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Claude Gore-Pearce had stated he was going to start a new Movement at St. Frank’s. As It happened,

Edward Oswald Handforth started it for him—by scizing him by the arm, shoving his knee into the

small of his back, and then shooting him forward. Oh yes, Gore-Pearce’s new Movement was a
great success !
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Reformers v. Old Timers ! Ructions at St. Frank’s !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s yarns now appearing every Tuesday in ‘‘ The Popular.”)
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Core-Peaice may be a cad, bul be’s also an opportunist. Wilh the
advent of Dr. Nicholls info St. Frank’s be sees the chance of achieving
one of bis ambitions—of becoming something big in the Remove, How
be scizes that chance, and how bis ambilion 1s lo a very large exlent
aftained, is fold in this stunning complete yarn.—ED.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Sneaks' Paradise!

gate-post, and looked thoughtfully down the lane, Yet it was obvious that hisg

gaze was not fixed upon anything in particular. He was deep in thought. 'I'he

gateway was further ornamented by the lounging, dandified figures of Gulliver
and Bell.

“This evening, I think,” said Gore-Pearcoe slowly.

“What about 1t?” asked Gulliver., /

“ Better start the ball rolling by a notice,” continued the millionaire’s son. " Some-
thing that’ll make ’cin sit up, Something they can’t resist.”

The far-away expression died from his eyves as he noticed that Bell was adjusting
his tie. Bell was also pulling his waisteoat down, zo that any possible creases should be
eradicated. Finally, Bell was passing a hand over his well-brushed hair,

“What the denece——" began Gore-Pearce,

He glanced round, following the direction of Bell’'s gaze. Then he understood. Four
or five dainty figures were coming up the lane. lrene & Co., of the Moor View School,
were practically within carshot, and Gore-Pearce had been so preoccupied that he nad
not noticed them. He gave Beli a severe glance,

“*Why didn’t you give us the wink?” he said.

“You've got eyes, Maven't you?" retorted Dell,

Gore-Pearce and Gulliver followed Bell’s example, and made certain that their
necities were straight, and that they were otherwise looking their best. It would bavo
been unkind for anybody {o come along and tell the cads of Study A that no matter
how dandified their attire, how scrupulous their neatness, they would never be anything
mtch to look at.

CL!&I'UE GORLE-PEARCE, of the Remove, leaned elegantly against the great stone

LR
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were foolish enough ‘o
could make a hit with the
Moor View girls. Times without number
they had been coldly but politely rebuffed;
vet they came up again, hoping for the best.

“Evening !” said Claude, with a beaming
smile, as he raised his cap.

“Evening 7 echoed Gulliver and Bell.

The girls could not exactly cut them dead.
They acknowledged the salute, and prepated
to =troll on. Irene Manners was arm-in-arm
with Marjorie Temple and Doris Berkeley,
her own particular chums, Mary Summers
and Winute I’itt were just in the rear. Ihe
eirls were looking quite charming, in spite
of the drawbacks of their school costume,
whieh precluded such joys as silk stockings
and erd pe-de-eliine frocks,

"1 say, there's no hurry, is there?” asked
Gorve-Pearce complamingly, “Can’t you girls
~top for a minute or two, and have a chat?”’

“Awfully sorrv, but I'm afraid we can’t,”
roplied [rone coldly.

“Why not? You don’t seem to be in a
hurry, -

“We're nor,” sayd Doris pointedly.

“'Then why can't you stopt?”

And yet they
unagine that th{?-‘

“Well, there are several reasons—three,
to be exact.” said Doris, as she glanced
rrom  Gore-Pearce to Gulliver and Bell.

“But do you really want us to say what
these reasons are

Gore-Pearce wasn't a fool. The girl's
alanee had been suflicient; he knew very
well that she meant that her *“‘reasons”
were himself and his two pals., He had the
decency to flush shghtly.

“Oh, I <ay!” he protested. “You don't
cecin to understand that I shall soon: be the
nio~t unportant fellow in the Remove—boss
of tne Remove, in fact. I'm going to be the
leader of a great new movement "

"By Georgel” came a bellow.

Edward Oswald Handforth, of the Remove,
charged across the Triangle at full speed.
Churech and MecClure, his faithful chums,
were at his heels. All three of them weie
dressed for football, with light overcoats as
an addition. They had just come off Litile
Siude, after practice.

“Hallo, girls!” said Handforth briskly.
“These fatheads bothering you?”

“Not much,” replied Irene, with a smile.

“We were getting quite interested,” put
in Doris.  “Gore-Pearce was telling us that
he's going to start a new movement,”

Handforth nodded,

“I don't know how he managed it, but for
once he spoke the truth,” he said promptly.
“He certainly is going to start 2 new move-
ment,  Or, at least, I'm going to start it
for himn.” |

He seized Claude by the arm, shoved his
knee into the small of Claude’s back, and
Claunde i1mmediately started his new move-
ment— by shooting forward like a stone from
a catapult.

“You silly fool!”
“What the—"

“fnt of ig}¥

roared Gore-Pearce,

hisseed Handforth., *“*Your

fuce gives me & pain, so what can it give"

these girls? Clear off before you get hurt!
It’s like your nerve to foist your beastly
company upon these young ladies!”

“You confounded idiot!” roared Gore-
Pearce. ‘“I was standing in the gatewa
when they came up! Take your hands of
me, Hamﬁ'orth! You know what to expect if
vou forget yourself, don’t you?”

Handforth breathed hard.

““Are you threatening to sncak?” he de-
manded thickly. “If unch you in the
eye, and give you a thicﬁ ear, and fatten
your nose, will you have the nerve to re-
port me?”
“I shall
fiercely.
Handforth gave a bitter laugh.

“Nowadays, it seems that doing one’s duty
and sneaking are the same thing|” he said.
“Clear off! If you don't, I s,hah forget my-
self~—whether you do your rotten Eut}? or
not !

“You can go and eat coke!” snapped
Gore-Pearce.

Handforth’s fists clenched, and it was only
in the nick of time that Church and MecClure
dragged him back. Fortunately, Gore-Pearce
took the hint, and since it was impossible
to have any sort of chat with the girls while
Handforth was present he lounged off..
Gulliver and Bell had already gone.

Gore-Pearce's new movement was a great
sueeess !

do my duty!” =aid Claude

tentatiously rubbing his hands in the
gravel and wiping them on his over-
coat.
““What did you do that for?"” asked Ircne
wonderingly,
“To clean ‘'em,” explained Handforth.
“I've been touching Gore-Pearce,”
“Is he rcally as bad as all that?”
“Bad!” safd Handforth. “He’s worse!
You don’t know how bad he is! He's not
just an ordinary cad, This term he's devel-
oped into a sneak—a tell-tale—-a giddy in-

former |
Handforth spoke feelingly, and his ecyes

“TH!\T'S better!” said Handforth, os-

were flashing with indignation. In the
mcantime Nipper had strolled up, with
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West and

Travers and one or two others.

“We spotted you, so we thought we'd come
along to invite you to tea,” said Nipper
cheerily.

Handforth started.

“Clear off!” he said.
vited 'em to tea.” :

“T don't remember 1t,” murmured Irene.

“Eh? Oh, well, I was thinking about it,”
said Handforth hastily. *It was on the
tip of my tongue——"

“Tt won't wash, old man,” said Nipper
gently, I was first.”

“You needn’t argue. because we can’t stay,
in any case,” chuckled Mary Summers.
“We'd love to have tea with you boys, but
there’'s something special on at our school
this evening. and our passes expire within
ten minutes ™

“I've already in-
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“What rot!” said Handforth, disappointed,

“1 mecan, hard lines!” _
“What's that you were saying about Gore-
Pearce ?” asked Irene.

“You're not interested in him, arc you?"”

“No, silly!” laughed Irene. “But you
Were so furious, and so red in the face, that

“I always get like that when I talk about
Gore-Pearce,” said Handforth ruffly.
“Haven't you heard the news? Hasn't any-
body told you what’s been happening this
term "

“But the term's only just started,” said
Irene.

“We're having a fine old time with our
new Head!” said Edward Oswald, breathing
hard. *“I'm jiggered if I know why the
governors appoint these freaks!”

“Is he really a freak 7" asked Mary. ““Isn’t
he the man you boys put on the back of a
cow on Easter Monday?”

'The juniors wineed,

“Don't talk about Faster Monday, for
goodness' sakel” said Nipper. ‘*We've been
trying to forget it ever since!”

The Moor View girls chuckled.

““And we've been trying to remember it,”
said Irene blandly. “In faet, we've put up
a sort of memorial in our Common-room- -
*In Memory of the St. Frank’s Remove;
Spoofed and Diddled and Extinguished by
Us on April the First!’ Not exactly those
words, but something to that effect.”

There was more laughter, and Nipper
looked rueful.
“All  right—you can smile,” ho said

“One of theso days we’ll get our own back
ou you girls. But we're too busy just at
present. We've got troubles enough within
our own walls.”

“We are outside troubles, I suppose?”
asked Mary.

“Yxactly,” nodded WNipper. “The wa
vou spoofed us on All Fools’ Day was awful,
Wo never knew that
girls could be so tricky.
But it's taught us a
lesson, and 1n futuro
we shall be wary of
}'Dll.” ’

“We've been expect-
ing you to retaliate
ever sineo the term
started,” said Irene.
“What's the mattes
with yvou? Haven't you
any 1deas?
reailly bad?” :

“It's the Xcad!” explained Nipper
frowning. **Dr. Morrison Nicholls. The
trouble 1s, he's such a really decent sort. He's

enerous, in a way, and there’s no doubt that
ﬁr-.'s a thorough gentleman—and a learned
scholar, too.”

“Is that what you call a trouble?”

“But he's got cranky ideas,” said Nipper,
“He's trying to bring a new order of things
into force. Says that there's no such thing
a: sneaking.”

“Ob, but that's silly!" ejaculated Doris,

LEE SCHOOL
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crazy |”
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“1t's said Handforth fiercely.
He's turned St. Frank’s into

a Sneaks’ Paradise—that’s what he's done!”

RENE & CO. listened with interest while
I their boy friends went into a fow details

concerning Dr, DMorrison Nicholls’ ex-
traordinary campaign, ‘

The new Head was sincere in his beliefs.
Ho maintained that it was tho duty of any
and every boy to report the frequent irregu-
larities that countinually went on in a big
Public School,

It was Dr. Nicholls’ idea that theso
breaches of the school rules would be
stamped out if the boys themselves helped
in the good causé. The irregularities were
those which the masters or prefects never
saw. A hundred and one transgressions of
school rules took place every week—perhaps
every day. Nobody ever thought of saying
anything about them, and they were mostly
done behind the backs of those in authority.

If the boys co-operated with tho head-
master and reported the culprits the evil
would be stamped out. Unfortunately, the
school regarded such a thing.as sneaking.

“It's all very well for the Head to tell us
that we're doing our duty, but we know
different!” said Handforth fiercely. ‘““Ho
can urge us to become sneaks all he likes ~
but we’re not having any!”

“Then why worry?” asked Irene. *The
thing has failed, hasn’t 1t?”

“It’s failed with most of us,” said Nipper.
“That’'s just the point. All the recognisea
snealks are having the time of their lives,
They’re in their element—and their influence
is spreading. Weak-kneed fellows who were
just nonentitics before are now blossoming
out into dangerous informers. They've
soaked in this cranky doctrine, and they'vo
got a good argument, too. If the Head says
it’'s right, they consider that they're on safe

{ ground.”

Or is this ‘inside trouble’ so |

| The girls nodded understandingly.
themselves had
use for sncaks,
they were able
realise what an un-
enviable time their
boy chums must be
having under the new
headmaster’s rule.
“Poor chaps!” said
Doris sympathetically.
“You are in a mess!|”

They
no
and
to

CHAPTER 2.
Backing Up Gore-Pearcel

ANDFORTH sighed.
“It's worse than that—if you oniy
knew,” he said feelingly.
But Edward Oswald could never be
He intended that remark to be

H

seerctive.
cryptic, but he rather spoilt it by tenderiy
passing a hand over his rear at the same
time, and then inspecting the palms of his

| hands, which were puffy,
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“Did it hurt much?” asked Irene tenderly,

“Eh?” gasped Handforth. “How—how
did vou know I mean——"

“T'm afraid you're frightfully sore, Ted,”
said ihe girl,

“Lots of us are sore,” said Nipper bluntly.
“We had the swishing of our lives a few
days ago.”

“You must have done something awfully
had.” =aid Mary,

“Bad ?” repeated Handforth. “We did
nothing!  Absolutely nothing! We only
took (Gere-Pearee and Gulliver and Bell and
slaughtored them !

“And 18 that what you
asked Irene politely.,

“But they deserved it!” shouted Hand-
forth, “We planned an ordinary jape on
Corky & Co. of the East House, and those
cads sneaked! We were caught red-handed,
and although the Head went ecasy with us,
we simply had to teach Gore-Pearce a lesson.
Then he sneaked again!”

“With frightful and unmentionable results,
ch?” said Doris, nodding. “Don’t say any
more, We can guess, I suppose the Head
means to enforee his ideas? I expect veu're
afraid to touch the sneaks now, aren’t you #”

“We're " not afraid, but the game isn’t
worth the candle,” said Nipper glumly, * As
=oon as we drop en one of these rotters, they
streak to the Head and “do their duty’!
Some of us are already gated, and have had
half-holidays cancelled. For our own sakes,
we've got to be careful.”

“I tell vou, the place is a sneaks’ paradise,”
insisted Handforth, “We're helpless!  The
Head’s on the side of the rotters.”

I.“A”d are all the other masters supporiing
im 1

“Well, they ecan't very well defy him, can
they?” put in Travers, “It would be as
miuch as their jobs were worth. Dut the cads
are’ getting cunning. They know it’s not
much use sneaking to Iorm-masters or
Houscmasters, $o  fhey go straight to the
Head.” * - -7, 7

“And this chap,” said Handforth, point-
ing accusingly at Nipper, “is supposed to
he the FForm captain! The fellow with the
idogis ! And yet he can’t think of any wheeze
to put a stop to this rot!”

“Don’t be so unreasonable, Ted,” pro-
tested Mary. “How can Dick fight the
Head 7

“If T were skipper, I'd do something!” said
Handforth darkly.

Nipper grinned,

“I'm a reasonable chap,” he said, “I'm
willing to take any good ideas from anvbody,
Trot yours cut, Handy, Imagine that you're
skipper for a moement.”

Handforth was done. He looked blank.

“T'Il soan get 1deas if I'm elected for the
captainey,” he said, as a feeble get-out.

“It won’t do, Ted,” said Trene, shaking
her head. “I don't see what vou ecan do.
It’s hard lines on you fellows. ILet’s hope
that the Head abandons this scheme. Tt
can't do anything else but harm—I mean,

3

call nothing?”

encouraging chaps to inform scems down-
right wicked.”

“But Dr. Nicholls looks at if differently,”
said Nipper sadly. “In theory, the thing
seems as easy as winking. Get the boys to
co-operate, and there’ll be no more breaches
of rules. But in practice it’s impossible.
Half the breaches are innocent—trifles too
small to bother about. We can’t spend our
lives in reporting each other. If we started
it, wo should become a school of spies, all
watching one another,”

“Can’t you tell that to the Head 7’ asked,
Marjorie,

The Removites grinned.

“Might as well tell it to the marines:”
said Nipper. * Besides, wild horses wouldn't
drag these notions from Dr. Nicholls, He's
got to find out for himself that the game is
no good in practice—and while be’s doing 1t
we're having a pretty bad time!”

sympathy, found it necessary to hurry

on to their own school. The juniors

wenl indoors for tea. It was a fine
April evening, and they wanted to get out
agaim before if was dark. Further foothall
practico was indicated. The Remove was to
meet the Fourth on the morrow—which
would be a half-heliday,

Dut it 1s never quite wise to make outdcor
plans in April. By the time tea was over, a
hefty shower had rolled up, and rain was
falling in torrents when a group of wonld-be
footballers gathered in the Ancient Heuso
lobby.

“Rats'!” said Nipper. “We're done!”

“Not likely !V said Handforth. “We're
not going to take any notice of this sprinkie,
are wef”

“It's & matter of opinion, old man.” eaid
Nipper gently. “Tt looks like a downpour
to mer—and you know the rules, No footer
practice during hard rain. Somebody  wi!l
report us if we go out and——"

“By George!” interrupted FHandforth,
clenching his fists, “ Are we always going to
be haunted by this rotten nightmare? Can't
we have footer practice in peace ?”

“We ecan bave it in peace—but not in the
rain,”’ said Nipper. “Hallo! What's {hi«*
By Jove! Qather round, children !”

ITe had spotted scomething on the notice-
board, It was very prominent—a donhle
shect of foolscap, affived to the green baize
with drawing-pins,  The wording on it hid
apparently been excented with a paint-bruzh,
using intenscly black Indian ink.

NOTICE |
A meeting of the utmost importance 1o
everybody in the Remove will be held in
the Small Leetwre Hall, at cight o’clock
sharp. All cordially invited. Fail to con.c,
and you’ll mizs something of vital impor:-

T[IE girls, having duly expressed their

ance., Speaker-CLAUDE GOR -
PEARCE. Roll up! Support the New
Movement !

(Signed) CLAUDRE Gore-Prance,
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“Nerve!” said Handforth hotly.
“Cheek !” said Church and MecClure.
““The fellow means business, anyhow,’ re-
marked Nipper thoughtfully, “I rather
think we cught to go to this meeting.”
Handforth stared,
“What !” he protested.
Pearce’s rotten meeting ?

“Go to QGore-
You're mad!”

“You don’'t mean it, Nipper?” said
Watson. “Gore-Pearce 1s the worst cad of
the lot! It would be idiotic to support him,

¢ven by attending his meeting.
to cut him dead!”

Nipper winked,

“Dut why?” he asked solemnly.
not attend this meeting and show
Yearce that we're broad-minded ?”

“Show him that we’re dotty, you mean!”
said Handforth tartly.

“There’s no reason why wo shouldn't give
the fellow a chance,” went on Nipper, wax-
ing enthusiastiec.  “How do we know? He
may have something important to say. 1
consider that the whole Remove ought to
rallv- round and attend his meeting in full
force,”

“You're rotting!” said Watson, staring.

“Am 17" said Nipper. “ Anyhow, I think
we ought to go to Gore-Pearce’s meeting.”

! ND before long nearly everybody in

We ought

“Why
Core-

tho Remove had been advised by

Nipper to “roll up” to Gore-
Pearce’s precious meeting.  The
fellows took it very seriously. They went

about in clumps, and stood in groups,
solemnly discussing the probable reason for
Gore-Pearce’s proposed gathering.

Claude himself was in Study A, and Cul-
liver and Bell were inelined to be sceptical,
They had had very little faith in that
notice, and they had still less faith in their
leader's ability to gain the attention of the
Remove,

“Yon can fool yourself if you like, but
T'll bet thero won’t be a dozen fellows in
the Lecture Hall at eight o'clock,” said
Gulliver. “You're dotty! You know thun-
dering well that most of the chaps are
Nipper's gang! They'll avoid the Lecture
Hall like the plague!”

“Of course tﬁcy will,” agreed DBell,

Claude Gore-Pearce frowned,

“We'll see about that,” he said sourly.
“Even if I only get half the Remove in, I
~shall be satisfied. I don’t want Nipper’s
crowd, anyhow. All the better if they keep
away.”

Yet when he and his cronies sallied out
they were astonished to find all sorts of eager
inquiries fired at them. In the passages, in
the lobby, in the Common-room, they were
accosted by juniors who wanted to know
what tho speech would be about, and if
Gore-Pearcoe  would open tho meeting
promptly at eight.

It was evident, in fact, that an enormous
ammount of intercst had been aroused. QCul-
liver and Bell were frankly astonished, and
they said so.

“Ribbish !” said their leader. *Tt just
shows you which way the wind i1s blowing,
that's all. Tho fellows are beginning to
realise that 1t's no good jibbing against the
Hcad's ruling. They know that I'm the
leading spirit in the new movement, and
they’re supporting me.”

“Not yet,” said Bell, shaking his head,

“Well, they're curious to know what I'm
going to jaw about, anyhow,” amended
Claude. “ After I've made my speech they'll
support me right enouvgh. And belore long,

my lads, I shall be boss of the Remove !” he
added smugly,

HEN eight o’clock came, the small

‘}‘/ Lecture Hall was a place of anima-

tion and subdued excitement. - Not

only had the Ancient IHouse Re-

movites turned up in full force, but Reggie

Pitt & Co., from the West House, had also

rolled along. The enthusiasm was un-
bounded.

