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CHAPTES I.
ROUGH ON HANDFORTH !

ALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD pushed his
R teacup aside and produced a hand-
‘ som¢ cigarette-case.

““ This strike%™is becoming a beastly
nnisance!”” he remarked, as he lit a
vigarette. ““I'm fed up with havin’ lessons
in the Form-room with only you fellows with
me. Old Crowell’s a touchy beast, too. Hand-
forth’s riding for a fall, in my opinion.”

‘* My dear chap, Handforth will soon take
his departure from St Irank’s,”” declared
Reginald Pitt. * Yes, I'll have one of those
cigs. Thanks! I mean to get Handforth
hoofed out this week!"”

“*[ don't see how vou're going to do it,”
said Gulliver bluntly.

““ Well, there are ways and means.’’ replied
Pitt. ** Tregellis-West butted against me,
and he was expelled just over a week Iater.
Handforth will follow by the same route!”

There was something sinister in Pitt's tone.
And even Fullwood and Co., young rascals
though they were, felt somewhat uneasy. It
was so confoundedly snaky—so relentless. In
some vague manner his very ¢ycs appeared to
flash evilly.

“ Aud what about Nipper?” asked Full-
wood, as he puffed at lus cigarette. ** Nipper's
the chap who's been against us more than
itlnybody. I suppose you're afraid to tackle
him?"’

Pitt shook his head.

i NN I'm nnt afraid +a 4anlla Lii;mm "' hao

D1 IVFTCK.)

Fullwood grunted.

“1'm not a very pa:ticular chap,” L zanl,
** But, hang it all, ycu send a giddy <hiver
down my back, Pitt! You speak as though

Handforth an’ all th¢ rest of ‘em are Like
30 many insgects, to be stamped on. You'r< a4
queer beast, you know !’

** Thanks!"' said Pi*t calmly. **But T
manage to do things, don’t 17 If any 1+llow
crosses my path—he swflers! I don’t allew
anybody to gct the bhetter of me and boust
about it aftecwards!”

‘““Oh, shut up!”’ growled Bell.

Pitt lay back in his ehair and laugh.d.

** What's the good of being ecared:”” he

asked. *‘I always take care to make my own
position secure—and you fellows haven't got
anything to worry about. Now this strike i3
getting a bit too hot--and it's got to stop.
And the only way to stop it is to get Hand-
forth out of the way. 1If he does some<thing
which will earn him thc sack, the other
fellows won’'t have the heart to keep it up.”

‘““But he won’'t do nnything to carn him
the sack!” objected Gilliver. *‘* Handforth's
an ass, hut he knows when to stop!”

“You lecave it to me,”" eaid Pitt. “I've
already promised you that Handforthi'a daye
at St. Frank’s arc numbered—and I thiuk
vou've found that 1 génerally keep my word,
By the way, Fullwocd, you might lend me
half a quid, if you've got it to sparc.’

Fullwood passed aver the required sum
with a somewhat bad grace. Pitt had made

a bargain with the Nuts, and he was taking
full advantama f it Tha Qarnant _ ac DIttt
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on in Study A.
st. Frank's, Tommy Watson and 1 were
taking tea with our noble chum, Sir Montic
Tregellis-West.

This may sound surprising, considering that
Tregellis-West had been expelled from St.
Frank's during the previous week. And, to
look at his smiling -ourtenance, it could cer-
tainly not be said that he was unhappy in
his exile.

“ Dear fellows, I'm not worryin’ Ip the
lcast—I ain’t, really!' he said languidly.
‘“* Mr. Lee is doin’ his best for me, an’ I khow

that avavvthin’ will anma Aant all miadht hafnra
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careful !’

I gripned.

“ We're #eeping our eye on Handy,” T re-
marked. * Leave it to us, old man. Hand-
forth is captain of the Remove for the time
being, and bhe’s having a run for his money.
And 1 must admit that he’s been doing jolly
well, considering. I never thought the o!c{ ass
would blossom out so strong!’’

‘“An’ when is the strike goin’ to end?”
asked Montie.

‘“ Blessed-if T know!"”" I replied. * The Head
docsn’t seem to care tuppence about it. He
ignores us completely, and we're allowed to
go our own sweet way."”

* Rather surprisin’, ain't t?”

'"We can’t make it out,” said Watson.
‘* The Remove chaps don’'t like it, either.
They feel that they're being made to look
silly—and I'm not sure they ain't right.*

‘““The Head’'s a wily old bird,”” I added.
A strike in a junior Form is something
rather startling, and- the Head knew jolly
well that harsh treatment would only make
matters worse. By ignoring the whole thing
he’s proving his astuteness. His idea is to
tire us out—and before long the Remove will
get fed up.” .

" We've already advised Handforth to
chuck it up,” said Watson. * But you know
what Handforth is—as obstinate as a fat-
headed mule. He's talking about forcing the
Head’s hand or something. He'll get it in
the neck if he ain’'t earefui.” .

Tregellis-West chuckled.

‘** Handforth’s a good sort. He's a fright-
ful ass, of course; but even frightful asses
ean be good sorts. You're a .good sort,
Tommy.”

Watson glared.

‘* Are you calling nre a frightful ass?’’ he
demanded warmly. :

‘‘ Begad!” grinned Sir Moatie. * Pancy
you takin® a compliment in that way. But,
scriously, old boys, I shall be awfplly glad
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in the Remaove passage at , to get hack In Study C again, although Mp.

an’ Mrs. Ridgeway are treatin’
splendidly. They’re bricks, both of 'em!”

At that very moment we were all scated
in the drawing-room at the Mount, the resi-
dence of Mr. and Mrs. Howard Ridgeway.
They were friends of the guv’nor’s, and Mr.
Ridgeway had been only too willing to invite
Sir Montie to stay there during bis temporary
absence from St. Frank’s.

For it would be temporary, of course.

Tregellis-West had been sacked for
gambling and smoking and generally Wsgrace-

meé

prooxr was o €xpose LIty Ior tne young rascal
he actually was.

The guv’'nor could do that at any moment
he liked; but he wasn't ready yet. That's
why Sir Montie was still staying at the
Mount, unknown to any St. Frank's feilows
except Tommy Watson and myself,

The guv’nor had a splendid reason for de-
laying action. .

He was hot on tWe track of a gang of
rascals who were mixed up in some forgery
business and who ran a gambling-house at
Bannington. Pitt was pally with them—or
athleasb connected with them in some way or
other.

By stating that he had seen Pitt plotting
within the gambling-houee against  Sir
Montie, Nelson Lee could establish Tregellis-
West’s innocence at any old time. But that
would mean exposing his hand. It would
mean that the crooks would get to know
that Nelson Lee was engaged upon the case,
And if they did know that they would probh-
ably take fright and bunk.

And this was not to be thought of. Neclson
Lee was only waiting to obtain the concreto
proof he needed, and then he would strike. 1
had an idea that he would bring off Lis coup
very shortly now.

But during the period of waiting some
surprising things had been happening. Edward
Oswald Handforth, who was captain of the
Remove—quite temporarily—had eonceived
the astounding idea of going on etrike. The
Remove had backed him up, and a strike had

been the result. It had been going on for
some days.

Handforth demanded that Tregellis-West
should be reinstated with full honours and
frecly pardoned. This was a somcwhat tall
order, for the Head believed that Tregellis-
West was guilty. But then, of course, the
Head didn't know anything about Pitt, and
that made all the difference.

Handforth was inclined to be impatienty
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He considered that the Head necded bucking
up. The inactivity was gettin% upon Hand-
forth’'s nerves, and he was beginning to
realise that the strikc was not quitc a suc-
cess.

Truo, no punishments had been meted out,
and the Remove had becn allowed to do as
it liked. But at the same time the Head had
given no Indication that he meant to meet
the strikcers’ demands. To be quite frank, it
looked very much as though the strike was
fizzling out. And anything in the nature of
a frost didn't suit Handforth at all.

Tea in Study D had been a somewhat
stormy meal. Handforth waa in a grumpy
mood, and Church and McClure, his faithful
fft)ums, had had some little difficulty with
im. -

“0Oh, ease up!”’ snapped McClure, aiter
Handfortlhk had made «a particularly long
speech. ** Your voice may sound all right in
your own ears, Handy, but it's not exactly
musical!"”’

““You leave my voice alone!” snappced
Handforth. *“ 1 tell you, I'm gettigg fed up
with doing nothing. Why hasn't the Hcad
made any statement?’’

““Don’t ask me!'’ said Church shortly.

“It's no good asking you anything!” re-
torteq Handforth cuttingly. *‘I've been
thinking, and I've got a new idga——"'

‘“* What, another one?’’ asked McClure
wearily. .
““Yes,”” rteplied Handforth,
dcetermination.  “1 dom’t see

shouldn’t call out the Fifth.”

Church and McClure stared.

* Call out the Fifth?"’ said Church blankly.

* Exactly!"

*“ Call out the Fifth?’ repecated McClure.

‘* What do you think vou are—a couple of
parrots?’’ anorted Handforth. ‘‘ How many
more times do you want telling?”’

““ But what the dickcns do you mean?’ de-
manded McClure.

“ mean exactly what T say,” said the
Remove captain. ** We're on 6etrike, ain’t
we?'’

“I've
allv,

** We're on strike, and we haven’t had our
demands met,”” said Handforth. *' Well, |
dare say you've read in the papers that rail
waymen, or dustmen, call out the bakers in
sympathy when they're having a strike.”’

““I've never read anything like that,”” said
¥McClure. *° Why the dickens should dustmen
call out the bakers?’

Handforth thumped the table.

““ Well, if it tsn't exactly that, they do
something of the same sort,’”’ he said. ‘* Some
fatheaded wheeze, anyhow. Personally, |
don't se¢ what a strike has got to do with
anybody clse.”

“* Then what's the idea of calling out the
Fifth?'' asked Church blandly. ‘1 always
?hought you wcre an ass, and now 1 know
it !’

Handiorth glaved. ‘

““ You've gat no brains!™ he roared. ‘‘ Ain't

with
why

grim
we

heard so0!"’ said Church sarcastic-

the F¥ifth the same as ua’
bere of the Ancient Housc?™

‘“ Not all of them,”” objected McClure.
' Some of them board over in the College
House —"'

* Look here, you'rc simply making all these
objections in order to annoy me!”’ bellowed
Handforth. ‘* My idca is to call out the
Fifth, and then, if that doesn't havc¢ auv
result, to call out the Kixth!”

** The—the Sixth:" gasped Church.

* Why not?”’

‘“*You'd jolly soon find out why not il yon
asked ‘em!” rctorted McClure. * Don't be
such a fathcad, Handy. Hallo! \Who's that!
Come in!"”

A tap had soundcd at the door.

‘“Rats!’’ roared Hundforth. * Keep out!
We don’t want any intruders in the mmiddle of
an argument—— Didn't I tel! you to keep
out, Kemp, you rotter:’”’

Kemp, of the Remove, erotered the study,
cloaely followed by Clifton. "They were bath
unimportant juniors- that ia to say, they
seldom took part in any activity, being mild
youths and not over strong. Jusat at present
they were looking thc worse for wear.

‘““We've comc to tell you about that cad
Starke,”” said Kemp nervously.

“[ don't want to hecur anvthing ahout
Starke—""

‘“ He's been bullying ui,”” said Clifton. *‘1
say, Handforth, you're Remove skipper. vou
know. It's a bit thick when a beast like
Starke charges a fellow and bangs hie head
apainst the wall. I can hardly sce straight,
and I've got an awful bump!”

“I bheard him yelling,”” explaincd Kemp.
‘* And Starke turmed on mc¢ when I went to
sce what was the matter. The rotter toro
my collar off and tricd to ram it down my
back!{"’

Handforth took a decp breath.

‘“Oh, did he?'' he said grimly.
heen playing the giddy ox, has hc?
did this happen?”’

‘“Just now.”

** And where's Starke?"

‘““ Gone to his study, I think,’ said Kemp.

Handforth regarded the two juniors benc:
volently. He felt rather Aattered because
they had come to him for protcetion. As
Remove captain he considered that it was up
to him to get busy.

‘“My dear kida, you shall b¢ revenged ! he
sald kindly. “ I'll tell you what, 1'll go along
to Starke's study this giddy minute!'!”

:: };gg"fathcad!” said McClure in alarm.

“You'll get kicked out on your neck -

“It would take more than Starke to kick
me out!'’ spapped Handlorth.

‘““ Well, it's quite likely that there will be
more than Starke there,’”” rcmarked (hurch.
‘* Kenmore, for cxample.”

‘‘ Do you think I'm going to allow Remanvo
chaps to be bullied by a beastly rotten pre-
fect?”’ exclaimed Handforth warmly. °‘ Not
likely! I'm going to give Starke a piece of
my mind!"

And Handforth went off, full of detcrmina-

Ain't they mem:

' Starke's
When
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tiap, leaving Church and McClure discussing
his probable fate. For Btarke, of the Sixth,
was & prefect and a bhully of the worst type.

Nobody else but Handforth would ever
drcam of goning to Starke's study single-
handed. Church and McClure would have
backed their leader up if they had thought
it any good. But they knew Handforth, and
they knew that he would scoff at their offer.
Randforth never counted the odds, and ex-
periénce of the most bitter- nature never
made apy difference to him.

Mle arrived in the Sixth-Form passage, and
marched boldly into Starke's study after
giving a sharp knock. ‘

““I've heard that you've heen hullying——"

Handforth broke oftf abruptly, discovering
that he waa addressing his remarks to the
thin alr. Starke's study was empty.

" 8illy ass!”’ muttcred Handforth. * Why
the dickens couldn’t he be here when 1
wanted him?’’

He passcd nut into the passage again, and
discovered that Starke was striding towards
him even then. The prefect regarded Hand-
forth unpleasantly.

* What have you been doing in my sfudy?”’
he asked curtly.

“1 was looking for you,"”” replied Hand-
forth. *‘* Look here, Starke, I've just heard
that you've been bullying——''

* Borry,” said Starke. ‘1 can’t atop!'

ITe went into his study and slammed the
door, leaving Handforth gazing indignantly
at the panels. This was past all bhearing.
For a Form captain to be treated with such
brusqueness was altogether scandaloue.
Handforth wasn't going to stand it.

He reached his hand out for the door-knob,
and then paused, rather startlted. A terrific
how! had come from within the study.

* Why, what the——"' began Handforth.

“Yaronooh!'' bellowed Starke frantieally.
“Ow' I'NI—I'l slay somebody for this!”’

Handforth opencd the door.

“ Anything wrong?’’ he inquired, rather
needlessly. _

Starke turned on him In a fury.

“So it was you, was it?" he bellowed.
“ You checky young cub!’

“ Kh?' gasped Handforth,
talking to me?"’

“I'll tcach youn to put tacks on my chair!”
raved the refect, grabbing Handforth’s
collar viclously. ‘' 1 might get blood-poison-

‘““ Are—are you

ing through this, you murderous young
sweep!”

“ Leggo!”’ panted Ilandferth, struggliing
viglently. ‘“*Yow! You're hurting my neck!

How the dickcos can I talk to you properly
while you're— Oh! You—you beast!
Oh, my only hat!"’

