CRAND NEW BARRING-OUT SERIES BECINS TO-DAY!
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The central figure of tha
rowdy trio, wearing a 8St.
Frank’s cap, was Guy Sin-
clair of the Sixth.

No. 553. OUT ON WEDNESDAY. January 9, 1926.
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And at the same second there came a curious, puffing explosion from the
cther end of the room—accompanied by a blinding flash of light.




THE ST FRANK'S WEEKLY

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

‘With the beginning of the new term at St. Frank’s, we commence this
week a grand new series in which Guy Sinclair, the bully of the Sixth,
succeeds in getting himself appointed prefect of the West House in place of

Arthur Morrow,

Sinclair is as heartily detested as Morrow is liked, and it

is only through a form of blackmail agamst Mr. Stokes that the new prefect
has been able to obtain his position. How this comes about, and threatens -
to lead to serious {rouble at St. Frank’s, is related in this week’s rousing

story.
CHAPTER 1.
THE NEW YEAR REVELLERS.

Py Q0D gad!”

; Archie - Gilenthorne utiercd the
words 1n a tone of absolute
horror, Ie¢ had suddenly come to

& dead halt, and he was staring with a

dazed, glassy look in his eres. He had

even tumed slightly pale.
“What's the nnttu Archie, old son?”’

asked Regzie Pitt.

The group of St. Frank’s
and Archie Glenthorne was
interest for the moment. It was New
Year's Eve, close upon midnight, and the
St. Frank’s revellers had sallied out to see
the New Year in. Piccadilly Circus was
looking guy and animated with other jovial
sportsmen.

*“Q0dds slurs and insults!” gasped Archie.
“Il mean to say, a dashed disgrace to the
goed cold Alma Mater. What? Something
ought to be done, laddies! This foul blot
must be wiped out!”

“What’s the fathead

juniors halted,
the cenire of

gassing about?”

THE EDITOR.

demanded Edward Oswald Handforth tartly,
“What blot? Don't take any notice of him.
We're going down the Haymarkef, and ihen
across Trafalgar Square——-""

“Hold on!* interrupted Dick Hamilton,
the popular captain of the Remove, better
known as Nipper. “Hold on! I think I
know what Archie’s driving at. By Jove!
This is serious, and no mistake!”

“Ihat-ho!”" gurgied Archie. “The olid
optics have observed the frightful scene of
ghastly horror?”

“Yes,” answered Nipper, noddinz. “Look,
Handy! Through that crowd on the other
side of the road, Reggie., It’s Sinclair of
the Sixth.”

The other juniors looked with growing
interest. They were on one of the famous
islands of Piccadilly Circus, and in a posi-
tion to wateh the passing throngs without

hindering the pedestrian traffic. It was a
clear, bright night, and there were any
amount of people about. The West End

was crowded with cheery parties who had
decided to sce the New Year in.
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One party of three seemed f:};traordinal:ily
cheery. It was this trio, indeed, wh;ch
had attracted Archie Glenthorne’s aticntion
in the first place. Three young fellows
were forcing their way along the road,
regardless of taxicabs and buses, singing
at the top of their voices, and generally
hehaving in a riotous manner. But people
only smiled. Even the police were tolerant.
New Year's Eve was a special occasion.

The three young sports were arm-in-arm,
and only the centre one was recognisable.
He was a dandified fellow of about seven-
teen, attired in an overcoat, a silken scarf,
and one of the well-known St. Frank’s caps
was placed on his head, with the peak to
the bhack. . .

His companions were entirely disguised,
since they wore grotesque masks, and
riotous looking coloured paper hats. These

two did not interest the St. Frank’s crowd
He was

at all. But the third one did.

Guy Sinclair, of the Sixth Form at St
Frank’s. He was indeed- a prefect of the
East House.

“The absolute rotter!” said Church
indignantly. »
“He’s disgracing the school!”’ sported
McClure.

“What-ho! DPrecisely the same conclusion

as Archibald arrived at!” exclaimed Glen-

thorne. “I mean to say, when I caught
sizht of the chappie T positively went
jellified at the knees. This sort of thing

is liable to muke a cove weep. Disgracing
the zood olda school, 1 mean ??
Handforth frowned dangerously.

“We're going to setile this matter!” he
said. * By George! Parading the West
'nd in a St. Frank’s ecap, and brawliong!
I'll bet the chap’s half tipsy, too!”

“We don’t want to start any trouble—-"
began Church.

“He’s right, Handy,” said Nipper quickly.
“ Better go easy.”’

Handforth stared.

“You’re going to let this go on?’’ he
asked furiously.
“No, certainly not,” reftorted Nipper.

“We've got to get that cap, anyhow, But
there’s no need to do any punching or
scrapping. Come along, you fellows, just
one rush, and we'll grab the spoils.”

“Hurrah!”

There were over a dozen Removites and
Fourth-Formers in the party, so it was =2
certainty that the raid would be a success.
Guy Sinciair and his companions were
wandering off in the direction of Reuent
Street, and they appeared to be enjoying
the attention they were attracting.

Unquestionably, they were behaving in a
disgraceful manner. It is one thing to be
light-hearted and gav on New Year’s Eve,
but another thing to go about brawling and
behaving like young hooligans.

Sinc¢lair and |

-

his friends had gone beyoud all reasonable
bounds. _

Nipper, Pitt, Handforth and the others
didn’t care fwo straws about Guy Sinclair.
In fact, this sort of thing was only to be
expected from such a cad, The East House
prefect was well-known at St. Frank’s as an
arrant outsider. Indeed, the only useful
purpose he served in life was during the
cricket season, for, curiously, enough, he
was & really brainy bat. |

No, the juniors didn’t care a toss about
Sinclair. But they weren’t going to have
him parading the streets in a St. Frank’s
cap, and bringing the old school into dis-
repute. There was hardly a fellow who
didn’t take immense pride in the old college,
and to see the familiar colours exhibited in
this brawling way aroused their ire to a
high pitch. .

Sinclair could do just as he liked, it was
no concern of anybody’s., But that cap was
coming ofi.

It came.

Handforth was the first to reach the yell-

ing trio., He didn’t waste time on pre-
liminaries. At the moment Sinclair was
singing with unrestrained abandon. . He

secmed to be greatly concerned about the
doings of a certain Red-headed Mamma.,
Indeed, he proclaimed far and wide, with
various interpolations from ‘his two ‘com-
panions, that she was a lady to be very
wary of. '

Handforth spoilt everything by pushing
his right fist into Sinclair’s mouth just
when the Sixth-Former was emitting a par-
ticularly lusty bar. The song ceased
abruptly, and Sinclair sat down un the pave-
ment opposite Swan and Edgar’s with a dull
thud. |

“Yon rotter!”’ Handf{orth.
*“Gimme that cap!”

hawled

‘Sinclair was at a gdisadvantage. Sitting
on the pavement, wondering how many

teeth were loosencd, he had no opportunity

of replying in a fitting manner. Ie gave
a wild roar, but it could scarcely- be
described as a lucid remark. And Hand-

forth tore the cap off kis head with a
triumphant yell.

-Sinclair yelled, too, and quite a little
crowd collected. Considering that Hand-
forth had pulled out about two locks of
hair by the roots, the unfortunate Sinclair
had a little justification for being upset.

“Handforth!’’ he gurgled, as he struggled
to his feet. “You—you young cub! What
the thunder—-"

“Chuck it, Sinelair!” snorted Nipper, as
he and the other juniors pressed roand.
“You ought to- be jolly well boiled.
Haven’t you got more sense than to parade
in this disgusting way, wearing the school
colours?” |

“He ought to be bhumped im public!”
shouted Pitt, - |
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“Hear, hear!”’

“You infernal young cads!” roared Sin-
clair thickly. +4¢QGive me that cap back. I'll
skin you for this when term starts—'’

“Look out, there’'s a bobby coming
over!” interrupted Church uneasily. “We

don’'t want to be
shady——""

“Yes, we'll go,” said Nipper.
cap, Handy?”

“Yes, but what about Sinclair?® demanded
Handforth. “I think we ought to drop
him down a manhole, or something. Aren’t
sewers especially provided for rubbish?
Come on, let's pull up—~

“Don't be an ass!”’ interrupted Nipper.

mixed up in anything

“Got that

“IWe'll make ourselves as bad as Sinclair
at that rate. We’ve got the cap, and
that’s good enough. Let's clear off. The

rotter can do as he likes now.”

“It's not our business,” anyhow,” added
Buster Boots.
- Before the crowd could
the St. Frank's juniors pushed their way
.out. Sinclair's companions seemed to
regard the whole incident as a good joKe,
and they were laughing uproariously, They
had partially removed their masks, and were
revealed as two brainless looking types of
sportsmen of ahout nineteen or twenty.

Handforth Xkept possession of Sinclair’s
cap, and he informed the others that he
would have some good sport with it on
the first day of term. But the little
incident was soon forgotten, for it was
just upon midnight, and the old year was
rapidly passing. Within a very few
moments the bells would be ringing, and
. 1the whistles shrieking, and the hooters
Dblaring.

Nearly all the juniors had only arrived
in London that day, having come straight
down from Derbyshire with Lord Dorrimore

increase its size

and a number of the Moor View girls.
They had been spending a wonderful
Christmas at Dorrimore Castle.

The genial peer had thought it rather a
pood idea fo bring the fellows up to town
in time to see the New Year in. The girls
had gone off to their respective homes, and
one or two of the boys had followed their
example. The party was quite a big one,
in spite of this.

They felt that they had done well.
wasn't a junior who didn't flush
indignation at the thought of Sinclair
disgracing the school colours in such a
way. The fact that he was a senior and a
prefect made his offence doubly heinous,

"As f{or Sinclair himself, his good humour
vanished. His companions continued to
broadeast warnings about the Red-hecaded
Mamma, but Guy Sinclair took no part in
these transmissiens. He allowed himself
to be drageed along hetween, his companions,
and his expression was sullen,

There
with

He wasn't altogether {o be blamed. e
was rather a wecak sort of young fool, and
he had allowed these questionable f{riends
of his to drag him along with them, They
weren't really friends, merely acquaintances
whom he had met at the home of a mutual
friend. And having “had a few,” they
had thought it rather a good scheme fo
sally forth into the’ throns.

Sinclair's  enthusiasm was dampened.
His teeth were paining him, and there
was a nasty swelling on his underlip. In
addition to this, he felt rather cold about
the head, and was not altogether pleased
when one of his companions pinned a news-
paper into the shape of a fool's cap, and
proffered it to him.

“Don’'t be an idiot!™
“I can't wear that?’

“Better than nothing!”
other, “On with it, man!’

The paper cone was jammed on, and it

snorted Sinclair.

stigacsted the

didn’t feel at all uncomfortable. Sinclair
allowed it to remain, especially as his
friends assured him that it was quite

appropriate for the occasion.

They wended their way up Regent Street,
singing and shouting. Sinclair's  spirits
revived somewhat. Ile even joined in a
song, intimating that it wouldn’t be a bad
idea to visit a place known as Sunny
Havana. In fact, he seemed quite keen on
the idea.

“Sinelair!”

The Sixth-Former started so violently
that his fool's cap jerked sideways in a most
drunken fashion. There had been some-
thing peremptory and curt im that spoken
word, and he recognised the voice, too.

Mr. Beverley Stokes was confronting him,
and Mr. Beverley Stokes was the House-
master of the West House at St. Frank’s.

CHAPTER II.
BARRY STOKES' MISSION.
UY SINCLAIR felt
that he had a real
grievance.

It was bad enough
to have the West End swarm-
ing with 8ft. Frank’s juniors,
= but it was a bit too thick
when a Housemaster bobbed up in that dis-
concerting fashion. The West End scemed
to be littered with the very people he didn't
want to meet.

“Sinclair!” exclaimed Mr. Stokes sternly.

“What does this mean?”
Sinelair glared.  Mr. Stokes wasn’t his
Housemaster, anyhow—he  hadn’t any

authority over him at all—and this sort of
thing was a bit rotten.
““ Anything wrong?” he asked insolently.
“There seems o be something decidedly



wrong, Sinciair!” retorted Mr. Stokes, in
a sharp voice. <1 should like you 1o re-
wember that yeu are a prefect of St. Frank’s
Colleze, and that this hooliganly conduct is
pot in Keeping with your %

#It's New Year’s Eve!” broke in Sinclair

furicusly.
“1'm aware that New Year's Eve is used
as an excuse for all sorts of excesses,” said
Mr. Stokes curtly. “That 1s no reason
why you should peramnbulate the sircets of
London with these undesirable friends of
yours, acting like a young loul.”
“You're not my Housemaster!”
Sinclair,
“You may

shouted

count that fact as a very
fortunate oue,”’ suapped Mr. Stokes. ““I am
not attempting to interfere, Sinelalir. 1
merely wish to remind you of your duty to
the school. Be sensible, and cease this
ruflianly conduct. Compese yourself, sir—

behlave like a human being, and not like a
jibberinz monkey! Remember the St.

Frank’s code.”

Mr. Stokes turned on his heel and walked
away—Ifeeling rather sorry that he had in-
terfered, He had an idea that he had
hlundered. It was no good talking to
Sinekair. The young fool would probably be
all the worse now.

These fears were well founded.

For Guy Sioelair felt that he would have
to do something to show his contempt for
ithe Housemaster’s advice. His two friends
were cackling inanely, and jibing at him.

“Shut up, you idiots!” snarled Sinclair.
“Po you think I take any notice of thut
interferine bheast? Come on! Let's go
fairly ou the razzie! 1 don’t care where we
end up! We'll make a night of it!”

“Good man!” said one of the others.
“Let's grab something to eat, and then
carry on with the good work.”

They went on arm-in-arm again, and Barry
Stokes, in the meantime, felt decidedly un-
casy. He was quite convinced new that he
had blundered., If he had had any sense,
e would have ignored Sinclair altogether.

Of course, the fellow was an outsider,
FEven at St. Frank’s he had the reputation
of being a *goer.” Away from all the
school influences he was naturally fur worse,
And on a night when the streets were
crowded with revellers, Sinclair was just
the type of fellow to go the whele hog.

“0Oh, well, I'm noft going to bother my
head over the young ass!” muttered Mr.
Stokes. ““He'll probably frinish up at the
police-station--but that’s his own concern.”

The Housemaster turned his footsteps to.
wards home—or, to be exact, his father’s
home, for Barry Stokes and his wife re-
garded the West House of St. Frank’s as
their own abede. During the holidays they
always stayed in London at the home of Sir
Oliver Stokes, K.C.

The Housemaster's father was not only
famous, but his income was fabulous, and if
Barry had chosen he could have led an idle

THE NELSON

+ liere, in your house, pater.

LEE LIBRARY @ ' km

life. But h¢ much preferred to earn his own
living at St. Frank’s

He had only ventured out Jor a strell to
““see¢ the New Year in,” and when he
reached home he found that his wife was
still out with some friends, and the library
was empty, save for his father, |

“QOh, there you are, Barry!” said Sir
Oliver, logking up. * Lambert was here a
few minutes ago, asking for you. He secmed
very uneasy abhout something., Do you know
what’s wrong?™ ' '
- “Haven't the faintest idea,” replied Barry
Stokes. “Lambert, eh? 1 don’t know the
man partieularly well—I've only met him
What on earth

can he want me fory”
Sir QOliver shook his head. _
‘““He's a fussy little fellow, is Lambert,”
he replied. ** Quite a good man in his own way,
but not exactly the type 1 care for. 1I'm
not sure, but 1 believe he’s walling in tie
billiard-room. Young Bentley is  there,

too. They're probably bhaving a hundred
up.JJ

“I'll go along and see,” said Barry,
nodding.

He was rather aztonished. This Mr.

Lambert was a stockbroker, and more than
once he had tenaciously attacired himself to
the young schoolmaster. Somehow, Barry
seemed. to attraet him, But fthe {feeling
wus not reciprocated. Mr., Stckes was not
particularly fond of Mr Lambert.

Arriving at the billiard-room, he entered,
and found the two men just finishing their
game. Mr. Rodney Lambert was a smuall,
wizened man, with a very spruce appear-
ance and a nervous manner, His companion
was a langeid young f¢llow of a cowmmon-
place type.

“ Ah, Barry!” exelauimed Mr. Lambert
eagerly, “ Just the man [ wanted! Splendid!
Your father told you, e¢h? ~Thauk you-—
the fact is, I'm wondering if you will do
me a little favour——7"

“Something private,
Bentley. < Right-ho!
bert—echeerio, Barry!”

He wandered out of the billiard-room
with a nod, and Mr. Lambert looked relieved.
He went across, elesed the door, and turned
to Barry Stokes with an anxious light in his
eyes. T'he housemaster was puzzled., He
could not imagine what all this wmystery
meant. P

¢ think you know iy san,
asked Mr. Lambert mquietly. _

“] have met him,” said Barry, in a
cuarded manner.

“* A foolish boy—a headstrong, reckless
young fool. mmdeed !’ continued Mr. Lambert
sadly. I have done everything within my
power to contral lLim, but I might as well
have attempted to stem the tide itself. Theo
boy is absolutely impossible when he gets
into one of s reckless moads.”

Mr. Beverley Stokes was stiil puzzled. He
remembered  yonng Lambert—he had been a
mcmber of the party on Boxing Day. A

ceh?” put in young
Good-night, Mr. Lam.

don!t }you?!’
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quict [eiluw, scemingly decent enough, but
rather prone to get out of hand after he
had partaken of a little whisky.

“1 thought your son was quite a meodel
yvoung man, Mr. Lambert,” smiled Barry.

“Isn’ t he in the fortunate pealtmu of private
secretary to a monarelh of industry who
spends most of his winters abroad? 1sn’t
the Iucky young bhegzar going to Monte
Cario for the secason?”
“They leave to-morrow,
replicd Mr. Lambert. “That's just it,
Barry--that’s just the point. Much against
my wishes, Rodney ipsisted upon going out
with some friends of his to-night.”
“ Nothing particularly dreadful

C}‘ll

12 therce?

or the day after.”

in that,

¢« No, no, of course not!” went on the
other, ¢ Please let me finish. It is New
Year's Fve—strictly speaking, the first day

of January by now—and it is a .night of
unusual revelry. 1 have no doubt that the
nmjority of questiogable resorts are over-
crowded. Quite by chance, 1 learned about
an hour ago that Rodney’s cnmpanicms had
taken hLitm to the Smugg:]er-,’ Lair.’

At last DBarry Stokes understood,
looked grave.

“The Smugegler’s
with a whistle.

“You know the place?”

“Only by reputation,” replied Mr. Stokes.
“f rather pride myself on the fact that 1
have mnever entered its  doors. The
Hmugw!er Lair has about the worst record
of any night club in London.”

“ You agree, then, that it is a vicious
centre?” asked Mr., Lembert anxiously.

“ My dear sir, it is notorious,” replied
Mr., Stokes.

“1 am sorry to hear that your
son has allowed himself to be drawn-—

and he

Lair, eh?” he repeated,

1y

“ This will mean his ruin,” moaned Mr.
Lambert. <If Lord Swaflield—his employer
~—cets to hear of {this escapade, it will

mean instant dismissal, and the utter ruin
of my son's career. You may remember that
Lord Swallield instigated a clean sweep of
night clubz some months ago. He is opposed
to all such resorts.’’

““ And his own private secretary visits the
worst of thie lot on New Year's Eve!” said
Barry slowly. “H'm! It is certainly an
awkward situation, Mr. Lambert. 1f Lord
Swallield hears of this, your son will soon
be out of a job.”

Mr. Lamhert clutched at Barry's sleeve.

“That is why T want you to help me!”’ he
said tensely, <“Will you do me a favour,
Barry? Will you 2o to this inhmnus place,
find Rodney, and bring him away? It may
mean {he (liﬂ‘erence between——'"

“But, my dear sir,” protested Mr. Stokes,
“if your =on mluntﬁnh visits these p]aces,
he must suffer the consequences. He de-
serves all he gets. No decent fellow would
%ot to the Smugelers’ Lair. I'm sorry,

u

“lml don’t mean that,
mean it!"’ pleaded Mr. Lambert.
the boy was led away--he

Barry—vou can’t
“1 tell you

didn’'t realise:

e

Only once since he

doing.
left the "Varsity has he allowed himself to

vhat he was

gev out of hand. For fifty-one weeks of the
year he is everything that a son should be,
A clean, decent boy. But he's weak. He's
easily led. These infernal young scamps got
hold of him before I could protest.”

Mr. Stokes was silent. He knew that the

other was genuinely distressed. And he
helieved, also, that young Lambert was
thoroughly decent in the main, 1t didn’t

take him long to come to a decision.
“Oh, all right, Mr. sambert,”” he said,
nodding. ““If it's going to relieve your

mind to such an extent, I'll go along and
fetch him.”

“ Splendid fellow!” exclaimed Mr. Lambert
pratefully.
Barry!

“Thank you a thousand times,
I knew vou would help me."”

CHAPTER II1
THE SMUGGLERS’ LAIR.

UY SINCLAIR looked
rather scared for a
moment.

“1 say,
rather tough place,
he asked dubmusly “I'm
not particularly saintly, but
there’s a limif, you know! We'd better
choose a place with a better reputation,
Hang it, we might get caught in a rtaid!
The pohce are bound to be hot to-night.”

Sinelair's two companions hughed up-
roariously.

