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CHAPTER L =~
SERGEANT DONNELL CATCHES IT—COLD!

‘ OOR chaps!” said Tommy Watson
feelingly.
“ Begad! You're right, decar old

boy,” remarked Sir Montie Tregellis-
West. 1 feel frightfully sympathetu,——l do,
}‘eallv Christine and Co. are havin’ a shoekin’
ime

I nodded in agreement, and we watched
the movements of sundrv College House
juniors on the other side of the Triangle
with great interest. I was standing with my
chums on the Ancient House steps, and a
crowd of other Removites were just inside the
lobby.

Afternoon lessons were over, and the short
winter's day was drawing to a close. The
sky was heavy, with a promise of more snow.
There had been several heavy falls lately, and
the old Triangle at St. Frank's was six_or
geven inches deep in crisp, powdery snow. For
it wae freezing hard, and the countryside
was completeI) in the grip of winter.

A crowd of Ancient House fags were enjoy-
ing a game of snowhalls over by the zym.:
but ‘the College House fags were unable to
participate in this exciting pastime. They
were standing in a miserable line, being
drilled by Sergeant Donnell.

This 1nd1v1dual was the new drill-instructor
of the College House, appointed by Colonel
Howard C(linton, the new Housemaster of
the (bllege House. Since the colonel’s arrival
at St. Frank's, at the beginning of the term,
there had been:very drastic changes—for the
unfortunate Monks.

Nelson Lee, of course, wasa Housemaster on
our side, and the Ancient House went on as

of old. BIiut Colonel Clinton was no believer
in precedent. He wade his own rules, and it
was the U MoV in particular that suffered.
Diaciplin trict and rigid and harah—had

been the order of the day for the past week
or two.

Christine and Co., and the Monks generally,
had been in a stute of misery and fury ever
smco the colonel had revealed

v

DISCIPLINE |,
LET LOOSE !

— —— e e ———

of School I.:fe and Detective
Adventure at St. Frank’s, introducing
NELSON LEE and N IPPER and the

Soldier Housemaster !’ ¢ The Freak of St.
{ - Frank’s,’”’ and many other Stories.

his trueﬂ

By the Author of * The

THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER )

character. Clinton was not harsh in ordiuary

matters of school routine, but his ideax on
the subject of discipline were weird and won
derful. He had apparently come to St
Frank's with the conviction that schoolboys
ought to be drilled into machine-like subnus
sion. He had instituted a military tyvranny,
and the posizion had grown worse ard wor e
with every day that passed.

Not content with calling the (ulle‘ﬂ: Hoas*
the * batracks and his own study * head
quarters,” he had appointed three Fifth
Formers aa cfficers of the Remove: he had

published the cdict that all juniors were to
salute him, and that they wcere to salute the
so-called ofﬂcers he had instituted sentries.
and a junior was always to be seen on duty
at the foot of the College House steps.
pacing rcbelliously up and down. And, as
tinal blow, the colonel had introduced Ser
geant Patrick Donnell to his boys, and Don
nell was invested with full powers.

In short, Colonel Clinton had tnrned the
College Housze upside-down, and his system i
control was a sheer farce. At least, it would
have heen a farce if it hadn't been o un-
bearable. We fellows on the Ancient House
side had been inclined to laugh at first; hut
now we sympathised. We Kknew that our
rivals were passing through a trying ordeal.

The coming of the sergeant had been the
worst blow of all. Donnell had only been at
St. Frank's a few days, but he bad alread)
revealed his character. He was a nully of the
worst tvpe —a big man. broad and hrawnv. of
rather forhuldmg appearance. His puty, 1o
face was cloquent of the fact that he an
dulged in heavy drinking, and his tittle o
had a hard glitter in then,

The sergeant, as Lis name indicated, was

an Irishman. But he was one of the wore
members of that race.  Many lIrishmen, or
courze, are wonderfully fine  fellows, bt
others are very much the oppoesite. AT

Donnell was a man who hated British boy-.
and he revelled in this opportunity ot ex:rr.
ing his power over the Collewe Homs
JuNniors.

Colone!l Clinton aad bheen tonlish enougle (o
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but now it was Donnell who received all their
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give Donncll full authority to punish the boys
nce. The juniors were
compelled to -obey the drill instructor in
almost cverything, and it was a hateful state
of affairs. To have such a coarse man in
authority over them was scandalous. Bat

the colonel had deereed that it should be so,H

and therec was no appeal against it.

Christine and Co. had already done their
best. Dr. Stafford, the Head, had been
approached. But the Head took the view
that the boys must obey their own House-
master. And the worthy old doctor could
scarcely have adopted any other attitude.
It was certainly impossible for him to com-
bine with the boys and side with them sgainst
their own Housemaster. -

But I had an idea that the Head was bound
by other rcasons. He was a quiet old gentle-
man, and perhaps Cclonel Clinton’s tyrannous
methods rather appalled bhim; it required a
man of strength to argue with the colonel.
The Head was undoubtedly courageous
enough, but he had a horror of * scenes,”
And so he was allowipz the colonel to go his
own way; but meanwhile the gchool governors
had been appealed to.

For the present, at least, the unfortunate
eituation had to continue. Christine and Co.
had been bitter in their abuse of Clinton;

malcdictions. The sergeant was making their
lives an absolute misery. He was always spy-
ing; he was always inflicting punishmente.
Ten tim¢s a day fellows were reported to
the Housemaster. They hardly dared do a
thinz for fear of being pounced upon and
heavily punished. Between Colonel Clinton
and his brutal henchman a reign of terror had
€ct in in the College House,

It couldn’t last, of course. But before a
revolt came the juniors had to suffer. It
was necessary for them to be wrought up to
the pitch of desperation which would resuit
in A mutiny.

But the very thought of mutiny was im-

ossible. The discipline was too strict—too

arsh. The fcllows never had an opportunity
of collecting together in their own House.
And, cven if revolt was breathed, there was
nobody strong enough in the ranks of the
juniors to lead the way.

No wonder Tommy Watson had eaid * poor
ehaps’’! Months before we had had our own
trials in the Ancient House with a bruatal
individual named Hunter. But Hupter had
been merely harsh and cruel; he had made
no attempt to introduce a eystem of mili-
tary-discipline into the House. This was just
the difference. The colonel was, personally,
quite a kindly mnan on occasion; he had per-
formed several deccent acts, which indicated
ibe character lying beneath his military cx-
terior. But discipline was everythiug to him,
and he seemcd to be insane on the subject.
Harshness and cru¢lty on matters of discip-
line were, In his opinion, necessary.. There
wisn’t a junior in:the sc who didn't sue-
peet that Clintom--was *‘‘towched ™ on the
subject. X _ _ |

And now, in the dusk, Sizy Montic and
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Tommy and I stood on the Ancient House

steps, watching the movements of the un-
happy Monks. The Remove, for the time
being, was not bcing persecuted; Sergeantd
Donneil had a erowd of fags in hénd, and
was putting them through their drill.

Christine and his two chums appeared from
the College House lobby and strolled out
into the Triangle. They were in close con-
versation, and took po notice of the scrgcant
as they walked within a few yards of him.

** Christine!’’ came a roar.

The three Monks turncd. |

‘* Speaking to me?"” said Bob Christine,
with studied politeness.

‘“Yes, 1 was speaking to you, you youang
whelp!”’ shouted the sergeant. ** Why didu'y
yvou salute me? Ralute now—d’'you hear?’’

** Oh, anything for & quiet life!” gnapped
Christine. |

He saluted—and his chums followed his
example. They hadn’'t got to the stage when
they submitted to Donnell’s bullying tamely.
But it was far better to obey orders; it saved
a lot of trouhle’

‘** Now you'll salute
snapped the drill instructor.

* Look bere, we'vo saluted once, and —"'

‘1 don’t want any lip!” roared Donnell.
‘ Saiute, you young dog! And call me °sir’
next time, or you'll be reported for insubordi-
nation.’”’

Christine and Co. saluted like clockwork.

. **That's better,”” growlcd the sergcant.
‘* Now you can go.” |

‘““ Thank you, sir,” said Chrietine ncekly.
‘“ We're very much obliged, sir. I hope, sir,
that we shall always be polite, &ir, in future,
sir. If wc are disrespectful, sir, you must tell
us, sir. At the same time, sir, I wish to
eéay, sir, that—"

** Ha, ha, ha!’’ -

That yell came from Handforth and Co.,
who had paused in the mlddie of the Triangle
to lirten. Sergeant Donnell had certainly
nothing to grumble at; he had ordered Chris-
tine to be respectful, and Christine's attitude
was cartainly all that could b~ desired.

‘““ You insolent young puppy!’’ bellowed
Donnell.

** I, sir?” exclaimed Chriatine, in surprise.
‘““Why, sir, 1 was only oheying orders, sir.”’

‘“Get out of my sight!” snarled the ser-
geant. :
~ Christine and Co. walked on, grinning
joyously. Donnell hadn't been able tou do
anything further, since he had no excuse. He
couldn’t report Christine to the Houscmaster
for being polite! Donnell himgelf would have
2ot into trouble if he had complained. Even
though Christinc'a politeness had bheen
palpably sarcastic, it made no diflerence,

“It's the wheeze, my sons,”” dceclared Baob
Christine, as he approached the Aiicient
House steps. * Did you hear ine BHeing polite
to the sergeant, you chapsi"”

‘““ Begad! It waa qulte entertainin’, old
boy, " heamed -Sir Montie. , - :

‘“ We'H keep it up, too,”’ said Christine.
**Might as well pull the rotter's leg whilo
we're about it. He can't complain, anview,

again—properly!”
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If we've got to call him ‘sir,” we might as
well do the job thoroughly. Then, instead
of us looking asses, he’ll look silly."

. }I; ceems to be taking it out of those
fapgs,’ I remarked grimly.

Christine and Co. turmed and gazed acrosa
tiie snowy Triangle. Sergeant Donnell, unable
to vent his rage upon the Removites, was
venting it upon the fags. He was shouting at
them, abusing them, and delivering cutfs
broadcast.

Grayson and Shaw, of the Fifth, emerged
from the gymnasiuin. These two seniors had
been appointed major and captain respec-
tively of the Remove. And while they walked
across to the Housc quite a dozen juniors
sullenly saluted them. Q@rayson and Shaw
merely nodded . in return, without even
troubling to return the salute.

‘““Just look at that!" growled Christine
bitterly. * Parry, of the Fifth, is suppozcd
to be a lieutenant, and he always salutes us.
We don’'t mind the rot with him. But
wllllen those other cads just nod, it's unbear-
able.”

‘““Why don’'t you complain to Clinton:"" 1
asked.

‘“What's the good?" said Yorke. ** We
should only get into a row. Privates ain't
supposed to make complaints against officers.
Oh, my hat! What's St. Frank's coming to?
There'll be a revolution before long!"’

‘*“ Begad! Don't you think we'd bhetter do
somethin’?’’ asked Sir Montie, adjusting his
pince-neg deliberately, *“1 am referrin’ to
that frightful cad over there. I really can’t
stand here an’ be a epectator.’’

We all turned and gazed through the dusk.
Snow was Talling now, and it seemed as
though a heavy flurry was imminent. Ser-
reant Donnell was still bullying the Third-
Formers. And his temper had not been Im-
proved by the little encounter with Chris-
tine. The sergeant was hitting the fags about
brutally.

One of them—-Simms minor—had had
enough apirit to protest. And ae we watched,
Donnell grasped the fag, boxed his ears
cruelly, and then scnt himm spinning. The
fag fell over and burst into tears.

‘“ Stop that, you young cub!’” snapped the
sergeant. ‘' Get up, hang you!”

He applied the toe of his heavy boot to
Simms minor's prostrate form, and I [noked
round at my chums grimly.

““ This is where we take 2 hand,” 1 ex-
claimed, hot with indigmation.

** Wbat the dickens can we do?”
Wateon.

** There's plenty of snow ahout; and it we
pelt the rotter with snowballs he’ll get more
than he cares for,”” 1 replied. ‘ And it he
likes to report us to our Housemaster—well,
he can report. Mr. Lec won't punish us!’’

““ Rather not!'’ exclaimed Reginald Pitt.
‘““0On the ball, you chaps!”

Pitt and Grey had just come ont, and they
were cager to join in the fray. At the same¢
moment Handforth and Church and McClure
came toaring across from the direction of the
playing-fields.

asked

|

|
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“Ain't you going to do anything, Nipper?'’
bawled Handlorth, glaring. *‘ Are we goini
to allow that fag to be haif killed? We don't
care n rap for Donnell, and | proposc we
rush him and roll him in the snow.”’

‘““You're too late, Handy,”" 1 said brickly.
‘“We've already declded what to do. Donnell
is going to be snowballed. We'll atmply
smother him in the barrage!"”

* Rather!”

‘“ Plle In, my sons .’

Within a minute half a dozen Ancient
House Removites, lncludin%z myself, weee
manufacturing enowballs at express speed.
Christine and Co. took no hand in the aftair,
although they would have dearly liked to.
But the pleasure would have buen too ex
pensive.  The most excited of the three was
Yorke, and he did net consider the cone
quences.

“Of course, we can't join in,”” he sald,
““hut couldn’'t we just chuck one each while
the acrgeant isn’t looking?”™”

‘““Nipper and Co. will do all that's necea
sary,’”” replied Christine. ** I'd love to have o
shot, Raddy, but it's not worth it. If all onr
chaps weren't in it it wouldn't matter -
much. But just the three of us woull he
dropped on in a second. We should N
slaughtered by old (linton.”

Christine’'s words wcee worda of wisdaiu.
He was as plucky as any fellow in the L.
move, but he saw no fun in asking for
trouble.

Meanwhile, we had manufactured eeveral
huge piles of ammunition. We were ready
and I restrained Handforth and some other
excited spirits from hurling the snowballs touw
soon.

“We'll let fly all at once,” 1 said. * Give
him a regular fasillade. Donnell's going to
catch it hot now!'"

‘““Ia he?' grinned Pitt. !
going to catch it cold'”

‘*“* Ha. ha, ha!”

“ Qet ready, you chaps!”
‘““ Now—fire!"’

With unerrlnf

h

should say he's

l commanded.

aim Niteen or sixteen snow.
balls whizzed rough the air towards Ser.
geant Donnell. From the point where we
were standing we could aim at him withont
much danger of hitting his diminutive vic-
tims. We had no desire to snowhall the
;ags. But the drill instructor was well undee
ire.

Half the snowballs missed, shooting past
the sergeant in wild disdorder. But the
other half sped true. And when a man rc
celves eight or nine snowhalls at the same
moment-—well, he knows all about it!

* MMurrah!"’ roared Handforth. * Qive him
another volley!"”

The sergeant had heen ncarly bowled over
by the first onslaught. He was smothered
with snow, and he turmed blindly, snarling
with rage, wonderinz where iu the world the
attack had come from.

He turned just in time to meet the secand
volley of snowballa. They plastered them-

selves over his chest and legs and faec witl,
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Jdeadly force, and the drill instruttor stag-
cered, falling headlong. . .

*You young cubs!” he bellowed wildly,
;eMmbling up.

e was soon down again, however, for the
next volley was even more accurate than the
lnst. The mman was simply pelted nuntil he
couldn’t stand. And at last he remained
Jown, )

* That's for being a bully!” roared several
chaps.

** Don't throw any more!’”’ 1 hissed. ‘' Let
him think it's all over—and then give bim
~1other taste when he’s not expcecting it!”

** (1ood wheese!” murmured Jack Grey.

We waited, and Sergeant Donncll imagined
that the hattle was over. He rose to his
feet, cursing under his breath. And then
hie ducked, for abont twenty fresh snowballs
caune whizzing through the air towards him,
One of them, 1 saw, had left the hand of
Yorke, of the College House. That excited
innior had not been able to restrain his desire
' be in the fight.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

*Over again, by Ceorge!™” yclied Hand-
forth. :

And the screceant war over. But this time
he sprang up like a Jack-in-the-box and came
«harging across with his head down. Some
ul the fellows scattered, hut 1 stood my
eround, together with Handiorth and seven
or eight otheps. ,

“You'll euffer for this!"” snarled the ser-
geant, gasping painfully for .breath. ¢ I'll
teach you to snowbal) me, you young demcens'!
I'm zoing to report you to your infernal
Novscmaster —-'°

“Youn can report what you like!"” 1
siapped. ' And you'd better not refer to
Mr. Lee in those terma, either. You're out
of place hete, Sergeant Donncll. You ought
to be in charge of a gang of criminals.”

