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Handforth was seized by the Removites and, although he strmggled [rantically, he could not

get free. Meanwhile Chambers had donned boxing gloves, and now he advanced upon the

helpless Handforth. In his anger Chambers did not seem to realise the cowardliness of his
actions. Crash! His fist thudded into Handforth's left eye, stacgering him.
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A Rousing, Quick-Action, Full-of-Vim School Story !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank's yarns now appearing every Tuesday in ‘‘ The Popular.”)
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There's precious little harmony in the Remove at St. Frank's
for the Form 1s divided. Some want Chambers as captain,
some want Nipper, whilst others want no skipper at all —Eb.

CHAPTER 1.
Trouble in the Remove !

t HE fellow's no good!” said Handforth firmly.
I “Yes, but give him a chance——"
“Y tell you he's no good!” roared Handforth, “To-day 1s Saturday, and
he was elected on Wednesday evening. What's he done? Nothing! Absolutely
nothing 1"

Y Wr:-gli, that may be a good sign,” argued Church. *'If Chambers goes on at this rate,
there won't be much to grumble at.”

Itdward Oswald Handforth snorted,

“You're both dotty !” he said scathingly,

The air was rather stormy in Study D in the Anecient House at St. Frank's. Hand.
forth was standing in front of the window, glaring ferociously across the West Square.
He took no notice of the bright morning sunshine. The weather meant nothing to him,
although to-day was a half-holiday.

Church and MeClure were standing about, uneasy and impatient., Theyr wanted to
be outside. There was a good hualf-hour before bLreakfast, and it scemed a pity to
waste 1t 1n the study.

“Well, dotty or not, we're fed up with talking about Chambers,”” said Church. “Hadn't
wo better get outside, Handy ? There's half an hour before the bell P

“Rats! We've got to decide this point about Chambers!” interrupted Handforth,
“Besides, it's raining !

“Raining ?” said McClure, staring at the sunshine.

“Well, it was raining five minutes ago!” replied Handforth, looking at the wet gravel
outside. “The sun’s only shining for a minute Look at those clouds coming up!”

It was perfectly true that the morning was unsettled. When the juniors had been
dressing, the rvain had poured down in sheets, and there had been a good deal of gnash-

ing of teeth, for everybody feared that the Junior House match, fixed for that after-
noon, would be off.
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However, the weather is never really cer-
tain in the month eof July. It is generally
a wet month, on and off. And although it
was raining now, before breakfast, there was
cvery chance that the skies would be clear
during the afternoon.

“Besides,” said Handforth, ‘“what about
all his promises?”

s EII?”

“What about all his promises?”

““All whose promises?”

“Chambers’, of course said Handforth
impatiently. “Don’t be so dense.!”

“Well, I like that!” snapped Church.
“You stand there, thinking, and you finish
ihe last of your thoughts aloud, and then ex-

pect us to understand!”
“Can’t be done!” said McClure.

“Not with you chaps, I know!’” agreed
Handforth heavily. ‘“I’d forgotten for the
moment! I'd forgotten that you’ve no more
brains than an average snaill”

“Look here——"

“You know jolly well that we're talking
about  Chambers!” snorted Handforth.
“What's he doing about to-day’s game?
We've pestered him ever sinece he was elected,
and he won’t tell us a thing! He ought to
have posted up the list of names yesterday,
at the latest!”

- So he ought!” said Church. ‘' But what
‘does it matter? I don't suppose there’ll be
any game.”

*“*No game!” shouted Handforth. “On a
glorious, beautiful day like this!”

“You just said it was pouring with rain.”

“It’s going to clear up!” said Handforth
promptly, “I’m getting sick of Chambers!
Every time I meet him, I ask him if he’s
rot me down for tho House match, and be
tells me to mind my own business!”

1 .‘-"L\Trlll :il ' . "

“Me!” snoried Handforth indignantly.
“He tells me to mind my own business!
That ugly-faced, slab-sided son of a steam-
;‘:}Ilerl I never heard such nerve in my
ifel” :

Church and MeClure remained discrcetly
silent. They were inclined to regard the
clecetion of Cuthbert Chambers as a mere in-
cident in the affairs of the term. But Hand-
forth- had talked of nothing else, thought of
nothing else, ever since he had been de-
feated at the palls. |
True, his defcat had been more or less of
a rout,

There had been three candidates in the
Remove clection. Nipper, the late captain,
had only obtained 20 votes, against
bers’ 23, and Handforth, as anybody could
have told him in advance, had got 2. Church
and McClure, ever faithful, had not let him
down.

But the rest of the Remove knew from past
cxperience that IKdward Oswald Handforth
had not the makings of a skipper. He was
a good fellow—one of the most popular
juniors in the school, in spite of his faults—
but he was decidedly and cmphatically no
good for the captainey, 3

!H
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But Handforth couldn’t see this. He
wasn't a bragger, and he wasn’t cxactly con-
ceited, but he certainly had a strange way of
looking at things.

The election had been rather sensational.
Cuthbert Chambers, late of the Fifth, had
conducted a whirlwind campaign, and had
actually succeeded in hoodwinking the bulk
of the Removites. The figure of straw had
been mistaken for a figure of substance.

But it was really Vivian Travers, the
schemer, who had pitchforked Chambers inta
the captaincy. And Travers had done this
for no definito reason. It amused him in
somo kind of way; he thought it would be a
. good joke to see what kind of a mess Cham-
bers mado of the position.

“It’'s all wrong!” went on Handforth,
pacing up and down. ‘‘In the first place,
| Chambers isn’t a Remove fellow at all.”

“But he’s in the Remove,” murmured
Church.

“Why?” snorted Handforth. “Beecause
he’s too jolly lazy to stick in the Fifth'
He's too much of a dunce—too much of a
slacker! So the Head sent him down to us,
instead of forming a special infant class for
him!”

“He's old enough to be
really,” remarked MecClure.

“And big ecnough to be a navvy said
Handforth tartly. ‘“Not that I’'d insult any
self-respecting navvy by comparing him with
Chambers! And this—this hulking great ass,
because of his size and bluster, thinks that
he can become skipper of the Remove!l”

“It wouldn’t matter if he only thought
it!” growled Church.

“The fellows were influenced by that
rotten Yexford match on Wednesday ! said
Handforth, breathing hard. “Nipper wad
unlucky enough to give a poor show, and
€hambers, by some miracle, scored twenty
runs. And because of that the Remove elects
him!”’

“It wasn't only that,” said McClure,
“Chambers promised all sorts of noveltics if
he gained the captaincy.”

‘“All sorts?” .

“Well, most of them were a bit hazy, T'l]
admit,” s=aid Mae. ‘“But there was one
scheme that he explained——"

“That idiotic income tax stunt, eh?”

N _

“Piffle!” said Handforth disparagingly.
“If Chambers thinks that I'm going to pay
his rotten income tax he'll have to think
again! Not that there’s any chance of him
ever thinking. Before a chap can th;n[-:,
he's got to have something to think with!
I believe Chambers has got a sponge instcad
of a brain!” )

There was no doubt about it. In no cir-
cumstances could it be said that Handforth
had a great affcction for Chambers. Churen
and McClure were like the average Re-
movite; they were willing to let things run
their course, and to take action if necessity
demanded.

the Sixth,

in

T”

down,

“It’s all very well to run the Ghﬂﬁ

but you ought to be reasonable, andy,”
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said Church.

u r:_._”

“Hasn't had time!”‘broke in Handforth
hotly, ‘““He's had half the week!”

“Two days!” said Church. “He wasn't
clected until Wednesday evening, and there's
~only been Thursday and yesterday. You
couldn’t expect him to do much in that
tinte. And what do you want him to do?

The quieter he is, the better!”

. Before Handforth could answer this
thce door burst violently open, and Hubbard
marched in.

And Hubbard looked very important!

b=

CHAPTER 2.
The Tax Collector !

‘ In the first place, it was always considered
. the correct thing to knock before entering.
; Not that Handforth ever knocked. But he
was a law unto himself,

Arthur Hubbard, on the other hand, was
an utter nonentity., For weeks on end no-
body ever noticed him. He was no good at
cricket, football, or any other sports. He
had about as much brain as an earthworm,
and he had more than a tendency towards
siding with the cads,

“By George!” Handforth

blank!y.
" He was staring at Hubbard in amazement.
Church and McClure wero staring, too,
mingled exprcssions of wonder and annoy-
auce on their faces.

cjaculated

*Like your cheek, Hubbard, isn't it?"
asked Church gruffly.
“Cheek 7" repeated Hubbard, “Rot! I'm

an official !’
“What the dickens o
“TLook at this!" said Hubbard triem-

phantly.

But Handforth & (Co. were already look-
ing; they had been looking ever since Hub-
bard had entered. Diagonally across Hub-
bard's chest was a band of stiff, blue paper,
and daubed wupon 1t, probablvy In bfacl—:
enamel, were the words: “Ofheial Tax Col-
lector,”’

“Well, T'in jiggered!” said Handforth.

He advanced slowly and grimly towards
Hubbard—who now began to exhibit some
signs of uneasiness,

“Here chuck 1t!” he said hastilv. “You
can't touch me, you know!"”

“Can’t touch you? Why not?”

“I'm an Dﬁ‘l(riaf!'.’

“0Oh, vou're an official, are you?"' de-
manded Handforth. *“You don't happen to
he an ugly, idiotie, fathcaded chump, do
vou "

“Look hero—'

‘““He hasn’t had time to show [

oser,

{ one of his fathcaded cofficials

UBBARD'S abrupt en- |

try was a piecc of
sheer nerve, |

Handforth & Co
thought =0, anyway.
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“"You cheeky rotter!” roared Handforth.
“What the dickens do you mean by barging
into our study like this? Who do you think
you are "

“1'm an offic——

“We heard that before!” broke in Hand-
forth wrathifully. “But you needn’t think I
take any notice of this rot!” he added,

grasping the band of blue paper, and tcar-
ing 1t off,
howled Hubbard., “That's my

T IIi!”
official authority——"

“And this is mine!” said Handforth,
placing his fist under Hubbard's nose. “It's
like your confounded nerve! I supposc
Chambers sent you, ¢h?”’

“Yes, he did!”

“Well, Chambers
snorted Handforth.

¥

boil  himself!”
because you're
you seem to
think you can shove your way into any study
vou please! Well, you can’t!”

“But—but I'm here on business!'" stam-
mered Hubbard, erumpling up under Hand-
forth's aggressive manner. “I''n the tax-
collector.”

Handforth suddenly Dbecame cold. It
occurred to him that 1t might be a good idea
to discover the full extent of this inguisilion.
So he changed his mind about dotting Hub-
bard in the eve, and chucking him out on his
neck.  Instead, he sat down on a corner of
the table, and looked at Hubbard with frank
curiosity,

“Oh, so vou're the tax collector, are you #"'
he said, with ominous smoothness. *‘That's
fine! That's wonderful! The tax collector!
f\nd did you expect to collect any taxcs
lere t'

Hubbard recovered his composure. Hand-
forth's manner was now much more reason-
able. But Church and MeClure, who knew
their leader as a dog knows its master, were
prepared for ructions. TIFrom bitter experi-
ence. they knew that this was only the calin
before the storm.

“0Of course I expected to collect taxes from
here!™ said Hubbard.

“0Oh, you did!” zaid Handforth. *“You
didn't think, by any chance, that vou might
collect a couple of black cyes instead ?”

“Cheese it, Handforth!”’ protested Hub-
bard. *“It's no good threatening me with
black eves, vou know! I'm an official, and
I can't be touched! I've becn appointed by
the Finance Committe of the Removo
Treasury—"'

“My only sainted aunt

“And. as such, I'm immune!”
bard, with incrcasing confidence.

“This 1s getting interesting " said Hand-
forth, more ominously than ever. “ Did vou
hear it, vou chaps? He's an  official—
appointed by the Fatheaded Committee of
the Remove Trashery!”

Church and MeClure grinned, and Hub-
bard turned red.

“1 said, the Finance Committee of the
Remove Treasury!'' he snapped.

“I heard what you said!"’ retorted Hand-
forth, “But I prefer to call it by a more

can
“Just

said Hiuh-
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pnppropriate name!
ut such trash! And trash generally comes
trom a trashery!” . :

“TI've got to make Inquiries,”” protested
Hubbard. *“‘I've been told off to investigatc
.‘_‘xltndies A, B, C, D and E. That’s my :zecc-
tion,”’

“Good!” said Handforth, nodding.
“You've been told off to the right place.
I'm an expert at telling people off! What
do you want to know, anyway ?”

—your financial status,”’
““My which 7’

“I'hat’s what Chambers said!” insisted

Iubbard. “I've got to take you all in turn,
so 1'd better get busy. TI’ll start with you,
Handforth.”

“Fine!” said Handforth, breathing hard.
“(io ahcad!”
““How much money have you got?”’

“Two million, seven hundred and forty-

five thousand, three hundred and twenty-
cight pounds, sixteen shillings, and fourpence-
halfpenny,”” replied Handforth promptly.,

Hubbard turned red again.

“Here, T say!” he protested. “Don’t rot,
Handy! This is Saturday, you know.”

“What’s that got 40 do with it1”

“Well, you had your jocket-money this
morning—"’ |

“Great Scott!’ ejaculated Handforth, with
a start. “So that's the wheege, is it? Cham-
bers is sending his officials ronnd to collect
*he tax from the Saturday halfpennies!”

CHAPTER 3.
Not Quite Successful !

OTH Church and,
McClure were highly
amused,

They could have

' told Handforth the

truth ages ago, only they had assumed that

he knew it, This was the first fruit of Cuth-

bert Chambers’ election to the Remove cap-
taincy.

The ex-Fifth-Former had promised the
Remove that upon his election he would lose
no time in putting his brilliant scheme of
Income T'ax into opcration, and the Remove,
at the time, had thought the wheeze rather
good. Since then, the Remove had had time
to think 1t over.

It had certainly sounded good.

IEverybody was to be taxed a penny in the
shilling. Thus, if a fellow received five
chillings pocket-money for the week, five-
pence of it would go inte the Treasury. This
money, according to Chambers, was to bo
held as a Reserve Fund. Any unfortunata
who happened upon lean timos in mid-week
would thus be permitted to approach the
Treasury, and obtain a loan,

True, he would have to pay interest on this
loan. [If he borrowed a couple of bob, he
wonld have two and twopence deducted from
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Anyhow, I never heard | his weckly pocket-money on the following

Saturday,

All the surplus money would go on
accumulating throughout the term, and would
be used on the last day of cach term to pro-
vide a big feed for the whole Form. Cham-
bers had made it quite clear that not a single
penny would go into his own pocket,

As an electioneering stunt, the thing had
worked The rank and file of the Remove

s : Hige | thought it a prett od thing. :
- Iirst of all, I’ve got to inquire into your - s i ing. It would be

rather nice to come to the Treasury in
mid-week and collect a shilling or two to
carry on with,

But that was only one side of the picture.

There was another side. It was now Satur-
day morning, and not many juniors thought
much of the idea of whacking out fivepence
from their five shillings—or twopence hali-
penny from their half-crowns, as the caso
might be.

“It’s quite simple!” said Hubbard. *“ All
you have to do, Handforth, is to answer my
questions,” '

Handforth started.

“Eh? Answer your questions?” he re-
peated.
“¥Yes. And as soon as I've done with you,

I'll deal with these other chaps,”’ said Hub-
bard. “But we’ll take you one at a time.
Now, Handforth,”’ he added, with an officious
air. ‘““How much pocket-money did you get

 this morning 77

“I've already told you!l”

“No; you were only joking then.
to know how much you really got.”

“That’s my business!” said Handforth
wrathfully. *“Do you think I'm going to
knuckle under to this rotten inquisition?
You can whistle for your Income Tax!”

“But Chambers said—"’

“Blow Chambers!”

“He said I've got to collect the tax from
everybody!” protested Hubbard. *“ And how
can I collect it if you won’t tell me tho
amount 7

Handforth turned to Church and McClure.

“That’s a good one!” he said. “How
can he collect it 7"’

“I give it up!”’ said Chu- h.

“What’s the answer 7’ asked McClure.

Handforth rolled up his sleeves.

“T'll tell you the answer!” he replied
grimly. “We're going to pay our taxes
in a novel way. Hubbard, my son, would
you like your eyes blacked both at once,
or onec at a time 1”

“You—you silly idiot »

“You can tell Chambers to
coke!”” roared Handforth, “Tell him that
I don't recognise him as my skipper! Tell
him that I'm not going to pay any fatheaded
tax! Tell him that he’s a lopsided hippo-
potamus!’’

Hubbard backed towards the door,
mentally deciding that he would refrain from
carrying out theso instructions. It wouldn’t
do him any good, and it would certainly put
Chambers into an irritable mand.

I want

o and eat
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“All right—TI'll go!” said Hubbard hastily.
“Put it's a rotten shame, Handforth! 1'm
only doing my duty——"

“This i1s one of those cases where the
innocent suffer for the guiltv!” said Hand-
forth with relish. “My poor fish, you're
going to get it in the neck now! Grab him,
vou chaps! Don’t let him escape!”

With a wild howl, Hubbard dashed at the
door, but before he could reach it he was
scized and held; and there was something
about Handforth’s expression which filled
Hubbard with dread,

He had told Chambers that Handforth
would be a difficult customer to deal with,
but Chambers had laughed at him. In the
new captain’s opinion, everybody was keen
to pay the tax, and he anticipated that there
would be no difficulties in the collection of
it  Besides. 1t was his order—and he was
skipper. Nobody would dare to defy him,
The very idea!

“Hi, pax!” gasped Hubbard “I—T1'll go,
vou chaps!" '

“You certainly will!” bellowed Hand-
forth. **You'll go on your neck'”

Hubbard had become himself. Gone was
the newly-discovered arrogance and confi-
~dence. He was the old Hubbard—a merc
‘nonenity ; and to.be painfully frank, Le was
shivering wich fright.

“I—I didn't mean it!”" hLe babbled. *I
mcan, I was only carrying out Chambers’
orders. He's the boss now——"

“The what?”

“Well, e savs ho is—’

“Let him try to boss me!” stormed Hand.
forth. * By George! We thought it was
about time that Chambers got busy, didn't
we? DMy sons, there's going to be trouble
to-day—and we might as well begin it this
minute !"”

Handforth was looking positively happy.
But. for some reason or other, Hubbard
wasn't !

r

CHAPTER 4.
No Taxes !

UTHBERT ('HAM-
BERS was looking
very pleased with
himnself as he emerged
from Study H.

He had decided to stroll round on a tour
of i1nspection,
his official tax-collectors were getting on.
There were several of them on the job. Gore-
Pearce, Gulliver, Bell, Hubbard and De
Valerie had charge of the Ancient House.
In the West House another little band oi
collectors was going the rounds.

“By glory !"” muttered Chambers. “71 sha!l
soon sce¢ something now !

He was quite right.

He saw something within the next second
oir two, but it was hardly the kind of thing

]

He just wanted to see how .
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he had expected. To be exact, the doeor of
Study D opened, aud a wild, yelling figurc
came hurtling out,

Crash!

With arms and legs flying, the figure hit
the wall on the opposite side of the door-
way. Then it sagged down to the Hoor,
rolled over, and finally sat up.

“Help!" screamed the figure.

Slam !

The door of Studvy D eclosed with much
violence. And Chambers, after the first start
of surprise, hurried forward and starcd dowu
dazedly at the wreckage.

“Hubbard!” he ejaculated blankly.

Hubbard made no reply. He felt too ex-
hausted, "T'rue, Handforth had not carricd
out his threat fo the leiter. Hubbard's cves
were not blacked, neither was he bruised or
battered in any way. But hLis collar was
missing, his tie was conspicuous by ils
absence, and his waistcoat had lost ncarly al!
its buttons.

LR

“What's happened?” shouted Chlambera
furiouslv.  “Where's your oflicial badge”
And why did those chaps chuck you out like
that?”

Still Hubbard made no reply. He was
capable of doing so, but he did not feel in:
clined to explain matters to Chambers. For
it was quite on the cards that Chambers
would add to the destruction,

Besides, an explanation was superfluous.
If Chambers had any brains at all he should
have known what had happened to his oflicial
collector,

With a suort of rage, the newh-elac!cd
captain grabbed the handle of Study D, an
burst into the apartment. At lcast, that was
what he intended doing. But he had over-
looked the possibility of the door being
locked. He put all his weight into that
charge, and he pushed his face into the uppcr
panel of the door with such violence that his

1noze was nearly driven into his head.

“Oh!” howled Chambers wildly. “What
the—— I've broken my nose! OL! Oh!"”

He staggered back, holding his face, and
Hubbard, who was just getting to his fect,
derived a ccrtain amount of satisf otion fron
Chambers’ agony. Hubbard was glad tu
know that he was not the only one wlio was
suffering. Besides, in all probability, Chum.
bers would soon suffer more. Ho was asking
for trouble by attempting to enter Study D.

“Open this door!” roared Chambers, par
tially recovering himself, and rattling the
handle of the door. ‘“ Hi, in there! Do yvou
hear me? Open this door!™

The key turned in the lock, and the door
was flung open.

“What's all the row out here?” asked
Handforth impatiently. “Oh, it's vou Cham
bers! What do vou want? Who told you
to come bothering here?”

Chambers shoved Handforth aside,
strode into the study.

“Why did you chuck Hubbard out of
here ?” he asked magisterially,

“Why " said Handforth,.

don't like him1{”

and

“Because we
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“He's one of my oflicial tax eollectors——"’

“1 don't care if he’s one of your official
highway robbers!” retorted Handforth. * He
hasn't collected any tax from this study,
and he won't colleet any tax from this study !
We're not paying taxes!”

