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CHAPTER 1.

IN DURANCE VILE.

ATTY LITTLE groaned.
F He did not groan because he
'~ was in pain, or even because he
was hungry. It was quite natural
for him to be hungry, even after he had
consumed a good meal. There was never
any satisfying Fatty Little’s appetite,

He was groaning now, because, which-
ever way he looked at 1t, he could not
see any method of obtaining food at once
—indeed, it was quite possible that he
would have to wait for an hour or so
befci’re he saw the welcome sight of some

rub, -
® The fat boy of the Remove at St.
¥Frank's was in disgrace—dire, terrible
disgrace.

He was, in short, imprisoned in the
Ancient House punishment room.. True,
he had not been there for long—just over
an hour—but he was already beginning
to feel the effects. At just about this
hour he generally raided the study cup-
board—or the cupboard of anybody e'se’s
study. Fatty wasn’t very particular
about that point, so long as he got some-
thing to eat. But i1t was 1mpossible for
him to raild any study now; he was
locked in the punishment room, and
there was no escape.

The fat jumor rose from his chair, and
paced up and down the punishment room
with a worried brow. He looked round
him with a fierce, desperate light in his
eyes. '

The room was rather small, and it was

furnished in a meagre fashion. It con-
tained a bedstead, a table and a chair,
and a cupboard. The window was a
small one. and it was far from the
ground. Not only this, but outside there
were some stout iron bars. In the past
it had been krown that some juniors had
escaped from the punishment room. That
was 1mpossible now, for the window was
barred like a prison cell.

And the door, Fatty Little decided.,

was beyond his powers of forcing. Any
ordinary door was quite a simple matter
for a junior of Fatty Little’s bulk; but
this door was particularly strong—a
heavy affair of solid oak, with an ex-
tremely powerful lock. There wus no
escape for the imprisoned junior.
I shall starve—that’ll be the end of
1! Fatty  told  himself desperately.
““Thev never give a chap ha!f enouch
grub here. I should have been dead long
ago 1f I hadn’t spent all my money on
tuck! "And it's all Handforth's fault—
the silly, fathecadod ass!”

Fatty sat down on the bed, and glared
at the opposite wall. ‘

“ Great cocoanuts!” ho exclaimed.
“* To think that I should come to this!
The Head ought to be boiled in oil for
giving me a punishinent of this kind!
A week of solitary confinement—it’s—it’s
inhuman! They couldn’t have done any-
thinz worse in the Middle Ages!”

There was, perhaps, some little excuse
for Fatty Little’s indignation., The main
cause of his present predicament was tho
arrogance of Edward Oswa'd Handforth,
of Study D.
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Handforth bad been boasting about his without bringing grub into it in some

recent activitics connected with the case
of Dick Goodwin, of the Remove. Hand-
forth had certainly done well in that
affair, but he assumed, quite wrongly,
that he had beaten Neloon Lee at his own

ame. Ae a result thore had been no

Iding Handforth. Always inclined to
be arrogant, he had now become posi-
tively insuffcrable.

"Dick Goodwin’s affairs were now
scttled ; hie perils werc over, and he was
happy and content. His invention was
mﬁe, owing to the wonderful work which
Nelson Lee had accomplished,

For Handforth, who had distinguished

himsclf greatly, had rather spoilt it by
boasting in the most outrugeous manher.
It was not Handforth’s 1tention to
boast: he seriously thought he waa
speaking the truth; he Lelioved that he
had done something which finally
stamped him as an amateur detective of
the most astute type. _
" And, happening to meet Fatty Little
at the top of the staira, an argument had
resulted. As a net result, Fatty had
become impaticnt, and had walked for-
ward. Handforth went ﬂi;mg, {oppled
down the stairs, and crashed into the
Headmaster at the bottom!

Dr. Stafford, fortunately, had not been
greatly hurt; but his dignity had been
shatlcred to atoms. This was particu-
larly the case because quite a number of
yuntore had witnessed the incident, and

ad been indiscfeet cnough to cackle.
White with fury, the Head had scized
upon Handforth as the culpnit.

Bat Fatty Little could not eee thia.
He owned up that he had caused Hand-
forth to topple down the stairs. And
Fatty was taken to the Head's studﬁ,
flogeed, and then sent to -the punish-
ment room for a whole week. 1t vas
rather a severe sentcuce, but the Head
had never been quite so angry before,
and he passed the sentenco before he
cooled down. And it was not Dr. Staf-
ford’s habit to withdraw,

Thus it came about that Fatly Little
was languishing 1m durance vile—in the
Ancient House punishment room. The
time was now ubout eight o’clock in the
evoning, apnd Fatty was setarving—at
least, he told himself that he wae
starving. As a matter of fact, he had
caten cnough focd at tea-time to last hun
well into the following day. Food was a
kind of religion with Fatty; it was hurdl{
possible for him to mako any remark

form or other.

He was serioualy alarmed about his
pos:tion.

He knew what it meant to be in the
punishment room. No other juniors were
nllowed to come near him ; nobody in the
school, in fact, was permilted to
approach the punishment room. If they
were caught doing s0, they would be
flogged. It would, therefore, be quite
impossible for Fatly to commission any
unior to uuﬁply him with food,. for, to

gin with, he couldn’t get into contact
with any junior; and, secondly, no food
could be brought to him, since the door
was locked.

He would not be ellowed out of that
room until a week had passed. It seemed
to Fatty Little that his world had come
to an end-that there was no prcspecs
ahead,

A week!

It scemed, to Fattv, like seven years.
How he would bo able to live threugh
that period he did not know. He did not
carc to think about the subject at all.
But he did think about it; ho couldn't
take his mind off it; it haunted him.

And then he started, and gazed eagerly
at the door.

A footstep had become apparent in the
corridor., It was one of the upper cor-
ridors, and was quite out of bounds for
any of the boys. Fatty rose to his feet,
his eyes gleaming. Perhaps the Head
was coming to release bhim; or, belter
still, perhaps some food was being
brought!

A key sounded in the lock, and theo
next moment the door opened, and the
comfortable figzure of Mrs, Poulter ap-
peared. Mra, Poulter was the matron of
the Ancient House, and she was carryinyg
in frout of her a metal tray. Her face
was rather black, She was a good-

‘tempered old sort as a rule, but she did

not much care for the task of supplying
[Fatty Little with his meals.

““ This i3 rave trouble you've got your-
eclf nto, Master Little!” she said
severely, as she came in, closing the doorz
after her. “ 1 never thought you wcre
ono of them sort!”

Fatty was staring at the tray which
Mrs. Poulter had set upon the tabie.

“What—what's this?”’ domunded the
fat junior.

** Why, Master Little,
supper!” yeplied the matron,

‘*My—my what?"

-

it's youp
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‘“ Your supper—

*“ But—but what’s the good of that
little bit?"' demanded Ialty, in alarm.
‘* Why, there ain’t enough thore to feed
a mouse with! There’s only a mouthful
altogether!”’

Mrs, Poulter set her lips rather grimly.
She looked at the contents of the tray—
a large mug of hot cocoa, a heaping pile
of thick bread-and-butter, and quito a
nice piece of cheese. Mrs. Poulter knew
who her host was—she knew I‘atty
Little's appetite, and she had purposely
brought a double portion of food. For,
in her heart, the matron felt rathor sorry
for IFatty, and she was doing her best
for him. TFor IFatty to make these
remarks concorning the [ood was rather
discouraging.

“ Well, Master Little, I've brought
you an ecxtra lot!"" said Mrs, Poulter.
“ I'm sure it wouldn't be healthy for you
to cat more than that-—"

“ What rot!’ interrupled Fatty.
* Great jumping bloaters! Is—is this a’l
I'm going to get?”

H Ft cerlainly 13, Masler Little!"”

“Then I call it a shame!'' declared
Fatty warmly. ‘' I—I shall be starved
beforo the cnd of the weck! What's the
good of a little snack like this to me,
with nothing more wuniil to-morrow
moruing? Why, I shall be dead before
Lreakfast-time!"’

Mrs. Poulter smiied.

** You'll be all right, Master Little,”
she said. * It wouldn't do you no good
to have more than this. I thought I'd
brought too much as it was, You'll feel
q}‘:iw comfortable when you'’ve eaten
that!"’

IFatly snorted, and started on one of
the slices of bread-and-butter.

‘““*1'm blessed if I thought they'd try
to starve me!"” he exclaimed indignantly.
**I want three times as much as this,
Mra., Poulter- please remember that to-
mmorrow nizht. And Dbring me a tre-
mendous lot for breakfust, or I shall
never be able to keep my strength up.”

** 1 shall certainly not bring vou more
than this, DMaster Jattle!' eaid the
matron tartly. “ If you had any more
it wouldn’t be good for vou.”

“JIt's a bit rotten that a decent school
like 8t. IFrank’s ehould only provide grub
of this kind!"" said Fatty bitterly. © I've
often complained about the meagre fare
which thia s~hool providea, It's a dis-
grace ! It's a cerying scandul—that’s what
1t 13, Mra. DPoulter! Why, if tho chaps

didn't have a zood bit of pocket motey
to buy tuck with, we should al! starve!"”’

Mrs. Poulter smiled again. 8he kficw
that Fatty was an exceptional junier.

“* Well, Muster Little, it won't do any
good for me lo remain lere,”’ she suid.
“ When you’ve eaten that supper you'll
feel all right, and the best thing you can
do 13 to get straicht to bed, and go to
sleep.”’

‘“T shall die before the week it out!”
said Little, with his mouth full. * Even
if I don'l die, 1. shall be as thin as a rail !
Nobody could keop his stamina up oun
erub of this kind. This won’t last me
more than five minutes; I gencrally have
a terrific supper.’’

‘“‘T am very sorrv—

‘““ That's no good!"’ interrupted Faity.
‘“ You being sorry won't take iny hunger
away, will it? Great pancakes!”

Fatty looked at Mra. Poulter with an
eager light in his cyes.

‘“I say, perhaps we might be able to
wangle something!”" he exclaimed.
‘“ Look here, Mrs, Poulter, I've got a
cood bit of pocket money—I'm rather
flush at present. If the school won't pro-
vide any more grub than this, 1 could
easily buy some from a tuck shop If 1
give you the money, could you buy e
some extra grub, and bring it with the
ordinary food®"’

Mrs. Poulter shook her head.

“I'm sorry, Master Little, but [
shouldn’t be allowed to do that.” she
said. ‘‘ If the headmaster got to know
about it I should be in hot water. And
vou really don't need it, Master Little!
It wouldn't do vou any good at all—-"’

“ Oh, rats!” interrupted Fatty. ‘' It's
no good going on like that. NMNlra.
Poulter. I know what’'s good for me

better than vou do! 4nd 1 know jolly
well that I sha'n’t be able to keep my
strenzth up if I don’t have a lot more
rub than this. I've got plenty of L.
"ou could easily smuggle 1n some pork
pites, and tarts, and cakes, and all that
sort of thing. Be a good sport, you
know; don’t lecave me to pine away In.
this rotten place!”

But Mrs. IPoulter was firm. She shook
her head arain.

“ I couldn't do it, Master Little!" sho

aatd. It wouldn’'t be night; Ubesides,
you don't nced the food. The school prao-
vides very good fare, and I'm sure 1'vo

wot nothing to grumble at—and 1 don’t
have any different from you bovs. I'm
suro I'm (reated better here than I was
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when— - Why, good gracious! What

Before the matron could proceed
further, the door of the punishment room
suddenly opened, and o crowd of juniors
burat m-—Hanéforlh, Reginald IMitt,
Church, MoClure, Tommy Watson, Sir
Montie Tregcllis-West, and myself.
There were some other juniors, too, and
wo piled into the room, and over-
whelmed it so to epeak.

‘““ Oh, dear!"” exclaimed Mrs. Poulter.
‘“* You know, you shouldn't have come
here, young gentlemen! It isn’t allowed
for you to be in this corridor at all. 1
shall get into trouble if Mr. L.ce or the

?qu?‘mstcr find out anylhing about
ia, i
“Don’t you worry, Mrs. Poulter!”

iterrupted Hondforth. ** We've only
come (o aee that Fatty is nice and comfy
for the night. My onlyy hat! I8 he going
to eat ull that grub before he goes to
sleep ?”

Fatty Little

“ You—you fatheaded ass!”’ snorted
Fatty. '‘This s only a snack—it’s no
good to me at all! And it’s vour fault,
anyhow. You brought me to this—-"'

“Ob, rot!' interruapted Handforth.
“* Thal's a nice thing to say! You pushed
ne down the stairs, and nearly broke my
neck, and then you blame me !’

*“Great  doughnuts!”  srid
“ Didn't you make a fugs—"

““ Peace, my children—peace!”” 1 inter-
rupted. ** We've only come here for a
minute, Fatly, just to see that you're all
right, Don't you worry, Mrs. Poulter;
we sha'n’t cause any noise or trouble,
Bring out the epoils, you chaps.”

** Unburden  yourselves,” grinned
Pitt.

The juniors proceeded to produce a
large number of sma!l parcels, the majo-
rity of them containing indigestible
arlicles of food, such as jam puffs, crcam
tarts, doughnuls, eat ttics, and so
forth. Fatty lattle eyed the proceedings
with a light of intense joy m ?l'is eyes.

‘** By chutney!” he exclamned. ** This
ir ripping! I never thought you chaps
would have so,much consideration for
me!"’

Do Valerie looked solemn.

‘* My dear Fatty, we couldn’t rest,”’ he
said, sﬁaking his head. ** We couldn’t do
anything because we were thinking about
you. We pictuired you up here, in the
punishment room, starving, and pining
completely away. 8o we¢ armed ourselves

ﬁln.rcd.

Fatty.
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with tuck, and waited until Mrs. Poulter

appeared with your supper. We knew
we could get in then, and so we buzzed
along. ¢ might get into trouble

because of thise; but I don’t suppose so.
Mrs. Poulter 18 a good sort, and 1'm sure
she won't report us.”

‘“1 ought to report you, young gentle-
men,’”’ satd the matron scverely. ‘' But,
if you go at once, I might be able to
forget that this has happened. Be off

wiith you, you young rascals!’’ .

‘“ Right you are, Mr:. Poulter!” I
vinned. ‘ Right about turn, you
ellows; quick march!" :

“ Thanks awfully!”’ said Fatty Littile,
beaming.

He was siiting on the bed, and he was
surrounded by small parcels of tuck. He
wus saved—he began to realise that he
would be able to survive until the morn.
ing.

‘The punishment rcom had been simply
crowded with fellows—they had becn
packed in like sardines. But now they
trooped out, grinning and chuckling., As
a matter of fact, nmrl*everybody in the
Remove was sorry for Fatty; it had been
unanimously decided that his punishinent
was unmerited, and that the Head had
been unduly harsh.

Therefore, the juniors had put their
heads Logether and had decidﬂrto do all
they ¢ould to make Falty's punishment
easier to bear. And, of course, the one
way of pleasing him was to bring him
something to eat.

It was nearly supper-time for the
Ilemove, and the fellows were s2on down
in the dining-hall, partaking of the meal.
Fatty l.iltle was misesed, for when tho
supper was over, there still remained two
or three shi¢eas of bread-and-butiler on the
table. Sucll a thing as this was unheard
of when Falty Little was present.

And Edward Oswald Handforth was
now rather subdued. He semed to
rocahize that he was mainly the cause of
Fatty’'s position. And Handforth man-
fully resisted the desire to discuss his

wonderful detectivoe ability with the
oth¢r junioras,

Dick Goodwin was rather worried, for
he declared that he was the mamn causo
of the predicament. Fatly and Hand-
forth bhad been discussing Goodwin's
affairs at the time, and, arguing ih {his
line, it was only natural to concﬁlde that
Goodwin himself was the chief cau:e of
Lthe disaster,
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v “T'm thinking of going to {he Head '™
said Goodwin, after supper.

'** You're going to the Head *'" inquired
Jack Grey.

“Ah, T am that!”

“ What for:”

“To ask him (o release Falty—

““Don’t you do anything of the sort,
my sonh,” intorrupted Pitt, “ You'll
only get into Lol waler yourself, and
the head will be firmer than ever. Ie’s
not going to be dictated to by a s~hool-
bovs: and when the Head's dignitv has
been hurt, he's rather touchy. Take my
ndvice and do nothing. Fatty will prob-
ally be released in a conple of days.™

And so Dick Goodwin took the advice,
and nothing wns done. In any case, the
L.ancashire boy would not have achieved
any result, even i1f he had gone to the
Hcadmaster,

Meanwhi'e Fatly was in the punish-
mont-room.  Mrs, Powlter had eved
those little parcels of tuck with stern dis-
approval, and she shook her head as
the moved towards the doer.

