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of School Life and Detective Adventure
at St. Frank’s, introducing NELSON LEE and
NIPPER and the Boys
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‘“ Back to the Old Home,’”’ ‘ The Sack for Nelson

Of St. Frank’SO By th\?
Fat Boy of St. Frank’s,”

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER L
RIPE FOR REVOLT !

ATTY LITTLE sighed.
“Why did my pater send me
to St. Frank's?” he asked sadly.
“ Why did I come to a place

F

where a chap can't get enough grub to

keep body and soul together? 1f things
don’t get better I shall waste away to
a skeleton !"’

‘““My dear elephant, it would take
you ten vears to waste away,  said Regi-
nald Pitt cheerfully. ‘“When a chap's
2ot an unlimited supply of blubber, he
rllr)eqn t need much food to keep him
alive .

“ Great pancakes !”” said Fatty. ‘ You
don’t seem to realise the actual siate of

aftairs. My case 1s something like a
taliway engine-—"

“A which?”

““ An engine,”’ repeated the fat bov

of the Remove. ““ A small suburban
locomotive doesn’t nced much coal to
keep 1t going: but a whacking great
express engine requires four times the
amount. It's the same with me. It's

ouly natural that I should need more
grub th—to keep stcam up!”

I grinned.

“Well. there's something in that,” I

ailmitted. ** And there's no denying that
things are rather bad just now at St.
Frank's. T only wish that the grub ques-
hm wa+ all we had to worry about,!"”’

“It's all T worry about !’ said Jlmrnv
Little mournfully.

“We don't happen so be such glut-

|

Lee,’”’ etc.
tons,” remarked De Valetie. “ Grub s
an important item, ['ll admit. But thers

are other things a lot more urgent. Thu
Head is a bullying beast. and ke seocmns
to have got the idea that tke junim
forms should be ground down under hi:
heel."

“It's a game that other people ha.e
tried,”’ I aaid grunly. ¢ Soornier or later,
iy sons, Mr. Howard Martin wiil dis-
cover that the grinding process won'l
pay. He wants to make slaves of us—
but he'll fail.”

The little discussion was taking placae
in the Remove common-room of th-
Ancient House at St. Frank's. After
noon lessons were just over, and the
fellows were giving vent to some of theu
pent up feelings.

It was a Wednesday—and a half-h)t

| day, really—but the new Headmaster at

St. Frank's had decreed that the Re
move should employ its leisure time 1n
the Form-room. This would have been
more bearable if Mr. Crowell had pre:
sided. But the Hcad himself had taken

the Form, and everybody was feeling
worn out.

Indignation ran hizh. And this, of
course, was only natural. For Mr. Mar-

tin ‘had done his best to antagonise the
boys under his control. In point of fact,
many of the fellows were prepared *to

revolt against the tyrannous regime
which the new Head had brought “into
being.

“I was feeling pretty enraged on my
own account. For, sincoe the cominz of
Mr. Martin, there had been nothing Lut
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trouble. Matters had reached a crisis
a day or two earlier, when an event of
the most disastrous descnptlon had taken
place.

Nelson Lee, the Housemaster of the
Ancient House—and mv own respected
rruv’nor—had been sacked from the school.
Sacked like a mere under-gardener'
‘There had been a great deal of trouble
at that time, but Nelson Lee had gone.

The Head had had his knife into Lee
from the very start, and he had taken
the first opportunity to kick the guv’'nor
cut. Unfortunately, Mr. Martin was 1n-
vested with full powers by the school
(sovernors, and his word was final.

Nelson Lee had accepted his dmemissal
quictly, and had gone. He had deter-
mined, 1In any event, to leave the school
during Mr. Howard Martin’e Head-
mastership. For it was quite 1mpossible
for Lee to get on with lum,

There had been a fine bust up on the
cvening of Lee's departure. 1 whale
Ancient House had bcen aflame, and it
was only by the harshest methods that
the Head had kept the fcllows in check.

And since Lee’s departure things had
heen much worse. They were go bad,
in fact, that none of us knew exactly
what freedom wae. -~ Detention was so
frequent that our leisure hours had prac-
rically disappeared.

So, while the Remove had the chance,
the juniors gave vent to their views in
no uncertain voices. Edward Oswald

tlandforth, the ramheaded leader of
Study D, was advocating i1mmediate
action.

“Theres no sense in delaying mat-
ters,” he declared warmly. * Just con-
sider the position as 1t stands—just oon-

sider 1t! How much liberty have we
got 7’ '
““ None !”’

‘““ How much lcisure have we got?”’

“ None !”

““ How much voice have we got?”’

‘“ None !”’ _

“Rats!” said Pitt.  ‘“ Handy’s got
ten voices rolled into one!”

‘“““Ha, ha, ha!”’

“*This 1 i3 no time for weak attempts at
bumour,” said Handforth severely.
“I’m surprised at you. Pitt.. The
position is rotten—rotten to the core.
Smce Mr. Martin came we've been
Jdaves. Think of it! . Slaves!”’

“ Shameful !’ said Watson indignantly.

‘““Is ¢ right that British boys Bhould
be sln.ves?" roared Handforth.

“ No!”

‘““Are we going to stand such treat-
ment ?”’

“ No!"?
‘““ We don’t seem to have much choice,”’
remarked Augustus Hart.

‘““ Ah, that's just it!”’ shouted Iland
forth. ‘“We’'ve no choice? Exactly
But it w8 I1n our power to alter thmgs
If we like to band ourselves together—
if we like to amalgamate—we can de-
feat this bully within twenty-four hours.

It 1s only necessary to do one thing!™?
‘“ And what’s that?”

‘“ Place yourselves in my hands,” said
Handforth., ¢ Rally to my banner—to
my leadership. I'll lead you on to vic-
tory. I'll deal with this tyrant as he
deserves to be decalt with. Hands up,
those who will support me,”

Not a hand -was raised.

‘““ What—what——"" Handforth paused,
staring.  ‘*“ Didn’t you hear mec?’ he
gasped.

“Yes !”

** But—but—-"

“We'd rathey he excused, Handy,” I
said, grinning.

“You ass!’ roared Handforth.
““Don’t you understand that this is a
vital matter 7"’

** Exactly,”’ I said.
not raliying round you.”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

‘“We want a leader —not a gra ao-
phone,”’” said De Valerie.

“You silly fatheads!”’ howled Hand-

That s why we’re

forth. ‘‘If you'll place yourselves under
my wing, I'll wipe up this bully
Great pip! I didn’t notice you here,

McClure—or you either, Church*!”’

“ We're big enough,’”’ said McC'lure.

‘“Why didn’t you put your hands up
just vow ?”’ roared Handforth.

(X Eh "’

“ Yon ohaps are my study pals—my
own obums,”’ went on the leader of
Study D. ‘Do you mean to tell me that
you won’t rally round—"

“Oh, come off i, Handy,”’” said
Church. ‘ You're all right in the main
—one of the best chaps breathing—but
its no good kidding yourself that you
can with the Head! Take my ad-
vioe, and leave the matter to somebody
who's snore capable of conductmg a re-

bellion sensibly.”
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“You—you traitor!” shouted Hand-
forth hotly. * Why, I'll wipe up——"

~ “No you won't, old son,”” I
rupted, holding him back. * We don't
want a row )just now, thanks. Martin
has instructed the prefects to drop
heavily on us if we make too mu'cll
noise in the common rooms.”

““Yes, but look here——"

~ “The fact 15, you're too excitable,
Handy,"” I said. *“ We've got to look
the facts in the face, and can’t afford
to ruin cverythinF by hasty action. It's
tremendously galling to be under the
thumb of such a brute——"" -

“That's why I want to squash him,"
said Handforth cheerfully. I want to
squash him flat as—as a sheet of paper!
And I want to do it now.””

I nodded. o

“0Of course you do,”” I agreed sooth-
ingly. ‘“We all want to do it now.
Everybody in the school would be glad
to see the back of Mr. Howard Martin.
But these things can’t be done in a
shurry. You've got to remember that the
Head has supréme control, and at present
his position at St. Frank’s i1s something
like that of a little king. His power 1s
complete, and it’s no light task to butt
up against him. Any small attempt
would certainly fail.”

“But if we wait things may get

worse——""

“] expect they, will!”" I agreed.
¢ But that doesn’t alter the fact that
hasty ‘action is inadvisable. I've always
maintained that if a thing’s worth doing
at all, it might as well be done
thoroughly. That's why I'm suggesting
a little delay. I've got certain plans in
my head, and befdre long I s")mll de-
velop them. You've got to realise that
we're up against something big.”

Somerton nodded.

““ You're quite right, old chap,”’ he
said. “ It wouldn’t do for us to mess
things up by acting in a hurry. You're
the Remove skipper, and it's your job
to deal with this situation. I'm ready
to follow your lead.” |

““ Same here,”’ said Grey.

““ You can count me 1n,”’ remarked
Pitt. ‘“We nced a level-headed chap
for a leader—and you fill the .bill O.K.
When you're ready for action, call upon
me, and I'll do anything I'm ordered.”

‘“ Begad! That's the spirit!”’ said Sir
Montie Tregellis-West approvingly. ¢ If
you'll all do that, dear fellows, everv-

inter-

|

H
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thin® will be all serene.  [U've got a
frightful amount of trust in Nipper—1
have, really. He's capable of domn® won
ders. But the majority of you are so
bally tmpatient. Rome wasn't built
a day, and—"

“If you think you're going tc squash
me out, you're mistaken,” interrupted
IHandforth warmly. ‘‘1 don’t believe
all this jaw. Action 18 what we want.
Just consider the things we're hiving to
put up with. Just think of 'em!"

“I'd rather forget them, thanks,™ sad
Watson.

‘““No tea allowed
Handforth bitterly.
room every evening, detention
cevery half-holiday——"

“We know all about it, you ass’”
suid Pitt.  “Our liberties have been
taken away, and things are pretty rotten.
The Ancient House seems to have
copped it worse than the College
House——"'

“Wait until I've finished!"" shonted
[Tandforth. *“ What about the floggings
we've had?” What about the way Mur
tin treated Fatty Little?"

» ‘' Shameful,”' said Trotwocd.

“It was worse than that,”

in  studies,” s
“ Prep. in the [Form
nvurk;

went on

Handforth. ‘¢ He shut the poor chap up
in the old tower, and left him for
twenty-four hours without food and

drink. And what did he do to descrve
such treatment? * Nothing ! '

“Well, practically nothing,”
Fatty. 1 only scoffed the
breakfast——""

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

““It was rather nervy on your part,
Fatty,” I said. * Stifl. there was ne
reason for the Head to flog you and
shut you in the tower. The flogging
would have been quite sufficient.”

““Then we’'ve got to remember what
happened to Mr. Lee,” went on Hand
forth. * Think of it! The best Honse
master we ever had has gone—pushed
out ! Dismissed by the Iead at 2
moment’s notice!"’ ; '

‘““ He took it pretty tamely!”
Iullwood.

“IRid he?” 1 snapped.  ‘‘ The
guv'nor knocked Martin down, and he
couldn't very well stay after that. And
he'd written out his resignation before
the Head said a word. So your sncers
aren’t worth ‘much."” '

Handforth glaved.

“Can’t you hsten to me?"’ he

Slhi
[lea{le

snecred
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demanded.
about Mr, Nelson Lee. lle's gone, and
wao're absolutely at the mercy of the
Head. He's practically taken control

of the Ancient House, and things are
ten times as bad all round. [ tell you,
s time we did somcthing. It's time

we banded oureclves together and struck
a glorious blow fer liberty. We've had
enough of tyrunny—-we've had enough
autocracy, and we're not going to
¥round down any longer. Rise! Rise,
and crush this domineering system !”

“SBounda like a Bolshevist agitator !’
exclaimed Pitt, grinning.

“*Ha, ha, ha!’

“ All you can do is to langh—cackle!”
thouted Handforth bitterly, ‘“Take a
warning from me! Before long you'll
£0 under—and then it'll be too late to
strike the great blow [or liberty. Just
think of my own experience! Look
what happened to me only this morn-
ing M’

“ Something worse will happen scon!”
[ said grimly.

“The Head gave me six-swipes with
hit cane and two hundred lines,” went
on Handforth, his voice filled with 1n-
dignation. ““And  why? T ask yod
why 7"

“I'robably vou deserved 'em!” gaid
Owen major.

“1 dd nothing-absolutely nothing,”
roaredd  Handforth, 1 was simply
running down the passage and Martin
bashed into me at the corner. Was it
ny fault? How the dickens could 1
Letp bowling him over? How eould 1
heip sitting on his face, and sticking my
Lrots in s tummy 17

" Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Was 1t my fault?” demanded Hand-
forth warmly. -

“1 don’t think we'd better discuss
the matter,” 1 grinned. ‘ The best
tempered master in the world would be
hable to get busy with the ecane if he
got your feet ig his tummmy, Handy !’

“We're grumbling at his injustice,”
,vlt mn Pitt. " We can’t revolt because
w gives a chap something he deserves!”

‘* What !"" bellowed Handforth.
“Why, you-—you traitor! I'm fegl up
with the lot of you, and -if you won’t

support me, I'll go to somebody who
will, It won't take me long to get
ctowds of supporters !

“You'll fine plmﬂy on the other side
of Bannington,” [ remarked.

“ Bannington 1"

“What was I saying? Oh,

said Handforth bitterly.

NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“There’s a lunatic asylum there——"’
“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ And this is all I get—jibes and jeers.”
“I'm doing
my best to help the 1, and all you
can do is to cackle! The _time has
come for violent action—"

“Quite right,” I agreed. “And I
vote we act!” |

*“When 2"

““Now !” T replied briskly. *‘Lend a

band, you chaps. Viclent action is
necessary now and again, and it’s no
good shirking it.” e

Handforth was seized by many willing
hands, and forced towards the door., It
wasn't the kind of action he had wanted
at all, the noise he created was quite
remarkable. However, he was saved
from an ignominious exit by the timely
arrival of Teddy Long, of the Remove.

The sneak of the Ancient House burst
into the common-recom, flushed and ex-
cited.

“1 say, you chaps, I've got some
news !”” he panted. o

“What Kind of news?”’ I asked sus-
piciously. ** If you’ve been listening
at keyholes, my son, we don’'t want to
hear a word.”

*“Oh, don’t be an ass, Nipper!”
tested Long.

~ pro-
*“Ycu know jolly well 1

never hsten at keyholes! I'm too
honourable for that—I don’t believe in
those sort of tricka, I—I was just
passing Mr. Crowell’s study, and thé

door happened to be open.
to hear a few words——"

“And you happened to stop deliber.
ately, didn’t you?" asked Pitt.

‘*“1 couldn’t help hearing, I suppose?”’
demanded Long warmly, . ‘*The Head
was talking to Crowell, and telling him
something about a new master——’

L Etl ?.’

“ Wh‘t ?1! |

‘“A new Housemaster, to be exact,”
said Teddy Long, pleased that he had
made an impression. ‘I heard it quite
by chance, you know. He's coniing
down this evening, and the Head's
already fixed things up with him. lHe's
going to take Lee's place as House-
master!"’

[ lookedd rather grim,

“1 don’t know if this is true,” I said,
‘“but if it is we shall probably be in
for a lively time. A new lHousemaster
of Mr. Martin's chowce will turn out to
be a rotter of his own breed |” |

I happened



THE TYRANT'S UNDERSTUDY

CITAPTER IL
FREPARING A WELCOME.

EDDY LONG was quite pleased
with himself.
“Of oourse it's true,”” he said.

““1T heard the Head speaking as

plainly as I'm apoakini to you. He was
tclling Crowell that the new chap will
have complete power in the Ancient

House, and that Crowell will have to take
orders from him."”

“We shall have Crowell resigning
next,”” remarked Griffith. ¢ The masters
won't stand too much brow-beating. No-
body seems to have remembered that to-
day s the Fifth of November. We've
got lots of fireworks, but I doubt if weo
shall be able to let them off.”

““The Head wouldu't dare to put the
ban on fircworks on Guy Fawkes Day,”
said Watson warmly. ‘“Not likely!
Weo're going to have a regular display
to-night, and the Head can go and cat
coke!”

‘“ Ahem!” .