“Q0h, aren’t you?” roared Chambers. *“I've
given orders——"’

“(Give as many orders as you please, but
they won't be obeyed here!™

“Are you defying
(‘hambers.

“In about two scconds, I'll do.more than
defy you!” said Handforth darkly. b |
d:dn’t vote for you, and Church and McClure
didn’t vote for you, either! And we're not
paying any taxes. Understand? We don’t
recognise you as skipper!”

“Why, you confounded——"

““And you can take your rotten income tax
scheme to Jericho!” added Handforth. * Or
you can take it to Timbuctoo! In fact, I
don't care where you take it, as long as yecu
don’t bring it herel”

Chambers quivered with anger,

“PBut—but this is insubordination
stuttered. ‘‘It's—it's rank defiance!l”

" Exactly 1

“And I'm not going to put up with it!”
<houted Chambers furiously, “ You needn’t
think you can act like this, Handforth, be-
cause you can’tl”

“That's funny!” said Handforth.
acting like it.”

“You'll hear more of this!” raved Cham-
bers, as he clenched his fists, “You'd better
understand, Handforth, once and for all,
that I'm the boss of the Remove! And any
‘fellow who scts his will against mine will find
himself in trouble!”

me ?”7  thundered

133
-

he

“TI am

“Iar, har, bhar!” laughed Handforth
mockingly.
“Why, you—you—"

“Ilear me laughing !” said Handforth, re-
peating the weird and wonderful sounds.
“It's very funny, Chambers! I'm scream-
ing }”’

Chambers took one lock at Handforth, and |

then he moved back towards the door.
Scmehow, he didn’t relish a scrap with this
aggressive junior. Chambers was a big
fellow, bigger than Handforth, but he in-
stinctively Enew that he would get the worst
of it in a scrap.

“Wait!” he panted. "By glory! Just
yon wait until I decide upon your punish-
ment! I'll show you whetger you ecan defy
the rule of the Form captain!”

But Handforth only grinned mockingly.

Cuthbert Chambers swallowed hard, and
then he walked out of the study. In the
passage he turned, and he shook his fist at
the trinmphant leader of Study D.

“Wait!” he repeated. “You'll Fay for
this, Handforth—and you’ll pay dearly!”

Judging by the roar of laughter that came
from Handforth & Co. they were not par
ticularly afraid of Chambers’ threats!
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CHAPTER 5.
Advice Not Wanted !

well 17 said
Vivian Travers
amusedly,

These were the first
words that Chambers
heard as he opened the door of Study H.
He had gone back to tell Travers about
Handforth’s insubordination—and, incident-
ally, to ask Travers what should be done.
For Cuthbert Chambers was only a kind of

figurehcad; he had no controlling mind of

his own. Travers' was the brain behind the
brawn. .
“What the— How the——-  QGreat

Scott!” ejaculated Chambers blankly,
He had entered the study, and had elosed

| the door. He had found Travers inspecting,
with some interest, the other official tax
collectors. They had gathered in Study H,

and Travers sccrmed to be highly amused.

“What’s happened ?” gasped Chambers,

Gore-Pearce & Co. had apparently met
' with the same kind of reception as Hubbard.
So Handforth was not the only fellow who
 objected forcibly to paying the tax!|

Claude Gore-Pearce was dusty and hot
and untidy; his collar was crumpled, his
jacket was torn, and his hair was ruffled.
Gulliver had a black eye, his necktie was
missing, and he was nearly sobbing with rage
and pain. DBell was ing,a worse condition
than either of them. His jacket was slit
from top to bottom, and he was smothered
all over with something that looked sus-
piciously like condensed milk,

“You can go tax collecting yourself next
time, Chambers!” said Gore-Pearce savagely.
“I'm fed up with it]”

“But-—but what’s happened ?”

“Everything’s happened !’ gnarled Gore-
Pcarce. ““ You told us that the fellows would
pay up with a smile. You said that taey
would cheerfully give us the tax. lLook at
us! We've been chucked out! Every study
wo went into was the same.”

“And haven’t you colleeted any money ?”’
L demanded Chambers wrathfully.

“No, we haven’t!”

“Not a penny!”’

They all spoke in one voice, and Chambers
became angrier and angrier. A chuckle came
from Travers.

“The fact is, dear old fellow, the scheme
doesn’t seem to be working well,” he mur-

f

mured. “I rather think the method s
wrong."'
“Oh, do you?”’ snapped Chambers. “Thi‘?

Income Tax scheme was your suggestion——

“No need to blame me!” complained
Travers. “You mustn’t forget, dear old
fellow, that you claimed it as your own during
all your election speeches. So you can have

L

it. With a little diplomacy, the idea might
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¢¢ Great Scott ! *” ejaculated Chambers blankly.

be workable, but you're going to work in the
wrong way."”’

“Well, we're not going to work again!”
satd (ore-Pearce, as he opened the door.
“We've fed up! We've finished with tax-
collecting !”’

And the human wreckage went out of the
study and slammed the door.  Chambers
raged up and down, helpless. He had thought
that it was going to be so easy, too! And
now that he had hit the first snag, he did
not know what to do. IHis brain refused to

function.

“You'll have to change your methods,™ |
said Travers, as he sat down in the easy-!

would happen,

L

chair. "I told you what
didn't I You wouldn't listen—

“And I wou’t listen now!"”’

“Then the loss will be yours.”” said Travers
complacently. “The system is wrong, dear
old fellow, In the first place, the Rernove
won’t stand any autocracy. It won't put up
with this inquisition. If the thing is done in
a friendly way, all well and good. But you
won't get the chaps to knuckle under to
this high-handed o

“I'm captain, and they’ll do as I order!”

y

broke in Chambers harshly. “By glory!
Why was 1 elected 7’

“GGoodness  only  knows!”  murmured
Travers.

“Wdll, T was elected!” bellowed Chanibers.

“I'm the biggest fellow in the Remove—|

e

He had just entered his study and found Vivian
Travers amusedly gazing at three battered wrecks—Gore-Pearce, Gulliver and Bell

and I'm the captain! When I give orders,
they've got to be obeyed!”

Travers shrugged his shoulders.

“As long as vou keep up that attitude.
vou'll find yoursell in the middle of trouble.”
he remarked. “If you ask the fellows to pay
their tax, all well and good. You'll find
that the majority of them will be only too
willing to fall in with your wishes. But if
vou order them they’ll jib, There's a right
way of doing a thing, and a wrong way.
I'm afraid you’ve chosen the wrong way,
Chambers."”’

“It's my way!" retorted C
1y

do things as I like!

“Then, again, you sent the wrong fellows
round,”" continued Travers, unmoved. * Gore-
Pearce and (Gulliver and Bell and Hubbard
ave thoroughly wunpopular, and it's only
natural that the fellows resent the officions
behaviour of these nonentities. If you’ll take
my advice—"'

“I won't! I don't want your advice!"

“No?"”" murmured Travers, rising. ‘“All
right, dear old fellow. You don’t need to
tell me twice."

“I'm running the Remove now, and you
can keep vour rotten advice to yourself!’ said

hambers. ‘I’

Chambers sourly. “The trouble 13, I'vu
taken too much notice of you!”
“Ior the love of Sumson!’ ejaculated

Travers mildly,
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e stared at Chambers in a kind of wonder,
It was solely owing to his—Travers’—effort:
that Chambers had been elected as captain,
Travers knew perfecily well that this boaster
and bragger would not last long, Travers
only gave him a week, at the most. But he
believed that the week would be rather an
amusing one. Anything to liven things up
during this hot, summer term/

But even Travers was taken by surprise
now.

He had hardly thought it possible that his
protégé would turn on him like this.
Chambers’ head was greatly swelled. It had
always been more or less swollen; but now
that he had been elected as captain of the
Remove he thought that he was a very great
man, indeed. And he certainly did not need
the advice of Vivian: Travers.

But that was where Chambers was wrong!
He needed it now more than he had ever
necded it before!

CHAPTER 6.
The Gathering Excite-
ment !
OT!? said Chambers.

‘“ Absolute rot!”

He suddenly stared
at Travers, and his
expression was one of

contempt,

“Palking to me, dear old fellow?’ asked
Travers, .

“Ves, T am!” retorted Chambers. “ What
you've been saying is arrant nonsense.”

“Thanks most frightfully.”

“What’s the good of diplomacy with these
silly  kids of Removites?’  demanded
("hambers. ‘‘Force is the ouly way to deal
with them! If they don’t obey, they’ve got
to be punished. I’m not going to have any
defiance while I'm skipper !’ )

Travers shrugged his shoulders again.

‘““Well, let’s say no more about it,”” he
reinarked. ‘*You don’t want my advice, and
I’'m quite sure that I won’t press it on you.
(o your own way, dear old fellow. Good
luck to you! But, by Samson, if you come
a cropper, don’t expect any sympathy from
me }’

And he strolled casually out of the study,
leaving Chambers more irritated than ever.

(C‘hambers had deliberately allowed a couple
of days to go by—so that the Remove could
sottle down. Now, at the very first applica-
tion of his authority, the whole Remove was
ignoring him/!

Travers, as he walked down the passage,
was inwardly angry. He did not show it, for
he was smiling with all his usual complaceney.
He had made up his mind to help Chambers,
to stand behind him, and to put him right
when he went wrong,

But that was all different now.

Chambers had scorned his advice, and had

But |

|

i

]

:
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told him to mind his own business.
well, then!

Very
In future, Travers would leave

| Chambers severely alone.  This new situa-
tion rather amused the schemer of the
Remove, Chambers’” progress as ecaptain

would be most interesting to watch !

In Study H, Chambers seized a piece of
paper, took out his fountain-pen, and he
started writing. Two minutes later, he
hurried out to the lobby, and found a big
gathering of fellows there.

“Hallo, here’s the fcudal lord!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Here’s the King of Castle!”’

““Poor old Chambers!”

There were many chuckles, but Chambers
took no notice. He strode to the board, and
pinned his notice up. There was an imme-
diate rush, everybody gathering round in a
crowd.

‘““Now, then! Go easy!’ roared Chambers.
“St?erpd back, there! Don’t you know who I
am

Apparently they didn’t, for Chambers was
elbowed aside as though he were of no im-
portance whatsoever. He was pitchforked
out of the crowd, and he found himself, hot

and flustered, shoulder to shoulder with
Nipper, the late skipper.

“It's not such an easy road, is it,
Chambers?”’ asked Nipper dryly. “Being

captain is a responsibility.”

“1’ll make them come to heel!” snapped
Chambers savagely.

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie Glen-
thorne, adjusting his monocle, “Did you
hear that, laddies? I mean to say, does he
think we’re a pack of dogs, or what? QOdds
slurs and insults!”’

“I rather think that Chambers has un-
consciously expressed his true point of view,”
said Fullwood. ‘‘He'll make the Remove
come to heel. In other words, he’s the
master, and all the rest of us are his slaves]|
But he’ll find that that game won’t work !’

Chambers stalked off, in no way impressed.
He had made up his mind to take this course,
and he was determined that nothing should
shift him. Many shouts were coming from
the notice-board.

“Hi, look at this, you chaps!” sang out
Duncan indignantly. “Chambers has called
a Remove meeting for directly after break-
fast !’

“What!"*
“We won’t gol”
““Not likely!”’

““He says in this notice that it’s important,
and that every fellow must turn up!”’ said
Gresbam. T suppose we really ought to go.
It’s an unwritten law. 1f anybody misses a
Form meeting he’s defying all the school
traditions,” . _

“Yes, we shall have to go!”’ said Nipper,
nodding. “We can defy Chambers, but we
can’t defy conventions!”

"Pravers chuckled.

“Put it’s outrageous!’ protested Tommy
Watson. “‘Other captains have only called a
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Form: meeting in the evening, There's notl
much time between breakfast and lessons!
“Never mind!”’ smiled Travers. “Thiuk
of the fun we shall have!”
“ an T
“Why not?”’ said Travers.
going to speak to us!” _
“Yes, it ought to be interesting,” said
Nipper dryly. “It’ll be his first real speech
since he has been elected. Perhaps he'll tell
us something about his selection for the House

match this afternoon.” :

“By Jove, yes!” said Fullwood, ‘ The ass
Lasn’t posted up his list yet. Nobody kuows
whe's going to play. Not that he can mess
about with the eleven. He’'ll have to play
most of the usual chaps.”

“Will he?" said Travers musingly. “Dear
old fellows, I wonder?”

“ Clhambers 1s

CHAPTER 17.

Climbing Down !
IVIAN TRAVERS
looked  round the
lecture  hzall  1n a
thoughtful kind of
way, and then his
guze rested on the clock at the end of thei

long, stately apartment. o

"%t might work!” he murmured softly.
“ Anvhow, it's worth trying Can't do any
harm.”

There was a short balcony a«t the end of{
the hall, and the clock was fixed to the side
of this. Running lightly up the stairs,
Travers reached the clock. He deftly opened
the glass and put the minute-hand back a
guarter of an hour.

Then, with a chuckle, he descended again,
and reached the main doors just as a big
crowd of Removites arrived. Breakfast was
over, and it was time for the meeting.

Nobody took any notice of the clock, The
juniors were too full of their own concerns,
They were crowding up now in twos and
threes, and a good many of them had come
over from the \West House.

"For Reggic Pitt and his men were obliged
to attend. A Form meeting, as Reggie truth-
fully remarked, was a Form meeting. Even
when a silly ass like Chambers called it, the
only thing to do was to attend. DBut 1t
would be just as well to tell Chambers quite
bluntly that he mustn’t abuse this priviierir
too much, or the Remove would probab
begin to ignore such summons,

There were no strict rules and regulations
about I'orm meetings, but it was a rceoguised
fact that an official meeting was not called
unless the matter was one of absolutely
vital 1mportance. A captain could request
the fellows to attend a speech, and he would
be generally satisfied if fifty or sixty per
cent of the Form turned up.

DBut this present affair was different. 1

And so Chambers found, when he arrived,

e
J

that everybody was on hand, There was not

II

a single absentee. Iven Archie Glenthorue
Lhad sacrified his usua!l ¢fler-breekiast "forly
winks ” in order to be present.

“I'm not going to say much—" begau
Chambers, as he mounted the platform.

‘*Hear, hecar!”

“That's a relief, anyhow!” .

“But what I do say will be to the poiut,”
added Chambers grimly. **I want to know
why you've all defied me this morning?”

“He's asking riddles now!” sald lkeggie
Pitt wonderingly.

“It's not u riddle!” roared Chambers.
“You all know jolly well that this Income
Tax scheme has got to be tried out! How
can I put it into operation if you won't pay
vour taxes?”

“We're not going to
money |’ shouted somebody.
idea, Chambers!”

‘*Hecar, hecar!”

“We don’t want 1t !”

“But you all agreed to it, didu't you:”
shouted Chambers. * Hang it, give the thing
a chance! DBesides, what about my
autbority ¥ I've given orders, and they've
got to be obeved. I'm captumn, dou't
forget!™

“Just a minute!” said Nipper, who had
been talking with Reggile Pitt. “You've
asked us w?w we haver't paid our taxes,
Chambers. Well, T think I can give you au
answer.”

give you owr
“It's a rottew

“I don't want one—fromm youi” said
Chambers sourly.

Nipper coloured,

“VWhat's wrong with me ?” he asked.

“You're prejudiced against me—that’s
what's wrong!” said Chambers. *You're

angry because I diddled you out of the
captaincy !” , : ;
*All right—let bhim have these fantastio

“ideas if he wants them!” said Reggie Pitt,

with a grin at Nipper.
shall I?”

“Yes, perhaps you'd better,” said Nipper
grufily,

“Hear, hear!”

“Go 1t, Reggie!”

“I'll put the point,

“I'm making this speech!” {hundered
Clhambers. “I'm not goiug to be dictated
to! I'm captain, and my word 1s law!

You'll wait until I've finished——"’

He was interrupted by a storm of cat-calls
and hootings. Nobody wanted to hear him,
Reggie Pitt was grabbed and thrust on to

the platform. Chambers could do nothing.
He fumed and he shouted. But all to no
purpose,

fhr

“ Reggie—Reggie !

“Specch, old man!”

Reggie Pitt held up his hand. '

“It's like this!”’ he said bluntly., “The
fellows are totally opposed to your methods,
Chambers. They don't like your Income
Tax collectors coming round.”

“I don’'t care what they like——" began
ChLambers.

“PBut yvou'll have to care!” said Pitt., “If
vou dou't, you'll be biffed out of the cap-
tainey within half an hour! You can't rido,
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roughshed over the Remove,

“No fear |

“We're not going to put up with your rot,
Chambers !” . :

“The only thing to do is to ask the fellows
to pay the tax voluntarily,” said Pitt. *“You
can drive a horse to water, but you can’t
make him drink! And 1if you drive the
Remove, you’ll ind that 1it’]ll nb!”’

Cuthbert Chambers became uneasy. He
did not like the look of the angry expres-
gions; he did not like the gound of the cat-
calls and hootings. In fact, he rcalised that
he would have to draw in his horns. For if
he didn't, he would precipitate a crisis.

And Chambers was rather staggered.

Ile had believed himself safe and secure in
the captaincy. He had been elected, and,
naturally, the fellows would obey him. Hae
had fqrgotten, for the moment, that at least
twenty-two members of the Remove—
practically half—had been against him all
the time. And now a good many of the
fellows who had voted for him were joinin
in with the others. As Nipper had said,
being skipper was not all honey. .

‘“ All right!” shouted Chambers. “If the
fellows want to J)ay their taxes voluntarily,
all well and good. I agreel”

“Well, well!” murmured Travers, with a
sigh,

Chambers had climbed down eompletely.
He had agreed to adopt the very methods
that he—'Travers—had advised.

And, then and there, a vote was taken.

It was agreed by the Remove that they
should give the Income Tax scheme a trial.
It was further agreed that directly after
lessons everybody would go to the offices of
the Remove treasury—in other words, Study
H—and pay the penny in the shilling tax
on their week’s pocket-money. ,

So Cuthbert Chambers had his way—but it
was a hollow sort of wvictory.

"@T
fi/

It was a minute after nine, and Mr
Crowell, who demanded punctualit in
others, hated being unpunctual hil:::me',l?.r As
a general rule, he str into his Form-room
exactly as the clocly was striking—and woe-
betide any junior wKo was not in his place!

Mr. Crowell came to an abrupt halt, just
after he had enfered the doorway.

CHAPTER 8.
Late Ior Lessons !

Rl_hCROWELL entered
e
room, in the School
House, in rather a

hurry.

“Good gracious!” he ejaculated in amaze-
ment.

The Form-room was empty !

Just for a moment Mr. Crowell stood

stock still, unable to believe the evidence of
of his own eyes. He adjusted his glasses, and
stared round the room in a bewildercd way.
There wasn’t a soul there. The windows
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were half-open, and the morning sunshine
was streaming through; the silence of the
place was almost uncanny, A kind of drone
Lsounded from next door, where the Fourth
| Was preparing for work, and from further
away o regular din could be head. No doubt
the Third was enjoying itself. Mr. Sun-
cliffe had failed to turn up, and the Third

“This—this is extraordinary!” said Mr.
Crowell, frowning.

He glanced at the clock. Two minutes
| after nine. 'There could be no mistake about
[it. The Remove should be here. But the
"Remove waen’t here!

. How was Mr. Crowell to know that the
Remove was still in the small lecture hall in
 the Ancient House? How was Mr. Crowell

’wus making hay while the sun shone,

[to know that Vivian Travers, in a spirit of

 mischief, had altered the clock?

The Remove was perfectly happy. It was
still twelve minutes to nine, according to
their reckoning, and so there was plenty of
time before lessons, Nobody ever dreamed
of wandering towards the School House until
[ five to nine, anyhow. And there had been
so much din at the Remove meeting that
nobody had heard the bell; and certainly
| nobody had taken any notice of the school
clock, when 1t chimed out the hour.

Mr. Crowell went out into the big
corridor again, and looked up and down.
Everything was quiet. He went to the main
»door and stared out across the Triangle.
-There wasn’t a soul in sight, Then a prefect
came out of the Ilast House and went
diagonally acrgss to the Ancient House,
whistling cheerily.

b But there was no sign of any Remaovite.

. “Upon my word!” ejaculated Mr. Crowell
blankly. “What on earth can it mean?
Where are they? What has become of the
Form 1”
 He was more bewildered than ever. Was
it possible that the Remove had gone off
somewhere, ignoring lessons altogether?
L What other explanation could there be?
Just then a crowd of juniors came out of
l the Ancient House, laughing and shouting.

Remove Form-:

To all appearances they had no idea of the

time., They weren’t hurrying, and they

were not in any way flurried.

“Boys!”’ thundered Mr. Crowell, from the
of the School House steps.

veral faces were turned in his direction.
And at the same time some of the juniors
no doubt caught sight of the school clock,
far above Mr. Crowell’s head.

“Hi}”’ gasped Harry Gresham. ‘' Lock at
the time, you chaps! It’s nearly fen past
nine }”’

"Wh&t!"

“Good gad!”

“We're late!” said Nipper in alarm. “I
 say, you chaps! Come on—Mr. Crowell will
be in a fine old stew!”

. “But—-but the clock the
halt—" _

“Tt’s slow!” interrupted Nipper briskly,
“JIt’s a wonder we didn't hear the bell! Wag
shall probably get extra-lesson for this—and
it’s_a half-holiday, too!”

to

in lecture
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There were many shouts of alarm, and the
rest of the Remove, as it came out, caught
the fever. In less than ten seconds, every-
body was rushing towards the School House,
pell-mell,

In the meantime, Mr. Crowecll had gone
into the Form-room, and lhe was standing
at his desk, his face grim and stern. Helter-
skelter, the Remove piled into the class-room,
and all the fellows went to their places. Not
uniil the last one was in, and the door closed,
did Mr, Crowell speak.

