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CHAPTER 1.
‘The New Arrival.

Bandforthi of the Remove, saw it first.

He_ was just emer%ing from the Ancient House, with Church
and MeClare just behind bim. The famous chums of Study D bad
e having a bit of an ment—by no means au umcommon
ocounrenge—and the lordly Handforth was in a bit of a huff.
He was generally in a huff it lie failed to get the better of au
argument.

“My only hatt!" exclaimed Hamdiforth,

He came to a halt, and stared out across the Triangle towards
the bi'g gateway. It was a lialf-holiday, and the aftermoon was
fine. The Triangle happened to be deserted at the moment—
except for the curious-looking specimen which had attracted
Handforth'a attention.

y ing the matter?” asked MeClure politely.

"I wasm't talking to you, Arnold MeClume!" snapped Hamndforth.
“If you cam’'t learu sense, the best thing you can do is to keep
quiet! Just because I tried to conviace you that I was swindled
by old Bioké—"

“Qh, don't go over it all agaim!" interrupted Church, with a
sigh. “I thought we'd finished with the argument, Handy. There's
no sense in—— Great Scottf! What's that~that thing over there?”

The three juniors stared out into the Triangle, and they were
all rather curious. The object which claimed their attention was
certainly of an unusual character. It appeared to be a boy, but
lie was a most extraordimary looking imdividual.

liss odbtining weas omitee gmeti by tihe ltaok off itt, ot it weess
worn in a most careless manner, ‘A trilby hat was perched on
the back of his head, and its oraginal shape had been quite lost.
In many respects it would have disgraced any well-meaning scare-
Crow.

The boy was fairly tall for his age—which seemed to be about
fifteem—amdl the one chief feature ahout his face was his mouth,
‘This was certainly large in proportion to the rest of his features.
His hair was dark, and, strangely enough, a faint wisp of it
moustache grew oil his upper lip. This would not have been
apparent had he been fair-haired.

wore spectacles which were slightly blue in hue, and his
general appearance was so different from the usval run of fellows
of his age that Handforth & Co. were quite astomished for the
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moment. Moreover, the boy was a newcomer, and Hamdiosii-‘wis
famous for his curiosity.
"Wikat's that funny merchant doing here?” lie demanded wwly_
"Ilil:’ his blessed check, walking into the Triangle as
oW
"Ma s he’s come to sce somehody,” suggested Cliurch.o
“\Well, ‘l,les going to see im!" declared Hanu?orth grimly, *
ip! M. Crowell was saying that a new fellow was coming for the
emove this aftermoom! It can't be possible tha
“That?” said McClure, shaking his head. “Oh, out -of theV
questiiomt®
“Of course it is!” agreed Handferth. *“Wihy, we wouldm't have
:ll:ch !a thing in the Remove, anyhow—we wouldn’t own such a

HBandforth and his chums advanced towards the atranger ina
manner which caused the latter to come to a halt. He placed
hlstl%athel' valise on the ground, adjusted his spectacles, and

“Well, what do yon tbiuk you want here?” demanded Hand-
forth ubmptly

The stranger blinked "at the Removites throu h liis spectaches’

“H'm—h'm!” he exclaimed, in a peculiarly high voice. “The
posltion is this, my dear slr—"

“Bh?" said Handforth.

:ositlon is this—=2

'W Jiat sition?” demanded Handforth. “Can’t yon speak in
proper Engllsh you ass? Have you come here to sec emnelmdf,
or what? I sup you kmow that you're disfiguring the who
landscape with that rotten hat of yours?"

“Is that s0?" said the newcomer mildly. “My dear sir—"

“I'm not your dear sir!” roared Handforth. - *“Who the dickens
do you think you're talking to? Have you come here for any
pameular reasom?”

—admitted!” said the other. “Admitted, my dear sir.
1 have come here because 1 have every reason to believe that for
some considerable period I am destined to lodse here.”

“Lodge?” said Charch, staring.

“Exactly!” exclaimed the new boy. “I intend to live here™

“Do you mean to say that you're the new fellow for the
Remove?” gasped Handforth tamtly

“¥Yes, that is the position,” replied the new boy. “The position
is this. I regret to say that my pater has thought it necessary
to place me in this environment, which, my dear &ir, is totally
opposed to all my own particular idealks. e nodt
yet in a poalt.ion to determive my own movements. If such was
the case, I should certainly refrain from lodging in a jilace of
this clmmﬂim"

*©Oh, would you?’ said Handforth grimiy. "“Do you know what
you're asking for, you—you walking seamseion?”

“f'\wve not the faintest idea,” sald the stranger.

“Well, you're looking for a thick ear, and you'll get a pair
of beautles, if you don't mumtl" sald Hmdforth “It’s like your
nerve to come here and run down a fine place like St. Framiilsf
J don't believe you're a new kid at all! Why, you've actually gob

a moustizelie!™

"g:l."hn,ph:;;;;tronre? Chuxich aelad :\illcClure b - -‘)‘ Hew

“Shut. u u exclaim e new boy rapidlf’

dare you insult me pln this gross manner! My’mol?ME
g_:‘l: tjli:—is my misfortune. [ refuse to listen to fhese:

v It doswit motter winiter you nefuse of M%FB%%
Handforth, “How old ar¢ you?*
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“Fiitteen, my dear sim?™

‘And what’s your name?”

"'mnnkﬁr—‘llzi;mﬂhy Tucker,” said the new boy.

a, ”

“I fail to see any occasion for such ribaljl merriment,” said
Timothy Tucker. “Ywmr manners are even worse than your looks!
They are even Worse than your Jooks! Quite so—quite sm!™

“ lawn dotty!™ murmured MeClure.

“WMhe position is this,” sald Tucker mildly. ™I have come here
in order to enter the Ancient House. So far I have failed to
discover ttat particular building, and T shall be most gratified
if you wm give me a few directions. 1 am a stranger within
ymt" gates, Adwmitted—admitted. 1 am a stranger withia your
gates.’ ]

“We heard that the first time.” sald Handferth. “Wie'we had
a few queer merchants at St. Frank's, but iyou'n ust the Nimit.
I don't see why we sheuld put up with yeu in the Ancient Hiouse.
You'd better bocome & monkey."

“A- monkey?” repeated Tucker.

“ff you enter the Aucient House you'll be a Fossil!” explained
Church. = “Bwt if you board over in the College House you'll
become a Monk—or a monkey.”

“Is that so?” said the new boy. “Mest interesting, my dear
sir—most interesting! Speaking broadly, I always have been a
monkey.”

“Bxactly!” agreed Handforth promptly. “That’s the first sensible
thing you've saiiti?™

The new boy modded.

:ﬁgm—admitted!” he said. “You, also, are a monkey—"

“We are all monkeys!” said Timothy Tucker smoothly. *“Takin
up that line of reasoning, you will agree with my argdment. X
is only necessary to refer back to the prehistoric era to get at the
exact truth of these matters. For example, it is widely admitted
that man, in the dim ages of the past, was little better than
a mere animal, feeding and living among the trees—he was, iu
short, an anthropoid ape. Taking that argument as the funda-
mental basis of our discussion, it is clear that an individual of
even yourn low standard of intelligence will grasp the fact that
we humans ef to-day are the direet descendants of the apes which
feamed the earth in the glacial peried—-"

But Handforth Was not in the exact humour to listen to such
a Jecture auy longer. He came to the conclusion that the sime
had arrived for action. He also thought it necessary to assert
hlgp;rl't without further delay.

1l

His right came round, and caught the new boy squarely upon
the chin. Master Timothy Tucker reeled back and sat down in
o puddie.

“Dear me!" he exclaimed, with a gasp. “That was most un-
necessary, my dear sir—most unnecessary. If it {8 your custom
to welcome mew boys in this fashien. 1 will say ne mere. If, en

fi

the other hand, you have dared te lay fuger upen me ui-
lizte!" z

necessarily, 1 shall’ be compelted 6 retal !

“Good!" said Handferth, " it B, you—you lumetitc!®

The-mew fellow picked himsel ug and pus efd %1@& his sleeves:
Handforth stoed ready, grinfifg. Chureh and MeClure were gfin-
ning, too. The very idea of this gueer sfeemen attempvting €6
punch Handforth's nose was gulte RUMOFoNs:

“The position is this,” said Tucker. “It .will net give me any
pleasure to take drastic action, but I regard it as a duty. Yeu
understand? I regard it as a duty, my iad. 1t pains me f{s¢
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more than it will pain you—but there are some tlling? whwg
ong_ :T:!ust grin and bear, This, for exampliel®
)}

The, new fellow lunged out at Handforth, and the latter, still
grinning, put up s hand to ward off the absurd-looking blow.
Somehow, Handforth's fist went wide, and the next second some
bony knuekles struck him fully upen the nase.

“iHa, ha, ha!” roared Church and MeClure.

Handforth sat down in the same puddle which had jast been
vacated by the new hoy, and the expression of pain aud surprige
upon his face was certainly comical. And it had been no alip.
That lunge of Tucker had been deadly.

“Wonu—you eilly ass!” roared Handforth, scrambling up. "I'll—
Il knock you into the middle of next term.. If you think yon
can——"

“Handforth!* exclaimed a stern voice.

Handforth turned abruptly, with a gasp.

"1—I— Yes, sir?” he spluttered.

“What ie the meaning of this, Handforth?” demanded &fr.
Crowell, who had come up unmseen, * Did T hear you threutening
to assault this stra (4

** j—1-~— That is to say—"" . .
. * The position is this, my dear sin!" interrupted Yacker. * lhrie:
is no quarrel between myself and this youth. We Were having &
slight nrcumeug, you understand—merely a slight at%mtt-"'

‘TIHf that is the case, I will eay no morel” exelaimed Mr. Crowell
* 1 take it that you are a stranger kenes’* .

* Admitted, dear sir-- tted?™ said ‘Yueker, nodding. ¥
?{m, in point of fact, a new boy, destined to lodge in the Aneciens

ousge.”

“@ht"” said Mr. Crowell. “I understand. You are Tueketi*

“That is 8o, ny dear sir—admittedi!” said the new bpf',

“ Well, Tucker, you will come with me, and 1 will put yod
through the necessary examination at onee,” said 3ir. Crowell.
* You are amid new surroundings, and you are naturally somewhal
strange. You will tind it necessary to modify your peculiar method
of address. I might also mention that your--ahem!—your hat is
decidedly disreputable. And from henceforth you will wear the
regulation school-cap, which, 1 fancy, will be far more suitable™

“The position is this-—" began the new bay.

“We will discuss the position in the Prlvacy of my study,
‘Fucker,""swiid Mr. Crowell briskly. “ Comel*

And Handforth & Co. stared curiously as the latest addition to
the Remove accompanied the Form-master into the Ancient House,
Master Timothy Tucker was surely the limit in new boys’

CHAPTER 1),
Not Quits a Success |

*“Qkan of! his rocker!" Rdid Church. “Ilive met a few doity
merchants in my time, but this chap takes the cake!”

* Hie's not quite such an ass as you seem to think,” observed
MeClure.  “The way he dotted Handforth om the nose was
gorgeous!"

“Hih?™ said Handforth, glaring, *“Iit was winatt?”

"“shem! It—it was like his giddy nerve, of coursel”.said
MeClure hastily. "S3till, you must admit he brought it round
pretty neatly, Handy I°

*II don't admit anything of the sort!” snapped Handforth, *“i%
was a slip—a mere_ slip—" >

¥ Don’t you get ‘into the habit of saying everything twice--like
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that new ass!” interrupted Church. * All he can say is * admitted,
and .‘tthe position is this’ It strikes me the chap's slightly
touched, although he can certainly use liis fiates™

*“prAdmitted!” said Handforth, “@Wh, my hat! I've caught it
already! If that chap stops here for a couple of terms we shall
all be dotty in the Remove. 1 can't make out why fellows of
that sort can't be sent to an asylum! It's a dirty trick, planting
them in a public schoull™

Bg' tea-time nearly every fellow in the Remove was acquainted
with the fact that the new fellow had arrived. The majority of
them had also had the doubtful pleasure of meeting him. He was
generally regarded as a mild type of idiot, and the only interestin,
discovery about him was that he was hlessed with a plentifu
supply of pecket-money.

He had exposed a comsiderable number of currency notes, and a
handful of small silver. And fellows who had said they would
not have him in their study at any price clamoured to be honoured
by his company.

However, Mr. Crowell settled the question finally by placing
Tucker in Study E, with Reginald Pitt and Jack Grey.

4 Niigper, tho captain of the Remove, was quite pleased with this
ecision.

* The new kid's a bit queen,” he remarked, * and Pitt and Gre,
can be relied u not to take advantage of him. Besides, ;hey'l
probably mould him into a different shape before long.”

Pitt and Grey were not exactly delighted by Mr. Crowell's
decision, but as they had no choice in the matter, they made the
best of it, and they also made Tucker welcome, ile beamed upon
them amiably when he was escorted into the study for tea. And
he regarded the table with distinct approval.

“Hhm-+h'm!™ he exclaimed, in his strangely high voice. “®@uite
a pleasing array of edibles, I observe. Well, my dear sir, the
position is this—"

“ Hold om!" said Pitt, grinning. ** Am I dear sir, or is Gney?”"

“BBath, my dear sir—botin!” said Tucker. “TIhe posjtioh, as 1
said before, is this. I wish you to fully understand that 1 insist
upon paying an equal share in the commodities which are supplied
to this study. I insist upon taking my share. I cannot undertake
to lodge here unless I have that honoun.™

*“ That’s all " said Grey. “ You needn't worry over that
point, my son. After to-day you can share the exs. if you want
to—but we're standing this feed, you umdiensttmmd]™

“Is that so?” said the new boy. " Your generosity Is con-
siderable, my dear sir. 1 su%gest that we commence activities
forthwith—for, to be frank, have tasted no food since this
morning, and my -hunger is quite in keeping with the liberality of
your excellent table™

Tucker behaved himself quite well during tea. Certainly be did
not seem to know what he was eating, and Pitt aod Grey could
hardly be blamed for staring when he partook pf sardines and cake
at the same moment, Lie' appeared to be in a considerable state
of concentration, and he was always absent-minded.

After tea Pitt wndl Grey went otf to attend a cricket meeting in
Study C, leaving Tucker aione. And this, apparently, was the
opportunity for which Fullwood & Co. had been waiting.

The young rascals of Study A had not met the new boy, so far,
but they had heard many stories concerning his supglies of pocket-
money. And Fullwood & Co. saw no reason why they should not
do a little profitable business.

“itll be easy!” declared Fullwood. “This chap Is a greeniiorm!
1tll be as simple as pie to wangle some tin out of him. We're all
& bit hard up just mow, and we could do with some casin.”
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Gullivet sod Bell had objection, and shortly after Iitt and !
Grey had departed frem Study E. Fullwood & Co. presented them-
selves. Tucker took no notice of them as they entered. Lla
appeared to be in a brown study.

" Hallo!™ said Fullwood genially. * How goes ity

e new boy looked up.

“ Of course, regarding the economic question from a eertain
standpoint, one would naturally be ready to admit— Eb¥"
‘Tucker paused, and came to earth. * Oh, did you say anything?’:
he asked mildly.

* Just ?opped in to have a word or two with you," sald Fullweod.
** Xew fellows are generally a bit lonely, an' we thought you'd like
a cmllrti;i!. I don't believe in bein' down on a chap because he's a
new »

* Is that so?" said Tucker. “ Well, my dear sir, 1 trust ydur
visit will be brief, since I am engaged atythe moment in preparlna
a speech which I intend to deliver at the first opportumtyy’”

“M speecin!” said Gulliver, staring.

* Quite so—quite s0!” nodded Tucker. * The position 1a this—"*

“Shut the door!™ interrupted Fullwood. *TFhmt’s right! Now,
Tucker, there's no reason why we shouldn’'t get on well -together.
We really came here to give you a word of warnimg’

“Dear me!™ said Tucker. *I[Is that really so?*

“ A word of wargim’,” repeated Fullwood easily. * Yem see, in
a big school like this there are always tons of fellows ready to
take advantage of a new kid. And there are one or two little
details you'd probably like to know. We thought you'd be rather
keen to take a few hints. It's worth a good bit to a new chap
to know the ropes.’”

Timothy Tucker nodded.

“Admitted—admitted!” he declared. *“I quite agree, my dear
#ir.. But what arc the ropes you wish me to know? Pitt or Grey
said nothing to me on the subject;: they said nothing whateven ™

“Of course they didm't,” agreed Fullwood. " They're too keen
for that. Their game is to spoof {ou. You understand? Well,
we've come here to spoil rotten trickery of that kimdl™

*“ That is very kind of you—very kind of you,” said Tucker
mildly. I bad no idea that anybody so generous existed In this
school. I shall be most interested to hear your remarks, my dear
sir—most futieatey”

“ Well, to begin with,” faid Fuollwood, °* there's just a little
matter of the pool. That’s one sulijext.”

“ The peol?” repeated the new boy.

“ERxactly! You've heard about it, of courmer”

"1 cannot say that I have,” replied Tucker., No my dear

sir, I cannot say that I have. The pool? H'm? I am certainly im-
pressed. And what, may 1 ask, does the pool happen to be?
_ " It's queer the other fellow# haven't said anythin’ to you about
it,” remarked Fullwood, winking at his chums. * Well, it's our
custom in the RemoVe to pool all onr funds. Every junior hands
his pocket-money over to & chap who happens to be the treasurer.
The treasurer ia changed every week, you see. He doles out the
cash as the fellows require it.”

“Is that so?" 6aid Tucker. * Dear me! li seems to he a
remarkable method—a most remarkable method. And what happens
if a fellow desires to keep his money in his own pockett?”’

Fullwood grinned.

*It can't be done,” he said glibly. “ No junior is allowed to
keepi his pocket-money. It isn't the thing at Bt. Frank's. I
happen to be the treasurer for this week—that's why I'm puttin®
it-to-you. What you've got to do is to hand over your casn, and
give it to me.”
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Tucker seemed to be muth impressed, and Gulliver ane Bell
attempted to keep their faces straight. They hardly thought
that the unscrupulobis trick would work. Eveu Timot-‘y Tucker
was- not quite mug enough to fall inko such a trap.

“ Well,” said Full®bod, after 4 moment, * you're goin' to hand
over, I suppose? It's quite the usual custom, an’ I'm telliin’ you
straight away to savo you trouble™

The new boy nodded.

*“ The position is this " he said. * I should really like %6 have
some, evidence that you are—-— Ji'm! To be exact, thay your
words are truthful. I do not wish to offend you—-" .

* Well, you have otfeuded me!" snapped Fullwood. * If you
think you can call me a liar, you're mistaken. Look here! I'll
ghow you my account-book, if you like, and the cash I have in

And Fullwood produced a leather pocket-book with a ftourish,
He had come prepared to work this version of the * conlidence
trick ” upon Timothy Tucker, In the pages of the pocket-book a
nmuber of names had been scrawled, with various small amounts
jotted opposite. .

; "'mxm;'e‘ you are!” said Fullwood. *FRethmps this is good enough
or

* This is certainly an impressive document,” said the new boy.
Admitted—admitted! And you wish me to add my name, my
dear sin?”

“It's mot my wish,” said Fullwood. * It's simply one of the
customs of the school which has to be complied with. There’'s nd
g:'tan_" out of it, even if you want to. Here's the cash I have in

Fullwood took four currency notes from his pocket—three pound
notes and one for tem shillings. They represented the total
resources of Fullwood and his chums—lumped together in order
40 make an impression. Having exposed them to view, Fullwood
slipped them back into his pocket.

“Budk upl” he sald. “\We can't wait bhere all the bally
eveninf't"”

“Ahidmiitted!” remarked Tucker. ™[ agree with you, my dear

sir. I shall certainly comply with this regulation—— Dear, dear,
dear! IMy glasses! This 18 really most distressing! I cannot see
properly—-—""

He broke olf, and groped on the fioor, his spectacles having
slipped from his nose. He bumPed against Fullwood, and then
banged his head against the table. Handforth was considered to
he the clumsiest fellow, in the Remove; but Timothy Tucker was
far more elephantine in his movements.

“ Ah! " he murmured, as he replaced the glasses
on his nose. * That is better, my dear sir—that is certainly
much better. And now you wish me to hand over my casin?’

“VEes,” said Fullwood briskly. “Humdk wgpr

“ The position is this,” went on the mew boy. * 1 shall need
some of this money soon, you know. There are various expenses
to be met, and I shall be lost without any cash-—-

“ That's all right,” interrupted Fullwood. °* Just come to me,
Tucker, when you’'re¢ hard up. I'm the treasurer.™

“Is that s0?” said Tucker. “Well, here you are, my dear sir.”

He fumbled in his pocket, and produced three crumpled Treasury
notes. QGulliver and Bell stared hard as the new boy handed the
money over to Fullwood’s care. Timothy Tucker was certainly
as green as grass.

“Three quid,” said Fullwood. * Is that all you've gatt?"

“II regret that I—"

* All_ri " interjected Fullwood hastily. * T'll shove this down
in the book, kid. Come on, you chapsi™
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The Nuts hustled out of the study hurriedly—for a reason., They
had heard the voices of Reginald Pitt and Jack Grey, and they
did not want to explalh the nature of their errand to Study E.

“HHalllo!™ exclaimed Pitt, with a frown, as Fullwood & Co.
emexped _into the passage. * What have you cads heen doing in
there? Ragging the new kid, I sup})ose? It you've—"

“ Keep your hair om!” said Fullwood sourly. * We haven't
touched the asal He's off his rocker! He's mad! He can’t talk
about anythlnq sensible. He seems to think that be's given money
to evenybodyy!"

Aud Fullwood strode down the passage—his intention being, if
« asked about the money Ilater, to swear that Tucker didin't
give him a penny, Gulliver and Bell would hack up the lie.

Pitt and Grey entered the study, and foupd Tueker gagiicg
contemplatively inte the fire.

1 say, T. T.!" exclaimed Pitt. “Well call you T, T., you knoww=
it’s shorter tham Timothy Tucker. What wers those cads doing
m here a minute ago? Did they bother you at alli?

_“Not in the least,” said Tucker. “The position is this, my dear
sir. One of the youths requested me te hand over my money—""

“He did what?” roared Pitt angrily.

“Dear me! 1 hope——" ! »

“mai::"",s' all right,” said Pitt. "Did you fail into the tragg
you

“$hut up—shut op!” exclaimed Tucker. "INo insulis! How dare
pou call your elder an ass! I am at least a month older—"

“®h, chuck it!” said Pit. “You're a queer card, Tucker. I
shall begin to think you're an escaped lunatic, or sometihing!
Did you give Fullwood any money?” »

"\!’?’s," replied T. T. *“I certainly handed Fullwood three
pounds.”

“TMiwree quid!” ejaculated Grey. “Whew!"

“he position is this,” went on the new boy. “Fullwood ex-
plained that he was the treasurer of the -Remove funds—"

"Wl hear that later,” interrupted Pitt. “Flirst of all, we'll
recover that tin. The beastly swimdler! Come on, Jack!™

They hurried_out of the study, leaving Tucker blinking at the
door. Meanwhile, Fullwood & Co. had entered the privacy ot
Study A, and they were all looking pleased with themselves.

“A quid each, anyhow!" said Gulliver. “I expect the ass has a
lot more cash, but wve haven't done so bad. If there's anmy
inquiry about this We&'ll pretend to know nothimg.”

