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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Another powerful story of Guy Sinclair’s mad rule of the West Houss
at St. Frank’s, Mr. Stokes, the Housemaster, has been compelied to hand
over the position of prefect of the West House to Sinelair from the more
capable Morrow, and to support the new prefect in his cruel persecutions,
because his lips are sealed by a promise to 2 friend. For Stokes had been
seen in one of London’s most disreputable night clubs, and his reason for
going there was to rescue the son of his friend from ruin and disgrace.
Exposure by Sinclair would mean his dismissal from St. Frank’s, or giving
an explanation that would implicate his friend’s son, and as Stokes had
promised the father not to do this, he must perforce give way to Sinclair’s
impossible demands. Feeling in the Wesi House is now rumning very
~high agamst Sinclair, and, to a certain extent, against Stckes. There is
already signs of a revolt coming, and that, not before very long, as the trend

of events in this week’s story plainly mdlcates.
THE EDITOR.

-

CHAPTER L hour in bed. Of course, he hadn’t, He knew
S A . . : he hadn’t.  But he ﬂ”.ll‘i}" convinced him-
SIRANGE! BEMAFIOUR OF HANDEQRTH. sell that he had., And in this comfortable

bed with a deliciously drowsy sen- | dream which had been uuaccounmbh inter.

-gation of comfort. He was half- | rupted.

awake and half-asleep, but he It wasn't usual for Church to wake up in
neverthieless had his wits about him enough | advance of the rising-bell. But he didn't
to know that it was daylight. But the | mind it in the least. He thought it wa-
rising-bell hadn’t gone yet, and the bed was | rather topping. It was all very well to be
Q thmrr of joy. a sound sleeper, but what on earth was the

He took one glance oub of the windo’w—-a use of waking up the very minute you hid

mth sleep. He counld jllSt see the outline of ““"ﬂ“,t all it was cra_cked up to b‘?' HE’
the West House, opposite. There was a cold | generally went to sleep as soon as his head
look in the air. An east wind whistled | fcuched the pillow, so he never really en-
against the window, and the January morning | Jo¥ed it. : -y ,
was thoroughly shivery. At least, so he said.- He didn't take into
But the rising-bell hadn't g ot consideration the eight hours of uncon.
a gone yeu. scious enjovment. -So this morning he was -
Church snugeled down again, ané confi- | able to pull the bedclothes round hm, and
dently told himself that he had another full | nestle down in sheer, unbounded luxury.

WALTER CHURCH turned over in | frame of mind, he prepared to continue a
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was fust one corner ihat wo_rrigd
}.-.glhereThere évas a kind of draught dmj.}}
thcr'e whe:e the blankets had beccme _dl::-
’ But he was too thorougly lazy to

arranged. - y
wr)rrf about such a detail. It was a cqld‘
winter’s morning, dand he was good 1oOI
another hour in bed. o

e tried to think of that dream. ]? was
cortainly a bit mixed, but he d‘lst-llll‘. ly Te-
colleeted a fight with Handforth. He had

single-handed, and had

not only succeeded in thrashing his leader,
bt ha)(rl completely altered the shape of
Handforth’s face. Church was vely anxious
to continue the dream, so that he could com.
plete the good work, , _ _

These sort of things weren’t possible in
real life, but there was some cor_zsolat-lfm. in
dreaming about them, He was just dozing
olf awain, lulied by the gentle snores from
McClure’s bed, when anolher sound came.
The sound of a drawer. McClure knew that
drawer well. The beastly thing was always
sticking unless you happened to wangle it in
one certain way. He and McClure had no
difficulties, ‘but Handforth had never once
elosed the drawer without. making a fuss
over it. But, then, Handforth was -Hand-
forth. -

Of- course, he had imagined it. How the
dickens could the drawer make that noise
of its own accord? It was a nuisance,
teo, becanse he had just caught a clear
olimpse of Handforth’s altered face again.
It was even better than Church had first
hoped. In some extraordinary way, Hand-
forth’s nose had got round the side, and
Church wasn’t at all syre that his appear-
ance wasn’t improved. Handy’s nose had

taken on Handforth

always worried him. It seemed to stick
ont so much. What was the use of it,
anyway?

Another sound came, and this time Church
was really roused. It wasn’t the sound of
an ill-fitting drawer, but a crash of glass,
followed by a -smothered exclamation.
Chureh sat up in bed like a rabbit suddenly
appearing out of its burrow.

““ Great guns!” he ejaculated blankly.

Handforth was near the manfelpiece.
Church stared at him in a dazed kind of
way. The celebrated Edward Oswald was
fully dressed—and, what was more to the
point, he was considerably over-dressed. And
he was looking at Church im a scared,
startled sort of way. - '

“Who told you to wake up?” he hisszed
fiercely. ““Go to sleep again, you fathead!
The rising-bell won’t rirg for twenty-five
minutes!” b

Chureh received a shock.

“Only twenty-five?” he said, with a pang.
“[ thought I was good for another hour
But what the dickens are you up to, Haundy?
You're dressed” |

“Can’t T dress now
permission?’?

_ “No need to bark at me!™ persisted

Chorch, now thoroughly awake. <1 thoucht
there was something rummy ahout that

without asking your

around him:'

g

sound I heard. Were you mwessing aboub
with that top drawer just nowy”

Handforth breathed hard.

“ No; the rotten thing w2s messing abont
with me! It’s always sticking-—particularly
when a chap wants to be quietl The fach
1;}15 wasn’t geing to disturb you fellows at
ali,

“So you started chucking glass about?”
asked Chureh.

Handforth snorted, .

“That was nothing,” he sald, with a =niff.
“Only samebody’s watch on the manteipiece.
It’s not hurt mueh—-"

“Wateh I gasped Churclhy
don’t mean——"" , -

“It’s only broken the glass,® interrveted
Edward Oswald, % Go cn—make a fuss! I
believe the hands are missing—"

“My wateh!”” hooted Church wildly. * You
dange‘yous lunatic!  What’s the idea of
chucking my watch into the fireplace?”

He leapt out of bed so hurriedly that his
feet got entangled in the folds, and he
landed on the floor head first, Under the
circnmstances, it was hardly reasonable to
suppose that McClure svonld econtinue sleep-

“ You—you

ing. Besides, Church had dragged all
McClure’s bedcelothes off in an efiort to save
himself. - ‘

“Goal!” said McClure lustily. *Go it,
you chaps Eh? What the—-—  Who's
piriched my sheets?'’ he added blankly. < Hi,
you fatheads! Gimme those bedclothes!”
© Handforth was thoroughly exasperated.

“Blow your vrotten, bedelothes!” he
snapped. “Out of sheer consideration for
you. I've been creeping about like a mouse
for the las} half-hourf And this is all T get
for it.” ‘ '

- “My watch!” moaned Church feebly.

He had dragged himself over ta the fire-
place, and was examining the wreckage with
a mournful eve. The hands were certainly
missing, and the dial was eracked. And
when Church shook the instrument there was
an ominous rattle within. It was a piece of
puré optimism to place the watch to his ear
to listen for a tick.

“Ruined!” he said grimly. ¢ You—you
destructive rotter!? You must be mad!
Gelting out of bed at this unearthly hour,
smashing watches!”

«“ What about my hedclothes?” asked
McClure frantically, “ - '

Handforth breathed hard.

“Blow the wateh!’ he growled. <I'll
pay for it to be repalred—although youw don't
deserve it, You shou'dn’t leave the thing on
the mantelpiece like that! I only just
knocked the hairbrush against it., Co to
sleep, blow vou!”

“Bub what’s the tdea of getfing .up?'’
asked McClure, who had rescued his beda
clothes himself, and was now draping them
¢ Great Seott! Have you gone
off your rocker, Handy?”’ | N

“Can't I get up, without all this fuss?”
asked Handfarth aggressively, “If it hadn’t




watch I should have

bk

been for tbat beastly
been out of hore by now——

““Yes, but™ what's the idea?’ insisted
McClure, < That waistcoat!”
““Kh? What's the matter with it?"

Handforth looked at his waisteoat anxi-
ously. Church, mollified by the prospect of
having his watceh repaired free of charge,
spared time to examine the waistcoat. His
expression became blank.

¢ Tuke it away!”’ he said hoarsely.

¢ Isn’t it all right?”’ asked Handforth
anxiousiy.
“ Al right?” repeated: MeClure.  “I've

never seen such a ghastly thing in my life!
I suppuse it's @ jape? You've dressed YOuT-
self up like that to rag some of the other
fellows?”
@ thpfﬂ' howled Tlarf¥forth.
cout’s the latest thing!
chiaps to see it until later en.”

Church nodded.

“Jt's a bit of a dirty trick to spring it
on us before we're properly awake,” he ad-
mitted. ‘“You can’t go out in that thing,
~Handy! You'll have all the dow aftm‘ 1,cm'
And look at the rest of you!"

Handforth gazed down himself with deep
concern.

“* What's the matter with
manded.

- “You've got your best togs on!”
Church. *“ That collar, too!
‘one?  You'll strangle }aurqelf

“J've had enough of this!” ml:errupt»ed
Handforth curtly. *¢You're just trying to
. puil my leg>and it won't work! I'm going
out. You needn’t ask me any guestions, be.
catize I shan’t answer.”

. His chums were more con2erned than ever,

Handforth wasn't usually a difficult fellow
to arouse in the morning. He wasn't like
some of the others, who (:lunﬂ desperately to
their beds until the 1a%t possible minute,
and then indulged in a kind of scramble to
get down in time. But he had never
heen known to deliberately get up an hour
before time, and dress in his best clothes,
with the addition of a faney waistcoat of
loud design.

It was winter-time, too—a cold, raw
morning, There was every incentive for a
fellow to remain in bed until the last second.
Handforth's chums were utterly amazed.

“But where are you going to?’" asked
Church. ¢ You didn’'t say anything about
this last night, Handy. What's the wheeze?"”

“Lotz of chaps get up early,” blustered
Handforth. ¢ There's nothing funny about
it. Can't a fellow put in some footer
practice without a lot of idiots making a
mystery out of it?”

““Footer practice?”
staring.

“Why not?” challenged Handforth.

““ Well, of course, now I underatand' ’ said
McClure brightly, ¢ 1 suppose you're wear-
ing the new colours? But it's h. ardly neces-
sar‘. to put your new bags on, is it?"

“ This waist-

iy n
me? he{; de

said
Iﬁ it a new

repeated McClure,

I didn't mean you

‘He

Handforth started.

“By George!” he breathed. “I1-I'd for-
gotten—— Who said I was going to put in
some footer practice?’’ he demanded warmly.

“I'm going over to the West House i
mean, that is——"
“The West House?” repeated Church

wenderingly,

“[ didn’t say the West House!" roared
Handforth., turning red. ¢ At Jeast. I did.
but I didn’t mean Blow you!” he added
gruffly. “Mind your own business! Can’t I
go for a walk before brekker without all
these questions? Willy told me she’s always
up carly o

He paused in but
damage was -done,

““She’s - always up
McClure. My hat! Are you spoony on
one of the cooks, or something? There’s
never auny telling with you, Handy--you
change so often! I shan’t forget that
waitress at Wembley——"'

“It’s Mary Summers!" grinned Church,
“VWhat a couple of asses we were not to
think of it before! He's dressed himself up
like this for her benefit! And he’s going to
Lover round the West House o

Church couldn’t contain himseifany longer.
howled with laughter, and MeceClure
joined in. For about two seconds Handforth
stood it. He had turned to the colour of 2
peony. and his eyves blazed. Then, with onc
roar. he dashed out of the dormitory.

dire confusion; the

early?’”’ repeated

CHAPTER 1I.
SINCLAIR, THE DICTATOR.

NE might have sup-
posed that Handiorth
would have turned
upon his chums and

slaughtered them on the spot.
They had been half-prepared
for such @ move, in spite of
their burst of uncontrollable laughter.

But if there was one thing Handfort
feared, it was ridicule—particularly on such
a delicate subject. Over any ordinary school
matter he would have attacked Church and
Mc('lure without hesitation. But his one
desire now was to get away by himself.

Besides, after taking such a lot of trouble
over dre--mg, it v.rould be a pity to ruin his
appearance. By the time he reached the
lobby he wuas cooler, and he was glad that
he had come away. He could easily deal
with his chums later on, when he was more
fittingly attired.

He glanced at his wateh anxiously,

and

found that the rising-bell would be going

within a few minutes., He dashed into the
cloak-room, donned his overcoat, and left th.,
Ancient H011-e

Although the morning was cold, he made no
attempt to button his overcoat. In fact, he
sauntered across the Triangle with an air of



carelessness whch was to%ally foreign to
Lhis nature. And he allowed his overcoat to
flap open, so that his full glory was revealed.

As a rule, Handforth dashed about the
school in a fairly untidy condition, and he
had hardly ever Lkeen known to saunter.
He was a felloww of action, and he never
wasted mueh time when he wanted to get
from one place to another.

His present actions, therefore, twere doubly
censpicuons. €Curiously enough, he convinced
himself that file was acting in a perfectly
normal way, and fhat nobody could possibly
suspect his real oblect. Yet he grew nearer
and nearer to the West House, and finally
strolled casuafly past the frent of it, and
then furned down alongside the wing,

He walked on fn an abstracted way, as
though he were deeply engrossed in some
mental problem. At least, this is what he
assumed he looked like. As a matter of
fact, he was eyeing every lower window of
the West House with eager eare, and there
was an expression of alers expectation in his
eyes. | :

He rounded the lower end of the bhuilding,
and turned intoe the West Square. . All was
quiet here, _
himself, for at thls early hour few people
beyond the domestie staffs were moving.

At last Handforth strolled through the
West Arch, and found himself in the Triangle
again. Then he started round the West
Hcouse for a secand time. A footstep sounded
on the steps just as he vas turning the
angle, and he swung round with his heart
Living a wild leap. Then he frowned. The
newcomer was onlky Mr. Stokes, the House-
master.

Handforth felt that he had been swindied.
He had no desire to see Mr. Stokes. In
fact, Mr. Stokes was one of the very last
people he wanted to see. It was just like
Mr. Stokes’ nerve to show himself at all!

“ Good-morning, Handforth!” sald the
Housemaster, as he paused. “ What is the
world ¢coming 1o?” -

“Is she up yet, sir—— I mecan, good-
morning, sir!” gasped Handforth. *‘Just
taking a stroll, sir. Lovely morning, sir!”

Handforth was frightened. Quite uncon-
sclously, he had started speaking shis
thoughts aloud—a most disconcerting habit
of his. TFortunately, Mr. Stokes appeared to
have heard mothing. Indeed, the House-
master was éxamining Handforth's appear-
ance with undivided attention. |

“You seem to be ready for some special
occaslon, youmg ’un,” he said amusedly.
“Has Mr. Tee scen that waisteoat? I'm
not at all sure that he’ll approve of it. You
-junior3 can’t appear publicly in such things,
you know!*

“T—I-—— That is, T thought I'd just take
A stroll, sir,” said Handforth, buttoning up
his overcoat with Iaste. “ Couldn’t resist
;Lll;e; marning, sir. Looks like being a ripping
Mr. Boverley Stokes looked at ITandforth
curiously, It was just beginning to spit with

He had the Square quife to |
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rain, the wind was rising, and a more threat-
ening maorning could scarcely be 1magined.
Handforth was clearly wandering. He was
nervous, too—jumpy and uneasy.

“] don’t wish to be inquisitive, Handforth,
but there’s something you want?” asked
Mr. Stokes. “You bhave wandered round the
West House twice—and perhaps more than
that. What's the idea? Why has my
House become so inferesting to you? Being
an Ancient House boy, I should think that
your interests would be—-" '

“These buildings, sir,” said Handforth,
waving his hand. *° Wundergul Gothic arcbi.
tecture, sir. A chap can’t bhelp admiring
it! I've always thought the West House
was topping! It makes us Ancient House
chaps jealolis, sir§’

“T am surprised # hear that, Handforth,”
said Mr. Stokes. The architecttire of the
Ancient House is precisely the same. I
don’t think we’ll preds the matter,” he
added drily, «“Just one of your little
practical jokes, I suppose? You are really
waiting for some of your confederates to
turn up? - AN right, I won’t spoil the
fun.”

Mr. Stokes naturally came to the conclue
sion that Handforth was taking part in a
jape of some sort. He looked round the
Triangle, and frowned.

““You haven't seen my niece, I suppose?”
he added casually. .

“Is she out, sir?” gasped Handforth., “I
haven't seen—— TI've been round the West
House three times—""

‘““« She's out somewliere,” sgaid Mr. Stokes,
“Went for a walk, I belicve. Mrs., Stokes
asked me to come and find her, but I'm
afraid she’s worse than some of you boys.
An extraordinary girl for mischief!” - :

¢« She’s wonderful, sir?* said Handforth
stoutly. “ By George, I always thought
Irene was prefty good, but your niece beats
her into fits! T mean, she's so jolly pretty V"

“Indeed?” said Mr. Stokes, staripg. I
had no idea that she had made such an
impression on yvou, Handforth. -Indeed, I
didn’t know that you had met. It’s rather
a good thing, becanse if you see her, please
tell her that she is wanted.” '

¢t Rather, sir!? said Handforth. ¥ T'll rush
round everywhere. By the way, I suppose
I couldn’t transfer into the West Housce?”
he added, as a thoucht struck hinf. ¢ The
Ancient House is ail righ$, but—- Oh,
well, I mean—"*

“T don’t think vou had better shift, Hand-
forth,” said Mr, Stokcs grimlty, ¢ Be satisfied
where you are.”

“But the West Heuse chaps are having.
an awful time with S&inclalr, sir, and they
can do with me there. Besides, I should be
ncar—— I mean, there’s m}t-ﬁing like the
West House, sir,” HBe énded feebly. :

£ Coming from an Anclent House hoy, your:
words are' remarkably frank,” said the
Housemaster. I always thought you were
a staunch Ancient House fellow, Handflorth.
There's something the maftler w?th you this
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morning.
}.et“?.'l

He turned back mnfo the West House,
Handforth felt, someliow, that he had made
a priceless ass of himself. He hadn't meant
-to say a single thing that he had said. And
then, before he could collect his thoughts,
a cheery hail sounded from the Fast ﬁ.rch
He turned with a gulp, and stared.

A trim figsure was just emerging from the
archway, She was a girl of about fifteen—
stim, graceful, and remarkably pretty. What
was more, she was wavine her hand! Edward
Oswald's heart leapt mldh He had
cherished & hope that she would condescend
to speak to him. But he had never dreamed
that she would actualiy hail him in this
friendly fashion, and wave her hand!

- “ By George!” he breathed tenderly.

He stood there, frantically trying to think
of somcthing to say when she came up. It
was most awkward. Ile had prepared all
sorts of words, but not one of them would
come to his aid now that they were needed.

Mary Summers hadn’t been at St, Frank’s
long—only a day or two, in fact. She was
staying with her aunt and uncle for two or
three weeks, and the West House considered
itself very fortunate. For Mary was a de-
lightful girl, without any *side,” and with
any amount of high spirits. Just the sort
of free-and-easy girl the fellows liked.

Handforth stood there, at the bottom of
thie West House steps, with a fited smile on
his face—a kind of prepared effect which
really made him look awful. He clutched at
his hat, and tore it off.

““'Morning, Miss Mary!"" he blurted out.
¢“Jolly pleased to—— Eh? 1 say!"”

He stood there, blank. Instead of greeting
fhim, she had run straight past, and was
already in the House. As a matter of fact,
she had been waving to Mr. Stokes, and she
hardly saw Handforth at all. He was left

I don’t believe you are fully awake

and

there, stranded, like s-ome‘thing thrown up by
the tide.

“I say!” he repeated weakly. e o |
thought——""

Then ‘he pulled himself together. Obvi-

eusly, there was something wrong. He
wouldn’t admit for a minute that she had
deliberately overlooked him. After waving
to him, too!

He rushed into the West House, and was
just in time to see Guy Sinclair, of the
Sixth, grasping Mary Summers by the arm,
and pullmﬂr her up short. Sinclair imagined
that he and the girl were alone.

“ Steady on!” he said easily.
hurry, is thcre?”

“Let me go!" said the girl frigidly.

¢Oh, the icicle stuff, eh?"” gcrinned the
head prefect of the West Hmhe
High- nnd Mighty. That’s no good with me,
kiddie! Let's have a look at 10%1'”

He tnok a firmer grip on her arm,
swung her round,

“No need to

and

““ Miss |

CHAPTER Il1I
HANDFORTH MAKES A DATE.

UY SINCLAIR'S
manner was patron-
ising.

Being a fellow of
eighteen, he felt quite 2 man
in comparison to this slip of
a girl.  After all, she was
only a youngster. Sinclair felt that he was
doing her a great honour by deignhig to
notice her.

‘“ Stokes’ mniece, eh?”” he said, eyeing het
up and down critically. “JI've seen you
dndfrm,f,: about once or twice. I'in hanged if
vou're not pretty! What's the idea of being
up at this carly hour?"”’

“Let me go!” she said coldly. < You're
Sinelair, aren’t you?”
“Splendid !” grinned the prefect. “ Got it

first time!”’

“I've heard about you,” said Mary. < If

you don’t release my arm, I'll smack your

face! You're the fellow who has been
causing such a lot of trouble in the West

House. \.ren’t yvou ashamed of yourself?”

“By gad!” said cunc]an “You've got a
nerve, kid! And you're not going to escape
SO eaalig#—”

Smack!

Mary was as good as her word. There was
qomethmo about,_ Sineclair which she cordially
detested. It wasn’t merely his insolent air
of familiarity —his overbearing f{riendliness.
She disliked him by instinct. He was
probably the most dandified fellow in the
West Ifouse. In a certain way he was hand-
some, and he was spruce from head to foot.
Yet she detested the very sight of him.

It was quite a hard smack. Sinclair re-
coiled, but retained his grip on her slim
arm. For a second a scowl crossed his
features, then he uttered a sudden laugh.

“You'll pay for that!” he snapped. < By
gad, smacked by a mere kid of a girl! Yes,
my lady, yvou'll pay for that!”

He gave one pull, and jerked her elozer.
Obviously, his intention was to kiss her by
way of retaliation. But Handforth, in the
doorway, was electrified into activity. For a
moment or two he stood there aghast—
but that smack had aroused him.  Sin-
clair's present action positively made him
see red. And when Handforth saw red it
invariably followed that quite a loft of red
was spilt.

“You cad!” he roared. charging forward.

“Eh? What's that?”’ saapped Sinclair,
turning round. ¢ Clear out of this House,
Handforth!”

“You let Miss Mary go!”
junior.

“You infernal young hound—~"

«I'Il give you two seconds!” roared Hand
forth,

“Please! Please!" pleaded Mary, in alarm.
““ There's no need to—-"

Crash!

bellowed the



Mandforth didn’t wait for any further
argument. With one well-directed drive, he
dealt with the matter in his own inimitable
{aslvion. When Handforth punched, he
meant it. And just at this moment there
was a sting behind his blow which literally
took Sinclair off his feet. - ’

The punch landed squarely on Sinclair’s
nose, and the prefect reeled over backwards,
tripped, and crashed headlong. .= Mary
summers stood back, startled—hut by no
means Sscared.