It was getting on for one o’clock now,
and they had just emerged from a Soho
restaurant—a quiet little place where they
had obtamed an excellent supper. And lheu
were now in the mood for fresh mischief,

They were @oth older than Sinclair--and
both feather-brained. What they didn't
know about the West End’s night life was
not worth learning The St. I rank’ 5 Sixth-
IFormer could scarcely have chosen two less
desirable companions. While dressed iike
gentlemen—while appearing to be gentle-
men-——thev were actually a pair of brainless
young caddish idlers. e

“My dear old Guy, you're squeamish!”
jeered one of them.

“Rot!” snorted Sinclair. “I'm came for
anything! If you accuse me of bheing
squeamish, Charteris—-"

““II you’re not squeamish,

WITHIN

that’s a
isn't it?'”

what’s the idea

of jibbing?” demanded Charteris. ¢ There
are night clubs aun' night clubs. You don't

know you're alive until you've visited the
Smugglers’ Lair! It's toppin’! They’'ve got
a jazz band there that fairly makes the
tables jog.”

“It'll be something to talk about next
term, Guy, old man,” said the other sports-
man, ““We've tried the other night elubs—
they're washonts., The Smugglers’ Lair is in
the fashion jnst now—it’s the only place
in town "

-
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« Besides, we've got a rag on,” continued
Chartens, as he sigualled to & passing taxi
“«Jt's the richest thing—— lere you are—
hop in! Smugglers’ Lair, cabby  Let her
. 00!!!
= They piled in, and Charteris grinned.

“ What was I sayin’?” he asked. ¢ Qh,
about that rag. Bertie’s got a camera an’ a
flashiight apparatus By gad, you dida’t
leave that truck in the restaurant, did yon,
Bertie?™ '

“f've got it here,” said PBertie,
. chuckle,
¢ But what the deuece——?" began Sinclair.

all right,” growled Sinclair; “I'in

with a

“A wheeze, my little lad,” grinned
Charteris. ¢ Some of our pals have gone to
the Smumgeclers’ Lair  to-night, but they

wounldn't like their people to know it for
worlds. We're goin’ to take a snap of
em with our flashlight! See the wheeze?
We’ll have tne iaugh over them to-morrow,
when we-show them lhe prints,

Sinclair grinned. :
- “Not a bad dodge,” he said. “By the
way, I've just thought of something,
Haven’t you got one of those masks for
me?  Everybody’s wearing ‘em to-night, and
I shan’t care a tess—-=""

“Have wmine,” said Charteris cheerfuliy.
“T don’t care a hang who sees me in the
Lair. I'm known there. It’s a bit of a job
to get into the place, as a matter of fact.
Y{),I_’l’ll be safe enough with me to piloft you
in.,? . -
Sinclair felt so much better that he
began to thoroughly enjoy himself. His only
fear was evaporated. Wearing a mask, he
could enter the night c¢lub with perfect
serenity. 'There would be no fear of anybhody
recognising him. And his Jove of hectic ex-
citement prompted him to enter upon this
adventure. By Jove, it would certainly be
something to tell the other fellows when the
new term started at St. Frank’s, There
wouldn’'t ‘be many seniors who could boast
of visiting the most notorious night club in

London! To Sinclair’s peculiar mind, a dis-
graceful exploit of this kind seemed
glamorous.

¢ jlere we are!?? said Bertie, as the taxi
stopped. *“ You can pay the fare, Charteris
—— T2

“Not likely ! said Charteris,
your turn!”

Sinelair felt prompted to remind his coin-
panions that he had been paying out praec-
tically all ihe evening. Buti{ he didn’t like
the idea of an argument copposite the
entrance of the night club. 1fe paid up
grudgingly.

He wasn't at all improssed by the entrance
to the Smugglers’ Lan.

There was a dark alley, and a few yards
down this a lamp hung over .a kind of
dingy area. 3teps led downwards to a kind
of bhasement And there was a donorkeeper

“QGuy, its

 fidence of an old hamd.

 Quite
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O guurd, grotesguely attired as a smuggler,
There were scarcely any tights.

*“This way,” satd Chartens, with the con-
“ltatlo, Bates, oid
son!  Doin’ good husiness to-night?”? ’

“*Yes, sir, thank youn, s’ said the smug-
gler, touching his eap. *‘Thought you'd be
along to-night, sir.”?

“Oh, rather,” said Charteris. “ Couldn’'t
miss an opportunity like trs, Bates.”

They passed down the area steps, and
soon found themselves within the Smugglers’
Lair proper. Sinclair was thrilled. The
Lights, the tobacco fumes, the jazz band—
thie dancers—alt combined to intoxicate him,
He felt that this was a taste of real life.

As a matter of fact, the night club wis
very similar to many of 'ts leilows—a dingy,
drab, tawdry place, wity, a dance band and
4 number of entertzisers who would not he
tolerated for a momend m any theatre. Just

becauss the place was a mght clob, this
half-baked talent was aillowed to  pass

muster,

Such resorts as {liese are more or less re-
pulsive to any hexlthy mind. 1t is only
when one gets saturated with a constant
round of pleasures tuat one sceks entertain-
nrent in the small hours. And as the night
clubs are the only resorts vhieh cater for
such juded appetites, there is no choice. -
And as most of the llabilues were under the
influence of drink, they thcroughly enjoyed
themselves, The Smugglers” Lair was cele-
brated for its contempt o the law. People
wentd there for the express purpose of fizur-
ing in a raid. Yo some minus, sueh a4 dms-
graceful episode would be counted 'an adven.
ture. '

‘50 here we are!” zaid Charteriz, as he
sat down at a table. “ By gad! Nearly full
up te-night! Where the deuce are those
chappies we're lookin’ for? Can you spot
‘'em, Bertie?” '

Bertie looked round at the mixed throng,
and Sincla:ir found himself doing the came.
suddenly, he started violently, and
uttered an ejaculation. le even wtarted up
in his seat. He was staring wildly at a
man who had just entered

‘““Great Scott!’’ he breathed huskily.

He made a eluteh at his musk, and
adjusted it. Is companions stared at him
with astonishment.

‘“ Anything wrong,
teris curiously.

“ Stokes!?” breaised
“ Stokes—in this place!”’

“Who's Stokes???

¢ That Housemasaster

old man?* as'ked Char-

Guy Sinclair,

who stopped us in

the street, just before midnight!’ panted
Sinelair, “0ld Stokes—here! What on
earth—— Tor gaodness sake erowd round,

so that he can't see me! If anybody finds
out}\'t’l’]:w I've been here I chall get the
SaCn .

“i’o need to get the wind up, old man
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¢1 shali be ruined!” gasped the prefect.
¢ shau't be able to go up to Oxford,
or—"

‘““You prize idiot!”
¢ You're masked.”

¢ Jle might recognise my figure,” said Sin-
clair huskily. ¢ By gad!
gone into that alcove. Phew! We'd better
get out of here as soon as we can.”

“Rot!" yawned Bertie. ¢ We've only just
got in. This fellow can’t do you any harm,
Sinelair. A nice kind of Housemaster, 1
must say!”’ he added, with a grin. ¢Is this
what he does in his spare time?”?

o
|’ ll'

interrupted Charteris,
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He’s passed now—

o

Sinelair’s eyes gleamed with a sudden fire.

“By gad!” he murmured. *That's a
scheme! I  could easily Hang it,
though, Stokes isn't my Housemaster!?”

““Yon can transfer, can't you?” asked
Bertie. “If you're not up to all the tricks,
you ought to be! Look here, I'll give you
a word of advice.”

Guy Rinelair sat there and listened to the
““advice.”  Left entirely to himself, he
might have neglected this obvieus oppor-
tunity. But his companions put rasecally
notions into his head—and they took root.

* You rotter!?”

bawled Handforth.

“@imme that cap!®

And Handiorth tore the cap off the Sixth Former’s head with a triumphant

yell.

(ruy Sinclair drew a deep breath.

“Yes, I'm safe!” he muttered. ¢ IIe’ll
never epot me through this mask., By Jove,
what a rotten hypocrite! What a miserable
humbug! The two-faced hounder! Pretends
to he a proper sportsman at St. Irank’s, and
lets all the kids look up to him as a model
of decency—and he comes to these places
for a spree!”

Charteris grinned

“Lots of masterz are like that,” he said
coolly.  “Only they don’t met found out.
This incident may be a bt useful to vou in
the new term, my iaddie! Tt's alwaye an
advantage when you can remind yvour Iouse-
macter of his indiscretions!?”

CHAPTER 1V,

HANDFORTH gave
Church a severe
- ook,

THE WHEELS OF CHAXNCE.
““Noune of that, my lad!”
he said tartly.

DWARD OSWAILD
jﬁ% “Eh?”  said

“None of what?”
“Don’t you know it’s rude to yawn at the
supper table?” asked tha leader of Study

Church,.

. “Haven't you got better manners? It
takes me all my time to look after you
acses!  Where were you drageed up?”
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me!’”? growled

include

¢“No mneed fto
MeClure indignantly. _

“ You’ll be yawning in a minute unless
1 give you the tip,”” retorted Handforth

grimly. ¢I do cothing e¢lse but keep you
fetlows in order from morning till night!

I'm getting tired!”

He yawned widely, with a considerable
noise.

- ¥Youn sound tired!® g=aid Church sarcas-
tically.

“En?? gasped Handforth., ““ By Georgel
Did—did 1 yawn just now??

**1 thought therc’d heen a ’'bus accident
outside!”? remarked McClure,

“It’s your fault, you rotter!’”” said Hand-
forth, glaring at Chureh.

“ My fault??” hooted Church.

““You started the yawning—and everyhody
knows it’s catching,” said Handforth, feel-
ing that he had to make some sort of excuse,
“1'm blessed if Archie isn’t doing it now!
And Pitt, tool”

**Gooid gad!l’ said Archie Glenthorne,
“Frightfully sorry, old articles! The fact
is, the good old eyelids are growing some-
what lcaden. 1t seems to me that a dose
of the priceless old dreamless is indieated.
Forty of the best and hrightest, what?”’

“Yes, it’s abous time,”’ said Diek Hamil-
ton, **Half-past ¢ne, by jingo! We're
fairly on the tiles to-night!?®

The St. IFrank’s juniors were sitting round
the table in the dining-room of Lord Dorri-
more’s town house. They were still Dorrie’s
guests, for he had insisted uwpon them re-
maining until a certain happy event took
place—the wedding eof Henry Bruce and
Muriel Hailiday. The St. Frank’s fellows

and Mosor View girls had played a big part

in bringing the pair together during the
Christmas holiday, and they were naturally
interested. The ceremony was due to take
place within a-day or two. '

Meanwhile, most members of the Christ-
mas party remained under Dorrie’s roof.
But instead of being at Dorrimore Castle,
they were in London. And the New Year’s
Eve celebrations had resulted in very late
hours.

‘“Time you young fellows were in bhed!”
said Dorrie, as he looked into the dining-
roon. “‘ Hallo! S8till at it, Fatty? That's
the style! Go ahead, old man—don't leavo
anythin’ on the board, for goodness sake!
suppose yow’ll sturt on the ham nex:?»

Fatty Little grinned.

“Rather, sir!” he said premptly.

“Gad!l” gasped Dorrie. ““1 only said it
in fun—but go ahead, if you want to—don't
mind me. }t’s nearly two ¢’clock, but that's
a detail.  You'll probably be writhin’® about
I mortal ageony ail night.”

But Fatty Little was not allowed to
gorge himself further. His fellow Removites
considered that he had eaten unt only
wisely, but too well. He was firmly seized,
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rand  hustled upstaim. Jord Dorrimore
chuckled a2s he bade good-night to the last
of the fellows, and turned towards the
library, intent upom a final cigar.

But just then a foolman admitted a late
caller. He was a burly gentleman in a dark
| overcoat and a bowler, Mis faee was clean-
shaven and pleasant—2 man with twinkiing
eyes and a jovial manner.

“Sorry to butt in at this time of the
rnight, Lord Dorrimore,” he said, with the
ease of long acquaintanceship, “ Mr. Lee’s
lrere, isn’t he?”

“*“My old college <hum, Inspector Len-
nard!”’ said Dorrie heartily. ¢{Come into
the library, old man, What about a whisky
and soda and a cigar? Lee? Soiry, he's
not here iust now. Went off this morning
on a visit somewhere, You know what a
chap he is for dodgin’ off.”

Chief Detective-inspector Lennard, of Scot-
land Yard, shook his head.

““Yes, worse luck,’® he said sadly. <[
| think I miss Mr. Lee more than anvhody.
Many’s the time Y used to drop in and have
a chat—and many’s the time he’d give me
just the right line I aseeded. [ haven’t seen
him for ages. Even now 1'm unlucky.”

The inspector entered the library, and
accepted a drink—but he did not remove his
overeoat.

“Can’t stop, Lord Dorrimore,” he went
on ‘‘Here’s your good health, sir! Happy
New Year! Fact is, I’'m on the look out for
a dangerous crook, and I thought Mr. Lece
might care to join in the hunt.”

““Hunt?* said Dorrie enviously.
makes me jealous, old man!
of a thrill®’

‘““ Afraid mnot,*”” replied the Yard man.
“1I'm going {o irop into one or two of the
night clubs, You see, Lee happens to know
this crook—he's got a marvellous memory
for faces. I might as well confess it—1
wanted him to give me a hand. Can't stop,
sir——thanks all thzs same,”

“Hold on,”” said Dorrie. “I'm a pretiy
ghastly substitute for Lee, but how about
it? Il join in this hunt, if you like. I
need somethin’ to liven me up a bit.” ;

“With pleasure,” s2id Lennard heartily.

1

“Tnat
Any likelihdod

“Come  along, Lord  Dorrimore—you're
welcome.  All the same, it'll be a dull busi-

ness, and my advice is for you to go to bed.
These night clubs aren’t all they're cracked
up to be.” -

Lord Dorrimere, nowever, elected to go.
And thus Chance took a band in the gume.
After visiting a couple of night clubs, and
remaining for a few minutes, the pair found
themselves within the Smugglers’ Lair. As
a madtter of faet, they arrived a few
minutes prior to Sinelair and his com-
panions, and secitled themselves in a far
corner, where some palms  effectively
screened - them, From this point of vantage
they could wateh the whote throng withont

being very noticeable themselves,



The proprietor was probably aware of the
chief inspector’s dentity, and the proceed-

ings in the night club were orderly and
restrained.
“ pretty dull esort o¢f hele!” remarked

Dorrie, after a whilc.

“Yet it’z zot the worst possible reputa-
tion,”” said the inspector. ¢ We've had our
eye on this place for months, you know. We
shall probably raid it one day. Huh! Neo
sign of my mani” he added, after scrutinis-
ing everybody within range. ¢ He's the
fellow badly wanted for drug-smuggling, and
he's certain to be in one of these clubs.”

‘1 suppose you know these chaps??”’

¢ Pretty well,” mnodded Lennard. ¢ The
trouble i3, we can’t always cateh them with
the goods. We know what they're up to,
but they're a shrewd lot. - Yo-night we've
had information that this fellow is bulging
with the stufl. If I can only lay my fingers
on him——-"’

“By the Lord Ilarry!" murmured Dorric,
in a wstartled wvoice.

“Eh? Anything wrong?*

The chief inspector was looking at his
companion <curiously. Ifor Leord Dorrimore
had suddenly changed his languid manner.
He was looking alert, asteonished, and even
concerned.

“What's that?” he said. “O0Oh, nothin’!
I say, inspector, do you see that clean-look-
in’ young chap who’s just come in?”’

“I know him?” frowned the Iinspector.
“Why, yes, of course! I've seen him at St.
Frank’s, One of the masters, isn't he??

“Young Barry Stokes—one of the best
sportsmen I've ever met!” said Dorrie. “A
clean-livin® young fellow with an extraordi-
nary record, & brillianf scholar, and the best
all-round man of his year at Oxford. Son
of the big K.C., you know. What on earth
is ‘he doin’ in this rotten hole?”

The inspector shook his head.

“Some of these young men have queer
ideas of pleasure,”” he said. “I'm rather

surprised——-"

- “Rubbish?” interrupted his lordship.

“Sorry for Dein’ so blunt, inspector—but

rubbish! Barry isn’t the sort of fellow fo

come here for pleasure. Good gad, no!

I've a mind to have a word with him—-"
“Better 1mot!” interrupted  Lennard

quickly,

“Why not?”?

“If he’s here for an innocen! rcason, he
wouldn’t like you to confront him,” replied
the Yard man shrewdly. “And if he's here
for a guilty reason—wwell, it would only be
Kindness to keep back. Besides, attention
might be attracted to me, and that’s the
last thing I want.”

“Just as you like,” -said. Dorrie, frowning.
“Confound it! I wish I hadn't comne, Len-
nard! This sort of thing worries me.
Barry Stokes—in this den of foolery! I'm
1nfernaliy uncomfortable!”

him were

CHAPTER V.
AN UNEXPECTED DEVELOPMENT.

R. BEVERLEY
STOKES was infer-
nally uncomfiort.

able, too.

e had consented to pene-
trate the Smugglers’ Lair in
a moment of good-natured
impulse. Mr. Lambert senior's distress had
bhecn so acute that Barry's heart had Dbeen
touched. He was a generous man, a
thoroughly fine fellow in every way.

Aud, like all healthy-minded men, ke
regarded night <¢iubs with eontempt and
repugnance. le avoided them naturally, as
a clean man instinctively avoids a gutter.
And now that he was fairly within the
smugglers” Lair, he felt rather angry with
himselt for having underfaken the mission,

The place revolted him. The whole atmo-
sphere was unhealthy and unuatural, The
people who patronised the c¢lub were un-
desirables of the worst {ype, and there was
scarcely a face which did not betray signs
of degeneracy. These people were no repre.
senfatives of decent socicty. Many, indeed,
were minor crooks and similar fry.

YHere and there, Lowever, could be
dctected a different type—groups of young
fellows who had come out for a spree. Most
of themr were half-intoxicated, and were
under the impression that they were having
a good tiine. Barry Stokes felt sorry for
them. He couldn’t understand how they
could regard this sort of thing as pleasure.
Ifis own mind refused tfo f{athom the
problem.

He walked along between the tables, keep-
ing his eyes keenly open, and, ncedless to
say, he had no suspicion that a St. Frank's
prefect was within a few yards of him.
Guy Sinclair's mask effectively disguised
him.

Mr. Stokes had no difficully, however, in
locating young Rodney Lambert. MHe was
sitting in an alecove further along, and with
three foolish young fellows 1n
evening dress., At the moment they were
all encaged in the pastime of swinging toy
rattles in one -hand, and eiinking table
knives against their glasses with the other,
They were chanting a popular air, too.

“This is going to be diilicult,”’ muttered
Barry Stokes, frowning. -

He could see at a glance that young Lam.
Lbert was the worse for drink. There was
nothing harmful in his visit to this place.
He had just come with his friends to geb
a little unusual excitement, and it was not
at all surprising to find that Le had looked
upon the wine when it was red.

Mr. Stokes went to the table, and was
elad to find a vacant seat. He tocok it, and
nodded to young Lambert. The latter
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ceased his song, and returned Barry's salute
in a fuddled kind of way. ‘

“Seen you before somewhere,” he said
thickly. *“Good man! Order some more
drink, somebody! Let’s have a good time!”’

“It’'s all right, Don’t trouble,” said Mr.
Stokes quickly. *“*Haven’t you had enough
of this. Lambert? Why not come out into
the air? I've got a taxi outside, if yow’ll
join me.”’

“What's time?” asked Lambert.

“After two——="

“Early yet,”’ interrupted Lambert care-
iessly.
or four. Be a sportsman, and join us,
Friends of mine,” he added, indicating his
companions with a sweep of his hands.

Mr, Stokes gave them a curt nod.

“The {fact is, Lambert, your father is
rather anxious ahout you,”’ he said, getting
io the point directly. “]I am here to take
vou away with me, if you’ll eome. Haven’t
vou had ennugh of this for to-night? Be
a sensible feilow, and chuck it up.”

Young Lambert looked half-intelligent for

a moment,

“The pater?” he asked, frowning. “Is
he getting fussy? That’s nolhing new; he
always is fussy. Good old boy, though—
decent old stick, in his own way. Aw’ right

—I'll come. Anythin' for a quiet life!”
Mr. Stokes was highly relieved. He had

feared that he was adopting a wrong policy

in stating the literal facts, but Lambert’s

attitude justified it. He was already on
his feet, preparing to leave. He was in

iust that amiable condition when he would
do almost anything for the asking.

Lord Dorrimore was relieved, too—so in-
tensely relieved that he was grinning with
pleasure. He and the chief inspector were
sitting only a short distance away, sheltered
by the palmsz, and, although they could not
actually see voung Lambert’s group, they
could hear what was being said.

“It's all right. Barry Stokes is only here
to drag that young fool away,” murmured
Dorrie. " Gad, I'm pleased! I thought bhe
wouldn't come 1o a place like this for his
twit pleasure. Good luck to -him for havin’
the decency to come on such a beastly
errand! He's too good-natured!”’

“Gocd thing you didn't show yourself,”
comutented Leanard.

“By glory, vyes!” nodded Dorrie. «It
would only have meant a lot of explana-
tions, anw’ T wouldn't like to embarrass the
feilow. Far hetter to let thinga remain as
they are.”’

He took good care to keep his baeck turned,

in sase Mr. Stokes should glanee in his
dircevion. Dorric had no fear that Mr.

