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Et that moment Reggie Pitt, Jack Grey, and bick Goodwin came alcng to
the end of the passage to find out what the noise was about.
‘* Stop that, Kenmore !’ shouted Pitt angrily.
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

. The West House at St. Frank’s is seething with mdlgnatxon at the cruel
persecution introduced by the new House Prefect, Guy Sinclair. One of
the worst bullies of the Sixth, Sinclair has a hold over Barry Stokes, the
Housemaster of the West House. Mr. Stokes had been seen by Sinclair
at a notorious London night club, and although he could easily clear himself,
it would mean exposing the son of an old friend, and Stokes had given hts
word to the family not to do this. Thus, Smclau' has compelled Mr, Stokes
to make him prefect of the West House in place of Arthur Morrow, and the
Housemaster is likewise reluctantly obliged to lend his support to the
tyranny imposed by Sinclair, who is now virtually dictator of the West
House. The positio'n is rapidly becoming intolerable .for Barry Stokes ;
and Sinclair, by his mad rule, as you will read in this week’s story, is headmg

for serious trouble in the West House.
: THE EDITOR.

“Tpen my . word!” gasped Clarence.

. CHAPTER L
“It’s too absurd! What was that freak

KEXMORE’S LITTLE JOKE.

WILLY IHIANDFORTH was in a hurry.
He simply flew through the
iobby of the West House, and
.vanished with a kind of swishing
noise into the Junior corridor.
and Farman, who were coming down the
stairs, merely roeceived a blurred impression
of an object skidding through the lobby
under the ‘mpression that it was a skating
Tink.

At such a speed, Willy was compelled to
negotiate the corper in an unconventional
manner. In much the same way as an aero-
plane, he developed a steep bank as he
reached the bend, and pimted round. in a
kind of spin, By a hair's breath he missed
erashing into €larence TFellowe, dodged with
a phenomenal skill, _and then tore olr again
in another burst of speed.

Owen Major |

that made that streak?” .

He gazed down ‘the passage in mild
astonishment, but only saw a little haze
of dust. The leader of the Third had
vanished.

There was, of course, no real necessity for
this frantic *lurr'v Willy was merely making
for the Third Form quarters, in order to
rake up Dicky Jones, It appeared that
Dicky Jones had received a hamper that
afternoon, and unless Willy arrived on the
scene -~early there would be no chance of
a share in the spoils.

It was nearly tea-time, and the West
Ifouse was comparatively quiet. Most of
the Remove fellows were still out on Little
Side, putting in some football practice.
There was an atmosphere of peace about
| the place.
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As Willy negotinted a second corner in  smashed my ribs! As for that kick in tle
i{he asame fashiou as the first, a burly | face—"
fiure emerged from one of the studies, and ““*Cheese it!” interrupted Willy indig-
4 collision was inevitable. 'Willy realised | nactly., < How could 1 help my boot get-
the danger, but was unable to pull up in|ting mixed up with your silly face? You

time. With the instinet of self-preservation,
he ducked his head down, and hutted the
cbstruction fairly in the middle.

There was a wild, wailing gasp, a crash
that shook the very floor, and Willy found
himeelf sprawling on the top of Simon Ken-
more, of the Sixth. 1t was rather unfor-
tunate thar Willy's left foot was mingled
with Simon Kenmore's face. It was
gbviously a time for swift thought.

Willy Iandforth was never slow when it
came to a matter of rapid decistons.
Although _
prefects—beingz the Head Boy of the East
House—he was, nevertheless, an ugly cus-
tomer.
remaining on this tragic scene.

There was only one thing to be done—and
that was to leap into the safety of obscurity
in the smallest possible amount of time.
Willy had no illusions regarding Kenmore’s
anttitude over this accident., Kecumore, after
ihie fashion of prefects, would come to the
perfectly ridiculous conclusion that Willy
was blame-worlhy.

Unhappily, Kenmore’s
swiftly, too. And even while Willy was
making a determined effort to coxtricate
himself, Kemmnore clutched ¢ne of his ankles.
[t was, more or less, an instinctive <lutch.

I'or Kenmore was in dire agonyv. In a
word, he was winded.
ticularly big, but to receive the whole
weight of him, -head on, at the speed of an
xpress train—well, it was devastaling.

brain = worked

“ Chuck it!’? gasped Willy, when he found |

~that escape was impossible. “ Lemme go,
Kenmore! What's the idea? Yoéu might

ltaive bhroken my neck—getting in my way
like that!”

Willy worked up a plausible appearance
of 1ndignation. Kenmore lay on the foor,
sjowly recovering, but still unable {0 express
the violent terms which sought an outlet.

*“In faect, I'm not sure that I'm not
crocked!” wen{ on Willy warmly. “I've
got a funny twist in my neck now! I've
a jolly =zood mied to report you to the
Housemaster!? ‘

“By gad!” gurgled Kenmore blankly.

For a second, his surprize overcame his:

fury. It staggered him to find that Willy
was actually putting the blame on other
chioulders, .
““You ought to have more sense!’ snorted
the Third Iormer, ¢ standing there, and
obstructing a chap——* |
“You young demon!?*
now recovering rapidly. ‘“ Another word,
and I'll smash you! What the thunder do
you miean . by hurtling round these corners
like a charging buffalo? You nearly

roared Kenmore,

Kenmore wasn’t one of Willy's

There was nothing to be gained by

Willy was not par-

shouldn’t have sueh a face—it’'s all over
knohs! A face like that would catch on
anything!?”?

** You infernal young sweep——-"?

‘““ Besides, why talk t0 me about your
face?’” went on Willy, in a pained voice.
441 should think it's a subject you’d prefer -
to keep silent about, My hat! Haven’t
you ever used a mirror? Don’t you realise
what you carry about with you everywhere?
Some of the chaps call it the ‘Curse of St.
Frank’s! It’s looked upon as a sort of
ghost. Everybody’s scared of it.”

This sort of thing was not caleulated to
improve Kenmore's temper, But Willy was
always fearless. Besides, he concluded—

1 quite correctly—that he was booked for a

severe five minutes. Whatever he suid, Ken-
' more would tan him just the same, 'And it
was a wonderfaul opportunity to say a few
things about the prefect’s face. Willy hL:ad
leng awaited this opportunity,

kenmore dragged himself up, and main-
tained his ecluteh on Willy's ankle, This
involved a <c¢ertam upheaval. In short,
Willy became inverted, and a choice collee-
tion of odds and ends rattled to the floor
from Willy’s pockets.

“Now, you imp of mischiei!”’ panted
Kenmore, “I’m going to tan you until you
howl for merey! You won’t be able to
sit down for a fortnight! If I bad a cane
here, I’d make it worse.”

“Don’t jaw so much!® said Willy. ¢ Ge}b
it over!?

“I don't want any more sauce——?

“ My hat! Your face looks even worse
upside down!” interrupted Willy, aghast.
“What’s that thing sticking out in the
middle? That thing with a knob on the
end? And what are those chunks pro-
recting out——-" -

Kenmore gave an inarticulate roar, angd
jerked Willy across his knee. At least,
this was bhis- intention. Kenmore shifted
his position slightly, but how was he to
know that a somewhat sticky caramel was
immediately under his' foot? He skidded
ominously, and his foot shot from under
him. The unfortunate prefect” went over
on his back with such a thud that all the
breath was knocked out of him for the
second time. And. Willy didn’t merely kick
his face this time—he {airly trod on it.

“Don’t blame me!” roared Willy, ¢ You
did that yourseli! The best thing you can
do is to let me go—*

“T'Nl murder you for this!’’ snarled Ken-
more. =~ F= @ _ :
‘The bully of the East Iouse lost control
of himself., He bhad been furious bhefore,
but now he was maddened., In spite of his
; pain, he leapt to his feet, whirled Willy




round, and the fag’'s head came in violent ;

contact with the opposite wall. _

At that same moment Reggie Pitt, Jack
Grey, and Dick Goodwin came along to the
end of the passage to find what the noise
was about. They saw the whole thing.

¢ Stop that, Kenmore!’”’ shouted Pitt
angrily.

“Tt's all right—I'm not fiurt!?”? growled
Willy. I can take a Dbiff on the head with-
out howling, 1 suppose?”

Kenmore glared at the newcomers.

“ Clear out of this!” he thundered.

¢ 1 think it’s our business to tell you to
clear oub!” retorted Pitt. ¢ You've got no
authority in this lHouse, Kenmore—"’

‘““ Haven’t 17?7 hooted Kenmore.

““No, you haven't!” snapped Reggie.
“And even if you had, you've got no
authority over” Willy—he's an  Ancient

House chap. We bar bullying on this side
of the Triangle. You may be an East House
prefect, but if you dom’t drop yocung Hand-
ferth- within ten seconds we'll show you
something!”

“Saved!” murmured Willy. ¢ It reminds
me of the flims. Theé innocent victim freed
from the clutches of the dastardly villain!
I suppose Yyou know you're a dastardly vil-
lain, Kenmore? Everybody else knows it,
anyhow!?”’

Kenmore quivered with rage.

¢ Hear that?’’ he choked. ¢ Do you think
I'm going to stand that sort of cheek?”

“If you don’t want to hear such views,
you'd better act like a decent human being
—-not like a hooligan!” shouted Grey.
“ Drop that fag, or we’ll make you! You've
ot no right here, anyhow!”

‘“ You'll know better soon!’” snarled Ken-
more. “You’ll all take two hundred lines
for cheeking me!”

“Hai; ha, ha!”
The Removites yelled at this little joke,

¢ Another cackle like that, and I'll make
it three hundred!” roared Kenmore.

The juniors obliged with a second cackle.

““Three  hundred!” yelled Kenmore.
““ And clear off before 1 make it more! As
for this young demon, I'm going to deal
with him on the spot! If you kids interfere,
I'll have jou flogged!”

With a vicious swing, he whirled Willy
Handforth round, and delivered a heavy
blow on the Third Former’s rear. The pain
was considerable, but Willy hardly noticed
it. It was the indignity of the thing which
pierced him 4o the quick. Shoved across
a prefect's knee and smacked! This was
getting beyond all human endurance.

1t is probable that Willy would have taken
drastic steps on his own account, but the
Removites didn't let him. They swept down
upon Kenmore, tore Willy away, and flat-
tened the prefect on the floor.

&

“ Outside
‘““ Rescue,
We're going
giddy neck!”

with him!*? said Pitt grimly.
Remove! Call the chaps, Jack!
to eject this muisance on his

CHAPTER 1I1.
" = GUY SINCLAIR'S PROGRESS.

DWARD OSWALD
It ANDFORTU
pansed, alert.
*“What was that?”
he asked sharply.

“Sounded like a

—8  replied  Church.  ““None of
our business, Handy. We don’t want to
get mixed up in any of these West llouse
shindys. Come on—let’s get indoors. It's
nearly tea-time.”

The famous chums of Study D had just
passed through the West Arch, and were
crossing the square towards the rear door
of the Ancient House. The sonnd of
siouts had come to their cars from the
regionl of the West House. Church and
McClure attempted to urge their leader on,
but he refused.

““Listen!”” he said tensely.

They stood there in the dusk, and the
shout came again.

““ Rescue, Remove!™

yell,*’

““Therc you are!” breathed Handforth
excitedly. ““What did I tell you? There’s
a row! A fight! By George, we're in this!”

“But it’s a West House fight!”’ wurged
McClure. “They won't welcome us, even
if we do butt in—— O, my hat! What's
the use?” he added, bhopelessly, as Hand-
forth streaked for the West House.

In the meantime, other Removites had
answered the call., Solomon Levi, the Trot-
wood twins, Fatty Little, and Singleton all
turned out. And by the time Handforth &
Co.-arrived on the scene, they found quite
an interesting little episode in progress.

Simon Kenmore, grasped by a dozen strong

1 hands, was being marched towards the exit.

There was something grim about the atti-
tude of the juniors, They took no¢ notice of
Kenmore's animal cries. Ie wasn’t one
of their prefects, so why should they ecare?
Besides, he wouldn’t dare to report the
affair, because of his treatment of Willy.

“Want any help?? asked Handforth
crisply, as he bustled up.

“Thanks all the same—no!” replied Pitt.
“We can deal with our own troubles in the
West House, old man. Don’t start any of
vour rot, for goodness’ sake.”

Church and McClure smiled placidly.

“Well, we warned you, Handy,”
Church. *We knew—~"

“Rot!” snorted Handforth. “Do you
think I take any notice of these idiots?
They've got Kenmore, haven't they? TI'll
bet he's been up to some of his dirty work.
We'll have a go at him when they've
finished !”

said



4

Church and MecClure simply couldn’t
understapd this state of mind. But they
were peaceful fellows, and could never

appreciate their leader’s unadulterated joy
when he saw a scrap. Handforth lived for
trouble. Unless there was trouble knocking
about, - he became broody and sullen,
or three scraps a day made Handforth the
cheeriest fellow in the Remove, It was
quite immaterial whether they were his
seraps or somebody else’s. As long as he
had a hand in them, he was content. It
was strongly suspected in many quarters
that Edward Oswald had Irish blood in
hini.

Kenmore was not merely angry now, he
way alarmed. Willy Handforth, instead of
heing a vietim, was walching the proceed-
ings with considerable enjoyment. Indeed,
he offered one or two suggestions. It was
his opinion that Kcenmore necded cooling.
What was wrong with the fountain pooi?
Of course, the water would have to De
changed afterwards, but that was only a
detail, .

Pitt and his men ignored Willy's brilliant
suggestions, however. They were not bent
upon a painful interview with the Ilead.
They {feit that honour would he satisfied
if EKenmore was swiftly and violently
cjected from the West House.

This part of the programme was carried
oub triumphantly.

Arriving at the outer door, Kcnmore was
swung up and down three times, and then
the various grips were released.  The pre-
feet shot down the steps head first, and
landed in a disorderly heap at the botto.
As he sat up, Guy Sinclair came into view
from round the angle of the House. And
Guy Sinclair paused and started,

“What on earth——" he began. |

Simon Kenniore leapt 1o his feet, gesticu-
lating,

“They’ve chucked me out!” he. gasped.
“Are you going to stand this, Sinclair?
These young beasts have insulted me—"

“Steady!” interrupted Sinelair. grimiy. “I
saw quife enough, Kenmore, These juniors
laid hands on you, and that's an offence,
It’s a serious offence. They'll pay to the
utniost,” _

The juniors crowded round indignantly.
Sinclair was the head prefect of the West
House—gquite a recent innovation. The new
term had only just started, and to the
consternation of the Junior School, the
popular Arthur Morrow had been deposed,
and Guy Siunelair had becn set up in his
place. The juniors were still secthing with
anger about it. And, in its own dignified

way, the Senior School was seething, too.-

Binclair’s appointment as Head Boy of the
West House was the sensation of the term.

Reggie Pitt had every cause to feel
antagonistic towards the new head prefect.
A few days earlier, Sinclair had gone out
of his way to vietimise the junior skipper
of the West House. - Pitt had broken an
obsolete school regulation—a rule that was
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‘Reggie, and had given him lines.

Two -

Cdidi’t know this!

being . ignored
times a day. |
But Sinclair had thought fit to jump on
It had
resulted in a public flogging for Pitt, for
he had been unwise engugh {0 lose his
femper, and had. obstructed Sinclair while
the latter was attempting fo c¢ane him,.
The West House was still indignant over
that affair, too. Reggie Pitt lost none of
kris influence as leader, for thie whole school
had sympathised with him in the flogging.
Sinclair had apparently started his regime
in the West House on the lines of a dic-
tator. Even in thig short space of time,
he had subjected the juniors fo all manner
of petty annoyances., Freedom that they
usually enjoyed was denied them. Sinclair
was raking up ancient rules that had never
been offieially in force. And il is always
possible for a head prefect to make things
very uncomfortable if he choosces to make
ithe boys of his Ifousc slick to the letter
of the school rules, |
“So they threw jou out, Kenmore?” he

ny everybody hundreds of

said slowly. "“This is a matter for the
Housemaster, but I'll deal with it per-
sonally. All you boys will stay cxactly

where you are,” he added, glancing at the
crowd, . ‘ |

“You can go and eat coke!” said Hand-
forth truculently.. “These chaps have had
vou inflicted on ’emi—but you've got no con-
trol over me, Sinclair. Noue of your hanky

panky !

Ninclair frowned.

“All the same, I ean make. it hot {er
you!” he threatened.  “You’d betier not

interfere. As for the rest of you, you'll
talke an impo. of five hundred lines each,
to start with 2

“Look here, Sinclair, this is all rot!” said

Pitt hotly. “We found Kenmore bullying
voung Handforth. Me'd got the poor kid

unside down, and was swinging him round

so that his hecad bhashed against 1ihe
wall—" ,
“By (George!” roared 1Iandforth. |

You bullying rotter, T'H
jolly well—="

“Keep that young fool back!™ snarled
Kenmore hastily. .
“Cheese it, Ted!” said Willy, “Kenmore's
a beast, but he was a bit wild. I hap-

pened to tread on his face, you know, and
for some reason he lost his temper. TIt's
a pity that these prefeets should be so
unreasonable—-"

“You trod on his face?’ repcated Edward
Oswald. with satisfaction.

“Nothing ta notice,” replied Willy. *It
would require a traction engine to alter a
face like that! I'm a hit sorry for him,
really——" -

“You. . hear that?’ marcd Kenmore.
“That's what Ywe had to put up with,
Sinclair!” ' . '

“I don't want to hear any of this {ittle-
tattle,”” =aid Sinciair harshly. “And TI'm
not dealing with any of you Ancient House



youngsters. The rest will write {ive hun-
dred lines for laying hands on a prefect.”

“That rule doesn't apply when the prefect
belongs to another llouse,” retorted Pitt.
“Kenmore shouldn't trespass 3

“Kenmore was not trespassing,” inter-
rupted Sinclair. *You'd better understand
straight away that Kenmore is second pre-
fect in the West House. Mr. Stokes
appointed him this afternoon.”

“What?’ gasped Pitt, staring.

“Not so confident now, are you?” sneered
Kenmore,

“It’s  ridiculous!”  shouted  Singleton.
“You're an East House chap. My only
hat! Has Sinclair dragged one of his pals

across the Triangle? Have we got to put
up with two of those East House rotters?”

“You'll report in my study at seven
o'clock for a caning, Singleton,” said Sin-
clair calmly.

“Hang it all, you can’t—"

“Another word, and I'll make it a flog-
ging!” interrupted Sinclair. “I shall require
those five hundred lines before bed-time to-
night. They’d hetter be well written, or
I'll double the impo.”

“‘We won’t write them!" shouted Levi.

“That, of course, is your own concern,”

retorted Sinclair. “You all know the
punishment for disobeying orders. Any

more of this impertinence, and I'll gate the

ot of yvou fof a fortnight.
like my way of maintaining discipdine,
appeal to Mr. Stokes.”

Sinelair took Kenmore’s arm, and they
bhoth entered the House. The juniors were
startled and dumbfounded. It had been
bad enough to have Guy Sinclair at the
head of things. But now he had brought
Simon Kenmore to support him—and XKen-
more was notoriously the worst bully in
the school.

Nobhody appealed to Mr. Beverley Stokes,
the Housemaster. Such a course, they felf,
would have been futile. For Mr. Stokes
would have heen compelled to uphold the
decisions of his head prefect, even though
he personally disagreed with them.

Desides, there was something rather queer
about old Barry Stokes this term.
guieter, and more subdued. His usual
cheery hail was lacking, and he secldom
creeted his boys. Indeed, it was being felt
that he went out of his way to avoid them.

Yes, things were decidedly strange in the
West House.

If you don’t

[ T e ]

COAPTER IIIL
MORE EMIGRANTS.

ELSON LEE looked at
the three  juniors
thoughtfully.

“You are quite cer-
tain you want to make this
change, boys?’ he asked.
! “] suppose you are aware it
13 most unusual for juniors to transfer from
onc House to another in this fashion?”

| and  he
Stokes. Only ten minutes ago he told us

He was. }

Bernard Forrest nodded.
“That's all right, sir,” he said,
and Bell and I bhave talked it over, and we

“Gulliver

think we'd be more comfortable in the
West House. Some of the feliows here
don’t seem keen on us, and we don't want
to stay where we're not wanted.”

“l1 appreciate that aspect of the matter,”
said Nelson Lee drily. “But it is hardly a
question for me to decide, boys. You have
my permission fo leave the Ancient House,
but Mr. Stokes may have a word to say. 1
don't t?ink he is very keen on these trans-
fers ’

“We shan’t have any trouble there, sir.”
interrupted Forrest coolly. “In fact, Mr.
Stokes has already invited us.”

The schoolmaster-detective
Forrest keenly.

“Are you telling me the truth?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Mr. Stokes has personally” invited you
into the West House?”

- YNot personally, sir,” admitted Forrest.
“But Sinclair’s the Head Boy over there.
placed our request before Mr.

looked at

that it was 0.X.”

Nelson Lee nodded slowly. |

“I am afraid you are inclined to be rather
untruthful, Forrest,” he said. “However.
since I am not your Housemaster now, 1
will drop the matter. I will have a word
with Mr, Stokes about this later’on. You.
may go."

“Thank you, sir!”

The cads of Study A left Nelson Lee's

presence, and shook hands with one another

out in the corridor.
pleased.

“TI knew it would work,” grinned Forrest.

“Couldn’t help working,” said Gulliver.
“Sinclair's on our side, and he wangled it
for us. I believe old Yece is glad we're
going. MHe didn’t seem particularly cut up,
anyhow.”

This was the literal truth. Nelson Lee
was indeed pleased td see the last of the
three voung rascals—-buft he was puzzled as
to why Mr. Beverley Stokes should permit
them to enter the West House. They were
hardly the kind of boys a Housemaster
desires under his roof.

“As far as T can sece, we're going out of
the frying-pan into the fire,” said Bell.
“What's the good of the West House? We
shan’t be any better off. There’s Sinclair.
of course, but what about Pitt? What
about Trotwood and Singleton, and those
other chaps? Stokes, too? Stokes is just
as bad as Lee »

“You ass, Sinelair and Kenmore are our
pals, and they're practically in command,”
interrupted Forrest. “Fenton and Wilson
are the chief prefects here, and they’re =as
hot as mustafd on smoking and study
parties. Over in the West House we shall
have a ripping time.”

Thevy went along to Study A without
any further argument. It was in the
middle of the evening, and most of the

They were all looking




fellows were indusiriously cngaged in doing
their prep. The Ancient House was cvi-
paratively quict. True, the sounds of
bumps and scuifles emanatéd from Study D,
but these disturbances were so normal thag
the other juniors hardly noticed them. In
fact, if they had been abscnt, one wuuld
have wondered what was wrong.

“Comie on, we’ll get this moving job doné
straight away,” said Forrest - hriskly.
"We've got Study T, over in the Wesh
House—everything’s all fixed up. 1 vote
w2 carry our Dboocks and things ovet
straight away.” ‘

“Good egg!” said Gulliver. “Wc'll give
these chaps a surprise!- They'll look a bit
sick when they find that we're leavin’ the
House for good!™ '

- _This, of course, was pure egotism on
Guiliver’s part. It was far more likely
that the Ancient House would hold a

special banquet or bonlethln
the occasion.

