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was followed by Tommy Watson, Sir Lancelot
. Montgomery Tregellis-West, Jack Grey, and
Reginald Pitt.

Nelson Lee and Sir Crawford Grey alighted
more sedately. We were all smiling and
cheerful; returning to school after the
Christmas holidays wasn’t dreaded by any of
us—least of all by Jack Grey.

During the previous term he had bheen
known as Jack Mason, the Boy from Ber-
mondsey. He had had a pretty rough time
of it, one way and another; but this term
promised to be very different. He was no
Jonger a ‘‘ Council School kid.”” He returned
‘munder his own name, Norman Grey, the son
of Sir Crawford Grey and heir to a baronetcy
.and vast estates. But we had always known
him as Jack, and the name stuck to him.

Sir Crawford had only found his son just

before the holidays, and the majority of the

Fellows at St. Frank’s knew nothing- of the
great change in ‘‘ Mason's' fortunes. But
-they soon would know! -Reginald Pitt was
Jack's great chum—a chum he had gained all
dfor himself. Pitt had been several kinds of
8 rotter at one time of day, but now he
was true blue—mainly through Jack's inrflu-
ence.

‘“ Yes, here we are again, Nipper,” .smiled
Nelson Lee, as we collected our various bags
and portmanteaux. ‘I wonder what advén-
tures this sterm will bring forth? Perhape
none at all, eh?”

I shook my-head.

“ Don't you believe it, guv'nor!” I said.
S There are mysteries to be unravelled every-
_where, and I'll bet you'll find plenty of work
to do before long—so shall 1! Detective work

-

Owen major, of the Ancient Heuse Removi.
Quite a number of fellows had aligchted from

the train. Lordly Sixth-Formera, lofTty-lo King
Fifth-Formers, Removites, and zcurrying [igs
in dozens. It wa. the first day of term, and

the quiet station of Bellton wuas very un-

quiet for once in a way.

We left the most of our luggage for iho
Ancient House brakes to carry up to the
gchool, and went through the vidluge on (vot,
The day was cold and crisp—a keeén frest in
the air. The sun was shining from a clear
sky, and the weather couldn’'t he hetter, And
the weather makes a lot of ditference to tho
average fellow’s feelings on the lirst day of a
new term. '

Everybody we meft was in <cood spirits.
Naturally, Nelson Lee aud Sir Crowiord
walked together, and the rest of us lacyed
behind to chat with old fricndsx. VW« met
the redoubhtable Hal Brewster and Co., -of
the River House School, and they were a3
pleased to see us as we were to see them,

By the time wc arrived at the uates of
St. Frank's we felt at home once more, and
I could sec Jack Grey's eyesd sparkling as he
surveyed the noble old pile. The ureat scheol

was looking its best on this cold, lear

-winter's day.

Living there constantly, one was apt to
lose sight of the beauty of the masgive :tonae
archway, the pillars of which supported the
wrought iron gatea; one lorgot to admice the
splendid array ot gables and turrets and ivy-
covered walls of the two great Houses which
formed the school—the Ancient House aral
the College Hous¢é. The range of bualldingas,
taken as a whole, would require 3ome buuting



when it came to a question of slieer grandeur
and beauty.

““Doesn’t it look fine?” sald Jack QGrey,
almost proudly.

‘“ Begad! I was about to say the same
thing, dear old Dboy,”’ remarked Sir Montie,
adjusting his pince-nez. ‘ We see these things
on the first day of term, you know. But
to-morrow we shall forget—— Pray mind
where you are goin’, Bosun!’

Tom Burton, of the Remove,.had joined us.

‘“ Qlad to see everybody,’”’ he said cheerily.
‘““ Where's Mas Souse my maindeck!
Everybody's talklfig about you, messmate!
You’re Grey now, aren't you? I was so
blamed surprised that I was like a ship with-
out a compass for five minutes!”

The Bo'sun grabbed Jack's hand, and
wrang it in his own bluff, hearty fashion. His
honest face was suffused in smiles, and his
pleasure was genuine. Grey was pleased, but
there seemed to be an uneasy light in his
eyeda. Tom Burton noticed it at once, and
his smile faded away.

‘““ Bust my mains’l!” he ejaculated.
anything wrong, shipmate?” |

‘“No-0,”" 'said Jack awkwardly. ‘'‘But—
but you said that everybody was talking
about me, Bo'sun, and—"’

Burton grinned.

““Oh, 1s that _it?"” he said.
worry about in“that, iIs there? Of course
everybody's talking about you. Souse me!
Handforth has been yarning ever since he
(}:le_lme on board. Half the crew. won't helieve

im——"'

‘““That’s not surprising,” [ put in cheer-
fully. ‘' The fellows know Handforth’'s little
ways. But it happens to be true, Bo'sun.
Our mutual friend, Master Norman Grey, is
the son of a baronet and heir to—"

‘“0h, draw it mild, Nipper!”’ protested
Jack. - )

‘* Rats!"’ said Pitt. ‘' You're -getting your
nwk back now, Jack. The fellows were in-
clined to look down on you last term, and
now it’s your turn to look down on them.
You'll have Fullwood fawning on you within
five minutes, I'll bhet!”

" ** He wouldn’t have the nerve to,”” said
Jack, shaking his head. | i

‘““ Fullwood’s got nerve enough for any-

tbing,” I said. ‘ Well, come on in.”

We entered the gateway, and I thought of
Pitt's prophecy. Fullwood and Co., the Nuts
ol the Ancient House Remove, had treated
Jack Grey with lofty contempt and disdain
during the previous term—believing him to be
the egon of a carpenter—and I was curious
to see what they would do.

But Ralph Leslie FFullwood and his precious
pals were not in evidence at present.
soon as we appeared, however, there was a
rush of other fellows. Handforth and Co.
were there, and heaps of other chaps.

We were surrounded by a yelling mob—
cxpressing their welcome.

- ‘“1 say Nipper, is 1t true?” shouted Hub-
bard.

“Is what true?”’

“ What Handy says about

6 IS

"'Nothing to

Y S )
Mason?"

.previous term by his genuine

As-
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‘““ And Mason
He'’s Grey now, and

bawled Handforth

“ Of course it’s true,” 1 said.
isn’'t Mason any longer.
his pater is a baronet.”
- “There you are!”
trinmphantly.

My word was good enough, and Jack Grey,
much to his confusion, was surrounded by an
enthusiastic crowd, who all wanted to shake
hands with him at once. He had made him-
self popular towards the latter part of the
decency and
prowess on the playing-flelds. But now his
popularity had increased by leaps and
bounds in a few seconds. Jack, in 1y
opinion, didn’t exactly care for this lionising
now that he was * somebody,”” but he
couldn’t help feeling honourecd. He was
breathless by the time the fellows had done
with him.

‘““Give him three good 'uns!’” yelled soine-
body. . -

““ Hurrah!” o

The cheers were given with a will, and T
joined in heartily with my chums. We, at
least, knew that Jack deserved them. And in
the midst of it Fullwood strolled over the
Triangle from the Ancient House, accom-
panied by Gulliver and Bell, his two parti-
cular cronies.- : :

Fullwood went up to Jack Grey with out-
stretched hand.

‘*“ Welcome back, Mason,” he said efiu-
sively. '‘ Thunderin’' glad to see yon lookin’
so well! Oh, but your name ain't Mason
now, is it? You’re somebody else, ain't you,
old ehap? Isn't yvour pater a lord, or some-
thin'¢"” . o i

‘““Is that why you're so friendly all ap
once?’ asked Grey quietly.

““0f course it _is!”’ snorted Handforth,
*“ Clear off, Fullwood, you rotter——"’

‘* Mind your own business!’’ snapped Full-
wood. *I'm greetin’ my old chum Jack.
I always wanted to be pally with him, but he
was a bit reserved last term.”

The cool "effrontery of this statement was
rather stuggering. Fullwood had hated Jack
like poison—because he was a ‘‘ Bermondsey
urchin.” But Jack was not the fellow to
bear malice. He frankly held out his hand.

“If you want to be friendly, Fuliwood—"’
he began.

*“You silly ass!” roared Handiorth hotly.
‘““Don’'t you let him touch your hand, Grey!
Fullwood's beastly paw ain't fit to come
near yours! Clear off, Fullwood—unless you
want my fist in your eye!” -

Fullwood scowled furiously. |

‘“ What's it got to @e with you, hang you?®
he snarled.

But his attitude towards Grey was rather
too transparent, and his abrupt change of
manner now revealed his true colours. A
hostile crowd of fellows hustled Fullwood
and Co. away, and the three Nuts fled into
the Ancient House, ruffled, crumpled, and
out of temper. L '

“Told you what it would be!’ growled
Gulliver. * You can’t expect the ehap tQ bhe.
pally after what happened last term!’

‘“ He was going to-shake banda—-":

1
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" Very likely,” said Gulliver. ¢ But that’s
all. He wouldn’t have touched you with a
barge-pole afterwards. It was only for the
sake of appearances. Grey ain’t a vindictive

cha}lp. an’ he wants to start the term
well.”’ :
“As rich as ten other {fellows put

together, too,”’ said Bell sourly. ‘ His pater
fairly dotes on him, an’ he'll have quids an’
quids to chuck about. An’ we can't touch a
farthing of it!
rotten to a chap before we knew who he
really was, We've done ourselves in the
eye—-" , |

““ Oh, shut up!’’ snapped Fullwood savagely.
‘“ How the dooce were we to know his beastly

father was a baronet? We thought he was

a gtreet urchin, an’' treated him as he ought
to have been treated. But we’ll get him
round before long,”” added Fullwood. * Pitt's
llli'?;t. pal, an’ we’re alrecady -chummy with

l '!l

Gulliver iooked doubtful.

‘“We were last term,” he rtemarked.
““ Just before the vac., though, Pitt gave us
the cold shoulder—us! The check of it!"”

‘“We'll see what——''  Fullwood paused,
and then grinned amiably.

Reginald Pitt had just turned-into the pas-
sage, where Fullwood and Co. were chatting.
Pitt was alone, and he was en route for
Study E—intending to see that the fire was
btazing brightly, and to get everything ready
and comfortable before Jack GUrey escaped
from the crowd outside.

‘ Rather rotten, those chaps hustling us off
like that,”’ said Fullwood genially. **Still, 1
don’t mind much—there’s nothing of the snob
about me, Pitt. We're goin’' to have some
good times this.term—what?’’

‘I shouldn’t wonder,” replied Pitt, eyeing
the Nuts steadily.

“I've brought some new cards,” went on
TFullwood. *‘“I vote we have a little party
this evening, just to celebrate things. What
do you-say, old man? You might bring Grey
along, too!’’

Pitt nodded. ,

““Yes, I might,”” he replied reflectively.

“‘Good!"”’

"

‘“ Eh? What's good?” ‘

““You're goin’ to bring Jack Grey
along—="

“Am I?’ =said Pitt calmly. ‘I said 1
might: buf the chances are about. fifty

million to one that I sha'n't! My dear idiots,
I gave you credit for having more sense. Do
you think Ud breathe the air of your study
willingly?”’ - .

‘“ You—you cheeky beast!” gasped Full-
wood, scowling. ‘

‘““ Not at all,’”” smiled Pitt. * I'm just tell-
ing you the truth, Fullwood. Now I'm on the
subjeet, I might as well add a few more
things. For example, the less I see of your
face will: be all the better—both for me and
your face.
-and you wan’t find me such a blind ass.as I
used to be. A month or two ago I couldn’t
ace an insufferable rotter when he stood
before me—but I can see him now. In fact,

This is what comes of bein'

"This term is diffcrent from last - |

1
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I can see three insufferadle rotters. T don't
want to be rude, but will you please refrain
from talking to me again? Your voices grats
on my nerves, and the air ain't very pure in
your vicinity."”

