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helpmg himsell 1o several Slkceés O tungue
and pouring himeelf out some tea. ‘‘I'm
dessed if I can see why you should upset
yourcolf about the kid, Starke. He's not
worth it.”

The two prefects were in their etudy in

the Ancient Howso at 8t. Frank's. [t was
tca-time, but Starke did not seem inclined
to partake of thc cxcellent supplies which
graced the board. Kenmore, on the other
:;l%tcld. was going ahead with a hearty appe-
ite.
** Those beastly little Third-Formers are
no good,”” wemt on S8tarke. ‘‘ Heath ia the
third brat ['ve had thiz month—and they're
all a3 bad as one another. FFagging has
become an absolute farce in thia rotten
school !"’ .

** I suppose it'e the aame in most schoo's.”
remarked Kenmore. ‘‘Tho kids naturally
try to get out of all they can—wanot that you
ivo ‘em much ochance of doing that. Heath
sn't such a bad little nipper—"'

* That'as right; slick up for bim!' shouted

IN SUCINE a pPi1ecd o i3 DaDd. AIIor thab
Starke calmed down a bit, and got on with
hie tea in a sullen temper. This was onw
of Starke’s usual moods when anything had
upset him.

The bullies of the Sixth were generally
in agreement on all points, but in this paur-
ticular case Kenmore could not sce the reacon
for Starke's anger. Fags were nearly all
alike; they performed the work they wors
compelled to, and ehirked everything c!lse.
It was only oatural.

But for some little time past Starke had
been doing his utmost to gain more power
in the Ancient House. He had joined forcea
with other bullies, and had even plotied
with Mills and Jes:on, of the College House
To be quite truthful, the rotters of the Sixth
had formed a kind of band, which was already
known in the Lower Nchool as ‘* The Bullies’
League.”” But Starke and (Co. were b
likely to have everything their own way

The Third could be dealt with all right,
and the Sccond was oot worth consilenay.
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The Remove waa the great stumbling-hlock.
Ae everybody knows, I'm ekipper of the
Aucicnt House Remove, and the bulliea knew
)olly well that they would have me to deal
with if they went too far. And I was backed
up by the wholo Form.

But Starke was out for power this term,
and he mcant to have it. His ideas wecere
somewhat ambitious and inflatecd—as Ken-
moro soon discovered. Kenmore wus a first-
class cad, but not quite so had as Starke.

“Yes, 1'm fed up!’ growied Starke
abruptly.

**1 think youn mentioned that before,’’ said
Kenmore. ** Can't you think of aanything
more original to say? Besidea, what about

met? 1I'm l;ctting fcd up with your beastly
t-mper, don’t like having tea with a
bear!"”

Mtarke banged the table.

** Look here, Kenmore, you'd better not
quarrel with me,”” he roared.

“Oh, all right,”” eaid Kemmore, rather
startlcd. ‘* Don't break all the crockery,
and you necdn’'t mind about my trousers.
Halt this cup of tea has eplashed over
already. What's biting you this evening?”

“*Oh, hang! \W¢ don't want to have a
row !’ aaid Starke. ‘ But that little brat of
a Heath fairly got on my nerves. [I've
kiched him out for good, and I'm going to
¢et somebody clse to fag for this study.”

““ He'll be just as bad,”” said Kenmore.

“ Will he?” exclaimed Starke, bending over
the table, his eyes gleaming. *' Look here,
Kemmy, I've been tbinking—"'

[ thought there was sometbinz wrong!’

“Shut up!"’ tnapped Starke. ‘' I've been
thinking, I tell you. 1I'm not going to have
asvother fag out of the Third, und I'm not
goiny to choose onc from the Sccond. Under-
stand?’’

““No, I don't,”' said Kenmore. ‘' There's
no Firat Form at 8t. Frank'e, so 1 should
Juet like to know where you're going to get
your fag from?”

“*From ths Remove,”” 1replied Starke
grimli'.

N 1 dad

“ You heard what I said.”

" But, my dear chap. you don’'t know what
;mn’ro talking about,” suid Keumcore, staring.
*You can’t get a Remove chap to fag for
this study.”

Starke rose to hla feet, neglecting his tea,
end paced u{w and down several times betore
answering. He wae grimly dctermined, and
Kenmore eyed him with more astopishment
¢han ever.

**Calm down, apd eat some more of this
tongue,” enid Kenmore invitingly. *' You've
hardly tasted it yet, and it's ripping. As
for that idca about a Remove kid, old mun,
it simply can't be done.”

“Why can't it?”" demanded

abruptly.

**Hang it all! It never has been done,
for ome ng,”' saaid Kenmore. * You're uot
gcilly serious, are you? The Remove wouldn't

stand it, and, beeldes, it’'s against the school

Starke

rules. ) bon't he such an as3, Starke.”
 Bri me the schoo! rulee, and show me
wlicre there's . & word abouut [agging,” ex-

ﬁ
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claimed Starke. ‘‘ Strictly speaking, all fag-
ging ie against the rulee, but it's always
been a custom to have fags.”

‘ From the Third—yes."” |

‘“* Well, why not from the Remove?' askcd
Starke. *'It'e only a cuwstom—a mnit. I
don't vee why we shouldn’'t alter the cus-
tom and get info a differecut rut. I$’s about
time those Remove brate were given sonic-
thing to do.” ‘
~ Kenmore sipped his tea, and didn’t seem
impressed. :

*If you like to try it on, there's

. .

O reaaon

why yoit shouldn't,”” he esaid. *' But 1
wouldn’t mind betting a level half-quid that
there’'ll be the biggest ructions of the whole

term. Great Scott! You can’t make the Re-
move into fags, you ass! They’d never stand
it; they’re too independent!’’ |

‘* That's just it; they're too confoundedly
independent,”” said Starke grimly. ‘ By
George! 1 mean to alter that spirit before
long; I'R equash it completely. I'll make

Remove fajrly squirm}’

** Nothing easier—until you start trying it
ob,”" said Kenmord, with a grinn “1 know
we’'re out to put the Remove in 1le place,
but when it comes to fags, I'm against it.
There’ll be too much trouble. And, in any
case, who would you choose as a fag?”

““1 haven’t thought of that yet,”’ repiied
Starke slowly.

“ Well, you'd better think of it, and you'd
botter.bilink what{ tbe result’s going to be.
The kid might agree, bus the rest of the
Remove won't,”” said Kenmore. ‘I don't
su they'll complain to the Housemaster,
but there'fl be the very dickens of a bust-up.
We shan't be able to hold ’em.”

Starke snorted.

““If you're afraid of the kids, I'm not,” he
said esourly.

** But they're not kids, and that's what you
scem to forget,”” retorted Kenmore seriously.
‘* The fellows in the Remove are next door

[ to seniors, and it's ridiculous to suppoee that

they’ll stand being fagged.

Starke glared at his companion furiously.

“I'm going to do it. and you can go and
aivel somewhere else!'’ he shouted. ‘* And
I'l tell you who I'm going to ehoose. The
kid who's golng to fag in this study is Grey
—Grey, of the Remove!”

Kenmore opened his eyes wider.

‘** Al 1 ean say is, ‘you've made a queer
choice,”” he remarked. ‘‘ Grey is one of the
;n?st m.dcpendent. young beggars of the whole
0 S ]

‘“ Rot!" interrupted Starke. ‘' Not so very
long ago Grey was a rotten etreet urchin in
Bermondeey. 'That’s when he was known here
as Mason—last term, before he found out
that Sir Crawford m was his pater. But
that doesn’'t make difference; the kid's
been used to making himself humble, and he's
quiet and orderly. The very chap we wantb
to fag for ue.”

Kenmore shrugged his shoulders.

‘““You can do as you like,”” he said, ' but
if you t.a!uis m{‘ advice you'll pick onother
kid from the Third, and settle it. But if
rmn‘re looking far trouble, it won't take you
ong to find «ome!™
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Starke made no reply. He sat down.at the
table again and continued his tea. For fully
five minutes nothing was said by either
sonior, and Kenmore was confidently expect-
ing that his leader would give way to second
thoughts and abandon the whole project.

Kenmore had sense enough to realise that
it would fail. But Starke, instead of re-
maining sulben, grew better-tempercd as he
went on with hiu, tea. It may have been
the influcnce of the food, or it may have
been his thoughts which caused the change.
At all events, Kenmore was rather glad.

“Given it up?’” he ventured at last.

“I“don’'t give things up,”” replied Starke
shortly. -

* But you can't—"'

“1 can!" inlorrupted the other.  “1I've

just thought of soymathing, and it there’ any
trouble about fagging the Remove, we’ll
soon scttle it. I've got a spanking idea. No
I won't tell you what it is now. But you
can be ceortain that we're going to get the
upper hand.” _

Starke rose to his feet and passed out
of the study. And Kemnore poured hiiself
out a last cup of tea and drank it slowly.
He wondered where Starke had gone to, and
he called Starke quite 2 few ungentlemanly
names.

Atfter five minutes his study mate returncd
—alone.

** Couldn't you it?"”
more, with a grin.

**I'll make you use a different tone before
long,”” snapped Starke. “I've just told
young Heath to eend Grey here.”

‘“Grey won't come,”” Kenmore prophesied.

But he was wrong, for less thun two
minutes later a tap sounded on the door,
and Jack Grey, of the Remove, enftered. He
had been having tea with Reginald Pitt, in
Study E, and he couldn't imagine why
Starke wanted him.

But Grey was a very obliging fellow, and
he had come cheerfully, knowing well enough
that Starke was not in a position to find
fault with him. Grey was not one of the
juniors who got into scrapes.

‘‘ Heath told me you wanted me, Starke,”

he said politely. Sh h
‘““ Shut the

‘“That's right,"” said Starke.
door.”’

Grey did so, and when he turned round
Starke was lolling back in his chair with
his - thumbs inserted into the armholes of
his waistcoat. The prefect was pretending to
be important, and Grey was rather amused.

‘‘ Look here, kid, I've come to a decision,”
said Starke. ‘ It's always been the custom
at 3t. Frank's for seniors to choose fags
from the Third or Second. That's altered

now."’
“Is it?" ‘““ Who

altered it?”
“I did,"”” exclaimed Starke.
[ ¥} Oh !ll
‘““ You needn’t give me any of your cheek!"”
went on the prefect. ““In future, Grey,
you're going to fag for this study, and you'lt
start your duties right away. To begin with,
you can clear thig table.’ Get bhusy'"”
Jirey was taken by surprise.

manage asked Ken-

said Jack, in surprisc.

| was certainly not

-

“I[—I esuppose you're joking?" he asked
blaakly.
““No, I'm wot joking,” snapped Starke.

‘““(iet on with cClearing the table!”

Grey was forced to conclude that Starke
was serious. He was amazed; he had never
helieved that even Starke would be such an
idiot as to attempt such a game. And tho
Removite did not look at all submissive o3
he faced the two Sixth-Formers.

‘““Did you hear me?" rapped out Starcke

“Of course | did.”

‘““Well, get busy, confound you'"

“You've madc a mistake, Starke,” sl
Jack quietly. ** You can’t chooze a [ag from
the Remove. I think’ you must be dotty
Anyhow, ['m not going to clear your Labhle.
Yoti're big enough to do it yourself!'”

Starke jumped to his feet.

“You cheeky soung rotter!’ ha shouted
‘““Are you going to obey my orders?”

“No, I'm not!" replied Grey firmly [l
you think I'm going to be made a fag, yon're
mistaken. If that's all you wanted m+ for,
I'll g0. There's no senze in keeping up—--"

" Clear this table, you beastly little cub '
howled Starke.

Juack Grey cyed him coatemptuously. Abhu e
had no eftect upon the Removite, and he
fraid of a cad of Starke’s

calibre. He mov towards the door and
grasped the handle.
“ Hold on'!" shouted Starke furious!y

“I'll give you one more chance. Will

congeit to tag for this study, or not?”’
“You can go and eat coke!" said Grey,

quite calmly.

*‘ By George!
Starke.
cur'
me!"”’

“I'Il take no lines at all—"'

“ What!'"

‘“You can't give me lines for refusing t»n
become a fag.”” said Grey, opening the dour
“That’s all I've got to say, Starke. I'm not
going to fag for you, and you won't g«t any
other Remove fellow to do it, either!'"

And Jack Grey stamped out of the study
defiantly and closed the door after him with
a firm bang.

It was not such an easy matter to choose
a fag from the Remove!

Ton

_ You'll pay for this,”" znarted
“I'Ill make you sit up, you young
Take two Lundred lines for chcekmns

CHAPTER II.
THE METHODS OF THR LEAGUE.

IMON KENMORE chuckled.

‘“ Well, didn't [ warn you?' he asked

blandly.

“I'll make that young rotter squirm
until he caan’t stand!” exclumed Starke,
clenching his fists with fury. ' The absolut:
cheek of the little beast! Refused Lo obey
orders—defied me to my face'”’

“Didn’'t you expeet him to?” asked Ken-
more. “I did!'”

“ Well, perhaps [ did expect something ot
the sort, but I didn't think the kid would
refuse to take lines,”’ said Starke. ‘' But I'mn
prepared—as [ told vou. Go and foteh Frin-

ton and the others.”
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“ What for?” . N
“ Weé're gomg to hold a meeting—now,
replied Starke griml{. ** This thing has got
to be settled, and ¥'ll guarautec that beiore
to-morrow evening we'll have four or five

‘emove kids fagging for ys.”

Kenmore locked at his leader curionsly.

He knew that Starke had some scheme in
lis mind, and as he was anxious to hear
what it was he lost no time in going out
1o call the other bullies together for the
impromptu meceting.

Mecanwhile, Grey had returned to Study E,
in the Remove paesage. When he entered
I'itt was just he!ping himself to the last
humble sardine, and he looked up cheerfully
as his study-mate entered. |

* Wanat this?"” he asked genercusly. “*It’s
{he only one left—— HaHo! What's ruflled
the manly brow? Who's been rubbing you
the wrong way, old son? Had a row with
Starke?"”’

Jack Grey laughed, his sunny temper com-
ing to the fore again.

“You'll never guess,”” bhe said, sitting
down. * Starke actually told me that I
was to fag for his stidy—he'd chosen me, if
you plense, as his new fag. And ke told me
® commence by clearing the table!”

Pitt whistled.

‘“So it's come to that, has it?”’ he said.
“ What did you do?”

“1 refused, of course.”

‘““ And wbat did he -do?”

' Guve me two hundred lines,”” said Jack.

“ But you didn't take ’‘em?”

“*Of course 1 didn't,"”” replied Jack. “I
«mply told Starke that I wasn’'t going to
fug for him., that no other fellow weould
fag for him, and that he could go and eat
cokz. I couldn’t have spoken more plainly,
conid 1?"

Reginald Pitt chuckled joyfully.

** Why wasn't I there?” he grinned. “ Oh,
my only hat! I'll bet Starke's face was
worth a guinea a box! Look here, we ought
to go along to Study C and tell Nipper
about this. He's skipper, and he’ll have
to do something.”

“[t's my opinion that Starke's going to
do something,’”’ said Grey. qiietly.

Piet lost his grin.