As eight o'clock boomed out, Gore-Pearce
strode briskly on to the platform, flanked on

either side by Gulliver and Bell. Thev.

appcared from a scrcen at the rear-#us

dramatic movement. e tar
“Hurrah ! oo e %
“Go it, Gore-Pearce!" g L
“Speech! Speech!” o T g

The Lecture Hall rang with lusty shuu!:s};'-'f
and Gore-Pearce found himself looking down
upon the multitude. Eyes were cagefy checks
were flushed.  Gore-Pearce responded at Qrcg.
He had never expected such a receptidh as
this. In fact, he had never expected that half
this number would turn up. He expanded
visibly, and he decided to take his time,

“I'm glad to sec that you bhave had the
common sense to show up in full foree,” he
began., “It proves to me—"

“Hurrah "

“Go ahead, Gore-Pearce!”

“It proves to me——"

‘““Hear, hear!”

“shut up, you idiots, and let me speak!”
roared Gore-Pcarce. “It proves to me that
you've got more sense than L

‘Ho broke off as the hall was suddenly
plunged into inky darkness. The lights failed
with  dramatic abruptness. A  confused

hubbub arose from the body of the hall,
Lverybody began shouting at once,
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“Ii! What's the matter?” velled Gore-
Pearce, “Gulliver! Bell! Who's been mon-
keving with those switches?” ‘

“Lights! Lights!” came Nippar’s voice.
“How can we listen to Gore-’curce in the
dark 77

“ Never mind listening ! eame Handl{orth’s
voice, “How can we aim properly? What
do von think I bronght these dud oranges
for 1

“All keep your places!” zhouted Nipper.
“We don’t want any confusion.”

Gore-Pearce fumbled his way across to
the switches, which were at the back of the
platform. He collided with somebody in «the
inky darkness, Gulliver's voice came to him,

“Out of my way, idiot!” snapped (rore-
Pearce, who was thoroughly disgustied with
this carly mishap, * Where are those rotten
switches 1"

“I tried to find '¢m,” retorted Gulliver,
“but somebody biffed inte me and—— Ab,
here we are! I've got 'em!”

Snap-snap-snap |

Ile twrned them all on, and the place
immediately became flooded with light again,
Gore-Pearce breathed a sigh of relief and
tnrned,

“I don’t know who monkeved with the
switches, but 1t wasn’t funny!” he =aid
soverely, ““This speech of mine 1s an im-
Fnrtant-a--— Fh? Why, what the—— Oh,
w gad!”

The Leeture Hall wae utterly and absolutely
pmpty !

CHAPTER 3.
The Reformers!

b A, ha, hal!”

H An echo of laughter, hilarions
and noisy, came to Gore-Pearee's
cars from the corridor beyond the

closed doors. The leader of Study A started,
closed his eyes, opened them again, and
stared harder than ever. It made no differ-
ence. Ungquestionably the hall wa§ empty.
His wonderful audience had vaniched,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The laughter sounded more aggressive
than ever, and Gore-Pearee, inrning, found
Gulliver and DBell grinning., They quickly
controlled ithemselves when they found Gore-
Pearce’s glare upon them,

“NVery funny, 1=n't 1t %" snarled Claude,

“Well, we told vou what to expect,” said
Bell defensiveiy. I thought that meeting
was too good to be true. They were fooling
you, that’s all!”

“They never meant to let you give a
spoech,” said Gulliver,

(Gore-Pearvce breathed hard, In his con-
ceit, he had imagined that he was already
gaining great power in the Remove. e had
been brought to carth with a thud. e could
almost feel a physieal shock. )

“The spoofing rotters!™ he panted savagely,
“A fine trick to come here and switeh the
liwhits off. and steal awav in the darkness!
If they think i's humorous, 1 don’t!”

- -"L

 lights out so quickly 7

But
thought,

nohody ecared what Gore-Pearce

Outside, mn the passages, the Re-
movites were yelling with laughter. They
folt that they had treated Gore-Pearce’s
mecting as 1t deserved--with contempt, It
was like s cheek, anyhow, to call a Remove
meeting and to expeet any kind of attention.
Not only was he a recognised cad, but of late
he had become that most contemptible of

t mortals—a sneak !

Nipper, in the Common-room,

“Pretty rotten!” said Handforth,
with a sniff. “Wha turned the
I wanted to pelt Gore-
Pearco with a few oranges and things. My
pockets are in an awful mess now !’

“Well, it was your own doing, Handy,”
said Church. “We told von not to bring tha
oranges. Nipper's wheeze was to turn the
lights out as soon as Gore-Pearce started.
And you couldn’t very well pelt him belove
he started, could you?”’

Handforth grunted.

“In my opinion. the whole (lung was a
frost!” he said coldly,

But nobody agreed with him.

N
- PRETTY good, wasn't i7" grinned

Tt was felt

that Nipper’s plan had been the best,
Diplomacy was needed nowadays., Pelting
Gore-Pearce might have involved trouble

later, for Claude would undoubtedly have
sneaked; but he couldn't run to the Head
with the complaint that somebody had turned
the lights off. There was no offence against
the rules in that.

The Common-room was crowded when
Gore-Pearee himself arrived, soon afterwards.
Quite a number of the West Houze fellows
had remained. A yell of derision went up as
the cads of Study A came in.

“(lear out of here, Gore-Pearce!”

“Yaon made your gpeech, and we thought it
rotten !’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” o o &

It got too long, and it was wearisome !

Gore-Pearee glared round him as he forced
his way across the room. TIle had a perfect
right there, and he knew that the juniors
wouldn’t be rash enough to threw him ont,
The penalty was liable to bé heavy.” Now
that the sneaks had so much official back-
ing, the ordinary methods of schoolboy jus-
tice were in abevance,

“You’d better keep vour hands off me!”
caid  Gore-Pearce sourly. “Very funny,
wasn't it? T suppose you thought it clever
to turn out those lights and to clear off ¥”

“It wasn't elever—it was diplomatie,” said
Nipper. " We were so afraid of being bored,
Gore-Pearce. And as we should have to pain
vou by leaving the meeting under your gaze,
we chose the darknese?® i

“Ha. ha, hal® ;

“Well, you're a fine lot of sportsmen,”
sneered Gore-Pearce. - ““You pretend to be
so confoundedly sporty, and yet yon refuse
to give a fellow a decent hearing. Is that
what you eall playing the game?”

“We don’t want.to hear you, that’s all,”
said Nipper bluntly.
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Lionel Corcoran & Co. of the Fourth were standing no bunkum from Gore-Pearce and his Reformers
The latter found themselves hustled alungEthe passage and were then literally kicked out ol th
ast House. 4

“Is there any reason why you shouldn’t
Licar me 7"

“It may not be a good reason, but it’s a
reason,’” said Nipper. “"We're fed up with
vou, Gore-Pearce. You're a sneak, and we
bar sneaks. You ought to be thankful you're
not sent to Coventry.” '

“You daren’t send me!” retorted Gore-
Pearce, with a laugh. “That would amount
to persecution—and the Head's down on per-
secution, But wo won't argue over the
point., Why don't you want to hear my
speech 7"

“Try Handforth
thickly,

“I won't make onc unless you want if,”
sald Claude, with a contemptuous shrug of
his shoulders, “But you needn’t think I
haven’t scen through your game, Nipper!
You're afraid to let me address the Remove!
You're captain, and you're jealous!”

“That's a good one!” sald Nipper coolly.
#Go on'”

“You're afraid!” jeered Gore-Pearce.
“You know darned well that your pedestal
is getting rgtky! If you weren’t pretty cer-
tain that m#*speech would rob you of your
supporterz, yon'd give me a hearing.”

This was rather too much, It was a
challenge,

“You can ﬁpeai; }tqpa jged. off if you like,”
said Nipper curtly. P#$%hat! 1If you've
got those ideas, Gore- %-I'll soon knock

to make onec!” said

them out of vour head! Make vour speech,
and blow you! I'm not afraid of you!”

“Lot's give him five minutes,” suggested
Reggio Pitt,

“ Hear, hear!”

“The fellow’s
chance!”

“No fear!" roared Handforth indignantly,
“Chuck him out!”

“But he's said that we're not sportsmen."
explained Reggie.

“Ob, all right—five minutes, then!” said
Handforth, with a glare at Gore-Pearce,
“And if we're still conscious at the end of
that time, we'll chuck him out then!”

Gore-Pearce looked round kéenly., In
spite of everything he had won a hearing for
himself, and he had hardly expected this
much. It was his taunts that had worked
the oracle.

“I don't know that I can put the facts

beforg you within five minutes, but I'll try,”
ho said, as he leapt upon a chair. ‘“Now,

a cad, but give him a

Jdisten to me!”

And the erowded Common-room, impatient
and angry, prepared to listen, much as they
hated doing so.

5 ENTLEMEN, yvou may think that my
G views are all wrong-—"
“Wo don't think—we know!”
“But 1f vou do hold those views,
then you must also take sides against the
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headmaster,” said Gore-Peavce, “ My views
are his views. I'd better warn you that it’s
a pretlty risky thing to be up aganst the
Head.”

“We're not slaves!” said Handforth,
“Tt's a free country, and we're entitled to
onr own opinions.”

“We're not talking about the country—
we're talking about St. Frank’s,” said Gorve-
Pearce. *This is a community of our own
-~where we're more or less compelled to
toe the line. What's the good of jibbing all
the time? Where do vou think you'll get
to if you oppose the Head ?” .

“One minute!” said Handforth grimly.

“Don’t look at vour watch—listen fo me!”
roarcd Gore-Pearce, exasperated. “You've
called me a sneak-—you've been down on me
because [ gave some information to Dr.
Nicholls. But what about the Head’s 1in-
structions* I simply did as 1 was told—1
sheyed orders, In fact, I did my duty.”

“Do you always do your duty?” asked
Nipper contemptuously. “ You're a humbug,
(tore-Pearce! It's like vour nerve to stand
up here and preach to us under the guise
of making a speech! DBut we've promised to
listen, so you'd better say as much as you
can in the specified time.”

There were many other shouts of

impa-
Lience.,

“I tell you it's the Head's wishes that we:

things,”
have to

Why

<hould adopt the new order of
shouted Gore-Pearce. “*We shall
give in unltunately, so why not now?

knock our heads against a brick wall?”

Handforth brightened up.

“That's a good idea,” he said. ** As soon
as this drivel is over, we'll take Gore-Pearce
to the nearest brick wall and knock his head
against it !”

'““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You've called me a sneak—and I'm ready
‘o agree that according to our old ideas 1
have been a sneak,” roared Claude, * But
tell mo this! Was I a sncak last term?”™

“Give the devil his due, you chaps—he
wasn’'t a sneak last term!” said Nipper.
*“Ife was only a plain, ordinary cad!”

“I've only adopted sneaking now because
the Head has officially approved of it,”” went
on the millionaire’s gon fiercely, "1l I o
it alone, or with only one or two other
fellows to back me up, there'll always be
trouble, but if we all toe the line it’ll be
simple. That’s the whole point!”

“Hear, hear!” velled Teddy Long enthiu-
siastically,

“We must alt do the same,” said Claude,
“and under those condirions there can't be
any tronble., If I sneak against yon, you
can sneak against me. What will be the
natural result.”

“Chaos!” said Nipper bluntly,

“Nothing of the =sort,” snapped Gore-
Pearce hastily, “The natural result will be
‘hat nobody will sneak at all--for the simple
reason that there won't be anything to sneak
about. All breaking of the school rules will
rease automatically. The Ilead’s scheme s
a good one-—a sonnd one—and it’s up to
ns {o give it a trial.  And, although 1t
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scems a rotten thing to do, weve got to
become informers—one against the other—1in
order to put it to the test.” ,

“All right,” said Handforth, with a sniff.
“T'J]l go straight to the Head and repo:t
vou for smoking in your study this evening !”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

A roar of laughter went up as Gore-
Pearce recoiled under that palpable hit.

“Those who live in glass houses gather no
moss ! said Handforth firmly.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You mean, a 1rolling stone
throw stones!” murmured Travers.

“*Ha, ha;, bal”

P12

“This is no laughing maltter!"” roared
Handforth. “I'm just trying to show Gore-
Pcarce what a fool he is. ﬁt takes a fooi
to know a fool, and that’s why I'm telling
him !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

shouldn ¢

“Th? No, not exactly!” said Handforth
hastily. "1 mean, it takes a wise man Lo
know a fool, And Gore-Pearce 1s abso-

lutely off his chump! He breaks more rules
than any of us—and if we all became sneaks
he’d be sacked in about five minutes.”

“His scheme doesn't seemm to be so bad,
then,” said Pitt. *“Why not adopt it for five
minutes, and after that we shall be rid of
him.” :

“Ha. ha, hal® _

“Talking about five minutes, lis time’s

up!"” said Handforth. “By George! He's
gone three minutes over!”
“Confound the tune!’” bellowed Gove

Pearce, disliking the hilarity of the audience.
“How can I make my speech if you keep
interrupting "

“We've got to pass the time somehow,”
defensively.

caid Nipper

“I'm here to annbunce the inauguraiion of
the Reform Party!” went on Gore-Pearce
impressively,

I being.

“The which?”

TThe Removites pricked up their ears. This
was something they hadn’t heard of yet, and
the thne-limit was overlooked,

- HE Reform Party is to be a special

l hody under my presidency,” said

(rorc-Pearce, seizing his advaniage.

“We Reformers must pledge our-

sclves to stick hard and fast by the Head's

orders. The Reform Party is already in

I'm the president, and Gulliver and
Bell ave vice-presidents
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“That's wrong, to begin with,” said Nip-
per, shaking his head.

“Why 1s 1t2”

“You ought to be vice-president,” said
Nipper. *You know more about vice than
those other chaps!” \

“Ha, ha, hal"™

“Don’t try to be funny!" snapped Claude.
“I want everybody here to support me 1n
this enterprise. I want you to join up—and
to become Reformers. There are no fees—
no rules or regulations. You’ve merely got
to pledge yourselves to support me, and
thereby to support the Head. Adopt me as
vour leader, and we’ll soon show the rest
of the school how things should be run.

“Hear, hear!”

“(Gore-Pearce is right!”

‘‘ Rather ! " ; ’

Nipper looked round wonderingly. Not
only Gulliver and Bell were giving Gore-
Pearce their support, but Hubbard and Long
and one or two others were joining 1in,
Owen major, of the West House, seemed
quite enthusiastic, and even Doyle and Can-
liam were inclined to approve.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Nipper.

“Surprised, eh?” said Gore-Pearce gloat-
ingly. “You didn’t think I should get any
support, did you? But these chaps are sen-
sible! They know that the old regime 1s
dead! It’s time there was a new boss ol
the Remove—a new order of things—and
U'm the fellow to support!™ &'

CHAPTER 4,
One Up for ithe Reformers!
GUHIC-PEAHCE*S speech ended at that

point,
He was not allowed any further
hearing, but he was thoroughly satis-
fied. At least a dozen fellows had ranged
themselves under his banner. They had
joined the Reform Party, and they had pro-
mised to do all in their power to carry on
_the good work and to ropo in further re-
cruits.

“I'm ashamed of you!” said Heggi:I{a Pitt,
as he glared at Doyle, after they had got
back into their own House. “What's the
idea of supporting that cad?”

“I'm mnot supporting him—I'm
porting the Head,” replied Doyle.

Many of tho other juniors were thinking
in the samo strain. "They had come to the
counclusion that if the Head wanted sneak-
ing, it must be all right. They tried to
convince themselves that their old notions
of sneaking werc all wrong.

“What's the good of jibbing?” argued
NMerrell, of the Fourth, in the East House.
“We all ought to join Gore-Pearce’'s Reform
Party. If we don't, we shall be open to
unfair treatment. They can snecak against
uz, and we can’t sneak again them. The
only sensible thing is for us all to become

sneaks, and then we shail all have the same
power.”

sun-
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On the face of it, it scemed a sound argu-
ment, and it convinced many of the hesitat.
ing juniors. It was perfectly true that if
thev all became sneaks they would all have a
similar “pull.”

As things were, the Reformers had all the
advantage. It was their” avowed policy to
“do their duty,” and that phrase of the
Head's was becoming a very powerful
weapon in the hands of Gore-Pearce’s sup-
porters, The Old Timers, on the other hand,
were prohibited, by their code, from sneak-
ing on any point whatsoever, no matter how
trivial or how serious. They barred sneak-
ing, and for the sake of their principles
they would suffer rather than inform.

This, as Gore-Pearco cunningly cxplainec
to his growing followers, gave the Reformer:
a tremendous advantage. For the head.
master was with them heart and soul, anc
would approve of anything they might do.
The disease~ was spreading rapidly—sc
rapidly that Nipper became uncasy !

BY the next morning there were scores
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of Removites and Fourth-Formers in

the Reform Party, and Gore-Pearce

was triumphant. Sneaking was be-
coming so commonplace that it was alread
regarded as the right thing to be done. 1{
was astonishing how quickﬁ* the nonentities
had changed their views. Under official
sanction, they were ready to jettison the code
that had been instilled into them ever since
they had been in the old school.

_And it was Dr. Nicholls' influence, all the
time, that brought about this effect. The
Reformers argued that if the Head led the.
way, it was up to them to follow. Where"
was the sensc in opposing the Heac‘lj The
thing must be right, or he wouldn’t®advisc
1ts adoption.

“What are we going to do about it?"
asked Handforth blankly, as he and a few
others chatted on the Ancient House eteps,
after breakfast. -

“Nothing I’* said Nipper.

“"And you call voutrself skipper?”

“The more we do, the more we shall drive
the chaps into joining the Reform Party,”
satld Nipper. “Leave them alone, and
they’ll soon collapse. Tt's only a fever—
and all fevers ‘burn themselves out.”

“That’s a dotty way of looking at it!"
grunted Handforth,

“Most of the masters and prefects are
against it,” continued Nipper. “Pyeraft's
about the only exception, The others are
taking precious little notice of the sneaks.”

This was true enough. The masters and
prefects, in the main, extended no sym-
pathy to those fellows who felt impelled to
““do their duty.”” Impositions were inflicted
upon the culprits who were reported; but
these 1impositions were generally so insig-
nificant as to be farcical, The Iead's
syatem was coming into force, but it mecant
nothing, i

There

was to be footlall that afternoon
versus Fourth. The cricket
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coason was near at hand, and football was
almost on 1ts last legs,

However, Lionel Corcoran, the encrgetic
leader of the Foorth, was very keen on this
rame, Not so long ago the Fourth had
been unable to field a football team worthy
of the name, but Corky was now convinced
ihat he had got his men into such good
~hape that they would not only give the
Remove Kleven a good game, but beat it

'nfortunately, a snag oceurred.
[
- movites, mvaded the Fast House on
a4 roping-in  compaign.  Merrell, of
Stidvy No, 15, had announced that many
[ellows were readv to join the Reformers,
so Gore-Pearce went over to strike while
the jron was hot,

But Corky & Co. struck fivst!

Corcorun and Armstirong and Griffiths and
a few otbwers happened 1o be racing along
the passnge when thev met the Removites.
The two groups came to a standstill.

“Wellz? cald  Corky. "How did you
wornes get in? I didn't know there were
unyv oracks in the floor!”

“Don’t be an ass, Corcoran,” said (Gore-
Pearce. “Stand out of the way! We've
come nere to——"

Giore-Pearee’s fault, Ile,
ported by half a dozen wnther

Wwas

sup-
Re-

“Stir  up mischief -eh?’ said Corky
erimiy., “You've come to the wrong shop,
wmy lad!  We're a bit particular in this
MHouse, We don't stand insects here! You
can clear ont!”

“ Look hore—-"

“Clear ont!” thundered Corky. “The

whole gang of vou! My hat! Things have
come fo a pretly pass, I must eay! Are
you going to shift, or shall we chuck you
out on your necks?”

(:ore-Pearce laughed.

“Better not try 1it!” he said un-
pleasantly. “We're protected.”

“Are vou? Don’t be too sure!”

“The Head’s orders are plain,” said
Gore-Pearce. “If there's any persecution

ny

“Persecution be hanged!” roared Corky.
“You've no right in this House if you've
pome to stir up trouble. And we're going
to chuck you out. Come on, you chaps!
Jl.end & hand!”

GGore-Pearce & Co. were chucked out,

There was nothing gentle about that
operation, either. The cads were hustled
down the passage, they were hurled through
the lobby, and they were literally pitched
down the Fast House eteps. They picked
themselves up, torn, battered, and bruised.

“And keep out!” said Corcoran breath-
lessly.

“Wait!"” snarled Gore-Parce, struggling to
his feet. “By gadl Just you wait!”

“Good gracions! What is all this?"

Mr. Horace Pycraft, the masfer of the
Fourth, raced out of the open doorway. He
had been drawn from his lair by the sound
of the commotion, and he had arrived with
a cang,
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“It's  nothing, «r,” growled Corky.
These [ellows came here to stir up trouble,
s0 we threw them out.”

Mr. Pyeraft looked suspicious. He had no
love for Corky and his friends. Mr, Pycraft
was more nelined to favour the wasters,

"Indeed!” he said sharply., *“1 regret,
Corcoran, that I cannot accept your state-
iment. It appears to me that you have
{reated these boys with gross roughness.
Gore-Pearce, what have you to say !’