Fullwood and Co. by thia time were red in
the face with fury. The straight truth never

leased them; and just at this moment the
ruth from Pitt was aitogether beyond
endurance.

‘““You cad!” snarled Fullwood.
up, hang him!"

Fullwood and Co. Intended great things.
Thefv dashed at Reginald Pitt in a body.
baving observed that the passage was clear.
The Nuts always preferred attacking when
the odds were all in their favour. They
thought thie was the case at the present
moment—but it wasn’'t!

‘“ Feeling lively?"” asked Pitt, quite nnper-
turbed. ‘* My dear chaps, you needn't think
that—— That's no good, Fullwood., How do
you like this? I'm™ always wiling to give
a chap instructions!”

Fullwood had lunged at Pitt with all the
fury of his hateful nature. But Pitt swept
the oncoming flst aside and planted his own
knuckles fairly in the centre of Fullwood's
face. Ralph Leslie went down with a howl.
Quick ags lightning, Pitt pursued bis advan-:
tage, and delivered two forcible blows in
quick succession—one for Gulliver, and ore
for Bell!

It was a ludicrous sight. The three Re-
movites, all of them bigger than Pitt, stag.
gered back blindly.

‘* Of course, if that’'s not enongh I'il oblive
with a few more. hints,”” said Pitt. with
exasperating calmness. ** Your nose is hleed-
ing, Fully, and jt won't do that swell waist.
coat any good. What! Going?”

Pitt's tone was bantering, and the Nuts
almost choked with rage. Fullwnod waahurt,
and he hadn't much desire for further fight-
ing. And his chums, always rcady to follow
;;]t_neir leader, backed down the passage with

im,

“I'll make you sit up for -this!" snarted
Fullwood fiercely.

Pitt laughed, and went on his way. He
knew how much to believe in that threat. It
was Fullwood’s habitual parting shot, and
meant absolutely nothing. But Pitt had ecer-
tainly made the Nuts realise that he was a
changed being.

Entering Study E, he found that Tubbs,
the page-boy, had been particularly pains-
taking. Tubbs had been foud of Jack during
the previous term, and the amazing news he
bad heard that day made him all the more
anxious to please. Not that Tubbs did it in
the expectation of a tip. The Ancient House
page was a faithful youth, and was gencrally
liked.

There was nothing for Pitt to do. The fire
was blazing merrily, the room was tidy to a
point of stiffness. It certainly wouldn’'t be
as tictly again until the beginning of the next
term!

So Pitt sauntered out again, and emerged
into the crisp air of the sunlit Triangle,

“Wipe him
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He was just in tinié to hear some news from
the lips of Bob Christine, of the - College
House. = .
Christine was the¢ skipper of the Monks—
that is, the Cépllége House section of the
LRemove. I ~c¢apfained the Ancient House
fellows, and Christine and I were great
friends—in addition to being keen rivals,

When Pitt-came out there was still a
crowd of fellows round Jack Grey, and he
was rather anxious to escape. A diversion
came in the form of Christine and Co., whom
we hadn’t eeen until this moment.

‘“ This is going to bhe the worst term of any
for you, Christine,’”” 1 said genially. ** We're
going to prove beyond question that the
Cc‘rﬂege House is a mere mnothing compared
w l""—”

* Rats!"’ grinned Christine.
“body? What do you think of
news? A hit startling, isn't it?”’
““ About Grey, do yoa mean?”
- Tommy Watson. )

'* Grey? No, of course not,” said Chrigtine.
“That’s’ your affair—mot ours. I'm jolly
-pleased, of course, and 1 wish Grey all the
luck ih the world. But I was talking about

old Btm'
“. -8 the matter with him?" I asked

t“,ul‘iO ‘l’a
Cheistine had suddenly hecome quite serious
-—a most unusual event for him on the first
‘day of term. His news apparently concerned
Mr.  Stockdale, the Houscmaster of the Col-
lege House. '
And we all got ready to listen.

* How's every-
the giddy

asked

Supr-a—

CHAPTER II.
SOMETHING ORIGINAL IN NEW FELLOWS,

Ll EAR fellow, I trust that nothin’ is
the matter with your estecmed
Housemaster, Mr. Stockdale!” said
Sir Montie Tregellis-West, adjusting

his pince-nez and gazing concernedly at

Christine. '* You are looking frightfully

grave, begad!” ,

Bob Christine nodded. L
' Well, it is a bit eerious,” he replied, in

g2 worried tone. ‘ Old Stocky was a bit-of a

beast sometimes, but everybody liked him.

.0f. course, he wasn't such a ripper as your

Housemasgter,'’ he added grudgingly. ¢ Every-

body knows Mr. Lee’'s the best master at

St. Frank’s. But Stockdale was jolly decent,

and it's a pretty &tiff blow-to lose him like

m)is—__!’
‘* Lose him?’’ 1 echoed.

back, then?" .

*“No; and I don't suppose he ever will,”
said Christine gravely. ) -
'*1s—is he dead?”’ asked Pitt, with a

start. | .

“ Not c¢aite so bad as that,” replied

Christine, although it's pretty pear it.”

* Greis Beott!"
‘* Poor old chap!” :
“ What's the matter with him—had an

sccjdent?’’

‘“ Hasn't he come
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Bob Christine nodded. "

“““Well, I cuppose an accident was the redl
cause of it,”’ he replied. ** I heard it from one
of the seniors this morning. Old Stocky was
skating during the holidays, and he was ass
enough to go-on a weak part of the ice, and
he fell through,’

(X Oh!‘!

*“He wasn’t hurt much at the time, and
didn’t think anything of it,” went on Bob.
‘*The water was only about four feet deep,
and™ he soon scrambled out. But the ex-
posure and the soaking didn't do him any
good. . You see, he was alone,. and had to
walk home a couple of miles-—with his clothes
freezing stiff. He was put to bed, and a
doctor was fetéhed, and all the rest of it,
but he was soon in a fever. It’s turned to

pneumonia ngw, and he’s as weak as a rat.”

“ Poor old Stocky!” I exclaimed feelingly.
‘** It only shows how easily these mishaps can
occur. Isn’t: be out of danger yet?”
~ ““They thigk he is; but there’s no know-
ing,”’ said Christine. ‘' Ppeumonja’s a pretty
rotten complaint, - sin‘t--it? Even if he does
get well, he won't be fit for anything for
months. So we sha’'n’t see him this term,
anyhow. It's quite likely he won't come back
any more.”’ ‘

We were all in sympathy with the Monks.
We knew that they liked their old House-
master very much indeed. His non-appearance
this term would upset things in the College
House. And it would all depend upon the
new Housemaster whether the College House
fellows were better off or worse. 1t wasn't
our affair, ‘hut we were greatly interested.

*“ Do you know who's coming down in Stock-
dale’s plaee?® asked DPitt.

Christine’s face brightened. .

** Rather!” he replied. * We've got a fine
chap appointed. That improves .matters a
lot, and I don’t suppose we shall care much—
if we hear that Stocky is getting on all right,
The new man promises to be the real goods.”

- Who is he?”’ I asked curfously.

¢ A chap named Clinton,”’” put in Talinadge.

‘““ We’ve heard all about him, and you can

take it from me that he’ll knock spots off

I said grimly.

even Mr. Lee!”

“Qh, will he?” ‘‘ Look
lﬁ‘l‘q-t-,——-” : . o
- *“Pon't - get ratty!” grinned Christine.
‘“Clinton is first class. Used to be at Eton
of Rugby, I think—anyhow, one of those big
schools like St. Frank’s. He’s an M.A., and
I don't know what else, and his qualifications
are top-hole. Oh, a fine chap, by what I can
hear. But that's not the beet of it, by
any means.’’ '
"% What are you getting at?’’ I asked.

“ Why, Clinton its‘ a D.S.0.,” announced
Christine triumphantly.

“ A "giddy soldier?” shouted Handforth.

““ You bet!” grinned Yorke. ‘' Colone}
Clinton, D.5.0.” o

This news certainly -impressed us, and
Christine and Co. were gratified. They had
intended all along to give us a surprise. And

it was certainly news to !eam-t—hata-a.distin-

-
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guished officer of His Majesty’'s Forces was
to take command of the College House. -
‘“ Rather rummy, isn’t it?"’ I asked.

‘“Of course it Isn’t,”” replied Christine.
‘“ He- was a Housemaster before he joined
up to do his tit. Went out to France two
years ago, I think, and rose from lieutenant
"to colonel in next-to-no-time. He got the
D.S.0. in rescuing an ordinary private, I
believe. Then he was invalided out of the
Army, and has been convalescent for months.
It's only natural that he should accept a
.poeitlon as Housemaster somewhere.”

‘““ That's right enough, I suppose,’’~ agreed
Watson., *‘* When's he coming?"’

‘“ This afternoon—in about an hour’s time.
I think,” replied Christine briskly. * I'm
- getting a lot of the chaps together, so that
we can give the colonel a rousing welcome,
We'll show him what we think of him as
soon as he gets here.”

The Monks went off, cheerful and enthusi-
astic—having apparently forgotten to look
grave any longer over the unfortunate Mr.
Stockdale. They were exceedingly proud of
the fact that they were to have a soldier-
Housemaster, and prided themselves. that
they had gone one better than us.

I reserved my opiion until the new man

would arrive. It was quite likely that
Colonel Clinton was a splendid soldier; but

how had his service in the Army affected |

him? It seemed to me that he wouldn't be
improved for scholastic duties.. :

The fellows trickled indoors in* twos and
threes, and Handforth and Co., who had been
» ‘arguing near the gates—an habitual occupa-
tion—were about to follow, when McClure
stared in astomishment down the dane.

‘“Great Scott!”” he ejaculated. ‘‘ Look
what’s blowing up!”

Handforth and Church turned, and followed
the direetion of McClure’'s gaze. And, really,
there was some excuse for the Removite's
astonishment, -

A boy was approaching at a brisk pace,
having evidently walked from the village.
His age was about the same as Handforth’s,
and he was attired in well-cut Etons and a
glistening top-hat. His waistcoat was the
fancy variety, but quiet in hue, and made of
thick woollen material.
grey, with black spots, and his boots glittered
as he walked. .

There was nothing to occagion astonishment
in all this. The fellow was dressed as scores
of other fellows were dressed on that day—
in their best clothes. But the boy himself
was a most unusual specimen.

He was amazingly thin, and he secemed to
be all legs and arma. His trousers, although
well-tailored, were narrow, revealing the
skinniness of his legs in the most painful
manner. His hands were encased in thick
grey woollen gloves, which would have met
with strong disapproval from Tregellis-West;
and his woollen muffler, of the samc colour,
encircled his neck like a bandage~

_From beneath the toppcr a thick maas of
curly, sandy hair could. be secn, almost fall-

‘was skinny and

His tie was coloured-

ing over his ears, which projeclted consider-
ably. "His face matched his figure, for it
strikingly lean, hie nose
appearing to stand out tar in fron* of his
face. Two vacant-looking eyes, brown in
colour, were set in deep hollows., Altogether,
the boy was a most unusual-looking person.

‘“My hat'! What’'s he coming here for?"
asked Handforth, in an unnecessarily loud
voice. ‘‘ Thia isn’t Barnum and Bailcy's freak
show!"”’

** Shurrup, you Chureb.
‘““ He'll hear you!"

ass!”’ muttered

‘“*One of the new chaps, I =supposc?’” :zaid
McClure.
‘““ Eh?"” gasped Handforth. ** This—this

object a new chap! I didn't know any new
fellows were due this term.”

‘‘Two of them—in the Remove, anyhow,”
said McClure. ‘1 heard it from Morrow, of
the Sixth. He ought to know—he's a prefect.
They're both for the Ancient House. Of
course, there are lots of new Kids for the
Second and Third—"

“We'll soon gee, anyhow,” intérrupted
Handforth grimly. **Hi! & want you!"