“ Thanks awfully I”* she said, with a gratefu
glance at Handforth. :

“Get up, you rotter, and I'll knock you
down again!' thundered Handforth, beside
himself with joy. “Come on! You've got
noy authority over me, you miserable worm!
You ought to be horse-whipped!™

Handforth's plecasure was deliriouns. In
the first place, there was nothing he loved
better than punching a face that he cordi-
ally detested. It was his greatest joy in life
—a3 kind of pet hobby. But in this case he
was also serving Mary. And what more on
earth could he have wished for?

sinclair pulled himself up, ;
fiercely. He wasn’t a pretty sight. Iis
nose was red and pufly, and blood was
already flowing,

“You’ll be sorry {for this!” he snarled.
“I'll have you dragged before the Head and
flogged, you insubordinate young puppy!”

“ Get up—snd I'll finish the job properiy!”
snorted Handforth., ¢ Who cares for you?
I've a.good mind to transfer into this House,
so that I can punch you every day! You

wouldn’t walk over me, I can tell you, my

lad ! . - '

Sinclair had an impulse to fall upon this
junior, and annihilate him. .But he hesi-
tated for two reasons. No senior could so
sink his dignity, particularly in the presence
of a girl. Besides, Sinelair was trouhled by
the thought that he might get annihilated
himself.

“Get out of here!” he stormed, by way of
retreat. = “I'll report you to your House-
master later.” _

“I don’t think you will!” said Mary
grimly. “You’d better let the whole thing
drop. If there’s an inquiry, I shall say
exactly why your face was punched, and 1
don’t  think youw’ll care much for that.
There are some things that had better be
forgotten.”

Sinclair realised the truth of these words,
and he twirled on his heel without a word,
and strode off. That action alone proved
his caddishness. No word of apology had
left his lips. Indeed, such was his self-
importance that he deemed himself the
injured one.

“I can’t understand why uncle allows
that fellow to be head prefect!” said Mary,
frowning. “I’ve asked Aunt Joyce about it,

hut she won’t say anything.” I believe
!,h‘ere S ‘somethmg queer going on.”
SThat’s  what ~ we all believe,” replied

scowling .

Handforth.
you to let me punch that beast!”
“I didn’t let you punch him—I tried 1o

"I say, it was awfully good of

stop you!™ smiled Mary,
you did it,
My word!
dangerous!”

Handforth regarded his knuekles lovingly,

“Sinclair’s not the onlf' fellow who knows
it!” he said, with pride. “Why, there's
hardly a fellow in the school who hasn's
tasted it, one time or another.”

She looked at him, startled.

“Oh! T didn't know you were such a
terrible fighter!” she said, backing away.
“How dreadful!” -

"I—I mean, zall the rolters, of course,”
said Handforth hastily,

“I was only spoofing you!” ‘laughed the
girl. “I think it's rather nice to be able
to hand out a good punch. We girls can’t
do that sort of thing, worse luck., Well, I
must be going—-"

“Oh, I say,” protested Handforth. *“I.-_I
was wondering—— I suppose. you're not
going out anywhere? You wouldn't like me
to fetch something, or carry some parcels,
or something?”. | .

Her eyes twinkled,

“I'm geing down to the village after
breakfast,” she replied. “There is no reason
why you shouldn’t come if you want to. I
shall have one or two things to ecarry
back—-" : : S

“Good egg!” said Handforth eagerly.

She nodded to him in her f{riendly way,
and ran off. And Handforth turned away
and looked dreamily happy. Reggie Pitt
and Jack Grey, coming downstairs at that
momént, greeted him twice ‘“before he
answered. - -

“Oh, hallo, you chaps!” he saiid, with a
start. “I've a good mind to get a transfer
into this House! It's the finest House at
St. Frank’s!” -

Grey fainted into Reggie Pitt's -arms.

“Brandy!” he murmured fechly,

“Still, T'm glad
It’s probably done him goond,
That fist of yours is pretty

“Eh?’ said Handforth, with a start,
“What's the idea of this rot?”
“The finest House at St. Frank’so?

grinned Pitt. “My dear chap, you’re dotty!
This isp’t a House at all—it’s a conviet
settlement! We’'re prisoners—and Sinclair
is the chief warder.”? -

“Anyhow, it’s the fnest House at &,
Frank’s!” insisted Mandforth., *“If I ecan
get a transfer, T'm leaving that mouldy °
hole of an Ancient House. I'm coming to
join you chaps!”

Reggie Pitt stared, and Jack Qrey nearly
fainted again. - -If anybody else had
described the Ancient House as * mouldy,”’
Handforth would have felled him with one
swift blow. And here was Edward Oswald
saying it himself! .



“My dear chap, youw're wandering!” said
Pitt hmdh “Life isn't worth living in this
hole! Sinclair's the absolute du.tatm His
word's law. We ean’t call our souls our
own these days. A chap has only got to
hreathe extra hard in this House, ‘and he’s
jed to the gallows! That's the sort of life
we lead. At any moment the chopper may
come down on onc of us.” : .
Handforth . didn't seem to hear.

“But she’s here!” ‘he murmured qoftl_v.

“she’s up and down the passages, and
tripping En? Oh!” he went on, with
a start. “Yes, I suppose it's a bit rough
Why don't you knock Smclsﬂ‘i' into the

middle of next week?

“Too dangercus,” said Pitt. “But what’s
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CIHHAPTER IV.
A NEW SOURCE OF I"\ICOM.E

5 I, it was nothing,
said H‘mdfor‘th

' ai:ilv “I generally

biff somebody over

" before breakfast every day!
Gives me an appetite, you

-4

know. If you like, I'll come

over every morning.”
“It’s a bet!” grinned Pitt. “But" I'm
afraid it wouldn’t work, old son. You say

you found Sinclair pestering Miss Mary?
By Jove. I wish I'd been here! I'd have
knocked him down myself.” _

Handforth gave him a suspicious glance.

siderably over-drassed

Church stared at Handforth in a dazed kind of way. The qglebrated Edward
Oswald was fully dressed—and, what was more to tl'_llﬁi point, he was con-

-"‘-‘.

that you were saying about somebody trip-

ping—-" |

“I've just knocked Sinclair,down, ¥ou
know,” interrupted Handforth = casually.
“Found him pestering  Miss M‘ln Se I

sailed in, and biffed him over. Caught him

a beauty.”

The two WeRt House juniors were freshly
startled.

“You knocked Sinclair down?” acked Jack
Grey, in an awed voice.

“Clean floored him,” nddded Handforth.

“Handy, old man, you're my friend for
life ! said P:tt clasping the Ancient House
]lefh s fist. “Any fellow who biffs chlalr
is a national hero! Pub it there!”

“Oh. would you?” he growled. - “Like you:
nerve! If ‘anybody’s gomﬂ to protect her
it's, me—-"

“That’s why »you wa:nt to transfer into
this House, 1 suppose?” interrupted Grey,
staring. “My hat! Now I know why you
were looking so sloppy Jjust now! Reggre,
the poor chap’s smitten!”

“I don’t wonder at it,” said Pitt. “She’s
a Jollyv nice girl. But he’ll vet smitfen in

a way he. doesnt like if he poaches on
pur preserves! She belongs to the West
Hogse, Handy—so don’t try any funny

business!™

“You're a fine chap to talk!” snorted
Handforth. “I thought you were junior
shipper here?”
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o m.”

2?,1,1 ;fluu allow this Sinclair bounder to
put you on the floor, and wipe his iugft pp
you!” growled Edward Oswald. “Youre
only a set of worms! We Ancient louse

haps ;  disgusted with you!  Sinclair
chaps arc¢ disgusted with youl .
contines you all to the House, and you

1 suppose you know you're

meekly submit!
Sond schoolt Where’s your

the talk of the
spirit 77 .

Regpie was in no way annoyed. ,

“It looks pretty weak, I dare say, he
agreed. “But there’s method in our mad-
ness, Handy. Don't say a word, but Sin-
clair is being spouied. We're making him
believe that we're cowed. But there’s
going to be an explosion here before long
~and the whole school will hear it!”

Handforth looked eager. -

“You're going to spring a surprise on thc
rotter?” he asked. “By George! You'd
better let me into this secret! I'll handle
it for you. Leave everything to me,
and—-"

“Thanks all the same, but we're not so
helpless as  we  look,” 1interrupted Pitt.
“But mum’s the word now. The sun isn’t
out, but the east wind seems to have
brought up two or thiree insects.”

Forrest & Co. had just appeared. They
had reecently Dbelonged 1o the Ancient
House, but were now firmly installed in
the West House—at Sinclair’s invitation,
The Ancient House fellows had held quite
a little celebration on the occasion. For
the loss of such fellows as Torrest and
Gulliver and Bell was regarded as a dis-
tinet blessing.

The trio walked straight outside and
sauntered in the Triangle, Handforth

glared after them.
“Those three chaps
prisoners!” he remarked.

“They're Sinclair's speecialg!” ‘said Pitt
bitterly. “Birds of a {feather, you know.
He'’s head prefect, and he c¢an do just as
he likes. And Forrest & Co. are allowed
all sorts of e¢xtra privileges. But their
time’s coming. We shall soon bundle them
hack to-that mouldly old Ancient House.”

“That which?’ said Handforth aggres-
sively,

“Your own words!” grinned Reggie.

“Eh? Oh, well—w You’d hetter go easy,
ali the same!” said Handforth, with a
snort. “Hands off the Ancient House! I'd
better be going now, but if yvou want Sin-
clair knocked down again, call on me!”

He strode out, and Pitt and Grey walked
to the door, but did not venture out. A
day or two carlier, Sinclair had invented a
new form of punishment. Instead of gating
the juniors in the usual way, he had con-
ined them to the four walls of the West
House. Any fellow who darcd to set foot
outside was liable to receive a swishiffg.

Ninclair was delighted with the success of
his new order. At first, he had been pre-
parced for trouble, But the juniors had

don’'t scem 1{o be

submitted tamely. For two days they bad
been bottled up indocrs—prisoners,

They weren't even ailowed to astend foot-
ball  practice, or gym. kxcept when
actually at lessons, every Remove junior of
the West House was closely confined wilhin
the House. And much to the secret annoy-
auce of Sinclair, not one fellow had
attempted to ignore the order, He had
hoped to find excuses for applying his cane,
hut he had been given no such opportunity,

Sineclair’s reign was a drastic one.

He had becn appointed head prefect at
the beginning of term.  And during this
brief spell he had proved himself to be a
harsh, relentless dietator. Life in the West
House was something like a nightmare,
Sipelair was misuging his power, and the
imtoxication of it had got into his head.
Me was suffering from the delusion that he
could rule in any way he chosec. '

He was virtually the boss of the West
House. _

Mr. Beverley Stokes was a mere nonentiiy
these days. Although MHousemaster, hc
kept in the background, hardly ever mixing
with his boys. At one timé he had taken
a keen, active interest in the juniors. lie
had joined in their games, gnd they had
gone to him with their troubles. But this
term he did everything possible to avoid
them.,

And Sinclair was at the head of things,
For some reason which mystified the
juniors, Mr. Stokes was allowing this up-
start to control the very nerve centres of
the whole House. Sinelair’s was the final

word. Nothing could be done without his
consent. 'There was no higher appeal.

For such a man as Barry Stokes, the

~situation was intolerable.

But he was facing it bravely. Not one of
his boys realised the torture he was suffer-

ing. weggle Pitt and one or two others
had a vague =suspicion that Sinclair had

some hold over the Ilouseinaster.
after all, it was only a suspicion.

Mr. Stokes was merely biding his time.
He would never have submitted to this
form of blackmail if there was a possibility
of its permanency. But he was hoping to
be released almost any day.

During the holidays, Mr. Stokes had
visited a notorious night club in London—
nol. on pleasure bent, but in order to rescue
a young idiot from the disreputable place.
By pure chance, Sinclair had bheen there,
and had seen the Housemaster. And he
had made capital out of a purely innocent

affair.
For Mr., Stokes had

But,

given_ his word of
honour to seal his lips. Theé young fellow's
father had f{feared any scandal, and had
sworn Mr. Stokes to silence. So the House-
master dared not risk the chance of Sine.
clair spreading that story. It was innocent,
but it sounded guilly. And in the event of
an inquiry, Ar. Stokes would bhe in a hope-
less position, since he was bound by honout
to maintain silence,



to be released

IIe was waiting—waiting

from his promise. 3oth father and son
were abroad, and they were difficult to
lceate. But Barry Stokes was expecting a

development very soon. And then he would
be ready to deal with Guy Sinelair as the
young blackguard deserved.

In the meantime, BSinclair was making
hay while the sun shone. e had always
longed for power—Ffor unlimited authority.
And now he had gJot it! As a result, he
was turning the West House upside down.
~and steadily inspiring the whole ilouse with
a growing sense of revolt. His tyrannies
were not merely against the Remove. The
Third had suffered cruelly—for Sinclair and
henmore worked their fags like slaves.
Even Grayson and Shaw, of the Tifth, were
allowed to have fags under Sinclair’s
regime.  And these unfortunate youngsters

had never a minute to call their own. Sin-
clair’s c¢lique included Forrest & Co., and
they were all having the time of their
lives, They smoked in their studies as a

matter of course. They lounged into the
dining-hall at meal-times just when they
pieased. They went to bed at their own
Ihwurs, and got up conftemptuous of the
rising-bell. Tor Sinelair’s special sct  all
rules and regulations were placed at naught.
; But for the others the position was gal-
ing.

- In order {o show his power, Sinclair had
acted like a despot towards the Remove.
And he had succeeded {n upsetting prac-
tically every member of the Fifth and Sixth.
The whole House was against him-—against
Lim and the outsiders he had brought with
Lhim. But wnothing could be done, for Sin-
c¢izir was at the helm. _

At that moment Sinclair was sitfing in his
study talking to Kenmore. They had been
iscussing Handforth, and had decided that
it would be betlier to leave him severely
alone. <

““We're having enough trouble with these
infernal juniors here—without stirring up
that Ancient House crowd,'” growled Ken-
more, ¢Jt’s rough on you, Sinclair—your
nose is looking groggy £

“Leave my nose alone!” growled Sinclair,
“T'm fed up with all these juniors. They're
like a pack of monkeys! Even these fhree
in our own circle are too iolly sauey.”

“You mean TForresf and Gulliver
Pell 2 |

“0f course I do,” said Sinelair. ¢ Look
wviaat happened last night! We started that
Cheerio Club of aurs to get some sport at
cards.  And Forrest, the confounded cub,
Tooked me of seven quid!”’

*“Hang it, you can’t blame the kid!" pro-
tested Kenmoere. ““I( was an ordinary game
of poker—-%?

#*You naturally
cause you were on the winning side, too!”’
interrupted Sinelair. “But I wanted to
double that seven quid—and lost the lof.
Hang it, Kenmore, I'm nearly broke!l”’

and

excuse the beggars be-

“That’s a bit awkward,”” sai] Simon Een-
more coolly. 1 make it a rvule never to
lend anything, or I'd offer mm a pound or

two. I say, why aon’t you give these Re-
move Kids an option?’” he added, with u«
arin.

““ A what?”

“By gad, that’'s an idea!” went on Ken-
more, looking keen. f“They're prisoners,
aren’t they? Confined indoors for a week,
eh? Well, why not give thiem the option
of a fine? You ought to rake in a small
fortune!”

CITAPTER V.
THBIN ICE.

' UY SINCLAIR pursed
his lips, and shook
his head.

¢ Steady, old man,”
he said slowly., * That would
he sailing too near the wind,
wouldn't it?Y I've made up
my mind to force these kids into obedience,
but it's a different thing if I take their
mouney.?”’
“Who's to  Kkuoow??”
““You're broke, aren’t you?

asked Kenmore.
I was suggest-

ing a way of getting some cash. Look
at young Singleton, for cxample. He reeks

of the stufl, and he'd pay a fiver like a
bird. Get Lim in here, and tell him he can
have compiete freedom for five quid, pro-
viding he doesn't breathe a word to the
others. You can deal with some of the
other fellows in the same way, That young
chump of a Pippinten would pay a tenner
like a shot.”’

sSinclair’s eyes gleamed.

“There’s something in it’* he admitfed.
““ And continue a4 system of these fines, you
mean? Instead of a swishing or lines, get
out a graduated sehieme of fines? It’s worth
thinkirrg about, Kenmore!”’

“0Of course it 1s,” eaid the other. i
think you ought to give me a percentage
for suggesting 2

“We can leave that until later,”” inter-
rupted Sinclair. ¢‘There goes the breakfast-
bell, anyhow. Yes, by Jove, I'll get that
idea into working order! It’s pretty thinv
ice, but I think i1t’:l bear.”

They left the study together, .both of
them impressed by the possibilities of this
raseally suggestion. It had only occurred
to Kenmore by chance. Butlt Sinclair soor
recogunised the prospects. With unlimited
power, he saw no reason why he should
come a cropper. And much as he loved
persecuting the junior:, he was willing to
forgo this pleasure in certain cases if they
were willing to shell out, |

But nothing was done in the matter as
vet, Sinelair had no intention of rushing
into it recklessly. He was satisfied with the
way things were going. The juniors were
meek—resigned, even. That very afternoon

| the St Trank’s Junior Eleven was due to



Grammar  Scheol. And

LBannington
although Pitt was the best forward in the

play

Junior School, he had made no request for
fiberty. All the spirit zecmed to be kKnoceked
out of the juniors.,

If Sinclair had been a little less cgotiztical,

he would have recognised the danger
signals.  There \ms something  suspicicus
about the Remove’s tame submission. :

Immediately “Eter breakfast Dick Hamii-

ton & (}q. ame over {from the Ancient
House., Dick Hamilton—or Nipper, as most
of the fellows called him—was anxious

abhout the mateh., He was captain of the
Junior Eleven, and he was ‘very keen upon
Pitt and Grey playing. He wanted Single-
ton, toco. All three men were neces:ary.

Strangely enough, Haudforth took 1o parg
~in the momentous discussion. He had lost
all interest in foothall. lle had even taken
an intense dislike to his own chums, He
{:ad never credited how hateful they. could
e.

It was quite .the usual thmrr for them to
sally forth together. And as spon as break-
fast was finished, they found themselves
making for the fresh air. Chureh  and
MceClure elung to their leader like leeches,
At least, so Handforth felt. He didn’t
realise that they had always foHowed him
about in the same way. :

*“You chaps doing umthmg before 1les
cons?”? he asked cmelemlv “You'd hotter
o along to the study, and read, or sorue-
tlnmr 3 |

“But I thought we were going over to the
West House, with Nipper and those other
chaps?” asked Chureh,
on abouf this afterncon’s mateh., We've got
to get Pitt in the team somehow——

‘““Pon’t bother me with {rifles,” inter-
rupted Handforth.
“Trifles?” ejaculated MeClure, staring.

“Tt’s the most important subject under tlie
t;un" Bannington are hot thiz term, and
we’ve got to put all our hest men into the
team.”

“1 don’t think
musingly.

“PDon’t think it will what?’3

“It’s a bit threatening, but the rain
ought to hold off for an hour, at Jeast,”
went on Edward Oswald, “ Look here. you
chaps can buzz oiff! I'm going eut for a
little stroll. I want to think things out.”

it will,» said I_Iandtorth

“We'll all go together,” suggested
MeClure, '
“No, we won't!”? reoared Handforth.

“But, my dear chap——>

“If you tack on to me, U'll jolly well
Handforih broke off with a aulp, and
stared through the cpen doorway. Just

along the Triangle, a slim figure had come
into viecw. Mary Summers had left the
West, House, and was walking briskly to-
wards the gates.
Handforth gave one yell,
Church and McClure
moment, and then

and da_shed cut.
\\atched him _fOI‘ a
exchanged signiticant

““ There’s a big jaw |

e —

glances,  Words were  ulliecess The

sary.
thing was obviously getting secricus,
““ Awfully sorry, Miss Mary !’ panted Hand-

forth, as he ran up. “Two of the chaps
kept me——>
**Oh, yes, you'’re coming down to the vil-

smiled the girl.. “You

lage, aren’t you?” :
You might be

needn’t trouble, you Eknow.
late for lessons A

*T don't care!” sajd Handforth promptlv
i Tlley can give me a public flogging if they
like! It'll be worth it— 1 mean, a
chap’s got to be pollte to a lady,” he
added hdatl]v

They set off together, and bencath one of
the chestnut trees three youthiul faces
gazed at one another with even greater
significance than those glances of Church
and McClure.

“You heard that?»? said Willy Handforth
coldly. :

shak-

“He's

“ Every word !>* replied Juicy Lemon,
ing his head.

** Poor chap!”’ said Chubby Heath.
smitten !”?

Handforth minor, the self-appointed leader
of the Third, was in no mood for humour.
Indeed, there was a sad light in his eyes.
Ili'e had thought better of his major than
this. _

* It’s not merely an offence—it’s a crime!”
he said. ““Ted's willing to accept a flog-
aging—just so that he can walk with her
to the village and back! Why, it's one of
tlie worst cases on record.” -

“Pretiy awfol!” agreed Chubby solemnly.

“I've suspected this for two days,” weng
on Willy, with a fatherly air. “1've
watched the signs. The poor old ass has
been sickening for it since Thursday. And
what of Irene? My onl} nat! Fickle isn't
the word! The ch'lp nothing more nor
less than a giddy deserter!”

“0Of course, Irene doesn’'t really care two-
pence—"2 began Juicy.

“ That's mot the point,” interrupted Willy
curtly. “My major’s always gone a Lic
soppy about Irene. You can see it in his
giddy face when he meets her—at least,
vou could until now. But I’ll bet he could
pas3 Irene in the lane without even looking
at her! That’s the effeet of this new love!
I think something ought to be done about
it >

“ A fat lot we can do!” suid Chubby.
“ Besides, If vour major likes to be a
blithering idiot, it’s nothing to do with us.”

Wiily shook his head.

“That’s just where you're wrong,” he
said, with a firm note in his volce., **As
Ted’s brother, I look upon it as my duty
to see that he doesn’t get indo mizchief—-—-""’

“But he’s your major, you ass!’” said
Juicy, staring.

““That’s nothing—just =«
vears!” retorted Willy., <*Ted’s
than me, I'll agree—but he's
capable o¢f locking after himself
infant in a giddy kindergarten,

matter of
a- bit older
no more
than an
BeSideSs
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~what about lrene? It strikes me she ought
to know something about this defection.”

“This which?" asked Chubby.

¢ Defection.”

“I'll bet you looked that up in
tionary,”’ said Chubby, with a glare.
don't eveun know what it means!”

“* My poor chump, it means baek-sliding.”
said Willy patiently. <« What a life: 1
snend half my time looking after Ted, and
the other half teaching you chaps! What
~the dickens do you attend school for?”

““*1 don't see the point even now,” re-
murked Juicy, scratching his head. ¢ What
do you mean—back-sliding?”’

a dice-
* You

Wiily tapped Juicy’s head with rather
vnitecessary force. .
“Deal!™ he pronounced sadly. “But it

seemsz a bit too soft—I believe it’s only
cork

“Look here, vou ass
“Ted's back-sliding.
about lIrene, isn’t he?”
“ There's nothing official
course—theyv're not actually spoons—but
Ted's got a soft spot for her. 1 believe

he keeps a store of these giddy soft --pot~,,

when he forgets all
demanded Wiliy.
about it, of

you know. He’s a public .danger. He's
liabte to fall in love with any girl at
first sight. It's a terrible responsibility for
me. "

e S

CHAPTER YI.
LOOKING AFTER TED.

