everybody was grinning. i:
even gave me pleasure to see Pitt recciving
a ducking; I was just in the mood to be
pleased at anybody’s discomfiture.

He was helped ashore by several feilows,
who expected him to be in a snappy mood.
A ducking with all one’s clothes on is never
exactly pleazant. But Reginald Pitt tcox
the whole thinrg calmly. Full

‘“ Full-

*“Who pushed me?’ he inquired.
wood. wasn't it?’”

** No, it wasn’t!”’ snapped Fullwood tartlv.
“1t was that fatheaded idiot, Handforth:@™

** More of an accident tham anything else,
I sappose,’’ caid Pitt. °‘ Least ¢amd 2bout it
the better. I'll run along and change.”

And Pitt went off. Fullwood and Co.. [
noticed, were talking together rome little dics-
tance off, with long faces. But I knew very
well that they were not cut up about the
failure of their side. They had some other
game on.

Nelson Lce and some of the other mast.r3
had arrivéd at the hridge by this time. They
were all somewhat surprised to learn the
result of the race. There was no need to
get the opinion of the referee, for the Monks
had romped home by a couple of lengths. It
war, as they gleefully declared, a regular
walk-over.

** Hard luck, Nipper,’”’ said Nelsom Lee. *“ It
only proves that you camnot be too sure in
these matters.” ‘

‘* There's something wrong with the hoat.
sir,”” 1 said doggedly. *“ I know jolly wel
that the fault wasn't with my crew. We
did splendidly at practice just before the
race.”

‘* He's right, sir,”” put in De Valerie. ‘ We¢
can't understand it at all. The boat scemed
to drag. just as though we were towin’
another boat.”’

The Bo’sun nodded at ence.

*““Souse my maindeck!” he exclaimed.
“ You've hit it on the head, shipmate. That
was just the exact fecling. We seemed to
be bauling another craft behind ua’ -
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“ But that 18 obviously impossible,” ob-,

jected Nelson Lee. * As the boat has not
been touched since you finished the race, you
can make an examination and clear away
any donbt without dela{.”. L

‘* That's what I'm going to do. sir,”” I re-
plied grimly. ‘‘I've got more than an idea
that there’s a mass of reeds, or something,
got entangled on the keel. It sounds rather
impossible, hut therc’s nothing else to
account for the sluggishness.’’

Christine looked rather alarmed. )

¢ Oh, that's rot!" he said. “ It ain't fair
to suggest things like that, Nipper. College
House won properly——"' .

“*My dear chap, I'm not disputing that,”
I said. ** We're going to'cxamine the boat
for our own satisfaction. If we do find some
beastly rceds or rubbish clinging to the keel
it'll be our misfortune. But 1 can't sce how
it’s possible, even now.' :

The matter was soon decided. _

Amid a surging crowd of interested juniors
the crew of the Ancient House boat went to
the bank and lifted the frail craft ont of the

water. Then we turned her upside down on
the grass.
At the very first glance I saw that

nothing was vrong. Certainly no reeds had
become entangled in the rudder. or on any
other portion. The boat, in fact, was as
clean as a whistle.

Kvery member of the crew expressed his
astonishiment.

“ Begad!"' exclaimed Sir Montie. ¢ It's
mor¢ than T can understand, dear fellows.
Most of the chaps think that we didn’t pull
‘hard cnough, or somethin' like that. But
they're wrong,. We pulled harder than we've
cver pulled hefore, an’ the hoat went slower.
Ain't it a frightful mystery?”

‘1 don't like it!” I said irritably. “Ii
there was something to account for it 1
shouldn’t care a toss. But now e*erybody
will think that we were over-confideft. You
&d wonders, Christine, but your best speed
wasn't so good as our trial trip before the
race.’’

Bob Christine shrugged his shoulders.

““ Then how do you account for the result?”
he asked.

**1 can’t account for it!” was my reply.

‘“ Better let the thing drop,’”” said Christine
shortly. ‘* It’s not exactly good taste to make
out that jour boat was held back by some-
thing you can't account for.”

And Chrnstine, rather indignant, walked
away to his own bhoat, followed by the men-
bers of his crew and an excited crowd of
Monks. We Ancient House fellows were
Yeft in a crowd round the overturned boat.

The mystery, to my mind, was extra-
ordinary. No fickleness of the river current
could account for the sluggishness of our
boat during the race. We had been forced
to workgterribly hard, and the result had
been heartrending.

I wasn’t satisfled Dy a mere cursory
plance. 1 examined every inch of the boat,
and found her perfect. This seemed to prove
that the fault had been ours. But I couldn’t
belicve il. In spite of the utter lack of ex-

R
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planation, I still felt that the boat itself had
been mainly responsible. -

‘““ Look herc¢,”” I said briskly. * There’s
nothing wrong with the boat now——"'

““ There never has been,”” put in Handforth.
““The fact of the matter is, I expected you
to lose all alonz. Now, if .you had included
mo in the Eight, we should have romped
home. In fact, it there was justice in the
land I ought to have stroked the boat—-"'

** Ha, ha, ha!” .

““ Thif ien't the time for making funmmy re-
marks, . Handy,” I snapped.

“They ain’t fuony!” roared Handforth.
;Itsay that I ought to have stroked the

03 ___l'

‘““ My dear asg, you couldn’t stroke a tub:’’
I retorted. ‘‘This is a serious matter, so
please 2o away and talk to the atmosphcre—-
or to Church and McClure.” .

““ Always the cas2!” gaid Handforth bit-
terly. “I can't ‘open my mouth an inch
without somebody butting in!”

*In where —your mouth?” grinned Watson.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"’

“0Oh, of course you'd make a fatheaded
joke about it,”” sncered Handforth hgavily.
“I expect it. But I'll tell you straight away
that there's nothing wrong with the boat,
and never has boen. Any ass can see that!™

“ Why, evem you can!" said the Duke
politely.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

Handforth snorted and rctired, feeling

that the odds wcre too heavy against him.
I breathed a sigh of relief, for, to tell the
truth, I was not feceling at all in the mood

for laughter.

‘““ There's nothing wrong with the boat
now,” I repeated. * And we're all rather
fagezed. What do you say to a run over the
course again? By all rights, seeing that we
are fairly exhausted, we ought to go likc a
funeral. It'll be a good test.” :

“1I'm game,” said everybody.

“ Morrow is somewhere about, isn't he?’*
I went on. * He's got a stop-watch, and he
knows exactly how lonz we took to cover the
course¢ in the race, because he timed us,
We'll get him to time us again.”

Morrow, of the Sixth, was quite agreeablle,
being a good-natured fellow. He frankly
told us that we were young asscs, and that
we oouldn't possibly improve on our pre-
vious time. As he pointed ouf, most of the
cnergy had been taken out of us. We pad-
dled up the river to the starting-point, and
we all noticed that the boat wae moving
with her usual easiness. No comment was
made, but the fact was rather startling.
Why had the boat moved so heavily during
the racc? She hadn’t been touched by a
soul, and was in perfect condition. It was
an' amazing problem.

