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THE WORST FORM
AT CGDR!NGTON

DAVID GOODW!N

~~Untamed! . . . F orm-masters come and Form-masters go—mental

wrecks—but the Remove at Codrington School still remains untamed,
until the advent of a new, mystery masters + o«

LAY

CHAPTER 1,

y The New Boy!
SWANTED.—An assistant magster, of high
scholastic attainments and an iron will, to
undertake the control of an exceptionally
umruly and backward Form at a large

public school. High remuncration. State
qualifications and degrees. Box T71B.”
WIDE and wicked grin spread

A slowly over the freckled features of

Talbot  Delaval  Wynne—better

known as “Taffy "—aged cen,

as he pursued the above advertisoment in

the columns of a paper, while standing on
the platform of Stanstead Station,

“Derry, my buck,” he called to a friend
some distance away, ‘“come and cast your
cold grey eyes over this!”

Richard Dereker—in well-cut lounge suit
and with a straw hat perched on his head
at a rakish angle—strolled up and took the
paper.  Doreker read the paragraph and
gave a short whistle.

“\‘.'imt d'you think of it?” he asked.

ihmk of it? It's us—we—our little
selves!  There isn't a doubt about it, The

‘large public school’ is Codrington; and
‘ the unruly and backward Form,’ my dear
infant, is the Remove—of which you and
I are now the pride and adornment.”
“Rot!” said Dereker. “It must be a
hoax. The school hasn't como down to
ad\ ertisin’.  The Governors wouldn’t stand

“The Head, mv dear boy, generally docs
as he likes, and he's an cccentrio bird, If
Box T71B isn’t the Head, I'll eat him!
The last remaining grey lacks bave van-
ished off his now poh::!}ed pate in tr%'m to
find a Form-master who can handle the
Remove.  You krow the berth’s vacant
again.”

“Of coursei” assented Dercker, with a
grin.  “Little Morton chucked it at the
end of last term and has gone for & year's
holiday to try to repair his shaftered
nerves. I ofren wonder the peor little
wretch didn’t die at his desk,”

The Remove at Codrington prided itself,
most improperly, in bung unique in unru
liness.  Of course, at all great echools that
Form—sometimes  ealled  the Lower
Fourth—is the worst to handle, from the
point of view of the Form-master.
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It is in that class that the wildest spirits
are found; those who love no labour, or
who, though not objecting io it, are too
full of the zest of life to work for a step
higher.  Besides these, the Remove be-
comes a sort of eddy where all the
“slackers ” accumulate, sometimes remain-
ing in it for years.  Yet, for all its wild-
ness, there is occasionally more real grit
in that Form than in most of those above
or below i,

The Codrington Remove was net o mere
mild, ordinary one. = The last Form-master
but one, who had a great repuiation be-
forehand for taming refractory boys, re-
signed after his first term, and had beon
heard to deseribe it as a crew of demons
fresh from the pit. And Messrs. Wynne
and Dereker, who did not look at all
demon-like, but still were shining lights of
the Remove, and accepted by many as its
leaders, looked through the paragraph
again and agreed that it was genuine, The
headmaster was advertising at last for
somebody who could tame the Form.

“Well, if any master hae answered this

advert and taken the post, I pity him,” said

fiy Wynne. “One term with us in the

Remove will be sufficient to send him pack-

" ipg, regretting the day he ever came to
Codrington.”

“Yes, like all the other Form-masters,”
grinned Dereker.  “T've lost count how
many we've had, but each one has been
confident he could tame us. Alas for their
hopes! And I’'m open to take a small bet
that we make it hot for the gentleman with
the iron will. We'll start the term well,
Hallo! Here’s De Quincey. Quince, you're
a literary and artistic sort of hird—have a
squint at this!*

A lean, dark-complexioned boy, very
carefully dressed, and with a thoughtful
scowl on his features, took the paper. De
Quincey—for that was his name—also bo-
longed to the Remove, but was very dif-
ferent from most of its members. He
csteemed himself to be a poct, and had a
very bitter tongue and a picturesque mode
of specch. His great ambition was to
found and edit a school magazine.

“My good ass.” he said pityingly to
Dercker. “I saw this ten dags ago! Why,
the paper’s o fortnight old! They’'ve got
the man they want gy this time, no doubt,
and he'll be trampling on your necks to-
morrew morning.*

“You suppose it’s genuine, then?” agked
Dereker.

“Of conrse! There’s no mistakin® such
roiten grammar as the Head writes, How
can a man be ‘of an jron will’? Ho can
have an iron will, or acquire an iron will,
But how can he be of—"

“Oh, dry up!” said Wynne. 4
know about this chap who thinks
going to break us in.”

“Let him!” said Do Quincey,

Ho turned scornfully away towards a
group of well-dressed Codrington seniors of
the Shell and Fifth Forms who had arrived,
and were waiting for the train which
picked up the godrington boys at the
various stations on the opening day of the
term.  They knew their own importance
far too well to consort with such rabble as
tho Remove; but they put up with De
Quincey because the whole school did 50,
and everybody was a little afraid of his
tongue.

“Isn’t it a wonder nobody ever kicks Jiem
Quincey?’ said Dercker, * any of us
others ‘said the things he does there'd be
murder done. Hallol Who on earth lot
that out of the cage?”

He stared at a small and rather pale bag
who just then appearcd on the platform.
The newcomer had a_very simple face, and
his limbs werc so thin that they scemed
like mere sticks inside hig carefully brushed
clothes; moreover, he looked as helpless
as a stray puppy. His luggage—a trunk
and a big, unevenly shaped parcel—was
brought in on o barrow by a coarse and
red-nosed outside porter.

*“Thank you very much!” he said grate-
fully to the porter in a nervous voice. “I'm
—I'm very much obliged to you, sir!*

“Have you gotoher ticket?” said the por-
ter, eyeing him dubiously.

“Er—er—yos, to be sure! It was bought
for me, My aunt put it in my pocket her-
self,” said the pale youth, feeling in a
waisteont pocket,

He then took off his hat and thanked the
porter again, i

Taffy, who was staring in wonderment,
nudged his chum in tho ribs.

“D’yor want me to get yer anything
from the bockstall?” said the porter, still
more suspiciously; for there were no signs
of a tip, -

As a rule, the Codrington fellows tipped

“I want to
he’s
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well, and the newecomer's boxes were
labelled to the school.

“No, thank you. T'm very much obliged
to you!" bleated the new boy, looking more
lost than ever. * had any money
should have asked you to get me ihe
‘ Ranger,’ if you would be so kind. But I
haven’t any money; my aunt sewed up my
trousers pockets. She—"

“No money!” gasped the porter, glar-
“Then where's my tip—eh? ’Oc¢’s
to pay mef”

“Dear me! I—I thought my aunt had
paid fgrr everything,” said the boy, furning
pale. “She said—"

“Have I brought these 'ere boxes all the
way up the road for nethin'?" snarled the
outside porter.

And, turning to his barrow, he shot the
new boy’s luggage on the platferm with
a bang.

“I—I—Tm very sorry!” stammered the
boy, who scemed to be on the point of
Jears,

“}’i‘e a good mind to prosceute yer!
Now, look ‘ere, if yon don’t—"

Dereker was laughing till the straw hat
wobbled on his head, and the new boy
looked as if he were going fo faint before
the red-nosed porter’s wrath; but at this
point Talfy Wynne strode forward and in-
terposed.

“Shut up, Robins!” he said peremptorily
to the porter, and then turned to the new
boy. ““Are you going to Codrington?”

Y-yon, sir,” gLieat,cd the slim youth.
“But this gentleman says owe him
money. If 1 could send for my aunt——"

“Robins, you red-nosed fraud, what do
rou mean by ragging him like that?” zaid
Wynne sharply to the porter.  ‘““Put his
boxes with mine—do you hear?—and look
after the lot!”

“"Yessir!” said the porter briskly.

*“And if I hear you having the check
to bully any chap gound for the school,
T'll see you never get another tip from a
Codrington man \vﬁﬂc the place stands.
We're expecting the Remove along by the
down train, and if you don’t want fo be
ducked in the engine trough—"

“All right, Mister Wynne, T'll see to
the luggage,” said the porter smartly,
taking the boxes to the labelling-room.
‘The ncw boy, looking timidiy at Taffy,

nearly melted into tears of gratitude—or,
at least, seemed as if he were going to.

“How very kind of you, sir] How shall
I thank you? " .,

“All right, kid. It's a wet summer, and
you mneedn’t weep on my bosom,” said
Talfy, while Dereker, serewing a key-ring
into his eye, contemplated the new boy
thl_'otl%h it as if he were some sirange
anunal,

“I really do not know what I should
have done if the gentleman had insisted
on being paid,” said the boy, with a sigh.
“It is dreadful to think of being in his
debt.  I—I thought of offering %ﬁm my
white mice in payment; only it would have
broken our hearts to be parted. I know
they could not live without me,”

“White mice?” said Taffy, with a dazed
look,

“Yes, in a cage among my luggage.
Such sweet things! One is black and
white, and the other is skewbald. They
are orphans,” continued the new boy, his
hands clasped, and his eyes filling with
tears. “Their mother died when they were
young, and I brought them up by hand.
If you had seen the dear little mites suck-
ing a rag dipped in warm milk, it would
have touched your heart!”

Dercker leaned against a newly-painted
Fg}lur. and, gasping for breath, mopped
his forechead. De Quincey, who had
silently reached the spot and overheard the
speech about the mice, peered at the new
boy, and then at the labels on his luggago.

“Is the worm really going to Codring-
ton ?” said De Quincey, in tones of wonder,
“What in the world are we coming to?
Where did you wriggle from, creature?”
he said, nr]grcssing the gaping new boy.
“Did the ran bring you to the surface?
Speak, you erceping thing!”

“Shut up, Quincel” said Taffy abruptly.
“I'm in charge of it. Gitl"

L 8 cnngrntulatc you both on having at
last found a creature of your own mental
level,” said De Quincey blandly to Wynne
and Dereker. “I will Teave you to frater-
nise.  Au revoir, worm! I hope it may
be adieu!”

The new boy was too bewildered to make
any reply. He looked such a forlorn little
fizure that Taffy, who scmetimes did the
most extraordinary things—as his friends
put it—on a sudden impulse, took it into
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his head to wmake friends with him, and
possibly stand between the new boy and
trouble, There would be plenty of trouble
in store for such & boy at Codrington.

CHAPTER 2.
The Remove Arrives.

“ HAT'S your name, kid?” asked

\X/ ’I’ai’f;

“ Jellicoe,” replied the new
’ boy timidly., “Cecil Jellicoe,
sir.”

“**Who are your people?” i

“Please, I haven’t any people. I live
with my aunt—Mrs. Caterham. I've
always been an_orphan,” said the youth,
with simple pathos. “That’s what makes
we so fond of mice.”

“Where does Mrs.. Caterham live?”

“ At Houghton Park, please, sir.”

“Don’t say ‘sir,” you hitile ass. Is that
straight about the mice? Youw've got 'em
with _youf” . .

“Yes; in a double cage, with a liitle
wheel for exercise,” replied Jellicoe,

“Tt's bad business,” said Taffy gloomily.
“Don’t know how the school'll take it.
Shockin' bad form, keepin’ white mice at
Codrington. _ If it was a badger, now, or
a hyena, well and good. It'd be some-
thing to make you remembered; you'd
stand -out from the common herd. = But
white mice! Even the preparatory kids
wouldn’t own to it!”

“He can't keep them,” said Dercker de-
cisively. “Lodiey’ll drown them.”

Lodgey was the school sergeant.

Jellicos looked so aghast that even the
tough Taffy feit for him and hid a smile.
© “We'll see what can be done. Maybe
T'll give you a leg-up, kid. Mind you,
it's no small beer having me for a pal.
It's not often I talk to a new kid, except
with the toe of my boot, end you seem
a worse terror than most of 'em, too. Hold
on a shake while I get my ticket,” said
Taffy, stalking off.

Dereker caught him up at the booking
officc and began to protest.

“Look hero, Taffy, this can't

You're only rottin’ L g9 om
nly rottin’, I hope.

“Rotting!  What d'you mean?” said
Taffy abruptly. -
< %hy‘ you can’t really intend to

be seen with this pasty-faced little terror!
He's dotly, or not far off of it., Hang it,

think of our position! You're not gcin;z"
to back him up at the sechool? The chapsll
never stand it. They would turn you both
out.”

Taffy turned on him fiercely.

“Will they, by gum! = That’s _quite
enongh.  I'll look after the kid, Derry,
and stend between him and evil—

like the prig-hero did in that ghastly book
the matron gave us last term,  Just let
any of the rabble get up an’ dictate to me,
an’ there’ll be war!”

Derelor shrugged his shoulders,

“Tll preach sickly sermons in the dormi-
tory about protectin’ the weak, and wall
about with my arm round the litile beast’s
neck, if anyone objects!” said Taffy. *“ ¥ou
know me.”

“Well, you're a pig-headed cha{)fl’\'e
often told you so,” said Dereker blandly. .
“A fellow’s only got to suggest that you'll
get hurt if you do a thing and off 'you go
and do it. I don’t mind. We're cne
flesh, Birne and you and I, so I don't mind
givin’ you a hand. There may be some fun
1n it, though T don’t see where.””

“Of course. You're a good chap, Derry.
I've a sort of notion the kid might turn out
deecently somchow. Suppose wo make w
cheap 1mitation of a second-rate fag oub of
him, just to see? It's possible he's gol _
hidden merits.”

“There sre denced few signs of them,”
said Dercker. “We shan't see much of
the inscet, that's one comfort, for he'll
hardly be placed higher than the Third
Form,”

“Sometimes these puny little beggars are
swots. He's clder than he looks. Maybe
he knows where he’s placed, There's a
dodge now for new kids to get their papers
when thoy’re taken to see the Iead before
the term opens.”

They rejoined the limp Jellicoe, who was
waiting forlornly on the plaiform, nobody
designing to take any notice of him,

“I say, young Jelly-what's-your-name,”
observed Taffy, *“do you happen to know
what Form you're ini?

“Oh, yes,” said Jellicoe, with a Dblush;
“I was tanken to see the headmaster a
week ago, and had a paper to do. He
wrote afterwards to my aunt to say 1
should be put in a class called the—er—the
—or—1I think it was called the Movement,
or something—" i

“The Remove?” said Taffy, with a gasp
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“Yes, that's it—the Remove,” replied
Jellicoe.

The two chums stared at him blankly.

“Then I should say, my little lad, that
your days on this earth are numbered,”
muttered Dercker. )

‘Is it n nice class?” asked Jellicoe
meekly, “Are the boys industrious and
well behaved? My aunt is very anxious
for me to—-' 7
' The shrick of a locomotive whistle inter-
rupted himn, and a train came rolling into
Stanstead Station. Taffy took the new
boy solemnly by the shoulder and pointed
towards it. i

“You've hit it exactly,” he said %mvcly.
“Couldn’t have described them better—
and it's tho only decent Form in Codring-
ton. Look, there it is! You ean see it
from here—and hear it.”

* The new boy stood staring at the train,
with eyes that opencd wider and wider.
Most of it was quiet enough, but from the
middle carringe came an appalling up-
roar, and from ono window a straw bat
s boing twirled violently on the end of
ng walkingsstick, while the hat owner
fought frantically for its possession. The
hat was sent flylng on to the roof of the
platform-shelter. i
From . the next window puffed pgreat
«clouds of dust and through a thick fog in
the compartment five or six youths could be
seen belabouring each other with linen-
bags amid a terrific shindy. The third
window was blocked up with a great ball of
newspapers, and from the fourth-——which
‘Jellicoo stood gaping ab as it drew level
;with him, came flying a railway cushion
‘straight upon his open mouth, and sent
‘_hh‘n sprawling backwards.
! In o moment Taffy darted to the door,
flung it open, and seized upon an enraged
boy of his own age and size.
i ““You young beast, Kempe, you meant
that for me!” eried Tafly, jerking him out
on to the platform and shaking him vio-.
jently, “Tll teach you your place, my
‘beauty | Didn't you learn it last term?
-Taise that, m:,? tdha.f: !."k "
,. couple ef icks, implanted as
Maffy spun the culprit round, l:iisposud of
Kempe; and at the same moment another
:lﬁy' with bright chestnut hair, and one
slde of his collar flying loose as a sign of
Tecent strife, came darting out of the car-

riage. .
" Pialto, Tafiyt Hallo, Doy 1" exiod,

s
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shaking hands with his chums hcnrtiIi;.
“Hew can Codrington go to the dogs while
we three exist to keep it alive—ch, what?
Those other votters——-  Hallo!l = Whe's
the invalid?”

Birne—for such was the newcomer’s name,
looked with interest at Jellicoe, who Taffy
was helping to his feet. Dercker rather
expected to sce the mew boy blubbering,
but he was not.  Jellicoe picked himself
up in silence, fecling his features with both
hands to make sure they were there.

“I—er—I am afraid this is a very rough

clags,” he said, in an annoyed  voice,
“Where are my white mice? = My aunt
»

“She's past he]%n’ you now,” said Taffy.
“I alone stand between you and death,
Jelly, Come on and bag scats, you chaps.

Hi,” he eried, hustling the new boy into
the ecompartment with a rush, “make way
for your betters, Jes ! What,

you eripp. t,
only two seats empty? Mzi’nors and Stan-
foed, out you get!”

With surprising speed Tafly and Dercker
Fltd\ed out of the carriage a couple of
oudly-protesting youths, who at once made
a fierce attempt to force their way in again.
A gpirited baitle was soon raging round the
door, Jellicoe shrinking into & scat in con-
sternation. The two cvicted persons were
soon beaten off and were seized upon by an
angry stationmaster, who hustled them into
another carriage, threatening all sorts of
penalties.

“The Remove. The dear old giddy Re-
move!” eried Taffy, dealing Birne a sound-
ing sla.g on the leg as the door was
slammed. =~ “Where’s the Form that can
live with it? Ounly it doesn't do for the
rank and file of it to forget that they've
got to sing small when my little lot gets
on its hind legs. Why, O’Flanagan, old
bird, how are you? Hallol What's that
clothes-horse want?"

The hubbub in_the four compartments
oceupied by the Remove was scandalising
everybody, and making the stationmastex

ainfully cager to send the train along.

n the midst of it an angry-locking Fifth
Form boy of Codrington, nearly six feet
high and dressed with exquisite neatness,
came_striding to the carriage. His name
was Verulam, one of the most dignified of
the seniors.

“Stop this noise, vou young cads!” he
cried hotly. “Do you hear? We won't
have a lot of little blackguards disgracin®
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the scheol like this! TIt's worse than a
louts’ beanfeast, and if you young ruffians
don’t stop—"

“Lo, he has spoken treascn! In with
him 1” howled Dereker. And in a moment
the carriage door flew n%en and three
lusty Remove hoys hurled themselves upon
Verulam. He was hauled bedily into the
compartment again, and the door shut,

If the noise had been noticcable before
it was twice as bad now. The big senior
fought and struggled in_ a perfect frenzy
of rage, and his long legs curled about
both seats.

Jellicoe shrank into a corner, wonder-
ing what sort of company he had fallen
into, Tt was surprising the easo and
speed with which the four Remove boys
mastered the big Fifth-Former, who then
disappeared under a bunch of them.

What they were doing Jellicoe could not
sce. But a minute later, just as the train
was starting, Verulam was ejected out on
to_the platform—an amazing sight.

He looked as if he had been in the
hands of a quick-change artiste. His
trousers had been hauled off and put on
again inside out, his ccat was tied round
his neck by the sleeves, his neckiie knotted
round one ankle, and his collar fastened to
the other. His face_was flushed and well
smeared with dust. How all this had been
done in less than two minutes the scared
Jellicoe could not imagine; but thero it
was.

A shout of laughter went u
the Romove carriages as the dazed senior
staggered across the platform. He was
only just in time to reach the brake-van,
and was hauled into it by the grinning but
indignant guard.

“If that hasn't taught you to leave us
alone, nothing will " said Taffy, poking
his head out of the window. “Robins!
Is that luggage int”

from all

“Yessir I oxclaimed the porter. “All
labelled and put inl”
“Here you are, then!” said Taffy,

thrusting a shilling into the porter’s palm
as the train ran past, and with his other
hand he plucked ]gobins’ cap and threw it
at his head, “Take that for a reminder
not to bully Codrington men, whether
they tip you or not ! .

Taffy sank back into his seat with a
smile of bland satisfaction, and surveyed
the company.

“Well, our syndicate’s complete,” said

Taffy, with satisfaction. “Shove up, all
you other kids, an’ don’t crowd your
betters! Well, Jellicoe, what d'you think
of it1" o

The new hoy, whose eyes were as big
as saucers, was too alarmed to reply, He
scemed to shrivel uF in_his scat, The
others mnoticed him for the first time.

“Eh? Who blew that in here?” ex-
claimed Johnson 1I, a red-haired boy,
with a freckled nose. “D’you hear, kid?
Who are youi” 3

“Throw it on the line!” said Mallock,
another of the Removites, and he reached
across as if he really meant to do it, ta
Jellicoe’s preat alarm. Taffy struck Mald
lock’s arm up with a force that made his
clbow tingle.

“I'll throw you out on_the line if you
don't let him ‘alone!” said Taffy. “You
hear me? Hands off I

“Is_he your young brother, Wynne?1”
said Johnson. :

“No, he isn’t!” returned Taffy angrily.
“8hut your head I”

“Taff's got some bee in his bonnet about
that little object in thé corner,” =t
Dereker, aside to Birne. “Goin’ 5 dry-
nurse him, just to cause trouble, I think.'
However, I gaid I'd back him, so——" i

“T'1l tell you about that presently,” broke
in Taffy to his chums. And to divert tha
attenfion of the others’ from Jellicos he'
pulled out the newspaper. I say, you
chaps, have you secn this?”

He read out the advertisement, and if
caused great amusement. They were all
very keen to know who the new Form-
master might be, however, 2

“T’ll take two to one we give him brain-
fever before the month’s out{” said John-
son_gleefully.

“He'll probably be some ass who thinks
he can trust to a bit of extra skill with!
the cane,” said Dereker. *“As if the;
iddy Remove hadn't got its skin tanned
ﬁard as india-rubber uﬁes ago! Or else’
some chump who thinks himself sarcastic I

“Let him come! I like to sece their
giddy hair turnin’ grey week by week,”.
said  Taffy appreciatively. ‘Where's
Quinee T ;

“Gone into another  carriage—with’
Sanderson, I think,” said Birne. ”P’r’nga“
Quince spotted him for an oof-bird on!
sight,”

“Which? Who's Sanderson?” i
“A new chap,” chuckled Birne. f'Been
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placed in the Remove. He’s got tons of |
money. Got scared of us on the journey, I{
think, and when we stopped at Fairley
Junction he stood us all grub and pop.”

“By Jove, you should have scen him
buyin’ up the whole refreshment-room 1”
said Jolnson enthusiastically, “Told us
to order all we liked—veal-pies, rolls,
tarts, Bath buns without end. Must have
cost thirty bob! And I eaw him change
a ten-pound note to pay for it. Governor's
a gold-mine magnate, and allows himn lots
of money !

“Ah, we've got some prefty rum fish
in the school this term, I should think !”
said Mallock. “Especially considering the
dirty little tadpole in the corner. If he
Hallo, here’s the giddy station!”

CHAPYER 3,
The Mystericus Stranger!

& LL change!” bawled Johnson,
flinging open the ecarriage door,
“ATight. here for the royal and

~y ancient college of Codrington,
noted for the noble bearin' of its Sixth
¥orm, and the ladylike behaviour of all
the little boys who shape their future

.~eareers at its world-famed—— Look here,
young Mallock, if you want a black eye
just do that again!”

The occupants of the carriage came
pouring out like an avalanche, and John-
son was swopt off his feet. The senior
boys of higher Forms hurried out of the
station as quickly as they eould. It was
wlways @ thorn in their Hesh to see how
rowdily the notorifous Form behaved,
and they did not want to be mixed up
with “Remove ruffians.” But some lati-
tude is allowed at Codrington on assembly-

ay. .
“My Iuigage ” panted  Jellicoe
anxiously. “I must see it is not roughly
handled. “The mice are in their cage in
the big parcel i

, and—
. “All'right, kid | I'll get e porter to sce
it isn't knocked about,” said Taffy. “Hi,
orter |  This way, Jimmy! See my
uggage on the cart, will you, and another
ot labelled Jellicoe’? Take extra care
it. Come on, Derry, or we shall have
to_scrap for places on the charabane!”
! They made their way through the
tation, and on reaching the road beyond
ifound there were no vehicles waiting ex-
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cept the luggage carts. It was a six-mile
drive to the school, and the senior boys
were always picked up by the four-in-hand,
coach—the Barleyford Rocket—which kept
itself free for the journey on Codrington
opening days, while brakes were sent for
the juniors.

“What's  this, John Willlams?” said
Taffy, scizing upon a porter. **Where are
our wagonettes ?

“Not arrived yet, sir. Big fair at
Barleyiord to-day, an' all vehicles hired at
whopping biro prices.  They'll be some
time a-gottin’ away.”

“Who's responsible for _it?” eried
Marston, the head cf the Fifth, angrily.
“Where's our coach? They've no business
to take any other job to-day!”

“'Fraid youw'll have to wait, sir. Be the
best part of an hour afore the Rocket can
geb ’ere. Took a party cown this morn-
T 3

The wrath and surprise were great.
Codrington Sehool was not used to being
treated in this off-hand way. The elder
boys were vowing vencgance on the
Barleyford Rocket’s proprietor, and the
station became blocked.

“Here, let’s get out of itl” said
Dereker. “Let ‘em fight it to a finish!
I'm not in such a hurry to get back to
that giddy old emporium of knowledge
inyself 1" .

The juniors and Jellicoe made for the
river bank, and were soon deep in talk
over school politics and the pessibilities of
the new Remove master. None of them
took any notice of Jellicoe, and they had
covered a good deanl of ground before they
troubled about him. They halted by the
embankment bordering the river and
threw themselves on the warm turf,

“What's the game about this new kid,
Taffy " said Birne. “Let’s get it over.
Have you captured him for a fag?”

“Not a bad ir]en,".s:\id Dereker, lying
on his back and chewing o piece of grass.
“Remove isn’t allowed o have fags. Make
the Senior Forms savage.”

“It isn't exactly that, though we might
make him useful,” Taffy replied; “hut
Derry said the other rotters would jump
on him, because he’s—well, what you see
he is—and jump on anybody who backed
him up, teo. Well, I want to sce the
beggar whe'll jump on me, so ' goin’ to
cherish him, just to raise the wind, If
you chaps don’t like it, you needn’t—"



3 © THE WORST FORM AT CODRINGTON! ! i

“Qh, 'm on if you are!” said Birne
lazily. “We all pui'l together, of course.
'l wipe his mouth after meals, and kiss
him for his mother, if you like.”

“Y don't want to foist him on you,”
snid Taffy, “only—= I say, what the
dickens is that chap dodgin’ about for
yonder

“Lie still, it's all right,” said Dercker,
for the afterncon sun was making him

sleepy. . .
Taify, however, had his suspicions
aroused. He was ulways on the look-out

for any species of “japes” pleyed upon
himself and his chums, and the attempts
his encmies made were many.

Taffy crept up the slope and peered
through the grass on fop. He decided,
however, that it was a false alarm, for the
orson he had scen was no Codringtonian,
Eut a man of between thirty and forty,
neatly dressed, with a clean-shm-gn. rather
lump face, and an eyeglass swinging in
ront of his waistcoat.

The man’s movements were so queer that
Taffy continued to watch him. There was
an anxious look on the stranger’s face, and
he glanced furtively back from time to
time and appearcd to be keeping under
cover of the bushes along the river, and
sidling from one to the other.

Prosenily he gave this up and stepped
out hurriedly, coming nearly opposite
Taffy. One more glance back he gave,
and ‘then suddenly dived under o bush and
remained here, crouching and motionless,

Taffy's astonishment at this queer be-
haviour was turned into quite another feel-
ing when he saw a policeman, accom-
panied by & man in plein clothes, appear
along the pat

CHAPTER 4.
Taffy's Capture!

HERE could be no doubt that’ the

I olice officers were after him,
affy thought. The sergeant and
detcetive—or whatever the plain-
clothes man was—came hurrying along in
the direction the stranger had taken, talk-
ing earnestly together and peering ahead.
But they walked right past the man’s hid-
ing-place without dreaming he was there.
Taffy, who was well hidden by the
frings of grass, slid back down the slope

in considerable cxcitement,
to his chums,

“Here, you chaps,” he whispered, “don’t
make a sound, but just nip up to tho top
here, an’ look over without showin’ your-
selves 1 :

The others agreed at once, supposing
some jest was in the wind. As they were
going gingerly up the slope, Tafly looked
back, and saw Igo Quinecey and Mallock
walking up from below, naturally knowing
nothing of what was to be scen on the
other side. Taffy made a sign to them
to approach silently, which they did at
once. In a few momenis all the boys
were peering through the long grass on the
top, and Tafy, in a low voice, told them
what he had seen. 3

The two officers of the law were now
some distance beyond, .and soon they dis-
appeared round the bend of the river.’
No sooner had they dene so than the man
in the bush showed himself cautiously
again, and remained for a few moments
motionless. F i

The boys had a~full view of him, thapeh' ..
themsclves unseen, and they watcheds®iim
without a word. he stranget lookad
round cantiously, and glanced at a wooden’
bridge which spanned the river close by to
make sure that nobody was approaching
from that direction.  Then, turning-hms—
back on the bridge, he retraced his steps
hurriedly by the way he had come,!
reached the place where he had crossed
the embankment, passed over it once
again, and set off across the fields at a!
rapid pace.  Just before he did so he

lanced back, and caught sight_of the’
oys ]{ing on the embankment. He gave!
a slight start, hesitated a moment, and:
then resumed his flight, and in a few,
moments was out of sight beyond a small
wood. !

The boys, who had not said a word,
hitherts, rose to their feet and stared at
each other in some consternation.

“By gum, he’s wanted by the police, an®
he’s done them in the eye!™ said Birne ex-

and beckoned

citedly. “They’ve missed him!”
“What ought we to do?” queried
Dereker.

Before anybody could reply deep voices
were heard as somebody approached on
the river side of the embankment. |

“He's doubled back; I'm sure of it1”
said one. :

“No: it's my belief he went over the
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bridge, sir.  We ought to have separated,
and one gone over it,"” replied tho second
voice. And the speakers came into sight
at the same mement. They were the police-
sergeant and the plain-clothes man, an;l
they were hurrying back on finding their
quarry was not in front. “Hallo, young
gentlemen 1" said the man in plain clothes.
“Have you scen anybody pass by here
just now 1"

“Didn’t he go over the bridge?” inter-
jected the sergeant.

“Was it a tall man, rither sleepy-look-

ing, with an eyeglass?” said = Taffy
quickly.
“That's him!” exclaimed the police
officer ungrammatically, “Where did you
sec him

“This way!” eried Taffy. And, running
over the top of the embankment, he le
the officor to the wooden bridge. *If you
erBss over, an’ go right ehead as far as
you can, you'll run into him!”

The sergeant and his companion hardly
waited to hear the end of Taffy’s sentence,

»Thoy set. off hurriedly ncross the bridge

Fihout a word of thanks,

After which
Mro=Talbot Wynne rejoined his com-
panions, and for some moments nobody
spoke as they watched the police hasten-
ing off on a fool’s crrand.

= %Y say, Talfy, you are an ass!” said

Birne at last.

“There'll be a rare row when they find
you told 'em s whopper like that!”
observed De Quincey sourly.