“That's the idem!” agreed Fullwood. “Welll saz that Tucker
1s dotty, au® deny that we touched a bally farthin'. Now, lek
us see. 1've got a quid of yours, Bell, au’ ten bob of Gulins”

“That's right,” said Gulliver. “I shall have thirty bob mow,
Bell will have two quid, an' you three quid, Fully, We shall be
all right until the end of the week. Hand over the cash!*

Fullwood dived his hand into his side-pocket, grinning amiably.
But as he felt about with his fingers his smile vanished, and @
somewhat puzzled expression found a place on his face.

“That's queer!” he exclaimcd. “I can't fiud— By

He withdrew his hand, and it contained a single cturrency noto
to the value of ten shillings. Fnllwood gazed at it rather blankly,
as he continued to fumble in his pocket.

“Withat about the other three?" asked Gulliver,

~They’re not hene!”

“Not there?” said Bell. “Rot!" .

“1 tell you— By gad!” Fullwood paused and canght his
breath in, und a sudden scowl appeared on hid unpleasant features.

“Wihat's the matter?” asked Gulliver.

“llhe matter!” snarled Eullwood. “We'we been trickedi—diddiedd™
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"Hs said he'd glvan you three quid—"

“8o he did, but ke pinched it out of my pocket fimsitt™ yelled
Fullwood. “ihe thievi ng cad! He pinched three not¢s out
pocket, an’ ave '‘em to me as it they were his own—":

ha,

Recinud rm and Jack Grey howled. The humowr of the s-tua-
tion struck them very forcibly, and they retired from Study
ind donbled-up positions. - And their opinion of T. T. ros¢ ¢oA-
siderably.

But, s’omehow. Fullwood & Co. were not capable of appreciating
the point of the joke. ———
CHAPTER i),
A Lunatic at Larxge.

“Tive chap is certainly peculia% in his ways,” admitted Nip er.
“ife may be a bit dotty, but there's not much wrong with
in the main. Pitt seems to think he's as keen as mustard.”

“Welll, dear old boy, Tucker undoubtedly len Follwood & Co.
in the cart * observed Sir Montle ’I're%elhs—w;'st urbanely. “ Begpadi?
It was trightfully rich, ]udgin by what Pitt told

Nipper and Tommy Watson chuckled. The chums ol Study C were
on their way to the village in order to purchase a few supplies. They
had not eome into contact with Tucker to any large degree, but
they agreed with the rest of the fellows in the Remove that T. T.
was a remarkable specimen

Yiallo! Who's this?” said Watson euriously.

A form was looming up out of the gloom, and Nlpper & Co.
soon saw that the figure was that of a stran a boy ot about
fifteen, attired in a black overcoat and a bew| er hat. He paused
umrtamly as the three Removites eame up.

r here, aren't you?” asked Watson bluntly. “lIf we ean
be of any service to you, my son, we'll willingly oblige. Do you
happen to be looking for St. Frank's?"

"\Ymgl I'm looking for St. Frank's,” said the boy, rather
nervously.

“K suppose you're a second Timothy Tucker?” grinned Watson.

The boy nodded.

t is my name,” he agreed. "k am Timothy Tucker.”

“Wﬂmt !" ye led Tommy.

%hc er!" echoed Nipper. “You say your name's Tucker?”
“A\md you're looking for St. Framk's?™
“¥ea."

“Arse you the mew kid that’s expected to-day?” yelled Watsow
“dre xo{x the mew chap that’s boo';:ed for theyllelzm?
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“Yes, of course!” snaﬁped the boy sourly. “There’s no need
for you to shout like that. I object to being bullied! I womt
<itand it My name’s Tucker, and I'm the new boy for- St. Framiist”

He walked on, par.entl{ in a bit of a huff, and Nipper & Co.
stared at one another in the “gloom with rather blank expressions.

“Well, I'm dashed!" said Watson. “We've been spoofedi™

“[Dear old fellow, it certainly looks like It,” observed Sir Montle.

“ cleam!” put in Nipper. “That chap at the school ism'é
Tucker at all! He's some funny merchant trying to jape us,
I expect. I shouldn't be surprised if he's one of those River House
chaps, made-up for the occasion. Anyhow, we'll buzz down to the
g‘llnge quickly, and pget back-in time to see the fun. I must

V. those letters in for the pest.”

jl.'l;;y hurried down towards the village, and they were deter-
mined to give the spurious Timothy Tucker a hot time when they

ot back, There could not beittwy maw of tiett nwme,
t was obvious that tbe first arrival was either a harmless idiot
or a practical foker.

Just outside the post-office the three Remove chums noticed
officers, and the juniors would have entered the post-office without
taking any further notice, but they were hailed.

“Just a mioute, young genmts!" said one of the umiformed men.

Nipper & Co. approached.

“Amything wrong?" asked Nipper.

“f suppose you don't happen to have seen a boy &f about
your own age knocking about this district—a rather dark youngster,
with gqueer-looking eyes?” asked one of the men. “We're keepers
from the Helmford Lunatic Asylum—"

“ ” shouted Ni] ]I)er.

“Do you know something, sir?" asked the keeper quickly.

“Waell, I believe so,” replied Nipper. “A new fellow came
up to the school this afternoon, wearing glasses, and he's made
everybody think he's a bit touched in the upper story. 8ays his
name's Imoth{ Tucker.”

“I'm afraid he's not our boy, sir,” said the keeper, shaking his
head. *“I was speaking to another lad a few minutes ago, and
he says that this Tucker was expected by the masters—-"

“Yes; but the real Tucker has just arrived,” interrupted Nipper.
“We found him near the school not ten minutes ago. 8o the
oit_her chap with the dotty ways must be that cheerful lunmatic
of yours™

The keeper slapped his thigh. ¢

“By gumi I dare say you're right, sir!” he exclaimed. “The
glasses are nothimg; that youngster is rare cunning. He escaped
early this morning, and we've been chasing about all day. He's
a bit dangerous, too.”

“Damgerous!” said Watson.

“Ah, that he is!"” said the keeper. "Whem he gets excited
there’s no telling what he'll be up to. We’'d better come along
with you boys now, if you don't mind. I'll be real thankful if
you've lted us on the right track.”

They all hurried up to the school, Nipper & Co. quite animzted.
Timdthy Tucker had struck everybody as being somewhat dotty,
but nobody had believed him to be. a dangerous lunatic. ~He
was too cheerful to be regarded in that light.

At the sclwol Nipper led the way straight into the Ancient
House, Handfol Co, and a.g@ ew others were chatting
excitedly in thie lobby, Handforth turned as he heard the steps
of the uewcomers, .

“Heard the latest?" shouted Mandy. “There’s another lunatie
arrived "

“Ha, ha, bal*
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“A chap’s come calling himself Tucker,” said Handfosth. *“We
can't understand—"

“You'll understand soon,” said Nipper briskly. “TWhe second
chap is the genuine article, riglit enough. He didn't strike us
as being dotty, and everybody can tell that the first fellow is oft
his rocken?”

“Of course,” said Handforth. “That’s what I reckomed™

“Where is he, anyhow?” asked Nipper.. “Mhe cheerful lunatic, 1
mean,”

“In_ Study E, I suppose,” said Handy. “Tihe second ono wong
straight to Mr. Crowell, and 1 think lie's in Mr. Crowell's
stud% now.”

“That's all right, them!” exclaimed Nipper briskly. “This way."”

The two keepers strode into the stn J" and Timothy Tucker
regarded them serenmely, without any tendency to hecome violemt.

ne of the keepers laughed.

"I think there's a little mistake, sir,” he said, “Mhis young
gentleman is not the boy we're looking for.”

“Not the lunatic?” shouted Watson. _

“iHow dare you!" exclaimed Tuckcr. “Shut up—shut upt Ne
insults, my lad! Do you dare to insinuate that I am insane?
You Bad better understand, my dear sir, that I shall put you
thr%ughha m:,r_u of disciplinary trentmeat+—"

“Ha. ha,

" thon is this," went on Tuckcr, with dignity, *Yeu had
better realise tgat I was deep in thought when you broke in upon

me, Adm .
The fellows cleared away from the doorway, chuckling. And
at that moment the sounds of a commotion were heard. Aud
the. juuiors were startled to see a somewhat wild-looking youth
dashing along the passage, with Mr. Crowell in full pursuit,
"Sf.or that boy!” shouted the Form-master hoarsely. “He
actually had the audacity to fly at me—to fly at me like a
young tiger! S8top him, I ew?” i

There was not much difficulty in this, for the boy ran mndlik
into the arms of the two keepers, who succeeded in holding him
tight, in epite of his violent struggles.

“Yes, this is the lad " said one of the men grimly. “You've
ziven us a fine outing to-day, Robert, my boy. No, it'e no good
strugeling; you won't get away. You've got to come home to
your nice little hedi?

And the unfortunate youngster was led away.

“But 1 don't understand,” said Watson, afterwards. “fDhe chap
ﬁold us "hia name was Tucker, and that he was booked for the

emove.

"No, he didm't,” said Nipper. “We asked himi questions, and
mmagrem with us, that’s all. Lunatics generally do that, you

w.”

“WVall, old boys, I must acknowledge that J am quite satombiatvesti?™
cxclaimed Sir Montie. “I was ready to back anythin’ that the re:l
T. T. was the lunatic. He is certainly an extraordinary specimen
of humanity.” -

CHAPTER 1V,
Very Humorous! ~

Timothy Tucker, the new boy in the Remove Form at St. Frank(s,
walked slowly and thoughtfully along the towing-path beside the
River Stowe. His hands were clasped behind him, and he seemed
to be far away in dreamland.

At all events, at the bend of the river he was on the point of
walking gracefully into the water when he pulled himself up with
a start. Had the bank been sheer he would have plunged im; but
it sloped somewhat, and ¥, I. was warned in the nick of time.
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¥ractically everybody in the Remove knew Tucker as “TT. T.” by
this time. e was such a queer specimen that he deserved a queer
nickname.

It was 2 fmlf-holiday, and as the afternoon was extremely fine
the majority of the juniors were out and about—some cycling,
some playing cricket on Little Side, and others taking walks.

Tucker continued his stroll along the towing-path. As he pro-
gressed he occasionally drove his right fist into his left palm,
us_though ramming a point home. He seemed to be preparing a
fgjgecth), or something of that kind. At all events, he did not act
as any other junior would act.

“ The Bosition is this - -

“I’tbl, a, l’lﬁﬁ!m

Timothy Tucker looked up with a start.

He had not been aware of it until that moment, but three
Removitad were standing on the landing-stage, near the school
boathouse. Tucker had practically reached the spot, and he saw
that the three juniors were Handforth and Church and MeClure,
of the Ancient House.

“ Admitted " grinned Handfforth.

“tHea, ha, U

The juniors were apparently amusing themselves by repeatlr;g
the expressions which were already famous in the Remove. X. T.
seemed to have a set of particular phrases, which he trotted out
on every occasion,

“HI'm! M'mm!"” he exclaimed, blinking at Handforth & Co.
through his blue-tinted spectacles. “[ must admit that I am
impressed. Quite so!"

“ What's the ides?" asked Hamdifforth.

** The position is this—"*

“tHa, ha, ha!™

“ I fail to see the reason for laughtter,” exclaimed Tucker milidily.
* The position is this, my dear sir. 1 was hoping to obtain ﬁuce
:lnd lsxolitude. in order to think out the great problem—— Himm!

‘mi"

“TFhat’s a jolly- queer problemn!” remarked MeClure. “ Vou
didn’t come out admire the scenery, I suppose?*

“NNo, my dear sir, 1 cannot say that I didi!" said Tucker, "I
cannot say that I did. Admitted—admitited! At the Same time,
1 must remark that the scene impresses me, now that 1 give it
the attention it undoubtedly deserves”

“ Dil;I you notice that sheet of ice just round the hemdi?” asked

rc

* The sheet of ice, my dear sin?’"
“Y¥es. Didn't you notice it?”

H'm! Let me think,” said . T, * Let me think. It is quite
possible that I noticed the ice—quite possible. In fact, there is
po doubt whatever that I actually did notice the ice—"

:Fg::i ha, h.?!” roared Hamndforth & Co.

“Yitam silly, absent-minded ass!™ yelled Chureh. “‘TFhare’s no ice
anywhere—it hasn't been freezing for months—not this season, in
fact! Not freezing enough to form ice on the river, anyhow. I
only said it to pull your silly i

Tucker looked at Church severely.

*ibar'd better continue -your walk in search of sheets of iem’*
suggested €hurch, “ You wouldn't think this river was only three
inches deep, would you?*

‘Tucker looked astonished.

“|ks that so?" he sald mildly. “‘TFhree inches! Dear me! How
extramlimr?y—bow extraordinary! Only three inches! To leok
at it 1 should certainly imagine it was somewhat deepar!f®
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Handforth & Co. howled.

* Ha, ha, Inalt*

“Ilt is the easiest thing in the world to pull your leg, T, 1"
chuckled McClure. “ You believe everythin% that's said. One of
these days Souw’ll come an awful cropper If ;ou're not carcful.
You mustn't believe what everybody tells ){mu.’

* Admitted—admitted, my dear siin’” said Tucker. * 1 .am bhe-
ginning to gain a keener insight iuto human nature. Since my
arrival at 8t. Frank's I have come to the conclusion that boys are
terribly deceitful. It is astomishing how cunning you youngsters

can be—"

“VYoungsters!* snorted Handforth. *“iI'm as old as yoX ane!*

* Admitted?” said T. T. * In years, my dear sir—in ycars. But
in knowledge you are a mere infant. In knowledge you are a mere
infant. Allow me to inform you that your face sends a cold shiver
down my spine—"*

* Does it?" roared Handforth. * Perhaps that’ll send a cold
shiver down y P

Handforth lunged out, with the genial intention of sending
Tucker fiflingg. But the new boy wasn't there when the blow
arrived; be had dodged neatly. Handforth, carried forward by
his own rush, t.np‘)led over, and finished Gp with his head and
shoulders overhanging ‘the river bank.

“WGreat pip!"” he gasped. *IU nearly went mn!*

“His, ha, ha!" roared Church. “AXME 1—f mean- —~"

* Collar the ass!” yelled Handforth. * I'm going to smash imi!”

“FRats!™ said McClure. “Y¥ou can't blame him for_dodging, §
suppose. Let's get that boat out, and go for a row. I can see a
crowd of other chaps coming, and they’ll pinch all the boats if
we're not careful.”

Handforth picked himself up, and glared at ¥, T.

* Well, as a matter of fact, he’'s not worth bothering about,” he
said loftily. “ He's only a harmless 1 i

* Admitted, my dear sin?” ssid Tucker absently. “ That i teo
say-— H’'m! Yes, quite so!™

“Qlust to think you know it!” grinned Church.

The chums of Studr D entered the boathouse,and soon resppeared
carrying a neat little boat, which they dropped into the water.
De Vr}zl?{ie and Somerton and llart came along just then, whistling
cheerfully.

** Going for a row, T. T.V” asked Hart, grinming.

" Well, the position is this,” said Tucker. ‘" As a matter of
fact I was not thinking of going for a row, my dear sir. I wad
thinking of something far more important. Rowing undoubtedly
is an excellent exercise.™.

“Hiat lot you know about rowimg!" said Handforth, with a sniti.
“ I'll bet you couldm't row across a ditchii”

" Is that s0?”’ said the new bog. ** Possibly you are right, my
dear sir—possibly you are right. But one is always ready to learn.
However, it is just possible that I may be able to row—it is jusg
posmmnapmle' A ke to h t ? ted Church. ~

| s you'd like to have a try now?" suggeste uI

“fhe position is this—" began T. T.

“I'll tell you whatt!” interrupted Handfortli. ** Let's push the
ass into the boat, and send him out into the current. JT: bet
he'l! 'drm away until he’'s rescued. Why, lie couldn’t manage a
toy!”

Timothy Tucker, in spite of his protests, was hustied on to the
jetty. He seemed to be quite alarmed. But his protests made no
difference. Me was pushed into the boat forcibly, and he sa$
down with his back to the stern.

a, ha, !
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The juniory gave the boat a huge sheve, and-it sursed outv lm
the stream. Tucker Houndered about wﬂdy turned ralind,
then slithered to the edge. Ilis foot rose In tlie alr, the boat
heeled over, and the next second T. T. was in the water, and the
boat was bottom upwards.
heavess!” shouted Hart hoarsely.
d" Yo:l—you ass, Handly!" gasped MeClure. *TFhe chap might
rown!"”

“\We must get out another boat2-quick!” shouted Handforth
frantlcall

e{ rushed into the boathouse, and another craft was pushed
into the water at lightning speed. But this time Tucker had
appeared, and lie was floundering towards the bank, apparently
quite unharmed.

It was not necessary to rescue him, for he stalked out of the
water with quite a show of dignity.

“TIhe position is.this!” he exclaimed, with chattering teeth. * I
shall ﬁnd it necessary to run indoors, in order to change. Hand-
forth, allow me to tell you that you are a rotter. Allow me to tell
{gu that you are a rotter. You appear to think that I am unable

row

“\Why, you dummy ou don't know a thing about rowi
snapped Handforth. isimg me a_ fright like that! .I thoug
you were drowning, or something. I'd row a two-mile race wth
you any day and give you a mile as a pr

Tucker nodded.

“Iks that 80?7 he exclaimed. *Y¥om surprlae me, my dear sir!
X am qulte willing to accept that challenge'”

“ Fnrthermore, I will accept it on my own terms,” sald Tucker,
» * There is no reason why it should be unequal. We will start at
the post, Handfort,h—bom ot us—both of us. 1t is arrawgedl”
“'You—you row a race with me—two miles?”' demanded
Handforth.
* That is s0,” said Tucker.
“ You—-you fat-headed ass!)” exclaimed Handforth, “IXti simply
be a faroe!™
“ It you stand there jawing you'll die of pneumonia within a
~ weelk!™ put in Hart sharply. " You'll catch a terrible cold if you
don't rush about and keep your clrclulatiom goimg!™
“Adimitted, my dear sir!” said T. T. *II will lose no timme!"
And, asslsted b'y; Handforth & Co., Timothy Tucker hastened
away toward

CHAPTER V.
Fullweod’s Sportimg Offer;.

“ Rott!” said Reginald Pitit.
“Hiut it's a fact, my dear chap!” exclaimed Hart, “TDwler haa
aetually accepted the challenge, and Handy only made it in fun.
course, the ‘re both duffers, but Tucker is hopeless"™
"l should think so, too,” said Pitt. “ He’s about the last
fellow in the world to Yow a bost.” .
“You'd be more ready to say that if you'd seen him,” said
Hart. “ Why, he doesn’t know a thing! I don't e the race
will go for more than ten yards. It'll be a faree a thfonw
“I don't suppose it'll come to anything at all,” remarked Pits,
smiling. “Et's a lucky thing Tucker got out of the water aa!ely
He seems to be all right, too. Does the House matron
“Ne.” replied the other junior, “Wucker wouldn't let us tell
her. He sald he doesn't want to be kept in bed for the res¢
91 the day; and I don't blame him, either.”



THE AMAZING SCHOOHBOWBOY! , fi

There was considerable amusement fn the Remove of«er the affair.
Timothy Tueker was unharmed by his ducking; he hadn’t even
caught a cold. And when Handforth told the story of Tucker's
“ihandling ” of the boat, thejjuniors roared. 'rhely knew that T. T.
was useless, in an{ case. He was about the last fellow in the
world to know anythbing abeut spers.

“But it can't be serious, surely?” sald Nipper, the Remove
captain. "You don't mean to tell me that Tucker has really
accepted Handforth’s dotty chall

“That's what everybody is sayin', dear old boy,” said Sir Montie
Tregellis-West. “It seems positively absurd, I know. But there
you are. These chaps will do ridiculous things.”

Fullwood & Co., the Nuts of the Remove, were grinning to them-
selves. Fullwood was quite keen about the race, and Gulliver and
Bell were amused.

"KM give you ten-to-one on Handforth,” said Fullwood. ~Handy’'s
my favourite, my sons! I'll lay ten shillings to a bob that Handy
wins! Any takers?’

Gulliver grinned.

"Not likelly!” he said. “I'm-backin® Handforth, too!™

“Whwll have a little flutter?” said Fullwood, uofngl into the
crowd. “Look here, I fancy Handforth for this race. I'm willim'
to put down five quid to five bob that Handy romps home, That's
it sportin’ offer—a twenty-to-one chamoe!”

“No takers, ‘thanks!” said Merrell, .

“Not likely,” said Marriott. “Handy’s a dead cert.”

“The best thing you can do, Fullwood, is to stop acting the
fool!” said Nipper sharply. “If you want to do any bettiug, do
it among your own precious pals, not in the )

*©h, rats!” said Fullwood. “Where’s no harm in havin’ a little
flutter—hut there ism't any sportsmen among you. That's the
only trouble I

“@ur mouey's safer in our pockets, thanks!” chuckled Bell. "A
twenty-to-one chance is all very well when there's a likelihood of
clickiu’. But I'm not anxious to lose five (g

“But I stand a chance of losin’ five quid!” said Fullwood. .

“Oh, yes-a fat chancel” cxclaimed Gulliver. “About one ia
five millkcany™

“fta, ha, bha!

"1 must acknowledge that I am greatly impressed,” said Tucker.
“ Your faith in me is remarkable. It is quite remarkable.
ever, bhetting is a bad business, and we must say no more!”

The juniors did say some more, however, and there were quito
4 few laughs during the eveming. By bed-time it was genmerally
believed that in the morning the contest would be called off,

Some of the fellows believed that Handforth would decline
to continue with the absurdity. But this was not likely. Handy
;vas :lways ready to obtain a little glory—even if it happened to

e cheap.

At bed-time Tucker was ochipped somewhat, but he toek it ail
in good part. It was quite impossible to upset him. Many juniors
had attempted to do so, just out of sheer devilment. But Timothy
Tucker was a boy who apparently had no temper. Nobody could
“get his rag out.™

Nipper was one of the first to Pet Mo sleep im the Remove
dormitory. He had the knack of going to sleep when he liked; and
the voices of the other juniors had no effect upon him.

It seemed only a short while, however, before he was awake again.

He glanced up at the windows, and saw that the moon was
shining brightly through the clear glass. By this fact he knew
that an hour or two had elapsed, for the moon had enly jusk
been rising at tem o'clock.
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Nipper judged the time to be about midnight, and for £ momen§
or two he wondered what had caused him %o awaken.

Then bd ceased to wonder.

Somebody was moving about in the dormitory.

Nlprer was about to speak when the fipurs’ moved into the
moonlight for a moment, and Nipper saw that it was Timothy
Tucker. The pew junior was dressing as rapidly as possible. .

“Well, I'm jiggeredi!” murmured Nipper.

The school clock chimed the hour of midnight just then, and
Nipper wondered still more. What on earth was T. T. doing?
W Z was he dressing at the witching hour of midnight?

Obviously, he was contemplating breakin% bounds. For such a
mild and meek junior to venture forth in the dead of night was
astonishing.  Nipper comld hardly believe that Tucker's errand
was a disgraceful one. He wws not the kind of junior to follow
Fullwood's example and go. out "“on the spree.”

Nipper was rather anxious about Tucker, and he decided that
he would venture out immediately after the new boy had gone.
{6 wasn't Nipper's nature to pry, but he certainly wanted to
prevent Tucker getting into mischief.

It struck him that one of the other fellows might have pre-
vailed upon T. TVs simple nature. If so, Nipper would nip the

heme in thd bud. Tucker had plenty of money, and it was
qhite on the cards that some greedy jumior was after it.

Fullwood & Co. were all sleeping, 560 they were not the culprits.
Tucker slipped to the door, and silently passed out on to the
fanding. Nipper ‘was out ot bed in a second, and he shook
Tregellis-West's shoulder.

“Begad!” muttered Sir Montie. “Wihat the— -

“@et up—quiick!”" murmured Nipper. “There’s work on hand,
Montie!”