“1v is my duty to report these fellows
to vou, sir,” said Gore Pearce, with assumed
dignity, “We entered this House peace-
fully, our only object bemmg to influence the
Fourth-Formmerg to join our Reform Pariyv.”

Le

“That's it,” said Armstrong. “To stir
up tronble.”
“If these fellows like to regard it as

stirring up trouble, sir, I'll leave jyou to
form your own opinion,” said (Gore-Pearce.
“But I think yon know that we are only
carrying out Dr. Nicholls' wishes”

“Quite fo-quite go!” said Mr, Pycraft
promptly, “1f these bove actually came
into this House on such a mission, Corcoran,
your treatment of them was a palpable
breach of the rules.  You know perfectly
well that brawls are not allowed.”

“But 1t wasn't a brawl, si!”
Corcoran indignantly.

“"Did yvoin commence the hostilities?”

“Well, ves, sir, but—-*

“Since ycu have made that admission,
Corcoran, there is no nced for vou to say
any more,” snapped My, Pveraft. “There
Remove bovs made a peaceful entry, and I
can see, with my own eyes, how brutal that

proiested

attack was. You will be detained for the
afternoon !”

Corcoran looked blank.

“All of us, sir¥”’ he burst out. “You

mean Armetrong and Griffith and Freeman
and——"

“You are all equally
My, Pycraft. “You will report to me in
the class-room immediately after Inncheon.
I, too, am desirious of carryving out the
headmaster's wishes, That 1s enough!
Go !’

“But we've got a fooiball mateh on this
afternoon, sir!” protested Corky,

“Your football maich must be
doned!” snapped the Form-master,

guilty,” bhroke in

aban-

coran hopelessly,
He was talking to Nipper, and
morning lessons were over, More
than once Corcoran had urged Mr. Pyeraft
to gee reason, but the Form-master was ob-
stinate. Moreover, it afforded him a cer-
tain simount of pleasure to ruin the Fourth
Form’s foothall match,

“We're not blaming you, old man,” ecaid
Nipper. “You did the right thing in chuck-
ing Gore-Pearce ont. and it’s just your bad
Iuck that Pveraft <hould buit in.  Hard
Hies!™”

“This enecaking ie

“I'["'Fi no good--we're dished!” said Cor-

eeliling too awful for

b wordes,*? qa'd Lionel fierecly, "Ji7:- (7s -
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tolerable! Can’t we do something?
we join forees and fight this rotten Reform
Party ? It's getting too powerful!”

“The only thing is to j{}II‘l it, and then
it’ll die of its own folly,” said Nipper.
“But we shan't do that. A few of us,
fiope, will be strong encugh to stick to a
decent code.”

“Rather!” said  Handforth  stoutly.
“They’ll never make me a sneak!”
“Isn't there esome other way?” asked

Corky. “Burely we can devise some wheeze
that'll put a spoke in Gore-Pearce's wheel ¥”

There was a dreamy look in Nipper's eves.

“There’s something stirring at the back
of iny mind,” he admitted. “Don’t ask me
what it is, because I don't know mysclf yet.
I've got to think it out. Buv we can smash
these Reformers—and, by Jove, we will!
However, it won't do any harm to let them
think they've got the upper hand.”

“Come on!” urged Handforth, ““What's
your idea?”

But Nipper refused to be drawn,

“Wait till I've got it clearer,”” he said.

“In the meantime, we'd better postpone this
1

match, Corky. Half your best men are out

of the team. We'll play it to-morrow after-

noon, immnediately after lessons.”

“It might be pouring with rain,” said Cor-
corarn glumh "It's going (o be a glorious
afternoon to-day, and——"

He broke off as Freeman, of the Fourth,
came dashing up.

“Good news!" gasped Freeman,

“Has old Pycraft let us off 7’ asked Corky
cagerly,

““Draw it mild!” protested Freeman,
“This 1en't the age of miracles, But old
Pycraft has been called away suddenly.

Didn’t you se¢ him go out in a hurry ten
minutes ago?”

“Yes; but I expect he'll soon be back—
he'll be back in time to watch over us in
the class-room this afternoon, anyhow.”

“That’s where you're " grinned

wrong,
é ' AT
Freeman. “ He's gone to London—won't be

back until the last train, I heard it
officially from Paync of the Siath. TPayne’s
been told to deputise for Pyeraft. He'll be
in charge of us during detention.”

Lionel Corcoran grinned.

“Nipper, old son, vou ean take it for

certain that we shall play this match!”

said calmly, Yavne 1s the one ray of sun-
shine amongst our seniors! If we ecan't
wangle a get-out, you can call me a Hot-
tentot !”

CHAPTER 5.
The Wangling of Payne!

. OVELY afternoon,
“It's not so
Payne,

“Beastly to be stuck indoors until

tea-time !
“Well, that's your own [ault,” said Pavne,
The IFourth-Form class-room was looking
empty and drab, Only a few juuntors sat in

Payne !”

bad,”’

admitted
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their places, and Payne, the prefect, was

trving to make himself comfortuble at Mr,
Py crafl’s desk. Qutside, the spring afternoon
was sunnv, and the bright sunbeams were

slanting alluringly through the windows.

Charles Payne had come well prepared.

I'irst of all, he had no less than three books,
If one proved dull, he was armed with the
other two. The desk in front of him was
more or less littered with various items of
dict. There was a box of chocolates, a small
tin of biscuits, a couple of apples, sundry
oranges, and a whole ]fu.uuh of bananas,

The detained Fourth-Formers had tlmutrhf
at rlut that Payne was starting the asiter-
noon's prm.m.dmga by giving his charges a
feed, but it appeared that all these cedibles
were intended for. Pavne's own consumptiony
to fortify him in his arduous ta<k,

Pavne was a very stout senior. He was
popular with evervbody, and he bad never
been known to show any real anger,
Nothing  scemed to  disturh  his  calm
Pq:mmmlh

‘Glorious afternoon for footer, Tayne,”

said Corky suggestively,

Pavne thm:ghtfnlh peeled a banana.
for cricket,
window,

13

“Better ho said, glancing

out of the
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“Good luck ! s=aid Armstrong as PMayne
took a bite.

“None of these facetious remarks!”
growled the prefect, with his mouth {full,
“You kids aren’t here to watch me cat, are
" you it

“Didn’'t you have ynur
Corky, fazcinated.

“Get on with that work!” retorted Pavne
soverely. “ Never mind if I had my lunch or
not. Pycraft told me to watch over you kids,
. and I'm booked here for the whole afternocon.
How do you expect me to live through it
unlv?s I have something to keep my strength
up 7’

Iunch 77 a<ked

You won't need much strength to look
after ug,” said Lionel Corcoran. **We won't
give you any trouble, Payne. By the way,

suppose you know why we're here?” he
added, as an afterthought.

“How should I know why #” said the fat
senior, “I suppose you did something to
upset Pycraft, and this is the result, It
ought to be a lesson to you kids not to
monkey about.”

¢ cast his eye over them in a stern sort
of way, and he noticed for the first time that
the Fourth-Formers were dressed ready for
football, with ordinary lounge jackets to give
them an appearance of being prepared for
the business in hand.

“What's the i1dea of this?” he went on.
“You kids are in footer togs!”

“We had a match planned for this after-
noon,” sighed Armstrong.

“But you knew that you wcre going to be
detained, didn’t you "

i YES.”

“Then what did you get into your playing
things for#” '

“Oh, they're nice and comfortiable,” =aid
(‘orcoran casually. “It doesn’t make any
difference to you, does it, Payne ?”

“I guppose not,” said the prefect. “Well,
that’s enough of this jawing. How do you
cxpect me to read my boock—— I mean,
how do you expect to get on with your work
if you spend your time in jabbering? Carry
on with that history.”

Payne had selected history as the subject
because he was less liable to be mterrupted.
He reckoned that the juniors would read up
their subject in peace, and then the latter
part of the afternoon would be spent in
exercise-book work,

“Just a minute, before we start,” said
Corky, "I donet know whether Pyecraft told
yvou about this detention, but it's a bit thick,
This is what we get for doing the right
thing. Pycraft's a vindictive beast.”

“Very likely. But get on with that work.”

“ITe detained wus because we chucked
Gore-Pearce out of the East House!”

“You ought to be more careful,” said
Payne. “T entirely approve of Gore-Pearce
being chucked out, but why do you do it in
front of Pycraft? Perhaps this'll teach you
to be more careful.”

“He wasn't there when we started,”
replied Corcoran, *‘In faet, if Gore-Pearce
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hadn't sncaked, he couldn’@ have faken any
action,”

Payne paused in the act of sclecting a
chocolate, _ _
“What’s that 72 he said, frowning. * Do

vou mean to say that vou kids are detained
bhecunse of Gare-Pearce's sneaking 7

“Of course,” chorused the victins,

“IU T had known, T wouldn't have taken
on the job,” said Pavne, with a snort,
“Pyeraft caid you had done someihing extra
bad, and he warned me to keep a sharp eyo
on you,”

“Gore-Pearce came in with a crowd of his
rolten Reformers,”  explained Corcovan.
“Trving o influence some of our fellows,
Payne! Well, of course, we chucked "em cur,
Gore-Pearce sneaked to Pyceraft, and thi- is
the result.”

Payne leancd forward over the desk.

“0On the striet Q.T.,, I'm a bit sorry for
vou kids,” he said confidentially. * You can
go casy with that Instory if you hike. I
shan’t mind.”

“It’s a pity we can’t play our mateh against
the Remove.”” said Corcoran suggestively,
*“Are you going to support this beastly New
Movewment, Payne, by keeping us in %"

“Support it ¥ said PPavne. “I detest it,”

“Then why not be a real sportsman, and
go to the cupboard for something 7

“Why don’t I do what #”

“Go to the cupboard for somecihing,” said
Corcoran, “Or, if you like, vou can fall
asleep for five minutes. It docsn’t mairer
much what you do as long as you take vour
eyes off us for a convenient minuie or iwo.”

“Be a sportsman, Payne!” urged the
others,
Payne looked doubtful. He thought the

thing over. He consumed a couple of c¢lioco-
lates, and looked abstractedly outside. 1t was
certainly a glorious afternoon. There was
no fun in having to stay in the Form-room.

It’s Mrs, Hake’s afternoon for hot beef-
pies,” said Corcoran casually,

Payne started.

“By Jove, so it 1s!” he ecjaculated, “I'd
forgotten that.”

“She ounly bas ’em on Wednesday and
Saturday,” said  Griffith, “and she's

genorally sold out by about half-past three.”

This was not precisely in accordance with
fact, for Mrs. Hake usually had plenty of
her famous beef-pies in readiness for the tea-
time rush. Payne had a wcakness for these
delicacies.

“Where's the ink ?” he asked, looking up.

“In the cupboard!” answered his charges,
in one voice, '

Paypne knew it was in the cupboard, and
when ho went to the cupboard it stared him
in the face. But he apparently couldn’t find
it. Ile looked everywhere but on the right
shelf. And he appeared to be singularly deaf.
He took no notice of a quick scuffling move-
ment, and even when the door closed he
remained indifferent,

But at last he looked round, and a comfort-
able smile overspread his ample features,
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“Oh, well,” he said resignedly, “it wasn't

my fault! Young beggars! Like their chieck
to bolt while my back was turned!”

He glanced complacently at the empty
Form-room, picked up his belongings, and
sauntered out with the gratified fecling that

his duty had been well done.
T
I “Like a dream,” chuckled Lionel
(‘orcoran.

The junior footballers were on Little Side,
and Corky & Co. had explained how easily
they had *“wangled” I’ayne.

“If we had asked him to let us off, he
couldn’t have done it,” added Corky. * But
a little diplomacy goes a long way. We
may have one or two rotten prefects in the
Kast House, but Payne makes up for them.”

T worked, then?” asked Nipper, grin-
ning.

“What about Pycraft ?” asked Reggio Pitt
dubiously. “ Won't he kick up the dust when
he finds out ?” r

“Let him kick,” said Corky. “The game’ll
be over then, and we shall have had the
satisfaction of whacking the Remove.”

“ Rats " '

“ Besides, Payne's no fool,” continued Corky
cheerfully, “He'll spin some yarn to Pycraft,
and probably say that he looked after us
with great care and attention. Or he may
have to report that we skipped detention,
In that ease we shall cop out, But who
carez? The game's the thing!”

There was a great deal of sound common-
sense in Corcoran’s philosophy. They were
free for the afternoon, and there was no sense
in mecling trouble half-way. As Corky
truthfully remarked, worry was interest paid
on trouble before it became duo—so why pay
it ?

Two minutes later the game started,

Corcoran was very proud of his team.
While the School Ship had been on its travels
recently, he had done wonders with the
Fourth., Armstrong and Griffith had 1m-
proved out of all recognition. Armstrong had
blossomed out into a first-class full-back, and
Griffith was a very able goalie.

(‘orcoran himself led the forward line, and
with the pick of the Modern House juniors
included in tho team—Boots and Christine
and a few others—~the Fourth Eleven was now
a real force to reckon with,

Stevens of the Fifth was acting as referce,
and considerable numbers of Removites and
Fourth-Formers, having heard that the gamec
was to take place after all, bad gathered
round the ropgs,

.

1o

Nipper came within an ace of scoring
during the very first minute. He received a
glorious pass from Reggie Pitt, and Nipper
slammed the leather towards Griffith with
such speed that the Fourth goalio only just
managed to tip the ball over the bar,

“0Oh, well tried!”

“ Corner !”

“Now's vour chance, Remove!”

Pitt took the corner kick with all his
usual accuracy, but Armstrong got one of
his hefty feet to the ball as it dropped, and
cleared his lines with masterful coolness.
(lorcoran, who was in mid-field, trapped the
ball as it came down, and off he went.

“Look out, Handy ! sang out Church,

“Rats Look out yourself!” retorted
Handforth,

The leader of Study D, of course, was in
the Remove goal.  Chureh and McClure
were his backs, and they had seen something
in Corcoran’s activity that spelt danger,

Corcoran came on at tremendous speed,
and it was obvious that he intended to run
through on his own. Church and McCiure
converged on him. He side-kicked neatly,
dodged round Church, and before MceClure
could prevent him he was through.

“By George!” ecjaculated Handforth.

He danced about like a2 monkey, all arms
and legs. Slamn! The ball left Corcoran’s
foot in a flashing, swerving drive—a glorious
finish to that fine run. Handforth leapt, but
IFatty Fowkes himself might have been
bafiled by that shot. The ball was in the
net before Handforth could get within a
foot of it.

“(Goal 1”

“Well played, Corky!"”

“Poor old Remove!”

Gleeful shouts were going up from the
Fourth-Formers, and Corcoran grinned with
cheerful satisfaction. He had plenty of
confidence in Ins own abilities, and he was
now glowing with pride of achievement,

“Well done, Corky!” said Nipper.

“Luck more than anything else,” replied

Corcoran. “A forward doesn’'t often get
the chance to streak off like that. But that's
only just a sample, my son! Handy is

going to have a busy afternoon!”
étm'ens blew his whistle, and the teams
lined up again,

He was standing in the Triangle,
and Merrell, of the East House,
had just come running up to him,

Merreli was looking flushed and excited. A
group of other Reformers stood near, staring
with equal scepticism,

“T tell youn it’'s true!” said Merrell
“They're playing! Can't you hear 'em?”

“1T can hear a noise,” s=aid Gore-Pearce,
“but it must be some of the other chaps
who aro playing. Corcoran and Armstrong
and those others can’t be in the Fourth
team. Pyeraft gave them detention for the

HRO'I‘l“ said Claude Gore-Pearce.

L

| whole afternoon.”
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“I don't care what he gave them—they’re
playing!” said Merrell. “ Do you think I'm
blind? T’ve just seen ’em! 1It’s a certainty
that Pycraft didn't let them offi-——he’s not
that kind—so they must have skipped de-
tention |”

“By gad!” said Gore-Pearce savagely.

e was annoyed at this piece of news.
He had been gloating over the fact that the
junior game had been more or less ‘““messed
up.” He had assumed that the Old Timers
had contented themselves with a consolation
game, Now he learned that Corky & Co.
were playing.

“I'm darned if I can understand it!” he
said, frowning, “Pycraft told me that he
would keep his eye on those Dblighters all
the afternoon.”

“Yes, but Pyeraft went out directly after
hineh,” said Marriott of the Iast House.
“Paync was looking after these chaps.”

“Payne!” yelled Gore-Pearce. “That
explains it then! Payne's a fat fool! He
must have let them off! Against Pycraft’s
orders, too!”

“Payne’s not so bad,” said Merrell, with a
grunt., “We're pretty thankful for bim in
the Xast House, anyvhow, ILife wouldn’t bo
worth living without him, Thank goodness

he’s slack !”
Gore-Pearce scowled.

“He’'ll be sorry for his slackness this after-
noon,” he said sourly. ““Merrell, you're
gwoing straight to the Head, and you're going

to report him!”

CHAPTER 6.
The Interrupted Game!

AVID MERRELL locked startled.
D An ugly air of resentment came into
his unpleasant features. He shifted

his burly figure awkwardly,
prepared to move away.

“Go and eat coke!” he retorted, glaring
at Gore-Pearce. “I'm not going to do your
dirty work! Report Payne, ch? Report
him yourself !”

Gore-Pearco flared up.

“T'm president of the Reformers, aren't
[7” he shouted.
“What’s that got to do with it?”

“Everything !” snapped Claude. “You’ve
joined the party, and you've got to obey
orders! Payne's. an East House prefect, and
you're an Kast House chap. It's up to you
to go to the Head and tell him that Payne
has allowed those chaps to skip detention.
We're not going to have these rotters
iriumphing over us! The Reform Party is
gaining strength, and it's got to keep firm."”

Merrell’s reluctance to go to the Head
was not dictated by any feelings of decency.
He had always been a sneak, so his new
role came naturally to him., But he was
very much of a funk, and the idea of going
to the Head scared him, ;

and

b
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“T don't like going!” he muttered. “The
Head might swish me for disturbing bhim,
or something.”

Gore-Pearce laughed scornfully.

“You've been so scared of old Siafford
in the past that you're afraid to go near the
Head’'s house,” he said. “Dr, Nicholls is
different. He’s with us. It's vour duty to
report anything against the rules, Payne’s
a prefect, and he’s absolutely failed in his
duty. The Head will welcome you with epen
arms, Don’t be a fool !”

Merrell was somewhat reassured.

“ All right,” he said reluctantly. “I'll go.”

HE lecather sped from Nipper's foot
I with such velocity that Griffith had

no chance. He flung himself full

length, only to see the ball whizz
past his outstretched fingers and strike the
net,

“(Goal I”

“'That’'s the stuff, Nipper!?

The Remrove had equalised. and there was
general satisfaction amongst the Remove
speetators,  The game had been fast and
keen from the beginning, and was now even
more so. Corky & Co. were determined to
take the lead again.

They were all enjoying the game to the
full.  Never before had the Fourth proved
such a stern opposition. Corky and his com-
panions, in particular, were tremendously
buecked.

“Seems a pity that the foofter =eason’s
nearly over,” said Nipper, as he and the
others lined up. “We've had so little footer
this season that we'd like it to go on for a
few weeks more.”

“Never mind—there’s always ericket,”
said Fullwood. ““And we're going to do
big things in cricket this season—after our
practice in Australia. It ought to bec a
record one for us.”

“Bother ericket!” said
“This is football!”

He blew his whisile, and the game re-
started. Buat it was not allowed to continue
for long, Dr. Morrison Nicholls was already
watching from near the pavilion. Gore-
Pearce & Co. were now amongst the in-
terested spectators, too—not that they had
the faintest desire to follow the football.

“Well, he's come,” said Merrell breaths
lessly.

“What did you tell him ?” asked Claude.

“] said that Corky and Armstrong and
four or five other chaps had been detained
by Pyeraft, and that they had breken deten-
tion,” replied Merrell. *“1 told him that I
felt it was my duty to report the matter."”

“What did he ¢ay?”

“Praised me for doing the right thing.”
replied Merrell, with an air of insufferable
conceit. ““Oh, he was quite nice to me!
In future, I shall be as bold as brass when
I go to him.”

“I told you there was nothing to be afraid
of,” said Gore-Pearce. “He's with us.
Didn't you say anything about Payne?”

Stevens severely,
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They had broken

detention to play this match—and now they were going to pay for their daring !

“I only said that Pycraft was away, and
that tho chaps must have escaped from de-
tention,” replied Merrell. “It’s up to him
to do the rest.”

They watched Dr. Nicholls with intorest
and cagerness, The Head was following the
game and apparently he was taking a keen
interest in 1t, toce. But not for long, As

soon as Stevens blew his whistle for an
infringement—somebody  was  off-side—he
strode on to the field.

“Just one moment!” said the Head
loudly.

Fverybody turned and stared at him.
“Crumbs !” said Corky, in alarm,
Hcad! I wonder if "

“Ho can't touch us!” said Armstrong,
running up. “‘If anybody cops out, it’ll be
Payne.”