“Well, and what is the meaning of this?”
he demanded, his voice cold and stern.

“We didu’t know the time, sir!” said
Handforth, who was always ready to give a
reply, “We've been in the lecture hall,
holding a mecting, and the clock must have
been wrong. ™

“Who called this
Crowell,

“Chambers!” answered the Remove in one
solid voice,

“Chambers, stand up!” said Mr. Crowell
curtly,

Chambers stood up,

“Did you call this meeting, Chambers 7"
demanded the Jorm-master,

“¥Yes, sir.”

“I am aware that vou are the new captain
of the Form, Chambers, but I must express
great surprisc that you should have been so
rash as to call a meeting between breakfast
and lessons!” scaid Mr. Crowell tartly., “You
know very well that the time is limited.”

“ But—but "

“Form mecetings should not be called at
such an unreasonable period of the day!”
snapped Mr. Crowell. “You are captain,
Chambers, and thercfore you are responsible
for this fiasco.”

“lﬁut-but we didn’t hear the bell, sir

“That 1is

meeting ?” asked Mr,

no excuse!" rapped out Mr.

C'rowell., “Chambcrs, you will write me two
hundred lines. Now we will get to work,
please!”

The Remove was very relieved.

The punishment had fallen upon Chambers,
and nobody else cared. They had all been
afraid that thecy would share in the punish-
ment.

“Here, T say!"” protested Chambers indig-
nantly. “Why drop on me, sir ?”

“8it down, Chambers!”

“Yes, but 1t's not fair, sir!” protested the
ex-I'ifth-Former. “I'm no more to blame
than any of the others. They made the same
mistake as I did!”

“I do not iuntend to argue with you,
Chambers!™ said Mr, Crowell sternly, “ You
called this megting, and therefore you aro
responsible for the Form’'s lateness. You will
write me two hundred lines.”

“Well, I don’t see why I should!” said
(Chambers truculently,

Mr. Crowell's glance became steely,

“Chambers! How dare you question my
authority "' he demanded. *“You need not
think that becauze you arc older and bigger
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than the other boys that you can address me
with such insolence.”

“You scem to forget that I'm Torm cap-
tain, sir!"” retorted Chambers pompously.

“That will do!”

“It may do for you, but it won't do for
me, sir!” said Chambers, “I can’t write those
lines, because there's a match on this after-
nootn—-—"

“Silence!” thundered the Form-master. I
shall increase your imposition to three hun-
dred lines, Chambers!"”

“Here, I say!” gasped
Chambers. “ DBut—but—-"

“And 1if you say another word I will in-
crease your imposition to five hundred!”
snapped Mr, Crowell. "“8it down, sir!”

And Cuthbert Chambers, shrinking rather
like a pricked bladder, sat down in his seat.
He considered himself to be a fellow of tre-
mendous importance—but, unhappily, Mr.
Crowell did not share this opinion.

the startled

CHAPTER 9.
““Packs Up"™!

rest of the

Chambers
was in a fine old .
stew, and it was
rather lucky for him
that he did not receive further punishment.
More than once Mr. Crowell was on the point
of increasing that impot.

When lessons were over, Chambers was still
looking black and truculent,

“I'm hanged if I'll write those rotten
lines!” hLe said, as he went into the Ancient
House. *“Who does Crowell think he is,
anyway ? And what does he mean by giving
lines to me! Me—the Form captain!”

“Being Iorm captain, dear old fellow,
does not make vou a rajah or a king,” said
Travers drylv. “And you must always re-
member that a Form captain, in the eves of
a master, is very much the same as any other
fellow.” -

Chambers only grunted, but he turned
fiercely on Travers when the latter followed
him right up to Study H, in the Remove
passage,

“Well, what's
Chambers coldly,
me about for ?”

“Sorry, but I didn't know that I was doing
anvthing like that,” replied Travers mildly.
“This is my study as well as yours, Cham-
bors. Have I vour official sanction to walk
in Y

“Don’t be funny!” said Chambers sourly.

They went into the study, and Chambers
slammed the door. For a moment or two,
Vivian Travers stood looking at him, tle

contempt obvious in his gaze,
“I had nearly made up my mind to have

nothing more to do with you, Chambers,”
he said at length. *“But, by Samson, you're

Travers

OR the

morning

the i1dea?” demanded

“What are you shadowing

LY
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making such an unholy hash of things that
I feel compelled to give you a tip or two.”

“I don’t want your confounded tips!”
roared Chambers.

“T don’t suppose you do—a lesson in
wanners would be more to your mark,”
nodded Travers. ‘‘But, the fact is, I want
to ask vou about the eleven for the House
match this afternoon.”

*“Oh, you needn’t worry—I'm putting you
in the tecam!” said Chambers.

“Thanks most frightfully, but what about
the others?”

“T've got the list ready!” said Chambers,
taking a piece of paper out of his pocket.
“I made 1t out during lessons. We're play-
ing the FFourth this afternoon, and everygody
knows that the FFourth i1s a wash-out. They
can’'t put a team on the field for love or
money.”

“Yes, 1 rather think we shall give them
a good drubbing,” agreed Travers, as he took

the paper. *“ With fellows like Gresham and
Nipper— Eh? Why, what—— For the

love of Samson!” he added, looking up.

“This is a joke, I suppose ?”

“It’'s not a joke!”

“But this isn’t the team, is it 7"

“Yes, it 1s!”

“Then, dear old fellow, I retract what I
just  said!” replied Travers, “It is the
FFourth who will give us a good drubbing!”

*“How do you make that out 7"’

“It doesn’t need any making out!” re-
torted Travers. “With a team like this,
you couldn’t beat the fags, Chambers!"”

“You silly fool—"

“Look at it!” went on Travers scathingly.
¢ Just listen to this choice selection of names:
Chambers, Travers, Goroe-Pearce, Gulliver,
Dell, Hubbard, Long, Owen major, Daoyle,
Canham, D¢ Valerie. Hang it, man, there’s
enly one player in the team!”

“Myself, eh ?” nodded Chambers.

“No, confound your swank!” roared
Travers, exasperated out of his usual calm-
ness. “I'm talking about a fellow named
Vivian Travers. o, don’t stare! Pm not
hoasting. I'm not blowing my own trumpet.
But, whatever else I can't do, I know that
I can play a decent game of cricket. But
the others! Ye gods and little fishes! There

aren't any others!”

“What about me?"” shouted Chambers,

“You!” repeated Travers with derision.
“Youw're no cricketer, Chambers. And as
for Gore-Pearce and Gulliver and Hubbard
and Doyle and that lot—why, it’s 1mpossiblc!
De Valerio isn’'t bad, perhaps, but he’s been
very much off form this term. You can’t
sorionsly mean to tell me that you're going
to play this team ?”

“It's my selection, and- I'm not going to
alter it!” said Chambers hotly., “It’s like
vour beastlv nerve to tell me that I can’t
play  erieket! Didn't I save the Yexford
mateh on Wednesday 77

Travers sighed.

“"You're about the only fellow in the whole
school, Chambers, who doesn’t know that
your performance was a finke!” he said, with
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 cruel candour. “I tell you you can’t play this
tcam! Where are your bowlers? \What
about Gresham ? Why isn’t Gresham’s name
down 7"

“Because I don’t want him!”

“You don’t want him!” eccheoed Travers in
amazement, ** What about the school? The
school wants him, doesn’t it? \Who do you
think you are, Chambers? A Form captain
must select his team in the best interests of
the school. He can’t pander to his own likes
and dishikes! Or at least, if he does, ho
soon finds himself in trouble.”

“Look here, I'm fed up with vour rotten
criticisms!” roared Chambers. “l'or two
pins I’ll cut you out of the team!”

“Do so, by all means!” retorted 'I'ravers.
“I'wouldn’t play in that collection of freaks!
You ought to have Gresham down; he's the
son of a famous England cricketer—a man
who has played in the Test Matches against
Australia! And you leave Gresham out be
cause of your infernal prejudices!”

“I'm just about tired of hearing

“Then you'll get more tired!” snorted
Travers. **What about Nipper? And Full-
wood ? And Handforth? They're all good
players—all strong men in the Junior Eleven.
Why on earth have you dropped them all?”

“Because I choosc to!”

"

“Because they all belong to Nipper's
crowd!” said Travers coldly. “It's just
maliciousness on your part, Chambers.

Every cricketer of any good in the Removo
belongs to Nipper’s set, and so you're keep-
ing them all out of the team. You're favour-
ing your own rotten pals. You're not a
skipper at all—you’re an arrant fool!”

“Get out of this study!” hooted Chambers.

“I'll get out when I like!” said Travers
quietly. ‘““As I told you before, it's my study
as well as yours, Chambers. As for your
captaincy, 1 wash my hands of it.”

“Your hands need washing!”
Chambers,

“That's a cheap kind of joke—and juss
about your mark!” said Travers, nodding,
“You can do as you like from this minute
onwards. I won’t interfere. But don't conio
to me asking for advice!”

And Vivian Travers, thoroughly fed up,
opened the door, and walked out of the
study.

snectod

e ———

CHAPTER 10,
Trouble With the Taxes !

N the passage, Travers
found a large number
of Removites. They
were standing about
in groups, talking

excitedly, and from various quarters came

the chink of money. )
“What's it all about?” inquired Travers.
“Getting ready to pay the tax, of .course,”
said Handforth, glancing round at him,

1

“But there's going to be trouble, unless I'n
mistaken |” £
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Travers nodded. During the last three or
four seconds he had completely recovered
himself, Onee out'of Chambers’
his wswal coolness and composure had re-
turncd. In a way, Travers was feeling re-
lieved, He was glad to be disassociated
with the conccited, swell-headed cx-senior.

“It doesn’t scem fair to me!” Duncan was
saving. “YWhy should I pay sevenpence-
halfpenny tax, and Hubbard only twopence-
halfpenny 7"

“It’s easy enough,” smiled Nipper, “You
get  seven-and-six a weck pocket-money,
don’t you, Duncan?”

“XYes"

“Well, Hubbard only gets half a crown.
The tax is a penny in the shilling!”

“There's no neced for you to grumble,
Duncan,” said Cecil De Valerie. “I'm pay-
ing one-and-cightpence tax.”

“Lucky beggar!” put in Tommy Watson,
“You must get a quid pocket-money !”

“What about Archie?” said De Valerie.
“What about Gore-Pearce and Fullwood?
Archie is generally going round with fivers.
He'll have to pay three or four shillings tax,
1 expecet.”

“And never get a penny benefit out of
it ! said Brent. bluntly. *“If you ask mnc.
the whole scheme 13 a rotten one. It's an
ituposttion. The rich fellows are contribut-
ing towards all the others!”

“That was my argument from the very
first ! ‘satd Handforth grufily. *“But we've
promised to give it a trial, so we'd betler
go ahead.”

But Brent wasn't satisfied. He shared
Study E with Archie Grenthorne, and, in
a way. he _felt that it was his duty to look
after Archie.

“Let's take our study, for example,” he
said. “I get ten bob a week pocket-money.
Very well. I contribute tenpence to the
Treasury. DBut Archie, eccording to this
arrangement, will eontribute four or five
bob. Do you think he'll ever go to the
Treasury and borrow monev "

“But he'll have the right to do so

“That's nothing!” argued Brent. “ You
know jollv well that he'll never go. And
so he’ll pay up, week after week, throughout
the term.”

“Why worey?” said Nipper. “You can
take it from me., my sons., that this income
tax business won't go on for long. There’ll
only be an unholy fuss if there’s any altera-
tion now. Let's carry on with it."”

Aund most of the others agreed.

For the next half hour Chambers was kept
sao busy that he bhad no time to give any
thought to Travers' criticism of the team,
The finance committee was on duty, too,
accepting the taxes.

There was a good deal of evasion. A gool
many of the fellows declared that they only
received half a erown a week pocket-money,
and they paid over their twopence-half-
pennies; yet the rest knew that some of
these fellows received as much as ten
shillings. But it couldn’'t be helped. Evon
(‘hatmbers was beginning to realise that this

presence, |
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tax business was all very well in theory, but
very difficult in practice.

Just before the bell rang for the midday
meal, all thoughts of the tax were cast to
the winds. Chambers had come along, and
had posted wup the list of players for the
match against the Fourth,

Everybody had been waiting impaticently
for it, and there had been lots of grumbles.
Ic was like Chambers’ nerve to leave it until
the last minute like this. And now that the
list was on view, a wave of indignation
swept through the Remove.

“My only sainted aunt!” gasped Harry
Gresham, as he cast his eye over the notice.
“What's this? Chambers is having a joke,
isn't he?”

“So it seems!” said Nipper, with a grim
smile. “'This 1s a team of rank duffers!”

Even Travers was cut out of the eleven
now. Scott, of the West House, Lad been
put in his place.

“What arc we going to do about it?”
asked Fullwood angrily. ““We can't let this
stand, Nipper! You're not in the tecam—
I''m not in it—Handforth isn’t in it! And
what about Gresham? And Reggie Pitt?
Chambers must be absolutelv off his rocker!
Reggie is the leader of the West House
juniors, and he isn’t even given a place!”

“Favouritism, old man,” said Russcll.
“Chambers 1s playing all his own pals. A
fat lot he cares about the good name of
the House—or of the Form!”

There was a proper row going on all round.

This game was really more than a House
match, for it was two Houses playing against
the other two. Both the Remove and the
Fourth were divided up, so to speak. The
Remove lived in the Ancient House and the
West House, and the Fourth boarded in the
Modern House and the East House.

It was well known that the Fourth was
rather weak in sports.  Such fellows as
Buster Boots, Bob Christine, Lawrence, Old-
field and Clapson werc pretty good, but
there was a great shortage of brilliance
amongst the others.

However, if Chambers put this farcical
side into the field, the Fourth-Formers would
literally wipe him up. Awnd vet Chambers
couldn't see it! In his insufferable egotism,
he really believed that he and his special
friends would be able to give a good show.

And the Remove, in general, went off the
decp end!

—

CHAPTER 11.
In the Neck!

) (g ANDFORTH
] to fight Chambers
then and there.
“We're not going
to stand this, arc
“By George!

wanted

§

we?” he demanded fiercely,
I never saw such a list of duffers in all my

life! Chambers can't be serious—he can't
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mean it! It’s—it’s simply outrageous!”

“Don’t get excited, Handy!” said Nipper,
with a chuckle.

“1'll get as excited
Handforth.

“All 11ght, then—go ahead!”

“ And you ought to get excited, too!” went
on Handforth accusingly. ** What's become
of your spirit, Nipper? Why don’t you go
to Chambers and tell him that he’s mad!”

“Because Chambers is captain, and it is
the Form ecaptain’s duty to select his own
tcam, and to stick to his decisions,” replied
Nipper. “Chambers has got out this list,
and he'll be responsible if the Remove come
a cropper. I don't see any reason why 1
shoutd interfere. When I was skipper, 1
got it in the neck pretty often if things
didn’t go quite right. Now it’s Chambers’

as 1 like!” roared

turn.”
Nipper spoke with a certain amount of
relish,  Certainly he saw no reason to in-

torferc.
that if Chambers was given enough rope he
would ultimately hang himself, so to speak,
and at the rate he was going now, he would
not last very long.

“Well, if you’re not going to speak to
him, I amn!” said Handforth fiercely. *“The
man must be mad! This isn’t a team at
all—it's a joke!” :

“Yes, but Nipper’s right!” said Fullwood,
after he had considered the matter. “Why
not look at the humorous side of the affair?
This match ought to be pretty funny!”

“It will be funny!” 'said Travers confi-
dently. :
“ And what about the Remove ?” demanded

Handforth sternly. “ What about the honour
of the Form? Are you fellows going to

stand by and see Chambers drag the Form’s |

honour in the dust?”

‘““Chambers was elected by the Form, and
now the Form will have to stick him|” said

Fullwood. *“Personally, I’ve got no sym-
pathy with the Remove. They asked for
trouble in electing Chambers instead of

Nipper, and when they get it they don’t
like it."”

“Its’ just the same in Parliament, dear
old boy,” remarked Tregellis-West. ‘A
man is clected, and when he gets to West-
minster he forgets all his promises, and lets
the constituency down. I rather think that
Chambers is letting the Remove down.”

“But why?’ demanded  Handforth.
“Where’s the need of it? 1 call upon you
fellows to take action! That’s the word—
action! Let’s depose Chambers,
another skipper!"’

“Hear, hear!”

“(Good old Handy!”

“We’'ve had enough of Chambers!”

There were a numbers of excited shouts,
but most of the Remove fellows shook their
heads, and remained calm.

“We’'ll give him a week, anyhow,”” said
Gresham.

and elect

Privately he was of the opinion |
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. ‘“And, in the meantime, he’s doing his best
to run the sports!” snorted Handforth.

““This is the result of electing a fool!”
“What’s that ?”

Cuthbert Chambers himself came striding
into the lobby, and a number of his sup-
porters gave him a hearty cheor, although
that cheer was drowned, to an.extent, by
the groans that arose from the rest.

““Were you talking about me, Handforth ?”’
demanded Chambers harshly,

“Yes, I was!” thundered Handforth.
““What do you mean by posting up a selection
of duds like this?”’

“T'm the Form captain, and I'll do as I
like!” retorted Chambers. ‘‘You can mind
your own business, Handforth!”

“Why, you—you——"

““ And understand this!’’ shouted Chambers,
thrusting his head forward. ‘I won’t stand
any criticism from you, or anybody else!”

“Won’t you!” yelled Handforth, ‘‘Then
perhaps you’ll stand a punch of the nose
from me1”’

“If you touch me, I'll show you who’s boss
in this Form!”’ said Chambers hotly. ‘*You'd
better be careful, Handforth! You’d better
think before you act. I’m not the kind of
fellow to be provoked!”

““Put up your hands!”

“I won’t do anything of the sort!’® said
Chambers curtly. ‘"It’s beneath the dignity
of a Form captain to fight with one of the
rabble I”’

‘““Are you
Handforth.

“Yes, I am!”’

“I—I'11—Tl ”

“You’ll do nothing!"’ interrupted Chambers
sourly.

And he really thought that Handforth was
helpless. They were in the lobby, and a
prefect might be coming through at any
| moment—even a master. Chambers felt per-
fectly secure. There were a large number of
 his own supporters there, too, and this added
to his feeling of safety.

But Edward Oswald Handforth had always
been reckless. He was reckless now.
Crash ! '

His famous right swung round and caught
Cuthbert Chambers on the nose with terrific
‘effect, Chambers hadn’t been expecting it;
he had believed it impossible that Handforth
would actually strike him.

But he realised it now.

He staggered back, “fell into the arms
of two or three other juniors, tripped, and
then sat down with a jarring thud.

“Get up!’ thundered Handforth.
'up, and let me knock you down again!”’
““Ha, ha, ha!"’

“Go it, Handy!”

“Give him beans!” _

L “Pm going to fight him!” yelled Hand-

rabble?”” hooted

calling me

“Get

forth. ‘‘CGet up, vou cad! That tap was
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Archie’s jacket was seized, pulled over his head and torn in halves.

Then, as he twirled round,

a boot was placed firmly on the seat ol his elegant trousers, and a sudden force was applied. The
unhappy Archle shot through the open doorway like a stone from a catapuit.

only just a sample!
with you, vou’ll look like sausage-meat! And
when I've knocked you clean out, I'll be
captain!"’

“On him, you chaps!” sang out Hubbard
excitedly. ‘‘Grab him!”

A number of Chambers’ supporters pre-
pared to seize Handforth; and Fullwood and

wreshamt and a pgood many others were
equally prepared to prevent Handforth's
seizure. In fact, there were the makings

‘here of a good old free fight.

Fortunately, a sudden cry came from the
Remove passage.

“Cave!”

It 'was enough. There was a rush, and
most of the fellows dispersed. Two prefects
came into the lobby, and they looked about
them suspiciously, But they only saw
(hambers dabbing his nose—which was bleed-
ing--and breathing hard, They passed on,
deciding that it would be wiser to make no
inquiries,

And a minute later the bell rang, and so
the crisis passed. But Chambers did not
forget. He, the Form captain, had been
knocked down in public! He knew that
drastic measures would be necessary to wipe
out that deed!

By the time I've finished |

CHAPTER 12.

Something Like Cricket—
But Not Much !

OIHN DBUSTERFKFIELD
BOOTS chuckled
joyously,

“Well, we're going

_ to whack the Remove

to-day!” he declared. *‘It’ll be our first win

this term!”’ ‘
“Well, you needn't crow!” grunted Bob
Christine. ‘“There'll be no honour in’ meet-

ing Chambers” Eleven. Nearly ewr}fbodi in
the Remove looks upon the game as a joke."

The Fourth Form ericketers were on Little
Side. ' The sun was shining brightly nosw, and
although the ground was a trifle damp after
the morning’'s rain the conditions were perfect
for good cricket. The wicket would be rather
difficult, perhaps, but that would make the
game all the more interesting.

While Boots & Co. were discussing their
own point of view, Chambers and his men
were just emerging from the pavilion, all
of them looking resplendent and business-like
in their white flannels, Indeed, to look at,
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there was nothing much wrong with
Chambers' team. They appeared to be quite
eflicient. But appearances are sometimes
deceptive.