There were only a few spectators now.
The fags and the seniors had cleared off, and
only a handful of Ancient House. Removites
remained. The XIlonks had vanished to a
man, and T compressed my lips with vexa-
tion as I realised that thcy were celebrating
at St. Frank'’s.
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ANl the cvidence went to prove that the
boat had not been affected in any way. But,
in spite of this, I was positively certain that
something had aflected it—and affected it
scriousky, too. And the absence of any ex-
planation worried me greatly.

This conviction of mime was practically
proved to the hilt. My crew had shared my
view, and they were not particularly sur-
prised at the result of the f{resh trial,
although everybody else was astounded.

We slipped over the course beautifully, in
gpite of our fagged condition. And Morrow.
who had followed us along, announced in a
somewhat startled voice that we had beaten
the time of tho College House boat by many
ceconds. In short, we had dome better than
Christine c1d Co., even after our tiring per-
formance during the race iteelf.

‘“ There's only one thing to think,” said
Mcerrow. ‘““You must have been lazy,
although, ggpdness knows, you seemed to be
pulling hard ebough. What the thunder was
the matter with you?”

‘ There was nothing the matter with us,
Morrow,” 1 replied quietly. It was the
boat. Don’'t ask me what was wrony, be-
zlgmse I can’t tell you. There’'s no explana-

Onn’.

And for the moment we had to be content
with that. _

I was quite determined, however, to make
very close investigations before admitting
that we had been fairly beaten. Watson and
De Valerie and all the other members of the
defeated crew were looking glum. And we
were not made more cheerful by the fact
that numerous sarcastic remarks were fired
at ua by cheeky fags when we arrived back
at St. Frank’s.

It was tea-time now, and we could dis-
tinctly hear the enthusiastic shouts and
laughs from the College House. Christine
and Co. were celebrating—which wasn't very
suprising.

After having changed, we adjourned to
our various studies for tea. Sir Montie and
Tommy had very little to say. Watson,
however, remarked that he was compelled to
express the view that the fault must hLave
been ours, after all. It was ridiculous to
suppose that the boat itsell could have been

responsible.

A heated littde argument followed, and
matters were by no means improved when
Edward Oswald Handlforth appeared on the
scecne. He walked into Study C with his
usual assurance—having done his utimost to
break the lock in entering.

““ Qutside!”” I said shortly.

*“ Look here——"' began Handforth.

‘“ Quteide !”’ said the three of us in unison.

‘““ Bogad! We really can't stand you just
now, Handy,”” added Sir Montie. ‘' We
ain’t physically fit for it—we ain’t, really!
You conversation is always so exhaustin’,
old boy.” :

Handforth closed the door deliberately,
apparently unaware of the fact that McClure
was on the point of entering. Some con-
fueion was apparently caused in the paseage,
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for several bumps ard numeroas cries floatad
in through the keybole, The next moment
the door burst open afresh, and Church and
McClure appeared—MeceClure holding a hand-
kerchief to his nose with much tenderness.

" You silly ass!"’ he roared. ** What the
dickens did you do that for? Yon nearly
knccked my noge——"'

‘“ Oh, blow your nose!” snapped Handforth
crossly.

*“ It strikes me that McClure's nose ia too
fore for blowin’ opcerations,”” remarked Sir
Montie languidly. * You shouldn't be so
impuleive, Handforth. You'll lcse the friend-
ehip of your two hest pals one of these daye.
An’ then you'll bc like a lost lamb !

~“Like a logt donkey!" I spapped. * L'l
jus‘t.’ give you one minute, Handy. PBPut if
you've come to talk about the race, ['ll ¢nly
give you three seconds! (Ao ahead!”

Handforth grinned.

‘“ As a matter of fact, I have come to t:lx
about the raee, and I'm going to talk abou
it for more than three seconds, too,”’ he said
calmly. * It's my belicf that we loat be-
caunge you foolishly ignored my offer—"’

“*Chuck him out!’ said Watson grimly.

‘“ Anythin’ to oblige, old boy,” eaid Sir
Montie, getting up.

“ Hold on!" exclaimed Handforth, backing
away. ‘‘Den’'t bhe such asses! 1 want o
talk aboat Pitt, 100.”

‘“ Rats to Pitt!”

“ Hang Pitt!”

“I daresay he'll be hanged beforc h:':
done—he’s that kind of snaky rotter.” agrecd
Handlorth, nodding. ** But that's not the
point.’’

“ We chall get to that in about an hour,”
I raid wearily.

“That’s just where you're mistaken.'” re-
torted Handforth. “I'm a chap of few
words, and when T say a thing I say it.”

“1 wouldn't dare to deny it, old fellow,”
murmured Montie.

‘“And I don't want any sarcasm, cither,”
went on our aggressive visitor. ‘* The fuct
is, I've been thinking.”’

‘“ Gh, I thought soinething was the matter,”
I said. ** So that's the trouble? My dear
Handforth, you shouldn’t think—your brain
ain’t capable of the strain—''

* You silly fathead!” roared Handforth.

* Why do you let him think?”’ 1 went on,
appealing to Church and McClure. * You're
his keepere, ain't you? Why don't you keep
him chained up? Lunatics are generally Leld
in check somehow or other. It wouldn't he a
bad idea to have one of the box-rooms
padded—"'

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth turned upon his roaring chums.

“ What the dickens are you cackiing at?"
he bollowed. ' 1f you think sll this i3 funny.
I don't!”

“No, you wouldn't!”” gerinned Wateson.
‘* But lupatics have to be humoured.”

Handforth took a deep breath.

‘* Let's understand one another,’”’ he said
grimly. *“ You ke calling me a lunatic,
and it's a wonder I don't chuck you all out
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of the study. r
prevents ane from doing it.
you a atraight question.
Junatic?”’

“Yes!" said everybody,
promptitude.

Handfo.th was taken aback

“ All right!” he said with deadly calmness.
“ That settlea it! [ won't tell you what I've
been thinking—I won'’t tell you what haq-
peied thie other night on the river! I won't
‘tell you a giddy thing. XRats to you. You
‘can go and tind out from somehody else that
Pitt was mecssing about amongst the reeds
in a suspiciou3d fashion!"’

1 chuckled.

“Is that what you call not telling us?” 1
asked pleasantly. ** My dear old Handy,
you're a queer chap, but therec’s nothing
-much wrong with you. These signs of lunacy
only appear at certain times. Now, what's
all this about Pitt?"

Handforth shrugged his shoulders.

“You heard what 1 said!" he retorted,
turning to the door. .
“ [ suppose you know all it,
*“ It was like

McClure?”" 1 asked.

* Of courae,” replied McClure. :
this: Handforth got a potty idea into his
Ihead to go and practise in the dark—"'

‘““ Look here!’ bellowed Handforth, glaring
at Lis chum. ¢ If there's any spouting to he
done, I'll do it! Like your cheek, taking the
thing ont of my hands!”