“It won't Jdo vou no good, Master
Litile,”" she said. * There's enough food
for  dozen mouths, thore--and on the
top of your supper, too! You'll make
ycurself fl!"

Fatty Little grinned.

““ NoL likely,"”” he said. “ You don'l
geem Lo realise, Mrs. Poulter, that my
appetile is abont as big as four ordinary
appelites put together. * I don't sup-
pose I shall cat all this geub now., 1
shall save some for {he carly morning.
I'm always hungry as soon as I wake up,
and I can’l possibly wait until break-
fast time.””

** We shall be needing a doctor before
long ! satdd Mra. Poulter grimly. ‘¢ Over-
feeding 131’t good for anybody !’

“Oh, Jdon’'t you worry! said Falty.
‘“Good-night. Mrs. Poulter!”

“Good-might? Master Little,

and 1

thing into corsideration. Tf lie was only
fed on thns scale during the whole woek,
he would be very soriy (o resume his
normal dualiea,

Faity had his mouth full of jam taris
when he thought ire heard a slight sovindd
from the direction of the bed. He
lovked up with a slight start., and then
his jaw ftell.

‘“ (sreat Yarmonth bLlonters! lie ejacu-
lated.

TThe covetrlet of the bed had moved.
and a face had come into view—a face
which was aderned with big spectacles,

I'atty ~stared at ir in astonsshment,

Hq_

CHAPTER IT.

T.T.'S STARTLING SUGGYLATION.
of the Re-
move, cams ito view,
IF'or, ol course, it was ths jumor
who had appeared from beneath
Fatly Little’s hod. The dulter of the
Remove crawled out, stood upright, and
proce>ded to dust himself., Mceanwhile
he blinked at Fatly Little i1 a bene
volent kind of way. The prisoner re-
turned the blink with a somewhat hoxtile
glare.

“ You—vyou silly
Fotty indignantly.
of this?"

“ My doar aiv——"

“What ave you dotng under mys bed ?”
asxed Fatty warmly.

4 Really, mv dear

TI.\IOTHY TUCKER,

ass!  exclaimed
“ What's the idea

3 Little, T beseoch
on {o talk in a Guieter tone!™ exclaimexl
"i'u(-ker. ““ Furthermore, it is maccurate
to state that I am under your bed, for 1
am now standing upright.  Iixactly—
auite <o, And. ven must understand,
my dear siv, that | ran conztderable risks
in order to accomphish my ohject.”
" And that object, T suppose, s to

hope vou won’t be bilious in the morn- | shave in this grub?" asked Fally grimly.

i!lg Y

Bul a3z Mrs, Pouller 1eft she shook her
head doubtfully. "She was quite un-
awate of the fact that such a feed as

this was a mere trifle for Fatty Little.

The fat junior sal on his bed. eveing
the parcels of grub. And there was a
hight of joy in his eyes. He took the
parcels, placed them on the table, and
then sat down in Lthe chair.

After all, being confined to the punish-
ment-room wasn't so bad. tuking every-

“*Well, you're not going to get any —not
a giddy erumb! Um a prizoner! And-
[ can't go to the tuck shop when T hkeo
~-vou can!  You're not going to share in
this feed ™

“ Really, by dear sir, T have no desire
to do so!" sad IUTL timldly,

“You—you don't want of
grube’

** Most certaunly not!™

“ Greal douglnuts ! exclaimed Futty,
staring.

any this
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It was quite tLevond his comprehension
to realise that Timothy Tucker was not
expecting to share in the feed. Fatly
lived for food, and he could never under-
stand why the other fellows were not in-
terosted in grub between' meals. TFFatty
was always interested in grub. It was
the lﬁnest substance on the face of the
carth.

““How «lid you get in here?”’ asked
Fatty at last.

“Tt was a somewhat difficult maiter,
my dear Littile,” replied T.T. blinking.
“1 scized my opportunily when all the
other fcllows-crowded in. The position
is this: 1 desired to get into your room,

in order to have a privale conversation,

with you. q"ite 0. Therefore 1 waited
until the fellows crowded in, and then I
squeezed through, and succecded in get-

ting under the bed without atlracting
. any ottention. H'm! That 13 so, my
dear wr.”

“Well, T think you're a silly ass!”
said Fatty Little bluntly.

¢ Do vou realise who you are lalking
to!" exclaimed Tucker. ‘' Do you realise
that I am he of the big head?
aware of the fact that I am here on im-
portant businces—"

“No, I don't realise anything of the
sor,” interrupted Fatty. *If you
haven't come here on grub yvou haven’t
comne here on importunt business. That
stands {o rcason. [ suppaosc it's simply
one of your fatheaded tdeas. And 1t's
always a mystery to me why you weren’t
sen! to Colney Hatch, mmstead of to St.
Frank’s! It's a much mecre suitable
place for you, Tucker!™

T.T. shook his hend,

““ Dear, dear, dear!” he cexclaimed.
‘“ These insults are quite distressing,
But T will let them pass. I do not [ail
to realiso, my dear sir, that your brain
capacity is hmited. And we will pro-
ceed. am greatly interested in your
case, and I consider that the Head has
been harsh and unjust.”

** Oh, s not so bad 1n here,”’ soid
Fatty, with his cyes on the tuck.

** But, my dear Little, you must surely
understand that this 13 a terrible dis
race—a  shocking  humiliation,”” said
I''T. ' And what did you do to merit
this punishment?  Nothing—the whole
alfair was an accident. In any case, it
was Handforth who knocked the Head-
master down—not you. I am completely
shocked at the wholc occurrence, and I

Are you |

am greontly indignant. It is my intention
to start an agitation forthwith!”
‘“ An agitation! What for?"
“To obtain your release!”
“Don’t he an ass!” said Fatty.
won't do any good—"'
‘““Really, my dear sir, you do net
appear to be enthusiastic over the efforts
I am taking on your behall!”’ said
Tucker mildly. * To-morrow it is my
intention to agitate—to arouse a feeling
of revolt in the Remove——"

‘“ You’re alwnys getting up to those
games!” said Fatty. * Y%u seem to be
a tame Bolshevie, Tucker. There's no
nced for you to get up an agitation for
e, so don't think there is! The best
thing you can do is to keep quiet, and
keep out of trouble!”

‘“It seems to me, Little; that you are
sadly lacking in gratitude!”’ said Tucker
mournfully. *“ 1 have decided to take
this course, and .you do not give me
your support. It 13 distressing. But I
am firm, and I shall procced. Quile so!
Yes, T shall proceced with my plan. In
the morning, before obreakfast, 1 chall
make a speech—a stirring, vigorous
speech.  Furthermore. T have a sugges-
{ion to make to you!”
'* A suggestion?”’

‘‘ Exactly!”
“ What about?"”

“ Food!’ replied T.T. *“ A sugges-
lion about food, my dear sir.”’

“ Oh?"’ said Fatty, bhrightening up.
“1i that's the care, ﬁ'ucker, you're quite
welcome here. 1 suppose you're going
to get up a scheme to supply me with all
the 1Erub I need? That's a ripping idca

‘“ Yod

‘““Dear, dear, you are quite mistaken,
my dear sir!”  interrupted Tucker
mildly. *“ My intention is ecxactly the
opposite!”’

** The opposite?”’

“Precisely!” said T.T. “1 advise
you, Little, to cat nothing whatever—
im short, to refvse every atom of food
that is brought to you!”

Fatty Lillle stared.

““Oh, you’re mad !’ he said bricfly,

“Under the circamztances, I will over-
look the insult!”’ said Tucker. *‘ But,
really, my dear sir, I am not mad, 1 am
specking seriously and earnestly when I
advise you to refuse every morsel of
food that is put before you. It is to

your advantage to do so, my dear sir
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:' %Iy advanlage?' repeated Falty.

. 'l.‘ﬁ."

“You suggest Lthat T should starve?”
‘“In a way, ves,” said T.T. calmly. *If
vou will Listen—-""

“1 don't want to lislen!" interrupled
TFalty, his voice full of scorn and con-
tempt and his mouth full of ecream puffs.
**You must be off your rocker to come
and talk to me like this. Tucker. Just
as if 1 could go withoul food—just if 1
would: What are vou Living to get at,
you silly duaffer™

“1I am merely suggesting. my dear
Little, thal you should hunger strike—"

*““What?"' yelled IFalty.

“ My dear, sir——"'

“Ha, ha, hal”

Fatty Lillle roared—and rearly choked
hunself by the crumbs which went down
the wrong way. | |

“ You—yon silly idiot!” he gasped.
at lengith. ¢ Me—hunger sirike! Why,
-even if I wanted to. I couldn’t! My con-
‘stitulion wouldn't let me, I must have
fod, or I should die. If I went withoul
grub -for two or three meals I should
~unply fall to pieces. I should collapse
and peg out'”’

Tucker shook his head.

“ Mv dear fellow, vou are quite mis-
taken,”” he declared. ‘‘ A voluntary fast
would do vou good—it would make you
stronger and healthier. Most decidedly.
Stronger and healthier, my dear Little.
And 4hink of the sensation vou would
cause—think of the stir! A hunger
strike at St. Frank’s. Is it not a glori-
ous thought?”’

““ Oh, it's splendid,’’ said Failly. “ You
can hunger strike, if you like. I don’t
care. You can cause all the sensation
vou like, Tucker, but don't ask me'”

“ It 12 my intention to linger sirike,”
gaid T.I'. stifly. * Yes, Lattle, it i3 my
intention to do so. But I want you to
«io the same, and I shall come oul in
sympalhy, so to speak. It will be my
intention, also, o gain the support of
the whole Remove, and the object of this
linger strike, as vou will realise, 15 to
oblain yonr release.”

“My release?”

‘“‘ Exactly,” said T.T. “1I am quite
certain that the Head will set you free
vuring the course of to-morrow during
hunger sirtke. And that will be a tre-
mendows victory for the Remove. Sacri-
{ico yourzelf this once, Little—it 15 not
much to ask—and a great blow will have
been struck for the cause ™

“ What cause®”

“ Your brain capacily is astonishingly
limited. I fear,”” said T.T. vaguely.
“ However, we will let that prss.  Yes,
my dear str, we will let that pasa. A
hunger strike is the best weapon you
can use! And I strongly advise you ta
accept my advice.”

Fually shook his head.

“It may be a decent 1dJea for some
chaps—but not for me!” he said. * Of"
course, food is harmful if you have toa
much of it, bul I never overcat myself.
I'm not a glulton.”

Fatlty seomed (o have some difficully
in swallowing, and his face was ralher
recd. To tell the truth, he had becen over-
eating himself-—quile an unuaual occur-
rence for him. Jor he was quito right
when he said he was not a glutton.

Falty did not cat for the sake of ecat-
ing. he required an enormous amount of
food, he couidi’t get along willhiout it.
But on this occasion, with all those good
things round him, he had rather leot
himself go.

And he yax somewhat wick of the
sight of food. Tuckyr saw this, and he
pressed his advantage. If ho could only
get Fally Latlle to promise, all would
be well. For the fot junior would cer-
Lainly stick to his word, if once he gave
it.

Tucker continued talking earnesily and
gravely. And Fatty Little listened, with
feelings of a vague pain beneath his
waistcont. He was surfeited with food,
and the voice of the tempter fell upon
attentive cars. Just at that moment
Fatiy Little felt that he never wanteil to
see any food again.

And, in the end. Fatty Litile agreed!

The secemingly impossible had  hap-
pened. The {at hoy of the Remove aue-
cumbed to Timothy Tucker’s arguments,
and he came to an agreement with the
vouthful agitatos.

““ Very well, my dear sir, 1L 15 setlled.”
said T.'I'., hiza eyer gleaming behind las
spectacles. * Splendid—splendid ! 1t
will be a wonderful victory for the Re-
move—quite so.  You will go on hunger
strike, and 1 shall induce the Remove to
suoport you—to hunger strike in sym-
pathyv. It wil be a sensatiorn, mv dear
sir, and the IHeadmaster will be com-
pelled to suceumb., The hated aviocrat
will be forced to hiz knees, and your
terms will be granted. Do not forget
that you mu:t make vour demand to-
morrow—when breakfast i3 brought to
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you. Reflunso vour food, and send a mes-
sage to the Headmaster that you will

not cat another mouthful until you are
relcased. 1t is your ultimatum. You
understand ™’

“ Ye-es,” said Fntty, still holding his
waistcoat. ** It's—il's a.ripping 1dos,
Tucker!”

‘“ A hungor strike!” sn:d T.T. It 1s
the very thing required to wake every:
body up jn this sleepy place. Dear me!
It will Le a sensation of the finest de-
scription. And do not forget, my deas
Little, that I- have vour promise. You|
havo given me your word of henour that
you will not touch even a crumb of the

school food.’

“Yen, thot's right,”” aaid Fatty. “ It's
a promise. 1 won't touch a mite of any
food that’'s brought to me by Mrs,
Poulter or anyliody elee belonging to
the school.”

“ Splendid, my dear sir—splendid!”’
si:id Tucker. ‘ Give me your hand on
that!”

Fatly Little exiended o
fabby hand, and T.T. seized
't vigorously.
of honour'”
m'i,

somewhat
it and shook

* Remember, your word
he said gnmly. ‘ That 1s

“Yes, my word of honowr,'” said
Fatty., “ I—I suppose you haven't got
any ralts, or anvthing? I—1 fee]l a hit
queer, vou know. 1 think those tarts
were squilly !’

“You arv surely mistaken, my dear
Liattle.” «atd Tucker. “* Those tarts,
accorchng to my belief. wore quite good.
But it s always possible to have ton
much of a good thing, and it is said
that cnough 1= as good as a feast. 1

am afraid, [ittle. that you have over-|

eaten yourself! Deoar, dear, dear! This

is bad, hut the hunger strike will do you |
ood. Tt will make a new fcllow of you. |

nile sot”

T.T. twrned towards the door, but he
suddenly  pauwsed, and looked rather
blank.

** Dear me!’ he murmured. ‘A Jdiffi-
culty, my dear Liltle, a great Jifficulty,
I imagine! 1 am locked in!”

“Thdn't you know that before?’’ asked

Fatty.  *“ Of course you're locked in!|
Tho only thing you can do is to hainmer
at the door, and attract attention.”

* This is bad—this is really bad "’ said;

Tucker, frowning. ' Dear me! I might
find myscll in extremely hot water. 1
had quite overlooked the fact that I

I a lesson.
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should find it necessary to obtain an exit

from this punishment-room. My brains
aro somewhat disturhed, 1 fear. But,
wever mind, I shall obtain my liberty.
They cannot keep me here. No, my dear
gir, they cnnnot kcep me here!”

Tucker proceeded to hammer noisily
upor: the panels of the door. He kicked
up quile a din, and kept it up wilhout
pouse. It was not long, of course, before
a result took place That hammering
could not on without somebody hear-
ing it. ithin three minutes footsteps
rsounded in the passage, and the voico of
Morrow, of the Sixth, made :tself heard.

““* What's the matter in there, you
young ass?”’ he a<ked sharply.

1 am oxceedingly sorry to trouble
you, my dear Morrow. but I am locked
m!"” said Tucker mildly. * Will- you
kindly release me?” )

A surprised exclamation came through
the door.

“Is that you,
Morrow.

“Yeos, my dear sir, it is!”

“What on earth are you doing in that
punishment-room *” demanded the pre-
fact. “ How did yon get in?’

* T am afraid T cannot oxplain without
involving other fellows,” replied Tucker.
Therefore, my dear Morrow, T must beg
of vou to relcase me without expecting
mn to go into any dectails.”

“ Open the door, Morrow, there's a
good chap!” called out Fatiy Little, 1
don’t want this silly asc in here. I'm
fed up nlready!”

“1 can’t open the door. I haven't got
tho key!" snid Morrow. ¢ The best
thin {can do 17 to go and fetch Mrs.
Pouﬂer. And it she reporlts you,
Tucker, you'll get into hot water, so
you’d better be prepared.”

“T1 sincerely trust, Morrow, that you
will not report me,” said T.T., in a
pained voice.

‘““No; I'll Int vou off,” said Morrow.
“But I econ’t guarantece what Mrs,
Poulter will do. You ought to be left
in there all night. That would teach you
I'll go and fetch the matron,
and don’'t make nny more noiso.”

Morrow walked away, and it was not
long before he returned with Mrs,
Poulter. That good lady war highly in-
dignant, and her [ace was black when
she tumed the key in the lJlock and
opened the door.