“1t won’t be much of a game!’ Chambers
was saying. ‘‘These Fourth-Formers are no
good. We shall easily be able to wipe them
up !”’

p“1 shouldn’t be so sure!” said De Valerie,
who was about the only decent cricketer in
the Remove Eleven. ‘‘Over-confidence,
Chambers, is worse than inability.”

“Pon’t be an idiot!’ retorted Chambers.
“The Fourth hasn’t won a game this season.”

But De Valerie stuck to his opinion, and
he was beginning to have doubts as to
whether he was wise in remaining in the
tcam. He felt conspicuous, He had half a
mind to resign, and to “*chuck up ’’ Chambers
altogether, The conceited skipper was begin-
ning to get on his nerves,

A good many spectators had collected
round the ground, and they were watching
with interest.

“The wicket isn’t dry yet,”’ remarked
Gresham, as he strolled up to a group which
included Nipper and IFullwood and Reggie
Pitt and Archie Glenthorne. “I’ve just in-
spected it, and I’m feeling wild.”

“Decause you’re not playing, eh?” said
Nipner,

“Yes!” grunted Gresham.
wicket.”’

“We all have our idiosyncrasies,”” smiled
Fullwood.  ‘ Personally, there's nothing I
hate worse than a tricky wicket. If Chambers
wins the toss, he ought to put Boots & Co.
in first.”

“Of course he ought—but he won’t,” said
Nipper.

And Chambers didn’t,

The Remove captain won the toss and, as
most of the fellows had expected, he decided
to bat first.
~went out into the field.

‘“This" is where we make the joke really
funny !’ said Bob Christine. ‘‘On this wicket
}:Ifie ;t:ucwlers will be able to do exactly as they
ike.”

“But we mustn’t be too jolly sure of our-
selves!”” warned Talmadge. ‘“Most of the
Remove team are duds, but De Valerie isn’t
so bad, and I believe that Doyle and Scott
can play a bit. They’ll be on their mettle,
and iff they happen to make a stand, we shall
look silly !’

“Good man!”’ said Boots. “We'll go mto
this as though we were playing the regular
eleven. Let Chambers be as over-confident
as he likes. We don™ want to copy him.”

And so, when the match started, the Fourth
was “on its toes.”” They instinctively felt
that the game was in their hands, but in
cricket—as in everything else—it was unsafe
to connt their chickens before they were
hatched.

Chambers came out with Gore-Pearce to
open the innings. They looked very im-
portant and imposing in their leg-pads, and

“I like a tricky

Boots & Co. grinned happily and |
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with their bats tucked under their arms,
Any chance stranger could never have guessed
| that these two were the biggest duffers who
had ever played in a Form match.

A cheer went up—largely of derision But
it was a genuine cheer from Chambers’ own
| clique. The rest of the Remove clapped and
shouted with tremendous vigour—so much
vigour that the falseness of it was apparent.
At least, it was apparent to anybody with
sense. Chambers was idiot enough to believe
that it was a genuine ovation.

“You see?’ he murmured, glancing at
Gore-Pearce.  ““There aren’t many fellows
| who are against me. The bulk of em have

 confidence.”

“I wonder ?”” said Gore-Pearce sceptically.

“What the deuce——"’

But Chambers broke off. They had arrived
at the wicket, and he did not want to enter
mmto an argument in the hearing of the
Fourth-Formers,

“Ready " sarig out Boots, “We'd better
start strictly on time, Chambers! You fellows
are going to give us a lot of leather-hunting,
aren’'t youi’’

“Ha, ha, ha!”” roared the Fourth-Formers.

Chambers scowled.

“We'll keep you silly Fourth-Formers in
the field all the afternoon!” he declared.
“You'll be lucky if you get us out by tca-
time!”’

“(Cricket’s an uncertain game,” said Boots,
shaking his head,

“Not this time!” murmured Clapson.

Boots opened the bowling. His first ball
was of bad length, and it went wide. Cham-
bers hit out confidently, and neatly returned
the leather into the bowler's hand.

Click !

Boots grinned, and lightly tossed the ball
into the air,

“How’s that ?"” he asked blandly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

A perfect yell went up, and Chambers stood
stock still, staring.

“What’s the cackling about?’ he de-
manded, in a blank voice. “What are you
messing about for, Boots?”

“My dear chap, you’re out!” said the um-
pire gently.

“Qut!” gasped Chambers. *“But—but—-
Oh, you mean that Boots caught the ball?
I—I didn’t understand—— I mean——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor chap!”’ sighed Bob Christine. ‘“He
knows so much about ericket that he has at
last grasped the fact that it’s not the general
practice to return the ball to the bowler—
at least, not in that way!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Chambers, very red in the face, walked
back to the pavilion. He had made a hope-
less mess of his innings, and he was mad-
dened by the thought that he had only made
things worse by his obtuseness. He couldn’t
possibly understand why he had failed to

realise that he had been caught out. But
' his dismissal had eoma sn snddenly and so
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uncxpectedly that he hadn’t been ready for
it,

Gulliver came out to take his place. Bat
Gulliver soon went back!

—_— o —

CHAPTER 13.
Playing the Game !
ULLIVER only lasted

for three minutes,
and during this time,
much to the amazc-
ment of the specta-
tors, he scored a single. Nobody knew how
he did it. He didn't even know himself.

Poots hadn't got his length yet, and a
rather loose ball came down and Gulliver
swiped blindly.

“Run'” howled Gore-Pearce.

They ran, and the first run of the match
was scored. Then Core-Pearce faced the
bowling, and his middle stump was neatly
sent somersaulting over the turf.

“Jolly good!" =aid Handforth sarcastically.
“One for two! At this rate, they’ll score at
least. half-a-dozen runs between 'em!"’

“Why wait?’ asked Church. “It's only
painful to watch.”

“ Just what I was thinking,” said Fullwood,
“Tt's a lovely afternoon, and we might as
well spend it on the river.”

““ And there are some special ice-creams in
the village, too,” said McClure thoughtfully.
““Hallo! De Valerie's coming in now!”’ he
added, with intcrest. “Val ought to be
pretty good.”’

“I'm ashamed of him!” said Handforth
sternly, I gave De Valerie credit for more
sense! He ought to know better than to

“He won't stick with them for long," said
Nipper confidently.

Cecil de Valerie was a decent fellow 1n most
ways, but he was inclined to be crratic. Tven
now he was seriously considering the pros-
peet of withdrawing his support from Cf_lam
bers. Dut, first of all, he would show Nipper
that his ericket wasn't half so bad as he—
Nipper —had imagined.

De Valerie hadn’'t had much chance this
season, and he had really decided to play in
this game so that he could exhibit lus prowess
to all and sundry.

And, in a measure, he succecded.

He started off by knocking DBoots to the
boundary. It was a recally good hit, for the
ball had been a difficult one, The spectators
began to take some real intercst.

The rest of the over was non-produclive of

runs, and then Bob (.‘-hrist_?np'mmo on to
bowl at the other end. QGulliver made »a
dreadful hash of things, and was clean

howled second ball.
Then the Remove got a long laugh.

Four more members of Chambers' teamns
went in and came out in succession.  Ilol
(Christine not onlv achieved the hat-irick, but
he did better. Not that there was mucel
credit in it.,  As long as he delivered a true
ba!l, the result was incyitable.

Hubbard, Long, Owen major and DBeli
were all vietims. And the unfortunate e
Valerie was obliged to hang about at the
other end, an crubarrassed witness to thesc
disastors,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cricket as it should
grinned Reggie Ditt,

“T wonder if Chambers is feeling pleased 7
murmured Travers, “Do vou know, decar
old fellows, T have half an 1dea thal he is
upset.,”

Chambers, as a matter of faet, was dumb

not be played!™

- 0 - i N ] i # " ad (]
associate himself with Chambers’ crowd!™ | with the shock of it. He had been so full
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of bluff and egotism that he had taken it
for granted that cricket was child’s play,
He had always held that the brilliant players
were just favourites. Anybody could do
the same as they., But another of Chambers’
little illusions was being dissipated.

De Valerie got the bowling again, and
from the last ball of the over he managed to
score a single. This made him face Boots
for the next over, and he took full advantage
of the opportunity.

In that over he scored ten off his own bat,
thus helping to reduce the utter ignominy of
the Remove innings, and later Scott, of the
West House, helped him. Scott managed to
score six, and he was the last man in. He
succumbed in the end, giving an easy caich
to first slip. De Valerie carried his bat out
with eightcen runs to his credit.

The Remove had scored 27 all told, and the
Fourth Formers had a vague idea that they
would be able to beat this total. Chuckles
were sounding from every part of Little
Side as the Removites came off. The innings
had lasted exactly twenty-two “minutes.

“Well, we might as well go now,” said
Nipper. “Let’s enjoy ourselves for the rest
of the alternoon.”

“Yes, there’'ll be nothing else to see,”
agreed Fullwood. “Boots and Christine will
knock up the necessary runs in about a
quarter of an hour, and the match will be
over.”’

He was right.

Chambers led his men out into the field as
bravely as he could; but he was painfully
aware of the fact that he was a figure of
ridicule. He and all his men were looked
upon as clowns, When it was too late, Cham-
bers regretted his folly.

As skipper, it had been his plain duty to
play the best men available. And he had
played the worst!
would be a big row afterwards, He remem-
bered how the Remove had piled on Nipper
for even the slightest errors of judgment.
So what would the Remove do to him?

Yei Chambers remained crazily stubborn.

He swore that he would never admit that
he had made a blunder. If the Remove
grumbled, he would ignore them. He was
captain, and his word was law! The Form
could go and cat coke!

In this mood, Chambers arranged his field.
He arranged it atrociously. He and De
Valerie were the first bowlers—Chambers
himself opening the attack. The result was
funny,

Chambers couldn’t bowl for nuts, and Bob
Christine, who was batting, spent most of
his time in dodging the balls, Sometimes
they went a vard wide, and at other times
they came for his head. The spectators
howled with merriment, and Chambers got
worse and worse, as he became flustered.

Christine knocked three boundaries, in that
first over, and when De Valerie chme on,
Boots calmly won the mateh straight off by
Litting four successive boundaries in brilliant
siyle, As he afterwards said, there was

He was afraid that there |}
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really nothing in it. De Valerie was a fair
bat, but he was a rotten bowler.

“Well, that’s that!”’ said Boots blandly.

He hadn’t run once, and neither had Churis-
time. It was the most farcical match that
had ever been played on the Junior ground.
Boots, who loved cricket, felt that it wasn't
good enough,

“You've had all the luck!” said Chambers

gruffly.

‘““Ahem! Perhaps so—and perhaps not!”
said Boots. “But what about a real game,
Chambers ? If you like, I'm willing to wash

out this fiasco.”

““What do you mean ?”

“Well, there’s still most of the afternoon
left,”’ replied Boots sportingly. “I’'m agrce-
able to ignoring this last h&ﬁ-hour altogether.
Supposing you select a real team, Chambers?
Then we’ll start the match proper.”’

Chambers flushed.

“That’s not a bad i1dea!” he said grudg-
ingly. “Of course, some of my men were a
bit off colour—"

“Why go into it? What about that real
game 7"’

“Yes!” said Chambers. *“I think I'll give
Gresham and Fullwood and those other chaps
a chance.”’

“If you're wise, you'll play the ordinary
Remove eleven,”” said Bob Christine bluntly.
“And don’t forget Nipper and Reggie Pitt.
| We're out here to play cricket, Chambers.
So far, we’ve been swindled!”

But the cream of the fiasco was to come.

For after Chambers had decided to draw
in his horns—like the weakling he was—
the Remove eleven was not to be found!
Nipper and Pitt and Gresham and the others
had got fed up with watching, for the result
of the match had been a forégone conclusion,
and they had left ihe schoo! premises.

Some were out cycling, some had gone to
t the river, and others were off for a ramble.
' At any rate, none of them could be found.

So Chambers was denied even the satis-
faction of making amends for his inexcusable
blunder. He had started his captaincy so
badly that the Remove, as a whole, found it
inpossible to be angry. The thing was too
Lsilly—too utterly ridiculous. It had become
laughable. -

And Boots & Co. consoled themselves by
getting up a scratch match of their own,
and, on the whole, they preferred this to the
ordeal of “standing * Cuthbert Chambers for
the remainder of the afternoon.

CHAPTER 14,
The Chopper !

OMETHING'S got to
be done!”
Handforth uttered
the words em-
hatically. He was

pacing up and down _g_)tudy D, and Church
and McClure were waiting near the doorway,
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It was tea-time, and the Remove had almost
ccased to laugh at the fiasco of the I'orm
match. There were many bitter feclings
against Cuthbert Charabers. Tor the joke
was onc which possessed a nasty sting. It
was not merely Chambers & Co. who
suffered, but the whole Remove. The Form
had been made ridiculous by this imitation
skipper,

“Yes, something’s got to he done!”
declared Handforth, coming to a halt, and
bringing his fist down on the table with
terrific force. *“It’s time for action!”

“Well, T was thinking the same thing
myself " remarked Churcﬁ. “And the first
‘thing to be done, in my opinion, is to get
some pastries and cakes.”

“Eh?" said Handforth, staring.

“And we might try some of %ﬂrs. Hake's
potted ham, too,” said Church. “Oh, ves!
And we shall need a loaf of bread and half
a pound of butter. There's practically
nothing in the cupboard, and——"

“Are you talking about grub?” roared
Handforth.

“Yes, of course.”

“Why, you—you— .

“It's tea-time, isn't it?"” asked Church.

“Tea-tunc!” thundered Handforth, ‘'Is
this an occasion to talk about tca? 1Is it a
time to discuss buns and pastries?”’

“Well, we've got to eat, old man,” mur-
mured McClure.

“We haven’t got to eat!” retorted Hand-
forgh furiously.. ““We've got to go round the
studics, urging the fellows to rise. That's
the word—rise! 'There's got to be. an insur-
rection of the Remove—and I'll lead it! If
Nipper 1s too jolly weak, then I'll show
cverybody that I'm strong! Chambers must
be shoved out of the captaincy this very
evening !”

Church and McClure sighed. They were
used to this sort of thing. Not that it really
did any good.

“We'll help you after tea, Handy,” said
Church patiently. *“But I'm afraid it's not
much good just yet. You know what the
fellows are. They won’t move an inch until
they've had tea.”

Handforth breathed hard.

“Perhaps you're right,” he said Dbitterly,
“By George, where’'s their enthusiasm?
Where's their loyalty? Grub comes before
pverything else with them! Chambers gives
them a whacking great feed, and they elect
him as captain! Instecad of being guided by
their brains, they're guided by their
tummies!”

“Well, we'll go to the tuck-shop and get
the things!"’ said McClure casually.

“All right—go!” said Handforth. **But I
don't want anv tea, Understand that! I
mulldn’t cat a thing now! It would choke
me !"”

Church and McClure had heard this before,
too. 1f ever Handforth was excited, he
alwayvs declared that food would choke him—
and then he would proceed to eat as much
as Church and McClure put together. Yet,

curiously enough, he bad ncver vyet been
choked.

[

\

“Well, why dou't you go:" he asked, aa
his chums still hung about.

“We're broke!” said McClure bluntly.

“Broke!” echoed Handforth, * DBroke on
Saturday evening !

“Well, you know what 1t was thus alter-
noon,”” said Church. “What with those ice-
cr(;lams,ﬁ,nd that new inner tube for my bike,
an

“You'd better go to the Remove treasuny
and get a loan{’’ said Handforth, with heavy
sarcasm. “Go to Chambers, and get fivo
bob at a penny in the shilling interest!”

He pulled out some money and handed it

over,
added. “I

“By George!” he wonder
what's become of all that tax moncy now?
I don’t trust Chambers—and I am jolly sure
that I don't trust his rotten comnuttee! 1
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expect they’ve blued all that tin!

But Church and MeClure were not inler-
ested. They bad got the money, and they
hurried off to the tuck-shop. As they turned
the corner of the Rewmove passage, a number
of faces appeared round the bend at the
other end. They were the faces of Gore-

{ Pearce, Gulliver, Bell, Hubbard, and Long.

“The coast is clear!” murmured Core-
Pearce tensely, ““Come on!”

They tip-tocd to the door of Study D and
listened for a moment, They could hear the
sound of Handforth pacing up and down.
Then with a sudden burst they iflung them-
selves into the study.

“On him!” yelled Gore-Pearce cxcitedly.

Handforth was taken at a disadvantage.
At the moment he had his back to the door,
and before he coull swing round, startled
by this unexpeeted intrusion, the cads were
on him. They elawed at him, tliey pulled
him down backwards, and he thudded to the
floor with terrific force,

“What the—— Why, you—you— Lemme
go‘" velled Handforth  furiously.  ** You
unpy  idiots! You—you——  Gug-gug-

gurrrrrh!”

He subsided, as one of the raiders sat on
his face. In the mecantimc Gore-Pearce aud
Bell were whipping some ropes round Hand-
forth’s wrists, He tried to put up a fight,
but it was 1mpossible. There were too many
for him.

If hg had not been taken at a dicadvantago
he would probably have fought these cads,
and would have scattered them all. But he
had been “downed " before he could cven
get his fists into working order.

Once his arms were bound, he was yanked
to his feet, and then propelled towards the
door., A mufller had been flung over his
face, and it covered his mouth, his nosc, and
his eyes. He could not even sce where ho
was going.

“Good!” panted Gulliver. “Now
got the rotter! Come on—let’s
Somebody might spot us!”

Handforth was whirled out of the study.
He was pushed up the passage, and, =
momient later, he was thrust throsgh a door-
way.

Slam |

we'vo
hurry |
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The door closed, and the muffler was torn
from Handforth’s face. As he had half-
expected, he found himself in Study H, and
Cuthbert Chambers wasd facing him.

There was a grim, triumphant look on the
captain’s face.

“Well, Handforth,” said Chambers harshly,
‘““this 1s where you get it in the neck! This
18 where the chopper descends?”

“What do you mean?” demanded Hand-
forth, white with fury. “What have you
brought mo here for? {Vhat’s the silly idea?”

“I'm going to punish you for
daring to strike me this morning!”’
said Chambers. “You thought I'd
forgotten it, eh? Well, I don’t for-
get things like that! You struck
our skipper, and you’re going to
ﬁmrn that it’s a dangerous thing to
defy me!l”

CHAPTER 15.

Archie Does
His Best !

A N DFORTH
laughed
loudly

“Bo it took
half a dozen
of you to get hold of me, eh? Is
that the way you show me your
asuthority, Chambers "

Chambers scowled.

“I don’t want any cheek!” he
snapped.

“Cheek !”” roared Handforth. “ Who
do you think you are? Do you hap-
pen to be a tin god, or what? Why,
you miserable idiot, if you touch me
the Form will chuck you out of the
captaincy within five mimutes! We
don’t stand this sort of thing in the
Remove !’

“Don’t you?” panted Chambers.
“We’ll see about that! I'm not
going to waste any time over you,
Hangfurthi This 18 going to be a
quick business! We’ll put you on
trial at once, and if you’re found
guilty you’ll receive your punishment
without delay.”

“Go ahead!” said Handforth
thickly. “I can’t do anything against
a crowd like this—with my fists tied!
But, by George, just you wait until
I’'m free!l”

Chambers turned to Gore-Pearce.

“State the case!’”” he said curtly.

“There are several witnesses here who can
prove that Handforth struck you forcibly on
the nose,” replied Claude Gore-Pearce. “The
incident happened in the lobby, socon after
morning lessons,”

“Call the witnesses!” ordered Chambers.

Gulliver and Bell and Teddy Long and
Hubbard grinned.

“Did you see this incident?” asked Gore-
Pearce.

“Yes,” answered the witnesses
voice,

In  one
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“Then your guilt is proved, Handforth,”
said Chambers, turning to the enraged leader
of Study D. “The judicial authority of the
Remove decrees that you shall be punished
accordingly.”

“Go and boil yourself!” said IHandforth,
with contempt.

“You had better understand at once that
the judicial authority of the Remove has
been formed in order to deal with all cases
of insubordination!” said Chambers. *“This

is its first trial. And I had better tell you,

| Handforth, that in every case wheie it is

| practicable the judicial authority will give
sentences that are approximately the same
as the offence.”

“In other words,” said Gore-Pearce,
“we’re going to make the punishment fit
the erime.”

“Dry up!” frowned Chambers. “Remems-
ber that I'm the president of this court.
Prisirziner,! you are sentenced to a black eye!l”

i i{_]t L] =

"By glory! TI'll show you whether I'm in

shouted Chambers, in a
“You punched me on

earnest or not!”
sudden burst of fury.
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the nose, didn’t you! Well, the sentence of
this court 1s that you shall be punched on
both eyes!”

“Try and do it
“Come on—set me free, and we'll have a
scrap! Then we'll see i1f you can punch my
eyes, you drivelling lunatic!”

"
!

jeered Handforth.

“I’'m not going to set you free!” replied
Chambers. “Hold him tightly, you
fellows 1" ;

All the ather Remeovites in the study seized

Chambers and his satellites spread themselves

all over Little Side, set down their deck chairs

or their rugs and cushions, and then lounged

at their ease, reading. Nipper and the other

ericketers looked on indignantly. Chambers

intended to ruin the cricket match—and he
was certainly doing it !

Handforth, and even the burly Edward
Oswald found it impossible to get free. His
struggles were useless.
for him—particularly when it is remembered
that his arms were bound.

“Now !” said Chambers savagely.

He had quickly pulled on some boxing
gloves, and he advanced towards the prisoner.

—

72

They were too many |
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“Great Scott!” gasped Handforth, staring.
“You're not going to punch me in the cyc—
when I’'m helpless like this?”

