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‘“Fall into line,”” demanded Mr. Pagett furiously, * and follow me from the
field immedictely !
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A Story of School Life and Detective Adventure at St. Frank'’s,
introducing NELSON LEE and NIPPER and the Boys of St. Frank’s.

By *he Author of “The College House Martyrs!’’ *‘ Schemers of theSixth!”
““ The Bullies’ League!” elc.
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(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.

GETTING UNBHARABLE'!
¢ HERE'S no sense in beating about
the bush,”” 1 said grimly. ** Starke

and his crowd have got thec upper
hand.”

“Oh, rot!" objected Tommy Watson.
“ What about that fagging affair the other
day? Starke and the other bullies tried to
fag the Kemove, and they were compietely
dished in the oend. Do you call thiut having
the upper hand?”

“ Hardly,”” 1 replied. ‘“ But that’s nos
the point, Tommy. Starke and Kenmore and
the rest have avoided this study, and al.o
fellows like Handforth, or Pitt, or De Valeric.
The rotters know that we're too strong for
"em. So they're persccuting the weaker
chaps, and the position is impossible.” .

*“ Begad!”" murmured Sir Montic Tregellis-
West. * That's queer, dear old boy. How
can the sition be impossible if it's actu-
ally existin’'?”

‘“You know what I mean, you ass!”" 1
said. ‘* The position can't last—something
will have to be done. We simply can’t
allow these bullies to have everything their
.own way. And the conditions in the Re-
move at present are rotten.”

‘* Dear fellow, you're right—you
really,”” said Sir Montie, nodding.

It was tea-time, and 1 was sitting with my
two chums in Study C, in the Ancient House
at St. IFrank's. The subject under discussion
. was a serious one; a subject which affected
the welfare of the whole Remove.

I"'or some weeks past Walter Sturke, of the
Sixth, had "been organising a campaign
against the juniors—a bullying campaign, to
be exact. Starke had collected a number of
other seniors about him, and they had formned
a kind of league. Among the juniors them.
selves this band was known as ** The
Bullies’ League.”

And the seniors possessed the advantage
of authority. Several of them were prefects

are,

—Starke, Kenmore, Wilson, and others.
These Sixth-Formers were able to inflict
punishment for minor offences; and it s

almost unnecessary for me to add that the
cads used their power to the utmost extent.
Indeed, they exceeded their authority con-
stantly, but it wws impossible to sncak

}

s

of

If the bullying was to he dealt with, we
shou!d have to act on our own initiative,
And it seemed that the time had come whon
action was absolutely neccssary., For mauy
fellows in the Remove were bendiryg to tie
bullies’ will.

There were only a comparatively small
number of these weaklings; but they wers
Removites, and as skipper ¢f the Remaove
it was up to me to defend themn. Tellows
like Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell —the
“* Nuts ' of the Ancient Housc--wvere left
severely alone by Starke ;nd Co. For they
were birds of o feather, and underetood
one another perfectly.

Others were left severely alone, teo. The
strong section of the Remove did not zuifer
much. Even Starke had more sense than to
try any of his tricks with me, or with my’
chums. And Study E. occupied by Pitt aud
Grey, was exempt now. Pitt and Grey hod
been chosen as fags only recently, but they
hada fagged so thoroughly that Starke was
only too glad t¢ be rid of them. On thut
occasion, in fact, the Remove had scored
heavily.

But the bullies had been worse than ever
since then. They had vinted their spite
upcn juniors who hadn’t the piuck to stand
up for themselves. And Starke =nd Co. were
extending their operations every day.

“Yes, they've got the upper hand,” 1
said absently. * It's no good saying they
haven't, Tommy. The rotters are trying to
break the spirit of the Remove so that they
can ‘lord’ it over the whole Junior
Schoel.”’

““ But they’'ll never do that,” sard Waeon.
“ A few silly asaes like Arwstrong or El-

more might knuckle undecer, but we never
shall.”
** Begad! I hope not!"’ swid Sir Montie.

“* Whatever happens, this study will main
tain its independence,”” I declared. ** There
are quite 2 number of other studies that
are just as firm. But all this doesn’t alt.r
the fact that Starke and his pals are getting
more power every week. They chuckea up
the fagging game—openly. But, as a matter
fact. several Remove fellows are beinyg
fagzaed at this very moment., Bub the bullos
are doing it in a roundabait wiuy now.”

“I'm afraid you're right, old hoy.” said
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8ir Montie, shaking his head. ‘I was
poticin’ it only this mornin’. Kenmore came
out into the Triangle an' ordered Doyle to
do somethin’ or other.”

‘““ Yes, 1 heard bim,”” I said. ** Doyle's a
quiet cfmp, and he’s scared of the prerects.
He went off without a word, although Ken-
more had simply barked at him. That's just
an cxample of what’s going on cvery day.
My dcar chaps, you can't get over the fac'b.
thiut the bullies are gaining the upper hand.

Watson shrugged his shoulders,

“ Well, what can we do?'" he asked.

“1 don't know just yet,”’ 1 said thought-
fully. " But we've got to do something.
We can’'t allow this scandal to go on much
longer. About a third of the Remove is in
mortal dread of the bullics, and that’s about
the worst disgrace w¢ could have.
not kids, and I'm not going to allow the
prefects to treat us as kids. When I say
*us,” I mecan the Remove as a whole.”

“It's all very well talking,” growled Wat-
son, stirring his tea. * You say you're not
going to allow it? How in the namec of
goodness are you going t-o\g)ut Starke in his
place? It can’t be done, Nipper!”

I lay back in my chalr.

“It can't be done on the spur of the
moment,’”’ 1 agreed. ** Before we can fight
the bullics with any prospect of success we
must organise—just the same as they have
done. And c¢ven then we shall have lots of
difticulties. But you can be quite sure that
this state of things can’'t go on much
longer."”’

And T was not the only fellow who held
that view. The bullying tactics of Starke
and Co. was the principal subject of con-
versation in several junior studies that even-
ing. And quite a nnmber of fellows were
labouring under the delusion that I was sit-
ting still meckly with the intention of doing
nothing. Edward Oswald Handforth was one
of these hasty youths—and he ought to
have known better.

In Study D an animated discussion took
place some little time after our own talk
in Study C. Handforth and Co. were rather
late with their tea, and did not sit down to

it until my chums and 1 had practically
finished.
Church and McClure knew well cnough

that something was brewing. The expression
upon their great leader’'s face was familiar
to them; it portended that Handforth was
abcut to dcliver Lhimself in his customary
cmphatic manner.

** Disgraceful—that’s what it
claimed Haundforth at last.

‘“ Well, it's not my fault,”” said McClure,

is!"  ex-

noticing that Handforth was glaring at his

late. ‘' It's the only tin of sardines we
ad, and you've got more than your share,
H.l'ly]!.mw. I'll admit there’s only three
each.”

** 8ardines!”? enorted Mandforth. ‘“ Who's
talk;ng about sardines?’”
. thought  you rumbiin
about——"’ ¢ ;
*“Oh, dry up!” mnapped Handforth. *“ 1t
aeems t0 mg that you chaps can’'t think of

were

We'rem

anything else except your gziddy tummies!
I've got more important things to consider.
You seem to forget the responsivle position
I hold in the Remove.”

‘“ We could never forget that!” remarked
Church casually. *' It ain't possible for a
chap to forget something -that doesn’t
exist!”

Handforth i1aughed bitterly.

‘““0Ob, 1 don’t expect to get any encourage-
ment from you,” he sneered. “ It's a fine
thing when a study leader is jeered at by
his chums. I'm not skipper of the Remove,

| I'll admit, but I've got responsiblity all the

game. You seem to forget that I've taken
it upon myself to look after the interests of
everybody in general.”

_“But why?" asked McClure
‘ Nobody wants you to.”’

‘1 don’t suppose you want a punch ol
the nose,”’ roared Handforth, ‘ but you'll
jolly soon get one if you ain't careful!”

McClure shrugged his shoulders and made
no reply. He was wise, for he had no wish
to have his tea spoilt. Handforth was
quite capable of carrying out his threat at
a second’s notice; if words failed him, Edward
Oswald always resorted to violence. It was
his safety valve, as it were.

‘“I1t's disgraceful!” declared Handforth
firmly. .

“* You said that two minutes ago,” mur-
mured Church,

““ And I'll say it again, too,” went on
Handforth. ‘ Mind you, I've got nothing
against the chap personally, but he's not
fit for the position. I don't like saying it,
but it's the truth.”

‘** Oh, of course,” said McClure promptly.

He hadn’t the faintest idea of what Hand-
forth was talking about, but it was always
the safest thing to agree. This was the in-
variable principle of Church and McClure
when Handiorth commenced arguing.

‘“He ought to be kicked out,” said

go so far as that,”

Church warmly. v

“ Well, 1 wouldn't
went on Handforth. * He's all right in the
main, but he needs bucking up. Now, 1
suppose you'll both agree that I'm the right
chap to do the bucking up business?”

““Nobody Ibetter!” remarked Chureh
enthusiastically.

‘“The question is—how shall we start?”
asked Handforth, stirring his tea absently,
and overlooking the fact that there was no
sugar. ‘* The best way, in my opinion, will
be to face him holdly and to tell him the
truth straight out.”

‘““That's the best way, of course,’”’ said
McClure. *““* But how are you going to do
it. Hondy? T'l1 be a bit of a job to sce
him, won't it®"”

Handforth stared.

“A job to see him?' he repeated.

“ Well, you'd want a decent nerve,” said

innocently,

| McClure confusedly.

* A nerve!”’ roared Handforth. ‘““ A nerve

to tell Nipper what 1 think of him! Why,
you silly asses——"
** Nipper!”’ shouted Church., ‘" Have you

been talking about Nipper?'



THE BREAKING-POINT 3

‘““ Have [—'"" Handforth paused, breath-
ing hard. “ Do you mean to tell me that
you've been agreeing with all I've said
without knowing who I was talking about?"
he demanded. *‘ Why, I'll—1'll—~

‘““Oh, dry up!"” interrupted McCiure, with
a show of spirit. ‘ What the dickens is the
matter with Népper? What do you meun
by saying he is not fit for the position?
He's the best Form skipper we've ever had!’’

Handforth became deadly calm.

“You don't think I cxpected you (o say
anything else, do you?’’ he asked sourly.
‘“You'd naturally back up that chap—and
forget all about me. Where do 1 come in?
Is there anybody at St. Frank’s who'd make
a better Form-skipper than me?’’

‘“ Hundreds of chaps—I mean, not one!"
gasped Church.

“My dear idiots, you can’'t hurt my feel-|

ings,””” said Handforth witheringly. * I've
grown accustomed to all this jealousy.
That’s what it amounts to—rank jealousy.
Everybody knows my value at St. Frank's.”

“From the Head downwards,” ozreed
McClure heartily.
* That's why 1'm pushed aside,” went on

Handforth. *I'm like a cork on the waves
—tossed about all over the place, and I
never find a harbour. But I'm like that cork
in another respect, too—I always keep at the
top. You'll never find me sinking."’ :

‘“ Are you hinting that Nipper is sinking?’’
asked Church.

“I’'m not the chap to give hints,” said
Handforth grimly. *“ I'm a straightforward
fellow—I'm plain—"'

‘‘ Hear, hear!” murmured McClure.
¢ About the plainest chap in the Remove!"”

“1 wasn't talking about my face!’ bel-
lowed Handforth, jumping up.

“Eh?"”" gasped Church. “‘‘Your face,
Handy? Faney getting an idea like that
into your head? You're plain -of course
you're plain. Everybody knows it. but that's
no reason why you should go shouting it
about.”’

“ And 1 don’'t believe in hints,” went on
Edward Oswald. *‘ Nipper is sinking—do you
understand? He's sinking rapidly, and be-
fore long he’'ll be submerged by the tide—
the tide of popular opinion.”

‘““ But corks can't sink,’” protested Church.

‘““ Who's talking about corks?" howled
Handforth. “ I'm a cork—1—I mean——"’

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”’
‘““That's right—cackle away!” sneered
Handforth fiercely. ¢ That's about all

you're good for! What have I done to de-
serve a couple of idiots like you in my
study? Whenever 1 start talking seriously,
you simply go off like a couple of Cheshire
cats!"

‘“ Well, you shouldn't talk about corks,
and all that rot!”’ growled McCiurc. °‘* How
can we keep serious when you compare your-
?elt to a cork alrd say that Nipper's sink-
ng.u

‘** Nipper has been a fairly good skipper up
till now,”” said Handforth. ‘“‘I'm bound to
admit that—I believe in giving a fcllow his

due. But why doesn't he put a atop to all
this bullying?™’

** Give the chap a chunee,”” protostod
Chureh.

‘““A chance? Haan't he had heapa of
chances? I I had been in cantrol, Starke

and Co. would have been beaten to the wide
by this time,"”" said Handforth. ** Mind you,
.l'm'not boasting—I don’'t believe in hopst.
ing.’’

**1t's foreign to
Church diplomatically.

" At the same time, it’'s only just to anv
that [ could have dealt with this situation
promptly,” declared Handforth. * But it'«
not my job, and I don't believe in buttin:
in. What would have happened it 1 h.d
becn skipper?”

** Goodness knows!™ said MeClure,

“T'lIt tell you what would have happencd,
went on Handforth. “ As soon = Starke
and Co, started their rotten games | shouhi
have gone straight to Starke's =study. |
should have told him what | thought of
bhim, and-—"'

" Been hurled out on your neck? gng.
gested Church. '

‘“No, I shouldn't have been busled out on
my neck!” shouted his leader. It won'd
tuke more than Starke to interfere with oy
neck, I can tcll you. My neck h:asn't been
touched by anytody for weeks!"

“That explains it, then,'Y%ggaid McClure.

** Explains what—you fathekd?”’

“* Well, your neck looks a bit grubby ™
said MeClure., * If nohody's touched it tor
weeks, I suppose you haven't touched it

yourself?"’
‘““That’'s right—begin all over again'’
roared Handforth. ** Any more of those in-

sults and I'll kick the pair of you out of t*»

your na‘ure,””  gaud

study! What was | saying? Oh, I know!
About going to Starke, wasn’t it? Well, |
shouid have told the ead that all bullying

wos te stop and the thing would have been
done.”’

* But what [t Starke took no rotice of
you?'’

‘““Jn that case I should have u-ed foree,"
said Handforth calmly.

