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A Btory
Advonture at St.

of School Life and Detective
Frank’s,
NELSON LEE and NIPPER and the
Boys of St. Frank’s,

Introducing

By the Author of *“ The Coming of the Serpent,”’
¢ Handforth—Detective,’’
Mystery,”

“Ihe Boat- Raw
elc.

(THE STORY RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.
NOT WANTED—THE ORDER OF THE BOOT—
PITT'S CUNNING.

IN'I‘IN B. FARMAN, ol the Remove Form
at St. Frank's, eyed Reginald Pitt
rather severely.

‘““Say, I guess you'd better vamoose,
Pitt,”” he remarked. ‘‘This ranch 2in’t
kindcer safe for a doggone feller of your sort.
Take my tip, an’ quit while you're safe.”

Pity, of the Remove, grinmed.

“ Awlully good of you to welcome me 30
swoetly,”” he said, with perfect COMpOsUre.
‘“ But you needn’t he alarmed. I shan’s get
into any trouble. I've come to stay!'"

‘““ Gee whiz! I guess you've made a heap
big mistake this trip, sonny. I'll allow you
may have come to stay, but I've a notion
that you won't be around this Iay-out for
more than five solid minutes. We ain’'t no

use for cads in the Ancient House. Do you
got me?”

“] don't know whether you really export
me to understand your language, but I

‘““ And as for
we shall see

don't!” remarked Pitt calmly.
my staying five minutes—well,
about that.’”

And Pitt marched into the lobby of the
Ancient House as though he owned the place.
The American junior stared after him with
some wrath. Pitt’s coolness was always
irritati

Consi e-rmg the record of the new College
House junior, it wasn't lnkely that he should
be tolerated in the Ancient House. Only
the previous week Pitt had deliberately at-
tempted Lo ruin the annual junior boat-race,
and he had actually succeeded in carrying
his plan through. It had only been by care-
ful investigation that I had rooted out the
truth and expoeed Pitt for the cad he was.
Owing to his scheming, the Ancient House
had lost the race; but as it had been rowed
again a day or two later, and considering
that we had won, the matter had beea
allowed to drop.

Christine and Co., the celebrated leaders
of the Monks, had meted out punishment to

the fellow who bad besmirched the (air name

H

“justified in being highl

of tlic College House. Pitt had hecn hurled
forth, and had been told not to come back.
Phis. of course, was impracticable, for Pitt
hoarded in the College House. But he was
shown very plainly that his presence was
resented, and he was virtually sent ta Covon.
try by cvery decent junior in the ITouse.

And now, to take Lim at his ewn word, he

1 had come across the Triangle to the Aacient

House—to stay! Justin B. Farman v s quite
iceneed. Pitt was
renowned for his insufferable audacity, bub
this was surely the limit.

Pitt was eovidently in earnest, too. s
calml$ marched down the Remove HREGY L)
and entered Study K. This apartinent had
been empty since the beginning of the term.
But Pitt took possession of it with all the
assurance in the world.

He was joined very shortly hy Marriott,
whose usual abode was Study «. -He grmnad
as he nodded to Pitt. Marriott was one of
the Ancient House Nuts and a followor ef
Fullwood and Co.

** Managed #t, then?’ he remarked plea-
eantly.

‘“ Doad easy:'' said Pitt. ‘* You're chang-
ing from your own study, 1 understand? Jully
decent. of you, Marriott. [ don't ece why
we shouldn’t get on well together.”

Marriott looked thoughtful,

“ There'll be trouble, of course,” he em
claimed. ‘" Nipper won't allow you to step
in like this without Kicking up a fuss, youw
know. He’'s captain of the Remove on this
side, and the beust i3 always interlerin’
with us.”

Pith shrugged his shoulders.

“fTet him interiere,”” he sald shortly.
“It’'ll take more thaun Nipper to shift me
from this House. You might lend m« ¢ hand

with my books and things, Marriott. Wo'll
fetch them acro=s at once.”

‘“ Right-ho!"* said the othes junlor.

He opened the door as he spoke. Just a8
that moment Haodi:.rtn and Church and
McClure wera enterine their own study,

which was noxy Jdeor. Edward Oewald Haod-

forth paused,
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“ Nallo!

What are you doing in there?”
he demanded.

‘“ That study’'s empty——"".

** You're mistaken,” said Marriott, ' Pitt’s
in there!”’

h.; Pitt!"* shouted Handforth. * My only
a !fl‘

"* Like his thundering cheek!” snorted
McClure. ** They won't stand hLim in the

College House, so it's jolly certain we're
not going to put up with him here:”

Pitt lounged out of Study E.

“Sorry to upset you,” he said ccolly.
‘““ But you needn’t worry; 1 shall prove to
be a very quiet neighbour And I shall ex-
pect you to coneider me in the same way. I
bate o noisy crew next to my study!”

" Your—your study!”’ gasped Handforth,
hardly able to believe his ears *'* Why, you—
you—— \What the dickens do you mean?
Clear out of this House, you becastly Monk!"

‘“ That's the second mistake you’ve made,’”
repiied Pitt. 1 got tired of being a Monk.
They don't appreciate me in the College
House. I'm a Fossil now. I've decided to
chenge houses.””

Handforth became ominousiy calm.

‘“Oh!” he said deliberately. *‘‘ You've de-
cided to change Houses, bave you?”

' Deaf?”’ asked Pitt politely.

“*NXo. I'm not deaf!”” roared Handforth.
** And if you think I'm going to stand any of
your tommy-rot, you're off-gside! A Fossil!
Great pip! We wouldn't own you for
. worlds!”’

““ That doesn’t matter to me. T don't want
to he owned,” said Pitt easily. ** Run along,
thcie's a good chap. You're liable to be-
come a nuisance, Handforth!"

The famous leader of Study D
faintcd.

‘* You—you cheeky rotter!’’ he gasped., * If
you ain't out of this House in two seconds,
I'll sling you out on your neck! By George!
I'm jiggered if I don’t sling you out, ary-
how! Back me up, you chaps!”

And Handforth, having rolled up his
sleeves, lunged forward and grabbed hold of
Pitt. Church and McClure, nothing daunted,
‘made sure of Marriott at once, holding him
eccurcly.

Neediess to say, therc was a terrific up-
roar in tlie Remove passage in less than five
seconde. Sir Montie regellis-West and
Tommy Watson and 1 were just finishing tea
in Study C. and, not being quite deaf, we
overhecard the rumpus.

** Who’s being slaughtered?’’ asked Watson.
“1 cun hear Hanpdforth, at least—— Why,
great Scott! That's Pitt’s voice! Pitt, In
our House! Of all the giddy nerve!”

‘“Dear fellows, this is where our peace
comes to an cnd,” observed Tregellis-West,
with a sigh. ‘I thought it was too good to
Jast—I déd, rcally. We’'ve been lollin’ about
for an hour, and we can't expect law an’
order to reign for ever. ShaH we ga ap’ see
what the trouble is?”

As a matter of fact, Watson and I b
alrcady gone, and 8Sir Montie strolled throug
$he op<n doorway, securing hip pince-nez inore
firmly upon his noble nose,

nearly

A

o
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*“ Begad!" he cxclaimed mildly. "Ts it a

free fight?”

~ Tregellis-West’s inquiry was excusable. Out-
side the door of Study E a writhing mass of
juniors was swaying to and fro. andforth

was still slinging Pitt out on his neck. He
badn’t got far—about a yard—but he was
as determined as ever.

Pitt., being strong and wiry, was resisting.
Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell had come to
the reecue of Marriott -and Pitt, and it
scemed highly probable that somebody else
would be slung out, and not Pitt.

However, Watson 2nd I arrived just in
time to prevent this catastrophe. We auiled
in enchusiastically.. Any scrap with Fullwood
and Co. was welcome. The Nutgs did not
stand up to us for more than ten seconds;
then they backed away down the passage.

Handforth was still clutching Pitt’s collar
in a deadly fashion, quite regardless of the
fact that the unfortunate junior was now
half-choked. Edward Qewald’s buands were
large, and one of them was thrust down
Pitt’s back, and this naturally had the effect
of pressing thc front of his collar inlo his
windpipe. Pitt was already looking rather
purple ‘in the face.

‘“1 say, chuck that!" I exclaimed sharply.
‘“ You don’t want to choke the chap, do you,
Handy?”’

Handforth turned on me furiously %

‘““Doesn’t he deserve choking?” he roared.
*“* Very likely,”” .I.repljed, *' but you can't
commit murder in the Remove passage,
Handy. It’s a bit too public; and, besides,
you'd only get choked yourself, at the finiah.
aemfz hanged ain't at all a pleasant sensa-
an’, .
Handforth relaxed his grip abruptly.

‘“* Why the dickens didn’t he say hc was
Leing choked?’’ he demanded warmly. * How
wats,"l to know? I'm going to chuck him
out!”

Pitt backed away, gasping.

“ You—you dangerous madman,” he said
Elt]zslél'ly. *“You might have hurt me by doing
a .!’ .

“I wanted to!” retorted Handforth.
‘ Hurting you, though, dcesn't seem to do
much good. Are you going to get out of the
Ancient House quictly, or shall I use the
toe of my boot?” '

Pitt scowled.

‘“ Hang you!" he snapped. * Mind your
own busincss!’’

Handforth looked round dazedly.

‘“ Did you hear that?’’ he asked, as though
he believed we were all deaf. * Mind my own
businesa! If it ain’t my business, whose is
it? Thie frightful rotter has the utter nerve
to walk into the study next to mine—and
tells me to keep quiet! Why, I wouldn't
hav‘e Pitt in a next-door study for all I eouid
gee!” .

I gl‘inned.. '

‘* Yeu've made a mietake, Handy,' 1 said.
‘“* How can Pitt come into Study E? He’s a
College House fellow—=="
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“Rats!" snapped DPitt.
over. I'm A Fossil now!”

“Glad you admit it!" said Handforth
fiercely. “ You'll be a ¥imsil for ahout two
minutes longer, I expect, and after that
you'll be too jolly sore to know what you
are! You'll simply want to go away in some
corner and die!" .

‘ These murderous ideas won't do, Handy,”
I put in. ‘‘ We've got to take the thing
calmly. If you had your way, every cad at
St. Frank's—and there are a good few, worse
lnck—wnild be taken into a remote apart-
ment and quietly put to death. Or you
mlgt'l.t introduce a rack, or a thumb-screw

“Or hoilin' oil?"* suggested Sir Montie
mildly. ‘' I've heard that boilin’ oil is very
effective, begad! But I should imagine that
it would be shockin'ly painful!®

‘“ Jolly funny, ain’t you?” sneered the Ser-
pent. ‘““ But I don't care a rap for the lot
of you. l've changed into the Ancient Houee,
and yott're not going to frighten me out.
Understand?'’

‘“The one good point about you, Piit, is
that you always make yourself clear,’”” I said
emoothly. ‘' As it happens, I can speak
{)lainly. too. I'm skipper of the Remove, and

‘Il point out, straight away, that we don't
want you in this House, and that we wouldn't
have you if you begued on your knees for
admlittance, You've just got two minutes to
clear out!” '

Pitt laughed unpleasantly. '

*“ That's my answer to you!'' he exclaimed.

And he deliberately snapped hia fingers
in front of my face. It was an open insuit,
and a murmur of anger passed throngh the
crowd which had collected. I couldn’t let
it pass unheeded.

‘“Out you go!" I said grimly.
way, you chaps!”

I simply grabbed Pitt by the back of his
collar and the seat of his trousems, swung
hiim round bodily before he realised my in-
tention, and ran him down the passage.

He resisted fiercely, but f had all the ad-
vantage, having secured my grip firmly.
Reginald Pitt simply shot through the lobby
and went hurtliing through the open door-
way down the steps. In plain language, he
had been forcibly ejected.

He picked himself up, white with fury.

““ We'll sece about this!”' he smarled. “‘I'm
a memher of the Ancient House, and I'm
coming back.”

“You'll get chucked out ,again, then!" 1|
rotorted.

*“1 give you fair warning!” panted the
Serpent. “I'm not a sneak, but I'm hanged
if I'll be bullied. If you Iny a flnger on me
again U'll yell for help—and then I'l com-
plain to the Housemaster!”

And Pitt, with the most amazing cheek,
ascended the steps and roughly pushed panst
me into the lobby. He was deliberately ask-
ing for trouble—and he found It! Teansfer-
ring into the Ancient House wasn’t quite such

“I've changed

“ Clear the
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A aimple matter as he had ewvidently su;-
osed

p .

Many pairs of hands grasped him, and h-
carried out his threat. He simply yelled i
help at the top of his volce, lntly juat as he
was hurled out into the Triangle aguia
Morrow, of the Sixth, appeared on the acen

“What's all this infernal din?"' he -
manded angrily.

“Pitt!"" roared Handlorth., ‘' We've st
chucked him out, and we'll chuck him o«
again if he —'' ’

‘* No, you won’t,” interrupted the pref.ct,
frowning. ‘‘1'm not ygoing to allow all th..
confounacd noise. [ doan't know what your
quarrel is, but you'll have to wait until you'ro
in a quieter spot. 1 you want to comeé i,
Pitt. you'd better do 30!”

Pitt strolled in carelessly, looking v.r,
triumphant. DMorrow was a very deveut
fellow, but he didn’t nnderstand this afMair.
Aml he gave me to understand that an,
further commotion would mean a liberal dis-
tribution of lines.

“Po you think we're gouing to stand it*"
bellowed Handforth, turning to me. °* Tha!
cad's in! And we can't touch him! MWy
don’t you do something, you &gilly fathead-
Ain’t you the leader?”

‘“1 shall do something before long," 1 -
plied, biting my lip. "'It'e no good heing 1.
A hurry-- ="'

*“Oh, ian’t it?" suorted Randforth. * W'l
jolly well sec about that! I'm going to th:
Housemastor - now '™’

‘“You can’t sucak, Handy,” said Churc!:.

*“Rot!" retorted Handfopoth. * It's not -
question of sneaking at all. Morrow's allowe:d
Pitt to come in, and I'm going to uppe!
above Morrow’s head. If Nipper hasu't .ot
the gumption—"'

** My principle, Handiorth, is quite sound .’
I said quietly. * 1 never appeal to the .
masters  until everything else has failked
You can go to Mr. Lee if you like. Por-
haps it's just as well, on this oceasion, We'll
all go.”

‘““Uood!'’