"The Study A trio were discovered, ten
minutes later, proceeding down the passage,
piled up with books and other personal
belongings.,  They were discovered by no
less a person than Archie Glenthorne, whose

to celehratg

monocle lost its grip at the unexpected
visien. y S
“Good gad!” he said, staring. “I mean,

what’s the absolute idea? 'The old muscular
department seems to be working overtime.
- 1f there is anything I tan do, laddies, kindly
warbhle the cheery word. Archibald is always
ready to rally round. One wurd, and I'H
summon Phipps!” ' '
““ You can clear out, Archie!™ said Gulliyer.
“YWe’re movin’.” |
“ Moving?”’
‘“We're clearing out of
House.”
“Odds
Archie,

the
cheers and gladness!”
beaming. Is this absolutely
official, "old article? I mean, not realiy?
We've - waited for this day for months,
?ashi it, never dreaming that 1t would come

rue!”’ . .

Forrest & Co. scowled.

“Go and eat coke!”
gruiily.

“ What-ho! At this ]moua, moment I could
eat cinders!” smiled Archie, * But it's
frightfully good to be frightfully true. We
can’t be freed from the Ancient House
hlight so frightfully easily! I mean to say,
you chappies have always been regarded as
the skeleton in the good old ecupboard.
bf)methuw to be kept bally dark, as it
were.’ -

“You insultin’
“ Are you telliny

“ Gond gad!”
- know?”

“What's all this row about here?’’ de-
manded Handforth, putting his head out of
the doorway of Study D. * Hallo, what's
this—a burglary?”

Handforth was
hevelled, Church and

snorted TForrest

votter!” roared Gulliver.
us that we're not wanted?”

gasped Archie. “Didn’t you

looking somewhat - dis-
McClure, who cawe

| ,m-
&ncu,nt _1

e jaculuted-

1 mad to admit you!

too-

out belind him, were even mure dizhevelled,
but they looked quietly content. For once
they had emerged triumphant from a study
serap.  Handforth wasn't always vietorious.

Ocecasionally he found his ¢hums more thun

Iiis mateh. _

But he never admitted it. . On this present
occasion he had heard voices outside, and
had decided to use it as an excusc to end
the hostilities, And he forgot all about
the serap when he saw the loaded cads.

Can’t we shift our things without a lot
of busybodies pryin’ an’ spyin’?’ demanded
Gulliver tartly. * Thank goodness we shan’t
have to put up with your rot after this
evenin’ !’

“You're not going away, are you?' asked
Handforth, staring.

“We're bransfcrring into the West House,”
explained Forrest. ** How many more times
are we to tell you chaps?”

Handforth flushed with excitement.

““ By Gueorge, these chaps are clearing
out!”” he roared. “1'll tell you what—let’s

get up a feed, or a concert! Let’s help ’em
to carry their things out! Come on! We'll

soon empty their giddy study!”
“Leave our study alone!” snorted Forrest.
But the news got round in a very few
rmminutes. Hall the Remove fellows in the

( Ancient House entercd into the spirit of the
“thing,” and Forrest & Co. were helped vali-

antly in their moving job. In less than five
minutes the rest of their belongings were
shifted out, and dumped on Aucient House
steps.

“ Jolly good!” declared Somerton. “You
ncedn’t come indoors again now., Good rid-

-dance to bad rubbish!”

*“ Hear, hear!”

“It's ne good trying to ge
cither,” said Handforth grimly. “You've
gone of your- own -free -wills, and that’s
enough Those West House clmpb must be
By George, 1 wonder if
“We'd better give

et back again,

they know?’’ he added.
'em a warning.”

“You silly fool!” roared Forrest. “ We've
got oflicial permission! Everything's fixed
up with Sinclair "

“ Sinclair, eh?” said Dick Hamilton, with
a kecn look. “Now we're beginning to un-
derstand! Birds of a feather, eh? You think
you’ll have a soft time over there? Well,
we're raising no objections.”

Dick Hamilton—better known as Nipper—

was highly pleased to see the Ilast of
Forrest & Co. As captain of the Remove, he
had always considered that the Ancient

House was unfortunate to have three such
undesirables under its roof.

Forrest & €o. were nof feeling exactly
happy. The unqualified satisfaction of the
Ancient House was a shock to them. They
had never realised how unpopular they were.
But an occasion of this sort brought it home
fo them with full force.

“Who cares?’” snapped Forrest “1f
they’re glad to be rid of us—we're hubblmg
with joy to be rid of them!”
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: ‘i‘iSo we're all pleased!” said Nipper cheer-
ully.

“ All except those poor beggars in the West
House,” remarked Tommy Watson. ¢I'll bet
they won't hold any joy celebrations.”

CHAPTER 1V.

NOT WANTED.
EGINALD PITT laid
his pen down with a

grunt,
“That's half of
‘em, anyhow !’ he said, with
a certain gloomy -satisfaction.
“My hat, we can never do it,

Jack—there isn't time."”

“ Lucky beggar! I've only got two hun-
dred of mine linished,” growled Jack Grey.
“I say, Reggie, can’t we do something? Have
we got to put up with this—this rotten
tyranny without a fight?”

Jack Grey stared.

“My only hat!” he ejaculated. ** Where's
vour spirit, Reggie?” .

«“Still here!”’ grinned Pitt. “ My dear old
ass, I simply mean tha't we've got to sub-
mit openly. In reality, of course, we’ll fool
these rotters, and prepare some elaborate
scheme for getting our own back. There’s
nothing like throwing dust into the enemy’s
eves. That’s our policy.”

Jack Grey's eyes began to gleam.

“You mean we'll fight?” he asked keenly.

i
Ul

e

And Witly found himself sprawling on the top of Simon Kenmore of the

Sixth.
Kenmore's face.

it was rather unfortunate that Willy’s left foot was mingled with Simon

They had beea hard at work in their
study in the West Honse. For they had
learned that it was quite useless to iznore
Guy Sinclair’'s impositidns. He was head
prefect, and he had to be obeyed. No matter
how unjust the punishment, there was no
getting out of it.

““We can't do better than submit,” said
Pitt quietly.

“That’s not like you, old man.”

“ And subrnit tamely, t0o,” went on Reggie.
“Sinclair’s all-powerful, and now that Ken-
more’s with him he'll get worse. We juniors
had better swallow our medicine, and
obligingly turn ourselves into worms.”

“Not vet,” replied Reggie. *‘‘ As Nipper
has of'ten said, there’s no sense in being in a
hurry. Our only course is to bide our
time. We'll give Sinclair plenty of rope, and
see where it leads him. Then, when we've
got 0 the breaking-point, we’ll start some-
thing big.” i}

Jack Grey leaned back dreamily in his
chair. .

“By jingn, I'm glad fo hear you talk like
that, Regpie!” he =aid softly. “We can
put up with Sinclair’s dictatorship comfort-
ably if we know there's something exciting
comine alone. But it's a bit too early——"

He was interrupted by the arrival of Single.
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ton. The Hon. Douglas was looking flushed
and excited, :
& Coa.?”

“ Have you heard about lurrt,::
lie asked tenscly. -
N, sald Pithe *“ Winat aboul “em?7

% lhey r¢ here!”

“ MHere? Where?”

“Iun . the Wut House.”

¢ ‘Fhen kick ’em out!” said Pitt promptly.
“Jack and 1owill come along and ]u ip. We
always believe in joining thiese revels. Kick-
ing Forrésy & Co. - aut- promises to be ju-
tuestm"- G
“But you dom’t understand,” said Single-
ton. * They’'ve come here for wood' The} ve
planted themselves in Stady T
- ““'What's the matter with }om hdndQE” in-
terrupted Juck,

“Dother my hands!”
“Can’t you
urgent?? . He looked at his hands. rveful‘y
“*That Lad Sinclair?” he explained.

“You've had’ tha® swishing?” asked l‘;-l.t

grm\ led Q‘-nwhtuu

sympathetically. L N
. “The awful rofter!” snorted the Hon.
Douglas. © Six fearful cuts! LYook here—I'm

afl bruised and swollen!
cause I said :aomethmg msuitm" about htﬂ-
more

Singleton’s hauds wem Leltun]y inflamed.
'There was plenty of evidence here thai Guy
Sinelair had. used the cane with vicious
foree.
matter how angry, left sach weals.

% The bullying ecad!” said Pitt hnt]v
0, it’s no good making a fuss—-""
"‘Loork here,. Singleton, Reéggie’s ',,,t}!
policy,” said Juack Grey
stick Sinclair without a miurmur.”?

“We can't Ho dn}t!ung else"’ sald the
Hon. Douslas btun’b]y -

.“We're ¢oing to stick him, but wa're
gomg to get our own back later on,” wenb
on Jaek.
“Then, at the right time, we'll jump on him,
and make him wuh he’d never been born.”
Singleton siniled dubiously, -

- “Sounds very preity—but practice fs a

different thing to theory!’ he replied., “ We
don’t want to diseuss that now, anyhow.
- What about Forrest and Gulliver and DBell?
1 tell you they're in Study T!

Regoie Pitt rose to his feet.

“They won't be mm Study T for leng!” he
said firmly. “So they think we'll accept
them in this Housze, do they? What do they
take us for? A dustheap? We'll soon put
‘this matter to rights!”

““Like their nerve!” said Grey indignantly.

“I expect they've upset Handforth, or some-
body—and those Ancient House chaps have
kicked them out. Well, it’s no good look-
inx for shelter under this giddy roof. We're
a bit particular in the West House!”

*Rather!”' agrced Pitt. “The Junior
Schuol is ~practi cally freo of rotters here.
Most” of 'em are in Goole’s llouse, on the
other side of thie Triangle. If Forrest & Co.

1 enough to bave Sinelpir with us.

understand that this thing is |

8ix cuts just be- |

No Form-master of 5t. Frank’s, no

“ We're going 'bo
j Corny,

“ Give him rope, you. understand?.

wanb new quarters, let ’cm go there! They'll
be in congeniul company!”

The three Removites mar{,hed out of study
K, and found a number of other juniors in
thoe corridor. Solomon Levi and Dick Goodwin
were talking cxcitedly to Nicodemus Trot-
wood and the Onions brothers.

“We were just cowming for you, Pitt,” sald
Nick Trotwood.

“Well, I'm here,” said Reggie.

s What about this becastly invasion?” de-
manded Levi. *“ By my life, have we got
to stand these cads? 7T hey’"e carried a lob
of their thmgs into Study I, and the door’s
locked !”

' You're juniof skipper, and it’s up to you
gebt busy,” added Nick. “It’'s bad
We draw

to

the line at Forrest & Co.”

Pitt looked at the crowd keenly, and
walked towards Study Y. He tried the
dour found it loeked, and lurned.
~ “You take 2 couple of fellows with you,
Nick, and have a look abt the window,” he
said buskly “'Fhey’re¢ probably trying to
et in that way.”

Trotwood beamed.

“ Speaking fo me?”’ he asked pleasantly,

“Of course I am,” said Pitt. ‘*Make
haste!”’ '

‘“ Make some paste?’
“What for?”

“ Oh, my bhat!”’ groaucd Pitt, < It’s Corny!
Nivk, -pu"sh this twin brother of yours olf
the scéme! I thought, I was talking to

repeated Trotwood.

| you!”

“Of courze he is,” said Cornelius mildly.

“Didn’t you say that Levi’'s a Jew?”

“This deal fathead will make me dizzy!”’
snorfed Reggie,

“Yes, we do seem fo be busy,” said
nndduw “But I c¢an’t uhdeutand
what it's all about. If there’s anything I
can do—-"" |
- Fortunately, Forrest & €Co. arrived at this
monicit, making all further planning un-
necessary.  They appeared from the lobby,

each carrying an armful of personal belong-

They paused for a moment when thev
but then came

ings,
beheld the crowded passage,
on again,

“What's {his? A mecting
thing?»” asked Forrest plea»antly
the way, you chaps—let’s get by!

The chaps elfectively barred the corridor.

“Qutside!’” said Pitt briefly.

*“ What?”

“Yoi ve made a mistake,” said Reggie.
“This isn’t the Home for Dirty Dogs! [It’s
a perfectly respectable schoolhouse. IFuany
you should make such a bloomer!”?

“Look hcre, you facetious ass,” growled
Bernard Forrest. « We've come——-"

“Exactly!” nodded Pitt. * Now you're
going !

“I tell you——="

“Sorry—we’re not interested!’ inter-
rupted the junior skipper calinly. “ Do you
plelm” to walk out quietly, or shall we carry
yeuyt’

some-
“ Miud

or



“‘Ii von touch us—-
“ Yes, I know,” nodded Pitt. <Tt'11 be
rather awkward. We shall have to wash
cirselves thoroughly afterwards., . But as

it’'ll be in a good cause, we shan't mind.
0f course, if we carry you, we can't
anarantee a maximum of comfort. It's

guite possible you’ll go out upside down.”

Iforrest & Co. glared furiously.

“Why don't you do something, Forrest
demanded CGulliver.  “This is our House
now— we've got every right here. We're not
goin” to bhe ftreated like this affter we’ve
honoured the West House by comin’ into
ik

A howl of disecord went up from the
crowd. |

“Ir it's all the same to you, we'll diz-

R

penze with the honour,” said Pily agree-
ably. “And as talking seems to be aboutb

a= much use as addressing cld Corny, we'll
act.”

“You'd hefter be
Forrest hastily.

“ (Company, forward!” =aid Pitt with crisp
tones. *“All together—to the atfack! Out-
side wilh ‘em—and make it swift!”

Tiie West House fellows needed no second
bidding. They swept upon Forrest & Co.
like an avalanche, and the cads of Study A
received a vague sort of impression
they weren’t exactly wanted. 1t could
harvdly be said thai a hrass band had leen
provided by the West House to welcome
them.

1

careful-— began

T Ty e —

CHAPTER V.,
HOMELESS THRRE.

ERNARD  FORREST
sat up with a dazed
expression ~ on  his

TH

face, and QGulliver
and DBell sorted themszelves
out from amongst his legs.

Bell pulled a couple of pen-
bolders ont of his neck., Gualliver extracted
g riler from his collar.
“Well,” said Reggie Pitt, “von're oni!”
“And yvou'd hetter stay out!” said Jack

(Grey. “No rabbish dumped here!”
Torrest & (o. were in a somewhat
dishevelled condition.  They were at the

bottom of the West House steps, and alr
torund  them lay books, slippers, and all
manner of other intimate belongings.

“You wail ! breathed Forrest, picking
hims=elf wp. “By gad! You wait until
Sinclair hears about this.”

Regaie Pitt shivered from head to foof.

“Sinelair!” he breathed huskily. “The
name fills me with jellified horror! Some-
thing like the ogre in the pantomime!”

“Youu ean sneer!” roared Forrest. “Baf
Sinelair’'s going fo make vou suffer for this!
We're West Honse chaps. We’ve had per-

the Kast House?

that

nmission to  transfer--and
conme in!” ~

“Sarry, nothing doing,” sald Nick Treot-
wood.

“We’ve got every right— "

“Opinions differ,” interrupted Pitt. < And
when it comes to a question of right, we
rather fancy that we're the chaps to de-
cide.  You say you're West Youse fellows,
and we say you're not. Are they West
House fellows, you chaps?”

“No!” roared the crowd in the doorwar.

“Will they ever be West House fellows?”

“Never!” chorused the crowd.

“So there you are!” said Pitt, shricging

we demand {o

his shonlders. **Yon see¢, Forrest, it's no
gond. - The vote's against you. You're
abzolutely in the minority. Why not try

In a moment of absent-
mindcedness, Goole's lot might possibly let
you sneak in.”

“They admitted a stray mongrel yester-
day,” said Jack Grey. “They're awfuily
kind-hearted over there!”

“They’ll even reccgnise tramps, at a
pineh,” said Singleton. *“You ought to stand
guite a good chance with {he Kast Ilousc.
Take our advice and try it.”

Forrest & (o. were nearly speecliless,

“And that,” said Pitt, “is that!”

He led the way back into the lobby, &t
the discomfited cads had the mortificatioi
of seeing the door closed in iheir faces,

“Kicked out!” muttered Beil., “The
heasts! The rotters! Where's Sinclaird
tie’ll slaughter them for this! He dis-

tinetly told us we conid go info the West
Iouse —and these miserable woruas-—"

“Pon’t get excited,” interrupted Forre:t
harshily. “We'll put this right soon. 1a
the meantime, we’d better {ake these things
back into the Ancient House. It's eold out
liere—looks like rain.”

They collected up their goods and marched
back to the Ancient House doorway. They
were relieved Lo find it open and deserfed.
All three of them were in vile tempers. It
wasn't very gratifving {o realise that they
were” wanted iu neither House. Far once,
Forrest & Co. had been plainly pgiven {o
understand that their room was preferred
fo fheir company.

“Come on—we'll get rid of these things,
amd then find Sinelair,” said IForrest between

his teeth. “There’'s going fo be a fuss
to-night. Those idiots can't do as they
Like!”

“But Sinclair's in the West  House,”

muftered Gulliver, “ And we ean't get in.”

“IWe can go to his study window,” said
I"orrest grimly. .

They mounted the steps of the Ancient
Ilouse, but before they could set foot into
the lobby half a dozen purposeful forms
appeared from apparently nowbhere and
barred the way.

“No admittance to poisonous
zaid HMaondforth cur{ly.

-

inaeets,”
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dumbionndell.
bellowed Forres:t

started hack,

Forrest & Co.

“Get out of the way.
passionately. “This is onr House—l
it was our House o

v But it’s not your Honuze now--and never
will be again!” interrupted Handforth.
« What's the idea of bringing all that truck
hack? I thought you were going to send
the West House into hysterics of joy by

livine thoere?”
' snorted Bell.

“The eads chucked us ot
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Handforth & Co.,
Ruszell roared with
ment. 1t struck them
uond.
“Tine!" grinned \Jpper
sood opinion of the Wesi House.
“They chucked us out, and now we haven't
oot anywhere to go!” hooted Gulliver., *We
can't stand here with these things in eour
arms. all the evening! Let's come inside,
vou cackling fatheads!”
“Go and eat coket?
“We've biffed youn ont
vou out acain! You're welcome to come in
it you like, but yoa'll go out at an awiul
speced.  We're quite ready to oblige.”
Forrest & Co. backed down the steps,
hreathing with pent-up fury. They nearly
collided with a tall scnior who was approach-

Nipper. Tullwood, and
appreciative amuse-
ag being aistincetily

“1 always had a

B

retorted Handforth.
once, and we'll biff

ing out of the glosm. Willlam XNapoleon
Browne paunzed and locked mildly interested.

“Ah, one of -your Jittle amusements, !
presume?” he asked. “ Forgive me for in-
terrupting the proceedings, brothers, hut

appears 1o he semewhat con-
Am I right

Lthe doorway

gealed with the populace:; in

assuming -that you have collected to wel-
come me?”
“These beaszts won't Tet Gs in!”® snorted

Gulliver,

Browne eved the crowd
with rencewed interest,

“T am prepared to acknowiedge that we

in the doorway

are all animals, but the term °* beasts’ is
searcely  apt, Brother Gulliver,” he re-
wonstrated. “JFurthermore, I am  com-

pelled to inform you that I approve of thelr
sentiments with o sty heartiness.”

“We kicked them out,” explained IHand-
forth.

“Alas! T wish T had been here to
assist!” sighed Browne. “ Curiously enough,
it has becen the passion of my life to Kick
these three ceniipedes inio the abyss of the
infinite. Why, indeed, are thev with us?
It is a solemn thought., One wonders why
these ereatures are allowed to emerge {rom
{heir warrens.”

Browne passed up the siteps, and was
allowed through the cordon. But it elnacd

again, and the rituation hecame a deadlock.
Forrest wasa calmer now—with a  grim,
vicious calmness.
“All right'” he
yYou rvotters pay for

:nnpped. “We'll make
this-dne day. Come on,

ean,

.

'domrr vour uitmost to mahv

“Grey hotly.

Gulliver! Bring those things, Bell! We'll
get back to the West Housel”

They retreated, followed by a song of
triummph from the Ancient House crowd.
The West House door was still securely
closed, Forrest & Co. set their things on
the top step, and Iorrest shook the door
and hammered at it. It suddenly opecned,

and Guy Sinclair stood there.

“What’s this confounded noise?” he  dea
manded sharply,

“Thank goodness!” said Forrcst—. “ LoOK
here, Sinelair "

“Oh, it’s yvou fellows!” said Sinclair,

changing his tone. * Well, you needn’t make
all that din -

“Those cads
yelled Gulliver,
u.q'ﬂ

“Yah!

“So they kicked you out,
Sinelair curtly. “Who were
I want to know the names.”

“They were all in it,” said Forrest
grufily, “But there’'s no need to make a
fuss, Sinelair. We don’t want-to get any-
body into trouble. Let it drop. We only
want {o get in, and be left in peace.”

But Sinelair was noi inclined to take this
view. He turned and eyed the crowd-:d
lohby—for most of the West llouse fellows
were there. Forrest & Co. entered, looking
somewhat uneasy.

Bernard Forrest had realised that it vould
he good policy on his part {o make light
of the affair. It was no recommendation to
enter a new House by getting the fellows
into froubhle. Whatcever the personal feel-
ings of the newecomers, it was better for

in there kicked us out!”
“They bolted the door on

Sneak!” came a howl from within.
did they?” said
they, Forrest?

: them to pretend to forgive,

But Guy Sinelair was this
opportunity slip.

“I'm glad I caught you red-handed
this contemptible persecution,” he szaid
curtly, “It seems to me you juniors are

trouble. Yvell,

not letiing

g 1

'l QlepI} all you ask for.

“That’s all rot, Sinelair,” said Regvoie
Pitt. “These three fellows belonz to the
Ancient House. They planted themselves
in Study T, and we chucked them out,
Jan’t we do that without bheing dropped
on?” _

“Forrest and Gulliver and Bell have trans-
ferred Into the West House,” retorted Sin-
clair. “ No, it's not unofficial. It's been
arranged with Mr. Lee and Mr. Stokes. So
I don’t want any objections.”

“Life isn't worth living this term!” said
“We juniors can’t do a thing

without being pounced on. Last ferm we
had a Dbit of freedom. But we're like a
| lot of convicts now!”

Rinclair smiled plsasantly.

“You'll have plenty of freedom if yon
obey my orders,” he replied calmly.
“That’'s all I want—nothing more. Obay



Rl Y o
Ll T ¢
-0 8
a4 & 5
i —
>

me in everything, and you'll come to uo
harm. That'’s simple enough, isn’'t it?”
““In other words, we've got to look upon
yvou a3 a kind of King Emperor?” asked
Pitt ~sarcastically. “Or, better still, a
modern edition of Simon Legree?”
“IWWhat about Nero?” suggested Singleton

bitterly.

Guy Sinclair scowled.
“That's enough!” he shouted. ¢ By
thunder! You kids have got a darned lot

toco much to say! ILook here! These three
are members of this House for good! If
yvou touch them again, or interfere with
them in any way, I'll bring my hand down
with a thud! That ought to be enough!”

lle strode off, and Forrest & Co. grinzed
with complete {riumph.