The cough came from the doorwavy, and
the juniors turned to find Mr. Crowell
standing there. Watson turned rather
red, and looked alarmed. The Remove
I'orm-master had certainly overheard his
rceiark concerning the Head.

“I--I'm sorry, sir!" stammered
Tommy.
“Eh? T beg your pardon, Watson?"

said Mr. Crowell. ‘‘ Why are you sorry?
You were unaware of my entry, and any-
thing I may have hcard was not for my
cars. I wish to say a few words to you
all, boys."

‘“ Good old stick!"”” murmured Watson.

‘““As you ase all aware, Mr. Lee 15 no
longer with us,”” went on Mr. Crowell.
" “That fact is to bo very much regretted

‘“ Rather, sir!”’ ‘
“We didn’t want him to go, sir!”

‘“I can quite believo that, boys,” said
the Form-master. ‘‘ Unfortunately, there
15 hittle prospect of Mr. Lec returning
naomediately—although I am fairly cer-
tain that ho will be in our midst again,
sooner or later.”

“We hope so, sir.”

““St. Frank's 1sn’t the same. place with-
out him, sir.”

“We are certainly having a  few
changes of late,”” agreed Mr. Crowell
gravely.  ‘“Some of them are chapges
which arc not welcome, but you must

l

5

remember that it 15 your duty to respect
vour Headmaster.’’

“We can't always do our duty, sir.”
said Watson bluntly.

““ Ahem! Quite so, Watson—quite 55,
satd Mr. Crowell. ** However, wo will
change the subject. What I really came
here to tell you is that a gentleman will
arrive here this evening to tako up his
duties as Housemaster, in placo of My
Lee. You must all remember that h.
will demand full respect from you, aud
strict obedience. 1 sincerely trust that
Mr. Wrott will prove to be a trifls mor:
amiable than—ahem' Well, no matt r '
concluded Mr. Crowell hastily.

“Mr. who, sir?"" I asked.

‘““ Tho gentleman's name 1s Mr. Wrott,
Nipper.”

“ By George'"' satd Handforth. “ Whut
a rotten name!'"
‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"”
Mr. Crowell frowned, although his ey s
twinkled.
**Puns are abominable at any tune,
Handforth; and I certainly cannot allow
you to make a pun upon the namo it
your new Houscmaster. His namo 1+
Mr. Simpson Wrott—\V—r—o—t—t."
“Oh, it's not spelt in tho ordinuy
way, then, sir?”’ said Pitt.  ** That's on»
ood thing, wsn’t it? If ho proves to ...
half as good as Mr. Lee, we sha'n’t have
anything to grumble at. But he's been
appointed by the Head, sir, hasn’t he”
“Yes, I believe so.”

“Then 1t’s a poor look-out for us, sir.”
Mr. Crowell coughed again.

“Well, my boys, we chall sece whm
we shall see,”’ he exclaimed. * Mr.
Wrott will arrive by the seven o’clock
train, and he will probably visit you
later on in the ovening. So you must
Lo on your best bchaviour. That is oll
I have to say—cxcept that I want you
to refrain from any rough horse-play.™

Mr. Crowell departed, and wo looked
at onc another.

‘“kHe wants us to refrain from any
rough horse-play,” I said grimly. ¢ With
all duo respect to Mr. Crowell, I don't
sce bow 1t's going to be done. My sons,
we're going to have a it of fun with
Mr. Wrott.”

“Good!'"’

‘““How shall we do it—a jape?’ askod
Wat-~on.

“ Somethin
was very king

ltke that,” I rephied. “ 1t
of Mr. CUrowell to tell us
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the ’timo of Mr. Tommy-Rot’s arrival

‘“ And wo shall be able to preparo for
his reception well in advance,” 1 went
on. " Don’'t forget that it’s the Fifth
of November, and this evening 1s some-
thing like April Fool’s Day—we're
allowed a certain amount of rope, as it
were, If we jape the new master, he
won’t he ablo to say much.”

‘““ By jingo! It'sa fine idea,” said Pitt.
‘** But what’s the wheeze?”’

“T don’t know exactly,” 1 said. * But
we can reckon on one thing. Mr., Wrott
has been engaged by Martin.  So we
needn’t all be getectivos to arrive at the
conclusion that Mr. Wrott will be a
rotter—and that’s not means to be funny.
He’ll probably be as big a bully as the
Head himself. So we'll take that for
rranted, and arrange accor(_lmgli.;'

* But supposing he’s a nice chap?”

‘“Well, it won't make any differenco,
we sha’n’t do anything serious,”’ 1 said.
“My idea is to indulge in a regular
I'ifth of November jape. We hadn’s got
anvthing full;r planned for this evening,
v« Vir. Wrott's arrival is quite opportune.
Wo've got plenty of fireworks, so every-
thing i all ready.”

Handforth sniffed.

‘“ Blessed if 1 can seo anything particu-
larly startling in that,” he said. ** What'’s
the good of chucking a few squibs ana
things at the chap as he walks through
the Triangle? 1 call it a rotten jape, if
you ask me.”

“*We huven't asked you—but 1 agrec
with you entirely,”” 1 remarked. ‘A
jape like that wouldn’t be worth a fig,
ltandy. 1 hope you think I'm capable of
better things. My idea is far more am-
bitious.”’

“1f you'll only leavo it to me—"’

“ Dry up, Handy!”’

“1I’'m tho chap to deal with thi i

‘** Gag him!"

““Carry him outside. He would have
Eeen there long ago if Mr. Crowell hadn't
come 1n,” said Pitt. ‘“ What's it to be,
Handy? Silence, or the chuck-out?”’

“ You silly ass—" .

‘“ It's the chuck-out,” said Pitt bnskly.
‘* You haven't maintained silence, 80 we
know what your choice is. Lend a hand,
you chaps!” . o

**Easy!” 1 broke in, grinning. * Leave
IHandy alone. We don’t want the com-
men-room wrecked. 1 want five volunteers
for special work."’ .

LEE LIBRARY

“Right!”’ said Handforth. ‘“I’m one.””

‘“Yes, you'll do,”” I agreed. *‘* What
about tho otherst”

Tregellis- West and Watson and Pitt
and De Valerie were chosen, and they all
collected near me.

' What'’s the gidily mystery ?”’ inquired
Hart. ** What's the idea of tho secret
six stunt? What are you chaps going to
get up to?”

‘“ We're going to make preparations,”
I explained. ** Everything will be made
clear afterwards. Havo patience, children,
and you will know all. But just at
present I don’t waant everybody talking
about the wheeze. Long is with us, don't
forget.”

‘*“Oh, 1 say, Nipper!” protested Long.
‘““1 wouldn’t breathe a word!”

“ No—you’d shout it,”” I said grimly.
‘““ Well, my trusty supporters, come along
to the plotting chan:ber. In other words,
Stady C.”

The other fellows looked somewhat
mystified, and quite a crowd collected in
the Remove passage while we held a
meeting behind the closed door of Study
. When we came out everything was
arranged, and we carried several parcels
of fireworks. |

There were shouts from the crowd.

‘“ Hallo! They’ve got their caps on!”’

‘“ And their overcoats!’”

\ ;‘”Hi, you chaps! Where are you off
o

‘“Not a word, you asses!”’ I said warn-
ingly. ‘‘Don’t forget the gates are shut,
and we’ve got to break bounds. Don’t

ell it all over the house, or we shall

» stopped: It’s not six o’clock yet, so
there’s over an hour befare: Mr. Wrott's
train comes in. Be ready for action
within an hour. You'll be called upon
to lend assistance at the right moment.”

‘“Yes, but what——"

“'Nuff said,” I interrupted crisply.
‘“ This way, my sons!”

The six of us departed, much to the
mystification of the crowd. But our
movements were not 0 very strange,
after all. Having got safely away from
the school precincts, we set off for tho
village at a brisk walk, and darrived at
the station with over three-quarters of an

hour to spare.

Everything was quiet and still. But we
were not greatly interested in the station
e gave our attention to the.

itself,
Station Hotel, opposite--a =mall nn
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which was also a livery stable. It was
from here that the station ‘‘hack’ set
out to take up 1its position opposite the
booking-office when a train was due.
Tho place was owned by Mr. Josiah
Biggin, a jovial gentleman, with a fat
face and a fatter tummy.

“Good!” I exclaimed, as I looked into
the yard. °*‘Old Biggin is in there.”

We marched 1n.

““ Evenin', young gents!'’ said the inn-
kceper. ¢ Mebbe you're wantin’ to nire
n:y old brougham?"”

I nodded.

‘““ As a matter of fact, we do,"” 1 said.
¢ But we don’t want anything else.”

““I don’t rightly understand you,"’
Mr. Biggin.

‘““We want the brougham only—we’re
not requiring a horse,”” I explained.

““No hoss?"' asked Mvr. Biggin, scratch-
ing his head. ‘“I reckon you're havin’
one of your jokes, Master Nipper.
What'll be the good of the old brougham
without a hoss? That don't scem right
to me.”

I took the old chap’s arm.

‘““It’'s this way, Mr. Biggin,”’ I said.
‘““We'ro willing to pay you your own
price for the hire of the brougham for
a couplo of hours. We're expecting a
new master, and our plan i1s co meet himn
at the station, and to pull him through
the village—in a kind of triumphal
ontry.’l

“Oh, I see—I see!” said Mr. Biggin,
nodding. “* You boys allus was up to
them sort of tricks. Well, you can have
the brougham with pleasure—and I won't
charge ye much, seeing that you won't
have no horse. But if you do any
damage, I'll call upon ye to pay it. I
know what ye boys are!”

““I don't think we shall do any
damage,” I said. *‘ But, of course,
there’s no telling. If we scrape any
paint, or do anything of that sort, we’ll
pay up. In fact, we'll leave a deposit,
if you like—"’

‘““No; I won't have that,”” said Mr.
Biggin. ‘I can trust yo all right. young
gonts. I suppose ye’ll be wantin’ the keb
for the seven o’clock train?”

“Yes; but we want it now.”

““ Why, thero's over forty minutes——

‘“ Exactly, but we want to make a few
preparations,”’ I explained. ¢ Now then,
you fellows, put your shoulaers to it.
We'll take her up to the station-yard, and
make our preparations there.”

'H

said

"

My five companions worked with a
will, and the old brougham was run ou*
of the livery stable and up into the
station yard. All was quiet, and there
was little fear of us being interrupted in
our work.

‘“Wo haven’t got much time,”” I said
briskly; ““and it’s going to be a ticklish
piece of work. Have you got those fuszes,
Tommy?”’

“Yards of 'em,”” said Watson.

‘“ And tho cannon crackers?”

¢ Y"es."

““ And the squibs?”’

“They’re all handy,” said Pitt.
“We've got two or threo electrie

torches, too, so wo shall have plenty ot
light without any risk of thes firework:
going off. Who's going to do the
grovelling?" .

‘“ Lieave that to me?'’ I saud.

A rug wasTetched off the box w front,
and laid underncath the brougham. Then
I got down, and commenced work. Theo
1dea was quite simple. Wo wero going to
smother the brougham with fireworks—
all of them unscen, of course—and they
would go off at the most uncxpected
moment.

It was a Fifth of November joke, and
Mr. Wrott could hardly fail to appreciato
it. Somebody suggested that we should
fix crackers in the interior, but I was
against this.

'T'he japeo would be quite good enough
with tho firoworks outside. It wouldn’t
be playing the game to ignite crackers in
such a confined space.

It didn’t take mc long to get busy.

First of all a few dozen yards of string
was used up. crossed and criss-crossed
along the bottom of the brougham, and
from axle to axle. And on theso strings .
were hung the fireworks, a safe distance
apart.

The most difficult task of all was to
fix the fuses, for my 1dea was to uso ono
match only. The end of the fuse would
be at the rear of the cab. When 1gnited,
the spark would run along in various
directions, letting oft the fireworks 1n a
continuous stream.

The whole show, according to my calcu-
lations, would last about three nunutes.
But those three minutes would be closely
packed with excitement. The cannon
crackers were enormous thwngs, and
sounded like big guns when they went off.

I fixed everything so that no damago
would bce done to the brougham, for we-
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didn’t want to pay compensation after-
wards to Mr. Biggm, All round the
«ades of the wvehicle 1 placed Roman
candles in dozens,

It was rather a task to fix these
securely, so thut they remained upright.
But % was done, Another fuso was fixed
leading to the top of the brougham,
round which was placed a compicte
square of different eoloured [lares,

The sight, when all that lot of fireworks
went off, was likely to be impressive.
And wo chuckled hugely as we antici-
ated the scene.

“Quarter to seven,” T said at last.
“Hart will be bringing the crowd down
econ, and then we shall all be ready.”

“It was a good idea of yours to give |

Hart the tip, and to tell him to keosj niun
until  closo upon the time,” said Pitt,
“We couldu’t have done this work
properly with crowds of chaps bothering
. about.”’

‘“Begad! It'll be a frightfully good
stunt! It will, really!” said Sir Montie,
adjusting his' pince-nez, *“In fact, W's a
surprisin’ly rippin’ idea of yours, Nipper.
What a fortunate thing Mr. Wrott 1s
comin’ down on this particular evenin’,
Begad! It does sound a shockin' name
to say!”’

Seven minates later 1 had completed
the task. Watson and the others had
helped me with a will, and 1t was certain
that the fireworks would go off as
planned. The fuses were good, and the
aiv was dry and ensp.

“IH be hke a set-piece at the Crystal
Palace!” grinned Handforth., *'1'm
quite ready to admit, Nipper, that this
wlea 1w good. 1 couldn’t have thought of
anything better mysclf,”

“Go hon!” 1 grinned.

“Of course, I chould have thought of it
sooner or later——-="

‘““ Rather later than sooner, T expect,”
put 10 Wat<on., * You'd have thought of
it abont next July, Hand Hallo! 1
hear the sound of approaching footsteps.
Tho crowd 15 coming!”

The crawd eame—fully lwenty Re-
movites, a sprinkling of Fifth Formers,
and o number of reckless fags. The word
had got abont what was to happen, and
the {cllows didn’t want to miss it.

** Liston to me, you chaps,” 1 shouted,

" The train's signalled, and <he’ll be here
i a mmute or two.

Nobody's to breathe

a word about the jape, or everything will
be ruined.”
“We'll keep mum!”’

*See that you do,”” I said warningly.
““ Leavo the jawing to me, and at the
word from me help to shove the old "bus
through the village. T expect the chap’ll
be a rotter—" '

““ He can’t help being with a name like
that!”” grinned Hart, -

*“ Ha, ha, hal”

‘“ A rotter,”” T went on. * But we want
to give him a royal welcome at the station
here. We'll cheer him to the echo, and
make him think thet everything s rosy.
The shock will come later on, when we
get through the village,”

*“Good !’

‘“ Hero comes the train!”’

A good many of us passed through the
booking-office on to the platform. And
theve we waited for the arrival of the
new Housemaster. We didn’t know what
he would be like, but we could guess.

And he was destined to receive quito

a warm reception,

L B

CHAPTER I1I,
THE GLORIOUS ‘‘ FIFTH " !

ISSS—S88
H The train pulled up against tho

platform, with a jar and a hssing
of steam. Only two doors opened,
One was that of a third-class compart-
ment, and an old lady with a market-bag

enierged.
The other door belonged to a first-
class  compartment, and two figures

stepped out upon the platform. One cf
them was reeognised at once, and a gasp
of =something very much like dismay
passed over the crowd.

“The Headl”

“ Oh, my only hat!”’

“We didn’'t know he’d be here!”

“Tt doesn’t make any difference!” [
hissed, *‘ It’s all the better; in fact, he'il
probably ride up to the school in the
brougham, and we shall get the two cf
'em! Let it go!”

“Threo cheers for our new House-
master!” roared the crowd, e

“Welcome to Mre. Wrott!”

“FHurrah!” |

Mr. Howard Martin and his companion
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piused, and regarded the juniors uncer-
ttinly. The Head was frowning darkly,
and his harsh faco wore an 1:npatient,
augry expression,

‘“ What does this mean?" he shouted.
“(Go away!”’

‘““ Hurrah!”

““Go away at once!” roared the Head.
““How dare you cause this disturbance?”’