There was excellent reason for Handforth’s
gasping cries. Starke. thoroughly enraged,
was hitting Handforth right and left. ‘This
was certainly hard lines on Handforth, who
was absolutely innocent of placing tacks upon

ke's chair. 8S8ome other humorous fellow
must have performed that operation; but he
had not guessed that Handforth would turn
up at such an inonportune time, -1 ¢

' You—you rotter!”” shouted Handforth
furiously.

He was a big fellow, and he delivered
several hard blows upon Starke’s face. - This
only cnraged the prefect more.- And Starke
was a Sixth-Former, years older than Hand-
forth and much bigger. -

The result was inevitable. Handforth,
after having his head banged against the
wall, and after receiving manf violent blows
upon his nose and chin, was left lying upon
the floor of the passage.

‘““That's taught you a lesson!’
Starke viciously.

q He re-entered his study and slammed the
oor.

Handforth, out in the passage, blinked up
at the ceiling, and vainly endeavoured to
count the stars which danced before his
vision. There was no doubt that Handforth
had got it in the neck—and a good few other
places, in addition} ]

pantcd

L
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CHAPTER IIL.
ROT ACCORDIRG TO PLAN.

OMMY WATSON paused with his hand
on the door-knob of 8tudy C. .
‘“ What's that noise?”” he asked
curioualy. '

‘“ 8ounds like somebody dyin’,”” remarked
De Valerie, who was just passing. ‘1 heard
it before you came into the passage. It ain’t
exactly musical—what?’’

‘““T helieve it's Handforth,” I said, frown-
Iing. ** Sounds like his voice, anyhow. What
the dickens is the matter with him? Hij,
Church!” I added, as Church and McClure
emerged from Study D.

‘* What's wrong?’’ asked Church.

‘““That's what I want to ask you,” .1
replled. ‘' Do you happen to know if Hand-
forth has been half-murdered? He's groan-
ing eomewhere, and 1 was wondering if—-
What are you grinning at, McClure?”

‘“ Oh, nothing,”” said McClure. ‘ Church
and I have been expecting Handy back—half-
slaughtered. He went to Starke's study, you
gee, with the idea of giving Starke a piece of
his mind. 8illy thing co do, but it was no
good arguing with him——"

““Hallo! Here he is!"’ remarked Church.
. Weo looked u(f the passage. Edward Oswald
Handforth had just turned the corner. He
was holding his faee in his hands, and strange
gsounds came from him. It was rather un-
feeling, but we all grinned.

“ Anything the moatter, Handy?'’ asked
Watson needlessly.

Handforth uncovered his face, and reveaied
a cut lip, a swollen and bleeding noee, and a_
much-bruised left eye.

‘“Oh, no!"” he said, with bitter sarcazm.
‘** There’s nothing the matter at all. I did
all this myself—I like it. I'll make your
face so that it'll match mine if you like!"’

‘** Well, we warned you—"'' began Church,
*1 don't want any of your sneers!’’ roared
Handforth. ‘*Come into my study, you
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chaps. We've got to pian revenze. If Starke
ain't found murdercd this evening, it'll be a
wonder!"’

We followed Handforth into his study, look-
ing as solemn as owls. Tommy Watson and
I had just come in, and we were in no hurry.
There was no reason why we shouldn't listen
to Handforth's tale of woe.

The door was closed, and Handforth took a
deep breath. De Valerie had followed us
in, and he was greatly intcrested.

“Look at my face!" said
huskily.

**That's rather a tall order—what?’’ asked
De Valerie. ‘* We've looked at it once,
and we’re still alive! But a second look
might prove fatal—"

‘“ You—you ass!"” roared Handforth. '* Who
atked you to come in here?”’

“I thought vou did,”’ said De Valerie
mildly. ‘' But if I'm in the way I'll retire.
And you mustn’'t worry about your face, you
know. It's not your fault that you were
born ugly——"

‘“Ha, ha, ba!”

“T mean these marks!"' hooted Handforth.

“ But you said you did all that yourself,”
T remarked innocently. ‘I thought that you
had been realising what a silly ass you are—
and punched your own lace by way of a
¢hange!”’

Haundforth became deadly calin.

*“ This is what comes of asking fellows into
my study.”” he said bitterly. *‘ All you can
do is to sneer and gibe and make fun of me.
All right, T don’'t carc! Clcar out, the lot
of you!”

““Only a bit of fun, Handy!"' I said sooth-
Angly. *‘Shut up, you chaps. Can’t you see
that this poor fellow is on the point of ex-
glo?ling?‘ I'll bet Starke did this awful

ced—-"’

‘*Yes, Starke did!" roared Handforth. 1
just went to speak to him, and he went for
me like a whirlwind. Accused me of putting
tacks on his chair! I wigh they'd been nails!”
he added darkly.

McClure whistled. ‘

** Did you shove tacks on Starke’s chair?”
he asked. ¢ Well, of all the silly fat-
heads—"

“I didn’'t know anything about it!"” Dbel-
dowed Handforth. *‘ Do you think I've got
nothing better to do than to shove tacks on
people’s chairs? Starke thovught I'd done
it—""

‘ And smashed you?' asked Watson.

‘““ Ain't you got any eyes?’' snorted Hand-
forth. *‘‘ He grabbed hold of me before 1
-could wink, and knocked me about like a
straw. [ never knew lhe was so beastly
strong!”

And Handforth proceeded to go into de-
tails. Then he sank into a chair and dabbed
his face. There was no doubt that Hand-
forth was_hurt; in fact he was put out of
action for® the time being. His head was
>inging like a top and he still felt dizzy.

‘“Of course, Starke had no right to
assume that you had put those tacks in- his
cuair, although your coming out of his study

Handforth

|

H

S
at tihe moment Iooked suspicious,’”” 1 re-
marked. ‘T think this is a casc for re-

prisals, my sons. Starke needs a leason!”’

“I'm going to give him onc, too!"” de-
clarcd Handforth fiercely.

‘““You leave it to us, Handy,”” I said.
‘“You're in neced of a rest. We'll gec that
the foul deed is avenged. We're not going
to have our skipper ill-used, I can tell you!"”

Handforth looked at me suspiciously.

‘¢ Nonc of your rot—'" he hegan.

‘““*My dear chap, I'm scrious,”” I said
solemnly. ‘' Starke must bhe punished—and
we'll punish him, too. But the job will
have to be done cautiously. 8tarke i3 a
beast, but he happens to be a prefect. And
prefects have to be dealt with carefully.”

Handforth snorted.

** Why not collar him and bump bim?"" he
suggested grimly.

‘“ That's your chief failing, my son—precipi-
tancy,” I said.

**Which?"” demanded Handforth.

‘“ Precipitancy,”” I repeated firmly. * If.
you look in the dictionary, you'll see that it
means ¢ haste in carrying out a purpoee,” or
something iike that. And that’s your failing
—haste. You're so ram-hcaded. You don't
stop to consider things.”

“* What's this—a lecture?’” asked Hand-
forth tartly.

‘* No, my son, it's good advice,”” I replied.
‘““If you had been more careful ten minutes
ago you wouldn’'t he suffering from black
eyes and swollen noses now."

‘* How many noses do you think I've got”’
roared Handforth.

‘““Just a figure of speech,”” I explained
patiently. ¢ Starkc is a rotter, and he de-
serves punishment. He'll get it. But it's
no good going to work in the wrong way.
I'll see tlrat Starke suflers; and you can sit
in your °chair, Handy, and recover. I'll
report in twenty wminutes.”

Handforth was still suspicious.

‘““ Look here, I don’'t believe in thus rot—"
he began.

“It doesn’t matter what you helieve in.”
I interrupted. * You stay here and entertain

Church and McClure with your delight{ul
conversation. They'll enjoy—— What's that,
McClure?”

McClure winked at me heavily.

‘“ Oh, nothing,”” he said in a carcless voice,
‘““ Only—only Church and I would rathcr like
to lend a hand in this business.”

“ Rather!" said Church promptly.

““In other words,”” put in Handforth. who
was a great deal sharper than his chums
gave him credit for being—*‘in other words,
you'd rather leave me alone? You don't like
my conversation? All right! Clear out-—I
don't care! Clear out, and cackle over my
woes. And you needn't kid yourself that 1
didn't see that wink, Arnold McClure!”

I grinned.

“I wouldn't dream of taking your faith-
ful chums away, Handy,'”' I said. *' Wateon
and De Valerie and I will attend to the
affair. Tren2t us, old fellow, W'll wipe out
the sta.n.”



6 THE NELSON

! turned to the door and passed out into
the passage. Tommy Watson and De Valerie
foldowed me. We all grinned as we entered
the next-door study—our own.

“By gad! What's the game?’’ asked De
valerie. * You ain't really going to wipe
up Starke, are you?”’

} nodded.

“Of course,” I replied. ‘ But wc shall
have to do some scouting first. ‘We can’t
grtack Starke himself, so we’ll try another
hodpe—the ancient, venerable dodge of fix-
g up a booby-trap. It’'s the oldest wheesze
an creation. but it's a good ’'un. Starke
stust be taught that he can't indulge in
nullying Form-captains with impunity. Starke
has heen asking for trouble for a long whiie,
and now he’ll find some.”

“*But how are we going to do it?'’ asked
Watson.

‘“ Leave it to me,” I replied. * You feliows
nave merely got to keep watch. It wouldn't
be wise for the three of us to crowd into
Starke's studv—it's a one-mnan job. So while
I'm setting the trap you fellows will stay
out in the passage, on guard. If Starke
comes along hefore I've finished you'll both
start whistling * Down Texas Way '’ for all
you're worth. Then I shall hop out of the
window while I'm safe.”

“ He'll think we're dotty—both whistling
e same tune at the same moment!"

* Let. him think what he likes,” 1 grinned.

‘“There’'s no law agajnet the whole House
whistling ‘' Down Texas Way,’ if it comes to

LEE LIBRARY

" No rcason at all!"’ grinned Wateon.

Within two minutes we were in the Sixth-
Form passage, and De Valerle and Watson
took up their stand. 1 calmly walked into
Starke's study and closed the door. The
coal-scuttle, I saw, was empty, and I grabbed
hold of it at once. Then, just as 1 waus
having a look round, the straina of ‘‘ Down
Texas Way ' sounded very urgently.

**Great Scott!” I muttercd. *' Starke's
coming back!” .

It wae no time for conjecture, although it
was fairly obvious that Starke had forgotten
something and was coming back for it. 1
laid the scuttle down and slipped over to the
window. It would be easy enough to escape
into the Triangle, for the Sixth-Form studies,
stmilar to those of the Remove, were on the
ground floor.

But the window wouldn’t budge!

I suppose it was my haste, for the sash
jerked up a few inches and then jammed.
All my efforts failed to move it from that
position—-and I didn’t happen to be possessed
of the qualities of a genie, so it was im-
possible to squeeze through an aperture
three inches high.

‘* This is where I get collared!” 1 muttered
with a grimace.

But 1 wasn't done yet. The fact that
Starke was talking to somebody elee told
me that I should have no chance whatever
if caught. ‘And I simply slid beneath the
table and crouched there. The cloth, fortu-
nately, was of ample proportions, and I

that. ow, we shall want some cinders—"’

“Eh?” said De Valerie,

‘** Cinders,”” I repeated, ** and some ink——"'

“Ink!’ roared Watson.

‘* Exactly!”’

‘* What the dickens for?”

“ Didn’t 1 just say that we were going to
ot a hooby-trap?’’ I asked patiently. * Jt's
no good taking gentle measures with Starke.
He wouldn’t understand a hint; he wants a
thorough lesson. And ink and cinders, with
the addition of a little mud, perbaps, will
couvince him that the Remove i3 still capable
of offensive measures.”

‘“Very De
Valerie.

I made for the door.

offensive—what?’’ grinned

should remain undiscovered unless Starke de-
liberately looked ungder the table.

Meanwhile the whistling was continulng
with great vigour outside. Starke remarke
upon the fact.

** Clear off, you young asses!” I heard
bim exclaim. ‘‘Go and make that infernal
din in your own passage. I'll clout your
heads if you don’t shift!”

He opened the door as he finished speak-
mg, and came in. The whistling ceased at
once. - Watson and De Valerie obviously
thought that their duty was done, and they
believed, no doubt, that 1 had made -my
egcape. .

‘* What's the idea, Starke?’’ asked the
voice of Kenmore, another prefect, and
Starke's bosom pal. *“ Why couldn't you

““We'll do the scouting first,” I said. “*If
Starke isn't in his study, 1'll just pop in and
get the lie of the land. Then we’'ll prepare
the mixture. By the way, isn't there half a
tin of squiffy sardines in the cupboard, Wat-
son? Every little helps, you know, and it's
a pity to throw good focd away!”

‘** Ha, ha, hLa!”

We went down the passage, chuckling. By
great good fortune we passed Starke going
in the direction of the lobby, and safcly
assumed that he was bound for the Triangle
-—particularly as he was wearing a cap.

““Jead easy!” I murmured. * We'll do

spcak to me in the Triangle?”

**Too private,”” said Starke myeteriously.
‘“ Squat down.”

I felt rather uncomfortable. I didn't want
to hear this private business of Starke’s.
But there was no help for it—unless I came
out and revealed myseif. 1 knew that the
two Sixth-Formers would }kive me a great
deal more than Starke had given Handforth,
and I was not particularly anxious to hec
made sore all over. 8o I stiled my fcelings
and lay still. It was a caee of eavesdropping
under pardonable circumstances—particularly

that scouting stunt straight away. Yon
chaps kecp guard, and I'll have a look
round. We might as well use Starke’s coal-
scuttie for the job; there’s no reason why
we should make ours in a iness.” .

-

in the light of what I overheard.
‘“ Private?’’ rcpeated Kenmore curiously.
‘C;Oh, you mean about that Let the other
ay—"
‘* No, I don’t,”’ interrupted Starke.

“ I've
fixed things up with Pitt.”’
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“Pitt¢'" repeated Kenmore, staring.

*¢ KExactly.” .

“ But he’s a Remove kid!"’

‘*“I know that,” said Starke calmly. ‘ But
Pitt's a keen young bheggaf, I can tell you.
Don’'t you rememher that 1 gave you a hint
the other day?t Pitt knows something about
‘a2 gambling-house at Bannington—a ripping
place, where they play roulette—"

‘““‘Rot!"” said Kenmore. * That's all
yarp!”

“I1 thought so at first,"”” agreed Starke.
‘““ But it isn’t a yarn. And ['ve arranged with
Pitt to introduce us to-night. I'll tell you
what, Kenny, we shall have a topping time!"’

I listened grimly. So this was the private
matter! Pitt was bent upom introducing
these two rascally Sixth-Formers into the
cambling-house! I felt fully justified in being
"heneath the table, and kept as quiet as a
IOUSse.

“I don't quite like it,”” remarked Ken-
more slowly.

**Don't like it?
mean?”"’ |

** Well, it may be a trick,”” said Kenmore.
‘“ How do we know that it isn't some [at-

a

What the deuce do you

hecaded wheeze of those Remove Kkidse?
;:'hey're up to all sorts of dodges, you
now.'’

Starke shook his head.