** Why. you said yeu weren't going to—"'
beean MeClure indignantly.

“ Rot!" snorted Handforth., *‘ We were on
the river,” he added, turmming to me. ‘' No
need to go into details—you wouldn't under-
stand, anvhow.”

“ Details  ain't
Cburci.

“ We were on the river,” repeated Hand-
forth, ignoring the interruption. * It was
as dark as anything, and we¢ were just coming
back to the boathouse, when a light flashed
out near the bank. And we saw Pitt doing
;om;(;t.hing among the reeds, just against the

ank."

“What was he doing?” 1 asked.

‘“ How the dickens do 1 know?”

“Oh, I thought you were going to tell ns,”
anid Watson. ‘1 suppose the »silly ass was
paddling.”

tHandforth clared.

* Paddling!”" he e¢choed witheringly. ¢ Of
course, a chap would paddle in the darkneass,
:mg’l”in amongst a lot of dry reeds, wouldn’t
e’

“*Well, what was he doing, then?” de-
manded Watson shortly.

“That's what 1've been wondering,”’ paid
Handforth. * It looks jolly queer to my
lnlllll:". And have you noticed Pitt this after-
noon !

*'No. What's wrong with him?'’ I asked.

“ Nothing particularly wrong, but he looks
a.‘l’ﬂh:llgll he's come into a fortune or some-
thing,” replied Handforth. ** As plcased as
u dog with two giddy tails.”

“ Nothing much in that,”

It's only my good temper that
I'm going to ask
Do 1 look like a

with singulur

about

necessary,”” murmured
[ )

1 remarked.
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‘“ He's a College House chap, and he'd natur-
ally be pleased. But that bit about the
river i3 jolly interesting, and it requires
some thinking over. Did Pitt know that
you'd spotted him, by the way?’’

‘“ Hadn't any idea of it,”” put in McClure.
‘“ We only just caught a glimpse of him, vou
know. Probably he was doin% nothing at
all, but Handforth seems to have a potty
idea in this head that Pitt's been plotting—
about this race, I mean."”

‘“You only caught a glimps¢ of him, you
say?” I remarked. ‘ Are you sure it was
Pitt?"’

‘‘ Positive."

I puckered my brow, and thought carefuly.
Then, suddenly. I gave a jump. Two facts
connected with the afternoon’s events had
eprung into a position of prominence in my
utind. And they were of such significance, in
the light of this clue of Handiorth’s, that a
vague suspicion almost became a certainty.

f I banged my fist upon the table with great
orce.

**By Jupiter!” I shouted tensely.
got it!”

“JI've

P

CHAPTER VI.
INVESTIGATIONS—THE MYSTERY EXPLAINED—
CHRISTINE'S RAGE.

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST focussed
hiis pince-nez upon me.
‘“ Begad!”" he exclaimed mildly.
‘““ Have you really, Nipper? But may
we inquire what you have got?”

‘““ An idea!” I replied. ‘ We been jolly
puzzled about thc race, haven't we? Well,
I'l het a fiver to a tin-tack that those
College House rotters have been up to some
shady trickery!”’

‘“ Chrietine and Co.?'" gasped Watson.

‘““No. I think tbhey're above that sort of
thing,” 1 replied. ‘ But there are other
chaps in the College House—and Pitt’'s one
of them. Handforth’s piece of news set a
train of thought into motion, and there’s no
telling where it'll end. Anyhow, Pitt’s move-
monts were suspicious this afternoon—tremen-
dously suspicious.’”’

Handforth nodded.

‘“It's always the same,”” he observed. *“ You
can't get on without me. I ain’t a bhoastful
chap, goodness knows, but 1 think you'll
admit that I'm pretty cute. I'll have some
of that bread-and-butter, if you don’t mind,”
he added, helping himself liberally,

‘* Have what you like—have the plateful —
have the giddy lot!” I exclaimed generously.
** Rats to the bread-and-butter! I'm full up
with this mystery. We've got to investigate
at once. Understand? Delay i3 generally
fatal. With these clues in our hands we
shall probably be able to bring the guilty
rotters to bhook!”

Tregellis-West looked at me admiringly.

. ‘* Doesn’t he do it well?’’ he asked, address-
ing the others. ‘It must be "Mr. Nelson
Lee’s training, I suppose. But, after ail. thia
talk about investigatin’ an’ clues an’ evidence
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§s frightfully confusin’. What dces it mcan.,
in plain English?”

It means this,”” T replied arimly. *° $o
far as 1 can understand, Pitt is the main-
spring of the whole plot—" |

‘** Somebody’s wound him up sort of thing?”
suggested Handforth,

* Don't try to be funny, now!"” I snaprped.
* Pitt, I belicve, is the chief mover in the
game—probably the only fellow involved.
And I'll tell you why I have comc to that
conclusion.”

““Oh, good!” exclaimed Sir Montie.
‘“ That's frightfully interestin’. 1 really
couldn’t work it out in my own head. ['m
in a most shockin’ muddle—I am, really. I
don’t mind admittin’ it, either.”

‘“And I hope you won’t mind drying up!”
I said severely. *“I'm- doing the jawing,
Montie. Now, look here, I'll point out two
very significant facts. If you'll cast your
memory back, you’ll call to mind that Pitt
was bathing in the river just after we got
back from our practice trip, befoire the race.”

** What about it?”’ asked Watson. ‘* Nothing
criminal in bathing, is there? I don't see
how——"

** Don’t be in such a hursy!” I intcrjected.
‘“Pitt was ig the river for some littie time.
And when:tfe race was over he accidentally
fell in—just against the beat.”

“ Fullwood blundered against him,"”’
marked Church. :

“ Did he?” 1 asked keenly. *“I didn't take
much notice of it at the time, but it now
strikes me that Pitt shoved hiinself in the
way. He meant it to look like an accident,
and he did the trick jolly smartly, tco.”

‘“*You—you ass!"” roared Watseon. ‘° Are
you suggesting that Pitt fell into the river
on purpoze—just for the fun of getting his
clothes wet?”

* Precisely!” I agreed. ‘“ If you'll add to
theee two facts the remaining fact that Pitt
has been prophesying a College House victory
all day, you'll understand the true position.”

*Nothin’ simpler,”” remarked Sir Montic.
‘““ We've got brains like electric shocks—we
can sce everythin', begad! But my every-
thin' happens to be shockin’ly small!”

*“Yes; explain yourself,”” said Handforth
tartly.

. “*Can’t you reason it out for yourself?"’ 1
asked. ‘“* What does all this evidence poin{
to? Why, that Pitt prepared some trick
contrivance to fix on to the keel of the boat,
so that it would run sluggishly. He was con-
ccaling -it among the reeds when you chaps
spotted him, in readiness for this afternoon.’

‘* A—a contrivance?’’ asked Watson, star-
ing. **Oh, that's rot! De you mean to say
that we shouldn’t have spotted it?”