This last was addressed to the extraordi-
nary boy who was approaching. Handforth's
shout was quite unnecessary, for the new-

comer was practically facing the three chuwms

of Study D.

He came to a halt, and his face broke into
a vacant smile.

“Did you address me, my young [riend?”
he asked mildly.

Handforth turned red.

‘““Yes, I did address you,” he growMd.
‘“And I'm not your young friend, either.
Who are you, and what the dickens do you
want here?”

‘“Dear me! Am I not at St. Frenk': 0"
asked the strapger.

‘** Yes, but—"

‘““Then I have made no mistake,” went on
the boy, rubbing his gloved hands together
with satisfaction. ‘' What a splendid place,
to be sure! This superb gateway, I st;?_gihl
imagine, was e¢rected many hundreds - of
years——"'

‘“ Blow the gateway!”
‘““ Are you a new kid?"”’ .

The boy smiled in a pitying fashion.

““ Good gracious, no!"” he replied mildly.
“[ am far from new, my young I[Iriend.
Indeed, I am fifteen years, two months, and
filve days old.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

McClure. .

Handforth glared.

““ Trying to be funny, eh?”’ he demanded
ferociously. * Well, look here, my son, 1
don’'t allow——"' ) .

The boy placed a2 hand upon Handiorth's
arm.

“ One moment—one moment, I pray you,”
he said. ** May I ccrrect that statement? |
am not your son; indeed, the idea is pre.
posterous, since I am perhaps a few weck3
older than yourscif. I am the sonp of
Admiral—" _ . .

*You'll getr & thick ear in & minute,

said Handiorth.

grinned Church and
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snapped Handforth ‘ What do you want at
8t. FPrank’si”

‘“ Really, T want nothing,”’ said the boy.
“It is not my wish that 1 came here,
although I can now understand mny father’s
words when he told me that ] should meet
many delightful boys in this sé¢hool. I am a
new pupil for the Ancient House, and I shall
take-my place in the Remove, I believe.”

Handforth breathed hard.

. " What have we done?'” he asked, address-
ing the cmpty air— what have we done to
descrve this? Look here, you image,”” he
went on, glaring at the new boy. * We don't
atan'd any nonscnse in the Remove, 1 can tell
you!"

“No?" said the stranger smilingly.
you in the Rewmove?”

“Yes, I am!”’

‘*Thep nonscnse is surely
viften in the Remove—"'

** Ha, ba, ha!"

* You eilly asses!’’ yelled Handforth, as
Uburch and McClure roared. ‘1f you laugh
at this chap’'s rot I'll punch your fat-
headed noses!’’ He twirled on to the new
fellow. ‘* \What's your name, you freak?’’ he
roared, louder thanp ever.

‘“ 8tecady on!” murmured McClure.

spoken  quite

‘o ArC
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But the new boy was quite unperturbed.

'*My name?’’ he rcpeated. ‘1 have no
objection to telling you, since you appear
curious. You must allow me to remark, how-
cver, that curiosity is a vicious habit in a
bo&ds«.) young. My name is Nicodemus Trot-
w »

Handforth, who had been about to speak,
stopped short with hie mouth open.

*“ Which?'' he gasped at last.

“ Nicodemus Trotwood,”’ repeated the new
boy mildly.

** Oh, my only topper!”” murmured Church,
in a faint voice. ¢ Hold me, somebody!™

‘““You silly ass, he’s rotting!”’ bellowed
Jiandforth indignantly. ‘'* No chap on earth
could bave & name like that!”

'* Indeed, it is my name,” exclaimed Nico-
demus Trotwood gently. ** But you must not
attach blame to myself. When I was
christcned I was, unfortunately, too youth-
ful to have any voice in the matter. My
father, Admiral Trotwood, is the reeponsible
party, but J would not dare to question his
wisdom and sagacity In christening me
Nicodemus. The name, after all, is distin-
guished.’ There have been many famous
pcople named Nicodemus—"’

‘* Great pip!"' gasped Handiorth., *‘ Nico-
demus Trotwood! Ye gods and litue tad-

oles! Did you ever hear anything like it?

-,ouk here, my son, I']l five you some advice.
Bury that name, and call yourself Jim Brown
or Joe Smith. You'll be ragged to death—"

‘ Don't be an ass, Handy,” grinned Churcb,
* The name suits him, anyhow. I suppbsc
he isu’t a relative of Betsey, by any
<hanee?"’ . :

‘*“ Betsey?'’ snorted Handforth.

The new boy smiled with complete under-¥i

standing.

' Your young friend Is refarring to he
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quaint character of Beteey Trotwood, in the
excellent novel from the pen of Mr. Charles
Dickens named David Copperfleld,’ '’ he said
gently. ‘' No, 1 am no relative—indeed, such
a thing is impossible, since Betsey is merely
a character of fiction, whilst I am flesh
and blood. May 1 be allowed to pass
within?"’
i Hlandforth stared down the road search-
ngly.

“*1 can't see her,”” he remarked. -

“Can't see who?’ asked Church.

““ This infant's nurse,”’ replied Haundforth.
““1 supposc he's got a nurse, hasn’'t he?
Surely they wouldn’'t allow him to come
here all by himself?” ,

Nicodemus Trotwood shook his head.

‘““No, 1 have no nurse, dear friend,” heo
said almost sadly. ‘ Perhaps it is unfortu-
nate that my parents did not provide me
with one; but they were appareatly unaware
of the fact that I should find it necessary
to encounter such indlviduals as I now see
before me. Possibly 1 need protection—-"’

‘“ You do!" snorted Handforth. ‘‘ You look
pretty simple, but you're ready enough with
your replies, I notice. You'll need a lot of

| protection if 1 have any more of your cherk,

I've a good mind to—
Frank's, old chap.”

Handiorth’'s change of tone was most
marked, and the reason was not far to scek.
Mr. Crowell, the Remove master, had sud-
denly turned out of the gateway, and Hand-
forth thought it just as well to put on his
best manners. : .

‘* Here’'s a new bhoy for the Remove, sir,”
said Handfofth.

‘“Indeed!”’ exclaimed Mr. Crowell. * Dear
me! JIs this—— I suppose you are not pre-
suming to joke with me, Handforth.” ‘

Handforth looked shocked.

‘* Rather not, sir,”. he replied.
pame’s Nicodemus Trotwood."

** Nico—"" Mr. Crowell paused, hastiiy
straightened his fgce, and nodded. ‘' Ah,
Trotwood !’ he went on. ‘I understood that
you were coming, my lad. But I have yet
to have a chat with your Housemaster re-
garding new arrangements for this termi. You
had hetter report yourself to Mr. Lee as soon
as possible. You will find Mr. Lee's study
within the Ancient House. Go through the
lobby, take the first passage to the right,
proceed until you arrive at a passage which
turns to the left, and Mr. Lee'e door is the
third one down. But these boys will direct
you, no doubt.” o

‘““ Thank you, my dear sir,” said Trotvood
amiably.

Mr. érowei] stared for a moment, but then
passed on. It was something unusual for a
new hoy to uddress his as ** my dear sir.”
But the Form-master could see that Nico-
demus was something of a novelty, and he
did not correct him.

Yes, this is Si.

L His

-§7 ** There's one_thing -about old Crowell I

ike,’’  guinned Church, when that.gentlemgn

out of earshot. ‘ He's so giddy lucid.
_ " the dickens does he expeect a chap to
femember all those directions?’ -
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Nicodemus Trotwood smiled.

* But surely there is nothing much to re-
member in what Mr. Crowell told me?’ he
asked. “ I think I can repeat h#instructions
word for word. He told me that I shall find
Mr. Lee’'s study within the Ancient House.
I am to go through the lobby, to take the
first passage to the right, proceed until 1
arrive at a passage which turns to the left,
and Mr. Lee’s door is the third one down.
That, I am sure, is what the excellent Mr.
Crowell told me.”

Handforth and Co. stared.

‘“ How the dickens could you remember
it?'’ asked McClure wonderingly. *“1I sup-
pose you've met eome of our chaps in the

village—"

‘““ Indeed, no,” interrupted Trotwood
emoothly. ‘ That is not the case, my dear
friend. 1t happens, however, that my
memory i3 singularly developed. 1 make

no boast of the matter, because I was born
that way. " Lessons are rather a ‘bore to me,
because I can always learn them thoroughly

in the course of one afternoon.” ,
‘“ You—you bragging rotter!”’ snorted
Handforth. *“ Do you think we believe that

pifie? I'll punch your nose—'! ,

t‘ Pray refrain from euch violence,”” inter-
posed Trotwood quickly. ‘* My nose, T am
well aware, provides a most excellent mark,
since it is unfortunately prominent. . That,
also, is no fault of my own, and I accept it
with resignation. Since you are inclined to
doubt my veracity, however, I am perfectly
willing for you to set me a simple task of
memorisation. It pains me to think that you
should deem me capable of braggidg, when
such is far from my thoughts.”

““ Well, you're a queer chap, I must say,”
remarked McClure. “I'll tell you what,
Handy,'' he added, with a grin. ‘ Give him
that letter T wrote you, let him read it
through, and then ask him to repeat it!”’

“ Oh, that's too thick——'' began Church.

“ Nay!" interrupted Frotwood. *‘ The test
is an excellent one.”

Handforth produced a somewhat grubby
letter from his pocket, and held it out to the
new boy. There were two pages of closely
written matter, chiefly concerning McCture's
arrangements for meeting his two chums so
that they could all travel dewn to St.
Frank’s by the same train.

Nicodemus took the letter gingerly, and
Handforth grinned. )
* This is where you're shown up, my son!
he said pleasantly. ‘' If you can read that
Jetter through and then repeat it, I'll believe
that the age of wmiracles isn't past. You

never saw that letter before, anyhow!"

Trotwood merely scemed to skim over the
pages, just glancing at them. He handed the
letter back before Handforth could have
read a quarter of it. o .

1 thought you'd give it up!" grinned
McClure. e .

““ By no means!” smiled the new boy
serenely. ‘‘Please do naqt-imagine for one
momnent that I am displaying- my powers
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willingly ; this was your suggestion, and I
am always obliging when posasible.”

‘“Repeat the letter, you fraud!'"
Handforth.

He and his chums grinped. But then theic
%rms slowly vanished, and their faces became
lled with expressions of amazement. Hand-
forth’'s gaze was fixed somewiiat dazedly
upon his letter. For this astounding new
junior was actually repeating the letter
word for word! And he went through to the
end, and did not make one single error—and
he had only seen the letter for about a

snortcd

minute! It was almost uncanny, and Hand-
forth and Co. were really startled.

‘ Great Scott!' gasped Church. * He did
it—absolutely correct in every word! The -

the chap’s a living warvel!”

The practical demonstration had far more
eflect than any amount of words. And it
was absolutely true that Nicodemus Trot-
wood possessed an abnormal memory. Thers
have been cases of such a prodigious develop-

{ ment of the memory often cnough, but Hand-

forth and Co. had never experienced auy-
thing like it. They regarded Trotwood a3
though he were something more than human.

‘““Well, I can’t understand it!” gasped
Handforth. “ I remember seeing a man at
the London Coliseutn cnce. He conld re-
member any old date you liked to mention.
and never made a bloomer. But I thought
he was tricking us somehow. You must be
the same.” .

““1 assure you I was not trickinz you—"

“lI mean yon. must have a memory the
same as that chap,” explained Handferth.
‘“ We know there was no trickery about this
—that letter has been in my pocket ever
since I received it this-morninzg! My hat!
1 shall have to tell the chaps aboui you.”

Handforth and Co., still rather dazcd by
this discovery, deserted Nicodemu3s Trotwood
and rushed into the Ancient House to spread
the news. This kindly move on Haad-
forth's part met with an unfortunate
response—although anybody less impulsive
than Handforth would have forezeen the con
sequences.

