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"* Hi, mind where you're coming ! Run! He’s gone mad ! »* shouted the startled Reformers as
Handlorth drove his Austin Seven right into the midst of the procession. But Handforth was f~a€
from mad. He had intended to disorganise the procession—and he was doing it only too well !



Start This Fine Yarn Now—You’ll Enjoy Every Line Of I[ H

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s yarns now appearing every Tuesday in “ The Popular.”)

st it At - >0

Nipper faced with expulsion; the school against bhim—ithanks to

Gore-Pearce! Nipper is wn real irouble—itbe evidence against bim

1s as black as ink—but be’s still smiling, He's leader of the Old
Timers, and be's not goinggo squeal !—Ed.

b

CHAPTER 1,
A Guilty Conscience!

L AKI up, Bell! Quick!” ,
‘N} Gulliver shook Bell by the snoulder, and there was an urgent note in bis
voice; in fact, an agitated note. Bell, of the Remove, blinked and yawned
and half sat up.

“What's the matter 7" he muttered dazedly.

“ Gore-Pearce is ill |

““Who cares?” grunted Bell. -

“There's something wrong with him, I tell you——

“I'm not a doctor!” complained Bell, falling back on to his pillow. *What's *ho
idea of waking me up, you idiot? Just as I was in the middle of a ripping dream, too!
What’s the time?”

“} don't know-—about three o'clock I should say,” muttered Gulliver uncasily. * Listen
fo him! What do you think we ought to da?"

The two Removites were not very useful fellows in an emergency. Bell, indeed, was
peeved because he had been awakened, and his only desire was to be left alone.

The Ancient House at St. Frank's was very quiet. The April night was ecalm and
windless, and when Gulliver had looked out of tho window he had caught a vision of
twinkling stars overhead. It was certainly no outside cause that had rendered Claude
Gore- Pearce's sleep uneasy. -

That 1t was uncasy became very evident to Bell.

For Gore-Pearce. the millionaire’s son, ‘was tossing from side to side in a spasmodic
sort of way. Now and again he would mutter something in his sleep, although Gulliver
had not been able to catch any actual words.

“Tummy-ache I should think,” said Bell sourly. “He'll be 2ll right before long.
What's the idea of worrying? Let's get to sleep. Blow him!”

“He'’s knocked the blankets off twice, and I've put ’em back,” said Gulliver in
low voice. **T shook him, too, but he didn't wake up. Do you think I ought to run

L
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along and’ fetch a prefect, or something?”

“What the deuce for ?”’ asked Bell. “Only
make things worse., And how do you suppose
we can get to sleep with prefects fooling
about in here 1

They both looked at the third occupant of
their dormitory as he made a louder sound
than usual, and rather to their consternation
(rore-Pearce sat up in bed. He panted, just
as though he had been doing ‘some hard
running.

“1 didn't—I didn't!” he gasped hoarsely.

“Here, I say!” muttered Bell with a jump.

“Didn't 1 tell you?” asked Gulliver.
“There's something wrong with him!”

“ Nipper's a liar!” exclaimed Gore-Pearce
frantically. “I didn’t knock him*down—I
didn't do it at all! I tell you I—"

His voice trailed away, and he sank back,
breathing more evenly, The brief spasm
seemed to be over. But Bell, by now, was
thoroughly awake, convinced that some-
thing was undoubtedly the matter. This was
no mere case of indigéstion.

“I suppose we had better do something!”
he said, looking at Gulliver in the gloom.
“I mean, talking in his sleep! A bit thick,

what? And what did the ass mean? He
said something about Nipper.”
“You can’t take much uotice of what

people say in their sleep,” said Gulliver,
**He was having a nightmare, that’s all.”

“"Rot!” said Bell., “People don’t have
wghtmares unless they’'ve got something on
their minds. They don’t talk like Gore-
Pearce did, anyhow. \hat does he know
about Nipper v

“A lot more than he'd tell us, anyway,”
grunted Gulliver. “We suspected something
last night, didn’t we? And yet when we
questioned him he only shut us up. Gad! 1
wonder if Gore-Pearce knows all about that
rotten affair? Looks fishy, anyhow.”

They had no desire for sleep again just yet,
In fact, they waited, not without curiosity,
tor Gore-P’carce’s next spasm., Their alarm
had died down; they had become ecallously
curious. Their leader’s indisposition aroused
very little symapathy in them. If there was
a chance of him talking in his sleep again,
thev were prepared to histen—with all ears.

“1 believe that G.P. could tell us a whole
lot about that affair last night,”” said Bell,
after a pause. “It'll be a darned good thing
if “Nipper goes, of course, but you can’t get
me to believe that he deli}mrate{y got squiffy
like that.”

“Oh, well, what does it matter?” said
Gulliver., ‘“*He's going to be sacked in the
morning. Good riddance to him "

to speak frankly in the privacy of

their own dormitory. They would,

indeed, be heartily pleased to see the
back of Nipper, the sturdy skipper of the
Reomove,

GULLIVER and Bell did not hesitate

And there were clear indications that
Nipper was booked for a whole | pile of
trouble on the morrow. Nobody in the

school knew any exact details, but rumours

‘that

had been flying around. It was known, at
least, that Nipper had been found lying in
the lane, apparently intoxicated.

What was more to the point, he had been
found by Dr. Morrison Nicholls himself, and
by Mr. Pycraft, of the Fourth. The evidence,
it was whispered, was so strong against him
that Nipper didn’t stand an earthly chance.
Nipper himself had not appeared publicly
since the sensation, so his own chums and
intimates had had no chance of talking with
him, or of getting an explanation out of him.
It was :Sﬂltfz that he had been sent into the
sanatorium-—to sleep off his stupor.

Anyhow, bed-time had come, and Nipper
had not been allowed to mix with his Form-

fellows. So rumour had been busier than
ever.,
Gulliver and Bell, perhaps, were in a

better position to judge the true state of
affairs than anybody else. For they had
noticed a subtle difference in Claude Gore-
Pearce, their leader. He had seemed jumpy,
nervous and snappy. IHe had refused to
answer their questions, and, when they had
mentioned Nipper, he had become positively

nasty,

It was significant to Gulliver and Bell that
Gore-Pearce had been absent from St.
Frank’s at the wvery time of Nipper’s

escapade ; and when he had eventually turned
up he had been excited and strange. His
refusal to answer any questions spoke
volumes, '

Just at present, St. Frank’s was having a
pretty warm time of it, what with the
squabbles between the Old-Tiniers and the
Reformers. The Junior School was particu-
larly affected, The Reformers, led by Gore-
Pearce, had been making a strong bid for
power; and this sudden disaster to Nipper
was received with consternation by the Old
‘Timers.

It was really all the fault of Dr. Morrison
Nicholls. As a hcadmaster, he was a bit of
a noveity. Nobody doubted his sincerity, his
cleverness, his fitness for his appointment.
He was a brilliant man in every way—and a
kindly, generous man, too. Perhaps he was
a trifle too earnest and assiduous. FKFor, in
his desire to further the interests of St.
IFrank's and to “cleanse *” the old school, he
was putting a very remarkable experiment
into operation, _

He believed that many boys were constantly
and deliberately breaking the school rules—
and breaking tf;em in such a way that thero
was not one chgnce in a thousand of their
being detected by the powers that wegre. The
other boys—the majority--knew of these mis-
demeanours. but were prevented from report-
ing them because of their unwritten law
against sneaking, ‘

The Head, in a word, was attempting to
abolish this unwritten Jaw.

And he had aroused a storm of protest.
He maintained that there was nothing dis-
honourable in a boy complaining to those in
authority if he was becing persecuted by
other boys. Then, again, it often happened
many boys, weak-willed, ~were con-
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stantly being invelved in questionable |
escapades—when, actually, they would much
prefer to keepTout of them. They were afraid
to back out because they wonld be scorned
and laughed at: they were afraid to report
these misdeeds because they would be called
sncaks, and therefore be treated with
contemnpt. |

It was the Head's desire to alter all this,
He wanted to make St. Frank’s ‘“‘a school
fit for honourable boys to live in.” Experi-
ence had proved that the old system was
wrong. (Generation after generation, tho
evils persisted; they were always under-
currents of wrong-deing which masters could
never stem. It was for the boys themselves
to co-operate in this great movement.

But St. I'rank’s received the suggestion
with deep suspicion. DMost of the fellows, in-
deed, resented this gross interference with
their time-honoured {raditions. They re-
garded sncaking as a crime. Yet the Head
said it was permissiblel He wanted to
reverse the whole order of things.

Whilst the scniors affeceted a lordly in-
difference to the whole absurdity, the juniors
became actively engaged in warfare. Claude
Gore-Pearco saw his chance to gain power,
Ile embraced the Head's suggestions whole-
heartedly, and appointed himself president of
the Reform Party.

The Reformers pledged themselves to in-
form openly, and on every possible occasion.
They were embracing Dr: Nicholls' theories
and putting them into practice. It must be
andmitted that they had a very powerful
“pull,” since the headmaster himself was be-
hind their movement and supporting it with
his approval. Lots of fellows joined the Re-
formers because they felt that this was the
line of least resistanee. Ultimately they
would be compelléd to embrace these new
ideas. so why not now? No scnse in fighting
against the Head!

It was in this way that Gore-Pearce had
got his party togelher, and there had been
scme lively encounters between the Reformers
and the Old Timers. Nipper, of course, was
heartily in favour of eticking to the old
principles, He did not believe in sneaking,
and ho wanled to prove to the Head that
this theory was incapable of being put into
successful practice.

But there were indications that Nipper
would never be allowed to finish his job,
At the presont moment he was in the sana-
torium, and the whole school knew that in
the morning he would be hauled into Big
IHall and publicly expelled!

be E'S starting again!”’ said Bell, in an

H awed voice.

“By gad, so he is!” muttered
Gulliver,

Sitting in their own beds, they regarded
(Gore-Pearce unecasily. This was something
new to them—something just a trifle alarm-
ing, They could hardly  credit that” €ore-
Pearce was not conscious of his actions. .
'_‘ He was sitting ud again, after having vio-
e

ntly flung all the bedclothes to the floor,
and now he was breathing bard.

“Cheese it, Gore-Pearce!” said Gulliver.
“What’s the matter with you? Don’t you
feel well 27

But it was obvious that Gore-Pearce heard
nothing.

“That's finished you!" he said, in a harsh,
gloating voice.

“Eh?'" gasped Bell.

“Shut up!” hissed Gulliver.
He's talking in his sleep again!”

“You'll get the sack for this!” continued
Gore-Pearce. “Nobody will ever guess that

“Listch!

I knocked you out, and then swamped yon
with whisky. The Head’s coming, and he'll
find you here——-"’

His voice trailed away, only to take on a
different note—a shriller note—as he began
{o utter furiher disjointed sentences.

“It’s all fixed!” he panted. “I’ve 'phoned
the White Harp. They'll back me up.
You're done, von ecad! Don’t look af me
like that! I didn’t mean to hit you very
harq,—- Keep away from me! Keep away

His voice rose nearly to a shrick, and he
suddenly fell back, shivering violently. His
eves opened, and he looked round in a wiid,
terrific way, Then gradually relief came tc
him,

“(rad!” he muttered.

_ “What a perfectly
rotten dream!”’

CHAPTER 2.

Improving the Shining Hour!

LAUDE GORE-PEARCE had no idea

C at first that Gulliver and Bell were

awake, watching him, but he kunew

very 'soon afterwards, for when he

climbed shakily cut of bed to recover his

blankets and quilt, he found Gulliver staring
at him.

“You gave me a start!” he ejaculated
fiercely. “You fool! Why cnul-rfn’t you
speak? Why sit there like a confounded
image 7"’

“Are vou
Gulliver.

“Awake!® Of course I'm awake.”

“Sure ?” came Bell’s voice.

“Great Scott! Are you awake, too?”’ said
Claude, spinning round. ‘““What’s the big
idea? You fellows off your heads?”

“No,” said Gulliver, **but we want to be
certain that . you're awake. You've been
having a nightmare.”

(tore-Pearce started. ,

“How do vou know?" he asked sharply.

wake, Core-Pearce?”’ asked
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“Of course, it may be guesswork on our
part,” said Gulliver, with sarcasm, * but when
a fellow tosses about like a ship in a rough
sea, and chucks all his bedclothes on the
floor, and then starts shrieking, there’s a bit
of a hint that he’s having a nightmare. I

may be wrong, of course——"

“Did I do all that?”’ asked Gore-Pearce
blankly.

“You did! And more!”

“More ?”

“Lots more,” eaid Gulliver coolly. “But
don’t stand there staring. Get back into bed,
and I hope you won’t disturb us any more.
How do you think Bell and I can sleep if
you spend your time jabbering about your
personal affairs?”’

“Jabbering 7"’ ejaculated (Gore-Pearce, in
alarm, as he got back into bed. “Rot! 1
may have given some sort of yell—I seem to
remember that—but that’s all. Sorry if 1 put
the wind up you.”

“Bell was going to fetch a prefect to you,”
said Gulliver.

“Jolly good thing he didn’t,”” said Gore-
Pearce, with a grunt. “I’'m all right. Must
have had something squiffy for eupper. That
veal and ham pie, probably. Queer, too—
because it’s not often that 1 wake up in the
middle of the night.”

“It’ll be rising bell soon,” said Gulliver
impatiently. ‘“We shall be as heavy as lead
because of this. Still, there's guing to be
some excitement after prayers, so I dare say
it'll wake us up pretty thoroughly.”

“Excitement 7"’

“Isn’t Nipper going to be sacked?”’

“By gad! I'd forgotten.”

“Praw it mild!” put in Bell. “You know
thundering well you hadn’t forgotten, Gore-
Pearce. Considering it’s you that’s getting
him the sack, you couldn’t very well forget
it. You played a very low-down trick on
him, didn’t you? I'm not any too particular,
but, dash it, there's a limit!

“That’s what I think, too,”” said Gulliver
gruflly.

Gore-Pearce felt his heart beating more
rapidly, and he glanced from one to the

other.

“What do you mean, you fools?”’ he
snapped. “1 don’t know anything about
the rotten affair! What should T know? 1

was at the school all the time.”

“That’s what you say, of course—but how
d> we know 7”7 asked Gulliver. ““Would you
like me to tell you where you really were, and
what you did "’

“You're mad!” said Claude sourly. “I
was trying to think of some words for a cross-
word puzzle, and 1 was mooching about in
the cloisters, where it’s quiet. I didn’t know
anything about Nipper until he was half-
carried intor* the Triangle, squiffy, by the
Head and old Pyceraft.”

(Gore-Pearce tried to speak carclessly.
Realising, perhaps, the blackguardly nature
of his ufg‘frence, he did not even want his own
puls to know of the despicable part he had
nlayed.
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“You can tell that yarn to the Marines!”’
said Gulliver, with a sniff. “You were 1o
more in the cloisters than I wazs. You were
in the lane.”

“ Hang you, I wasn’t!”

“Cheese it!1"” said Bell sceptically. “Why,
vou told us yourself that you were going
down to the White Harp to sec that bookie,
Poole. You even asked us to go with you.”

Gore-Pearce had forgotten this, but he was
ready.

“1 changed my mind,”” he retorted. “I
didn’t go. If you don’t believe me, asi
Porlock the next time you see him.”

“Might as well expect to get Handy to
smoke a cigarette,”’ sncered Gulliver. * Por-
lock would naturally back you up, the old
liar! You went to the village, and on your
way back you met Nipper.”

“I tell you I never went out——'

“And you knocked Nipper out, and then
swamped him with whisky,” continued
Gulliver relentlesely. “You {:new that the
IIead was coming along, and you knew that
Nipper would be discovered. That knock-out
would be a pretty good imitation of intoxica-
tion, and what with the whisky——"

“Stop!” panted Gore-Pearce, "How did
you know all this?”

“It’s true, then?”

“What’s the good of denying it?"” snarled
Claude. *““You rotten spies! One of you
must have been watching me! T dare say
you were behind the hedge all the time,
eh? Of all the filthy tricks—"’

“You're a fine chap to talk about ﬁlthy
tricks’’ broke in Bell hotly. “We shall all
be gla-! *n ret rid of Nipper, but, hang it,
there .yight have been a better way than
this! I didn’t think you were capable of
such a dirty game. And as for accusing us
of spying on you——"

“I% you weren't spying, did yonu

know 7°’
“You told us,” said Bell.

¥

how

“Don’t tell lies! I haven’t breathed a
word to you!”
“Yon told us not ten minutes ago,” eaid

Gulliver unpleasantly. “Didn’t we tell you
that you’d been jabbering? You were talk-
ing m your sleep, you idiot! Conscience
pricking you, eh?”

C?a.uge Gore-Pearce could have kicked him-
eelf. He had given himself away unnecees-
sarily; for if he had steadfastly denied what
his cronies had suggested, they would proh-
ably have concluaed that his talking had
been merely a part of a nightmare. DBy
accusing one of them of spying, however, he
had clearly admitted that the story was per-
fectly true. And now it was too late to deny
it, ¢ had given himself away in his €leep.

This thonght startled Gore-Pearce—for it
proved to him that his conscience' was, in-
deed, affecting his peace of mind.

He tried to convince himself that this was
wrong—that he had nothing to worry about.
Nipper wasn’t hurt, and he would only he
expelled. A good riddance to him! And
there wasn’t the slightest possibility of the
truth coming out. f‘mr Nipper would never
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drecam of sneaking. This much Gore-Pearce
~knew. He, the advocate. of sneaking, Lknew
that Nipper wonld not inform, even when
it was to save his own honour.

This only made (rore-Pearce’s attitude the
more contemplivle,

He fought dowiu those conscience prickings.
It must not be supposed that he was re-
pentant or remorseful. Not a bit. If his con-
scienee troubled him at all, it was because he
felt a doubt for the safety of his own skin.

“Well, what are you going to do about
it 7 he asked sourly. *“1 took advantage
of the opportunity-—that’s all. Nipper was
knocked out; the Head was coming and 1
suddenly thought of the whisky.”

“What I can't understand is how the
deuce you manazed to knock him out,” said
Gulliver wonderingly,  “You must have
caught kim when he wasn’t looking.”

“You fool!” snarled Core-Pearce. “We
had a &erap, and Nipper lost. I fought him
fairly, and knocked him clean out.”

Gulliver and Bell were silent—and this
silenee was significant. They did not believe
that incredible statement; for whilst Nipper
was the champion boxer of the Remove, Gore-
Pearce was soft and flabby. To think of
him delivering a knock-out- in a fair fight
was fantastic.

And Claude’s pals were right in their
assumption. Actually Gore-Pearce had struck
Nipper while theo ?atter had been in the
act of peeling. off his jacket—whilst his arms
had been held by the half-removed garment.

“You'll keep mum, too,” went on Gore-
Pearce savagely. “DBy gad! If you fellows
breathe a worfd to anybody else I'll finish
with you! Once Nipper has gone, we shall
have a good chance of gaining power in the
Rewmove. And we don’t want any of the
fellows to know that I had a hand in get-

ting Nipper expelled. Don’t forget that I'm
the president of the Reform Party.”

“Don’t be such a humbug!” snapped
Gulliver. “That sort of pifle may be swal-
lowed by the rank and file, but it's not
swallowed by us. We're your pals—and we
know you too welll”

“What do you mean, hang you?”

“I meoan what I say!” retorted Gulliver
indignantly, “You're a fraud, Gore-Pearce
—and you know it! A rotten, tricky fraud!
This Reform Party is only a stunt—a wheeze
to get you a bit of noloriety. You can’t fool

us!  What do
of St. Frauk's?

“You—you i

“Aud if you want us to keep this rotten
seeret of yours, you’ll have to be pretty nice
to us,” said Gulliver calmly. “Won't he
Beil ?"

“Rather!” said Bell, catching on,

you care about the good
Not a snap!”

St. Frank’s, these weak, characterless

fellows lhiad been under his thumb.

His domination had been fairly mild
to begin  with; but, gradually, he had
exerted an increasing influence.

Now he looked like becoming as unseru-
pulous and as daring as their former leader—
a fellow named Bernard Forrest, who had
been drummed out of the school in disgrace.
Gore-Pearce was becoming a fitting succes-
eor to that young rascal.

And Gulliver and Bell were glad enough
to seize an opportunity to assert themselves,
Gore-Pearce was a millionaire’s son, and hce
held the purse-strings. Generally, he forceil
these other two juniors to do all his errand:
for him, all the work of the study, and, very
often, his impots—and occasionally his prep.
They were getting a bit fed-up with it all—
forgetting, perhaps, that without Gore-Pearce
behind them they would have had a pretty
lean time of it.

But now there was a ray of hope. Gore-
Pearce had a secrct—and they knew it. o
did not want that seeret .to go any further.
It was in keeping with their characters that
they should seck to use the information to
their own advantage. They pever failed
to remember that Gore-Pearce was always
well supplied with pocket-money.

“Nice?” said Gore-Pearce, staring.

He was rather startled by that remark of

E\'ER since Gore-Pearce had arrived at

| Gulliver's—and more than startled by Gulli-

ver's cool tone. There was an insolence
about it whichh was not in keeping with Gul-
liver's general- character. It instantly
oceurred to Gore-Pearce that these precious
pals of his were seeking to improve the shiu-
ing hour.

He glared at them in the gloom of the,
dormitory. He could not see their trium-
phant expressions.

“Yes, nice,” said Gulliver. “You're ask-
ing favours of us, and we're ready to oblige
—on conditions. I dare say if we jry hard
enough we’ll manago to kcep quiet abo:ul
your trick on Nipper.”

“You'd better try hard, then—or T'll take
it out of you!"” snapped Gore-Pearce. *“ What's
the idea? What do you think you're having

a game at? 1f you use that tone to me,
Gulliver, T'll—"
“I'm broke!” yawned Gulliver. “X was

wondering if you ecoculd lend me a s uple
of quid in the morning?"

“What !"



8 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

“I'm broke, too, funnily enough,” said
Bell. “What price springing a couple each,
(vore-Pearce 7"’

Claude breathed hard.