And. without further ado, about cight of
us marched down the passage, lv« hy Hand:
forth. I was (Captain of the Remove, but |
was not troubled with any great ideas ot
dignity. 1 RHandforth lik=-d to do th- spout
ing, 1 was quite agreeuble.

We arnived at Nelson Lee's study
respected guv'nor, as everyhody kuQwe, was
the Housemaster of the Ancient pse at
St. Frank's. And, incidentally, he managey
to combine quite a lot ol .criminat fhves

foc m ¥y

tigation and research with his selelast o
tabours.

“Come in!"' he called, i answyer to ovur
knock.

We went in, and Nelson Lee ralsed his

cvehrows in some surprise. Having Hnish. |
his tea. Twe was lolling in an eaay ehair, and
enjoying a smoke.

“ Roys, what i3 the meaning of this
invasion’'' he asked. ** And, [ may point
eht, it » peite nnneces’ary for you to glare
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at me In that fashion, Handforth. I trust
I have done nothing to earn your (is-
pleasure?’’

Handforth was rather confused.

" Was—was [ glaring, sir?’’ he stammered,
“I—P'm awfuily sorry. 1 think you're the
most ripping Housemaster we've ever had.
In fact,
mean-—

‘*Oh, so this is just a little testimonial?"
acked the guv’nor.

* 1--1 didn't mean that, sir!” said Hand-
forth. * [t’s ahout Pitt, you know. Pitt’s
an awful beast—— That is to say, he's a
rerular rotter! We want you to kick him
out, &r!”

Nelson Lee smilcd.

**1 am afraid that T cannot comply with
your: wishes, Handforth,”” he said. * Pitt is
riot under my control, being a member of the
College House. I really cannot sce why you
are so concerned——"’

‘““He's changed Houses, shouted
everybody.

** Marched in and.calmly said that he was
roing to take up his quarters here,” 1 cx-
plained. ** We don't see why we should
aand it, guv'nor. Handforth decided to
appeal to you. as Housemaster.”

Ncison Lee frowned. ‘

‘“ Handforth was quite right,”” be said.
* Pitt must be made to understand that hc
caniot do just as he likes. He cannot change
from cne House to the other without the
cxpress permission of the Headmaster. We
will soon settle this matter, boys. Please
fetch Fitt here at onee.”

Waison and Farman and two or three
others hurried off at once, and we waited for
about five minutes. Then Reginald Pitt
raimly strolled into Nelson Lee’s study, look-
ing perfectly €erene and confident. We
waited gleefully. Pitt wasn't likely to get
much change out of Nelson Lee. -

‘““ Ah, Pitt, I understand that you have

-

gir!"”

taken it upon yourself to change into this

House?”’
correct?”’

began the guv'nor. *‘Is that

Y have beecome a member of the Ancient

House, sir.”” said Pitt calmly. ‘‘ Nothing
wrong in that, is there? I'm going into
Study E, and Marriott's going to take up
bis quarters with me.”

“ Yon are szurprisingly confldent, Pitt,”’ ex--

¢laimed Nelson Lee grimly. * You will
%Ieg.ae understand that you must obtaian the
eadr aster’s permission before—"’

“Yeg, 1 know that, sir,”’ interrupted Pitt.

'“You know .jt?”

“ Centainly, sir.”

‘“Then why have you had the audaciiy
to transfer without that permission?’ de-
manded Nelson Lec curtly. .
1t::’l haven't, sir,”” said DPitt.

“Got #!" roared Handforth. glariﬂg."

“ Of couree 1 have!’ replied Pitt smoothly.
*“J went to the Head this morning. and he
gave me full permission to c¢hange from the
College Hcuse into the Amcient, House!™

“TI've got
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you're abeolutely a sport. 11}

|

CHAPTER 11.

PITT IS SARCASTIC—A HUMCROUS LETTER—A
TRIGRY MANEUVRE.

: ELSON LEE looked at Pitt sharply.
*“ Are you telling e the truth?’’ he
asked. ‘' You eay that you have ob-
tained the Headmaster’s permission?”’

‘“Of course, sir! I shouldn’¢ have come
across without,”” replicd Pitt, eyeing Hand-
forth triumphantly. I can't sce why
these fellows are so excited.”

*“ You—you awful rotter!”’ exclaimed Hand-
forth hctly. ' You knew jolL{l well that we
were coming to Mr. Lee! Why the dickens
didn’t you prevent us bothering him?”

Pitt grinned. .

“I didn't ask you to come,”’ he exclaimed
sneeringly. ‘' If you bothered Mr. Lee, that's
his Iog%-out—and yours.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘“ Quite s0,”’ he said smoothly. ‘° You ad-
mit, Pitt, that you were aware of Hand-
forﬂl’s intenition?”’

‘“Yes, sir.”

‘“And you allowed him to come here,
knowing that you would be able to make a
dramatic little ecene?” pursued the guv'nor.
‘““In ehort, you knew that I should be
bothered ncedlessly?’

Pitt smiled.

“1 dido't ask the asses to come, sir,"” he
replied. :

* Nevertheleas, ycu refrained from inform-
ing them that you had the Headmaster’s per-
mission,” said the - Housemaster. ** Under
thoese circumstances, Pitt, I can only con-
clude that you deliberately wished to cause
me trouble. Since 1 am now your House-
master, you come within my jurisdiction, and
you will please write me two hundred lines
before supper-time.”

* What for, sir?”’ demanded Pitt warmly.

“It is not necessary for me to give my
rcasons,’”’ replied Nelson Lee. - ** However,
since you appear to be in ignorance, 1 have
inflicted the punishment for studied imper-
tinence. You may go!”

Pitt turned op his heel without a word,
and left the study. We tcok our departure
a moment later. The knowledge that Pitt
was now a member of the Ancient House did
not tend to impreve our tempers, but there
was considernble satisfaction amongst us at
the result of the interview. Pitt couldn’'t do
as he liked with Nelson Lee!

**It's a disgrace!” declared Handforth in-
dignantly, when we reached the Remove
pagsage once more. ‘I recknn the Head is
a silly old duffer! We ‘don't want Pitt in
this Homnse!” '

‘“It’s no gond growling,”” I said. * We've
got him, and we shall have to stand him. If
he triee any of his trfeks on, though, he'll
coon find that we aremn't to be trifled with.
I can’t understand why the Head haen’t told
Mr. Lee anything about Pitt's transfer.”

‘“The Head's been out all the afternoon,”
remarked Watson., ‘1 suppose he forgot it.”

As I found out afterwards, this was a~tually
the caze, The Head told Nedsow Lec 2l
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about’ it that evening. Lt was a rvather un-
ueual occurrence, and the Head was quite
amused. Pitt had calmly gome to his etuady,
and, with serene coolneas, had asked for a
tranefer. The Head, who knew noth of
Pitt's character, had granted his req at
once. Pitt was a new boy,' and hada’t
settled down. And if he preferred the
Ancient Houso, there was no reason why he
ehouldn’t board there.

In Study C I regarded my chums thouaght-

fully.
“I'm going to have a word with Pitt,”" 1
declared. *‘‘ Now that he's on our side we

shall have to stick him, But I't give him
to understand, rieht away, that he'll have
to bhehave himself.”’

‘““ Wouldn’t it be like a lecture, old boy?"’
asked Sir Montie doubtfully. * I hate lec-
turin’, you know. It ain't right for omec
fodlow to jaw to another——"’

“1 sha'n’t lecture him, Montie, * I Inter-
rupted. “ I'm skipper of the Remove, and
it's up to me to give Pitt a gentlo hint. If
he tranegresses afterwards, that’'ll” be his
look-out. He's pot going to suy that hLe
wasn't warned.”’

“Bwt what are yout going to jaw him
abhout?’ aeked Watson.

“You'll see.”

Wo left the study and went along to Pitt's
new quarters. He wasn't there, s0 we went
out into the Triangle, where the dusk was
settling down thickly. As it happened, Pitt
was just coming across from the College
House, carrying an armful of boake.

“Half a minute, Pitt,”” I said, approach-
ing him.
** Sorry, I can't stop.”” said Pitt shortly.

‘“ That's unfortunate, hecause you’'re going
to.'” I replied, placing myself in front of him.
‘“You're a member of the Ancient Houee
Remove now, and I reckon it's up to me to
give you a word of advice.”

“You can keep it!"" sunapped Pitt.
me pass!”’

His expreasion was not one of love. On the
contrary, a decidedly vindigtive light gleamed
in his dark, shifty eyes. He probably nursed
the memory of a little fight which had taken
place the previous week, when [ had thrashed
Lim soundly. =

‘“ People have to take advice when they
don’t want it sometimes,’” I remarked, with-
ot moving. ‘* You're going to get some now,
I'm Form captain, and if: you dou't listen to
. me it'se your look-out."

9 Rorm captain is only a figure-head, any-
how!” sneered Pits.

‘“Tet

*fs he? Not in the Remove!” I replied

“But I don't want to waste a Int
1'll say what ['ve

grimly.
of breath over you, Pitt.
got to say, and finish."

* Good !

“I've heard that you indulged in zome
hetting over the boat-race last week, ' [ con-
tinued. * It wasn’t ordinary hetting, either:
it was an absolute frand. You knew that the
Collewe House would win, because you faked
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eur hoat, and you staked heavy sume on the
result, Rnowing that you would win.”’

" Well, what abowt it?”’ demanded
grufily.

“[ havem't said anything to you belore,
becauise you weren’'t in my House,” | con-
tinued. ** But you are now, and I'll give yon
fair warning that il you're discovered in any
of those tricke again you'll catch it in the
neck--hot! Betting 18 a disgraceful - —-"

Pits laughed sneeringly.

‘“Yon going on for ever?” he asked. I
haven’'s got time to liaten to you new. [If
you'll care to write me a formal letter, ask-
ing for an interview, I'll probably grant it,’”’
he added with heavy sarcasm. ' 1'm at home
any time betwoen six and elght, so make
your appointment accordingly. 1. aball be
quite pleased to grunt you a hearing.”

And Reginald Pitt walked ronnd me, and
went on his way to the Ancient House.

‘““Cheeky rotter''’ growled Watson.

“ Still, he’'ll remember what 1 said,” |
remarked. *“ And l've a jolly good mind to
take him at his word, too! [t would bhe
rather interestine to see what he did. Bug
we'll reverse (t; we'll ask him to come e
one Study!'”’

Pitt

* Oh, dom’t he an aw!” ealy Walwon  “ He
wouldn't come.”
“I don't know,”” [ answered. * Ho's ot

aheek enough for anything.”

We marched indoors azain. 1 wagn't satis-
fled with the result of aur talk with the Ses
pent: 1 felt that hre had taken a rise out
of me. Aad a fellow who deoes that doean’t
crow for long.

Pitt's sarcastic suggeation that I should
make an appointment by post was just the
sort of thing he would say. And { centainly
thought it would be rather rich H [ took
him at his word.

“I'l do it'° I declared, when we were Ia
Study C again. *“ Chuck over that writing-
block, Tommy. And I'll bey you my ahare
of margarine that Pitt will turn up.”

“ Really, old boy, don's be so perfcetly
ridiculous,”” protested ‘Tregetlis-Went. *' W
don’t have margarine nowadays that fright™
ful perind is over—-an’ Pityv ain’t worth writin
a word ovee. Resides, what's the sense of
postin’ a letter, an’ wastin’ three-halfpence,
when Pitt lwes next dnor but one, an’ in the
same House?" *

1 yrinned. _

** That makes it all the richer,” 1 replied
‘“ He'l never think that ['m going L. wrile
a lettor, and, as [ told you, I shall be in-
terested to ere if he takes any notios of it
It's my opinion he'tll turn up as bold
brasa.”’

Suppowing he doea?’” asked Wataon.

“ Why, we'll tell him a few home-trutiia,
and then hoof him out,” [ replled. ' Now.
let’'s . We oniy want a few words
ahort and sharp.” |

{ didn’t take much trouble nver the i

rtant commuanication, bat aimply wrot:> the
,:’uuwing. withont putting any tormalitlea
anci as CYear Pt o anything of th
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chipping we, and I want to get my own

ac

Mudford did:i't understand, and didn't
pacticularly want to. But what he did under-
spand was that Pitt dropped a shilling into
his palm. Acocording to Mudford’'s reckoning,
that shilling represented exactly four extra
drinka at his favourite * house '  that
evening. Mudford wasn't a boozer, but he
liked his drop, as he frequently explained.

** Thank ye, young gent,” he said. *I'll
mind wot ye say. You boys will ‘ave your
little jokes, I s8'pose.”

Pitt nodded, and nimbly hopped over the
atile and walked along the footpath. Mud-
ford continued his way to St. Frank’s. Pitt
#oon quickened his pace, and by running hard
arrived in the Triangle while Mudford was
some little distance away.

‘“ Hallo, here's Pitt coming now,”” remarked
Wateon. *“If he comes over to thc gates
he'll just meet Muddy nicely. I want to
watch his face when he gets that letter.”

Pitt had come from the direction of the
playing-fields, and we certainly had no idea
vhaat he had encountered Mudford only five
minutes before. It seemed as though he had
just strolled upon the scene, unconscious ot
the fact that the postman was coming.

But Pitt's idea was merely to deprive us
of the pleasure we should derive from secing
him opea the ahsurd letter. He had no inten-
tion, then, of anything more ambitious.

He strolled to the gates carelessly, and
Handforth and two or three others came

over, too. _

‘“ Hallo, postman coming,” rcmarked
Handforth. ‘I expect he'll have a letter
for me. It ought to have come this morn-

but the post-office people seem to bo
asleep nowadays.’’

Bt

‘ What's your letter, Handy?” asked
McClure. - .

¢ Why, that competition, of course—

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

““That's all you do—cackle!” snapped

Handforth. “1I don't see why I shouldn't
win the first prize as well as anybody-else.
It that letter doesn’'t come for me, with a
cheque for twenty quid inside, I shail bhe jolly
gurprised.”’

‘“ Ha, ho, ha!”

One of Handforth's weaknesses was com-
petitions. On one famous occasion he had
won the enowmous sum of five shillings, and
ever since then he had had periodic out-
bursts of enthusiasm. He stil firmly believed
that heo would carry off the first prize in all
sorts of contests. Church and McClure, who
were permitted to see the efforts which
Handforth turned in, held totally different
opinjons. They really couldn’t understand
why he had ever won the five shillings.