“Do you want a black eyve, Quince?”
said Taffy sharply. #I told ’‘em the
truth I”

“Why, the fellow bunked in cxactly the
opposite dircetion I" said Dercker,

“Just sol” replied Wynne. “I didn't
say they'd overtake him. I said they'd
run _into him. Which is exactly what
they’ll do if they kecp right on an’ go slap
round the world! Anything else?”

Dereker grinned, but rather feebly.

“That’s all right,” said Birne. “But I
think you're an ass all the same, Tafiy |”

“T'm_beginning to think I am,” ad-
mitted Wynne. “But I did it on the spur
of the moment. IHowever, lct’s leave the
giddy fugitive to his own devices, an’ go
an’ get some pop.. This is dry work |7

They cut across the fields to the high
road, and came upon it near the old way-
side hostelry of the Crown and Anchor.
Many of the Remove boys were there al-

ready, for it was a hot day, and all were
thirsty.

It was strictly against Codrington rules
for any boy to enter a hotel or licensed
house unless with his parents. But, as
Taffy remarked, the term had not properly
opened yet,  The Remove did not affect
anything stronger than ginger-beer, and
those alrcady there had consumed some
gallons of it.

The Remove had its code, wild as it was,
and, with few exceptions, the Form con:
sidered it infra dig. to go into a bar.
Their “pop ” was brought outside to them
on small tables, Sanderson, a large boy,
very well-fed looking, was acting as host.

“Hallo!  Is that the oof-bird?" said
Taffy. “Well, he looks it! I'm standing
Sam to my lot, though; no new kids pay
for me! What'll you chaps have—pop?
Bring it out, William—lashings ofe it 1"

They were in the act of pouring down
generous libations of home-brewed ginger-
beer when the sound of a horn down the
road reached them, and a four-in-hand
coach, with & handsome team of dappled
greys, pulled up at the inn door, empty
save for the driver and conductor.

“Why, here’s the Rocket at last I said
Taffy. **Hallo, Tom!” he cried to the
coachman, who flung the reins to an ostler
and descended. *“ You'd better shove those
cattle along to the station. The giddy
Fifth is goin’ to cat you alive for bein’
late [

“Can’t help it, sir!"” said Tom. “I've
gob to "ave a wet first! I'm perished with
thirst. Never had such a day!”

Both the coachman and conductor
vanished into the inn, leaving a solitary
ostler from the steble-yard to hold the
hends of the leaders.

Taffy looked the coach over, and his eye
brightened. In a_moment an idea sprang
inta his head, and was acted upon.

“By gum, Derry, here’s our chance!” he
oxclaimed, in an undertone. “We'll bag
the Fifth's coach an’ leave ‘em lamenting [
I'll tool her to Codrington! Pass the word
to the chaps to board her quick, an® chuck
me_the reins as soon 23 I'm upl”

Dereker darted off on his crrand in a
moment. The nows was spread swiftly and
silently, and received with delight on all
sides.  In a twinkling half a dozen boys
were on top and four inside. Birne hoisted
the seared Jellicoe up in front, and Taffy
gained the box at the same time.
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“ Hore, 'ave you young gents booked scats
by this coach?" eried the ostler.

“The Remove books whatever it jolly
well wants!” retorted Taffy.

Birne tossed the reins deftly up to him,
Dercker “barged ” into the ostler as if
by accident and swept him away, and the
next moment the long whip eracked, and
the team sprang forward smartly. Away
went the ceach, Dereker swinging himself
on behind as it passed, and the ostler,
seated on the dusty road, yelled loudly.

The driver and conduector, with hali-
emptied pots of beer, rushed out of the
inn, shonting and waving their arms. They
raced after the coach to try to catch it up,
but TaFy, shouting with laughter, whipped
the team to & gallop, and the Barleyford
Raocket swiftly left its pursuers far behind,
shaking their fists and uttering ferocicus

rea:s.

“Qtoady 'em, Taffy, or you'll have the
show over!” said Dercker, for the coach
had begun to rock alarmingly.

Taffy was not on the box for the first
time by any means. His father, General
Sir Mostyn Wynne, was a famous light of
the Four-in-Hand Club, and tho boy had
. often driven one of his drags at home in
the holidays. Taffy pulled his feam fo-
gether like a workman, and then sent them
along at & slashing trot.

“Doar me!” gasped Jellicoe, holding
tight with one hand and keeping his hat
on with the other. “My aunt never con-
templated my journcy to school in this
manner, I feel sure!  But it's—it's rather
nice !

“You're learnin® a lot, aren't you, kid 2"
said Taffy, swinging his team round a
corner. “There’s the station ahead! Derry,
give 'em o blast on the foghorn!”

CHAPTER 5.
Arriving in Style!
§ the railway station came into view
A right in front, Dercker drew the
lonz coach-horn out of its baskeb
and blew with all his might. The
sesult was nothing like a proper coaching
tantivy, but he evolved a terrible, ear-split-
ting bray from the horn, and the senior
boys cama pouring out of the station in

a hurry.,

They gaped in speechless surprise as the
coach came into view with its load, Taffy

THE WORST FORM AT CODRINGTON!

on the box, and giving no signs of stopf

ing, |

“IWhat the deuece are you doing on our
coach ?” shouted several Fifth Form mag-
nates angrily. “Pull up—pull up! Do you
hear, young Wynne?”

lear the road for the Remove Rocket!”
cried Dereker, with another blast on the
horn, *“All you other rotters can jolly well
ad it to Cedringion on your I]ily feet [
Leep ’em going, Taffy 17

The coach swept past, amid a chorus of
wrathful eries from the seniors, and was
soon away round the corner and full swing
on the road to Codrington. The mext mile
was covered in surprisingly short time,
when right ahead, foiling up a hill, was
seen @ tronpe of five nigger minstrels in
coats of many colours, with banjos and
other propertics under their arms, on their]
iﬁa'y homeward after a day at Barleyford:
foir.

“Hallo!"” cried Taffy, slowing up along-]
side them. ““D’'you want s lift, Uncle
Remus?” |

“Rather I said the minstrels, who laol)pt‘{!

fatigued. ot
ump up on top, then, an' wdTl “take

you o3 lfjar ns Codrington Schooll Shove
up an’ make room, you chaps! Squeeze,
’em in anywhere!” -

The burnt cork contingent were only too’
willing. Luckily, the bulk of the Remove
had been left behind in the hurried start,!
and the boys made room somewhere, Away,
went the coach again, |

“Youwve got to work your pasaage, my’
bucks!” said Birne. *Strike up something
cheerful I

The minstrels, c
their instruments—two r}]os,h & fiddle,
and a key-bugle—and broke forth into tune-
ful melu&y. Accompanied by plen't{; of in-
cidental music, the coach accomplis] ed the
journcy rapidly, and the ivied walls and
jall spires of Codrington School wera
already in sight when Dereker locked back!
and cried a warning.

Flying along the road in hot pursuit came!
a light dogeart with a 'hlg, afankmi mare.
gtretching out in & hand-gallop. In the’
cart wero two men—the coachman of the!
Barleyford Rocket and the ostler from the!
Crown and Anchor. They were overtaking.
the coach s fast as the mare could cover
the ground.

“Here's Tom after us!’
“Stick the nace on, Taffy!

nol-hinﬁ loath, unslung
L

cried Derecker.)
It's thp last!
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lap, and we must beat *em for the honour
of the Remove!” .

One glance behind did Taffy give, and
then urged his team to gallop. Not a quar-
tor of a mile ahead were the tall iron pates
of the school. Dereker blew frantically en
tha coach-horn, and, to the strains of music
from the minstrel band, the Barleyford
Rocket swept up to the school gates and
came to a halt—a winner by twenty yards.
The four swc:\t.irnﬁz horses blew out their
nostrils, and the band blared in triumph,
while a cheer arose as Taffy jumped down
from the box.

Tt was quickly checked when the dogeart,
with its two infuriated assCngers,

alloped to the spot and pulled up, while
rom the school drive an excited master
in cap and gown bore down upon the
arrivals with black wrath upon_his brow.

i Phew ! said Dereker, under his breath.
“It's Quayle—the one an' only Quayle!
The bifgest terror in Codrington! Now
for a ghastly row!”

The honourable members of the Remove,
in something like a panie, scuttled off the

‘*%h even quicker than they had mounted
ab 2o journey’s start, And quicker than
any of tThem was Taffy Wynne, who tossed
the reins on the horses’ backs and lit off
the hox with one jump, landing on the off-

..side, nway from the gates un%l the angry
and_astounded Housemaster,

*“Derry,” he hissed, grabbing the arm of
his chum, who sprang just heside him, “go
an’ draw Quayle’s fire while I settle Tom.
We've got to stop him at any price. Who's
got somo mone?' g .

Dereker hastily emptied his ticket-pocket
into Taffy’s hand, and two or three others
on that side, hearing the appeal did like-
wise. At such times the Remove stood by
each other. Already the clanking of the
jron gates could bhe heard as Mr. Quayle
angrily bade the lodgekeeper ogen them,
and on the off-side of the road the dogeart
had pulled up, the herse straddle-legged
and steaming, and Tom, the coach-driver,
jumped down with a furlous face, and
strode towards the boys.

“You young fiends!” he eried, “T'll

for this!”
said Taffy, lay-

have ye all in the Iock~up
i *“S-sh)  Steady, Tom!”
ing his finger on his lips with a dramatic
‘gesture, and walking to meet the man. ' Mr.
Quayle's comin’ out of the gates, He'll
hear you if you shout like that!”

The coachman was so taken aback that
he stopped dead, .

“Hear me! By gosh, I want him to

ear me! You——-" :

“B-sh!” said Tafly again.  “It's all
right. Don’t raise a row, Tom!” He thrust
the money—there was just over three
goundsfmto Tom’s hand. “Take ocur bob
fares out of that, keep the change, jump
on the box, an’ drive these orchestratin’
niggers into the next parish. We've done
with ’em. Your friend can tool the dogeart
back. "

Tom stared at the coins in his palm, and
opened his mouth to protest; but he hesi-
tated, and was lost, He liked the boys,
and, though he had been in a great rage,
did not want to get them into trouble;
besides, the money equalled a week's wages.
Before he knew how it _happened, he was
hoisted up on the box, the reins thrown up
to him, and the team, starting smartly,
drew the coach away at a rapid pace. The
crew of minstrels on top, who had been
“guying ¥ Mr. Quayle, struck up again on
their instruments as it rolled out of sight
round tho corner. 3

“Stop the coach—stop it! Pull up, I
say!” cried the indignant Housemaster.
“Come back !”

But Tom paid no heed. He was busily
siﬁnnllin to the dogeart-driver with hig
whip_before he dzs@‘}!peart:d. and that
vehicle also turned and went back by the
road it had come, Till then the coach had
shielded Taffy and his transactions from the
view of the gentleman in the cap and

own, and the whole affair was over in far
ess time than it takes to tell it. Taffy and
the chosen spirits of the Remove remained,
facing a sorely-rufffed Housemaster before

the school gates. —
“@Go in!” said Mr. Quayle hotly, pumtugﬁ
to the gates. “In with you, and we wi

ses_who is responsible for this outrage!™

The heroes of the Remove entered the
grounds, some of them lookin rathei
scared. The “jape” was an altogether
new one, and they did not know what might
come of it. Taffy nudged Birne stealthily

in the ribs. The portals clanged behind
them.
“Now,” said the Housemaster, whita

with indignation—for the minstrels had
heen very rude—‘'what is tho meaning of
this disgraceful affair? Where is Wynne?
Come forward, sit. 1 saw you on the hoxz
of that coach, and you were driving, or
attempting to. Come here I

Taffy stepped forward briskly encugh,
and met the master politely.
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“It was o special occasion, sir,” he seid
amiably. I did it for the best.”

“What do you mean?”

“#Well, sir, it was very awkward. There's
a fair at Barleyford to-day, and ell the
carriages an’ coaches are doing jobs there.
The fair—"?

“What has that to do it?"

“Why, the result is, sir, there wasn't a
single—ecr—vehicle to meet us, exeept the
luggage-carts, an’ they said there mightn't
be any for hours. There’s half the school
waitin® at the station; hundreds of chaps,
all in a regular stew—I mean very dis-
turbed, sir—beecause they were afraid they
might be late gettin® here.”

“'Ah, they would be!” said Mr. Quayle,
with a dangerous glare. “Go on, sir!
‘What has this to do with—"

“So some of us hurried off to find a—a
conveyance, sir; an’ we came across the
conch standin’ outside a pu—a hotel, sir, the
driver and guard bein'—er—engaged eclse-
where. 8o, bein” afraid the coach might be
claimed for the fair again, and knowing
its duty was to get the fellows to the
school,” added Taffy, speaking very
quickly, *“I thought it'd be a good thing fo
bring as many of cur men as I conld with-
out delay, in case any of the ki—the young
ones got into mischief in the tewn, and—"

“You would think that, of course!” said
Mr. Quayle, still more grimly.

- *Ah, Mr. Quayle!” broke in a clear,
strong voice, as & tall, elderly man, with
a commanding prescnce, camo down a path
Jeading to the grounds, It was Canon
‘Wyndham, the headmaster of. Codrington.
“What was that extraordinary noise
heard? More roughs from Barleyford ?
‘The boys ere very late! Where are the
rest of them?"

As Mr. Quayle turned to answer the
Hoead, the ten boys raised their hats hur-
riedly and seized the opportunity to get
away, leaving the powers to confer. The
bavs quickly entered the huge, old red-brick
Schmﬁ House by the main doors and made
for the lobby.

CHAPTER 6.
Jellicoe Introduces Himself to the Remewve)
“ HAT was a narrow squeak!” said
I Tafy, with a sigh of relief.
“Jolly glad the Head didn't turn
up a bit earlier an’ spot our giddy |
arrival for himself!"” %

THE WORST FORM AT CODRINGTON!

“1t'1l be smoothed over now, with Inck,”
said Birne. It did look preity thick at
first. Quayle took down your blessed report
like millk—at least, I think he did. He
won't want to raise & shine with the Head
on first night, if he can help it.” There's
nobody else in the school would ha' done
it, though,”

HQuayle’s an ass,” said Taffy, slinging
his hat on to_its peg; “but he's rather a
decent ass!  He won't say any more than
he need, and he's afraid of the Head, any-
how. ‘.{'ell, Jelly,” added Wynne, glancing
at the new boy, whose eyes were as big
as saucers with surprise, ‘““how’s auntie’s
pet—eh? What d’you think of it?”

“I think it was rather dangerous,” said
Jellicoe meckly. “I thought cvery moment
the horses would fall down, And I am still
surprised that the gentleman in the square-
topped hat did not punish us and put us
to bed.” i

“Ah, that was my giddy diplomacy!”
said Taffy. “I told you it was no small
beer havin’ me for a pal. If I hadnt con-
vinced the Quayle bird we were all inno-
cent you'd not be put to bed, but ha.:fip"g—e
the little pink hide flogged off you at #43
moment, Better see if the luggxsc is in
now,”

“Oh, yes, the luggage!” said Jellicoe
eagerly, as he accompanied the three chums
towards the downstairs box-room, the otherk—
remaining behind, Can get to it
quickly ? "My white mice are there in their
cage, and the darlings must be fed! They
have not broken their fast since this morn-
ing, But, oh dear, where am I to get food
for them?” he exclaimed, in sudden dis-
may, as the box-room was reached. *What
is to be done? At home, Sarah used to
give me what I needed. But here "—the
tears trembled in his voice—*'there is no
Sarah! (Sniff!) It is very hard to sce
them want!” ,

“Really, this kid is getting to be a big-
ger nuisance every minutel” said Taffy
desperately, as the new boy unwrapped a
faney cage confaining two piebald “mice,
“What are the beastly things fed on?”

“Bmadqand-mllka_ please!” bleated Jelli-
coe anxiously. “Nice fresh milk and new

bread! If {cu will tell me where I can
get 1t, T wil ga and ask—" i
“They wouldn't give it to ou, you little

chump I growled Taffy,
gct— murdered on the way.
go and sece.”
H¥es, certainly.

“ Besides, you'd
Wait here whilo,

It's awhlly Lind of
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you to take all this trouble,” mumbled

Jellicoe gratefully.

Taffy presently returned with some fresh
bread and a breken teacup filled with milk,
which he had wheedled out of the matron.
Jellicoe thanked him in a voico thick with
emotion.

“This prize-story hero business is mere
exhaus than I thought it’d be,” said
Taffy, \\'i{]ing his forchead. *“Don’t get up
on your hind legs teo much, Jelly, for I'm
not sure whether Pm going to be your high-
souled protectin’ angel yet. I can’t do it
unless the other chaps make a row about
it—and I'm hopin’ they won’t. If I cherish
such a little terror as you, it'll be beecause
they drive me %o it. Put those beastly
things away as soon as you've fed them!™

“Yes, Wynne,” gaid Jellicoe humbly, He
was already cured of saying *‘sir.”

“Youw'd better shove 'em in that empty
cupboard up there, an' take care nobody
gefs an inkling you own them, or you're
aone for. We're going to work now--we
do sometimes—an’ when you're done with

--those filthy mice, you'd better come down to
¥ emove room,”

“Yes, Wynne.”

“T can't be looking after you the whole
ime, as you'll be a blight on my bright
g life. If you meet any chaps in the
dors, and they ask you your name an’
;E‘arm, answer up civilly at once, an' tell

.

“Ves, Wynne,”

“Don't saything about your aunt, or
white mice, or that sort of thing, or you'll
he smitten on the carth an’ left for dead.
An’ don’t give your Christian name—it's
an awful disgrace here for a fellow’s Chris-
tian name to be known.”

“ Yes, Wynne.” .

When he found himself alone, Jellicoe
finished feeding the mice, and, with a bene-
diction, placed them in the cupboard. He
then opened his tin box, and, diving deep
into it, fished out five or six very neatly-
kept and spotless school books, though they
were not new.

There was a Greek grammar, a work on
mathematies, the fivst three books of Tuclid,
and two of the books—new—which Codring-
ton used, one of them a Latin Commentary,
Jellicoe tucked these under his arm and =ef
out to find the Remove room.

He lost his way in the vast, rambling old
building, and presently arrived in a wide
stone passage, with dull leaden-pane
windows on one side, and class-room doors

on the other. From one of them came the
sound of a fair-sized riot, muflled only by
the heavy door.

“No. 5, said Jellicoe, pausing in front
of it. “Did not I hear somehody say that
the Remove studicd in a room called No.
5¢ No doubt Wynne and his friends are
here at their studies.”

He knocked gently upon the door, but
such a noise was going on inside that he
was not likcly to be heerd. e knocked
louder and louder still, and finally he
opened the door and walked straight in.

Eight or ten of the Remove were there
already—they had amrived by wagonetis
some ten minutes before, and were celebrat-
ing the occasion. The mnoise stopped, and
they staved in surfrise at the pallid and
meagre-looking Jellicoe, with the pile of

oks under his arm.

“Hallo!” said a disgusted voice. “Who's
responsible for that?  Where did it spring
from 7 v

“Get out of here, you object! Who are
you?” cried several others, moving towards
the new boy. :

“I—1 beg your pardon!” gasped Jellicoe,
retreating.  “I  thought this was the
Remove class-room. I 'belong to the Re-
move, and my name is Jellicoe. I will not
tell you mg_{B Christian name, because it’s
bad form. But I came here to study.”

Jellicoe would certainly have been
rouﬁhly handled end thrown out on his
neck but for the shock his speech gave the
gentlemen of the Remove. They were quite
taken aback, and were inquiring feebly of
each other what species the newcomer could
belong to when the dark De Quincey
entered, .

“Ah, here is the natural history speci-
men!” he said. “He secms to Fei‘p ex you,
my young friends. Yes, he belongs to the
Remove, He is under the protection of
our only Wynne, who, I suppose, must have
left the cage door open.”

“But what is it, Quincey? Where did it

come from?"” cricd several protesting voices,
as the new boy stoed and gasped in a seared
way. ;
“By the look of it,” said De Quincey, eye-
ing Jellicoe curiously, “I should say it was
just hatched out of its shell by the sun.
Doubtless the Head will put it in the school
museum.” i

They all stared at Jellicoe in dead silence,
but quite failed to disconcert him. He was
searching in his Latin Commentary, and
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walked up to De Quincey with a studious

air. -

“Would you be so very kind as to indicate
the lesson for to-morrow 1 he said. “I—er
-1 wish to make myscli worthy of the
Form to which I have the honour fo belong.
My aunt— Dear me, I nearly forgot my-
self then! I should like to begin my studies
at_once.” 4

Liven the calm De Quincey was rather
staggered at this. However, he took the
hook and opened it at the back.

“Willingly, good worm!” he said suavely.
T commend your zeal for knowledge. Our )
lesson_to-morrow is the index. We are re-

uired to know the index by heart, with
the correct numbers of all the pages, re-
duced to decinal fractions and elegiacs.
You had better start learning the index at
once from A to Z.”

Jellicoe’s pale brow wrinkled somewhat,
and he sat down at a desk apart, placing
his other books in a neat pile beside him.
He began the task which the facetions De
Quincey had set him, The rest of the Form
were still at a loss to know what to make
of jt. The new boy read a few lines of the
index and looked up.

“J—er—econfess 1 cannot see the object of
our master in sefiing us this task,” he said
meekly. “Can you, Mr.—er—de Quincey ?”

Before the jester could make any reply
Kent-Williams~ entered the room—a tall
youth, with dark, veddish hair. His eye
caught the studious Jellicoe, and he stopped
and glared.

“What's this?” he said. “What d’you
mean by swottin’, you little beast ?”

He strode across to Jellicoe’s desk,
satched the Latin Commentary from him,

ave him three powerful thumps on the

ead with it, and threw the volume away.
Jellicoe gave an agonised yelp at each
thump and shrank away, blubbering.

“Qf all the check I ever saw, this beats
the lot!” cried Kent-Williams. *“Who let
this thing come in here? He doesn't
belong to the Form!”

“You err, my comrade,” said De Quincey;
*“he is in the Remove, and he's under the
lordly protection of Wynne.”

“Is he, though?. Wynne be hanged!” ex-
claimed Kent-Williams,  snatching  up
another book and slapping Jellicoe across

the face with it. “Get up, you dirty little

beggar, when your betters speak to you!!

Swottin’ under my very nose, by gum ™
He deal{ the pile of volumes n

lew that + now
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sent them flying across the room, and just
then Taffy himself, who had heard the last
few sentences, came striding into the room.

“Hallo!” he seid, flushing. “You've got
to work already, have you, Kent-Williams ?
I didn’t know you wanted any more handlin”
from me. Take that as a sample, an’ that
to go on with, an’ that for dessert!”

e descended upon Kent-Williams like a
whirlwind, and the latter, who had turned
to face him with a sulky and scared
countenance, was sent spinning by three
rapid drives from the shoulder, only one of
which- he managed to guard. Kent-
Williams turned to fly, but Taffy grabbed
him by the nape of the neck, and, twisting
him round with surprising strength, sat
down suddenly on a form, and took the
captive’s head between his knees.

‘Come here, kid!” said Taffy to Jellicoe.
“Get the biggest of those books and lay on
a round dozen upon his quarterdeck! We’ll
show who's top-dog in the Remove!”

Kent-Williams  yelled furiously, but he
was kneeling in a very exposed position,
and Wynne’s knees held his head in a yjae™
like grip.

“Help
howled.

Tho boys roared with laughter, for few
of Kent-Williams’ followers were thei@™
Jellicoe alone stood still, and looked
frightened out of his wits. Taffy’s violent
attack, the heaviness of the blows, and the
complete abasement of Kent-Williams had
scared him almost as much as the enemy’s
treatment of him did. It seemed very
brutal to Jellicoe.

“Go ahead, kid!
him!" said Taffy.

“I—I don't like to, Wynne!” stammered
the new boy, his eyes nearly starting out
of his head.” “I don’t like to hit him when
—when he’s like that!”

“Don't you?” said Tafly. “We're not so
particular here. He's bearded me, an' ho
must die the death. One of you——"

“Pll be proxy for the kid," said Birne,
Ermnmg. “Book me as substitute.” Ko

eld out his hand to the new boy. “Puf it
there, Jellyface!”

The new boy put his hand in Birne's,
trembling. Birne shook it slowly and
gravely five times and let it mo.

“With this lily hand,” said Birne, hold-
ing up his own, “which has been in mes-
meric communieation with Jellyface, I shall
do  the deed. That's thought-

1 Fergy! Kempe! Réﬁéuelh .ha

Lay it on and warm
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‘fransference, you know, or giddy mental
telegraphy—all the same as if the little
beast did it himself! Give me that Cicero,
an’ count the strokes!”

The volume of Cicero was wielded twelve
times with ressunding bangs upen the most
exposed pait of Kent-Williams® per
When it was over he was allowed to

urple-faced and with one end of his collar
gurst loose. He made for the door, and,
turning, glared back at Taffy,
© "You beast, Wynme! Wait till I get back
with my little lot, and we’ll slay you! Just
wait, you an’ that chalk-faced kid, too!”

He rushed down the corridor, colling

loudly the names of Ferguson and Kempe
and many others. A commotion was beard
in_the passages, but the next moment the
bell clanged loudly for callover, and the
whole househald had to make for the big
school-room.  The sounds of strife were
quelled,
* “Dear me!” bleated Jellicoe in a breath-
less voice, as he followed the three chums
ouf of the class-room, keeping very close to
Fomem.  “I—1 never thought Codrington
Sotilth-be like this!”

“Dido’t you, kid?” said Taffy dryly.
“You've a ot to learn yet !

CHAPTER 7.
Enter Mr, Lambe!

i SAY,” excizimed Johnson IT., burst

I ing into No. 6 dormitory next morn-

ing, where Taif_y and ~ his cronies

were dressing, *‘the new master’s

come! You never saw such a holy-lookin®
terror in your life!”

“What’s he like?” said Taffy, as the dor-
mitory began to buzz with excitement.
“What sort of terror?”
- “He's a big, rather stoutish chap; he
looks as simple as a chaw-bacon, and more
than three-parts asleep.”

“Does he?” said Taffy, knotting his tie.
“Well, T've heard of the Remove wakin’
people up!”

“Know anything else about him?” asked
Birne, hurrying into his eoat.

“Only that his name's Wallaston Lambe,
with a string of letters after it—about half
the alphabet.” .

“Ah!" said Dereker with a fiendish s
“Lambe i3 he! We'll lead him_ to the
slanghter! We'll attend to the Lambe—
we’ll joint him an’ roast him an’ serve him
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hot with sauce! We'll lard him and hash
him and curry him! He'll wish he’d never
left the %ddy fold!”

Taffy, Birme, and Dercker hastily finished
dressing, and went down fo call-over, for
they weve only just in time.

Jellicee hovered in their wake, 2s usual,
There was no carly “prep” on the firss
morning of the term, and breakfast followed
in due course; but nothing was seen of the
new master.

Before chapel, however, the three chums
were passing through the upper corridor,
when Johnson, standing near the glass door
that shub off the passage leading to the
masters’ studies, becloned to them softly. .

“Here,” he said, “this is the chap!
D’you want to have a look at him 7

The chums stepped to the glass door.

“Where’s the prodigy ?” said Dereker.
“Where's the Lambe that's going to bite
the tiger? What—that!” =

Mr. Wollaston Lambe came down the
passage towards them with a long, large

stride, blinking  benevolently, He was
bound to turn off hefore reachinﬁ the door,
which was partly curtained, and thus the

bi\lys had a glimpse of him unsecen.

t had its effect, too. Taffy looked at the
new master, started, and stared in blank
unbelief. He could not believe his eyes.

The others made muffled exclamations,
with the exception of Johnson, who had
departed.

“Great Jupiter!” said Taffy. “It’s the
fellow we saw hidin® under the bush by the
river yesterday !”

My, Wollaston Lambe, all uneconscious of
being watched, turned round a corner and
disappeared.

The three boys and Jellicoe were lefb
staring at each other in perplexity.

“It is, by gum!” cried Dereker. “I’d
know him in a thousand! It's the chap who
dodged that policeman an’ the plain-clothes
officer so cleverly! Don't _you remember
his erouchin’ among the willows?”

*An’ Taffy leading the police off on a
wrong scent ¥’ added Birne with a whistle,

There could be no doubt about it what-
ever. It was the same man. The clothes
under his half-open college gown were even
the same. The rather fleshy faee and
amiable, sleepy expression, and the eye-
glass, hanging from a narrow black ribben
instead of a cord! =

“This  beats cockfighting!” exclaimed
Dercker.  “He’s wanted by the police,
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that's dead sure, an’ he’s given ’em the
slip! *What a ragl” i

Don’t tell the other rofters about it;
let’s keep it to ourselves,” said Taffy.

‘And the three, bursting with the know-
ledge they had just acquired, hurried down
to chapel.

. Little could be seen of Mr. Wollaston
Lambe during the twenty minutes’ service,

. for he was in the darkest part of the chapel,
under a filled-in window that was being
repaired. But when the new master stood
up Taffy saw several of the Remove looking
at. him; and De Quincey, who was just
opposite, starcd intently.

fter the service, Taffy and his com-
panions hurried to the box-room to unpack
some books, and were some time ahout it.

“Remember, not a word of this!” said
Taffy, as they made for No. 5 class-rtoom.
“We'll soon be in touch with the beggar
now !

“Right. Unless De Quincey and some
of the others have spotted him, too. We
weren’t the only ones who saw him, you
know.”

“They wouldn’t be such asses as to blab!”

Taffy was wrong, howcever. When they
reached the class-room they found it in a
ferment. Everybody was talking at once,
and the amazing news was in the possession
of the whole ¥Form.

“Here’s Wynne! Wynne saw him frst.
It’s the same man, isn't it, Tuffy?” cried
several voices.

“What a go!” excleimed Kent-Williams.
“He's a criminal! The police want him!
He's in our giddy hands!”

“P'r’aps they’ve caught him and let him
out on bail,”

“More likely he gave them the slip
altogether,” said De Quincey. “That's how
it locked to me. Maybe he's taken this job
on for a blind. here will be a liitle
pleasant excitement for us, my dear young
iriends.”

“Are the
though #

“Bure?” echood De Quincey scornfully,
“T'd know him anywhere! I had a good
look at him yesterday, and again to-day,
and I never forget a face.”

“It’s the man, right enough,” said Tafly.

“What'll be the end of it?”

De Quincey emiled a fiendish smile, and,
E:ckmg up a piece of chalk, walked to the

Incl(boarg,

“This'll be about it,” he said.

De Quincey was rot only of poetic lean-

you sore it's same man,
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ing, but he was much more falented as a
sketcher. Silence fell on the cless, and like
lightning there grew under his chalk an
amazingly clever portrait of Mr. Wolluston
Lambe, with short-cropped hair, dressed in
conviet’s clothes, with fine, broad-arrow
markings, and wielding a quarrier’s pick-
axe.

The face was the face of the new mmster,
admirably drawn in a few bold lines. It
was unmistakable, and to finish it of Do
Quincey added the eyeglass fixed in the
convict’s eye, and with its black ribbon
attached. Thep, with a few more strokes,
he sketched into the corner a warder
standing over the convict with a rifle.

At that moment the door opened quickly
and quictly, and on the threshold stood Mr.
Wollaston Lambe himself, eyeglass in eye,
and looking astonishingly like the portrait,
all but clothes.

A gasp of consternation went round the
room. Mr, Waollaston Lambe, standing
stock still, Jooked long and silently at tho
prtrlnit on the blnci:)bunéﬁ, and the‘ﬁl turned

is sleepy ze on De Quincey, who stesi;
chalk in hand, as if petrified. '/a»r“

CHAPTER 8.
HMr. Wollaston Lambe Takes the Remove!