“*The likes of it I never did see!” she

Tucker?”’ deimanded
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exclaimed indignantly. ‘“ How did you
get in here, Master Tucker?”

‘““ Really, Mrs. Poulter, I walked in,”
eaid Tucker mildly. 1 came in with
all the other fellows, and, somchow, I
must have been missed. Most unfortu-
nulo—liloﬁ chatressing! But there is no
nced to worry, my dear madam, no need
to worry whatever! I can only trust
thal your sense of sportsmanship will
prevent you frorn reporting me (o any
of the mislers !’

‘““You deserve a caning, you yvoun
rascal *** suid the matron. *‘ Be off with
vou, ane pclllaps I'll forget that this
ws. happened. I'm afraid you're a Itttle
bit quecr at tlmea Master Tucker.”

“ Quile s0,” said T.T. blinking. ** Your{

words ~ are correct, my dcar Mrs.
Poulter.”

A moment later T.T. had fled down
the passage, and he succeeded in getling
down into the lobby without passing any
master. And Mrs. Poulter relocked
Fally Little's door, and the prixoner was
left to himself—unlil the morning.

Meanwhile Tucker was getling busy.

H¢ entered the common-room with a
set expression upon his peculiar-looking
face. It was nearly betgllme and the
juniors were chatting lightly on various
subjects—cliefly football. Some of the
fellows. of course, were talking about
tho recent adventures of Dick Goodwin.

“ DMy dear friends, I am anxious to|
address a few words to vou,' exclaimed
Timothy Tucker. “T shall 'therefore bo
obliged if you will give me full atten-
tion,”

Nobody took any notice of T.7T.

“ Really, T should like you lo roalise |
that I am speoking.” went on Tucker.
“Tt :x my intention to address you, my
dear frienda. The time has arrived
when we must make a firm stand against

9

*Go and make it 1o the Triangle!™
cxclaimed Pitt.

1T.T. Llinked.

“ Really, my dear sir, that would be
futile”’ he exclaimed.'* The Triangle is
(quite deserted:”

““That’s why I told you to go there,”
excinimed Pitt calmly.
‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

‘“How dare you?’

‘ " demanded Tucker,
im Jnas shrill voice.

“* Do you know who

[ am?”

“Oh, my hat!"* chuckled Pitt. “ He's
arking riddles now!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha'!"

“This levity 15 quite disiressing,’”

went on Tucker severely. * Really, my
dear sirs, I must request you to give me
your full altention. My remarks aro
concerning our down-trodden comrade,
Fatty Little. You are all aware of the
fact thut he has been confined in the
punishment room for the period of one
week. My friends—my comrades, this is
dhgraceful' It 1« scandalous (hat any
boy living in these enlightened daya
should be submitted to sucg harsh trcal
ment !’ _

“ Rats!” said De Valerie. “ TIt'll deo
Fatty good. He won't be able 1o over-
cul himself!”

“ 1 rﬂthel funcy he's overcaten himself

to-night.” chuckled Pitt. “We took
him a tremendous amount of grub—
more grub than ix good for him. And

he won’t sleep until he has demolished
the lot. Still, I agree with Tucker—it'a
rathier hard lines on Fatty.”

“Hear, hear!”

“The Head wax rather
gave that sentence,” suid Tommy Wat-
gon. * I don't think it was cxactly the

wild when ho

tyranny ! That is so.”
Hundfmth looked round.

" Who let that thing escape?”
pranded v lit.ll)lv.

“* Ha, ha, ha?

“ Take 1t away, and lock it up some-
where ! went on Handforth. 1 don’t}:
see why we should——" |

“ Really, Handforth, vyour rvmarks
are insulting,” protested T.T. At any
ordinary time I should protest ugorouqh
—but just now I am_attending to more
important matters. It 13 my desire to
make a little speech-—"

" he de-

thing to shove Fatty in the pumshmenl.
room for a whole week.”’

“ Dear old boy, I am inclined to agree
with thal view.’” excelaimed bir Luncelot
Montgomery Tr{-gellls West, It waas
frightfully ridiculous of Fatly to Lowl
II.lmlf()rth down the stans, an' 1t was
shackin'ly foolish of Handforth to bump
into the Head--—"'

“You silly ns:=!" wported Handforth.
“How do you think T could help it?
Fatty bumped into me liko a motor-
omuibus!  And I went flying. It's
rather lucky he was there, as o malter of
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fact. T might have been killed other-
wise,"’

“The Head wasn't hurt very much,”
I said. “‘ It's not that, it’s the blow to
his dignity which affected him. To be
rent flving backwards in the lobby, and
to have a crowd of juniors grinning at
him, is hardly the dninr: that any self-
respecting headmaster likes. And as
Fatly owned up that he had caused
Handforth to roll down the staire—well,
Fatty got it in the neck. He got it
rather hot. It won't do him any harm
{o be in solitary confinement for a week.
And it’s quite on the cards that the Head
will lighten the sentcnce, alter he has
cooled down.”

T.T. waved his arms excitedly.

“My dcar sir, you do not seem to
understand !’ he oxclaimed. *“ It s only
a chance that the Head will make things
better for Fatty. And it is our duty
to forco him to grant a free pardon. By
gutling up an agitation we can make Dr.
Stafford knuckle under. It is the same
with all these autocrats—they will not
shift from their position until thev are
foiced to by Eulylic opinion. We should
even bo justified in striking!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha'”

*““ My friends, I urge vou to-support
me m thiz malter!” went on T.T. ' It
1» necessary that the whole Remove
«hould organiee, in order to get Liltle
released. We must refuee to participate
in any lessons—we must even refuse to
cut our mecals——"’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We must go on hunger
shouted Tucker firmly.

“Hn, ha, ha'"

"“We must show the Head that we are
determined !’ shouted the agitator.
‘““ Half moasures will not suffice, we
must do the whole thing thoroughly.
From this moment onwards, we must re-
fuse all duties, we must refuse to eat,
wo must refuse—"'

Clang-clang!

‘“Well, we're not going (o refuse to

1o bed:” grinhed Reginald Pitt.
‘Como on, you chaps, it's time to go
up into the dormitory!”

And the Removites, laughing uproan-
ously, streamed out of the common-room,
leeving Timothy Tucker addressing thin
air.

The tame agitator of the Remose had
pot met with much success so far!

sirike
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CHAPTER III.

FATTY LITTLE--HUNGER STRIKEKR,

RS. POULTER, although she
M could be scvere at times, had
rather a soft spot in her i'neart,
and she was sorry for Fatty
Little, who was imprisoned in the punish-
ment room. The House matron was
carrying Fatty Little’s breakfast up to
him at this present moment—and it was
quite an appetising breakfast, too. And
Mrs. Poulter, who knew what Fatty’s
appetite was, had prepared an extra
large quantitv—fully double as much as
any ordinary junior would eat. The tray
she was carrying looked very tempting,
with an array of good things, and Mrs.
Poulter smiled to herself as she walked
alonz the upper cdrridor. She was just
picturing Fatty Little’s delight when he
set eyes on that trayv.

*‘* Ah. these boys will get up to their
tricks,” said the matron to herself, * but
I'm sure I don’t know what Master Little
has done to deserve this. I'm afraid the
Hcad has been a bit too severe!”

She arrived at the door, set her tray
down, and then opened the door of tho
punishment room. She entered, carrying
the tray with her, and she ect it down on
Fatty's table with a somewhat trium-

phant flourish,

** Good-morningz, Master Little!"” she
aaid cheerfully. ** I've brought your
breakfast !’

Fatty Little was dreased, and he had.
been looking out of the window. He
turned, came across the rcom, and stood
looking down at that tray of good things.
There wae a hungry light in his ey¢s, and
just for a moment he hesitated. Then
e remembered that he had given
Timothy Tucker his word of hcnour, and
he deliberately turned his back on the
food so that he could not sce it—so that
it would not tempt hun.

‘*“ Er—good-morning, Mrs. Pouller!”
he stammered. ‘‘ Thanks awfully for
bringing that grub, but—but 1 don’t
want o!"”’

Mre. Poulter started.

“You don’t want il, Master Little?'”’
she repeated, hardly believing the evi-
denco of her own cars,

“No: I--I'm not bhungry.

I—1I mean

—— Anyhow, 1 don’'t want it!"’ said
Fatty desperately. .
“ What ails the boy?’ said Mrs.
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Poulter. looking at Fatty ralher
anxiously. * Do you feel ill, Master
Little?”’ .

‘“ No, you ass—— 1 mcun, no. Mrs,
Poulter!” said the fat junwior, turning
red.

“ Then, f vou are not tll, you must

want vour breakfast!’ said the matron,
“ Come, Master Little, don't be si dy! I
repared it especitally for you, and I've
ﬁrought an extra amount, too."”

Fatty Little turned, took another look
at lt.h: breakfast, and then he gave a hittle
gu

¢ 'lukc—-tnke it away!” he said dcs-

erafelv. ‘* Don’t leave it here, Mrs.
{]’oulter —tako il away!"’

‘“ But, Master Lit(le—""

“I—1 don't want it!"” declared Fatty.
“I—I'in striking!”

““You're—you'rc doing what, Master
Little?”

“I'm on hunger strike!” declared
Fatly. “ Do you understand, Mrs.
Poulter? I'm hunger striking!”’

The mnatron almost staggered.

“ Sakes alive!’ she exclaimed.
—you must be i!l, Mastor Little!

To tell tho (ruth, Mrs. Toulter was
astounded—even staggered. She  had
heard of people hunger striking, but for
Fatty Liltle to do so was the b:gzest sur-

“You

prisc of ull. He was about the last
person in thoe world she would have
suspecled of such foolishue s.

Falty Little, with Lh'a con-lant

grumbles aboul the food, with his enor-
mous appetite—for him to go on hunger
strike was positively bewildering. Mprs.
Poulter thought she must be dreaming
for a moment or two.

‘“ You're—you're on
Master Little?” guaped
“Why, bless mny soul

“ Yes I'm hunger
claimed Fatty hotly—waxing very in-
dignant, now that he had taken the
plunge. ‘“I decided to tako this step as
a prolest against my unjust trcatment.
It's not right that I should be put in this
punishment room like this, for n whole
week. No, I won't touch a thing of that
food—not un atom of it! If I'm kept a
prisoner  for u whole .week 1 shall
starve!”’

““ But, Masler Littlo—"

“You needn’t argue—I'm firm!"” de-
clared IFatey, ‘¢ You can bring me tons
of food, but it won't make any differ-
ence. I'm on bunger strike, and I'm

hunger strike,
the malron.

slnklng cX-

going to keep it up! If I dic al the end
of the week my blood will be on Dr.
Stafford’s hands'”

‘““ Good gracious!’ said Mrs,
fpintly.  “ The—the boy must
mvane !’

** No, I''m not dotty, Mrs. Poulter!”
said. l'atL) “I'm fArm--I've made wup
my mind! Nothing will induce me to
touch any food Ihat the school provides,
and I shall remain on atrike until the
Hcad releases me. And you can’t {oree
me to cat anylhing—that gamce won't
work !"’

Mrs, DPouller looked at the (ray of
food, then she looked at [Fuliy, and there
was u kind of dazed cxpress on in her
cves.
| ¢ But—but, Master Lattle, surely you
must realisc whal you arec domg 7' ‘she
| exclaimed. ‘1 never expected anything

Poulter

be

of this kind; I didn’t dream that you
could go without auy food! You'vo
always been so particular——"

“That's finished row—ended tor
good!" said Fulty. ‘" I've tauken on a
firm stand, aud I'm going to stick lo my
guns. No¢ food until I'm released: I
may be hungry, T may be starving, but
I shall rematn as firm as a rock!”

““ Oh, dear'"” said the matron. * This
is very silv ¢f vou, Master Little, and 1
will g0 and tell the heudmaster ull about
it—"'

‘““ All richt——1 don’t care'” said Faity
[ittle. ‘“Go and tell the Head: perhaps
it wiil give him a shock! I hope 1t does
—he deserves one! And perhaps 'l
make him reabise that he cen’t trecab ux
as though we were convicts !

Mra. Poulter was rather dizzy as she
went out of the punishment room, and
Jlocked the dcor after her., She hardly

knew what to do. Such a thing as this
had never cntered into her calculations,
She had left the tray of food in the
punishment room with Fatly Little.

And the fat boy eved the breakfast.
longingly. More than once his res lution
almost deserted him. The breokfast was:
very tempting, and FFatly could hardly
resist ils attraction.

He reached out a hand, and touched a
delicalely browned roll. 'l'hen he gave a
little gty starl, and backed away from
the tuble.

He had remembered his promise {4
Timothy Tucker. He had given T. T, h.s

word of honour that he would not touch
anything which the school provided.
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And Fatty Little, although he had anand as a protest he had

oiormous appetite, was an honourable
junior. His word was his bond.

*Why should I suffer this torture?”’
he muttered miserablv. “ Why the
dickens didn’t Mrs. Poulter take the

mb out with her? Great doughnuts!

've got to stand here. looking at it—zand
I muetn’t touch it! Oh, what a silly fat-
head I was to promise anythlng to that
josser of a Tucker' 1 must have been
dotty!”

And while Fatty Little was suffering
these torturca, Mra. Poulter was hasten-
ing to thoe Head's study. The matron
considered that it would he the best thing
to place the fects before Dr. Stafferd;
therefore she went straight to the Head’s
study, and tapped agitatedly upon the
door,

““Come m!"” came tho Head’s voice.

Mrs. Poulier turned the handle, opened
tho door, and entered the s!ud} The
Head had been «lancing ovcr his morn-
ing correspondence, and he was seated at
his Jesk. He looked up over tne lops of
hia glasses, and there was a rather sur-
priscd look on his face. It was not usual
for Mrs. Ioulter to visit hiin at this hour
of the day.

“1f vou please, sir, T want to tell you
about Mast-r Tattle!” said the matron.

“ Indoed "’ cexclaimed tho Head. * Is
anvthing the matter with Little?”

' I—J think he must be ill, or some-
thing, sir!” said the matron. ‘“ He won't
eat any breakfast!”’

“Dear me!’ said the Head, startled.

““This was certainly a very surprising
|;:ece of news. For Fatly Little to refuso

is breakfast was rather astourding.

*‘ Does tho boy say what is {ho matter
wilh him?"’ asked the Head. *““1Is he
bilious, or ill in any other way—"'

** Master Iattlo 1sn't ill at all, sir,”
Mrs. Poulter,

“ Neot ill?"

‘“ NO; Bil’ !"

“ Then why will he eat no breakfast?”’

‘ Master Little says that he won't
touch a mouthful, =sir,”” eaid Mrs.
Poulter. ** He was quite exci‘ed, sir, and
told me that he was hunger strlkmg——”

The Head gave a violent start.

“ Good gracious me!” he ejaculated.
‘““ What did you suy, Mrs. Pouiter?”

‘“Mastor Little is hunger striking,
sir!"” she repcated. ‘' He says ho won't
take any food until he 18 relcased He
told mo tbat his punishment is unjust,

I"
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one on strike—
hunger strike, sir. He refuses to eat any-
th.mq until he i3 released from the
punishment room!”

The Head's glasses nearly dropped
from his nose.

‘** This—this s most astoundmw'" he
exclaimed. ‘* A hunger strike! Goodno*ﬁ
gracious! The boy must bo insane ! And
Little, too! He is really the last boy in
the school whom I would suspect of sych

behaviour! Surely, Mrs, Poulter, you
must be mistaken?”’
“I'm not, sir!” said the matrom.

“I'vo left Master Little's breakfast in
the punishment room, but he swears ho

won't touch anythin of ity
The Head waved his hand.

“ Very well, Mrs. Poulter, you may
go,”’ he said. “I will attend to this
affuir myself.”

‘“ Thank you, sir!"

The matron was only too pleased to
et away, and, after she had gone, Dr.

tafford paced up and down h:s study,
clasping and unclasping his hands.

As he walked up and down, his brow
grew black. IIo had been startled at
tirst, but now he was becoming angry.
The Head had been reconsidering his
decision about Fatty Little, and he had
alrcady decided th1t he would re'case the
fat boy at the end of the day. The Head,
in fact, had relented, and had realised
that h's treatment of Little had been
somewhat uncalled for.

But now his views were becoming
altered.

He hardened his heart. Since Fatty
Liltle had taken action—sitce the junior
had refused to cat—the Head was deter-
mined to (ecach him a lcsson. It was
absolately unhecard  of—unprecedentod.
For a junior to hunger strike was suuply
startling.