‘* We couldn’t,”” I replied. * Pitt was as
cunning as a monkey. Why did he bathe this
afternoon—of all afternoons? So that Le
could drag that thing under water and fasten
it to the keel. We never suspected it, of
couree, and we didn’t know it until we were
act.tially rowing the race Oh, the trickery
of it!”’ .

Handforth shook his head.

re-
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*1 can quite believe that Pitt's a saky

beast. And I believe he's capable of any

rotten game. But you're on the wrong track.
Nipper. Didn't you haul the boat out of the
water five minutes after the finish of tv
race? There was nothing on the ke¢l then—
ﬁmti"that knocks your theory into a cocked
at!”’

I bent over the table.

“Does it?" I said grimly. ** Why did Pith
fall into the water?”

““ Great Scott!”’ gasped Watson.

“Why did he remain under for ten or
fifteen seconds, instead of about two?’ 1
went on, thumping the table. * I'll tell you
why. Because he heard me say, half a minute
before, that I was going to yank the hnat
out of the water to examine it! That's why
he ruined his clothes, because he knew the
trick would be exposed unless he acted ¢n
the iInstant.”

*“* But Fullwood bumped into him!” pro-
tested Church faintly.

‘“ He didn't!” I retorted. * Pitt eeized *he
chance, because it would have been tco
ohvious if he had fallen in deliberately. Oh,
he’s a cunning bounder! And I'll het yiod
anything I've got that I've hit the right nail
on the head.”

There was silence in Study C for several
seconds.

" Dear boys,

\ Nipper's right!” e&aid S8iv
Montie at last.

““ He’s aiways right, hegad!

The way he reckons these things out is
;,u.nr]:ly amazin’. litt’s bcen up to some
ricks.”

‘*The boat went like a dream ba2fore the
race, and it went like a drcam just after!”
.I went on. ‘' I¢ only dragged during tie race
itself, and Pitt had been in the water on two
separate occasions'”’

" Immediately before and immediately
after the race!’ said Haundforth breathlessly.
“ By George! What a rummy thing I didn’t
think of that myeelf! As a matter ol fa:t,
I did have inklings——"’

‘“Yes, we know all about them!'!” I cut
in. ‘“M was ycu who put us on to the right
track, anyhow, Handy. Good for you, old
s?{l'g You ain't quite such a lunatic, a:t.r
all!”

** Here, T say-

‘**No time for arguments now!'!"' T saud
crisply. ** Stop cobbling down that bread-
and-butter; we're going to make investiga-
tions. And if my theory's right " I'll simply
claughter Pitt!'!”

There wasn’t ‘“if ’ about it in my mind.
I had reasoned out the affatr in (ust the
same manner as Nelson Lee would rca-on ont
a murder mystery—at least, I had followed
the guv'nor's methods. If I was on the wrong
trail I should feel decidedly insignificant.
But, for the life of me, 1 couldn’'t tiaink of
anything else which would fit in with tne
facts. The boat had hal somethinz drag-
ging astern, beneath the water, ~o:npletely
out of sight. It had been a trick to make
us lose the race. 1 didn't know at that time
that Pitt had collected ten pounds from Fuil
wood and Co. and a Third-Former, as a
result of the College House win,

L 3 ]
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We {cft our tea aft once mRd hurricd out.
The Triangle was deserted, for all the fellows
were in their studies. Handforth and Co.
were just as keen as I was., And in a very
short time we arrived at the boathounse and
carried our graceful craft out and laid her
keel upwards upon thc graass.

“Look at that!" I exclaimed quickly.

‘““ Which?"' asked Handforth.

T pointed to something which had becn of
no significance to us before. It was a small,
circular hole in the keel, heavily bound with
copper. It was obviously provided for the
purpoee of slinging the boat up when not in
use. Looking a% it closely, 1 distinctly saw
scveral bright scratches, recently made, which
told their own story. Some other metal
ohjokct- had been scraping against the copper-
work.

It was somce few moments before 1ny com-
panions fully grasped the significance of those
slight scratches.

“It may be good enough to satisfy us,”
said Handforth, shaking his head. ‘‘ but you
can't call it evidence."

‘“No, we're going to find
now.” I said crisply. * Yark out one of those
emall hoats. We're going down to the bridge.
Half-a-tick, though. We shall want some
tools.” :

“Tools?" repeated Watson.

“To drag the river-bed,” 1 expiain~d.

*“Oh, my hat!'”

“ Well, you are a goer., and no mistake!”
gaid  Handforth, with frank admiration.
* Drag the river-bed! That's a ripping stunt.
Do you think we'll find anything?™

“ All depends how deep the water is,” 1
replied. ““ There's eome thick rope in the
boathouse and a lot of hooks: We'll fasten
some hooks on to ropes and drag the whole
affair along the bottom. They ought to fish
up something, anyhow.” .

It was a rough-and-ready contrivance: but
we knew the exact spot where Pitt had
* accidentally ”' fallen in, and he must have
dropped his own contrivance there.

Within ten minntes we were just below the
Bellton Bnidge. Nobody was about, and we
set to work quickly and systematicallv. It
was pure luck, of course, but we got a
*“hite '’ within a minute.

Leaning over the bank, T gincerly raised
bhe improvised drag and hauled its catch
into the liglt of day. A chuckle came from
my companions when we saw that tte object
was a rusty metal howl, battered and useless.

“*Try agoin,” grinned Handforth.
1 emiled.

** No need to,"’ I said caimly.
at, my =ons!”

“Got what?”

““The thing which Pitt used to make our
bhoat eluggish——'" :

‘“ You—you ass!'* roared Handforth. ‘ That
fat-hcaded bowl?"’

‘‘ Yes, this bowl!"" I replied grimly. * Can't
you see? It's the very thing [ was laoking
for—or something of the same stylc. Oh. the
caddish rotter!" _

My theory was proved to the hitt.© The

the evidence

“ We've got
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bowl had four ropes affixed to i, these ropes
all joining up with a thicker one—somcthing
after the style of a parachute, if my mean-
ing i3 clear. There wae a stout iron hook at
the end of the thick rope—which bhad
simply been pushed into the copper-sheathed
hole in the boat’s keel.

The result was inevitable. As soon as the
boat had gained a littde speed the bowl
ewung aatern, with its inner surface facing
the resistance of water. It acted like a

powerful brake, and accounted for the
astoundingly sluggish bchaviour of our
craft.

** Neat, €¢h?” [ remarked calmly.

‘““ Neat!"' repeated Sir Montie. ' Begad!
I—-I am at a loss for words, old boy. lt's a
shockin’ busincss. Pitt ought to be
thrashed!”’

‘“ He's going to be, too!” [ sald grimly.
‘“We're going straight to Christine now. |
can't belicve that he had anything to do
with this rotten aflair. In any case, that
race must he rendercd null and void. We
shall have to re-row it on faturday.”

