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Handforth appeared to wrestle with the tap. A stream of water shot out, wavered uncer-
ta'nly aeross the room, and then struck Gore-Pearce in the chest, afterwards rising and hitting
him in the face. *“‘“ Look out, you idiot ! ' howled Gore-Pearce [uriously.
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Extra-Special ! Amazing Sensation at St. Frank’s—

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in ** The Popular” every Tuesday.)
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St. Frank’s bas experienced many shocks recently—the appointment of

Dr. Nicholls as beadmaster ; bis startling ideas for reforming the school

—but this week comes the greatest sensation of all. Nipper, the popular

Junior Skipper, is in disgrace ; be is faced with—expulsion ! Read all

about this amaging slate of affairs :':}z: ébfs powerful long complete yarn,
chums.—Ld.
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CHAPTER 1.
Lively Times at St. Frank's!

LANG! Clang!
‘ Another day of trouble and strife for St. Frank’s was being heralded in by tino
monotonous clamour of the rising bell.

Handforth, of tho Remove, turned lazily over in bed, caught Church a fearful
punch on the jaw, and the peace of the little dormitory was shattered. Church sat un,
gasping and gurgling. . . ‘ _

“Who did tnat?” he asked, staring round wildly. **Why, what the dickens—— Hi,
Handy !” he bellowed. * Handy!”

“Kh?” said Handforth, biinking, *“What's the maiter, fathcad? What's all the noiso
about 7% p 7

“You—you hulking great gorilla!” yelled Church. *What are you doing in my bed?”

“Your bed ?” said Handforth dazedly. *“Rot!”

“It’'s a fact!” said McClure, from his own bed. *liast night, Handy, vou were in your
own bed, but this morning you!re not only in Churehy’s, but practically occupying the
whole of it, and poor old Churchy is nearly on the ficor.”

Church passed a hand over his brow.

“No wonder I'm all full of aches!” he said indignantly, “This great elephant munst
have pushed me to the side, and T've been half out all night! Thero's an awful crick
in my back, and my neck’s stiff, ton. Ha didn't even leave me a bit of the pillow!”

Edward Oswaid Handforth., who had been gradually gathering his wits toecother
suddenly grinned. ) '

“By George!” he said, “I remember now.”



4 THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIDRARY

“What do you remember?” .

“It was those rotten biscuits,” said Hand-
forth.

“Biseuits 1"

“Your biscuits !’ :
ingly. “Why the dickens you brmf
into the bed-rcom beats me! O
silly fatheaded——"

“You--you ungrateful rotter!” snorted
Church. *You started complaining about
being hungry, and 1 fished out a bag of
biscuits. Yes, and you had over half of them,
tmill

“That’s neither here mnor there,” esaid
Heapdforth sternly. “I went to sleep before
I'd finished them, and the rest must have
slipped out of the bag. I woke up about two
o'clock in the morning, and found myself
wallowing in the crumbs. It was hke lying
on a lot of tintacks!”

Church and McClure grinned. .

“ Biscuit erumbs aren’t very comfortable in
bed,” admitted Church, '

“Comfortable!” said Handforth. 'How
many did you give me? Half a hundred
weight? ¥ was simply surrounded by the
things, and when 1 got out of bed I shook
'em off in clouds. ou don’t think 1 was
going to sleep iu that mess, do you?”

“Couldn’t you shake the sheet?” e

“It was your idea to give me the biscuits,
so 1 got into your hed,” replied Handforth.
““Yes, and 1 shoved you into mine, too! It
was like your nerve to get out again and
squash in with me!”

Churel’s jaw dropped.

“Nerve!” he ejaculated.
What about yours?” y

“And pow you start complaining ubout
being stiffi” said Handforth indignantly.
“Y've never heard of such cheek!”

Church breathed hard. He knew, from
past experience, that any sort of argument
would be idle. He cortauﬂ{. didn’t remember
being hauled out of bed by MHandforth, or
getting back into his own. He half suspected
that Handforth had dreamed it.

“ Oh, well, we won't make a fuss,” he said
grufly. *“ We've enough troubia from those
Reformers without making any of our own.”
Handforth started.

said Handforth accus-

biscuits

all the

“My nervel

said.

“That reminds mel” he . “By
George! I meant to be up early _thm morn-
ing. I'd planned to be out by six o’clock.

We were all going down to prepare a special
trap_ for Gore-Pearce.” :

“Were we?” asked Mac interestedly.

“Of course we were,” said Handforth, m
diegust. “We had it all fixed up last night.
And now we're too latel”

“It’s wonderful how vyou make up our
minds, Handy,”” said Church. ““This is the
first we've hcard of any scheme to get up
early. It’s just as well we didn’t, though.
We can’'t do anything against the
Reformers.”

Handforth stared.

“Losing your nerve?” he asked grimly,

“No, but what's the use?” said Church.
“Things arve rotten at St. Frank's just now—

ever since the ncw Head turned things upside
down. We can’t touch any of the rotters
without their sneaking, and the Head
approves of it! He even asks us to sneak,
indeed! My hat! 1 can’t believe ® even
now 1"

ANY of the St. Frank’s juniors were
M like Church, They would awaken 1n
the worning, and vaguely wonder if
they had been dreaming. For their
time-honoured code bad been destroyed. At
least, the Head was attempting to des[;ruy it,
Dr. Morrison Nicholls was a very learned
man—an earnest, kindly man., Unfortunately,
he had this one kink. It was his pet theory
that England’s great Public schools were 1n
need of reformn, that they were full of the
Wrong spiret,

While discipline was presumably main.
tained, and while everything appeared per-
fectly all right on the surface, there was a
ccntinuous undercurrent of wrongdoing. It
was the Head's opinion that hundreds of
breaches of the rules were constantly going
on, unknown to the masters, unknown to the
Erufucta—bnt thoroughly well known to the

oys themselves.

It was his opinion also that the boys—par-
ticularly the juniors—were compelled to suffer
in silence. They were forced to endure the
petty tyranny of bullies, and the hundred and
one other hardships of school life that went
on unknown to the authorities. 1t was their
code—their -unwritten law—that  these
offenders should not be reported. Sneaking
was a contemptible thing. Bneaking was
barred. And so, 1n the Head’s view, the evil
persisted, without any hope of deliverance
for the sufferers.

Dr. Nicholle had come to Bt. Frank's to
change all this. Dr. Stafford had gone
abroad after an illness, and there was some
doubt as to whether he would ever come
back. And the new Head, with the full
sanction of the Governors, wuas putting his
theories into practice,

He believed that the old system was
wrong. Boys should not be scorned by
their fellows because they *“‘gave the game
away.” If they were persccuted, it was their
duty to report the persecutors. Only in this
way could the discipline of the school be
fully maintained.

On the face of it, the Head’s scheme
scemed pretty sound. Unfortunately, it was
only theory. He wanted to “cleanse ” St.
Frank's. tle wanted to have everything
running so smoothly that all petty persecu-
tions would cease, and all breaches of the
rules would be obsolete.

But, human nature being what it is, Dr.
Nicholls was up against a brick wail, SO

to speak. In practice, the plan was inclined
to defeat 1ts own object by cuu:sln]g more
hreaches of diseipline than ever. For the

unscrupulous fellows Iimmediately took a
mean advantage of their new power.

The Head tailed to understand that the
boys themselves were fully capable of deai-
ing with the petty tyrants who oceasion-
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ally disturbed the ordinary run of thiugs.
These fellows nught have a brief run, ana
it was more than ukely that thoy were
never  officially pumshed.  But they were
alwavs subdued, sooncr or later. The school
was well capable ot looking after irself.
‘I'he present state of things was intoler-

able,  Tho remedy was tar worse than the
disease. The rotters had immediately seized
upon their advantage, and Claude Gore-

I'carce, of the Remove, had started an ab-
surd movement which he called the Reforico
Party. The Retormers had pledged them-
selves to sneak ou any and every occasion—
to work hand in hand with the flead to
abolish all rule-breaking and petty tyranny.

And, as in the case of most reformers,
their own tyranny was worse than that which

they had set out to suppress.
T
T Handforth, as he dressed. * Nipper
won't make any move, and as soon
as I start I'm jumped on. And what’s the
good of that?”

“Nipper will do something when the right
time comes,” said Church sagely. “Ile's not
so mad as vou are. Handy "

“Not so what?”

“Not so impulsive,”
hastily.

“That's better!” said IIandforth, with a
snort. ‘“‘Don’t forget, my lads, that I can
punch you as much as I like. If I punch
the other chaps they'll sneak, but you're
different.”

Chureh and McClure grunted. They had
heen having a hard time of 1t lately., They
had been receiving all sorts of punches which
should have been delivered to the rotters,
Handforth, finding 1t too risky to invite
the Head’s wrath by smashing the Re-
formers, had serenely smashed his own
chums. It relieved his feelings, and Lie was
safe. Church and McClure were no sneaks.

“Thore's nothing new in what’s going on,”
said MecClure., “It was just the same in
the I‘rench Revolution. The people were
living under a tyranny, and they jibbed—
and the Revolution made things worse than
ever. The tyranny became twice as bad.
It's just the same here”

Handforth stared.

“We're not French!” he said tartly, ““And
we're not having any revolution, either! So
don’t talk rot!” |

“Yos, but it's just the same,” argued
McClure. “The Head’s object 1s to give us
freedom, And look what we've got! These
Reformers are trying to institute their rotten
ideas. As soon as we break a rule,
somebody sneaks on us, and we cop out,
If wo go for the chap who sneaked. he
sneaks apain, and we coop out onco more.”

“Life's not worth living!” said Chureh
sadly,

““It can't last much longer,” said [ wnd-
forth. “These Reformers need reforming!
That's the chief thine. The worst of it
15, we can't givo them any of their own
medicine without beecoming tarred with {he

HIE trouble is, we don't know '.'rh{tt
the dickens to do about it,” said

corrected Chureh
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same brush. That’'s why we're so beastly
helpless.” .

*Oh, well, let's go and wash,” said Chuarch
practically.

ITERIE was a bit of trouble in the
bath-room. A crowd of fcliow:
already occupied all the wash-basins,

and Handforth, who was always 1im-
patient, barged in and pushed somebody
out of the way before he had half finished,
Then there was an argument about ono
of tho taps. It scemed that it had bceen
leaking a bit, and Handforth repaived it
At least, he sot out to repair it.  Actually,
he caused a stream of water to hiss across
the room like a jet from a hosepipe.

“Look out, everybody I sang out Nipper,
who was nearcst. *“ Handy's repaired that
tap !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Help ! yelled IHandforth. I can't leave
go! The top’s come off!”

“We told you not to unscrew it!” gaspeql
Church. “You silly ass! The tap only
needs a new washer.”

Handforth succeeded in smothering the
stream, and at that moment Claudo Gore-
Pcearce looked in, The president of the Re-
forin Party was dressed with more than his
usual elegance; and his swagger was so
arrogant that Handforth stiffencd. The very
sight of Gore-Pearce made him sce red.

“Gulliver anywhere about?” asked Gore-
Pearce, as he looked round.

Handforth wrestlod with the tap again.
A tremendous spurt of water allmt out,
wavered uncertainly aeross the room,
then struck Gore-Pearce in the chest,

“Look out!” howled Claude wildly

The stream rose a trifle, hit him in the
face, and then slowly descended. Before
Gore-Pearce could dodge, he was -drenched
from head to foot.

“By George! It necarly got the better
of me that time!" said Handforth breath-
lessly., ““Good | G

and

I've serewed it in again!
“You did that on purpose!” howled
Gore-Pearce furiously.
Handforth looked round.

“Fh? Did what on purpose?” he asked
blankly. * Hallo! You're wet, Gore-
Pecarce! What have you been doing to your-

self 7"
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“You did 1it!” shouted Gore-Pearce
mwa%e}Y. : .

“Well, of all the silly ideas!” snorted
Handforth. *““Ask these c¢haps! Was

wrestling with this tap or not? How could
I help it if Gore-Pearce got in the way?”

“Accidents will happen!” murmured
Nipper. ;

‘““Accidents be hanged!” snapped Gore-
Pearce. “You’ve ruined my clothes!
YDH""E'—"‘"

“Look out! Mr. Lee’s coming!” ejacu-
lated somebody.

Gore-Pearce strode to the door, leaving a
trail of water behind him.

“Mr. Lee!” he called urgently.

The leader of the Reform Party was
adopting the policy of the new organisation,
and was sneaking |

_ CHAPTER 2.
The Head Thinks Twicel
NELSON LEE, the Housemaster of the

Ancient House, frowned as he
caught sight of Gore-Pearce’s
drenched condition.

“What have you bven doing, young man ?”
he asked sharply.

“11” yelled Gore-Pearce., ‘"I've been
doing nothing! Handforth deliberately
drenched me from head to foot!”

“1f you shout at me, Gore-Pearce, I shall
punish you,” said Lee coldly. ‘“Have you
.forgotten your manners?”

“That cad, Handforth,
swamped me!” roared Gore-Pcarce.
can’'t get any satisfaction from you,
go to the Head—"

“Silence!” rapped out Nelson Lec.

“1 tell you—""

“ Another word, Gore-Pearce, and I'll give
von o thrashing |”

There was something so grim in Nelson
Iee’s tone that Gore-Pearce managed to
control himself. He stood there, panting—
pale with rage. But cven he know better
than to cross swords with the famous school-
master-detective.

“How was 1t that Gore-Pearce was
drenched like this?” asked Nelson Lee, look-
ing into the bath-room. “ What are you
doing with that tap, Handforth?”

“It’s been leaking, sir,” said Handforth,

“I can quite believe you.”

“1 tried to repair it, sir—"

“You should not have done any such
thing,” said Nelson Lee sternly. “You are
not a plimber, Handforth., Am I to under-
stand that you accidentally allowed a
stream of water to strike Gore-Pearce ?”

Handforth hesitated. He knew perfectly
well that the affair had been no accident.

“I was wrestling with it, sir,”
vaguely.
“The water was hissing all over the P]m:e
long before Gore-Pearce came in, sir,” put
in Church, “He happened to strike a bad
paEch. He walked right into the worst of
'y Ay

deliberatel
dd I£
Il

he said-
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“I need inquire no further,” said Nelson
Lee, nodding. * Handforth, leave that tap
alone. Apparently you acted from the hest
of motives, and so I will not pumish you.
But don’t interfere with such things again.”

Lec¢ prepared to depart, and Gore-Pearce
went red with wrath,

“What about me?” he shouted. ‘ Aren’t
I going to get any cmnf)ensation for my
ruined clothes, sir? I tell you, Handforth
did it deliberately——"

“The matter is settled, Gore-Pearce. I
want to hear no more,” interrupted Nelson
Lee.  ““Accidents are always liable to
happen.”

And Lee tock himself off. Many of the
Old-Timers had not failed to observe the
twinkle in his eye. The Old-Timers were
those fellows who stuck to the old-fashioncd
code of honour. Sneaking, in their view, was
despicable, whether it had official sanction or
not.

“That’s one for you, Gore-Pearce,
lad ! said Fullwood, rinn'mg.

“He’ll be sorry for %ﬂm&ei. before long!”
said Gore-Pearce fiercely. “It’s no good re-
porting any of you chaps to Lee or Cruwe%],
they're ‘in’ with vou. They're purposcly
ignoring the Head's orders.”

“They've got sense,”” said Nipper, nodding.

“They’ll ind themselves in the wrong box
if they keep it up!” snarled Gore-Pearce,
“By gad! It seems to me that we Reformers
have got to tighten the reins.”

He stormed out, and Nipper sighed.

“Poor chap!” he said. “In a way, I'm
sorry for himu. He’s got such a great idea of
his own importance that he thinks we all
ought to salaam to him. He's not used to
power, It'll overwhelm him yet.”

“Isn’t it about time it did?” asked Hand-
forth pointedly.

“That’s one for me, eh?” chuckled Nipper,
“You think I'm too slow’”

“You're supposed to be the Junior skipper,
aren’t you?”

“Well, yes—but I'm only the same as you
chaps,” replied Nipper. *“‘The fact that I'm
skipper doesn’t give me the powers of a
magician, It’s no good starting somecthing
against these Reformers uatil they give us
the opportunity. Things are getling Dbetter
and better.”

“You ass! They're getling worse and
worse !’ protested Fullwood.

“That’s only on the surface,” said Nipper.
“You know as well as I do that things
generally get worse before they'ro better.”

Quite a number of the Remove fellows
was getting impatient  They thought that
Nipper should have taken active steps against
Gore-Pearce’s party before this. Buc Nipper,
as he had more than once proved was wily.
There was method in his inactivity,

my

East House, were paying a call.
When Nipper came down he found
Lionecl Corcoran chatting with the
Hon. Tom Harborough and one or twa other
Removites,  Armstrong and  Gritfith and

DOWNST;URS, Corky & Co., from the
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Boots—all of the T[Fourth—were there, too.
There was ah alliance at present, the Old-
T'imers of the Remove and the Fourth having
joired hands against the Reformers.

“The trouble is, there's nothing doing,”
Corky was saying. ‘““And it's a lot worse for
us chaps than it is for you.”

“Why 1s 1t 7" asked Nipper.

“Because your PForm-master is on vyour
gide,” replied Corky feelingly. “0Old Pycratt
1s against us. He's hand in glove with the
Reformers, Thinks it's a brilliant idea. e
encourages sneaking, and he never questions
any complaints Just ladles out canings ana
lines all day long.”

“Poor chaps!” said Nipper.
is very rough for you!”

“We don't stand a chance!” complained
Armstrong. “ As soon as we scrag anybody
thev sneak, Life 1sn't worth living!”

““Whichever way we turn it’s the same,”
said Grifith. *““And there’s a new develop-
ment now. Remember how we agreed to
gtick to the rules so that the Reformers
wouldn't get any chance to sneak on us?”

“Yes,” said Nipper.

“Well, Merrcll and the other cads in our
liouse are iunventing things now,” said
Griffith, “So what's the use? They dash to

“It certainly

Pyeraft with a lot of lies, and Pycraft belicves
them!”

“He wants to believe 'em!"” said Arm-
“ And all the time he'’s preen-
cock-sparrow! |

strong grimly.
ing himself like a giddy
Doing the Head’s good
work! That’s the sort ot
thing he prattles!”
“We're up against a
brick wall,” said Griffith
darkly. “Things are
worse ‘than ever—and
thero's no hope!”
Nipper grinned.
“Don’t be so pessi-
mistic, my sons!” he said,
with a chuckle. “Things
aren’t so bad as all that.
Who are these Re-
formers, anvhow? The
rotters are in the lead,
and their followers are

fellows who can’t do any
thinking for themselves. The backbone of

the Junior School is as strong as ever,”
“It’s a bit bent, though,” said Corky.

“Took at tiis thing coming along now!
rsaid Handforth, with suppressed indignation,
“Just look at it! Did you ever sce any-
thing so horrible?”

“Jt's more comic than horrible, old man,”
said Nipper.

Teddy Long had just strolled into the
lobby. The sneak of the Remove was a very
different fellow now. Formerly he had had
the doubtful distinction of being the only
recognised sncak in the Form—the only
fellow who had a reputation for running to
masters and prefeets with his  complaints.
Nowadavs, of course, he was one of many.

[
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And whereas he bhad previously done his
sneaking on the quiet, in fear of being
bowled out by the other juniors, he now
sncaked with the utmost cffrontery.

(R0 )

“’Morning, you fellows!
an mmportant air,

There was also a note of indulgence in
his voice. He seemed to cousider that he
was far superior to any of the Old-1iuners,
He wgs taking full advantage of tne new
order of things. If anybody *“scragged”
him, as of old, he immediately reported
them,  There had been plenty of this at
first, but the scraggers had found that the
game was too costly. So Teddy was now
left  scverely alone.,  'The other juntors
listened to his blatherings, and clenched their
fists in silent helplessness.

“Joined the Reformers yet?” asked Tcddy
genially,

he said, with

“We haven’'t sunk so low!" said Tich
Harborough, with a glare,
“Better mind what you're saying!"

frowned Teddy Long.
the all powerful party,
get  yourselves, you'll
ported."”

“Get out of our sight, wou miserable
sneak !” said Nipper. *Even our tcmpers
arc habio to get ragged—and you may not be
so safe as you imagine!”

“8afe?” snorted Handforth, rolling up his

sleeves. “I don’t care if
I'm publicly flogged, but

“The Reformers are
If you fellows for-
probably get re-

I'm going to. slaughter
this insect! It’s worth
it !

Teddy backed away in
dire alarm.

“H i! Help!” ho
howled. “Where's a
prefect ? Where's a
master ?"

“You—you snivelling
worm!"” bellowed Hand-
forth. “You can find a

prefect or a  master
afterwards, but I'm go-
ing to take it out of von
first. Hold him, you
chaps!”

The juniors closed round, and there was
no escape for the startled Teddy.

“Kasy, dear old fellow,” said Travers,
laying & hand on Handfortl's arm. “Why
be so rashi?”

“Don't you think I ought to slaughter
him?’ demanded Handforth,

“The scheme is sound in every joint,”
replied Travers, nodding. * But why gct re-
ported for it? I've got a much better idea.
Meroely wait until you can grab the young
toad in private.”

“Private?”

“Catch him alone,’
a good mind to do it myself.
Suppesing I give him a good tanning?

’ said Travers. “*1'vo

Don't you sce?
He'll
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dash straight {o the Head, no doubt, but
he won't have any proof.”

“That’'s no ood,” said Handforth.
“Alight as well Saughter him on the spot
~now. If the Head questions me I'm bound
to admit that I did the slaughtering, so
what’s the difference?”

Vivian Travers grinned.