‘““ Upon my soul!” muttered the Head.

e 'l‘his 1s quite beyond endurance! Docs

the wretched boy think he can obtain
his liberty Dby such means? A hunger
strike, mdecdl Fo apparently belicves
that he is in prison, or something of that
kind. I shall certaigly not relcase him
now—not until he gives up this insane
idea, at all events."”

The Head touched his bell,
moment Jater Tubbs,
appoared.

“Kindly inform Mr.
require  his presence

Tubbs,”” said the Head.

and a
the page-boy,

Lee that I
in my study,
“ You might



'"FATTY LITTLE'S HUNGER-STRIKE

also mention to Mr. L.ce thal the matter
33 somewhat urgent!”’
" Yessir!" said the page-boy.
He hurried away, and wilhin a very
few minutes Nelson Lee entered the
Head’s study. The famous echoolmaster-
delective listened with considerable sur-
rise o what Dr. Stafford had to tell
im. And then Lee could not refrain
ftom smiling, He was rather amused.

“My dear sir, this surely cannot be
serious?”’ he exclaimed. “ Little has an
enormous appetite, and for him
hunger strike 13 positively out of the
gyuestion. I can only assume thal the boy
was baving a joke at Mrs. Poulter’s
cxpense. fundorstand that she left the
tray in the punishment room®”’

‘* Yes, I believe so, Mr. Lee.”

““ Then, by this time, the tray is no
doubt empty,” said Lee, with a twinkle
in his eves. * In any case, sir, there is
no necessity for you to worry vourself.
Little is nol the kind of fellow to indulge
in such foolishness—indeed, I very much
doubt if he could do such a thing. His
appetite 15 his master. For Little to
hunger strike is quite itnpossible.”

The Head nodded.

““ That 1s what I thought, Mr. Lee,”
he said; ‘ but Mrs. Poulter was very
positive in what she said. Would it be
too much trouble for you to o to the
punishment room, and to s:e Little your-
solf? I shall deem it a great favour if
you do 50."

‘““Most cerluinly,”” said Nelson Lee.
“T will go at once, if you wish.”

‘“ Thank you, Mr. Lec—thank vou!”

Nelson Lee turned towards the door,
and was aboul to leave when the Head
spoke again, :

“ Just one moment, Mr. L.ce,” he said,
“1f Little 13 really acting in this way,
1-should like you to inform him that he
will not be released intil ho acts sensibly.
I had ulready decided to release him to-
day, but I shall certainly not do so now.
Since the boy has taken this defiant attr-
tude, I have a mind to teach him &
leason.”

“ ITave no fear, Dr. Stafford,” smiled
I.ce. * Little iz not going without food;
he would prefsr to rematn in the punish-
ment room for six months, I believe!™

A moment later Lee had left, and e
went straight upstairs to the other cor-
ridor, and at length halled outside the
punishment room. He had another kev
with him. and he soon oncned the door

to ;

r

and entercd. The very first thing that
Nelson Lee saw was thoe tray on  the
table. And the truy was—full. Notl one
atom of the Lreakfust had been touched'

Fatty Little was al the window, guzing
through the bars into the Triangle. He
lurned as the door opened, and he
walked forward. i

““ (ood-morning, sir!” hLe cexclaimed.

“ Good-morning, Little!"” said Nelsor
Lee. © What 15" the meaning of this*”

“ Of—of what, sir*”

“You know very well what 1 wean:,
my boy,” suid the Houscinaster-delng-
tive.  ** Why have you not eaten your
breakfas{t?”’

“ 11 don’t want i, siv!” stumimered
Fatly.

“ You don’t want it?"

“ No, sir!”

“Do you mecan that you are not
hiingryv?”

“It—il isn’t that, sir,”’ said Fatly.
“It—it's a matlter of principle, vou

know! I decided not to ecat anything—
I'm hunger striking! I'in ‘not going tn
cal any food that’s brought to me—not a
mite! [ don't reckon that T was treated
rizht, and I'm doing this as a protest.
I’'m on hunger strike, sic!”’

Even Nelson Lee was starlled.

““ Good gracious, Liille, you surely
cannot  be  serious?””’ he exclaimed.
“Come, my boy, do not be ridiculous!
Iiat vour breakfast now, while T am here.,
Come along!”

Fatty hung Dback.

“J—I can't, sir!”" he stammered.  *“ Tt
—it would be agoinst my principles, sir.
I]'m hunger striking, and T can’t cat any-
thing !’

“ Now, Liltle, T do not intend to put
np with this nonsenze!” said Nelson Lee
sternly. ‘I may tell you that I am abso-
lutely amazed at your attitude. In any
case, 1 did not credit vou had such will-
power. Come over to this table, and ecat
your food!"”

Falty Little
flushed red.

“]—T"mn sorry, atr, but I can'’t!’ ho
said. " I—T'm nol zoing to cat any-
thing, sir—TI mustn’t!”’

“ T do not wish (o be severe with vou,
I.ittle, but I am Grm !’ said Nelson lee.

shifted his feet, and ho

** [ command vou 1o come and cal —"'
“I'm not going to cat if I don’t want
to, sir'!"’ said Fatly defiantly. “ You

can't force me to—you can’t shove the
stuff down my throat! Um nol going to
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touch anything, sir! I've made up my
mind to it. I’'m on hunger strike!’

Nelson l.ee began to see that Faltty
was indeed firm.

“ My boy, it 1s ve;J foolish of you to
act in this way!”’ eaid Lee gently. “ It
will do you no good, I can assure you;
and you will only make yourself look
ridiculous. When dinner-time comes you
will be very hungry indeed, and all your
resolution will go—"’

“Tt won't, sir!” said Fatty firmly.
*“T'm hunger stnking until I'm released
—&'0y erec my termal”

* Your terms?”’

** Yes, sir!’”’ said Fatty grimly. ‘‘ It’s
not {air that 1 should be kept here, in
the punishment room, and I demand that
I shall be relcased. And I won’t eat any-
thine until I am released! If the Head

likes to starve me, and if I die, 1t will
be his fault!”

“ \What ridiculous nonsente!” aaid
Nelson l.ee sharply. “If you refuse
vour food, Little, any after resulta will
be entirely your own fault. But there is
no question of that—you wil} not keep
up this foolishness for long, 1 am certain.
] think the beat thing e to leave you to
your own devices until dinner-time—and
then, no doubt, you will have changed
your mind!"”

‘* No, sir; I shall be just as firm as
ever'’ declared Little stoutly.

Nelson Il.ece took the tray away with
him, for the schoolmaster.-detective was
rather grim now, and he had no intention
of lettinz Fatty touch that breakfast. It
wotld teach tho foolish lad a lesson.

Outside, in the Triangle, and down in
the lobby of the Ancient House, the
juniors were talking excitedly. It was
not yet breakfast-time for thoe boys, and
the rews regarding Fatty Little had
alrcady leaked out. Nelson Lee had said
nothing, and so Mrs. Poulter was ob-
viously the culprit. As a matter of fact,
she had mentioned somothing to Tubbs
in the passage, and Teddy Long had been
near by, The sncak of the Remove had
very keen cars, when it came to over-
hearing somcthing,’ and it did not take
him long to spread the news throughout
the Remova

Hardly any of the juniors be'ieved the
story.

‘“ What absolute rot!”’ said Handforth,
grinning. ‘** Fatty Little — hunger
striker 1"

“ Ha, ba, ha !

|
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‘“ He's the last chap in the school to do
a thing like that!” grinned Pitt. ‘* Why,
Fatty can’'t go an hour without some-
thing to eat. It's positive agony for him
to attempt lessons in the class-room.
Who started thie joke about Fatty re-
fueing his grub?”’

‘“Teddy Long!” said Jack Grey.

“I didn't think Teddy had such a
sense of humour!” said Pitt.

“But it’'s true!” deolared Long in-
dignantly. ‘‘ It’s absolutely true, you
ass|”

4 ROt!"

“T tell vou—""

‘“‘Piflet”

‘“ Mrs. Poulter said so}’’ roured Long.
‘“ She took Fatty’s breakfast up to him,
and he wouldn't touch it—he wouldn’t
eat o thing|”

“How do you know, anyhow?'’ de-
manded Handforth, ‘' Did Mrs. Poulter
tell fou anything?’'

B e | happcned to hear Mrs. Poulter
talkking—'

‘“Oh, that’s enough!”’ interrupted
Tommy Watson. ‘* We don't want to
know what you happened to hear, you
little worm! Somebody’s been pulﬂ:ng
your leg—that’s about the truth of it!”

‘“* Dear old boys, it is certainly some-
what tall!"” remarked Sir Montie Tre-
gellis-West. ‘‘]I cannot belieove that
Fatty Littlo is hunger strikin'. Such an
idea is frightfully prepostcrous, begad !’

We were astrolling along the passage,
with the intention of goingz to Study C,
but just at that moment [ caught sight

of the guv'nor, walking slowly and
thoughtfully along towards his own
study. I ran forward, and grabbed his

arm,

“ Good-morning, sir!” 1 said.

“Eh? Oh, good-morning, Nipper!”
said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Do you wish to ask
me aomelhins?”

“Yes, sir,’” I replied. * Somebody
has been spreading a yarn about Falty
Little—they e6ay that he's hunger
striking. It's all rot, isn’t it?"’

“Up to the present it is not rot,
Nipper,'’ replicd Nelson Lee. ‘' Littlo is
a hunger striker at the present moment.
The foolish boy has refused to partake
of any breakfast, and he positively
declares that he will not cat anything
until ho is released.”

‘“ Begad!"

“ My—my only hat!l”



FATTY LITTLE'S HUNGER-STRIKE

“ Well, I'm jiggered!”’
We stared at one another, atd then I
stared at Nelson Lee.
I

“Oh, iy goodness!’ cxclaimed.
““ Then—then it's really true, guv'ror?”

“Yea: but it is very unlikely that
Little will keep up this preposterous atti-
tude of his for long,’” said Nelson Lee.
“ His appetite will get the better of him,
‘Nipper—wo may be sure of that. Pos-
sibly he over-ate himaelf lust night, and
he ir feeling the effects this morning. He
might be slightly bilious, and, nol want-
ing his breakfasl, he i3 making capital
out of the €act. When dinuer-time
comes, however, I fancy there will be a
different story 1o tell.'

We went back inte the lobby, and.
when we told the other juniors of what
we had heard, there was general amaze-
ment,. Nobody doubled Nelson lee's
word ; they knew thal the story regard-
ing Fatty Little must be true.

*“ Thero you are!” crowed
Long. * What did I tell you?”
“Well, 1's amazing !’ sard Resinald
Pitt. “ For Falty Litlle lo go on hunger

strike—ye gods and little fishes!
“*My dear friends—"
‘“Oh, dry up, Tucker; we don’t waunt
to hear yvou row!” said De Valerte.

' Realiy, my dear sir, T musl insist on
speaking ™' said T.T., blinking round
at the jumniors in a somewhat excited
way. ‘‘ This nrews regarding our com-
rade, Little, is indeed wonderful. Quile
50; il 1a wonderful. He has had the
courage to go on hunger slrike. It 1 n
proteat against his unjust treatinenl at
the hands of the tyrant—"'

“You—you asa!™ said McClure, *°Tf
vou lel any of the prefects hear you call
the Head o tyvrant, yvou'll gel inlo ler-
rifically hot water.””

“ The Head 19 a tyrant! He has ircated
Little in a most unjust way!" shouted
Tucker. “ We're all agreced upon that
poinl, my friends. Listen, comrades—
listen 1o 1y advice! I suggest that we
support Little—and I suggest thal we
gupport him to the wtmost it "

‘“ How, vou ase?”

“We will strike in aympathy " replied
Tucker. ‘I, for one, will lead the way.
When we go into the dining-hall for
breakfast, we will sit there, and we will
cat nothing——"'

$ Ha, hy, ha'"

’

Teddy

1

I3
“We will eat nothing!' shouled
Tucker. ** My sugpestion, my dear
friecnds. The whole Remnoveo musl go on

hunger sirike—every single ore of us!
Jt is by this mcans thal the Head yill
be defented—Fatty Little will obtain his’
frcedom. Let the Retnove hunger strike,
and 't'hen——— Dear mec! My dear [rier.ds

Tucker blinked round him with 1n.
dignant bewilderment, for, somehow or
other, the Jobby had suddenly become
empty. And T.T. found himself ad-
dressing the staircase; the juniors hacl
melted away.

The rcason for thiz waz quite obvious.
The bell for breakfast had gone at that
moment, and hcalthy appeliles were re-
quired in the dining:hall.  Timothy
Tucker had evidently been cxpecting a
niiracle to happen—for it would have
been a rmracle if he had obtained anv
supporters. The juniors would probably
have been willing enough 1o support
Falty in any other way: bul lo refuso
faod—never!

It was wl the more astounding re-
garding Liule himself. Fuatty, who was
the biggest junior in the Remove--

Fatty, whose appetile was never satis-
icd—was  hunger slriking! It was
bevond belief, and a large number of
fellows in the junior school could not
poasibly credit the story. It wus pos:-
tively too much for them.

During mormng lesrons there were
manyv whispered converaations carried on
in the Form-room, wilh the result that
Mr. Crowell was obliged to distribule
sines somewhat liberally. Everybody wts
curious {0 know what would happen at
dinner-tiie, and it was generalﬁr pre-
dicted on all sides that Vatiyv Litile would
cave in. It was positively impossible for
him to remain a hunger strikor for more
than a few hours.

Mrs, Poulter was feeling rather uncer-
tain ns she carvied up the tray containing
IFatty's dinner. She found quite a crowd
of jumiors collected al the corner of the
upper corridor—-bevond (hat point was
out of bounds, and the juniors dared not
vonture any wayv hear the puiashment
room. But they were@wailthg there,
anxiout {o heur the result of Mes,
Poulter’s visit,

“ Oh, he'll never vesist that 1ot said
Handforth, as he eved the trav. ** Roast
beef and Yorkshire pudding, potutecs

and greeus, and Llons of gravy., My hat!
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The very sizht of that grub will make
Iatty jump at it)” “"

‘“* Rather!”

Mrs. PPoulter wen} along the pas:age,
and a moment or two liter she was
within the punichment room. Fatty was
sitting  on tho bed, looking rather
forlorn and miserable, Ile started up as
the matron appeared, and he held up
hie hand at once. |

“Take that grub away!” he said
huskily, :

* (Come—come, Master Little; you
mustn’t go on like this!’ said Mrs.
Poulter. * I’ve got a very nice dinner
for you——" .

“ I don’t want it—1 don’t want it!”
gald Fatty grunly, “I'm not going to
eat anything; 1 won’t even look at the
stuff 1"’ |

“* But, Master Little—""

" I'm getting resigned to it by this
time—1I'm not even hungry!” caid
Fatty. "I don't need any grub at all
Hunger striking isn't so bad as I
thought it would be. And you needn't
bring me any tea, either. 1 sha'n’t eat
until m released--so you can go and
tell the JIead all about it!”

Mrs. Poulter was stagpered. The most
amazing part of the whole affair was
that I'atty did not look hungry. There
was a very well-fed appearance about his
conptenance, and he regarded the tray
of appetising food with quite 2 con-
temptuous look., He turned his back
and walked towards the window.

‘“ Do be sensible, Master Little!” said
the matron, in alarm, * You didn’t have
any hreakfast, ard you must be nearly
starving by this time—-""

Al right—T'Il starve!” siid Fatty.
“1 don’t care! I'm hunger striking,
and I'm not going to touch any of this
school grub until T get my liberty! It’s
no good arguing, Mrs. Poulter; I'm as
firm as a rock.” -

Mrs. Poulter sighed.

‘ ". Very well, Master Little.”” sha said,
‘T'll take the food back, but I must
report the matter to the Head.”

“ All right—report it,”” said Fatty.
““It docen’t matter to me—it doesn’t
make any difterence. You can't force
me to eat if I don’t want to. The only
thing that will make me take any grub
will be to set me at liberty. I demand
to have freedom! ['m not going to be
shut up in a prison like a giddy
cruninal )"’
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Mrs. Poulter said no more. She left .

che punishmgnt room with the tray, re-

locked the door, and passed down the
vassage. She came into sight, and the
not of juniors who were waiting there
recarded her, and the tray, with amaze-
ment. - 2y
“ Great pip!” said Handforth, holding
on to Church and McClure for support. -
“ Hasn't he had any dinner, Mrs.
Poulter?” | :
‘“ No, Master Handforth,”” .,

““Do you mean to say he refused 1t?
" Wouldn’t he eat anything?” ’
“ Is he still hunger s:riking?”