‘“But you can’'t scrap with a perfect— "

“I can scrap with anybody,” interrupted
Handforth. ‘ Rules? Do you think [ take
any notice of rules? In an emergency I'd
even fight a master! Rules and regulations
are only made to be broken!"

McClure shook his liead.

~ ““You're all right, Handy, but you're tuo
jotly. impulsive,”” he said. ** No, don't glare

st me! You're too impaticat. You want
things done in a minute—and that's im-
possible. Just leave thia business to Nipper
and he'll see that everything is O.K. 1've
got plenty of trust in him. anyhow.”
*“And so have L, said Church.  “ ['m

surprised at you, Haudy.”

“Eh?"

“I'm shoeked!”” went ¢n Chureh severely.
‘“ After ali Nipper's douc for the Remove you
sit there and abuse Lic. It's not like you,
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And the redoubtable trio of Study D set
ont on their mission without further
srgunsent. :

oid man—Iit » -waw new for you to alang
bebind Nie R
. mmm tose to Diz feet siowly and

¢ tely.
'Whu bacit, abf’ Ne excisimed.

~ We'll see ul:ut mkm:'m l'oing m:o tg! CHAPTER Il
Kipper 10 hin loge everything i 've | goid,
Mind yﬁf-. 1 thind ibs ch:p's ane of the TROCBLR BREWESG |

HE common-rcom was pot exactly
crowded, bhut the attendance was ex-
elnsive. In short the ;unlw -football
commities of St. Frank’'s was holding
& meeting. Bob Christine and seversl other
Moerks bad come oaver from the College
Houwme capecially for the oceasion,
™e widjeck under discussion was the
mamentnj:; hntb%l’:hm&chd mth bl:ou:ﬂorg
College juniors, w was due to playe
on the mext half holiday. The away match
g:h l.lcon’dgd was one of the really big
" v A , fixfares of the senson.
'“n:. "";"'"3 have to g0 declared Hand h&‘." :g‘ f%::‘?fom th?;lm had vllaited St.
) miy. g s _ whac us, amd now we
“ ot ashed  MeClure  vaguely. G0 | were deton.:lntd to bave our ravenge. Every
w herel . menther of thy commities had the one set
“You -yon . ly ass! That's ailways the|idea of selecting a team which would go
way of jng I, anorted Handfordh. [ forth te vict.or{.
" Nipper will have to go—he'll bave (o v& | " They're 2 hot lot,” declared Christine.
n?u And | shall e eketed in his place. | Theres no semse in denying that. At the
H hat happens, (Be Remove witl dofmame time, | think we're a better team,
thiage!” taking us altogether.”
"My hat! 1 can gqui'e bhelicve: WKRIY “ But they whacked us,”” sakd De Valerfe.
prinned  Chmeeh, "M gon ever hggamme| ‘‘The weathor was In  their favoar,”
shipper, Mundy, Lhe Remave would nw:', he | dezlured Christine. * During the first half

best- personaity. Bol M thede vital maiters
all prrronil i:rth ought to de casd aside.
There’s the honowr of the Porm (o consider.”

* That's what | wae eonsidering,”’ otwerved
Chwech, ' | don't see ANy reascn why you
shouid go asod wmem things wpl” .

" Mew (bfugs up!’ roared Handlorih.
“1'm gning to put tha thing straight to
Nipper, and i Nipper dneat’t give me any |}
e tsfarcbion - ~- ell, there’ll only one |
uuinx |77 { T

 And whal's that?”’

Acing Lhings you. MeClure and 1 Tyive | of the game the sun was shioing In our eyes,
to stapd r robwe're used to ity hut | sithon we had the wind. But there was
\he gther fellows woglkl mever have tha path | B0 rain until the seeand hatl. And then we
ence. Runiden, Mow Lhe dickena cdnly yon | had to face the driving rain and things
liaadiorth waved his hand. , out that the Heimford chape didn't ?Ia
“ We needn't go into thé subiert,” Be ox-} 0 sood game, y.eeuuao they did. But luc
raimed, 1 don't anppnse Nippor will re. | wos with them.
Ggm because | whall compel him to et in| ' Wel, let's hope we have better weather
this matler. §'m determined, and wher I'm | tbie time,” 1 remarked. “ What we've got
in that state | make things hunyi™ te do now s to select the eleven. 1 think

\nd Handlorth, “"'C‘"‘ﬁﬂ to Anial hila we'R have Handforth in Ml. He's been

tea, roso to his feet riat he , showing good formy lately.’”
s feet rodt marched towseds Christine nodded. y.o

th~ door. Mo reached il, and was just about .
to pasa Into thr paasage, when h}e Qs me " Handforth's an ass,” he ‘said. * but he's

amure of the flaet that hic faithful ohbms the best mtje we've got. Tabtmadge is first
were stil sitting ut the Lable, e&‘;"t b;utt réet’h::)t‘ \‘IIP mm?:?ndgjnh's l;;;m;'
“(ome ! be evlaimed impaticotly. » u eHOW - 38 Was ¥
“Uh, g grey, "“M’.‘., drmh',-?wl‘tth g reh. ing jolly well in the House madch tbe_ other

" There's N bee ) ; ) v da-" '
e R “j:f'! to see Nipper until we'se} " 'whon wo beat you?” 1 ssked glemntly.

“Ten & nn unimpariant tler,” “ Yes. Pitt's afl right, aed 1 think we’ll
Handfurth,  We'rs ::;ul mwﬁ‘: :%Q‘:!:’d include him. Next season he'll pr‘ohahlamt‘sg

“Bul trere's G 3 . ut in the forward line, but § don’t
Mu‘.“ there’s Lo need for us all to pee ges onie of anr best forwards yet, and this

Y We'te poing mi.. tepeated Hnmildf'éb: cleven has god to be made np withont any

“all of wa' Thore might be X b of tronbde. gggﬂg;:‘ﬂgg-e hgg'?mggqg to pick the best

ami afihoush U'm capable of dealing with "Phit’ .
-, ; “‘That’'s the idea.™ . ‘hrisii
4 mysel, you Icllows might as well be back- L was thinking of ‘Forke ol;eeir;ﬁgg.rrt:&qg. "1

tﬂl m ) " .
m‘:?:!.u awa;:uztrh tgﬂmmewed rolting np Wis ~,,o,§f,°:. l‘ N got . c:'omebody better than
. preparation . ke, rrupted. |
7 . € ot Oh. v !., .

Chorels and MetClure, wha recanded t¥at | glaring, '?Mo Joull, exclaimed  Yorke,
:ﬂmu mIq‘nila ancihgr light, rose hastily]  **@rey, of our House." I replied. “** He's
iom “'? able ;‘nd toaneat tacle leader. Phey | n wonder, as youn've wen. With all respects
“"’"“' "ol actaslly afraid of him, but it wis[ta you, Yorkey, 1 think Grey Is $he best
Ma tm‘hﬂh" lo avoid blows H possibie. | man for inside-left. Your place is In the

v Mk was Bke 8 sledge-hammer. ! hatf-back line. Yeou're tonhole there."




THE BREAKING-POINT 5

“ Oh, all right,” grunted Yorke. ¢ That’ll

do for me, I suppose.”

“[t's really a toss-up whether you play
centre-torward, Christine, or whether 1 pll
that place,”” I went oun. ‘I think weTe
about equal—"' .

“ Rats!”" interrupted 3ob  Christine.
“ You're the better player of the two of us,
Nipper; 1 should be an idiot not to admit

it. Desides, you're going to skipper the
team. I think I can do better at outside-
left.”

* Good man,” put in Watson warmly.
““ We all know that Nipper is about our
best player, but I wasn't sure whether you'd
admit it, Christine.”

1 know what I can do, and I know what
Nipper can do,”’ replied Christine, with a
nod. *‘ Now, with regard to the other
fellows—-—-  What the dickens——" .

“IU's only Handforth,” said De Valerie,

grinning.  ** Handforth on the warpath—-
what? [ think [ know that gleam in his

cagle eye!”

Handforth had just burst into the common-
room, and he stood eyeing everybody with
great care, as though we were all strangers
to him. Chureh and McClure stood behind,
looking rather fed-up.

“ Don't come bothering here, Handy,
there's a good chap,”” I said persvasively.

“ Buzz olf, you ass!" exclaimed Watson,
with characteristic bluntness. ** We're busy
on footer matters.” _ .

** 'ooter is important, I admit it,”” said
Handforth. ** But just now 1 want to talk
about something clse. I want to tell Nipper
what I think of him!"

**Don't!” I said, in alarm.
blushes!"’

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 don't think I shall make you blush,”
said Handforth tartly. *‘i'irst of all, I
~.hﬁven'|: got a word to say against vou person-
ally—"" .

““ Thank goodness!” I breathed.

**[ think you're a jolly fine chap,” went
on Handforth. *“One of the best in the
school. You've done a lot for the Ancient
House; you've improved tlhe tone of the
. place altogethere-—"

‘13 this a vote of thanks, or something?"’
I asked politely.

**No, it isn't!"” roared Handforth, * As
I was saying, 1've got nothing against vou
personally, and I like you very much; you're
a reyxular ripper. You're as good as two
cther chaps put together.”

“ Hold on,"” 1 said.
I wasan't going to blush? I'm red all over
-with vanity, Handy. This_ eulogy 1s over-
whelming; but I wish you'd choose a better
time for singing my pmises.”

fMandforth glared.

“1'm not singing you silly praises!” he
snoricd. ‘1 only wunt to make it clear that
I don’t want to quarrel with you. But,
speaking as one of the leading members of
the Remove--—" '

“Ilall a minute,” interjected De Valcrie,
“You can't speak likce that.™

““Like what?”

‘“ Spare my

‘1 thought you said

“ As one of the leading members of the
Remove."”’

*Why can't 1?” dcmanded Handforth.

“ Because, my dear chap, you ain’'t one of
the leading members,” explained De Yalerie
calmly. * You're one e¢f the common-or-
garden members.”

‘* Ha, ha, ha”

““ Speaking as one of the leading members
of the Remove,” went on Handforth
deliberately, *‘I consider that you have
failed miserably as captain. And, unless you
can make a big altcration, 1 call upon you
to resign.”

“Is that all?” I asked smoothly.

Hundforth stared.

" fsn't it enough?” hie exclaimed.

“ Too much—altogether too much,”” I said.
“Put 1 was just wondering if you had
finished, old man? Thanks for the advice.
['li store it carefully away, well wrapped up,
and when I want it I'll dig it out. You
don't mind closing the door after you, do
you?”’

Handfortihv took a de%p
crowd chuckied. .

“I'm not going to be choked off like
that!"”’ he shouted. “I want e¢vesybody here
to witness that I call upon Nipper to resign
.the captainey!”

** Ha, ha, ha!”’

‘““ And I call upon everybody here to wit-
ness the sudden ejection of one, Edward
Oswald Handfortii from the comwmon-room,”’
1 said smoothly. * Which way do prefer,
Handy, on your feet or on your veck?”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”’ )

Iundforth stood his ground.

“ Of course, I was expecting this.” Le siaid
grimly. ‘“ But I'm used to this jealousy; it's
notliing new to me. I consider that you
have failed completely during this last fort-
nicht., I don’'t suppose it's your fault—I['m
not blaming you—but the fact remains that
the bullying hasn’t been stopped.”

“Oh!"” I ¢xclaimed. ** You've called about
the bullying?”

** Called!” roared Handforth. “I'm not a
visitor, am I? The cads of the Sixth—Starke,
Kentnore, and the rest—have heen bullying
the juniors for -weeks. Notning nas bteen
dene except that fagging afraie, and that's
finished with. Starke and his 'gang have
been worse since then. They've been fagging
soine of our fellows under our very neses, and
we've done nothing!”’ \ .

“ Awful!” I said sadly. .

“ Nothing at al!” roared Handforth,
*And why? I ask you—why?"

** Because nothing has been done, [
suppose,” I said vaguely. *‘Is that the
answer? Or is it one of those riddles where
you have to think of a number first?"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ Why have we done nothing?” bellowed
Haudforth, ignoring the yells. *‘ Because we
haven't heen led! Because our leader—our
so-called ~ leader—has  becen  twiddling  lds
thumbs! Recause lie has been fiddling wuila
Wome was on fire—-""

breath as t{he

“But [ ecan't Addle.”” I interrupted.
“And you caun ask Moentie and Tommy
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whether 1'm in the habit of twiddling "my
thumbs. I'm not going to be insulted!”’

‘*Jt was only a figure of speech, you ass!”
howled Handforth. ‘* You've been idling
while all this mischief has been brewing. 1t
only needs a firm hand, that's all. Starke
1s a funk, really. 1f we only stand up to
hitn and defy him, we can gain the day.
I've always been down on bullying, and it's
perfectly sickening the way these Sixth-Form
rotters have been persecuting the Remove!"

1 nodded. .

* You're quite right, Handy,” I said. *' It
18 sickening. But we can’t alter it In a
minute, and we can't stop anything before
it starts. My policy is to give the cads a
fair length o! rope, then get busy.”

** And while you're giving ‘em that length
of rope the chaps have got to knuckle
under?’’ demanded Handforth, with a snilf.
“That's a fine plan, isn't it? It won't do
for me, my son. I want somcthing better.
1 want action—now—at once! I want action
without a moment's delay!”

“You really want action at once?” 1
asked. )

““Yes, 1 do!”

“Good!’ 1 said. *‘ You shall have it.

Now, 1 want half a dozen fellows by my
gide,’”” ] went on briskly. ‘* Who'll volunteer?
Action is required, and I can see that Hand-
forth won't stund any nonsense.’”’

* Not likely,”” said Handforth. *‘ When I
anﬂ a_thing I mean it."”

e Valerie, Watson, Christine, and several
others came to my side. I winked at them
und then faced Handforth.

“ Now, Handy,” I said, *“1'm an obliging
chap, and I'm going to satisfy your demand.
What you want is action—and you shall have
it. 1 don’t think you'll have to wait more
than five seconds.”

1 thought 1'd wake you up,” sald Hand-
forth, nodding. ‘' What's the idea? Are
you going to raid Starke’s study?”

1 stared.

** Raid Starke's study?’’ I repeated.
dear ass, 1'm going to order these faithful
lieutenants of mine to chuck you out of the
common-room. You didn't specify any
particular kind of action.”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

** You—yon silly fathead!"” roared Hand-
forth backing away. “I'll-I'll—"

* OQut with him!” I said crisply.
required !’

* Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““ Action

‘“Don't you touch—— Yow!'' Dbellowed
" Handforth. * Yaroooh! Lemme go!”
Crash! y

Handforth thudded against the door and
it flew open. The next moment he got all
the action he required—and a lot more. He
was hurled into the passage like a sack of
coke. He slithered along the floor and came
to reat against the wall with a thud.

And when he looked up, dazed and furious,
the common-ronm door was closed. Yells of
laughter floated out to him.

“My only grandmother!’ gasped Hand-
forth, scramhling up.

He charged at the door, which, unfor-

!

|

i

-

|

"Myl

LEE LIBRARY

narrowly missed going headlong into the
edge of it, which would have been serious,
As it was, he blundered into Church and
McClure, who were just emerging.

“ Yoooop!'’' gasped McClure inarticulately.

All three juniors went over in a heap. They
lay in a tangled mass in thé doorway.
Wateon and De Valerie and several other
obliging fellows assisted them in getting
clear of the docr, which was closed.

‘“ Lock it, for goodness sake,”” I said. ‘' We
don't want the ass in here again.”

Wateon turned the key in the lock. We
half expected to bhear a territic hamnering,
but none came. Groans and gasps sounded,
lhowever, and then complete silence. Hand-
forth and Co. had crawled away. The great
Handforth had been squashed.

* Now we can get on with the washing,” I
said cheerfully. ' The fathead asks for it,
you know. MHe does have these fits some-
times, and he never seems to learn by ex-
perience. How far had we got in making
up the eleven?”

“Blessed if 1 know,” said Christine.
'* We'd better begin again.””

Not two minutes after we had recommenced
the !'Tooter jaw’' there came a heavy
hammering upon the locked door. The
handle was shuaken violently.

** Go away, you silly ass!'’ shouted Watson.
.~ **Open this door, confound you!™ roared
a voice,

‘* Starke!”’ gasped Watson.

The harsh voice was unmistakably that of
Walter Starke, the prefect.

*“Oh, we'd better open it, I suppose,” I
growled. ‘' It’s against the rules to lock
ourselves in the common-room.’’

‘* No it’s not,”” said De Valerie; ' but it's
against the rules to lock a prefect out.
Starke can’t do anything if the door’s opened
at once.”

It was opened,
glaring.

‘* Like your infernal cheek!"’ he exclaimed
angrily. ‘‘ What the deuce do you mean
by locking that door?”

** Oh, rats!"” I said. ‘' There was no harm
done, Starke. We're busy just now.”

“Oh, youre busy!” .snapped Starke.
** You’'ll all clear out of here at once!”

*“I don't think so,” 1 said quietly. ‘' This
is a meeting of the jubior football committee,"
and we're picking the eleven for thc Helm-
ford match next half.”
~ "I suppose you were picking the eleven
just now?’' demanded Starke. ‘I heard a
terrific din down bere, and 1 came to see
what it was about. I don’'t allow junior
mee:.'inga of this sort. Clear out—all of
you!”’

I didn't move an inch.

' You don’'t allow meetings—eh?’’ 1 asked.
'* How long is it since you were invested
with powers to put a stop to meetings of the
footer commiitee? You've got 2a certain
amount of authority, Starke, but you're on
the wrong rails now. You doa't mind with-
drawing, do you?”

** Hear, hear!”

‘“He’s got no right to order us out!”

and Starke saftrode in,

tunately, opened at that moment. Huandforth  * Rather not})”
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S8tarke glared round furiously.

‘“You cheeky young brate! he roarcd.
* Get out of this room! I've given un order,
and I'll see that it's obeyed! You're the
ringleader, Nipper, and I order you to take
every junior out of this room within thirty
seconds!”’

I laughed.

*“ You can order all you like,"” I said coolly.
‘““You've got no authority to give such arn
order, Starke. We've done mnothing wrong
and we're not going to budge. If you don't
like it, you can go for Mr. Crowell. We don’t
mind abiding by his decision; but we're not
going to be forced out of our own common-
room by you!”

- Starke nearly went black in the face.

‘““You insubordinate little hounds!” he
shouted. ‘' I'll give you just ten seconds to
shift. If you still refuse, I'l give every boy
in this room five hundred lines! Now what
do you say?’’

‘“ Rats!"” exclaimed Watson promptly.

‘““* No. need to get wild, Tommy,” 1 said.
‘* Starke can’t do anything; he knows that.
e sha'n’t do any lines.”

‘““What!” raved Starke.

““You can’t treat us harshly always,”” I
Baid grim!{, looking straight at him. *‘* This
time, Starke, we can snap our fingers at you.
You seem to have got the idea that you've
suddenly become a master, and that you
can give what orders you please. Well, I'm
not scared at all.”

. ““You—you insolent young dog!'' shouted
Starke thickly. * I'llJI'll—"

Just for a moment I
to fly at me; but I. was ready for him, and
he knew it. He also knew that my defiance
" was justified, and that matters wouid only
become wors¢ if he reported me. .

With a great effort Starke managed
regain some of his self-control. Then he
turned on his heel and strode out of the
common-rooln. He slammed the door
violently, and I grinned at the other fellows.

‘“ What a sweet temper,”” I chuckled.

My only hat!"” breathed Christine. * You
did it rippingly, Nipper! But the cad will
make things warm for you later on, I'll bet;
he won't forget this affair in a hurry!”

I was inclimed to agree with Christine, but
‘tlée matter did not worry me. Starke could
do me no real harm. He was in a shocking
temper, and when he calmed down he wouid
probably let the matter drop.

As it was, he strode savagely to his own
study and found Kenmore in that apartment
.etud{ and found Kenmore in that apartment
his study-mate with great interest as he flung
himself into a chair.

‘“ Anything. the matter, Starke?’" he 1in-
quired curiously.

‘“ By QGeorge,"”
teeth, “I'm going to make the little beast
pay! He’ll wish he was never born!”

“ Who the deunce are you talking about?”
asked Kenmore.

‘ Nipper, the little worm!" snarled Starke,
his eves glittering. * Five minutes ago he
defled me to my face before a crowd of
other juniors. I'll get even—— Ah!" Starke
paused, and he smiled cunningly. *‘ Yes, and

hought he was going |

said Starke between his?

I know how I'll get even, too!” he added,
with vicious relish.

Kenmore shrugged his shoulders.

“You're not a kid, Starke.” he remarked.
‘* How can you get even, as you call it?
Why didn’t you give the hLittle brugar lines,
or a caning?” :

* Because they defied me,” cnapped Starke
savagely. ' Nipper was the rivuvieader—-ay
usual. That young brute alwaws makes me
feel that I'd like to amaszh him to hit:'"”

“There's nho s=nse in feelineg like that.”
gnid Kenmore. ** I showld think you've learnt
by this time that Nipper can't be treated
in the :ume way a3 the other kida, He'a
hot stuff, and I gencraly give him a wide
berth."’

Starie laughed haeshly.

“Well, I'm geing to mahe i pay for
thic affair,”” he declared. “ [ shan't try to
hit him, or give him hinea, ar anything lire
that. But I'll ruin the junior foothall mateh
next half-lioliday '

*“Oh, den't tulk rot —"" began Kenmore.

‘“I mean it!"’ interjected Starke fiere-iy.
‘* Nipper is going to take his eleven to Helm-
ford—he thinks' But Nipper won't do ony
thing of the sort, because I'm going to : il
the whole thing. By gad! That'H get e¢veo
with him!"”

And Walter Starke was in grim earncat.

“ -—-ae -

CHAPTER III.
TEDDY LONG IN HIS ELEMMENT!

“ H, crumba!'" .
O That exclimation was uttered by

no lees a persen than Tedily Lerag,
of the Remove. It was uttered in
a tone of mournful sorrow.

‘“ Hallo! What's the matter with you?'"
asked Tommy watson cheeifully, as he and
I emerged from the Ancikent House, with
Sir Montie just hehind us. Long waa [-an-
Ing againat the doorway, with a face as lnng
as his surmame.

**Oh, don’t bother me ' he asaid irritably.

‘“I cxpect he's stony,” I remarked. ** He
alwaya looks miserable when he hasn’t got
any money to blue in the tuek-shop——-""
l;‘Rab;!” growled Loz, * "Tain't that ab
all.”

He stared arrosms the Triancle unveeoingly.
The morning sunlivht of the late March day
was warm and bri'linat. Everything was ook
ing fresh and bright, bat Teddy Long paid
no heed.

“I expect I know what It i, d-ar (el
lows,”” observed Tregellis-Weat. ** Starhe,
or one of those otHer frightful rotters, has
been bullyin'—-"

‘“Rata!” said Long again. * ‘Tain’t thus,
cither.”

He turned to ui appealingly.

““What have T done?” he asked.
bave I done within the fast day
which could have been reported:”

“I shouldn’'t hke to guees,”” I replied * [
expect your zind have been 2o manv that
od can't remember half of 'em? DBuet vou
anrally manage to slip out of punishmient,

“ What
or two
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And here, it scemed, was an cpportunity for
him to causc quite a lot of excitemnont.

“ Well, I'm afraid the risk will have to he
taken, Stockdale,” ocaid Nelson lee. It
will only be for a short time——"

Nelson Lee paused, his giance having gud-
deuly rested upon the waiting junior. He
_gave Mr. Stockdale a quick look, and rapped
upon his desk. :

Teddy Long started, and turned pale.

“Ye-es, sir!" he gasped. ]

“I noticed at breakfast-time this morn-
ing that you were wearing a dirty collar,
sa.d Nelson Lee scverely. * Don’'t you Lknow,
Long, that—" | _

“]—I couldn't find a clean one, sir,
terrupted the junior.

“Very well; I cannot allow you to af:pear
at the breakfast-table in that condition, and
do not let it occur again,” said lee. “ You
will take fifty lines. That is all. You n:ay
go.”

** Thank you, sir,” gasped Teddy.

He could hardly believe his good fortune.
Fifty lines! He had only Lecn called into
the Housemaster's study becanse of a dirty
collar! And he had been expecting nothing
less tlian a caning.

The junior grinned cheerfully as he went
down the passage. Why, what he had heard
in Nelon Lee's study was worth a couple
of hundred lincs, let alone fifty! He chuckled

.y

in-

with glee as he came upon a crowd of
fellows in the lobby. '
*“1 say, you chaps, heard the latest?’

cshouted Long.

He was bubbling over with his news, and
his face was flushed.

““No; what is it?"” asked Pitt gravely.
*“ Have you washed your neck?”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!'"

“Oh, I say, don't be an ass!"’ protested
Long. ‘“I've just heard it in Mr. Lee's
study—"'

‘*“ At Mr. Lec’s \:ey‘nole, you mean?’’ inter-
rupted De Valerie.

Teddy Long looked indignant.

“] hope I'm a bit above listening at key-
holes!’’ he said loftily.

“You wouldn't dream of such a thing,
would you?” asked Handforth. ‘‘ Listening
at a keyhole would shock you tremendously—
eh? Why, you Httle rotter, I'H punch your
nose if you come here with any of your silly
tales.”

“'Tain’t a tale!'’ roared Long.
Mr. Lee's study—right inside!"’

‘““ Under the table?” queried Pitt.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

‘“No, I waan't under the table,”” shouted
Long. ‘““Mr, Lee told me to go in to ré-
port, and I heard it while I was waiting.
Mr. Lee was talking to old Stocky, and you'll
never believe what I'm going to tell you!"
G“ No, I don’t suppose we shall,”’ remarked

rey.

“]—1 mean it's joly hard to helieve!'!”
shouted Long. * Old Stocky’s got hundreds
of quids in hi: study—rea! sovereigns' He's
got to keep 'em for his brother, or some-
-'(b}r;irllrrz;. And all that money i3 in an erdinary

k. -

De Valerie touched his brow significantlr.

“1 was in

“ Dotty'!" he remarked. ‘ That's the only
explanation—what? We all know that col-
den quids are jolly scarce, and that currency
notes are in general circulation. You'l
better go and tell that yarn to the marin.s,
Il(}llg‘..

The sneak of the
impatience.

“ But it's true!”’ he howled. ‘I know jnliv
well gold's a bit scarce; but that makes it
all the more rummy. Mr. Stockdale was
talking as plainly as I'm talking to you.
I've got ears, I suppose?”

Handlorth eyed Long critically.

‘“ Well, they look a bit like ears, 1l
admit,’”’ he siaid. ** A chap would be excu:ed
if he mistook ‘em for fans—"'

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

‘“ Oh, rats!” snapped Teddy Long. *“If
vou don’'t like to believe me. you needn’t;
I'm not asking you to. Lots of chaps
krow I was booked to go into Mr. Lee's
study before afternoon lezxcns, and 1 can
prove that I was there, if you like. A
hundred and fifty quid—that’'s the exact
ficurc. And old Stocky is nearly off his
chump with worry because he's got to look
after it. He was saying what a terrific haul
it would be for a burgiar, becau:¢ he can
only keep it In a giddy desk.”

Some of tlhe juniors began to realise that
this story of Lonz's was not guite so vague
as his usual yarns. And, after much ques-
tioning and cross-questioning, it was found
that Teddy stuck to the same tale all
through.

This, in itself, was unusual. As a1 general
rule his yams varied with e¢ach telling.
Therefore, when he repeated this one ag:aun
and again, it was safely assumed that there
was a certain amount of truth in it,

And by the time afternoon lessons com-
menced half the junior echool at St. Frank's
knew that Mr. Stockdale was the unwilling
custodian of a big sum of money in gold,
and that he was much exercised in mind
as to its safety.

Before tea every junior in the school knhew
about it: the etory spread to the seniors,
and ali St. Frank's was talking of it during
tea. Even the =ervants knew u«bout it. And
this state of affairs had come to pazs merely
because Mr. Stockdale had been incautious
enough to speak on the subject in the hear-
ing of Teddy Long.

It was soon taken for granted that tha
story was true, for lots of fellows noticed
that ‘‘old Stocky® was geing about in a
very anxious, thoughtful way. He appeared
to be absent-minded, and after tea in the
College House several curious juniors hovered
near the Housemaster’'s study. '

When three of these Monks distinctly
heard the jincgle of monevy from behind Mr.
Stockdale’s closed door there was no longer
any doubt that Teddy Long had told the
truth for once.

It was not a matter of very general in-
terest, however, and it did not create the
sensation which Long had hoped for. IC Mr.
Stockdale was foolizsh enough to keep such
a sum in his own study, well, it would be

Remo./e danced with
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entirely his own fault if anything happened
to it. That was the general opinion.

Over in Study C, in tbe Ancient House, 1
discucsed the subject with Tregellis-West and
Watson after we had finished our tea.