** Pitt’s not that sort,’’ he declared. ‘ You
can take it from me, Kenny, that this
is the straight goods. Aad I've arranged
everything with Pitt for to-night. Rather a
loss of dignity, of course, arranging such a
thing with a mere junior. But that can’'t be
helped. And, from what I've seen of Pitt,
he's rather hotter than we are.” :

‘““What have you arranged?’’ asked Ken-
more.

‘* A8 soon As it is dark we'll slip out and
shove our bicycles into a ditch in-the corner
against the playing-fields,”’ replied Starke.
** Pitt’s going to do the same. And we're
to meet him at exactly a quarter to eleven.”

‘““ He'll get collared, sneaking out—-"'

‘““Rot!” interrupted Starke. ** Pitt's broken
bounds after lights-out a good many times
sincie he's been at St. Irank’s, so he told
me!"’ v

“* He told you?' repeated Kenmore in sur-
prise. * You—a prefect? Well, he's got a
tidy nerve, 1 must say.’’

‘““ The cheekiest kid I've ever come across,”’
said Starke. *‘ Told me all about it as bold
as you please—bhoasted about it, in fact. But
he knows we sha'n’'t do an{thing. because
he's going to let us into the game. 1've
‘never played roulette, and I'm jolly keen to
try my luck. It's a ripping opportunity.’’

** Rather!’’ agreed Kenmore.

They talked for a few moments longer, and
then left the atudy. I waited until the
sounds of their footsteps had completely died
away. Then I emerged, slipped out of the
room, and made my way to Study C. ¢
found Watson and De Valerle waiting for
me.

“* Whera the dickens did you get to?”
msked Watson. “ We went out into the
Xliangle, bub you weren't there—"

HANDFORTH 7

“1 was in Starke's study,”” I said grimly.

“ By gad! You don’'t expect us to helievs
that, do you?'" asked De Valerie, *' Starke
and Kenmore went into the study—and you
ain't looking any the worse for wear."

“I was under the table,”” I explained.
‘“ The window wouldn’'t open, and I alipped
out of sight. They didn’t know | wae there,
and went off after a few minutes.”

Tommy Watson whistled.

‘““Jolly narrow aqucak!” he remarked
“You're lucky!"”

‘ Luckier than you think!” T repliad
grimly. *‘I overheard something, and I don't
mind admitting it, either. Look here, my
sons, Starke and Kenmore have got a little
game on to-night, and we are going to take
& hand in it!” '

‘““ Any old thing!”" said De Valerie chcer:
fully. ** But how are we going’ to do it~

‘“ That's what we're going to decide —now "
I answered crisply.

—— - —

CHAPTER IIT.
PREPARING THE OFFENSIVE.

CcCLURE entered Study P rather
crosely. Handforth had asked him
to go along and see how the re-
prisal was going.

{ “ Well?” said Handforth, who was lolling
in the armchair. ** You're :ot looking very
satisfied, McClure. Nipper taid he'd ecome
and report within twenty minutes--and that
was over half an hour ago. What's he got
to say?”

McClure snorted.

‘““I searched all over the shop for him, aal
then found him next door, in Study !’ ho
exclaimed impatiently. * Watson and De
Valerie and Yakama and some other chaps
are there, too. They are holding a meeting
or something.”’

‘“And what about Starke?"
Handforth.

*“1 don't know,”” replied McClure, * They
hoofed me out hefore I could ask any gues.
tions—hoofed me out!'

Handforth rose to his feet.

‘““Oh, did they?” he sald ominously.
‘“ Well, there'll he some more hoofing hefors
long! I'm going to ask ‘¢m what the
dickens they mean——"’

‘‘ Better not,”” remarked Church,

‘“ Why not?’

‘“ Well, you’ve had one dose this ~veninyg.
and there's no sense in deliberately aeking
for another,”” explained (‘hurch. ‘* Besides,
Nipper was only speaking figuratively
don’t suppose he actually meant twenty
minutes. Give him until supper-fime, any:
how!"’ '

Handforth sniffed.

“It's no good relying on other people
when yon want something doune,”” he said
tartly. *“ I'm blessed if I'll bother about it
at all. Rats to Nipper! I'll get even with
Starke on my own account.”

‘“ How?'' asked Church interestediy.

“ Well, I'll challenge him te a »~rup—"

demanded
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** You'll do what?'’ yellcd Church.

“ Look herc, don't you shout at me,
because 1 won't stand it!’ roared Hand-
forth, in a voice about twice as loud as

Church’'s. *“1 don't belicve in bawling at
people !’
‘“Not at all!” emeercd Church tartly.

** Bawlicg ain't loud enough for you, Handy.
Sometimes 1 think that you've got a glddy
megaphone inside your mouth!”

‘* Well, we won't waste time over that!”
snorted Handforth, who knew that any argu-
ment on that point would go against bim.
‘““* What was I saying? Oh, about Starke. 1'll
challenge him to a fight behind the gym.”

“Of course, if you're particularly anxious
to be wiped up, that's your look-out,”
snapped Church. ‘ Why, you silly fathead,
Starke could whack yeu with his little finger!
And, besides, do you think a prefect would
accept a challenge from a junior? Talk
scnee, for goadness’ sake!™

*It's impossible!’’ said McClure absently.

‘“ What's that?”’ roared Handforth, glaring.

“1t's impossible, Handy," replied McClure.
“You know it is!”

‘** Oh, q.o I? Impossible for me 1o talk

S¢N se——

**Oh, my hat!” grinned McClure. *1
didn‘'t mean that, Handy. although it
sounded like it. It’s impossible for you to
challenge Starke—that’'s what 1 wag think-
ing about!’’

Handforth looked suspicious.

"“Well, I'll take your word for it,”” he said
graciously. ‘' Bub I'm not going to be in-
sulted by my own chums! And as for Starke
refusing the challenge, 1’11 see to that! Of
course, my form ain’t quite good <¢nough
_V('tu—'"

“*Glad you know that, anyhow,” said
Church. * Be reasonable, Handy, old chap.
Starke’s threc or four years older than you,
and you wouldn't stand an carthly.”

‘* Starke is always smoking, and he nevcr
takes any exercise,”” argued Handforth, ‘If
I go into training I shall be able to whack
him hands down. Anyhow, I've decided to
spend an hour in thie gym. every evening—
and I'm going to start te-night! Think of
the glory for the Remove if I won the fight)'’

Church and McClure did no$ trouble them-
sclves to picture such a dream. If Hand-
forth were an ass, there was no need for
them to be asses too. They looked at one
another rather hopelessly. Argument was
vseless. Handforth had made up his mind,
and there was an end of it.

** Come on!’' he said briskly.

“Eh? Where to?"’ asked McClure.

‘“* Why, the gym., of course!”

‘“ What about prep.?”’ demanded Mc¢Clule
carelessly.

“1f you think you'll catch me like that,
you're jolly well mistaken,” egnorted Hand-
forth. ‘' Prep.! Ain't we on strike?”

**I—1 forgot that!’’ said McClure weakly.
% And, besides, Church and 1 ain’t going
Into training, Handy—"

‘“You can come and wateh me, I sup-
pose?!’’ asked Handforth grimly.
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In order to get the thing over as quickly
as possible. Church and McClure consented.
They confidently expected Handforth to
chuck up his training after the first half-
hour—possibly sooner. He w3s always
enormously enthusiastic to begin with, but
eased off after the novelty had vanished.
And training was hard work.

When they arrived at the gymnasium it
was gloomy, and the electric lights weie
glowing within the. building. Owen minor
and several other Third-Formcrs were il
posasession.

“Clear off, you fags!” said Handforth
sharply.

** Rats!”’ panted Owen minor, who
two Indian clubs in his hands. ’

‘“E-said clear off!’ roarcd Handforth.
“Do you think I want a lot of kids bother-
ing abouv me while I'm exercising?’’

*““They haven't made yon a prefect by
any chance, have they?’ asked the Third-
Former sarcastically. ** We’ve got as much
right here as you have, and don’t you forget-
ity . -

‘““ Why, you—you——""

Handforth paused as he was about to hurl
himself at Owen minor. Those Indian clubs
looked dangerous—and so did the other
Third-Formers. Handforth knew quite well
that the fags would not hesitate to lay
hands upon him—Handforth, captain of the
Remove '—without the slightest compunction,
S0 he shrugged his shculders.

‘“ Al right, you can stay,” he caid in-
dulgently.

* Thanks,”’
nothing!”’

nhad

grinned Owen 1ninor—* for

‘““And don't get in my way!” roared
Handforth. ‘‘Herc, gimme those cluhs!
Like' your chcek, using them when I want
!em .!) ’

“Oh, let him have ‘em!” said Church
wearily.

Owen minor nodded, and surrendered the
Indian clubs. Handforth proceeded to awing
them about in the most alarming manner.
He wasn’t an expert in their manipulation—
althengh he fondly believed that he was. As
a result, one of the clubs banged against the
other, and they both flew out of his hands,

* Great pip!” gaspcd Handforth.

‘“Yaroooh!” howled Lemon, of the Third.
‘“ You—you dangerous maniac!’

The fag danced ahout wildly. One of the
clubs had struck hin in the waistcoat, but
he wasn’t particularly hurt.

‘“ Well, you shouldn’'t stand there!'’ said
Handforth. *“ It was your face which put
me off my stroke, anyhow. Your face is like
your silly name, Lemon—cour!”’

** You leave my face alone!'’ shrilled Lemon
indignantly.

‘1 wouldn't touch it for worlde, my dear
kid,”” eaid Handforth. ‘‘I'm rather parti-
cular, and I like to keep my hands clean.”

He picked up the clubs again, and con-
tinued his gymnastics. Within ten acconds
every fag had vanished, and Church and
McClure took refuge in a protected corner.
"Five minutes later Farman and Hubbard
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strolled in. They strolled out
quickly, conversing on the subject of
lunatics and padded cells. Other juniors
looked in, too, but they didn’'t atay long.
Handforth at gymnastics looked dangerous—
and was dangerous.

At the end of half an hour almost cvery
fcllow. in tho Ancient House Remove knew
that Handforth was going in for nightly
cxercises, between seven and eight. And
it was generally agreed that Handforth
should have tho gym. to himself during that

hiour.

Church and McClure, seizing an oppor-
tunity, managed to sllfv away, and when
Handforth finished he realised that he was
alone. He snorted rather breathlessly, feel-
ing very much as though e had just come
oft Little Side after a gruelling game of
footer—although, for that matter, Hand-

forth didn°t know much about footbhall.

The Remove eleven had heen practising
keenly of late, under my guidance. Although
Handforth was captain of the Form, the
eleven positively refused to recognise him as
footer skipper.

He went indoors, and found Church and
McClure lounging in Study D, reading. He
regarded them sorrowlully, and remarked
that they were poor sorts of chums for a
fellow to have.

Church and McClure went on reading, appa-
rently unconselous of their leader's bitter
observations. Handforth was always draetic,
and, in order to gain their attention, he
switched oft the clectric light.

‘““ Now go on reading!"" he said grimly.

‘“You fathead!' growled McClure. *“I'm
just in the middle of an extiting part! Sex-
ton Blake is just collaring an awful scoun-
drel, and if you leave the light out much
longer he’ll escape!™ i

Handlorth switched the lizhts on again.

‘““I suppose you think that's funny?'’ he
asked pityinﬂy. ‘“ Blow Sexton Blake!
You've got come along with me to
Nipper's study. I want to know what he’s
done about Starke.'

‘“ Well, we ain’t stopping you!' snapped
McClure vebellioualy. ** Dash it all, Handy,
you can go without us, I suppose? 1 want
to get this yarn finished before bed-time—"'

‘“ My dear ass, it doesn't matter to me
what you want!” said Handforth. *‘ Are you
coming or not?t Can’t you see that I'm used
up? I shall want you to stand up for me,
in case those asses get playing the giddy ox!”

Church looked surprised.

“ But [ thought you'd just been training?”
Lie asked.

‘“So [ have."”

““ Then you ought to be a lot stronger——"'

‘t: You ass! I'm feeling as weak as a
rat!”

““Then it's a poor look-out for you when
vou challenge Starke!'" said Church. *If
you're weaker, Handy, after one hour of
practice, you'll he like a giddy reed when
the fight comes off '’

Handforth made no attempt to argue. He
proceeded to turn his cuffs back -as an

far more

indication that he wasn't nearly 30 weak .3
he tried to make out. And hia chums, know
ing that further reading was quite out of th:
queation, rose from their chairs and sigheil

‘““ All right,”” said MeClure, * we'll come
Anything for a quiet life!"’

hey all went out of their study

marched into the apartment next doove. A
that moment 1 was talking to Watson and
De Valerie and Tom Burton and the Duk-
of Somerton and Yakama. They were il
grinning, and 1 was grinning.

‘“ What's the joke?’” askcd Handforth.

“ Little boys shounldn't intrude!” I snid.
looking up. * And it’s generally the rule,
Handforth, to tap on a door hefore entering.
You shouldn't forget these little-— "

“Look here, I don't want any of your
sneera!’’ roarcd Handforth, ** What abonu:
Starke?"’

“Oh, T haven't forgotten Starke."
plied, grinning.

‘“ What abeut your promisec?”

‘“My dear chap, I did my best to fulfil it,
but Fate was against me,"” 1 explain=d. ** Ar:d
we're just planning & nice little surprige for
Starke—ana Kenmore will be included, tou.
Don't you worry, Handy—you'll bhe aveng.d.
Starke's going to suffer horribly to night.”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed if [ can see anything to ecackie
about!'’ said Handforth tartly. °° What'a the
wheeze? Explain, you grinning asses.”

I shook my head.

‘““You'll know all about it to-morrow,”” 1
said kindly. ‘* Just run away now. Hawmly,.
and have patlence. Your uncles will gee to
it that Starke pays the price!’

Handforth deliberately closed the door, and
then planted himself in front of us. ‘There
was a very grim expression upon hia iace.

‘“ You eeem to forget that I'm captain ol
the Remove,’”” he said firmly. ‘' And you
won't mind my pointing out that 1'm ready
to punch the nose of any fecllow who batts
up against me. Starke played a dirty teici
on me, and Le’'s got to get it in the neck.
And yet you have the territic nerve to leave
me out of the wheeze. Now, I ack you, quite
calmly, is it playing the game?”’

‘““ Well spoken, O Ceesar!” I grinned. ‘' As
a matter of fact, I was anly rotting, Ifandy.
If you hadn’'t come in just now we shonld
have sent for you. To work this wheeze
without your Invaluable assistance would
have heen a dieaster.”

Handforth nodded.

‘“ Exactly!"” he agreed. ‘‘And I'm very
pleased to find, Nipper, that jyou've got the
decency to admit your fault. My opinion «f
you has improved wonderfully.”

“0Oh, good!” I said. ' Now we'll zet to
business. First of all, Handy -and you
other chaps, too—youn've got to uaderstand
that I'm going to let you into a rceret. R\
short, you'll have to become partics to &
sinister plot.” '

“ Wouldn't it be bhetter to explauin?'’ sua-
gested@ Handforth pointedly.