Naturally the juniors thought that Hanidy
was trying on some new wheeze, and his
yarn was simply laughed at; he was told to
go and bury it. He was informed that it
would be far better if he thought of some-
thing that wasn’t quite so silly. Handferth
becsme incensed, and finzlly he was hurled
into the passage with great force.

Church and McClure followed him, although
they took the precaution to leave Study M
on their feet. It was Farman and Owen
major and Canham who had treated Han-
forth with such violence, and he picked hime-
self up, breathing vengeanee. :

“I'll show ‘em!"” he panted. * I'l—-"
. Better go easy, Handy!' put in McClur?
nervously. * It's the first cday of terw, ro-
member, and we don’t want any 10w3——"

““You mind your own business!” snorted
Handforth, “ F'm going to—— Goad! Here'a
the ehap himself! Now we'll see!” o

The lanky figure of Trotwood bad juse
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entered the paseage, looking somewhat like a
lost sheep. His shining topper was in his
hand, revealing his mop of curly, sandy hair.
He bllnked at Handforth and Co. Almost
fearfully as they bore down upon him like so
many whirlwinds.

** Dear me!'’ he cxclaimed. ‘I trust—"

“ We're not going to hurt you,'’ eaid Hand-
forth briskly. ‘' Some of the chaps won't
beliecve that you've got a memory likc a
wizard!"

'"“T don't think so, really !’ exclaimed Trot.
wood, with mild surprise. ** The day is quite
calm, the wind being merely a breeze.”

Handforth stared.

“Who's talking ahout tbe weather?” he
Toarcd.

*“*Did you not mention that a blizzard is
raging?’’ asked Trotwood innocently.

“* Blizzard !’ snorted Handlorth. ' You
villy, cracked idiot! I said you'd got a
memnry lke a wirzard! What the dickens is
the matter?”

“I'm sure 1 don't know!" said Trotwood.
. M; father purchased jt.”’

“*Your father—" Handforth paused,
Kasping.

“Did you not ask for the name of my
hatter?’’ asked Trotwood, guzing searchingly
into the interior of his topper. ** Ah, here it
is! Tho firm’s inscription I« plainly marked.
Good gracious me!”

The ahiny topper sailed out of Trotwood's
iand as Handforth gave it a violent push.
Ho had no respect for toppers—not even his
OWI. .

“ l-euprme you think this is funuy!’' he
ruid, with deadly calmness. * If you do,
I dop’t! What's the idea of pretending to
he Jeaf? Look here, my son, you'd better
realise straight away that I'm not going to
¢yt up with any of your rot!™

“Dear me! 1 reaily thought it was cold
{odday,” sald Trotwood meekly. ** Ah! But
vou were referring to your own condition?
You ceruinlg appear hot——"'

* Ha, ha, ha!”

t'harch and McCluré lhowled.

“Hot!" gasped Handforth weankly. . ** Oh,
my only nted aunt! 1f this chap doesn’t
grt murdered within the next minute it'll be
a miracle! You'd better bo careful what
you're up to, Trotwood! I haven’t got much
patienco left, I can tell you straight!”

“Yes, I'm afraid 1 am Jate,”” agrecd the

new hoy,
** Late!"” bellowed Handforth. 11
anid—-"'
He grabhced Trotwood’'s «houlders, and

ahiocok him until his halr quivered wildly.
But, somehow, the new junior’s muscles
stiffened under Hanmdforth's grip, and the
shaking ccased. as he would, Hand-
forth couldn't shift Trotwood again.

" ] regret having to exert my strength,
but I reslly cannot allow this exhibition of
violenoe,”’ sald the new boy. ‘I have done
opothing to cause you to become incensed—I
have never fven séen jyou before. 1 am a
Jittlo des!, and psmbaps that explains your

A
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show of temper. Will you please speak more
loudly ?”
* Didn’t

“ You silly ass!’’ roared Church.
we see you outeide?”’

““1 think not,”” said Trotwood, shaking his
bead. .

‘“ Why, you awful fibber!"” _

‘1 am sorry, but I fail to understand your
attitnde,”” said Trotwood, speaking very
Airmly. ‘I think you are most rude, and 1
Leg of you to put an end to.this unfortunate
scene.’”’

‘“ He's dotty!"’ said McClure, ‘‘ Absolutely
off his chump!’’ .

Slowly a smile overspread Trotwood's skinny

features.
“Ah!" he exclaimed. *“I think I under-
stand——"'

‘“ Why, what—who——  Great goodness!’
panted Handforth, clutching at the wall for
support. ‘' Look—look down the passage!
Oh, my only hat! I'm going dotty!"”

Church and McClure were quite ready to
believe that statement, and Church was on
the point of making a remark when he, too,
gasped. And the three Removites stared
down the passage with pale faces and widely

| opened eyes,

',l'hterc was sufficient cause for their amaze-
ment.

Trotwood was standing close beside them.
But there, coming down the passage from
the direction of the lobby was—Trotwood!
T!li]fr(: were two of them—two boys exactly
alike! :

Handforth and Co. were utterly speechless,

L ]

"CHAPTER IIT.
COLONEL CLINTOX'S APPRECIATION, °

ICODEMUS TROTWOOD walked down

the Remove passage with his peculiar

. stride, and there was an amused

twinkle in his brown eyes which com-

pletcly obliterated the vacant expression

wmch he seemed capable of - adsuming at
will.

‘* Really, Cornelius, I thought you would
be getting intqQq some trouble,” he cxclaimed
reproachfully. ** You should have waited for
me——"'

“*What's that you're saying?”’ interruptead
the eecond edition of Nicodemus.” ‘' These
rough boys attacked me, and it was not until
4 moment ago that I realised the truth, They
have evidently met you, aund they mistook
me—-":

“Am I dreaming?”’ ‘asked Handforth
dazedly, recovering the power of spcech.
‘“ There are two of them, OChurch, ain’t
there?’’

**1 can see two, anyhow!” panted Church.

“You—-you asses!"”” shouted McClure.
"T'&e{'re twins! We thought we were
speaking to Nicodemus, and it must have

been his giddy brother! This is just aboubd
the limit, ain't it?"

Handforth pulled himself together.
‘““One of them was bad enough,”” he re-
marked grimly. ‘ But two! It simply beate
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the band! We shall be having the Ancient
House called the Freaks’ Homne, or something!

I've never seen such weird-looking mer-
chants?” _ . .
Nicodemus Trotwood emiled. in his slow
way.

‘“ You are eingularly frank, my dear
friend,”” ho remarked. ‘I have no objection,
of course, since I am fully aware that the
appearance of my brother and myself is some-
what unusual. It is our misfortune, and
we arc scarcely to blame. 1 was expecting
a few sneers——"’

Handforth’s expression changed.

“I say, I didn't mean to be personal,’”’ he
said quickly. ‘ Goodness knows, I ain't a
rude chap! If I made some remarks about
your faces which you don’t like, T apologise.
Fullwood's the chap to insult you—not me.
If you're booked for the Remove, you're quite
welcome.”

‘““That is very good of you, Handiorth,”
gaid Nicodemus, beaming. ‘I quickly per-
crived that you were a good boy, in spite of
your hasty temper.”

Handforth swallowed rard. Just for a
moment Nicodemus was in great peril of
being subjected to Handforth's famous
uppercut. It was distinctly humiliating to
be referred to as a “ good boy ”’! But IHand-
forth mentally restrained himself.

‘“You've got a few things to learn yet,”
he said. *“*But I've never been so surprised
in my giddy life! This chap’'s like you in
cvery -detail. Twins resemble one another
nearly always; but this is startling!”

Handforth. did not exaggerate. Nicodemus
Trotwood and his brother were as alike as’
.two pennies fresh from the Mint. Their
facial expressions, the peculiarities of their
ficures, the colour of their eyes and hair, the
leanness of their faces—all, in fact, were
precisely the same.

They were even clothed in an identical
manner, both wearing the same kind of waist-
coats and ties. Their appearance was some-
what calculated to give any fellow a big
start if he encountered them at the same
moment. '

The Trotwood Twins were perhaps distin-
guishable to their own parents; but it was
practically impossible for anybody else to tell
which was which. But one was deaf, and
this would always form an instant clue.

‘ And what's the name of your brother?”
asked Handforth wonderingly.

‘*“1 beg your pardon!”

“Great pip! I'm talking to the wrong
chap,” groaned Handforth. ‘“You!” he
added, turning. ** What's the name of this
second edition?”

** Cornelius.”-

“ Well, you're a pair, and no mistake!"”
remarked Church.” * Nicodemus and Cor-
nelius!  You'll have to prepare yourselves
for a lively time this evening—the chaps will
rag you to death!”’

“I feared. that qur arrival would cause
widespread hilarity,” said Nicodemus sadly.
‘ However, these trials must be borne with
fortitude. When the novelty has worn off,
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no doubt we shall be accepted without further
persecution. But we are prepared, aod so
whatever comes to pass will find us unper-
turbed.”

‘““ Talks like a dictionary, too!” said Hand-
forth, still staring. “ 1 wonder what the
dickens old Crowell will s8ay when he gets
you two chaps in the Form-room to-morrow?
I can see his hair going grey after the first
week!”

“ What is the argument about, my dear
Nicodemus?” asked Cornelius mildly.

‘ Nothing of importance, my good Cor-
nelius,”” replied his bhrother, rather loudly.
‘“‘ Indeed, there is no argument, actually.
Handforth was pointing out——"

‘““ And which is Handforth, pray?”

‘“The big boy with the large hands, my dear
brother—""

‘“You leave my hands alone!” interrupted
Handforth warmly. *“* You'll jolly soon find
they’re capable of doing some damage!™

‘““1I have not the slightest doubt that such
is the case,”” beamed Nicodemus. ‘‘-What
could one not do with such brawny fists? 1
only wish that mine were as splendid!"’

Handforth was mollified, and he and his
thums continued regarding the mew arrivals
as though they were two specimens from the
Zoological Gardens. As Church remarked, the
new fellows wanted a bit of getting used to!

‘“ Hi, Nipper!” roared Handforth suddenly.

I was just emerging from Study C with
Sir Montie and Tommy. It was our inten-
tion to drop into Jack Grey’s study to have a
word with him abowt our arrangemeunts for
the evening. But we gazed down the passage
as Handforth calied.

Curiously enough, several other fellows
came from their studies at the same moment.
Just for that five minutes Handforth and Co.
had had the passage to themselves, except for-
the new arrivals. In a way, this was
astonishing, but it was a faot. And now just
the opposite was the case.

“Well, I'm jiggered!"" I exclaimed, staring
at the new boys.

‘ Dear fellows, this fs most astounding,'
said Sir Monatie, gazing through his pinae-
pez at the twins. ‘‘Begad! They are both
alike—an’ they are really the queerest-lookin’
fellows I have ever—— But I am frightfully
rude!” added Montie hastily. * Pray forgive
me, dear old..boys! You are visitors, no
doubt?” .

““ No, we are memberz of the Remove,
my good friend,’”’ said Nicodemus Trotwood.

;‘h“t':e wish to see the Housemaster, so
ha " :
But Nicodemus was interrupted. As was

only to be expected, the commotion was
somewhat loud in the passage for some
little time. The crowd was being added to
constantly, and the twins were being .mobbed
uncomfortably before long. This was not
because the fellows were anxious to cause
trouble. But the new juniors' appearance was
such that a din was inevitable.

I was inclined to grin, for I realised that
these two boys would create many diversions
in the Remeve during the coming term. Both
were quaint in their manner of speech, ard
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“ Threce checrs for our soldier-House-
master!" roared Christine enthusiastically.
‘““ Hip, hip, hurrah!” cheered the crowd
yally. - .
‘‘“ Speech, sir—speech!”
‘“ Go it, sir!”’
‘“ Spee-c-e-eech!”’
The new Housemaster raised his walking-
canc up high, and there was instant silence.
That cane had been raised 'a dozen times
hefore, but the fellows only subsided now
‘because they thought that the colonel was
about to reply to their royal welcome.