Mudford halted before the gates,
smiled at the juniors.

¢ 3ot one for me, Muddy?'’ asked Hand-
forth. * You might as well chuck it over
pow. There’ll be twenty quid in it—"'

‘ There ain't any letver for you, Mmster
Eanfrorth." replied the postman, shaking his

- .

and
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“Oh, rot! There must be one!”

A careful search, however, failed to reveal
it, and Handforth retired in some confusion.
The chuckles of Church and McClure did not
tend to improve his temper, and the sounds
of blowa from near by convinced me that an
argument was in progress.

But I was more interested in Mudford,
There was a lctter for me, and one for Sir
Montic. Pitt was still lounging near by, and
didn't even trouble to ask if thore was any-
thing for him. And Mudford made 28 il to
enter the gateway.

‘** Hold on.”” said Watson;
got one for Pitt?”

‘““* Master Pitt?”” Mudford shook his head.
‘““ No, Master Watson. there ain't a lctter
for Master Pitt.”

“ Sure?”

“That I am,” declared Mudiord. *‘I ain’t
got a letter for a young gcent o that name
in the whole o' my bag.”

Mudford passed within, and
looked at me with real surprise.
that letter been delivered?

Ono glance at the Serpent’s face convinead

*“haven't you

my chuimns
Why hadn’t

-me that he kncw more about it than we did.

He looked quite serene, but there was a
mocking expression in his cyes.

I should have been somewhat startlcd could
I bave known the actual nature of the little
gamo which he was intent upon playing'

CHAPTER 1il.
A DBARGAIN WITH FULLWOOD—PITTS PRO-
GRAMME—MY LETTER IS HANDY.
TUDY A, in the Remove passage, vaa
the abode of Fullwood and Gwlivee
and Bell. Tea was in progress there,
when the door opcned and Reginaid
Pitt entered.

‘* Feeding?” he asked pleasantly.

‘““Oh, no.”" said Fullwood. '‘We've just
put these things on the table because they
look nice. You're wclcome, Pitt, if you
don't ask silly questions. Squat down.”

‘““{'ve had my tea, thanks,’” said the
visitor. ‘I just came in for a little chat.
Thought it would be a good opportunity.
Don’'t mind me smoking, do you?”

‘““ Not in the least,’” said Fullwood easily.

Pitt lit a cigarette, sat down in an easy-
chair, and * regarded thc three Removites
thoughtfuily. Fullwood and C(o. were
dandies, and they generally had heaps of
ready cash. The condition of their tca-table
wag ample evidence of their affluence, for it
was heaped with luxuries of all descriptions.
The Nuts belicved in doing themselves well.

““ What's wrong?' asked QGulliver, looking
at Pitt curiousiy, apd noting his somewhat
abstracted expression. “ Want to borrow
some money? You look as if yvou waunt
say somcthing, but daren’t.”

Pitt grinned.

““No, I don’t want to borrow auy moncy.”
he replied, putting emphasis ou  the
‘“ borrow."”
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* Do you want to beg some, then?” asked
I"ullwood.

X} NO.I’

**Oh, then you're
grinned Bell.

*No,” replied Pitt. 1 want to earn it!”

Fullwood and Co. stared.

“ Karn it 7"’ repcated Fullwood.

coing: to steal it?”

‘““Yes."

‘“ Who from?""

‘“You!” '

‘* That's something new, ain’t it?’’ asked
Fullwood, pausing in his eating. ‘1 didn’t
know 1 was an employer before. How much
410 you want an hour? I've got to do a
hundred lines for Crowell, and I'l hand

‘em over to you if you're anxious to €arn an
bonest penny.”

Pitt chuckled.

“I'm not open to accept commissions of
that kind,”” he said calmly. ‘‘ My idea 13
quite difterent. The fact is, I d@idn’t begin
at the beginning. Beforé I go.into details,
1 want to ask you feilows a few questions.”

‘** Fire ahead,” invited Fullwood.

'* But, first of all, I don’t want you to
Lump up and kick me out of the study,”

itt procceded. °**{ might say some thinge
you won't like. If so, iust you sit tight and
wait until I've finished. Even if we have
a thundering row we shall come to terms
gooner or Jater. So why not at once?”

‘* Where did you come from—before you
arrived at St. Frank's?” asked Fullwood
pulitely. .

‘* A school in the Midlands—why?"’

‘“ Sure it was a school—and not a lunatic
asyluwi?” asgked Ralph Leslie, as his chums
grinned. *“ By the way you're talkin’, 1
should say that you were off your silly
rocker!” |

‘“ A follow who introduces new jdcas and
new scuecmes is always regarded as a
maniac,”” explained Pitt smoothly. *I'm
going to introduce some new ideas—bhut I'm
not a maniac. I haven't been at St. Frank’s
long, but 1l've diecovered that the Ancient
House is in a shocking condition.”

* Oh, have you?” said Bell, glaring.

‘1t seems to be run by Nipper and his

set—I1'm talking about the Junior School, of
oourse,” went on Pitt. ‘' So far as I can
pee, you fellows are doing nothing. You
allow yourselves to be squashed, you never
introduce any new notions, and Yyou're
practically under Nipper’s thumb. In fact,
S8tudy A is a nonentity!"

Fullwood and Co..rose to their feet.

‘““‘Open the door, Bell!”” said Fullwood
ﬁck-ly. **We’ll burl this rotter out-

e____”

Pitt didn’t move a bhalr.

“*Don’t be such an ass!”’ he interrupted
ealmly. * What's the good of chucking me
out? I knew you'd get wild—and I can tell
{ou why. Simply because I told you the
ruth just now.” B

Fullwood and Co. stared.

“Isn’'t that right?”’ went on Pitt. ' Can
you show me how you've done anything to
wipe Nipper off the map? ©Of -course you

can’'t! You simply go about in your own
little way, accepting the faot that Nipper's
top dog, and you're underneath!”

“ You &illy fool!" roared Fullwood ficrcely.

** The truth is generally unpleasant,” said
the Serpent. * You're only making yourself
silly by getting wild. You krow as well as I
do that Nipper is abeolutely top-dog in the
Remove."”’

‘“ You’re mad!"” snapped Bell savagely.

“No, I'm not. I'm the only fecllow with
any ‘go’ in the Xemove,”’ ‘replicd Pitt.
‘“ And I'm anxious to give you the benefit
of my brairs—or, at least, asell it. This is
just a business proposition. You’re up
against Nipper, aren’'t you? Well, I'll con-
duct a campaign for you against him—and
sendyhimut;oppvli‘rlag!]’r;l toppling?

I ou: sen 'm ing "
Fullwood.

* Easily!”

‘“ How: do you think you’re going to do
it?’’ asked Gulliver sarcastically. * You’'ve
got a fat lot too much to say, my son.
You've got swelled head!”

‘““ Not at all,”” dcnied Pitt. ** My hcad's
quite normal. I've merely got active brains,
and it’s up to yocu chaps to reap the benefit
of them. What do you say?”

For some little time Fullwood and Co.
bad nothing to say. They were momentarily
at a loss. A proposition of this kind had
never before been put to them. It was some-
thing new—something rather startling. Full-
wood’s dearest wish was to defeat me—by
fair meals or foul. But I had always proved
too wary for him, and he had given up try-
ing. But the wish remained all the same.

“ Well, what do you say?’ repcated Pitt.

I suppose this isn’t a joke?” asked Full-
wood suspiciously.

‘““ No, I'm quite serious.”

‘“ And how do you propose to begin this—
this amnagzin’ campaign?”’

“I'll tel you that as soon as we've come
to an arrangement,” said Pitt coolly. '‘'The
object to be gained is to discredit Nipper and
his pals, and to deprive them of all their
power. It will be quite simple—and, as a
commencement, I'll force Nipper to resign
ghe %q-pbamcy of the Remove within three

ays!

Fullwood smiled ecornfully.

“1 dom't believe in this boasting——'' he

an.

“If I haven't carried out that part of the
programme by the end of the thrce days,
you’ll have a perfect right to say that I'm
boasting,”’ said Pitt. * As it i3, you've no
right at all. Take me on trial, if you like—
I'm open to reason.”

““By gad! You're a queer chap, anyliow,”
said Fullwood, taking a deep breath. ‘“I'm
hanged if I don’t believe that you are in
earnest! As a matter of fact I'd give any.
thing to see Nipper overthrown.”

Reginald Pitt jumped up.

“QGood!” he exclaimed heartily. ‘* That’s
what I've been waiting for you to say. Now
we can talk business. I'm up against Nipper
myself, but you've got more rcason to hate

sneered



NIPPER IN

him than [ bave. And you can afford to pay
the expenses.”’

‘* What expcnses?” asked Fullwood.

‘““ Mine."'

“ what do you mean—yours?”

‘“ Exaotly what [ eay,”” replied the Serpent
calmly. *‘ You fellows happen to be rolling
in cash. 1I'm not. I'm bard up—always have
been. My pater doeen't allow me much
pocket-money.'’

‘I suppose you try to increasc It by play-

ing low-down tricks like that boat-race
affaic?”’ asked Gulliver sourly, H
‘““Exaotly! But you needn't look so

shocked,”” Pitt remarked. * You'd havc done
the same yourself, in simdlpr circumstances.
I reckon we're all about the samec standard.
We're not above a little shady work, now
and again.’’

““* Speak for yourself!'’ snapped Fullwood.

. ‘“That's what I am doing; and I'm speak-
ing for you, too!’ smiled the Scrpent. ** My
good chaps, what’'s the use of pretence”
Why not be frank with one another?”

‘“By gad, you astonish me!"” admnitted
Fullwood frankly. .

““I thonght I was going to.”

“What's that you were saying
money?"

‘“Oh, yes,” said Pitt. - ** I'm generally hard-
up, and I hate being in that state. My idea
ia for us to work together. I'll provide the
ideasa—the brains, as it were—and you'll pro-
vide the cash.” '

Fullwood looked up sharply.

‘““Are you suggesting that we haven't got
any braine?’’ ho demanded.

about

‘“ What a touchy bounder you are!”
grinned Pitt. * Of course you've got hrains
--of a Kind. They'’re not organising hrains,

if sou understand what I mean. I'm not
boasting, but I think you'll find that I'm
capable of dishing anybody when it comes
to fincsse.”’

“To which?"’ asked Befl.

“To dexterity and strategy,” explalned
Pitt. ‘' As for the financial question, I shall
come to you for any money I require, and 1
shall expnct you to pay me ten bob a week
while the campaign lasts.”’

“You're not greedy, anyhow,’’ remarked
Guliver.

“‘I'en bob cach, I mean,” said Pitt. ‘ Mar-
riott is in with me, 8o that'll be ¢wo quid
a week in my pocket, clear of all expenses.
If I've failed at the end of the first werek,
vou needn’'t pay me. That's fair enough,
isp't it?"”

‘I thought you wero going to squash
Nipper in three days?’’ asked Fullwood.

‘] didn't say that.” _ )

‘ You eaid that you'd make him resign the

cap’oaincy——" _
‘That's not squashing him,”” interjected
Pitt. * That's only a preliminary round, so
to speak. Before we start the real business
we want to rob those cads of their prestige.
And by forcing Nipper to resign we shall
deliver a hard blow. Our programme must
be mapped out carefully——"

“ That's all very well,” put in Fuliwonod.
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“ But what
how?"’

do vyou propose to do. any-

“Uet the rotterx Kicked out of th-
echool !"’

“ Sacked?'

‘“ Bxactly,” said Pitt éalmly. * We can't
sail in blindly, though. We shalt have to

take ‘em ono at a time. And everything
wiH be arranged in such a way that we ahall
be safe always."

*“Oh, you'rec mad!”’ eaid Bell.
you sack Nipper?”

“*That's not the question awnder dircas-
sion,”’ remarked Pitt. * The first move ia to
force Nipper's resignation.
Do you accept my terma?”

Fullwood and Co. looked at one another.

‘““ No result—no pay,”’ Pitt reminded them.

“ Hang it all, it's—it's queer!” exclaimed
Fullwood. *“ I don’'t much care for the id-a
of paying you, Pitt. It a*cing to he —
Well. it's deucedly rotten.”

‘““ Are you so particular?”

“*No., I'm not exactly perrticular,”” said
Fullwood. ‘““But T draw a line somewhere.
This idea of yours is like hiring a chap to
commit a crime for you. lt's—it's bheastly'”

Pitt stretched himself,

‘““All right; T don't eca-~c.”” he yawn: .
““Take it or leave it—I'm not particular. |
thought you wanted to see Nipper chucked
out, though. My mstake. I'fl buzz along
if I'm in the wav——"'

“0Oh, don’t be an ass!”’ said Tolwoed
hastily. “I'l accept your proposal. any
ow: and T know (ulliver and Bell will tol-
low my lead. But we sha'n’t pay you thirty
hob a week.'

‘* Rather not !’ sald Gulliver,

“Well, T sha’'n’'t lower my price—-

“Oh, shut up!” growled Fuilwood uncorn-
fortably. " II you want any tin we'll ad.
vanee it. We don't want any fixed pric:.
as you call it. Come to us when you re-
quire a loan—and we shan't expect yon to
pay us back. How docs that suit you?”

Pitt grinned.

“It comes to the same thing,'” he replgd.
“I didn't know you were so jolly thin.
skinned. Fullwood. When you've Angdicd vour
tea we'll go imto detuils. Don't wmind e
I''m in no hurry. Thanks, I'll take a cup

“ How cwn

Are you gam.?

of tea."”
Fullwocd and Co. were still rather
startled by Pitt's strange proposal. It was

something entirely new to them—and that's
why they were startled. By the time tea was
over, however, they had grown more accus-
tomed to it.

And Ralph Leslie TFullwood's eyes glit-
tered aus he thought of the proapect of zain
ing power again. He would use Pitt now-.
he would make Pitt do all the dirty work,
80 to speak—and then, when the coust was
clear, he would step in,

Certainly Reginald Pitt was something of
a novelty. He was trounbled by no scruples
apparently—the affair of the hoat-race prag
tically proved that. And he was eool,
level-headed, and capable of any amount of
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» Not 2 sound?' I warned. * Get np!”

“ Begad! What on earth for, old boy?’
murgmred Montie. It ain't risin’-bell yet

*“It's only just after eleven,” I breathed.
*“ Pitt's just gone out, and we're going to
follow him.”

*“ Whatover for, dear fellow?”