‘“And win!”’ said Tommy Watson,
great satisfaction.

‘“No need to let any of the masters
know,”” I went on. * There'd be a [frightful
lubbub if this came out. Pitt would prob-
ably he sacked straight away--anfl it would
serve him right, too. But w<'M settle it
amongst ourselves, I reckon.”

** No, it wouldn’t be the thing to smneak,’””
agreed Handforth. *' As for Pitt, I don‘t
mind taking him on—I should just like to
give him a thundering good licking——"'

‘“Leave that to your uncle,”’ I interrupted.
** Come on, we'll hear what Christine has to
say about this matter. It's a pity to spoil
their celebrations in the College House, bhut
there's no help for it."’

We got into the bhoat
with all speed. By the time we arrived iu
the Triangle again the dusk was getting
thick and numerous lights were gleaming iu
the College House. [ hinted to Handforth
that it was not really necessary for him
to accompany us. and there was some slight
delay on the College House steps. Having
pointed out to Handforth, however, that
there was no real necessity for him to punch
my nose, wg proceeded to 8tudy Q.

In

We found that apartment crowded.
addition to its rightful occupants, Christine
and Yorke and Talmadge, there were three
visitors in the persons of Oldfield and Clap-
son and Nation. By the time we got in
the study was fairly packed.

‘“Come for sympathy?’’ grinned Christine.
‘“ We've got heaps to give away. Or per-
hap3 you'd like us to teach you how to row
2 boat? We willingly give lessons—"’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

‘““ He laughs best who laughs last!" said
Handforth sagely. * You wait a bit, my
cackling fatheads! We've brought evidence,
and this is where you hide your heads in
shame!"’

‘““What's the asa talking about?'’ remarke:l
Yorke wonderingly. * And what's that dirty-

with

and rowed back
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1 dished the Fossils in a really maeterly
fashion. What do you think?"

‘““ Why, you—you—'"" cxploded Talmadge.

‘“ Hold on!'’ said Christine quickly. *‘‘ Lct’s
have this thing clear. Do I understand,
Pitt, that you deliberately fouled the
Ancient House boat. with the object of pro.
viding ue with a victory?"

Pitt nodded.

‘““You couldn't have won squarely, could
you?’’ he asked. *‘ Don’t glare at me. You
ought to be jolly plcased. Ilaven't you won
the boat-race? Think of the honour for the
College House!"

‘“ The—the honour?”

‘ Certainly."”

“What do you know about honour?’’
roared Yorke.

“It seems to me that you chaps are
thundering ungrateful,”’ snapped Pitt im-
patiently. ‘‘I've shown you that I won the
race for you, and you don’'t secem to like
it' What more do you want?"”’

Christine put his back against the door.

‘“You've had your say, you cad, and now
I'll have mine,”” he exclaimed, with
ominous quietness. ‘‘I think you're the big-
gost rascal wc've ever had in thia House——""

“ Eht said Pitt, with a start.

““You'rc a worm—a miscrable, plotting
fiound!"’ shouted Christine, his wrath blazin%
out. ‘' As it happened, we knew all abou
your beastly schemec, but we didn't expect
you to come here and boast about it! Boast
about it! Ye pods and little fishes! 1It's a
wonder you ain't squashed to pulp!”

“He will be, in a minute!” said Oldfield
hotly.

Reginald Pitt looked alarmed.

“Don't be such asses!"” he exclalmed.
** What the deuce is the matter? Didn't you
win the race? Haven't 1 proved to you that
I'm capable of working out stunning
wheezes? And what do you mean by saying

that you know all about it?"’

+ ** Look at this!"' roared Christine.

He fished out the rusty bowl from beneath
the table, and Pitt started again as he gazed

upon it.

“*“How did you find. that?” he asked
sharply.

‘“We didn't find it—Nipper brought it to
us!"”’ snorted Christine. * He found out the

whole rotten plof, and we're going to row
the race again on‘Saturday——*’

gasped Christine.

‘“ Row it again?’” asked Pitt, staring.
o What for?"

‘“What's the good of talking to a chap
fike this?"" shouted Yorke. ‘“ He doesn’t

know the difference between right and wrong.
He's an absolute criminal!™

_ ‘“Kick him out!” shouted the
juniors.

Pitt breathed rapidly.

‘“ Don’t be mad!"” he gasped. ‘' Do you call
tlpe fair? 8Six of you against one? Lemme
€o, Yorke, you cad—"’

Pitt was grasped firmly and
against the wall. _

“ This isn't a case of bullying,’” said Chris-
tinc grimly. * You've dishonoured the fair

other

jammed

i
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name of the College House—and you're
going to be kicked out. -Those Fossils know
alt about this beastly affair, and I mean to
show them what we think of it! If there’s
an inch of you without a bruise by the time
we've finished you'll be lucky!'

Pitt struggied in alarm, all his assurance
gone.

““ You idiots!” he raved. *‘‘ Lemme go!”

‘“ Are you sorry you acted like a crimi-
nal?’’ demanded Christine.

‘* No, hang you!”

““ Smash him!"’ roared Talmadge.

‘““You fools! 1've done nothing!” gasped
Pitt. “ Didn't you win the race? What
more do you want? Haven't I proved that
my ideas are first-class——"’

““Oh, I'm sick of him!"’ said Christina
disgustediy. ‘“ Open the door, somebody!
Look here, Pitt, we're going to deal with
you lightly this time, becausc you don’t seem
to know what decency is. We're simply
going to kick you all along the passage,

across the lobby, and into the Triangle!”

““Is that all?” asked Pitt. ‘‘ Don’t you
think you'd better kill ppe and have done
with it? There's a knife on the table—"

‘“ The nerve of thc rotter!” panted Yorko,
“Out with him!”

Pitt's very coolness, in the face of such a
fate, exasperated Christine and Co. beyond
measure. The new fellow, having recovered
from his momentary alarm, was as calm as
ever again.

He hardly remembered exactly what hap-
pcned next.

Many other juniors had becn attracted to
Study Q by the din, and when the door was
opened quite a crowd clamoured out in the
passage. They didn’'t make inquiries: the
fact that Pitt was being ragged by Christine
and Co. was sufficient for them. They took
part in the gamc with gusto.

Reginald Pitt progresscd down the passage
towards the lobby in a most erratic fashion.
The juniors were excited, and Pitt was
treated in no light manner. Whatever he re-
ceived, however, he thoroughly deserved.
Chiristine and Co. had the pleasure of hurl-
ing him forcibly out of Study Q. By the
time hec regained his feet he was bowled
over again, and went down the passage
violently.

By the time he got to the lobby he was
pretty well bruised all over, as Christine had
prophesicd. And he was hurled forth tfrom
the College House into the darkness of the
Triangle.

““ And if you show your nose in here
again,” panted Ohristine, * you'll get kicked
out - with morc force than ever! Under-
stand? We don't want rotters like you in
this House!"