- *“ What—what is the meaning of this?”
.demanded Coloncl Clinton.

It wasn't so0 much his words, but his tone.
It expressed unutterable fury and pompous
indignation. And his voice was an absolute
bellow, harsh and unmusical.

‘“How dare you?”’ roared the colonel,

-

jamming his monocle further into his eye.

.lo

-~

““By gad! Such a scene as soon 'as I enter
the cschool! Disgraceful! Outrageous! Clear
out of my way, you—you rabble!”

The College House juniors fell back,
aghast. .

‘““ We're—we're givind you a—a welcome,
sir!” gasped Christine.

“Boy!” bellowed the colonel, pointing his
quivering cane at the junior. ** What is
your name?"’ -

‘ Christine, sir.’" -

“You are the leader of this undisciplined
gcene?”’ ‘

*“Yes, sir. But we werc only welcoming
Tou——"' K

‘“ How dare - you bandy words with me,
sir?”’ roared the Houscmaster. ** Attend my
study at seven o’clock this evening! Take
voursgelves off—everybody! Do you hear me?
Go! Get out of my sight! How dare you
bar my path?”

The juniors were foo astounded to move
for a moinent. .

‘““You impudent young puppies!”’ barked
the colonel. ** By gad! I will show you what
discipline is before long! It is ahout time
I came to this ill-conducted school! Move out
of my way, you confounded. brats!”

Bob Christine nearly fainted as he stag-
gered back.

‘* Confounded brats!” '
$* Ill-conducted school! Oh, help!”

“ Discipline !’ shouted the Housemaster.
“That's what you want—and you'll have it
too, by gad! I will soon make an alteration

hare!"’

He strutted away towards the College
House, fairly bristling. The juniors starcd
after him, too astounded to say a word.
They simply gasped. This—this was the

result of their rousing welcome!

The great Colonel Clinton, D.S.0., had
shown his. appreciation in a singular manner!
Poor Christine was thunderstruck, and his
supporters were in a similar condition. I
turned to my -chums, sgrinning.

* Looks like trouble in the Monks’ camp,”
I remarked. ‘‘ Their beautiful soldier-House-
wmaster doesn’t seem to be a very nice-
tempered gentleman, dees he?”

X

he gasped weakly.

|
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Sir Montie shook his hcad eadly.

‘** Colonel Clinton may have been an afficer,”
he said, ‘“ but he isn't a gentleman, hegad!
He isn’t rcally, old boys!"”

CHAPTER 1V.
NELSON LEE I8 MYSTIFIED.

NCIENT HOUSE fellows, taken as a

. whole, didn’t concern themselves much

abhout the behaviour of Colonel Clin-

ton, D.S.0. He was the Monks’

Housemaster, and so they had to do all the
worrying.

Nevertheless, the scene in the Triangle was
the talk of the school by tea-time. 1t was
gererally agreed that the colonel's attitude
had been wutterly *‘rotten,” and that he
ought to he ashamed of himself. After all,
the juniors had only indulged in a little
cheering—whichi ought to have flattered she
newcomer immensely.

Christine and Co. themselves were disap-
pointed and incensed. They considered that
they had been humiliated, and they weren't

far wrong. Colonel Clinton had stapted
badly, and ‘the remembrance of that scene
rankled.

I was almest sure that Nelson Lee had
scen—and heard—what had paszed. At all
cevents, T spotted the guv'nor ot his open
study window immediately after the colonel
had stalked into the College Housc.

But F had no opportunity of having a
word with Nelson Lee on the subject.  The
cvening was drawing in, and our programame
was fully® mapped out. This was the first
evening of termn, and a general freedom was
allowed. ' _

A big tea was held in Study C, and there
were many guests. In addition to my own
chums we had Jack Grey and Reginald Pitt,

riop, emd
the Bo'sun and Justin B. Farman. ~- "7
Handforth was also giving a b spfead,
and his study—next door ‘to Quri:<was
packed out, too. Almost at the last moment
a thought came to me, and I e¢xcused my$vit
and buzzed down the passage to Study L.

I tapped and entered. Nicodemus and
Cornelius Trotwood were sitting before their
fire, sorting out Latin grammars and French
dictionaries, and all sorts of othc¢r books
They werc in the throcs of unpacking., |1
couldn’'t help grinning as I regarded the two
lank, skinny juniors, botir of them identical.

““What about tea?’” I asked abruptly.

““Is he coming?" sgid Cornclius, getting to
his feet.

‘** Eh?”

‘“ You were talking about Mr. Lee—"

‘ Really, my good Cornelius,”’ interrupted
Nicodemus, ‘‘ Nipper was referring to tea.
Wo have bheen waiting, expecting the tea-
bell to ring, my friend Nipper,”’ he went on.
beaming at me amiably. *‘ Have wc [ailed to
hear its welcome note?"

I chuckled.

“ The tea-bell hasp't gone yet,” 1 rephud.
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an habitual form of address in this great
etat of learning, and we must accustom our-
aelves to it. We are coming, Nipper. Thank
you - thank vou excecdingly, my dcar
friend.”

The quaintness of these two juniors was

e suia wiy.

** That's all right,”” 1 put in with haste.
*“ No need 0 go over it all again, old chap.
And you needn’t be afraid about your faces -
they wom't epoil our anemu. I've secn
waree faces many a time!”

“*On door-Enockers,”’ murmured Pits, *‘ but
nowhere else!’ v e

Fortupately, Nicodemus didn't heor that

look about his
seemed to indicate that Handforth and hie

guests had been mercifully delivered from a
similar fate.

look at—not to eat.

face towards supper-time

That cake bad been  -made to

Tea over, our guests departed, and after
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‘* A tiring day, Dr. Staflord, ¢b?’’ he sug-
gested. 1 am afraid I shall be keeping you
u "

‘“ Not at all—not at al}!"” the Head inter-
rapted. “ Stay as long as you please, Mr.
Lee. Try one of these cigars, an ‘puu your
chair to the fire. 1t is cold to-night, and
the fire is cheerful.”









obeyed. @ And Nelson Lee went out once
more into the cold, frosty night. He looked
along the lower windows of the great build-
ing, hie idea being that the unknown man
‘was in the act of escaping.

And this proved to be the case.

As Nelson Lee watched, a shadowy form
ieapt lightly to the ground from the window,
and paused uncertainly for a moment. Lee
stole forward, hoping to take the man by
surprise. He balf expected to see Colonel
Clinton leave the window in pursuit; but this
did not happen.

And just then the dim form became aware
of Nelson Lee’s presence. At all evemts, this
is what Nelson Lee judged, for the man took
fright abruptly, and dashed away acrcss the
Triangle without the slightest attempt to
conceal his movements.

‘““Very well, my friend!”
grimly,

He gave chase on the instant, full of con-
fidence. There were few sprinters who could
equal Nelson Lee’s pace, and he rapidly over-

muttered Lee

he did so at last, and then, with onc pull,
jerked oftf the mask and was about to throw

it aside. But the prisoper, with a quick
gasp, snatched it ifrom Lee’'s hand and
thrust it into his coat, out of sight.

“By gad!” he panted huskily. ** How—how

dare you, sir?”

Nelson Lee gave one slight start of sur-
prise, and then stared down at his prisonet
kKeenly.

The man was Colorel Clinton!

CHAPTER V.
THE COLLEGE HOUSE REGIMENT.

ELSON LEE rose to his feet at once,
and held out his hand for the colorel
to secize; but the latter ignored it,
and scrambled up unaided.

So far as Nclson Lee could se¢ in the
gloom, the colonel was scowling with anger,.
and his face was red and his scanty hair
ruftled. He glared at Nelson Lee aggreseively,



senlor boys who commenced the trouble, 1
beliove, and 1 have no doubt that the young
fool went across and arouecd you.”

Nelson Lec nodded.

‘““He waa fully justified in doing s80,”” he

-Amo.-lrn:. ﬂl.:ﬂ""
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continued the colonel. *‘ It has saved my life
upon more than one occasion, and I treasure
it highly. A whim scized me to-night to
wear it for a few momepts—I don't know
why, but I have stated the fact. 1 donned
tlc mack, and smiled to myself as I decided
to walk upstairs to myr bedroom wearing it.”

L ““T quite understand, colunel,’”” said Nclson
ce.

“T have told you all that really matters,”
continued Clinton. * Before I reached my
bedroom that young puppy appeared, and
was nearly scared out of his wits, Has he
never scen a gas-mask before? The young
fool was rushing away before 1 could detain

him."”

U Well. reallv. enlonel. Carlisle had some

bettor course was to leave the house in secret
until the alarm was over,’”’ continued the new
Housemaster. ‘It is undignified—prepos-
terous—that I should be found in such a
ridiculous plight. It is fortunate that you
werc the only witness of my discomfiture,

all anxious in that respect.

‘““ Very plausible,”” he murmured, as ho
walked slowly towards the Ancient House.
‘““Very plausible indeed—but I have my
doubts. For uvne thing, that mask was never
used on tho Western Front—or any other

matter was dropped. Nelson Lee went to his
hed and slept soundly until the morninc.
He thrust the gas-mask incident out of . his
mind, so he assured himseelf. Actually, it
remained there all the time.

Sir Crawford Grey took his departure that
morning, and Jack Grey was excused from
lessons in order to accompany his father to
the station. But the rest of the r1ellows
settled down smoothly to the usual school
routine. The new term had commenced, and
the holidays were being forgotten.

In the Ancient House, of course. everything
was as usual. But there were a great many
changes over in the Monks' camp. Colonel
Clinton, the new Housemaster, was evidently
no believer in precedent. He commenced

----- L’A-\‘ L-- A“ ‘-'- C“AA"
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morning lessons. Christine and €o. were
gathered round the College House steps, and
the juniors practically filled all the space up.
Necedless to say, there was quite a din pro-
ceeding, for several groups of fellows were
talkine at once. Thia was auite an ordinarv
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him at that second, and hastily drew aside,
raising their caps respectfully.

*“ What is the meaning of this confounded
noise?”’ demanded the colonel harshly,

‘ Noise, sir?” repeated Christine.

‘“Yes, boy—noise!” snapped the House-
master. ‘‘ Clear off these steps—every one of
you! Do you hear me? How dare you block
up the gangway in this disgraceful fashion?
And don’t let me hear uny more shouting!”’

**It’'s not school-time, sir,” protested
Yorke hotly.

** Do not presume to argue with me, sir!”
Joared the colonel. - 1 intend to put a
stop to these loose methods. By gad! Thne
barrack8 are a disgrace to any—"’

-4 The—the barracks, sir?"”’ gasped Christine
pra-mtly. ' .

¥ ' You heard what I eaid. hoy!" said the
Housemaster. **1 choose to call this house
the barracks—and everybody else will follow
my example. Go! Get'to the other side of
the- square, out of my way!” .

" 1t’s called the Triangle, sir,”” explained
Talinadge politely.

Colonel Clinton glared.

1 am well aware of what it is called,” he
snapped. '* The name is an absurd one. This
open space is the barracks square, and it
must be termed so by every boy under iy
command. [ intend to make my regi-
ment——"'

“ Your—your regiment, sir!’ said Chris-
tine dazedly.

** Confound yon, boy, you are-like an in-
fernal parrot!’ bellowed the colonel. ** Yes,
the regiment—I said the regiment! You will
tind out before long that the days of sloven-
liness have passed. "Clear out of my way:”

Christine turned red.

**Mr. Stockdale never ordered us oft the
steps, sir,”” he said warmly. * We——"'

** Stop!"” roared Clinton. ‘‘If you dare to
say another word I will have you court-
martialled on the spot! What is your name,
boy?’ - .

** Chrigtine, sir!"’ suaid Bob, breathing hard.

‘“Very well, Christine; report yourseli at
headdquarters at six o'clock to the minute,”
said the colonel grimly.