* Rather !’ said Handforth. ‘“ Birds of a
feather—eh "

. The drill instructor was speechless for =a
moment.

** You think you're safe, heing hoys of the
Anricent House,” he exclaimed at last. ** But
we'll see about that!"  He twirled round.
" o8 for yonu,” he went on, pointing at Yorke,
“1'm goiug to make an example of you!”

- 1 kuew what It -would be!” growled Chris-
tine crossly.

“What have T done?” demanded Yorke.

" You took part in this outrage,’”’ said the'

sergeant flercely. I ecan’t touch these other
hids, but 1 can touch you! I'm going to
punish you so that you won't he able to see
straizht again for a week! You threw a
éenowball at me-—-—"

“Yer, and I'mi jolly glad I did!” roared
Yorke 1ecklessly,  ** It hit you in the chest--
amml 1 wish it had burst over your beastly
face! If you like to report me to the colonel
‘ou can do it—and rats to you!”

“Good for you, Yorkey!” yelled Hand-
forth gleefully.  ** Tell him of}”

‘“Ycu hold yow lip!” snArf®@ Donnell.

He strode forward and seiged the unfortu-
patc ¥orke reughly. Handforth utitered a

h
|

i

|
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snort, and was about to interfere when Y
caught hold of him and pulled him back.

He struggled wrathfully. -

‘** Lemme go, Nipper!"” he bawled.

“Don't be an ass!”” I said. ‘ We can't
carry the thing any further. Donnell’s yank-
ing Yorke off to the colonel, I expect. The.
fathead asked for trouble by throwing that
snowball. 1 don’t exactly blame him, but
we can’'t butt in now.”

‘“ Look here!’’ roared Handforth. *‘I'm not
going to—-"’
‘* Shut up, Handy!" put in Pitt. ¢ Wllat‘—a

Donnell up to over there?”

The sergeant had marched his prisoner over
to the gymnasium, where the snow-filled
wind cut round the building icily. It was
the coldest and- most exposed spot of the
whole Triangle. Yorke was placed with his
hack about eight feet from the gymnasium
wall, and the wind whistled round him sbrilly,
the snowflakes now descending in ever-
increasing numbers.

*“ Salute!”” barked the sergeant.

Yorke saluted sullenly, wondering what his
punishment was to be. Donnhell was almost
mad with fury, and the junior expected un-
usual violence. But the sergeant had other
ideas in mind.

"*Keep your hand - at the ealute!”’ he
roared, as Yorke was about to drop it.
‘““Obey my ordere, or I'll report you to the
colonel for cells!” :

This threat was qnite sufficient. *‘ Cells '’
consisted of bheing locked away in an attie,
without food, for perhaps a whole day. It
was one of Colonel Clinton’s methods of ** dis-
ciplinary '° punishment.

** Now, Private Yorke,” said Sergeant Don-
nell, with relish. * I'm going to punish you
a’ you deserve, you insunbhordinate littje brat.
You've got to stand like that—with your
hand at the salute—for an hour!”

**1 shall freeze!” shouted Yorke hotly,

“* No back answers!” rasped the sergeant.
“You'll do as I tell you! If you move a
finger even, I shall take you straight to the
orderly-room, and you'll be given cells for two
days. Now then, atand straight!”

Yorke was scared, but therc was no getting
out of it. He was compelled to atand there,
in the icy wind, perfectly motiontess at the
salute—for a whole hour! Jt was a drastic
punishment indeed!’

CHAPTER 1I.

THE *‘ DEATH ' Or RODDY YORKE.
‘" ’TEN'TION!” thundered Sergeant Don-

nell,
Five minutes had passed,
the brutal drill-instractor
standing before eight Remove fellows. Tlhe
fags had vanished during the snowballing,
but Donnell had collected these other juniorg
together before they couwld flee.

His sole object in drilling them was tp keep
his eye upon the unfortunaste Yorke, It was
the sergeant’s intention to remain in the

and
was
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Triangle for an hour, and he thought he
might a8 wcll make some of the juniors keep
him company,

This syst¢in of punishment—making a boy
stand motionless at the salute for an hour—
was an indication of Donnell's brutal nature.
He was willing to stay out in the cold him-
self so that he could make his victim .suffer.
But the sergeant was able to move about
and to keep himself warm. Yorke's position
was absolutely awful.

It was just about tea-time, but Sir Montie
Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson and 1
were still against the Ancient Housc steps.
Handforth and Co. were there, too, and Pitt

“and Grey were just inside the lobby with
some other fellows.

“I'm going to Mr. Lee!" declared Hangd-
forth firmly.

‘““What for?"" I asked.

‘““ What for?’* repeated Edward Oswald.
‘“You ought to know! Do you think I'm
going to sit down to my tea, knowing that
Yorke is out here, slowly freezing to death?
I'm going to get helpl”

‘“ Rather!"” said McClure. ‘ Donnell's a
beast. I don't suppuse he realises what
he’s doing. Why, Yorke will drop dead before
the hour’s up!’’

I shook my head. :

‘““No, he won't,”” I said. ‘ He'll collapse
within half an hour, I expect. The sergeant
may expect him to squeal for mercy—that's
what Donnell would like! And if poor old
Yorke is compelled to stand ever there for
an hour, or even for half that time, he’ll
be only fit for the hospital for weeks. He
can't stand such exposure for—"

‘“ And you're telling me not to go to Mr.
Lee?" snorted Handforth. **1'm going now,
and you can do what you like!"

‘““Hold on!"" I put in. * Yorke is going to
stand perfectly still for the whole hour. -And
when Dounell speaks to him he won't reply—
he’ll be like a log of wood.”

‘“* Eh?'" said Watson.

‘““ He'll .be as rigid as a statue—-"'

‘“ What?''

‘““ He'll give Donnell a terrific fright—""

“* What the dickens do you think you're
jawing about?’ snorted Handforth, glaring.

“I'm going to explain,”” I replied briskly.
‘““One thing's certain—we’'re not going to let
Donnell keep Yorke there. And we're not
going to appeal to Mr. Lee, either. We'll
take the matter in hand ourselves.”

'** Rescue Yorke by force?’’

‘““ No. There's a splendid chance here of
having a little game with the sergeant,” 1
explained grimly. ** He needs teaching a
leeson. Force wouldn’t do, 8o we're going to
cmploy strategy.” .

‘** And leave Yorke standing there mean-
while?”” asked Handforth sarcastically.

““ He won't have to stand leong--if every-

hody helps me at once,” I replied. ** @ome
inside, and I'll expound.” 2
*You'll do which?¢”
“ Explain—describe the wheeze,”” I said

briskly.
The others were rather puzzled, bat they

|
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iollowed me into the lobby, which was now
brilliantly 1it by the electric lamps overhead
The dusk in the Triangle was deep, .and Ib
would be practically dark by the time the
scrgeant's hour was up.

** Nipper thinks he's got some idea or
other,”” shouted Handforth. * Collect round,
you chaps, while he e¢xplodes—no, 1 mean
‘expounds.”*’

Pitt and Grey joined us, and immediately
afterwards De Valerie and Somerton strotled
up, with Burton and Yakama. The Trotwood
twins appeared from the Kemove paasage, and
there was quite a collection of fellows in the
lobby. They all knew about Yorke's ponei
tion, for it had been the sole subject of con-
versation for the last five minutces. There
was considerable indignation, too.

““ What is it—a rescue?’ asked D¢ Valerie.

‘ Yes; and something else, too,” I replied
calmly. ** Look here, we’ve pgot to be sharp
about this affair, so we don't want a lot
of talk. Do you remember that oid guy some
of the fellows made last Nove:i ocr? It's
figure of about your size, Handy, and looks 2
bit like you, too——"’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ Are you comparing me to a gnuy?" bawl-d
Handforth.

I sighed.

‘““ What a touchy chap vou are!” 1 ¢z

claimed. “ As a matter of fuct, that old guy
looks as much like me as anybody else. I
spotted it the other day in one of the box-

rooms. The chaps who made it were pretty
smart at the job. An old Eton suit was used,
and there's a mask for a face—"'

‘ What’s that got to do with Yorke?"
manded Watson, staring.

‘ Everything,”” I replied. “I want two or
three of you to rush to the box-room and get
that old dummy. All we've got to do is to
put somebody’'s cap on it and fix one of
the arme at the salute. See? Then we'll
attention and re:cue
Yorke—without him knowing of it.”

“* But he’ll know a minute afterwards, when
he secs that Yorke ijsn’t there,’”” said Grey.
looking puzzled.”

‘* No, he won't,” grinned Piti calmly. ‘1
can see what the wheeze is. It's ripping—it’s
ahsolutely tophole! When Donncll looks
over towards the gym. again he'll still sec
Yorke there—or think so, anyhow!™

“ Exactly!” I agreed. * But it won't hc
Yorke at all. It'll be that old dummy- and
the sergeant will be nicely diddled, uatil he
makes a cloze investigation. It'll be rather a
lark i{ Donnell starts talking to it!"”

** Ha, ha, ha!'!”

“1 call it potty!’ said Handforth faily.
‘“ Why, the sergeant will spot the detection
in less than two jifs! Me¢’s not blind, 1 sup
pose?’’

‘““ He won't cpot it for a minute or tw.,
anyhow—and that’ll give Yorke time enouih
to get away,” I replizcd patiently. * Beside,
it’s nearly dark, and the snow’s coming down
more thickly than ever., It's a ten-to-onc
chauce that Donnell dossp’t find ont the trick

de-
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untll he makes a close examination. And
there might he some fun.”

While 1 had been speaking, Pitt, full of
enthusiaam, had dashed off with several other

fellows, and they eroon returned with the
“euy.” 1t was a figure made to rcpresent

a junior schoolboy, ana had bheen remarkably
well dome. Of course, in a etrong light no-
body wonld have heen deceived; but in the
dim Triangle, with the snow as an added
advantage, the figure would pass very well
for Yorke.

“Don't you sece how we're helped?” 1
asked, as we set about faking up the figure.
" Yorke has been told to stand motionless
at the salute,
wotionlers—-it can't do anything else.”

“ 1t inight hlow over,” remarked Watson.

“ Begad! That woeuld be rather rippin’,
dear old boys,”’ smiled Tregellis-West. ** The
scrgeant would think that Yorke had col
lapsed, you know. But hadn't we better buck
up? The peor old fellow's been standin® out
therc for ten minutes already.”

“* Yes, hurry up, my sons!’ I said crisply.

I didn't take long to fake up the figure.
Plenty ol string was forthcoming, and the
arm was tied securely to the head, with the
clhow bent. In a dim light it looked exactly
as though the figure was sgaluting. A cap on
the top of it, pulled over the mask, com-
pleted: the head portion,

De Valerie had  thoughtfully fetehed =
couple ol sticke, and these were sccured to
the back of the thing, and they formed ex-
cellent prope. Within five minutes .we were
Wl ready to make the snbstitution.

I“ Yorke's still there,” called Grey from the
HOor.
“ What ahout Donnell?” T asked.

** He's drilling thase other Remove chaps.”

“Well, look hcire, he hasn't got to see
what we're up to,” I went on quickly. ** De
Valerie, yon'd better take Handforth and
MceClure and four or five other chaps und
make a frontal attack on the serzeant, so
10 spcak. Therc’s no need to bhe violent—
just enzage his attention., Il see to the

vest,"'

“teave jt (o me,”" qid De Valenie
promptly.

Hindfarth didn’t quite like the idea of
heing  under De Valerie's lcadership; he

wabted o take command himeclf. But there
was no time for argument. The party
harried ol across the Triangle, and 1
smuggled the dummy out, carefully covered
by Pitt and Sir Montie and \Watson. From
the steps wo wautched De Valerie's little band
march over to Donnell and address him.

The snow was coming down hard now, but
the sky over towards the West had lightened
a trifle, and the Triangle was by no means
dark. But the only peoplc in it were Don-
nell and the Remnovites. Everyhody who could
he fndoors was jndoors. But we had work on
hand, and postpoped tea. « =

‘‘ Now's onr chance!’’ said Pilt -suddenly.
* Look! Yorke’s taken his hand down, and 1
helleve he's going to slip off.”

This was, indeed, the case.

Well, this thing will standi

But the ser-J
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geant was fully engaged with the Ancient
House fellows, abusing them roundly. Ana
we, making a slight detour, arrived at the
gymnasium wall without our movements being
scen. We ran right into Yorke as he was
coming away.

“1'm going to complain to the Head!"” he
| chattered, his face blue wlth cold. * It'll
kil me if 1 stand out in this smow for an
hour—"

‘* That's all right,”” I exclaimed softly.
‘We’re golng to put this fellow in your
place, Yorke, as a substitute. I'll bet a quid
that Donoell doeen't know the difference!
That's not an insult——-"

“My hat!” gasped Yorke, livening up.
“ What a stunning idea! The sergeant won’t
know the difference unless he comes closel
But you'll have to buck up!”

We did buck up. Within a minute the
figure was securely propped into position, and
there was not much fear of the wind blowing
it down. At close quarters, in the present
half-light, it could easily be seen that the
figarc was not human, but was mecrely a
dummy.

But when we had scooted round back to
the Ancient House steps we uttered many
chuckles of delight. At this distance I should
have sworn that Yorke was still standing
against the gymnasiumm wall. The old guy
F looked exactly like the Removite, standing
motionleas at the salute.

* You'd better keep in the background,
Yorke,”' 1 said warningly. ‘' If Donnell spots
you, it'll ruin the wholc¢ thing. Hallo! Tho
other chaps are coming back now., - They’'ve
done their bit splendidly.”

‘“* All serenc!” grinned De Valerie, as he
came up with the others. ** Wc've been chip-
pin’ Donnell to death, but he’s got relict now,
He didn’'t look round once—"’ -

** But he’s looking round at present,’” inter.
rupted Pitt, grinning.

We all stared across thie Triangle. The
cxergeant, free of his persecutors, had turned
back to his ‘* sgquad.”” He also looked long
in the direction of the gymnasium, and was
apparently satisfied, for he went on with his
drill instruction.

‘“It's worked,” I grinned.
to sce the thing through? We may have to
wait half an hour in the s8now, but 1
| reckon it’ll be worth it. We can take up our
positions in the shrubbery, just against the
.gym_h

Nearly everybody was eager to witneas the
finish of the trick. Overcoats and mufRers
wcre fetched out, and tea was again for-
gotten. If the fellows had been compelled
to go out into the Triangle in that snow they
would have grumbled enormously. But when
it was a matter of a jape, it made all the
diflerence. ‘They were willing to suffer die-
camfort it there was any prospect of being
rewarded.

There werc about twelve of us altogether
who essayed to witness the sergeant’s discoin-
fiture. The other Removites preferred the
warmth and comfort of their owp studies,

“ Who's game
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Later on they wished that they had come out
with us.

We reached the shelter of the shrubbery
without incident, and casily took up our
positions at the edge of the trees, so that
we could look right out upon the dummy
figure. Our place of concealment was quite
sheltered from the wind, too, and the discom-
fort wasn't half so bad as we had anticipated.

“No talking, mind,”” I whispered. * And
it anything funny happens, don't laugh. At
'the first sound Donnell will suspect, and the
'whole of the game will be spoilt. We’'ve got
Yo wait patiently; but I don’t suppose the
sergeant will wait until the hour’s up.”

‘“I've been standing there for about twenty-
five minutes .already,’”” grinned Yorke. ‘1
say, I shall get into trouble for this after-
‘wards: but I don’t care! Clinton can’'t pos-
sibly upbold that beast in such a rotten piece
of brutality.”’

We spoke only in whigpers, and these soon
died down. The drill-instructor, we could sec,
‘was getting tired. The light was fading with
every moment, And a fresh bank of clouds
had caused the Triangle to become very
cloomy indeed, and the thickness was in-
creased by the heavy flurries of snow which
swept across the Triangle. We, however,
only received a few flakes . on the edge of the
wind.