“You’d better leave it to me,” he said
blandly, “I'm not so particular as you.
Handy, dear old fellow. I'll catch him
alone, reduce him to pulp, and when the
Head questions me I'll deny all knowledge
of it.”

“But that would be a whopper!”

“Only a very small whopper-—and in a
big cause,” said Travers gently, ““ As I said,
I'm not quite so particular. So we’ll leave
it at that.

Teddy Long, startled and scared by this
threatened peril, managed to break away
while Handforth was still indignantly telling
Travers that there was no excuse for fibbing.
Handforth had very strict ideas on the point.

! S it happened, Dr. Morrison Nicholls

himself was crnssing the Triangle as

'Teddy bolted out. The scared junior

pulled himself up short, and a wild
look came into his eyes. Normally, he re
garded the Head with awe; but be remem
bered how Gore-Pearce had repeatedly ap-
proached the Head with bis tittle-tattle, and
if Gore-Pearce could do it, why couldn’t he?
After all, he was just as important as Gore-
Pearce.

He ran up, panting excitedly.

“T1 sav, sir!” he cjaculated.

Dyr. Nicholls® halted, Iis brow stern,

“Your name?"” he snapped.

“Long, sir!”

“Then, Long, don’t you know that you
should raise your cap to me?” demanded the
Head sternly. “How dare yon come run
ning up, shouting your remarks to me as
though I were one of your school-fellows?
Upon my word! The manners of some of
vou boys are positively atrocious!”

Teddy gulped, startled by this rebuff.

“Sorry, sir!” he gasped. “But—but ]
want to make a comiplaint, sir.”

“Oh, so that's 117 said the Head grimly.
“Well7”

“TPravers says he's going to catch me
alone, sir, and give me a good hiding,” said
Teddy indignantly, “He's threatened to
slanghter me, and then deny all knowledge
of 1t when he’s questioned—after I've
sneaked., I—=I mecan, after 1've made a
report.”

“Enough!” said Dr. Nicholls angrily. “I
refuse to listen to another word, Long! 1
am very much afraid that many of you boys
aro taking advantage of the reformm that I
have suggested. Hold out your hand!”

“Mum-my hand, sir?” gasped Teddy,
frightened.

“Your hand!” thundered the Head. “I

regard your compiaint as a sheer impertin- |

# o

ence. Now, sir! No more shilly shallying !”

Swish |

Teddy held out his hand in amazement,
and before he knew what had happened the
Iead had delivered a stinging cut and had
passed on. It really seemed that Dr. Nicholls
was not entirely satisfied with the working
of his experiment. He was thinking fwice
about it.

e ——— e

CHAPTER 3.
The Old Code and the New!

VERYBODY was tremendously bucked
E over ‘that little incident. :
Teddy had a big audience, and his
dizscomnfiture had been hailed with
glee by the Old-Timers. The Reformevs were
inclined to be startled. The Head wasn'd
playing the game! To swish Teddy like that,
just because he had made a justifiable coms-
plaint, was disturbing.

The faet of the matter was, Dr. Nicholls
was becoming thoroughly exasperated by the
partial failure of his plan. He was no fool,
e was, indeed, a very clever man—a very
generous-minded man, too. Although he had
hated to admit it at first, he could see now
that most of the reports that reached nim
were of no importance. Thev invariably
dealt with trivialities; and they mostly
came from the same set of juniors,

In Big Hall, after prayers, the lHead had
something to say.

“1 want to tell you that I am svery angry,”
he declared emphatically. “If you will all
co-operate with me in the reforms that I
have suggested there will be a big ninprove-
ment in the general conditions, but so far
I have looked for that co operation in vamn.
1 am convineed that my theory is corrvet,
and 1f 1t is practised in earnest there will be
an immediate change.”

There was a grim, omMous silence,

“As far as I can sce, however, a great
many of vou are sullenly opposed to me,”
continucd the Head. "You resent my new
ideas. You prefer to stick to the old-
fashioned code. And I want to say at once
that T am losing patience with many of the

| boys who have professed to embrace iy

1cdeas.”

“Uood egg!” murmured Nipper. “That’s
one for Gore-Pearce.”

The President of the Reformm Darty was
looking startled.

“Let me tell you once and for all that [
have not sanctioned tittle-tattle,” declared
Di. Nicholls. “There is notling I detest
more. 1 shall pay no attention to boys who
come runuing to me to complain of trifling
offences—and offences that have not vet even
been committed. Only this morning a boy
approached me with a ridiculous story of
some threat that had been issued against
him Once and for all, I will ne¢ sanction
this contemptible behaviour.”

“Hallo, hallo!” murmured Nipper. “lle
scems to be coming round a bit!”
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Handforth liked nothing better than *‘ setting about '’ Claude Gore-Pearce.

He charged forward

with a whoop of enthuslasm, and Gore-Pearce received a terrific drive on the nose which sent him

*

“But it's not very hopeful,” said Hand-
forth, with a grunt. “He's only complaining
about the trifles. He's still got his dotty
ideas about the big things.”

T'his proved to be correct.

“I shall only pay attention to genuine
complaints—to genwine cases of rule break
ing,” said Dr. Nicholls firmly. “I hope you
will all tuke this warning to heart. 1 am as
determined as ever to give this experiment a
full and fair trial. I am convinced that i1t
will suceeed. There is nothing dishonourable
in informing about gross and deliberate
breaches of the regulations. In many cases
these offences can never come to the ears of
the authoritics unless the boys themselves
supply the information.”

And with that the Head dismissed the
school.

bé LLL, it's something, anyway,”

\:“/ said Corky, on the Ancient

House steps. "There's some satis-

faction in knowing that the IHead

has seen  through Gore-Pearce’s  rotten
gil[ﬂl‘;

“I'm jiggered if I can see much hope,”

said Handforth, with a smff, *He's still
urging uvs to sneak, 1sn't ho? If there's any

breach of the school rules we've got to
mi:nrm. Rot! DPiffle! I've never hieard such
drivel l” l

flying backwards

““Not so loud, Handy,” said Nipper. “No
need to shout it. The time is getting ripe
for us to take action. It won't be long befors
we can start reforming these Reformers. ™

Hubbard came along at this minute, look.
ing happy and sclf-satisfied. IlIubbard was

one of tho nondescript fellows who was
always liuble to be a straw in tue wind.
“T've got two quid!” he announced

proudly.

“Who cares?"” said Handlorth.

“It came this morning—hy
letter,” continued Hubbard., “T'wo quid, you
know From my Uncle Jim! Haven't seen
him for three or four vears—he’s been away
in the Argentine. Not bad to send e two
quid, eh?”

Hubbard was full of it—which wasn't sur-

registered

prising. As a rule he considered himself
lucky if he reccived a five-shilling postal
order. I'wo pounds all at once went to his
head,

“Better stick tight to it,” satd Nipper,
with a smile. “You'll have the hounds

round you in no time as soon as they hear.
Here's one coming now, by the way.”
Teddy Long came up, hot and breathless,
“I've been looking for you, Hubbard,” he
panted. “1s 1t true that you've had a whack-
ing great tip from homo ?”
“What of 1t?" asked Hubbard.
“Well, you're my study-mate, aren't you?”
sald Teddy excitedly., ' Whenever I get a
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tip I always share 1t with you, #0 it’s up to
you to share yours with me.”

Hubbard’s face was blank.

“Why, you young rotter!” he snorted.
“If you get half a crown you think you're
Lord Rothschild, and if 1 ever sce a penny
you jolly soon take it out of my sight!
Go and cat coke!l I won’t give you a cent!”

And Hubbard etrode off, snorting harder
than ever,.

N

Nipper had reason to remember it again.

He was in the telephone-box in the Ancient
House Jumor Comunon-room. e had rung
up the Moor View School, with the intention
of inviting Mary Summers to tea. Of course,
Irene Manners and Doris Berkeley and some
of the other girls would come, too—but Mary
was Nipper’s special chuin, and he naturally
thought of her first.

The nuinber was engaged, and Nipper was
obliged to wait. He lounged about in the
ielephone-box waiting for the ring; and as
it was stuffy in there he had the door ajar.

A group of juniors was arguing close by.
There was nothing secretive about their con-
versation.  The boys were Gore-Pearce &
Co., and nowadays Gore-Pearce & Co. were
very bold.,  Their old secretive habite had
gone. They considered themselves to be a
POWCEr  in t¥m land.

“My dear idiots, it's a cert,” Gore-Pearce
was sayi “Put a quid of your money on
Kingfish&¥ for the three-thirty, and you’ll
have five quid in your pocket instead of two.
You take iny tipl”

y rﬁthf:r not bet;” said Hubbard uncom-
fortably.” **Hang it, I'm not rich like you,
tsore-Pearce. If the horse loses one of my
quids would be gone. I’ve decided to buy a
camera and—-"

“"You're a funk—that’s what's the matter
with you!”" said Gore-Pearce contemptuously.
“I'm betting on the horse, and I'm risking
three quid on it, too. Lump your quid with
mine, and you can buy the finest camera
under the sun.”

Nipper frowned as he saw that IHubbard
was tempted.  Nipper never interfered with
the cads in_ their follies; but, as Fonrn
captain, he regarded it as his duty to protect
such nnocents as Hubbard.

“Keep your money in  your pocket,
Hubbard,” he sang out, looking out of the
telephone-box.  *“Don’t take any notice of
tiore-Pearce.”

Hubbard glared.

“You mind your own business, you beastly
Old-Timer!” he retorted by way of gratitude
for this good advice. "All rnight, CGore-
Pearce, I'll do it!”

“You silly idiot!” snapped Nipper.

“Good man!” grinned Gore-Pearce. *I'J)
tell you what. You pop down to the White
Itarp and take the money to the bookie,

IPPER thought the little incident was

over. In fact, he forgot all about
Hubbard and his two pounds. But
immediately after morning lessons

J. AR
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You'll find him there, and it'll only take you

a minute to dodge mn.”
“But I might be

Hubbard, startled.

“Rubbish!” said Gore-Pearce lightly.
“Fve taken you under my wing, Hubbard.
I can see that I shall have to show you the
ropes——"

Nipper who was about to dash oul and
grab Hubbard by force, was interrupted by
the ringing of the telephone-bell.  He waus
compelled to answer, but he told himself
that he would seek Hubbard out as soon as
he was free. The fellow was acting the fool
with his money.

It exasperated Nipper, too, to hear Gore-
Pearce boldly and openly arranging to break
the school rules in the most flagrant manner
possible.r And he was supposed to be the
champion of the Heads’ cause! Tt was not
merely disgusting, but beyond endnrance.
And when Gore-Pearce dragged a weak fellow
like Hubbard into his net, it was time for
drastic action—and hang the consequences!

HEN Nipper had finished chatting

V‘/ with Mary—a somewhat prolonged

chat, it is to be feared—he found

that Hubbard had already gone
down to the village on his bicyele. [ike an
arrant idiot, Ilubbard had consented to do
Gore-Pearce's dirty work for him,

Nipper lost no time. He fetched out his
motor-cycle, leapt into the saddle, and shot
down to the village in record time, 'There
was a grim look m the Remove skipper’s eves
as he propped hie machine outside the dis-
reputable inn.  The White Harp was a
known resort for bookmakers’ touts and the
roughest element of the village. Flubbard’s
bicycle was leaning  against  the opposile
hedge.

Nipper walked straight in, and he found
Hubbard in the bar-parlour, talking to two
rough-looking gentlemen who were in the
act of taking his money.

“Just a minuate!” sawd Nipper, striding
forward.

Hubbard leapt round, obviously jumpy.

“You ass!” he gasped. 1 thought you
were somebody else!”

“I hate domg this sort of thing, but I
just can’t help myself,” said Nipper, as he
took the money out of Hubbard’s hands.
“How much of this 1s yours?”

“Two quid,” said Hubbavd, startled.

“Oh! So yon decided to risk the lot, did
you?” said Nipper angrily. “You hope-
less asz! Put 1t in your pocket!”

Nipper felt that be was bigh-handed, but
the circumnstances warranted i, 1Tubbad
hado’t sufficient sense of his own. Nipper
jammed two of the notes mto Hubbard’s
pocket, and handed the rest to one of thae
men.

"You can settle with Goro-Pearce about
this,” he said. *T don’t know whether this
chap’s made any arrangement with von, but
if he hasn’t he isn’t going to. Outside,
Hubbard !

seen!”  protested
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“T won't!" shouted Hubbard
“What do you mean by interfering?”

“Yes, clear out of it, you young swab!”
said one of the men,

“Hold on!” said Nipper, pulling Hubbard
aside. ““Now look here, my sen, I only did
that to give you a jolt. Now it's up to you
to make up your own mind. If you risk that
money on a horse, you'll be a fool. And have
you thought of the consequences if you're
spotted going out of this dump?”

“Gore-Pearce said there wasn’t any risk.”

“ Confound Gore-Pearce!” retorted Nipper.
“Who's Gore-Pearce? He took jolly good
care to keep out of it himself, didn't he? 1If

&

v
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hotly.

N

L%

vouw'll take my advice, Hubbard, you'll clear
out of this piu('{*, and keep your money in
your pocket,
safer,”

Hubbard, who had had doubts of his own,
but who hadn't had the moral courago to
stand up against Gore-Pearce, suddenly ex-
perienced a sensation of relief. The look lLie
gave Nipper was quite grateful.

““Thanks !” he muttered. “I've been a fool,
I suppose.”

He fairly ran out of the place, and Nipper
would have followed—only he was suddenly
scized from behind by the two men.

“Hold hard!” snapped one of themn. “ What
the thunder do you mean by Inlerfering
with our business? You blinkin' young rat!
What shall we do with him, Bill #”

“Tan his hide, and chuck him oul!” said
the other man savagely.

TIIREE minutes later Nipper emerged,

Your two pounds will be a lot

He emerged head foremost, dusty, tat-

tered, and bruised. He had stood no

earthly chance against those ruffians.
And it was just the ““cussedness” of things
which deereed that Dr. Nicholls himself
should be striding past at that particular
moiacent !

CHAPTER 4.
Rough on Nipper!
DR, MORRISON NICHOLLS came to

an abrupt halt.

“Goo
startled,

He Dbeheld the remarkable spectacle of a
St. Frank's junior Leing pitched head first

heavens!™ Lo

cjaculated,

l

11
out of the lowest “pub " in the village. The
other establishments were all thoroughly

respectable, but, of course, they were out of
bounds for the St. Frank's fellows. The
White Harp, too, was out of bounds for all
decent people.

A moment earlier the stretch of road had
been deserted.  Hubbard had spotted the
Head, and had wisely dodged down an
alley, but even if he had thought of warn-
ing Nipper he had had no opportunity, for
the Head would have scen him going into
the inn. It was only by luck that the Head
hado’t scen him come out  And it impressed
Hubbard mightily.,  He realised, with a
shock, what a cad Gore-Pearce was for
gsending him on this errand, and how nar-
rowly ho had escaped detection.

There was no such luck for Nipper.

“You are Hamilton, I think?” said tho
Head omuinously.

Nipper, who had just struggled to his
feet, looked at the Head ir a dazed, Lewil-
dered way. Until that second he had not
known that Dr. Nicholls was there.

“Sorry, sir,” he said, attempting to dust
himself down.

“What explanation Lave vou to offer,
Hamilton, for this extraordinarvy incident 2
asked the Head., *“"How is 1t that I find von

thrown bodily out of this questionable
establishment?”

“I had a bit of trouble with a couple of
men, sir.”

“It's lucky he didn't ’ave a bit more,
too,” said one of the men from the door-
way. “Interferin’ young jackanapes!”

“Are there any more St. Frank's boys in
there 7”7 demanded the Head.

“No, there ain't!” retorted the man,

He might have added that Hubbard had
been in there, but he didn’t.

“Come with me, Hamilton,” said Dr.
Nicholls,

He abandoned his own visit to the village,
and walked along the lane with Nipper.
The Remove skipper had managed to make
himself a little more presentable, and now
he had plenty to think about.

“I am waiting for your explanation,
Hamilton,” said the Head. “1I suppose you
realiso that the recent incident was utterly
disgraceful? I am thankful that nobody
elsec saw, or the fair name of St. I'rank’s
wonld have suffered. DBut that makes no
difference whatever to vour offence., What
were you doing in that inn?”

“I was talking to thoso two men, sir.”

“So you told me. DBookmakers, I pre-
sume 77’

“f think so, sir.”

“You mean, you know {”

“Yes, sir”

“So you were in that inn, talking with
two bookmakers?” said the Head, Ly no
means unkindly. “Really, Hamilton, you
have acted very, very foolishly, on't you
rcalise the utter folly of such behaviour?
And when it involves a brawl, and a publig,
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one at that, your offence becomes greatly
exagrerated.”’

Nipper felt hot.

“You've made a mustake, sir,” he said
quictly. ‘I wasn’t in there for thie reason
youn think. Those bookmakers weren't
friends of mine. I had guite another xeason

for talking to them.”

“What reason ?”

“I'd rather say no more, siv.”’

“JIf there had been another St. Frank’s
boy present, I could understand your reluc-
tance to speak,” said the Head. “You
might have desired to shield himi. But there
was no other 8t. Frank’s boy.”

Nipper was silent. He was glad that the
Head had such a view.

“You know my policy,” continued Dr.
Nicholle. *“Jf vou cntered that inn on behalf
of another boy, I want you to give me his
name. I am not unreasonable, Hamilton.
Pervhaps some senior boy has attempted to
make yvon his tool. ,Give me his name.”

“There’s no senior, sir,” said Nipper.
haven’t been anybody’s tool.”

*“Then you admit that vou entered that
place on your own mitiative—entirely and
absolutely ¥

*Yes, 80"

The Heuad sighed.

“Then I'm afraxd. Hamihiou, that T ehall
have to punish you very drastically,” he
sadd,  “Youwr offence is even deserving of
expulsion, although I should hate to go to
that length. T do not wish to eignalise my
first month at 8St. Frank’s by expeliing a
bov.”

Nipper maintained his silence.  He could

3

il]"

have saved himsclf easily. By giving Hub-
bard away, Nipper could have made a very
fair case for himself. In fact, he¢ would
have been exonerated completely, since his
visit to the White Marp had been praise-
worthy in every way.

But Nipper's code was different {rom that
of the REHUI'IIIEH‘E, It was sheerly imposeible
for him to take any such action, v

RTHUR HUBBARD knew exactly

A what was gomg on.

Seeking shelter behind the hedge,

he had overheard bits of that con-

versation between Nipper and the Head as

they had passed. Hubbard had dodged down

the alley, and had taken to the fields, mean-
ing to join the lane higher up.

“My only hat!” he muttered miserably.

He was stricken with remorse. Nipper
had been collared by the Head, and he was
refusing to save himself! The thing hit
Hubbard like a blow, for he was a Reformer
—one of the fellows who considered that it
was quite right and proper to sneak on a
ecompanion,

“I don’t believe he's going to say a word
sbout me,” breathed Hubbard dul?;:. “He
went info that place to drag me out, and
‘he's wor it in the neck! And I heard him
tell the 1lead that he wasn’t wvoing to say

SCHOGI,
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any wmore, Oh, my hat! What the dickeus
shall 1T do about it ?

Hubbard was not the kind of fellow to
take any strong action. He was too «on-
cerned with his own narrow escape. But
this affair had been a grim object lesson to
him. With a shock, he realised the hollow-
ness of the Reformers, and of Dr. Nicholls’
theoriee—anl he realised, too, the fine, sterling
gualities of the old code.

When he got to St. Frank’s he dound
everybody agog with excitement. Nipper
was surrounded by a crowd of juniors on the
Ancient Honse steps, and Hubbard hung
back for a bit. He was afraid to make any

INquUirics.

“Can’t understand the ass!” IHundforth
;-'.'EH saving, “We can’t get a word out of
um!”

“Oh, do dvy up, Handy!’ said Nipper.

“Im jiggered 1f Tl dry up!”’ roared.
}Ialldfﬂl‘dl. “What have you been up to,
vou ass? You go down to the village on
vour motor-bike, anpd you come back—-walk-
mg-—with the Head beside you. And the
Head looked as black as thunder! And you
tell us that you haven’t had an aeccident,
and ihat you forgot all about yonr motor-
bike. What’s the idea ?”

“Well, if you must know the truth, I
left wy omtor-bike outside the White Harp,”’
said Nipper. “When the Head spoited me
coming ont-——"’

“Ouat of the White Harp?”

ii'i"ps‘.?!
“Rats!" said Handforth. “You can’t fool
me like that! You never weni mlo the

White Harp much less came out!

“It wouldn’t have been so bad if I'd come
out 1 the ordinary way--hke a decent
human being,” said Nipper. “The trouble
is, T was thrown out.”

“Thrown out!” velled the crowd.

“On my neck!” nodded Nipper.
Head saw me!"”

He turned, went indoors, and was gone
before any of the startled Removites could
guestion him further. Hubbard dodged
through the crowd, and dashed up to Nipper
in the Remove passage.

“Aren’t you going to explain ’ he panted.

“Of course not,” said Nipper. “VYou
don’t think 1'm a sneak, do you?”

“ But—but——-"

“If vou don't know what to do., Hubbard.
there’s no sense :m my telling you,” said
Nipper quietly. “You and your other Re-
formere can sneak if yvou like—but there ave
still & few of us at Sf. Frank’s who know
the difference between decency and caddish-
ness.

Hubbard had the grace to wince.

“T’'m not a Reformer any more
mustered. “I'm sick of ’em!”

“Youre reformed, eh?”
dryly. “Number One!”

A crowd came along just then, so any
further conversation was impossible. Hub-
bard cleared off, his brain buzzing. And
Nipper steadfastly refused to give any satis-

(Continued an page 14.)