CHAPTER VI.
THE CHEERIO CLTUB.

'L ELL, what about
it now?”’ asked
Forrest coolly. .

“Goin’ to kick

us ot again?”  jeered
Gulliver. . |
“I don't think!” grinned

Bell.
Their arrogance and self-importance filled

the West House juniors with burning in-
dignation, But for ~Reggie Pitt, half a
dozen fellows would have flung themselves
forward to the attack.

“Steady ! growled Pitt.  ““There’s no
sense in asking for trouble through a mega-
phone! Leave the rotters alone!”

“But they’ve insulted—" began Single-
ton. '

“They're always insulting somebody or
other—it’s second nature to them,” inter-
rupted Pite. < Mr, Stokes himself has sanc-
tioned their transfer, and that ties our
hands, We can’t pit ourselves against our
Housemaster.”

“0ld Barry Stokes ought to have known
" better!”

“We can't blame Stokes,” said Pitt.
“Like the other Housemasters, he probably
leaves most of the routine work to his pre-
fects, And Stokes doesn’t know Forrest &
Co. as we do. He thought it was just a
detail.” ; :

The newcomers were not flattered by this
open discussion, One might have thought
they were beyond tho pale.

-“That’'s about enough!” said Bernard
Forrest. “ You've heard what Sinelair said.
S0 you'd better mot attempt to interfere
with ws, You meedn’t worry—we've no
desire to associate with the crowd. We're
exclusive.” v aw

‘“As it happens, weé've got exactly the
fame sentiments,” said Repggie Pitt eurtly.
“You fellows are here under sufferance. As

THE ST. FRANK'S WEEKLY

= L P

""1@ & ‘Iﬁ},g}, 11

long as you behave yourselves, we might be
inclined to stand you. But if you throw
your weight about—well, we shall have to
take you in hand, Sinclair or no Sinelair.”™

‘*“Go and eat coke!” said Forrest sourly.

He and his chums marched to Study 7T
and took possession. Somehow, they didn’t
feel quite s0 satizfied as ‘they thought the:
would. It was hardly a triumph., They
were in the West House, certainly, and they
had a dJriend at court in the ehape of

Sinclair.  But it was impossible to forge:
that the other juniors resented their
presence, '

““Hang them!' pgrowled Forrest. ¢ What

do we care? After all, one House is as good
as another. The grub's just as good here
as in the Ancient House, too. And we're
not those idiots who wmadly stick to their
own House -because of sports. 1 shouli
hope we're above that sort of rot.”

“Of course we are,” agreed his chums.

In cold truth, they were unable to appre-
ciate the fine feelings of lovalty which
bound a fellow to his own particular House.
Guy Sinclair was head prefect here, and Guy
Siuclair was a sport. Forrest & Co. had no
thoughts beyond this.

‘““We can do practically as we like now,™
sald Gulliver gloatingly. “Sinclair is a
regular sport—he’ll probably let us  play
cards in the study, and smoke, and won't

say a word.” |
- ““There’s something rtummy about this
business,”” remarked Forrest.

“ Something rummy?”’

““Stokes, I mean,” went on Bernard.
‘e seems to be out of the picture. Old
Sinclair has got the rteins fairly in his own
grip, and he's bossing the whole zhow.
Well, we don't want to make inguiries.
We're here, and T faney we shall have the
time of our lives.”

They set about getting the room straight
without further delay, and -within half-an-
hour +the barren look had departed, and
Study T was beginning to take on a homcly
aspect. :

Guy Sinclair dropped in shortly after-
wards, and modded genially,

¢ All comfy?’ he asked.

“Yes, thanks,” said Forrest,

““Good! Of course, you ncedn't take any
notice of those unpleazant young bounders,”
said Sineclair, nodding towards the <«door.
““They're a miserabie sect of prigs, at the
best. Ignore thefn. Don't incite any dis-
turbance, if you can help it. I don’t want
to be bothered every minute of the day.
Still, if they drop on you—let me know.”

‘““ Not report to Stokest”

“Gonod  heavens, mno,”” replied Sinclair,
““I'm the head of this House. Never forget
that! 1 promised you fellows a good time
over here, and I meant it, But you've got
to keep mum. I think 1 can rely upon you
to keep a secret, can’t ItY

** Rather!’ =aid thc tee e, in one voice,
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can come to that

¢ AJl right—then
club to-night.” )
‘““¥on mentioned something

you

about a ctub
said lorrest keenly. By gad,
what's it going to be? A real
sporty cluh? Cards, smoking, and all that??

““We're calling it the Chcerio Club, and
you can bet we'll have some good times,”
replied Sinclair pleasantly, “'This is jusi
between ourselves, of course. I'm a prefeet,

hefore,”’
Sinclair,

and you fellows are juniors—put when
there’s nobody else about we can ¢ut that
sort of stufl.”

“ Rather!”” said TForrest, nodding,

“You'd better realise, though, that your
own safety depends upon complete silence,”
went{ on Sineclair., “If a word about this
Clab leaks out; you'll be in the cart—all
three of you. 1 shan't get into trouble.
I'm  Head Boy, and as safe as houses.
You’ll he the scapegoats—and it'll mean the
sack. It’ll mean the sack in two ticks.
See?”? .

Forrest & Co. saw, and said so.

- ¢That's all right, then,”> went on Sinciair,
turning to the door. ““You know the plaecce?
Lpnt.urn—tap landing—first door on the ILft
Don't come earlier than half-past ten. And
remember what T've said.”

He went out, and closed the door behind

him, FPorrest & <o. exchanged excited,
trrxumptunt glances., They lhad hardly dared
to. hopo th.lt things would actually

materialise as.they had expected. But Sin-
¢lair had just mnted thiem to become mem-
hers of the Club—and it was official.”

Nobody else knew of this secret club, Iu-
deed, it had only been formed during the
last day or so, and had not even held a
meeting yet.
Kenmore had been nlakm" quLte a number
of preparations. -

The 'three rascally Removites had heen in-
vited into the West llouse because Sinclair
necded them—they were just the type he
required to swell the membership of his
new club,  Parkin, of the Bixth, and Gray-
son and Shaw, of the Fifth, were also trans-
ferring into the West lHouse. In a word,
Sinelair was going the whole hog—he was
inviting all his undesirable friends into Lis
domain, ¢

And the West House could do nothing.

I'or Guy Sinclair, in the powerful position
0of head prefect, was practically the sole
director of the Iouse. Mr. Beverley Stokes
knew absolutely nothing of these under-
ground intrigues. When the Ilead Boy of
o Hounee happens to be an out-and-out
rascal, there is plenty of opportunity for
que:tmnﬁble practices. And Guy Sinclair
was unscrupulous to a degree..

‘When Forrest & Co. went up to bed, they
had lost all their feelings of anger. After
all, what did they care about Pitt and
:mwleton angd CGoodwin, and the other fools

But Guy Sinclair and Simon |

-kept locked.

of the Remove? Why should they worry?
They had transferred into the West llouso
50 that they could have a good time. Aund
there were just as muny goody-goudies In
the Ancient iouse, so what was the diller-
€nce?Y This difference. Edgar Fenton was
in control of the Ancient House, and the
popuiar St. Frank’s captain was a head
prefect who maintained a kindly discipline,
and who saw that the few unecertain feliows

had no oppertunities of indulging their
questionable fancies. But in the West
House, with Sinclair at the helm, there

would bhe plenty of scope for the * sports.”
Being one of these gentry himself, Siuclair
would naturally be easy-going,

long after lights-out, lorrest & Co. re-
mained awake. They heard ten o'clock
syrike, and still they waited. At a quarter-
past they slipped out of hed and dressed.
By this time the other Remove dormiiories
were quiet and still. Indeed, éven the senior
dormitories had settled down for the night
when the half-hour boomed solemnly out.

“Comw on!” said Gulliver eager)
. ¥

“Don’t want to be too excited,” mur-
mured Forrest. “Our policy is to seem in-
different and careless. If: ve don't, those

seniors will adopt , a condescending air that
makes me ai{,k We're as good as the} are
—s0 we’'ill et 'em see 1t
“That’s the wheeze!”
ning.
They - crept out of

agreed Bell, grin-

the little dormitory,

and found the corridor dark and deserted.
Wearing only slippers, the rascally trio
‘proceeded to the upper stairs, mounted

them, and noted a gleam of light benmth 'q
door on the left.

These upper rooms were called atties—anid
they were, indeea, attics. But they were
big, comfortable ‘rooms with piecturesque
sloping ceilings. Most of them were used
as storage apartmentq and were generally

FPorrest tapped lightiy upon one <of the
doors, and waited. ; i ¥
‘“All right—only us!® he murmured, as

the door opened.

They were admitted by Simon Kenmore,
and they received a very pleasant -surprise.
They had pictured a rather bare, cold room,
but were prepared to face this in view of
the promised *‘sport.”? o

In realily, the club-room was agreeahle in
the extreme—and ‘*''tted the name of the
Club to perfection. There was an air nf
cheer about the place. Several lights wer
gleaming, a hig fire hurned in the orate
and there were three or four comfortable
lounges round +{he walls. A soft carpet

occupied the floor. and therg was a side-
board with sandwich dishes, bottles, and
various other types of tefrtelment

“By Jove!” said Forrest. “This s the

real thing!?®
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CHAPTER VIL
A HIGH OLD TIME.

ERIODICALLY, in
history of
| Frank’s, certain

of sportsmen  had
started illicit e¢lubs, where
gambiing could be indulged
in, where smoking and drink-
ing could be enjoyed without fear of the
“*beaks.” But seldom had a eclub presented
guch a promising start a3z this.

Simon Kenmore chuckled as he observed
the expressions on the facec of the three
juniors, Kenmore was attired in a gorgeous
dressing-gown and slippers, and not con-
tent with a cigarette, he had sported a most
wonderful holder. It was nearly a foot long,
and all colours of the rainbow,

““ Pretty good. eh?” he asked genially.

“1 should think it i1s pretty good!”’ said
Forrest. “ Why, I'd no idea you had a place
iike this! No chance of Stokes dropping on

the
St.
sets

us, I suppose? Or old Pageit? He sleeps
in this House, doesn’t he?”
“You're Tight,”’ agreed Kenmore.

“ Pagett does sleep—like a log!
he's miles away down one of the other
corridors. And Stokes i3 the same., We're
as safe as houses up here.”

““Care for a drink?” asked Grayson, of
the ¥ifth.

““Jallo! You here, to0?” asked Gulliver,

“You bet!"” said the cad of the Fifth.
¢“Shaw and I are still in the East House,

but we're shifting over here this week. Just
a bit of trouble with Goole, I fancy. He's
worried about so many of us changing. Dut

Sinelair will wangle it in the end.”

“SQineclair’s "a sport,” agreed Kenmore.
% lie’s gone down to fetch Parkin—he wants
to transfer, too. No wonder Goole's got the
wind up.V

Forrest & (‘o. were relieved by the friendly
tone of the seniors. They had {feared that
they would be rteceived with an air of con-
descension, as though a great favour were
being bestowed upon them. But the seniors
were as friendly as possible, In the privacy
of this Cheerio Club they tacitly acknow-
ledged that all the members were equals,
irrespective of age.

Kenmore was particularly chummy, and
his attitude was noticeable—for, as a rule,
he was a morose, untouth sort of fellow.
The influence of the cigarette, and a recent

cocktail, had had their effect.
“VWhat was that about a drink?" asked
Iorrest.

“Come over to the bhar!” grinned Gray-
son. .

“You juniers had better go a bhit easy,”
warned Kkenmore doubtfully.

“{"heese it, old man!" said QGulliver.

They went to the sidebhoard, and GGray-
520 poured out some cocktails. They were

Besides that, |

more or less innocuous, consisting of orange
juice, vermouth, and only a trace of spirits.
But the eves of Forrest & Co. sparkied.

““Tanner each,” said Grayson calmly.

“Eh?” ejacututed Torrest, withdrawing
iis  hand,

“You don’'t expect free drinks, 1 sup-
pose?" asked the Iifth Former. *If there's
any profit, it zocs :nto the club funds. I'm
cashier.”’

“1 pity the club funds, then,” said For-
rest, grinuing. * All right—we’ll pay up.
It's a coniounded swindle, though.”

Within five minutes they were thoroughly
enjoyiirg themselves, and Guy Sinclair had
appeared—also a'tired in his dressing-gowu.
This was a free-and-easy <¢lub 1n  every
respect. Forrest & ('o. made up their minds
to come in dishabille themselves on the next
oceasion,

““ All here?"

“Haven’t you brought
Kenmore, :

“The ass didn't seem very eager—he's a
bit of a hooligan,” said Sinclair, with a
frown. ““He's vour tpal, Kenmore—you
advized me to elect him. But 1 must say
he's an uncouth beast. More like a labourer
than a St. Prank’s senior. He said he'l:
come later.”

““ Just like him!" grunfted Kenmore.

“Well, the Club’s ofticially open,” de-
clared Sinelair., “I'd just like to say a
few words about the rules. Oh, you needn’t
look surprised. We've got to have tules,
the same as every other <club® First of ali,
we pledge ourselves to eternal -secrecy.”

“That's settled,”” said Forrest, nodding.

“ There’s another strict point,”” went on
Sinelair. * We always finish at one a.m. to
the minute. That's. hard and fast, No
overstepping the mark."”

“Supposing we're in the
game?” asked Shaw,

“It makes no difference—we quit at one
sharp,” replied Sinclair firmly. “We can
always leave the game open for the next
night. If we .don't make a rule of that
kind, some of you fellows will want to stick
here until three and four o'clock. And the
club would be dead within a week.”

asked Sinelair amiably,
Parkin?” asked

middle of a

“Why 2"
“You're an ass, young Bell, to ask a
question like that,” retorted Sinclair.

“Some of the Form-masters would have
somnethinz to say when you chaps started
falling asleep at all times of the mormng
and afternoon. No, we've got to finish at
one. That's hard and fast.”

Forrest nodded.

“Even then we shan't be asleep much
before two,” he said. “It’ll be a bit
strenuous. Only five or six hours’ sleep

in bed later, of
“And you juniors

“We seniors can stay
course,” nodded Sinclair.
needn’t be very particular, either. No need
to> turn out with the rising-bell. As long a3
vou're dowan for hreakfast, it'll do.”
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erinned Forrest. “Thanks

“Good egg!”
awfull:,, Sinelair.”

Jout” said Sinclair.  “We're all friends
here. ©Of course, you juniors ought to con-
sider yourselves lucky to be admitted at
ali, I hope you'll appreciate the honour.”

Bernard Forrést grinned.

“We do! he said coolly, “All the same,
youd be-in a bit of a mess without us,
wouldn’t youi1?.

“What the deuce~—="

- “Cheese it, Sinclair,” chuckled Forrest.
“There’s nobt much fun in a club with only
four: or five members. And we're good for
any” sort of gamble that yolu {e¢llows can
counjute up, I'Il bet. Even as it is, we're
a man shert, We can’t make. up two
tables with only seven, -

“Guy Sinelair gave the juniors a Leen look,
but knew that they were right. The club
would, indeed, be a weak sort of affair
without those three Removites 10 swell the
membership.  And TForrest had theught it
just as well to mention the fact that they
all understood. one another.” These seniors
weren't going to fool themselves! All the
same, the Removites appreciated the advan-
tages of having a “‘ sportsman ” for a head

prefect. : - :

“Well, let's start,” said Kenmore im-
patiently. “It’s nearly ‘¢leven—we’ve only
got two hours., What’s it going to be?
I\'ap?, Poker? Any old thing—] don’t
care.

“You kids have got some money, T sup-
pose?” asked: Sinclair,

“We have, but we shan’t need it,” replied
Forrest. “We've come here for the Special
purpose of relieving you of some. We're
not mugs, you know. I'll het we can play

ards better than you can.”

Sinclair shook his head.

“T shouldn’t be surprised!” he admitted.
“Some of you juniors are a darned lot too
knowing! Well; I suggest Bridge.”
~ “Oh, r1ot!” protesied Gulliver.
isp't exeitin®,”

“Let’s have a real gamble—somethin® like

“Bridge

Pontoon,” suzgested Grayson.

“No fear!” saild EKenmore, “There’s
nothing to heat Auction Bridge. And you
ean lose quite cnough at it, my sons. We

dow’t want to make the stakes too high.
Let’s say halfac:onn & hundred to start
with.”

“Too tamel!”
five hob.”

“Youn're pretty swift, aren’t you?’ asked
Sinelair, frowning., “Five bob a hundred.
ch? It's easy enough to lobe a thousand
pomts in one rubber if you're reokius in

NSWERS

Every Saturday. Price 2d

said Forrest. “I suggest

—— ——

calling. That means fifty bob for tLhe
losers, Still, I'm game!”
“Well, 1 suggest Ponioon,” insiﬂted
Guiliver.

In the end, Gulliver gnd Grayson and

Shaw settled themselves to Pontoon, and
the other four devoted themseclves to
Auction Bridge—the most fascinating ‘of all
card games, if played with a due sense of
proportion.

The Cheerio Club was now oﬂicmliy 0ptn
—indeed, in full swing.

Half an hour passed, and there was still
no sign of Angustus Parkin, the missing
Sixth-Former. It was becoming evidént, in
fact, that he had decided not.tg turn up.
Parhm was always a fellow of nnecertain
moods.

The Bridge pIa}er‘-‘s were firmly settled,
and thmomhly enjoying. themseclves. 1t
so happened that Forrest and Bell were
opposed to Sinclair and Kepmore, and the

juniors were already ahead on points,
Conscguently, they were in high {eather.
At the other table, the three Pontoon

players were getting rather fed up. 1t was
tame, particularly as Shaw was very hard
up. Cautiousness availed him nothing, for
he lost with every turn of the cards.

“Rats to that dirty dog of a Parkin!”
erunted Gulliver.  “There’ d be some life in
the game if we had four. We could play

svidge, too. I believe it's better than
Pontoon, after all.” .

“Pountoon’s all right, if there’s plenty of
cash  knocking about,” remarked Grayson,
“We want somebody with plenty of money.
The game’s a frost when you're playing
with threepences and sixpences.)”

“NWhat price old Pippy?” grmne(] (;ll“l'\fl'

“Who's old Pippy?”

*Ydu know, Lord Pippinton—that new
chap in the Remove,” said Gulliver. “ile
lives in this House, too. A proper chump.
Goes about bulging with currency notes,
Fiithy with the stuff. Gad, if we had him
up here we’d make our fortunes!”

Grayvson looked thoughtiul.

“I’'ve heard of Lord Pippinton,” he =aid,
with 2 gleam in his eyes. “We nced fellows

with cash. I say, why not get him up
here? Let’s ask Sinclair” |
CHAPTER VIII,
INTO THE NET.
¢ HREE hearts?" =znid
Rernard Forrest’
calmly,

“Confound you
and your  roften Theartst”
snorted Kenmaore. “That’s
the second time yow've

messcd up my dmmnnd call; Forrest!™
“Can’t help it,” said Forrest “It’s all in

the game,” gum &7 :
“Hang yon,

Kenmore warmly.
“Double four diamnnd

diamonds!” growled

said Bell,

four



“There you go again, Kenny—Iletting us
in the cart!” said Sinclair, with a frown.
“Why on earth didn't you let them get
their hearts? We'll be down four hundred
points—a quid!"”

“You'll be lucky to scrape out with only
a guid loss!” grinned Bell. |

Grayson came over to the eother table,
and Kenmore brushed him away.

“PDon’t interrupt!” he snapped.
beastly juniors are wiping us up!
hundreds of points down-—"

“All your fault, Kenmo:¢, for falling into
the trap,” said Sinelair, “Jou shouldn’t let
yourself be foreed up——"

“We've got to call sometimes, I supposc?”
roared Kenmore.

“Don’t get excited,” said Sinelair curtly.
“Well, Grayson? Fed up with your own
gaine?”

“No, I just ecame to ask
replied Grayson. “QGulliver suggests feteh-
ing Lord Pippinton up here—that new kid
in the Remove, He sleeps in this House,
vou know.”

“These

“Then et  Gulliver suggest something
else!”

“Oh, but look here, Sinclair——" began
Gulliver,

“We're not having any outsiders in this
ciub,” interrupted Guy Sinclair sharply.
“It's no good--you needn’t argue. I'm the
president, and——"

Y "But, my dear man, Pippinton is the

most  frightful chump under the sun!”
urged Gulliver. “He wouldn’t breathe a
word if we swore him {o secrecy. An’ he's
casy game. You don't seem to realize he’s
#n walking bank! He never goes about with
Jess than a hundred quid on him!™

“I don’t care-—-"" Sinclair paused, and
looked thoughtful. “A hundred quid?” he
went on slowly.
it, 1've seen him flashinlg notes about, too.
And he’s cerfainly a hopeless ass. Tempt-
g, but we've got to be careful—"

L thought you were safe?” interrupted
Kenmore., “I thought you didn’t care a
toss for Stokes, or anvbody else? And even

if Pippinton blabbed, you could deny it all.”

There's no danger.”

Guy Sinclair nodded. _

“Yes, by Jove, he’s rolling in money,” he
sald musingly. “But we shall have to get
him up here without anvbody else knowing.
Tie's a fool, but I think we could rely on
him to keep his word. If we ean extract
a promise from him to Lkeep his mouth
shuf, we can be certain—— Yes, all right.
'}“_"&':'11' try it, anyhow. Go down and fetch
um.’

“Good egg!” said Gulliver eagerly.

“Wait a minute!” snapped Sinclair. “He
sleeps In the same dormitory with young
Singleton. Be jolly careful that vou don’t
wake the young beggar. We don't want
Singleton to know anything about it.”

- “Rely on us,” said Gravson.

He and Qulliver and Shaw went off at
onte.  They had scarcely believed that
‘Sinclair would sanction the proposal. But,

We're |

something,” |

“Now T come to think of

The prefect landed in a disorderly
heap at the bottom of the steps. As
he sat up, Quy Sinclair came into view
from round the angle of the House.

somehow, the head prefect seemed in-
different as to the consequences. He had
established himself so firmly as the ruler of
the West House that he was doing almost
exacbly as he pleased.

Gulliver had accompanied the two Fifth-

Formers downstairs, and they easily
located the dormitory occupied by the Hon.
Douglas Singleten and Lord Pippintorn.

Sinclair, in fact, had given them directions,
for they were all newcomers in the West
House,

Creeping in, they found the two juniors
soundly asleep. Singleton was snoring
placidly, and wa3 not liable to be aroused-
by a few slight sounds in the bed-room.
All the same, there was a distinct chance
that Lord Pippinton would speak loudly if
aroused, so the three marauders took un
chances. _

Whilst Grayson smothered the schoolboy
peer's head with a pillow, the others lifted
him completely out of hed, sheets, blankets,
and everything. With scarcelv a sound.
they swept him outside into the passage
and dumped him on the floor.

Singleton still slept, aad the door was
softly closed. 'On the floor lay a heap of



Lord
head emerged from the mass, tousled and
untidy.

writhing bedclothes, and Pippinton's

“It’s all right!” whispered QGulliver.
“We're not goin® to huart you.”