Stokes would misunderatand his own pre-
sence here, for the chief inspector’s com-
panjonship was guarantee enough of his
inuocent motives, Dorrie merely wished to

“No need to get out before three

T Ty SRR

save the. Housemaster from
embarrassment.
Unfortunately, the incident wasn’t over.
“Anythin® for a quiet Ilife,” repeated
young Lambert as he stood up. *“ Where’s
my coat? Waiter, where the deuce—"

“Chuck it!" interrupted one of his com-

any possible

panions, “You're not goin’, Rodney?
There’s dancin’ before long!”
“Pater’s anxious,” explained Rodney

genially.

“Daddy wants you, eh?’? jeered one of
the others. “ Goin’ to desert us because the
old boy is anxious about his prodigal son?
E(ﬁr ;the love of Mike, you’re nothin’ but a
id!’

“Runnin® home because
grinned one of the others.

Rodney Lambert turned red, and his face
took on a sudden expression of obstinate
anger. Barry BStokes read the signs only
too plainly, and he glared at the other young
fools with no uncertain meaning.

“Can’t you hold your tongues?’’ he asked
curtly. “Leave the ifellow alone! You've
done enough harm already!”’

“Infernal nerve!” roared one of them,
“Who the deuce are you?”’

calisi”

papa

“Steady, old boy!” urged another. “Nof
30 much din!”
Mr. Stokes clenched his teeth. Althouch

he didn’'t actually look round, he knew that
all eyes werc upon him. The disturbance

at this table was attracting general atten-

tion, The affair was becoming acute. And
this tension had only devecloped during the
last, few seconds.

“Come along, Lambert!” said Mr. Stokes

aerufily.
“Go to Dblazes!”? shouted Lambert.
“These fellows are right! I'm hanged if

I'll go like a confounded school kid! I'm
stayin’ here until it pleases me to leave!”

“Don’t be foolish!’’ said Barry. “Come
along, Lambert, pull yourself together!
Don’t take any notice of these young fools!”

“They’re my friends!” shouted Lambert,

“Yery well, but—"

“My friends,” repcated Lambert thickly.
“T don’'t lnow you—not as a pal, anyhow.
Clear out of here! Go an’ tell my {father
to mind his own infernal business!”

Mr. Stokes breathed hard. His own tem-
per was rising now. To be addressed in
this manner hy a half-intoxieated young
idiot was rather too much for his good-
nature.

Behind the palins, Lord Dorrimore was
finding it difficult to remain in his seat.
Indeed, h2 half rose, his jaw set squarely.

“The young donkey!’ he muttered. “I'll
help Barry Stokes to carry him outside.,
It’s the only way.”

“Better not interfere, sir,’’> urged the
chief inspector. “I know these affairs. It
won't do a mite cf goed—ard may do =2
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ot of harin. There’s no telling how it’ll
end if we butt inl”

“Perhaps you're
reluctantly.

But he was a fighting man, and all his
instincts urged him to take Rodney Lam-
hert by the scruff of the neck and kick him
out. It exasperated him to realise that
‘Barry Stokes had come here solely in the
yvoung fellow’s interests, only to be treated
in this scurvy fashion.

But Barry Stokes
either.

“You're coming with me, Lambert!” he
said harshly. “Enough of this foolery! As
for you others—interfere at your peril! I

right,” growled Dorrie

was noft a weakling,

didn’t come here to be insulted! Lambert,
you're coming—now!”’
He seized the young fellow’s arm, and

centre of the room.

jerked him out into the .
care a jot who saw

The Housemaster didn’t
now, or what publicity resulted. All eyes
were on the party, anyhow. Ilis one fixed
idea was to fulfil his promise to Mr. Lam-
bert. He wasn't going to leave the Smug-
glers’ Lair empty-handed!

“Confound yout!” shouted Lambert.
“Lemme go! I won’t be pulled! Lemme
go! Gad, I give you warnin’!” :

“Push his face in, Rodney!”
one of his companions.

“Sp I will?”’ yelled Rodney.

Crash!

On the impulse of the moment, he oheyed
the suggestion. Before Barry Stokes could
dodze, ILambert's fist struek him in the
face, and he went over. Lambert’s com-
panions gave a wild whoop of triumph.
Everybody else in the night club leapt to
their feet. Waiters came hurrying up 1
dire distress.

In a second, Mr. Stokes was on his feet
again. He was intent upon mischief. By
hook or by crook, he would drag this young
idiot away! But one of the others lifted
a plass of wine, and flung the contents of
it into the Housemaster’s face as he rose.

And at the same second there came a

suggested

curious, puffing explosion from the other}

end of the room, accompanied by a blinding
flash of sizzling light

CHAPTER VI
A HOUSEMASTER'S WORD OF HONOUR.
ONFUSION reigned.

e Indeed, it was even
v worse than confu-
. sion, for it ap-

proached a panic. The

majority of the habitues oi
the Smugglers’ Lair were in
hourly expectancy of a raid, or something
equally thrilling. And. that sudden flare
frorm the flashlight, coming right on the top
of the incident at Rodney Lambert's table,
created the utmost excitement.
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“ Good man!” gurgled one of Guy Sin-
¢lair's companions. “You couldn’t have
snapped it at a better moment. Did you
get ’em in?” . '

“You bet I did!” said Charteris. ¢ Come
on, we'd better bolt.” :

“Rather!”’ said Guy Sinelair. “I say, I
believe you've got old Stokes in that snap-
shot, too—just when he was- having that
glass of wine in his face! What a lark! I
shall want one of thost prints to-morrow!”

“I'll give you a dozen, old boy,” promised
Charteris. "

He had already tucked his camera beneath
his evercoat, and it was no difficult matter
for the trio to push their way out through
the crowds ard reach the exit. In the con-
fusion, nobody even knew that they were
the idiots responsible for the paunic.

“Didn’t I tell you we’d have a spree?”
gurgled Charteris, when they found them-
selves in the street. “ By gad, that’s the
best piece of work we've done for cen-
turies! Won't those fellows go green when
they see that snap to-morrow? 1 got them
in beautifully!”’

“I'm thinking of Stokes!” said 3inclair.

In the meantime, the unfortunate YLiurry
Stokes was nearly white-hot with rage. It
had been bad enough when Lambert had
knocked him down by an unexpected hiow.
But it was beyond all human endurance
when one of his sodden companions hurled
that glass of wine into his face.

““You confounded young hound!’” shouted
Mr. Stokes furiously.

He had forgotten young Lambert, He¢ was
only human, after all, and his one idea was
to wipe out the insult. Me leaned across
the table, grasped the wine-thrower by the
serufl of the neck, and dragged him across
the table. A flower vase crashed cver, a
syphon splintered on the floor; and a number
of glasses were smashed to smithercens.

There was no telling how the incident
would have ended, but the manager came
rushing up, in response to frantic calls from
the head waiter. He pushed himself between
the combatants,

“ Gentlemen—gentiemen!” he shouted ex.
citedly. “What is this?” |

He was a foreigner—and his English was
broken. He worked himself up into a fine
pitch within a few seconds. Rodney
Lambert’s companions lost no time in point-
ing oubt Mr. Stokes as the culprit. And
Rodney himself thickly shouted that he
wasn’'t going to be dragged out by any-
body.

The manager toock drastic measures.

It was obvious to him that Mr. Stokes
and young Lambert were the central figures.
He couldn’t take any chances. He gave
curt orders for both of them to be escorted
out—and he hinted that gentle measures
were not necessary. In a word, Mr. Beverley
Stokes vas being thrown out of the night
club!

It was tco much for Lord Dorrimore.
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«I'm goin’ to set this straight!” he said
orimly. * These confounded fools—""

« Don’t, sir!”’ begged Lennard. “ What's
the use? Youll only get yourself mixed up
in @ scandal. You can’'t do any good, any-
how—you'll probably get thrown out with

the others. Let it stand, sir! 1 know
these places.”

Dorrie breathed hard. _

«But, man alive, it goes against the

grain!” he muttered. '

S0 it does—hut please tuke my advice,”
growled the Yard man. . _

« Well, anyhow, I'm a witness,” sald Dorrie
orimly. “If Barry Stokes gets into any
trouble over this, I'm in a position to ex-
plain what happened. That's one good
thing! The man came here with the best of
intentions, an' I'll speak up for him when-
cver he wants! The whole thing’s a con-
founded shame!” .

Lord Dorrimore felt swindled. He had
hadly wanted to spring into the thick of the
ficht, and prevent Mr. Stokes from being
ejected. The thing seemed so utterly unjust.
But perhaps it was better to Tremain In
obscurity. By doing so, Mr. Stokes would
know nothing—he would never imagine that
a friend of his had witnessed the entire
episode. Mr. Stokes certainly had no inkling
¢hat a St. Frank’s senior had seen i, too!

He and Lambert were hustled away to-
wards the exit. The manager and waiters
attempted to work up a spirit of indignation
—as though they were shocked at the idea
of such an incident in their well-conducted
club,
Stokes and Rodney Lambert were in the
street, and there was no sign of what had

recently taken place.

¢¢Taxi, gentlemen?”” asked the door-
keeper. | ; ’
««Ves!” snapped Barry. “If there’s one
handy—" . . .
‘“Coming dow, sir.” ) !
The taxi answered the doorkeeper’s
signal, and swept up. Young Lambert was
pf%tzestin-g fecbly—for Mr. Stok%s. ; ]ﬁ';d
11 1€

grasped him firmly by the arm.
Housemaster was cooler now, and mot en-
tirely dissatisfied with the result. At least,
he had got the fellow out of the place—and
his undesirable companions bad been left
behind.

¢« Inside!”” ordered Mr. Stokes curtly.
«I'm not goin’!" shouted Lambert.
¢ Hang you, I'm not—-" _

Barry Stokes opened the door with one
hand, - and fairly flung his companion into
the taxi. The cabby and the doorkeeper
grinned, and took no further notice. This
sort of thing was quite customary to them.

A minute later the taxi was bowling of.

There was a silence within. Mr. Stokes
was feeling too upset for ccnversation—he
had plenty to think ebout. And Rodney
Lambert had been so sobered by the whoie
affair that he was decent enough to feel
ashamed of himself. He was just beginning
to récover his normal senses,

fussily, as

And within a minute or two Barry

Mr. Stokes instructed the taxi-driver to go
direct to his father’s residence, for Mr.
Lambert senior would probably be waiting
there. And by the time the cab arrived,
young Rodney was in a humbled mood.

“l say—awfully sorry!” he muttered, as
Mr. Stokes urged him to wake up. “Can’t
understand what possessed me——-"* -

“That’s all right,” growled the House-
master, “The least said the better.”

They entered the house, the door being
opened by Mrs. Stokes—for she had been
worrying over her husband. Mr, Lambert
had not hesitated to tell her of the errand
on which he had sent Barry.

“You have got him?”’ asked Mr. Lambert
he caught sight of his son,

Thank you, Barry—thank you
Rodney, my hoy, what mad-

“ Splendid !
Leartily !
ness——"

“Barry!” exelaimed Mrs. Stokes, aghast.

“He was certainly an extraordinary sight—
dishevelled, stained, and with his shirt-front
splashed and discoloured.

“It's all right, Joyce,” he muttered.
“There was a bit of trouble, Not much—
but you know what those places are—-"

“It was my fault,” interrupted Rodney in
a shamed voice. “ Hang it all, T don’t know
what to say! You’re Mr. Stokes, aren’
you? Why on earth didn’t you thrash me
in that infernal club? I didn’t know what I
f.;ills d{’}jﬂ’I If an apology’s of any use,

“My dear fellow, I don’t want any of

your apologies,” interrupfted 3Jlr. Stokes
gruffly. < You weren’t responsible for what
you did. I'm only too thankiul that you are

now realising the nature of your actions.”

“I'm infernally ashamed of myself, sir!”’
said Rodney shakily. “I’ve no right to ex-
pect any sort of forgiveness. It was my
wenkness again, pater. 1t isn’t often I get
loose, but—— Oh, hang! What's the good
of saying anything? I've made a fool of
myself—and a blackguard, toel™

“Well, Rodney, none know of this episode
except just ourselves,”” said Mr. Lambert

quietly. “Mr. and Mrs. Stokes and I. I
am sure they will keep it secret. You
quite realise the need for silence?”

His son bowed his head.

“Yes, I know, pater,”” he muitered. <I!

| Lord Swaffield heard of this he’d kick me

out -of his employment—and I'd deserve it,
too. We're startin’ for the Riviera in a
couple of days, anyhow. Honestly, I'll
swear this is the last time I'll be such an
unmitigated cad!”

The young fellow’s repentance was so
earnest that all animosity left Barry Stokes
on the spot. One had only to express regret
to him, and he couldn’t possibly keep up any
ill feeling. :

“You needn’t wdrry at all, voung ’'un.”
e said Kkindly. < Mrs. Stokes and 1 wiil
keep this szecret absoluntely to ourselves,
You have my word of honour that not a
single word of it shall pass my lips.”
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“ My word of honour, sald Mrs.
Stokes, nodding.

Both father and son were grateful. But
even thiey had no ilea of the possible con-
sequences of that promise. Mr. Beverley
Stokes certainly failed to realise ‘how that
cheerfully-given promise was to land him
into a sea of startling trouble.

CHAPTER VII.
ST. FRANK'S AGAIN.

W JLLIAM NAPOLEON

BROWNYE  paused
in the gateway of
St. Frank's, and

stately Tudor bhuildings of
the famous old school,

~ “Forgive me, Brother Horace, but I am
inclined to be poetical,” said Browne
musingly. “The first sigcht of these historie
piles always inspires me with the celebrated
Browne gitt for Iyrical utterances. Here we
gee the hardy chestputs, the greensward,
the noble buildings rising on all sides, their
summits lost amid the fleecy clouds of a
wintry afternoon—-"

“That’s a bit of san exaggeration, isn't
it?” interrupted Stevens. i

L “We're not i
New York., you know—there aren’t any sky-
scrapers hera. Besides, it's cloudless to-day,
anvhow——-""

“ Alas, Brother Horace, I fear you have no
soul for true poetry,” sighed Browne. ¢ A
mere figure of speech, and you take me
literally. It grieves iy poor old heart to
realise that we live in a world of hard
¢ynicism.”’

Horace Stevens grinned.

“Well, you can get on with your poetry, if
You like—but I'm making a bee-line for the
Ancient House,” he said briskly. “We’'ve
got to get our things straight, and it'll be
tea-time before we know where we are.
Lyrical utterances may be all richt—but give
me toasted scones any day!”

“1 am prepared to acknowledgze that
toasted scones sound promising—even poetical
In themselves,” admitted Browne. “J would
advise descent wupon the school stiop., On
former occasions I have discovered that the
supply of scones is rarely adequate to the
demand. Let us make sure of our champing
material, Brother Horace.”

“ Hallo, here's old Browne!®

Willy Handforth, of the Third, strolled up
with several of his famous platoon. Chubby
Heuath, Juicy Lemon, Owen minor and Dicky
Jone‘s were in evidence, and all the fauzs were
looking suspiciously innocent. In faet, there
was such an air of carelessness about them
that Browne halted,

“Let us not beat about the bush, Brother
William,” he said firmly. “1 detect a
murky plot here. Aside with all subterfugze.
Let me bhave the sordid details. Do you
wish to borrow a shilling, or more?"

Willy Handforth grinned.

cast a kindly eye upon the|

“We don't want to borrow anything,” he
replied calmly.

“Spflendid! Brother Horace, kindly chalk
it up!” |

““1 don't believe in borrowing,” said Willy
“The genperal idea was to stroll into the
school shop and have 2 feed. We just want
yYou to come along and pay the bill. That's
all.  Your treat, you know,” added Willy
generously.  “We thought you would like
the honour.”

Browne rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

‘“ Has this mottled scheme been- worked
upon others earlier?' he inquired.

*“You're the third!” grinned Chubby
Heath.
“0f all the nerve——"" began Stevens,

“Peace, Rrother Horace,” urged Browne.
“Let us dclight the young cherubs by con-
senting to their simple wishes. Always re-
member that I am the third vietim. It is
humanly impossible for them to consume
much, and the hill will be proportionaiely
small.”’

They descended upon the school shop, and
Mrs. Hake proceeded to hand out everything
that f{he {fags demanded—according to
Browne's instructions. But even Browne
looked mildly aztonished as the good things
vanished with extraordinary speed and
mysterious cunning.

“JForgive me for sounding crude, Drother
William, but what is the exact idea?” he
ingquired. “I have already dcetected a
number of pastries vanishing into pockets
instead of mouths. Is this dirty work at
the cross-roads? I understood you desired
a feed--but hardly aunything further.”

“It's all right—we’re laying in a stock
of stuff for tea,” explained Willy, “The.

chaps have had about as much as they can
eat, so they've got to put it somewhere. We
shall have enough for two or three days by
the time we've done. This sort of thing
can only be worked on the first day, you
know.  That’s right, Mrs., Hake—auother
two dozen of those buns.”

Browne gazed at Stevens, and shook his
head. .

“Something prompts me to express the
opinion that in later years this gang will be
known far and wide as the World's
Cleverest Burglary Club,” he observed. “1Iu
the course of a varied career, I have seldom
encountered such highway robbery as this,
For once, Brother Herace, we have been
caught on the hop. Let us repair the omis-
sion. Mrs. Hake, you will deliver further
supplies at your own peril.”

Mrs. Hake wasz in the act of handing over
a bag of cream putfs to Juicy Lemon. She
withdrew it hastily, and Juicy gave a
suort.

““llere, come on!’’
mine, Mrs. lHake.”

“They are if you way for them, Master
Lemon,” she replied firmly. “Or wiii Mr.
Browne be good enough—??

he urged. ¢ They're
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«“Mr Browne wiil not,”” iuterrupted
William Napeleon firmly. *Kindly tot up
the bill, Alother Hake, and we will search

our pDLhBt: for the necessary amount. But
we cannot allow ourselves to be stunyg iu the
game place twice.”

The bill was pretty heavy a3 it was, and
Willy & Co. telt that tiey had done well,
on the whole., As soon as Browne and
Stevens had gore, they kept their eyes open
for further vietims. And Willy gave a
ehncekle as he caught sight of an clegant
youth emerzing rem the West House,

“Come on!” he suid briskiy.

The fays fairly swarmed round the new
vietim—who happened to be Lord Pippinton
—a eumparatively new fellow in the RBemove.
But he was celebrated for his pessession of
endless quantities of cash.

“ Hallo, PFippy!? eaid Willy cheerfully.
“Glad to see you looking so bright this
afternoon. How about coming to the tuck
shop, and treating us? Quite the usual
thing on the first day, you know »°

“Always  done!””  said Chubby Heath
casually.

Lord Pippinton was in his us udl condition
of abstraction. tle generally went about in
a Kind of trance, and it required a fairly big
jolt to bring him to a sense of realities.

“CER?Y he sald, locking at the fags with
a start of 6urprise. ¢ jialio! Where are
we? I omean, I didn't know you were with
us! Some of the lesser lads, what??

-“ Lesser in size, but greater in everything
else,” explained ‘e'nlly calmiy. * Are you
fully awake yet? Can you understand what
I'm saying¥?

““ What???

““Are you coming to the tuck shop with
s, OF non?d

“Yes, rather!” said Lord Pippinton,
nodding,

“Good! Then we'll—7

“Or not, I fancy,” said his lordship.
“That is, why? The tuck shop fails to

appeal. Tea will be 2long soon——?

‘““But we want you to treat us!”
Juicy Lemon impatiently.

“A kind of sport or new sort of game—

said

kind of?” asked Lord Pippinton mildly.
“Don’t mind me! (Go ahead with it!
Heaps of luck!” |

“But we want you to pay the bill!”

reared Chubby,
“ Splendid !»?
“Well, are you coming?” demanded Willy.
“Coming?’” :aid  oid Pippy. “Eh?

Coming where??

Every Saturday, Price 2

| with the fags

“To the tuck shop, you dreamy ass!”

“Buy why? 1 acan, 16 uoeunt seem
necessary——?:?

“Oh, my gooaress!'? groaned Willy,
““This is too strenwous, my sons! Old
Biggteswade has just floated through the
gates. Let’s abandon this hopeless chump,
and go for old Biggy. He generally turns

up trumps.”

Bigsleswade was an Ancient House pre-
fect, and one ol the wost popular seniors
in the schosl. e was famed for his l¢cniency,

and hz had some iittle repujation, too, as
a ¢omedian, :
-He came up io fiae secraten well.  And

two minutes later e was in the tuck shop,
swarming round him,

Other fellows were arriving in a con-
tinuous stream—most of them having come
by train, but a few by car. Archie Glen-
thorne Ior example, rolled up in state n
his putt:l timousine. Cecil de Valerie and
the Duke of Somerion also arrived by car.
And even Guy Sinclair, of the Sixth, turned
up in the family saloon,

Sinclair was a fellow who thought an
immense lob about himself., He took great
care to emerge slowly from the luxurious
¢ar, so that everybody could take duc notice
of the stately equipage, and be duly awed.

e had given Kenmore a lift—igr Kenmore
wias the Head Boy of the EBast House, and
one of Sinelair’'s particular f{riends. As
Willy Handforth observed, they were birds
of a featner. _

Sinciair waited until his luggzage had hecn
carried in, apd until the car was dismnissed.
Then he turned casually towards the East
Ilouse—satisfied that he had created a big
inmpression.

Before hae could move far, however, three
junijors descended the Jxm;ie'u lluu»:-e, steps,
and advanced. They were Handforth & Co.
of Study D—and Edward Oswald Hann]for:h
was iocokimg unusually happy. Ambody
could teil he was Iuppy by the fierce, war-
like light in lLis eyes

A ————

CHAPTER VI1IIL
GUY SINCLAIR PREPARES.