1 can't believe it,”" I said firmly. ‘' It's
a ten-to-one chanc: that Long has got hold
of the thing wrong. We know jolly well
that people can't et hold of gold like that,
and. Mr. Stockdale isn't a millionaire.”

**It’s liis brother's money,” remarked
Watson. ' .

“ Never kncw he had a brother,” I replied.
*“* What do you think, Montie?"” .,
“* Dear fellow, pray do not appcal to me,
said Tregeliis-West languidly. °* Really, I am
not at all interested, an’ I can’t Le bothered
—I can’t really. It wouldn't alarm me il
Mr. Stockdale had a thousand pounds in his

study.”’

** Well, I'm. going to pop along to the
guvnor,” I said. “I dom’t sece why I
shouldn't know the absolute facts.”

* Curious bounder,” grinned Wateon.

** My dear chap, I'm not a bit curious,”
I replied. “I'm just going to ack so that
1 can tell the fellows that the yarn 13 a
faked one. It's not nice for that story to
be circu.ating through the echool; it might
tempt somebody to imitate RafHes. Chaps
like Starke or Fullwocd ares't particularty
honest.”’

* Begad! 1 can't quite agree with you
there, old bov,” said Sir Montie. ** Fullwood
an’ Starke are firightful .rotters, I'll admit,
but 1 don't think they'd sink to the depths
of pinchin’ mcney.”

*“1 said they might be tenmpted,” I ex-
plained. '’ Besides, all the servants know
about it, and some servants are not models
of houe:ty, are they? Loung's varn ought ta
be donicd, but it can’t be denied until tbhe
real t'u'h is known. Anyhow, I'm going to
the guv’'nor.” ‘ ’

And 1 wemt straight away, findinag Nelson
- Lee in his study, rcelining in an easy chair,
smoking and reading.

‘* Well, Nipper?'’ he said smilingly.

‘“ What's this talk about somec monecy of
Mr. Stockdale’s, sir?”’ 1 asked, getting
etraight to the point. ' Everybody's saying
that Stocky has got over a hundred quid—
in gold—locked in his desk.”

Nelson Lee frowmned.

“Yes, 1 was afraid that Long would talk,”
bhe said, with a touch of irritation. * It was
rather unfortunate, peorhaps, that the boy
was in my etudy at the time.”

" The yarn’s true, then?” I asked in :ur-
prise. :

" My dear Nipper, it appears to be pubhlic
property,”” said Nelson Lee. ** Mr. Stock-
dale was eomewhat unguarded, but there
is really no need for alarm. The risk—if any
risk exists—would only bhe for to-night, for
it will be eacily powmible to bank the money
to-morrow. No harm has been dcne by that
talkative boy's tongue.”

1 shook my head.

“ Well, I'm not so sure about it, guv'nor,”
} replied. “It's not as though éverybody
diccredited the story. It's believed every-

!

, tried to get hold of him, u
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wherc—even ameongst the servants. And a'
bait like that is jolly tempting.”

*“ You are undoubtedly correet, Nipper,”’
s2id Nelson Lee, nodding.

‘* Bspecially when ijt's only locked in a
Aimsy desk,”” 1 went on. ‘ Isn't Mr, Stock-
dale going to give the money into your
charge, &ir?”’

‘* No, my boy.”

" And isn't he going to take extra precau-
tions with his study?”

“1 don’t think so.”

‘““ Well, he's jolly careless, that’s all T camn
say,/’ 1 replied. “*1 was going to deny the
story, guv'nor, and spread the denial all
over the s hool. But I cap™ now, of courae.
If it's true, there's no to bc done.”

A minute liter I toK my departure., The
fact is, an id>a had come into my head. and
I went back t» Study C in a very thoughtiul
mocd. 1 r memhered the depiedatins of
the Mystericus X.

This unkrown ecriminal had bheen preying
wpon the di-trict for some weeks, but he
had never heen captured. The polic: had
Nelscn Lee had
ha#® ene or two bouts w the mysterionus
marauder. Bubt he was as s'pnery as an
ecl, and always managed to evad2 capture.

Who he was, where he came from, and
where he lived, remained a mysferfy. lle had
only been seen once cr twice,.and had always
been masked and bearded. His latest cxploit
had been to try his hand at hizhway robbery.
And in this he had been highly suecessful.

The audaciows rascal had actually Leld up
the postman with a revolver, and had forcei
the frightened man to hand over a registered
ketter containing fifty pounds. The inoney
had vanished, and so had the Mysterious X.

On that occasion Nglson Lee had done a bit
of detective work on his own, and when 1
questioned him he told me practically nothing.
1 was almos} sure, in fact, that the guv'nor
knew more about the Mysterious X than any-
body else. If he hadn’t cxactly got on the
trail he had some pretty strong suspicions.

And T couldn’t help.thinking about the
Mysterious X now. wing to Teddy Long,
this story of Mr. Stockdale’s money had got
about. Br this time it was probahly hcing
talked of n the village.

Wasn't it likely that the daring crook
would hear of the practically unguarded
money? And wasn’t it likely that he would
make an attempt to get his fingers on it?

Personally, I thought it was very likcly
indeed, and by the time I reached Study C
I had already come to a momentous decision.

CHAPTER 1V.
STARRE’S L¥TTLE TRICR |
*« ¢y UST one moment, Starke!”
Starke, of the Sixth, paused a3 he

was crossing thc lobby, and he turned

as Mr. Pagett's somewhat =our voice
broke upon his ears. Mr. Pagett was the
master of the Fifth Form, and what the Fifth
Form thonght of Mr. Pagett had better not
be mentioned,
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$ I'm rather in & hurry, eir,’” said Starke
pointedly.

“* It matters not to me what hurry you
are in, young man,” exolaimed Mr. Pagett
tartly. ‘“‘It is my intention to give a lecture
to the Remove Form this evening at eight
o'clock. The subject will be geometry., You
will please instruct all Remove boys to attend
the lecture hall at eight o'clock sharp—that
is to say, all Remove bhoys boarding in the
Ancient House. And you will also advise
Jeason that he is to give similar orders in the
Coll,ege House. That is all, Starke. You may
0.'
€ Starke went, without a word. He didn't
care for the prospect at all, and he knew
very well that Jesson, of the College House,
would growl cxccedingly. As a matter of
fact, Starke was cven then on his way to
Jesson's study. A little party was to be
held there, in which cigarettes and cards
would be included. And this e¢xtra duty im-
posed by Mr. Pagett was not at all welcome.

“* Confound the old idiot!"” snapped Starke
savagely.

He paused as he was about to emerge into
the Triangle. He might as well get it over
at once, he decided. Why on earth couldn’t
Mr. Pagett give his own.instructions? Why
couldn't he stick up a notice on the hoard?

But Starke knew well enough that Mr.

Pagett was different from the other masters.
He was, on the whole, very unpopular, being
habitually sour, and extremely fond of acts
of petty spite. The Fifth-Formers had abhout
a hundred different names for him—and each
one was more insulting than the last.
. To give a lecture on @ most unpopular sub-
ject was just one of Mr. Pagett's little ways.
His lectures were always detested by the
juniors, and they were never given any warn-
dng. Other masters always placed a notice
on the board, and left it to the Icllows to
attend if they wished.

This was not Mr. Pagett's way. The master
of the Fifth took a fancy into his head to
deliver a lecture to any one Form, and he
would compel cvery boy to attend—whether
he wanted to or not. It was scarcely any
wonder that his lectures were hated by every-
body in the school.

But, as Starke was about to commence his
unwelcome task, he gave a little start. An
idea had suddenly occurred to him, and his
eyes glittered as that idea took definite shape.

The rext minute Starke was striding across
the Triangle, and shortly afterwards he was
in earncst conversation with Jesson, of the
College House. The two prefects, far from
disliking the task ahead of them, seemed to
revel in the prospect. They chuckled heartily.

‘“0Old Pagett can’t grumble if we carry out
his orders,’”” grinned Jecsson. ‘ And the
juniors won’t know a thing until it's too late.

By @ad! 1It's a ripping idea, Starke! The
kids will catch it beautifully!"
‘“ Rather!"” eaid Starke viciously. ‘ And

perhaps 1 shall be given a chance of getting
my own back on Nipper for what occurred
yesterday—I told you how he cheeked me to
my face. We're going to get these little
brats under our thumb, Jesson.

Half of ‘eru

II

are there already, but the othcrs are stub-
born.”’

“* Well, let's go and carry out Pogetl's
orders,’”’ aaid Jesson shortly.

They went 4their different wayvs,  Starke
crossed over to the Ancient House, und met
a group of juniors in the lobby. He scowled
at them.

** All you kids will collect in the lectur~ hall
at eight o’'clock,”” he ordered. ‘' Is that
plain? Everybody belongin’ to the Remove
will attend in the lecture hall at eight
o'clock sharp. Understand?’

‘““ Well, you said iv twice, a0 I think we
ought to,”” remuarked Reginald Pitt cheer-
fully. ** But you surely don't expect us to be
there, do your”

‘““There’s no harm in him expeeting it,”
said Girey.

Starke glared.

“I've given you the order, and if you're
not there you'll be punished,”” he snapped.
‘“ Eight o'clock sharp-—don’t say [ haven't
mad. it plain.”

And Starke went oft. He met some more
juniors up the passage, and gave them similar
instructions. Thegse fellows were of the
weaker variety, and promised to bhe there,

The ract was, they were rather afrtid of
ignoring the order.
The prefect went round diligently. He gave

his orders to everybody in the Remove, but
only a few fellows took any notice. [ hap-
pencd to be in the common-room when Starke
put in an appearance there. I had gone to
that apartment to look for Tregellis-West
and Watson—for I had not found them in
Study C after my little chat with the guy 'nor.

My chums were in the common-roomn, how
ever, and I could not possibly discuss the
very private subject I had in my mind before °
all the other juniors. 8o, for the time bheing,
we were jawing about the forthcoming foot-
ball match with Helmford.

And then Starke appeared. The common-
room was fairly erowded, and Starke looked
rourd him grimly as he stood in the doorway.

‘“ Now, then, all you juniors, attend to me,”
he *said sharply.

Several fellowa remained sailent, but Hand.-
forth, who was having an argument with
Church and McClure, raised his voice even
louder than usual, and it waa scarcely pi-
stble to hear anything else.

““ Did you bear\ me, Haundforth?' roared
Starke, .

‘*If you chaps think you're going to dic-
tate to me, you're jolly well mistaken,”
bawled Handlorth, with guis back to Starke.
‘“We get too much dictation in thia Hounse,
if you ask me—and I'm blessed it I'm
going to have you fellows jawing at me
when you like!"’

** Shut up, you ass!"’ hissed McClure.

“1 sha'n't shut up!" bhellowed Handforth.
“I'm not going to be dictated to! SKtarko
and his crowd try that game on with me,
but it won't work! Starke may he a prefect,
but he's a cad —-he's a rotter—— "’

* Shurrup, you blithering idiot!"”
Chuarch hoarsely.

‘““ Starke's a

sald

cad!"” repeated Handforth



Bercely. ‘1 appeal to the whole common-

room,”” ke went om, turning roynd, and
seecing S8tarke for the first time. ‘' Oh, myL
bat!"’ he added, taken aback. °° Wecll, I stick

to it—Starkc's a cad!”

The prefect neurly choked.

* You—you Iimpudent little puppy!’ he
sheuted furiously. * You knew 1 was in the
room all the time—you were decliberately
cheeking me!"”’

‘* Was 17" said Handforth sweetly.

sad!"”’

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"”

‘* And you'll
roarcd Starke.

* Whero to?’ asked Handforth vaguely.

" Yous—youn——''

Starke paused, and took a deep breath; he

robably realised the futility of arguing with

andforth. The leader of Study D feared
nobody, and he never counted the odds, what-
ever they were. PFor two pins he would have
pushed back his cuffs and gome for Starke
bald hecaded—never troubling about the conse-
qucnces.

* I’'ll deal with you later!” snarled Starke.
1 eame here to give every Remove fellow
in this room the order to attend in the
lecture hall at eight o'clack to the minute.
Don't ray ] haven't told you. If{ you're not

“ How

take two hundred lines!”

|

there, 1')1 give you lines!
** Begad!” murmured S8ir

** That's rather queer, Starke, old boy.

cab you give us lines if we ain's there?”
** Ha, ba, hal”

* At eight o’clock sharp, in the lecture
hall,”” repeated Starke, ignoring Sir Montie's
;‘eﬁmrl. ** Laok out for yourselves il you
ajl.”

And the prefect turned on his heel and
passed out of the common-room, slamming
the door violently behind him. Handforth
grinned all over his face as he looked round
the apartment.

" That'y the way to do it,”” he observed.
** Starke hknows better than to argue with
me! 1 get the best of him every time."”

** Arguing with you, Handy, is a long job,”
[ remarked. ' Starke didn’t want to stop
hicre all the evening, 1 suppose? And what
about those two hundred lines?”’

“Rats to ’em!” said Handforth. * And
tf you ind me in the lecture hall at eight
o'cloek iyou can punch my nose!”’

**Wel, if it comes to that, anybody can
punch mine. too,"” remarked De Valerie. ‘' In
glaln nguafe. tbat means that we sha'n’t
c there. If Starke thinks we're going to
attend in the lecture hall just to please him,
be¢’'s jolly well mistaken!”

‘* Yes, rather!”

* Rats %o him!" growled Watson.
his giddy cheek!’

Meanwhile, Starke was striding along the
passage, smiling grimly to himself. His little
trick was working cxactly as he had sur-
mised. He had flvcn everybody in the Re-
move Mr. Pagett's instructions--except for
the fact that he had not mentioned that

Montie mildly.
How

‘“ Like

A

those imatructions came from the Fifth-Form
master.

-

L‘
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As a consequence, everybody believed that
the order was Starke's—that the prefect was
attempting to get the Remove ‘to obey him
blindly. 1t was only natural, therefore, that
a mere handful of fellows turned up in the
lecture hall at eight o’clock.

Neanly e¢verybody ignored the command
altogether. Those who attended were the
weak fellcws who were under the influence of
the bullice. Altogether, there were about
ten College House chaps and twelve Ancient
House juniors. And Starke and Jesson were
there also.

If we had only known the actual state of
affairs—if Starke had given his instructions
fairiy—the Remove would have been there to
a8 man. For we knew better than to ignore

Mr. Pagett. Mr. Pagett was not a man to
23 é‘g)norcd. It was rather a costly businces
0.