“I'm going to make the punishment fit
the erime!” replied Chambers harshly. In
his anger, he did not seem to realise the
extreme cowardliness of his ceticns,

Crash |

Without warning, Chumbers’ fist thudded
against Handforth’s left eye. And then,
while Handy was still staggering, Chambers
punched again—on Handforth’'s right cye,
Although the blows were lessened by the
padded boxing gloves, Handforth was dazoed
and dizzy. His head was reeling.

“Outside with him!” snapped Chambers.
“That’s enough! He’s had his gruel!”

The door was flung open, and Handforih
was bundled out. Then the door slammed,
and the key was turned in the lock.

Reeling, Handforth tottered down the
passage, and, as luck would have it, he 1un
right into Archie Glenthorne. Archie
adjusted his monocle, and locked at
him in wonder,
~ ““Good gad!” he ejaculated. **T'hat
18 to say, odds fixes and predica-
ments! I may be wrong, old tea-
cup, but there seems to have been a
spot of bother,”

“The cads—the
Handforth thickly.

“¥h? I mean—"’

"“Untie these strings, Archie!” sand
Handforth, breathing hard. * Thanks,
old man! It’s Chambers—Chambers
and his rotten gang! They bound me
like this, took me into their study,
and Chambers punched me in the eye
whilst the others held me!”

““Not absolutely 7"’ asked Archie,
in horror. ‘I mean to say, good
gad! They tied you up, and Cham-
bers punched you in the gcod old
optics ¥ It seems to me, laddie, that
something distinctly ought to be
accomplished !’

He produced a pocket-knife, cut
Handforth’s bonds; then he walked
to Study H, and rapped peremptorily
upoh the door.

“Who's that ?”
voice,

“ Absolutely I’” said Archie sternly.
““That is to say, I! Be good enough,
you foul blighters, to open thia
dashed door!”

The key was turned in the lock,
and' Archie strode in. He found
the judicial authority regarding him with
cold anger.

"Didg you call us ‘foul blighters’?®
demanded Chambers ominously.

“Yes, I absolutely did!” retorted Archie.
“T mean to say, it was a cowardly business ta
punch Handforth in the eye department! 1
take it, Chambers, that you are 'the dnfiex

hounds!” panted

came Chambers’

| who is directing the dashed operations?”
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“I awmn the president of
authority ¥ replied Chambers.

“"Good gud! Not really?” asked Archie.
“Well, you dashed fright, you’re not merely
a foul blighter, but a poisonous blister!
And that 1 mean to say, 1s that!”

“ And tllii’," roared Chambers, “is this!”

He rcached out a hand, grabbed Archie’s
collar, und tore it from his neck. He seized
Archie's waistcoat, and ripped it up so
violently that every button flew off.

“Iere, I say!” howled Archie. “I mean,
dash it—"

He received a jab below the belt, and
doubled up. And instantly his jacket was
seized, pulled over his head, and torn in
halves. Then, as he was twirled round, a
boot was placed firmly behind him, and a
sudden force was applied.

The unhappy Archie shot through the open
doorway like a stone from a catapult. He
crashed to the floor, and sprawled over in an
untidy, dishevelled, dusty heap.

Lvidently the judicial authority of the
Remove was standing no nonsense !

the judicial

CHAPTER 16.

Handforth Calls for
Action !

' said

impres-

g HE time is ripe!’
Handforth
sively.

“Oh, rather!”
agreed Archie - Glen-
thorne. “If anything, old cheese, slightly
over-ripe! Not to say, rotten!”

Half an hour had elapsed, and Archie was
looking something like himself again. Hand-
forth's eyes, although they were not exactly
Llanckened, were fooking puffy and reddened:
and he was boiling with rage at the caddish |
trick that had been played on him.

As it happened, Nipper & Co. had come
down the Remove passage just after Archie
had been hurled out of Study H, and Nipper
had not only seen Archie’s distress, but he
had also seen Handforth’s, And then and
there a kind of impromptu meeting had been
called. A good many of the juniors had
trickled in from the river and from the
lanes by now, and the common-room was
sclected as a rendezvous, ‘

The party was a fairly big one, and it

ircluded the prominent Removites such
as Nipper & Co.,, Handforth & Co.,
B g S S ST
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Gresham,
Reggie Pitt
many \West

Archie, Travers, Jimmyv Polts,
and Fullwood. In addition,
and Jack Grey and a good
House Removites had come in. greaf
wave of indignation had passed through
1t!mrn when they had heard of “Chambers’
atest.”

The judicial authority of the Remove was,
indeed, something fresh! And its manner of
dealing with Handforth stamped it, at the
very beginning, as a vicious and evil
organisation. Iverybody had talken Cuthbert .
Chambers for an ordinary kind of ass: but
he was developing into a very real menace.

“We can’t let things go on like this!” said
Handforth fiercely. “ILook at the game this
afternoon! Did you ever see such a farce?
And now, because I punched Chambers on
the nose, he grabs me and —"

“Yes, we know all about it, Handy—you've
told us!” interrupted Reggie Pitt gently.
“But it's a rather ticklish position.”

“How is it ticklish ?”

“*Well, Chambers has only been captain
for a day or two, and he has started
rottenly,”  replied Reggie thoughtfully.
“There’s not much chance that he’ll improve,
but there’s some consolation in knowing that
he can’t get much worse.”

“Why should he be allowed to carry on?”

“That’s just the point!” said Reggie.
“There's a possibility—a slim one, I'll admit
—that Chainbers may tone down. His success
in the election seems to have got into his
head, and he thinks he's s kind of St.
Frank's Mussolini.” _

“Then he ought to be kicked out of the
captainey !”

“Not necessarily,” put in Nipper. “I'm
rather inclined to agree with Reggie, yvou
fellows. I don’t believe in doing anything
hastily.”

“Yes, you'd prefer to let things go from
bad to worse, wouldn’t you?” shouted Hand-
forth. “But I believe in pulling a weed up
by the roots, and throwing it away!”

“Yes, but even a weed ought to be given
a chance,” replied Nipper. “It might prove
to be a very attractive flower. Not that
Chambers will ever be attractive!” he added
dryly. “8till, we want to be fair. We don’t
want to give Chambers the slightest excuse
for saying, afterwards, that he was thrown
oul of the captaincy before he had had a
chance of proving his worth.”

“How can he prove his worth when he's
worthless 7" asked Handforth.

“That’s a poser for you!” grinned Travers.

“It's such a poser that I'in not going to
attempt to answer it,” smiled Nipper. “ Still,
the prineiple remains <{he same. My
suggestion is that we should give Chambers 4
good deal of rope. ILet him have a week’s
run, say, and if, by next Wednesday, he isn’t
improved—well, then we'll force him to
resign.”

“Hear, hear'"

“That's the wheeze!”

“Give him enough rope, and he'll trip him-
self up!”
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" Absolutely 1”

Handforth looked
angry.

“And do you mrean to say you’re willing to
let this sort of thing go on?” he asked, in
amazement. " You're prepared to give
Chambers a run until next Wednesday?”
P:'Thut’s the general idea,” nodded Reggie
21tk
, “Then you’re all mad!”

“Thanks!” said Reggie. “But, my dear
chap, you.don’t seem to realise that nothing
rood ever comes of hurried action. Besides,
(Chambers was elected by the majority, and
it’s only right that those idiots should suffer!
T.et Chambers carry on, and get himself tied
into more knots! It'll be interesting to
watch.”

“And you can take it from me that I'll be
one of the watchers!” remarked Vivian
Travers.

“Yes, it’s mainly your fault that Chambers
was elected!” said Handforth fiercely.
“What . the dickens do you mean by it,
Travers?”

“Dear old fellow, 1 really don’t know!”
replied Travers frankly. “But we’re having
some fun, aren’t we?"”

“Fun!” howled Handforth.

“"Well, well!” murmured Travers. “I
mean, it's helpi to pass away the dull,
listless days. And, really, there i3 no need
to worry. All this will do Chambers a great
amount of good. Before we’ve finished with
him, he’ll be as meek as a lamb. He’s been
asking for this lesson for terms, and now
he’s getting it. But, as yet, he doesn’t know
what he’s in for!”

Much to Handforth’s disgust, the majority
of the fellows decided to abide by the
suggestion that Nipper and Pitt had made.
They would give Chambers a chance—until
next Wednesday, at least.

And it was the general idea that Chambers
would “peter out ” as a captain long hefore
his week was over. Now that Vivian Travers
was no longer behind him, his ultimate down-
fall was certain.

round, his expression

CHAPTER 17,
The Treasury at Work !

ALLO! What's this?”
It was Tuesday
morning, and Hand-

forth & Co., passing
tho notice board in
the Ancient House lobby, had come to a halt,
A fresh notice was on the green baize, and
the chums of Study D paused and looked at

it.

“Well I'm jiggered said Handforth,
after he had read it.

Church and McClure whistled. Then they
grinned. After that, they rcad the notice
through for a second time:

|2
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"IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT.

“The office of the Remove Treasury,
situated in Study H, will be open for busi-
ness immediately after morning lessong io-
day. Any fellow requiring a loan will be
permitted to have his case heard. All appli-
cants will be dealt with in strict rotation.

“(Signed) CutHBERT CHAMBERS,
" President of the Treasury.”

It wasn’t long before a regular crowd
gathercd round, and everybody was hugely
interested.  Incidentally, nearly everybody
wus stoney broke, too. There waould pro-
bably be a long qucue of applicants outside the
office of the Remove Treasury, immediately
after morning lessons.

“Well, there seecms to be something doing
at last!” said Tommy Watson, with a grin.

“If you want to sec something doing—wait
until after lessons!” murmured Nipper.
“The Tower of Babel won’t be in it!”

There was a good deal of satisfaction
amongst the rank and file. On the pre-
vious day—Monday—all sorts of fellows had
gone to Chambers, asking for loans. They
reminded him of his promises; they reminded
himn that he had teold them that they would
be able to borrow from thc Reserve Fund.
And Chambers had promised that something
would be done about it, -

Chambers, in fact, had been very subducd
since the Saturday., Hardly anything had
been scen of him. He had kept very quier,
and the Rcmove had pursued its normal
course. Handforth, naturally, was (dis-
appointed; he had expected all sorts of son-
sational developinents,

Chambers himself had been only too glad
of the respite.

And yet he had not learned his lesson.,

The farce of the match against the Fourth
had not impressed him. At least, not in the
way that it should have done. For, instead
of concentrating his attentions upon the real
Remove cricketers, Chambers spent every
spare minute of the Monday at the nets
himself,

Furthermore, he insisted that Gore Peace
& Co., Hubbard, Long, and the other
“duds,” should be with him. All those
duffers who had played on Saturday were
kept at the nets, practising. The regular
cricketers were not invited to join in.

And this was very significant,

For on the Wednesday there was a match
arranged against the ﬁxi\;er House School
Was it possible that Chambers would be
nsaue cnough to select the same teamm for
that important match ? It scemed ineredible,
and yect there were many fellows who
declared that Chambers was fool enough for
it.

In fairness to him, the fellows had to admit
that he was applyving himself to the. cricket
with a fair amount of gusto. But, when all
was sald and done, it was like flogging a
dead horse. Neither he, nor any of his cliguoe,

+“{ could ever he anv good at the great game.



20

The Tourtn, naturally, was in a rare old
stew about it, In a school game, the stal-
warts of the Fourth were generally called
upon to lend a hand, for the team was
sclected from the best men in the Remove
and the Fourth. But.Chambers was not only
captain of the Remove, but junior skipper,
too, and if he liked to leave the Fourth out
of 1t, it was within his jurisdiction to do so.

However, he would answer no inquiries,
and so the juniors were left in doubt. They
would konow nothing until the morrow—until
Wednesday.

. And to-day there was the matter of the
Lrecasury to occupy the fellows’ attentions.

“As soon as morning lessons werc over
tuere was a stampede for the Remove pas-

sage In the Ancient House. Not that
(“hambers was ready for it, He might have
known: that 1t would come, but he was

naturally incapable. His preparations were

of the erudest,
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Inside Study H, he and Gore-Pearce and
Gulliver and Bell were holding a  little
discussion.

“I expect there’'ll be a good few applica-
tions for loans, but we can easily deal with
them,” Chambers was saying, “And the
fellows won't ask for much—a couple of bol
here, and five bob there, I suppose.”

“I'm not sd sure,” said Gore-Pearce dubi-
ously. “They might ask for more.”

“If they do, they'll only have to pay it
back at the end of the week,” replicd
Chambers, ‘““They’ll have to pay interest,
too. If a fellow gets ten shillings, he'll have
to pay ten and tenpence back on Saturday.
And we'll stick to that rule, too. This thing .
will be run properly, or not at all!”

“How much money 1s there in
Treasury ?"” asked Gulliver.

“Oh, heaps!” caid Chambers, opening a
drawer. *“There’s over five quid in silver,
piles of copper, and lotz of notes. In fact,

the

| ive quid of this money is mine—my personal

BE STUMPED-
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No. 159. THE FUR RAIDERS!
A gripping tale of intrigue and
weird mystery. By the author of I
“The Riddle of the Runaway

Car,” etc., etc.

No. 152. THE MYSTERY OF SHER-
WOOD TOWERS.
A fascinating tale of cleverly
planned crime, and masterful de-
duction—packed with thrills and
tense situations. :
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cash, It's only here for the suke of appear-
ances, of course.”

“And there's a fiver of mine, too?’ said
Gore-Pearce promptly.  “That’s only for

appearances, too!”

Before Chambers had been elected, he had
promised the Remove that he would contri-
bute the sum of twenty pounds to the Trea-
sury—to be kept in hand as a kind of Reserve
Fund—and Vivian Travers had guaranteed
this amount. But Travers had only been
called upon to “whack out ” a tenner. The
rest of the money belonged to Chambers and
Gore-Pearce. Incidentally, 'I'ravers looked
upon that tenner as lost. Not that he cared.
He generally had plenty of money, and he
was very careless with it. -

“hambers had wanted to be big. And,
indeed, he had gained many votes because
of this supposed reserve fund., The idea of
it had appealed to many of the lesser juniors.
Then, too, there was the tax. And there
would be the interest on any loans that were
made. The fund would increase and increase,
and it was generally believed that there
would be no shortago of pocket-money in
future. If ever a fellow was hard up, he
only had to go to Chambers, and his diffi-
culties would be over.

But, then, theory 1s a very different thing
to praciice!

e ]

CHAPTER 18.
Many Loans !

HAT'S all that din?”
asked Chambers irrit-
ably,

“Sounds like a few
customers!” said Bell,
A tremendous uproar was taking place out-

side the door of Study H. The passage,

judging by the sounds, was filled with
nti-uggﬁng and shouting humanity. Chambers
had an idea that a free fight was taking place,
and he flung open the door and stared out.

“(Great Scott!” he gasped blankly.

The passage was full of juniors. They
were standing in a kind of queue, waiting,
and scraps were occurring here and there, as
ono fellow or another tried to barge into the

line out of his place.

“What’s all this?”’ shouted Chambers.
“Can’t you play your games somewhere
cleo 77

‘“Rats! We're waiting for the Treasury
to open!” said Daoyle.

“What!” gasped Chambers, “You haven't
all eome to borrow money, have you ?”

“Yes, we have!” roared the crowd.

“ But—but——"

(‘hambers paused, at a loss for words. Any-
body with a grain of sense would have known
that this rush would take place. But
Chambers, unfortunately, did not possess a
grain of sense,

And he was knocked all of a heap. _

Well over half of the Remove was out n
the passage, and Chambers was bewildered
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and dumbfounded. ke had had a general
idea that two or three fellows would tricklo
up, casually asking for two or thrce shillings
cach. According to his calculations, there
weren’t many juniors who would be broke
by Tuesday. Perhaps he was right, Perhaps
there were a good many of the fellows who
still possessed money. But this did not alter
the. fact that they were anxious to test the
rcsources of the T'rcasury.

“Now then—one at a time!” sang out
Gore-Pearce, from inside the study. “Lect
‘'em in!”’

“Wailt a minute cjaculated Chambers.
“There's a tremendous crowd Whea!
Keep out, confound you! What the——"

He was swept aside by the flood of juniors,
as they pushed their way into Study I,
and Chambers found it almost impossible to
get back, The fellows had surged in and the
doorway was jammed. Irom inside there
came a confused noise of shouting and
gasping,

And Chambers, in this extremity, thouglt
of Vivian Travers.

He had, indeced, caught sight of Travers,
at the very back of the crowd, Jounging
near the angle to the passage. And
Chambers remembered that ten pounds of
the money belonged to Travers. Here was a
good excuse to seck advice!

The Remove captain had sadly missed
Travers’ guiding brain during the past few
days. While Travers had been with him he
had not appreciated his advice,  But after
Travers had gone. Chambers had felt lost.
Obstinately he had ecarricd on—mainly be-
cause he had done practically nothing. Bat
now that this sudden crisis had arisen, Cham-
bers felt that he needed some kind of support.

He pushed his way past the struggling
juniors, broke free at last, and caught hold
of Travers just as the latter was turning into
the lobby,

13

“Half a minute, Travers!” panted
Chambc}'s. “I want a word with you--in
- )
private !

“Go ahead!” said Travers calmly. -

They drew aside, into a litile recess, and
Travers looked thoroughly amused.

“Well, what is 1t?"’ he inquired.

“You know what it is, as well as T do!”
ejaculated Chambers. “What about all this
crowd 77

““Well, what about it?”’

“They’ve come to the study for loans!™

““No? Really?”

“You—you—— I tell you they’ve come
for loans!”’ insisted Chambers. ‘““What shall

I dn?i‘l
“Do as you please,”” replied Travers
casually. “It’s not my business.”’

“But theére are too many of them!” :aid
Chambers, in alarm. “I only expected thice
or fourl!”

“That was your mistake,”” nodded Travers,
“If I had had anything to do with ihe
arrangements, I should have prepared difier-
ently. For example, you ought to have
made it plain that only six loans could be

¥
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made on any cne day, and that no loan could
be for a greater sum than five shillings.”

“Good glory! I didn’t think of that!"”

“Aud vou. ought to have said, too, thut
there was to be no crowding in the corridor,”’
added Travers. “DBut what's the good now?
It’s too late!”

“Too late!”" gasped Chambers,

“Much too late,”” said Travers gravely.
“You'll probably get back and find that the
Treasury has been ransacked. When a crowd
like that gets loose, there’s no telling what'll
huppen!”

“But—but there's ten pounds of your
money there!”’ ‘
“That's not my money,” said Travers,

shrugging his shoulders. *'1 gave it up long
aro.”’
“And there’s five pounds of my money
{there!” roared Chambers. ;
“Yeu'd better give that up, too.”
“1 won't!” hooted the skipper.
Scott! It's all the money I've got
“You mean it's all the money you had.
You haven't got it now, dear old fellow.”

“Great !

I!!
L]

Chambers turned, his face aflame with
anxiety. Then he ran swiftly back up the
passuge.  Half-way he turned, and stared

uncertainly baclk.

“Wort't you lend me a hand, Travers?”
he asked hoarsely. “Won’t you help to
straighten this thing out?”’

“Sorry—nothing doing!”’ called Travers.
“You told me, quite plainly, the other day
that you didn’t waut my advice, and that I
could go and eat coke. I'll admit that 1
Laven't been ecating coke, but 1'd rather not
have anyvthing more to do with you.”

And Travers turned his back and walked
away.

Charabers found himself fighting through a
crowd of laughing, excited juniors. They
were al! streaming away from Study H, and
most of them were yelling. At lust,
Chambers arvived at his study. He burst in,
and stared round in dazed bewilderment,

The place was a wreck. The table was
vpside-down, the chairs were half-smashed,
and CGore-Pearce and Gulliver and Bell were
torn aud battered and dishevelled. Two of
theny were suffering from bleeding noses, ang
there were gmany other marks of violence on
them. 5. W 4

“What—what's
(hambers hoarsely.

happened ?"’ shouted

“You silly fool!” ' snarled Gore-Pearce.
“I'nis is a fine state of affairs! They've
taken all the money—ineluding mine!”’

““All the money!” howled Chambers,
“What about my fiver?’*; .

“It's gone!” said Qore-Pearce. ‘“We
couldn't hold them back! It was all right
at frst, ana we paid ont five shillings here,
and half a crown there. Then the crowd
rushed us, and in about two minutes the
table was upset, and all the cash was seized.”

“The—the awlul robbers!”’ ;ixmted
Chambers. o

But the Remove was cackling oJver the
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joke.  The Treasury was a luge success.
Evervbody was flush, and the tuckshop was
crowded. And nobody had any qualns of

conscience—for that money hLad belonged te
the Remove-Treasury,
to the Removites,

As for paying it back—well, Saturday was
a long way oft!

Therefore, it belonged

CHAPI_‘ER 19
A River House Rumpus !

said Tullwood.
‘““Stark, staring, rav-
ing mad!”’

**I can't believe it,
you know!"’ e)acu-
“It’s—it’s too ridicu-

luted Clive Russell.
lous!”

And most of the other Removites were
saying the same sort of thing.

It was Wednesday mid day. Chambers had
only just published the list for the match
against the River House School that after-
noon, and, to everybody’s stupefaction, he
had posted exactly the same list as before!
His team was unaltered—even after the pitifu!
farce of that Form game!

“But what’s his idea?”’ asked Gresham
wonderingly. “Look at the ghastly failure
he made against the Fourth! How can he
cxpect to play the River House with a team
like this?"’ .

Fullwood grunted. '

“They’ve all been practising at the nets!”
he said. ‘‘Probably Chambers believes that

he and his men are fit players now! They'rv
fools enough for anything!”
“There’ll be trouble over this!” said

Gresham darkly.