‘““Yes, by Jove!” he said, becoming
thoughtful. ' I'd forgotten that. You'll
go through the mill, old chap. You’'ll find
dicaps of trouble thia week; those cads wijll
persecute you at every turn. 8till, you
coukin’t have done anything else but refuse.”’

Tlhiey left the room and went to Study C.
The door was open, and Church and McClure
were in the doorway. HRapdforth was just
1 front of them, and he appearcd to lLe
testing his voice.

‘“ You can say what you like,”’ Le hellowed;
‘““but if the Remove doesn’'t look out those
rotters in the Sixth will gain the upper
hand! Don’'t forget whbhat happened at (Lhe
mceting the other day. Don’'t forget how
it was messed up!"’

* Regad! We're not likely to forget any-
thin’ if you keep remindin’ us in this way,
deag fellow,” said Sir Montie Tregellis- West.

* Church, old boy, would you mijnd pullin’
Handforth ou$ into the taque‘t'

‘“ Want all the room?’ Inquired Pitt, push-
ing through. ‘ Now then, llandy, move your
fat carcase!™ o .

“My what?’ roared Haundforth, g'aring.

* Your elegant, beaulifully proporticued.
maaly form,” grinned Pitt. * 1 don't want
to have my nose punched, so I su I'd
better humour yoeu. Are yon there, Nipper?"

*“ Yes, when you can get in,” [ replied
cbeerfully.

Pitt and Grey edged their way past Handl-
forth into the study. Handforth followed
thetn, and Church and MeClure followed
Handforth. .

‘* Quite a little party,”” I said smoothly.
“* Sorry we can's olfer you any grub; we've
just tiuished tea, and we've cleared the
board. Anything wrong, Pitt? You're !ook-
ing 1ather serious.”’

Reginald Pitt nodded.

~'"'‘'The eclimax has arrived.”” he said
mysteriously.

“Eh?” said Tommy Watacn. * What
climax?”

‘“Tell them the awful truth,” said Pitt,
turning to Grey.

‘“it's notbin much,”’ rinned Jack.
** Starke sent for me not long ago, and
whben I got to his study he told me that 1
was to hecome his fag.’’

** Dis—his fag?"”’ gasped Handlorth.

“ The Hmit, 1sn°t 1t?”" said Pits, looking
round. : | ‘

Within a minute Grey had told us all there
was to be told, and 1 nodded with hearty
approval

“Just what I should have done, old
chap,” I said. ‘' The terrific perve! If
Starke tries any of those games on he’ll find
bimseH in the w box. I'm a bit sorry
for you, Jack—you'lt catch it bot.”

[ can stand it.,”” rcplied Grey. * They
can’'t do much, anyhow.”

“Jan't it jnat whbat [ was
demanded Handforth triumphantly. ‘° Unlean
we act at onece, Nipger, those eads will wipe
us up. And sim ecause Grey bas refused
to become a fag, that doesn’t say that other
chaps will refuse.”

I nodded.

‘“You do talk sensc sometimes, Handy.”
1 said grim:y. *“ Now, a fellow like Kemp
wouldn't have the pluek to defy Starke -
he'd knuckle under. The omrly thing is to
send the word round to every fellow in the
Remove—make everybody promise that they
won't eave in.”

Although some of the others were Inclined
to treat the matter lightly, this was not
my own view. I knew very well that Starke
and Co. were intent upon forcing their will
upon the Rcmove, and this was just the
beglnning.

If wo kouckled under ever In the
slightest degree, the cade of the S8ixth would
have gained a vietary. ] knew very well
that I could rely npon my own ehums and
such fellovs as Handforth, Somerton, De
Valerie, Farman, and a few other bold spirits
to back me up along the whele line in defy-
ing the bullies.

saying®"”’
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But there werc olher juniors 40 consider—

the weaker (ry, 80 (0 say—Canham, Doyle,
Merrell, Elmore, Kemp, and such-like
Tellows. They did not cos the necessary

stamina to igmorc Starke and Co.. and we
should have o * ginges '’ them up.

I had a pretly keen idea that Fuliwood
and Co. and their aupporters would escape
the attentions of the bullies. The Nuts of
the KRemove hnd a kind of understanding
with Starke nd his rh—--tbey were birds
of a feather. And it was [airly safe to
assume that thoe Nuts would go acnthiess.

‘“ $tarke made a bloomer,”” said Reginnid
Pitt. “ He ought to huve chosen a fellow
like Teddy Long, instead of QGrey. bhere.
Long is a little sneak, anyhow, and | don't
su he would mind fagging a bit of
only for the sake of the grub he'd be abie
to pinch. Ho's a servile little beast.”

“All the same, he's a member of the
Remove,”” | replied. °* And no Remove
fellow is going L0 become A fag--not while
I'm skipper, anghow. Of course, there may
be some extraordinary circumstance arwse
which will compcl us to make a temporary
concession, but [ don't exactly anticipate

that.” :
Handforth grunted.
. Wh; the dickens can’t you talk in plain
English?” he demanded. ' What do you

mean about extraordinary concessions and
anticipating circomsbances?'’

‘“ You're getting mixed, Handy,” | grian
“Rut what | mean ia, that we might no
be able to openly defy Starke %0 begin with.
1t mi tt!)e poliey for us (o cave in.’*’

e ‘ -.l

“RBh?"

‘“Begad' You ain‘'t serious, old boy?”

“To cave in—for a day or two,” | went
on. "1 believe in looking ahend and being
grepared. The chances are that we sha'n’l

ave to do anything at all, but t's just na
well t0 be on the safe side. And we can
be fairly sure that Btarke won't let things
drop at the preseat stage.”

“He'll choose another (ag.”” remarke:l
Grey. ' But wby did he drop on me?"

P'(tfi: 4 inmim' he though d k

*“0Oh, | aup ¢ ght you'd be mee
and mild,” bhe rephied. '‘'You're a very
obliging chap, Jack, and you're always quiet
and well behaved, like a little boy
should be. But Ntarke mude a bloomer -
he woke up the wrong passeager.”

‘ And poor old Jaek will have to sufler,”
dcolared Watenn. ‘' His life will be made
unbearable for the next day or two; he'll
be dropped on at every turn, and he’ll spend
every minute of his epare t.me wrniting

lines'"

“ Bogad' What a [righttful
obaerved Montie, in horror.

“Don’'t take any notice of hem.' amiled
Grey. ' Things won's be 20 bud an that -
Starke c:n‘t“ ropA:: .mh u"ul:- I give him
An opportunity. shall $ake d core
not to do th{t." goo

Without any further loss of Lime we broke
ourselves ur into Lhree parties, and went
round warning everybody that Starke was on
.the warpath, If any

prospect.””

Removite consented

o fag lor Starke he would ve Larred by
the whole Form—he would he esent to
Coventry for the rest of the lerm.
Fver Teddy long would (face
wrath rather than thuld prospect. 1| had
no fear of She (ellows Rnuchiing under: hus
it had been necersary to use the somewhnd
drastic threat.

Contrary to our
Sturke did nothing.

Fuor the rest of that evening everything
wns peacelul. Urey came into contact witn
Starke several tipnea, but the fixth Former
nerer even looked at him. And when tiue
Remove retired to its dormitory there was
general relief,

* 1 gucas the (ool guy has gt the huit
idea, ' remarked Farman cheerfully Xay,
we sure rechoned Marke was gotn o rune
blazes -not  Lhat we were skceercd any
(luene we ain’'t skeered of o hhamned hobo
hke Stnarke. He's hind o petered out.

Ol course he has,” said Watson

“He knows jolly well that St Frank's
would be oo hot to hold him f he hept up
thnae rotlen gomes.' remarked Handlorth
" We simply have to by Hem, that'a alb
Fironess wus alwnys my motto |'m guing
to take a strong atand Yaroooh!'"

Handforth satl down with a ecrash. Pate
having tngged the other erd of the mt
upnh which Handforth had becn standing

“Ha, ha, ha'"

“ Who -who did that?'" gasped Handlorth.

“14 that what ynu call taking a atrong
stand. Handy?"' asked Pitt blandly

“*Hx, bha, ba'’

*You cackling aases'’ roared Mandiorth,
jumrmc ap. s rn ---~

“1 don’'t Anow about a ebrong aband, ' |

Starke a

cxpectat:ons, however,

reminrked . ** 1 should be rather inchned to
call it a alrong «b'"”

JoHa ha, hatt

Fdward OQOswuld Hamifurth sniffed con-
temptuously.

* Just the rame as ever,’”’ he said. ' What's
the good of my lr"lng to be a leader-

" No at all,” snid Walson ' You
couldn’'t lead a doashkey''

‘“Ma, ba, ha'”

“With such o apirit of rank jealonay
abroad | might as well lnt my tonguw
still.”” went on Handforth bitter) “'m
not appreciated -that’'s the trouble. Home

duy, perhiaps, you fellows will realine my true
valie.”

And Handforth sat down heavily on s
bod, having Mniled to observe thad somebady
had carelessly placed a hairhrush, brisbles
upwards, on the quilt. Aa Handforth was
wearing newl to uothing, bthe result wuaa
frightla!.

or the next two minutes a cyelone ragrd
in Lthe Remove dormitory It'a & wondcer
every prefeet in the aucient house wasn't
hrought to the apot, for they would have
bacn Jnsttfled n imagining that murder was
being doue.

The hairbrush was McClure's, and MoClure
was sent flying, and Haedforth aucoecded
i puachiug the unfortunate jupnior's f(ace
abuut ten timmes Lefore Burton was able S0
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explain  thui he had left the brush on
Haudy's hed.

It required tiue united elforts of six of us
to prevent the instant slaughter of the
Bo'sun: und Hundlorth waasa thrown into

bed aud half smothered with his own bed-

clothes before bhe consented to spare
Burton's life. .

“You you rotters!” gasped Handforth.
“You wait until——"

o Siirrup, you ass!l” .

Yie door had just opened, and Starke
contered swinging a cane. 1 wasn’'t at all
surpriscd. We had been expecting some-
nody to appear—the din had becn tereific.

* What's all this infernal noise in here?”’
Jdemanded Starke harshly.

} sat up ond listened. . _

1 ean’t hear any noisc,”’ I said mildly.
“Can you, Mantie?”’

“* Demv hoy, it's frightfully qulet,”” mur-
iured Tregellis-West. * But perhaps I bhave
developed deafness, begad! If Starke says
there is a noise, 1 suppose there must be
one -there mast, really!”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

It was a subdued cliuckle,
glared tonnd ferociously.

“You'll! take a Lundred lines each,
‘Uregellis West uud Nipper, for cheek,'” he
siid. " There hns been a disgraceful dip
m this dormitory, and e\'err junior bere
will write fifty lines. And Il there's any
motre noige ——- '

M:andforth held up bis hand.

“Hold on,” he sald. *°1 made that noise,
Starke. 1 had oan aceident, if yonu want to
hnow the truth. Nobody was to blame, but

and Starke

il you must give lines, 1'll tako ‘em. 'The
other chaps——"'

“That's enough, Handforth,”” inter-
rupted  Starke. ** The whole crowd is

punished, and you'll tdke an extra Afty
lines for interrupting me!”’ ..

‘** An—-an extra fifty lines?” asked Hand-
forth ’.lill“).

“ Yes."”

“ For intersupting you?"'

" Yes, confound youl

“Do you huppen to be a Lking or a
presidenut, or somethiug?" usked Handforth,
with heavy sarcasm. " Or is it & pey crime
to interrupt n prefecti”

Starke turnced to go.

" You'd better ke uiet after this,”” ha
ciid, ignoring Handforth’'s inquiry. * And
| ma{’ us well tell you that you wouldn’t
have been punistied at all if a certain junior
in this room had obeyed my orders at tea-
}imo. Su you've got him to thank for those
mes!'’

And Starke dtrode out of the dormitory.
He left nearly cverybudy staring at Jack
Grey. The prefect’'s meaning bad been quite

clear. It Grey had knuckied under, this
present  disturbapce would bhave been
iunored. The whole Remove was suffering

b ccause of Grey's refusal.

. Ozh." I snid slowly, ‘" s0 that's the game,
is w2’

“*Yes, anid a pretty rotten game, too!’’
growled Armstrong, *““I'm blessed if I'm

voing to Jdo lines because of Grey. He can
do my fifty! Why didn't he obey Starke's
orders, anyhow? Fagging isn't muea of a

** You beastly traitor!” roared Handforth,
springing up. * Didn't you agrece to back
us all up in defying the ratten bullies? And
now, just becauge Starke vents his rage on
us all, you turn—"'

‘ Don't make a fuss, Handy,” interrupted
Jack quictly. “1'll do Armstrong's lines.”

‘“Oh, good!" said Armstrong. grinning.

“*You needn’'t look pleuased,”” 1 exclaimed

rimly. °‘ Grey isn't going to do your
ines, Armstrong.”’

‘“He's just promised to!”’ shouted
Armstrong.

“1 dom't care about that—Grey's too
good-natured,”” I retorted. ‘ I'm not going
to let him write your lines, anyhow. It
wasn't his fault that Starke played such a
dirty triek, was it?"

“0Of course it wasn't,”” said Somerton
warmly. ‘* Don’'t be a cad, Armstrong'”

** Well, I must say it's rotten.” put in
Hubbard, as Armstrong subsided into his
pillow. ‘I don’t see why we should be made
to sutfer just because Grey won't do what
Starke tells him——"’

** And nohody else sees it, either,'’ I inter-
rupted. ‘° But it would be rottenly unjust
to blame Grey. 1 thought Btarke would get
his revenge somehow, but 1 didn't expect
anything of this sort—not that fifty lines
is much to growl about. 1I'm skipper of the
Remove in this Honse, and I absolutely up-
?olq Grey in refusing to become Starke's
ag.”’

‘** Hear, hear!”

‘“Good for you, Nipper!”

‘“ Qrey did the right thipng!”

‘** Rather!"

There was quite a chorus of approval, and
1 nodded.

**Is there anybody here who doesn’t up-
hold Grey?'' I asked.

‘* That's not it, exactly,” said Armstrong.
“1'll do these fifty lines, but if Starke tries
any other games on—making the whole
Remove suffer, I mean—]I think Grey ought
to give in. That's only fair to the rest
of us.”

‘* That's right enough.”

‘ Hear, bear!”

Handforth glared round at the few fellows
who approved Armstroug’'s statement.

‘* You—you benstly cads!’” said Handforth
hotly. * If Starke makes the Remove
squirm for nionths—-which he won't do—I'll
back up Grey right through. Understand?
I'l never agree to any knuckling under!”

“I can trust you, Handy, old -man,” I
said quietly. * Some of these other chaps
don’'t secem to realise that Grey’s submigsion
would mean more trouble immediately. It
would be the thin end of the wedge. Starke
and Co. would choose other fags, too. We
shonld be an independent form no longer.”

The subject wns discussed until most of
the fellow's #ropped off to sleep. But it was
finally agreed that there could be no caving-
in. The Bullies’ League bhad decided to
squash the Remove, and the Remove had:
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There -could
it was civher

decided not to bhe s3quashed.
-be no half-ard-hali measures;
one way or the other.