Ten minutes later Donnell dismissed the
juniors—much to their relief. They scuttled
indoors quickly—although they had really
come to no harm. The sergeant had hcen
exercising them so strenuously tbat they were
Jprobably in a glow of warmth.

Donnell himself had been casting frequent
glances towards the gym. Yorke was still
standing there, and he was rather uncomfort-
ably still. There seemed to be something
unnatural about his attitude, and the ser-
geant realised, for the tirst time, that his
order had been unduly harsh.

His temper had subsided completely, and he
generously came to the conclusion that Yorke
had had sufficient punishment. Moreover, the
snowfall was now most chilling, and Donnell
wanted to get indoors to his own fire. He
‘began to see that his temper had led him into
cuffering discomfort on his own account.

He strode over towards the gym., and
halted ten or twelve teet from the motion
Jess figure. i

““ That's all right, Private Yorke,” he
growled. ** You can go indcors now.”

*“ Oh, my bhat!” murmured Handforth ex-
plosively.

“ Shurrup, you ass!’” ]

The still ficure made no reply—which
wasn't very surprising!

“‘Can't you hear me, boy?'"" snapped Don.-.
riell, moving closer. * You can go indoors,
The added, raising his voice. *‘‘ Don’'t stand
there like a durnmy!'’ ]

We nearly burst ourselves with suppressed
micrriment. It was extremely funny to hear
‘the bullying sergeant addressing an old,
stuffed guy, and expecting it to answer!
But, of course, the trick would soom be ex-
poscd nows
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“I'll make you smart for this!” growled
Donnell, striding forward.

The enowfall had increased, and he could
hardl,}' see ten feet ahead of him. And, to
our joy, the sergeant was still deceived
when he stood right close to Yorke's double.
The dimness and the snow made it zlinost
impossible for the drill-instructor to see the
true statec of affairs. Morcover. the snow
had collected on the ficure's shoulders and
chest and head until it was almost stothered.

“ What's the matter with you, Yorke?™
demanded Donnell anxiously.

We easily detected the change in his voice.
He was growing concerned now. That mass
of snow .on * Yorke’s' shoulders indicated
that the junior had not even troubled to
shake it off. And the statue-likc stillness of
the junior was most disconcerting. Being
quite positive that he was facing Yorke, it
was only natural that Donnell should not
suspect the truth.

‘““ Wake up, ccnfound you!' growled the
man huskily.

He took hold of the figure’s shoulder and
shook it. The next second he started back
with a gasp of horror. For Yorke had toppled
over- stifly, with the most horrible rigidity.
It was absolutely dcathlike.

**Good heavens!'’ gasped Donnell, panting
for breath. ,

He stared down at the figurc lying so close
to his feet. The legs, even, had not tallen
limply, but were stuck out as though frozén!
The sergeant was frightened out of his lite,
and he stood as though petrified.

‘“He's dead!”’” muttered the man hoarsely.
‘“ He's frozen to death!”

And the most amazing. thing of all was
that we, in our concealment, did not yell
with laughter. But we didn’t. The joke was
too rich to be spoilt so early. We waited,
nearly choking with suppressed merriment.

———

' CHAPTER I1IL

THE JOXE OF THE TERM.

ERGEANT DONNELL was horrified.

In that dreadful moment he iuily
believed that Roddy Yorke was dead—
frozen stiff! And it was he—Donnell--

who had given the lad the order which had
‘led to this ghastly tragedy!

The sergeant wouldn't have been 50 con-
cerned if he had seen into the clump of trees
so near to him. But we had no pity. This
lesson was well neceded, and it was panning
out far better than we had expected.

Donnell had sentenced Yorke to a heartlesa
punichment, and it was only right that the
man should be given a fright., He belicved
that the junior had frozen as he stood.
owing to the exposure and the rigid position.

The figure looked horribly still and distorted
as it lay there in the snow. Already it was
being covered by the rapidly falling flakes.
And Donnell, shivering with fright and

panic, stood close by, mot darimg to fmvesti-
| gate further,
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1 had ncver dreamed of this gorgeous de-
velopment; but it was only natural, after all.

The sergeant would have been willing to

swear on oath that Yorke had been standing
agamst the gym. ever since he received the
order. So how could there be any trickery?
The idea of a substitution never entered Don-
rell’s head. He had no possible reason for
guspecting such a thing. Therefore the
figure’s distorted rigidity suggested only one
thing—that Yorke was dead!

*“The young fool!” muttered the sergeant

hoarsely. ‘* Why didn't he move?”

Donnell upparently forgot that he had
given Yorke express orders not to move. But
was amazed that the junior should have

allowed himself to freeze to deatb as he
stood! 1If it had actually happened it would
have been amazing!

The sergeant’s wits secmed to return to
him, for he bent down, and then fell upon
one knee bezide the ** hody.” I was almost
rclieved, for I badly wanted to yell, The
exposure could only bhe a matter of seconds
now.

But amnother unexpected thing oceurred.

Before Donnell could touch the figure he
heard the sound of a cough behind him. He
turned, and saw somebody walking rapidly to-
wards the College House, his head down.

“ Clinton!”" mmrmured Reginald Pitt jov-
fully.

** There will he some fun, my g2ood triends,”
breathed Nicodemus Trotwood.

That curious Removite was almost next to
- me, and he was enjoying the scene immensely.
The arrival of the colonel himself was too
rich for words; hut for a moment we feared
that Clinton was going to pass by without
noticing Donnell’s bent figure. The sergeant
himeelf evidently meant to say nothing.

But Colonel Clinton suddenly halted.

. " Who's that?” he demanded sharply.

The sergeant scrambled hastily to his feet.

“It’s me, sir,”” he gasped, in an unsteady
voice.

“What on carfly are you doing there,
Donuell?”” spapped the colonel.  * (Cowmne iIn-
doors at once——"’

'* Something—something's
said Donnell hoarsely.

*“Eh? What are you talking about, man?”

Clinton walked nearer, peering through the
gloom. We could just sec him, and the
thought that he, too, was to be japed was =
delight to us, We held oureselves in check,
nearly weeping with mirth.

‘“ What’s the meaning of this, sergeant?”
went on the Housemaster sharply. ** I have
no intcntion of standing out here in the
snow——  (Good gracious! What--what is
that lying in the snow there?” |

Scrgeant Donnell gulped.

** It’s—it’'s Yorke, sir!”
fully.

** Yorke!” rcared the colbné. .

** Yes, sir—Yorke, of the Remove—"'

““ You fool!" .shouted Clinton. *‘ What i3
the boy doing on the

happened, sir!’

he panted {ear-

|

#

fortupate boy into the College Hcusze.

-V i3 { eome from the atilt fighret 1t was a noar-
ground? Has he been r'a"low, awfulsounding’ moan! - Thé' grin ‘on
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Donnell! You are as white as o sheet, man!
Pull yoursell together.”” . _

The colonel moved forward a pace or two.

‘* Yorke!” he rapped out. ‘' Get up, you
young idiot! You'll catch your death of
cold lying there! Do you hear me, Yorke?”

Roddy Yorke, next to me, had the greatest
difficulty in smothering the gasp of laughter
which insisted upon -being released.. But -he
mapaged to keep quiet, cxcept for a little
gurgling sound, which was unheard by the
two men, owing to the high whistle of the
wind. -

“ The boy doesn't answer!” exclaimed the
colonel, in a startled voice. *‘° Good heavens!
What have you done to him, Donnell?’’

‘** Nun—nothing, sir!”’ gasped the sergeant.

“Don’t tell lies, confound you!'' shouted
Clinton, in alarm. * The bhoy is incapable of
speaking, apparently. You have heen knock-
ing him about, Donnell!. I have warned you
against hitting the boys " |

‘* I—I didn’t touch him, sir!"”" interrupted
Donnell truthfully. ** There’ll be terrible
trouble over this, sir! When Dr. Stafford
learns that Yorke is dead "

Colonc! Clinton started.

** Dead!” he echoed, aghast. ‘' Dead!”

““I'm sure the hoy’'s dead, sir,” said Doa-
nell, shivering. ‘' He's—he’s stiff! When I
shook him hc fell over—rigid and still! Look
at his legs, sir! They’re frozen——'" '

““This is terrible, Donnell—terrible:” ex-
claimed the colonel. " ** We must take the boy
indoors at once. How did hc meet with this
awful catastrophe? 1 presume some of the
other jupiors set upon him for some reason?”’

‘““ No, ¢ir,” gasped the sergeant. *‘° He—he
was standing against the wall. He—lie threw
a snowbail at me, and [—1I punished him— "

‘* What?” shouted the colonel. ¢ Then you
are responsible for this tragedy, Donnell?
You told me a moment ago that you did
not touch him! Whuat do you mean by telling
such falsehoode——"’

“It’s true, sir—I didn't touch him!”
panted the drill-instructor. ‘1 just told him
to stand by that wall for a few minutes until
I dismissed some boys I was drilling. 1-—1
forgot him, and he must have collapzed!”

This version was a novel one, and Don-
nell could only have voiced it in a panic, for
a dozen fellows could explain the actual
truth. Both Colone! Clinton and the ser-
gecant were thoroughly startled, hut the latter
was mortally scared in addilicn.

It wasn't my fault, -sir,”’ he muttered
hoarsely. *‘i1—I1 didn't think—-""

The colonel cut him short. |

“1 will. talk to you of this affair later,
Donnell,” he said, ‘‘ We must get the rﬁu.
The

BEANEY

doctor must be ietched immediately.
foolish to assume that Yorke is dead.”
‘“ But le's stiff,” sir—"" | S
‘“ Nonsense! You are in’ @ panio!’ snapped
Clinton. ‘‘ Hélp meé to——" '° o
The colonel, pgiused abrlj-pﬂ}‘.

A7 sound had
It was a moan:—

hurt? Don't stand there mouthing "&t me, | my face vanished, and I looked at ray chums
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1o o startled way. They, too, were no longer
grinning.

“* Did--did you hear anything?’ Dbreathed
andforth faintly.

‘“ It must have been fancy,”” I muttered.
‘““But I'm sure I heard—— (reat Scott!”

A second moan had sounded; this time
much stronger. And, without a shadow ol
doubt, it came from the dummy figurc!

‘““ Begad!'’' murmured Sir Montie blankly.

Tommy Watson and Pitt and the others
were equally as startled. What on earth
was happening? The dummy—the stuffed
* guy "—was moaning! I pulled myself to-
gether with an effort, and grabbed Yorke’s
arm. The College House junior was simply
amazed by this unexpected event.

“It must be the wind!” I said softiy.
‘“Don’t look scared, you ass!'"

“ But—but——"" |

Yorke was interrupted. The moan was
repeated; but this timec it was more of .a
shuddering cry. And Donnell uttered a
vreat gasp of relief.

Colonel Clinton bent forward quickly.

“Pull yourself together, Yorke,” he
grufHy.

“I—I'm dying, sir!”’ groaned the dummy.
“I'm sinking fast!”

Yorke clutched at my arm feverishly. The
voice was his—the voice which had c¢cme
from the guy! It had spoken—that inani-
mate collection of straw and rags and old
rubbish had spoken! I thought I was going
dotty for the moment.

** Did you hear it?”’ muttered Tommy Wat-
son nervously. ‘

“It's amazing!" I breathed.
understand—— Listen!”’

We all remained perfectly still.

‘““It wae Donncll's fault, sir,’”' said the
dummy. * He made me stand still here. I'm
dying, Colonel Clinton—and the sergcant will
be my murderer!”

““ It was your own fault, you young fool:”
panted Donnell hoarsely.

‘' Be silent!’" snapped the colonel.
Yorke, you must let us lif.b you—-""

“It's no good, sir,"” interrupted the dummy
faintly. *“I'm nearly at my last gasp. Pleasc
let me die here. I shall soon be nothing but
a mass of rags and rubbish—you'll find that
out soon, sir. My legs feel like atraw, and
I believe that's what they're made of, too!
My face seems to be a mask—"

‘““The boy's light-headed!'’ said the colonel
sharply.

‘“ Don't be silly!” went on Yorke's double.
“I've got more sense than you have, you
old duffer!”

‘“ What?”" gasped the colonel. .

“ It was your fault, really, for bringing this
bullying hooligan to 8t. Frank’s,” esaid the
dummy indignantly, his voice much stronger.
‘“ He's a disgrace to the school—and so are
you! All this military rot—-""

“ Yorke!" thundered the colonel. *‘I sus-
pect that you have bheen playing a trick en
me! How—how dare you? Get up at once,
you young rascal! Get up at once, or I will
canc you—-""

saud

1T can't

“Well,

l
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““More  brucality,” sncered the dummy
“But yon can't cane me, you harsh ol

rotter! If you do my stuffing will fall oat!
Besides, I'm dead now. Why don't you have
a proper look at me, instead of standing there
like a lunatic?” “

The colonel uttered a furious c¢jaculation.
Watson and Yorke and the other chaps were
spclibound.  What did this amazing thing
mean? If we had only known, we should
have been. more amused than ever. The
‘““guy " was cheeking Clinton in thc most
daring manner.

‘““There's only one explanation,” I whis.
pered. *“*Onc of the other fellows—perhapa
Christine himself—is just Lehind there. hidden
'by the snow. From here it sounds exactly aa
it the figure’s talking. [t's a ripping wheeze,
anyhow. Won't the colonel get a shock in a
minute !”’

** Begad!
breathed
mean,

I expect you're right, old boy,”
Montu.-——‘_‘ about Christino. |
There's nothin’ clge to account for

.it!-n

All the others agreed that my guess must
be the truth; and they were relieved. And
the intense humour of the situation was
then apparent. Colonel Clinton was talking
to this dummy—and the dummy was cheek-
ing him! The whole school would yell over
the affair when the news got about.

““Christy’'s an ass!”’ breathed Yorke.
it's a stunning jape!"

The Housemaster stood over the still fignre,

“*Get up at once, Yorke!” he comwanded
harshly. * This disgraceful scene has goue
on long enough. [ know well enough that
you have been shamming, and ycu shall be
heavily punished for your insoleoce!”

“ Rats!” said the figure.

* You young ruffian!"® roared the colonel.
‘““ Here, Donnell, scize the boy and drag him
to his feet. I have had emough co¢f this
farce!”

The sergeant groped forward in the dark-
ness and grasped the figure's head.

*Come on up, you checky young
mint:!"”’ he growled fiercely. ‘' You'll know
bhetter than to play tricks— Grreat
thunder! His—his head’s come off, sir!”

* Good heavens!'’ gasped Clinton faintly.

This was really too much for us; we
couldn’t possibly keep ourselves in check a
sccond longer.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!l”

The laugh roared out irom a dozen throats.
It was a continuous yell, and at the same
time we dodged away into the centre of the
‘Triangle» Colonel Clinton twirled round,
amazed and startled. And Donnell gave a
furious roar. |

“It's straw, sir!"" he bellowed.
dummy! Yorke isn't here at all!”

‘“* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Mind it docsn’t bite you!'' yelled Hand-
forth.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor old Yorke's- dead. sergeant!’
shouted Pitte ‘ Youw'll be hanged for the
hortid murder! Do you want us to fetch . a
policeman?"’ >

put

var-

*“It’'s a
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** You young demons!” howled the sergeant
frantically.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"’

** Come here--come here at once!” thun-
dered Colonel Clinton. ‘' Upon my soul! You
shall suffer for this, you imngudent puppies—
Do you hear me, hoys?’’

We heard bim right enough; but we didn’t
heed. We thought it far safer to get into
the Ancient House. After all, the jape had
been against Donnell, and it was the colonel’s
own fault that he had been diddied tvo.

He apparently realised this, for he turned

upen the sergeant fiercely.

** You fool!” he snarled. ‘I have a mind
to knock you down, Donnell!”

** -1 dida’t know, sir—'"

** That's enough!’’ snapped Clinton. *‘ Per-
haps you are content. now that you bave
made me the laughing-stock of the whole
~chool! Get indoors, you blockhead—"

**But the boy—the figure—talked to us,
sir!” gasped Donnell. -

‘** Nonsense! It was one of those infernal
Arcient House brats!” said the colonel
angrily. ¢ They shall suffer for this, or 1
will know the reason why! Mr. Lee shall he
compelled to inflict the heaviest punish-
wment!"”’ '

(:linton stalked away, [n a fine fury, leav-
ing Ponnell to follow. Within ten minutes
the story was all over the school, and both
Houses were chuckling and yelling and shout-
inz. It was the joke of the term.