Sir Montie sat up.

But, dear old hoy——"

“fit's midnight—Tucker’s just gone ou$!" breathed Nipper,
“Weeire going to follow him, and see what his game is. Under-
stamd? No questions, Montie—get your clotbes on like ligiittming!”

Tregellis-West, for all his dandifled nature, could dress as quickly
as.anybody when he liked. And he knew when a matter was urgent.
Hikthrew his clothes on at lightning speed, and even raced Nipper.

“Ready, old boy?" he asked.

*¥es," said Nipper. “Good manm! I dide’t think you'd—"

$When the matter is important, dear fellow. 1 always act

. sald, Tregellis-West. “Are you comimg?’
es,” said Nipper briskly. “This wamy!"

Tl:gy tiptoed to the dormitory door, and slipped out into the
corridor. ‘There they paused for a couple of moments to slip their
boots on. They were just against a window, and Nipper nttered a
loweextlanuifiion as he glanced out into the bright moonlight-

fl‘hgl"_e he goes,” he murmured softly,

“Mucker—look!” breathed Nipper.

¥ontie looked. T. T. was out in the Triangle. The new fellow
was making his way towards the gate which led iuto the playing-
[i] . He was moving cautiously, and there was no mistaking
Nig direction.

Dear fellow, where is he goin'?" asked Sir Montfe.

“Riessed f I knmow!” said Nipper. “The pavilion, perhaps.
Anyhow, it's lucky we as)owed the ass. We can nip down, auil
dodge across the Triangle in no time. We‘re bound to sec him again
Infighis moonlighte”

y lest no time in getting downstairs.
Enterlag Study C, they quickly crossed over and emerged iato
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the Triangle by means of the window, They had seen Tueker's
direction clearly—he had been makm% for the plagingrﬂel s. Bub
they bad no idea of his ultimate destinafiiom; they could mot
lmme why Timothy was prowling about after midnﬁ_ht.

“iKeep to the shadow as much as possible,” advised Nipper softly.

They hurried along near the Ancient House wall, but were theén
obli to cut across a {mtch of bright moonllg t. However, they
r].ﬁ::l edSIt:e gate without any alarm being heard, and stared across

e e.

Right on the posite portion of the big field a form could
be seen moving. It dlsazpeared behind a clump of trees.

* that he’s making for the towing-path,” said Nipper.
“What's the idea, I wonder? Surely the ass isn't thinking about
having a mmuh?ht bathe? The weather's a bit too cold for that
kind of pastime!" 4

They hurried across Little Side, both rather puzzled. The night
wus cerfainly a perfect one—clear, brilliant with moonlight, and
still. There was more than a touch of frost in the air.

Arriving on the towing-path, Tucker's pursuers spottgd their
quarry walking briskly along in the distauce. He certawmnly had
no idea that he was being shadowed, and he seemed to be walking
along with a set purpose in mind.
¢ At last he arrived at the boathouse, and, to the surprise of
Nipper and Sir Montie, he opened the door and eutcred. The
two jl;nmors halted, and took cower behind a clump of bunshes
near by.

Nipper uttered a low chuckle.

- got it!” he murmured.

"mﬁ' said Montie. "Yaon'we got what, old boy?”

“Don't you see the idea?" grinned Nipper. "%ndhu's trying to
steal a march on old Handy. That's the wheeze, as sure as a
gun. He's out for a bit ot practice—all on his owm!”

“Begad!” grinned Montie. “So there’'s nothin’ frightfully ex-
gi%lin','aner all! Perhaps we'd better get back to bed, dear
ellow!”

“ft1l be just as well to stop here and keep our eyes omn this
giddy lunatic,” remarked Nipper softly. “"Don't forget what hap-
pened to him before. He might fall into the water again—and
we might as well be on the spot to yank him outi!”

“ I you’re right, dear fellkow?™

A minute later Timothy Tucker appeared with a light rowing-
boat. He pulled it down the little slipway into the water. Then
lie. slipped aboard and pushed off. Nipper and Tregellis-West
watel him with interest.,

And they were comnsiderably astomished when they saw T. T.
shlr his oars, and row away up-river with quite commendable
skill. There was very little splashing, and the rowlocks were
almost silent.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” muttered Nipper. “The ass can row,
after alll!™

“Am’ he can row decently, too,” said Sir Montie mildly.

The two juniors realised that Tucker had had no chance during
the afternoon; lie had been pitched into the boat by Handforth,
and had fioundered about helplessly. Because of this, the onlookers
bad assumed that T. 1. was useless.

Certainl& Tucker had stated that he could row, but the juniors
had not lieved him. His acceptance of Handforth's -challenge
wes regarded as farcical. Nipper and Montie now knew that T. T.
was a bit of a dark horse.

He was obviously out for practice—a perfectly fair procedure.
There had been no conditions in the challenge, and 'Tucker was
qtite within his rights in putting in an hour on the river.
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“The -artful bounder!" whispered Nipper. “No wonder he toox
old Handy on, and refused to accept the mile star! Be'll beat
Hamlforth to fits! Look at him! He's rowing splemdiitiy?”

Tucker certainly was. He did not proceed far up the river,
hut turned soon and came back. It was his intention, apparemtiy,
to practice up and down the wide stretch of water opposite the
boathouse.

He was not cxactly an expert—Nipper himself could have shown
Tncker how to row in earnest—hut at the same time he was far
fl‘Dﬁl being a duffer. He could handle a boat, and he could pull
well,

Nggper chuckled again as he and Montle watched. 3
“My sgm." he breathed, “that race will be worth watching to=

morrow ¥
“Begad! It willl!” said Tregellis-West.

v CHAPTER Wi.
Twenty-to-Ome Against Tuckers
"% takers?" asked Fullwood geniallly.

"Twenty-to-one, that's what I'm offerini'!” said Fullwood. *“Who'll
take me on? Twenty-to-one against Tucker is my price. Five
wiiid to five shillii

“©Oh, don't be funny!”’ Beld Gulliver. “Yeom won't find anybodv to
accest, Fully. It's a dead cert win for Handforth. He simply,
ioeldn’'t lose—"

“k don't want amy of your beastly latting,” interrupted Hand-
forth grimly. “Ewverybody knows that 1 shall win, but that deesm't
make any difference. Déttiing's a rotten game!™

The Remove was dressing, the rising-bell having dinned out its
unwelcome song five minutes earlier. Nipper and Tregellis-West
had told nobody of their little expedition. And Timothy Tucker
himself was getting dressed with his usual careless manner. .Ho
dido’'t seem to mind how he attired himself as long as he got
his clothes on. He took no pride in his personal appearance.

“Feeling fit, old son?” grinned De Valerie.

Timothy Tucker looked up.

‘The position is this,” he said. “Handforth and I will row
the race very shortly, and I do not think there is any adventage
in discussing it beforehand. The winner will be the best mam™

“There won't be any wimmer!” put in MeClure.

“Is that s0?” put in T. T. mildly. “Arc you suggesting a
draw, my dear En?”

MeClure yelled.

“A draw!” he shouted. "VYou dotty ass! There won't be any
race! You'll fall out of the boat after you've gome tem yards
up the riyent™

“Ha, ha, hm!*

T. T. did not seem to be at all offended. Nipper aud Sir Montie
chuckled to themselves with great enjoyment. It would please
them greatly to see the uew boy win the race, for he occrtainly
deserved jt after the ridicule he had received.

Quite a crowd of juniors weut down to the riverside. The sun
was 6hining with unusual brilliance, and there could not havo
been a better morning for the event.

“Buck up!” said Pitt briskly., “itl be all over within two
minutes, 1 suppose. It's up to you, Handy, to show us what
real rowing is like, If you win by half a length the Remove will
bo proud of yow!”

“Ha, ha, Ia!”

j‘lYm;l: ass!” sald Handforth, with a smort. “I shall win by t%e
miles!
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*That means to say that Tucker will stay at the post all the
giddy time!” grlnﬂed Hart. “I expect he'll manage to flounder
a yard ar two.

rybody grinned, and the proceedings were not taken at all

y, exccpt by the competitors. Handforth was serious
because he was determined to show the Remove something in the
rowing line. And T. T. was equally determined to do precisely
the same thing.
hl}?lph Leslie Fullwood was evldently trylng to secure the five
shillings.

“It’s the last chance!” he said. “Twenty-to-onc on Hamdfientn!
w&‘}'" be a sportsman? Five quid to five bob! It's not much
risk!"”

N per, who was standing by, nudged Sir Montie.

a minute, old som!” he said softly, “I11l have a chat

with Fully.”
Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson were rather su rlsed but
they followed their leader over to Fullwood's side. It hsppened

that they were by themselves at the moment; no other ellow
stood near by, with the exception of Gulliver and Bell,

toane, did you say?” asked Nipper smoothly. * You i)
bet five younds to Ave ahilllnas that Tucker loses the race?”

“ Yes,” said Fullwoad; ut you can mind your own bm&s-
Bettin® doesn’t interest aoody u chaps of y 8ort——

“VWedll, thig interests me,” said Nipper grlmly, ‘“Ilm willing to
take you om™

Ful wood & Co. stared.

4 'Whatt!" exclaimed Fullwood blankly.

I'll accept that bet of yours,” said %n
b “HRegad!" breathed Montie, horrified- must be mad, dear

o'!Leave this to me, Montie!" interrupted Nipper. ** Here's my five
bob, Fullwood, and I want to see your five quid. We'll get some-
body to hold the stakes™

Fullwood couldnt uite understand it.

“I suppose you're blufliiri?”’ he smeered.

* I'm quite serious,” said T.

“Good! I'm always pleased to  see a convertt!” exclaimed
Fullwood briskly. , 1 suppose you've been tempted by the long
price I'm offerin!?

“Y¥ouilll lose your five bob, you ass!” grinned Bell.

“ Dry up!” exclalmed Fullwood. “U'm jolly pleased to see thaf
Nlpper is comin’ round to sportin’ views. 1 say, Mennedll!”

Merrell, of the Remove, looked round and strolled up.
th“ Just a little bet,” exclaimed Fullweod. ' We want you to hold

e stakes™
Merrell was handed Nlrpeu five ghlllmgs and Fullwood's five
currency nhotes, He received them With some astomishment. It
gwatz: certainly an extraordinary thing for Nipper to indulge in

etting.

“That's all rightt!” said Nipper, with a nod. “Den't jaw about
it, you know; just keep it quiet. There’s no reason why every-
body should he toldl™

“TFrust us!" said Fullwood. “owd for you, Kipper! 1 didn't
think you were such a sport. After this you won't be able to
grumble at me afly more for bettin’ ou horses, because this amounts
to the same thing)'”

Fullwood & Co. strolled off, quite pleased with themselves. And
T:mﬁ:ny Watson and Tregellls-Wes!. seized Nipper firmly, and glared
at him

“You awful ass!” said Watson wrathfully. “You must be mad!!
WWhet do you mean by taking on Full s rotteu bett?’
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Nipper was quite calm.

“Iit's all right, my childrem!” he said. “If'm not mad. and T'm
not a blackguard. Just leave it to your uncle,”and i
will be all gserene. Hallo! They're just on the point ot getting off.”

Sir Montie and Tommy had no further time to argue the poiut,
for the competitors in the race were already in their boats, ami
Pitt, who was acting as starter, was getting ready to give the
word. The bank was lined with grinniog juniors.

Handforth was looking quite serious, and T. T. seemed as absent-
minded as ever. Somebody predicted that he would row in the

osite direction when the word was given to start,

ut this was not the case. X
“<jo!™ roared Pitt. "@m the ball, T, T.'
*I1En, ha, el

Handforth commenced pulling strongly, but nobody watched him.
All eyes were upon Timothy Tucker—all eyes were waiting to sec
him Hounder about, and finally come to grief. But the onlookers
received a bit of a surprise, for Tucker started off in fine form,
and rowed cleanly and energetically.

“Qreat Scottt!"” yelled Pitt. "Uawk at him! He can row!™

“ My hatt!” said McClure blankly.

“ Eh? What's thatt?” gasped Fullwood, with a peculiar exe
pression on his face. “ I thought Tucker was hopeless— By
gad! Look at him! He's rowin’ as. strongly as llandy! It's a
rotten swindle—"

Fullwood broke off and watched the competitors with great
anxiety. His supply of cash was at stake, and he realised, with
an abrupt shock, that there was a possibility of the bet being lost.

Handforth was as surprised as anybody. He had reckoned upon
having an easy row up the river. But, to his dismay, Tucker
remained alongside, and was rowing strongly and with
determination.

The fellows on the bank ran along the towing-path In a crowd,
keeping pace with the hoats. They were all very much surprised,
but quite delighted, too. They suddenly came to the conclusion
that the race was not a farce, after all, but a serious business.

Handforth was quite certain of this after five minutes had
elapsed. There was no doubt in his mind whatever, for T. T. was
leading. Tucker was actually a length ahesdi]

Haudforth put all he knew into hia rowing, and that did not
amount to a great deal. He was not exactly a duffer, but he was
certainly not an expirt. Tucker was probably the more skilled of
the two, for lie diglped his oars with greater precision, and far
more cleanly. But he lacked Handforth’s great strength, and the
chances were about equal.

After the course had been halt completed, Handforth was leading
again, owing to bulldog strength and determination. But T. T,
was now on his mettle, and he was putting every ounce of his skin
T evat by foot b d half a mile from th

oot by foot he crept up, and half a mile from the winming-post,
which happened to be a peculiarly-shaped willow-tree—he was
rowing abreast. For some few hundred feet the two boats re-
mained in the same position.

And then Tucker edged a foot or two ahead. His lead imcreased,
in spite of all Handforth’s endeavours, and at last T. T. swept past
the winning-post, leading by a clear length. v

The duffer of St. Frank's had won, and a roar went up.

“ Hhannahi!”™

“ Good old T. T.I1*
>
8

' - - & 'S - - « 5
Merrell, of the Remeve, grinngd as six juniore appresched lim a¥
e asble T aroupe of throe.  Euliwood A ey Werg
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}Jltc first to reach Merrell's side. Nipper & Co. came up a second
ater.

“I1kamd over that fver of mime!” panted . Fullwood bresthlessly.

“Ikt's Ni s said Merrell, * ‘we lost, Fuillp!™

“HRot ! wasn't serious—"'

“Y¥bes, vopgredre!™ interrupted Nipper.

“heh itidu, he's right, Fully!" said Merrell.

“II don't care whether he's right or wromg!" snarled Fullwood.
*“IIhwn not goin' to lose five quid like that! Nipper doesn't believe
in bettin'. He's grumbled at me scores of times. Qive that money
to me, you foasll!™

But Merrell had handed the stakes over to Nipper.

“YWom rotterr hypocrite!” exclaimed Fullwood thickly. * After all
your preachin’, you stand there an’ take my money

“"WWom needn't yelll!" said Nipper contemptuously. “IH '!ou want
to know the truth, I did this just to teach you a lesson, d.
1 wouldn’t touch a farthing of your rotten money—not for my
personal wse"™

* What—what do you mezm?” panted Fullwood huskily. 5

“Simplly this,” said Nipper. “TDemiight you're going to invite
the whole Remove to a feed. You're going to write out a notice,
and stick it on the board in the lobby. In the notice you will s
that you have much pleasure in inviting the Remove to a spread,
and you will expend the sum of five pounds on the feed, the fiver
to lbe giﬁn' into the charge of De Valeric and Somerton and Hart
to lay out.”

* You—you silly fooll!” snarled Fullwood. “-II won'tt ddo anyptint>
of the santt

“YWom willl!” snapped Nipper. *IEf you don’t I'll let the whole
Remove know about this affair, and the money will be taken by
force. You've lost the fiver, but I won’t touch your beastly cash.
I'It be content if you invite the Remove to a spread. It's up to
you to choose. If you do it, you'll get the credit for it. .If you
refuse, the Remove will know everything, and you won't get any
credit at alll”

There was a good deal of astonishment that day. The Remove
had hardly got over its surprise concerning Timothy Tucker before
another came along. A notice in Fullwood's handwriting was
found on the board. Nobody believed it at first. The fellows
thought that Fullwood was trying to be funny.

The feed was a great success. Fullwood, acce;)t.lng the imevitiable,
pretended that he was standing the feast out of sheer good-nature,
and he rose many points higher in the estimation of the Remove.

CHAPTER WIil.
A Hamper for T. T.

Jimmy Little, the fat boy of 8t. Frank's, wandered out of the
Ancient Homse with his hands thrust deeply into his trousers-
pockets. Morning lessons were over, and it wasn't dinner-time yet.

“Stony!™ murmured Fatty. “SStomy, and 1'm simply stmmwingy’™

He certainly didn't look as though he were starving; but, as be
had often explained, it wasn't wise to judge by appearances. Little
bad eaten nothing since breakfast-time, which was something of a
record for him.

'SHtaurving!™ he repeated disconsolately *Adnd I sha'n't get
another remittance until the end of the week. I shall be dead
before thexf!"

He walked about the Triangle gloomily, and he wondered ff it
would be possible to obtain anything from the school tuckshop on
“ tick.” After a few moments of thought he decided that he
wouldn’t attempt it.

Mrs. Hake would probably oblige him; but he realised that when
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his pocket-momey did arrive, it would all be accounted for. And
ll:aﬁt{oh:ited debts. Bo he mouched about, longing for the dinney-
e ng.

He was just wondering If something had gone wrong with thd
feeding department, when two juniors entered the wide gateway,
and came into the Triangle. Tliey were Reginald Pitt and Ja
Grey, of the Remove. N

* Oh, we're in time all rightt” faid Grey, with a smile. * Dinkes
can't be ready, or Fatty wouldn't be out Inenel!* )

“SBomedthing must be wrong! ®eid Little. "Iit's a minute past
the time, and the bell hasn't gone yet. I'm starving! I'm nearly
faint from want of food! You chaps don't know what tt's like
to be really bumgry*

Pitt grinned.

* Neither do yow!” he retorted. * Considering that you eaf
enough for four normal human beings, it's a d Iy't:m have
any hunger at all. There’s something down at the station which
would interest you, if it bad a different Jabel on it.”

“ What are you getting at?” demanded Futty.

“VWeell, there’'s a hamper down there’*

E " Gre;)t pickled hemnings!™ ejaculated Fatty eagerly. * A hamppen?

or me?*

*“NNo, not for you, you greedy ass!" said Pitt. “[Ddin’t you
hear me mention something about the label? This bamper—a
whacking big one—is for T. T.”

Fatty Little snorted.

* What's the good of that to me?” he %rowled. “A fine cheek,
,a hamper coming for a dotty ass like T. T.!I"*

S acths Tacker has got just h right ck hamper

* Timothy Tucker has got just as much right to a tn
as anybogy else,” he said. !' You'd better get on tbe right side
o:ogi!&.i at::y.“:,h:n you might be able to sample some of the
[{ ngs in that hampen.”

Littie shook his head.

*“ Not much chance for me,” he said glumly. * The aaa is bonnd
to share it between his study-mates. I sha'n’'t get a Jogkiimn

* Never mimdi! You'll have a hamper of your own one day,” said
Pitt, * Here's T. T. now. We'll tell him about hia good luck.
He'll probably be interested to know about that little packege.'

Timothy Tucker had wandered out of the Ancient House, and
was strolling in an absent-minded manner acroas the Triangle. He
:r:‘alkelc}t with his head on one side, and appeared to be deep in

ought.

* t a minute, T. T.!" called Pitt.

Tucker looked round.

* Did you call me, my dear sir?”’ bhe asked.

“Y¥es; I want you a mnismtis'

Tucker came up, and he stood beaming at the three juniors Jn his
usual amiable fashion.

““TThe position is this, my dear sir!” he exclaimed. “II'm out
here for the purpose of enlarging upon my ideas with regard to the
origin of cloud matter—

Never mind cloud matter now. Youwre generally up in the
clouds, a 2 said Pitt. ** We thought you mlibt be interested
to know that a big hamper is waiting for you at the statiom.™

*“Is that ®0” said T. T., elevating his eyebrows * Dear, demr!
I. hardly expected it to arrive so soon. Of course, it is possible
that my people sent it off earlier than I expected. The railways
are very slow nowadays—very slow nowadays. Admitted! I must

mit that I am impressed by your news’

“Good|"” @xid Pitt. *“\We didn't bring the hamper up, because
we had some other things to carry. I suppose it contains a lot of
good things, em?”
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* Exactiy—asantip?” said Tucker. * Admitted, my dear sir! The
hamper certainly contains an abundant supply of very good things
iudeed. I have not the slightest doubt on that point—not the
slightest doulits™

“Wdkes and pastries and jam?” asked Fatty longtinfly.

‘* Really, my dear sir, I cannot give you the exact details of the
articles the hamper contains, since I have not seen inside it,” said
T, T, “But I can assure you that it is full of good things ™

T suppose ‘you'll fetch it at once?” asked Little.

* Admitted—that is to u{, no,” replied Tucker. * There is no
Innmediate hurry, my dear sir. I will go to the station as soon as
afternoon lessons are over. Perhaps you will come with me, Pitty”

* Certainly—if you like,” said Pitk. * We shall be back in time
lo;‘ htea.t :o it'll be all sereme.” together—they shared Study E

ie three jumiors went -in P—i u —
leaving Fatt ‘Litt.le out 'in the Triangle. The dinner-bell rayng at
that moment, and Fatty did not give any further attention to
Timothy Tucker and his tuck hamper. There was other business—
business ot immediate importance—to atteand to.

Dinner over, Little was still feeling hungry. It was very seldom
indeed that he did not feel hungry. He was satisfied to a certain
extent, but by tea-time he would be famished, and there was the
awful prospect of going in to tea in hail!

The twins, who shared Study L with Fatty, were

both semewhat short of cash, so it seemed that tea was likely
to be.gvery frugal meal.
' Little could not k his mind off the hamper. The knnwiedge
that it was there, waiting in the parcels’ oflice, came to his mind
again_and again. It was a hamper full of tuck and good things,
and Fatty wouldn't even get a look im! It was a galling thought,
and Littie wondered if it would be possible to get hold of the
hamper in any way. He reckoned that he required the food far
more than Timothy Tucker, who seemed more interested in books
and papers than eatable articles.

But would it be possible to raid the hamper?

Fatty Little decided to seek advice on the point. There had
been no raid at St. Frauk’s Simce his. arrival and he did not know
the exact procedure.

Fatty got hold of De Valeric, just as afternoon {essons were
about to start.

“1s it playing the game to raid another fellow's tuck?" ssked
Little, rather anxious| g **1 mean, would it be looked upon as
a rotten thing if one chap boned another chap's gmby”’

* Well, it sll depends,” said Valerie. * 1f you're going to tako
anything from an Ancient House fellow, it's not the game. No
Ancient House chap raids anmother Ancient House chap. But it's
always possible to raid a College House study, or vice versa.
There hasn't been much of it lately, but when the fellows get a
chance they get busi on the job'™

“Oh, I see!” said Fatty. "8o that's the idea? I mustn’t touch
anything belongin? to a chap of my own House?”*

“@f course not! It wouldn't be the thimg "™

*“TThanks! 1 know now.™

“ Why, what's the idem?’ asked Ds Valerie curiously. * Have
you decided to try the raiding stunt, Fatt’{? It's pretty risky,
you knth. It you're collared on the job you'll get scall re
* That's all right,” said Fatty. * I shan't come to an{ tnecnom ™™
He moved off, and paced about for some time, thinking deeply.
It seemed that it would be impossible for him to touch Timothy
Tucker's hamper, for both juniors were members of the Ancient

ouse.
And it wouldn't be playing the game to raid a hamper belonging
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to Tacker. Fatty wished that T. T, boarded in the College House)
then it would be quite allowable for him to help himsell to thg
hamper, providing he raided it fairly and squarely.