“The

1" he

asked Nipper
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faction to the erowd. He wasn't going to
sneak—mnot even to the other fellows. “They
would know the truth soon enough, any-
how.

IFor Nipper, sinee that little snatch of con-
versation with Hubbard, felt that Hubbard
would do the might thing. It was obviously
up to him to confess, and save the fellow
who had " copped out.” There was really
nothing else for him to do.

But Hubbard was no hero, In manhy ways,
indeed, hio was a weakling. Although he knew
precisely what Nipper had implied, he was
terrificd at the thought of going to the
Head and explaining the true circumstances.

While he was still hesitating, he was
pounced upon by (ore-Pearce and Gulliver
and Bell., They dragged bhim into their
study, and olosed the door.

“What's all this fuss about?” demanded
Gore-P’earce hercely, '“Why was Nipper
chucked out of the White Harp? Did he go
in there after you, Hubbard ?”

“Yes ™ said Hubbard defiantly.

““What about our money—and our bets?"

“Blow your rotten bets!” replied Hub-
bard, with somne spirit. *“If it hadn't been
for your beastly advice, I ehouldn't have
gone down to the place at alll As it is,
Nipper‘s in the cart!”

“A good thing, too!” said Gore-Pearce.
“Who cares a hang about Nipper? 1 hope
he gets the sack!”

“He saved me !” mutiered Hubbard.
hasn’t given me away 5

“More fool he!” sneered Gore-Pearce.
“But what about our bets?”

“Nipper grabbed me before I could hand
over the list,” said Hubbard. *'DBut they’ve
got your money-—-—

“What the deuce is the good of that?”
roared Gore-Pearce violently. *“ We shan't
get our beis on now! Those bookies aren’t
there after one o'clock!”

“Well, I don't care!” said Hubbard reck-
lessly, ““You can colleet your money your-
self, blow you! I wish I badn’'t had any-
thing to do with it! All this rotten trouble
over you and your bets!”

“Hold him!"” said Gore-Pearce harshly.
"We'll tan the hife out of him! We'll show
him whether he can piay these tricks ”

Clang-clang !

“By gad!” s=aid Gulliver. " That’s the
bell for Big Halll”

" zaid Bell.

= ] & ¥ L) " ¥
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“I'll bet Nipper’s going to be publicly
expelled |” gloated Gore-Pearce, forgetting
all about Hubbard., “The Head wouldn't
call the school together for anything else.
Come on! This is going to be good I’

IG Hall was full when Dr. Morrison
B Nicholls came on to the platform.

Everybody was fed uiu It was a

bit too thick of the Head to buté

into the luncheon hour like this. No matter

how important the job was, it couldn’t pos-

sibly be so important as food. The Head

might just as well have left it until after

lunch,

“Hamilton, stand
Nicholls quietly.

Nipper went on to the platform, rather
startled, He had expected Hubbard to
confess long before this. It oeeurred to him
now that Ilubbard wasn’t going to take the
t1p. _

“It’s my painful task to punish this boy
for & very grave offence,” said the Head,
addressing the school. * Hamilton not only
broke bounds by entering an establishment
known as the White Harp, but he was care-
less enough to get himself thrown out,
There can be no excuse for such a vielation
of the school laws.”

“There’s something behind it, sir!” pro-
tested "Handforth loudly. * Hamilton’s not
guilty, sir! He wouldn't do anything dis-
rraceful like that!”

“Do you know anything of this case,

forward,” said Dr.

young man {”" asked the Head sternly.

N0, ur™

“Then be silent!” commanded Dr,
Nicholls, “I shall request your Form-

master to give you a severe imposition for
your impertinence. Doun’t dare to interrupt
me again !

Handforth's jaw Ydropped, and he was only
saved from protesting further by Church
and MeClure dragging at him.

“1t’s no good, ass!” hissed Mac. *“You'll
only get yourself into more trouble!”
~ “It so happens that I witnessed Hamil-
ton's violent excit from the White Harp
with my own eyes,” continued the Head.
“He has refused to give me any explana-
tion, except that he was ejected by two men

who appeared to be bookmakers. Hamil-
ton, if you have anything to say, say it
now !’

“I] have nothing to say, sir,” replied

Nipper quietly.

He felt keenly disappointed. After Hub-
bard's statement that he had renounced the
Reformers, this silence on his part was a
pity. But Nipper knew Hubbard's character,
and he realised that the Removite was prob-
ably too terrified to do the right thing.

“Your stlence, Hamilton, is sulliciently
significant,” said Dr. Nicholls eurtly. “You
may count vourself lucky that I deo not
send you from the school in disgrace. I have

learned that your record is a very excel-
lent one, so I econsider that a flogging will
meet the ease. DPrepare youarself, sir!” :

“I'm ready when von are, =ir,” replied
Nipper steadily.
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The flogging commenced forthwith--and
still there was po sign fromn Arthur Hub
bard. That wretched junior stood in hls
place, his faco ;mu: his eves rather wild.

Swish—swish !

The sound of the Hogging eame to Iub-
bard’s cars as though from a great distance,
1lo swayed a trifle and butted into Travoers,
who was next to him,

“Steady, dear old fellow!” murmured
Travers. *“‘What's the mattor? For the love
of Samson! You're as whito as a sheet!”

Travers' voice seemed to break the spell
Hubbard looked at him dizzily, and then,
with a shout, he ran towards the platform!

—r————— =

CHAPTER 5.
Not Quite Convincing!

4 TGO, "-Fil " panted Hubbard wildly,
l\un then, you young ass, keep
“back 1 said a [Jruiuft u.r.bhmg Hub-
bard by the armn, ‘' Have
off your head, or what?”

“ Make tho Head stop " ghouted Hubbard,
“Nipper isn't guilty. [He went into the
W hlte Harp to save me!”

Dr, Nicholis, who had only half com-
pleted the liﬂggmg, paused at the sound of
the commotion, and frowned upon the
l istui bance.

“Hubbard says that Hamilton is innocent,
sir,”” said Fenton, of the Sixth.

“Indeed !” roplied tho Head., * How is it,
then, that he failed to come forward be-
fore? Is your name Hubbard?”

“Yos, sir,” gasped Hubbard,

“What do you mean by this interrup-
tion?"

“] was dazed, sir—I was afraid to some
forward!” faltered Hubbard. “It's not fair
to flog Hamilton. I was the chap who was
with those bookmakers, and Hamilton came
in and saved me from making a fool of
myself. They chucked him out because they
were angry with himm.  And then he I'{L[]t
mum—to save me!”

The school was and Head
thought hard.

“Are vou telling me the truth?” he asked
suspiciously.

“Yes, sir.”

“1 am afraid I cannot believe you.”

“But it’s a fact, sir, Ask Hamilton,”

“I have already asked Hamilton, and
he has nothing to say,” retorted the Head,
“If you were really ascociated with this
affair, Hubbard, you would have spoken
earlicr. I can quitv understand that your
action is8 merely designed to save your friend

you gone

silent, the

from the puanishment he deserves, A
generous effort, but 2 wasted one. Go back
to your place.”

The school had its own opinion. Ninety

per cent of the fellows felt certain that
Hubbard's version was the true one. Nipper
was the victim of circumstances, and Hub-
bard had gone a little way towards retriey-

by coming forward before it was

1# himsel
definitely too late.
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Nelson Lee wuas glad to hear tlus, too,
1le had intended having a word with Nipper
later; for Lee was quite upset about this
aftair. 1o could not very well question tho
Head's aetion, however. The Head had
seen Nipper thrown out of the ion, and
Nipper had refused to explain himself. Lee
hiad gn-.uml at once that Nipper was shield-
ing somcbody else,

“'1-". on't you belicve
Hubbard klaokly,
Hanulton hike th‘d, Bl
house, and—"

“1 am sorry to upset thﬁ little plan of
yours, young man,’ wterrupted Dr. Nicholls,
‘but I wus detimtely mformoed that thuru
was no other St, Frank's boy in that inn at
the tmme. I have no recason to doubt the
truth of that information. Your effort to
save your friend 1s wasted, Go back to your

i
wsisicd Hub-

me, s’ faltered
“IU's not faiv to flog
L waﬂ'u: that public-

place,”

“But I was in there, sir!"
bard wildly.

““Go back to your place!”

“ Ask Gore-Pearce, sir!” shouted Iubbavd
desperately. “ e knows——"

“Go!” thurdered the exasperated Head,

Hubbard, overawed by that tone, went.
And Gore- Fcurm‘:, who had been perspiring
profusely for two or threce minutes, uvttercd
an mward sigh of relief. At the mention
of his name, indeed, he had felt almost
faint. From the Lirst he kad expected Hub-
bard to blab, He had expected his dupo to
come out with the full truth,

But now he was safe,

The rest of the flogging was administered,
but it was :mtde that the Head had lost
his *ginger,’ The final swishes were very
mild and innocuous, Perhaps the Head felt
that it was up to him to go e¢asy now.

After that the school was allowed to
transfer its attentions to the more important
matter of lunch.

TRIED to make him helieve me,
didn't 11" asked Hubbard plf:adin l;r.
“I'm awfully sorry, Nipp "1
terribly sorry! It's lmrnbia tlmt yvou

should have been swished like that—all be-

cause of me.”
Nipper smiled.
“I'm not grumbling, am I?"” he asked.
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“That's what makes it worse!”” said Hub- ]

bard huskily. ‘Other chaps would bhave
given me away like a shot.”

“Don’t you realise that it was more than
necessary for me to keep from sneaking,”
said Nipper. “I think you know, Hubbard,
that I wouldn’t have peached on you, any-
way--but, with this rotten Reform move-
ment gaining ground, the Old-Timers have
got to stick steadfastly to tha old code.”

“Well, I'm sticking te it from now on,”
said Hubbard feelingly.

They were in the lobby, directly after
lunch. Hubbard had taken good care to
buttonhele Nipper at the first opportunity—
so that he could thank the Remnove skipper
for his decency, and so that he could sym-
pathise with him. But Nipper neither re-
quired Hubbard’s thanks nor his sympathy.
He would much prefer to forget the whole
unfortunate incident,

Of course, he wasn’t allowed to forget it.

“I—I meant to tell the Head all about it
before he started on you,” said Hubbard
awkwardly, *“but somehow I couldn’t speak.
I was sort of dazed, and when I came fo
myself he wouldn’t believe me!”

Nipper grinned,

““Nothing new in that,” he said. ““When
a chap tells a string of lies he's very often
believed, and when he trots out the truth
he's laughed at. Owne of the kinks of life,
old son. But yvon can take it from me that
the truth’s always the best. When you’re
telling the truth, you ncedn’t think. You
haven’t got to remember what you said be-
fore, because when 1it’s the truth it’s always
the same. Better still, keep mum.”

“That’s what you did to-day—and it was
jolly decent of you,” said Hubbard feel-

mgly.  “TPve chucked those beastly Re-
formers now. It doesn’t pay to be a sneak,
Nipper. I'm glad 1 get that two quid tip

this morning, because it's shown me what a

chump I was.”

Pearce got an opportunity of seizing

Huhbartﬁ The leader of the Reformers

had tried hard to lure Hubbard into
Study A prior to afternoon lessons, but Hub-
bard wasn’t having any.

Just before tea, however, he allowed his
vigilance to relax, He happened to pass
along the Remove passage with Teddy Long
while there was nobody else in sight. Teddy
had fetched him in from the Triangle.

“Something special for tea to-day, Hub-
bard,” said Teddy, with a sly wink." *Come
along to the study and celebrate,”

Hubbard was not very enthusiastic. He
had never thought much of Teddy Long as
a study-mate, and he thought less of him
 now. Before they could get to Study B the
door of the next room flew open, and Gore-
Pearce & Co. reached out their hands and
yanked Hubbard out of the passage.

It was very much like a conjuring trick.
Hubbard was there one second, and he was
gone the next second. |

IT wasn't unti]l tea-time that Claude Gore-

- me ndoors
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“Shut
harshly.

“You bet!” grinned Teddy.

Hubbard looked round wildly.

“You—you young traitor!” he panted,
glaring at Tedcfy Long. *“So you focled me,
did you? Gore-Pearce sent you to trick

1,’

“What of it?” said Teddy. *"It's your
fault, Hubbard. You shouldn’t have acted
the giddy goat.”

“You're quite right,” said Hubbard
bitterly. “If I had had any sense I
shouldn’t have got mixed up with these out-
siders.”

lle was unusually bold. (ore-Pearce said
nothing for the moment He and Gulliver
and Bell were busy, They were roping Hub-
bard to the back of a chair—in such a way
that he stood helpless. It was a heavy chair,

and Teddy Long had been ordered to sit
“We

the door!” said Gore Pearco

on 1t, too.

“Now !” satd Gore-Pearce at length,

Lcan talk to you comfortably now, Hubbard.

Is is true that you've joined Nipper’s gang!”
“Yes, 1t is!” shouted Hubbard hotly.
“Tm sick of you Reformers! ~You might
have got me the sack to-day, and if it
hadn’t been for Nipper I should r

“You traitor!” mterrupted Claude. “You
young rat! What the deuce do you mean by
mentioning my name 1n Big Hall? You were
going to give me away, were yvou? You
were going to sneak on me, chi”

“1 thought you believed i sncaking?”’
asked Hubbard tartly.

“Why, you—you——" began Gore-Pearce.

“IWhat about the Reform Party?’ jeered
Hubbard, becoming bolder. *“The Sncaks’
Union! Isn’t it their policy to peach on their
pals? You're a fine chap to jump down my
throat because—"

“That's enough!” roared Gore-Pearce.
“You know as well as 1 do that our policy
15 to sneak on the Old-Timers—not on our-
selves,”

“You're thundering sincere in  your
principles ! jeered Hubbard,  ““Besides, I
only mentioned your name as a Jast resort.
Do you think I was going to see Nipper
flogged when it was all your doingf”

“He was flogged, anyway—and a darned
good thing!” <caid Gore-Pearce savagely.
“Now you’re going to get your dose! But
Ull give you a chance first. Will you stick
to the Reformers or not?”

“No, I won’t!”

“TII let you off if you promise to keep
with  us,” continued Gore-Pearee, "“We
don’t want any backslidors—partieularly at
this time. T'm willing to treat the ecase
leniently.”

“Who the dickens do you think you are?”
demanded Hubbard.

“Fm the président of the Reform Party,
and Gulliver and Bell are vice-presidents,”
retorted Claude. “ We've held a meeting, and
we've already decided to fine you two pounds
for your offence—the money to go into the
party funds.”
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Edward Oswald Handforth looked a wreck as he burst info Study C like a young tornado.
just slaughtered Gore-Pearce——'' he began, and then broke off with a gulp.
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L1 Il‘va
He had just spotted

Irene & Co., and Irene & Co. were looking at him with horrifled expressions.

Hubbard stared blankly.

“¥ine me!” he gasped. “Two quid!”

“ Exactly,” nodded Gore-Pearce. “If you
had had three quid we should have fined you
three guid. If you'll stick to the Reformers
we'll let you off the rest of the punishment.”

Hubbard's indignation was so great that
he became reckless,

“You rotters!” he shouted wildly.
Ili! Rescue, Old-Timers! You blackmailers
—you cads! I won't have anything to do
with the Reform TParty! I’'m sick of it.
You're a lot of swindlers and frauds!"

“Gag him!” gasped DBell. “ Somebody’ll
hear!”

A scarf was quickly tred round Hubbard's
mouth, Gore-Pearce picked up a cane. He
swished it viciously through the air,

“Now you're going to get it hot!"” ho said

“Help!

savagely, *‘I'll show you how we deal with
{raitors!”

Slash ! Slash!

With brutal force the millionaire's son

brought the cane down on Hubbard’s side.
He al:o slashed his victim on the legs, across
the knees, and cven on his face A wild
gurgle sounded from the prizoner, and Gul-
liver and Bell began to get uneasy,

“Took out!” muttered Gulliver,
casy, Gore-Pearce!”

“Mind vour own business!” snarled Gore-
Pearco.

“But he'll probably sneak!” said Gulliver.
“And if he shows these mnarks =

“Go

o o —

|

“Let him sneak!” snapped Claude, *“I'vo
got three witnesses here to prove that Ilub-
bard never came into our study. Nobody
will take his word agamnst four of us.”

There was something partienlarly hateful
in Gore-Pearce’s  attitude. o was the
leader of the Reformers—and yet he was
rcady enough to lie and to force his i1m-
mediate friends to lie in the same way., As
Nipper had said from the very first, Gore-
Pearce was a humbug. Hec was an oppor-
tunist, seizing the present occaston to gain

power.
Slash!  Slash!
“Help!” screamed Hubbard, as ho
managed to work the scarf from his mouth,
=, you cads! You dirty rotters! Help,
LE

Remove ! _
“Better lock the door!” panted Gulliver,

“Fool! Tt's locked already!” said Gore-
Pearce. “Why can't you keep this idiot
quict? Why can't you—"

The door opened with a crash, and Hand
forth looked in'!

CHAPTER B&.
Time for Action!

ANDFORTH seldom troubled about
H locked doors.
He had heard Hubbard's yell for

help, and it had only taken him a
moment to guess that something oub of tho
common was in progress in Study A So he
simply charged at the door and smashed his
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way in. It was not often that Handforih had
to make two eharges,

“What's all this” he demanded, looking
round. ‘“By George! Why, what the——
You dirty rotters!”

Handforth was not given to quick think-
ing, buit he had no difficulty 1m guessing
exactly what had been happening. ere
was Hubbard, tied to the chair; there was
Gore-Pearce, standing back with the cane
 his hand; and there, most significant of
all, was an ugly weal across Hubbard’'s face.

“You hound!” said Handforth, with
deadly quietness.

Sometimes he would roar at the top of
his voiee, and he was dangerous. Sometimes,
when the circumstances were particularly
acute, he would become calm and quiet,
and then he was ten times more dangerous.

With one grab be took the canc out of
(Gore-Pearce’s hand. Then he backed to the
door, slammed it, and stood there.

“Reformers, eh?” he said ominously. “ By
(ieorge! There's going to be a bit of reformn
in this study in two minutes! I always
knew you were a cad, Gore-Pearce, but I
didn’t think you were quite such a brute!”

“Get out of this study!” yelled Gore-
Pearce. ‘‘Here, Gully! Bell! Help me to
chuck him out!”

Gulliver and Bell hung back.

“Chuck me out, eh?” retorted Hundforth,
“Try it, my lads! It's four to one, but I'm
ready for you! The time for talking is
over. Now it's a time for action—and I'm
going to enjoy myself!” .

“You fool! If you
rotten violence we’ll report
Head !” snapped Gore-Pearce,
come in here with your blu

“You're going to sneak, eh?” roared
Handforth., “All right—sneak! And, by
George TI'll give you something to sneak
about! I don't care if I get the sack for it!
I'm going to have five minutes of real
enjoyment !”

He flung the cane aside, leapt forward,
and Gore-Pearce received a punch on his
nose that sent him staggering back with a
wild howl. Before Gulliver and Bell could
dodge, Handforth’s fists swept round, and
they were knocked off their feet, too.

Handforth sailed in enthusiastically. It
micht be the best policy for the Old-Timers
to defer action—to follow Nipper’s advice,
and wait their opportunity—but Handforth
had never been much of a fellow for
diplomacy. Here was a golden opportunity
to have a scrap in a good caus>.

As for the eonsequences, Handfiorth didn’t
care a jot. He knew that he was perfectly
justified in thrashing these young rascals,
and nothing else mattered. If there was
any justice in the world, he wouldn’t be

you to the
‘“You ecan’t

L

punished for performing such a necessary
task as this.
Biff! Crash! Thud!

There was no stopping Handforth when
his blood was up. Gore-Pearce & Co.,
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start any of your |
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realising that the time for talking was over,
were now doing their best (o throw Hand-
forth out of the study. They didn't even
get to the point where they could reach him.
Indeed, far from throwing him out of the
study, they were staggering about, fran-
tically trying to dodge him.

Teddy Long, in the meantime, frightened
out of his wits, had managed to cut the
ropes that bound Hubbard,

I“Qnickf” he panted. “Let’s get out of
this!”

“Not yet!” roared Handiorth. “I've got
iu special one for you, Long, you fat ta}d-
pole! As soon as I've finished with Gove-
Pearce I'll—— Here, keep away from that
door, Bell! By George!” .

He leapt across as Bell attempted to bolt,
and the serap looked like becoming really
interesting. Unfortunately the door opened
without Bell's assistance,

“What is all this commotion?” asked AT,
Crowell angrily. “I’ve never heard such a
disgraceful Handforth! What on earth
ts this?”

Mr. Crowell was staggered.

l

As a gencral

Tule, he made no inquiries if he happened
to hear noises in the junior studies as he
passed through the passage. But when
there was something exceptionally vielent
he could not ignore 1,

Handforth ceased his activities abruptly.
A look of indignation and pain eame into
his face., This was too bad! He had always
regarded old Crowell as a bit of a sportsman,
It was altogether too thick for him to butt
in like this, just when the serap was reach-
ing its hottest stage.

Mr, Crowell beheld a torn and tattered
Handforth-—a collarless  Handforth, He
also beheld Gore-Pearce with a black eye
and a streaming nose; Gulliver with a face
that appeared to have been knocked shightly
sideways: Bell with a thick ear and a cut
lip. All three of them, too, were con-
siderably dishevelled.

“T am amazed!” said Mr. Crowell angrily,
“T am willing to overloock a—er—scrap, but
this 1s altogether too much! You boys
appear to have been engaged m a  free
fight.”