“What’s  this—blackmail?’ he  asked
harshly.

“Here, steady!” protested Gulliver. '*No
need to use a rotten term like that. But

what about our duty?”
“Duty!” gasped Claude.

“We're staunch supporters of the Reforin
Party,” said Gulliver firmly. “In fact, we're
vice-presidents. Dash it, we've got to stick
to our principles, haven’'t we? Or, if we
don’t stick to ’em, we need a little some-
thing to inflict us with loss of memory.”

“Why, you—you—-"

“On your own showing, Gore-Pearce, our
duty is plain,” said Gulliver calmly. *“ As
Reformers, with our heart and soul in the
welfare of St. Frank’s, we've got to go to
the Head in the morning and tell him the
truth, It’s the palicﬁ of the Reformers—
the policy that you have championed. BSo
if you don’t want us to do our duty, you’ll

have to convince us that there’s a better
way.”
“By bribing you, ¢h?” sneered Gore-
Pearce. _ "
“By lending us a couple of quid each,

said Bell.

“Isn’t it the same thing?”

“You can call it what you like, but we
are hard up and we need a bit of cash,”
gsai.  Gulliver, with more assurance than
ever. “We asked you to lend us a bit yes-
terday and you refused. Are you still in-
clined to refuse?”

Claude Gore-Pearce
something.

“T’ll think about it,” he said thickly.

“We'll think about it, too,” nodded Gul-
liver. ““Let’s get to sleep again now. We'll
give you until breakfast-time to do your
thinking, old man. If, by then, there’s
nothing doing in the cash line, I'm afraid
we shall have to do our duty in Big Hall,
and tell the Head that you’ve developed talk-
ing in your sleep!”

And Gulliver and Bell, satisfied that they
had got the upper hand, turned over and
peacefully went to sleep. It did not occur
to them that by this act of petty blackmail
they were not only condoning Gore-Pearce’s
offence, but going one worse.

As for Gore-Pearce, he found sleep difficult.

He was restless and uneasy. He was
haunted by the fear that something might
go wrong—that some little thing would crop
up, and expose him for the rascally cad he
was.

To add to his worries, his own study-
mates were now ia league againet him, and
likely to cause a lot of trouble before they
had done. How could he be certain that this
cash demand would be the only one?

1t has been well said that the way of the
transgressor is hard!

seemed to  swallow

CHAPTER 3
Rallying Round Nipper!

L IVE past six!” said IHandforth in-
dignantly.

He was sitting up in bed, glaring

at the innocent face of his wateb,

which he had just pulled from bencath the

pillow. The April sunshine was streaming

slantingly through the dormitory window,

and there was every indication that the day
would be a fine one.

Handforth didn’t approve of it.

“Of course, it would be a glorious morn-
ing!” he frowned. “On a day like this it
ought to be pouring with rain—thick with
fog—black with threatening clouds! Poor ol
Nipper's going to get it in the neck.”

He jumped out of bed, and yanked hold
of Church and MeClure, who were the other
oceupants of this particular dormitory. He
was rather wild with himself for being five
minutes late, for he had made up his mind,
overnight, to awaken at six o’clock.

Handforth had often done this sort of
thing,  Almost without exception he had
awakened at the sound of the rising-bell, and
had expressed amazement that he should
have neglected to arouse himself at the ap-
pointed hour,

But for ence the thing had worked—which
indicated, perhaps, tho intensity of Hand-
forth’s feeling. It was a sign, morcover,
of his deep concern for his friend, Nipper.
Nipper was in trouble, and Handforth hated
the i1dea of lying in bed doing nothing.

“But what’s the good of it, Handy?"
asked Church helplessly. “What can we
do, even if we get dressed and go down?”

“We can rally round Nipper—and help
him,” replied Handforth. ‘““He’s going to
get the sack this morning——everfbody says
s0, even Mr. Lee—and we ought to lend
him a hand.”

“That’s all very well,” protested McClure.
“But didn’t Mr. Lee tell us last night that
Nipper is in the sanny? Even supposing
we are allowed to see him, what can wea
do? If he’s going to get the sack, he’ll get
the sack. You’re not going to suggest that
we should go to the Head, are you?”

“Might as well go to a Spanish Inquisi-
tor!” said Handforth bitterly. “It’s a down-
right shame! Why can’t he believe in
Nipper? Why should he think such rotten
things? We all know that Nipper is inno-
cent, so why doesn’t the Head Lknow it?”

Church and MecClure had no sympathy
with Handforth in this. argument. They
knew that Dr. Nicholls was acting according
to the evidence that was in his possession,

None of the Remove fellows had seen
Nipper since the “tragedy.”” They had seen
him marched in, between Dr. Nicholls and
Mr. Pycraft, and after that the rumours had
flown round at express speed. Before hed-
time it was definitely known that Nipper had
been found guilty of visiting the White Harp,
purchasing whisky, and imbibing it on the
way home.
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There was a sudden rush of f
being pelted with mud,

uniors.
t#wias a humiliating position for the once popular Junior Skipper.

Naturvally, such fellows as Tregcellis-West
and Walson, Handforth & Co., Archie Glen-
thorne and Regpie Pitt—such fellows as these
scoffed at the story. They simply refused to
‘believe it.

Yet when Nelson Lee—Nipper's own be-
loved guv'nor, aud the Housemaster of the
Auvcient House—had solemuly assured them
that there was very litile hope, they had been
compelled to fear the worst. Incidentally,
l.eo had made it clear that he held the per-
sonal view that Nipper was the vietim of a
plot, and that Nipper could say a lot if he
chose to do so.

But Nipper preferved to remain silent—and,
in consequence, the Ilead would be compelled
to inflict punishment, and nothing less than

expulsion could possibly meet the demands of |

this casge.

“There's someining we can do, surely?”
said Handforth, as he got deessed.  ““Any-
how, let's rouse up the others, and hold a
conference.”

WENTY minutes later, just as the
school clock was chiming the half
hour, a group of Removites miarched

oul 1tlo the sunshine of the Triangle.

Tregellis-West and Watson were there, of
course; also Fullwood, Harry Gresham,

Travers, and oue or {wo more. Even Archie
(denthorue had leapt out of bed without
hesitation when ne kuew what was on the
mMove.

Nipper found himsell bowled over, and next moment he wa:

Reggie Pitt and Jack Grev and Castleton
and a few other West House stalwarts joined
the Ancient Mouse group in the Triangle.
This was a very exceptional occasion, and the
need was urgent,

“Well, we've kept ocur word,
here,”” said Reggie Pitt gravely. “ But now
we're here, what can we do?”

“ Absolutely,” eaitd Archie. “Rather a
knobbly one, what? Dear old Nipper nceds
us, bnt how can we do the rallying round?
[t rather ecems to me that the outlook is
poizonously black.”

“I've been thinking,”
gitmly,

“Then the sttuation must be servious,” mur-
roored Castleton.

“*Don’t rot!” frowned Handforth. “1’ll put
“r with your rot at any ordinary time, but
nut this morning !

“Sorey ! said Castleton.
man.”’

“Weli, why shouldn’t we go in a body to
the Ilead’s house ¥ asked Handforth eagerly.
“Jf necessary, we'll invade the lHead’s middy
bed-room ! We'll tell him that Nipper couldi’t
have made a fool of himself like that, and
that the Remove won’t stand it!”

“The trouble with you, Handy, 18 that you
alwayvs think of something violent,”” said
Reggie Pitt, shaking his head. “It wouldn't
do. The Head wouldu’t listen to us—and,
in any case. we haven'’t even the ghost of a
leg o stand on.”

and we're

said Handforth

“(o ahead, ol
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“What do you mean?”’

“Well, Nipper was found squiffy in the
lane—by the Head himself,” replied Pitt.
“No circumstantial evidence about that. He
was reported to be at the White Harp, and
according to what we hear, he was at the
White Harp.”

“I don’t believe
Waitson indignantly.

“ls it really difficult to believe?” asked
Pitt. “Only a day or two earlier, Nipper
had been seen coming out of the White
Harp, and he was flogged for it—just because
he wouldn’t sneak and tell the real truth.
We all know that he went in the place to
save one of our chaps from muaking a fool
of himself.”

“That echump, Hubbard!” nodded Hand-
forth grufily.

“Hubbard tried to confess, but his story
sounded so thin that the Head wouldn’t
listen,”” continued Pitt. ““Can you blame the
Head for taking it for g'ra.nteg that Nipper
was in the White Harp again? And how
do we know that he didn’t go there for
some purpoee 7’

“Oh, 1t’s a rotten tangle,” said Watson
miiserably.

“It wouldn't be a tangle if Nipper would
only tell his own story, dear old boys,”’ said
Tregellis-West. ““That’s the trouble, begad!
ITe won’t sneak because of his principles.”

“Good luck to him!” said Reggie Pitt.
“Even at any ordinary time heo wouldn’t
steax, but just now it’s more impossible than
ever. Isn’t he the leader of the Old-Timers !
I:n't he the champion of the old code, and
hard against Gore-Pearce’s sneaking Re-
formers ?”’

“1I'll bet Gore-Pearce knows something
about this business!’ said Handforth fiercely.

“I wouldn’t be surprised, but there’s no
proof,” agreed Pitt. “And as Nipper won’t
peach, he’ll have to take his medicine. Let’s
resign owselves o it. My idea is to save
him from the awinl ordeal of public expul-

sion.”
“How 7"’

it!"”" broke in Tommy

“Save him?” asked Gresham.

“One thing’s certain—he’s got to leave St.
Frank’s,” said Reggic. “Only his own blab-
hing can save him—and that’s washed out.”

“The chap who plotted against him could
own up,’” said Watson.

““He could—but he won’t,” said Pitt. “So
Nipper’s got to go. Why can’t we sm; gle
him out of the school before breakfast? 3 *.n
the Head will be dithed. There’ll be uo
public expulsion. We shall be spnrnd that
rot, anyhow—and Nipper himself will be
well away.”

“I don’t like it,” said Handforth grufily.
“It’s almost admitting that he’s guilty.”

“No, it isn't,” argued Castleton. “Pitt’s
right. Tf we can spare Nipper that ordeal,
a!ll the better. I'm jiggered if 1 can zee how
we're going to work it, though.”

“He’s in the sanny,” said Reggie calinly,
“and 1 happen to know that the nurse In
charge from six o’clock till eicht is Dora
AManners. She’s rather a pal of ours, by the
way.”’
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“ By George!” said Handforth, with a start.

It was quite true that the fellows were
on-very friendly terms with Nurse Dora—the
pretly cousin of Irene Manners—and there
wasn’t much doubt that she would help them
in their enterprise.

“Tt’s a wheeze!” went on Handfortn
ecacerly,  “But we can’t just go there and
take him away. What if he’s spotted leaving ?
He'd be eollared and taken back. How about
taking a trunk with us?”

“A trunk ?” asked Church wonderingly.

“We could smuggle him into it and carry
him off.”

“No good, Handy, dear old fellow,” said
Vivian Travers. ‘*Too fearfully obvious.
How often do we go to the sanny with &
whacking great trunk?”

“How often? We've never been before!”

“Then don’t you think that somebody
would smell a vat?” asked Travers. ‘A
trunk isn’t a thing we could tuck into one
of our pockets. But how often do nurses
leave the sanny #’

“Nurzes? Every day, of course—~lots of
times a day,” said Handforth,
“There you are, then!”

shrugging his shouldes.

“What are you getting at, fathead?”

“Dora’s got a kind heart,” said Travers
dreamily. ‘*She must have, because she’s
got a kind face. Surely, under pressure,
she’d lend us one of her uniforms for once?
Nipper may be a bit broad in the shoulder,
but I dare say he’d pass muster— :

“Travers, you're a genius!”’ said Reggie
Pitt briskly. “It's a go!”

“You—you mean——-"
with a yell.

“Exactly,” said Travers.
find Nurse Nipper!”’

ORA MANNERS bore out Travers’

D estimate of her. MHer heart proved

kindly enough, anyhow, for the task

in hand., She raised no objections

when the juniors asked her for the loan of a

uniform. Indeed, she expressed wholehearted

sympathy in the enterprige, and consented to
do everything she could to further it.

“But you’ll have to be careful,” she warned
them. *‘I'm afraid that Nipper might be
recognised by somebody as he goes out——""

“Not if we surround him enough,” z:aid
Travers. “People will only think that we’ve
all gone sweet on one of the nurses, I'm
wondering if youw'll get into trouble, Dora?
'\."._r’r,i’::hm’t want to involve you, dear old

irl.

. “I shall be all right,” said Dora confidently.
“I'm not supposed to be on guard, am I?
And Nipper isn’'t a patient, anyhow. He
isn’t locked in, either. Ie’s in one of the
private wards, I shall take care to be very
busy with one of the patients for the next
half-hour.”

“Good for you!” said
“You're a hrici, Dora.”

They were speaking in the lobby of the
ganny, and at this ecarly hour there was not
much chance of any of the masters being up.

said Travers,

began Handforth,

“Let’'s go and

Reggie  briskly,
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Dora went off at once, and left the couast
clear for the conspirators. She had not for-
gotten to mention that a uniform, direct from
the laundry, would be found in the clothes
cupboard, on the upper landing.

“Come on!" said Handiorth breathlessly.

They crept softly upstairs, and within a
minute or two t'ht.agf were outside Ward
No, 16. Tregellis-West eoftly opened the
door, and peeped in. Nipper was standing
over by the window, fully dressed.

“Hallo, Montie,”” he said, with a smile.
“Come in, old man. By Jove! I must be
worse than ever!” he added. “I can see
about a dozen of you!”

“Really, old boy, it's frightful to hear you
jokin’ on such a subject,” protested Montie,
pained. “We thought you’d be in bed.”

They all crowded 1nto the ward, and Nipper
remarded them with Jdriendly eyes. He
thought it was very decent ot them to get
up so early, in order to have a private word
with him t)c-fﬁre the ordeal.

“You've got to put
vourself entirely in our
hands,” declared Hand-
forth firmly. “We've
got a uniform for you
here, and we're going to
smuggle you out and get
yvou right away from the
school hefore breakfast,
How's that?”

Nipper looked at
Dora’s  uniform:; - he
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“I suppose he is—but he hasn’t sentenced
me yet,” said Nipper.

“Don't quibble!” said Handforth sternly.
“You know jolly well that you're going to
be bunked. And whether it gives the Head
any pleasure or not, yvou ought to take noticc
of your pals. We've come here to smuggle
vou out, and we're not going to be dished.
What about taking him by force, you
chaps= 1"

“No,” said Pitt.
come, that ends 1t.”

The others agreed,
squashed,

“Why are you so keen on this?” asked
Nipper curiously. “You don't think I'm
guilty, do you "’ '

“That's unkind,” said Pitt, shaking his
head. “We've come here to help you be-
cause we know that you're innocent, If you
had really got vourself squiffy, as the evi-
deuce indicates, we wouldn’t help you. You

“If he doesn't want to

and Handforth was

| wouldn't deserve to be helped.”

“That’s said
Nipper.

“But we rely on our
common sense  rather
than the evidence.”
continued Pitt. “We
just  know that you
couldn’t be guilty of a
crazy thing like that.
And we're just as certain
that some rotter plaved
a dirty trick on vou.

true,”

Shall I be far wrong if

looked at the juniors,
and then he grinned.

“You're a solemn lot!”
he said dryly. “My hat!
think it was my funcral!
in disguise-—notning doing.”

“What!” :

“Thanks all the came, but I'm staying here
to face the music!” said Nipper.

Anybody might
As for escaping

CHAPTER 4.
The Head's Decision|
E‘UERVBDDY was startled.

“But look here, old man!” urged

Reggie Pitt. “You're going to be

sacked, According to all we hear,

nothing can save you. You're booked for the

chopper, so why not skip off before the cur-

tain goes up? Why give the Head the plea-
sure of pubrl)ic]y expelling you 7"

“Yes, demanded
fiercely.

“You're wrong,” said Nipper quietly. “It
won't give him any pleasure, He’s not that
sort. 1f I know anything about Dr. Nicholls,
he'll be most fearfully cut up over the whole
business HHe's got cranky ideas, but he's
one of the best ”

“You say that after he’s sentenced you to
the sack!”’

“Ho hasn’t.”

“But he’s bourd to give you the sack!”
protested Watson :

why 77 Handforth

I suggest Gore-I’earce 7”
" : ~ Nipper smiled.
Pretty obvious, isn't it ¢ he said ealmly.
“Then it was Gore-Pearce?” -shouted
Haundforth,

“Of course it was,”

"B?r George! Where is he 77 said Edward
Oswald, spinning round. ~ “Come on, vou
chaps! Let's find Gore-Pearce and make hun
own up!”

“Wait a minute, Handy,"” said Pitt, look-
ing worried. “Don’t get so excited! Plenty
of time—it isn’'t seven o'clock yet. We want
to get to the bottom of this business. How
did Gore-Pearce do it, then ?"

“Tasily enough,” said Nipper cheerfully.
“You fellows amuse me, vou know! I'm the
chap who's going to get it in the neck, and
I'm finding it quite easy to smile, but you’re
as solemn as a row of barn owls! Cheer up,
yvou fatheads! There's nothing to worry
about.”

“But vou're
exclaimed Watson,

“Who cares?” said Nipper. “The guv'nor
doesn't believe moe guilty, although he can’t
do anything to save me, and that's what
counts most with me, If he had believed it,
I shouldn't be smiling now.”

“He doesn’t believe it any more than we
do,” said Handforth gruffiy. “How could
he? My only hat! He calls himself a detec.
tive, and vet he ecan’t clear your name in a
case hke this!”

going to be sacked!”
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**No need to run My, Lee down,” said Pitt.
“You forget that tho Head found Nipper in
the lane, and you forget that Nipper has
refused to say a word to save himself. So
what can his guv’nor do?”

“Find out the real culprit!” replied Hand-
forth promptly,

“A frightfully difficult posish, old thing,”
gaid Archie. “I mean, it isn’t like a theft,
or an assault, or any foul thing of that sort
or desecription. There was Nipper, absolutely
wonky at the kuees, and the Head found

him. Good gad! Not much hope, what?"
“But how did it happen?” insisted
Handforth,

“1 was going down the lane when I met
Gore-Pearce,” said Nipper. “Like an ass, I
got into an argument with him. It came to
a fight. But as I was peeling my jacket off
the cad landed me one, and that one was
enough., He caught me when T was helpless,
and it was a knock-out.”

“Phew!"” whistled Pitt.

“So that’'s how
it was done!” -

“The rotter!” gasped Handforth. “Hit-
ting you while you were peeling! Naturally,

you didn’t stand an earthly, Apd yet you
tell us that we mustn't do anything ?”

“You can do as you like—but I've told you
this in confidence, and 1 shall expect you to
keen it to yourselves,” replied Nipper quietly.
“ Gore-Pearce must have poured some whisky
down my throat, and he Imfr the flask on my
chest. When T sat up, it was in my lap—
and that’s how the Head found it. My only
chance of explaining was to peach on Gore-
Pearce—and I couldn’t do that.”

“Absolutely not!” agreed Archie. 1
mean, sneaking, what 77

“8Bo sweeily simple, ech?”’ said Travers
musingly., “For the love of Samson! And
the case is as black as night. Hard lines,
dear old fellow. I'm afraid you're for it.”

All the juniors were pglad to know the
truth—to hear the details. They appreciated
- the difficulties of the position, and the im-
possibility of Nipper exonerating himeelf by
eneaking. :

“But why can’t we force Gore-Pearce to
confess 77 asked Handforth. “That’s the
point I can’t get over.”

“ Because 1t would be a roundabout way of
sneaking,” said Nipper, “If we could be
certain of the thing being kept dark, with
only Gore-Pearce aware of the move, it
wouldn’t matter. But do you think there’s
any chance of that 7"’

“We’d keep it dark,”” said Handforth.

“You'd try to, old man, but it wouldn’t
work,” said Nipper, shaking his head.
“Gore-Pearce’s pals would get to know—it
couldn’t be avoided—and they’d jolly soon
let the cat out of the bag. In the end the
Head would hear, Gore-Pearce would be
lugged up on the ¢ . and everybody
would be saying that I had done it on pur-
pose—that I'd sneaked.”

“There are cases where even speaking is
justified,” Jdeclared Watson bluntly.

" Ordinarily, ves—but not just now,” said
Nipper. “My dear chap, for weeks we’ve
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been down on sneaking--we’'ve been fighting
theso Reformers tooth and nail. We ecan't
sneak now., I' don't want to, anyhow. Ii
Gore-Pearce is crooked enough to stand by
and see me sacked, he'll soon come to a bad
end, and then I shall be able to come back.
That’s the way I look at it.”

“He’s right, you chaps,” said Pitt firmly.’
“Better to suffer a bit now than give the
Reformers a chance to ‘call him a sneak.
Good man, Nipper! You always were a cool

bcard. weren’t you 1’

_ O nothing was done,
The staunch Dband of

would-be
helpers cleared out before there was a
chance of them being discovercd—after
an explanatory word to Dora. Even Hand-
forth appreciated the delicacy of the situation,
gnd he agreed that Nipper’s plan was the
est,

They all felt much better, too. Nipper's
cheeriness had affected them, and they ha«l
an idea that he would not be missing from
St. Frank’s for long.

Yet one or two of the juniors—Travers and
Reggie Pitt, for nxumpia-——were inclined to
be dubious, after reflection. Supposing Gore-
Pearce failed to come a cropper? Nipper
would never get back' It was all very well
to take things for gmnted, but there was an
ugly possibility of Gore-Pearce scoring a com-
plete and lasting triumph,

When breakfast-time arrived there was
more chatter than usual, Even at the senior
tables there seemed to be an air of animation,
The whole of St. Frank’s was interested in
Nipper's case, and endless arguments were
entered into by those who were for and those
who were against.