ICK HAMILTON
chuckled.

“This ought to hbe
worth watching,” he

satd, with a smile.
“1'm inelined to agree
with jyou. Nipper, old boy,”?
caid  Sir Montie Tregellis-West, nedding,
“ Begad! Handiorth Ionks frightfuliy
business-like—he does, reaily! I'in not the
cl:ap to make prop‘lccies, but l've got an
iqca that we're gow’ to witness a display

of fireworks.?”?

“We ouzut to be in this, too,” said
Tommy Watson,
““ Let’s watch,” grinpned Nipper., “It'll be

!less strenucus.”?



They were near the

paused expectantly,

fountam, and they

Over Dby the Yest
Holise Reginald Pitt and Jack Grey were
also watchung, in company with the Houn,
DPouglas Siezgieton, Soiomon Levi, and a few
wthier prom:nent Removites,

Hanutorth  strede up  to  Sinclair, and
planted himsell fairiy i front of the Easty
itouse scnior,  lle 1elt that he could aet

with impunily—ror Sinclair, of course, had

1o authority over the boys of anozher
Houze,
¢« lialio, Sineluir,” said Handforth fiercely.
¢ Good afterncon, Sineiair!?”? echoed
Church and McCiure, obedient to  earlier
instructton=. *““liow do yvu do, Sinclair?™’

(R

“ Lovely afternocon, Sinciair!
torth.

Sinelair snd Kenmore halted.
frowning deeply.

said land:

They were
This atlair savoured very

much of a4 rag. And as both the seniors
consndered  therr dignity a thing of vast

importance, they were considerably incensed.

“(lear out of this!” said Sinelair curtly.

““ None of your rot!” snapped Kenmore.

Handforth eyed him coldly.

“We're not talking to  you,” he said.
“We wished Sinclair a poiite ° good after-
noon,” and all he can do is to tell us to
cicar out! That’'s how the scniors cet a
good example of manners!”

““You young sweep——"" began Sineclair.

“We come with the best of iutentivas,
and get nothing bubt insults!” went on

Haundforth bitterly. * By George! Is this
the Kind of thing to encourage good fellow-
ship aud kamarad?”

“And which?” whispered Church hastily.

““ Kkamarad, you ass!”

“That's o German word!" hissed MeClare.
*“*You mean camaraderie!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The erowd had drawn closer, and secmed
higinly amused.

“Look here, who's conducting this affair,
anvirow?'  roared Mandforth, turning
““What does a word matter?”?

Sinclair breathed hard.

“You'd better stop this rot!” he said
darkly. “I'm not one of jyour prefects,
Handforth, but 1 shall take good care fo
report you to Fenton! He won't allow this
sort of inselence—-"’

* Insolence!’” hooted MHandforth. “We
came over especially to do you a good turn!
You've lost something! We’'ve got it here,
and we're going to return it to you with
compliments, And all we get &

“Don’t talk rubbish!’” snapped Sinclair.
“You've got nothing of mine.”

*““Haven’t  we?"”  sneered  Handiorth.
“Think again! Think carefully—if you’ve
got anything to think with! You lost some-
thing during the holidays, and we thought
it only decent to hand it over. It's
Your property and we wouldn't dream
of keeping it.”” ‘

red.
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¢ Sinclair ! "’

The Sixth Former started so vio-
lently that his fool's cap jerked side-
ways in a most drunken fashion.

“What does the young idiot mean?”
azked Kenmore, staring.

¢ How the deuce should I know??” snapped
Sinelair. *“It's only a rag! 1 lost nothing
I 2
“ What about this??’ grinned Handforth,
with ficrce enjoyment. *“*Half a tick, Sin-

—

ciair! Let’s have those disinfected gloves,
Church. We can't afford to take any
risks.” ‘

With elaborate precaution, Handforth

pulled on a pair of gloves, and then took a
cardboard box from MecClure. lHe was about
to remove the iid when Church grasped his
arm.

¢« What about your gas-mask?” he asked

urgently.

“ By George!"  panted Handforth.
““ Nearly forgot it!”

He donned a grotesque imitation of a

gas-mask—made of cardboard and brown
paper. The crowd pressed round, grinning
with greater enjoyment than ever. It was
impossible for Sinclair and Kermore to
escape—much as they wished to.

Handforth whisked off the lid of the box,
and he was now holding a pair of pliers.
With these, he gingerly withdrew nothing
more harmful than a eschool-cap. 1le held



Sinpclair,

¢ at arpr’s length, and offered it to

o Yours!? he said thickly through tibe
mask, *¢Take 1tl”

“ J{a, ha, hal? ‘

A yvell of laughter went wup. All s
¢claborate bhy- IILI_Y for the sake of a capl!

there was a deadiy insult con-
tamed in the action—since it implied that
Sinelair’s eap was contaminated.

Sinclair bimself turned as red as a beet-
roobe.

v You—yon infernal  young cubl’  he
sparfed. * What’s the idea? That's not my
cap! If you think you can rag me with im-
punpity——7? o

e Nob his eap!?? yelled Handforth. *“ What
ahout the initi 11327

lie velled so violently,
Wlew Nis gas mask off altogether, and he
forzot to Keep his gloves on. Ile turned
the cap inside cuti—apparently risking the
consequcrices—and  displayed  the  initials
“(3.5.” on a tab.

“This is the cap we
Year's Eve!”  zhouted
found Sinctair actiag
Piccadilly Circus—aud he was wearing the
:¢hool colours, two! So we tovk ’em away!”

€3 coursc,

in fact, that he

crabbed on  New
Handforth, ¢ We
like a hooligan in

“ And 1now he can have them back!®
velled Chuareh,
¢ Ha, ha, ha!®

The incident was over—and the erowd dis-
persed.  Guy Sinclair tuok the cap—it was,
indeed. practically a new one. Me and Ken-
more went into the East House togeiner,
foillowed by a series of ecat-calls and un-
musicg) hoots from the recent audience.

“Young demons!? snapped Sinclair, as he
flung himself  into s study. I never
drcamed they'd rake wp that aifair against
mel?

“Was it p_lrtlculclrl;, bad?® grinned Ken-
riore.
kb was nothing!” growled the other
prefect. *But tley were In foree, and
thenght they’d make me look smauil! They
tock the same advantage just now! By
ead, I'll make them szit up.”

Kenmore Jaughed, :

““*That’s a bit hollow,” he remarked, as
ne prepared to go off to his cwn study.
“You c¢an’t do much, Sinclair. You've gol
no conirol over tie Remove. Besides, the
best thing you can do is to forget that

incidend altogether, By what I heard it’s
none too savoury.” '
“Wait a minute!” said Sinclair gruffly.

bhe the zame as
And P’'m not staying
I'm transferring to

“This term isn’t goinz Lo
olher terms, Kenmore.
in bhis Hou::,r:, either,.
Stokes’s,”* he repented.

“What the thunder for?»

“Because 1 shall have a lbetier time
t.ftzere,” sald Sinclair. ¢ Later on 1'll prob.
adly get you to come over, too—*

fe? a
* I‘h.:,}nkc, alt  the same, but 1 prefer
Goele,” interrupted Kenmore. “ He's a bt

of a fidget in bis ewn way, but he’s not half
9 Reen as Stekes.  The UDast Ilouse for
me ¢very time.  Ye're more slack hers. No
strict rules.”?

sineiais smiled,

*“You won't say that after a
he remarked coolly. “ Apyhow,

few days,™
I'm willing

to chatce Stokes. iI'm transferring into the
West House.”? _ )
“Then you're mad,” said Keiamore,

*Clean mad!”
He went out, and closed the door.
Sinelair sat on the corner of his table,

Guy
and

his eyes gleamed. He had everythiug
planned in his own wmind.  Ever since that

affair at the Smugglers” Lair, on New Year's
Eve, he had been thinking—he had been
plannmg.

‘Those companions of his had put the 1-:1L.J.
into his head. The idea had taken root—
had found fertile soil in which to flourish.
For, in his own way, Sinclair was & fellow
of strong perscnality.

He hadn’t had much opponum’rv yvet.
He had distinguished himself on the ecricket
field—-being, in fact, one of the best bats
the First Eleven tad ever turned out. But
he had rather spoiled his prowess in this
direction by indulging in more than one
despicable trick, ’lhﬂ school still remcin-
bered how he and two or three other
seniors had been kKicked out of the eleven
by EKEdgar Fenton, the sechoul captain.

Sincelair hod  envied Kenmore's position
for a long time. He felt that he was the
pieicet who ought to occupy the position
of lead Boy. He had offen thought how
nice it would sound to hcar himself refcrrml
to as “the Head of Goole’s.” PBut he had
never had the chaunee.

“I'l make things hum this term, though,”
he toid himself emitantlv “Morrow's tht,
head prefect in the West lousc Il-’.}W%IJI_It

I'll soon getd him pitched out. J've got
power—I've got influence! By gad! The

Head of Stokes! Sounds infernally good!”

He wondered if he should take the first
step immediately. But after a brief spell
of temptation he decided apgainst such a
wove, No, it wouldn’t do to be precipitate.
There was plenty of time—-und caution was

the watchword. 1t would be quite early
cnough on the morrow to bring off his
coup,

Aud that evening, while each House shook
itsclf down into something like the wusual
shape, Guy Sinclair kept to himself. 1le
vas gloating--gloating over the success
which Chance had dehivered into his hands.

The idea of power had always appealed
to him. Ever since he had entered the
senior Schosl he had jonged to be in the
position of authority. As a prefect he had
partially realised his ambition. But {his
autherity had only heen of usc where mere
juniors were concerncd.

But now_ things would be differend!

_ As Guy Sinclair lay in bed that night be
indulged in waking dreamms. He pictured
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himself as the most dominating influence in
the West House. Everybody in that baild-
ing would he under his sway—the highest
and lowest.

“Yes, by gad!' he breathed tensely. “The
‘Dictator—that's what 1I'll be!”
CHAPTER IX.
A STICKY BUSINESS.
ERNARD FORRES"
regarded his reflec-
tion in the mirror

with entire approval,

“Ready, you chaps?” he
asked, turning away.

It was the following morn-
ing—actually, the first day of term—and
Y¥orrest & €Co., of the Remove, were about
to lcave their dormitory in the Ancient
House. They were unusually early-—for, as
@ rule, they were not in the habit of
tumbling out until the last possible minute.

“Yes, we're ready,” said Gulliver. “Buck
up with that tie, Bell.”

Bell looked dubious
Forrest.

“I'm not sure abhout that waistcoat, old
man,” he said. “You’ll be chipped no end.
You dragged us out of hed early on pur-
pose to show the bally thing off F

“Rot!” interrupted Forrest. “You needn't
have got up unless you liked. And what’s
the matier with the waisteoat, anyvhow? 1
rather pride myself on my bceing ahead of
the fashion.”

Gulliver grinned.

“You're about right there,” he acknow-
ledged. “By gad! That waistcoat is the
most startlin® thing at St. Frank’s. i
wouldn't risk it if I were you. There's a
Hmit.”

Forrest scowled.  He considered himsetf
to be ultra smart. Such fellows as Archie
Glenthorne and Sir Montie Tregellis-West
were smart in their own way, but Forrest
reckoned that he was the leader of fashion
in the Remove. Of course, he was sutier-
Ing irom a delusioa.

as he glanced at

While Archic and Sir Montie displayed
correct taste, Bernard Forrest was inclined
to err on the side of display. Anything

particularly blatant appealed to him. And
the waisteoat he was now wearing was a
gorgeous affair of many colours—a kind of
Fair Isle design gone mad.

Archie  Glenthorne micht have been
fascinated by it—for Archie, unfortunately,
had rather a tendency for colour himself.
But Phipps would have put his foot down
firmly. 1t was Phipps, indeed, who always
saved Archic from appearing in anything
but the “ correct ” thing.

“I paid an awful lot of money for this

vestl” said Forrest curtly. “You're bosth
dotty!  Most of the fellows will go ereen

‘ Aren't you
Get outside, you asses!”

with envy when they see it.
ready yet?

and playfully

door,

Forrest opened the

heaved CQGulliver outside—a simple matter,
since Gulliver was bony and skinny. Iut
the trivial incident could not have hap-
pened at a more inopportune second.
Tubbs, the pageboy, was shooting by,
bent on his business. |

There was something very brisk about
Tubbs. He seldom loitered, in the way
that pageboys are supposcd fo loiter. He

always sped down the passages as though
he had no time to waste. Just now he was
en route for one of the senior bed-rooms,
in order to effcet a little repair.

‘What the— Hi!” howled Gulliver
madly.

He collided with Tubbs with considerable
violence. For Tubbs had had no indication
that somebody would suddenly shoot out of
a  doorway. The  effect  was  rather
disastrous.

A pot in the papgeboy’s hand flew ceiling-
wards, tipped en route, and delivered two
enormous  splodges on  Bernard Torrest’s
new waistcoat-—for Forrest was just coming
out of \the doorway, in the rear of Gulliver.

The pot thudded to the linoleum, Dbul
failed to bhreak. 1ts contents formed a
glutinous-looking pool.  Tubbs stood back,
aghast. In a flash, hLe realised that a
catastrophe of vast immensity” had occurred.

“Sorry,  Master  (uilliver!”  he  panted,
"Wasn't my faull, sir! I dido’t know you
was ecomin’- —*

“What's this fitthy stufi?” hooted Yorrest
wildly,

- “0Oh, corks!” gurgled Tubbs.

He stared at Forrest's waistcoal glassily.
Gulliver and Bell grinred. TFor an instant
they thought that Tubbs was fascinated by
the varied colouaring. They weren't sur-
prised to sce that duzed expression.  But,
actually, Tubbs was looking at the two
sticky splodges,

“What is it?” roared Forrest furiously.

“Pup-please,  Master  Forrest!”  gasped
Tubbs., “It’s—it's glue!”

“Glue!”™ thundered Iorrest.

“Yes, sir—hot glue!” panted Tubbs, I

was just goin® along to Mr. Browne's bed-
room, sir-—he wants his wardrobe stuck up.
There's one of the panels cracked—"

“T don’'t care about Browne'’s confounded
wardrobe!” howled Forrest. “Look at this
waistcoat! Ruined! Two horrible splodges

on it! You careless voung reptile—-"
“It wasn't my  fault, sir!” interrupted

Tubbs indignantly,

“Glue!” shouted Bernard.
Gully !”

xulliver and Bell garzed at the ruin with-
out much horror.

“It’s rather added to the pattern,” said
Bell callously., “Just a little water wili
wipe it off——."

“You fool, nothing can put it right now!”
interrupted Forrest. “Grab that confounded
hoy! It's ne good reporting him. ‘We'll
punish him on the spot! I'Nl skio him
alive!™

“Look at this,



Tubbs tried to escape, but was just too

late. He knew well enough that the fellows
had no right to touch him, but thesc little
regulations were always being broken. 1t
wasn't allowable to tip him--but he was
always being tipped. In the same way, be
frequently received a bumping if his cflorts
failed to please. These were incidentals 1o
his job. ,

But when Forrest & Co. got hold of him
it was rather a diilerent matter. 0(On one
oceasion they had roiled him in the mud,
and had ruined a new suit. And Tuhbs
had got ipto dire trouble over it, since 1t
nad been impossible for him to give the
names of the culprits, Life wouldn’t have
heen worth living if he had sneaked.

Arst he saw visions of another ruined suit
nmw. A new one, too—donned for the first
timme that very morning. It was gloriously
green, and the buttons were dazzlingly
hright.

“steady, 3young gents!”
“Don't go spoilin’—-"

“Down with him!” snapped Vorrest.
“First of all we’ll biff him to pot, then
we'll roll him in that glue! Tl teach him
not to bhe so confoundedly carcless.”

“Good wheeze!” grinned Gulliver and Bell
nialiciously.

Anything that involved destruction pleased
them, Tubbs gave a howl of anguish, and
was smothered heneath the weight of his
attackers.

gaspcd Tubbs.

Forrest knelt on his chest. Gulliver and
Bell held his arms and legs down.
“Now, my lad!” panted Bernard. *"Take

thati”

He delivered a fearful slap on Tubbs’
face, and fellowed it immediately by a
cowardly punch., With his arins and legs
held, Tubbs could do nothing. There was
no excuse for such a caddish assault as
this.

Crash! Thud! Riff!

A perfect rain of blows descended unpon
the unfortunate pageboy’s face and head.
e was hali-dazed and stunned.

“By Georgel” -

Forrest looked up, startled, as he heard
that loud ejaculation. -~ A door had opened
just near them, and Edward Oswald Hand-
forth was looking at the havee. Church and
MeClure were there, {00,

And at the same moment another door
opered, and Nipper & Co. emerged. 'To the
cads of Stndy A it scemed as though the
cor}ridor had sprung into life from end to
end.

“You cowardly vrotters!™ roared Hand-
forth. "I =say, you chaps! TLook at this!
These beasts have got Tubbs down, and
they’ve pulverised him! Take that, you
bullying cad!”

€rash!

Bernard FYorrest reeled over as Hand-

forth’s fist struck him in the middle of the
chest. le had been eaught red-handed.
Iz might have expecled it—but he had
been so angry at the ruin of his waistcoat

He e¢rashed to the foor, and

W

that he had ncever thought of any possible
interference,

“You—you idiols!” hg gasped. “Tubbs
deserves it!  He's ruined my waistcoat--
sinothered it with glue!”

“Glue!” said Handforth fiercely.

“You're standing in it!” said Church, with
a vell,

. “Great pip!” gasped REdward Oswald,
stepping aside and lifting his foot from the
oor with difficulty. ~ “Somebody’s going to
pay for this!” ‘ ',

Tubbs was in the hands of Nipper an:l

Tommy Watson, Forrest & o. would have

tloved fo c¢secape, buf the passage was
crowded. Nipper was looking very grim as

he inspected Tubbs’ hurts,

“The poor Kkid’s been batfered about
frightfully he said angrily. “Forrest, you
cad, you ought to he flogged for this!”

“Flogged, be hanged!” snorted Forrest,
“He deliberately ruined my waistcoat——"

“It ain’t true, Master Nipper, sir!” inters
rupted Tubbs feebly. “Master Gulliver run
out of the bed-room, an® knocked into me.
It was a pure haccident. The glue-pot was
swep’ out o® my hands. I couldn’t help
those splashes—honest, sir!”

. “I believe youn,” said Nipper, nodding.
Poor kid! You’re properly battered!

You go to the bath-room and clear your-
gelf up, Come along te my bed-room after-
wards, aud 'l give you some ointment——"*

“What about Forrest?” inferrupfed Hand-
forth darkly. “He's going to pay for this—
and I've got a good idea how to make him
suffer 1

CHAPTER X.

FORRESF HAS TO STICK 1T,
ULLIVER shrank
£ . back.
4 “We're not ia
thiz! he Dbleated.
“Bell an’ 1 didn’'t do any.
thin’1»

- “Of course didn’{!?
howled Bell nervously.

“We'll deal with you chaps later!™ said
Handforth. “Forrest’s going to sit down in
that pool of glue!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poetic justice, by jingo!”

“¥You—you mad idiots?" gurgled Forrest.
“You can’t do that! This is a new suit -

“All the better!” interrupted Handiorth,
“It'll be a stern lesson, miy lad! We can’t
do it, eh® We'll jolly sodn show you
whether we can or not! Lend a hand, you
fellows!? .

Wwe

Thers were plenty of juniocrs ready fo
oblige—for it was universally felt that
Forrest deserved something particularly
severe.  In spite of Bernard’s ifrantic pro-

tests and struggles, he was swept off his
feet and dumped into the vety centre of
the glue puddle.

He landed with a sqguelchy thud, and the
expression of horror on his face was comicul



pro—

]
[

—at least, : .
so. Nipper himself took an active part in
the business, for he felt that it was an
excellent punishment.

“What about the glue-pot?” asked Church.
“There’s still some in it—"

“By George, so there is!” said Handfiorth
exultantly. “Ifold him there, you chaps—
keep him down so that he sticks! There's
pothing like glue!  We'll avenge Tubbs
properly.”

Handforth seized the glue-pot, and
grinned as he found a fair quantity of
warm glue left. 1le calmly tipped it over
Forrest’s head, and the sticky mass ran
through his hair, and down over his face.
Bernard gave a mournful groan, and put
a hand to his head. It came away with a
treacle-like sucking noise. He was un-
doubtedly in a frightful mess.

“That’s about enough,” said Nipper
grimly. “I don’t believe in this sort of
thing as a rule. Bubt we've got to make
exceptions sometimes. Poor old Tubbs will
have a black eyve for a week—and a swollen
nos¢ for dayvs. Ie might have been care-
less, but he didn't deserve that cowardly
treatment.”

The Removites dispersed, and Handforth
cave a whoop when he discovered .that
Gulliver and PBell had made themselves
secarce during the excitement. Church and
AMeClure found themselves dragged into 2
man-hunt. The Ancient House was scoured
from end to end for Forrest’s accomplices.

In the meantime, Bernard was left utterly
alone in the upper corridor, Ile was dazed
by the extent of the catastrophe. He sat
there, too miserable to maka any attempt
to rise. He had intended to startle the
natives this morning with his gorgeous
attire. And what was he now? A wreck!
A sticky, horrible caricature of humanity.

And when he did attempt to get up he
received a fresh shoek. 1In spite of all his
efforts, he couldn’t rise! He was fairly
stuek to the floor—glued there by the seat
of his trousers.