: ILLY’S assumption
of responsibility
for his major
tickled Chubby !

Heath and Juiey Lemon so

much that they cackled

loudly. They kept on cack-
ling until they suddenly ohxened a freez-
mg glare on their leader's face.
*Finished?™” asked Willy tartlv '
“Sorry!” gasped Chubby. * But it's too

jolly funn} —_"

** It only proves your low intellizence,” in-
t(lruptvi Willy. * You’re not even capable
of apprecmtm" exceptions. Mozt majors
have to look after their minors. Buf in

this case a minor's got to look after his
major.”
““You'd better let him hear you say that,”

grinned J uicy.

““ He'd get wild, of course—-but he knows
it, all the same,” replied Willy. < What
would Ted do without me? Imagine it!
Just think of him at St. Frank’s alcne and
unprofected: Why, before the term wus
out, he'd be completely out of control and
running wild. You don't know - what a
worry he is!?

““Well, we can't do anything now,” said
Chubby practicallv “It’s nearly time for
lessons, and I'm blessed if I'm going to

risk detention for vour fatheaded major!
I?qtt for that girl, she ought to know
etter!” ' f

Jdew

“Mary's all right,” said Willy,
usually take much notice of girls,
a bit -above the average. That's

“I don't
but she's
why I'nt

anxious about her, Ted’'s liable to make
himselt a bother. Besides, there's Irene.”
““By jingo, so she isY 77 said Chubhy,
nodding.
** Eh, where?”»

"Jubt passed the gates,” replied Chubby.
“Talk of angels, and they appeuar, sory of
thing!”

“Lume on—we’ll take advantage of thiz.”
sald Willy crisply. * We'll give Irene the
tip, ¢0 that she can know all about Ted's
love, Which way was she going?”

**Towards the village with some of (h%
other girls.”
““Better stilll” grinned Willy, as they

ran towards the gates.
the warning, and she'll catch Ted and Mary
red-handed! My hat! Just imagine the
way she’ll give him the bird!”

“It'll he the cold shoulder and the glassy
eye for your major,”” said Juicy,” with a
chuckle. "¢ No girl likes to he chucked aside
for another onc And Irene’s a bit of a
Tartar, I hear. She specialises in the frozen
optic.”’ | o -

Out in the lane, they beheld four of the
Moor View girls, about a hundred yards
away, proceeding towards the village, Willy
& Co, gave a ceries of cat- callq, and raced
up.

‘““Hold on!” said Handforth mmor breath-

““We cun give her

esly,  “Something to tell you, Irene.
bomethmrr lmpnrtdnt If you've ﬂot any
smelling salts handy, you'd better uncork
emi

Irene Manners and the other girls paused,
and looked at the fags with frwndh interest
—rof unnixed with a little suspicion. Dori;
Lerk ev gave Willy a very severe look.

“ None of yvour larks!”? “she said grimly.

“Larks?™ repcated Willy. ¢ We've got
some important news for Irene. Rather bad
news, In faect. I'm just wondering how I can
break it gently.”

“Don’t be a young duffer!” said Irenc.

“All rwht—-hwe it your cwn way,”” zaid
Willy, with a snort. “But I gave yvou a fair
wurning. Ted's gone down to the villude
with Mary." :

freae appeared callously una

“Who's Mary?"" she asked.

“Why, he must mean Mary Summers,””
put in Marjorie Temple. ¢ She’s a friend of
mine, you know—she’s staying with her aunt
and uncle at St. Frank’s, I'm going to
bring her up to the school to-morrow 2

“Oh! 8o Ted's gone down to the village
with hcr?“ smiled Doris. “Renie, this looks
serious.”

“You'd betfer make 1nqu1r1e
Winnie Pitt.

Irene Manners turded slightly pink.

“Why should I make inquiries?’” she
asked coldly. ‘Do you think I care ihere

Hected,

suggeste |
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Ted Handforthh goes, or who he goes with?
I wish you girls wouldn't be so silly!”

Willy grinned. .-

«* Not bad, but not good, cither,” he re-
marked. ** You can’t spoof us, Irene.”

“What do you meany”

¢ Come off  it!?  said  Willy calmly.
s Byerybody knows that Ted’s a bit gone on
you—or h¢ was until Mary came along. And
you were gone on him, too. So it's your
plain duty to chain him up again.”

“ You little wretch!’ shouted lrene, now
guite red. *Oh, you terror! Whoever heard
suech ridiculous nonscense??”

“Of course, we all know it’s nonsense,
but there’s no accounting for the path of
‘true love,” said Willy sagely, *“ As far as
I can see, it’s a pretty ftricky sort of

path—=?’
and [I'll

** Another
cricd Ireue. . |

“ Go ahead!”” grinned Willy. ¢ Personally,
I'm blessed if I can see anything in you
girls to rave about. I mean, you're only—-
Well, you’re only just girls. It fairly beats
me.”’

“Thanks awfuily,”” chuckled Doris.

“ No oifence, of course,”” went on Willy
kindly. *But when it comes down {o rock-
bottom, what on earth’s the good of you?
All you.do is to cost your people pots of
money for new hats and frocks, and I’ve
heard that you vse about four pairs of silk
stoeckings a week. Disgraceiunl, I call itl?”

The girls lost some of their smiles.

“Then again,” went on Willy, warming
to his subject, “what do you do o justify
your existence? Nothing! Even when you
play games, they're wishy-washy and tame.
You just walk about, and turn the heads of
It's getting a bit too

word, spank youl”

our poor majors, _ .
thieck., 1'm blessed if I can see why girls
are allowed to live. They're only a bother

to real people.”
Irene lost hier frown, and laughed heartily.

““That's just about enough of your kid-
ding, Willy!” she said. ““We ought to
know bhetter than to take any notice. As for
Ted, why should I care who he's gone to
the village with?# |

“Well, I've warned you, and I've done my
duty,” repiied Willy  “I'm jolly glad o
see that you'’ve got the right spirit. . I was
aiways puzzled about vyou, Irene, I could
never understand why vou were soft on Ted.
I'm glad to find you've got a bit of senge,”

tle nodded, and strolled back towards the
Triangle with his c¢hums. The girls looked
at one another, and burst into another
Iaugh. Irene laughed more loudly than the
cthers, and aflected an air of supreme in-
d:lference.

“‘f_It‘s no cood, old airl,”” grinned Doris.

"tn::u can't fonl uws with that detached air!
You're worried about Ted! Marjorie’s chum
has cut yen out. Just when he was coins
to Luy the ring, too!™’ i

‘“If you think that’s funny, i1 dJon't!”
said Irene frigidly [ think Ted Hand-
forth’s a perfect idiot! I've ulways thought
5017

But as the girls c¢oatinued their walk,
[rene was very thoaghtful and silent, As o

matter of faet, she actually did have a
particular liking for the aggressive Edward

Oswald. In spite of his many failings, she
admired his blunt directnesy—his straight-
forward honesty—Dhis  blundering, good-

natured ways. In many respects, landforth
was a hopeless «ss, but in many others he

was an exceedingly likeable fellow. There
was something remarkably human about
him,

But Irene wouldn’t let the others know
for worlds that she gave the maiter a
second’s thought. However, as they knew
she was thinking on the subject all the
time, this made a little dilference.

In the meantime, Handforth was not
exactly as happy as he had dreamed of
being, He had set out on that jaunt %o
the village with a fine disregard for time,
and with no thought of lessons. e had
even forgotien the Ifootball match for Lhe
afternoon, Detention would be disastrous,
for Handy was the juypior goalie. He had
a habit of concentrating on one subject, to
the exclusion of all others. Wiily always
declared that this had a simple explanation.
That a fellow’s brain risked undue strain
by thinking of two things at once,

Handforth, to be quite .painfully f{frank,
was lranging about in the Beliton High

Street, with twe huge parcels in his arms,
There was po sign of Mary., She was 1
Mr. Sharpe’s establishment, among the iron-
mongery, and Handforth had strict instrue-
tions to wait for her. Mary was evidently
a girl who believed in taking advantage of

her opportunities. Handforth was an ex-
cellent attendant when it came to carrying
things.

She had becn inio two or three shops
already, as evidenced hy Edward Oswald's
loaded condition. 1IIe had a hathox in one
hand, and two parcels in the other. Me was
vaguely fearing that she might be pur-
chasing a dustbin, or something. This
wasn't quite such a happy time, after ail.

On the way down, he had waxed enthu-
siastic on the subject of football, but Mary
had shown an absurdly keen interest in the
doings of Dick llamiltcn, the Junior Eleven’s
centre-forward., It appeared that she re-
garded the goalkeeper as a nonentity. And,
as everybody with a. grain of sense knew, the
gpalkeeper was the most important fellow
on the field. _

This sort of thing pained Handforth o
the guick. But Mary was such a ripping
girl that he, forgave her. Byt when she
started askig him about Dick’s nicknamo
of ¢ XNipper,” and of his aazsceiations with
the celebrated Mr. Nelson Lee, andforth
thought that it was a bit thick. Sbhe had



actually praiced Nipper to the skies for
being such a ‘.onder in the art of detection.
1..:-~, of course, was the limit.

It was an e\trdmdmary thing, but it
scemed an absolute fact that she hadn't
¢ven  heard of HHandforth’s  detective
abilities.  He was secretly staggered. Such

- a pretty girl, too! And sueh ignorance!
And now, to <ap it all, here he was,

couling his heels outside the ironmonger’s,
iris arms aching, and his shoulder itching
just where he couldn’t serateh it. It was a
rummy thing how a fellow’s shoulder 1tch ad
when he was carrying parcels,

The time was getting short, too. Iand-
forth didn’t worry much about this. e was
rather hurt because she had left him out-
side. And she had been very explicit, too.
That was the worst of it. Why, hang it,
the girl was simply using him as a tosl!
When she came out he'd jolly well tick her
(1.

CHAPTER VII.
ROGGH ON HANDY!

&t H, Brother Edward!™

Handforth turned

¥ i with a start, and

found William

{ Napoleon Browne regarding
him with benevolent interest.

The tall ¥ifth Former was

dressed with bis usual neatnees, and looked
particularly smart. His overcoat fitted him

I'ke a glove, and his boots glittered, and
bis topper gleamed. '
“I'm not ° Brother Edward'® to you!”

retorted Handforth grudifiy.

‘“ Rebuffed!”™ observed Browne,
sigh. ¢ Notwithstanding
my gareeting, I am rude] vy rebufied.
feur you are not in the best of
Brother Handforth,”

‘“3lind your own
forth  bluntly.

‘““While appreciating the justice of your
remark, permit me to deseribe it as some-
what «erude," went on Browne. ¢ Without
nelitg inquisitive, may 1 inquire the reason ;
for this thusness?® he added, indicating the
parcels, *“ A shopping expedition? A round
of Beliton'’s palatial stores? No doubi vyou
are awaiting the General Manager and the
Secretary?"

“Rats!" said Handforth.

¢eSuch an expression from the President
6T Meessrs, Handforth & Co. pains me exceed-
ingiy,” said Browne gravely.
that mattcra have been taking a somewhat

istorted course. I will leave you to your
troubles, Brother Handforth, and seek Mr.
Sharpe on the subject of razor blades. I
have officially learned that he is known

{“hruughout the district as the Safety Razor
ville, !

with a
the COIdldllt} of
ildm, I
gpirits,

business!”? said Hand-

“It is evident |

““What

the
safety razor Dblades?”
Cupiously.

dickens do you want vith

demanded Handforth

‘“ Ah, there we have a big subject,”” said
the Iifth-former beaming. “1t happem
t0 he Brotlhier Chambers' blrthda} to-morrey
and it also happens that sundry keen-e el
Iynxes have recently observed a suspicious
growthh on that portion of Brother Chawm.
bers’ physiognomy which, in another fellow,
would be the ¢hin. Hence my hunt for the
fungus-removens,”’

Browne bpassed into the shop, and a lighs
of understanding came into hs eyes when
he observed the trim, neat figure of Mary

Summers at the counter. Mr, Sharpe was
busily encasing a huge bird-cage in l‘rowu
paper. She turned and nodded.

“*0Oh, hallo!” sh2 greeted. “You’re
Browne, aren’t you??”

** In name only,” deelared William
Napoleon. ** A delightful surpricse, Misx
Mary. I gather that it is your serf who
awaits without?  Brother Ilandforth, |

regret to say, 1s bristling with impatience.”

*“1I don’t wonder at it,”” said Mary con-
tritely. **It’'s too bad! 1 only came for
some curtain pins, but I couldn’t resist this
bird-cage. © It'll make a nice present fur
Aunt Joyce.”

*“Not possessing X-ray eyes, I regret that
] cannot view the ftrophy,” said Browue
serrowfully. “Keen as my gaze is—we
Brownes are justly celebrated for our eye-
sight—it is incapable of penetrating brown
' paper.’’.

““You’'ll see it one day, I dare say,” re-
plied the girl, “I'm afraid Handforth will
be terribly angry with me—particularly when
Jask him to carry this cumbersome parcel.*

““ Brother Handforth,. I can assure you,
will go crazy with delight when he accepts
this added burden,’’ declared Browne. ¢ For
who would not be charmed to relieve fair
hands of sucn encumbrances?”

“You do talk, don't you?”

Browne winced.

‘““ A truthful observation, but somewhat
liuble to be taken in more ways than omne,’

asked Mary.

Ihe said. ‘1t has been justly said that we
Brownes — But stay! Yet  another
cntomor' Undoubtedly business is boom-

ling this morning. You will observe that
Rrother Sharpe is already making lightning
mental calculaticne of his  prospective
profits.” . ’

The newcomer was Nipper, He  entered
with a rush—fairly dashing into the shop in
& breathless condition.

“Some kettles, Mr. Sharpe—quick!” bhe
said erisply. “I've just got time to da:zli
back before the eecond bell—— Hallo!
Didn't know you were here, Browne! Good
morning, Miss Mary!”’

Nipper pulled his cap off with great
promptitude, and Mary gave him one of her
friendliest smiles. In fact, it was even more
friendly than any of the smiles she had




bestowed upon the other Tfellows. She re-
cognised Nipper at once, although she had
never been actually introduced to .him.
Being an Ancient House Itellow he was
aturally outside her uncle’'s circle.
Browne realised the situation in a flash.
“Let me do the honours,” he suggested
promptly, * Miss Mary Summers—Mr.
Richard Hamilton. In case you are unaware
of the fact, Miss Mary, our friend readlly
answers to the name of XNipper. He i3
locally known as the World’s Youngest
Sleuth., In addition to these accOmpHah-
ments, he is the champion centre-forward
of the Junior School, the holder of the
running and swimming ch ympionships, and
in the hoxing ring 11e is second to none.

Even the redoubtable Brother -Lawrence
fails to sing in his bath after an encounter
with Broth’er Nipger. In a mord the
Marvel of the Age.”’ .
Nipper turned Ted. w5
“You funny "ass!” he snérted. “What’s

the idea of talking rot like phat 7
“But it's true, isn't 69" asked Mary.
“Of course it isn’t, Miss Mary!” growled
Nipper. | -
Browne reeled back in horror.
“Alack!” he groaned. “The
Browne veracity is doubted.”
“Nothing of the sort,”’ said Mary. “It’s
only Nipper’s modesty. It’s no good, Dick
Hamilton,” she went on, regarding him
sternly, “I’ve heard
from {he West House fellows. It's a2
wonder to me you don’t get swelled head.”

“It’s a wonder to me the chaps can’t
find something better to talk about!” said
Dick, t’rdwnmg. “Awfully sorry, Miss
Mary, but ‘I wish you wvouldn’t chip a
fellow 1iKe that. Besides, I can't beat
Lawrence, - He's the school’s champion hoxer
among the juniors. Any chance of carrying
anything home for you?”

“Well, I"'ve promised Handforth——?*

“0Oh, yes, I saw him waiting outside!”
nodded Nipper, “Well, I shall have to get
that kettle, or I'll .be late. Tommy Watson
left our old one on the ring this morning
and ‘burnt the hottom out of it.*’

Browne made his excuses and departed.
When he got to the door he found a face
peering thronwh the glass at him, a face
'{nfﬂ a ﬂ'lttened nose, Browne started
yae

“You must forgive my hesitation, Brother
Handforth,” he said, opening the door.
“Under normal conditions vour face is
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vaguely recognisable as a human -accessory
but when pushed against £°glass door—-"
“You leave my face alone!™ hissed
Handforth. “What’s Nipper doing in there?
I knew it. By George! Talking to Mary,
And I’'m stuck out here in the cold—
He was about to pu:jl past, hut Browne

held him back.

“A fatal step, Brother Ted!’ he said
ﬁrml%r. ““ Indeed, a disastrous one.  The
slightest, rewld'{lon of jealousy, -and jyou

In these try-

mll tindoubtedly bBe undone.
hope lies in

ing cireumstances your only
agaumed indifference.”
Handforth paused.
“But that bounder is talking to her!’?
he breathed.
.“Do nothing for the moment,” urged
Browne. *“Later we will acquaint Scotland
Yard of the fact, but we must have the
evidence. Such erimes a3z thesé are difi-
cult to bring home to the criminal.”

He closed the door, and Handforth had
a last glimpse of Mary talking animatedly
to Nipper. Both were Ieaning against the
courniter, inspecting sundry kettles, and were
getting on famously.

“They're as thick as thieves!” muttered
Handforth huskily.

“Further evidence that Sceeotiand Yard will
be needed,” nodded Browne., “Heed. the
words of an expert, however, and assume an
air of careless ease. Girls, Brother Hand-
forth, are strange creatures. One gleam
of anger in your eagle eye, one glimpse
of the green- eyed monster and you are in
the soup.”?

“Who's a
Handforth.

But Browne, with a benevolenf nod, had
passed on down the High Sifreet. His words
sank info Edward Oswald’s - brain.
Perhaps he was right. Mary woald only
ntisunderstand if he—Handforth—charged
into the shop and knocked Nipper out with
one blow. She avouldn’t appreciate the
So Handforth waited.

Within the shop Nipper selécted his
kettle, and- it was wrapped up. This was
the ﬂrst time he had actpally spoken to
and he was learning something
which several of the other fellows had dis-
covered. Somehow she wag different from
other girls. Not only was she ocharming,
but her voice was too sweef for words. 4nd
she seemed so frank and friendly, too.

Nipper had often been chipped because he
took no interest in any partleular girl. But
judging by the way he took to Mary
Sumiera, there was every chance that his
indifference would soon ba a thfag of the
past. And Mary told herself quite candldlv
that she liked Nipper better than any of
She had thought Reggie Pitt

green-eyed monster?” roared
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an excentional fellow, but Reggle now took | Miss

a back seat.

As for ¥Handforth he was {airly left
standing.
CHAPTER VIIIL. :
NIPPER'S DILEMMA.
N fact, he waz still
sfanding when  Dick
Hamilton and  Mary
came out of  Mr.
Sharpe’s establishment.

There was an expreszion of
bottled-up impatience on his
his  eyes smouldered with

and
jenlonsy,

00,

her

me  to

Mary  asked

"

carry
parcels-—-—

“0Oh, but why should you take them all%"
asked the girl. “Let me have the hat-box,
and you take this kettle. Dick can ecarry
the cage.”’

*Dick!” repeated Handforth in a hollow
voice.

It was a stunning blow to him. She had
alwayvs addressed him by his zurname. And
yvet she *gras addressing Nipper in the most

The punch landed squarely on Sinclair’s nose, and the prefect reeled over
backwards, tripped, and crashed headiong.

“We shall have to buek up.’’” Nipper was
saving. “I'm afraid we can’t do it—7"

“That’s all right,” interrupted Mary.
“T'll have a word aith Uncle Barry about
tt, and he'll put your Form-master in good
temper. Oh, here you are!” she added fo
Edward Oswald. “Thanks awfully for wait-

ing. It was too bad of me to——"
‘ “Not at all!”* burst out Handforth., “I
naven't noticed the wait at all. It seems

that you haven't bheen gone more than a
minute. DMore parcels? Good! Hand ’em
Qver!™
“That's all right,”” smiled Nipper. “I'll
carry these.”
“No Fou

won't!” roared Handforth.

| parcels, you Kknow.

intimate fashion after a few minutes’ chat.
“Oh, he doesn’t mind?!’’ said Mary.
“Not a bit,” agreed Nipper. “In fact, 1
like it.” '
“My name's Ted!” roared Handiorth.
“Then I'll call you Ted,” laughed the
girl. “We don’t want any jealousy, do we'
Now about these parcels—="’

“I'm going to take them all,” insisted
Handforth. “It’s not likely I'm going to
let this fathead butt in—"

“My dear chap, I wouldn’t dream of it.”
grinned Nipper. “You can take the Ilot,
and welcome. It's no good, Miss Mary.
He’s an awfully keen chap on carrying
Better give way)”



. to think of it.
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““If he really likes i{——7

“1Ie loves it. 1t’s his favourite hobby.”

Handforth was triumphant. All the
parcels were given to him.

“Buf you mustn’t call me  Miss Mary,”*’
said the girl. “It’s absurd, when you come
We're all friends, aren’t
we? But let’s hurry back as fast as we
ean.” -

She and Nipper started off down the High
Street, and Handlorth dimly suspected that
his vietory wasn't so overwhelming, after
all.  He was liferally overwhelmed with
packages, even including XNipper’s Kkettle.
FFortunately he didn’t know it was Nipper’s,
or it would have been in the gutter in two
seconds.
© They weren’t particularly heavy, but they
were very awkward. It happened. that
Handforth was very awkward, too. An
uneventful journey was too much to be
hoped for. After about five yards, the
birdeage came Onhitched, and half drepped.

With a wild dive Handforth attempted to
save it, and the hat-box fell. At the same
moment he lost his balance, and:sat:down
with a erash on the pﬂement. He vanished
heneath the mountain of parcels. -

Curiously enough neither Mary nor Nippper
noticed the disaster. They were walking
on qguite unconcernedly,

“Hi!’? howled Handforth.
iimme a hand

He pulled himself up with a jerk. It
wouldn’t do to let Mary hear him talking
in that way. Not that Mary heard any-

“You rotter!

thing. She was still walking on, talking
enthusiastically about the forthcoming

mateh with Bannington Grammar School.

Handforth picked himself up, took a step
or two after the others, and paused. He

couldn’t very well leave the parcels on the |

pavement. DBut hang it, they were getting
further away all t‘he time. And he had
deliberately asked for the parcels.

Something was .decidediy wrong,
vague sort of way Handforth realised that
he was nothing more nor less than a make-
shift.  Why, she wasn’t even thinking
about him, Nipper had pushed him into the
hackground. For the first time in his life
Handforth’s feelings towards Nipper were
ones of deep and overwhelming hatred.

At the end of the High Street there was
a short pause, - Nipper and Mary en-
caountered the four Moor View girls. And
Irene Manners breathed very hard to her-
setf, but said nothing. She greeted Mary
nth much cheermess So Willy had been
fnoling her. It wasn’t Handforth at all,
but Nipper!

