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co the boy did the only thing possible. He charged into the Head
[t was by no means a gentle thing to do, but it

all his strength.
undoubtedly saved Dr. Stafiford’s life.




A Splendid Long Complete Story of School Life
and Detective Adventure at St. “Frank 'S College,
'mtroducmg NELSON LEE, NIPPER and the
Boys of St. Frank’s, By the Author of “The
| Supreme Council,” ‘‘The Dismissal of Nelson

other stirring T'ales.

(THE STORY RELA TED THRO UGHO UT BY
NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.
THE LATEST ]

HU i
: “Fh?”
' “What 2 ”

Church and McClure jumped as Edward Oswald Handforth strode
into Study D, in the Ancient House at St. Frank’s, and barhed out the abbreviated
word at the very top of his voice.

Church and McClure were engaged at prep, and they
were both rather busy. A cheerful fire burnt in the study -
grate, and the atmosphere was warm and cosy. Pecace
had been within Study D for about half an lmur——dunng
the period of Handiorth's absence, to be exact.

“’Shun!” repeated Handfﬂlth sharply.

““ Dotty 2 asked Cuurch, dipping his pen in the ink,

““ Obey orders, or I'll have you clapped into the guard-
room!” roared Handforth. * Stand at attention when
yt?lg clomma,nding officer enters ! And look sharp about
i o 3 g

““What are you supposed to be—a Prussian Hun ? ”

asked Church curiously. * What’s the idea of this bullying
stunt ?

“You—you rotter, I'm only practising!” sno
132tan:a:lfm'i;hI’r o . B

Lee,” ‘‘ The Downfall of the Snake,’”’ and many |
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* Practising ! ”” repeated McClure. ** Prac-
tising for what 7

** The Larlet Corpq of course,” said Hand-

forth. “It’s going to be formed within a day
or two; in fact, most of the chaps have en-
rolled. And I'm just getting my hand in, s0

~ that 1 shall be ready.”

* Oh!” said Chuzrch. * But why should you
Bl'fut by barking at us, and ordering us to stand

t attention ? My dear chap that won’t be
}{‘U" job. As a private, you '} lnw to obey
orders on your own account———

" {rnva.tc s mtermpted Handforth sourly.

id C'f-l 1

“You pitiful fathead!” said Handforth.
‘ Wh{) told you that I shall be a private ? 1
dai't want to boast or brag, but you can take
it from me that I shall be the commander-in-
chi vf of the whole regiment.,”

‘Ha, ha, ha 1 ”

shurch and McClure cackled Wlth pretﬂndcd
enjoyment,

* Commandecr-in-chief,” said Church s 1011’(1
better go to sleep, and have another dream,
Handy. And who told you that a Cadet mes
19 0 rf:rrnncnt; ? It won’t be any more than a
IJI h.-f{.:U'll

“Well, it's the same thing.”

=5 platnoh is the same as a regiment ?”
H dif" I. ‘?'l'f( LIII‘(‘

- Practically. |

“ Oh, of course you know, T suppo::c ? 77 said
MeChare with a sliug, You say that a ])la.toon
is just the same as a regiment, and you’re sun-
posed to be commander-in-chief. You ought
1o it the job wondenfully.”

Handforth was quite unaware of sarcasm.

*“ Well, T think I shall do pretty well,” he
said modestly. “ ’ve been thinking it all out,
and I've decided that I shall be very strict
about discipline. There’s no sense in putting
up with any kind of rot in a Cadet Corps. I
shall be hard and fast in- my rules.”
~_** But, my dear chap, you seem te forget that
the Remove is going fo vote to-night,”” put in
- Church.  ** A vote will be taken, and the com-

mander of the Cadet Corps will 'be selected in
that way.”

“ Imxactly,” said Handforth.
think I den't know it 2™

“1 thought you mtght have forgotten it.”

“You prize ass,” eaid Handforth, * ©f
course I haven’t fmgotten it. I shall be ap-
pointed gummander, of course.’

o N’;L’ruraHy ' said McClure,

“1 shall g-t‘t a huge majority,” said Hand-
forth. *“ Nine fecllows out of every ten will
vote for me. As commander, I shall at once
institate certain regulations, and 1 sha’n’t
stick to the usual stuff, Il make regulations
of mmy ow:. This Cadet Corps will be'unlike
any other in the world.”

*“It will, if you're
Church, noddirg.

“1f I'm in command !” exclaimed Hand-
forth, “ There’s no ‘if ? about it. my sons.

_I’ve been making all sorts of plans,” he went on

dreamily. ** Of course, you fellows will be
privages.  You haven’t got enowugh abillty to
be pln.cod in a position of command.
maiie Chureh a lance-corporal.”

“Do you

in command,” said

1

rits own,

I might i

“Thanks aw[“u]ly, said Church gmtﬂlullv.
. “That’s all right, you’ll be given a trial,”
said Handforth, wavmfr his hand. ** But, of
course, I shall bar favouritism. LEvery fellow
in this Cadet Corps must be placed in positions
of authority absolutely on hl": merits.”

‘“And you will he commander-in-chief ? *
asked McClure faintly.

*“* Haven’t 1 said so ?” snapped Hand{forth.

N]pperq a good all round fellow, so I shall - :

appoint him colonel of the gene:al staff. Pitt
will be a major, and I think it will be just as
well to make De Valerie a major, too. Then
there’ll bhe three or four c.aptalns and some
lieutenants.”

‘“According to you the whole giddv Cadet
Corps will consist of officers !’ interrupted
Church. * My dear chap, there’ll only be about
thirty in the whole corps. By the way, what
rank will you assume ?°

* Field-marshal, of course,” replied Hand-
forth promptlv

‘“ Ha, ha, ha !

“ What the ﬂ:ckem are you cackling at, you
dummics ? ”’ roared Handforth.

“ Oh, Handy, you don’t realise how funny
you are!” gasped Church. *“ You’re simply
a scrcam. Ow—yarooooh |’ «

“You're a scream now,” said Handforth
tartly as he reached forward and drove his fist
into Chureh’s face. ** You'd better not ridicule
me, or I shall jolly soon———""

“ You—you rotter ! ”’ snorted Chmch hold-
ing his nose. ** It's just like your usual swa.nlc.
There’s only one chap who’ll be the commamlcr
of the Cadet Corps, and that chap’s Nippe

“ Hear, hear!” said MecClure. * He’ ll aet;
all the votes. And if I were you, Hu.ndv |
should keep mum about your generals and
majors and captains. You’ll only make your-
self the laughing stock of the school.”

“Oh, shall I ?” asked Handiorth.
do you make that out ?”

‘“Well, in a Cadet Corps of this kind it’l}
siml:inl:«.r be a platoon, and the commander of
the platoon is a Ilmtenant as a rnle. He’ll
be the only officer, and there’ll probably be &
sergeant and a couple of Lorporals As for
majors and gcnerals there isn’t room for any
such ornaments.”

‘I suppose you think vou know more about
it than 1 do ? ”’ roared Handforth. ‘ Haven’t I
already told you that I shall adopt ineasures
of my own ? This Cadet corps will be some-
thing spcual 2

“A giddy comic opera affair, If you have
command.,” interrupted Church b1fterly “ But
Nipper will get that job, and he’ll simply be
Lieutenant Nipper. As platoon commander
he’ll have the same privileges as the colonel of &
regiment, but that’s only if the platoon is on
The fact is, Handy, you re pretty
rusty on.miitary matbers You’d better not
air your ignorance in front of all the iellows, or
theyv’ll yell at you.”

Handforth glared at his f.mthful chums
ferociously. He was half inclined to urcr; :

“ How

.them round the study, but he thought better, of,

this. To tell the truth, he was dimly beglnmng "t
to realise that Chairch was right.
He was gsomewhat, vague rnncermng military|”
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. socts, and he couldn’t have
ilrlt}):ig was the difference between a brigade and
a company. So it would be just as well, per-
haps, if he took Church’s advice.

He wouldn’t admit even to himself that
Church had given him any advice that was
worth accepting. And so with a snort he
¢urned and strode out of the study. Retreat
was his best move. -

Practically all the fellows in the Remove were
pbusily talking about the formation of the St.
Frank's Cadet Corps. This was not merely
empty talk, but the corps would soon be an
actual body.

Just to start it would consist merely of a
single platoon, composed ecf Removites. If
the experiment proved to be a success, the
~whole scheme would probably he enlarged.

The seniors would enter the corps, and it

would become a much larger organisation. But |

for the prescnt it would be confined to the
Remove, and we should be allowed an op-
portunity to see what we could do.

It had been my suggestion in the first place, |
and Nelson Lee—who was the House-master of |
the Ancient House—agreced to let ine organise
the whole aflair in my own way.

I had already made two or three speeches on
the subject, and had invited would-be cadets
to enrol themselves. And I had stated that the
commander of the corps would be selected by
vote, so there could he no possible argument
or accusations of favouritism.

After the recent strenuous times at St
I'rank’s, the remainder of this term promised
to be somewhat dull. But promises are not
always reliable—this one certainly wasn’t.
Tor excitement and mystery and adventure
were destined to crowd upon one another in
quick succession.

Handforth was supremely confident.

He regarded it as a foregone conclusion that
he would be elected Commander of the Cadet
Corps. At the same time, he thought it, just as
well to assist his own ends whercever it was
possible. ;

In the corridor he ran aeross Oweh major,
and he pulled Owen major up short by the
simple method of grabbing his arm. Owen
major gave a yelp—for I-Iumlforéh's grabs
were generally violent. \

“You—you ass!” gasped Owen major.
L Leggﬂ—--—" .

“Just a word, my son!” said Handforth.
“ We're going to vote about the Cadet Corps
later on in the evening. Have you made up
your mind about it ?

“Yes.," |

“You're going to vote for me, I suppose ? |
l ‘: }’Uut" velled Owen major, ** Ha, ha,

m!?” {

“What are you cackling for, you idiot ? ”

* Oh, nothing ! ”” gasped Owen major, * But
I thought this was going to be a real Cadet
CUorps—not a ragtime affair. As a matter of |
fact, 'm going to give my vote for Nipper. |
He's the captain of the Remove, and about the
best chap to take command >

““Rot ! ” interrupted Handforth. “ Rubbish !
. Nipper’s not so bad, but he hasn’t got enough

2% THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY |

said off-hand ]

Take my advice, and record your vote for
me,”’

‘*“ Nothing doing ! ” said Owen major. .

Handforth pushed his fist under the other
junior’s nose.

“See that 2" he asked grimly

“Take it away. you ass = _

“ It you don’t vote for me I'll give you the
hiding of your life ! " said Handforth ficrcely.
“ That’s just a warning. I don’t want to in-
fluence you at-all, but you’d better realise that
yvou'll be horribly slaughtered unless you vote
for me!”

Owen major wrenched himself iree.

“Do vou think T take any notice of your
threats 2 he yelled, dodging down the passage.
“ Not trying to influence me, ¢h 2 Why. you
rotter. you know jolly well that youw’ll bLe
whacked. You’'ll be lucky if you get any votes
at all! You couldn’t command a street urchin’s
tin band ! ”’ -

Having made that remark, Owen major con-
sidlered it a wise policy on his part to vanish.
Handforth necarly choked, and then he went®
thundering down the corridor after the other
junior. But when he reached the lobby Owen
major had vanished. Handforth breathed hard.

*“ All right, my son—wait ! " he said darkly,
“Wait until I'mm your commanding officer!”

Owen major probably didn’t mind waiting—
for it would certainly be a very longowait in-
decd. Handforth’s chances of being made
Commander-in-Chief of the Cadet Corps were
just about as bright as a thundercloud.

However, Handforth was an optimist.

He had hardly moved a couple of- yards
before Reginald Pitt and Jack Grey and Dec
Valerie hove into view, They were chatting
together, and they came upon Handforth
st-a;}ding quite still, scowling ferociously at the
wall, '

“T should give it a punch, if [ were you!"”
said Pitt. -

“JKh?"v

“ No good glaring at it like that ! ” said Pitt.
“ Glares don’t hurt anybody, and they are
simply a waste of time on a blank wall. Punch
it, MHandy—as hard as you can go! It won’t
punch back!”

Handforth’s lip curled.

“And that, I suppose, -is
funny ? ” he asked sourly.

“ Pon’t take any notice of him, poor chap !
said De Valerie. ““ He doesn’t know what he’s -
doing, and he looks positively ill. I shouldn’t
be surprised if he’s sickening for the '{lu.” '

“There’s a lot of it about ! ” said Jack Grey,
shaking his head.

“ You—you prize dummies ! *’ snorted Hand-
forth. * There’s nothing wrong with me ! ”

“What was that awful face for then 27

“7T was thinking, vou fathead!”

“My hat!” said Pitt wonderingly. “ And
is it really necessary for you to look like that
when you think ? Of course, we know that it's
a tremendons effort for you, Handy. When a
chap hasn’t got mnuch brain he needs———"

“I don’t want anyv rot!” snappcd Hand-
forth curtly. “ And now you’re here, I've got

meant to be

- €0 In "l.‘i"‘ to make a military commander, j something to tell you., Later on this cvening
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we’re going to vote about the Cadet Corps—
who’s going to be Commander.”

“Hs a dead certainty for Nipper!” de-
clared  Pitt. ‘ : |

“ Rats | said Handforth s]mr{)]y. ‘““ Nipper
doesn’t stand an carthly. I shall get most of
the votes——"

“Ha, ha, ha!?”

Pitt and his two chums clung to one another
and howled.

“ You—you cackling idiots——

““Ha, ha, hal”

‘“You babbling lunatics!” roared Hand-
forth. * What the dickens o

““ Ho, ho, ho!”

Handforth glared with all the power that he
could concentrate. But Pitt and Grey and De
Valeric doubled themselves up and yelled with
cven greater hilarity. They were genuinely
amused at the idea of Handforth being Com-
mander of the Cadet Corps—but they were
keeping up the laugh just now with the genial
intention of getting Handy’s rag out. They
succecded. : :

Handforth clenched his fists, and sailed in.

“Biff ! Crash! Slam!?” ,

“Ow—yarooooh! Yow—ow!”

- The laughter ceased as though by magic,
and Pitt and Co. reeled over, collapsing.
Handforth’s punches had been totally unex-
pected—and they were certainly very painful.
But he didn’t have the chance to deliver any
nore. i
. Recovered from the first shock, the three
juniors fell upon Handlorth and had ample
revenge. Furthermore, they told him, in the
~ plainest of plain terms, that they would never
vote for him if he was the only other human
being in the whote wide world.,

Dazed and bewilderad, Handforth crawled
back to Study D. He had come to the conclu-
sion that any attempt to influence the fellows
was notl exactly healthy for him.

13

CHAPTER 1II.
NATURE GETS THE WIND TP,

OUTSIDE it was a wild even-
ing.
i A bright moon was shining,

“and a few ragged clouds were
i scuttering across the clear sky.
@ And they were driven by a wind

which scemed to be inereasing in
violence with every minute that passed.

This wind was just as powerful on the ground
as in the upper air. It had been blowing fairly
hard all day, but now that evening had come
on, the wind had assumed the force and power
of o full gale.

There was no frost now, and the Ifebruary
evening was comparatively mild, for the wind
was ncither cutting nor biting. And Dr. Mal-
colm Stafford had all his work cut out to fight
his way along as he came up from the village,

The Headmaster of St. Frank’s had paid a
call, as a matter of fact, at the vicarage, and.

rew he was hurrying to.get back to the school, 4

.LEE LIERARY ]*@j‘

lfqr he had a sqmewhat busy evening before
1nl.

Dr. Stafford was quite his old self—brisk,
active, and full of kindly thought for those
over whom ‘he ruled. His recent breakdaowns,
causcd by the villainous AMr. Trenton, had left
no mark on himn,.

But, in spitec of his sturdiness, the Head
found it somewhat diflicult to get along against
the force of the harricane. The wind was
sweeping down the lane with tremendous
violence.

And the Head was. walking into the teeth of
it, so to speak. Every step that he took was an
effort, and he found it well nigh impossible to
keep a straight course. He was bufietted and
beaten by the gale, i

‘“Dear me ! he gasped, as an extra heavy
gust whirled down. * This is quite unusual,
and I am becoming anxious. I'm afraid there
will be & good many chimneys blown down
to-night.” |

The Head’s fears were well founded, for it
was aliost certain that a few minor disasters of
that nature wouid take place. As he walked he
could see the thick hedges bending under the
fury of the wind, and the trectops were roaring
and crackling with a confusion of sound.

The Head noticed a figure approaching him
in the moonlight. It was still some little dis-
tance off, and was the figure of a boy. The
Head took him to be one of the juniors—who
had probably obtained a pass out. Dr. Statford
mentally decided to advise the youngster to
return to the school.

And just then a truly appalling gust roared
down from across the moor, which was only
separated from Bellton Lane by a few meadows,
The gale came like something solid—a devasta-
ting force of air.

It .caught the Head squarcly as he drew
opposite an open gateway. And so powerful
was the thrust of the hurricane that he
staggered, tro@ upon some loosc stones, and
lost his blance.

The next sccond Dr. Stafford was over,
floundering on his back. To a younger man
this mishap would have been a laughable trifle
—something to be retold with a chuckle,

But the Head’s young days were over, and
a fall of this kind was by no mecans a joke.
He had dropped heavily, and most of the wind-:
was knocked out of him, He lay therc,

fighting for breath.
The boy paused for a second, and broke into
a run. He had clearly seen the old gentleman

blown over by the wind. Dut then, just as
the voungster was drawing near, he uttered
a sharp cry of horrov. .

That great blast of wind had not expended
itself. And a big straight tree which grew just
in the meadow gave scveral alarming cracks—
cracks that wore as loud as pistol shots.

And then, with a crashing and rending of
timber, it came swinging over, right across the
road. Tor scores of yecars it had stood there,
braving every sterm. But . this tremendous
gust had been too much’ for it.

And it was falling exactly over the spot where -
the Hcad lay ! / =
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It was a time for quick
mind. _ _
pr. Stafford himself probably did not know
"of his danger. The roar of the wind was 80
" ¢remendous in his ears that the crashing of the
tree must have seemed dull amid the confusion
of sounds. And the Head was endeavouring
to rise, and his back was towards the tottering

“of

nl.
tnﬁut the boy saw it all—and went as pale as
1eath. '
. Within five scconds Dr. Staftord would be

killed—struck down by that huge trunk. Un-

‘1ess aid came to him there was no possible
escape, for he was utterly incapable of getting
“clear of the danger on his own account.

Tor a fraction of a seccond the boy hesitated.

He was the only soul within sight or hearing.
.But to rush forward to Dr, Stafford’s assistance
would probably result in two deaths instead of
one. And only the bravest would have ven-
tured such an act. .

The boy darted forward. His pause had
been so brief that any onlooker would have
.declared that he had not hesitated at all. And
now the only thought in the youngster’s mind
wag that a human life was at stake—and that
he was the only one who could render assistance,

He uttered no sound, for instinct told him

that to call out would probably be fatal. It
would cause the Headmaster to turn, and the
slightest delay of any kind would spell disaster.
- And so the boy did the only thing possible.
- “He flung himself at the Head with all his
strength, It was by no means a gentle thing
to do, but it undoubtedly saved Dr. Stafford’s
life. And it stamped the junior as a boy with
singular courage and presence of mind.

Dr. Stafford uttered a startled gasp as he felt
somebody lurch up against him from the side.
‘He lurched forward, staggering, and fighting to
keep his balance. By a miracle he managed
to do so—for, at the very moment of the im-
pact, he had succeeded in getting to his feet.

. Cra-ash! '

The noise creatcd by the falling tree was
positively thunderous. It filled the Head's
cars, although so far he had no idea of what had
really taken place. The great tree lay across
the road.

Its upper branches were right in the opposite
field, and both hedges were torn and battered
and destroyed. |

““ Good Heavens ! 7’ gasped Dr. Stafford.
~ He understood. That first glance in his rear
told him the truth. There lay the trce—in the
exact spot where he had been standing! But

for that violent push he would have been killed |
But—who had pushed him ? )

on the ‘spot.
- It was a startling mystery.

Then, abruptly, the Headmaster remembered
the figure of the boy he had seern in the moon-
light a moment or so before.
no longer visible | And Dr. Stafford knew
that he had been saved from a terrible death
by the youngster.

For some scconds he was overwhelmed by the
horror of it all, For he believed that his own

life had been saved at the expense of another. |

He expected . to

find the boy crushed
battered bheneath ] 5 o~

that fallen tree. But, even

That ficure was |
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action—for presence *

r

1

{ off like this, my dear lad.

i

as this terrible thought occurred to him, the
tree branches moved, and a figure came crawl-
ing (]}ut- from beneath. The Head started for-
ward, - ;

“ My boy—my boy ! " he exclaimed huskily.