But c¢n the following morning we found
that matters ware worse toan we had sup-
posed. By d'oner-time a dozen fellows were
complaining of unjust punishments- imposed
by Starke. Kenmore, and others. In cvery
cisc the bullies had given their victims
‘to understand that the Remove would be
peraccuted wuntil Jack Grey consented to
become a [ag.

It was quite clear that Starke had taken
a firm stand; he would not choose another
fellow to fug for him. He was determined
to get (Grey, and he meant to get him by
making the other jumiors suffer.

The result of these tactics was inevitable.

A number of fellows—the victims—
demanded that Gray should give in. This
wa3 the only manner in which peace could
be restored.- If (irey held out, the Remove,
a3 a whole, would pay the penalty.

By t{ea-time the Remove was seething.
Lines and canings bad been distributed
broadcast. The prefects had absolutely no
authority to infiict the impositions in many
cases; tiut to sncak was impossible. More-
over, sneaking would not improve matters.
The masters did not welcome complaints
from the juniors concerning the prefects;
-?ufh a thing was consldered pett.) and spite-
u

“It can’'t go on, of course,” I said,
addressing a group of fellows in the lobby

after tea. Hall’ the Remove 18 doing
lmes—for nothing."”

‘But it will go on, you ass,’' growled
Huvbbard., ‘“ It'll ‘go on until Grey—"’

“Then it'll go on for ever!' interrupted
Handforth. *‘ Grey won't knuckle under!
We sha'n't let him' 1t would be an cbsolute
surrender!”’

Jack Grey looked uncomfortable.
“{ think I'd better agree, Nipper,” he
said quietly. “ ['m-it--—— Well, dash it

all, I feel rotten about the whole business.
It's beastly to know that all the feliows are
going through the mill on account of me.

*“ Perhaps it is,”” I said slowly. “I'm not
sure that it wouldn't be a good idea to
acknowledge defcat——"'

‘“ Eh?'’ said Handforth, staring.

‘““ And become Starke's fag,” [ went on.
““1 think you'd better do it, Grey. It'll save
a fearful lot of trouble—"'

“ You—you babbling idiot!” roared Hand-
forth. *“ We're not going to surrender to
those crawling worms! I'll fight any fellow
who suggests that Grey should throw up the
sponge! I'm absolutely amazed that Nipper
should stand here and say such a thing—
Nipper. the skipper of the Remove! Ye gods
and little haddocks! Ain‘'t you all
astounded?”’

1 think it’'s a good idea,’”’ said Hubbard
bluntly.

‘“And so do I'!"”

‘“ Hear, hear!™

Saveral juniors approved in no uncertain
terms. :

“Well, I'm jiggered!" said Handforth.
“of all theé rotten cads—

“Don'c wmake a fu:s, Handlorth, iut r
jected Grey. " Nipper's night. [t =0t ‘e
taat all the chaps should b pers:cuted wiwen
[ can put a stop to it. 1 don't BUpHs ¢ b
iagging witl be very hard, anyhow.’

‘““ But—but we're. not going to sarrcnd:r!

howled Handforth.

“Yes, wec are,”” [ satd grimnly CWe'rs
going to eat humble pie and cave in.  Jus:
corce to my study, Handforth, an:d wehl
discuss this matter. You coine, too, ey,
A decision of some sort must be rcaciied
tais evening.”

Five minutes later Study C wag filleld
Hardforth wuas there, excited and angry;
Grey had brecught Pitt with him, cnd be
Valeriz, Burton, and some other leading

lights of the Remove had :quashe:d 1u.

The meeting was animated, and I «id most
of the speaking. At the end of fiffeen
minutes a final decision was arrived at. Jack
Grey should express his willingns23 to fay
for Starke. That was the verdict

But even Handforth had calmed down bv
this time and wa3 grinning; the otuer
looked quite amicble aod happy. The zur
render did nct scem to lLiave cansed veiy
much trouble, after all, although we were
fairly certain that the bullies would 1
mediat:ly choosc other fags [fom the Re
move ranks.

Grey lost no time after the measting had
broken up. He went straigdat to the Sixth
Form passage and kno:ked at the door of
Walter Starke's study. There was a sctutiie
within, then the door opencd.

b Oin, it's you,” said Starke sourly. = Wit
the deuce do you want?”

“I want t> speak to you.”

Starke looked at the junicr hard, apd ti~n
jerked his head.

‘““Come in,”" he eaid pleasantly.

Jack entered, and found the atmoaph-re of
the study heavy with ciguarette smoke. Keu-
more and I'rinton were there, and Jesmon «f

the Colleg> House. They regarded <(eroy
with disfavour.

*“What the thunder did ynu let the kid in
for?” snapped Kenmorc. " He'll only 2o
blabbing about-—"'

** Shut up,”” said Starke politely. ** What

do you want, kid?"

“I've come to tell you-that t am willing
to fag for this study,” replied Grey. 1t
isn't fair that the other fellows ahould anfler,
so I'm giving in. When shall 1 start my
duties—to-night or to-morrow?"

S ark2 looked a'most amiable.

““[ thougiit you'd get eome s™ns¢ hefore
long.”" he remarded “Whoat did I tell von,
Kenny? And what about that little bet you
made at tea-time? You owe me five bob, |
believe.”’

“ Well, it's amazing.”” said Kenmore. ‘'l
don't believe the little beggar!”

But Grey was in earnest, and when ha left
the prefects’ study he did a0 with orders
to sead Pitt and McClure along af once.
The two juniors presedted them:elves with
pleasing alacrity.

Reginald Pitt was ordered to fag for Wil
son--who had been brought in dunng Grey's
absence—aad McClure was alotted to Frin-
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ton. It was exaclly as | had expected. § arrived, o the junior leoked ;bont.udwo
m“wummlmmmm|m-dlmml.Rotlclledmthom :
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“Beeause 've got orders to clean Frinto)'s
hike thua afterooen,’”’ exp aincd McClure.
**He to'd nie that he'll hox my ears if he's
not satisfied with 'my work, and ['m jnlly
certain he won't be satisfied!”

An'l McCluro chuckled with -unholy joy.

** Very funny, isn't it?’" said Handfarth
heavily. * Bleeged of | can see anything to
cackly about'”

* You will in & miaute,” grirncd McClure.
“I've got to obey orders, and if [ ohny
them to the letter Frinton can’t grumble,

can he?”

“Yon just said he'll try to bhox your
cara,”’ said Church. “ Don't you call tSat
g-mmnbling, you fathead? [ exp~ct your idea
is to puncture the tyrea, or somethung of
that sort, and that's oot cheying orders to
tho letter.”

McClure shook his hoad.

“I'm going to d> exactly as Frinten told

me.” he declared. © This is what Frinton
aaid:  Ncrape everything off.” He aaid it
c'e:fly. Well, I'm going to :crapo every-

thing ofl—that’'s all.*’

“ Mud, you mean?' asked Handforth,
““Frmt)n eaid cverything,” grinned Me-
‘lure.

Boti Handforth apd Church looked at
their chum rather hard for a few moments;
then their faces brqke into smiles, the
emilea changed into braad grins, and the
browd grins resolved themselves into yells.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

Stud! D reeounded.

De Valerie and th: Duke of fmerton, who
were pasing along the pasage at that
moment, paunsed and opened the door.

‘“ What'as the joke?" asked D: Valerie
politely. ,

“* Thero isn't a jokc—yet,”’ grinned Hand-
forth.

“The joke's coming Iiter on,'”” chuckled
McClure. * Frinton's bicycle is muddy, and
he's ordered me to scrape it."

De Valerte and Somerton gazed at oae
another wonderingly.

‘“ Pardon me,””. said the Duke, ‘ but 13
that the joke?

“Of course it is, you ass!’’ _

‘“They’re dotty,”” declared De Valerie—
‘“clean oft their rockers! There's n fat

104 to laugh at in McClure scraping a Sixth
Former's jigger, isn't there? [ suppose it’s
one of his fagging dubties—what?"
Hand{orth grasped De Valerie's arm.
“Do me a favour,” he said. ‘‘ Look into
the bivyclewhed with a crowd of other chaps
in about half-anhour's time. You'H see the
joke then, even if you're too dense to see it
now. The only chap who'll fail to see the
fun will be Frinton.”
*“ Ha, ha, ha!"" yelled Church and McClure.
The vieitora shook their heads sadly, and
departed. De Valerie, however, promised to
bring the fellows along as Handforth had
sugrested, although, ag he added, he conkin't
l)(.ssitl:ly 60 anything funny in scraping a
neycele. . .
Handforth and Co. went down the. pasasage
in . high. good. humour. McClure was fagging
for Frinton, but there was no reason why
he shomld not get his chum: to help him.

3crafing

The Third-Formers often shared their fog.
ginz duties in that way.

The bicycle-shed was empty when Harnd-
fort'n and C». arrived They looked round
with mtereat, and had no difficulty in spot-
ting Frinton's -jigger. [t was 1a a shocki.y
state—smothered with muod everywhe-re,

“* Well, it nceeds scraping,”” said Chureh
critically.

‘ If Frinton doesn’'t want it scraped, h»
ghouldn’t tell McClure to scrape it,”" r-
marked Handforth. ‘“ You'll only be carry-
ing out order3, Clurey, and [ don't see how
Frinton can make a fuss abhout that.”

The bicyele was propped just inside the
doorway. and thon th2 thrce juniors set tn
work. Frinton bhad chosen to have a1 "Rl
mavite fazaing for him, and he would hav:
to pnt up with the consequences.

““ This old picce of iron will do for me.”
said - Handforth, picking up a heavy iren
bar, with one jagged codge.

Chuarch and McClure were scon armed wi'h
rmplements also; and then they
commenced the real tagk. The bicyc'e s
not a n>w ~ne, but it was quite decent,
once the mud was off. It was doubtful, how-
rver, if the machine would look much by
the time Frin‘on's fag had done with it

Scrape! Scrape! Scrape!

The mud went flying in all directions; it

.was caked and hard, and fell in the forn nf

dest and lumps. Handforth and Co. work-d
with a will, which was rather surprising. co'-
s'd-ring that bicycle-cleaning had alway;
bean regarded as a rotten jnb.

** Hatlo! Who's working?"

Cwen major looked in at the doorway,
and bellind him were Burton and IFarman
All three juniors gazed at the workers n
wonder.

“ Gee whiz'" ejaculated Farman. “ [ gu-'s
you're doin’ that old pusher a whole hcap
of gnod, pards! Say, who owns it, .ny-
way?"

‘“Frinton of the Sixth,” panted McClure.
“* Don’t interrupt—we’'re buay'"

“RBusy !’ echoed Owen major. ‘“ You'ra
ruining the thinz!'"

‘““Rats'”" said Handforth.  “It'N bhe as
good a3 ever, except for looks; and Irintan
wants it done, aanyhow. McClure is Frnin
ton's fag, you ass, and we're just aiviny
him a haud. Clear off, and don't bother'"

‘““This 13 somethinz queer, shipmates,” re-
marked Burton. ashaking his head. * Sous:
my maindeck' That bike won't be muech
gmd_—.l

‘“ Buzz off!"" roared Hoandforth.
do you know ahout bikes?"

“Well, I know that enamel was put nn
to stay there,”” said the Bo'sun. * That
little craft will need to go into dry-deck
when you've filnished with her, measmates;
she'll need refitting!”

Handforth and Co. contianed their labour
vigoroualy. The mud fell in showers, to sty
nothing of the enamel. Every tube of th-
machine’'s frame was being tceated in the
same way. The bright steel was showing m
dozens of places.

‘“They're off their chumps,”

“ What

said Owen
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""ﬁ' all the ll“Ilﬂl will do nicely for rubbi
as mud —-"" ! Keep your head w

here irll. Nieky!

t



THE BULLIES' LEAGUE

@ Well, tell me what you have to do.™

“Ao to the village with Pitt, and buy
some eggs and bhutter and tes and bread.”
said Urey calmly. *If they've got some
pastry at the confectioner's, buy some of
that, too. Then we've got to bring all the
stuff here, lay the table, and prepare tca
for four. We've got to cut two platefuis
of bread-and-butter and cook twelve eggs—
three for each of you And tea 18 to be
ready at five o'clock to the mioute.”

dtarke nodded.

*“That’s right, exact!y,” he siid. ‘' And
it everything isn't done properly, you'll re-
gret it. When 1 come here at five o'clock I
shall expect to find the eggs hot on our
plates ond the tea ready to pour out. [f
on're iate, 'l give the pair of you two
iundred lines each. ™

“Oh, we sha'n't be late,”' 3zaidl Ditt.
“Yon'll ind tea all ready, Starke. l.eave it
to us, and we won't fail. Five o'clock to the

minute.”’
" I've given you all the money yon necd.
went on Starke. ' You'll have to acrount

for every peany, mind. And if you try to
awindle me yonr life won’t be worth living.
Do everything properly, and I'll give you
sixpence each.”

** Thanks awlully, Starke,'’ said Pitt joy-
ously. ‘* Sixpence each, Grey! Why, wea
shall be able to lay in a terrific spread with
all that wealth—and iuvite ball the Remove
to share it with us'"

Starke looked at Pitt sharply, but Pitt's
eyes were sparkling with eagerneiss He
didn't look at all sarcastic And Starke
atrode out of the study, and met \Wilson in
the passage. The two prefects went out to
gether. -

“The ®Rids are 28 meek as lambs,' said
Starke comfortably ‘I knew they would be,
once they knuckled under Firmness i3 whatj
they require—firmness and rigid handling.
The little cads koow that we're their
masters'"” |

Btarke mignt not bave said that had he
been able to glance iuto his study once again.
Reginald Pitt and Jack Grey were fucing
one another, and both were grinning. They
didn't seem at a¥! unhappy.

“Ye gods!” said Pitt. * A tanner each!
What marvellous geaerosity! But [ don't
think "we sha!l earn it, Jack—I'm aure we
sha'n't! [ don't see how it's po:sible ([or
Starke to be aatisfied with the tea we shall'
provide '’

“Yes, but | don’'t quite rec how—'

‘“You leave it to me, my son.”” said Pitt
cheerfully. * Qur ‘(’b is to carry out orders
—and we're going to do it. 1've got an idea
--a number one, gilt-edged td=a. Let's g»
and lay in those supplies.” |

“ It your idea i3 to spoil good food —"

““1 sha'n’t spoil an ounce of good fond'
interrupted Pitt. ‘ The tea is going to te
preparcd exactly as Stark~ ordered. But [
wouldn't mind tetting a level quid thot
Starke never wants ua to prepare tea again
—— Oh. but [ forgot! You don’'t anree with
Letting, do you? Your morals are far above

m.no—"' .

‘“Oh, dry up!"’ grinned Jack.

The two juniors passed out of the study.
Study-mates themselves, they understood one
another perfectly, and wero the greatest
friends. It scemed ages ago since Piti bad
been treading the downward path, smce Lo
had been Grey's enemy. They were n-
separable chums now—and two of the very
hest. &

Out in the Triangle they met no lesz o
person than Sir Montie Tregellis-West. The
elegant Removite was rather more eleg at
than usual, and be eyed the chums of Study &
with interest.

** Goin’ out, dear fcllows?' he inquired

““Yes—are you?" aaid Pitt.