HERI was such a dead silence as wag
l seldom experienced in No. 5 class-
room. It was reported that the
Remove had never been startled
before, but they certainly scemed a little
startled now. The insult on the blackboard,
staring the new master in the face, was
fagrant. -~
The whole Form felt that he understood
the drawing; indeed, he must have been
rather dense if he did not. His own
features and form, clothed in the glaring
convict dress, were recognisable by anybody.
Would he seize upon the artist and flog the
life out of him? De Quincay stood rooted
to the spot, the chalk in his hand, and his
eyebrows slightly raised. He took it coolly

enough. 8o did the new master. The
Form held its breath.
Mr. Wollaston Lambe blinked sleepily

round the class, and blinked at De Quincey
again, Then he walked leisurely up to the
blackboard, and inspected the portrait with
great care.

“Ah!” he said suavely. ‘“What a bless-
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iugki!" the artistic semse! Is this your
ork
W“Yes, sir,” said De Quincey.

“What is your honoured name?"

The artist told him.

¢ And so, my gilded youth, you have bsen
drawing a fancy portrait? I do nob "—Alr.
TLambe peered round at the assembled boys
—%Y do not see the orviginal anywhere
tho class.”

“He's in the room, sir,”” spoke up Walsh,
out of pure ‘‘cheek.”

Mr, Wollaston Lambe blinked at him for
sevoral seconds.

“(Come here,” he said smoothly.

Walsh came and stood before the master
in the middle of the floor. Mr. Lambe did
not move a muscle, and Walsh, in spite of
himself, began to quake, There was some-
thing about the new master, when you were
close to him, that made you very apprehen-
sive, -without quite knowing why.

“Qtand there for the present,” said Mr.

- Lambe; and then he turned to De Quincey

. again, who was wishing himself well out of

mangh he kept a bold front.

sa0d-De Quincey, this imaginative

sketch of yours shows great merit. Let us

hope the fate of this person in his Majesty’s
_uniform may never be yours.”

" De Quincey dropped the chalk,

“At the same time, these artistic efforis
must he reserved till after school hours.
The blackboard you have decorated so
¢harmingly is required for other purpeses.
This work of art must be rubbed out.”

Mr. Lambe stretched out a long arm and
quietly grasped De Quincey by the front of
his waistcoat. The artist-poet shrank a littie
at the touch, and there was plenty of slack
to give the master a grip. To the amaza-
ment of the Remove, Mr. Lambe lifted De
Quincey off the ground with one hand as
if he had been a feather and calmly pro-
ceeded to wipe the blackboard with him.

Finally, the master placed him down
again, while the class sniggered.

“The blackboard is now clean,” chserved
Mr. Lambe, bending his gaze on De
Quincey. i

“Yes, sir!” gasped the artist, staggering,
for the motion had made him feel unwell.

“We will employ your talents a little
further,” eaid the master, and, looking
sleepily at the class again, he beckoned to
Dercker.

“Go to the bath-room and get the two
small mirrors which I observed hanging on
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the wall,” said Mr. Lambe. “DBring them

‘here."

Dereker departed at once on this errand.
He was guite keen to see what the now
master meant to do. He soon returned with
the mirrors, and found the class remarkably
quict. Mr. Lambe tock the looking-glasses
and_arranged them near the blackboard,

“Now,” he said, “my excellent De
Quincey, by looking into "this mirror you
will see your own side-face clearly in the
other., Be good enough to draw it on the
board.”

Da Quincey stared gloomily at the look-
ing-glass, while a broad grin adorned the
rest of the class.

“You do not seem pleased with your re-

flection De Quincey,” said the master
suavely. *I% is not much to be proud of,
certainly, but do not be downeast. We
cannot ﬁelp our leoks. Draw; I am wait-
ing.

CHAPTER 9.

On the Warpath!
E QUINCEY would have given a
D good deal to refuse. Ho guessed
that he was going to cut a poor
figure. But somehow Mr. Lambe,
standing over him, convinced him he had
hetter obey. Before De Quincey knew it.
he had picked up the chalk and commenced

sulkily to draw,

The features he drew were not at all like
his own, and after the first few strokes ihe
master stopped him.

“That does not do you justice, e
Quincey. It is far too handsome. I shall
be obliged to wipo it out hgain.”

De Quincey seized the duster that hung
on the peg and wiped out the sketch him-
self in a_great hurry and began to draw
afresh, . He did not want to_be used as a
polisher any more. His neat black eoat was
in a gruesome state behind, and the whele
Form was sniggering. With rage in his
heart he completed the sketch in a few
strokes. It was like himself now.

“Nuch better,” said Mr. Lambe. “And
now, with your accustomed skill, draw a
large and rampant jackass, with that face
in place of a head.”

wish, De

Much against his
obeyed.

“The ears a little longer, please,” said
the master. ‘‘Farther—right up to the top
of the board.”

Quincey
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De Quincey obeyed, in spite of himself.

- He drew the ass’ ears nearly two feet Joug,

and the finished picture made De Quincey

look a bigger fool than he had ever thought
it possible anybody could look.

“Very good!” said Mr. Lambe. “They
are still scarcely long enough to be true to
Nature, for the folly of the ass, De Quincey,
is measured by its ears. But that is the

- fault of the board—the whole room could
hardly hold them, unless we raised the ceil-

ing. Stand by the picture and let us com-
pare it with the original. Perfect—yes,
periect!”

The whole Form ehook with laughter. It

was unfeeling of them, and, besides, it was

. to6 much of a triumph for their natural
enemy. But they did. They shouted with
mirth as none but the Remove dared. The
portrait was really fine.

Mr. Wollaston Lambe took a couple of
steps towards the benches, and his eyeglass
dropped. He blinked round, as usual, und
the noise was hushed. The laughing ceased.
It was a swprising thing, but so it hap-

The Remove actually became quiet.
k you,” said Mr. Lambe suavely.
“That is better. De Quincey, stand beside
the picture, at aitention, and keep guard
over it. It is a masterpiece. My congratu-
lations, De Quincey., We will now proces

to business.” g

He went to his desk on the raised dais
and surveyed the class, with a pleasant and
drowsy smile.

“A" very well-beshaved and intelligent
company of boys,” he said amiably, "My
only grief is that we shall enjoy each other'’s
company so short a time. I can see you
will all work so hard that you will be
moved into the Upper Fourth Form at the
term’s end. Dear me! I wonder who could
have told me this was an unruly Form? I

. will now take your nomes, if you please,
starting from the top.”

Each boy gave his name in turn, There
would have been some very riotous “busi-
ness ” at this point with most masters, but

* just now the Remove was rather inclined
to’]m low and see what would happen nex:.

The names were given only once, and
from that time forward Mr. Wollaston
Lambe never forgot one of them, nor had
to ask a boy what he was called. The
lesla‘un was Latin, and he opened at Horace.
. “*Horace, I understand, has been the sub-
Jeet of your study last term,” he said, with
a sleepy smile,  “I should have thought
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it was toe advanced for the Remove, to
judge by your open and innocent counten-
ances. However, we'll take the last ferm’s
examination parts and see what you know
of them. Stand out, Wynne; you can
begin. From ‘ Arte nova instructos.”

The class, as Taffy stood up and began
to stumble through the page, became a liltle
more like itself, and. began to murmur
threateningly.

“Tancy the beggar standin’ up there with
his beastly eyeglass, when he’s done a
murder or robbed a church or something,™

rowled Ferguson, to his next-door neigh-

our. -

“What a rippin’ go if the police came in
and clapped the (larﬁies on him,” whispered
Kempe, grinning.

“That ass, De Quincey, has made a mess
of it! He’s given us away.”

My, Lambe turned his sleepy gaze at once
in their divection, but broad grins broke out
behind him. Kent-Williams, who was at
the other end of the class and right behind,
was perpetrating a “jape ”’ of his own ’
caught the attention of Do (uinces SR,
blackboard, and, winking ferociously and
pointing to Mr., Lambe’s back, imitated the
motions of a person taking exercise of.a
treadmill.

The master, drifting gently backwards, his
eyes fixed on his book, suddenly turned and
caught Kent-Williams neatly by the ear, to
the actor’s great discomfiture, and the per-
formance ceased.

“Don’t stop, Kent-Williams,” said Mr.
Lambe, leading him gently out into the’
middle of the room. *“Continue, if you
please—one-two, one-two!”

“Kent-Williams gave a squeal—the pressure
on his ear was considerable—and perforce
he had to go on treadmilling. Iis face was
screwed up, and his feet moved frantically
up and down. Mpr. Lambe gradually re-
leased him.

“Kent-Williams, you have a prophetie
mind. Den’t stop, please. This will be
excellent practice for you in later life.

Really, a most artistic Form—this Remaove I
said the master. “Continue to move like
that until further orders, and let mo advise
you not to stop till I tell you. Go on, Wynne
“from * Quae regio —and try to avoid mors
than five fzlse guantitics to the page.”

The convulsed Form beheld Kent-Williams
marking time frantically and pawing the air
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in the centre of the floor like a squirrel in
8 cage.
. Mr. Lambe took no notice. He continued
‘the lesson blandly, calling on Kempe to re-
place Taffy, and then Dercker. Kent-
illiams stopped short rebelliously, but Mr.
Lambe shut the book and advanced. slowly
towards him. The eulprit began again in
a hurry.

Friends and supporters urged him to
rébel; hissed out advice te him to refuse,
and take what came. But somehow Kent-
Williams was convinced he had better go
on treadmilling. He grew red in the face,
and panted breathlessly. At last he reaily
did stop short.

#¢Hoe interdicto teneatur,” read Mr.
Lambe, without looking up from his book.
“Go on, Kent-Williams. Why are you stop-
ping 1"

“I can't go on, sir!” gasped the culprit.
' Please, sir, I'm dead-beat!”

* “¥ou little know what the human frame
can endure when obliged,” said Mr. Lambe,
ing the book. e cast a quick glance

i, the class, and his_eye_lit on John-
son 11, who was watching Kent-Williams
w'i?h fiendish glee. *“Step ouf, Johnson, and

‘eome here. Take this ruler and apply it
:f'&%ﬁ'ﬂ to the toes of Kent-Williams when-
¥ ever ﬁa fails to mark time. But make ne
noise about it, or you will suffer ako.”

The Remove was quite taken aback with
this sirange treatment, and watched help-
lessly. Johnson did nob hesitate, but camo
straight out, and, ifaking the long black-
huarﬁ ruler, hit Kent-Williams so painfully
on ths toes with it that that worthy way
fain to lift one foot after the other more
brikly than ever. Johnson had a dislike
for Kent-Williams, and entered into the
thing with zest. %
| “Very good,” Mr. Lambe said. “I hold
you responsible for him, Johnson. Proceed,
‘Dereker—* aucupii sociis privari.” "
| .The couple in the centre were hard at it
while the lesson proceeded, Kent-Williams
gasping and perspiring freely, and Johnson
smiting his corns viclously ab every pause,
while they kept up a fierce and whispered
dialogue between them.

“Tll kill you afterwards for this, you
beast!” (One-two, one-two.) “If you don’t
stop it, young Johnson, you’ll be sorry you
svere born!”  (One-two, one-two.)

“I've got my orders, old boy, an’ I'm
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goin’ to jolly well carry 'em out!” (One
two, one-two.)

“Look here, if you don’t stop it T'll hack
you in the mouth!”

“Not you! The Lambe’d make you swal-
low the blackboard if you did!” (One-two,
one-two.)

“0Oh, do chuck it!
(One-two, one-two.)

“I'm enjoyin’ this, Kent, ain’t you?”
(One-two, one-two.)

“Sufficient,’” said Mr. Lambe amiably,
laying the book on his desk. “You can
both go to your places.”

Kent-Williams  staggered to his desk,
hardly able to reach it, he was so out of
breath, In the pause that followed, the
Remove prepared itself to break out into
thorough riot at last, when at that moment
the beﬁ rang, and the lésson was over.

Mr. Wollgston Lambe picked up his books,
blinked mildly and affectionately at the
class, and walked towards the door.

You're killin’ me!”

CHAPTER 10,
The Lambe’s Weak Spot!
R. LAMBE soon became the topic
M of conversation.
“Something’s gof: to be done,”
said Dereker. “He’s gettin® too
much of a hold on the Form.”

“Not for a day or two yet. I want it to
be a howlin® success when it does happen,”
said Taffy; “an’ not to make asses of our-
selves an’ the Form as well, like the other
gang have.”

“Well, but in the meantime we ought to
spring a good crisp jape on him, as openly
as you like, to freshen things up,” eaid
Dereker carnestly, as they made their way
to Room No. 12. “Don’t you think the
one I told you of is good enough? Because
I do”

“Yes, it’s all right,” said Taffy. *Of
course, it means our getting all dropped cn

to.

“T don’t think so myself; but that don’t
matter much. It may be a bit beyond nim
to deal with. That eyeglass the Lambe
wears is a weak spot in his giddy armour,
and I don’t like to see it glarin’ at me from
his desk, either.”

The other members of the Rp.....c, when
the plan was submitled to them, expressed
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themselves in favour of it, with the excep-
tion of Ferguson’s brigade.

“We aren’t going to do what you swesps

- tell us,” said Ferguson sulkily. “Who are
you to settle what the Form shall do?”

An outbreak of discussion followed, but
most of the Form were in favour of Dereker.

“QOnly we've got to know what it is first,”

. gald Walsh, *“We aren’t buyin’ a pig in a
poke.! iy g5 —_
“T1l transmit the idea to the Form in two
days’ time, before first lesson,” said
Dereker. “Anybody who deesn’t like it
can stand out.”
Two mornings later, according to his word,
: ker turned up at Room No. 12, with
: hig chums bchind him and a_ wooden box
under his arm. He opened it before the
" assembly and showed a perfect stack of eye-
glasses, Taking one out, he serewed it into
his own optic.

It was exactly similar to the one the
Lambe always wore—a rather unusual sort,
with the old-time black rim round it, and
a wateredsilk ribbon instead of a cord, The
Form grinned,

“T hired these from a London optician,”
said Dereler, “an’ had to pay a stiff deposit,
However, that’s no matter. I object to the
Woolly Lambe’s giddy eyeglass. He wears
it for side, if you ask me. If he can wear
one in class, why shouldn't we? There are
thirty hete, all up to sample, and enough
to go round. I propose to use ‘em ihis

~ miornin’; so come an ’take your choice, my
bucks.”

“I don't see much fun in it,” grunted
Kent-Williams.

“Of course you don't, my little lad. Ii's
subtle humour, and doesn’t reach your tur-
gid brain. It's new, an’ it’ll be interestin’
to see if the Woolly Lambe gives himself
away.”

A clamour of agreement with Dereker’s
idea came from the Form. They were all
willing. Those who would have preferred
to “crab ” any scheme of the Taffy partners
found - the pressure of public opinion too
much for them. It was decided that all
should bear a part, and that it would he
worth while to see what the Woolly Lambe

- would make of ib.

A curious guiet reigned in the Remove
class-room that morning when first lesson
was due to bogin. Mr. Wollaston Lambe
somewhat wondered at it. Ho was accus-
tomed to hear a considerable uproar before
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he arrived, which did not stop until he
entered the room itself. X

He came stalking down the corridor with
long, swinging strides, and turned into the
class-rcom.” Then he halted; and, for the
first time since his entry into Codringion,
the Woolly Lambe showed signs of eome-
thing like surprise, for every boy of ihe
twenty-six had in his'eye an eyeglass exactly
Iika' the Woolly Lambe’s, and was staring’
straight before him, making no sound. The
whele Remove was eyeglassed and ribboned
to the last member of the Form!

A tense silence prevailed. Mr. Lambe,’
continuing fo stare at the assembly, took’
his own eyeglass from his eye and began
to polish it slowly and pensively with his
silkk handkerchief—a constant trick of his.
As if worked by automatic machinery, the
whole Remove took hold of their eyeglasses,
wiped them with their handkerchiefs, and
replaced thom.

The strain beeamo intense, though every-
bndﬁ was quivering in the effort to hang on
to the eyeglasses. The wretched Walsh sud-
denly emitted & wild snort of laughter.--
sounding as if he had burst, and drepped
his monacle. He flushed crimsoi”as Mr.
Lambe turned a slow, steady gaze on him
before turning his attention to the, ~l1sSum
again.  Walsh, with trembling fingers,
fumbled inn vain attempt to screw the glass
back into its place. i

Only the Codrington Remove could have
produced such a scene, And only the
Woolly Lambe could have dealt with it
The new master turned, walked to his desk,
and mounted on the dais. A slight spot of
colour was glowing on each of his cheeks.

“There scems to be an epidemic of
myopia, or short sight, among the Form thig
morning,” he said dreamily; and then he
paused. “Dercker, come here”

The schemer came, wondering rather un-
easily wny he was sciectcd. and whether the
Lambe knew he was the starter of the jape.

“Do you find this optical apparatus im-
proves your vision, Dereker?” .

“Er—yes, sir,’ said Dereker, who was
trying hard to persaude himself that he saw
better with the eyeglass. As a matter of |
fact, it blurred the view rather badly.

“Ah, I feared for a moment you were
wearing it merely in order to look fashion-
able!” returned the Woolly Lambe in his
sleepy voice. ““And you are used to it?
You feel quite comfortable with it?”
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| . %Yes, sir,” said Dercker, beginning to

feel apprehonsive. As the master’s eye

‘pinned him he somehow felt it would be

much more disastrous now to drop the

monoele than to keep it fixed up.

| “Oblige me by getting on that form,”

said the master.

1 *“Now oblige me by jumping down. No;

leave your eyeglass where it is.”
-I The schemer jumped down, and, greatly
to his own gratification, the eyeglass did
not budge. It withsiood the shock, and
was gripped between his eycbrow and
‘cheek. He was very sure it would be 2 bad
thing for him if it did fall. As a matter
'of fact, Dercker had had a sample oyeglass
for four days past, and had been amusing
‘himself by wearing it at odd times, thus he
‘had acquired a mastery over it. Some eyes
‘ :gpdnot hold monaoeles well, but Dercker’s
- au

| “Again!" said My, Lambe,

* Twice more did Dereker mount and j’u D
off the form; but the eyeglass stood the
test, much to everybody’s surprise,

-_-"lVery good " snid the master, “¥ou

mase gaved yourself from much tribulation,
];%n 5. 1 am glad to sce you so at home
with an eyvgless. And the rest of you?”

be queried, blinking at the Form. “Do
f also find yourselves benefited by wear-
~“these ornaments?”

| $%¥es, sir]” chorused the Rerflowe eagerly,
\following Dereker’s lead and hoping to
escape trouble.

b #Your vision is imlpmvcd and the road
to the brain made cle

1D hoamr i)_y the greater
‘purity of the eyedight?”
.PIE"YGS., sie 17
| @Excellent! Then wo must not dream of
removing them; the Latin prose will benefit
immensely. You wil wear them through-
out the lesson, and any boy who allows his
glass to drop from its place for one moment
¥ill bo debited with one hundred lines.”
he words were hardly out of his mouth
vhen two monocles fell with a clatter on
he desks. The long strain of keeping them
xed up was too much. Three others soon
Mlowed, despite frantic efforts to retain

wem.

#Madison and Kenb-Williams,” mur-

ured Mr. Lambe, noting the impesition
wn in his book, “ono hundred lines each.
80, I perceive, Johnson, Minors, and
rguson—the same, Any boy not replacing
monocle within ten seconds after it falls
I receive five hundred lines extra,”

|

%

A perfect plague of eyeglasses dropping
soon affected the Form; for to keep them
up for so long was almost impossible, In
every case the culprit received one hundred
lines, and by the time the lesson was over
two or three unlucky wights had earned as
much as five hundred apiece.

‘Thn Form had expected to have the eye-
glasses confiscated, and perhaps a caning
all round afterwards. But the present stato
of affairs was refined torture, aching faces
and fiercely screwed-up cheeks making wild
efforts to keep up to the mark, while lines
were distributed freely every quarter of an
hour or so. Some of the victims were
shaking their fists furtively at Dercker
whenever Mr. Lambe appeared not to bo
looking.

Taffy, Birne, and Dereker had a better
grip than anybody else. Birne only failed
once, near the end, and carned a single
hundred lines. The remaining two escaped
scot-free, and the only other boy who did
so was Walsh, Beveral were muttering
vengeance against Dereker before the lesson
was over; but most of The Form, only ene
or two hundred lines to the bad, were en-
joying the joke thoroughly. There was a
decided snap abeut it. The only drawback
was that the Woolly Lambe did not ellow it
to interfere with the lesson, With infernal
ingenuity ho kept the Latin prose fully up
to the mark. A quarter of an hour before
the bell was due to ring, he closed his book
with a snap.

“¥You can drop those optic ornaments,’”
he said,

The Form did so, with a mighty sigh of
relief, i

“They have served their turn admir-
ably,” said the master. “The Latin prose
was distinctly above the mark. But ®—his
eye wore a dy;mgerous glitter for a moment
—**once is enough. The member who enters
this room again with an eyeglass in sight
will therchy earn five thousand lines as a
commencement upon him, Am I under-
stood 7%

“Yes, sir!"” said several fervent voices,
from speakers whose chief wish was never
to see an eyeglass again. )

Before the Woolly Lambe could continue,
a prefect entered the room and delivered a
written note, evidently from the Head.

No sconer had the door closed behind him
and the Remove was alone than Ferguson
leaped to his feet. 22 g

“Well, you blithering idiot, Dercker,
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what have you got to say for yourself
now ?” raved Ferguson, who had suffered
geverely in “impots.” “ Four hundred lines,
by gun, that's what I've got! Aren't you
proud of yourself?’’ §

“8o have I!" cried Minors.

' “Zhut up, you asses!” Walsh interposed,
“It was a rippin’ good jape, an’ well worth
a few lines! It drew the Lambe at last.
It got home at him!™

There was a chorus of approval from
those who had suffered least and had seen
the humour of the affair.

“1 say it _was drivellin’ rot, then!”
howled Kent-Williams, who was well on the
four hundred mark; and he took off his
eyeglass and hurled it at the wall, where it
smashed to splinters. *The deuce take the
thing, an’ you, too!”

“You'll jolly well pay for that!” said
Dereker. “They cost two bob each, an’
they aren’t mine! Do you hear, young
Kent?”

“I shan't pay, you beast! Go and eat
coke I bellowed Kent-Williams,  “You're
the biggest cad in—"

Dereker leapt to his feet and rushed
at him, and in a moment the Form, feeling
like its old self again, was in a pande-
monium, ]

. B L] % * s

Taffy’s great rival, together with Kempe
and Kent-Williams, had  retired to a
favourite retreat of their own, in a
light and airy cellar beneath the old
pavilion at the far end of the playing-
ficlds—a spot unknown to Taffy, and where
‘they had been for some time discussing a
dark plot of their own cencoction. = -

“I hope it'll turn out better than the
last,” Kempe was saying, -
i “You're a despondin’ beast, Kempe,”
said Ferguson. “How can it turn out any-
thing but well? If it doesn’t come off we
can chuck it and go to bed.””
1‘_‘Lamba doesn’t know you suspect any-
thing, of course?” asked Kent-Williams,

‘Not he.”

“I passed his door half an hour ago,”
said Kempe, “an’ I heard him chucklin® to
himself like an idiot | T wonder what
about? He'd just come back from a walk
-up the hill above the Dog and Duck, for
¥d been watching him

He'll chuckle on the other side of his

Jbeastly face _soon |”” said Kerguson, & Ther’s
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no need for us even to leave tn: schoo!
grounds, My idea is that we slip out at
about ten o'clock, hide in the shrubberies,
and watch Lambe's window. Then, when
this prowlin® ruffian does turn up, we can
see what he does, an’ how the Woolly
Lambe communicates with him.”

“Are you certain they do communicate "
asked Kempe. “When did you sce the man
last, an’ what's he like?"

“A big lout in baggy tweeds and flat
bowler-hat. I've noticed him mouchin’
round the place several times, as I told
you. But last night I spotted him from the
dormitory window sneaking into the school
grounds. You can't see very well from the
dormitory, but he stopped just at the corner
below, an’ I believe he was throwin’ pebbles
up &t Lambe’s window to attract his
attention.”

“That’s queer,
man can be, then .

“It’s o dead certainty he's up to no good.
By what we know of the Woolly Lambe,
I shouid say this chap was an accomplice
of his. Once a gaol-birl always a magic
bird, you know! The most likely sflirg
is that Lambe passes out plundei;to Riim on
the quiet. There’s lots of very valuable
old plate in the school, you know, an’ tha
Head’s got a collection of old gold -eefis™
worth any amount of money.” ek

“Yes, I shouldn't wonder if that’s why
Lamhe's taken this situation here. There
couldn’t be a better place for a wrong 'un
to do well in. And I know there’s no proper
safe in thie school even to guard the valu-
ables properly,” put in Kent-Williams
thoughtfully, ‘e

“There you are, then. This chap’s hum-
bugged the Head, but he can’t humbug us 1"
said Ferguson importantly. “And if we
do catch this accomplice of his, the fellow’s
sure to split on' Lambe. They always do.”

“Shall we tell the sergeant or anybody,
an' get help to nab him 7 suggested Kent-
Williams. 0

“Of course not, you ass! Can’t you see
we'vo got te do the thing on our ownt?
Surely three of us are emough to tackle
one man. Wc're all pretty hefty,” said
Fergusen.

“*As long as he hasn’t got a revolver or a
ltifﬁ—preserver,” said Kent-Williams doubt-
ully.
“Dash it all, you den't funk i% do you?”
said Ferguson angrily.

Who d’you suppose the
99
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2 #No, nol!” returned Kent-Williams
hastily.  “Certainly not!”

. ¥Funk it be hanged!’ said Kempe
gruffly. ““We'll tackle him right enough.
‘As soon as we're actually goin’ for him
we'd better shout for help, though, an’
there'll soon be plenty. Ledgey amn't far
o

off.
“Very good, then; gather at the boot-
room, an’ we'll all be in the laurels a little
before ten,” said Ferguson. ““Just shove
on & pair of shoes, and jacket and trousers
over your pyjamas. Better get back now;
it’s right on tea-time, Keep yourselves to
yourselves, an’ don't mix with anybody
between now and then.”

| The conspirators departed, and at the

same hour Taffy and his companions, to-

ther with Jellicoe, were foregathering in

ﬁé Hall for tea. N

i Ferguson and his brethren came late,

‘arriving just behind the Woolly Leambe

‘and Mr, ¥lower., Ferguson and the other
s two bad places near the door, and instead
lﬁ‘%ﬂaying for a while, as usual, they de-

phfied immediately the meal was over, be-

hiny ~nasters.
i “HalloM—shmerved Dereker, as he saw
them go. “Taffy, it looks as if they were
keepin’ purposely out of our way. I
~wonder what the game is? We must watch
o3 Em.” -

They presently made their way very
leisurely to No. 12; but the evening passed
without the Ferguson contingent turning
up again, except at prep, and when that was
over they kept out of the way once more till
call-over, and finally retired to rest, leaving
Taffy’s forces quite baffled.

“No gol” said Taffy, as he undressed.
“Those beggars have got some private
affairs on hand, that's clear. Jelly, just
you get all the balmy an’ refreshin’ sleep
you can, There's a strenuous day in front
of you, my pet,”

! 'y, a3 @ rule, was asleep within thirty
seconds of gotting into bed, but on this
ocgasion he lay awake some time thinking.

e was dozing off as the muffled notes of
ﬂ]a_hig staircase clock struck ten, when a
distinetly-heard creak ouiside in the cor-
rider brought his senses to full tension
again,

. Taffy knew that creak well, and the par-
ticular board that made it, He always
3"°ide§1 it himself, if leaving the dormitory
after lights-out, and he wondered which of
the masters tere on the prowl.
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A few seconds later the creak was re-
peated; and, after a long pause, he heard
it a third time.

“That's no master,” he thought; *“it’s one
of the chaps—or, rather, three. The plank
scarcoly creaks at all goin’ up the corridor;
it's only walkin’ towards the s that
makes it sound like that. Somebody’s got
a midnight brew-party on in one of the box-
rooms; or else it's a Fifth Form beauty
goin’ to slip out of the school on business
of his own.”

Something impelled Taffy to slip out of
bed and go to the window, for it com-
manded a view of the path to the shrub-
berics. He had an idea that Topham, the
sad dog of the Fifth, sometimes mado
nocturnal excursions for reasons of his own,
and Tafly was curious to see if it wero
0.

He was just in time, howdver, to see a
figure he knew still better than that of
Topham making two or three rapid strides
across the gravel, and vanishing into the
shrubberies, followed directly after by two
others.

Taffy glanced after them with interest.
He saw the last of the three crouch just
inside the edge of the laurels, as if intend-
ing to stay there; but presently one of the
others, reappearing, touched him, and the
two went ca,utiousiy further round the
corner, and there were lost to view.

Taffy, without hesitation, went to
Dereker's bed and placed & hand on that
sleeping beauty’s mouth, from which
delicate snores were proceeding,

CHAPTER {1,
Forguson Bites the Dust!
“« vHA’E"E_up?” said. Dereker, open-
ing his eyes.

W “Don't make a row!" whis

pered Taﬂg. “Tergy and his
lot have gone out, They're hidin’ in the
laurels, I believe. Don't think they’ve gone
any farther, ]'.lnfok ixere, shall vgﬁ slide out,
too, an’ see what the game is?

“Right-ho!” said Dercker. “Shove on
bags and a jacket, an’ wake Birne!”

In & few minutes the three had stolen
quietly out of the dormitory, the door-
handle and lock of which they always kept
well oiled.
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“How did those chaps get out?” whis-
pered Birne. N

“Y dow’t know; but not by our little
route. We'll stick to that,”” said Taffy.
“I've got the key.”

The three chums had their own method of
getting out after lock-up when they had
need to, which was seldom. They had never
patronised Fergusen's route, but the kitchen
stairs; they had a longer, but better, mode
of exit—through a cascment that opened
from one of the lobbics on to the leads of
the old gymmasium, whence it was o short
and casy drop to the ground, with a con-
venient  window-sill for climbing back
again,

This exit brought them out on the appo-
site side of the house, und they made their
‘way right round to the back of the shrub-
beries till they were near where Taffy had
seen the Ferguson erew disappear. There
thg:; crept on very cautiously, inch by inch.

“I see 'em!” breathed Dercker, point-

'ing through the bushes. “They're all
‘sguattin’ together ncar the house.”

“Just opposite Lambe’s window I”’ mur-
mured Taffy, *““They’re watchin® it. The
Lambe's at home, anyhow.”

There was a light in the Remove-master’s
rocom, and the window was half-open,
though the blind was down. Taffy and his
companions were well in the background,
and by stooping they could dimly see amon
the bushes what appeared to be the riva
three, necarer the building itself, TFor some
time no one moved.

“Is that another of them?” whispered
Dercker, pointing to a figure that presently
came into view, moving stealthily along the
narrow path through the bushes.

“No; they're all in front,” replied Taffy,
under his breath, peering at the newcomer,
“I wender if that's Lodgey stalkin' ’em?’

The stranger, silently as a shadow, came
creeping along the path, passing within two
or thres yards of the chums, who were
crouching among the thick bushes. It was
not the sergeant, as Taffy had thought.
They could only see his outline for & few
seconds, but I who would

it was a man
have locked tall hed he been walking up-
right; and he was cither very stout or else
“dressed in uncommonly wide and baggy
clothes, and wore a flat, low bowler hat.
He passed the boys without seeing them,
and halted at ihe edge of the laurels, well
under the shadow. “After watching some
time, and looking wp continually at Mr.
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Lambe's window, he took a last furtive
glance round him, and tiptoed across ihe
gravel till he reached the wall.