The boy was crawling on his hands and
knees, and his face was racked with pain. As
a matter of fact, he had been struck by onc of
the miner branches, and his head’ was grazed,
his left shoulder badly bruised, and his ankle
was twisted. Otherwise he was unhurft. By
a miracle of good fortune he had come to no
serious harm.

“It—it's all right, sir!” he exclaimed,
clenching his teeth in order to speak evenly.
I—I"m not hurt at all, sir ! I'm sorry I pushed
51'011 like that, but it was the only thing to
do——-" ]

“My brave lad ! You saved my life ! " inter-
rupted the Head, seizing the boy, and helping
him to his feet., 1 did not know the trec was
falling. This terrible. wind =

“ I spotted it, sir, and did the best T could,”
said the boy. “ I'm awfully glad you’re all
right, sir. Please don’t worry about me.
I'm as right as rain., Oh—oh! My—my
ankle L |

He nearly collapsed as he bore his weight
upon his left leg. ]

Dr. Stafford regarded him curiously. He
was nol a St. Frank's boy, as the Head had at
first imagined. About fifteen, he was sturdily
built, with a frank, open face. The Head
could sce this much quite clearly in the bright
mooulight. He had curly hair, and he was

-attired in clothing that was threadbare in parts,

and considerably worn and darned. But, for
atll1 that, he looked neat, clean and surprisingly
tidy.

And his spcech was that of a gentleman’s
son. Indeed, his good looks and his good
manners werc in striking contrast to his poor
clothing. i

“You are in pain, my boy,” said the Head
kindly. * You must let me e

““It's nothing, sir—really ! said the boy.
““ Just a twinge, vou know. I'm only too glad
that I was able to do something, and—and
I'll be getting along now. A terribly wild night,
isn’t it, sir ? "

“Jt is, indeed!” agreced Dr. Stafford.
““ And vou must not think I shall let yvou run
I want to thank
yvou in a way that vou deserve to be thanked—
and I want to be quite certain that your injuries
are 1,10 more than you say. Will you come with
me ? "’

“But I've done nothing, sir,” protested the
boy. ‘“ And I'm not at all hurt !”

The Head said no more, but tcok the
youngster's arm, and helped him along up the
lane, against the buffeting wind. Indeed, the
Head found it almost necessary to carry his
young companion, for the latter’s ankle was
causing him excruciating pain, ; .

They arrived at St. Frank’s without any
further mishap, and the Head dirccted the way
straight across the Triangle to his own private
door, Intering, he took the boy with him
into his own study.

Here, under the full power of the clectric

-—
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lights, he could sec that his first impression
was an accurate one. The boy’s face was
frank and singularly medest-looking. Indeed,
he was very shy, and gazed about him un-
comfortably.

His clothing was even more threadbare than
the Head had first supposed, and he was filled
with a great curiosity to find out more about
the lad. It was very seldom indeed that the
Head came across a boy he liked so well at the
first meeting. Furthermore, he owed this
youngster a debt that he could never repay.

His injuries were by no means serious—con-
sisting of one or two grazes, some bruises, and
a ricked ankle. He sat in a chair, his face
expressing mingled shyness and relief.

And Dr. Stafford could sce that his cheeks
were thin, and somewhat pale. Sturdy he
was, but it seemed that he had not partaken of
a good square meal for some time. And the
Head’s concern increasced.

“Tell me, my boy, what is your name ?
he asked kindly.

*“ John Martin, sir,” said the boy. “I—I
ought not. to have come in really, sir, because
1 must get to Caistowe to-night, and it’s rather
a long walk. This—this is St. Frank’s isn’t it,
sir ¥ B

“Yes. I am Dr. Stafford.”

John Martin went slightly paler.

3 ]

“ You—you're the Headmaster, sir!” he
cxclaimed. in an awed voice.
* Exactly ! smiled Dr. Stafford. * But

there is really no reason why you should look
upon me as thouzh I were an ogre. 1 am just
an ordinary man. John, and I amn thankful
cnough that I am still living. But for your
timcly aid T should have been lying cerushed to
death in the lane——"

*“ Oh, don’t, sir ! ” interrupted the boy. “1
didn’t do very much——"

“ Yon periormed an act of wonderful bravery.
John, and I can never thank yvou,” interrupted
the Head quietly. “I am calling you * John.
because it scems natural that, I should do so, 1
like you, mny boy,” he added simply.

John Martin scemed rather confused.

“ Thank—thank you, sir!” he murmured.
“ But—Dbut you won’t mind if T go, will vou ?

“T shal! mind very much,” said the Head.
“ 1 cannot think of vour walking to Caistowe
to-night. Indeed, I very much doubt if you
could manage it, and the night is so wild that
yvou must, consent to remain here. 1 can casily
communicate with yvour parents,”

John shook his head rather sadly.

“ T haven’t got any father or mother, sir,” he
said, in a low voice.

The Head came over and laid Lis hand upon
the boy’s shoulder.

“ 1 am deeply sorry,” he said gently. “I'm
afraid vou are not very happy. myv dear lad.
You must tell me about yourself. Tam greatly
intercsted, and 1 hope you do not think that I
am inquisitive.”

“Oh, as if I could think that, sir!” ex-
claimcd John quickly. * You—you—— 1
hardly know what to say, sir,” he added,
swallowing something which seemed to be in
his throat. I—I’ve never had anybody to

peak to me so kindly before | ”

&)
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Dr. Stafford sat down, and pulled his chair
close to the bov's,

" Now, come, come ! ”’ he exclaimed, smiling.
“ We are going to be fricnds, I am sure. Tell
me who vonr relatives are in Caistowe——"

“I—1 don’t think I have got any relatives at
all, sir,” said John Martin quietly. “ 1T don’t
remember any, and I've often been told by
Mr. Jenkins that my mother died when I was a
baby, and that my father died when I was
about four. 1 was just coming back from
Helinford, sir.”

The Head looked at John very curiously.

“From Helmiord ?” he repeated. * But
what are you doing here, ncar Bellton ? Surely
it would have been better to take the train
straight throuzh to Bannington 2 ”*

*“ I—1I walked, sir,” faltered the boy.

“Dear me! You walked ?”° ejaculated tho
Head quickly. ‘“ But Hehnford is twenty miles
away, and "

“ It cuts off a bit if you cross the moor, sir,
and take the road to Caistowe through Beilton,”
interrupted John. *“I1—I1 went to Helinford
after a job, sir, but somebody eclse Ifd got it
before 1 arrived.”

The Head wondered afresh, and now he
mnderstood the reason for that wan, tired look
upon the boy’s face. He had just walked all
the way from Helmford! And, in spite of his
weariness, he had saved Dr. Stafiord’s life. The
Head felt more and more interested—and more
deeply concerned., -

“Tell me, John, why was it necessary for
yvou to walk ? ” he asked quietly.

“*1 haven't any money, sir,” replicd John
simply. “ Mr. Jenkins wouldn’t give me any,
and T wanted to get away from Caistowe, I—I1
t?inlﬁ I shall get on better if T go somewhere
else.

“You do not get on very well with thig
Mr. Jenkins 2

** No, sir,” said the boy, hesitating,

“ I should like to know inore about vou, and
you must forgive me if I 2eem unduly inquisi-
tive,” exclaimed the Head. *“ Who is this
Mr. Jenkins, and what relation is he to you 2

“ No relation at all- sir; but I've always
lived with him,” replied John., * He keeps a
little inn at the Caistowe water front, sir, and
he lives all by himself. He’s a brute—and I
hate him!” went on the boy, with a sudden
outburst of passion. “* I couldn’t stand him any
longer, and I'll never go back I—I'm
sorry, sir,”” he finished up breathlessly.

The Head nodded, and looked grave.

*“I think T am beginning to understand,” he
said. *“ And I was right when I assumed that
yoit had not led a very happy life. I take it
that Mr, Jenkins has ill-treated you in the
past ? "

“ Ever since T can remember, sir,” replied
John. ** Many.and many a time I've tried to get
away from him, and if T got this job in Helm-
ford I should be all right. Buat—but I was une
lucky. and now I don’t know what to do.”

*“It seems to me, John, that our meeting
was providential,” said Dr. Stafford softly.
“ 1 shall not question you any further just now;
but you must be my guest for an hour. I will
not hear of any refusal.”
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‘he Head had already touched the bell, and
he'flo[:‘g John Martin could utter any protest,
Tubbs, the pageboy, ap ared. He was in-
. gtructed to bring Mrs, oulter without any
delay.

And when the good lady arrived the Head

' o take John to his own dining-room,
E%lg ég}i);gvide the boy with a suhgatuntml hot
" supper of the best. Johu's eyes glittered with
. eagerness, but still he hung hm_*_k. .‘
“ t’s—it’s not right, sir!” he protested.
I've done nothing-—"" L

“ T want vou to do as I have asked, said the

uietly. _

H(’?lclle %o,v said no more, but allowed hu:naolf to
be carried off by Mrs. Poulter. And Dr. htnrf}'or(l
aat for some moments, deep in thought. Then
_ he rose, and picked up the telephone directory.
He turned over the pages, and gave & short
exclamation of satisfaction.

¢ Splendid ! ”” he murmured.
hoping that I should be so lug-._ky.
Jenkins has a telephone. Good !

The directory gave the information that
nr. Jenkins lived at the Fisherman’s Ating, and
Dr. Stafford noted the telephone number.

He lifted the receiver of the instrument, and
placed it to his ear. And in a very short time he
was talking to the unknown Mr. Jenkins him-
self. His voice was rough and decidedly beery.

“ What's that you're saying ?"” came the
voice in response to the Head's inquiry. “ Do I
know that yvoung varmint named John Martin ?
Yes, I do! What about him ? I hope he’s got
run over!". .

. *“I am pleased to tell you that no such

disaster has occurred,” said the Head sternly,
** Do I understand, Mr. Jenking, that you are
the boy's guardian ? "

“ No, vou don’t ! snapped the voice. “I
don’t want nothing to do with the lazy young
"swab ! He took himself off after a job, and I
don’t want to sce him no more. Him with his
high airs and graces | And who are you that you
want to know so much ? "’

“ I am thinking of employing the lad, and I
_should like to have some kind of reference,”
said the Headmaster diplomatically, “1Is the
boy honest, and a

*“Too darned honest for me !’ said Mr
Jenkins. ** Like a blessed saint—that’s what he
-8 ! And all he’s thinking of is to stuff his head
with knowl:dge that he don’t need—buying

[

“T was not
S0 Mr.

books of learning with every penny that he gets’

hold of ! He’s no good to me, I can tell vou.
Why, he wouldn't even serve behind the bar
because the language was too spicy for his poor
delicate little ears! "

“What you have said, Mr, Jenkins, con-
vinces m? that Martin is a boy of unusually
]‘}igh character and morals,” said Dr. Stafford.

I shall be glad if you can tell me the name
of his nearest relative i

“ Willard ! interrupted the voice. *“ And
he's six foot under the ground ! Old Willard,
the crank, was his father.”

Pr. Stafford was astonished.

_ Do you mean Mr. John Willard. the man
who owned a good deal of property in the
neighbourhiood of Bellton 2 he asked. ** He

L
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‘¢ You must respect me more than the
other fellows. If you don’t I'll punch
your nose !’ said Handforth threat-
eningly. ‘ You're a new kid, and
you’ve got to look upon yourself as
a worm !’

spent a great deal of money on building a quaint
edifice on an island——-""

“That’s the fellow said Mr. Jenkins.
““ Supposed to be as rich as a lord, he was, but
it was nothing but debts when he died. This
kid is old Willard’s son.”

“But I understand that
Martin A

“ 1 called him Martin, for want of a hetter
name,” explained Mr. Jenkins impaticntly.
“What o lot you want to know ! The kid was
given into my charge when he was four—just
alter old Willard died. The old man was a
crank, and folks said as he was mad. And as
this kid was his only relative, I thought 1'd
give him a decent chance in life, and give him
another name—otherwise people would have
thought him mad, too. Why, even the boy
himself don’t know who his father was. I've
never told him. And I shouldn’'t have told
anvbody—but he’s run off, and now I don’t
care. I hope the information’ll do him harm ! "

“On the contrary, I'm even more favourably
inclined towards the lad,”” said Dr. Stafford.
“Thank you, Mr. Jenkins, I am much obliged
for the information that you have given me.”

He hung up the receiver without informing

l’!‘
.

his name is
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Mr. Jenking of his own name, and sat for some |

little time deep in thought. He remembered
the local sensation about old Willard and his
famous ** folly 7 on the island. Willard had
diedd over ten years before, and it had been
popularly supposed that he had been worth
hundreds of thousands,

Cuariously encugh, however, when his papers
came to he examined after his dececase, it was
found that his money was not suflicient to pay
his debts. All his property had been sold, and
* his only son, a mite of four, had evidently been
placed in the ungentle care of Mr. Jenkins.

And the boy had grown up without knoewing
that his real name was Willard, and that he
was the son of the old eccentric who had made
his name famous in this part of the country.

The Head saw no recason why he should
ciitighten the boy. But his gentlemanly bearing
and manner was now more easily understand-
able. For Willard, notwithstanding his cranki-
ness, had been a gentleman by birth and
education, The instincts of the father were in
the son.

And it seemed very hard indeed that John

should be compelled to tramp about searching

for work. The Hcad had taken a great liking
to himm—a sudden fondness which was quite
osenuine,  And the indications of the boy's
character from Mr. Jenkins were entirely
favourable, ;

The Head rose after a while, left his study
and went to the dining-roomn. John was just
finishing his supper. and he looked up shyly ss
Dr. Stafiord entered.

The youngster had partaken of a hearty
repast.,

‘“ Ah, that’s better ! gaid the Head kindly.
*“ Do you feel better, John, my boy 2 "

*“ Iiver so much, thank you, sir,” said John.
* I must be going now o

“* No, not just vet!” interrupted the Head.
“ Listen! The wind is buffetting and roarinz
as bad as ever. And I should like to talk to
you quictly, my boy. You have no home ?2”

** No, sir.”

“And you do not wish to return to Cais-
towe 27

“I—T'd rather get a job in Bannington or
Helmford, sir——"

“How would you like to remain here 2"
asked the Head gnietly.

The boy started, his eyes sparkled, and he
breathed quickly.

" Oh!” he panted. ““ Do—do you mean it,
sir? I—I'd love to But it wouldn’t be
fair ! he went on, shaking his head. *1
should be taking advantage of you, sir, and
it’s not right——""

“ I admire your spirit, John, but it is foolish
of you to have such ideas,” smiled Dr. Stafford,
“I want you to remain. You would like to
study, eh ? You would like to improve vour
- cducation ? You may live herc—in the
Ancient House—and I will have a room set
apart for you somewhere on the top floor,
where you will be quiet. You must let me look
after you in future, my boy. It will be a privi-
lege that, T shall greatly enjoy.”

John "Martin’s breath was taken away. His

words failed him for the minute. When he
looked up he was breathing hard, and intense
gratitude was expressed in his face.

“Oh, I--I'd love it, sir!” he whispered.
“But it’s too good to he true—and T shall
have to do some work to justify iny being here,
I don’t mind what work it is, sir—any-
thing———"

“ Quite so—quite so.” interrupted the Head
softly. * But we will gce about that. John,
Ifor the moment it is quite sutficient that you
have decided to remain ! ”

(CHAPTER IIT.
PLAYING AT SOLDIERS.

¢ ¥ OINING up?” asked

eginald Pitt genially.

Hussi  Ranjit  Lal

Kahn, the Iudian

junior in the Remove, showed

all his dazzling white teeth in
a quick smile, .

“To which do vou disgustingly refer 2’ he
inguired politely.

“The Cadets, of course,” said Pitt. “I've
decided to join the giddy ranks, and there
ought to be a lot of fun in this wheeze. Good
training, too, and plenty of topping exercise.”

I am exguisitely impressed with the pre-
posterously abundant idea,” said Hussi Kahn,
“* but would it be correctly absurd for me to
become a ridiculous member of the infamous
Cadets 27 _ |

* My dear chap, it would not only be cor-
rectly ahsurd, but it would be a ripping idea,”
grinned Pitt. “ You might just as well be a
ridiculous member as all the rest of us. There’s
nothing like being frank.”

The Indian boy smiled again.

“Yery well, P'itt. I will thoroughly ignore
your astounding advice, and join the rank
Cadets, as you suggestively responded,” he
exclaimed. ** It will give me the greatest dis«
pleasure to don the uniform of a corpse ! ”’

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ Corps, you fathead—not corpse ! ”” yelled
Pitt. ** But here’s Nipper, and things will soon
act, busy. I'here’s not much time befere
supper, so we shall have to buck up with the
voting.”

I bustied into the common room, accom-
panied by Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson. It was rather late, and, as Pitt had
said, there was not very much time to spare.
Practically all the fellows were animatedly
discussing the suggested Cadet Corps, or were
talkiag about the violent gale.

(hristine and Co., of the College House, had
been invited over for the occasion, and all
House rows were distinctly off. The Cadet
Corps was not to be merely an Ancient House
affair, but the College House junicrs had equal
chance of joining up if they wanted to.

I had talked the whole plan over with
Nelson Lee a week or two ecarlier, and he, in
turn, had discussed it with the School Governors.
After some little trouble, Nelson Lee had pere

cheeks were i'ﬁush«::d, his cyes sparkled, and {suaded the Governors to enter into the thing
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siness-like way, and they had consented

iﬁ gull};i)ly all the uniforms and equipment for a

force of fifty. This was just to start with, and

the whole affair was by way of an experiment.

1f the Cadet Corps proved to be a success,

it would be extended and imnproved upon, and
members of every Form wou

d be able to join
up. There would be a summer camp. and a

fully gualified training officer, and ad the rest
of it. ~ We should also be directly governed by
the War Otlice—like all fully recognised school
Cadet Corps. : = &

But at present the thing was in the nature
of an experiment, and would be a purely
junior affair, with the commanding officer and
the N C.0.'s chosen from the juniors them-
selves. ] .

Weé should have no connection with the
military authorities at present, and so the
Cadet Corps would be a little body entirely on
its own. We were very lucky to have persuaded
the school Governors to provide the uniforms
-~ and equipment. But Nelson Iee had per-
suaded Sir John Brent, the chairman, that it
was for the good of the school. _

“ Bally lot of rot ! ” said Ralph Leslie Full-
wood. * That’s what I callit. I wouldn’t join
the Cadets if they paid me ! "’

“ We're far more likely to pay you to keep
out !’ said De Valerie tartly. * Your breed
is distinctly not required, Fullwood. This
Cadet Corps is for healthy, sporting chaps—not
for cads ! ”

The leader of Study A scowled.

“ A rotten kid's game, that's what it is!”
he sneered. *“ You can-get on with it—an’ rats
to you! You'll simply make yourselves the
laughin’ stock of the whole district ! ™’

There were only a few juniors who shared
Fullwood’s opinion, but quite a number of
fellows had decided not to join up at first—but
to wait a few weeks to see how things developed.

Those who were willing to become Cadets
at once had their names put down, their
measurements were taken, and uniforms were
put in hand. T really fear that the majority of
the recruits joined simply and solely for the
sake of obtaining the uniform.

“ All here ? ” shouted Pitt, looking round the
crowded room. ‘' We don’t want to have any
giddy preliminaries or speechmaking. We've
come here to decide who’s to be Commander of
this cadet crowd. I think the majority of us
have made up our minds.”

“ Hear, hear!” .

“Good ! welled Handiorth,
you'll vote for me ?2”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

': You cackling asses——"'

“Poor old optimist!” grinned Tominy
Watson. “ You don’t stand an earthly ! ”

E[andforth glared.

; amwer,\:'pocly knows what kind of a leader

. Everybody does | " agreed Pitt, grinning.

Then it stands to reason that I shall ba
chosen as_Commandcr-in-{}hi{:f of the whole
- cadet regiment!” said Handforth, taking
things for granted. * It's jolly decent of you
fellows to elect me in this way—although, if it

“0OI course

done anything else. I'll command you all in
a way that'll surprise you——"

“Ha®a, hat”

“T1'll make things hum

“You'll never have a chance ! ”” interrupted
Bob Christine. *“ Who the dickens told thig
prize fathead to get up on his hind legs and
spout like this 2 If he isn’t quiet, we’ll pitch
him out ! " '

‘“ Hear, hear!”

Handforth was on the verge of an explo<ion.
But before he could gather up cuflicient steam,
so to speak, to go off with a bang, Reginald
Pitt threw up one of his hands.

“ Hands up all those who vote for Nipper!”
he called out. *“ 1 provose Nipjper as coms-
mander of the Cadet Corps. e's our lorin
skipper, and sports captain, and the most
successpul fellow who has ever taken on the job.
I proposc him, and it’s up to you to vote at
once ! "’

* Good."”

A perfect host of hands went up, and I could
casily see that the question was in no doubt.
It would be idle, indeed, to take any other vote.
The Remove was almost unanimous for my
appointment as commander.