“That’s frightfully good,”” s2id Lord
Pippinton, relieved.s "By Jove!  Where are
we? A sort of Kind of new game? [ don’t

guite cather
all right.”
“We didn’t want to wake Singleton,” ex-
plained Grayson. “We're going to take you
t> the Cheerio Club, Pippinton. X spree,
-nit understand.”
“Spree?” said his lordship.
- “We're going to give you a good time.”
_ “Oh, rather!” said Pippy. “AHl the same,
it doesn’t strike me as being absolutely top
notch, ‘What's the matter with the bed?
The springs appear to have vanished, or
something equally horrible.” |
“You're out in the passage, you ass,”
whispered Gulliver. “I say, we can't take

the scheme, hut it’s probably

the chap upstairs like this,” he added.

“Where’s his dressing-gown? And what

about his money 7 - :
“Where's  your dressing-gown, Pippin-

ton?” asked Grayson.

“Yes!” said his lordship.

“And your money?’

“Oh, rather!” said Lord Pippinton.

“The idiot’s still asleep!” snorted Gray-
son, wiving his lordhip a° severe shake.
“Dressing-gown—money! Where are they?”

Pippy came out of his "trance. Ile was
perfectly awake, but he was generally in

on2 of those conditions resembling semi-
coma. ITe was just the same during
lessons.  Mr. Crowell had given him up as
a bad job long since. The Form-master

simply let Lord Pippinton ecarry on with
his work without hothering to question him
or to guide him. The task was altogether
too strenuous. But a good old shake would
generally arouse Pippy into a momentary
sense of cold realifies.

“Money?” he repeated, .
“Dash  1t! ITere, I say! Everybody's
alwavs talking to me about money! The
one fearful thing I bar! All T want is
rest-—-to be left alone. Dash it, I'm tired!”

“You, hopeless idiot, where's your
maney 777 hissed Grayson.

“Tf you must have it, it's on the dressing-
table,” said Lord Pippinfon ,
“Take it, but don't bother me. I shall be
fearfully glad to lose the stuffi! A bhally
nuisance! And so, T mean, are you chaps!”

Gulliver was already creeping into the
hed-room again, and he had no difticulty in
finding T.ord Pippinton'’s wallet on the
dressing-table. A cautious search bronght
a dressine-gown and a pair of slippers to
light, and Gulliver emerged once again.

Wilhin two minutes his lordship was
hustledt into the dressing-gown, and the
sheets and blankets were bhundled into the
hed-room. Then the trio of young rasecals
carried their prey off.

with a winee.

resignedly.
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Lord Pippinton opcned his eyes wide when
he was intraidueced into the Cheeric Club.
He was a rather comical sight in his gor-
geous dressing-gown, and wearing odd slip-
pers-—one of his own, and one of Singleton's,
Gulliver hadn’t had time to he too particu-
lar. His lordship’s excessively fair hair was
standing up in wisps, and there was an
expression of mild astonishment on his some-
what vacant features.

“1lailo!” he observed. " A sort of gather-
ing of sorts, I take it? A kind of family
cirele? Cards, and so forthiy?

“Just a Jittle elub of our own,” said
Sinclair, who had interrupted his game to
greet the new arrival. " You'll always he
welcome here, Pippinton, but yow’ll under-
sfund that you’ll have to keep your mouth
shut.

*Oh, rather!” nodded old Pippyw:

& ']l‘ilu;t-’s thoroughly understood, isn't it?"

“lhe?? '

“You'll keep this a secret, won’t yon?"

“The idea seems rummy, but i1 you say so
I'm a sportsman,” replied Lord Pippinton,
nodding. “But it's no good getting me on
these frightful things, you know,”” he added,
indicating the cards, ¢ Aces and kings, and
all that stuff, what? T’ve heard of the chap-
pies. You shove the beastly things up yvour
sleeve, don’t you? At least, so I've alwavs
understood.”?

“My hat!”? breathed KXenmore.
shame to take the money!”

“Feel like a game?? asked Sinelair.

it It’S a

“Eh? Who? Me?® said Pippy, with a
start. “Oh, I see! So these dushed cards

are used to play games with? I nlways
thought 0, but I wasn't ahsolutely sure.
I'm a sportsman, but I don’t know a thing.
I shall only spoil the good old harmony.”

“We'll soon teach you,”” said Grayson
briskly. “Of course, you understand that
we play with money? And you might lose
some, tno.”’

Lord Pippinton bhrightened up. -

“ Lose some?’’ he repeafed. *“'That sounds
absolutely top notch! Lead me to it, old
boy! I've always wanted to lose money,
but nobody would let me. This thing strikes
me =25 being gaod.”

“It's a miracle!”” murmured Bernard For-
rest. “1’ve heard of these chaps, but I've
never met one hefore! Poor beggar! 1lle
ought to be chained up!”

Lord Pippinton entered info the game .of
Pontoon with much enthustasm. It was a
case of an innocent lamb led to the slaungh-
ter. His lordship wuas about the -simplest
fellow in the Remove, easy-going, amiable,
and utterly devoid of mistrust. He had
always gone through Jife with the vague idea
that everyhody was pretty decent. Even
when he began fo lose money at a start-
ling speed he had no suspicion of being
fleeced. He was rather keen on the thing.
This money was always worrying him, any-
how, '

He happened to he a millionaire in his
own right, and he had no idea of the value
of solid ecash. It was something of no



worth, since he could always get plenty of
it. As for suspecting that he was doing
wrong, the idea never entered his fair head.

And the sportsmen of the West Mouse
gloated over the amazing ease with which
this lamb was being fleeced. It was really
too good to be true.

e ——

CHAPTER 1IX.
REGGIE PITT'S DISCOVERY.

ORD PIPPINTON’S
guardian angel was
not oft duty, however.

Fate could never
allow this thing to go on. It
was against all reason. And

- it so happened that there was
another wakeful junior in the West House
that night. -~

3y the best of good fortune, that junior
was Reggie Pitt.

He was not wakeful by chance, but by
very reason of the unusual events which had
recently taken place in the upper corridor.
Regmie was not a very light sleeper. On
the other hand, he was not a heavy one.

Owing to healthy exercise and a good con-

stitution, he slept like a top.

But something disturbed bhis slumbers to-
night.

At first he was aware of a mysterious thud
or two, and was only half aroused. But
when the thuds continued, he became more
wakeful, and sat up in bed, listening. Jack
(irey was breathing regularly on the other
gside of the little dormitory. All was silence.

“ Must have been my faney!'' murmured
Pitt, yawning.

The bed was comfortiable and varm, and
he appeared to snuggle down again with
that feeling of exquisite ease which one
experiences after awakening. But jusc before
he laid his head on the pillow he heard
another mysterious thud.

“ Rummy!” he muttered, frowning.

ITe listened attentively. It seemed to him
that the strange, indistinet sound was com-
ins from somewhere above. But that was out
of the question, There was nothing above
- eéxcepl the atties, and they were empty and
fdeserted. Nevertheless, the thuds continued
in a most peculiar way. Sometimes a series
came, and then one or two isolated thuds.

As a matter of fact, Simon Kenmore was
the culprit.

Kenmore was exasperated over that game
of Auction Bridge. Hle and Sinclair were los-
Ing—losing points to two mere juniors! And
when Kenmore became exasperiated, he
always displayed mnervousness. Itz present
form was taking the shape of leaning back
I his chair, and tapping impatiently with
one heel on the floor.

And as that particuiar attic happened to
he over Reagie's dormitory, the mysterious
thads were the result. (uy Sinelair had
Warhed the members of the Cheerio Club to
hee careful when walking to and fro, for Sin.

clair knew that the junior dormitories were
beneath. He had even obtained a soft
carpet in order to nullify the chances of
footsteps being heard. But Sinclair was sc
engrossed in the game that he didn't even
hear Kenmore's tapping.

*“There's somebody up there, I'll guaran-
tee,” Pitt told himself as he sat in bed,
listening. “Bu> who? It must be past mid-
1r;l-igh_t! What on earth can be the explana-
ion?"’

After a few minutes he decided to make
a brief jaunt to the attics. Reggie Pitt was
the Kind of fellow who hated anything
mysterious. He always wanted to find out
the reason for an unaecountable happening.
It occurred to him that a cat might have
got trapped upstairs, or some explanation
equally simple.

Reggie only waited to put on a bath-robe
and some slippers. Then he crept out with-
ont awakening Jack Grey, and turned in the
direction of the upper staircase. The West
House was completely still., At that hour
even the most wakeful master had extin-
guished his light.

Pitt began to feel some doubts. In fact, he
felt rather an ass. The stillness was so0
supreme that he had half a mind to turn
back. .There was a bit of a wind outside,
and perhaps those thuds had been caunsed
by an ill-fitting window-frame in one of thic
atties.

“0Of courze, I'm a proper duffer,” he mur-
mured. ** A chap always exaggerates every
sound in the middle of the night. I shan’t
tell. anyvbody about this, or 1ihey'll chip
me——-"’ '

His thoughts received a jar. Something
had caught his eve near the floor, against
cne of the other dormitory doors, It was
something white. He hent down and fried
to pick it up, but it resisted.

“Hallo! Something rummy about this!"
mittered Pitt. <A corner of a sheet—
jammed into the door, too! Singleton’s bed-
room. Some of those asses must have been
larking about."

e quietiv opened the dormitory door and
peeped in. The blind was up, and a shaft
of moonlight was streaming into the room,
and the object it revealed to Pitt's gaze wa-
a dishevelled bed. A bed which had been
depleted of its coverings, and which was un-
occupied. And on the floor, just inside the
room. lay a heap of bedclothes.

“ Lord Pippinton’s bhed,” Piftt told himself,
“Singleton’s asleep, but where on earth hus
that fathead got to? No sign of him!”

The affair was becoming more mysterious
than ever. Pippinton was not merely out of
bed, but missing altogether. And it needed
no acute process of deduetion to realise that
Pippy had left under unusual circumstances.
It wasn't like the schoolboy peer to throw
his bedelothes into a heap on the floor.

For a snoment Pitt hesitated. Should be
awaken Singleton? Perhaps not. Aunyhow,
he would have a look round first. There was
just a chance that Pippy was bilious, or
something, and had fled to one of the bath-



There was no sense in

rooms for water, _
making a mystery out of l}othmg.
Pitt elosed the door again and went to

the bath-rooms.
spicuous by his total absence. And then

Reggic wondered if that tnysterious thudding
could be connected with the affair.

« Great Scott!”’ he breathed as a thought
came to him. “ A rag! SHome fatheads have
locked old Pippy in one of the attics! That’s
about it! A pretty low-down sort of joke,
anyhow !”?

ile hurried upstairs without any further
hesitation, but stepped short as he reached
the top. A light was gleaming {rom heneath
one of the doors, and Pitt grew deeply sus-
picious. There conld be no innocent explana-
tion of this business!

He didn’t hesitate. Ile grasped’ the handle
of the door and turned it. The door opened
"at once, Grayson having failed to re-lock it
after returning with the lamb. The mem-
bers of the Cheerio Club were so fearless
of interruption that they had grown care-
Jess on the very first night.

“What the—— Great Scott!’ ejaculated
Pitt blankly.

He stood there, starine. Eight pairs of
eyes were upon him, and for a second or
two there was complete silence. The raom
was well lighted.. It was warm, and filled
with tobhaeco smoke. And the tables, each
with its four sitters, told their own story.

. Almost at the same moment seven of the

occupants rose to their feet, to the accom-
paniment of startled exclamations. Lord
Pippinton remained in his place, mildly
astonished, but thoroughly ai ease. .

¢ Another member of the good old throng,”
he observed. “Pitt, by Jove! Come and
join in the festivities, old boy! The most
priceless thing that’s ever happered in my

young life. T've lost absolute pots of
moncy.”” .
¢ Shut up, yvou fool ¥’ hissed Forrest,
“Yes.” szaid Pippy. ““I mean, what?
Fool? 1 don’t exactly see——*?

“What the thunder are you doing here,
Pitt?”? demanded Guy Sinelair, striding over
towards the door. “Who's the bloekhead
s#ho left this door unlocked?”’ |

“I—I thounght I'd fastened it again,”
stammered Grayson.

Sinelair closed it vieiously, but in silence.
Then he turned to Reggie Pitt with a ealm,
grim  manner. The others were agitated,
alarmed. Buat after a moment of fear, Sin-
clair was himself again.

“You fellows seem to be having a hectic
time,” said Pitt quietly. “So thiz is what
the West House has come to!”? he added
contemptuously, “ Well, it’s not. my busi-
ness. We all amuse ourselves somehow, I
suppsse.”? ;

“Jlow did you know
demanded Sinclair.

“T ddidn't know,*? replied Pitt. ¢ Some-
thing woke me up. I thought I'd come along
and have a leok round. As I =aid hefore,
it’s not my Dbusiness what you fellows do.

about thisz%"
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Lord Pippinton was con-

‘me? _Enjoying it?

“the West House these days, Sinelair.

Buft I'm going to take Pippy away with
me.” -

“ That's very
clair,

“You can’t tell me that he jeired you of
his oewn free will,” went on Pitt. “lle’s a
member of my Form, and he’s ineapable of
looking after himself. It's a filthy trick to
impose on the chap iike this!”

“You'd better go easy!?” threatened Ken-
more roughly. |

“1’ve no need to be careful,” retorted Pitt.
“I've seen a few disgraceful things in my
time. But when it comes to prefects indulg-
ing id this sort of blackguardism, there's a
limit. Pippinton is coming with me—~-op
tliere’ll be trouble!

interesting,”” =napped Sin-

e ey

CITAPTER X.
PIPPY’S MISSING THIRTY POUNDS.

UY SINCLAIR {onk a
deep breath, ;
_ “That’s enough!?

he rapped out.
“ Clear!”

“Look here, Sinclair—"°

“Get out!”

“Pm getting out when ¥ please,” retorted
Pitt. ‘““You may be my head prefect, Sin-
clair, but these are unofficial hours. You
can go and hang yourzelf! Now give me a
thousand lines!” i

“You young cub——"* '

“Spare your breath,” interrupted Pitt.
“1 don’t want to continue this argnment.
You can gamble all night if yon want to.
That’s your concern. But I'm hanged if I'll
return to bed, knowing that yon've dragged
an innocent chump into your net! Pippy
doesn’t know right from wrong. Ile’s as
harmless as a fiy.”? |

He turned to Lord Pippinton.

“ Are you enjoying this, Pippy?” he asked

“Eh?” said Pippy, startled.  “Talking tn
o1 , Enjoying which?”
‘*“ This eard-playing.” '
“Well, as a matter of fact, it

- sharply.

struek -

| me as being somewhat prime,” said his lowd-

ship mildly, 1 mean, jolly, and all that.”

“You hopeless ass, don’t you know this
sort of thing is against ali the school regu-
lations?” asked Pitt. “ Don’t you know yon
can gef sacked for it?”

“Sacked?” repeated Pippy. < Oh, T zay!
But Sinclair, you know—he’s here! 1 thenght
everything was sort of kind of in order. [
mean, how is a ciiap to tell? Head prefect,
if you know what 1 mean.”

Pitt looked at Sinclaie arimly.

“I knew 1t!’ he said. “ The poor heggar
hasn’t the [faintest idea that he's doing
wrong."” '

“He's not doing wrong !’ shouted Sinclair.

“Not in your eyes, perhaps,” snapped
Pitt. ““ Yon seemi to bhe lord and master of
But
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you wouldn't like the Head to know about
this business, would you?”

Sinclair started.

¢ You younsg hound!" he gasped in aiarm.
“ You wouldn't—-"" .

“I'm not going to sneak, if that's what
vou mean,”’ interrupted Pitt  quietly.
» You're the Head Boy of the West House,
and you're responsible for what goes on here.
So 1 can't do much, can I? Pippy, collect
that money of yours, zud come with me,”

* Come with you?”

(49 lrES.JJ
“ Just as vou say, old boy,” agreed Pippy
obligingly. “A bit of a pity, though,

There's still a lot of this beastly money left.
1 was hoping to distribute some more of it.
It's @ queer thing. These chaps won’t take
it unless the cards tura up in a rummy sor
of way. Of course, it's all double Dutch to
me. Bally interesting, though!”

«“The chap doesn’'t even know that he's
gambling!” growled Pitt, inwardly boiling.
“You rotters! Yes, I'm talking to you as
well, Sinclair! I don’t care if you're the
head of the whole schiool! I'm going to teil
stokes about this!”

“You rotten sneak!”
sliivering.

“J shan't give any names, 50 you can prop
-up your knees!’ said Reggie, with con-
tempt. “In fact, I shan’t mention this
affair at all—but P'll ask Mr. Stokes to keep
Lis eye on Pippinton, and see that he jisn’t
caught in another trap of this sort. 1It's
nothing more wnor less than highway rob-
bery !’ '

Sinelair controlled limsell with difficulty.

“Tell Stokes—and yeull get the sack!”
lie threatened. 1 mean it, Pitt! Confound
you and your interfering habits! Breathe a
word of this to Stokes—or anybody clse—
and Tl see that you're sacked! 1 cun do
it. too--vou'll have no chance against the
word of a head prefect if it comes to a show
dewn.”

“J shan't forget it,” replied Pitt quietly.
“Yes, vou can work the thing, Sinclair—you
seem powerful cnongh for anything. At the
satne “time, your threats are powerless to
stop me. ['m Junior Cuaptain, and I'm re-
sponsible in a way for what goes on in the
Junior School. And U'm not afraid of you—
not a bit'!"”

Reavie felt like bursting mto a furious
tirade. but he held himself in check. He
hated to appear in the light of a preacher.
And he thought it better to escape before
matters beeame critical.

He grasped Lord Pippinton by the shoulders
and propelled him to the door. And they
were outside, on the stairs, before tde
members of the Cheerio Club could stop
them. DPitt had half-expected Sinclair to
follow, but nothing happened. ™ They reached
ie lower corridor alone.

. “The ecads!” muttered Pitt fiercely.

Pippy, they're no good—they're a set of
retters! Take my advice, and bkave mnothing

panted Gulliver,

- more to do with them.

What possessed you
to go to that den?” SR
Lord Pippinton was distressed.
“Dut 1 didn't know the thing was so

frighttful,” he protested. “ I mean, is it? It
struck me as being——"'
““Never mind about that,” interrupted

Reggie. < Sinclair may be our head prefect,
but he’s a blackguard. He's even worse than
1 suspected. Promise me, Pippy, that you
won't go to that place agin.”

“1f you absolutely think so—""

“1 do think so!”

“Then, old boy, here’s my word,” said his
lordship firmiy. ¢ You know, honour bright,
and things of that sort. Clasped hands,
what? Never again, Pitt, old dear. That's
sort of fixed.” ,

“Good! How much money have you lost?”
“Lost? 1've lost notiiing,” said Pippy, in

surprise.

“ How much money did those fellows win
at cards?’’ asked Pitt patiently. “ How much
of your money did tney win?”

“I haven’t the faintest idea.”

“Bubt surely you know how much jou
started with?”’

“ Reslly, you can't expect me to count the
bally stuff’ asked Pippy, pained. “It’s bad
enouzli to have it fouling my person. Oh,
walt—wait! Something seems to be stirring!

‘Dugay counted it before getting into bed. 1

remeinber now—Duggy absclutely counted it.
Fifty-tliree pounds.”

““You had fifty-threc pounds?”’

}‘_‘In the yood old wallet,” nodded his lord.-
ship.

Pitt took the waliet—which Pippinton had
fortunately brought awayv avith himm—and
swiitly ecuuted the contents. A stream of
moonlight was coming through one of the
corridor skylights, and he could ecasily see.
He fairly gasped as he ended the couniing.

“Twenty-one ! he cjaculated, aghast.
“They've rocked you of thirty-two quid,
Pippy! Great Scott! This is horrible!”
tLm-d Pippinton simply couidn’t understand

L1

L repeated curiously.
“ Thirtv-two guid? But, you don't seem to
understand! I can get plenty more to-
morrow! I've onily fo write to the bank.
They're frightfully obliging.”

Pitt gave it up. Lord Pippinton was in-
capable of realising the enormity of the
Cheerio Club’s offence. He hadn't any idea
that he had been fleeced. _

The {ellow’s almost tragi simplicity
startled Reggie Pitt. 1t would be a big
handicap to him in a Puablic school until he
learned some of the tricks and wiles of the
hardened sets. Indeed, Pitt doubted if Pip-
pinton would ever change. He wasn’'t a
fool—and yet, on the other hand, he was by
no means brainy. He just drifted through

“ Horrible ¢ "

life with a perfectly sereme amiability. In
a word, a thorough chump.
«“You're dangerous!” said Pitt gruffly.

¢« You're a direct invitation to these rotters
to burg'c vou! Tor goodness' sake keep your



money padlocked; or pay everything by
cheque, or something like that. And get
back to bed, Pippy. It’s nearly one o’clock.”

« Excuse me, old -boy, but there seems 1o
be a load on your mind,” said Lord Pippinton
anxiously. ‘“Is anything really the matter?”
. You wouldn’t understand,” said Reggie,
frowning. “Go back to bed, and forget all
about that aflair. And perhaps you'd better
not say anything to Singleton. Let it be a
secret.”’

He managed to get the schoolboy pecr
into bed, and then he went back to his own
dormitory. But it was quite a long while
before he slept. He had a feeilng that Guy
Sinclair and the others wouldn’t worry in
the least over the recent disturbapnce. That
was the extraordinary part of it.

“ Sinelair scems to he doing just as he
likes,”” muttered Pitt, puzzled. * Ile doesn’t
care a snap for Stokes, and he's flaunting
every rule and regulation of the school. And
nobody can touch him! By Jove, ke said
he'd be dietator in the West Iouse-—and he
is!" ‘

et ——

CHAPTER XI.
UNDER SINCLAIR'S THUXMB.
R. BEVERLEY

- richt—although 1 wish you
wouldn't bother me at this early hour of the
morning.*” |

““ Sorry,
later——" | :

“No, as you are here, let's get it over,”
said Mr. Stokes. ‘““What is it? XNothing
much, I hope?”’ - '

“I am afraid it is, sir.
clair.” b

The Housemaster looked at Pitt sharply.
Breakfast hadn’t been over long, and Pitt
had taken the opportunity to see Mr. Stokes
#t the earliest moment. I'or he was deter-
mined to take action.

It wasn't sneaking. Guy Sinclair was the
Lead' prefect, and it was his duty to set an
example for every other hoy In the House.
He hmd not only countenanced tiie rooking
of Lord Pippinton, but he had probably
shared in the spoils. Pitt had no intention eof
letting the scandal go on. He felt respon-
sible, in his.capacity as Junior Captain.

‘““ About Sinclair, eh?”’ said Mr. Stokes
testily. < Hang it, Pitt, I don’t want to
hear complaints about Sinclair! It isn't the
thing. You know that as well as I do. He’s
yvour head.prefect—-"

“I'm sorry, sir; but this is

sir,” said Reggie. “It’il  do

1t’s about Sin-

rather im-

interrnpted Pitt firmly. <@ don’t sce why

you should defend Sinclair hefore ve even

started. The fellow’s a wrong "an.”
“That's enough, Pitt!”

| fleeced of over thirty pounds.