A thick, matted growth of old ivy elothed
it on that side with stems and branches as
big as a man's wrist. It was soon evident
what the stranger meant to do. He began
cautiously and gently to climb up the vy, -
which was not a very difficult task,

“Ay aunt!” murmured Taffy. “He's
mekin’ for the Lambe's room! Is it a
bobby going to nab him, an’ making sure
of it tﬁat way 1" %

“Or a thicf, who's some pal of his#”
said Birne excitedly. i

“Or the Woolly Lambe himscli dis-
guised 1" put in Dereker, watching eagerly.
“1 say, this is a go, you chaps!” |

The light went out in Mr, Lambe’s stody.
The man had ncarly reached the window '
when it happened, but now he could not’
be seen at all, so much in the shadow,
was the ivy-covered wall, 'Tatfy thought
he could make out Mr. Lambe himself’
appearing at the window, and he certainly,
heard yoices,

4 SucIi]denbly there was a loud rusi
ho shrubbery, and Fergusop and:
rades darted out. i :
“Thieves! Thieves!” yelled Ferguson af

the top of his voice. *Come down
that, you ruffan! Hi, sergeant! Thieve:

At the first sound of alarm the man;
above could be made out clambering down’
in a great hurry. H

“Give yourself up,
Ferguson, as ho rushed to the wall.
no good tryin’ to get away—we've got you!,
Come on, you chaps, nab him! I— Oh!i";

There was 2 flop, a thump, a tremendous |
yell from Ferguson and the man in the |
baggy clothes, springing out from the wall,
let himself drop, intentionally, right on top
of the big Remove youth who was waiting
to capture him,

It was a five-foot fall, and Ferguson and |
the climber went rolling over, with a fear- i
ful howl from the former, who was knocked |
flat by the large and active body that bore
him fo tho carth, just as Kempe and Kents !
Williams sprang to the spot, All the wind
was knocked out of Ferguson, but the noc-}
turnal visitor, whoever ho was, jumped tD{
his fect in an instant, and was off Ike the |
wind down the laurel-path, o

“T say, here's the whole school turnin’
ont!” exclaimed Dereker. * What had we
better do?”

you thief!” Ilowlerlf
“It's



ington was roused with a vengeance,
“in -f\srpl‘isiﬂgly quick time, Alrcady
“most of the windows were open, and masters
and boys were staring out.

Forguson's agonised yell had brought the
sergeant running out of his lodge, and Mr.
Jo and Mr. Perkes, with two of the

Form prefects, came hurriedly out of
ide door. N

My I know what we'd better

oI ‘said Taffy. “We'll be lucky if we
get back safe, Let’s bunk!”

Taffy & Co. sprinted round at the back
‘of the shrubberies as %mckly as they could
go, but it looked as if they would be cut
“ off from their road of retreat.

Somebody came running past the old
gym, and the moment he was out of the
way- the three nightfarers scrambled on to
Ee-_iendn of the gym again and in through
se window. "

_“Phey’ll be searchin’ the whole

or open windows in a jiff,”" muttered Tafly,
4he hastily closed the casement, “An’
8 whole house is buzzin’! Scoot to the
b, and watch for a chance to get back
he -dormitory &s soon as the coast's

1y before the three chums had
od the house, Ferguscn and his merry
nd t,hemsei\'es face to face with an
- situation. They would willingly
“made an escape, too, out of modesty;
ib-Mr. Quayle and Mr:. Perkes, darting
.gsgnd “the corner, came upon them just as
7 seoal;hh'aa picking himself up, gasping
reaih,
#Kempe! Ferguson!” cried Mr. Perkes.
What are you doing here ?”
"We were tryin’ to catch the thief, sir!”
‘enid Kempe gloomily, and then ho started
- a8 he saw the Head come 1.und the corner,
“looking stern and anxious,
.*'Thief? What thief?” said the Head,
catching Kempe's words, “Who are theso
boysi™
My, Lambe silently joined the group, his
eglass ‘glittering in the starlight as he
M"feﬁecu_ve]y at the wocbegore three,
g: .ab the sight of him, Ferguson, remem-
P his wrongs, boiled up.
fWe were trying to catch a thief, sir,
- Was Fettmg into the school, or, rather,
-plunder passed out to him b

an
mplice!” spluttered F s
med mep léo ;:‘.'_“ergusun And

“Ono " moment 1 said the Head sternly.
on first explain how vou came to

" THE SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

lace,

25
be cub of the school at this tune of night,
and what you were doing 1"

“We—er—we—er—that is, we happened
to hear a noise, sit, and looked out of the
dormitory windew,” said Ferguson colloct-
ing his wits. “We saw a man stealing
past, so we—wo thought we'd better slip
somo clothes on and sce what he was up
to. We came down through the servants’
door, and we saw the thief!”

“Well 7

“Ho was climbing up the ivy to Mr,
Lambe's window,” said Ferguson, with a
fierce glance at the eyeglass. “ But perhaps
Mr. Lambe can tell you more about it than
T can,” he concluded ominously.

All eyes were turned on the Remove
master, and Kempe and Kent-Williams, who
felt very nervous, inwardly applauded
Ferguson.

“Bless me!” said the Head, “Is there
veally anything in this, or is it some silly
pieco of imagination—or worse? Did you
see this thief, Mr. Lembe? Have you
missed anything from your study ?”

“I have missed mnothing!” said the
Remove master, with a calm smile. “Fergu-
son tells the story so well that it would be
2 pity to break into it.”

** Proceed, Ferguson!” said the Head.

“The light went out in Ar. Lambe's
room, sir,” said Ferguson, wishing himself
safe in bed, or anywhere but under the
Head’s eye “and I thought I saw something
passed out—that is, I lost sight of the thief
for a moment, and then I shouted for the
sergeant to come and help, and I rushed
forward to seize the ruffian as soon as he
came down. But he—er—he jumped right
down on top of me, and knocked all the
breath out of my body, sir.”

“And then he was off befora we eonld
catch him, sir,” put in Kent-Williams and
Kempe eage.rl{.

““Look at_the state I am in, sir,” said
Ferguson plaintively, calling attention to
his clothes, which were covered with web
gravel, and one side of his face, {hat had
also been well rubbed in it. “I did it for
tho sake of the school, sir, because I thought
you were being robbed, and, if you'll leok
among our valuables, sir,” he added, with
a sidelong glance at the Woolly Lambe, but
addressing the Head, “I expect you'll find
some missing.”

“Eh? Why, the man did nob succeed
in getting into the house 2t alll” said the
Head in surprised tones,
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“] fancy he's got an accomplice in the
school, sir,” muttered Ferguson, with
another glance at the imperturbable Woolly

mbe.

But the Head somehow continued to look
suspiciously at Ferguson, for he knew the
record of the three companions was none
too good. The speaker’s gravel-stained
condition scemed to bear out the tale, how-

ever,
“T suttonly saw somebody a-running half-
way down the laurel path,” said the ser-

eant, i
“That waes the man!” said Kempe
cagerly. ‘“He bolted that way, sir.”

“Really,” said the Head, for the ser-
" geant’s evidence impressed him. “Then we
gad better have a scarch made at onco.
Tho police must be ihformed, and I will
immediately inspeet all valuables, and see
if any are missing.  You boys had better
roturn to your dormitories at once. Fergu-
gon, T am—er—I have to thank you for
your—'hem—efforts on behalf of the school.
We will go into this matter to-morrow,
however, when we know more about if, and
I will see you in my study at_eleven
o'clock, And now to inform rhe police.”
The HMead turned away, and was shortly
overtaken by Hr. Lambe, who went off in
conversation with him.
The thres amateur policemen, in deep
disgust, went indoors, .
In the mcantime, Taffy and his cronies
had regained the shelter of their dormitory
without mishap.

CHAPTER 12.
Taffy Atismipts a Difioult Undertaking!

'rT“HE Head called the school together
j in Hall, and made a welcome an-
nouncement.  An old Codrington

a_ victory over

boy, General Sir Cecil Hution, after

'y or _cortain tribesmen on the
North-West Indian Frontier, had cabled to
the school asking the Head to grant the
boys a whole holiday in ccicbration of the
event.

Tho Remoyve agreed that it was » first.
class piece of luek, and that Sir Cecil Hut-
ton was the sort of chap the school cught
to turn out more frequently.

“I'vo hoard he was the biggest terror in
the Remove in his time,” said Birne. “May
he go on earnin’® whole holidays for us as
long as there's o nigger left in India. All
the same, there’s & fly in tho giddy oint-

ment. I've got such a lot of impots that
it'll take me all the morning to do "em.”

“Same here!” said Taffy. *The Woolly
Lambe’s been piling 'em on lately. He
didn’t use to do that so muech. It ain’t
playing the game, you chaps.”

“Ho's been here about & month now,”
said TFergusen, ‘‘and the police haven't
been after him yet.”

“Wouldn't it be sport to get omesclf
up like a constable in uniform, and come
an' arrest him, just to see what he'd do?”
said Taffy, grinning.

“1 thought you barred that
thing,” said Kempe.

“So0 I did; but that was when Lambe be-
haved like a sportsman, All these impots
freezo up the giddy milk of sympathy in
my—er—bosom. What d’you think, Jelly 2"

“I rather like Mr, Lambe,” said Jelli-
coe simply; “hut if he is really a criminal
person, as you say, I think you had better
leave it to tho real police to arrest him,
and not meddle with it.”

“From the lips of infants and blitheriney
idiots cometh forth wisdom,” said Saw
“All right, kid, I don’t want toeH

sort  of

son,
with you. You're hot stuff, ugh 5]
don’t look it! All the same, there's a suit

of policeman’s clothes for hire in Blentford,
if a_spoof arrest is the idea.”

“What dyou mean?”’
“Suit of clothes? Which? How 1"

“I saw ’em in Blentford High Stroct
last weel,, anyhow., There was a {ravellin
theatrical company got sold u}a, Im told,
and all their props were on sale in a shop
window. There were dresses and tights,
end soldiers’ ikits, and I noticed a police-
man’s uniform, with helmet an’ truncheon,
all complete,” said Saunderson, grinning.

“Of course I was only rottin’,” said
Taffy. “Who would tackle such a job in
his senses? It would take a precious hefty
bobby to arrest the Lambe, too! ho's
coming down for some footer before the
wind Em’dens the ground ?”

The Remove joined issue with a party
from the Fourth and went down to the
fiold. The ground was very dry, mo rain
having fallen for & long time, except a
slight shower tho previous night. They put
in an hour and a half’s solid practice, and
then the Hemove, ufter changing in the
pavilion, retuined to thas &chool House to
malke its arrangements for the day; there’
being, of course, no match fixed for the un-
expected holiday.

said Fox-g;sﬁt“

=~



his satsllites looked in at

@{12 on their way along the upper
“ihere many of the other players
egated already, and there they
Saunderson. He had not been
on the footer-field, and was in his
hat—olear proof that he had been
journey. It was not the thing to
wear a cap 1if onoe went any farther than
_ the villago eunﬁnéss. aA large parcel lay on
the « fore Saunderson.
E Ll said Taffy,  “What
ek 'W.hat's in the

- .Grub for the Form?
;} said Saunderson, twisting his gold
hohain round his fingers. “I didn't
‘of grub, or I'd have brought some for
a] This is what I spoke to you
?[;‘went and got it.”
derson, with much dignity—for some
y boys rather respected him on account
‘wonderful supplies of pocket-money—
the parcel, and showed a complete
well-brushed policeman’s uniform, with
helmet, belt, trunchcon and Govern-
oots all in order.

the deuce is that for?”

said

1 ¢-in the town, from the shop I
you abolt,” said Saunderson, as the

prowded’ round wonderingly, “I

it on purpose for Wyune
'or me?” said Tafly, staring.

go that you could arrest Lambe,
ow—as you. said you would.”

one, off your chump, Saun-

said ﬁ‘aﬁ , in amazed tones.
Case of softenin’ of the brain,” observed
eldr, shaking his head gravely; “must
‘('ggmeﬁ of havin' too much pocket-

o you mean to say you hought that
orm,” exclaimed Walsh, “for Taffy "
L hired it,” replied Saunderson. “The
as jolly shﬁ! , though.”
n you must have more money than
said Taffy. “However, we'll allow
o joke, if that'll comfort you. Is
ere we laugh 1
" did say so!” insisted Saunderson.
you chaps? You said what a
g i'd bs to put up a bluff
%Iggﬂ{}hﬂ, an’ run him in, to see
8 s4y,” said Taffy,
Il know I never said I'd do it, nor
Any chap with as much brains as a
T said was, it'd be fun to see it.

“but you all
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So it would be to see Ferguson jump down
a well with a fifty-pound weight tied to
his leg. But I don’t suppose he'd do it.
It’d be just as sensible.” Saunderson, my
oofy youth, you can take those duds back
to the shop.”

“You won't wear them ?” cried Saunder-
son. “Why not?”

“Beeause I don’t choosa!”

“You're afraid!” said Ferguson. *“Ien't
be, you chaps? ¥ou funk it, that’s alll”

Several of his followers echoed him,
Everybody was excited about the uniform.

“Afraid of what?’ said Taffy, flushing
angrily. “Who says so "

“1 do!” jecred Ferguson. ““We all do!
You're plucky enough when it's only tabc-
ing and blowing and bragging. Buf when
tho things are brought for you it's a very
different tale. It was your idea. I dare
you to put it through! But you won't,
gLfI,foursn! No, you'd rather sneak out of
i

“You dare me, do you ?” eried Taffy, red
as fire. “By gum, I'll do it then! Give me
those togs! I never said I'd do it, but I
willl And I'll thrash you into a jelly after-
\\'arr]!;s for saying I'd funk, you beast, Fergu-
son

Taffy's exilosinn astonished even his
chums, and he seized the wuniform and
helmet without more ado,

“Here, chuck it, Taffy; don’t be an

ass!” sald Birne,
. “Let me alone! I shall go and changa
in_the water tap-room on Lambe’s floor,”
said Taffy, hurrying out with the clothed,
followed by the applause of the Form and
the jeers of some who doubted he would
be as good as his word, *There's just
time.”

He darted upstairs and hurried into the
taproom where the water-jugs were filled
—a little, dim compartment in the second
corridor.

He was tall for his age, and the uniform
was not made for a particularly large police-
man. By turning the legs of the trousers
inwards a couple of inches they did pretty
well as to length, though they were bagey.
The tunie wanted some padding out with
towels, but the regulation boots, abovo all,
needed filling up. y

“I say I said Walsh, sticking his excited
face in through the doorway. “Hurry up!
It’s just about Lambe’s time for leayin’
his study, an’ youw'll catch him on the hop

if you go at once! Como on!™ :
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“There aren't any signs of the Lambe
yot, are there ?” exclaimed Taffy, struggling
with the buttons of the tunie,

“No; but he might turn up any moment.
It'll be no go if you miss him now,”
returned Walsh.

“Get out of this, you little nuisance!®
eried the exasperated Dereker, rushing at
the messenger and sending him flying out
into the passage. = “Who asked you to
shove your snout in here?”

Dercker was particularly annoyed at
Walsh's intevference. He knew well enough
there wonld be no chance of catching the
Woolly Lambe unless they hurried, and he
devoutly hoped they would be too late;
there were fow risks Dereker would have
refused to run, but he believed Taffy was
throwing limself away foolishly by under-
taking such a jape as this. Birne quite
agreed with him.

They both purposely blundered as much
asz possible in dressing Taffy, and. in addi-
tion to getting boots on the wrong feet,
pub the belt on inside out, and both these
tems had to be changed again.

“Do ‘hurry upi” ecried Taffy impatiently.
“You chaps are all thumbs this morning!
I shall go just as I am if you don's get it
right soon,”

Taffy was turned out fairly well a few
moments later; the chums, secing he was
bent on if, thinking they had better do
their utmost to get him as fit as possible
for the part he was to play, The striped
cuff-band showing he was on duty was
buckled on to Talfy's sleeve, and. then the
helmet was placed on his head.

Being about three sizes too large, it came
down nearly to Taffy’s chin, and whichever
way it was tried on it would not fit.

“Looks more like a giddy ecxtinguisher
than a helinet,” said Dereker.

They hastily hunted up a thick sheet of

brown paper from the cupboard, and,
making 15 into = ring, fitted it round the
inside of the rim, and then crammed the
helmet on Tafiy’'s head. They set the belt
straight, pushed a white weol glove as big
as an overcoat on to cach of Tafly's hands,
and stood back to look at him.

HWill it do7” said Taffy eagerly.

“Jolly lucky there ain’t much light in
the corridor, "specially near Lambe's room,”
mﬁlmd Birne, looking at him eritically.
“Draw a line or two under his eyes with
the end of a burnt match, Derry, to make
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him look older. Yes, that's better. Don’t
overdo it.”

“You look as if you want a course of
suppers with the cook to fill those togs
out, Robert,” said Dereker; “but it's the
best we can do, Now, then, are you really
ﬁp:ng to tackle this job, or won't you think

ettor of it? There's precious little sense
in it, an’ it means you're pretty certain
to get sacked.”

“I'm going through with it, I tell you!”
oxclaimed Taffy, “Open the door!”

Finding he was determined, Dercker and
Birne ushered him out into the passage,
where a chorus of guffaws from the
assembled Form greeted his appearance.

“Pass along here—pass along,” said
Taify, pacing out he&vilpawith the genuine
policeman’s stride, “E)un’& obstruet the
thurryfare |”

“Como on, you rotters, don't spoil the
game!” said Walsh to the rest, and the
Form rather reluctantiy withdrew,

They would not go right away, however,
and heads were pecping furtively round the
corners in each corridor as Taffy and hi-
chums marched towards their goal. =

“You chaps had better fall bacliare,”
said Taffy, as they came in-€ight of tho
end of the passage. “I'll go on afcne."j

Doreker and Birne, halting, watched
Taffy’s progress with some misgivings
Neither of them felt comfortable, and they
retived round the corner, so as not to inter-’
fere with their leader’s business. |

As Tafly ssed the fop of the side
stairs, Jane Matilda, one of the housemalds,
came up them. Finding herself face io face
with a live policeman in the very heart of
the School House, she dropped her dust-
pan _and brush and gave a loud squawk.

“Oh, my!” she cried. N

“Dou't be aT{ered, my gal,” sid Taffy,
with a ma}es‘uu wave of his hand, I
ain’t come for you. All T require ¢’ you
is to tell me which is the room of & man
called Lambe.” ;

“What, Mr. Lambe, the master?” sho

gasped. L

“That's the one. Don’t make no noise
aboub it, but just point 'is room out guieh
an’ leavo the rest to me.”

The housemaid was so frightened that she
bolted down the stairs, leaving the pan
and brush where they fell. As she did so,
Mr. Lambe's door suddenly opened violent-
ly, and the master Lims:lf strode out.

“Who is asking for me! What i




eharply; and then his eyes
ormed figure, and he paused

failed him for once, and
h}.?;:eif a mile away. The situa-
ned appalling. However, it was
‘backing out now, and, trusting to
n, he stalked towards the master
firm step but a quaking haart.,
my duty to a]t)_g_re‘end you,” he
aal}v, “and anything you say may

3

confounded fellow!” cried tho
_Lambe, sudden! dartmgthforward
i I

seizing Taffy angrily by arm.
o] Igtell ygu I wouldn’t have this?
o you, sir—eh " g
fiy. was so taken aback by this that he
ite at a loss what to do or say.
you mean to disregard my warnings
her?” cried the angry master. “I'll
ou turned out of the Force, you in-
'nuisance! Come herel”
ore he knew what was happening,
“found himself whirled into the house-
rush-room close beside—a small,
artment where the brooms and
keépt. Mr. Lambe’s strength
% and for the first time he
% quite lost his temper.
here—in uniform, too!—and
from the very servants—
¢lf the boys in the school,
en’h I warned you fellows about
\By Jove,-T'll teach you a lesson,
;4 I've had enough of thisl”
‘Tnaster's feelings overcame him, and,
he sham policeman by the shoulders,
ly Lambe shook him till his teeth

v did not &now whether he was on
or his heels. The master’s gri

a pair of vices, and Taffy foung
whirled to and fro like a” roll of
His helmet flew off, with the brown-

d and the towel inside, and Mr.
seeing the victim’s youthful appear-
; sg‘:ute of the darkness, stopped in

what the deuce does this mean 1"

did nob wait to reply. The moment

8 hands were off him he bolted.
to the door and dodging the grab
¢ made at him, the boy slipped
pulled the door with a jerk,
ed the catch into
own the corridor for
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Of the consequences of lecking the master
in ho recked nothing. His one idea was ta
gain timo for escape, in the forlorn hope
that he had not been recognised, He heard
the Woolly Lambe kicking and pulling at
the door as he 2

Sprinting down the corrider with breath-
less haste, mearly tripped up by the blue
trousers which were coming uurclled at
the ends, the first persons he encountered
were his two chums at the corner, who
joined him in his flight.

“Into the tap-room!” yelled Taffy breath-
lessll;{. “Look sharp! The Lambe’s aftee
me

No quick-change performer at a variety
show ever did a more rapid transformation
than Taffy then. He was wearing his own
clothes, of course, under the uniform. It
was_the work of a moment to scuitle out
of his disgnise, cram on his shoes, and
scrub the charccal marks off his face with
a handkerchief, Dereker snatched up the
accusing uniform and crammed it into a
cupboard just as Johnson II. stuck his head
inside the door.

“I =ay,” he whispered hoarsely, “the
Lambe's broken open the door, an’ he's
coming down the corridor! Lock out, you
chaps I

“Then we'll go and meet him!"” said
Dereker desperately. “Clear out of the
way, Johnson! Come on, Taffy!”

Arm-in-arm, the threo chums cmerged
and walked coolly along the passage, Taffy
in the middle. They would rather hava
made a bolt of it, but they considered
Taffy’s best chance was to let himself be
seen at once, clothed and in his right
mind. They felt a thrill of doubt and
apprchension as the Woolly Lambe came
in_sight.

He was walking down the passage with
a rapid stride and a slight Hush on hig
cheek, straight towards them. The three
boys stepped aside respectfully to let him

ss, and the master, casting one of his
{::en glances over the three, went straight
on without pausing. The danger, f& the
moment, at any rate, was over.

. P F % f [’

“Phew |” sighed Dereker, leaning againsé
the wall with a sigh of relief. “That’s
over] I believe he doesn’t know who it
as, "pon my word I do!”

#1 wish I felt sure about it,” said Tafiy
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thoughtfully. “You never know what to
make of him.”

The chums, feeling quite bewildered,

drifted into No. 12, where most of the
Remove had retreated, and Taffy was ve-
ceived with uproarious glee.

Taffy did vot feel much inclined to give
information, for he felt he had slipped
through the lion's claws by a lucky acei-
dent, and might yet suffer for it.

“He belicved you were a policeman,
wow, till your helmet came off!” ex-
laimed Johnson. “Fancy goin’ for a
bobby like that! He can’t be very scared
of gettin’ arrested.”

*1 tell you what it is, you chaps,” eried
Walsh. *“He's got a pull over some of the
police, that's what's up. That’'s why he’s
been loose all this time. They have to
smell round afier him, on account of orders,
but they daven't arrest him.”

“You've hit it,” exelaimed Minors, “else
why did he say he'd warned the police not
to do it1”

CHAPTER 13,
A Heoro and Sporisman!

- Y dear young friends,” said Dere-

M ker, as the chums gathered in

the quadrapgle afterwards, “let

us quit this ignoble strife, and

walk ‘in the ways of peace. Wo want a

restiul afternoon; no japes, no rivalry, no

Lambe-worrying. What shall we do with
our noble selves till tea-time?”

“There isn't a mateh,” said Taffy, “and
wo've had a good whack ab proctice this
woek. DMy idea it to go jacking.”

“Rather!” said Dercker. *““Angling’s a
penceful occupation, an’ has been ever since
Izanc Walton threw his tin of worms at
the millimaid for singing out of tune. Go
and get the two rods and the waterproof
bag out of my locker, will you, Jelly?”

In = short time the quartette, armed with
three rods of sorts, a fishing bag, gaff, and
a zine bait-kettle, sallicd forth from Cod-
rington, and crossed the meadows towards
the river. A favourite spot for jack-fishing,
and one within ecasy reach, was a little
way below a mill that spanned an off-shoot
of the river half a mile from the school.

To a fisherman’s eye it was a véry likely-
looking picce of water indeed, s=d for that
matter, 1t was s good as it locced. There

THE WORST FORM AT CODRINGTON!

was @ thatched boathouse near the head of
the bend, without a door, and a heavy
fishing punt was inside it.

“We'll borrow the punt,” said Taffy.
“The old keeper always lets us have it
Decent old bird! Jelly, are you afraid to
navigate the giddy waters?”

“Tll go with you, Wynne, if you'll let
me, wherever it is,” said Jellicoe,

“What touching faith!” remarked Dere-
ker. “I prefer the banks myseli for fishing,
don't you, Birme? You an’ I have only
got ono tod between us, so we'll take
turns.” ¥

“We'll go down below the big poel,”
said Birne. *“You can yell to us when
you're going to turn it up, Taffy.”

“All right,” said Wynne. *Give us one
or {iwo baits; I want ‘em for Jelly, 1"

I'm
goin' to spin'a Devon minnow myself.”

Ho borrowed three of four of Birne's
small roach and put them in the well of
the punt, where they swam about quite
contentedly, Birne and Dercker, with a
cheery smile, walked along the river banke”
and were soon out of sight round the.o4d.
Taffy put his two rods tegother Fulfore
pushing off. To his own line brg flled a
trace and artificial minnowf

““What's that roaring noise?” saratuTelli-
coe, as they poled out of the boathouse.

“Marford Weir,” said Taffy; “it's down
the next reach. T'll bet there’s a regular
Niagara of water sweepift' over it to-day.
Precious nasty place. However, we needn't
;ga anywhere ncar it. Our hest tip will

e to moor in the best spots for a quarter
of an hour at a time, as you can’t manage
the punt, and we'll fish them out piece by
pices,”

Taffy and Jellicoe cach managed to hook
a jack, after which they shifted along again,
‘There was a sivefch of unpromising water
before them, so they passed it over and
went some way farther down, mooring
again in e rather stronger run of water.

“Current’s a bit rapid here,” said Taffy,
casting out as soon as Jellicoe had thown
out his float tackle. **All right for you,
your bait's in the eddy; but it's not much
good my spinning in such a—— By gum,
isn't it, though?” he exclaimed, striking
sharply. “T'm into him! A proper fish
this time!”

Jellicoe turned eagerly to look, and saw
his companion was engaged in a stiff tussle.
The fsh, instead of dashing off like a
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edo, sank deep in the river as soon as
;;%Ip{clt,the hooks, and bored suddenly
along the bottom—sure sign of a good fish.
Taffy dared not put too much strain on
him, for the tackle was Jight, and the way

in which the pike forged along was
irresistible.
“He’s no sprab” said Taffy, "He'll

make yours look like twopence-halfpenny if
I can get him ocut!”

“1 say, the punt’s loose!” said Jellicoe.

They bad not noticed it in the struggle
with the big fish, but the punt had be-
some unmoored, and was floating rather
sapidly down midstream.

“I can’t help it if she is,” said Tafly,
his eyes riveted on the sizzling line as it
st through the water. “Is thagbruta never
going to slacken? He is a stayer, an’ no

mistake. Say, kid, get hold of the punt-pole,
and try to shove er in to the shore, and
we'll land, I shall be able to manage this

chap better then,”
- Jellicoe poled away as best he could, but
“he—wss not much of a hand at it, and the
cu made things all the harder, He
got” Qié”*pum-bowards_ the left bank some-
how, however, and tried to stick the punt-
pole in it. It would not hold, however, and
}-ﬁe_uern of the punt came within reach
“the bank he jumped ashore with the
painter in his hand, meaning to pull her
“in by it.
+The attempt was a disastrous failure, for
his heels slid on the bank. The wet rope
ipped through his fingers with a jerk,
nd when Jellicoe recovered himself the
“punt was out of reach. The impetus of his
“spring had sent her out towards the middle
again, and as Jellicoo looked at her and
then glanced downstream, a sudden fear
seized him,
= I say, look out!” he shouted. *“Wynne!
Look ahead! Bring that punt in to the
benk 1

Tafly was so engrossed in his fight with
the big pike that he scarcely heard,
Another canse prevented him from catching
what Jellicoe said; a_continuous, dull roar,
growing louder and louder #ill it drowned
every other sound,

A wild yell from Jellicoe aitracted his
attention.

“The weirl” he ecxclaimed. “8he's
driving down to it, by gum!”

° He laid down his rod, and darted aft
to.seize tho punt-pole. To his horror it
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was not there. There was no spare pole
in the boaf, and the danger was now only
too evident.

Right shead was the line of big square
posts, rearing high above the surface that
marked the edge of the weir, and between
them the water was rushing over in one
long, solid cataract, with a roar like
thunder, to the weir-pool below. Once over
the fall and into the seething cauldren, no
swimmer counld have lived a minute, even
if ho escaped smashing on te the jagged
posts and piles beneath,

“Great Scott!” cried Taffy.
over iti”

There was a single paddle in the punt.
and, snatching it-up, Taffy paddled with all
his might, striving to drive the punt in
towards the bank. It was hopeless. The
current carried the eraft along like a straw,
faster, and faster yet, towards the fatal
spot. ~ Jellicoe, on the bank, was horror-
struck, and utterly unable to help.

The edge of the weir was now not thirty
yerds away, and right ahead was a large
jagged stake sticking up, with the water
foaming round its crest. Taffy made a
{mnlic cffort to paddle clear of it, but too
ate.

The punt, though heavy, was ill-balanced,
and as her side struck the stake the current
lurched her violently, and, with a roll, sho
turned right cver.

Taffy was thrown out and soused under,
with the water roaring in his ears. He
came up, gasping and choking, only a few
yards away from the weir edge, and a
moment or two later he was swept right up
to it.

One of the square posts was in his road,
and ho grabbed it, with frantic energy, just
as he was about to be swept over. The
current, racing along in one great volume,
pressed him violently against the post and
spouted past him, and, elinging on with
arms and legs, he hung there helplessly.

How long Taffy hung there he ceuld wot
have told. Bick and dizzy with the roar
of the weir, and not daring to shift his
hold for fear of being torn from it and
hurled over the edge, he gave himself up
for lost. The chilly water numbed him to
the bone. He felt his grip relaxing.

The faint ceho of a veice reached him
above the roar of the fall, and, opeming
his eyes feebly, he caught a glimpse of

“ghe'll be
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somebody on the bank—a man with Jellicoe
close behind.

It was the Woolly Lambe—of all people.
One glance did the Form-master take, and
then he started running like a hare towards
some sheds a hundred yards down the
meadow.

Mr. Lambe reappeared with a long coil of
wagon-rope, and swiftly threw off his
(‘o.Lt Never had the master of the Removo
looked so fit or so capable, and his move-
ments were qulck as lightning. Even the
half-unconscious boy, hanging to the weir-
stake in despair, felt a faint thrill of hope
again. Mr, Lambe was well above him—
a considerable distance along the bank.

Then, knotting one end of the rope round
the stein of a stout bush, the master, with-
out a moment’s hesitation, took the rest of
the coil and sprang into ‘the river with a
leap that took him far cut from the bank,
and was swept straight down upon the
1'onr1n welr.

“Hold on,
Brace up "

With the rope uncoiling fast behind him,
Mzr. Lambe was sweeping down towards the
weit-posts, driven by the current, striking
out with all his might to get a little way
out across the stream.

On the bank, Jellicoe was dancing in an
agony of anthy and horror, for it needed
only a glance to sec how deadly was
Wynne's peril, Dercker and Birne eame in
sip;hh runiing as fast as they could towards
the weir.