“ Thanks, you fellows,” I said, when I was
able to speak. “I'm flattered—and you can
take it from me,. that I shall do the best 1 can to
make this Cadet (Corps a romping success,
But vou've got to understand that "

“1 protaest | " bellowed Handiorth furiously.
“Stop ! I object to the whele business ! You
haven’t voted for any of the other candidates !”

*Why should we ? '’ asked Jack Grey. ** The
only other fellow who stood a chance is Christine,
and he must know that he's ip a hopeless
minority.,”

“ Rather ! " said Bob Christine., *‘ Nipper's
the commander—and he’s welcome to the job.
I don't want the responsibility.”

“That's nothing to do with it,” roared
Handforth. “ I demand that a vote shall be
taken for me. I'll beat the lot of you.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, let him have his vote,”” said Pitt,
patiently.

There was a great deal of laughter as Pitt
called for order.  Then he invited all the fellows
who favoured Hondforth to put their hands
aloft. Not a hand moved, and Edward Oswald
nearly fainted. He had fully expected to see a
tremendous array of uplifted fists.

“ Why, what—what the dickens is this?*
he stuttered.  ** Ain’t yvou going to vote for me,
vou rotters ?

_He glared at Church and McClure. They,
arter a. moment’s hesitation, gingerly held up
their hands.  This was recognized as an act of
diplomacy, for Church and McClure had
alrcady voted on the previous occasion. -

* That’s enough,” said Pitt briskly. * You're

whacked, Handy. - Two voftes against two
score,  And we have every reason to suspect

that those two votes were only obtained by
means of threats.”

*“Ha,ha.ha!"”

Just for a moment it seemed that Handforth
was about to go off into hvsteries.  But it was

comes o that 1 don’t see-how you cowld have { quite characteristic ot him to suddenly becomo
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deadly ealm and collected.
any telling with Handtorth. He looRed round
the common-room with a bitter sncer on his
face,

“ Of course, I never expected fair play.” he
said sourly. ‘' Nipper’'s only got his votes
‘because you're all jealous of me ! That’s what
it amounts to—rank, rotten jealousy.”

“ Poor old Handy !” sobbed Pitt.
hoo ! ” :

“Ha.bha ha!*

“ Rank jealousy ! ”’ roared Handforth. “ You
are afraid that if I'm commander, I shall be a
huge success. And you haven’t got the
decency to give a fellow a real chance. All

“ Boo-

right-—mark my words ! This Cadet Corps will }

come to gricf. Without my help it’ll collajpse
and wither.”

The common room rocked with laughter.

“ Wither conunander like you it would,”
chuckled De Valerie.

* Slaughter him !’ gasped Pitt.
him!”

De Valerie was seized, and duly punished for
his ghastly attempt at a pun.  And by the time
the commotion had subsided the meeting had

ractically broken up. And I had been officially
clected commander oi the Cadet, Corps.

It had been a certainty right from the start,
but it wasn’t my way to take things for granted,
and so I had preferred the Remove to publicly
clect me.

I went back to Study C with my chums, and
we discussed the matter with interest.

“Poor old Handy!” I grinned. “ He's
always taking things for granted. If he didn’t
do that he wouldn’t be so disappointed when
things doun’t come off.”

‘** Dear old boy, he’s quite hopeless—he is,
really,” sald Sir Montie. ** You really must
admit that the Cadet (‘orps would be a shockin’
farce if Handforth had sole command.”’

* Yes, I suppose it would be,” T agreed. ““ At
the same time, he's not such a bad sort when
everything pleases iim. And he’s got just the
right voice for drill-instructor, or an N.C.0. 1
think we shall have to give him a chance
somewhere, That's only fair to the ass.”

“What about uniforms ? "’ asked Watson.
“ When will they be ready 27"

* My dear chap, most of them are ready even
now,” I said, ‘' They camme down yesterday—
all complete to the last detail. But I didn’t
say anything about it, or there would have heen
a rush ior them. There’s evervthing included.
Caps, service-boots, and kit, and everything
we could wish for. We've got a number of
tents, for camping purposes, tcoo. They’ll
come in handy later on.”

Before I could get any further, the door
burst open, and Handforth stalked in., He
was looking grim and determined.

*“* Now, then, I want a word with you chaps,”
he said curtly.

“ You're welcome to a hundred cr so, if you
like,” I said gencrously. ** Go ahead, Handy,
We're patient fellows.”

* You've done me out of the command of the
Cadet Corps.”™

“T'm sorry.”

** No good being sorry now,” snapped Hand-

£ Smother

There was never

[

|

forth bitterly. * But I'm used to that sort of
thing—I'm hardened. I'd better tell you at
once, though, that T sha’n’t he satisfied unlcsy
you make me an officer.”

“Can’t be done,” I said promptly.

“Why can’t it 2"

“ Becausc there’s only one officer in this
Cadet Corps,” 1 repMed. * Considering that
the whole Corps |l only consist of about
thirty fellows, there won’'t be room for any

more.”’

“Rats ! ” said Handforth. “ You'll be the
colonel, I suppose ?

“ Well, as platoon commander, I shall have
the same privileges as'a colonel.”

“Then you'll need a captain and a major,”
said Handforth., **That job will just suit me.

You can make me a major.”

“ My dear fathead, I shall only be a licutenant
myself,” I interrupted.

“ But you just said you'd be a colonel.”

“I didn’t,” T went on. * I shall simply be
Licutenant Nipper, and T shall be assisted by a
sergeant and two corporals. The sergeant will
be my right-hand man—my adjutant, so to
speak. And the sergeant will be responsible
for almost everything in the Corps. He’ll do
the drilling, and order arrests when nccessary,
and all that kind of thing.”

*“ Good,” said Handforth. “In fact, the
sergeant will have more responsibility, actually,
than the giddy licutenant.”

“ Exactly,” I agreced.
have.”

“TRight! As a makeshift, I'll put up with
being made a sergeant,” said Handforth,
condescendingly. *“ It’s a rotten come down,
and it’s beastly humiliating for me to aceept
the appointment but I'm not proud.”

“ I was thinking of Christine for the position
of sergeant,” I said thoughtfully.

“Think again.”

““You can be one of the corporalg, Handy,”
Iwenton. *“1don’t mind giving you a trial as
an N.C.0.” '

“ You—you rotter!’ roared Handforth.
“You mean beast ! T always thought vou were
above favouritism, but T’'m evidently wrong.
Just have a look at this!”

He placed his fist in close proximity to my face

“Don’t!” I said, shudderng., * It’s fright-
fully dirty, and I've scen it heaps of times.”

“You'll feel it if yvou don’t appoint e ser-
geant | snorted Handforth. * That’s my
final word ! You'd better understand, once and
for all, that you can’t play about with me,
I'll give you until to-morrow morning.”

He stormed out, and I grinned.

‘“ An enterprising chap,” I observed. “I
shall have to make him sergeant in the end, or
1 shall never get any peace.  Besides, he's just
the right kind to make a good sergeant, once
he’s shaken down,  He's got the voice, and the
necessary manner. - If he wasn't such a hopeless
ass I wouldn’t hesitate at all.”

Handforth made everybody thoroughly fed
up with him before bedtime. He kept up the
same song without a pausge. Unless he was
made sergeant he would do the most appalling
things,

The next day he was just as bad, and he

“ Sergeants always
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stored m? with his attentions to such an
extent that, in the end, T was coinpelled _.tn
agree, just for the sake of peace. | pron}n-.ud
him that he would be given a trial.  He “”1"“
have two corporals—IReginald Pitt and Lob
. istine.
CIIII:Ilatntlf(}rt-il was satisiicd—but the (11‘1]101‘ meni-
bers of the Cadet Corps were not. ‘They were
morally certain that Handforth would make an
awiul mess of things.  But, as Pitt pointed out,
this was all to the good, for Handy was a first-
class comedian, and would surpass himsclf in his

new appointment.
It ‘.Vgllltl he intercsting to see what the great

‘ Edward Oswald would do.

ey, —— —

CHAPTLER 1IV.
A}TOTILER NEWCOMER !
OMMY WATSON
decidedly puzzied,
“Blessedd  if I can
make it out !’’’ he said.

looked

“Who is the chap? And
what’s he deing  wandering

: : - about the Ancient House ?
I've scen him twice to-day, but I haven’t
had a chance of speaking to him yet.”

Morning lessons were over, and Tonuny
Watson had just come into Study C, and that
puzzled look in his face was still cloquent.

“ Dear old boy, I'm quite in the dark!”™
said Sir Montie, who was the only other
occupant of the study. ** AU the fellows
are talkin' about the stranger. I have secen
him myself, and I must remark that he appears
to be unfortunately rednced in circumstances.”

“ How do you know that, S.xton Blak:?"”
asked Watsown.

“Pray don’y be so ridiculous, dear old
boy ! 7 protested Montie. ** There is really
nothin’ remarkable in assumin’ that the
poor chap is frightfully hard up. Surcly you
have noticed his clothin’ 2 ” '

“ 1 didn’t sce anything queer about it.”’

“ Begad 1 said Montie, shocked.  *“ You
must go about with your ¢yves shut, Tommy
boy. The chap’s clothn’ is nearly threadbare.
Neat an’ tidy, I will admit, but in o shockin’
worn condition. He's awfully shabby, an’ 1
can’t help feelin’ sorry for him. He looks a
decent sort, too. I'mm generally rather good
at readin’ character, and this fellow strikes
me as bein’ one of the right sort.”

“We don't eveir know who he i3 said
Watson. *‘ He suddenly appeared to-day. and
not a soul knows——-"

“Y do!"” T interrupted, as I entered the
doorway. * You're talking about that chap
we've seen this morning ?
from the Guv’'nor’s study, and he’s told me
all about it.” -

*“Oh, good | ”” said Watson. ““ Who is he 27

“His name’s Martin—John  Martin, 1
think,” I replied. *“ He’s a kind of protég.
of the Head’s, and nie’s going to he a fixture

I've just come I

|
|

|

4

|
|

“What,” said Tommy, “asoneof us ?2”

“ Well, not exactdy.”

* As a servant, then 2

“Then what the dickens

““ As a matter of fact, T don't quite know
what position he'll cecupy,” I said. * Ie's
an orphan, without any relatives at all, and
the Head's taken a fancy to him, I believe,
because he saved his life last night.”

* PBeaad! He savaed the Head’s life 27

“So I understand,” I replied. “You
know that tree that is lying across the {ane ?
Well, the Head was nearly killed by it. He
would have been Kkilled if Martin hadn’t
pulled him out of the way in the nick of time,
1 don’t guite know all the ins and outs of it,
but the chap hes got a room on the top floor—
one of the attics—and he's going to live there
as a kind of scholar, studying and living like
the rest of us; but he won't be a member of
any form. Dr. Stafford will kecep his eye
on the chap. He's nceither a servant nor a
pupil, and he isn’t one of us.”

“Well, there’s a rummy position ! ' said
Watson. ““I'll bet some of the c¢haps will jib
about it, althouzh I'm not snobbish enough
to make any objections. The fellow’s welcome
to be here, for all T care; but it scems a bit
gueer that he should have the run of the
Ancient House the same as the other chaps.™

“1 think he’ll be all right,” I said. *“I
had a word with him this morning, and T
rather like hini. If he’s any good at footbail.
I'll give him a chance in the reserves. i
the fellows don’t like it, they can lump it
I'd play the beot-boy if he could make a
good show.”

As a matter of fact, the whole Remove,
and most of the other forms, had a new
subject to discuss in the appearance of John
Martin. His very prcsence in the school had
not been known until to-day, but now he
had suddenly been discovered, 3G to spend.

Quite a number of juniors were indignant
when they learned that Martin had as much
richt to walk abount the Ancient House as
thiemselves, and that he enjoyed privileges
which they did not. He wasn’t even a St.
Frank’s chap, in the true sense of the word,
and yet he was allowed to study in his own
room, instead of attending classes !

This, of course, was just a beginning—to
see hew John shaped. Later on, perhaps,
the Head would allow him to take his place
in the Remove, Dr. Stafford himsclf payving
the necessary fees. Tor the Head was quite
determined that John should remain.

“We ought to get up a petition about it,”
said Gulliver, of the Remove., *“ A nice thing,
I must say ! A rotten pauper comin’ into the
schocl an’ swankin® about as if he owned it!
I vote we get up a big agitation an’ drive
the cad out !

“1 could mention a f@w other cads wkho
might be driven out,” said Pitt pointedly.
“They’ve been ab St. Frank’s a long time—
much to the detriment of St. Frank’s ! There’s

In the Ancient House, I believe. Dr. Stutford | one cad in particular, a descendant of a world-

met him last night and brought himm to the § famous

8chool, and he’s going to live here in futnre.”

traveller named Gulliver. Nobody
in the Remove would mind it our own Gullives
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travelled o bit, too, and the further he travelled,
the better !

Gulliver scowled.

 Oh, you ecan be funny!” he sneercd.
« put my pater does pay my fees, an’ this
spivellin® cud hasn’t even got a pater! He's
livin’ on charity, an’ only a rotten sponger
would agree— —"’

* Give the chap a chance ! » put in Owen
major. ** Dash it all, we’ve hardly scen him
yet! It he puts on airs and shoves himself
forward, I'll be one of the first to drop on him ;
but it's only fair to give himn a chance!”

“ Hear, hear!?”

'The subject was dropped, but there was
still a great deal of speculation going on in
other groups regarding the Head’s strange
action in taking John Martin into the school.

I came across Nelson Lee out in the Triangle,
just before the dinner-bell was due to ring.

‘* Oh, by the way, Nipper! I forgot to tell
vou somcthing when I saw you a little while
azo,” he said. “ There is a new boy coming
into the Remove to-day.”

“ You don’t mean Martin——"’

““ No; Martin is not a new boy, in the scuse
that we use the terin,” said Nelson Lee.
* Martin occupies quite a place of his own,
and it is only by the Headmaster’s wishes
that the situation is so. The new boy I refer
to will come down from London by the after-
noon train.”’

“ And he’s for the Remove ? 7’ T asked.

“¥Yes,” replied Nelson Lee; * I have
alrcady decided that he shall go into Study K.
There are only two boys there at present,
Clitton and Simmons, and there is ample
room for a third. You had better tell them.”

“1 don’t think thev’ll take the news with
rhapsodies of jov,” I said. *“ Thev’ve been
rather priding themselves on having Study K
on their own., DBut who's the new chap,
guv'nor ?2

** His name is Snipe.”

“ What ? 7 1 gasped.

** Suipe,”” smiled Nelson Lee. ** Enoch Snipe,
to be exact.”

* Pour chap !’ I said sadly. “T'm sorry
for him before he arrives! I’'m afraid that
he’ll have a fearful time of it, with a2 name
like that. He'd far better eall himself Tom
Sinith or Willy Jones.”

** Don’t be ridiculous, Nipper ! ” smiled Lee.
“The boy must use his right name, however
strange it may seem, and it is merely an
exhibition of ignorance to laugh and make
tan of a name. 1 am hoping that the Rewmove
boys will know their manners better than to
juke ot the expense of the newcomer’s name.”

I think I know their manners better
than you do, guv’nor,” I grinned. * They'll
chip the poor chap until he’ll want to crawl
away and die. Do you know who he is, or
aaything about him ? "’

** His father, I think, is a business man
in the city,” replied Lee. *‘The boy has
only just left a big school in the West of
England. The climate wasn’t suitable for
his health, I believe; so his parents are sending
him to St. Frank’s,’ .

- 0O}, one of those dclicate darlings!” 1

arinned.  ““ Oh, well, he’ll soon have some of
the delicacy knocked out of him in the Re-
move | *’

I left the guv’nor and took the unwelcome
news to Clifton and Simmons, who werc nod
only disgzusted, but decidedly indignant.
They had no desire to share their study with o
nird member.  But,' as it happened, they
had no voice in the matter ‘I'hey had to
accept the inevitable,

It was a half-holiday that day, and the
wind was still very high, but neot cqualling
the fury of the evening before. And during
the afternoon Enoch Snipe arrived, He fitted
his name exactly. _

Handforth & Co. and a few other juniors
were in the Triangle when the new junior
walked in through the gateway. Handforth &
Co. stared. They rubbed their eyes and starcd
again,

“What is it ? ’ asked Handforth faintly.

“ Goodness kuows | 77 said (‘hurch.

“ It can’t be—yet it must be ! 7 exclaimed
McClure weakly. *“* My only hat! It’s Saipe—
the one and only Inoch! Well, I've never
known a name to be more suitable in all my
giddy life ! 7

The new boy advanced into the 'Triangle.
He was carrving a small suit-case, and he
was attired in Etons, with an overcoat and a
top-hat. In respect of clothing, he was very
much the same as other boys.

But, it was in the junior himsecif that he
was So extraordinary. He seemed to be so
thin that his clothes, although cut small, hune
upon him like a collection of rags. His back
was somewhat hunched, and he had a long’
neck and a head that projected forward. His
hands were long and thin and bony, and his
features were sharp and foxy in expressicn.
His eves protruded from his head, and they
were red-rimmed in & most peculiar wayv,

Handforth & Co. advanced to the attack.

“ Half-a-minute ! said Handforth briskly.
“You've made a mistake, haven’t you ? This
is St. Frank’s College, not a home for freaks ! ”’

The new hoy.turned his watery, pale blue
eyes upon Handferth,

*“Yes, I know it is St. Frank’s,” he said, in a
thin, unpleasant voice. *““ It is my misfortune
that I resemble a freak. T cannot help it. My
name is Iinoch Snipe, and I shall be obliged if
you can dircct me to the Ancient House.”

“ There’s no hurry,” said Handforth, * So
you're Enoeh Snipe, are you ?

sl - e

“You look it!” said Edward Oswald
bluntly. * You're going into the Reinove,
ain’t you ? Well, I'min the Remove, and you'd
better understand at once that I never put up
with any rot.”

“ T hope I have not offended you—-"" began
Snipe.

“You have,” interrupted Handforth. “ I’m
fecling horribiy bad.. The very sight of you is
cnengh to offend a blind man.”

“ Go casy ! -muttered Church.
can’t help it !”

*“Thank you--thank you very much ! *’ said
Enoch Snipe, turning to Church, and spcaking

in a soft, purring voice. ‘I am, unfortunately,

“The chap



from otﬁer bovs, and I was afraid that

different But I

arance would not be fzg'ourable.
?ﬁrlﬁ;}emy best to please you. o
“ T ln:-gi:;t 11.«!1{1;11, lyou mustn’t be cheeky,
i forth firmly. _ o
Saﬁillfv[;ﬂdtry not to be,” said Snipe cringingly.
¢ you must respect me more than the nthﬁg
fellows—if you don’t I'll punch your mnose !
continued the leader of Study D. ‘tf)u rc a
new kid, and you've got to look upon yourself
as a worm.”
“ 1 will do my
¢ That’ll be easv enough!

X

st to do so.” purred Snipe.
= " gnid McClure

“ I've got an idea tiiat he won’t be very popular
in the Remove. T don't like the look in i:is
eyves—they're fishy.  You can’t find &by
expression in them.”

“Tt's hard lines on Clifton and Simmons,"”
exclaimed Church. I shouldn’t he surprised
if they kick him out of Study K. A chap like
that oughtn't to be allowed to come to St.
Frank's.”

In the meantime, Enoch Snipe entered the
Ancient House, and presented himself to Nelson
I.ee, who was unpleasantiy surprised. Th2

| famous detective was a keen reader of character,
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Quick as lightning John’s fist shot out.
the face, and the Cad of the Remove went over like a ninepin.

It struck Fullwood squarely in

contemptuously. “ You scem to be several
kinds of & worin already !”’

“1I would not presume to push myself for-
ward,”” said the new boy. *“ I am sorry if I have
offended you in any way. Will you please tell
me which is the Ancient House ? I am most
anxious to get indoors.”

*“That’s the Ancient House over there,” said
Church, pointing.

Enoch Snipe smiled, and Church felt rather
faint.

“TI'm awfully obliged !’
kind of writhe.
to me.”

“He walked off, and the juniors looked after

lu:‘u. Church took a deep breath.

.. .. Did you spot that smile of his ? 7 he asked.
Ve never seen such a aucer-looking chap in

3‘-1““lb' lite! A worm, you chaps.”

. Abselube_l:: a cringing toad !’ said MeClure.

" said Snipe, giving a

“You have been very kindg

and he took an instinctive dislike to this boy.
sSomething told him that Snipe was not to be
trusted. But he was the very essence of polite-
ness and humility, and no fault could be found
with himn. 'This, in fact, was the very thing
which had utterly disarmed Handforth. Snipe's
humility had presented Handforth with no
opportunity to start punching.

Enoch Snipe wandered about the school for
the remainder of the afternoon. Yet he did
not push himself forward in any way. He
seemed to have an extraordinary knack of
effacing himself just when he liked. He went
over the Ancient House, examined the Triangle,
and cven ventured into the College House.
Christine and Co., and the other cheeriul Moaks,
were absent, it being half-holiday, and so the
new boy came to no harm.