“Well, that won't be fair,” said Corky.
“Payne mustn’t be allowed to get it in the
neck., Great Scott! Who the dickens could
have expected this?”

Stevens, very cold, loocked at the Head in
a severo way.

“ Anything wrong, sir?” he asked stiffly.

“I regret the necessity to stop this game,
voung man, and you will observe that I
waited for a favourable moment,” said Dr,
Nicholls. “I have been informed that scveral
of these players have broken detention in
order to appear on the field. Is that
correct 7”7

Stevens, who knew all the details, did not
feel that he was called upon to answer that
guestion, or to make any statement.

“How should I know, sir?”’ ho temporised,
“I'm the referee.”

“Tho

|

The Head frowned.

“(Come here, boys!” he commanded, in-
dicating the players. *“The Remove boys
can keep back; my remarks are to bo
addressed to the JFourth-Formers.”

The Removites gladly backed away.

“T have been told that several Fourtn
Form boys should be in detention,” said
Dr. Nicholls, I now ecall upon tho:ze boys
to stand forward.” -

Without hesitation Corky obeyed, and
immediately afterwards the others followed
his example. The rest kept their distance.

“Ah!1” said the Head. “I am glad that
vou have acted sensibly., Are thero any
more ?"’

“No, sir!” s=aid Corcoran. “We're not
like the Reformers, sir—we try to be decent.
You've called upon us to stand forward, sir,
and here we are.”

“Mr. Pycraft sentenced you to detention
for the afternoon.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then what are you doing here?”

“Playing football until you came, sir,”

“Pon't be insolent!” “said the IIcad
sharply. ‘ _
“Sorry, sir. But you asked me.”

“I meant, why are you playing football
when you should be in detention? Is 1t
because Mr. Pveraft has been called away
from the school? Is it because you have
taken advantage of Mr. Pycraft’s absence?”

“Yes, sir!"”

“You admit it?”

“What else can wo do, sir?” asked Corky
impatiently. “We're bowled out, and there's
an end of it. Weo're not the kind of chaps
to tell lies over a thing. But I hope you'll



18
and do our
It wouldn’t be

Jett us finish the game, sir,
detention somce other time,
fair to the Remove to——"

“BSilence ! commanded the Head sternly.
“You have brazenly admitted that you have
broken detention, and I cannot possibly allow
this breach of the rules to pass.”

The Fourth-Formers were looking hot and
angry. Yet they could do nothing but sup-
port Lionel Corcoran in his frank admissions,
There was certainly no sense in denying a
fact that was perfectly obvious,

“Bo a sport, sir!” urged the Fourth
!r‘a,riiur. , “We look like winning the game
and-—— *

T ordiY you I cannot condone this offence !
broke in the Head. *I am amazed that you
should so glibly confess to such a palpable
offence.”

“Would you rather us deny it, sicr?”

“Certainly not, Corcoran!"” snapped Dr.
Nicholls. “In confessing you have acted sen-
<ihly, But I am amazced at your boldness,
Ihd you imagine that this offence would
pass unnoticed "

“Weo hoped it would, sir,” said Corcoran
rankly,

“Indeed!”

“But somecbodv must have sneaked, si
added Corky, in a sad voice.

“Don’t use that word!” commanded the
Head, ‘“How dare you? Have I not dis-
tinctlv made it clear that there is no such
thing as sncaking? I was informed that you
had broken detention, and I must, of course,
send von back—and add to your punish-
ment L

There were groans from the culprits.

“It’s too thick!” came a protest from
ITandforth in the rear. * Messing up our
Who sncaked? Ig'll Eet

¥
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T,

game itke this! it
was (rore-Pearce, or——"
“Kasy, HMHandy!” whispered Church.

“This woen't do any good!”
'The Head affected to Liear nothing.

“Corcoran, I take it that you are the ring-
lcader in this escapade?” he said.

“Yes, 815"

“Certainly not, sir!” put in Armstrong
“We're all in 161"

“How did you get away from detention?”

“Wo dodged the prefect, sir,” replied
Corky.

“And who was the prefect?”

“Payne, sir.”

“I shall have to have a word with Payne,”
<aid the Head, nodding. “ Apparently he is
incapable of fulfilling his duties. A prefaet
who can mislay a number of detained bogs
is obviously lacking in keenness.”

“Don’'t blame Payne, sir,” said Corcorsu
earnestly  “It wasn’t his fault at all, We
took advantage of him while his back was
turned >

“IEnough!” said the Head. *Follow me
at once. I have a strong suspicion that
Payne acted in eollusion with you. A most
disgraacful disregard of the school regula-
tions. I <hall sce Payne at once.”
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O protest would have been a waste of

I breath—as Nipper fully realised.
The hecadiuaster could not possibly
have allowed this game to proceed

in the circumstances. 'The maintenance of
discipline was cssential.  Those I'ourth-
Formers had broken detention, and they

had to go back.
They went back—{uming and furious,
They were fuming because they had eaught
sight of Gore-Pearce & Co. grinning m a
‘loating manner. Any ingniry was necedless,
Fhev knew that they had to thank the cads
for this fiasco.

In order to make quite sure, however,
Corky asked the Head who had given the
information. Dr. Nicholls saw no reason
why be should withhold the name, and he
took particular note of the grim looks that
came over Corky & Co. when he mentioned
Merrell,

“But have a eare!” he added. “In ne
circuinstances must vou persecute Merrell for
his faithfulness to duty. If that boy is in
any way touched, he will complain to me.
I have mstructed him to do so. I may find
it necessary to expel the ringleader of any
violence. So let this be a stern warning.

L

Dutiful boys shall be protected. It is my
determined command.”
So Corky & Co. were doubly dished. It

would have.been worse than rashness to get
hold of Merrell and serag him. To flout the
Head, after such a warning, would have
been asking for trouble with a vengeance.

“It's no good,” said Corky sorrowfully,
“The sneaks have got the best of it. Ye
gods and little fishes! Things have come io
a p:'etly pass at St. Frank's! Who'd belicve
i

CHAPTER 7.
Not Quite Successful!l

AYNLE, of the Sixth, happened to nicet
P the Head in the Triangle. Or, to be
more exact, Payvne of the Sixth was
pointed our to the Head by Gore-
Pearce, and the Head immediately button-
holed him. -

“"Your name is Payne, I understand?”
said Dr. Nicholls curtly.

Payne brushed a few pastry flakes off his
waltsteoat.

*“Me, sir?” he said hastily. * Yes, siri”

“T think you were instructed to take charge
of a number of boys who were sentenced to
detention this afternoon?”

Pavne's face was blank.

“That’s right, sir,” he said, afler a startled
pause.

“Why did you allow them to get away?”

“Well, you rsee—— The fact i .
Payne paused, totally unable to think of
any adequate explanation, ‘They escaped,
sir,” he added fecbly,

“YI know perfectly well that they escaped,
Payne,” said the Head. ‘“‘But how did they
escape 7"

Payne couldn't very well answer this—
knowing, as he did, that he had deliberately

1§~
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connived at their release.
Head's interference as an outrage. It was
a pity if a prefect couldn’t bo trusted to
take charge of a few juniors without this
sort of thing cropping up!

“It's a funny thing, str, but they dodgcd
out while I was at the cupboard,” said
Payne, with no attempt to depart from the
truth—or, at least, the partial truth, "1
went to the cupboard for some ink, and when
I looked round the kids had gone.”

“Oh, when you looked round they had
gone 7"

i g™

“And didn't you make any attempt to
find them?"”

“Nﬂ, sir!"”

“Why not?”

“Well, you know what these juniors are,” |

-~
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He regarded the

said Payne evasively. “Once they've bolted,
vou might as well try
to find a needle in a
havstack."”

““A plausible excuse,
Payne, but very
weak,” said the Head.
“The briefest of in-
nuirics  would  have
informed you that the
boyvs were on Little
side, playing in a
game of football.”

“I didn't go any-
where near Little Side,

sir,”  protested the
prefect,
“IFor the obvious

reason that vou desired those boys to remain
at liberty,” said Dr. Nicholls sharply. “I
have come to the conclusion, Payne, that
vou helped them in their enterprise, Not
deliberately, perhaps, but at least you took
no pains to find them after they escaped.
You failed in your duty, and such slackness,
in a prefect, is inexcusable.”

Payno was silent.

“Y shall have a word with your House-
master at the first opportunity, and it may
be nccessary to deprive you of the privileges
of prefectship,” said the Head. “The boys
vou should have guarded are now in charge
of a prefect—Sinclair—who has a greater
regard for discipline. ‘That is all, Payne.,”

The Head walked on, and Payne was left
standing like a stranded fish. Gore-Pearce

| Handforth.

& Co. strolled off, gloating over this new
triummph. Nipper and Handforth and a
crowd of others came swarming round the
stout Sixth-Former. o

“Hard lines, Payne!” said Nipper. féel-
ingly,

i 8

“It'l! be hard lines if vou have to suffer
for acting so decently,” went on Nipper.
“Corky will be frightfully cut up.”

Payne grunted,

“Well, he needn't be,” he retorted.
“Great Scott! Do yvou think T care?”

»

“Bubt you might have your prefectzhip
taken away.”

19

“All the better!” said Payne cheerfully.
“Do you think I want to figure in Nicholls’
rotten administration? I'm glad to be out
of it! I shan’t be put into any more awk-
ward positions!”

There was a lot to be said for Payne’s
point of view, Ho gonerally made the best
of overything. He disliked responsibility of
any kind, and it was particularly distasteful
to him to be compelled to punish fellows
with whom he sympathised. He regarded
the situation with serene equanimity,

It was a great relief to Corcoran & Co.
when they heard.

THAT evening, Gore-Pearce swaggered

about, more arrogant than cver.
“We're getting on, you fellows!”
he said, as ho talked to a erowd of
Lis supporters in the Triangle. “I'm the
boss of the Remove

now! JIn fact, I'm the
boss of the Junior
School! T'm growing

In power!”

“Growing in conceit,
you mean!” snorted
Handforth, who hap-
pencd to be within
carshot. “You silly,
over-inflated gasbag! If
anybody touched you
with a pin  you'd
burst !

Gore-Pearce  turned
red.

“You'd better be
careful what you say!” he snapped aggres-

sively, “Don’t forget that 1'm boss of the
Remove now——-"

“Piffle !" said Handforth.
I'd knock you down!”’
“But you daren't!” sneered Claude.

“I dare—and you know I dare!” roarcd
“Why, you confounded worm,
I'll—I'll—" e pulled himself up with
an effort, “But I'm not going to fall into
any of your rotten traps!” he added, “You
tried the same thing on Nipper this morn-
ing, and he just let you blather on, So
I'll do the same. I don't see the fun of
getting swished for nothing.  You sneaks
have got the upper hand for the time being
—but you won't hold it long!”

It cost Handforth a great effort to re-
strain himself. Incidentally, i1t may be men-
tioned that 1t cost Church and MeClure a
much greater effort to restrain Handforth.
They were holding on to him like glue; and
but for that detail ho would certainly have
knocked Gore-Pearco flat.

His restraint was more compulsory than
voluntary,

“YWhat's more,” he added, *““you can't re-
port me for giving you my opinion of you!
It’s no good sncaking because I call you
names!"”

“Ysn't it?"” snarled Gore-Pearce. *If you
insult me, it constitutes a reasonable cause

“Tor two pins

\ for complaint.”
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“My only hat!” ejaculated Handforih,
looking round. "So it's got to that now!
We couldn’t biff these chaps before, and now
we can't even slang them. Before long we

<han’t be allowed to breathe!”
Teddy Long came swaggerimmg past
“Yes, I'm safe now!”’ he said, with -
sufferable boldness.  "1f you {ouch me,
Handforth, I'll report you! And if any of
vou c¢haps call me pames, 1'll report you,

too!”
“By George! TI'll-I'll—"

The sight of ihe swaggering Teddy necarly
proved too much for Edward Oswald, o
commenced rolling up his sleeves prepara-
tory to “wiping up the floor ” with Teddy,

——T

and theu, just i time, he remembered.
Teddy was a Reformer; a sncak. There-
fore it was wiser to leave him alone.  Re-
luctantly Handforth unrolled his slecves
agalin,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

'The Reformers laughed loudly in their
complete triumph.

“Well, well,” said ‘Travers  sadly.
“Things are frightiully bad, Handy. 1

wonder what QGore-Pearce and Long would
do if we started to call them the names that
they deserve?”’

“We'd report you'!” retorted Gore-Pearce.

“Supposing 1 called you a pair of con-
temptible cads? And what if I were rash
cnough to class all the Reformers as a bunch
ol weak-kneed, insignificant reptiles?”

“Let’s report him!” yelled Long cexcitedly.

“"And what if I were insane enough to
snggest that vou are no better than toads?”
went on Travers thoughtfully, “Perhaps
vou'd dash to the Head if T called you a sct
of dirty, crawling, despicable, low-down,
sneaking, contemptible, blackguardly cads?”

Gore-Pearce nearly choked.

“Wait!” he snarled. “T'll tell the Head.”

“Eh?” eaid Travers, in surprise. "“For
the love of Samson! What are you going to
tell the Head? I haven't called you any
of these things?”

"But you just said—-"

“T asked you what vou'd do if T did
talk like that,”” interrupted Travers blandly.

He strolled off amid shouts of laughter
from the Old Toners. And Gore-Pearce &
('o. realised, with a bit of a shock, that
they had no case. Yet Travers had given
them his opinion of them in the plainest of
plain terins,

URING the evening, Corky & Co.

D learned that Payne's reduction from

office waz confirmed. Mr. Goole,

his Houscinaster, had not been able

to justify his slackness, so Pavne's privileges

were removed.  In oall probability Mr. Goole

was in full svmpathy with the ex-prefect,

but he kept his opinions to himself.  Mr.

(ioole had a comfortable job, and he had
no desire to lose-it.

SCHOOL

Corcoran tried to sympathise with Dayne,
but DPayne wasn't having any, R
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“My dear kids, yeu can save jyour
breath,” he said, as a crowd of juniors met
him in the corridor. **Who wants to be

a prefect nowadays? 1If the Head’s sauslied,
I am., Thanks for giving me the oppor-
tunity to get out of a position I didn’t like,
I <hould bhave resigned, avyhow.”

“You're a Dbrick, Payne!” said Corky
feclingly,

Payne’s gencrous attitude was appreciated
by all in the Fourth. Another prefect, no

matter how decent, might well have felt
some  resentment againet the juniors who
had influenced him to break the rules,

Payne, however, treated the whole thing <o
lightly  that the IFourth-Formers felt no
remonrse,

In the Ancient House, Gore-Pearce & Co.
went about like conquerors. They swaggered
in the corridors, and i the (Commnion-roon.
They tatked of the big things they would do
in the immediate future, and Gore-Pearce
was calling himself Boss of the Remove.

Just before this, the Reformiers had held
a little procession in the Triangie.  Gore-
Fearce had been eseized by his followers and,

shoulder-high, he had been marched  tri-
umphantly round.

“Gore-Pearce iz our mnew leader!” .the
Roeformers shouted excitedly,

“"Down with Nipper!”

“(Gore-Pearce 15 Boss of t(he Remove
now !’

“Hurrah!”

Perched souicwhat precaviously on  the

shoulders of Bell, Gulliver, Marriott, and a
few others, Gore-Pearce supercilliously sur-
veyed Nipper and Handforth and the other
Old Timers as the procession passed ‘them.
A tremendous cexultation gripped the cad
of Study A. This was his triumph! In his
self-conceit he imagined that he actually was

| Boss of the Remove!

“Your days are numbered, Hamilion!” he
called out tannfingly. “T'm Boss of the
Remove now, and before long 1 eshall be
Boss of the Junior School!”

Nipper said nothing until the procession
had passed. and even then he said very
little. Handforth--who had been restramed
from dashing into the procession only by
forco—wanted to got up to all eorts of wild
and woolly schemes. Heo was impatient; his
main desire was to get hold of Gore-Pearce
on the quiet and fight hun to a standstill,

"I can appreciate vour feelings., old man,
but it won’t do,” said Nipper, shaking his
head. - The eneaks have got the upper
hand.. There’s no sensze in playving info the
hands of the enemy. Let's wait a bit.”

“"You always want to wait!”’ snorvted
Handforth. “1've never known such a
laggard! Why ecan't we do  zomething
now ?"

“Because we should only muke the position
woree,” replicd Nipper. “These cads have
gaingd power so quickly that 1 can’t be
iasting. It scems that the Head's whecze

ho
1« working.”
“Well, 1sn't 1£7" asked Fullwood,
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“It is-for the moment, anyhow,” agreed
Nipper. "Dt iv won't last long., Let’s be
patient--lel's give these cads a good bit of
rope. And don’t do anything to help them.
They'ro anxious for us to start a rag, so
that they can report us, but we won't give
them any satisfaction.”

Nipper's assumption was correct, Gore-
Pearce & Co. deliberately went about singly
or in pairs, inviting assault., They were
ready to suffer the pain of being ragged so
that they could have the satisfaction of re-
porting the culprits to the Head., But
nothing of the sort happened.

a. ND the next morning Gore-Pearce &

(lo. suffered a further set-back in

the class-room. Mr. Crowell was

looking impatient and irritable as
the Remove fellows took their places. Mr.
Crowell was generally sharp first thing in
thgr]morning; but to-day he was unusually
acid,

“Less noise!” he snapped, glaring at the
Form,

The shuflling of feet ceased, and the Re-
move recognised that it would have to go
wary. Tho truth was, Mr. Crowell was
thoroughly fed up with the way things were
going. He detested sneaking, and the
present glut of it made him fear for the
ultimate welfare of the echool.

First lesson had not been going long
before Handforth surreptitiously produced a
bag of toffce. There was nothing unusual
in this, and it was a commonplace occurrence
in the class-room,

Handfortlh's bag went round generously,
passing sceretly from desk to desk. Edward
Oswald was always lavish in such matters.
¥le often brought a bag of sweets into the
class-room, passing it round before helping
himself, only to find an empty bag returned
to him. On this occasion ho made certain
of at least one chunk of toffce by inserting
it into his mouth to begin with.

“Give us a piece!” whispered Teddy Long,
from a desk further back.

Handforth glanced round, and gi:u'r:-d.

“Not likely !” he hissed. “I'm not treat-
ing any of vou rotten Reformers! Go easy
with the bag, Churchy! Mind who you pass
it tol”

Teddy Long jumped to his feet,

“Please, sir!” he shouted shrilly.

“My only hat!” breathed ~Handiorth,
nearly swallowing his lump of toffec.

“Well, Long?” said Mr. Crowell, look-
ing up. “What is it?”

““Handforth’s eating toffee, sir.”

Mr, Crowell’s face Eecanm dark.

“Sit down, Long!” he snapped, *‘I must
congratulate you upon your high sense of
duty. It is gratifying to know that some
boys in my Form, at least, have a corrcet
sense of how the school rules should bo
abided by. Handforth, bring that toffce to
me at once.”

Church shoved the bag into Handforth's
hand, and Handforth was startled to find
that it was already empty. He stood up.

“It’s all gone, sir,” he said. “I've got a
chunk in my mouth, but—->"

“Leave it there, Handforth,” said Mr.
Crowell hastily. “You know perfectly well
that toffee and other eatables should not be
brought into the class-room. You will take
ten lines, Handforth, Sit down.” ,
. i‘l’[‘hank you, sir,” said Handforth grate-
ully.

Mr. Crowell took a deep breath, and
seized his cane.

“Long!” he commanded. *“Come here!"”

Teddy Long, who had been congratulat-
ing himself upon his high sense of duty,
gave o yelp of terror. Ide rose to his feet
shaking. £

“But—but please, sir—" _

“Come here!” thundered Mr. Crowell.

Teddy Long went out in front of the class,
and the Old Timers watched with glee—
:i-*_l;ilst the Reformers exchanged glances of

ismay.

CHAPTER 8. !
The Reformers Strike a Snag?t

CL.‘\‘UDE GORE-PEARCE bristled with
. anger,
Here was a case of open defiance—
and by a Form-master, too! Rank
opposition to the Head's wishes! Gore-
Pearce was so astonished that he actually
started to his feet, and began to shout.

“Gore-Pearce !” roared Mr. Crowell. “Go
to your place!”

“But Long has only done his duty, sir!”
protested Gore-Pearce. * Handforth was
breaking the rules and Loung reported him!
You mustn’t cane Long for that—for up-
holding the Head's authority.”

Mr. Crowell looked positively tiger-like.

“Good heavens!” he ejaculated. “Am 1
to be qguestioned and dictated to by my own
bovs? How dare you, Gore-Pearte? Take
five hundred lines for this act of unexampled
imperfinence |

(vore-Pearce turned pale.