It was generally accepted, however, that
Nipper would be publicly expelled, and the
only doubt was as to whether he would be
flogged first or not. After prayers the ex-
pectancy had grown to a subdued excitement.
The Junior School, in particular, was all
agog. A deep and intense silence fell when
Dr. Morrison Nicholls came to the front of
the platform, The new Head possessed an
extraordinary personality, and he was capable
of commanding instant attention.

“T think you all know why dismissal has
been delayed,” he said quictly. “I have a
very unhappy duty to perform this morning.
I mignt mention that I have had very little
sleep during the night, for the problem has
concerncd mo deeply. Yet I think I have
arrived at a satisfactory conclusion.

He paused, and a couple of prefects brought
Nipper on to the platform, Kl)”hey stood him
bletween them, as though by prearranged
plan,

Immediately an uproar started. Handforth
and a few others commenced cheering at sight
of Nipper, but their cheers were drowned by
the hissing and jeering that arose from the
Reformers. Many of the latter, indeed, ex-
citedly rushed to the front of the platform
and shook their fists at the pale-faced Nipper.

(Continued on wage 14.)
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(Cantinued from page 12.)

“Silence!” thundered the Head. ** How
dare you! Get back to your places at once!”
 Dr. Nicholls” words had the effect of bring-
ing the juniors to their senses, The jecring
stopped as if by magte, Upraised fists were
dropped to their owners’ sides as the boys
went back to their places. A silence settled
over Big Hall.

"I am very sorry that some of you should
have aected in such a disgusting manner,” said
the Head quietly. “This is no time to con-

gemn Hamilton--before you have heard the
actual facts,

“This boy, Hamilton, was found by me in
1 most distressing condition,” continued Dr,
Nicholls. *“'The details of this you shall hear
later. It is my intention to adopt what I
think is a novel procedure—but only because
of the peeculiaritics of this case.”

The school wondered what was coming.
The Head had alveady proved himself to be
a man of unusual ideas, and everybody felt
that he was planning a freeh surprise,

“The cvidence against Hamilton is, on the
face of it, absolutely irrefutable,”” proceeded
the Head. ““Yet I am compelled to admit
that it is mainly cireumstantial, even though
| personally found him in the most guilty
condition.  There is always the possibility,
however, that that condition was not brought
about by the boy himself, bui{ that he was
the victim of foul play.”

“By George!’ breathed Handlorth.
“That’s fair enough!”
“The- Head’s got brains!’. murmured

Reggie Pitt,

“My duty, no doubt, is to accept the evi-
dence before me, and expel this boy forth-
with,” continued Dr. Nicholls, “‘1f 1 were
to take such a course, I feel that I snould
be quite justified. Ilowever, 1 desire to gjve
every bay in this Hall a chance to stand for
ward and give evidence—one way or the
other—in the case, Let me once agaiu urge
that such evidence will not be regarded as
sneaking, Hamilton’s fate i1s 'u the balance.
[t is vour duty, your plain duty, to coms
forward if you have any knowledge of this
unfortunate affair,”’

St. Frank’s was more interested than ever,
The Head was providing them with a novelty.
Other headmasters would have got busy on
the expulsion straight away, but Dr. Nicholls
was keen upon giving his theories another
Lost.

IHe went even further,

““I propose to place a grave responsibility

upon you all,”” he said quietly. ‘““The evidence | Nicholls gravely.
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against this boy, as I have told you, is
largely circumstantial. Therefore, I want the
school to regard itself a® a jury. The evi-
dence will be now placed before you, in
every detail. Hamilton will have an oppor-
tunity of stating his own case, If, after you
have heard the evidence, you vote for his
expulsion, I shall not hesitate to pass that
sentence—since I shall then be satisfied that
my own judgment has been confirmed. But
if, on the other hand, you vote ‘ Not guilty,’
Hamilton will be completely exonerated, and
allowed to go his way as usual.”

This was very much of a bombshell, and
the school Luzzed with excitement.

Many of tu~ seniors had grave doubts as
to the wisdom of this procedure; and some
of the masters, too, were dubiously shaking
their heads. They did not approve of Dr,
Nichollg’ revolutionary ideas.

But the school, in the main, regarded Dr.
Nicholls as a boorn and a blessing. He was
providing them with something new-—some-
thing out of the common. Most of the
fellows felt, too, that it was only fair thas
the school should have a say in Nipper's
trial,

It was very much like a Form trial-—ony
the whole schoo! was invelved, and Dr.
Nicholls himself would be the judge!

CHAPTER 5.
The Evidence!
DR. MORRISON NICHOLLS wasted no

time.
“We shall, of course, make no
attempt to follow the procedure of
a Court of Justice,”” he said. *“That would
be reducing the whole affair to a farce. My
plan is to place the facts before you as simply
and as concisely as possible.”’

‘““Hear, near!”

“Go ahead, sir!”’

“There have been so many rumours that
it is highly necessary that you should know
the full truth,” continned the Head. “1
hope that I shall be uble to scotch all the
untruths that have heen cireulated” with such
ruthless persistence.”

There was a murmur of approval,

This case was no exception to the rule.
Some of the fellows seemed to take a par-
ticular delight in spreading every fantastic
variation of a story that happened to be
current, and it mostly happened that the
moye scandalous the variation, the more puh.
icity it received. In a great public school,
as elsewhere, people are ever ready to be-
lieve the worst, Rumour is just as much a
lying jade in a school as in any other walk
of life, It was all in the Head’s favour that
he should grasp this nettle, as it were, and
pluck it out. The truth, and nothing but.the
truth, would soon put an end to the scanda!-
mongers’ tittle-tattle. |

“The facts are quite simpie,” said Dr.
“Unfortunately, their verv
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simplicity renders them serious. —If Hamil
ton is as guilly as the facts indicate, he is
certainly unworthy of remaining under this
roof,

“ Last night Mr.

Pyeraft and T were walking
up from the village in tho dusk.

We ecame

across a figure sprawling in the %rass. That
ficure proved to bo Hamilton. He was in-
cohorent, unable to stand on his fect, and

he smelt of spirits.”

The Head paused, and the school waited
tensely.

““These facts, as you will all understand,
are significant,”” he went on. “When 1 tell
you that I found a half-empty whisky-flask
in this boy's lap, you will understand my
perturbation. Could anything be more ob-
vieus? Hamilton was unquestionably unable
to give an account of himself. When he
attempted to speak, his words failed to come.
Ile was, in short, muddled. Mr, Pycraft and
myself wore compelled to half carry him to
the school.”’

“He was intoxicate d, sir!”” shoutcd some-
body,
“Ym rather!”

“Clear as daylight!?

“Wait!" commanded the Iead. *“I have
not invited you to make these comments.
When somebody tells me that the ecircumn-
stances wero as clecar as daylight, I must
veluetantty agree.  But is that proof that
Hamilton had beengreally drinking? I must
tell you the result of my further investiga-
tions. I fear you will sce, only too dhtmhih
that the evidence is overwhelmingly black.

“IHamilton denied that he had been drink-
ing; yet he could not give any account of
tho whisky-flask. He denied this, but volun-
teered no alternative explanation. That is the
crucial point. If he had suggested some other
possible explanation, I could have made the
necessary inquiries. But what am I to think
when Hamilton denies all knowledge of it,

and yet refuses to give me any other in- |

farmation? Does it not seem clear that this
refusal was dictated by the fact that there
wres no other information ?”’
“Ile's guilty, sir!”
“0Of course he is!”
|39

“Ie ought to be hoofed out of the school!

“I will tell you this,”” said Dre. Nicholis,
“Iamilton did give gome sort of alternative
story, but it was so feeble that I had almost
forgotten it, 1t is only fair that T should
repeat 16 to you. When pressed, he said that
somebody had knocked him down, and that he
knew no more until I arrived on the scene.
He suggested, in fact, that his muddled con-
dition was not occasioned by strong spirits,
but by the blow; he suggested that the
whisky-flask was I]ld'CE(] on him by this
myvsterioug person who knocked him down.”

“It’s true, too!” shouted llandforth ex-
citedly. '

- Rul‘.!”

“Who's going to believe a yarn like that?”

“Nobody! It's too thin!”

There were many other murmurs of scep-
ticism; but '.-.:hen t}_m Head raised his hand
there was an immediate hush.

“I must confess that I found it difficult
to place any reliance upon Hamilton’s so-
called explanation,” he said, *and I regard
13 as significant that he could wot—or would
not—give me the name of the individual who
knocked him out,”

“He wasn’t going to sneak, sir!

“Bueak!” repcated the Head sharply.
“Do any of you think that this boy, in such
an extremity, would hesitate to exonerate lurn
self ? Ridiculous! #le refused to givé methe
name of his mythical assailant because such
a thing was impossible, 1 have repeatedly
urged you to come forward with complaints
egaldmp; the breaking of ordinary school
rules. Some of you have decided to help mo
in this new system; others, I am afraid, stili
hang back,

“In Mamilton’s ease, 1t was not a mere
violation of an ordinary rule. It was a matter
of the uwnmost gravity, Iis whole career was
at stake. But in spite of this he refused
to give me the name. Am I to believe that
there actually wuas an assailant?  Or did
Hamilton tell me that story on the spur of
the moment, as some sort of frenzied explana-
tion to aeccount for his condition? It is for
vou to weigh these facts, and to pass your
judgment.”

““ii:y go on,
“Ie's gailty ™

13

st

shonted somebody,

“I do not ask for your verdict until you
have heard all the facts—until Hamilton has
had a chance of telling his own story,” said
Dr, Nicholls, “ I’vrhnps he has had time to
ponder over his position. Perhaps he will be
willing to give us the name of that person
who was malicious enough to knock him
down, and to plant a whisky-flask upon him?”’

It was clear that the Head’s tone was sar-
castic, He was angry. The more he dis-
cussed Nipper’s explanation—which, of course,
happened to be absolutely true—the more it
aroused his ire. He could not understand
Nipper's refusal to give the name. Another
headmaster might have appreciated this
silence on the part of an honourable school-
boy, but not so Dr. Morrison Nicholls. Ho
was so steeped in his pet “reform ™ that his

vision was inclined to be obscured,
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S for Claude Gore-Pearce, he was
A poing through an appalling time,

All this discussion was sheer agony

to him. For he happened to be that

“mythical person,”” and if Nipper had indeed

changed his mind, things would begin $o look

rocky., And what guarantee was there that

Nipper would keep sitlent?

rore-Pearce had been confident cnough the
previous night., Nipper was no sneak. He
wouldn’t dream of peaching. He'd rather be
sacked !

But Gore-Pearce now trembled. As the
lHead had said. Nipper’s whole career was st
stake. A verdict of “Guilty ' would mean
¢xpulsion — disgrace — ignominy. Perhaps
Nipper had weighed these points! Perhaps he
would come out with that name when he was
called upon to state hig defence?

If so, what then? T.ike a shot, the llead
would pounce. He would be as keen as
mustard upon investigating this new line.
(rore-Pearce would be hauled up and ques-
tioned : and, although he would deny all
knowledge of the affair, there was always
the chance that he would be tripped up.

Without donbt, Claude was suffering, but

he managed to maintain a careless, boved |

exterior. Only Gulliver and Bell, who werc
near him, appreciated his ordeal.

“Jt is necessary that you should know onc
or two more facts,” said Dr. Nicholls. “I
regret that you should have your patience
taxed so severely, but we are here to give
this boy a fair trial. Some little time_earlier
in the evening Mr, Pycraft saw a St. Frank’s
boy entering the White Harp Inn. He had
reason  to believe that that boy was
Hamilton.”

“Quite so,” murmured Mr. Pyeraft. “I
distinctly recognised himn.” :

In this, the master of the Fourth deluded
himself. He had wanted to recognise
Nipper and, in view of the later ecircum-
stances, he now rcally believed that his eye-
sicht was eapable of incredible  feats.
Actually, he had recognised nothing but a
St. Frank’s cap.

“Mr. Pycraft made inquiries, but the boy
had apparvently not been in the inn,” pro-
ceeded the Head. ‘“However, after Hamil-
ton had been found in such guilty circum-
stances, I went to this place myself, accom-
panied by Mr. Lee. It is right that you
should know the result of that wisit.”

The school waited breathlessly. There had
been an awful lot of conjecturs about that
visit, and rumours had becn floating about,
one on the heels of the other. It was time
that the truth should be known,

“"Mr. liee and myself discovered that
Hamilton had, indeed, been in the White
Harp that evening,” said the Head solemnly.
“ KFurthermore, he went there to visit a book-
maker named Poole. 'This man confessed
that he had supplied Hamilton with a flask
of whisky. With such evidence in my pos.
session, I shonld be perfectly justified, 1
ithink, in expelling this boy witheut going
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to the length of holding this present in-
quiry.”’

“* Hear, hear!™

“Why not get on with it, sir

“The voting will be against him,
how !’

The school was startled.  Nipper himself
was staggered., He realised that (Gore-Pearce
had been very clever. It had been an astute
move of his to get in touch with Poole, and
to get Poole to give that false evidence.

“Convineing as these facts ave, 1 must
again remind you that the evidenee s
largely circumstantial,”” eaid Dr. Nicholls. “1
do not feel justified in accepting the word
of a bookmaker’s tout——"

“(rood for you, sir!” sang out
forth., “That’s better, sir!”

“This man might very possibly have had
some ulterior motive for ineriminating Hamil-
ton,” continued Dr. Nicholls, with a rare
sense of justice. “I must urge you, there-
fore, to accept his evidence with reserve.
And, remember, there is always the possi-
bility that Mr, Pyeraft was mistaken.”

" Preposterous!” muttered Mr. Pyeraft in-
dignantly,

“I am attempting to find every possible
point in favour of Hamilton,” said the Head.
“I am afraid these points are not very con-
clusive, I shall now call upon the boy him-
self to state his own defence.”

He turned.

““Come, Hamilton,”” he said. “If you are
guiltless of this charge, you now have an
opportunity of clearing your name. Do not
hesitate to speak the full truth. If this
involves the inerimination of anf! other boy,

¥
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you are to give hie name bold If there
is such an individual, he is clearly undeserv-
ing of any consideration from you.”

Gore-Pearce nearly reeled with
Would Nipper speak?

“Thank you, sir,” said the Remove skipper.
“I don’t think 1 shall delay these proceed-
ings very long. And I'll only say that 1'm
not guilty. I've never drunk any whisky
in my life, and I’m not the kind of fellow
to get deliberately infoxicated. If 1 was,
I don’t think T should choose a spot like the
lane, knowing, at the same time, that My,
Pycraft was suspicious of me, and was due
to come up the lane on his way back to the
school.”

There was a hint of irony in Nipper's
tone. Mis point was a powerful one, cave-
lessly spoken though it was. Quite a num-
her of fellows had looked at it in that way.
1f Nipper was really guilty, surely he must
have been utterly insane to select such a
spot for his carousal? -

“It’s up to youn fellows to judge me,” said
Nipper, facing the echool. *You'’ve heard
all the Mead has said, and you know .me
very well, Things look pretty black, ~1’l]
confess, but the truth is as simple as AB (.
I met somebody in the lane, and there was
a scrap. Ile knocked me down, planted that
whisky on me, and-bolted. Poola Ijailé'.:.,lgf

anxicly.
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Indignantiy the juniors gazed at the procession which was being formed by Gore-Pearce. Hande

forth, especially. gave a violent snort of anger when he saw the big banners.
““1 can't stand this much longer.

exclaimed.

course. I was no! in the White Harp last
night.”

“Name! Name:” went up in a roar,

“Why dou’t you give the name?”

“Becauso I'm mnot a sneak!” shouted
Nipper indignantly, *We've got a codo of
honour at St, Frank’s, haven't we? I can't
give the name because it wouldn’t be cricket.
That’s all. If the fellow doesn’t like to come
forward, I suppose I shall have to take my
gruel. Bui he’s safe from me—and I hope
his conscience won’t hurt him too much.”

A mingled roar went up. A surprising
number of fellows—seniors as well as juniors
—applauded Nipper hcartily. 1le had put it
neatly. He couldn't sncak. Nipper's atti-
tude was all the more praiseworthy because
he was acting in dircet defiance of the
Head’s instructions,

Gore-Pearce's relief was so acute that he
nearly gave himself away on the spot. He
positively gulped with emotion.

“Steady!” muttered Gulliver.
have somebody twigging!”

“I’m all right!” panted Gore-Pearce: “1
thought the fool was going to peach!”

“It'a lucky for you he’s so decent,” said
Bell sourly.

Nipper was speaking agaiu. Somebody
had asked him to explain liow he had allowed
his assailant to Lkonock him down. Wasn't
he the champion of the Junior School? Had
his opponent been a man, or a seninr? It

“You'll

““ By George ! ’” he
I’'m golng to put a stop to this rot ! "

was only fair that this point should be
cleared up., And why dido’t Nipper show
auny mark of the blow?

“You're right!” replied Nipper. “You’ve
got to know the truth about that. The
fellow who knocked me down was about my
owu size and age. He got in his knock-out
while I was stripping off my jackct—while

my arms were held to my sides by my
slecves, That's how he pgot in that clean
drive.”

“Dirty drive, you mean!” bellowed Iland-
forth.

“I didn’t mean clean in that way—I meant
divect,” said Nipper. “My chin’s sore, but
it doesn't show any bruise. The one blow
was enough. I didu’t know anything more
until I found the Head bending over me. 1
expect it sounds pretty thin, birt it happens
to be true.” He turned to Dr. Nicholls.
“That’s all I'tn going to eay, sir,” he added
quietly.

There was a deep hush.

“Hamilton.: T am sorvely distressed,” said
the Head kindly. “Your confidenee and
vour manner are clear evidence of a guilt-
less conseience. Your record. in this schoal
is a splendid one. I am trying very hard
to believe that vou are the victim of foul
play.”

“Thavk you, sir.”

“Why don’t you give that name?" asked
the Mead teusely. *Cannot you understand



that T must think the worst if you maintain
your silence? For does it not indicate that
your story i3 a false one?”

“1 don’t think so, sir. Tt indicates that
T don’t want to sneak.”

“Nonsense!” said Dr. Nicholls angrily.
“How many times must I tell you that it
is not a question of sneaking? It is your
duty. This person, if he exists, is guilty of
something far worse than your own folly.
It is more than folly—it is a contemptible,
wicked plot. Let me have that name.”

“No, sir,” said Nipper steadily. “I’ve
said all T mean to say, sir.”

The Head shrugged his shoulders.

“Very well,” he said resignedly. “The |

school must form its own conclusions. Let
the voting proceed without further delay!”

CHAPTER 6.
The School Decides!

possible manner.
Fach Form was taken separately,
commencing with the Sixth. The
Form-masters requested those in favour of
Nipper's conviction to raise their hands.
These were counted, and the number noted

THE voting was done in the simplest

down. Then the fellows in favour of a " Not
Guilty ” verdict had their turn, the result
also being recorded.

It was rather difficult to tell how the vot-
ing was going.

The Fifth and the Sixth werc unquestion-
ably against Nipper. The Fourth, too, it
seemed, voted largely against him. When
it came to the Remove there was a big
majority in his favour; and the Third pro-
vided the surprise of the occasion by record-
ing a solid vote for Nipper’s acquittal.

After {hat came the counting. This was
a verfy brief business, for it was only neces-
sary for the Head tp jot up the figures and
compare the totals. Eve?bady was watching
him intently, and a dead silence had fallen.

Those nearest the platform detected a look
of astonishment in Dr. Nicholls’ eyes; an
expression of doubt, perhaps—of perplexity.
At the same time, he was palpably relieved.

“Hamilton is not gmilty!” he announced
bluntly.

A perfect buzz went up.

“The voting has been much closer than
I would have liked,” continued Dr. Nicholls.
“ Astonishingly enough, Hamilton has been
declared ‘ Not Guilty > by a majority of one
vote only.”

“Hurrah!”

“Good old Nipper!”

“Bravo!”’

“Rats! He ought to have bheen sacked!”

“Hear, hear!”

The noise was becoming more and more
unruly as the rival factions voiced their
opinions,

“Silence!” commanded the Head angrily.
“What is the meaning of this unseemly com-

} motion?
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I almost regret that T appealed to
your sense of justice. It would be paltering
with the truth to say that Hamilton Eas been
declared innocent. . Let us put it that he has
heen given the benefit of the doubt.”

“He’s not going to be sacked, is he, sir?”’
| “Hamilton will take his ordinary place in
the school forthwith,”” said the Head. *‘The
matter is over. The school has decided.
Everyvbody will dismiss quietly and in an
orderly fashion.”

The school’s idea of quietness and orderli-
ness appeared to be vague, for as the fellows
crowded out of Big Hall they made a re-
markable amount of noise, some cheering,
some booing, others indignantly protesting
against this display.

“ ELL, Hamiiton, I am
W Dr. Nicholls, patting

lad,” eaid

Ipper on
the shoulder. “Yet, in another
[ am sorry. I am afraid

way,
yOour :wquitta{ 1s not as satisfactory as it
might have been. It would have been far
better if you had given me the opporiuuity
of punishing the actual enlprit.”’

“I'm sorry, sir; I hope he’ll give himself
away."”

“1 doubt it, Hamilton.,”” said the Iead.
“The inguiry is over now, and he is eafe.
You see, I am accepting the judgment of
the school—I am no longer questioning your
story.”

Nipper harvdly knew what to say. He him-
self felt that the situation was not entirely

satisfactory. A minute afterwards he went
down from the platform, and left Big Hall.
Outside, he was 1mmediately seized by
Watson, Tregellis-VWest, Handforth and a
crowd of others, and chaired.

“Hurrah!” roared Handforth.

“Don’t make such a fuss, for goodness’

sake!” shouted Nipper as he rocked and
swayed perilously on the excited juniors’
shoulders. “TI don’t feel that I’ve been pro-
perly acquitted. Half the school still thinks
'm guilty.”’

“Blow that half of the school roared
Handforth. ““They're idiots! They're fat-
heads! They don’t countl You’ve been voted
inri?(’:ent, and St. Frank’s has done jolly
well.”

“Begad, rather!” said Sir Montie glee-
fully. “We didn’t think it possible, dear
old boy. We're most frightfully bucked.”