‘“ Master Little says he won't cat ﬁny-

thing until he’s set free!”’ eaid Mrs.
Poulter. “Tt's a rare puzzle to me,

young gentlemen; I can’t understand it
at all. Master Little 13 usually so care-
ful about his food. And this dinner is
particulayly appetising, too! I never
thought Master Little had such a strong
will!”’
The juniors were positively staggered.
“It’e—it’s altozether too much for
me,” szid Reginald Pitt. ‘ Refusing his
breakfast wasn’t particularly startling;
he might have been sufferne from a
bilious attack. But to refuse his d'nner,
too—well, it fairly takes the biscuit!”
“ There’s only one explanation,” said
De Valerie. ‘‘ Fatty must have some
food in the room.. He must have an
enormous supply of tuck, and he’s been
feeding himself on the quiet. That’s all
I can think of, anyhow!”’ '

When the Head heard this fresh item
of news, he at once sent for Nelson Lee.
And Lee decided that it would be better
to wait until tea-time.” As he pointed
out to Dr. Stafford, it was quite pos-
sible that Fatty Little was hoping for
a visit from either the Head or Nelson
Lee, and Lee thought it would be better
to leave Fatty to himself. It would be a
lesson to him, and by tea-time he would

be ravenous, and ready enough to accept
his food.

Practically the sole topic of conversa-
tion in all the IForms at St. I'rank’s, and
in both houses, was Fatty Little’s hunger
strike. Hardly any of the fellows could
believe it, and certainly it was regarded
as an absolute certainty that Fatty was
being fed In some way or other.

To think that the fat junior would go

without food altogether was quite out
of the question.

When afternoon lessons were over, the
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“Tako-—take It away 1’’ said Fatly desperately. ‘ Don’t leave It here,
Mrs. Poulter—take It away 1"
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juniors hung about the pastages dnd in
the upper corridor, waiting for develop-
ments. They were waiting until tea was
taken to Faity; they were waiting to see
whether Little would refuse food pow.
"Even taking it for granted that Foltly
was obtainine food from some other
source. it was still amazing that he
should refuse the grub which the school
provided. TFatty generally demolished
cverylhing that came in his way—and he
never had too much.

At aboul five o'clock there was a tap
on the door of Nelson Lee's study, and
when the  Housemaster-detective had
inviled the caller to enter, he found that
H was Mrs, PPoulter,

“ ['ve come straight Lo yvou this time,
a:r.,”” suid the natron. * It’'s about
Master Little,”

“ You have tuken the boy’s tca up to

ﬂwﬂfrumshmenl room, Mrs. Poulter?”
asked l.ce.
" Yes, nir: and Master Little won't
eat anything !” satd Mrs. Poulter. ** It's
fair amazing, ond I can't undersiand.
He's rare obstinate, and won't touch
anyvthing. The poor bov will starve if
he goes on at this rate!’”

Nelson Lce rose to his feet.

“ All right, Mrs. Poulter, T will go up
to Little at once,” he said. * You may
leave this matter 1o me.”

Mra. Poulter looked relieved.

“Thank you, sir!” she said. “T do
hope you'll persuade the poor lad to

have something! -

There was a somewhal grim look on
Nolwon Lee's face ns he went up the pas-
sage, and procoeded towards {the punish-
went-room. lee was determined to m-
vestigate this malter thoroughly. Like
the boy<, Lie could not possibly believe
thal Fatly was going wilhoul food alto-
gether. The only explanation for his
present conduct was that he was obtuin-
g supplies from some other source.
This was the only conclusion that Nelson
Lee could come lo.

When the detective arrived in  the
u}:p‘or passage he found quite a number
of Jumecra there—waiting at the corner.

“ There is no heed for you to be here,
boys,”” said Nelon Lee sharply. *‘ In
wny case, there is nolhing for vou to
o

“RBul we're anxtous (o hear the result,
sir,” saud Reginald Pitt,  * We want to
know where FFalty 1s getting his grub
from!"’
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“Ha, ha, ha!' . .

“ He must have supplics somewhere,
sir,”” snid Tommy Walson. We're not
going to believe that: Falty s going
withoul food altogother. Not likely!
I'll bet he's got a cupboard full of grub
in thal room.”

“Or hidden away under the bed,” said
IHundforth.

Ncelson T.ee passed on, smiling to hum-
self. He arrived at the punishment-
room, and admitled himself. Fatty
Little was s«itting on the bed, looking
rather forlorn.  He was holding s
waistcoat. and he was looking up dole-
fully as Nelson Lee entered. Then his
cxpression  changed, and he became
ruther cagor.

** Have you come to let me oul, sir®"’
he asked.

“T have nol, Little!” said Nelson
lLee grimly. “I wanl vou to {ell me
the truth about this, my boy. Why have
yvou refused your brenkfast, your dinner,
and vour {ea?”

Fatty Little looked dignilied.

“It'> a matter of principle, sir,”” he
vreplied. * It's not [fair that 1 should be
shut up like this, and” s0o I'm hunger
striking until U'm  released. I don't
wanl (o be disrespectful to vou, sir, so
please don’t misunderstand me. It was

the Head who ordered me 1o come here.
and——""

“‘That makes no difference, Little,”
said  Nelson Lee., T veully cannot
understand why vou should refuse your
food—unless vou are oblaining supplics
from some olher source.”

Fatty looked startled and shocked.

“ Food from another source, sir?”’ ho
repcated. “What rot—]—I mecaoan,
where could 1T get food from, sic? I'm
locked up here in the study, and the
window is barred, There is not an atom
of food m the place—not a morsel! I'm
surprised, sir. T refused my meals be-
cause | don't think 1m's right that [
should be kept here!™

Lee looked at the fat hoy sharply.

“PDo you aszsure me, Little, that yon
Lhizve no store of food in this room ?" ho
asked.

“There's nol a ~single erumb, sir!™” ro-
plied Little indiguantly.  * Just as if
[ should do a thing hke (hat; jusl as
if I should have a store of food, and
then pretend to be hunger striking !’

Apparvently Nelson T.ee was not quite

| satisficd, and he proceeded lo mako a
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very close cxamination. And he left no
stone unturned during this process. He
.examined the cupboard most carefully.
But the cupboard was empty, and the
wa!l behind was solid. ere was no
socret cavity, or anything of that nature.

The bed received Nelson Lee’s atten-
tion next, and this proved barren of
result,

The space under the bed was quite
bare, and it was perfectly obvious that
no food could be there. In short, Nel-
son Lee looked into every corner and
crovice of the apartment, and the result
was the same. He found nothing! He
even went so far as to look at the
boards, in case Fatty had some food
hidden belween the rafters. DBut this
was not 1ho case. There was not a
single crumb of food anywhere.

Neithor was there any sign that there
had been any food. '

In a very thoughtful mood Nelson Leo
went to tho window, opened it, and
looked out between the bars. In this
direction, also, he drew a Dblank. It
was not possible for Iatty to have re-
ceived supphies through the window, for
straight above the Triangle, any move-
mont would have been seen at once—by
dozens of eyes,

Furthermore, it was guile impossible
that any food could have been hoisted up
from the ground.

Nelson Leo was satisfied with the re-
sult of his iInvestigation. He came to
the conclusion that IFatty had indeed re-
ceived no food from any outlside source.
It was, therefore, clear that tho fat
junior was hunger striking in earnest.

"I shall say nothing further to you
now, lLiltle,” said Nelson Lee. * Your

vory appcarance tells me that you have
come to no harm. And, if you choose
to continue in your present course, vou
arc at liberty o do so. But I strongly
advise you to accept your supper when
it 13 sent up.”

Do vou think the Head will let me
go, sir?"’ asked Fatty cagerly.

“T do not intend to discuss that point
with you, my lad,” said Nelson I.ce.
“But 1 am your Housemasler, and 1

urge l)":.‘-u to drop this absurd behaviour,™
Nelson l.eco szid no more, but passed

out of the punishment-room, and re-
locked the door. When he got to the

end of the passage many juniors asked
him questions—including myself.

the guv’'nor.

N
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‘There is no result, Nipper,” replied
“1 am satisfied in one
direction, howaver. Little is not receiv-
ing any food from any outside source.

Neither has he a supply in his room."”

‘“ Then it 18 a genuine hunger strike,
sir?”’

‘“ Yes, Nipper, apparently it is.”

“ My only at 1’

" Begad 1”

‘ Great Scott!”

‘ A—a real hunger strike !’ said Hand-
forth faintly. ‘‘Then—then Fatty hasn’t
easten anything since last night!”

It was astounding, and the juniors
weore rather thunderstruck. WNelson Lee
had been in the punishment-room, and
it was now quite clear that Fatty was
hunger striking in camest. The juniors
believed that Nelson l.ee was positive
in lns own mind regarding the matior.

But Nelson Lee was not positive. e
had made no such statement to theo
juniors. He bhad said that it was * ap-
parent '’ that Ifatty was genuinely hun-
ger striking, but nothing moro than that,
And Nelson Lee siationed a prefect in
the upper corridor to keep watch. Leo
could not rteally believe that Fatly was
going without food all the time. It
seetned too absurd Lo be true.

. But when supper time camo it was
reported to Nelson Lee that not a single
human being had been near the punish-
ment-room. And, whal was more to the
pomt, llatly ILiattle had refused his
supper !

Cnco agam he had declared tiat he
would not eat anything!

Not a morsel of thae school food had
FMFOJ Falty’s lips all the day. And he
1ad received no supplies from ary other
source. What could the exnlanation be?

Was it possible—was it feasible, that

Fatly Little was rcally and truly hunger
striking ?

CHAPTER 1V,

CALLING IN THE DOCTOR,

ALPH [LESLIE IFULLWOOD
R curled his lips contemptuously,
. " Roiten, I call it—bally rot-
ten!” he exclaimed. “1 can’t
think what the Head iz doin’ it for. Jt'll
be a disgrace to the wholo of St

“ Well, sir?”’ I eaid. “* What results?’! Frank s
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' Raluner!” satd Gulliver. “ We don't
want {he chap here. an’ if he does come
we'll jolly well show him that we don’t
want him. It's an insult to every other
fetlow i the school !

‘“ It

“Of course it i+, agreed Boll.
there's any trulh in thisa Fully, I think
wn ought to gel up a protest, an’ show
the Head quite plainly that we won't
have anylhin' to do with it!”

The Nul« of Study A were slanding
on the Ancient! House steps, chatting.
It was morning, and they had not been
down long. Tﬁoy were apparently very
indignant about something, and they
were discnssang the subject animatedly.

*It’s the limit,”" said Fullwood. “* A
Jew, mind you—a dirty, rotten Jew!
By gad! Just as if we would stick a
chap of tl:at sort in the Remove—mixin’
with ws! T should hope St. Frank's i
a belter place than thet. We don’t want
any beastly Petticoat Lane roticr in the
Remave ™ ‘

“ Rather not!"”

“We won't stand it, anyhow!”’

Fullwood and Co. were quite agreed
up~n that point.

v Ard look at his name!’ went on
Fulilweod indignantly. * His name 1s
enongh Lo make vou think of money-
Jenders and hooked noses. Solomon
Levi !

CAwfui !t osaid Gulliver.

“Horreid!"" agrecd Bell.

“I dJdraw the hine ot mixin® with a
bally Joew ! said Fullwood firmly. ‘‘ We
won'l stand it If thot beastly cad
comes here, we'll make his life o misery!
Jews ought (o be kept to themselves,
tliey oughtn't to be allowed to walk
aboul as if they were ordinary human

beings '
“Ih? What's that?”’
Edward Oswald Handforlh came out

of the lobby, having heard Fullwood's
last remark. And Handforth was look-
ing rather aggressive,

“1 wasn'l talkin' to you!” snappcd
Fullwood.

“ Porhap- not, but T heard what you

said,”’ said Hantiforth grimly.  “ You
were tulking about Jews.”
“Yesa, I was' snecred Fullwood.

“ What's 1t got to do wilh you*”

“* Nothing; but I'tn going to punch
your nose''’ suid Hundforth. “ TI'm not
a Jew, and I haven't gol any puls who
are Jews, but I'tn uol going to have

1

!
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them run dow: and insulted by a bLeastly
cad hke you:i”

‘ Hear, Lear!” said Church and Me-
Clure.

‘“Perhaps you
news,”” he sneered,

“I've lheard thal there's a new kid
coming inlo the Romove in a dav or
{wo,”” said Handforth., ‘“ His name’s
Solomon T.ovi, or Tssue Levinsky, or
soincthing like that, and he’s a Jow.
Wall, there’s no reason why he shouldu't
be as good as anybody eclse. And Lo
certainly won't be ragged here unless he
turns out to be a rotler. Xvery chap's
got a fuir chance when he comes to gt.

“*Dear old boy. T fully agree with

Frank's.”

you!' smid Sir Montie Tregellis-West,
strolling from the lobby. “I Treally
shouldu’t waste any time on a frightful
rolter like Fullwood. Personally, T shall
go oul of my way to give this Jewish boy
a welcome. It is more than probable
that he will tuen out (o be a rippin’ sort.
It is only an exhibition of shockin’ nar-
row-mindedness fo be down on a fellow
just because he happens to be a Jew !

“Good for von, Montie,” said Hand-
forth. “ I'm going to punch Fullwood's
noze for being such a cad. He’s a fine
chap to criticis¢ other fellows! Why,
worat Jewish chap in England
couldn’t be half so bad as Fullwood!™

Ralph T.eslie scowled again.

But he only tumed on his heel anu
walked away. As a matter of fact, Lo
was rather speechless at  this  nsalt.
Furthermore. he had an idea that Haud-
forth meant (o carry out his threat with
regard 1o the punch on Lthe nose. And
Fullwood was not anxious for thal.

Several juniors were tulking about the
story which had got round that morning.
According lo reports, a new follow was
soon coming into the Remove—in the
Ancient House section. His name was
Solomon Levi, and be was said to be the
son of a rich London merchant.

His name was quite sufficient (o show
that he was of the Hebrew fraternily.

Of course. a number of juniors were
inclined to share Fullwood's view, but,
on the other hand, all the decent fellows
in the Ramove declared that Levi should
ble trcated just the samme as anybody
else.

Why shouldn’t he be*  Tho fact thal
he was a Jew made no differcnce at all.

haven't heard the
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‘And just as the knot of fellows were
interestedly discussing the question,
Nicodemus Trotwodod came hurrying
downstairs.

“I'm blessed i1f'I can understand it!”’
he eoxcluimed, in a wondering voice.
“Jt's a mystery!”

“ What’'s a myslery?”

‘“Fatty !”” replied Trotwood. ‘“ He’s
been my study mate for two or three
terms, and I've never known himn to re-
fuse any grub. He’s calen everything—
his own sharo, and somecbody clse's as
well. For him to go on hunger striko
simply proves that he's dotly, or in a
trance !’

‘“ Has he refused his grub this morn-
ing?”’

“Yes,” said Trolwood.

‘“ What!’

‘““ Great Scolt!”

“Well, I'in jigeered !’

“* Mrs. Poulter took his breakfast up
about ten minutes ago,”’ went on Trol-
wood. ¢ But Fatty wouldn't touch a
bit. He atill sticks to the same slory,
and vows that he won’t eat a thing until
he's been released !’

“ Phew!"’ whistled Pitt.
ting a bit scrious.”’

“It’s mysterious, anyhow,’” remarked
Grey. _

““No breakfast this morning, and not
e bite all day yesterday!’ said Trot-
wood frowning. * Why, 1t’s unbelievable.
I didn't think IFatty could go for more
than three hours without something to
eat! IU’s u wonder to me how he can
slecp through the might!”

“There’s something wuncanny about
it!” said Pitt. “ What I can’t under-
stand 1s how Iatly can live without
rub. I should think that he’d got a
ot of tuck there, but Mr, Leo searched
tho place thoroughly last night, and
proved that Ially couldn’t have any
sccret store.”’

Timothy Tucker came across the Tri-
angle thoughtfully, and there was a wor-
ricd oxpression on his brow as he passed
up the steps into the Ancient House.
He seemed strangely absent-minded.

““The great man is thinking!’ re-
marked Hundforth.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“My dear [riends, let me address a
few words to you,” said T.T., awakening
at the sound of that laugh. ** Yoy have
all scen the splendid example Little is

“ This 1s get-
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giving., Letl us rise, let us do our utmost
to get the unfortunate fellow released.
I suggest that we go on hunger strike at
once—in support of Little—""

‘““ Ha, ha, hal!'"

“It will be 2 most effective strike, my
dear sirs,”” went on Tucker. * If* we
band oursclves together, and—"

“Dry up, you ass!”