‘“Wo've come to give Mr. Wrott a
welcome, sir!”’ I yelled. ¢ He’s our new
Housemaster, and we’re going to take
hitu up to tho school in style. No
offence, sir—only a little welcome!”’

“T will mnquire into this affair later,”
said the Head sourly. ‘I suspect that
you are all breaking bounds. 1f so, you
will be punished "heavily. For the
moment, I suppose, I must allow you to
continue this absurdity.”

““That will bo best, sir; that will cer-
tainly be best,’”’ said Mr. Wrott. “I am
honoured, I am sure. I hardly expected
to be welcomed so—er—so royally. I am
certainly honoured!”

I had been taking a good look at Mr.
Wrott, and 1 cannot say that he 1im-
pressed me particularly. He was a tallish
man, with rounded shoulders—so rounded,
in fact, that he seemed to possess a per-
petual stoop. His head projected from
his body like some evil hawk.

His face was dark and sallow, his nose
was prominent, and he possessed pro-
truding teeth, which did not add greatly
to his appearance. Big spectacles adorned
his face, and he seemed altogether repul-
sive. He was exactly the type of man
I had been expecting to see, and he would
probably prove to be a worthy henchman
of the bullying Headmaster.

But we had come to cheer him—and

we cheered.

* “This way, sir

‘““The broughain’s waiting!”

‘* Everything’s ready!”’

The two masters passed through the
booking-office, and paused uncertainly
when they saw the horseless brougham.
The Head would probably have refused

’

'ﬂ

to enter the vehicle, but Mr. Wrott
played nicely into our bands.
¢ [ understand!” he exclaimed. *‘ All

this is most ridiculous and childish, but
1 suppose we must humour tho boys, sir.
They have cvidently taken considerable
trou{)le. and we don’t want to disappoint
them.”’

They entered the cab, and T sighed with
relief.

“Good!’ murimured Pitt.
in for it now! [ thought we were going
to be diddled for one awful minute.
Thero’ll be a terrible row about this lati:
on, you know. The Head'll go dotty

“‘They'ro

““Let him!” I interrupted. ‘“It's only
a Guy Fawkes jape, anyhow. He can't
do much to us, at the worst. And it'll be
worth a flogging.”

‘“ Begad! Rather!”

Several juniors had rushed to close th~
doors. And, at the same time, they wer
locked, so that the occupants would no!
be able to make a dash out when the fun
started. We wanted to make sure of
this.

“Hurrah!”

‘““ Clear the way for the latest arrival ™

The juniors yelled with all their
strength, and tho journey commenced. |
was at the back of the brougham, ready
to 1gnite the fuses at the right moment.
And the vehicle careered along at con.
siderable speed, rattling and bumping
over the stones joltingly. -

People in the village turned out of their
cottages and shops to see what all tl.c

‘excitement was about. They were highly

amused, but they had no idea of whul
was to come later on.

Village kids threw a few crackers at us
as we passed, but these didn’t bother us.
And at last we had left tho village bu
hind, and were on tho lonely stretch of
road which led up to the school.

“ Now’s the tame!” said Pitt panting! ;.

“Yes; we're just. off,” I replica.
‘“ Keep on pushing. Tho cab’s got tu
continue its journey all the time. Yo
know what’s coming, so you won’'t n.
startled. The crackers underneath won t
hurt anybody.”

I struck one of those coloured matches
which are called Bengal lights. A rca
flare followed, and it lasted quite lon
enough for me to ignite the lower fusc
A second match ignited the other fuse.

They spluttered along the strings, and
we waited rather anxiously. Everything
depended upon the success of the fusc-
Meanwhile, we coutinued pushing and
pulling, and the two masters within th .
brougham were still ignorant of theic
coming fate. °

“T must be allowed to remark, Mr
Martin, that I hardly expected the bovs
to give me such a welcome as this,’”’ ex-
claimed Mr. Wrott. “ From your
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description of them, T gathered that they

were quite rufianly in their behaviour.”
The Head grunted.

‘“T think I can guess why they are so
effusive to-night,”’ he said sourly. * They
are all Ancient House boys, and you wiil
have complete control of them, Mr.
Wrott. Naturally, they want to get into
your good books.” :

‘““ Huh!” Perhaps that is the explana-
tion !’ said Mr. Wrott. “‘I am quite cer-
tain that the young rascals will not get
milk and honey from me if they do not
behave themselves. I will bear 1n mind
yoar instructione——""

Ba—a—a—ng!

A terrific report sounded right under-
neath Mr. Wrott’s feet, and he jumped.

‘““ Gerd—good heavens!” he gasped.
‘“ What—what was that?”’ :

Bang! Crash! Bang!

““The infernal young hounds!”’ raved
the Head. ““They are having the utter
audacity to ignito fireworks——"’

Bang! Bang!

‘fhie expiosions were truly terrific, and
it sounded as though the brougham would
be torn to picces by the very force of the
reports. But it <till continued its way,
and the *‘horses’ shcwed no signs cf
slackening speed. ‘

The Head wrenched at the door handle.

“* Upon my soul!” he roared. ** We
are locked in!”
'‘“l.ocked n!” gasped Mr. Wrott.

‘* How—how dreadful !’’
The Head projected hes head through
the window opening.
‘“Boys!” he thundered.
door at once—at once!”

Nobody seemed to hear him, and at
that second there was a terrific roar and
a blaze of Light. Sparks flew up by the
thousand from half a dozen Roman
candles, and the Head jerked himself
back sharply. His face was a study.

‘“ Somebody shall suffer for this!’ ke
sparled. ‘“ We are helpless, Mr. Wrott
we can do nothing until this—this out-
rage comes to an end. The boys shall
lcarn that I am not to be treated with
such amazing impudence !”’

‘““I¢ i1s—it 1s disgraceful—appalling!”’
said Mr. Wrott souﬁy.

By this time the carriage had nearly
reached the school, and the firework dis-
play was in full swing. Crowds of fellows
lined the walls of the Triangle, watching
the progress of the flaming coach.

“Open this
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For that 1s what it actually was.

From a distance, the broughani pre-
sented a most imposing spectacle.
Coloured stars were shooting up from tho
Roman candles; silver and golden spray
showered _.down in 1nyriads of sparks.
And the whole, top of the vehicle was
a lurid blaze of coloured flares,

Yet 1 had arranged all the fireworks
90 that no harm could be dono to any-
body or anything. Mr. Wrott and the
Head were mmprisoned in their flaming
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glare out of the windows helplessly.
‘* Hurrah !’
‘“ Three cheers for Guy Fawkes!”
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” '
““ Good old Fifth!”
‘“ That’s the stuff to give ’em!”

Everybody was yelling, and the
laughter was general. A hundred yards
from the gates the brougham was brought
to a standstill, and left there. And every
junior, myself included, streaked to the
walls and chmbed over.

I had unlocked one of the door: on
the quiet, before scooting. And by thy
tinre the prisoners found out that frec-
dom was theirs, the road was absolutely
deserted and the fireworks wceic giving
thcir last flicker.

‘1 am amazed,” said the Head harsbly.
“J] am astounded that the boys couid
have dared to play such an audacious
trick. The ringleaders shall suffer with
the utmost seventy!”

“T agreo with you, sir; I agree
heartily !’ samad Mr. Wrott. ‘It will give
me great pleasure to see the young rascals
flogged without mercy. We have been
insulted—grossly 1nsulted. You were
quite right when you described the boys
as hooligans, for they are little better!”’ -

‘““ Come with me, Mr. Wrott,’ said the
Head’., ‘““ We will deal with this matter at
once.

They marched up the road until they
arrived at the gates of the school. These
were slightly ajar, and the Head pushed
them open 1n order to enter. As he did
so a flash appeared, followed by a sharp,
hissing sound.

“ Good gracious!’’ said Mr.

‘““ What—what is that?”

Crack! Whize! Crack!

They were not left in any doubt as to
what it was! Several jumping crackers
commenced exploding under their very
fcet. They had been placed there by my

Wrott.
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instructions, and the work had been done
well. The opening of the gate ignitea
a fuse by means of a spark.

'And before the two masters could jump
out of tho way they were surrounded by
leaping crackers. And it i1s somewhat
disconcerting to find oneself in the midst
of such fiery articles.

The crackers jumped in all directions,
and the two masters forgot their dignity,
leapt into the air in 4 series of hops and
skips, and fled from the vicinity of the
bombardment.

“Cro 1t!”

‘““ Don’t forget the I'ifth of November!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Headmaster and Mr. Wrott arrived
at the Head’s private door breathless,
and with the ringing of laughter loud
in their cars. The I%ead was positively
raving. The crackers had finally robbed
him of every atom of restraint, and hce
was purple with fury.

““The young hounds! The confounded
dogs!"’ he shouted thickly. ¢ By Heaven!
They shall be punished so severely that
they will remember this affair for months
to come! I will flog every boy in the
Remove. Every single boy shall be
flogged, whether he took part in the
actual outrage or ‘not!”

“1 agree, sir! I quite agree!”" panted
Mr. Wrott. ¢ Never, in my whole life,
have I been treated with such insolence.
And upon my very arrival at the school,
too! Unless something is done 1 shall
have no authority whatever!”

“(Como with me, Mr. Wrott."' snapped
the Head.

They went to Mr. Martin's study., and
when the door was opened it waps found
that Mr. Stockdalo was in possession. He
had been standing by the. open window,
and he turned a smiling face towards the
new arrivals. Mr. Stockdale presided
over the College House, and he was quite
a decent sort.

“The young rascals!” he said, with a
chuckle. “They made yoa jump that
time, Mre. Martin!”

‘““Thoe .young hooligans!” snarled the
Hecad. “They’ll yelp like the dogs they
ate before I have finished with them!”

Mre. Stockdale smiled, and he raised
his eyebrows.

‘“ But, my dear sir, T cannot sce——""’

““ Whether you can see or not is no
concorn of mine,” snapped the Head.
‘““These boys have been

|

|

impertinent® periect fool !

|

beyond all description. Are you aware,
Mr. Stockdale, of what took place in
the lane?"

““You mcan the brougham?'" said Mr.
Stockdale. ¢ Yes, certainly; I am aware
of that incident, Mr. Martin. Rather
an audacious joke on the boys’ part, anl
they certainly deserve a slight punish.
ment—"’

“ A slight punishment!” roared tho
Head. *‘ You are mad, sir!”’

“(Oh, quite mad—insane, in fact,” aaid
Mr. Wrott sourly,

The other Housemaster frowned.

““I have not been introduced to you
sir; but you will oblige me by refraining
from insulting me to my face!” he ex-
claimed sharply. *“I'm neither mad nor
insane ; I happen to possess a slight sen«.
of humour. Igregret to find that both
you gentlemen are lacking in that
respect.”’’

“That is quite sufficient, Mr. Stock.
dale,”” rapped out the Head. “ I requrra
no criticism from you. The boys con:.
mitted an unwarrantable outrage——""

‘“ Nonsense, “sir!”" said Mr. Stockd.l -,
becoming incensed. ‘It is not my wi-i
to quarrel with you, sir, but I must cer
tainly -characterise that remark as non
sense. You appear to forget that th:-
is the Fifth day of November, and f{o:
very many years the boys had plave !
all manner of jokes with fireworks upon
this particular night. Such )okes are
generally winked at by every inastc..
Only an hour ago my own boys actually
tied crackers to my gown. Fortunately.
I am blessed with sufficient sense ol
humour to realise that they were quie
innocent in their fun,”

““Go, sir!” barked the Hcead. “ G,
before I really lose my temper with you..
I repeat. the boys shall be punished
soundly, for what they have done, and |
require no interference from you'"

Mr. Stockdale swept out of tho stu.i,
without a word. Some litte distan:«
along the passage he .ran across M.
Crowell, and the latter paused, noting
If;he'pale appearance of the Housemaster's
ace.

“Is anything the matter, Mr. Stock
dale?’’ asked Mr. C'rowell.

“The matter!"! exclaimed the otia
inpatiently. ‘“I bhave been insulted by
Mr. Martin, that is all. The¢ mau 1. »

I cannot refrain fiom saying
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so, Crowell.
but a harsh bully!”’

“My dear sir

‘““There 1 no necessity for me to
mince my words with yeu, Crowell,”
went on Mr. Stockdale. ‘‘ We are both
oif the same opinion regarding Martin.
He 18 an utterly impossible Headmaster,
and I am seriously considering whether

)

it would not be wise policy on my part

to follow Mr. Lee's example—and re-
sign !”’

And Mr. Stockdale
censed, stalked down t.i'le
turn to his own house.

Meanwhile the Head and hws under-
study had calmed down somewhat.

“I intend to vis¥k the junior school at
once,”” saild Mr. Martin. *‘‘ Every boy
who took part in that outrage shall be
given eight strokes with®he cane., Fur-
thermore, every boy shall be sent to bed
at once——"’

»y

‘“ Pardon me, sir—"’

“Well 7’

““1 was thinking that perhaps—"
Mr. Wrott paused, and peered at the
liead curiously through his glasses.
** Perhaps 1t would be as well if I dealt
with the boys personally,” he added.
‘1 hawe no wish to offend you, eir, but
dr)? yoa- not shink it would be better
BO.”

** No, Mr. Wrott, I do not.”

“I am sorry,” said Mr. Wrott, in an
oilly manner which was peculiarly his
own. “I was only thinking that as I
am the new Housemaster, 1t would be
fitting 1f I dealt with this case on my
own account. I can assure you that
[ shall deal with them severely—perhaps
mﬁre severely than you would your-
self.”

The Head considered.

““Very well,” he said, at last, “no
doubt you are right, Mr. Wrogt. You
will have an opportunity of establishing
., your authority at once. Go immediately,
and punish the boys as you think fit. I
shall know what you have done after-
wards—and I shall be able to judge your

capabilities.”’ _
and rubbed his

Mr. Wrott smiled,
hands together.

‘““ You will not be disappointed, eir,”
he said—** you will certainly not be dis-
appointed.’

He took his departure, and the Head
sat down at his desk. He geemed to
value Mr, Wrott’'s capabilities with re-

still highly in-
passage, to re-

He 13 not only a fool.l
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gard to punishing the boys far moroe
than his scholastio attainments.

And while that little discussion had
been gommg on, Mr. Crowell had been
performing one of hts duties—to be
exact, presiding over the Remove during
prep. Prep. was no longer allowed m
the juniors’ studies.

The Form master could not help
noticing the grimy condition of many
of the boys. He could not help being
aware of the fact that some of the fel-
lows wecre breathless and hot.

But Mr. Crowell was a sport. He said
nothing and appeared to be-oblivious cf
the unusual conditions. Previous to Mr,
Martin’s arrival, the Remove had re-
garded Mr. Crowell as a bit of a
‘““beast.”” @ He was always so severe,
they reckoned. But Myr. Crowell had
changed of late. He had probably felt
that it was up to him to off-set the
[1ead’s harshness to a certain degree by
leniency on his own part.

““ Now, boys, we will get on with our
work,” he said genially. ‘ You are
aware, of course, that Mr. Wrott has
arrived—"’

*“Oh, yes sir! We're aware of ‘that !”’
grinned Handforth.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ You must really confine yourselves
to the work in hand,” siid Mr. Crowell
gently. ‘‘If you are well behaved this
cvening, perhaps I will release you half-
an hour earlier than usual—for 1 know
that it is a special might, and you have
yet to indulge in a little firework dis-
play.”

**Ob, thank you sir!”’

“ You’re a brick, sir!”

The juniors were as quiet as mice, and
work proceeded smoothly for perhaps
five minutes. 'Then the door opencd
and Mr. Simpson Wrott made his appear-
ance.

** This,”” I whispered, ‘“is where the
band begins to play!”’

CHAPTER IV.
AN ABLE UNDERSTUDY.
R. WROTT locked quite im-

posing.
He was now attired in a flow.
ing gown, and everybody re
garded hin with interest. His hawklike
face was inscrutable. but there was a
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certain sinister expression about it which
boded ill for the Remove.

““I find it necessary to introduce my-
self to you, Mr. Crowell,”” said the new
Housemaster. ““And I'm afraid that
my visit just now 138 not a particularly
pleasant one. . I have come to discover
the identity of certain boys who in-
stigated a particularly outrageous plot
against Mr. Martin and myself.”

Mr. Crowell raised his eyebrows.