——
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“One against four, sir,” said Handforth
tartly. ¢ Dash 1t, sir. you wmight have kept
out of it until I'd finished with them.
My plan was to knock therm all out.”

“Am I to understand, Handforth, that
vou were fighting, singlehanded, against all
these boys 7

“All of them except Hubbard, sir.”
~“Good gracious!” said Mr. Crowell.
“What an extraordinary fellow you are,
Handforth! I knew that you had a liking
for violence, but I hardly tﬁought it possible
that vou would make such a wholesale
attack.”

“I'm glad you say that, sir!” put in Gore-
Pearce fiercely. *“Weo couldn’t do anything
with him, sir. He charged in here without
rcason, and before we could stop him he
attacked us.”

“Why, vou—you—'

Handforth paused, aghast. He saw that
he was in a queer position. Gore-Pearce &
jo. had no principles to consider; and it
was obvious that they were going to bring
out a number of lies in order to bolster up
their case. They knew weil enough that
Handforth wouldn't sneak, He couldn't tell
Mr. Crowell why he had made this attack,

Handforth realised it, too. The Reformers
had everything on their side.

“We were all sitting here, sir, chatting
quictly, when Handforth rushed in and
started hitting out like a madman,” said
Gore-Pearce. “I think he’s opposed to the
Reform Party, sir, and he thinks that gives
him the excuse to act like a hooligan.”

“I am deeply shocked,” said Mr, Crowell.

He was trying to get a true umpression of
what had been happening,. He did not
believe Gore-Pearce, yet it was an un-
deniable fact that he had found Handforth
fighting with unparalleled fury against these
other boys.

“It wouldn't have been so bad if he had
given us a chance to defend ourselves, sir,”
complained Gore-Pearce. “But he knocked
me down while I was still in my chair,
Didn’t he, you chaps?”

“He did the same to us, too, sir.” said
Gulliver. ““*And after those first sloshes we
were a bit groggyv. and couldn’t defend our-
selves properly. He was just like a savage,
e

“What have you to say to this, Hand-
orth ?” asked Mr., Crowell,

“Nothing, sir,” said Handforth bitterly.
“If you're willing to believe these Reformers,
I'm finished! But I'm not making any
complaints, sir, 1 didn't have as much fun
as T wanted, but I'll take my gruel.”

“Just a minute, sir,” said Hubbard
quictly,

‘ij

3

Arthur Hubbard. Now he gave
Gore-Pearce a glare, and stepped
forward.
“Look at this, sir,” hLe said, pointing to
his face.

NDBODY Liad been taking any notice of
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“Upon my word!” said Mr. Crowell, ad-
justing his glasses, ‘“Have you had an
accident, Hubbard ?"

“T'll tell you in a minute, sir,” said Hub-
bard, peeling off his jacket. “Look at
these, sie”

He rolled up his sleeves and displayed the
weals on his arms. Hubbard was pale with
his unusual cmotion, but he had been
worked up to such a pitch that he was pro-
vided with a courage and a coolness that
were not his own.

“Well, Hubbard?” asked Mr, Crowell,
startled.
“I'd made up my mind te chuck the

Reformers, sir, and to finish with sneak-
ing,” said Hubbard, “but I don’t think
this 4s sneaking. These cads have told awful
lics about Handforth, He didn't make an
unprovoked atfack, sir. He went for themn
because they were torturing me.”

“Good heavens! Really, Hubbard——"

1 “It’s true, sir!” insisted Hubbard fiercely.
‘They’d tied me to a chair, and CGore-
Pearce was slashing me with a cane. I’vo
shown you the weals, sir. Handforth camo
in, and went for them.”

“It’s all lies!” shouted Gore-Pearce. **If
there was any truth in this, sir, why was it
that Hubbard wasn't bound to the chair
when you came in?”

“Long cut the ropes, sir,” said Hubbard.
oI didn't!” shouted Teddy Long shrilly.

It’s a lie, sir!”

He had cut those ropes for a purpose.
He had had half an idea that a prefect
might come barging in—for Teddy knew that
the door lock was smashed—and he had in-
tended demanding a fat tip from Gore-
Pearce later for saving him. It was cor-
tainly a fact that T'eddy had had no kindly
thoughts for Hubbard.

Mr. Crowell looked at the upset chair,
and at the cut ropes on the floor. Then,
passing a contemptuous glance over Long,
he looked at Hubbard's face again, and then
gazed at Gore-Pearce & Co,

“I am shocked!” ho said angrily., *“I
hear this dreadful commeotion, and I come
in. And what happens? I am told two
or three conflicting stories. Some of you
have been lying. Handforth is the only
one whom f can believe—for the simple
reason that he hasn’t given any account of
himself whatsocver. I believe that he came
into this study because he heard cries for
heip, and I believe that he found Hubbard
being eruelly assaulted.”

Gore-Pearce panted hard.

“It's not true, sir!” ho gasped, *“We
didn't touch Hubbard, We——"
“FEnough!” snapped Mr. Crowell. “I am

sick and tired of all this tale-bearing and
fabricating! I consider that you were justi-
fied in taking matters into your own hands,
Handforth., I shall not punish you."”

“Thank you, siv!”

“As for you other boys, it appears that
yvou have alrcady received a certain amount
of drastic punishment,” continued DMr.
Crowell judicially, “Upon the whole, I
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think that 1 shall be correct in ordering
yvou three boys to write me five hundred lines
cach, Long, you will go. You may go,
too, Handtorth. Hubbard, you will come
with me.”

“Why, sir?” asked Hubbard.

“I shall take you to the sanatorium—
to have those bruses dressed,” replied Mr.
Crowell. ““And if they are more serious
than they appear to be, something further
will be heard of this matter,” he added
ominously.

Gore-Pearce became violent, . _

“But why give us five hundred lines, sir ?”
he demanded hotly, “We're the fellows who
have been getting the worst of it! Look at
us!  Our study’s half wrecked, too——"

“Silence!” said Mr. Crowell. “I bave
inflicted this imposition as a punishment for
your lying. The condition of your study 1is
no concern of minc—or the condition of
your clothing, eitner. I haven't the slightest
dciuht that you brought it entirely on your-
selves.”

And Mr. Crowell made a dignified exit.

“Handforth, vou had better come out,”
he called, as an afterthought.
+ Handforth was disappointed. He had
hoped thut Mr, Crowell would not 1nsist upon
seeing him out—for Edward Oswald had
deeided that he would finish his job. .

Gore-Pearce & Co., however, were quite

satisied for Handforth to leave it un-
hinished |
CHAPTER 7. ’
Doris Shows the Way!

URSTING into Study C, Handforth
looked very much of a wreck. He
had not attempted to brush himself
down, or to repair the damage m any

way. He was too eager to tell Nipper of

his triumuph over the Reformers.

“Well, we've started, you chaps!” he said
enthusiastically, as he dashed in. “I’ve
slaughtered  Gore-Pearce, and——  Eh?
Why, what—— My only hat!”

He broke off in blank consternation,

There was a tea-party in Study C. Nipper
and TregellisWest and Watson were enter-
taining Irene & Co.—and Handforth had
forgotten all about it! Irene Manners and
Doris Berkeley and Marjorie Temple and
Mary Summers were busying themselves with

B

the bread-and-butter and the teapot—the
girle having insisted that, guests or no
guests, it was their duty to tackle the

domestic side of the party.

“We hoped you would come, Ted,” satd
Irene politely.

“Don’t stand there,” murmured Doris,
“Why not come in and shut the door 7”

Handforth felt that he was frozen on the
spot. lle eouldn't move an inch.

He had read of people wanting the floor
to open and swallow them up, and he had
always considered that suech a thing was
dotty. Now he knew differently.

Seldom had he been in such
looking condition.

a fearful-
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dust, he was collarless, his jacket was torn,
and his waistcoat was stripped of half its

buttons. In fact, he was very much of a
wreck, ' ,
“I'm surprised at - you, Handy!" said

Nipper severely. “As a general rule, you
tidy yourself up a bit when the girls come,
You shouldn’t let them see you in your
normal condition like this.”

“Normal condition!” gasped Handforth.
S ¢ I mean, you—you I’'ve been
having some trouble with Gore-Pearce,” he
added, with a gulp. *“The idiot asked for
it. I gave him a—a good talking to.”

“Is that all?’” asked Irene.

“Kh? Well, there may have becn a bit
of bother,” admitted Hangforth.

“But didn't you say that you had
slaughtered Gore-Pearce?” put in Mary.
“Of course, we don't know the customs in
[ a boys’ school, but we hardly thought 16
likely that you fellows—"

“I—I'll go and brush my hair!” panted
Handforth desperately.

“Good man!” said Nipper. *While
you're about if, you might as well have a
wash, and find a collar, and change your
clothes, and—"

But Handforth had gone. He heard a
sound of musical laughter as he raced down
the passage. He barged into Church and
MecClure, who had been looking for him.
“Thought so!” said Church, with a sniff.
“T.ook at him!”

MeClure sighed.

““As soon as he gets out of our sight he
finds somne trouble!” he said tartly. **What
have yvou been doing, Handy ? IHow did you
get into this awful mess?”

“Clear out, fatheads!” roared Handforth.

“My hat! Irene saw me like this! She’ll
never speak to me again!”
He brushed his chums aside, and -aced

npstairs. Church made as if to foilow, hut
Mac held him back.

“No wood!” he said. “He'li never fell
s what's happened now. I'd forgotten that
the girls were over here for tea.”

Handforth had executed many lightning
changes in his time, but he beat his own
b record by minutes, Almost befers Church
and McClure could realise it, their leader
was down again. He was in another swf,
in another collar, in a different pair of
shoes, and in a breathless condition.

“You didn't wash your neck!” said
MeClure, grinning.
“Blow my neck!” panted Handforth.

“I'd forgotien all about the girls coming
to tea. Come on! We've got to go to
Study C, grab a couple of them, and enter-
tain them in our own quarters. I'm jiggered
if T can sce why Nipper should monopolise
them !

“But he invited ’em!” protested Church.
“You can’t barge in like that, Handy, and

pinch his guests!”
Handforth didn’t argue. He led the way
McClure

into Study C, and Church and

He was smothered with | naturally followed him.
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“All welcome!”  said Nipper politely,
“The more the merrier, But if you haven't
brought your own cups, you'll have to
drink out of the cmpty sardine-tin, and
take it in turns,”

“Bother the tea!” said Handforth briskly.
“Irenc, old girl, what about you and one
of the others coming along to my study?
I'll have a lot better tea than this! It's too
crowded in here, anyhow.”

‘It was quite all right before you came
in,” said Nipper pointedly.

point-blank refused to part with anv
of their guests. They regarded Hand-
forth’s suggestion as a piece of cool
in the end

NATURALLY, the chums of Study C

nerve—as, indeed, it waz So
Handfortl decided to in-
vite himself io tea in
Study C, as the next best
thing.

“You might as well
tell us what happened,
Iandy,” said Nipper.

“ Afterwards,”  replied
Handforth hastily.

“Don’t kid yourself,
old man; the girls have
sreen quite cnough,” said

c . T8 B e *ou
I:\*iji:j?l' '} Lﬂ‘lﬂ'bh ; ) e ~—
explain _why you came Q&:---____
in looking like a scare-

crow after a hurricanc, N
they'll formm a wrong impression.

“By George, that’s quite likely!" agreed
Handforth. “Well, it wasn’'t much. 1 had
only just started things when Eid Crowell
butted in, and put a stop to 'em.

“1 wonder how you would have looked if
Mr. Crowell hadn't arrived?” asked Irene
csolemnly.

“Jt was a bit thick!” said Handforth, be-
coming indignant. *“I'd nardly started!
I’d only given Gore-Pearce a black eye, and
Bell a ﬁ:ick ear, and Gulliver a swollen
nose, when Crowell dodged in. I rather
think I loosened one of Gore-Pearce's teeth,
too, and I believe his nose was bleeding.
Still, I never got a chance to get going
properly.”

“Ted!"” protested Irene,
enjoy punching people.” | >

“I enjoy punching Gore-Pearce!” replied
Handforth promptly. “Do you know what
those cads were doing? They'd got Hub.
bard tied to a chair, and Gore-Pearce was
glashing him with a cane—across the face.
to{]iil

“It's a pity Mr. Crowell interrupted you,”
enid Irene firmly,

By the time Handforth had finished his
deseription of the little affair, the girls were
in full posscssion of all the latest facts. Nip-
per & Co, were gratified to hear of Mr.
Crowell's wise exercise of discretion.

“I believe you

“It's one up for the Old-Timers,” said
Nipper. ‘Handy, you've done well!”
“I could bave teld you that,” retorted

Hardforth. *[ don't want to boast, but I
maust say that my poliey is the best. Action!
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No messing about! Sail into these cads and

smash 'em !

“It might pay in this instance, but it
wouldn't do as a general thing,” said Nipper,
shaking his head. “It would only lead to
a riot.”

“One

“All the better,” said Handforth.
gnod”{)ld riot, and the irouble would be
Over.

“What about the good name of thoe

school?” asked Church, “Do you want to
get us into the newspapers?  Publicity of

that kind wouldn't do St. ¥rank's much
good.”

“H'm! I suppose vou're right,” ad-
mitted Handforth grudgingly, *“Still, if

there 1sn’t a riot over all this beastly sneak-
ing, what’s the other
remedy ? How can wo
put an end to it?"
Doris Berkeley locked

thoughtful,
“There might be a
way.” she said slowly,

The schoolboys gianced
at one another. They
hoped they had not got
to the stage when they

would have to depend
upen girls for ideas.
However, 1t was only

common politeness to ex-
press  some  Interest in

Doris’ remark.
“We'll deal with it,” said Nipper casually.

“Why don’t you woin the Reformers?”
asked Doris.

“Rh e -

“Begad ! :

“Really, Doris—"’

“They’ll take you, won’t they?” asked
Doris. “Why not all become sneaks?”

“Cheese 1t!"” protested Nipper. “What
about ouwr principles?”

“I'm not suggesting that you should for-
sake your principles, but it seems to me
that these sneaks ought to have some of their
own medicine,” said Doris firmly, “Join the
Reformers, and play their own game! Sneak
just the same as they do—only more often.”

The juniors looked at her in amazement,

“You're joking, Doris!" protested Nipper,

“1 am—and T'm not,” said Doris. “I
don't mean real sncaking, of course. I don's
mean that you should throw your principles
overboard. I'm only thinking that it might
be possible to kill the headmaster's cranky
policy by ridicule. You're up against him,
remember—not Gore-Pearvce.”

“Bul T don't think we could do it,” said
Handforth dubiously, “Dash i, there's a
limit ! I'm smrprised at you, Doris! I'd no
idea you could think of such things., I'm
blessed if you givls aren’t worse than us
boys!"”

“Don't be silly,” laughed Doriz. “ Haven't
I told you that I don’t mecan recal sneaking?
But why not go in a procession to the IHead
all through the evening? Keep on going.
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Yonu needn't think vou’ll be sneaking, becanse
it’ll be a spoof from start to fimish. Your
complaints won’t be genuine—they’ll all be
imvented. And there’ll be so many of them
that the Head won’t be able to punish you
all.  1le'll be bewildered long before the
ervening's over, ™

Nipper looked round at the others,

“1 believe it’s o wheeze, you chaps,”
said, grinning.

“Pull the Head’s leg, eh?” said Handforth
breathlessly. “By George! Doris is right!
Why should we bother with such small fry
as Gore-Pearce? It's the Head we want to
go ufter.” : :

“Begad, rather!” said Sir Montie.

“Wo can’t take the Head and frog’s-march
him round the Triangle umtil he agrees to
chuck it all up, but we can spoof him,” said
Handforth. * You want to leave this entirely
in my hands, you chaps.”

““ And ruin it from the very start?’ asked
Nipper. “ No, thanks! You'll be one of the
last to go ie him, Handy, or he'll smell a
rat.”

“You silly idiot!" roared Handforth. *'1
don't smell hke a rat!”

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 didn't mean that, old man.” chuckled
Nipper,  “Why will you take
thing: so literally 7 Girls, you've
shown us the way!”

“Don’t include us,” said Irenec.
“Jt was Doris’ wheeze,”

“For what it's worth,” smiled
Doris. 1 only hope that you’ll
be able fo wangle 1t successfully.
But it secms-so silly to have all
this hother over such a cranky
idea. If 1t can only be killed by
ridicule, 1t'll be over in no time.
If there's one thing a school-
master or schoolmistress can’t
stand it’s ridicule. They must
preserve their dignity aft all
costs,” she added dryly.

“By Jove, you're right,” said

he

Nipper. “We'll give it a trial,
anyhow.” .
And the juniors frankly ad-

mitted that for once, at least, it
had taken a schoolgirl to ‘‘show

them the way.”
HINGS could not have happened more
favourably for the business in hand.
For Gore-Pearce had announced

that a meeting was to be held that

evening., After the girls had been escorted
out, Nipper became brisk and active,

“We've got to give this wheeze a good
test,” he said briskly. “‘Gore-Pearce's meet-
ing is just starting, and before we spoof the
Head we've got to spoof Gore-Pearce.”

“Why waste time over that?” asked
Watson,

“If we don’t proclaim ourselves as Re-
formers the cads will spot what we're doing,
and they'll throw a spanner into the works,”
said Nipper., “We mustn't beeome converted

I

|
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suddenly, either. Reformers  would
smell a rat.”

‘;lAnﬂther rat 1" asked Handforth sarcasti-
cally.

“They’d guess at once that we were fool-
ing, and that’s why Gore-Pearce’s meetihg is
handy,” said Nipper. “We can trickle in by
twos and threes, and then pretend to be in-
fluenced by hes eloquence. I think I had
better keep out of it—and you, too, Handy.”

“Not likely !”

“But we're a couple of Die-Hards, and
cven Gore-Pearce wouldn't swallow if we pre-

- tended to adopt his banner,” said Nipper.

As Tich Harborough strode out of Nelson Les’
door was a whole queue of hoys, all a

“Particularly you, Handy, after what hap-
pened at tea-time. No; a little group of us
must hold back, and kick up a tremendous
fuss when the rest of the i;;]luws join the
Reformers, That'll make it all tha more con-
vincing. And Gore-Pearce, in his conceit,
won't twig that he’s being fooled.”
Handforth was reluctantly compelled fo
confess that Nipper's argument was sonnd.
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There was a few of the “old gang ” who
would have to hold back.

Without any delay swift word was
round, and there was much doing!

CHAPTER &.
Converts Galore!
LAUDYE GORE-PEAR(CE
‘ arrogant mood.

After what had happened 1n Study
A he felt—quite mightly——that soroe-
thing special would have to be done without

Wis In o an

Qutside the

Tich grinned,
to make a complaint to Dr. Nicholls !

d into Duncan.

any delay. It was certain that word would
. swiftly go round concerning that “affray.”
Handforth was prone to exaggeration at the
best of times, and he would certainly regard
this present affair as a great victory for the
Old-Timers.

So it was up to Gore-Pearce to counteract
this sei-back—and the best way to do it

weuld be to hold a lightning meeting, and |

st
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spread his own version of the storv hefove
Handforth's could gain mneh gronmd,

He could be cerrain of Ins own supporios
turning up to the meetmg, but- he
wanted to attract a ereat many of the other
juniors, toon. For Gore-Pemree was always
after converts,

It was his one sorrow, In {act, that <o fow
of “Nipper's crowd ” had deserted the old
fold, Strictly speaking, Gove-Pearce had
counverted nobody,  The fellows who suded
with him were mostly of the nondescripf
type. Jvery one of Nipper's friends remained

als)

) loyal to him,
i.
| Gore-Pearce

“We've got to do somerhng quick ! sand
fiercely, as he prepared a
nctice,  © Handforth's talking alrcady. lle's
setiing a lot of les about. We've got 10
stop that and tell the fellows the truth. If
we don't we ~hall be losing some more of aur
crowd,”’
The cool which Gore Pearee

manner in

reversed the thing was characteristic of him.

It was Handforth who was telling the v,
and he—QGore-Peavec—--who was

telling the Hes, But Clande pre-
ferred to look at it the other
way.

Never before had he had soeh
& chanee of gainiug power in the
Remove, and even the slightest
set-back might make all the
diffcrence.

, HAfIERE wa: a notice on the
:1 board soon aftorwards. It

was the annonnccment of

the neeting  to  which
Nipper had referred. Gore Pearve
had worded it eunnmingly. After
saying that the Reformers would
gather together in the Small Lee-
ture Hall at six o'clock prompt,
he added that a great secret was
to be divulged; he hinted that
something exceptionally  sen-
sational was 1w the wind.

“Good egg!” said Nipper

when he saw it. “We can all
troop m now, and Gore-Pearce
will think that our curiosity has
brought us. He’s playing right
iﬁt“j} our hands—without knowing
it,
“The scheme's all vight, but why <hould I
be left out of it?” asked Handforth stub-
bornly. “My idea is for me te join (ore-
Pearce's party, and that'll allow me to get
on to the platform. Then I can kick Gore-
Pearce off, make a speech, and——-"

“Gag him, somebody 1"’ said Reggie Pitt of
the West House, “Isn’t it already arranged
that a few of us must pretend to hold aloof?
And you're the most rmporiant one of all,
Handy!"”

Handforth couldn’t sce it. Being guileless
himself, he failed to appreciate the necessity
for guile in dealing with Gore-Pearce. But it
certainly was necessary., Clinde was no
fool, and he would fmnediately * funkle ™
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if everybody in the Remove with one accord |
joined the Reformers.