But all sorts of fellows came across him.

They stared, they wondered, and they could
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haidly belicve that this new boy was really a
Removite. Saipe was causing far more con-
ment than Jolin Martin—* the Charity Kid,”
as ' some (‘1’ the ungentlemanly fellows were
alieady eailing him.

¢lifton and Simmons. of Study K, had be"n
over to Bannington dunmx the ¢ [tcrm}on and
thoey d:d not arrive back at St. Frank's ‘until
neaily tea-time. They knew, of course, that
the new boy was duz to arrive that afternoon,
and they had been discussing the matter with
10 little heat

li::t they were certainly not prepared for the
roality.

They found Inoch Snipe in Study K when
they cutrred the Ancient House. The new
boy was sittine in front of the fire, on the edge
ol a chair. But he instanily rcse to his feet
as {the two junicrs entered.

“I—I'm very sorry—— "' he hegan eringingly.

“ Great Scot ! gasped Clifton, ** What the
dickens are you doing in this study ? "Who are
y]fm ? } ;d: nd how did you cscape irom the freak
show %

“My name is Snipe, and—and I'm 2 new
hoy, sir!™ execlaimed Snip?, leoking cvery-
where but at the two juniors. ** Mr. Lee teold
me to eome here, please, and I'm—I'm here.
1 apelozise for intruding i

“That’s ail right!” growled Simmons.
" No need te apologise, fathead ! T don’t mind
t-lling yvou that you ain’t wanted in this study
--not that that makes any diffi-rence. We've
7ot to obey orders. How long have you been
here 277

**“About two hours,
wriggeling as he snoke.

*Then why didn’t you make up the fire 27
demanded Clifton.

“ Pleaae, sir, T didi’t like to interfere &

“Don’t call me ‘=ir,” vou ass!” broke in
Clifton, with a grin. “ I'm not your giddy
master. You'’re going to share this study with
ns, and so vou'd better shake down as soon
a possible,”

“ Yes, thank yvou,” said ITnech Snipe meekly.
“Tf I may be allowed to voice a few words——"2

“Go ahead ! "’

i Redllv I’'ve no wish to push myself for-
ward, " gnid snipe humbly., “ I—1 would not
prf‘-sunm ta speak if veu do not wish it. T will
alwavs do just as you tell me. 1 will nevor puah
myself forward. 1—T wish to thank you for
treating me so generously.”

Clifton and Simmons stared.

“Where did vou leave vour giddy hack-
bone ? ' agked Clifton bluntly. ** Or perhaps
you were born without on¢ ? Anyhocw, there’s
no need to crawl on your giddy tummy in
front of us. You've got an equal share in this
study, and as much right to it as we have.”

“Oh, T wouldn’t presume to push myserf
forward ”?

*“ Dash it all,
than that cherity bounder upstairs!” put in
Singmons. “* We've got a chap here namea
Martin. Hc isn’t reaily a St. Frank’s {cllow, but
he’s been taken in by the Head.”

“* You mean he'’s taken the ffead in! ™ said
Clifl.on, grinning.

“I jolly well believe he has | * agreed Sim-

sir 1" replied Snipe,

youw're more meck and mild |

mons. Perqonajly, I don’t believe in it.
Martin’s an orphan—practically a workhouse
brat, and it’s a disgrace to St.- Frank’s that he
should be here-—with a room to himself, too!
I’ve made up my mind to cut him dead whenever
I pass him.”

‘Same  here,” said Ciifton. “ Goodness
knows, I'm not a snob, but T do draw the line

somewhere.  You'd better understand, Tript_},
that vou’ll have to share the exes. of this
study——"’

“ Please, sir, my name is Snipe,” said the
new hoy,

“Well, Snipe then ! Your pater ought to be
boiled for giving yvou a name like that,” said
Clifton. *“It’s nearly tea-time, and it’s a rule
at St. Frank’s that the expenses should be
equally shared in every study.”

IEncch Snipe wriggled uncomforiably.

“ Oh, but—-but-—-"" h~ hesitated. ** Please,
may 1 venture to speck 777

“ Oh, don’t be a fathead ! ” snappad Sime

mons. ** Of course vou can speak ! "
I understand that the expenses at St
Frank’s arc rather high,” said the new boy.
“ My father told me that he is paying a lot of
money for me. Does not the schoel provide
tea ?°’

“0Of course the school provides tea—in

Hall,”” 3aid Clifton. ** But we enjoy the privi-
]“[IC of having tea in our own studies, if we
like. TIt’s more cosy and pally, you know. As
yvou're a new chap, we’ll treat yvou to-night,
butl "I.ftLI‘ this we ’l! share things on an equal
scale.’

*“Oh, no! Please, please!” interrupted
Snipe guickly, his shifty eyves bolting froin one
junior to anothcr. * You must not spend
money on me. [—-I would not think of bother-
ing youw-so much., And—and I shall always
have my tea in Iiall, so that J shall net interfere
with your present arrangements.”

'l he chums of Study K stared again,

M Hard up ?” asked Clifton bluntly.

“No! I -~I have money——"

“ Then yvou're onc of thes» mean bounders 2 »
asked Clifton sourly. *‘“ All right ; have tea in
Hall, if you like. We sha’n’t inierfcere. You
can have the left-hand cormer of the shelf for
your books ”

*“ Really, T only need a very small space,”
said Enoch Snipe. ** They will do quite well
on the floor, thank vou. I'm sorry to be so
much trouble, and-—and 1 hope 1 have not
been annoying vou.”

Cliftonn and Simmons had been half hoping
for an opportunity to seize the new fellow,
and “ put him through the mill.” But Enech
Snipe was 80 meck and humble that he gave the
juniors no chance whatever. TFhey had not
the slichtest excuse for rageing him.

A little Iater on, alter tea, Snipe happened
to be in the lobby. He walked in a pecufiar
way, slinking near the wall, as though doing
his ntmost to make himself inconspicuous. The
Remove had already decided that he was the
most unutterable worm that had ever entered
the Ancient House, They looked upon him as
a harmless ingect. They didn’t know Encch
Snipe.

John Martin happened to come dowmtuirs




WLl
1y

|

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

went into the lobby. Jolin, as a

was feeling happier than he had
ever felt for many a year. His face was ﬂ}tg,hed
with genuine health and good spirits. T'here
was a sparkle in his eye, and he was just coming
down to take a walk in the Triangle. _

S0 far, he had mot ventured to _assqcmtie

© with the fellows. He knew, mstnu-twcl:.:
however, that soine of the juniors would be ready
enough to chat. Others, probably, would sneer
at him. The latter thought made him redden
somewhat. He realised that he might have
1any a struggle yet. _ ,
? E\?”ﬁn nowghe could hardly believe that 1111',‘4
wood luck was an actual reality. He had a cosy,
comfortable little room at the top of
Ancient House. Mrs. Poulter, & kindly so}ll
enough, had taken to John from the very first.
And she had fitted up his little attic comfort-
ably and cosily. John had not known such
comfort ever before.

He descended into the lobby, and found
Enoch Snipe regarding him with a curious
intentness. But directly John met the new
junior’s gaze, Snipe turned his shifty cyes else-
where. But the first glance had told him that
this was the * charity brat.” John's very
clothing proclaimed the fact. 1

Otherwise, Snipc would never have knowmn.

just as Snip>
matter of fact,

the {

For Joha was upright, magnificently built,
with a handsome, frank face, and steadfast
eyes. And therc was an air of refinement
about him which could not be overlooked.

John gave Knoch Snipe rather a curious
glance, for the new boy's appearance was
certainly unusual. He stood there, trying to
make himself as small as possible. And-he
was slowly rubbing his thin, bony hands
together.

As John passed him, he smiled. o

“Just—just one moment !’ he said silkily

John paused.

“You are the boy who is living here on
charity ? " asked Snipe. i

John Martin went crimson,

“Who told you that?* he cemanded.
“I'm not living on charity, and you'd better
not say it again! I shall work for my living
while I’'m at St. Frank’s, and e

‘“ Really, I—I had no desire to offend you!”
murmured Snipe. ** But it is curious that you
should Le here, is it not ? St. ¥Frank’s is hardly
the place for beggars and paupers &

“ Good for you, my son—that’s the stuff to
give him!"” exclaimed Fullwood, turning into {
the lobby at that moment. “ Youseem to have
some sense, after all ! Tell this bally brat that |
he aiu’t wanted !

- Gulliver and Bell were with Fullwood, and the
three cads of Studv A bestowed prolonged
stares upon John. They searched him up and
down, from his shabby boots to his well-
brushed hair. Their behaviour, in fact, was
highly objectionable. ]
- " Good thing we came along !’ said Ralph
Leslic Fullwood. “ This is the first chance I've |
had of speakin’ to you, my lad. Which work-
house were you in before you came to St. |
Frﬂnk's r :
I was never in any workhouse, and I think

you know that as well as I do,” replied John,

“It seems to me that you're trying to

hotly.
pick a quarrel, but it takes two for that

He turned on his heel, boiling with rage, and
was about to walk away when Fullwood
grasped his arm. :

““Hold on!"” said Fullwood. ‘ No need to
huarry so much. Snipe just called you a pauper,
I believe. 1'm going a bit further than that, and
I think the Head ought to be ashamed of him-
self for disgracin the school by bringin’ you
here. St. Frank's is exclusive to young gentle-
men, and you'd better understand at once
that vou're nothing better thon a servant.
You've got to call me “sir’!"”

Johu's lip curled.

““ ¢ Sir 7 13 a terin of respect, and it would be
quite impossible for me to usc it in conncction
with yvou!” he said quietly. ** And 1 think
you are mistaken when you say that Sg
Fronk'’s is exclusive to voung gentlemen.”

“ The cheeky cad ! 7’ said Bell, hotly.

“ Wait a minute—I'll show him!" snarled
Fullwood. * Look here, Martin, you're goin'
down on your knees, an' you're goin’ to
apologise ! Understand ?  Get down on your
knees, vou penniless brat!”

(‘rash ! ;
Quick as lightning John’s fist shot out. 1t
struci: Fullwood squarely in the face, and the
cad of the Remove went over backwards like

a ninepin, howling with pain and surprise.

““ Yow—yaroooh ! "’ he hooted. ** You—you
snivellin’ cur! You son of & pickpocket! You
workhouse orphan i

““ Another word, and I'll knock you down
again ! " exclaimed John, thickly.

Several ether juniors hiad appeared upon the
scene. They were Pitt, Grey, De Valerie, and a
few more. And they grinned with delight as
they witnessed Fullwood's discomfiture at the
hands eof John Martin. The manner in which
John had floored Fullwood stamped him as a
fellow to beware of. And he had proved that
he would not put up with insults.

Fullwood leapt to his feet, shaking with fury.

** Grab him ! ”" he snarled hoarsely. ** By gad!
We'll half-skin the miserable cad ? Didn't you
sce what he did, you fellows o

“We'd like to see him do it again! " said
Pitt. “* You asked for it, Fully. and you've got’
it. ‘The chap was perfectly justified in knock-
ing you down, and I admire him for it.”

““ A bit of a nerve, going for a Remove chap,
but he had every excuse,” said De Yalerie, “ I
think I'd have done the same.”

“You—you rotters!” shouted Fullwood.
“This brat is living here on charity ! He’s a
nameless puppy from nowhere ! I expect his
lf:}t.h.o.r was a burglar or a murderer, an’ I'll show
um-—-—

“That’s quite sufficient, Fullwood! Be
silent at once!” snapped a cold, stern voice.
““ Another word, and I will report you to Dr
Stafford.”

Fullwood turned, gasping, and found Mr.
Crowell in the lobby. As a matter of fact,
the Remove Form-master had been just inside
the cloak-room, and he had unintentionally
overheard most of the altercation.

“ Yes, sir—but this chap knocked me down! "
shouted Fullwood, fiercely. * He went for ma
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without any provocaticn, an’ punched me in the
facc ! Who is he, anyway ? I'll write to my
pater——"’

“ By all means do 20, Fullwood !I'” inter-
raptzd Mr. Crowell, curtly. ** And should you:
father make any enquiries, 1 should not
hesitate to acquaint him with the full facts of
the case. Martin knocked you down, and you
thoroughly deserved to be knocked down | ™

* Why, what . I—1 7 FFullwood was
lest-for words,

*Geod old Pitt
delighiedly.

Ralph Leslie Fullweod found his voice,

* But—but yvou don't understand, sir! ™ he
gasped desperately. ** I-——-"

“1 know exactly what tock place, Fullwood,
and I am glad of this oplport.unit-y to warn you,”
interrupted Mr. Crowell. ** Martin is certainiy
not a member of the Remove, but he is here,
amongst us, with the full sanction of Dr. Staf-
ford, and by Dr. Stafford’s express desire. By
whﬂi I have seen of him, Martin is a well-
behaved, gentlemanly boy, and his action in
knocking yvou down was his only course. You
insulted him disgracefully, and without provo-
cation. You stamped yourself as an insufferable
young cad, IFullwood, and I am thoroughly
ashamed of you.”

*“ But—but——-"

“1 wizh to hear no excuses !’ snapped Mr,
(‘rcwell,  *“ And lct me warn you, boys, that
Martin has every right to move about the
school. He is not to be msulted or sneered
at, and if T hear of any such scenes as this
again 1 shall punish the culprits, with the
utinost severity. Cn this occasion, Fullwood
1 consider that vou have met with o partiaf
reward for your caddicshness, and I shall there-
fore give voun merely an hmposition of five
hundred lines.”

*“ Five hundred lines shonted Fullwood,
thickly. ** Fer teilin’ this workhouse brat that
hic’s not wanted ¥

“How darve vou ?2” thundered Mr. Crowell
angrily. * Ffullweod, I am disgusted with you !
You will write me one thou=and lines—and if
you utter ancther word 1 shall take yon
straicht before the Headmaster for a flogging 1 ”

Fullwood opened his mouth, clenched his
fists, and then choked back the words which
were on the peint of coming. He bestowed a
look of meidevolent hatred upon John Martin,
and stunk awayv. The new boy moved after him.

* One moment, Snipe,” said Mr., Crowell
quietly. :

Enoch Snine paused, cringing and wriggiing.

* Please, sir, I—1——" _

“ You are 2 new boy in the school, and T shall
not punish you,” said Mr. Crowell. * But [
heard _you insulting Martin before ullwood
appeared. That was utterly unwarrantable and
ungentlemanly ! ”

Crowell ! muarmured

“ Really, sir, T am sorry!” said Snipe,
humbly. ’ _
" Very well—you may go!” exclaimed

Mr. Crowell. ** But remcmber that I have no
sympathy whatever with snobbishness in any
form.”

Enoch Snipe shuffled away, and his very
appearance suggested a rat seuttling to its ]
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hole. Mr. Crowell turned to John Martin, and
smiled.

“ I am sorry, Martin, that you should have
been so annoyed,” he s:id. ** I do not blame
vou for the action you took, and——"

* I lost my temper, sir,” said John, quictly.
“ T don’t like to think of Fullwood getting into
trouble on my account, and I hope you will
forgive him those thousand lines.”

*“1 admire your spirit, Martin, but T cannot
alter my decision,” replied Mr. Crowell.
“There are some boys in the Remove who are
inclined to be exceedingly snobbish and un-
gentlemanly, I am afraid. I should advise you
to avoid them as much as possible.”

The Form master nodded, and walked away.
John looked very nnhappy—as, indeed, he felt.
It worried Lim to think that he was the cause
of any trouble or unpleasantness. It hurt him
to know that the junicrs were against him.

“Cheer up, my son !’ said Pitt genially,
slapping John on the back. * You mustn’t
take any notice of Fullwood and his rotten
crowd. They’re not true representatives of the
Remove. Keep smiling—that’s the best thing
to do. The way you fHoored Fully was a sight
for sore eyes.”

“ Rather!"” said Grey., “ You'H find that
the majority of the Remove fellows are guite a
decent crowd, and yeu'll get on as right as
anvthing after you've shaken down., Good
luck to you!”

In a way John felt relieved. But at the same
time he knew that he had made several bitter
enemics. And the thought was not a pleasant

one,

CHAPTER YV,
SOMETHING LIKE A GALE,

OOM—boom—boom !

It. was like the thunder
of heavy artillery in the
distance. The wind

roared and bcllowed with ever

increasing viclence, 'T'hrough-

out the night it had been
gathering its strength, and now it was o raging
thunderous gale.

It was morning now, and St. Frank's was
looking strange. The trees and bushes were
staggering wildly under the foree of the wind,
and now and again twigs and branches were
swept otf, and carried madly throngh the air.

The heavy wooden fence which divided part
of the Triangle from the playing fields had been
swept, down during the night. And now it lay
in a state of battered wreckage in the Triangle.
The hedge which adjoined it was torn” and

ragged, and beating about desperatcely, as
though fighting for existence. '
Within the Ancient loeouse thie windows

rattled, doors slammed, and every corrider and
passage was filled with cold, icy draughts,
which eddied and swirled in the most cuttin,
manner.

Everybody in the school was tailking aboub
the gale.

(Continued on page 235.)
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Are you a Christian 7—No Qetting t{o Heaven on Small Potatoes—Na Says It's
Qood For a Boy to Be In Love—Love Weakens the Bad Boy—How Much Does It
Cost to Qet Niarried 7—Mad Dog !—Never Eat Ice Cream.

o RE you a Christian ? 7’ asked the bad boy of the grocery man, as that gentleman
A was placing vegetables out in front of the grocery one morning.
““Well, 1 hope so,” answered the grocery pan, *‘ [ try to do what is right.”
“Then how is it that you put out a hox of great big potatoes, and when we
order some, and they come to the table, they are little bits of things, not bigger than a
racddizh ? Do you expect to get to heaven on such small potatoes, when you use big
ones for a sign ¥ 77 asked the boy, as he took out a silk handkerchief and bhrushed a
speek of dust off his nicely hlacked shoes.
'The grocery man blushed and said he did not mean to take any such advantage
of s enstomers.  He =aid it must have heen a mistake of the boy that delivers groceries.
** Then you must hire the boy to make mistakes, for it has heen so every time we havo
had potatoes for five years,” said the boy.

** Oh, such things will happen,” said the grocery man, with
a laugh. * But don’t let’s talk about heaven. How’s things
at home ? And say, what’s the matter with you ? You aie

~ all dressed up, and have got a clean shirt on, and your shees
blacked ; and I notice your pants are not ravelled out so at the
bottoms of the legs behind. You are not in love, are you ?”’

““Well, T should smile,” said the boy, as he looked in a small
mirror on the counter, covered with fly specks. ** A girl got
sweet on.me, and Ma says it 18 good for a boy who hasn’t
rot no sister to be in love with a girl, and so I kind of tumbled
to myself, and she don’t go nowhcre without I go with her.

*I take her to dancing school, and everywhere, and she loves
me Jike a hcuse afire. Say, was you ever in love ? Makes
a fellow feel queer, don’t it 7 Well, sir, the first time I went
home with her I put my arm around her, and honest, it
scared me. It was just like when you take hold of the handles
of a ’lectric battery, and you can’t let go till the man turns
the knob. Honest, 1 was just as weak as a cat. I thought
she had needles in her belt and was going to take my arm
away, but it was just like it was glued on. I asked her if
she felt that way, too, and she said she used to, but it  was
nothing when you got wsed to it. That made me mad.
But she i3 older than me and knows more about it. When I
was going to leave her at the gate she kissed me, and that
was worse than putting my arm around her. I trembled
all over just like I had chills, but T was as warm as toast.

“The next -morning 1 went to her house before any of them




were up, and her Pa came out to let the
cat in, and I asked him what time his girl
got up, and he laffed and said I had got it
bad, and that I had better go home and
pot be picked till I got ripe. Say, how
much does it cost to get married ? "

““ Well, I should say you had got it bad,”
said the grocery man, as he set out a basket
of beets. °° Your getting in love will bo a
great thing for your Pa. You won't have
any time to play any more jokes on him.”

““ Oh, I guess we can find time to keep
Pa from being lonesome. Have you seen
him this morning ? You ought to have
seen him last night. You see, my chum’s
Pa has got a sotter
dog stuffed. It is ono
that died two years
ago and he thought a
great deal of it, and
he had it stuffed, for
an ornament. Well,
my chum and me
took the dog and put
it on our front steps,
and took some cotton
and fastened it to the
dog’s mouth so it
looked just like froth,
and we got behind the
door and waited for
Pa to come home
from thetheatre.
When Pa started to
come up the steps 1
growled, and Pa look-
ed at the dog and said,
‘Mad dog, by Jim-.
iny !’ and he started
down the side walk,
and my chum barked
just like a dog, and 1
* Ki-yi’d and growled
like a dog that gets
licked, and you ought
to see Pa run. He
went around in the
alley and was going to
get in the basement
window, and my chum had a revolver with
some blank cartridges and we went down
in the basement, and when Pa was trying
to open the window my chumn began to
fire towards Pa. Pa hollered that it was
only him, and not a burglar, but after my
chum fired four shots Pa run and climbed
over the femce, and then we took the dog
home, and I stayed with my chum all night, |
and this morning Ma said Pa didn’t get
home till four o’clock and then a policeman

“I take her to dancing school and l
everywhere,”’
-—-—“.—__

cameo with him, and Pa talked about mad

IS

dozs and being taken for a barglar and
nearly killed, and she asked me if I heard
any firing of guns, and 1 said ‘no,” and
then she put a wet towel on Pa’s head.”