“1 am just waitin’ for Nipper an” Watson,”
explained Sir Montie. *‘ We are all goin’ o
the village, s0 we may as well walk tog-ther.
The (rightful asses were actually gmin' out
without puttin’ clean co'lars on. 1 inaisted
upon their changin’, begad! Ah, here they
are.”

Tommy Watson and | emerged fromn the

Ancient House and joined the group Sir
Yontie insperted us criticaily.
‘* Reaily, Nipper,” he remarked, " thit

collar seems 1o better than the one you t-xk
off! I fail to understand ——"

“Eb?" I interrupted. *‘ Which coliar? 1
haven’'t changed—-"'

“But you went indoor: to change, yom
appallin’ duffer!"” protested Mcoatic. ** Begd!
An' you haven't changed. either, Watson!'"

*“Changed!” said Tommy. *‘‘ Why, you
donkey, we went indoors to fetch Nipper's
money—he forgot it! This collar i5 good
enough for me, thank goodness! I'm not par-
ticular!”

** Ha, ba, ha!'"

Pitt and Grey roared a3 they noticed Sir
Montiec's expression.® And whiie our elegant
chun was trying to think of someth.ng to
say—something which would adequiately ex-
press his feelings—Pitt told us about Starie’s
orders.

** 80 we're going to lay it the supplies,’” he
concluded. * If you're coming to the vii
lage. my sons, you might az well lend a pad
in the buying There's guite a lot to te
done—and there might be & few difficulties.”

** We'll see it through.” I said cheeriuity.
‘“Gome o'’

Tonimy Watson sniffed.

** Blesced if I can see why you shonld lLe
ro jolly obedient.”” he said. ‘* If Starke hod
given me those¢ orders [ shou!d have sani
‘ Rata!" to his face.”

** Of coursc you would, Tommy,” 1 agreed.
‘“ That's you all over.. Blunt and straght
from the shoulder. But 1 think ['ve tumbhled
to Pitt’s little wheeze—and t's the very
thing | should have done. Starke has given
certain orders, and those orders must te¢

executed.”’

* Pity f€itarke isn‘'t executed!” growled
Wataon.

* That'll come later on—he's too jyoung

yet,'' said Pitt cheerfully.

We passed out into the leae, Tommy Wat
son still Inclined to be zomewhat grumpy.
He imagined that Pitt was going to buy
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evervthing for Starke’'s tea us the Sixth-
KFoimer wanted it. But I knew Reginald Pitt
better than that. Pitt was the last fellow
in the world to kpuckle under au cad like
Starke.

Some little distance down the lane—near
the Stowe bridge—we passed Muodford. the
village postman. He was rather earlier than
msnal,

** Hallo, Muddy ! said Pitt.
for me this aftermoon?”’ '

The postman paused, and shook his head.

** No. Master Pitt, not this afternoon,” he
replied. ** There's a letter here for Master
Watson, though—an' one for Master Nipper.”

‘* Hand 'em over,’”” 1 said cheerfully.

We took our letters, and Watson gave a
whoop of delight as he extracted a pound
note from his letter. 1 didn't read mine,
for T saw at a glance that i¢ was from
Tinker--Sexton Blake's assistant. It was a
bulky letter, too; <o 1 concluded that my
old chum had scnt me particulars of one
niy guv'nor’s cases—as he frequently did. But
it was too long to read in the roadway.

We continued our way to the village in
high good-humour, and Mudford plodded cn
towards the school. He met with a seme-
what startling adventure, and it is my in-
tention Lo describe the adventure at length.

Mudford led o quiet, uneventful life; he
went lLis rounds day after day, and month
after month. Excitement rarely found its
way into his monotonous existence. Bub
he came across excitement on this particular
day—evxcitement such as he bad never
dreamed possible, not even in a nightmare!

llis thoughts as he plodded along the lane
were decidedly prosaic. He was wondering
if a certain gentleman employed by Farmer
Holt would pay a visit to the George Inn
that evening. The sa¢d gentleman owed
Mudiord the sum of two shillings, and there
was quite a chance that the debt would
never be discharged. And Mudford was con-
sidering the proszpect. '

He looked round mechanically as he heard
a twig snap in the hedge on his left side.
Then he stood stock still, and his mouth
opened. Kor what he saw caused him con-
siderable agitaticn and alarm.

LEmerging from a gap in the hedge wuas a
stranger—a man dre:sed in a long, dark over-
coat and a wide-brimmed_felt hat. His face
was heavily bearded, and the upper portion
cf it was concealed by a cloth mask.

" Good 'eavens! gasped Mudford.

“*No harm will befall you if you obey my
instructions,”’ exclaimed the strgnger, in
deep, low tones. ‘* Come here—atand on this
grass border.

The masked man looked up and down the
road anxiously. There was not a soul in sight,
but there wis no guarantee that this state
of seclusion would last for long. There was
cvery reason to be brisk. -

' you hear, confound you?” snapped
the stranger.

Mudford started violently, and was on the
point of breaking into a run. He was
seared out of his wits, and hard!y knew what
he was doing.

* Anything
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‘“And let me advise you to attempt ne

Itricks," went on the masked man rapidly.

"*Obey me, and you’ll he untouched. But
il you attempt to escape, or if you shout for
help, I will not answer for the consequences.
In any casg, what 1 require is—-"

“It—it ain't any good robbin’ me.” panted
Mudford shakily. ‘‘I aiu’'t got a <hillin’ on
me, an’ my watch is only nickel——"

‘1 have no iatention of robbimg you,” in-
terrupted the masked stranger. °‘ Come
here, and hand me all the letters In your
bag addressed to Dr. Malecolm Stafford. That
is all I require. Hurry, you infernal slow-
coach!”

**1 daren't do it!” gisped the postman.
“I'll be sacked if I do! It’'s my dcoty to
deliver letters——''

‘““Hang your duty!’ snarled the man.
‘“Give me these letters, or take the conse-
quences!”’

And Mudford's startled cyes gazed with
horror and fascination upon a revolver which
was suddenly revealed from the other’s
pocket. It was the last straw. Mudford,
although not a coward. was quite fond of his
own skin.

“I—I'll do it!" he muttered hu:kily.

With trembling fingers he fumbled in his
bag. and finally %mnded over six letters, one
of them in an official registered envelope.

‘““Is this the lot?’’ asked the masked rob-
ber, snatching them. :

‘“ Yes—there ain’t another one,”” said the
postman, with a gulp. ‘‘Can—can I go?”

‘“No!" snapped the other. ‘' Wait!"”

He examined all the letters in turn, but
did not seem at all anxijous to open any of
them. In spite of his overbearing manner,
the stranger seemed quite nervous, for he
dropped three of the letters in the grass,
picking them up again hastily.

* No—it's not here,”” he muttered. * Take
them—take them all!"’

And, to Mudford’s bewilderment, the thief
surrendered his booty without having torn
a single flap; even the registered letter was
intact, so this was not the prize which had
attracted him.

The next moment Mudford found himself
alone; the masked man had vunished into

the wood, and the postman wi his per-
spiring brow with the back of a gnarled
hand. He had the lone to himself, and
everything was peaceful. Dr. Stafford’'s
letters were clutched in his hand, and
nothing had been stolen.

**My heye!” gasped Mudford faintly. “1

never seed the like of it!"” _

He wondered if he had -imagined it all,
but that was impossible. It had happened—
he had actually been stopped by an armed
footpad! But for what reason? If Mudford
had not been so a?it.at.ed he would have
suspectcd that the thief had been mtent upon
stealing an cexpected letfer—which had not
come by this post. And this, indeed, seemed
to be the actual truth.

The postman hurried away from the spot,
partially re2owpring his equilibrium of mind.
By the time he reached the school-gates he
was fairly composed; but there was still



- 2. Morrow presented himself in the Head’s study, wondering at the grave
look upon Dr. Stafford’s face.
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a rcarcd cxpression in bis eyes, and he gave
a ga:p of relicf as he observed Nelron lLee,
striding owarde the Ancomt House.

‘“ Beg pardon, sir!” shouted Mudlord
Luskily.

Neison [ee turned, and came to a hailt.

“Well, Mudford?’' he asked, with a sm:le.
‘““ You have mmo tetters for me?”

“* Yen, air; | think so, sir'” pmud Mud-
ford, hurrylng up. * But that ain't what I
wasr going to speak about. Not five minutcs
ngo | was stopped down in the lane stopped
by a reglar thief! It's fuir shook me up,
sr'”

Nelaon Lee regarded the postman kcenly

“You aseem rather upact, Mudford,” be
remarked. * What is the matter? What do
you mean by that remarkable statement?
Nomebody has been playing a joke——-"

It wasn't o0 joke, nr,” interrupted
Mudford feelingly. *° And it's fair amarzed
me- and that's a [act' This ‘ere thief was
a {cllow with a beard and a mask, an’ he
made me give up all Dre. Stafford’'s letternn'”

" Oh, indeed'’ said lee sharply. ‘“ Where
were your wita, man?  You ought not to have
parted with- -~

“RBut how could T help it,
Mudlord, in nn injured voice.
pointed a grel old pistol at me!
all the lettera Ave ordinary ones an’ a ge-
gistered ketter. Butl he give ‘em all hack!”’

"'l‘he regiotered letter as well?'”

Yee. air why, they're in my h-ad. now'

And Mudford dupn cd them. Nelgon l.eo
took the ketters. and examined each one.
llo;'naw that they had not been tathpered
witn.

‘“Are you sure there were only these six,

sir?’’ asked
“The man
An’ he took

Mudford?' he aked
“That's right. air--only them six,” suid the
postman. " lle give ‘cmv all back, an’ then

weal into the wod. 1 ncver etnght such a
fright in all me life. | was walkin® along,
tlunkin about the two shillings that ole Bob
Summers owes me —-'

‘““You ocedn’'t go mto details about Rob
Summers,” interrupted lee, with a asmile.
“And you necdn’t ook f0 nervous, Mudford.
It sectns to e that you'se been the victim
of a practircal jokc.“

“ A--a johe, pir?”

“ What else?”’ luughed the schoo!master-
detective. It the thlel had been 1 real
juotpad he wou'd have stuck to those letters
- -eapecially the registered one. It must have
Leen a joke, Mudford. One of the boys,
perhaps, dre:sed up for the part. | am afraid
the young rascals are rather foud of teusing
yul.

Mudford took a decp breath.

“My heye'' he coxclaimed.  Now that
you come to say it, air, it may have been
one 0° them young raskils dressed up. That
there beard looked a bit fuany. But 'l fing
out who the young varmint was afore l've
done.”’

The postimon had loat his nervousness, and
was aow inclined o be decidedly indignunt.
The sudden recalisation that lw had bheen
““Japed ' came Lo him as a shock. And what
¢lav was Lhero to think?
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“Let me advise you, Mudford, to say
nothing more about it,”" exclaimed Leo
quietly. 1 will make inquiries mysell--
although | don’'t suppose they will be any
good. You were the victim of a joke, and
let it end at that. [ will take these lettemn
to the Headmaster, now that I have thcm.
What bhave you for me?"”’

‘** Two, sir,”’ said Mudford.

He handed over the two letters, and
Necl-on Lee took them and walked awoay
with a nod. Tbhe postman, still hovering be-
tween oagitation and indignatica, continued
his delivery. Lee went straight to Dr. Staf
ford's astudy.

‘**1 have brought your letters, doetor,’’ he
said, as he entered. ‘ Mudford scems to
have had 2 bit of an adventure with them ™

The Head looked up from his desk and ad-
justed his pince-nez.

** Indeed, Mr. Leg!'’ he exclaimed. ‘' Ap -
adventure?”’

‘1 met him in the Triangle, and he had a
curious story to tell,” replied Lee. ‘' If thern
i3 any truth in it—and there i3 no rcason
to doubt the man—he was stopped in the
lane by & masked stranger and forced Lo
deliver up your letters.”

** (Jood gracuoul' ejaculatel the Head,
starting un. ' And I am expecting a regis-
tered packngc contannlng_ Ab, but you
have it there, I see.

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘“Yes,” he said. ‘ Mudford declires that
the masked man took the letters, glanced at
them, and hrnded them back. It seems 2

ointleas affair altogether—on the face of it.

waa inclined to believe that it was mercly
a practical joke; but there may be :onmw
other explanation. Will you exomince these”"

** Certainly, Mr. Lee,'' said Dr. 8tafford,
taking the letters and laying five of them
anide almost at once. He kept the register-d
rackct and was reassured as he felt its
ml'k and notcd the intact cond.t ou of the
sea

* This letter contains fifty pounds in cur
rency notes, Mr. Lee,’”’ he explained. “ I gent
to the bank for the money especially. Mud-
ford's story of a masked footpad is re:lly
extraordinary—more - particularly a3 th
valuable letter is untouched. Do you think
the man had been drink. ng? He s rather
found of tigquor, I am ofraid.’

Nelson Lee shook his head.

‘* He was perfeetly sober when [ saw him,’
he replied. ‘' He told me that the etr.mgu'
threatened him with a prtol--but perhaps
that was the result of hls imagination. If
the allair was o ,olu-——-—-

“Uoot heavens!" ejaculoted the Head,
a rtartled voice. " What—what—— Upon
my soul' The-e--these pap>rs are blank!'"

Dr. Staftford had opened the registered I
ter and had mth rawn the contents. At
first sight ooe would have imagimed that L
held a sheaf of currency notes in his hand-
but they were blunk slips of paper! Apd
us the Head 'wdd turn‘ag them over a card
lell out and dropped to the floor.

' Dear me!"' aaid Dr. 8taflord,
dowa,

.

glancmg
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HNe!:'m:nLeed pickﬁd t.hedcal:'d up,dand his CHAPTER V.,
ps ched as he read the words on it. ,
For is what he saw, in plain, printed P‘BFPARINO S:PARKESTEA..
characters : HILE all this was taking plaee,
Reginald Pitt and Jack Urey were
“THE MYSTERIOUS X.” in  Bellton, making pnrechases for

West wsazzrke's 3ea:. Sir Montie Tregellis-
. , . est, atson, an helped to the beust of
exll;ﬁgsa’;’g:’ega:h%rf:;;d to the Mead, and his| ;,,r " hility, and gave advice when necessary.
. " “*The first thing to get,”” I suggested. as
‘“J am afraid you will never see your fifty [ we entéred the village, *“is the butter.”
poun«ds, doctor,”’ he said quietly. ** Mudford *Why the butter?’’ asked Watson.

was tricked—and tricked rather neatly, too.| ‘‘ Because it's the easiest to carry,” I ex-
This .mfe'rnal thiet is nothing if not| plained. *‘ The eggs ought to come last of
audacious.™’ all; these chaps don't want to carry eggs

“ . "o , about longer thapn they can help. What
— t
]_,ea"l.]‘he “tggo‘.}lyéﬁﬁgg:g ‘Tn.e' e*'?fllhgﬁg %’: about going into old Binks's for the butter?”
wildered, Mr. Lee! What can it mean? How| .. Jvats!” said Tommy. - Binks sells rotten
did this card get into my fetter? And how it’?."! " " :
was it possible for the thief to] Exactly:” T agreed calmly. “That's
snbstitute—" " Reginald Bitt "chuckled.
c ed.
_ My dear sir, the fellow had this letter *Jack and 1 are going to buy Starke's
in readiness,” interrupted Lee. ‘' He was| tea,”” he said. * Starke didn't say where we
fully prepared for the coup. He kpew, by| were to buy the things, az how much we
some means, thut -you were expecting a| were to pay. My idea is to save Starke's
registered paeket, and he had provided him-| tin. No need to chuck money ahout need-
eelf with a substitute. I half suspected that| lessly.”
somuthing was wrong when I first examined ‘““The less we can pay the better.,” said
that letter; it did not strike me as being| Grey, nodding.
genuine."”’ Wed w,lt‘fredlglr. hBimks'gd e:‘i;a'l:lishmem ina
The Head stared at the card with a] {Towd. 1he place happen he empty, anid
startled expression on his kindly old face.} Mr- Binks came forward. rubbing his hands

i : . | pleasantly.
robbed of ffty’ pounds by The Mysterlous | . * Well. jonng gentlemen?” he said, beam-
4 s.