‘““Because [ say so0l” I retorted Im-
patiently.
“ Begad! That’'s good enough, then!”

siched Tregellis-West.
there’s no arguin—"'
¢ Js3sssh!’’

A sound had come from the otber end of
the dormitory, and we were all quiet. But
mothing develop2d, and we went on dressing
rapidly. One of ~the sleeping juniors had
evidently turned over in bed. But we had
to be cautlous: we didn't want the whole
dormitory ¢to bt awake,

“BMad idea I call it!"” muttered Wateon
sleepily. “Just as I was dreaming lovely
things' Peace had been declared, and Ger-
many wasn’'t on the map—-"’

*“ Rata to Germany!” I muttered. ' We
shonld all fike to sce Germany offt the map;
but this tsn’'t the time to talk about that.
Don’t trouble to dress properly—it's not cold
to-night."’ |

“But, dear old boy, I must put my
tmumers on'!’’ protested Montle.

**What the dickens {is the matter?”
enapped Watson irritably. * Blow this dark-
neas! [ believe 1've got my trucks on the
wronz way about., Something’s horribly
wrong, anyhow!™

I grinned.

“Can‘'t stop to put ‘em right!” I said.
* Puck up!”

Watson was struggling and writhing with
hta clothing. and evidently getting into
greater Jifficultics than cver.

** Hold on!’ he gasped. “I can't go like
thisa* My trucks are back to front, as I
thought !**

* That’a all right!"” T breathed. *' You
ean walk backwards way, and that'll make
it even!”

“* You--you sily ass!”
“ What's the ecnse of going, anyhow? I
don’'t care about Pitt! Rate to Pitt! Let
him go and eat coke! What do we want to
to bother about Pitt fore”’

‘* Ready?* I asked, ignoring lLis remarks.

“]1f you say »so,

hissed Tommy.

“*No, I'm not rcady!"” he snapped. * My
giddy braces have got eatangled with my
legs now! I'm iu a frightful mess!”

I lent Wataon my aid, and in a few
scconds  discovered what was wrong, and
then hundled him out of the dormitory while
I was etill fastening buttons up with
frantic haste. Montie was already dressed,
and, considering the short time at our dis-
posal, we had done remarkably well.

Out in the passage all was silent,

‘“Crep down behind me,” I whispered.
It Pitt'a in his study, we ahall be able to
(low him without trouble, © But il e
isn't, #'ll got back to bed.”

| § §

“I jolly well hope ho aim't there!” mat
tered Watson grimly.

*“ There’s Bos, though,” I went on. * That
little dog may lead us on the track—"

* Oh, rot!’’ snorted Watson.

I hadn't really meant it, and I grinned
in the darkness. Pit¢t certalnly wasn’t worth
very much trouble. But I felt it almost a
duty to discover what his game was—or at
least to make the attempt.

We descended the irs quickly but
silently, slipped across the dark lobby, and
entored tho Remove passage. The Anclent
House was very quiet, for even the masters
had gone to bed. Nobody kept very late
hours at St. I'rank’s—except, perhaps, Nel-
son Lce. And we shouldn’t care a jot cven
it we did meet him. That's the best of
having a Housemaster like the guv’nor.

I judged that Pit¢ would be in mo parti-
cular hurry, so there was a distinct chance
of finding him still in his study. We should
be able to see, without epening the. door,
whethcr he was within. For he would cer-
tainly bc using a light of some sort.

But when we arrived outside 8tudy E we
were disappointed—at least, I was. Watson
was extremely gtad. The door stood ajar,
and all was darkness beyond.

I pgently pushed open the door and
peered round. Faint starlight came in 2t
the window—which was partially open. That
waa enough for me. Pitt had alrcady gome.

“0Oh, rata!”’ I muttered.

Without further precauvtion 1 crossed over
to the window  and peered through the panes.
Almost the first objcct I saw was a dark
ﬁg!.ll'rc crossing the Triangle towards the stone
wall, ‘

“ By jingo. he's only just gone,” I whis-
pered tensely.  * We're in time, my sons.
Come on—foltow vour unele!”

“ You—you as3!” gasped Watson. I
haven't got my boots on!”

““Put 'em on, then, you fathead!"

I pushed up the sash as I spoke, and was
just preparinz to climh out when some-
thing rather startling happened—something
which was, at least, totally unexpected.

The electric-light was switched on with
a snap. Instinctively I pulled the heavy
curtains to and faced round.

‘I‘Cullar the cads!’ cexclaimed a sharp
volce.

The next ifnstant a battle royal was in
prozress, In short, Fullwood and Co. wer
therc in force—and their abvious intention
was to prevent us following Pitt.

Tommy had been taken quite nnawar.:s,
and he was howled over and held down.  So
all the others piled on to Tregellis-Weat and
me. The result was a complete defeat—for
us.

In addition to Fullwood and Gulliver and
Bell, Marriott was there, and aleo Merrell
ant Noys. The sitx of them would not heve
held us but for the fact that they attacked
by surprise. Once down, howeyer, th-v
casitly Kept us down.

“ Caught you nicely!"™ panted Fullwew A
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* Better not make too much noise, or you'll’

have a swarm of prefects down on us, and
then you’ll get it in the neck just the same
Ag UK.’

‘“We sha'n't yell'”
 But,
wood ¢’ ]

I knew the meaning of it well enough with-
out asking. That sound we had hecard in
the dormitory had probably heen caused by
Yullwood, or cne of his pals. They had
watched us tuke our departure, and had in-
etantly followcd--for they were all -attired
in pyjamas—of various loud patternc—except
Fullwood who sported a dressing-gown which
outrivalled "¢ tail of & peacock as regards
volour.

“What's the meaning of it?" gaid Full-
wood, “*I'll soon te!l you that, you beastly
tpy! Yon were going to follow Pitt, and
we thought we'd stop your beastly game.”

“ And these are the chaps who pretend to
be such good little boys!’ eneered Gulliver.
* Breakin® bounds at night on purpose to
epy on somebody! Yah, you rotten hypo-

crites!”’
breathed hard.

1 exclaimed curtly.
what's the meaning of this, Full-

Sir Montie

“T'll trouble you to remind me of that re-
mark in the mornin', Gulliver,”” he said. *‘I
shall tnen have the greatest pleasure in
punchin® vyour nose. Begad, I shall give
you a frightinl thrashin’--I ehall, really!"

Fullwood scowled.

* Keep that  idiot quiet!” he enapped.
* We shall have to decide what to do with
‘em, too. We can't very well keep our
prescnt  scats—tlicy ain’t exactly comfort-
able.”

Fullwood and Co. were sprawling all over
vs. and his words were undoubtedly true.

Personally, I was furious.  But I wasn't
foolish enough to let the Nuts see this.
They would only have jecerad the more. Full-
wood’s intervention had spoilt everything.

1 could casily have folloy.2d Pitt otherwise.
And now he had managed to get away, and
wus far beyond rteiach already. 1 decided
that it would be better 1o admit defeat out-
right. We could easily get our own hack at
eome future date.

**Joook here. Fullwood,” I exclaimed.
* There's no semse in kceping up this rot.
Take vour confuunded carcase off me. We'll
all go bhack to the dormitory.”

TIFullwood luughed unpleasantiy.

“I'm not so green,”’ he sneered.

*“1 give you my word—"

‘* Keep it!”’ enapped Fullwood. *‘ Do you
think I'd believe you? Not likely!”

“You're judging my standard of honour
by your own!”’ I said tartly. ** All right:
Do as you like, and be hanged to you! You’ll
only have to pay for it the more heavily
afterwards.”’ .

“ Begad! Rather!”

‘ Better take Nipper's word, 1 think,” eaid
Marriodt. ‘ Thay. can't follow Pitt now, any-
how. He’s half a mile away by this time.”

“I'm running this show!” said Fullwood,
with kecn satisfaction. ‘ Jt's not often we
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got the chance of strikin’ a tlow lke this
It'll be a good start of the campaign, t0o.”

‘“ What campaign?”’ I asked.

‘“ You shut up, an’ mind your own busli-
ness!’’ said Fullwood politely. ‘ Jerk that
table-cloth bhere, Bell.”

** What for?”

“I'm going to bind this cad up. After that
we'll attend to the other beasts and &tuff 'em
all into the cloakroom an’ lock the door.’’
Fullwood chuckled. ** It’'s nice an’ cold there,
an’ they'll take about three hours in gettin’
free. Rich—what?”’

‘ Oh, rippin’,”” chuckled Gulliver.

Smack | : .

My fist banged into Fullwood’s facc with
great force. I had managed to take it from
beneath me, and Fullwood was momentarily
off his guard. He fell over backwards with
a gasping yell. The next moment I was on
my feet, and Gulliver went flying, crashing
into the table, . .

Before he could recover I seized Marriott
by the back of his neck and dragged him off
Sir Montie. My noble chum, thus relieved,
did the rest for himself. And in the con-
fusion Tommy Watson struggled with hic two
assailants and got free.

*Into the passage!” I exclaimed sharply.

We backed out, fighting fiercely. The study
wasg too confined ior a decent fight, but in the
passage we had plenty of elbow-room.

‘“ Smash 'em!” snaried Fullwood furiously.

We were coinpletely outnumbered, but our
backs were to the wall now, and we were
highly incensed by the treatment we had re-
ceived. It wasn’'t necessary to plan revenge
for a future occasion—we had it at once!

Fullwood and Co. were puniehed severely.
Again and again they attempted to beat us
by sheer force, but they were driven back,
brujsed and battered, every time. And in
the midst of a fierce tussle, in which Full-
wood’'s nose -start¢d bleeding, he suddenly
backed awaﬁ.

‘** Cave !’ he hiesed. ‘“ Somebody’'s coming!”’

The Nute fled like rabbits to their holes,
and simply scooted upstairs at the double.
Tregellise-West and Watson and 1 were left
in eole possesion of the fleld. We were some-
what bruised, but undoubtedly the victors.

All was silent, and I laughed breathlesaly.

“ Not a bad dodge of Fullwood's,”” I re-
remarked. ' It was better than admitting
defcat, anyuow. He didn’t hear anything at
all; it was just a trick to end the fight.”

‘* Well, we’'ve won,” panted Watson, dab-
bing hie nose.

The Remove passage was a long way from
the sleeping-quarters, and, although we had
ecxchanged: hard blows, there had not been
much notse. Even the Nute had refrained
from yelling when hurt—a most unusual oc-
currence. But they had bhad no degire to
bring masters on the scene, for the punish-
ment would have been severe.

‘* Begad! It was really worth gettin’ out
of bed for!" exclaimed S8ir Montie. 1
punched Qulliver's nose four or five times,
old boys. It’ll be a shockin’ size in the
morniv’. But what's the programme,
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Nipper? I'm afrald we can't follow Pitt
uow, can we?"’

I shook my head. .

“Too latc for that,” I replied. * Con-
found Fullwood! He's spcilt everything to-
night. But we haven't got much to grumble
at, oconsédening. Let’s go back to bed!"

And we made our way to the Remove
dormli . Reginald Pitt had gone off, and
he would be allowed a free hand. We had
done our best, but Fate had been against us.

We could do nothing but wonder what the
cxact nature of the game could be,

Sl  —

CIHAPTER V.

Y BANNINGTON—NELSON LEE MAKES DIS-
COVERIES—THE MYSTERIOCS HOUSE,

EANWHILE Reginald Pitt was cycling
to Bannington. He was quite un-
aware of the excitement which had
been ocoasfoned by his decparture,

and he little realised how near he had come
to being eloscly followed.

But even then—even if Montie and Tommy
and I had got out—we should have been
faced by a great and unforescen difficulty.
So perhaps it wa3s just as well that we tad
been stopped.

For Pitt was hadn't
rc~koned on that.

'he cunning junior had prepared for the
t.rip beforchand. The bicyclewshed, of course,
was always kept locked at night; Warren,
the parter, saw to that.

Pitt's plan had been quite simple.
took his bicvcle out and concealed it in a
dry déitch next to thie playing-fields. It was
completely hidden, and, after getting out of
his study window he simply fetched the
bicyole and rode off.

cycling, and we

Upon his return he would lay it in the |

rame hiding-place, and take $t back to tho
bicyclcshed in the morning. Perfectly simple,
but cunning, nevertheless. It was a little
point which proved {hat Pitt looked after
the details. .

He chucklcd as lie rode on his way. The
road was lonely, and he had it quite to him-
eclf. Bannington, he knew, was a sleepy old
town, and it would also be deserted.

But there would probably be one or two
policemen abowt. And thess worthy minions
of the law, although not rcmowned for their
intelligénce, wonld certainly know that St.
¥Frank's juniors had no right abroad at such
en hour.

Pitt, therefore, was wearing a light over-
coat over his Etons, quite concealing them.
And he wore a soft felt hat. In the gloom
anybody would mistake him for a smallish

man. MHe ccertainly did not look like a junior
echoolboy.

Pitt was rather glad that the Bannington
Town Council had believed in strict ¢co-

pnomy. The majority of the street lamps were
out, and the others were only at gquartcr-
power and counsiderably obscured.

L-ceything was quict when Pitt arrived.
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He cycled Into the High Street, and then
turned sbarply down a narrow lane. Pre-
sently he came to the low quarter of Ban-
nington, where dingy houses lined the strects,
and almost took on the appearance of slums.

Pitt was obliged to dismount from his
bicycle in order to ascertain the name of the
etreet he panticularly wanted. But he dis-
covered it at last. And then he searched for
a particular house. Locating it after some
little trouble, he took from his pocket the
letter he had prepared in Fullwood's etudy
and pushed it under the door, there being no
letter-box.

‘“ That’'s done, anyhow,” he murmured.
“0Old Smale will think that the postman
delivered it by the ordinary morning post.
The stamp ie defacced, and everything. If he
cares to cxamine the postmark he'll only
think that the letter was a bit delayed.”

Pitt remounted his bicycle and rodo slowly
away. He was quite unconscious of the fact
that an exceptionally keen pair of eyes had
been watching him for some little time.

Those eyes belonged to Nelson®Lee.

The schoolmaster-detective was not of the
eame material as the country police; Pitt's
‘“ disguise '’ was utterly uvseless against the
cxperienced cye of Nelson Lee. My esteemed
guv'nor, in fact, bad recognised Pitt on the
instant, and had followed him.