If talking counstituted trouble, then there
was plenty of it. Buster Boots and his men
raged. But they could do nothing. Cuthbert
Chambers was the captain, and his word was
law. At least, when it came to the selection
of a cricket team, there was nobody to over-
rule hLim.

When it was nearly time for the match, Hal
Brewster and his merry men from the River
House School turned up. They knew nothing
of the altered conditions at St. Frank’s, and
so they were taken by surprise.

The Hon. Aubrey de Vere Wellborne, omn
the other hand, knew everything. Wellborne
was the leader of the Honourables at the
River House BSchool, and he and his sct
were just about on a par with Gore-Pearce &
Co. As a matter of fact, Gore-Pearce had
written a private letter to Wellborne the
previous evening, and had asked him to come
Eiqng with as many of his {riends as he could

ring.

Brewster had rather wondered at Wellborne
& Co.’s sudden interest in cricket. Now he
understood !

“But this is a joke, isn't it?" he asked, in

' wonder.
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The fight waged fast and [urious.
found himself facing Nipper.
he said tensely. ‘‘ Come on, Chambers.

29

Then, before anybody realised quite how it happened, Chambers
And Nipper, quiek as a flash, slapped Chambers on the face. ‘‘ Now,”’
You’re the new captain and I'm the old.

Let’s fight

itout!”

“What’s a joke 7’ said Chambers.

“Well, hang 1it, your eleven!”’ said the
River House Junior captain. ‘‘You're
really going to play such duds as Gulliver
and Bell and Teddy Long, are you?”

‘“Are you questioning my selection?”
shouted Chambers furiously.

“Keep your hair on!"’ said Brewster, with
cold disdain. “I don’t know anything about
your authority, Chambers. But I do know
that Gulliver and Bell and Long and all
these others of the same kidney are about
as much use in cricket as a row of skittles!

Still, if you’re willing to play them, all well |

and good. We’re not grumbling.”

“Not at all?’ grinned Ascott.

“But we rather thought we came here for
a game,”’” put in Glynn. “What’s wrong
with Nipper and Gresham and Pitt and the
others 7’

“This team is my team—and I don’t want
to be questioned about it!”’ said Chambers
rudely. ‘““Either you play us, or you don’t
play at all!”

“All right; don’t get excited.”

“Tt won't take us long to polish off a
erowd like you!” said Chambers con-
temptuously. “The River House is only a
miserable little school, at the best. Yon
ought to think yourselves Jolly lucky that

not |

we play you at all! I can tell you, it’s a
favour!”’ '

Brewster went red,

“We don’t want any favours from you,
Chambers!” he retorted hotly. “And it’s
the first time I knew that 8t. Frank’s was
snobbish! The River House may be smaller
than St. Frank’s, but——"

“*That’s enocugh!”’

“What! Are you talking to me?” gasped
Brewster. _
“Yes, I am!’ roared Chambers. “Be

quiet, or I won’t play you at all!”’

“Then you won’t play us at all!” shouted
Hal Brewster indignantly. “‘I’'m not going
to be quiet at your command, you big idiot!
Who the dickens do you think you are? lIs
this the way you treat your visitors?”’

Chambers flared up.

““That’s enough for me!” he said savagely.

“You can take your rotten team away,
Brewster!  There’s going to be no game
to-day! I wouldn’t play you now if you

begged on your knees! Get off these grounds
—you and your miserable small-school men!”
“You insulting rotter!”’ velled Ascott.
““Clome on, voun chaps—let’s down him!”’
“No!” said Brewster sharply, “Don’t
forget that we're visitors herg. If Chambers
chooses to insult us, let him. Dut we mustu’t
forget our gwn manners,” :
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And the River House fellows, fuming, col-
leeted in an excited group. DBut they were
soon joined by Nipper and Reggie Pitt and
ail the other prominent Removites.

“Don’t take any notice, Drewster,” said
Nipper quietly. “Chambers is only a big
windbag, You're lucky to escape the game.
It would only have been a farce.”

Brewster & Co. soon cooled down,

“*How do you stick the man?"” asked Grant
in wonder.

“We're not
longer?’ replied Nipper.
will be his last day.”

“Then I'm jolly glad to hear it!’ said
Ilandforth tartly. “I rather thought that
vou were going to let Chambers ride the high
horse until the end of term. I vote that we
kick him out of the captaincy now-—this
irinute !’

“There's something better to do, Handy,
old man,” said Nipper. ‘“‘Brewster & Co.
have been dished out of their game with the
regular Eleven e

“The what Eleven 7"

“Well, the official Eleven,” amended
Nipper, “What about giving them a real
catne o

“Dy Jove, that's
grinned Brewster,

“Good enough, then!” said Nipper erisply,
“Come  along, vou fellows! We're all 1n
flannels, rcady. We'll play the usual Junior
leven.”

“DBravo!”

“And I vote that Nipper ecaptains the
stde as of old!"” said Reggie Pitt.

“Hear, hcar!”

“That’s the stuff!”

There was a. tremendous amount of
enthustasm when the idea got round, Charm-
bers had rvefused to play the River House
School, s0 he could hardly grumble if a
scratell team was formed to give Brewster
& Co. a game,

But Chambers did grumble.
very, very loudly,

going to stick him much
““I expect to-day

not a bad wheeze!”

He grumbled

CHAPTER 20.
The Last Straw !

HE fact was, Cham-
bers was taken by
surprise. All the
wind was
out of his sails.
believed  that he

He had had

fondly
“dishied ” the River House School by refus-

ing to play. And thus, when he found that
Nipper, Reggie Pitt, Buster Boots and the
other "Junior stalwarts were getting busy,
he cexperienced a shock. Brewster & Co.
were to be given a game, after all—and
by fellows who had no authority to play!

Chambers eame running back, just as the
cricketers were making their final arrange-
ments,

knocked |
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“ITold on,
“Stop this!”

“Stop what ?”’ asked Nipper steadily.

“Stop playing the fool!” retorted Chlam-
bers. “There’s going to be no game on this
field this afternoon!™

“Oh, isn't there ?” asked about two dozen
votlees, in one solid blast.

“No, there 1=n't!”  shouted
“TI'in captain here, and-—"

“a, ha, ha!
“Go away, Chambers—your face gives us
a pain'!’ sald Handforth sourly. “And let

there!” bellowed Chambers.

(Chamboezs

NEXT WEDNESDAY ! wwananananan

You've finished
We don't recognise yon as a
captain any longer!”

*Hcar, hear!”

“You and your gang can go your own
way !” went on Handforth. “The Remove's
spht—see 7

“Why, vou confounded——-"

me tell vou this, my son!
vourself now!

. “Oh, let's chuck him off ! said Fullwoad
impatiently. “We've bad more than enough

11

of him!

And Chambers, to his
was seized by rough
violently across the turf,

grround.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was no doubt about it. The Remove
was sgiil. Fully half the juniors disregarded
(‘hambers completely, and from this minure

dismay and alarm,
hands. propelled
and hurled off the
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onwards they were ready to defy him in all
things, They did not recognise him as their
caplain. And, what was more to the point,
they were ready to re-elecet Nipper as their
own skipper at any moment,

But the game against Brewster & Co. called
them now, and it occupicd their full atten-
Lrion.

“I'm not going to stand it!"” panted Cham-
bers, as he found himself sursounded by
Gore-Pearce & Co. and the Honourables froin

the "River House. “The insubordinate
rotters !”

L

“TAMED BY THE FAGS!”

Cuthbert Chambers a mere fag ; forced
to run errands for unsympathetic seniors !

Could anything be more humiliating ?
It was bad enough for the conceited
ex-Fifth-Former to be sent down into the
Remove, but this latest blow is more
stunning still. And Cuthbert Chambers
rebels. At least, he starts {a rebel, but
he finds himself up against Willy Hand-
forth-——and Willy, in the Third Form, is
a power unto himself !

Also the Third-Formers have many
cld scores to settle with Chambers, and
new that they have got the chance they
pay them ofl-—with interest !

Foor Chambers !

In *“*Tamed by the Fags!” Edwy
Searles Brooks has absolutely excelled

imself. Whatever you do, don’t miss
reading this amusing yarn—and it’s an
extra long ’un !

“THE CRUISE OF THE

BLUE BIRD!”

More exeitimg chapters of this deservedly
popular South Seas adventure serial.

manannannORDER IN ADVANCE!

“¥Yes, but hang it, what can you do?”
asked thoe Hon. Aubrey.

“I'll show you what I can do!” caid Cham-
bers, his eyes flashing dangerously. “I'm
maptain, don't forget, and while I'm captain
I'll have my own way! I’ve said that there
isn't going to be a game on this ground this
afternoon,™

“But they're beginning
game !’ said Gore-Pearce.
and stop 1t!”

“Yes, I can!”

to play their
“You can't go

“How-? Here, I say, you'll have to be
careful,” said Gulliver, in dirc alarm. “You
mustn’t rush  them, Chambers! We can’t

have a frce fight on the cricket pitch!
There’'ll be an awful bust-up with the Head
f anything like that happens !”

“Yoe,” said Hubbard., “We should all be

gated for the rest of the term!”
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| “Leave it to me!” said Chambers darkly.
 “T want you fellows to help,” he went on,
turning to Wellborne & (o, "“There are
plenty of you here, and——"

“If it’s all the same to you, old top,
nothing doing,” said the Hon. Aubrey, with
a vawn. “*We didn’t come here to scrap, you
know. In faet, the whole thing i1s a bit of a
swindle. We thought we were going to sce
vou fellows playing.”

“You’'ll sce something better!” said Cham-
bers. “Look herc—it can be done casily!
And even Nipper and Handforth won't dare
to start a fight. They can’t! We're within
full sight of Big Side, and there are lots of
prefects playing there, to say nothing of
masters. Oh, no, we shall be safe enough "

And Chambers proceeded to explain his
plan. Even Wellborne & Co. chuckled when
they heard it.

In the meantime, Hal Brewster had won
tho toss, and he had clected to take first
knock. Nipper's team went into the field,
and Brewster and Glynn canme out to open
the River House innings.

The gamo started well, but that is about
all that can be said ‘of it. Harry Gresham
was bowling, and Brewster was very
cautious, for Gresham's bowling was masterly.
Then, just when the over was completed,
and when thoe field was changing, a very
curious thing was noticed.

A Jarge number of juniors were walking
casually on to the ficld, Somwe of them were
carrying  deck-chairs, others rugs and
cushions, and all of them had magazines.
They scemed to be utterly oblivious of the
game that was In progress,

Chambers was leading the way, with Gore-
Pcarce & Co,, Hubbard, Dovle, Teddy Long.
and others behind him. Even Merrell and
Marriott, of the Fourth, had joined in, just
for the fun of it, and the Hon. Aubrey de
Vere Wellborne was much in evidence, with
all his questionable pals.

The crickelers stood stock-still, looking in
amazement,

But the intruders took no notice of them.
They spread themselves all over Little Side,
and they set down their deck-chairs, or their
rugs and cushions, and then they lounged at
their ease, reading.

It was all done deliberately, quictly.
Nipper found himself looking at Reggie
Pitt, and their cxchange of glances was
expressive, They knew exactly what this
meant. Chambers had decided to ruin their
game.

bers was doing it!
| 1'or it was 1mmpossible te play any kind of
cricket with the field overrun by feﬁuws with
deck-chairs and rugs and enshions.
“The rotters!” gasped Handforth. *“ By
GGeorge! Are we going to stand this, you
chaps? Come on! Up, the Remove! Let's
b drive 'em off 1’
“Hear, hear!”
“On them, vou chaps!”
“No!” urged Nipper.
you fatheads!”

“We can’t do

And, what was more to the pomt, Chamn-

1
|

J

it,
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“Can’t!” roared Handforth., “Whyv not*”

“Because we shall get into trouble--as the
aggressors !” replhied Nipper. “Don’t forget
that there arc lots of prefects within sight.
They'll be on us IILD a ton of bricks if we
start any fighting.”

“My only hat!” said Handforth blankly,

Nipper strode up to Chambers, and looked
at him coldly.

“What docs this mean, Chambers?" he
asked. _ _
“Mean?"” replied Chambers coolly., "1t

means, my fine young pippin, that I'm the
Junior Captain, And when I say a thing, I
mean it !”

“I have always understood that a sports
captain is a spnrtsmun'” said Nipper quictly.

“Well, theres not going to be any gamec
on this gruuud this afternoon '” said Cham-
bers. *“That'’s final. And if you dare to lay

a finger on us, you'll soon find vourselves in
serious trouble!” )
And Chambcers went on reading,

&

CHAPTER 21.
The Split !

I'THOUT doubt
bers had plaved
trump card.

He, as the official

Captain, had ordained
tiiat thero should be no mateh that after-
noon. Therefore the ground could bo used
as a lawn, and any attempt to throw tho
intruders off would only result in disaster
for tho attackers.

“It's hopeless!” said Nipper as he re-
turned to the other juniors. “We can’t play !
And if wo go for these chaps, it'll end in
a_free fight!”

“Well, there’s only one satisfactory result
of this,” said Regmie Pitt. “The split in
the Remove 18 now complete. And Cham-
bers’ doom is scaled, He'll be forced to
resign this evening.”

It wasn't much of a consolation just at the
moment. DBut what was a consolation—and a
big onc—was a large bank of rain-clouds
which came up half an hour later, while the
cricketers were still | indignantly  discussing
the situation,

Rain began to fall, and Chambers & Co.
and their helpers were compelled to scuttle

LF

a

away. Before long a regulur downpour had
developed.
“Well, thank poodncss!” said Nipper. ol |

don't often long for rain on a Wedncsday
afternoon, when a cricket mateh i1s on: but
this time it’s weleome. We couldn’t have
p]n;cd, in any case!"”

“And now we can devote ourselves to the
dethroning of Chambers,” said Fullwood,
with satisfactjon.

In the meantime, while Nipper & Co.
entertained their River House friends. My,
Crowell had made his way to the FHead's
house.

Cham-.

-
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Mr. Crowell was looking very grim,

He had, in fact, “ltntshr:d the whole un-
pleasant incident. IIc had scen Chambers
& Co. coming on to the field with the deck-
chairs; he had seen the Remove game inter-
rupted. But Mr. Crowcll had not interfered
since he knew that Chambers was the cap-
tain, and because there had been no disorder.

But he was not entirely helpless,

Hoe went to the Head. And he was very,
VEry angry.

“I hope T ami not disturbing vou, sie, but
there 18 a matter of some 1urportance that I
desire to place before your notice,” ho said.
“It 1s 1n couneection with Charubers, the
captain of my orm.”

Dr. Stafford, who had marked the Form-
master’s angry brow, looked rather asto-
nished.

“(Chambers ?” he repeated. It 15 quite all
right, Mr. Crowell; you are not disturbing
me in the least, I am sorry to hear that you
have somc {omplu nt to make with regard -
to Chambers.”

“Frankly, sir, the boy 1s getiing on my
nerves!” burst out Mr. Crowell angnly
“He is incapable, arrogant and lazy.”

‘Tho Head pursed his lips.

“1 should huve thought that Mr. Lee would
have dealt——"

“I prefer to come to you, sir!” said Mr.
Crowell quickly., *“Not that T have the
slightost doubt with regard to Alr. Leo's
ability or judgment. No, sir, it is not that.

I felt impelled to come to the highest
authority.”
“You seurprise me, Mr. CUrowell!” ex-

claimed the Head, sitting back in his chair
and looking troubled. *“1 had the impression
that Chambers was improving. I have been
told, indeed, that he haz become the captain
of his Form. You meniioned it vourself a
minute ago.”

Mr, Crowell nodded.

“I eannot pretend to understand why my
boys elected this—this nincompoop to such a
position, sir,” he eaid grimly. ‘" However,
that need not trouble us—it 15 a matter for
the boys themnselves. But nothing can alter

the fact that Chawbers 1s an ummiligated
nuisance !’ .
“Really, Mr. Crowell!”

“I cannot heip it, sir—and I must speak
bluntly !” said the Form-master, “T have no
prejudice against the boy, and if he ehowed

some signg of industry I would help hLim.

But-no! Fver since he eamne down from the
Fifth—-ever sinee he entered my IPorm—he
has done nothing !

“Nothing "

“ Absrolutely nothing ' inaisted Mr. (‘rowell,
“He is lazy, dull, and caten up with his own
inportance,”

“This is very distressing.”

“The boy is a positive nuisance!” declared
Me. Crowell hotly, “He is no guod in the
class --no  good whatsoever!  Ie does no
work, and he has no desire o work, He
thinks only of his own arvogaut pride. And,



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

on the top of all this, he is grossly abusing
his privileges as Form captain.”
“In what way dces he abuse them ?”

“I happened to be in the Junior pavilion
this afternoon,” replied Mr. Crowell, frown-
ing. ‘I do not think the boys knew that I
was there. The River House team came
over, and it was not long before Chambers
picked a quarrel with young Brewster.”

~“That was very ill-mannered of him, con-
sidering that these River Houec boys are
visitors,” said the Head gravely.

! ““It 'was utterly and absolutely uncalled
for,” replied the Form-master.
Brewster, and told him that there was to be
no game. Then Hamilton and Pitt and a few
other of my boys, rather than let the River
House team go back disappointed, offered
them a game.”
“That was a very good idea.”

“An excellent idea,” said Mr, Crowell,
nodding. “The game started,
much to my disgust and anger, Chambers and
a large crowd of his friends actually came on
to the field carrying deck-chairs and rugs.
They disported :ﬁlumselves over the ground

so that play was impossible.”

“That was a most unsporting thing to do!”
ejaculated the Head in indignation.

“It was done .deliberately—so that tihe
game should be spoilt,” said Mr. Crowell.
“The ecricketers protested, but Chambers
maintained that he was the captain, and that
he had given his orders. I tell you, sir, the
boy is a nuisance. He has not been thught a
lesson by being sent down into the Remove.
He is worse than ever!” '

“But I thought that the humiliation would
make him work.,”

‘“He has not been humiliated enough !” said
Mr. Crowell bitterly. “Indeed, I am quite
prepared to say that Chambers is far happier
in the Remove than he was in the Fifth.
For here he can give full play to his
arrogance. If he felt any sense of humiliation
at firet it has long since been drowned by his
so-called authority. In the Kifth he was a
nobody, but in the Remove he feels that he
is better than his fellows, And his indolence
15 atrocious.”

Dr. Stafford did not hesitate long.

“Will you be good enough to bring me
Chambers’ books, Mr. Crowell ?” he asked
quietly, “I have a desire to examine them
closely. I do not doubt your word, but I
must have strong justification for the step I
contemplate.”

“What do you intend doing, sir?” asked
Mr. Crowell, with interest.

“I will not tell you just yet, if you don’t
mind,” replied the Head. “But I am
determined to teach the boy a very severe

lesson—one that he will not forget very }

quickly.”
And there was something in Dr, S_taﬁord’s
tone that gave Mr. Crowell much satisfaction,

“He insulted |

and then, |
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CHAPTER 22,
Rallying to the Call !

UTHBERT CHAM-
BERS came to a halt
in front of the notice-
board in the Ancient
. House lobby, and his
eyes ncarly started out of his head.

“Then it’s true!” he panted, turning to
Gore-Pearce, who had accompanicd him.
“WLook! Gulliver was right !”

““Seems like it !” said Claude Gore-Icarce,
with a grin, .

“It's nothing to laugh at, you fool "’ roared
Chambers, S o,

It was getting on towards tca-time, and
| Chambers and Gore-Pcarce had just come in,
Ongihe way in they had met Gulliver, who
-had “casually mentioned that thero was a
special notice on the board, addressed to all
land sundry in tho Remove, and that it was
signed by Nipper. '

_ Chambers had not been able to beligve it ;
it had scemed too ridiculous.. \Who wa-
Nipper to draw up notices? . He had no
authority now! He was no more than anv
other fellow! ' )

Yet here the notice was in
white,

- “NOTICE!

“There will be a general mecting of ilic
Remove in the junior common-room immedi-
ately after tea this afternoon. All arc
urgently requested to come. A subject of
paramount importance is to be discussed,

“ N1ppPER.”

plain black and

i

“The wupstart! The confounded busy-
body!” raved Chambers, seizing the notice
L and tearing it down. “I'll show him who's
captain |” 3

“¥You haven't done any good by taking the
notico down,” said Gore-Pearce. * IKyery-
body has read it by now, you know—and
everybody is talking about it.”

Chambere fumed.

“There’l be no meeting, though!” he
shouted. “I'm going to put another notice
"on the board—forbidding the Remove to go!”

He did so, and he was staggered to find
that it created nothing but storms of laughter.
Almost before he had finished pinning the
 notice up, Fullwood and Russell and Hand-
forth & Co. came along, to say nothing of
 Jerry Dodd and Jimmy Potts, They all
stared at tho notice, read it, and grinncd.
Then they laughed loudly,

“Well, this is the latest!” caid TFullwood,
“Chambers thinks that he can stop us going
to Nipper's mecting !”

““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the others.

“(Good old Nipper!”

“Hurrah!”

“Down with Chambers |
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And up went a perfect storm of booing and
hooting. Chambers gnashed his teeth, and
Iiis inward alarm was considerable., Kvery-
body knew that he was near by, but they
pretended to ignore his presence.

Just then Nipper himself came in, and
Cliambers strode forward, scized Nipper by
the arm, and pulled him up short.