Fatty considered the point for some time—during afternoofl
Tessons, in fact. He was so occupied with his thoughts, that when
Mr. Crowell asked him a question relating to English history, Fatity
replied that tuck hampers were few and fur between. This reply,
cost the fat boy fifty lines.
>But when the afternoon lessons were over, there was a grim
light in Fatty’s eye. e had thought of a way out of the problem,
he had come to a decision. There was just a ehauce that he would
be able to rald the hamper, after all.

CHAPTER VI,
Fatty’s Wheeze.
* Come imi!"

Mr. Nelson Lee, the Housemaster of the Ancient House, called
out that invitation as a somewhat timid tap sounded on the Eanel
of his study door. The door opened, and the large figure of Fatty
Little entered.

* Well, Little, what do you requinz?” asked Lee, laying down his

pen,

* I—I want to kmow if L can transfer over into the College House,
sir,” said Fatty bluntly.

The Housemaster looked rather astonished.

- WH. what is wrong, Little?” lie sasked. ** What is your idea
of wishing to change Houses? Are you not content here that you
want to go over into the College House?*

* It—it’s mot exactly that, sim’ said Little, rather nervously.
* I—I just fancy the College House, sir, that's all. I'm aure 1 can
ﬁr_lg l:e ;’t_udy all right, and Mr. Stockdale won't have any objection,
wil 4

“ 1 don’t suppose Mr. Stockdale will concern himself in the matiter
at all,” smiled Nelson Lee. * Permission to change Houses is not
generally granted, Little, unless a boy has a very particular reason
for wiﬁhing to transfer. It scems that you have no specific reason

a M

Fatty Little looked rather sheepish.

* Some—some of the chaps told me that there's some grith—
ahem!—food, sir!"” he stammered. “TFiare’s more food over
there—-"

* And you naturally wish to partake of itt?” said Xelson Lee.
* Well, Little, you have my permission to transfer, and you had
better come to me again, after you have made arrangements with
regard to your studly.”

*“Oh, I thank you, sir!* said Little joyfully, * Can—=can I re-
gard myself as a College House boy mow/*

“Rertainly, if you wisliif*

“@0h, good—I—I mean, thank you, sir!" said Little,

He left the study, his face flushed and rather excited. He hurried
oft without delay to 8tudy*L, in the Remove passage. 1t was occu-
pied by the Trotwood twins--Nicodemus and Cornelius. These two
fellows shared the study with Little.

* I wondered where you were, Fatty," said Nicodemus, as Little
entered. “ You're not uuuallli:bsen at tea-time—<"

“ Sorry, you el > said le, ** but were to part seom’”

“ Parti?” repeated Nicodemus curiously. * Are you ??ing IWANT

*“V¥ell, I'm not going far—only into the College House,’' eaid
Fm’;t'h‘ “You see, I'm transferring. 1've got permission, ard
everything.”

The two Trotwoods regarded Fatty curiousiy.
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¢ You're transferring to tlie College Bouse?’ repeated
N'“ﬁg’a‘-{’;’-" *“But, my good Fatty, you must be dotty! What's
the idise? )

" I'll tell you that lster,”” said Little. *~But I tan %‘zw you mg
word that it'll only be a temporary arrangement. I shall chang
back before long. But I'm a College House chap pow.™

*Wédll, I'm jiggeredit” said Kicodemus. *“U didn't think yeu'd
desert us like that, Fatty. But what does it mean? Can't you s
explain, you ‘“

* Not now. I'll explain laten' .

“Nify dear Nicodemus, what is all this talk about?” asked
Cornelius mildly. * I must confess that I am quite in the dark.
Pray expllainil

Cornelius was deaf, and be nearly always missed everything.

“Iit's all right, Cormy?” shouted Little. *“Qiam’t stop to exPlain
much now, but I'm a College House fellow now! I‘'m a Monds!”

. wgy'vhat for?” asked Cornelius. “ What are you goiug to bunk
or’

“Bunk!” roared Fatty. *1I didn't say nnythinF about bunking,
you ass! I said that I'm transferring to the College House.”

" I've -seen nothing of a momsese—"

“ Hia, ha, ha!” chuckled Nicodemus.

"0 said house, you deaf ass!” shouted Little. *“its no good
talking to you; you're hopeless, Corny. Nick will explain every-
thing after I've gowe!*

And Fatty fled from the study before Cornelius could say any-
thing further, lle passed out into the Triangle, but made certain
U;éf?g:hand that Pitt and Timothy Tucker had not yet left for the
station.

" I'm leaving you chaé)s presentily,” remarked Fatty, as he en-
countered Handforth & Co. in the dusk. 1
"Hteally!” said Handforth. "THwt's awfully sad! We shall

weep salt tears of sorrow, e

"Oh, don't rot!” said Fatty. " sha'n't be goiu’ far, that's one
thln\q‘.’ I've got permission to transfer into the College Housn™

“What?'" said llandforth & Co.

* It's a fact. What are you glaring like that for, Hiamby?"

“II'm glaring at a traiter!" said llandforth warmly. "1kt the
Ancient House good enough for you, you fat 7

" 1t's not that—'""

* Then what is it, you elephantt?”’ demanded Handforth. * Why
are you transferring into that old barn of a place they call the
College Higums??*

*“ Well, you see, I've a little idea of my own,"” said Fatty vaguely.
" You'll know all about it soon, Handy. I think it's rather a good
dodjte, and I may as well tell you that I’'m now a Mouklkd”

Handforth turned to his chums, and to two or three other'
juniors who were standing by. i

" Did you hear that?” asked. “ Fatty Little is now a Nonk—\
he is now a member of the College House, That’s right, isn't it ’

MV”"
™ Yes,” said Little. &

" And what do we usually do to Monks who come straying zcross
to our side of the Tri ?* asked Handforth grimly,

" Bump them!" said MeClure.

" Hard d s aaidik Chureh, grinming.

“THmt’s what we're going to do with this Monk.” said Hand-
forth. * We'lt show him how we treat our ufidd, rivals, And he
eam't grumble, because he’'s deserted the foldl'™

;%5'3' stesdly!” gasped Fatty. * Lcggo, you mthemihs!i

¥
Vatty Little was seized by at least half a dozen juniors. It restfig
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wasn't possible to bump him in the ordinary way, for bis bnlk
would not allow of that. As Church remarked, a crane was re-
quired to bump Fatty properly.

However, the ‘fistt boy waes towled over im the mud of tive
Triangle, and he sat down very abruptly. As soon as he rose to
his feet he was bumped down once again.

“Y¥am0!"” he roared, " Ow—yow! You-you—'"*

“tiEa, ha, !

“@o over to your own sidie!™

“ You're in the enemy's country now,” said Hamdfforth.

The juniors did not seriously believe that Fatty Little had trans-
ferred, but they were always ready for a little joke.

But Fatty's troubles were not over yet. .

He arrived over at the College House, and was just marching in
to the lobby when several shouts went up.

“iloonlk out! Here's a Fossll"™ roared somebody,

“Gdllar hio!™

* Grab the boumdtér!!*

“‘Hdid on!" yelled Fatty. * I—I-— Yow-owi

The fat boy was bumped over once again, and he fell to the
floor with a thud which fairly shook the place, The College House-
g‘lnlors were not to be blamed for taking this drastic step, for

ey naturally assumed that Fatty Little wii9 a “Fuossil.” He had
had no chance to explain.
¢ "‘CtI!l‘Ewe him anotien?!’ said Christine, grinning. “TEwo more, in
ac

“ We'll teach these bounders to come wandering over lmto for-
bidden territory,” said Yorke warmly. " But we shall need some
hel.p;fﬁ\vg or 3",‘,..°' us ain't enough to deal witli a chap like this?”

* a,

Fatty Little thought otherwise.

He was bowled over two or three times, for the odds were heavily
against him. Under ordinary circumstances, Fatty was capable of
dealing with four or five juniors with ease; hut just now he didm"t
want to offer resistance. It would not be policy to start scrapping
with Christine & Co.

**Hbd on, you duffens!” gasped Fatty. *I—I— Yow!
gar!ooohl I want to explainlm— Great cocoanuts! I—I——

peh

Bump!

Fatty went over again.

“ Now 1 think you can crawl awayZ" remarked Chnristine
Pleasantly. “ And perhaps it'll teach you a lesson not to walk
nto the enemy's country agaim’*

Little sat up and gasped.

“ You—you hasty asses!” he roared. * You've been bumping one
Of“yglhl:p own chaps! I'm a Maomid"™

“ 1 bel vtothis"‘ "

* Ha, ha, ™ .

“He's been dreaming)” grinned Taimadge. "tBither that, or
he's going dotty. Clear off, Fatty, before you're hurt! 1'll bet you
came over here nosing after some grub. You can buzz off?™
. “Bin!t I'm a College House chap!" roared Little. *iliwe trans-
erredi!”

. ' You've—you've done whett”' gasped Climisitime.

“ Y've left the Ancient Hiouse, and 1've transferred to this side—
got permission from ‘the Housemaster and everythimg,” explained
Little warmly. " And all you can do is to bowl me over— "

ha, hm!
“SBorry!” grinned Christine. "Y¥om ought to have explained
earlier, and then everything would have been all right. But are
.-you really serious, or simply trying to pull our I ?
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* I'm serious, you fathead!” o

“ Then allow me to congratulate yow!” said Christine. "I didniti
think you had sueli a large amount of sense, Fatty. Everghody
knows that this House is miles ahead of that fesSilafed place
iicrogs the Trigmgléd!”

*“ But what about a study?” put'in Yorke. * We're rather full
up over here—three fellows in each study already. Nobody will
care to take three more.”

* Three more?” repeated Christiine,

“ Well, look at hinn!” said Yorke. *Iksn’t he equal to tbhmoed?”

“ Ha, ha; lielt*

* O, really—""

“ Yes, 1 suppose there'll be a bit of a dilliculty in that way,™
remarked Christine. “ Nobody wilt be particularly anxious to take
Fatty into the fold. IU'll have to be left to Ar. Stockdale. He'll
tix it, and the luckless study will have to make the best of its
You'd beter go along and see the Housemaster, Fatitiy.”

" Can’'t be dome'™ put in Talmadge. * Stocky's outoawon't bey
back until sevem’”

Fatty Little looked relieved.

** Ob, that's all rightt!” he said. I can do without a study umtil
seven. I—I'm going out maowi!®

He marched out of the College House, very Eleued with the
Wi treedi wuEs ot sevem of cliasik

0 74 . M. ¢ .
the raid would be over, and Fatty would be able to transfer back
into the Ancient House.

His scheme was certainlﬁ a cute one. He wanted to be a
College House chap for an hour or two, in order to make it per-
missible for him to raid Timothy Tucker’s hamper. After the deed
had been committed, he would be free to go back into Study L.
So Fatty Little was feeling quite content.

CHAPTEMR iX.
The Lone Raider.

Timothy Tucker marched into the little -station at Beliton with
Reginaid Pit. They had gone to fetch the tuck hamper. It was
quite dark and cold. The evening was line, however, and the
ground underfoot was fairly dry.

The two juniors entered the parcels’ oltice, and were soon in
possession of the prize—a fairly large hamper, well packed, and
of considerable weight. The Bemovitcs grasped a handle each, and
walked off through the village. .

“H'm? I must admit that I'm impressedi” remarked Tucker.
“ This hamper is of considerable weigkt, my dear sir—is of quite
considerable weighte!®

Pitt podded.

“It’s the jam, 1 "’ he said. * Pots of jom and marma-
lade are always pretty i

* Admitted—adimittet?”’ said T. T. “FRots of jam are certalnly
heavy; but somehow I do not believe that this hamper contains
wuch jam. Its contents are of a different nature—choice things,
admitted, but of a far better character than jamn.

“@Good!” said Pitt, “\We shall be well supplied in Btudy E for
a week or two, by the look of it. If we weren't a bit short
to-night."we might have let the cart bring the bamper in the

They walked on, and at last left the village behind) and made

eir way up the dark lane, past Bellton Wood, to the schooal,
y were quite unaware that a large form was lurking in the

edge some distance farther along

Fatty Little, in short, was on the watch.
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As a College House junior, lie bad the right to raid an Ancfent
House hamper, and he was intent upon raiding this one while lie
had the chance—while he was a Monk. And he waited in the
hedge, hungry and impatient.

At last he heard the 66und of footsteps, and them came voices.
He listened eagerly, and had no difficuity in recogmising the tones
of Reginald Pitt aud Timothy Tucker. Fatty hugged himself.

“cOh, rippimg!” he murmured. " I shall do the trick, after alip™*

But even now he was not quite satisfied. The awful thought
occurred to him that the juniors bad uot brought the hamper with
them, after all. So he listened more i tly than ever, and
strained bis eyes in the darkness.

“It's getting heavier,” he heard Pitt cxclaim. “ The blessed
thing seema to be double the weight now, T. T.! 1 can’t make
out what the dicker® your people packed into it. Fcrhaps the
cakes are hexwp!”

“‘ The position is this, dear sim,” said Tucker. ' The cakes,
I believe, are conspicuous by their absence. Biut there are many
other things in the hamper which will fill you with delight- when
ou behold them. They will fill you with delight. They cannot
ail to do so, in factt.”

“THut's good,” said Pitt. “II'm feeling tremendously peekimtiif”

Fatty’s last fears were at rest., The hamper was here, and lie
only had two djuniors to deal with, Exactly as he had antiicipated,
the raid would be an extremely simple mafter.

And he felt hungrier and hungrier as he waited. Each second
seemed to be a minute; but at, last the two juniors grew level
with him. He had no compunction whatever in committing the
act; for it was an old custom at St. Frank's for juniors to raid
tuck hampers.

With one bound he leapt from the hedge, and landed n the
centre of the road. Pitt was bowled over with ease, and Tucker
staggered back as Fatty grabbed at the hamper. Hut Tucker did
not release his hold.

“Cikear, dear!" he exclaimed, in his shrill voice. *“TFiis fs most
remarkable! What do you mean by this, my dear sir? You're
ruining me—ruining me! How dare you attack me in this manner?
Go away! Your face frightens me!”’

Pitt jumped to his feet.

“Hbdll tight to that hamper, Tucker!' he roared. *VW¥eélll soon
deal with these bounders! Monks, I expect—"

“ But, my dear sir, there is only one—— "

“FRatty!” roared Pitt. “Wédll, I'm blowed: You—you over-
sized bumgllerr?”

* Lemso that hampen!" shouted Fafity. “IImm rafding #t—'"
H“F&uts!" slgiid Pitt. * You can't raid the property of an Ancient

ouse

“dam't 1! roared Fatty. “ I'm a Monk now. ['ve tramsfienmeeli!

“@h, my Inetd™

Pitt could hard&y help %rinning. and he fondly imagined that he
and Tucker would be able to deal with the raider quite easily.
But he was to find out that when Fatty Little fairly took the war-
path, he did so thoroughly.

“ I'm a rival now, and Taiding a tuck hamper is allowabiles™” ssid
the fat boy. “ I'll soon show you whether—

“@o for him, Tucker!” yelled Pitt, “Charge!™

He charged while he was speaking, and both he and ‘Tucker
hurled themselves at the fat boy of the Remove.

They might just as well have char a brick wall.

Fatty hardly bud%ed an inch, and both the juniors rebounded
violently. Then Fatty let himself go. He took the offensive, and
tushed at Pitt. Pitt could not stand against that rush.
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He went over like a ninepiu, and rolled in tbe road. Tucker was
toppled over backwards, too, and Fatty grabbed the hamper, amdi’
made oft down the road as fast as his fat legs would carry him.

And, despite his size, he was capable of running with really
astonishing speed, for he was agile and active. His object in <
running down the road instead of towards the school was quite;
a cute one. :

Pitt picked himself up dazedly,

““Hienten !™ he panted. "Qh, goodness! Beaten by a fat ass like:
Littlet After him, you dufféa’”

“Dear, dearl” exclaimed Tucker. “This is distressing—quite dis-
tressing! My dear sir, Little has actually made off with my
hamper!“_’l must admit that 1 am greatly anmoyed—greatly

“ What’s the good of being ammoyed?” roared Pitt. " We'd betiter
rush after the fat burglar. Within five minutes he'll have scoffed
all the tacd!'™

“II fancy not,” said T. T. "I certainly fancy mottf*

Meanwhile, Fatty Little had reached the stile which led into the
Rellton Wood. He lost no time in tumbling over it. He kept to
the footpath for a few yards, and theu turned aside into the
wood itself.

He soon found a quiet place—a spot where there was Uktle chance
of him being seen. His pursuers, at all events, might search the
whole wood before coming across their quarry. It was intensely
dark, and ‘well-nigh impossible to see a hand before one’s face.

But Fatty didn't want to see; seeing wasn't necessary.

He yanked out his knife, and quickly cut the strings of the |
hamper. Then he pushed back the lid, and his fingers encountered
straw. Chuckling to himself, he pushed the strax back, and fel
for something more solid.

He found it.

He took something from tbe hm‘?cr which puzzied him for a
moment. It was square and flat, with sharp edges. For a second
he thoug t it was a box, probably containing Chocolates. Them,
in a flash, the truth dawned upon him.

The object was a booik!

“QGeeat pickled bloaters!” gasped Fatty.

He fumbled hastily about, diving deeper into the hamper; and
be found nothing but books—books galore! There was not an <
ounce of eatable substance in the whole package!

“@h, my goodness!" murmured Fatty, a feeling of utter faint-
ness coming over him. “IIt ain’t a tuck hamper, after all! 1've
ihanged Houses, and raided a couple of decent chapa for mothing!-
Oh, chutney! What a rotten (2 1ad

The fat boy of 8t. Frank's was certainly " done,” and as he
«kuched there in the wood, with that hamper full of books before
him, his feelings were too deep to be described in real words.

CHAPTER X.
Retribution.

*Silly ass)” said Nicodemus Trotwood, with a sniff. “Ikt's tlie
}_::st thing I thought of FEatty. I never dreamed he'd thange

ouses.™
_ The Trotwoods were at tea in 8tudy L—a somewhat frugal meal,
it must be admitted, Funds were low, and nothing was provided
except bread-and-butter and tea—the tea being rather weak, owing
to a shortage in the canister.

“ 1 fancy he'll have some trouble in the College House, tom "
went on Nicodemus. * He'll have tremendous difficulty iu Gimding
4 study, and before the evening is out he’tl come back bere™
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“ The bread-and-butter is somewhat stale, but I prefer it to par-
taking of tea in haii, my dear Nick,” observed Cornelius mildly.
“Stonxhow, we miss Fatty; but it is past as well for him to be
away to-day, otherwise there would be practically nothing for
you and me to eat.’

“rhutdy would scoff the lot!” grinned Nick,

“:ﬂlﬁmax_lt"is the only point in his favour,” said his brother.

“1 thouiht you observed that the tea was nice and hot’*

“ Blow the tem!” shouted Nicodemus.

“Exa¢tlyd ‘That is what I am doing,” said Cornelius, blowing
Into _his cup. * I should like you to pass me the breadramdiintterr.”

%mﬁam ballf off it exidl the offven jumior.. ** Miene's omly
one !

“NNo; I must say that the bread-and-butter is not very hice
Corny. But everybody occasionally passes through a lean time, an
ghiad is_one of ours, It is rather unfortunate that Fatty 18 %o

ard up.”

“ He's always hard up,” said Nick. * As soon as he gets soma
money he sPends it in grub. He's generous wnen he gets it, I'll
admit. He'fll bring piles of stuff in here, and we cav eab us
much as we like. Come in, F: e

A tap had sounded on the door, and it opened.

“No, we havem't got any bread to spare,” said Nieodemus,
without looking round. ** We're short of butter, and jam is
unknown within these walls, And wc don't lend crockery, on
principle. It generally comes back in pieces’™

“Mmem!” coughed the new arrival.

Trotwood senior looked round—Nick was about half an hour older
than his brother—and then he grinned.

* Oh, it’s you, Tubby!” he said. * What's that you've gott7*

Tubbs, the Ancient House pageboy, was carrying a large bos.
He set it down on the floor.

“ It came this morning, Master Trotwood,” he said. * But
Warren took it into his lodge and overlooked it, I believe. So I've
brought it along mow.™

“So I see,” said Nicodcmus. “What is it?"

“of box, Master Trotwaad.™

“I% can see that, too, you ass,” said Nick. * Who is it for?*

“It's addressed to Master Little, Study L. Ancient House, si;"
saitd the pageboy. “[0 thought maybe it was full of something to
eat.”

“GGood  busimess! exclaimed Trotwood briskly. “‘AdNl right,
Tubby, you can leave it here. I haven't got any change just now,
but I'll give you a tip on A

* That's all right, Master Trotwaed!!*” grinned Tubbs.

. HNe retired, and the two Trotwoods looked at the box with
interest. It was quite a big one, and of considerable weight. Nick
examined the label, and tbeu he bent down and sniffed at one of
the cracks.

:I}(caanistil::ctlytsme‘;l :fhewe!" he sva\;ld.

eys?t” echoed the deaf junmior. ‘ What do you want keys figr?
It doesn't umibadidr* v

“II said 1 can smell cheesx!” roared his brother.

*Gh, I understand?” said Corny. “ Why don't you speak louder?
You can't expect me to understand when you mumble like that.
:_cmﬁu 1 Bil’lwlply love cheese, and it is rather a pity that Futty
isn't here—

“dreat Scott!” roared Nick swdideniy.

“Mear me! What ever is the wmasttiexr??’ )
“We're going to open this box; we’re going to spread the good

1
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things out on the table, and have a royal tea!” said Nicodemus
briskly. * Gimme the poker, my son. We'll soon have the lid of/"*

Cornelius looked rather shocked.

“HBut, my dear brother, I cannot consent to such an act,” he
said. “ It would not be—well, playing the game. Fatty is nog
here—"

“ You don’t seem to realise the positiom!™ grinned Nick. * Fatty
doesn’t belong to this study any more; he said so himnselff™

“ That is all the more reason—"*

“Rats!" said Nick. “‘Eatty has transferred into the College
MHouse, and we're his rivals, Don't fcu get the hang of it? It's
perfectly allowable for us to raid this bhaxd™

* Dear med!”

“ Fatty is a College Houso chap now, and he can't @iy a thing
if we scoft aH his grub,” went on Nicodemus, with a chuckle.
* Hand over the A

Cornelius obliged, and the box was soon unfastened. Then
Nicodemus proceeded to bring out a dazzling array of choice things
—cakes, pastries, pots of jam, tins of sardines and salmon, and
p{o&éicd ::t:eats. condensed milk, tea, sugar, and a fowur-pound tin
of biseuita,

*“TFhits is what 1 call a prize worth having,' said Nick geniaily.
“I'll tell you what. We'll invite some of the other fellows to the
spread—Nipper and Watson and Tregeilis-West, and a few meore”

Nieodemus lest ne time in hurrying out.

The juniors were onli too willing to accept his invitation, and he
arrived back in Stud presently with half a dozen guests. Corny
had by this time laid the table with agaemm neatness.

“, hat!” sald Nipper. “TFhis looks pretty geed. Whe's

standing the 7

“ Fatty Littde’

“®h! But he isn't here!™ .

“tBxactly!"” grinned Nicodemus, “rFatty has transferred -ifto
the College House, and this tuck-box arrived fer him & {e?v
minutes aég. We've raided it, you see. It's always permissible
to raid a College House feedi"

“tHa, ha. bal™ )

‘;%lagadl” murmured Sir Montie. “TFliis is rather riclh=it i
re i

The juniors sat down to tea, and were soom par&akmq of th
good things with great gusto. ‘There was no lack of supplles ‘aﬂ
there would still enough grub left over to provide firsk-elazs
teas for Study L for the remainder of the week:

And, in the middle of the festivities, the door opened, and a
fat face looked in.