“Oh, the beasts—the rotters!™ he moaned
nnhappily. '

Archie Glenthorne emerged sedately from
his own bed-room at that moment. He
was about to pass along to the head of the
stairs when he was arrested by a plaintive
cry of anguish,  He paused, startled.

“Goodj gad!” he ejaculated. *“I mean to
5 O

“Help!” shouted Forrest.
thorne, lend a hand!®

“Absolutely!” said Archie, hurrving for-
ward. “What-ho! Archibald to the rescue,
what! Odds visions and apparitions! What,
1 mean to say, is absolutely this?”

_He paused, horrifled. He beheld a junior
sttting in the centre of the corridor, dusty,
dishevelled, and with hair that seemed fo
be matted with black treacle. The stuff
even ran down his face.
“Thanks!” asped
(ilenthorne ! S

“I say. Glen-

Forrest, “Heave,
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the onlookers seemed tQ think

“But, dash it—— I mean!” said Archigc.
“Laddie, laddie! 7You're looking absolutely
frightful!”

“Don’t jaw!"”
your hand!”

Archie held out his hand automatically,
staring at TYorrest with fascinated hortor
in the mecantime. Then he suddenly shud-
dered from head to foot. Something had
touched his elegant palm—something sticky
and glutinous.

“Good gad!” he gasped, leaping a yard
into the air,

lle backed away, staring at his hand with
glassy consternation, A number of thin,
sticky strings were hanging from his fingers.
And as he moved his hand, his fingers
stuck together in the most ghastly fashion,
To Archie, this sort of thing was worse
than an carthquake.

“You absolutely foul blighter!” he panted.
“I mean fo say, yvou've positively done the
dirty on Archibald! Glue, what? The
good old digits are adhering like the
dickens!  Phipps—2Phipps?!  Help, laddie!
5.0.S.,, and all that sort of bally thing!
The young master is wilting.”

He stapgered away, utterly unconscious
of TYorrest’'s frantic calls. The leader of
Studv A was getting desperate now. He
was stuck more firmly than ever. It mad-
dened him fto see Archie reeling off just
because two of his fingers were sticky., And
he—TForrest—was glued from head to foot!

snarled Forrest. “Give us

Footsteps sounded behind him. Ile tried
fo turn, but couldn’t. Bnt ‘he heard the
well-known voice of William Napoleon

Browne. The captain of the Fifth, in fact,
was just going downstairs, in company with
Horace Stevens, of the Fifth.

They drew opposite the unforfunate
Removite, and paused.

“Ah!"  said Browne Kkindly. “Here,
Brother Horace, we see a member of the

junior school indulging in his favourite
pastime! It has alwayvs puzzled me to
understand how these afiairs can be looked
upon as a pleasure.”

Stevens grinned.

“Therc seems to have been some trouble,”
hr remarked.

“Let us pass along, and leave the foolish
vouth to his unaccountable game,” said
Browne, smiling benevolently upon the en-
raged Forrest. “It appears that he is play-
ing Indians, or somg¢ such childish amuse-
ment.  You will obsgerve that his hair is
already prepared for the feathers. Prob-
ably he iz waiting for the palefaces to
spring to the rescue. A truly wonderful
exhibition of the art of pretending, DBrother
Horace. But there! It has been truly
said that boys will be boys!”

They passed on, unmindful of Forrest's
vells.  As a matter of fact, Willlam
Napoleon knew exactly what had happened,
and he and Stevens chuckled hugely after
they had furned the corner. They came
face to face with Galliver and ‘Bell, who

| were both looking scared and hunted.



“Did I not say that we should encounter
the palefaces?” asked Browne smilingly.
“you will notice, Brother Horace, the
ghastly pallor on these - undistinguished
countcnances. You will observe the drawn
lines of anxicty.”

“Seen  Handforth asked
Gulliver hastily.

“Ah, now we get a grasp of the
situation,”  said Br_owne “Hanhdforth,
apparently is the hunter. Doubtless he
has two staunch supporters by his side,
Need we mention names? And these
wretched youths are in mortal fear of their

ccalps.” “Wh
ere’s

anywhere 7"

“Chuck it, Browne!” said Bell.
Forrestr”

“You will find the unhappy brave seated
on the  floor round the corner,” replied
Browne kindly. “One wonders why he
chooses to dispose himself in the {fairway,
but there is probably an excellent reason.
Wio am I to question his motives? But
let me advise, Brother Bell, a swiit retreat.
I venture to suggest that you could do no
better than place at least a couple of para-
sangs between yourself and the hunters
who are even now on your trail.”

“Gully—Gully!” came a frantic howl from
round the corner. “Belll”

Gulliver and Bell glanced at one another,
and went to the rescue. There was really
nothing else to  he done. ‘They reached
Iforrest in safety, and found him nearly
speechless with ftury. He was further
hundicapped by the fact that his mouth
was getting stuck up.

“You fools!” he panted hoarsely. “Why
didn’t you come before? I'm stuck!”

“Stuck!” repcated Bell, with a gulp.

“I can't get up, you jibbering idiot!”
hooted Bernard. “Lend a hand!”

Gulliver and Bell seized his two arms,
and heaved. There was a rending of
material—an ominous tearing sound. In a
way, the manceuvre was successful. At
least, Bernard Forrest rose to his feet. °

“Great Secott!” yelled Bell. “Look there!”

Bernard Forrest had risen, but the seat
of his trousers was still on the floor. -And
Bernard Forrest’s rear was eomposed of
nothing more substantial than the tail of
his shirt. With horrified eries, Gulliver and
Bell hustied him into their dormitory.

There were thrce vacant seats at the
Bemove table during breakfast, Lhowever.

e e, Y

CHAPTER XI.
GUY SINCLAIK SHOWS HIS HAND,

GU SINCLAIR paused

near the entrance {o

the West Arch, and

looked. at Forre st &

Co. with an inguiring glance.

- Although they were juniors,

- he was rather friendly to-
wards them. They were fellows of his

own breed,

}

- welcome to leave the
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“You're looking ' pretty miserable, my
sons,” Ne said, staring. “What on earth’s
the matter with you? Fed up with school
already ?”

Bernard Forrest glared. It was mnearly
time for morning lessons, and although he
was spruce and txdy again, he had had to
put up with the grins and chippings of the -
other juniors ever since breakfast. And
he and his pals had been forced to buy a
snack at the school shop.

“I'm fed up with the Ancient House, ANY-
how!” growled Forrest. “Those cads there
make me sick! What with Handforth and
that rotter of a Hamilton, life isn’t worth
living! A chap can’t. do a bally thing with-
out being jumped on by a pack of goody-
goody prigs!”

Guy Sinclair nodded sympathetically.

“Yes, your House is a bit of a hotbed,
isn’t it?' he asked. “Even worse than the
West House. But there’s going to be a
change, Forrest. Take my tip, and work a
transfer, if you e¢an.,”

; ‘;A transfer?” asked Forrest. “YWhere

0 n

“The West House.”

“Rot! Stokes' crowd is just as bad!”

“But it won’t be!” said the East House
prefect. “Just wait a day or {wo, my sons,
and you’ll see some %t'lrthng changes.
ha.ppeq to know. No, I’'m not saying any-
thing more —~but take a tip from the horse’s
mouth.” -

He walked on, leaving Forrest & Co.
puzzled., Sinclair wondered if he had bheen
unwise in giving a hint. But what did it
matter? He had already made up his mindd
to show his hand without delay.

He entered the East House, and went to
the Housemaster's study. Mr. Barnaby
Goole was there, but he did not give Sin-
clair a particularly {riendly look. Sinelair
was one of the prefeets that Mr. Goole
could have dispensed with quite easily. He
instinetively distrusted the fellow. The
tlousemaster was rather eccentric, bheing »
vegetarian among other things. But he
was an excellent controller of boys. '

“Well, Sinelair?” he asked diffidently.

“Scrry to trouble vou, sir,” said the pre-
feet. “The fact is, 1 was wondennrr i 1%
would be possihle for me to transfer into
the West House?”

Mr. Gocle sat uap.

“Indeed ?” he said, in surprise.

“I know it’s not the usual thing,” went
on Sinclair.  “But therve are one or two
fcllows here I can’t get on with-—nothing
I can complain about, sir, but vou know
what it is. I shall hate to leave the East
House, bhut if there is any possibility

“T am afraid yvou must go ‘and see Mr,
Stokes about this,” interrupted Mr. Goole.
“He is concerned gven more than I am.
I will tell you,lhm're\er' that T will place
no obstacle m your way, Sinclair,” he
added drily. “For my part., vou are quite
ast Houvea whenever

you please,”



' g

Sinclair frowned.
Housemaster’s tone.

“Glad to get rid of me,
sourly. . -~

«“gt least, Sinclair, you have not dis-
tinguished yourself in any. particular
capacity that I'm aware of,” said Mr.
Goole. “No, I shall not be glad to get rid
of you—but, to be quite candid, I don’t
think you will be missed.”

“It’s just as well to know the truth,”
said Sinclair insolently. “I am glad I came,
’11 soon clearr out. 1 don’t want to be
where I'm not wanted.’

He passed out hefore Mr. Goole could
make any further comment. He went
straicht across to the West House—in a
rather ugly mood, His IHousemaster’s words
gave him just the required recklessness for
his present task., Without "that spur he

He didn’t gquite like his

sir?” he asked

might have hesitated bhefore embarking
npon such a rascally errand. But there

was no turning baeck now.

He reached Mr. Beverley Stokes’ study,
and strode in withont even knocking. Mr.
Stokes was trying a couple of new dance
steps he had read about in the morning

paper, and he spun round, frowning., It’

was like Sinelair's nerve to imtt in, and
thus rudely surprise him.
“ Where are your manners,

Sinelair?”? he
asked sharply. - : _

Sinclair closed the door, and turned care-

lessly,
“Did I eome in without knocking?” he
asked coolly, ¢“Too bad, Mr. Stokes! 1

didn't know youn were so hot on etiguette! -

Mr. Stokes looked at him in surprise.

“We won’t argue, Sinelair,” he
curtly. ‘““What do you want?”

“I've had a talk with Mr. Goole, and I've
arranged to transfer into the West House,”
replied the prefect. I thought I'd befter
come along and let you know, so that you'’ll
expect me.”

Mr. Stokes was positively startled.

“Tpon my word, Sinclair!” he cjaculated.
“1 have met a few examples of efirontery in
my time, but this beats everything! You
impertinent voung rascal! How dare you
adopt such a dictatorial tone?”

Sinclair shrugged his shoulders.

“No need te get on the high horse!” he
retorted.

“You have apparently forgotten, Sinclair,
that I,_ am entitleld to respect even from
a premct,” said the Housemaster curtly.
“ When you address me again, yon will re-
member that!”

““Yes!” sajd Sinelair.

“Yes, what?” thundered Mr. Stokes.

“Yes nothing!” replied Sineclair ealmly.

Mr. Be'everley Stokes opened his mouth,
but didn’t speak.. He gazed at the prefect
closely. For. an instant he feared that the
Tellow was out of his mind. There was cer-
tainly a strange pallor in Sinclair's eheeks.
But Mr. Stokes did not know that this was
caused by his inward excitement. -Sinelair

said
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A few curt orders and Mr. Beverley
Stokes was literally thrown out of the
night club !

was only eéilm outwardly—this initial inter-

view, which he had rehearsed so often,
was proving to he very difficult. _
«“Have you been drinking, Sineclair?”

asked ‘Mr. Stokes quietly. <1 feel hound
to ask that question—even at this early
hour of the day. I ean think of no other
explanation of your extraordinary conduct.
Unhappily, I have heard rumours to the
effect that you sometimes indulge n

““ Never mind about my indulgences,” in-
terrupted Sinclpir insolently. “I've not bLeen
drinking, and I'm not mad. I’vc come here
to tell you that I'm transferrine into the
West House to-day.” " |

Mr. Stokes leapt to his feet.

“And I will tell you, Sinclair, that yon
will leave this study at. once!” he exclaimed
grimly. **Put all such ideas out of your
head. If you had come to me in the proper.
spirit, I might have consented. As it is, I
shall make it my duty to inform the Head-

master of your outrageous impertinence.”



Ginelair felt like bolting, for Mr. Stokes’
manner was ominous. Bub he carelessly sa_t
down in the nearest chair, and crossed his
Jegs. ‘This action, alone, proved that Guy
Qinelair was a fellow of considerable
strength, It required a great eflort of will-
power to effect that indifferent air,

«1 don't think you will,” he said, vawn-
ing.
Mr. Stokes could hardly believe the evi-
dence of his senses.

“ Sinelair!? he thundered., ¢“Is this a de-
lib¢rate piece of foolery? Rertember you
are a prefect——"’

“That reminds me,” interrupted Sinelair.
“T’'m only second prefect in the East House,
but that position won’t do for me here,
Yowve got to make me Head Boy.”

““Good gracious!” gasped Mr, Stokes.

The thing was getting bevond an expres-
sion of anger. It was useless being en-
raged with this yvoung lunatie. By hiz calm
manner, he apparently had no notion of his
impertinence.

“ Indeed !” went on Mr, Stokes.
want to be made Head Boy?»

“That’s the idea.”

“1 commend your modesty, Sinelair,” said
the Housemaster, calming down. * The best
thing you can do is to go away as quietly
as possible, and get to bed. 1 will lose Do
time in ‘phoning to Dr. Bret{——"’

““So you think I’'m off my head?® infer-
rupted Sinelair calmly. ¢ No, Mr. Stokes,
I’'m sane enough. Why beat about the bush
any lenger? You'll give me the head pre-
fect=hip of this House hecause you'il have
to. I'm a reasonable fellow—1 won’'t make
any outrageous demands.”

Mr. Stokes was still nonplussed. Ie eould
only coneclude that Sinelair was wandering—
and vet he looked so normal. He went
to the door, and placed his fingers cn the
handle. ;

““Come along, Sinclair——* he bepan.

““Just a minute,” interrupted the prefect.
“You'll understand evervthing in two
sceonds, Am I going to become Head Boy
in this House—or shail I Iet #he school
know of that incidenf on New Year's Eve?”

Mr, Stokes stared in blank astonishment.
““ Affair on New Year's Eve?”” he repeated.

**Yes—when you were kicked out of the
worst night-ciub in London,” replied Sinclalr
sn;nothl;:. “Now, Mr. Sftokes: Wlhat about
ity

S0 you

CHAPTER XIL
NELD BRY HIS PLEDGE.

R. BEVERLEY
M STOKES stood stock
SLILL,

Those last words
of Sinclair’s had been sgoken
_ quietly, but their effect was
NG like that of a bhombshell.
Until that second Mr. Stokes hadn't had
the faintest suspieion of the senior’s motive,
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Indeed, ever since the unfortunate inci-
dent, he had believed that his wife and the
two Lamberts were the only people in the
world who Kknew., There had been other
people in the club, of course, but Mr. Stokes

had assumed that they were all total
strangers,

He stood there, staring alt Sinclair,
aghast, He wasn’t particularly ailarmed

that a St. Frank’s fellow knew the story—
but he was aghast at the idea of Sinclair
attempting to make capital out of it.

“* Well 22 asked the scnior. ¢ Does it make
any difference?”’ |

Mr. Stokes foucht hard to control himself.

“* Get out ! he said thickly.

There was sufh an amount of suppressed
fury in hisz tone that Guy Sinclair started
to his feet.

** Better go carefully!* he sald uneasily.
‘““No need to lose your temper, Mr. Stokes!
You've either got to consent to my plan, or
I'll tell the whole school that you were
chucked out of the Smugglers’ Lair—"

““*You infernal young rogue!” thundered
Mr. Stokes., “Are you going out of this
study quietly, or shall I boot you out?”»

‘“ L.ook here——*’

“You’'ve got two seconds!”

“But I tell you——?’

Sinclair paused in dismay as Mr. Stokes
flung the door open wide, and then reached
out. 1le seized Sinelair by the scruft of the
neck, planted his hoot fairly in the pre-
fect’'s rear, and heaved.

It was fortunaite for the Sixth IFermer’s
dignity that nobody happened to be within
sight, He shot through the doorway like a
stone from a eatapult. In a confused heap
he landed againzt the opposite wall, and the
door slammed with such a crash that the
very walls shook.

Sinelair picked himself up dazedly—having
received the biggest surprise of his life.
He had expected Mr. Stokes to cow down—
to meekly submit. And Mr. Stokes had
booted him out!

Every one of Sinclair’s carefully thought-
out conclusions were shattered. He went
off down the passage in a tearing rage. All
right! He’d show the fool what he could
do! He'd get him sacked within an hour!
Onece the school got hold of the yarn, there
would be no peace for Mr, Beverley Stokes.

And while Sinclair tottered out of tha
West House with this determination, Mr,
Stokez sat at his desk, staring st.aight in
front of him, and breatling hard. He was
a yvoung man, and he had let himself go
in no uncertain fashion. He calmed rapidiy.
Perhaps that action of his had been too
undignified. Buft human flexh and bload
could only stand a certain amount.

““The young cad!” breathed Mr. Stokes,
“The unmitigated young scoundrel! Black-
mail! Nothing more nor less than blaek-
mail!"?

And then Le began to think in a different
strain,  What if Sinclair did tell the school?
Would it make any difference? His own



hoys, at least, would no donbt dizeredit the » and

winle  VAarmn, )
would probably Then, of course, thcre
was the Head. Even if the Head didn’t be-
lieve if, he might feel compelled to inquire
into the matter. . )

That would he awkward! Aun inquiry!
Of course, the affair had been quite inneccnt
—and Mr., Stokes knew that he had done
abhsolutely nothing to be ashamed of. A
word of explanation {o Dr. Stafford, and
ithe Intter would soon put his foot down
sharply cn the scandal-mongers.

There was nothing to be really alarmed
abont., AJl the s=ame, it was uupleasant
enough. Some of the boys would just love
io whisper that serdid yarn all over the
place. And it might mean a bothering in-
terview with {he tGovernors, too. A thiglg of
that sort—so harmless in itself—could be
exaggerited by rumour into a hage affair,

“ Confound it!? muttered Mr. Stokes,
puzzled. *The very last thing 1 wanted!
By Jove, it makes a fcllow vow that he'll
bee cantious before he sets off on Lhese
errands, saving people fromm their own fol-
iies,  There’s such a thing as being too
good-natured.” :

He wasn’t allowed to think wmore deeply on
the subject, for the doer opened, and his
wife entered. Mrs. Stokes was ¢ ite young,
and very charming, She looked particularly
frezh this marning, for she hiad been for a
walk in the crisp, frosty January air.

“Barry!” she exclaimed. “ Has something
happened?”

“What on earth—-" he bcgan.
dn you mean, Joyee? What
think-—"’

“I met one of the =eniors just now,™
<he replied, looking ruther alarmed. I
don’t, know him—except that he's one of the
noys from the other side of the Triangle.
But he actually stopped me in the lobby,”

“Tie young cuth——?

‘“Please, Barry!” she bezged. ¢ Please
tell me what it weans. Ie wasn’t rude,
but he just said this—‘if vou are seeing
Mr. Stokes, please tell him that I'm ip-
climed to wait until nouon—but no longer.’ 1t
was such an extraordivpary thing, What in
the world did he mean?”

Barry Stokes eould see that it was useless
to pretend. Besides, he had no secrets from
his wife. It wouyld have been better, per-
baps, to have kept her from knowing this
- wWortying aftair. But he wasn’t going to
r;s[{ any misunderstanding because of Sin-
cluir.

“Don’t be alarmed, dear,”™ he said quictly.
“The senior you saw was Sinclair. [
don’t know llow he found cut, but he knows
about that confounded business at the
Smugglers’ Lair.  You remember—yeung
Lambert.»

Mrs. Stokes Iooked startled.

“ How
makes you

“Oh, Barry!® she exclaimed. * This is
dreadfal 2
“Nonsense!” he langhed. =1 did no

wrong, and it can easily be proved. 1'm
furious because this young fool came here

ordered Imo

practically
But the kast House tellows | thought lie was mad at first.

about. 1
Wanted to
hecome Head Boy in this House, ‘Told nme
I should Pe forced to agree.»

Mrs. Stokes locked more alarmed than
ever,

“What a terrible development,
she suid. * You are practically in that bhoy’s
hgmdsmm iis power. You musin’t olfend
him, or he’ll tell the story to everybody.”

‘““ Mustn't offend him !*? echced My, Stokes.
“1 kicked him out!?

*“But think of what might happen!” she

Barry !*?

protested. *“‘I can understand what  he
meant now—he’s going to keep the secret
uptil mid-day. He’s giving you another
chance-~—»

. The infamous young hound!” snapped
Mr, Stakxes. ‘“ Another chance, eh? 'The
thing’s Jlaunghable, Joyce. It's absolutely
comie.*

It ien’t—it isn't!” she Insisted. ** Oh,

Barry, why ecan’'t you realize?
agree to what he says, he'll tell the story
to everybody !*

“Let im ! growled her husband, ¢ Do
you think I'm going to ealmly sit here and
be blackmailed by one of the hoys of this
school?  I've never heard of such a pre-
posterous thing in all my life! Let him
spread the story-—let him shout it from the
housetops! Who'll believe it???

“That’s nof the pgint——>*

“RBut it is the point, Jovee,” he =zaid
gently. ¢ Probably the Head will hear some-
thing, and will ask me about it. Well, I’ve
013]}*” gov to tell bimm the ftruth, and he’ll

“But you can't!” said his wife desperately.