“ You ought to be ashamed,” said the
grocery man. ““How does your Pa like
your beinz in love with the girl 2 Does
he seem to encourage youinit ? 7’

““Oh, yes, she was up to our house to-
borry some tea, and Pa patted her on the
cheek, said she was a dear little daisy.
When I wanted him to let me havesixpence
to buy her some ice cream he said that was
all nonsense, He said: ‘ Look at your Ma.
Ilating ice creamn when she was a girl was
whatinjured hor
health for life.’

“ I asked Ma about
it, and she said Pa
never paid for ico
cream or any luxury
for her in all the five
years he was courting
her. Shesays he took
her to a circus once,
but he got free tickets
for carrying water
for the elephant. She
says that Pa was
tighter than the bark
of a tree. I tell you
it’s going to be differ-
ent with me. If thero
is anyvthing that girl
wants she is going to
have it i1f 1 have to
sell Ma’s copper boiler
to get the money.
What 13 the use of
having wealth if yvou
hoard it up and don’t
enjoy it ? This family
willbe run ondifferent
principles after this,
you bet. Say, how
much are those yellow
woodcn pocket combs
intheshowecase ? I've
a good notion to buy
one for hor. How would one of them
round mirrors, with a zinc cover, do for
her. There’s nothing too good for her.”
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THE PROBLEMS OF
TRACKETT GRIM

The Amazing and Staggering Adventures
of the World’s greatest Criminal Detec-
N tive and his Boy Assistant, Splinter.
s R By EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH.

e ’w. Ty i R
S
o e

No. L—THE CASE OF THE VANISHED TYPEWRITER.

An Astounding Mystery. - “Mr. Fountain Penn, sir,” announced
RACKETT GRIM uttered a sharp | Splinter crisply.
exclamation. . , ““ Ah, the famous writer !’ said Trackett
‘“ Ah, a client, my dear Splinter!” | Grim, in casual tones.
he cxclaimed, i his cold, incisive tone. “ How—how did you know that I am a
“ Yes, without the slightest doubt, a | yriter, Mr. Grim 7 asked the writer, in
. tE) ' : ¢ . 3

client. . e blank amazement. ‘ This is staggering,
% The most famous detective in the world dumbfounding, in fact ! I have heard of
was standing at the window of his consult- your marvellous powers, but » -

ing-room in Baker's Inn Rload, and Splin- “ A mere trifle, my dear fellow—quite
B . 1 3 Q' . i N & 1 - y by, = -y : s B
ter, his colebrated assistant, was busily | oomentary,” interrupted Trackett Grim,
¥ C‘i}lxn:,i_;:st b ?y“ml.\-c m’d briskl b rh fastening his piercing eyes upon Mr. Penn.
s BRI MRS ““I have seen volunies bearmg your name

let him in.” Xy ]
Trackett Grim nodded, and gazed out of 3: d‘:'é lt?onbsckstal}s. A perfectly simple

the window. He saw the busy traffic, and wenrs Getws: T ain aodoos. T s & e

a man who was dodging across the road. 2 e s o :
Nobody clse on earth but Trackett Crim ﬁﬁgkﬁg’my i oS T Towntei, S

could have told that the stranger was B AL wow Sew S v R
making for the famous ecriminologist’s| 21 YOu i o o —
No—far, far worse than that!” said

rooins. But Trackett Grim saw all things ; : . , =
not,hinrre;(_iuped Bim. ’ 87 the client, with the beads of perspiration
C streaming out of his face. " My type- -

A moment later the door bell rang, and ' tom I
Splinter ushercd a panting gentleman W“teij:“lts' Eeen stolen by some dastardly
scoundrel !

into the consulting-roomn. He was attired

. 3 ” Bk -alail
in check trousers and a large bow, and his| * Great heavens above!” exclaimed
hair was long and wavy. Trackett Grim hoarsely.
' The Famous Detective
Investigates.

He regained his com-
posure after a few mo-
ments, and, waving his
visitor into a chair, he
swept the floor with his
eyes. Already he had
noted the exact size
> and character of Mr,
% Fountain Penn’s foot-

2 prints.

“Tell me how this
ghastly misfortune
occurred to you ? ” he
asked evenly.

:* It is 80 unaccount.

He was attire& in ciieck trousers and a large bow, and
his hair was long and wavy.

——



there was no trace of 1t,

. open."

were blown about ? 77

able that I am nearly
mad with anxiety,” said
Mr. Fountain Penn. *“I
was working late last
pight, Mr. Grim, and I
left my typewriter in-
tact. This morning

but the window was

“Exactly,” mur-
mured Trackett Grim.
““ And, doubtless, a
number of your papers

‘““This is uncanny!”
gasped Mr. Penn.
“You are right, Mr.
Grim. But how could
you possibly know ?”

“lt is windy this
morning,” said Trac-
kett CGrim absently.
‘““ These deductions are
quite inexplicable to
you, my dear sir, but
they are child’s play to
such a celebrated de-
tective as myself.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” said the cli_cnt.
“I want you to recover my typewriter,
Mr. Grim. I am lost without it. Jven
now I am in the middle of my latest novel,
and until my typewriter is found, I can do
nothing. Please get on the track, and 1
will pay any fee you choose to mention.”

Two minutes later Mr. Fountain Penn
bad gone, and Trackett Grim and Splinter
were preparing for the grim work in hand.

He and Splinter were soon in their fast
racing car, travelling at full speed towards
Mr. Fountain Penn’s home in Cornwall,

Mr. Fountain Penn was pacing his study
feverishly. Trackett Grim swept his eyes
into every corner of the room at the same
second, and so penetrating was his gaze
that ne gave a grim shout of triumph.

““The theft was committed by Mr.
James Reprint, the publisher,” he an-
nounced.

“Good heavens!” shouted Mr. Penn.
““That man is my worst enemy. He tried
to fix terms with me for my latest novel ;
but Mr. George Royalty, a rival publisher,
obtained the wonderful masterpiece. But
until my typewriter is recovered I cannot
complete it. I shall be ruined ! ”

Trackett Grim gazed at a small card,
and noted the address of James Reprint.
He had obtained the clue. The detective’s
marvellous sagacity reaped its reward.

INIDDER' S MAGAZINE §
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plate of stcel armour.

21

Trackett Grim opened his waistcoat and revealed a
plate of steel armour.

The Downfall of the Thief.

In a flash Trackett Griin and Splinter
were outside. They leapt inte their car,
and reached London in twenty minutes.
Bursting straight into James Reprint’s
office, they found the publisher secated at a
typewriter.

“I arrest you in the name of the law ! "’
shouted Trackett Grim,

James Reprint swung round, whipped a
revolver from his hip-pocket, and fired six
times at point-blank range into Trackett
Grim’s chest.

The famous detective did not even flinch,
but James Reprint staggered over, pierced
mortally. His end had come. Trackett
Grim opened his waistcoat, and revealed a
The publisher lay
stiff and cold in death.

“ Your death is on your own head
said Trackett Grim curtly. “ As you fired,
each bullet rebounded from this armour-
plate, and entered your blackened soul.”

The case was a complete triumph for
Trackett Grim. James Reprint made a
dash for liberty, but was recaptured by
the lightning Splinter, Ie was scntenced
to fifty years penal servitude, and his exe-
cution tock place in Brixton Gaol.

I"

Next Week,; ! The Case of

e the Cocaine
vend [’
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HOWL.ERS

In a Scottish
school, the dominie,
in walking round the
corridors, heard
whistling proceed-
ing from one of the
small class - rooms
where a few of the
voungest  children
were gathered.
Walking in sharply
the master stared at
the mites of lads,
end inquired who thie guilty one was.

Now one of the wee things was fresh at
school that day, and had never been at
any school before. He was quite unaware
that whistling was not allowed within
school walls. :

Thus, with the utmost naiveté, he
said :

“It was me, sir!
cculd whistle ? 7

* *" o

The following story exernplifies the well-
known fact that children “often look at
things in quite a different way to their
elders.

During the morning’s luncheon interval
. a teacher was walking about the play-
ground, watching the games and chatting
with one boy or another. He came across
a lad who was having a jam tart for his
lunch, and seemed mightily enjoying it,
too.

The teacher thought he would improve
the occasion by referring to an object
lesson on sugar which he had given some
days before.

** Now,” he said to the lad, *f just tell
me : How is it that you are enjoying your
jam tart with keener relish than that boy
Brown there, who has merely got bread-
and-butter ?

“Why,” replied the lad, glancing round
at his mates, ““'cose I've got more boys
standing a-lookin’ at me!”

_ * * *

During a Scripture lesson, a teacher was
passing some remarks upon the verse:
** The foxes have holes and the birds of the
air have nests, but the Son of Man hath
not where to lay His hoad.”

“ Now,” said the teacher, ‘ have fishes

Didn’t you know 1

(This popular Jeature will continue every week until further notice.)

a place to rest in, as well as the beasts and
birds ? Do they go to sleep 7

“Yes, sir,” answered one of the lads.

““ And where do they go to sleep ? ™" asked
the master,

“ In the bed of the river, sir,”* responded

the lad.

# % 5

The dominie of a village school got an
equally original piece of information from
one of his scholdrs during a lesson on thelifo
of Jacob. The master had reached theo
incident of the sending of the waggons
to carry the aged patriarch and his family .
from the land of Canaan, and he read :
** And Israel (Jacob) said, ‘It is enough ;
Joseph my son is yet alive; I will go and
see him before I die.”

*“ Now, lads,” the dominie paused to ask,
“how was it that Jacob was so sure that
it was indeed hi¢ son Joseph who had sent
to fetech him ?

And one smock-coated
shortly responded :

“ Why, sir, ’cos he seed the name and
address on the waggins ! ”’

# * * .

A certain member of a rural school hoard,
after his election, lost no time in paying
a visit to one of the local schools. The
master happened to be engaged in a geo-
graphy lesson, and the visitor asked if ho
might be allowed to put a few questions
to the lads. He explained to the master
that he had recently made a tour in Scot-
land, and he would like to see what the
lads knew about that country. The master
—albeit with reluctance—gave his consent
and the school board member at once com-
menced his unofficial examination. Un-
fortunately, he had a certain fussy or
abrupt manner with him which was not at
all calculated to put the boys at their
ease.

Pointing to a little fellow in front of tho
class, he said :

“Well, I'll start with you, my lad. Toll
me where Ben Nevis is,”

‘““ Pl-pl-ease, sir,” responded the urchin,
quite startlod out of his wits by the sud-
denness of the question, *‘ I'm sure I don't
know ! He ain’t in our class, and I ain's
never seon him ! ” -

little rustic



HAMBERS’'S pater had just bought
a car—at least, that was what
the whole of the Fifth had been
told by Chambers junior, until they all
began to wish something tragie would
happen to that car with Chambers and
his pater in it. Finding that the other
Fifth Formers either fled from him or
pulled his leg whenever he began to talk
motor-cars, he turned his attention to the
Remove, and the possibilities of writing an
article on motor-cars for the Mag. Hence
he found his way to Study C to inquire
whether Nipper happened to have the cur-
rent number of ** The Autocar.” Singleton,
who had come in for a chat, thought he
could oblige. .
“ The pater, you know,” said Chambers
airily, ¢ has just gone in for a a 120 horse
Rawls-Roys limousine. Goes like the wind
—150 miles an hour on the flat.”

¥

‘“ But you could never travel at that
speed on an Knglish road,” Interposed
Nipper.

“[ drove the ’bus myself from lLondon
to Brighton in half an hour,” went on
Chambers.

“ By gad. that's a record, you fellows !
remarked Sir Montie.

** Pooh! That’s nothing.
over a hundred mniles an hour,”
Chambers,

“I wasn’t referrin’ to the speed, my
deah fellow,” continued Sir Montie, ad-
Justing his pince-nez ; ‘‘ but the amazin’
way you must have dodged the police, not
to mention the traffic.”

“If I had gone “ all out,” I could easily
have done the distance in quarter of an
hour,” said Chambers. '

" Sounds more like an aeroplane,” re-
marked Nipper with a grin, |

"It has twin six-cylinder engines,”
proceeded Chambers,” six wheels, and a
body specially fitted with a lounge, dining-
saloon, kitchen, and sleeping accommoda-
tion.”

" A kind of hotel on wheels,” sugeested
Singleton, with a sly wink at Nipper.

.. Yes, of course,” responded Chambers.

That was the pater’s idea. He wanted
to be independent of hotels and inns.”

Only a trifle
said

(IIOET S PAGATINE

A wonderful car, really,” said Sir}
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Monti . “ Did Tunderstand you to say
that it has a swimming-bath, a billiard-
room, and a drawin’ room ?”’

The juniors chuckled, but Chambers
was as serious as a judge.

“If yvou know anything at all about
cars, you would not make such an absurd
remark,’”’ he retorted. And Sir Montie was
supposed to be erushed.

“In fact, when we arce touring,”” cone.
tinued Chambers, * there i1s no occasion
to leave the car. We take the chef with
us, and he provides us with our meals,
There is also a night chauffeur to relicve
the day chauffeur so that we can travel all
through the night.”

“I don’t want to be rude,”’ broke in
Singleton, ‘“‘but yvour pater must have .
spent a few thousands on that car ?

“A matter of twenty thousand, I
think,” replied Chambers carelessly.

** Phew !’ the others exclaimed.

“In winter-time,” pursued Chambers,
““the interior of the car is superheated
by electricity. It doesn’t matter how cold
1t 1s outside, you never feel tho cold inside
the car. IFor the hot weather wo have
electric fans and dust-proof ventilators.” _

Sir Montie yawned, Singleton looked
tired, and Nipper was languidly turning
over the leaves of a book.

** In case we should get stranded in some
lonely part of the country,” continued
Chambers—*‘‘ and any car is liable to de-
velop engine trouble—the pater has in-
stalled a wireless apparatus on the roof
of the car.”

Before Chambers could say any more the
sound of a two-stroke engine camo in
through the window. Everyone listened
intently, and Chambers glided from the
room. :

“ Chambers ! Chambers ! You're
wanted ! 7 someone shouted. *‘ Your pater
is here, and wants to take vou out in his
side-car,”

(Continued on nex! page)
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{(Continued from paye 23 )

“ All right ! There is no need to hawl
my name out for the whole school to hear,”
the angry voice of Charmbers was heard to
rejoin through the open window of Study
C, the inmates of whom weroe now very
much awalke.

Nows rapidly circulated round the
school that Chambers senior had driven

magnificont

the school in his

up to
limousine. Consequently, a large concourso
of the fellows had asscmbled to have &

squint at 1t.

Perhaps Chambers senier wonderel

why such a fuss should have been mad©
of ‘a very ordinary, mudstained motor-
hike, and why some of the boys should
call it “ some car.”

THE EDITOR’S DEN

IMPORTANT.—Correspondence to
the Editor of the Magazine should
be addressed to the Editor, The
Nelson Lee Library, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4.

Editorial Office, Study C,
Ancient House,
St. Frank’s College.

My dear Readers,—I do not sup-
pose Fuollwood will be very pleased
with his portrait on the cover this
week. I have already received a
number of anonymous letters, which,
judging from their contents, 1
suspect to emanate from the Study A
quarter. Strictly speaking, I should
be shivering in my shoes, for at any
moment the Editorial sanctum might
be raided, the office ransacked, and
the Members of the Stafi subjected
to the terrible vengeance of ¢ The
Iron Fist.”” But I have warned our
special ¢ Chucker-out ”’ (Edward
Oswald) to be on the alert against
unwelcome visitors, and he has ex-
pressed great willingness to meet the
sinister correspondent who dares to
hide his identity under the nom-de-
plume of ¢ The Iron Fist.”” Some-
how that nom-de-plume seems to
have got Handy’s back up, and I
shouldn’t be at “all surprised if the
author of ‘¢ Trackett Grim *’ sets off
at the first opportunity to beard the
lion in his den.

h

OUR NEW FEATURE.

Some of you may have noticed
from the Form-room windows a
stranger within our walls—a gentle-
man with long, dark hair, squatting
on a camp-stool balancing a board
on his knees. You probably wonder
who le is, where he comes from,
what he is doing, and why he dis-
appears like a ghost directly school is
over, No, he is not a spy, nor a
gentleman sent down by the Office of
Works to take measurements, He is
a famous artist, who has been com-
missioned from Liondon to sketch our
fine old buildings from various angles
for special reproduction on the cover-
page of this Magazine. The first
sketch will appear next week, and
will be a view of St. Frank’s, as seen
from the road on the Bellton Wood
side. This sketch, which wili be
supplied with a key drawing, will
show the Ancient House, the College
House, the Chapel, the Clock Tower,
the Head's House, the old Monastery
Ruins, etc. There will be a series
of these sketches—one every week—
for a limited number of weeks. I
should advise every one of you, my
chums, to preserve these drawings ol
the Old School, and to make sure of
the whole series by ordering your
copies in advance. Remember that

we cannot reprint them,
Your faithful chum,
NIPPER (The Editor).

rd
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(Continued from pagz 16.)

7t was alost entirely the one topic of con-
yersation. For it was, in truth, the highest wi nl
that the fellows could remember. They little
krnew that this great gale was destined to be
set (own in hislory as the worst ever experienced
in the South of England.

Most of the fellows were accustomed to
steeping soundly and well, but the buffating of
the gale had awakened many of them in the
early hours. Only a few had been aroused by
the rs‘ug bell, for the rest were already awake,

I was rather disappointed when I got down-
gtairs and found the weather conditions so
anfavourable. With Sir Montie Tregellis-West
and Tommy Watson, I went out into the T'ri-
angle. Tt was rather funny.,

The very instant that the noble Sir Montie
reached the foot of the steps, disaster occurred
to him—swift and dramatic. As usual, he was
dressed to perfection, and he was even wearing
a glossy topper. 1 had strongly advised him to
substitute & cap, but he informed me that the
topper was pertectly stable.,

He reached the Triangle, and just at that
moment a gust of wind came along that fairly
liftted the pebbles off the ground and diove
them along like hail. Sir Montie caught the
tul! blast of the wind broadside on, so to speak.

“*Begaul ! What——  Help!  Dear old
boys—-"

Sir Montie got no further. He staggered
wildly, fiapping his aris like mill sailz.  His
beautiful topper was lifted from his head, and
it went soaring away high into the air. So
great was the force of the wind that Montie’s
headgear was whirled along like a toy balloon.

He tried his hardest to keep his balanece,
and, failing, he sat down with ancomfortable
abruptness in the very centre of a muddy
puddle. With a gasp of disinay he picked him-
sclf up, but the wind overbalanced him again.

*Ha, ha, ha!l”

Sir Montie glared at us painfully,

* Really, dear old boys, this is simply
feightful ! 7 he gasped. ** Begad ! My clothin’
is ranined ! ' in a shoekin® mess—I"m utterly
lin'shed. 1 am, reaily! What an appallin’
wind 1 ”

It was only with great difficulty that he
managed to get these words out, for the wind
was driving into his teeth, and he just sue-
eeeded in getting to his fect, and reaching the
Ancient House steps. His topper, in the mean-
time, had collided with a tree, and was now
caveering wildly across the Triangle, gathering
mud as it went.,

“ Hard lines !”” grinned Watson. “ But, T
say ! This gale’s a bit steep, you know, There’ll
be some awtul damage done——-""

M It’s done already, dear fellow ! ” moaned
Sir Montie, ‘
.. He fied indoors and rushed upstairs to change.
Fommy Watson and I surveyed the wild-
h}mkmg seene from the safety of the doorway.

sutb even in this sheltered position we found it
ditficult to stand upright.

" Rough luck ! 1 said. “ T meant to make
history this morning, Tommy.”

" What do you mean ?
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“Why, we were going to hold the first
parade cof Cadets,” I replied. ** All the uniforms
are ready, and we were planning to make a
grand affair of it. Handy meant to put the
Cadets through some drilling e

* Well, why can’t we do it ? ” asked Watson,

“My dear chap, have your brains blown
away like Montic’s topper 27’ 1 asked. * Weo
con do a fat lot of drilling in a gale like this,
can’t we ? Why, it would be hopeless to go out
into the Triangle and attempt it. We'll put it
off for another time—— Great Scott! What
was that ? "

A loud splintering crash had sounded from
the direction ot the playing fields. We dashed
out, and were just in time to see one of the big
old trees thundering down, its  branches
crashing and splintering.