“Five hundred lines, sir
“But—but—"

' he babbled,
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- “8it down, sir!” roared Mr. Crowell. *1felt that it was time to start something, IHe
have never hnart{ of such msnlcnr:t:: in my | had been hoping that somebody would sneak,
life! I'll deal with Long as I think fit— |  *“Ningleton!” shouted Mr. Crowell.
without your interference! Upon my word!” Singleton sat up with a start.

gore-Pearee wanted to say something else, “Norry, sir,” he apologised. *“I believe 1

but he was so dumbfounded that he sat down | was dozing.’
with a thud. Nipper and Handforth and ! *It is a pity, Singleton, if you eannot
Travers and all the other Old Timers were | obtain enough rest in bed,” said Mr. Crowell,
“I should like to point out that this apart-
ment 1s not intended as a rest-roomn.  Take

twenty lines.’*

hugging themselves with gled. Mr. Crowell
wa+d worth his weight in gold.

“Now, Long !” said the Form-master. “‘ At
last T uam able to give yvou some
attention. Gore-Pearce has been
roed cnough to permit me to have
authority 1 this recom. Hold out z
vonr hand, Long!” ’

" But, sir—-" { ! |

‘Hold out yvour hand !” shouted 1. »’“’H : I

-
—

Afr. C'rowell.  “And since you ap- | ' - f,l t 0 HIE
pear to be unaware of the reason ' | il ! |
for your punishment, I will tell ; ETnEn e -!
VOuL. on complained o and-
Y lained of Hand- e | | |
iy
!

forth eating toffee, and 1 have
punished  Handforth for  the
offcnce.  But how did you know i
thiat Handforth  was  cating |
toffee?” N
“T saw him, si.” '

“oxactly ! osard Mr. Crowell

rimmphantlv.  “You have con-

fossed, Long, that you were inat-
tentive, Instead of confining your
abilities, such as they are, to your
work, you were watching Hand-
forth eating toffece. T will not
<anction inattention, so I am going
lo cane you!”

And Teddy Long was caned—a
stinging ent on each hand,

He went back to his place writh.
ing with pain and mortification.
I{c had meant to be so clever—and

this was his reward!

The Old Timers went on with
their work happily.

Mr. Crowell had acted in full
conformity with the Head's wishes.
H{e had punished Handforth in a
fitting manner, and Teddy lLong,
who had nunquestionably been in-
witentive, had no case.

All went well for perhaps twenty minutes,

and then Hubbard felt that 1t was up to

him to re-cotablish the prestige of the Re-
formers.  There had been too many trium-
phaut glances, too many surreptitious
chuckles from ithe Old Timers, and 1t was
oxasperating to note that Mr. Crowell neither
caw the glanees or heard the chuckles.
“Please, »ir,” said Hubbard, holding up a

— Fenton of the Sixth halted, frowned, and then |

A, Crowell eved him suspiciously., Per- dashing madly down the passage. ‘‘ Help !
hans he didn't know whether Hubbard was
a Reformer or an Old Uimer. It was difficult | . )
14y 11.11]: bt he 1!,,'(}"1[1 SO0 know. “_] .I-H'.EHI'; N Ot ::.'11',“ Eﬂid Siﬁglﬂtﬂl]-

“Well, Hubbard?” hLe said. “ Hubbard, sit down—and take fifty lines!™

o )]L‘H:‘IL"_, ,n_-il" Ei”ghif[}:l_is 35]{_1(1]?_” "?'1131'!111_"{! .:‘llr. Urﬂ\\'ﬁll.

The Hon, Donglas Singleton wasn’t azlecp, Hubbard and all the other Reformers were
but he was cevtainly pretending to be. He | startled. Hubbard had thought himself safe,
wunged m the next desk to Hubbard, a “RBut why have you given me fifty [ines,
pictaresque figuree in his elegant attitudo of | «ir:™ he gasped hotly. “I reported Single-
repose.  The Hon, Douglas, in fact, bhad {1on because he was disturbing me.”
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“T Tail to see how Singleton’s mis- | no snoring. However, 1 do not question vour
demeanour could bave affected you, Hub- | statement, Hubbard,”™ he added tartly, *5it
hard.” retorted Mr. Crowell. “If you had | down. 1 shall still require the ffiyv lines,”

heen attending to your work, you would not
have scen that Bingleton was asleep.”

It was palpable that Mr. Crowell was
favouring the Old Tuners. But Hubbara
was ready.,

“You're wrong, sir!"” he said trimmmphantly,

“I didn’t even see Singleton, It was his

snoring  that disturbed me.  Tlow can a
i {
_l!ll J

i

ore tightly as the shrieking Teddy Long came
m dying ! Where’s a doctor | ** shouted the

fellow work properly with somebody snoring
ncar his elbow 1"

Mr., Crowell was nearly beaten—but not
quite.

“If Singleton was snoring, you certainly
have an excellent excuse,” he replied. *1I
thall have {o consult my doctor. My hear-

' Remove and Fourth were there,

“YWhat for, siri™

“For vour intolerable shuflhing'”
Mr. Crowell. “Ever since you have beer
standing  up, Hubbard, you have heen
shulihng your feet in the most irritating, dis-
turbing fashion. How many times musi |
sav that 1 will have no shuflling in this Form-

shotiled

' room 7

Hubbard sat down, completely winded. 1t
was a fact that he had been shoffing lis feet.
He knew 1it. He had no answor, Onee
again Mr. Crowell had scored.

HE Reformers didn’t try it on acamn
that morning. It was painfully clear

1o them thar Mr. Crowell, at least,

~ was not prepared to help themn

their campaign of sneaking. He had taker
sides against them.

After lessons, Ninper & (o,
1 i ; .
chuckled* hngely over the joke,
Fhronghout  the mornine A

Crowell had treated them leniont)v
and  had smiled  upon  them,
FPhroughout the morning  Mr.
Crowell had been like a bear with
a sore head in dealing with the
Reformors,
old Crowell ! said
Nipper  delightediy, “He's o
brick! And hc's on =afe ground.
teo, the wily old rascal! Not
once did he do anything that ine
cads could complain about.™
“They couldn’t

“Good

| complam anyv.
how,” zaid Fullweood. *Even 1he
Head wouldn't stand that,  He'd

soon put Gore-Pearce in his place
if the ass was rash enough to cow
plain about his own Korm-master,”
“Theyv're not having it all their
own way, anyhow!” said Hanl.
forth. “By George! 1'm going {o
enjoy lessons this afternoon! How
about getting up some stunts—on
purpose to trap the Reformers?”
Nipper shook his head.
“That wouldn't be fair to old
Crowell,” he replied.  “Those

[ rotters will get into troublo. without any help

from us. 'There's something more important
to talk about, too. We've got to hold a
meeting.”

“What for?” asked Handiorith eagoriv,

“You'll soon sce,” said Nipper. “Wg
want a full gathering of the Old Timers,
and I don’t think we can do better than
hold it behind the gym. No nced to he
gtuffed away indoors on a fine days like this.”

Within five minutes the gathering hadl
collected. All the principal fellows of 1he
The Re:
formers consisted mainly of the roiters and
the nonentities, Unfortunately, thero were
a good many of these—particularly tha
latter. They had been easily influenced bv
Gore-Pearce's bluster. and particularly by

ing must bo repaired, for T eertainly heard | ihe knowledge that the Jlead was on their



24 THE NELSON

side. It was the latter fact which had 1in-
fluenced them more than anything.

The Old Timers, nevertheless,
goodly throng.

“Weli, are we all here?” said Nipper
briskly. *1 don’t want you fellows to get
the idea that I'm going to suggest any stunt
against the Reformers, because I'm not.”

“Then what are we asked
Handfmth

| th:nk it's up to us fellows to pull to-
gethor, said Nipper, looking at Corcoran.

“ A sort of alliance pro tem. Let's call House

formed a

R

here for”

rows off until we've beaten the common
enemy.”’
“We're game,”” said Corky promptly.

“We ehall only be copying the Reformers,
anvhow. They've called a truce, Fourth-
FFormers are joining Gore-Pearce’s gang iIn
crowds, so it’s up to us to unite our forces
in the same way. Down with the Sneaks'
Leaguc!”
“Hear, hear!”
“Rather!”
“We've got to work hand in hand,” said
Nipper, nodding. “There ought to be some
gsort of svstem, too. If anv one of us hears
of something that sounds pmmising, he's
got to send the word round. We don’t know
how we can aim a blow at the Reformers,

but something might crop .up at any

minute.’

“That's beastly wvague,” said Hnndforth
diccontentedly.  “Now that we're all to-
gether, w hy can’t we decide on something?
Let’s lure Gore-Pearce & Co. into Bellton

Wood, and then pulverize ’'em.”
“And get reported—and perhaps sacked?”
asked Nipper.

“Oh, my bat!” groaned Mandforth.
“What can we do, then?”

“Well, we mustn’'t act as
that,” said Corky, "“If we pulverise Gore-
Pearce, and we'rc hauled before the Head,
we shall have to confess. We've got to stick
to our principles. And we shan't get far
if we play into their hands, and ask for
exPuIsmn -

‘Let's pledge ourselves nol to serag any
of the Reformers, no matter how great the

rovocation,” said Nipper. “It'll Dbe hard,

know, but we mustn’'t give them any
chances. And we must be jolly eareful not
to transgress any of the school I"Lllf‘a These
sneaks are on the watch, and they '11 gpot
every little thing that wo do wrong.’

‘Do vou mean to say that we can't punch
anybody on the nose?” asked Handforth,
aghast,

“You can punch Church, or you ean punoh

rashly as all
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McClure,” grinned Nipper.  “There's no
dﬂ.ngr*r of them sneaking ou you, I hope.”

“Yes, that's a mnaulatmn, said Hand-
forth feelmgi}

“ldiot!” said
cold umnison,

“But we musin't touch these Reformers,
although we're longing to give them the
hiding of their lives,” continued Nipper.
“It’ll be a good test of eelf-restraint.
Sooner or later we shall get the upper hand,
but just now let's be patient.”

Churchh and McCluare, 1in

The meeting broke up somewhat discon-
tentedly, The fellows felt that it had been
a failure. Nothing had been planned—
nothing decided wupon. It really scemed
that they were helpless!

CHAPTER 9.
Gore-Pearce’s Invitation!
were worried, so was

I' Nipper & Co.
I Claude Gore-Pearce.
He was alarmed at the attitude of
the masters. Lhis was a development
which the Reformers had not counted upon.
Mr. Pycraft was about the only man they
could *bet on ” in safety. Mr, Crowell was
openly antagonistic; and reports were coming
in that Mr, Suncliffe, of the Third, was
just as firm—his svmpathies were all with
Willy and a staunch band who stuck i{o tho
old code of honour, .

It was the same with Mr.
I'ifth, and Mr. Langton,
These latter two masters, however, and the
[Housemasters, were not in such close touch
with the new order of things as the others

The movement was more or less confinedd
to the Junior School. The =cniors wero
expressing their opinions on the wholo
matter, of course, and there was a lot of
solemn head-shaking, and many a discussion
tn the senior day-rooms, First and fore-
most, however, it was a junior affair,

“If we could only tip the wink to the
Head, he’d do something about 1t," said
Gore-Pearce, frowning. “It's intolerable.”

“What 157" asked Bell.

“The way Crowell is openly defving the
Head, ﬂn{l svimpathising with those 0ld
Tamms said Gore-Pearce. "It's no goord
taking any reports to Crowell: it's no good
carrying on the new eystem in the Form-

Pagett, of the
of the Bixth.

rooms. He’s rottenly unjust. He  pun-
ishes us more than he puonishes the rule-
breakers.”

“Simply  flouting the Héad's anthority,’

said Gulliver sourlv. *“What are you going
to do about it? You're the ple-stdonf my
son—you're boss of the Remove—so it's up
to you. Why not go and tell the Head !”

“Why not talk sense?” snapped Gore-
Pearce. “The Head will taka action if 1
report any breach of the rules, but he'd
kick me out on my neck if I went there and
complained about my own Form-master.’

“PBut he'd make inguiries  afterwards

eaid Gulliver, ‘“ As President of the Reform
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Pariy, you ought to be willing to take
these chances,”

“Tdiot ! said Gore-Pearce sourly.

He decided to leave the problem for a
bit. Perhaps 1t would adjust itself. Per-

haps Mr. Crowell would give himself away,

and bring Dr. Nicholls’ wrath down

hie head.

Gore-Pearce happened to meet Merrell &
Co. in the Triangle a little later on. Notes
were compared, So  far, everything was
going well, The Old Timers were subdued.
None of them dared lay a finger upon the
Reformers.

“"We've gol them where we want them,”
sald Gore-Pearce complacently, “"I'm boss
of the Remove now—boss of the Junior
School, in fact. I think we ought to cele-
brate our triumph, you fellows, How about
a hittle party to-might?”

“Any old thing,” grinned Marriott.

“I'm having a sprec in my study, after
hghts out,” said Gore-Pearce calmly. ©If
vou East Housc fellows like to come, you're
welcome., Don't make it too ecarly. Turn
up about eleven, and vou'll be 1in nice time.”

upoi

"A bit risky, isn't it?” asked Menrrcll
Jdoabtfully. .
" Where's the risk?”

“Somebqody might spot us, and—--"

"My dear ass, vou don't secem to realisc
that we're on velvet,” said Gore-Pearce.
“QOur own chaps won't sneak on wus; and
we needn't be afraid of the Old Timers,
They refuse to accept the new system.”

In this remark Gore-Pearce confessed,
without appearing to know 1t, to the fact
that he was an arrant humbug. ‘There was
utterly no sincerity in lis campaign; his
motives were eelfish from first to lasi, The
majority of his followers, too, were simi-
larly constituted. They had their own ends
to serve, and, privately, they considered that
the Head was a silly old fool.

“I don't think we'd betlter
Marriott, affer a pausc.

“Just as vou like,” replied Claude. “I'm
not going to press you.  But I'tl mention
that I'm getting a special box of ‘smokes’
i, amndd there’ll be a first-class feed, and
perhaps a bit of sport to fellow. No reason
why we :houldn’t play cards for a bit, or
sosnething ke that, We've never been so
safe before. Why not take advantage of
|

Again he was giving himself away. Curi-
ously enough, the East Iouse cads did not
ceem to appreciate the contemptible nature
of their leader's attitude, or their own hol-
lowness in  supporting him. If they had
commmenced  snecaking amongst  {hemsclves
the whele movement would have soon
crumbled to pieces. Bul they only sneaked
against these juniors who stood aloof from
the Reform Party; and in this fact alone the
movement was labelled as a swindle.

Hero they were, these bright youths who
- professed to be so concerned for the main-
tenance of discipline— making plans to hold
a midnmight pariy!

come,’” said
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“0Oh, well, that makes a difference,” said

Merrell, grinning. “A feed, ch? We'll
bo there, Gore-Pearce. Thanks, old man!
Eleven o'clock—ch? Good enough! How

many of us can come?”

“Well, don't make the party too big—nnt
more than six,” replied the millionaire’s son.
“We don't want to be too crowded,”

“Just a minute, Gore-Pearce!”

Claude frowned as Teddy Long
sidline up. Gore-Pearce was becoming fed
up with the podgy, insufferable Teddy., e
was giving himself such airs that even his
own crowd wanted to slaughter him.

“Did I hear vou chaps saying anything
about a feed?” asked Long eﬂ,geﬁy.

camae

“No, vou didn't!” said Gore-Pearce.
“Clear out, Long! If you want a f{eed,
go and help yoursclf from one of the 0Old
Timers' studies,”

"Moo risky,” said Teddy dubiously.

“You fat idiot! 'There's no risk at all,”
retorted Claude. “You're on velvet. You
can raid as many studies as you like—as
long as von don’'t raid ours.”

“How can 17 asked Long, staring.

“T'he fellow's a born imbecile!” said Gore-
Pearce. exasperated. “If you're collared,
the Old Timers won't sneak on you—it's
against thewr prineiples, if vou please!—and
they daren’t serag vou, because they'll be
afraid of being reported. Can’t vou gef
that simple fact into your chunk of con-
crete "

Teddy l.ong took a deep breath.

“My hat!” he panted. “I hadn’t lookced
at it like that!”’

0O Teddvy Long calmiy snecaked into
S Studv L, in the Remove passage, while
Archie Glenthorne and Alf Brent were
absent. He selected Archie’s study as
being the most promising.

“TThis is easy!” he grinned to himeelf.

He had a feeling of the utmost sccurity.
Tn the old days he had been compelled to
keep tho-door slightly ajar, so that he could
hear the first sound of anpmachm? foot-
steps, and so that he could dodge for hiberty.

Now he had the glorious knowledge that
he was safe whether he was caught red-
handed or not. Tt did not occur to him
that. he was only safe because of the splendid
code of honour which the Old Timers still
cherished.

“Not so bad!” gloated Teddy Long.

He had sampled some little white tablefa
he had found on the table. They looked hke

sweets, and they tasted like sweets—only
thev had a rather pungent flavour when
Teddy chewed them up. However, all was

ovist that came to his mill, and, having
demolished these, he investigated the cup-
board.

“Great pip!”? he breathed, his eyes grow:
g round.

He beheld a dream of a cake—a glorious
affair, with lots of icing on the top. In
former days he would have tucked that cake
under his coat and bolted. But now he
hacked
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a chunk out of the cake, and et his teeth

into it, _
“Mmmmmmm !” he mumbled ecstatically.
And then the door opencd, and Archie

and Brent came in,

“Good gad!” said Archie, adjusting his
eyeglass, and examining Teddy Long with
horror. *‘Alf, old lad, we forgot to stuff tho
holes up! Look what's come up out of the
floor!”’

“You fat burglar(” roared Alf Brent hotly,

“Put that cake down!”
Teddy nearly choked. Ho looked wildly

at the door, and tried to make a bolt for it;
then he remembered his secure position.
He swallowed frantically and glared defiance,
“Better not touch me!” he said shrilly.
“If you do, I'll report you!”

“0Odds reptiles and insects!”

“Why, you—you miserable worm|"

“Touch me, and you'll be sorry for it!”
jeered Teddy.

“"Get out of this study!” said Brent
thickly. “You know we shan’t report you,
and you think we're afraid to kick you out,
but we mght forget ourselves! Clear off
while you're safe !”

Teddy's alarm subsided. It was exactly
as Gore-Pearce had said. He was as safe
as houses. He collared the rest of the cake,
and boldly marched towards the door,

—Jales
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“There are some things,” said Brent,
““that flesh and blood can't stand. If you
don’t put that cako down, Long, I'll smash
vou!” "
¢ Absolutely not!” said Archie, with a
shudder. “Let Inm take 1it, laddie!”

“What |”

“ Absolutely! I mean to say, weg can't
touch the dashed cake after he's been rhauling
it about,” said Archie. “Better let him
take—— (Good gad! Odds horrors and
tragedies "

“What’s the matter ¥ asked Brent, staring.

The elegant Archie clutched at the table,
and he was gazing fascinatedly at the cloth.
Under the cover of the table he gently gave
Alf Brent a tap on the shin,

“Those tablets, laddie!” lLo gasped. “It
can't be possible that this blighter has abso-
lutely scoffed them !

There was a world of horror in Archic’s
tone. Brent hadn’t the faintest idea what
his aristoeratic chum was getting at, but he
took his cue,

he gasped.

“Great Scott!”
gone !”
“Ta-tablets!” said Teddy Long, fascinated,
“There were four or five of them!” panted
Archie, clutching at his arm. *“0Odds agonies
and horrors! Don’t tell me that you've eaten

“They've
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Teddy was rapidly getting the wind up.
There was something dreadfully significant
in Archie’s tone, and in Alf Brent’s stare
of horror,

“But T did!” he gulped. “T ate them!”

“Alf, Jaddie, he ate them!” said Archie
dazedly., “Didn’t I say that it was frightfully
risky to leave them lying about ?”

“ind you ?”

"Good gad!” muttered Archie. sagging,
and sitting Umply in a chair. “How long
do you think 1t will be before the effects
begin to show? 1 mean, wouldn’t it be a
ripe idea for some energetic chappie to sce
an undertaker 77

“ Undertaker!” howled Teddy Long.

“Well, it was vour own fault, Long,” said
Brent sadly. “You've nobody to blame but
vourself, If you will go into fellows’ studies
and eat any tablets that you see lying loose,
vou rmustn’t grumble at the consequences.
Any chance of the doctor doing any good,
Arvchie 77 he added hopefully,

Archie Jlooked tragic; his
gliassy appearance.

“When did you eat those dashed tablets 7”
he asked.

“Five minutes ago.”

“Five minutes!” gasped Archie.
lutely too late!”

“I'm poisoned " shriecked Teddy Long,
ciapping his hands to his ample waist. “Oh!
I can feel horrible pains already! You—you

11

eyes had a

“ Abso-

dangerous rotters! You left those tablets
on the table on purpose! You've poisoned
me

“Take it calmly !” urged Brent, whose chief
desire was to shriek with laughter. “You'll
only make things worse if you go on like
that! Archie—Archie, isn't there any anti-
dote 7"

Archie shook his head.