Trouble, therefore, was brewing.

At one minute past eight the master of the
Pifth sailed into the lecture hall imposingly.
There was a genial emile on his face—a smile
which he always used for these occasi.ns, and
which was meant to be pleasant.

But Mr. Pagett came to a sudden halt, and
bis smile vanished, as he observed the bare
and deserted condition of the hall. He gazed
with amazement over the s of his glasses

at the bhandful of juniore who occupied the
front seats. Then he turned angrily to the
#wo prefects.

“ What—what is the meaning of this?” he
demanded icily.
‘* What, sir?’’ asked Btarke.

‘“You know what, you foalish boy!’
gshouted Mr. Pagett. °* What bhave you to
say. Starke? And you, sir—what have you
to say, Jesson? Why are not the boys here,
as ] ordered? This ie most outrageous!”

Starke nodded.

** Yes, sir, it is,"" he agreed. ‘' But both
Jeseon and 1 gave your orders to everybody
n the Remove. We made sure of that, sir.

bere’s not a single junior who wasn't told
that he had to be in the lecture hall at
eight o'clock. We gave very precise instruc-
tions, sir.” ‘

‘* Very precise, indeed, sir,"”” agreed Jeeson
meekly.

Mr. Pagett took a deep breath.

** Is it possible—is it conceivable—that Lhe
janiors have had the astounding audacity to
igrore me?'' he asked faintly. -

- **1 think they've ignored us, sir,"" said
Jegson.

‘“*That amounts to the same thing—pre-

cisely the same thing,”’ declared Mr. Pagett.

-1** You arc both prefects, and the juniors know
well enough that it is their duty to accept

orders from you without
rascals shall pay dearly
insubhordination.”

Mr. Pagett removed his glasses and wiped
them vigorouely. ‘

~ Starke, you will bring Morrow, Frinton,
and Wilaon here at once,’’ he ordered.

** Yes, 8ir,”” said Starke.

Within five minutes the other three pre

(}uestlon. The young
or this act of rank
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‘fects were on the scene, and Mr. Pagett told
them what had occurred.

** You will now go round and collect all the
abscentees,” he said curtly. *1I mean to
have cvery boy here, and they shail be
punished severcly.”

Starke hesitated, as though about to speak.

*“Well?”' apapped Mr. Pagett. *' What is
it?”

‘* ] was only about to suggest, sir, that as
the juniors ignored my orders—aud Jesson’s
orders—it would be only right if we inflicted
the punishment, sir,”" said Starke.  ** Of
course, we leave it entirely to you, sir, but we
feel rather angry about it.”

‘“ And quite right, too, Starke,” said Mr.
Pagett, nodding. ** But it all depends. The
punizhment you have in mind may not be
severce enough to my thinking. What is it?”

‘“That every boy who ignored the ordcr
ehould be detained in the Form-room to-
morrow afternoon—a half-holiday, sir,”” said
Starlke.

Mr. I'agett considered for 2 moment,

“Yea, an excellent suggestion, Starke,”’ he
said. ‘"It will do the bhoys gopd to realise
the enorinity of their offence. But I shall
be out to-morrow afternoon, and cannot spare
the time to—"'

“We'll look after the juniors, sir,” said
Starke eagerly.

* Very well—that will do excellently.’’

Mr. Pagett rubbed his hands as the pre-
fects went off to collect the absentees. In-
flicting punishment was one of Mr. Pagett's
most beloved pastimes. He was not cruel or
harsh, but his temper was of a sour variety,
and he bad an idea that boys could only be
dealt with by stringent methods. IHemce his
unpopularity '

The four prefects divided and went round
the junior quarters briskly. But now Starke
took iOOd care to explain that Mr. Pagett
was about to deliver a lecture. This put a
ditferent complexiun on the matter.

“Why, you didn't tell us that at first!”
protested De Valerie. -

‘1 told you to be in the lecture hall at
cight o'clock,”" said Starke. ‘' Every Remove
fellow knew it, and you're going to catch it
hot for ignoring the order. Mr. Pagett’s in a
flaring temper.”

“** Oh, my only hat!"

The juniors were dismayed; Handforth was
nimost prepared to ignore the Fifth-Form
master, but he was prevailed upon not to be
an a%8. As soon as I heard what was taking
place, I whistled. Morrow had brought the
news,

““My sons, there's-a bit of trickery in this,”
I said grimly. ‘ Starke didn't give us any
inkling that Pagett was to deliver a lecture,
did he? And why not? Because hc wanted
us to ignore the order.”

‘““But what the thunder for?"” asked Wat-
&0N.

““ 8o that we should get it in the neck from
old Pagett,”” I replied. ** That's just Starke's
sweet little way. He’'ll be chuckling like the
dickens aver this affaic. We can't ignore
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Pagett—and this’ll mean a gating, or some-
thing just as bad.”

‘“ Begad! What a frightful rotter!’’

I wasn’'t sure whether Sir Montie was
referring to Starke or Mr. Dagett, but his
remark was applicable to bhoth. And five
minutes later we were all in the lecture hall,
¢yeing the Fifth-Form master very unfavour-
ably. Starke and Jesson were looking very
pleased with themselves.

Christine and Co. wcre there, of course—
the whole Kemove, in fact. And Christine
was glaring at Jesson as though lie'd like
to bite him. 1% was evident, therefore, that
Jesson had plaved the same trick over in
the College House. The whole thing had been
arranged between the two bullics.

““This affair is a positive disgrace,” de-
clared Mr. Pagett acidly. °** What have you
to say, you iimpudent rascals, to this barc-
faced disobedience? I have been given rto
understand that everybody in this bhall re
ccived the precise order to attend here ot the
hour of cight. Is there any Loy who was
not duly notified?"”

I stood up.

“We were all told, sir,”” I replied; * but
Starke did not explain that the order was
yours, and that you were going to lecture on
geometry.”’

‘* And Jesson didn’t explain that cither,
sir,”” put in Christine.

‘It would have been better, perhaps, if
the prefects had done so; but it really makes
very little difference,’”” said Mr. Pauett. ** The
order was given, and it was your duty to
obey it. All those who failed to make an
appearance here at the appointed hour wili
be detained in the Form-room to-morrow
afternoon. Starke and Jesson will also attend
and keep order.”

There was a subdued uproar in a moment.

‘* But—but there's the match with Helm-
ford, sir!”’ gasped Christine.

** You should have thought of that carlier,’
aaid Mr. Pagett, with obvious pleasure. ‘' 1a
any case, a junior football match is of small
importance. You must understand that my
orders are not to bc ignored.”

I stood up again.

*“ May I ask a question, sir?’" 1 asked.

** What is it, Nipper?”

‘“ Did Starke suggest to you that we should
be detained to-morrow afternoon, sir?"”’

** Well, yes—the form of punishment wes
suggested by S8tarke,”” replied Mr. Pagett.
‘“ And I may say that it met with my instang
approval.”

I sat down, feeling very furious. Now 1
apderstood the whole thing—now 1 under-
stood the cunning nature of Starke's trick.
Having made us disobey Mr. Pagett by giving
only half the order, Starke had capped the
matter by ruining our match with Helmford
on the morrow. It was one of thce meanest
tricks that he could have devised.

How we survived that lecture I can’'t quite
explain. It was ae dry as dust, and we
were obliged to sit quiet and listen to it. But
when it was all over, and when we crowded
out, our indignation expressed itself in words,

“The cad—the awful rotter!” exclaimed
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Christine hittcily. * Did vou notice the way
Qtarke was grinning? Apd Jesson, too- -they
ptanncd the wbole rotten gamce. Our matceh
with Helmford is absalutely messed up.”

* Of course it is!"’ sported Watson. * Why,
the whole cleven is detained ™

“ Bxcept abvout two,”’ I correcicd. ** There
are twenty other Iellowsa, I kuow, but it’ll be
a fearful jobh to choose an leven -if we can
dn it at all. In any case, they')l only go to
Helmford to be whacked.”

“*Ob, it's too awtal f.r word:,”' groaned
Pitt.

And his opinion was the once which was
generally echoed jn th-.  Remove.  Starke
cnuld not Lave delivered a more hitter blow.
Handforth and several othwers got wp a depu-
tation apd rushed off to Mr. Pagelt—vainly
hoping that he would listen to them now that
the lecture was over.

But Mr. Pagelt was cold; he upheld the
decision of the prefects.

And, nesdless to say. there was muach weep-
ing and wailing and gnashing of teeth. Not
that this did any good. Nothing could be
donc; the situation cowld not bhe improved
in any way.

The bullies, in short, had gaincd a complete
victory.

CHAPTER V.
XOT ACVORDING TO PLAN.

TUDY C was gloomy.
I dan't mean the walls znd the floor
- -I mean the occupants of Ntudy C.
Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson lounged in Yhe chairs, and I sat on
a corner of the table.

‘“ Dear [fellows, it's frightful!”
Montie hcavily.

“ Well, there's nothing that we can do,” 1
said. **Tagett’s a beast, and il's no good
aprealing to him. 'The muatch is properly
messed up.  All the best men are detained,
and if we send an elever at all, it won’t he
fit to take the field—at ull events, not as
a representative St. Frunk's junior team.”

“We can't cill tbe mateh off, you ass!”
grunted Watson.- * ifelmford whacked us
last time, and they'd ounly think that we were
calling off as an c¢xcuse. An elcven of some
sort will have to go—to be whucked again.”

‘1 don’t know who'll skipper the team,” 1
said thoughtiully. ** Flubbard isn’'t detained,
and he’s a decent player. 1t’s just possible
that we’ll chnose him. But I shall write to
the Helmford skipper and explain matters,
We shall have to let Lima know that there's
something vrong, anyhow.”

“* It's the injusticc of the whole thing that
I'm furious about, old boy,” remarked Sir
Montie. **Starke knew this would happen—
he planned it, begad! An’ if Mr. Pagett had
any sense he'd realisc it. But he’s a shockin’
beast—he ig, recally!”

I shrugged my shoulders.

" Well, it's no good growling,” I said. ‘““1In
any case, we'll postpoun: the discussion until
. Christine comes along. I want to talk to

obscrved
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yon fellows about something eclse. There's
no reason why thia footer business shou!d
alter it.”

“ Alter what?'’ asked Watson.

‘“ Well, look here,” [ said. * You know
vhat story Teddy Long was circulating—about
old Stocky's money?”

‘“ Well, what about it?"’

“*I've been thinking ovxer things,” 1 ex-
plained. ** If 8tockdale's got a big sum like
that in his study, it'H be a fine bait for a
thief. Everybody's talking about it, and
Stocky doesn't seem to have taken any pre-
cautions. Isn't it jolly likely that the
Mysterious X will get busy”

“Begad! 1 hada't thought of that, dear
fellow,” said Sir Mantie,

‘“ Well, I had,” I replied. * This money is
in gold—solid cush-—-the finest of all loot.
The Mysterious X is still operating in the
district; at all events, he bhasn't been cap-
tured, and the chances are that he’'s still
about here. Don’t you think it's more than
likely that he'll break into the College House
tonight?” )

Tommy Watson looked rather scared.

It does seem a bit likely,”” he agreed.
““ But hasn't Mr. Lee thought of that?”

‘““He might have done,”” I replied. * But
that's rothing to do with us—and Mr. 8tock-
dale seems to be quite satisfled that the
money will be safe. The guv'nor wouldn’t
butt in uniess he was asked to, Now, I think
it's up to us to put our own spoke in.'’

‘* Begad! How?:” asked Monte,

‘““ Mind you, we may be wasting our t'me,
but there's a distinct chance that we shall
meet with success.’”” 1 said. '* My idea is for
us to slip out of bed after lights-out, and
to watch the window of Stockdale’s study. If -
this Mysterious X c¢hap comes along—well,
we'll collar him red-handed. Think what a
feather it'll be in our cap!”

“ By jingo!" exclaimed Watson. ' If we
could only collar the rotter it would be
simply ripping! Why, old Pagett might even
consent to cancel our punishment if we dis-
tinguished ourselves like that. He's a rotter,
but he's got his gZood points. And then
we should be able to play, anryhow—and
'ghat might just pull the fat out of the

re.”

'“T shouldn’'t rely on that,” I gcrinned.
‘“ There's no harm in hoping, ¢f couvrse. I
wasn't thinking about the football at all.
But it's really up to us to do something—
and it’'s a mild night, and it won't be any
hardship to watch Stocky’s window. If no-
thine happens by one o'clock wc'il buzz back
to bed.”

My chums were in full agreement, and this
plan reailly served a good purpose, for i%
made us temporarily forget the dismal out-
look for the morrow. When we went up $o
bed with the rest of tha Remove we had
formulated our simple littie scheme.

There was much discussion amongst the fel-
lows, and all manner of wild ideas were sug-
gested. Handforth was stroagly in favour of
getting up a petition to the Head. But 1
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had been disturbed, and had
get out unaided.
to ofler was not alwaya gentle.

“As 1 told you before, we may be wast-
ing our time,”" I said softly. * But there’s
no telling. And if the Mysterious X comes
we shall be ablec to collar him beautifwlly.
HeNl walk right into the ambush.”

I hope so, old boy -1 do, really,’” breathed
Montie. * But it's frichtiully doubtful.
However, I am willin® to follow your lead
in everythin’. The loxs of a few hours’]
sleep won't spoil my beauty, begad! These
things are uecessary cvils, Nipper, dear fel-
low. You're such a fearfully cnergetic fellow
that there's ne holdin® yon back. 1 believe
you'd like to be out hantin’ hurglars every
night, begad!”’

I chu®kled, and assared Montie that bar--
glar-hunting was @ first-class sport. And
within five minutes we were ready for depar-
ture. We mude our exit by {he usual route;
downstairs, into our study, and out of the
window.

The Triangic was yuiet and deserted. Nel-
son Lee's study window, | noticed, was dark;
but a light glecamn«d from his bedroom. The

preferred to

snv'nor ad rctire@., The College House was
ark everywhere.

““ That's Stockdaic’s window—his stud
window, I mean,” 1 whispered, pointing.

*“ We'd better gn necross to the gym., make a
dclour, and take ap our position behind one
of the buttresses. We sha'n’t be seen there
—although we can keep our eyes on the
window all the time.”

** Just as you like, oid boy,” said Montie.
* Pray lead the way.”’

1t was very ddark, for there was no moon,
and the sky was clonded. The air, however,
was quite nild, and «nly a gentle breeze was
stirring the ncw leaves of the elms aad |
ehestnuts., :

We succeeded In reaching the cover of th
buttress without incident. QOur own move-
menta were secret, and evea if <cmebody had
been watching 1 don't think we should have
been obaerved.