“And we know the truth, don’t we?”’ said
Tomm atson. “We know who that rotter
18, and——

“Better not talk too much about Iit,
Tommy,” interrupted Nipper. ““Don’t forget
that I gave you the name in confidence.”

“But what does it matter now?” asked
Handforth. “The inquiry’s over.”

“It matters just as much—if not more,”
replied Nipper. “We're the Old-Timers—and
we've got to stick to our principles. No
sneaking! Thank goodness I've come out of
this affair eafely.”

There was no time for any further discus-
sion. Morning lessons were already very late,
and the Form-masters were impatient. First

|*?

s
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Jesson would have to be greatly curtailed, |
even as il was,

“I hope you will settle down to work with-
out any fuss or bother,” said Mr. Crowell,
the Remove Forme-master, as he guazed
severclvy at his ctuss.  “There has been too
mneh waste of time this mworning.”

“Tt was the Mcad’s ddea, sir,” said some-
body,

“It does not necessarily follow that T ap-
prove of the headmaster’s ideas,”” retorted
Mr. Crowell., “In fact, 1 will tell you guite
frankly that I have the strongest possible
objections to 1ue scene that has been cuacled
this worning.’

My, Crowell spoke feclingly; perhaps he
sald rather too much. It was certainly unwise
of him to air his views regarding the Icad
i1 public like this.

“However, we will not discuss the matter,”
he went on gruffly. “Hamilton, I congratu-
late you uvpoun your escape—your very lucky
cecape,'’

““Thank vou, si1.”” satd Nipper. “Docs that
mean that yvou think 1 ought to have been
cxpelled 77 '

“It means that T think the whole thine was
nl-advised and irveguiar,”” replied Xve, Crowell
vacuely,  “Fither the headmaster should
have punished you or aceented your wora,
To place ihe enus on the school was—was~———
Ahem! Open your books!”

Mr. Crowell felt that Lis indignation waus
carrving him too far. He opened his own
book withi a slam, shifted his chair noisily,
and jamuned bis glasses on to his nose.

“Let us get to work!”! he said sternly.

“Please, sir, may I say something 2" asked
Doyle, standing up.

““What is it, Dovle?”

“I thick a good many fellows will be with
me, sir, when T sav that it’s a bit rotten for
us to be compelled to sit in the same room
with a cliap who has been found guilty by
luts of us of drinking——" i

“Silence !’ shouted Mr. Crowell angrily.
“Doyle, how dare you!”

“He's right, sir!"” shouted Owen major.

“Hear, hear!”

“You unasportzmanlike young rascals!” said
Mr. Crowell bitingly, “Has not MHamilton
been acquitted by the majority! Unsatisfae-
tory as the verdicet ig, it is nevertheless in his
favour., If I licar any more such comments
I wili panish the culprits with tho utmost
severity. I am azhamed of you.”

Dovle sat down, rather abashed. But that
Little incident was an ominous hint of what

19

was to follow. Nipper Lad no rcason fo feel
pleased with the vesult of that remarkable
inquiry !

ORE-PEARCE remained more or less
G stunned throughout first lesson,

He had taken it abeolutely for

cranted that Nipper would have been

1 cscorted off the school premises by this time.

And once Nipper had been sacked, Gore-
Pearce felt that he could have stilled the
murmiring: of his conscience.  ““Out of sight,
out of mind.” But with Nipper still here,
still reudy to look accusingly iuto his cyes, it
was a very different matter! 4

For the rascally Claude could well sce that
he would never be allowed to forget his guilt.
His precious scheme had failed. Nipper was
not only occupying his old position as captain
of the Remove, Eut he was on the spot to
rerve as a constant reminder that the Reform
Party was a fake aud a fraud.

Gore-Pearce’s  conecience wonld probably
begin to trouble him again. Me would be
unable to go ahiead with the ambitious plans
that he had so carclfully thought out. He
had seca himself as Junior captam, he had
decided that the Reformers should sweep the
Remove and the Fouwrth-—with himself as the
prime mover. And behind it all would be the
Head, giving his moral support.

But how cbuld all this go on with Nipper
still on the premises—with Nipper an ever-
present menace ? Gore-Pearce was well aware
of his own guilt—and, roiter though he was,
he felt that the ordeal of coming into dally
contact with Nipper, of meeting his accusing
eve, would be too much for him.

' IEN break came the fellows had an
\Nf opporiunity of talking. Tho Forms

came streaming out into the sunny

Triangle, and shouting, excited
groups were soon gathering., Nipper, of

course, was the subjeet of every discussion.

“Let ’em jubber!” said Handforth com-
placently, as he joined Nipper & Co. and
Pitt and Travers and a few other intimates.
“We kuow the truth, don’'t we? They'll spon
get over it.'?

“But will they?” asked Travers. “That's
the trouble, dear old fellow. Nipper is free,
but heaps of chaps are asking who actually
did the deod. The rank and file is inclined to
be somewlhiat restive.”

“Ro many  fellows

_ ( think he's guilly,”
crowled Reggie Pilt.

“That’s the trouble.

It's a half-and-half business. It’s a com-
promise. And there's going to bo trouble

about it.”’
“Well, we've got to pull togelher oue-

selves, and show these rotters that we're
stunding by Nipper right through,” said
Handforth dogeediy. *“Down with the -Re-

formers! Now's the Llime for us to equash
these cads altogether. Particularly Gore-
Pearce!”’
“Rather!” said the otliers,
“Ne know that Gore-Pearce
aespicable  rotter!”  continued
“Ie ought to be sacked,

15 a dirty,
Handforth.
Put as we can't
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sneak on him, the least we can do i8 to sup-
press him, No half measures, either! Let'’s
do the thing thumughlg‘ I wonder he’s got
the nerve to stay at St. Frank’s!”

Just then Crowe and Webb and Crooke, of
the Modern House, strolled by, arm-in-arm.
The chums of Study No. § were looking very
aloof, and they apparently did not see the
group of Removites.

“ My dear chap!’” Webb was p.itesting.
“You're not suggesting that we shou. ' go
and have a ginger-pop, are you?”

“Y rather thought so,” said Crowe.

“Idiotic!” said Webb. ‘What about some
whisky "

“Only these silly Removites drink
stuff,” said Crooke, with a sniff, :

They passed on, leaving the Removites
glaring after them with indignation and rage.
Nipper, who knew that the gibe had been
aimed at himself. was looking rather pale.

“Pm afraid there’ll be a lot of this,” he
said uncomfortably,

“There’d better not be!”’ snorted Hand-
forth, ‘“Come on, Remove! Let’s go and
wipe up those rotters!”

“BSteady, old man!
said Nipper.

Doyle and Owen major, of Study P, came
past.

“Red nosee aren’t natural, you ass!” Deoyle
was saying. ‘‘People only get them from
drinking. There’s one chap in the Ancient
House who—"’

“Hi!”" bellowed Handforth wrathfully.

But Doyle and Owen major took no notice.
And then Turner and Page and Harron, of
Study No, 13 in the West House, came along.
These bright youths were not content with
passing loud comments. They eame right up
to Nipper.

“Just a word of advice, old man,” said
Turner gently. *‘‘It’s given in a kindly spirit,
and I hope you’ll heed it. Don’t take it neat
in future. Always put more water with it.”’

Crash!

Nipper simply couldn’t help himself. He
lashed out at Turner’s sneering, grinning face,
and Turner, with a howl of alarm and pain,
went over backwards on the gravel,

that

You’ll start a riot,”

CHAPTER 7.
Worse Than the Sack!

IPPER rather regretted that blow im-
mediately afterwards.  Handforth,
however, thoroughly approved of it.
He wanted to follow it up by taking

on  Page and MHarron, but Church and
MecClure held him back.
“You cad!” panted Turner, scrambling to
rnis feet. “YWhat do you mean by that ?”’
“You asked for it,”” suid Nipper gruffly.
“Hi, Fourth!” roared Turner, “‘This booz-
ing rotter lashed out at me. Are we going
to stand this?”’ .
(iore-Pearce came rushing up.
- “Don’'t make it a Form row!” he shouted.
S There are tust as mumy lellows in the
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Remove who are against him! We ought to
unite! Let’s show this squiffy bounder what
we think of him!”’

“Hear, hear!”

“On him!”

Handforth and the other {fellows wers
pushed aside. Even Handforth had no op-
portunity of sailing in. There were too many
for him. Nipper was seized, whirled up, and
surrounded by yelling mobs.

Bump!

“Give him another!’ roared (Gore-Pearce,

Bump!

Nipper was treated unmercifully. He was
flung to the ground, lifted up, and flung
down again. Ile was knocked this way and
that; bewildered, half-blinded, he was sent
reeling and staggering.

Never before had the popular Remove cap-
tain been treated with such derision and con-
tempt. Quite a number of Remove fellows
joined in this vindictive rag, and it wasn’t
until a prefect came along, whistling a cane,
that the mob disappeared, yelling with
scornful laughter.

“Better get indoors, young ’un,’”’ said the
prefect, giving Nipper a cold look.

““I suppose you think the same as they
do?’ asked Nipper, panting hard.

“Never mind what I think—you get in-
doors,”” said the Sixth-Former,

It was enough. This prefect was one of the
seniors who had voted ‘‘against,” and Nipper
was liable to knock up against such seniors
at any moment. The feeling in the school
was intense—and there was not much chance
that it would grow less as time went on.

Nipper was late in the class-room.

He had been so mauled about that he had
had to go upstairs and change his clothes and
wash. However, Mr. Crowell said nothing
when he quielly ecame in and took his seat.
He just gave Nipper one glance as he turned
from the blackboard, and then went on with
the lesson. :

“Please, sir, Hamilton's late!” said Gul-
liver.

Mr. Crowell spun round like a tiger.

“Indeed!” he snapped. ‘1 am grateful to
you, Gulliver, for informing me of a fact of
which I was already aware. What would you
have me do? Shall I inflict a caning upon
Hamilton, or would you prefer me to give
him an imposition 7"’

Gulliver’s jaw dropped.

“I—I1 thought you hadn’t noticed, sir,”” he
faltered.

“Sit down!” commanded Mr. Crowell. “I
witnessed a very disgraceful scene in the
Triangle during break, and Hamilton would
indeed have been deserving of punishment if
he had returned to the Form-room in the
cuise of a scarecrow. ITas any other boy any
comment to malke ?”’

“It’s not fair, sir, the way vou favour that
pub-hannting rotter!”’ said Owen major in-
dignantly,

“"Owen
C'rowell.

major, come here!” said Mr.
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Owen major went. -
“Hold out vour hand!”’

“Why, sir?” asked Owen major. ‘‘Half
tho Form agrees with me-—""

“Hold out your hand!” thundered Mr,
Crowell,

© Slash! Slash!

Four times Mr. Crowell wielded his cane,
and Owen major felt sorry for himself.

“Now go back to your place!” panted the
Form-master. ‘““And if any other boy dares
to make such an outrageous remark, T will
take him to tne beadmaster for a Hogging!"”
He swept his gaze round the room. “Have
yon no sensc of fairness?” he went on hotly,
“Hamilton has been acquitted. The matter
is settled. It should be forgotten. I am
growing more and morc ashamed of you!”

“Not all of us!” pro-
tested Harry Gresham,

“I do not mean all
of you,” replied Mr.
Crowell, “ 1 am refer-
ring only to that sec-
tion of the Form whicli

appears . to have for-

gotten all  ideas of

sportsmanship and

futrness, I can only

hope that these boys will come to their
scuses,”

UT it was a vain hope. When morning
B lessons were over, Nipper came in for
more taunts and gibes than ever. The
fellows who indulged in this kind of
ragging were in the minority—but unfor.
tunately it is generally the minority in all
matters which makes the biggest noise and
ereates the biggest disturbance, ,

Nipper was startled at the widespread extent
of bad feeling against him. Seniors would
cut him dead; they would wnlk past, after
‘giving him a contemptuvous, withering look,
Their looks and their silence were worse
than any comments could have been.

It was the same with the juniors. Whilst
ozt of them ignored Nipper completely,
occasional groups would hoot at him, and
hiss, and pase scathing remarks, Handforth
and Pitt and Travers and all the rest of
Nipper's set were becoming exhausted. They
had had so many scraps since lessons that
they were beginning to see that the game
wasn't worth the candle.

Nipper himsell was miscrable—and he
almost felt that it would have been far better
if the headmaster had sent him away. Ex-
pulsion would have been preferable to this
torture.

A group of East House fags came along,
led by Fullerton, Tt included Parry minor
and Hook and Ryder and Conroy minimus,
They were all grubby, inky nonentities in the

Third.

“Yah! Took at his hip-pocket!"” yelled
Fullerton jeeringly, ‘‘Look how it's bulging
out!”

““That’s where he keeps his flask!” eaid
Parry minor.
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“Ila, ha, ha!” *

Nipper, who happened to be erossing the
Triangle alone, aitcmpted to push the fags
aside,

“Clear off !" he mutiered. “Get out of my

\‘.a}‘:!.‘
“Look ! roared Tullerton. “He's pushing
us! Are we going to let this ead knock us

about? Yah! Bully! Come on! I,‘Fl""
down him! e won't dare to hit back!
This sort of thing was inceredible. Until

to-dav, Nipper had commanded the utmost
respect among the fags., They would never
have dreamed of treating him in this con-
temptuous fashion. Even these followcre- of

Fullerton had always respected him,
Exactly what Nipper would have done re:

maius obscure,

but at that moment Willy

_ Handforth came
through West  Arch,
and, after staring i
amazement  for a mo-
ment, he ran forward.
The skipper of the
Third bad a grim,
argressive look in his
face, strongly reminis-
cent of his redoubtable
niajor, '

“Just a minute, Nipper!” he said omin-
ously. “‘I saw what these chaps were doing.
Leave this to"mg, if you don’t mind.”

**Oh, don’t bother!” said Nipper wearily,

“It's no bother—it’s a pleasure,”” replied
Willy. *“*Move another step, Iullerton, and
I'll slaughter you. You, too, young Ryder!
Stand still, all of you! Great Scott! And
I*n; the skipper of this lot!” he added Dbit-
terly. ._

There was something magical in Willy’s
personality, Much as those fags wanted to
get away, they couldn’t move. Or, at all
events, they didn't move. They were opposed
to Willy’s leadership, and they were always
cavsing him trouble in the Third, but only
behind his back! Faecing him, they were sort
of hypnotised.

“Before I start smashing you, I want to
ask you one thing!” said Willy, with signi-
ficant smoothness., “Did vou, or did you not,
vote for Nipper's acquitial?”’

“Of course we did!” blustered Fullerton.
“You made us!”

“Never mind whether I made you or not!”
retorted Willy. “You voted—and now I find
vou acting like a set of hooligans! If you
thought Nipper should have been sacked, you
ought to have said so!”

“T like that!” shouted Ryder. *‘He makes
us vote against our wills, and then—"

“You voted in favour of Nip]mr, and that’s
enough!” interrupted Willy. “I’ve instructed
the Third to keep to that verdict. And if
you think you ecan defy me like this, you've
made a bloomer! Nipper is to be treated with
as much respect as of old!”

The Third skipper whipped off his jacket.

“But what's the pood of words?” he said

tartly. “Come on!”
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tle went for the lot of them—coolly, calinly, ! "I wizh the [lead had acted on his own
w1l deliberately. llad they chosen—had they | initiative, without leaving it to the school,”
bud sufficient pluck—they could have wiped | said Nipper. “The school thinks that it'’s
him up. Instead of that he was allowed to | got a perfeet right to judge me now. And
dietribute punches with hightning-like speeda, | what can 1 do? If 1 start scrapping, I'm
and the whole group was scattered, howling | jumped on. I dan’t fight any ecrowd that hap-
and dismayed. pens to jeer at me!”’

“My hat!” said Willy disgustedly. “You “We've got to organise,” said Handforth
see? They can’t even fight! Don’t take any | grimly., ‘“That’s the only solution! We've
notice of the rotters, Nipper! Hallo! 1I8°s| got to rally round and form ourselves into a
gone !’ defence corps.  Fight it out, old man—and

Willy was surprised to find that Nipper had
walked off. The Remove skipper’s bitterncess,
in fact, was increased. Bad as things had tﬂ
seomed, they were actually worse. 3

It was something of a shock to realise that
he owed his aequittal to Willy Handforth—
and Willy Ifandforth alone. For thoe Third y
Form, had it voted according to its inclina- ) .
tions, would have set the balance . A
against him. Apparently Willy
had sent word round amoengst the
fags, in Big Hall, threatening all
gsorts of violence unless they
plumped solid for a “ Not Guilty ”
verdiet. After events had clearly
proved that tho fags were by no
means solid in their opinion!

said Nipper, as he went into

Study C, and found Hand-

forth & Co. talking with
Tregellis-West and Watson, “I'd
better clear out. The school thinks
I ought to be sacked, and I'd
rather be sacked, Better than this
state of affairs, anyhow.”

“What rot!” =aid Handforih,
“Ignore them !

" Easy enough for vou—but not
so casy for me,” said Nipper. *“1I
now find thag I wasn't really
acquitted. I've got to thank young
Willy for being here!” ho added,
more bitterly than ever, “Can’t
you see that the position is impos-
sible? I daresay lots of othor
fellows have had sccond thoughts, i |
too. Most of the school is against —

me, "’ s
Handforth breathed hard. —_— Q

"Then why not come out with
the truth 7" he asked fiercely. * No
nced to let the beaks know! "Only
give us permission, and we'll buzz

f'?ﬁ-lﬂgls passing  the ﬁ{ﬂﬂq Wﬂr;’-ff The Head strode through the bushes and beheld an amaz

hat’ll put a stop to all this rot! his hair. and a bottle hanging from his hand. Round hi
If we do that, they'll think it's Head, when he had re

a_wheeze, Handy,” said Nipper,

shaking his head. ““No; the only solution is [ we will show ’em what you’re made of!”

for me 1o clear off. T'm not wanted.” '

. . i It was easier gaid than done. And Nip-
Begad! You're frightfully pessimistic, old | per’s despondeney was well-founded. No

”IT’H no good, von chaps,”

5 . Ll [l #
boy,”” said Morntie, with eoncern. sooner did he leave the study than there was
“You’ve lost vour nerve!” said Handforth | @ sudden yush., An ambush had been pre-
stornly. - pared. A crowd of juniors swooped down,
“T°h howled him over, pelted him with mud, and

“This isn’t our old skipper!” went on l then bolted.
Handforth, with a glare. “What’s the matter Handforth managed to-dash after one or
with yqu,ﬂfathead? You’re innocent, and yon | two, and administer sundry hard knocks—
know it! \ but what was the use ?

-
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CHAPTER 8.
Gore-Pearce’'s Campaign!

U NOOD!" said Gore-Pearce gloatingly,
I[Te closed the door of Study A,

and his face was alight with satis-

faction,

feet counld spot him.
“That went

was Nipper, tied in a barrow, with straw sticking out ol

sr of yelling Reformers.
amazement, *‘ Stop!”

he looked at Gulliver and Bell
are following out my

| “_'T'}IDEB chaps
instructions pretty

thoronghly, The cad’s got so much mud on
him that ho looks like a garden hed!”

“You’ve got a nerve!” said Gulliver
admiringly.

“What do you mean?”

“You know dashed well what I mean,”
said Gulliver. “By gad! After the way you
incriminated Nipper over that rotten affair,
I wonder how yon ean keep it up! Anvbody

He had just seen Nipper
hustled away by his chume—hustled upstairs
to get cleaned-up before any maeter or pre-
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well!” continned Claunde, as|

“* Good heavens !* gasped the

ﬂl
might think that he really was guilty! And
yet you're the fellow who oucht to have

been sacked !”

“Beats me!"” =aid Bell.

lande Gore-Pearee scowled.

“Took here!” he snapped. “You fellows
had hetter shut up about me working the
thing! You only found it out by acecident

"

“ Accident be hanged!”” said Gulliver. *“We
found 1t out because of your guilty
conscience.’”’

“Are we going to have another
argument ?"” snarled Claude. “I've -
paid vou for your silence, haven't
1?7 Aren’t vou satisfied? You're
only a couple of petty black-
mailers !

“l.ook here

L} -

“Oh, cut i1t out!” said Gore
Pearce cavagely., “Haven't you
got sense enough to sce that I must
pretend to be more against Nipper
than anvbody else?r If I sav
nothing the chaps will begin 1o
think that I'm the mysterious
person in the case.”

“Well, you are” Bell,
staring.”’

“I know that!” roared Gore-
Pearce.- “But I don’t want any
body else to know 1t, do 1?7 And
if I keep mun, they'll soon begin
to think that 1 know more about
it than they do. No! The oniy
thing I can do is to go for Nippor
hammer and tongs, and polish him
right off while I've got 'r.fm chance.
We shan’t get another opportunity
ltke this, remember. Wce've got to
strike while the iron’s hot.”

“What a nerve!” said Gulliver,
with a whastle.

“Jt seems to me I need a nerve
to keep you fellows in order!” re-
forted Gore-Pearce. “Come on!
Let’s finish with these argumecn:s.
We've got to go ahead with this
campaign. Before the day's over }
shall be Form captain.”

“Some hopes!” said Bell.

sald

“FT tell wyou TIll be Form
captain!” _

“What about Reggie Pitt?”
asked Bell. “Do you think he'll

allow it? I'll admit that Nipper's
likely to be knocked off his pereh,
but I can’t see you occupying i
old man!”

“Rot!” said Claude. e :
growing more powerinl than ever. Nipper's
discredited. Tots of the Old-Timers are
coming over to us, and others will do the
same. Then, when the new skipper’s cleetnd,
I shall get all the votes.”

Gore-Pearce spoke confidently, What he
gaid was true. Nipper was in disgrace; it
was quite likely that he would be called
upon to resign the captaincy, in which case
Gore-Pearce would stand a good chance of
heing eleeted in his stead!

“The Reformers arva
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I}-IMEDIATELY after lunch there was a

lot of feverish activity.