I did explajn —to a certain extent. [ told
Handforth, as [ had already told the others,

and

I re.
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whai Wad oecurred in Starke's stody. And [ beds until now. Kenmore apparently had
tar the first time Handforth and Co. learned | fallen asleep.
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ain't what vou've dJdcscribed, Pitt, you'll get
slaughtered. And you haven't told me much
about it, anyhow. Whereabouts is the
house, to begin with?’ -

“ Walt and see!’’ said Pitt easily.

** You cheeky young bounder——"’

“* Oh, don’t be dotty!" said the Serpent.
*“ We don't want to talk about it on the
open road, do we? Let’s ride quietly.”

This was really good advice, and Starke
and Kenmore realised it. They offered no
further comment as they cycled along. Pitt
fed the way, and only made one or two
remarks concerning the weather—in which
Starke and Kenmore were not at all In-
teresated. '

At last Pitt slowed down.

** Here we are,”” he announced.

‘““ But we haven’t got to Bannington yet,”
said Starke, looking at the dark treces which

urew on hoth sides of the road. ‘“Banning-
ton’'s half a mile further on.”
** All the better,”” said Pftt. * Follow me,

and I'll lead you to the spot.”

He jumped off his bicycle just in front
of a big gate. Looming beyond was a fairly
large building, and Starke vagzuely remem-
bered having seen it before.

‘** Why, it's Farmer Stock’s old harn!"" he
exclnimed suddenly. ** Look here, Pitt, what's
the idea?”

Pitt laughed. .

“ Didn’t you ask me ‘to take you to the
gamrbling-house?”’” he said softly. ** Well,
wait until you get inside this old bhuilding
hefore you start grumbling. Have you got
any money on you? Youn ought to have two
or three quid—"

“*That's all right,’”” said Starke. *“1I've
got over a Hver; but I'm not going to risk
the lot of it. I'll watch some of the
others playing first. But how the deuce can
a roulette-table be run inside a barn?™

‘“* Seems a bit queer,” commented Ken-
mOl'?.
“Oh, come on!" said Pitt impatiently.

‘* Where did you expect the roulette-tabhle to

he—in the saloon of a public-house? You
scem to forget it's against the law.”
*Oh, all right,” said 8tarke. *‘ Lead the

way!'"

* \Yhat about our hikes?’ asked Kenmore.

His machine was a brand-new one, and he
took particular care of 1it.

“ We'll leave them against the hedge, just
iuside the gate,” said Pitt. ** They’ll be quite
s11e there, and handy when we leave.”

Keumore grumbled, but left his bike
agnainst the bhedge. Then Pitt led the way
round the back of the barn and paused in
{ront of a small door at the rear.

** Shove your masks on!’* he said softly.

“Oh, my hat!" said Starke. ‘“1'd for-
gotten!”

He and Kenmore hastily donned the cloth
maaka which they had manulactured early in
the cvening. They were intensely curious,
and couldn’t quite understand how a
roulette-table could be run successfully in
this old farm huilding, which, to all appear-
ances, was completely desert;d.
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Pitt gave five curious raps upon the dsoor.

It was opened almost at once, and a form
in a long overcoat stood revealed in the
gloom. He, too, was masked, and wore a
big slouch hat. He peered forward.

“* Welcome, friends!" he said in a deep
voice. ‘' You know the password?"”’

** Three Castles!” said Pitt promptly.

“It is well!”” remarked the doorkeeper.

‘“ Pass, friends!"”

They all entered, Starke and Kenmore
much impressed. The two prefects had
visions of a wonderful underground gambling-
den, hidden from the light of day—for they
had enough sense to realise that a roulette-
table could scarcely be run in a barn which
was canstantly used for farm-work.

‘ Here, I say, it's awfully dark!’ mut-
%eroig Kenmore., ‘“ Where the deuce are you,

it .n

There came a low, flendish chuckle.

‘““Trapped!’” hissed a voice. * Trapped!
Ha, ha!”

“Up with the lights!"” exclaimed another
voice.

Four electric torches blazed out, and Starke
and Kenmore stood in the centre of the
glaring beams. They were thoroughly startled,
and blinked in the light in a bewildered
faahion.

“On ‘'em!"’ came a sharp order.

Before the two prefeects conld ially grasp
what was happening several of the masked
figures piled upon them and bowled them
over. Starke fought like a demon.

“It's a trick!” he roared. *‘ By George,
we've heen tricked!” .

** Very neatly!™ grinned Reginald Pitt, who
was sitting on Starke’s chest. * Hurry up
with those ropes, you fatheads—I mean com-
rades!”’

‘“ Keen your giddy hair on!”
bellow.

Starke uttered a roar.

‘* Handforth!™ he panted.
voice anywhere!”

“ Silly ass!” came scverul hisses.

came &

“1'd know that

“You'll

give the whole show away!"”

““Do you think
voice? Not

‘““ Rot !’ said the bhellower.
this beast can recognise my
likely! I've disguised it!'"”

‘“ You silly fathead!" said Pitt hotly.

Meanwhile Starke and Kenmore struggled
in vain. In a very snort time they were
roped up securely. They had caught one or
two glimpses of masked flgures, bhut had

‘not recognised anybody. They had, however,

recognised one certain voice. They knew
that Edward Oswald Handforth was a mem-
ber of this party—and that gave them the
direct clue, Th2y had hecn spoofed by Re-
movites!

‘“ By gad!
Pitt!"’ snarled Starke savaguly.
your life a misery—-"'

Pitt chuckled.

*“That wouldn't he fair!"" he said. ' A3
it happens, I ain't Pitt at all—that’s why |
wore the mask from the start. 8o don’t
come down heavy on Pitt for this affair.”™

He had changed, his voice whilst speaking.

I'll make you pay for this,
*“I'll make
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and Starke and Kenmore realised how com-
pictely they had becn deped. And although
they were satisficd that the felow wam't
l‘lt{. they couldn't dctermine his wuctual
identity, which made them rave.

0Of conrse, I expect It's been guessed long
ago that Pitt was actually an enterprising
junior of the name of Nipper—in other words,
mysell. Anyhow, that's the truth. [t was 1
who had met Starke and Kenmore at the
corner of the ?lnying-ﬂcldl.

I'm not in the habit of hlowing my own
truinpet, and so 1 won't do it. Bat all the
olhrr fcllows naserted that my imitation
of Pitt’'s voice was first-class. And when 1
altercd my tone I didn't use my own voice--
that would have been ailly.

The other conspirators werec Watson and
Dc Valerie, Yakama, Burtov, and the Duke,
and Handlorth and Co. As usual, Hundforth
had put his foot in it. But thie didu't
matter so wmuch, for Starke and Kenmore
would have (iuesred the truth in any case.
And they would know hctter than to punish
Randforth for what had occurred. They
wouldn’t want this atfeir to come to the ears
of the Head.

“ Yon young rotterms!” snarlcd Kenmore.
*“ We'll ind out the truth of this!”

**1 fancy you've found it out ulready!" 1
grinncd. * The truth is, you've been dished!
We don't allow prefects to visit gambling-
;Iens: and that's why you've been brought
ere."

““If you don’t rclease ue at once we’ll halt-
kill yon to-morrow!’ aaid Starke violeatly.
“ We'll ind out your names!”

"* Threats ain‘t very alarming.” I replied
calmiy. 1 told you to wait until yoa got
inside before grumbling, didn't 17 ell, you
can grumble now till your hearts are content!
And 1 hope thia will be a Jesson to you!”

Starkc ncarly choked.

“* Aln't—ain't you going to st 8os frec?”
be panted.

“ Not likely!"”
voices.

" We're gulng to leave you here, to
pondor over your imiadeedx,’”” 1 explaincd
sweetly. 1 dare say you'll he released after
an hour or two; hut it'll be too late then to

0 to any bcastly gambling-bouse. You cught
fo thank us heartily, Starke.”

* Listen to him thanking ws!" grinned De
Valerle.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"”

Starke was raving, and Kenmore proved an
able sccond. But their theata were idle and
their cflorts to get free were uveeless.

* Yes, you ought to thank us,” 1 went on.
*“Think of the money we've saved you! At
that gambling-house you would haye lost the
Jot--30 you ought to he jolly grateful!”

‘“You—you young cubs! snarled Starke
furioualy.

“* Wouldn't it he as well to change the
subject?'’ suggested Watson. *° You've been
csalling us names for two or three minutes,
und it's getting stale. Wh'y not resign your-
sclves to the fact that you're dished? 1 vote
we give the cads a leswgn,”’ added Welgon,

cxclaimed three or four
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tumlng to us. ‘‘ A flogzing would do them
good !’

“J? you touch us,)”’
** we'll ekin yoo——"

* Threate won’t makc any difference,”’ 1
interrupted. ** But, as it ha'Fﬁem, we're not
going any further, 8tarke. is ought to be
a lesson to you. Ain’'t you ashamed of your-
self? Ain't you ashamed of leading Ken-
more Into such evil habits?”

Starke writhed helplessly.

** You wait!? he panted. *“1I kvow who
you are—you're De Valerie!”

*““Oh, by gad!"”’ said De Valerie from the

rear.
“I'm De Valerie, amn 1?” 1 grinned.
‘“ You're gucssing. Starke—and so we’ll leave
you to guess the rest of it. And I hope that
this little experience will warn you to be a
good little boy ia future.”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”’

Starke eimply couldn’t contain himeelf any
longer He roared out a string of threats,
and in the midst of it all the lights were
put out and we made for the door. This
place wasn’t actually the barn itself, but a
amall portion divided off at the back and
used as a chafl-cutting department, or some-
thing like that. And the only exit was by
means of a stoub door of the stable type—
made in two pleces. Both halves were fitted
with secure fastenings on the outside.

We closed the donrs and made them fast.

**Unlcss tbey’re rescued, they'll Be .in
there when the farm chaps come to work in
the moming,”’ remarked Handforth. ‘1 say,
fancy those fatheads recognising my volee,
after 1 disguised it, too!”

“The only way to disguise your voice,
BHandy, is to make it imaudible!” I said
grimly. ‘*I told you not to speak!” &

** Oh, rot!” said Handforth. ‘1 don’t sce
why I should be shut up! Starke can’'t do
anything to me, anyhow! Besides, I'm going
to challenge him to a fight before long!’’

** Ha, ha, ba!”

*“1 am of the glorions opinion that the
ludicrous Handforth will receive it svlendidly
jn the neck!” remarked Yakama. ‘‘ He will
suffer the extreme defeat, and it will un-
questionably serve him correct!”

“1 suppose you mean serve him right?”
grinned the Bo'sun.

*“ Is not the wonderful Engliah easy of com-
prehension?’’ asked Yakama. ‘‘1 counstantly
take enormoue pride in the fact that I con-
verse the English with unqualified and
stupendous perfection. 1Is this not the truth,
my absurd chums?’’

** Oh, ?erfect.ly true,” 1 said solemnly.
“ The only fault about your English, Jappy,
is that you know %00 muctrof it! I'm
hlezaed if you don't know a lot more long
words than all the other {fellows!” .

** By hokey, Yakama's hot stuff!’’ grinned
the Bo'sun. ‘ He's taught me some words,
anyhow. Souse me! 1've learned more from
Yakama than from all the grammar books in
the school!”’ '

** Well. let’'s be getting on!” 1 said.
“Thia s no time to talking ahout

cxclaimed Starke,
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and Kenmore are usin

grammar. Starke a

quite a lot of it even now!"

The conversation which was going on within
the shed was of the most vielent description,
and we took our departure, grinning. The
gamc had been entirely successful. The two,
prefects had been prevented from visiting
the gambling-house at Bannington—and this
jape was far better than a dozen boohy-
traps.

Three minutcz later we were on our
bicycles, riding back to 8t. Frank's at full
specd. It was already half-past cleven, and
we were anxious to get back to the dormi-

tory.
But there was another duty to perform
peforehand. .
Having concealed our bicycles—in readi-

siess for transferring to the cycle-shed in the |

morning—we made our way to the wood-
shcd. Here we found Justin B. Farman. He
was standing on guard outside the door,
rather fed up. There had bcen a toss-up as
to who should perform the necessary duty
of remaining on guard over Pitt—and Farman
had lost.

* (Guess the doggone hobo has been raising
old Harry!"' said the American junior. *‘* Say,
I'm real glad you've got back. 1 allow this
job of mine has been kinder wearisome."’

‘“ FEverything’s gone swimmingly,”” 1 re-
marked. ** Rough luck for you, Farman., but
it couldn’t be Lelped. Let's go and inter-
view Pitt!”’

We had been speaking in low tones, so that
the Serpent should not overhear our voices.
¥arman, like the rest of us, was masked.
We didn't fear Pitt, but it was just as well
to do the thing thoroughly and make it as
mysterious as possible.

® The door of the woodshed was opened, and
I flashed my electric torch within. Reginald
Pitt lay upon a pile of old, dry sacks. He
was bound with some of Warren's rope, and
a thick scarf formed an excellent gag. He
glared into the light of the torch maliciously,
being quite unable to see anything heyond.

‘“The time has come for you to be re-
lcased, varlet!” 1 eaid in solemn tones.
‘““ Know also that your fellow-rotters, Starke
and Kenmore, are imprisoned in the shed at
the back of Farmer Stock’s barn, along the
Bannington Road. Go thither and release
them!”

**Oh, rather!" agreed Watson. “Go
thither at once, you rotter!’”

There came a chuckle from behind, and
Pitt glared afgesh.
*“ Releasc the prisoner!” 1 ordered.

As several of the others came forward, 1
switched the light off. Watson and De
Valcrie and McClure worked in silence in the
darkness. Then they bhackcd away Dbehind
Ie.

“ The deed is done!” said Watson grimly.

I switched on the light again. The Ser-
pent stood there, dusting himself down. 1
was confidently expecting a wild outburst—
and, possibly, an attack. But Reginald Pitt
w23 perfectly componsed and quite calm.

1

|
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““Very neat!” he said smoothly. ‘‘ But you
eedn’t think that I'm upset. And you'll
have to pay for this affair before ilong, my
disguised bhcauties. Where did you say I
shall find Starke and Kenmore?'

““ At the back of Farmer Stock’s old barn.”

Pitt walked out without another word
and strode across the Triangle. He had
taken the thing very coolly, and most of the
fellows were rather disappointed. Pitt would
certainly release the two Sixth-Formers—for
his own sake, if not for theirs. For if they
were allowed to remain there all night, Pitt
would hear all about it in the morning!

‘““ Well, I think we've done our duty,” I
said comfortably. * We've saved threc silly
asses from visiting a rotten gambling-dcun—
only they haven't got the sense to thank us!”

“ They might go even now,” suggested
Handforth. * It's all rot, in my opinion. We
ought to have been more severe. It's no
good treating chaps of that sort gently.”

] grinned.

**1 don’'t think they’ll agree that they've
been treated gently,” I remarked. ‘ And
there's no fear that they'll visit the Her-
mitage, after all. It'll be well past mid-
night before Starke and Kenmore are re-
leaged, and they’ll come straight back.”

And so, when we crept up to the Remove
dormitory, we felt rather pleased with our-
sclves. The only fly in the amber, so to
spcak, was the fact that Handforth’'s voice
had been recognised. But this had been his
;)\sm fault, for we had warned him not to
a1K. ’

And very sbortly Handforth was to pay
for his carelessness!

D——

CHAPTER V..
NELSON LEE OBTAINS EVIDENCE.