. The junior stared wondcringly.

‘“ To—to headquarters, sir?’" lLe repeated.
“*“ [—I.don’'t understand, sir!”

“ I did not expect you to,”” snorted Clinton
witheringly. ‘I have come to the conclusion
that the boys of this camp are a set of nio-
compoops. Headquarters, Christine, is my
study—but it will be called a study no
longer. Remember my command.” Report
yourself at six o'clock without fail!"’

And the Housemaster stalked down the
steps, and stratted away towards the gym-
nasium. The iggiors had dispersed, but they
collected together as soon as Clinton’s stift
figure disappeared within the gym.

‘“ He's dotty!'" said Christine.
quarters! Barracks! Oh, my only hat!
got militarism on the brain!”’

‘“He can't be dotty,” objected Yorke.
‘“He’s a joliy clever man, and it's fat-

‘“ Head-
He's

bheaded to say anything else. Just look at his! College House junior from far and pear.
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record !
beast.
ing to his ideas.
dirt!” '

And this was the general idea throughout
the College House. Colonel Clinton seemed to
imagine that he was the lord of all he sur-
veyed. He was an autocrat, and everything
and everybody:had to bend to his will.

The {fellows were keenly disappointed.
Before the colonel’s arrival they had com-
plimented themselves upon the fact that they
were to have a Housemaster who had distin-
guiched himself in the Great War. But they
had not bargained for such a military auto-
crat as Colonel Clinton was proving himself
to be. A man who had bcen in the Army
since youth would wot have been so high-
and-mighty as Clinton.

The juniors were forced to stand it with-
out protest; but the seniors, particularly the
Sixth, soon showed the Housemaster that
thcy were not prepared to stand any non-
sense. And the lordly Sixth-Formers received
a big surprise. For Colonel Clinton treated
them as he treated the others, and already
a storm was brewing amongst the prefccts.

But so far the fellows had only received 2
hare inkling as to what was to follow. Never
in their wildest dreams did they imagine tbat
Clinton would go to such lengths as he socn
made apparent.

The coloncl made no attempt to interfere
with his boys during lescone. The Form-
masters found everything as usual. Clinton
was only concerned with making the boys,
ohey his will at cther times.

And a potice which appcared on the board
in the College House lobby just before tea
made everybody starz and woader. The
notice was written in a stiff handwritine,
which was obviously the colonel’s. The whele
House, it secemed, was to gather in the big
hall at seven o'clock, in order to .listen to
their Housemaster. i

There was no hint regarding tue subject to
be dealt with, and the boys, seniors and
juniors, were filled with curiosity. There
was much speculation, but nobody could
form anything like a correct guess. '
- Christine appearcd in the lobby soon after
siX, his hands tucked under his arms and his
face screwed up with pain. His chums knew
that he had been to the colonel's study, and
they regarded bim sympathetically.

** Hurt mueh, old chap?” asked Yorke.

““ Not a bit!"’ said Christine sarcastically.
**Oh, corks!i”

“ How many swipes?”’ asked Talmadge.

** Four—Ilaid on about three times as
heavily as old Stockdale used to!”’ groaned
Christine. ** QOh, the beast! And I didn't do
anything, either!’

The punishment was undoubtedly severe,
and the juniors were indignant. However,
nothing ecould be done, and Christine soom
got over his pain, and had practically for-
gotten by the time seven o’clock arrived.

There was no getting out of the thing.
Prefects came round and colleeted evgzy

But I must say Le's a pormapous
We ain't fit to lick his bocts—acecord-
We're <0 much giddy
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" The fellows were staring now, an‘d!-‘t.hey
*were amazed. 1t was bardly possible to'gpedit

that the Housemaster was serfous. The very
ided of each Form having its own officers
was palpably preposterous. But Colonel Clin-
ton was in deadly earnest.

Then and there he left the platform and
went round to each Form. Three fellows were
picked indiscriminately and appointed to
thcir various ranks. In the Remove the
choice fell upon Freeman as major, Page as
captain, and Turner as lieutenant.

N:aturally Bob Christine and Co. were furi-
ously indignant, but they could not give voice
to thelr feelings here. Christine, the Form
skipper, had been utterly ignored! It was
an open insult, but it couldn’'t be remedied.

The colone! returned to the platform.

‘* There will be other innovations bhefore
tong,”” he exclaimed, rubbing his bhands
togrther with satisfaction. 1 intend to
appoint certain non-commiseioncd officers, but
we will not bhother about them for the pre:
sent. Now, boya, 1 want you to undcrstand
this position thoroughly.”

** f—] suppose you're not
asked Reynolds, the prefect,

Colonel Clinton glared.

** 1f you make such a foolish remark again,
Keynolds, 1 :shall see that you are sevcrely
punizhed,” he snapped harshly. ** Joking!
You will soon sce whether I am joking or
not! Another word from you, sir, and you
will he confined to barracks!”’

*“Oh, glory:” mutterecd Reypolds faintly.

** You must understand what this means,”
went on the Housemaster, ignoring the pre-
fect's exclamation. ** All hoys who are
officers will report to me at certain times of
the day—which 1 shall fix later—for orders.
‘These orders will be given to the rank and
tilec, and they must be obeycd in every
detail. Farthermore, officcrs must be saluted
by privates—not occasionally, bat always.
And everybody must salute me. To-morrow
I intend giving you preliminary instruction
in drilting. For the present I have nothing
more to say. You will salute and dismiss.”

The fellows were rather too astonished to
ghlute, but they were quite rcady to dismiss.
Not ten of them salused, aftd they had
broken ranks before the colonel could repeat
the order. He set his teeth and locked grim.

The big hall empticd, and the Monks,
scpiors and juniors, trickled away into their
- various quarters, dazed and bewildered.
Things were reaching a pretty pass, indeed!

sir?’

joking,

L':"
LY
»*

CHAPTER VI,
MILITARY DISCIPLINE RUN RIOT.

OB CHRISTINE looked at mec almost
vacantly.

‘- What's the good of asking what's

happened?’’ he demanded. °* How do

l know? 1'm dreaming, I Dbelieve—or else

it's a pightmare. The chap must be dotty—

clean off his rocker!” . .

The fArst rumours of Colopel Clinton's
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amazing orders had found their way into the
Ancient House five minutes after the Monks
had been dismissed. And naturally the
Fossile, especially the juniors, were exceed-
ingly interested.

Handiorth brought the news into Study C,
and Sir Montie and Tommy and I at once
jumped to our feet and followed Handforth
out into the passage. Wa found auite a
crowd leaving the House. .

It was dark in the Triangle, but the nifnt
was Hpne and still, with a keen frost in the
air. Over by the College House were many
groups of excited juniors, and I had ap-
proached Christine and his own particular
!chums. Apparently they were still hali dazcd

by what had occurred.

‘““He can't be off his rocker,”” I sald, In
rcply to Christine's remark. ** He may be a
bit dotty on discipline, and all that, but
he's gov his wits about him. 1 suppose he's
Hgoing to make you drill?"”’

Christine laughed bitterly.
“Drill'" be echoed. * That's notlyng.
J\Ve‘n‘f going to be persecuted such a terrikc
lct that we shall soon become cogs in a hig
machine—we shall have lost all our indepen-
dence and—-"’

““ Rats!’ 1 grinned.

** That's what Clinton said, anyhow,”” went
on Christine grimly. * My hat! He doesn't
know who he’s dealing with! 1t's all very
well for him to talk about the way he fought
the Huns., hut these methods of bis ain't
Dritish! He's got a bee in his bonnet oxn
the subject of military discipline. We've
got to salute him—every onc of us.”

“Oh, my hat!”

* But that's nothing,”” went on Christine.
** Bach torm has got tbreoc officers——"'

* Oficers?’” I gasped. .

** Yes—a major and a captain and a heu-
tenant.”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

““ We thought you'd grin!"" said Yorke
feclingly. * Go on! We don't mind a bit!
We should grin—if we weren't affected by
Clinton's rot. It's the biggest joke I've e¢ver
heard, but it's against our chaps!”

 Officers!”’ gasped Tommy
** That's about the limit.”’ _

‘* Dear boys, there must bLe somethin’
wrong. '

*Of c¢ourse

Watson.

there’'s semething wrong,
snapped Christine. ** Something wrong with
our giddy Houscmaster! But he’s nct
joking, he means every word of it. And iL's
absolutely galling!”

'* What is, dear old boys?™

' You know Freeman?’’ snorted Christine.
‘* He's a decent chap—I womn't deny it—but
be couldn’'t lead a horse to a drinking
trough' He's a meek chap, and yet Clinton
has mad¢ him major of the form—or com-
pany, or platoon, or whatever he calls it!
Major Freeman!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!" o

** Begad! It's too funny for worde—it is,
really !”’

** Ha, ha, bha!" .

The fellows wbo were laughing al be-
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oagcd to the Ancient Honse. We could see
the richness of the joke, hut the Monks were
a astate of dismay. They had to bear

the brunt of the extraordinary coloncl’s
tidivsyncraslos.

* Captain Pgge — Licutenant Turner!”’
groaned Christle. ‘' Just think of it! We're
all privater, and we're under the orders of
¢hose chaps! It's—it'a insane! The whole
thing’'s a giddy farce!”

“I've never heard anything like it,”’ I said
thonahllullr. ‘“ At tho least, Clinton ought
to have chosen you for majov, Christine.
What does Freeman say? Hae ought to hand
over his commission to you.”

Bob Christine grunted.

* Clinton would he on his track if he did,”
he replied. ** It's not a bit of good grumb-
ling or growling, we've got to stand it.
He's our Houaemaster, and we can’'t refuse
to obey him.”

“ What ahout that rotter we had on our
aide - Hunter?' said Watson. " We didn't
stand any of his rot, did we? We rebelled,
and had a barring out--—"'

“Oh, that waa different!” interrupted
Christine imiserably. ** We can't do any-
thing like that in our Housc. Besides, you
had warm woeather for your barring-out, and
thal made it casier. How the dickens do

you think wo could manage in thia freezing
weather, you asses?’’

“It wonld he a bit difficult,” I admitted.

‘“ And there's no excuse for rebelling,”
went on Christine. ‘' Clinton haasn’t taken
sway any of our liherties- yet. There's no
telling what he will do, of course. And,
aflter all, he's a distinguished soldier. and
th® kink of bis may only he a flash in the

an  Bo (ar as | can gee, we've got to stick
‘,'.

‘“My doar chaps, you can get a lot of fun
oot of the thing,” 1 said cheerlully.

" Therce's nothln{eto worry about that | can
seo. | can’t quite imagine the 8ixth playing
at soldiors like that, cven if the juniors are
forced to. There'll be ructions—and that'll
Lo lotetesting.'’

Page, of the Remove, loomed up out of the
darknesa and joided our group.

" Now thcn, you common fellows,
me'” be grinued.
the thing -—-"

* Blow you!” nmpped Yorke. ““1'd rather
dajute the pagoboy.’

“ Doar fellow, that's what you would be
doin’,” remarked 8ir Mantie mildly. ' Page
fe this chap's name, s0 it stands to renson
that he's & Page-boy!"”

" Ha, bs, ha!" =

* You can salute the fuuntain if you like,””
raid Captain Page. ']l didn't want to he
made an officor, 1 can tell you, and I sha'n‘t
take any notice of it. Freeman isn't going
to. sither~—nor {s Turner.”

" Well, thero's something for Clinton to
rave about, to gt with!’ 1 grimmed. 1
don’'t kuow what to advise you for the best,
my sons, but 1 should certainly do the

uting stuat when your giddy colonol’s

salute
“It's up to you to start
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looking on. It's pot much trouble, and it'll
save heaps of pain.’’

Bob Christine shook his head.