STOKES looked up
o B with a worriled
h : frown.
“Yes, come in, Pitt.” he
said impatiently. ~*It's all

| think,” growled Mr. Stokes.

what's the idea?” asked
Reggie bluntly. “We’ve always looked upon
you as a pal, sir, but this term you're so
different! Poor old Morrow is chucked out
of the head-prefectship, and this cad of a
sinclair is shoved in his place! You've even
aliowed Kenmore and Shaw and Forrest and
that other riff-raff to transfer here. I mean,
it's a bit thick, sir! Some of the chaps
don't know what to think at all.”

Barry Stokes looked angry for a moment,

““ Look here, sir,

then he set his lips and sighed. ' .
“You needn’'t worry, Reggie,”” he said
quietly. 1 know exactly what I'm doing.

No doubt Sinclair’'s appointment strikes you
as being strange, but—— Well, you don’t
expect me to discuss these things with you,
do you? 1Let it rest at that.”

“Just as you like, sir,” said Pitt, puzzled.
“RBut 1I've got to tell you about Sinclair,
He'’s after Pippinton’s money.” '

Mr, Stokes stared. .

“What do you mean—after
money?” he demanded.

“Well, sir, I happen to know that{ Pippin-

Pippinton’s

iton lost over thirty pounds last night,” re-

“ Ninclair and those other cads
I think it ought to stop, sir,

plied Pitt.
fleeced him.

Pippy’'s such a simple chap, you know, He
doesn’t realise what these bounders are
after—-"! .

“Wait a minute, Pitt,” said Mr. Stokes.
“You're telling me that Pippinton was
How?”

“1'd rather not say, sir.”

“You can't give me any details?”’

¢ No, sir.”’

“In other words, Pitt, you bring me an
unsubstantiated suspicion, and expect me to
believe it?”” asked -Mr. Stokes harshiy. “I
ean't listen to these rigmaroles! You can

go !13 .

leggie Pitt was startled. This wasn’t
Barry Stokes at all. Hitherto the young
Housemaster had been famous for his geni-
ality and good-comradeship. He had been
one of the boys himself--hearty, sporting,
and immensely popular with every scction of
his House.

His sudden burst of anger was so ,unex-
pected that Reggie hardly knew what th say.
He had never known Mr. Stokes to break out
like that before. It was all the more re-
markable because Pitt had given no cause
for it.

¢ Steady, sir!” he said indignantly. “I
don’t think you ought to press me for de-
tails. I only came here to give you the
tip—"~*

“Well, T can’t listen
varns,” interrupted Mr, Stokes curtly.
best thing you can do is to go. And
repeat that nonsense to anybody else.

to these ridiculous
“Tho
don’t

Pip-

i pinton is quite old enough to look after him-
‘ i zelf, without you tuking
portant, and I think you ought %o know,” |

. on the role of
guardian,”” . -+
Reggic flushed. . . :
“That's not fair, sir,” he protested hotly.
“Well, fair or not, I've told you what I

“ PDon’'t let me



You can go, Pitt.”

LR

hear any more about it.
o But, hang it all, sir
“ You can go, Pitt.” )
Reggie glared, nearly lost his own temper,
and then strode out of the study without
another word. It i3 to be feared that he
clozed the door with unnecessary violence.
Indeed, it can only be described as a slam.

“wHe's mad!” muttered Pitt irritably.
“(Clean off his rocker. Ye gods and little
fishes! Upholding Sinelair, and refusing to
hear & word against him. What's the world
coming to?” | |

He marched off with a glowering face, and
was still looking warlike when he passed
through the lobby to the outer door, Guy

4 (A Sl
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for, Sinclair. It’s easy enough to drop
on a chap when you're lord of all you can
survey. Blow you, and blow your lines!”

He felt in a reckless mood, and he jerked

himself free before Sinclair could stop hin.

Then he went out into the Triangle to cool
oft in the crisp January air.

“Young cub!” muttered Sinclair savacely.
“He probably thinks he's escaped, but he
hasn’t. He’s the worst of the whole crowd,
and I'll make him suffer. I shall have to
be careful after last night’s business,
foo!’’ '

Morrow greeted him as he turned into
the senior passage, and it was not a par-
ticularly friendly greeting.

f
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‘‘ What's all this row about out here 2 demanded Handforth, ‘putting
his head out of the doorway of Study D.

‘" Hallo! What's this—a burglary 7 " l

Sinclair was just coming in, and he lcoked
-~ at Pitt sharply.

“Hallo!” he said.
body!?

“Mind your own Dbusiness!” znapped Pitt,
pushing past.

“Hold on, young ‘un—hold on!”’ said Sin-
clair, grasping the junior's shoulder.
“That’s not the way to speak to your head
prefect. I'm an easy-going chap, and I'll
glive you a chance to put things
Fither you’ll apologise or take two hundred

lines.”
persecution, eh?” <=aid Reggie

_ “More
rercely. << That's about all you're cut out

“Going to fight some-

right. |

“Stokes he said
briefly.

“Stokes can wait!"? retorted Sineclalr, .

wants you—at once,”

“That’s vour concern, of course,” said
Morrow. “What’s the exact nature of the

32

blackmail, Sinclair?

The head prefect started.

. “What do you mean—blackmail?”
rapped out harshly.

« Nothing, only everybody's remarking on
the fact that you seem to twist Stokes
round your little finger,” said Morrow
bitterly. “Anyhow, he wants you. That’s
all I've got to say to you, Sinclair.?

he
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He walked off with dignity. Morrow was
A thoroughly decent sort—indeed, the most
popular senior in the West Honse. Ile and
Frinton had been deposed by Mr, StoKes
in favour of Sinclair and Kenmore. And
practically the whole body of the Senior
Schoo! was belind them. Sinelair was head
of the West Ilouse, but his supporters
were few. He ruied by force, and not by
friendliness.

Not that Siuciair minded. He rather
cajoved the sensation of isolation. At made
no difference to his power. And it afiorded

him  all sorts of opporiunities for being®
unpleasant.  And  Sinclair's ehief source

of anusement was to be unpleasant.

e kept Mr. Stokes waiting for a quarter
of an hour, and then condescended to go
to the Housemaster's study. He dispeused
with the formality of kuocking on the door,
but marched slraight in.

. AN splendid?”  said  Mr. Stokes.
“Yesterday yon kept me waiting tweaty
mitiutes,  Sinctair. To-day it 1is only
cighteen. You are improving.”’

“No ueed to be sarcastie, sir,” said Sin-
clair, -dropping intoe a chair and spreading
nimself out comfertably. *“Weil, anything
important ¥

“Not at all,” said® Mr. Stokes.

“Sit down

3
Sinelair, Make yoursell thoroughly at
home”

“That's what I am doing, thanks,”’
yawned Sinclair.

This was one of those moments when he
enjoyed himself fo the utmost. He hiad
received a bit of a jar at Morrow’s
mention of blackmail, but +&had soon
recovercd, After all, Morrow. could know
nothing, and it was only to be expected

that the House should -comment upon Mr.
Stoke’s powerlessness.

For what was the exaci truth,

For the time Dleing Barry Stokes was
powerless to exercise his rightful authority.
By a cruel stroke of chance, Sinciair had
seen Mr. Stokes in London’s most notorisus

night club on New Year's Eve.
Suugeter’s  Lair had an evil reputation,

and the Iousemaster had visited this dis-

reputable resert in tire small hours.
Actually his visit was the outcome of a

csood-natured promise. He had gone there

at the request of a Mr. Noduey Lambert,
He had sought Mr. Lambert's son, and

had indeed succeeded in getting him gut of
the place. A pure act of kindly generosity.

But tlicre had becn a fight, for young
Lambert had Dbeen nearly intoxicated.

Sinclair had not only witnessed thisz fight,
but had possession of a flashlight photo-
araph which some companions of his had
taken at the moment.

One word of {that
school humming. It
reach the ears of the
therc would be an inguiry.

storyv would set the
would undoubtedly
Headmaster, and
Sinclair wou!d

stlence, but the happiness of his wife.

~sufier the indignity.

The 1 |

probably be questioned, but ke would be
able to produce that photograph. Naturally,
he would deny that he was ever in the club
himseif. The photezraph would be “quite
sufficient. | '

But the helplessnees of Barry Stokes lay
in the fact that he had given his word of
honour to Mr. Lambert and his son that
he would keep his lips absolutely sealed
regarding the whole incident. Thus, if an
inquiry were held, he would be in the
intolerable position. of enforced silence.
And this silence alone would be enough to
condemn him.

As though Fate had not dealt a severe
enough hlow, Mr. Stokes realised that it
had  played hiin another scurvy trick.
Young Lambert, us private secretary to a
wealthy peer, was in the South of France,
and Mr. Stokes did not know his address.

And Lambert’s father had gone to New
York.

There was  only one  solution to  the
proolem. AMr. Stokes would have to obtain

from that promise. Until he
reccived that relcase he was under Guy
Sinclair’s thumb. Yor he dared not take
the chance of that story being circulated.

Not only his carcer depended upon this
And
as long as Guy Sinclair kept within a
certain limit, Mr, Stokes was prepared to
He was consoled by
the thought that he was guiltless, and that
hiz own time wuas coming.

Indeed, he had ceased to worry. What-
ever the fellows thought of him now, they
would change their views when the truth
came oui, as Barry was determined the
truth should. It was only a matter of
biding his time.

a release

B —

CHAPTER XII.

SINCLAIR'S LATEST,
U'Y SINCLAIR
stretched himszself

and yawned again.
“Well?” he asked

casually. “What’s fthe
trouble?”’ '
“Before I mention the
trouble, Sinclair, you’ll get out of that
chair, and stand at attention,” said Mr.

Stokes grimly. “Your insolence is getting
beyond all endurance, and I'll have no more
of it."

“That's interesting!™ said Sinclair, with-
ocul moving.
Mr. Stokes rosc to his feet, and stood

over the prefect.
“You heard what T s3id?” he exclaimed

guictly.
“I'm not deal!’’ drawled Sinclair.
“By Jove, you infernal young reptile!”



snapped Mr. Stokes, “Now then--out of

jt!,’ - * 5 -
Sinclair received ithe surprise of his iife.
With one terrific heave he waz hanled ont

ol the chair, and sent flying backwards
~eross the study.  Barry Stoxes was  an
athletie man, and his strength was con-
siderable. Sinclair only saved him=zelf from
fajling by =heer chance.

“Any more of that tone, Sinclair, and

3'1l thrash you within an inch of your lifc!”
panted the Housemaster. *Once and for all,

1've — had enough of that overbearing
attitude of yours,” :

“You'd better he eareful,” said Sinelair.
“T’ve only got to say a word, and that
story—--—"

“You can keep your threats to yourseli!’
interrupted Mr, Stokes. ** As long as your
bread is buttered on the right side, Sin-
clair, you’'ll say nothing. I have sent for
you to ask about Pippinton.”

(iuy Sinclair straightened himself. Tle
wias seared. Tie had certainly got the

Housemaster under his thumb, bat it was
pretty evident that he couldn’t do exactly
as he liked. His mean spirit prompted him
to make Mr, Stokeas pay for what had just
happened,

“What about Pippinton?’’ he growied.

“1 have learned that you-I will mention
no other names —have extracted a large
sum of money from the boy,” =aid Mr.
Stokes. “I don’t need any actual proofs;
I can use my own judgment. 1 am ready
to believe it. It's gnt to stop, Sinclair.”

The head prefect glared.

“1t's all a yarn!” he blustered. “T've
done nothing {o Pippinton. I haven’t

any case,
Who told

touiched a cent of his money. 1In
it's my busives:, and naot yours.
youi?s . |

“m not going to discuss ithis with you,
Sinclair,’? retorted AMr. Stokes, “I'm  just
giving you a warning.
Pippinton again. The boy’s very siniple
and innocent. Indeed, T szhall make 1t my
business to take hiz money and keep if in
my safe. You ecan go.”

Barry Stokes was indeed sure that Reggie
Pitt’s information was authentic. The
¢xpression on Sineclainr's face at the merntion
of Lord Pippinton was enough,

“T want fo know who told you!’’ growled
the prefect.

“And I shan't tell you,” retorted Mr.
Stokes. “I don’t intend io say anything
further. You ean go, Sinclair.”

There was something about the voung
Housemaster that urged Sineclair to fake

his departure. He left the study in an ngly
mood.  0Of eourse, Pitt waa the informer.
Sinelair had no doubt on this point. It
Wwas obvions, however, that Piit had given
o details.  All the same, he would pay!
For a
ing

Don’t interfere with |
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moment Sinclair thought of wm'k-;
4 “lrame-up,” as ihe result of which’ vou «frop on e to your heart’s content;

Honizemaster

{he
dismissed this
said to Mr.
danger for Sinelair.

achool.
idea,
Stokes,

Si) The
no nposition to take

Pitt wonld he expelled from
But he very =oo0n
Whatever Pitt had
1hiere "was no

was in

action. All he could do was to give warn-
ingz, amd Sinclair would naturally ignore
them,

No, he would exerecise his power in a
different way. It would he rather a pily

to dispose of his vielim so summarily, le
could always get Pitt expelled if he wanted
to. Jor the present there would be more
sport in perseeuting him.  Guy Sinelair's
spirit was a mean one.
- He came across a group of juniors in the
lobhy and {irowned when he saw {hat ihe
junior skipper was not among them,
“IWhere's Pitt?’ he demanded.
“No good asking us,”? said
“Better find him!”
“None of your cheek!”* rapped out Sin-

Daoyle.

clair savagely. .“Go and find Pitf, some
of youn, and send him to my study. If he

doesn't arrive within five minutes T'Il1 give
every one bf vou a hundred lines!”
He strode off, and the juniors glared.

“That’'s the sort of thing we're gelting
nowadays!” =norted Dick Goedwin, “Hy
eum!  Life won't bhe worth living seoon.
He'll give us those lines, foo, unless Pilt
turns up.”

“He's like

a feudal baron,” =z32id Owen

major aggressively. “Lord and master of
all  he =urveys. Why can’t we have
Morrow bHack? This term seems to be—-
Haliol' Here's Pitd!??

Pitt and Grey came in {agether, both look-
ing cheerful,  Reggie was a genial youln
by naiure, and he had soon forgeiten his
recent annovance., He possessed a {emper,
but if was & quick one.

“8inclair wants you,” sajd three or four
paniors, in- one volee,

“PatsV? aaj] Pitt,
coke!”

“He can go and eat

“Bnt look here,” roared Doyle. *MHe's
suing  to give us a hundred lines each
inless you're in his study within three
minutes. He'll do it, teo. There’'s no
justice  about Sinelair.  The man's ar
absohite heast)”

Reggie Pitt grumbled.

“gh, all right!” he =aid. “1'd bLeiter go,
1 suppoae.’?

ITe went to Sinclair's sindy, and entered.
Guy Finclair was alone, and he tnid the
junior to e¢lose the door. There was @
daneerons  expression aboub  the prefect’s
EVEs., '

“phd voun {ell Stokes about that party?”
e asked bhintly,

“No, [ didn’t,”’ replied Pitt,

“Don’t {ell lies to me o |

“T'm not telling lies?” spapped Reggie.
“You'd hetter be eareful, Sinclair.  Yon
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I'm powerless to stop you. but you're

not going to call me a liar!”

“I’ll call you what I like!” sneered Sin-
clair. *You've been to Stokes, and you've
told him about that affair last night, you
miserable little sneak. And you sel your-
self up as an example of righteousness 4

“If Mr. Stokes knows about that party,
one of your ewn pals have told him,”
interrupted Pitt grimly. “I haven’t said a
word. It’s not my business. You can play
cards all night, for all I care.”

Sinclair looked suspicious.

“Did you tell him anything about that
young fool, Pippinton?”

“ Certainly I did,” replied Pitt quietly.
“That wasn't sneaking. I advised Mr.
Stokes to look after the chap. He's as help-
less” as a baby; he needs proteetion of
some kind.”

“Phat's enouch!” said Sinclair. “I don’t
need to ask you any more questions—I've
heard all I want to know. DMind you, I
shan’t care a toss If you tell Stokes every-
thing, but you'll suffer for it."”

"« Don’t worry,” said Pitt. “I'm not in-
terested in you and jyour squiffy parties.
Anything else?”

 Yes, there is,” replied Sinclair.
sated for a week.”

Reggie Pitt started. __

““ Gated?” he ejaculated. - “ Look here, Sin-
clair! That's all rot! We've got a mateh
with Bannington Grammar School on
Saturday afternoon——away from home, too.
I'm junior skipper—-"

“I don't care who vou are!” interrupfed
Sinelair pleasantiy. “And I don't care for
vour silly matches. You're gated for a
week."” '

“What for?” asked Pitt, glaring.
cot no right to drop on me—-"

“I'm vour head prefect, and you’ll obey!”
said Sinclair. “Don’t forget what happened
a few days ago. You ignqred me—and
you've had a public flogging, Would you
like another experience of that sort?”

Pitt shrugged his shotilders.

“0Oh, I know it's useless!” he growled.
**We juniors can’t do anything against you.
We shall have to alter that fixture. Or the
(irammarians might agree to come over to
US—-——*”

«“It won't make any difference,” broke in
Sinclair calmly., “I am adding something
to that gating, Pitt. You're confined to' the
House for the week, foo. Move a yard
outzide the doors of the West House, and
I'fl give you a swishing. You'll get a
swishing every time you disobey.”

Pitt found his temper rising again.

“But this is unheard of!” he protested.
“Chaps are often confined to zates, but it’s
ridiculous to bottle a fellow up in his own
House for a week! You're mad, Sinelair!”

“All the same, you're confined {o the
West House for a week,” said Sinelaiv with

“You're

“You've

ELSON LEE LIBRARY

smile.  “ Something eh?

new,
Something unheard of? You’d better go out

an evil

and spread the news! You won’t be the
only one! I've got a tough joh with you
kids, but I'll subdue you in the end.”

CHAPTER XIII.
THE INQUISITION.

' EGGIE PITT looked
= angry. |
' “You can't en-

force a punishment .
of that sort, Sinclair,” .he
protested hotly. “ What
about lessons? Have 1 got
to miss school for a week?”

“*What do you mean?”

““Well, the School Housec i3 situated a%
the top of the Triangle, as you ought to
know,” growled Pitt. “If I'm confined in-
doors, how the dickens am 1 to get to the
class-room? And what about the gym?”

Sinclair considered for a moment.

“You'll only zo to the School House when
the bell rings,” he replied. *“And as soon
as lessons are over, you'll come straight
back here. Unless you're indoors within
three minutes you’ll get that swishing.
Every other part of the school property is
out of bounds—including Little Side and the
other Houses. Have 1 made that perfectly
clear? 1If you behave yourself during the
week, I'll be lenient, Otherwise the punish-

ment will continite for a fortnight. Now
vou ¢an get out!”
Pitt didn't trust himself to speak. This

was something entirely new in punishments.
It meant that he was virtually a prisoner--
and that was a serious business for a junior
captain. He was not oaly barred from
plaving in football matches, but he couldn’t
even practice. It was an outrageous im-
position. ‘

Outside in the passage, Pift ran into a
group of other juniors. Dick Hamilton was
there, to say nothing of Handforth & Co.
The Ancient House feltlows had come along
to find out what the Trouble was.

“Has that beast been droppinz on you
again?” demanded Handforth. “We
wouldn’t stick him at any price in the
Ancient House——" 5

“PDon’'t be an ass, Handy!” interrupted
Nipper. *“1If Sinclair wcere our bead prefect,
we should be compelled to stick him. A
fellow in that position is more or less an
autocrat. I'enton, of course, is a thorough'y
decent sort—and so is Morrow. Why on
earth Mr. Stokes chucked Morrow out in
favour of Sinelair is a mystery.”

“We've given up the problem long ago,”
growled Pitt. “Do vou know the latest?
I'm confined to the West House for a
week.” C

“You mean gated?”



£ “'mst, than that,” snorted Reggie. 1 Ifandforth  apparently meant - it, . too.
ean't even go out of the door!” When he got a certain  idea he always

There was &

astonishment. FPitt
ment in detail, and his listeners were filled
with something akin to consternation.

“It’s outrageoust”

yell of indignation and.i wanted fo execute it on the spot. Church

deseribed the punish- [ and MeClure were quite In agréement that

most of Handforth’s ideas deserved execuy-
tmn, hut net in pmvth thé %ame way

“dinelair seems to have got his knife into ”.]_'_5'3 \nr! t‘hf’-t Of coursey .+&S. the one
you properly. Youw're not going to obey | Wiy of m: t];lrlff h,un procecd with it,

that order, I suppose? Mr. Stokes wouldn’t | ~ “Ret!” he snorted. “I'm gcoing to see
ophold it.” : Stokes, Not now, but after lessons. Tl
Pitt’s cyes gleamed. . think out the speech in the meantime.

“No, I'm uot going (o ohey it,” he replicd
 grimly. “Sinelair's threatened to swish e
i T go out of doors,

Houszse c]mps will be in elover,”

Why, by the time I've done, these West

but I'll risk it. I'm “More  likely in the soup!” growled

:
N [
.
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hianged it I'Il stand ihis =ovi of thing! | Chureh. “They don't need your help,

1'm not a worm!”

Handforth clapped

back.

“@Good man!” he exclaimed. “That’s the
way to talk! I'Il go and speak to Stokes
myself, if you like.

Handy. 1It's only interference. —
him heartily on the T ¢ wahatSY wnavad b fons
J Only what?” roared Handlorih.

Church hastily. “ How would you like
By George! That’s

© *“Well, yon know what I mean!” said

a

West House chap to interview Mr. Lee? It's

a wood idea! TN tiek him oft! Leave it | not our business. We're not supposed to
s 2 » L . . f . 4 L ) - '8 :

to me, you chaps, and e hutt -in. B
“Thanks all the same, bul we ean denl | - But it- was useless to contmue. the argu-

with this,” said Grey. ment.  Handforth was determined. He

“But youn ean’t talk  fe nid ‘stoktq iike | went out into the Triangle,_ looking very
me,” urged Mandforth. “I’m a disinterested thoughiful, and i his own mind he already

epect'ttm I can

put the thing {o Stokes

saw Sinclair deposed and Morrow reinstated,

clearly. Don’t worry! I've got it well in | Handforth had an amazing amount of faith

hlmnd.”

in his own powers—a, faith which was in no
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way lessened by repeated rebufis. Ye
always came up smiling.
Reggie Pitt had come out into the

Triangle, too—openly ignoring Gny Sinclair's
order. He had the whole Remove behind
him. It was felt that something ought to
be done in a test-case of this sorf. Sin-
clair would grow worse and worse unless
a halt was called.

“Je'il probably swish me, but I'm. pre-
pared for that,” said Pitt, as he stood
near the fountain, deliberately displaying
himself. <« But if ¥ come out of doors
twenty times a day, he can’t cane me con-
tinuously, can he? And he can't keep me
locked up, either.” .

“That's the best policy,” agreed Nipper.
“When a prefect subjects a chap to arrant
persecution, the best thing is to ignore him.
Yoau've got the whole Formm behind jyou,
Reggie, and you can count on the Ancient
House to back you up.”