““Indeed!” he exclaimed. ““I was
not aware of any such plot?”
‘““ Nonsense !” rasped Mr. Wrott.

““You are aware of the fact that the
Headmaster and myself were trapped in

a brougham smothered with fire-
works——"'
“Oh, that!” said Mr. Crowell. “A

mere I'ifth of November joke, sir!"
“A TI'ifth of November insult!”
snrapped the Housemaster. “1 require
you to point out to me the boys who
are most likely to have been the ring-
leaders in the disgraceful affair.”
The Remove waited breathlessly.

“I am sorry, but I certainly cannot
oblige you in that respect.”” said Mr.
Crowell. - “I have not the slightest
1idea who the ringleaders may be, and
it will be very difficult for us to discover
them. My advice, Mr. Wrott, is to drop
the matter., No harm was done,
and——"’

“Twaddle, sir—twaddle!” rapped out
Mre. Wrott. - ¢ You will kindly leave this
room. [ wish to deal with these
boys myself. The Headmaster has left
the matter in my hands, and I shall
deal with it.”

““Oh, very well.)”” said Mr. Crowell.
tartly.

He ewept out of the room, and the
Remove looked somewhat dismaved. 1
nudged Tregellis-West, and made a wry
grimace,

“This is where we get it!" I whis-
pered.

“In the neck, dear old boy,” replied
Sir Montie sadly.

“ Boy,"” thundered Myv. Wrott
abruptly. ¢ What is your name?"
Tregellis-West  looked up, rather

startled, and found that the new House-
inaster was pointing an accusing finger
at him. He rose in his place.

:c‘lMy name is Tregellis-West, sir,”’ he
said,

““Very good, Tregellis-West,” snapped
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Mr. Wrott. “ You will write me three
hundred lines for daring to whisper in
my presence. 1 shall require the lincs
before you go to bed to-night!"

“Begad!"' gasped Sir Montie.

“What! What did you say?”

“I said ‘begad,” sir—quite an uncon
scious exclamation,” said Sir Monlia,
“I was so [rightfully astonished at ve
ceiving three hundred lines for merely
whisperin’. An' I was wonderin’ how
many ‘lines I should have got, if I'd
actually talked!"

Mr. Wrott scowled.

“That s sufficient !’ he shouted, ¢ 3it
down, boy—no, remain standing!"

“Begad!”" said Tregellis-West, b.b.
bing up and down.

““Do not use that absurd expression i
my hearing,' sauid Mr. Wrott, “I haw«
told you to remain standing because you
are one of the boys who took an actiy:
part in the brougham outrage. My cre
sight, [ may tell you, is quite keen, ard
[ have a remarkably good memory (o
faces.”

Mr. Wrott looked qQver the Remove
keenly. His eyes were like gimlets, and
they seemed to bore their way throuch
every junior in turn. Mr. Wrott noddcd
to himself occasionally, and his siniste
face broke into a curious smile.

“Yes, I think so—I certainly think
I am right!” he said, as though talk
ing to himself. ¢ You, boy, stand up'!
And you! And you! And you! Stand
up all of you! Yes, you as well, boy!"

His finger pointed to seven or eight
juniors in turn. They included myself.
Watson, Handforth, Pitt, De Valen-
and Hart. I was quite astonished, for
I could not imagine how Mr. Wrott had
picked upon us so easily. He certainly
had an eagle eye to have remembered
us all so well.

‘“ Kxactly.”” he said—‘“ah! You we's
the boys who took the principal paris
in the outrage I have referre(r to. Do
not dare to utter a word of denial
[ am never mistaken—never!"”

‘““But dash it all, sir, it was only a
joke,”” protested Handforth.

“Boy, what is your name?" shout. |
Mr. Wrott.

“ Handforth, sir." -

“Very good, Handforth, I shall give
vou three extra cuts with the cane fo
daring to address me,” said the House
master, “1 want everybody heie to
understand . that I intend to maintain
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discipline and order in this House. I
will put up with no nonsense—ard my
punishments will be severe for every
offence. Follow me—the eight of you!”

He stalked to the door, and there was
nothing to do but to obey, although
-gsome of the fellows were feeling de-
cidedly rebellious. Nobody would have
objected to a hundred lines or so, but
it seemed that Mr. Wrott was to in-
flict an exceedingly harsh punishment.

We followed him to his study, and I

noticed that some of the fellows were
tenderly rubbing their hands in antia-
pation of the comng chastisement. It

was certain to be brutal.

“~ Mr. Wrott closed the door after wc
had entercd, and we were lined up 1.
a row before his desk. I felt rather
bitter as I gazed at the familiar furni-
ture. This man was an intruder—an
interloper.

That desk was the guv’nor’s; that
hair was the one in which Nelson l.ec¢
h:d always lolled. Mr. Wrott had nc
1ight here—he was an outsider in every
sense of the word.

‘* Taking into consideration the fact
that this day 18 the Fifth of November,
[ shall inflict a severe punishment, but
not unduly so,” said Mr. Wrott in hi
cily voice. I am inclined to be merct-
ful with you. But you have been guilty
cf a very grave offence——"’

“ But, sir—"" bezan Jack Grey.

‘““One word, boy, and 1 shall lose my
temper with you,’ snapped the Housc-
master. “I will not be interrupted!
Do vou hear? The boy who dares t:
interrupt me does so- at his penl! If

cu r:ake me lose my temper—Heaven

elp you!” '
- Evervbcdy was silent.

““You are the ringleaders,” went on
Mr. Wrott. '* The whole Remove will
be punisked, of course: it will be sent
to bed without sunper, and half-an-hoar
earlier than usual. But you boys are
the actual culprits. You will each re-
ccive eight cuts with the cane. and will
mcho }';vlr,i,te me five hundred lines!”

“Great pip!”?’

‘““ Begad!”’

‘*“Bilence!”” roared Mr. Wrott sav-
agely. ‘“ How—how dare you?”

“But such a punishment is terribly
harsh, eir,”” 1 protested. *‘‘ Even the
Head wouldn’t agree to that! I don’t
think it's fair—" '
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“One more word, boy, and I will
knock you down!’ raved the Hcuse-
master. ** You will receive ten cuts in-
stead of eicht! Now! You shall be
the first, Handforth. Stand forward!”’

Handforth clenched his fists, and for
v moment 1 thought that he was goin
to resist. But he didn't. He steppe
forward, and held out his hand. It was
impcssible to defy the Housemaster
cpenly.

Mr. Wrott swished his cane wickedly.

It was a long, painful looking cane,
and Mr. Wrott’s arm was large and
muscular. It was evident that he was
about to ‘lay it on’ with all his
sty&ngth. The caning was likely to ke
staft.

‘“ Now, Handforth!” said Mr. Wrott
sternly.

Swieh !

The cane descended with terrific force,

‘“ Now the other hand !’ snarled M:,
Wrott.

Swish! Swish!

The eight cuts were delivered, and we
cxpected to see Handforth collapsing.
But he bore it bravely. He held his

hand steadily, and received the cuts
without flinching,
““Wait !’ snapped Mr. Wrott, 1

promised you three extra cuts {for ad-

dressing me in the Form-rccm. Hcld
ouk ycur hand again!”

‘ Certainly, sir,” said Handfortn
promptly.

Swish! Swish! Swish!

Mr. Wrott paused, panting for breath,
We regarded Handforth anxicusly, and
with a certain amount of wonder. ke
bore the pain extremely well, by the
look of him. But Handy was juset that
gort. I judged that bhe was screwirg
himself up to a tremendous pitch to
keep his true feelings to himself..

““ Now, sir, it 18 your turn!”’ snappecd
Mr. Wrott, :

He pointed at me, and I stepred for-
ward, holding out my hand. The
Housemaster regarded me malevolently,
and raised the cane.

Swish !

It descended with full strength, ard I
held my breath in readiness for the
stinging ageny.  But, amazingly enough,
my hand hardly tingled. The seccnd
and third blows were the same. The
cuts, although delivered. with all Mr.
Wrott’s strength, scarcely hurt me.

No wonder Handforth bhad been <0,
brave over it! Mr. Wrott’s muscmiap
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strength wgs evidently slight—for he
appeared to be laying it on with victous
energy. The ten cuts left me un.
hargged; my palms were just tingling,
but in no way tender. 1 was quite
thunderstéruck.

And 1 saw by the expressions on the
fuces of the other victims that they
were being ‘treated in the same way.
The terrific caning, in fact, was turning
out to be a bit of a farce.

““There!"’ exclaimed Mr.
last, flinging the cane down. * That
will be a lesson to you, I trust. You
"will go back to the Form-room without
delay, and you will write me five hun-
dred lines each. Furthermore I re-
quire the lines to be finished this even-
ing, before you go to bed. Go!"

“But we can’t do them in time.
sir—"'

‘““ Silence, boy,” snarled Mr. Wrott.
‘“Do not presume to argue with me!
- Another word, and I will give vyou
another caning. Go, and if those lines
arc not completed before bedtime, |
shall double tﬁe imposition !”

We trooped out of the study without
another word. Nobody was afraid of a
few cuts of the cane, but we certainly
cdidn’t want to write a thousand lines.
Five hundred were five hundred too
many.

When we reached the Form-room we
found that the others had been dismissed
bv Mr. Crowell, prep. being over. A
few Removites, however, were hanging
about waiting for us to return.

“ What’s the verdigt?"’ asked McClure
sympathetically.

“Ihd you catch it
C'hurch.

‘“My dear kids, Wrott doesn't know
how to ocane a fly!” said Handforth.
‘“ He must be as weak as a rat—although
he certainly doesn't look it. He used
all his giddy strength, and yet he didn't
hurt any of us.”

“It’'s more than I can understand. yon
know.”" I said slowly. *‘ One might have
thought that the chap did it on purpcese
—just to spare us. But that's rot, of
course, He's the type of man who de-
lights to cause pain.”

De Valerie grunted.

‘“ Well, there’'s no getting out of the
five hundred lines,”” he said. We've
got to do them, haven't we? FHe can’t
lay lines on lightly! The rotter!

Wrott, at

hot 7"’ 1nquired

I3

Giving us an impot. like that absolute!y
for aothing!"

‘““ We shall have to get busy on the
work if it's to be finished to-night,’”’ |
sud quickly. ¢ Talking won't do any
good, will 1t? We ought to think our
selves lucky to be able to hold our
pens stcadily !"

‘- Begad! Rather!" agreed 8ir
Montie. “I was wonderin® how 1t
would be possible to write lines with
throbbin’ hands, old boy. But my hands
are quite comfortable—they are, really.”

We lost no time in sitting at our desks
and getting ready. And then the
laborious task of writing five hundred
lines commenced. There would certuinly
be no freedom for us that night. Every
second of our time would be occupied.
Mr. Wrott had commenced his duties in
the Ancient House by getting himself
thoroughly hated. :

We had been at work in the Form.
room for perhaps ten minutes, when the
door opened, and a cough sounded. 1
looked up sharply.

Mr. Wrott himself had entered.

“Ah! You have completed the lines?
he asked harszhly. * duito good—quite
rood ! Yes, these will do, my boy. They
are somewhat slovenly, but [ will let
that pass. Yes, you may go.”

‘Handforth, whose lines Mr. Wott ha |
picked up, looked surprised.

““I may go, sir?”" he repeated blankly
‘““Yes, boy."
“ But I've only done twenty——"

“How dare you arguec with me""
roared Mr Wrott. “ Leave this room
at once, Handforth. Go! You hav

done your ‘lines, but that does not mean
to say that you shall insult me to miy
face. Leave the room!” .

“Yes, sir!"” gasped Handforth.

He was only too glad to escape.

Mr. Wrott next gave his attention to
Reginald Pitt’s efforts. Pitt had written
about fiftecn liney so far, and Mr. Wolt
picked them up, and examined them, and
then nodded approval.

‘““These will do admirably,”” he saud
‘“ Boy. you may go.”

“Thank you, sir,”” said Pitt joyfullyv.

Mr. Wrott treated us all the samc
Fiither he was eccentric, or dotty. Hi-
manner was harsh in the extreme, and to
argue with him was rather dangerou.
But it was remarkable that he show.!
give us five hundred lines, and then b
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perfectly satisfied wih a mere fifteen or
twenty !

‘“I can't understand the beggar,” ex-
claimed Watson, as we walked down the
passage. ‘*He scems to be a regular
beast. But what’s the idea of-letting us
off like this? He seemed to think that
we'd done the whole five hundred! Any-
how, he didn’t nu,ntion anything about
domg any more.’

“ He was satisfed with what we’d
dane, so 1 don’t see there’s any reason
for us to worry our heads,” I said. *‘ If
he asks for the rest, I suppose we shall
Lave to do them. But he told us to clear
out, so he can’t grumble.”

“The c¢hap’s a rotter,” said Hart
grimly. **There’s no doubt about that
at all.”

I looked thoughtful.

“Tm not quite so sure about that,”
I f'u:l slowly.

“Eh?”’

“Well, just analyqe the facts,”” I went
on. “It’s as plain as dayllght that the
tlead was going to punish us for the
jape. But Mr. Wrott intervened, and
Jdecided to deal with the matter himself.
He caned us, but it didn’t do us much
harm, did 1t?”

“Well, no.”

- "“He gave us lines, and was satisfied
viith a mere handful,” 1 continued.
*“'The punishment he ordered was harsh
and unreasonable. But the punishment
we have actually received has been light.
Don’t forget that. According to posi-
tive results, Mr. Wrott has treated us
fairly well. He’s a bit of a mystery.”

“He 18!” agreed Hart.

And most of the fellows were inclined
to bo of the same opinion.

Mr. Simpson Wrott was an able under-
study of the Head—at least, 1t would
appear so from his manner. But actions
spoke louder than words. So far as
wo could see at present, his bark was
decidedly worse than his bite,

After he had left the Form-room he
went straight to the Headmaster's study,
and prcscnted himself to Mr. Martin, his
cyes glittering n a self-satmsfied manner
behind his big glasses.

“Well, sir, 1T have dealt with the cul-
prits as they deserved,” he said.

“ Oh, indeed ! said the Head.. “T am
plrased to hear that, Mr. Wrott. How
many boys did you actuall pumsh?”

“Kight, sir—the ringleaders,”
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the new Housemaster. ‘7T singled them

out, took them to my study, and ad-

ministered eight strokes of tk o cane to

cach boy. On the top of that I lm%&.d

a «entencc of' five hundred lines.” |
The Head nodded.

“ Quite -right, Mr. Wrott—quxte _.
right,”. he said.  *‘Considering the
nature of the offence, the punishment was
by ro means severe. I am quite pleased
with the way in which you have com-
menced your duties. But I would have
you remember that the -whole Remove
must be punished. It is not sufﬁc:ent
to make an example of the ring-leaders.”’

“1 agree, sir—I agree entirely,” said
Mr. Wrott. “1I propose that the Remcve
be sent up to bed without delay—imme-
diately, in fact. No boy will be allowed
to partake of supper. am] I hts will be
extinguished by - me wit ﬁfteen
minutes, instead of the usual half-houx

" Yes, that 1s quite a good suggestion,”
said the Head, *“* You will plezse put
it ito  effect, Mr. Wrott. In my
opinion, the Remove is the most refrac-
tory form of all, and we must therefore
deal with it anvelelv Once the boys
thoroughly understand that my word is
law, they will be cowed.”

Mr. Wrott nodded, and departed.

Five minutes late,r the news was
general in the Remove that everybody
was to go to bed forthwith—supperless.
It was not at all a welcome discovery—
but there was nothing to Le done.

It was only possible to obey the order.
And the Remove, with feelings which
were too deep for words, trooped up to
the dormltory—hungry, relellious, but
helpless. - .

CHAPTER V.
NOT SUCH A BAD SORT,

HAMEFUL!”
“We're treated like a lot of

slaves!”’

“And we won’t stand it!”’
‘““ Rather not!”

" ““Yes; but we are standing it, aren’t
we?’ said Handforth bitterly. *‘ You
can call 1t shameful, and you can say
we won't stand it. But what’s the posi-
tion? It’s, this! We’re taking ecvery-
thing lying down! We're taking every-
t.hmg meekly, without lifting a ﬁngcr'

said | I call it absolutely rotten!”
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1. The Head came up, drew level and passed by without observing Mr. Wrot".
2. As the blankets dropped into the attic, the three Juniors wondered who hac

acted the Qood Samaritan.