The clock struck the quarter-hour just as
we reached our vantage-polut. It was, in a
manner of speaking, still comparatively early.
1 was rather surprised that the guv'sor had
gone off to bed; Le didu't generully retire
uatil midnight, at the earliest.

Ten minutes pussed, aud the position was

metl‘ the same.
‘*What's the good ol tbis?”" muttered
Tommy Watson, shiftiug his position.
*“* We've been waiting ages, aud nothing's
happened.”

*“1t isu't hali-past yet, you ass,’ 1
breathed. ** Pativnce, my son—that's what
you need. If you had to keep a vigil all

through the night, when it's raining and icy
oold—as I've done many a time---you'd know
what patience waa. This aitair is a birth-
day compared with——"

* Begad!” whispered Mcntie. ‘ Isn't there
gsomethin' nuovin’, dear boys?”

J bLecamie alert in a second.  Yes, a figure

The kind of aid 1 was nablef

—and that mishap 3poilt everything.
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was stealing softly round tne angle of the
Ancient House!

‘“ Not a word!” 1 hissed. '* Watch—and
hold yourselves ready!”

The figure came on stealthily, and I felt
my heart throbbing. 3Mentie and Tommy
were equally excited—gerhaps more excited,
Apparently my guess bad been correct. The
Mysterious X had beard of the gold in Mr.
Stockdale’s study, and was bent upon ' lift-
ing”* it! And he was here—within twenty
yards of us.

I attempted to pierce the darkness. To
make a bloomer would be a frightful catas-
trophe. Until we positively knew that tbis
man was the Mysterious X it would be a
mistake to act.

There was just a chance that he was a
police-officer, stationed in the Triangle by
Mr. Stockdale. Or he might be Stockdale
himself—or even Neélson Leec. The guv'nor
had possibly put the light in his bedroom us
a blind, and was prowling about on the
watch.

But all these possibilities were remote. The
chances were that the dim figure belonged
to the mysterious night muarauder; the daring
thief whose identity remained a secret. And

we should soon know for certain.

For the man was coming nearer and nearer,
edging towards the window of Mr. Stock-
dale’s study. His very movements were sus
picious. The guv'nor would never have
walked in that furtive fashion.

At last the fellow was within ten feet of
us. My head was just projecting over the
edge of the buttress. Montie and Tommy
remained eroueched down. By this time 1
had grown accustomed to the gloom, and I
could just make out the face aand figure of
the stranger.

And my heart thumped quickly. The man
was masked! I could see the black mask
distinctly against the pallor of his cheeks.
And he wore a coarse, straggly beard. He
was the Mysterious X! There was no longer
any doubt. He paused, and looked round,
turning his back to me. His long cloak
almost reached the ground. '

I touched both my chums.

* Now's our chance!" I " On
him!"’

Even as T was speaking the man turned to
the window. The next second I was out,
and rushing at him. The fellow turned,
gasping with alarm and fright. And as he
attempted to bolt my fingers clutched hia
shoulders.

‘“ No, you don’t!"” I gasped.

breathed.

“1 want you,

"Mr. Mysterious X!"

He fought madly, and I wasn't able to
stand up to him. And, for some reason or
other, my chums hadn't yet arrived. Only
about two seconds had elupsed, of ecourse; but
seconds were of the utmost value in a time
like that.

As a matter of fact, a mishap had occurred
Watson,
in his eagarmesa to rush after me, failed to
clear the buttress, and he sprawled head-
long. And Sir Montie. in bis immediate
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rear, tumbled over Tommy's prostrate form.
There was quite a mix-up.

Meanwhile, 1 fought with all my strength.
The Mysterious X, however, knew that de-
feat was near at hund, and his one idea was
{0 flee. He swung his fist round and drove
it at my face with allehis strength.

I dodged, and the blow struck my shoul-
der. 1 wasn't bhurt much, but the sudden
lunge upset my balance, and 1 staggered.
And just at that moment, a8 my chums were
rushing up. the Myaterious X fled.

He raced across the Triangle madly.

““Oh, my hat!" 1 gasped. ‘' After him!
Why didn't you come, you usses?’

“Tt was my fanlt!"' panted Watson, *1I

tripped — -

“ After him, deor fellows! Begad! He'll
escape!’”’

‘'ne man was already scrambling over the
wall, and by the time we reached it we just
caught a glimpse of onr quarry disappearing
into the dense mass of DBellton Wood,
opposite. T uttered an cexclamation of dis-
puat.

“1t's no good!" I panted. * We shall never

fnd him now!'”

It wag abzolutely
nothing to he done.
in the recesses of the wood, the
X would have no dficnity in evading us.
had lost him!

“1f you'd only hacked me up——"" 1 began.

“Jt wus frightfully unfortunate, Nipper

rotten, but there was
In such darkness. and

Mysterious
We

boy." said Montic. ** You see, Tommy fe.ll
over, an' I tumbled—— Begud! Who's
that "’

A man was crossing the Triangle from the
dircetion of the Colicge House: and now I
raw. with a shock of surprise, that a faint
light gleamed in Mr. Stockdale’s study! What
conld be the meaning of it?

“Have you got him?” came an anxious in-
guiry.

“Mr. Lee!” muttered Watson, aghast.

“Js that you, guv'nor?” I asked, running
forward. I didn't know—-"

‘ Have you got him, Nipper
Nelson Lee.
- " No, sir;
wood—-""

* Confound your interference!”’ snapped the
puv'nor furiously. ** How dare you, Nipper?
You have ruined everything, you young
idiot ¢’

I gusped.

“ dut—bnt I don't understand, sir!" I said
(aintly.

Ot course you don't understand!’ ex-
claimed Lee, standing before us. ** You have
succeeded in ruining all my plans—and per-
hups you are satisfled. I feel inclined to
thrazh you on the spot—and these other im-

pudent boys. tco! You shall pay dearly for
thia affair!”’

**Oh, begad!" said Montie weakly.

‘““ But where were you, sir?” 1 asked, be-
vildered. “ We didn’t see you.”

1t in a great pity you took it upon your-
self to interfere dm this business.” said Nelson

f’O'
.

demanded

he managed to slip in.to the

4
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I was In Mr. Stockdale’s
the

Lee angrily.
study—""

“Oh!" said Watson.
money, sir?’’

The guv'nor laughed grimly.

‘““ Are you all so denee?"”’ he asked. * There
never was any money! It was a trap—a care-
fully devised trap to capturc the Mysterious
X. I set it deliberately, and but for your
handiwork the thief would have been a
prisoner by now.”’

“ A—a trap!” I ejaculated.

oy

a yarn apout that money?

““ A yarn?' snapped Nelson Lee. ‘Ot
course it was a yarn, Nipper. I knew well
enough that Long would spread the story
broadcast—that is why Mr. Stockdale epoke
before the boy. Do you think we should
have discussed such a subject with Long in
the room if we had desired privacy? I sent
for the junior especially, and iy object was
achieved splendidly. The story of the money
was being talked of everywhere, and thc Mys-
terious X sprang at the tempting bait. It
you had only allowed him to enter the study
it would have becn satisfactory.” -

‘* But we didn't know, sir,”” I protested.

‘“ Well, you know now,” said Nelson Lee
tartly. ** You know that you have broken
bounds, that- you have utterly wrecked my
plans, and that you will be punished severely.
J had no suspicion that you would inter-
fere—"'

‘“ Hang it all, guv’'nor, draw it mild!”’ I said
warmly. ‘‘ That's about the third time you've
accused us of interfering. We didn't know
the whole game was a trap, and we acted
for the best. We thought we should be help-
ing you—not hindering you. In any case, it's
all your fault!”

“My fault?” repeated the guv'nor grimly.

‘“Yes, of course it is!”’ I said, getting
rather wild.

“] say, ease up, you know!” muttered
Watson.

Nelson Lee regarded us steadily.

‘““ You may well advise Nipper to * ease up,*
Watson,” hc exclaimed. ‘1 require an cx-
planation at once.”

‘“ That's easy enough, sir,”’ I said promptly.
‘““I say this mess-up was mainly your own
fault—because you didn't take me into your
confildence. I went to your study about
Long’'s yarn, and you calmly pretended that it

‘ Guarding

‘“ Then it was

“was true. It would only have been fair and

square if you had given me the tip, instead
of blufing me. Then I e6houldn't have
arranged this affair at all. How was I to
know? You didn’t give me a hint even.”

““Is there anything else, Nipper?"” asked
Lee grimly, as I paused.

““Yes, guv'nor, there is,’”” I replied. “I'm
your assistant, and I feel a bit hurt because
you left me®out in the cold. As for this
muddle, I'm not a bit sorry. I'm not to
blame in the slightest. You should have
taken me into the secret—and then ecvery-
thing would have been all right.”’

I looked at Nelson Lee defiantly, and
Tommy Watson and Sir Montie eyed me with
pale faces. They were expecting the storm
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to burst. For me to ' jaw’’ at the guv’nor
in that way was rather steep.

To their astonishment Nelson
- into a chuckle. .

** Perhaps you are right, Nipper,”” he said
softly. '*I am to blame for not taking you
into my confidence. You acted for the best,
and it would not be fair to punish you for
that. Well, never mind. We muet start all
over again, on some other occasion. The
Mysterious X is frigntened off now.”

‘** I say, that’s jolly decent of you, sir,”” 1
exclaimed, ““Pm awfully sorry this has
happened. But we should have collared the
rotter if Tommy hadn’t acted the goat.”

‘* Why, you silly ass——'’ bcgan Watsén
indignantly.

** Dear fellow, it wasn't Watson’'s fault,”
put in Montie. '* The frightful ass— I—I
mean, the dear chap tripped over that but.
tress, and by the time we had sorted our-
selves out the Mysterious X had gone!”’ ’

** Well, talking will not improve matters,’’
said Nelson Lee. ' You had better get back
to bed, boys. The incident is regrettable, but
I blame myself—now that Nipper bas pointed
out the truth in his little lecture—"’

*“Oh, 1 say, guv'nor!'’ 1 protested.

**And we must lay another trap for the
mysterious gentleman,’’ went on Lee. ‘1t
will be difficult, but I intend to capture the
fellow, rooner or tater. Good-night, boys, and
don’t worry yourselves.”’

We went off back to bed, very disappointed,
but highly delighted with the attitude which
the guv’nor had adopted. He was a brick,
and 1 was quite confident that he would lay
the Mysterious X by the heels before many
days bhad passed.

Lee broke
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CHAPTER VL
- KICKING OVER THE TRACES.

HE Remove was miserable.

Morning lessons were a terrible
hardship, and everybody seemed to be
in a bad temper. [ had forgotten all

about the adventure of the night, and how
we had spoilt Nelson Lee’s plans for the cap-
ture of the Mysterious X.

Therc were other matters to think about
—more important matters, from our point of
view,

Two-thirds of the Remove was detained for
the afternoon, and the e¢leven which was
booked to go to Helmford was not a very
promising one. Bob Christine and 1 had
spent much thought and time on the selection
of the team.

It was made up as follows: Goal, Arm-
strong; backs, Doyle, Simmons; halves,
Clifton, Canham, Keep: forwards, Griffith,

Conroy minor, Hubbard, Ycung, Owen major.
Several of these juniore were in the reservea,
but others were practically untried. The
result would probably be averwhelming. It
was more than likely that the eleven would
return from Helmford after having received
the biggest hiding a St. Frank’s junior team
bad ever sustained.

The match could be postponed, of course;

 but we didn’t like to do this.
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The Helmford
College fellows were rather uppish, and they

would assume that we were afraid to meet
them. So tbe eleven would have to go.

But something had to be done. Evcrybody
was agrecd upon that point. Scorcs of sug-
gestions were made, and the favourite idea
seemed to be an appeal to the Head. Bubt
this, 1 knew, would be useless.

I was asked to put the matter belore Nel-
son Lee, for the juniors knew that my rela-
tions with the guv'nor were intimate., At

first I was rather inclined to follow this
advice. Nelsop Lee, I was sure, would do his
best.

But Mr. Pagett bad administered the

punishment—not Starke. And if the guv'nor
overrode the Fifth-Forni master’s detention
order there would be ructions. Mr. Pagctrt
was a terrible man to get on with. And it
wouldn’t be fair to place Nelson Lee in such
an uncomfortable positicn.

‘“* No,”” 1 said firmly, **if we’re going to do
anything at all, we’ll do it ouraelves—and
chance the consequences.”

**If you’re thinking of breaking out of
the Form-room, it can't be done,” said
Reginald Pitt. ‘' Starke and Jeeson will be
there, and they're going to lock the door.
We shall be bottled up.”

‘* Leave it to me,”’ 1 remarked calmly.

The juniors were not very optiunistic, and
when dinper-time came the faces at the Re
move table were gloomy. Starke and Co.
were openly jubilant, and they grinned over
at us triumphantly.

. We could do nothing except boil with in-
ward rage. And after dinner we became as
cheerful as possible under the circumstances,
and gave the team a good zend-off. Hubbard
was skipper, and he didn't care very much
for his task. Hubbard knew well enough
that he was going to play a loging game, and
he didn’t like the job at all.

But I had had a quiet talk with him some
little time bhefore, and he was looking almost
serene as he led his team to the station, in
order to take the afternoon train fcor Helm:
ford. It was the only train possible, for therc
was no other until past four.

‘ What’s the good of us trying to hreak
out of the Form-room?”’ asked Handforth
bitterly. ‘‘ Even if we do, we shall have lost
the train—and we can't walk to Helmford.
Some of us have got bikes, but even then
we couldn’t arrive in time."”

And it was generally accepted that once
the train had gone, all hope had gone with
it. The gloom had settled worse than ever
when the Remove trooped somewhat sullenly
into the Form-room for detention.

Two-thirds of us were there, pretty nearly,
including Christine and Co. and a good few
other College House fellows. Mr., Pagett him-
self was presiding. so there was no hope of
any demonstration against the punishment,

Starke and Jesson were with the Fifth-
Form master, and both the prefects were pre-
pared to spend the whole aftermoon in the
Remove Form-room. They hated us so much
that they were quite willing to forgo their
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haif-holiday if only they could make us suffery * Oh, thank you, Starke!” said De Valerie,
humiliation. with heavy sarcasm. . |

“1 regret that It was necossary to detain * It's too good of you, Starke!"” murmured
such a large aumber of boys this afternoon,’’ | Pitt. . :
said Mr. Pagctt sourly. * But you have only| * We're overwhelmed, begad!" observed
yourselvea to blame, and I do not sympa-| 8ir Montie, adjusting his pince-nez.
thisc with you in the alightest. You choee Starke scowled.