“Thanks,” said Reggie. ¢ That's every-
thing. Sinclair can’t fizht against the whole
Form. He'll find himself in Queer Street if
he does!”

“By Jove, here he comes now!” mur-
mured Tommy Watson, <“Look out for
squalis!”

Guy Sinclair was crossing from the West
House to the East House, accompanied !y
Parkin, a rough, untidy-looking senior with
a shock of unruly hair. IIc looked more like
a prize-fichter than a St. Frank’s senior.

Sinclair paused for a moment as he caught
sight of Pitt, and he scowled. But he
walked straight on without taking any other
notice. And as he vanished into the East
House a chortle went up.

“He was
Keep it up,

“Good egg!" grinned Nipper.
afraid to start anything!
eggie—go ahead as though nothing had
happened. I don't believe in defying the
lawful school authority, but this is different.
Sinclair’s given you a punishment that isn’t
official. He can’t enforce it—he daren’t.”

“It looks promising, anyhow,” agreed
. Pitt, with a chuckle.

. “The rotter's squashed,” declared Jack
Grey. *“HMe thought you'd knuckle under,
but as yvou haven't he’ll have to sing small.
I'll bet you won't hear another word ahoat
that fatheaded order.”

The school bell rang a few minutes later,
and the juniors trooped into the junior wing,
and started the day’s work in the Remove
¥Form-room.

Mr. Crowell had some little difficulty with

Handforth. Edward Oswald was so deeply
engrossed in something that he had no
time for such insignificant trifles =2

geography and history, As a matter of

fact, he was planning out his line of action

with Mr. Stokes.

howa-

impots,
ever, followed by a brisk cut on each hand,

After receiving two small
he concluded that there wasn’t any real
necessity to prepare his speech at all. His
very personality would be sufficient to con-
vince Mr. Stokes. The thought of failure
never entered Handforth's head at all.

Within a quarter sof an hour of the
interval, the door opened, and Sinclair
stepped in. *Mr. Crowell regarded him with
a frown. Sinclair was not one of his
favourites. And he had heard rymours
about the 1ecent happenings in the West
House. _

«Well, Sineclair, what do you want?” he
asked curtly.

“Shan’t keep you a minute, sir,” said
Sinclair. “Pitt is wanted by Mr. Stokes.
I'll take him away, if you don’'t mind.

8

JIic'll be back within five minutes.
Mr. Crowell looked across at Reggie.

“You had better go, Pitt,” he said im-
patiently. “I detest these interruptions,

but they cannof be helped. Don't be longer

than is necessary.”

Pitt left his place and joined Sinclair.
The other juniors glanced at one another
significantly. Apparently that incident was
not finished with, after all.

Outside in the deserted passage, Guy Sin-
clair was looking triumphant. He had taken
a cane from the little hook in the wall, and
he swished it.

“Jold out your hand!” he said briefly.

“What for?” asked Pitt.
Crowell that Mr. Stokes—"

“Never mind what I told Mr. Crowell,”
interrupted Sinclair. “I'm not obliged fo
explain anything to you. [ suppose you
think you can ignore my orders just as you
please? You'd better understand, once and
for all, that I won't be defied. Hold out
vour hand!”

Pitt had an impulse to defy Sinclair
further. But he refrained. Perhaps it would
be better, after all, to give Sinclair theé

impression that he was cowed and beaten.

“All right!” he muttered. *“You've gof
me this fime!"”

He received six vicious cuts—delivered
with all Sinclair's strength. By the time
it was over, Reggle was pale with the agony
of it, and his hands were puffed and crimson,
Sinclair was panting hard.

“Now get back ter your Form-room!” he
snarled. ‘ And when lessons are over, come
straight into the West House, or you’ll get
another dose! TI'll swipe you until you're

raw if you don’t obey me!”

He turned on his heel and walked away.
And Reggie Pitt, composing himself, re-
turned to the Remove class-room. He
looked very calm, but his eyes were glitter-

-

ing with a dangerous light

“You told Mr. ..

wr



CHAPTER Xiv.
THE FAIR VISITOR.

¢ 00D gracious, Pitt!
. - Has something hap-
pened?” asked Mr,

Crowell, staring.
“You are logking quite
4  pale—" o
;. Lath “It’s all right, sir,” said

Yitt quiedly. *“May I go to my place, sir?”
“QOne moment, my boy,” =aid the Form-
~smaster. **0Of course, 1 don’t wish you fo
answer if the matter is private, but you
are looking . positively weak Dear me!
Your hands, Pitt! Show me!”
- Reggie reluciantly held his palms {orward.
“Upon my word!” cjaculated Mr., Crowell
sharply. “Who has done this¥”
“Sinelair, sir.”
- “You have been very severely caned, Pjtt,”
said Mr. Crowell. "“Your offence must have
becen grave. But 1 understood Sinclair to
say that Mr. Stokes required you.”
“Sinclair dealt with me himself, sir.”
“1t’s a beastly shame, sir!” snorted Hand-
" forth, standing up. “Sinclair’s confined
- Fiit {o the West House for a week! And
just hecause Pitt Was out in the Triangie
with us he’s given him this swishing.” -
“Is this true, Piti?” ' '
“Yes, sir.* _ b
“Extraordinary!” said -Mr. Crowell,
startled. “I was not aware that such a
punishment as confining a boy indoors yas
in force. Sinclair appears to be doing very
niuch as he pleases. You may sit down,
Pitt. Unfortunately, this affair does not
come within my scope, sa-I ean do nothing.
But 1 shall certainly have a word with Mr.
- Stokes,”
“So shall I, sir!” declared Handforth.
“Indeed!” said the Form-master. “I
think you had better consider -the point
carefully, Handforth. _Greatly as Mr.
Stokes values your opinion, I doubt if he

wonld - welecome the interference of an
Ancient House boy. You had far better be
cauntiouns.”

“That’s all . right, sir—rely on me,”

said Mandforth confidently. *“This is a casc
where strength is needed. I've got it.
Within two hours, Sinclair’s going to be
kicked out of the head prefectships”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

The Remove enjoyed the joke hugely,
but Mr. Crowell did not seem to appreciate
the point. In faet, he hecame very severe,
and threatened the whole Form with deten-
tion unless they behaved themselves.

Lessons were over at last, and the
juniors streamed out inte the erisp air of
the Triangle. Reggie Pitt was surrounded
by a crowd, inciuding a number of promi-
nent Ancient House " fellows, Pitt- was
feeling much better-now. - Iis hands were
sote, bul the dreadful "sting hdad gone,.

“Don’t you go indoors'” said Handforth
firmly. “Stayv out here, Pitt! I'll go and

e Mr. Stokes straight away——”

“Cheese it, Iandy!” interrupted Nipper.
“You’ll omly make matters a lot worse.
Perhaps yoiw'd hetter go straight in,
Reggie,” he added. *“You don’t. want to
risk another Swiping with your hands 1in
that condition—-—"

“m staying out here,” interrupted Pitt
quietly, “Sinclair won’t intimidate me by
his heastly inquisition. I'm going on
exactly as though he hadn’t given any
order at all. It’s one of his own invention,
anyhow.” |

“Why not go and ask Stokes if it’s allow-
able?” suggested Grey. _

"By Jove, I wili}”? declared Pitt. “I
don't bhelieve in appealing to the House-
master over every little thing, but this is
different. If Mr. Stokes bans the punish-
ment, Sinclair will be  in lhe wrong.”

He wasted no further time, bhut hurried
into the West House, promising to return
with the official news. The Ancient House
fellows waited in the Triangle for the
result. They were just as iuterested as
any of Stokes’ men. | ' -

Pitt reached the Iousemaster’s study,
tapped, and entered. Mr. Beverley Stokes-
was at his desk, and he was looking. un-
usually pleasant. Just for a brief spell, he
was almost his old self again,

“Sorry to trouble you, sir—" began

Pitt.- :
He paused abruptly, and felt self-
conscious. He had just noticed that he and

Mr. Stokes were not alone. Over by the
window was a young girl of about fiftecen
—but quite a stranger to Reggie. She was
slim, graceful, and quite the prettiest girl
Pitt had ever seen. In fact, when she
looked across at him he completely lost the
thread of the words~in his mind.

“T--1 beg your pardon, sir-—-" lie stam-
mered. “I—I thought you werg alone.
Awfully sorry—-" ; :

e paused again. The girl had wonderful
chestnut hair. ~ 1t was bobbed, but there
were some fascinating eurls about her cars.
And her eyes were dark and sparkling.
There was a smile on her face, too—a
friendly smile which reduced Reggie Pitt to
ntere helplessness, | .

“Phat’s all right, Pitt,” said Mr. Stokes.
“Oh, Mary! This is one of my staunch
helpers—Regeie Pitt, the junior sports cap-
tain. Pitt, let me introduce you to my,
niece, Mary.” -

“Thanks awfully--I mean, pleased to meet
you, miss,” said Reggie. “Frightifully sorry
for butting in like this.” N _

“How were you to know?” asked the girl,
shaking hands. “I say, I'm pleased to meet
you, vyou know. So you're the junior sports
skipper? Don’t you play outside-left for

_the Junior Eleven?”?

“That’s me,” confessed Pitt,

“How ripping!” said Mary eagerly. “I
chall see vou playing in_the match against
the Grammar School, shan’t 17 I am stay-
ing here for three or four weeks. Isn’t
it jolly at St. Frank’s? I only got here



chis morning, but I know I'm going to love
it. Marjorie Temple, at the Moor Yiew
School, i1s a friend of mine, and she told
me all about you.”

“You're quite famous, Pitt,”

Stokes,

“Oh, T say, what rot!” protested Reggie,
flushing. "Well, I'll see you later, sir, if
you don’t mind.”

“A nod's as good as a wink to a blind
horse,” smiled the girl. ** 1I'll buzz off,
wuncle, See you at lunch-timie. And if
i}.'ou'ire late you’d better look out for your-
self!”
~ She passed out of the study, and Pitt felt
a preat deal more light-hearted. He didn't
exactly know why. He had met plenty of
F};'firls before. lle was. quite friendly with
JIrene & Co., of the Moor View School—
;but they had never made much impression
‘on him. Mary, to his mind, was so differ-
ent. He was still thinking of her when
Mr. Stokes gently ftapped his desk.

“What is it, Pitt?” asked the House-
master, |

“Oh, sorry, sir!” said Reggie,
“I say, sir, what a ripping girl your niece
is! She seems an awfully good sort.”

‘“ She not only seems so, Pitt, but she
i3,” smiled Mr. Stokes, ““What's this?
lmpressed already—after a couple of
minutes? I say, Reggie, you’ll have to be
careful, you Know.”

“Oh, chuck it, sir!” growled Pitt, flushing
again. * 1 really came here to ask you
about Sinclair—"

+ *“ Again?’ cut in Mr. Stokes sharply.
“Hang it all, Pitt, I don’t like to be curt,
but you shouldn’t come running to me—"

* Honestly, sir, I'm not!”
Fitt earnestly. “But Sinclair has confined
~me to the West House for a week. It
doesn’t seem to be a school rule at all.
Iz can't do that, can he, sir?”

“Do you mean you're confined ta gates?”

“Worse than that, sir—I mustn’t even
go out of doors,” growed Pitt. I
couldn’t believe it at first, but Sinclair
swished me {for disobeying. II you can
only step in—."

Mr. Stokes frowned. He looked
worried, in fact.

“Po me a favour, Pitt, and put up with
it.” he said quietly., “ I don't altogether
uphold Sinclair in these freak punishments,
but you must remember he i3S newly
appointed. 1 should hate fo carp and criti-
cis¢ 80 soon, He will probably shake down
before long. Be a sport, Reggie, and say
nothing inore about it.”

smiled Mr.

very

Pitt looked at him strangely. Barry
Stolkes was suggesting that he merely
wanted to pgive Sinclair a chance. But
there was more In it than that. Reggie

was quite convinced that there was some-
thing peculiar behind all this intrigue.
And, somehow, he liked his Housemaster
as much as ever. A suspicion was forming
dtself in his mind that Mr. Stokes was help-
less. His hand was being forced against
his will.

starting. .

interrupted

readily.
It’s
a bit rough on me, though—! shan’t be
able to play in the Bannington match on
Saturday.”

Barry Stokes looked more worried than
ever.

said
“Sorry 1 have troubled you about it.

all

“Oh, risht, sir,” he

“That’'s two days ahead, Reggie,” he
repiied, “You never Kknow—perhaps the
conditions nught be different then. 1 would

override Sinclair's edict if I could—but it’s
only fair to give the fellow a chance.” |
“Exactly, sir,” said Pitt. *‘ I'll stick it.
then.” N
He went out of the study in a very
thoughtful mood. &

CHAPTER XV,
GOING STRONG!

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH
wrenched himselt
free.

“Lemme go, you fatheads!

il f he said tartly. “There's

i only one way fto end this rot

-—and that is for me to see Stokes! I'm

the only fellow who can handle him! Just

yqQu wait until I come back!” :

Handforth & Co. were in the West House
lobby, and Church and McClure were very
anxious. In spite of all their endeavouts,
their leader was determined to embark
upon his hopeless enterprise.

*Look here, Handy—"

“Think for a minute, old man—-"

“It’s no good!” interrupted Handforth
firmly. “I’ve made up my mind, and that's
enough! You know me when my mind’s
made up!”

“Mules aren’t in it!” snorted Church.

“Nothing but nitro-glycering would push
an idea out of your giddy head!” roared

McClure, exasperated. “All right—go to

Mr. Stokes! ~ And he'll report you to Mr.

Lee, and then you'll get it in the neck!”

Handforth didn’t wait to slaughter his
chums on the spot. He decided that he
would perform that necessary duty when
he returned—when he brought back the
news that (Guy Sinclair was kicked out of
the head prefectship. '

He marched straight towards the House-
master’s study, and his jaw was set in a
grim line. It was .not likely he was going to
let his chums crow over him! The thought
of failure never ertered his head.

He swung round a corner of the corridor
with such a purposeful stride that he eol-
lided with somebody before he could check
himself. There was a little gasp, and the
somebody hopped about wildly on one foot.

“Oh, clumsy!” she exclaimed, in agony.

“Great pip!” gurgled Handforth.

He backed away, gulping. A girl ir that
quarter of the West .House was about the
last person in the world he had expected to
meet. And what a girl! Even when she
was hopping abeut on one foot she left




Handforth with
admiration.

Mary Summers ceased her jig, and set
her dainty foot to the floor. She regarded
tlandforth with a very severe look—but

not without a twinkle in her dark e¢yes.

absolutely flabbergasted

Possibly she had exaggerated the pain
slightly.

*“And who do you happen to he?” she
asked politely. “Now that you've nearly
crippled me, 1 don’t suppose we need a
formal infroduction. My name’s Mary
sSummers. 1'm Mr., Stokes’ niece. Staying
" here for a few weeks. Arrived this morn-

ing.”

She spoke quite cheerfully, und Hand-
forth found & curious obstruction in his
ihroat.

“I—I-1—" 1le paused, realising that
his remarks were scarcely lucid. “That is,
how are you? I say, awfully sorry I
stamped on your foot just now! Did—did I
hurt you much?” ‘

“{ thought it was a steam-roller,” said
~ Mary, nodding, e '

Again Handforth found himself tongue-
tied. ‘The way she was looking at him was
positively bewildering.. Not that. Mary
nade the slightest attempt to use any of
her feminine wiles. She just looked at him
in quite her ordinary way. But she hap-
pened to be a remarkably pretty girl
Handforth felt weak at the knees, and
generally jellified. -

For a second, a vision of Irene Manners
floated before his mind. Irene was his par-
ticular favourite. But lrene was at the
Moor View School—and Mary was on the
spob. Edward Oswald was very susceptible.

“How—how awfully jolly!” he managed to
blurt out. -

“What, your foot ])ein'g like a steam-
“roller?” she smiled.

“No! Rather not!” he panted. “About—
abhout your staying at St. Frank’s, I mean!
1 say, that’s ripping! By George! I've
just thought of something! I belong to
the Ancient House, ysu know!”

;\[:u'y breathed ‘an exaggerated sigh of

""Then I shan’t stand much risk of being
trampled on again,” she said. “T'll bet
youre one of the Remove footballers?”

' Me¥? gasped Mandforth. “1'm goalie!
F''m Handforth!” B .
_Mary opened her eyes wider—much to
Edward Oswald’s. confusion.. .

“Handforth, eh?” she nodded. “I've heard
about you, toot - Fm awfully glad you've
miroduced yourself. Of course, within a

day or two I shalt know everybodv. I

think it’s awfully jolly being in a boys’
schanl!” : ;g s

- She gave him another friendly smile, and
went off down the "corridor; - limiping with
exaggerated actions—just to impress upon

Handforth the enormity of his offence. But
&s 300on as she turped the next corner she’
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in reality, the club-room was agree-
able in the extreme—and fitted the
;;ame of The Cheerio Club to perfec-
ton. . 5 -
““ By Jove !’ said Forrest. * This.
is the real thing ! »? .

ran lightly on without a trace of a limp
and chuckling gleefully. =~ Evidently, Miss
Mary Summers was quite determined to
enjov herself at St. Frank’s.

Church -and McClure, in the West House
wobby, waited for the return of their leader
with  glowering  expressions. = They . were
thoroughly gloomy. They couldn't help feel-
mg that they would be involved in Hand-
forth’s punishment. For h¢ would obviously
be punished. In fact, Church darkly hinted
that he would probably get the :=ack.

And ihen Ilandforth appeared. Chureh
and McClure started, and stared. " There was
something rummy- about Handforth.: Ile
came into the lobby in a ‘dreamy condition.
as though walking in a trance. -

And yet. he hadn’t been swished. 1lis
condition was not due to physical pain. On
the contrary, there was an expression o
bliseful joy on his rligged features—a soft,
gentie smile,

“My only hat!*” said Church blankly.

They rushed at their leader, and grabbed
him. | _ . .
“Well?”? demanded MeClure. * What's
happened??*? - :
Handforth gave a violent start. Ile had
no intention of telling Church and MeClurc
what had happened. He wasn’'t quite sure
himself what had happened. But he had
a deep, vague suspicion. .
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“1h?? he gasped. ¢ O0h!

“What about Stokes?”

“ Stokes?” esaid  Handforth.
bother me with silly questions!”

‘“ Haven't you seen him?”’

“ No, I've seen somebody elsel!”’

Clear oft!”

““ Don't

breathed

tlandforth softly. “ By George! She's
absolutely stunning! Why, 1've never seen
such eyes before! Lashes hali-an-inch
iong!”

“era‘?” gasped  Church. “ Lashes?
What the

“Jle means a girl!*” roared McClure.

“But he couldnt have met a girl in the
West House, here! 1 say, Handy, have you
been having visions, or something? You
might let your pals into the giddy secret!”

But Handforth didn’t even hear. le was
walking dazedly out of the West House.
I'ven when he trivped headiong down the
steps, and came an awful cropper at the
bettom, the dreamy look still remained in
s eyes.

Not five minutes 1lIater, Church and
McClure ran across Mary Summers. In a
flash, they understood. They agreed that
she was awfully nice, but they happened
to be less susceptible to feminine charms.

““0Oh, corks!” groaned Church, after the
girl had gone. *“ We're going to have an
awful time with Handy now! He's smitten!
He ought to be boﬂed-fov‘rettmﬂ all about
Irene hke this!?

““There’s mno accounting for ]unatics!”
6aid MceClure tartly. “ We shall have our
work cubt out for weeks now. The best
thing we can do is to lump our maney
together, and buy a strait-jacket! Or it
might be a good idea to pad the walls of
Study D! The poor c¢hap’s gone—elean
gone!”

In the meantime, things were moving in
the West House.

Two or three prelects were hurrying round
with orders for every West House Remove
fellow to gather :n the junior common-room.
Sineiair's orders. Regeie Pitt was. over in
the East Square with two or .three other
juniors when the injuncticn reached them.

““ More trouble!” said Pitt, with a
arimace.  ““It looks as if you fellows-are
going to be involved, too I'm sorry M

“th-a"’ interrupted Grey.. “D'm glad
we're involved! It's a dirty trick that you
should be jumped on every time.”

“ Rather!” declared Singleton. < If that
cad Is out for trouble, he'll find it. We're
not going to stand much of his rot!”

They went straight indoors, and found the
junior common-room already crowded. They
were practically ithe last in, and .the room
was filled with exc ted talking.

Then Guy Sinclair arrived, accompanied
by Kenmore. Both prefects were carrying
canes—and Sinclair swishéd his suggestively.

“Good!" he said crisply. ““ All here?

I've called you together because I want you-

| Pitt,

say. They

te witness something. There's nothing like
an object lesson. Pitt, stand out here.””
Reggie stood out, and faced the head pre-
fect quietly.
“What's this?" he asked.
tive persecution?”

¢ More vindie-

CHAPTER XVI.
TROUBLE IN THE AIR.

Y OU’D better not give
me any lp!’? snaps
- ped Sinclair curtly,

*“1'm going  to
cane you for disobeying
orders. I'm going to give

- You ten slashes! Afrer that
perhaps you'll learn % 'bit of sense!”

** Chuck it, Sinclair!” shouted Grey hotly.
““You can’t swish Pitt again now!"

“Can’t 17 sneered Sinclair,

“No, you can’t, you brute!” roared Gm
“His hands are alre.tdw swollen from that:
caning you gave him th's morning! You'li
Crippie him 1f you go on at this rate! Are
we going to stand lt, You chaps?” he added,
r1pp<=:almg to the crowd.

*“*No fear!” roared a dozcn angry

“ Stop it, Sincla.x!”

yolces.

‘“Yah! Cad”‘
Guy Sinclair started back scowling. Ken-
more whistled his eane ominously, and

looked anxious to start work., Left to him-
celf, he would have gone ram-headedly into
the crowd, slashing right and left. .

But Sln{:lalr wag not so hot-blooded. 1lis
nature was more callous. He kept himself
in check, and his scowling inereased. )

“That’s about enough!” he rapped out.
““Grey, you'll stand aside for punishmeat!
hold out your hand!”

R@ggie Pitt nodded.

“lou T¢ the head prefect, Sinclair, and
you've got mie in a corner,” he siid frriml\.
“The Iasb time 1 opponcd you, you
engineered things so that I recetved a
public flogging. 1'm not gommg 1o give vyou
that satisfaction a sccond time. I'll take
tlle cane.”

“T thought you'd get more qense”’ jeered
Sinclair,

But the other fellows had something to
pressed forward. and Pitt was
swallowed wup in their midst. '

“Now cane him!" vyelled Jolinny Onions.
“You rotten cad! We're not going to lef
vou ride over us like a tyrant!”

s« Not likely!”

¢ Silence!”” thundered Sinclair. *1I'1l give

you one chance! Stop all- this nonsense,
and bring Pitt out of that crowd, or I'Ql
make vou suffer! 1'm not going to be defied
by you Kkids!”

“You're, being defied already!" snorted
Nick Trotwood. _ '

“Yah! Go and fry yourself!”” hooted
Fatty Little. <T'll jolly well bilf you out
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of the common-rovm if you try to touch
Pitt. Great pancakes! Aren’t we going te
do something, you chaps?” _

The excitement was growing rapidiy, and
Kenmore wus thoroughly alarmed. Sinelair
was alarmed, too, but he didn’t reveal it.
But he realised that he would have 19
modify his original intentions.