X, :}le tgaﬁng ma{iaudeg 1:;110 llqdhbbeen
operating for som me in neighbour- \ :
hgod ofg St Fra:k'a ?l‘r:le t,%e e:ugllmcm'n want the cheapest you've got, Binky. It

h : y b : . : doesn’t matter what it tastes like, so Ilon
thief had met with little suecess, owing to as it look od. 1 : haven: g
the countér-activities of Nelson Lee, but he| 28 iU [00ks good. 1 suppoge you haven't got

had always eluded capture; and now, it{ 871y for greasing cart-wheels with?" . !
seemed, he had scored a distinct success. Binkioum‘}i’;gir’:;ve your little joke, sir,”’ said

* This it a shocking affair, Mr. Lee,"” said “Fm not joking,”” Pitt hastened to say.
the Head huskily. ‘ But I am still puzzled [ ' Honour bright, Binky. We want some
as to what actually happened. Mudford| butter that's seen better days—it's not for
declared that the letters were all handed | us to eat. Anything’'lt do if it's yellow and
baek to him.”’ greasy.”

 Phat is what he thonght,” explained| The shopkeener scyatched his chin.
Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Actually, the thief pocketed} ' Well. young sir, if you're really seriouns,”
your registered packet amrd substituted this he said, * I’ do happen to have a bit of
worthless article. Mudford did not see the| butter that’s no good for sellin’ in the
change, and he believed that all the letters| ordinary way. But you ean't eat it. mind
had been returned to him. It was a clever| You. It's rancid, and tastes a sight worse
trick, for the rascal has had all this time to | than it smells, although it looks all right.”
fleee Had he scized the letters in the|, . ' ' Begad! The very stuffl!” murmured
ordinary way the hue and cry would have '5'5', Montle.. . . .
been after him within five minutes. RBy| @ Well, I'm jiggered!” whispered Wataan.
this time he will have vanished com-| * So that's the idea!" o
Pty Tregat e W Sharae o G g

* Taking my fifty pounds with him,” said X et . - J1ave given
the Head angyrily‘. «'Pon my soul, Mr. Lee, | &Tders for teu to be prepared by five. Well,

. ) it'll be prepared; but those frightiul eads
%!{J’atmgun: 1: opogf“f':’ gf ;._‘,f:é"ifiﬁe "?;ig; ain’t goin’ to have everythin their own
Nothing—nothing whatever!"* w:}.y}.m ha. ha!”

“On the contrary. DPr. Stafford,” said “TI'll be bound you ¥oung gentlemen are
Nelson Lee, rising to bhis feet, '‘ we can do} getting up to some ot jour tricks,” said
quite a lot. And we must lose no time in' Binks, shaking Lis head. ‘* This butiter i3
making clode inquiries. I will do my beat to | only good for greasing cart-wheels with, as
recover your money; and 1 am mere deter-| you said. young sir. It's & poumt or twe
mined than ever to run this original scoundrel | which got overlooked in the bottom of 2
to earth!” tub. I'Il bring you some to Took at.”

‘* We want some butler,”” said Pitt. ** We
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““ A pound of i} will' be enough,’” said Pitt
cheerfully.

Mr. DBinks vanished vhrough a rear door-
way, and we grinned at one another.
St:irke was to find that his Remove [ags
were extreinely careful nbout the expenditure

of money. There would certainly be none
wasted on Lhis tea. _
““Orders aro orders.”” remarked Pitt.

“We'vo got to buy butter--and that's what
we're. doing. I Starke doesn’t like it, that's
not our fault. We can't be responsible for
people’s butter!”

Mr DBinks retvrned, carrying a lump of
delicious-looking butter on a piece of grease-
proof paper. 1le luid it on the counter, and
I’itt bent down and enilfed at it. Then he
clutched at tho counter for support.

** Smelling ralts!”” he gasped faintly. * Oh,
my hat! It nearly talks!'" ‘

“Ha, ba, ha!'”

“I'm not rure that I ought to sell it to
von, sir,”" said Mr. Binks doubtfully. ‘It
iwn't for aale, really, and 1 shouldn’'t like
anybody to know——"

“Don't you worry,” interrupted Pitt.
““ We-sha'n't say where wo got it, and it's
the absolute stult we want. How much for
that lump?*’

The shopkeeper shook his head. .

“There'll be no charge. gir,”" he raid.
““ This butter is unsaleitble. You're welcome
to it."”

“Rata'” said Pitt. * You've got to make
some charge, Binky. T[’Il give you sixpence
for the pound. Wrap it np carcfully, won't

vou: Oh, and have you got any eggs of a
s:milar quality?”

‘“ All my cggs are new Inid, sir.”

“‘Thea they're no good for us,’” said Cirey
promptly. “ You sce, Mr. Binks, we're play-
g a joke on somebody, and the eggs must
be bad--rotten, in fact.”

Mr. Binks grinned, as he gingerly wrapped
up the butter. We passed out of the shop
and paused in the roadway.

“ What's the next thing?'’ [ inquired.
“You're n charge of this trip. Pitt.”

“ We'lt try the baker's,”” said Pitt
promptily.

This cstablishment was only just acroass
the road, aud we all entered. An elderly
woman came forward, smiling.

‘* Have you got any old bread, ma‘'am?”
asked Pitt politely.

“No: it was all baked this morning,”
replicd the dame. ‘' Leastways, all of it
except a loaf or two which was left over from
last week. Bubt that’s almost uneatable, and
I'm going to soak it for the chickens.”

“ That'll just suit us,” interrupted Grey.
‘“The colder it is the better. It doesn’t
matter if it's 18 hard as a bhullet. And
we'd like some pastry of the same sort—
pastry or ciukea.” .

The good lady war rather astonished: but
Pitt coofidentinlly whispered that the stuff
was not for our own use—we were playing
a little joke. An uunderstanding having been
arrived at, the woman produced a loaf of
bread which looked all right, but which was

ne hard as a ahip's biscuit.

to light gomme tarts and cakes. which had

S8he also brought ]| [ didn't mean in that way.
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-heen destined for the chickons also—or th»

pigs. The pastry had not been excellent
even when new, but now it was uneatable

“*Good!" chuckled Pitt, as we emerpe.d
with our spoils. *‘If we can only find scme
really ripe eggs we shall be in luck's way."’

‘“ Starke won't!”’ grinned Watson. * Oh,
my hat! What a lovely spread!'!”

‘**Ha, ha, ha!”

“1t'1l look beautiful, too,”” went on Pitt.
“We'll makc the festive board look
appetising ; and, after all, we're only carry-
ing out orders. [If Starke doesn’t like the
food we prepare, he can dispense with our
services !’

Our next visit was to a tiny grocer’'s shep
near the cnd ol the village, a place which
mainly catered for the poor people of
Beilton. And here we met with complete
success.

The proprietor, it scemed, had laid in a
amall stock ol * fresh ' cggs some wecks
efore: half of them had come back to him,
brought to his shop by indignant cottagers,
who demanded their money back. The egzs,
in short, were duds; those which were not
abeolutely rotten were, unevertheless, in a
condition unfit for human consumption. And
by now these were probably in the funai
stuges of decay.

"1 want a said Ditt
briskly.

“ Bal they can't be eaten, sir,”” protested
the shopkeeper. ‘It ain't any good you
thinkin’ there’ll be some good 'uns among
the dozen. I car’'t sell ye them —it woulduo't
be honeat. It's a rare pity I bought the
rubbish !

“A pity?” I grinned My dear sir,
those epras are just what we require. Epgs
aren't always used for eating, you know —

dozen, pleasc."’

they lLave other uses in this world. You
cugnt to be glad to get rid of some."

‘““And T1'lIl give you a shilling for tho
dozen,” suid Pitt generously.

The shopkeeper brightened up.

“T'l let ye have ‘em,” bhe said; ‘“hut
nund, | don't give no guarantee. Them
ezgs ain't At for pigs--and that [ tell yo

straight out.”

‘“ We ‘wouldn't insult any self-respect'ng
pig by offering him those egys.”” said Pitt
cheerfully. ‘' They're to be given to creatures
of a far lower order!'’

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

The egus were produced. They looked all
right: _bub, of course, eggs always do look
all right. Judging them by their history,
however, these particular specimens werao
just what we required. |

‘“f don't think we need bother about any-
thing clse,”” [ remarked, a8 we marched
down the road. * So far, Pitt. you've stuck
to Starke’'s instructions, and you don't want
to give the rotter any loophole for compiain.
ing.”

“* Begad!" said Sir Montie. ' Don't you
think Starke will complain about the cugs
an’ the bhutter, dear o!d boy?" '

f grinned.: -

‘““ He'll complain all right,”’ T replied; ‘* but
Pitt and Qrey
could shove soap in the butter and ink
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the tea, and all that kind of thing, but that commenced the difficult task cf cutting the
woil!d be against all orders. So far, Starke’s| bread. Actually, of course, it wasn't much
instructions have bceen faithfully kept to,f of a job. Grey was ahle to do it without
and he won't be able to inflict any punish-| assistance, and the slices were thip and
ment."”’ ecven. They looked quite appetising, but

“I'm not so sure atout that,” said Pitt. | they needed delicata bhandling; for, being
*“ Ol course, the beast didn't tell me what | dry and chippy, they were liable to fall to
kind of eggs he wanted, or what kind of |} pieces when touched.
butter, and if Jack and I provide thef The juniors found it neccessary to waim
cheapest oun the murket Starke can't very| the hutter slightly before it could be sprea:l
well blame us. DBut if he does give us| evenly. When the two platefuls of bread
lincs, we sha’'nt do 'em. Wea're not going{ and butier were finished, bowever, they
to be perscecuted for obey.ng orders.” Ht‘ooked quite normal.

“ Rather not!” sard Grey grimly. ““ Thank goodness that's done!” said Pitt

‘“ Nearly four o'clock.”” went on Pitt,} fervently.
glancing at bhis watch. ‘‘ Heaps of time— | He had been spreading the butter, and :t
although there’'s 2 good lot to be done before| didn't smell at all nice. The time wuas now
flve. When Starke and his visitors arrive | approaching five, and everything was ready
they’'ll find the tea-table a picture. Every-| except for the eggs. These were to be
thing will Dbe perfect—to look at. The} placed in the saucepan five mrinutes befere
rotters will find out the awful truth when | the dour. It was not necessary to cook
they start grubbing!” them thoroughly, because they conldn’t be

**And we'll be outside the window!” 1} eaten, in anmy case; but they would be far
chuckled. . more powerful when hot.

We accompanied the two obedient fags to] ** The only thing I'm afraid of,”” said Pitt
St. Frank's, and parted with them in the} anxiously, *‘is that the blessed things will
Triangle. They hurried away to the Ancient| njft before they’'re cut open. I think we'd
House, and made their way to Starke's| better let a littlc smoke puff into the room,
study. It was empty, and the tield was clear, } just to be on the safe side.”’
for Starke had gone out with lis pals for “Oh, it doesn’t matter,”” replied Grey.
the afternoem. ) .} ©“ The sooner the cads find out the truth,

** Poke up the fire, my son,” said Pitt] the better. We only nced time to get clear
briskly. ** We're goning to bave everything! away hefore the storm breaks, thuat's all.”
in apple-pie order,, and the tea must be And the two faithful fags watched the
ready ta the munte. When Starke comes | clock and prepared for the final task. They
he'll see how his Remove fags ean do things. | had obeyed orders—they had prepared tea
No slipshod methods, like the Third-Form | for four in Walter Starkc's study. Whether
kids!’ Starke would be ple cserd with their efforts

The two juniprs lost no time in getting to } was quite another matter.
work., First of all they tidied up the study Pitt and Grey were inclined to thirk bLe
and placed everything in order. The floor} wouldn't!

was swept, and the hearth was cleared up, _———-
and the mautelpiece dnsted.

The table having besn cleared, a snowy- CHAPTER V1.
white cloth was 'aid upon it. Starke was NELSON LEE IS RUSY.

always particular about his table linen, and

he posaessed a dainty silver eruet and an R. STAFFORD paced his study rest-
expensive tea-set. In the Remove, of course, . lessly.

almost anytbing was good enough, sa long} At i3 net the loss of the fifty
as it would ho!d liquid. - pounds which worries me so greatly.
- <My hat!"’ grinned Pitt. *“The place’ll} Mr. Lec, although that is serious emneugh.”’
he a picture, and when ail this grub is set| he exclaimed. ‘' The point which seems to
out on the table, it'll look a fit banquet for | be of the utmost sigmificance is that odhis
a giddy duke. But looks can’'t always be| Mysterious X was in possession of the

relied on—eh?’’" information that a registered letter, con-
““ Not in this case, anyhow,”” chuckied | taining money, was due to arrive th:s after-
Grey. . poon.”’

The cakes and pastry were placed in a ‘“ Exaetly,”” agreed Xelsom Lee quietly.
glass dish, and then Grey brought forth the| “ That is what } pointed out, doator. It 1
bhutter and the loat of bread. He placed| fairly obvious that the Mysterions X s
the bread on the table, and gazed at it} connected with St. Frank's.”

somewhat dubiounsly. - . **GQood heavens!" gasped the Head.
** Wea shall waut a saw for it, sha'n't we?"’'| ** 'That cannot be possible.” .
he asked. “I can hardly Delieve so myself, but it

‘* Thia bread knife will do all right: it haal it is obvious,”” said Lee. *“ And when a
got. a gaw-edge. anyhow,”” replied Pitt.] thing is obvions, Dr. Statiord, I is not
* knd that bread cam be cut intc beautifully | necessarily a fact. In very many cases, the
thin sliees. It only neceds a little patience} obvious is tctally opposed to the testh. It
and some muscular eflort. You'd better| is upwise to accept an apparent fact: It ia
hold it down. while I get busy with the] far more sensible to wait until the fact is
knife. It reqnires two of us for a job like | proven.”
this!’’ . L Bu® Row can we prove anvtiing?”

They both grinned with .lelight, and thenl * Weil, as the matter now stands, we Kknow
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that tins Myaterious X was in possession
of certam mside information concerning your
correspondcuce,” said Nelson Lee. How
the man obtained his knowledge remains to
he discovered. 1 have examined the sub-
stituted letter, and it i3 valueless; there
are no fNnger-prints, and the writing 18
devoid of the slightest clue. Our only course,
now, is to make a close investigation by
inquiry. nd T mecan to commence with you,
Dr. 8tafford.”