‘“No hunger striking for us!”

‘ Rather not!”

‘ Nothing doing, T.T.!"”

Tucker found it impossible to ollain
a hearing, und, wilh a somewhat weary
shake of his head, he passed on inlo the

House.
And , meanwhile, Dr. Stafford was
very worried. The wnews had been

brought to him that Faity LilUle was
still hunger striking. This was rather
a shock, for the Head had been quite
certain that Little would partake of
breakfast that morning.

This time the Head did not appeal to
Nelson I.ce. Instead, he rang up Dr.
DBrett, in the village. And, less than
twenty minutes laler, Dr. Brett himsolf
appearced, coming up in his little run-
about. He went straight to the Head-
master’s sludy, and he was lold of Fatty
Little's extraordinary conduct. '

‘“Well, Dr. Stafford, the boy cannot
come to any harm,” said tho doctor.
** At all evenls, going without food yes-
{erday did him no harm; on the con-
irary, it ought to have been decidedly
beneficial.”

““ But what if he keceps it up?' asked
the Head anxiously.

“ Then, of course, it might be
serious,” said the doctor. ‘* But I do
not think there is much likelihood of
that, sir. By all that I have secn of
Little, he is hardly the kind of junior
to ro without food for long. It is sur-
prisin? enough that he had nothing to
eat all yesterday.”

‘““And, on the top of that, he hae
refused breakfast this morning!”’ said .
Dr. Stafford. ‘“ Do you mind going to
the punishment room at once, Dr.
P—rett.? I should like you to examine
iwm.’

““ Certainly; I will go at once.”

Dr. Brett was escorted to the punish-
ment room by Tubbs, who seemed rather
amused over the whole affair. Brett had
a kev, and he let himself in, and found
Fatty Little lounging on the bed in a
most comlortable attitude. Fatty Litile
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rose to his frct at once, and appearcd
very aurprised to eco the doctor.

‘“ Hallo, Dr. Brett!' he exclaimed.
““ What aro you doing here?"

““1 bave come to emamine you, my
lad,” eaid the doctor grimly. ‘¢ What's
all 4his I hoar? What’s this I hear about
you rcfusing your meals?”’

‘“ Well, it's all right'!” said Fatty.
““Jt's a maltor of prificiple with me.
I'm hunger striking, you know—"'

‘“So I hoar,'’ said the doctor, * Well,
it'll do you good, my boy—it’ll do you
a lot of good!”

“Do me good?"’ eaid Fatty bluntly.

“Of course! As a rule, you eat alto-
gother too much, and a fast of thie kind
will improve your gencral health. Let
mo have a look at you.”

Fulty was thoroughly examined, and,
when Dr. Brelt had fimshed, he eyed the
yuntor ruther suspicioasly.

“I'm told that you didu't eat any-
thingy all dauy yesterday,’” he said. * I3
that true, Little?”

“ Great doughnuts!”’ eaid Fatty. ‘1
refused my Dbreakfast, I refused my
dinner, I refused my tea, and I ref:sed
supper! Docsn’t that prove that I've
cszten nothing 7"

‘*“ Not neccssarily,” said the doctor.
“You mught have had some food con-
ccaled 1n the room, or you might have
had some brought to you.”

“Oh, rot!” said Fatty indignantly.
‘“Mr, Lee knows that I've got nothing
in the room, and he knows that li
couldn't have had anything brought,
cithar.”

““Woll, it has done you no harm,'’ said
tho doclor. * You can keep it up, if you
h-kcv:- you appear to be thriving on fresh
air!

Dr. Brott took his departure, and ro-
turncd to the Head's study.

““Well?”’ said Dr. Stafford quickly,

‘* My doar eir, there is no nccessity for

you to worry whatever,”” said the
medico. “ There is nothing whatever
the malter with Little, and I really can-

not understand ¢he case.'

“ You cannot understand it?”

““No, sir, I cannot!"’ said Dr. Brett.
‘““If 1 had not been told the facts, I
should express the opinion that Little
had been eating very heavily—and quite
recently, too. T should judgo that he
has had a very substantial mecal this
morning "’

b

|'
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‘“My dear Brett, that cannot possibly
be!” said™ tho Head. ‘“I know that
Little has not caten an ounce of food
to-day. He could not have rcceived any
before Mrs. Poulter arrived with his
breakfast—and Littlo refu:ed to partake
of this.”

“Well, you needu't worry, sir,”’ said
Brett. ‘‘ Little 1s in no danger, and
being without {ood for a day or two will
probably strenglhen his constitution.”

Aud Dr. Brett took his departuro
rather mystified.

Nelson Ico went up to see Futly just
after breakfast, but the hunger striker
was as firm as ever. He demanded that
fie should be released, that there should
be no further delay, and that he should
be allowed to leave the punislinent room
at once. Otherwise, he would continuo
the hunger strike for days.

Fatty was ruther disappounled when
he failed to sce any sign of dismay in
Nelson Lee's expression. On thoe con-
trary, Lce seemed inclined (o think that
Fﬂ.tt'y would be kept a prizoner for the
whole week. And when the Head wua
informed, he became somewhat angry.

“1 shall certainly not relcase the
boy!"” declured Dr. Stafford Grinlv.
‘““He has no eympathy from me, and if
he likes to keep up this foolishness Lo
can do so. I have Dr. Brelt’s assurance
that the boy is-in no dunger, and I am
rather angry with him for taking up
this obstinate attitude.”

Meceanwhile, the other juniors wero
still discussing the matler. In Study (.,
I was talking with Sir Montic Tregellis-
West and Tommy Watson.

““I can’t believe il, you know,” I said.
“It’s quite beyoud e, you chaps. I
willing to bet unylhing you like that
Fatty isn't rcully hunger striking. He's
getting ‘some grub fromm somewhere,”

“But how?"’ asked Watson,

““That’s whal we've got to find out,”
I said. “ In any case, 1 wuant to bowl!
the spoofer out; I want to show himn uj..
Ho necdn’t think that he's going to
bluff us!"”’

‘“ But, deag old fellow, I really fail to
see how I'atty Little can oblain food:"
remarked Tregelbs-West. ‘It 18 most
astoundin’ to me!”’

“Well, we haven't given tho matler
gerious attention, so fur, but we will to-
day,”’ I said. ‘‘ And I'm prelty sure Lhat
we shall be able to—-- Come in!”’

A tup had soundcd upou tho study
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door, and, in respopse to my invitation,
the gleaming spcc[nples of Timothy
‘Pucker nppeared. The duffer of the
Remove looked in apologetically, and he
gingerly stepped ineide.

“My dear sir, I sincerely trust that
you will pardon me for intruding?’ he
sald nildly. *‘ Quite so! I am just won-
“dering if { could say a few words. The
postlion is this. I am rather pressed for
money, and——"

“Eh?' I said, staring. * You're
pressed for money?"’ _
‘“ Unfortunatelv, yes!’ said Tucker.

“ If T could possibly loan a few shillings,
" I should be extremely obliged!”

‘““ But, my dear chap, you were roll-
ing in money vesterday!’’ I said. ** Why,
I saw you with a pound nole, and at
loast eight shillings in silver! It’s not
my business, of course, and if you want
to borrow a bit, we're quite ready.”

“Thank you, my dear sir—thank
you!’”’ said Tucker. * Your beauly is
only superseded by your generosily.

Ahem! Quile so—quite so!”’

T.T. was rather Rustered, and I re-
garded hin curiously,

~ And then, at that moment, I got an
idea and I was fairly certain that 1 had

solved thc mystery of Falty Little's
hunger strike! |

CHAPTER V.
STOPPING THE SUPPLILS,

IMOTHY TUCKER had had

I plenty of money on the previous
day. I knew this for a fuct. And
now he was going round the
studies, asking for loans. What had he
done with his money? How had he
spent 1t so rapidly?

As a rule, Tucker was rather careful,
and he very saldoin wasted any money
on  luck. His éne weakness was
lemonade. Mrirs. Hake, of the school
tuck shop, kept a special brand which
was. particularly fizzy, and T'. T. was cx-
tremely fond of thiy, even in the cold
wealher.

I lent him five shillings, just to get rid

of him, and then I remained rather
thoughtful. Tucker 1was borrowing

money, and he had had plenly on the
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| previous day. This was signifcant. And

it was all the more sigmficant when I
learned, by inquiry, that T.T. had
apparontly developed an extraordinary
appetite, for it seemed that Mrs. Hake

! had supplied 1'ucker with large quanti-

ties of food on the previous day.
T. T., in fact, had speni every penny

| of his pocket money in the school shop—

all on food. I grinned, and I conlidently
informed my chums that the mystery
wus explamed.

| *‘How is it explained?”’ asked Watson,

““ Why, it’s as clear as dayvhight!” I
chuckled. ** Somehow or other, IFatty
Little hus beon oblaiming food frem an
outside source. We suspected that all
along; now we know it for certain—and
T.T. i1s the agent.”

“The agent?”’ said Sir Montie. 1
:l;m afraid I do not understand, dear o!d

oy !

*“T mean that it 1s through Tucker’s
agency that Fatiy 15 being fed,” 1 ex-
plained. ** How Tucker has been getling
the food into the punishment room 1
more than T c¢an imagine; but he's been
on the job.”

In order to pul my thecory to the test,

[ lent Tucker a further pound, for
which he was extremely delighted. I

then decided that 1 should keep my eyo
on Tucker for Lhe rest of the dav. T felt
that I should bhe repaid for so doing.

Directly 1morning lessons were over,
Tucker disappeared, and I soon found
that he had goune siraight to the village.
Two mimttes Jater, Tregcllis-West and
Watson and I were out in the lane, and
it was our intention to go lo Lthe village,
lo find out what 'I'. T. was up lo. '&’o
could casily guess, but we wanted to
make sure. .

And we had notl proceeded far beofore
we observed a stumpy, bow-legged
figure approaching fromn the village. We
recognised that figure at once, and wo
were rather surprised. ‘I

“Old Cuttle!” sad Watson.
wonder what he’s dowimg here?”

The figure was, indeed, that of Mr.
Josh Cattle. We knew him well, for he
had been at St. Frank’s quite recently.
Mr. Cutile had. been connected with the
casc of Dick Goodwin; he had, in fact,
been at St. Irank’s for the espectal pur-
posc of acting as a kind of bodyzuard
to the Lancashire junior. Duat  Mr,
Cuttle’s duty had come to an end, and
‘he had left St. IFrank’s in order to

return to Lancashire,
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He wus a curious old sort, being ex-
tremely gloomy at all times. He had
never been known to smile, and he was
always full of gloomy predictions. =

“* Well, Mr. Cuttle, this is a surprise!”
I said. coming to a helt. *“ What are
vou doing down at St. Frank’s again?"’

‘“ There was rough times ahead!"”’ said
Mr. Cuttle heavily. *‘ There was some
men which are sensible, and there was
other men which was fools. I wuas oneo
oi the fools. And why was I one of them
fools” Ask me! Because I was coming
to St. Frank's for good!”

* For good, dear old boy?”’ inquired
Sir Montie politely.

“ Them was my words, young gent!"
said Mr. (‘uttle solemnly.

* That's [rightfully interestin’,” re-
marked Sir Montie. ** I'm sure we shall
be delighted to have you among us,
Cuttle, old feliow ! :

““ Them wae cheering words, Master
éfregellis-West. But I was not cheered!”
suid Mr. Cuttle sadly. * Things was
bad, and I was suffering from foolish-
ness; otherwise I wouldn’t be here. And
I was here for good. Why was I7 Ask
me! DBecause 1 was the new porter:”

“My hat!"” said Watson. *‘ Are you
goinz to take Warren's job*”

*““ It was took!”" said Mr. Cuttle, nod-

ding., * That job was mine, Master
Watson.”
““ Well, that's fire!™ I exclaimed.

“ We shall be jolly pleased to have you,
Mr. Cutile. Warren alwayvs was an 1ll-
tempered bounder. so we're .not at all
gorry to t«ec the last of him."”

I had forgotten all about Warren for
the time being. He had been the school
porter at St. Frank's for a good many
vears, und at last he was going. He had
nol becen dismissed, but had heard of a
‘betler job elsewhere. and had given
notice uccordingly. And now,
ently, My, Josh Cuttle had come to St.
Frank's to fll Warren’s shoes.

“ The job wls empty,” said Mr.
C'uttle. I was anxious for a chanve;
therefore I was here—whypch was silly of
me. But some wmen was sillv al times,
which couldn’t be helped. Boys was a
trouble, and I was coming among boys.
Why was I? Ask me! DBecause I wasn’l
in my right scnses.”

Of course, it was quite like Cuttle to
say thut. As a matler of fact, 1 think
he waa verv pleazed al the prospect of

boing the school porter al St. Frank’s. | top landing.

appar-

- THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

In any case, he had accepted the post;
which had been offered to him through
tho agency of the guv’nor. Cutlle had
greatly enjoyed his stay at St. Frank’a,
and it had benefited his health consider.
ably, and he had been extremely pleased
when he had been offered a permancnt
job at the old school.

‘When my chums and I arrived in the
village, we were just in time {0 observe
Timothy Tucker emerging from the
school tuck-shop, and he was loaded up
with heavy parcels, all of them contain-
ing, no doubt, food. We anllowed Tucker
to go on his way te the sthool without
nllowing ourselves to be seen; then we
made a few inquiries, and learned that
T. T. had spent nearly cvery penny he
had ‘on_an enormous stock of grub!

We knew well enough that Tucker did
not require this feed for himse'f, and the
very fact that he was acting secretly
proved thalt something was wrong.

We hurried ns quickly as we could o
lhe school, and arrived just in time to
sece Tucker creeping into the Ancilent
House by meuns of a rear door—which,
strictly speaking. was out of bounds for
the juniors.

.Further astouishmenl was caused
throughout Lhe school by the fact that
Fatty Little had refused his dinner. The
majority of the fellows were more
strongly of the opigon that the fat
janior was hunger striking in earnest—
that there was no spoofing about it. I
knew differently. and I decided to keep
on the alert.

Tea-time came at length, and it was
now very dim outside. The evenings
were drawing in rapidly. All the lights
were blazing in the Ancient House, and
most of the fellows were busily pre-
paring lea. or nviting Lhemsaelves to
somebody clse’s tea.

I krew that Tucker bad gone into his
studv. 30 [ hungz about the passage mn a
carcless kind of way, wailing for some-
thing to happen. It was not neeessavy
to wail for long. Les: than five minutes
had elapsed before T. T, emerged. He
looked up and down cautiously, then
walked towards the lobby., He was quila
unaware of the fact that three juniors
were  following  him—Tregellis-West,
Watson, and myvself,

Tucker went straighl upstairzs lo the
dormilory passage, and then he con-
tinued upwards until he arrived on the
It was not a very difficult
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matter shadowing Tucker, for the junior
was short-sighte(F, and he was a bit of &
duffer, too. It was simple enough to get
richt behind him, and he knew nothing
of our presence.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” matte:ed
Watson. ‘‘ I believe he's going on to the
coof !’

‘““ Berad !’ .

* This ia what I expected, my sons,”
I whispered. *‘ We've got to be careful
now; don't make anv noise. We are
going to find out the sinister secrzt!”’

Tucker had certainly gone on to tho
roof of the Arcient House—this was flat
in this particular part, with high para-
pets forming an ornamental smiTound.

When we emerged on to the roof, in
single “file, and walking with cxtreme
caution, we saw no sign of Tucker. But
then, after a while, we spotted him. He
was over necar one of the jaruape's,
crouching low. Beside him were several
parcels, and he was disposing of these
i a somewhat surprising fashion,

I knew at once what Tucker was
doing.

At that spot there was a zutter pipe
leading downwards. It was not cxactly
a pipe, but a kind of wide shute, Tt was
joined up with a big pipe some distance
down the wall of the Ancient House.
And, quite suddenly, I saw tne truth,
and it was only with difficulty that I
repressed a  desire {o shout with
laughtenr.

For the whole thing was astonishingly
siinple. ’

That sloping ecutter. T remembered,
went straight downwards to the juncticn
pipe, which carried off all the ramn water
to the sewers in the ecarth, and I remem-
bered that this junction pipe was only
just outside the window of the punish-
ment voom. Without actually secing
what was occurring, I knew precisely
the nature of Tucker's cecupation.

He was sliding his parcels dewn the
sloping gutter—and Fatty ILittle, no
doubt, had his hand  stretched out
through the bars of his win-dow, ard was
catching the parcels as they came down.