The Reformers -were tremendously
__ busy. TFellows were dashing about
giving 1nstructions, and it soon became

apparent that a eort of procession was being’
formed in the Triangle.

Gore-Pearce’s latest stunt was to march all
round the school at the head of this proces-
sion, inviting the Old-Timers to change over
and join the Reform Party. He reckoned
that fle would rope in quite a lot of recruits.

“Are we going to stand this, you chaps?”
asked Handforth, as he stood on the Ancient
House steps. ““Where’s Nipper? What’s he

doing 7"’

“gh, leave him alone,”
Watson. “He’s in the study.”

“Alone 7"

“YL‘E,’,

“Then he’s no right to be,” said Handforth
sternly. “A fellow In his state of mind
oughtn't to be left alone. He'll only get
morbid !”

“The trouble is, old boy, he's got every
reason to be morbid,” said Tregellis-West
sadly. “Things are gettin’ worse and worse
—they are, recally. The dear old boy can’t
show his face without a crowd of these fright-
ful jackals ewarmin' round him.”

Handforth didn’t knosw what to say. Fighler
as he was, it was impossible for him, or for
Nipper's~ other friends, to be always scrap-
ping. Things had grown teo acute for that.
1t simply came down-to the rock-bottom fact
that Nipper was unable to show himself.

IHe wasn’t afraid, but for the sake of his

staunch chums he felt that he had better
keep out of it. Why shoujd he constantly in-
volve them in violent scenes? The only way
to save them from such misfortunes was to
keep out of siglit.
- 1f it hadn’t been for this factor, Nipper
would have braved the whole crowd of oppo-
nents.  Iis conscience was easy, and he had
nothing to reproach himself with, As it
was, he couldn’t sce the use of involving his
chums i1n these continuous brawls,

So he sat in Study C—alone. Ile had
almost made uvp his mind to go to Nelson
I.ee and suggest that he should be sent away.
Life under these conditions was becoming in-
tolerable. It was far woree than the sack.
His prestige was goue, and his only remedy
was to expose (Gore-Pearce—and since that
remedy was forbidden him by all the un-
written laws of the public school code, he
could do nothing but leave the school.

“I’d stay like a shot if all the rest of you

were against me, too,” he had suaid to Hand-

said Tommy
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forth, ““but I'm hanged if 1I'm
the cause of all these rows.
of them getting better. They're bound to
grow worse. As far as I can sce, the ouly
thing for me to do is to clear.”

Handforth, of course, wouldn’t hear of it.
And now the leader of Study D was on the
Ancient House steps, racking his bram for
some brilliant idea. It exasperated him be-
yond measure to sce Gore-Pearce progress-
ing so rapidly in his campaign. Gore-Pearce!
The fellow who was guilty! The fraud and
the humbug! MHandforth nearly choked.

“Can’t something be done?” he -asked
thickly. “Look at ’em. Getting up a pro-
cession now! By George! The first time I
catch Gore-Pearce alone I'll pulverise him!
['ll leave him so battered that his own
people won’t know him.”. |

“It’s no good talking like that, Handy,”
growled Church. *“There’s only one way
out of all this mess—and you know it.”

“Do 1? What 1s 1t?”

“Why, for Gore-Pearce to be bowled out,
of course,” said Church. "“"We can’t sucak,
and so there's a fat chance of things coming
right, isn't there? The next thing will be
(Giore-Pearce’s election as captain.”

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Handforth.
we to sink so low as that?”

He glowered as he watched the proceed-
ing. in the Triangle. CGore-Pearce was bust-
Jing about, as@old as brass, giving final in-
structions to his supporters. Banners had
been produced now, and the wording on themn
could be clearly read as they billowed out
in the breeze.

“KFor the love of Samson!” sighed Travers.
“Look at them, dear old fellows!”

' looking!” reoared Handforth in an
angry bellow.

They could read the banners clearly: “ Wi
DEMAND THE RESIGNATION OF OUR
PRESENT SKIPPER!"—“THE REFORMI
PARTY DEMANDS ACTION!"—“DOWN
WITH NIPPER, THE FRAUD!”

That last one was the limit. Xandforth
nearly burst a bloodvessel as he recad it.
That Gore-Pearce should have been respon-
sible for such a banner was staggering. 1t
was he—Gore-Pearce—who was the fraud.
Yet this bluff was “getting over.”

“1 know!"” said Handforth abruptly.

“Thought of something?” panted MeClure.

Handforth didn’t reply. He was streaking
off through the lobby. Church and MecClure
flew after him, thinking at first that he was
going to fetch Nipper. Instead, he dashed
straigcht down the passage, and streaked out
through the rear door.

“Hey!” gasped Church.
idea, Handy?”

going to be
There’s no hope

“ Are

““YWhat’s the

Edward ©Oswald took no notice. He didn’t
halt until he reached the garage. When
Church and McCiure dashed in, they found
their leader vigovously applying the self-
starter of his Austin Seven. The faithful
little engine responded at once, and burst
into life.
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“"Where are you going?” asked Mac
breathlessly.
“Jump in!” zaid Handforth. “ Better

look sharp, because I’'m not waiting!”

Church and MeClure jumped in, knowing
timtl Handforth would be as good as his
word,

“But where are we going ?” asked Church,
as they started.

“ Nowhere!”

“Then what’s the big idea?”

“We're going to mess up that procession—
that’s all!” said Handforth fiercely. “By
tieorge! T’ll show ’em! Wait until I start

dashing in and out with this bus. They’ll

{22

scatter like ninepins

Churech and MeClure were ugi‘mst. They
were sorry, now, that they had accepted
Handforth’s invitation to jump in.

“You're mad!” said McClure.
kill somebody!”

“Us, most likely!” said Church.

“Rot!” snorted Handforth,

HE procession started off in fine style.

I Gore-Pearce took good care that there

should be no unruliness. His idea

was to make it a dignified event—

one that would inspire respect and confi-

dence. He wanted to get as many recruits

as possible,

Unfortunately for

cession never reall

his hopes, that pro-
ot going. No sooner
had it marched oft than there came a pur-
ving hum, and Handforth’s Austin Seven
rhot round the angle of the West House,
making a bee-line for the procession’s broad-
side.

Zurrrirh-zurrrrrh |

The electrvic horn buzzed warningly. and
the effect that Handforth had hoped for took
place with glorious suddenness.

“Hi! lLook out!”

“Mind where you're coming!”

“Run! He'’s —one mad!”

A wild chorus went up, and the procession,
finding that Handforth was making no
attempt to swerve, scattered like chaff before
the wind. Tn a moment it was completely
disorganiscd.

“Good old Ted!” said Willy approvingly.
“1f he thought of this idea himself, he’s
vot more brains than I ever suspected!”

Zurrrrh-zurrrrh!

Round came the Austin Seven again, after
swerving so giddily that Church and MoClure
felt that nothing could save them from being
overturned. But Handforth, no matter how
great a blunderer he was in most things,

could certainly drive that little ecar with
uneanny skill,
“Took out! IIe’s coming back!™
“Scatter, you chaps!”
“The fool!” howled Gore-Pearce. ““Why

doesn’t somebody come out? Where are the
prefects? The procession’s ruined!™

And Claudo Gore-Pearce, liar though he
was, had spoken the truth for oncel

]
“"You'll

s
i

CHAPTER 9.
Unlucky for Claude!

ANDFORTH was obliged to come to

H a halt at last. Miraculously enough,

hoe had not touched anybody. One

. or two fellows had come within an

inch of getting knocked over, but fear had

lent them an unusual agility, and they had
dodged like acrobats.

“Well, that’s that!”
thoroughly satisfied.

“You reckless idiot!” shouted Doyle, of
the West House. ‘Do you know that you
nearly killed me just now?”

“l didn’t know it, but its not worrying
me,” replied Handforth. *“And look here,
| Harold Doyle! If you call me an idiot
b again P’ll——"

“Pull him out of that car!” came Gore-
Pearce’s yell. “He’s ruined our procession,
and we’ll show him that he can’t mess about
like that with us Reformers,”

“Hear, hear!”

“On him!”

The scene promised to be interesting. Gores
Pearce found it diflicult to get anywhere
near the Austin, although he was gradually
fighting his way towards it. Other excited
juniors were pressing round and yelling at
the top of their voices. From a distance
the Old-Timers watched with approval.

Church and McClure were feeling a bit
anxious.

It was all very well for Handforth to dash
into the midst of the procession like this,
but it was obvious that he had not con-
sidered the consequences. The Retormers
would not take this thing lying down. And
here were the chums of Study 1) positvely
hemmed in by the enemy.

Perhaps Handforth began to feel a trille
alarmed now. His foot was still on the
clutch, and the first gear was engaged.

“Look out!” he bellowed. “Out of the
way there!”

He raced up the engine, and let the clutch
in slichtly. The little car edged forward,
and the press of fellows in front of it fought
madly to get out of the way.

“Stop it!” shouted somebody. “T.ook
out! He’s going to run into us!”

“Pull him out of the car!” roared Gore-
Pearce savagely.

There were several fellows jammed againsg
the Austin’s side. Urged on by their leader,
they now grabbed at Handforth, pulled him
back, and attempted to haul him out bodily.
His hands were torn away from the stecring-
wheel.

“Here, steady!” he gasped.

said Handforih,

“The gcat’s

engaged, and the engine’s running! Yonu
idiots, if you pull me—— Whoa! Look
out!”

The excited Reformers, knowing nothing ol
the condition of the controls, pulled foreibly.
They didn’t shift Handforth for more than
three or four inches, but it was quite sui-
ficient to jerk his left foot from the clutch-

pedal.  And as the gear was engaged, and
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the engine running, the result was inevitable,
The clutch went in with a jerk, and the car
lcapt forward.

A howl of alarm went up, and by this time
(iorc-Pearce had managed to push his way
through the throng-in front of the car., lle
arrived just in Lhne {o mceet the Austin's
forward plunge. The other juniors had
managed o scatter in the nick of tine,

Crash!

Gore-’carce ‘gavo a scrcam; he tried to
dodge, but he was a shade tDu lute. The
off-side wing cauglit him, he stumbled, and
the radiator struck his head. He crashed
over—and at the same instant Handiorth
acted. Released by his tormentors, he
managed to jam both fect down—thus frce-
ing the cluich and janmning on the brake.
l’Jnlv by this swift move did Le avoid running
right over Gore-Pearce.

Tor the president of the Relorm Party was
lying siretched on the gravel, uncouscious!

Ll 'S killed !
“Oh, my hat!”
% Handfm‘tlf“ gel arrested for

i this!'
Pick himn up—quick!”
There were all sorts of shouts from tho

frightcned h-t:}'ﬁ. Handforth went

frig ; red witl
indignation as he heard the yells.

'.I'
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| “Confound vou, it wasn’t my fault!” he
bellowed. * Gore-Pearee told you to pull me
out, and the whole thing was his own fault!
You shouldn't monkey with chap at the
controls of a car! It's like your nerve to
bhmm mo'”’

“Cavel” went up a gasp.
Nuolson Lee was bearing down upon tho
scene, having been attracted by the unusual

The Reformers scaticred in all
directions; but quite a few of them, sceing
that 1t was mpossible to reach cover, re-
mained where they were. There was really
nothing else to do.

Lee did not waste any words., Ilc went
straight to Gore-Pearce, bent down, and
raised him up. There was a gash on Claude’s
forchead, and he was quite unconscious, Ifc
seCImg d to !m'w cscaped any other hurt,

“It wasn't my fauit, siv!” said Handforth,
:.]uuhmrr out of the car and running round.
“It was your fault, Handforth, for hunr'm[.,
your car into the Triangle,” said Nelson Lee..

“You kunow well enoun % that such a thing 1s

[orbidden.”

comrmotion,

—ales ?OFAH Sastes—

BOYS’ FRIEND 4d.

“He ought to be sacked, sir!” said
i :.1_111'; o fi';mtu ally,
"Nousense !’ rvm“ul l.ee.  “Handfortl’s

offcuce was a minor one - for which he will
be suitably punished., He was in no way
responsible for this accident.”

“But he deliberately ran
| down, £

Ciore-Pearce
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“Don’t be [oolish,” said Lee angrily. “I
witnessed the whole incident, and I am quite
satished that Gore-Pearco brought the

accident on himself. e urged you to pull
Handforth ont of the car—and that, of course,
was an insane thing to do, Handforth lost
control because he was interfered with. And
Giore-Pearce was the instigator of that inter-
ference. A disgraceful seenc—and one that
you will hear more of.”

Nelson Lee had got hold of the truth. The
Reformers had no chance of fooling the
astute schoolmaster-detective. He wasted no
more words on them, but carried Gore-Pearce
swiftly away.

The Reformers, scared and uneasy, broke
up into clusters and discussed the alarming
situation. The procession was over before it
had started. Gore-Pearce’s injury was the
result of a pure accident, mainly caused by
(Claude’s own vindictiveness,

Lec did not think that he was seriously
hurt. "There were certainly no bones broken.
In the sanatorium, Dr. Brett made a swift
examination.

“Nothing much,” he said at length. “A
nasty knock on the temple, of course. Slight
concussion, in fact. He may be unconscious
for half an hour yet, but he'll be about again
by to-morrow. A scrap of sticking-plaster
will be the only sign left.”

" Lucky for him he wasn’t hurt more,’
Nelson Lee, '

" How did it happen ?”

Lec uxplained.

“These youngsters are incredibly reckless,”
said the doctor with a grin. “And it's sur-
prising how many hard knocks they can
stand. T think I'd better keep him in here
until to-morrow, even 1f he appears all right
by this evening. It’ll give him time to cool

¥

8

said

-

off. He’s probably wild with young
Handforth.”

- "“He’s no reason to be—so far as this
g}ishan 18 concerned,” replied Lee. “He
rought it on entirely himself. Don’t look
so worried, Dr. Nicholls, It's nothing
sorious,”’

The Head had just entered the ward,
anxious and concerned. Lee’s first words

reassured him.

“Somebody told me that one of the boys
had been half-killed,” he said. “Upon my
word! How some people love to exaggerate!
You're not trying to make light of this
imjury on purpose to spare me from worry "

“Not at all,” said Dr. Brett. “The bhoy
is hardly hurt, He's showing signs of coming
round already.”

Dr. Nicholls frowned.

“Then I think I'll make some inquiries
coneerning the disgraceful secene which led
up to the mishap,” he said. “What's wrong
with the boys, Mr. Lee? They appear to be
extraordinarily excited to-day. Do vou think
it 18 because of young Hamilton 7"’

“What else?” asked Lee. “I am afraid
that Nipper is having a pretty rough time of
1t to-day.”

“A rough
exonerated,”

tine! it he has  been
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" By half the school- yes. But what aboyt
the other half ? The boys are very bitter, Dr.
Nicholls, and when high feeling of this kind
gams ground in a school, it is likely to lead
to alarming consequences.”

“Surely Hamilton is not being
seented 7”7 asked the Head sharply.

“Whether he is or not, I am sure that
he does not desire any help from either you
or I,” replied Nelson Lee. “He would much
prefer to fight his own battle. - I know
Nipper very well, If I thought he needed
pimtmtmn, I would have interfered before
this,”

They were outside by now, and strolling
across Inner Court. Dr. Nicholls was look-
ing considerably upset.  Aloof from the
school, secluded in his own residence, ha
knew very little of what was going on so
ncar to him. So near—and yet really so far,
But Lee was in much closer touch.

“Really, Mr. Lee, I do not regard it as
interference at all,” said the Head, frowning,
“If Mamiltcn is being persecuted as you
suggest, then something should be done. It
is an infamous thing! Have these boys no
sense of justice or fairness ?”’

“The majority of them have, I am glad to
say,” replied Lee. “A few have none, and
a small proportion of others are led by the
feww. These Reformers, for example,” he
added dryly, “A choice selection, sir.”

The Head grunted. e and Nelson Lee
had alveady agreed to differ about the re-
forms that he was attempting to put.into
practice,

If the Head expected to find any after
math of the recent disturbance, he was dis-
appointed. The Triangle was in a very peace-
ful condition. One or two groups of fellows
were standing about, chatting quietly, but
that was all. _

“I would remind you, Dr. Nicholls, that
I have already hinted that I intend to deal
with the boys who created the recent dis-
turbance,” said Nelson Lee. “The majority
of them belong to my House, I'm afraid,
and a word from me to Mr. Stockdale, Alr.
(i6ole, and Mr. Stokes, will be sufficient.”

“Hm! You mean I had better keep out
of it, eh 7" said the Head bluntljy.

“1 hope my mecaning wasn't
obvious,” smiled Lece.

The headmaster understood, and he de-
cided that i1t would be far better to leave
the matter in the hands of the Housemasters.
So he took himself off, and would have gonc
right back to his own house, only he was
attracted by some rather unusual sounds pro-
ceeding from behind the shrubbery.

He hesitated at first, and then became
resolute. It was not his policy to wink at
anything—as he had frequently told the
school—and it was certainly disgraceful that
this din shonld be proeecceding unchecked.
H came upon a crowd of abont twelve

Removites and Fourth - Formers.

They appeared to be led by Doyle, of West

per-

quite so

E made a remarkable discovery.
Striding behind the shrubbery, he
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Houso. The others included Gulliver and
Bell and Teddy Long, and Merrell and Mar-
viott, and a few “nobodies,” They were
executing a sort of war-dance, shrieking with
idiotic laughter, and gencrally behaving as
though they had gone out of their minds.
‘'"he excitement of the occasion had got into
their heads.
In tho centre was a very peculiar object,

A junior, ticd hand and foot, in a
gardener's barrotv.  There was straw stick-
ing out of his hair, and, more significant
afﬁl, a quart vinegar-bottle was tied to one
of his hands. A label had been fixed on the
bottle, bearing the one word—*Whisky.”

“(tood heavens!” ejaculated Dr. Nicholls.

He recognised the hapless junior as Nipper.
Nipper was not ouly torn and tattered, but
his face had been daubed with mud, and he
wag in cvery respect a good imitation of a
guy. ‘ .

It was a stunning shock for Dr. Morrison
Nicholls!

—

CHAPTER 10.
In the Neck!

&t TOr ™
o1'he commotion ceased as though
by magic, The Head strode rapidly

forward, and not one of those juniors
had the shghtest ehance to bolt.  There was
something almost comical in the way they fell
back, their grins changing to blank
consternation.

“$So this is the kind of thing I find ¢ said
the Head grimly, “You vindictive young
rascals! What 1s the meaning of this? Who
is the leader of this outrageous scenc #”

“Doyle, sir!” squealed Teddy Long
promptly.

“Yes, sir—Doyle!”™
{he others,

“We were all in 1t!”
round.

*“1t was your suggestion!” said Gulliver
shakily, “IDidu't you ask us to come and
help vou? Wasn’t it your idea to grab

chimed in several of

gasped Doyle, glaring

Nipper and shove him on a barrow, and
make a guyv ofhim ?”
“Silence!”  ordered the Head angrily.

“Dovle, 1 regard you as the ringleader 1n
this disgraceful affair, Release this boy at
cenee !’

s “I~I didn't mean it to go so far, sir,”
panted Doyle. “1 tried to stop these other
chaps, but they wouldn’t listen to me. I
only meant it to be an ordinary rag. I-—I
thought we'd have some fun.”

“T'un!’ thundered the Head.
ashamed of yourself ?”’

““Yes, sir,”” muttered Doyle, flushing.

And this was probably true. Doyle wasn’t
such a bad fellow, really. It was fairly clear
that his companions had carried the rag
much further than he had intended.

“T have seldom witnessed such an exhibition
. 7
of  cowarily, " com-

“Aren’t you

despicable behaviour!
mented Dr. Nicholls, as Doyle and one or
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two others commenced to untic Nipper’s
ropes. ‘‘A commonplace fight I might
excuse, since all boys are high-spirited, but
there is no excuse for this. 1 am shocked!”’

Nipper was soon rcleased. IHe made some
attempt to wipe his face, and he appeared to
be quite cool, Ile was rather sorry that the
Head bhad butted in. He would much pre-

{ ferred to have had Handforth & Co. arrive

cn the scenc,

Nipper blamed himsclf, too, for the whole
business. Like an ass, he had walked off
behind the shrubbery, to think. He mighs
have known that sornebody would spot him,
and take advantage of the opportunity.

“Now, Hamilton,” said the Head, eyeing
him kindly. *“What have you to say?”’

“ Nothing, sir.”

“Have vou no complaint to make?”’

“Of course not, sir!”

“Really, I cannot understand you!”’ said
the Head, in astonishment., “These young
rascals treat you not only brutally, but in
a grossly insulting manner, and yet you do
net even wish to comp}ain!”

“(Oh, T don’t suppose*they meant it, siv!
said Nipper awkwardly. “Lots of these
thines start as a bit of fun, and before the
chaps know where they are they’vo gone
too far. I've done it myself, sir. 1 hope
vou won't he too rough on them.”

Dr. Nicholls looked his amazement. And,
vaguely, he was beginning to acquire an
admiration for Nipper's point of view. 1t
was all the more admirdble becuuse Nipper
himself very obviously thought there was
nothing in it.

“l am very sorry, IHamilton, but I am
afraid 1 cannot overlook this disgraceful hap-
pening,” said the Head sternly. “‘I am try-
ing to understand why wvou should desire me .
to be lenicnt., Perhaps I shall be successful.
However, these boys must be punished-—and
in a fitting manner, too,” ;

“They're no worse than the rest, sir,” said
Nipper., “I think I shall ask Mr. l.eo to
let me leave the school, sir,”” he added quietly.
“Then - there weun’t be any more of these .
scenes.’’

“Why should you leave?
acquitted ! z
“But the truth of that other affair hasn’t
co:ne out, has it, sir?’’ asked Nipper. ““Over
half the school thinks that I'm guilty, and
ihat I ouglit to have been sacked. It will be

better if [ go, sir.”