Yorke had sneaked away into the College
House, and a crowd of Monks was soon co!-
lected in the lobby. Colonel Clinton made
no attempt to clear it. The very sight of
him was enouch to cause a fresh yell of
jaughter. He though? it wise to lie low for
a while. .

The cream o the joke, of course, was that
the dummy had t#flked. But for that fact
it wouldn’t have becen half so rich. Who was
_responsible? Who had made the figure talk?

Christine, we found, knew, nothing. Every
College House junier, in fact, with the excep-
tton of Yorke bimself, had been indoors at
the time of the incident. And tue same
applicd to the Ancient House fellows,

It seemad that the only juniors to be out
were the boys who had been with me. And
we hadn’'t caused the dummy to speak. It
was quite a mystery—until I received an
inkling of the truth.

Having questioped Christine and Co. in
vain, I returned to the Ancient House, and
found several fellows in the lobby, %ollccted
Tound the hot-water radiators.

“Jt's jolly queer,”” 1 said thoughtiully.
** Nnbody seems to know who made that
dummy talk. But somebody must have been
there—a chap with plenty of nerve, too. Yet
be hasn’t come forward, and we're &till
puzzling—— What the dickens are you grin-
ning at, Corny?'’

Cornetius Trotwood, the deaf twin-brother
o! Nicodemus, was smilig Werénely to him-
self. oThe twins were standing by them-
selves, and had been talking together. The

|

|

\
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two juniors werc ahsolutely alike, in face,
figure, and dress.

** What are you grinning at?"' I repeatcd.

““ Are you addressing mc, my dcar Nipper?”’
asked Cormelius mildly. \

“Yes, I am,” I saud. ** What's the joke?”
i Cornelius smilingly shook his shock of saudy
11air.,.

‘“ Really, I must decline—="'

Y} Ehc{!’ .

“1 must decline to give my dear brother a
poke—"’

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

** You silly ass!'" I shouted.
anything about a poke! 1 asked you what
the jok¢ was. Why were you grinning?’’

““I have been told so beifore?’’ beamed
Cornetlius.

“You have been told what?'' I yelled.

““ Why, that my ways are winning—"’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““Your ways are enough to turn a chap's
hair grey !’ 1 snorted. **I want to know why
you were smiling all over your face just
now,” I added, with my.mouth to his car.
““Can you hear that?”

‘“ My dear Nipper, I am really only slightly
deaf,”” protested Cornelius. ‘“ You wish to
koow why I was smiling? 1 was mcrely
amused at the thought which entered my

1 didn't say

head. My dear brother, Nicodemus, has
evidently been displaying his remarkable
powers—"’ -

* Pray remain silent, my good Cornelius!”
interjected Nicodemus hurriedly.

‘ Since you wigh it, my dcar brother, I will
refrain from further conversation,’’ said the
other twin, blinking amiably. *‘I am always
obliging, 1 hope.” '

‘“ Like a couple of freaks In a side-show,
ain't they?’’ garinned Handforth.

1 stared at Nicodemus thoughtfully.

‘“You've bcen displayinﬁ your remarkable
powers, have you?”’ I asked. *'1 know you've
«nt a wonderful memory, bu$ that doesu't
apply in this case. A mcmory wouldn t make
a stuffed dummy speak—— QGreat Scott! Did
you do the trick, Nicodemus? Did you make
that figure talk?™ I ardded quickly,

Nicodemus Trotwood eighed.

‘““You have allowed the cat to eseape from
the bag, my good Cornclius,” he said re-
proachfully. ‘I am a truthful hoy, 1 believe,
1 cannot tell vou a falsehood, Nipper. |
must confess that I was guilty of the little

joke.”
Everyvhody stared at thc twirs.
‘“ Oh. rot!”’ said Handiorth. * How could

his ass make the fizure talk? We were all
tosether, and Nicodemus didn’t leave ne——""
‘““ But he might have thrown his voice,” 1

said. “*My hat! Nicodemps must be &
giddy ventriloquist! It's the only cxplana-
tion!” -

(X “’hat!l!

““ That fathcad a ventriloquist!’’
= Oh, rot!” SR
** Nevertheless, it is the' truth; my doar
schoolfellows,' haid ‘Nicodelus modestly, ** 1
tiuet you uare -not displeased with me? 1
thonght the ‘ificident '\1-?1g!ld “he  somrwhat
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nmusing. and the colonel deserved the alight
iweture I delivered, did he not? A few home-
Iruths are always acceptablc—although the
colonel did not seem to apprcciate them, |
v afraid.”’

‘“ Well, you're a wonder!" I said frankly.

I remembered how * Yorke ' had apoken
to  Clinton. Nicodemus had completely
dropped his elaborate style of conversation,
ind had mimiocked Yorke amazingly well,
A side of hi3 character was revealed which
Lhaod never before been esuspected.

‘“ He's pulling our leg!"” said Handforth
srufily. * He can’t throw his silly voice!’”’

‘““Of course he can't!”’ said McClure:

And what about the voice? It was Yorke
who spoke—Yorke to a T. This 2ss couldn’t
uave imdtated Yorke’s voice like that?'

‘“ You dry up, you disbelieving fathead!"
1 Handforth.

“ Eh‘?" gasped McClure. * Why, you just
soid—!

IHandforth's eyes goggled.

‘““I—1 didn't speak at all!" he exclaimed
blankly., * That—thet wasn’t my voice, you
cha 8—

‘* Oh, don't be a sillier idiot than you ran
help, Hand]." McClure seemed to say, ** We
all know you‘re off. your rocker—

Handforth turned red.

AT

“What!" he shouted. * Why, I'l-I'll
punch your nose for that!'’
Smack!

McClure went down on hia back, and he
scrambled u,]) dazedly, although he wasn’t
particularly hurt.

"But—bhut 1 didn’y s&peak at all!” he
panted. ** I didn't call you an idiot, Handy!"

‘“Ha, ha, bat"”

Everybody in the lobby chuckled.

‘‘ Splendid !’ I aaid, grinning. ** Nico-
demus, you're an absolute marvel. You imi-
tated Handfort.hs beautiful baritone won.

derfully

“En?' said Handforth.

‘ Your voice is like
Handy.”

1 stared wonderingly. The voice was minc
to perfection, but 1 hadn’'t uttered a sound.
And the words appeared to come from my
lips, too! Handforth turned on me as the
fellows chucklied afresh, but I held up my

hand.

‘*“It's only Nicodemus,’”' I explained. ‘' Yon
uldn’t believe him, Handy, and &0 he's

&mng us a practical demonstrut-lon It was

rotwood who made McClure call you an
idiot, and it was Trotwood who just made me
compare your voice to a steam- Imoter The
comparison wasn't far wrong—"'

* Ha, ha, ha!"

" What the dickens are you jawing ahout?”
ronred Handforth.

Nicodemus Trotwood heamed.

* 1 must apologise, my good srhoolfcllovs,”

a steam-hooter,

e sal ildly. * Nipper is quite corract. It
was indted I who caused thie little confusion
of voices. But my word was doubted. and 1|

deemed it necessary to show you that I am
pot a bov who tella falschonds.”’

|

‘ton?"" demanded Handforth.

It

Handforth wasn't convinced even yet.

“Oh, It's teoo thick!” he sald. 1 doa’t
believo——"'

** Handforth!' 3snapped A voice from tho
Tear.

“ Yes, sir!” gaaped Handforth, turning,

There waea nobody there, and Edward

Osawald starcd.

““Wasn't that Mr.
almost fearfully.

** No, my gm)d friend, it was [,”" amited
Nicodemus. ‘It was intended to further
convince you. Have I succeeded? Do you
helieve that I am poesessed of certain ven-
triloquial powers?”

Handforth gave a roar.

Crowell?”” he aaked,

**(ircat pip!"" he shouted, rushing at
Nicodemuse and grabbing his hand. 't
should think you have convinced me! Nicky,

old son, you're a wonder! [ could have swofo
that was old Crowell!”’

It was like Handforth to make prompt
amends. He apologised for his dishclief} ho
wrung Nicodemus’s hand: he called " for
cheers. But Nicodemus was quite unmoved,
and smiled as serenely as ever.

* It givee me pleasure to know that T have
earned the approval of my Form com.
panions,”’ he said mildly. ‘ But would it aot
he wise to say as little as possible with regard
to my voice-throwing powers? 1 am no
coward, and I do not fear the wrath of the
insufferable Colonel Clinton, but-—-'"

“ What's it got to do with Colonel “Clin
“T'm going to
jet the whole House know about this.”’

I shook my head.

** Better not be rash, Handy,”' [ remarked.
**Clinton doesn’'t know a thing nmow; bup
if Trotwoods ventriloquism s talked about
too *much, -the colonel will scom understand
how that dummy cheeked lim—-and then
Trotty will get it in the peck.”’

‘* Begad! You're right, old boy,"
Montie ‘‘ Better say nothin'.”

The other fellows were in agreemcent, and
we decided to keep the secret to ourselves.
But Nicodemus soared high In the estimation
of those juniors who knew the truth. He
wasn't such an ass as he looked! In fact
Nicodemus was quite a unique character, and
his wits were welt about him.

Meanwhile, Christine and Co. were eele-
brating the victory. For they reckoned that
hoth Colonel (linton and Donnell had been
‘* diddled ' bcautifully. The whole (ollege
House was chuckling over the farcical atfair.

The idea of Colonel Clinton and Hergeam
Dounell talking to a stuffed dummy in the ic-
Triangle, and thinking that it was Yorke,
struck the fellows as being a seream, Ard
the sergeant’s fenr that Yorke had been dcod!
was simply gorgeous.

The Remove in particular was delightad
until Donnell appeared in the common-reon
He °‘was greetod with a subdued yell of
laughter, and this had the effect of enracin:
him even morc--tor he bad beer in & temp ¢
upon entering.

“ I give you senie extea drillimg for this ™
he said viciously. "1 there's any maor:
lnvghing "1 take whole erowd ol vou

said

the
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out in the Triangle now—this minute! Under-
stand, you young cubs?*’

The ‘Removites did understand, and they
shbsided.

‘* Where's Yorke?”” went on Donnell griinly.
“Clear out of the way, Private Christine!
It's no good trying to hide—"'

“I'm pot trying to hide him,” snapped
Christine, who had been standing in front of
Yorke. “** What do you want him for? He’'s
done nothing——"'

** You hold your tongue!'’ shouted the ser
eant, striding forward and grasping the un.
ortunate Yorke. *‘* Now then, you brat, I'm

going to make you smaet for that trick in
the Triangle!” ’

'*1 didn't do anything, you bully!' .panted
Yorke, struggling.

““It was those Ancient House fellows!”
roared Talmadge. * They worked .that trick
on you, scrceant—and jolly rich it was, too!
Yorke wasn't to hlame—-"'

** That's enough!” thundered Donnell vio-
lently. °* This boy was a party to the dis-
gracefal scene—and be's going to suffer!’”

** 1 suppose you're going to take me to the
colonel?'” asked Yorke fiercely.

*No. I'm not-—I'm going to punish you
here, in front of all, your fellow-brats!”
snapped the cergecant. ** You're going to he
given a lesson, my fine joker! Put your
hands above your head, to begin with.”

Donnell was gloating over his victim. The
man Jooked coarse and brutal, and his little
eyes were glittering  viciously and  vindic-
tively. The Removites looked on, with
JTOWIRg anger.

Yorke put his hands up, as ordered. The
Housemaster had givén Donnell full poyers
to inflict punishment, and any disobhedience
was auv once reportea to the ecolonel. And
then frouble folowed—bad trouble. It was
far easier to submit to Donnell’s pett
tyranny. -

** Now then,” sald the sergeant, grinmning.
*“ Take that, to begin with!"”

Me slapped Yorke's face. The blow was so
forcible that the junior reeled, and nearly
fell, His left cheek plainly showed the
marks of Donnell’s huge fingers. There was
a1 mutter of anger from the fellows, but
nobody moved.

'* You—~you brute!’” gasped Yorke. .

"* No back answers!”’ snarled the sergeant.
'* Stand at attention, you cub! D'ye hear
me? And don't glare at me——"'

Yorke wasn’'t glaring, and his position was
one of rigid attention. But the sergeant pre-
tended otherwise. And he suddenly lunged
fcrward, boxed Yorke’s ears, and bit bhim
hrutally in thc face. The junior staggercd
and fell.

"* Shame!"’

Donnell twirled round, scowling.

2* Who said that?’’ he roared.

1 did, for one!"" shouted Bob Christine
furiously. ‘ You rotten bully! If you don’t
Jeave that chap alone 1'll knock you down!”
~ The sergeant simply stared., Jor a mere
junior to threaten to knock him down was
staggering, quite apart from the insubordina-
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tion of the threat.

as big as Christine. ‘
“Don't bec an ass, Cbhristy!" muttered

Yorke- uncasily, scrambling up. .

Doanell’'s eyea were glittering evilly. He:
swung his fist round, and his knuckles caught
Yorke full on the ear.

**You hold your lip!"” thundered the sers
geant. - ‘

Yorke crashed over, for the blow had been a
powerful one. And a roar arose, and Chrls-
tine dashed forward, all caution thrown to
the winds. The exhibition of, bullying had
aroused the Remove skipper to a pitch of
ntter recklessmess.

‘* You rotten cad!" he shouted thickly.

Crash!

Christine’'s fist hammereéd forecibly upon,
Sergeant Doanell’s nase, gnd a gasp of horror-
went up from the juniors. Donnell was taken
utterly by surprise. He staggered back,
tripped, and fell with a thud which shook tha
whole common-room!

Donnell was three timcs

Eere—

CHAPTER 1V,
FOR THE SAKE OF HIS CHUM,

ONSTERNATION rcigned in the College
House junior common-room.
Bobh Christine’'s impulsive act had
taken everybody by surprise: he was
rather staggered himself. But Bob was in
grim carnest, and the other Removites knew
it. They had becen growing more and more
‘“fed up ’ with the sergeant’a brutality, and
this incident had brought matters to a head.
The fat was in the fire now with a ven-
geance!
‘““Oh, you—you silly
{fearfully.

He wasn't ungrateful, but he was anxioys
for his chum. Christine would be punisbed
with the utmost severity for this outbreak.
He had threatened to knock Donnell down—
and that was amazing! He had actually
kuocked the man down-—and that, as-all the
jt:;;]i?rs agreed, was fifty times more amazing
still!

‘** Scoot,
urgently.

But Christine held his: ground, pale with
emotion. The sergeant rose to his feet slowly.
and his coarze face was hrick-red with fury
and astonishment combined. He suddenly
hurled himself forward.

‘“ You young whelp!” he panted harshly.

But Christine had his eyes open. He knew
that Donnell would attack him, and he was
prepared. As the sergecant attempted to
grasp him he twisted away and dodged to
the side. _

“Don’'t interfere, you cnaps!’ he shouted.
‘* This i3 my affair. I'm not going to let
this brute knock me about.”

‘“Good man!”

** Give him another punch, Christy!"

Donnell nearly choked.

‘“ You’ll be reported for this!'’ he sunaried.
“You’'ll be flogged and committed to cells!

ass!” gasped Yorke

old man!’ muttered Talmadge
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7. Quaking with fear, the fag saluted.

2. Yorke, turnln? blue with cold, stood at attention Iin the snow. Could he
possibly last out an hour ?

9. *Dead ?'" echoed Colonel Clinton, bending over the snow-covered figure.
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But I'm going to take It out of you first, you
little demon!  Stand still, hang you! D’'ye
hear me- otand still!”’

“‘Thanks, 1'd rather not!”
calmliy.

He knew a8 well as anybady that Colonel
Clinton would bo__lnfo!pwd_ql the affair; that.'
was inevitable. But Chrnistine aaw NoO reason
why he shoald tamely submit to being
knocked about by this bully.

Donncll, however, had lost his temper com-
pletely. He dropped all attempts to catch
the junlor, but lunged out at him. One huge
fist caught Christine on the shoulder, and he
rceled hack, his faco distorted with pain.