“Can'ti”

“Barry, why aré you so siliy?° OFf course
you can't!”

“What on earth——""

“Pon’t you remenber your promise?”

“My promise?”’ repeated Mr., Stokes,
“Why, you don't mean—— Good heavens!”
he said slowly.

For a moment they looked at each other
in dead silence, :

“1% wasn’t merely an ordinary promise!®
went en AMrs. Stokes. ““You gave both Mr,
Lambert and his son your solemn word of
honour thab you wouldn’t breathe a word
of that affair! And I did the same! Don’t
vou see? Our lips are absolutely sealed!”

““ But under exceptional cireumstances—-"’

“ Barry, your pledged word?i”

“Yes, you're right ! he said ruefully, I
can’t possibly go hack on that-—-whateyer the
circumstances. Hang it! This position is
intolerable! I can’t reulise it, Joyvce—I
can’t belicve——  Look here,” he added,
“it’s lmpossible for me to submit to Sin-
clair’s fyranny. That’s final. What will the
result be? He'll tell the sehool,”

“But you mustua’t let that happen!”’ she
said, in alarm.

“How can [ help it?"’ said Mr. Stokes.
* And won't that be the same as if we
braoke our ward to Mr. Lambert?”

Unless you
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“That's why you mustn’t let it happen!”

that won't do Joyce!” said
Stokes frpaly ¢ Our lips are scaled, but
we're nobt responsible for Sinelair’s! Upon
my soul, there is a limit to these things! If
Sinclair speaks——"’

“But even then the position will be just as

¢ Oh,

bhad !’ interrupted his wife, with shrewd
insiecht. ¢ Why are yvou so dense, Barry?
Indeed, the position will be altogether
worse! This story will be all over the
school, and you won't be able to say a

1y
.

vord in your own defence

¢“ By Jove!” breathed Mr. Stokes. “That's
rieht, Joyce! Now you come to put it like
that, I'm beginning to think the affair is
grave, after all!”

Mr. -

tioned Mr. Stokes on the matter, he could
give ahsolutely no satisfactory answer. In-
deed, he would be compelled to maintain
complete silence.

And what would that look like? Obviously,
any disinterested party would assume at
once that Mr. Stokes was guilty of a dis-
graceful orgy. His incapacity to refute the
charge would be taken as an expression of
erilt.  Whichever way one looked at the
problema there was no solution.

“You’ll have to see the boy again, and
agree to what he wants,” said Mrs. Stokes,
“For your own safety, Barry, you've ot
to keep his tongue still.”

“But i1t's cut of the question!” said her
husband, rising to .his feet and striding up
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CHAPTER XIIL
THE ONLY COURSE.

ITHOUT question,
Mrs. Stokes had
hit the vital nail

It

on the head.

was one that was so liable
to be missed—but onc so all
- important.

Neither Barry Stokes nor his wife were
obliged by their pledge to keep Sinelair's
tongue silent, But if Sinclair spoke, they
weuid be in the intolerable position of
standing by in silence. If the Head ques:

and down. “Life wouldn’'t be worth living
under such conditions! To have that in-
sclent young puppy lording it over me, and
giving me his orders——— No, Jovyee, it’s
ridiculous !

. “Then what will
cuietly,

“I1f he wants to make trouble—he'll have
to make it."”

“ And you will lose your appeintment hoere,
and be utterly disgraced,” she said. < That's
what it will end in, Barry. Why, the Heud
will make inguiries before this very even-
ing! He'll be bound to--he couldn’t let it
stund. And, without any satisfactory ez

vou do?"" she asked
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planation irom you, he will assame the
very worst. Thrown out of the wugst night
club in London! Imagine it!  Even the
ananager of the place would declare that it
was true.!

«« All Pve got to do is (o get released
from ihat promise,” said Mr. Stokes stub-

pornly. I can cxplain to Mr. Lambert
that the circumstances compel me Oh,
but-—'*-"—'—',j

e broke off, and locked at his wife in a
startled way. .

“JFove ! he muttered., ¢ Mr,
gone to New York.”

« And his son is in the South of Franee,”
said Mrs. Stokes.

¢« Of all the infernal luck ' said the House-
master, looking really alarmed. ““I% seems
too unnatural But wc've got to face
the facts, of course,” he added soberly., 1
don’t even know Lambert’s address—or his
son's.  Surely we should be justified
No, of course not,” he added. ‘A promise
is a promise. What can be done?”

¢ Perhaps Sinclair won't be too unreason-
able,”” said Mrs. Stokes. “You’ve gut to
see him again, and agree. In the meantime,
you can find out Mr. Lambert’s address—and
his son’'s address. You can write, and get
them to rclease us from  our promise.
They’ll naturally do that as scon as they
know the facis.”

“ And let Sinclair dictate to me until the
release comes?’” mused Mr. Stokes. By
Jove, if T do that, I'll have it up against
him when T can open my mouth! 1t'H meun
wmstant expulsion for the young brutel”

All the talking in the world mwade no
difference. The only way was fo do as the
young Housemaster had just said. He would
have to submit to Sinclair’s intoleralile im-
pertinence until lLis tongue was untied.
Pending the arrival of that double release
from Mr. Lambert and his son, the utmost
caution would have to be maintained,

At last Mr. Stokes was obliged to confess
there was no other course. He told his
wile not to worry, and sent her into the
private quarters of the West Honze. Then
he sent for Guy Sinclair.  Lessons, of
course, were in progress by now, but
Sinclair came within five minutes: He was
locking calm again, bat he wore s certain
alr of uneasiness.

“Come in, Sinelair,” said Mr.
grimly.  <“Shut the door.”

Lambert's

Stokes

“You’ve been thinking things over?” asked.

the prefect.

I have.”

" So have 1, sir,” said Sinclair. “I'd just
like to mention that 1I'm not willing to stand
any rhore rough-handling. I'm not a kid—-->
. “You are certainly
m?ﬁ"rupt'&d Mp., Stokes. “VYou are an ub-
mitigated younz blackguard.”’

“Look here, Mr. Stokes—'?

121 .

I am amazed that a scholar ¢f this school

should betray such criminal tendencies,”’
centinued Mr. Stokes,

not a kid, Sinclair,”-

“1 dou’t wish to pro-

long this interview. You have not ecarried
out Your threat?”

“Net yet,” suid Sinelair.
den’t agree—-."

*“One moment,” interrupted the Youse-
master. “How do you know of this affair
at the Smugeglers” Lair?  And how do you
think yeu ¢an prove that I was in the place?
It would bhe useless to tell you that my
visit was quite innccent.”’

“That’s not the point, sir,” said Sinclair
coolly. “The questicn is, would people
helicve it was innocent? If a word of that
came oub you’'d lose your appointmept here.
As for proving it—what about this?”

Ife took something out of his pocket, and
handed it over the desk. Mr. Stokes saw
that it was a snapshat—a flashlight photo-
graph. JInstantly his mind went back to that
night, He remembered the flush which had
occurrgd- on the ather side of the room.

“Upon my word!”’ he mutfered.

“ Pretty, isn’t it?” asked Sinelair.

Barry Stokes squarcd his jaw. The scene
was recalled vividly {o him. He was
staggered when he found his own figure
clearly defined among the others. Th2 snap
ceuld not have been taken at a more dis-
astrous moment,.

Tiiere was Mr. Stokes, reeling drunkenly,
withh wine splashed over his shirt-front. To
aiybody who didn’t know the truth, it
secmed obvious that he was one of the most
intoxicated revellers. -

“But if you

“Your cunning is even greater than I
supposed, Sinclair,” he said grimly. ‘8o

you were in that night ciub, ton?? He
started. < Wouldn't it be rather awkward
if t—halt fact came out?” he added keenly.
“You'd better think carefully before pro-
ceeding with this blackmail—-"

“1 aidn't =ay I was in the elub,” inter-
rupted Sinclair. “ As a matber of fact, that
snapsitot was given to me by a friend., He
merely wished to point oub some of his pals
—and I spotted you by chance. It would be
awkward if the school! knew of your little
night club doings, wouldn’t it?"

AMr. Stokes breathed hard.

This photograph was quite enough to con.
vinnce him that he would have to be cautious
in the extreme. If he refused to obey Sin-
clair’'s will, the story would get abroad—
the Head would learn of it—and Sinelair
would bhe called upon the carpet to explain
his reasons for starting the story. And
that photograph would justify him. It

i would also mean instant dismissal for Mr,

Stokes.

For the Head could
evidence of his own eyes. And with no ex-
planation forthcoming from +the young
Hceuszemaster, e would ouly have cone course
to pursue. |

“Going to throw it into the fire?” asked
Sinelair carelessty, ¢ It doesn’t matter to
me if you do !’ve got plenty more of those
printsi I ecame well supplied. I thought
it would be rather a good idea fo distribute
tiem round the various IForms. The fellows

not dishelieve the
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to dishbelieve a man’s

liatsle
But that snap would clinel it.”

are always

syord. -~
¢« wonder that 1 keep my tcmpu., Sin-

clair,” said Mr. Stokes harsh!y. “*You
are taking a contewptible, covardiy advan
tage of me. 1 assure you that my wvisit to
tln, smugalers’ Lair was innocent. However,
yvou have chosen to hlackmail me, and for
the time being I must submit. What are
vour demands: Would a sum of moncy
satisfy you?”

“11101'111‘ looked indignant.

“ Hang it, I'm not a fellow of that sort!

R

he protccted «It’s not fair to call it black-
mail, either. We're all ready to take ad-
vantace of an opportunity. 1 want the

prefectship of this Hcuse. There's pothing
crcoked in ti:at, Mr. Stokes. You've simply
got to appoint me, 41}& the matter ends. [
shan't bother you ag.:un

Mr. Stokes was inwardly rellexed—-—but lie
ouly nodded.

“ Very well, Sinclair,” he said (urth s 1
will have a word with Morrow, and you
may bring your belongings over durm" the

day. From this moment onwards you may
c-onside yvourself Head Boy of the West
House.’

Sinclair’s eyves gleamed with t!ldm]lh

“@Good enough! 1" he Rdld brizklv. = That's
all 1 wanted to know.’

He took his departure at once, and al-
though Mr. Stokes wanted to assist him

through the dr orway with his boot a second
time, he restrained this impulse. And after
Sinelair had gone, he sat at his desk, staring
dully before bim.

For the moment hie was in Sinelair’s power.
But he was only biding his time. There
“would come a day when he would be able
to face the rascally Sixth-Former, and defy
him to do his worst.

But what of the intervening pericd?

CHAPTER XIV.
A SURPRISE FOR 1HE WEST HOUSE

¢ EARD the latest?”
asked Ralph Leslie
Fullwood, as he
encountered Hand-
forth & Co. in the Ancient

_ House lobby shortly before
LS ' fea.

“ What's this—a catch?’ demanded
Handforth suspiciously.

“No, it's about Morrow, of the West
House,” said Fullwood. ¢ Here's Russell—
h-e’énheard it, too. Come on, (Clive—support
1Ie .

“Sure thing!"' =aid the Canadian boy.
“What about Morrow, anvhow?’” asked

Handforth. ¢ He's not one of our chaps.
He's the head prefect of the West
Housg—-"'

“No, he isn't,” interrupfed Fullwood.

he's

resigned. And Sinclair has been
pointed in his place.”

Handforth & Co. yelled.

“You fathead!” said Handforth, when L«

ap-

could wet his breath. *Tell that yarn to
the Marines! That cad, Sinclair? Head

prefect of the West House?
“1 tell you it’s a fact _ '
“You can’'t pull my leg like that!’ said

Piffle !

Handforthi. ¢ Sinclair isn't in the West
House. anyhow—he's  one of  Guule's
exliibita!™

* (heese it, Fullwood,’® grinned Church.

“}1 thought yeu'd disbelieve the yarn,”
sald Fullwood. ¢ But it happens to be true,
Sinelair transferrcd to the West House this
morning, He's llead Boy now—in full
possession as 1t were.  Honest injun, you
know, 1'm not spoofling.”

“You mean it's absolutely true?”

¢ Absolutely true,” said Clive Russell,
“ There's something queer about it, 1 pguess,
but we can’t fathom it. 1 passed Morrow
not long ago and he was looking Kind of
pale,*’

Haundforth into the Triangle,
and made a bec-line for the West louse.
There was a purposeful air about him.
Church and McClure caught him back before
lie could enter tie neighbouring domain.

“ Hold on!” said Church. “ What's the
1qea?”

strode out

“1I'm going to inguire about this,” said
ilandforth curtly.
“ But Tullwood says it’s absolutely true

1

“Then I'm going to ask the reason why!”
1oared Handforth. “*You chaps had better

come along, too. We'll pitch Sinclair out
on hiz neck. 1llul! We're not going to have

titat outsider on this side of the Triangle!”

“But it's not our business!”’ gasped
McClure. “ We're Ancient House chaps, we
can't butt in—-*"

“Watch me!” interrupted Handiorth
furiously,

Oune might have supposed that he was
the headmaster, by the way he spoke. [For

tunately, Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey came
cut of the West House before he could do
anything further. Dick 1llamilton and
Tregellis-West and Temmy Watson were
withh them.

*“YWhat's all this about Sinclair?” de

manded Handforth, runring up.

“No good asking me!” said Reggie Pitt
(Ilaf‘u::tf:‘dl} ‘““ He's our head prefect. You

could have knocked us down with a feather
when we heard it. Sinclair, mark jyou!
That East House bounder!”

“But what about Morrow?” asked Hand-
forth, 1n amazement,

““We don’t know—there's
about it,” growled Pitt. ¢ Morrow won't
say a word. The Sixth's seething. The
Senior Day-room is like an overheated boiler.
Sixth Formers are going about with clumps

something funny

““For some reason that nobody can fathoma, ; of hair in their hands.”
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«“Jt's a queer business, anyhow,’” re-
marked Nipper. ¢ The most puzzling thing
of all is this. Why did Stokes allow it?
AMorrow  Dbas  always  heen  particularly
chummy with Mp. Stokes. And now he's
been chucked aside, and this Mast House

rotter is put_in his shoes!”

“] spoke to Mr. Stokes about it half-ap-
hour ago, and e nearly bit my head off,”
sald J;u;h Girey., **lt’s quite ollicial, of
course. Sinciair is with us with Eﬁtokes’
consens, and we've got to put up with it.”

Theze woere not the only fellows who were

discussing the remarkable change. As Pitt
had declared, the Sixth was seething., They

fely that Mr. Stokes had gone out of his
mind. 15 woeuld have been bad enough if
Sinciair bad been merely transferred to the
West House, But what had possessed the
Housemaster to appomt this known rotter
to the position of Head Boy? There were
several prefects in the West House already

who deserved the post prior to any new-
comer. And it wasn't as if Arthur Morrow
had resigned. M was officially given out
that he had resigoed, but nobody believed
“it. And Morrow himself wouldn't give any
information,

ile was aboué the most popular senior in
the West llouze—and certainly the hest
Head Boy the House could have provided.
For he was net onty diplomatic, but le
possessed a blind eye wihich the juniors had
frequentiy found very useful. PFurthermore,
ne was the besb ali-round athlete in the
House, and a great foothaller.

Sinelair, on tiic other hand, was welil
known as a buollv—a snob, teo. e was fond
of institutivg card-partivs in his study, and
generally hehaving in a disreputable matnuer.
These facts were known far and wide—
amouy the boys, Llow was it, then, that
séuchh a feliow was appeinted in place of
Morrow?

It wag
House.

As u

rering shock for the West

malter of fact, Mr. Stokes had had
a very bad qguarter-of-an-hour with Arthur
Morrow. It had been im possible to explain
the situation—or even remotely hint at it.
Mr. Stokes had wuietly requested Morrow's

resiognation, and had informed him that Guy
blI]LLiII would take his place.

And Morrow, who was a senior with more

than his -halc of- shrewdness, had detected
that there was sormething b(.‘]hﬂd this. He
felt convipedd “hat  Mr., Stokes was not
Willingly making tlie change. And &0
Morrow was du-_uL enough tu say nothiug.
He aceepted the position, and vowed to
Limself that Lie would get to the truth of
it, sooner or later.

By the middle of ihe cvening .the excite-
ment had dicd Jown somewhat. Only the
West lHouse was really atfected, There was
a good deal of comment in the other llouses.

b no actuat excitcmwent. Apd as Sinelair

i\r’
A stogy
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lad uot made himeetr

: evident,
West Hlouse was ¢ooling

dowi.

even  the

The new head prefect bud kept strictly
to his own study—nobt even visiting the
Senior Day-reom.  1le was wise. A storm
would have greeted tmn if he had shown

Lis face thero.
But Guy Swelair was not going to let thiy
first day pass without a hmu c:f his com-

plete authbority., Now that the power was
actuaily in his bands, he was Lietuumued
to wield if.

e happened to be passing tluourrh the

Youst rlouse itobby just as i’+'ﬂ“f1<, L’ztt was
coinmg indoours.  Pitt looked at him queerly,
and Siucluir came to a sudden palt, An
idea had come to him. A dim reeollection
Lad stirred in his mind.
*“Where have you bheen?’? he asked curtly.
“"Over in the Apcient UHouse—why?»
“Did you have a permif???

“A  permit—io  go  into  the Ancient
House?? ~:_1;Lt‘-d }’ﬂ”.;':t, in  surprise.
**What's the idea, Sinchair? You may be
nhead pruub i this House, but

I don't wanv any .insolence!’’ rapped
c_-ut Sinclair,  “* You belong to the Juuior
Schiool, and you've been out of the llouse

after cailing over. Who gaye
to leave tl]I': bulldm":’”

Reggie Pitt looked blank. Sinclair was
he"unung to wnjoy himself now—particularly
as fe remembered that Pitt was one of the
Juitiors who had pelped to dr ag lllra cap off
on that memoradvle New Year’s Eve., He
would be able to gzet some of lua own back
HOW,

“I'm waiting!*?

““ f3 this

you permission

he said impatiently,

a joke?” asked Pitt. * Cheese
15, Sinelair!  When did the new regulation
cule in? [low long has it been necessary
to get a permit to visit oune of the other
Houses after locking upi??

Sinclair looked grim.

““As a muatter .of fact, it’s one of the
original school regulations,” he replied.
“You ought to huow that as well as me.
I'm head prefect now, and I'm going 10
see that the rules are adhered to.??

Pitt seemed to 1emember zomething, now
that Sinclair reminded him. There actuaily
wias @ school regelation to lhe effeet that

juniors could nut leave their Houses after
a certain hour - nless they had permission
from a prefect or a master, But it was one
of those regulations whieh had been allowed
to fall into disuse. It was obsclete—
although not actually ctiicially seratched.
That Sinclair should bring it up now, was
startling.  Fellows  were visiting Houses
other than their ewn thronghout the whole
evening—with impunity. Even the masters

took no notice. 145 was accepted as the
proper thing to do.
““What's the idea?” asked Pitt quietly,

e You know as well as 1 do that that rule
is ehelved, Sinelair,??
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¢“You have admitted that you went to
the Ancient House,”’ repiied Sinciair calmiy.
¢ Pid you have a permit or not?”

¢« 0Of course I didn't uave a permit.”

¢In that case, you'll write me five
Lundred lines for breaking the school rules,”
said the head prefect. ¢ What’s more, I
shall want them to-night, before bed-time.”

¢ But look here ¥ began Pitt indig-
nantly. _ . .
¢“That's all!” snapped Sinclair, # Mind

vou get them donel”

CHPTER XV,
1N DEADLY EARNEST!

EGGIE PITT was still
standing in the lobby

R a minute later, when
‘Nipper and Hand-

forth and Fullwood marched

in.

2 o) “About football,”” began
briskly. “ We've got to fix up a
« match for Saturday, Reggie. You're just
the man we want—— 1lallo! Anything
wrong?* he added. .

Reggie Pitt reeled gracefully into his arms.

“ Water, somebody!” he murmured. “I'm
feeling faint! Sinc.air’s just given me flive
hundred ‘nes for visiting you chaps in
the Ancient House.”?

“¢Five hundred!” said Handforth, aghast,

“TFor visiting us?’ said Nipper. ¢ But
that's not an offence!”

“I1t is according to Sinclair!” execlaimed
Pitt cheerfully. *° Pulled me up just as I was
comihg in, you know. Asked for my permit.
Of course, I hadn’t got one, so he whacked
out five hundred lines.”

‘*“The man’s mad!” said Fullwood.
*“There's no such regulation.”

“Yes there is, although nobody takes any
notice of it,”” replied Reggie. ¢ Sinelair
seems to have dug it up from somewhere,
Naturally, 1'm n¢t going to do the lines.
I'm not quite dotty.” .
evideatly out for trouble,”
“1f he starts by raking
up obsolete rules he’l! find himself in a
pretty hopeless mess. You fellows won’t
let him do any of that high-handed business
over here, TI'll bet.”
¢t Not likely,” replied Reggie. ¢‘lle’s oft
his ¢hump.’”

And the subjcet was dismissed in favour
of football. Later on, Reggie related the
story in the junior commen-room, and there
was much amusement. It was generally
accepted that Sipelair had attempted to be
funny,

But a few minuates
bell was due to

- “8inclairs
said Nipper grimly,

before the bed-time
ring, &Sinclair himself
appeared in the c¢ommon-room, and
beckoned to Pitt. All conversation ceased.

Somehow, the jumiors felt that something

| obeying my orders.

was goinz to happen. There was not a
single friendly eye bent upon Sinclair us
he advanced.