A Tew minutes later, however, Irene &
Co. came upon the unfortunate Edward
Oswald far in the rear. He was almost in-
visible behind the barricade of packages.

In at

“Great pip!” he groaned, as he ran full
tilt into them.
+Just a little shopping, Ted?” asked

Irene smoothly.
“Only a few parcels,” replied Handforth,

trying to speak -carelessly. “Can’t sto*)
EU“-—ﬂldte already. Awfully sorry, Irene,
ut—-*2

“That's all right,” interrupted Irene,

“I wouldn’t dream of delaying you.”’

Just for a second Mandfoerth felt warmed
towards her. After sceing Mary go off
with Nipper he realised that Irene was a
jolly nice sort of girl, after all. But the
iciness in her tone chilled him. Ile
staggered on, moody and dcpressed.

Nipper, in the meantinie, was talking
to Mary in a very serious vein. MHe was
discussing the afternoon’s match. And

Mary’s interest in foothall was so keen that
he found himself talking in the same way
as he would bhave +talked ta Bools or
Christine, or any of the other fellows.

There was every reason for gravity, too.
Owing to the tyranny of Sinclair, two of
the Junior Eleven's most valued players
would not bhe able to figure in the match,
and Nipper was sorely troubled as 1o the
substitutes he would play.

Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey were the two
wing forwards—outside-leff, and outside-
right respectively. They hoth bhelonged to

the West House, and were beoth included
in Sinclair's bhan. They were confined
within doors. Even an impeortant foothall

fixture made no difference to RSinclair., Dick
Hamilton had argued with him in vain.
Mary was greatly indignant, and promised
to speak to her uncle about it. But
Nipper advised her not to. There was no
reason why Mr., Stokes should be worried.
Besides, Pitt and Grey had virtually
decided to slip off at the last minute and
risk the consequerces.

“Sinclair can’t actually chain them dow n,
you know,” explained Nipper., “And he
can’t lock them up in a ceil.”’

“But what about when they come back?”
asked the girl

“Well, they'll face the musie, that’s all,”
replied ‘\T:pper “Sinclair can't do much
worse than give them a swishing, and
they’ve both prepared for that. The gane
will bhe worth it.>?

“But it’s so outiageous!” protested Mary
indignantly. “I can’t understand why
uncle allows that awful boy to be head
prefect. He is a dreadful person. I loathe
him?!*’ _

“You’re not the only one, then,” said
Nipper grimly. *“Unless things ch'mrre very
quickly, Mary, there’s going to he ..ometh:nﬂr
approaching rebellion in the West House.”

“That’ll be exciling,” she declared keenly,

“That’s the worst of it—if’'s your House,
you know.”
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“ The worst of it?" she echoed. “1 think
ir': the bhest of it. I'd just love to be
-nuixed up 1 a rebellion or a barring-out,
or :omething jolly of that sort. I'd help,
top

b L)'}.
Ninner.
they'il

Jove, T believe you would!'’ smiled

“Well, there’s no telling. Perhaps
need some help. Of course, if it
comex fo a cerisis, we Ancient House fellows
will back them up to the limit. It's not
exactly our affair, but we all belong to
the Remove, And we're all down on
despotizsm.”

Mary's eves gleamed.

‘““ And do you really think it will come to
a hurring@ut‘»‘" she asked breathlessly.

“ Well, quite privately, just between our-
selves, I do,” replied Nipper, 1 don't see
any other solution. Sineclair's dug bhimself
in. e’z an  established dictator. The
ionger he rules, the stronger he gets. But
he's only got to arouse the fellows to a
certain pitel, and they’ll turn him out neck
and crop!” -

“But that wouldn't mean a
would it?"

“ When the juniors of a Mouse piten their
Lead prefect cut, it’s a pretty serious state
of affairs,’” replied Nipper. “ 1t means ex-
pilsion for the ringleadeirs. and floggings all
round for the others, unlesz they go the
whole hog, and defy authority completely.
17 1 know anything about Reggie Pitt, he’ll
#o the limit.”

‘“I believe he will., too,” said Mary tensely,

“Jt’s the only safe way,” nodded Dick.
“You see, it’'ll mean a big flare-up—an
inquiry by the Head, and an exposure of all
tiw tyranny, And if the fellows can prove
vhat they were justified, Sinelair will get
tiie sack, and everything elze will earry on
s usual, So when the flare-up comes, it's

pretty certain to be a big one.”

They had reached the gates by this time,
sl were so engrossed in their conversatijon
that the last lingering thought of Handforth
had left their minds. Nipper hurried off to
tiie School House, morning lessons having
already commeneed, and Alary Summers
turm"htfulh wended her way to the West
}[HTI'«E‘

It waszn’t until she wag actually
thiat  she remembered her parcels. She
came to a hait, startled and alarmed: then,

nnning out, she found Mandforth wearily
plodding  across the Triangle.

“0Oh,”” she exelaimed, running up—
T, I'm 30 sorry!”

All Handforth’s misery vanished in a
dasli. Iler tone was so contrite that Hand-
forth’s heart jumped wildly.

Sorey?” he said  cheerfully,  “ What

this

barring-out,

indoors

~.0h,

HETENTS § Al

“You've carried
Bar !y
A pleasure, T aszszure jou,”
#iaadforth eagerly. *‘.Amhnv. I dished
Nipper out of his share, didn’t 1Y Like his
nerve to push forward! Where do you want
@il these things?*

these parcelz all

interrnpted

“1f you’ll put them on the West Hoase

steps, T'll get the pave-boy

* Not likely!"" interrupted Edward O=xwald.
“I'll take ’em right indoors for vou. No
trouble at all! An honour.”

Ten minutes later he dashed into the
School House, late, but bappy. There was
Nno new kettle in Study C that day. Mary

had certainly instructed Handforth to retain
that particular parcel, and toe band it over
to the right quarter.

But Handforth must have made a mistako.
For some strange reason, he took the right
quarter to be a diteh. It made little differ-
ence, anyhow, since the kettle was a mere
chunk of battered tin. Even the most ser-
viceable kettle is inclined to give up the
struggle when a fellow of Handforth's
weight jumps upon it four times in rdpid
succession.

CHAPTER IX.

SINCLAIR'S LATEST.
v ICKY JONES, of tilie
Third, put his head
: into Study N, in the
Remove passage of
the West Mouse. Morning
lessons were over, and the
. lion. Douglas Singleton was
at home. ;
“Sinclair  wants you, Singleton,” said
Dicky.
“Let Lim want!” retorted the Hon.
Douglas gruifly.
e« sayv, you'd better g0,”” protested the
fag. “It doesn’t do to defy that beast!

He’'ll only drop on you.”

“He’s not an emperor, to command his
giddy subjects to appear before him just
when he pleases,” growled the Hon. Douglax,
“I'm busy. Anyvbody might think we were
living in the times of ancient Rome, and
that Sinclair was the head of a tribunall®

“More like the Spanish Inquisition!” said
Dicky Jones, with a confidential air. “The
man’s an awful brute! Young Butten anid
I haven't had a minute's peace for days!
Our lives are haunted. Button wakes up in
bed at night. and sees Sinelair's face.™

““ Are you two his fags?”

“Yes—worse fuek!”

“Poor kids!™ sald the Hon. Douglas syu-
pathetm.all,\. “Jt's a wonder you don’t put
poison -in his tea, or something. Why not
trv a few bombs under the studx table?*

“JIt's no good—we're slaves said Dichy.
““He works us to the boge. We haven't haid
a minute of spare time for ages. But look
here, you know, he’s waiting for you!™ he
added anxiously. *1I shal get the blame if
yvou don’t turn up. Be a sport, _mgleton'“

“0h, in that case I'll dodge along/” =u'd
the Hou. Dougias, < If you zee Hussi I\h.i'i
in the Common- room, tol! him I'll be out it
two jitfz, He's e\pectmﬂ me, I believe.’

Singleton went off to the Sixth Form Pas-

sage, and entered the head prefect study.
He wondered what particular crime he had



A

committed, for he concluded that he wasg
whout to be placed on the carpet.

Guy Sinelair, however, was looking very
pleazant when the Removite walked in.

“Oh, here you are, Singleton!? sald ‘the
head prefect genially, ¢ That’s right—shut
tiie door. Sit down. I just wanted to have
a little private chat with you. Cigaretie?’”

sinclair was smoking, and he oifered the
fion. Douylas his box., But the junior shook
his head and glared. Ile wasn’t deceived
by this display of assumed good-nature.

«« Take your rotten cigarcttes away!®’ he
retorted.  ** What's the idea, Sineclair?
What's the mecaning of this treacly busi-
ness? You're as sweet as honey to-day.
You can’t spoof me.”

Sinclair frowned.

“ That’s enough of that!” he growled.
“Tven when 1 try to be pleasant, you show
vour infernal nerve! No wonder you Remove
fellows are always getting it in the neck!
You're gated for a week, aren’t you?”

o Gated isn’t the word,” said Singleton
bitierly. * What about it? I suppose you're
csoing to double it or something?”’
© *XNo, I'm not,” said the head prefert,
“The detention doesn't end until next
Thursday—that’s about five days. Well, I
thought perhaps you’d like your freedom
straight away.”

The Ilon. Douglas raised his eyebrows.

“What on earth put that idea into yaur
head?” he asked, in surprise. “I thought
vyou knew that we juniors are just crazy
about this detengion. Freedom? Who wants
more freedom than we’ve got in the West
Honse 7 -

Singleton’s ironic tone caused the senior to
leap to his feet with a savage exclamation.

The sarcasm was a deliberate aliront, as,
indeed, Singleton had intended it to be. But

the Sixth-Former pulled himself up.

“Very funny, aren't you?” he snpapped.
“ Confound you, Singleton! There's no necd
to adopt that injured attitude. I want to
know if you’d like complete freedom for the
rest of your detention?”

“Why ask  unncccessary
arowled the lion. Douglas.

i “‘.}:ell, you can bhail yoursclf out if you
ixe,

“Bail myself out??”
staring,

** That's what I.8ald.”

“RBut 1T don’t understand!”’

“Nothing muech to understand, is there?"
asked Sinclair imipatiently. “ As head pre-
tect, I've got the power to deal with you
juniors as I think fit. Well, T don’t want
to he too harsh, so I'm inclined to give you
a chance. I've fixed your bhail at five pounds.
Hlapd over that sum, and the detention
ends,”?

The andacity of the suggestion nearly took
Singleton’s breath away. The head prefect
had altered the scheme slightly. He had
thought it over since Kenmore had first
mooted the suggestion, and he had con-
cluded that “bail ¥ sounded better than
“tine.”” The junior sat there and stared.

questions??”

repeated Singleton,
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do

“Bail?** he repeated., < What
think we are—prisonersy??

‘““Don’t he a young ass—"

“JIs this a polce-court, or something?”
went on Singleton. __

“You don’t understand,” growled =Siu-
clair. *“As a matter of discipline, I've got
to maintain a punishment once it's been set,
But some of you fellows might like to take
advantage of a loophole. IFive guid bail will
set you free.”

“You’ll make a nice little fortune at this
rate, won't you?" asked the Hon. Douglas.

“Youn young fooll’? snorted Sinclair,
“The money isn’t for me. It’s just a way
of raising funds for the Senior Sports Club.
Besides, there's no guarantee that 1 can
retain the money.”

“How’s that?? .

“Well, I've worked out a gradualed
system,” replied the West House skipper.
“Irive days—five pounds. If you like fo
surrender on Monday, you get three quid
back. Or you can bail yourself out now
and surrender this evening, and you’ll have
the whole fiver again., Or, to put 1t more
clearly, I shall hold your nDloney as a
guarantee of good conduet.’*

“It sounds rather good,’ mnodded Single-
ton slowly.

“ Good I echoed the prefect. ¢ You ought
to be jolly thankful I'm so lenient! I've
got to safeguard myself, of course., And,
by aceepting bail, I shall make certain that
you’ll behave yourselves.” '

“And you’ll be the judge, I supposc?”
asked the Hon. Douglas dryly. " Supposing
I hand you five quid bail now, and surrender
to-night, where's my guarahtee that you
won't pinch half of it for Supposed bad con-
duct? You're in such a posifion that you
can fake up any oild charge you like. You
f_‘ﬂ_'ﬂ’ﬁ kid me, Sineclair! There’s a cateh in
it !>

Sinclair frowned, ,

““You're under no aobligation to talke
advantage of the bail!?”? he snapped,
“There’s no compulsion about it. You un-
grateful young rotter! You can get out of
this study as soon as you like!?”

“* Then you don’t want my fiver?®

“YT don't want your nerve!? retorted Sin-

clair sourly.

e was rather startled by the Hon.
Douglas’ shrewdness. Both the junior and
the senior understood one anotlier perfectly,
aud it was this which irritated Sinelair. Ile
had heen expecting to hoodwink his intended
vietims. . :

Once they paid the money over, he would
take good care thal they never saw the
colour of it again. From his point of view
it was a beautiful schemé, They would pay
him bhail, and =secure t{heir freedom from
detention. But if they surrendered them-
selves at any time, he could easily repudiate
the liability by faking up a false charge of
had comdnet. And he was in such a stromy
pasition that he feared nohody. '

Even if the fellows talked, it would make
no ditference. The matfer wasn't likely to

you
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get beyond the Housemaster, and Guy Sin-
clair was so sure of his safety that he was
contemptuous of Mr. Slokes. If the aflair
reached the Head's ears by a roundabout
route—we]l, he could easily make out that
there wadn't a word of truth in it. Nobody
would have any actuai proof, And the Head
would never accept the word of a junior
against that of a prefect.

singleton was not deluded. He kneyw that
this talk of bail was a kind of bluff. He
believed that he would gain his liberty by
paying over five pounds, but he was under
no delusion regarding the recovery of the
money. All the same, he decided that it
was werth it. Singleton had so much gpare
cash that a fiver was scarcely noticed. The
cunning prefect could not have chosen a
better dupe to start with.

““Well,” he asked at length, “are ¥you
going to ‘get out, or do vou waut to take
arfvantage of this chance?”

“ This fiver will bail nxe out completelv?™

“0Of course it wil.” '

“* U'ntil the end of the detention?™

“Until next Thursday,” nodded Sinclair.

“ And then, I suppose, you’ll detain me for
another week, and allow me to baill myself
out for another fiver?”

“You infernal young 4

“Keep your hair on!” grirned Singleton,
“Iere's your money. But I’d just like yon
to know that I'm not a nmaug. This makes
nie safe, doeszn’t it? 1 ean go out of the
Houze, and réam just where I please?”

Sinclair picked up the fiver and pocketed |

if. :
“You can go to the deuce!™ he retorted.
“But remember the geod conduet clause.
Any funny business, my lad, and this bail
is forfeited. You’ll be In detention again
in two ticks!”?

“T'll  be careful,” said the junior,
“Thanks awfully, Sinclair. By Jove, it'li
he a bit of a change to get out into the
open again”

ile nodded, strolled to the

door, and

departed.

CHAPTER X,
BAILED OUT.

EGGIE PITT shook his
head warningly.
“That’s a bit

risky, Duggy!” he
said, wagging his finger,
“Youwll have Sinclair down

" ou you like a ton of bricks.
You musin’t go roaming about the Triangle
a3 though you were a free agent! We West
House chaps are serfs of the feudal lord.
I shouldn’t be surprised if he gave you the
lash.”?

~ingleton grinned.

“It’s all right.” he cxplained.
bailed myself out.”

Regoie Pitt and Jack Grey stared. They
were standing in the doorway of the West

“JI've

House, and the Hon. Douglas had just come
in.
“ Bailed yourself out?”’ repeated Pitt.
“I'm frightfully dull this morning, My brain
refuses to work., What, exactly, is the
idea?” '
Ou*t'__;_l’{'m’en’t you heard of pcople being bailed
. f“He's kidding us!” growled Jack., * Chuck
it, Singleton!™

“My dear asses, it’s easy,” smiled the
Mon. Douglas, “ Sinclair set my bail at five
pounds, and I paid up. I'm pot in detention
now—I'm as free as the air, A horrible
svindle, of ccurse, and Sinclair’s a direct
descendant of Jack Sheppard. Bat it's fine
to be iree again.”

The junior skipper looked grim.

““Are you serious?” he asked. ‘¢ Are you
standing there and truthfully telling me that
you've hailed yourself out of detention for
live quid?”’

Singleton nodded.

“ Bara-faced burglary, isn't it?" he grinned.
“0Of course, I've been using Sinclair's terms.
All that pifle about bail is just a cloak.
To put it bluntly, he’s raocked me of five
guid in return for tny liberty. But we
blcated millionaires can afford it. 1've never
known money to be®so handy.”

The Hon. Douzlas was speaking earnestly,
too. The West House fellows had been under
Sinclair’s tyranny for so long--at least, it
secmed an age to them—that it was a per-
fectly wonderful experience to wander in the
Triangle, unfecarful of a curt summons to a
little cane-party in Sinclair’s study.

And there were other glories in prospect,
too. The matceh that afterncon.  Singleton
would now be able to go over to Bannington
with the {ecam. The other West House
fellows were aill sending up a kind of
unanimous groan over that football match.

““1 say, this i3 a bit steep,” declared Pitt,
when he had heard the details. ¢ By Jove,
what a cunning fox! He’s got the nerve to
call it bail, too! Contributions to the Senior
Sports Club! Ye gods and little haddocks!
Did vou ever hear of such a nerve?”

«“It's certainly the limit,” agreed Single-

€2

ton. “ But you don’t blame me, do you?

«“Ayv hiat, no!” replied Pitt. “With a
pocket-hook full of fivers, you couldn’t very
well resist the temptation. But Jack and I
aren’t padded with the stuff like you. I doubt
if we could rake up ten bob between us. So
what chanee do we stand?”

“I’ve only gob sevenpence-halipenny ! said
Jack Grey gloomily, “I've got a big re-
mittance in prospect—it ought to he here to-
morrow. But that's no good for this aftcr.
noon’s mateh, is it2”

Singleton started.

¢ This afternoon’s match, eh?” he sald,
with a whistle. “ By gad, and you two
fellows are in our regular forward line!™

“We shall lose without Reggie being in the
team,” grunted Jack. “I'm not so im-
portant—but Reggie's the chief man in the
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Couldn’t

Lven
we rake up enough to bail Reegie out?”

team ! Nipper admits that.
¢« Nothing easier,”” said Singleton promptly,
pulling out his wallet.

“Rats !’ grunted Pitt. * Awxfully decent
of you, Duggy; but nothing doing!”

“ Ay dear chap—a mere fiver

“] can’t atford to owe you five quid,”” said
P’itt, shaking his head.

“Buat it’s only bail,”? insisted Singleton.
“1f you surrender yourself after the mateh
we shall get the fiver back.” -

“That's a different story to the omne you
told two minutes ago,” grinned Pitt. *It’s
no good, old man, You know as well as 1
do that once the cash has passed into the
Clutehing Hand, we shall never see it
again, And I can’t owe you a fiver, 1
shouldn’t sleep at night.”

The Hon. Douglas gave it up.

““Chaps like you ought to be forced!” he
growled. “I’ll tell Nipper about this, and see
what can be done. And if he bails you out
—well, you’ll have to' play in that match.
You can’t ignore yvour skipper’s orders.”

“Yon silly ass: if you start anything—

Reggie Pitt broke off, frowning. The Hon.
Douglas was already down the steps, and
hurrying towards the Ancient House. And
Pitt couldn’t very well follow, hecause Ken-
more was in sight.

“J say, you chapsw—something important!”’
exclaimed Singleton, as he hurried up to a
aroup i Anctent House {ellows near Big
Arch. ‘Do you wanut Pitt and Grey to play
this afternoon?”

The group consisted of Diek Hamilton,
Tommy Watson, and Handforth & Cn. As
it happened, they were in the midst of a
discussion concerning the match. And
Nipper had arrived at no solution to the
problem,

“Want them to play?” he repeated.
“They're about our only chanece of winning!
Of course, we shall he {fairly strong without
them, but the Grammar School is fiery hot
this term. We need every ounce of strength
to heat them on their own ground.”

“IFor ten guid voun can have both Pitt and
Grey,"”” said the Hon. Douglas.

He proceeded to explain the situation, and

the _Ancient Houge fellows listened with
arowing astonishmend. Handforth, indeed.

hecame very excited.

“Why, it’'s rebhery—it's a swindle!” he
rnqlieal. ““Have you paid that beast five
guld——
_.‘-‘No need to vell, old man,” interrupted
Sinzleton. ¢ You'd have done 3u~>t the same
in my position. It’s only a temporary affair,
anyhow. We shan’t stick Sinelair for long
—he’s riding for a fall all the time. Bnt
when there’s a chance of buying a little
liberty——""

“By George,” breathed Handforth. *<it's
about the nerviest thing 1 ever heard of 17

“ Absolutely ! agreed Archie Glenthorne,
who had joined the group. “I mean to savy,
gnod zad! The foul blighter looks upen him-

32

self as a sort of emperor, or something of
that sort. He'll start taxing things npext,
what?”

“I shouldn't be surprised,” nodded Single-
ton., ¢ But that's not the po;nb You fellows
need Pitt and Grey pretty badly, and a
tenner will bail them out. Why not chance

it? I'll stand the racket.”

“ Absolutely not!"”’ put in Archie. “Leave
it to me, laddie—-"

“I'm a West House chap, and it’s my

privilege,” interrupted Singleton. < What do

vou say, Hamilton? Shall we go and see
Sinclair?”
Nipper considered for a few moments. He

hated the thought of surrendering to this
iniquitous proposition—but he badly wanted
Reggie Pitt’s services. And Jack Grey was
a wonderful wing forward, too. There wasn'd
anybody who could really fill his plkice. And
with Nipper it was sport first, and other
considerations afterwards.

“Iang it all, we'll try it!”’ he umd ¢ Per.
haps we can turn the tables on the bounder.
The main thing is to get those chaps hailed
ouft. After the mateh we'll settle tie
account.”’

“RBy George—rather!” agrecd Handforih
grimly. “If Sinclair won’t produce the bail-
mouey, we'll go through his beastly pockets!
Why not defy him, anyway?"

“It’ll he a lot hetter 1o do it this way.”
replied Nipper. *“Defiance is a pretty costly
business in the West House. We can’t afford
to take any risks. Come en, Singleton--let’s
go and interview the rajah.”’

“@Good man!” said the
heartily.

Handforth wanted to go, tso,
persuaded to stay behind. Before they
reached Sinclair’s studyv, Nipper was con-
vinced that -he was dmnﬂ the right thing,
If there was any pn-mhle way of oh'rmnmw
the services of Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey, he
was justified in taking it. And it was far
better to gain the end.by peaceful methods.

Guy Sinclair was still alone in his stndy
when they walked . He looked rather
astonished when he saw the Ancient House
junior captain.

“What are yvou doing in this House?" he
asked sharply,

“We've come to bail ovt two more of your
prisoners,” said Singleton, bhefore Nipper
could reply. ‘“Here’s vour ten quid., Pitf
and Grey are now at liberty, I take it?”

Sinclair pushed the money away,

“You’'d bhetter think again,” he said coolly.
“That money’s no good to me. TI've set
Pitt’s bail at fifty pounds, and Grey’'s bhail
ot twenty-five.  Theyv're the ringleaders of
mischici“ in this House, and T can't take any
risks.’