* You—you awful brit ~1" he muttered.

Then the (ollege House juniors were the
witneases of an amazing spcctacle. Sergeant
Doancll, the drill-instructor, was beiog

tacked by a Removite! This was actually
the case. Christine did not wait for further
blows. He lost all caution, and just eailed in.

The othcr fellows quh:‘ly formed a ring,
and they were dumb with excitement and
conaternation. The sergeant was fighting
furiously, with the fixed intention of flooring
this cheeky jJunior within the first minute,

But, somchow, Christine wasn't floored.

Donnell's heavy blows were sufficlent to
knock the junior out of time—just one lunge.
But Christinc waa like a tive wire; he dodged
about so nimbly that the sergeant’s thrusts
mercly heat the alr. The Removite, on the
other hand, got in several bodf blows, and

y.

said Christinc P

those Infuriated Donncll intense

The Aght was a mad one, of course. If
anybody bad suggested it to Christine an hour
earlier he would have lnuqhed with derision.
But now it was happening! A boy against a
heavy man!

Yet Christine had many advantages over his

t. Donnell was big and heavy, he
was (0 bad condition, and really the last man
in the world to appoint as drill-instructor.
His drinklnr habits did not tend to improve
his physica wers, and he wasn’t in any
ecnse Nt. oreover, he was clumsy and
lumbering, and no mateh for the junlor when
it carme to dodging blows.

Chirlstine, although a boy, was streng,
hoaithy, and fearlesa. Re was the champion
junior boxer of the Collcge House, and he
was capable of delivering hard, powcrful
blows. 8o, on the whole, he stood a chance.

A?ln and again the sergeant attempted to
fiuish the fight. But his nimbie opponcnt
was too quick for him every time. And very
soin, while Christine was still fresh, Donnell
was scriously short of wind. He pufled
Iaboriouely, and his temper became morc vile.

*“You young dog!” he anarled hoarzely.
“1'll halt kill you for-— Uigh-h-h!"

Chirlstine's fist had landed squarely upon
Donncil’'s mouth, and the man reevled back-
wards, Lis grecat hands beating the alr use-
lesaly.

* o it, Clirlaty U shirieked srvernl voicos,

** Follow it up--follow it yp'!”’

* Oh, good man!"

“ Now's your chance'"

VY . LR &
Christine was pot 1a need of these
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encouragements. e was alrcady following
up his advantage. Blow after blow rained
upon the sergeant’s faco snd chest. The man
roared furiously, and he swore, too.

‘“ Blackguard ! roared the juniors angrily.

:' Slosig !his rotten mouth, Chrietine!”

[ 0 L4

** You'll win, old man!”

Bob Christinc was by no means surc ol win.
ning, but he meant to have a ;iood tey. And
he did not make the mistake of thinking that
Donnell was beaten yet. The sergeant wae
only momentarily at a loss. .

There was a pause, for Christinc himsell
was rather breathlees, and he drew back.
Donnell wiped bis mouth with the back ot
l.is hand, and stood there, paoting and glar-
ing with malevolent fury. -

** You'll be lucky if you're not kicked out
of thc school for this, you little imp!"” he
gasped husklily. ‘* The colonel will have
something to say to you later on, but 1I'm
going to teach you a lesson first!"’

“You're welcome to try!’” said Cbhristine
grimly. v

l;l By "thnndcr!"
‘**Why not do it?"’ yelled Talmadge.
“Yah! Coward!”

‘* Beaten by a schoolboy!”

* Rotter!’

These taunts, thoughtlessly uttered, did
not do Christine any good, for they infuriated
the sergeant cven more. And bis fury was
largely occasioned by the realisation that his
authority had coml).et-ely gone—for the time
being, at all events. A prompt jesson ad-
minietered to Christine would renew Don-
nell’s prestige. It was impossible for the
affair to finish as it now stood. Donnell
would never be able to hold up his head
again unless he obtained the mas ry

** Arc you going to come with me quietiy?”
he exciaimed, his voice quivering with rage.
‘“I'm going to take you to the colonel—'

‘*So you admit you're beaten?’’ jeered
Clapson.

The scrgeant did not regly verbally. He
simply hurled himsell at Chrigtine with all
hia strength, and shouts of alarmm went up.
1f Bob had been caught ho would bhave beca
mercilessly handled on the spot.

But Christine squirmed out of the way like
an eel, and Donnell blundered into scveral
juniors and sent them flying.

grated Donncll.

“On him!"” gasped Yorke, ‘' Let’'s chuck
Lhim out!”
‘“* Rats!"’ ashouted Christinc. *‘ This is my

affaie!”

A second later the amazing fight was coe-
tinued. And in this second bLout the sce-
geant found that hie Was even more
dificult than before. Chriatine was never in
the same place for a sccond at a time. But,
for all that, Donnell managed to get in two
ot three half-blows. Christine was just too
,}at.e to avoid them, but he escaped their full
orcc.

One punch had caught him upon the nose,
and- that bruized memhor was hlécding
slightly. And Christine himself war almotb
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ceriain that he would be beaten in the cnd.
'There could bDe no other result. Donnell
would deliver a knock-out sooner or later—
that seecmed Inevitable.

The Removite was becoming fagged aflter
the gruelling ordeal, and he knew that a
finish of some sort must soon come.

“Dont let him -whack you, old man!'!”
Liissed Yorke anxiously.

** Qo it, Christine!”

This time the shouts wecre encouraging,
and Bob redoubled bls efforts. He suddenly
assumed the offenasive, and got in a whirl-
wind of blows, utterly reckless of his own
sifety. '

Scrgeant Dopnell was not prepared for the
al.rupt onelaught, and he was forced to give
ground. In a flash Christine seized the open-
ing. and his fists thudded upon Donneli’s
face as rapidly as he could deliver the blows.

The man staggered back, gasping and snarl-
ing. Thzn he lost his balance and fell head-
long. :

** Hurrah!"’

** Hc¢'s whacked—he's beaten!”

" Good old Christine!”

“ Oh, well fought!”

The juniors were wild with excitement, and
they made no attempt to moderate their
tones. And It certainly seemed as though
Donnell was ** whacked.”” He lay upon the
fli.or, panting heavily, his coaree face already
showing signs of the punishment which Chris-
tine had administered, :

It was an astounding victory, and Christine
himsclf was the most surprised fellow in the
common-room. He had beaten the drill-
ipstructor in a bare-fist ecrap! It was some-

thing to be proud of jindeed! At that
moment Bob Christine was a hero in the
eyes of his Form-mates. :

** You're a wonder, Christy!'’ said Yorke
breathlessly.

Bob Christine laughead.

** Better not vhout toe =oon!"” he said,

‘“ There's going to be a

[ B)

breathing rapidly.
lot of trouble over this, my sons——

‘““ Let's revolt!’ shouted somchody ex-
citedly. ’

** Chuck this bully outside!”

** Cave!” hissed Yorke abruptly. _

The juniors were so excited that they did
not. realise what this scene exactly meant,
and they were jnclined to talk lightly of re-
volting. The defcat of the sergeant was the
cause of this.

‘But now the door had euddenly opened,
and Colonel Clinton himscif strode into the
COMMOn-room. There was a black irown
upon his brow, and he paused as soon as he
got into the apartment and glared round
him.

''lrere was an immediate hush. .

““ What is the meaning of this disgracchul
nnise?’’ <kemanded the colonel angrily, screw-
ing his cyeglass firmly into his eye and sweep-
g his gaze over Lhe entire room. *‘ How
dare voa wmake this:i disturbance— (aod
gracious me!’’

'The cotonel pavnsed; and bis tone was one
of sheer amazemept. He. ..-had snddebly
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caught =ight of Scrgeant Donneil, for the
latter was now eitting up, and his face bore
ample evidence of what had been occurring.

Clinton was almost speechless with fury.

‘80 you have had the utter audacity to
assault Sergeant Donnell?”” he exclaimed at
last. ** This gross act of insubordination sha!l
be punished in a manner which you will long
remember! By gad! Do you call yourselves
young gentlemen, to set upon a4 man in sach
numbers?’’

** Nobody's touchod ¢ except me,
sir,” said ! - quiet

‘*“Eh?” **Don’t talk
like a 1o |1 _ obvious that
Sergeant  Don has b assaulted by

! of you—’

*“ e hasn’'t, - Christine.
** The  other | . on. The
gergeant was hit of the
in a cowardly, . way, and | interfered.

I knocked him down.”

**You—you knocked——'"' Colonel Clinton
paused, amazed. ‘‘ What have you to say
about this, Donnell?”” he went «a harshly.
** Pull yourself together, man, and tell me
the absolute truth.”

The sergeant saluted.

‘*“I came here to fetch Private Yorke, sir,
as you instructed me,’’ he said stifly. ' The
boy resisted, and I thought it necessary tc
givestfm some punishment——"'

** Quite right, Donnell .
"‘,Tlle rotter was knocking
sir!” "

** He's a brutal bully, sir!”

'* Silence!” thundered the
not dare to interrupt
rebels! Now, sergeant!’

‘“ While I was punish Y
q‘t'mc: attacked mme from .'
the seffgeant defiantly. | re |
he bhad punched me several

of ¢he head, and 1 fell.

blows upon my face as I
That’s all, sir,””

(X | Oh!l’

‘* You—you liar!”

Yorke about,

** Every boy in this gn to bed
without supper!’’ raved furiously.
‘* Now, Christine, what to say tu
the sergeant’s charge?”

** Nothing, eir—ex it's a lie!”

replied Christine h
** You infernal youug

colonel. . ** You darc

accusge your drill lying?”

‘* Donnell didn't tell you truth, sir,”
replied Bob. “I didn't attack bim from
behind, but simply resisted his efforts to hit
me. It grew into a fAght, sir—and I floored
him fairly.”

** You have made your case infinitely worse
by attempting such a palpable falsehaod!™
said the Housemaster angrily. ** You must
he mad, bhoy, to think that [ would eredit
such a preposterous story! You. a mhere boy, -
knocking dowu Sergeant Dama¢tll I you
dare to say another word—" "
" '{llb’s the troth, sir!” interrupted Christine
otly. _ h 4

snapped the
there and
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“Bnough! Come with mc!” snapped Clin.
ton.

Christine was left no choice, for the colonel
prasped his collar and practically hauled him
out of the common-room. The sergcant had
taken the precaution to go out in advance,
for he had no wish to remain m the common-
room with the Removites after the delibe-
ratc lie he had told. The juniors, in their
present state of excitement, werc quite cap-
able of violence towards their drill-instructor,

Everyhody knew that Christine’'s punish-
ment would be severe. [t was generally con-
cluded that he would be soundly flogged, and
perhaps conflned to barracks for a week—-as

the freak Housemaster would probably put it.

But when supper-time came and there
was no sign of Christine, the juniors began
to get anxious. What had happcned to him?
Somehow or other, the Remove knew that
their leader had met with greater disaster
than they had anticipated.

Bedttme arrived, and still Christine was
absent. The Remove was marghalied up to
the dormitory by *‘ Major’ Grayson and
**Captain '’ Shaw, and the two Fifth-Formers
were looking very pleased over something.
‘The bullying seniors probably knew what had
happenoed to Christine, and they no doubt
considered that the junior had well deserved
tbe punishment.

The absence of the Remove skipper caused
great uneasiness, but the truth regarding his
fult-'c was related to them by the coloncl him-
scif.

Clinton camc into the dormitory in order to
scc the lights out, and there was a look of
?rnt satisfoction upon his pompous face.
{e surveyed the juniors grimly, and then
fixed his gaze upon Yorke.

“You, Private Yorke, will report to head-
quaru'rs to-morrow morning at ninc-thirty,”
he enid amoothly.

“\What for, sir?* asked Yorke uncasily.

. It is not for you to question me, boy!”
snhapped the colonel. * However, 80 that you
may ponder over your coming punishment, 1
will tell you that you are to be flogged. You
took part in a disgraceful scene out in the
barrack square this evening, in conjunction
with certain rufflanly juniors of the Ancient
House. ‘Those boys, 1 may tell you, will be
severely punished also. I intend to bring the
matter to the notice of their Housemnaster
this very night, and he will be compelled to
act.”

‘* Where's Christine, sir?"’ asked Talmadge
boldly.

The colonel rubbed his hands togcther.

‘“ Ah, Christine!”" he exclaimed. ‘““* You
may well ask what has happened to that
wretched youth., He was guilty of the most
mutinous conduct, and ho is now seuffering
punishment. That punishment is intended as
a lesson to every other boy in this insubordi-
nate Form. Christine has been flogged, and
hc is now commencing a term of seven days'
imprisonment in A& cell. He has bhecn sen-
tcnced to solitary confinement, and he will
not be seen by any of you ag until this
day week. Let it be remembered by you all
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that a similar punishment wlll be mcted out
to other boys who revolt against the discip-
line I .have determined to enforce.”

Colonel Clinton switched the lights off and
left the dormitory. The Removites were
rather staggered by the news. Flogged and
sentenced to solitary ® confincment for a
week! This, they knew well enough, included
a bread-and-water diet for the whole period
of seven days. It was a grum lesson for the
Remove, and all idea of revolt on a large
scale was knogked on the head.

Such drastic punishment had been threat-
ened, but the boys had never believed that
Clinton would put it into execution,

He wag completely obsesgsed with his ideas
of ruthless discipline, and he meant to show
the juniors, once and for all, that his orders
were to be obeyed. And the only way to
cnforce his will was to adopt a system of
rank tyranny.

Meanwhile, Bob Christine was suffering in
solitude. The cells, as the colonel called
them, were really several disused attics atb
the very top qf the College House. They had
been converted into prisons, the windows
being barred and the doors being fitted with
two locks to each. No escape was possible,
and the *“cells’ were far removed from the
frequented sections of the House. Only one
stairway led up to them, and a sentry—a
renior—was constantly on guard throughout
the day, except during lesson-time. This was
the colonel's plan.

Christine had received a flogging so severo
that all the spirit was taken out of him. He
was racked with pain, and sleep was impos-
sible. His bed was hard, and the attic icily
cold. And he lay there, knowing that he was
to be confined for seven days—alone, and
without a soul to speak to.

It was w appalling prospect, and Bob
Christine almost regretted his fight with Ser-
geant Donnell. Colonel Clinton’s methods, if
not humane, were certainly effective!

CHAPTER V.
THE MYSTERY OF STOWE LODGE.

ELSON LEE was very thoughtful as he
lounged in a big armchair before the
cheerful fire in his study.

The boys were in their dormitories,
and the Ancient House was quiet. 1 had
been to the guv'nor just before bedttme, and
had had a word with him with regard to Boh
Christine. For the news of Christine’s
punishment had reached the Ancient House
before the Monks themselves knew about it.
One of the seniors had been talking, and the
information had quickly been passed round.

Naturally, the fellows on our side were
greatly indignant. There was some talk of
making an organised protest to the Head.
But, after all, it wasn't our affair, and we
should only be interfering. The Monks would
have to look after themselves in their
troubles. But I didn't put much faith in
Christine’'s chume when it came to a mattcr
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of decisive action. They were splendid fel-
lows in all ordinary ways, but pot strong
enough to defy’their cranky Housemaster.

. And Nelson Lee had adviced me to say as
little as fqamble. Colonel Clinton, he assured
me, would not remain long at St. Frank's.
Spch a thing was unthinkable. At present
the. colonel was having his fling. It would
be strenuous, but necessarily short. So the
hest thing was to stick it. This was casy
enough for the Ancient House fellows,
because, after all. we were only spectators.
But we were full of eympathy for our unfortu-
nate rivals. '

And now Nelson Lee was sitting in front
of. his fire, pondering over the whole situa-
tiou. The colonel was no ordinary school-
master. He had undoubtedly earned many
honours before the war: he had been a House-
master in one of England’s . most famous
public schools—a school as big as St. Frank's
itself.

But the war had changed him. On the
battlefield he had proved himself to bhe a mian
of great courage, and had left the Service
witlt a D.S.0. to his name. But it was an
undoubted fact that he had been strikingly
unpopular with his regiment. His methods of
discipline were harsh and unreasonable. And
now he had come to St. Frank’s, apparently
with the idea that schoolboys were to be,
treated as soldiers.