And just then a heavy tile eame shooting
down, and it splintered to fragments on the
ground only a few vards ahead of us. Onc of
the pieces, in tact, struck Watson on the arm,
and he looked startled.

“My hat !’ he gasped.
be out here !

“Seems like it,”" T exclaimed. “ That was a
near shave, anyhow ! ”

And, without a doubt, it had Leen., If we
had moved a pace or two further forward the
tile would have struck one of us with terrific
violence—and grave injury would have resulted,
if not death. For the tile weighed at least six
or seven pounds, and eame down with hurtling
force.

The incident caused uns to glanece up rather
anxiously. We at once went indoors, where a
crowd of fellows were watching from the door-
way.

“ My only hat ! ”* said Reginald Pitt. * This
is a gale, if yvou like! What price our Cadet
business 7"

* Nothing doing,” I replied. *“ It's absolutely
impos., you fellows, Dy the way things are
going on, the whole schoo! will be about our
cars before long. Therc's another tree, I be-
lieve ! "

e H(} it iH- ! L8

“Well I'm blessed !

But this time it was only a heavy branch
from one of the cold chestnuts which tore away
bodily from the trunk. A great tornado-like
gust had swung down, fairly volleying through
the Triangle like the blast from & gigantic
propelier.

** Now then, you iellows, you'd better keep
indoors !’ said Morrow, of the Sixth, bustling
up. ** The Triangle’s out of bounds 1"

“MWhat 7?7 '

“Ont of hounds ! ™ _

“ Unofticially, yes,” said Morrow. “ Mr,
Lee has told me to go round advising everyvbody
to remain indoors, The other prefects are doing
the same.  Take Mr. Lee’s advice, you kids,
and stick inside.”,

* Rats 1™ said Hubbard. “ There’s no dan=
ger. - ‘ -

“Isn't there 2" growled Tommy Watson, -
““ Nipper and I were nearly killed three minutes
ago by a whaeking big tile that came whizzing
down. It was a frightfully narrow squeak.
And Tregellis-West was nearly blown away | *?

“Tt’s dangerous to



« Morrow went off, leaving the juniors rather
thoughtful. In a gaic of this sort it was indeed
dangerous to go outside. At any moment
another tile might come shooting down.

There were other perils, too.

T'rce branches were being tossed through the
air like picees of tissue paper. Now and again
onc of the loosened planks from the destroyed
fence would become separated, and shoot across
the ground.

- The juniors decided, therefore, that the in-
terior of the school was by far the safer place.
Of course, one or two foolhardy fellows per-
sisted in going outside—just out of bravado.

Handforth, naturally, was one of thesc.

“‘What rot!"” he declared. * There’s no
more danger outside than there is inside ! How
do we know that the whole blessed school won’t,
collapse ? Then where should we be ? Buried !
It's safer outside, Isay!"”

“0Oh, don’t be an ass!” protested Church.
“ There's no chance of the school coming down.”

“I'm not so sure about that,” said Hand-
forth. ** Anyhow, I'm going out!”

He stalked ocutside, in spite of the warnings
of his chums. He had hardly got into the centre
of the Triangle before a mighty blast of wind
came roaring along. Handforth was walking
into the face of it.

The wind struck him like something solid.
He staggered, fell back a pace, and then his cap
went {lving, and it was as much as he could do
to keep his balance. Churehh and McClure
watched anxiously from the doorway.

Crash ! |

The roof of old Josh Cuttle's woodshed lifted
clean off like a piece of cardboard. The shed
was a solidly built structure, too. The very |
fact that this reof tore away in one moment
is a strong indication of the appalling fury of
the hurricane.

“ Goot heavens ! " gasped Church, faintly.

“Run, Handy!" roared McClure.

Handforth was not in a position to run. A
branch of a tree smote him full in the face and |
chrest, and he rolled over backwards in the mud.
That small tree-branch probably saved hig life,
for over the exact spot where he was lying the
parted roof whizzed, and crashed to the ground
a yard or two further on. It broke to pieces,
and seattered itself broadeast over the Triangle.

“ Great pip ! said Handforth, dazadly.

He had received a scare, and he didn’t mind
admitting it. He reached the Ancient House
doorway in the quickest amount of time
possible. He fairly bolted across the Triangle,
ably assisted by the win 1.

In fact, he came at such a rate that he couldn’t
stop himseli. He flew up the steps, tripped
against the top one, and plunged head first
into Church and McClure. The three juniors
came like a trio of scattered ninepins into the
lobby. -

“ You—you chumsy
Handforth, breathlcessly.

¢ [—T—aue-—gugh ! " said McClure faintly,

“ Ow ! " pwaned Churceh. [ =

r!'l

fatheads ! howled

“You ass !
They picked themselves up, and Church and
acClure soon forgot their own hurts when

they looiked at Edward Oswald. His face was

torn and scratched, there were rents in his
clothing. and he was smothered in mud.

That broken branch had hit him with some
force, and he was very lucky to have escaped
with only a few scratches. He didn't venture
into the Triangle again—neither did any of the
others.

Morning lessons were a disinal {ailure.

Work of a serious nature was practically out
of the question. At anv moment Mr. Crowell
expected the Form-room windows to splinter
into fragments by the force of the wind, which
thundered against the panes continuously. Now
and again the interest was incrcased by a
violent rainstorn.

These storms were sudden and tremendous.
The rain would come down like something solid,
sweeping across the Triangle, and flooding it in
less than o minute. Then the sky would clear,
and a wan sun would shine for a few minutes.
But the wind did not abate,.

Towards afternoon, however, there seemed to
be signs that the gale was blowing itself out.
Those tremendous gusts would not ‘come with
such force. And it was quite possible for the
fellows to walk about the Triangle—mnot that
there was much fun in this, for the ground was
like a morass.

Just before afternoon lessons were due fo
commence, John Martin came to the door of the
Ancient House. He passed outside, and
walked across the Triangle, fighting against the
wind. As he did so two rough looking men out
in the lane paused as they were passing the main
gateway,

Both were attired in a kind of seafaring garb
—Dblue jerseys and reefer coats, and they wore
peaked caps.

One of them swldenly started, and looked
at John fixedly. A puzzled expression camne
into his face, and he stared harder., But as he
did so, John turned and went indoors.

The two men did not immediately go, but
hung about the gateway for some little time.
The elder one of the two was still looking
puzzled.

Owen majorand Hubbard came out of the
gymnasium, and made for the Ancient House—
for the bell was sounding which indicated that
afternoon lessons would commence in a few
minutes,

“ Just a minute, young gents !’

The voice came from the gateway, and the
two juniors paused.

*“Hallo!” muttered Owen major. “ Who
are these merchants ?2 "

He and Hubbard went to the gate, and the
two men advanced.

‘“Sorry to trouble you, yvoung gents, but
mebbe you’ll oblige me by answerin’ a simple
question,” said the elder of the two men.

“ Anything you like,” said Owen major.
“ But you'd better buck up, because we’ve got
to 2o in for lessons o .

““I don't reckon to keep you more than a
minute sir,”” said the man. *“ A few minutes
ago there was a boy out in the playground -

* Playground ! " said Hubbard, indignantly.

“Well, courtyard, or whatever vou call it—
this ’ere place, to be exact,” said the man,
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indicating the Triangle. * There was a young

walkin’ about.”
M-IP f\ good many voung fellows have becn
walking about N ‘

« That’s right enough, but this one was
Jifferent,” said the man. * Iie wasn’t wearin’
them swell togs like you, although he was just
about the same age. Kind o’ shabby, I might
say, but tidy enough. Well set. up boy, with
curly hair. I'd like to know —" -

“0Oh, I know who you mean,” said Owen
major. * That’s right—he was out here a
few minutes ago—1 spotted himn from the gym.
windows. That’s the kid the Head's got under
his wing.”

“ 3afebbe vou’d tell me the young gent's
name ? "7 asked the man.

1 don’t know whether you'd call him a
voung gentleman,” said Owen major. * He's
not. ene of us, you know. He hasn’t been here
long —the Head found him, and brought him in.
His name’s Martin,”

** Martin ? 7 repeated the man, frowning.

* Yes—John Martin,” said Owen major.
“ That’s the only name we know him by, any-
way. Some of the chaps say he’s living here
on charity——"’

“ That’s all right, voung gcnt—thanks,”
intcrrupted the man. “ H'm! So his name’s
John Martin, is it ? T'm nighty obliged, sir.
We’ll be wishin’ you good-day.”

The two rough men passed on, still looking
rather puzzled. And Owen major and Hubbard
hurried indoors and thought little more about
the matter.

Bu: surely this
sionificant ?

Who were these men ?
know about John Martin ?

L

incident was somewhat

And what did they

DISASTER !
“Just listen to
boys—it is—really 1™
be every reason for anxiety. It was nearly
It really scemed that the gale was increasing
hour or so, the evening had come on to an ac-
And row, late in the cvening, the wind

CHAPTER VI.

“ Y goodness !’  said
M Tommy Watson.

it!”
“ Worse than ever. dear old
o Sir Montie spoke with econ-
cern in his voice—and, indeed, there seemed to
bedtime, and outside the weather was appall-

ingly wild.

in violence.  The promise of the early afternoon
had not been fulfilled., After that Inll for an
companiment of worse winds than ever. The

storm raged with terrifving fury.
e ——

|

% “EVERY MONDAY..PRKEDS > !

sereamed  fierecly
And

It
round the angles of the Ancient House,
now and again the whole building would fairiv

howled and roared.

shake throuzhout its length and breadth. A
confusion cf sounds came from the intense
darkness outside.

Quite a number of {ellows were looking scared.
All sorts of rumours had got abroad during
the evening. Somebody had come up irom the
village, and had declared that two cottages
had been blown down, with disastrous results
to the occupants. Haystacks and cornstacks
were strewn all over the countryside, and trees
and fences were down everywhere.

Along the main roads there were miles of
telegraph wires™ lying in diopeless confusion.
Many parts of the roads were blocked by fallen
trces. And now everyvthing was made doubly
bad by the fact that rain was falling like a
deluge.

It hissed down continuously—a pitiless,
blinding wall of water. We could hear it as
we sat in study C. 1t rattled against the windows
it swept across the Triangle like the fleeing of
a thousand demons.

It was well nich impossible to keep the fire
alight, for the down-draught was fearful.
In every apartment in the school great gusts of
soot had come flving out irom the fireplaces.
And as soon as a fire was nicely going, the wind
would come.and send the sinoke billowing into
the room. -

& 3&}5!; of the fellows were quite glad to get to
ed.

But even in the dormitory, tucked comfort-
ably between cosy sheets and blankets, sleep
was not, possible to many. The storm outside
was so incessant and terrifying, that most of
the fellows sat hiunched up in bed, and speaking
in awed tones.

*“ The plaee will be blown down before morn-
ing—you mark my werds !” said Armstrong,
* I've never known such a wind in all my life.
There must be hundreds of ships wrecked along

the coast.”

““ Never mind about the ships growled
Bell. “ What about us ? How shall we look
if the schocl tumbles down ? ™

*“ Oh, don't be so jolly nervous!” put in
Handforth., ‘“The Ancient House has stood
here for thrce or four hundred yvears-——and this
ain't the first gale it’s had. When this place
was built the workinen kncw how to put a
house together |

‘“ Dear, dear, dear! " said Timothy Tucker.
“ Are you suggzesting, my dear sir, that the
present, day workman is insufiiciently skilled 2.
Are you implyving that he i3 incapable of emu-
lating the example of his ancestors ? T am
shocked—indeed, I am appalled. Such a
statement is lamentable i .

“Oh, dry up, T. T.!” growled De Valerie,
“PDon’t start an argument now! Blow the
British workman and his ancestors! This:
gale is Pliew ! Just listen to that ]
Something’s gone ! 7’ - :

The wind and the rain filled the air with
sounds, and it was impossible to distinguish
much else. But a giecat crashing had come
from outside—prebably caused: by the fall of.
another tree, - Swdy S
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It was certainly the wildest night within
memory. Most of the fags were too terrified
to go to sleep. Some of them were openly
blubbing, and a prefect had to be sent into the
Second Form Dormitory to give the kids a feel-
ing of security. ' _

The Third Formers declared that they were
prepared for anything. They would never
admit that they had * the wind up.”

But almost anyv of the juniors were justified
in being frightened. Iveryvbody in the school
was anxious. The Headmaster consulted
gravely with Nelson Lee. DBut, as the famous
detective pointed out, nothing could be done.

It wasg impossible to battle against the gigantic |

forces of Nature.

- “* Really, Mr. Lee, it makes us feel absurdly
puny and helpless !” exclaimed Dr. Stafford.
““ Heaven hel
This gale will cause millions of pounds’ worth

of damage!” ~
- “ Undoubtedly,” agreed Nelson Lee. “ But
I do not think there ig any cauze for real
anxiety at St. Frank’s. Our buildings are
strongly made, and can withstand a gale. 1
rfahoul,gl not alarm yousself unduly, Dr. Staf-
ord. -

But, as the night went on, it seemed that
the Head would be quite justitied in giving
way to alarim. The rain never ceased. The
clouds scemed to be emptying themselves of
millions of tons of water. | !

And this pitiless deluge was heing driven
along by the wind with truly stupendous force,
It was a night when disaster would overtake
anvhody who happened to be out. It was
almost impossible to live 2mid such conditions,
The Triangle was aiready a swiriing fleod,
several inches deep. And the water was
roaring down Bellton Lane like w cataract.

Perhaps the one person at St. Frank's who
really had cause to be scared out of his witls
was John Martin, And John Martin was
quite calm. At the same time, he was conscious
of the fact that his position was perilous.

He occupied an attic at the top of the Ancient
House. Even the Head, in his zencral anxiety,
had forgotten all about his young protege.
But John had not forgotten the storm.

Only a thin partition of lath and plaster
separated him from a portion of the Ancicnt
House roof. And the rain was pouring down
upon the tiles with such intensity that it sounded
like continuous thunder. Sleep for John was
out of the question. _

And when the gusts of wind came he could
actually see the roof shaking, and he dimly
wondered whether it would be wise for him
to go downstairs to the lower floor. But he
didn’t want to do this—they might think that
he was {frightened. So John lay in bed,
listening to the grim battiing of the elements.

Ordinarily, his attic was a most comnfortable
little room, with a lattice window looking out
over the Triangle. He had hung a blanket
over it now, for the wind was driving the rain
against the panes with such foree that the water
was finding its way throuzh in many places.

And one or two ominous patches on the white
plaster proved that some tiles were looscned,
and that the rain was pouring through. Joln

the poor souls who are at sea !,

kept a candle burning, for in the darkress the
fury of Nature seemed more terrifying.

Time after time he thought that the rocf was
about to collapse. But each gust passcd away,
and the sturdy old roof remained intact. And
so, finally, the boy began to tell himsclf that
his fears were groundless.

And human nature asserted itself.

He was beginning to feel sleepy. The howl-

ing and roaring of the wind, and the hissing

of the rain formed a kind of combined roar
which lulled him to sleep. Such sounds as
these are disturbing at first, but they become
even comforting after one has been accus-
tomed to them.

John snugegled down between the. sheets,

| thanking his lucky stars for such a comfortable

bed. He kept telling himself how fortunate
he was to be dry and warm while many others,
perhaps, were cold and wet and miscrable,
And he was just in this condition of semi-
doziness when the disaster came.

The greatest and most appalling tornado of
wind came. It swooped down upon the school
without warning, And the hurricane struck
the Ancient House like a solid battering ran.

Boom—boom—cra-ash ! '

John sat up in bed, startied and confused.

He felt the floor shaking and trcmbling.
He had not put his candle out, and then,
before his startled gaze, the ceiling on the other
side of the attic split into a thousand fragments,
and a great mass of brickwork came hurtling
through, ecrashing through the floor, and
splintering it like matchwood.

John's bed lurched and rolled several feet
from its original position. The thunderous
noise was terrifving. And, to make matters
worse, the candle toppled over, and went out,
leaving the attic in pitchy darkness.

A great whirling gust of wind and rain struck
John as he tried to get out of bed. And he
felt himself almost choking with dust and grit.
He was too confused and terrifled to realise
what had happened.

— g

CHAPTER VII.
A NIGHT OY TERROR !

HT storm had done its
worst !

That devastating rush

of wind had caunsed a

frightful disaster — a disaster

which mighteasily have ended

up in serious loss of lifc and

injury to many.

Reaching hich above the Ancient House
there were several old chimmney stacks—pic-
turesque enough in themselves, and built so
solidly that they had withstood the gales of
several centuries, ;

The tallesi of these chimney stacks was
situated in a direct line above the Remove
dormitcry. And John Martin’s attic lay
between the dormitory ond the roof.

After weathering hundreds of violent storms,
the solid old mass of stonework shivered and
shook and coilopsed under the onslanght of
that stupendous force of wind.



.~ with terror, and they really could not be blamed.
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1n shord, the whole chimney stack collapsed, |
ned over, and went hurtling down through

%r;:\ roof and through the aftic. 'Tlner{; were
tons of stonework there, and a terrible disaster

was inevitable. :

"1t scemed only by a miracle that John was
gaved. If his bed had been placed at the other
ond of the apartment he would have been killed
instantly. As it was, he eseaped injury.

Down in the dormitory I was fully awake,
and 50 were a good many other fellows—
although the time was now between one and
two in the morning, 'We heard that hurricanc
swoop- down upon the school.

We felt the very building quiver and tremble.
And a loud, startling report told me that
geveral panes of glass had splintered. A
violent gust of wind swept into the dormitory,
carryving rain with it. '

«his won’t do!” T shouted, jumping up.
v We shall be swamped out in no time ! ”

“ T say, this is a bit too much!” growled
Handforth, sitting up. 3 :

*“ Pon’t growl at Nipper—he can’t help it! ™
said Church.

“ Switch on a light, somebody !

The electric light was switched on, and then
we could sec that the further window had
practically blown in. The rain was sweeping
in like water from a hose. It was driving
right across the dormitory. ' -

As we afterwards learned, it was the hand
of Providence which broke that window. FYor
every fellow in that section oi the dormitory
hastily serambled out of bed, and crowded up
the other side, shivering and grumbling.

Hall the beds in the dormitory were now
empty, for they were becoming soaked. and
the rain was distributing itself throughout the
apartment. -I would never have believed if
})ossible that the wind could blow with such

orce.

And then it was that the main gust arrived.

We heard a crash—the appalling, devastating
roar from above. After that we hardly kuocw
what happenced.

The noise was so tremendous that the shouts
of the juniors were all drowned. Actually,
that huge mass of stonework eame tearing
through the attic, and through the dormitory
ceiling. It crashed through, falling upon the
providentially empty beds, splintering the
floor, and causing gencral wreckage,

Many of the juniors were fairly sereaming

A blinding flash had been immediately fol-
lowed by total darkness. And panic secied
certain, '

I knew what had happened. The collapse
of the roof had caused the eleetric wires to
fuse, and, as a consequence, half the Ancient
House was plunged into darkness.

But this was not the only trouble.

A yawning hole had appeared in the dormi-
tory ceiling. Beams were sagging, and some
of these were tumbling down in such a manner

t it actually seemed that the whole building
Wwas crumbling to picces,

The juniors were fighting to get outside
jammed in the doorway, shouting at the top
of their voices. I almost felt sick when I
realised that many of them weuld have been
killed but for the fact that the rain had driven
them out of bed. TFor it was in that part of
the dormitery that the collapse had occurred.

*“ Steady, . you fellows ! ” I shouted sternly.
“Don't get into a panic! We're all here !

“The house is falling on top of us!?”
screamed Gulliver. .

¢d Fullwood.

“Help! help 1 sobb

‘i Heip ! 23

““ We're all going to be killed ! ”?

“Keep your heads! Ieep your heads !’
I bellowed.

Hut my efforts were uscless. Noboedy took
the slightest notice of my words, and the
ficht in the doorway continued. I wondered
how many juniors would be injured as a
result of that struggle.

Wind and rain filled the dormitory, and T
wag already soaked. The rain came pouring
down through the gaping hole, but at last
the juniors succeceded in getting out on to the
landingr,

Confusion was almost as bad here.

QOutside the sterm was buffeting and beliow-
ing. There were ne lights, for -one of the
main fuses had gone, and the eatire upper
part of the Ancient Housgc was in darkness.

Neclson Lee appeared upen the scene, and
his presence soon had an effect. Mr. Crowell
was there, nearly as scared as the bovs, Pre-
fects were shouting out erders, and the con-
-fusion waxed even greater,

But Nelson Lee, armed with an eclectric
torch, bustled about and sorted out the
fellows. e secemed briskk and cheerful, but
inwardly the guvnor was filled with grave
fears.

He could hardly believe that the juniors
had ecseaped, and the horrible thought kept
.oceurring to him that several boys had perished
during that first moment of the coilapse.