Tt looked as though Mr. Lambe had given
himself up to the same fate as awaited
Taffy. There seemed hardly a chance that
he could ever reach the boy. DBut with
tremendous overarm-strokes he forced him-
self still farther outwards, and just in time
he came in line with the post Taffy was
ho]dmg

Tally’s stiffened arms had unclasped from
the great baulk of wood, and the current,
taking him in its grip, was at the point
of tearing him away and hurling him over
the fall. The Woolly Lambe, being swept
right on to the post from above at that
moment, eanght the boy with a grasp of
iron .md pul {lod him back to his kold in the
very nick of time.

“Lock your arms round!
roared Mr, Lambe in his ear.
_ Wynne's brain scarecly took the words
in, wer was he more than half conscious,

Wynne—only a moment!

Hang ont
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but the sound of the master’s voice braced
him up a little, and he managed to cling
on, Mr. Lambe holding him, ~ They both
hung there for somp time, presscd against
the post by the Aood, with "the brown water
swirling round and past them., The master
recovered his breath, and turned his head
towards the shore, where Dereker and Jellis
coe stood alone, Birne having sprinted off
to seek help. Dereker had waded into the
eddy at the side, up to his middle, in his
elmueiy’.

“Undo the rope from the bush and make
your end of it fast to the bank!” shouted
Mr. Lambo, with all the power of his lungs.
“Stretch it as tight as you can!”

So deep was t?:o roar of the water that
the boys could not hear what he said. He
tried to make them understand by sigus,
waving his free arm, while he clung on
with the other and his legs.

Jellicoe was the first td see what was
meant, and darted off up-river to the bush,
Dereker wading out and dashing after
him. They untied the rope and ran bigk™
thh it towards the weir, the b)ght wf it
sagglnu: right across the stréamm -

“8tick to it tight!” exclaimed Dcrokcr,
taking a turn with the rope round his wrist.
“If we lose it they're both done for!¥..

Had he not taken the precaution, the rupa :
would almost certainly have slipped from
his grasp when the strain of the current
eamo across its whole length. The Woolly
Lambe with difficulty made his own end of
it fast to the post to which he was clinging.

The two boys ashore put their weight on
the rope and hauled it taut, Dereker bind-
ing it round the tree that stood on the bank.
Mr. Lambe watched them with anxious eyes,
for if a bad or loose knot was made, or
the rope clumsily fastened, he knew there
would be little chance for him or Taffy.

The rope was now stretched between Mr.
Lamhe and the bank, its length pressing
against the row of posts about a foot
above the water, almost on the very brink
of the weir. The master tried his weight
upon it, and then glaneed at Taffy.

The boy’s face was blue and pinched,
and his cyes half shut. It was plain ke
could do little to help himself, for the chill
of the water had taken all the strength
out of him, and Mr. Lambe was beginning
to feel its effects too.

“Buek up, Wynne!” shouted the master,
close to his ear. “We'll soon be out of
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“It’s all right, sir!” called Tafly as the Hsad arrived with a c;mdh;,

looking perturbed. * We've got the burglar!®  Qet off! Help!"”
spluttered the captive, and it was the voice of the mathematics master !
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this! Can you hang on to me while I
get ashore?” .

L1 try, sir,” said Taffy. “T'll do it
somehow.”

The Woolly Lambe put one sinewy arm
round the boy, and, gathering all his
strength, seized the rope with his right
hand and let go the post. The foree of the
current made the rope quiver and gne
desperately, and they scemed fated to be
swept over.

But with a swinging, kicking motion the
master managed to cover the space between
the posts, and reached the next one. Then,
realising the longer he stayed the more
numb he would become, he went straight
on to the second, reaohing it successfully.

“He'll do it! He'll save Wynne!” cried
Jellicoe.

“I'd have sworn it wasn't possible for
anyone to keep hold!” muitered Dereker.
“Ah, they’re gone!”

The words came from him with a gasping
ory, as Mr. Lambe and his burden were
swung nearly straight out over the edge
between the second and third posts. The
strength of the flood there was tremendous,
running in fits and starts. But it slackened
an instant, and the Remove master, reach-
ing the next stake with a great effort, hung
there, panting. He was nearly worn out
by the despcmte struggle, but after thirty
scconds” rest he pus ed on a.g‘un and,
passing the two last posts by main {oroe,
he reached the safety of the eddy, and was
helped out upon the bank by the willing
hands of Dereker and Jellicoe.

“Thank Heaven, sir!” cried Dereker
tervently. “You're a hero if ever there
“ns ane' We thought you were both done

‘Thu Woolly Lambe made no reply, but
turned his attention to Taffy, who had re-
vived somewhat now that he was on dry
land and out of the strain of the current.
The master rubbed him violently to restore
cireulation, helped by Dereker, and the blue
eolour quickly left Taffy’s hps and cheeks.
He had been tired out and numbed by cold,
but had not swallowed any water or suffered
semi-drowning, which made all the differ-

ence. Taffy struggled to his iae .
“You saved my life, sir,” ‘1ﬂﬁ'y said
earnestly, his face flushing, “and risked

yours to do it, wasn't worth lt If
¥you wouldn't mind %hakmﬂ' hands:

“That's all right,” said the VRomm-e
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master, with & nod and
Taffy’s hand, ‘Nothing to moke a fuss
about. Don’t want to lose any of my Form |
in the middle of the term, you know.”

“T1l never forget what you've done for
me, sir. You're a brick!” said Tafy fer-
vently, “And if ever I—"

“COh, never mind that!” said the mastor.
“All T want you to do—you threc—is to
leeep your own counsel. That will be quite
enough repayment,” he added. “I don't
want it chattered about the school, you 4
understand 7"

“Of course, sir, if you'd rather,”
Dereker.

“I happened to see your punt upset,”
said Mr. Lambe, wiping the wet from his
eyeglass with Dereker’s handkerchief. He
put his monoecle in his eve and looked
through it pensively at Taffy. *I was not
hiding under an  alder-bush this time,
however,” he added with a sleepy smile. |

Three chums started and looked ab o,ach
other guiltily.

“T should get back and change as qv? -'“y
as possible, if I were you,” said tha Wiolly |
Lambe cheerfully. =~ “And,” talking of
changing, Wynne, a police- cnnstab!a, you
should notice, does not usually wear a hat
that is several sizes too large for hma™

He blinked thoughtfully through his eye-
glass at Taffy, and, with & nod, turned and, |
walked towards the school at a brisk pace, j

« smile, taking

said |

leaving the chums looking both astonishi
and rather foolish, They stared after him
till he disappeared. 4

“I don’t care if all Beotland Yerd's nftel'
him!” cried Taffy. “I don’t care if he's
a forger or seragged somebody—thovah sy
hanged if I believe it! I'll never do any+
thing to queer him—no; and I'll stand by
him against the blessed ot of them if evct
I get the ch:mcel"

“Fergy an’ that lot mean to try an»
get him into quod if they can,” said
Dercker. :

*“The sweeps! We'll make hay of 'em
if the_v try it! We'll take a hand in thas.’
game!” snorted Taffy.

“ Right-ho! Down with Fergy and all |
his gang!” said Birne. *Confound their
polities! Down with their knavish japes!
We back the Woolly Lambe against all
Codrington! Where's Jelly 1"

They looked round for the new boy, and,

astonishment, found him by the
ter some way below the weir- e
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!with a rod in his hand, playing a fish that
iwas making the top joint bend like a whip,
and he was hopping with excitement.

“T've got him! Ile’s beginning to give
in!” yelled Jellicoe, as the chums hurried
down towards him, “Where's the gafi?”

Jellicoe wound in the prey, which was
sow pretty well played out; and, as the
gaff was lost, Taffy tailed the fish and drew
it out on the bank. It was a grand, deep-
sided, beautifully marked pike of fully nine-
teen pounds weight.

“Well done, kid!” said Teffy. *“A real
peauty! We'll have it stuffed in memory
of the cccasion.”

CHAPTER 14.

A Night Alarm!
I following afternoon the four cam-
I paigners settled down to a very
decent “hbrew” in the upper box-
room, and did full justice to the

iz pl ovender.

[T Baw old Bagey- breeches hangin' round
ttm pace agein half an hour ago,” re-
‘marked Dercker, devouring doughnuts at
the rate of two per minute,

~ “Who?" said Taffy, pausing.

T The chap in the baggy tweeds—only
he's wearin’ different clothes now—that fell
on Ferguson and was climbin’ up the ivy
to Lambe's room not long ago. Don’t you
remember 17

“Hope the Woolly Lambe isn't gettin'
up to more mischief,” said Dercker. “He'll

et nabbed sooner or later. Ferguson an’

is lot are hot on it alrcady.”

“Hang me if I'll stir a finger to get the
Lambe into trouble, whatever he may do!”
wid Taffy warmly. *“And whoever nabs
bim, if there’s anything wrong, Ferguson's
lot shan’t!™

“You can't do less than stick up for
him,” said Birne,

“He saved my life, and I wish I'd the
thance of savin’ his,” said Taffy. “He's a
white men—I don’t care what he's done!
Wonder if we couldn’t give him a hint
somehow about Fergy?”

“Can’t do that. I don't much think ho
wants one, either,” said Dercker. *But
keep an eye on Fergy's gang, in case they
ipot that clmp who's hangin’ about. Ferey
doesn’t miss many chances, though

&5

gencrally mmk(‘,s 2 mess of things, There's

prep bell
The rcst of the evening passed without
event, and nothing more was seen of the
man whkom Dercker had noticed, nor did
he chums think that their rivals, the Fer-
guson gang, had noticed him. All seemed
perfeetly serene, and they turned in at
lights-out time in a screne frame of mind.
The Fergusonites were judged to have had
Zmuuzh to keep them quiet for a day or
WO,

Taffy lay for a while after he had turned
in, thinking of recent events and of the
‘Woolly Lambe, trying to probe the mystery
surrounding the master. Finally he lapsed
into slumber.

Taffy, whether for his sins or not, was
the lightest sleeper there. Ife seemed 10
be conscious of the attack before it was
made, even in his sleep.

I’erhaps it was that peculiar sense which
caused him to half open his eyes towards
three in the morning and turn over,

He was only half awake, and half dozing.
But there came from the corridor outside
ever so faint a creak, and no soconer did
that sound reach Taffy’s cars than he was
broad awake in a moment.

Taffy listened for a few moments, and
then slipped quietly out of bed and made
for_the door.

He opened the door gently and peered
down the corridor.

Tt secemed to him that he heard a faint
rustle down at the far end; but nothing
was to be seen.

Round the corner went Tuffy, and peered
down the next corridor. There was a faint
light from the waning moon through the
landing window, and the first thing that
struck Taffy was that the door of the room
next to the Head's library was open.

That door was always kept double-locked
at night, and the window of the room was
iron-shuttered. Tt was there that the Head's
famous collection of antique gold coins—
said to be of great value—was kept. And
there certainly seemed to be a slight glim-
mer _of light from the room,

“ Jimimi!” he muitered. “Is somebody
monkeying with the coins?”

For a moment Taffy hesitated. Should
he go on at once and tackle the matter
himself ?

But the next instant ho was darting back

he ito the dormitory. Three were better than
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one, and an idea had struck Lim that would
taka all three of them to carry out.

‘As he slipped back into the dormitory
he thought he saw somebody else dart out
of another door farther along; but he did
not wait to inves{igate. He grabbed Dere-
ker by the nose’ and awoke that worthy
from his peaceful slumber.

“\Waas marreri” gurgled Dercker.

¢ Don't make a row ! Nip out quick, and
come with me! Somcbody’s after the
Head's coins!”

Deorekor was oubt of bed instantly, and
Talfy woke Birne and warned him.  With-
out a moment’s loss of time the three of
them gained the corridor without disturbing
an‘ybody, Taffy taking the lead.

€ sure, Taffy?” whispered

“The door’s open, anyway, and there
was a light in the room, Look here,”
whispered Wynne, halting, “we’'ve got to
settlo what to do. Supposin’—what 1f—"

“Supposin’ it’s Lambe’s work, you
moan?” put in Birne, for Taffy found it
difficult to say enything against the man
who had saved his life, strong though his
suspicions were. “If that loafer in the
bagey clothes is doing it?”

“Moroe likely to be Lambe himself,” said
Taffy, under his breath. “I1 thought I
heard that heavy breathing of his. We
can’t wink at a burglary, you chaps, what-
ever’s happened. We'll put i to him
straight, and make him chuck it1"”

“We're going to have our hands full,”
muttered Dereker.

“('ome on, then! 'This is no time to be
tu.lkin% about it,” said Birne impatiently.

“I fancy I saw Tergy comin’ out of
Dormitory No. 7,” whispered Taffy, as they
eped noiselessly along towards the landing.
“Don’t know if the others were with him.”

“Confound the beast, shoving his
wretched nose into everything !” said Dere-
ker. “All the more reason to hustle, if he’s
out for trouble, or Lambe won't get much
merey. By gum, the door is open, sure
enough! Detter bunk straight in.”*

They did so. They burst into the room
all together, guessing they might have a
desperate man_to deal with, who would
&obably keep them busy before they got the

tter of him. But, to their surprise, the
room was empty.

A candle-end was burning dimly, stuck
on a chair, and the big cabinet which held
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the famous gold coins was broken open.
All the drawers were pulled out, every one
was rifled, and the collection of some
hundreds of picces had heen thoroughly
looted. A coin or two shimmered on the'
floor in the candle-light.

“He's gonel” cried Dereker. ‘e must
have heard us, and heoked it while we were
stopping to jabber like a lot of fools! Wo
ought to have—— Great Jchosophat 17

Birne tripped headlong over a wire, and
instantly a deafening peal of bells rang
out, Dercker’s exclamation of dismay was
drowned in the crash of spund.  Bells
jangled all over the room, echoing through
ihe great, sleeping house, and other bells
were heard faintly tinkling in the distance
down the corridors. i

Birne had touched off a burglar-alarm,’
which the burglar himself had been clever
enough to avoid. The three chums nearly,
jumped out of their skins, so startled were
they at the sudden uproar; and Taffy,!
jumping back, touched off ancther alarm,t
starting the peal all over again. e

“We shall have the giddy housa aw’ to
us now. They'll think we’re the burglars !’}
exclaimed Dereker, rushing out of the
door. “ Come on, you fellows, let’s see if:
we tan collar the beggar before he-gets;
away! He can’t have gome far.” :

Aiway they went down the next corridor,!
instinctively making for the window which'
opened on_to the leads over the old gym-|
nasium, It was the way by which they
usually went out when they wanted to,|
and tl{ey thought it the likeliest way for al
burglar “to_get in. i

But hardly were they round the corner;
when a dark form was seen running to-
wards them at full speed. It wwas a man
in stockinged feet, judging by the padded
sound his footfalls made. He held a large|
bundle under one arm, and appeared to be
making for the direction of the leads win-
dow as fast as he could go. I

The boys started back into tho shadow)
as soon as they saw him. Bub only for an
instant. One glance at the flying figure—
which had evidently nof seen them—was

enough.

“Ip's the burglar! Nab him!” hissed
Bime. And the mext moment the man
reached them, and they hurled themselved
upon him with a yell.

The shock of the collision was seve




Taffy, darting out, collared the man low,

‘and the two of them toppled over heavily,

e fugitive striking the ground with a

jolent bump. Dereker and Birne threw

emselves upon him and lent willing aid.

i “Murder!” howled the captive, as the

two lusty Removites threw their weight

on him. - “Ough! Oosh! Leggo! Help!”
“Hold him down! Sit on his head!”

i cricd Taffy; and there was a viclent

- struggle, the prisoner fighting frantically.

: They could hardly sco what they were

- doing in the dark—Dereker, in fact, saw
nothing but stars: somebody’s fist smote

- “him violently in the eye.

"1 But the captive lay face downwards, and
was soon overpowered, though he struggled
with hysterical strength. Birne sat on his
legs, and Taffy on his head.

“It's all right—it’s not the T.ambe.”
hissed Tafly. "Get hold of that bundle he
was carrying; that's the swag. Here's
somebody coming. By Jove, it's the

Head!”

C¥Got offI” gasped the prisomer faintly.

*You'rs killing me!”

It was the Head, indeed, who came in
sight, half dressed, and hurrying down the
orridor, with a perturbed face, and a

ﬁ%and[e in his hand.
i “What is it7 Who are you?” he cried.
¢ “It's oll right, sir!” called Taffy en-
thusiastically; for he was vastly relieved to
find the culprit, whoever he might he, was
not Mr. Tambe, but a smaller and slighter
man. “We've got the burglar!”

“And the swag, sir—your coins!” chimed

in Dereker.

b, “Burglar?” exclaimed the Head, hold-

ing tho candle down. “What are you

doing, boys? Are you mad?”

| ““Get off! Help!” spluttered the captive.

I *Good heavens!” exclaimed Birne in
dismay. “Ifs Mr, Perkes!™

i “I don’t care who it is—he's got the

~ coins, and they're in that bundle!” cried

- Taffy excitedly.
¢ “Get up! Release him at once!”
elaimed the Head,

cmean?  Explain!”

"' Mr. Perkes, for it was the mathematics
master, sure enough, struggled to his feet

.with a pwple face and glaring eves, his
whiskers sticking out like a halo, The boys
Jaoked at him in blank consternation, for

£ex-
“What does all this
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it began to dawn on them that they hed
made a mistake.

“Wynne, Dereker, and Birne!” he gasped
furiously. “I might have guessed it! I
call you to witness, siv, I have been dis.
gracefully assaulted by these young ruf-
flans! I demand that they be flozged and
L e -

“We thought you were the burglar, sir.
We're very sorry!” exclaimed Birne. I
was—-"

“Thought Mr. Perkes was a burglar!”
broke in the Head. *“Are you crazy,
Birne 7"

“What was he running for the window
for, with that bundle under his arm?”
said Tafly suspiciously; for he was still not

satisfied.

“Bundle!” roared Mr. Perkes fran-
tically. “X was carrying my coat under my
arm—there it is, sir—because I had nob
time to put it on. I hurried out ou hearing
the alarm, hoping I might be of use, sir,
and this is the reward 1 get. My face
ground in the dirt and the breath beaten
out of my body!”

The boys were taken aback, for it was
absurd fo suppose the mathematics master
had anything to do with the burglary. The
bundle was his coat, as he said, and he had
struggled into some of his clothes to reach
the scene of action quickly, bringing the
coat with him, Things looked awkward,

A wild commotion broke out in the next
corridor, and all hurried to the spot, the
Head with his candle. In a dark recess
just off the passage Ferguson, Kempe and
Kent-Williams were battling furiously with
Beriram, one of the Sixth Form prefects.
They were hanging on to him like wolves
upon a bull, and the big Sixth-Former,
foaming with rage, had torn himself free
from two of them and sent Ferguson stag-
gering with a mighty punch on the bridge
of the nose just as the Head arrived.

“You young demons! What do you mean
by it7"” roared Bertram.

“Ah!” murmured Dereker,
turning to joy.
giddy mistake as we did!
only bristles on the brush!”

“Bertram!” cried the Head. “What are
you doingt”

“I—I don't know, sir,” said the be-
wildered prefect, whilst Ferguson nursed
his nose and the other two looked on

his grief
“They've made the same
We're not the
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aghast. “Ts there a thief in the House?

“Yes, unless he has got away, which is,
no doubt, the casel” groancd Canon
Wyndham, “I have been into the strong-
raom, and my ecollection of coins is rilled.
I cannot understand what this means. Come
in here, all of you!”

He strode into an adjoining class-room,
and lit the gas.

“Now,” said the Head fiercely, “let us
get to the bottom of this. I do not under-
stand it at all, nor how you all come to
be out of your beds.
worth over three hundred pounds, have
been stolen.”

“¥es, sir,” broke in Ferguson eagerly,
“and I know who did it. I'm pretty certain,
I don't mean Bertram—we got hold of him
by mistale in the dark, thinking he was
our man, We've suspected it all along, sir,
and now—" :

“What do you mean?"” eried the Head.
“Do you know the name of the thief?”

“Yes, sir, It's Mr. L—"

A noise outside interrupted him—a slight
scuflling in the eorridor, as if somebody
were being dragged along. Then the door
swung open, and in walked Mr., Lambe
himself, with a most remarkable-looking
prisoner in his grasp.

The Woolly Lambe, calm and unper-
turbed as ever, was fully dressed, neat and
trim, and his eyeglass was fixed in its usual
place, With him was the burglar, plain
for all eyes to see, a sullen-locking ruifian,
with a dirty scarf round his neck, and
dressed in fustian. He was a powerful man,
but the Remove master held both his wrists
in one vice-like hand, while in the other
he carried a green baize bag, evidently
taken from the prisoner.

““Good-merning, Canon Wyndham!” said
the Woelly Lambe blandly, fixing the Head
with his sleepy gaze. “I have brought you
your collection of coins, and also the gentle-
man who took a fancy to them. Thought it
might interest you. Unpleasant-looking
customer, isn’t he?”

Everybody in the room was perfectly
stupefied, while the Woolly Lambe smiled

affably and blinked at them all with a sort/

of paternal kindness.
“Goed gracious!”
fumbling for
The sullen

exclaimed the IHead,
s

nade a sudden effoit

These coins of mine, |
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to twist himself out of Mr. Lambe’s grasp,!
but the iren grip that held him was not to
be overcome. <

“Lemme go, sir!” he whined. “I ain’t
done mo ‘arm. It's all a mistake!” :

The Weolly Lambe planked the green
baize bag down on the Form desk next to
him, and the bag jingled loudly. 7

“I think youll find your gold coins in’
there, Canon,” he said to the Head, “ex-'
cept one or two which are spilt about the
strong-room floor.” e

CHAPTER 15,
Ferguson is Not Satisfied]

ANON WYNDHAM undid the bag

‘ with nervous fingers, and cmptieg
out o number of the coins—rare old

gold pieces, from the time of the
Cemsars downwards., He gave a gasp of
thanlkfulness, b

“I—I cannot say how deeply I'm in-
debted to you, Mr. Lambe |” he said fer: .
vently, ou have actually caught #
rascal in the very act, then. Poor wrétch !
he added, with a touch of pity, as his eyes
fell on the man’s sullen, hunted-looking
face; for there was a soft spot in the
Head's heart for anybody who was
thoroughly “down.” “I wonder what drove
him to such e life? He—he does not look
dangerous,” i

“I—er—did not exactly give him the
chance to be dangerous,” said the Woolly|
Lambo pleasant]ly; end reaching into the
man's baggy side-pocket, he took cut a
heavy, blued revolver.

“Bless my soull” said the Head, flush-
ing, feeling he had been too hasty with his
sympathy. “A pernicions scoundrel, ins
deed! I was -wr'onf. This night's work
might have cost o life, if the rascal had
fallen into less capable hands, Mr, Lambe,
my best congratulations on wour skill end
courage. ‘The school should be proud of
you, sir!”

Mr. Perkes gave a little sarcastic cough,
and Ferguson end his companions looke
glum. Taffy’s contingent alone looked
thoroughly delighted, and Birne, in_dumb:
show, was affecting to pat the Remove
master on the back—being well behind the
rest—and winked joyously at Dereker.

“We had better dispose of the man ab
once,” said the Head, * He shall be given'




into custody without any delay. How did

u come to capture him, by the way?
;31d you hear him break into the hDila[!?"
“I suspected somethin wrong,” said
Mr. Lumbe quietly, “and decided to in-
vestigate it. Tlndmg tln strong-room was
being looted, in short, I cavght the
prisoner in the act of committing a felony,
end made sure of him on wmy own account.
Tt was not diflicult,” added Mr. Lambe,
with @ slecpy gizu:ca at the ma,thoma.zics
. master and Ferguson’s  trio; but E0
many cooks rearly snoiled the broth."

My, Perkes mnd I'c:r-uson looked foolish,
* and vather sulky fo boot.

“I'd have nabbed him myself if it hadn’t
“been for that ass. Bertram,” growled Fer-
guson, under his breath, “always getting
in the w

“You

thave dressed ycuxsclf with un-

common care—at three in the morning—
‘ out of wegx
1 presume,”

rd for the burglar's feclmgs I
suid Mr, Perkes sourly.
vned, but Mr. Lambe only
ass end stared through
matics master with the
-.”:*r: Rvmove knew well But the
who had relapsed inte gloomy
euddenly broke out furiously:
was in* it, too!” he shouted
oarsely, glaring at his captor. * “Vou
mas, you knows it! Bloomin® humbug!
on'll” give me over to the rozzers, will
r! You're worse than me, vou are!”
The Woolly Lambe smiled across nt
‘anon Wyndham, who laughed; but the
dough changed to a frown at ‘the man'’s
Lainy d his aceusation.
“Is thore nothing the seoundrel will stop
17 he said. “You aro making your-
if ridieulous, my man. Hold your tenvuel
Sy

o Hc can talk o police, he
n!" roared the bmmaqr nodding his head
1oc.\.us y towards Mr, Lambe. *¥Yes, I'll
lit on yeri Wi vou after the ‘tuﬂ,
me as me? Yes, geats, ‘e was in it 'K
in the vory room “:-tchm me! He
bed me, an’ he had hold o' mo twenty
nutes afore he even brought me out to
Wer at all! I could tell yer
“ Qilence, fellow [ said the Head angrily.
r. Lambe, we had better get rid of
These snl[y -:'cc‘.xs:ltzons are wasting
verybody’s time !

“Sounds more .|!<p the truth!” gmnled
farguson, aside. “We're getting at it—"

’I‘he

1ook
prlsmlel‘
silence,

f*Yon
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“You capiured him some time ago?”
asked the Head, tying up thegbag of coins
tightly,

*About twenty miinutes since, as he
eays,” replied the cheerful Remove master,
“I took him into the end room where the
telephone to the station is, and detained
hlm there. His honu.uud title, by the way,
is Glps.) Joe, and I introduce him to you
as such. He is not a gipsy, but e rather
olever cre,cksnmn, and his set of house-
breaking tools, which ho was obliged to
leave in the strong-room, you will find are
quite the best of their kind.”

“Ah, vou've got the gift o’ the gab, right
onoughi” enarled tho burglar savagely.
“You can do the swell patier. Yor're o

gentleman lag, that’s what you are!”

“I telophoned to the station from the
end room, and. a police eseext will .a.lrn.e
on their bieyeles in a minute or two,” said
Woolly Lambe, whose calm was pcrfccﬂy
unruffled,  “There they are,” he al H
a3 o peal was heard at the front bell.
“We may as well save them the trouble of
coming in. I think the less fuss tho
better.”

“You olthers stay here!" zaid the Head,
accompanying Mz, Lambe out of the room
as he led his captive away, Mr. Perkes
bringing up the rear. “I shall roturn m
o moment, and shall need an explanation.”

“Exit Gipsy Joeo,” chserved
amiably, ha.ndmg the cu;
loave leave }nm in your char

I think _you H ﬁl:cl he's an old friend.”

“He'll r at Dartmoor,” said
the scfgmmn wnky, sir; I'll see he
gets his old quarters. Took him in tho

dm you ?”
A glance of und
Lween  the p ‘u:E.:T:q,u
master. A pair of handeuffs elicked smartly
on the prisoner's v and tha sound
weke him to a fwesh outhurst of fury.
“Take ‘im, too!” he shouted to the
police, pointing to My, I.aamb\ with his
manaeled hands. “'E was in it as much
as me!  Take “im: A
“Lock the rascal up!”
ised Mead. “Away with him!
The burglar wes hustled off down the
carriage-drive, complaining loudly and
shouting threats. As soon as he was taken
outside the gates the Head shut the frunl
door, and the audience on the ]a.ndmg_l
back to the class-room feecling very chilly,

svatanding scemed to pass
aitd the Remove

said the seandal-
\
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for the cold wind from outside hed whistled
round their bare legs.

“Rotten swindle!” growled Ferguson.
#The Head's an ass! Why, I believe those
two policemen themselves were in league
with Lambe, an’ daren’t arrest him! That
burglar was right; Lambe’s a lag himself
bt ok

The Head's entrance put an ebrupt stop
to Ferguson’s revilings. Canon Wyndham,
who had not let go of the bag of coins
ever szince they were given back to him,
looked at the six Dboys keenly., Beriram
had vanished.

“Befors you go back to bed,” said the
Head, “I want to know how you all came
to be roaming about the corridors at three
in the morning?”

There was rather an awkward pause. The
Head turned to Taffy, and repeated his
question sharply.

“We-—er—awve weren't, sir, exactly,” said
Wynne, “There was a row—l mean, we
heard a noise in the corridors—at least, I
did—and came out to look, and, finding
there had been a burglary—"

*“What caused the alerm to go off, long
after Mr. Lambe must have caught the
man ?” said the Head sharply.

“That was ns, sir, I—er—mean, this
was we,” Taffy replied, in some confusion.
“We hooked it—er—we ren to the strong-
room, sir, finding the door was open and
the cabinet burgled. And then Birne fell
over & wire, and the bells all went off.
So, as the burglar had gone, we thought
the’d probably leave the house by the win-
dow over the old gymnasiom—"

“Why did you think that?”

“Wefl, it—it's the handiest window,
sir,” said Taffy, still more confused and
wishing the Head would nob esk so many
questions.

“It is o long way from the sirong-room.
I don’t know why you should call it handy.
‘What then t*

“As we were going there, sir, we saw
somebody with no boots on and a bundlo
under his arm, bunking—er—running to-
wards the window, so we got hold of him,
sir, thinking it was the burglar. But most
unfo,{tuna.tey it was Mr, Perkes, and we

“Very well, that will do for the present,”
said the Head sternly, biting his lips and
Hi'shing ke were alone and could laugh.

Ferguson, what is your explanation?”

THE WORST TORM AT CODRINGTON!

The burly Removite drew himsern

to his_full height, Now wae his chand
to shine as a dotective, The Woolly-
Lambe’s goose was cooked so far

as Fert

guson was concerned. ;
“Wo heard the burglar, too, sir, ang
went out determined to capture the scoun. |
drel at all hazards. Our intention was to
save the famous collection which i3 the
pride of Codrington, sir,” said Ferguson
virtuously, who had been getting his speech
ready for some time. “By an u_nillcl-cy
mischance, Bertram got in the way, or wa
should have caught the burglar. I woke
up about three, sir, and heard a noise, It
did not take me long to guess what was
wrong. And I woke Keni-Williams, and
said to him: ‘Kent-Williams, somebody’s
after the headmaster's eoins! We must
capture the fellow at all hazards!’ Talk-
:i[ng Kent-Williams and Kempe with me,

“Thank you, Ferguson!  That'll do—
that'll do,” seid the Head dryly. “Go
back to your dormitories, all of you. I
appreciate your efforts to—er—guard };:j
clx),ﬁ:.cbion: but the next time yex d
better stay in bed, by which e great deal
of confusion and unnecessary trouble will
bo saved. Wynne, you and Dereker and
Birne will have to apologise to Mr. Perkes
in the morning for the unfortunate mis-
take you made. I fear caiching bucglars
is not your forte, for you could not make
a greeter mess of it if it were Latin prose.”

The six heroes looked decidedly “sick.”

““However, while. Mr. Lambe is with us
we need evidently not fear housebreakers.
Now get back to bed, and iry not to be
more ridiculons than is necessary.”

The two rival gangs departed, and Tafly
and his two partners felt rather crest-
fallen till they weached the dormitory. By
that time, however, they had recovered
their spirits, and saw there was o broed
silver lining to the eloud. Things had
really gone excellently on the whele. |

“Can’t meke head or tail of it all. Ii
sounds as if the burglar had spoilt Lambe’s
ame by breakin' in to-mght," said Birne,

and so Lambe pinched him.”