“I've heard that ink 1s frighiful stuff to
drink. but one never knows,” he said
vaguely.

“Ink ! gurgled Long, horrified.

“Of course, if you'd rather die——" began
Brent,

Teddy Long seized Archie’s ample inkpot,
and swallowed the contents at a gulp. He
had failed to observe a quick movement on
Brent’s part, ,

“Feel any better "’ asked Brent anxiously,

IFI‘ I'm worse!” moanced Teddy, quite truth-
fullv,

“You loolf a bit funny,’
ing him closely. “Here,
face.”

He rubbed his handkerchief over Teddy
Long’s perspiring visage, and then he took
a deep breath o? resignation,

“Your face looks terrible!” he caid hope-
lossly,

Long staggered to the mirror and gave a

]

said Alf, examin-
let's wipe your

shrick of fear. His face was as white as
e sheet. It was ghastly white.

“I'm poisoned! I'm dying!” he shricked,
“Help! Help!”

He bolted from the study, and, consider-
ing the dread nature of his ailment, he
moved with remarkable rapidity,
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CHAPTER 10.
The Spy!
FENTON of the Sixth halted in hLis stride

and frowned.
“What the deuce——" he began.

. A screaming, shrieking junior was
flying towards him down the corridor. Doors
were opening, and fellows were shouting
maquiries, The commotion was not merely
alarming, but hideous.

“"Have you gonc mad, Long?" demanded
IFenton as Teddy dashed up.

“Let me go!” screamed Teddy. “I'm
poisoned! Where's a doctor? I tell you 1I'm
poisoned !"

“Rubbish!” said Fenton sharply. “Anv

fellow who was poisoned couldn’t make all
this noise! What on carth have vou heen
drinking 7 Ink ?»

“-YPH.J’

“What !

“It's an antidote!"” gasped Teddy.

“SBomebody's been fooling you.,” =aid
Fenton grimly. “ Now then—that's enough!
Hold still, confound vou! You're no more
poisoned than 1 am!”

“Let me go!” wailed Teddy Long. “I've
got to find the doctor——"
“Youwll find my canc round your legs

unless you pull vourseif together!” snapped
the school captain. * Now then! What's all
this pifile about poison?”

“Tablets I muttered Teddy. “ Glenthorne’s
study ! I thought they were sweets-and I'm
poisoned !

“Come along !” said Fenton curtly,

He seized the terrified sneak by the sernff
of bis neck, and forced him back to Sindv I,
Interested crowds gathered in the corridor.
When Fenton entered, he found Archie and
DBrent vreparing the table for tea.

“Anything wrong 7" asked Drent politely.

“This young idiot says you've poisoned
him ! said IFenton,

“Oh, I say!” protested Archie,
what frightful rot! I'm not saying that the
voung blighter doesn’t deserve to bhe
poisoned, but it’s a bit thick to accuse us
of such a dashed thing. I mecan to =ay,
Fenton -

“Yes, cheese it,” =aid Brent.

“Bnt 1 am poisoned!” howled Teddy,
“What about those tablets?”

“T mean,

“Did he eat any {ablets here?” asked
Fenton,

“1 believe so,” said Brent. “DBut {hey
weren't poison. They were only a patent

kind of yeast tablet that old Phipps gavo
Archic for heartburn, They'll do him good,
if anything.”

“1 thought as much,” said Fenton con-
temptuounsiy. " You voung donkey! So von
came in here and raided the place, did you?
Those tablets weren't harvmful,”

Teddy looked Dblank,

“ But—but they told me I was poisoned!”
he shouted.

“ Absolutely not!” dented Avehie. “T ask
vou, Alf, old seream, did we tell him ho

| was poisoned 7
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“We did not,” replied Alf firmly. “He
may have imagined it from our conversation,
but surely he can't blame us for that ?”

Fenton f[ully appreciated the situation.

“Cut off I” he said eurtly. *“And be thank-
ful that you haven't been tanned.”

“But I'm as white as a sheet!” babbled
Teddy.

“0Oh, that! said Brent.. “I must have
got some French chalk on my handkerchief.
Funny how these things happen.”

Teddy Long -suddenly realised that he had
been spoofed. He recovered with remarkable
rapidity., His inferior pains vanished. He
glared at the two grinning juniors with hot
indignation.

“You rotters!” he velled.
drink that ink, too!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A vell of laughter came from outside.

“Nothing of the sort.,” said Brent, “Yeou
drank it on your own aecord. Archie merely
said that ink 1s frightful stuff to drink,
Nobody told you to drink it!”

Teddy turned to Fenton in a furious rage,

“ Fenton, I report these two' chaps!™ he
sald, with ridiculous importance. “ They've
assaulied me——"

“Wait until T start assaulting you—and
then you'll have something -to complain
about!” said Fenton, exasperated. “Get out
of here, you young sweep! And be thankful
that T baven't tanned you!”

“But—but I tell yvou—"

“Get out!” thundered TFenton.

Teddy Long, concluding that there was no
such thing as justice, got out.

“You made me

I'or five minutes later, after the
Remove passage had settled down
again, he snraked into Study C, and

commenced a vigorous investigation in the
cupboard  His appetite had returned, and
he saw no reasen whyv he should not con-
tinne with the gond work. Tt wasn’t likely
that he'd be caught napping a sccond time.
He was on his guard now.

He found a plentiful sunply.

By the time he bad demolished three or
four meat pies, and had scoffed half a dozen
jam-tarts and four doughnuts, he felt de-
cidedly better. But his luck secemed to be
out after this point. Just as he was
on the point of retiring, he heard the tramp
of feet in the passage, and he recognised
Nipner's voice, too.

It was pure instinet which caused Teddy
Long to dive under the table.

That was the sort of thing he had done
in the old days. There was really no need
for him to do it now. Hadn't Gore-Pearco
told him that he could raid the studies with
impunity ?

All the same, he was glad that he had
dived under the table,  After his experience
in Study E. he felt that it would be better
{o be on the safe side. Nipper & Co. might
clear out after a minute or two; and if they
didn’t he won!d <till be all right, because

BUT tho lesson was quite wasted on him.
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he could beldly emerge and tell them to go
and eat eoke. They wouldn’'t be able to
scrag him, anyhow,

Almost the first words ho heard, however,
caused him to grip himself with cunning

glee.

“Good!” said Nipper. “Close the door,
Montie. We'll {ix this thing up now, and
weo don't want any of those rotien Re-

formers to overhear.”

“Look at this!” came Watson’s voice,
charged with alarm and indignation.
“Somebody’s been raiding our cupboard!

They've boned our meat pies and dough-
nuts d

“Never mind them !” said Nipper. *“This
thing is important—and we've got to scttle
it. 1 dare say Long's been in here—the
burglar! But there are more important
things in life than doughnuts.”

Teddy Long shivered between fright and
PALerness,

“Really, old boy, T ean’t understand vou,”
came Sir Montie’s voico. “It’s a bit rotten
when we find our tea wolfed. What's the .
idea ¢f being so mysterious? Have vou got
an idea or something?”

“Yes!” said Nipper, dropping his voice,
“I think you'd better feteh Handy in here,
He's next door—wo can hear him. Tt's a
good chance for us to get this matter clear.”

“But why feteh Handy?"” asked Tommy
Watson. “You're never likely to get any-
thing clear with him in the room!”

“Tf wo don’t invite him to the conference
he'll only get wind of the thing afterwards,
and then he'll go shouting about and let
those Reformers know that there’s some-
thing doing,” replied Niprer shrowdly.
“We've got to be tactful with Handy. DBring
him in at first, and we can manage him.”

Teddy Long could hardly believe in his
good luck. By sheer chance, without in any
way scheming for it, he was in a position
where he could overhear the seeret plans of
the Old Timers! The only trouble was that
he might be discovered at any moment.
Such a hiding-place as his was not ideal. If
the fellows sat round the table, they would
be almost certain to kick him.

But, so far, Nipper & Co. had shown no
inclination to sit down.

ANDFORTH came in, hot and flus-
H tered. Church and MeClure followed
him, not only hot and flustered, hut
somewhat battered. Church was
wiping a smear of red from the corner of
his mouth, and MeClure was .dabbing his
nose.
“Trouble ?” asked Nipner politely,
“Only a trifle.” said Iandforth,
the matter here?”

“What's

“A trifle!” welled Church., *This fat.
head sloshed ns withrut any reasoen! Abso-
lutely went for us hald-headed! And wo

hadn't said a thing!”

“Well, T must go for somebody!” argued
Handforth. “I met a couple of those rotten

| Reformers in the lobby, and they checked
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Teddy Long, under the impression that he was poisoned and that ink was an antidote, seized Archie

Glenthorne’s ink pot and swallowed the contents at a gulp.

‘“ Feel any beiter ? ’’ asked Brent

anxiously.

me, These fatheads kicked up a fuss because
1 scragged them!”

Nipper chuckled,

“Never mind” he said gently, “If we
start any argument about it, you’ll probably
try to scrag us. 1 want to talk to you about
a little wheeze. How about stealing down
after lights-out to-night?”

“What tho dickens for ?” asked Handforth,
slaring.

“ Gore-Fearce's study is too neat,” said
Nipper firmnly., ‘““What price wrecking it ?”

“T’"d rather wreck Gore-Pearce!” said
Handforth.

“But that's not feasible,. old man,” said
Nipper, shaking his head. ““Gore-Pcearce
would report us, and then we should only
get into further trouble.”

“And don’t you think he'll report us for
wrecking his study 7”

“How can he report us if he doesn’t know
who’s done it ?” grinned Nipper.

“By George! That's true!”

“What can he do if he finds his study
upside-down 7’ asked Nipper, ‘““He'll sus-
pect us, but he won’t have any proof. Even
if he makes a report, it’ll be no good.”

“Nipper, old man, it's a whecze!” said
Handforth enthusiastically, *‘Let’'s sit down
at the table and get it all planned out!”

Teddy Long’s heart nearly jumped out of
his mouth, but Nipper’s next words brought
him relief and he breathed freely once more,

i

“We can't all sit at the table,” he said
impatiently. “I'm restless, too. lLook here,
can't we do something special 7"’

“In the way of wrecking Gove-I’ecavce’s
study ¥ asked Church.

“Yes,” said Nipper grimly., “To use ihe
old saying, ‘ Desperate ills nced desperate
remedies.” 1 don't believe in doing wilful
damage to anybody’s property; but theic
aro exceptions to every rule”

“We don't want to be too destructive, old
boy,” said Sir Montie,

“No, perhaps you've right,” =aid Nipper
thoughtfully. ‘“As a mere suggestion, what
do you think of taking a saw and cuiting off
the legs of the chair? And how would it be
to pull all the stuffing out of the secats?
Then we could chop his mahogany desk up
and leave it in the hearth for firewood!”

Handforth stared.

“Of course, we may have different ideas
of destructiveness,” he said pointedly, “but
1t secms to me that you're going to make a
pretty nasty mess of Gore-Pearce's sudy,”™

“DPon’t you approve?”

“You silly ass! If it's up against Ciore-
Pearce, it’s permissible,” sald Handforth
promptly.

“As for the carpet, we might get some
special sticky stuff,” said Nipper. *“ By Jove!
There’s a barrel of tar round at the hack.
As a final touch, we could smear the walls
with tar, and pour two or three gallons over
the carpet. Imagine QGore-Pearce’s face
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when he walks in and finds himself in the

middle of 1t!”
*“Ha, ha, ha!”
And tho plotters went into a few further

details,
ORTUNATELY for Teddy Long,
F Nipper & Co. didn’t remain in
Study C for more than another five
minutes, Then they cleared out, and
the spy under the table took a deep, deep
breath. It was too good to be truc!

“Well, that’s that!” said Nipper, as he
went into Study D with the others., “My
sons, there's going to be some fun over
this!”

The others stared.

“Over what?” asked Handforth,

“My dear ass, you don’t think I meant
all that albout wrecking Gore-Pearce’s study,
do you "

“Eh 1" -

“Teddy I..fm$ was under the table!” said
Nipper cheerfully,

“Wha-a-at !” gasped the others,

“]I spotted him there as soon as I entered
the study,” grinned Nipper. “So I thought
I might as well give him something to
report to Gore-Peace. It seemed a pity to
disappoint him."

“Bepad!” cjaculated Sir Montie.
I'm bothered !”

“Then all that talk about wrecking Gore-
Pearce’'s study was spoof !V asked Handforth
i:?ciigmmﬂy, “We're not going to do it at
all "

“Of course we're not,” said Nipper. “I
didn’t say we were. If you'll remember, 1
was pretty carcful. I made suggestions—I
said we could do this and that. I didn’t
say we should! Not that Long will tumble.”

“If you think this is funny, I don’t!” said
Handforth coldly.

“My dear chap, we couldn’t really do all
that destruction,” said Nipper, becoming
serious. “Hang it, there’s a limit! To do
what I suggested would be a downright out-
rage!”

Handforth was sobered.

“Peorhaps you're right ?”” he admitted. “I
hadn't looked at it like that, DBut where does
tho joke come in?”

“Why, Long will dash to Gore-Pearce--
he's with him already, 1 expect—and Gore-
Pearce will inform the Head!”

“Great Scott!”

“He'll sneak,” grinned Nipper. “Don't
vou sce? And when the Head comes he'll
find us all in bed, like good little boys. Gore-
Pearce will bo diddled, and probably the
Head will be a bit peeved over tho whole
silly business.”

And Nipper & Co. chuckled with satis-
faction as they thought of the coming funl!

“Well
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CHAPTER 11,
A Little Misunderstanding!

C L.z:LUIiiE GORE-PEARCE breathed
1ard.
“By gad!” he ejaculated. *“You
heard all that, Long?”
- b g
““You haven’t been exaggerating?”
“Not a bit!” panted Teddy Long. *‘I was

under the table all the tune, and thev didn't
even suspect it, They're going to creep
down after lights-out—at half-past ten—and
ruin your study. Put tar all over the place,

COMING NEXT WEEK!

S —

and smash up the desk, and saw the chairs
to picces.”

“You told me that once,” said Gore-
Pearce, frowning. ““The dangerous ruffians!
Things are a bit thick when they descend to
such destructive methods! But it proves how
desperate they are!”

“Just what I was thinking,” said Gulliver.

“Rather,” agreed DBell, “They'ro so
stumped for ideas that they've got to sneak
down after lights-out and turn hooligans!
What are yvou going to do about it, Gore-
Pearcet?”

“I'm going straight to the Ilcad!™ replied
Claude.

Tho ease with which he fell into the trap
was beautiful, Exactly as Nipper had antici-
pated, so Gore-Pearce decided.

“What's the good of that?” asked Gulli-
“The thing hasn't been done yetl And

3}
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if the Head comes over and questions them,

they'll deny it, and abandon the whoie
thing."”

Gore-Pearce «niffed,

“I'm not such a fool!” he sn: L})p 3
shall tell the Head that—- Well, leave 1t
to me! Bul yon can be pretty certain that
Ul arrange things so that Nipper's gang
gets it hot. By gad! There's more than a

chance that '\||}pm will get the sack over
L

T_i 15 .

“That
Dell,

would be pretty good,” gloated
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“THE BPOWNFALL
OF NIPPER!”

What a sensation it causes at St.
Frank’s! Nipper- seen entering a dis-
reputable inn in Bellton— and afterwards
discovered helpless and incapable by the
roadside !

He swears he is innocent, but the
evidence against him is as black as ink,
and a terrible disgrace looms ahead of the
Junior skipper.

Who is at the “sot of all this villainy ?
You’ll know when you read next week’s
dramatic long yarn. Don’t miss this
treat next Wednesday, chums !
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‘ RIVALS OF THE
BLUE CRUSADERS!"

Look out for another exciting instal-
ment of this popular serial next Wednes-
day.
mananvny ORDER IN ADVANCE!

"added Gore-

“He's bound to get the sack,’

Pearce, taking a deep breath., “And once
we're rid of him, these rotten Old Timers
won't have a proper leader. Pitt or Cor.

coran might try fo step in, but they wouldn’t
be the same as Nipper, By gad, well geo
rul of him this time! I'm boss of the Re-
move now, of course, hul once Nipper's goue
1y postiton will be more secure than ever!”

And Gore-Pearce, hugging himself with
slee. prepared to depart,

“What about
“Don’t I get

“You'll get a thick ear if you don’t move
from that door!”

me 77 asked
oy ,,

sotething ?

Teddy Louyg.

AWHY
“Aren't vou gomg to freat me?” de-
wanded  Long mdhenantly., 1 think you
ought to give me at least ten bob, Gore-
Poarcel”
“You- you blackmailing voung rotier!”
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“Blackmail be blowed!”  said Teddy,
realising the strength of his pesition. *“['vo
brought you some valuable information, and
I descrve a tip! 1f yvou're going {o be :o
jolly mean, I might forget to keep mum-
and then ‘\'ip}hr-l will get to know that T]n*
cat’s out of the hag!”

{.nn Pearce went red with rage.

“Why, vou confounded rat!” he shouted.
“If yon breathe a word about this fo any-
body, T'll--1"11-—"

Lesides,” soid Teddy,

“Your what?"”

“ L mght consider 1t my duty to sneak i
vour lay vour hands on me!” went on Teddy.
“So vou'd belter keep vour fists 1o vourscell,
Gore-Pearce! It's your own teaching, any-
how! If any of the Old Timers biff you, vou
sneak, No if you biff me, I'll sneak! Aad
unless you give me ten lmh I'll teli Nipper
that [ overheard hh pkfn’w, and that you're
telling the ITead !

Gore-Pearee nearly burst a hIDmI vessel,

31

“1here’s my duty 1™

“Wait until this affair is over!™ he said
thickly. *Ilere’s vour rotten ten bob, yoy
young crook! Take it, and get out of my

sight .
’J thh Long, trivmphant, grabbed the 1en
shilling banknote, and boled. He felt that

on the whole he was doing well.
priscd to sce vou here again,” iic

satcd, in a troubled wvoice. “llow

13 it that yon have so many reports to make ?

R. MORRISON NICHOLLS frowncd,
“*Really, Gore-Pearce, 1 am sup-

The other boys do not bother me fo this
extent.”

Gore-Pearce, who stood in front of the
Head's desk, looked pained,

“Bother vou, .uir?” he protested. * But
it's vour own wish!’

“Ahcem! Perhaps so--perhaps so,” zaud
the Head. “ All the smwe, is it mu.ll\ neces
sary to run to me with every r*mnplaun.
Where 1z your Housemaster? Why could
vou not approach him?”

(zore-Pearce was prepared for this,

“Ordinarily, sir. I should do so0,” he re-

ylied; *“‘but this 1s so seirious that 1 felt
Lad to come straight o vou. I dare say you
know, sir, that many of the fellows are
jibbing agamst your authority. They say
that vour ideas are crazy, and that you are
litrle better than a lunatie.”

Dr. Nicholls started,

“Are they, Gore-Pearce?” he asked con-
cornedly,

Yo, afe)™

“1 must sy that vou are painfully frank."

“Pm only 1 "inr vou the trath, sir,™ re-
piied Gore-Posree, These chaps refuse 1o
toe the line, LhL_‘LLL’L‘ .-.-Hll persecutine  the
resi of and as thes ;-u*l do it openly,
t]:i'}"‘l‘l' tloi i i T 'ﬁli’_ilf]\
“Phis 15 indeed serious,” said the Ilead.
“Explain exactly what you mean.” ,

“I've heard rthat six fellows of my own
House, sir, have planned to raid my stady
after  lights-out,” said Gore-Pearen  coolly,
“They'vre going to smash the forniture up,
amd ~miother the whele room with tar.”

x.
I L]
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“(:00d hecavens!”

“I hope this will convince you what we're
up against, sir,"” said Gore-Pcarce earncstly.
“These chaps hopo to escape punishment by
doing tho thing in secret, after lights-out.
1 thought I'd better come straight to you,
sir, 80 that you can take the neccessary
measures to prevent the destruction.”

The Head rose to his feet.

“T will investigate it at once,’
cartly. ' i

“If you'll excuse me, sir, wouldn’t it be
a mistake?” asked Gore-Pearce. “The
follows are Hamilton, Watson, Tregellis-
West, Handforth, Church, and MeClure. 1f
yvou tax them with it, they’re bound to deny
4 Ny

“H'm1 Perhaps you are right,” muttered
Dr. Nicholls, frowning. ‘“You are suggoest:
ing that I should wait? Yes, of course! [I'll
cateh them red-handed, Gore-Pearce. I'll
be in your study at the appointed hour.”

“That’s just what 1 was going to suggest,
sir,” said Gore-Pearce cagerly. “T’ll have
a screen in there——up in one corner, How
would it be for you to get hehind that screen
and wait until the young hooligans start
their game?”