No doubt he had been fed in this
way all the previous day. And all
Timothy Tucker’'s pocket money had
gone, (o say nothing of IFatty Little's
money, tco. So it was quite ou the cards
. that Fatty Little had given Tucker all
the money he had. It was scarcely to
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be wondered at that Fatty was refusing
the school food, for, by what we could
see, T.T. was supp{ving him with
enough grub to feed a dozen.

“The awful spoofert’” 1 exclaimed.

‘““By Jingo! We’ll bring him to his
senses !’

“ But, dear old boy, I don’t quite
understand——"’

‘““ You’ll understand in a moment,” I
chuckled. *‘ We’re going to collar T. T.
now. And mind you don’t make aeny
noise. But wait!
can do 1s to creep u
the young ass out an(r
making an outery.”

As we crept forward T could not help
wondering why T.T. was taking any
part in this alfair. T could ‘only con-
clude that his sole object was to cause
an agitation. This was a perfect craze
with him, and he wenld go to almost
any length if there was any prospect of
stirring up strife. T. T. was an agitator
of the first watenr.

quictly and pull
prevent him from

He was not particular what he
agitated for, or whether it was right
or wrong. Heo was just dotty on the

sibject, and that was all that was to
be said.

Wo reached the spot without him
knowing that we were anywhere near,
for he was paying great attention to
his task. Then suddenly at the word
we pounced upon him,

T T. was too completely startled to
offer any resistance. And as I had
clapped my hand over his mouth he
couldn’t very well say much. We hauled
him back, and did not release him until
we were a good distance from the
gutter pipe. Wo certainly did not want
Faity Little to hear anything that was
go.ng on.

*“This—this is unwarrantable !” gasped
Tucker. ‘“ Really, my dear sirs, I
protest—yes, 1 protest! How dare you
lay fingers upon me. You know who I
m_nl? Do you know who you are dealing
with ¢’ |

“Yez, we're dealing with a silly [at-
head !’ 1 replied promptly. * We're
dealing with a spoofer—the famous
hunger strike ag:itator!”

“My hat!” said Watson. ' That’s
right: he was going to get us all to go
on hunger strike. He wanted us to copy
the example of Fatty Little !”

“*Begad!” murmured Sir Montie.
“What a [rightful swindle, dear old
boys !”’

The best thing we

]
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“ Really, my dear sirs _

“Tt's no good you trring to give nel::iy
explanation, Tucker,”” 1 interrupted.;
“ R’o know the truth, we've beon watch-
ing vou." ‘

*Doar me, is that so?” said Tucker.
blinking. *'Is that so, my dear Nipper?
You surptise me!” .

“You have been supplying Fatty
I.ittle with grub—all day vesterday and
to-day. And Fatty Little has been
posing as a valiant hunger strikep”’

“You see, eny dear sir, he positively
refused to hunger strike unless 1 pre-
vided him with food secretly,”’ explained
Tucker, rather plaintively. It was my
wish that Fatty should do the thing
woperly, but he was not content. Thus
i harve been comnpelied "

“Yeés, we know all about it,”" I =aid.
‘“How mwuch stuff did you drop down
that gutter just now?” _

“ Only one parcel, my dear Nipper.”

“ Enough for Fauty's tea?”™
“Dear me, no!”’ raid Tucker. * Only
“Well, Fatty

mere portion of his tea.”

*Good "' 1 chuckled.
won't get any more, and he wen't. gel
any supper, cither. He'll go on hunger
strike in real carnest, simply because he
v.on't be able fo get any grub.”

“(ood ! grinned Tommy Watson.
“That'll teach him a lesson!™

“ Rather, dear cld boys!”’

“The position i3 this—
Tucker.

“We know the position. old chap.” 1
viterrupted.  “ Fatty won't get any tea
and he won't get any supper. By to-
morvow morning he’'ll bo practieally
starved, according to his own ideas. and
I'li bet he'll collapse like a pricked toy
balicon—that is, his hunger ztrike will
collapse. We have cut off his supplios,
and he'll ind himself in the cold.”

And this is precisely what happened.

We removed all the food from the
rocl and gave Timothy Tucker to under-
stand that under no cirecumstances was
he to communtcate with Fatte, and that
he was to keep his mouth shut. Tucker
agreed readily enough, for he was abont
fed up with the whole scheme. And
it was a relief for him to be free {from
his doties.

Half-way through the even.ng Fatty
Jatte was in an awful state.

He had only received a small parcel

of three sausage rolls for his tea—just
a b.ie for Falty.

pected many other parcels to come down

i

™"
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that pipe. But, for some unaccountabls
1eason, they failed to do so.

Consequently, Fuatty was ncarly
frantic.  He could not appeal for
assistance, and he could not communi-
cate with Tucker m any way. All he
could do was to wait in a frightful
state of anxiety. He had refused the
tca which Mrs. Poulter had brought up,
and now he was left deserted. Tucker
had failed h:m!

As a genuine hunger striker Fatty
Lattle was not exactly a success. He had
received only o meagre tea, and this
cansed him to go into a terrible state of
alarm. What if Tucker did not turn
up? Fatty turned almost faint at the
thought of 1it.

And, as a matter of fact, no supper
d'd turn up'!

The peason for this was quite simple.
[ took the precaution to be mn the npper
passage when Mrs. Poulter came along
with the supper tray. I had a few
words with the matron. informing her
confidentially that Little certainly
required no supper.

“You sce, Mrs. Poulter, he’s hunger
str:king.” T explained. *““It’s a certainty
he won’t accept this supper even if you
take tt to him; besides, I've got an idea
that he’ll collapse in the morning.”

"“Oh, dear,” =aid Mr3s. Doulier,
“that will be terrible!”

I mean that his hunger strike will
collapse,”” I hastened to put in. “lIn

any case, going without his supper wen't
do h:m much harm.”

I had rather a difficulty with the
matron, but she agreed at last, and
took Fatty Little's supper away without
having asked the junior if he required
it. And. of course, no food came to
Fatty down the gutter; he discovered
this to his dismay a little later on. And
now he was not only frantic, but posi-
tively wild with anxicty. He was feel-
ing torribly empty, and he told himseli
repeatedly that he would never last
out until the morn:ng.

But 1t certainly secemed that he would
be required to do this. For in the dis.
tance he heard the bell clanging for
the Remove to go up to the dormitory,
and thea Fatty Littlo groaned with
misery,

For T. T., of course, would go to bed
with the rest of the fellows, and Fatty’s
last chanco of gotting any food had

Naturally, he had ex- I vanished.

Mcanwhile, S:r Montie Tregellis-West
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FATTY LITTLE'S HUNGER-STRIKE

and Tommy Watson and [ were chuck-
We knew what had hap-i
pened, and we know: that Fatty Little:
was hunger striking now in carnest. We:
were rather curious to see what would

ling together.

happen at breakfast timc on the follow-
Ing morning.

CHAPTER VI
THE. END OF TEX HUNGER-STRIKFE,
‘f REAT PIP !

G LEdward Oswald Handforth made
that remark, and he spoke in a
sleepy, surprised, kind of tone.

He was sitting up 1n bed in the Remove
dormitory, and he had bcen listening
intently for a moment or two.

There were strange sounds proceed-
ing from somo distant part of the.
Ancient House.

I ‘had heard them first, and I had
awakened at once, only to discover that
McClure was aroused from sleep a
moment later. Mc(lure d:d not keep
quiet, but nudzed Handforth at once
and woke him up. And now a good
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Watson. | ]

It was certainly somewhat ludicrous.
Fatty Little had becn pretending to be
on hunger strike for two whole days.
And just because he had been left
without any focd for two meals—tea and
supper—he was arousing the whole
Ancient House!

For him to think about waiting until
the morning was quite out of the
question—unrthinkable! The pangs of
hunger were so great that Fatty cared
nothing for the ccneequences. All he
wanted was food—anything that could
be eaten, 1n fact.

“ Oh, T shall die—I'm dying already!”
groaned Fatty, as he paused in his
yells for assistance. *‘ I'm going to half

crumbs ' grinmed Tommy

| slaughter that ass of a Tucker when I

|cct out of here, the little rctter!
[.caving me in the lurch like thist*

He continued his hammering. his sole
objeet being to bring somebody to the
| punishment-room. He didn’t care what
the consequences might be, so long as
he obtained some foad.

Fenton and Morrow, of the Sixth, had

manyv other juniors were silting up in | been aroused with the others, and they

bed listening.

“ What the dickens can it be?” asked
Reginald Pitt.
*Goodness knows,”’ said Handforth.

“It sounds l’ke somebody being mur-
dered.”

** Oh, rot!"’ said De Valerie.
The fellows listencd again.

Thoe commotion outside was rather
terr:ific. Somebody appeared to be
hammering forriblvy upon a door, for
dull, rapid thuds were heard, Not only
this, but wild yells sounded—shouts and
howls. Undoubtedly it szeemed that
somebody was in trouble.

“ Dear old boys, somebody is havin’ a
fit,” remarked Tregellis West.

“You ass I’" I whispered, bending near
to him. ' It’s only Fatty!”

i Eh ?}'I

“Tt's Tatty telling evervbody
he's hungry,” 1 grinned.

**Begad!?
“Oh, my only toL)per!” muttered
Watson. ‘Do you think that can be

the explanation, Nipper?”

that

“I'm jolly sure it is,”” I replied. “ 1
thought Fatty would wait. until the
morn:ng, but 1t seoms that he can't, I

expect he's

( frown desperato after being
without foo

for two mcals.”

immediately sallied out of their bed-
rooms to investigate. The two prefeets
had only just got into the corridor when
they saw somebody coming up the stairs,
Thev recogmised the figure as that of
Nelson Lee.

““ Morrow—Fenton !"’ exclaimed Nelson
Lee sharply. ‘" What i1s the meaning
of th:s commotion?"*

“We don’t know. sir,”” said one of
the prefeets. 1 think it’s Little in the

punishment-room:; he seems to have
been taken bad.”

‘At any rate, his lungs are in perfect
condition, to judge by the noise he i3
making,”’ saxd Nelson Lee. ‘“His
musclé do not appear to be exceed-
ingly weak, e:ther”

“Well, sir, there seems to be some-
thing the matter with the young ass,”
said Fenton.

Nelson Lee made no reply, but went
along the passage, and precently he
arrived at the punishment-room. Heo
flung the door open and entered the
apartment. Fatty Iattle, hot and

flustered, rushed into the Housemaster’s

arms, and Nelson Lee was almost
bowled over backwards.
‘“ Little?”” he exclaimed sharply.

‘*How dare you! What is the mean-

ing—""
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I-T'm starving. sir!” gasped Fatty “ Really, Little, it was not my fault '’
desperately.  “I—I want some food, | protested” Tucker. ‘I was prevente:l
sir!’ —
“ I!tdued e ) i “You've got to release me from that
(imnre somo .gl'l'lb. sir—anything ! promisce,” said Fatty threateningly
panted  Futty. I'm not particular, | *-If you don’t, I'll half slaughter you!
Bir . . : Am [ released from that promise—that
It appears that your hunger strike | fatheaded promise I made to you not
}“?“ come dt?\ ‘l“ -"-llfidf'll te{mlnaﬁon, to eat any of the school grub?®"’
dttie,”’ satd Nelson Lee grimly, “How | oy :vprn’ : L e aie
18 it that you have changed so abruptly? Little T do not think I am justified

’ asve, ' leasing vou!
Your determination scems to have| '™ TC g ) ey .
desorted vou.” | ‘“Am T released ?'’ hissed Fatty, push.

It has, sir, but I can't help it.” said | "& & plump fist under T. ‘1,:;',5 nose.
Fatty weakly. * I—I'm dying, I believe! | Am I released, you bounder?
1 haven't had anvthing to eat since| My dear sir, I—I—~ Yes, my dear
dinper-time—since, I—1 mean, since | Little, you are released: I have no
_— e alternative but to agree!”
T think T understand, Tittle,”” said “Good!"” s=aid Fatty, rushing across
Nelson Lee grimly,  “ Well, I wiil see | the rocm. *Can I have some grub now,
that scme food is brought—"' sir? T want a tremendous lot, sir, be-

* Hold on, sir!” said Fatty. * Can— | cause I'm nearly starving; I—I believo
can |l see Tucker, of the Remove?” I'm dying !

“1 am afraid not.” ““1 think you had better wait until the

“But T muat sce Tucker, sir, before | morning, Little,”” satrd Nelson Lev
T can eat any food!" said Fatty ] grimly. *“I do not think it 1s so very
desperately.  “DPlonse  let me see | long since you had a meal, and it will
Tucker, sir—I must !” not hurt you to—"'

“If you ‘!““ explain why—"" *Ow—yow—yarroooh !’ yelled Fatty

“J—1 can't. sir—really, I can’t, sir!”" | suddenly. *“I—I'm f[celing bad, sir’
panted il.w fnt_]umo!'. “Gireat pan-| Oh! Yarroooh!"
cakes! T'm - dying—I'in starving tol patty flopped himself on the bed.
death! And I can’t eat anything until | payrly” causing  that structure to
I've scen Tucker; I mustn’t touch a| collapse. and then he precceded to gasp
morsel of food ! wildly, kicking his legs about while he

“You aro acting very strangely,| was doing so. Then gradually he aub.
T.atle, II.lll I suppose I must hllm()l.ll" sided, and “'enkly demanded ihat food
vou,”” said Nelson Lee. * Morrow, will| should be brought to him.

you kindl I'n:.'h'h Tucker herc as quickly Morrow and Fenton were grinning

as possible ! . hugely, and a crowd cf juniors who had
Mdrrow went off, grinning, and|crept up to the door simply could not

peesently he returned with T. T., who | contain themselves. They knew quite

was looking scared and ill at case, well that IFatty was only putting 1t on.
“I've brought you here, Tucker, be- [ and they couldn’t kecp tﬁoir laughter

cause Littlo 18 anxious to speak with | within them.

voi," sa.d Nelson Lee. ' The poor boy ‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’

is dving. according to his own story, “Yes, you e¢an laugh!” groaned

ﬂ“d he Iaist see you beforo tho (‘nd e F’ﬂtt}'. bl I—I'm dying! I've I)PE'“. hung(hr
“Dear me!” exclaimed T. T. * This | striking for so long that I've got as thin

1e distressing, my dear sir—it 13 most | as @ rail !’

distressing.  II I can be of any asaist- “Ha, ha, hat"

ance—=- Really, Little, I—I h | “It's awful; I haven't tasted anything
Fatty had suddenly jerked Tucker|to ocat since dinper-time.” moaned

into the punishment-room, and he took | Fatty. *“ And then I only had a few

‘T. T. rig'lt across to the cther side, near | Great doughnuts! I—1 mean, I haven'o

the window, Then he jammed Tucker | eaten any of the school grub for (wo

aguinst the wall and whispered ficrcely | days!”

into his ear, “I agree with you on that point,
“You—yon rotler!” hissed Fatty, | Little,””  said  Nelson T.o  steenly.

“Why dida’t you bring mg grub?” “But, by what I can understand, you
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have been partaking of other food.” Xou
must explain to me how you.received
it You have hoaxed poor Mrs.
Poulter in. @ most. disgracetul -fash:on,
and I shall punish.you, Little. ‘Further-
nore, you bave deceived me, since you
pretended to bo hunger striking while
you were actually obtaining food n
large quantities.”’

*Ha, ha, hal!”

* The awful spooler!”

“The fat swindler!"

'“He ought to be starved for two days
now as a lesson!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

*“Oh, I'm sinking rapidly !” groaned
FFatty Little, rolling from side to side,
*If T don’t have some grub soon I shall
fudo away and die! I—I ocan’t last
much longer !

Hcowever, a funeral was prevented by
the tumely arrival of a tray full of
food. And the manner in which Fatty
Little demolished this supply was rather
an eyc opener even for Nelson Lee, who
was  well aecquainted with Ifatty’s
appetite. The fat junior had been with-
out food fcr only {wo meals, and now
lic was cating as though he had starved

TIIE
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himself for @ week. As a hunger striker
Fatty Little was not precisely a success.

- On the evenin'g of the [ollowing day
Fatty Little was released, by the Head’s

order. And when he came among the
other junlors in the Remove he was
chipped unmerctfully. }He was sub-

miticd to a perfect storm of chaff, and
he was only saved from being frog-
marched round the Triangle by recason
of his enormous we:ght. ‘The junicrs
did not feel quite capuble of the task.

It was just as difficult to bump him,
and so Fatty Little escaped scot free.
And after that there was nothing more
heard of his famous hunger strike.

The following afternoon, which was a
half holiday, marked the beginning of
& somewhat astonishing pertod at St.
Frank's, for Master Sclomon Levi
arrived at St. I'rank’s.