So his first aim was to restore owder, and
to call the reoll. He wanted to iind if all the
boys were there, and gradually order grew
out of confusion. Some of the seniors had
fetehed candles, and these were being carried
about, carelcss of the splashing wax.

The I'ifth Formers were told to remain in
their own dormitory, for it would only cause
worae chaos if they came out; and at length
the Remove was formed up into a big double
line along the ceorridor. ;

Nelson Lee commenced calling the volil. .

All the boys amswered in furn—Armstrong,
Bell, Burton, Church, Clifton, and so on in
alphabetical order. But when Nelson Ice
came to thie “ H's ” there was a pause,

*“ Handforth 1%

‘““Here, sir !

““ Hubbard !

No answer, -

‘““ Hubbard ! <called Lee a

l

l

gain sharply.

ter from the ceiling fell in great lamps,

and in the pitchy darkness the result was
terrifying in the extreme. '

|

‘“ Are you here, Hubbard 2

There was still no answer. g
“ Hubbard ! Hubbard ! ”” shouted Nelson Leeg,
“He’s not herc, sir; nobody’s seen hijy

1 =



alarm.
“ He must have been left in the dormitory !
“ Oh, my gumlnrw-, P
o Pmlupw he’s killed !
“ Don’t jump to (,D]]{".lu:,iun_q

since we came oub!’” said Pitt, in

| *?

boys " said
the guv'nor sharply, * Hubbard is prnbahl,\'
in one of the other rooms. YWe will complete
the roll-call before taking any further action,
I must knew if there arce any other boys
missing.”

And to the accompaniment of the raging
storm Outatdr the roll-call was completed.
Every other fellow answered promptly to his
name. Hubbard was the only 1issing
fellow.

Lee was more relieved than he cared to say.
He had feared that hali-a-dozen would be
missing, but even one was serious cunough,
and it seemed impossible that Arthur Hubbard
could have escaped death.

““ He must have bcen over the other part
of the dormitory when the crash came!”
wailed Teddy Long. * Oh, it’s terrible! Poor
old Hubbard, he's dead ; he’s been killed !

“ Keep quict, yvou young ass!’” snapped
Church angrily.

“ But Hubbard ain’t here ! ”” sobbed Tcddv
shivering with fear. * Thank goodness, we're
safe nnywn* We might have been Kkilled
like that. Lven now the walls may fallin ! ”

“ Gag that yvoung idiot, somebody ! "’ gmwled
Pitt. ** He can’t help it, poor kid; but he’ll
start a panic soon !”

Nobody was allowed near the wrecked
dormitory. The door was blowing about
noisily, and while it was open we could hear
the swirling of the rain., And then came a
great crashing sound.

At the same time a number of Fifth Formers
burit out cof their dormitory, yelling with
alarn.

“The ceiling's

“1t's coming
Bryant.

The Fifth Formers cam2 surging out, and,
in the meanfime, a tense little drama was
being cnacted in the devastated Remove
dormitory. Buf we knew nothing about it
unt:l shortly attorwards.

In the midst of all the excitement and
confusion and noisc a thought suddenly came
to me which made me feel rather queer.
Nelson Lee was near me just then, and I
turned to him quickly.

“ Guv'nor,” 1 exclaimed, “
chap upstairs—D>Martin ?

Nelson Lee started.

*“Martin | 7" he repeated. “ Good gzracious,
Nipper, that boy was sleeping in the attic
immediately .’LDD\ your dormitory ! HE T
afraid that the unfortunate lad has perished.

falling ! ”” bawled Chambers.
down in chunks!” gasped

what about that

sSurely he could never have survived, since
his attic nvst have been wrecked during

the first few moments 2 ”
“0Oh, my gondneew U I
““ \What a horrible thing, sir!
rush Ilp&tall‘ﬁ and have a look!”
Without another word, I hurried to the
upper stairs and pelted up. As I did so another
violent wind-storm swept down over the

échool., From overhead came the sound of

said huskily.
But T’il ju=t

l

rending and crashing, and I could guess what
this meant. Yurther portions of the roof
were being torn off. -

I rcached the top landing and gasped. It
was like a river. Water was dripping through
everywhere, and the floor was soaked and
runnin@ with water. The door of John Martin’s
attic was twisted and warped, and bhalf-open ;
and even as I approached it a ¢ust of wind
came along and swung it back with such foree
that it was wrenched from its hinges and
collapsed.

I stood just in the doorwany and switched
on my electric torch. The attic itself was
demolished. ‘The floor—or what remained of
it—was a mass of twisted beamns, laths, plaster,
and rubbish. A tremendous hole yawned in
the ceiling, through which the full fury of
the storm came tearing, and the floor itseli
had practically.vanished. Only a great, jagged,
uiteven hole was there, with Jobn Martin’s
bed jommed amidst the wreckage.  There
was no sign of the chap himself.

“Poor kid!”™ I muttered. *“ He didn’t
stand an earthly !’

But, as. it happened, John Martin was very
much alive.

After the first shock of the affair had worn
off, he tricd to make out what the extent of
the catastrophe was. But this was very
ditlicult in the tetal darkness, and with the
;'.:ind and rain hissing and swirling all about
um.

To strike a mateh was almost impossible—at
least, quite uscless, for no match would burn.
John knew, however, that the other end of his
little room was demolished. e could not
reach the door; he was trapped up there, av
the merey of the elements.

But then, while he was still endeavoniing,
to think of some way ouf, he felt that tle
{looring was s..;xggin" benecath him. An ominous
crac kxnfr and groaning of timbers came to his
ecars, even above the mgmﬂ of the storin. He
cluiched at the air and gave a sharp cry of
alarm,

Ior the floor was collapsing !

Almost beiore he knew it, he felt himself
precipitated downwards into thie inky darkness,
amid the swirl of heating rain and eddying
wind. John Martin thouzht that his last
minute had come.

Crash !

He heard the rendineg and splintering of
wooitl on ever y side, but he was too dazed
to Lknow exactly what happened. He only
knew that he was aching with pain, and that
he had landed flat on his back. He was soaked
through and numbed with cold. As a matter
of fact, John had had a remarkable experience.

The attic floor had collapsed, hurling him
down into the Remove dormitory below.
The distance, of course, was comparatively
slight, but if the boy had become jammed
between the wrecked woodwork, he would
have been terribly injured. As it was, he
slithered down the sagging floor and landed
in 2 heap on a bare spacc where there were
no ja<ged obstructions.

Counsequently, he was merely bruised and
grazed, and the darkness smothered everything.
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John lay where he was for some moments, ]

wondering if this was actually happening,

or whether he was in the midst of a terrible
ightmarc.

mg_l!hen he thought he heard a sound. .

- Help ! came a groaning voice, '* Oh, you
chaps, lend a hand here ! '

John sat up and rose unsteadily to his feet.
The night's adventures had made him sceptical
of any kind of safety, and he had a feeling
that this floor might collapse, too. The dark-
ness was unnerving. He could not help wonder-
ing how many pitfalls there were on all sides.

If he could have seen he would have known
that his position, although decidedly uncom-
fortable, was now practically safe. There was
a2 clear way for him to the door of the dormitory
—_and security on the other side, And John
did know of this & moment later.

For the dormitory door swung open as a
mighty gust of wind shot down through the
gaping hole in the ceiling. 'There were lights
out in the corridor. John, being in total dark-

ness, had a clear view. |

The dim light in the corridor was like a
beacon to him; he could see a clear way to
the door, and he had just commenced making
his way towards it when he came to an abrupt
halt.

“ Who’s that ?”” came the painful voice.
“ Hi, vou chaps! Help! 1 held down by
this rotten beam——"

“ Who's that ? " asked John quickly.

“T’'m Hubbard. Lend a hand, for goodness
gake!” gasped the junior. *“I'm up this
corner—I can feel the beamn giving way—it’ll
fall and erush me in half in a minute. Hurry—
hurry o

“ All right !’ said John. * Hold tight!”

The storm was raging as violently as ever,
and now and again the Ancient House seemed
to shake worse than ever before. John hacked
his shins against several obstructions before he
came upon Hubbard of the Remove. Even

now he couldn’t see, but had to rely upon his |}

sense of touch.

| filled the air.

 —ominous silence,

But he could easily picture the position. '

Hubbard had been caught by a great beam
when the first crash came. 'The junior was
more scarcd than hurt, and he was held down
:n such a way that he could not move. It
was impossible for him to extricate himself,

* Keep calm—I’ll soon have you out of
this | said John quietly. 1

*“ The whole show is going to collapse—I can
feel it ! panted Hubbard., ** Oh, be quick—
there’s no time——"

“Don’t get into a panic!” ordered John
sternly.

He felt about him carefully. He seemed to
have no strength, for he was icily cold, and his
bruises were severe. That fall through the
attic floor had hurt him more than he realised.

He could feel the big beam which was holding
Hubbard down. It was held precariously by
fome other loose beams. And when John
touched it he could feel that it was partially
balanced. But if he tugged at it he would
probably bring disaster both upon Hubbard and
himself. He might cause the whole wreckage

to erash down over their heads,

John knew the danger.

He rcalised surely
enough that an attempt to save the junior

niight cost him his own life. But he didn’t
hesitate a moment. Left to himself, Hubbard
would certainly perish.

John seized the great beam, and exerted
every ounce of his strength. If that wrecked
mass of woodwork had been solid it would have
required a crane to shift it., But it seemed to
be partially balanced, and so, when John’s
strength was exerted, the whole tottering pile
moved,

Hubbard gave a sigh of relief.

“ That's right—that’s right!?”

“ Keep it like that for a minute |
move—I can 5

“ Crawl—out !’ gasped John, between his
clenched teeth.

He thought that his muscles would burst.
Only by the greatest effort of will power did he
snstain the pressure. He never kuew, after-
wards, how he managed it. 1t seemed to him
that every bone and muscle in his boedy was
about to break.

Hubbard certainly lost no time. Numbed
with cold as he was, he managed to worm his
way out into safetv. And, as it turned out, he
was only just in the very nick of time. TFor he.
had hardly got clear before the world secemed
to come to an end.

An appalling, frightful crashing and rending
Hubbard faintly heard a sharp,
tense cry of alarm from John. And then sitence
Hubbard was dazed and

he panted.
I—1 can

hewildered.

He knew that beam had collapsed, but, he
could not see what happened to John., His
rescuer had met with disaster at the very
moment of sucecess, Hubbard staggered to-

wards the doorway, sobbing with pain and
terror, '

P

CHAPTER VIII.
THE FLOOD !

V7 A& ELSON LEE uttered a
Y/ A sharp ‘exelamation,
. *Hubard!” he said
' thankfully. “ My

bG}T..._.—.—

““ Help—help ! ™
Hubbard desperately.

He bad just emerged from the dormitory
door. Outside, in the corridor, Nelson Lee
was even then preparing to go in search of the
missing junior. Only a few minutes had
clapsed since the roll call had been taken, and
Lee had lost no time.

His relief at secing Hubbard was unbounded.
He rushed forward, and tcolk the sozking,
shivering junior into his arms. Hubbard was
scared out of his wits, and his left leg, just
above the knee, was badly bruised—where
he had been pinned down by the beam. 1t
would be necessary for him te stay in hed for
gseveral days, until he recovered.

“ Thank Heaven you are safe !  said Ncison
Lee. “ Why did you not comce out with the

panted

other boys, Hubbard——"

-
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“ T—T couldn’t, sir,” said Hubbard faintly |

“ T was held down by a beam ; I—I think my
leg’s broken, sir, Oh, I rhall die over this—I
know I shall! Please—please send for my
mater and pater——"

“Come, come.” said Lee shatply. “ Don’t
give way like that, Hubbard. We will soon
see what is the matter with you. Come now—
that’s the way ! "’

Nelson Lee was really very kindly, but he
spoke in a sharp tonec in order to prevent
Hubbard from going off into hysterics. Lee
could see quite clearly that the junior was more
frightened than anything else, and the fact
that he had walked unaided out of the dormi-
tory proved that his leg was in a fairly good
condition.

He lifted ITubbard into his arms, with the
intention of carrying him to his own bedroom.
But the junior suddenly stared at Lec in horror.

“There's—there’s that new chap, sir!” he
whispered. “I—I1 think he’s killed! Ob,
it’s awful—horrible -

“That—that charity chap, Sir—Martin!”
moaned Hubbard, * Oh, he's a brick—he’s
the bravest chap I've ever known! 1 shall
n.f-v'cr forget him—never! He saved my life,
sipil ™

“Martin!” said Lee quickly, ¢ Tell me
what happened !”

Hubbard babbled out the story between his |
sobs and gasps. How John had rescued him,
and how the beam had collapsed immediately
afterwards.

“ He—he must have been buried in all the |
wreekage, sir,”” finished up Hubbard, chokingly.
“ Oh, it’s too horrible ! ”

L.ce looked round sharply.

“Fenton!” . he called. “ Take this boy,
and place him in my bed. See that he is made
comfortable, I will attend to him personally |
later on.”

Stretched on the wet floor was the form of Jolin
Martin. He was not buried as we had feared.
When the beam collapsed, John had staggered
back, swooning, The exertion and the pain
had been too much for him. Sturdy and
strong though he was by nature, he had recently
suffered many privations, and this great

!

ordeal had been inore than his frame could
stand. :

He collapsed, utterly spent.

He had rescued Hubbard, but at grave
expense to himself. He lay there, pale as
death. and horribly still. Even as Nelsan I.ce
bent down, a mighty storm of wind swept down
upon the school. 7The timbers over our heads
creaked and groaned in a startling way.

“T'I lend a hand, sir! ™ I said guickly.

Together we lifted Martin up, and carried
him out. It was merciful thit we did so. We
had only just reached the door when 1 had an
idea that the whole Ancient House was tumb-
ling to ruin. I was deafened and confused
by the appalling noise. kKverything scemed
exaggerated in this living nightinare.

As a matter of fact, the rest of the dormitory
ceiling collapsed. The beams and plaster
came thundering down. If John had heen
left there, nothing could have saved him from
a terrible death,

As it was, he was merely exhausted and
bruired. And, twenty minutes later, he ivas
csnugly lyving between the sheets of Morrow's
bed. And he had already recovered from his
swoon cof exhaustion. He looked wan and pale,
but a great rclief filled his eyes. He knew that
Hubbard was safe. His effert had not heen for
nothing.

Confusion still held poszsczsion in other parts
of the Ancient House, _

The storm was exerting its last outburst of
violence. 1t could never keep up this terrible
intersity for long. The rain was hissing down
in solid sheets, and so great was the force of the

The captain of St. Frank’s took the hysterical
junior, and Nelson Lee looked round again,
I caughit his cye, and came over to him. The
guv'nor’s face was grave and set.

“Don’t say anything to the others, Nipper,
but I'm afraid.that a tragedy has occurred,
after all,” he said quietly. * Hubbard was
rescucd by John Martin, and I have every
reason to believe that Martin was killed by a
collapse of the wreckage. But we must make
absolutely sure.”

“ Oh, poor chap ! I said concernedly.

Lee strede into the dormitory, fiashing the
light from his torch in front of him. I fellowed.
The wind and the rain hissed through the
wrecked apartment as thoughit were exposed
to the full open. The most dire confusion
reigned. Beds were tossed about, soaking
sheets lay all over the floor, and everything
was smothered in mud, plaster and debris of
every description.

And, at the other end of the dormitory, the
floor waz burst open and sagging—where the

wind that practically all the tiled portion of the
Ancient House roof was ripped off. That open-
ing caused by the fallen chimney stack had
cgiven the gale the chance it nceded.

And the gale made good use of that chance.
Each blinding gust that came along lifted
scores of tiles, and sent them scattering broad-
cast. IFortunately, the main part of the Ancient
House was flat, with a lead roofing., And this
was quite unharmed. But the whole of the wing
containing the Remove dormitory was un-
covered—the roof was ripped away.

And the rain, scething in, caused further
widespread destruction. The whole upper floor
became a flood. The water spread, with the
result that the Fifth Form dormitory suffered
great damage. The ceiling gave way, and
crashed down—although the beams remained
intact. The Third Form rcom. which lay imme-
diately underneath the Remove dormitory,
suffered as much as the other apartments. It
was ilooded out and ruined.

mass of stonework had fallen, Overhead; the

ceiling was an absolute wreek., At anyv inowment

furthar collapses might take place.
Nelson Lee suddenly caught his breath in.
*“Thank Heaven !” he said huskily,

. The iuniors were never likely to forget that
terrible night. They hardly slept a wink.
Those who did obtain some sleep suiffered from
nightinares. And the moraing downed upoun a
g¢range-looking werld.
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1t was ineredible that such widespread
damage could have been caused in u.;mg]ﬂ
night. Soon after the dawn the fellows were
only too zind to dress and get downstairs—
into the mzin portion of the Ancient House,
which wis pranarimed,

Ontside the whole

Jcok nnorl.
The stor,

landscape was pitiful to

25 the fellows knew—without
being told ~was the worst which had cver

awent over the Southern Counties. It broke all
records, and caused millions of pounds” worth |

N

——

rear had suffered great damage, slates and tiles
being scattered by the score, Windows were
smashed, and the storm had created the utmost
havoc.

Bellton Lane was unrecognisable.

The whole surface of the road had been
washed away, and it now looked like the water-
course of a river. Deep culleys zigzagged across
the rondway, making it impossible for vehicular
trafiic to procced. Not that there was any
likelihood of any vehicles coming along.

For the disaster at St. Frank's was doubled

' |

f

Cne cf the men suddenly started and looked at John fixedly. A puzzled
expression came into his face and he stared harder.

ol danuige, to say nothing of the loss of many

Lives,  In the Jatter respect, St. Frank's was
iertunate,

~ With the dawn the hurricane abated. The
rain ceased, and the gale lost its deadly violence,

' 1‘.!; was still blowing hard, but with not
Bullicient strength to cause any further disaster.
li;ﬂ weather experts, in {act, declared that the
zole had spent itself, ana would now die down.
‘._A_': h‘-j}ﬁf: A dozen trees were down in the imme-
; I-;Ltls, vicimty of the Triangle. Cuttle’s wood-
w’(f": fiﬂxtl: llmlnolm{md, practically every fence
e atiened and wrecked, and t Tria
Was a flood. é ked, 1 the Triangle
The water

. lay inclies deep evervwhere.
Several of the | b )

stables and outhouses in the

and trebled in the village. Bellton had suffered
in an appalling manner.

Three or four houses had collapsed, and
othiers were battered about and partially
wrecked., Buat this was by no means the worst,
IYor the River Stowe had been unable to stand
the appalling rush of water.

The phenomenal downpour of rain had
caused the river to rise at lightning speed, and
it had burst its bank without warning. The
weir had broken down on pressure, the locks
had given way, and a flood had resulted which
was nearly as bad at the never-to-he-forgotten
inundation of a year or go carlier.

Bellton High Street was like a river. The
unhappy villagers were compelled to seek refuge
in their upper rooms, or in other houses. Every



Iane and road in the Stowe valley was fiooded |
out. IFor miles the water stretehed in unbroken

sheets. And it was impossible to tell the {full
extent of the damage.

This was the scene which greeted our gaze as
we stared cut from the windows of the school
as soon as the full daylight came. It was a
scenc which filled us with feelings of alarm and
dismay., We were thankful that St. rank’s
stood upon high ground. Our own i{lood was
quite a local one, and would rapidily drain
away. But there was no telling what would
happen in the valley.

There were two topics of conversation that
morning.

One was the terrible storm, and the other
the heroic behaviour of John Martin. The
whole school knew of John's ]llll(lﬂ rescue of
Hubbard, Hubbard himself, to give him his
due, was overwielmingly grttttful and did not
mind saying so, He wasn't a bad chap in the
main.

He had related the affair in all its details,
and words of prais¢e for John Martin were being
spoken all over the school.

“He's one of the best—the right sort!”
declared Reginald Pitt heartily, “ Those
fellows who sncered at him ought to apolo-
gise——"’

“T'Il admit that T was a bit prejudiced
against hian myself,” said Armstrong.
dash it all, he's got grit! I'm going to shake
his hand as soon as he comes down-—dashed if

I'mnot!”
“Same here!” said Griffith.  “ What does
He's a giddy

it matter to us if he's poor ?
hero! TIullwood’s a Remove chap, and his
pater’s as rich as a war profiteer—but 1T would
not take Fullwood’s hand for a quid ! "’

“ Nobody's asked you to take it!’ said
Fullwood sourly. ‘

* Look here—1I've got an idea ! ” said Hand-
forth, pushing forw ard.
grcnh-st idea that was cever thought of
© ¢ Naturally ! " said Pitt.

“ Well, considermg I thought af it that
gocs without saying,” went on Handforth,
**This wheeze struck me about an hour ago.

“ But,

“It’s *tlnnlut-.lv thf-.