All the fellows had received their irstructions,
and in face eof the notice on the board fresh
orders were sent round. Groups of fellows
now collected, asking themselves what the big
sceret could be. They talked fairly loudly,
and scoffed at the idea of going anywhere
near the Reform Party's meeting, but many
of them were trickling towards the Lecture
Hall already,

“I thought 1t

THE

would work!” multered
Gore-Pearce, with satisfaction, “They're
coming, vou chaps! We need them, too—so
that I can tell them the truth about that
affair in Study A.”

[Ie didn’t show himself on the platform
until the crowd had become a large oune, and
until it was clamouring tor somebody to start
something. By this time over half the West
House Removites had turned up, and the
only absentees were Nipper and Ilandforth
and Reggie Pitt and a few intimates.

“Come on, Gore-Pearce!” sang out some-
body. “What's tho idea? We're waiting to
hear what you've got up your sleeve!”

“Hear, hear!l”

“What's the secret?”

Gore-Pearce faced the impatient crowd—
never dreaming that fully half the fellows
were prepared to become “converts ” at the
slichtest provocation.

“1 dare say many of you fellows have been
hearing some rumours,” sald Gore-Pearce.
“Phere was a bit of trouble in my study just
before tea. Ilandforth barged in, and——"

“Never mind Handforth !” broke in Single-
ton. “Wa all know that he took three of you
on single-handed, and that he gave you a
good hiding. It's no good your trying to
explain that away, Gore-Pearce. We want
to know this secret.”

“Tt's a lie!” shouted Gore-Pearce indig-
nantly. “Handforth took us unawares. Ie
knocked us down before we could defend our-
selves. And then he sneaked! As soon as
Crowell came in he complained that we had
set on him!”

GCore-Pearce proceeded to give a highly-
coloured version of the whole affatr. The
Reformers cheered him, and the other fellows
listened doubtfully. They knew well enough
that 1t was all false, but they pretended to
be half-convinced.

“Iow do we know that Gore-Pearce isn't
right?” asked De Valerie. “We all know
that Handforth is a fire-eater. He's a good
chap, but he's inclined to be too confoundedly
hasty.” - |

“Perhaps ho did sneak, too,” said Jimmy
Potts.

“There’s no perhaps about it!” shouted
Gore-Pearce. “Why can't he be lonest?
e pretends to be down on sneaking, and yet
he does it on the quict. We Reformers are
more open. We're fellowing the Head’s lead

—and we think that sneaking is a good thing
for the school.”

NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

“Rats!” came a chorus.

“It isn’t sncaking really,” continued Gore-
Pearce. ‘““The only way in which St. Frank's
can be run properly is for the fellows them-

selves to inform whenever the rules are
broken,  Follow me! Accept me as your
leader! Throw aside these mouldy, out-of-

date ideas, and become modernised |”

" Long live the Reformers!” yelled Doyle.

“Hurrah!”

“We're gaining strength overy day!”
declared Claude. “Sooner or later you've
got to join us. As they say in the advertise-
ments—eventually, why not now? You will
get  nothing by sticking to that idiot
Nipper.” :

“Perhaps he’s right,” said Do Valerie,
looking round. “What about joining the
Reformors, you chaps?”

“Blow the Reformers!” said Travers,
yawningz., *““We only came here to hear the
sceret—and there 1sn’t one. We've been
swindled ! It was a trick to get us in” here—
so that we should listen to his rotten
spouting !”

“Nothing of the sort!” yelled Gore-I’carce.
“I'mn coming to the secret later on.”

He knew that Travers had hit the nail on
the head, and he now proceeded to give a
wild speech, proclaiming the advantages of
jolning the Reforin Party. DPerhaps the
fellows would forget about that sccret if he
only worked them up enough.

E worked them up in amazing fashion.
H He achieved a success that he had
never dreamed of. Before ten
minutes had elapsed his every utter-
ance was being cheered. e was arousing a
storm of enthusiasm not only from the
Reformers, but from fellows whom he had
regarded as confirmed die-hards.

The speech, as a matter of fact, was feeble,
unconvineing and ridiculous. Gore-Pearce
was so effectively spoofed by the enthusiastic
cheering, however, that he was convineced
that his oratory was charged with some
magnetic quality which even he had not
previously suspected,

It was the gradual nature of the process
which fooled Gore-Pearce. At first, half the
audience had been against him; then, as his
specch procecded, they wavered. They ceased
their catealls, and they listened intently.
Finally they began to cheer him. After that
they grew madly execited with their new
fervour, -

“Up, the Reformers!

“Hurrah!”

“Down with the Old-Timers!”

“Let's all join!” shouted Somerton, look.
ing round with a flushed face. “Gore-Pearce
has shown us the way. Lot the Reform Party
be as big as it deserves to bel”

“Bravo!l”

‘Why 1ot
captain?”

“Hear, hear!”

“You've said something now!™ roared
Gore-Pearce excitedly, “Make me captain!

w

went up the shout,

make Gore-Pearce Remove
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Awav with Nipper and his obsolete ideas! If
vou cleet me, I'll be the best skipper the
Remove'’s ever had! I'll show you—"

“By George!”

Handforth had just come in, and he spoke
in 2 tone of amazement. Nipper was just
behind him, with Reggile Pitt and Fullwood
and Jack Grey.

“You clear out!” roared De Valerie. “If
you'ro going to disturb this meeting, HHand-
forth, we'll squash you! Good luck to the
Reformers!”

“What!” thundered Handforth, in such
amazement that he nearly overdid it. “Do
vou mean to say that you’ve joined the
Reformers ?”

“You ought te join, too!" yelled De
Valerie,

“Wait a minute!” said Nipper sharply.
“Stand aside, Handy—and keep quiet.
Leave this to me.”

He spoke exactly as he would have spoken
if this *landslide 7 of his supporters had been
genuine, He strode into the middle of the
room, and looked round with a grim, set
CXPTession,

“Look here. vou fellows!” he shouted.
“What does this mean? lLots of you are my
own crowd. What do vou mean by listening
to this gasbag? e hasn’t won you over,
has he?” -

“You clear out, Nipper!” said Gore-Pearce
i alarm.,

“I'll do nothing of the sort!” snapped
Nipper. “Great Scott! This 1s awful! ¥al!
Potts! Singleton! Goodwin! Are you tell-
ing me that vou've joined the Reformers?”

“Go and eat coke!” roared Singleton.
“Reformers for evert”

“Ay, by gum!” bellowed Dick Goodwin.

“Youn can buzz off, Nipper!” said De
Valerie, “We've been listening to Gore-
Pearce, and there's some talk of making him
gkipper, too.”

“Let’s vote for it!" shouted Somerton.
“Hands up for Gore-Pearce! Let’s chuck
Nipper off his perch straight away!”

“Hurrah!”

Hands were ratsed by the dozen, and
Claude Gore-Pearce, on the platform, nearly
exploded with excitement. Never had heo
dreamed of such sneccess as this. Here was
the Remove voting for him almost solid !

“That’s good enouvgh!” he roared. “Now,
hands up for Nipper!”

About ten hands went up, and there was
a yell of derision from the rest.

“That’'s done 1t!" gloated Gore-Pearce.
“You're finished, Nipper! You can crawl
away and hide yourself somewhere! Your
reign in the Remove is over! Mine starts!
I'm the leader now!”

[lis conceit was amazing. If it hadn't
Leen, he might have suspected that this
avalanche in his favour was a bit too sudden.
His own supporters—the genuine ones—were
far too excited to suspect a spoof.

Nipper turned to Handforth and Pitt.

“We'd better go, you chaps,” he said
brokezly “Wa cuan’t do much against an

overwhelining opposition like this, can we?
The Remove has let us down. The Reformers
have gained the upper hand.”

“Rot!” bellowed Handforth. “lLet's fight
em !

“Ha, ha, bha!”

- It was hike Handforth to refuse to adnnv
defeat. But Nipper seized him by the arm
and shook his head.

“It's no good, old man,” he said. “The
Old-Timers seem to be a spent foree. Let's
hope they come to their senses before 1t’s too
late. It’s Gore-Pearce’s hour, and 1'm
beaten.”

He went ont of the Lecture Hall with his
head bowed down. Handforth protested
wildly, and a yell of laughter went up when
it was scen that Church and McClure were
forcibly dragging their leader out.

“You've won, Gore-Pearce!” sang out
Travers. “Come on, Reformers! Let's go
and celebrate!”

The crowd was too excited to hsten to any
more of Gore-Pearce’s speechifying. KEvery-
body streamed off, and there were magy
private chuckles. The thing was working
out well. Gore-Pearce had been spoofed up
to the eyes, and it now only remained 1o
spoof the Head. Ridicule would put an end
to this fantastic reform!

‘ CHAPTER 4.
Sneaking Gene Mad!

F'RE in luck ! said Nipper briskiy.

W He had just jommed a group of

Removites in the lobby. They were

wondering what to do—heow to
begin the next phase of the evening's entuy-
tainment. Nobody wanted 1o be the first
one to begin.
t “The Head's over in this House,” went on
Nipper. “A conference with my guvnor
about something. He's in Mr, Jee's stud)
now. Lmcky, isn't it?"

“T'm not sure that it is,” said Jimmy Potis
dubiously. “You mean that we should tro
to the Head with our complaints while he's
with Mr. Lee?”

‘“ Kxactly.”

“Better not do it,” said Jimmy.

“My dear Sis James, youw're a fathead!”
said Nipper. “Where’s the objection ¥
- “Well, we should interrupt the conference.
for one thing.”

“Splendid ! o
| “And the Head would naturally gel wikd.”

-
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“And Mr, Lee would get wild, too.”

““Not so good,” said Nipper. “Wo don't
want to include the guv’'nor, do wo? This
1s up against the Head. Still, I don’t think
there’'s much chance of Mr. Lee raising objee-
tions. I’ve trained him in the right way,
and it won't take him long to sec through the
wheeze, He'll probably help us.”

“Yes—with knobs on!"” said Gresham
sceptically.

“Anyhow, it's a lot better than us all
trailing across to the Head's house and wast-
ing time liko that. It's an Ancient House
wheeze, anyhow, although Reggio Pitt's
crowd can do their share just the same.
There’s no reason why they shouldn’t seek
out the Head, wherever he 1s.”

“Right-ho!” said Sir James DPotts,
get going.”

“Let’s

what troubled as he sat in Nelson
Lee’s study in the Ancient House.

: “I regret, Mr. Leoe, that you should
consider that the punishment I inflicted upon
young Hamilton was undeserved,” ho was
saying. “The case was proved up to the
hilt. The boy was thrown out of the public-
house, and he admitted his guilt, How

D R. MORRISON NICHOLLS was some-

BOYS’ FRIEND 4d.
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rcould he do anything else, seeing that I wit-

nessed his ignominious ejection "

“There can, of course, be no doubt that
Hamilton was thrown out of the establizh-
ment,” said Nelson Lee, nodding: “But I
am certain, Dr. Nicholls, that his object in
going into the place was quite honourable.

I regret that you did not ‘listen more carc-
fully to Hubbard.”

“ Hubbard 1™’

“The boy who interrupted the flogging,”
said Lee. ‘“He was, of course, telling you
the truth. He wanted fto explain why
Hamilton was in that disreputable place.
However, this argument ean lead to nothing,
for the matter is over and done with.”

“You are quite right,” said the Hecad,
“Let us forget it. It is natural that you
should be upset, since the boy is your own
ward. Ior that very reason it was neces-
sary that he should be dealt with summanrily.
Otherwise, there would bo a suspicion that
he was receiving favouritism,”

“If Nipper transgresses the school rules,
he must suffer the consequences, just the
same as any other boy,” said Nelson Lee
quietly., “And talking of transgressing the
rules, Dr. Nicholls, [ hope that you will
rapidly put an end to this experiment of
yours,
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Dr. Nicholls frowned :

“Why should I do that ?’ he demanded.

““Perhaps vou do not know that a certain
section of the school is taking a grossly
unfair advantage of the situation?” asked
Lee. ‘“The majority of the boys refuse to
utilise the loophole with which you have
provided them. In other words, they won’t
complain against their own companions. It
is against all the traditions of St. Frank’s
that they should. Only the weaklings will
take advantage of your astonishing plan.”

“ Astonishing ” said the Head sharply.

“Very astonishing,” insisted Lee. ".zl‘he
boys who possess any sense of honour will
certainly refuse to embrace it. You'll
pardon me saying it, Dr. Nicholls, but vou
cannot come to a great Public school like
this and alter the unwritten laws of cen-
turies in a mere weck, St. Frank’s has
great traditions, in common with most other
Public schools, and you are treading on
dangerous ground when you treat those
traditions with contempt.”

Dr. Nicholls was astonished at such frank-
ness, One or two of the other Housemasters
had been significantly silent over the new
order, but they had not expressed them-
selves so candidly as this,

‘“Really, Mr. Lee, you have got it wrong,”
said the Head earnestly “The last thing
I desire 1s to trample upon the great tradi-
tions of St. Frank’s, But it 13 my settled
convietion that a great deal of petty
tyranny goes on in every Publie school. St.
Frank’s is no exception. The victims have
no redress, unless they make complaints to
the authorities. I have merely opened the
way for them. That is all my plan amounts
to.”

“It sounds quite innocuous,” smiled
Nelson Lee.  “Unfortunately the genuine
vietims of the petty tyranny—if such exists—
are not the sort to come and complain.
Morcover, their Form-fellows take the law
into their own hands in such cases, and 1
can assure you that the tyrants have a thin
time of it—without any official inquiries.
No, sir, the only boys who will Leartily co-
operate with you are the boys whose sense
of honesty and truthfulness is weak. In
other words, they will use your experiment
to further their own ends.”

“Again, Mr. Lee, T must comment upon
your refreshing frankness,” said the Head,
with some show of acidity “Are you tell-
ing me that my theory is dishonest? If so.
be good enough to say so in plain words

LR

Tap!

“Excuse me,” said Lee. “Come in!”
h’[‘he door opened, and Jimmy DPotts stood
there.

‘“Can I speak to the Head, sir?”” he asked
diffidently,

“You should not interrupt in this way,
Potts,” said Nelson Lee. *“However, if it
is important—"

“Please, sir, I

want to make a comn-

plaint!” panted Potts, running forward and |
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looking at the Head. " Harborough’s taken
all my books and thrown them out of the
study. I took them back, and he threw
them out again. And when I took them
back a second time, he threw me out as
well.”

Nelson Lee gave Potts a sharp look, and
the Head frowned.

“Why do you come to me with this absurd
complaint 7” he asked curtly.

“Didn’t you tell us to, sir?”’ asked
Jimmy. “Please, sir, what shall I do?”

“You will go!” replied Dr. Nicholls.
‘““And the boy who treated you so roughly
is named Harborough, I understand? I
will make a note of 1it, and deal with him
later,”

“Thank you, sir,” said Jimmy gratefully.

He dodged out, and the Head looked at
Nelson Lee.

“You see?” he said. “Here is a case in
point. This boy has been roughly treated
by another boy. I dare say Harborough is
somothing of a bully.”

“Unfortunately ti’:ere 13 nothing to justifv
vour assumption,” said Nelson Lee. * Potis
and Harborough are study-mates, and, 1
helieve, the best of friends. I am astonished
that Potts should have descended to sneak-
ing on such a trivial matter.”

“Sneaking |” frowned the Head. “I think
vou know, Mr, Lee, that T dislike the use
of that word.”

Tap !

“Come in!"” called Lee sharply

Tich Harborough walked in
looking somewhat dishevelled.

“Please, sir, my name’s Harborough,” bLe
said, addressing the Head point-blank. *I
want to complain about Potts and Travers,
sir, They’re my study-mates. ‘They've
locked my motor-bike up, and they won't
let me bave 1it.”

“Is 1t necnssarﬁ
me over such a t
angrily.

“Who else should I go to, sir?” asked
Tich. “Mr. Lee doesn’t like us to come 1o
him with such complaiats, but as I heard
you were here—-"

“Tnough!” interrupted the Iead. "Go
to a prefect and tell him to make these boys
givo you back your motor-cycle. You may
O
g"Timnk you, sir!” said Tich,
towards the door.

He bumped into Duncan, who was just
coming in. Outside Nelson Lee’s study there
was a big queue of juniors, all awaiting
their turn to make a complaint to the Head.

“Oh, I'm glad you're her2, sir.” sail
Duncan ecagerly, as he spotted Dr. Nicholls.
“Gresham borrowed my wateh, and won'
ive it back to me. Do you mind seeing
ﬁim, sir, and making him cough 1t np? He's
got a habit of using it for knocking i

»

He

WwWas

that you should come to
ing ?” demanded the Head

backing

tacks, and it doesn’t do the works any
good.”

Dr. Nicholls frowned.

“How dare you come to me with flese
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ridiculous trifles?” he asked sharply., *1
have never sanctioned any such liberties.”
“PBut what can I do, sir?” asked Duncan
blankly., “How can I make Gresham return
my watch? If T complain to a prefect he’ll
only laugh at me, and all the other fellows
treat it as a joke. You told us to come and
sneak to vou, sir, and weo've decided that
it’'s a good cure for our troubles”
“I will attend to Gresham!”

Head tartly. * You may go.”

Duncan departed, and the Head turned
to Nelson Lee again,

“T am sorry that these disturbances should
have occurred,” he said gruflly, “I did not
know that you permitted such liberties,
Mr. Lee.”

“T don't,” replied Lee dryly. “But the
boys have evidently found out that you are
here, and they are taking advantage of the
opportunity. I rather fancy they Lhave made
up their minds to take you a bit more
literally than you intended.”

“It proves, at all events, that there is a

reat deal of truth in my contention that the
oys are constantly suffering from petty
tyrannies which the ordinary rules do not
cover,” said the Head stif’ﬂ{+ “1 shall make
it my business to inquire fully into—"

Rap-rap!

“Come in!"” shouted the Head impaticntly.

Archie Glenthorne staggered in, looking

dazed.

“What-ho!” he said dizzily. “Thanks
frightfuly, sir, for issuing the good old
T mean, Pm m, what?”

said the

ivitation|

“What does this absurd boy want?” asked
tho Head tartly.

“The fact is, sir, I've a frightfully import.
ant complaint to make,” said Archie, pulling
himself together. “A couple of dashed
chappies—Brent and Russcll, to be exact—
have absolutely committed an offence of the
most poisonous deseripsh.”

“They have done what?" cjaculated Dr.
Nichol!s.

“Oh, rather!” said Archie. “My waist-
coat, sir. T mean, just because the good old
colonr scheme failed to appeal to them, they
smothered it with ink. A most frightful
pieco of frightfulness. Gaze upon it, sir!”

He came closer and displayed his waist-
coat. The Head winced slightly, adjusted
his glasses, and stared.

“I see no ink-stains!” he snapped.

“ Absolutely, sir.” said Archie. “Here—
and here—and here '”

~ The ink-stains were so trivial that the ¥ead
had not noticed them until Archie pointed
them out. But while they were perhaps
insignificant to Dr. Nicholls’ eve, they were
an offence to Archie.

“Nonsense ! said the Head sharply. “An
absurd complaint, young man! T shall take
no action whatever. You may go!”

“Oh, but T say—"

“Go "

“Oh, rather!
Archie feebly. *“T take it, dear old thing,
that you've given we the bird?” o

I see what you mean,” said1
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“You had better go, Glenthorne,” said
Nolson Lee gravely.

Archio looked sad, and departed. But if
the Head thought that he was going to have
a respite, ho was mistaken. De Valerie was
the next complainant, and he burst in
excitedly stating that Somerton was sprawl-
ing in the study with baggy trousers, an inky
collar, and with rents in his jacket.

“What of it?" asked the Head, amazed.

“I'm fed-up, sir!” said De Valerie.
“Somerton’s too careless. lle's a duke, sir—
but what does he éare?”

“A duke?" said the Head, looking at Lee.
“Ts this a—joke?”

“The Duke of Somerton is perhaps the
most careless boy in the Remove,” said
Nelson Lee, with a chuckle. “Careless in his
attire, that is. T have repeatedly taken him
to task over it, but all to no purpose. He 13
a good scholar, and a thoroughly deccent
fellow. I am sorry to hear that you have
quarrclled with him, De Valerie.”

“It’s not a quarrel, sir,” said De Valerie.
“But my evesight’s getting a bit strained. I
thought the ITead might be able to make
Somerton dig out another suit. You told us
to complain to you, sir,” he added, appealing
to the Head.

“I aid not tell you to come to me with such
preposterous trifltes as this!” retorted Dr.
Nicholls impatiently. “Leave this study at
once! How dare you? Such a complaint is
a sheer impertinence !”

De Valerie went, 1ocking rather done.

“These boys have developed a very sudden
desire for complaining, haven't they ?” asked
the Head suspiciously. “Is it possible, Mr.
Lice, that they are attempting to ridicule mny
orders?”

“T would prefer to express no opinion, sir,”
said Nelson Lee ecautiously.

He was convineed in his own mind that
Dr. Nicholls had hit tho nail on the head.
He was more convinced than ever during the
next fifteen minutes, for there was no peace
in that study. A constant procession of boys
flowed in and out, all “sneaking " on matters
of insignificance.

And the Ilead grew more and more
oxasperated.

CHAPTER 10.
Mr. Pycraft on the Scent!

‘g T°S working,
I Fullwood.

“The Head's having a pretty hot
time of it,” chuckled Harry Gresham.

A crowd of them was in the Ancient House
Comuwmon-room, and they were comparing
notes after their wvarious visits to Nelson
Lee's study.

Gore-Pearce & Co. were in the offing, and
the cads of Study A were beginning to look
suspicious. Gore-Pearce had “smelt a rat”
soon after the spoofers had commenced their
pProgramiue.

my sons!” grinned



THE ~NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY 2

Gore-Pearee, panie-stricken, did not realise thas his action was that ot a coward.