“1 say, Nick," began the face. 1 just wemt to—"

Jimmy Little paused and o

ol (.Bireat juinping pancakesd’™ he exclaimed, his eyes growing
round. * I—]——

“dome in, Fatty!” said Nick gentally. *Hun /od

“B pepger, ltgould think I ugh!.f‘ y e

“ right; !gou're welcome to join us!" grinned Nick.

“Fgm' o welcome, t N

“ You're quite » put in Nipper, with a chuckle, * You
may be a (‘gollege House chxp. but ylgt'n"ere weliconne: ™

“In, ha, bea!

, N4,
“Ikt'wjdolly decent of you!" said Fatty, sitting dowa at the
table. J‘Gli. my hatl I've been starving for hours. But I thoughg
you chaps were stonyt’*

"% we are, said Trotwood. “ But this box mmiweli™
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Liittle did nmot inquire imto further details, for he was teo busy
ng of his own grub! The situation was undoubmdlf rien.

ittle had forsaken his own House in order to raid Timothy
Tucker’s hamper. He had gained nothing and, during his absenee
a big supply of food had arrived for him. 1t had been raided
in turn, and Fatty was a guest at his own table! .

“ f:l}r llpe.ople sent this, I suppose?” asked Fatty, with his
mou ull.

* No,” said Nicodemus. *“1 might as weil explain, Eatty. ‘fThis
grub was sent by your peoplbelf*

TI}: fag boy gaepe&r he gasped

** By—by my people?” g8 3

“ Bnctlyy liad

* But—but I don't umdtrstemdd!™

“ It won't take a minute to explaim,™ grinned Trotwood. * Yon
see, you're a College House chap now, and when the box came
zork.yon we decided that we should be justified in raiding the
uc ”

“ G :‘ p hﬁ':mum d Lit#)

** Great dou ™ gaspe e.

He saw in a flash how his own scheme had recoiled on his own
head. He could not possibly be angry, for he had used the same
argument himself. He simply stared at his study-mates in blank
astonishment.

And the other juniors roared.

*“ I—I only transferred to -the College House to raid a hamper
of Tucker's,” said Little, with a deep ljreath. ' And after 1'd
raided ihhl fmd that it contained nothing else but rotten booksd!

h a, m

* And while you were on the job your own study-mates were
raiding this box!" chuckled Nipper. ™ Well, it's your own fault,
Fatty. You shouldn’t be .such a scheming bounder, Take my
advice, Fatty, and stick to the Ancient Honse!™

Fatty Little nodded.

“BBy chutney,” he declared, “MI willl

And after the feed was over, Fatty lost no time in going to the
Housemaster’s study and admitting that he had made a blunder,
and he was allowed to remain with the Trotwood twins in the
Ancient House.

As for Timothy Tucker's hamper, it was found to contain many
ll:gavyl.' scientific volumes which interested nobody except T. T.

immselr.

Certainly they didn't interest Fattv Little!

CHAPTER XI1.
A Secretary in Dlatress.
“Is 1t trued"

Nipper & Co., of St. Frank's, halted, They had no option about
the matter. A middle-aged, well-dressed mau of heavg' vild placed
his body in front of them as they were returning to the school.

“lls what true?” demanded Nipper.

“f8 it true—quite righti?” repeated the strapger cxcitedly.

Nipper looked significantly at Watdon and Tregellis-West, his
chums, and nodded solemnly.

“I don't think you're quite right,” he said slowl{. “Tiry the
additien of a little water, my good sir; you will find it has
less_effect.” )

“©Oh, my pgoodness!”" groaned the man, “I ask you a simple
questiom: Is it true?"

Nipper nodded again. .
i‘;§nit¢ true,” he sai¢ “I was told that water, when mixed
with—~



THE AMAZING SCHOQLBOWY ! , fi

Ni r stopped. The maffgrosmed again.
ppe onpt? be absurd, young man'” sald the stranger hastily.
"‘tl:‘an you not see that I'm greatly distresssdi?”
“That's why I tell you to try—" began Nllp‘)er

“Hialt a jiffy, old thing,” said Watson quietly.
matter, sir?” ,

The man fumbled in his pocket and drew out a large red hand-
kerchief, and proceeded to wipe his forehead. It was a sharp, cold
morning in early January; but it was not the weather which was
responslble for the rsplrntmn on the man’s forehead.

"lm seeking Mr. Nelson Lee.”

“©h, why dldu t you say so before?" demanded Nipper,

“Didn‘'t 1 ask you that?" murmured the man. “Bear me! I'm
all of a filubeer’”

“¥You are!” said Nipper emphatlcallf “But it you want Mr.
Nplson Lee, let me_tefl you you're umluecky.

“Indeed, 1 am! Indeed, I am! I'm in a terrible mess!*

The irrepressible Nlpper "looked searcliingly over the man, survey-
ing him from head foot without so much as a ellmmer of
a smile on -his I

“You don't look too bad,” murmured Nipper. “Your frousers
could do with a brush,

The man turned to Sir Montie Treuelhs-wm apealing Iy

“Womr young friend is apparen ?Z joking,” he said.  “Wwom't you
please answer a question for me

“Wiith pleasure!” said Sir Montie, and turned a frownln'g face
tmrds hls leader. “Shut up, Nipper, there’s a good chip?

P per, with a soft chuckle, shut u

I'm dreadfully keen on finding r. Nelson Lee.” said $he
stranger distressfully. “I'm im an awful hole. You sec, I'm
secretary of a slate-club in Banniugton, and the funds were to
have been distributed to-night, but they've gome?™

Nipper looked serious at once.

“My hat! Do you mean somebody has hoofed it with the casin?"
he asked qulckl

‘*What's the

‘ have!” said the secretary, with another groan.
"mmme' Watsalld

“TMhat’s rotten luck, sir!” said Nipper slowly. - “Unfortunately,
Mr. Nelson Lee is not at St. Framk’s.

“I was told I could find him at the school.” sald the secretary.
“That's why I stopped tyou yonn alll]gent.lemeu knew by your
caps that you belonged

“[. see,”"” said Nipper quicklw “Awmd when you asked us if it
Fwes kI:rt'x’e. you were referring to Mr. Nelson Lee being at St.
rank's?"”

“HExact dy I fear I'm frightfully distressed, young gentlemen.
and asked you before ¥OU knew what I really ‘wanted to know.”

“Mr. Lee hasn’t gone for good,” explained Nipper. “He's been
called to London on au urgent case. He may g back auy day.
But, look here! We chaps know something of the game. You
seeh;"m Nipper.”

The secretary's eyes lighted u? hopefully.

“Wou know the detective well, I believe?” he said hmﬂ!ly
“Ati—yes, indeed! Of course, I've read of you in the wewspapers.”
Nlpper flushed.

“Ahem! Of course, that's all rot!" he said warmly. “Now
gcll us somethlng about it. I'Il promise to tell Mr. Lee the instant
e arrives.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Watson looked at one anether
eagerly. They had had a dull afterncon in Bannington, and
were returning to St. Frank's thoroughly fed-up with doing nething.
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"Toppiu’!” said Sir Moutie quickly, ¥'Befadi! Just What WO
wanted—somethin’ to do!”

“Rather!” agreed Watson.

“Then, pray, where can we talk?" asked the secretary. “As
you can understand, I am not anxious for the public to hear that
the money has gone. There would be a raid on the club's premises
in less than ten mimnties!"

"Of course!” said Nipper, “Well walk back with you to Fan*
niugton—tlien to the premises of the club. We might be useful
in case of a rush.”

“Thmnk you,” said the secretary fervently. “Thamk you again
and agaim! 1 was indeed fortunate to run up against three such
nice boys!™

“Don't mewncin!” said Sir Montie laconically.

The secretarg told them his name was Brown--Augustus Montague
Browm; that he was thirty-five years of age, and single. He pro-
lboa:)l:(leyd tptld them his age in case he was taken to be fifty. He

it.

Beyond expressing his great distress, however, Brown told them
nothing of what had happened at the club. He was, as he ha
said, anxious not to let it get abroad that the money had gone.

“1 thought you always smared out at these clubs at Christmas-
time," said Nipper, as they walked quickly along- “Im fact, 1
remember sgeeing it in the local paper that over two thousand
gounda had been distributed amongst the club members two days

efore Chiristmas”

“Exactly!” said Mr. Brown. “I handed out the money, as a
matter of fact. But our club has always been run on somewhaf
different lives from other clubs of the same nature. We distribute
two-thirds of the money before Christmas, and the remaining third
later in the year.”

“IL see,” said 8ir Montie, with a chuckle. “You give, your
members so much to spend, and then let them get into the state
known as ‘stony ’ before relieving their minds by dishing ouf
another somn?”

“That’s the idem!" said Brown, with a short laugh. “Two thou-
sand pounds have been distributed. There was to have been
another thousand odd pounds handed out to—ni?ht. But it is gooe)”

The secretary fell to muttering distressfully unmder his breath.
Sir Moutie thought he was a very comscientious secretary and felt
his position very keenly.

‘The party arrived in Bannington, and went straight down the
main street to the last house. Here was displayed a motice-board
informing all and sundry that therein was the headquarters of
the Bannington Slate Club.

Into this offike Augustus Brown led the way.

Nipper glaueced round the office as soon as he entered, There was
little difference between that office and any other he bad seen,
There was linoleum on the floor, and three roll-top desks occupied
three of the corners. They were shut when the juniors entered.

Sir Montie aud Watson evidently expected to see the ruins
of a- massive safe, for they both spoke at the same moment.

* Where's the v

" Was the m""ef,'- in a safie?”

Brown rubbed his hands, and smiled delightedly for a moment.
The next, and the smile was gone, and the old look of distress
once more appeared.

“That’s th? secret of this office, young gentlemen,” said Brown.
“At least, I thought it was a secret. But somebody must have
known all about it, because the money was stolen from the safes.”

“But where are the safes?" asked ‘n&par impatiently.

“IM show you,” murmuréd Brown, after a moment's ies‘hatiou.
He went over to the roll-top desk which occupied the cormer
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farthest away from them, and pushed it. It slid away easily, on
well-oifed castors, as Nipper was quick to note.

Behind the desk was a small wooden packing-case, but mothing
go subsiantial as a steel safe. Sir Montie’s face expressed mystifica-
ion,

, you don’t mean to say you kept the money in that old
box!" he exclaimed.

Brown laughed shortly. and kicked the box. It rang hollow.

“Nothing in that,” he said. “Notice anything peculiar about
tlus degk?™”

ipper & Co. looked at it intently. There was nothing about
it t at appealed to them as being different from any other desk
they had seen.

It had three drawers on either side of the centre. There were
two flaps—one om either side—which pulled out above the top
drawers.

“Nothin® remarkable!” said Sir Montie.

Brown dJid not reply. He gave the desk another heave, and it
swung about. .

“Now?" he asked.

“It’'s been cleaned recently,” said Nipper at once. "I should
aag that the back is kept cleaner than is the frout.. No dust.”

rown blt his lips, and glanced sharply at the junior from

t. Frank's.

"mints about it,” he said slowly. “That is the safe*

Nipper dropped on one knee an ‘examined the woodwork of the
desk. But he could find nothing in the way of locks or bolts.
A smile twisted at the corner of Brown's lips as he saw the look
of disgust on Nipper’s face when he rose to his feet.

“Don‘t you think it better to explain, imstead of leaving us
to find out everythimg?” asked Nipper impatiently. “If you want
me to see Mr. Lec when he returns, he’ll want to know all about
this business right away. Nothing like saving time.”

Brown again glanced sharply at the junior. Nipper had turned
everything he bad said at their meeting into a joke, But the
junior 1:looked far from being in a humorous mood at ¢that
momen

“Mr. Lee taught you much?” he asked, and it seemed te Sir
Montle that there was anxiety in his tones.

“Lots. But get to the hosses!” exclaimed Nipper.

Brown slippe his hand under a ledge which projeewd from the
cmrge of the desk—where the top part was screwed to the lower
portion.

There was a faint click, and the wooden backs of the desk
fell m:o 'l;zl:;t !ﬂoor with a clatter.

"megad 44

Jehostupiwtt

Brown smiled slightly at the amazed expressions on the faccs
ot the juniors.

“Bit of a surprise, young gentlemen—winatt!" he exclaimed. *¥You
wouldn't expect to find a safe in that place, would you?"

The front of the drawers was false, for there was but one
single cavity to either side. There, standing on either side, was
& small safe. The doors were unlocked and slightly open.

Nipper stared hard at them.

“Do ‘ou mean to tell me that some ordinary giddy buvrglars
found these safes?" he agked abruply.

“Alas! It's too truel” said Brown, with gro

“Then theres only one or two things poutble—thc@ﬂ@g, Nelson
Lee calls them. One, you've been watched—

“kmpassible! The bl nds are always dowm; besides, the thief
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or thievé4 couldn't see through the desk whilst I was at ths
baek!”

* Secomal®, somebody in the office worked the oracle—"

“Nobody but myself knew about the safes, or where they were.
When the money was paid in, it was piled up in tin boxes, and
th_el:l tlelt for me to put away. I live just above this office. 1
migl ”

“eirdly, you did it yourselli!” sald Nipper, who was apparently
taking no wotice of what the secretory was saying.  “Ahem!
Blessed if I knew—-"

“1t Me! Stole the funds!” hooted Brown excitedly. “You fooll™

“N!i!:&e'! & Co. started.

“That's the worst of saying anything te ehildren’" shouted
Brown. “Do you think I should have gone for Nelson Lee it I
had taken the m

“Wino said you-had?” demanded Nipper.

“You did! My goodness! I'll sue you for simwdia?”

“RatB! I didn't mean anything. I merely theorised.”

"My hat! There's a word for you, Montie!” murmured Watson.

“Begad! Must look that up when we get back to the school,”
whispered Sir Montie.

Brown did not take any notice of the two juniors. He was
glaring at Nipper. He seemed speechless with rage. )

“Go!” he panted at last. "Go and fetch Mr. Lee—— Oh, dear
mc! You came to mock me jn my distress! Dear wwecl!”

Nipper & Co. looked at one another, hardly knowing m&t to do.
h"lﬂfﬂcr hop it!” murmured Sir Montie. “MBegad! Look at the
chap!”

Nipper turned quickly. Brown was sitting on the Eacking-ca
and pl'l:is_ face was buried in the red handkerchief. The sumhry'

was ¢l !

“My hatt!” ejaculated Nipper, hastening to his side. *Ben!
What on earth is the matter now?”

Brown looked up slowly.

“I'm sorry! Forgive me—I'm all nerves!" he murmured.

“I'm sorry, too!” said Nipper earnestly. "I didn't mean to
hurt your feelings. Look here, we’'ll go out and have some tea.
and come lg‘z’wk a:’ld see you again dlatg;t on liju I':he evening, 1
suppose you've made some excuse, and postponed the pmyingout?”

"Yes; I've pretended sickness, and the share-out has been altere
till to-morrow night. Oh, I do so hope Mr, Lec will come and
recover the money by themn!”

“Amyhow, we'll hop back and see if he's at St. Frank's, We
won't come back until to-morrow, unless anything exceptional
happens!” said Nipper, changing his mind. “So-long, Mr. Bnowns-
and cheer up!”

And with a nod and a smile, Nipper & Co. left the office, and
returned to St. Frank's. -

CHAPTER XIil.

Handforth Knowe.

“here’s underhand work!”

Thus Handforth, of the Remove Form at $t. Frank's. He wa$
sitting before the study fire, and with him were Church and
McClure, his study-mates.

Church was reading, and he did pot like heing imterrupted.

+There'll be some over-arm work in a minute!” he said darkly.
“Wiith a cricket-stump against a silly tat carcass!”

“Mhat will not dis of the factt‘tthat there is underhand
work!” went on Handforth severely.

McClure and Church looked at their leader in amazemest.
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“Wery bad?* asked MeClure.

“Wwhere do you feel the pain?” asked Church. .

Handforth swung round, and with his clenched fist struck the
arm of his chair.

“I tell you there’s underhand work going on!” he said, ralsing
his voice. “Don't you fatheaded chumps know when your leadef
is serious?"

The “fatheaded chumps ” grinned.

“ When you're to be taken seriously, my dear chap,” said MecClure,
“tke world will end sudidienj

“\We suddenily!” supplemented Church.

Handforth began to get excited. He did not like having his leg
pulled, even by his own chums.

"You burbling chumps! You—you—oh, yon dummies! Haven't
I just come in?" he shouted.

Church looked at MeClure, and the latter looked at Church. They
nodded, and simultaneously made a move towards Hamdfiorth.
Two pairs of hands grasped Handforth very: suddenly by the
legs, and tlie study leader was jerked on to the floor.

“Amd now you're just going out!"” said Church grimly: *“X
wanted to read—"

* Ow—ow—ow I"

“$o did 1!"

“Warooh!"

“You stopped us!®

“$o out you gol™

“Lemme get up, you dummies! Ow! Yow!”

- amdi were moff very gemtle with their lesaden:.
They pulled him along the study floor as they spoke, jerked him
round the corners of the table, and against m,

dforth yelled, as much in rage as in pain. But Church
and MeClure paid no heed to his yells.

They opened the Wdoor, and dragged Handforth into the Remove
corridor. Their intention was to deposit Handforth in the
passage, and return to the study and close the door.

But Church deoided not to follow out that plan.

o him along to Study C!” he said, with a chuckle.

“Certainly!” said MeClure gravely, “K'm always seady to oblige
a chap in dumping worthless stuff in a dwstdiinm!™

“ia, ha, ha!” laughed Church,

“Wow—ow—ow!” howled Handforth. “Ill give Jour=yowl+=
worthless stufff Lemme get at you——"

Study C was the one in which Nipper, Tregellis-West, and Watson
were usually to be found. It was quite a distance from studly D,
and Handiorth suddenly found that there was an unusually large
number of bumps in the passage flbor.

He yelled every time his hack encountered one, but Church
aud MeClure, each grasping an ankle, dragged him along
mercilessly.

“ffere's the dustbim!” said MeClure. with a chuckle. *“We'll
sling the talkative chump in, and then bumik!”

Church grinned, and noddeds They were proity sure they would
bave to bunk.

Nipper & Co. would very probably object to their using Study C
as a dusthin.

Church opened the door of Study C, and Handforth was rushed,
into the study. They expected to be greeted by wrathful cries
from N}l{wer & Co.

But Nipper & Co. were not there.

“So much the better!” grinned Church. “Will tie this fathead
who calls himself a leader to a chair. I believe he’s still aliiwe:!”

“You wait!” said Handforth furiously. “I'm alive all right.™
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Church and MeClure looked down at tbelr Jeader pityln?'ly‘

“I'm afraid you won't survive Nipper Co."a *” saifd
Church solemnly. And shook his head sadly.

“$uch a pity—and one so young!" murmured MeClure, with a
wealth of sympathy in his tones.

There was a patter of footsteps in the age, and the cheery
Iau h of Nipper could be heard. The expressions on Church ami

cClure's faces changed suddenly.

"My hat! - This bas done it!” murmured Church, im dismay

"\I)‘Mlafrho! said Handforth delightfully. “oull get it in the
neck mow.”

Nlppel‘ & Co. appeared in the doorway, and they stood on the
threshold to stare in surprise at their rivals.

Handforth was still on the floor, and Church and MeClure still
grasped an ankle.

allo!"” said Nipper g_mly “Wikat are you chaps doing hene?*

b"A\ﬂlem! KV& thought—that is to say, Handforth thought—™*
egan Churc

$ h, rats!" said MeClure sharply. "Wthat's the good of heatin
about the giddy old bushes? 1f you chaps want to know wihal
we came here for, it was to leave this bundle of rubbish here™
“©h, did you now! That was most 'kind of youw!"” said Nipper.

"mlcgnd! How pleased we are!" said Tregellis-Weit grimly.

“And you expect us to like our study being used as a dustihim?
asked Watson sweetly.

Church and MeClure grinned. Handforth struggled to release
his legs; but, almost unconsciously, his chums held them tightly.

“llet me get up!” said Handforth, between his teeth. *~Cam
you idiots see that—"

Whether Handforth was going to tell his chums_that Nipper St
go wer% going to rush them, cannot be said. But that was what
appene:

“Rush them!” shouted Nipper suddenly.

Sir Montie and Watson needed no furt.her bidding. They went
for their :'i;;als. and MeClure and Church were bundled -on top

Handforth got the worst of that little scrap. He was not touched
hy Nipper & Co., but his owa chums fell on top of him. He
gasped and pasted for breath as first Church aud then MeClure
collapsed under pressure from Nipper & Co.

"Wl the cheeky bounders!” roared Nipper.

“No! Better still, tie them up!" said Watzon quickly.

"@Good!" said Sir Momntie,

Handforth was useless in the wrar All the breath had been
knocked from his body by his falling chums. String appeared
from apparently nowhere, aud Church's right leg was tied to
lTarr:glorths left, and McClure's left leg was tied to Hamdfovth's
right.

That done, Nipper & Co. stood, panting for breath, gazing down
at their helpless rivals,

“Yom fatheads!” growled Church, “Weill pay you back for this
little fatt!”

“What-ho!” groaned Handforth, “Oh, my hst! T feel as if
1'd been through a -5

*Now we'll take 'em_ back to their sty!” said Watson cheerfully.
"(Brmb McClure’s leg, Montiiz!

“ILook here—"
It was not a bit of good Handforth blusterln Nlpper seized
both his legs—to which was tied o one of

eClure’s—and 8ir Montie took McClures ms Ieg, wl'um Watson
grabbed Church's
Then the three were dragged along the corridor in the same
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way In which Handforth’ had been dragged A
c:".}cl? and McClure did not Hke E}m a§§ FaOFe %Fgan had uan“f:
“|Le " hoftted Church. “Ow!"
8%or ° e Co. were dumped in their gtudy, an Ni Bs
& Gm. stnll qnnnin left them on the fleer, Wi m‘
advéce tﬁhom not vsmng other puople’s gtudm or treating t sm
a8 dus
“Mhat's that!” said Ni
He went off to see if Ison Lee had arrived back at the s¢ Ir
tor he had to see him about Mr. Brown's case. But Nelsop

fper nturned to Study €, where he found 8ir Meutie Was
com rbably mnn

o
Nlp er broke oft a8 the door, which had just been closed, opened,
agg andforth appeared on the sceme. Close behind were Church
Y mclu

“Havye you had enough?" demmded Nipper warmly.

“E‘axt" said Handforth., “Mhe fact is—

“We want your help!" said McClure.

Nipper & Co. stared. It: ms not llke Handforth & Co. to come
to t elr rivals for hel any kind.

“My hatt In trom le?" asked Sir Montic quickly.

“No. Here, it's dp

Handforth g)a-re at Watmn. who was tucking back his cuffs in
a business-like
hg‘gk;eg', ratherl“ uald Nipper., “Come in and make yourselves at

Handforth & Co. soon found comfortable chairs, The leader
from Study D looked unusually serious, and Nipper conjured up
all manner of pessible troubles the rival Co. had got i

"Well?” said Nipper impatiently,

“1 happen to know—— Of course, what I'm goin to _say Is in
confldence, you chaps!” said Handforth cautsously, “If
wrong, we on' want to eat too m

d if I doz“' sald Watson laconically. “But we're-mum n\l
rig‘ht, Handfo
W , 1 appen to know that there was smpposed to be a share-
t of the gannin ton 8late Club this evening——"

"IMy a! }a%u a@% Nipper incredulously.