‘“Do you think we're going to stand it?”
he asked flercely. ‘'l don't! And I'm jolly
sure the seniors will make a fuss. We shall
be the talk of the whole county if we join
this nonsense. Everybody will be cackling.”

** They're cackling already,”’ grinned Prtt.
who had just come up. ** Listen.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Shouts of laughter were sounding from
every direction. Seniors and juniors alike
~—-all belonging to the Ancient House—wero
ﬁ:mng at the unforfunate J)light. of the

onks. Colonel Ciinton could hardly have
anticipated -this result when he gave his
instructions. In his arrogance he probably
expected that the Ancient House would he
duly overawed.

" Why aren't ysu fcllows grinning?’’ asked
Pitt briskly, gazing uﬂon the despondent
Christine and Co. * What on earth is the
ood of worrying? You dom’t think you'll

ave to stand that rot, do you?”

“ What e¢lse can we do?” growled Bob
Christine.

“I wasn't thinking of what you could do,
[ was remembering that Dr. Stafford is the
Headmaster,' replied Pitt caimly. * My
dear, innocent fathcads, do you suppose the
Head will stand by and see Clinton make the

who_l: .gcbool a laughing-stock? Qf course heo
won't.

““ He'll put his foot down,'’ I declared.

‘“ Hard,” added Pitt. .

Christine and Co. looked morc hopeful.

“By Jove! I hada’'t thought of the
Head,”' sald Talmadge. *“ Of course, he
docsn’t know what Clinton’s been up to, yet.
I shouldn’'t be surprised if we sce the colonel
eating his words helore bedtime!"’

**Oh, it won't be so sudden as that!"” I°
sald. ‘' Give him until to-morrow, anyhow.
But it won't be . long before he - comeas
toggl off his perch—you’'ll see.”

is idea became general very soon. In
fact the Monks convinced themselves that
the Head would step in and put a stop to
the farce. And thcir spirits rose accordingly.
Christine ang Co. were even grinning long
before supper, and their gring were oc-
casioned by the happy thoughts of seeing
the lofty Colonel Clinton knuckle under to
the superior orders of the Head.

Dr. Stafford did not belleve in interfering
with his Houwsemasters, but he would cer-
tainly drop on Colonel Clinton when that
gentlernan commenced his plan in  real
carnest. S0 far it was only talk, and didfd’t
matter much.

With those ideas knocked out of Clinton's
hoad. he would probably be an exccllent
Houscmaster. Hece certainly possessed a won-
derful knowledge of all scholastic matters,
and was learncd to a Adegrec which ap-
proached perfection. He was a Drilliant
scholar in every way, and he would have
done better to stick to this. To attempt
military discipline at St. Frank's would
merely bring ridicule upon his own head,
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This bad already happened, and Colonel
Clinton was regarded by everybody as some-
thing of a freak. Already he was known as
** Colonel Clinton of the Monks!” This was
merely a term of ridicule, and no House-
master could possibly have any control over
his hoys so long as they lookcd upon hiin
with contcmpt—or somcthing approaching it.

Over-in the Ancient House we chuckled
during supper, and we chuckled in the dormi-
tory. And we werc (uite anxious for the
morrow to come, so that we could witness
the pleasing spectacle of our rivals saluting
their * officer!”
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griniing at him dircct. The Fossils werc all
on thiy side of the Triangle—except these
threce.

“* Qutragcous!” stormed the Housemastcr.
} ¢ Salute, you young dogs!”

** Talking {o us, sir?”’ inquired one of tho
}'riu, who bappencd to he Handforth and
‘0, -

“Yes, I am talkivng to you, confound your
insolence !’ roared the colonel. ** Salute at
once. do you hear met”

1 should think you can he heard down in

the village, sir,” remarked Handforth reck-
leaslv. ** &3 for salutineg. 1T don’t. see that
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pretty small as he plunged into the lobby of
his own house. Handforth and Co., look-
ing very pleased with themselves, strolled
over to us. |

‘“That's the way to do it,” grinned Hand-
forth.

‘“Jolly lucky for you if you don't get
reported to the guv'nor,” I said. *‘ Even
Mr. Lee wouldn't excuse your giddy nerve,
Handy." '

‘““ Your guv'nor’s a brick,” said Handforth
calmly. ‘‘I believe he was looking on all
the time from his window. Hallo! Herce
come the other frcaks. That's three we've
got this term!”

Handforth was referring to Nicodemus
and Cornelius Trotwood, who had just
cmerged into the Triangle. The twins looked
as simple and innecent as ever, but Nico-
demus proved that he was fully aware of
the situation in the Monks' camp.

‘““ The spectacle was most entertaining, my
dear friend,”’ he said, beaming upon Hand-
forth. *‘Cornelius and I witnessed it from
our study wipdow. Dear me! The excellent
colonel was quite duangerous. I fully ex-
pected him to strike you. But you were
quite right not to salute. I should have
been annoyed had you succumbed.”

‘““0h, you'd have been annoyed?”’ asked
Handiorth grimly.

‘“ Indeed, I should,” repeated Nicodemus.
““ For boys to salute their masters is surely
the height of absurdity. I sympathise ex-
cecedingly with the dear boys you call Monks.
They are passing through 'a great trial.
Military discipline is essential in the Army,
but at a school— Oh, no!.It is very
absurd, and 1 strongly disapprove.”

“ You'd better tell Clinton that!" grinned
Watson.

““I shall, indeed I shall,”” said Nicodemus

ravely. ‘““ When the opportunity presents
itself I shall not hesitate to inform that
misguided gentleman that—"

““ What is the discussiop, my dear Nico-
flemus®” inquired the other Trotwood
mildly.

‘“* We are merely talking abhout the colonel,
my good Cornelius.”

‘““Really, I object to that word,”
tested Cornelius.

‘* Which word, my good brother?”

‘“‘You remarked that somcthing was
Infernal—"’

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““ He's not far wrong,”’ grinned Handforth.
“¢ Colonel does sound a bit like infernal, and
this particular colonel is thundering hot
stuff. I say, Nick, it's a wonder you don't
buy ycur darling brother a pair of gramo-
phone horns!”

Nicodemus looked astonished. |

““ But the site, my good Handforth!’ he
protested. ‘' They would be in the way,
surely?”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha™ -

We turned as the" bell clanged out for
morning lessons, and trooped to the Remove
Form-room, the twins going to their respec-
¢ive places. Mr. Crowell had placed them

L

pro-
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far apart, one on either side of the room,
so that he might know which was which
without trouble. A precaution of this sort

WAaS necessary.
asked wonder-

~ *“ Where's Christine?” I
mgl{i “ Where are all the rest of ‘em?"”

‘“ Haven't come over yet!" grinned De
all

Valeric.

The class-rooms at St. Frank's were
situated in the Ancient House—this being
by far the larger of the two buildings. The
College House was merely for the purpose
of accommodating its eccupants. There
was, however, a hig laboratory in the College
House, and an extensive library and
recreation-rooms galore.

Not a single Monk had turncd up, and Mr.
Crowell himself was due!

““ They'd better buck dp, the silly asses!™
I remarked. *‘ This is running it a hit too
fine, I must say. See any sign of 'em from
the window, Pitt?”

The windows were fairly high,. but Ditt
climbed on to a form and- lonked out.

‘““No, not a sign——"" he bcgan.

“Pitt! QGet down at once!”
Mr. Crowell had just entered, and Reginald
Pitt subsided into his eeat gracefully, ®tund-

ing on the forms to look out of the wiidow
was forbidden—although it was done, un the
average, about twenty times a day.

‘“f was just looking for the College House
chaps, sir,” explained Pitt.

The Form-master looked
tiently. -

‘““ They shall be punished for this non-
attendance,” he¢ said, compreesing his lips.
‘ Not a single junior is here——"’ _

‘““ There's something going on outside, sir,”’
put in Handforth eagerly. ** Shall I have a
look out—"' .

‘“ No, Handforth, you shall not!" said Mr.
Crowell.

He took a chair to one of the windows, and.
stood upon it, watched by all the juniors with
great intereat. We all zaw Mr. Crowell give
a big start.

““ Good gracious me!”" he gaspgd in amaze-
ment. ‘ Upon my soul!"’

This was too much for the fellows’ curiosity.
Within a eccond everyhody was up, and the
windows were soon crowded. 1 happened to
get a good look—and what I saw filled me
with astonishment and mirth!

Out in the Triangle was every boy of the
College House, with the exception of the
Sixth Form. The Fifth, the¢ Remove, the
Third, the Second—in fact, everybody! And
they were all in formation, marching steadily
—marching past Colonel Clinton, their (‘om-
manding Officer, at the salute!

round impa-

~ CHAPTER VII.
IN DEFIANCE OF THE HEAD!

. HE scene was ahso!utglg unprecedented
I in the history of St. Frank’s.

It wasn't as if the fellows were
cadets, or anything of that sort. St.
Frank's wasn't a military training college,



and never had been. And to see the boys,
scniors and juniors, engaged in a march.
past was simply a scream.

The Bixth apparently had refused to take

art in the absurdity, but the Pifth and the
leon hadn’'t had the nerve to rebel. They
ooked rebellious, however, and there wae
muach gouashing of teeth.

Half of them were out of step, and the
salutes were wild and weird in thelr variety.
The ranks, moreover, were ragged and un-
tidy ; and, altogether, Colonel Clinton’s regi-
ment was a most disceputable-looking crowd
~-regarded as soldiers.

The colonel himself stood on the Collegy
Hounc steps, as straight as a pole, and he
barked out instructions like a gramophone.
He apparently imagined that he was drill-
ing a well-trained company of infantry.

"* Halt!”’ he bellowed suddenly.

Two-thirds of the Monks halted, and the
remainder dida't. Therc was immediate con-
fusion, but in the end the crowd came to &
standastill.

*“* Right turm!"' roared the colonel.
fours!”

This order was hopeless. The fellowa had
Erobabl heard the term, and a lot of them

new what it meant. But they didn‘t know
how to carry it out. The disorder was appall.
ing, and Clinton danced with rage.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

The Removites in the Form-room c¢ouldn’t
contain themselves, and they roared. Mr.
Crowcll made no attempt to check them, bot
was smiling rather grimly himself. The aper.
tacle of Colonel Clinton prancing up and
down the ragged line waa comic.

Meatrwhile, the Sixth Form waa holding a
hurrled council in the College House lobby,
and a decision "was qulcklg reached. The
scene in the Triangle was utterly farcical, and
something had to be donc withont delay.

Reynolds, Jesson, and Carlisle—all Coliege
House prefects— hurried away to the Head
master’'s study. They fonnd Dr. Stafford
standing at the window, his brow puckered
and frowning.

* Well, Reynoida?'' he exclaimed sharply.

*“ We wish to protest, sir,"”” said Reynolds,
in a Brm voice. ‘' It Is generally constderced
bad form to comglnin to you about our
Housemaster, hut this affair is aitogether too
preposterous. We have, In fact, refused to
obey orders.”

" Indeed:”’
glasses,

* Colonel Clinton told us to take part in
this—this insane march-paat in the Triangle,
#ir,” went on the rrefect. * We all refused,
c??nitlcﬁng that it was beneath our dig:
nity."’

“Quite 80, my bays—quite se,'” said the
Head agitatedly. ‘1 can ?ulw understand,
and Mo l‘xgt blame you for taking this stand.
As ?'ou Y., Reynolds, [t is beneath the
dignity of the 8ixth V¥Form—indced, the
whole occurrcnce is distressing. Your House-
master has gone too far—much too far.”

The three wpdiors exchanged pleased
glances, :

* Form

said the Head, removing his
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““ He's making ua the laughing stock of bhe
whole school, air,”" said Jesson. ' It's--it's
unheard of. Bellton and Bannington -in
fact, the whole county -will hear of it mn
no tihme, and St. Frank'a will be ridieuled
wholgsale."’