“Not for one moment will I consider it,™:
said the llead sharply. ‘‘I shall oppose Mr.
Lee in the strongest possible manner if he -
moots such a proposal. 1 rather fancf, too,
that he lias more faith in you. Ile led me
to understand that you are capable of fight-
ing your own battles, but I doubt if he sus-
pects that you are engaged in such a one-sided
ficht as appears to be the case.”

Nippeyr started.

“I'm not thinking of myself, sir,”” he said
gquickly. ‘‘I hope you won’t think that. I1'd
stay on like a shot if there was nobody else

You have becen !
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Crash ! Gore-Pearce gave a scream.

He tried to dodge, but he was a shade foo late.
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The wing

ol Handiorth’s Austin Seven caught him as he stumbled, and he was sent reeling to the ground !

involved, But it’s not fair that 1 should be
the cause of all these ructions. lLots of
fellows are being shunned and sneered at
because they’re friendly with me. I'or their
sake, I thin{ I ought to leave.”

““Nonsense! If they’re your friends, they
will stand by you.”

“I know they will, sir,”” said Nippe:
promptly. ““But what chance is there that
the position will ever get better? Oh, it's
a beastly awkward position for me, sir! I
can’t quite explain—""

“Don’t try,” interrupted the Head. ‘I
think I understand your difficulty, and I can
assure you that this trouble will be put down
once and for all. It i8 sheer persecution, and
[ won’t have it! I'll make an example of
these boys that the rest of the school will not
easily forget.”’

“But, sir - .

“¥nough!’ rapped out Dr. Nicholls,
“Hamilton, you had better go indoors and
make yourself tidy. I will listen to no
further pleas on the behalf of these other
boyse. T have made up my mind definitely.”

pale with apprehension. There was
something in the lead's tone that
frigchtened them, and after Nipper

had gone they were more scarved than ever.
It was strange how they felt Nipper’s loss
the instant he had departed. e was the
fellow they had ragged so unmercifully—and
yet he was the fellow who had attempied to
get them excused. Even in his hour of dis-
grace he still made his influence felt. Nipper
had always been a leader, and when trouble

DOYLE and his fellow-conspirators were

came along the other fellows looked to himi,
This time they looked in vain—but only be-
cause of the Head’s inexorable attitude,

““Now!”’ said Dr. Nicholls grimly. ‘Four
of you boys will secure Doyle and tie him
in that barrow.”

““Wha-a-at!”’ babbled Doyle.

“You don’t reltsh the idea of suffering the
fate of your victim, do you?"’ asked the Head.
“I believe in making the punishment fit ths
crime, young man! There is an old saying
that what is sauce for the goose is also sauce
for the gander, We'll sce how you like being
tied in that barrow!”

Doyle and the other juniors were staggered.
Here was something novel in headmasters!
Another man, perhaps, would have felt that
such a procceding as this lacked dignity, but
Dr. Mosxpison Nicholls never gave it a
thought, Ie was essentially a man of justice,

Doyle was quickly tied into the barrow.
In fact, his fellow-raggers were quite enthu-
siastic about it. They had an idea that Doyle
was to be the only one to ‘“‘cop out.” They
were soon disillusionised, however,

“One of you will take this barrow, and
wheel it completely round the Triangle,”” said
Dr. Nicholls silkily, ‘‘He will wheel it, in
fact, until he can wheel it no longer. Now,
then! One of you! Why this hesitation?
You, sir!”

He pointed at Gulliver, and that wretched
vouth, with a gulp of dismay, seized the
barrow and prundled it awkwardly towards
the break in the trees which led back inta
the Triangle.

St. Frank’s was startled, therefore, to see
Doyle of the Remove wheeled into the



30

Triangle, very awkwardly and erratically, by
the weedy Gulliver. DBehind him came Dr.
Nicholls, and a whole erowd of frighvened-
looking juniors. The Ilead took up his stand
near the fountain, and the culprits were com-
pelled to wait close at hand, so that they
could take their turn when the time came,

“Great Scott! Look what’s happening!”

“Oh, helpl™

“It's a new stunt of the Head’s!”

Fellows came running out of the Iouses,
excited and wondering. They poured from
the West House and the EFast House, and
from the Modern House and the Ancient
ITouse, Windows were flung up everywhere,
and crowds of faces appeared at them. As
though by magic, a vast audience gathered.

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was a ripple of laughter at first, and
then a roar—finally developing into a con-
tinuous yell. When the audience found that
thie Ilead neither frowned nor made signs, it
let itself go.

As a matter of fact, the Ilead approved.

ITo was well pleased to see this great
throng, and to hear it laughing at Doyle’s
discomfiture. It would be a lesson that
Doyle would not forget for many a term.
It was the MHead’s desire definitely to put an
end to malicious ragging.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The laughter swept through the Triangle,
was cchoed from all the windows, and was
carriecd on in waves. Gulliver had practically
collapsed, and his place was immediately
tuken by Merrell, who had been commanded
to carry on, For Doylg there was no rest
whatever. He was Jjump“d jolted and jerked
until every bone in his body was aching.
All the others were faking their turns at an
cxercise which did their muscles quite a ot
of good. Peculiarly enough, they did not
apprecinte 1t at all, | ;

But their worst pain was the humiliation.
This particularly applied to Doyle, who was
tiie butt of dl]. the ldughtor He bitterly re-
metted that “brain-wave ! of his. In fact,
t'ne Head's drastic punishmeunt brought home
to Doyle the vindictive nature of his idea.
He was sorry nmow-—and rather ashamed of
himself.

It scemed that there would never
end.
» Round and round the Triangle Doyle was
{rundled---until he was dizay, gasping and fu'l
of pains. In the meantime, the laughter con-
tinued, long and loud. Everybody was ap-
proving of the Hecead’s move. Even the
Reformers found entertainment in it. They
had little sympathy for their fellows.

“The Head's a caution!” grinned IHand-
forth, “J couldn’t have thought of a better

wheeze myself!”’

“But what’s the idea?" asked Church.
“Why the dickens should he make these chaps
wheel Doyle round the Triangle? 1t looks
mad to mel”

“What does that matter?’ asked Hand-

forth, “It's funny, isn’t it

be an
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They were standing at one of the upper
windows of the Ancient Ilouse, and now
Nipper joined them.

“I'm sorry you think it's funny, Ilandy,’
hie said gruffly.

“Toh? Duu’t you think so?”’

“The Head means well, but T wish

wouldn't do it,” said Nippex.

he

“Why, do you know anything about this
rummy business 7"’
“Yes,” eaid Nipper., “Those chaps col-

lared me, and tied me in that barrow. The
Head caught them at it—and this is his idca
of teaching them a lesson,”

COMING NEXT WEEK'
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Ilandforth grinned.

“And a jolly good idea, too!” he said
enthusiastically.  ““The rotters! So that's
what they did, is it? The IIead’s got

Lrams!”’

* chiuckled MceClure

“Poctic justice, eh ¥’
T last thoe ordeal was over. The cul-
A prits were colleeted in a worn-out,
drooping group. Doyle was released
from the barrow,

ot lmpo that vou have all taken this lesson
to heart!"’ said the Head sternly, “Let it be
a warning to you. If I hear of any other
such outvages, 1 shall deal with them even
more drastically. Xach of you boys will
report to your Housemaster, and you will
write one thousand lines each between oW
and the end of the week, You may dismiss.”
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They
gered.

They had felt that the first punishment was
bad enough—but a thousand lines each! This
would mean slogging hard work during every
gpare moment for the rest of the week! No
half-holiday—no recreation during the even-
ings!

The raggers were dumbfounded—and so
was the rest of the school

For, of course, the word flew round like
lightning, and everybody was soon talkin
about the cause of the Head’s anger. Anﬁ
tho Reformers came to the conclusion that

dirmissed—dazed and freshly stag-

ASNANAIL ANANAY AANAY AT

“MUTINY!”

It’s Iren: & Co. of the Moor View School
who mutiny. and it happens after a japo—
a jape engineered by the St. Frank’s boys
against their girl chums.

Nipper hasn’t ({orgotten how Iirene
spoofed t!:e Removites a [ew weeks ago,
and when this chance comes of getting
a bit of their own back—well, Nipper seizes
it with both hands.

Unfortunately, complicat’ons arise—un-
foreseen complications—and the results are
both amusing and startling. Irene & Co.
get shocks ;: so do Nipper & Co.

Readers will ache with laughing after
reading ncxt Wednesday’s rollicking yarn,
but don’t let that cause you to miss this
treat !
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yireally exciting stage.

BLUE CRUSADERS!”

* This popular serial is now reaching a
Next week’s instal-
.men’ is more gripping than ever.

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

ragging Nipper was a somewhat costly pro-
ceeding!

There was no more of it that day.

CHAPTER 11,
Just As It Should Bel!

OBODY expressed much sympathy for
N Clande Gore-Pearce.

[t was well known that he had

escaped lightly, and that there was

really no reason why he should be kept in
the szanatorium until to-morrow. By the
evening he was virtually recovered; except
for a nasty headache, and a patch of sticking

plaster on his forehead, he was practically
normal.
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“Serves him right!” was the gencral
verdict.

Even his own Reformers were rather glad
to be rid of him for a bit. Of late, Claude
had been arrogant and more than usually
supercilious He didn’t realise it, but a good
many of his own supporters were getting fed-
up with him. He had too many airs—too good
an opinion of himself,

As for the Qld-Timers, they felt that Gore-
Pearce had come off all too eagily, The
accident had been of his own making, any-
how. And his great campaign—his energetic
“drive ”—was postponed. The Reformers
gained no recruits that evening. On the con-
trary, there were squabbles in the ranks.
Without Gore-Pearce to look after them, the
rank and file broke away.

“The Head’s a rummy sort of chap, but ho
knows what he’s doing,”” said Tommy Watson,
as Nipper & Co. undressed in their dormi-
tory. ‘“Anyhow, the chaps didn’t jeer at you
any more, did they, Nipper? They didn’t
rag vou, either.”

“They wanted to,” said Nipper bluntly.

“What difference does that make?”

“Oh, I don’t know,”” said Nipper, sitting
down on the edge of the bed. *“KEverything’s
rotten. Why the dickens can’t these fellows
have their ‘down’ on me alone? 1 don’t
like to feel that Handy and you and lots of
others are always scrapping for my eake. If
I was left to fight it out alone, I wouldn’t
mind so much.”

“Don’t you be so jolly concerned for us—
or for Handy, either,”” said Watson. ‘*Handy
was enjoying himself—until the ITead stepped
in.’

“Begad, rather!” said Sir Montie. “Handy
has been complainin’ with the moet frightful
bitterness this evenin’. He was prowlin’
round waitin’ for somebody to start a rag,
and when nothin’ happened he got awfully
peeved.”

“Of course,”’
' By

“Oh, well, let’s get to sleep and see what
to-morrow brings,”” eaid Nipper. “1 feel so0
confoundedly helpless! These Reformers aro
such wasters—such sneaks! We can’t give
them their own medicine, and that’s why
the position is so helpless. It’s not a straight
fight at all.”

“There’ll never be any change while half
the school thinks that you were guilty of that
drinking affair,”” said Tommy Watson.
“That’s the whole trouble. If only you can
clear your name, Nipper, the rest will be
casy. The Reformers will have to pack up,
ami? the Head’s wheeze will collapse. After
that, perhaps, things'll get normal.”

Nipper sighed.

“You're talking about impossibilities,”” he
said,. “If they’re not impossibilities;, they’re
jolly well improbabilities, - The inquiry’s
all over now—it’s finished. None of us can
gncak on Gore-Pearce, and it’s a certainty
that he won’t peach on himselfl - So tho
whole thing remains at a deadlock.”

said Wateon. “He enjoys
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Not that he could have the faintest
suspicion of the way things were going
to turn out. At the very moment, for

example, Dr. Nicholls was in the sanatorium,
inquiring of the nurse in charge how Gore-
Pearce was getting on. _

““He's all right, sir—but a bit restless,”
said the nurse—an elderly, kindly woman.
““He’s slept a bit, but 1 don’t quite kunow
what's the matter.”

“Do you think his injury is
him 7"’

“I don’t think it's that at all,” replied the
nurse. ‘“‘If vou ask me, sir, I believe there’s
something on his mind.”

“Perhaps I'd better have a look at him "
suggested Dr. Nicholls.

He was by no means satisfied regarding
that injury. He still had an idea that there
was an innocent little conspiracy between
the doctor and the nuree to hoodwink him.

He went into the ward where Gore-Pearce
was sleeping, and sat down by the bed.
(Claude was 1n the act of tossing over in his
sieep, and there was a strained, almost hag-
gard expression on his face.

82
BUT Nipper was unduly pessimistic.

troubling

“H'm! He certainly secms to be a bit
1:{1&{13’," murmured the Head, frowning.
““‘Really, nurse, I'm balf afraid that . that

knock was nastier than wvou’ve led me to
believe. I hope the boy will soon get better.”

The nurse smiled.

“Honestly, there’s no need to worry over
that knock, sir,” ehe insisted. “1f you had
scen him eating his supper, and if you had
{wurd th protesting because he was kept
1ere—

“Hush!” whispered the Head.

He had just felt Gore-Pearce’s forehead,
and was reassured, There was certainly no
indication of feverishness., PBut Gore-Pearce,
disturbed by that touch, perhaps, rolled over
quite violently. He was not awake, and he
scemed to be in the midst of a troublesome
dream.

“You rotters!” he mumbled. “You black-
mailing cads! I'm hanged if T’ll pay you
any more!”

“It’s not the first time he's muttered in
his sleep,”” whispered the nurse.

“You're wrong, sir—you’'re wrong!” panted
~(Gore-Pearce, quite loudly. “It’s Gulliver’s
fault—~and Bell’s! They took money from me
for keeping the sccret. They blackmailed
me—— Poole’s a liar! I know I was at the
White Harp, but that’s no reason why Gulli-
ver and Bell—""

IIis voice trailed away, and he rolled over
again, breathing heavily.

Dr. Nicholls gave the nurse a sharp glance,
and then placed a finger to his lips as she
was about to speak. She tiptoed away, not
very well pleased with her patient’s condition.
She was going to fetch him a glass of cold
water, in case he awoke in a sudden heat.
He hadn’t been so restless as this before,

The Head was more than startled. He
could not fail to be struck by the significance
of (ore-Pearce’s mutterings. Perhaps they
were only incoherent ramﬁlings of a night-

T'H-

mare—but was that really probable? What
had the boy meant by saying that he had
been in the White Harp, and that Poole was
a liar? TUnless those things were on his
mind, how could he have mentioned them,
even in his sleep ?

Dr. Nicholls was painfully aware of the
fact that the recent inquiry had been very
unsatisfactory., Nipper had professed his in-
nocence, but nothing had been forthcoming
to support his story. And now, in this uu-
expected manner, Gore-Pearce was referring
to those very incidents.

“I wonder!” murmured the Head, as a
thought struck him.

Gore-Pearce suddenly turned over again.

“That’ll fix you!” he said, a note of ex-
traordinary savagery in his voice. “I’vo
knocked you out, and when the llead finds
this whisky on you there’ll be precious iittle
chance of explaining! I’ll be rid of you this
time!"

“Good heavens!” the Heead,
aloud.

“You won’t sneak—you’re too much of a
goody-goody!” went on GGore-Pearce, his
voice rising. ‘‘Against your silly code of
honour, eh? YI'm safe! If it wasn’t for
Poole, and thosze other cads trying to black-
mail me——"

Ie broke off abruptly, as the Head leaned
forward and touched his arm. Gore-Pearce
opened his eyes, looked dull and dazed for a
moment, and then came to full wakefulness
with a violent start.

“Hallo!” he ejaculated. "“I—I didn’t know
you were here, sir! JIs—is anything the
matter 7"’

“A very great deal is the matter, Gaore-
Pearce,” said the Head grimiy. ‘Do you
k}lmw*}’}hat you have becn tulkmg 1 .yout
sleep ?

Thg wretched junior turned as pale as a

ejaculated

sheet. Nothing could have been more sig-
nificant. The look of guilt in his face wus
cloquent.

“Tut-talking in my sleep, sir!” he stam-
mered faintly.

He remembered how Gulliver and Bell had
caught him at the same game-—and how they
had made profit out of their discoveries. It
wae not surprising that Gore-Pearce felt sick
and faint with sudden fear. What had the
Head heard?

“I am very glad that I came and eat by
your bedside, Gore-Peavce,” said Dr. Nicholls
ominously. “You have given me some very
useful information—some very necessary i
formation.”

“]—I don’t know what you mean, sirl"

“No?” purred the Head. “It was not you,
by any chance, who knocked Hamilton down
in the lane, and placed the whisky flask ou
him so that he would be incriminated?"

Gore-Pearce seemed to shrivel.

“I—I don’t know what wvou mean, sirl”

he repeated hoarsely.
“You do!” snapned the Head. *“You
I mean, Gore-

know perfectly well what I
Pearce! You have just been telling me—"
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No, no!” wvasped the cad of Study A,
nmhmg a final effort to pull himself tugethel
“It’s not fair, sir! I was dreaming! I was
having a mghtmare! It’s not fair to accuse
mo beeause of that!”

Dr. Nicholls compressed his lips and stroked
his chin,

““ A nightmare "' he repeated thoughtfully.

“Yes, sir! That’s all, sir!”
“H'm! A most uncomfortable nightmare, |
no doubt,” said the Head, rising to his feet.
“If I have misjudged you, Gore-Pearce, 1
am very sorry. You had better get to slcep
again. Nurse, can’t you give this boy some-
thing to make him slumber peacefully ?

These nightmares are not good for him.”

And the Head left the ward. Gore-Pearce
sank back on his pillow, still pale—but con-
vinced that he had escaped by the narrowest
of margins. He did not know that the
Head now had the chance of opening up a
line of inguiry which had hitherto been un-
 suspected !

ELSON LEE was surprised when Dr.
Nicholls strode into his study in the
Ancrent House. There was an ex-

pression on the Head’s face whieh
boded ill for somebody.

“Mr. l.ee, I need your help!” he said
swiftly. “Sumethin% has happened to con-
vince me that Hamilton was the victim of a
plot.”

Nelson Lee did not move a hair.

“Indeed?” he said mildly. “But surely
you knew that already ?”

“T may have known it—but I had no
means of verifying it,” replied the Head.
“Your own - certainty of the boy’s innocence
was so strong that I could hmdly help being
influenced to some extent. Now, by the
sheerest chance, I have means of obtaining
the proof.”

He quickly told L.ee of Gore-Pearce’s sleep-
talking.

“You propose, I take it, to question Gul-
liver and Bell?”’ asked Lee keenly.

“What else? We cannot very well fasten
the guilt upon Gore-Pearce because of his
alleged nightmare,” said Dr. Nicholls. “I
pretended to swallow his fanciful ex-
planation.”

“There can be no doubt that the boy’s
conscience was at work,” said Nelson Lee,
nodding. “I’m afraid there’s not much good
in Gore-Pearce—but I'm glad to know, at
least, that he has a conscience. 1 do not
for a moment believe that he was suffering
from a nightmare. In any case, I fancy that
Gulliver and Bell will be easy to handle.
We will go to their dormitory at once.”

They went upstairs, and when they en-
tered the dormito tha found Gulliver and
Bell etill awake. - emove had not been
in bed long, and it was only a few minutes
since lights-out, The two young rascals were
startled when they saw who their visitors
were,

“Certain information has come into my
possession during the past half-hour,” said
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Dr. Nicholls, without any beating about the
bush. “I understand that you two boys have

been bribed by Gore-Pearce to keep a secret !
Is this true?”

Gulliver opencd his mouth to speak, but
his jaw seemed paralysed. Bell merely
gasped. They had both gone pale.

“Is it true?” demanded the Head sternly.

"I—1 don’t know, sir!” faltered Guﬂiver,
at last. *‘‘Gore-Pearce hasn’t bribed us, sir.

Gulliver was thin and weedy, and his pasty
complexion was now even more uhhealthy-
looking than ever. IHis flat blue eyes were
full of terror. Bell had lost his usual super-
cilious expression, and he was fairly shiver-
Fing with apprehensmn

“You had better tell me the truth!” said
Dr. Nicholls. “What do you know of that
unfortunate incident concerning Hamilton?
You know that Hamilton was knocked down
in the lane, don’t you?”

“Yes, sirl”

“What!”

“f—1 mean, no,
“He got drunk——"

“He was knocked down by Gore-Pearce!”
thundered the Head. “And you knew ol
this! It was Gore-Pecarce who placed that
whisky flask on him, wasn’t it?”

The two wretched cads seemed frozen,

sir!”  gasped Gulliver.

“Wasn’t it?"” insisted the Head.

“Yes, sir!” they babbled.

“1 thought we shculd have very little
trouble with them,” said Nelson lLece
grimly. *“Gulliver! Bell! You bad better
tell the headmaster the whole story. Nothing

but the truth will serve you now.”

“Wo weren't there, sir!” bleated Bell
“We didn’t know anything about 1t until
it had happened. Gm'el’mrcn gave himself
away in his sleep, sir.”

The two masters exchanged glances.
“Oh, indeed!” said the Head. “Indeed!
(Gore-Pearce gave himself away in his sleep,
did he? Very interesting, young man!”
“Yes, sir. He didn’t know it until we
woke him up,” put in Gulliver cagerly.
“Please sir, we didn't have any hand in 1t!
Gore-Pearce hit Hamilton a foul blow, and
knocked him clean out.”

““What kind of a foul blow?”
“Hamilton was pecling his jacket off, sir,
and Gore-Pearce gave him an uppercut while
his arms were helpless.,” said Gulliver breath-
lessly, ‘““Then he put that whisky flask on
him, and dodged behind the hedge. He rang
up the White Harp, too, and got those men
to tell lies—"

“Enough!” said the Head contemptuously.
“Good heavens! You knew all this, and yet
you failed to come forward with the in-
formation! I am overwhelmed with dis-
appointment. You would have stood by and
seen Hamilton expelled in disgrace! You
wicked boys!”