“I don’t believe that,” said Taffy
stoutly., “I'm not goin’ to believe Lambe
was after anything shady at ell. Anyway,
he's done just what he ought to do, and
did it jolly well. It's nather lucky we
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o't have to tackle him—he's a tough
»

We should be dressin’ our giddy wounds
this time, I fancy, if it had been Lambe,”

Dercker. “But on the whole, though
ourselves haven't exactly shone, tie
ocecdings have been serumptious. There's
heen & whole packet of excitement, cer-
igainly nothing slow, an’ we've flattened
the Perke-bird into a pancake. The half-
gninute when I sat on his head seemed o
'whole life-time of joy.”

“Got to apologise to the sweep to-
morrow,"” said Birne thoughtfully.

“Well worth it at the price. We'll frame
“an apology that'll meke his whiskers curl
'like the honeysuckle. Good-night, you
. chaps! Let's gey some beauty-sleep.”

CHAPTER 16.
A Narrcw Shave!
IIE next afternocn was a “half,” and
% I the chums spent the first hour in
practice on Little egide, in which

’ Birne proved himself a good epough

half-back to be chosen for the first team in

the forthcoming Withington match, Taffy,
~u2 one of the best forwards in the school,
‘already had his cap.
2 “Bully for the Remove I said Dereker,
as they made their way back to the house
after changing in the pevilion. “There's
-only one Fifth Form chap in the eleven
‘to five of ours.  We've earned a little re-
;fmshment, my dear young comrades. What
~about & brew?”
% “I'm rather sick of the tuckshop stuff,”
said Taffy, as Jellicoe joined them. “ Walsh
ys there’s & new shop in Fordbury, where
hey turn out an American thing called
ot waflles, with maple syrup. Walsh
wears they're beastly good. There's time
to go and try 'em!”
“Anything in the interests of science,”
egreed the other two. *Jelly, are you up
o goin' 1"

Oh, yes!” said Jellicoe. “I did not
cel quite equel fo foolball to-day, but I
n walk all right.”

They set out @t once on the road to
ordbury, and in due course arrived at the
ew pasirycook’s. The hot waffles, done in
New York style, were tried end voted
quite worth coming for. The chums stacted
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back after polishing off a couple of dozen
of thom.

“What a giddy eyesore that thing is!”
remarked Taffy, as they overtook an extra
large traction-engine that was rumbling
slowly along the road, making a thunder-
ous noise and emitting dense clouds of
smoke. “It cughtn't to be allowed on the
voads at ell.”

Tke sound of hoofs was heard in a by.
road that opened on to the highway near
the point where the traction-engine hap-
pened to be, and a gentleman riding a big
Irish hunter came in view, and with him
a decidedly pretty girl of about sixteen,
on & rather skittish pony.

Exactly what it was that happened the
boys were rather too far off to see, but
both horse and pony took fright at the
traction-engine, and the girl’s pony, after
shying violently right across the road,
bolted madly in the direction of the boys.

“By Jove!” cried Dercker, in alarm,
running back, “Help! Stop her, you
chaps, or sho'll be through the fence and
over the guarry!”

It did not need more than a glance to
see the danger. Fifty yards beyond the
boys the road made so sharp a bend that
the maddened pony was certain to come to
grief in trying to round it. Just at the
curve was an old quarry, fenced off by
rather flimsy posts and rails, which beast
and rider would be all but sure, barrin
a miracle, to cannon against and breal
right through. There was a thirty-feet
drop beyond on to rocks,

Taffy, just then some way behind his
companions, saw the danger in a moment,
and sprang to the cescue, holding himself
ready to etop the maddened pony,

“Get out of the way!” cried the girl.
“You'll be knocked down!”

Taffy had no idea of shirking. As the
flying beast reached him he caught the
bridle with a quick, skilful spring, and
the next moment was being dragged along
bodily, bruised, winded, and his arms
nearly pulled out of their sockets by the
jerk. But he hung on doggedly. The pony
had to slacken speed, and Dereker and
Birne quickly coming to the rescue, it was
pulled up altogether.

“Oh, I?mv good of you!” eried the girl.
“How emartly you stopped him! I never
thought it could be done, and I was afraid
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you would be knocked down.
thank you!”

“Never mind about thanks1” said Tafly,
laughing, thinking the girl looked uncom-
monly pretty—as girls go. “As to being
knocked down, we're used to that at Cod-
rington. We're glad to have been of any
use.”

“Well done, young gentlemen!” eried
the rider of the hunfer, who had got his
mount under control and ridden up at full
gallop. “I don’t know how to thank you!”
he said fervently, jumping down from his
horse end grasping Taffy by the hand, I
made sure iy daughter would be into that
terrible quarry!”

“Oh, we didn’¢ do much, sir?" said Taffy,
{fecling embarrassed, “The pony was easy
to stop. It wasn't any—"

“Not a word! You saved my daughter’s
life, sir! T won't hear o word to the con-
irary, Never saw anvthing done smarter.
Just in time, too! Might have been brained
by the pony’s hoofs vourself, as easily as
anything, if you hadn't been sharp. You're
ueed to horses, I oan sco. These your
chums, ¢h? They all helped!” said” the
old gentleman, shaking hands heartily with
the others. “¥ou've all Codringtonians, I
see, by your caps. I am Sir Harry Beck-
ford, and this is wy daughter Dorothy.”

Taffy knew the speaker well by sight,
and that he lived at Roydon Hall, and was
one of the Governors of the school, He was
o _fine-looking old man, tall and uperight,
with a bronzed face and white moustache.
Ho asked the boys their names, end they
told him.

“I'm uncommonly pleased to moest you,”
he said, “and so are you, Dorothy, ¢h?
Folks who meet as we did don’t need any
introductions. Eh, what? They grow the
right sort of stuff at Codringfon still, I
see. I was there myself once, Gad, rather!
I remember three terms in a Form called
the Remove especially. I believe they've
still got i7"

“Yes, it's atili thore, sizx,” said Taffy,
adding: "We're in it oursclves.”

The girl laughed,

“Wo were on our way to the school,”
said Sir Harry, “to call on Cenon Wynd-
ham. Arve you going back there? We may
as well go together, then. The horses can
walk.”

It was not far to Codrington, and Sir
Harry, who was a most cheerful old gentle-

How can I im-:ui% chatted the whole way.

THE WORST FORM AT CODRINGTON!

Teffy walked
besitle Dorothy’s pony.

“I've heard that Form of yours, the
Remove, is the worst in the school,” she
said, laughing.

You've got the wrong word,” said Taffy.
“Best in the school.”

“The person who told me said it was
the worst.”

“Oh, vou must have been talking to the
masters aboat it, or to people of that
sort ! said Taffy,

“I wish you'd tell me some more of
your stories,” she said. “By the way,
have you ever been to Royden? I know
my father’s going to ask Canon Wyndham
to come over and dine with bim fo-night,
and I shall make dad ask you and your
friends, too. Ho'll be glad fo, of course.”

“We'd like to awf'lly, of course,” said
Talfy, rather astonished; *but there's nc
chanco of it. The Head would never let ue
dine out late after lock-up.”

“Oh, ves, he will! ‘Canon Wyndham
can't refuse dad anything, and dad can’t
refuse me anything,” said Dorothy rBeck-
ford cheerfully, “You leave it to me; I'll

x it up1” )

Taffy’s surprise at this passed all bounds,
but before he could say any more they
found themselves at the school. The party
rode into the quadrangle, and many of the
seniors being present, there was a good
deal of sensation on sceing the illustrious
visitors Taffy & Co. had picked up, The
sound of the horses’ hoofs brought tha
Head out. 3

“How are you, canon?” said the baronet
cheerfully, dismounting from his horse,
while Talfy helped the girl off her pony.
*Vastly glad to sce you. Will your grooin
put these horses up ™

“Come in, Sir Harry!” said the Head,
shaking hands with him. “You're just in
time for tea. Mow d’ye do, Dorothy?
Your pony's well splashed |”

“We've had a precious narrow shave,”
said the haronet—“at lcast, Dorothy has.
If it hadn’t been for these smart young-
sters of yours being at hand, thore’d have
been a bad smash,” he added, and forth-
with related how Taffy had stopped the
bolting pony  The Head looked Il;ofh SUr
prised and pleased. 1

“I'm very glad Wynne was able to ronder
you sueh a service,” he said, while Taffy
backed awany, feeling very uncomfortable.



A wild youngster, Sir Harry—one of the
biggest handfuls we have in the sehool—
“vput I know well enough he has eourage.”

“Wild I snorted Eir Harry. “I like

m wild. Always the best sorts. I was a
it of a rip myself when I was here,” he
added, with a chuckle, and camo very near
oking the Head in the ribs with his whip-
Eandla. “What T want to ask you, Wynd-
ham, is to come and dine with me to-
E gqo!r,rcw at Roydon, if you've nothing to
0.
“Charmed ! said the Head.
“And let these youngsters come, too—
the ones who come in with me. I'll give
hem the run of the house, and show ‘em
ome sport,”
- “Very well,” said the Head, “As your
“‘daughter has had a narrow escape, we
must make an occasion of it,  Their
records are fairly clear of late, I think,
only;}lhcy must bo back at the school before
te

o “That's all right. My chauffeur will
-sator them back. Whom have we here?”
&d, Sir Harry, turning sharply, as the
Woolly Lambe, on his way to his quarters,
came rast them up the steps.

“Our new Remove mastor,” said the
H&{’cd. ““Mp. Lambe, let me introduce you
t6 Sir Harry Beckford, the chief Governor
of the school and chairman of the board.”
1. “Glad to meet you,” said Sir Harry
affably, as the Woolly Lambe bowed, and
hen he looked keenly at tho Remove

ster., “I’ve met you before somewhere,
aven't 177 he said, “Where was it?"
“In the prisoner’s dock, I should say,”
uttered Kent-Williams grimly in Fer-
uson’s ear. ‘*Old Beckford’s on the hench
f magistrates.”

CHAPTER 17.
Ferguson Sees an Opening!

"HE Woolly Lambe returned Sir

arry’s keen gaze perfectly calmly,
and Tafly, who alone had heard
Kent-Williams’ remark, held his
reath for a moment in suspense; for the
onet was evidently trying to remember
re ho had seen the Remove master.
Possibly you've secen me in some maich
other, if you are interested in erickat,”
r. Lambe pleasantly. *“I used to
48y 2 little in past summers.”
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“That's a modest way of putting it,”
said the Head, smiling, ““Mr. Lambe used
te play for Loamshire some seasons ago,
and was accounted a first-class bat,”
“Ah, that must be it !* said Sir Harry,
though he still looked in & puzzled way at
the master. His face cleared up, however,
and he shook hands with Mr, Lambe
heartily. ~ “County cricketer, were you?
What a deuced pity to give it up! Grand
ﬁamel Never miss a good maten if I can
clp it, though I'm a shocking hand at
remembering people’s names. Always get
e mixed up 8o you're the new master
of the Remove, ch1”
“¥es,” said Mr. Lambe pleasantly.
“Alweys glad to meet now Form
masters.  There aren’t many changes at
Codrington, except in the Remove,” said °
8ir Harry, his eyes twinkling, “A
cricketer's what they want, begad—n good
slogger, by what I remember of the Form,

eh? Come and dine with me to-morrow
night, won't you? Canon Wyndham’s
coming.”

“Thanks, T shall be very gled to!” said
the Woolly Lambe, after a glance at the
Head; and then the company parted.

The old gentleman and his daughter rode
out through the gates and went off down
the road at a sharp trot. Mr. Lambe and
the Head were left conversing on the steps,
and the four chums retired together.

Ferguson and his two inscparables
passed by, with black and bitter sneers on
their faces,

“It's extraordinary what a taste Fir
Harry has for low company I said Fer.

guson.  “He'll be sorry for it when he
finds half his spoons missing after the
dinner | Come up to the study.”

Ferguson & Co. went gloomily into the
House.

“Now's tho time to put a spoke in the
Lambe’s wheel, then!” said Kempe, shut-
ting the door of the study. “We ought to
give Beckford a word of warning.”

“Not =a bad iden,” s=aid Ferguson
thoughtfully, *“No; by gum, it's a real
good chanecd 1”

“You saw how Beckford stared at the
Lambe,” suggested Kempe, “He’d seen
him somewhere—and I'll bet it wasn't any
place as creditable as a cricket field. The
old boy's got a bad memory, that’s all.”

“He's pgot someihing else,” said Ter-
guson. “‘One of the {J’:mcsc sets of gold
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plate in the county.
of valuable things.” .

©T +wish Lambe’d prig some of 'em ;b
put_in Kent-Williams viciously.

“go do I: but that's no good if he isn’t
canght. Why not send Sir Harry an
AnONYImOus letter 27

“What's that?”

¢ A letter without any signature, you ass,
in a disguised hand—or signed “ A Friend’
—warnin’ him what Lambe is, and giving
Beckford the tip to watch him.”

#Good, Send it by express post, s0
that it reaches him when Lambe’s there at
tho house!” said Kempe eagerly. “It'll
show him up, anyhow I”

“We'll do it?” agreed Ferguson, with
a nod. “Dispateh it just at the proper
time. The fai'll be in the fire then. Sir
Harry’s the chicf Governor, you know, and
he's an old terror when he's roused.”

“Besides bein a magistrate !  ex-
claimed Kant-Williams, “We've got ib af
last! Meet later on and let’s put ‘he
letter together.”

Nothing more happened until shortly
before tea-time, when Dereker, alone in
the quadrangle, cnu%ht sight of Ferguson
and his chums watching him out of the
hox-room window, Just before, he had
seen Kempe going up to the room with an
ink-bottle nn% a package of some kind.
The rival irm pointed Dereker out to each
other and leercd, and direetly afterwards
they all disappeared back into the room.

“That lot are as sick as pups because
they aro not asked to Sir Harry's!”
thought Dereker. “Wonder what Kempo
wanted with an inkpot? That reminds me,
I baven't thanked the governor for the last
Fosta.l—ordcr. It doesn't do to forget these

Roydon Hall's full

ittlo things.”

He went upstairs and wrote an epistle
to his father—and if the spelling had been
squal to the gratitude in it, it would have
been o mndc% letter. There was just time
to catch the post if he wenb straight to
the village office, so he slipped out and did

£0.

While buying a stamp he noticed Kent-
Williams at the counter, but Kent-
Williams did not choose to notice him.
The Fergusonite had just handed an ox-
press letter 1o the postmistress, Dereker,
not }m'mg in such a hurry, posted his own
outside, with a mere threc-halfpenny
stamp on it, and hurried back to tea with-
out troubling to wonder what tho other
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boy's letter could have been about to need
“expressing.”

Word came from the Head immediately
after tea that Taffy and his three allies
were to et ready at once, and make them-
selves as presentable as possible. There was
not room for them in the [Head’s old
family brougham, but it so happened thab
Sir Harry had arranged to fetch the boys,
as he wa sending them back afterwards.

The Head and Mr. Lambe started, there-
fore, about a gquartcr to soven, in the
brougham, and the boys waited till the
hour struck, when Sir Harry's station
motor-omnibus turned up at the gates and
took them along.

Very stiff about tho collars—the three
senior boys were wearing stick-ups "—and
beautifully brushed, the four Removites
walked in rather sheepishly behind the
Head, and Sir Harry, who was old-
fashioned in courtesy, and did not care who
knew it welcomed them in the great
armour-hung hall. € R

“Delighted to see you, canon!” he s S
“Good-evening, Mr, Lambe! Ah, there &5
the vyoung roscuers, ch? Welcome to
Roydon.”

He shook hands all round, and at ence
made tho boys feel ai home. 4

“(Come to my library, canon; I've got an
old edition to show you and Mr. Lambe.
You youngsters don't care for that, eh?
Roam round and amuse youtselves—get the
head gardener to show you over the hot-
houses. Pick anything you like! There's
Dorothy ; she'll look after some of you.”

quuth{ Beckford welcomed the Re-
movites, langhing, and at once all five were
on the best of terms. The Beckfords
knew how to pub guests at their ease. The
boys rambled about the x}g;reat house, looke
ing ab the armour and tho ghost chamber
and the panelled gallerics, and then made
a tour of the famous hobt-houses outside,
where, despite the season, nectarines an

peaches wers ripe and ready. They
sampled several of these, and then went
back to the house. '

There was a large side room by the stair
ab the back of the hall, which was used, a8
Dorothy said, to hold the larger dishes fot
the dining-hall as they came in from I8
kitchen. A long metal stand, heated under-.
neath by a spirit-lamp, kept thom warme !

Hanging on a seb of pegs were some 0i%
fashioned dish-covers, and one of these W
of enormous size, It had the BeckfoE
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ccoat of arms on i, and was nearly as big
as a hip-bath,

“Whar a whacking cover !” said Dereker.
“What’s it forf”

“That's our biggest meat-cover, and was
made in Queen Anne's time,” said Dorothy.
“It was made for covering a whole roast
shecp ot the tenants’ dinners,”

Jellicoe stood and gazed at the big cover
with tears in his eyes. Jellicoe was a
vegetarian, and he was thinking it tho
emblem, so to speak, of the dreadful sin of
meat-cating, e followed the others out,
and as they made their way towards the
dining-hall " a thought shot through his
peculiar brain, and he made a desperate

- resolve. Quick as lightning he acted on it
Slipping back through the curtains of the

| portiere, he made his way back to the room
y the stairs. Bells jangled below, and the
- footsteps of servants were heard coming up.
Looking round in desperation, he saw a
" dark recess at the far end of the room,
where coats and rugs were hanging. @He
}idee%f in amongst them, and concealed

1Se.L.

CHAPTER 18.
A Surprise for the Party!

FEAR they will be angry,” Jellicoe
I pasped under his breath; “but I will
risk it. What & splendid thing it
would be if I could convince Sir
arry. A shock might bring it home to
thim. I am sure he is & man of brains and
tould be brought to see the error of his
Fways |7
B In came two men-servants, bearing a
arge dish, on which was a splendid steam-
ng turbot, quite fifteen pounds in weight,
th slices of lemon all round it. The dish
placed on the warm metal shelf, one
the covers pub over it, and the men
Burried down again to the kitchen,
Jellicoo watched anxiously. Soon the
pcond dinmer bell rang, and at once the
en reappeared and bore the turbot away
3 the dining-hall. Five minutes later one
f them returned, and with the help of a
urade brought in a much larger dish, on
was a towering, hissing baron of

#What a disgusting sight!” murmured
cae.

enormous metal cover was placed
this, although it was much too big
for the great ioint on the dish. Then
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the man hurried away again, and Jellicoe,
screwing up his courage, came out., His
face was pale, but set and firm, and his eyes
zlistened like some fanatic dervish’s.

“Now to strike a blow for the right!™
he hissed. *““Come what may! Ha, ha !

He hoisted up one end of the great cover
and exposed the steaming beef. What was
to be done with it? Jellicoe’s eyes lit on
a pair of folding doors of a cupboard at
the back of the sheif. In a twinkling he
jumped wp and opened them.

Heaving the covers back, he grasped the
baron of beef. It taok all his strength to
lift, and it burnt his hands pretty sharply,
but with an effort he managed to hoist the
big joint inside and shut the cupboard
doors.

Footsteps were heard approaching--the
men were coming back. There was no
time to run to the recess. Jellicoe's heart
came into his outh, What was he to do?

- . * . . .

*Where the deuce is that youngster?™
said Sir Harry, as they entered the dining-
ToOm.

“Mr. Jellicoe? He was with us a minute
ago!” said Dorothy, looking round,

Taffy and his companions felt rather un-
easy at the strange disappearance, and the
Head was looking annoyed. There was no
saying what the simple-minded Jeilicoe
might take into his cranium, as the chums

knew.

“It's very uncivil of the boy; I should
not have thought it of him,” said Canon
Wyndham. “Let me—"

“QOh, never mind! The young rascal will
soon smell his way here,” said the genial
baronet. "“We needn’t wait for him.
Jenkyns, go and ses if you can find that
young gentleman, and let dinner be
served.”

In came the great turbot, and it was
placed before Sir Harry.

w

1 suppose you youngsters have good
appetites ???:m' the host.” “ All boys worth
their salt have.”

“I'll answer for these,” eaid the Head.

The turbot was capital, and the boys did
their share, but nobody seemed very cheer-
ful as yet. The Head was evidently angry,
and it was certainly manners uE
Jellicoe to be late, Jenkyns, the footman,
reported that nobody could find him, and
little was said during the course, 5

“Extraordinary thing where the boys
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got to,” said Sir Harry., *What's his
name—Jam-jar? Never oan remember
names. He must make up for lost time
when he dees come. I've got a surprise for
you here, canon.”

“What's that?”

“0ld English baron of beef, sexved whole.
None of your mere sirloins, The bigger
the joint the botter the meat. I les the
whole household sup off it afterwards.
You've never seen my big Queen Anne
dish-cover before, have you?”

The two footman came in, fairly stagger-
ing under the weight of the great dish.

“Heavy, isn't it, Jenkyns?” said the
baronet.

*“ Never knowed one so ’eavy, Sir darry,”
gasped Jenkyns.

he dish was placed on the table;, which
seemed to creak under it. Everybody
looked at it expectantly. The host rose,
and taking his long carving-knife, gave it
a whet or two with the steel, and prepared
for business.

“Off with the cover, Jenkyns.”

The footman lifted the great metal lid.
The next moment the whole dinner-party
was struck dumb with amazement, Mr.
Lambe, for the first time in history, nearly
dropped his eyeglass from its place. In-
shaadpuf a baron of beef Jellicoe himself
was revealed, sitbing cross-legged on the
dish. He locked very pale, rather scared,
and was perspiring freely, But he stuck
there, like a Burmese idol,

Bir Harry staggered back a pace, grip-
ping the carvers convulsively, and stared
with eyes that started out of his head.

“Eh, what? What the deuce! It's Jam-
pot! Where—who—"

Everybody looked petrified—even Taff;
could not find his voice. The Hea
dropped his spectacles into his glass of
champagne,

“I—I beg your pardon,” said Jellicee, in
& faint voice, “but you will not regret the
loss of the beef, will you? I am here in-
stead. I only wanted to point out how
wrong it is to eat meat!”

“What!"” gasped Sir Harry.

“Think,"” said Jellicoe, in a hollow voice,
*how happy the cow was, browsing on the
buttercups and frisking among the little
lambs, beforo it was mﬁed upon to furnish
us with baron of beefl Here,” he con-
tinued, holding out a silver paper-covered
roll with a hand that shook somewhat, “is
something which is a—a perfect sy
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Try it, and you will see we—we_need nq
eat meat at all. It is Nailer's Nutritioyg
Nut-food.”™

The zest of the company had te pinch
themselves to make sure that they were
awalke. The Head first found his voice,

“Jellicoe!” he cried, in terrible tones
“What do you mean by it, Jellicoe? How
dare you!”

Sir (larry suddenly fell back into hiz
chair, his features relaxing, end roared
with laughter. He laughed till the room
shook, and the tears ran down his checks.

“Wretched boy!"” cried the Head, his
wrath rising to a fearful pitch as he lefs
his chair and strode towards the vegetarian.
“You dare to insult a gentleman in this
atrocious manner at his-own table! You
shall be flogged within—" z

“No, no,” said Sir Harry, wiping his
eyes and starting up between them. " Not
a bit of it, canon, It's all right. Here,
come oubt of it, youngster!” Hs reached
out, and, lifting Jellicoe bodily off the
dish, set him on hiz legs upon the floor.
So you're a vegetarian, are you? Gad,
you're starting carly! Want me to eab
nuts instead of beef, hey?”

“A disgraceful, illanannered affront!™
exclaimed the Head.

“I'm sorry you don’t like my fare.” saiyd
the baronet, chuckling. “But, no matter,
you shall eat nut-meal, or chicken-meal, or
catsmeat, or anything you like. I always
like my guests to please themselves, Cheer
up, my boy!”

Jellicoe seemed on the point of bursting
into_tears.

“I—I'm afraid I've been very rude,” he
moaned. “Yes, I see it all now. 1 was
very rude. But I never meant to be, I
thought it was such a good opportunity to
—to—— I wish I hadn’t done it now. I'm

tut! Let him alone, canon. He
didn't mean any harm.”

“I really sometimes think the boy is——
you know, not guite sound in his’ head.”
said Canon Wyndham, in a low voice to Sir
Harry, “But—""

““Oh, he's all right| Buck up, Jelly-jat!
Jellicoe! T wish I could remember your
name {” said Sir Harry heartily, “I'm
afraid I'm too old to start vegetarianising,
but you may if you like,”

“You must apologise most humbly for
the insult you have offered te Sir Harry,



he is égocd enough to forgive you,” said
e Head.
“1 do,” exclaimed Jellicoe. T apologise,
. I'm awfully sorzy. I—I wish I wasn't
vegetarian, I'm—I'm sick of it.”
?“That’s all right,” said Sir
“But look here, where’s the beef?”
= “In the cupboard over the iron shelf,”
said Jellicoe, fairly bursting into icars.
“Great glory! muttered Tafly. “It
really ain’t safe to bring the kid out,”
Sir Harry made a sign 1o the footmen,
and, sure enough, they found the baren of
beef, brought it in, and put it on the dish,
It was still hot. Then Sir Harry had
another fit of laughter that turned him
purple in the face.
“Tell ug how you did it, Jellicoe,” he
sm‘si. ™

Harry.

“and we'll forgive you.

I—X hid the beef in the cuphoard,”

lubbered the vegetarian, “and then I

heard somcbody coming, so I got on the

dish and pulled the cover over me.
thought it would be so effective if I were
wetrved at the table, and could offer you

the nut-food. It zll came to me in a

moment.”

“I should think so,” grinned Dereker.

Sir Harry picked up the carvers.

“Inok here, my boy,” he said cheerily,
“"T’'m more than four times as old as you
ere, so it’s mot likely, is it, that you wvan

tell me what's good for me?”

. “No, sir,” said Jellicoe humbly.

“Now this vegetarianism of yours is all
very well for faddists and so forth, but no
healthy boy has any business with it. ¥You
. hear me? Tancy a schoolboy ashamed to

eat roast beef! Why, the British Empire

was built up by roast Leef. To denounce
it, sir, is hl;}‘h treason, or little better.”

L “Yes, sir,” said Jellicoe warmly. “1
never thought of that.”

- “High treason,” said Sir Harry, flourish-
his earving knife, “is punishable by the axe
and the bleck. But you are pardoned, my

: lad, only on conditions you sit down in
that chair and eat a bigger plateful of it

. than anvbody else at the table. If you
don’t, 'm hanged if I won't send you
- kome! Will you?”

“Yes, sir,” said
d to
“Jenkyns, bring a waterproof for him to
~8it on, because he's been well Imstz:,il with
i Chat's

.chIicnc cagerly. "I

gravy. bring another dish,
right, ow to business.’” .
Sir Harry, carving like a Trojan, soon

: ir I
> helped all ‘the cpmpany to beef. It was

gt
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sglm_ﬂig] beef, and, thanks to the size of
the joint, it was still piping het. To
Jellicoe he gave a thumping portion, and
there is no denying that the vegetarian
looked at it hungrily as it was being
brought to him,

*Now, Jellicoe,” said Sir Harry, “what
do you say to throwing that patent rubbish
of yours mto the fire?”

“Yos, sir,” said Jellicoe thankfully.

And, taurning round, he dropped the
Nailer's Nutritious Nut-food among the hot
couls, 3

“Glad to get rid of it, Jellicoe, aren’t
you?" said the Weally Lambe placidly,
putting up his eyeglass.

“Yes, sir. I always
stuff really,” said Jellicoe.

“Isn’t the beof good!” said 8ir Harry.

“Grand, sir!” said the ex-vegetarian,
with his mouth full.

“Then there’s a choice piece of nonsense
knocked on the head,” said Sir Harry.
“Hallo! Ring at the bell! That’s the
evening post,’

The meal went merrily, and evervbody
was in the highest spirits, when the footman
came in with a missive on a tray.

Al right, Jenkyns! I don't want any
letters now,” said Sir Harrv impatiently.

“Beg pardon, Sir Harry. Tt’s an express
letter marked ‘Urgent,” so I thought I'd
better bring it.”

Dereker, with a serious face, nudged
Taffy, and the two cxchanged a meaning
glance. The former had not forgotten
what he saw at the Post Office.

Sir farry took up the letter.

“Don*t know the handwriting,” be said
half aloud. "“Will you excuse me, gontle-
men? I'd better open it, as it’s marked
* Urgent.”

He tore the envelope open and perused
the letter inside. TFor a few seconds has
read, and sat as if thunderstruck. Iis face
became very pale, and his features
hardened and grew grim. e looked up
from the letter and fixed his gaze fiercely
on Mr. Lambe. That gentleman was not
looking. His eyes were wandering sleepily
round the room, teking in its rich appoint-
ments and the massive plate that shone on
the sideboard.

The baronct, still staring at the Remove
master, erushed the letter in his left hand
and rose to his fe

“No bad mews, Sir Harry, I hope?”
asked the [{ead anxiously.

hated the nasty
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The dead silence that fell made every-
‘body feel very uncomfortable, and all

wondered what was going to happen next.
There seemed to be thunder in the air.
Sir Harry's jolly face now looked terribiy
stern and threatening.

Mr. Lombe turned his head and met Sir
Harry's gaze with the greatest unconcern.
He was the only unembarrassed person
there. He put up his eyeglass and smiled
at the baronet with perfect frankness, as if
unaware that anything was wrong.

Sir Harry turned abruptly to the Ilead.

“You ask mo if I've bad news?” he said
in a grating voice. *Yes, infernally bad!
I have received a letter from a cad, and
I don’t know who he is—a cad without a
namef"”

He ecrnshed the missive up in his hand
and breathed hard. Nobody felt able to
say anything, Sir Harry paused a
moment, and then, flinging the note into
the fireplace, he filled his glass to the brim
with champagne and held it high.

“I pledge you, Mr. Lambe!” ho cried
heartily. “A glass of wine with you! Fm
charmed to see you at my table!”

The Woolly Lumbe rose at once and
drank to his {mat, saying cheerily:

“To you, sir!”

As he did so the strain passed off, and
everybody sighed with relief. They [elt
they had escaped a very awkward affair,
though they hardly knew what.

“There's something precious wrong some-
where,” whispered Dereker to Birme. “I
can guess who sent that note,”

It was surprising how quickly the clouds
turned to sunshine. Sir Harry became as
merry as a cricket again, and soon had the
company talking and laughing freely. In
a few minutes the incident was forzotten
altogether,

The baronet showed himself a charming
host, and the boys were surprised to find
what good eompany their headmaster could
be, But the Woolly Lambe was the
brightest of the three, and kept the table
alive with his wit. He was really very
funny when he chose, and as the dinner
progressed the talk about Codrington be-
came uncommonly light and free, consider-
ing the four boys wero there, rather to the
Head's dismay once or twice,

“You are the sort of chief who is necded
there,” said Sir Harry to Mr., Lambe.
*Oniy a gentleman and a sports i
ndle the Remove.,
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have ono to deal with. Here's success to
rou and the Remove, Mr. Ram!”

your pardon—Mr. Lambe, of
coyrse ! said  Sir Harry, whom tha
champague was wmaking rathor jovial
“Capital name, too., What do they call
,\!m} in the Form, sitr? Not the sheep—
eh?”

“No; the Woolly Lambe,” rcplied the
Remove master, laughing.

The Head smiled discreetly, The boys
looked surprised, for in their simplicity
they had not supposed the Form master
knew what they called him.