“1 fear that you arc right, Jeason,” amd
the Headmaster, in distresa. ' However,
Colonel Clinton waas appuinted by the gover-
nors, and it is not within my power to dis-
miss him—-as [ should like. This hehaviour
on the part of your Houacmaster was cer.

tainly never anticipated.”’
““But can’t you stop this (arce, sir?’" asked
Reynolds, in dismay.
r. Staltfomd compresacd his lips.
“ Yes, Reynolds, T can-and | will!” he
replied grimly. ** You may go, my hoys.

Leave this matter to me.”’

" Yes, air,”” sail the prefccta joyfully.

They departed. full of satisfaction. They
knew how awkward the position waan for
Dr. Stafford. [t *as almoat impomsible for
the Head to rush out into the Triangle and
order the colonel to deniat. Clinton wasnet a
mere under-roaater, and he conldn’t be orttererd
ahout even hy the Head., Moreover, the
fact that all the boys were predent mado
the position mwuch more dithicult.

Neverthelews, Dr. Xtafford had the power to
countermand any order given by either
Housemaster at St. Frank's, and he jutended
to use that power now, ‘This affair was
approarching a sandal,

The flead left the study, and emerged into

the Triaogle, bhis gown fluttering n the
stiff, wintry brecze.  Christine gnd Co. Www
him first. and they sent up a roar. (L wase

immediately echocd hy all, and the colonrl's
etforts to restore order were [ruitless.

* This, sir.”" hellowed Clinton, as the Hewl
approached - this is what comes of lack ¢f
discipline!  Theae boys are utterly wild, and
my orders are flouted hefore my very faer!
It is disgraceful - "'

“Yon are quite riget, Colonel Clinton,”
intcerrupted the Head cwrtly. * This scene
certainly iagracetul., 1§ trust that you will
dismise the hoya without delay. munsd
surely be aware that lessons have eominencedd
for the dayt?”

The colonel glared.

I care nothing for that, #ir!"’ he shouted.
‘“ And | poaitively refus® to dismias the brats
hefore—-"'

1t you do not dismiss them, [ shall be
compelled to take matters into my ownr
bands,”’ interrupted Dr. Stafford, bhreathing

hard. [ shall regret to take that course.
but this scanduajous sccene must end ab
onve."”’

The colonel laughed harshly.

“1 positively refuse to take orders from
you, sir!"" he bellowed furioualy.

The two masters stood looking at ono
another for a second—a very tense socond--
and the Monks watched withk bated breath.
The Head turned to them.

“ Boys,”' he said quietly, '* you may e'liin-
mise. G0 to your various class-roomeér——

' Burrabh!”  roared the crowd. ‘' Thteo

cheers for the Head!' -
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‘“ Hurrah!”

‘“8tay- where yoa are!” shrieked Colonel
Clinton violently, “ Do not dare to—"'

But thc Monks were atreaming away
towardas the Ancient House, and the
colonel's voloe was drowned in the general
din ot chcering. The Housemaster had been
defeated, and the juniors particularly yelled
with delight.

Meanwhile Colonel Clinton and Dr. Staflord
reprarded one another steadily. The Head's
%{;'IA} was cold, Clinton's hot with Tfury.

ithout a word the Hcad strode towards
hia private door—and Clinton followed him.

Curistine and Co., flushed and victorious,
entered the Remove Form-room. They were
not allowed to talk, for Mr. Crowell atrictly
maintained order. But after lessons, when
we all streamed out into the Triangle, the
Mounks gave vent to their joy.

‘“ Well, the nightmare’s over, thank good-
neas!” eaid Christine fervently. It didn't
tast long- but we had enough of it!”

“I shouldn't think Clinton will have the
ncrve to show his face again, after what
happened this morning,”” remarked Yorke.
* The Head absolutely sat on him!”

“ Ratber!" 1 grinned, ' It's a victory for
you, my sons.”’

‘“* And tho saluting business i3 all over,
too,”” went on Christine, with vreat satlsfac:
tion. ‘‘Jf Clinton behaves himnself in [uture
ho might turn out all right; but that military
rot. was too jolly thick!”

Reginnld Pitt nodded.

‘“1 thought the Head would step in,”” he
snld.  ‘* Clinton's been told off, to put it
wlitely, and he can’t etart all over again.
He's made himsell an objeet of ridicule
already.”

*Obh, he'll be quiet for a day or two, 1
expedct,” said Jack Grey, with a nod. Il
ho's ot any sense, though, he'll call the
chupe together and express his regret——
Hallo! You're wanted, Christine.”’

Bob Christine and his chums looked round.
Reynolds and Jesson were approaching, their
facve grim,

‘“ All .you juniors arc wanted at once,”
called Jeason sharply.

* What for?" roared Christine.

“1 dJdon't know—Housemaster's ordery,”
said the prefeed. ‘' I suppose he's going to
cxplain that his milttary wheeze has fizzled
out, or somethlngl. He's got to «hy sume rot,
in order to keep his end up.”’

Christine and Co. grinned, and readily
followed tha prefects.  Within ten minutes
THE
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junior was lined up
hefore the steps of their House, and a con-
siderable crowd of Fossils hovered near, to
see the fun. I was standing with Sir Montie
and Tommy, and we were all grinning.

Colonel Clinton appeared, his monocle
gleaming in the sunlight. He stood upon
the steps, and he eyed the gathering with
malicious satisfaction.

** Excellent!” he excleaimed, with all his old
pomposity. ‘' I have decided to overlook the
scene of this morning. and we will start
afresh from now —"

‘* Start—astart afrcah,
tine.

** That is what 1 said, boy!"”’

‘““ But the—the Head——"'

‘“There is no necessity to refer to Dr.
Staftord, Christine!'’ snapped Colonel Clinton
gharply. ‘1 have come to the conclusion
that the senior boys are unsuited for the dis-
ciplinary training I have in mind; therefore
they are excluded. DBut the juniors, and the
Remove in particular, are to receive ,mg full
attention. The Remove is the most insubordi-
nate Form of all-and it shall be drilled
most severely.'

The juniors stared at their Housemaster
dazedly.

sir?”" gasped Chrise

(," The H%g wvon't allow it, sir!”’ shounted
‘Iu.p}?m, w great heat.

‘““ No! Rather not!”

“We won't be drilled—""

‘“ Silence!'' thundered the coloncl furiously.
‘“ How—how dare you? 1t is not a question
of what Dr. Stafford will allow! The first boy
to speak will be Aogged with the utmost

severity!”’

He glared up and down with gloating
triumph.

* Attention ! he barked suddenly,
‘ Salute!”’

“Oh, my only topper!” muttered Tommy
Watson. ** It's starting all over again!”

And it was!

And, in the very middle of it, the Head
crossed the Triangle with some bogks under
his arm. Ie did not c¢ven look at the Monks,
but kept straigzht ahead. 1lle bad ignored the
whole #cene!

The whole thing was amazing.

Hew had Colenel Clinton mesmerised the
Head into allowing this Gilbertian state of
affajra? It was startling in the extreme. Ib
was more than startling—it was appalling.
It meant that the Monks were to be forced
to continne this militarism; and there was
now no appeal!

END.

introducd N

e

NEXT WEEK WILL APPEAR

“PHE FREAK OF ST. FRANK'S!

Another Magnificent Story in this Novel Series.
LBON LEE, NIPPER and his Chums, the
TRQTWOOD TWINS and the SOLDIER HOUSEMASTER.

?”
e

it will

PRIOE THREE-HALFPENCE.

! OUT'NEXT WEDNESDAY.
.-—-—-—‘t- : o~




THE CHUMS OF LITT

LEMINSTER SCHOOL i

OUR POPULAR SCHOOL SERIAL!

F

il Toe Chums ot Littleminster School.

i A Magnificent Story of School Life and Adventure.

| By ARTHUR S. HARDY. |

The First Chaplers. to officiate for the rival echool, with their
. _ ] white linen coats on, were seen to lcave the

BASIL HOOD i3 a new oy al Litllenienster School. pavilion and walk towards the pitch.

On his arrical he makes a friend of
JOHUN CHALLIS, a Senior in the Fifth Form,

MYERS and COGGIN are two bullies, who, with
some others, try o make Challis join the
“ Clubs,’” an athletic sociely. He refuses, and
they determine- to send him to Coventry. L
Heis persuadedlater by Mr. Evans, a master,
to juin. Challis tukes Hood ﬁs);mg in o
punt, twhich gets cast adrift. Later on
Grainger, the Cuptain, sees Challis at the
nets, and asks him to play for ths next sixteen
aganst the elecen. Meanwhile Buasil suspects
Myers of casting the punt adrift, since he
found a coin belonging to him near the spot.
Unsuspectingly he pults the coin in a drawer l
in hix_cubicle. It ranishes, and Basil sus-
pecls Myers.  Challis is chosen to play for
the Schoul against Ragley. Myers is left
otit, and turns up (o look on «t what he
Delicees will be Challis's downfull. -

(Now read on.)

MYERS IS LEFT OUT.

0O ronvinced was Myers that Little-
minster were hound to go down before
the might of Ragley that he statioued

_ hiim=elf near to where the three fags sat,
th order that he wmight gloat over them in the
monment of the school’s defeat. For, thouzh
he was a Littleminster boy, Myers was mean
cr.ongh to hope and wish that the home side
woild go down before the bowling  and
hatting prowess of the rival schoul that gay.

They had exchided him from the tesm, 2hd
he was poor sportsmau cenough to lony ior
their discomfitare.

Dr. Mason had come down to watch the
play, and hy his side sat the Head of Ragley,
.vho had motored over with some of the
n*a:tfrs in order to be present at the eventful
mateh

The stumps had been set. The level play-
Ing pitch shimmered in the sunlight. Over
head hung a cloudless sky.

It would ®e impossible to 1magme a nore
Perfects setting dor such a game.

Suddealy a thrill of excitement ran through
the ranks of the assembled boys.

Mr. Evans, the umpnre g{' Littleminster,
and Mr. Ford, ihe Ragley-ihaster who was]

Then after them streamed 2 croup of Ban-

| nelled players; one or two of them wore their

blazers.

One look, and a mighty shout went up.

“*1t's Ragley! Hurrah! Littleminst-rs won
the tose, and we're going m to bat. Hurruh,
hurrah, hurrah!”

The cheers 3ounded like the cheers of
triumph, though a hall bhad not rset heent
howled. But what Jid that matter? “Little
minster had won the toss, and with it tic
firet move in the great game.

Ragle_y was out to llcld and the schoal was
going in to bat.

My word! And the pitch was periiet,
though it might show signs of wear hy the
time the first innings was over. The vronndg
was dry, apd would soon powder arcuud tihwe
crease.

The comment swelied into a mighty roar,
and was presentlv hushied, while all eves wiore
directed at the pavilion to &te who were going
to open the nnings for Littleminster,

The moment 5o long and eagerly awaited
was at hand.

THE GQGREAT MATCH!

RESENTLY out ol the pavition Jdesr
strode two figures clad in white—
white that was hlinding in the sun.

One wore a cap of the school colors,
the other was bare-headed. a lauching, hani-
some stalwart, who chatted casily with iis
chium, as, with bais under their arms. fue Y
burried through the crowd of cheering buys
on to the level 3tretch of green grass, pulhing

thieir cricketing-gloves on as they cume.

“ Hurrah!” piped Basil Heaod, pinching
Raymond's arms. ' It's 200d ofd Gramger:
and Moreash is going to open ‘the innines
with him. Now we shall see!”

Az they reached the pteh the ways of ‘ho
two drew apart, and rainger prepared to
face the bowling from the achool end. Havine
taken his middle, he carefully marked hix
crease, and, having glanced at the spread of
the field, set himself to mc,_et, the bowling,

Ragley meant business. - Their crack fast
bowler, Rylands, opposed Grainzser, and his
first hall was dead on the wicket. 7The
schonl captain blocked it neatly; but euche .

fContinued overieaf.)