“ With—with asked the Head
blankly.

“ Quite s80."”

“But [ can te
nothing!'"’ .

“‘Fhat can hardly be the case,” smiled
Nelson Lee.  * You think you can tell me
nothing, doctor, but we will see what a little
questiouing can do. 1t is apparent, of course,
that vou have not given any information to
an outsider concerning that registered letter.
But did you ever discuss the matter with

me?”’

Il you nothing—absolutely

anybody?"
T"he Head thought for a moment.
‘“ Well, yes.,” he admitted. *‘* When Mr.

Stockdale was talking to me on Monday I
mentioned the fact that I was expecting
tifty pounds in cash by registered letter.”

*"Did you say that you cxpccted it by this
afternoon’'s post?”

“ Yee, I think so0.” .

** Then we have advanced already.”

“ But, my dear Mr. Lee, it is madness to
ruspect Mr. Stockdale!” protested the Head.
“* He would never dream of discussing my
private affaira with a stranger—or with any-
hody, for that matter. Mr. Stockdale 1is
always 80 reticent. [ can trust him with any
secret !’

Nelson Lee nodded.

* Precisely,”” he agreed. ** Bub this was not
a secret, Dr. Stafford. Pleasce don't overlook
that point. There was no reason why Mr,
Stockdale ghould not mention the fact to
another master, or e¢ven to a prefect——"

* Dear me!"”’ ejaculated the Head abruptly.

He sat down in his chair, and polished his
gla:ses.

‘“ Another thought has sbruck you?" asked

Nelson Lee. —

‘“ Yegs—quite s0,'" replied Dr. Stafford. “* It
was your mentica of a prefect, Mr. Lee.
Now that I am reminded of the fact, I dis-
tinctly rcmember that Morrow was in my
study when [ discussed the money with Mr.
Stockdale. Morrow was waiting to speak to
me, and [ told him to take a scat hy the
window."”

**Then we arrive at the intercsting oon-
clusion that at least two other people kncw
1!l about your expected registered letter,”
gaid Nelson Lee. ' But Morrow is quite an
excollent fellow, and not given to gossiping,
that I am aware of. However, I think it
would he as wcll to question him on the
matter.”’

‘““Yes, 1T think you are right, Mr. Lee,”
raid the Head, touching the bell.

Tubhs soon appeared, and the pageboy was
sent off with orders to find Morrow of the
Bixth. Morrow wus one ol the most popular

L
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prefects in the Anctent house—a thoroughly
decent fellow, and liked by everybody.

He prezented himselt in the Head’s study
without loss of time. His expression was one
of mild inquiry as he entered. - He could not
understand the grave look upon Dr. Staf-
ford’s face.

“1 want to ask you one or two questions,
Morrow,'' said the Head. * You remember
that you were here, in my study, on Monday
—when | was chatting with Mr. Stockdale.
I told you to sit down and %ait.”

““Yes, sir, [ remember that,’’ said Morrow.

“Can you tell me what we were discuss-
ing?"’

Morrow looked surprised. |

“1 dida't take much notice, sir,” he re-
plied. ‘‘I don’'t think I can exactly say—
Oh, yes' Weren't you talking about some
moncy, sir? Weren't you saying that you
were expecting fifty pounds by registered
lettert”’

‘“Yes, Morrow, I was,’' said the Head
‘“That information has reached the cars of
some outsider—I do not intend to go into
details, but I may as well tell you that the
money has been stolen—although I do not
want you to spread the story.”

‘“lI won't say a word, sir,”” promised Mor
row. ‘ But you don't suspect me of—"'

‘“* My dear {ad. what put such a wild idea
into your head?’ smiled the Head. “ Mr.
Lee is inquiring into the matter, and he
thought perhaps that you might have dis-
cussed the matter with someo outsider.”

Morrow turned to Nelson Lee.

“But I haven't, sir,”’ he said earnestly.

‘“ Have you not referred to the money at
all?’’ asked Lee.

‘“Well, sir, I might have done that to
some of the other fellows,'' said Morrow,
looking uncomfortable. * But I didn’t think
it mattered—I didn’t know it was private.
I'm awfully sorry, sir—-"'

‘“There’'s no need for you to be sorry.

Morrow,”” interrupted Lee. ‘ We're not
blaming you in the slightest degree. I mere'y
wish ‘to find out the truth—that'a all. You

may be able to help us. If you referred to
the Headmaster’'s expected registered letter,
you did so in all innocence. I am quite cer-
tain of that.”

Morrow looked very relieved.

‘It was down in tie post-office, sir,’
explained. “I was there last night, with
two or three other saniors. I don't know ex.
actly how it started, but we were talking
about currency notes.”’

““1 understand,’”’ said Nelson Lce. ‘' And
you mentioned this ‘particular money?'’

““One of the fellows was saying that it
wasn't safe to send notes through the post.,
gir,”" went on Morrow. ‘“And I believe 1|
told him tbat Dr. Stafford was expectiug
to reoeive fifty pounds in Treasury notea
through the post this afternoon. But I only
spoke casually, sir."”

‘“ Nevertheless, Morrow, you have put quite
a different complexion on the affair,”” said
Nelson Ice. ‘‘I have no doubt that there
were others in the post-office at the time—
in addition to your frieands?"

" ho
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‘“ There might bave been one or two people,
eir,”” replied Morrow awkwardly. ‘1 be-
lieve there werc, now 1 come to think of
it. I'm awfully sorry. sir.” he went on,
turning to the Head. **1 bope you won't
think I'm a silly gossip!”’

br. Stafford smiled.

**You can go away feeling quite com-
fortable, Morrow,” he said reassuringly. *'1
do not blame you in the least. You simply
took part in a commonplace discussion. and
I cannot blamre you for that. But I am
glad we have discovered how the Ieakage
took place. Some rascal in the post-office
heard your words, evidently.”’

** Yes, I suppose so, sir,”” said Morrow.

He left the study looking rather downcast,
for he was anxious that both the Head and
Nelscn Lee should retain their high opinion
of him. Morrow felt like a guilty junior as
he walked away, and he resolved to be more
careful in future.

*“I'm afraid we cannot pursue our inquiries
any further,” remarked Nelson Lee slowly.
‘“* Even if Morrow were able to remember
each individual who was in the post-office,
we should not be advanced. There is no
definite proof against anybody, for it is quite
apparent that one of the people who over-
heard Morrow’s words might have talked to
others. There would be no end to our in-
vestigation at that rate, and it could never
be narrewed down.”

**You are right, Mr. Lee,”” agreed the
Head. ‘‘ But this Mysterious X, whoever he
is, was undoubtedly smart. Having heard
about the registered letter, he prepared a
substitute, and then lay in wait for the post-
man.”’

** Mudford was tricked,”’” said Nelson Lee,
smiling. ‘' He believed—and believes now—
that all the letters were handed baeck to
him intact. I really -think I must go in
search of Mudford at cnce.”

** But for what reason, Mr. Lee?"” asked
Dr. Staftford. '' The man can give you no
further information, surely?”’

‘“He can, at least, point out the exact
spot where the hold-up took place,” said
Nelson Lee grimly. 1 do not hope to gain
any particular success, but I shall not be
satistied until I have made a thorough ex-
amination of the ground, behind the hedge,
and in the wood.”

And ten minutes later Nelson Lee was
striding briskly towards the village. There
were several likely places where the Mys-
terious X might have forced his way through
the hedge; but Lee saw no reason why he
should examine them all. It was far better
to obtain deflnite information from the post-
man.

The schoolmaster-detective did not enter-
tain many hopes of recovering the money.
The amount was not large., but it was cer-
tainly a rich haul for the unknown thief—
who had hitherto contented himself with very
miner coups. And this bhaul was in sokd
cash—or ils equivalent.

Those notes, no doubt, wnuld be changed
into silver as quickly as possible, and all
cflorts to trace the thief would be futile.

.plied the guv’'nor.

19

It seemed that the only possible chance was
to get on the trail direct.

Nelson Lce ran across the postman in the
High Street. Mudford was looking almost
himself again, having imbibed several glasses
of beer at the George Inn. He readily coun-
sented to go with Lee up the lane. But the
detective did not tell him that the registered
letter had been changed.

. Dr. Stafford had no intention of inform-
ing the police of his loss; the Head preferred
to leave the matter in Nelson Lee's capablo
hands. It would only cause unwelcome atten-
tion to have the police meandering about
St. Frank's.

‘““This ’ere’s the place, sir,”” said Mudford,
after they had proceeded up the lane some
distance. ‘' The feller came through that

ap there. Fair startled me out o’ my wit-,

e did. An’ I ain't so sure about him bein’
one o' the boys, neither. But I've took your
advice, sir—1 haven't spoke about the thing
to a soul.”

* That’s right, Mudford,”’ said Nelson Lee.
“ Keep to that reaolve; if you do speak about
the aflair, you will be only laughed at.”

‘* That's what I was a-thinkin’, =ir,” said
the postman, wagging his head. * There’'s
folks allus willin’ to think badly o' peopl-.
kike as not I'd be suspected o' bein’ the
wuss for drimk!"’

‘*You are sure this is the place?” asked
Nelson Lee. .

‘e QUile Sure."

A moment later Mudford found him-eif the
richer by half-a-crown, and he was dismis:cl.
He went off down the road highly pleased
with himself, and considered that he had
received ample compensation for his acare.

Left alone, Nelson Lee carefully picked his
way through the small gap in the hedge,
and closely examined the soft ground on
the other side. He spent a full half-hour be-
ltlénd the hedge, and was not satisfied even

en.

In the gloom of the wood, he set off
through the trees, and was absent for another
half-hour. When he finally returned it was
practically tea-time, and he was looking very
thovghtful and absent-minded.

I came across him in the Triangle. and
he marched past me without even giving a
nod. So I prodded him in the back.

** Pemny for ’'em, guv'nor,”” I said cheer-
fully.

** Oh, it's you, Nipper,'” said Nelson Lee.
halting. ' Allow me to inform you that I
have strong objections to receiving your
thumb in the centre of my back.”

‘** Wrong, &ir,”” 1 grinned. It was my
forefinger! But what's the trouble? Whaty
the meaning of the worried fFown?”’

1t was my intention to postp.ae telling
you of the ineident vntil after tea, but sincc
you are so curious, I will tell you now,” re-
“To be brief, Nipper.
the Mysterious X has been active again——""

** Another burglary?™ I ejaculated, staring.

‘* Not exactly a burglary thiz time, youny
'un,”’ replied Lee. ‘* Listen.”

He told me exactly what had happened to
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Mudford, and I listened with great
interest and cons:derable astonishment.

1 had known for some time that the Mysteri-
ous X was a daring individual; but this
affair was startling. ‘

‘““ Why, it's highway robbery, sir,”" I said.
‘““And | passed Mudford with some fellows
in the lane—we couldn’'t have parted with
him above five minutes before that incident
happened.”

1t was, after all, a chance business,”
Baid the guv'nor. ‘‘If there had be2n other
‘people in sight our mysterious friend would
not have darcd to show himself. He had
to feave it to luck—and luck was o his
favour.”

‘““ But what are you going to do about it,
sir?”" | asked.

‘““Nothing—at present.”

‘““Hasn't the Head ‘phoned to the police?”
~ “Why should he?" said Nelson Lce.
‘““ What could the police do, Nipper? They
have attempted to trap the Mysterious X
several times—and tney have failed. 1 have
1ailed, but I do aot think my efforts have
been qu.te so devoid of result as those of
the police.”

I scratched my head.

“Yes; 1t seems a pretty tough job, guv'-
nor,” 1 remarked. * There's nothing to get
hold of, is .there?t By this time the fellow
is miles away——""

“Or he may be within a mile of us,” put
in Lec. '*'T'hat heard of his is false, and be
always wears a dark overcoat and a slouch
hat —to :ay nothing of his mask. I am quite
confident that we have secn the Mysterious X
mony times."”

‘“ Why, do you think he's one of us, sir—
onc of the men in this district?” 1 asked,
with interest. ‘' Is he a resident of Bellton?"

Nclson Lee shook his head.

*“1 cannot say that,”” he replied. ‘' But
you may bhe quite sure. Nipper, that the
man is a well-known individual about here.
Otherwise he would not he 30 extreme'y care-
ful about his disguisec. However, I have been
busy this afterroon. 1 have paid a visit
to the wood, and I have discovered qu.te a
number cof interesting details.’

“D> you think you'll collar the fcllow,
sir?”’ [ asked eagerly.

“ Elo. I don’t think g0, Nipper——""

{4 Al I?”

1 am quite sure that I shall ‘collar’
him,” weat on Lee calmly. “I do not s~y
when that interesting cvent will take place,
however. I am determined to lay my plans
carefully, so that there will be no hitch.
And there is no immediate hurry. [ mean
to give our plundering friend his kength of
rope—then pull it tight." -

““But’ you dgn't know who he is, sir,”" I
protested.

Nelson Lee nodded rather abrently.

“No; [ don't know who he is, young ‘un,’
he replied. ““ But 1 sgusp-=ct Well, it
doesn’t matter at present.”’

**Here. hold on, sir!" | exclaimed. “ You
suspect whom ?*'

“1 don’t think I shall tell you just now,"
satd Nelson Lee, with one of his exasperat-
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ing smiles. ‘“Have paticnce, Nipper, and
you will learn the truth. I do nob know
anything for certain—and until [ am cer
tain it would not be exactly fair to share
my suspicion with youn."

And with that the guv'nor walked off,
leaving me glaring after him with wrath.
But that was one of his lavourite tricks.
He'd get me on temterhooks, then lcave wme
stranded, o to speak.

But I was certain of one thing—and that
was vhat Ne'son Lee would ultimately dis-
cover who the Mysterious X actually was,
and expose him in his true colours. Awnd
before many days had passed an opportunity
came—

[ can't go into tbat affair now, however.
It doesn’'t belong to this episode at all. In
due course I will set down all the facts, and
[ will only mention at this moment that
some further excitement was in store.

For the present I intend to shift the scene
to Walter Starke’'s study—bccause some
rather interesting events were about to take
place in that notorious apartment!

———

CHAI'TER VII.
NOT GOOD FNOUUH !

o’ P REAT Scolt !’
I murmured the words as 1|

u glanced at the clock. Tius time

was jJust five minutes to five, and

I had almost forgotten the entert)inment

whicht was due to commence in tive minules.

[ hurried into the Ancient House, and met
Tregellis-We3st and Watson in the lobhby.

‘““'Where the dickens have you been, yosu
1887"" demanded Watson grutly. ** We'vez been
looking for you everywhere!'’

1 didn't know you'd elddenly become
blind,”” I replied. * I've been stand.ng
the middie of the Triangle [or ten minutes
past—and I'm not transparent. Isn‘t the
‘friangle included im ‘ everywhere '?'"

**Oh, ratz!” said Tommy. * What abtcut
Starke?"’

“You fellows stay here,”” I went on. ** I'll
just buzz along to the Sixth-Form passage
and see il those bounders have got everything
ready."’

I didn't wait for them to reply, bnt
hurried away. Outside the door of Starke's
study [ heard faint chuckles from within,
and .I opened the door. Reginald Pitt ::ud
Jack Grey were there, as grave Qs jndgeas.