Perhaps you'll want to know what the
dickens Nelson Lee was doing in Bannmington
at such an hour? But that's an easy onc.
Tve guv'nor was intent upon making a few
investigations, and ho had had no idea that
Reginald Pitt wonld appear upon the scene.
That was a development which had comc as
2 surprise.

Nelson Lee had come over on his bicyele.
But at the moment of spotting Pitt he waa
dismounted and his bicycle-lamps were ex-
tinguished. Pitt saw nothing of him, but
he saw the junior. And he had followed the
Serpent irom that moment.

Lee’s mission in Bannington was to make a
few quict investigations with regard to the
issue of large numbers of forred currency
notes. He had been asked to look into the
matter by a high official from Scotland Yard
and had already made some progress. ¢

The police had been unable to arrive ¢t
any result. They only knew that the base
currency was being uttered in the neigh-
bourhood of Bannington. The crooks were
wary fellows, and had remained very quict
during the police investigations.

And now a ruse was being ** tricd ont,"” as
Farman would have expressed it. The police
had apparently given up the scarch as hope-
less. Indeed, they were quite inactive.

But Nelson Lce wasn’t.

The detective was working quietly and
sccretly. His greatest difticulty had been
lack of a direct starting-point. But this had
blecn overcome more by luck than anything
else.

While cycling to Bannington, Nelson Lee
had been run into by another cyelist. Both
men had bheen thrown from their machines,
and Nelson Lee's quick eves had noticed that
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a bundle of brand new Treasury notes
dropped from the pocket of the satranger.
There was nothing very particularly start-
Jing in this, but the man’s behaviour had
been significant. He had lost his head, in
ﬂlwt, and had given Neleon Lee the direct
clue.

Instead of remaining calm and apologising
—a8 he should have done, since the accident
had been caused by his own carelessness—he
had stormecd at Nelson Lee in a hilind fit of
fury. The detcctive was well aware that this
fury was occasioned by the exposure of the
notes, and not by the mishap.

Nelson Lee had followed the man, and had
seen him enter a big, rambling house on the
outskirts of Bannington, known as the Her-
mitage.

Lee, although having no actual proof, was
cortain in his own mind that he was on the
rigcht track. While watching the Hermit:ge,
Leo had witnessed the depagture of a boy—
and bad not recognlsed him. Upon arrival at
8t. Frank’s, however, he found that Pitt had
just got bome from Bannington!

‘Thie, in itsell, was not particularly start-

ling, for the juniors frequently cycled to
Bannington of an evening. But Pitt, for
some reason best known to himself, had lied,
telling Lee that he had only been to the
village.

Even now there was no direct proof that
Reginald Pitt was connected with the Her-
mitage, but the supposition was most hkely.
Nelson Lee was in no hurry; the famous
criminologist did not believe in rTushing
things. Whenever possible, he conducted a
case quietly and deliberately. '

_And to-night he had cycled over to Ban
nington with the intention of doing a little
acouting. He had already been rewarded in
& maaner which was quite unexpected. But
what was Pitt, of the Remove, doing in this
low quarter of the town? It was far removed
from the district where the Hermitage wae
situated.

Pitt cycled on his way back to the High
Btreet, quite upconscious of the detective in
his rear. Nelson Lee was after greater game
than Reginald Pitt, but he did not make
the “‘mistake of ignoring the affair. Pitt
might only be a pawn in the game, but he
was certainly a factor to be reckened with.

Nelson Lee did not worry himeelf as to the
reason [or Pitt’'s movements in Bannington;
he simply followed him, and left all prob-
lems until he could think them out coinfort.
ably. He necded all his attention upon the
business on hand.

Pitt glanced back once or twice after he
had cycled into thc High Street, but he saw
no sign of Nelson Lee. This was mnot sur-
prising, for the dolective’s machine was carry-
ing no lights, and he took care to ride In
decp shadow.

Contrary to his expectations, Pitt did not
ride straight back to St. Frank’s. He turncd
down a @ide road, and made his way to the
Hermitage. ‘

8o I was right, after all!' murmured Nel-

|
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son Lee grimmly. 1 wonder how thia hony
is conneccted with the business? 'Fhe case is
growing quite interesting.”

Pitt wheeled his bicycle into the gatew.y
of the Hermitage, and disappeared among
the heavy trees. And Nelson Lee, having
dropped his own machine into a ditch near
by, crept forward.

Within a minute he was inside the Her-
nmitage grounds.

There was a side-door in the old honse,
and it was easily reached from the front
garden. Nelson Lee had thoroughly recon-
noitred the position beforehand, and he ha!
fourd a means of reaching this side-docr
silently and in complete cover. There werr
many bushes growing near by, and the d.-
tective crept along behind them, and at
length faced the doorway.

Regirald Pitt was standing there.

It will perhaps he wondered why he hadn't
heard the movements of Nelson Lee. Any-
body who knows the guv’'nor, however, il
knows that as a shadower he was second tin
none. He could creep after a quarry almost
upon his heels without heing seen or hear !

In the present insiance he was rather
astonished. He had fully expected to tind
the c<ide-door deserted. But here vas Pitt,
standing in the doorway, and he had ajppa-
rently made no atfempt to knock or ring.
Instead, he was scarching his pocket.

‘“ Confound the rotten thing!” Lec hear:
bimm mutter.

There was another slight dclay, and Llhen
Pitt gave a little exclamation of satizfactiun.
Without further delay he pressed the hboil-
push which was aflixed to the doorpost.

Quite distinctly Nelson Lee neard the ring
within the house. It “was not an ordinary
ring, but consisted of five erratic jerks -
evidently a prearranged signal.

The door opeuned after a few seconds’ delay
and a dim light strcamed out. This wu3
Guite concealed fromm the road, however,
owing to the door being at the side, and be-
cause of the intervening shrubs and trecs.

** Here again, Field,” said Pitt pleasantly.

“You know the word?”’ asked the man
who stood in the doorway.

Pitt made s>me reply, but Nelson Lee
could mot catch it. DPut the detective was
using his eyes, and he was astonished to sce
that Reginald Pitt was wearing a cloth mnsk
which concealed his face to liis mouth! This
was certainly a surprising thing.

The door closed, and all hecame quiet.

“ Well, upon my coul!” breathed Nelson
Lee. * What can be the meaning of this? A
jenior schoolboy visiting a house which 1 am
convinced is the abode of counterfeiters at
the hour of midnight! That, in itself, is
startling. But why thc musk?"

This was really extraordinary. St. Frank's
beys did not usually visit strange houses at
the dead of night wearing masks. Such cn
event, indeced, had never before occurred
within the momory of St. Frank'a.

Nelson Lee waa not given imiich time to
think. While still crouching there. footsteps
sounded upon the path. A man balted
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acninet. the doorway, fumbled with his head
for a few moments, and then rang t.hu bell
- 4n preciscly thc same manner as Pitt had
rung it.

The door |mwncd once agaln,

“The word?'' asked the doorkeper.

' Silvertown,”” replied the newcomer.

e was admitted, and the door quictly
olosod. Three minutes later there was
anothor arrival, and the formula was just the
esamec. And buth men were masked.

Nelson Lee's theories began toppling.

Ho frowned with perplexity.

“H'm! 1 ecertainly cannot underatand
this!’”* te told himsclf. * Perhaps 1 am
wrong in supposiog that this house Is the
bhirtiplace of tho forged currcney notes.
Whatever it is, there s mo honest busincse
being transacted; of that I am certain.”

Annther man arrived. He was also masked,
and gave the password * Silvertown '’ with-
ont hesitation.

After that there were several departurces,
Men came ont, and cast off their maske
almoal at once. They walked away quietly,
and went in various dircctions.

“If it were not actual reality T should he
inclinad to sunspeet that the whole thing
was a dream,” muttered Lee grimly. * This
(reer prm‘ﬂ{ure euggeste a sceret soclety.
But that is preposterous! A sccret society
in Bammimgton '’

The idea cortainly was farcical, but Nelaon
lee had to take into account the proven
fuc's Men had come adisguised, they had
piven a sccret password, and had been ad-
mitted.

Netson Lea had no intention of letting the
matt.r rest at this stage. He was fully de-
termined to inveatigate further. And heo
wondered whethicr there was any object to he
gained hy remaining within the Hermitago
garden any louger. As eventa proved, there
wias ni objeet to he guined; and quite an
important one, too.

The door opencd onee agaln, and a slight
form passcd out.

“Jlaven’t stayed long to-night, sir,’”” re-
marked the doorkeeper pleasantly,

' No,” enld Pitt. *1t's rather late. 1
shiall be heee again next week—Tuesday, I
cxpret. And 1 might bring some {riends
along with me. They're all reliable.”

. '{'ll(‘ud;l}'. you sar?'’

LK} .("k_.'

* Do you Vnow the password?”

*“Oh, hang! =nid Pitt. * There's no need
for that beastly formality, Field. My chivvy
i« hidden, hut vou hnow me all right—-*'

“Mv orders, slr,” said Ficld stifly. ¢ And
it you're briuging some friends it's all the
more important. The pnsaword for Tuesday
Jwill be ‘Something fresh.' Understand, sir?®

“Well, what Ia it?"” asked Pitt,

“ Why, I've just told ou—"

““No, yvou didn’t,”” sald Pitt impateally.
*“ You ouly sanid that the password would
b something fresh. Well, 1 knew that all
alaong. It'z bound W be something fresh—''

‘L e doorkeeper chuckled.
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“You've misunderatood, sir,’”” he said.
“They are the actual words to be used.
* Something fresh’.”

“Oh, I see,” grinned Pitt.  How was [
to know? That's a fatheaded password, any-
how. 8till, it's as good as any other, and
it's quitc easy to remember."”’ '

‘“ You'll have to come on Tueaday, though,”
said Ficld. *‘ The password is changed cvery
night, and 1 couldp’t admit you on Monday
or Wednesday, say.”.

‘““That's sheer rot,” said Pitt. “ You
know me—"' _

‘““We can't be too careful, sir,” said the
doorkecper.

“All right, I'l come on Tuczday,” re-
marked Pitt. *‘ Good-niglit, Field."”

* Jood-pight, sir.”

The door closed, Pitt removed his clnth
mask., and took his bicycle from among the
bushes. Then he wheeled the machine to thd
gates and rode ewiftly away.

Nelson Lee, who had heard everything, re-
mained perfectly still. Hc was looking rather
grim.

‘“Very interesting!”’ he told himself. * So
Pitt is coming again next Tuesday-—with soma
fricnds, if you please! I am heginning to
suspect the true nature of this place. Un-
less I'm very much mistaken, it is nothing
more nor less than a glorified gambling-den.
Bt I am rather surprised at the elaborate
precautions.”

The deteetive chuckled to himself.

‘“Not so very elaborate, after all.” he
went on. The password for next Tuesday is
‘ Something fresh.’ Well It is an un-
doubted fact that sonmiething fresh will cer-
tuinly occur on that evening! TYor I shall
risk my &kin and gain admittance into thia
building. T would do so to-nizht, but it is
too late. Everyhody fs departing, and 1 am
also in nced of a mask.””

Ncleon Lee remained while several other
men emerged. His thoughts were busy. Yes,
he would certainly come on the following
Tuesday. But he would take precautions; ha
would not rely upon a musk alone. Under-
neath the mask he would wecar a disguise,
in case of emergencies.

The whole adventure was iateresting, and
Nelson Lee was keenly determined to ferrct
out the actual truth in as short a spacc of
time as possible.

But exciting events were destined to occur
at St. Frank's before Nelson Lee visited tho
Hermitage in disguisc!

—-—— N

CHAPTER VL

A VISITOR FOR STUDY C—RATHER A SHOCK—IN
DISGRACE,

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH slared.

He certainly had some cause for
indulging in that rude bchaviour.
Churchi and McClinre stared also, and
Reginald Pitt grinned. In fact the little
aroup of Ancient House juniors standing on ®
the steps were all interested.
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A visitor had arrived.

The time was just after seven-thirty, and
the Triangle was rather gloomy in the deep
dusk of the autumn evening. And a slight
altercation was in progress between War-
ren and the visitor, in the centre c¢f the
Triangle.

“ ¥You raust 'ave made a mistake,” Warren
WAas saying.

“You shut your lip. my good feller!’ ex-
clnimed the newcomer politely. “I'm Josh
Smale, an’ T don’t take no back answers from
common porters! See? You show me the
way to Study C, in the Ancient 'Cuse, or
I'll report you for hinsolence.”

Handforth stared harder than ever.

‘“The man’'s dotty!” .he declared. * Study
C! What the dickens does that beery-look-
ing rotter want with Nipper?”

‘“ Better ask Nipper,” said Pitt coolly.

He strolled forward, and the other juniors
followed him: At close quarters Mr. Joch
Smale was even less prepossessing in appear-
ance than the juniors had supposed.

He was a small man, but his face was
coarge and bloated, and a cheap cigar stuck
out of the corner of his mouth. At least,
Hanlcllrorth judged it to be cheap, by the
smell,

Mr. Smale was dressed in an ext.remely}

flashy manner. His clothing was shabby,
but he managed somehow to give himself
a smart appearance. That is, smart from his
own point of view. Tregellis-West would
have becen on the point of fainting just to
look at him. His suit was of a loud ?at-
tern, and the trousers gripped hi. legs
tightly, giving him a horsey appearance. A
light-coloured bowler -sat at a rakish angle
upon his head.

“P'raps you young gents cam put me
right?”’ suggested Mr. Smale. ‘“I'm lookin’
for Study C—a young gent o' the name of
Master Nipper. Him an’ me wants to talk
-buginess!’’
~ **Nipper!” gasped Handforth. ‘' Oh, rot!
Nipper wouldn’t want a chap like you in his
study! 'Tain't likely. You'd better clear
off before you're chucked out, my man!”

‘ Rather!”

* Buzz off!” .

Mr. Smale looked round aggressively.

““1 don’t want none o’ your sauce!”’ he
said coarsely. *I'll give some of yer a
swipe on the ear if you give me any more
o' your lip! I'm a gentleman, come to see
another gentleman—-"’ . _

“ That's all right,”” eaid Pitt calmly.
* You want Study C?”’

* That's the ticket.”

¢ Follow me—I'll lead you there,”” said
Pitst.