“I hardly like to take such a step,’
the Head dubiously,

“1 know it’s a bit thick, sir—but how clse
can you catch them at it?” asked Gore-
Pearce. “This sort of thing might get worse
and worse, sir—unless you nip 1t in the bud.
You don't realise what we'ro up against in
the Junior School, sir!”

“I think I am beginning

' he said

' said

to realiso 1t,

Gore-Pearce,” said the Head grimly. *“ You
are absolutely sure of your facts?”
“ Positive, sir., Theso cads will start at

half-past ten.”

“Very well—you may go,” said the Head.
“Thank you for your timely warning, Gore
Pearce. You are doing yvour duty well. 1
quite agree with you that theso wretched
boys must be caught red-handed if there is
to be any lasting result.”

gay as he sauntered into Study A
five minutos later.
“Well, it's fixed!” ho said calinly.
“The Head's coming himself—at half-past
ten. He'll eatch those beauties like rats in
a trap! I .hope he’ll sack the lot!”

He went into details, and Gulliver and Dell
and Teddy Long grinned,

“It’s all my doing!” said Teddy unctu-
ously, “You've got to thank me for this,
Gore-Pearce,”

“Confound wvou!” snapped. Gore-Pearce.
“TI thought I told you to clear out? What
are you doing back here?”

“1 thought you might havo another ten
bob to spare,” said Long coolly.

“You—you shark!” shouted Gore-Pearce.
“You won't get another cent out of mel
By gad! If I lay my hands on you——"

He broke off abruptly, a startled look
coming into his eyes.

“What’s up?7” asked Gulliver.

GGRE-PE!&RCE was light-hearted and
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“I've just remembered something,” said
Gore-Pearce. “We've asked those Iast
House chaps to come over here to-might—
for a spree.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Not that it
Peavce, coolin

matters,” went on Gore-

down, *“ Plenty of time to
postpone it. This other thing's more impor-
tant. Here's half-a-crown, Long, you fat
jellyfish! Buzz over to the East House, and
tell Merrell that he and his pals had better
not come to-night. No need to go into any
details.  Tell Merrell I'll see him to-
morrow.”’

Teddy Long scized the half-crown greedily.

“Shan’'t I explain about what's going to
happen to-night 7’ he asked,

“No. DBetter keep mum about it,” re-
torted Claude, “ The less we talk the better,
We don’t want any hitch.™

AVID MERRELL was having a heated
D argument with Marriott and Snipe,
in Study No, 15, whea Teddy Long

put his head in the doorway.
“I've got a message for you, Merrell,”

said Long.
“Clear out!” snapped Merrell, looking
round. “Who told vou to come into this

House, you Remove worm? Clear out,

quick! Clear oft!”

“Not likely!" snorted Teddy Long, posi-
tively arrogant in his newly-found import-
ance, “Gore-Pecarce asked me to come
over S

“Well, I'm asking vou to go back!” said
Merrell eurtly, “In fact, I'm ordering you

to go back! And unless you take your
grubby face out of this study within ten
scconds, I'll chuck something at it!”

Merrell turned to his study-mates.

“You're both mad!” he went on sourly.
“I tell yvou that the thing wouldn't work.
Corcoran’s too keen. He'd spot the trick in
no 1}ime. We don’'t want to ask for trouble

“There's something important going to
happen in our House at half-past ten,” said
Teddy Long, in spite of Gore-Pearce's in-
structions. " The Head's coming over, and
he's going to catch Nipper's gang red-
handed ! :

“Haven't you gone yet?” roared Moerrell,
looking round. ”

“It's a pity you can't listen to me!”
snapped Teddy. " Gore-Pearce says that you
mustn’t come over to-night. You might get
into trouble if vou do. The Head's going

to be there at half-past ten——"
“Why should we suffer this fat-headed
idiot 77 asked Marrviott sourly, “ Kick him

out, Merrell!

stump !
“We'd better not be too violent,” said

Snipe. ““Long might sneak on us, and o

“Let him try it!” broke in Merrell, sciz-
ing the ecricket stump, and advancing to-
wards the door. “We can't cven have a
decent row in this study without being inter-
rupted., Now then, Long-——7"

Snipe, throw us that cricket
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“Oh. all right! I've given you the mes-
sage, and yon can jolly well go and eat
coke!” velled Teddy Long' as he dodged out
into the passage. “Hi! Mind what you're
doing with that cricket stump!”

Slam !
The door closed., and Teddy Long sallied
forth. He made a beeine for the School

Shop, where his half-crown was soon reposing
in Mrs. Hake's uil

HE argument in Study 15 was over,

l Merrell & (o, had cooled down, and

they were getting ready to start their
prep,

“What was it that Long came here for?”
azcked Merrell, frowning. “Did vyou chaps
hear what he was babbling about 7’

“Yes,™ said Marriott. " He brought a mes.
sage from Gore-’earce.”

“I didn’t hear any message.”

“Yes, he said that we've got to be over
there at half-past ten instead of eleven,
as originally planned,” said Marriott., “ All
the better, really. We shall have more time
for the spree.”

Merrell nodded.

“Well, let’s get down to this rotten prep,”
he satd. “Half-past ten, ch? Good! W¢e'll
Le there to the minute !

AN Claude Gore-Pearce, lounging in
Study A, had not the faintest sus-
picion of this tragic misunderstand-

ing. He was dreamily pondering
over the possible consequences of the night’s
forthcoming acilvitles.

He certainly did net take the irouble to
ponder over the possible consequences of
trusting an unrehable deputy to deliver a
message that he could much better have
delivered In person!

CHAPTER 12.
The Germ of a Doubt!

R, NICHOLLS nodded curtly to
D Nelson Lee as he happened to meet
the latter in the main lobby of the
Ancient House at about a quarter-

past ten, after the school had retired to bed.

“I wondered who had put the lights on,”
explained the Housemaster-detective.

“ I—er--find it necessary to visit this House
in person to-night, Mr. Lee,” said the Head
awkwardly. “There is  something  mis-
chievous afoot.”

Nelson Lee looked at Dr. Nicholls steadily.

“Can yon wonder at it?” he asked.

“What do you mean, sir??

“It 13 not for me to criticise your methods

Dr. Nicholls, but 1 certainly think that your
policy is conducive to mischief,” replied
Nelson Lee. “1 am very much afraid that

many of the hovs are developing into wrong-

doers, withont any care or thought for
honour.  Wih the destruction of the old
vode, they are floundering in—-"
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“Really, Mr. Lee, 1t secems that I was
justified in coming here personally to in-
vestigate this matter,” broke in the head
master angrily. “It i3 a matter of much
concern to me that some of you gentlemen
are openly opposed to my experiment. How
can I hope to gain success in the face of
such opposition 7

“You are quite wrong, sir,” said Lece
quietly. ‘I am neither acting for or agaiust
your experiment. I am attending to my
normal duties, and am quite neutral as re-
%mds this other matter. To be quite candid,

prefer to have nothing (o do with it.
am hoping that you will soon change yowr
mind,”

“Then vou will be hoping in vain, sir)’
retorted the Head. *The school need:
cicansing., There 1s too much violation ol
the rules and regulations, and the only way
to put a stop to this 1rregulant3 is to gain
the co-operation of the hovs themselves, |
amn glad to say that many of them are enter
lI'lf.",' wholeheartedly into the scheme.”

‘The better boys are lmldmgi) aloof,” zaid
Nelson  Lee  significantly elhapa‘ vou
don’t realise, Dr. Nicholls, that vour sup-
porters are mainly composed of the boys who

are irresponsible and casily misled.”
“Are vou suggesting that I am unslead-
ing them 7"

“1 certainly am,” =said Neclon Lee
promptly.

‘Really, siv!?

“Please don’t misunderstand me, Dr.
Nicholls,”” said Lee. "I am quite satnlied
that you are very sincere in your ciforts.

I have not presumed to express any opinion
until now, but since you have practically
forced e to do so I can only tell yvou thar,
in my opinion, you are heading for trouble.”

“I shall certainly have a hard fight before
me if I have to fight down the prejudices
of the masters as well as those of the boys,”
replied Dr. Nicholls stiffly. “It may interest
yvou to know, Mr. Lee, that I have rececived

information that six Remove boys have
planned to wreck Gore-Pearce’'s study to-
night.”

“The term “wreck’ may mean anything
or nothing,” caid Nelson Lee. “Such inci-
dents frequently occur, but they are gener-
ally quite innocuous, That’s just the trouble,
sir. You are inclined to regmd these trivial-
ities as matters of importance,”

“Do you eall 1t irivial for the furniture
in this study to be smashed up, and for the
whole room to bhe smothered in tar?”

“Which boys are going to commit this out-
rage 7’ asked Lec sceptically.

“Hamilton, Watson——" And the Head
recled off the names, after consulting hi.e
shirt-cuff. “Those are the names, Mr. lLee.”

“I am very sorry, but I think you have

been misinformed, 3 replied Lee. “These
boys would never commit such a grave
offence. 1 know their characters too well,

Hamilion, indeed, 1s my own ward, and 1 will

certainly vouch for his sense of fairness.’
“You will see, Mr. Lee—you will see!”

snapped  the Head. “T will take it as a
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favour if vou will leave this matter entirely
in my hands. But I should like you to
remain in your study, so that I can bring
the boys to you after 1 have caught them
red-handed at their vandalism.”

“I shall await in my study with interest,
said Nelson Lee dryly.

THE Head found everything very handy

for him in Study A. It was unusually
tidy to-night, and Gore-Pearce had
lhnughtfulﬁ* placed an odd magazine
or two about, They were not the kind of
magazines that Gore-Pearco habitually pat-
romsed; there was a monthly review, a
religious weekly, and a scientific periodical.
The sporting papers, which usually littered
Study A, were conspicuous by their absence.

There was a screen In one corner, very
handily placed. The Head moved over to-
wards it, after closing the door. As he did
s0, he heard the school clock chiming out
the half-hour.

He snapped off the electric light, and
quickly placed himself behind the screen,
He was aware of an uncomfortable twinge.
He felt rather hke a spy, and it oceurred
to him, with something of a shock, that this
activity of his was altogether discreditable,
and far bencath the dignity of a head-
master,

“Good gracious!” he muttered,

Now that it had come to the actual point,
he realised that his enthusiasm had led him
away. He decided then and there to abandon
the project., It would be quite sufficient if
he waited in the study, openly. He would
then be able to catch the culprits with
dignity, and their gult would be quite
obvious if they arrived with hatchets and saws
and a quantity of tar,

He was really amazed that he should have
carricd out Gore-Pearce’s despicable sugges-
tion, This screen business was certainly un-
dignified. He prepared to move out from
behind it—and at tho same moment the door
opened !

““Nobody here,” cameo a whizpered voice.
¢“All dark.”

“Lazy beggars haven't come down yet,
I expect,” said another voice.

Dr. Nicholls gripped himself hard. Then
his information had been correct!  Here
were the wvandals—arrived at ten-thirty,
exactly as Gore-Pearce had foretold! His
information had obviously been reliable,

Tho Head swiftly moved out from behind
the sereen. He wasn’t going to bLe caught
in that undignified position! As it hap-
pened, he might just as well have stayed
there, for he was not immediately dizcovered.

“DBetter put the light on,” said one of the

voices, ‘“Where's the switch?”
“Leave it alone, you idiot!"” hissed
another., “Somebody might spot the light

from the West House, and then we sliould
be collared! Let's wait here until Gore-
Pearce comes.”

The Head started,
hearing ?

What was this Lo was
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“Gore-Pearce won't be long,” came Mer-
rell's wvoice., * It struck half-past ten two
minutes ago. Blow this darkness! Wa
might have whiled away the time by start-
ing a little game. If Gore-Pearce wants
bridge, I'm going to jib againust it. Poker's
a lot better, especially with a crowd.” :

“Better not play for high stakes,” said
Marriott, “I can’'t, anyhow. I've only got
five bob to lose.”

“Why the dickens don’t
come ?"’ asked Snipe uneasily.

Dr. Nicholls fairly quivered with anger
and amazement. These boys were certainly
not here for the purpose of wrecking the
study, That much was already obvious.
And thev appeared to be friends of (Gore-
Pearce’s, too! Q(Gore-Pearce—the informer—
the fellow with a high sense of duty!

‘“Better shut that door,” came one of
the voices. "By gad! (Gore-Pearce 15 a
wily bird! It's a scream how he's spoofed
the Head!”

“We're all spoofing the Head,” chuckled
one of the others. “The old fool thinks
that his rotten wheeze is working like a
dream, but we're the chaps who're getting all
the benefit. What a lark!”

There were many chuckles.

“ Unfortunately, the old fool is on the
spot!” gaid Dr, Nicholls, in a thunderous
voice. “Switch that light on, one of
vou!’”’

There came a series of frightened gasps.
The Head himself leapt to the switch
before any of the staggered juniors could
escape. He pressed it down.  The study
became flooded with light,

Merrell stood therc, a cigarette 1in his
fingers, and there was a “plop” as the
packet from which he had taken it fell to
the floor. Marriott actually had a cigar-
oite in his mouth, and as his jaw had
dropped, and the cigarette was sticking to
his lips, the effect was ludicrous,

“You voung reprobates!” said the head-
master harshly., “So you thought you had
deluded mo? I am an old fool, am I? And
vou are here to smoke and play cards with
Gore-Pearce? Good heavens! It is a for-
tunate thing that I came here to-night.”

The East House juniors were utterly dumb.
founded. They felt, too, that the Head had
played a dirty trick on them—hiding there in
the darkness, listening to their conversa-
Actually, the Head had had no in.
tention of eavesdropping; he had expected
the light to be switched on within the first
moment or two.

“Pup-please, sir, we were onlv fooling!”
babbled Merrell, making a big effort to pull
himself together.

“Only fooling!” repeated the Head. “Can
vou expect me to believe that when I find
you here with cigarettes in vour hands?”

“J—I mean, sir—about plaving cards with
Gore-Pearce,”’ added Merrell, "*“It's only a
lark, sir—no harm in 1t!”

“You may think that I luwked in this
study on purpose to trap vou,” said the Head
quietlv. "If so, let me disabuse your minds

those 1diots
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of that fallacy. I am here because of in-
formation that Gore-Pearce himself gave to
me. He did not expect you, but some boys
of his own House. It appears that there
has been some misunderstanding between
you,” he added grimly. “You may be sure
that your sine will always find you out. 1
need ask no questions., I have seen suffi-

cient.”
He produced a cane, and swished it.
The East House juniors received the

biggest hiding of their livee. Not only a
gix-hander cach, but painful cuts elsewhere.
They crawled back to their own House in
agony.

ND the Head, having paid a visit to
the dormitories of Nipper & Co,,

and Handforth & Co., and having

found jhese juniors sound asleep, was

more than ever convinced that something
had gone wrong that night,

He went to Gore-Pearce's dormitory, and
opened the door cautiously.

“Hallo!  Whe's that?” came an eager
whisper. “You ass! Get back into your
own dormy! The Head's about! He's down-

stairs, swishing Nipper and Handforth and

those other rotters!” .
“You are wrong, Gore-Pearce. He 1=
here!” said Dr. Nicholls.

Gore-Pearce nearly fell out of bed. Gul-
liver and Bell gave two yelps, and were on
the point of fainting.

“1 require an explanation from vou, Gore-
Peavee,” said Dr. Nicholls harshly, as he
switched on the light. **What do vou mean
by telling me that six boys of this House
had planned to wreck vour study? They
are soundly asleep in their own beds.”

In a flash, Gore-Pearce realised that he
was on thin ice.

“Then they must have got wind of your
coming, sir,” he retorted quickly. “What
I told you was the truth, sir,”

“How do you account for the fact, then,
that Merrell and some other boys of the
Fast House cane to vour studv while I was
there i’ demanded the flead. ““What will
vou say when I tell von that they confessed
to an arrangement with yourself to smoke
and play cards?”

Gore-Pearce was nearly beaten., He knew,
in a sceond, that Teddy Long had made a
mess of that message. But he still had a
loophole. Ile managed to .put on an air of
cmazenient and injured innocence.

“Really, sir, that’'s not fair!” he said pro-
testinglv. “I never made anv arrangements
with the East House bovs! You came here
and found me in bed, sir., I hope you won’t
believe those lhes, sie?”

It is strange that those boys should be so
confident,” retorted Dr. Nicholls, *1 am

afraid, CGore-Peace, that I must give you
the benefit of the doubt. You had better
be more carcful in future. Your informa-

tion was not only wnreliable, but your accusa-
tion was unwarranted. If anything like this
happens again, I shall deal with you very
severely.”

NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

20

The Head did not forget that liec had ob-
tained some of his informatior during those
first few wvital moments, when Merrell & Co,
had been unaware of hie presence. Yet, in
justice, he could not accuse Gore-Pecarce of
being involved. The circumstances were
very suspicious, but there was no actual
proof.

When the Head went, Gore-Pearce gritted
his teeth with rage, and swore to Gulliver
and Bell that he would "take i1t out?’ of
Teddy Long on the morrow. 'The escape
had been a very, very narrow one.

ELSON LEE made very little com-

N ment when Dr. Morrison Nicholle

gave him an account of whai had
happened,

“1 knew you were wrong, of course, about
the six boys you mentioned,” he said. *1I
can only conclude that Gore-Pearce himseli
was bluffed—as he probably deserved to be.
Do you really think that Gore-Pearce 13 as
honest and as reliable as you have imagined !
The boy has a very bad record ¥”

“I must confess that I am doubtful,” ad.
mitted the Head.

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders.

“You appear to be surprised over this
little affair, Dr. Nicholls,” he said. "I hope
you are realising that your policy is in-
citing the boys to become dichonourable and
untruthful ? It is the natural result of your
teaching.”

“I protest, Mr. Lee, against that estate-
ment.”’

“TI am sorry, but I must be allowed to
have my own view,” replied Lee quietly.
“In theory, Dr. Nicholls, your plan may
scem ideal, but in practice it must inevitably
Joad to the kind of thing that you have
experienced to-night. I repeat that the boys
are becoming dishonourable and untruthful.”

“I entirely disagree with you,” said the
Head coldly,

Yet vwhen he went awav there was the
germ of a doubt in his mind. He slept badly
that night. He was wondering. Was this
incident a true index of what was develop:
ing, or was it merely a false alarm?

Somehow, ho eould not entirvely convince
himself that the situation was satisfactory.
For years, however, he had dreamed of put-
ting this theory into practice, and he was
certainly not going to be diverted from his
purpose so easily. This scheme should have
a full trial!

In the meantime. things looked pretiy
black for St* Frank’s!
THE END.

(As it turns out, things leok pretty bad for
Nipper, too, as you will see for yourselves
when you read next week's amazing long
complete yarn entitled, “The Downfall of
Nipper!” This magnificent yarn is full of
dramatic situations, and you will vote it the
hest in the serics so far. There's only one
way to uavold being disappointed, chums—
order your ncxt weck's covy of the Old
Paper XYOW /)



30

Have You Told Your Pals about this Magnificent Serial Written by E.S. Brooks ?

RIVALS&:BLUE CRUSADERS/

“Cheats never prosper.”
that old adage. He Iries 1o cheat Rex Carringlon—1but instead comes a
nasty cropper bimself !

The Cheat !

NWARDLY Burke was quivering with
I excitement—but he showed no sign of
it outwardly.
“Hope that fool isn't going to be
long,” he muttered, speaking to Curly.
QOut in the hall, Rex was talking to I'atty
Fowkes.

“ Nothing to worry about, Fatty,” he was
ﬁmmg ieep yvour hair on, old man. I
shan't be late. f‘&-.-rfl;ily sorry the Blues lost
this afternoon——-"

“Never mind that!” interrupted Fatty
Fowkes. "What are you doing in Burke's
house 7"

“Playing cards.”

“What "

“Poker, to be exact,” said Rex, taking a
kind of dehght in almckuw his sixteen-stone
friend.

“You're mmi, Rex !" shouted Fatty,
the wires. “You know as well as I do that
Burl-.-:a is a crook, and yet you admit_that
vow're in his house, playing cards! Have
vou gone off your hecad?”’

“If I'm mad, as you say, I must be off my
head.”

“I'm coming there straight away!” de-
clared I'atty. “I'll bring Dave Moran and
Ben and Andy and all the others, too "

“Better not do that!” said Rex quickly.
“Don’t be a fool, Fatty! Can’t you trust
me "

*““No, I can’t!” snorted Tatty.

“Well, have a shot at it,” said Rex calmly,
“] know that Burke is a crook, and I'm on
my guard. I'll sece you later, Fatty; and
if you want to do me a fmmtr, be patient.
Please don't start anv bother.)’

“All right "’ said Fatty grimly. “TI'll give
yvou an hour, but no more! If you're not

i

over

SEARLES
BROOKS.

Peter Burke bas good reason io remember

-_——
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here within an hour’s time T’ll get the boys
to come with me and we'll drag you out by
force.”

And Fatty hung up, feeling any
further words would be useless.