““I shall come fn wher I like!" gaspcd
Pitt defiantly.

“Try it on, and see!' retorted Christinec.
‘““ And if you sneak to any of the masters
we'll give it to you hotter than ever! We've
finished with you!"” ~

And the incensed Removites turned back,
and surged into the common room, where
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Christine procceded to explain mattera in
detail to those juniors who were in igaorance
of the facts.

Mcanwhile Reginald Pitt sat on the cold
steps recovering his bhreath. He was hardy
and wiry, and could take hlows with easec.
When he picked himself up and walked
across the Triangle his eyes were glittering
evilly. At the same time he couldn’t under-
stand why he had been treated in such a
manner.

He really helieved that he had been treated
with gross ingratitude—after his great ser-
vices the College House Junior Eight!
And there was a spirit of bitterness and
hatred in his heart as he mooched beneath
the elms.

Three forms loomed up before him, and he
made no attempt to avoid them. Those
three forms belonged to Sir Montic Tregellis-
West, Tommy Watson, and myself. We
were, as a matter of fact, looking for Pitt.
We had no idea then as to the fate he had
met at tbhec hands of Christine and Co.

‘* Somebody here, dear boys,”’ remarked
Montie. * U say, old fellow, have you seen
anythin’ of Pitt?”

** Yes, he’s here,” said Pitt calmily.

“The very chap I wanted to see!” I said,
striding forward and facing Pitt squarely.
“I want just flve minutes with jyou, Pitt.
What have you got to say for -yourself?
What do you mean by playing that foul
trick upon our boat?”’ .

“Don’t be a fool!” snapped Pitt toughly.
* What's the good of making a fuss abhout
it? I thought I was doing Christine a good
turn. No harm in taking a rise out c¢f you
fellows, is there?”

** Doing Christine a good turn!”’ I repcated
blankly. * Did you tell Christicc that?”

‘““Yes, I did!”

‘* And what did he say?”’

‘* What’s it got to do with you what he
said?’’ snarled Pitt. ‘'‘Go away, confound
you! You're an interfering brute, that's
what you are! What's it got to do with
you? Who told youv to fish up that bowl?”’

I stared at him wonderingly.

‘“ What's it got to do with me?”’ I re-
peated. “ I'll show you! You're a scheming
cad, and if you'd had your way this plet
would never have come to light. Thank
goodness, I found it out!” ‘

“Oh, hang you!"” growied Pitt, turning
away. *“It's a pity you can’t mind your

TIIE
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own business. But I can't cxpect anything
else, I suppose, considering that you were
originally picked up in the gutter by a low-
down dctective!’ -

I simply shook with fury. 1 had heen quite
prepared to let Pitt down lightly. But those
words of his stung me into instant action.
With a jerk of my hand I swung him round.

Smack !

My fist struck his mouth with terrific foree,
and he went down with a crash.

“If you get ap again I'll give yon
another!”’ 1 said, breathing hard. *‘ And it
you ever say anything like that again, I'll
thrash you until you can't ece!’”’

Pitt scrambled to his fect, trembling vio-
lently.

*“*Try it on now!" he hissed. ** You're a
gutter-brat, and you were picked up by a
rotten, blackmailing detective—-"’

Pitt didn’t get any further. He lunged at
me while he spoke, but I got in my blow
first. He fought likc a tiger. and for several
minutes we were at it 23 hard as we couid
go. Although a cad of the first water, Pitt
was certiinly not lacking in pluck. He stood
up to me without flinching.

But I soon settled him. One heavy pitnen
sent him staggering back, and he collaps: |,
muttering threats still.  His nose was bleed-
ing, his left eye was closine up, and his
meuth wasz cut. But I hadn't an ounce of
pity for him. 'The fellow was a rotter to his
finger-tips.

Tommy and Montie said nothing, and as I
brushed iny clothes down, Pitt slowly rcse to
his feet and stood facing me.

“You'll he sorry for this!"" he pantcd
thickly. * Ycu'lt wisih you'd never made ann
cnemy of me before I've done!™

He turned on his heel and slunk of.

‘““Dear boy, he fully deserved it,” sail
“But you've made a
vindictive enemy. Take my

frightfully
be on your guard! ItH be

advice, an’
necessary!”’ .

As events turned out, Montie's warninz
was fully justitied! I hadn’'t dore with
Reginald Titt by a long way!

Incidentally, the boat-race taok place—
fairly—on Saturday afternoon. The Ancient
House won by a clear three lengths, and Beh
Christine was decent enough to congratulate
me afterwards. He took his defeat in the
right spirit.

As for Pitt, well, I've got quite a Iot to tell
of him—but that's another yarn.

END.

NEXT WEEK'S STORY,

UNDER THE TITLE OF

CNIPPER 1IN

DISGRACE!?”

Will be another magnificent Yarn of the §t. Frank’s
Juniors and the Amazing New Boy Reginald Pitt.

OUT ON WEDNESDAY.

WAR-TIME PRICE—THREE-HALFPENGE,
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GRAND NEW SCHOOL SERIAL?

Tv. Chums « Littleminster School.

A Magnificent Story of School Life and Adventure.

jT’

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

The Iirst Chapters.

BAsiL HoobD is a new boy al Littleminster School.
On hss arrival he makes a friend o)

JOHN CHALLIS, a Sentor in the I'Ufth Forpz.

MYERS and COGGIN are two bullies. who, with
some others, try to make Challis join the
“Clubs,” an athletic sociely. He refuscs,
and they determine to send him to Coventry.
He 13 persuaded later by Mr. Evans, a master,
to join. Oneday he and Hood go out fishing.
They are cast adrift, and Challis saves Hood's
life. They are sent for by the Head, who,
afler hearing all the facts, praises Challis for
Mhs heroism. Later on Challis runs away
Jrom gchool in order to gel some money from
his father. A kindly farmer gives hun a
lift 1n his cart.

(Now read on.)

THE MEETING.

HEN in a whisper the waggoner asked

the boy whether he could lend him

‘*a bit o' siller’” to enable him to
train to Doddington.

But John was proud. He recfused, and went

resolutely on his way, though lhis muscles
were still and his feet sore.

So, heartened by the kindness he hiad met
with, John Challis set out upon the last
stags of his journev. Before he left the
streets of Grimthorpe the tired feeling had
almost worn away and he was stepping out
boldly again.

On he went, watching eagerly for the mile-
stones, and four hours later, dead-beat,
hungry, dragging his steps, and thoroughly
{ione up, he came within sight of his father's
10usC.

At fifty yards away from it he paused.
What would his father say? Would he
condemn his rash action as madness, or

would he sympathise? And what would his
mother say?

Even while he paused hesitatingly he re-
ccived his answer.

The door of the little house was opened,
and a man twice Jack's size came rushing
out.