He walked towards the Ancient House.
and Mr. Smale followed him. Handforth and
Co. and the other juniors gazed at one
another indignantly, but did not attempt to

interfereo.
* Nipper will soon chuck the beast out!”
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of Bannington—a heastly bookmaker chap—
about the lowest rotter In the town!”
““Jolly queer, anyhow.” said Marriott,
with a ancer. ** What does he want with
Nipper? Looks to me as if Nipper ain't such
a saint as he pretends to he—— Yarroooh!”
Marriott sat down cn the gravel abruptly.

‘ Say anything like that again, and you’ll
get it worse!”’ roared Handforth, whase huge
fist had performed the operation. *“ Nipper

ain’t your class, you cad!”
howled Marriott

“You wait and see!”
furiously.

By this time Mr. Smale was within the
lobby, and Pitt conduacted him quickly to
Stady C—in case any oi the masters should
be encountered. And a large crowd fol-
lcwed, including Fuliwood and Co. and half
the Remove. Pitt indicated Study C. :

‘““That’s your destination, Mr. Smale,’”” h
said pleasantly.

* Thank ye, young shaver,” remarked the
visitor. ‘* Nice-spoken Kkid you are. No
swank :ibout vou, an’ that’s wot I like. This
‘’ere door? Good enough!"’

He entered without knocking.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West und Tommy Wat-
ean and X were in the middle of prep, and
I didn’t trouble to look up.

“IBusy%" lI( said fcur!isfr. t';Outside!"

“I'm looking’ for aster Nipper,”
nof@nced Mr. Smale. PPEn

The bheery voice broke upon my ears
coarsely, and I looked up in shcer astonish-
ment. A gasp came from Montie, and Wat-
son blotted his exercise hopelessly.

“ Who—who is it?7’ he asked faintly.

“Weren't you expecting him?” grinned
Owen major. ‘““ He came abnnt ten minutes
ago and inquired for Studv C. Warren
wouldn’t tell him, so Pitt obliged.”

_ II: rose to my feet, suspecting an ill-tempered
JOKe,

‘*“ There's a mistake,” 1 said quietly. * Wheo
are vou?”’

“M_y. name's Smale—Josh Smale.” replied
the ;mtor. You're Master Nipper, I 8'pose?”’

al es."

“Then you're the gent I want to see—-""

‘““Sorry, but I have no great inclination

an-

‘Lto see you, Mr. Smale,” I said smoothly. -

“You’ve made a bloomer, I think. Wasn't
it Study A you wanted—or Study E, per-

haps?l!

“Ha; ha, ha!”

‘““ Funny, ain’t it?"" snapped Fuilwood
furiously. .

“If you'll go along to those studies,” I
went on, * you'll be on more favourable
ground, Mr. Smale. You're a bookmaker, I
think? I believe I saw your name in the
local newspaper recently—in connection with
some betting affair?”’

Mr. Smale scowled.

‘““ No need to rake that up!” he smapped.
‘“I've come ’ere in answer to your letter, an’
I don’t want no hinsults! Wot did you
want to send me a letter for—"

‘“ Begad! The poor man’s dreamin'!"

said Hubbard, of the Romove, ¢ HE's Smale, | murmured Sir Montie. * You haven’t been
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writin' letters to bookmakers, have yvou Nip-
per? You bet me a jam tart to a lump of
sugur that it wouldn’'t rain to-night, but I
diddn't know that you went in for anythin’
more serious!’”

There was & chuckle from the passage.

“It's some fatheaded jape, of course!”
snorted Handforth, I vote we kick this
bonzy rctter out! He's making the air
simply  horrid! Supposin® some of the
masters come afong?”’

“That'll be awkward for Nipper—eh?”
sncered l'ullwood.

] laughed.

“] don't mind if a dozen masters come
along,” I said. “Y haven't written this man
any lctter, and I'vo never spoken to him
beforc. There’s no need for us to quarrel,
Mr. Smale. Therc's becn a mistake, and 1
should really like this interview to close. You
won't mind shutting the door after you, will

you?"
it!”" added Watson

‘“ But don't
politely.

Mr. Josh Smale scowled agaln.

“If you think I'm goin’ to stand this ‘ere
treatment vou're mistook!” he cxclaimed
roughly. “If you didn't mean wot you said
in that letter, you ought to be ‘orsewhipped.
I'm a busy man, an’' I can't afford to wasate
my time in comin’ over for nothin’. See?”

“ No, I don't sece,”” I replied. *“ I've asked
you to get out quietly, and if you can’t take
a hint, I shall adopt different measurcs.
You’'ll get chucked out, Mr. Swinale!"”

“ That's right!'’ said Pitt. ‘ Turn on your
old pai! I can see the meaning of this
gamo all right.”

“ What do you
ficrcely.
Pitt grinned.

“ Nothing simpler,” he said. ** You wrdte
to Smale, making an appointment or some-
thing, but you didn’'t expcct him to come
gso jolly publicly, did you? You're trying to
get out of it——"

“That's what you're going to do!” in-
terrupted Handforth grimly. *“ You're going
to get out of it—you cad!”

Pitt did! When Handforth started, there
was no stopping him. And the majority of
tho juniors were on his side, and they
clearcd a way rapidly. Pitt was ejected
from Studv C with much force.

\le hit the opposite wall with a bang and
slithered over. But he was on his {cet
again in a second, calm and smiling.

““ A fellow who has the courage to show
up u sneaking hypocrite always gets hard
knocks!"”' he said coolly. “You'll find out
the truth before long, and be sorry that you
touched me!”’

He was howled down, and the interest of
the crowd was once more centred upon the
cvents within Study C. A visitor of this
description had never before seen
within the old walls of the Ancient House.

“Well, what's goin® to be done?” dc-
mand:d Mr. Ymale aggreseively.

bang

mean?’ ] dcemanded
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“Quitc a lot—if you don't clcar out!” I
replied.

“0Oh, I'll clear ont!” said the bookmaker.
“I don’t want nothin’' to do with a young
shaver o' your class. But I'll trouble you for
my expenses, which amount to fifteen bob.
You'll have to pay for this funny joke o°
yours!”’

“Don’'t be an idiot!” T snapped. * You
won't get a farthing out of me, I cxn tell
you."’

‘““Tlo, won't I?"" roared Mr. Smale.

‘““No, you won't!'!”

“We'll gee about that!™” snarled the man.
“Jf you don’'t dub up within a bloomin’
minute I'll go straight to vour 'Eadmaster,
Understand? I'll go an’ give you away."

‘““ My dear man, you can do what you like,"”
I replied. “I domn't think you'll come out
best in an interview with the Head. But
you might as well be ejected onc way as
another. Decide quickly, though.”

Mr. Smale trembled with rage.

“You'll find T ain't the kind o' man to
play tricks with!"” he shouted. ‘' Wot about
this 'ere letter? Wot will your 'Ead say to
.téu’at? You signed it, an' you can’'t deny
l .ll

He tore a letter from his pocket and
waved it savagely. There was a murmur
from the fellowa out in the passage. Owen
major and Handforth pressed forward.

‘““ Did you write this lcttcr, Nipper?' de-
manded Handforth.

‘“Don't be an ass!” T snapped crossly.
‘“Of course I didn’t—I don't know anything
abouf, the rotten thing.” -

Mr.- Smale opened it out
hands.

‘““ There it is, young gents!' he exclaimed,
turning to the door. * Look at it for your-
selves! 1 ain't a ’'ard chap to git on with,
but, I'm blowed if I'll atand any nonsense!’
_ Handforth took the letter and glanced at
it. His expression changed abruptly, and a
gcood many other fellows looked over his
shoulder.

“It’'s Nipper's handwriting!” yelied Full-
wood. ‘

‘““ By Jove, 80 it i3!" said De Valeric.

Handforth looked over at me,

“1'm the most loyal chap in the Remove,
Nlpper," he said slowly. “I'll stick to you
right along., hut why tho dickens did you
giepy writing this? It wasn't quite the
hing.

He turned the lctter round so that I could
sec it. I had been growing very angry. But
now 1 started, and Tregellis-West and Wat-
son started, too. For the letter which Hand-
forth held in his hand was the sarcastic noto
I had addressed to Reginald Pitt!

I knew that the juniors were watching me,
and they must have seen the startled ex-
pression In my cyes. I could hardly blame
them for misunderstanding.

‘“Great Scott!” T shouted. ¢ How—how
did you get that letter, Smale? Pitt gave
it to you, I'll het a quid.” |

The bookmaker looked blank.

with shaking



"NIPPER IN DISGRACE

*“00's Pitt?"’ he asked, looking round.

His gaze passed right over Pitt, and I
am absolutely certain that he had never
et the junior until this evening. 1t wase
not a clever piece of acting.

“I'm Pitt,”” said the Serpent. ‘ Don’'t
take any notice of him, Mr., Smale. He's
trying to get out of it. that’s all.”

“Let me look at that letter!”” I said
quietly.

“*“Don’t you give it to him!" exclaimed
Smale. ‘I don't want it torc up! ’'Old it
s0’'s he can’'t reach it!” ’

Handforth did so, and I saw that the letter
was exactly the same as I had written, with
one exception. Reginald Pitt had evidently
improved upon his first idea, for he had
added ‘' Dear Mr. Smale,” and the hand-
writing was absolutely identical with mine.
He had had plenty of my writing to copy
from in the letter itself; but the work wes
executed with great cleverness. Under a
microscope false strokes would prcbably be
detected, but the members of the Remove
were not so particular as all that. It looked
like my writing, and they took the rest for
granted—cspecially in the light of what im-
mediately followed.

““ Begad!” murmured Sir Montie.
ghockin’, c¢ld boy.” -

“Rot!” I said. ‘‘It’s just a beastly joke.
_ Thu.p’ letter wasn’t meant for you, Mr. Smale

;‘ Oh, ain't it? Then why's my name
at?”

““I didn’t put it there!” I retorted hotly.

There was a yell from the fellows—uarticu-
larly from Fullwood and Co.

**Did you write the letter?”
Gulliver.

. I hesitated.

‘“ He's afraid to answer!"” sncered Bell.

‘“No, I'm not!” 1 esnid quietly. *1 did
write the letter—" .

“*You did?”

‘: gﬁ?b“ I didn’t eend it to Smale!”

It .was a long-drawn-out expression of dis-
belief, and quite a dozen fellows gave vent

“ This is

oil

shouted

to it.

“DPon’t you belicve mec?”’ I shouted
angrily.

** No, I don’'t!"” said Fullwood. ' WMaven't

you just admitted that you wrote the
letter?”

** Yes, but—-"

* But, rats! Do you take us for a sct of

idiots? You admit writing the letter, an’ Mr.
Smale brinygs it here. An’ now you have the
Lrttcr cheex to say you didn't send it to

im!”’

It certainly sounded rather steep, on the
face of it, and 1 gritted my teeth as 1
realised the cunning nature of the plot. Pitt,
of course, was responsible. 1 understood
now why that Ilctter had not beon delivered
as we expected. Pitt must have got hold of
it beforehand and sent it to Mr. Smale. The
latter gentleman, being a bookmaker, had
naturally assumed that somebody had wunted
to deo business with him. He was gcnerally

Fﬁt, of a few tips!”
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in a hailf-drunken condition, otherwise he
would have known that the whole thing was
preposterous.

The wording of the letter iteell, now I
came to think of it, was exaetly suited to
the purpose for which Pitt had used it. The
other juniors, reading it, could not belp
being shocked.

To all intents and purposes I had written
to Smale, asking him to come over, being
ovidently anxious to make betting arrange-
ments with him and to give him some tips.
Possibly the drmnken fool had believed that
I had some direct tips concerning rscehorses,
out of which he could make much proiit.
But the wholo thing wae absurd.

If the fellows had remalned calm thev
would have known it was g put-up job; they
would have known 1 shoufd pever have becu
séo mad as to invite Smale to the schnol.

But they didn’t remain calm.

Everybody was extremely excited, and
they only looked at the evidence as it stood,
without troubling to argue out the [.robabili-
ties. 1t was decidedly exasperatine, and 1
felt like doing some heavy nose-punchinz.
But -1 Kkept my head and remained calm.

*“Look here, Nipper,”! said Handforth
grimly. “ Did you write that letter’”

“ Yes—except for the first three worde.”

‘““What do you mnean, the firat three
words?’’

“Ob, rats!” 1 snapped. ““I'm not called
upon to make any explanation, 1 suppage?
The whole thing's a caddish trick, and you're
all dotty to take any notice of it. The hest
thing you can do is to take I'itt out and
duck him in the fountain.”

“1 was expecting that,” said Pitt calmly.
““You're cornered, and yon're trying to turn
the blame on to somebody else. All hypo-
crites do that. You're found out, you cad!”’
. ** I should think he is'" shouted Fullwood.
‘“Just look at what he says in this letter'
There’s lots of you haven't secn it!'”

Many of the juniors pressed forward, and
the letfer was passed round irom hund to
hand. Mr. Smale, meanwhile, stond looking
on with an air of injured digwity, :cnhdering
the air of the study foul by his ghastly eigay:
smoke and beer-laden breath.

** Why, Nipper can't get out of thia!"
shouted Hubbard, who Lad the letter. ** He
doesn’'t try to, anyhow; he’s admitted that -
he wrote it, and that's good enough for
anybody."”

‘* Smale came at seven-thirty., tno,”” vclled
Owen major. ‘‘ Nipper asked him to call at
Study C, didn't he? 1It's all down here. lHe
says he wants to ddiscuss the subject of
betting." -

* My only aunt!”

** Says he’s anxious to give Smale the bene-
went on Owen Major,
Oh, I say. this is a bit too thick!' e
** Rather!”

‘““Make him explain'!”’

‘“ Nice kind of m skipper, ain‘'t he "

“ Kick him out!" rearcd Fullwood.

Sir Montie looked at me qucerly.

* Things are gettin’ hot, old boy,” he ro-

-
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marked. “ Yet it's so frightfully silly—it i3,
really. If only the fatheads would keep calm

it would bLe all right.” o

* Explain—explain!"’ roared thc juniors.

1 looked at them grimly.

“I'm no* going to explain here,”” I replied,
perdectdly calm. *“If you had any sense
amongst the lot of you you wouldn't want
any cxplanation. But I don’t blame you.
You're too jolly excited to think clearly.
Betore 1 do anybhing elee, Mr. Smale is going
1-nmlnc escorted off the premises. Then we'l
talk!”

** Gimme that letter!" roared Mr. Smale.

Fullwood passed it over, and Handforth
took it. He held it out to Mr. Smale, and
then changed his mind.