1

I've been working it out since then. Whab
we've gob to do is to collect together "

“Good ! said Pitt. “ Wonderful ! "’

“ What do vou mean, yvou ass ? "

“Isn’t that the idea ? ™" asked Pitt blandly.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ -

“You—you fathead!” roared Ilandforth.
“ The idea is to gather round, and make a
giddy collection."

‘”10ppmﬂ ' gaid De Valerie, ““ And when
we've got enough, we'll use it to provide you
with a comfortable home in the asylmn——-—"

“I"in not going to punch you now—1I'll
rcserve it until later ! ™ interrupted Handforth
coldly. * I'm too busy to waste time on such o
bhthe-rmg idiot ! This collection is for Martin.
He’s poor, and he’s done some jolly brave workr
I“c touldn t do better than raise some c-ash fo.
im.

Pitt gently fainted in De Valerie’s arms.

“ Water ! " he murmured faintly.

“There's plenty of it outside,” grinned Jack
Grey. “ But what's the faint for 27

“Is it pmmbl(-—hcan we believe it 2 " asked
Pitt weakly. ** Handy's thought of a rroorl idea
at last ! He must have overheard it =

“You fathead!" bawled Handforth. “I
thought of it all alone !

“ 0O wise one, thou art truly endowed wwith
mighty brains !’ said Pitt sclemnly., * Let
the wheeze be executed t”’

It was executed—and with hearty good wiil,
Fellows from the Fifth and Sixth 21l contri-
buted, and a large sum was made un. DBuaf
when a deputation was sent to Jehn's bedroom,
they arrived smiling, and departed solemnly.

John gently but quietly refused the money.
And his refusal had the effect of ecarning himn
even greater respect. He had not gone to
Hubbard’s aid for the sake of any possible
rewarnd.  He did not want any.

Some of the fellows called him proud, but
this was not the trnth. John Martin was H
true as a die, and he had started well at !
Frank’s. But the future held many perils :m(l
adventures for hin.

And, incidentally, the future was pretty
well filled for a few others, including myself,
Some stircing times were ahead.

THE END.

NEXT WEEK:

Another Grand Long Complete Story of ST. FRANK’S

entitled :—

THE FLOOD AT ST. FRANK'S.

NIPPERS MAGAZINE No. 13.

Special New Feature—see NIPPER’S letter
in this week’s issue of the Mag. ,
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

'\é .

Tom Tartar arrives al Mr. Wrasper’s sc?wol,
where discipline 18 maintained by moral force
only. Tom makes several friends and a fe-w
cnemies. He 18 initiated into the ** Eagles,”
party oppesed to the “ Cuckoos,” or the fo!ters
of the school. Tom learns that Sir Claude
Freshley, an influential residenl of the corwnty,
has been nearly murdered. Having been a
guest of Sir Claude’'s, Tom hastens to the
baronet’s house, as he thinks he can throw some
light on the mystery,

(Now read on.)

CHAPTER XX.
The Secret Passaqge.

HT two boyvs were both in accord as to
who was the author of the deed.
Posh Powner, the poacher, was the
man their thoughts naturally tuined
upon.
““ He did it,” Tom said, as the boys stood by
the window of the drawing-rooin.

* But how will it be proved ? ’ asked Cecil,
wearily. ‘* He is so canning ; no wolf was ever
more cunning than he 2 ”

““ Who are you talking about ? ” asked Lady
Freshley, from a seat on the other side of the
rooin.

They told her, and she said it was possible,
})1_11; only the clearest evidence would comniit
Mim.

““ The Powners have always been a trouble-
some, vicious family,” she said.

Cecil expressed a wish for Tom to remain
there that night, and as he was quite ready to
~do 8o, Lady Freshley sent a polite message
io Mr., Wrasper, apologising for detaining his
pupil, but excusing herself on the grounds of
‘Tom being 80 good a companion for Cecil at
such a time of trouble.

The police made a thorough examination of

oM TAR'I'AR

?l'il’f T

SCHOOL

S }° Harcourt Burrace

(The World’s Most Famous
School Story).

the library, but found nothing to indicate the
presence of a secret passage. They reported
this to Lady Freshley, and one of them
departed, leaving the other in case he should be
needed.

“ For all that,” said Tom to Ceecil,
a secret way in and out of the room.”

“ Shall we have a look for it ?”
Cecil.

“ I did not like to suggest it,”” said Tom,
T do not like to interfere too much.”

“Why should you not help us to solve the
mystery ? 7 said Lady Freshley. * The lamps
shall be lighted in the library, and after dinner
you shall go there apd sece if you can discover
anything.”

Dinner was, of course, & late meal at the Hall
and that night it was later than usual,

Neither Lady Freshley nor Cecil nor Tom
had much appetite, so the meal was soon Over,
and the boys, eager to begin +hezr scarch,
hastened to th(: llbhll‘\

It was an oblong apartment, with pan-
panelled walls all round, and book-iaden
shelves running down one end of it. The
door faced the three windows that lighted
the room by day. On the left was the fire-
place. |

Two noble lamps =tood -on the table, and
a small hand one had been ordered by the
thoughtfulness of Lady Frekhley, for Tom to
carry about the room when he wished to
closely imspeat any portion of it.

““ Now, where shall we begin?”
CE’L’“.

“You remember witat I told
the solitary celis at the bLhnol?

il YES 'y

“ Well,
begin?” ,

“ Near the fireplace.” :
“Just 0. This room lonks as if it were
planned much on the same lines as the
room at the school. One may be a copy
of the othex. Wil you hold the lamp?” :

Cecil took up the hardJdamp, and Tom
began Lis searnch. .

Mosit people would Imave looked for
secret passage midway in the panel work,
but Tom had his experience of the solitary

““there is
returned

‘as

asked

vou about
said Tom.

if you were me, where would you
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cells to guide him, so he the
floor. _
First on the left side, and there, after a
tong, peorsistent search, he found nothing.
The panels not oaly fitted closely, but
there was not the slightest projection to

indicate the presence of a spring.

began at

‘““Nlat tthere,” said Tom, with a sigﬂi.
“ Let's try the other side.”
They shifted over, and he had hardly

knelt dowmn when a cry burst from his lips.

“Is it there?'’ asked Cecil.

“Something is,”” replied Tom. *‘ Sec this
small raising in the the corner of the
panel. You would not notice it in a month
if vou had no knowledge of such things.
If it isn't the spring 1'm a " He took
out his pocket knife aud oressed it against
the projection. ** Hey, presto! Got it!"”

The panel had flown aside, disclosing a
square opening so mucin like those in the
lumber-room at the sadhool that it was plain
one was a duplicate of the other.

But now came the question. Did it also,
like the others, l¢iad only to a place of con-
coalment in the wall?”

Tom passed the lamp through and crept
after it. Cecil followed him and then they
saw that their searah had indeed met with
a great reward.

It was a niding-place, ¥ is true, but on
one side a flight of steps was seen leading
to some coamber below.

“ Shall we go ou?" asked Ton.

Cecil gave an eager asseat.

“ Very well, then.. You might fetch me
a poker out of the library. There's no
knowing what miay happea."”

Cecil scrambled through f{he opening, and
quickly returned with a ‘'heavy steel poker,
wihoze large, solid knpob made it a most
formiduble weapon in case of need.

““ You carry the lamp,” said Tom. *‘‘ Keep
a step or two behind me, and throw ahead
as much light as you can.”

Cautiously they descended the steps, Tom
counting them as they did so. There were
exactly twenty.

At the bottom was a narrow pa'ssage,
built of stone, with an arclied roof, through
which a current of fresh air was freely
passing. This wias pratty pood proof that
the passage communicated with the open
air,

A few paces away from the steps they
found anotlrer flight on the left. Tom
g‘;diged that it led to the room in which

¢ had slept on the occazion of his first
visit-—a surmise which subsequent investi-
gation proved to be correct.

Down the passage went the two bovs, to
find fthat it led to an old disused well.
There was no water in it now, and in all
probability it had originally been built as
a blind. Rubbish and fungus had accumu-
lated and halfchioked up the opening that
served as an entrance to the passage.

Tom quickly discovered that an ascent to
the upper air could be made with the aid

of stout iroa staples, which afforded both
foothrold and handhold. These had been
fixed in regularly built niches in the wall,
so that they were hidden from casual ob-
serviauilion from above, and yet were every
whit as usaful as if they projected.

Tom and Cecil made the aszcent, and found
themselves in what was Lkrown as the
Dutch Garden—a part of the grounds which
was little frequented, and which was easily

accessible from a wood behind,

Standing near the edge of the well,
Tom's gaze suddenly noticed somabhing
which glittered tn the light cast by the
lamp.

He stooped and picked it up, and found
that it was a one-bladed clasp-knife, with
buckblorn handle. It was the back of the
blade which glittered, for it was shut.

“Look!" exclaimed Tom, pointing to a
small brass plate let into the buckhorn.

~ecil looked, and gave a gasp as he saw
the initials “ P.P.”" ‘pliinly - scratched on
.le brass plate.

“It's that brute Posh Powner's knife!”
said Tom excitedly. ““ He must have dropped
it whiie »limbing into or out of the jvell.
Come aloag into the hrouse! We must let
tiie police know of this at once!”

Thev dashad through the garden, and
quickly reached the house.
Ten minutea later a groom was riding

madly away to get more police assistauce
to arrest the poacher. ;

CHAFTER XXI.

At Powner’s Cottage.

UST before midnight a police-inspec-
tor and two constables arrived at
Powner's cottage, about Lalf a mile

J from the village.

They knockad loudly on the door, and
receiving no answer, promptly broke in.

In one ccrnmer of a wretched room lay
Rosy Ralph, apparently fast aczleep.

There were only two other rooms in the
cottage, and fthese were quickly searched.
But Posh Powner was not there, nor could
any signs of his recent presence he found.

Returning to the first room, the inspee-
tor fixed a stern eye onr Rosy Ralph, who
s now yawning and blinking in the light
of the coustlables’ bull's-eyes.

*“ Wihere's your father?"”
inspector gruflly.

demanded the

“'Avent seen nowt o feyther for a
week,”" replied the boy.
“Don't teil lias! LCome, out with it!

Wihere 15 ba?”

* Ieyither said he was tired o' stairvin® in
these parts,”” said Rosy Ralpl; *““so he be
gone north to look for work.”

“Humpb! And are you going north to
join him?"”

‘““No,"” replied the boy, shaking his head
vigorously, * Feybher said as I was quite
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ive

okl enough to fend for myself, and he 9
i

me a clout just afore he started, sayin
was sammiat to remember him by.”

“ Humph!”” grunted the inspector again.

* 1 hardly know whether to believe vou or
not. Now, look here, youngster, you're to
stop about herc—understand? If 1 find you
trying tﬂ gob away, you’ll be put in the
lock-up.’

He turned to the constables.

“ Come along, men,” he said,
our h-angmg abcut here, The
flown.'

Rosy Ralph dropped back on his shake-
down, and the officers departed, slamming
the door after them.

Ralph listened to +their retreating foot-
steps; then he rose, opened the door softly,
and peeped out. Satisfied that the visitors
had really gone, he sat dowa in the dark
for a few minutes, listening with all his
might. Then he crept to the rickety table
in the middle of the room, and pushed it
aside.

Under it was a heap of litter and rubbish.

This the boy cleared away, and then knocked
softly om the floor.

Instantly, a roughly constructed sort of
trapdoor was pushed up, and from the hole
it covered emerged Posh Powner.

“Cuss it!” he growled. ‘“I was pretty

“No use
bira 'has

|

'Ave

all that time!
they omly just gone?”

nigh stifled, waitin’

£ About ten minutes ago they wcnt,

feyther,

! Then wly didnt you let ine know =ooner,
you whelp?’

‘““1T wanted to be sure they
back.”

““What for
Didn’t you tell

wasn't comim’

should they c¢ome back?
'emp the yarn 1 told you to

tell ’em?”

“Yes, fevther, I told ’'em,” answered
Rosy Ralph, and then suddenly ‘burst mto a
passion of weeping. *“ Oh, feyther,”” he
sobbed., * why did you do it--why did you
do it ?"” |

“Stop that snivellin’, you ugly young
limb!" snaried the poacher. * Let me get
hold on yer. Where’s the matches?” -

‘““ Feyther,” said Ralph, ‘“den’'t beat me!

I don’t mind the cuts and the blows, butt I
feel as I smart as if I could ]nnr.r you,
Then, if anybody come along, I might say
summat, and I'd be sorry arterwards.”

“ (tood lickings make a good dog!™
gmwled the poacher. ** Where’s the matches,
I say?”

““1 dunno,’”” said Ralph.

“ ¥ou lie!" ]m-wd the poacher.
get hold o' yer.

But Ralph was already at the door, and,

(Continued on page 38 )
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opening it, he darted forth and disappeared
in the darkmness of the night.
“Hang him!"” muttered Powner. *“I'd
'ave liked to a laid hold on 'im, being just
in the mind to gie summat a licking, Blarm
that hole! I've been nigh stifled in it.”

Growling to himself, he went back into the
room, aud, throwing himse!l! dowm on the
couch recently vacated by his sou he speedily
fell asleep.

He knew he was safe for that night at
Teast. Treat Raiph as he might, he knew
the boy would never betray him.

CHAPTER XXIil.
A Struggle in the Coppics.

; OM returmed tto school cn the following
day, and on the day after that a
‘note came from Lady Freshley, say-

I ing that Sir Claude was much better

and certain to recover.

Meanwhile telegrams had been sent far
snd wide, with a description of Posh
Powner, the poacher, offering a ‘hundred

pounds for his capture.

After the first raid upon the cottage, the
police did not think of going there agiia.

Rosy Ralph was seen about, begging for
iobs to enable him to live, and people,
looking on him as practically aa orphan,
gave him what they could.

But he avoided Tom.

One morning when he was rolling some
turf, Tom went out to speak to him, and,
deserting his rclier, he fled.

stop, but he tore across the road, and would
have got away, but for Noddy Berrill, who
was coming down thlie road.

Ralph tried to dodge him, but the Quarry
boy was as good as the son of the poacher
;:tﬁ;thz:t game, and he speedily had him
ast,

“* What are you rupming away for?”
asked. ** Nobody is going to hurt you.”

“Let me go!" replied Raiph angrily.

““Not yet. I thought Tom wuas your best
friend!”

Tom, at that moment, came up, and he,
too, asked Rosy Ralph what he went olf in
that manaer for.

“I don't know,!' replied Ralph.

“QOh, yes, you do!" returmmed Tom. * Now
lIook at me. Where's vour father?"”

Rosy Ralph hung his head, and niade me
reply.

“It is hardly fair to ask you,’
“Let him go, Berrill.”

Noddy loosenved his grasp, and Ralph fied
away like a frightemed rabbit.

‘*“* He knows more of his father than he
chooses to tell,” said Tom. *“ 1 doun’t belicve
he is out of the neighbourhood.” -

“1'd like to 1ay hold of him,"”
““ Father says that he's the sort that bring
disgrace wupon honest poor folk. By the
way, I saw Diggles as I came along.”

he

L]

said Tom.

sald Noddy. !

1

“Indeed!" “1 had clean for-

said Tom.

gotten him. What is he doing?"
‘““He's living, like a wild man, in the
wood," replied Noddy laughing, *for he's

taken tto that old deserted hut in the Fir
Coppice."’

‘** But is he really mad?’" asked Tom.
““Not he,”” replied Noddy; ‘“but he's
bit upset by getting the sack.”

““I am sorry for the fellow,”” said Tom,

a

‘“although, perhaps, 1 oughtu't to be. Do
you think he is hard up?”

‘“He may be."”

““I should he sorry if he starved. I've a
good mind to go and see him."

**Come along, then,” said Berrill. *“TI'll

go with you, if you don’'t mind.”

“Why should I mind?"” returned Tom.

“I'm only a quarry boy and you are the
son of a gentleman aand the firiend of Sir
Claude Freshley."”

‘““And your friend, too,” returned Tom.
“Don’t talk nonsense to me. I've nothing
of that sort of pride about me.” "

Noddy's eyes flashed.

He was proud of two or three things, but
of none so much as he was of Tom’s friend-
ship. Side. by side, they set out together.

The Fir Coppice was a wood between the
village and the quarry, and Tom reckomed
e could get there and back before the
hreakfast-bell rang.

Of course, he ran a risk in going away at
all, but Tom was used to such risks now,
and though't little of it.

The boys took a short cut to the wood,
aand after entering it picked their way along

. _ . | cautiously, talking only in whispers.
Tom ram after him, calling upon him to]

The hut they were bound for was in the
centre of the wood. It had origimally been
built for the woodcutters, but had long been
abandoned, and was a frequent rendezvous
of the boyvs of the neighbourhood prior to
Diggles taking possession.

As they drew near the hut they heard

a man muttering. They stopped, and lis-
temed intently.
“'Tisn't  Diggles,”  whispered Noddy.

“ Ili» voice is squeaky.”

The voice they mow heard was gruff, and
Tom's aunick ear recognised it.

‘“It's Powner!" he breathed.

Both went pale with excitement, and they
looked at each other queerly. The same
thoughtt was in the mind of both.

“Can we do it?" asked Tom, between lLis

teeth.

“We can try,” replied
tolerable strong, you know.”

As lie spoke he fiexed his arm, to show
the muscle, which bunched up, like a gmall
cocoanut.

“I'm game!" said Tom. * We had better
pounce upon him.” o

“1'll collar him,” said Noddy, “ amnd you
can help to throw him."”

They crept forward, and preseritly saw
the mian who was believed to be the would-
be murderer of Sir Ciaude Freshiey.

Noddy. “I'm



Posh Powner was sitting on the ground,
pnear an old tree. His gun lay beside him,
but his lurcher dog was not there.

Tom made signs that they must creep
round and get behind him. Noddy assented,
withh a motion of his head.

As stealthily as Redskin  scouts, they
worked roumd, and soom came into a favour-
able position for the job they had sect
themeelves,

The poacher was growling out to somebody
whom the boys could not see, and presently
they canght the name.

‘* Ralph, you young thief, where are you?
I'll twist your neck, if yon don't come!”

“On you go!” whispered Tom. ** Kick his
gun out of the way and lay hold of him.”

They rushed out of their hiding-place, and
tlie poacher, hearing them, looked rouad.

He ufltered a terrible enrse, and made a
cluteh at his gun; but Noddy was tkere,
and kicked it out of the way. -

Then up sprang the poacher,
boys seized him. )

Noddy got hold of him behind, and Tom
sprang at his necktie.

“Tet go, you young fools!"” hissed the
poacher as he struck at Tom, dealing him a
hlow on the chest that he did not forget
for a week.

“I've got him!"” cried Noddy. *' Lay hold
of his legs and throw him!”

The poacher kicked out, and Tom had to
dodge hLis hecavy boots; but, by a wmimble
movement, he succecded in dealing Powner
:fl blow on the face that made him yell with
ury. .

At that imstant Rosy Ralph appeared on
the scene.

The boy stared for a moment, with wild
ailright in his eyes; then he caught sight of
fcg':e gun on the ground, and sprang upon
it.

““Let go o” my feyther,” he cried, *““or I'll
shoet one om you!”

*“Mind how you fire!” roared the poacher.
" Come closer, and put the charge into the
young swell!”
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““Ralph,” c¢ried Tom, “‘don’t commit mur
der, even for your father's sake.”

““He dare not de it himself,” said Noddy,
as he twisted Powmer’s necktie tighter.

““Let go my feyther!” roared Rosy Ralph,
with a terrible light in his eyes. ‘' Ye'ar
both been good friends to me, but I'll not
have him toek and hanged!”

““Come closer!” gasped the poacher. “ It’s
loaded with hig shot, but it'll spread.
Closer—closer—let——"'

He stopped short, for Tt;m had succeeded

in getting hold of one of his legs, and he

was thrown heavily.

Noddy fell with him, but he held on.
The expression of Rosy Ralph’s face was
now something {earful.

He had a deep love and admiration for
Tom, and would have laid down his life for
him, but he was still true te his father.

“Let 'wa go, let 'un go,” he gasped, **or
[ must shoot ‘ee!”

He held the gun to his shoulder, and hLe
pointed it at Tom in a way that showed he
had a fair idea of handling it. -

TFom looked up, and saw the blank muzzle
pointing straight at his breast, and his heart
for a moment feld sick within him.

Theat his courage and his pride came to
the rescue.

“I've got your father, Ralph,” he said,
““and T won't let him go while I have the
strength te hold him!”

The poacher was on his face, struggling
for breath and life. Ncddy held him by the
neck, amd Tom had pinned his legs to the
ground.

“1 must do it!" said Ralph, in the most
piteous tones. ‘* He be my feyther, he be!
Let 'un go and kill me! Will you let go?”

“No!"” cried Tom.

Then Ralph staggered, rather than walked, .

forward, right up to Tom, thrust the muzzle
close to llis_bgeast, and, closing his eyes,
pulled the trigger!

(To be continued.)
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