Momentarity

Nipper was helpless as he took off his coat, and in that second Gore-Pearce selzed his chance-

Crash !

“Look here, confound you!™ said Gore-
Pearce, striding forward. “What’s the idea
of all this? Why are you c¢haps making all
these complaints?”

Gresham looked at him coldly.

“Isn’t 1t what you advised us to do?” he
asked. “Aren’t you the Sneaks’ Champion?”

“If you're trying to be funny—"

“Cave!” came a gasp from the doorway.
“The Head’s coming !”

“What!™

Thero was a general ejaculation of con-
sternation. Instinctively the fellows felt that
something had run off the rails. Dr.
Morrison Nicholls came striding in, his brow
black, his eyes glinting with anger.

“Oh!"” be said, looking round. “A gather-
ing of some importance, I take it? Most of
the boys who have been complaining to wme
are here, 1 see.”

There was a silence.

“] have come to the conclusion that you
have deliberately attempted to hold me up to
ridicule,” continued the Head ominously.
“Ag first I did not perceive this. You think
it funny, no doubt, to act in this way? 1
trust you will think your punishment funny,
so that you may fully appreciate 1t.”

“Pup-punishment, sir?” asked somebody,
stammering

He brought his fist round and the blow caught Nipper full on the chin.

“Yes, punmishment!” thundered the Head.
“I have decided to scotch this absurd con-
spiracy at once. Your complaints are invalid
—every one of them. 1 am satisfied that
they were manufactured complaints.”

“But you told us to come to you, sir-—

“Wigth legitimate grievances — yes!”
snapped the Head. “But not with these
absurd trifles. Every boy who came to Mr,
Lee's study with a so-called complaint will
write five hundred lines, and I hope that
these boys will think twice before adopting
such tactics again.”

He strode out, and Nipper groaned.

“That's done 1t!” he said in a hollow

voice. “The jape's fizzled |”
“Jape?"” roared Gore-Pearce, with a start.

"Yes, jape—fathead!” said Handforth,
“By George! You didn’t think these fellows
were scrious, did you? You and your rotten
Reform Party are as small as ever. We were
only fooling you in the Lecture Halll”

“Fooling me?” babbled Gore-Pearce, with
a jump,

“Come to earth, my son,” said Nipper
gently, “You may think that you're Form
captain, but that’s only your imagination.
It was all a spoof—an attempt to ridicule
the Head’s plan. Unfortunately it secms to
have sprung a leak.”

L] ]
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ANDFORTH was inclined Lo be bitter
H about 1t.
“I'his 18 what comies of borrowing
ideas from giris!”™ he said tartly,
“Wo ought to have known better. Things
are worse than ever now.”

“Not worse, HHandy—but in just the saine
position,” sald Nipper. I dare say these
fellows with the unpots think the position 1s
worse, but that’s a projudiced point of view."”

“You chaps were wise to keep out of it,”
said Gresham, with a sniff.  “You wily
bounders !"

“But we didn't know the plan would go
wrong, protested Nipper. “Don't worry
about the lines—we’ll all lend a hand and
polish them off. I don't suppose Mr. Lee
will examine them any too carefully.”

It was an undeniable fact that Doris
Berkeley’s brilliant little schemo had mis-
carried, but, as Nipper said, it wasn’t her
fault. She had made tho suggestion in all
good faith. How could they have knowu
that the Head would “tumble ™ so quickly,
or that he would inflict punishment?

The whole thing was the Head's fault. He
had asked for complaiuts and ho had got
some. The least he could have done would
havo been to make some pretence of inquiring
mto them. The Remove felt that he had not
played the game.

“It only proves how hollow the whole
thing is,” said Nipper, shaking his head.
“In practico it fails, and the Head will find
that 1t'll fail just the sume even when 1t isn't
spoof.”

“And how long will it be before he finds it
out?” asked Handforth, with a sniff. "I
suppose weo've got to go through the whole
term like this?”

LAUDE GORE-PEARCIE was furious
‘ at first, but he guained much consola-
tion by gloating over the discomfiture
of Nipper & Co. It was a shock to
Claudoe to realise that he wasn't really the
Remove skipper, however, and that the
majority of his “supporters ” were mythical.
Still, he had a goodly few under his
banner, and more were likely to come after
the failure of the Old-Timers’ latest stunt.
“Upon the whole, there's nothing for us to
egrumble at,”" said Gore-Pearce, as hoe dis-
cussed the master with Culliver and Bell in
Study A. “Perhaps those fools won’t be so
cager to try anything like that again.”
“But they kidded you properly,
they 7" said Bell, grinning
Gore-Pearce scowled.
“Was I kidded any more than you?” he
retorted. ‘
“You're the leader—and I'm not.”
“Anybody would have been kidded!”
snapped Claude.  * low the deuce was I to
know "
; “The Head knew, didu't he?” asked Gul
Iver,
“That was totally different!” said Gore-
Pearce. *“*Anyhow, what's the good of juw-

didn't
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ing about Y Are you fuilows coming to
the village with met?”

“What for?™

“1I've got to sve that fellow, Poole.”

“Oh, the bookie?” said Bell, grinning,
“Want to get your money back, ech? Per-
haps you won't trust it to an idiot like
Hubbard again!”

“ He might have put ou. bets on, whether
he withheld his own moneyv or not,” grunted
Gore-Pearce. “That horse won this after-
noon. Just our luck! DPoole, of course, will
be as pleased as Punch.”

Gore-Pearce soon found that his cronies

COMING NEXT WEEK!

T

..........

were not anxious to go to the village, Tho
sky was a bit cloudy, and a shower
threatened. So they preferred not to risk
it. Gore-Pearce went down alone.

When he arrived at the White Harp ho
cased his pace, and strolled along casualiy.
Then, seizing his opportunity, he dodged
rapidly through the doorway, and vanished.
It was alwayvs a risky business to enter
these sort of establishments during daylight,
Masters and prefeets were greatly preju-
diced against any such moves.

Gore-Pearce congratulated himself that
evervthing was all right; but he had
reckoned without Mr, Iloraco Pyceraft,

The master of the Iourth Form wa

gonerally on the look-out for victims, and,
although he had a special liking for Gore-
’earce—Gore-Pearce being a millionaire’s
son—he failed to recognise tho figure at tho
distance, Ior Mr, DIycraft was standing in
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the little window of the ocobbler’s, some
little distance up the village street. A nail
was troubling him, and he was having it

knocked down. And he had distinctly seen
a St. Frank’s boy dodge into the White
Harp. It was ore-Pearce’s misfortune

that Mr. Pycraft should have been looking
out of the window at that particular
second.

“Good gracious !’ said Mr, Pycraft.

“Pandon, sir?"” said the cobbler, looking
up from bLebhind his little counter. “There
you are, My, Pyoraft, sir. 1 expect that’ll
be more c¢omfortable.”

ANANLAIY ATLANAN, ARAS AN, ARANANAN

“SCORNED BY
THE SCHOOL!"

Poor old Nipper !

He’s faced with the everlasting disgrace
of expulsion, and it’s all through Gore-
Pearce. Will Gore-Pearce be brought
to book, or will Nipper have to suffer the
extreme penalty ?

In the meantime, St. Frank’s turns
against its Iormer popular Junior sklpper.
The fellows jeer at him ; they cut him ;
even the fags pelt him with mud. The
whole scheol is against him, exeept a lew
of his staunchest chums. Nipper has a hard
—a very hard—time of it !

Look out for this powerlul long yarn
next Wednesday, chums. You’li thoroughly
enjoy every chapter of It.

“RIVALS OF THE
BLUE CRUSADERS!”

More exeiting chapters of our football
and dirt-track raeing serial, written by
popular Edwy Searles Brooks.

“How much ¥’ panted Mr, Pycraft.

“Twopence to you, sir.”

Mr. Pyeraft paid %rudgingly. He con-
sidered that the cobbler should have per-
formed the little service for nothing, He
had forgotten, perhaps, that he took all
his repair work to Bannington,

He slipped his shoe on, laced it, and
rushed out of the shop. Then, at the
double, he raced along to the White Harp,
which was at the end of the village, not far
from the Stowe bridge.

Mr., Pyeraft was like a hound on the
scent. He had not forgotten that earlier
incident! ¥le had not forgotten how Nipper

had been flogged for entering the White
Harp, and he had a secret hope that Nipper
was the emlprit again., Mr. Pyeraft had
never had any great love for the cheery Re-
move captain.

ITad hLe knewn that

(‘lande Gore-Pearce

-
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was the actual caller, it 1s quite possible
that he would have walked straight past,
It ia to be feared that Mr. Pycraft’s sense

of duty was warped by his inclinations for
toadying towards the " bloods.”
But he didn't know, and he rushed

straight into the White Harp without warn-
ing.d Not that Gore-Pearce was discovered,.

r. Pycraft was unfortunate enough to
collide with a large gentleman in corduroys
who had just emerged from the bar-parlour,
and as this gentleman was carrying a spade
under his arm, and the handle of it caught
Mr. Pycraft a crack on the elbow, a loud
protest arose.

“What do you mean, fellow, by bringin
spades into such a place as this?” anappeg
Mr. Pycraft. “Yon might have injured
e !

“In a ’urry, ain't you?” the
gentleman in corduroys.

Inside, Gore-Pearce jumped about a foot
into the air.

“Gad!” he panted.
our masters!”

Mr. Poole—one of the sportive gentlemen
whom Hubbard had interviewed on that pre-
vious occasion—was a man of swift thought,
ﬁ.:ing a racchorse habitue, he had reason to

“Under the table, kid—quick!” he mut-
tered.

(Gore-Pearce lost no time, but he did not
select the table, good as the suggestion was,
There was a wide seat running along one
wall of the bar-parlour, with the front of
it covered by a faded valance. He dived
under like a rabbit, and Mr. Poole nodded
approvingly.

“The kid’s got brains!” he grinned, to
Mr. Porlock, the landlord, on the other side
of the bar.

The landlord was in full agreement with
this manceuvre. He did not want to got
into any trouble with the §St. Frank’s
authorities. The next moment Mr. Pycraft
was inside, looking round with cagle eyes.

“Tost something 7"’ asked Mr. Porlock sar-
castically.

“Where is that boy ?"" demanded the Form-
master,

“Boy? Which boy?”

“T saw a SQt, Frank’s boy entev this
establishment—not four minutes ago!” raid
Mr. Pyeraft, “Since then I have not taken
my eves off the place. I think you know
perfectly well, Porlock, that the St. Frank’s
bovs are not allowed to enter this——"

“Here, just a minute!” interrupted the
landlord unpleasantly. “Hadn’t vou better
be careful of your facts before you start
saving things like that? There’'s no St.
Frank’s bov here—never has been.”

“Rubbish ! said Mr. Pycraft sharply, “I
saw him enter.”

“1 ask you, Bill” Mr. Porleck,
appealing to Mr, Poole.

“Me?” said the bookie. “I ain’t seen no
schoolboy in here. I thought this gent was
having a bit of fun with himself.”

“¥Vou are attempting to conceal something
from me,” said Mr. Pycraft suspieiously.

retorted

“It’s Pycraft—one of

said
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“I have every rcason to believe that the
boy was Hamilton, and it will go hard with
you, Porlock, if you are coucealing him from
me, It might even lead to your licence
bemg withdrawn,”

Mr. Poriock knew
was to biuff.

“Look hcre, Mr, Pyeraft,” he said, lean-
g over the bar, and speaking with de-
liberate unpleasantness, “before you make
any more of these accusations you'd better

that his omnly course

bo cortain of vour facts! ESUH? I told you
that before, but you don’t secin to 'ave
'eard. Thero's no St Frank’s boy 'ero!

Would vou like to search the place?”

“Certainly not!” said Mr. Pycraft, dis-

comfited. *““All I can say 1s that I cannot
widerstand it. I swear that 1 saw the
boy e

“I don't allow no swearin' on these pre-
m!is::_'s.“ interrupted Mr., LDPorlock sarcastic-
ally,

“Really ! protested Mr, Pycraft, *“Ilow
dare you?”

“QGood cvenin’ sir,” said the landlord, turn.
ing his back.

Mr. Pyeraft pursed his lips, and strode
sut of the inn. e was somewhat startled
when he beheld Dr. Morrison Nicholls only

a hundred yards away!

CHAPTER 11,
Nipper Knocked Outl

8 QOD-EVENING, sir,” said Mr. Py-
G cralt defipntly.
Dr, Nicholls dis-
approval,
“If 1t is really nccessary for you to ob-
tain refreshment, Mr. Pycraft, I do wish

looked  his

yvou would seleet one of the othor 1nns—
N ] y oy F
the George, for preference,” he said. I'ho

(reorge iz, 1 undorstand, a thoroughly re-
spectable hostelry.”

Mr. Pveraft went red with excitement and
indignation.

“I hope you don't think [ was drinking
in this disreputable place, sir?” he asked
hotly. " Good gracious! What an appal-
ling inisrepresentation |

“A natural assumption, Mr,
Pycraft 7

“Perhaps so, sir—but I can assure you
that I merely entered this inn in the further-
ance of my duty,” said the Form-master.
“I am convinced that 1 saw omne of our
junior boys entering the White Harp. |
naturally went inte make inquiries—much
as 1 detest any such task.”

“1 apologise, Mr. Pyeraft, 11 1 formed
a  wrong opiluion,” said the headmaster
gravely  * You saw a St. Frank's boy enter-
ing this place? Again, ch? I can sce thar
I shall have to be more drastic,”

“You are thinking of young Hamilton?”
asked Mr Pyecraft cunningly. "I, too, be-
lieve that it was Hamilton whom I saw,
But, apparently, he got warmng of my ap-
proach. and no doubt he escaped by the
rear door. A pity, sir. A boy who dcfies
you so grossly should be sharply dealt with.”

surely,
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“Are you sure that this boy was tlamil
ton?"”

“No, sir, I'm not,” replied Mr, Pycraft

promptly, “But I will say that his figure
was reminiscont of Hamilton's, and that
he was about the same size and build., It 1s

quite useless to enter tho place, for the land-
lord has assured me that no boy was in
the place. Not that we can accept ms
word for that.”

“I'm afraid we shall have to,” said Dr.
Nicholls, **We cannot forcibly scarch the
building, or, indeed, compel the landlord to
oblige us in any way. You are coming into
the village, Mr., Pyeraft?”

Thoy walked off, and Mr. Poole, at the
bar-parlour window, gave the all-elcar
signal,

i NTERFERING  busybodyi”  said

I Gore-Pearce, dusting himself down,

after he had crawled out. ‘' Thanks

for keeping mum about me.,”
s« “Thanks for nothing!” grunted Mr. Por-
lock. “Do you think want to get into
trouble? You'd best get off these premises,
voung gent, while the coast 1s clear. I'vo
warned you against comin’ here during
ordinary hours, It ain't safe.”

“How was I to know that Pyecraft was
nosing about?’ asked (ore-Pearce. *'Thank
goodness he suspects Iamilton, and not me.
Well, T want that money of mine, Poole.”

“Money ?” said Bill Poole. *“It was never
put on.”

“I know that, worse luck—but you've got
some money of mine, all the same,” said
Gore-Pearce. ““And while I'm here I'll takeo
a flask of whisky, I'm giving a bit of a
party to-night.”

“Young rips, arcn’t you?” grinned DMr,
Porlock.

Gore-Pearco soon setiled his husiness. He,
too, wanted to get off the premises as
quickly as possible, The dusk was gathering
now, but it was not vet quite dark, and he
knew that Dr, Nicholls and Mr, Pycraft wero
still in the village. They might be coming
back at any moment, and they were certain
to cast suspicious glances at thoe White
Harp.

He left by means of the back door, dodged
round an alley, and joined the road again
near the bridge., He was safe enough here,
and lie realised {hat ho bad been a tool not
to go in by the back way in the first place,

I‘f‘Oh, well, I'mm safo enough,” he told him-
sclf, :

IIo patted the flask of whisky in his pocket.
He bad planned a little spree that night
after lights-out. IIe did not actually want
the liquor for himself, but Sinclair of the
Sixth and Grayson of the Fifth had promised
tc come, and they might think the party
rather tame unless there was some whisky
and soda on the board. Gore-I’earco, rascal
though be was, was not addicted to
intosteants.

Pachaps it was ill-chance which led Nipper
to eome down the lane at this particular
hrer—and alone, tvo. Owing to the excite



THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL

ments of the evening Nipper had neglected
to post a letter, and as he particularly wanted
it to go ihat evening his only course was
to run down to the post office with it,

He made as if 1o pass Gore-Pearce without
even looking at him, but the cad of the Re-
mwove halted in his tracks, and clevated his
eyehrows in a supereilious manner.

“8So yow've got time to come for a stroll,
eh 7" he said sourly. *“I thought you'd be
busy on your five hundred lines,”

"It may please vou to gloat over that,
Gore-Pearce, but vou won't gloat for
long,” replied Nipper good-naturedly. * You
haven’t come out of this evening’s affair so
briliiantly wvourself, cither., I rather think
it's a case of honours even. We both failed.

“You'll keep on failing, too,” said Gore-
Pearce. *Why, you idiot, you don’t stand a
chanee! The Head's on my side, and he's
proved this evening that he's not going to
stand any rot from you Old-Timers.”

“If you weren't such a humbug, Gore-
P'eavce, thero might be some hope for your
cause,”  said Nipper bluntly. “I believe
yvou're kidding yourself that you're sincere.
But the Head alone can’t bring this thing
off, Ie's not only up against the majority
of the fellows, but Mr, Lee and My, Crowell
and nearly all the other masters are against
the move, too.™

{iore-Pearce sneered,

“Tm glad you mentioned Mr. Lee!
suid pointedly,

“What do you mean by that 77

“You know what I mean!” taunted Gore-
Peavec, .

“You insinnating rotter!” shouted Nipper,
Josing his temper. " Are vou suggesting that
Mr. Lee gives me special treatment 7V

“T'm not only suggesting it, but it’'s a
fact!” sneered Gore-Pearce, “He's your
precious guv'nor '—your guardian. ke
takes jolly good care to wink at the things
he doesn’t want to see, and he doesn’t want

12

he

to sce anything that lhis favourites do
wrong.” |
“You Iying rotter!” shouted Nipper.

“What about thiat flogging I had? Did M.

I.ee try to protect me there 7”

“T'1I1 bet he did!” said Gore-Pearce.
the Head was one too many for him!”

“We're quite alone in this lane, Gore-
Pearce,” said Nipper grimly. “This is a
golden opportunity. We'll have a bit of a
fight. To be exact, I'm going to give you a
thundering good Inding! Put up your
hands!”

“Hang you, l'm not going
ejaculated Gore-Pearce in alarmn.

“Aren’t you? We'll see about that!”
snapped Nipper. “I'm going to tecach wvou
that you can’t slander Mr. Lec in my hearing,

[ BLIt

to fight!”

Off with your coat, confound you!”
Nipper commenced removing his own
acket as an earnest of his intentions, Gore-

’earce was dumbfounded. He knew that he
stood no chanco in a scrap with the Remove
captain,  He rather wished he had not pre-

l
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apitated this encounter.  And then, in thad
second, he saw an opportunity. .

Only he, Perhaps, would bhave scen' it-- for
1t was a cad's opportunity,

For a split sccond, as Nipper had bis jacket
half off, he was helpless. He was at Gore-
Pearce’s merey, and in that flash. Gore-
Pearce, desperate with alarm, acted,

Crash!

He brought his fist round, and ail {he
strength of his body was behind it. 'The
mean, cowardly blow caught Nipper on the
point of the chin. He saw the thing coming,
and he attempted to avoid it. Therc was an
expression of startled amazement in his eves.
In that fraction of a second he ~was
bezvildercd by  Gore-Pearce’s cowardly
act.

Then the blow went home, and Nippoer was
nearly lifted clean off his feat. He crashed
on his back, his arms still held helpless hy
the half-remnoved jacket, and he remained
there, utterly still, Gore-Pearce’s face wa-
screwed up with agony. His kpucklos ot
atroctously, and his arm was numbed to 1he
very shoulder.

“Get up!” he snparled.
lilke that, hang you!”

Now that the evil moment was over he
was aghast., He hadn’t reahsed what force
he had put into that blow. But the pain in
his arm told him. He stared down at Nippur
in fresh alarm,

“Why don't you get up ?”’ he panted. -

But lLe knew well enough why Nipper did
not get up. Nipper was “out.” CGore-
Pearce was terrified at the resalt of lis
savage 1mpulse. At the same moment he
heard voices 1n the distance—men’s voices,

Frantically he grabbed Nipper, hauled him
on to the grass, and then he realised 1hat
he wonld never have fime to drag him
through the hedge, as he had intended. 'The
footsteps were only just round the bend; and
now, to his fresh consternation. he recognised
the voices of Dr. Nicholls and Mr, Pyorait,

He bad, perhaps, twenty seconds in which
to make his own c:zcape-—-and it would take
him a full minute to get Nipper out of sight,
Forty seconds short of the time he needed!

He made as if to dash towards the nearest
gap. Then he halted, his thoughts tukimg a
fresh turn. He remembered Mv. Pyerait’s
dash into the White Harp—and Mr. Pyevaft’s
suspicions. In his extremity his brain worked
like lightning, ; :

He realised that if Nipper was found like
this—obviously struck down while pecling ofi
his jacket—thero would be an inquiry. And
he recalled that he had a flask of whizkv In
his pocket. .