He ran to where the boy stood, caught him
in his arms, and half-supported, half-carried
him back with him, v

““ Jack, my @&ar lad,” he cried, In a voice
that shook with emotion, ‘“I've been wait-
ing home from business for you. Dr. Mason
telcgraphed saying you'd left school, and ask-
i whether you'd come home. I've had a
letter from him, too. My poor boy! My
poor boy!”

‘ Father!" said John, choking. ‘“‘I—"

‘““Not a word. Not one word till you've
had a bite and a sleep and feel yoursell
again, my boy,” cried the father ecagerly.
Then, as he caught sight of a woman's pale
and anxious face just beyond the door, he
roared: °* Here he i3, my dear—our Jack!
And sale and sound, thank God!”’

John’s mother ran forward and kissed her
son, with the tears welling into her eyes.
Then he was borne into the dining-room and
sat down.

Food was brought and placed before him,
?m}: Liis boots were taken from his blistered
eet.

Tie boy’'s heart leapt into his throat. He
{El_t that he was unworthy of such love as

i8,

‘“ Father,”” he said brokenly, ‘if you've
read Dr. Mason's letter, you know why it

is I have come home. I just had to!
And—"'

‘* He says he's paid fifteen pounds for a
boat that got smashed up, Jack, my boy,"”
said Ueorge Challis, retired professional
boxer and sports provider. ‘' And I'll just ask
you one question. Was the boat smashed up
through your fault?”

John mot his father's
** No, 1ather,” he replied.

“Ah! I knew it wasm't. Now say no
more about that, my lad. How did you get
here?”’

“1 walked—" -

“ Walked frem Littleminster?™

‘““ Most of the way. But a waggoner gave
me a lift. He was a splendid fellow. Hia
name is Martin Coverdale, and he says he
once fought you at Grimthorpe.”

Mr. Challis’s smiling eyes twinkled.

“ Alh, I remember! It was in the heavy-
weight novices' competition, and a rare lot
of trouble he gave me, too, before I knocked
him out. A fine fellow; but I knew too much
for him. And now, my boy, you get to bed
and have a good sleep, and we'll talk about
husiness in the morning.”

(Continued on p, iii of cover.)

aze fearleesly.
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THE RETURN TO LITTLEMINSTER.

H OW John Challis slept after he'd got

to bhed, to be sure. It was not until
a start,

ringing.

A glanee at his surroundings told him
otherwise, and he got up, went down to the
halti"h room, had a cold tub, and dressed him-
se

At hreakfast he was himself again, with
every trace of fatigue gone from him. And
while "he ate the appetising meal he told his
mother and his father of the loss of the
punt, .and the events that had followed .it.

T was 80 worried about the money.
father,”” he said, “that I couldn't remain
at Littteminster. I had to conie home. 1
know how hard you have to work for thg
money to pay my schooling, and—="’

The retired boxer lallghed a deep-throated
ard happy laugh.

‘“ Ah, times are hard. to be sure, Jack.
tad,"”’ eaid he. * And we have to plnch and
scrape a bit at times. - But business is im-
proving. So far, this is -the best year 1've
-ever had. My new boxing-glove has caught
on.” I've taken on three mere hands, and
‘have a mmanager to look after the s‘notv when
I'm away. The fifteen pounds is waiting. ut
the bank fer you. And I can afford to sénd
"you to -the best school in Engjand now!"’

- Jack leapt to his feet. his:cheeks: flushing,
his evos sparkling with joy. - - -

“*Then the fees won’t be a drag on -you any
more!’'"he exclaimed, '/And—and, father, do
vou think I could go in-for the sports? It
will mean- elothes and shoee and kit, you
kpow, and—'" -

“Go in for anything \ou ike; Jack—and
hang the expense! Only be oareful with your
pocket-money, my boy, and don't pledge your
old dad’s credit necedlessly, that's all I ask.’”

The eftect upon the hoy' by his father’s
words was almost magical. He .drew himselt
up, squared his ehoulders. and seemed a dif-
-ferent lad.

Then his face fell. . .

** Here, my son, what ails you"" asked
Mr. Challis. ., .

*1 was wondering what I should do il —
Dr. Mason were to send me down!' John
murmured, hanging his Thead.

‘*Hec won't punish you, my boy. You
shall take him a cheque for fifteen pounds
with my compliments, and I've already bad a
“talk ta him .over the telephone. He bears
no malice, but he wants you to go back at
once, and I want you to start Tor Little-
minseter by the twelve-thirty train. You'll,
be at the school by three o'clock.”

At Lhalf-past twelve Mr. Challis saw his
son off. and as he pressed the hoy’s ticket
into his hand he added a purse coutaining
money.

* Drive to the school; don't walk,' said
he, with a nod. *‘ And see Dr. Mason at
once. And, mind, if there's ary more trouble
at school, Jack, don’'t. bolt. but send for
me, and Ill‘ comc down. Good-bye!"

lowing morning that he awoke with
to fancy he heard the schooi bell

—~a . ‘.

a little after seven o'clock the fol--

Jack, leaning out of the window. wait: i
there, waving his hand until the stat:ion was
left behind. Then he threw himsclf down ou
the padded seat and marvelled at the dif-
ference between his return journey and that
[ong walk home.

At ten minutes to three he
Littleminster, leapt out, and, answering tho
porter’s falute with a wave of the hand, ran
out and climbed into the tirst open cab he
BAW.

A minute later he was hemﬂ swept along
the dusty road in the direction “of the school.
On the way he passed by groups of the
boys, who were making their way towards
the town and river, for it wae half-holiday,
and_their astonishment at sceing the ‘' cad ¥

arrived at

driving to school at his case left them
almost spetchless. -
Of course, they had heard about the

“cad’s flicht.”” They had talked of nothiny
else ever since the news leaked out.

4  Tey had looked upon it ‘as a good thing
for rt,he schoel, a stroke of luck wlich hud
saved Littleninster the iznominy of havibg
one of its beys *‘ sent down.”

That Challis would ever dare show his nose
at  Littleminster again, much less stay or
tthere, never entered their heads. And yet
}.hcre he was, trundling along like a lord, in
a hired fly.

‘“ Great Scott!" yelled Ponsonby, as the
By vanished in a cloud of dust, ** that takcs
the biscuit! But, thank goodness, Dr. Mason
will soon pull his ear for him. He'll kick him
out as soon as he gets bhaek.”

At three o'clock to the minute the Ay
‘Swhed into the school grounds, and created
no end of excitement there. Myers, Ryder,
Chalfont, Digby, all John's enemics, in fact,
witnessed ms return.

They stared aghast. Already they had
pronounced their opibions as to why the
cad had bolted.

‘““ He'd got the blue funks."’
wasn't. wantetl and had done the-decent
thing.”” *‘ He'd bolted te escape being prose-
-cuted by the landlord of the Magpie Inn for
sm@ashing up that punt.””- * He'd runm awa
to avoid the disgrace of being sent down.

And now here he was back again!

“Never- mind!"’ sneered Myors. scowling.
‘“He won’t be here long. 1f Dr. Mason
-doesn’t kick him out we’ll soon make th
school unbearable - for him, and then hwe'dl
balt in sober earnest.”