1o ignore my orders — ** You'l all stay in here five minutes over
" We didn't know they were your orders, | yonr time now!’ he cxclaimed harshly. ** L'l
air,” burst out Handforth. °* Starke didn’t| teach you to cheek me. you little brats! Get
tell ua that, the rotter!’” on with your work, Tregellis-West! Leave
Mr. Pagett frowned. those glasses alone!” | .
“ landforth, you will take your seat, and ‘““ Anythin’ to oblige, old boy,'’ &aid 8ir
you will write me a hundred lines this even- | Montie serenely.
ing for using snch ianguage im refercnce to a ** Oh, leave ‘'em alone:.’" put in Jcason.
prefect,”’ he said neverely, * Starke obeyed Ntarke went over to the desk and sat down.
my instructions; there was po reason why he | The two prefects talked together in low
showlld go into details. You failed to attend | tones, and Josson produced a pink paper {rom
in the lecture hall - and 8o you are attending | his pocket, and certain subjects were dis-
here'" added Mr. Pagett, with an acid smile. | cussed with much carnestneas. 1 gathered
“1 bhope this will he a lesaon to you, my J’that the subjects were not entirely uncon-
bo{n nected with racing.
In turned to Htarke as the Remove re-|  The door had heen locked, and the lower

mu'med stopily stlent. windows were {astened, so there was no pros.

i | will now leave the boys in your care, | niet of a sudden awkward entry. Quite
Btarke,” he went on. ' You muat see after | yheuptly, however, Jesson turned in his chair
them, and keep them fully employed. J\ndhand stared at the door.

remember -1 shall hold you responsible. That ‘“ What the dickeus was that? ' he asked in

bo all.” a low voice.
And Mr. Pagelt atalked out of the Form- " What? asked Starke. ‘1 didn't hear
room. As he closed the door there were ) anything.”
soveral groans uttered in a minor key. r But in the moment of silence which fol-
Ntarke glared around. bowed hia words there came a very distinet

“None of that!" he exclaimed harshly. |'wound from beyond the locked door. It waa a
* ot your books out and start work. 1'm | groan—an unmistakable groan'!' 1t counded
going to keep you hard at it all the after-| weird and awful,
noon !’ | “My goodness!’” muttered Dec Valerie.

" Rata!'’ said Handforth under his hreath. | * Somebody's dyirg out there!™

When Handforth spoke under his breath his|  Nearly all the fellows had.ceased viork, and
vojoe comld he beard yards away, although he | were looking towards the door with :cared
was in h'isefl jgnorance of the fact at the| expreanians on their faces. Starke ond Jesson
time. On this oucasion he didn’t remain lnihad both risen to their feet, hui they

ignorance for long. because Starke promptly used uncertainly.
gave Handlorth two hundred lines for im. ba Only one of t’-he kide, 1 suppose,” sald

pertinence. Starke. * I expect—-"

Haurdforth looked rebellious, but he held Again the esound came, but this time it
himeelf in. check. In aH probability he had | was atronger, and heartrending. It came
rosolved to ignore the punishiment altogether. | from low down, and there could be no doubt
But the incldont served to show the other | that the enflerer was crouching on the floor
fellowa that it was safer to take things]in the passage.
quietly. '*Hang it all, we'd better look,” said

As caplain of the Remove I set the ex-he.asrm uneaaily.
ample, and was snon bhusily at work, as He crossed the room, and Starke foHowed
though work was the only thowght in my| him. As they were unlocking the door the
mind. | appeared to he resigned, and rettlicd | mysterions sound was repeated, but now it
myself for the afternoon calmly. didn’t seem quite so near. Jesson turned tho

ir Muontie and Tommy were doing exactly
the same, and those fellows who were inclined
to slack sona changed their minds. Both

Atarkc and Jesson were fully detesmined But, as though in answer to his remark, the
keep thelr victims on the go. awful groaning was recommenced round the
After twenty minutes, therefore, everything | angle of tho passage. This time it was really
was quict and orderly in the Form-room. | alarming, and was accompanied by zasps ana
Ntarke was rather surprised, [ bLclieve. He | wails, ,
had expected trouble, and this tame be- “ (ireat Scott!” said Starke nervously. * It
haviour was very pleasing. In fact Starke | must be somebody in a fit!”
bLegan to tell himself that he had subdued Both he and Jesson hurried forward, really
the whole Remove, mysalf incinded. econcerned. And the next instant Nicodemus
“Very good indeed.”” he said pleasantly. | Trotwood rose from his pluce nearest the door
“1f yon keep on liko this | miugbt let you | and smiled ammably. Hce clnsed the doot
out five minutes before your time." softly, and turned the kvy.

key in the lock and flung open the door.
“"Well., I'm dashed!” he cxclaimed.
** There's nobody here.” .
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* Now, my good friends, you must hurry!”
he exclaimed mildly.

** What the dickene——'" began Handforth.

** Look here, open the windows—sharply!”’ 1
exclaimed, leaping up. ‘' It's a trick—every-
body in the eleven must follow me. There’'s
nobod‘y dying out in the passage—I arranged
all this beforehand. Buck up!”

There wes an immediate uproar. As yet
Starke and Jesson had not rcturmed. They
were probably making dnvestigations down
the passage—not that they would meet with
any success! For the voice had been Trot-
wood’s; he had made good usc of his ventri-
loquial powers—at my suggestion. Starke
and Jesson had been enticed out of the
Form-rocm, and the time for action haa
arrived.

Several fellows were in the secret with me,
and these at once made a dash for the win-
dows. We had decided to ignore everything
and to go to Helmford. Once the match was
over—and won—we wouldn‘t mind facing the
punishment.

And, as I had expected, every fcllow in
the Remove eleven backed me up. Within a
minute the whole crowd of us were in the
Triangle. By a very simple trick we had got
the better of the prefects. When they at-
tempted to re-enter the Form-room they
would find the door locked, and it would be
some few minutes hefore they guessed that we
had escaped by means of the windows. The
rest of the fellows, of course, would fin:sh
the detention.

Nicodemus had cagerly consented to do
his part, and I sdmired his powers tre-
mendously; he had performcd those groans
with astonishing realism, while pretending
to get on with his work. Only a few of us
knew that Nicodemus was a ventriloquist, so
a lot of the fellows were puzzied.

I looked at my men keenly as we paused for
a moment in the Triangle.

‘* Well, we’re all here—the eleven of us,”
I exclaimed. ‘‘Follow me—and you'll find
things out!”’

We hadn’'t got half way across the Triangle
before a series of shouts sounded behind
us, and we saw Starke and Jesson rushing

down the Ancient House steps. The truth
hvad been discovered, and we werc being
¢haeed.

** It’s no gnod!"’ gasped Handforth. * We
ean't get away!”’

*“Can’'t we?”’ I said grimly. * Look at
this!"”

We had just arrived at the gates, and
there, just in the lane, stood a large touring
motor-car. The chauffeur was on the alert,
and he grinncd good-naturedly as I rughed up
and tumbled headlong into the front seat.

‘* Pile in—all of you!”’ I roared. * We’ve
got everything here—our footer clobber and
boots and everything else! Buck up!”

In less than twenty seconds the whole
eleven was clinging to the car in some way
or other. And as Starke and Jesson rushed
out of the gateway the driver slipped in the
clhuitch and we glided off, .

The 8St. Frank's Junior Eleven was bound
for Helmford!

THE BREAKING-POINT

21

CHAPTER VII.
THE BREAKING-POINT!

‘e IPPING!"
That was the general verdiet. The
juniors were excited and reckless,

and were quite prepared to face the
consequences later on.
** But how the dickens did you manage &7
asked Grey wonderingly.

We were whizzing along, and were already
well past Bellton and on the road to Ban-
nington.

1 never meant to submit tamely, my
sons,”” 1 replied grimly. **So I arranged
things beforehand—no need to go into details
now. Starke and Jesson were got out of tha
Form-room, and that left the way clear for
us.”’

** But what about this gidey car?’”’ asxed
Yorke, of the College House.

“Oh, this was Montil's idea,”’. 1 replied,
grinning. ** He's paying the expense—insiats
upon it. He 'phoned up for the thing before
dinner, and arranged for it to be waiting
outside the gates all ready for us. Bryant,
of the Fifth, got our boots and clobber—I1
asked him to do it as a personal favour.’

“ Well, it's jolly rich,”” said Pitt genially.
‘““ We shall get to Helmford just before the
start, if wc keep up this speed. But Hubbard
and those chaps will be a bit dizappointed.
won’t they?”’ .

‘“ Hubbard knows all about it,”” I replied
calmly. ' And if we’'re not there on time,
he's going to causc a delay. 1 can tell you,
my sons, we’re not going to let Helmford
whack us this afternoon.”

‘ Rather not!” declared De  Valerig.
‘““ We’'ll play as we’ve never played before!’

‘“ And blow Starke and Pagett, and every-
body else!”’ said Watson.

‘“ Hear, hear!”’ -

** Rats to '‘em!”

‘“ Don't forget that we shall have to face
the music afterwards,” 1 said. ‘' Well, I
don't suppose it’ll be very stifi. Old Pagett
will report us to Mr. Lee, and w2 might get a
caning all round, and detention on the next
half. Well, I'm quite agreeable to that pro-
gramme.”’ ,

“* Rather!"’ agreed everybody.

And so we sped on towards Helmford, feel-
ing elated and joyful. The afternoon was a
beautiful one, and the prospect of playing
the match, after all, was exhilarating. We
had spoilt Starke’s little game!

Most of the fellows considered that this
joy-ride alone was worth any extra punish-
ment; but, with the football match at the
end of it, not one of us gave a thought to
the poesible congequences.

And we arrived in Helmford just in time
for the start. Hubbard had delayed as much
as possible, and had been rather pessimistio
as to our turning up. And he was tremen.
dously glad when we arrived in style.

‘“This is ripping!” he exclaimed, as 1
jumped off the car. ' How the dickens did
you manage it, Nipper?"

** Never mind that now.”’ I replied briskly,
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“ What about these fellows here? Have you

cxplatned matters to the Helmford skipper?™.

““ Yes; and the whole ecleven is chuckling
over it,"” replied Hubbard. ‘ But I'll bet
they won't chucklec now; they thought you
weren't coming, and that they'd simply wibe
us up. You've got to whack Helmford, you

chaps.” _ o
‘* Leave it to us, Hubbard,” said Christine

confidently. _

Only one or two members of the substitute
team were disappointcd; hut these made no
fuss whatever; they readily agreed to make
way for the oleven proper. And when we
took tho ficld the Ilelmford juniors were
rather more scrious. They could see that we
f'ad come with the intcntion of doing &gome-
thing.

H(Elml'ord College was a big place, and
foothall was taken seriously. The junior
cleven was of first-class quality, and every
match we bhad played had always been a
close game. .

And this match was no exception.

Our opponents were firmly determined to
beat us on their own ground. And we, on the
other hand, werc firmly determined to beat
them. Five minutes after the start I Kkncew
that we should be lucky if we succeeded.

They were hot stufl, and we were rather
dismayed when they succeeded in scoring a
goal scven minutes after the commencement.
The roar which went up could have been
heard miles away. But they were not allowed
to keep the lead for long.

My own eleven was of great strength, and
wos made up in the following manner: goal,
Handforth; backs, Clapson, Nation:. halves,

Pitt, Yorke, Watson; forwards, Tregellis-
West, Jack Grey, myself, D8 Valerie, and
Christine. .

And we were all at the top of our form,
and worked together like one machine. If we
couldn't go home victorious on this occasion
we could never hope to win on another. ‘As
4or Hubbard's eleven—well, they would have
been simply annihilated if they had been
compeclled to play.

Our defiance of Mr. Pagett was fully justi-
fied, in my opinion. We had come here to
uphold the honour of St. I'rank’'s. And if
we didn't succeed we should be more humi-
liated than ever.

And so we worked like niggers. Tregellis-
West ecored the first. zoal for us, kicking
the baHl squarely into the net from a neat
pass of Grey's. And that goal gave us heart.

Barely e¢ight minutes later I trapped the
leather and sped down the field grimly.
Tricking two of the opposing halves, I shot
directly over to Christine, for there was no
other opening. It was a long kick, and 1
hardly expected it to succeed.

But Christine got the ball beautifully, and
gave a quick glance round him.

‘“ Shoot!'' roared the Saints.

There was not a second to be lost—and
Christine shot. It was a low kick. the ball
ahooting through the air only a foot or two
from the ground. It went straight for the
goal. and leoked an. easy save for the cus-
todian. *
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But he was too confident.

Instead of saving carefully, as he could
have done, he lifted his foot and Kkicked at
the ball, intending to send it far back into
the field. But it slid off his toe, hit the post,
and the next second reposed in the net.

“ Goal!"”

It was a delighted roar from every St.
Frank's fellow, and Christine himself waa
morc surprised than anybody ¢lse. We had
vot the lead now, and we were all deter-
mined to kecep it. And the scorc remaincd
the same until half-time.

When the whistle blew cvervhody on the
ficld was pretty well done up. It had been
a gruclling game, and a rest was highly wel-
come. Christine came over to me, grinning
all over his face.

‘“ That was a fine pass of yourse, old.maun,”
he remarked breathlessly.

‘*“ And that was a flne kick of yours'™ 1
retorted. ** We've done well, Chricsty—but we
shall have to do better. The home team
will play up like the very dickens to get the
lead back a3 soon as we start again. We
shall need all our best cilorts to go home
victorious.’’

“Oh, we shall do it,”” declared Christine
confidently.

‘““They're jolly keen,”” remarked Hand-
forth. *‘I've been kept on the go ever since
the start, dodging about between the sticks
all the time."”

Handforth was not cxaggerating. The
Helmford forwards had pressed several
attacks, and our goalie had been Lkept ex-
tremely busy. Twice Handforth had saved
with all his usual adroitness. The leader of
Study D was undoubtedly an ass, but he was
certainly a first-class goalkeeper.

And he was obliged to show his mettic again
when the game restarted. For the flrst ten
minutes the Helmford fellows pressed
vigcrously. Again and again Handforth
saved, and then the ball passed into mid-
ﬁc}]d and the game swayed towards the other
end.