‘“ My dear Handy, the time isn't ripe
for us to lift any finger yet,” I said.
** Don't make the mistake of acting pre-
maturely. There have been many in-
stances of boys revolting against the
masters in public schools. But how
many times have the boys succeeded?”’

‘““ How do I know*”

“That's just i8,"” [ went on. ‘In
almost every instance the boys have been
Leaten by the masters—they have been
rompellej to surrender ignominiously.
And why? That's what fnuk you—
why " '

" Because they were weak, T suppose,”’
said Handforth; ‘ because they hadn't
a proper case.’’

‘“Not at all,”' 1 said. *“The reason,
in practically every instance was the
same. The boys failed simply because
they acted too hastily; because they re-
volted on the spur of the moment, with-
out making any preparations. The
natural result was that the masters were
able to bring them to their senses 1in
next to no time. If we revolt now,
straightaway. we should be in the same
positton. ur only course is to wait for
a bit, and see how things go on.”

‘““ And put up with the Head’s rot in
the meantima?"’

“Yes,”" 1 aard. “It's the only way.
(Ince we've renlly rebelled—if 1t ever
does come to that—we shall be able to
wipo off old scores. For example, we
can pay Wrott back for packing us otf
to bed hke this to-night—on the Fifth
of November. Our big firework display
hus been messed up, and we've been sent
to bed hungry. It's not the kind of
'thmg that will make Mr. Wrote popu-
ar..'

‘““He's a beast'’ said Hubbard flatly.

‘“Yes, rather.”
“And we won't stand him for long

—mm—

' Shurrup '™
‘“ He's coming!”

‘The door opened abruptly, and Mr.
Simpson Wrott made his appearance. He
glrred round the dormitory, and strode
inte the room. His expression was not
at nl!I amisble. IHe snorted as he looked
caund.

“*What is the meaning: of this?"’ he

‘apped out savagely.
*“ The meaning of which, sir?"’ I asked.
‘“Why are you not in bed?”’ snarled

hissed Owen major.
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Mr. Wrott. ‘“Ten minutes ago I ‘left
you here, and there are many boys who
are still only partially undressed. It 13
dixgraceful—positively disgraceful! Do
you require the whole night to removes
your clothing? Get into bed at once!'"

‘‘ We're generally allowed half-an-hour,
sit,”’ satd Nicodemus Trotwood.

Mr. Wrott shook his hands fiercely.

““1 don’t care what you are allowed!"
he bellowed. ‘‘ That is nothing to tha
point. I have allowed you ten minut.:
—quite sufficient time. But those boys
who are still out of bed will find 1t
necessary to finish their undressing
the dark. I intend to extinguish ths
lights ngw.” |

Mr. Wrott pointed an accusing finger
at Cornelius Trotwood—the scmewhat
deaft brother of the redoubtable Nico
demus,

‘“ You, boy, haven't even attempted to
rcmove your collar yet!" shouted Mr.
Wrott. * What is the meaning of that’
Why are you not undressed?"’

C'ornelius looked mildly surprised.

* Naturally, sir,”” he said; ¢ we hava
come¢ here to rest—"’

“To rest!"” roared Mr. Wrott. ¢ How
dare you? What do you mean by bandy-
ing words with me. Get into bed at
once!"”’

‘“ Really, sir, I see no reason why
you should call me a dunce—"'

‘““Ha, ha, ha!'!”

‘“Bilence!” bellowed Mr. Wrott.
‘“ How dare you, boy, I will punish you
for gross impertinence. | wilf teach you
not to make attempts at humour with
your Housemaster. What 13 your
name ?*’

‘“ No,.atr, I'm not lame—

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You'll have to excuse Trotwool,
sir,) T put in. ‘" He's deaf—-"

““ Mind your own business, Nipper'"
raved Mr. Wrott. “ I do not believe for
one moment that this boy is.deaf. [Ila
has deliberately attempted to poke fun
at me, and for that he will suffer. Trot-
woad, come here!”

But Correlius was sublimely un-on-
scious of the fact that Mr. Wrott waa
addressing him. He was removing his
clothes unconcernedly, and it seemn:|
probable that he would cat:h it hor
within a second or two. (

But the Housemaster, for some reason,
dropped the subject without another
woril. Ho walked up and down thos
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dormitory, finding - fault here, and
grumbling there. He raved and stormed,
and finally switched the lights off.

‘““ And, remember!” his voice rasped
out of the darkness. “If I hear any
disturbance from this dormitory I shall
rcturn with the cane. I intend to have

uuhinmm 1, and I shall subdue you sooner
ater.”

Siam!

The door closed, and we heard Mr.
Wrott’s footsteps passing down the cor-
ridor. A murmur of voices broke out.

‘“Well, he’s a queer card,” said Pitt.
“Pe didn’t pulverise Comc-lmq, after
all! But it’s 2 bit thick, the light being
turncd off at this time. I'm not half un-
dressed !’

‘“ Same here,”’ said De Valerie. ‘ Can’t
we turn the light on again?”’

“No; it's a patent switch, as
know,” I said. ‘““We can easily
undressing in the dark. Mr.
rcoms to be a very amiable gentleman,

you
finish

my sons. We shall probably get on
s1dendidly 17
“0Oh, yes!” snanped Handforth. ‘ If

lie’s like tlus on his first night, what the
dickens will he be like after a week?
Great pip! We shall all be lunatics by
tlien!”

‘““You’re one now,”
body.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Who said that?”’ demanded Hand-
forth grimly.  “ By George! I'll wipe up
the eiddy ﬂoor with you—"

‘“ Steady on, my s=on.” I interrupted.
‘“Don’t Fm et what Mr. Wrott said.
If there’s any disturbance he’ll return
with a cane!” .

“let him,” said Handforth. . “I’'m
not afraid of his rotten cane! He can't
swipe for nuts. I want to know who
ralled me a lunat-ic. I believe 1t was
Owen major—"’

“Well, you can believe something
« Ise,” «aid Owen major. *‘‘1 didn’t ecall
you anything—although I'm quite ready
to ctlice. The chap who called you a
linatic knew what he was talking about!”

‘“* Why, yon—you——-"

‘““Oh, dry up. Handy,” interrupted
C‘hurch. *“1 swant to talk about some-
thine else. Did anybody c<ee if Mr.
Wiatt took that parcel out with him?”

‘“Parcel”’ 1T asked. ‘¢ What parcel?™

“Didn’'t you ree it?’,said Church.
“I'm near the door, and F saw it all

remarked some-

Wrott |

19

right. When he came in he was carry-
ing a whacking great brown-paper r parcel.
He put 1t down by the door but I didn’t
ee lum take it away.’

“ You’ve been dreaming,’”’ said Hand-
fo:th.

“Rats! I saw it plainly

“By jingo! He's right,”’ exclaimed
Mc(‘lure ‘“There’s a pamel here, just
aguinst the wall. 1It's only loosely
wrapped up—"’

“Don’t open 1t.”” 1 sard. *“‘It’s not
lour parcel, yon ass. Mr. Wrott may
have forgotten it, and he’'ll be back pr
sently.” :

“Yes, - but——"" McClure pausedl

and smiffed. ** I—T can smell something
rood !” he added. *“ T believe 1t’s gruh
9"

“Grub? gasned Fatty Little, rollinz
out of bed. ¢ Where?

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Who satd grub?”’ demanded the f:t¢
boy. *“I'm famished. you know! I
hmon t eaten a bite since seven o'clok
—and then I only had half 'a loaf wit'
some¢ sardines, and half a dozen dougi-
nuts and shree or four tarts, and a cur-
rant cake!”’

“Is that all?””' T asked.

r”

der you’re still alive!
h IXIL-Clure said something about grub

‘“Yes, and T meant it,”” said McClure.
‘““T say, yau chaps, this is rather queer.
you know! This parcel i3 full of tuck'”

““ Great Jcott!”

“ Iet’s have a look!”

“Open 1t!”

Evervbody was hungry, having been
sent to bed without snnper—and a crowd
soon collecte:dl ronnd McClure and the
parcel. It was soon wrenched open, and
the ;uniors tried to see in the gloom.

‘“Hasn’t anytody got a match?”’ asked
IHandforth tartly.

‘““We don’t want matches,”’ mumbled
Fatty Little. *‘I've found something
gaodt without a light! This beef-patty
1s tophole——"’

“Clear off, you fat bounder!”’ roared
Handforth. “ I’'m blessed if the por-
poise isn't scoffing everything before we
can see!”

“My bat!” said McClure.
th's? A conidic! Three eandles, in fact!
They were in *he parcel!”

A match was <truck by somebody. and
two of the candles were lit. Thern we

‘“It’s a won-

“ What's
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were able to gaze upon the contents of |

the parcel. It was a very large one,
and it contained a good supply of good
things—cakes, pastry, sandwiches, and
all sorts of appetising eatables. There
were te: three candles, and nothing else.
Just the grub and the candles. What
couid 1t mean?”’

“ Giinme one of those sandwiches!”
said Handforth hungrily.

He took ore, and munched it with
great relish. 1 took one, also, and found
it. to be cxcellent. Before a minute had
claupsed, every fellow in the dormitory
vas helping to demolish the good things.

“But just fancy old Wrott leaving the
ctufft here!" said Watson. “ I—I can't
inike it out, you know!”’

““Dear ¢ld bov, 1t's a mystery,” de-
laved Montie. ““ However, there 1s
rothin’ wrong in rai:lin® a feed, an’ I'm
perfectly agrecable to catin’ my share
of this particular supply. Mr. Wrott
will be frightfully upset when lLe finds
out—hut lie won't be able to get the grub
bock again, begad!"

“ I suppose he was going to have a
fced 1in hizs bedroom—the glutton,”” said
ITandforth. ‘“That's the only explana-
tion, anyhow. Who ever heard of a
[lousemaster carrying great parcels of
food about””’

‘*“ To say nothing of candles,” T put
in “ He wouldn't want candles in his
own room, would be?”’

“ By (Cicorge! No,” said Handforth.
‘“ What are you getting at?”

“Mr. Wrott knew that we should be
ir. darkness, once he'd gone,”’ 1 replied.
‘““ He knew that we were all hungry,
and I'm not going to believe that a man
could forget a parcel of that siza!”

“ But—but——"'

“Mr. Wrott
deliberately.”’

“Eh?”’

“It’s tho only explanation,” I said.
““ The Housemaster took pity on us, and
brought that grub up. But he wants to
make out that it was accidental; or,
rather, a pieco of forgetfulness., He knew
that wo should investigate as soon as he'd
gone.”’

Many

““ Oh,

major,

left the parcel here

of the juniors were sceptical.
that's c<heer rot,”” saidd OUwen
‘““ Wrott is a beast; we all know
that. He wouldn’t do such a thing.
Nipper. He's a rotter—""

““Is he?' I said.
about it, my son.”

“I'm not so sure
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‘““ Not sure

“No, I'm not,”” T declared. ¢ What
has he done that's been rotten?  He
caned eight of us—and laid it on <>
lightly that we hardly felt it. He gave
us five hundred lines—and was satisfied
with about twenty. He sent us up to bed
without supper—and took good care that
a supply of grub was here.”

‘““It looks rummy, I must say,"” ad-
mitted Pitt.

‘““ His voice 1s harsh, and his manner is
harsh, but he never hurts anybody,” |
went on. ‘It seems to me that 1t's a
pose, put on especially for Martin’s
benefit. Mr. Wrott wanted this job, ond
ho knew that the only way to get it was
to mako out that he was stern and scver:,
By nature he's generous, and he can't
reveal his character openly. That’s my
idea, anyhow."”’

‘“Begad! I'tn inclined to agree wiils
you, old boy.”

““ Bust my scuppers! And so am [!"
declared Tom Burton, the skipper’s son.
“I reckon Mr. Wrott 13 a mighty fin=
pilot. These cakes aro first-cluss—duin
my riggin’ if they ain’t!”

The facts were undoubtedly stronge.

Mr. Wrott had left the parcel in tha
dormitory purposely; there was not tho
slightest doubt on that point. And 1t
pointed to the conclusion that he was a
thoroughly decent sort. We wera soon
finding out that our new Housemastor
was a man of mysterious ways.

He pretended to be a bally, but was
really kind-hearted.

‘““ Ah, I feel better now,” said Hand-
forth comfortably. ‘“The grub hasn't
lasted long, but it was jolly decent "

‘“ Look out!"’ hissed McClure. ‘“He's
coming!”’

“Eh?”

“Wrott!”" breathed McClure.

‘“ Who's tulking rot?"’ snapped Hand-
forth. * You chceky ass——"

The door opened before the candles
could be extinguished, and Mr. Sunpson
Wrott strode into the dormitory. -

ave a bellow of fury as he saw tno
ollows scuttling to their beds.

“Stop!” he roared. ¢ What s tho
meaning of this?”’

Silence !

‘“ Boys!” shouted . Mr. Wrott, in &
terrible voice. ‘ How dare yoiui leava
your beds in this manner? How daro
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vou light candles, and—and Good
gracicus me! Upon my soul! Food!
The remains of a meal!”

" The Housemaster seemed to be

horrified, and he looked round with a
brow which was black with fury.

““Who 1s responsible for this?’’ he
snarled. ‘‘ This—this 1s amazing! That
you should have the audacity to partake
of a meal in—in the dornutory is past all
understanding. I am shocked—1 am
thunderstruck !”’

The Remove remained silent.

“I will not waste time by inquiring
how this appalling state of affairs came
into being,” went on Mr. Wrott savagely.
“T will punish every boy in the dornntory
aitke. You shall all suffer for this act
of unparalleled insubordination !”’

‘““ But, sir—-"" 1 began.

‘¢ Silence, boy!”

“1 only wanted to say——

‘““Upon my soul!” roared Mr. Wrott.
‘““ How dare you speak to me, boy? What
15 1t you want to say?”’

I could hardly refrain from grinning
at the contradiction.

“Just this, sir,” 1 exclaimed.
found that parcel in' the dormitory, here,
and, as we were hungiry, we naturally
divided up the contents. We thought
perhaps that you’d left the parcel—"

“I—I!” shouted the Housemaster.

“*What do you mean? How dare you
gsugeest that 1 left the parcel in here?”’

‘*“ But you brought it in, sir,”” put in
McClure. “1 saw you.” '
« “You saw me!”’

Mr. Wrott seemed thunderstruck. And
then his frown became heavier, and he
uttered a perfect snarl of fury.

*“By thunder!’ he shoutad thickly.
‘““ You—you have dared to demolish the
contents of the parcel which I inad-
vertently left in this room? 1 remember
now! I did leave it here. Of course—
of course! And you have actually
descended to robbery in order to satisfy
your craving for food!”

“We didn’t have any supper, sir!”’
growled Hundforth.

““ Supper—supper!” raved Mr. Wrott.
‘ Boys of your age want no supper; they
are better without 1it! For this amazingly
audacious act you shall all be punished
doubly as heavy as 1 first intanded. 1
will have no excuses—no excuses what-
ever. Every boy shall be punished——"

“I don’t see why you should punish

)
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me, sir,”’ growled Fullwood. ‘I didn’t
eat any of the grub—not a mouthful’
It’s not fair that you should punish o
for what the other follows did.”

“ Why, you—you——" began Hand-
forth.

‘“ Silence!” bellowed the Housemaster.

Fullwood had always been an accom-
plished liav.

But for him to make such a statement
befere the whole Remove was rather
startling. Hc had caten his full share
of tho grub, and now ho had the audacity
to decMre that he had touched ncthing.

*“ It would certainly be unjust to punish
you, boy, for the sins of the cthers,”
satd Mr. Wrott. ‘““ However, I think 1
see unmistakable signs of a jamn smear
upon your cheek, Fullwood—rather faint,
but, nevertheless, apparcnt. I presume
some other boy placed it there merely
as a joke?”

“I—I—"" Fullwood paused, dis-
mayed. ““There’s no jam on my check,
str,”” he satd huskily. ** You’ve made a
mistake——"’

*“ I think not; in fact, I am sure not,”
said Mr. Wrott. *‘ For telling a deliber-
ate untruth, Fullwood, I will punish you
here and now. Get out of bed, and hold
out your hand.”