The school governors had never anticipated
anything of this sort, of course. They had
appointed Clinton because he was a school-
nmaster of excellent qualifications. And until
the governors knew what the colonel was
doing be would certainly remain in his pre-
sent position. .

Nelson Lee was still thinking of these
matters when a sharp rap sounded upon the
door panels. Colonel Clinton entered, with-
out waiting for Lee to invite him. The
schoolmaster-detective was rather astonished
at this visit, but he did not betray his feel-
ings.

**T have come to you, Mr. Lee, because 1
wish to lay a very serious complaint against
scveral cf your junior boys,” said the colonel
grimly.

*“Indced?’ said Nelson Lee, lifting his eye-
brows. “ 1f you will take a seat. coionel—"'

**Thank you, I will stand!” interjected
Clinton.

** As you piease, of course—""

‘““You do not scem to realise, Mr. Lee, that
my errand is ‘an important one,”’ snapped
the colonel, a8 Lee proceeded to poke the fire.
‘“ No doubt you have learned of the disgrace-
ful affair which occurred this evening?’’

**1 have certainly heard a few rumours,”
sxid Nelson Lee, smiling.

T fail to see anything amusing in the
sttuation, sir!'’ sakpped Clintgn. ** A party
of your jyntor boys played a*deliberate trick
upon. Sergeant Donnell, and 1 was involved.

| to decide,” he said smoothly.

1 have aléady decided to punish Yorke, of
the Remove, for ‘his: part in the affair. He,
will be soundly flogged in the worning. It
will "be mnecessary 'for’ you, Mr' Lee, to
tbe éthet culprits.” oo
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Nceleon Lee laughed.

** That, I think, colonel, is 2 matter for me
. . It you wily
give me the names of the hoys who tcok part.
in the incident, 1 will see that they receiv:
adequate punishment. It was wrong of them
to play a triek upon you, I will admit; hut,
after all, it was merely a boyish prank——"

‘“ Rubbish, eir!’’ spnorted the colonel. ** It
was nothing of the sort! The boys delibe-
rately planned te——""

** Really, Colonel Clinton, there is no neces.
sity for us to argue on thc point,”’ said
Lee quietly. “1 need the names oi the
boys—"

** Confound you, sir, I don't know them!'"
roared the colonel fiercely. ** How should 1
know the names of tlie impertinent young

hounds? It is your duty to thrash the whole
l;mttf-r out—and 1 insist upon it being
done!”’

Nelson Lec shrugged his shoulders.

“1 am very rmuch afraid that I must
igniore the whole matter,”” he said. *‘I shall
certainly make no attempt tou question tue
juniors, Colonel Clinton. Their offeuce was
merely trivial——"

* Trivial!” shouted the other. * Dou't talk
nonsense!”’

**T am not in the habit of talking nonsense,
Colonel Clinton, and I shall be obliged if you
will control yourself,” said Lee, with
ominous calmness. ‘' 1f you can give me the
pames of the boys you complain of 1 will
punish them—but not witbhcut. I can say
nothing further.”

Clinton simply glared.

**You do not scem to realigse the enormity
of the offence!” he cxclaimed bharshly.
““ There boys must receive floggings——"’

‘““ At the very most 1 should not give them
more than a hundred lines, colonel,”” intcr-
jected Lee calmly. * But even that is im-
possible, since you are unable to supply the
names——"'

Nelson Lee paused. His reason was an ¢x-
cellent one, for Colone! Clinton had suddenly
stamped toward3 the door and had made h:s
cxit. He slammed the doeor flercely, and Lee
gave vent to a low ciiuckle.

“I am afraid the colonel is rather dis-
pleased with me,”’ he musmured. * However,
I canret consent to conduct the Ancient
House on similar liges. to those adopted by
Clinton. It seems rather strange——"'

Nelson Lee paused, opened the door
quickly, and passed out into the passage. In
a few secounds he reuched a dark window
and peered out into the dim Triangle, listen-
ing intently at the same time.

He had heard the soft crunch of booted fect
upon the gravel. And the sound told him
that Clinton was not returning direct to the
College House. He 2lso remembered that the
colonel had been wearing his thick overcoat,
his gloves, and his mufier—a- rather complete
attire for merely crossing the Triangle.

And now Nelson Leg’'s suspfcion became-a
certainty. For his keen eyes dimly ‘deteeted
a dark form passing through the'private gate-

S way which' led into the toad. "The’ €olouel



had left the school premises, although it was
bedtime. It wasn't likely that the House-
malsli;er would choose this hour for a mere
walk.

Lee walked back into his study slowly and
thouchtfully. The snow had ceased, but the
white carpet was fully five inches deep on
the ground. Nelson Lee had no doubt what-
ever that Colonel Clinton was just setting ofl
for Stowe Lodge.

This house was situated quite ncar to the
River Stowe, and in a somewhat lonely posi-
tion. Lee was greatly interested in the place,
for thers was some mystery connectcd with
it that had aroused his curiosity.

Clinton had visited Stowe Lodge on several
occasions. There was nothing remarkable in
this. Dut it was remarkable that the
colonel’s visits had been eecret oncs. More-
ovor, the house was occupied, so far as Lee
knew, by onRly one man—a strange, mis-
shapen individual whose face Lee had never
seen.

On one occasion the detective had peered
through a window at Stowe Lodge. He had
seen the curious man, and had been some-
what astonished to find that he wore a heavy
mask. This, taken in conjunction with the
fact that Clinton himself had once been seen
wearing & eimilar mask, pointed to the fact
trflattsomet-hing of a very qucer character was
afoot.

The colonel, apparently, was not all he pro-
fessed to be. .

Aud Nelson Lee’s natural instinet bade him
kcep his eyes wide open. It was really
rione of his business, but he felt that it was
necessary to lcok into the matter. And the
fact that Clinton had once licd to Lee gave
the latter further cause for suspicion and
distrust. '

The detective had thought of making a
trip to Stowe Lodge on this very evening,
but the snow had made him alter his plan.
The tracks would be too apparent, for there
was nobody else about at that hour.

The colonel's departure, however, altered
matters.

“I've & good mind to go, after all,”” Neleon
Lee told himself. *“ It will be a simple
matter to walk in Clinton’s tracks, gand he
will know nothing of my activity. And 1
am certainly curious to find out more about
that strange house.’

Nelson Lee seldom hesitated, and he did
not do so now. Before donning his overcoat
and hat, however, he spent a full ten minutes
in front of his study mirror. When he bhad
finishcd, Nelson Lee was no longer visible; in
his stead there appeared a foreign-looking
man, with a black moustache, black, bushy
eyebrows, and a swarthy complexion. 1t
was & simple disguise, but good enough for
the occasion. And there was no harm in
being cautious.

'{hree minutes later Nelson Lee had sallied
out.

The darkness was intense, but aftcr a few
moments he grew accustomed to it, and care-
fully picked his way across t%e Triangle in
the tracks which Colonel Clin on bad wmade
twenty minutes earlier,

|
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As Lee suspected. they led out Into the
road and then down towards the village.
There were no other footprints visible, and
it was a wise precaution of the detective's to
make no fresh tracks. Clinton would cer-
tainly have seen them had he done so—and
would have suspected.

Reaching the little lane which branched oft
towards an outlying farm, the colonel's foot-
prints turned sharply, and procecded along
the new course. It was now certain that he
had gone to Stowe Lodge. For this lane led
ta no other house except the farm, a milec
beyond the riverside dwelling.

But now Lee’'s task was easler. Quite a
confusion of tracks lay upon the ground, and
the detective had no difticulty in arriving
at the truth. A party of farm-workers—
who lived at the farmhouse—had undoubtediy
left the George Inn at closing-time, and had
returned home in a little knot. This was
after the snowfall had ceased, and so the
tracks were quite clear. Lee was able to
walltk in them without the slightest diffi-
culty.

Another welcome surprise awafted him at
Stowe Lodge. A great pile of snow lay
heaped up outside the front gate, and a
glance showed him that a path had been
cleared right up to the house—and, indeed,
round the house, to the rear door.

The tenant undoubtedly had been busy with
a broom after the snow had ceased falling.
This pointed to the fact that he had been
ex‘)aeting a visit from Clinton, and the
colonel was anxious, perhaps, to lecave no tell-
tale marks in the enow which lay in the
Stows Lodge garden.

It suited Nelson Lee admirably, and he lost
no time in slipping through the gatcway and
getting to the side of the house. There was
a window here—the same window through
which Lee had peered on a former occasion.

But the curtains were now drawn to so
closely that only one or two chinks of light
appeared at the top. There was no chancoe
whatever of getting a glimpse into the apart-
ment. A dull murmur of voices came to the
detective, but he could distinguish no word.

“1 must ba very careful,”” he murmured
grimly. *“I am t¢respassing, and, strictly
speaking, I have absolutely no right here.”

Lee was not Intending to make any close
investigations on this occasion. Uie main
object in coming had been to ascertan
whether the colonel had rcally gone to
Stowe Lodge or not. Well, It was quite cer-
tain that he had. Nelson Lee decided that it
would be far better to Investizate on some
occasion when Clinton was at the scliool. 1¢
would be a shecr risk to stay here under the
present circumstances.

But the detective was rather reluctant to
leave at the moment. He quictly left the
window and made his way to a rustic gate,
which apparently led into the rcar quarters.
It was unlocked, and he passed through, find-
ing himself in a big paved yard. The clear
path through the snow had heen swept right
up to the rear door, and Lee waiked along
this until he arrived on the stone step,
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“ Dear nie!'' he murmured. ‘ This is moat
gnysual.”’

In addition to the ordinary strong lock,
the door was fltted with two Yales, one at
the top and one at the bettom. The tenant
of Stowe Lodge was apparently very anxious
to esafeguard himself against hurglars. It
‘his door was so secured, it stood to reason

that the windows were similarly protected.
With so much snow lying about Nelson Lec

could not approach the windows themselve. |

witiiout leaving evidence of the fact. S he
wisely decided to Teave without delay. But,
even as he was turning, he heard g slight

sound. -
"''he back door swung open and a shaft of
briltiant light from an electric torch lllu-
minated Lee clearly. He didn's move a hair,
but stood quite still.

“l{ you move a finger, you'll regret it!"
exclaimed a strange, wheezy voice. ‘' You
are covered with a revolver, and you must
walk forward and obey every order. At the
slightest sign of resistance you will be shot!”

This, of course, was a threat; but it was »
most uncomfortable threat, evcn though it
micght be idle. The detective wae surprised,
and he roundly upbraided himself for having
been 30 rash. There was probably an alarm
fixed somewhere—to the side-gate, in all
tikelibood—and these men had known of his
presence.

But these very facts were all significant,
No honest person secures his hovee as this
hou3e was secured; neither does he have
secret alarms fittéd. And the Jittle scene
now being enacted plainly indicated tilrat the
tenants of S8Stowe Lodge Were extremcly
anxious to avoid prying.

" There were two people bebind the light.
Lee saw this when the toreh was shifted for
a moment. Ouvne of them, he feit sure, was
Colonel Clinton. But both men were wearing
heavy masks!
- Nelson Lee decided that he must avoid clore
eontact with these two men. Onee in their
Enowc-r. bis identity would be disclosed almost
mediately. At present they were hoth in
ignoranee of the truth.

**Put your hands up!"”’ resped out the
wheezy voice.

Nelaon Lee slowly oheyed, and walked for-
ward. Bis expreesion wag one of fear, and he
muttered appeals for mercy in Italian. 1t
was just as well to deccive the colonel and
his companion.

Then, deciding to end the position without
delay, Nelson Lee threw himsel! forward with
astonishing ewiftneésa. Hia hand swept the
torch away, and it crashed to the ground.
Two startied ejaculations sounded, and both
:hcdmnshed men attempted to grasp the in-

ruder.

But Nelson Lee had no desire to fight the
matter ont. He decided that diacretion was
the hetter 'ﬂm of valour, and he dashed
away. By the time he reached the ruad his
pursucra were fairly close bhehind, but they
gave up the chose gaimoat at once. This was
the second oeccasion on which Lee had bheen

|
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;.;;m;::"ul to run, and he AN not mits
o [ ]

The inrident had heen a lesson to him,
however.

For he new knew that Stowe Lodge was
carefully guarded. Any future investigation

must be conducted with infinite care. But
what was the eecret of the place? What
was the m_rstcry surrounding thore two
masked men

And how waa Colonel Clinton involved?
These were questione whieh Nelson Lec asked
himself as he hurried away from the spet.

He was determined to find the anawers at
the enrliest poasibhle moment.

i . apai

CHAPTERR VI.
IN AID OF THE SCFFERING,

T. FRANK'S lay in darkancss. The hour
was cloge upon midnight as Nelson Lee
S crorged  the Triangle. Brow was
descending again, and the sky looked
a3 though several inches would be added to
the already thick coverihg which lay on the
ground.

Nelsan Lee waa not altogether diasatistied
with his trip to Stowe Lodee. His time hal
not heen wasted, and po harm had been
doge Colanel Clinton and his companion had
not detected the identity of the man whe
had intruded. And Lece was more than ever
eonvineed that something of a sinjeter nature
was afoot at the loncely house.

A3 he entered the Triangle he removed his
false eyebrows and moustache, and became
himaelf except for the awarthy ecomplexion.
His thoughts were all centred upon his
recent adventure.

But he suddenly came to a halt, listeniny.

Whispering voicea sonnded through the
snow--{from the direction of the Collegy
House. This was moat. unusual, and Nelaon
le#e wondereit. He Kocw that Colonel Clinton
had not returned; indeed, it was more thyn
likely that the colonol wounld not arrive at
the achool until another hour had elapsodd,
He wonld certainly walt at Stowe Ladye natit
he thought the coast was clear.

Who, then, were the owners of
whispeting voicea?

Nclason Lee altered his course and made for
the Colle‘ae House. His leet made no souna
io the soft, yielding snow. And as he barried
on he caught a glimpse of two figurea juat
turning the corner of the College House.
They vanished, and Nelson Lee brake into u
m.
He arrived at the eorner, and
round, the mow beating Inte hia face. Aund
there, at the rear ol thu building, and
within a fcw feet of the cornmer, a lom
ladder—Warren's Jadder—was reared agalnst
the wall,

*“ Buck ap, yau alowcoaches!” sald a erisp
volece which Lee well knew. At least, he
ought to havae known it, cogsidering that it
belonged t¢ me. _ ,

*» Nipper!”' murmobred the gFuv s,
astonishment,

‘ v
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. Then he recognised the two other fignres as

Lbose of Tregellis-West and Watson. Leé
turned the corner and walked sharply fot-
ward. [ spotted him—a dim figure advancing

through the gloom—at the same moment as
8ir Montie.

“Beégad!l” ejaculated the schoolboy baro-
Let. * The colonel!”

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Watson.

1 stared at the figure in dismay--and then
)umrnd.

“It's the guv'nor!” I muttered, with
relief.

* Well, l:g‘y!. what is the meaning of this?"’
demanded Nelson Lee sternly, ‘1 have no
doubt, Nlppcr. that you are tho ringleader—
as usual.’

*“ Yes, sir,”” 1 egaid meekly.

‘““How dare you Mgave your dormitory at
this hour of the night?'’ went on the guv'nor,
his voicc still sterm and hard., * 1 ehall
be compcelled to punish you very scverely for
this gross hreach of the echool rules, It may
be ctven neccssrary to report you to the Head-
inaster ——"'

*Oh, come oft it, &ir!” [ protested.

“I am not joking, Nipper,'” said Nelson
Lee grimly. * Unlees you can offer a very full
and complcte cxplanatlon---—-"

‘* We can, sir,”” put in Sir Montie.

“ Very well--do so!’”

‘“That's easy, guv'nor,”” I grinned. * You
know all about poor old Christine being
flogged and sent up into a cold attic? He's
sentenced to ‘ccells,” as the colonel calls it,
for a weck. And he's got nothing to eat hut
bread and water, and only a few blankets
to koep him warm. It's—it's disgraceful!
Thoe colonel ought to be hooted out of the
school—the inhuman rotter!”

Ncleon Lee's cxpression relaxed.

*“ Well?” he sald.

“* Just Iisten, sir, and I'll
wheeze,”” I romarked catmly.