For some little time, however, nothing was
accomplished-—nothing definite, that is. And
then, in a sudden rush, Jack Grey exhibited
his true valuc. He scorecd a goal when the
position seemed hopeless.

It was one of the neatest pieces of work 1
had ever seen on the football field. Grey
managed to trick three fellows one after the
other, and then shot for gcal whcen there
seemed no possible hope of success. But it
was a wonderful kick, and just scraped In
beneath the cross-bar by a bhair's breadth,
the goalie vainly attempting to stop it.

‘“ Oh, well played!”’

**Three to one!” I grinned. * Why, we'ro
safe now, my sons. They'll never succeed in
catching up——"’

** Great Scott!'’ gasped Pitt suddenly.

He stared over towards the pavilion, and,
as he did so, T heard several other follows
shomting, tno. 1 turned my attention to the
point of interest—and thewr received a bit ot
a shock, ,

- For- my gaze reeted upon—Mr. Pagett!
With him were Starke, Jesson and Kenmore!



THE BREAKING-POINT

1 had never dreamed that gnything of this
pature would occur. The master of the Pi{th
had actually come to Helmford after us!

‘* What’s his game, I wonder?’”” said
Christine cariously. * He can’'t stop the
match now, the silly old jugging! 1 expect
de’s going to march us off home at the ena
of the game. Well, I'm blesscd if he jan't |
coming on to the fleld!”

Mr. Pagett was, indeced, striding forward.
The Helmford fellows stared at hkim in
astonishmcnt, for he was a stranger to them.

‘“ Hold on, sir!"” called out the skipper.
** You can't comie on here—"''

**Hold your tongue, boy!"" roared Mr.
Pagett.

“1 sha'n't do anything of the eort!”
soapped the Helmford captain. ** You don't

seem to realise that we're in the middle of a
match. 1 eay, Bland, order this inan off the
fleld, will you?”
Bland was the referec, and a Sixth-Fnrmcr.ﬂ
** You'll have to go off, sir,”’ h said grim!y.

’

" We cau’t allow——'

* You will allow what I choosc—not whnt
you choose!’ -bellowed Mr. Pagett furiously.
“ These boys—these impudent young rebels—-
broke out of detention, and I intend to take
them back to St. Frank's at once!”

** Hang it all, you can wait until the match
is over, can't you?'’ asked the skipper. e

**No, 1 cannot!” snapped Mr. Pagett.
‘ Chtistine—Watson—every one of you! All
fall into line, and follow me off the fleld! M
you dare to disobey my ordere, I will see that
you are all publicly flogged!’’

We stared at one another In dismay. In-
wardly we were furious, and 1 could hardly
beliove that Mr. Pagett was in earnest.

** We're quite ready to take our punishment
afterwards, sir,’”” I said quictly. °** But you'll
let us finish the game, I suppose?”’

“ Then you suppose wrong!'’ retorted the
Fifth Form-master sourly. ‘' I intend this to
be a lesson to yon—and you will follow me
oft the field immediately, Come! I will not
wait a second longer!”

There was nothing ¢lse for it—we were com-
elled to troop off the fleld. The Helmford
ellows were as furious as we were, but they
could do nothing. And we had to leave the
match unfinished! Undoubtedly we had won

g — i ——
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—but now it wouldn't count. After all our
efforts, this was fhe result!

“I'll bet it was Starke's idca,’”’ exclaimed
Handforth flercely.

Mr. Pagett turned round, baving heard tho
words.

““If it will give you any pleasure, Hand.
forth, 1 may us well teld you that it was
Starke who put the idea into my head,” he
exclaimed harshly. '’ Starke pointed out to
me that it would be an excellent lesson if 1

| came here and pat a stop to the mateh.

Starke has a full knowledge of his responsi-
bility. and he has proved himself to ho well
fitted for his position as a prefect.™

*“Oh, the cad!"’ muttered Pitt. I don’t
blame Pagett so much -he’'s an ill-tempered
old beast, and as weak as a rat. He simply
carried out Starke’s idea because it appealed
to him.”’

We were all on the point of raving. Starke
was the cause of this—just the same a3
Starke was the camse of nearly all eour
troubles. The bullies had gaimed their victory,
after all.

But it was a greater victory than they had

cven hoped for.

After arrlv'mf home, mullen and bitter, the
culprits—mysel included- -were severely
caned. And we were all gated for the reat cf
the week, and were ordered to suffer deten-
tion on the next half-holiday.

Weo were nearly speechicea with helpleass
fury. And it was thce bulliva who had
‘* worked '’ this humiliation. Starke was the

chief culprit, and 1 had never seen him

} looking 20 contented hefore,

But the breaking-point bad arrived.

Until now the Bullies' League had heen suce-
cessful all along the line. Their power had
increased day by day, week hy wecek. Hut
Starke and Co. bad reached the zemith ot
their glory. It was now the turn of the
juniors to take matters in hand.

For it was my intention--as I solemnly
nesured my chums—to deal with 8tarke anid
Co. drastically. And I meant to do so- at
once! All my epergies were to be used in
fighting the hullies, and some exciting timdy
were in store.

The Remove had reached the limit of It
endurance, and there was very grave troubls
brewing—for the Builies’ League!

ENDQ
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" THE HOUSE IN THE JUNGLE:

OR, JOHN HAMMOND'S DELUSION.

A Tale of the Adventures of an English Lad and a Young American in the
Wild Heart of! Alrica in Quest of a Mysterious Valley

By ALFRED ARMITAGE.
Awthor of < Red Rosec and White,”' ¢ Cavalier and Roundhead,” elc., ctc.
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READ THIS FIRST.

ALAN CARNE is a young Britisher caplured by the Germans during the fighting in German
Last Africa. He 1is kept a prisoner in a (dtle camp far in the north-west whei the news
of CGermany's defeal comes to his caplors. Full of rage, they pretend to give him his
freedom, and cast him out alone, without foed, in the African jungle, knowing that he must
either starve or be kuled by some unld beast. Brarely the lad sels out. Before he has
gone far he s surprised (o haar foolsteps coming alonq the trail behind him. ~It1s

JAN SWART, a Hottendot servand of the (Jermans. e has brought food, and Alan ¢s glad of
lis company. TRe next morning they find the northward trail of a ari, with which
they evenlually come up, and Alan es the acguasntance of Dick y. They swap

arns, when they Me wxuddenly intervwpled by a toice coming from a swamp. On
investrgating, they find a man on the poind of dying. He 1s able, Aowerer, to tell his story.
His vame s John Hommond, the man whom, by a stranye eoincidence, Dick is seeking.
He tells them of a mysterious valley, and they set out to seck it.

{(Now read on.)

ON THE MARCH.

T the cloac of the afternoon the
morass of rotting vegetation merged
on to ngher ground, and that uight,
und on succveding nighta, eatra seq-

teien were posted, and were instructed to be
constantly on the alert. On no oocasion was
Ghere uny wdarm, however. The only visitors
were leoparda and hyeims, and they were
tnghtened off by the fires.

Inch’s compass served for guidance, and
or did the trail—a Dbeaten track, dimly
visible, which kept steadily to the north, and
was proesumably the same that the Somalis
had indicated to John Hammond. It was
most improbable that it was they who had
subscquentdy and treacherously dogged his
steps; they would have robbed him before he
had gone fnr from the river, instead of [ol-
lowing lum (or so long a distance.

For theee more days—four in all—the safari
proesrcd on, hy tangled jungle and rugged
vallcys, scrub and tall grass, secing no signa
of human beings.

At the end of the fourth day the camp was
pilchicd in an open glade In a dense forest,
at the vergo of which lowed a crystal stream,
The tcnt was erected.  Fires were built, and
the cvening men! was prepared.  And when
the lads had tinished thelr supper they lit
Rhorwr prpes and  discussed the situation,
ssated on campstools under the canvas.

They were i chicerful spiritsa.  They had
travelled fur the better part of 8 week with-
ol heng molested, and they no longer felt
any apprehian.aiuiis

“ It took poor old John cight days to get
from the Bana River to where he was bitten
by the snake,”” said Dick. ' We've been four
days on the march in the opposite direction,
so at a rough calculation we ought to reach
the river in four more days.” g

"*Yes, 1 should think s0,”" Alan assented.
‘“ And from there we’ll have a stiff journey
before us.”

** Some hundreds of miles, I guess. John
was nn the stream for a week in the cance,
and drifting with the current at that.”

“ Well, we'll have to cross over, and follow
the north bank to the west.”

* Unleas the water is too deep, Carne. It
it should he we’'ll hold to the south bank,
watching the other side until we come to the
cleft that leads to the—"'

Dick stopped abruptly, started by a shout
from one of the natives. Both lads jumped
up, and Alan, runhing first from the tent.
was dealt a blow on the jaw that stretched
him flat oo his back. He scrambled quickly
to his feet, dared and dizzy, and as he
lonked around him in bewilderment he saw
the figure of a man dart acroas the camp and
vanish in the black shadow of the trees.

THE BAJANGA MESSENQER.

HE dusky figure was still visible at the
edge of the cover when Dick Selby,
who had delayed only long enough to
snatch his rifle, hurried out of the
Throwing the weapon to his shoulder,

(Continued cn p. iii of Cover.)

tent.



THE HOUSE IN THE JUNGLE

he aimed and fired. He was a trifle too late.
As the sharp report rang out the man dis-
appeared, and the next instant, from the
edge of the trees, there wae a jet of flame
and the <rack of a revolver, the bullet
narrowly missing Dick.

The two lads ran fearlessly to the spot,
and when they had liatened for a few
seconds, and heard the rapid tread of the
fugitive fade to silence, they returmed to the

middle of the camp, and were surrounded by |

the excited and clamorous natives.

“Jt was 1 who firet saw him!’ exclaimed P

Rembo. *“* He was crawling in the grass,
where he had been lyidg like a snake close
to the tent. And when 1 shouted he jumped
up. Bhagwan.” _

**I saw him, too!” declared Jan Swart to
"Alan. ‘" His face was turned from me, baas,
.but he must have been a white man, for he
wore such clothes as you and the other
baas wear.”

Dick knit his brows.

*I wonder if he was that?’ he said
anxiously. ‘** Did you see him distinctly, ]
Carne?”

*““No, I had ouly a glimpse of him run-
ning,”” Alan replied. * But I believe myseilt
that he was no native. He struck me from:
behind .and knoeked me down,”’ he added,)
rubbing his bruised chin. “ And he was 8-
dozen yards away by the time I had got to
my .feet.” _ Cs

Rembo, appealed to for his opinion, con-.
firmed what the Hottentot had stated. He

had not obhserved the intruder's features, but §

he was certain that he was clothed in a
jacket and trousers. It was an ominous
affair.

" The man, whoever he was, must have stolén
into the camp as a spy. He had heen lying
flat in the grass jusb outside the teunt, so
he must have overheard the conyersation
between Dick and Alan. What had been his
object? The lads looked at each other in
grave apprehension, thinking of the solemn
warning John Hammond had given them with
his last breath.

‘1 guess old John was right,”” said Dick.
‘* There couldn't be any white man in this
part of the country except the one he saw
when he was ifl at the dwelling in the hidden
valley. That chap followed John up, and had
“him done to death so he couldn’'t get dewn
country and tell people what he had dis-
covered. _

*“1f it was the same man who was lurking
hy the tent he has learned that we are trek-
king north to find the valley. He bholted in
that direction. He isn't alone, of course. He
has natives with him, and I dare say he has
been encamped in this neighbourhood for
some days. It must have been hereabouts
that poor John was robbed.?’

** I should think it was the same man,'”
Alan assented. ‘* He must have seen the light
of our fires to-night. ,Or else one of the party
hung on to John Hammond’'s trail until he
dropped, and heard him tcll his story to us,
and went back to the others with the news.

ul

“1 don't suppose you hate any idea who
the fellow can be, Carne. I am asking you
because you admitted that you had some
knowledge of the KkEnglish people who are
living in the valley.” .

‘“ No, Dick, 1 didn’t admit it.
sort of a theory. That's all.”

“* Well, it strikes me we are 3p against
trouble. But we ought to be sure that aur
suspictons are right.”

** Yes, so we can be prepared for attack.
You und I had better push forward, and——"
. ** Baas, let me go,”” interrupted Jan Swart,
who had been listening. * I will follow the
trail of the white man.”

‘“ How can you?” said Alan. ' You won't
he able to eee it in the dark. And you caa’t
take a lantern, for it would hetray you.”

‘““ The camp of the bad man will be close to
the path, baas, so I will keep to that. Also
. there will be a fire, and 1 shall smel] the
smoke of it.” ’

" You might be killed by a wild bcast,
Jan."” _

““You will give me a gun, baas. 1 can

shoot. I will not be afraid if you will let me
go'!i ' .
The little Hottentot was no coward. It
was only the supernatural that he was in
 fear of. For the sake of the English lad he
was willing to risk the perils of darkness, and
after a brief consultation heg was allowed tc
depart, as it was necessary that information
should be had. '

He set off to the north, armed with a rific;
and after he had gone fresh wood was heaped
on the fires and sentries wero posted. All
the members of the safari remained awake
and vigilant, apprehensive of danger.

The night wore on, hour by hour; ind at
the first flush of daylight, when the wild
animals were slinking to their lairs and hope
of Jan's return had bhcenp abandoned, he
slipped quietly into the camp. His com-
panions gathered asound him, and in a few
"words he told his story.

For a long way he had held to the trail,
and finally, having been guided to one side
of it by the smell of smoke, he had stumbled
on a eamp that was in a sheltered place.

‘* And there, baas, 1 saw a white man with
a black moustache,”” he continued. ** He was’
sitting by a fire with a pipe in his mouth,
and truly he was evil to took at.”

The two lads exchanged glances. There
could be no doubt now that this was the
man of whom John Hammond had spoken,
‘and that he was to be regarded as a dan-
gerous enemy.

‘* There were many natives with the wlrite
mén, such as I have never seen hefore,”’ the
Hottentot resumed. ‘' Some of them were
 lying asleep by their shields and epears, baas,
and some of them were awake. They were
big men, with ugly faces, and woolly hair
that stood out from their heads, and teeth
that were filed to sharp points. For a time
I watched from the bushes, and then I crept
away and came back as quickly as I could.
It was a long distance.”

J have a

And they have beed waiting for us to come
‘atong.”’

(Cantinued overfeaf. J
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“ How many of bhese savages wore there?” y blue beads and a waist-cloth of cotton, and
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