‘““ Oh, all right, sir!”’ growled Fullwood.

He had heard about Mr. Wrott's
canings, and he didu’t mind in tho least.
He had enough assurance for a -dozen,
and he bheld out his hand easily. Mr.
Wrott raised his cane, and brought it
down sharply.

Swish !

““Yarooh!”’ howled Fullwood wildly.

‘““The other hand, boy,” rapped out
Mr. Wrott.

Swish!

“ Ow—yow!”’ hooted Fullwood.
by gad! Ow!”

‘““ And now go back to bed,” said Mr.
Wrott sternly. *‘ As for the rest of you,
I have already stated that you shall be
punished. You have dared to interfere
with my parcel, and you have also broken
all the school rules by partaking of food
in your sleeping apartment. I intend to
be cxceptionally severe, and this shall be
an example to you. Every boy in this
dormitory will wnte me ten hnes!”’

Thero was an intense silence.

‘“ Dijd—did you say ten hncs. sir?”’ 1
repeated wonderingly.

“ Qh.
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did!”" snapped Mer.

Handforth.

“ Yes,
Wrott.

“Tut—tut—ten!”’
i 35—t that all?”’

Mr. Wrott laughed sourly.

“You are at liberty to write me ten
thousand, if you wish,”” he said. *‘ How-
ever, 1 have given my orders, and you
will be well advised to carry them out.
[ shall require those lines before this time
next week. '’ .

And Mr. Wrott, with a swish of his
gown, strode out of the dormitory, and
slammed the door behind him. .He had
not even ordered the candles to be ‘ex-
tinglished. _ '

“Well, my only hat!" said Pitt. *Tf
that doesn't take the bun!”

“ Well, I'm jiggered!”’

“1t's amazin', old boy!”’

““ There's no doubt about it that my
surmise was pretty nearly the truth,”
1 said. ““Mr. Wrott is an exceedingly
peculiar gentleman. He makes a chap
feel that the world is coming to an end,
and then he does nothing. Ten lines

boy;- 1

gasped

cach. Why, it's no punishment at all; |

and we haven't got to hand them in until
next week. That's what he gives us
after wo've pinched about two quids’
worth of grub.”

“ Dash 1t all! The chap’s a good sort,”
said Watson bluntly. ‘ He may bark at
us and rave, and all the rest of it—but
he's jolly decent.”

‘““ Hear, hear!”

“And I think Fullwood ought to be
bumped for being such a lar,”” said
Handforth firmly. ‘‘He only got two
swishes from Mr. Wrott, and he yelled
just_as if they hurt. We know better

“ You fool!" snarled Fullwood. * Ie
half smashed my hands!”

“0Oh, rot! He's got no s?ngth," said
Handforth. “ Why, when he caned us
we hardly folt the cuts at all!”’

“I doun't care whether you felt them or
~not,"”" growled Fullwood. “ Look at iny
hands! Look at the marks of that rotten
cane! 1 tell you he swiped mo worse
than I've ever been swiped before!”

Fallwood extended his hands, and the
juniors near him whistled. *

‘““ By jove! They do look rather puffy!”
satd Iitt. “He must have laid it on
vwell. What a good joke!”

“Joke!” howled Fullwood.

“When Mr. Wrott caned us he was
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punishing us for that firework jape, ba.
cause tho Head had ordered him to don
50. So ho pretended to be fierce, anli
did nothing. I thought he wasn’t capabis
oi hitting hard, but this proves beyond
all doubt that Mr. Wrott 1s a decent sort.
Fullwood deserved a hiding, and he go.
it. We didn't deserve a hiding, and wo
didn't get it.”

1 nodded.

““That’s just about the truth,”” I said.
“My children, you can take it from your
uncle that Mr. Wrott is the goods. We
thought he'd turn out to be a beast, bui
it's just the opposite. Good luck to
him!”’ )

‘““ Hear, hear!"’

And the Remove settled down to sleep,
fecling quite comfortable and cheerful.
The only fellows who made no attempt

to doze off were Handforth and Church

and McClure. They, it appeared, had
somao little scheme on.

CHAPTER VL

A SURPRISE FOR DR. BRETT.

R. SIMPSON WROTT, mcau-

M while, was seated in the big arm-

chair in his study. A cheerrul

fire burned in the grate, and a

big cigar reposed in Mr. Wrott's mouth,

Alone, he did not look quite so for-
bidding.

For the frown had vanished from his
face, and if anybody had becn there they
would probably have noticed a kind of
twinkle in Mr. Wrott’s eyes. Tho new
Housemaster was certainly something of
a mystery. .

Ho was idly scanning the pages of an
evening newspaper, and he had just 11}
it aside when the door opened, without
warning, to admit Mr. Howard Martin.
The Head nodded curtly.

““You will bo going to bed soon, Mr.
Wrott?"”’ he asked. :

“1 trust so, sir; [ trust so,”” said the
Housemaster.

‘I hope you have succeeded i getling
acquainted with your new surroundings,”
went on the Head. ‘“How are you
getting on with the boys? It is necessary
to be very harsh with tham in order to
keop them in chock. I presume you have
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carried out my instructions regarding; The new Housemaster's surmise was
that point?”’ correct, it ‘scemcd. The Head had notv
Mr. Wrott shrugged his shoulders. confined his walk to the Triangle. And,
‘““Have you not heard me?’ he in-|for somo reason best known to himselt,
quired. ““I’'m aware of the fact that my | Mr. Wrott secmed considerably in-
voice 18 not gentle, and you must surely | terested in tho Headmaster’s movements.
have heard——'? | At all events, he was following the
~ *“Yes, Mr. Wrott; T have heard you,” Head down the lano in a stealthy marner.
irterrupted the Head. * But talking to | He did not allow himsclf to be seen; he
the boys is not sufficient. You muss| did_not allow Mr. Martin to have the
cane them; you must give punishments | shightest suspicion that he was so close
frequently. It is the only way to subdue | bchind.
them, and get them completely under| And Mr. Wrott’s interest became
control.” rgreatly incrcased when he saw the Head
“ You may leave it safely to me, sir,”” | turn off halfway to the village, and make
satd Mr. Wrott. ‘‘ Have no fear on that | his way alongz a footpath across theo
pomt. I will get the boys under iny|mecadows. Mr. Wrott wondered whery
control, even if I am obliged to cane|on earth tho Head could be muaking for.

them every day and three times a day!” But it was not long before he dis-
“That is the right spirit, Mr. Wrott,” | covered the truth. A

«aid the Head, nodding. “ A man who! After the twn men had, progressed for
15 gentle 1s utterly useless where boys are | 4 distance of perhaps a mile, the gaunt
concerned. The junior boys are naturally | outline of a quaint, old ruin came into
more untractable than the senior. We view. It was the ancient remains ot
must therefore concentrate our efforts | Beliton Abbey. an old building which
FJilfft'lm]ﬂl']y upon the Remove.” had been in ruins for hundreds of years.

**'That 1s what I havo always under- It was one of the local objccts of

f‘to‘ﬁ]'” said the Housemaster. *‘1 tﬁlke terest, and in the summer timo visitors
l'Vt]al:tli?lt’9"you are. now going out, Mr. J were fairly common. Painters wero
RN ] particularly kcen on transferring the
']‘ he Head 100]:\8d up sharply. _ abbey on to canvas. and sightscers would
‘“For a Stl'0]_l m the Trangle—nothing go mnto the dungeons and vau!ts just for
morc!” he said quickly. ‘“I generally | the excitement of it.

t’\"‘.l‘]‘; aﬁtrol‘lv b‘-‘foll.'? turning in. Good-! B¢ at this time of the year, November,
mght. Mr. Wrott ' there was nothing doing.

ot T S}
Good-night, sir! The placo was deserted week after

The Head, who was attired in a big} °r |
overcoat and a cap. took his departure, | Week, and the probability was -that no

closing the door after him. Mr. Wrott viutor would go near the abbey until
st fogr a second quite still, Therc was tho following spring had well advanced.
a thoughtful expression in his eyes. In the winter months the old ruin was

L ]

‘* Remarkable !”” he murmured. *“ H'm ! Teft desqlate..
Why did Mr. Martin make such a point| The situation, then, was remarkable.
of telling me that his stroll would be|_ For, surcly, this was a queer timo for
cenfined to the Triangle? Rather a|Mr. Howard Martin to be bent upon
«irnificant point, I am inclined to believe. | exploring tho ruin—on a cold 1\0‘{0"113*‘!‘
We shall see—we shall see !’ night, at close upon eleven o'clock!

He rose to his feet, slipped on a eap | What could the Head’s real object bo?

of his own, and left his study without M"- W"‘?“}' apparently, was a very

turning off the electric light. " And tne | curious individual.

Head, passing through the Triangle, had] He was determined to watch his chicf.

no indication’ that Mr. Wrott had And when Mr. Martin vanished into

departed from his study, for his window | the ruin, the Housemaster crept up like

still gleamed brightly in the darkness. |a shadow, and peered through an 1vy-
But Mr. Wrott was not quite so in- | grown window. He was just in time to

active as the Head imagined. He was, | see the Head vaniching down somo steep

in point of fact, only about two hundred | stone steps.

yards in Mr. Martin’s recar, as the latter}] **Dear me!’ murmured Mr. Wrott.

gentleman made his way down the lane | ‘‘ Most interesting !’ _ .

in the direction of tho village. Ho passed into the ruin as silently as
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a shadow, and he followed the Head

down into ,the depths. He hadn’t the
famntest idea where he was going, or
where this adventure would lead him.

But he was cager to find out every-
thing, and he did not hesitate. Further
and further he descended, until, at
length, he found himself in one of the old
dungeon passages. Ahead of him, quite
a considerable way, a flickering gleam of
light showed itself.

Mr. Martin was walking along the
passage, carrying a candle. But where
was he off to? '?'hat wus the interesting
nuestion. Mr. Wrott was greatly attracted
by the fact that the Head had been
carrying a well-flled handbag.

Why 7

I'or what reason was the Head bringing
a handbag to this lonely, deserted old
ruin’ Certainly, such a mission did not
appear to be quite in keeping with Mr.
Martin's position as the Headmaster of a
great public school.

And Mr. Wrott was quite keen to
lecarn what the secret could be. It
almost seemed as though he had half
suspected that the Head would be mak-
ing such a journey. At all events, he
he did not appear to be exceedingly
surprised at the strange behaviour of
Mr. Martin.

He continued on his way along the old
tunnel gingerly. - The walls were damp
—thoi reeked of moisture, and the at-
mosphere was by no means pleasant.
However, after ocontinuin
another hundred yards, he
of a change.

The walls became dry, and the air
was purer.

Mr. Wrott knew quite well that he
was down amonget the old dungeons
where, in the Middle Ages, bold
warriors had sought refuge from their
encmies—and where prisoners had been
kept for years in solitude until they

died.

Mr. Wrott himself had no light, but
he was %uided by the gleam in front.
And he told himself that he would be
quite secure; he could find his way
out without difficulty.

The Head was quite unaware of Mr.,
Wrott's activities, and he did not even
suspect that he was being watched. For
he never once looked round, and did not
pause in his walk.

And then his shadower berame aware

his way for
was aware
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of the fact thut the Head had halted.
Mr. Wrott saw that his quarry had
turned into an opening, and the lLizht
had greatly increased in brilliance. Mr,
Wreott stood quite still.

‘“ Dear me !"" he murmured softly.

The sound of voices came plainly t»
his ears!

Mr. Martin was talking with some-
body !

This, indeed, was an astonishing situa-
tion. The Headmaster of St. Frank's
had penetrated these aged dungeons.
and was conversing with another man.
Who oould the mysterious one be?
Obviously no ordinary. respectable gen
tleman. For no such person would
dream of meeting Mr. Martin down i1n
those dungeons.

There was something very mysterious
and very sinister about the whole busi-
ness, and Mr. Wrott almost felt inclined
to venture further—on the off chance
that he would be able to overhear somo
of the words which were being spoken.

But he decided, upon the whole, to
refrain.

He had no wsh to be caught red-
handed down there—it was not his de-
sire that the Head should discover his
curiosity concerning the matter. So he
remained still.

He was rather too long, however.

For, quite abruptly, the Head appeare.
in the passage. He held a lantern in his

hand.
‘*“ Good-night !I"" Mr. Wrott heard him

ay.
And then Mr. Martin cande -striding
along the passage. For one tense
moment Mr. Wrott believed that he
would be discovered. To flee now would
be futile, for he would certainly be seen.

There was only one possibility of
escaping detection.

Within a yard of Mr. Wrott, and on
the other side of the passage, there was
a deep recéss in the wall. But could he
cross the passage and conceal himself
without the Head seeing?

It was a problem—but it had to be
chanced. :

Mr. Wrott setepped across like a
shadow. and slipped into the reccss--
which, he found, was not so deep aa L
had believed. Thechances were that Mu.
Martin would see him as he pagsed by.

But there was nothing else to be done,
and Mr. Wrott waited, his heart begting
rather rapidly.
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The Head came up, drew level—and
passed by.

‘“Good !’

Mr. Wrott murmured a sigh of relief,
and he breathed more freely once again.
e waited for five minutes—until all
sounds of Mr. Martin had eeased. The
[Head, no doubt, had emerged into the
oren once more.

Mr. Wrott considered that it was now
possible for him to make a little exam-
isation. He was curious, and he didn’t
disguise the fact. Pulling out a
rmall electric torch he switched it-on
and moved forward along the passage.

Step by step hé progressed, slowly and
cautiously.

Then, at length, he came to a blank
wall. The passage ended abruptly, in
a cul-de-sac! There was no opening of
any sort to be seen—no dcorway, and
no entrance to any dungeon.

“H’'m! A secret door, ho doubt,”’
murmured Mr. Wrott.

He searched in vain. He could not
find any sign or trace of a doorway,
and was compelled, at length, to give
up the task as hopeless. But he knew
that a secret door did exist, and the
knowledge occasioned him great satis-
faction. He took his departure in a
highly pleased frame of mind.

When he emerged from the old ruins,
cverything was still and silent—the
ITeadmaster had mnearly reached St.
I"iank's by thie time, probably. And Mr.
\'w'rgf{tt set off across the fields at a brisk
walk.

He arrived in Bellton Lane in due
course, and he was on hLis way to the
school when he became aware of two
lichts in the distance ahead. They were
bhearing down upon him, and he recog-
nised them as the twin lamps of a
motor-car,

Mr. Wrott waited by the side of the
rcad, and as the car apprcached he
razed at it searchingly. It was oply a
feow yards from him when he stepped
forward and held up his hand.

'i'he car was a two-seater, driven by
a youngish, alert looking man in a
he avy fur coat. He applied the brake
at once, and pulled his car to a stand-
still. He regarded Mr. Wrott curiously.

““Well, sir?”’ he asked.

'“You will pardon me, I am sure,”
sud Mr. Wrott. ‘“But I have an idea
that you are Dr, Brett, of the village
of Bellton?”

1 voice.
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““ That’s Dr.
Brett.” -

““ My name is Wrott,’”’ said the House-
master. ‘I am a new resident master
at 8t. Frank's——"

_‘*Quite so,” said Dr. Brett grimly.
““I have heard of you my dear sir!”

‘“ Already 7’ said Mr. Wrott. “1 am
flattered !”’

‘“You needn’t be,” said the docter
bluntly. “‘I can assure you, Mr. Wrott,
that you would not be flattered if vou
knew how I'd heard of you! But I
should like to inform you that the hour
is late. and that——"

“Quite so—quite so,”” agreed Mr.
Wrott. ‘“I am particularly anxious to
consult with you to-night, Dr. Brett.
I ask you, as a very great favour. to
grant me this interview,

Dr. Brett considered .for a moment.

quite correct—I am

“Qh, very well,”” he sad. ‘‘Jump
in, Mr. Wrott.”
The Housemaster jumped in with

alacrity, and the car was soon speeding
towards the village. Dr. Brett was not
at all keen upon the interview, He had
had a trying day, and he badly wanted
to get to bed.