OMETHING &f a far more important
character was going on while Starke
and Kenmore were being spoofed.

Nelson Lee, in fact, was busy.

He was determined to obtain the necessary
evidence concerning the currency note
forgeries which would enable him to strike.
So far he had not been very successful in
obtaining the necessary proof that his
suspicions were correct.

The guv'nor had entered the gambling-
house on two separate occasions. Durlng the
second visit he had overheard the two men.
Sales and Field, discussing the false Treasury
notes—this being proof that the house was
actually the home of the forgeries.

And to-night ¢he schoolmaster-detective
was hent upon going even a step further.
He was anxious to get the whole matter
settled, so that the stigma wonld he removed
from Sir Montie. Morcover, it was full time
that he made an important move.

More than onct I had protested that I
ought to bec included in the affair. but the
guv'nor had pointed out that there was
really very little for me to do. If, however,
somec¢ new developmeunts arose, he would let



POOR

me do my bit. So I had to be content with
that.

The guv'nor’'s mission to-night was an un-
certain one. He had been within the house,
and had not been very successful. O this
occasion he determined to remain outside+on
the watch.
~ The Hermitage was an old house, eituated
on the outskirts of Bannington. To all in-
tents and purposes it was the residence of a
highly respectable gentleman nanied Mr.
Bernard Sales—which name, no doubt, was
assumed.

Mr. Sales was greatly respected in Banning-
ton. He had plenty of meney, and had con-
tributed largely to local charities. On
several occasions he had provided garden
. parties for wounded Tommies in the spacious
garden of the Hermitage. During these occa-
sions visitors had had thc complete run of
the house, and it was generally acknowledged
thgltt a more open man than Mr. Sales did not
exist.

Yet actually the Hermitage was a
gambling-den, where roulette, faro, and other
such games were played while decent folk
were in hed. And Salcs generally presided
over the roulette-table himself!

The habitués of the place could be relled
upon to keep quict, since thcir own safety
was at stake. None was admitted without
introduction, and a  password was always
necessary. In spite of these precautions,
“however, the system was not perfect by any
means, and Nelson Lee had obtaincd admit-
tance without any trouble.

All said and done, the gambling-room was
only a side-line. Sales was responsible for
the issue of a great many ‘' dud ”’ Treasury
notes. They were recally wonderful imita-
tions, and the police had beea worried for
some little time.

A new issue, €0 Nelson Lee gathered, was
about to be uttered, and he wanted to trap
the scoundrels beforehand. It was possible,
no doubt, to raid the Hermitage, but the
result would hardly have been satisfactory.
Without positive information any raid would
almost certainly be_a failure. Moreover, the
police would have no excuse for entering the
pllace unless evidence could be placed before
them.

Nclson Lee had taken up his etand in the
recar of the old house. It was his plan to
wait until all the gamblers had departed for
the night. After that he would make a
thorough search before morning came. He
had no definite plan of action, but would
rely upon circumstances—and chance. The
detective knew that patience was of great
value.

But luck was with him.

He had not been waiting long before a
door opened in the rear of the house and a
man emerged. Lee did not recoguise him,
although he knew that the fellow was a
.member of the little gang—otherwise he
would not have emerged from that private
.doorway. In all probability he was one of
the servants, for Sales had no women about
the premises. Under the circumstances, this
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was nov very curprising. His servants prob-
ably were all parties in the game.

This man walked briskly down the gardcn
path and turncd through a little gateway
which led into an adjoining paddock. There
was no footpath to the road, and Lee was
quite interested. Where was this man ofl to?

Nelson Lee thought it worth while to
follow, and he crept forward without A
sound. Arriving at the gate, he was just in
time to see the man descending into a deep
ditch which ran alongside the hedge. There
was the rustling of bushes, and then dead
silence.

‘““ Dear me!”’ murmured Nclson Lee. * Tbhis
is unexpected—and quite intcresting!”

The detective’s vigil had borne fruit
already, and he took up his stand in a con-
cealed corner and waited. The minutes
passed slowly, but he remained as motionless
as a statue. At the end of half an hour he
was becoming somewhat stiff, but his deter-
mination was as strong as ever. Ten further
minutes passed, and then came a sound.

The bushes rustled, and then the
emerged once again.

He climbed out of the ditch and waited.
Lee then discovered that a companion was
with him.

‘““It’s all bunkum!"" said one of them.
‘*The exit is as clear as possible. Sales
needn’'t have been nervous.”

** Still, it’s best to be on the safe side,”
said the other. ** We were trapped up in
Newcastle once—and all because of a fool
mistake. If the police get busy round here
we want to have a decent chance—although
I fancy we shall be able to go on for months,
They're dead asleep down here.”

*“ You set the combination, I suppose?’’

“Yes,”” was the reply. ** Conse-
quently—"'

The two men were walking off, and Nclson
Lee was not able to hear any more. The
scrap he had listened to, Eowever, was
most enlightening, and he waited for fully
ten minutes before making a move. Then-
gfzwguletly emerged and dropped into the
itch.

Following the dry bed,ﬁle walked onwards
to what seemed a cul-de-sac, for the high
bank which divided the paddock from the
road towered up in front of him, with a
thick hedge at the top.

Bushes grew thickly on the steep side of
the ditch, to say nothing of a prefusion of
ferns. The bed, however, was hard, and had
been much used. Parting the bushes, Lee
vaguely saw the brickwork of an ancient
tunnel. It was no higher than four feot.
and proportionately wide, and had evidently
been built originally in order to accom-
modate the waters of a small brook—carry-
ing it beneath the road.

For years, however, the brook had been
dried up, or had been diverted on to anather
course. Until now Lee had known nothing of
this tunnel, for there was no indication of its
presence from the roadway.

A few Banmnington bhcys, no doubt, knew cf
its cxistence, hut nonc had evidently been

marin
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herc for 3ulte a long while, for, just inside
the tunnel, Nelson Lee found a strong iron
gate, with a heavy lock. It was of a common-
place type, however, and within two minutes
the detoctive had conquered it.

He passed throagh, fNnding It necq-ur“to
evouch low. An deemed It safe to flash
his light down the tunnel. Any slight back-
rcflec would be hidden by the thick
bushes at the catrance.

The tunncl was perfectly dry., and there
were ovident signg that it was nused falrly
freqaentiy. It was not very long, for Nelson
lee could see the sceond grating at the far
end—which, of course, was on the other side
of the road.

This tonnecl was actually very near to the
housa. l.ce remembered thia when he took
his bLearings. 8o far he could see no reason
why the place should be used; but he very
s00n discovered the truth.

Fxactly in the middie of the tunnel the
brickwork was all crumbled away, amd a
ja“eﬂ hole was rcvealed. And there, sur-
gv ngly enough, was another tunnel-—leading

ards the house. And it was guarded by
an iron gate exactly similap to the others.

* Eplendid!’" murmured Nelson Lee genijally,
¢ Wc are getting om rapidly. [ have half a
mind to investigate straight away.'

e kncw very well that he was in no half
mind at all. And he qulckl{ uniocked this
eccond gate—for one key obviously fitted the
thrre. The tunncl here was quite diferent
from tho other, for It had been roughly
hored out of the carth, and was only sup-

tcd Ly occasional props and planks. There
ad bcen no pretence of making it
tharonghly.

For the most part it was five fect high, and
sloped olightly downwards. Ncelson Lee
gucssed—ant he was probably right—that the
tanne! bad cecally heen excavated on the sar.
face—~a deep trench. The roof had thon been
placed on and covered up with earth, con-
ccallag It from view. At least, this was pos-
sibly true with regard to that portion of the
tunnel which lay within the Hcrmitage
grounde,

Nelson leec went forward cantiously. From
the fact that the two men had left together,
he judged that he had a clear field. Bat it
wae just as well to be on the safe side.

He pansed occaslonally, in order to listen.
But everything was perfectly still and allent.
And he came 0 a doorway, set right across
the tunnel. Lece fully expected to find It
Jocked and bolted; but I8 wasn’t. It opened
et soon as he touched the handle.

Ho switched bhis light off instantly, and
held himaelf In readiness for “nnything that
might occur. But he was needlessly cantious.
There was not another soul down In these
undamon01 ecglons.

Aftrr walting a few moments Lee awitched
on his torch agaln. He saw that he was in
a small brivk collar, with another door at the
other side. This one was locked. And it
appeared to be bholted, too. '

“IW'm! This ls awkward,”’ murmured Len
# Just when things were getting interesting,
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too! This tunnel is obviously a sccret «xit
from the gambling-roomn—in case of a sudden
t‘ll”?' But what was that abont a combina-
m L

looked round closely, a tense expression
n his keen, clean-cut face. It must be
borne in mind that Nelson Lee was looking
for something—something unusual. He dian't
know_what, but he half expected to discover
it, all the same.
! ?nd within three minutes he was succoes-
ul.

His trained, cxpcerienced eyes, roving rest.
lesaly to and fro, settled apon an old buouk-
case against one of the grimy walls. What
war such an article doing heret A bhook-
case? The thing seemed out of place, and
Ncison Lee was Interested.

He crnesed over to it, and flashied his light
closely over the dusty old shelvgs. At least,
he paturally expected them to be dusty.
They were, on the contrary, pertectly clean.

** Curlous!” he murmured wonderingly.

A short search proved cnlightening. The
hookcase wouldn’t shift, although he tried to
mbve it. He then noticed that the back waa
apparently disconnected from the sides—the
whole thing in fact,.was faked up .in some

way.

A’rtor another careful survey Nelson ILce
discovered a very shiny portion of wood be-
nesth the third shelf-—shiny and greasy. He
judged that dirty Angers—probably iuky
fingers—had pressed upon that spot very fre-
qnenty. He applied his own finger, and
pushed. That rtion of woodwork wa.
merely a cunningly devised catch, and the
whole back of the hookcase swung outwards,
being, W fact, a doo-.

And bayond this was another door—a docor
which looked as though it ought to have
belonged to n bank’'s vault. It was a mas-
lalv; aflair, fitted with a heavy combination
oek. .

*“ Excellent!’”® muttered Lee, almost thug-
ging himself. * Without the slightest doubt
the secret workshop lles beyond this door. I
would willingly give a ten-pound note to learn
the combination—'"

He paused abruptly, thinking hard. By
strenuous labours he would probably he able
to conquer the lock—it was, after all, of a
simple type—after several hours’ work. But
it would be most unwise to remain here alt
that length of time. The detective was
thinking of something else.

One of these two men asked the other it
the combination was set; and had received
the reply. ' Yes, consequently——"' Lee bad
been unable to hear any more. But it sud-
denly struck him that °‘ consequently '’ was
the actual combination chosen—and lce came
to this conclusion malnly owing to the tone
in which the man had spoken. He had said
the word with an air of Ansality, as though
it provided a complete answer.

At all cvents, it was worth trying.

Nelson Lee manipulated the milled knob
quickly, and. having got the combhination, he
applicd pressure to the stout lever near the
cdge of the donr.
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Click! Thud!

The door swung open as Lee pulled, and he
could not refrain from uttering a little ex-
clamation of satisfaction. All was darkness
beyond, but Nelson Lee’s torch revealed a
large apartment.

He stood listening, and then strode for-
ward, pulling out his revolver at the same
moment. He knew what the result would be
if hc¢ was caught down here.

He found himself in a blg, square cellar. It
was, of course, one of the ordinary cellars
bencath the Hermitage, but the ordinary
doorway had been built over and the
others substituted. Even if the police had
scarched the place a dozen times the chances
were that they would not have discovered
this secret cellar.

Welson Lee spent precisely three minutes
within the afartment—and that was really
two minutes longer than was actually neces-
sary.

For he saw at a glance that his search for
evidence was at an end. It was here—
enough to convict the crooks a dozen times
over. Printing-preeses, and every appliance
used in the manufacture of paper currcncy.
There were also a considerable stock of paper
and hund!cs of notes, all ready for passing.

Nelson Lee would have preferred to make a
most thorough examination on the spot; buat
he knew very well that it would have been a
most unwise proceeding. Trapped here, he

would have very little ehance of escape, for

these men would be desperate.

Common-sense told him to get away as
quickly as he possibly could, and he decided
upon that course. Nothing bad been dis-
turbed during his short visit, and he quickly
closed the goor and then replaced the book-
case.

He was rather surprised at the fact that
therc was no electric alarm fitted to the
door; but the oriminals were obviounl{xtully
satisfied that their secret would never dis-
covered.

Lee retraccd his steps until he reached the
iron gote, and then he passed through and
placed his skeleton key in the lock. Even
as he was turning it he distinctly heard voices
in_the distance.

Yhe men were returning!

To get back into the new tunnel was fm-

ssible—and, indeed, would have been fatal.
ﬁo realised the wisdom of his action in
staying only thoee three minutes. Even
now he might be caught.

It would be touch-and-go, at all events.
He crept along the ancient tunnel until he
arrived at the far grating.
down flat upon his stomach and waited.

Very fortunately for him the men ocame
along withont showing any light. The
talked in low tones as they passed throug
into the new tunnel, and then their voices
died away. '

‘Without wasting a second Nelson Lee pro-
duced that handy key of his again and un-
Jocked this third gate—thus proving that

they were all of the same manpufacture and!

Here he lay.
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pattern. Two minutes later he stood in the
open flelds again, breathing freely.

* Quite a narrow squeak! But I think I
may claim that my night's work has been
fairly satisfactory,” he told himself. ‘' The
next move will be to give the police very
precise information.’’

And then?

Well, the schoolmaster-dctective smiled as
he thought of the great coup which would
follow. is case was complete, and the only
thmgl remainicg wae to act—and to act at
once

CHAPTER VI.
THE RASCALITY OF REGINALD PITT.

HE SERPENT dismounted from his
bicycle opposite the gateway which
led into the wide yard in front of
Farmer Stock’s barn. The night was

dark and a stiff wind was blowing.

Pitt left his machine against the hedge,
vaulted the gate, and rapidly made his way
to the rear of the barn. He found the
double door of the Sixth-Formers’ prizou’
without any diftculty, and grinned maliciously
a8 he heard excited voices within.

‘“Hi!"" came Starke's urgent call. * Let
us out! We've been locked in here——"’

*“ All right.!" said Pitt. ‘' Keep your giddy
hair on!’

He unfastecned the doors and swung them
open.

‘“ You—you beastly little wcrm!"”’ raved
Starke furiously. *‘ What do you mean by
thia? You wait till we're free!"’

‘*“ Yes, you young cad—just wait!' snapped
Kenmore.

Pitt peered down at the gloomy forms.

““If you keep up that tone 1 sha'n’t set
you free at all!”’ he said calmly. ** What's
the idea of roaring at me? Do you think
I wanted these rotters to mess up our littie
game like this? I was collpred and bound
up just like this—and you ought to be
jolly' thankful that l've come to reteasc
you!”

*“PDon't be a young {fool!"' exclaimed
Starke viciously. ‘' You ought to have been
more careful—'"

*“It's all very well to: talk like -that!”
interrupted Pitt. * 1 did my best, and was
taken by surprise. You're a couple of -tice
beauties to be dished so jolly easily!”

‘“ Why, you—you—"'

‘ Didn't we arrange that you should meet
me?” went on the Serpent. * Why didn't
you smell a rat when you found out that I
wasn't therel?” A .