I thought 1t was Starke.”” said  Pitt
‘“You'd tetter not be seen——"'

“*Terrfic!” 1 grinncd, eyeing the tahle.
“1t looks fit for a lord!”

“ KKggs just coming out of the saucepan,”
said Pitt. " Its two minutes to five, —ud
Starke’ll be here in a couple of ticks. Bu:z
off, you ngs!'’

[ "huzzed off, chuckling, »nd
chumg still in the lobby. They had bLeon
jnined by Handforth and Co. and several
other juniors. Handforth was grinning fr.r)
ear to ear.

** We'll teach the oads to fag the Remove,”

found iy
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‘he was daying. ‘ Frinton will bave a fit
when he secs his xllly bieycle! But il he
didn't want it scraped he shouldn’t have

given the orders:’
* Of course not,”’ suid McClure. * Its been
a Jot of troudle, .crarlng that jigger, butl
we've done the Job well—we've scraped every
speck of mud o8.” _

* And every speck of everything cl-e, 1
reckon!’’ grinned Owen major.

* Frinton will rave—"

‘‘ Ssh-ssh!”’

The warning was necessary., for at that
moment Starke entered the lobby from out-
side. Ho was acecompanled by Kenmore.
Wilson, and Jesson—all Sixth-Formers and
prefects. _ .

‘* Now then. {ou kids,” said Btarke, with
& lordly air, " clear out of the way.”

"The seniors stalked throunhh the lobby and
disappeared. Several wrathful glares fol-
lowed them.

*“* Might tbink tbey owned
snorted Handforth.

*“ Never mind that wow,” I said quickly.
*“ Come with me out into the Triangle- near
Starke’s study-window. We shall hear some-
thiug funny in a minute or two. There's
going to be™ regular coneert!™

“1 fail to comprehend, my good Nipper,”
said Nicodemus Trotwood mildly.

*You'll eomprehenad in a minute,” 1
grinned. ' Pt and Grey basve becn pre

ring tea in Stadke‘s study—they're both
ags, you know. But I don’t think they'll
be fags after this evening. Starke
wan$ another tea like this one!”

‘** Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared Watson. -

‘““ Blessed if I can see anything to cackile
about,”” said Handforth. ‘' Now, if you go
nd".squint at Frinton's blcyele you'll roar

“ Blow Printon’s bicycle,” 1 interrupted.
‘ Who's coming?'’

AN the crowd followed me, for they sus-
ected that something was “on.”’ It had
een known from the start that the Remove
had ﬁot accepted humble pie—that we bad
not tamely given in to the bullivs. Several
fags bad been chosen from the rauks of the
Remove; but there was a trick abowt it
somewherc. And the fellows who weren't in
the know were curious and eager.
Meanwhile, Starke and Kenmore and their
two guests arrived at the former's study.
entered in a crowd., and Starke stared

the place!”

won't

at the beautifully-laid table with surprise
and pleasure.

: ‘;ﬂ / gad!' he said. ‘' That's ngd o dusty,
8

‘“ Ripping!"’ exclaimed Wil-on.

** Queer sigell in the room.”" remarked
Kenmore, snifing the air. '* There's some
smoke, too. Have you kids becn letting the
". ”

*“ Oh, don’t grumble aver nothing. Kemny,''
aterrupted Starke. ‘‘ The kids ga
weﬂ—{oblg' well. Thﬂ knew better than to
shirk duties. ey'd have been tanmed
if they had. This shows the wwudom of
choosing fags from the Rewmove. Those

ve done
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Third-Formers are mnre trouble than theyre
worth.”’

Pitt smiled biushingly. - .

“U'm glad you like it, Starke,” he said
meekly. (ln.‘ and 1 carried out your
orders to the letter. We bought ever thinyg
ou mentioged, and it's oniy juat struck fve.
"'be e have just come out of the sauce.

‘re all Dot, and they ought to be

an.

H of flavour

Orey nearly choked, but he Rep$ a straight
face.

‘““ You can account to me for the maney
afterwards,’” <aid Ntarke. *‘ Clear off now.
I'll get yoa to prepure tea for me every Jay.
You'll have to come here after lessons every

afternoon—undemtand? You're mir fag,
Grey, and you've got to obey my ordera.’
“Yea, Starke, thank you,' esaid Uirey
humbly.
“Don't atand Alere stasing,’’ :napped
Starke. ‘Clear out, you FHttle blighters!

And be back here by six, to elear the things
away and tidy np. If you're a minute laty
you'll be cnped!”

Pitt and QGrey retired. If they had had
any qualms aboat the trick they had played
—which they hadn't—thoe qualms woulhid
have vanished. Starke’s overhearing manner
wos almost more than Pitt could stand. I
shooi his Det at the study door as ho «towl
in the pasange. .

‘“ The awful ratter!’” he mirmuared.” Yo
might think we were galleydaves!”

*“ Never mind.” chuckled Jack. ' We shail-
bave our revengo Im a tick!”

““ Yea, that's zome copaciation, thank
goodnesa!’’

‘The two Removiiees hurried away, en reut»
for the Triangle, to n us pear Sharke's
window. In the mcun , Rarke and Co.
were preparing to ke cf the appetising-
looking meal which was reany for them.

* Jolly Fvnd. thin,”" raid Jessom, as he wb
down. “l akall have to ged » Remove kid
to fag for me, Starke. 1 didn't think the
Itttle beguare womlid be so easy to deal with.
I was expecting trouble with those Eids.'’

Starke grinned.

* [ know huw to bhandle the youmg brats,”

hoe said. '* They're rcared of me; they'l (o
enything I o witbout question. ere's
ane way % ’l:nle a fag, and that la to

trest him frmady.

The four prefeets sat down at the tabhle.
Everyth was porfectly prepared. The
bread-and-butter loovked deMelous: bhin
rounds of bread libcrally spread with butter.
The eggs were hot on their platea, three for
each seniob. '

** Seems to he a curious amell ahout the
Pl..ce." remarhed Kenmore, miffing again.
‘l can't quite make out—-"

**Oh, get on with your tea.’’ said Starke.
‘" Help youreelves, }on chape.’’

* Thanks,”” sald Jes:om. ‘' I'm hungry.'

He took a slice of bread-and-butter, con-
veyed i$ to bhis mouth, and teok a liberal
bite. Hia teeth found some difieuity in get-
ting through the alice, and before he hadl
actually sucoeoded heo gave a stiflted roar,
and almost fell ont of his chair.

The bread-ansl-hutter went flylng, and
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Je on bacily cjected the emall portion
waich had cntered his mouth. His expres-
ein wna sckly, and he staggered to the
NDrepbac) diezily. .

“Great Scott! cxclarmed 8 arke. * What's
wrong, Joason?®’ _

“Me's ill' said Kenmeore, jumping up.

“That - that butter' spluttored Jes D
fa'ntly. “ Oh, my go:dncas! Dom’t touch
it do1't cven am2ll 1it' 1I'm poi-oned! 1t's
horrible —~awhsl— ghast!y' My mouth tast:a
hke the smell of a candie-factory!™

“ Rot!" aaid Starke. “'the brexd and
bu'ter's all right '’

He picked up a pece, and it broke in half
in b tingers. The piece whioch fell upon
th~ plate sounded as hard an biscust. Starke,
with an cxpreson of surprise on his face,
emiiled hard st the butter. The next accond
hic gavo & roar.

“Oh., my granifatiier'” he gasped. It
smells like rotten tallow!” .

* Aad l've got toame 10 my mouth!” said
Jeason faintly. ** Gi'nme ore of thowe cakes,
f .7 goodnoas’ prke!”’

He grabbed one hims>if, and jammed it to
his mouth Bubt he couldn't brte through it,
and he hurled it down fyriously.

“‘Thev're as slale a8 Adam!"’ bhe shouted.
" There's sometlng qucer-——"'

“Oh' gasped Kenmere suddenly.
ooh!"”

1+ fell Lack in lus chair, and crashed over
ngatnst the wall. In front of him wna an
cpge, with the top removed Steam wad
imsuing from the awful-looking browny-yellow
intertor of the shell.

“Great goddaeas'” panted Welson, holding
his nose. ** Whad a [righdful shel !’

It was truly awful, and the whole study
recked of it. To make matters worse, Wil-
son fiad just opn>d ore of his eggs, and il
was cven woree than Keamore's. The ut.
wo? condumon reiyned in the astudy.

“Open the window, somebody'”
Starke.

Wilson jerked up the window and hung
Lmply outeide. He was joined by Kenmore
and Yeaaon. They all looked pale and sickly.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

IL was a roar of merriment, and it went
up from a eerore of throats. The scniors
gasped afresh as they saw a crowd of Re-
movites near by. 1 was among that crowd,
and | waved mg hand cheerfully.

** How do you like bea prepared by Remove
faga?’ | asked sweelly.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!'”

‘“ Were the eggs nice?”
4 What prico the

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Konmore tuwrped back into the study un.
etradily.

* We've been tricked, Rtarke!"” e panted.
‘“We've— Oh, my hat'"

The atmosphere of tho study was shoek-
ing. and Kenmore Luomed to the window
again for more frash air. Starke, his teeth
ect, glared at the tabke. He knew now that
Pitt and GQroy had played a trick.

To make ab-olutely sure, Starke smaabed
two more cpge. ‘I‘hey were a3 roiten as the

“* 005

roared

dhouted PDitt.
asy butter?*

L
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ealabk:. Not a single crumb was fit {for
human ¢ :nsumption !

“ The—the little demons!’’ snarled Stark>
violently. '

e wos about to make a dive for tle door,
wh'n it cpancd, and Fenton and Morrow
and two or three other s>niors entered. Toey
just came inside, and then stampeded oub
again. .

““(wd beavrni!” gasp2d Fenton,  What's
happencd?”

He held his handie-ch.el to his no#2, for
the awful smell was coming out into the
pae:ge in waves., Fenton was the head-
prefect of the Ancicnt House and Captain
eof St. Frapk's. He and Morrow wyre the
two ot pcpular prefects 1n the school.

For somc moments there was much cough-
ing and sp'uttering. Starke and his pals
m.naged to e:xcapr from that awful apart-
me.at, a'd th-y lcanei agd na; th2 pa sale-
wailiy, look.ng positively sick.

‘* What the d'uce have you been do:ng
in there?' aked Mirrow huskily.

Starke nearly choked. ,

“Ycu—you silly foo!!" he roared “D»
you think we did it? Thoe rotten eggs
werc conked for our tea—"'

“Oh!" said Fent~n. °* Roitea egg:! They
muxt be yecars old!"” <

“1 didn't buy ‘em!" shouted Starke fur:-
owdy. I told Grey—my fag—to get tea
ready, and Pitt helped him. Thi3 is the re-
sult! The little hounds have deliberate'y
mucked everything up! They must have
bought all the rotten stufl they could lay
hand; on-—egga. buttee, bread—"'

“Ha, ha, ha'"

Fenton and Morrow yelled, and theie yells
wcre echoed by a ¢rowd of other seninTs.
Tiv ~ixth-Form poassage resovnded.

‘““You—you idiot:," bellcwed Starke. * Do
y>u call it funny "

‘“ Rathor!"’ gasped Fenton. ‘“ Ha, ha, ha'"

And faintly, from the Triangle, canmo
another roar: .

*“HHa, bha, ha'!”’

S8tarke and Co. gazed at one another almoct
homic.dally. :

‘“Ard we going to stand this?”" hissed
Starke. ‘““ Thoe fags will be sore for weeks
when [‘'ve done with them! I'll swish them
till they can't stand' I°ll make their lives
a misery —"'

‘“ Hold on'" eaid Fenton, suddeanly becom-
ing serious. ' .

* Mind you own busin-ss!’'’ bellowed Starke
furioualy.

“That's what T am doing; this i: my
business,' aaid the captain of the school.
‘1 haven't an ource of sympathy for you,

| Starke—*

“1 didn't ask for any, confound vou!"’

“That's just 23 well,” went on Featon.
‘“It was a2 mad idea to choose fags out of
the Remove. [ guessed what would happen,
but [ didn't say anythinT. You've only got
yourself to blame for this!"

‘“What do you mean?’' roared Starke,

glaring.
“1 mean that the Remove fellows won't
be [agegrd!”’ reto-tod Fendn grimly. *I

others. HKverything on the table was an- ! should think thik aWair ought to be a lesson
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to you. You fellows made yourselves the
taskmasters of the Remove kids, and they’'ve
turned the tables on you. It is just what
you deserve!''

“ Rather!” caid Morrow. * It's all your
own fault, Starke. 1t was u mad idea 0
fag the Remove, as Fenton just :aid. This'll
he the joke of the term! Ard yon thought
what a triumph it waz' Ha, ha, ha!”

Starke shook with rage.

“ I’lF make the little brate pay for it!”’ he
sharled.

**You'd hetter go easy, that's all,” said
Fenton quictly. ' I shouldn’t advise you to
go too far, Starke. Haven't ycu got sense
encugh to realise that the Remove is inde-
pendent? It's nct going to be browbeaten
by you!”

“I've finished with the little beasts!”
growled Kenmore. ‘ No more Remove fags
for me, I can tell you!”

“Qr for me, either!"”
“ Pitt will be playing some trick

‘* My bicycle's ruined!” shouted Frinton,
rushing along the passage at that moment.
‘** Those kide have scraped all the enamel off
The machive isn't fit
What’s this

snapped Wilson.

"

—every atom of it!
to—— Oh, my goodness!
frightful stink?”’

Frinton backed away, and McClure came
sauntering along the passage. McClure was
quite bold with Fenton so near at hand.

‘“Seen your bike, Frintom?’ he aeked in-
nocently. * I've finished it.”

Frinton whirled round.

‘“ You—you little rotter!”
“I'H skin you—"'

‘“Bh?” said McClure. *‘‘I've only obeyed
orders, Frinton! I'm your fag, you know,
and you t-!d me to scrape your bike clean.

he shouted.

l
f
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[ suid, *Shall I scrape cverything off?°
and you said, ‘' Yes, everythiog.” So I did

itt: 1 obeyed inatructions!’”’

**You've taken all the enamel off., yoou
young fool!'" howled Y¥r.vton.

** Well, the enamel's inciudzd 1n " crerye

thing,” isn't it?”’ asked McClure miidly,

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”’

Fenton and the others rnared afresh.

** My dear chaps, ycu can't do anythine.
said Fenton. * These kids have eamply
carried out instructions, that’'s all. Yoo
can't pumish ‘em for that. I you've cot «
grain of sense among the Inot of you you'il
let the thing drop.”’

** And chuck up fugeing the Remove,
added Morrow. ‘' The Remove's one toq
many for you, my soni3. This is only a
beginning, don't forget. You'll be chipix-]

to death, as it is!”’

Starke and Co. were chipped unmercitfuiiv

And tlie bullies had zence eaough to realiz«
that the game was not worth the candl-.
Fazging the Remove was too strenuous a
pastime! Pitt, Grey, and McClure were left
sevarcly alone by the bullies.

But our fight with Starke and Co. wus by
no means at an end.