“Gore-Pearce seared us, sir,” faltered Bell.
“Be that as it may, it was your duty to

make vwyour report,” snapped the Iead.
“Have I not already told you that I will not

allow persecution. You should have taken no
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notice of Gore-Pearce’s threats, A thoroughly
discusting  affair, Mr. Lee,” he added.
“These boys have «behaved abominably.”

Ile strode out of the dormitory after order-
ing Gulliver and Bell to report to him on
the following morning..

“So that was how.it was done ?” murmured
Nelson Lee, outside. “Nipper was struck
while he was removing his jacket! None
but a coward and a cad could have delivered
such a blow. And this boy was Gore-
Pearce!” .

“TI am appalled!” said the Head brokenly.

CHAPTER 12,
The Last of the Reformers!

UT Dr. Nicholls’ depression was only
B momentary. Before he and Nelson
Lee had got down the stairs he had
recovered. He was almost like a
tiger. Iis expression was cager, his move-
ments were junpy. )

“You will ](:unfe} with me, Mr. Lee?” he
asked erisply.

“To lhep\{'hite Harp?”

“Yoes!" said the Head.
this evidence absolutely complete.
not take uws long.”

Nelson Lee was perfectly willing. Ee had
been expecting something iike this to happen.
It was certain, in any case, that Lee had
never believed that Nipper's disgrace would
be lasting. Indeed, if Nipper had I:geen sel-
tenced to expulsion, his “guv'nor ™ would
never have allowed him to leave the school.

The White Harp was reached within a few
minules, foy the two masters walked rapidly.
{t was just after closing-time, and Mu.
Jonas Porlock, the landlord, was alone in the

r-parlour.
bﬂlfphe had known the identity of the visitors
who had rapped so imperiousiy on the door,
he might not have opened it. As 1t W
thev were upon him before he recognised
them. He backed hastily into the bar as
the Head entercd, relentless and grim.

“What’s the idea of this ’ere?” asked Mr.
Porlock uneasily. _

“Porlock, when I saw you last you lied
to me!” said the Head, with absclute blunt-
ness. “You told me that a boy mnamed
Hamilton had been in this establishment.”

“So he ’ad!” snapped the landlord. " And
vou'd best be careful what you call me!”
he added unpleasantly. *Think you're some-
body, don’t you? Pushin’ your way into a
man’s 'ouse and insultin’ ’in——-7"

“I doubt,” said the Head, “if anybody
can insult you, Mr. Porlock! You know
perfectly well that the boy was Gore-Pearce.
Do you admit this?”

“No, I don’t!” roared DPorlock.

“Very well!” said the Head, his manner
ominous. *Perhaps you can tell me, Mr.
1 ce, where the policeman’s house is situated ?
[/l soon show this rascal whether I am .in
carnrst or not!”

“I want to get
It will

was, -
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“The policeman can’t do nothing to me!”
cjaculated Porlock, frightened more by the
Head's tone than by his words. *“1 sup-
pose a mau can be mistook, can’t he? 1
u:il;;t’fiuppusﬁd to know all your boys by
sight.”

“For the last time, Mr. Porlock, was that
boy Gore-Pearvce?” eaid the Head harshly.
“1 would remind you that the licensing
magistrates will not decal kindly with your
next application if they receive informa-
tion——""

“Kre, you wouldn’t take my livin’ away,
would you?” gasped Porlock. “1 couldu’t
'elp the kid comin’ in ’ere!” he added defen-
sively. *“‘1t was that young rip, Gore-Pearce,
if you want to know!”

" “Then why couldn't you tell me so at

YRR

“It’s the last time TI'll make myself out
a liar for the sake o' them kids!” snapped
Porlock savagely. * But believe me or believe
not, it was that fool, Poole, who put me up to
it. I couldn’t afford to lose his eustom—and
the customn ’e brings in.  As for the boy, I've
told "1m fifty times that I won't ave him on
thez?? premises, So it ain’'t fair to blame
me!™

“In future, Mr. Porlock, there is only one
course that you must pursue,” said the Head
curtly. *1If any St. Frank's boys enter your
premises, report them to me. It’s no good
warning them. I)o you understand "

“Yes, sir,” muttered the landlord.

“Then I shall be grateful if you will bear
this advice in mind,” said Dr. Nicholls.
“Comne, Mr, Lee.”

They went out, and the Head breathed
more freely in the cool night air.

“Amazing,” he commented, as they walked
back. * A string of lies and conspwracy. 1
never dreamed of such duplicity.”

“And the guilty boy 1s Gore-Pearce,”
remarked Nelson Lee pointedly.

“Why do you use such a tone?”

“My dear sir, need 1 explain?” asked Lce.
“Perhaps you have forgotten that Gore-
Pearce i1s the leader of the so-called
Reformers—the boys who are embracing your
principles 7

“(Good gracious! Is that a fact ?”

“You don’'t like to admit that the whole
thing i1s a farce, do you ?”

“A farce!” protested the Head.

“ A sheer, ridiculous farce,” insisted Nelson
Lee. “Let me point out that whilst Hamil-
ton, who was perfectly innocent, refused to
give the culprit away, Gore-Pearce, who was
guilty, has not hesitated to seek every oppor-
tunity of sncaking.”

“It 1s incredible !’ muttered the Head.

“It is merely an instance of the schoolboy
code of honour,” replied Nelson Lee quictly.
“Hamilton did not sncak, because such a
thing is totally against the unwritten law,
which he has always respected. Let me say
at once that I approve and respect that un-
written law.”

“Then vou still oppose me 7"’

“T shall never cease to oppose you,” said
Nelson Lee. “Can't you sce, Dr. Wicholls,
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that you are going the right way to make
St. Frank's a hotbed of falsehood and vin-
dictiveness 7 Look how absurd your theory is
when it 1s put to the test! These Reformers
have been breaking the school rules with
impunity—knowing  that the other boys
would respect the unwritten law and not
sneak on them.”

“Upon my word!”

“Have they sneaked amongst themselves ?”
continued Lee, “Not a bit of it! These boys
have been blufing you. They bave only
sneaked against the boys who have stuck to
the old code. And what of Gulliver and
Bell 17

L El]?’l

“They failed to give Gore-Pearce away,
even when Hamilton was faced with ex-
pulsion,” said Nelson Lee. ‘““The thing has
been working one-sidedly. And I fail to see
how it can work any other way. Nomne of the
honourable boys will descend to the depths
of becoming informers,”

“It’s not a question of descent at all,” com-
plained the Head. “What I want is to cause
‘a general ascent—to make all the boys in the
school work hand in hand with me towards
making St. Frank’s the ideal school.”

“By becoming informers, one and all 7"
3 g y

“It may seem so, if you put it like that,
but in actual practice it would be different,”
protested Dr. Nicholls. *“Carried to its
logical conclusion, there would be no rules
broken, and therefore no informers. That 1s
the point I have been striving to reach.”

Nelson Lee chuckled,

“You’ll pardon my saying so, sir, but I
think you’d be far more "Xely to reach the
moon,’” he said dryly. “Haven’'t you had
an example of your theory in practice ? What
has it led to? Falsehood and corruption! An
honourable boy prepared to suffer expulsion
rather than sneak!”

Dr. Nicholls sighed.
“1 suppose there’s no answer to your argu-
ment,” he said sadly. “Well, Mr. Lee, I am
not a coward. I am not afraid io admit when
I am beaten. And I am beaten now. I shall
not again interfere with the unwritten laws
of this school. The old ways are perhaps the
~best!” A
LAUDI GORE-PEARCE didn’t sleep
‘ miich that night,
I'or he received another visit from
ihe Head before ecleven-thirty, and
the interview was brief, but to the point.

" Gore-Pearce, 1 want to tell you at once
that Mr. Porlock has informed me of the
truth concerning your visits to the White
Harp,” said Dr. Nicholls sternly. “I have,
furthermore, learned that you delibérately
attempted to get Hamilton expelled from the
school,”

“ But—but you're not taking any notice of
that nightmare of mine, sir!” gasped Gore-
Pearco. “I was only dreaming——"

“You are awake now, Gore-Pearce,” broke
in the Head. *'I have all the proof I need,
Can you suggest any reazon why I should not

. ment
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expel you, as you attempted to contrive
Hamilton’s expulsion 7"’ .

The cad of Study A crumpled up.

“Please don’t do that, sir!”” he gasped. “I.
confess, sir! And, honestly, sir, I've been

tortured ever since the thing happered! T
only acted on the impulse. was - .ry for
it afterwards, but I was afraid to ay any-
thing then.”’

“You would have ‘'seen  Hamilion
disgraced.”

“If he had been sacked, sir, I should have
confessed!” faltered Gore-Pearce. ‘‘Please
don’t send me away, sir! My people would
never forgive me, sir, My pater would dis-
own me!”

“That is no argument,” said the Head
coldly. “¥You have been guilty of a wvery
despicable act. Were it not for the fact that
vour conscience was obviously troubling you,'
I would not hesitate to inflict the extreme
penalty. Furthermore, I will give you the
benefit of the doubt, and believe that you
would have confessed if Hamilton had been
expelled. I believe, too, that you committed
your offence on impulse, and not by
deliberate intention.”

“Tt's true, sir—really it is!” sobbed Gore-
Pearce. “I should never have done it if I
had had time to think, sir.”

“Well, I shall consider the matter, and
you will know your sentence in the morning,”
replied the Head., “That is all for to-night,
Gore-Pearce.”

He went, and Claude Gore-Pearce rolled
over in bed, suffering mental agonies. For
he had been left in doubt—and no punish-
could be worse than that. Small
wondcer that no sleep eame to him that night.
N Nobody knew that anything had
happened, Gore-Pearce had not yet

returned from the sanatorium, and Gulliver
and Bell, for their own sakes, didn’t breathe
a word about the Head’s visit after lights-
out, If the fellows noticed that the pair was
pale and chaky, no particular notice was
taken.

So, after prayers, just as the school was
ready to dismiss, the Head sprung his bomb-
shell. The school found itself in for a rare
piece of excitement,

I'irst of all, Nipper was ordered on to the
platform, and the Head quietly told tho
school the true details of that unhappy in-
cident. Then Gore-Pearce was produced, and
he was made to confess in the hearing of all
St. Frank’s.

After that came Gore-Pearce’s flogging—
a particularly severe one. Let it be said, to
Ciaude’s credit, that he uttered no sound
whilst the punishment was being adminis-
tered, but took it pluckily.

“Y want to say a few words to those Loys
who have perscecuted Hamilton so cruetly,”
exclaimed the Head afterwards. ““No doubt
they are now feeling thoroughly ashamed of
themselves—as  thev should.  This boy—-

(Concluded on pagr 42.)

EXT morning the news hit St. Frank’s
completely by surprise.



ob

ANOTHER FULL-O'.THRILLS INSTALMENT THIS WEEK, CHUMS!!

RIVALS? BLUECRUSADERS/

"’3‘??‘\«

SEARLES 7
BROOKS.

)

Rex Carringlon thinks he has finiished with Peler Burke, bul thal’s

where he makes the biggest mistake of bis life.

Burke 1s out 1o gel

his revenge—io ruin Rex—and this week he achicves bis object !

Trapped!

Rex. npbraided himself for.
for falling into such
But he

ANWARDLY,

being such a- fool—

a prepogterously childish tmp

not sce, for the life of him, why anybody
should want to. prevent him riding.

He struggled madly, his rage at
pitch, but it was hopeless from the start.
Iov r-nthmv; waus, in readiness, His legs were
secnred in a- flash, his arms were held and
bound,.

If anybody had.seen: Rex enter that shed -
which was quite possible—nothing much
would have. been thought of the incident,

had suspected no.trap because he could.

because hiee came. out again three seconds
later. Curly Hankin was patting him on
vhe shoulder, and grinning.,

“(io ahmd old man,” Cuh said boistor-
onslv.  “You're bound to .win.

The other nodded, and. walked back to his
nruhil.n How could anybody have guessed
that this figure was a ﬂuhalllmof For no
woner had Rex been trapped in that shed
than the other man emerged, e was with
Rex's motor-cyele so- soon after Rex had
wonge that manyv  of the mechanies would
have been 'm]img to. swear that he bad

never lefr the pits at all..
And it was well nigh impossible for them
to sco  the thff-:&r{-n(-i‘-. The helinet and

cogeles hid his face almost completely.

There was the figure * 1" boldly emiazoned
on his riding suit. The next moment he was
wheeling his machine: towards the starting-

pmr. ancd not ‘a soul in that vast audience
new  anvthing of the recent guick-change
‘-l":‘-i'-.

fover |

M.

Yet Rex Carrington was a prisoner in
that shed, right within the walls of the
Speedway. The audacity of the thing was
startling, Of hand, one would have said
that it could never have been worked; but
1t had succeeded because of its very d‘lrin“‘

And now Rex was held tightly, not only
by ropes, but by strong hands, "\ﬂlmd;,
spoke. Ile had not the faintest suspicion
who his assailants were. or why he was being
held captive. His whole mind was in a
whirl.

He did not guess that Peter DBurke was
one of his atiackers, and that Burke was
now staring ecagerly out of the litle
shuttered window on to the track—through a
prepared spyv-hole.

The big handicap race was on the poiut
of starting.

And in Rex (Carrington’s place was that
substitute—that mysterious stranger—who,
for some reason, was bent upon riding under
Rex's  mame. What was behind  this

aundacions scheme?
self—that’s all!"" ho said ;rlnfﬂ\

““A mere broken leg won’t matter?”

asked Dave Moran, ehu(Lh:W

The big goalic of the Blue Crusaders did
not deign to rveply. They were in the grand-
stand at the Speedway, and the big Handicap
Race was just on the point of starting.

The footballers were looking at the hel-
meted, begoggled figures of the riders, who

Burke's Cunning Trick!
ATTY FOWKES grunted.
“Well, I hope he doesn't kill him-
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were already sitting astride their gleaming,
YOaring mounts, There was nothing to
identify one from another except the figures
which were plainly visible on their riding-
sints.

IFatty was concentrating upon ‘‘No, 1.
Fatty was the only Blue who knew that this
was to be Rex Carrington’s last race on the
dirt track. Rex had given his word. Aftex
this he would confine himself whole-heartedly
to football—to helping the Crusaders towards
winning promeotion,

Dave Moran and Ben Gillingham and the
other Blues were under the impression that
Rex had cut adrift for good—that he had
hecome a speed fiend in earnest. His appear-
ance in this race seemed to prove it,

How could any of these footballers know
that ‘““No, 17
all? Not even the mechanies at the pits
knew it. The substitntion had been performed
s0 adroitly that the men had seen nothing,
although 1t had been done under their very
eves.

“They’re offI”” muttered Peter Burke to
himself, as he crouched in the stores shed,
his eye applied to the spy-hole. ‘““Now it’s
up to Smith.”

He was counting on ““Lightning »” Smith to
do something spectacular. It was this man
who was riding on Rex’s machine—this man
whom everybody believed to be Rex himself.

Burke had engaged him especially for this
job, and was paymg him well, Lightning
Smith hailed from the American tracks,
although he was not an American. Burke
didn’t quite know what he was, and he didn’t
care. He only knew that Smith was a man
who had been barred from every speedway in
England. He was a man who, at the open-
ing of the sport in the Old Country, had
quickly earned a name for himself as a bril-
hant racer, but an unscrupulous one. He had
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committed so many fouls, indeed, that he
had been “warned off.”’

He was ruthless. He had nearly caused the
death of at least two men, and had injured
several. He always maintained that euch in
cidents were purely accidental; but on the
last two or three occasions his, intentions had
been so palpable that no speedway would now
employ him,

Burke had known him for some time. And

he was the very man for the job this evening.

The crowd cheered vigorously as the race
started, and there was no reason why any-
body should be suspicious. *““No. 1 was
riding with all of Rex Carrington’s brilliance
and daring—with, perhaps, an added touch
of recklessness,

“The big idiot!”" groaned Fatty, as

watrnhard tha rarare lhnalrine
Y Ll L A | FF P AL . EALER . I

round one of the turns. “Oh, by glory, I
can’t look at him, He’ll come an awful
cropper soon! Why ean’t he be careful ? His
last race, too!”’

The race was about half-way through.
Gradually No. 1 was creeping to first plaec.
At the commencement of the straight ho
was riding neck and neck with Billy Ross,
who was No. 4. Now the false Rex put on
a terrifie spurt, and gradually forged ahead.

Suddenly he swerved—a deliberate, dan-
gerous swerve right across No. 4’s track.
There was no possibility of that move being
accidental,

“-0!'1 E!l’

A mighty shout went up. People leapt to
their feet. Billy Ross, in order to save him-
self, was obliged to skid broadside towards
the railings, sending up a terrific shower of
dust which almost hid him. If his front
wheel had happened to touch No. 1’s back
wheel, he would have been over.

‘““‘He’s over!”

“Foul—foul ¥’

e
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Crusaders—is worried.
dirt-track has been opened neardy.
Fspecially

4 fallen foul of

pieces.

manager.
the ruin of Rer.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF.

ULYSSES PIECOMBE—more commonly knoewn as Piecan—manager of the Blue
Not because the Blues are doing badly, but because
The players, however, seem wunperturbed.

PETER BURKE, ex-manager of the Speedway. Burke it was who disabled Rex for

foater, thus adding to Piecan’s troubles, for without Rex the team is going (o
However, the centre-forward’'s injured foot is pructically better now, but
he tells nobody of this—excepting Fatty Fowkes, who promises to keep it sécret—
meaning to surprise Piecan upon the day of the match against Denton City,
Unfortunately for him, Hankin, Parr and Brewer, three rascally Blues’ reserves
who are in Burke's pay, also know, and they report the fact to the ex-track
Burke tells them that he has thought of a scheme which will meyn
Thus it happens that on the day of Rex's next—and final—race
on the track, the footballer is told by Hankin that Fowkes is seriously injured,
and is asking for him, Rex, unsuspictous, accompanies Hankin to a ncarby shel,
in spite of the fact that the race is due to start in two minutes time. Just us l
enters he is collared by unknown hands and made a prisoner!

(NYow read on.)

-

!

REX CARRINGTON, the Blues' brilliant centre-forward. Rex t8 also a clever dirt-
track rider, and he appears regularly at the Speedway.

Just recently he has




o3

There was a confusion of shouts and angry
vells, Smiling Bill Ross, with rarve skill, kept
his machine upright, but was out of the race.
He pulled up near the railings, having saved
himself by a hait's-breath, and he was seeth-
ing with rage,

“The hound!” he panted thickly.

““Play the game, Rex!”’ bellowed the crowd.

“Yah! Dirtyl”

Fatty Fowkes groaned afresh as he heard
these shouts, Here was a difference. Until
that incident, Rex had been the idol of the
crowd., Now the crowd was against him.

Peter Burke chuckled inwardly.

“Good!””’ he muttered. “CGosh! But that

THE-NELSON LEE ILIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

With an abrupt swerve, No. 1 cut in on the
final curve. It seemed incredible that hae
could find space between the Australian rider
and the edge of the track—and at that speed,
too, the manceuvre was appallingly dangerous.

No, 1 fairly wrenched his machine round,
and the broadside skid that followed was
terrifving in its spectacular effect. The
machine simply went hurtling forward, and
shot through the narrow gap between the
edge of the track and the leading rider.
The unfortunate Australian found bLis path
barred. He tried to swerve, but it was too
late. No. 1's rear caught his front wheel a3

i1t skidded past.

No. 1—Rex Carrington’s machine—shot through the narrow gap between the edge of the t azk

and the other rider.
smother of dust.
Carrington !

fellow's got a nerve! Ile might have killed
Ross that time-—and he wasn’t particularly
safe himself.”

The shouts were siill continuing, but now
they were not quite so angry. No. 1 was
riding well—broadsiding with terrifying nerve
round the eurves, and handling the machine
with a skill that was almost uncanny, Rex
secmed to be surpassing himsell.

It was the last lap now, and only one of |

the Australian champions was left in the
race with No. 1 This man was just ahead—
an almost certain winner, There seemed to
be no possibility of Rex catching up.
“It's not enough!” mutiered Burke, *‘Ile
ought to do something else—something {o
anger the ernwd ‘Ah, that’s better!”

And immediately a roar of anger arose from the crowd.
Sling him oft 1 »

:

Next moment there was a tremendous crash as the latter went over amid a

“ Yah ! Dirty riding,

Crash!

The next moment there was a tremendous
crash as the Australian went over n a
smother of dust and livid flames. Fortun-
nately, the rider was flung clear of the bluz-
ing machine, but he had not escaped injury.
He rolled over and over, and then lay
ominously still,

And No. 1 roared on—ecasily the winner,

“Yah'! Dirty riding, Carrington!”

“(Grab him!"”’ :

“PPull him off his machine and smash him !’

The shouts were now furious. That
move hod been no accident—it had been a
delilierate foul,

“Fine!”” gloated Burke. “Just what 1
wanied!”
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Rough on Rex!
¢ FTER him!”
It was a concerted roar. Men

were leaping over the barriers and

racing along the track. No. 1
scemed to realise that he had gone beyond
the limit, He pulled up near the pits, weil
clear of any members of the infuriated
public. He flung his machine away and then
faced round, as though at bay.

“Have you gone mad, Carrington?”’
shouted Mr. Harding, running up.

No. 1 turned, gave one glance at Mr,
Harding and the approaching mob, and then
he bolted. He ran full-tilt into the stores
shed, as though secking some haven of refuge.

But apparently the stores shed was no good,
for it scemed to everybody that he reappeared
a second later, reeling unsteadily. Nobody
guessed that this was not the same figure!

The thing had been done like a flash,

Rex was held ready. The instant Light-
ning Smith dashed in, Rex was thrust out.
Tiune, there was no means by which Burke
and Curly Hankin & Co. and Smith could
leave that shed, but what chance was there
that the shed would be searched? It was a
risk that had to be taken—but such a smali
one that it hardly amounted to a risk at all,

And Burke was right.