And | did explain. The guv'nor listened to
the end, and then remained thoughtfully
silent for a few moments. Sir Montie and
Tommy and I waited anxiously., It would
depend upon Nelson Lee's declsion whether
we continued our nocturnal adventure or
vent stralght back to the Ancient Houee,

‘“It's cold, standing about here, sir,”" 1
rcmarked hintingly.

** Yes, Nipper, 6o it I8, agreed the guv'nor.
“Well, T don’t quito know what to do. The
colorel {s out, and he may be back very
shortly—"'

‘“* At Stowe Lodge, sir?”" I asked,

“Yes; but we cannot discues that matter
now.”

** There's something queer about—-''

** Exactly, Nipper,' said Nelson Lee. * I.ook
hore, you'd better make all haste with your
fans. Be back in your dormitory within
wenaty minutes, Can you manage that,
d> you think?"

** Kasily, eir.”

“*Very well, go ahead,’” sald
softly. * 8Strictly spuaking,

explain the

he guv'nor
ght to be

thoroughly ashamed of mysel! for allowing | wooden trap-dvor in the flat raof.
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you to continue thiz project.

It 18 totally
against all rules, and '

**Can't always stick to rules, sir,” [
grinned. ,
‘* Apparently not,”” sald Lee drily. ‘ Well,

I caught you red-handed this time: but.l
won't spoil your little plan. It is, after all,
an crrand of mercy, and I only urge you to
make haste.”

‘“ Begad!”
brick, sir!"’

‘* Rather!”

‘“ And we won't breathe a word to a soul,
guv'nor,”’ 1 added. * Nobody shall know thas
you spotted us.’

Nelson Lece nodded. )

‘“ Yes, you must be careful about that,”” he
said. * What would people think of me if it
became known that [ countenanced such
disgraceful breaches of discipline as this? A
nice sort of Housemaster, en? Well, hurry
up, you young rascals®"’

And the guv’'nor chuckled.

‘* We'll be indoors within a quarter of an
hour, sir,”” I promised. ‘' Good-night !’

** Good-night, boys!'"”

He walked away into the snow and gloom.

‘““ What a ripping eort!’’ said Wateon ad-
miringly. ‘*My hat! Fancy a master allow-
ing us to go on with an aflair like this! 1
thought we were going to be caned and
gated, and all the rest of it!"

‘1 didn’t!” I grinned. ** The guv'nor’s one
of the best, my sons—and he's not the man
to take advantage of a chance discovery like
this. He'll pretend to forget it. And he
:no'ws we're bent on aiding the suffering,
oo!"

‘** Dear old boys, hadn't we hetter be gettin’
on with it?"’ suguested Montie.

““ Yes, rather!’’ I said briskly. *‘* We shali
have to buck up, too. I'll take the big
bundle, and you can bring the others—and
go ateady. my song! The ladder's awfully
sli{:pery.'

seized a big package as I spoke, and
commenced mounting the ladder. It was
gstrong and solid, but, as I had sa‘d, the rungs
were treacherous. The ladder had been lying
in the snow, and the rungs were eoated with
frozen snow and icicles. It was necessary to
be extra cautious.

But I reached the roof all right, and my
chums arrived shortly afterwards, saie and
sound. The roof was an ideal one for our
purpose, for it was flat, with heavy stone-
work copings on either side. There was no
possibility of falling off the roof, or Nel=on
!gte wouldn't have allowed us to continue the
job.

Jt was cold up thcre, and the snow lay
thick and undisturbed. On one side it was
banked up by the wind; but on the other
only a thin layer of whiteness lay oa the
leads.

We walked on for a few feet, and thea |1
called a halt.

“Here we are!” I murmured.
band with this giddy thing.”

I brushed the snow away from a heavy
At was a

breathed Montie. ‘ You're @

**Lend a
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maseive thing, fitted with bholts on the out- | chosen the top rooms for

side. 1 suppose it was used occasionally by
builders and plumbers when any repairs
needed doing. At all events, it was very
handy for us. ‘

The united efforts of the three of us were
successful in raising the door, and a dark
eavity lay at our feet. It wasn't dark for
tong, however, for I flashed the light from
my electric torch into the depths.

But the spacec was only shallow, really..
We found ourselves gazing down upon the

rafters of the upper rooms—the attica. |

There was an empty space between the attic
ceilings and the roof proper. This, of
course, is usual in most houses. The ceilings
of the upper rooms cannot be right agaiust
the roof. '

We had brought some rope, but this wasn’t
Nnecassary. By hanging iny full length 1
touclied the rafters with my feet, and was
soon standing firmly, flashing the light ahout.
At the far end of the shallow space there
stood a great water-cistern, with lots of pipes
leading to it and from it. 1 suspected that
it had something to do with the hot-water
supply, or something like that.

But my interest was centred upon four trap-
Jdoors, which were plainly visible. Each one
led into an attic, and 1 knew that the third
trap-door was the one bvlonging to Bob
Christine’s prigon.

** Come on, you chaps!"’' I breathed.

Montie and Tommy were soon beside me,
having handed down the parcels first.

*It’s a good thing for Christine tlat
there’s a door in his ceiling,”’ murmured Wat-
son. ** But doeen’t it seem silly to inake a
cell ont of such a place?”

** Christine can’'t reach the trap-door,”” 1
replied. *“ Even If he piled all the furniture
up. he couldn’t manage it. Besides, what
would he the good of escaping? He'd only
be collared again at once, because he could
only get away by dropping into one of the
other attics. And I'll bet their doors are
loeked. No, my sons, Christine’s as much
A prisoner as if he was in Brixton Gaol. The
only way of getting at him is by the roof—
and that's what we’ve done."”’

We picked our way over the rafters until
we reached the third trap-door. There was
no fastening, and it wag easily lifted. 1
flashed my light down Into the room below,
and knelt againet the opening.

“* Poor chap!”’ murmured Watson feelingly.

Rob Christine was 'in the little camp-bed-
stecad which had been provided. The
hlankets, however, were limited to two—
and two blankets wecre absolutely inadequate
in that {cy-cold weather.

The prisoner had laid his clothing on the
hed. hut it was clear that he was still cold,
for he was huddled up in a hunch, his head
almost buried in the pillow. The bed was
sitcated almost cxactly heneath the trap-
door. The other furmiture in the ‘‘cell”™
conafsted of a deal table and a kitchen chair.

For an sttic the ceiling was unusually high
—and thia perhapsr was why the colonel -bad

J
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nons.  He had
never imagined that access could he gaincd
from the roof.

But, our object was not to rescue Christine :
there was nothing to hc¢ gained by getting
him out of the attic. He would only be
recaptured and given worse punishment. Our
idea was to make the poor chap’s imprison-
ment easier,

‘“Hi! Christy!”" I whispered softly.

The College Honse junior moved slightly,
but did not look up.

“* Christine!"” 1 hiesed. ** Wukec up, you lazy
bounder!”’

This time Bob Chyiistine turned over,
opened his eyes, and then sat up with :ur.
prising suddenness.

“Who—who's that?'’ he zasped dazedly.

‘* Keep your hair on, old son!" 1 whis-
pered. “ And don't jaw too loudly. I
Nipper, and Tregellis-West and Waison are
with me. We've got in throuch the roof, and
we've only got ahout two minutes.”’

Christine stared upwards amazedly.

“ Well, I'm jiggcred!™ he exclaimed. ' How
did you get up there? And what’s the idea
I can’t get out, Nipper. Clinton will skin
me if——"' .

“We haven't come to rescuwre you,” I inter-
rupted. ‘' But you're in for a rotten time,
I've heard---bread-and-water, nobody to speak

to, nothing to do all aay—""

*“That’'s right,”” sald Christine, red fn tha
face with excitement. * It's solitary contine-
ment for seven days. I’'m sore all over from
the whacking that Hunnish bheast gave me.
I'm as hungry as a hunter, too—didn’'t have
any supper. And only a slice of hread and a
glase of water in the morning! Clinton ought
to be kicked half across Europe!”

I grinned.

“ T.ook here,”” I said rapidly. - ** There's nn
carpet on this flocr, but there's a big mav
over hy the window. You'll'have to get up
onc of the floor-boards—two of ‘em, if nece:-
sary. It'll be easy enougch, and you've cog
hours of time on your hands hefore morn-
Ing——', .

‘““ But what’s the idea?"” demanded Chrjs-
tine blankly.

“You've got to have a secre{ cuphoard,”
explained. *‘ Clinton won’t think of lookiny
under the mat and under the floor-hoarde—
even f he suspects anything, which he won't.
We're going to diddic the rotter.”

** But how?'" asked Christine. ' And what
d 1 want a sceret cupboard for?”

“You'll sce in half a tick,”” I said cheer-

fully. ** We can't stop lony, old son, s»
you'll have to exense us. Stand clear of the
hed."’

Christine jumped ont on to the floor., Thea
pext moment a parcel bounece:d Jdown upon
the bed. A second ane fallumed, and then a
third. They were big and bulky, and
Christine eyed them wonderingly.

‘* What the dickens is all thiaf)’ he askad.

‘“ All sorts of things,’” 1 replied. ° Blankets
—enaough to keep you warm. Books to read,
350 tbat time won't hang on your hands. In
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the other parcels there’s heaps of grub—
potted fish, meat, sardines, biscuits, cakes,
pastry—and all sorts of good things. In
three days’ time we'll come with another
‘supply, and you can hand us the empties.
8ce the ideat"”

Bob Christinc’s face was glowing.

‘1 say!"” he exclaimed warmly. * You're—
you're real pals!”

“Of course we are, dear old boy!" sald
Montie. ** We may be rivals, an’ all that,
but we're friends, bcgad! We want to
relieve your sufferin’.”

‘““ Why, thie bread-and-water busincss will
be a farce,”” grinned Christine, almost over-
come with delight. “* And I sha'n’'t care tup-
pence about being up here on my own, row
that I've got books to read. Oh, you'rc
bricka!”

‘“ Be carcful, that's all!’”" I warned. ** Hide
the things away, and don't allow a single
crumb to be seen. If you can't get up any
of the floor-boards, you'd better shove the
stuff in that cupboard and chance it. We've
done our beat, anyhow, and 1 hope you'll have
a better time than you reckoned on.”

“I'll remember this, Nipper,” eald Chris-
tine. lnooking up earnestly. “ By jingo!
You've beaten my own etudy-chuins, ¢ven '™’

“They're in this House, and couldn’t cget
out like we could,”” I said. *“I'l bet Tal-
madeze and Yorke are having bad dreams
about you, and they'd give anything to come
to your rescue. Well, go-long, old son! We'll
try to come again the day after to-morrow,
but we can't absolutely promise. Look out
Jor us, anyhow."”

** Rather!”” sajd Christine. ** Thanks tre-
mendously-—all three of you. Just wait until
1 pget out of this, and then I'll be able to
tell you what 1 think——"

“Rats!"” put in Wateon. * You'd have
done the same for us, wouldn't you?”

We all bade the prisoner good-night, and 1
was just about to switch off the light, when I
remembered something.

“0Oh, T nearly forgnt!”” I called down.
“You're In the dark, arén't you?'

‘T shall be whea you turn that light ofr.”

*“Well, here's half a dozen candies and a
box of matches. They may come in useful;
but you'd better be jolly careful.”

““You bet T shall,” sald Christine, nodding.

We closed the trap-door, and once more
cmerged upon the outer roof. Three minutes
Inter we had reached the ground and were
carrying the ladder through the snow to the
place where It bclonged. Snow was still
descending, and we were very glad of this,
for no tell-tale trail would be visible in the
morning.

Colone! Clinton had been nicely * dished.”
Hiz prisoner, Instcad of suffering asz the
colonel intended him to suffer, would really
have quite a decent time. At all eventg, his
conlinement would be less irkeome.

And Sir ntie and Tommy and I reached
our own JdorMitory and slipped into bed, feel-
ing that we had performed a really praise-
worthy task.

BOB CHRISTINE'S chums, and the Monks
|
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CHAPTER VII.
THE SMOULDERING FIRE |}

generally, knew nothing whatever

about the nocturnal expedition iin-

dulgzed in by Tregellis-West, Watson,
and myself. But in the moming I took
Yorke and Talmadge aside and told them
what had been dane.

They were both enormously pleased.

‘1 say, that's ripping of you, Nipper!"”
said Yorke. ‘' Poor old Bob won't have half
such a bad time now. But I don’'t think
we'd bhetter tell the other fellows.'

“Not a word!" I said warningly. ''We
five can keep it to ourselves, but 1 wouldn't
think of trusting the Remove as a whole.
Somebody would let the truth out; it would
be all over the school in an hour, and Clin-
ton would get wind of it. Don’t say a word.
After all, the colonel’s brutality is just as
bad; Christine will have an casy time hecausze
of what we've done. I dare say ycu College
House chaps are feeling pretty wild, and I
thiink dit's better to let that feeling grow.
If ¢everybody kncw that Christine wasy O.K.,
they'd do nothing.”

‘““That's what we shall do,
nothing!"” growled Talmadge.

I shrugged my shouiders.

“ Well, T know what I'd de, if I was ir the
College Iouse,” T said grimly. “1 den't
want to preach sedition, but I'll give you a
hint at least. I wouldn’t stand Clinton’s rot
for twelve hours. Just think it over—and if
he continues his brutality—act!”

I walked away with my chums, and Tal-
madge and Yorke looked at one another.

** What the dickens did he mean?” asked
Talmadge.

‘It was plain enough,' siid Yorke. *‘ He
was suggesting that we should revolt—
mutiny! Dy Jupiter! 1'm not sure that
we sha'n't!”’

Yorke spoke grimly; and his words were
only an echo of the feceling which was ram-
pant in the junior section of the College
House generally. The whole thing was
getting too thick, and something would cer-
tainly have to be done.

This was all the more Imperative after
breakfast. For Yorke was flogged unmerci-
fully by the colonel—unmercifully and un-
justly, for the chap was not in the slightest
degrec to blamg for the “ dummy " incident
of the previous evening. We Ancient House
fellows had engineered the whole thing.

And this injustice aroused the Monks to a
dangerous pitch. The colonel’s harsliness wag
unbearable. Added to this was the bhrutality
of Serzeant Donnell. Life was impossible
under the corditions which prevailed.

But the discipline was so strict that any
attempt at organisation amongst the juniors
was out ol the question. Discipline, indeed,
seemed to be let loose—it was ranninz riot.

After morning lessons the Removites were
drilled ruthlessly until dinner-time. They
hadn't 3 minute to themselves. After dinner
they were drilled agatn and paraded in the

anyhovw —



DISCIPLINE LET LOOSE

Triangle. The whole thing was scandalous,
and it could only he assumed that the colonel
was working off his temper.for the jincident
which had occurred during . the previous
evening. )

Meetings were banned. If half a dozen
fellows collected together in one study a pre-
fect would come along and distribute them.
And Sergeant Donnell was on the alert the
whole time. The fellows were spied upon and
litcrally shadowed.

But, after all, it was quite impossible to
have everybody watched. The result was
that secret meetings were. held, in spite of
the rigid watch. Aund these mcetings passed
a resolution that Colonel Clinton should be
appealed to. '

‘* We don’t want to put ourselves in the
wrong,”’ said Yorke to a group of fellows
who had managed to find the sanctuary of
the Ancient House lobby. “If we mutiny
straight away we should be justified, but 1
think it’ll
first.”

‘* What for?"

‘ We’ll demand the release of Chlristine,”
said Yorke firmly. ‘** And if the colonel
ignores us we’'ll refuse to do another stroke
of work or to do any further drilling. It
we only stick together we shall hold the
upper hand.”

** Good!” said Clapson.
%o Clinton?”’ )
“I'l be the leader,”” said Yorke quietly.

“And I'l back you up,” remarked Tal-
madge.

Clapson and- Billy Nation at once agreed
to accompany the pair. But the other
juniors hung back, fearing that a heavy
punishment awaited them.

Yorke and his followers were not feeling
quite so bold whep they marched to
** headquarters >’ — Colonel -Clinton’s study.
Colonel Clinton was seated at his desk, and
bhe was talking with Sergeant Donnell.