With more than ordinary curiosity thev fol
lowed the progress of the fly. and starcd as
it drew up outside the Head's houee.

Challis leapt down, paid the Ifare,
walked in.

*“Is Dr. Mason at home?" pe asked of tho
trim muid who opened the door to him.

"“*Yes. What oame, please?”

** Challis.”

A deep veice hailed him.

** Come in, Challis.”

€Challi3 obeyed, and a moment later stood

(Con‘inaed overleaf)

‘“He kpnew he

—

and




1v

before the Master of thtlclmmtvr, who cyed
him sternly.
*“ Your father llOtlﬁ(‘t] me of your return.’

he said sharply.  “* Now tell me why you
went?’ . . .
Challis, flushing hotly., and feceling  pro-

foundly uncomfortabhle,

simple,

| gave his ‘reasons in
dircet Janguage.  He did not ask for
pardon.  Handing his father’s note to the
Hcad, he -mul_ A

“There iy cheque for fifteen ]mun(h m
the vnvvlnm sir. 1 could not bear to' L
indebted  to you “tor -for: paving for 'tlu
damage ] punt. . I hadito go home to gtt tln-
money. *And ,.md .

Dr. \'l.hun opened-the (‘n\t-lnp(‘,
the cheque, and ‘read: the ahrier.
accompanied it.  That dond, he
at “ll':'llll}'.'r, Lo . D r ., [ Y T -

“Challis,”  he  said, “you did a very
verionsd, | may sav an alnur-t unpardon l-hlt‘
thing when you left school of your. ‘own*ITdée
will. 1 cannot tolerate? sucli defianee ol tdis
cipline. At first 1 seriously- thopght <0f " ex-
pelling you, "~llmw,u,r Mr. Evans has_ spoken
very stronely onyour hehalf.  nd<dso you
shall remain. For how long will depend, upon

« -
-

S e e

P\trd(tvd
note that
looked again

v @ .

how you bcehave yourself. . But you will--be
{mnishcdf “ You  will not, be " allowed out of
ounds for one mouth from to-day, and ycn
will write” one _hundred lines, a dq) cvery t
day, with the excéejftion of Sunday. until the
pcrm(l nf your: pumnhmcnt has elapsed. You
‘an go."’ : -

“‘Ihank you, =31r._ sairl John, and the
next moment he *found “limeell outside the
room. R e TR RY

He went straight over to Fv ans's, mounted
the staircase *t]mt-)lcd? toshig® roum FURCCIw
sciond, of “the "laé ththhttheads’ WEere Peeprag
round cvery angle of stairvand passage way,
opeped thezdoor,t and “entered. |

The door shut with abany. wosml

It Wi then-that Myers- d.mhml down intoe
the open, his Jace Ilumn" furiously, his eyes
flashing ﬂrv T Yo lma b e

“sI'hen he's not o\pollc 11", he velled. * Hv'a

LN

(‘ull‘lt' bhack to stay! ~It's a :,hanw' dt's

disugrace to the school! ~ The Head must lw

mad!"’ . N oy M Nemm o ot et s
Perey  Grainger, - pahmg by, hcard anu

Flﬂ[lpl'(l lunl\ln“ Jiard llh )‘L}(I‘Sn
T ou-think thul..n{.g.ml the’ éaptain_ ol

Rl B A

th. ool drily, Wiy don't you go .md h‘l’
hine o . g L
. - . S ——— . » ."' - “0 0.
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 1MOUGH the return “of John Challis’ m_

- Littleminster caused no cnd.of S SUIn s

among those “who ‘chiose to conttitute

themselves his”cnemies) the finciilenit
of hia voluntary abstned
avias seon forgetten, The Head, had seent
o mute nnt severe purishment,
I womeastire was satisficd.

tit
and jll%tl\_l

P LRI
ol R
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from the “s¢ t'dm.
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, think.
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Besides, such boys as Myers, Ryder, and
Dighy preferred "to ‘have Challis™ back, so
that theys might  gloat zover his dnsgrace.
and’ jeer. and laugh ds they thought of ;the

daily pumshmeut task that had bcen  in-
flicted.
As for Basil Hood, he was overjoyved. At

the first available opportunity the youngster
made his way to Challis s room and, openiniz
the “door™=timidly' entered.

John" was* busy writing out those lines, but
looked up with a bright smile,

e W vll '\ount' ‘un!" he cried: and it seemed

10 the fd" that"the re” was a_jovous note in-

LY
"

the~ dccp rich¥voice- that had been ahsent
before. 3 And how _J.re \uu"' Lt T
= All wht,_ thank - )nll ('h‘llhc; An(l, [
m), can 1 help you at all?” "7 _.° RV
* Heélp me? [ How? "5 v R
Basil reddencd to ]lla hair. SR S

* With'_ thuse . lines!". he’  cr.ed eagerly.”

" Look _here,” T write prcttv well'o 1T ecan”
‘manage “to” imitate  “your . hand“ntmo, l

to, have to write all that stuff out.ddy .after
da.\ I'll do some of it while you go on. with
your  studiesX. and R.umond and Fawcett
gay they’ll lend a hand too.” (These being
two boys .in the fag's class with whom he
‘had chummed. up. and who, thongh over-.
awed by the seriousness of the bigger boy,
had ﬂnt to hke him because they  were be-

'-vihg’iﬁ ,to look at Challis through Basil's
cyes,)
GI¥noHie towards the door, John saw ‘wo

shy a.hqadb peepmo.

*Come in!" he cried, and the two boys
n quoqtlon entered tlml(")

S0, said the big bhoy, leaning back,
”\on two want to h»lp Basil to wnte out
my lines, eh?”

**Yes, if you please,” they said.

Challis rose, smiling humanly.

* It's:jolly good of you, and | sha'n’'t forget
it,": said "he. “ But 1 won't let you do lt
thanks.«#No. It is a just punishment, and l
interid _to . work it out, every word, myself.

-~ -5 )

It wouldn't be right not to do so, you
5€e."" ~mm e
> We “all do’it,” answered Basl boldly

“Its a common - practice, you know.«:Aifl.
-even 'if ; the mastérs suspect, thcy never sa)

an_\tlnng : 4T At e T
~No.* 1] “wouldn't bave the Ilea(l thm,k

that ld be.*mean ecnough to get: aglot=of
\oungsters 'to ‘make - things fcaqy ror me. -1
can“manage all right, thanks.” AR 4
3.4 But what about \our studlcs Challns""
mkcd *Basil. ~ « - P SPORY:

‘““1I can manage that too.
rthcn g .agnod fellows.

L Se LS S,

timé: and' I've a lot to do before I turn 'm

N LN ] -

fl“"ht L SN I~ IR PO
. (To be continued.) '
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.1 know it must be §n awful* Wandicap®

Now run along,
I'm working »ag mﬁt‘
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