“Silence!” he snapped. “I'm head pre-
féet of this llouse——"

“Worse uck!” howled a dozen voices.

“I'm head prefect of tihis House, and
when | give an order, thiat order’s got to

be obeyed,” went on Sinclair.  ““Pitt has
delied me twice, Hlle's contined to the House
for a week. If apy of You youngsters say

¢ne «ingle word to him during that wecek
you'll share his punishment.”

“ Great Scott!” gurgled Grey. ¢ That's
anoiner new one!”’

“seut to Coventry by official orders!”
shouted Trotwood., “JIs that what you
mean, Sinelairy??

“That's exactly what 1 mean,” replied
ninclair savagely. “ By my orders, Pitt is
sent to Coventry! During this next week he
mustn’t put his foot outside the West
House. Amd if I see¢ anyhody speaking to
him—or if 1 hear any reports that he has
Leen spoken to—the culprit:. will be eonfined
to the Ilouse for a week, too.” )

“Good old Fitt!” roared everyhody
the common-room in one voice,

“We haven't got to speak to
Reggie!” -

“*We're all dumb, Reggie!?

“Don't you worry, old man—we’ll jaw you
to death!”

This open defiaitce startled Sinelair. He
had never given the juniors credit for so
much spirit. Right on top of his order the
juniors were tulking to Pitt in one, solid
volume of sound! It was an exhibition of
sheer mutiny.

“Very well!” grated Sinelair. * You've
asked for it—yon’ll get it! Every boy here
13 contined to the lHouse for a week!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!?

A perfect roar of derisive laughter went
up

in

ron,

‘T mean it!* thundered Sineclair. ¢ This
makes it all the simpler. The first boy I
see out of doors I'lIl tan until he c¢an’t
stand! You'd better realise tha® I'm in
deadly earnegt!?

He turned oz his heel, and strode out of
the common-room. Kenmore, after a
moment of hesitation, followed. Xenmore
was thoroughly disappointed. Bui Guy Sin-
¢lair realised that. he was playing with fire,
and that he had far better let the flames die
dcwn a  bit.

““The nerve!” panted Jack Grey, after the
prefects had gone. *“If things go on at
this rate we shall be nothing but slaves
before the week's out. We're not going to
take any notice of that idiotic order!:®

———
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“Not likelyl?

‘¢ 8inelair can boil himse f£!??

“1 say!” yelled Owen major.
2o out mto the Triangle in a body!
show him!?*’

‘“Hear, hear!? -

“1'd like to see him caning the whole lot
of us afterwards!” grinne® Doyle. * (Come
on—let’s do it now! When these fellows get
too big for their hoots we've got to defy
llurrah for the Kepiove! Down with
tyranny !

‘ Britons never will be slaves!??

The excitement was at fever pitch, Reggie
Pitt walked over to the door, closed it, and
put his back against it. dis very action
cooled a great deal of rising indignation.

“Just a minute!” said Pitt. “I'm junior
skipper in this IHlouse, and 1 think you ocught
to listen to me 1or a mnute.” |

¢ Go ahead, Reggie!l” =

“Well, take my advice, and obey Sinclair's
order,”?

HLYWHAT!!®

*"Take my advice, and c¢bey Sinciair’s
order,”” repeated Reyggie, ‘1t doesn’'t sound
cheerful, I know. But we've got to think
or Mr. BStokes.”

‘¢ Stokes is worse than Sinclair!? anorted

Doyle.

“We're not sure of that,” esaid Reggie
quietly. ¢ Besides, he's got visitors, and
we don't want to gel a bad name. And
there’s another thing, Sinelair’s the head
prefect, and his authority is good, If we
openly defy him, the IIead will get to hear
of 1t, and then there’ll be real ructions.
It'it end up in a. wholesale flogging, or
sontething.”’

“ But what CAN we do?’ demanded Grey

“Let's all

That'll

hotly. (
“Snbmit!*? retorted Pits. “Wait a
minite! No yells! The scheme i3 fo

humble ourselves, and pretend to be heaten.
Do that, and I°'Yl guarantee that we shall
stand more chance of winning in the end.
It'll give me an oppertunity to think out
some &cheme.”

The Remove fellows were excited, but
common sense won the day over impulse and
excitement. Gradually, the fellows cooled
down. Reggie Pitt talked to them quietly
and earnestly.

Something was bhrewing! :

Guy Sinclair had  appointed himeelf
dictator of the West House, but the Remove
had decided to have something to say in
the matter!

THE END.

NEXT WEEK!

“THE SCHOOLBOY
DESPOT!”

Another Powerful Story of this Splendid
New Series. :




eezz
selves.

NoTE.—I{ any reader writes to me, I shall be
pleased to comment upon such remarks as

are likely to interest the majority. All
letters should be addressml to EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS, c/o Tue Editor, THE

NrELsoN LEE Lizrary, The Fleetway House,
I'arringdon Street, London E.C3, ]*\erx
letter acknowledzed below has becen per-
sonally read by me, and the starred ones
(if any) are of special mierit. I thank
exch writer most heartly, but I am re-
luctantly compelled to rconfine my replies
to letters of geneml interest.—E. 8. B.

Who said “Barring Out”? I am form-
fng the opinion that lots of you readers
mmt be regqular fire-eaters. Whenever you
hear that a barring-out is in the wind, you
ingrily sniff the «ir, put your ears hack
and in next 1o no time you’re well away.
Just between oursclves, you Kknow, it’s
terrible! And the more violent the re-
bellion, the hetter you like it! 1 suppose
it must be something in the blood. When it
come to brass tacks, we're a war-like lot.
To the average fellow, there’s nothing quite
50 thrlumﬂ as when he getﬂ home that
““right '* on the other fellow?!s jaw.

¥ * -+

Take Handforth, for example. He'd rather
e> to penal servitude than give a promise
not to use his fisfs for a month. Yet he's
one of the best chaps out, reallv. It only
shows that it isn’t always safe to judge
people by their flistic prowess. Luawrence,
of the Modern House, is one of the most
peaceful chiaps in the world. He's as ami-
able as anything, vet he could lick three

ordinary juniors with one fist. And T'll
guarantee that you readers who are most
foud of these barring-out series are as

pe: Well, as peaceful as 1 am.
And I'm the most inoifensive fellow you'd
meet in a month of Sundays. If you don't
helieve me, ask the Editor.
* & Y

Talking about Handforth and Lawrence,
though, reminds me of something, 1've had
quite a few letters, criticising me for bring-
ing Handforth into the stories too much.
I've had other letters complaining that Iaw-
is never heard of nowadays. Well,

rence
that's jost the point. Now we're on this
subject, let’s thresh it out completely. It's

a cne-sided argument, anvhow, because it'l
ira weeks before 1 hiear your side of it
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BROOKS CHATS
To l-hs READERS g

n.nﬂ\

Ty

How can you expect Handforth to be out
of nmtlnnﬂ that's goingy He's such an
agaressive bcggar that he butts in every-
where. I'm always trying to subdue him a
hit, but il's no rvaod As scon as ever 1
think 1've succeeded, up he bobs again.
But Lawrence, on the otlier hand, is so un-
obirusive that we often hear notling of
him for months. When he does come into
the limelight, I've got to dtag him in by
force. He’s quite o motest chap, really,
whereas Handforth isn’t really alive until
he’s got the spotlights full on. There’s his
minor, too. You wouldn't believe what a
terror he is. He's even more trouble than
Edward Oswald. Many times 1've said to
myself, “No, I'm hanged if Willy’s coming
into this story., He hLad a good showing last
week, and he ought to be satisfied.” And,
as sure as I'm alive, before 1 know vhere I
am, the young beggar’s in! The fact is, he
won't be kept down. He simply refuses! It
doesn’'t matter what I do, or how much 1 wangle
things, Willy worms his way through all my
defences, and then goodness knows what
mischief he’s up to! It's all very well for
you to write to me on this subject, but you-
haven't got any idea of my worries. 1t's
a constant battle. I’m always {rying to push
the prominent characters into the back-
ground, so as to give the others a chance.
Now and again 1 succeed, and them { pat
myself warmly on the back.

&F * *

Even such important fellows as Buster
Beots and Bob Christine and Timothy Arm-
strong find it hard to show themselves. So
what chance is there for Larry Scott, or
Habert  Jarrow, or Sessue lakama"
They're all at §t. I‘rank 's—they’ve been there
all the time—and you've got fo take them
for granted. Why, if T told you about
EVERYTHING that happened at St. Frank's
vou'd never be able to read it all! For that
matter, I shouldn’t be ahl-a to write it, I
<houldl need about two ¢ Monster Libraries
every week.
* = E

Suppozing I took scme of y¥ou chapz at
your word? Supposiag, by a superhuman
effort, I held Handforth down for o whole
week? I'lIl bet you wouldn’t kike it. You'd
write me and $3Y, “ What's become of Hand.
forth?"’ And if I left Willy out— Dyt
what’s the good of saying that? I couldn't

(Centinued on page it of cover.)
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A STORY OF
AUSTRALIAN
ADVENTURE

By a Popular Author

CHAPTER L
A LEAP FOR LIFE.

HE moon had risen, and her silvery
light streamed over the park-like
lands of Southern Australia. The
distant sea was aglow. On a scarp,

thousand feet above the silent

rising &
sea, stood a black, one of the aborigines

of Australia. He was Kknown as Dingo
the fracker. What his real name was few
knew, and none cared.

He was a tall, spare young fellow, and
seemed to be all sinews and musecie. His
eyes were large and black and brilliant.

So silent was the night that the beating
of a kangaroo’s tail on the sod a mile
away was audible. It was the only sound
that the tracker heard, yet he was listening
for another—a sound that might mean
death to him,

A gang -of bushrangers, whose secret he
had learnt, were on his trail, and Dingo
knew no merey would be shown him, for he
bhad run more than one of their number
down where the police had failed.

The black was standing on the brink of a
precipice. Beneath him the cliff was sheer
for a2 hundred feet or more, and at its base
lay a deep pool, whose waters irom that
beight looked as black as those of some
deep well, for the moonlight did not reach
them.

Suddenly Dingo’s head was thrown back,
and a fierce light came into his eyes. He
had heard a sound so slight -that it would
have been inaudible to the ears of a
white man. It was the thud of horses’
hoofs upon the springy turf, and the riders
were coming that way, although interven-
ing bushes concealed them from the
tracker’s ‘view, Jle koew that they w-re

b

on his trail, and would surely track him
down,

Some moments elapsed; then round the
outskirts of the coppice a dozen horsemen
rode at a fuvious pace. The next moment
they reined in, dismounted, and rifles were
unsiung.

Dingo knew that death

. lay there, for
those miscreants would never miss

their

-aim, and his form was an easy mark in the

moonlight.

He turned
down the height.

and cast one swift glance
It scemed to he a leap

. to death, but it was his only chance, and

must be taken without a moment’s hesita-
tion. :

Raising his arms above bhis head, he
dived down from the fearful height, and
above the shriek of ihe air in his ears he
heard the rifle volley; but the gang had
fired too late.
Downwards rushed lithe

the tracker’s

‘form, and then be plunged into the deep

water, remaining beneath the surface for so
long that it seemed to a lad, who was
watching from the Dbushes, that the daring
feliow must have struck the bottom and
met certain death.

This lad now sprang forward, althongh he
must huve known that it was a perilous
thing to do, for no man would have taken
a dive like that unless there were great
danger behind him. '

Ere the boy reached the pool Dingo’s head
rose, and with a few swift strokes he
gained the rocky side; then, struggling out,
he scized the lad by the arm, and almost
flune him into the bushes, while e dropped
beside him.

“You silly boy, Tom! Why you come at
afl? And why stay in de open? Hark!”

wevolver-shots rang out. The balls whizzed



into the bushes on all sides, but it was
only by chance that the tracker or the
lad could have been hit, for they were in-
visible from the height.

“] came to meet you, Dingo,” ohserved
Tom. I meant to sleep out with ¢the
dingoes and kangaroos. It's jolly in the
wilds—a lot better than in the stuffy cot-
taze. I say, have you come from the gold-
dlrmmﬂs‘m

»No. I said I would come, and I came
from tcmn Must go straight to de dig-
gings.”

¢“Think father would be savage if T came
with you?”

‘“As mad as tipsy bushrangers!"

“ But he doesn’t get tipsy.”

“1 know it,
when you vex him much,
much vexed if I took you all dat
Madder still if you got shot!”

and he would be
way.

“Not he. He'd be sorry fthen!” ex-
claimed Tom, raising his sfurdy form, and
peering through the bushes, so that he

could cateh a glimpse of .the gang on the
brink of the height. I wish I had a
rifle, then those brutes should not have all
the firing. But why must you reach those
diggings???

“Come away, Tom,
tracker: “and don’t show
go. It's got to be quick.
about it when we are safe.”

Again he took the lad’'s arm, and pushed
him onwards, keeping him well covered with
his own body. The faithful black had
taught the lad all he knew about the bush,
and would have given his life for Tom
any day.

“We safe now, Tom!” exelaimed Dingo,
when they were sheltered by the frees.

boy," exclaimed the
vourself as we
1 tell wvou all

«“ Now just you listen as we walk. You
know de buzhrangers don't like me at all,

so when I sce 'um coming I sneak into an
So I

inn, and landlord never know. hide
and listen, and dey talk and drink. Talk
very low, but I hear quite plenty. See?
And dis is what I learn. Your fader is

going to run his gold, and dey are poing
to stop him, and shoot as much as is re-
quired, and more dan he will need. See,
Tom, boy? Your fader is a good man, 50
I just go and warn him, and you stop in
de cottage till we come wid wagon and
de gold. See?”»
““No. I'm the proper one to go.”

“Ho, ho, you silly lad! You quite =
little boy! Just you stop at home. I'll
see you to it now, and get a horse.”

‘“May as well get two, Dingo, because
I'm coming with you, whether you like it
or not.”

“Goorooh! Dere must be madness
family, after all!” gasped Dingo.

Bnt he made no attempt to dissuade the
plucky youngster, because past experience
had taught him that it would mecrely he
wasting time.

After all, Tom was only going to
father’s aid—perhaps to save his life,

in de

Tom, lad; but he gets mad:

his {
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‘CHAPTER Il
A RACE TO THE RESCUE.

1T was five miles to the settlement, The
tracker set the pace at a swinging
trot, and never once did he slacken
speed although cccasionally he
glanced at his young companion to make
sure that he was going well.
He had taught Tom %o run in a manner

that few lads of his age could have
equalled; and it was not until the lights
of the settlement appeared in view that

they slackened speed.

The cottage where Tom dwelt with an old
servant was outside the settlement. It be-
longed to the lad's father, who had made
his pile at the diggings, and it bad been
a grazing farm. '

‘e easy catch a horse,” observed Dingo.
“Take no time.”

““*No; and it will only take twice as long
to ecateh two of them,” said Tom.

“I won't take 3you. So dere!”
Dingo. '

“ All right!” exclaimed Tom. ¢ You can
ago alone-—and so will I, I'll race you there,
and whack the bushrangers holiow! R’s a
race for life, you knou—-my father's life.
Do you think I'll skulk in that cottage
with the old woman while he is facing
death? You don’t know me!”

““Should know you in all
Your fader will be mad.”

“I'd rather he was savage than that hLe
thought me a miserable coward; and that
would be the only thing to think if I
dxdn't go to his aid in time of need.”

We can’t pet de police,” mused Dinro.

cried

dese years.

“Take too long, and dey don't like me.
Wouldn’t believe a word what I say. No,
we must help ourselves dis time. Come
and catch two horses, You always get
vour way with me.” '
‘‘ Because you take such silly views.”
““*Goorooh! Hark at de child talking!

wait till you grow an old man like
You ain’t get a mighty ex-

You
me, Tom, boy.
perietice yet.”

“*You are not so jolly old, either, Dingo!'»
exclaimed Tom. ¢ Sometimes you want to
act like a child.” -

““Ho, ho! Dat’s when you don’t agrec
widd my opinion. Well, here we are, and
vonder are de horses. Get me 2 rifle anild
revolver, and I get two horses.”

“So will I get two rifles, Dingo,”” de-
ctared Tom. “ My aim mayn't be as ftrue
as yours, but it’s jolly well straieht
enough for bushrangers who want to attack
myv father, and so they will discover!”

He captured the hest two horses, and by
the time he had bridled and saddled t'wm
Tom appeared with the weapons.

i zood !’ exelaimed Dingo. ‘“Mount, I'om

Loy! We have far to ride to-night; Lut
w2 have de moon, and our mounts are
freah so we shall go plenty far."

‘Think the gang will start at once?” in-
‘ quired Tom,



¢ May look for me a bhit around de pool;
but dey are ouly ignorapt white men, and
cannot follow a trail.”? ;
“We must get in front of them, jou
know, My father’s life may depend on
it, for I'm jolly certain he'll fight for bis
gold.”? . .
““Ho, ho! Trust to him for de fighting.
Mind you, I have fought by his side, and
seen him. A big man, your {ader, and
plenty strong. {(oroch! He make sparks
fly out of foe, and foe fly after de sparks.:
Ho, ho! A fight on a moonlight night wid

your fader is grand.” |
“Don’t be so bloodthirsty, Dingo! Fight-
What’s de boy talking about? .

- ing is wrong, you know,”

- +“Goorooh!

" It’s wrong on de oder -side—and right.on

yours., Ride on, Tom, and if we meet our:

foes to-night, let um beware!” !
As Dingo dashed onwards his eyes grew

fierce, and he gazed around the  beautiful

country as though he hoped the foe weru

there; for although he was a staunch friend,-

he was a very flerce enemy, and the
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bullets came very clouse,
rider was touched. '

- “Ride for yonder trees, Tom!” exclaimed
Dingo, glaring back at the foe, who had now
stepped into the open, and were taking
“Once we reach ’um we are

neither horse nor

safe.”? -

Not fifty yards separated them from the
clump when Dingo reeled in his saddle. -

- ‘“Ride on!” he shouted, and then fell
sideways, and was dragged -along the ground
by the. stirrup. ” =

Twice Tom’s whip descended, and as his
horse spran_g forwards he grasped the reins
which had fallen from the tracker’s hands;
“then, with all his strength, he tugged at
them, pulling the rterr.iﬁ'ed, horse omr its
haunches. S L
-+ :.Now"he sprang {o the ground; and, stand-
ing~ over - his fallen comrade, levelled:.his
rifle at the foe. - - ) -.. . 4 - '
. It was- a repeating rifte, Tom .had .six
.shots te .fire, and, although so young, there
. werg few men whose aim ‘was :surer, for his
father and the tracker had $rained.him.in

criminal who defied him had little chance:ythe use of the rifle. It was a necessary

of escape. Na bloodhound.on the scent was.
surer than the tracker. T e,
‘Had it not been -for the anxiety concern- |
ing his father, Tom would have enjoyed that
wild gallop. He had learnt to ride when
a child, and had two good tutors in -
his father and Dingo. There were few men
in that wild part who could ride with a
surer seat than that boy; none who were
more daring.
“Mind de rabbit-holes,
the tracker, as they spe
pace that caused the night wind to
in their ears.
“Right you are!” exclaimed Tom.
horse k¥nows how to dodge them!”
Leaving the poal to the south, they struck ]
inland. while Dingo’s eves scanned the open
ground and the dark shadows bheneath the
trees. It was certain that the gang wonld
lie in wait for him. They were aware that
the tracker knew their plans, and their suc-
cess depended on them stopping him hefore
he carrited the news to the diggings.
Qeveral miles were covered at breakneck
pace, and they were rounding a clump of
trees when Dingo gave the order to rein in:
Both horses were pulled up sharp, and from
the trees came red flashes, while bullets
whistled past the riders. i
The tracker quickly returned the fire, then
wheeled his horse rtound, so thalt it was
between Tom and the foe. . i
«“ Ride for your life. Tom ™ Iie cried. ““We
must run de gauntlet!?® o _ _
« frurrah!?” cried Tom, bringing his whip
down with a crack that caused his horse to
spring forwards. '
Then on the dari

Ppace.
lRahhit-lu:ﬂes were unheeded now. A fall-

would . have been fatal, but their Ii}‘es
depended on their speed. The gang were

om!”? exclaimed
onwards at a
whistle |

“ The

1g riders dashed at wild

aecomplishment in these wild parts. .
| .Tom drove the miscreants fo cover, and
they fired from the bushes; bLut the range
Wwas very great, and they were chary of
exposing themselves to take accurate aim.
‘The lad was firing rapidly, while they were
not armed with repeating rifles.

Presently they ceased firing, and Tom
L quickly reloaded. He gazed at his fallen
friend, and a pang of sorrow shwt thtough
the lad’s breast. Dingo had always been
such a true ¢omrade to him, and more than
| once had saved his life at risk of. his own.

While the fight had lasted the lad had
only feit rage against the miscreants who
‘had struck his comrade down; but now he
 felt deep grief and desolation, for he believed

| that Djngo was dead.

The nicornlight streamed on his rigid face,
and as Tom gazed upon it a mist came into
‘his eycs, and a stiffed sob shook his frame.

But, this was a time for action and not
for grief, for now he saw six mounted men
dash from the bushes and gallop towards

him, shouting fiercely, and firing as they
camec. .
“Taking careful aim, Tom fired at the

leading horseman. He would not fire at the
horse, although that would have been the
surest mark. The man's left arnr’dropped to
his side, and the horse swerved so that be
nearly fell,

Lttering a fieree cry, the horseman drew
his revolver, and fired shot after shot at the

daring lad. -

Tom’s . rifle was soon empty. He drew
his revolver. Then another rifle flashed over
hi« shoulder, and, turning, he saw that
Dingo had risen, and although his body
swayed from side to side, he appeared to
take good aim. &

The gang wheeled their horses round; then,
uttering fierce cries, galloped towards the -
thicket, while the man whom Tom had struck

firin ot after shot, bubt the range was
consigdef;l:zblc, and although 1uany of the

turned in his saddle, and, shakine his right



{is[ti;, uttered fierce threats against the bhrave
ad.

“I thought that you were killed, Dingo,”
murmured Tom.

“ Gorooh! No! Plenty of life in me yet,
Tom! De ball had nearly sped its course, I
expect. Caught me in de head. Brought up
big bump, and brought me down. To catch
horse plenty easy, den on we go.”

The young man and boy were under fire
the whole time they chased the horses, hut
neither of them was hit, and, leaping into
their saddles, they once more galloped on-
wards,

“We must be in front of the gang now!?®’
exclaimed Tom, turning in his saddle. But
he could see no pursuers. < They are not
even following.”

“I wish dey
grimly.

“Want to get shot again?”

“Gooroohi! No! One big lump plenty to
go on wid. Too much lead in a napper spoil
all de brillianey ob intellect; besides, it
makes a man top-heavy. o, ho! Mukes
him tumble on his head each time he fallg!
But, don’t you see, all de gang ain't dere,
and while dat little lot are fooling around
in trving to stop us, de rest get plenty start,
and reach de wagon hefore us."”

“I say! That won’t do. We have got
‘to stop that, you know.”