Watson re%u ned Jl :\] too overcome to speak.
Handf rth ed at gharply.
g wrong ln &hut, la there?" asked Handforth.

"Nen-ndip!” stammered Nipper. “Go om!”

“\Well, there won'tz be glddy share-out, because some rotter
lias scooted with all the gid y funds!” went on Handforth, k-
ing quickly. *Now, what we want you chaps to telp us in is
this, Unless that rotter is caught some poor families in. Ban-
nln ton are going to & ™

-yes!” murmured Nip| ?e

“We know Nipper is ghty hot in these detective stunts,

umued Handfor “80 we came to ask him to help us find the

"lUp against aom@!m& stiff, aren't you?" asked Nipper qnietl?v
“\i!%-ysa " admitted rech. "ﬂhat s why weive come to
for the complimenit!” sald Nipper. “But how did you -
knew about tbh busingss?”
whisper_in Banniag“ton before I came back to 8.
grank'q." explulncd Handforti, was trying to tell these fat-
yogdsd chums of mine about it, when they collared me. The resk
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YeB; and, in strict confidence, we know all about the affaim*
sawllu Nipper! qulet?'o “We've—"

“You don't €yt
“Yes. MWie met the secretary of the clulb; he was coming to see
Mr. Nelson Lee. We &w him instead, visited the club, paw
the riifes from which the money was taken, and came back to

wait for Mr. Lee.”

Handforth & Co. stared in surprise. They thought they were the
m‘:tymwmknw stiputt the nobibery ot tive duwb.
But Nipper & Co. apparently knew more than they did.

“But—but, if only for the sake of the poor peqmle who will be
dished, diddled, and done,” said Handforth, “we must get to
work and try to- find something for- Mr, Lee to go on vhen
he tackles the case.”

Nipper hesitated.

*1 think we might do that,” he 6aid slowly, "3 said we wouldm's
go back unless somet.hmg exceptional turns up. Do you call this
exceptional, you chaj

Me turued to Sir Montie and Watson as he spoke.

“Begad! 1 think so!” said Sir Montie briskly.

“Hitessed if 1 can see what we camn do!" said Watson. “We
ean t find giddy clues like Mr. l.ee manages iit!”

“Mhat's sol” admitted Nipper. “But we'll g

CHAPTER XIiil,
Tiv Swindier.

“Dosn _ hene!

It was Nlpger who spoke. The two Co.'s, rivals at Si. Frank's, bub
friends in the common purpose, turned down the main road in
Bannington.

l‘qlllmv d;n you propose starting?” asked Handforth eagerlly.

ipper stopped
lessed if 1 koow!” he said alowly "INo good going on until
we've made up our minds, ejther.”

The juniors gathered round in a little grou They were about a
hundred yards from the Bannington Slate Cl ub offfices.

“/As a matter of strict fact,” said Nipper, "1 don't believe any-

d¥ Imetw anything about that safe.”

hink—*
"Brown knows more about the buslnesa than lie cares to admit,”
gaid Nipper emphatically., *You

“But—but the poor chap—-"

“All bluf™ said Nipper curtly. “Just to cover his tracks.”

“But the man wouldn't be fool enough to ask Nelson Lee to
investlgate the case,” said Sir Montie. “Begad, that's a hit too

IDou't ask me to explain why I think so,” wcut on Nipper.
ama-ma I suppose it's instinct. For one thing, 1 can't see

nybody not acquainted with the office knowing anything about tlle

safes, They were cunningly hidden, you kmow

Nipper had tofd Handforth & Co. of their little visit to the
offices in the afteruoon, but he failed to convince his companions
that Brown had anything to do with the robhery. The saaretary’
distress hud been so0 keen, as Sir Montie was qulek to point out.

“\Wedt ng to have a look round the giddy rooms above
the oﬂiaes sald ipper finmily. *"We'lL into them samehow—
call on the secretary fmd spin a yarn. You chaps keep him occu-
pied while 1 spy ro

Handforth did not like the idiea, and said so,

VWe've mothing to be suspicious about- We've eveny semson tm
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thilnk lie's straight, since lie was calling in Mr. Lee,” he said,
Briq: a frown. ™1 don't like poking my nose in other people’s
usiness.”

"E!Amyb«? is a suspoct umtil the right ome is found,” said
Nipper shortly but practically. “Nér. Lee will tell you the value
of - working on that.™

“Welll, I dou't like it, and that’s fatt!” aneairped Handforth,

“Muen perhaps you'll say how you intended setting about the
business?” said Nipper catmty.

Handforth flushed in the darkness. He was helpless. He could
not think of anything that would help them. His heart was
willing, but his brains wouldn't help him.

“Folllow out my plan, then we'll see it Mr. Augustus Montagua
Brown is O.K.,” said Nipper. “Miat get one suspect out of
the way. It's those safes, so cunniegly hidden, that I can't gek
over.”

Nipper's mind was made up, and: there was not one jnnior
Tesent who did not know bow useless it was to try to persuade’
um to act otherwise.

Ml right,” said Handforth sullenly. “MBut if you're right I'}
eat my giddy hat!” s

“@ . not eat mine if I'm wrong.” said Nipper decislvelg. “I'm
not certaim. of my ground. I'm stepping cautiously. But 1'll
know where not to-look if  Brown's playing the straigh me."

t's go.” agreed Sir Montie Tregellis-Wecst, and Watson
nodded agreement.

Thus it was'Settled. But their plan was destined not to he
put into execution. Just as they moved away from the spot
where they had stopped, a man came hurrying past.

At the precise moment of meeting the juniors from St. Frank's,
the I\Ilirm“ ng:‘s‘ged under a lamp; Nipper gave a cry of joy.

The turned shamply. It was Nelson Lee, the Housemaster
detect‘::fn

“INipper!” he ejaculated. “Watson! Handforth! Bless my sowl,
what are you hanging about here fdr?”

Nipper explained quickly and breathlessly. Nelson Lee waited
until he had stopped before he made any remark.

“ml?tﬂ’ rather funny,” he said. “Yoo.swx, I'm after Brown
myself.”

* Humnzth!” yelled Nipper, and turned triumphantly to bis chums.
“What lﬂg{! I tell

“ Who’d have beliived it?" smid Hiandfforth, convinced at iast.

“WNo time to waste.now,” said the detective, “IM explain a few
things to you boys later on., In the meantime— My goodnese:™

The Form-master broke off. A car came round the cormer by
the Slate Club offices and dashed past the croup. It was a big
ear of the touring type, aud was rushing along at fully thirty
miles an hour.

Inside the car there was no light. But the light from the
street lamp semt a glimmer into the interior, and Nelson Lee
saw Brown lying back in the corner.

“That’s Brown, sir!” said Nipper, quickly.

“Wes, ] kmow it,” said Nelson Lee grimly. “Amd that's a
swindler escaping with his plunder.”

But fortune smiled upen detectiire~ anil certainly not vpon
the fleeing swindlier; for a powerful niotor-cycte swept round the
corner.

Acounstomed to thinking quickly, Nelson Lee sprang ir.io the B
of the oncoming machine. With an ejaculation of alarm, the ?iﬁ{ef
shut off the engine and put om his brakes.
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“lhmportant!” snapped Nelson Lee. “[Lend me your bike, pleated?

“I'lL see you hanged finsti!” growled the-man..

Nelson Lee did.not argue. He tossed the man out of the jsaddle
and leapt in his place. Nipper, not to be outdonme,, sprang on to
the carrier.

T{ie next moment the jnmiors were staring after the Horm-master
and junior as they raced after the car, already far in the distarice.
The owner of the cycle picked himself up from the road and
dashed, shouting, hoarsely, after Nelson: Lee.

He came back wjien he realised the hajpelessness of- trying to
catch them, and redovered somewhat from the comforting imforma-
tion that the man who had tossed him from the machine was
Nelson Lee, Form-master at 8t. Frank’s, and the famous detective,

Meanwhile, Nelson Lee and Nipper were whirling after the car.
Neither spoke, for it needed all Nelson Lee's skill to drive. the
powerful machine ovét the rough and broken roads, whilst Nipper
found hjs work cut out to.hold on.

But they were overhauling the car easily. The most powerful
car lias not much chance of esowping a very speedy motor-cycle.

“Catching ‘em!” shouted Nipper delightedly.

The detective did not answer.

It -appeared to Nipper that the Form-master detective was not
trying to get nearer than half a mile to the car so.long as the
road was straight. Only when the car disappeared round a corner
did Nelson Lee open the throttle to jts full extent.

“Helmford!” said Nipper suddenly.

The lights of the town drew mear, and the car in front slackened
down. Nelson Lee followed suit, and when the car drew up at
an hotel Nelson Lee was two hundred yards away.

But ‘Brown looked round and saw him, and Nelson Lee fumed
as a headlight of a passing car lighted up his face. Brown ran
into the hotel, mesitated a second, and dashed out back into

e cai\

But it did not move. Nelson Lee, knowing that he was dis-
covered, drew np by the kerb, and sprang off the machine, leavin
Nipper to prop it up. At. the same moment Brown leapt out o
the car and dashed into the hotel.

Nipper had one glance of the white, fear-stricken face before
the swindler disappeared in the hotel, with Nelsojj Lee hard on
his heels.

Inside the building all was commotion. Brown darted straight
up the steps, through the hall, and up the stairs.

28top him!" shouted Neison Lee. ~

Nipper was left to look after the machine. He knew that Brown
was as_good &s caught.

But Brown made a fight for his liberty. Nipper saw him sppear
on the roof of the building not five minutes after lie had dis-
appeared into the hotel.

“Jacques!”

Nu#)er heard Brown shriek the name out. Jacques was the
chauffeur of the car, and he was fumbling with the starting-handle.
An instant later tile engine hummed, and Jacques sprang into
the driving-seat.

Nipper, throwing caution to the winds, dropped the meotor-cyclo
and sprang forward.

At the same moment, when the car was directly beneath Brown,
thﬁ swlr!:dler leapt out.

ang

With a mighty thud, Brown struck the hood of the car, and it
darted forward. Nipper, wild with excitement, leapt up, caught
the swindler by the leg, and, with a heave that jerked him off
hi8 own fect, dragged Brown to the ground.
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Brown lay wliere he had fallen, completely knocked out, and
a raomsl;t later Nelson Lec came dashing out of the hotel.

~Good !

That was all he said to Nipper as he took in the situation at
a sﬁn,le glance, But Nipper did not want words of praise.

Half an hour later Brown was in the police infirmary, the bicycle
had been restored to its owmer, a description of the car semt
over a hundred wires, and a merry party of juniors was on its
ww_back to St. Frank's.

ith them was Nelson Lee, and he told them the story as he
walked by their side.

“I was asked to go up to London by the Chief at Scotland
Yard.” said Nelson Lee. “The main object was to investigate a
big slate-club .swindle in London. Brown was involved in tho
London affair as well as the one at Bannington. After the big
scoop in town we missed him, but eventually traced him here.

“He did not know I was engaged on the case, and. in beseeching
moyi ait;l,. he apparently thought to throw dust in the eyes of the

“My bhattt”

“Brown, obviously, was going to make much of the fact that
he had asked me to take up the case when the inevitable dis-
covery was- made that there would be no sharecut. For some
reason he got alarmed, and decided to bolt to Helmford, there
to wait and sec how the wind blew, The rest fou know.”

The juniors® eyes shone with excitement, and if there was talking
for -hours after the lights had been turned out in the dormitory
who can blame them?

There had been underhand work, as Handforth had said; buk
he did not eat his _hat because Nipper had been grwcd correch
in_his theory that Brown was not playing a straight game.

Nipper very kindly let him offf -

OCHAPTER X1V,
. " A Chanoe for Study O.

Nipper, leader of 8tudy C, in the Remove passage at St. Frank's,
R’!Ige t.:n;: remark in a very disgusted tone. Nipper was not in

ig| rits.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Watson, the other members of
the v.udy, were looking just as cheerful as was Nipper. And that
was not saying much.

it was.a Saturday afternoon, and there was no match. There
was not even a senior match which Nipper & Co. could honour by
their presence.. Moreover, it was raining hard

1 agree with you,” said Sir Montie, looking up as Nipper *
spoke. “ERegidl, 1 feel bored almost to temns!™

“1 am!" grumbled Watson morosely.

* Handforth & Co. are in the same cart,” said Nipper. 1 wish
we could think of something jolly good in the way of a. wheeze. 1
should just love to rag Study D»*

There was silence in the study for five minutes. Then Nipper
rose and went 61 - to the window to peer out in the Triangle.

It was still po...mng with rain, and Nipﬁ)er's hope that it would
be fine enough for them to go into the village disappeared.

“ Rottem!” he murmured. * Cam't think of any decent thing'

Watson and Sir Montie jumped.

“NMy hat!" exclaimed Watson.

* Begadi!” ejaculated Sir Montie.

Nipper stared at his chums in surprise.

“ What's biting you?” he demanded warmly.

*“NNathin'!l" answered Sir Montie. “Hut, Nipper, I'm—='2
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*“ Have you thought of a wheeze?* asked Nipper eagerly.
Sir Montie shook his head
“I:Ilnnt talk to me, Nlmnr!" he said severely. “II'm done with
oul'
“ 1 ghall have to change studies, I suppose,” murmured Watson.
;l’m rather sorry, because we're pretty comfortable here, you
now.”’
“II know somethifig else, too!" snapped Nipper. “I know
youre a pair of silly dunmiezs”
and worse!" murmured Sir Montie.
N per flushed, and clenched his hands.
o here, you chumps!" he said femely. * What's the giddy
gameV”

Sir Montie shook his head sadly, and Watson wiped an imaginary
tear from his eye.

r! Oh, Ni ¥ murmured Sir Monti2 distressfully.
at's the matter, {u chump?” shouted Nipper excitiedily.

IIIII punch your napper in a minute, Mot

* Violence will not improve matters,” said Sir Montie calmly.
*“I should have to submit to it, I suppose, as I couldn't lay my
hands upon youw.”

“Y¥ou'd better not try!" growled Nipper.

Hle flung himself down into his chair, and stared again at the
ﬁ'l"e. Iiie did not see the wink which Sir Montie and Watson ex-
change

But he heard a little groan that escaped Watson's lips.

“ Look hene!™ he said furiously. '* You dummies are pulling mmy
giddy leg instead of Handforth & Co.'s! Can't you think of any-
thing else, you fatheads? I can't think of anything decend
enough——" -

“ Thgre he goes agaim!” said Watson.

Nipper began to get cross. He did not know what was the
matter with his chums.

* You dummies—'*

“Nipper let me give you a word of adviee,” said Watson
seriously. * If you can’t think of anything decent, you must try
and keep your mind a blank. I know there's not—’“

That was just as far as Watson got. With a howl of wratli
Nipper flung himself on top of his chum, aud bumped Watson's
head on the rug.

“@w! Yow!" roared Watson “[Drag him off, Montie! Yow!"

“You chump! You

Nipper bumped Watson's head on the rug by way of emphaslsing
each remark. Sir Montie, striving to keep from laughing, grabb
Nipper by the shoulders, and pulled him oif Watson.

Let him alowe!" he ‘sald. “Hie's quite rightt!™

“NMy hat! I'll-I'll— Oh, merciful Aunt Sempromiia™ gasped
Nipper. " If you chaps don't explain, I'll biff you both all over
the giddy Hiouse!"

“Keep calm, them!" said Watson, ruefully rubbing the back of
his head. “You said rou couldn't think of anything decent, you
big, fatheaded

“1 meant hing decent—new—ori riginal—great—in the way of
2 wlheezli, you urbling jackass!” hooted Nipper excitedly, **My

at "

- Then why didn't you say what you meant, chump?’ growled}

“Y¥ou've busted m

"Ill ‘bust it again if you pull my leg like that sny mre.”‘
warned Nipper. ou 8illy chumps! Just as I meant—-"

Nlp}:er. oeething with indignation, resamed his seat withoutd

‘detmg his remark. Sir Montie and Watson, chuckling, alsgy
gat down.



THE AMAZING SCHOQLEBOW! |, fi

8illenct. ouce more reigned supreme, but neé for long. Kipper
simply could not remain still that afternoon.

, "Amy cwiket in the local paper?” he asked.

* “Yes, rather!” said Watson, "mln mutch at Helmford on
Wednesday. The paper is on the my books ™

Nipper eft his chair, took up the paper and went back j!galn.
Sir Montie and Watson were glad that Nlipper had something to
do at last. It kept him quiet.

But it was not J before Nipper again jum ed up.

1 th = ™ he excl med delightedly, * here's grestest wheeze
of the giddy

* Eh? murmured Sir Montie sleepily.

“ Wake up, “ru chump!” shouted Nipper. “Wakey-wakey! Hi,
hi! QGet up,

Sir Montie and Watson. probablg' realising that it would save
trouble if they did as Nipper asked, sat up and took no

* Have you seen this ammpumresrent?” asked Nipper, lnlding the
local newspaper before <ns chums’ eyes.

It was an announcement under the beading of ™ Marrisges." and
read thus:

* HANDFORTH—LLEWELLYN.—At Bannington Parish Gbmmh?
Tuesday, the 24th inst., Edward Handforth, youngest'
Herbert Handforth, to Marjorie Dora, eldest aughter of John
Robert David Llewellyn, of

" Now turn to thls little ket went on NI?J)

He turned the p?es as he spoke, and folded tbe vaper 80 that
one paragraph stoo

“ A very pretty wedding took place at the Parish Church,
Bannington, on Tuesday last. The bridegroom, who looked ex-
ceedingly young to accept the responsibilities of a husband, was
Edward Handforth, and the bride was the charmlng eldest daughter
of Mr. John Robert David Llewellyn, of Swawsen™

There was some more matter referring to the bride and bride-
room, but Nipper declared all that was totally ummecessary—as

ar as they were concerned.:

*“Yoau'lve read that? he asked quickly. “Cfome on, them' Get
?'our giddy caps! I've thought of the greatest wheeze of my
ife! Coats, you chumps! Come on, down to the jolly old villkges!”

CHAPTER XV.
“ Look her " Nipper Explains.

thSn- lﬂontle @opped suddenly as the chums strode out towards
¢ village.

* Kim on!" said Nipper. ‘‘ We haven't much time to wafta"

But Sir Montie obstinately refused to budge.
. - }(ou re going to explain before 1 move amother yard!' he said
irmly.,

“{Hear, hear!” assented Watson.

Nigg;[t started. .

i you glmﬂ’

~HBegad, moi™

:dlur _Handlorth has'lbeen married to a Swansea lmdiy!'"”

* Buf you saw it in the pagor!

"Tlllntywm‘t our Handforth, you climmp!®

** Ah, but how do we know tinet?"

And with that question Nipper stared, with twinkling eyes, into
the amazed faces of his coums. They saw the wheeze on the
hstant, and burst into a roar of laughter.
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“fHa, ha, hin!”

“Ha, ha, ha! You mean—"

“W¥e're going to help Handforth celebrate his weddimg!” chuckled
Nipper. “My hat! What-a chawss!”

"Ha, ha, ha! But what- — Oh, my stars!”

Watson broke off, He simply ‘could npt talk for laughing.

“We're going to buy a nice little lot of confetti,” went on
Nipper, chuckling gleefully. “When I think a little rice—"

“ Ha, ha, hm!” roared Watson. “What a joke""

The confetti was obtained in Bannington without much trouble.
“TI:le shopkeeper eyed the juniors seriously as he handed over

e paper.

“A wedding at St. Frank's?” he asked.

“Wvell, not exactly,” said Nipper cautiously. "“We only want
the confetti for one chap, you see.”

The shopkeeper nodded as if he understood. but the chums knmew
perfectly well that he did not. They left the shop, chuckling
with joy. Handforth was in for a warm time.

The rice was the next item to be secured, and they had some
little difficulty in getting it. The provision merchant said that
}:hey :ere not allowed to sell rice for weddiogs, and Nipper
umped.

“Who said anything about a wedding?” he demanded warmly.

“Well, you've confetti in your hands, young sir,” returned the
man. “1 suppose you’re not going to make a pudding with it?”

Nipper flushed, and tucked the paper bags hastily into his

ockets. But Sir Montie had to take some of it, for the juniors

d purchased a large quantity. They did wot believe in doing
things by halves.

The rice was at last handed over, and Watson tacked it away
in his coat-pocket.
ch:xlgkml: for the giddy flower merchantis!” said Nipper, with another

“There you are—right opposite!” said Watson, pointing across
the road.

The juniors hurried across the road to the shop, s:nd asked the

assistant if she had any fi or but wo or three
days old.

The lady stared, bardly believing her ears.

“IBik you say two or three days old?” she echoed.

“Wes, certainlly!” said Nipper cheerfully.

“WVelll, dear me, that Is a most peculiar requestt!” she said
quickly. “But—but I'll see what we have at the back of the shop.”

The youug lady disappeared behind a door, to return a few
minutes later with four buttonholes, all of which were in a state
far from fresh.

Nipper selected the one that looked the worst, and the one that
smelled the worst, and paid over the required threepence. Then
the juniors returned to St. Frank’s.

There was no sound from Study D, and Nipper chuckled again.

“To think,” he said solemnly, “that an hour ago we were sitting
here like a lot of asses, trying to think of something to do!"

“Or somebody to do!" said Sir Montie, with a laugh. *Begadi!
I'm getting quite exciitiodit™
thipper held up his band, and wagged a finger warningly at his

um.

“Don’'t go and give the game away,” he said, “or I shall jolly
well pnnch your head, my som!™

Sir Moutie smiled.

“Now, what we want to do is to take some of the confetti up
and put it in Handforth’s boots!” said Watson, in a low voice,
“Amd, what's more, keep our voices down! Handforth & Co.
might hear us, and then the fat will be in the fifed”
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That was sound advice, and Nipper and Sir Montie iioddeft =<: “mi.
The three juniors went up into the dormitory, which was, fore
tunately, not occupied by any other juniors.

Handforth’s boots were filled with rice and his trouser-cottoma
with confetti. When they had finished, the juniors looked at one
another and smiled.

*MA little surprise for Handforth when he comes up this evnni'nq!!"
said Nipper, with another chuckle. “I guess he will wish he'd
never been born by the time this jape has petered out.™

“ia, ha, ha!*

“Now we’ll go and see the merry bridegroom,” went on Nipper.
“Camtiemen, the fun commenmces!"

Nipper knocked upon the door of Study D; there was no rephv

“Wallk im!” whispered Watson.

Nipper turned tbe handle, and three juniors from Study C walked
into their rivals’ study.

Handforth was curled upon the rug before tlie fire, fast asleep.
MeClure was in tbe easy-chair, and Church was lying across the
table. They, too, was fast asleep.

“Hi!" roared Nipper. “\Wnke up, my giddy infants! HI, hi™

Handforth woke with a start, and jumped to his feet.

“iHallo, hallw!” he eaid sleepily. “Is there a fife”
“Wo,” said Nipper, with a chuckle. “But, Handforth, I'm sur:
prised at yow!

Handforth stared.

~Gone off your dot?” he asked pleasantly.

“Not at all,” answered Nipper coolly. “But we think you might
have told us something about it, Hamdifantin”

“What the dickens are you talking about, you silly chump?"
ds:lraan%ed Handforth, rising to his feet and facing the trio from

ul 3

W’ml\l' marriage!” said Nipper calmly.

“Mhat's it—the wedding!” said Sir Montie. "Begad! We thought
you'd tell old friends, Handy— —"

| y ma"iwﬁe!" stammered Hizmdforth.

MeClure and Church got to their feet as if somebody had jerked
a red-hot ncedle into a soft part of their hodies.