This affair had been a victory for us: but
the °* Bulltes’ League’’ wa3 as powertul as
ever. I was quite convinced that the leagie
would take some kind of revenge at the firsr,
opportunity.

There was every chance that thircs would
hecome extremely hot in the near future. .
The battle between the Remove and the
bullies of St. Frank’s was only just coin-
mencing!

And it was to be a fizht to a finish.

THE END,

| NEXT WEEK’S STORY,
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| OR, JOHN HAMMOND'S DELUSION. |
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A Tale of the Adveﬁtlires of an English Lad and a Young American in the
Wild Heart of Africa in Quest of a Mysterious Valley.

By ALFRED ARMITAGE.
Aulthor of ¢ Red Roscand White,” < Cavalier and Roundhead,” elc., ctc.
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READ THIS FIRST.

ALAN CARNE 1s a young Dritisher captured
Last Africa.

by the Germans during the fighling in German

He ts kept a prisoner in a little camp [ar in the north-west when the news
of Germany's defeat comes (0 his captlors.

Full of rage, they pretend lo give him Jas

freedom, and cast him out alone, withoul food, in the African jungle, knowiny that he must

either starve or be killed by some wid beast. . ' _
one far he 18 surprised to hear foolsteps coming along the trarl behind him.
JAN gWART, a Hotlentot servant of the Germans.

hs company.

T'hey set out again and spend a day on the march.

Bravely the lad sets oul. Ilfc_foro he has
13
He has brought food, and Alan 1is glad of

The next morning

they find the northward tral of a safari, with which they eventually come up, and Alan

makes the acquaintance of Dick Selby.
rupted by a voice coming from a swamp.

of dying. He 1s able, however, to begin telling his story.

They swap yarns, when (hey are suddenly inier-

On investigaling, they find a man on the point
His name s John Hammond,

the man whom, by a strange coincidenc,e Dick 1s seeking.
(Now read on.)

JOHN HAMNOND'S STORY.
“« HE rest is even stranger,”” Hammond
I you next was all like a dreaum to
me, and yet it wasn't a dream.
was critically 1ll, and for most of the time 1
was delirious, quite out of my head. But 1
1 can remember a lot of things I observed
then,
with a carpet, and pictures on the wgils. and
a shelt of books, and English magazines and
There were. black Somali servants in white
robes, and the pretty girl with the golden
yellow heard apd moustache. And once there
wvas a huge Masai warrior, with a spear and
of them ever uttered a word to me, and 1
was too weak to talk to them. And therc
Jean and dark, with a black moustache, and
‘4 handsome, rakish kind ol a face that 1
i " When I began to get better they gave
me champagne and nourishing food. I awoke
'mind a8 clear a8 a bhell. And as [ was lying
ithere,” wondering where [ was, and how there
of  Africa, the big, bearded Enghishman
eniered the room, and when I started to ques-

resumed. ‘* What ] am goig to te!ll
I was taken to that red caslle, and
had short, lucid intervals now and agaio, and
*“1 wae in a clean, white bed, in a room
papers. People came in to see me somctimes.
hair, and a big, tall Englishman, with a
shicld and a waistclout of leopard-skin. None
‘'was another man that 1 can reeail. He was
didn't like.
one morning “with the fever gone and my
icould he such a place in the unexplored wilds
tlon him he made¢ me drink a tumblerful of'

wine. 1t tasted like champagne, though it
bad a bitter tang. I had hardly morec than
tossed it oft when 1 lost consciousness, and
[ had no recollection of anything more until
[ came to my senses in a canoe that was
adrift on the Bana River.

“There was a small quantity of luggage in
it, and three of the Somali servants were

paddling  * Where are you taking me?’ |
inquired. ' You are to go back to your own
country, white man,” one of the Somalis

answered, ‘and you must never return. The
English loerd doesn’'t want strangers at his
home in the Red Valley."

“* That was all 1 could get out of them.
They wouldn't give me any information about
the Englishman and the lovely girl. [ had
been nursed through my iilness, and packed
off under the influence of a drug as an un-
welcome guest.

‘““ You must understand, Dick, that this waa
only a {ortnight ago, whea I had recovercd
from.the fever and was as sane as you are.
And so [ was when | first put foo!t in that
valley, and what 1 saw during my illness, in
my lucid moments, was no drcam. You bealieve
me, don't you?"

The two 1ads nodded. Their doubts hadl
been dispeiled. They were satisfiecd now that
it was a true tale they had been listening to,
amazing though it waas.

“Did you learn what the girl’'s name was,
Mr. Hammond?'' asked Alan Carne, ‘‘1 mcan
her Christian same.”

(Continuad en p, iii of cover.)
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*“[ heard it spoken once,”” was the reply.
* It was rather an encommon name."’

“ Can you remember what it was?”

‘I think'I can. Yes, it has just come to
my mind. The Englishman called the girl
Lorna.” ,

‘Alan gave a quick start. The colour ehbed
from his cheeke, and flowed back to them
again. Ris features were in shadow, and the
brief agitation he had betrayed had not been
noticed by Dick Selby, who was nestiea by the
aside of his :dying friend, with an arm around
his shoulders. From John Hammond's glazing
eyes and his extreme weakness, it was
obvious that he had not long to live.

“1 must tell you the rest, my boy,”’ he
said, when he had swallowed a little more
of sthe brandy and was able to continue.
““ For a week we travelled eastward down the
Bana River in the canoe, by day and night,
for a distance of hundreds of miles. One

e

mornirg the Somalis put me ashore on the

south bank, and gave me a rifle and ammuni-
tion and a big bag of food. And, when they
had pointed to a narrow trail, and told mec
that it would lead to where white people
lived, they set oft on their return journey.

‘1 didn’t worry much, for I had got strong
again, and was in fit condition for the march.
For three days I trekked south, holding to the
trail from dawn till darkness and sleeping by
a fire. And it was on the fourth day that
queer- things began to happeén. 1 heard
stealthy footeteps behind mme mowmetimes, and
was sure that I was being followed. It was
no delurion, either. For I saw dark faces
peering at me from the: thickets, and once, |
could swear, I had a glimpse of the man
with the /Yack mouatache I had scen at the
red casths in the valley.

“I wag so tired that night I dropped %o
the ground and fell asleep without a fre,
and when J awoke in the morning 1 had been
robbed. My rifite and cartridges were gone,
and every scr of food, and my boots ai
well. I knew what that meant. There wagn't
an earthly chanee for me. I kept on for four
more days, though, suflering from hunger,
and getting.weaker and thinner. 1 wonder I
wasn’'t killed by wild beasts, for 1 was at
their mercy.

. " &t the close of to-day I had to give up.

Night - wae falling, and 1 couldn't go a step
farther. I sank down by this tree, and a
~anake that was coiled here hit me in the
leg. I cut the spot open with a knife, ana
tubbed into tt some permanganate of petash
which I happened to have. That did some
good, but it didn't check the effect of the
poison entirely. It got into my veins, and
made me light-headed. I lay here for hours
in a sort of a stupor. cryiog aut now and
again when a spasm of pain took me. | was
roused by the report of a gun, and I
shouted for help,’ amd heard answering
shouts. Then the leopard crept near, and—

and you—"'

Jobn. Hammoad's voiee . choked, and he
leaned heavily agaipnst the young American,
who -held the cup of hrandy to his lips.

** Drink it!” he bade. ** Be quick!™

H
a

-

Hi

““It’s no use!'’' gasped thy sinking man.
“1 can't awallow! I—1'm dying!"

‘** No, no, John, you're not! We'll pull you
through!"’

‘* You can’s, my boy! 1It's teo late! Tell
them at home, in New York! Give my luve
to my brother! And heed my advice, Dick!
Don't go any farther north! ‘Travel south
as fast as yon can. There's danger in theae
parts. Deadly pertl! Wickedness  and
treathery and murder! Beware of the man
with the black moustachie! et out of s
reach, or you'll he sarry! That's all. Goadl-
bye, my bey! Good-bye!™

* Qpeak to me, Jobn! Spcak to me!”

But John Hammond would never epeak
again. His eyes were closed, and his head
was sunk on his breast. He remained uncon-
scinus for a few minutes, and then, with n
sigh, he peacefully breathed his laat, with
:‘r)e two lads and the nafivea grouped around

im.

** Poor fellow!’”" Alan Carne said sadly.

“I've lo¢d a good friend,”” Dhick Selhy
replied, brushing a tear from his cheek.
‘““One of the bhest, John was. Il only we

had found him a couple of hours ago! We
might have eraved his life.”

“Yes, that's the tragedy of it,”" Alan
assenfed.

LY .

ON THE MARCH.

HEY bhuried John Hammond hy thao
light of the firea that night at the
edge of the camp, heaping a mound
of stones on the grave to proteet 't

from the ghoulish hyenas and crecting over
it a simple wooden cross, The tracie affare
had cast a gloom on the whole of the snfarl,
and had caused apprehensions as well, for one
of the Wakambas who had accompanied the
search-party, and had a eufficient kpowledee
of Bnglish to get a grasp of the story teld
by the dead map, had repeated what he had
learized to all the rest of the natives,

Several of them were put on guard, and the
others, having replenished their fire  with
woed, 2quatted arannd it, and talked in low
tones of what had happened. The two lads
withdrew to the tent, where for a little time
they #at in silecnce, neither in the mood for
conversation.

“¥t’a the tallest kind of a fairy tale, nno
might think.”” said Dick Sclby, rogsing from
his abstractiom.. ' An Baglishmaan living n
modern luxury in a castle in the heart ot
Africa, a golden-haired girl that rides a
zebra, and a villain with a black moustaehe,
Gee-whizz! It takes the timsel off old Mun.
chausen! Yet it's true, every word of it.
Poor old John was giving o8 the atraight
goods. And [ gueas his warning isn't te be
Im‘ghed at.

‘“He was hounded to his death by hlack
sconndrels, who wamted him to die of starva.
tion. [I'l have to ehange my glans now.
I'll strike westward and shoot big zame. Nob
for long, though. If you ¢come with me, mv

(Continued cwerieal.)
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boy, you'll sce Nairobi in two or three
months. But I'll tell you what I would
rather do. John's tale of that mysterious
valley has fired me with a desire to—" He
broke oft and gawned. * 1'm for bed, Carne.
Better turn in yourself.”

Stretching themselves on the portable cots,
ey presently fell asleep, and did not awake
until the early dawn. The American made
no further mention of hie plans at breakf.st,
or -did Alan refer to the subject. At the
Lfddmg of Rembo tent and cots were folded,
. the. porters picked up their loads,.and the
gpun-bearers shouldered their weapons. Dick
Kelby lit his pipe, and took a coin from his
pocket.

“* Shall T toss for it?"’ he said. *'* Which is
It to he? North or west?”

I was just about to speak of that,’”” Alan
l‘ophcd ““1 don't want you to do anything
, you'rc not kcen on _doing, but whatever
your decision may be- I'm fzomg north with

Jan if he is willing. I had meant to ask
: i“" for riflecs and cartndgeb and a supply of
ood.’ TN
liuk 3 cyes sparkled.
* 8o that's your intention,” he said.

“ Mcaning, of course, that you're bent on
Fecing the . red c'utle and the m)atunous
l':n;:liahman and the pretty girl?”

‘Yoes, ‘wlh\ that's right. I want to sce

them badly.”

“You wouldn't be a welecome visitor, They
Hmokul old John out and he was told not tu
Feturn.'

“ They wouldn't throw me out, T am quite
gurc. T hey would be as glad to see me as |
Cwonld he to sce them! At least, I think so.
. I've got it into my head, after hoarlng your
fricnd’s story, that—that———' e

The English lad paused, and Dick stared at

him curiously, uchrvmg hls flushed and eager
face., - e

“ You know qnmothmg about those people,

(\nnt " he declared. - s
‘T'm not certain that I do,” said Alan.
“* It is only a suspicion. , as e

“You have a rcason- of your own, then,
for wishing to visit the place?” .

** Yes, Selby, 1 have.~ But°]l won’¢; tell you
now what it is. I'll wmt untll we get there,
it we ever do.” " - -

. It will be a long journey, and a penlous
one,” Dick reminded him. - ‘ And it is
doul)tfnl if we could find the entrance to the
valley.’ I
T We'd ﬁml it easily . cnough Alan
answered. ' We couldn’t miss the split in the
clfmt with the Juttmg rocks to I‘l"ht and left
r) l \ A

* And what of the dangor (‘arne" It $ no
- joke. 1t's as plain as daylight, f:om what old
John said, that he was followed along the
trail by that white man and some natives
who had come down the Bana River in other
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canoes behind N@m and his party. - They were
too cowardly to murder John, so they robbed
him of everything he had while he was asleep,
and left him to starve. .They may_still. b
lurking -somewhere in, this ,. nelg,hbourhooﬂ
And, what's more, it was the bearded Eng-
hshman who sent the ruffians:to.do my poor
friend in.' He must have concluded to get
rid of him for good:-after the departure of
John and the Somalis.”

““ That's not true!”’ Alan cried hotly, his
eyes flashing. ‘I can’t believe-it! 1'll swear
the .Englishman had no knowledge of it!"* -

“1 beg your pardon,” said Dick, sorry for
the outburst of indignation he had provoked.
‘“ You ought to-know best. So you are not
afraid of the risks?” *

“I'm not a bit afraid. I would face any
peril to see that Englishman and the girl.. v

** And so.would I, Carne. I've been in the

same mind myself - Since last night, only 1
hesitated to put. the..proposition to. you. 1
didn’'t care to make the venture without a
chum. I'll gladly come with you. We'll go
together in scarch of the mysterious.valley,
my boy, and we’ll” find it, too' So thats
settled.» Shake on it!"” -« -

‘The hands of the‘two lads met in a hearty
clasp. And.the headman, called forward by
Dick Selby, “was informed that the journey
would still be to the north. AT e,

** There will be danger said \Rembo ‘a
dusky pallor creeping “into his cheeks T2 Be
wise. Bhagwan, and turn back.” - il *eh

‘“ Danger be hanged!'' Dick exclalmed PR
hlred yot and the rest for the tl‘lp, and
yon've got to.obey my orders.””. .3A . .,..n.-.

The - headman sullenly acqumeced - The
Wakambas heard the news calmly, and Jan
Swart did not care where he went as'lqng as
he was with Alan, to whom he "was’ devoted
The word for the safari to start*was givep
and they all bore horthward into: the swamp.
Dick looking back, his eyes dim" WltthOal‘S
for a last glimpse of John Hammond's grave.

‘““ Poor old John!" he said. ‘ If only_ he
was with us! But I sha'n’t be lonely, Carne.
You and I are going to be the best of chums
I am sure.’

Alan nodded absently, and smiled. Hl‘l
thoughts were far away, groping in the past
of his early years, dwelling on ‘such things
as the young American did not dream of.

*“I may be wrong,”” he reflected. *‘'It wlll
be a bitter disappointment to me if I am.’

All of that day the party traversed the
vast, ecvil-smelling swamp, holding to the
narrow path by which John Hammond had
come. A premonition of danger weighed on
the -lads, and it was shared by their black
companions, . And yet it was not likely, they
felt, that ‘the encmies of ’the dead explorer
were anywhere in the vicinity., - "~ g

(Another grand, long instalment of this
enthralling serial next week.)
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