It took hLum just five sceonds te withdraw
the cork. swamp Nipper's face with a
quantity of the spirit, and to Jdrop the hottle
on his chest. Then he vanished through the
hedge like a shadow in the dnsk. He
crouched down behind the bushes, not diaring
to move away. His only chance was to hLie
low, :

“Don’t lay there
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I* Gore-Pearce had had time to think the
I thing out, he might not have done it.
He was several kinds of a rascal, but he
might have been appalled at the evil
nature of his scheme. It had been conceived
in an extremity, however, and it had been
execeuted on the spur of the moment. The
willionaire’s son had had no time to consider
~—to weigh up one way or the other.

That whisky helped Gore-FPearce's rascally
trick in more ways than one. For the raw
spirit had the effect of half reviving Nipper
from his stupor. Ie therefore presented a
far greater figure of guilt than might other-
wise have been the case.

When the Head and Mr., Pyeraft came
round the bend they beheld a dim figure sit-
ting up in the grass, apparently struggling
with his jacket. By the time tho two masters
came up, however, Nipper's jacket was on,
and Nipper himseclf was sitting there, dull-
cyed and dizzy.

“What are yvou doing there, young man?”
asked Dr. Nicholls, peering through the
dusk. “Upon my word! Some of you boys
are outrageously careless! Do you want to
get yonr death of cold, sitting in that damp

Nipper, still suffering severely from the
cffects of that knock-out, heard the voice
as thﬂulgh from a great distance.

(21 I_ e S

He tried to speak, but it was difficult,
His jaw hurt him severely, and he was stll
S0 }dnmd that he couldn't form any words,
cither,

“Tt is Hamilton, of the Remove!"” said
NMr. Pyervaft, going nearer, “The boy ap-
pears to be injured in some way. Can you
sce his bievele, sir? Tt occurs to me that
he might have fallen——"

Mr. Pycraft broke off abruptly, snifing the
air hike a bloodhound.

“(iood heavens!” he ejaculated.
Whisky! 'The boy reeks of it!”

“Nonsense, Mr: Pycraft!” said the IHead
~sharply. “Impossible !”

“But T tell you Ah! Look at this!”
barked Mr. Pveraft, as he pounced upon the
whisky flask. “I was right, sirl A spirit
flask! The wretched boy has been—imbib-
ing. IHe is intoxicated.”

Dr. Nicholls shuddered.

“Horrible—horrible!”  ho  =aid,
genuine  distress.  “Good  heavens,
Pyeraft, what an appalling thing!”

And who could blame those two masters
for coming to this conclusion? It was so
palpably and absolutely obvious, There was
Nipper, helpless in the grass, alone. Not
another soul was within sight., He was
dazed and incoherent, and in his lap was a
half-empty flask.

Was there any loophole out of this net of
circumstantial ¢vidence? One, perhaps! If
Nipper sneaked on Gore-Pearce thero would
unquestionably be an inquiry, and during
the course of such an inquiry the truth
would equally unquestionably come out,

But woeuld Nipper sncak?

“ Spirits!

with
Mr.
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CHAPTER 12,
The Closing Net!

R. PYORAFT sighed.
“I am afraid I was right, sir,”

he said, with insincere sadness 1n

his voice. ““There can be no doubt

that the boy [ saw entering the White Harp
was Hamilton, as I suspected.”

Mr. Pycraft, cager as he was to think

badly of Nipper, could not really be blamed
for yumping to this conclusion.

“It is eertainly most significant,” said tho
Head  “You thought you saw Hamilton
entering the inn, and now we find the boy
here, recking of drink. I amm very much
afraid it 15 a case of two and two making
four, Mr. Pyeraft. I shail, of course, make
the fullest possible inquiries.”

“In the meantime, what shall we do
this boy?”

“We must take him to the school,”
the Head. “I think we can manage him
between us,  Come, my boy., We will help
vou. No, do not attempt to speak now.
You must rest first, You must—ahem !—
become sobered.”

Nipper was just beginning to realise that
the two blobs in front of him belonged to
the Head and Mr., Pycraft. His head was
wracked with pain, and his jaw felt as
though it was broken. Yet when he moved
it he was re-assured.

He wondered why there was such an
awful smell of whisky all over the place,
and it was with something of a shock that
ho suddenly saw a flask in his lap.

“Come!” said the Head impaticntly.

Nipper felt himself dragged to his feet,
Ho fried to steady himseli., He swayed.
Deadly evidence!

“It's all right, sir—T'll be O0.K. in a
minute,” muttered the junior skipper.
“Pleasec don't hold me, sir.”

“Take no notice, Mr. Pyeraft,” murmured
the Head. “I am thankful that it is nearly
dark. Let us hope we can smuggle him
indoors without being observed. This is u
terrible disgrace—or will be if it becomes
publicly known.”

“Why, what are you thinking, sic?”
Nipper, his brain clearing rapidly.

“Be silent!” said the Hcead sternly.

He would not allow Nipper to speak. He
and Mr, Pycraft succeeded in getting the
Removite into the school grounds, In the
meantimoe Claude Gore-Pearce, his heart
thwinping madly against his ribs, had dashed
across the ficlds. Thus he was lounging in
the Triangle when the Ltwo masters arrived.

Gore-Pearce had taken good care to call
Gulliver and DBell and a few more of his
adherents  inlo  the Triangle. Claude
was still wildly excited, although he cleverly
concealed this fact from the others, No
remorse came to hun vet—if it ever would.
But he saw wo recason why there should not
be an audience on hand,

with

sald

asked
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Aud a large andience it was, too!
By the tine Nipper had been led half-
way ucross the Triangle, the Reformers had

shonted the startling news into all the
pascages and  studies and Common-rooms,
and  fellows were streaming out in their
dozens,

To say that a sensation was caused would
he putting it mildly. Everybody was press
ing round, asking questions and trying to
obtain information. Somebody suggested
that there was a reek of whisky in the air,
and after that there was another sensation.

(Gore-Pearce cunningly affected to know
nothing, It was not he who mentioned the
fact. He was, indeed, one of the first to
scof at the suggestion. But once the
rumour had started, it gained rapid ground.

“It’s as clear as daylight!’ said Doyle,
of the West House, after the masters had
disappeared through Big Arch with then

charge. “The chap can’t walk straight!
I1e was blotto!”’

“What’s  that?”  yoared  Ilandforth.
“Who’s saying that Nipper was squiffy?

I’ve never heard such rol! Ile must have
met with an accident.”

“Anyhow, he wasn't intoxicated,”
Reggie Pitt stoutly, You’ll never
me believe a mad thing hike that!”

IN Dr. Nicholls’ study Nipper had

Aiidh
make

sufficiently recovered to be questioned.
By this time he fully understood what

was suspected, and he was  fearfully’
startled about it, particularly so when ' he
appreciated  the debicacy of his  position.

What explanation ocould he give?

“1 had intended making you have a sleep
first, Hamilton,” said Dr. Nicholls quietly.
“But perhaps the shock has served the
same purpose. The shook of discovery.
Before | make any comment whatsoever, |
would like you to give me youvr own
explanation.”’

Nipper was sitting in the easy-chair, dusty
and untidy. His collar was crumpled and
limp; his chin was a bit pufly, and there
was a dull look in his eyes, too.

“That’s very fair of you, sir,'”" he said
quietly. “‘I’m afraid I cannot tell you much.
I met sowmnebody in the lane, and wc had
a bit of a quarrel. He knocked me down
before I was veady. That’s all, six.”

“Al?”’ said the Head sharply, ““What
do you mean? Surely, Hamilton, you cannot
expect me to believe such an unconvincing
stutemnent as this? You say that you met
somebody in the lane?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Who was it?”

"1 caunot tell you, sir,”

“Do you mean that you don’t know whae
it was ¥’

“I know who it was, sir, but I'd rather
not say any more,” replied Nipper awk
wardly. “‘It’s up to the other to come
forward and explain what happened.”

“But you dre not going to give him away,
eh 7’ said the lead grimly.
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your prineiples, yvoung man? YVery plaueible,
but you cannot hoodwink me so easily,

am amazed that you should attempt to throw
dust into my eyes by such a palpably untrue
statement.”

“1t’z pot untrue, sir.”

“1 am suggesting to you, Hamilton, that
there was no other person in the lane-—that
you werce not knocked down by this miythical
nerson—but that you were foolish enovugh to

artake heavily of whisky,”” said the Head

arshly. “Have you forgotten the circum-
stances in which you were found ¥’

Nipper was looking rather pale.

“I suppose they were pretty suspicions,
siv,” he said quietly. :

“My. Pycraft and myself found yon lyin
in the grass, helpless,”’ continued the lhﬁ&&‘
“You recked of spirits, and a fask
was in your lap. There was no other soul
in sight. And Mr. Pycraft earlier had scen
you entering the White Harp Inn. Now do
you refuse to admit your guilt?”’

Nipper opened his eyes wider at this,

“Let me get this righty siv,”” he sail
blankly.,  *“You say that Mr, Pyeraft saw
me euntering the White Harp Inn--this cven-
it,}g?‘!

“I certainly did!’ cut in Mr. Pyeraft. who
was still there, ‘1 will admit I was doubt-
ful of your identity at the time, but with
this additional evidence the inference is per-
feetly clear.”

“1 wasn’t in the mmn, sir, I haven’t been
to the village this evening,”” said Nipper
steadily. ‘1 was on my way there when 1
met--—-  Vehen I had that bit of trouble.”™

“The boy 13 impossible,”” said Mr. Pycraft
impatiently. **With the evidence as clear as
daylight in front of us, he still pretends that
he was knocked down by some 1magmary
person, Not that we need be surprised,” he
added, shrugging his shoulders. **No doubt
the boy really believes it. 1 have heard that
one is apt to have these hallucinations when
under the influence of spirits.”

Dr. Nicholls had been thinking precisely
the same thing.

“We will at least give you the credit,
Hamilton, of believing that you think your
story of an encounter is true,”’ said the
Head gently. “That it is untrue, T have
no doubt, As for your visit to the While
Harp Inn, I shall take immediate steps to
verify that visit,”’

“Then I wish you'd go yvourself, siv,”
Nipper earnestly.

It was impossible for Mr. Pyeraft to be
unsware of the imputation.

“You see, sir,”’ he said sowrly, ‘“the boy
i nnplving that I cannot be trusted. Really,
1 must protest——"

“The boy i1s right, Mr. Pycraft,” said the
Head. *"His wh{:%e future depends upon this
inquiry, I would not dream of sending a
subordinate on such a mission. T shall go
to the White Harp Inn myself at once. Mr.
Porlock, I fancy, will not dare to trifle with
me!" he added grimly.

Nipper felt slightly relieved.  The Head

L

smid
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was an exccedingly fair man. IIe was not
going to accuse Nipper until he had his
evidence completed—complete though 1t
alrcady seemed,

ELSON LEE went down to the White
N Harp with Dr. Nicholls,
The Housemaster-detective  had
arrived 1n the Head's study, deeply
concerned and icily cool. He had heard
rumours, and in the Head's study -he heard
the full story. He remained icily cool.
“You may rest assurcd, Nipper, that we’l]
get to the truth of ts matter,” he said
confidently, “You baud better remain here
until we return—that 1s, if Dr. Nicholls will
permit you to——"
“Dy all means,” said the Head.
going to suggest the same thing.”
Outside, the Head gave Lee a curious
glanco,
“You believe the boy to be innocent?”
he asked, as they walked.
“1 Lknow he is innocent,” said Lee
(prietly,
“But, my dear. sir——
“I know Nipper better than you do, Dr.
Nicholls,” cvt in Lee., “The suggestion that
he should get intoxicated is fantastic. Yet
I grant that the circumstances are exception-
ally suspicious, and a full inquiry is abso-
lutely necessary.”

“1 was

" “}’uu have & wonderful faith in this
oy.
**I have reason to,” replied Lee. *I am

also acquainted, Dr. Nicholls, with the in-
tricacies of circumstantial evidence. T'o my
mind, there isn’t the slightest doubt that
the youngster told you the truth., He was
knocked down by somebody, and his sense
of honour prevents him from giving you
the name. 1 believe him implicitly., Some-
body has played a low-down trick on him.”

“But who?” asked the Head, startled.
“Who could have done such o dastardly
thing? What becomes of your theory, Mr.
Lee, when we consider the evidence?
Heaven forbid that I should accuse the boy
unjustly, but, for the life of me, I cannot
agres with your own view !”

“Let us wait until we have wvisited the
White Harp,” said Lee shortly:

He experienced a shock at the White
Harp. '
Mr. Porlock was startled at first, then

embarrassed, and finally informative.
_ “We wasn’t goin’ to say anything about
it. but if the boy was fool enough to—-—"

“Who was this boy ?” asked Dr. Nicholls
impatiently.

“Who?” said Mr, Porlock, staring. * Why,
Hamilton, of course!”

“Look here, Mr. Porlock, you’d better be
very carceful)” said Nelson Lee grimly. “ You
say that Hamilton came into this establish-
ment?  You're absolutely certain that the
boy was Hamilton 7

Mr. Porlock opened the door of the private
parlour, where they were standing.

“Bill!” he called briefly, ’

_ Mr. Poole, who had evidently waited, came
111,
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“Who was that St. Frank’s kid who came
here this evenin’?” asked the landlord.
“The one I pitched out through the back
door, and you went after?"”

“Why, young Hamilton, of course,’
Mr. Poole promptly.

The landlord shrugged his shoulders.

“You see, gents? I amn't told you any
lies, Why should I?”

Nelson Lee seized PPoole by the shoulder.

“If vou have been lying—and I won't say
what I think of your statement—you will
rogret it, my friend,” he said. **Come, Dr,
Nicholls, it 1s obviously necedless for us to
remain bere any longer.”

Mr. Bill Poole, who had felt so confident a
minute earlier, now experienced a spasm of
acute apprehension. Inwardly, ho cursed
Claude Goro-PPearce. There had been sone-
thing in Nelson Lec's tone which positively
frightened him. '

Outside, the Head gave a sigh,

“I was afraid of this, Mr. Lee,” he said
unhappily. .

“There’'s been some trickery here!” mut-
tered Lee, as they walked along.

“BSurely you cannot still believe that
Hamilton is innocent !’ protested the Iead.
“T'his last picce of evidenco is absolutely
indisputable, It dovetails with the rest.
Really, Mr. Lee, I can only assume that
vour faith has led you to blind your eyes
to the palpable truth.”

“1 shall, of course, raise no objection to
the punishment that you deem it nccessary
to infliet,” said Nelson Leo quietly; “but
ono day, Dr. Nicholls, 1 hope to simw you
that my faith is not so misplaced as you
imagine,”

T 8St. Frank's, Claude GQGore-Pearce

A was scared—scarcd by the success

of his evil impulse. He had taken

good care to 'phone Mr, Porlock—to

warn Inm that an inquiry would come—to

suggest a way in which IPorlock himself

could appear guiltless, 'The rascally land-

lord had not hesitated to promise that he
would give Nipper’s name.

And now the Remove skipper was caught
in the net. There scemed to be no possible
escape for him. The circumstantial evidence
was complete,

When rumours of the affair floated througn
the school, there was consternation amongst
the ranks of the Old-Timers. Leaderless,
what could they do? For it was taken for
granted that Nipper would be expelled. Bug
would he? Dr. Morrison Nicholls had
already proved himself to be a man with
new ideas.

Perhaps ho would have new ideas for deal-
ing with Nippor !

THE END.

»

said

(Next week's dramatic warn, entitled :
“Scorned by the School!” is perhaps the
hest of the present series. Make sure you
don't miss reading this magnificent yarn—
order your ncxt Wednesday's issue of the
Old Papcr now.)
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- of the cricketers according to the voting of all competitors.

Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah! |
|

NELSON LEE READER |
WINS “JAMES” BICYCLE |

§ » " . _ +
Result of “ Cricketers ™ Voting Competition

Is YOUR Name Amongst the Prizewinners?

In this contest no competitor correctly forecast the order of popularity

The fully
equipped “ JAMES "™ BICYCLE has been awarded to:—

A. Ludgate, ‘“Namur,”” Northern Woods,
nr. HIGH WYCOMBE, Bucks.

whose forecast containing eight correctly placed names, came nearest
to correct,

AL LR R LR DR R AR

THE TWELVE “HOBBS’” BATS

have been awarded to the following rcaders whose efforts came next in ?
order of merit :—

L. Brackley, 3, Cotton Mill Crescent, St,
Albans, Herts,

S. Chapman, Ringstead, Eastfield, Peter- H.
borough.

W. Maidment, Jnr., 22, California Road, New |
Malden, Surrey. P
C. Moule, New Villas, Sewards End,
Saffron Walden, Essex, :
W. Phillips, Buntingsdale, Market Drayton, }

D. Dobson, 82, Borough Road, Darlingtnn.
C. B. Hall, 77, Cauldwell Hall Road, Ipswich.,
P HEar;ng, 16, Louisa Gardens, Mile End,
A, ] 'l"iiﬂyer, I, Green Lane, Shortheath

Farnham, Surrey.

i

The order of popularity of the cricketers was as follows :(—

{. Hobbs. 5. Sutchife. 9, Jardine l
2. Hammond. 6. Larwood. 10, Tate.

3. Chapman. 7. White. 1. Ames,

4. Hendren. 8. Duckworth. 12, Leyland.

Salop.
S, Semple, Inr., Moor Street, Flushing, nr. |}
FFalmouth. ’
]. M. Smith, 11, Monument Road. Wiean.
K. Y'\,'E’m%%’ 131, Goldhawk Road, London,
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THRILLS GALORE IN THIS WEEK'S FINE INSTALMENT. CHUMS!

BROOKS. -

T'he future seems bright for Rex Carrington.

clutches, and bis injured foot s practically betier. But Rex bas under-

estimated the rascality of Peler Burke—and that worthy is out for bis
revenge !

His Last Race ! |

i OP-HOLE!” said Rex Carrington
approviugly.
“Not bad, eh?"” smiled Corcoran.

The Blues had moved into their
new quarters, at the Stronghold, and the
players were delighted to find everything
splendidly equipped for their comfort and
convenience,

Special quarters had been provided for
them in the great main building—which was
club house, gencral offices, and grandstand
eombined. It was a vast concreto structure,
streteching not wmerely the whole length of
the field, but curving round the ends, too.
The other side was to be filled in with
another covered stand, so that even the
“bob " patrons would "be fully protected
from all weather conditions.

The great enterprise was
pleted. Workmen were still busy in vast
throngs. Scaffolding was everywhere, and
the scene was one of continuons industry.

Yot, thronghout it all, the piteh itself had
rematined free, and the public had always
found plenty of accomumodation on match

not yet com-

days. The improvements were being made
without any interference with the elub's
programime,

Now, to-day. the players’ private quarters
were ready for oceupation. There were
comfortable bed-roons, with - bath-rooms
attached; a fine smoking-room, a library,
billinrds-room and every other up-to-date
eppointment. The gymnasium was the finest
the Blues had ever seen.

“Any fellow who thinks of leaving the

elub must be dotiv ™ said Tatty Fowkes

L

He's now out of Burke’s

vehemently. “ Ilow many elubs give their
i‘)Iuyers all these advantages? By glory!
Ialf the professionals in the League will be
fighting to find a place in the Blues' team !”
Rex Carrington grinned.
“That's one for me, I he
murmured.
“If the cap fits, you can wear it,"” grunted

suppose 7"’

Fatty. ‘“Anyhow, you've been talking long
enough about leaving the club, haven’t
you? DPerhaps you’ll change your mind
now ?"

“I changed it beforo I saw all this, Fatty
—as you know,” replied Rex.

Fatty nodded. He was thinking of that
unexpected littlo weeting with Rex on the
St. Frank’s playing fields, at dead of night,
when he hufr surprised Rex kicking a foot-
ball about all by himself,

IFatty, true to his promise, had npot
breathed a word to anybody. DMr, Ulysses
Piccombe and all the other players took it
for granted that Rex was delinitely crocked,
and that he would not be able to play again
during the brief remaining weecks of this
reason.

But Fatty knew better. He had grinned
that day when Rex had limped more pain-
fully than ever, using a heavy stick to aid
him. Tatty knew well enough that the
stick was unnecessary, and that the limp
was exaggerated. It was Rex’s whim to fool
Mr. Piccombe—and to spring his surprise on
the day of the Denton City match.

Rex, like all the other players, had
shifted into the new quarters. They hadl
sald good-bye to St. IFrank’s, and only just
in time., because the rest of the schoolboys
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were eoming home, and the Ancient House
was required for its normal occupants.

Fatty Fowkes and Rex Carrington had a
bed-room to themselves, and a comfortable
little den 1t was, too. Lionel Corcoran,
being a scholboy, had planned the accom-
modation on very much the same style as at
St. Frank’s. )

Mr. Piccombe was feeling more important
than ever, Deep down at heart, he was
still the schoolmaster, notwithstanding his
undoubted abilitics as a football manager,
and this present arrangement delighted
him. Ile was the boss of this great white
stadium. Ho looked upon the plavers as his
pupils, and 1t pleased him to make rules
and regulations like those of a school.

“Pilecan doesn’'t seem any too friendly
towards me, Fatty,” said Rex. ‘“He’s given
me one or two cold glares to-day.”

“He hasn’t forgiven you yof,” said Fatty,

nodding. “Don’t forget that you’re the
black sheep, old man. And old Piccan
blames you for the club’s troubles, too.

If you had remained in form, instead of
gallivanting on that rotten Speedway, we
shouldn’t be in such a rocky position now.”

Rex stared.

, “What do you mean, you hulking great
idiot {” he demanded. ‘“‘Rocky position be
hanged! We're second from the top.”

“With Denton City leading by points and
points |” grunted Fatty. ‘“And what about
Hedingham Rovers? They’re running us
up pretty closely, and they're only one point
below us. Unless we do some miracles in
our next three or four matches, therc’ll be
no promotion for the Blues.”