The two jumors stared in startled aston.
ishment.

¢ Seventy-five -pounds!”
“ Why, you grasping rotter,
sheer robbery 2

“ Robhery be hanged!” reared Sinclair.
“Tt's bail—just a sum of money depesited in

Hon. Douglas

but he was

echoed  Nipper.
“it’s nothing but
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my keeping. _ .
1 fix, you'll get the money hack. Yeu'd
hetter be careful what vou say, Hamillon!”
“What’s the time vyou set, anyhow?
azked Nipper grimly. -

?

“I'm not a fool—I know why vou want
thoze two ! said the head prefect. * The
mateh starts at two-thirty. All rigiat, Bring

Pitt and Grey to the West House by five
o’elock, and surrender them, apnd you'ii pave
your bail-money back intact.”

CHAPTER XI.
ARCHIE RALLIES ROUND.

HE HON,
SINGLETON glered.
“What's
joke?”
hotly
“You can laugh at it if you
- like,” replied sinclair. - But
efore Pitt and Grey have my perntivsion
to leave this House, I shall want seventy-
five pounds deposited as bhail.
Eneclish, isn’t ity
“ But it’s outrageous !’ said N
can't be ser‘ous, Sinclair #

My dear kid, you don’t seemnr 1o realise

thie responsibility I'm taking,”
the Sixth-Former. ¢ Those two juniors have
caused more trouble in this
everybody else put together. If I releaze
them from detention I want the best pos-
sible security that they’ll surrender af the
end of the time.” Fifty pounds for Piti—
twenty-five pounds for Grey. Bring them
back before five, and your hail is returned.”

“But—but we ecan't afford ail that!l”
rcared Singleton, in exasperation. *“ Hang it
all, I consider myself pretty fiush, but I

interrupted

couldn’t raise more than thirty at the
most !’

“ Better g0 and ask Pippy.”’

“Yes, by Jove!” ejaculated Singicton.

““He’s the ehap——"*

“You'll do nothirg of the sort!” growled
Nipper. “ We're not coing to 1all into this
suwindling trap. Do you think you'll get
that money back, anyhow? Come on—we'll
¢el out of this den.”

““ But the match

“It won't be a calamity i we lose it
=aid Nipper grimly. ¢ And there’s just a
chanee that we shall win. Anyhow, i'il have
nothine to do with this gef-vizh-guick
stunt!”’

They bhoth went to the door. sntd Sinclair
rese hastily to his feet.

L]

“Hold on!’ he said. “Iw unt -
reazonable—-"'

Slam!

“ (Confound it!” snapped the preices

harshly, I thought that fool of a Single-
ton would bite! It was Nipper's fauit for
butting in. That voung cub isn't under
my control, though!” he added. frowning.

Outside, Singleton and Nipper were boiling.

ipper. * You |

House than.

It they surremder ati tine iime
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he demanded =
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That's plam :
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 fellaws told me.

- Sinclair frowned. s

‘ That's enough of that!’ he
growled. ‘* Even when | try to be
pleasant, you show your infernal
nerve ! No wonder you Remove fellows |
are always getting it in the neck ! ¥’

““ Seventy-five pounds!” exclaimed the Hon.
Douglas, as they went down thc corridor.
“YWhy, it’s madness! Fifty pounds bail for
Pitt and twenty-five for Grey! What kind
of @& head prefect have we got?”

“* Anything the matter?” . ¥ -

Turning the coruner, they came "face to
face with Mary Summers. Quite uninten-
tionally, she had heard Singleton’s words,
and the expressions on the faces of the two
juniors told her encugh. She gave XNipper
a look of keen concern.

“Won't vou be able to play Pitt, after
all?”’ she aszked.

“Qinclair won't release him from deten-
tion,”” said Nipper gruffly. -
“That’s not all!”’ she declared. “You

were zaving that he wants fifty pounds hail!
Why, it's terrible! I shall go straight to
Uunele Barry and teli him Sinclair ought to
e sacked from the school!” .
Dick Hamilton looked rather awkward.
“No doubt about that,” he agreed; **but
wa can’t very well take the law into our
own hands, Mary. In any case, it’s not my
affair, Don't g0 to Mr. Stokes. These
feilows want to deal with the matter them-
selves—in their own way.”
She gave him a glance of understanding.
““Yes, you told me that,’ she nodded.
«“[Bat it’s a shame that Pitt can't play.
I've heard about that bail—some of the
But I'd no idea that Sin-



clair was demanding such impossible sums!”

They went out, discussing the matter, and |

Handforth even forgot Mary when he heard
the result of the interview. lie wanted to
rush straigat into the West House, seize
Ninclair by the neck, and jump on him. It
took Church and McClure three solid minutes
to calm him down—at the cost of one thick
ear, two severe body bruises, and a puffy
nose.

In the meantizne, Nipper was discussing
matters with Pitt and Grey, and all agreed
that the motto should be—"Nothing
Doing.”  Singleton was prepared to risk
ten pounds, buf when it came to a matter
of seventy-five, caution was necessary.

“Sinclair's an absolute crook!” Nipper was
saying. “He’s always.been unscrupulous—
and he's as cunning as a monkey. If you
fcllows pay that money to him—even sup-
posing you could serape it together—he’d
ﬁn((]l ”some way of hoodwinking you in the
end.

“The match isn’t worth it,” said Pitt
promptly. “I won’t deny that I'm dying to
play for the school this afternoon—but
there’'s a limit. Let’s hope you win, Dick,
old man. Don’t worry about us. We'll get
our own back on Sinclair one of these days.
There’s somcthing coming to him before
Iong-—and it won’t be roses.”

Archie Glenthorne was talking with Mary,
and for once the aristocratic features of the

dandified Removite were animated with
acute intelligence. When Archic really
liked, he eould be quite brainy. He was

very difierent {rom Lord
was simply a ehumnp, a plain chump,
pothing but a chump.

“T mean to say, absolutely!” Archie was
insisting. “This is positively one of those
cheery oceasions when Archibald must rally
round. A Juicy opportunity, what?”

“But you tan’t do it, Archie,” said Alary,
with concern. “Seventy-flive pounds-—"

“A frightiul figure, of course, but the old
wallet is fairly bulging with the pieces of
cight at the moment,” interrupted Archie.
“0Odds guineas and dubloons! I rececived a
batch of the stuff this morninz. And it
won’'t be lost, dear old girl. This Sinclair
Blot will return the bail when the lads
come home, loaded with goals.”

“But will he? asked Mary doubtfully., “I
am so afraid he’ll break his word. 1 hate
the fellow! He’s tricky and dishonest.”

“What-ho!” agreed Archie. “I mean to
say, I've absolulely got to agree with that
remark, with the addition of sundry knobs.
In fact, this foul plague spot can't be
trusted a bally inch. The chappie exudes
crime from his dashed pores! But what's a
lad to do? I mean, you want Pitt to play,
what ?" '

“I'd love to sec him play!” replied Mary.

Gopd gad! I mean, you'd absolutely
Iove it?" gaid Archie, “Then there's only
one thing for the Pride of the Glenthornes
to do. Mum, I mean, is the dashed word.
Oysters, and all that sort of stuff! PRemain

nd

‘he reached Guy Sinclair's study,

- Wise

Pippinton—who

Lhere, fair maiden, and Archibald will stag.
ger off and do the deed.)” "

For once Archie moved swiftly. Befora
Mary could stop him, he was dashing into
the West House, and he didn't stop until
He had a
feeling that some of the other fellows would
siivot up, and drag him back. And it wal
impossible to let a lady down! Archie
wasn't exactly “smitten,” but when it came
to a matter of chivalry, there was only one
course to take. He would have ag¢ted just
the same if Mary Jane, the houscmaid, had
made the request. A lady, after all, was a
lady.

“What-ho!” he panted, bursting into Sin-
clair's study.  “Bail, you foul chunk of
fungus! I mean, what about it?®

Sinclair leapt to his fect, and nearly
swallowed his ecigzarette.

“Get out of here!” he choked furiously.

“Eh?* gasped Archie. “What? That is,
which? I mean, aren’t vou the iuquisitor
chappie? Aren’t you the blighter who signs
all the death warrants?”

“What the thunder do
snorted Sinclair.

“Dash it!” protested Archie. “The lad
doesn’t even know his own frightful charac-
ter! Seventy-five quid, what? Some of the
men of the East have truthfully
ohs}erved that money talks. What about
ity

Archie’s remark was guite to the point.

“Have yeu brought seventy-five pounds?”
demanded Sinclair.

“Absolutely!” nodded Archie, producing
his wallet and counting out the nofles,
“Bail, you bhally highwayman. This means
that Pitt and Grey can play in the good
old football match, what? Freed from the
dungeons, and all that.”

Sinclair was so pleascd at the sight of
the money that his temper died away. It
was real money, too. He picked it up
genially, '

“Yes, this bail is all T need,” he observed.
“But those two fellows must be back in the
West House by five o’clock. That’s plain
enough, isn't it? If they’re not here, the
IIIOI}I)E:}" is confiscated for the Senior Sports
Club.” .

“But. ther’ll be all serene if they roll up
by five?” _

“Yeg—I'il  be particularly  generous,”
nodded Sinelair. “I won't deduct a ecent.
Deliver them up at the right time, and
yvou'll find that I'm a mnn of my word.”

Archie didn't wait to hear any more. Hs
felt like sayving all sorts of things, but
there wasn’t time—the Iuncheon gong was
sounding already. Ile dashed out, and met
Mary and a crowd of juniors in the lobby.

you mean?”

“What have you been up %o, Archie?”
demanded Pitt.

“Absolutely nothing,” said Archie
promptly. “That is, of course, absolutely

The jolly old bail, and all that

something.
You grasp the scheme?”

sort of thing.



“Have you paid seventy-five quid?” gasped
Jack Grey.

“Only a temporary atfair

“Go and get it back!” exclaimed 3Mary,
in alarm. “I've got a terrible feeling that
Sinclair will rob you. He's bad encugh for
anvthing ¥

“Oh, I say!” protested Archie. “I say!
Might as well take advantage of the chance
now, what? As long as we deliver up the
chappies before five o’clock it'll he safe.”

Reggie Pitt shook his head.

“Thanks awfully, Archie—I shan’t forget
~this.” he said quietly. “You can bet we
‘shan’t be late back! And if Sinclair tries
to> whiggle out of the compact, we’ll grab
that money by force! And if it leads to =
l'ﬂ‘f’l,f:”i()ll on the -spot, we'll be ready for
it.

In the meantime, Sinclair was no longer

1"

alone. There were five other fellows in the
study—Grayson and Shaw of the Fifth, and

Forrest, Gulliver and Bell of the Remove.

“Now, it’s up to you,” Sinclair was say-
ing. *I fixed the hail at thirty pounds and
twenty pounds—"

“T wonder you had the nervel!” exclaimed
Gravson admiringly.

Sipelair smiled.. He had a&n even greater
nerve in ielling these fellows such a fabrica-
tion. But he had a good reason for unders
stating the exact amount of the bail.

“There are five of you, and if you'd like
a fiver each, you know what to do,” he
went on. “Halves, see? But I've done the
hrain work—and it’s up to you to sec
ahout the rest.”

“By gad, a fiver each!” said Bernard
Forrest keenly. “You can leave it to us,
Sinclair—we'll do the triek.”

“You bet we will!” echoed the others.
“Good!” said Guy Sinclair coolly. “But be
jolly careful—there mustn’t be a serap of

evidence. I'm pretty safe here, bul I'm
onlv holding the job hecause I take no
risks.” .

Grayson chuckled.

“We shall be taking the risks, but I don’t
think we mind them much,” he grinned.
“We'll trouble you for a fiver each at tea-
time, Sinclair.” '

CHAPTER XII.
BROWNE IS QUITE AGREEABLE.

ILLIAM NAPOLEON
BROWNE lookedl
arave.

“A singularly
sealy affair, Brother Horace,”
he observed. “Without ex-
ception, this is the murkiest
picce of dirty work I have ever encoun-
tered. I trust you agree?”

Stevens, of the Fifth, grunted.

“It’s a mystery to me how the fellow
docs such things without bheing dropped
on,” he growled. “Tmagine it! Detaining
those kids like a lot of prisoners—and then
letting ‘em out on bail! It'll get to the

in fact,

Head’s cars
cliadr risks it -
“It is to be feared, Brother Horace, that

goon. I'm amazed that Sin-

your knowledge of the world is shdly
limited.” said Browne, with a sigh, “Do
yvou really think that, Brother Sinclair ecarcs
a couple of raps? Or even one rap? One
is apt to feel secure withini the concrete
cntrenchments of a head-prefeetship.~
“You mean dhe's not afraid of
g0ssip ¥’ :
“Singularly enough, you Have grasped the
situation,” said the Fifth Form skipper.
"At times, Brother Horace, I have nopes
for yvou, I was cver an Optimist——7
“You funny ass 7
“Rrother Sinclair fears nothing,” went on
Browne. “What do you Suppose he will do
if the Head hedrs of this bail husiness? He
will calmly explain that the whole story 1s
trumpéd up and preposterous?  He, will,
give the Head a highly-coloured
accoynt of his own remarkable honesty, and
dismiss the affair with a laugh. And, being
a head prefect, he will be believed. Such

this

is life, Brother Horace. It is a wicked
world.™*
The fwo Tifth-Formers were sitting in

Browne's smart AMorris-Oxford saloon, and
the car was standing within the Bannington
Grammar School groupds. 1t was, in fact,
two-thirty--time for {ht kick-off. The St.
Frank’s Junior Eleven was ahout to battle
with the Grammarian sfars, Although
there was a senior match on at Sf. Frank’s,:
Browne had preferred to come afleld to
watch the juniers. Ife stated it as his
opinion that the junior féotbalt, whilé heing
less polished, was certainly more eitertain-
ing from a spectacular point of view. Tle
had a slightly twisted knea--not sufficient
to inconvenience him muneh-—bnt bad enough
to prevent his own appearance on the field.

They had been discussing thée West House

sensation. For, of course, the story of
“ Sinelair's lafest” had rapidly gone the
rounds. Lots of fellows in the other Houses

fanghed at it, believing that there had beén
exaggeration. The seniors dismissed the
varn with searcely a thought. There were
—="ays thede stories going about--and
ninety-nine per cent. of them wére without
the slichtest atom of foundation,

Sinclair, of course, had counted upon this,
He felt eértain that if any of the masters
heard the rmmmours. they would fake no
further notice. Furthérmore, his hold
over Mr. Beverley Stokes was such that he
considered himself immuune from any kind
of suspicion.

Dick Hamilton was pleased at the turn
of events. For he did not deny that Pitt
and Grey would make a good deal of differ-
ence to the chance of a win. Pitt, alone,
was a tower of strength. He and Fullwood,
on the wing, were an ideal couple, and were
capable of penetrating almost any defence.

So all worries were left until after the

game. It wasn't any good brooding over
the bail money just when the match was
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about to stait.  The fellows needed all
their energius.

But certain amount of anxiety was
crom)in" Lup.

The Grammarian centre-forward had f‘ulpd
to turn out with the other members of the
team. The Grammarian goalie was also
congpicuous by his absence. Neither of

themm had been scen for an hour.

“It's just past the half-hour already,” said
Nipper anxiously. “Have we got to wait
until these fellows turn up¥”

The Grammar School Junior eapiain—who
played centre-half—gave a worried nod.

“We can’t very well start without them,”
he replied. “There’s no substitute -1 can
ptay in goal. T'm hanged if I know what's
happened to the idiots! Somebody  saw
them going into the town 5

“But they promised to be back by two
o’clock,” put in ome of the other Gram-
marians. “And there hasn't been a sign of
them since. . T suppose you'll give ’em until
a quarter to, won’t you?”

“We shall have fo waif, anvhow,” said
the skipper.

Nipper gave Regoie Pitt a  significant
plance. There was something mm.lrkahh
unfortunate in this-delay. Litile did the
Grammarians  realise that the sum of

seventy-five pounds depended on the match!
Yor if Pitt and Grey were late in getting
back, Sinclair would certainly commandecr
ihe bail money. And the juniors wouldn't
he able to protest- for they had agreed to
the arrangement. Archie admitted that he
had promised {o gzet the pair back by
five, or forfeit the bail

And here was this unusual delay!

At other times, perhaps, the footballers
wouldn’t have thought much about it,
School matches did not start to the very

minute, as in the case of League fixtures.
There was always a certain amount of
elasticity.

st when time was so  precious,
minute seemed to be an hour,

“We shall have to chuck up playving un-
Iess we make a start,” muttered Grey. “We
cag’t let Archie lose ihat money, you know,
It'll take us a goud half-hour to get back,
after the match—-—7

“We'll do it if we starf by a quarter to,”
said YPitt.

But when the clock reached a quarter to
lhree, there was still no sign of the miss-
ing Grammarians. And the skipper, with
very black looks, decided to play a couple
of reserves., He was particularly exaspe-
rated, because he had been certain of a
win. His team was at the top of its form
just at present.

When the St. Frank's team had arrived,
too, a shock had awaited him. He had been
piven to understand that Reguzie Pitt was
detained, and would mnot play. And Pitt,
the I"htnnm winger, was the most feared
forward in the St. Frank’s Junior Lleven.
Yet Pitt had turned up. as bold as brass?

Even <o, the Grammarians had been con-
fident of \lctorv But with their goal-scor-

every

waould
Wils

they
ror there

ing centre-forward missing,
stand little or no chance.

- o adequate substitute.

as the
ten fo
by half-
ruzh, but

“*We'll just do it,”
teams took the field.
three, The gume will
past four. It'll be a
Y.

“Here they

A roar went up from crowds
Grammarians, Two figures were
across the fteld--both of them, however,
ordinary clothing, They came up,
dishevelled, and war-worn.

**Sorry, Ward, we were kept!™
cne of the new arrivals,

The Grammmarian skipper was overjoyved at
the appearance of his miszsing men—but he
didn’t forget his duties as a captain.

“ What on earth have you fellows been up
to?"” he asked sharplyv., “Don’t yon know
we ought to have started at half-past two?
It’s nearly three now! And you're not eveu
changed !”

“We couldn't help it!” said one of them.

said Nipper.
“It’'s only
be over
bit of a

are!"

of tho
running
in
panting.

panted

“We were set upon by some of those
beastlv  St.  Frank’s rotters Ahem!

Sorry ! he added hastily, as he remembered
the visitors. < All the same, they were a
crowd of cads!V

“ Who were they?” asked Nipper keenly.

“1 don’t know—althougn I recognised two
of ’em as Gulliver and Bell, of the Remove,”
2aid the Gramimarian.  “ They pounced on
us as we were coming out of a shop, and
pmhed us down an alley, and kept us there

“Don't jaw now—it was only a rag.” in-
terrupted Ward., ¢ Buzz in and. change—
we shan't have enough daylight unles: you
look sharp.”

“Thank goodnezs you

haven't started!”

said the other. < We thought we should
find the giddy matech half over. Awfully
decent of vyou to wait, you St. ¥rank's

chaps. It sort of makes up for the other.”

“ Get indoors and change!” roared Ward.

There was another delav—not only ex-
asperating to the visitors, but positively
alarming. Yet it wouldn't do to reveal
their agitation. They could scareely  ex-
plain to the (llammdm.mn that two mem-
bers of their team were out on bail!

“Five past three!” pgroaned Handforth,
as he looked at the school clock. © Wiy,
it’s impossible! Even if we sturt now,
we shan’t get done until a quarter to five-—
counting ten minutes for an interval!"™

“Jt's pretty hopelesg,” muttered Pit.
““ ook here, the best thing we can do is

to stand down before the game =siarts.
Nipper. You've got two reserves here ——*
By Jove!” interrupted Nipper softiy.

“0ld Browne!"

BpHI

““He’s over there with his car,” eontinned
Dick. “ Hold on a minute.”

He ran acrozz to the ropes just as the
tardy Grammarians were emerging from

the pavilion, now in their shorts and jerseys,
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-1 szay, Browne, old man,” panted Nipper,
running up to the Fifth-Former’s car, *‘can
you do us a favour??

Browne, wiio was polishing one of the
door-handles with Stevens’'s fur  gloves,
turaned and beawmed.

- A favour?” hie repeated. ¢ Have the

Rrownes ever heen known to fail in these
little matters of courtesy? State your wish,
Brother Hamilton, and be assured t‘hat_——w”

s Can’t wait, old :on!?? interrupted Nipper.
« Ynu're here to see the matceh, aren’t you?”

“That, I believe, was the general scheme
of things.?”

* And you’ll still be liere when it’s over?”

““ A palmist once fold me that I should
gie young, but I scarcely imagine the
statement {0 he frue,” replicd Browne. “ And
snrely the most promising yvoung life in the
Eritish Empire will not be snuffed out in
the middle of a mere football mateh?”

“ You long-winded ass!” howled Nipper.
“They're waiting for me! You know about
Sinelair’s beastly bail, don’t you?”

“Alas, I am only too well acquainted
with the murky story.”

“We've got to gef PRitt and Grey back
to the West House before five,” said XNip-
per grimly,  J“The match won’t be over
until twenty to, at the earliest. Will you
drive ’em hack in your car? And can you
do it in time?>

“In reply to your first inquiry, I am
honouared,” replied William  Napoleon
smoothly. “ Your seeond query is little

short of an insult—not only to the ear, but
ta my prowess as a driver.?

“Can you do 1it?” repeated Nipper
urgzently. | |

1 ean not only do it—but T will do it,”
replied Browne, heaming. ¢ Have no fear,
Brother Hamilton—dash into the fray with
chicerful heart. Brother Sinclair will have
no leg to stand cn when we surrender lhis
prisoners hefore the curfew rings.®

i et

CHAPTER XIII,
SAINTS VERSUS GRAMMARIANS,

= H, well zaved!”
“Good old
Handy 1

T ¢ Splendid, Ted—
splendid !*

“Keep ’em out, Handy!”
Edward Oswald Handforth
was glowing with the satisfaction of
healthy exercise and triumphant agility.
Twice in suceession he had saved the St.
Frank’s goal from falling. But he really
only heard one voice, and he was nearly
delirious with happiness.

Mary Summers was quite near the goal-

line, and she had encouraged him with
more than one cry of enthusiasm. None of

the Moor View girls were present, howerver,
for they had some sports of their own on
the bill for this afternoon,

Mary was enjoying the game excecdingly,
It was twenty minutes old, and no goais
had been scored. But by this time both
the sides had settled down to a hard game,

and a certamn raggedness—painfully ap-
parent at the start—was vanishing. The
teams were beginning to understand one
another.

Fuliwood was playing execeptionally well,
too—accepting Pitt's brainy passes with “de-
lightful skill ‘and accuraey. 'I'ime after time
they swept up the field, but the defence
was  keen, and none of hese attacks
materialised.

Indeed, much of the playv had béen in the
St. Frank’s half of the field, and Handforth
had been called upon no less than three
times,  He seemed like a fellow possessad
this afternoon. Chmreh and  MceClure
g}fssed- the reason, but none of the others
id.

“My hat, he's a giddy marvel!” Church
was  saying., " We shall have to ask old
Stokes’ niece to come alung to every match!
She acts like a charm! I didn't think
Handy had 'it in him?!”?