*“No: I'm blessed if you'll have it!” he
bellowed. ** Nipper says he didn't send it
to you, and I believe him! Understand? 1
delicve him—and I'll punch every fellow's
nose who says he doesn’t!”

Handiorth glarcd round aggressively, and
nobody came forward to have their peses
punched. Hamdforth calmly put {he letter
an bLis pocket, and nodded.

‘“ Yes, that letter's going to be burnt,’” he
went on in a loud voice. ** Why, you silly
idlots, can't you see it's all a lot of rot?
1 ain't particularly brilliant, goodness
knows !’ he went on, with surprising can-
dour. ‘“ But 1 can tell a fake when I see it.
Nipper's all right, and I'lt stick to kim, too!”

* Hear, hear!™ said Church and McClure
lovally.

But thelr voices were almost drowned by
the vells which came from the cxcited throng
Lohind,

“Thunke, Handy,” I said quictly. *““I knew
I could rely on you. Bub if we ain’t careful
we siall have masters here, or prefects—--"'

** Afraid of 'em comin’?” jeered ¥Fillwood.

*“Not at all,”” 1 replied grimly. * But an
affair of this sort wants to be kept to our-
eclves, I've got nothing to fear, Lut Pitt
has, and I'm not going to have anybody say-
ing that I sneaked by letting the masters
know all about it."”

* Quite a good little boy !’ said Pitt sreer-

ingly.
g!rivuwk!

*And you'll pet another one in a nidnute!”
roarcd Handforth. ** Who let this rotter in
azain? Out you go!”

Pitt, having received Handforth’'s fist on
his nose, disappeared backwards thirouga the
doorway. Hia plot, at all events, was not
working quite so smoothly as he had evi-
dently planned.

**Seem to 'ave forgotten about me, ain't
ger:” sald Mr. Smale roughly. * Gimme that
letter, young shaver.”

“It ain't

*Rot!” snapped Handforth.
yours!"
"ve <ot
| B
“You'ro  mistaken!"” said Handforth
grimly. “ Back up, you chaps!"

Mr. Smale swore heavily.
Mr. Smale was seized. The next moment

L won't shift from this room till
that letter, an’ fiiteen bob on top o
there was u wild struggle in progress, and
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Mr. Josh Smale was bundled out of Study C,
hustled down the passage, and hurled into
the Triangle. It was probably the most rapid
exit he had ever made from any btilding.
He arrived in the Triangle on his head, and
staggered to his feet, foauming with rage. A
string of oaths escaped his lips—and that
scttled it. ‘

Even the juniors who wene inclined to
believe the worst of me backed Handforth
up in throwing the blackguard off the pre-
mises. ,

He was simply rushed across the Triangle,
shot through the gateway, and deposited in
the centre of the dusty road.

“And if you attempt to come back, to
smeak to the masters, we'll slaughter you!"’
bellowed Handforth. *‘* That’s clear, ain’t it?"

It was so exceedingly clear that Mr. Josh
Smale picked himself up and slunk away
into the darkneas, making a resolve, then
and there, to give St. Frank’'s a very wide
berth in future!

CHAPTER VII.

THE REMOVE MEETING—FORCED TO RESIGN-—
HANDFORTH'S (CHANCE,

REGARDED Tregellis-West and Watson
with a grim expression in iny eyes. The
storm was over—at Jeast, the first
squall. We could still hear echoes of it
from the Triangle.

Study C had been left to itself by the
crowd, and T had closed the door.

“This is what comes of writing sarcastic
letters!’ 1 exclaimed. ‘““I was a fathead to
send that letter to Pitt. But how the dickens
was 1 to know that he’d make such a rotten
use of it?”

Sir Montie shook his head.

“ Pitt's frightfully cunnin’, dear old boy,”
he remarked. *‘ An’ he’'s deep, teo—he is,
really. He's 30 shockin'ly deep that we don’t
know really what a rascal he is. Begad! He's
capable of all sorts of plottin'!”

‘“l can understand what he did,” T said
quietly. ‘* He took advantage of an inno-
cently worded letter to use it fer his own
purposes, Although he’s a beast, 1 can't help
admitting that he has displaved quite a Int
of cleverness in this affair. It had to be
worked carefully or it wouldn't have panned
out at all.”

“But I don’t understand——"' bezan Wat-
son.
“*It's as plain as daylight,”” I went on.
“Pitt got that letter from Mudford, down
the lane, I expect. He must have known
that we'd posted it, and meant to steal a
march on us. Thén, when he read the letter,
ho eaw that he could makes use of it ijn
another way.”

** How?"

‘“ He simply put it in another envelope and
sent it to Smale,"”’ 1 explained. ° That’s the
cunning part of it. If Pitt had foreed the
whole thing I could have denied having
written it. But [ was forced to admit 1
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wrote this, and the fellows will tlink that
I'm telling a lot of fibs to whitewash myself.”

‘““You've only got to explain,” said Wat-
gon hotly. * We know jolly well that you
never wrote to Smale, so what does it
matter?”’

“It might matter a lot,”” I replied. *' The
Remove’s seething, and the fellows are off
their heads with excitement. We can’t ex-
pect them to be reasonable. And, when you
come to think of it, they’ll find it hard to
swallow the yarn about that letter being
icnt. to Pitt. He must have thought of that,
m.'l

** Well,
Watson.

I looked grim.

‘““ Well, I'm going to take the bull by dhe
horns,”’ 1 replied.
explanation, I'll let 'em have it. There’'s no
reason why 1 should stand on my dignity.
And if I refuse to say anything, it'll only
make matters worse. I'll c3ll a2 meecting of
the whole Form at once!”

** The very thing I was goin’ to suggest,
dear boys!’ said Tregellis-West. *‘1t’'ll be
far better in the end. Misunderstandin's are
always so frightfully awkward."’

Just then the door openmed and Handforth
appeared. He was looking dusty and untidy,
but quite determined.

‘* He's chucked out!” he said briskly.
‘“ Now, what's the matter, Nipper? What's
all thie fatheaded rot? Tell me all about
it, and you'll be as right as ninepence!’’

1 grinned.

** Ninepence isn't enough for me, Handy,"”
I replied. * Awfully good of you to stand
up for me, of course., I'm so grateful that
the words choke in my throat. kut the fact
is every chap with any sense will see that
there’s been some trickery. You've got sense,
Handy—you've proved it. I wasn’t quite
gsure about it until this evening!”

““ You—you ass!”’ snorted liandforth, glar-
ing. ** Of course, I've got sense—sensge enough
to stand by you, anyhow. But what's to be
done? Some of the fellows are kicking up
a terrific row.”

‘“ What do youn suggest?’’ I asked drily.

‘- Why, there’'s only one thing to be done,”
replied Handforth. * We’ll take off our
jackets, roll up our sleeves, and sail in.
There’s only one way of knocking sense into
some pecople, and that’'s with your giddy
knuckles!”

“*Quite a good idea, Handy,” I replied, ‘‘ but
a bit too drastic. No, we’ll hold a meeting
of the Form in the common-room. If you
chaps love me, buzz round and give the word.
I want to tell the Remove exactly what
happened.”

Handforth agreed, after some little demur.
Ile counldn’t quite ee¢ why force si:culdn’t be
applied. Handlorth was always ready to uze
his fists, and was quite impartial. He would
scrap with foes or friends at a moment’s
notice.

However, a Remove meeting was the dest
thing. and ten minutes later the common-
room was packed. Every fellow in the Re-

what’s going to be done?”’ asked

‘“If the Remove wants an |

|

|
|
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?ove-—Ancient. Honse juniors, 1 mean—was
here.

** There's no need for us to waste much
time over this,”” 1 said briskly. *‘ I'm called
upon to make an explanation, I Delieve?’”

‘* Yes, you are!”

“You can't make one!”

* That remains to be geen,’” 1 said grimly.
‘“* The charge against me is that I wrote a
letter to Smale, the bookmaker, asking him
to come here in order to discuss hetting with
me. Now, on the face of it, should I go
and do a thing like that?”

“ We den’'t want any of those politician
tricks!”' roared Marnott. ‘ You’re trying to
get round the question. It doesn’t matter ta
us what you might do; we jolly well know
that you did write to Smale!”

** Rather!”’

‘“Own up, you rotter!”

Quitc a number of the fellows were again-t
me; juniors I had always heen on the bh.st
terms with. They had simply allowed their
excitement to get the better of their judg-
bent. On the morrow, probably, they would
scoff at the very idea of iy committing a
rotten action, whereas now they were rcady

to believe it.

*“ All right,”” 1 went on calmly. *° We''|
take the thing as it stands. 1've admitted
that I wrote that letter. Well, I'll admit it
again. I did write it, but I pested it to
Pitt.”

** Liar!"’ shouted Pitt.

My eyes blazed.

“I'll settle that point with vou later on!"”’
I said. * How you've got the utter nerv: to
stand there, Pitt, is more than I can iinugine.
But, after that Lboat-race affair I shouldn’d
think the Form will take your word against
mine !’

There was an immediate roar of approval,
and Pitt backed away, seowlinge.

‘““ I'm skipper of the Remove, and I thought
it iny duty to tell Pitt a few truthse about
betting,” I went on. *‘ Everybody here
knows now dead against betting I am——"'

‘“ Pretend to be!”’ cut in Fullwood.

““80 I decided to give Pitt a few words,” 1
continued, ignoring him. ‘' Pitt didn't like
it, and sarcastically sugzested that I should
write him a letter, making an appcintment.
Well, I was a silly ass, and did it The lotter
ycu've eseen, the onc which gt into Smale's
bands, was the letter I wrote to Pitt. Tre-
aellis-West and Watson saw me write it, ard
they'll corroborate my statement.”

“Of conrse they will!”" sneered Gulliver.
“We shouldn't expect 'em to do o~nythiug
clse. But that doesn’'t prove anything!™

‘“ Begad! We¢ must really have an inter-
val here, dear fellows!” exclaimed Sir
Montic. ** Gulliver has praetically accused
me of bein’ a liar, an’ I feel compelled to
thrash him on the spot—"'

**Don’t take any notice of him. Montie,"”
T interrupted. “ 1 expeet we shall be called
liars again before we’ve done. We can't stop
for such trifles—"" .

‘ Trifles!"’ gasped Sir Montie.

‘“Well, leave the thrashing until after-
wards,” I amended. * The pint is to cuvp-
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vince these asses that the whole thing s
another of Pitt's plots. That letter, I re-
peat, was sent to Pitt, I didn't write
*Dear Mr. Smale * at the beginning. Pitt
ndded that himself.”

“ Let's have a look at the letter!” called
oitt Owen major,

tHandforth produced it, and it was passad
round. Most of the fellows, I could see,
were seeptical. Pitt had done his work well,
and tlhie juniors found it difficult to bhelieve
that the words had been added afterwards.

‘ Look here, Nipper, I'm on jyour side,”
said the Duke of Somerton calmly. *‘ But
what's the meaning of this. old chap? It's
ot ‘Dear Mr. Smale ® here as clear as day-
light. It could have been added afterwards,
I'll admit. But what puzzles me is that
nothine has been rubbed out-—the paper’s
perfcctly clean.”

‘“That’s just the point of it,”” I replied.
“It wasn't necessary to rub anything out.
I didn't put apy formal address. like that.”

“Didn't you put *‘Dear Pitt 7" asked
Owen major.

*““He isn't dear!” I retorted. I put

nothing at all.”

“Oh, 1 say, that's a bit thick!" pro-
tested Merrell. “ He expects us to bhelieve
thut he started the lettér without putting
* Dear Sir,' or anything.’

“Whnat's the good of talkin'?" said TFull-
weod  acidly,  * Nipper wrote the whole
thing—it's obvious. Blessed if T can make
you chaps out. Why don't you use your
brains” How could Smale get the letter if
it was addressed to Pitt?*

“ Pitt

“Thuat's easy.,” said Handforth.
couldn’t ¢ive it to Smale, 1 suppose?”’

‘“ He hasn't been to Bannington,’” sneered
Gulliver.

“0Oh, hasn't he?’ I gaid grimly. * Where
did Pitl go to last night, then? He got up
at cleven, after lights outy, and T (ollowed
him with Tregellis-West and Watson. He
went to Bannington last night. It's a3 clear
as. daylight.”

“You're dreaming,” said Pitt calmly. 1
didn’'t mave out of my bed last night. You'd
better try another one, Ninper!"

1 looked at him in astonishment. That
he should have the audacity to profess in-
nocerce: was rather startling. 1 hadn’t said
wnything to the other fellows because there
wag no neced to make a big fuss. This was
the first that had been heard of it.

“You--you awful liar!"" roared Tommy
Watson. * You ought to be kicked! Didn't
vou go out through your study window? And
didn’t Fullweod and his heastly pals drop on
us just ng we were following you?”

Fullwood lounged forwazd.

“Don’t take any nolice of all thesg lies!”
he snid calmly. “1t's a pure inventién of
Nipper's. I didn't shift out of my bed lgst
givit and neither did the other chaps.”

** Rather not!”’ agreed Gulliver promptly.

All the other Nuts took their cue, and

1 uttered a flat denial.

LEE LIBRARY

The rest of the Re-
nsove had slept through the affair, and knew
nothing. So it was just a question of be-
lieving Fullwood and (0. or me.

Watson and Tregellis-West and 1 yere
staggered. We had never bhelicved it pos-
sible that TFullwood and Co. could lie so
thoroughly.

““ Well, I've said all I've got to =:ay,” [
exclaimed grimly. “ I've told you the truth
about that letter, and you've heard what
Fulilwood saya about last night's aflair.
Whom do you helieve 2"

“Why vyou, c¢f course!"”
forth.

“0Of course!” agreed the Bo'sun. * Why,
souge my scuppers! Haven't we found Full-
wood and Co. lying dozens of times, mess-
mates? 1 helieve everything Nipper's said.”

“Guess I'll join the company,” remarked

roared Hand-

Farman. ¢ Say, that letter was faked by
Pitt. Guess it's dead casy. I'll allow Pitt's

a leap smart feller, but he'’s sure -ome

crook!”’
““ Hear, hear!"