The coming of the Jewish boy was
destined ic be something of an event,
and, further, Levi of the Remove turned
out to be a most remarkable junior, and
his arrival at St. Fraak's was to be
merely the beginning of an exceedingly
siirring time for the Remove.

END,

TO MY READERS.

—notably Fullwood an

hostile

the boys of the school, in

Next week will see the commencement of another grand
new series, in which Solomon Levi, the new Jewish boy at
St. Frank’s, will play a prominent part. Some of the boys
his supporters—attempt -to make
emonstrations against the newcomer; but the
better spirit of the rest of the school prevails against
unfair prejudice, and Levi is given a chance to prove him-
self worthy of their friendship.

Levi, indeed, turns out to be quite a decent chap.
More than that, he has amazing business abilities, as will
be seen when he opens a large cinema in Bannington for

| concern which the Head has p
rivalry between the two cinemas will form a strong feature
in the forthcoming: series, the frst stor]g'

next week with: *° THE JEW OF ST.

oprosition to a disreputable
aced out of bounds. The

of which begins

RANK'S I
THE EDITOR.
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Thrilling New Serial of Brother and Sister Detectives!
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A TALE OF DETECTIVE
ADVENTURE IN LONDON,

INTRODUCTION.

LIN FLEET, a lad of fifteen, wrongfully accused
of stealing, loses kis job at a motor garage. His
parents being dead, he lives with an unserupul-
ous pair knoun as Uncle and Aunt Pawley, the
Jormer being better arquainted with the thefts at

the garage than he would care to admit. ILin
meets a stranger in a grey suit, who takes an
tlerest in him, and the boy nicknames him
“Mr, Mysicrious.”” The stranger sends him
on an errand to deliver a packet to a Mr.
Crawson-Crake, who behaves like a madinan

and threitens to shootl the lad unless he disclosges -

the name of kis employer. Lin escapes and
recounis his experiences to ** Mr. Mysterious,”
al the lntter's house in Hampstead As a proof
of his capalnlities he 13 entrusted with a diamond
pendanttotake toa jewellers for a repair.  Afler
some exciting adventures the pendant 13 re-
turned to the deleclive, and Lin is told that he will
{.»e’needed Jor another and much more dangerous
JUJ. '
(Now read on.)

Dy gy

A Drama of the Night,

o UT he is young for such work as
this of to-night; and it is not his
courage, but his memory that may

_fail, under the strain of excitement.

But, Kit, are ‘you seure of ¢this man's

ddentity?"

““Can you doubt it, Cora?’” said Twyford.
‘“What other man but tfie right one would
Liave known the meaning of those seeming
triles in that little ecardboard box? Or
fitave displayed euch fearful emotions at
the sight of them??”

“True,” said Cora; then asked rather
anxiously, * But will he keep the appoint-
ment? Will he come? Suepecting danger,
tie may keep away."”

* Suspecting danger, he will come!” de-
ciared Kit, '*He will ohey the summons in
tiiat bfiel note I enclosed with those toys, be-
cause he will hope to discover the enemy
who thus threatens him, and to silence that
enemy by bribery—or some more violent
means! Oh, he will come, Cora, have no
doubt about that—he will come!"”

“Well, I know my part, and I gquite
turill to play it!" Cora murmured, a keen
light in her expressive eyes. ‘“ But what is
Lin's? Have you planned his part, Kit?"

bye,

¢ Perfectly,”” answered her ‘brother., " And
I am now going to give him his instructions.”

““I will leave you to it, then,” said Cora,
as she turned towards the door. * Good-
Lin!"" s8he called out. ‘“ We shall
probably meet again to-night!”

And she gave the boy a peculiar smile,
friendly, yet with a grave shadow lurking
in its depths Lin did not understand it
then. He did afterwards, when that night's
work was come and gone!

““Now, Lin!" said Twyford, when they
were alone. “I am going to give you your
orders for to-night. Pay atfention to every
word, for not one word is unimportant'!”

After the firet word or two Lin could
not have helped himself had he tried. He
simply had to listen; for they were surely
the strangest instructions that ever a boy
received! He heard them with an interest
which fast deepened into wonder. At

 moments he longed to ask questions; but

there was something now in the stern, com-
manding tone and look of the man in grey
that seemed to forbid it. He felt that, lko
a soldier, it was his part to take his orders
without askigg explanations—and then to
obey them. , =

And he meant to obey them, to the
letter. Such was the power of *'Mr,
Mysterious.” '

** Now,” said Twyford, *‘the call.
and try it after me.”

He gave a low, peculiar whistle; a call -
of only three notcs, yet so strange that iV
might have been distinguishable, amid a .
medley of other eounds, by cxpectant ears
that knew it. -

Lin tried it, failed, and tried again, He
had a sensitive ear for musical sounds, and
eoon got the call perfectly.

Twyford nodded approval. |

“Good!” he said. * You have it now!
See that you do not forget it if the moment
for it comes to-night! For to-night I am

Listen,

entrusting to your watchfulness and caro
something more precious than diamonds—

Py

a life dearer to me than my own!

What was the mystery at the back of
those strange worde? What was to happen
that night? Lin marvelled; but whatsoever
it might be, he meant to do his part!

At midnight the Embankment seemed
almost deserted, if only by contrast
with the great arteries of traflic &0
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" pear, ‘where the stir' and bustle of iife wae. broad base of

still goine etrong, the great business of

pleasure still in full swing. _
though there

There Night was denied, as
were no such thing. = .

But there are no shining palaces of plea-
- gure ‘to bring such throngs to the Embank-
ment, and Night had taken possession of
it, as she had of the river that flowed
darkly under its steep wall. So it seemed
deserted—hy contrast., It bad traffic of its
own, of course. The big, noisy electric-cars
clattered down their iron rails out in the
wide roadway; motors buzzed swiftly past;

and now and then & horsed vehicle went

"~ by more slowly, adding the beat of hoofs and
the rattle of harness. - - - -

But that was out in the broad roadway,
and seemed so far off from the bare, shadow-
flecked pavement over by the river, that
the Embankment had nothing to do with it,
any more tham had the river itself.

The tide of light and mmotion did not reach
thus far. The wide, dully-glistening pave-
ment over by the river-side was bare and
empty—or seemed sO. -

Now and then a belated pedestrian, or two
or three together,
catch a ’'bus, tram, or train—homeward
bound after a night of pleasure, or a late
“epell at work. These, with fireside or bed
awaiting them, did not loiter, but passed
quickly, and were soon out of the picture,

But .there were others, who never bhurried,
bhaving nothing to hurry for., = . _

.They had no business anywhere Pleasure,
to them, meant only to be allowed to slink
into a corner and sleep—and forget. No bed
or- fireside awaited them. There was nothing
to hurry for. ,

For they were the vagrants—scraps of
human driftwood stranded om the lee-siiore
of Life!

. They mnever hurried, but moved with a
slinkinzg gait all their own; moved, like
shadows themselves, seeking a lodging for
the night where the slradows were clcsest and
moest friendly.

Lin Tleet watched them curiously, buf
not without pliy, and even a queer touch
of fellow feeling.
had felt, only a few houms ago, when he had
suddeniy realised that he was homeless in
vast, night-shrouded London! L

For all that, he was glad when several
of thcee slouching figures had passed quite
close to him, and yet mot glanced his way
or paused to accost him. DBut he secemed to
be quite unnoticed in the black patch of
shadow where Le stood. '

"His post had been well chosen. His
respect for the strange powers of ‘' Mr,
Mysterious ' deepened to something like awe
again, as he thought of that part of his
1nstructions :

*The lamp-stundard between the third
and fourth eseat past Cleopatra’s Needle,”
had been the words, * There is a shadow at
its base which, if you lean cloce against
it and make no movement, .will screen you
completely.”” :

And it was so. Drawn up close to the

would hurry along to|

He remembered how he
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the §ron standard, the boyv's

| siim figure seemed to become part of it,

and was invisible to the casual glance.

. . Now how did he know that?"' mused Lin,
who was a shrewd and thoughtful boy,
' He must have eyes for ‘everything, every-
where he goes, and notice, and store ali
sorte of (gtf;er, little facts up in his mind,
ready to bring out and make use of when
'he wants ’'em. Thousands of people have
passed ithis lamg-pos-t.‘mnd not many, I
reekon, ever bothered to notice how its
own shadow wrapped it reund like a Jong
cloak at the bottom.  But he did! Mighty
strange sort of man! I wonder what his
Jbusiness is.”

| . Just then Big Ben boomed out {welve.

It was the appointed time. Lin had a
queer feeling that he was at the theatre,
and the play about to begin. But for some
minudes there was little to see. The two
seate he had been told to wateh, on
either side of the lamp-post, were vacant,
although nearly all the other seats, he had
noticed as. he came, were already eclaimed
by temants for the night. But these two
remained empty.

And this was not by chance. More than
once a slinking figure approached one or the
other of those two seats as if to secure-
accommodation there. Then i.nstanttJ}v u
silent-footed policeman appeared—an if from
nowhere—and with a motion of his gloved

hand warned the intruder off. Apd when
the vagrant had gone the policeman
vanighed, too, back into the shadows out

of which he seemed to have come.

Thie happened several times; and then,
as though a word of warning had been
given, and passed from one to another,
no more of these forlorn figures approached
either seat, or appeared anywhere upcn the
broad stretch of pavement before them,
which it tickled Lin's excited imagination to
look upon as ' the stage.”

For quite & long interval—or so it seemed
to the eager and expectunt boy—*' the
stage " was empty. Thep, from the roadway,
a man approached the spot. :

No ragged vagrant this time, but a man
| clad in a heavy, dark travelling-coat, with its
fuigh eollar pulled weil up about his ears,
and a cap to match drawn closely over the
upper part of his face. Lin neticed {lLat he
walked with a nervous, halting step, quite -
out of keeping with his age and appearance.
For he was a big man, of powerful physigue,
and looked to be in the prime of life. He.
"appeared to bave been counting the seats as -
he came along, for Lin heard bhim mutter:

“This is it—the  thijrd. And it's vacand
for a wonder—all the others scemed full
up—and that's curious, come to thipk of it.
Well, I'm here! Now—"

He had paused . before the seat to the
westward of Lin's post of observatiom, and
now, with a nervous, furtive giance around,
dropped bheavily into it.

- Presently, with a hand that was far from .
gteady, he got out a cigarette and struck
a vesta to light it. As the match fared up
it liguted the man's features stroungly. And
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then Lin very nearly.betraved his
. by a startled movement. ,
" For he knew that face, with its strongly-
marked, heavy lines, and its curions leaden:

Hor! Those bloodshot, mad-looking eyes,
iad once glared into his with a threat of
death! -

For it was the face of the man to whom
he had carried that queer box of toys—
- (Cnawson-Orake ! _ i, T
- “That I ehould see him here to-night—ot
oll men!' thought the amazed boy. - He
was 8o struck with wonder that he almost
forgot why he himeelf was there, and lost
himsef;, trying to imagine what next might
bappen—wlat it would all lead to. .

Then he remembered the impressive words
with which the man in grey bad closed his
imgtructions: ; ‘““ Do mnot - lpt your thoughts
wander, or.. give -way to surpriee.. Do not
wonder at anything you see or hear, ‘but
watch and ksten, and hold yoursell ready to
- give that signal -on-the -instant, if it ie

needed. That is your part. See that you do

not faid In it!" ‘ biwl e TR
» He remembered, and
just in time to be aware that the second
character in tiris strange act had appeared
upcn the scene. A slight and frail-lcoking
old woman, in rusty, beggarly black, and
with a queer, old-fashioned black bonnet,
which juet showed the lower pontion of her
thin, weazened face, and wisps of grey hair
straggling from beneath its brim. _

She had approached so- quietly thait she
had actually seated herself quite close to
Crawson-Crake before he notliced her. - When
he d.d s0, it was with an exclamation of |
annoyance or disgust. Throwing away his
cigarette, he hall-rose as if to go. MBut the
old woman put a thin, clawilike hand upon
his coat-sleeve, and said, with an odd little
s.mpering laugh: ~ '

‘““ What, you're not going to run away!
Why, what's ocome over your nerves?- You
—a great, big, stromg man—can't be afraid
of a poor little old woman like me!"

Crawson-Crake resumed his seat, but edged
a little farther from her.

‘“ What do you want with me?’"’" he de-
manded, in a hoarse, deep undertone. ** Why
bhave you come—an old scarecrow Like you?”

‘“ Because he could not come himself,’
said the old woman. * Unless,’”’' ehe added—
**unless he is here, only we cannot see him
with our living eyes. lle might be to-night, |
for you are here; and this is the very seatl
whereon that journey was planned from
wiich he never came back, but went to his
death! He might be here—who knows?"

The big, strong man threw a ehuddering
glanco around Lim, like a child {r.ig!htenedJ

presence l

ta the dark.
‘““Ah, your nerves!” tittered the old
woman, ‘' That's bad nights, isn't it? DBad

nights, bad dreams—and coeaine!”

fe gave her a startled glare at that—a
threatening glare. DBut she merely tittered
agnan, and went on:

*“Why have I eome? I have come to tell

‘coue-c'-f,ed_ﬁia’utlhoughl_ts !

-every ‘penny,- and . broken in health.

" you a etory—the story of young Charlied
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Hearne. You knew it once—who should know
it better than you? But you may have for-
gotten; you have been trying to forget—
with the Iie-lr of coocaine.”” . - 3 g =

Again he threatened her by
did not, move or even flinoh. -

a IOOIk Sl:e

* Charlie Hearne's mother kept a small

newsshop out Romford .way. She ; worked
hard, and did preity well m a small way;

and might have done better if her son had

ut his heart into the :business and helped
her. But, although -.not  bad- at heart,
Charlie was a weak sort of young man, and
too fond of .pleasure.
out of his mother all the money she could

He would wheedle -

spare—and sometimes more than ehe could °

spare—and go off to London on what he
called a -‘spree.”- It was in London, .and_on

one of those sprees,' that he must have -

picked up with you, and with your crony at
that time, James Markel.
bad hour for him, when he met the pair
of }-ou!" . N e e s
_Another threat of the eyes, which &ghe
caimly ignored, as before. ., - - . . ..

- ‘“ After one of- these outbreaks—which

often lasted several days and nights—OCharlie

Hearne would creep back home, stripped of
- And
always his indulgent. fool of a mother would
take -him -in,
back to health.” . = . .

‘““Why-am I fool enough to sit here and
listen: to atll. this rot!". Lin -heard Crawson-
Crake growl, with an added oath.

“ Listen! ~You may. have fonrgotten, or
may not even have heard the bit that I'm
going to tell you now. And it's eo inter-
esting!” tittered the old woman.

Jt was. a black, .

forgive' him, and nurse him -

- ““Mrs. Hearne had a lodger, & man m"fhio'_

had been a great rover in his ,time—been
everywhere, and been everything, and come
to nothing at last.
rained his constitution, and in middledifa
he trad come back to England to linger out
his days on a small pension, or something
of that sort. Spicer—that was his name—
was taken very ill just about the time that
Charlie Hearne came back home from oroe
of thcee ‘eprees’ im London; the longest—
and the last, as it turned out. o, i
- “Young Charlie was ill himself, and very
penitent. As he got bebtter he showed it
by stayimg at home, belping his mother in
the business, and taking a4 turn with nursing
the lodger. They were both very kind to
Spicer, and he was grateful. He said that
he had nothing to give in return, but a
sccrab he had kept for years, hoping to
use 4t omne day. But that, he eaid, was
out of the question now, his days were run
owt. But the secret, he declared, was worth
a fortune—a huge fortune—and if only young
Eh-uit;i_ie’pad the pluck and enterprise it might
e his.

. The old woman paused; then, actually lay-
ing her hamd upon the arm of the grimly-
slent man beside lher, 6aid with a crooning
chuckle; : s f <
(Continued on page lii of covesr.)

- A tropical fever had

- [
- i -8

s |
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" \ren’t you bu*rnmg to know whiat t&mt
sccret, was, Mr.” Crawson-Crake? . Ii is s0
mt-ereatmg——quﬂte thrilding! - For to ‘one man
and another it brought gr&at riches, and to
“a third it .brought Dnl:!r a fearful dtmth'”'

The man growled an o-a-th, and, throwm"

-~
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off the old creaturea shrivelled hand, raierd
his powerful arm as il to strike her, -~ -

Lin's bLlood fired.up. He gathered hm:-
bl:'tf to. r%prmg to ler aid!

(To be contmue'l.)
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