“That last save was a corker!” acknow-
ledged McClure,

“IHallo! There goes Pitt!” shouted Clive
Russell.  “Get ready to cheer, hoys! This
is where we let something fly, I guess!?

The Canadian bhoy hud taken to foothall
as a duck takes fo water—le hadn’t played
much of it before coming to England. But
he was already a member of his Junior
House team, and was longing for the day
when he would play in a2 big match.

He flushed with excitement as he saw his
own special chum—Fullwood—streaking wup
the field with Reggie Pitt. Again and again
they hoodwinked the defence.

At the last moment Pitt ecut in, the
back completely beafen, and sent across a
perfectly timed centre. Fullwood was just
a shade out of position, and the leather
shot past him.

But Nipper was there. He made no mis-
take. Meeting the ball before it touched
the ground, he sent in a first-timer which
gave the Grammarian goalie no atom of
chance. It was a low, deadly shot, which
swerved into the net with fearful specd.

“ (Goal!”

“ Hurrall 1#?

The crowds of Saints
thusiasm.

“He was
Grammarians,

* Rats ) | :

The referee was pointing to the centre
of the field, and St. Frank’s were one up.
It was the very fatality whichk Ward -had
feared. His team was not unlike many
anotiter team. If it scored first, it would
forece ahead to greater vietaried. But if it
received a set-back, a deadly slackness set
in.

“Good old Nipper!”

¢ Let’s have another one like that. Diek!*

yelled 4{heir en-

off-zside !*? roared one of the



in the goal-mouth

standing
with a grim, cold light in his eye, had just

Handforth,

noticed something.,  Mary Summers wag
clupping vigorously. Her face was flushed,
and her eyes were shining with double eén-
thusiasm. S8She was even waving to Nipper
in her glee. Nipper waved back—and the
girl re-doubled her zalute,

“My only hat!” muttered Hundiorth
Llanikly.

She hadn't waved to him like that! It
was not only startling, but disconeerting in
the extreme. And alter the match re-
started Mary scarcely gave IHandforth a
loock. He knew this for certain, for he
gave more attention to the girl than the
game-—-nearly at the expense of a goal
Only the united yells of Church and McClure
brought him to his senses in the nick of
time.

He effected a remarkable save, but was ;

compelled to turn the ball round the post,
conceding a corner. However, the kick was
badly taken, and the danger was averted.
But it was a narrow shave, and Handforth
paid more attention to the play after that.

But one thing had forced itself upon him
—one fact of paramount importance. Mary
Summers had no eyes for anybody except
Dick Hamilton! It was a terrible blow to
the leader of Study D. He had told him-
self that she had come only to see him
play! And she scarcely seemed to notice
him!

Five minutes before half-time, the Gram-
marians equalised. Dut this time Handforth
~was not at fault. Doyle, the Remove left-
back, accidentally handled in the ‘dread
arca, and a penalty kick was awarded. It
was a piece of pure ill-luck, and many
spectators deeclared that the referee was
several kinds of a rotter for inflicting the
penalty. .

Ward, who took the kick, made no mis-
take. Handforth bad no chance to save, It
was a hieh shot—whizzing into the net, just
at the far top corner. The Grammarians
had equalised, and it was nearly half-time,

But as soon as the whistle blew for the
.e-8tart, the Saints were away. It was a
thrilling and unexpected burst. Nipper
went clean through on his own, and for a
moment it seemed as though he would score
another goal. His effort was a little
masterpiece. Perhaps he, too, was influenced
because of two dark, sparkling eyes.

At the last moment he passed out to
Pitt, who was well on-side. Reggie acecepted
the pass with that skill of his which had
made him celebrated. Without any pause
in his stride, he swept on.

But this time he ran right in, steadied,
himself, and shot.

It was a fine piece of work—and the
liome goalie had no chance. The leather
spun right across the mouth of the goal,
and seemed to be wide. But it swerved
in, struck the inside of the post, and re-
bounded info the net.

I
I
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“*0Oh, good shot
“ Hurrah!”
“Good old Reggie!™

It was half-time, and {the Saints were
aliead again,

CHAPTER XIV.
POOR OLD TED!

ARY SUMMERS ran

forward impulsively

as the plavers came

- off the field. _
Handforth  glowed with
ioy, for it seemed to him

' that she was making straight
itn his direction. But his feelings suddenly
changed when she caught hoid of Nipper’s
hand, and shook it vigorously.

“What a splendid goal that was!™ she
said enthusiastically. .
“That one of Reggie’s?” said Nipper.

He's deadly

T

“Rather! One of his specials.
when he sends them across at that angle.

“It was a wonderful goal—but 1 meant
the other,” smiled Mary. ¢ You scored, too,

Diek. T'd no idea the game would he so
exciting.” '
Handforth stood there with a lock of

dull misery in his eyes., She hadn't once
looked in his direction—she hadn't said a
word to him! ~And it wasn't as though
he were too small to be seen. Indeed, he
walked up and down once or twice to cutch
her eye. Dut she was apparently afilicted
with sudden blindness.

“Jolly good, Handy!" exclaimed Church,
running up, and grabbing his arm. * We're
one up! With any Iuck, we ought to beuat

these bounders hands down, Keep it up.
old som!”’

*Go oaway:” said Handforth thickly.

L

“*PDon’t bother me—— My only hat!"”
groaned Edward Osweld. ¢ Look there! I'm

bivssed if she hasn’t walked off—— 1 mean,
what's that? Win? Of course we'll win!
Don't be such a fathead!”

He kicked savagely at -a tuft of turf. and
gave (hurch a glare that told its own story.
But, wisely, (‘hureh pretended not to mnotice
it. Even McClure seemed to &ee nothing
different. They tactfully agreed that it
wouid be Dbetter to discuss some general
topic.

“We ought to be safe about Pitt anid
Grey, you know,” said MecClure. * Old
Browne’s going to take them back in his
car. He's a sportsman. There won’'t h»
much time to spare at the end of the game,
but he says he'll manage it easily.”

¢ She's talking to Pitt now!"™ muttered
Handforth.

¢ That car's a smart one, vou know,” said
Church.

“Talking to Pitt, and laughing and larking
about!” went on Handforth glumly., ¢ And



‘T wasn't even moticed! What the dickens
is the matter with her?”?

1 shouldn’t worry, i1 I were you,” said
Church soothingly, “ You know what these
girls are. Why not think of Irene a bit
moru? I didn’t meah to say anything, but,
hang it all, you Ilook absolutely ntooney!
You’'ll have everybhody staring at you!”

“1 don’t wonder at them siaring!” said
Bandiorth dreamily., * Prettiest girl 1 ever
Ea“;?”

I said <taring at you!” roared Church.

“AMe? But I'm not pretty!” exclaimed
Handforth, with a sftart.
“We've known that for .ages,” agreed

McClure, “Can’t you give the girl a rest
~for a bit? IHavenw't you got sense enough
to sce that Nipper’'s colmfed her? 1 thounut
hetter t]nng_:. of him! ‘\1ppe1--of all chapa

It only shows you!?” he added ‘sadly.
Handforth's <c¢yes gleamed with acute
lealousy.

“1t’s impossible!”” he muttered. ¢ What
the dickens can she see in Nipper? He’s not
even handsome! After looking at me, how
¢an she see anything in him? It’s an
absolute mystery!?®

He was speaking more to himself than to
his ¢hums, hut they didn’t dream of teiling
him the painful truth. If he liked to labour
under these delusions, it was his own doing.
But when it came to a matier of good looks,
BEdward Oswald could scarcely lay <¢laim to
the honour of being a second Valeotino,

-~ “Don’t bother about these trifles,” said
MceClure. ““We were telling you that

Browne’s promised to take Pitt ‘and Grey
heme in his car. They’ll just about do the

trick, and get there before five——2
1 don’t care about Browne!” roared
Handforth, with loud exasperation, ¢ He

can take Pitt and Grey to Timbuetoo, for all
1 care! And what does five o’clock matter
fo us, anyhow? Go away! I dowo’t like the
ook of youl?
vk By gadl??
with a start,

He and his chums were lounging near the
ropes quite close af hand—and they had had
no difficulty in hearing Handforth’s shouted
words. The chums of Study D were veering
off now, ,

“Did you hear that??
he gazed after the trio,
Lo take Pitt and Grey back to St. Frank’s
m his car! It's a dodge! It’s a wheeze!
;Ihe?r”mem to get those chaps back before
ive
" But it can’t be done!”’

muttered Bernard Forrest,

“ Browne's going

aid Gulliver, in

;ftlarm “I”thouuht we'd settled the nhole
R Nes§——
“We didn’t- reckon on Browne and his

internal car,’”” snorted Forrest., ¢ Where's
GGrayson? We shall have te tell him about
this——2?

“But they can’t do it, I tell you,”” put
in Guliiver,

asked Torrest, as i

s For, while all the occupants had
gathered round Qulliver, a figure had
dodged out from th e oppoglta hedge:
—behind the déserted car. Grayson,
of ’hhe Fifth, had pertormed his work |
well. .

P

“Of course they can’t,’? agreed Bell
‘““It’s nearly four o’clock now. Three-
quarters of an hour for the second half—
that means a quarter to five when the final
whistle goes. It's over three miles.”

“ Nearly four from here,’”” said Gulliver.

Bernard Forrest compressed his lips.

“Supposing it is four?® he snapped.
““ Don’t you think Browne’s car can do four
miles in ten minutes? It’s practically a
elear road—it only takes a eouple of minates
to get through the town. Can’t you see the
.dodge‘f He'll have the engige rufining,
they’ll shoot in, and be off in fen seconds.
They’ll get back to the West Houde mth
two or three minutes to spare!l?

“My hat!” said Gulliver blankly.

The rascals of the Remove became sud-
denly active, and went off in "search of
i Grayson and Shaw, of the Fifth—two more
of Guy Sinclair'es myrmidons. Noboedy took

any notice of them, for the teams wereo
-lining up for the re-start.
The beginning of the second half was

sensational.

b The Grammarians broke away, cut through
the visitors’ defence, and before Handforth
knew what was happening, he was
beaten. He scemed different. e had gone
all to pieces. Instead of aecting with his
usual forceful directness, he was hesitant
and nervous, And almost before he could
i lcok Tound, the ball was past him,




The Grammarians had equalised again—
within the ,first minute! It was a shoek

Saints, but a bigger shock for-
He knew that he had blundered
And
That

for the
Handforth.
—that he had made an ass of himself.
Mary was looking on all the time!
was Lhe worst featare of the whole aflair.
The effect was <¢lectrical, however. He
pulled himself togetner to such good purpose

that a second assault on the S8t. Frank’s
goal stood no chance, For again the home

forwards swept down., The c¢entre shot
grandly, a hot, deadly kick.
With all his old confidence, Iandforth

kicked it back—taking a chance which few

Saints ahead again—a well-timed header
whicelt had the goalie guessing all the way.
And after that the game developed iuto
a ding-dong struggle for supremacy—for the
heme team was grimly determined to gef om
even terms. '

The Grammarians were certainly in fine
form. Nipper did not remember any more
exciting meeting than this. Ward was a new
skipper, for the previous one had ieft the
school. Ward, contrary to general anticipa-

tions, had not only proted a worthy
successor, but a brillinnt leader. As pivot,
he generalled his whole team with great

skill—helping his backs when necessary, and
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goalkeepers would risk, but which he per
formed with impunity. Again it ecame in.
But Handy flung himself full length, reached
out, and tipped the leather to one of lis
backs, who cleared with a swift drive.

““ Well played, Handy!”

“**By jingo, that was marvellous!”’

Handiorth was himself again. And after
that, rather to his sorrow, the play trans-
.ft'l"I‘Ed itself to the other hali of the field.
lle was never happier than when his charge
was being constantly assailed. He didn't
consider it a game at all if he wasn’t called
upon to make a few desperate saves.

Nipper scored the goal which zent the

feeding his forwards with excellently timed
passes.

He haunted Nipper like a shadow--but, un
happily, Nipper did not seem to be par-
ticularly troubled. Ward bothered him now
and again, but in the main, the St, Frank’s
akipper managed to play ht:; usual game
without being bmwnt Clever as Ward was,
he found Dick 1L1m11t011 one too many for
him,.

Indeed, to anvbodvy who hnew football, it
was Nipper who won the match. ¥For his
constant raids so distracted the Grammarian
pivot from his usual play that his other
men were left at sea. Ouly occasionally did
the Grammarian machine work perfeetly—
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amd then, indeed, they showed the crowd
what they could do,

But they could not fight against fate.
Within a minute of tiine, they looked certain
of scoring, but MNandforth again performed
the impessible, and kept the leather out.

The whistle went ap last, and the mateh

was over—-won chiefly owing to the presence
of Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey. Nipper had
taken advantage of the passes to shoot the
‘guuls, but without the wingers he would
never have had the opportunity.
"~ (ood man!?? panted Dick, as he ran up
to Reggie. “ My hat! ['m jolly glad yon
were able to come! You won the mateh for
LR

“Pon’t be an ass

** You and Grey, anyhow--—?%

“Yon hopeless- idiot! 1t was you whao
secored the goals!® snorted Pitt. ¢ That
one 1 get was a fluke——""

“YWe can't stop to argue,”
Nipper., “*Look at - the " clock!
minutes to five! 1 wonder if old Browne can
do it? If we don't get you into the West
House before the «c¢lock strikes, Sinclair
won't disgorge a penny!l?”

bB

rapped out

CHAPTER XV,
VERY FISEY.
DDS rush and tear!™

41
said Archie Glen-
thorne, in alarm.
“Pash it all, 1
done, laddies! We’re to0
pessimistic, but it ecan’t be

don’t wish to be Irightfuily
d:ched Jaie!l?”? '

“Too late!’ echoed Pitt, as he and Grey
and XNipper ran up to the car. ““1 was
afraid 4

“One moment!”

interrupted William
Napoleon Browne <coldly. ¢ What is this
childish prattling? Brother Glenthorne, be
good enough to remove your painfully absurd
ideas to a more fitting sphere.”
‘“But, good gud!?’ protested Archie. ¢1I

mean, seventeen minutes to five, old horse! ) . ok . : .
| the juniors to execited animation.

It absolutely can’t be done!”

“1 will agree that it can't be done if we
stauml! here listening vo your painful re-
niarks,?”  sald DBrowne, leaping
driving secat. “But there is mo need for
alarm, Disport yourselves  within  the
cbariot, brothers, and we will make our
speetaecular dash, Let me aszsure you that
there is no necessity ifor worry or concern.™

Tiie passengers, however, did not share
this optimistic view., After the elapse of a
couple of minuies they were convivced that
Browne was drivingz at sufficient speed 4o
gew into the school with heaps of time to
spare.  But it was a doubtiul problem,

whether they would get to thé school or

nat,

Eighteen:

into the |

J

f
i

to dispose of

Cuder
thirough Iie
certainly cased up slightiy when passing
the policeman on point duty M the centro
ol thig town. But after that he opened out,
and the Morris fairly hammed,

Y B8teady!”? growled Nipper. “Xo need
for this break-neck speed, Browne, old man.
We must be doing forty.”

“Foriy-four, to be exact,” nodded Browne,

‘““Laddies, [ trust you will instruct Phipps
my belongings In a fittino
manner,” murmured Archie, as he elung to
the door grip. Yhat is, dash it, {2 any of

asi ¥ ey
siot

car
Bannington like a projectile,

Browne's . hand, the

you survive! Odds grease and skids! The
road’s in a frightful ¢ondizsh—-=?
“Don’t you kids worry—-Browne’s all

right,”” zaid Steveuns, with a ¢rin. ¢ 1lle looks
reckless—but he's a jolly @ood driver.
Besides, what are you grumbling about, any-
way? He's doing it for your benefit.”

* Alas, Brother Horace, one seldom reaps
the reward for one’s Kindly aets in this un-
gracious . world,” said DBrowne sorrowfully.
“T have undertakea to deliver these youths
before the hour of. five ~—"? g s :

“Hallo! What's that up: there?” inter-
rupted Nipper, pointing. . ..

He was in tie front seat with Browne, -and
he was™ peering leenly ahead, into : the
gathering dusk. Being an expert driver bim-
self, Nipper was rather more anxious' than
the others. Through the intluence of Nelson
Lee, he had been granted .a special driving
licence—although, nowadays, he seldom had
any use for it. But although he had, per-
fect . confidence in Browne, he experienced
that uneasy sensation which attacks ail
drivers who ride. with another at the wheel.
~ ““Look out!” he added sharply. *“There's
something on the road!”

““Grateful as I am for the information,
] must, at the same time, point out that my
eagle eye had already observed it,” said
Browne, as he removed his foot from tihe
aceelerator, and applicd it to the brake
pedal, “What do we see?¢ I may be wrong,
but this savours suspiciously of dirty work.”

The ear pulled up quickly, and just in
front a figure coulidl be seen whiclr aroused
They even
forgot the urgoney of their own case. .

Just shead_ of the car, a Hitle to the side
of the road, a human fizure lay motfionless,
The road was yuite deszerted at this spot,
arnd the Jdusk was gathering thiekly. :

Near the prostirate figure lay a bicycle,
and none of the new arrivals needed any
telling what had iappened. XNipper opencd
his. door, and leapt out. .

“1t's one of our chapsl’? he shoutled, in
alarm. . .

le had just eaunght sight of the .school
cap, and he bent down, and lifted the lirpp
ficure from the road. One glance told him
that the fellow was Gulliver, of the Remove.
The others crowded round quickly.



““ Betrer put

s« i3 he hurt?” asked Pitt.
{1in in the car—"’
“What's—what’s

Gulliver dazedly.

"He sat vp with a vague expression of
fear in his eyes. He was muddy, his hair
wus matted and disordered, and he looked

happened?”  mumbied

verv much a wreck. Curiously enough,
however, there was no visible injury. His
bicyele, too, was intact.

“That’'s what we want to know,” said
Nipper. *“Were you Kknocked down by
something, or——"

“I—X don’t reniember,’? muttered
Gulliver. *“1 “was biking home, Jou
know——""

“ Alone?’’

“Yes, I was alone,” replied Gulliver
guickly. *“I1 left the other chaps in
Bannirgton. A huge car -came along, and
swerved; I don’t seem to remember
exactly—"

His voice trailed away. -

“ A remarkable exhibition of histrionic

art, but it quite fails to get across the
footlights,” said Browne firmly, *Much as
1 admire Brother Gulliver's -effects, I
strongly suspect a murky plot.  The
minutes are slipping by, brothers. Brother
Gulliver’s bicycle is intact, and Irother
Gulliver himself is also infact. Let me
remind you that this rising young Bill
Sykes is omne of Brother Sinclair’s most
cherished serfs., In later years he will
rise to the top of his profession, and will
undoubtedly spend many - peaceful mons
within the sheltering walls of Dartmoor.”
Reggie Pitt started.

“You’re right!”’ he snapped. “What a

set of asses we were to be deceived, It’s a
trick, 'We shall be too late!”
“Not while Mr. Morris 'and Mr. Oxford

are at our command,’’ declared DBrowne.
““ Phey are even now straining at the leash,
eager to carry us onwards. Come, let us
away; but I beg of you to be careful with
the varnish, not to mention the upholstery.”

They piled into the car, unmindful of
Gulliver’s indignant protests. Common
humanity had impelled them {o stop, but
it only took them a moment{ to realise
the truth. And they were furious.
Although there was no actual proof of con-
spiracy, they all understood that this was
one of Sinelair's  dodges. He ‘had
deliberately- planned to delay the two
prisoners, so that they would be compelied
t> forfeit the bail

It was a piece of utter knavery, but there
was no proof of it. There was still less
proof of an even worse piece of knavery.

For while all the car occupants had
gathered round Gulliver, a figure had
dodged out from the opposite hedge, behind
the deserted car. Grayson, of the Fifth,
had performed his work well.

In the space of ten seconds the thing was
done. Concealed by the body of the car,
to say nothing of the dusk, he had jabbed
a chisel with all his strength into the wall
of the back tyre. It was a balloon tyre,
and with a sharp wood-chisel the task was
€asy.

When Browne and his passengers re-
entered the car they had no suspicion of
the truth, and heard nothing. But that
brief stoppage had been enough. The
plotters shad done their worst.

Browne slipped his gears in, released his
clutch pedal, and the car shot off. But
only for a few yards. He pulled it up
with a. jerk, and there was a startled
expression in his usually cahn eyes.

“This is ~mnot merely dirty work, but
dastardly cunning of the worst type!” he
announced. * Brothers, 1 fear we are un-
domne. Much as I hatc to say if, we have
come unstuck!”

“But what—-"

“We are punctured!’’ declared Browne.
“And when? While attending to the mis-
cuided youth on the road, I suspect that
another lurker performed certain heinous
acts upon our tyres. But let us make
certain.” :

Now thoroughly dismayed they emptied
out, and saw .that one¢ of the rear tyres

was flat on the rim., It was enough. With
scarcely any margin of fime, all chances

of reaching St. Frank’s in tfime was now
hopeless. -

The plotters had won the day, in spite
of all.

———

CHAPTER XVI.
GUY SINCLAIR'S COUP.

EGGIE PITT'S eyes
glittered.
“1 say, this is too

thick!’’ he protested.
“It's  absolutely crooked!
Where's that cad CGulliver?
We'll drag the truth out of

will do better to drag the jack

“You
out of the tool-box,” interrupted Browne.

“Hope iz not entirely lost, brothers. With
expert assistance we may yet change the
wheel and arrive ere the knell. In this
life one must never be discouraged by re-
buffs. Onwards—onwards is the watchword.
The more difficult the path the greater
the effort.”

“But it’s no good!” protested Jack Grey.

© ¢ Alas, how many of our failures uare
created by +the constant use of that
expression!’’ said Browne. ‘‘Never give up,
Brother Grey. Even when you know there
is no hope—still hope. There i3 always one
chance in a thousand that our watches may
he fast. Spanners—quick!™
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him-
Although he
kept up a continvous run of talk he didn’t

The Firth-Former ceri{ainly proved

self to he a fellow of aection.

waste a sécond. He was working all the
time. And XNipper helped him. In an
extraordinary short period the wheel was coff
and the spare wheel fitted in place. And
Browne’s optimism inspired the others.

They had indeed been calcalating the
time aceording to the Grammar School
clock. And Browne knew that it was
zeven minutes fast. So there was still
a faint chance that the ftrick would be
done.

Being in foothball togs the juniors carried
no watchesz, and relied upon Browne solely
for the accurate time, The Fifth-Former
lcapt into the driving seat at last, and
jerked out his wateh.

“(an my eyes believe what
he asked mildly., * Four minu
There is still a shred of hope.” -

“Four minutes {o five!™ echoed Nipper,
“You must be wrong " .

“The Brownes are never wrong,” Iinter-
rmapted Willilam Napoleon ceidly. “All in?
Good! I entreat you to hold
Brother Grey, I fail {fo appreciate the
necessity of standing on the seats.”’

ey see?’

th
e3 to five.

They were all execited now. They had
never believed it possible to defeat Sin-
clair's cunning. But St. Frank’s was less

than a mile and a half distant, and there
were four minutes to cover the distance in.
With a fast car this is pot a particularly
difficnlt feat.