“Woolly Lambe—ch? Capital !’ chuckled
Sir Harry., *Of course, it would be?
first name’s Wollaston—ch?  Egad,
wager they don't find you a lamb in class!
That _ecyeglass of yours is a biz help.
Terrifies 'em, you know, when wuzlaok at
them through it, What |”

“I1 don’t know about that,” said Mr.
Lambe, laughing. “I should say not. Thy”
whole eclass wore them one morning—out of
compliment to me, perhaps—an eyeglass
apicez. Deveker led the attack. Wonder-
ful eye for a glass, he has!”

The chums looked rather embarrasseld
They did not see the fun, and thought it
was not fair of Mr. Lambe to hring all
this up against them in public. Jellicos
especially looked grave as a judge tryin
« murder case, and regarded the Head wi
2 disapproving stare.

CHAPTER 1%
Toasting a Hero!

o ¥ Jove! Uncommon clever of yon
B to trace the glasses to Dereker!”
laughed Bir Harry. “You're quite

an cxpert in crime.”

“Oh, no!” said the Woolly Lambe,
smiling. “Wynne is # born detective. In
fact, he set out as a policaman one day and
was about to arrest me, though I don't know
what wickedness ho thought I'd been
guilty of.”

“Oh, I say, sir!”
like & bestroot. “Thi

“We must have the s
Harry. “Wouldn’t m
was

The Remd

aid Taffy, blushing
too bad! I—*
vy 1™ chuckled Sir
it for anything.
Mr. Lambe?”
ve master was j
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obligze with the tale when Taffy, in sheer
agony of mind, broke in.

“It isn't fair, sir! If—if you don’t stop,
1 shall tell them about your palling me out
of the weir.”

“No, no!” exclaimed the Woolly Lambo,
laughing, but startled. “Not thatl
Merey, my boy! I sarrender!”

“He saved my life and very ncarly lost
his own,” said Taffy to the others.

“Bless my soul! We've got to hear about
that " saidy 8ir Harry emphatically, “I
won't let a soul out of the room till T've
heard it.”

“So you shall, sir. It was this way.
Jellicoe and 1 were fishing one day when
the river was flooded.”

“Wynne, you promised to hold your
tongue abour it 1" eried the Woolly Lawmbe.

“Only in the school, sir,” said Taffy mis-
chievously. “You've made things so hot
for me to-night I'm going to make you
uncomfortable, and then we'll be quits,

es, Sir Harry, lots of men have got the
.. for less plucky things than Mr.
Lambe did. It was liﬁe this."

In simple language, and to the Remove
master’s great discomfiture, he told of the
~#allunt rescue the Woolly Lambe had made
when the punt went pver the flooded weir,
and how narrow an escape they had both
~ had, There was complete silence, and
everybody hung on the boy's words, listen-
ing cagerly.

There was a pause after he had finished,
and then the baronet, his eyes glistening as
he looked at the master, stomf up.

“Friends,” he said, “I give you a toast.
Drink with me to the health of the most
gallant gentleman who ever came to Cod-
rington I

All were on their feet in @ moment, and
looking towards Mr. Lambe they toasted
- him with a heartfelt cheer, and as it died
out Dereker’s deep baritone burst forth in
two notes.

* For-or——

The others all took it uSA
¢ * —he's a jolly good fellow,

For he's a jui&' good fellow,
For he's a jolly good fe-cll-ow!
And so say all of us!”
The Head joined in more heartily than
nybody, and three ringing “Hip-hip-
urrahsI” wound up the verse as they sat
own.
t *“You young scoundrel, Wrnne ! sald the

L
i

"

@
“Wait sill I

"

Woolly Lambe, feeclingly.
gob you in class to-morrow.
“I'm proud to have you under the roof

of Roydon, sir!” said S8ir Harry
enthusiastically,

“And I never even heard of this,” said
the Head. “Not a word of it1”

“He wouldn’t let me mention it in the
school, sir,” said Tafy.

“A brave man js always modest,” added
the baronet.

“I wish I'd left you in the weir, you
Young rascal,” said the tormented Woolly
Lambe. “Just fall in again and T'll take
care you don't get out!”

The langh went all round the table,
all was Jollity again very quickly.
meal was ended, all but the dessert,
when that was over Sir Harry rose
suggested @ move to the drawing-room.

The footman opened the door, and Sir
Harry stood aside while his two older
guests filed out first, Just then Purvis, the
butler, approached his master.

“Beg pardon, Sir Harry! Will you give
me the keys to lock the valuables up as
usual? Or shall I wait?” he said, in a low
voice—it was a rule at Ro}ydon Hall for
the safes that held the gold plate to be

and
The
and
and

locked at nine o'clock.
“Oh, T'll see to it mysell,” said the
baronet. “I want to show my guests ono

or two things, I don’t suppose you four
f‘aungsters care about old pﬁtn, and heir-
ooms, and things, ch? All right, stay
here for a quarter of an hour, and help
vourself to more dessert, or coffes, or any-
thing you fancy. We'll have a game of
ards presently, or some shpoting at the
model rifle range.”

He went out, and the boys were lef: in
the dining-hall, They glanced ‘at each
other meaningly as soon as they were alone. |

. . i . . -

“What a rippin’ evening!” said Birne.
“But I say, that was a rum go when the
message came in for Sir Harry. There

1was something about Lambe in that lotter.”

“It lovked as if there was poing to be
a row,” said Taffy. “It was an ugly busi-
ness, that. I wonder—"

“It doesn't take much guessing who sent
the thing, and the reason why it came just
\vhe‘r'l it did,” said Dercker. “I'm going to
so8.

He stepped quickly to the fireplace. The
cf 1:hed-up note had not been burnt. It
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had fallen
noticed ab
the cinders,
it.

“1 say,” said Taffy, “we oughtn’t to do
that, you know. We're 8ir Harry's guests,
and that’s his letter. It won't do, prying
into his—""

“T,ook here,” said Dercker, “we’re on
Lambe's side, aren't we? And we know
there are some blackguards up against him.
We're pledged to do our best for him, an’,
I say, it's no breach of faith with anyone
to read this note, because I know who sent
it.”

“Derry’s right cnough,” said Birne,
“Wa're doing all we can for Lambe, and
it looks as if somebody’s played a low-down
trick on him. Sir ®larry's in the dark,
and we're not.”

Tafly agreed, and Dercker smoothed oub
the note. They read it auickly. It was
written, but printed in capitals with a pen,
and read as follows:

off the firchars, as Dereker
the time, and was lying ameng
He picked it up and opene

“LOOK AFTER YOUR GOLD PLATE.

MAN WHO CALLS HIMSELF
LAMBE 18 A THILF, AND THE
POLICE ARE AFTER HIM. HE HAS
DONE ONE BURGLARY NEAR IIERE
ALREADY. YOUR HOUSE WILL BE

THE NEXT.
“A WELL-WISHER.”

“Took at that 1 said Taffy, clenching his
fists. “The skunk who sent this Teckoned
toblp;et. Lambe disgraced right here at the
table.”

CHAPTER 20.
Doreker on the Warpathl

L UT it didn't come off,” said Birne,

B “8ir Harry looked jolly well upset

by it at first, and no wonder. Di
you sce the way he looked ab
Lambe 7% ;

“He didn't believe it!” exclaimed Taffy,
“No gentleman would take any notice of
an unsigned letter, and such a dirty one
as this. He just threw the thing away,
and shewed what he thought of it by jolly
well drinking Lambe’s health. The old
boy’s a brick. We—-"

“There’s nothing to show who wrote
this,” said Birne. *It's printed, s as not
to leave any handwriting that might be
recognized.  So was the envelope, for I
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got a glimpse of it when it was brought

“I know who did it, though,” said
Dercker. “It was that worm Ferguson;
he and his gang were confalm!uti:lg,r up in
the boot-room hali the afterncon.’

“That's true,” said Jellicoe,
them myself.”

“The sweeps! DBut it’s hard to say
which one actually wrote it,” said Taffy.

“It was Kent-Williams. He's the
partner who always works these sors of
dodges, and I saw him in the post office,
sendin’ off a lotter by express post to
catch the evenin’ mail, which is delivered
here at eight-thirty.” :

“Ah1” said Taffy,  “So Kent's the
twollawisher,” is he? Fe'll wish himself
well out of it before we've done with him.
They've played some rotten tricks this
term, but that's the rottencst of the lot.
You were right to read that note, Derry.”

“And I'm going to keep it,” returned
Dereker grimly, folding the note and put-
ting it in bis pocket. "I vote We——-
Hold on, here’s Sir Harry 1”

Their host enteved the rcom, locking
vory cheery; but when he saw the grave
faces of the boys he paused a moment and
considered them.

“PBy the way, my lads,” he said quictly,
“do you happen to know of any cnemics
that your Form-master, Mr, Lambe, has?”

“Well, sir,” said Taffy, feeling the ques-
tion was rather awkward to answer, °
should say he’s got a lot more friends.
But some fellows are such beasts that—"

“Ah, yes! Well, I don’t want to know
anything about that,” said the baronct
“Put surely he is very popular at the
school 17

“With nearly everybedy he_is, sir, even
in the Remove, where we all get sat on
now and then, It’s only one or two cads
that don’t like him. "I won't say any
more.”

“Quite right. If such a master as Mr.
Lambe were not popular I should belicve
there was something very wrong with the
boys. Come along; we're going to have a
shooting-mateh, ~ Any  first-class shots
here 1

All went merrily again when the parly
came together, and after coffee in the
warm conscrvatory they went fo S
Harry’s miniature rifle range in the Lonﬁ
Gallery, which was bL‘I‘.Hﬁft\"t“y fitted an
lit by electric light. They shot four of

“1 saw
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five matches with keen rivalry, Birne com-
ing out a winner among the juniors, while
Jellicoe contrived to plug a chairback that
was not more than six fcet away from the

target,

“Bless me! It's past ten!” said the
Head. “I shall have to send these
youngsters home, 8ir Harry, as we
agreed.”

“Oh, hang it, no!" said the baronet.
“Let "em stay, canon, and all go together,
Pity to split the party up—it’ll be dull

without ’em 1"

The Head protested, but he did not
seem able to hold out against Sir Harry,
who carried his point. Tt was seldom
enough that any Codringtonians got wvisit-
ing-lcave. And so cheerily did the party
go that the time was hardly noticed, and
1t was past cleven before the Head insisted
on making a move,

The old family brougham from Codring-
ton was so long in being made ready that
the motor-bus which had fetched the boys
was at the door long before it. The Head
would not let them wait any longer; his
gonscience rather pricked him for mnot
heving sent them home before. So he in-
sisted on their going ahecad at once.

. They bade tho heartiest of farewells to
¢ha genial Sir Harry, and thanked him for
the evening's pleasure. Dorothy told Taffy
that there were three ponies in the stables,
and that she meant to get the chums in-
vited over on a half-holiday for some
i}onj'-racing on the old training ground.

n high spirits the boys got into the com-
fortable station motor-bus and departed.

“Rippin’ peopls,” said Dereker as the
park was left behind. “What we want is
more Governors like Sir Harry Beckford.
I never took much stock in girls before,
but Dorothy’s a regular brick. That pony-
racing will be a capifal sport.”

They discussed the incidents of the even-
ing during the journey, and the bus
ambled along: serenely. {t. was a slow con-
cern, though comfortable, and not wery
sure, either. In about twenty minutes’
time there was a jar and a bump, and it
stopped dead.

- “What's wrong, uncle?” said Dereker to
the chauffeur, gotting out. * Water gone
off the boil 1"

“The differential gerrs gons wrong,”
| said the chauffeur gloomily. “This here's
“going to be a job.”

1" He got out his box of tools and disap-
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peared underneath the car. Tho beys,
finding they could not help, went inside
again out of the ecold, and were so en-
grossed in the discussion of the evening
that they found threc-quarters of an hour
had passed and still the car was under

repairs.

"By gum, this is a go!” chuckled Birne.
“Lambe an" the Head will have got home
before now. Had we better walk it?”

“No jolly fear! I don’t mind if it takes
all night,” said Taffy. “It isn't our fault;
besides, she’s about ready now.”

“Lucky there’s no horse near—it'd dic
of laughing at us,” said Birne. “The
family brougham's beaten the stink-car,
after all.”

Thoe motor rolled along again, and
presently slowed down and turned into a
side road.

“He's going a long way round,” re-
marked Doreker at last, looking out of
the windew, *Where are we!”

“There’s a lot of fresh stone down on
the main road, an' he’s afraid of his
tyros,” said Taffy. “That's why we're
goin' this way. Shortest in the end, un-
less she—— Oh, skittles!”

There was another bum
and the car was stopped again. This
time it was the carburcttor that was out
of action, and the boys all got out feeling
exasperated.

“Look There, we shall have grown
whiskers by, the time this rattle-trap gets
us home!” said Taffy. “How long are
you going to be?*” :

“Not more than a quarter of an hour
this time,” was the reply. “The blessed
al' car's playing the fool to-night; she
hasn’t broken down before in the last two
months,”

“Tiet's go for & walk an’ pget warm,
then,” said Dercker. “It's jolly cold sit-
h{gg% in there now the foot-warmer's cooled
off.

and a bang,

The chums stcp?cd out briskly down the
road. I was still a ‘good distance to the
scheol, and the car had brought them so
far out of the way that they were not
sure of the route. And, besides, there was
something novel in being out all night.
8o they decided to Iet the car land them
at Codrington, if it {ook a weck.

The night was clear and frosty, with a
uarter moon that shed a faint fight over
the fields, The boys went through a gate
into a meadow on the left.
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“Hold on, you fellows—squat I’ whispered
Taffy suddenly. “Whe's coming yonder?”

They crouched close to the hedge as
they saw two dark figures approaching near
the river. It did not lock as if they were
up to any good, for they were sneaking
along rapidly and cautiously, each bear-
ing some kind of bundle on his back,

“ Poachers I’ whispered Dercker.

The men passed within twenty yards,
and disappeared under a little stone
bridge that spanned a dry backwater of
the river. In a few moments they came
out again withoub the bundles, and Y‘qurr_lcd
off as fast as they could go, looking
furtively behind them.

“There’s an old. dry sIuice—Pit, with a
board over it said Taffy. “I've seen the
place.  You'd think somebody must be
after ’em. It's not on Sir Harry’s land,
though.” ¢

The hoot of the motor’s horn sounded
down the road, and they heard it ap-
proaching. It decided the boys to leave
the po.zc%ars’ spoils alone and get back to
ted, for they were pretty well tired out
They got into the motor again, and Jelli-
coe promptly went to sleep.

“Been quite an excitin’ evenin’l” said
Dereker, yawning. Then he pulled out the
anonymous note and read it again by the
light of the lamp inside the car, and
his wrath rose afresh. “I tell you what,”
he said. “I'm going to give the skunk
who wrote this a fair warning what he’ll
get, and he shall know his dirty game is
spotted before he’s an hour older.”

They eagerly discussed the ways and
means of bringing it home to the culprit,
and were in the middle of it when the car
drew up at Codrington. It was then past
midnight, and the Head himself, looking
very worried, roceived them at the door,
The chauffeur explained what had made
them late, and drove off.

“I am beginning to wish this visit_had
never Leen paid at all,” said the Head, in
a distracted voice. “Get to your dormi-
tory guickly, and into bed Witﬁout delay 1”7

**Quite a pleasure to cbey the old bird
for once!” yawned Taffy, after they had
reached the dormitory, as he pulled off his
jacket. “IHe scems very sick about some-
thing. Can’t bo only tie car's delay that
upset him.”

“He's always worrying about something,”
said Birne. “You're in a dickens oga
hurry, Derryl Where are you off to
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“No, by gum " said Dercker hesitatingly]
to himself. “I'll do it now! The beggar
shan’t wait for it [”

He took the hand-printed note out of ¢
pocket of his coat, and, paying noattention
to the questions of his comrades, left tl
room and ran down the corrider in 3
bare foet, Thero was a dangerous look en':
his face, and his teeth were set. An inch
of gas was burning at the jet half-way alon
the wall, as usual, and the rows of beds, aﬁ
tenanted, were quiet, save for here and
there a snore. Kent-Williams® bed was the
third cne. Dereker went straight to if, and,!
seizing hold of the sleeper, hauled Tiim out’
bodily. B i

Kent-Williams awoke with a 3¢l1 that
roused the whole dormitory, and. finding
himself leaving the bed precipita‘ely, he
clutched hold of the washstand, briaging it
down with a erash. Dercker hauled captive,!
washstand and all on to the floar, afdd Kent-
Williams struggled to his feet. i

“What are you doing, confound you?"|
oried Kent-Williams, while everybody in.
the dormitory sat up in bed and stare |

“Stand up, you earth-worm!” said
Dereker hotly, “Look here, do you sea
that 1 }

He held out the crumpled, anonymots
letter, and Kent-Williams, catching sight of
it, turned pale. i

“You seny that to Sir Harry Beckford,
you cad !” . H

“I didn’t! I don't know what you're
talking about 1”

“That’s a lie! You sent this caddish
message to try to queer Lambe when he
was Sir Harry Beckiord’s guest. I'll show,
you up, you beauty! I'll have you sent to
Coventry by the whole school| 8ir Harry
treated your dirty letter as it deserved, and
chucked it away without taking any notice.!
But I'll see you don’t get off so cheaply I’

Kent-Williams made a spring, and
snatched at the note, but Dercker, stepping!
back, blazed with anger, cuffed him ncrc,;«s:
the face with all his might.

“That’s for a liar and a cur | he said,

The whole dormitory was in a cnmmotio:il
at once as Kent-Williams staggered beck.

“Co for him, you chaps I eried Ferguscg;_{
sprig,ging out of bed. “We'll teach him!

Dereker faced the enemy, caring nothingj
for the odds against him; but just then

¢ somebody oried “Cave!” and a door was;
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Leard to open along the corridor. Every-
body bolted back to bed, and Dereker,
finding himself alone, hesitated a moment,
and then, finding there was nothing for it
but fight, he darted out of the room and
down the passage.

CHAPTER 21.
The Robbery at Roydon Halll
EREKER had had long leave, and
did not want to abuse 1t by trouble
with the authorities just then.
Iuch as he would have liked to
stay, there was no use in remaining and
gotting caught, ~Morcover, he had the
note with him, which would probably fall
into the hands of Mr. Perkes if he stayed,
and that would be disastrous.

He was out of sight down the dark
passago before the maSter arrived to see
what tho noise was about. Dereker gained

...his own dormitory, and, carefully hiding
the mote, he got into bed.

“Have you secn IXent?” asked Taffy.

f#What did you do?"

“Punched his beastly head. I wish I'd

w¥ime to do it properly. To-morrow we'll
settle that business with him and Ferguson
and Kempe. Let’s chuck it now. Good-
night I <

= B . = .3 = % 3

It was rather an effort fo turn out in
time next morning; but as the Iead had
been particularly decent in granting them
fxbra. leave, the quartette did not like to be
ate,

They were ansious to ’orin;f the rival
ang to book as soon as possible, and con-
%rcnt them with the anonymous letter.
But Ferguson and his chums most adroitly
kept out ot their way, and there was no
getting hold of them.

““The beggars are scared this {ime,” said
Birne. “They know we've got ‘em.”

“Humph! I don't see that we can
prove very much,” replied Taffy. *They’ll
deny thvy had anything to do with it, of
course, "

#T'1 let the whole Remove judze for
themselves, anyhow,” said Dercker em-
phatically.

f*What's become of the Head, by the
way ?” said Birne, "He wasn't in chapel
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this morning, and he's not in the school
now.”

“Hasn't got up yet,” suggested Dercker,
grinning. _ “Got a head %ika a pumpkin
after Sir Harry's old tawny port. Ie's
having tes and soda-water in Ec\(.”

They learned, however, that the Head
had Jeft Codrington very carly in the
morning, driving away in a great hurry in
the dogeart. Strangely enough, thera
seemed to be an air of uneasiness about
the whole school, masters and all, though
it was hard to define what it was. All
sorts of rumours were flying about.

The general surprise increased when it
was found that the Woolly Lambe was not
there to take the Remove. Mr, Quayle
took it for first lesson instead. There was
a good deal of rioting, naturally, and Mr,
Quayle found his hands very full. He
could not handle the Remove as ifs cus-
tomary master did.

Taffy and his chums, however, did not
take much part in the “rag.” They were
too full of the events that had passed, and
they had a feeling that something serious
was in the wind. After second lesson they
consulted together, and went up to No. 12
Room, where the Form was forgathering,
and where they hoped to corner Ferguson

0.

The three rival warriors were there, but
before anything could happen Johnson ap-
peared at the door and called:

“Who saw Lambe last? It was you,
Taffy, wasn't it? Where is_he?”

“How the dickens should I know?” said
Taffy. *He left Sir Harry’s after we did,
and came home with the Head.”

#That’s just what he didn’t do. Hae
never came home last night, for his bed
hﬁ-sn’t been slept in. I've just heard
that.”

Before anyone could comment on the
fact Walsh came dashing along the pas-
sage and into the room, quite out of

breath, .

“I say, you chaps, have you heard the
news?” he eried.  “"Roydon Hall's been
burgled | Sir Harry Beckfordls been

robhed of eith hundred pounds’ worth of
gold plate I” %

His words struck the whole assembly
speechless, coming as they did right on top
of Johnson’s news.

“Roydon Hall burgled!” mutiered

Taffy.
“Absolutely stripped! They say it's the
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cleverest robbery that’s been dene for
years."”

Nobody said anything for a moment till
Walsh gave a chuckle.

“No wonder, when you four chaps were
there hall the night! Where have you
hidden the swag, Taffy? Share it out!”

Nobody paid any attention to Walsh's
feoble joke, however. Taffy and Dercker
were quite dumbstruck, and Terguson, sud-
denly pushing forward, confronted them
with a savage leer.

There was a heavy tread in the passage,
and Lodgey, the school sergeant, appeared
at the door.

“Master Wynne, you’re wanted,” he
said. “All the four young gents that was
at Sir Harry's last night are szent for to
go to Roydon Hall at once.”

“Who says so?” cried Taffy.

“The ’Bad. Police orders, I think,"”
said  Lodgey. “Come along, please,
gen’lemen ! There’s a motor-car waitin’ at

the gates, an’ I was to hurry you.”

A perfeet storm of questions assailed
Lodgey and the quartette as the Remove
crowded round; but Taffy, followed by
Birne, Dercker, and Jellicoe, hurried out
without replying. They only stopped at the
lobby to get their caps.

At the gates they found the car awaii-
ing them, not the slow omnibus of the
day before, but a large open Daimler,
driven, however, by the same man. Half
the scima] saw them drive off, and soon
they were spinning along the high road at
forty miles an hour.

“Great Scott, this is a go!” said Dercker
gloemily. “I wonder how it's going to
end?”

“I eay,” began Taffy, leaning over the
front of the tonnean and talking to the
chauffeur, “do you know what they want
us for "

“Tor witnesses, I think,” said the driver.
‘Cause you was there last night just before
it happened.”

Taffy thought quickly. He looked so ex-
cited that Dereker asked him what was
wrong. Without replying to him, Taffy got
ap and spoke to the chauffeur again.

“Do you know what time the robbery
look place ™

“Pretty early in the night, they say.

The p'lice think it was soon after the
wisitors had gone, an’ before the house was
Jocked up. ‘Bout half-past eleven.™

AT CODRINGTONI
Taffy clapped his hand on Dercker’s
knee. :
“By Jingo!” he exclaimed, his eyes
leaming. “I don’t know where the thief
1s, but I'll bet a shilling I know where the
swag is I’
““What | said the others.
“8ir Harry’s gold plate. In the culvert
under the old bridge, where we stopped
last night.”

“What? Where we saw those poacherg
stow their game?”
“Game, be hanged! We were a jolly

sight too ready to suppose it was game,
fancy. Golden game, if you ask me. Tt
was just after the robbery took place. An’
where'd you find & better hidin’-place?” |

“By gum! Remember the tall chap who
came first with the biggest bag? Just like
It's worth tryin’, any-

“Taffy’s right.
how.” A
“It’s even betting the stuff’s there, unless

they've got it away in the meantime.”

“There's the place coming in sight nowt”
T vote we go an’ sce, anyhow!” )

“Ii, chanffeur!” eried Taffy, leaning
forward again. “We want you to stop for,
a minute or two at the gate in front
thero! *Twon’t delay you a jiffy !” e

“Can’t do it, sir!” said the chauffeur
emphatieally, increasing his speed, "My
orders are to get you to Roydon as fast
as the car can go,.and stop for nothing |”

“By George,” said Taffy furiously, “if
you don't do as we tell you, we'll climb
over there and run the car into the hedge!:
I don’t care what your orders are! Pull
up, T tell you!” .

“Here, no larks, yoong gents!” said the
chauffeur, in some alarm, “Don’t go play-
ing the fool with the car!”

“Larks, be hanged!” returned Taffy em-
phatically. “You stop, or I promise you
we’ll do what I said! Ilere, come on, you
chans!” i

The chauffeur was scared ab the thought
of being interfered with while the car was
going at such a pace, and he slowed down. !

“T shall lose my place gver this—"" he
began. 1

*“No, you won't! We'll make it all right
for you! Pull up here—close beside the
hedge. We shan’t be five minutes, it
that 1” !

The car stopped, and the chums jumped

| out,
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. “There’s no use all four of us going,”
said Dereker. “It’ll only make a show if
there's anybody about,”

“All right; you come with me,” said
Taffy. “Birne and Jelly, stay here an’
keep the chauffeur quict, Very likely there
may be nothing in it at all, but we'll just
make sure.”

Jellicoe and Birne were none too pleased
at being left behind, but there was no time
to argue; and Taffy led the way back along
the road at a run.

“The ass of a driver has brought us
a long way past it!” said Derecker.

“Couple of hundred yards, that’s all.
“It's just as well—we don’t want the car
waiting too close, in case there’s anybody
ﬂbOl}’t. I'm not counting on this job, but

“Just as well to make sure,” said
Dereker. And ‘they reached the gate lead-
ing into tho field next the bridge. “See
if there’s anybody in sight before you get
over. If you're right about the swag, some-

e might come for it at any moment.”

*I «bould think they'd wait for dark
though they might leave it for weeks. tili
the whole thing's blown over,” said Taffy,
taking & careful survey round the fields.
Y There's no one in sight. Over with you!”

“1 thought I saw somebody coming along
round the little hill there,” said Dereker,
hesitating.

They steod upon the gate and looked;
but neither could see anyone. The meadows
seemed quite deserted—not even a cow or
a grazing horse in sight.

The boys drepped over to the other side
and ran across the meadow, through the
hedee and into the dry water-course.

“Rummy thing there’s no water in it,”
said Dereker.

“There’s a sluice that shuts it off from
the main river now. They don't open it
very often.” ;

The banks of the dry back-water were
high: and the boys hurried along the
gravelly bed to the litile stone bridge.
Thev could just stand up under its arch.

“Now then, where's the hiding-place?”
gaid Dercker.

Taffy examined the walls thoroughly.
Many eof the bricks were loose, but no
eavity could be seen. Just under the en-
trance of the arch was an old sluice-gate
of emall size, made to draw up and down,
and it _had a sort of lid fixed across its
under cdge.
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Taffy took hold of the top piece,

“This is where I thought it might be,”
he said. “Give us a pull I”

They raised the water-gate and its low
lid without any difficulty, and fixed it as
high as it would go. Under the lid, in the
bed of the stream, was a slight cavity, but
there was nothing in it.

“Bold!” said Dereker. “If there was
anything here at all it was those bags of
game, and they’ve been taken alrcady,
evidently. Let's go back to the car!”

“Hold on a shake! We'll have a look
round first. Don’t tramp about with those
fairy hoofs of yours, but keep stilli”

Taffy went outside, and, bending down,
had a good look at the ground. Tie sand
and dry loam showed all footprints pretty
plainly, and besides the ones they had made
themselves. he saw two sets of others, which
could be traced with a little trouble.

“Look here!” he said. “Here are the
marks of the chaps who came last might,
anyhow |”?

“The poachers?"” put in Dereker.

“Poachers don’t wear india-rubber shoes,
as a rule. Look at the ribbing across the
prints of this one. They lead under the
bridge. These other ones are made by
boots, though—somchody with a long, nar-
row foot an’ rather neat.”

“So they are!” said Deroker, stooping
and looking closely. *“And with those
patent rubber heel-picces, with a cross in
them. You can sce it quite plainly hero
where the soil’s damp.”

“There don't scem to be any pointing
outwards again, though. They must have
left by the other end.”

The ground under the bridge itself was
too trampled for any marks to be scen;
but leading out on the other side of the
arch both sets of footprints could be scen
plainly—the ribbed shoes and the boots with
the patent heels quite clear, except when
the two tracks crossed each other.

Walking beside them, the boys traced
them some distance along, and tho tracks
then left the water-course and disappeared
in the grass of the meadow next a tall
hedge.

“There are only these two,” said Dereker.

“That scttles it. Nobody’s been here
since those chaps last night, then; and the
bags they carried must be still et

“Yes,” agreed Dereker: *
open, Taffy; we'll soon find




CHAPTER 22
The Booty!
HE chums made a thorough search of

I the arch and the ground, but with

no euccess. There was not a sign

of digging anywhere, cither. The
time was slipping awey; but the wait-
ing motor-car was forgoiten, so engrossed
were the hoys in the scarch.

There was evidently no hiding-place ex-
eept the empty sluice, however, and they
had to own themselves baffled.

“It's @ cert those begrars had got rid of
the bags, though, when we saw them appear
again by the hedge there,” said Dereker,
stirring up the Hoor of the little cavity
thoughtfully with e long stick. ““And yet

Hallo! There’s wood or something
under this stuff 1"

Taffy lay down quickly, and reached to
the floor of the hole. He scooped away the
pebbles and earth with his hand, and, sure
enough, there was e flat board there. The
carth had been scooped in over it to con-
ceal it. He got his fingers under the side
of the board and pulled it up. Then both
boys uttered an exclamation es they saw
another hole underncath, completely filled
up by two green-baize bags.

“Here they are!” ejaculated Taffy. “By
Jove. we nearly missed ’em!”

“Good! At th,, worst we shall get some
harc-soup out of the job!” said Dereker.

“Precious heavy for harves!” said Taffy,
heaving one of the bags up,

It clanked harshly as it wos dropped on
the pebbly ground; and Taffy, his fingers
trembling with engerness, whipped out his
pocket-knife and cut the cord that bound
the neck of the bag. He thrust his hand
in, and drew out e small solid gold salver.

Dereker and Taffy gave a whoop of tri-
umph. They capered with delight on the
floor of the river-bed,

Dereker pulled out another picce of plate
—a chased golden goblet with Sir Harry
Beckford’s coat of arms on it.

“Taffy, I swear you're a great man!”
exclaimed Dercker,

“You were right all the way! This is
the biggest scoop we've ever made. Out
with the other bag!”

They hoisted it up from the hole, and it
was crammed with the famous Roydon
Hall plate, just like the first.

The boys only glanced at it fo satisfy
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themselves, and then Taffy quickly tiea up
the bags again.

“We've done 'em!” he said triumph-
antly. “They won't grow fat on this
burglary—and they'll be nabbed, too! All
the police need to do is to waich the place
on the quiet till the thieves turn up agein
to look for the stuff. Up with that bag,
and let's get back to—"

“I gay,” said Deweker, under his breath,
“there’s somebody coming already! I
wonder if he's making for this place7”

Taffy glanced through the arch, and saw
a 'tall figure moving rapidly along towards
the water-course, Ile was a goed distance
off yet, and was keeping very close to @
tell hedge on his left,

“¥Yes, he's coming here,” said Tafly,
pausing. “He wouldn’t be sidling along
like that for anything else. Funny thing—
I seem to know the shape of him!™

Ho stopped abruptly; and Dereker
clutched him by the arm.