“Wes, yon artful dog, your marriagel” said Nipper, waving his
forefinger at Handforti remonst«mivelf. “We didn't know any-
thh\l’? about it until we saw it in the local [agwr!"

“You—yon—yon burbling asses!” stuttered Handforth furiously.
Hlm"u-q mtﬁlking out of the back of your neck, you idiot, Nippes!

-married"

}"n![zhn-nw hat!” ejaculated MeClure, “¥Yow're not serious, are
ou?”

“Rather!” said Nipper. “You look in the paper aud see for
yourselves!"
thl\fle]t‘,‘lurle and Churclg gmde omsl hound foh';u:.he %mkyca?e. n\:‘?em

e local paper cou e .seem lywmg ou . ope
ewerishly st the “Mrrriages ™ coluowin.

“XLam-my only topper!" gasped Cifurch sudidenly.
“Junpping rattlesnakes!” panted MeClure, * Horth, you long
1i ! And—and you didn't tell us— Oh, m M

y

Handforth emitted a roar like an infuriated hull, and rushed
at his chums. Churcu was bowled over to the Roor. and MeClure
was sent sprawling on to the table, The paper dropged to the
floor, to be promptly secized by the indignant Handforth.

It took' him about three seconds to find the notice which had
first attracted Nipper's attention. His face, as he read, went posi-
tively white. !
"B—I—I wasn't there!” he stammered at laak “N-m-my bhak!
Kipper, you surely don't think this—this refers to me, do you?*
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“Certainly!” said Nipper calmly. “Wio else would the young
bridegroom bei”
“Oh_dewr!”

“If it had said a handsome bridegroom,tien I might have thought
thfre was anotller Edward Handforth,” weut on Nipper seriously.

. ha, !

Handforth, always an impulsive youth, did not sfop to hear any-
thing else that Nipper might say. He rushed from the sfudy.

Church and McClure, their faces flushed with excitement, picked
up the paper Handforth had dropped, and hurriedly scanned the
paragraph referring to the weddiug.

“M-m-my hatt!" ejaculated McClure. “The silly young ams!”

“The absolute dummy!" hooted Church. "Come to think of it,
Handforth .went out on Tuesday morning—got a special pass to
go into Bannington for some reason or other.”

“That mnst have been to get married,” said Nli?per at once,
“Well, we'll leave Haudforth to you chaps; hut, all the same,
really think lie might have let us know something about itt!"

“M-m-married!” exclaimed Church dully. “The—the h
Oh, my only Aunt Sempnomiiel”

“[ wonder if it was the girl in the flower shop?” murmured
McClure. “1 kmow old Handforth has turned the beaming smile
ou her once or twice when we bave passed? Or perbaps the girl
in the fish-shopd”

“We can't say!” sald Nipper. “I expect Handforth will own
up now that he knows he is discovered. The artful dog—keeping

L it quiet like thiss""

Aud N.ijpper.& Co. left the study. Not until they reached their
own study did the serious expression leave their faces. Then
they looked at one another, smiled, aud jumped to bury their
heads in a cushiop so that their laughter should nmot be heard
by Church or McClure.

They remained in that position for some few minutes.

“M-m-my only bonmett!” gasped Sir Montie. “Begad! ToppiuN"

“That's a good start!” said Nipper, wiping the tears of merri:
ment from his face. "I guess this i3 one to us—but there's mere
to come!”

Nipper was right.

CHAPTER XVI,
Poor Old Handiorth1

“fHallo, Handforth, how's the wife?”
It .was Ng)_per who asked the leader of Study D that question.
i

Handforth did not ahpear to like being asked at all. His face
reddened furiously as he ran towards the cool junior from Study C.
“You rotter!” hooted furiously. “I'l punch your beat!"

Nipper frowuned.

“Don’t call me.a rotter!" he said hotly. “By Jove, I'm only
asking you a civil question, aren't 1?”

tir Montie and Watsou seemed to_have difficulty in keeping
from smiling. They had accompanied Nipper up to the diormitory
when the bell had rung for bed.

Handforth glared at the rival leader.

“m} chaps konow jolly well I'm not married!” he shouted.

" of”

“Wihat's that, Hiamdfionth?”

“Married?”

Juniors who had come up to the dormitory early stopped in
their undressing to look round a3 Handforth blurted out.

The junior's discomfiture increased as the word was passed
round that Handforth had said something about getting married.
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*[ didwt!" roared Handforth, as Church mentioned the - news-
paper report, “IM-m-my hat! I'll squash you,

Handforth rushed for bis chum, and in a moment the two were
locked together in close embrace. Handforth’s face was flushed
and furious, whilst Church looked almost dully towards Nipper as
they swung round.

“T-take the dummy awasy!” cried Church. "Here, Mac! Resmuc!
Ow! Yooop! Groo—"

Crash!

The two juniors crashed to the floor, to the shouts of emcourage-
ment from the juniors, who had quickly gathered round.

But Nipper & Co. separated them. There would have been a
master or a Prefect up bad they not done so. And the arrival
of those gentlemen generally signified a few hundred lines being

ladled out.

“Cenroff me chest!" gasped Church.

Nobody saw Watson suddenrle' leave the party and thrust his
hand for a second into Handforth’s coat, which he had tossed care-
lessly on to his N

o , mam!” said Nipper quietly. “What's the good of
making a fuss now that everything is known? 8taud up, and
receive the congratulations of -all your chums!™

“I don't want your dashed congratulations!” howled Handforth.

“Holy smoke! He must have a nagging wifel” said Peel, in
surprise. “Marriage doesm’t improve your temper, does it, ~

andforth collapsed on to his bed. Be simply could not have
stood ugdan longer. He was done, bewildered, too amazed to
express his feelings.

The juniors left him at last, aud proceeded with thefr un-
dressing. But not for long.

Hardly had they ceased discussing the incident than there was
& shout of surprise from Handforth's end pf the dormiitory.

“Confetti!”

The cry was taken np on all sides, and there was arfather rush
for Handforth. The leader of Study D was standing fu the midst
of a thomsand pieces of scattered conffetitii!

He had thrown his coat across the bed to the chair that
wa\sf !a' the head of his bed, aud there had suddenly appeared the
coufetti.

Nipper looked quickgg at Sir Montie, who shook his head slightly
to indicate that he did not know how the confetti came to be
in Handforth’s pocket. But Watson nodded coolly when Nipper
glanced at him.

Nlpger and Sir Montie could not restrain their laughter as they
looked at Handforth's face, Haudforth was not smiling—he was
staring dully at the confetti, and from the scattered pieces of
coloured paper to his coat.

“My hat!" ejaculated Nipper. “That does 1, Hamdfonttn™

"You put it there!" shouted Handforth furiously. “Kul—"

“I certainly didwt!" said Nipper calmly. “Hiomour brigfitt!”

Handforth hesitated. Bven in his wild state of bewilderment
he would not doubt Nipper's word, Nipper would not say *homour
brigjttt” if he was pulling Handforth's leg.

“Oh, well—" he an.

He broke off disgustedly, and proc¢eded with his undressing,
without so much as a glance towards Tregellis-West or Watson.

The lights were turned out very shortly after Handforth_had
tucked himself in his bed, and for a time there was silepee. Then
x(s;)nlaleone started singing “The Bells are Ringing for Mé and my

all”

“Ha, ha, ba!"
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The rest of the juniors roared with laughter. But ITandforth
did not laugh. He crept out of bed, and crawled along the fivor
to where the junior was singing.

The song was cut off very sharply.

’l‘hei Bells are Ringing for—' Ow! Yow! Yoop!”

Crasin

"meing rattlesnakes!” ejaculated Nipper. “Wihat on earth's
happened?*

It was Falfivoaod who had hbeen entertaining the juniors with
the song. He proceedeg to entertain them to quite another tune
when Handforth reached him.

Handforth dragged him out of hed by his feet, and lie met
the floor with a crash.

“Yow! Take him off, somebody!” he yelled. “The man's a
married chump! Yow—ow! Leggo my ear!”

“I'Il pull the blessed thing right offf!" said Handforth sulphurously.
“Take that, you nutty besstt!”

And Handforth, with a final pull of the luckless singer's ear,
went back to his own bed. After that Handforth was let severely
alone by the Remove.

It was not quite light when the rising-bell went, and one of
the carly-risers turned on the lights. They showed Timothy Tucker,
the latest addition to the Remove Form at St. Frank's, fully
dressed and approaching Handforth.

“Ab, my dear sir!” said Tucker. " position is this----"

“Rata!” snapped Handforth. "Buzz offf!”

“But I have purposely left my bed at an earlier hour tham is
necessany!" persisted Tucker. "I wanted to speak to you, my dear
sir. I wanted to speak to you—"

“WWelll, you've spoken, you tame lumretfec?”

“Adimitted, sir—admitted. But the express purpose of my
getting up early was to talk to you on the subject of marriage—
on the subject of marriage, my dear 6ir. The position is this—"

“Shut up, you frabjous dummy!” howled Handforth. -“if you
mention marriage again, I'll—I"ll biff you black and blue!"

“\Violence, my dear sir, is totally unnecessary. I repeat—*

Handforth dropped his towel, and made for the jumior. T, T.
did not turn a hair.

“Admitted, my dear sir, marriage is a very happy sttdee-
admitted! But for one so extremely young—" he went on.

Handforth reached him at that moment, and the leader ot
m D closed with Timothy Tucker, hugging him like a long-lost

rother.

“Wou burbling chump!” panted Handforth, as they siruggled
to and fro. "IM—I'N spiflicate’ you!™

“I hope your wife does not have to—to put up with this—this,
my dear sir!” gasped Timothy Tucker. “The position is this—"

Tucker and Handforth went down to the floor with a bump,
and the juniors crowded round to watch them.

“Hamdforth doesn't scrap badly for a mearried man, docs hes?®
said_Nipper seriously. i . .

" he has a sparring partper in his wife,” observed
Watson.

“ ila, ha, l=ll"

“@o it, Hamdftetth!™

“ Stick it, T. ‘.2

But Nipper, a8 captain of the Remove, thought it time to imter-
fere. It was Sunday morning, and there would be trouble if a
master or a prelect came up to the dormitory to stop the row.

He seized Handforth by the scruff of the neck and jerked him
off Tucker. Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Watson assisted the
new junior to his feet.
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Roumh—very rough, my dear sir!” said Timothy Tucker, as
soon™as he regained his breath. * The Eosltlon is this. If Hand-
forth really galy married, I tiink we ought to make him a present.
We @ught to make him a presemt.”

“A thoroughly sound propositiom,” said Nipper. * But, on the
t hand, propose Handforth brings the bride to meet us’™

"H!mde!" shneked Handforth. “HBride! I haven't got a

blin ' bride, you dummies! I'm still single—"
you can't be!" said Nipper, iu surprise. “Hiow can a
marrfed man be simgle*

Handforth could say no more. He was speechless with rage.
He turned and went to his bed, his face the colour of a beetroot.

But his troubles had not ended yet.

As soon as he put on his trousers confetti literally poured out
of the turncd-up bottoms. There was a shriek of lwughter from
the juniors.

* Ha, ha, lnl!"

“ Bid Mrs. Handforth get as much as you, Hamdy?” asked
Church.

Church was Handforth's study-mate, and Handforth was not
going to stand that. In a moment Handforth had seized his
ghgm, and the two were waltzing down the passage between the

eds.

“IIN give you Mrs. Handffortin!" ganted Handforth furiously.
o * I don't want her!" gasped Churc! “ Who wants your wife—

wl

Biff, biffr!

Church was getting his head punched, and once again Nipper
had to go to the rescue. He pulled Handforth away from his
chum. and Church glared.

" You dummpy?” he said hotly. *“I'm a jolly good mind to—""
“Iemme get at him!“ roared Handforth, struggling in Nipper's
grasp. "Just lemme get at him, and-—"
N : Handy!" said Nipper warningly. “t's Sunday, you
now."

Handforth, with a defiant glare at the juniors round about him,
turned and resumed his dressing. There was no further inter-
ru¥tion from Chuncin!

he jumiors by this time were quite sure that Handforth had
been married. The newspaper report was known to most of them
by heart through constant reading. There was also the contem
klmI,;‘l:lkms about the dormitory that had come from MHandforth's
clothes.

In fact, Handforth was so bewildered that he almost believed he
had been married himself,

Nipper & Co. had merel{ seen the notice in the paper. Any other
{umor might have seen i and started the story that he was mo
boingfr a junior at St. Frank's, but a married man with responsi-

ties.

He went over to Nipper when he had dreued. and the two
jumiors went down to tne dinin hall for b

“Htere, 1 say, Nipper!” said andtorﬁh pluintivoly. “ You—you
surely don't think I'm married, do o you?"

Ni’pper nodded his bead ndly.

“I'm afraid I cannot help but think it,” he said slowly. “ You
Bae there's the report in the paper, and there's the confetiti™

itheﬂl were tgo early for breakfast, and Nipper went to Study D
w

“I dom't kmow!” said Nipper, striving hard to keep from
laushlng * I must go to my study now. See you lateni’™
Handforth nodded, and went slowly into his own study.
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There were little groups of Remove juniors to be found after
breakfast, talking of Handforth’s "“marriage.” *o

Timothy Tucker was keen on getting up a subscription to make
a suitable presentation to Handforth. But he could find few sym-
pathisers for the moment. The juniors wanted to know more
:t?olut the affair from Handforth himselt before they partedt with

eir, money. )

“ The position is this, my dear sirs,” said Tucker, for the
hundredth time that marmng. " 'We want—"
it "'%Wm’rvlll’gnt you to buzz off¥” growled Grey, of Study E. * Hop
. Tucker could not get a hearing. He admitted many things
in five minutes, and made many attempts to outline the position.
But the juniors simply would not listen to him.

Church and McClure were much perturbed over the whole
business. Despite the fact that Handforth was more often than
ot punching their heads, there existed a great liking between
‘the three juniors.

Handforth  had not returned with them to the study after
church, and the two junion3 made their way to their study.

b "s he gone now, I wonder?’ said Church. “TTo see his
wife, do you thimk?”

McClure shook his head.

BB if I know!” he said. “HBe hasn't come back. My —
hat! Can you smell anything, s
thurch sniffed. There certainly was a peculiar smeH in the
study.
t“‘l\ibumt be a dead mouse!” said McClure, looking round the
study.

Suddenly he stopged, and stared at that portion of the hookcase
usually occupied by Handforth’s books. There were no books
there at tlie moment, but in their place was a faded buttonhole.

“\Mm-my hat!” ejaculated Church. * That—that proves it

He t&?d followed the direction in which McClure was looking so
amazedly.

“Iit does!” said McClure, in dismay. “@h, Hi i

. McClure sat down into the chair with a groan. The buttonhole
was the last straw. Handforth must be a married man, and
would have to leave St. Frank's,

Handforth himself came into the study at that moment: but lie
diid not heed his chums. He dropped heavily into the nearest
chair, and buried his face in his hands, . .

He remained in that position for fully ten minutes before lie
looked up.

"1 can hear nothing else but ‘Fow's your wile?™ he saul
bitterly, and added, angrily: 1 haven't got a blessed wife—at
least, I don't think so!’

don’t think so!™ echoed McClure and Church, in
amazement.

“ No; I'm sure I don't know amyttihing?” said Handforth wiser-
ably. “I—I don’t think I'm old enough to be a married man, do

Church and McClure looked at one another significantly. Hand-
forth was evidently feeling his way to announcing the truth. He
wantt:id to know what his chums thought about it before he said
anything.

hat was how Church and McClure looked at it. But they
were saved the necessity of answering the -question.

Nipper & Co. arrived at that moment. They Jooked solemnly at
Handforth & Co. as they closed the door behind them.

** On behalf of Study C,” began Nipper seriously, " I'm asked to
present this little recognition of our regagd, Handffortin'
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He drogged a small nparcel on the table as he spoke, and backed
towards the door as Handforth rose furiousiy to his feet.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Wataon slid out of the study, and
Nipper, still watching the exasperated leader of Study D, followed,
and closed the door.

“II'd like to be able to lick Nippen!” said Handforth, between
his teeth. *“II'd—+I'd— Oh, I dunno what I'd do!™

“ Aren't you going to open the parcel, old man?” asked Church

softly.

“l{ang the pareell!™ snapped Handforth, resuming his seaf.
_“Shall I open it?" asked MeClure. “I think jt's usual to
display all presents at a g

*“Do what you like with itt!” growled Handffortin.. ** And I shall
!oll v!vgll punch your blessed heads if you talk to me again
0~ .

Church and MeClure looked at each other, and the former
nodded. MeClure opened the parcel.

At first their faces expressed amazement as they took sheet after
sheet of paper from a small article that was carefully wrapped

up.

But when they saw what Nipper & Co.'s present was, their
amazement turned swiftly to incredulity, to be quickly followed by
ghrieks of laughtrer.

“ Ha, ha, hal

“h, hold me up! Ha, ha, hal’®

Handforth looked up .quickly. His chum3 had collapsed into
the nearest chairs, and were holding their sides. Tears of merri-
ment streamed down their faces.

“ You fatheads!* shouted Handforth angrily. * What are you
laughing at now?”

“TPie—tihe presemt!” stuttered Church. * Looki"

Handforth, more than ever bewildered, looked down at the
table, where the parcel had been dropped.

It was a piece of cake, burned brown. Accompanying it was the
following natie:

*“ You take the cake, and have been done brown!—Nipper & Ca'*

That was all. But it told Handforth all he wanted to know.
But he didn't laugh. He left that to his chums.

With one furious glance at his almost helpless studi-mates.
Handforth rushed out to see Nipper & Co. He came back a few
minutes later considerably dishevelled.

“ That’s thatt!” he said, with a sigh of relief. ‘' It was Nipper's
blessed wheeze! He took the chance when he saw the name in
the paper. But it's all over now!™

There Handforth made a great mistake. It was weeks before
he heard the last of his * wedding "*!

CHAPTER XVII,
Handforth's Latest.

“ 1o
From beaind the locked door of Study D in the Remove passage
at St. Frank's came the sound of an unearthly groan, At least, it
was more like a groan than any other sound; it was mysterious
and uncanny.
Along the passage study doors opemed, and thelr occupants,
uzrtled by 1':,hia strange sound, poked out their heads.

Nipper came out of his study, followed by Sir Montie Tregellis-
West and Tommy Watson.
Dijyper looked rather anxiously at his chums.

.
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* Wonder what on earth’s the matter?” he said. * Sounds aaif
that ass Handy is murdering senneome!”

“Wever know,” said Watson. "Handy’s such a strange bemsit!

The Duke of Somerton, De Valerie, and Augustus Hart, of Study
M, came along the passage towards Nipper and his chums, and &
moment later a few other fellows, curious to see what was the
matter, had joined the group.
v:leAire you chaps sure it came from Handy's study™' asked De

rie.

* Positiwet™ said Nipper. * Besides, his is the only study hefe
with a light on. All the other fellows have gone down to the
Common-room.”

* That’s so,” admitted Somerton. * We had our prep to do—""

* S0 had we,” said Nipper.

* Gurrrgii!®

The crowd in the assage jumped as that unearthly sound came
from behind the locked door of Handforth’s study,
* G-good heavens” stuttered Reginald Pitt. “ What on earth

* P'r'aps Handy's killing Church or MicClunct” suggested Tommy
Watson.
“Rot 1"
“\More likely some ass in there is trying to frighten us alif®
chuckled Hart.
“He wouldn't have the light on then, faidvesati!*
“H'm! I suppose mott"* i
'The crowd of juniors looked at one another in surprise, Then
the‘)(r looked at. Nipper. Nipper, being captain of the Ferm, they
looked upon it as being up to him to do something. -
* Best thing we can do is to knock at the door,” said Nigper.
%l‘ld heI gave the study door a hearty bang.
ump
No answer came from the other side of the locked door. It
le%llt‘ied a!s i? there really was something the matter.
um
“u I'l’e doesn't answer 1'm going to break in the doer,” said
ngper anxi'gusly. “It might be serious, you "

gracionsd!”

* Break the door in, Nipper!!*

‘Mol hard?” said Hart quickly., *“Glur key fits Handy's door;
we locked him in once with it.”

And he rushed off to Study M. In a second he was back with
ghe key. Nipper fitted it in the lock, turned it, and flung the
oor open.

:I. he junior:_ entered in a crowd; then they staggered back.

“ the dickens—"

In front of the study mirror stood Edward Oswald Handforth.
His face was red, and queerly contorted. From his twisted mouth
came a weird and n:l_vful sound.

Handforth showed no signs of having even heard the group in
the doorway; all his attentions were fixed on the mirror.

“rRoor old Handy!" said Nipper softly.

""‘dhﬂhr him '!)efore he cam resisti!” breathed Hart. “Hie might
ge !
Silently Nipper,  Watson, Sir Montie, and Hart crept behind the
leader of Study D. Then, together, they sprang upon him, and
br.?ughtthim heavily to earth.

ump
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“ Yarought

Edward Oswald let forth it yell that would have awakened the
Seven rs,

# sh1"” said Nipper.

* Lemme upd Qerrof'” howled Handforth.

Tie struggled frantically, but it was of -no avail. Nipper had
one knee firmly planted on his chest, while Pitt sat on b legs,

Handforth's face was red still, but red with rage.

He let forth a yell like the bellow of a bull, and struggled 8o
ﬁer:ely that Nipper had to clutch the leg of the table to keep his
seat.

“SHimsh!™ said Nipper soothingly. °*Y¥Haulll be all right in a
minute!"

Somehow, this did not have the effect of soothing Handforth.
He splutered in incoherent rage.

“ You—you ’”

“S$ult a hnnllgm in - his mouth, quick?”’ urged Somerton, from
the doorway. * might bite off his to !

Nipper drew forth a dirty handkerchief, and endeavoured to force
it between Handforth's locked jaws. Pitt, who bad bold of Hand*
forth’s arms, gripped that worthy's nosé between his forefinger
and thumb. It was a question whether Handforth was to be
gagged or suffocated. He wisely chose the former course, ,

Like the sonnd of m:ing‘ tyre he opened his mouth, Nipper

rammed home the ha A
'att!" grinned Pitt. *TPdke off his tie
-

“IIt won't keep in like th
and bind it round .his headi!*

Ni#)per obeyed quickly, and in a moment Handforth was trussed
up hke a Christmas goose. He was breathing Feavily and noisily
through his nose. His eyes glittered angrily, almost feverishly.

“SSomeone get some waten!” ordered Nipper.

Somerton ran off down the passage.

“Roor old Handly!" sighed Nipper.

“I've seen it coming for a long time,” Pitt remarked com-
passionately.- * It was lucky Church and MeClure weren't in the
study. Mandy might have killed them.”

Handforth was still struggling frantically, and his eyes gleamed
threats that his mouth could not express.

There was a noise in the passage, and Somerton came rushing
up with a pail of water. Behind him were half a dozen or so of
the Remove, Church and MeClure, Handforth’s study-mates, were
there, and they pushed their way to the front.

** Good heavens! Poor old Handy!” said Church, with & sorrow,
ful shake of the head.

*“|Iive seen it coming for a lon% time!"” sighed Church.

Handforth looked daggers at them. 1f looks could kill, Church
and MeClure would have fallen dead.

“SStand clear, you chaps!"” said Nipper. * When I say ‘' Go! all
jump clear, and you chuck the water over him, Sementtan!”

CHAPTER XVIII.
To Cool Enthweicsm.

Handforth Kicked and struggled furiously. Appareatly he knew [
what was cominﬁ.

;N;:gl," said Nipper, *“are you ready? Go!™

W

As Handforth’'s captors jumped clear, Somerton hurled the pail r
of water full in Handforth's fiery face.