The car fairly s<hot along the roads.
Foriunately no other tratic wus met. The
villagze of Bellton heard a kind of roar

along the High Street, It came out to see

what had happened, and saw nothing., Not
that Browne was a read-hog. He was, in
fact, a particularly carefil driver. But

when seventy-five pounds were at stake he
rather let himself go.

Practically on two wheels the car sped
through the gateway of St. Frank’s, and
drew up with a shriek of brakes againsi
the West House steps,

“ Phew!” whistled Grey,
were over—"7

" Listen!” gazped Archie.

“1 thought we

“Good gad! 1

mean, the good old cloek, what? Laddies,
u'e‘r_t_a in time!”
“Great Scoft! So we are!” rejaculated

Pitt. “Come on!”

Five o’clock was only just starting to
chime out, and even Sinelair could not truth-
fully say that the prisoners were late un-
283 they arrived after the hour. On the
stroke of the hour would be sufiicient.

_Pitt and Grey were the first in, with
Nipper and Archie close hehind. The two
¥ifth-Formers remained in lie car,
Browne quietly satisfied in one way, but
furious in another. Practically a brand-

tight. |

N . — i ——

: here,

i
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new  tyre was ruined, and he was deter-
mined to have compensation, sooner or
iater,

_The four juniors arrived at the door of
Sinclair’s study just as the last stroke of
the nour was hooming out. They burst in,
and came to a sudden halt. The head
prefect’s study was empty.

“ He's not here!”’ panted Grey.

“That makes no difference, we're back in
tiime,” said Pitt. “By Jove, Browne’s a
wonder! 1 never thought >?

“Hallo! What's all this?”

simon Kenmore, of the Sixth, opened the
door of the adjoining-study, and looked out.
He frowned heavily at the Removites.

“Clear out of this passage!” he com-
manded. “It’s like your nerve to come

this din. 1f you don’t

making all
off I'll give you a hundred lines

sheer
each!”

“We want Sinclair!” retorted Pitt.

“"Well, I'm not far off,’’ said Guy Sin-
ciair, emerging from Kenmore's study.
“Ro you've got back, e¢h? Shan’t be long,
Kenmore; I'll just attend to this affair.
Come inside, kids.” ,

He entered his own study, and the juniors
follonved, Sineclair shut the door and
looked at his visitors with an inquiring
eye.

“Anything T ecan do?’’ he asked.

“ Absolutely!” replied Archie. * What
ahout it, you—you bhlighter? Seventy-five
of the best are required, dash you!”

“What are you talking about?”’ asked
Sinelair,

“Oh, chuck it!” growled Pitt. “It’s no
good pretending to be iponocent, Sinclair.

(zlenthorne deposited seventy-five pound bail
for Grey and me, and it’s up to you to pay
it back.”?

Sinelair laughed heartily,

“"You're crazy,” he said, yawning.

““Aren’t you going to pay it?’ demanded

Pitt.

“Of course I'm not going to pay it!”
reterted the prefeet. *“That money’s con-
fiscated, Glenthorne knew the conditions,
and if he didn't tell you that’s his fault.
You two had to surrender yourselves by
five o'clock.”

“So we did!” shouted Grey.

“Don’t talk nonsense &

“Five o'eclock. was striking as we came
in!”? excinimed Pitt fiercely. “You can’s
deny it, Sinelair. You’d better hand over
that money to Glenthorne or there’ll be
troubie—"

“ Another word and TI'll
voung hound!’’ roared Siunelair.
insolence——"

“Do you mean to say, Sinclair, that
vou're not going to refund that bail?” asked
Nipper quietly. *Seventy-five pounds is a
pretty big sum, and even Glenthorne can’t

cang yotu, you
“Any more
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lose it without feeling the pinch. Desides,
the whole thing’s an absolute swindle.”

“That’s about ¢nough from you!” snarled
Sinclair.

“You paid your assistants to delay the
match at Bannington, and then to damage
Browne’s car,”’ went on Nipper hotly. “1t
may seem clever to you, Sinclair, but it’s
the filthiest piece of work I've ever seenl!”

The head prefect went crimson.

“Where’s your proof?’’ he shouted thickly.
“You can’t come here and make these wild
accusations—"

“Wild or not, ther seem to have hit
you on a raw spot!” interrupted Nipper
curtly., “Take my advice, Sinclair, and
pay up. The less said about this affair the
hetter.”

Sinelair strode to the door and flung it
open.

“Get out!” he said.

“Look here=—*’

“GET QUT!” thundered the senior.

“It’s no good, Nipper, old man—we’'d
better go!’’ said Pitt quietly. “I'm awfully
sorry, Archie—"

“Odds life! Not a word, dear old
goappie!” protested Archie. “This foul
specimen of the reptilian age has pinched

my cash, and for the moment we've abso-|
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it won't lask

But
Dash it &ll, he can’t dash on
at this speed fof¥ many more days.”

They were practically pushed out of the
study and made no attempt to get back.
Farther down the passage they paused, and
looked at one another grimly.

Intely got to stick it.
for long.

“Aren’t you going to do anything,
Reggie?” asked Nipper,

“Yes, I am,”’ replied Pitt, with a fierce
light in his eye. *This is just about the
last straw. We West House chaps have
already hinted at a barring-out—but it
seems  to be coming sSooner than we
expected!”

“Good gad! You don't mean—

“Yes, I do, Archie,’’ interrupted Reggie,
“Affairs have reached such a head that
we simply can’t stand it any longer. Sin-
elair’'s brought off a pretty big coup this
time, but he’ll soon find that he’s reared a
monster that he can’t control. There are
going to be sgualls in the West House
soon, and they'll soon become a cyclonel”

And Guy Sinclair sat in his study, gloat-
ing over the triumph he had achieved.
These juniors were like putty in his fingers.
He little dreamed of the storm that was
now brewing in every junior study of the
West House. '

THE END.

BEGINNING OF THE GREAT BARRING.OUT
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A Thrilling Complete Story of Travel
and _Adveniure.

CHAPTER 1.

1 MEET AYLMER—WE GO IVORY-HUXTING

JIM
~~THE FIRST HINT OF DANGER—THE SPIES AND
THEIR FATE.

that the expedition was out for loot-
ing—bare-faced looting; no othcr
word mects the casé.

Two years previously 1 had shaken the
dust of a London office from my feet, after
three months’ trial] in a subordinate posi-
tion, aud had come out to South Africa to
make my fortune.

Needless to say, I did nothing of the kind.
I was, comparatively speaking, raw from
school, where I had learnt more of the noble
art of self-defence and the duties of centre
half-back than anything else, aud though
the first of these achievements had proved
pretty useful, neither of them could, strictly
speaking, he called lucrative,

As a conaequenee having tried my hardest
to get a billet and failed conspicuously—
for Il]‘at then Cape Town, Johannesburg,
and o1l the other big centres were crowded
with men much betier qualified than myself
hr)&vling for a ioh, I was socon on my bheam-
ends.

It was the Iast day of Muareh when, hav-
ing dined sumptuously on the proceeds of
my one remaining spare suit, 1 fell in, as
luck would have it, with Jim Aylmer. Ile
also was on the rocks, but be had a good
inside knowledge of wup-country life, and
bore his misfortunes philosophically.

He was a cheery, bronze-faced, raw-honed
chap of twenty-five or 30, close on six years
my senior, aud we took to one another at
first ’-l{._,ht Whether it was the
having a good square meal under my belt
for once, or whether it was the mere sight
of his ngh’ cheerful ficure-head, I don't
kgow; anyway, I forgo., my woes for the
time being, and we yarned extensively.

The result was that nothing would suit
my book but a rum up north, and a try for
better things.

Ivory was what he sugge
plenty of it.

“But,” said I, “1I thought elephant-hunt-
ing was pretty well phwed out nowadays.
A man told me not long ago—-"’

THERE is no doubt whatever about it

sted—ivory, and

effect of

Jim Iaughed.

“Llephanta be b]nv.ed”’ said he. “The
word I used was ivory, not elephants. Ivory,
my son! We don’t want to start a bloomin’
menagerie, do we? Anyway, I've got no
use for e]ephantﬁ they can’t sing, and you
can’t put ’em in nice little gilded wire
cages, and sell em off at a dollar a time
to elderly ladies to hang in the sitting-
room window. I want the tusks—not the

bushes t-he.},-' grow on! Tusks—tusks—heap
big tusks! Do you understand? And when
we've got ‘em, we'll just waltz in and

sell ’em off to the dealers, and spread our-
zelves in bomlul shirts, and have a good
time. That's the size of my trouble. Now,
will you chip in? 1 think I know a man
who will put up the preliminary and neediul
cash.’?

Well, naturally, T jumped at the chance.
I was sick—sick to death—of the dusty city,
with ifs stocks and shares and swindles,
and I dearly wantéd to break fresh ground.

The upshot of it.was that three months
later Jim and J were a week’s trek north
of the big forest-belt with a well-equipped
oulfit, a wagon full of brass rods, beads,
and ealico for trade, and a handful of stunlv
boys on whom we could rely, and who could
handle a Colt rifie above the average.

It was a gorgeous life, frée, open, and
healthy, =ave for a risk of fever in the
SWaIp belt t and we were both of us as hard
as nails,

The trip was vaguely supposed to last a
yvear or eighteen months, and w¢ were bound
on a round of visits to all the larger native
kraals. to trade our Brummagen stufls
against tusks, of which there were known
to he large hoards in the holding of the
petty chiefs, buried for the most part, and
most uncommonly -carefuily hidden.

We had had our ups and downs, of course.
For instance, we had lost half our oxen and
a fine mule team a bit to the north of the
Limpopo. One wagon had come to unmiti-
gated grief in the forests, and we had been
ubhged to abandon it. Honewr, we had
roped in a fair quantity of ivory—enough to
pay handsomely, and still had three parts of
our trade untouched.

Still, as I said bhefore, we were out for
foot, and—well, once a man gets into Cen-
tral African recions his met]mds are apt to
be crude, and it m ay be that now and again
when a Jocal head man was disinelined to
do a deal, we ‘perwailed on him.” Not
that we ever failed to pay him fair price
according to eurrent rates, and perhaps dash
himt a couple of dozen brass rods or a hand-




ful of beads over and above; but uniit the

was forthcoming out ‘of the family

ivory
we made thinzs wun-

strona-room we—well,
comfortable.

So, on the whole,
most amazingly; nevertheless, we we
ecaty in our minds.

We had arrived at a great, undulating
streteh of country, with good feeding, casy
coing, and frec from lung sickness, well to

things had proespered
re notb

the northward of the great forest belt, and
to the best of my belief virgin country, un-
explored—that is, by other white men. But

for days past our boys had shown signs of
uneasiness,

Only that very morning an old, wizened,

carred tracker, whom we used to call Bob,
dctmg as spokeamdn for the rest, had come
up to us whilst we were hlwmg an early
breakfast and, after saluting, had cqualtml

patiently on ‘his heels, waiting for us to
speak

As I dare say you know, it never does
to take amy particular notice of a native,
or. to seem in a hurry to open a palaver.
He isn’t used to it, and thinks it un-
dignified.

Consequently Jim and I finished our meal
leisurely, and lit up our pipes before con-
dt’w('endmc to scem aware of his presence.

“Well, " said Jim at last, “what is it?
You have my leave to speak.’-‘

Bob rose 1o his feet. He was a dignified
person in his way, and one of the finest
trackers I have ever ¢ome across.

“Koom Baas,”” said he gravely, < the night
wind has brought me a tale—a true tale,
dealing with he: vy matters. My heart and
the heart of those low men yvonder *'—
waving his sticks towards the fire, nhere
the rest of the hoys were %[]ll‘lttl[l" #is
like water, for they have heard strange
noises in the nicht, the thundering of feet
as though the earth shook beneath the rush
of & charging impi, the clash of steel, the
rattling of the shafts on the ox-skin shields,
and the war-ery of the Unglani. To-day we
are here, lone men in a lone land; the
nicht wind may rise again, and poof!’"—he
waved his outstretehed hand in the air—*‘ to-
morrow we are scattered and laid low as the
grass-seed, Baas, is it that we go north-
ward -yvet?” :

Jitn frowned, and sucked at his pipe.

“Yho art thou.” he asked fiercely. “ that
thou darest question who and why and
wherefore? Does the master tell the dog the
countcils of his mind, or the reasons of his
comings and goings, or listen to his whim-
pelmfr‘? Does he not rather speak with the
whiplash? Silence! We inspan an hour and
the half an hour from now. You have my
leave to go.”’

Bob drew himself up very straight, sajuted,
and went back to his corner hy the other
fire; but Jim remained staring at his un-
finished cup of sugarless coﬂee and pulled

meditatively at his pipe, now and again
blowing rings of blue smoke in the still

mormn;: air.

“Young ’un,” said he presently, “I1 don't
half like that talk of old Bob. The man
is a8 straight as a dis, and as plueky a3
a bull-terrier. 1've sesa him stand up
single-handed to the chgrg: of a wounded
buffale, and a man who can do that, know-e
ing his danger, has got sand. The truth
i3, we are condemned fools to have risked
ecoming so far north as this. I have heard
tales from other chaps who have been necar
here, but not one of them has ever ven-
tured so far.

“We are on the borders of the Ungluni
country, and by all reports those same
aentlenen are a pretty tough proposition.
They are an offshoot of the Zulu tribes-—one
of the many. They trekked north goodness
knows how many years ago—about fhiree
generations, I fancy, and by all reports
they are a well-built, powerful race, fight-
ing men every one, and apt to be a bit auto-
cratic; in fact, I believe they consistently
obliterate every stranger who presumes to
venture on to their hunting-grounds,

“Do you see that range over there, dim
*and blue in the distance? Well, as far as |
can make ouf, that’s their stronghold.
Betveen us and those mountainz lies an
undulating pilain. well watered, and presum-
ably full of game; and on the far side, 1
am told, is a district particularly rich in
hoarded tusk—the untouched aceumulation
of Heaven knows how long. Now, when 1
heard that, I hankered to have the finger-
ing of those hoards. If half the accounts
be true, we should be able to get enough
fo make us both rich men. But in between
lie those infernal Unglani, The boys evi-
dently know more than they say. The ques-
tion is, should we risk it or not?”

*In for a peuny, in for a pound!® said I,
with all the rashness of a youngster whe
hasn’t yet learnt to come in when it rains.

Jim nodded.

“I'm of your way of thinking myself,
Tommy Dodd ”—which was a nickname he
had given me—"but I'm hanged if old Bob’s
croaking hasn’t made me feel a bit uneasy.
At any.rate, we can but try, and if things
look nasty, we’ll cut and run.”

And with that he knocked out the ashes
of his pipe on his boot-heel, and sauntered
off to inspect the process of inspanning.

All that day we travelled north, with a
frifie of resting, by the compass, over that
fertile, trackless plain. Jimn and I, trudging
now ahead of the column and now half a
miie or so in the rear, would lose sight of
the wagons for minutes at a time as they
topped a rise and became hidden in the
enclosing hollow, apparently swallowed up
by the earth. Then suddenly first one white-
hooded ¢ veldt schooner - and then another
wotutld come into range again as thev crawled
stowly up the opposite ridge,

At sundown we outsparned, having covered
about eighteen miles, and busied ourselves
preparing a frugal meal, which, I rememboer,
was added to on that particular evening by
a brace of small, snipe-like birds which I
had shot early in the day.
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It was a gorgeous night, and as the moon
rose her silver light bathed the country far
and wide in a soft, white light, broken only
here and there by dense “hlack shadows,
where an isolated jut of rock, or the deep-
cut banks of a watercourse, disturbed the
level serenity of the scene. We had, as a
personal attendant, a Matabele named
Mgazi, an enormmh]y powerful Keshla, or
ringed man, a full-grown warrior, who bad
fought against ws in both the first and
second war with distineiion. Brave as a
lion beyond all question; indeed, consider-
ahly braver, for a lion will generally bolt
for dear life if he has half a chance—a
silent man of rather morose disposition, hut
absolutely trustworthy, and a born fighter.

Our four wagons had heen drawn up in
Inager, for Jim had been uneasy in his mind
all day, and he and I had both swept the
horizon from time to time with our field-
gliusses.

We were sitting chatting drowsily betme
the fire, prepara.torv to turnmn‘ in, bhoth
of us feeling that delicate sensation of
inedium flii,‘..{lle after a heavy day’s =xercise

in the fresh open air, when suddenly 1
noticed Mgazi, who was seated near us,

cleaning the Jlock of Jim’s riffe, throw up
his head and szniff eagerly, his nostrils
dilated, and his face turned up wind. -

“What is it?”? I asked in a low voice,
reaching for my Colt, for I imagined that
he had detected the presence of some large
animal, and I was never too tired for a
stray sh(:-t-. .

“Ylist!” said he warningly, and crouched
forward, peering under the wagon nearest
him, : i

For fully three minutes he lay like that, |

motionless as a bronze- statue, whilst Jim
and I watched him intently. ,

Presently he crawled back, Kkeeping, I
]r}n;c-ié:ed, well out of the circle of the fire-
ight.

“ Unglani!® he whispered in his low, soft,
gutiural accents, and thrust out three fin-
gers to signify their number.

“The deuce!” cried Jim. *“Young ’un,
we're in for trouble!” And would have
sprung to his feet had not second thoughts
prevailed, for where he sat he was in the
fuli vLue of the fire, and any sudden move-

nent might have given .the alarm.
““Where?” he asked curtly

Mgazt pointed.

“By the shadow of the great rock; two
spear casts and the half of a {‘Rst."’

“We must nab those fellows!" said Jim
to me in a low voice. ““They're spies, or
part of a hunting party. If they get away.
we shall have the whole hornets’ nest about
our ears before we know where we are! I'm
‘heginning to wish I had taken Bob’s advice.”

“Y think we could manage to pick off
a conple of ’em at that range,”” said I,
pecring in my turn. ‘‘It's no distance, and
it's a fair shooting light,”

Jim shook his head.
“The sound of a rifle would do their work

equally well,” he said. “No; if there’s any.
thing to be done, it must be with cold steel.
Mcanwhile, we mu«t make such preparations
{;h we can to give the brutes a hot reecep-
ion.*?

’\Imm, meanwhile, had calmly resumed his
occupation of ﬁttmg together Jim’s rifle.
Having wiped it over with a greased rag
and filled the magazine, he brouﬂht it for-
ward and laid it across his mnsters knees,
A minute later he appeared with the huge
stabbing spear, which he rarely laid aside—
a terrible, shovel-like iInstrument with a
short haft not more than four feet long,

ana a keen edge blade of a nood ewhteen-

inches and the span of a man’s hand at its
broadest part.

Grasgping the haft just helow the middle,
he gave it a preliminary shake, which made
it quiver throughout its Ienﬂth whilst in his
lett hand he held a long, hgflt wand, also
grasped about the centre. This was used

for purposes of defence rather than offence;

~anything in the shape of a shield he dis-

dained .as. beneath his dignity. Indeed, it
was not necessary, for I knew with what
wonderful dexterity he could wield that
stender stick. It would have puzzled a first-

class fencer to “ touch >* him, s0 mar&e]loualy

quick were his lightning parries.
Jim glanced at him.
“\Igu: is right.”” he said, ¢ that’s. our
only chanee. But it’s three to one, and the
Unglani are trained fighters,”? .
By way of answer, I.slipped out my long,

heavy hunting-knife, laid it by my side, and

‘began faﬁtemnrr the thongs of my veldt-

schoons—soft rawhide shoes in which one
can move as noiselessly as with bare feet.
“T'm going, too,” said L. “I gave the
casting vote which has got us into this
mess, and I intend to do my dest to help
put matters straight.”
" “Oh, but hang it all,” eried Jim, “you
car’t! Anyway. where you go, I go!”

“Nobt a bit of it,” said I firmly, for my
mind was made up. ‘“Yon've got fo stay
where you are, and organise the boys for
repelling an attack. You re the boss of
the show. It would never do for you to go.
I guess I can manage an Unglani, Lend
me that spare coat to wrap round my left
arm. So! That's it!”?

Mgazi watched my preparations with
approval. I could move and erawl pretty
riearlv as noiselessly as he., I hadn't had
months of game stalking without learninn
something.

“I don’t half like this, Tommy,?’ said J1m
“Look here, T'll go, and you stop in
camp'”

“ Don't be an ass!” said I. “You know
vou couldn’t cover fifty yards without their
spotting vou!”? Which was true, for Jim

was a cluinsy mover. ‘ So-long, old man}®

We gripped hands in silence, and the next
moment Mgazi and I had crept out of
the laager on the far side.

I don't deny that my pulse was a bit
above the normal as we left the wagons

\y



_THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY _ (BRI ==

never seen a man  killed—
mining-camp scrap—and 1

I had
save once in a _
had most certainly never attempted anything

hehind.

of the sort myself. Still, it was the lives
of those three, or every man jack of us
would run poor risk of seeing the sun rise
twice, and you can’t tell what you can do
till your back’s against a wall, so to speak.
\1rﬂ1m took the lead, and we crawled

~t*:*:ui:lv' along through the short grass in |

1 wide curve, 50 as to come up behind them.
1t was !ike some horribly vivid nightmare,

Itours and hours it seemed, and yet 1 sup-.

pose the whole distanee to be covered was
under a quarter of a mile,

We could see the three men now in profile,
their faces eagerly, wolfishly turned on our
camp. Another jong, painful stretch of wrig-
gling, and we were behind them.

Closer—closer yet. Twenty yards, fifteen,
ten. -Already Mgazl was crouching for a
rush and a spring; and then, as Juck would
have it, my hand rested on a small, loose
stone. which slipped under the pressure and
went rattling down the incline.

One of the men turned sharply, and the
next instant we came at them with a crash.

Meazi caught the fellow who turned,
slashed him across the face with his stick,

dazing him, and at the same moment drove.

home that awful stabbing spear. The man
dropped with a grunt, «nd the Matabele,

releasing his weapon with a quick jerk,
rushed at his second adversary.
The third man, spear uplifted, came for

me. I saw him silhouetted up against the
moonlicht—a gigantie, towering figure, bean-
tifu] in its massive symmetry-—saw the quick
sleam of steel, and almost invoeluntarily
ihrew up my left arm. The wrappings of
the coat caught the blade. T gave a wrench
which snapped the haft off short, though I
felt az though my fore-arm was ‘broken hy
the force of the blow, and. stooping, I struck
upwards with all my force at the bare brown
chest as the rush of hiz eharge hurled him
at me. I felt the knife drive home, and the
next moment I was down on my back, with
my adversary on top of me, his huge limbs
working convulsively in the death agony.

I tore myself clear just in time to sec
Mgazi deftly turn an ugly thrust with his
stick, and drive his great spear in with such
terrific force that it tore through muscle and
flesh and sinew {t1ill it stood out a clear
finger’s length bhevond the man’s back.

The Unglani threw up his arms, tottered,
and feil baok but even as his splrlt passed
he sent out into the still night a long shriil
Cry.

Meazi stood surveying the body, and wip-
ing his spear, whilst he hummed a little war
chant under his breath.

I touched him on the shoulder.

“Come,” T said, “we must get back. The
baas grows impatient 2

He threw up his hands with a gesture of

disdain,
“What need of haste?” he said. ¢ See,
and as a dog I Kkilled him;

the dog is dead.