“It's Lambe !” said Dereker, in a horri-
fied whisper, “I'd know him in a hyz -
dred 17 .

Taffy gave a gasp.  Yes, it was the
Woolly Lambe, sure enough. Ha could
be seen more plainly as he came round
the angle of the hedge. Glancing to left
and wight, he was meaking quickly and
quietly straight for the bridge.

. . . . ¥
1 muttered Dereker.
and he’s
What shall

““This  is awful
“He's the thief, sure enough,
coming back to get the swag!
we do?"

Taffy scemed incapable of specch for a
moment. Then he seized the nearest bag
of plate. .

“Quick!” he said. “Got these to the
car, and let's clear out before he sees
us!’

“Qughin’t we to stay, and—and-—"

“You can if you like; I'm off 1” gaid
Taffy, swinging the bag on to his back
and decamping through the other end ol
tho bridge.

“I'm +with you!” said Dercker, taking
the other bag and doing the same. .

It was too gloomy under the bridge for
anyone to have seen them from outside at
a distance. Once clear, the bridge itsell
sheltered them, and the hanks of the water-
course prevented their being scen by the
approaching master, They followed 1t [for
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a hundred yards, end then, doubling round
the end of a hedge, ran along the other
side of it and gained the road.

“ After all, he saved my life,” muttered
Taffy, “And Tll have no hand in giving
him up: others can do as they like. We've
got the stuff

The bags of plate were heavy, as much as
the boys could earry at any speed, and their
anxiety to get away without being scen
made them all the heavier burdens,

Dereker wondered what Mr. Lambe would
do if he saw and caught them. It would
be an ugly situation to face a desperate man
in such a case. But once on the road they
felt safe, and quite out of breath and
exhausfed they rcached the motor-ear.

“Heave these inside!” panted Tafiy, call-
ing on the other two to help.

“By gum, youw've got it, then!” said
Birne. *What is it—game?”

“Can’t you feel what it is, you chump?
Go ahead, driver—as tast as you like!” said

~Dereker, slamming the door of the tonncau.

Le chauffenr looked curiously at the

boys and their burdens as they came up;

but_he started the car and drove on at a

rapid pace. Taffy got up on the seat to

’Jpcgr over the hedge as they went, in the
A

iope- of secing something of Mr. Lambe; |

bub they were oui of sight of the bridge
already, and he st down again, looking
very glum and pale.

Birne had fingered the bags, aad was
about to raise a howl of glee, \51en Dereker
checked him  and nadgdcd towards the
driver’s bacl.

“A voritable triuvmph!” murmured Jelli-
coe. ‘Accept my congratulations!”

“We'll shove these bags somewhere till
we sce how the land lies,” said Taffy, in a
decisive tone,

The car drove into Roydon Park and up
to the Hall. There secemed scarcely any-
body about, and a solitary footman opened
the doors.

Canon Wyndham 7  asked
Taffy,

“With Sir Harry in the library, sir. I
was to take you up at cnce when you
came.”

“Anybody else with them ?”

“Inspector Browning, sir, of the poliee
force.”

Taffy drew a breath of relief.

“We'll come up,” he said, “only we've
got seme baggage here we want to have
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locked in
where——"

“The butler's pantry, sir, if that'll do?”
said the footman, showing the way to a
small room lit by a little high window that
was not made to open.

The boys put the haize bags gently inside,
and Taffy coolly double-Jocked tho door and
put_the key in his pocket.

“Now we're ready I he said.

And the footman led them upstairs to Lhe
library and ushered them in,

fir Harry was standing with his back to
the fireplace, looking harassed and worried.
The Head looked no less so, and was paler
than usual, The third person was a hig,
smart-looking police-inspector. The baronot
came forward and shook hands sadly with
the boys,

“I'm sorry to drag you over here like
this, my lads,” he said, “but there’s no help
for it, and we must give the police all the
assistance we can, T'd almost =ooner loso
the plate altogether, heirloom though it is,
than kave any of my guests worried liko
this after offering them hospitality.”

“Oh, no, sir!” said Dercker, anxious to
reassure him. “It's—it's a holiday for us;
only we're awfully distressed about this loss
of yours. Is there—have they caught tho
thieves 17

“¥You can rely on it they'll very soon be
in custody, sir,” said the inspector, as n
man who states a fact and is quite sure of
1t

2 safe place. Is there a room

“T hope so,” said the Head. .

“With the case_in such able hands as it
is now,” added the inspector, “and after
what we’'ve heard, you can look on it as a
certainty. I gave the thieves till to-night.
But after this wire "—he held up a flimsy
telegram—*I shouldn’t be surprised to seae
them brought here in cusiody at any
moment.” §

“¥ou seem very confident,” said the Head
maodily.

“I_am confident, sic. I'm an old hand,
but T know my betters,” said the inspector.,
“I'd be sorry to be the thief who stole
vour plate, Sir Harry, with Mr. Methuen
after me, and knowing what he does know
about the ease already. He’ll have the
thief. The thing I'm tworried about is your
gold plate, whick may have gone into the
melting-pot by now.” =

“That would be o disaster,” said the
Head.

The boys glanced at each other at the
mention of the gold plate. but the inspec-
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words fell on them like cold water.
. 11:?;:}'1 in his bheart still hoped that the

“IWoolly Lambe would get safely away, The
gold was found.

“If T cot Id get a word with Sir Harry
apart,” ed Tafly to Dercker. “I
believe be'd chuck the case and not prose-
cute, when lic knows the pl

late’s safe.”

“If I'd had this telezram a bit earlier,”
said the pector,
been m need to send for these youn,
gentlemen at all, But as tllcy'ra heve, T
ask them & few qucstions

“ Answer c\o.},.mng the inspector asks

" you, boy .” said the Head., “Tell him all
you know.”

Taffy, in an agony of doubt as to what
questions were going to be put, faced the
inspector.

“You were alone together in the dining-
room,” he said to {the boys, “for some time
bcl’oxe A joined 8ir Harry at the shoot-
ing-range

The Eom nodded.

“Did Puarvis, the butler, come in during

at time 17
“No; nou-id\
F"trhcd i
“You'
“Guite.” )
“One of you young gentlemen was hidden
under a dish-cover in the room by the
kitchen staivs, 1 think, before dinuer?” said
the msim"o“ lookinz at his notebook.

1 spite of themsel . the boys grinned.

o it was I,” cbsz.r\ ed Jellicoe.
“Did the butler come in dwing that
time?”
Vs
“Did v
nthcr
'€

came at all till Sir Harry
Taffy.

sure 1

hear him say anything o the
70

He : *Don’t forget we lock
up earlier fo-night,” » replied Sc}lucnc, “to
tlm sﬂcan:l footman, who replic Some-
s put the hall clock on nonm half an
e'mu the butler answered: * No, they
haven't; it's the right time. T n'zt's all.”

“Ah,” s-ud the dinspector, jotting down
50Mme zmlﬂs fyou re & vory mtclh’rent
goung man! I wish there were more like
vou! Where was M. Methuon about that
hmu"” E

“ Mr.—who 1" said Jellicos, puzzled.

‘*He meaus Mr. Lambe,” szud Sir Harry.

“Ie’d gone to dinner, sir,” said Jellicoe.

“Ah!” “said tho inspector. “Woell, Sir
Harry, there's only one thing. I wish you'd

“there wouldn'v have |
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kept that anonymous letter you received
instead of burning it!”

“The thing annoyed me so much at the
timo t!mt I threw it into the five,” said Siv
Harry. “T'm sorry now. But do you sup-
pose that had any” bearing on the case?”

“I don't know, sir; but it's very sus-

icicus, coming just before the oceurrence

ike that. If you d 5at 1t I'd soon trace
it to the writer, think I might manage
to do it yot.” _

Dercker glanced moeumgh at Taffy, and
the quartet nodded to each other. It
looked as if Kent-Williams was baving a
narrow shave of becoming more public than
od for him.

"‘“ said Dereker, under 1 1.1, bmath
“hadn’y we better tell ‘em we've
got the r-tuf[ hera 1

Tally nodded. He had been hanging on
as long as possible, hoping to learn some-
thing ‘beforo he sprang his surprise to the
company., But he cc:l?;] not make head or
tail of the proteedings, and it seemed use-
less to keep their news back any longer
He was just going to speak when ﬂ%—
inspeetor br in:

“There's nothing for it now, gentlomen,
but to wait as patiently as we ean till the
result of this telegram turns up. As I said,
it may be Hallo! These’s a  moter
coming up the drive now!”

The hoot of a liorn woa. heard outside as
a rapid car buzzed up to the doors, so
quickly LTnt it was hidden by tho 'pmch
hom where the inspector stood at the

iy window, befors he could see rauch
oE it. Almost at ence footsieps were heard
on the stairs,

“TI'm not a betting man,” murmured
the inspector; “but if I were, I'd lay long
o0dds thal's kim, and that he's got 'em !”

The doer was opened .nnd in walked Mr,

Lambe himscll. And with him was Purvis,
Hau' 's butler, with handeufls on his
prisoner.
Twere absolutely dumbfounded.
That the butler should ke the culprii, and
the Remove master, of ali people, should bo
the captor "‘tcl.nd(‘d them,

Behind A Lambe came a plain-clothes
police oﬂi.‘cr with a second prisoner, also

Th

handeuffed. This man was a rough-looking
customer, quite unlike the suave, bald-
hended butler.

“Well done, sir!” eried the inspector.

“I was ]u st saying I knew you'd make a

leert of it1”
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. “My dear sir,” exclaimed Sir Harry, strid-
lni forward eagerly to greet Mr. Lambe,
“this is really wonderful! My best con-
ratulations 1 His brow clouded over as
he turned to the butler. “You scoundrel,
Purvis! To think that you, whom DIve
trusted and treated well so long, should
geive me like this!”

The butler maintained a glum silence, and
did not open his lips. Mr. Lambe, though
cool as ever and correctly eyeglassed, did
not lock at all pleased over hus capture.

“Here are the thicves, inspector,” he
said. “The other man is Ike Raynes,
whom you probably know of. He’s Purvis’
accumpi'ice. But what is troubling me is
the loss of the plate,”

“You didn’t overtake them with it, then,
&ir 7” asked the inspector eugerl_y.

“No. They had hidden it in a certain

spot which, with ihe klues I had, T was able

to trace,” said Mr. Lambe. “It is in the
open fields not far from here. I left- the
two prisoners in the carin charge of Police-
constable Gray here and went to the spot.
I Townd the hiding-place, but the loot had
already becn removed.”
“Removed !’ eried the haronet.
“Yes, Sir Hayry., I had hoped to restoro

to you your gold plate as well as il
_prisoicrsy but the hiding-place has been

rifled, and they have got clean away with

the stufl.”
“What & pity ! exclaimed the Head.
“It is a pity, canon! It will be doubly
difficult to discover where the gold plate
kas gone now. But I shall do it !
“If it isn't already in the melting-pot!”
put in the inspector in a melancholy voice.
Tafiy stepped forward as Deréker nudged
him violently in the ribs. £
“It isn’t melted, sir!” he said to Sir

arry.

3 ]:‘.yl'a—what! How d'you know "

“Your gold plate is all right, sic. We've
got it here!”

A thunderbolt could not have made more
sensation. They all stared at Taffy as if
they thought he had gone mad..

. “H yowll excuse me and Dereker a
minute,” said Tafly, “we'll bring it.”

The two chums pmmqﬂy disappeared
hefore anybody could rej y. leaving even
the inspector scratching P}ns head in be-
wilderment. In a couple of minutes Taffy
and Dereker were back, panting under the
weight of the baize sacks. Then, lowering
them to the floor, they cut the strings an

B¢

let a siream of solid gold plate rattle ous
on to the carpef. -

“(ood heavens!” said Sir Harry, and
then words failed him.

Mr. Lambe put up his eyeglass in amaze-
ment, and the inspector nearly seratched all
his hair off. The Head, in his surpeise,
blew his nose like a motor-horn.

“YWhere on carth did you find this?” said
AMr. Lambe.

“In the secret hiding-place where the
thieves left it, sir, under the old sluice-gate,

beneath  the little Dbridge in TFenn's
Meadows,” d

“This beats cock-fighting!” seid the
Woolly Lambe. “How did you know it

was there I .

“We saw the thieves put jt there last
night, sir, when we were waiting for the
motor-car to be mended. We suppozed
they were poachers at first, and didn’t take
any morg trouble about it. But, hearing
Roydon Hall was burgled, we thought we
might as' ‘well go and vee, and we found.
the stuff,” said Taffy. “We brought it in
the ear, and it isn't Sir Harry's chauffeur’s
fault that he was late; it's ours.”

The Weolly Lambe broke into a peal of
hearty laughter.

“Well done, lads!” he said. “You gave
me a pretty fright, too! You see, Sir
Hury, I'd iraced this hiding-place by means
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of the clues I had, and ib was a bit of a
shock to find the gold gone. I knew you
two young rips had been there as soon as
entered the rosm,” he added, with a glance

s boots, to which a few grains of
the river-bed sand still clung; “but T didn't
guess youw'd got the swag yourselves. I was
just going to motor back and investigate,
after getting rid of my prisoners,”

“By Jove !” exclpimed Sir Harry, shaking
hands heartily with Mr. Lambe and the
I “This is a recoxd! T don't know
w to thank you, gentlemen! Igad, if
Codrington School were given & free hand,
it seems to me there wouldn't be a criminal
lelt in the country I”

“What we did was only a alice of luck,
sir,” id the bewildered Taffy. “DBut it
really was wonderful how the Wool—how
Mr. Lambe managed to track the burglars
down and find the hiding-place of the loot

w

o
3
5

in g few hows”
“It was simple cnough” said A
Lambe, was going to

“I knew the attempt
bo made, snd that it wouﬁl probebly be
made dircetly we left the house last night.
The butler’s accomplice, Raynes, is well
kaown to me. I left Canon Wyndham and
> brovgham soon after we started and
Lent swatch,

“The burglary was very cleverly done,
and I was thrown off the track of the roal
malef, who got away with the plun-
dor. With the clues I had, however, 1 was
able to run the mon to carth near Ford-
haven carly this morning. They did not
dare try to get the gold plate away across
country while the hueand-cry lasted, and

knew they had hidden it. To find the
ng-place was a little more diffienlt, but
d a couple of good clues. There 45
no need to give you all the small defails
of a eriminal ease.” I managed to frace
it to the old bridge, and tho rest you know,
J male the prisoners show tho soles of
ir fect, will you, constable?”

s man did so. The butler,
no longer in his dress
boots, with patent
complice had on rib-

wmiforr
rubber

ed

wore leg
Hi

I was made only just in
time,” concluded the Woolly Lambe, “for
Purvis would have got out of the country
by steamer in another half-hour, leaving
his partner to negotiate the gold plate ab
leisure. By the way,” he added, turning
to the boys, *what time was it when you
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took away the stuffi About eleven o'clock,
I think.”
“Yes, sir, just a few minutes before,”

said Deveker. “I looked at my watch.”
“A vou saw_me coming—eh?” said
Mr. Lambe, smiling. “Don’'t deny it!

You must have. Why did you seuttle oui
with the stuff in such a hurry it

“We thought—"" began Tafly, and then
he checked himself.

The Woolly Lambs laughed heartily. -

“Yes: you thought I was the thief!” he
said, chuekling, “Don't deny it! ¥You
did "

The boys blushed scarlet, and the re-
morseless Woolly Lambe enjoyed their
omhm‘i‘assmcnt.

“You thought T was coming back for my
own plunder—ech? Ha, ha!®

“Thought the fivest detective in the South
of England was a thief? What d'ye

mean P*
“Detective?” echoed Taffy, in a dazed

;o an’ heggin’ Canon Wyndhogedis.
pardon, it's a thonsand pities Mr. Meix_’ffgn
ever took to schoolmastering,” said the
inspector, with a sigh,’

“T wish I could understand half of what's
being saidl” veturned Taffy, in bewilder-
ment. “Whe's Mr. Methuen 1? +

“Have you ever heard of Elade Methuen,
young sir?"”

“I—I scem to
Tafty, “zomehow,

“You don’t know much if you haven’t,”
said the inspector contemptuously. *“But
beg pardon, sir, perhaps I'm talking too
much.”

“IWell, you'd better go on now,” said
Mi. Lambe, “for we've got too far to keep
it to ourselves any longer, You ecan give
the plain facts if you like, inspector.”

know the name,” said
”

P

CHAPTER 21,
A Cloud Lifts]

“ ELL, gentlemen,” continuned the
inspector, “Mr. Lambe, under
the name of M. Slade Methuen,
was for six years ome of the

clever: erime investigators in Tngland,
There wore few detectives to beat him that

I've met !

“Phew!”  muttered Dercker.
reginning to see a glimmering light 1"
“Bometimes,” said the inspector, “when

oy
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& case had fairly bafiled Scotland Yard, one
of our best men would go to Mr. Methuen—
Myr. Lambe, that is—and he'd take the field
all on his own, and solve the knotiiest
problem you pleaze, I never knew him
Sl

“Clome, draw it mild, inspector|” said
the Woolly Lambe impatiently. “That will
do! They don’t want to hear you pour-
ing melted butter over me. The plain facts
are all that are wanted to save me the
trouble 1

“Well, sirs, Mr. Lambe only did this for
-~ a_hobby, so to speak, and spent most of
~ his time in study, and a good deal in

athletics, He's an old Oxford Blue, which

I dare say you know.”

“All right, inspector; thank you!” said
Mr. Lambe, breaking in. “That’s cnough

- to set things straight.,”

“I won't say any more, sir. I'm afraid
we've given you a lot of trouble, even at
Codrington. We were always coming to

i you for help, for it means a lob, especially
hq,_‘gm_mtr? Falicnman, to handle a good
case suceessfully, Why, I remember, gentle-
men,” added the inspector, langhing, “the

very first day Mr, Methuen—Mr, Lambe, 1

mean—went to Codrington; me and an
_ offiger Frem Fordhaven were fairly chasing
~fim after he left the train to get his ad-

vice over a coining case that was beating
us; but he hid somewhers down by the
river, and dodged us till we went by, and
fairly gave us the slip. He'd decided to
cut himself adrift from detective work, and
have nothing more to do with it, d’ye see?”
! #Bygum! That day when you hid under
tho bus%:l, sir!” blurted out Dereker.

And Mr, Lambe roared with laughter,
the Head joining in.

“Well, this 1sn’t exactly a time for
mirth,” said the Wooﬂs}r‘ Lambe, “as we've
got these prisoners here. Inspector, 1
think tho sooner you tako them to the
cells the better.”

“And I'll come ta the police-court in the
ofternoon, then,” said Sir Harry. *Thank
Jou, inspector 1”

i The prisoners, who had remained sul-
Jenly where they were placed and said no
word, were _removed, and sogn were spin-
ning towards Fordhaven in the motor-car
with the two police-officers.

i “You enterprising youngsters seem rather
astonished,” said the Woolly Lambe.

% Astonished isn’t the word, sir,” replied
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Taffy. “We—we always knew you were
& brick, if we may say so. But a deteetive
as well—did anybedy know it7*

“I only learned it this morning,” said
Sir Harry; “and I'm all the prouder of
my gnest, you may depend.”

The boys glanced at the Head.

“Yes,” said Canon Wyndham, with a
slight smile; “I knew it from the frst,”

“Do you mind me having a short talk
with these youngsters alone, canon?” asked
the Woolly Lambe. “Just to make things
straight for the sake of the schocl 7

“Ry all means,” said the Head.

“You don't object, Sir Harry?”

“Take ’em into the next room, my dear
fellow,” said the baronet genially. “How
could I object?”

The Woelly Lambe told the boys to fol-
low him, and as soon as they were by them-
selves he began.

“8it down,” he said. “I want to give
you a few words of explanation, and to
ask you to give me a promise. You're very
straight, loyal youngsters, all four of you,
and what I'm going to say is for the pood
of Codrington. I want you to understand
just what has happened.”

The boys were all attention.

“You've heard enough to put yon on tha
right track,” said the Woolly Lambe, emil-
ing. “You saw me on the first day hiding
from the police. So I was, because they're
such confounded nuisances. The inspector
told you the reason.

The Woolly Lambe’s eyes twinkled behind
his eveglass.

“Then there was the worthy genileman
who climbed the ivy to my study. IHe was
a plain-clothes officer, and took that method
to get at me and pester me for advice. 1
had forbidden the police to call at the
school for me.

“There was_also the School House bur-
glar. I heard him breaking in, and secreted
myself in the room where the coins were,
knowing he would go there. I eaught him
in the act, and he seemed to suspect me of
having been there for the same purposo
as himself,” My, Lambe smiled. “Then
there was Wynne's own exploit as a police-
man. Taffy groaned. “I'm afraid I nearly
shook the life out of you over that, Wynne.
T really thought at first you_were a police-
man who had come to badger me about
some case or*other. Nover mind: it is for-
gotten.”

1



CHAPTER 24,
Sent to Coventry!
« g GAVE my London work up, lads, be-

I cause my wish has always been to

have the mastership of a Form in a

big Public school, and my wish has
been fulfilled at Codrington. I don't mean
to clear out unless I'm wanted to.”

*“Nobody'll want you to, sir!” chorused
Taffy ' Wynne & Co. enthusiastically.

The Woolly Lambe coloured slightly with
pleasure.

“I have to be rather rough on the Re-
move sometimes, you know, But what I
want to say to you is this—I've given you
a full explanation because you've been so
mixed up with the affair that it's due to
you; but I want your promise to say
nothing about this in the school.”

“You've the right to order us to, if you
like, sir,” said Teffy; “and, for my part,
I'd do any morial thing you asked me,
You've my promise,”

“And ours, sir,” chorused the others.

Mr, Lambe shook hands with them,

“Till I give you leave to speak, then,”
be said.  “Come along!”

They followed him back to the library.

“The Woolly Lambe for ever!” mur-
mured Birne behind his back. “But it's
rough on us, this promise.”

“Not it!"” said Dereker, “1 foresee it's
goin' to lead to the giddicst jape of the
whole term.”

- . x . X X .

“It's a fact!” cried Kent-Williams,
hurrying into the dormitory at three in
the afternoon, with a look ‘of concern on
his face. “You've told me to find out, an’
Pve dome it. The Woolly Lambe ain't
arrested at all. He's caught the thief, an’
Sir Harry's plate's been found. They're
making a giddy hero of him!”

“Are_you sure?” exclaimed Ferguson,
He and Kempe were the only other occu-
pants of the dormitory.

“Dead sure! He turned up at Roydon
with the thicf, an' was complimented by
the police, an’ Sir Harry fell on his neck
an’ wept with gratitude.”

Kempe uttered an exclamation of dismay.
As for Ferguson, his very veins swelled up
with wrath; he could not speak, and went
purple in the face.

*“And those beasts—Wynne and his pals—
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were right in the thick of it again!™
groaned Kent-Williams,

“Let's go and sec what's going on. All
the idiots are flockin’ into Number Tiwelve,
I believe they've turned right round, and
are backing up Lambe now."”

he three conspirators went to the prep
room, and their worst fears were realised,
'ho Remove, stirred to its depths by this
last exploit, were more inclined to cheer
for the Woolly Lambe than to abuse him.

Taffy and his chums had been kept back
from Roydon for some time, and, though
they kept Mr. Lambe's secret as promised,
th'e:!; gave a full account of his turning up
with the thieves in custody.

‘By gum! He's a jolly good chap, after
all—the Lambe!” ericd Walsh enthusiastic-
ally.  “¥ou can say what you like, but
a fellow who's up to ‘2 game like that ain’t
a bad sort for a master.”

“Good old Lambe! I always said he was
all right!" vociferated Johnson,

“Did Beckford's servants count the gold
plate after it had been in your hands?”
sneered Ferguson. “They'll be able te,sug -
the missin’ articles down to tho thieves.”

Taffy turned and regarded him coolly.

‘“Oh, you're there, are you?” he said.
“How d'you like the way things are turn-
ing out? I should think you -feel like
cl}::\fr’x,ge for a threepenny-bit in ha'pence— -

“Cheer up, Fergy! Don't look so down
in the mouth!” said Birne. “I told you
you were an_ass long ago, but you didn't
believe it. You see it now, don't you!”

“I seo you sucking up to this precious
gaol-bird who goes about giving Eis als
away!"” said Ferguson viciously, “Xnd
I've seen that all along, You—0?

“Dry up!” said several threatening
voices. *“You can chuck all that rot now,
Lambe’s a rippin® sort!”

“All r'ight!” shouted Ferguson, “Keep
our runaway gaol-bird, then. If you like
havin' a stone-breakin’ conviet over you—
why, do! There are three of us here who
aren't so fond of company off the tread-
mill, and we mean to manage things our
own way. Wait till the smash comes, and
he's shown up, and then you'll see what
the Remove's got to be proud of—our ex-
master doin’ ten years penall”

There was silence for a moment or two,
and Dercker, flushed with anger, jumped
up on a form mext the wall,

“Here, you chaps!” he cried. “Here's
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something for you to lock at! We've got
three chaps here who are too good to
associate with Lambe—fine, lionest, straight-
forward chaps—Fergy, Kempe, and Kent-
Williams»

He pulled out of his pocket the anony-
mous letter that had been sent to Rovdon,
and flourished it before the cyes of the
Remove.

Ferguson and his friends made a rush at
Dereker, but the Taffy brigade kept them
back. The Form were anxious to hear whai
was up.

“Look here, an’ sece what these beauties
call fair play 1" cried Dereker. “They made
up this letter between ’em, and Kent
printed it, and sent it to Sir Harry, so as
to arrive-when wo were all at dinner.”

He rcad out the anonymous message,
warning Sir Harry Beckford that his guest
was & thief, and containing the other accusa-
tions.

There was a moment’s pause, and then
came a howl of execration from the whole

~Remoye.

“It's a lie! Wo never wrote it!” toared
Ferguson.

“I'd nothing to do with it, and T'm
willing to swear it!” cried Kent-Williams

—sirrilly.

1 saw Kent-Williams with my own eyes
handin’ it in at the village post-office!”
announced Dereker. “And Jelly saw them
plottin’ it in the afternoon. It's written
on Codrington impot paper, and I say it’s
the work of the Ferguson crew !”

grim silence fell on the room.

“Well, you fellows,” said Dereker
finally, “what do you say? If these three
fine, straightforward chaps are too good to
associate with Lambe, I think they're too
good to associate with us.”

* said Johnson,

“This ain’t funuy, Derry,’
“It's serious.

He jumped up on a form.

“The Remove is hot stuff, but it plays
I move that Ferguson, Kempe,

3

_ the game.

3

and Kent-Willlams, who've disgraced tho
TForm, be cut by everybody .

“Hear, hear!” shouted twenty voices,

“We'vo never had a low-down trick like
this played before; and sneaks who write
anonymous letters to a man’s host aren't u
to the Remove standard. T meve the three
rotters referred to be hereby =ent to Coven-
try, and made to stay there!®

“Hear, hear! Carried
shouted the Remove,

Ferguson, nearly frothing at the mouth
with anger, strode up to the form and shook
his fist m Johnson's face. He was breakin
out into a furious tirade, when the rest of
the Remove pressed round him dangerously.

“Nono of that!” they eried. *“If any
of you three cads as much as open your
mouths, we'll give you a Form licking, and
run you through the gauntlet, as well as
cut you!”

“And you're lucky 1o escape it!"” said
Taffy contemptuously, “Get, while you've
a whole gkin!”

Tho aspect of the assemblage was so
threatening that the Ferguson Trigade,
fairly scared, made for the door.

unanimeusly !

In spite of the promise that Mr. Lambe
extracted from Taffy & Co., the truth abont
the Remove Form-master rson leaked out.
There were too many people in the know
for the secret to be kept successfully, In
a .couple of days, the whole of Codrington
knew that Mr. Lambe was really Slade
Methuen, the famous private detective, and
then there was a sencation of the first class!t

The Remove found that the Form-master
was the hero of the school, and Forgunson
& Co. took care to hide their diminished
heads and to lio very low. Conirary to ex-
pectation, Mr. Lambe did not leave Cod-
rington, but remained ai the school under
his adopted name. Needless to say, how-
ever, he had no more trouble, in class or-
out, with the Worst Form at Codrington.
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A0 us, accustomed to town councils that
employ all the methods of up-to-date
lpu‘nlicity to attract wvisitors, it is

difficult to imagine a eity that goes out of its
way to keep strangers out and which uses
overy means of discouraging the few that do
penotrate its walls from staying any length
of time.

Encireled by Mouatains.

But Lhasa, the sacrod city of Tibet, has so
successfully shut itself from prying eyos that
i only since 1904, whon an srmed British
mission entcred the city, that western eyes
hove seen the placo at close quarters,

Some of its isolation has breken down sines
then, but entirely against the wishes of the
natives, who resent the fact that modern
progress has found » means of overcoming the
stupenclous natural bazrier which formerly
made their country and capital impenetrable.

Sven if the grim ranges of mountains that
encircle Tibet are crossed, the ity of Lhasa is
still inaceessible. Tt lies in what might ba
called the bottom of a natural eup. Tho
entranee to the city itsolf is through a gateway
cub out of a solid ridge of wall, " A searching
serutiny is mado of all persons at this gate,
and many o western adventurer, insufficiently
disguised, has boen dotected and debarred
from entering.

The Reason for Scecrecy.

‘What is all the sccrecy about ? Onee
inside the closely guarded limits of the city,
there scems little by way of beauty or value
to calously hidden. There is no
ne streots, no drainage. Ono's
n is of filthy hovels, evil smolls,
snd lordes of mangy dogs,

And then, looking up, one sees the sun's
rays canght and reflectod on the golden dome
that covers a.queer conglomeration of gilt and
eearlet buildings that have s strange beauty
of their cwn. It is the DPotala, the palace of
the Dalai Larma, whom the Buddhists through-
out Tibet, Indlia and China, scknowledge as
their lord. Lhasa is to thom what Mecca is

to the devout Mohammedan,
p:larimstfe.

Foar that unbelieving foreigners might harm
the Dalai Lama and wrest the city from the
Friests who rule it has largely been responsible

or the policy of isolation. But for the thou.
sands of pilgrims who come to pray in one of
the many Buddhist tomples, all hostile regus
lations are relaxed.

A Daring Aet.

Elaborate religious festivals are organised on
their hehalf. Thousands of monks (one
monastery alone holds eight thousand) pass
in slow procession through the stroets maiker
noisy with the whirring of prayer whecls and
tho discord of Tibetan music. ;

If it is o special occasion, thon the priests
will wear their hideous masks that transform
them into dovils, and from the top of the
Potala a rope will be stretchad to the ground.
Down this a man will swocp, head first, on
his chest, This act, which requires as much
skill as nerve, is rogarded by the Tibetans as
one likely to appease their god,

For the people not econnected with the
temples o monasterics life is primitivo and
dull.  They have, though, an ocensional piece
of supreme excitement, This is at the death
of the Dalai Lama, To the Tibetans he does
not dié—his spirit passes into ancthor male
child. Tt may be any one of their children,
and hopes run high whilst all the names of
the male populace are written down and
mixed into what we should call a lottery.
From the number three names are drawn, and
from theso threo tho monks choosa whom
they consider to have received the reincarnated
spirit of the Girand Lama,

With porap the chosen one is enrried to the
Potala, though he may be only a newly-born
baby. For ihe rest of his life ho will bo littlo
more than a prisoner, his every move governed
by elaborato ritual and etiguette. But jrom
the mountain-girt palacs of the Potala he can
look down on the Forbidden City of the World,
and know it as his kingdom,

a city for holy

8.5,
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