“I'm not sure that you weren't there!"
snapped Starke. ‘' Anyhow,; the jumnier who
met us was just your size, and he had your
voice exactly. I believe you've been tricking
us.”

“My voice?'’ repeated Pitt curioualy.

*“ Yes,"” growled Kenmore. ‘‘ How were we
to know?"

Pitt gave a soft taugh.

v 1t strikes me that we've been spoofed all



13

round,”” he 3aid. ¢ Well, what’s the good of
srumbling? I've discovered that the best
plan is to take things calmly. It’s no good
making a song. Wcve been dished, and
there's an end of it.”

Sstarke rose to his feet, his ropes cut.

* An end of it, eh?" he exclaimed, rubbing
his wrists. ‘' By George, we’ll sce about
that! I'll make those young cads pay deqrly
tor what they've done to-night!™

‘“Did vou recognise them, then?" asked
Pitt. .

**How the deuce could 1?" enapped the
prefect. " 1t's as black as ink, and they
were wearing masks, too. But I know dne of
‘'em—1 recognised his voice."”’

* Who was he?”’ asked Pitt eagcerly.

“* Handtorth !

The Serpent whistled.

“ Handforth, eh?’” he repcated softly. ‘1
had an idea that this was one of his dodges.
All right! Handforth won’t have the c¢nance
of playing any more of his little tricks!”

**What do you mean, you young ass?’
oiked Starke.

“You'll see—if  you wait,” replied Pitt.
“ We'd better get along back to St. Frank's
now: it's too late to go to the Hermitage.
Rough luck on ugz, Starke; but it can’'t be
helped.”

The two prefects glared at Pitt.

I don't believe there is any roulette-table
at all!"” remarked Kenmore savagely. * It's
all a yarn—and if we've got any sense,
Starke, we'll give Pitt the hiding of s

life!™
** After I've ridden all the way f{rom St.
Frank's to release you?” asked Pitt. ** That

would be rather nice gratitude, wouldn’t it?
We'll go to the gambling-house another
night.”

And so it was left at that. Starke and
Kenmore were in vile tempers, and they rode
back to the school without exchanging a
word. Tlheir machines were left wherc they
had b2en prevjously hidden, and en the
precious trio stole into the Ancient House.

Pitt entered the Remove dormitory like a
shadow, and was soon snugly in bed. Every-
body else was fast asleep, but the Serpent
lay thinkiog for a full half-hour -before closing
hig eycs.

All his enmity was now directed against
Handiorth. Pit: belicved that Handforth had
been the prime mover in the night's adven-
ture, and all Pitt's venom would now be
centred upon causing the downfall of the
Remove captain. He had promised Fuilwood
and Co. that Handforth should be sacked—
and Pitt had not becn boasting.

The one fact which alarmed him was that
Handforth knew about the gambling-house.
He must know, otherwise the affair could
never have been organised. And it was dan-
perous for Handforth to have such know-
ledge. The sooner Handforth followed
Tregellis-West's footsteps the better.

And Reginald Pitt went to slcep firmly
determined to use all his efforts. He had
uo settled nlan of action, but he was an
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ingenious youth, and was confident that he
would. be able to achieve his purpose.

In the morning Pitt was looking as calm
and cool as ever. The juniors made no men-
tion of the night's episode, although
numerous érins and winks passed to and fro.

I knew that the guv'nmor had bheen making
an investigation during the dark hours, and
Tommy Watson and I lost no time in going
to Nelson Lee’s study. We wanted to licar
how the guv’'nor had fared.

Of course, he wasn't there, and we had to
consume our impatience. Meanwhile, Hand-
forth was laying down the law in Study D.
The strike wag still proceeding, and Hand-
forth was of the opinion that something
drastic was necessary.

“ The fact is, the whole thing is becoming
unbearable!"’ declared Handforth firmly.

‘“‘1 don’t quite agree with that—"

‘““ Are¢ you presuming to argue wilh
Arnold Mc(Clure?”’

“ Why shouldn't 12" |

‘““Because I dgn’'t allow it!"" roared Han.-
forth. * I say that this strike has bhecome
unbearable—"'

‘“ And I say that I don't agree with vou:"
snapped McCiure. ** What is it you can't
bear, anyhow? The Head's as quict as a
lamb, and we’re doing no work. From morn-
ing till night we do just as we like-—-an ideal
life. And nobody'’s bheing punished. What
more do you want, Handy? Some chaps are
never satisfied!"”’

‘““Of course, a lazy fellow like you would
gloat over the strike,”” said Handforth sar-
izast.ig'ally. ‘““ But, as it happens, I'm not
azy.

** No?” said Church incredulously.

“*No!” roared Handforih. *‘Lessons are
necesgary, and you've never,, heard 1Inc
grumbling at ‘em!”

“ Never!" agreed Churchh and McClure, with

singular promptitude.
_“1've only expressed dissatisfaction occa-
sionally,” went on Handforth, waving his
hand. *“ If old Crowell gives us too much
work, that’s another matter. It's time to
say something then; but you couldn’t call it
grumbling!”

**Mad idea!’’ scoffed Church.

“ What's & mad idea?" bawled Handforth,
glaring. '

‘““ Why, for anybody to rfcecuse you
grumbling !"’" explained Church blandly.

*“Oh! I thought you meant somcething
else!” sald Handforth, calming down. * But
where were we?”

** (voodness knows!'’ gaid McClure. ¢ But I
know where we are, and I know where we
shatll' he in five minutes’ time—having bhreak-
fast!”

Handforth curled his lip.

‘““Grub!” he roared. *‘ That’'s all you can
think about-—stuffing your greedy tummics!
Haven’t you got any higher thoughts? Didn’t
we start this strije for the sake of Tregellis-
West?"’

“Did we?” said McClure Innocently. “1
thought it was because we wanted to get
out of lessons and uave 8 good old Uius.

me,

of
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What's the good of decciving ourselves,
Handy? We might as well be straightforward
‘in our own giddy study!”

Handforth did not argue. He marched de-
Hbherately round the table, and his attitude
left no doubts as to his intentions. McClure,
who knew the symptoms, dodged round with
surprising agility, and for the next minute or
two & wild chase, accompanied by much dodg-
ing, was in progress in study D.

Handforth got tired first.

‘* This is undignified!”” he panted at last,
realisin‘iz that it was necessary to make some
cxcuse for his failure. * Is it the right thing
for a Forin captain to be chasing his own
pals rourd a study table?”

“1 didn't ask you to!" grinned McClure
breathlessiy.

**Just you wait, my son!"” roared Hand-
forth darkly. ** You wait till I get you in a
corner! I'll pound your face to a jelly!”

‘“Haven't we got off the track some-
how?” asked Church. * What's that you
were saying about the strike, Handy?"

** Nothing!"" snapped Handforth. “ You
can go aud eat coOke!”

** There's something better to eat than
that!” grinned Church, ‘“The brekker
gong's just going!” )

Handiorth snorted, and stamped out of the
study. As a rule he quelled his. two chums
easily, but when things went against him he
always sought refuge in dignified retreat—at
least, Handforth fondlf believed that it was
dignified. To judge from the laughter of
Church and McClure a listener could scarcely
be blamed for thinking otherwisc.

The result of that early morning squabble
wag dire for Church and McClure. Their
great leader kept his plans to himself, and
left them in total ignorance of what he had
decided.

It was Handforth who considered the result
dire. Church and McClure were rather glad
of it, for they were fed up with Handforth’s

lans—although it would have been dangerous

O say so.

The Head'’s indiffcrence was really worrying
the energetic Remove skipper. The strike
was becoming stale, and it seriously looked
like fizzling out ignominiously.

The majority of the juniors were getting
tired of the whole thing—exactly as the
Head had expected. Dr. Statford had no in-
tention of allowing Tregellie-West 10 come
back, for he belieyved him guilty. And he
hesitated to use drastic measures with the
striking juniors. The Head knew well enough
that harsh methods would only aggravate the
trouble. It was far better to appear indif-
ferent. .

That’s just where Handforth realised his
impotence. TUnless he bucked things up the
-strike would peter out—a dead failure. And
apything in the nature of a failure was hor-
rible to contemplate. Handforth had his posi-
tion as Remove skipper to think of. He
wanted to achieve a great personal triumph.
And the only way to do that was to get Tre-
gellis-West back. _

And Handforth, after much tbought, dc-

|
|

|

1c

cided upon a bold move. He badly wantcd to
discuss matters with hia chumns, but his dig
nity was of such a character that he would
not demean himscif by so doing. ¢ merely
dropped hints—which, in reality, were quite
enlightening. Handforth meant them to he
mysterious.

“You'll sree!” he said grimly, as he and
Lis study mutes stood on the Ancient Houso
steps after hreakfast.

““ We shall see what?'' asked MeClure, who
lf'emcmbered the awful threats regarding his
ace.

“Oh, I know what you're thinkirg of!"
sald Handforth. ' But I'm too busy to
attend to you now. In fact I might let yon
off altogether,’”’ he added generously. ** When
I'm wild 1 say things I don't mean. But I'm
hlessed if I'm going to tell you my plans for
diddling the Head.”

‘“Oh, be a sport!"” protested Church.

‘“No, I sha'n't he a sport!” said Hand~
forth ﬁrmly. *“I—I mean I sha'n’t let you
into the secret—I sha'n’t tell you what
I'in going to type!"’

“Type?” repeated McClure.

‘“Ah! Now you're curious, aln't you?”
sneered Handforth. ‘ Well,- you'll have to
remain curious. I'm not going to tell you
anything about the letter which the Strike
Committee is going to send to the Head.’

‘“Is there going to be a meeting, then?”
asked Church.

*“ A meeting of what?”

‘“ The Strike Cominittee.”

“ Of course there isn’'t going to be a meet-
ing!”’ snapped Handforth.

** Then how can the Strike Committee send
the Head a letter?”

‘“ Because 1'm going to type one in the pre-
fect’'s room!” roared Handforth. **1°m goin
to tell the Head that—— Well, never min
what I'm going to tell him. You ean tind
out from somebody else, you traitors! And
you'll be surprised when 1 send that letter
through the ordinary post, won't you?"

‘““Not a bit!"’ said McClure.

t“ You won’t be surprised?’’ sald Handforth,
staring.

‘* How ecan we be, when you've just told
us pure going to do it?’ asked McClure
blandly. * You're a splendid chap for keep-
ing secrets, Handy. In another two minutes
we shall know all the workings of your
mighty brain!"”

Handforth snorted and walked off. He <ud-
denly realised that he had been revealing: too
much. And he marched away, firmly dcter-
mined to keep his own counse¢l. Church and
McClure, with sad smiles, walked away to
Little Side, and joined a crowd of other
fetlows at the nets. I was there with Tommy
Watson, making bay while the sun shone,
so to specak.

Edward Oswald Handforth meanwhile had
boldly entered the prefects’ room in the
Ancient House. One would bhave supposed
that he owned the place, for he sat down
before the typewriter with a businesslike air
and wrinkled his brow.

Such an opportunity as this

st lom
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nccurred. The whole school—cxcept the

Romove—-was at work, and so Handforth was
pormitted to remain in the prefects’ room un-
molcted. At any ordinary time ‘he would
have heen cjected with considerable force.

Hc regnrded the typewriter uncertainly. It
was a somewhat ancient machine, and had
auffercd from {long usage in the prefecty’
room. [Handforth, who knew about as much
abont typewriters as he knew about sewing-
machinen, was nevertheless confident that he
could manipulate the keys with the greatcest
CAMW.

The only difficaity was that he couldn’t Ond
the Jetters, and even when he had managed
to typr his own name—by way of experiment
-~he dicovered that no capitals had come
out, and that the words were all jumbled
t?rctlwr. Typewriting wasn’'t eo casy, after
all.

However, Handforth was a dogged fellow,
and he persevered. At the end of half an
hour he had managed to type a letter which,
it not a perfect cxample of typewriting, was
at lenst readable.

Man; words had bheen crossed out, and
commas were dotted about where they didn't
helong. But in straightforward English, and
ahorn of most of the faults, the letter ran

like this: .
' Strike Committee Roem,
“ Ancicnt House.
* Honoured Sir.

® In addremaing you herewith we have no
intention of dissreapect. As a matter of fact
we respect you highly, and hope you will
grant our demands.

* Tregellis-West must come back without a
atvn on his character. If he does not come
back, and If you refuse to grant our wishes,
wc shall Le commpelled to take drasstic mea-
surcs. In short. we shall immediately call
out cvery other Form at St. Frank's and
tonke the strike geoeral. So please take
warning and play the game.

“ THE STRIKE COMMITTEE."

Hand{urth 1egarded the precious document
with great satisfaction.

*"The Head won't know who wrote the
riddy letter, 00 he can't come down on me.”
we murmured. " 1'm not quite sure .bout
*drastic.” but T think it's apelt right. ™ Any-
how, all the other words ave.”

This only went to prove that Handlorth
was not cxactly perfect when it came to
apelling. He was thoroughly satisfied, how-
cver, and found an envelope and typed that
also. Having placed the letter within. he
seuled the envelope and then fixed on a three-
halfpenny stamp. .

“Uood!” he mucrmured, as he made for
the door. * This'll make the Hcad sit up,
')l bet!” .

He walked out and went to bis own atudy.
Church and McClure were coming along the
passafe as Handflorth turncd into Study D,
and his face hardened.

“It's no good!” hc sald, as they followed
him in. * You needn’t ask what this lctter
i3, brcnuse [ sha’n’t tell you!™
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‘“ But you have told us already!” said
Church, as Handforth placed the letter upon
the mantelpiece. ** It's to the Head, ain’t it?
My hat! 1Is that supposed to be typed!”

**1 don't want any sneers!’’ roarcd Hand-
forth, at the top of his voice. ‘' That letter
in typed, and 1I'm going to post it to the
Head! I'm np} going to stand any nonsens¢
—see? It's an altimatum!”

Handforth’'s voice carried far, and Pitt,
who was going along the passage, paused out-
side Study D and listened.

‘“But it's stamped!’’ said McClure.

‘““ Do you think 1 want thc¢ Head to pay
thrcepence on it?’' suorted Handforth.

‘* But what's the idea of posting it?'’ de-
manded McClure. * Why don’t you go along
and slip it in the Head's private box?’'

‘* That's just where you show your little
nidnd!" said Handforth pityingly. ‘“The
Hecad will be far more impressed if he gets
the letter by the morning's post.”

** But what's it about?’’ asked Church.

“I'm not going to tell you!” said Hand-
forth firmly. ‘' And if you dare to open the
letter I'll slauﬁ:ter you. Um going down to
the village after dinner, and I'm going to
post it. Then to-morrow you'll see the
result.”

Church and McClure

“It'l be painful,
Church thoughtfully.

‘* What'll be painful, you grinning ass?’’

** The result!"’ said Church. * But still, if
you like to aek for a flogging, that's your
lonk-out. I wouldn’'t dream of interfering.'’

‘* Blow your rotten letter!’ said Church,

‘“ Well, remember what I said—don't yon
touch the letter!” Handforth exclaimed,
moving towards the door. *“ I'm gholng out
to Little Side now—to show those chaps how
to play football.”