““Those lines, Pitt,”

‘““ Done them?”

‘* Look bere, Sinclair——"

‘“* Have you done them?”

“Of course I Laven't done ‘them!” re:
torted Pitt indignantly. ** What on earth’s
the idea of this? Do you think I'm going
to write lines for nuthing? If you don’t
feei satisfied, report me to the House-
master,”

““ Hear, hear!®

¢ Cheesc it, Sinclair!”

“Ppon’t start any rot!”

“]I'm not going to make it a rule to
report everybthing to the Housemaster,” said
Sinclair, producing a cane from behind his
hack. * My policy is to deal with these
things personally. 1 don’t believe in tittle-
tattle. Pitt, come here.”

“ What for?” demanded Pitt calmly.

“I'm going to cane you!”’ said Sinclair,
“I'm going to give you ten cuts for dis-
You may remember that
I’'m a prefect—the Lead prefect of this
llouse. When 1 give an order, it's got to
be obheyed.™ '

“You—you Pitt,

he said briefly.

hopeless ass!?” roared

““1 haven't had time

103ing  his temper. : _
to write five hundred lines—even if I'd
tried. I wouldn't write two lines—nof for

a supposed offence like vhat, anyhow! Go
and eat coke!” _

“Good old Reggiel”

¢“That's the way to talk!”

¢ This is going to do you no good,” said
Sinclair smoothly ¢ You've neglected that
impo., yvou've descended to insolence, and
now I'm going to thrash you. You'll take
ten cuts, and do those lines to-morrow,”

“Ha, hLa, ha!”

The common-room
at this joke. _ ‘

Sinclair, of course, was expecting it—he
had known from the first that he was giving
a punishment out of all proportion to the

laughed wuproariously

offence. Indeed, actually, there had been
no oftence at all. But Sinclair felt zafe
because it was a school rule.

And lie was taking this opportunity to
reveal a little of his power. Already he was
1eeling a dictator.

He strode forward, grasped Pitt by the
collar, and raised his cane. The. juniors
watched, dumbfounded. They had never
believed it possible that Sinclair wouid
attempt to put his threat into execution.
Evervbody was rooted to the spot on which
he stood.

“Better go easy!”’ warned Pitt danger-
ously. “I’'m not going to submit to any of
this idiotic rot, Sinclair! I didn’t do the
lines because it was a mad thing to give
them“ to me. And don't you use that
canpe!”



]'[_.A-re you threatening me?’® roared Sin-
-glair., A

“I'm telling you not {o use that came!”
retorted Reggie, enraged.

‘Slash!

Sinclair brought the cane down with ter-
rific force across Reggie Pitt’s calves. It
was a vicious blow, and one that would
have aroused the genial junior skipper at
any timie. But just now he was exasperated
by the continuation of this farce. For once
he had lost his temper.

“You cad!” he panted fiercely,

With one grab he pulled the cane out of
Sinclair's hand and swung it across the pre-
fect’s back. It was only a touch, and Sin-

vt i, i
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Sinclair, however, went straight to the
Housemaster’s study, and strode in. Mr.
Stokes looked up from his desk with a
frown. His eyes narrowed as he recognised
his wvisitor.

“What do you want?’ he asked coldly.

“Two minutes ago I had occasion to cane
one of the juniors—Pitt, of the Remove,”
said Sinclair. ‘“He pulled the ‘cane out of
my hand, and used it against me. I want
you to report Pitf{ to the headmaster for a
flogging!”

Mr. Stokes put his pen down.

“I can hardly Delieve this, Sineclair,” he
said quieily, “Pitt is not the kind of hoy
to do anything of that sort. No, I shall

- It was fortunate for the Sixth Former’s dignity that nobody happened to
be within sight. He shot through the doorway like a stone from a catapult.

2lair was hardly hurt. Pitt lowered the
cane, sobered. |

“Sorry!” ‘he muttered. “Didn’t mean to
do that, but you shouldn't have goaded
me. You must be mad, Sinclair! I demand
to he taken to Mr. Stokes!”

Sinclair’s eyes were gleaming.

“Yowll be punished in anothegr way,”” he
sald gloatingly. “You’ll hear more of this
later!” I

He sirode out of the Common-room with-
out another word, and a babel of voices
broke out. Everybody had .expected the
preiect to thrash Pitt within an inch of
his life, and his -sudden departire was
puzzling. But it was generally felt, that he
had thought better of his earlier project.

not report him to the Head. I will look
into the matter personally.” : :

“Y waut him reported to the Head!’® said
Sinclair insolently. “If you don’t do your
duty, Mr. Stokes, I shall do it for you!
Shall I report to the Head, or will you?”

Mr. Stokes rose to his feet, quivering.
“We'will see!’’ he said curtly.

Within two minutes they were in the
Common-room, and Mr. Stokes was looking
rather pale. He was under no misappre-
hension regarding Sineclair’s intention. 1If
Pitt had really committed the offence, and
‘Mr. Stokes failed to report it, he would
get into trouble. It was a flogging job if
a junior attacked a nrefect,
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“ Pitt,” he said quietly, “did you attack
Sinclair?”

“]1 pulled a cane out of his hand, sir,”
said Pitt, glad of the opportunity of put-
‘ting the case before ™Mr, Stokes, who was
celebrated for his sense of justice,

“He used the cane against me!” declared
Sinclair angrily.

#Js that true, Pitt?”’

“1 think I gave Sinclair a slash, sir, but
he provoked me,” replied Reggie. “ He gave
me fve hundred lines for visiting the
Ancient House.”’

“Indeed!” said Mr. Stokes, looking at the
prefect.

“Jt is a school regulation, sir, that no
junior boy shall leave his Iouse without
permission,” said Sinclair, with perfect com-
posure. “But that's beside the point. Pitt
attacked me, and he admits it. This is my
first day in this House, sir, and I want my
authority to be recognised.”

Mr. Stokes clenched his teeth, _

“You will probably hear more of this
later, Pitt,”” he said. “1 {feel that the
matter is serious.”’

He went out, leaving the Common-room
freshly amazed. The bell rang a moment

later, and when the Remove went up to bed

there was plenty to talk about.

CHAPTER XVI
THE SCHOOLBOY DICTATOR.

R. BEVERLEY
STOKES  regarded
Sinclair grimly.

“This is absurd!”

v

he sald. “You can't
proceed with this ridiculous
charge, Sinclair. Pitt con-

fessed to striking you with the cane, but a
private flogging in this study will be
sufficient.” -
s« Not for me, sir,” said Sinclair,
“ You young lound!™ snapped Mr. Stokes
fiercely. “What is your idea of persecuting
this boy? You give hiin lines for an oftence

which is no offence at all! And because
he fails to obey your ridiculous order you
attempt to cane him.. I have not the

slightest doubt that you deliberately pro-
voked him to turn upon you. I refuse to
take further action.”

Sineclair shrugged his shoulders.

“The punishment for a junior striking a
prefect is a public flogging in Big Hall, sir,”
he said. “I shall go straight to the Head-
master, report the whele affair, and tell
him that you have refused——"’

¢ Stop!” panted DMr. Stokes. “Is this
further blackmail?"’
“I wish you'd drop that word, sir!”

growled Sinclair. ¢“1'm Head Boy, and T'm
trying to maintain discipline. What iz the
Head going to say if he finds that you are
- taking sides with the juuiors against me?
iI want Pitt publicly fi~~=ed to-morrow meorn-
ng'l_l
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“But I tell you—=

“In fact, Pitt will be publicly flogzed to-
morrow morning,’”” said Sinelair, making for
the door. “ Think it over, Mr. Stokes. We'll
probably have a final word about this to-
morrow,”’

He nodded, and walked out of the study.
In every intonation of his voice, in every
mannerism, he told Mr. Stokes that he was
the autocrat of the West House—the dicta-
tor whose word was to be obeyed. Even
on this very first day he was revealing his
desire for absolute power.

And the next morning Mr. Stokes had no
alternative but to place the bare facts be-
fore Dr. Stafford. Sinclair had warped him
to make no mention of the fact that Pitt
had been given five hundred lines for an
imaginary breach. In Mr. Stokes’ un-
enviable position, he had obeyed. But he
was determined that this sort of thing
should not continue. He would rather ac-
g-_ept dismissal than submit to such humilia-
i00.

Indeed, the Housemaster would probably
have defied the rascally prefect altogether
but for Mrs. Stokes. S8She had made her
home at St. Frank’s, was happy there, and
it would be a cruel wrench to tear her
away. For her sake he was willing to sub-
mit to Sineclair’s dictatorship.

““This is very serious, Mr., Stokes,” said
the Head, when he had heard. < Pitt, I
understand, turned upon the prefect, and
wrenched the cane out of his hand—aiter-
warnrids using it?”

“ Y30 1 understand, sir.”

““1 will speak to Sinelair, and hear the
full story from hiz own lips,”” said Dr. Staf-
ford, frowning. It is a very serious casc,
and must be dealt with drastically., When
you go, will you please tell Sineclair that I
desire to see him.»

¢ Certainly, sir,” said Mr. Stokes.

A fierce impulse came upon him to blurt
everything out. But he held back, and
took his departure without - speaking. After
all, his whole career was at stake. Dis-
missal from 8t. Frank’s would mean the end
of all his ambitions. ©Once a schoolmaster
is relieved of his appointment in disgrace,
he has little or no chance of sccuring
another berth,

Mr. Stokes was not a single man. Ile had
hiz wife to think of—his home. True, he
could accept an allowance from his father.
But such a thing as that was abborrent
to a worker like Mr, Stokes. '

The result of Sineclair's visit to the Head
was, of course, foregone. And when tle
schaol collected in Big Hall for pravers
there was a sensation. Before the wusual
dismissal came, the Head came forward.

““This merning T have a painful duty to
perf?rm,-" he said quietly. ¢ Piftt step for-
ward.

This wus the first time Reggie Pitt had
of the sentence, and he instinctively felt
that a flogging was coming. He boiled
within hira. The injustice of it! The utiter,

[ absolute tyranny!
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“Pitt, it has been reported to me that
vou turned upon the head prefect of your
House, and struck him with a cane,” con-
tinued the Head. “What have you to
say ?”?

“ Nothing much, sir.”

“You admit the offence?”

¢ Yes, sir,”” said Pitt, “but the circum-
stances were exceptional. Sineclair had given
me lines for a ridiculous LN
“1 cannot listen to any excuses, Pitt,"
interrupted Dr. Stafford ecurtly, <« Yon
have econfessed to striking the prefect, and
that is enough. You will come up here on
this platform. Sinclair—Wilson—I shall re-
quire your assistance.”

A hum went through the school.

The West House fellows, of course, knew
how arrantly unjust this public florging was.
They were not only amazed, but startled—
scared by the thought that such a thing
could actually happen. 1t was clear in a
moment that Guy Sinelair was in posses-
sion of far more power than any other pre.
fect in the school. And he had only been
appointed the previous day!

Without question, he had made a spec-
tacular start!

“It’'s a rotten shame!” said Handforth
fiercely. ‘A publiec flogging for nothin-!
We ought to do something, vyoun chaps!
Why not start hooting, or something?>:

“We can’t hoot the Head, you ass?”
breathed Churech.

“We can hoot Sinclair,” said Handforth.
““The rotter ought to be kicked out of his
prefectship! If he’s going on like this in
the West House, life won’t be vorth living
for those poor chaps.”

“Silence, over there!” said cae of the
Ancient House prefects. ¢ Handforth, any
more talking from you and chere’ll bz
trouble.”

Reggie Pitt was on the platform now, and
he noticed that Guy Sinclair was looking at

him with sheer gloating. Indeed, Sinclair
was supremely happy. Even at this early
stage, he had not only imposed his will upon
Mr. Stokes—but actually upon the Head!
For that was what it amounted to. Sin-
clair was encouraged to go further with
his scheme for added power. He felt that
he could do just as he wished:

Reggie Pitt took the flogging without a
sound. He knew hLow unjust it was, but it
he told the full truth he would involve Mr.
Stokes In an awkward inquiry. And, some-
how, Reggie felt that Mr. Stokes had not
been a party to this outrage. The house-
master was looking pale and drawn. His
face expressed the agony he suffered.

The flogging over, the school was dis-
missed. On all sides Pitt received expres-

sions of sympathy. There wasn’t a fellow
in the junior school who didn’t know the
actual facts—and who wasn’t burning with
indignation. Out in the Triangle, half-a-
dozen independent meetings were being held.

“It’s no good making a fuss, you chaps,”
said Pitt, as a crowd swarmed round him.
¢ Sinclair’'s the chap to blame—and he's
evidently out for mischief, But he’s shown
us pretty clearly that we can’t defy him.”

“There’s something uncanny about it,”
declared Nipper shrewdly. ¢ Sinelair isn’t
an ordinary bully—he’s succeeded in forc-
ing his will upon your Housemaster. Even
the Head has been drawn in! You fellows
will have to go pretty carefully.”

“If I was a West House chap, I'd punch
Sinelair on the nose!” snorted Handforth.
*“1 wouldn’t put up with his rot!”

But the juniors of the West House were
very soon to discover that they would have
to put up with all sorts of startling things!
Guy Sinclair was on the warpath—he had
appointed himself supreme commander of
the West House, and he was determined
that nothing should stand in the way of
his ambition.

THE EXND.

How Sinclair’s terrorism leads to the beginning of a serious revolt will
be related Next Week in Another Powerful Story ;

“THE TYRANT OF THE
WEST HOUSE!”

{ ALSO, LOOK 6UT NEXT WEEK FOR :—

« DINGO, THE TRACKER!”

A Stirring Complete Story of Australian Adventure.




"FOR LIFE AND HONOUR

A Powerful Complete Story of

Self-sacrifice.

BY A POPULAR AUTHOR

CHAPTER I.
AGAINET TIME.

HE summer storm had burst with

I terrific violence. Lightning blazed

all over the black sky, and the
crash of thunder secmed to shake
the very hills.

Harry Redwin had reached {he old, half-
ruined windmill on the hillside just in time
t> escape @ drenching, He watched the
streaming rain with amazement. Never had
he seen anything like it before. In a few
moments the weed-grown track that Iled
down to the main road had Dbecome a
foaming river ¢f chalky water.

“Too much of it to last any {ime, that's
one conselation,” he thought. “But who's
going to ride a bike through this flood when
the rain gives over? It’s a motor-boat 1I'll
neced, instead of the jigger."”

He pulled his machine through tlic narrow
doorway, so that it would be quite ou! of the
rain, and then found a seat for himself. e
was fairly tired, for he had done a sixty-
mile spin that day, and the kst few hours
had been very close.

It was a pity the storm had not kept off
a little longer, because another ifive minutes
would have seen the cycelist safe indoors;
but he was not the sort to fume at any
delay. This was ali part of the fun.

Outside the gloom deepened, and here, in

the circu[:ftr'st-ure-mom below the wooden
windmill, it was utterly dark. Harry had
liis c¢yele-lamp, however, and this he Iit.

Then, after a further wait, he got up and
went to the door to consult the weather.

The rain shtill fell heavily, but the
lightning was g@growing less freguent, and
the thunder-rattie bad changed to a distant
rumble.

Suddenly, as Harry Redwin stood In the
-dark doorway, he was startled by a strange
sound from overhead.

It might have been only the rising wind
rattling a loose door up there; but then, he
thought, why hada’'t the wind rattled it
hefore? Was there somehody else sheltering
in the mill—somebody who had let himself
intto) the upper part, and now couldn't get
out?

He stepped out into the rain and dark-
ness, and flashed his cyele-lamp on the door
that gave cntrance to the upper section.

*Hallo!” he bawled.

The doer rattled vielently, and then came
a sound that sct Harry's flesh creeping.

““ Help!” That was the ery. although it
was so faint as to be aluost lost in the
noises of the storm.

Three steps at a time, Harry hounded up
the crazy wooden stairs Teading to the door,
In one band he held thie lantern; in the
other he grasped a block of woeod with which
he meant to burst in thie door, if necessary,

1t was necessary, as Yarry at once dis-
covered, and he went to work witih o will.
Half a dozen swinging blosws, and, crash,
the door flew inwards!

Standing at the top of the steps, Harry
flashed the lantern into the -doerwuay, and
next moment the bright light was playing

upen a wild-looking figure that clutclied at

the jamb for support.

“Hallo!”" eried Harry
the trouble?”

The stranger—bie was only Iarry's azge--
burst into speech, but his voice broke at
once, and he stopped, with one hand at L.
throat.

“ Here, steady on!” sald Harry, gripping
him I,)y gune¢ shoulder. <« You're not iil, are
;ou?’

? “No; only just about donc!”
came Jjerkily, in a rasping
gagt™

“What’s that? You've heen gagged?”

The poor fellow nodded.

““FFor five hours; an age it seemed,” lLg
panted, leaning weakly against the door-
post. “And I thought I'd never get free.
Iven now > e paused, and passed a
hand across his forehead. < It isn’t myself
I'm thinking about. TI'Il be all right soon.
But my uucle—it may be too late to save
him "

“Lock here,” said Harry., keeping very
cool, as he always did in a c¢ritical moment,
“this scems to he a case for the police, and
so I reckon I'd better cut off on my bike
for hielp.”

But the stranger cried out acainst this
suggestion. N

again. “IWhat's

The word:
tone, i he
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“No, not the police!” he groaned. * Give

me a few minutes, and then—then I'll do
whaotever can be done. 1f the police know,
‘the whole world must know, and we can’t
bave that. There’s a reason.”
_ “Q0h, really?” Harry was silent for a
moment, taking stock of the fellow before
him. Then he stepped into the mill, and
motioned hun to take a seat.

“Hope 1 don’t appear inquisitive,” said
Harry, ““but 1 cauw’t leave matters like this.
I find you fighting to get out of this place,
after being a prisoner—gagged and bound,
it seems—for five hours. That's ugly; but
you won’t bear of the police being told, and
—well, perhaps I may be told instead?”

Again there was silence, whilst the two
eyed each other. Then the prisoner of the
mill sat down and braced himself tegether,

“Yes,” he said, “I'll tell you. You're
ono of the right sort, I can see, and per-
haps—perhaps you can help a fellow who's
i a tight corner. My name is Cyril Har-
court. I was made a prisoner to-day simply
because 1 had been fool enough to let an
anonymous message lure me to this out-of-
the-way place. There were two men, and
they overpowered me, and left me gagged
and bound, meaning that I should not get
free this side of midnight.”

“And now?t?”

“ Aud now,” groaned Harcourt, smiting a
knce with one fist, ¢ these men are forty
niles away, waiting with a third to rush my
uncle’s honie by night. Desperate men
they are, and they have good reasons for
sticking at nothing, If I could get there by
train~— But that's impossible. There are
no trains, I know. Tell me,”” added the
speaker eagerly, “could I hire a motor?”

“A motor?”’ repeated Harry, jumping at
the word. ‘“No need to talk of hiring. You
shall borrow the dad’s car, of course!”

“But—-"’

“Now, if the matter is urgent, as I'm
sure it is, don’t l2t’s waste time over words.
My home’s just on the ather side of the
valley road. The dad’'s away, but the car is
th]efre. 1’'lt drive you that forty miles my-
selt.”

So saying, Harry darted to the door and
looked out. The wind was still rising, but
the rain had practically ceased.

-“Come on,” he cried, “and you shall
explain the whole mystery a3 we go
along. The main thing 1 to be on the
move, Yes, I'll leave the bike here. We
can do it quicker and better running
together Are ycu able to run?’””

““ Rather! You've put new life into
me. My word,” breathed Cyril Harcourt, as
they dashed away sida by side, “how
eternally grateful to you 1'lt be for your
help !

Down the hill they pelted, splashing
throuigh the chalky water that gurgled all
about them. It flashed across Harry's mind
that this would mean heavy going for the
car, but he did not mention the fact.

l

His new-found friend had quite eénough to
distract him already. If they were to be in
time, they must ride the forty nuiles at
top speed, Taat was the position, and 2
hreakdown of the ecar was something too
awful to be thought of.

Never once did they slacken speed on
their way to the house, and in less than
fiftecn minutes they were streaking up the
sopping gravel drive,

“Go right m!” panted Harry, throwing
open the door to his friend. < Mary,” he
added, as @ mait came forward, * this gen-
tleman must have something to eat and
drink at once before he joins me in the car.
[ am going to drive him on a journey that
permits of no delay. Now Pm eff}”

He ran down the broad stome steps, and
round to the stables. Twe minutes later
he was back at the front entrance with his
father’s powerful motor.

Cyril Harcourt was gratefully swallowing a
glass of wine when bis friend-in-need popped
his head round the door.

“She's ready!’ ecried Harry. “1'll be
down in a see., and then we’ll be off.”

With that he ran upstairs three steps at a
time, dived into a room that was furnished
as a study, and took certain things from a
table-drawer. - When be came down again,
Cyril was waiting for him in the car.

“Right!” said Harry, jumping into his
driver’s seat, He was in capital spirits, and
seemed to be enjoying the gueer adven-
ture. “ Expeet me when you see me,
Mary!”

The horn seynded twice, and the car slid
away down the gravelled drive. As they
turned into the main road, one wheel
dipped witit a splash into a big puddle. Ib
was a foretaste of what was in store.

“ Forty miles!’ repeated Harry “But
which way?”

“ Due south, I should think. You Eknow
East Mear? My uncle’s home is just outside
that village.”

“ Qoodt That’s quite enough for me.
Nine o’clock! You don’t think the attack
will be before eleven?”