Rex went back into the sitting-room. Ile
kaed up the pack of cards, which he had
eft standing on the table.

that

“Sorry if I've delayved the game,” ha
said. *““Anybody ﬂ;mt any cards?”
“Give me three,” said Curly Haokin.

“Wouldn't be a bad 1dea to have a new deal
altogether.”’

“No, certainly not,” said Burke,
to speak casually. “‘It might
whole run of the game.”

When it came to his turn he took one
card, having discarded the five of diamonds.
Burke's exchange card proved to be the ten
of elubs, and was of no value to him. But
he held those four kings, and he vowed that
this hand would he the finish of the game.

trving
upset the

He would get Rex Carrington’s hundred
pounds—and then pitch himm out of the
house,

In spite of Rex Carrington’s watchfulness,
the game was now erooked—and Peter Burke
looked like bringing off his contemptible
cheating |

High ‘Stakes !
EX CARRINGTON had not looked at
R his own cards vet; but now he gave

them a glance. He was pleasantly,

but not greatly, surprised. He held
two aces and three odd cards.
Burke wntchecl hirn covertiv, but there

was no sign in Rex’s face to betray the

goodness or badness of his bhand. Burke,
sccure with his four Kkings—one of them
stolen from Rex—was confident that he
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could clear the board. His one anxiety
now was that Rex would get a fairly good
hand so that he would be willing to bet.
It would be a sheer tragedy if Rex got
nothing, and threw his cards in.

“I'll take three,” said Rex shortly.

He discarded the three
dealt himself three more from the pack. He

wcked them up, locked at them, and nearly
iad a fit. He did, indeed, give a slight
start, and Burke felt his heart give a leap.
Rex had picked up something good. This
was gomg to bhe worth playing!

As a matter of face, Rex could hardly
believe his cyes. The first card he saw was
the jack of spades. But the other two were
aces |

Two accs!

And he already held two in his hand!
This gave Rex {our aces. Liattle did Rex
dream that he had to thank Mr. PPeter Burke
for this amazing hand. Three aces would
have been goed, but four accs constituted
something phenomenal. And Rex didn’t
even have to rely upon the Joker to make
up his four. He lowered his cards and
looked round, -

““Anybody betting 7" he asked casually.

“A quid,” said Curly Hankin, selecting a
chip,

The betting was slow for a bit, and then,
as usual, Hankin and his companions dropped
out of the game. It beeame a tussle between
Burke and Rex, and this time it looked like
being a really grim one.

Burke was gloating aver the faect that Rex
had a good hand. Naturally, he couldn’t
hive anything that could compare with his
four kings! 'That was cut of the question!
Probably had three of a kind, or perhaps
even ‘‘a full hand “—three of a kind and a
pair—or a straight, or a flush.

odd cards, and[

37

But Mr. Burke didn’t care what he had.
He—Burke—held four kings, and he would
be able to knock spots off Rex as soon as the
show-down came, He felt that Rex's hand
was good enough to justify a littlo
gambling.

“This 13 too slow,” said Burke. “There's

your five pounds, Carrington, I'll raise it
twenty.”

“Phew! Pepper!” said Rex, with a
whistle,

“What do you mean ?"

“Getting hot, 1sn’t it?”

“Afraid to bet?” sncered Burke.

“'"fhere’s your twenty quid !” said Rex, as
he shifted the pile of chips across the table.
“TI’'m in a bit of a reckless mood myself, too,
AMr. Burke. T'll raise you another twenty.”

“Gosh! That's the style!” said Burke,
inwardly gloating. ‘I thought you were a
sportsman, Carrington. There’s your twenty
—and another twenty!”

“Right-ho!” =aid Rex. “If you're feeling

that way, Burke, I'll give you a rum
Twenty more on the top of yours.”

“It’'s pounds, remember!” ejaculated
Burke.

“Of course.”

Hankin & Co. watched, fascinated. Thev

had played a few games in their lives, but
they had never scen such reckless betting
as this. In almost as many seconds, the
money on the table represented sixty or
seventy pounds—in cach pile. The reserve
players watched with a growing awe.

My, Burke was perspiring., For the first
time a shadow of doubt began to creep into
his mind. Was it possible that Rex held a
better hand than his four kings? His bet-
ting was so reckless that onc might bhave
been justified in supposing that he held a
royal high flush—the master-hand of poker.

Crusadcrs—Iis worried.

dirt-track has becn opened mnearby.
Especially .

Ilex Enocks the

reports this to

saeks iz manager,

cards with Burke,

e ——— e ———

THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF,

ULYSSES PIECOMBE—more commonly known as Piecan—managér of the Dlue
Not because the Blurs are doing bodly, but becouse a
The players, however, seem unperturbed,

. REX CARRINGITON, the Blues’ brilliant centre-forward. ! * !
vacing, and ke cnters for some of the races. His clever riding considerably tmpresses

PETER BURKE, manager of the Speedway.
L150—a debt incurred through gambling—and he suqgeéests that if the centre-forward
throws up footer and goes in for track racing hée—Burke—will destroy the I O U.

manager down, who retalinies by sticking the ferrule of his

umbrella through the centre-forward’s toc, thus crocking him for footer.

JULIAN HARDING, owner of the Speedway.
Burke goes away, vowing vengeance, ;
for footer, can ride a motor-cycle as of old, and he fixes up with Harding to
wppear at the Specdway regularly. In a moment of weakness, Rex again plays
With them are Curly Hankin, Brewer and Parr—three raseally
| Blucs’ reserves—who are in Burkc’s puy. : ‘
away to the telephone, Burke, unknown to Curly Hankin and Co., takes a king
from Rex's hand, and substitutes an ace.
one of the highest possible hands to be had.

(Now read on.)

Rex is keen on dirt-track

Burke holds an I @ U from Rex for

Burke

Angry at such wvillainy, Harding
Rex, although erocked

They play poker. While Rex i3 called

Burke now holds four kings—which ts
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But such a hand as that comes enly once in “T'll go on as long as yon will,” said
a lifetime, Rex. *“ And why bother with mere twentics?
Besides,, Mr. Burke realised with a sense | I'll raise you fifty pounds, Burke.”

of his own idiocy that such a bhand was tm- “Gosh!” said Durke shakily.

possible.  For how could Rex hold a royal Rex himsclf was wondering what Durke
high flush when all the four kings were in |could hold. Evidently somecthing extra
Burke’s hand? This gave Burke fresh | good. But then, Rex was in the ideal posi-
heart. | tion of not caring a jot. e himself held

“I'm game to kecp on if you are!” he |the highest possible hand—next to a royal
panted. “There's your twenty, Carrington— | high flush—and as Mr. Burke couldn’t have
and another twenty!” the latter, unless there were five aces in tho

e : : . ek . " ! :
“This is getting awiul!” said Cuarly, | pack, Rex was prepared to go on all night.

wiping his brow. Again Burke felt a twinge. What was it
“Somebody's going to lese a lot!" said | that Rex could have? And why did he
Parr hoarsely irvmaiu so cool?

Fatty Fowkes stared in amazement. He had thought Rex
Carrington was crocked—and yet here was the centre-forward
dribbling a football down the field with all his old skili !

Nobody took any notice of this remark,
which was chiefly noticcable for its obviouss
ness.  Somecbody was going to lose a lot— “I'm not afraid of your infernal fifty
and Mr. Burke knew ].IL‘I'fECt-I:r' well that that I_':,,gug-;{ld[” E-Hﬂp['lﬂfl ‘Burk(}: “TI'll raise it the
somebody would be Rex Carrington. The | same, and be hanged to you.?” _
fool ! He was {}l'ﬂhﬂhl_}-‘ bﬂt!’inf__{ up like this “Go ahead!” g't*jnnpd Rex,. “This 13 g{xt.
on a mere flush, or somcthing equally silly, | {ing a bit monotonous.”

Rex was as cool as ice—a great Cﬂmmﬁti Every chip on the table had been used—
to tho hot, flabby, perspiring Burke. The | gnd more had been pulled out of the bex
hotter the play, the coolcr Rex became. His | by Curly Hankin, who obligingly kept tally,
nature served him  well under such con- | (g, " '
ditions. , |  ““Better bo careful!” said Curly uneasily.

“How much is there on the table now 1" | « You're IIlE’Ld, both of vou! There's somne-
he asked, with a grin. “If 1 lose this thing like five hundred quid represented on
hand, Burke, I shall have to give you my |the table! You can’'t pay for it, cither of
hundred quid, and another T O U, by the!voul”
look of it. You’re making the fur fly this |° Burke bruzhed the perspiration from his
time.” brow.

“T'Il take an I O U,” replied Burke “I'm not giving in!" he croaked.
promptly. “Or are you getting cold feet?” “Well, I've had my bit of fun,” said Rex.
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“THl put you out of vour misery, Burke.
There’s your last fifty—I'll see you.”
Burke ultered a shout of relief, and

slapped his cards down on the table,

“Four kings!” }vilcd Curly Hankin,

“Yes, four kings!” shouted Burke. ““Now,
C‘arnngton' I'll trouble vou for that hun-
dred pounds of yours, and another I O U
to cover the balance!”

Rex grinned.

“What about my hand ?” he asked sweetly.
“Have a look at this, Mr. Burke. Hankin,
grab some water, I faney our mutual friend
will need it. Does this give you a pain, Mr,
Burke ?"

He spread his four aces out, and Peter
Burke sagged in his chair like a pricked
bladder. For the shock was a double one,
and he knew, with a pang of horror, that 1t
was he himsclf who had given Rex Carring-
ton this master hand |

A Clean Sheet!

O wonder Mr. Burke erumpled up!
‘His petty villainy had recoiled on

his own head. Seldom had there

been such a complete caso of the biter
being bit! DBurke had cheated in order to
rook the Blues' centre-forward; and, through
his cheating., Rex had won!

Without that ace, he would never have
made those onormons bets—and Burke had
given it to him, TFurthermore, it was quite
impossible for Burke 1o make any mention
of the fm-r, for to bave done so would have
he vn to label iiémﬁfﬁf a cheat,

Rex had no right to that monev, He had
won by chearine, but not his own cheating !
That was the bitter pill that Mr, Burke
was reguired 10 swallow,

“*You win!” he snarled.

"N ml:‘ ta be so ill-tempered about it,
said Rex. *Yon're the host, Mr, Burke. 1
think I°!1 fulw that I O U, if yvou don’t mind,
and there’'s a little sim of meney you owe

me on top of it—to square up!”

“You won't get any moncy out of me!”™
rf}zu-wi Burke.

“No? Do you always treat your gambling
debis like this?”

“Hang syou!” snapped Burke,

e took ont the I O U
pteked 1t up. tore it into shreds, and tossed
the fragmenis in the fireplace.

“Well, that's that,” he said complacently.
“Tve got a clean sheet now, ]'Euer You
needn’'t trouble aboat the rest of the money,
I don't want it.”

“Don’t wani 1?7

“Of course not,” said Rex contemptuonsly.,
“T've cleared that debt, and I'm satisfied.
Do vou thunk I need vour eanfounded nmoney ?
If you're so tremendously honenrable about
your gambling debts, vou can send a cheque
to the Banmngton Hospital in my name,”
he added savcastically.

Burke tried to pull himself together.

“Aren’t von going to «tay ?” he ejaculated,
as Rex gave indications that he was ready
to depart. “We've hardly started yet.”

(Continucd on next puge.)
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(Continued from page 39.)

“Don’t you believe it,” said Rex. “We'vo
finished.”

“Win all you can, and then clear out, eh?”
jeered Burlke.

“I've got out of your clutches—and that's
what I was aiming for,” replied Rex coolly.

Burke said nothing. In a measure, he was
relioved. Ho had cxpected Rex to demand
an 1 O U.

“Look here,” said Burke, going out into
the hall, where Rex was putting on his
overcoat. ‘‘Don’t be in such an infcrnal
hurry, Carrington. We'll change the game.
Let's try a real gamo like bridge. Or if
vou're keen on a proper gamlﬁe, there's
pontoon——"

“Shall I twist or burst?” murmured Rex.

“Plenty of time yet,” said Mr, Burke
boisterously. “And I don’t feel comfortabie
about that money. I'd pay you if I had the
cash, and I want you to give me the chance
of winning it back, and squaring things up.”

“What for? I've let you off, haven't 17"

“Hang you, I don’t want to be let off!”

“No, you want to get that cash of mine,
don’t you?"” said Rex pleasantly. *“You
thought you'd have it long before now, eh?
But thing's haven’t gone quite as you ex-
pected, have they, my beauty? I can sce
through your little game! I wasn’t born
vesterday—although I might have been born
the day before.”

And Rex turned towards the hall door.

“You insulting hound!” shouted Burke
thickly., “What do you mean to imply?”

“Oh, go and boil yourself ' retorted Rex.

He opened the door, went out, and
slammed the door after him. He strode
down the littlo path, and it wasn’t until he
reached the road that he suddenly realised
that he was walking almost normallv. He
had forgotten his injured foot. Unconscious
of it, he had scarcely limped.

“By Jove! I wonder?” he muttered.

A thought had come to him—a thought
that stirred the blood in his veins. He felt
very light-hearted as he walked away. He
had completely finished with Peter Burke,
and he could now start again with a clean
sheet,

‘““No more fooling about for me,” Rex de-
cided. *““\What a fool a chap can be! Poor
old Blues! Pity they lost to-day. Hope
it won't mean the end of their promotion
dreams. Wonder if I can help again?”

Musing, ho set himsclf to walk to Bellton.
The Blues had not yet shifted to their new
quarters at the Stronghold, although they
would be going very shortly.

The walk was quite a long one for a
fellow with an injured foot, but luck ecame
Rex’s way. A lorry lumbered up, on the
way to Caistowe, and Rex obtained a lift.
The walk from Dellton to the school was
a mere trifie—and Rex chose to go along the
towing-path by the river.

Ho did this deliberately. He had an idea
that Fatty Fowkes would be on the war-
path—ho had been expecting to meet Fatty
ever since he had lefit Bannington—and by

£
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taking the tow-path he hoped to avoid his
fat friend.

In this way, it so happened that Rex cut
across tho St Frank's playing fields, 1t
was quite moonlight, and Rex paused
thoughtfully on Little Side. The Speedway
was all very well, but football was in his
blood, and it was impossible for him to dis-
guise his bitter disappointment at being
temporarily out of the game.

“Jove!” he muttered,

He had suddenly caught sight of an old
practice ball, which some of the boys had
evidently carclessly left lying about. He
jumped upon it joyously, and punted it across
the turf, Then, swerving in towards tho
goal, he steadied himself. He was aware of
a great exhilaration,

Slam !

With all his old accuracy, he sent in a
shot that would have tested the finest goalie.

“Phew ! he whistled, hopping on one leg.

In his exuberation he had forgotten his
foot again, but he remembered it now. Yet,
although he s in considerable pain, ho
realised that tiss was mainly due to the fact
that he was wearing walking-shoes. His
injury had not caused him half tho agony
he had every reason to expect it would,

“Where's that ball ¥ he muttered grimly,

He retrieved it, and commenced another
dribble—this time right across the ficld to tho
farther goal. As he was in the middle of
his run a stout figure appeared in the moon-
light, and stood watching in blank amaze-
moent.

Rex’s Resolve!

ATTY FOWKES stood aghast.
F He had heard the unmistakable
“thud ¥ as Rex had slammed the
leather into the net, It had comeo to
him from afar, but Fatty was too accustomed
to that sound to be deceived. To hear it so
late at night, however, coming from the
desertad playing-fields, was a surprising cir-
cumstance,

IFatty bad been on his way out to search
for Rex Carrington, but he went straight
along to Little Side to find out who on carth
was fooling about with a football in the
moonlight,

“(ood glory!” said Fatty,

He could easily recognise the tall, lithe
figure of Rex Carrington as the latter sped
across the turf, with the football in perfect
control at his feet, Fatty had the impres-
sion that he was looking upon some miracle.
For there was not the shightest sign of limp-
ing in Rex’s run,

“Hi!” roared Fatty. “Rex!”

Rex heard the shout, but he took his kick
before replying. It was another glimpse of
the old Rex, and the Blues' centre-forward
was overjoyed to find that he could use that
foot almost normally. Mowever, he had hurt
himself a bit by now., and when he
approached Fatty he was limping in ecarnest,

“Well, I'm jiggered ™ said the big goalic.
“What the dickens do you think you're doing
out hiere? Are you mad, Rex?™
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“Just having a kick, old man,” said Rex.
“] found a ball lying about, so I thought
I'd see what I could do. I'm not half so
bad as I feared.”

“Bad!” said Fatty. “You're in tip-top
form! I've never been so surprised in :al,]]il my
life! I thought you were crocked.”

“I thought so, too,”” said Rex. “It just
shows you, I‘atty, that you never know what
you can do until you try. I really believe
that [ shall be fit to play again within a
few days.”

“You might be able to take a couple of
kicks, and that’s surprising enough, but it’ll
be a long time before you can stand ninety
minutes of gruelling pfa;.f,” replied the bif
goalkeeper, "I've never xnown such a mad-
man in my life!” he added hopelessly. “You
ought to nurse that foot—not fool about like
this! And what about Burke? How did you
manage to tear yourself away 1"

Rex took Fatty by the arm.

“Don’t be so bitter, old man,” he said

uietly. “I haven’t done my foot any harm.
And 1 f'ust couldn’t help taking those kicks.
When I came across that football I forgot
everything else. It’s in my blood, Fatty. If
I was doomed mnever to play football again,
I think I'd fade away !”

Fatty softened.

“Oh, well, I suppose I'd better excuse
vou,” he grunted. “"But for goodness’ sake
be careful! We came an awful cropper to-
day. Two more points gone west!”” he
added gloomily. “No First Division for us
next season.”

“It'’s not too late!” said Rex fiercely.
“Fatty, we're going to win the championship,
and I'm going to %’lEipl The Speedway can
go hang—and all its gold helmets and fat
money prizes! As for my foot, I'm going
to play in our next League match!”

“Good man!” said Fatty Fowkes breath-
lessly. “ By glory! Won't old Piecan be
pleased? 1 tell you, Rex, he’s going posi-
tively white with worry. 'The whole forward
line is going to pieces, Without you, it’s a
joke.”

“Don’t tell Piecan,” said Rex dreamily.
“Let's keep it dark, Fatty. Let the others
think that I'm still crocked—right until the
day of the match. Then give old Piecan a
pleasant surprise. I wouldn’t have told you,
only you happened to come along and spot
me,"”

“It’s a bit hard on Piecan—and Grouser,
too,” said Fatty. “They’'ll go mad with joy
when they know that you're getting fit again,
But that isn’t the most important point.”

1 NG ?,"

“No!” said Fatty firmly. “The most im-
portant thing is that you’ve realised that
football is the only game, Never mind your
rotten Speedway! If you've lost your interest
in dirt track racing, you’ll soon find your old
orm, "

“1 haven’t lost interest——"’

“Look here!’ broke in Fatty, turning and
grabbing Rex by the shoulders. “If you're
going to do any more racing, I'll lock you up
somewhere! You might have a spill, and
break a log, or something!

Our next mateh |
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is against Denton City. We must win that
match, or we're sunk,”

“Denton City, eh!?” whistled Rex.

“They’re running up for the championship,
too! It’s going to be a close thing, Fatty.”

“ Denton City won to-day. They're a point
higher than us—top of the table,” said Fatty
seﬁer]y. “We're second, and likely to drop
down the table with a thud unless we keep
up our winning form. Everything depends
upon the next two or three matches, and most
of all upon the Denton game.” :

"We'll win!” said Rex confidently.
“We'll win—because we've got to!”

“And you'll chuck up the Speedway 7

“You ecan rely upon me to take
chances,” replied Rex vaguely,

“That reminds me,” said Fatty, his voice
becoming stern. “What do you nean by
going to Burke's house and gambling? 1
didn’t believe it when somebody told me that
you were there, and when I heard your voice
over the ’phone I nearly had a fit.”

“I wasn't such a fool as you thought,
Fatty,” said Rex quietly. “ You know that
IOU? Well, I’ve cleared it off. I'm out of
Burks' clutches, and I've fnished with him.”

He gava a few details, and Fatty was
reliecved.

“Thank goodness for that,” he said at
length. “%f you’ll only finish with the
Speedway, too, there'll be some hope for us.
I suppose you realise that Piecan’s worried
about the gate money, too? Is it fair to
the club? Is it fair to young Corcoran?
You're the star man—and you're taking the
crowds away from the Stronghold to the
Speedway.”

“Don’t worry, Fatty—I'll put
right,” said Rex quietly,

They went indoors, and they would cer-
tainly have been surprised had they known
that Curly Hankin & Co. had been watching
from the shadows. The three rascally
Reserves had left Burke’s hcuse almost im-
mediately after Rex, and Burke himself had
driven them into Bellton.

They had heard that “thud,” too; they
had seen Fatty, and had followed him,
They had seen Rex on the field,

(Continued on next page.)
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(Continued from page 4l.)

The next day they mentioned the matter
to Mr. Peter 