He was quite sure that Mr. Wrctt's
business was of no importance. And
the doctor was not favourably impressed
by what he had heard of the new master,
He wanted very little to do with him,

They arrived at the doctor’s house, and
entered. While Brett put the car into
his little garage, Mr. Wrott waited in
the consulting-room—a cold. bare apart-
ment, far from cheerful. The fire had
died cut long since.

Dr. Brett appeared at last.

““ Now, my dear sir,”” he said briekly,
as he peeled off his big coat. ‘' If vou
can make your statement as brief as
possible 1 shall be obliged. You must
remember that the hour is late—"

“ Quite so, my decar Brett,” interjected
Mr. Wrott, in a strangely famlar
*“ The hour is late—and this room
is cold. Why not have a little chat by
the cosy fire in your own den?”

Dr. Brett stared at his visitor blankly

*“J—I don’t understand !’ he ex-
claimed. ‘‘I seem to know——"

‘* Come, come, Brett!’ laughed Mr.
Wrott. *‘ Surely you are not deceived 7™

“Well I’m hanged!’ ehouted the
doctor—*¢ Nelson Lee!”

‘“ Exactly !”’

And Mr. Simpson Wrott'lay back in
his chair and smiled broadly.
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CHAPTER VII.

COMING TO A HEAD.

R. BRETT fairly staggered.

M ‘““Lee!” he shouted again.

‘““Man alive! I—I can't believe

it! Is it really you? But—but
13 seems impossible! Your face—your
figure—your teeth! Good Heavens! 1
never thought such a disguise was pos-
sible !"’

He grasped ‘““Mvr. Wrott’'s’' hand
firmly, and wrung it with all his
strength.

“What does it mean, old man?" hce
asked amazedly.

““That’s what I've come here to ex-
plam,”  laughed Nelson Lee. ‘I
thought you would be interested, Brett
—and I know that I shall be safe in
taking you into my confidence!™

Brett stared at his compantion, still
lost in astonishmment. And it certainly
was staggering to find that this forbid-
ding-looking individual was none other
tharn Nelson Lee, the fainous detective !

The truth was out.

“(‘ome 1nto my den—of course!"’ said
Biett briskly, ¢“There’'s a fire there,
I believe. This way, Lee. Great Scott!
It's more than I can believe! Where
on earth did you grow those awful
teeth 7™

““A little invention of my own,”
smiled Nelson Lee. ‘‘Protruding teeth
always alter one's appearance to an as-
tonishing degree, Brett—so I frequently
make use of them in disguising. They
are quite comfortable to wear, I assure
you.”’

“Ther don’t look comfortable.” said
Dr. Brett. *‘ That's right, take that big
chair, Lee. Help yourself to a cigar.
Now, you beauty, I want to know ex-
actly what you mean.”

Nelson Lee lolled back in his chair
and lit a cigar.

“ Well. to tell the truth, Brett, there's
not a great deal that I can say,” he
exclaimed. * For one thing ~ had
strong objections to being kicked out
of St. Frank's by a cad like Martin.
And when I left, my firm intention was
to get back as soon as possible.”

“You haven’t taken long, at all
events!"’ said Brett. ‘* But I must say
that I don't quite- like the idea, Lee.”

“Why noj "

‘“ Wel!, vou're Lee, and yet you're not
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Lee,”’ said -the doctor. ‘“By all that
I can hear, you're a terrible person in
the character of Mr. Wrott.”

““ Not quite as terrible as I seem,"
smiled Lee. ‘‘The boys, I believe, are
already beginning to tumble to the fact
that I am their friend—and not their
enemy. Certainly, I have given them
no hint. But, you see, I want to keep
‘in’ with the Headmaster at the same
time. It will be a ticklish business, but
I think I will manago it all right."

Dr. Brett laughed.

“Think !’ he exdlaimed. “I know
you'll manage it. You manage any-
thing you put yourself to, Lee. But I
should have thought that you would ap-
peal to the Governors with a view to
coming back in your own person-
ality—""

““ That's because you don't under-
stand the position, Brett,”’ said Nelson
Lee. “I'm not going into details, but
I will certainly enlighten you to a cer-
tain extent. I've every reason for be-
lieving that Mr. Howard Martin 18 not

all that he seems to be. Do you fol-
low 7"’
“ Well, not exactly,” said Brett.

‘“Do you mean to say that Martin 1s
something—well, is there anything dis
honourable connected with him ?"

““That's just it,”" said Nelson Lec.
““I am convinced that Mr. Howard Mar-
tin has been mixed up in some shady
business at some period of his life--
and he is probably mixed up in it still.
While I retained my own identity it was
difficult for me to watch the man. [Klo
was very cautious, and gave me no op-
portunities. @ And I am sure that he
dismissed me because he was afraid of
me in my professional capacity.”

Dr. Brett looked puzzled.

*But why?’’ he inquired.

‘““ Very shortly after Martin arrived
here, he was in touch with a rather
mysterious stranger,”’ said Nelson Lee.
““This man on one occasion mistook mo
for Martin, and it was that mcident
which first aroused my suspicions. Ko
the man was quite sufticient to prove to
me that all was not straightforward with
the new Head. 8o, Brett, I thought
that it would be rather good if I re
turned to 8t. Frank's in another iden-
tity. Martin does not suspect me n
any way, and I am able to keep my
eye upon him at all times—day and
night. Do you understand? This little
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('an of mine has many great advan-
tages.”’ '
““Yes, I can quite realise that now,”’
#1d Dr. Brett. ‘‘ But how in the world
d:d you manage to get the job, Lee ?”’

The detective smiled.

“Well, it was oomparatively easy,”
he said.  ‘“ Mr. Martin wanted a new
+!cueemaster, and I took good care to
t~ the first to apply. In my present
diazuise 1 easily eatisfied the Head
with regard to my oredentials—for he
w1s chiefly concerned with my bullying
cipabilities. He wanted a man who
would trecat the jumiors like slaves—and
he was Satisfied that I should 6l the bill.
That’s about all, really. And now I'm
here, planted on the spot once more,
and I shall not become Nelson Lee again
until Martin has been cleared out.’
bé‘;:ﬁ\nd when do you think that will

“T really don’t know—but I do know
there will be some strenuous times at
St. Frank’s in the immediate future,”
raid Lee grimly. ‘' The boys will not
s¢tand Martin’s bullying ways for long.
He will go to a certain point, and
then the storm will break. You mark
my words, Brett. If such a thing can
be avoided, I shall be thankful, but I
am afraid it cannot be. And 1t is highly
probable that when Mr. Martin leaves
St. Frank’s; he will take up his resi-
dence in one of his Majesty’s prisons.”

Dr. Brett whistled.

‘“ As bad as that?”’ he said. ‘‘ Phew!
Then I can understand why you resorted
t> this scheme, Lee. I wish you all the
lnck, old man—and 1 apprcciate the
compliment you have paid me by taking
ne into your confidence.”

‘“ My dear man, you are not connected
with the school, and you and T have
been friends for long past. There was
no rcason why you shouldn’t know, and
[ shall welcome a chat with ycu fairly
frequently.”

o Thanﬂa,” said Brett. ‘ By the way,
does Nipper know 1’ |

. NO.’

‘““ Are you
"~ **Not yet.’ | .

‘““ Well, it seems & very (ueer business
to me,” smiled the doctor, as he rose to
his fecet. ‘I can’t quite be'ieve that
yocu are yourself, even now, ycu know.”’

“1 don’t:want to boast,”” said Lece,
‘““but' I am' certainly very pleased with
this particular disguise. Nipper 18

Foing to tell him?”

wsually extremely keen on suech matters.”
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but he hasn’t penetrated this one yet.
I think I shall wait until he does—before
revealing myself to him. I'll give him
oneé or two hints, and if the young beg-
gar hasn’'t got enough brains to guem
tho rest he'll have to remain in ignee-
ance.

And that’s the way the guv’'nor treats
me! Of course, I didn’t know anything
about it at the time, but I naturally
learned it afterwards—or I couldn’t be
setting dJown tho facte here.

The guv’nor left Dr. Brett after a
little further chat. and he walked -back
to the school feeling in a much more
cheerful frame of mind. He had always
intended telling the docter, and was
rather amused.

Nelson Lee, in point of fact, was en-
joying himself greatly. He was very
fond of deceiving everybody in that way,
and he took particular delight in taking
the rise out of me.

When ‘“Mr. Wrott'' arrived at the
school he was still thinking of the some-
what.remarkable oocurrence he had wit-
nesscd at Bellton Abbey. The Haad-
master was certainly up to something
fishy, and Lee was highly satisfied with
the progress he had made m such a
short time. |

The very instant Lee entercd the gate.
way he knew that something was amiss.
A considerai:le noise was proceeding from
the other side of the Triangle. e re-
cognised Handforth’s voice easily, and
he also recognrised the Ilcad’s voice.

“H’'m,” murmured Teo. ‘ Handforth
in trouble again, F'm afraid. The
amount of trounble that boy seems to find
is truly rvemarkable!”?

He slipped indoors as quickly as he
could, and retired to hs own room—
for he did not want the Head to know
that he had been out. After half-undress-
ing, he slipped into his dressing-gown
and emerged into the passage.

He was just in time to see the Head
marshalling Handfarth and Church and
McClure into the Remove dormitory.

Nelson Lee strolled up, his face assum-
ing & sour, stcrfn z.ful)ﬁgt. Iz was his
policy to appear forbidding, and to agree
with J't.he: ﬁead’s harsh methods. ﬂl he
did not do so he would find himself dis-
roissed. It was, therefore, Lee’s inten-
tion to keep in Mr. Martin’s good books.

‘“ What is the meaning of all this com-
motion?”’ he shouted, rushing into the
dormitory. ‘“ Good gracious! Do you
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rcalise that the time is nearly midnight
—— Ahem! I am sorry, sir——"

“It's all right, Mr. Wrott.”” said the
Head. * You did not know [ was here,
Three wretched boys actually breaking
bound: at this unearthly hour of the
night.”

“Shocking "
ful '

“We were only trying to work a
(Giuy Fawkes jape on Christine and Co.,
sir,”” protested Handforth. °‘ Therc was
nothing particularly wrong——"

““ Silence, boy!" snappod'_she Head.

“ Undress—the three of you'!

They had got into theiv clothes over
their pyjamas, and so they were un-
dressecf within a few seconds. They
were making for their beds when the
Head pulled them up sharply. Every-
body else in the dormitory was greatly
Interested.

“0Oh, no! said Mr. Martin. ‘“ You
will not sleep in these beds to-night! I
intend to punish you severely for this
cscapade. g’ou will spend the might in a
cold attic—just as you are. without bed-
ding or blankets!”

“ Oh!”

‘“ But—but
gasped Church.

“[ don't care what you do!’ shouted
the Head. “ I intend to teach you a
lesson. "

said Lec.

‘“ Disgrace-

we shall  freeze, sic!”

('ome with me'

And Handforth and Co. were marched
out, leaving the Remove boiling with
indignation and fury. Nelson Lee went,
too. The detective was as angry as the
boys, and he did not intend to allow
Mr. Martin’s punishment to be carried
out.

He followed the Head down the cold
corridor until the attic stairs were
reached. Handforth and Co. were
alrcady shivering, and they were really
scared. The thought of spending such
a cold night in an attic appalled them.

Sleep would be impossible.  They
would be compelled to keep on the move
in order to keep their circulation going.
'’And Handforth, at least, had courage
enough to protest.

“It's not right, sir!””’ he exclaimed.
“If we're left up in the cold all night
we shall get pneumonia—"

“ Bosh!"" snapped the Head. *‘ You
are strong—and you can keep moving.
I.intend you to lecarn a lesson this time
which vou will not forget in a hurry. [
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mcan to put my foot down strongly
upon the breaking of boynds."’

“Quite right, Mr. Martin—quite right,
sir!"”’ said Lee sourly. ‘‘ Make theso
boys suffer. I am in agréement with
your most excellent system of punish-
ment. Yes, this attic wil do admir-
ably.”

Handforth and (Co. were bustled iuto
tho cold room, and the door was locked
and bolted. There was no escape. and
the attic itself contained nothing what-
ever in the way of warmth.

The Head went away to his own roown,
and Nelson Lee went back to his bed-
room. The affair was settled—it was
finished. Handforth and Co. were there
for the night, and nobody knew what
would happen to them.

But T.ce hit upon a scheme.

There .were two attics on that par-
ticular landing, and Lee was well aware
of the fact that hoth of themn contained
a trap-door in the ceiling—leading up
bencath the rafters.

Nelson Lee allowed
puss.

Then he quietly went upstairs with a
considerable quantity of blankets from
the store cupboard. It did not take long
to get up into the rafter space. Then he
crawled upon the rafters until he reached
the other trapdoor. It came open with
a jerk as he pulled.

“ Who—who's that?’” came a startled
voice. -

““ Great Scott!
gasped Church. -

Nelson Lee didn't say a word. He
drcpped his blankets down one after an.
other. Then he silently closed the trap-
door and rctired to his own room—quite
satisfied. A

Handforth and Co. would be warm
for the night. Aud when the morning
catne, and the Head discovered that an
alteration had taken place, it would be
inapossible to discover who had acted the
good Samaritan.

Handforth and Co. were joyons as
they rolled in the blankets.

‘““ Another mystery,!” said Handforth
‘ 8till, we're comfy now—these blankets
are ripping!”’

‘““T’'ll bet Nipper did it,"”’ said McClur~

“Rets! If Nipper had done it he'l
have said something!" c¢xclaimed Hand-
forth, who was pretty cute occacionally.
‘““ Look here, my sons, I'll bet a quid to

Lhalf-an-hour to

We're being rescued,"
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a rotten apple that we were saved by
Mr. Wrott!™” /

‘“Oh, don’t talk nonsense——"’

““He was here when we were shoved
mto the attic—and we know that he’s
on our side.,” went on Handforth.
“Didn’t he give us grub when we were
hungry? Didn’t he give us ten lines
cach when we were expecting five hun-
dred? Didn’t he—  Oh, rats! What's
the good of me talking? You know all
this.as well as I do. I tell you, Mr.
Wrott threw these blankets down.”

“Well, if he did, he’s a brick,” said
Church.  ‘“Shurrup! I'm going to
sleep.”’ .

And while Handforth and Co. were
auite comfortable in the attic some ex-
citimg events were taking place in the
Remove dormitory. 1 was the ring-
I -ader, and I was proud of being so.

As soon as everything was quiet I had
jumped out of bed. Candles were lit,
and preparations were made to hold a
meeting. Everybody was with me, and
not a single junior thought of sleep.

‘“We can’t do anything for Hand-.

forth and Co. just yet,” I said. ‘* We
shall have to discuss matters. But, in
my opinion, this is the breaking point.
The Head has acted in an inhuman way
--end 1t’s time we. showed our hand.”
P'“ But what do you suggest?’ zasked

itt.

“1 suggest a rebellion,” 1
quictly.

‘“ A—a-—rebellion?”

(K] Yes !"

“ When—to-night 7

" At once !’ 1 said grimly. * We can’t
wait any longer now. But I am not
going to do anything that the Form
disagrees upon. Before we go any fur-
ther we’ll take a vote.” -t

‘“ Begad!”

““That’s the 1dea!”

‘“ A vote—submission or revolt!”

I looked round the crowd of excitea
faces.

replied
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siud. **Hands up all those who are c¢n
the side of justice and right!”

Every hund that I could see went up.
~ Good !’ I exclaimed. * Now, hands
up those who are in, favour of submitting
tamely to the Head’s domination.”

Not a hand was raised. Even Full.
wood and Co. were with us.

“ Great!” I exclaimed. ‘‘ We're solid.
That means to say that our task will be
eusier. But, remember, there mustn't
be any backsliding.”

‘“ Any which?”’ asked Hubbard.

“You mustn’t knuckle under if we
get a setback,”” 1 exolained. *‘ And
there’s not much ‘if’ about that. We're
bound to get wvetbacks, and onc or two
of us will suffer while the others go
free. If so, suffer in silence for the good
of the causec. This job is going to be a
big one.” :

“ It’ll take twenty-four hours at least,™
saidd Owen majeor, .

““You’re right,”” I agreed grimly.
“ Twenty-four hours, at least. In my
opinion, we sha’'n’t win the fight until a
week has passed. If we go out on strike
—for that’s what 1t comes to—we must
do it properly. No half measures.
We're up against the Headmaster him-
self, and you can bet your boots that
we shall have the tussle of our lives. So.
before you énter into this thing you'd
better realise the gravity of it. Are you
still unanimous?’’