“It’s not too late,” said Rex quietly. "1
told you that I've finished with track racing,
Fatty, and I mean it.”
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That same evening he presented himeself
before Mr. Julian Harding, the owner of
the Speedway. Mr. Harding received him
at once. Rex was the most valuable rider of
the track.

“I think I ought to tell you, sir, that T
have definitely decided to chuck this game
up,” said Rex bluntly. “My injury 1sn’t so
bad as I had feared, and I'm going to play
in the Biwes next game.”

“But this is ridiculous, Carrington!” pro-
tested Myr. Harding. “What an erratic
fellow you ayre!”

“I have been, sir; but I’'m not going to be
in future.”

“What of ryour prospects, Carrington?”
asked Mr. Harding. “Survely you know
that there 1s no very great future for you in
football? Your salary is limited, and you
never get the opportunity of making big
sums of money. On the Speedway it is quite
different. For a fellow of your skill ther:
are endless possibilities. There is no reason
why wyou shouldn’t make an income of two
or three thousand a year.”

“It sounds good, sir, but Y afraid my
interest is too firmly wrapped up in foot-
ball for me ever to become a speedway
champion,” replied Rex. “And what’s going
to happen to me if T have a smash, and
break a leg? You know well enough that
my income would cease, and I should be
between the devil and the deep sea, Urocked
for football, and no good on the dirt-track.
I'd rather stick to football, sir.”

“Well, of course, it's up to you,” said Mr.
Harding. “If you prefer to go back te
football next season, 1t’s your own concorn.
}.}iut };uuuwi.ll, of course, keep with me until
thon——

“Haven't yvou forgotten that T'm playing
in the Blues' next game, sir?” asked Rex.
“T mentioned it o few minutes ago. I'm

r-—

Crusaders—is worrvied.
dirt-track has becn opened nearby.
Hspecially

THLPresses

Burke veports this to

spite of the other's cheating.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF.

ULYSSES PIECOMBE—wmore commonly known as Piecan—manager of the DBluc
Not beeause the Blves are doing badly, but because a
The players, howeever, scem wunperturbed.

REX CARRINGTON, the Blucs' brilliant ccntre-forward.,
, racing, and he cuters for some of the ruces,

PETER BURKE, manager of the Specdway.
L150—a debt incurred throwgh gambling—and he suggests that if the centre-
forward throws up footer and gocs in for lrack racing he—Burke—will destroy
the 1 O U. Rex hnocks the munager down, who retalictes by sticking the ferrule
af his umbrella through the ccutre-forward's toc, thus crocking him for footcr.

JUTLIAN HARDING, owner of the Specdway.
sacks his manager, who goes away vowing vcnycance,
Rex again plays cards with Burke and suececcds in wiping off that £180 dcbt, in

By now Rex's injured fool is practically belter, but

he tells nobody—cccepting Fatty Fowles, who prowmises to kecp it seeret, meaning

to surprise Piecan upon the day of the wmateh against Denton City. Unfortunately
for him, Hankin, Parr, and Brewcr, three rasecally Dlues’ reserves who arc in

Burke’s pay, also know, and they report the fact to the cx-track manager.

tells them that he has thought of @ scheme which will ruin Rew and Harding,

and at the same time smash vp the Specdway!
(Now read on.)

Rex is keen on dirt-track
His clever riding considerably

Burke holds an I O U fram Rex for

Angry at such villainy, Hardinyg
In a moment of weaknrss,

Burke

—
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cutting track racing out at once, sir, and I
shall do all I can to help the Blues to
promotion, There’s precious little time left
this scason,”

Mr. Harding looked angry and impatient.

“Hang 1t, Carrington, that's not fair!”
he protested. “ You wouldn't sign a contract
with me, so I can't force you to abandon this
absurd project, but what of our arrange-
ment? You'll race at our next meeting,
surcly 7"

“I'd rather not, sir.”

“But you must!” insisted Mr. Harding,
getting to his feet. ““Man alive! I've got
all the posters out! You're advertised to
appear! You can’t let mo down like this,
Jarrington!  Confound your whims and
fancies '

Rex felt uncomfortable,

“I'd forgotten that, sir,” he admitted.
“Couldn’t you find a substitute?’

“T could find twenty substitutes—but
that’s not the point,”” retorted Mr. Harding.
“I thought you were a man of your word,
Carrington. Tt’'s up to you to keep faith
with me. If you want to go back to foot-
ball, go—but don’t leave me in tho cart
like this. Fulfil the engagement for which

. n
you have been advertised, at any rate.

“Certainly, sir,” replied Rex promptly.
“T’ll keop faith with you. But please don't
advertise me for any wmore contests,”

“You're a gueer fellow, Carrington,” said
Mr. Harding, somewhat relieved. ‘' All
right. I shall have to make other arrange-
ments, I suppose.”

They parted on the best of terms, but Rex
Carrington had definitely arranged to ride
his last race. Football was ecalling him,
and his old love was irresistible |

¥

The Plotters!

L THAT‘S the place,” said Mr. Peter

Burke, pointing,
“Where ?”" asked Curly Hankin.
“T can’t see it.”

“Can’t you see the pits?”

“Yes, but—"

“Well, the shed I'm talking about is only
a few yards awayv from there,” said the ex-
track manager. “That squat building,
standing by itself. There's a lane just
behind it, so you can get into it with ease,
even when the place is packed. And nobody
need see vou, cither,”

Durke and Curly Hankin were standing
on the railwav line, behind the fence.
Strictly speaking., they were trespassing on
the railway company's property, but this was
only a detail. Tt was late evening—and
moonlight, The Speedway lay in shadow,
empty and deserted.

Mr. Burke had taken the precaution of
coming on to the railway line in case he and
liis companion were spotted. Ile could point
out the little geographical details quite
casily from here, and there was no danger of
them being seen by anvbody connected with
tho race track. Although the place looked
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empty, it was quite possible that one or two
of tho employees were knocking about.

“This is very important, Haopkin,” said
‘Burke. “We can’t atford to have any hitch
to-morrow evening-——while the rucing's on.
Everything must go slick. If the gawme
works, it'll be a matter of mere scconds,
Don't forget that—seconds. So we can’t be
too thorough in our preparations.”

Curly Hankin looked rather nervous.

“1 don't believe it'll come off,"” he said
dubiously.

“It won't come off if you’ve got that
craven spirit!”  snapped Durke. “ By
thunder! If you mess rhis thing up, Hankin,
I'll make you suffer! What you've got to do
is simple—and only requires quick thought
and a lbit of nerve. Any fool could do it.”

“That’s all very well,” growled Curly.
“If any fool could do it, why don’t you get
any fool? You kunow well enough that I'm
necessary—because 1'm a Blue., Carrington

won't take any notice of a stranger. And
what of the risk?”

“Risk? There's no risk.”

“Yes, there is,” insisted Curly. “I'll

admit the job’s easy, but there's always the
chance thut something might go wrong—and
then where do I stand? I shall get kicked
out of the elub, and barred from every other
club. My living will be gone. And you say
there's no risk!”

“You make me tired,” snorted Burke.
“You're a gambler, Hankin—and every
gambler must take chances. Hang 1it, do
you want a guarantee?” he added sourly.
“Don’t be such a fool! The thing's going
to be easy.” Ile pointed again. * Sure
vou're got that shed in your mind!" he
added,

“Yes, of course.”

“Well, have a look
said Burke. "Reckon
between the shed and the pits.
of where tho door stands.
but they’re important.”

They stood there for some minutes, and
Curly Hankin made a close study of the
posliion.

“Come on. then,” said Burke, at length.
“Tt doesn’t matter so much about vour two
pals. We shall need them to-morrow, but
yvou're the fellow who'll have to do the main
act. It’ll be over in a minute, and there's
nothing for you to be afaid of.”

They walked along the railway track,
reached a fence two or three hundred yards
further on, and climbed back on to a foot-
path which ran beside the railway. Five
minutes later they were in one of the lighted
streets of Bannington.

at the distaneces.”
up how far 1t 1s
Make a note
Small things,

Burke was giving Curly Hankin his
instructions,
“It must succeed,” he concluded. “It

can't do anything else. Carrington’s name
will be ruined, and Harding will find hims
self in pretty hot water, too.”

“What about this other fellow?” asked
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Curly. “How dJdo you know that you can
rely on him?"
“Smith, you mean? Oh, 1 know Smith
all righti” replied Burke confidently.
After a few more words they parted, It
was evident that the precious rascals were
arrangin something  particularly evil
against El‘:{m: Carrington. That final dirt-
track race of his promised to be sensational,
At that particular moment, Rex himself
was at the Stronghold, chatting with Fatty
Fowkes in the privaoy of their own room.

At least, it wasn’t exactly a chat., Fatty
appeared to be doing most of the talking.
i I,mi il
== |l o
mn (VA
A 8 il sl

\

d1

and 1 couldn’t let the man down with too
big a crash,” sald Rex uncomfortably.
“He seems to think I'mm an attraction at the
Speedway, and he's advertised me pretly
strongly. If 1 don’t appear he'll be let
down—and he’ll let the public down. You
wouldn’'t have me break faith, Fatty? I've
got to appear to-morrow, and 1t'll be for the
last time.”

“How do 1 know that?” asked the big
goalie  suspiciously, “You're such a
changeable chump that you’ll probably fix

up another date for next week—especially if
you win a pot of money to-morrow.

his

The Blue Crusaders inspected their luxurious new gquarters with enthusiasm and appreelation.

Lionel Corcoran, the club’s wehoolboy owner, had certainly done things on a lavish seale.
Isn’t it top-hole ? ** sald Fatty Fowkes approvingly.

Jove !
~ "You lunatic!” he was saying, in an
indignant voice. ‘'“¥You madman! You
erazy idiot! What dao

_ ‘ iﬂru mean by it?
Didn’'t you promise me that you'd cut this

dirt-track out "

“Yes, but—-="

“But nothing 1” snorted Fatty. “Now you
come to me and say that you've arranged
to race again to-morrow evening! What
sort of 1diocy do you call that? Good glory!

You'll turn me grey before you’ve done with
me !

“But I conldn’t help it, Fatty,” protested
Rex

“Couldn’t help it be blowed!
you got any will-power 7%

“That’s why I couldn’t help it.”

“"What do you mean #”

Haven't

“Harding vesninded me of my obligations,

| back to earth again now,’

L3 B?

beastly dirt track racing l:a.l turned your
head.”

Rex Carrington smiled,

“1t might have done at first, but I'm
he said ocoolly.
“It wasn’t altogether my fault in the
beginning, either. Piecan misunderstood
me, and practically drove e to it. Honestly,
Fatiy, to-morrow’s race will be the last one.”

“But why risk it at all?” asked Fatty,
cooling  down. “Supposing you pgeb
erocked? You know how things are! Your
last race—and you'll kill vourself”

“0h, don’t be such a pessimist!” grinned
Rex. *‘ Cheese it, Fatty! I'm advertised to
appear, and Pve got to keep my word.”

“1 suppose you have,” admitted Fatty
reluctantly. “But it’ll be the last race,
won't 1t ?"

“Honour bright,” said Rex.
that—-football !”

“And after
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= Foul Play!
o OME on, No. 1t”
‘ “Show ’em what you can do,
Rex 1"

Rex Carrington could not help

fecling a thrill of pleasure as the

vells of the crowd reached his cars. It was

the evening of the next day, and the Speed-

way was well filled. Crowds of peopie

wero  enthusiastically awaiting the big
handicap race,

It was a fine spring evening, warm and
windless, and the Speedway was gleaming
with brilliant electric lights. Fatty Fowkes
had condescended to come along as a
spectator, with Dave Moran and Ben
Gillingham and quite a number of other
Blues, I'atty was anxious about Rex. He
wanted to sce this race with his own eyes—
just to be certain that everything was all

right,
i1is appearance had given Mr. Peter
Burke a bit of a shock at first, but later

Burke was pleased. For Rex had witnessed
Fatty's arrival—~had waved to him, and had
scen him  taking his place in the stand,
although Burke now observed that from the
pits Fatty was not in sight.

“All the better!” murmured Burke, into
Curly Hankin's ear. “This'll help wus!
Carrington knows that that fat fool is on the
ground, and he’ll be all the eore willing to
fall when the right moment comes.”

Burke and Curly Hankin were within'that
little shed whnich was so near to the in-
spection-pits. It was really a stores shed,
but it was never visited by any of the
Speedway employees during a meeting. Mr,
Burke had good reason to know this, since
he had been manager, and was well
acquainted with such details.

He and bis fellow conspirators had been
in that little shed for quite a time. Thetr
presenco was suspected by nobody ; they had
watched the erowds pouring into the Speed-
way. They had witnessed the opening ovents,

Meanwhile, Rex, down at tho pits, was
aware of the old thrill. Great as was the
Iure of football, he nevertheless felt that it
would be something of a wrench to give up
this wonderful new aimrt, Speedway racing
was fine—it was exhilarating—it was just
sunited to his temperament,

Not that Rex was wavering, Ilo had
made up his mind definitely now. Ife was a
professional footballer, and he would stick to
his job. But that was no reason why he
shouldn't thoroughly enjoy this last fling
on the dirt-track.

He knew that he was up against something
special this evening. In addition to Smiling
Billy Ross, he was opposed to Gold Ielmet
Kemp, one of the most successful riders in
the countrv. IKemp had been at the Speed
wiy on the opening day, and Rex knew
what kind of a rider he was. Then there
were two crack Australian racers—men who
had been winning everywhere, and who
confidently expected to Dbeat tho locul]
celebrities this evening.

o

But the crowd rclied upon Rex to show
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these  Anstralians that the Old
cowld produce cven better riders. Rex was
the favourite. A large proportion of the
audicnce had come especially to see him ride.

Ofheials were bustling about, and Mr.
IHarding humself was much in evidence., A#b
the pits, the mechanies were hard at work.
Engines were being tuned up, and the din
was deafening. ' -~

“Ready 1n a couple of minutes,” said one
of the mechanics, as Rex prepared to wheel
nis machine on to the track,

“Right,” said Rex,

He pulled on his helmet, and adjusted his
goggles. A fresh yell went up from the wait
ing crowd as they observed these signs.
Then, just at that moment, Curly Hankin
came pushing his way frantically past one
or two of the mechanics, and he grabbed Rex
hy the arm.

“Carrington!”
wanted—quick 1"

Rex stared at him.

“Don’t be an ass,”
come now."”

“But you must !" panted Hankin, his eyes
filled with exeitement, and his whole manner
one of tenso alavm. * Fatty's been 1njured!”

“What!"

- “Didn’t you see him come in—"

“Yes, of course,” shouted Rex. “But 1
didn’t know-——"

“It happened a minute ago,” said.Curly,
with a gulp. “Ho was trying to get round
to speak to you, and he fell through the
rotten boards of one of the old pits.”

“They’ve carried him into this shed, just
here,” said Hankin. *“He's in 2 bad way,
Carrington! He's asking for you."”

“T'll come,” said Rex huskily.

It was a simple trick-——a cunning dodge—
clever beeause of its simplieity. The old
wheezo! But Burke had chosen 1t because
it wa3 liable to be the most effective.
Fatty was Rex’s best friend, and it was
plausible enough that he should have
~rashed through the rotten boards of an old
pit, Rex had no'titne to get any suspicions
into his head.

Fatty was asking for him, and he had to
o, He forgot that the race started within
two minutes. Nobody else took any notire
of the pair, for the air was thick with petrol
smoke, and there was the usual confusion.

Rex left his machine and lurried with
“urly Hankin to the shed, which was nearby.
Heo plunged in auxiously—and was immedi-
ately seized by vnknown figures within,

Beforo Rex could utter Lalf o dozen words,
<omething thick was Hung over his face and
drawn tight, 1lis goggles were still on his
face, although pushed up from his eyes. Yet
he had seen nothing, owing to tho instantane-
ous application of that muffier,

In a flash he knew that he
tricked I

(1t looks as if DBorke's villainy will be sue-
cessful, doesn't it?  And what's going to
happen now?  Tou'll know when you read
nert Wednestay's  erciting  instalment,
chums!)

Country

he gaszped. “You'ro

he said. "I ecan't

had been
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The Editor.

Yorr Editor welcomes letiers from all Lis readcrs :
send him one now. Address it to; The Editor.
v Nelson Lee School Story Library,” Fleetway
House, Farringdon Strect, London, FE.C.4,

Marvels of the Future! chums, like Watson, Tregellis - West,

‘ : : T Jandior and a few others.
"N these days of rapid scientifie progress Hgniiovth, and > thers , - :
% : gL v o 2l @ "l ¥ s J oon "
mechanical improvements make us hold | very black indeed. Claude (ore-Pearce has
onr breath in awe at the marvels of | Worked his raseally scheme thoroughly and
il pmill F completely,
H i L . . 4 . . _A o b e . .
We wonder whether, in the years to come, How will it all end? Does Nipper get
fving the Atlantie will be a commonplace expelled ?
: 5 ! s T 5 i
cvent, free from all hazard and danger——a Next week’s school varn, entitled: “ Seorned

trip comparable with the presont-day journey | by the School!” s the real *goods.”

from home to oflice or works, Dramatically  written by Fdwy BSearvles
Whart will that Atlantic aeroplane look | Brooks. this story will grip vou. You will

e ? sympathise with Nipper; wou will wondoer
What will & two hundred miles an howr | how his former schoolfellows can be so harsh

ratlway train look like? and so dense; wvou will feel as if you want
And  a  submarine  battleship--can  vou | to kick Gore-Pearce for his raseality,

picture thut ? Look out for this really absorbing yarn

T'l-"l-h:ir f‘ll'”l “'i” t]lf‘.’ o il{‘f‘:‘ﬂ}'t “:]l"l' » of thi‘ next “"iudnesdny‘. ['huniﬂ..
future fake ?

These arned similar subjeets in the hands of St. Frank's League Activities.
capahle artists, working in conjunction with | C. R. Villis. of 132 Bolerave Road
3 . sy . J Hgrav T

anocialists in every branch  of mechanical | .. A !
’ - Edgbaston, Birmingham, 15 keen to start a

invention, are being dealt with in  the o ik fa bhie diaa i e
wonderfnl series of picture cards, beautifully | S0¢ial ciub 1n this district, and he will be
pleased to hear from all readers who are

coloured, now being  presented free with |/
interestod.

.-‘I.'{‘!F}r copy of the “Gem Library,” on sale § Waneti. B flibeter Bosd. Lemion
to-day, price twopence, g e ) B A b il .
¥ ¥ ' E.16, runs a correspondence club,  Already

y £ L o 2 T
o i ::“ t Ef?; ’ (J‘d':? ;"';”fd: . f“}} ?l:i!m;;:‘:(l:} *the has a lavge nnmber of members, but,
Tums, it a copy to-day. o1 ret-— - Lol 5 g
§ : P, — . (Continued overleaf.)

ask for the “Gem Library.” TR . st e P 2

“ Scorned By The School!"

Nipper faced with expulsion. Nipper
seoricd by 8t Frank's!

It sounds impossible, doesn’t it? Nipper
is one of the most popular juniors in the
whole school, and it seems hard io believe
that “publie 7 opinion econld change awainst
him., St. Frank’s ought to know their
Nipper by now. Times without mumber the |
Junior School, at any rafe, has had to thank |
lim  for getting it out of a tight corner.
Time and 1ime again the [ollows have had
ample prool of his stevling, upright characier.

Yet the seemingly impossible is to happen
—next week, Nipper is in disgrace, and the
school is auly too ready to beliove the worst

of  him all excopt  Nipper's own special

14 DAYS’' FREE TRIAL with-
out obligation to buy. JUNO
CYCLES are British through-
out and sent straight to you

direct from uu'giactory.?,s

2
£3-15-0 uu%ﬂr%:.?.
Superb quality and easy run-
ning. Guaranteed for ever.
Don't delay. Writa for Fres
Art Calalogue.

JUNO CYCLE CO. (Dept.U.2),

248 & 250, Bishopsgate,
London, E.C.2. Fstalk, 51 gy,
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Wants to Becewae o ' Copper.”

W, E. Swonnell. of Brighton, has written
askinge me 1o give hiin soie  information
about  Joining  the  police  foree, The
o age to join iw twenty-one,  aml
there are no rieid  regulations  eoncernmg
height «-except  in the case of London City
policvinen. who st be six feer oy over—
providing vou aie of " good physique and

medically fir, and hiave a good general know-
fedee.s My chion - nearly  rineteen, anid
stanids five feot oieht and a halt inches in

14

Lis socks.  Will he -be the necossary height
by the time he fiishes crowine? he a-ks
Well, boys do ot ston growing umil they
are at least twentyv-one, so 1 seo no reasen
why iy Brighion, chum  should nnl L
chigible as far as height s coneerned by the
eie he reachies msshood,

The hest wav 1o waun beight, of conree, s
to Qe plenty - nf  exerela ety
gretehiing exercises,

" Between Qurselves.”

This  festore  has  unavoidably  been
ield out of this week’s issue owing laek
of space. bt it will, of eourse. appear 1exd
Wednesday as wsugl, ek v w

. e 1-‘1:111:1*
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CORRESPONDENTS WANMTED.

R, Hanlon. ¢'o TFlower & Iart,

313. 315, Adelaide Street, Drishane,
S, Australia, wants 10 Lvear
“Colleetors, Will pive 10 foreign
evdey Lindevbere or Canberra,

et ll’itiﬂ.’i

Quieetis-
from slamn
~ L*'i*'lt'll- ferr

Juek Leader, 218, Alwia Road. Pandms ﬁlhl.
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