“I want a word with you!” snapped
Chambers savagely.
“Well#”

“What the thunder do you mean by order-
ing a mecting of ‘the Remove?” demanded
Chambers harshly,

*““What do I mean by 1t?” repeated Nipper.
“There's only one thing that it can mean,
('itambers. I want the Remove to gather in
the ecommon-room after tea.”

“Then vou'll have to keep on wanting!”
roared Chambers. “I've given orders that
nobody 1is to go to your rotten meeting!”

Nipper did not seem very dismayed.

“And how do you propose to Lkceg them
away 7”7 he asked curiously. d

“ My order 1s a command!” said Chambers

in a4 pompous voice.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Hail, Casar!”
“Look at the chap who commands
There was further laughter, and Chambers
could hardly control himself.

“Don't forget, you rotters!” he shouted,
glaring at the whole crowd. “I’'ve ordered
vou not to go to that meeling—and you'd
better obey me!” =

“Rats !”

“Go and put your head in a squeczer—it
needs reducing ! said Fullwood.

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

Tea that evening was a somewhat hasty

3
!

meal. Yar from taking any notice of
Cuthibert Chambers’ prohibition, the Re-
‘movites were very keen to get to the

common-room, so that they would be there
ou time. Brewster & Co., of course, had
gone back home long since, and all thoughts
of cricket had vanished. There was some-
thing c¢ven more important on the agenda,

The Remove had split in two, and, it
seemed, the larger portion was loyal to
Nipper., "They had had enough of Chambers

and his nonsense, and they wanted to force
Liis resignation at once.

To =e=ay that the common-rcom was
crowded would be putting it mildly, By
half past five there wasn't room for another
half-dozen in the place, although the junior
common-room was a large, comfortable
apartment. The tables and chairs were all
thrust aside, and the crowd gathered in the
main body of the room, talking excitedly and

cheering.  An extra loud cheer went up when

Nipper stood on the platform and prepared

to speal,

¢ “Gentlemen of the Remove——"" he began,
“Hcear, hear!”
“Good old Nipper!”
“NYah! Rotter!

Cliambers !”

Three cliecrs for
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* Horrah 1™

“Rats!” thuondered Handforth.
cheers for Nipper!”

“* Hip—hip—hurrah!”

The cheers for Nipper comipletely drowned
the din that had arisen in Chambers' favour.

At this interesting point Chambers him-
self arrived. He was tfl(." very last Removite
to enter the room. And he was in a tower-
ing rage. He had waited, to tell the truth,
hardly crediting that the Remove would
utterly 1gnore his explicit order. What had
amazed him more than anything, however.
was the fact that even those fellows who had
nailed their colours to his own mast were
here also. ~

“Stop!” he shouted, pushing his way
through the crowd and leaping up on to the
platform.

“Three

Lverybody at once became quiet—sus-
piciously quiet. There were one or two

significant grins between some of the juniors;
surreptitious movements were made towards
Jacket and trousers pockets, Evidently some-
thing was in the wind.

Chambers, mnoticing nothing of these
actions, continued to stare pompously yer
angrily down upon the juniors {rom the
platform.

{ “I'm the captain of this Form'" he
bellowed. “And T order you all, here and

now, to get out of this common-room and
disperse !”

The Remove gasped, then a section of it
gave a loud yell of derisive laughter—and
acted !

A il of eggs—bad 'uns'!—and tomatoes—

| juicy "uns !—and banana skins bombarded the

luckless Chambers, who staggered back as
they smothered him all over. In a few
moments he looked a horrible mess.

“You rotters—ooosh !"” he shouted, shaking
his fist. “When you made me captain—
groooh !—you promised me you would sup-
port me. Look—ow-ow!—at vou now! All
defying me. You wait, my lads! TI'll give
you one more chance. (et out of this roon:
NOW Or—0W-00W-grooo———-">"

Chambers’ little specch, punctuated by
exclamations of pain as some missile struck
him cither in the eye or on the nose, caused
the Removites to roar with laughter., DBy
now all their ammunition supplies wereo
cxhausted, and the juniors contented themi-
sclves by hurling epithets at the unfortunato
Chambers.

—————

CHAPTER 23.
The Interruption !

O home, Chambers!

‘*You're nok
wanted !"

“Take wvour silly
orders somewhere

(B}

{else!
““Hear, hear!”
“Three cheers for Nipper!”
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The common-room was turned into pande-
monium.  Two-thirds of the fellows were
cheering for Nipper at the tops of their
voices, The remainder were either uttering
catcalls, or calling for cheers for Chambers.
The Remove was in two sections, and with
every moment that passed one section was
getting larger and the other smaller. For
many of the fellows, secing how things were
gomng, were transferring tﬁeir support.

! ey were leaving the sinking ship.

- .And Chambers, with more folly than he
‘had; yet shown—undeterred by his recent un-
pleasant and . uncomfortable experience—
angited his own crowd to violence.

“Up—up '’ he shouted excitedly. ‘‘Come
on, you chaps!! I’'m captain, and I'm in
command ! erybody who's ready to follow
my banner, help me now!”

“We're with you, Chambers!” shouted
Hubbard excitedly.

“Good man!” roared Chambers. *“Then
come on! If most of you obey me, I won't
say anything more about this affair. We'll
let 1t drop. But we’ll chuck Nipper out—
interfering busybodies! QOut with them!”

" Hurrah!”

Chambers leapt down from the platform,
and he flung himself with savage violence at
Archie (Glenthorne and Harrv Gresham.
This was the signal for a general melee.
With lightning-like rapidity a f{ree fight
started.

“Hurrah!”

“Down with Chambers!”

“This is where we finish the rotter alto-
gether 1 vyelled Handforth enthusiastically.
‘“Come or, you chaps! If there’s any chuck-
ing-out to be done, we're going to be the
chuckers!”

The fight waged fast and furious. Then,
before anybody quite realised how it had
happened, Chambers found himself facing
Nipper, and Nipper, quick as a flash,
punched Chambers on the chest, and then
slapped him on the face,.

“Now!” he said tensely. “Come on,
Chambers! You're the new captain, and
I’'m the old! Let's fight it out! Never
mind about these others!”

“Hang you!” snarled Chambers.

But Ee realised that he was trapped.
There was no getting out of it. He would

have to fight. As though a magic wand had
been waved over the crowd, the general
rumpus ccased. A ring was rapidly formed,
and Nipper and Chambers were going it for
all they were worth.

From the very first there was no chance
for Cuthbert Chambers,
v He was half-mad with rage, and he was so

reckless that he hit out savagely and
brutally. He was nearly beside himself with
alarm, too, otherwise he would not have

adopted such questionable tactics. For, at
heart, Chambers was only a big, blufling ass.
There was nothing really vicious about him.
The knock-out came after only a minute
or two. There were no rounds—no time was

[
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rover and lay still, panting heavily. !
b “Had enough?”

lvived the fallen skipper.

and Pitt and Travers and all these other |
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being kept. This was a fight to a finish, with
bare knuckles.
Only twice did Chambers manage to hit

lNipper, and then his blows were ineffective.

On the other band, Nipper had got in some
tremendous punches, and Chambers was get-
ting wilder and wilder.

“Finish him off, Nipper!”

“Let him have 1t straight
shoulder, man!”

*Ba 1"

Smash !

Nipper's right swept through Chambers’
frantic defence, and Chambers took the blow
on the chin. His head went back, his knees
sagged, and he crashed to the floor, rolled

from the

asked Nipper, bending
over him, ' :

But Chambers was speechless, Snmchmly‘t
counted him out, and a roéar of laughter)
went up. It was this, perhaps, which re-
He sat up, blink-
ing round, and then scowled. He rcmeni-
bered what had happened.

Very shakily he got to his feet, and
Nipper went forward with hand outstretched.

“It was a fair fight, Chambers,” he said

uietly. “Let’s shake hands, and consider
the thing over.”

Chambers breathed hard.

“1'll shake hands with you some other
time, Nipper !” ho panted. *“‘Just now L've
got something to do!”

He turned round and looked at all the
faces. He did not seo one friendly expres-
sion. Iiven Gore-Pearce & Co., and Hubbard
and Long were looking at him with derision.
‘Heo had been knocked out—and therefore he
was finished.

“Get out of this room!” he
loarsely. “This meeting is over|”

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

A yell of laughter went up.

“Im the captain, and I'm giving orders

= “R_ﬂ-tﬁ!" ‘
“@Give your orders to somebody who will

.obey them!”

“You may have been captain ten minutes
ago, but you're not captain now!” shoutcd
Handforth excitedly. “ Nipper's captain!
If you chaps had any sense, you would clect
me—but Nipper isn’t such a bad old scout!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Threc cheers for Nipper!”

shouted

They nearly cracked tho ceiling with
their cheering, and Chambers looked round
him in a dazed, hopeless way. He was

ignored—-flouted! The extraordinary part
about it was, Chambers felt surprised. His
egotism was still so great that he could not
believe that his brief reign was over|
“(Clear out, Chambers!”
“Go and hide your head

Theso and other shouts come to his burn-
ing ears. And just then, to put an end to
this scene, the door opened, and Dr. Malcaiin
Stafford stood on the threshold!

IH



CHAPTER 24,
The Bizgest Shock of All !

HUSH fell over the
Remove.

As Dr. Stafford ad-
vanced into the com-
mon-room, the only

sounds were those of heavy breathing and,
here and there, a shuffling foot. All eyes
were turned anxiously on the Head.

“There scems to have been a very
disiurbance here!” said the Head sternly.

Nobody made any comment.

“Who is responsible?” asked Dr. Stafford,
looking round, : o

“T called the meeting, sir,” said Nipper
(i ictly, “’And I am willing to take respon-
sibility—"

- Bgt you are not the captain of this Form,
are vou, Hamilton?”

“Na, ar.” .

“I'm the captain, sir!” said Chambers
hotly. *“Nipper called this mecting, and 1
ceimme here and ordered everybody to clear
ont. As they wouldn't go, I started to drive
thiem out!” §

“That was a very foolish thing for you to
do, Chambers,” said Dr. Stafford coldly. " 1s
there any reason why Hamilton should not
call a meeting if he chooses?”

“But I'm the captain, sir.”

“Your dutics as captain, Chambers, do
not permit you to treat your Form fellows
as though they were galley-slaves!” said
tli= Head sternly., ‘I have been looking
for you. and I am rather glad that the whole
Form is present. There 1s something that I
want to tell you, Chambers. It is somecthing
that I would ordinarily tell you in private,
but your behaviour has been so outrageous
thhat I feel impelled to tell you in public.”

“There's just one thing, sir!” put in
ITandforth. *Chambers isn't the captain any
louger! We have already clected Nipper!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Three cheers for Nipper!”

“Hurrahl”

The Head waited for the din to die down,
and he nodded approvingly.

“You have made a very wise decision!”
lie said. “Hamilton was Form captamn for-
merly, and T do not think you have ever
liad a more level-beaded skipper. Tt is a
pity that you cver changed.”

The Remove was silent,

“As for vou, Chambers, your resignation
from the Remove captaincy is of no matter,
{or you are no longer in the Remove.”

(hambers started, gasped, and then a light
of relicf leapt into his eyes. .

big

“Oh, thanks awfully, sir!” he panted.
“Not—not in the Remove?”

“No, Chambers; I have decided to take
vai out of this Form.”

“Thank goodness, sir!” said Chambers
breathlessly,  “So I'm going back into the

[
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Fifth, eh?
kids—-"

“Silence!” commanded the Head angrily.,
“How dare you refer to these boys in such
a manner to me, Chambers? And do rnot
deceive yourself.  You are not going into
the Fifth Form again—vet.”

“Not—not the Tifth, sir?”
Chambers blankly.

“I have been inspecting vour work, Cham-
bers,” satd the Head, in a relentless voice.
“I1 have examined your books, and I have
been having a conversation with Mr, Crowell.
I have come to the conclusion that your
sojourn in the Remove has led to no improve-
ment : quite the contrary., Therefore, Cham-
bers, for the remainder of this term vou will
take vour place in the Third Form, under
Mr. Suncliffe!™

Chambers fairly goggled, and the Remove,
after onc gasp, burst out into a titter o1
laughter. ut the sound died away as Dr.
Stafford frowned.

“The-—the—the Third!” gabbled Cham-
bers, as though he couldn’t believe his ears.
“But you can't mean it, sir! You're—you're
not going to make me a fag!”

“You will go into the Third, Chambers!”
said the Head icily. “If you apply yourself
to work in a manner that convinces me that
you are in carnest, you will be reinstated
ito the Fifth Form after the Jlong vacation
but, for the remainder of this term, you wil!
sit 1n the Third Form-room, and let me aad
that this will be your last chance!”

And Dr. Stafford, with a nod, went out
of the common-room. He had deliberatels
told Chambers the bad news in front of the
crowd, since he believed that the humiliation
of 1t would sink deeply into the ex-Fifth-
Former's mind. :

But at the moment Cuthbert Chambers
mind was a blank,

He could not take it all in. He had been
sent down into the Third! A fag! He,
rccently a senior, was now on a par with
the lowliest fag in the school! It was un-
believable—it was ghastly!

But, sotnchow, the school didn't secem to
think so.

Chambers had been asking for trouble—and
now ho had got it. He was the laughing-
stock of St. Frank's!

And if anvthing was ealculated to cure his
swelled-headedness, this move of the Head's
most certainly was!

As for the Remove, Nipper was re-elected
captain then and there, and the troubles of
that turbulent Form were, for the moment,
over.

But Cuathbert Chambers was *“in " for the
nightmare of his life!

Well, I'm sick of these noisy

L]

ejaculated

TIE END.
(Next aweek’s corvking warn—itt's an cxtre
lony one—iz ecntitled “TAMED BY THE

FAGS!” The tittle gives you an idea of whaut
the story ix about, and you'll theroughly
enjoy reading of Chambers' experiences
wmong the Third!)
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Graden Island and all its excitement is left behind,

FORTUNE BOUND |

-~
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and

now the Blue Bird is bound for the Malea atolls—and treasure-seeking adventure |

By COUTTS

BRISBANE
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Blue Bird, which is lying at anchor in

JACK MANBY, and his nephew

NED SUTTON, two adventure-loving boys.
From a native Captain Manby has learned
that in the Malea atolls is an uncharted
island—supposed to be practically inacccs-
sible—the lagoon of which is full of pearl
shell. The captain intends to try and find
this unknown island, but just at present

. ]

The Pearl Hunters !

ITH a fair wind, the Blue Bird stood
away from Bauro. More than a
month had passed since the morn-

ing when the Pangolin—that craft

of evil omen—had crashed on the reef of
(Graden Island. The Blue Bird had sailed
from Graden three days later and made a
quick passage to Bauro, where Manby had
made his report and delivered over the
wounded survivors of the Pangolin’s crew
to the authorities.

1Ie had renewed his supply of stores and
water, shipped three new hands to replace
the men he had lost at Graden, and after
various unavoidable delays had sailed for a
destination of which the shore authorities
knew nothing, except that he was in search
of a paying {reight.

No ono except the boys and Mr. Sinclair

WHAT'S ALREADY HAPPENED:
CAPTAIN MANBY Iis skipper of the schooner

the lagoon of Graden Island, in the
?puthern Pacific. He is accompanied by
1is son
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knew just how paying he hoped that freight

he is having trouble with a veszel which
has come to Graden Island with nefarious
intentions. There is a fight. Manby
triumphs and captures some of the enemy
crew, the rest are drowned, for their ship
founders in a storm. The captain decides
to take these prisoners to Bauro, and
then sail on to Malea. He gives orders
fo Mr. Sinclair, the Blue Bird's mate, to
prepare for sailing—in a little while now
the schooner wiil he on its way to Malea
—and fortune!

(Now read on.)

might be; indeed, must be, if he was to
avoid financial disaster. As Sinclair had
said, it was to be touch and go.

But all his life Capain Manby had buen
accustomed to taking risks when he thought
the facts of the case warranted it. This
characteristic had made him a successful
cruiser commander in war, and had hitherto,
when luck had been with him, made him a
successful trader amongst the islands.

The Graden Island adventure, through no
fault of his own, had been a dead loss, and
very few men would have ventured to try
to recoup it by sailing in search of a hearsay
island so fenced with reefs and currents that
it had never been charted or visited,

Rua-Rua, the leader of the revolt of the
Solomon labourers on Graden, had =aid he
had lived on the island, had offered to take
Manby through the reefs by a passage which
he claimed to know. Sinclair had heard of
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it from an old beachcomber, who had sighted
it when aboard a whaler. That was all the
positive evidence beyond rumour, and most
skippers would have shied at the very notion
of taking a ship into such dangerous waters
ot such flimsy grounds.

Yet the thought of the lagoon full of un-
touched pearl shell, which Rua-Rua asserted

was there, inflamed Captain Manby’s
imagination,
“1 propose to cruise for a month around

tiic Malea atolls,” he said to Sinclair, as they
paced the deck together, while Bauro dropped
over the horizon, “1f we fail to get through
in that time, or fail to find any island after
making a way to the heart of the group,
then there's mnothing for it but to go and
hunt a freight and live on short commons
while we're doing so. And if we don't get
a freight-—why, then I'm bust, and will have
to go and hunt for a shore job.”

“I'm game for anything, sir,” replied
Sinclair. ““And this cruise is going to be .a
lucky oune, I feel it in my bones.”

“So do I!” cried Manby. “Let's get a
little more sail on the old hooker. The sooner

we get there, the longer we'll have to search |

a}roll;n‘d for this islanl containing the pearl
shell.

All that day, and for six days more, the
wind held steady, and the schooner reeled
off the miles with monotonous regularity.
Then 1t began to slacken. On the morning
of the eighth day it had fallen to a breeze,
and the first of the .numerous group of the
Malea atolls—a bunch of five—were plainly
in sight a couple of miles away, with others,
just discernible through light mist, dotted
about the seca as though some playful god
had scattered huge handfuls of coral rock
at random.

Captain Manby and the mate had got out
the chart and were studying it. Thanks to
accurate and a careful dead reckoning, they
knew their exact position.

“These are Group seven,” said Manby,
“Over there, S.S.W,, is Group eight. Four,
five, six, are there, to starboard. So far, so
good. It isn’t the atolls, but the reefs that
are the nuisance. See, this long fellow, num-
ber eleven, is indicated with dots. That
means that the survey ship didn't know its
cxact size, Jack,”

“Yes, father, Makes it a bit awkward,
doesn’t it 7" answered Jack, who, with Ned,
was looking on,

“Oh, we can give it a wide berth. The
real trouble will start further in.”

“Is an atoll the beginning of an island 7"’

asked Ned.

“In a way, it's an end,” replied his uncle.
““An cnd of one island, which had subsided
a long while ago. The coral insects start to
bulld upon it, and after a while you have
- a ring of coral, sometimes with a little island
in the centre. Mostly they’re barren, as
these are, and no good to anvone or anything
but seabirds. Now scud aloft, the pair of
vou, and keep your eyes skinned, If vou szec
any least indication of shoal water, give
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r word at once.

Tuke glasses. The foretop s
vour post fromi now on.”

All that day the schooner made fair head-
way, though time and again she had to go
about to avoid some reef which had escaped
the attention of the surveyors of many years
before,. Towards nightfall the wind, which

had been failing, died away altogether, and

“Lucky thing,"” said Sinclair. “We hava
plenty of room just here, but it's a chancy
thing to go tacking back and forrard in the
dark, even with pﬁ‘nty of room. We'll get
the auxiliary to work to-morrow, sir!”’ i

“Yes, if a breeze doesn't spring up,’’ said
Captain Manby. “We've made good pro-
gress to-dav, and at lecast we've corrected
that chart considerably, I ecan't say I think
much of the men who made it. They must
have worn their eves in their pockets.”

“I expect they did a bit of guessing, sir,”

the schooner lay becalmed.

‘replicd Sinclair. , “It's a nasty spot to be

caught in when the wind comes strong from
casterly, so I fancy they'd be in a hurry,
They sort of labelled the whole group
‘ Dangerous,” and let it go at that. The
current doesn't amount to anything, but
the motor is all ready to start in case we
should need it in the night. The glass keeps
high, so there’s little fear of a blow.”

In spite of all this. Captain Manby slept
little that night. He had taken ecvery
possible precaution. The boats, with water
and provisions aboard enough for a long
voyage, were all ready for hoisting out in
case of extremity. and the ecrew were on tha
alert, for they knew the dangers of thia
half-blind navigation as well as their officers.

The Islahd in the Sky !
assed without any alarm,

UT the night
B and dawn found the Blue Bird n
very much the same position. The
sea was now dead calm. Only the
slow swell that never ccases except when
a calm has continued for a very long time,
heaved across the oily waters,

As on the previous day, there was a light
mist which slowly began to dissipate as the
heat of the vet unseen sun made itself [elt
in the upper air.

Jack and Ned came on deck, and at onca
scuttled aloft to the main-top. From that
elevation they looked out upon a sca of mist.
The deck below was veiled in haze, the water
close at hand was barely discernible, while
the big atoll which they had located at sun-
sct was entirely invisible, though the thin
screaming of the many seabirds which roosted
on it came faintly to their ears.

“Blind man's buff isn't in it with this,”
said Jack, after a long look round. *“But
it makes it all the more excitine, doecsn'i
it? I'm certain the guv'nor will hit on this
island.”’

Ned made no reply. He was looking. nol
at the sca, but at the sky above the invisible
horizon to the north-east—that is. towards
the heart of the groun of reefs, Somcthing
that wasn't tho usual sort of cloud seemed to
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be shaping itself there as the light grew
stronger; something darker and more solid-
looking, something which grew clearer and
moro detailed every moment. |

Jack, following his gaze, gaped in astonish-

ment,
“Tt’s a—it’s a——'' he began. Ned’s shout
Mr. Sinclair!

to the deck cut him short,

““Deck, there! Captain!
Come up here, quick!” he yelled. “Quick!”
- There was a patter of feet below, an
,'n..nswerini hail, then the rigging creaked as
(Captain Manby_on the port, Sinclair on the
‘starboard side, came speeding up the raf-
Jines.