{ other warning.

vet dying he polluted the night air with his
howlings, and his {fellows will take up the
strain. HMist! Listen, Isandhlu ”’—the name
the boys had given me—“listen, and ye shail
hear the pattering of their feet as_they
run. There is blood in the air. Wait!
There shall be food for the vultures ere to-
morrow's sun tops the ridge crest yonder,
Listen how they run!” s

IFFrom far off through the stillness of the
night I could hear a faint, drummmn sound,
which seemed to be drawi ing I‘dpldl} nearer,
1t was the sound made by hundreds of bare
feet running at high speed. I needed no
Without a word, I turned
and scampered straight for the laager,
Mgazi trotting behind me and chanting as
he went, under his breath.

“Jim—Jim,” I panted as I broke my way
in, “in Heaven's name be quick, man!
The Unglani—hundreds of them! They will
be on to u; inside ten minutes!”

CHAPTER II.

THHE LAAGER ATTACKED BY UNGLANI—THE DEATH
OF BOB THE TRACEKER—I AM BOWLED OVER.

RACK, crack, crack, crack! Steadily

and methodically the volleys rattled.

Jim and I, walking up and down

to reassure the boys, and occasion-

ally taking snap-shots at the leaders, while

Mgazi, who was a villainous shot, contented

himself with brandishing his spear and shout-

ing words of derision and contempt at the
enemy.

“Steady there, boys! Steady!” cried Jim.

“PDon’t hurry! Don’t wast your ammuni-
tion, and fire low. Here, Tommy, they're
gathering for a rush on this side! Hurry

up. lad, and pump it into them!"

There was a feeling of the coming dawn
in the air, and that peculmr freshness which
accompanies it was distinguishable even
ahove the reek of burnt ponder

All around us on every side were denszo
masses of Unglani warriors. So far, none
of our men were down, but it was clear that
it was only a matter of time bhefore the
enemy got qmonmt us. Their first rush had
been met with a point-blank volley, ecausing
such fearful havoc that they had drawn off
in momentary dismay; but they were brave
to the verge of fanatmhm and each s=nue-
cessive charge left a line of dead and dying
so0 many yards nearer our doomed laager.

It was impossible to estimate their num.
bers in the uncertain Jight, but our own
boys only totalled thirty all told. and though
we had repefxtmﬂ rifles and a plentiful stock
of ammunition, to say nothing of the advan-
tage of ﬁght—ing behind cover, sheer num-
bers were bound to tell in the long run.

Presently the sky to the eastward began
to assume a pale grey hue, and we could
better judge the terrific lowe:, inflicted by
our rifies.

Huddled heaps of motionless forms showed



where the  fire had
been hottest and the
serried ranks densest,

AMost of them lay
where they had fallen,
but a few, mortally
wounded though they
were, game to the
Jast, had -struggled
painfully orfwards to-
wards the wagons in
the hopes of squaring
accounts,

Their courage was
magnificent. bévond all
guestion.  One man—
an officer I took him
to be by the rich
leopard skin across
his broad shoulders—
shot through the
lungs, and had actu-
ally made his way to
the wheels of a
wagan, and there had
dropped in the very
act  of hurling his
spear.

Another, a
throwing - knife be-
tween his  teeth, his
leg shattered by a
bullet from an ele-
phant gun, was worm-
ing his way towards
us, dragging himself
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heavy

on by clutching the
tufts of grass. Even
as I looked, a bullet

Jim, who had his back to the stake, his face blanched
with horror, was exerting every ounce of strength in him
to hold back with his two hands that terrible head.

more merciful than
the last pierced his
brain, and he feil

forward motionless.

Our men’s rifles were heating badly from
the quick firing, and the enemy, taking
advantage of the momentary slackening,
stole up so close at more than one point
that their throwing-spears began to flash
amongst us.

Within five minutes three of the boys were
hit, two badly, and before ancther five had
passed poor old Bob, prince of trackers, was
gazping out his life by the remnants of the
camp-fire.

I collected some blankets and did what I
could to ease him, but there was no hape.
Ile was dying, and he Enew it. Twice he
drank feverishly of the water I held to his
lips in a panpikin; then suddenly drawing
himself up, he made a feeble effory to
salute, and fell back.

3y this time there was hardly one of us
left without damage of some sort, and, as
though by mutual consent, there came a lull.
: Tlglle Unglant had drawn off for their final
ush,

Jim, blacked and begrimed, but cool and
alert as ever, his rifle over the erook of
his arm, stood up in the centre of the tiny
enclosure, and bared his head.

|

““Men,”” said he in the soff, guttural Zuln
tongue, ‘“as men ye have fought, It is a
good fight, and brave things have ye done.
Yet now it is the end, and the ¢nd also is
good, for surely it is better to dfe quickly—
a man's deatbh—than to linger, toothless and
cowering, seeking the sunny side of the
kraals, waiting day by day and year by
year for the touch of the Jong fingers which
must come to all sooner or later. Had ye
lived to return, there wculd have been
wealth. and wives, oxen, and the soft skins
to lie upon. Yet it is fated otherwise, and
now pass on to the land of shadows, whither
we two white men will lead the way; and
lest ye meed slaves, take with you such of
these dogs of the Unglani ar ye may¥ I have
spoken.”

It was hardly an orthodox speech, I sup-
pose, nor such a one as the vicar of my
native Hampshire village would have
approved "of ; but in strange lands men are
apt to do strange things, and adopt strange
manners and methods of speech. -

It was hardly Christian, 1 should say—
especially that bit about the slaves; but
it was well meant, which In my poot opinicn



it certainly had a

is half the battle, and

satisfactory effcct,

“Now let's show the beggars we're not
afraid!” said Jim to me.

And, with our rifles
stood up side by side, and began
«“ God Save the King!”

It was woefully out of tune, 1 fear. I
never had more voice than a frog, and both
of us were hoarse from shouting orders.
Still, we sang it, and the boys caught up
the tune: for we-had had many a sing-
song over the camp-fire, and they had got
to know the lilt of it. .

The Unglani held off till we struck up
the last verse, and then they came at us
with an irresistible rush.

The rifles spat and heated till they
blistered our hands, and finally we got on
to the wagons, firing as long as we could,
-and then using the butts.

I saw old Mgazi brandishing his spear,
which was now dripping redly for half its
length; caught a glimpse of Jim standing
astride one of our boys, lashing out in a
half-despairing effort, and then a knot
~of half a dozen Unglani launched them-
selves straight at me. E

I emptied my revolver into the crowd of
them:; hurled the useless weapon straight
into the nearest fierce, set face, and pre-
pared for the crash.

Something took me in the shoulder; there
was a thud and a moment’s sickening pain.
I was whirled off my feet with the rush,
and then came a blank. I remembered
nothing more.

gripped ready. we
to sing

CHAPTER IIL

OF THE UNGLANI—A FICGHT TO
THE DEATH.

HEN I recovered my senses it was
“/ broad daylight, and the first

IN THE HANDS

thing that 1 became conscious of

was an excruciating pain in my
Ieft shoulder, and a feeling of general
soreness all over, rather as if I had been
passed through a mangle and hadn’t come
out quite right.

This feeling was by no means mitigated
by a sort of jolting process which I was
undergoing, and for which in a dazed kind
of way 1 was utterly at a loss to find a
reason,

My brain was dizzy, and my head felt
as if it would split in the effort of think-
ing. Gradually, however, it dawned on me
that 1 was being carried along at a good
round pace in a species of litter, and that
the pain in my shoulder was due to the
_blood from a cut congealing and sticking
the skin to the shirt,

I set my teeth against the pain, and

with a sharp wrench tore it away. It
bled a little more, but in the end I felt

easier, and raising my head cautiously I
peered round.

I was in a shell-like litter made of raw-
hide, in the midst of a band of Unglani,
who were covering the ground at a brisk
trot.

I could see the rippling muscles on the
broad backs of my carriers, and the fierce,
bronze faces of those aroupd me, half
hidden under their nodding war-plumes.

A fine race of men they were. Hardly
one of them under six foot, and in the
pink of training; finely disciplined, too, as
I had reason to know from the way in
which the attack on the laager had been
executed.

I noticed two other litters being borne
along close to mine, and from the hand
hanging over the edge of the nearest I
could see that Jim was the occupant,
though whether alive or dead I had no
means of telling.

Hour after hour slipped by, and still that
steady, swinging trot was kept up. Now
and again fresh bearers would take up my
litter during a brief halt, and theu on
once more towards the mountain range, now
drawing closer and closer.

Before the sun had sunk appreciably we

were alrecady amongst the f{oothiils and
ascending rapidly.
I was recovering my strength and my

wits, and was able by this time to sit up
and locok about mie.

About five miles away, on a smooth, wide
platean, I could see an enormous Kkraal,
line upon line of orderly wattle huts, cattle
moving over the fertile plain, and in the
centre of all an enormous enclosure, con-
taining a series of some half-dozen Luts
much larger than the others, evidently the
kraal of some chief of importance.

1t was a veritable town, and prosperous-
looking at that; far different to the sgualid,
filthy villages which we ‘had passed through
in the forest belt.

All our followers apparently had been
killed, for though I looked about me in all
directions, not a trace of them could 1 see.

When we reached the town itself it was
almost  dark. Runners announcing the
return of the war-party had evidently becn
sent on ahead, for the litter-bearers
wheeled out from the main body, and bore
us to an isolated ‘hut not far from the
Royal enclosure, which seemed to have
been prepared for our arrival.

Into this we were conducted, and having
been given some skins and a large bowl of
curdied milk, the bearers withdrew, and
csuards were mounted at the entrance.

When I say we, I mean Jim, myself,
and Mgazi, who proved to have been the
occupant of the “third litter. i

We were all so done up that after a few
mutual congratulations we rolled over on to
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the skins, and dropped off to sleep.
Personally, I slept like a top, and can
temember nothing more till I woke in

broad daylicht, to find Jim standing over
me and stirring me up by the application
of his foot to my ribs.

“\Wake up, young ’'un,’’> he said, “and
pull vourseclf together. There’s no end of
a palaver going on outside, to judge from
the row, and I expect we shall be in request
Si}i}ﬂ.”

I struggled up and shook myself. I was
stiff and sore, but the long rest had done
me a power of good, and the cut on any
shoulder, which was only a clean flesh-
wound, had pretty well closed up.

Mgazi was still lying on his heap of skins,
breathing heavily, He had a deep chest-
woiund and an ugly cut on the thigh. It
“didn’t need a second glance to show that
the poor chap was in a bad way.
~We were not kepl long in suspense, for
a few minutes later theré was a great
triompling of feet and rattling of shields, as
company after company of men thundered
past our hut to the Royal enclosure.

Then we heard a great noise of shouting,
and the Royal salute, * Bayate! DBayate!”
rang out three times in a hoarse roar.
Later there came the eclink of steel, the low
doorway of the hut was darkened, and a
gaard of six stalwart Unglani filed in.

They took up their positions one on either

side of eaech of us; and we were marched
nut into the sunlight. , .
It was a strange scene which opened out
before us. At the upper end of the great
enclosure a group of men were seated in a
semi-circle, evidently the chiefs and leaders
of the tribe: whilst all the rest of the

space was filled with zerried ranks of
warriors leaning on their shields, staring
eagerly down the' narrow lane which had
been left open for our approach.

In the centre of the semi-cirele was an
old man of gigantic stature, with a flowing
beard of almost white hair. Ile was covered
in a fine skin robe, and held 3 short
stabbing-spear in his hand. '

At his feet were piled three great heaps
of tusks, the apoils of our expedition, and
over all lay the glaring sunlight.

. We. were marched up and brought to a
halt ten paces from him, and then ensued
a long silence, he, with true native diplo-
macy, feigning ignorance of our presence,
and we, in furn, preservine as unconcerned
an appearance as we could.

Presently the fierce-looking old man, whose
name JI. gatherﬁﬂ was Matulu, raised his
spear.  Instantly evVeéry soldier in the
enclosure sprang .to attention. :

Then dropping the point slowly, he
levelled it at Maazi’s chest. I saw the
Matahele draw himseli up and anrzwer the
gesture with- a glance quite as haughty as
AMatulu’s own.

A soldier stepped from ths ‘ranks,
apparently in answer to some preconcerted
signal, and advanced fowards the doomed
man with spear upraised.

Then an extraordinary thing happened.
Drawing on Heaven knows what source of
latent vitality, Mgazi, whom both Jim and
I had thought to be in a dying state,
wrenched himself free from his guards,
snatched the spear from one of fhem, and
brandishing it aloft, bezan slowly sway-
ing on his feet, chanting the while the
rhythmical death-song of his tribe.

The executioner was a man of enormous
size, a warrior in the very prime of life,
and seeing the Matabele staggering to-
wards him with a half-contemptuous smiie,
he thrust out his spear: but he little
reckoned on what he had to deal with.

Mgazi answered the thrust with a lichtnine
parry, and then began one of the most
brilliant displays . of skill that it has ever
been my lot to witness. Faint from loss
of blood, staggering on his feet, - partiaily
disabled by the wound in higs thigh, Mzazi

simply played with the Unglanl. Never a
thrust -could the latter get in through
that impenetrable guard, whilst his own

skin was scratched and bleeding in a dozen
places where Mgazi had touched him, dis-
daining to thrust more deeply. Even the
king himself and the circle of chiefs so far
forgot their reserve as to move from their
seats and wateh,

Suddenly Mgazi gave a great cry, like the
cry of some wounded king of the forest,
drew himself up to his full height, and
drove his spear straight through the other’s
chest. The man fell like a poleaxed horse.
Mgazi threw up his hands, wheeled sharply,
and with another cry fell prone across his
adversary’s. body, both men: must bhave
been dead ere they touched the ground.

A murmur of admiration rippled through
the ranks. The death of their comrade was
nothing—he had died fighting, as they all
hoped to do when their turn came—but
{he wonderful endurance of the Matabele
had called forth their admiration.

“Wau, but that was & manl” -muttered

my guard to his fellow.

And the other grurted assent.

Matulu resumed his secat, and waved for
us to be brought nearer, and sat zlowering
at us for a space. _

“White men,” said he, “ye are strangers
and prisoners in a strange land. Your fol-
lowers are scattered and killed; your hoards
of ivory lic here at my feet; the blood of
our young men cries for afongment. Ye
have lifted your hands against the
Unglani, and by their Jaws ye must abide.
I have spoken, Within the hour you shall
ha taken hence to the place of death. It
iz enough!”

There was nothing to he zaid, nothing to
he done. save to meet the inevitable as well
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And iIn silence, but with
Lheads erect, we were marched bhack down
the narrow lane between the soldiers.

a3 we could.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE PLACE OF DEATH.

£ T'S all up, old man,” =said Jim. “I'm
hanged if I could have said another
word to that old scoundrel for the
life of me., 1 wonder what it will

be like? TUgh! I hope it will be over

quickly, anyhow!”’
We were being hurried across the borders

of the tableland towards a big, gloomy-
looking cleft in the mountain side—a

horrible sinister ravine, with great boulders
piled up high on all sides. As we passed
out of the sunlight into its dense shadows
I could ‘hardly repress a shudder. The
change was so abrupt, so sudden, it seemed
symbolical of that greater change which
was 20 soon to follow. It was aptly named,
indeed, the ¢ place of death.”

Our guards closed in on us, and I noticed
that as we penetrated farther and farther
into the deep shadows they themselves
began to glance aronnd them apprehensively,
as though the fear of some unknown evil
was breaking down their usual stoicisul

The narrow rtocky walls narrowed over-
head until only a mere streak of sky was
visible. Strange, horrible lizards and un-
couth creatures darted from cranny 1o
“TAnny.

The silence was overwhelming, the bare
feot of the TUngiani and our own veldt

schoons making no sound on the hard rocks.

Presenily the leader, a fine-looking man
with a leopard skin, signifying high rank,
slune over on¢ shoulder, caused a sudden
halt by raising his spear.

We had by this time arrived at a kind of
cupshaped arena, the beetling cliffs almost
meeting overitead but sloping away from
one another towards the hase, leaving a
large, clear floor space, roughly circular
in form, at one end of which was the
passage by which we had entered, at the
other a deep. narrow tunnel, the black
mouth of which filled me with loathing.

The leader beckoned for us to be brought
forwards towards the centre, right opposite
to the entrance of the black tunnel mouth.

I now noticed for the first time, my eyes
having got more accustomed to the gloom,
that two stout stakes, about ten feet apart,
had been firmly driven into the ground. At
the foot of each of these avere attached
two strong iron anklets of great strength,
and higher up again chains fixed to a staple
with rings for the wrists. The Unglani are
cunning  ironworkers, considering their
primitive appliances.

In less time than it takes to write, Jim
and I were held in position and the iron
rings clamped round us. The f{astenings
were ciunninzly  devised, and would have
defied a Furopean locksmith short of filing
them open. | ;

Secured in this manner, whilst our ankles
were braced tightly to the stakes, we were
vet able to move the upper parts of outr
hodies and our arms, within the limits of
the chains.

At another signa! from the leader, and
rather to my surprise, two soldiers came

running forward with roughly made baskets

containing food and pitechers of water.
These were set within easy reach of us.
_The men then fell back and formed up
in a row, the chief alone remaining in his
place.

He raised his spear in a mock salute,
and addressed us in the tongzue of the

Unglani, which is sufficieptly akin to Zulu
for us to easily understand.

“Behold, O avhite men! The sun is yet
high in the heavens, yet vonder "—-and he
pointed to the' tunnel mouth—“yonder lies
the spirit of death, which creepz abroad
in the darkness. Slowly, surely, shall he
come, and none can resist him. Ye may
struggle and ery out and call upon your
ands, yet his stroke is very sure and his
embrace is the embrace of death.

“ Nevertheless, this much am I bidden to
tell you by Matulu, Elephant of Elephants,
Eavle of War, whose breath is as the
destroying fires of the heavens. Bold words
have ye given him, and brave men have ye
shown yourselves in battle. Therefore this
much is granted: Three times shall the
sun sink and rise, and at this hour on the
third day we who await without shall come
acain.

“If it so happen that ye still live, and
vour spirits have not passed into the bodies
of those who creep along the earth* then
the order ruans that ye shall be released and
taken back with honour; your ivory and
vour guns restored, and ye shall be escorted
whithersoever ye will., If otherwizse, then
what need of further words, for y¢ shalt
be even as these who have passed the road

bhefore.”

And he kicked with his foot a bleached

hone lying amongst the sand.

“It iz the order of Mafulu. T Dbave
spoken.’’

“So bhe it,” retorted Jim, ratsing his
voice.

Then we were alone,

Yery cautiously I set to work, and at

leneth, with a good deal of severe pain and

*Zulu #ribes believe that spirits of the
dead pass into the hodies of snakes.
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the lozs of a lot of 3kin, I worked one hand
iree. The next was easier. And the foot-
irons  being  less  earefully made, and
lowing  more play, were a matter of
minutes only.

Jim,” I called softly, “I am free. Hang

on a bit, old chap, till I can lay hands on
a lump of rock or something, and I’ll get
vour irons off, too.”
""As I was groping about over the sandy
surface my eye caught sight of something
glinting faintly a step or two away. 1
sprang towards it, and seized it with a cry
of delizht. It was the blade of a broad
stabbing spear, brokea off two-thirds of
the way down the haft.

J rushed cover to Jim and began working

away at his ankle-rings with the stout
blade, he aiding me all he could. The moon
was just topping the rocks above me as [
manaszed to snap the fastening of the first,
and I attacked the other with a better
chance of success as the light was now
fairly good. '
We were both hending down, 30 engrossed
cur task that we hardly noticed a faint,
y, rustling sound comingz from the tunnel
Suddenly an awful shout from Jim made
me turn. :

* Merciful
lenit?

I ziineed over my shoulder in lhe direc-
tion in which he was pointing, with dis-
tended eyes. .

Crawling slowly from the {unnel, un-
wreathing coil upon coil, was an enormous
genake-—a python—the largest of its kind I
have cver seen or heard of,

I felt Jim shudder and give a faiut moan
ci horror, and with a Iast, despairing effort
1 wrenched away the remaining leg-iron.
ilis handz, however, were still fastened.

“Run, lad—rmn for your life, and leave
p.el’ he gasped.

1 drew myself up, and held the spear-
ead ready to slash, )

The great python caught sight of us,
wavered for an iustant, its head raised
come three feet from the ground, swaying
from side to side with a slow, rhythmical
motion which had a curiously paralysing
effeet, and then it shot forward like a flash,.

The blow, backed as it was by the
terrific muscular force and the weight of
the massive body, knocked me breathless
and dazed a clear eight feet away, and by
1he time I could pick myzelf up two deadly
colls had already enveloped Jim, who with
Iis back to the stake, his face Dblanched
with horror, was exerting every ounce of
strength in him to hold back with his
two hands that terrible head.

He had gripped it by the neck and by
& gigantic effort was just maintaining it
outstretched at arm’s length.

The brute’s tail was lashing round wildly
in search of a purchase which would enable

5

]
i

11
¢

Heaven!” he  eried. ™ Look—

;

11t

it to close down the coils and ecrush its
vietim’s life out.

Even as I watched it reached the other
stake, " and like lightning wrapped itself
round the base. The memory of some talo
of travel T had read flashed into my mind.
I  threw myself forward and haeked
savagely,

I heard a sobbing groan from Jim as the
pressure began to force his ribs inward,
and at the third blow the lower end of the
great body parted.

That was the most terrible moment of all,
for convulsed with pain, it literally con-
stricted, and every moment I expected to
hear Jim’s chest give. I yelled to him to
encourage him. Poor chap, it was easy to
see that it would be all over in a second,
and -that he was on the verge of strangula-
tion. .

Without pausing to think of the risk of
nitting his hands, and putting all the force
I could into the blow, I made a sweeping
cut at the head. It dropped, the python’s
coils relaxed, and poor Jim fell to his Knees,
his bedy bowed forward, suspended only by
the chains on his- wrists. FYor the first
few maments I thought he was dead, but
he bhad -only fainted from the extreme
tension and the pain.

Affer repeated drenchings with water from
the pool he opened  his eyes and moaned,
and in a little while he was able to stand
up with the support of the post, though his
arms were strained and useless, and his
hody -one vast, terrible bruise. |

It was nearly dawn before I worked him
frce "of his wrist-irons, and then both of
us, thoroughly exhausted, fell as we werg
and slept.

Later that day we ate some of the fond
and drank the water; then we skinned our
terrible enemy. As near as we could judge
he measured thirty-four feet, including the
portion of the tail which I had slashed
away. s

All through the next day and the next we
waited, recovering from onr ftrials, eating
and sleeping—the hody of the python we
had buried in the tunnel—and on the third
day they came again, cautiously and in
doubt. - .

Jim and I met them, carrying the skin

between us.

¥ L 4

After that Matulu kept Hhis

[ L4 L 2

0Oh, yes!
word. I think they regardel us as more
| than human—we said nothing about the
They gave us our guns, our

spear-head.
ivory, and
hunting-ground.

an escort to the borders of their
Three morihs later we
were back to Beira, on the coas}t, with
larce sum of money to our crqd:t-. But I
wouldn't go through it all again for twice

the amount.
THE EXND.

a .
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