¥} Yes.!l

‘* Rather!”’

‘““ We're with you to a man!”

‘“ And we regard you as our leader'”
«aid Pitt. ‘ You’re the chap for us.
Nipper. We trust you to carry us
throngh to victory! -

“Good !’ T exclaimed heartily. * T'll
do my utmost to lead you well. And if
we don’t smash this bullying martinet—
well, we sha’'n’t deserve any sympathy.
This fight is going o be to the fimsh!”

There was every prospect of some
strenuous, exciting times in the imn.e-

‘* Hands up all those who vote for a|diate future.
revolt against the Head's tyvanny,” I! The rebellion had come!
| THE END.
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INTRODUCTION.
FOBERT OGRESHAM, inventor of the
Solar Monarch, an ai-rnhuif devigned to
travel through space, decides to put his
theoriea (o the teat making a journcy
to the moon and other planeis. He 1s
accompanied b}: ;
FRFANK HILLSWORTH and MAC-

DONALD GQGUTHRIE, both wealthy
young adveniurers ; PROFESSOR PAL-
URAVE, a renowned scientist, and
ABBIE, a burly negro, who acts as cook
and engineer. The airship 1s secretly
constructed in England. At last every-
thing 18 in readiness to start. The adven-
turers are aboard, and as Qresham pulls a
lever the Solar Monarch shoota up into
sapace. The moon {s reached in a week,
the projectile altaining a .speed of 2,000
mules an hour. The surface of the moon
appears destvtute of life. but the explorers
learn, after many exciting adventures,
that the dark fissures and caves are in-
habited by strange monasters. They return
to the Solar Monarch, and set off for Venua.
In this world of whiteness the adventurers
encounter many ectrgordinary beings and
Jresh scenes, such as have never before
been setn by the inkabitants of our Mother
Earth.
(Now read on,)

R i ]

Into the Crater.

“ E have risen fully twenty-eight
miles,”” declared the scientist,

looking  cagerly upwards,
“ It cannot bo muchi—— Gad'!
the top 1+ in ught !’

The others stared excitedly through
the thick glass, and found the professor’s
words to be correct. They were nearing
:Im summit of the mighty mountain at
ast,

In five minutes the acronef, now travel-

ling slowly, rose above the level of the | ventor.

1IN

A Thrilling Account of a Wondar!ul Vo,age o the
Moon, Venus, and Mar:, and of a Flyi
known as the ** Solar Alonareh,"”” the Most Marvellous

By ROBT. W. COMRADE.

TRACKLESS

SPACE.

Machin?
Invention of the Age.

of **The Btowaway's Quesat,” * Bcorned hy Lhe

School,"'’ ete.

mountain and another astonished utte:-
atuce went up |

The ground, from the edge of the pre-
ctprce, sloped sharply downwards, and
the explorers found themselves gazing

down a lull thirty miles in length, the
top half smothered in glittering snow,
and the lower half resplendent with
luxuriant, crveamy vegetation, while at
the bottom another ocean stretched out.

There being no clouds the adventurcrs
were enabled to see this magnificent
spectacle in all its glory, and' for a
moment they stood spell-bound.

“What a marvellous sight!” mur:

muved- the - professor.” ‘““ What a truly

marvellous sight!”

“But look there—not twenty vyards
from the cliff edge!” cried Frank.
“What is all that steam arising from
that huge hole? Where is it coming
from?”

The others looked.

“Unless I'm very much mistaken,”
satd (iresham coolly, although his voico
shook with excitement, ‘‘we are
looking down upon a volcano! It is at
present inactive, though there are evident
signs of its having erupted quite re-
contly. Look at that yellowish-blac'
rock substance strewn about. In =l
probability the hardened lava thrown
out by this volcano.

nosw -

See, too, just rouni-

the edge of the crater, there are thou-

sands of brown ashes, As there is no
anow there, I think it highly probable
the soil just round about there is con
staritly warm, owing to the rising
steam.”’

“ By jingo, I should like to look in-

side,”" cried Mac.
L N 4 ; {3
that's impossible—

¢ Biit=—ul C%%

“ Far from it,”" interjected the m

“The volcano 15 at present
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inactive, and there can be no danger
in crossing the crater. What do you say,
Palgrave ?”’

** No danger whatever—perfectly safe,”
declared the professor, who was as eager
as the bovs to see inside. ‘‘* We -can de-
scend to the dining-saloon and from the
windows see everything.”

" Exactly.” And Gresham called to
Abbie through tho. conning tower ‘speak-
mg-tube, and gave him the neccessary
Jdirections.

A minutd later the Solar Monarch rode
slowly forward over the cliff edge at a
hceight of perhaps thirty feet.

in the saloon everything could be seen
to perfection. A thin spiral of steam
was issuing lazily from the crater as if
to give the adventurers assurance. The
crater itself measured 1n all two hundred
feet across, and as the aeronef crossed
slowly over it the watchers could see
huge masses of luminous and molten
lava rolling about in a manner unknown
on earth. '

Right in the centre of the crater was
a kind of island, composed of rock, and
it was from a bole in the middle of this
that the steam was issuing.

All around the 1sland the deadly lava
hissed and bubbled menacingly.

‘“Ugh! It gives me a cold shiver
when I think of what would happen if
the ship was to fall into—"!

Frank’s sentence was cut short
abruptly as he was nearly thrown to
the floor. The Solar Monarch had given
a giddvy lurch, had swung uncertainly
from side to side for a moment, and was
row slowly bat surely sinking into the
crater—into that mass of fire and steam!

“ By Heaven,” cried Gresham in
herror, *‘ one of the engines has smasheod
and the ship is dropping. Tell Abbie to
race the other for all it 13 worth!”’

With white, blanched faces his com-
panions looked on as Palgrave dashed
out. No need to tell Able anything,
however. That cheerful nigger, having
«cen the awful danger, was working like
a demon, and at risk of serious over-
heating was running the remajning
rngine at & mad pace.

All to no purpose, however. With
only balf her complement of suspensory
ycrews working. and that in an extremel
rarified atmosphere, the Solar Monarc{n
was sinking to her doom !

Nothing they could do would save
them from dropping into the deadly
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crater. It was too late now to make a
dash forward and so land on the out-
side. The vessel was below the edge!

‘““ My friends, I see nothing but death
bofore us all,”’ said Gresham hoarsely.
‘“Let us meet it like men—like English.
men should—like Englishmen always
have done in the past. Would to Heaven
the smash had occurred five minutes
sovner. We could have landed then i
safety. As it 1s, it is useless to raise
false hopes. It is hard—terribly hard—
that your young lives”’—to Frank and
Mac—'‘ should be thus thrown away.
and that¢ this :nementous journey should
terminate in this tragically abrupt man-
ner. It was my lielong wish to prove
to the world what my machine could do:
hut » am doomed to disappointment. It
is not to be: we shall never see dear old
England again, I'm afraid.”

Tears stood in the inventor’s eyes as
he 3spoke. Palgrave and the two young
men looked at one another in a dazed
manner, unable to realise the calamity.

But they braced themzelves up and faced
death like Britonsz should.

“Iet us offer up a prayer,”
Gresham quietly.

And as the aeronef gradually settled
down the four fugitives knelt silently in
the saloon. Down bhclow in the engine-
room Abbic had far from given up hovpe.
He was working frantically; naot at the
disabled ergine, hut at the lower stcer-
ING Zean

He was gazing intently at the periscope
which showed him the ground beneath,
and a glad lonk came into his eyes as
tbe Solar Monarch did his bidding and
landed with scarcely a jar right i the
middle of the little rock island in the
cxater.

Having landed safely he left the steer-
ing wheel and switched off the engine.
Then he flopped himself into an easy
chair—for he believed in comfort, did
Abbie, and mopped his brow with a
piece of oil-waste.

‘‘ By golly,” he murmured, ‘‘ we'n got
in ¢ rummy kinder place dis heah trme!
The excessive work had taken all de go
out’n dis niggah. Buat I guess I'll hab
to look almighty slick if I'se gwine to
get dis contraption into de air again
fore she busts up! The heat’ll be froo
just directly, fo' suah.” .

This was the literal truth. The air-
ship was safe for the time being, but
thc molten lava surrounding her was

said
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setndling a terrvible heat out, and unless
whe was removed from her dangerous
and very peculiar position before long,
there was a |ro.ssibiYity of her becoming
overpoweringly hot. -

What a marvellous thing it was the
accident should happen at such an in-
oppottune moment, and what a strange
chunce of fate it was ‘that landed her
safely in the crater—right in the centre
of the fire, so to speak,

Up in the saloon the four explorers
waited pattently for the ship to sink into
the sea of molten lava. Every minute
they had expected her to lurch from side
to side—perhaps turn turtle, and every
minute thev expected to hear the snap-
ping of bolts, the splitting crack of glass,
and the groaning of plates as the heat
rent them asunder.

Then, to their amazement, they felt
thee Solar Monarch lund gently and un-
mistakably on something solid. | As
thev gazed at one another in silent won-
der the throb of the engine died down,
the shriek of the screw ceased, and the
acronef remained motionless,

Sitmultaneously they sprang to their
fecet to ascertain the cause of this mar-
vellous happening. They crowded . tto
the window, then started back. For a
moment they could see nothing but mol-

ten lava and pitch-black walls,  Then
Ceresham remembered. -
““ Heaven above us,”” he cried. ‘“ We

are on the centre rock—for the moment
safe! But how, in the name of all that’s
surprising. did we manage to get here?”’

“It's Abbie,”" cried Frank. “That
itovaluable and unfailing Abbie! Some-
Low he's managed to land the vessel on
this rock, although, when 1 last looked,
we were sinking into the lava itself!
By Jove, to think we were whining and
praying here, having given up hope,
while that brick below was slaving lus
Life away alone. Quick, we'll go and
s what we can do. T’Il wager a penny
to a pounrd hle's down there sweating
away at the faulty motor.”

They hastened down the companion,
and a moment later burst itito the engine-
roon.

It was as Frank had surmised. There
was Abbie, perspiring in every pore—for
the engine-room, being next to the ol-
ten lava, was, in spite of the thick asbes-
tas, rapidly becoming unbearable—
labouring away at a heipless task.

“ Ry golly,” he gasp2d, standing up-

u
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right . and gazing wmournfully at the
smash, before Gresham could utter his
intended words of praise and thankful-
ness, ‘“ Dis chile's douye his best, but
I guess Ly de time dat engine’s repaired
dis heah vessel'll be flowin' roun d=2
island like de oder stuff!” .

“The case is hopeley then?"” asked
Fraok.

“Fo' suah, sal.”

““ You mean before we could repair
the damage the airship would be un-
inhabitable?”’

“PDat’s so, Massa Frank.” .

““Oh,” well, you’ve done your best,
Abbie,” said Gresham, patting the huge
negro on the shoulder, ‘““and a very
good best into the bargain. Not one
man in a thousand would have shown
the pluck and ingenuity that you have.”

The words were not lost on Abbie, for
he swelled visibly with pride, and a
grin overspread his genial features, de-
spite  the appalling death which lay
before him. |

“I ain't gwine—— -

But his words were cut short and
drowned. From bencath their feet came
a deafening roar as of escaping steam,
and again the adventurers gave one an-
other a questioning look.

What was going to happen next, they
wondered. Nothing could amaze them
now. on this peculiar world. They had
grown used to its wonders. Neverthe-
less the occurrence which did happen
the next moment came somewhat as a
shock. |

The roar deafened them, and the view
outside was obscured by Tlouds of thick
stcam. Suddenly there was a resound-
ing thud, and the airship shook. Then,
with a noise so great as to be indescrib-
able, the Solar Monarch soared into the
air enveloped in a huge cloud. Up she
went in a semi-cirele, then swift and -
silent, her engines still, she dropped, not
to destruction, but to safety!

With hardly a jar she struck the snow
covering the mountain side, her occu-
pants hanging on- to anything like
limnpets. -

For one second she lay there in the
snow, her nose ‘pointing downwards.
Then she slipped on the steep slope,
gliding on her runners down the moun-
tain at an appalling rata,

What would happen when she left the
snow!  Undoubtedly she would crash

(Contluuéd on o. lil of cover.)
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into the forest and dash herself and her
occupants to pieces.

But yet another surprise.
not to be their lot yet. Having skidded
for almost a mile 'at hghtning specd,
the aeronef seemed to leave the snow,
and soar into the air, as if longing for
her native element.

Then the explorers realised that she had
slipped over the cliff and was dropping.
The sensation almost caused their hearts
to stand still. It seemed hours since they
had been in the crater. As a matter of
fact, barely two minutes had passed since
the glgantu, jet of steam had hifted the
airsimp lhike a feather and deposited her
on the mountain side.

Suddenly she struck agasn, but so
softly that i1t was barely noticeablé.
'I‘he.n the windows became darkened, she
i;ave a final lurch, then remained motion-
eSS

At the same moment a crash from over-
head was heard, and the occupants of
the engine-room realised what had hap-
pened.

She had dropped into a deep snow-
drift, and the sides of the wall she had
made for herself had caved in, com-
pletely burying hér!.

What a strange chance of fate it was.
Five mmutes earhier the Solar Monarch
had been in danger of melting owing to
the excessive heat, now she was in dan-

ger of freezing owing to the excessive
cold!

Out of Danger.
T HE professor was the first to make a

‘move., He crossed the room, and

switched on the electric. light.

He could see the ashen pallor of
the faces around, with the exception of
Abbie’s, which was creased into a cheer-
ful grn.

‘“ Well, Abbie, I must say you take
things unconcemedly, smiled Palgrave,
recovering his svirits rapidly. ** Do you
knrow we rmght have all been dead at
this moment?”’

‘* Yes, sah, I know dat: but as we ain’t,
an' as de immejit danger’s past. why dis
chile tought de, most dispropriate ting
to do.would be to smile! We ain’t none
oh us hurt—neider us nor de ship, so I
tink we qughtar be merry and gay!”

- And Abbie broke into another broad

Death was |

i

grm, and threw a loving glance at his
cngines, which had suffered nothing by
t.h(;nr rapld descent down the mountain
sige

Indeed, 1t 1s hard to see how anything
could have been dimaged. The Selar
Monarch had dropped squarely on her
runners into soft snow, had shid for a
mile on soft snow, and now lay in a bed
of the samne material. So how could she
Le hurt in any way? |

“By George, Abbie, veou're right.”’
cried Gresham suddenly. * We've got
oat of that ternble fix remark.lbly cheap
considering, and we ought to be joyful
in consequence. (owne, boys, drop that
scared look, and let us go up alo[t and
see if any damage has been wrought.
Ten minutes ago 1 had given up hope of
ever seeing a snow-flake again, and here
we are buried in the stuff. Upon my
soul, it's well nigh incredible! 1 cau
hardly realise that by some miraculous
happening we were shot. from that rock
like the cork from a champagne bLottle.

“There must have been a teriibly
powerful jot of steam emerging to lift
the. vessel But, there. the ~urprises on
this world are never ceasing, and by
now we should have got used to them.
If we don’t look out we shall get tram-
pled on by some huge inhabitant of
Venus, and smashed! So after a glance
at the conning-tower  we’ll look ali\p
and help Abbie rppmr the faulty motor.”

‘““That’s the idea,”” c¢ried Frank and
Mac together., recovering themselves in
turn. And, laanghing and joking, the
four men, who had hve-minutes before
stared dedth in the face, mounted the
companion and walked into the conping-
tower.

They hed 1magmod the aeronef to be
com letoly buried in snow, and now they
found that the glass dome was free of
it, and on lookmg through this, could
scc the SUSPeNnsory-screws unhurt. pro-
truding helplessly from the snow.

“ We're better off than I dared hope.”
cried Gresham exultantly. “ If these
screwa won 't hift the Solar 1\,Iomm ‘h mtln
a layer of snow on her plates T shall ve

qadl mistaken. They must: 1t 13 their
nature to hit. They are unlike any
other screws 1n the wnrld If the aero-

planes at home hal my pattern propellor

httcd instead of the usual they could
travel at three hundred mies an hmu
with case!”

(To be continmed.)
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