For the angry crowd, seeing the helmeted,
begoggled figure staggering out of the door-
way, immediately assumed that it was the
man they were after. Rex himself assisted
in the plot, quite unconsciously, for his first
action was to tear his goggles off and to
reveal himself.

‘“What—what’s all

stupefied.
* There was every reason for his utter be-
wilderment. He found himself surrounded
by an infuriated, menacing mob. Everybody
wag shouting at once. Fists were being
shaken in his face. Mr, Harding was trying
to push his way through the crowd, as angry
as anybody.

“You hound!”’

4 “Yah! You ought to be horsewhipped!”
¢ “I—I don’t know what you mean!” stam-
mered Rex, ‘‘I’ve been in that shed! Some:
body's been holding me there! Why don't
you look 4

“Collar him!”’ went up the roar.
® His words were not even heard. Nobody
thought of paving any heed to them, and
he was seized and whirled away towards
‘the track. Within a minute there wasn’t a
living soul near that shed. Peter Burke and
his companions had not the slightest difficulty
in boldly emerging and mingling with the out-
skirts of the crowd. Nobody had noticed
them—nobody had taken any heed of them.

~ Exactly what would have happened to Rex,
if the erowd had had its way, remained a
problem ; luckily for him, however, the police
on duty forced their way through the mob to
his protection,

Alone, they could not have saved him, but
FFatty Iowkes came chargivg through with

this 7’ gasped Rex,
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his fellow Blues, and they, with the help of
the constables, sueeeeded in forming a cordon
round the dazed, bewildered Rex.

“ Better take him into the office, or some-
where,” said a police-inspector, in a grim
voice. “We can’t keep this up for long.”

“This way!” replied Mr. Harding.

(Continued on ncxt page.)
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(Continued from page 39.)

The noise was tremendous. The crowd,
finding itself robbed of its victim, was now
resorting to a veritable hurricane of hooting.
A few of the roughs were ecven throwing
things, but these were soon stopped.

In a way, the crowd was justified in its
aititude. The Australian rider bad been
carried off on a stretcher, and he was ob-
viously badly hurt. Not because of an
accident, but because of Rex Carrington’s
foul riding. At least, the crowd attributed
it to Rex «Carrington.

The mechanies were equally convinced—so
vwas Mr. Harding—and so were the DBlues.
Hudn't they seen it with their own eyes?
Not a soul ever dreamed of any other possi-
bility., Thoe more kindly people excusedpRex
Ly thinking that he had lost his head—that
the excitement had got the better of him.

Rex himself was completely dumbfounded.

He was in an unenviable position. He
didn't even know what all the bother was
about. He had been held a prisoner, and as
oon as he had been released the crowd was
on him! The ecrowd wanted his blood!
Why?  What could they possibly have
against him ?

In a complete daze, Rex found himself in
Mr, Harding's office—with Fatty Fowkes and
ave Moran and the other Blues. The police
had remained outside, attending to the mob.

*“*You can consider yourself licky, Car-
rington, that you are whole,” said Mr. Hard-
ing harshly, *“1 am not sure that it wouldn't
have been just if vou had been given to the
crowd. You infernal blatkguard!”

“But—but I don't know what you mean!”
erasped Rex. “I've donce nothing!”

“Done nothing!” thinndered Mr. Harding.
“Do you know that Ross came within an
ace of being burnt to death? Do you know
thiat Poole, the Australian, has been taken to
Liospital with a fractured thigh and a broken
arm? Done nothing, indeed! You deserve
to go to prison!”

“You're a rotten cad, Carrington!”
Dave Moran curtly.

Rex looked round, his astonishment so pal-
pabie that evervbody in the room was
puzzled. TFatty Fowkes was the only one who
telt the slightest doubt.

“Pull yourself together, Rex!” he urged.
“Don’t you remember? Glory! Perbaps he
doesn’t know what he did, boys!”

“Doesn’'t know be hanged!” snapped Mr.
Harding.

“All T know,” said Rex, “i1s that I was
prabbed by somebody in that shed and kept
there, Then I was bundled out, aud the
crowd mobbéd, me.”

“Shed ?”" sail Dave, staring.

“What's this about Poole being hurt?
went on Rex, “How do I know anything
about it I wasn't in the race! I didn’t ride!
I heard thé shouts, but—"

“Didn't ride!” burst in Mr. Harding
furipusly, ““Good heavens! Do you expeet
us to believe that lie? What do you mcan—
vou didn’t . ride 1

“But T didn’t!” protested Rex frantically.

said
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“Perhaps he lost his memory for a bit!”
ut in Fatty, *“ Honestly, boys, it's too thick!
Rex wouldn't play dirty——"

“I'd like you young fellows to Le quiet!”
said Mr. Harding harshly. “1 am grateful
for your help, but I'm going to deal with
Carrington myscelf, His denial 1s the most
ridiculons nonsense——"

“Look here, Mr. Harding, let me know
what happened!” said Rex hoarsely, “I teil
you, I don’t know! You think I'm Iying,
but I'm not! What happened on the track ?”

The Speedway's owner told ‘him—im-
patiently, angrily.

“CGreat Scott!” gasped Rex. “So that was
the dodge!”

He was thunderstruck., He saw now how
cunningly Burke had *“wangled ” the thing.
R0 that was why he had been lured into that
shed, kept there, and then released! Another
rider had bLeen lurking in readiness, dressed
in exactly the same kind of clothing—and
bearing the same number|

In that moment, Rex forgave Mr. Harding
and the Blues for their suspicions, What ¢lso
were thev to think !

Curiously cenough, he econnected Petor
Burke with the affair automatically. He had
not scen Burke, or heard him-—he could only
say for certain that Curly Hankin was in-
volved—but his instinets and his common-
sense told him that nobody else but Burkoe
could be the real instigator. Curly Hankin,
alone, was not possessed of the necessary
nerve-wpaweindeed, had he the motive,

“Dodge ?” repeated Mr. Harding sharply.

“What are you trying to imply? Have you
the unparalleled audacity to suggest that
there's been a mistake 7”

Rex took a deep breath,

“Yes, there’s been a  mistake,” he said

-

—
—

The OQuteast!

quictly, “and I'll tell you how.”
ILENCE, ominous and significant, fol-
S lowed Rex Carrington’s explanation.
He had told everything—how somebody

—he did not mention Curly’s name—
had told him that Fatty Fowkes wuas badly
injured. He cxplatned how he had rushed
info the shed, and how he had been held.

“I am startled, Carrington, that you should
bring forward such a palpable tissue of false-
hoods,” said Mr. Harding, his voice breaking
that grim silence. *“1 amn more disappointed
in vou than ever.”

“But, sir ”

“Y was thinking, perhavs, that Fowkes was
right—that you had cither lost control of your
machine, or that you were temporarily off
vour head,” continued Mr. Harding. “This
so-called explanation, however, proves quitoe

clearly that your head 1s quite normal. You
could not invent such a story f——"
“It's not invented, sir,” said Rex. *“It’s

the truth.”

He looked round at Dave Moran and the
other Blues, He saw nothing but disappoint-
ment and condemnation. ut he did not
resent these looks. How could he expect
suchh a story tao be belicved? Even in his



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STO.RIEB

own ears it sounded preposterous. Indeed,
he was stariled to rcalise how terribly feeble
it did sound.

“What’'s the use?” he said bitterly.
“Burke's at the hottom of 1t, 1 believe, but
yowll never take any notice of me.”

“] believe you, Rex,” said Fatty quietly.

Rex gave him a grateful look.

“Thanks, old man,” he said.

“I'm believing you against all the evi-
dence,” went on the big goalie with a defiant
look round. “I’m believing you because 1
know thundering well that you couldn’t play
such a dirty trick, I've got more faith in

you.” ]
“Your faith is misﬂlzmed, my friend,” said
Mr. Harding harshly. “Good heavens!

+ Didn’t you sce Carrington riding? Who else
could ride like that? Kvery other track-
racer was on the spot, and above suspicion,

too. Who is this mysterious man who was
sithstituted ¥  I’ah! It’s not worth talking
about!”’

“At least, you’ll come to that shed and
examine it, won't you?” asked Rex steadily.
“*You'll give me a chance? There might be
some sort of clue in there.”

“Of course we'll go!”
eagerly.

Mr. Harding pointed to the door.

“You'll get out of this office at once, Car
rington—and I don’t want to see you
again,” he sald, his voice quivering. “ You've
done me incalenlable harmm—for I, too, shall
he blamed for to-night’s outrageous work.
The Speedway will suffer more than you!”

“That’s what Burke wanted,” said Rex
quickly. *“Can’t you see it, Mr. Harding?
1t’s a plot against you--as well as me!”

But Mr. Julian Harding refused to listen.
There was no shred of evidence to support
Rex's fantastic story.

As for ihe prize-money which Rex had
apparent!ly won, he received nothing. He had
. been disqualified for fouling, and the race was
nitll and void.

The Blues accompanied Rex out, and they

. were relieved to find that the crowd had
~ been dispersed by the police—who, by this
fime, had received reinforcements. The
* Speedway was locked and barred. Even the
. sireets outside had been cleared.
.. Rex had no hopes as he led the way into
+ithe stores shed. It was dark in there, and
matches were struck by Fatty and Dave
Moran and Wally Simpson. They looked
. round curiously.

“H'm!” said Dave significantly.

To imagine that there had been a struggle
‘in here, as Rex had descnibed. was difficult.
Tie shed was half-filled with oil-drums, boxes
of spare-parts, and so forth. There were
three oil-drums in the centre of the space
iust in front of the door—one of them
perched on the tops of the two others. The
tap was dripping, and there was a pot on the
{loor underneath it.

Everything was orderly.
marks.
top one wobbled somewhat. A

replied [Fatty

No dust or foot-

couple of

Dave touched the oil-drums, and the -
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drips missed the pot and splashed on the
floor. ‘

“Well, I'atty, you’ve got to have plenty of
faith now,” said Dave grimly. ‘‘Look at all
this! Why, even when I touch this drum by
accident the oil splashes on the floor! There's
been ‘no struggle in here! And where do you
suppose Carrington’s three or four assailants
were hiding 77

“Glory!"” said Fatty, looking worried.

“Very pretty—and rather convincing,”
commented Rex bitterly *“Hasn’t it occurred
to you fellows that the brutes could have
prepared this scene within a couple of
minutes ? Those oil drums weren’t there when
I was dragged in, but they could easily have
been perched there after I was pushed out.
Don’t forget that the crowd mobbed me for
some minutes—and nobody thought of look-
ing in this shed. There was plenty of time
for Burke and his pals to set the stage.”’

“He’s right, boys," said Fatty eagerly.
hadn’t thought of that!”

“I don’t wonder,” said Ben Gillingham,
with a glare. ‘““Nobody but a born idiof
would think of it. Why, you fat blockhead,
oure allowing Rex to bluff you all along!

¢'s ready with his explanations on the in-
stant—just the same as in the old days.”

Rex flushed. He had thought that his
reckless past had been forgotten. But it was
on an ocecasion like this that it was remem-

bered.

“Oh, we’d better go,” he said quietly.
“You don’t believe me—and it’s not to be
wondered at. Burke’s too clever for me.
He’s finished me this time.”

“I’'m with you, Rex,” said Fatty staunchly.
“You faithless rotters!”’ he went on, turning
to the others. “Can’t you see that Rex is
telling the truth? If you’ll only make up
your minds to it, you’ll sce that every single
thing he has said 1s possible—yes, and reason-
able, too. But you can’t see beyond your
noscs!”

The other Blues wanted to believe in Rex,
but they simply couldn’t. He wasn’t so much
their pal as he was Fatty’s.

(Continued on next page.)
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So when Rex wandered towards the Strong-
hold, he only had Iatty Fowkes with him.
The others had gone on ahead.

“Fatty, old man, you'd better chuck it
up,”” said Rex earnestly.

“Rot!” retorted Fatly. “Buck up!
Nothing's happened so far, but there might
bo someo roughs lurking about and they'll
still be excited. We don’t want to get into a
brawl.”

“I tell you, you’d better chuck it up”
repeated Rex, “You'll only get into trouble
with Plecan and the players. It’s decent of
vou, old man, to belicve In me like this,
Honestly, I'm most awfully grateful. DBut I
shall be hard hit if you get into trouble
over me."”

Faity laughed. _

“When 1 stand by a chap, I stand hy
him,” he said cebstinately. “We're pals, Rex
—and f those other fatheads chooso to think
ithat wyou could be such a ead, 1I'm
ashamed of ’em. Let's get in. We'll talk
it all over in our bed-room.”

When they arrived at the Sironghold they
found Mr. Ulysses Piecombe in the entrance.
The tall, guunt figure of the Blues' manager
was drawn to its full height, and his face
WOre a grim exXProssion.,

““You are not coming 1n here, Carrington,”
he said curtly.

Rex halted, startled by this blunt slate-
ment.

““Not coming in, sir?"” he said. “But

““I have had a full report of the—er—dis-
graceful oceurrence at the Speedway,” said
Alr. Piecombe. *“Indeed, the whole town s
talking of it. It i1s no exazgeration to say
that the whole town is seething. You have
disgraced your own name, and you have
brought discredit upon the Club.”

LR
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’ ‘}‘11 am sorry you think that, sir,"” said Rex
ully.
I-Jhat irony it was! Just as he had decided
to throw up the dirt-track racing—just when
he was ready to enter wholeheartedly into
the battle for the Blues’ promotion—DNMr,
Piecombe was turning him adrift!

o had fallen between two stools. Never
again would he be allowed to race in the
Speedway—or on any other track after Mr.
Harding had made his report—and profes-
sional football, it seemed, wus to be barred,
Loo,

“You know my views on track-racing,"
continued Mr. Piecombe harshly. *Hitherto
I have regarded your conduct as mere folly,
and I have not debarred you from these
premises, but now you are revealed as a cad
unfit to mix with decent men. You are not
mm‘i’ng back into this building, Carrington!
Go!

“Dnt it’s not true, sir!”’ shouted Fatty.
“It’s all a mistake—""

“I was not aware, Fowkes, that I—er—
eolicited your comments,” snapped Mr.
Ulysses Piecombe. *Carrington is no longer
attached to the Blue Crusaders Football Club.
That is my final word.”

Rex tried in vain to swallow something
that had risen in his throat. He was an
oiteast—secorned by all except the staunch
Fatty Fowkes!

(Burke's villainy has sueceeded. Rex hus
been chucked out of the Blues; he'll be
barred from track-racing; he's an outcast!
What's he going to do now? One thing is
certain, of course; he'll be after Burle's
blood, and when he gels hold of that rascally
individual Don’t miss -reading next
week's dramatic instalment of this powerful
serial, chumsl)
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(Continued from puge 35.)

Hamilton—acted honourably and splendidly.
Rather than inform against the real enlprit,
he was prepared to pay the penalty., It was
a fine thing.”

“Hurrah!”

“Good old Nipper!”

“DBravo!™

“He deserves vour cheers,” said the Head
approvingly.  “Jlis attitude has proved to
moe that my own theories are not capable of
being put into practice with any hope of real
and lasting success  So. I shall make no
further attempt to coerce vou, but will con-
duct this school, until Dr, Stafford’s return,
in the old way.”

“Hurrah!”

“Three cheers for the Head !”

“Down with the Reformers!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The boys went crowding out of Big Hall.
excited and happy. Nipper was surrounded
by shouting, cheering crowds.

“Cheese it, you asses!” he grinned.
“Lverything’'s O.K. now! Thoe Reform Party
15 squashed out of existence, and Gore-Pearco
has had his teeth drawn. Now we can get
ahead with the ericket !”

“(Good old Nipper!?”

The ones who shouted most lustily wero
those who had been so down on him.
Perhaps they felt their consciences pricking
them, and they wanted to make amends.

Anyhow, the Reformers were relegated to
the past. The old eode had proved
triumphant, And Claude GQGore-Pearce was
the most subdued fellow in the whole of St.
Frank's for quite a few days afterwards.

Dut only a few days! It 1s well said that
the leopard cannot change his spots!

TIIE EXD,

(That’s the end of this fine series, ehums.
Daon’t forget to write and tcll your Editor
what you think of it. Next week's story is
an exlra special one, entitled: " Mutiny!”
Order your copy NOW, chums!)
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tu retember what you'd rather forget than
remembher, than to remember what you'd
rather r-wnemhm than forget; then you can’t
forget how much easior it is to forget what

("harles
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xm:"d rather remembor than forget, than to
glorgn! ".*imt vou'd rather forget than
skeniotaber. ™ Quiile an, Charley, old man!
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As I anm most decidedly of the opinion—
dulins Herman (Tarkastad, South Afriea)—
‘that - 2 middle-aged pedagoguc’s physiog-
nomy " will interest our readers, your photo-

vgraph  appears above this week. Tt may
interest you, and many other readers
(espec 1::,“3; parents), to know that the St,

Frank’s yarns have met with the approval
of quito an astonishing number of masters,
and even headmasters, of sehools, and I can
awanre you this fact haa been a sowwee of
groat enconragement to myself.

learn -Rosamond

awfully glad to _
yon are derivite

(§t. Albans)--that
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Woods

I shall have to think |
. Big
' Rugged features, with sgnare jaw,
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ta
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JULIUS HERMAN
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s0 much mteress from the Australbiun series—
which was appearing when you wrote me.
You say vou are gerting to know twice as
much about Australia than yeu were able to
from "the staffy atloses.™ as vou pot 1t 1
certainly do rry ro make my vains instructive.
as Jong as 1 cun do so wirthout making them

stodgy. Anyhow, although iy imagination
18 n*-t]mnnl'ﬂn fur most of the incidents, the
descriptive matter is trme.  As von want fnll

deseriptions of Handforth & Co., 1 ftm't do
better than gquote from the Portrait Gallery,
which appeared some time ago.  Handforth :
and burly, elumsy, gencrally untidy.
prominent
Atiracnive lookine,
l}' freckled, deter-

ears, amd wide muut}!
healthy complexion,
mined oxpression. hine-prov,  IHair,
mediun  chostnut.  Mastorfil. inpulsive,
aggressive. IFull of confidence. and generous

a degres, Slaunch, honest. Very hasty
temper, buni with a heart of gald, Chureh:
Normal, waoll-zet-up figure, but shightly
round shouldered.  Cheerful faee, with small
nose and wide mouth. Dimple in chin.
Infeetious =mile. Brown eyes and curly
brown hair. Haz a palient, long-suffering
nature.  Good-tempered, but can be danger-
ous when aroused. Upright and true blue,
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MecCThare : Square-shouldered and inelined
be angular. Bright, attractive face, with
rather wide nose. Pointed chin and deop-
set eves. Twinkling greyv eyes and sandy
hair. Amiable disposition, but shrewd and
quick-thinking. Hard 1o arouse, but usually
pasy-going, A bit inclined to be sulky nfier
a quarrel. Tolerant. but not as pationi as
Church. There wvou are! I hope 1his
information will he of Interest to lots of
other readors, too.
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& MONU my posibuy this week is a
7 }l'tli’r rl'i_”” il J':l"i.'li I‘i'ﬂ{lt—‘l' \\'i‘in ]EV’[*:‘E
v in South  Londo. He _has Just
“bhought + a bhievele . and now  he's
arusiois w0 give the country a “look over ™
on &ame. . Can . I recothmend  any  runs?
Mest-cervtuinly L can: and v giving this one
—whith I have done .myselfl and thervefor
kiow to” be the " goods -1 feel swre that
there avill he many othier readers inmerested.
Lt will "make an ideal week-end rrip.

Your Editor v, leomes lebtters [ro.
gend liim o

il hiim roceders !
poge,  Addregs it oS $he Lddor,
“Nelsap Lee Lobrarn” Fleetway Hov'oo Farring=

.
The Editor.

doin Strecty Loooelow, K04,

¥ 4 *
occasional  villuwes  with  as well-eared-for
cardens - all ablaze with Howers way  he
seen anywhere in the denath and brewdrh of
lEnetand.
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Downhill!

i

| Bt i e of the whole van out of
!Hv;i:hfivhl 1< that vou st oon ihe bhike awd
Vit does the rest; No pedalling i~ necessary
Cfor minies, Farther on  in the  Tarst

For anvoneliving on the somb side of

the Thames, [do not- think they can bueiter
Srnswex. | My chom should make an  early
stavt - before Olld Kent Road 15 busy, and
work out via Dunton Creen and Knockholt
to Tunbridge Wells,  Heo owill find lalls, but
fhese have therr compens=ations, and with a
thaveespeed  gear they will not worry  him
1itch, '

The country to b reached s the land of
hop wavdens and the Weald of Bussex. This

distrive hus seareely chunged at all in hun-
divds of  years,  Aceommmodation 1= cheap,
Cvelists are catered Yor well e all the
N AR, '

Marvellous Views.

From Tunbreidee the best way is ta ride
vt o Heathiield,  This is an interesting
lirehe village tor gquite other reasons thau
that assoeviared with the viorer, Jack Cade,
to wham a wemorial stone 1= rased n the

~cetion of the village known as Cade Sireer.

Frome Heathfield thore an ALl ride
tlhouwh Bourwash to Etehingham,  When vou
Burwash you wealise why Me. Rudvad
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Cireen and Bodimm districr vou goet hills, fair
cotkiers!  Brakes -bath of them—are wanted,

for the narrow 1racks ave on the steepr sule,
P

A Pleasant Experience.

Bodiae Castle ic g place fo he seen
of the mest interestinge stionziin'as . i the
vountry.  The best wav—f tmie will sallow,

L] *f;

of conrse in to wvide on o Ryde, and . lunve
da peep at e bivd life on Ih_n.- '."'~|il‘!1‘.'||!1i:!li_:"
TIHIETENS ' &
Kaep wi eve onu the  Hother River, A\
motor-boat  does the seventeen “miles  frow.

Bodiem ro the old Cingue Poreof Rayel

RITE eyt bisg el goihyg to
'.A]I“I,WE_ ]!ti \\'ij: !leI Iliil‘ ji}{!l!l[‘:‘n‘ :
the Joliv nthe viflages hetween Boadiam  an

o :
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