When Handforth emerged upon the passage
it was empty, and he certainly had no idea
of the fact thal Reginald Pitt was aware of
the fact that a letter had been written to
the Head, and that it was to be posted in
she village.

Handforth and Co. went omut, and Pitt
watched them from his study window. Then
he calmly entercd Study D, took dowmn the
letter from the mantelpiece, and opened it
by means of a slim pcnholder.

Ono glance at the contents caused the
Serpent to grin. He qulckl{ took a sheet of
blank Eaper. inserted it in the cnvelope,
stuck this up again, and placed it back on the
mantclplecc.

Pitt meant to substitute another lctter
for Handforth's, but he was cute cnough to
rcalise that the Remove skipper might. return
before the job was completed. Ii he did
return he would not he unsuspicious. It waa
just a little precaution.

Pitt took the letter and went to the pre-
fects' room. He was no more accustomed to
typewriting than Handforth, put his wits
were sharper, and he quickly got the hang of
the machine. His eflort was much shorter
than Handforth’'s, and e waa finished
within ten minutes—a fresh envelope and ali,

rinned.
expect,” remarked
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Pitt had a good memory, and he knca*that
Haudforth had made one or two mistakes on
the envelope. He repeated them on his. A
three-halfpenny stamp was affixed and the
misgive sealed.

Jt wae the work of two minutes to slip
into Handforth's study and change the
letters. The original one was burnt to atoms
without delay, and when Handforth and Co.
entered their study shortly afterwards they
had no suspicion that a change had been
effected.

Reginald Pitt, in fact, had suddenly con-
ceived a rascally plan. Once the line of
action had taken shape in his mind, the rest
was simple. During the afterncon he was

buey in an unobtrusive way—end his efforts

for the most part were connected with the
gymnasium.

At tea-time Handforth remained as secre-
tive as ever, and Church and McClure were
apparently quite indifferent. This wasn't
‘actually the case. They were very curious,
and not a little alarmed. Indeed, they de-
cided to seize the letter and open it, care-
less of all consequences. But Handforth
apparently suspected something.

For he pocketed the letter in the middle
of tca, after Church and McClure had ex-
changed ome or two incautious whispers.
And as soon as the mesl was over Handforth
walked down to Bellton.

All unconscious of the change he posted the
letter, and then returned, fceling that a
very necessary step had becn taken. There
was nothing like being firm. :

He met Church and McClure in the
Triangle.

‘“You can ceclear off!"” said Handforth
eoldly. **I'm ashamed of you, and you can
go and eat coke! Fellows who can only sneer
at my ideas ain’t chums of mine. Apd I'm
going to the gym. now, anyhow.”’

“ That’s good enough,’”’ said McClure. * If
you're going to do some more exercises,

andy, Church and I will he safer 3 mile or
(wo away. But there's just one thing I
want to mention.”

** What's that?’’

““Don’t break all the windows!'’ grinned
MeClnure.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth’s faithful chums strolled off, and
the¢ Remove captain, giving vent to one of
his own particular snorts, marched inte the
gymnasium. Three or-four other Removites
were there, but they cleared off at once
deeming it safer to retire. :

Handforth sniffed the air sharply.

‘“What a nift!” he remarked. “I'm
blessed if I don’t believe those asses have
been cleaning a bicycle in here!"

He stared round suspiciously, but was not
rewarded. 80 he went on with his exercises,
having closed the door.

Pitt, watching from the window of Study E,
smiled to himself, and at once made a move.
Everything was going exactly as he had
planned in his own mind—and the S8erpent
made his way to the Headmaster's: study.

He tapped upon the door, and entered In

strike,”” replied Pitt
right that you should
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response to a quiet ‘‘Come in.”” Dr. Stal-
ford was sitting alone, and he raised Lis
eyebrows slightly as he saw the junior.

‘“* Well, my boy?” he asked.

*“May I speak to you, sir?” asked Pitt
respectfully.

*“It is pot usual for me to grant Inter-
views to jumior members of the school,” said
the Head drily. ¢ You are Pitt, I believe?™

‘*“ Yes, sir,”’ replied the Serpent. “ I don’t
exactly like coming, but 1 feel that It is my
duty to give you some information—*

‘““One moment,” interrupted the Head.
‘* Do you wish to make a complaint, Pitt? If
so, you must see your Housemaster.”

‘“It’s not exactly a complaint, sir,”” said
Pitt calmly. ‘' The Remove is on strike, as
you know; but Fullwood and I and several
other fellows didn't take part in it. It was
only yesterday and to-day tHat Mr. Crowclil
refused to take us alone; and that waan’t
our fault.'’

‘* Please get to the point, Pitt.”

“ Well, sir, Handforth is the leader of the
‘““and I think it only
know that Handforth
is preparing to burn down the gymnasium—
as an act of violence in order to make yor¥
give way, sir.”

Br. Pitt looked at Pitt grimly.

“I do not credit that statement, Pitt,™
he replied quietly, *‘ and I shall punish you
segprel!y for making such an outrageous accu-
sationl"

CHAPTER VIL.
POOR OLD BANDFORTH!

Head’'s study, but Reginald Pitt
remained perfectly calm.

) “¥m gorry you don’t believe me,
sir,”’ he said at last. *'I shouldn't say such
a thing unless I had every cause. Handforth
is in the gym. even mow, putting bowls of
paraffin all over the place, with shaviugs
over the top. He means fo set fire -to it
after dark.”

The Head looked grim.

** How do you know this, Pitt?'’ he asked
ebarf ¥. . :
‘“ I overheard Handforth telling one of the
other fellowa, sir,”’ lied Pitt smoothly. “*I'd
rather rot give the other boy's name, sir,
ecause he tried to argue with Hanadforth.
But if you don’t take any notice of what 1

THERE was & moment's sgilence in the

‘say the gymnasium will 'be burnt down this
evening.”’

The Headmaster pursed his lips.

‘“ Waitr!”’ he said shortly.

He rang his b¢il, and when Tubhbs came
the page-boy was ordered to fetch Nelson
Lee without delay. The Housemaater
appeared within three minutes, and the Head
went straight to the point.

‘' Pitt has come to me with a strange story,
Mr. Lee. He declares that Handforth is
planning to set fire to the gymnasinmm—ag a
means of forcing me to grant his so-calfed
demands.” ' -
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Nelson liee langhed. |

**The idea is preposterous,”’ he declared.
‘“ Handforth has faults, like every other boy,
but he is perfectly upright and honourable.”

‘“ All right, sir,”" said Pitt, shrugging his
shoulders. ‘' I only thought I was doing my
duty. I shall take care, mext timc, to keep
anything like this to myself—-"'

** Do not be insolent!'’ interjectcd the Head
sh'a?ly.

‘You noedn't. belicve me, &gir,”” went on
Pitt. “ If you'll take the trouble to go to
the gymnasium you'll find Handforth there.
I cxpect he's prepared the parafin  and
shavmﬁg by this time.’’

The Head rose to his fcet.

“I will go to the gympasium!” he ex-
claimed grimly. * And you will come with
me, Pitt. If I find that you have been tell-
tng me a cock-and-bull story I shall flog you
with the utmbst severity.  Will you plcase
comeg with us, Mr. Lee¢?”

_ “*Certainly,”” replied Nelson Lce, regard-
m%- Pitd curiously.

hey went out, and walked
the Triangle. It was now growing dusk, but
e ¢ood many fellows saw the trio and
wondered what was wrong.. Tommy Watson
and I werc just coming from the playing-

quickly across

ficlds, and we strolled over towards the gym..

““ Looks like trouble for somebody,'’’ ere-
marked Watson critically- :

** And Pitt again, too!"" I cxclaimed. *1
wonder what his little game is this time?
Something rotten, I'll bet!”

The door of the gym. was closed, and so we
warc unable to see within. As luck would
have it, the innocent Handiorth had com-
pletely played into Pitt's hands—a stroke
of cl.ance which Pitt had not hoped for.

Handforth, in fact, was irritated by the
strong smell of paraffin which pervaded the
gvm., and which he had noticed upon first
entering. And now, by ail that was unfortu-
nate, he was making a search. When the
Head and Nelson Lee entered Handforth was
in a far corner, bending over something
behind a pile of folding chairs which was

stacked there. He turned, bis bands
smothered in paraffin.
‘“ Who did this?”" he demanded warmly.

*“ Who's been playing the giddy ox? Oh,

my hat! I—I beg your pardon—"

*There you are, sir!’’ said Pitt softly. *'1
told ypu—-"

‘“ Silence, Pitt!"” rapped out the Head in a
terrible voice. * Handforth, what is that on
your hands?”

““ Paraflin, sir!”’ said Handforth warmly.
“] can't make it out—there's paraffin all
nvell' the place, sir! And a lot of shavings,
too!”

The Head was thunderstruck. He had
come into the gym. in a sceptical frame of
mind, and had actually found Handforth
with his hands smothered in paraffin—and
absolutely alone. On the face of it, it
secemed as though Pitt’s accusation was fully
justified.

" What have you got to say for yourself,
Bandforth®' asked the -Hcad harshly.  *1
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believed that Pitt was lying to me when ls
accised you of planning to set firec to this
building-——-""

Handforth staggered back.

“ Pitt—Pitt accused me of that?” he
gasped. * Why, I'll-I'll punch him
into—""

““I claim your protection, sir!'' said Pitt
promptly.

‘““You liar—you Dbeastly liar!" roared
Handforth.

‘*“ Silence, Handforth!" exclaimed Dr. Staf-
ford angrily.

“0I expected he'd try to get nut of it,
sir,”” said Pitt. “I dare say he'll deny
having typed you a letter—"'

“You rotten spy!” shouted Handforth
violently. ‘* He's planned this himself, gir,”
added the Rcmoave captain, appealing to the
Head. “I don't deny that I wrote you a
letter, because I did. I typed it rather, and
posted it only twenty minutes ago.”

‘“ Does anybod; else know about that
letter?’’ sneered Pitt.
‘““No, not a soul—cxcept vyou,” replied

Handforth. ‘“ If I don’t smash you for this,
Pitt, you'll be lucky!”

‘““Come with me to my study st once,
Handforth,”' said the Head sharply. * Yonu
too, Pitt. Mr. Lee, 1 am afraid that Hand-
forth has been guilty of an insane act- or,
at least, bhe was contemplating that act.
Pitt was quite right in cowing to me.”

‘“ Exactly,”” agreed Nelson Lee emooth!y.
“And I really think that Pitt may he
allowed to go, Dr. Stafford. Hc can surely
do rothing else to assist us.”

‘““Very well—you may go, Pitt,” said the
Head.

The news was all over the school in five
minutes—Pitt suw to that. Handforth had
been found preparing to set the gym. on
tire! Of course, hardly anybody believed it,
but there was a great deal of excitement.
Meanwhile Handforth was in the Head's
etudy, rather dazed. Dr. Stafford had tele-
phoned to the postmaster, requesting him t%
send up the letter by special messenger. A
telegrapb girl brought it almost at once,
and the Head tore it open.

‘““Upon my soul!"’ he exclaimed furiously. .

| ‘“ Just look at this, Mr. Lee!”

Nelson Lee took it, and then pursed his

lips.

‘“Did you type this, Handlorth?'’ he
asked.

‘““Yes, sir,”” replied Handforth innocently.
“I—I didn't mean any disrespect, sir. But
we want Tregellis-West to come back——"

‘“ Disrespect!” thundered the Head. * Do
not talk nonsense, boy. You know well

enough that this letter would not be de-
livered until the morning in the ordinary
course of things—until aiter the gymnasium
had been burnt to the ground.”

““ I—I don't understand, sir,’”’ gasped Hand-
forth helplessly.

‘*You wretched boy!" stormed the Head.
‘“* You shall be c¢xpelled from St. Frank's this
very night—" :



POOR OLD HANDFORTH

& Expelled!”’ panted Haandforth, horritied.

** Yes, boy—expelled!”

* But--but I'm innocent, roared
poor old Handforth, starting to his feet
indignantly. *“ You don’t think I put all
that parafiin down, do you? It was Pitt——""

‘““ Do not dare to place your guilt upon the
shoulders of the boy who had courage enough
to come to me!” said Dr. Stafford angrily.
‘* The letter alone is quite sufficient evidence
of guilt; and you have admitted writing it,
Handforth. That is sufficient.”

‘** The—the letter, sir?”’ said the junior
dazedly.

‘“ Look for yourself, my boy,’” said Nelson
Lee, passing Handferth the letter.

And the Remove captain’s amazed eyes
read the following:

eir!’

“ Strike Committee Room,
' Ancient House.
‘ Honoured Sir,

‘“The gymnasium was burnt to the ground
as a protest against the dclay in agreeing to
our demands. Unless Tregellis-West. returns
this week there will be another fire—but a
bigger one!

“ THE STRIEE COMMITTEE.”

It is scarcely to be wondered at that the
letter swam before poor Handforth's eyes.
It was like a nightmare to him. And he
was shrewd enough to realise that this was
enough to get him the sack. The whole affair
scemed perfectly plain. The letter was to
have becn delivered in the morning, after
the gym. had been burnt down. Pitt, of
course, had had no intention cf causing a fire
—his whole scheme had becn to incriminate
Handforth. The cunning manner in which he
had made his plans was absolutely startling.

‘ I—I didn't write this, sir!’’ gasped Hand-
forth wildly.

** You foolish boy!’* said the Head, noticing
Handforth’s acute distress.

*“It is scarcely |

a3

surprising that you are bewildered. Two
minutes ago you confessed that you did write
the letter—"

‘““ Not this one, sir!” roared Handforth.

“ Enough!” said the Head sternly. ‘* Zour
guilt is evident, and you will leave 'St. Frank's
to-night!”

Handforth sat
Lee spoke.

‘“Do not worry yourself, Handforth,” he
said smoothly. * 1 am quite convinced of
your innocence, and it will not be necessary
for you to leave the neighbourhood. The
%?Etm culprit in this affair is not you, but

l -!!

Handforth took a deep breath.

. **Oh, sir!” he panted. * You-—you belicve
in me?”’

‘** Perfectly, my boy.”

‘“ Are you mad, Mr. Lee?"’ e¢xclaimed the
Hcad sharply.

'* No,”” replied the schoolmaeter-detective.
‘“I am not mad, Dr. Statfford, but 1 happen
to know certain facts which arc hidden from
you—and Handforth is the victim of «a
despicable plot!”’

stunned--and then Nelsop

Reginald Pitt fondly believed that he had
triumphed. Edward Oswald Handforth left

Ste Frank’s in disgrace. But he didn't zo
far; he joined Sir Montie Tregellis-West at
the Mount. ,

And Nelson Lee made a positive promise
that both the unfortunate juniors would be
completely vindicated within three days.
The school knew nothing of this, and
thought that Handforth had been sacked.

The Remove strike, as a consequence, coms-
pletely collapsed. The jumiors: were
thorougnly staggered. But I wasn't. I knew
that cverything would come right the very

| instant Nelson Lee’s plans were completed.

And Reginald Pitt’s career was necarly at
an end!

THE END.

“The Closing
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Toe Chums « Littleminster School.

A Magnificent Story of School Life and Adventure.