As the small boat approached
the Blue Bird, the six
~oecupants waved their hands
and eheered shrilly. *““ Viva
I’Anglais ! ”* called out one
of them excitedly.
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“Well, repeated Sinclair,

I'm hanged!”

“lllt‘"ﬂ the place. Rua-Rua didn't lie, after
all.,

“Is—is it real 7"’ whispered Jack., “TIsn't
it a—mirage 7"’

“It’s a miracle!” grunted Manby. *No,

lad, it’s real enough—the original of that
image, I mean. The island is there, though
I can’t say how far off. This is a trick played
by refraction. It’s seldom seen, for the con-
ditions want to be just right. The calm, the
mist and the low light, all have a part in it.
Down, quick, Mr. Sinclair, and take the

bearings. It’ll be gone in a minute.”

I
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“What's the trouble, youngster?” de-
manded Manby. “What——"’

~ “Up there! L-l-look!’” said Ned, stammer-
ing in his cagerness.

**An i-1-island—in  the
Jack, catching the infection.

“Well, I'm hanged!” e¢jaculated Sinclair,
while Manby ﬁrunted in wholehearted aston-
ishment and pleasure,

There, high aloft in the sky, solid-looking,
as though i1t wero magically suspended,
amidst roseato clouds thousands of feet above
the sea, was an island, a thing of fair beauty,
with a white beach and a guardian reef. [he
greater part of the island was of rich vege'a.
tion, while towards one end rose a conical
hill from which lazily ecurled a wisp of white
smoke or.steam' I

o | ”..".: '.

s-sky !”” echoed

Sinclair obeyed, sliding down the shrouds
to save time. In a few moments he was back
with a compass. Together the two men took
the bearings of the image. 'Then Mlanby
made a rough but accurate outline of 1t; but
even as he did so it began to fade. A couple
of minutes later there was only a thin cloud,
grown golden with the light of the rising sun,
Ln the place where palm groves and peak had

een.

“Luck!” murmured Sinclair. “I said so in
the beginning, though I only half-believed it
then. But I believe it all the way now. If
you two voungsters hadn’t been aloft to sce
it, or hadn't looked that way, it would have
been wasted, As it is—"

“We'll get there to-day, won't. we
Jack excitedly. hge i it

L]

askoed
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“I don't think so, son,’” replied Captain
Manby. *“I remember once, when I was a
middy, we sighted. the Azores under some-
what similar conditions when we were nearly
a hundred miles away, The image wasn’t so
clear and well defined, and it didn't lust so
long, but it was unmistakable. Say another
day or two, or perhaps three. And pleasc
remember, 1t's gquite on the cards that we
may spend weeks in a fruitless attempt to
get in.”

"We'll get there, if we have to sound every
inch of the way, sir,” insisted Sinclair. “ This
calm is going to hold for days. I’'ll start up
the motor directly we've had breakfast. The
mist will have gone by then.”

Breakfast was a mere farce, for nobody
ate mnuch, though Ah Moy had preparcd an
excellent meal, Perplexed by this, the cook
co{):_wrcd the boys as they dashed out of the
cabin.

“What for you fella no catee?” he]
demanded. “ Velly good chop, eht”
“First-class,” replied Jack. “But we

weren't hungry. We’'ve seen the island we're
looking for. lgad—th(: captain—says you may
know. There's an island away over there,
and we're going to it. No white man has
ever been there before.”

Ah Moy looked in the direction indicated, |
and shook his head.

“No see island. Mist he
clearee, but no can sec/’

“We saw it in the sky.
gone now." '

“Millage ?” asked Ah Moy. :

“Mirage, yes. But the captain says it's all

gone, weatlah all :

Up there. It's

right,”
“Allee lightee. Me see offe timee., Me go
makee special chop. Shlark fin soupee,

Velly good. Soakee two day, makee soupce
number thlee day. You see island when
see soupee.”

And with that he trotted back to his
gallecy to begin the preparation of the
delicacy.

“The beggar seems to think it’ll be a three-
day job,” said Jack disconsolately. 1

“Well, anvhow, he seems to know some-
thing about it. He has seen a mirage
before.”

“Never mind the mirage! Get aloft and
look out for real roefs!” shouted Captain
Manby; and so the two boys went to their
perch, where they remained the greater part
of the ensuing day.

With the auxiliary engine chugging, the
Blue Bird moved forward at some three knots
—no greater pace, but fast enough for
navigation amidst the reefs that now showed
themselves everywhere. Before mid-day,
(Captain Manby had given up even a pretence
of using the chart. Indecd, it seemed as
though the chart-makers had merely looked
at the arca from the masthead, splattered
their paper with rocks at random, and then
abandoned the hopeless task by inscribing
the word *Doubtful.”

Yet when night came the Blue Bird had

made good progress towards the heart of
the maze, though it had been achiceved by
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much doubling and twisting. Shle was
anchored above the tail of a long reef in
seven fathoms of water, the swateh was set,
and, weary though they were with the long
day's vigilances Manby and Sinclair sat down
to make a fair copy of the notes they had
taken.

“If we do nothing eclse, at least we are
making certain that we’'ll be able to get out
again,”” said Sinclair.

“Yes, in a calm,” agreed Mauby. - “I
shouldn’t care to try navigating under sail
with a half-gale blowing. Anyhow, nothing
venture, nutiing win. The island is there,

»n

{ and once we recach i1t we ecan take our' time

and choose our weather for leaving it. "Lhis
calm will certainly hold for several days.
You were right. My luck has turned at last.
First the calm, then the mirage—which only
happens once In a blue moon—then the
fortunate chance of the boys being aloft at
the moment when they could see the 1sland.
Oh, yes, you were right! Luck's with us.”

The Castaways !

NOTHER night passed quictly,
J another day dawned, and once again

Jack and Ned scuttled aloft with the

first light, The conditions were very
much the same as on the previous morning.
The sea was even calmer, the.mist lay upon
it as before; the two bovs had hopes that
once away they might see the island mirrored
in the sky. 4

But they looked in vain. There was a band
of light rosy cloud high above the horizon,
but 1t reflected no island. Captain Manby
and Sinclair, who had been hard behind the
boys, glanced at the sky, then brought their
glasses to bear on the horizon, and almost
simultaneously an exclamation burst from
their lips. _

“Not a mirage but reality this time, my
lads,” cried Captainy Manby joyfully. **Look
yonder. Very low down, just cutting the

ortzon. D’you see it?”

The boys stared under their hands, There,
notching the pale blue of the sky touching
the rim of the occan, was something that
looked not unlike the gable of a house. It
was the top of the peak which they had seen
so clearly thousands of feet in the air two
mornings before,

“Land ho!” shouted Sinclair.
we shan’t be long!”

“Don’t shout before you're out of the
woods,” said Manby. *“Look at the sca
ahead.” .

The mist was rising, and as it swirled up
from the smooth surface of the sea a regular
wilderncss of rocks came into view., And
then something else. Jack was the first to
make out the vague shape that grew clearer
as the last wisp of vapour flew up and dis-
sipated under the warm, level rays of the

sun,
“QOver there. Just beside that long bit of
“It's a boat!”

rock !"" he eried. ' ‘ .
“By Jenks, ves!” exclaimed Sinclair.

“And now
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“Moovred to the reef. A ship’s cutter with
half a dozen fellows aboard her. “They’ve
seen us. They’re casting off. Now, what in
the name o’ wonder are they doing here?”

“They must be castaways,” suggested Cap-
tain Manby. “ And judging by their style of
rowing, I should say they were Portuguese
men o’ war, eh? They're all over the shop.
Still, they're pushing her along. Get down,
boys, and tell Ah Moy there’ll be six more
to breakfast.”

The bodat approached rapidly. Soon the
men in her could be clearly seen. Their
“¢lothes® were patched with bits of odd cloth,
- ard they looked rather dirty, but there was

never a trace of starvation about them. In
fact, they all looked fat and well fed.

“Hallo! They're not from any ship—at
least, not recently,” said Manby, leaning on
the rail and secanning the newcomers through
his binoenlars.  “By Jove, 1 believe they
must be from the island. They have a big
bunch of bananas and a pile of green, drink-
ing coco-nuts in the bows. What d’you make
of them, Sinelair? They’re all white men,
but they’re not Britishers. They look to me
to be Krench or possibly Italian.”

“That’s a French built boat, sir. They
build that particular eut of craft at Mar-
seilles, 1 spent about a month there once,
and I used to wateh 'em at work in a boat-
builder’s yard. Yes. Iark at ‘em!”

The six men in the approaching boat had
ceased rowing for a moment when they
were within a dozen lengths of the schooner.
They waved their hands and cheered shrilly.
One of them, noting the drooping ensign that
had been run up to the masthead at day-
break, man-o’-war fashion, shouted:

“Vivo "Anglais!”

“(‘ome aboard!” responded Captain Manby.
“I hope some of them speak English,” he
added to Sineclair. ‘“My French was never
first-class, and I'm ufrnicr it has gone rusty.”

“I can speak a bit,” said Ned. * There
was a Krench boy at our school, and Re was
a pal of mine. He taught e a lot.”

“Then you can do the interpreting if neces-
sary. Stand by to give them a cheer, men.
One, two, three!”

The cheer rang out heartily as ithe boat
came alongside, for all the crew were on deck.
A few moments later the six ‘had scrambled
on board, and were shaking hands indis-
criminately. One, indeed, went so far as to
- grab Jack and kiss him heartily on both
cheeks before he counld break away. Captain
Manby dodged another such attempt, hold-
ing off the man with one hand while he shook
his right hand with the other.

“We're pleased to see you,” he said.
“Where’d d’you hail from? This is the
Blue Bird, of Brisbane. How d’you come
to be here?” '

“We are transported with joy to sece fresh
faces,” replied the man, in English. *‘Per-
mit that I introduce myself. Pierra Benoist,
merchant, of Marseilles. Our ship, alas! she
has wrecked herself this year and a half ago.

13

She was the Jean Bart, of Marseilles.  Of
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her crew remain only two men. For the rest,
there are twenty and two men that were
passengers. They were to make themselves
a colony, you must to understand, in an
island of Solomon’s, to plant there vines. It
is & venture made by some merchants of
Marseilles, and I come to be in charge.”

“But the wreck? Where was it?” asked
Manby.

““Away there. On the island you can sec
there.”’

“But how on earth did you manage to gel
there through all these reefs?”
The Frenchman shrugged his shoulders and

spread his hands.
call miracles. The

“It was what you

sailors they say so. We were on a great
wave, yes. It carried us so high we escape
the rocks. The poor ship drop on the island
and broke. The captain and all his men
they are swept away, all but two. We who
were below on the underside, we escape.
That was a ycar and a half ago. We have
made little voyages out in the boat to find
the way ta the open sea, and we have found
it so far. Yesterday, in the evening, we sec
your so beautiful ship and come towards it.”

“You are certain of the channel in to the

island 77’ asked Manby. 1 ;
- *“But yes, my capitan. We shall guide you
throngh, and we shall reéceXe you joyfully.
If you have the leetle engine, then you shall
be there before the evening. Oh, this is a
most happy day for us!”

It was a joyous party that sat down to
the breakfast that Ah Moy had prepared, for
though none of the other Frenchmen spoko
English, they chattered away in their own
language, explaining their meaninqu. s1gusy
as far as possible when Manby and I eg failed
to understand them. Then, the meal over,
they went on deck. The engine was started
and controlled by a man called Pascal, who
had been one ﬂ? the sailors of the ill-fatod
Jean Bart, and the Blue Bird moved forwaud.

For a while the passage proved to be toe-
tuous, but before midday the way grew
clearer. There was still an hour of daylignt
left when the schooner glided ihmugﬁ the
opening of the island reef and, running close
to a beach on which were gathered the re-:
of the castaways, all yelling and praneing
with joy, dropped anchor in ten fathoms «f
water,

Sinclair, unheeding the clamour ashore,
stared down through the clear water as the
ripples made by the anchor subsided, then
turned to Manby.

“The luck’s in all right, sir,’” he. murmured
softly. “That fellow Rua-Rua told no !e.
The lagoon 18 chocabloe with shell. We're
mchbe anchored to a fortune!”

A Valuable :Irrdl

- ITAT d’vou think &6f ’em ?" said Jack
to Ned, as the boat in which they
had gone ashore with the eaptain

rhded back to the Blue Bird,
“Bright aund {rhm-r}'{ lot, eh? Only T wish
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thiey wouldn't be quite so ready to kiss one. |
I goi caught twice., And 1 don’t like this |
sort of thing. It's all right for natives, but
it scems a bit off for white men.”

He slipped off the heavy wreath of flowers
which had been dropped on his neck at their
going ashore. They had spent a rather
hectic hour amongst the castaway French-
men, who all talked at once and at the top
of their voices, They had been offered
various drinks prepared from bananas cr
coco-nut juice, which they had only sipped,
and a quantity of cakes and fruit, far morc
than they could possibly have eaten.

“What do I think of them?” repeated Ned.
“Oh, 1 don’t know yet. I don’t know much
about Frenchmen, and they talk a different
sort of French to the fellow I knew at school.
Half of it seems to be slang, and I couldn’t
make head or tail of it. But I could under-
stand what that chap, Pierre Benoist, was
saying when he first went ashore ahead of us.
He was telling them to be on their very best
behaviour, and not to shock us by any f
their beastly manuners, Why should he need
to do that?’ 4

“Oh, I expect they’ve got very rough and
ready through living here by themselves. 1
houlced’ into one of their huts and it’s precious

irty.’

“With the exception of Benoist, and, per-
haps, that thin, tall man, they are all low-
class Frenchmen,” put in Captain Manby.
“So don't be too critical.  To-morrow we
will move up the lagoon, a bit awayv from
them, and start examining the sea bed. So
far as I can discover, they know nothing
about the pearl shell.”

“Will you get them to help us, sir?”
asked Ned.

“I think not. Our own crew will be
sufficient. We are the finders of the shell,

and we are going to rcap the benefit of it.
If they have been here all this time, and
haven't discovered that thev had a fortune
before their eves, so much the worse for
them. They'll have to be content with a
passage to civilisation, and perhaps a little
caslt to help them along if we do well.”

Thev found that Mr. Sinclair had been
busy during their absence, He had dropped
a drag overboard and scooped up a few
ovsters, which now lay slimy and uninviting-
looking on the white deck.

“I've cpened once with a chisel,” said
Sinclair. “It's a good quality shell, sir,
with a pink lip.”

“Did you find a pearl in it, Mr. Sinclair?”
asked Jack cagerly.

““No. DBut there's the shell. Secarch in
the oyster if you like,” replied Sinclair,
with a grin, “You'll find it a bit messy.
Usually you lay the oysters out in the sun
and lct them rot for a bit. Then you wash
tho rotted meat away, and if there are any
pecarls you find 'em, It's a smelly job, but
it's wonderful how you get to disregard the
smell once yvou've found a pearl or two.

If you must scarch mow, start on this one,
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Good luck! There's thie chisel and mallet.”

The boys fell to work, beginning upon the
oyster which already had been opened, and
which was about as big as a small dinner-
plate. They cut tho thing in slices and
dabbed about in the slimy, glutinous flesh
without any 1esult,

““Pearls arc recally the result of a disease
in the oyster,” said Captain Manby, *“So 1
guess that was a healthy one. Perhaps jou’il
find no pearls at all in the whole lagoon.
You never can tell.” -

“That you can’t,” agreced Sinclair. “I've
known of a man clearing up a couple of
hundred tons of shell and finding only about
a couple of hundred sced pearls in the lot. On
the other hand, I remember a man who
found a black pearl worth over three thousand
dollars in the first dozen he searched.”

““Oh, black! Are they worth all that?”
asked Ned. *“I thought it was the white
ones that were worth most.”

“The pink are the rarest and worth most.
Then black, Then the pure white. I've
heard of a green, but they're go rare they
don't count. You find a few gcore big pink
ones, Jack, and that'll be all right.”

Jack grinned awry., He was endeavouring
to lever open a big ovster with the chisel,
and, finding the job quite beyond his power,
Ned came to his assistance. Finally they
cut the “hinge,” got the shell open, and
began to hack the flesh away.

Suddenly Ned straightened up with a
fragment 1n his fingers.
“There's something hard here,” he said,

and, laving the chunk of oozy oyster meat
on the table, dissected 1t carefully. A
moment afterwards, with a cry of excite-
ment, he held something in his palm under
the hanging lamp; something that gleamed

with a pink vet milky radiance.  Sinclair
whistled softly and nodded at Captain
Manby,

“Well, I'm blowed! That's beginner’s

luck for you he exclaimed. “A pink
'un!” He picked it out of Ned's palm and
examined it, “Jt’s a true round and un-
flawed. Young ’un, that's a thousand
dollars’ worth in Sydney!™

“I'm awfully glad for your sake, wuncle,”
said Ned. “If only there is one in every
twenticth——"’

“Or every hundredth, why, we'd all be
millionaires,” put in Manby. “But don't
count too much on keeping up that rate, If
we find one good pearl in everv ton of shell
we'll be doing very nicely. Now leave the
others alone, We're going to turn in, get
up carly, and explore the lagoon systemati-
cally to-morrow.”

(Captain Manby really does seem to be in
clover, docsn't he? He's only been on the
island a little while, nad already he's found
a rvaluable pearl. DBut what about those
French castaways? Perhaps they're not so
friendly as they make themselves out to be.
Anyway, only the future ecun tell—and t's
going to be an cxcitivg future for the
Britishcrs!)



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

DON'T pilay much cricket now—Denis
Bland (Shrewsbury)—although at one

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.
I fime of day I thought absolutely nothing

of going out to the wicket and scoring a
Juck for my side. What my side thought of
't is another matter, but thev probably
thought less than nolhmg of 1it. To be fair
to myself however, I must add that occa-
sjonally 1 came out with no less than seven
o tht runs to my credit! I can tell you, I

s jolly hot! The only wonder is, I wasn’t
chucked out of the team. With regard to

that poison. Isst Kala, which I mertmnm_l in
one of my series, this is a sort of Mexican |
~ame. and the poison itself is only to be

‘ound in remote parts of (‘entml America,
[{’s so little known that vou won’t be able to

tfind any mertion of it 1n any English text-
nook, )
I'm surprised at you- =id Waite (High- |
I
Hurv), What do vou mean by saying that

vou can'r find anvthing to write about each
weelk ¥ What about my weekly varns ¢ Surely
there's something vou can mmplam about.
or grumble at, or pu'ﬂ to pieces, or criticise—
o=, PSSl h! T.'.'“']l:t :

=8 L7

I shwall certainly have ro write a series about
New Zealand before long- (lifford Whall
( Linwoad, N.Z.). What with bniling‘ pool: and
Zevsers, to say n-:}thlftg of volcanoes (to men.
tion only a few of the things vou tell me) 1
o IL{‘}I’{ to ba able to get old Handy into quite
¢ large number of scrapes, But what's going
happerr to me among the Australian
readerst T think the safest course will be to

take the Sr. Frank’s chaps out to AILFILIId"iLI

and give them a tour of the wnole ferritory,
Then I car. be safe. But please don’t be
impatient, Evervthing comes to him
waits—even if it's only a dose of medicine.
e e

'ﬁi

an

anotiier of my corre
(Heckmondw 1L9} —in

You remind me of
spondents—Ivy Swailes
your enthusiasm. I am referring to *‘Dora,
of the I[*mpv deven ”  (Norwich).,  Week
after week vou write to me, and you always

tell me something interesting. If it comes
to that, I've got dozens and dozens of such
readers, and it bucks me up no end when I
Zet their lotters. Considering that von are
a4 Yorkshire girl, Ivy, vou are verv fair
indeed when you give it as yo v opinion that
tlobbs iz a hetier batsman than Sutcliffe.
And you have certainly hit it on the nail
wher you declare that Yarkshire's Lleven
s one to be proud of. Holmes and Sutcliffe,
a3 an_ opening  pair, are positively  *“the
oroods.”

% £

Very many thanks—FEdgar Austin Miitel-
holzer (New Amsterdam, British Guiana)—
tor vour exrraordinarily interesting letters,

and alzo for vour kindness in sending me so

who

|
%
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| many Georgetown newspapers. Anybody can
send me newspapers, of course, but what I

parti(.lI irly appreciate in your case is the
fact that the ones you send are full of valuable
descriptive matter, which is certain to be ve
helpful to me in my work. One of these
dayvs you will positively force me into writing
a seriez about British (Guiana, you bounder!

¥ W

e

In the old davs, I nsed to put a star against
tha names of those who wrote me especially
commendable letters, But now, instead of

(Continued overleaf,)

ATHLETES

TRAIN ONIT

-y

There is half a cup
of English full cream
milk in every

| CADBURY
BIG MILK

Onl

Brani{ XNew
1925 Corven-
try Modeln.
Fully Gaar-
anteed. Sent
on 15 davs'

approval,
Packed free

& Carriage
paid. Money
refunded if
dissatiafied.

Write to- da.]'
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BETWEEN OURSELVES the bull'seye fivs b, This sort ol thing

(e toaced fronn precdious page.) is either 11|*|1r.11 in o, or its not.  And
—eeee e | pinectien]l experionce; mr this a: in evervthing
else—to expres< o fruism i the best of all

sl
e

- - —
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