“Den we must ride, and ride.
not spare our horses, and we shall not spare
ourselves. A hundred and fifty miles in de
saddle feels rader tiring; but we must do
a great deal more. Rein in a bit, Tom.
We are going too fast for such a ride!"

“You think some of the gang are ahead
of us?" inquired Tom ammw-lv

““YWhere e¢lse are dey? Not in de coppice.
De wagon must come through Grey Gulch,
and dat’'s where de attack is likely to Dhe
made.” :

At any other time ' Tom
thoroughly enjoyed that ride.
spice of peril about it that w
tive to him,
father’s

were!" exclaimed Dingo

would have
There was a
was very attrace-
But now he thought only of Lis
s peril, and quite forgot liis own.

———

CIHAPTER IIL.
ON THE TRAIL.

LL through the night they rode, and
it was not untit the grey lu:ht ot
another day appeared in the Eastern
heavens that they drew rein.

They had reached the wagon track which
led in an almost strmght line to the
diggings.

Dmgo sprang to the ground, and gave his
reins to Tom. Then, approaching the track,
e went down on his hands and knees, and
Tom waited anxiously.

Ile knew that the tracker was trying to
discover if the gang had passed. and had
the lad not known the wonderful skill pos-

We shall |

Dingo, he would have censilered

sessed by
hiz task an impossible one, for many hoof-
prints and footmarks were there,

I'or guite five minutes Dingo continued his

,L:erutun then he leapt to his feet and raced
back tr.a the horses.

“On—once more, Tom!* he cried, leaping
into his saddle. *It Is a race for life! De
gang—twelve of 'um at least—have passed!”’

“ A race for life—my father's life! Come
onn, Dingo! We won’t lose a sinzle instant!
Hme they passed here long since?”

“Not an hour! (‘aptdm Iearn, de leader
of de gang, is wid 'um. I know his horse's
honf-marks. Dey have a bloodhound.”

“But you could mnot see its fooiprints,
surely?”
“Goorooh! No. I smell him. De scent

of a bloodhound is .much like a lion, and
different from small dogs.”

“Do you think our horses will hold out
until we reach Grey Gulch?” inquired the

lad.

“Tom, I fear not. We can only do our
besat.*? ' '

- “That best has got to he success. We'll

have to ride till our horses drop, and then
oo on on foot.”

“Good! But, Tom, boy, I wish you hadn't"
come, ‘cos dere’s going to be some mighty
hard fiehting, and boys ought not to be in a
fieht. and so I tell you. See?”

““Rats! A boy who won't fight for his
fathier's life ought to be shot!”?

“Goorooh! He's a lot more likely to get
shot when fighting!™

Mid-day the sun was streaming down with
fearful power. The tracker and the lad were
terribly thirsty. and their flasks were long
since drained, but there was not the &llghl&‘bt
chance of rep]enhlunﬂ them.

The worn-out horses were flagging, so that
it was almost ilmpossible to urge them on,

“By dark we shall reach Grey Guleh!”
exclaimed Dingo.

And he had scarcely
when Tom's horse pitched forwards,
lay where it had fallen, completely
hauszted.

“SReems jolly
that!’" exclaiimned Tom,
was no help for it.
depended ol our speed.”

““A little rest and he will recover, Tom,”
rleclared Dingo, examining the poor brute.
“* Dere is no rest for us. By day and night
we must go on. See! Leave the horses here,
and we run on.”

The bridles were removed; then, leaving
the two horse: to roam at will, Dingo set
up a rapid pace, and Tom kept up as well
as he could.

It was a terrible struggle for the plucky
lad, but he was determined not to impede
the tracker, and so, although his tongue was
st parched with thirst that it ecracked in
places, he uttered no word of complaint.

By his own feelings, Dingo knew what a
fearful trial the run must be to the lad;
but he also knew that cach minute mwht

uttered the words
and
ex-

cruel to ride a horse like
rising. “Still, there
My father’s life



make the difference between lifé and death,
and so he continued his pace.
_ ““Dere you are, Tom ! he exclaimed, point-
ing to a clump of bushes where bracken
grew,

It was nearly a quarter of a mile from the
wagon track, but the tracker had left that
long ago, fearing to stummble on the gang,

wha, he believed, could not be very far
ahead. |

Tom sank into the bracken. A small
stream trickled from the rocks, and he

greedily drank the water, while he plunged
his hands into the pool it formed.

Beside the great ravine, known as Grey
Guleh, the trees and hushes grew in wild
profusion. It was a gloomy-looking place,
where great grey stones rosc up on either
side, between which dipped the wagon
track: and many a crime had been com-
mitted there by Hearn, the leader of the
gang, 1t was a place well suited to the
evil purpose of the bushrangers, for therc
was plenty of cover on either side of the
track, and woe betide thoge in a wagon
that {ried to pass, while the bandits were
concealed amongst the towering rocks that
lined ihe way. I

Twice Tom’s whip descended, and as his horse spr'ang forward, he grasped
the reins which had fallen from the tracker’s hands ; then, with all his strength,
he tugged at them, pulling the terrified horse on its haunches. :

bingo watched in silence, but he wounld
not touch the water until Tom’s thirst was
yuenched.

“Grey Gulch is close,’” said PDingo. ‘It
is ctiil day, and- we must wait till night to
get through., Bushrangers will be on both
sides, and in daylight we cannot pass ’um.
Sleep for a bit. See! I keep watch!”

It is doubtful if the lad could have kept

awake had he tried. In a few moments he
was sleeping deeply, and a smile came over
Dingo’s face as he watched. .
. Tom’s cleep was not of leng duration.
The tracker awoke him as soon as it was
dark, then on they went once more; but
this time on foot.

The irack descended in a steep decline; so
steep that it was secarcely safe to go down .
it at more than a walking pace with a
heavy wagon. At the bottom of the hill
was 2 sharp bend, and then a rise until the
heights on - either side were passed.

It was at this bend that the bushrangers
invariably lay in wait for their victims.

~Now, Dingo knéw that it would be
impossihle to traverse that pass. The moon
had rizen, and although there were black
shadows in the guleh, no man could have
passed along it without detection. He also
felt quite certain that the bandits were
already in hiding there. Yet he must reach



the further end of Grey Guleh before the

wagon, for once it entered the narrow
pass, the doom of all within il would be
sealed.

Making a circuit, he pushed hiz way
through the bushes, keeping at such dis-
tance from the pass that he trusted the
sound he and Tom made would not be
detected by the bushrangers.

He had proceeded some little distance

when he suddenly stopped,
the baying of the bloodhound. Rumour
asserted that the fierce brute fad torn to
pieces more than one hapless man who had
dared to offend its fierce master; and the
name of Hearn, ard his bloodhound,
dreaded throughout the land.

The baying soon ceased. No doubt the
hound had been silenced by his master.
Dingo hurried on, and then the rumble of
wagon wheels became audible.

“Wait here or follow slowly, Tom boy,”
said the tracker, and away he darted, tear-
ing through bushes, and leaping over great
houlders, and the speed at which he went
was like the wind., Tom could never have
Kept up with him.

He rcached the top of the guleh, then with
a few hounds, leapt down the rugged side,
and grasped the reins of the two leaders.
There were four horses harnessed to the
wagon, and they were coming along at a
rapid trot. Dingo was flung backwards, but
he retained his hold.

“Hands up, or I fire!”" shouted a stern
voice, in a tone of alarm.

“Hold, Jim Brough!" criecd the black.
“I'm Dingo de Tracker. Dere's foes ahead!
Hearn and his men. Dey hold de gulch!”’

“Ah! Spoken just in tiine, Dingo, my
friend,” cried a burly man, of middle age,
springing from the wagon. He was Tom's
father, and the owner of a rich mine.

“We came to give you warning,” said
Dingo; and then in a few words he told

what had happened.

Was

«“ And now,” he concluded, l{’li track
Hearn the Buashranger down. See! He
shall lead his men no more. Mo, ho!

Where de police have failed de tracker will
succeed, of Hearn will have anoder life to
answer for. And you must take de boy,
Jim Brough!”’

“You should not have
Dingo,’”’ answered the miner.
] know it, and told him so. Goorooh!
He is as pigheaded as his fader, and as
stupid!”

i‘“?hat!i3

“Now you can ‘ what' at me, Jim Brough.
When you have had my experience you will
be a wiser man, see?”

“I see you are a boy, with no experience
at all, except at fracking. I'l admit you
are good at that. As for being obstinate,

brought Lim,

that I never was; only when I am ia the |

right!”

for they heard'!

You are always in de
But
while 1

Go on!
right according to your own opinion.

“Ho, ho!

Mind him

L

here comes de boy.
tracsz down de leader of de gang.

“Well, bhefore you start, Dingo, listen
to me,” exclaimed James Brough. “We
are not far from the diggings. 1 shall send
a messenger back to get assistance, and
then we shall give the gang a big sur-
prise. I'll attack them from the top of
the guleh, so that when we open fire you
will kuow what is occurring. Tom, you
will have to go to the diggings so as to
be out of the way!”’ |

Tom did not like this arrangement at all,
and when his father had greeted him and
supplied them with food, Tom tried to turn

mim from his purpose, but it was of no
avail. The miner knew that the gang

would fight fiercely, and he had no intention

of allowing his son to run inio needless
danger. . ~

Dingo saw how disappointed the lad was,
and as was his custom, intervened on his
behalf.

“Your fader is quite right, Tom,” he
said. “It won't do at all to let you risk
danger. Now 4f you come with me dere
will be no danger at all, and dat is what
vour fader wishes. See?’?

“T don't see at all!” growled the miner.
“You spoil the lad, and quite unfit him for
the sort of life that he will have to lead
when he gets a little older. I suppose you
want to go with Dingo, Tom?”

“If you won't let me stop and help you
ficht!"

“Then be off with you. I know Dingo
won't let you get into any danger that he
can avoid; at the same time, there will be
risk in capturing such a man as Hearn!”

“Wrong again!”’ muttered the tracker,

hurrying away, and motionitng to Tom to

follow.

They gained the thicket, and then Dingo
turned.

“We have a waitinz job, Tom,” he whis-
pered. “We will allow de attack to be
made, and den we shall see how to act.
Follow me, and do not speak a word, or
make a sound, for it would be death to be
found here, and your fader does not want
vou to die.”’

Then with 2 movement so stealthy that
he scarcely made a rustle, Dingo crept
through the bushes towards the spot where
he knew the enemy lay in wait,

CHAPTER 1V.
TRACKED DOWN,

INGO gained a spot quite close fo
the top of the guleh, and here he
waited until the night was well
advanced. Then the rumbling of

the wazon became audible, and the tracker



tooked surprised. It was passing along
Girey Guleh, and presently the bhushrangers
opened fire.

The next instant another volley -rang
out, and fierce shouts followed it. The
miners had sent the wagon along the pass,
having first emptied it of its precious
burden. No driver was with it, but the
miners hoped the bandits would not fire
at the horses. Their object was fo draw
the enemies’ fire, and learn their exact
position from the flashing of the rifles,

- Two parties of miners were on the fop
of the pass on e¢ither side, and they were
pouring in a fire from which the bush-
rangers had no cover, for their foes were
“above them, :

The surprise was complete,
-gang of miscreants came clambering up the
height, they were met by a galloping fire.

‘““Goorooh! By de sound of tings dey
have caught it dis time, Tom. You make
men flerce when you rob 'um of hard won
gold. We must wait for daylight to run de
leader down; but I shall do it. It is long
since - time his villainies ceased.”

By the sound of the firing it was evident
that the miners were chasing their hated
foes across the country; but Dingo was in
no hurry. He knew that he would strike
Hearn’s trail sooner or later, and then -}16
would néver leave it until he had run him
down., '

Towards morning the firing ceased, and
then the tracker commenced his operations.

Telling Tom to wait amongst the bushes,
he commenced his search, making a circuid
round the top of the pass, so that he
crossed the trails of all who had fled from
it on that side, and he guessed the leader
would be amongst them, for it was from
that side that the chief attack would be
made upon the wagon, because if he had
got round the bend it would have come in
that direction. _

Dingo spent two hours over the tracking,
and then, rising to his feet, he Dbeckoned
to Tom, who raced towards him.

“See! One hoof-mark on de softer
ground, and it was made by Hearni’s
horse!”

“Sure?”’

“Yes. I would know it anywhere!”

~ “Y don’t know how you can tell it from
this print, Dingo; but then I don’t know
how you ecan scent a bloodhound, and the
one seems about as wonderful as the other
to me.)”’

Y may teach you to learn a horse’s hoof-
mark, if dere is peculiarity about it; but
never shall I teach you to follow a trail
by scent., - All black -men cannot do it.
Tom, boy, you pledge your word to me you
will not enter in dis fight.”

“PDon't. yon gzo so fast, Dingo. You are
getting a jolly lot too conceited,”’ said Tom,

-_

and as the |

. Hearn’s

1 he could not draw a weapon.

*You haveu't

from the point.

shifting
caught him yet!”

“Goorooh! De boy wants to fool de old
experienced tracker; but come, and if you
dare to interfere, den comes de trouble!”
" All through the day Dingo followed the
trail, and in some parts it was so indistinct
that he went down on his hands and knees.

Tom became very anxious as night came
on; but Dingo showed no signs of hurry.
He Xnew that it would be useless, for the
leader of the gang was mounted, and the
only chance of capturing him was when he
stopped. |

“We must wait for de moon now,” mur-
murmed Dingo, stopping. *I can sce de trail
no more.” - e

“There's a light yonder,”” said Tom,
pointing ahead. ' e

“So! Dat will not be far from the wagon-
track, and it is de inn. I know it, Tom.
It is possible he may be dere. Wait, and I
will see!” ' |

He sped onwards towards the lighi, and
as he approached it went down on his
hands and knees and crept towards the
little window, and listened intently.

- Two. men were talking, but he could not
fell from the words whether one of them
was the dreaded bushranger. Presently the
voices ceased, and Dingo ventured to raise
himself. : ‘

One glance was suflicient fo convince him
that the man he wanted was there; but he
knew that he would be fully armed.

Now the "tracker could have shot him
down, and there could be no doubt that it
would he no more than he deserved, but
Dingo. had a code of honour that was far
above such a deed as that. -

He stepped back from the open window;
then, taking 4 run, he leapt through the
small opening with the skill of -an aerobat,
and he landed almost on top of the
miscreant. g = : ‘
~Hearn was flung backwards, and his chair
was smnashed’ to splinters; then thé two
struggled on the floor, and 4 terrible
struggle it was. S T e

| strength was prodigious, but
Dingo twined his lithe form round him, and
The tracker
had got him. by the throat, and the grip
was choking himn. "
- ““Surrender!’’ cried Tom, rushing into the
place, and Ilevelling a  revolver at  him.

They bound him hand and foot, and Dingo
grinned when he saw that he was helpless.
“That _work brought Dingo a ‘hundred
pounds, the price placed upon the bush-
ranger’s head, and when the little party
made their way to James Brough’s cottage,
niore good news awaited them, for the

two abandoned herses had found their way

back.
THE EXND.
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ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 29.  Jan. 16, 1926

READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

Being a regular reader of “ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” I
desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S
LEAGUE, aund to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as
are ofiered to Members of the League. I hereby declare myself to
be a staunch supporter of *““ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ” and
THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE, and that I have introduced Our
Paper to one new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. Will you, therefore, kindly
forward me Certificate of Enrolment with Membership Number

assigned teo me.

MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

C

SECTION :

- I, Member No........ (give Membership No.) hereby declare
that I have iniroduced one more new reader, whose signature
to certify this appears on second form attached hereto, This
makes me.....cceeee (state number of introductions up to date)

il introductions to my credit.

SECTION NEW READER’S DECLARATION,.

I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of
....................... sessesennesnns L0 this issuve of

“ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” which I will read with a view
to becoming a regular reader of this paper.

introducer) ...ice.ciseics. nTiEs

sistatadigidobbibrdsvdasrnnprridddueiin dastanadoirrantiapetbnndé
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IMPORTANT.—Completée and post off this form before the next issue of THE

NeLsoN LEE LIBRARY is on sale.

Otherwise the form becomes out of date and useless.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader  Applying for
Membership. Cut out TWO complete

Application Forms from Two copies of this |

week’s issue of THE NEgLSON LEE LiBRARY.
On one of the forms fill in Section A, cross-
ing out Sections B and C by running the
pen diagonally across both Sections. Then
write clearly your full name and addrgss at
bottom of form. The second form is for
'your new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses out Sections A and B, and writes
his name and address at bottom of form.

Both forms are then pinned together andsg
sent to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’'s

League, c¢/o *THE NELsSON LEE LIBRARY,
Gough House, Gough Square, London, E.CA.
Member Applying for Bronze Medal: 1t
will be necessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. Tor each new
reader TWO complete forms are needed,
and these must be taken from copies of
the latest issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
at the time when the forms are sent in.
On one of the forms fil! in Section B,
crossing out Sections A and C, and write
vour name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who
fills in Section C, crosses out Sections A

and B, and writes his name and address
at the bottom of the form. Now pin both
forms together and send them to the Chief
Officer, as above. One new reader will then
be registered against your name, and when
3iX new readers have been registered, you
will be sent the St. Frank’s League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you
from sending in forms for ¢two or more
new readers at once, provided the forms are
taken from the latest issue of the THR
NELSON LEE LiBRARY at the time when the
forms are sent in. -

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for
the silver or gold medals can apply in the
same way as for the bronze medal, filling
in Section B, which has been revised for
this purpose. Every introduction they
make will be credited to them, so that
when the League reaches the required
number of members, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions
with which they are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted
for 1d., providing the envelope is not sealed
and no letter is enclosed.



( Continued from page 32.)
leave Willy out, even if I tried. The young
rascal wouldn’t let me, '
] w ]
And now, after wandering on like this, and
getting you all into a state of sheer ex-
asperation, 1 suppose I'd better dig into a

pile of letters, and trot out a few answers..

First of all; we'll have the acknowledge-
ments: Dennis B. (Nottingham), C. B.L.

(London, W.C.), Lionel Moxom (Rochdale), |

J. Nande- (Beaufort West, South Africa),
. Alfred Davies* (Liverpool),. L. Scott (Cape
Town), Joiln Gerald Dodd (Birmingham),
Solomon Arkin (Cape Town), Fred Griflin (Not-
tingham), A. C. Thorpe (Harrogate), A. Jones
~{Swansea), George Lister (Wolverhampton),
Frank Mitehell (Bimmingham), G. Desmond
Richardson (Burton-en-Trent), A Loyal Reader
(Longton), William. A. Mann, Jr.p (Ballin-

ling, Perthshire), Stuart Nichols (Bristol), |

J. Butcher® (Withernsea), Leagueite 499
(Twickenham). o ' :
£ B f *

Let me assure you at once, Dennis B., that
the pieture which appeared in the heading
of “ My American Notebook™ is NOT a
portrait of myself. TFhat gentleman is sup-
posed to be an American, a kind of type—in
short, Uncle Sam. And Uncle Sam is no
more like a real Amcrican than John Bull is
like an average Briton. An alleged portrait
of myself appeared in No. 435--September
20th, 1924. I say “alleged,” because 1 am
afraid that photograph flattered me to a
perfectly wicked extent. You see, the Editor
took one look at thg original, sadly shook
his head, and decided that he couldin’t risk
it. So he instructed his Polishing Depart-
ment to rub it up a bit and make it look
human. By the way, L sincerely Lhope—joking
aside. now—that you have made a compleie
recovery, and that you are now back hoime.

E ¥ = * i

I don’t believe you, J. Nande. You say
- that you have been a regular reader since
1922, - and that you know all the characters
by heart. ‘
ask me this question: /
hold good for Overseas readers?®
Scott! And vou call yourself a reader
since 1922!  You're not a. reader at all—
vou'rs a skipper! You must have skipped
the Chief Officer’s League chats for weeks
on end, or you :

(aestion. Didn't he give .you Overseas
readers a chance of becoming special I'ounda-
{ion Members? Didn't he invite you fo offer
veurselves as Organising Officers? And now
vou want to know if ““the League_'holds
good for Overseas reatlers & ;Nul'f said!

®

Of course, I'm not surprised about that
South Afriean chap. =~ People generally go
about with their eves closed, and they read
without grasping the import of the printed

“Does the League

word. = I'll bet some of you have suddenly
noticed, for example, a highiy-coloured
poster on the hoardings—a poster that

stands out and bits you. And after that
you see it everywhere. No matter where you
£o, the thing haunts- you. ]

enough, that same poster was displayved on

‘captaincy of

Yet, at the end of your letter, you

Great |

wouldn't ask me such a-

Yet, strangely

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY -~ -~ . g

the hoardings for days before you noticed it.
You must have seen it hundreds of times,
but it was an appreciable period hefore you
CONSCIOUSLY saw it. It's the same with
these League notices. You see them week
after week, bus, you bounders, yow don't
take the trouble to dizest them? 1 you
d'd, the League membership would have
reached ten tjxousxand months ago. |
& =

You're quite right -about - Willy, Alfred
Davies. When he first came to St Erank’s,
he just pushed Owen minor out of the
the Third, and usurped his
place. That’s Wiily all over. Even- couldn’t
stop him from doing it, the cheeky young
beggar! But I think we all admit that the
Third has no cause to regret the change.
Owen minor’s all right, but he doesn’t poOssess
the leadership qualities of Willy,

' " ” & %

No wonder {fhe League's a bit slow,
L. Seott! You say that one of your friends
would like to become a member, but he
can’t—because, instead of buying ‘his own
copy of Our Paper, he borrows yours! I
don’t think the Chief Offlicer wants a memher
of*#that kind, anyhow. He can’t be ‘much of
an enthusiast if he refuses to buy his own
copy ! w g :

; % 3 B
- My birthday, ¥red Griffin? Of course I'll
tell you—why shouldn't I? . It’s nothing to
be ashamed of. Quite confidentially, and just
between ourselves, the date of my birthday
is exactly the same as Archie Glenthorne’s.

* * E

Here, you're a bit sharp on me, aren’s
yvou, J. Butcher? TI'll confess that I made
Singleton rcfer to his father in a recent
niut:ber—and I’ll confess, also,” that when he
first. came to 8t. Frank’s he said ihat bis
fatlier was dead. Thought you’'d tripped me
up, €h? “But you surely know that lots of
guardians are cailed ‘father” by théir
wards? Why, if we took these things liter-

- ally, imagine-what huge families' Unete ‘Rex,

Uncle Caractacus, .Aunt Sophie, and all the
rest would have! I think I've wriggled out
of that pretty neatly, don’t you? - -

e s x # * -

All right, Leagueite 499, I'll bring Sir
Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson
into; the limelight a bit. But, you see,
they're in the same fix as those other chaps
I mentioned on the other paze. They're
alwgys trying to get a laok in, but with
Handforth and Browne and Archie and Willy
knocking about—— Well, what hopes? But
I dare zay “they’ll make a determined
attempt before long, and bob up -again like
they did in the Moat Hollow series. Yon
cai’t keep a good man down, you know.

E.S. B.

COMING NEXT WEEK!

“ THE TUSK HUNTERS !”

Complete Story of African Adventure.
By CECIL HAYTER.
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