** You impudent young rascals!’” he ex-
claimed harshly. *‘ What do you mean by
entering this room——"’

‘““We represent the Remove, sir,”” sald
Yorke, rendered courageous by the knowledge

‘ But who's going

that he was backed by all the Monks. ‘' We
wish to protest against—against——"’

““ Well?”" 8aid the colonel coldly. * Go
on."”

* Against all this discipline, sir!"’ burst
out Yorke. *“ It's—it's shamefull- And we
want to ask you to set Chrietine free——"'

'“ We demand it!” put in Talmadge flercely.

Clinton rose to his feet.

‘* Sergeant Donnell,”” he said, his voirce
harsh and cold. * Take these four wretched
boys straight to the gymnasium and give

N ¢ .
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be better to approach ClintonH
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them two hours’ Lard driiling. Po 5ot allow
them one nminute’s respite !’

“ But, sir —"" began Yorke.

‘ Another word, Private Yorke, and jou
will be flogged!”’

Yorke's fury burst forth in a flcod.

“I don't care if T am!” he shouted.
““We're not going to stand this rotten
brutality! Ir that bully touches me 1'i{}l—

‘“ Seize that boy, Donucll!”’ roared the
Houszemaster. )

Yorke was gripped by the powerful ser-
geant.  But Talmadge and Clapson aud
Nation couldn’'t see their chum beaten avont
hefare their eyes. They rushed the sergeant,
howled him over, and pulled Yorke away.

“Run!” gasped Talmadge.

The deputation streaked put of the door-
way like rabbits—a most i1gnominious ev:t.
But they were panic-stricken for the momeit,
and only thought ahout escaping. They were
met by the rest of the Monks, and the story
was quickly told.
~ Capture was inevitahle, and the four
juniors were goon rounded up and marched
off straight into the gymnasium. The colonel,
apparently, had decided to drop the floggine.
Perhaps he suspected that the Remove was
in a dangerous mood.
~ But the deputation was drilled crucliy—for
two solid houre. When the ordeal was over
they were fit to drop from exhaustion.

But Colonel Clinton had finally proved thaj
be would stand no interference with hig
authority. Appealing to him was useless.
And the feeling which was running riot
amongst the College House juniors was nnt
merely dangerous, but ahsolutely grim. It
the colonel had becn less arrogant and
pompous he would have read the danger-
signals.

But he was so positive that the Remove
was subdued that the very thought of niutiny
did not enter his head.

The smouldering fire was still smoulderinz
at present. But it was likely to burst into
flame at any moment. The boys would stapd
brutality up to a certain pitch, but there
wasdno telling what wonld happen after-
wards.

Bob Christine was still a prisoner, and the
prospect immediately beforec the juniors was
one which filled them with rage and con:
sternation. Human flesh and bleod conuldn't
stand all this harshness.

And trouble—big trouble—was eertainly
dDrewing!

How that trouble devcloped, and exactly
what became of it, deserves to be recorded i
quite a separate episode—and that’'s what I
intend to do. There was a great deal of
excitement in store for St. Frank’s generaily,
and the College House in particularl

_ THE END.

-
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“NEXT  WEEK 1—(See p. iv of cover.) '
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The First Chanters.

BASIL HOOD 8 a new boy at Littleminster School.
On his arrival he makes a friend of

JOUN CHALLIS, aeSenior in the I'fth I'orm.

MYLBRS and COGGIN are two bullies, who, wilh
some others, try lo make Challis join the
“ Clubs,’”’ an athletic society. He refuses, and
they dctermine to send him to Coventry.
He is pcrsuaded later by Mr. Evans, a master,
tn juin. Challis takes Hood fishing in a
punt, which gets cast adrift. Laler on
Grainger, the Captain, sees Challis at the
nels, and asks him to play for the next sizieen
against the eleven. Meanwhile Basil suspects
Myers of casting the punt adrift, since he
found a coin belonging to him near the spot.
U nmupwtinfly he puts the coin in a drawer
in his cubicle. It raniwshes, anid Basil sus-
pects Myers. : {or
the School against Ragley. Myers 18 e{!
out, and turns up lo look on at what he
telteves will be Challis’'s dmvnfa_ll.. Four
wickets are down for 15, and Challis is called
12pon to face the Ragley fast bowler. Rylands,
Challiz scores 40 runs in a whirlwind style,
und LitUeminster's innings closes for 79.
Grainger and Andrews then dismiss Ragley
Jor 53, and Littleminster wins « sensational
match. Joe Smartcomes on the ground, and
Mr. Evans orders himaway. (Nowreadon.)

Challis is chosen to play

BASIL WATOHES MYERS.

o YERS had no right. Leave the

M ground at once”

‘“ But, look '¢ere—"

The master was not in the mood
to argue with such a man. Seizimg him by
the scruff of the neck and twisting his arm,
be marched him away.

Smart, expostulating, turned, and, finding
that he was not a match’ for the master,
Kicked at him.

He regretted 1t. With a twist of the arm,
Mr. Evans hauled him away at a run, and
what happencd aiter the boys never knew.
But Joe Smart did not come back.

Basil, marvetling and wondcering at all these
things, edued away from the crowd when the
echool went in to bat a gecond time, and,
taking up a pozition from which he¢ could
Yeep an eyc on Myers, watched that pecu-

liarly unsatisfactory lad. v
Myers sat watching the game until
Grainger and Challis got set and the atten-

slon of all the boys was directed at the play.

Then Basil saw him rise and walk away,
slowly at frst, quickly afterwards.

The fag, impelled by an instinct he could
not resist, followed.

It was not in a boy of Basil's sunny nature
to act the spy on another.

He would sooner have died than done such
a thing, generally speaking, and yet; on this
occasion, something told him that lre ought.

As he had feared, Myers made straight for
the school-gates, and passed them. Basil, in-
tending only to see which direction he took,
passed to the gates also, looked out when
Myers had got some distance along the road.
and to his amazement saw Joe Smart wait-
ing for him. ‘

The two _joined company, and walked on
together in the direction of the town.

‘“* Phew!"' whistled Basil. ‘' There's some-
thing up!”

He hesitated at playing the spy no longer.
He felt, somehow, as a Littleminster boy,
that he ought. .

And so he followed them along the road
that led to the town.

A COWARDLY ACT.

O boy in Littleminster had a greater
horror of spying and sneaking than

Basil Hood. This abhorrence may he

said to have been born in him. Soon

after his arrival at the big schaol, when he

1 had scttled down, he realised that it was a

part of the discipline, a sort of unwritten law,
that boys should not spy and sneak upon one
another, that the offenders who did were
punished, and remained for ever unpopular.

True, some of the seniors—Myers was one—
encouraged their fags to spy for them, but,
luckily, Basil had escaped from his clutches,
and often and often, when they had got to
know each other well, John Challis wonld
rcad the small boy moral lectures which
did him a wonderful amount of good.

So it was that Basil hesitated when he,
reaclicd the gates of the schonl, and glanced
after the retreating figure of Myers. feeling
ashamed that he had even followed him

thus far. But when he witnessed the mecet-
ing of Myers and Joc¢ Smart his scruples
vanished.

A flood of suspicions swept across his brain,
and, with a catch in his breath, he followed
them. Again he remembered the coin he tad

(Continued on p, iii of cover.)
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nd and tl!rl_:‘z\’nfzm's eager desire to regain
ssion of it.

't coin, stolen from his cubicle, had been

ered in the passage by Ponsonby. Surely

- must-have been Myers who had stolen it?

And what was there between the senior and

ad from the other side of the town?

oly the- fellow must have a strong hold

r Myers, to dare to trespass in the school

crounds as he had done?

W ell Basil determined he would follow
1= 5 watch where they went fo, and then
niide in John Challis. . John," with his fine,

wd nature and Splendid uprightncss ot
aracter, without a trace of malice in his
disposition, would advise him what to do.

And so the fag followed the two along the
‘ty, winding country road, until a bend
erhung w:th trees hid them from view.

Beyvond - bend, on the left-hand side of
t1e there was a wood, bordered by a
hedge of thorn. The wood was private
“operty, part of Sir Thomas Merson's estate,
ut =ometimes the boys would enter it and
roam ita wilds for the sheer joy of the thing.

At a break of the hedge Smart, who was
rolting along, hands in packets, and pulling

t~ his pipe, stopped abruptly.

‘“ Look ’ere,”” he growled. eyeing Myers
ith a sulky stare, * there's a school-kid fol-
ing us. Did you put 'im up to that? Ii

o, what's the game?™

Myers started and halted, his face white,
s eyes staring wildly.

‘““T've nothing to do with it, Smart,” he
altered. *° You‘ll get me into trouble, you
v. Wait! I'H see who it ie”’
He doubled back, keeping close to the
and, pecring from his cover, saw Basil
1King towards him. Swiftly he rejoined
. disreputable companion.
‘“It's young Hood,”’ he muttered. ‘' He's
Challis’s fag.”

‘** What, the big fellow you nearly
drowned ? 9" sneered Smart.
‘““ Oh, stow it! Don’'t keep on about that.

Yes, he's hie 1ag."”’
‘““*Set on to watch us. ch? WeH I'll soon
't rid of him. ’'Ere, follow me.’

With a backward glance, Smart saw Basil's
figure emerging from behind the turn in
the road. (Good! Making for a gap in the
hedge, he wormed. his way through, and
called upon Myers to follow him.

This the schoolboy did. Myers had lost all
initiative, and all his courage with it.

Onward through the wood the rascal led
the way, until, halting beliind the cover of a
big tree, he motioned to Myers to join him.

Behind them came an echoing crackle of
:*Ilen leaves.

Basil, having given them time to get ahead,

d followed them, wildly excited mow, won-
'dm%g what business they might have in the
wood.

Having lost sight of them, he hurried on at
a swifter pace, anxious not to lose them.

And so he blundered on till he reached the

hig Aree, from behind which Joe Smart sud-
denly emerged. With a hoarse laugh, and

| THE CHUMS OF LITTLEMINSTER SCHOOL

stricken voice, ‘* this is going too far.

i

a dive of his strong hand, $h. -ad seized
the junior by the collar.

** Now, kid,” he jeered, * p't'aps you'll ex-
plain wnat you’re folJering us for?”

Myers stood, trembling, behind.

For a moment Basil stood inert in the grasp
of his captor. He hadn't bargained for thia

‘““Let me go!”" he cricd hoarsely, as he
regained the power of specch. ** Let me go, I
say! Myers, make him!”

But Myers stood afraid.

Smart then shook the boy savagely, his face
set and fierce.

““You're a nice sort of schoolhoy, you are!’
he cried. ‘I don't allow hobody to spy on
me. Out with it. Who sent yer? What do
you want? Better own up. If you don’t,
you'll be sorry!”

In vain Basil struggled to free himsell. -ilis
1c::heelvza were flaming with shamo and indigna-
ion

This way and that he turned, and wriggled
and twisted, until the cad wrenched his arm
savagely to quieten him._ Basil uttered a
how! of pain.

Then his anger getting thé better of him,
he kicked at the bully’'s shins and began
to punch at him with both fists.

**You brute! You bully! You beastly
ca('i' " he choked. ‘‘ Myers, make him let me
go L} )

But "Myers would not intervene.

‘““ You'v€ 'brought it on yourself,”
growled.

For @ moment Smart tock the barking ot
his shins philosophically. Then; as the pain
made itself evident, he shortened his right
arm and gave the boy a stunning blow vd
the head.

** Oh,” moaned Basil. Oh"’

Aoaln and again Smart punched him, while
he held him with his left hand—pusrched until
the blood came.

Myers stepped forward.

[ say, Smart,” he

he

in an awe-
Dou’'t

said,

hurt him too much!”

** Shut up! Leave him to me!” snarled the
cad, *‘ or it'll be the worse for you!”

He let go, and the maddened junior, fuil
of pluck and fight, thouglr the odds were s»
heavy against bhim, hurled himself upon his
brutal assailant.

It was what Smart wanted. The cad counld
fizht, especially when he carried the heavy
guns. Again and again he hit the small boy
in the face; but, in spite of terrible punish-
ment, Basil "went in at him.

The cad then seized him, held bim by the
throat, and banged his head against the tree.
As soon as he was released, Basil staggercd

blirdly forward.
‘““You heast! You beast!’” he sobbed, hit-

'ting out wildly.

And then a crushing blow came, a blow
that seemed-to break his head in, and dark-
ness swept down and claimed him.

Even then, with the body of the junior
lying at his feet, the coward would not leave
bhim aloge, but kicked him as he lay.

(Continued overieaf.)
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Even Myerz eonldn’t atand that, He thruast Minutes passed. away, and still ghe bo
Smart angrily backwarda. where he had fallen, lay silent agd m
“You've kitled him! You've killed him' less, as one dead.
he choked. - I "thought something dreadful
wonld happen!  Leave him alons!"” = A
Smart, with a laugh, looked down at th MISSING.
haddled ap hgore of the unlucky bhoy and
' a py-3 ' Al HE ever-memorable mateh bet

grinned,
“Wirve-him

he waon't foller me again in a "arry!”
Myers, shuddering, hent over peor Basil,

siaht 1 he arowled. . I'll hed Ragley and Littleminster”
‘ ended, the players returned

pavilion and changod into their

thay attire, after whiéeh a move was

AT “you've killed “him, it's mutderi ' he | the sohoolhouse, where, later on, diun
stammered, awed by the ghogtly fcho of his given to the visiting team.

CWR_VOISe. s o : wipie ofl Hahb! John Challis, finding himself overw
o2 Bah 1y snarled Smart. E's ail right! Il with praise, both grudging and other:
krow._how far to go. ‘ e=caped to his room as soon as possible,

Still, he bent over the prostrate boy, Telt | ¢hrowing himself into his armchair, though
his [bl;ldq‘_ Inid his _hand over his hi"\rt_ ant lﬂn" and t'-lrnf_'ﬂtly over tllt‘ ch: \nge in '

then #spurned the inanimate flesh,
b g el g o y % fortunes. _ _
Let him lie there!”" he growled, He 'l An age seemed to have passed sinc

goon come round, Guess he's learnt his lesson. | time, not so very long ago, wheén e ba
He won't interfere .with you and me no | sent to Coventry, when he was cut by lwa
more. «And _pow, Mr. Mygrs, priaps you'll | all theé'school. "n $H u r
come along o me and have that little con «And " in reviewing the events “}mh had
fidemtial ehat as we're both lenging for. hrought about the remarkable change, I

He turned and led the way out of the wood, | struck+ him,  as he “OIILIIL to account for ¥
Myers following, white-faced and sullen, at | all, “mt Basil Hood, his “g had had nof «

hiss heels ' . | little to do with it.. Dating from that duy
Into the road. they made their way, and of the mualtnt- on tht river, things Lga
along It \ nnprmul ‘for, lum at ~Little mlnﬂttr and b4

\nd as they went, the insensibie hoy lay | heart Zsweled as' he thuu"ht of the unswery
where he had fallen, without sign of move ing gratitude and atfe('tmn of the new boy.!

ment, A scuireel, running down the tree, | ®Sndgenly4 he »;sat™ bolt upright. Hell !
went to him and looked big-eved at him, in | Where was Bagil? How came it about tig:
anrimal wonderment. ’ the «fag ~had, not come to congratulate hin
Rirds scurried between the boughs, The | with the others? -
hreeze rustied the leaves, " {To_ be continuc:.)
5
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GET THIS WEEK'S 4ssue'i NEXT WEEX'S STORY

CF THE WILL APPEAR UNDER THE TITLE OF
UNION JACK “Under the Heel' .
®
LIBRARY.
The Magnificent, Complete Story | As the Title suggests, 1t 1s
contained relates the Adventures 5 i - S
. : : another fascinating account
ASEXTON BLAKE, the Famous . A " Q
) ted gmou of Life at St. Frank's under

! Detective, and his voung assist
- ant, oll\l\l R

“THE CLUE oF THE CUFF-LINK!”

1 t? lltl lnl E \ r'. Word of CLINTON, What part
s I' £ ( ¢ 0ori 8 ] v T ~ - —
the' \tur\ 1s of lhnllm nmn-t ).\[‘.I.b()j_\ LLIL{IH(JNIPPER

Readers of the ‘N!LBON LEE play will be seen by reading
LIBRARY will "be "well advised :

to try This Week's »
UNION JACK Lisrary. | Under the Heel;!
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