By ARTHUR S. 'HARDY. L
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The First Chaplers.

BASIL HooD is a new boy at Littleminster School.
On his arrival he makes a friend of

JOHN CHALLIS, a Senior in the Fifth Form.

MYERS and COGGIN qre two bullies, who, with
some others, try to make Challis join the
“ Clubs.” an athletic society. He refuses, and
they determine to send him to Covenlry.
He iz persuadedlater by Mr. Evans, a master,
to join. Challis takes Hood fishing in a
punt, which gels cast adnrift.
Grainger, the Captain, sees Challis at the
nels, and asks him to play for the next sizteen
aqainst the eleven. BMeanwhile Basil suspects
Myers of casting the punt adrift, since he
Jound a coin belonging to him near the spot.
{Insuspectingly he puts the coin 1n a drawer
in his cubicle. {t vanishes, and Basil sus-
pects Myers. At dinner the next day Blyers
ts cavght talking.

(Now read on.)

eesmem——

A MAN SHORT.

8¢ YERS!" called Mr. Evans, from the
head of the table. * Stand up!”
Flushed, shamefaced, Myers
stood up for all to ree.

“ Was that you talking loudly?’’ cried the
Master sternly. :

“* N-no-—sir—""

“‘That is false. T heard yon, and all you
gaid. As yon are going to play in the match
to-day, I['ll defer punishment. But you will
write me out five hundred lines to-morrow."”

Myers groaned and dropped into his seat.
As if he hadn't epough lines to write out!
Hc¢ felt that he hated Mr. Evans, and was
near to saying so, only that he saw_ the
Master's stern eyes fastened on him, and did
not dare.

He saw Basil grinning at him, and Ray-
mond and Fawcett standing up to have a
better view of him. In a rage he vowed that
he would pay the fags out for this. And he
would have his full revenge when Challis
made n confounded ass of himself at the
wicket. Wait till the cad turncd out in his
dirty tweeds, and then see.

The dinner ended, the boys broke up, and
there was no end of a rushing and hurrying

to and fro, while the air cracked wjth the

gin of echoing voices.

» L aaad

Later on

Rapidly the ericket ground began to fill.
The juniors were the first on the field, of
course, arriving in batches, cach house unto
itself, each house yclling defiance at the
others, and marching to the best positions
from which to view the game.

The stand filJed rapidly. Round the ropes
and the boundary lines the boys squatted.

In the pavilion some of the more eager and
nervous of the players were already bogin-
ning to change.

The time drew nearer and nearer. Grainger
arrived, accompanied by Ponsonby, Ryder.
Moreasi\ (one the best bats the school had
ever had), and Andrews, the fast bowler of
the school team, of Hale's House.

Then the masters came along.

Most of the sixteen were already in the
pavilion, among them Myers, Chalfont, and
Digby of Evans’s.

The excitement grew and grew. Some of
the flannelled cricketers came out into the
sun. Mr. Gray, of Gray's House, donned an
umpire's jacket, and Mr. Evans did the same.

Basil began to feel breathless. So  did
Raymond and Fawcett, who were sitting
next him. Their eyes roamed the field and
rcsted on the pavilion, while they sought for
a sign of John Challis. He wasn't there.

“Look!" said Fawcett breathlessly. * The
captains are tossing for choice of innings,
and I don’t believe that Challis is on the
field. My hat, if he should have forgotten all
about it?!’

““Oh, that’s linpossible! He must have
heard them jeering at and chafling him, and
he's studied the names on the board again
and again,”’ protested Raymond.

Basil was silent, watching the group of
players anxious-eyed. ’

He knew John better than these did, knew
his absgnt-mindcd waya.

It was quite possible that the big boy had
forgotten, and if 8o, it would do him nn good
to be rushed at the last moment. It would
sort of upset his mental bhalance,

Basil rose to his fect.

‘“ Where arc you off to, old chap?' asked
Fawcett.

‘“*Going to sce who's won the toss.”

‘““0Oh, Vernon has, for the sixteen!" cried
Fawcett carelessly. ¢ Look, the eleven are
coming out to field.”

It was &s Fawcctt said. Vernon—captain
of the next sixteen, a real good man, of
Gray’'s—was retiring into thc .pavilion, and

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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the umpires and the cleven, led hy Grainger,
were coming out on te the playing- -pitch,
smiling in anticipation of the mateh to come.

Basil, darting across the field, sped for the

vilion.

He had crossed the
h\w and cry from the sc
tn his cars, whe Grainger,
the collar, pulled him up.

** Hallo, young 'un! You're not allowed tn
rcam wll over the field while a match is on!
he sald aternly, but not unkindly.

Basil glanced carnestly into his captain’s
eyes. .

. [t you plzase, sir,”” he pleaded, T want
to find Challis, I don’t bhelieve he's in thy
“pavilion, and the sixteen are going to bat.
“I{ he's not tumed up I'H go to his rooms
and fetch him.’

Grainger released the fag.

“H'm!" he frowned. ** The hemzar isn’t
going to sell us another pup, I8 he?”

thch with a perfeet
oolboys’ lips echoing
scizing him by

“0Oh, no'!' He's probably deep in his
studies, and—hc¢ doesn’'t think of anything
e¢ then!”

“ Al right. Skip along. Fetch him.

will do him a lot of harm if he doean’t turn
up.”” and Grainger waved the fag on.

Basil rushed madly acrosa the piteh, dived
into the pavilien, and cast a glance into the
Taces of all the boys who were standing there
iR flannels, eager and rcady for the game.
VYernon and Chalfont were strapping on their
E'a;ls, for they were to be the first pair to

As he had anticipated, Challis wasn't there.

Myers grabbed Basil by the onllar and
-shook bim roughly.

‘* You're not allowed in here,” he shoutud.
®Get out!”” And he brought hiz knee up
mm.hly under the fag’'s hody.

' Beatt !’ cricd Basil. wriggling free. and
turning to the others. ‘1 say, isn't Challis
Bhere? No? Has anvhody seen him?™’

Myers face lit up with triumph. Up till
$hen it hadn't dawned on him that the cad

wasn't present.

'“Seen him? Not likely.”” he snecered.
“By Jove, he's funked! Sensthle of him,
ten, secing the rags he would have to wear.”

Basil faced his encmy with clenched fiste,
his eyes ﬂashmg deflance.

** Challis hasn't funk.d, syd you know |t "
he criedd. * And I'm going to fetch him.’

And off he sped like the wind.

‘el

A BIQ SURPRISE.

N reaching Challis's room. Baxil
knocked. There was no reply. He
knocked a second and a third tlme
when a sharp vcice cried, * Come in.’

" The boy then entered, to find Challis seated
st table. hia back to the light, bonks and
manuals in front of him. a pen in his hand,
* face set in an e¢ffort of concentration.

s frown vanished when he reeognised the
I'tmder
" Come In and sit down, )mmg ‘un!"’ he
odicd cheerily. I sha'n't he long.  When
¥ fnished wl.' Il bave a talk--chy™

It |

|

| shall

id

“Jobhe, have you for ten ajl about tho

f:rigikc-t match?”  bhreathed Basil, wondee-
-nuly

(hallia sat holt upright.

“By George!” he exelaimed. [ had!
Clean fHrgotten it Thought it wae to

morrow.  Still, there's heaps of time, isn't
there?

"““No.  You're late already.  Vernon wou
the toss for the sixteen, and han sent the

cleven out to ficld. He and Chaltfoart are
going to open the innings, and if wickets fall
quickly, they'll call on you. Don't vt vm
serve you a dirty trick., Challis.”

The pleading note in Basil's voice, the look
in his eves, tauched Challis, who sprang «rect,
and thrust his bonks aside,

“I'm awflully sorry ! he cried apologeti-
cally. “1'm such an abheent-minded hegypar.
I'm always forgetting things.  Shan't he
long, kid., Just wait here a tick.”

Challia pounded out of the room, swinging
the door to hehind him, and Basil heard his
ateps echoing atony the corridor as he ran
for his room.

A proud smile curved the fag'« lipa as he
waited. Good old Challis! Never mind what
gort of clothes he wore, he was suire to
jstify his selection for the sixteen if he had
the least hit of luck.

Five minutes passed slowly away,
then open swung the door, and
Challia.

“*('ome along, young
Basil gasped.

Never had he seen such a magie: o
his life. Challis had run frem the room
wearing his old and much worn tweed:, He
came hack dresacd in as smart and wdlleut
suit of flannels as it was poasible to procure.
Hie shirt of ARunnel, loose cut, was ! the
hest. He wore a cap of the honse colonrs,
a tie to match, a a white flannel (oat
instead of a blager. His feet were eneased
in soft white leather cricketing hoots, nail-
s.udded, and of good make.

And, marvel of marvels, he had oiled and
brushed his hair.

Basil stared aghast, at a loas for words,
Challlc frowned, then murl?uml petulunt)y,

“I «ay, don't rub it in, Ki know | luok
an awful 238, and all that sort of thing., bat
-~well, T £20t l had to do it. 1 hate conven-
tions, but yon've got to s the line to ‘cin.
Got these things made and sent me from
home. Thaw dad’'s a brick. Had to oil' ny
hair, too. Hate it. And now [ suppose [
he howled for a duek and give the
chapa something clse to store up against

Rasil found his vcieelt HB face fairly
heamed with delight. .

Challis, looking far more distingnished and
manly than nearly cvery hay in the echool
wa3i it to take his p'ace on the crigket ficld,
where his appearan:e would confound s
cnemies.

“0Oh, John, I'm 0o clad'' he gasped.
“Won't Myers and. all that gang be siek$

(Continued overleal.)

«w, andd
in camo
‘un!”’ he cried, and

change in
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And you won't make a duck, eit.her
justify your sclection, I'm certain.’

Challis grunted? * Hope so!" he muttcred
canting a regretful glanee at his books. ~Then
with a =ish he turned,
of the school-hpuse and across .to the cricket
ficld, where the trial match was in fu]l ewmﬂ _

Nobhody noticed.their arriv al. Al CVOS ‘WeTre

Ynu'll

mncultrated on the held, where the batsmen:

were, doing. “lcl[‘ best to hold up’ tue sC hool'
bowling. Yool

Basil cast a plance at t]lt‘: notice hoard
and uttered a cry of dismay., ¥ oo e

This is what it said: Runs'.9. V\lckets, 2.
Last .man, 0. Bowlers, 3 and 7.

Two wickets for 9 runs! A ;.lance at the
piteh showed the™ fag  that * Vernon; the
captain, had gone. Chalfont was still batting.
e had not scored.  The other .batsman,
Gricegs, of Hale's, had 3 to his credit. B}
:.(l:m'_. things WeTe looking bad. and no mls-,
dne feeun

“We're only just in time, John,” he s'ud
as he made for the pavilion.

Challie, too, had studied the board, ami
taken in the situation at o glance, Wlth T
grunt he followed Basil. -

As they reached the threshold of the (1[‘*’*:»...
jng-room they heard voices speaking. 3

‘1 knew what it would he when Grainger
Ptltlt*’tl him,”" Digby - wa . sa.ipg.
can't 1ely on a bounder like that.
ot .m\hmlv down. Buat I'm not sorry. Look
here, Vernon, we'll play. fifteen and chanee
it. And. lsnt it better than if. he turned
up hiere in his dirty rags, to make a duck
and show up the side?”

LI owish he were here,” growled Vernon.
“ Young Hood's gone to fetch him, but he's
a long time.. T've got him down to bat ncxt.
Confound .it--—"" Here he frowned. ‘Ii's
very unsatisfactory.” '

Just then they heard a distinet clicking
sound from the playing-ficld, which was im-
maediately followed by a yell from the hoys
who were looking on. |

v Chalfont’s out. Clean  bowled
stump. One cf Grainger’s beauties,”
a plaver from the door. “It's a rd.,  The
school  will walk over: Nuver saw such a
rotten start. Three ot the best wickets down
For 9. ' S
'1‘Iu~captuin of the sixteen frowned.

"Get o your pads on, Myers,” he growled.
“1'll gend you in next, as Challis isn't here.
Don't lash out,
bowling, We must try . and stop
somehow.” ’o
- Myers seized a pad, but at that moment
Challis thrust his way forward and faced
the captain of the sixteen, his enecks flush-
ing hotly, his eyes bright. ' '

“1'm here, sir, and ready to bat if you
want me to go in next,” he muttered, avoid-
mg the eyes of the others., © Sorry I forgot,

. L .

He would

middle
shouted

—

and they hurried out

“Yonu.

but stand steady to the,
the rot

‘nsual interest.
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but I was. puzrlmg out a tncky problem, atld

took no ‘account ‘of the time."”’ .
H'm. - Dcad - silence,” and - all - eyes wcere

dlrccted _at Challis, all faces lengtherod '

aqtomshment e ‘
Vernon lnoked

_y Weli,. of all. the—""
Chalhs up” and .down,” as surprised as the

1 rest, hut too well,_ bred to make any comment,

One thing struck him forcibly, that Challig,
with his ﬁne, sturdy figure, looked (.very ina:
a crlckcter in his flannels.” - L
“Anid ‘even if he wcre "bowled for a duck |
would not (lls"mce thtlemmster in this rig-
Ollt‘} b.--b -~ k
» Slowly, the expression -of his face changed."
fhs frown . vanished, his lips curved intoia
wclcomln" smllc and his eyes brlghtendd
visibly. |
L I'm glad you 've come, Challis,”” he sa,ltf
heartily. ‘¢ Thought 1t“must be something
tike. that .that..Kept "you. Ought to have
rounded you .up before.;.Yes, "ct your pads
if .you. will.~I think I'd m\e you to bat,
next* if you don’t mind. . It'1l hrace the side’
up if you canatand firm.”’- = .. .
{ .+ Challig nodded. - x

“Pve had no pra.(,tace to speak of,’ he
said. ~:* But ['ll_ do my hest.’ -
. So, sitting down as screne and cahn as &

playing ¢'cricket for: Littleminster were
everyday sort of tlung instéad-of snmcthmg-
entirely, new for, him,~John Challis sat down
and began to strap on a palrof -pads and to
ask with a blush on his ;cheeks—for he had -
forgotten to ask his father to send hirn down

one—for somebody to lend him a. bat. S
“* Take mine,” said Vernon, whose depres-
sion  had vanished with the arrival “of
Challis.  ““And, "I say, I wish you Iluck’
Challis.” ~Ya
lf:

THE ACCIDENT.

UTSIDE, among the boys who sur-_
rounded the playing-pitch, silen¢e -
rcigned. The trial game was always
one of the most -important.of the
agagon. The juniors looked. forward to it
with hope,_ and all the Houles ‘were keen tp
find Tepresentatives in she picked cleven
which would - hgld up- the honour*of the
school during "the summer camp'urrn

And while the eleven crack players of the
school side, &enerally the best :to be found, -
were legarded with awe,-even with hero-war-

‘'ship,. yet most of the sympathy was with the

next sixteen. This year, on aecount .of
Challis's noterious position at Littleminster,
and the eleventh-hour choice -of its captaln,
the match was regarded with more than

Ohallis would be an awful irost. That was .
a. foregone conclusion in the minds of the :
majority of the hoys. Yet they wanted the
sixtecen to make a good fight of it.

(To be continued.)
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