“ YuggggyH!”
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-

Handforth sprang to his feet, and struggled frantically with

s gag.
In half a second it was off. Taking a deep breath, he Rave one
bull-like bellow of rage, then rushed at his well-meaning friends.

The group of juniors jumped back to the open door. But they
were too late. ‘Handforth’s flail-like lists were among them.

“ Wow?” i

“ You rotte us—"" spluttered Hiamdfforth.

“Qdliar himm!" gasped Nipper, “‘Hie's -mad!®

A combined rush on the part of six angry juniors forced Edward
Oswald on the floor. .

“Wom meniwes!’ he shrieked. “\What's the game?*

. “sﬁl:;xsln!" urged Nipper. “You'me illg*

T
. ' Shmein! Don't get excitedd!” .

“Vion- fathead! - I'm not illl Wait till I get up, that's alil
Lemme &!1" i

Nippe Co. stared doubtfully at the leader of Btudy B. Either
he had recovered, or they had heen labouring under a Wiswppre:
hension, For Handforth seemed sane. At any rate, not mare mad
than usual.

* Miske it paxd*

“Pax!"” growled Handforth reluctantly. Against such odds he
stood no chance.

He rose to his Jeet, a forlorn aiﬁht. Water oozed from every
Igtl:lﬁ of ?im; it trickled from his air, and all round him were

e pools,

Saevepral juniors began to chuckle, and Handforth clenched his
big hands. )

“Pax!" chuckled Nipper. “Hint you do look ¥ummpr*

" Poor old Hamdiy?" said Church.

“Woom silly fatheads! You' burbling chumps!” hooted the in-
cerised Handforth. “Can’t a felkow practise ventriloquizm in his
nud{_/ without having a silly lot of Junatics come bungling iw?”

* Ventril mni?*

Nipper & Co. looked at one another in rise.
“ V.ventriloquism?” / P

venl p

"W, hooted Handforth. * Vemtwilsgmiisnt!”

Church walked over to. the table and picked up the red-covered
book that lay there. He handed it, still laughing, to Nipper,

Nipjstr, in jome surprise, leoked at it. . . )
T""lglly hzig;'_l he gasped, looking at the title, “'Vveatritsyubm o

“What!"” shouted Pitt. .

The crowd in the doorway gave an astomizhed "gasp.

“Do you mean that you were ventriloquising, then?" demanded
Hawt, with some interest.

Handforth beamed. ! .

“My-dear chap, I'm a jolly gaod ventri ' He stared joftily
at the grinning crowd in the doorway. “Ali right, you grinning
asses, I'll jolly well show youw!”

Nipper & Co. watched him in amazement. Handforth was net
a youth greatly noted for liis imtellectual powers; in faef, he
waa rather dense. He had a pair of powerful fists, whieh he used
to, ii‘iljive }:_is arguments home, but that summed up his asaets.

Handforth screwed his face into an expression of intenve agony.

The juniors stared and waited.

"oﬂrl’ﬂh!"

Nipper & Co. jumped, and stared suspiciously at Famdiforth.
But the leader of Study D looked quite pleased with hjmself,
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“Wou heard that?" he asked.

Nipper & Co. blinked at him. It really looked as if at Iast
Handforth had “gone off the rails.”

“ I've seen it coming for a Joag time,” said Church sorrowfully.

Handforth frowned.

“Wihen you've finished talking drivel, you grinuiug ass, perhaps
you'll answer my question. Listiem!"

“Gurrgh!”

Handforth beamed proudly at the group of juniors in the door-
way. And the group edged back nervously.

"LDid you bear thas?” reared Handferth.

Nipper & Co. began to think that perhaps Handforth wa6, after

all, a little bit mad.

“HemouF him“‘ wmspefed Haft. ﬂudﬂiﬂﬁ ngﬁ@f.

- OY-yest® sai ﬁ,‘ﬁjﬁ

YR ne an a§3 as l vﬂeusms* said  Banaferth
gmiw&ly.

“Thank you!" stammered Nipper.

. Bemdforth held up his hand, and once again performed feats of
extraordinary skill in the cootortionist line with his face.

*‘Bre 1 aan?”

The crowd in the doorway pgasped. Handforth was under the
impression that that sounded as. though it had come from
the chimney, whereas it was obvious to all present that it had
emanated from Handforth's own twisted lips.

“There yon are!” exclaimed Handforth tmlmphantly, and not
a little breathlessly “Wihat do you think of thuatt?*

“Waonderful!” gasgied Nipper.

“Marvellous!” echoed Pitt.

And that was the general opinion. Handforth laboured . under
the impression that they regarded his veutrlloqnial efforts ag
marvellous and wonderfull; but he was wrong. Nipper, & Co. meant
that it was marvellous that anyone could be insane- enough to
think that the horrible squeak had comc from the chimney.
Sow ds ya\1 ds u?“ ked ﬁ‘iﬁ"@" mifingl

& e

Ed é? |

"‘Ym, 1 can, fathead!™ hooted Handforth. "As a matter of
fact, if it weren't for jealousy, 1 should be in the team. But,
of course, you're all frightened that I shall show you up when
Fage. o oo

“It's only b I'm intellectual. 1f it weren't too much fag, I
could easily come out at the head of tlie list each term.”

“You could—* stuttered De Valerie.

:g."l coulkti!™

The Removites were quite overcome. How on earth Hamdforth,
the greatest duffer in the Fo}m, could imagine that lie was
intellectual was a mystery to them, Handforth was the worry -
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of Mr. Crowell’s life, and that little speoch would have pleased
the master of the Fou !

“ff you fellows care ito stop a little while, I'll give you &
demonstration—"

But the Removites had vanished; tiic{ were fed up with Hand-
forth. And the leader of Study D was left to waste his sweetness
on the desert air.

CHAPTER XIX.
Quite a Qood ldea.

There was much chuckling that night, in- the Remove dormitory.
Many of the fellows hadn't heard Handforth ventriloquise, and
they wanted to see him at i.

“I hear you're a ventriloquist, Handy," said Gulliver sereuwdy,

“L am,” said Handforth,

“Good man! Give us a show, will youw?”

Edward Oswald beamed.

“it's really quite easy,” he remarked. “INow, listen. I'm going
to_make a voice “come from behind that washstiznd.”

I;z;dll't&eovms who were undressing stopped, looked, and listened.

“By Jove! Topping!” grianed Bell,

Handforth glared at him. .

“You silly chump, that was me! I ask the chap if he's there, and
he replies from behind the washstmmd.”

“Oh!" murmured Bell. "[ see!”

“Hallo!”

Edward Oswald performed gymnastics with his features.

“Hore I smm!”

“Wes, I know,” said McClure. "I can see you.”

“Oh, you assi” growled Handforth, in a tired voice. “Tha$
wg_s(r)l;ltl"me; that came from behind the washstand.”

“|Listem!”

Just then the door opened, and Morrow of the Sixth poked
liis head in. It was his [fluty to see that tlie Removites were
all in bed. He didu’'t greatly appreciate the task, and was eager
to get back to his study.

"'hre I amn!”

Morrow jumped, and stared blankly at the leader of Study D.

. “Wihat on earth's the matter?” he asked anxiously. "Got a pain
in_your neck, Hamdffortitn?”
andforth smorted.

“No, I haven't. I was just showing these kids some ventrilo-
quism, that's all.”

“Oh, that’s all? Well, you cam ilnif. hurry up and get into
bed. If you're not in bed by the time I come baek, therell be
trouble, my son.”

“Yes, Morrow."

The prefect went out of the dormitory, presumably fo fetch
his_ashplant.

Handforth burriedly undressed. Most of the other fellows were
now in bed.

Ralph Leslie Fullwood, the cad of the Remove, sat up in bed
and chuckled.

“f[ say, Handy!” he murmured.

“Yes?”

“When Morrow comes in, make your voice comc from the cup-
board. Bark like a giddy dog, or meow like a cat, then Morrow
will chase an imaginary cat round the dorm.”
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Handforth chuckled. Aud so did the rest of the Remove.
They knew that it would be Handforth the prefect would chase,
und not an imaginary cat, and they were amused.

“Don't be a fathead!” grunted Pitt. *Can’t you see that Full-
wood s pulhng your silly leg?”

rou think I'm the kind of chap to have my leg
nulled Regina Pitt?” demanded Handforth.
" Born for if,” murmured

The door opened once more, and Morrow came in, with a stout
gihplant in his hand.

“Wihat, not in bed! You cheeky young wg&p

Edward Oswald sat on his: bed, lﬂd icre up his face.

g—hnmww—g;mgng—ﬂuw
Moréows jaw dropped, and he let his ashplant slide to the
groun:
"Gnod heavews!” he stuttered. "Poor kid! What's up?”

. Hbmdsm of smothered laug ter came from the beds near Hand-
orth's.
Morrows face became srim.
niy;. Morrow,” said Handforth, “"diid you hear that dog
barki

He asked the question with perfect innocence, and turmed upon
the prefect a smile that was childlike and "bland.

The smothered chuckles became laughs.

Morrow strode forward, picked up his uhglant and took a firm
hol% 0:1 the b;cl;I aOI:d ||13dt’vulvlnrd l?eswml 's

“Ow!” gaspe or! “Leggo!™

Swish, swieh, swigh

Morrow did not believe in sparing the rod, and he laid it on
heavily. Handforth squirmed and yelled.

“Now get into bed, and let me have no more of this.” sald
Morrow. "Handforth is too big a fool to know the difference
between right and wrong. You fellows put him up to this, and
ou can take the consequences. I shall expect a hundred tines
rom each one of you by to-morrow.”

And Morrow strode angrilg from the room.

Edward Oswald sat on his bed groaning. The rest of the
Ren&ove sat up in bed and glared at him.

“Wou silly coom"‘

But Handforth only groaned.

"lt was Fullwood’s fault, really,” said Nipper. "llle put Handy
up to it. I reckon Fullwood ought to do all our

“Hear, hean!™

“You fellows gave the game away!” snorted Handforth. “[If you
hadn't have laughed Morrow would have thought there was
dog; but, of course, as soon as you silly clowns started laughing
he knew that it was only a

“You silly cuckoo!" hooted ntson "Do you mean to say
that you really think you're a ventriloguisti?”
“Wes. Haven't I just showu you? Dldnt 1 take Morrow in?
tell you I can throw my voice an
"mhrmv it out of the window, and yourself after ik grunted Pitt.
“[Look here, Reginald Pitt! If you want a thick car—"

Smone:!

“Are you listeming?"

Snore!

There came a chnckle from farther down the dormitorz[ and

Edward Oswald Handforth, in deep indignation, resigned himself
into the ready arms of Morp eus.
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CHAPTER XX.

T» T. Has an ldea.

Tap!

Timothy Tucker tapped on the door of Study D.

"Come im!" came Handforth's booming toues.

Timothy Tucker entered.

“Wvell?” said Handforth gruffly.

Handforth did not enctli approve of Timothy.

“My dear Handforth, I have just come to put before you a
suggestlon that I feel sure will appeal to you. The position is
this. Last night Morrow, the prefect, had the rudeness to impose
a hundred lines on all the members of the Form—"

“Wm. fathead, we know that!"” growled Church. "ll you'd only

our blinken 8 little more you'd see that we're doing the
beaa y lines mow/!”
me, 80 you are! However, as I remarked before, the
ponltlon is this. It occurred to me that Handforth, with his
remarkable gift of ventriloquism—"

“It's not a gift; it’s merely a matter of brain-power!” grunted

Handforth. A fellow with my brain-power—"

“Consider that as said, my dear sir,” went on T. T. hurriedly.
“I acknowledge that you are an exmw—amt—remarkube
ventriloquist—"

“Tihank you!" betmed Edward Oswald.

Church bllnked at McClure. Could T. T. be really pulling the
great Handforth’s leg? Surely not! The great Edward Oswald
seemed to have been born into this world to have his leg pulied—
but by T. T.!

“/Amnd it seemed to me that if you went to Morrow, and, in Mr,
Crowells voice. requested him to excuse this imposition which—*

“My ha I ejaculated McClure.

“That’s a jolly good idea!” agreed Handforth. "0'm busy now,
but it shall be dome!”

He waved his pen loftily, and T.T. left the study, still with the
same serious look on his face. His expression when he was outside
would have surprised Edward Oswald. For Timothy Tucker danced
a kind of war-dance, what time be chuckled with great glee.

Luckily, Handforth remained iu ignorance of that little fact.

"l saly. Handy!” murmured Church.

"\Mnu—wu not gol ? to do as T. T. suggests, are you?"
“Yees. hy not? Jolly good idea! You see, 1 shall go imto

Morrow's study, and start talking to him for a bit: then I shall
throw my vaoice inte the passage, in imitation of Mr. Crowell's
voice, and Morrow will think that it's Crowell speakimg.”

“He will, will he?” sald Chureh faintly.

“Yes, fathead! And we sha'n't have to do these lines”

“ But—but—"

MoClure found it rather difficult to explain to his chum that
Morrow would guess what was the matter directly Edward Oswald
screwed up his face. It would be rather difficult to explain, and
Handforth was inclined to be hasty tempered. On secoad thoughts
MeClure deemed it wiser to keep silent. And he gave Church a
leek et hopeless resi ion

Edward Oswald strolied out of the study to make his way. to
the Bixth Form passage.

Chburch and McClure followed him out, then called to some
more Removites, and hurriedly explained.

“Do you mean to say that he's gone to work off his ventrilo#
quism on old Morrow?" shouted Pitt.
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“Great pigp!!

“Poor old Hsmdjy ™

And that was the general opinlon. "Poor eld Handy!® Half
the Form went along to pick up the pleces. Merrow was inélined
to be hasty tempered at times, and it was extremely probable theg
when Handforth made his extraordinary request Morrow weuld nes
be pleased. 1t ,was really quite on the eards that he would
be very bad tempered.

In that case, Handforth's little display weuld be well worth
watching.

In consequence, quite a crowd of Removites trooped t%‘ te the
Sixth Form passage. Luckily, there was Be oane abaut. e Sixth

Form passage was sacred to the gr t@gts and te their fags.
Matters might have been unpleasan Ea S_Gi?é prefect ehaneed
to_look eut into the passage and seen that little erowd.

But luck was with the Removites, and they had the good sense
not to make a noise.

Ahead walked Edward Oswald Handforth, all unconscious of the
fact that bhis Form-fellows were in the rear of him. It was seldom
that he lacked confidence, aud now, under the impression that he
was. really a very clever ventriloquist, he tapped on Morrow's door
without the slightest tremor of any kind.

“Come im!" called the prefect.

Handforth entered.

“Well?” demanded Morrow. “@ot the limes?”

“Ahem! Not exactly. You see—"

“Well, hurry up and say what you've got to say, and then
clg'ar outr!™

Edward Oswald was at rather a loss to know what to say. He
had to say something before starting the ventriloguial stumt.

“lovely day—" he stammered.

Morrow dropped the book he was reading, and stared blankly
at the leader of Study D.

“What the dickems!" he ejaculated. “Do you mean to say thak
you came here to tell me that it's a lovely dmy?”

“Nunno. You see, as a matter of factj I—”

- t is it, fathead? I'm beginning to thiok that you've gone off

our head! You‘'ve been a bit strange lately. And now you come

ere on a pouring wet day just to tell me that it's a lovely day!
You'd better see a doction!”

Handforth flushed, and from the passage came the sound of a
chuckle.

It was now or never, and Handforth put his hand to his tie
nervously. Then he assumed his ventriloguial grimace.

“Morrow,” he squeaked, "I hear that you have given the hoys
in my Form an imposition. I should be much obliged if you
would cancel this; I have something for them to do to-day.”

Handforth started this conversation in a very faint squeak;
until, towards the end of the short speech, his ill-used throat
became a little tired. Naturally, Morrow stared.

“By Jove! Did you hear Mr. Crowell from the passage?’ asked

Handforth.
N!iorr%w's jaw dropped, and he stared limply at the leader of
udy D.

From the passage came the sound of another smothered chuckle,

“ You—you'd better see the doctor,” said Morrow faintly.

He stretched his hand for the poker, and, gripping if tightly
behind him, commenced to sidle to the door.

Handforth watched him in amazement,
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Reaching the door, Marrow made a sudden spring, tore it open,
md rushed outside.

Bump!

Reginald Pitt sat down with a territic bump as the prefect
kno him ever.

"\Yaow !

“ Quid™ gasped Morrow. “@et a doctor! Handforth's gone
mad. Who'll come in with me?"

turned heroically to the door, then jumped in surprise as the
crowd of Removites burst into unrestraimed laughter.

‘e, ha, hal™

“Hiw, ho, ho!™

“@©b, desr!" Furgled Nipper. *Tlhiis is too funny for wondidf”

“Ho, ho, ho!"” roared Church. “Hie-hleé's not mad! It's vem-
trilogquism! Ho, ho, ho!™

* Whatt!" shouted Morrow, taking a firmer grip on the poker.

“A—a ventriloguistt!’ sobbed Pitt. “Poor old Handy thimks he
can throw his vime!"

Edward Oswald came to the door. X

“ You rotters!” he shouted fiencely. “ Yon bounders giving me
away! You—you—— Yowp!

He had not meant to call Nipper & Co. “VWowp!™ but at that
precise moment Morrow's poker had taken a violent and active
part _in the conversation.

* Now ""—swipe!—* ﬁerh:.;l;s this "Esm!—“ !will teach you—to
come ragging "—swipe!—"in my study "—swipe

At last, breathless, Morrow threw down the poker, and Edward
Oswald limped off, a sadder and a wiser ventriloquist, followed by
the chuckles of the Removites.

OCHAPTER XXI,
“ The Best-laid Schemes——**

A few days had passed since Handforth’s display in the Sixth
Form passage, and the leader of Study D had almost forgotten
that little affair. Hie had in his mind another idea that he in-
tended to work off on Mr, Crowell. It was too good to keep to
:nmself. so he confided it to his chums, having first bound them
0 secrecy.

* You—you're whatt?” stuttered Chureb, when the marvellous
idea was explained to him,

“I1'm going to ask old Crowell—in the Head’s voice, of course—
“¢o let us have the afternoon off.”

“Y¥ou fathead! And what do you think he'll do?”

“Do! Why, what would he do if the Head gave him an order?
Obey it! And that's what'll happen this afternoon. It's quite a
decent afternoon, and I'm fed up with lessome™

“8o0 am 1,” said McClure. " But—'"

“@h, you're all buts, like a.Jlessed goat! Didn't I tell you
what’s going to happen? When old Crowell hears the Head's voice
asking him to let us off for the afternoomn, he'll do it.”

“@h!*" said Church, *“ He—he'll do it?>"

“Yes. I must say you're a bit dense, Chamch.”

“©Oh, my hati!” gasped Church faintly. And McClure gave vent
to a hopeless sigh.

The three took their places in the Formireeom, and his chums
attempted to dissuade Handforth from his great idea. But Hand-
forth was, as he put it himself, as firm as a rock. Church said
that he was as obstinate as a ailly mule, But, firm as a rock, or
obstinate as a mule, Handforth was not to be lightly dissuaded
from putting his brigbt idea into prattice.
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Mr. Crowell entered the Form-room, His face wore a heavy
frown, and the Remove shifted uncomfortably in their seats. They
knew that frown. When the master of the Remove frowned like
that there was trouble brewing. As a matter of fact, he had been
hnvln%nn discussion with the Head on politics, and there had been
ntl sli disagreement, which had bardly improved Mr. Crowelll's
emper
. Cémbhh and MeClure noted this danger-signal, and nudged their
oader.

But Edward Oswald ignored their warning. No sooner had the
master taken his seat than Handforth, screwing his face into au
expzirc;seuonl of intense agony, gave vent to a ventriloquial cough.

m

Mr. Crowell looked up. and his frown grew deeper,

* 8in?” said Handforth meekly.

‘ Well?" smapped Mr Crowell,

‘$hll I open the dear?*

* Wihett?*"

“ Shrshall I open the door? Someone is outside. Didm't you hear
a cough, sin?*

Without waiting for permission to be granted, Edward Oswald
strode to the door, and ﬂ it open.

cefttannoon, il aid.

b MJ Crowell Rmted nt Handforth, And the Fourth stared at
otl

“NMr. Crowell, will you excuse Handforth, Church, and MeClure
all lessous this aft,ernoon plexee?

Handforth spoke in his famous ventriloguial voice.

Mr. Crowell blinked at the broad back of Edward Oswald, uusble
to believe his ears. Then he sprang to life.

‘That any boy could have the nerve to ask almost demand, the
afternoou off took the master's breath away.

But Handforth. all innocence, turned round and smiled at the

fruwning master
we go now, sin?’ he asked. " The Head said so— —
|:|Tﬁheﬂtadef" aphlmzeeeddbulr (Cosehll. *“'Hogy, aweyywnmdﬂ’

“Wihat do you mean, eh? What d’ye mean? Fim you epen the
door, then you have the cool effrontery—yes, sir, effr
stand there and request leave of absence. bave 'never heard of
sueh a_thing—never, never, nevern”
“IFHI—I—" stammered Hamdiforth,
“ Are you mad, toy?*
“ Nunnmo——'*

nlee a flash the explanation dawned upon the master of the
emove.

“Boy! Dolt! How dare you pl;ajy ventrilmi&l f.rleki in the
Form-room! How dare you! are you, I

How on earth Handforth could have Imaqined that his veie 'e

geared to come from the passage was a mystery to Mr, Crowell

it in no way teuded to diminish his rage,

“Y!m utterly. ridiculous boy, come henm=t"

A rather forlorn-looking Handforth shaffled up to the Ferm-
master's desk., Edward Oswald realised at last that something
must be wrong with his ventriloquial voice. And he was rig

Mr. Crowell grasped his intellectual pupil by the collnr, ind "be-
laboured him mth the pomter

Now —“"Te- any more .—" of this foslkryy”’—
d" and shall ta.ke you "—iw 1=" straightway to Dr.
ford ""—swipe

lle relelsed hu hold on the luckless Removite, and Handforth
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lllld to the .ground. He arose painfully, and limped back to his
ace.

Church and McClure gave him compassionate looks. Some of the
Form chuckled. Both both compassionate looks and chuckles disap-
peared when Mr. Crowell rapped his desk with the pointer. Mr.
Crowell was a mild little man as a rule, but at the present moment
he was more like a tiger than a Form-master, and the Remove
resolved to be very, very good.

After lessons Church and McClure tried to be sympathetic, but
Handforth was too fed up even for sym att:jy. and he shut himself
up in his study, and, like old Raclicl of old, mourned, and would
not be comforted.

In Study D, €hurch and McClure soon found that to mention
ventriloguism meant a blackened eye or other painful equivalents,
and ti wisely kept silent. R X

Now Edward Oswald Handforth scorns the idea of ventriloquism.
He maintains that he always thought it a mug's game. To whisper
the word in his ear is like dangling a red rag before a bull. And
the results are as painful.

Several fellows came to ssk Hamdforth if he could give them an
example of his ventriloguial powers, but somehow Handforth was
not pleased. In point of fact he was cross—very cross—and, in
consequence, there were many bleeding noses an® black eyes
among the Removites.

But it was Timothy Tucker who came in for the worst of it.

In all innocence he went into Study D to inquire of the leader of
that notable study what had happened with regard to Handforth’s
ventriloguial display in the Remove Form-room, T. T. having heen
out of the room at the time. T, T. had another suggestion for
the utilising of Handforth’s peculiar gift.

T. T. smote the cold and unsympathetic linoleum with a dull,
sickening thud, and thon sadly bent his weary way to his study.

As far as Edward Oswald is concerned, ventriloguism is off, and
no more is heard of Handforth’s latest,

And Timothy Tucker is rather more careful now, too.

THE END.
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