‘“That's all very well,”” exclaimed Reginald®
Pitt. “ You seem to forget that you've only
got Nipper's word to go on. He hasn’t bee:
able to prove anything. It's just what I
expected of him—he’s trying to get you over
on his side by painting himself white. As
for my story, there's nothing to tell. I didn’t
receive any letter from Nipper, but Smale
did. That is proof—positive proof. You've
either got to believe something which has
becn shoved before your eyes, or belicva
Nipper—who hasn’t got a leg to stand on.
That's the position. Accept his word, or
accept the actual proof about the letter.’

There was an immediate murmur of appro-
val. Pitt had cunningly got some of the
waverers on his side, and he bhadn’t finished
yet, either.

‘“T submit that Nipper hasn’t brouzht for-
ward a shred of evidence to show that hg's
innocent,”” Pitt continued. ‘“ And a chap of
that sort isn't fit to be Form captain., I
call upon him to resign—now!"’

There was a tremendous buzz.
was develaping into a sensation,
chorus of shouts sounded.

‘* Resign—resign!”’

‘“ All right!"” T shouted, white with anger.
‘“It the Remove decides that I'm not fit to
be captain, I'll resign with pleasure. We'll
take a count at once!’”’

Excitement rcigned supreme. Hands went
up in favour of my resignation. Within five
minutes the result was known. By u
majority of three I was ordered to resign the
cuptaincey. |

““ That's good enough!'' I said quictly.

" Dear Dboy, this is shoekin’,” exclaimed
Sir Montie, with keen anxiety. * Who's
goin’ to be captain now?”

‘“The Torm must decide that,” T replied
agrimly,

The affair
and &



NIPPER IN DISGRACLE

Watson, as a member of S8tudy C, was asked
to accept the captaincy. He refused. Montie
refuscd. Pe Valeric and Somerton and Far-
man refused. They were staunch to me, and
didn't want to step into my shoe¢s after what
had occurred.

““This is rot!” roared Handforth, jump-
ing on the table. ‘ Every decent fellow
in the Remove is refusing the captaincy.
What’s the result? Why, Fullwood will be
elected! That’ll be a fine finish to this rot-
ten affair, won't it?”’

‘““Get down!”’ roared Pitt.
going to be elected!”

‘“Yes, rather!”

‘ Fullwood—Fullwood!*’

Tie coromon-room simply seethed with ex.
citement.

“ I appeal to all the decent chaps here!"
helilowed Handforth.
"danger of being given to the biggest cad in
the Form. That would be an absolute dis-
aster. I call upon you to elect me——"'

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

*“You can cackle!” thundered Handforth.
* As a matter of fact, I ouzht to have been
elected months ago—it’s just my job. But
tliis is a critical position. You’ve got to
chcose between Tullwood and me. Who'll
vote for me? Mind you, I've got a distinct

“ Fullweod’s.

“ The captaincy is in

|
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policy. I stand by Nipprer to the death, and
I think you're b lot of idiots for voting
against him. If you elect me—if you back
me up—I’'ll undertake to prove Nipper's in-
nocence and rout the Nuts! Now let's have
the vote!”

I watched grimly., 1t was decent of Hund-
forth to muke the attempt to sive the
situation. He stuck to me like glue, in
spite of the gencral feeling in the Remove.
But 1 dida't expect for a moment that he
weculd get a dozen votes.

But the. uncxpected happened.
Edward Oawald Handforth not only got o

dozen  votes, but he was elected! And
clecred by a decent majority, too! [ think
he was the most surprised fellow in the

common-room, but he rose to the oceasion,
and made a stirring specech—{lhe main sense
of which was that he would make things bum.
I could quite helieve it!

That evening was long remembhered in the
Ancicnt House. Handforth's victory was ro-
garded as a joke more than anything else—
except by Fullwood and Co. And Nelson
Lec made my mind easy. In a little chad
with me he calmmly teld me that Recinald
Pitt would soon gct his descrts, und that
I merely had to wait.

But quite a lot was to happen before [
became captain of the Remove again!

THE EXD.

NEXT WEEK’'S STORY

WILL BE ENTITLED

“Expelled From St. Frank's!”

It is Another Magnificent Yarn of
NIPPER and Co. and the Mysterious
NEW BOY PITT.

m———

A——————

OUT ON WEDNESDAY.

WAR-TIME PRICE—THREE-HALFPENGE.
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The Firel Chaplers,

Basil HooD iz a new boy at Lillleminster Scheol.
On his arnival he males a friend of

JORAN CRALLIS, @ Semior in the PYIA Form,

MYRRS and COGGIN ere two bduilies. who, with
some ofAers, try to make ('Aallis jom (he
“Clubs,”” an alNetie society. Ile refuses,
and they driermine (0 send NMm to Corentry.
He is persvaded later by Mr. Evans, n masler,
to join. (‘Aaliis takes Hood fehing in a
punt, and saves Ais I{fo. A dny or Lwe afler he
rvn« auway from schond o nbtuin money from
Ais falher to pay for (e damaged punt.
Rawsd and heo other faygs, naumaed Faweett and
Raumond, offer to do Mis lines for Iim. He
rejues.

(Now read on.)

e ——

BASIL'S DISOOVERY.

O lL¢ diemiased them, none too graci
oualy, and they retired, to s ong
into the suunlight and the fun that
awaited them bhere. For it was hall-

holiday and ¢he playing-fields were full.

* Pretty rough, John Challis fagging away
at all that rot.’" cried Fawcetl sympnathetic-
allv, ma he glanced up at the window of
Johin's room. ‘* But jolly brickish of him
not to take uws on, wasn't it? Catoh any
ol the others doing 1.7

“| think some of ‘em might. il none of
their ewn Form offered,”” grinned Raymond.
'l.llu‘l": coming L0 have a swat at the nets,

al?”

“*Nou, thanks.” answered the fag. turning

away. I don't feel like cricket. And I'm
such a Juffer at jt.”

** 8 lupg, then. See you later. Ta-tal”

Nasil wandered idly, thoughtfully, through
the ahool grnaunds, and taking the roasd that
lod to the Awle, walhed onward until he
reachiced the river. HMere, turning along the
towing path, hw at length came to the bplace
where the pont had been moored en that
over uemorable day whea John bhad taken
him fabing.

The small boy glanced at the
at the owiltly fowing stream, a
myriads of fAive were

fles, and
whieth
swarming. He [fcll

decp mto thought., and knew, as he looked,
that the punt could never have broken away
nf its own accord. Who, then, was the
enewy who had served such a dirty trich
upon John Challis?

For a minutc or more he looked vaeantly
at the flowing water, and then as he half
turned, fancying he heard a sound, the mov-
ing leavea passed a flash of sunlight that
revnljd a shining object lying upon the
ground.

What was it that lay there, inches deep in
the grass? He moved to the spot, groped,
but could not find it. Again the leaves
danced and the sunbeams flashed, and again
the glint of silver caught his eye a few
inches from his feet. Stooping, he picked
up the thing that lay thcre, and found that
it was a coin with a tiny silver ring
attached.

He held it in his palm, and, turning it
over, wonderedd where he had seen it before.

It was a coln the size of a shilling, and it
suddenly occurred to him that he bad eeen
a simllar one dangling from a heavy silver
watch-chain that Myers wore. He caught his
hreath. The coilacidence struck him as
peculiar, sinister.

If it belonged to Myers, then Myers must
bave visited the spot.

The coin lay close to a bush which grew
near a clump of witlows that overbung the
river,

With blanching oheeks the boy repellcd
the thought that flushed across his mind.

Suddenly there was o breaking of twigs,
and somecone sprang towards him.

Startifig back, Baail saw Myers coanftonting
him. The boy was livid.

His cyes were big with fright, and he
threatened Basfl with his flsts.

“(live me that!”’ he cried menacingly.

. "Why?' anewered Basil. “I've
foumd it! Is It yours?”

‘* None of your cheek! I sfr. give it me,
or eclse —'

Rasil closed his palm, and Myers, guesing
that the fag did not intend to part with the

Just

cviu easlly, sprang at bhim and caught him
by the thruat.
“dave it me!” he hised. “Or I'll thrash

the lif¢ ont of you!”

(Continued on p. [ii of cover.)
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“ 1t's all right,” he managed to'say.
.1 didn't mean any harm, And I we nlrln t
lmvc fonght kim 1f he hadn’t hit me ﬂrst

* Supporting lmsll the (”l]»lmrl tarned  to
\l\(-m sy, ¢ ¢ A o 55+ 5

s s Did you mean to throw Inm iptn th(_,--
river?~-- he < demanded, “and  his© voice " was
like ice. . iy ¢ Tpr i3
. |l \0 u‘ . g ~ - - " . >

ers was very white, and hung his head:
teWell) it looked like it. It seems to me
lurkvh‘lmt I happened to be near. Youn wcere
ilFlVlnga‘Mu kid.that way \uw I want to
knnw what the row was ahout,.’
=Myérs, forcing n smile, cd"vd‘:m'-:v
-'m;., luq.c.hnulth rs, :
oIt Lwas nothing more than 1 told you,”
s,u(l e off-h: indedly.s “ The- kid found a com
in sthesgrass, and wouldn't hand it over when
I asked him. ' . . ST i
« Perey = Grainger, _ with _raised ¢y
'"llll!(fl at  Buasil, T ,
< What' eoin was that?' he asked quietly.
¢ n w9l drew it out of his pocket and showed
it 0 . »
CPhiat anid le.
T H'm!. And issthe
5 'I‘Im.‘%'.('.h:lllunm-tl lh{-'hllll,v, conecealing his
unedsiness ~with - a * forced laugh, moved
-uimﬁlu*r. SEOD AWAY. 3D ir® e U
‘No,” said he, 4O just-wanted to hiav
n In'nk at it,-and he wouldn't let me, that's
all.’ £ S ‘- R N b"" L
s Basil. was astonished. Wy,
Lthe nlll’]llhba"lldﬂ"&”(i‘-ldt‘ g thes fag’ feld
anre hie had seen itTon® Myers's.watch-cbain
sW By Shofldrhe dény lt nmv! - A

AN you consider®that suflicient cause
hrnhll»"lwlltm;., a hny half “your 5I1.".
yon?' i ' R 2.
Mycers:.showed hls tt'l tll in a
“IIH . y Y
1 He's Challis's [ n;,'" ne wturnml d fantliy.
Grainger pointed along the tnwmg -path,

. “Get oottt he eried.s & You're a d:wrtcc
to the school!l 1 shall havé$to -consider
whether it is not my duoty to report this to
Mr. Livans, or the. Head. " 1f 1@ hold my
tongué it will only he on cnnfhtum" that 1
don’t cateh you at this_sort_of thmg acain,
If 1 do, I'll show you no mercy,*Myers."”’
. ~(imingf_‘_r gazed k[nmmly ot B3kl
“H'm! JAnd what'swall ithiss about
',mn’ -lfm At _belong to Myers?'’
-~ aki'sshe art Iu.pi \wlllur:ahml“ He wanried
v tell the  school  captain. of & the cugly
suspicions that were pa.mn;..’ through  his
head. - L
J Yet, perkaps  the coin
belong to Myers. o
! Or,s even  if«itTdid, he
dropped it" there that day)
of ~having “cast’
very

shrug

chrows,

v @« »
L

coin- yours, Myers?"

\La‘i -

do

malizious

she

after all did not
e e¢ \ .‘."..-::; s
might only nave
To accuse Myers
che punt adrift, would be a
sertous thing., DBasd felt that he caght

THE NELSON LEE TIBRARY

ul

(.n]askm my Form.’

Myvers u«mmom

for

!f!:- !E
. -

wire abtut the coin before he sug
a word, and <o sm:lmrrly shook-his nead.

« 1 don’t know,”.. be-answered. *°l doﬂ
think so. - Perhaps 1 would have given

him,~had he .a.ked:  me pmperly Bat hes,
ﬂlways had . his knife into me. He dida't

é

like. my gclm., ‘to fag for John Challig.” " <

to make

“H'm! (Well, he used you prebty roughly,.
that's all [ can say, young 'un, ( R L 1)
showed grit in- sticking up to him ;,Ind,_‘
to see .you marked his face a blt  NoWs"
what do you say to a walk back to tne-‘..
sdmolf !

By the tlme they r(,z(,hcd the qchoml

Rasil had foruétten all about his suspicions
of » Myers. in- the, entertaining gossip about™
spert, dﬂ(' training w. th whicli Percy Gramgel"
enfertained him. -~ . SR
Together they, passed the ates and a8
they “approached | the - ('rlclwft -field, ., they
pranzed for a. moment to watch .as crowdjof
hoys who..werc- staring. .md gaping - at’ t-l‘w‘
practice that was going on in the nets. -~

“ Going to say anything about your llght'
withaMyers, kid?' asked the school captawu.

“ Noy.sies ‘ ' »

“H'm! -How will you :mcount t‘or
bhriises-then?” - “on

«Say I had a tmqlc mth one of thc ot,lfer '

thgs-c

oy "‘1 T e

‘Grainger nodded - = %%
s 01 ~.see hesz eried. .“,El;llln,

; Pomouﬁ_y.
what's thf ‘matter with you?" :

"\Vﬂn donhy had ﬂmllc(l hlm and now came.
rushing up, h¥s facé Betraying the iw(hest,
| cxcitement. - : e

* Why,” a nnr'lclo 3 lnppencrl' “he replied.:

‘“ Here!: ])u you sec that . crow fl of g::ping
1diots?” L P
“Yes!y What are they %tmn" .1t‘>’ f

““ C‘hallis _has come down to haveza.bit of'-
hatting -practice.* = Did "some - Zbowling, .7antl"
ficlding, too, « He's standing up to the fieregst
aroundérs (that . Ryder, Dighy, Chaloner,*(Ct
fonty and Mobbs can, send in,and . they 108
no time,:either. aBut I'm blest lf thcy
beat “him! Look gtathat!'s»7-57 “ e 'y

The -captainys=glancing fm\nr(h the nets,
saw they helders part like magie, and the
hall « go- hurtling across the level of the
ericket-field.» = « ¢ . A
» His eye kindled as ho realised thie strengtih
and- judgment there must hfne been hehmd

that- hibe- . = -7 gt ' . .
When Challis  finished h.":ungcr qpukbi“tﬂ'
DN ol -\..
<L 8oy, :he saul and t,l:ere Wwas a kmdlv

ring in his voice ttmt caused Challis to st
‘““it looks as if you can wield a bat, af J‘

all. - H: allows has gone crocked. . We hav
found a substitute for him yet! Will %l:)
play for_ the ~Next Sixtcen against the

School Eleven?”
(To be continued.)
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