“ Heaven knows?’ answered Harecourt.
“It may be deferred until midnight, and,
again, it may take place directly the house-

hold is in bed. We are not late bhirds,
cither.”?
“Um! Well, here ooes? And Harry,

jerking a lever, sent the ear whizzing for.
wards at the legal limit.

The two head-lamps cieft the darkness
with their dazzling fans of light, and many
a big peool of storm-water gleamed for a
moment hefore it was sprayed to right and
left by the whirring wheels. The road was
very uneven, and the car rocked like a boatb
at sea.

“1 shouald like to say one thing,” broke
out Cyrit Hareourt presently. < Whether
we win or lose, my gratitude will be just
the same. You have bheen too kind alto-
gether. I should have felt ashamed of



accepting your offer if it had becen for
myself. But it’s my uncle you are helping.

If we are in time, you will have saved one
of the finest men that ever lived, either from
4 violent death, or from disgrace that would
he worse than death.”

““That tempts me to put on another ten
miles an hour,” said Harry, with a forcied
laugh, “but it doesn’t make things clearer.
Hallo, here’s the Royal Mail!”

The car and the motor-van exchanged a
loud trump! trump! as they shot past each
other; then Harry, bending well forward in
his seat, with his eves piercing the dark-

ness ahead, snatched a daring spurt that

bhrought them to the foot of a steep hill

¢ Beastly slow climb this!”" he growled,
although the ear was shooting up at twelve
niiles an hour. “ But it couldn’t be helped.
Pardony”

“T say, it 1s only fair you should know
the whole case at once,” answered Cyril
Harcourt. ¢] don’'t know what yeu will
think of it. The affair is an ugly one. |
have told you that certain men are going
to raid my uncle's house to-night, but it is
not myv uncle whom they are up against. It
his only son, my cousin Oscar. I'rom
what I have disceovered, Oscar haz served
these men disgracefully, He was with them
cn an expedition into the heart of Africa.

3
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make all of them for iife. But on the |
journey howe, Oscar served them a cruel
trick. It seems too hideouz for words, but !

the men swore to me that it was true, and
1 helieve them. He gave them the slip, after
geiting them into a tight corner with the
savages. Think of it! They were white
men like himself; they had vowed to stand
or- fall together, But he sneaked away,
after robbing them of their shares in the
treasure. And so he came to Fngland at
last, feeling sure his cocmpanicns had been
slanghtered in the wilds. It was only a
week or so ago that he learned how they
had ¢scaped death, had followed him to
England, and meant to wreak vengeance.”

.“'.iud your uncle?” asked Harry, peer-
ing ahead as the ecar climbed the steep
hill.

“ My uncle knows nothing! It has been
my hope that he mnever would know any-
thine, for I am sure it would kill him. He
iz an old soldier, a man of honour, and his
son—hizs son has plaved {he double part of
coward and traitor!”

“Ah!"' breathed Harry., with a gentle
nod of the head. “Yez, I understand
now. You have tried to setfle matters, tried
to come between these desperate men and
your cousin, But they would not be inter-

fered with, and so they enticed yvou to the |

mill, so that you should he out of their
way do-night. There's just one other ponint,
Dees your cousin Oscar expect thiz attacky™
Cyril «Harcourt laughed bitterly.
My cousin treats the thing lightly, as
he treated his desertion out there in the
wilds., He thinks if the men do tura up,

|

- E————

They found diamends—enough diamonds tu]
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they'll put up with his bluff. But they
won't. They’ll kill him! I tell you there’ll
be a fearful scene, even if we are in time
to come between them. In their blind rage,

they may kill my uncle, too!”

“ By the way,” said Harry quietly, I
brought a couple of the guv'nor's revolvers
with me. I thought it advisable. Now,
then !’

They had reached the summit of the great
kill, and before them, in the black darkness,
lav a narrow, rutty road that dipped six
hundred fect in a mile. Harry shifted the
clutch, and felt for his brakes.

“ Hold tight!”

All speech ended there. That great car,
with its glaring lights, went whizzing down-
Lill, the bhorn braving a warning at every
pthier meinent..

Trump! Trump! They had reached the
level again, and werc rocking and splashing
along the main rcad. Ahead were the lights
of a small town; in & minute the car was
bounding tlrough the High Street. Idlers
in the rouad scattered to right and left;
further ¢ a youthful policeman thought the
time bad come to use his notebook.  Trump!
Trump! On they flew, the darkness shutting
down again as the town was left behind,
Ywhizz! \Whir-r-r! Whoo-oo0-com'! A
beautiful strecehi this! And Harry was
making the best of it.

But time was flymng as well as the car.
At ten o’clock they had not completed halt
‘he diztance, and what remained was likely
to take longer. For now they had to leave
the wain road. and Harry was not so sure
of his ground. FKowever, he had Cyril Har-
court to help in looking ahead, and between
them they risked the chance of a smash.

Past ten, and another twenty miles to
cover! They were desperate now.

The storm-clouds had all gone, but the
wind was high, tos<ing Lhe overhanging

branches ot trees that lined the road.
“SWVhea!” roared out Cyril, on a sudden,
And ilarry, who had also seen the danger.
brought the ear to a dead stop in twice
Lier own !enath. Only a few yvards ahead the
rond was bloexed ny thie upper halfl of an

¢clm that the gale had brought crashing
down. '

Out inmped the notorists, and worked
like mad to shitt the barrier. It was a

fearful iob. and the blood was singing in
their ears hefore the obstucle went crashing
into a ditch,

Another five-mile stretch;
villaze, This one was in
Harry zearcely reduced his speed as they
shot past the houses.  Alurost as much as
his friend, be was reckoning what might turn
npon 4 moment’s delay anyvwhere.

Those three desperate men, taking
house by surprise, a mceting with Oscar
Harcourt, a fierce quarrel—bloodszhed, per-
hapz. In any ecase, Cyril's uvnele would learn
the awful truth, and then—— No, it was
nct to be thought of! The car must get
them threugh in time to intervene,

thien anotler
darkness, and

the
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The minutes slipped away, and the going
seemed to become heavier. But at last,
just where a ghostly signpost marked some
cross-roads, Cyril Hareourt cried out that
they were nearing the goal.

It was grand but lonely eountry they were
running through now. Great hilis hung
abave them in the darkness on either side of
the narrow road. Noft a licht was to be
scen anywhere until the car had spun out
anaother four mites. T'hen Cyril, pointing
siraight ahead, indicated one speck of light
that marked the journey’s end.

“There’s a long approach to the house,
but no ledge at the gates,” he said.  Could

“ Here,” whispered Harry, as they started
to run towards the house, “you’d better
slip this ints your pocket.”* And he passed
one of the two revolvers to Cyril. -

They rounded a bend in the drive that re-
vealed the whole house-front. It was quite
in darkness, excenting for one French
window that opered on to a grassy slope.
Cyril plucked his friend by the sleeve, and
then led the way to this window, which was
wide open.

It was very odd, but not a sound came
from the brightly-lit room  Cyril gave his

companion an anxious glance, and then

e i
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Harry, out of sheer disgust for Oscar Harcourt, turned away.

And it was

just as he turned that he saw a dark figure—no; three figures—outside the

windocw.

wo leave the car just inside, and jhen go
up to the house on feot?”

“That’s the ticket!” agreed Harry.
“Whut does the one light signify? 1 see
it's a downstairs window that shows it!”

“Heaven knows!" answered Harcourt,
moving restlessly in his seat. *“ I only pray
that we are in time!”

In a couple of minutes

the gates were

reached. Hargourt jumped down and quickly
opened thnem. Then Harry, bhaving extin-
guished all lights, ran the car quietly a

little way up the drive and turned ber on to
the grass.

bounded up the slope. Harry, being a total
stranger to the place, was tempted to hang
back, but anxiety overcame his seruples, and
the two {fellows reached the big window
together.

Next moment they received a shock. Peer.
ing into the room, they saw the figure of a
young man lying all of a heap on the floor,
his head and shoulders well under the table.

“Oscar ! whispered Cyril  Loarsely.
“That’s Oscar!” '

““Then we're too late!” panted Harry, in
a tone of horrot “They've been here

| before us, and he’s killed!”
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CHAPTER II.
THE VENGEANCE OF THREE.

UT Cyrilt Harcourt .lrook his head.
“I've seen hiim ke this
he said, with ercat bitterness

at the table.”

Harry noticed then that there was a de-
canter and a glass on the table, and he
quite understood.

«If his father knew!” sighed Cyril. <1t
must all come out some da:. if be goes on
like this. What's the time?”

Harry glanced at his watcen,

“ Eleven-fifte~n, Shall 1
window?”

“Noj; better nct. Let it attract the men,
if tho} are lurking around. The sconer
they come now the better. 1t will help to
soher this cl:ap.”

Cyril knelt beside his
him roughly.

“ Here, wake up!

*’?

man!
Oscar Harcourt made a sprawling move-

“ Look

close  the

cousin and shock

Pull yourseil tegether,

ment, sat up. and rnbbed a hand luzily
across his blinking eyes.
«“ Hallo!” he said thickiy., ¢ Where yon

come fro'? Guv'nor said you'd ~you 'd wired
—zleeping night away from home.”

¢ Lizten, Oscar!” sald Cyril.  <“If there
has been a telegram, it was forged., 1 was
kidnapped t.o-dn;r. and my kldnlmper;‘; are
paving you a visit to-night. You can guess
what it means.’

< Fh? Oscar stared about him in a maze,
TLen he made an efforf tn brace himseil,
and got upon his feet.

““0Oh, T cee!"’ he said,
¢« Wha's this fellow?”
¢« Somecbody yvou might hehave deceutly to,
if vou can®”’ snapped Cyril: “He las
prolmhh saved your hfp by getting us both

with a foelizh laugh

here in his motor-car.’

““0Oh, so vou don't claim all the zlary for :
veurself?”  said  Osear, with « sudde
sneer.  “Saved my life! Pooh! You're a

fool if you think these chaps can do ang-
thing! This is England! Beastly interfering
heggar, you are!  Why couldn’t you leave
me to ﬁr*ht my own battles, a'n*;sﬂ‘? Sup-
pose you hope to work up a row, so as the
cuv'nor will know! You've heen wanting to
come hetween me and him all along!”’

Cyril flushed, but he choked back the
words that were on his lips. Harry, out of
sheer disgust for Oscar Harcourt, turned
away. And it was just as he turned that he
saw @& dark figure—no; three figures—outside
the window.

Harry's right hand flew to his pocket,
which held his revolver; but it was not
necesgary to draw the weapon., For the

three men, slipping W‘If‘lv into the reom
came to a dead stop g3 they saw Cyril Har-
court stunding there.

Oscar bhad glven a gasping ery and had
fatlen into a chair by the table. Nobsdr
took any notice of him. Tt was a duel! of
looks hetween the threz desperate men and

hefore,-‘-‘ .
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: those

the couple who had outwitted them by ticir
fortyv-mile race.
¢ (yood-evening, gentlemen!”
first to break the dramatic silence,
glad to be here to welcome you.”
There was a long pause; then one of the
men shiook his head slowly and regretfully.

“You should have been content to stay
where we left you, in the mill,”” he said.
“Our business is with Mr. Oscar Hareourt -

said Cyril, the
“] am

serious business—and we are not to be
trified with.”

And suddenly the speaker turned upon
Oscar.

“Coward! Cur! Thief!" he hissed.

“This is the moment we have been looking
forward to. Now we arc going to settle
seores!”

Oscar forced a smile to his white face.

““1 suppose it’'s because I'm tired,” he
gaid; ““but I don’t understand. Couldn’t
vou call at a more convenient time?”

“Bluff! The coward's ftriek!” cried {le
leader of the three, striding forward.
“You're going to pretend our case against
vou is all a fake. But you shan’t! Where
are our diamondsz?”’

“Diamonds? 1 know nothing
diamonds !”’

“sLiapl”

“ Here, steady!” cut in Cyril sharply. He
gripped the man hy one shoulder and dra vrged
him away from ©Oscar. “If vou will keep
calm I think I can manage things for you.
You shall have the diamonds, gentlemen.”

“You know where they are—you?’’ ecried
the leader of the three, Te shook himself
free and called to his companions. “You
hear that? He knows &

“] do not know.,” declared Cyril quietly.

about any

“RBut I mean to find out. Gentlemen,” he
went on quickly, “listen a moment! 1
understand how you feel, for I know what

vo'l have suffered. But you are brave mien,
and lwonourable; and I ask vou to think of
the brave and honourable man who is that
secamp’s father. He has only to hear us
quarrelling, and he will come down and
find out everything. And then—""
“Justice!” muttered one of the three
firrcely. “We can't think of others to-night.

We have wanted to spare you and your
uncle; but now——" '
“In five minutes,” pleaded Cyril, < the
diamonds shall be in vour hands. Oscar
Limself will get them.”
‘“ Not a bit of itt"”’ burst out the cad. “1I-

deny that these fellows have any claim at

ail &>
“Qscar,” said Cyril, ““go upstairs and get
diamonds—all of them. My friend,
Mr. Redwin, will go with you, to see
tnat you find them and bring them back
inzisdle of five minutes. You can trust Mp,
Redwin to see to that?” added the speaker,
turning to the three.
They looked hard at Harry, and then at
Cyril. Then they nodded.
Harry stepped forward.
““You had _better do as

you're told,” he
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gaid to Oscar, who was glaring about him
defiantly.

“ All right!” hissed the coward. “I'll be
even with you over this, Cyrit! You've
always been up against me, trying to cheat
me right and left out of everytking I
gessless; but I'll get even with you some
ayl”

“In the meantime,” said Cyril, pointing
by the door, ““you had better get alorg.”

And then Oscar slouched to the dcor. He
went out, followed by Harry, and in silence
the pair of them made their way upstairs
to Oscar’s bed-room. All was quiet about
the place; evidently none of the bousehold
had been disturbed by the scene below.

Watched by Harry, who stood by the bed-
reom door, Oscar prowled about for a few
moments in a state of revolt.  Then, as
though he haa resigned himself to the in-
evitable, he knelt down, dragged a stout
cak-case from under his bed, unlocked 1it,
and ftook out a linen bag containing the
diamonds.

“That's the lof,” he said, standing up.
“Even those cheats will admit that I've
kept none of them back. Now, perhaps,
youa’ll lead the way downstairs?”

Harry was about to do so, but in a flash
he suspected treachery. He wheeled round,
but even so he was too late. Oscar sprang
at him, and flung both arms about him,
and next momeut they were struggling to-
gether,

““ Ah, so you thought I was done!” blurted

out Oscar, with a low laugh, He made a

quick dash with one hand, and snatched

Harry’'s revolver from a side-pocket.
“Don’t you struggle, or you may get

hurt! 1 mean to give the whole lot of
yOIL; t-h(? slip. I’ beat you yet!”
ang!

Tlie weapon had exploded as Harry, scorn-

ing the thireat, renewed his struggles. The
report, of the shot was deafening, and

although the bullet had done no harm, he
knew that the noise must have aroused the
whole houschold.

Still strugeling with his opponent, Harry
heard a few cries of alarm, and then the
unlocking of bed-room doors. A moment’s
delay, and one door was flung open. Oscar
Harcourt’s father was standing there, bis
pyiama-clad figure showing dark against the
square of light. .

““ Help! Thicves!” cried Oscar, and the
words gave Harry an inspiration.

With a last mighty effort, he wrenched
himself free of Oscar, and knocked him back-
wards with a good left-hander. ‘Then,
spatching up the bag of 'diamonds, he darted
swiftly for the stairs.

Oscar's father saw a figure in full flight,
but he also saw another figure—that of the
son he doted upon—Iiging senseless in the
eorridor., Aund the father’s love was stronger
thian any desire to capture a-common thief,
Paying no heed to the fugitive, the old
man darted along the landing and knelt
by Oscar's side.

Five seconds later Harry hurst into the
room downstairs, where Cyril was standing
with the midnight visitors. '

“Come away:” panted Harry, signing to
the three to follow bLim stealthily through -
the French window,

He held up the bag of diamonds.

“1 have them here—they are yours, if
you will come away with me.”

“XYes, gol” pleaded Cyril, feverish with
excitealent.  “A moment’'s delay, and the
whole truth must come out! For his sake—
lor the sake of 4n old man to whom the
truth will prove a death blow—gy!” '

I'wo of the men moved to the window; the
third hesitated, looking bard at Cyril

“ You think this is ali a trick??

“1 think,” said the man gravely, “you
and your friend are two of the best I ever
struck.  You have peruaps saved us from
staining our hands with a coward’s blood;
you have certainly saved his unhappy father
from a killing blow. And befote we part?
—the man ocame a step nearer—*° periaps
yvou’'ll strike palms?” ,

Their hands closed in a bearty grip, and
then the tirce men, with Harry, vanished
from the room. '

A moment afterwards the door opened,
and Oscar’s father ecame runmning in, to
find Cyril there alone,

only

In the small Liours of the morming, Harry
Redwin drove the big motor-car up to the
front door of his own house.

He was quite alone, for he had parted

with the three men before starting on the

forty-mile run from the scene of that mid-
night drama.

And how had it all ended? He could not
be sure, even now. He cnly knew that he
had done his best to heip another in beed,
as a fellow is bound to do. The motor must
have left tracks. Would they afford the
police a clue in the hunt for the supposed
“ purglar ’’? |

Harry spent a whole day eof anxiety.
Then, towards evening, he received from
Cyril Harcourt a letter that put all his
fears fo rest.

Oscar Harcourt, having no better explana-
tion to offer, had stuck to the story of a
midnight thief, and his father knew nothing
of the thrce desperate visitors and their
errand of vengeance. v

So, by the courage and daring of Harry
and Cyril, the situation had been saved.
ThleI secret, of Oscar's villainy was a secret
still. '

“ And where does Cyril come in over this?”
mused Harry, as he folded up the letter.
“'Pon my word, it seems a thousand pities
that he should get never a thank you from
anybody.” .He was thinking all aloeng of his
uncle’'s happiness and honour, but his uncle
cau never know what he owes to the feliow.
Ah, well,” concluded the young man, “if
would be a sad world, iudeed, if a good and
brave action was never done in secret!”

THE END.



WHALE HUNTING

By LORD DORRIMORE

As told from the personal experiences of our
sporting Feer,

HE highly excitinz and thrilling
sport of whaling is dying out as a
business. The industry 1s carried
on mainly by Norwegians, around

Iceland, Newfoundland, and Faroe Islands,
and South Africa, and parts of the
Artarctic. The Antarctic fisheries are the
most productive.

New Bedford, which
greatest whaling port
nowadays practically
up. |

Many a tale is told of the *“greenhorns?’
who used 1o ship on whalers from the
latter port. The shippers would not take
on experienced tars; they were too difficult
10 control over the long voyages, some-
times lasting two or three years which the
whalers took. The *“greener” the farmer’s
jad or the counter-jumper the better the
shippers liked him.

There was no mistaking New Bediord's
industry in those days. The stranger,
placed on its wharves in ignorance of his

used to be the
in the world, has
given the Industry

locality would not be long without the
material on which to found a reasonable
guess,

At every few steps his progress would be
hindered or obstructed by long tiers of
huge, dirty casks, redolent of train oil,
while every now and again he would stumble
over a bundle of whalebone, or bring up
azainst a pile of harpoons, lances, boat-
spades, and other implements of dealing
death to leviathans—all of which pro-
claimed the calling of the place,

Here and there he might have seen a
patched, weather-beaten whale-boat, turned
bottom up upon the shore and an occasional
pile of oars.

There were two kinds of whale sought
from New Bedford—the sperm whale and
the *“right” whale. The latter is found
chiefly in higher latitudes, while the
cachelot or sperm whale is sought for
chiefly within the tropics.

. A man was signed on to make a voyage

“to the Indian Ocean, or such other
seas and oceans as the captain might see
fit to visit, in the pursuit of his business
of taking whales.”

No wages were paid, but the members of
the crew shared in a proportionate division
of the proceeds of the common voyage. This
share was called a man's “lay,”’ and varied
greatly, according as a hand was more or
less active and experienced.

Thus for a sailor fto be told that he
would be given the one hundred and

twenty-fifth lay, meant that his share in'
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the gross proceeds of the vorage was at

the rate of one barrel in every one
hundred and twenty-five.

The lay of a green hand varied from one
hundred and eight-five to two hundred.
Boat-steerers, mates, and even captains,
sailed “on a lay,” receiving, as a matter
of course, shares proportionate to their
experience and the importance of their
duties.

The actual whaline was performed from
the ship’s boats. Each boat had a crew
of six hands in all; of these the oflicer,
or boat-header, as he was styled, and the
hoat-steerer, or harpooner’s man, were {wo.
The four men at the oars were called the
bow-oarsman, midship-oarsman, fub-oars-
man, and stroke-oarsman. -

It was the duty of the bow-oarsman,
aside from his labour at the oar, to assis{
the boat-header in getting out his lances
when about to kill the whale.

His particular office was fo hold the line
at special places on the bow, to keep the
boat in a convenient situation to reach the
whale. As Dbeiug nearest to the scene of
operations and the bhoat-header’s right-hand
man, the bow-ocarsman’s place was con-
sidered one of special honour, and he was
first on the list for promotion.

The midship-oarsman was chosen -with
special regard to his length of limb and
stoutness of muscle, as he wielded the
lonzest and toughest oar in ithe bhoat.

The tub-oarsman threw water upon the
line when the whale was sounding rapidly,
to prevent the rope from igniting from the
violent {friction,

The man at the stroke-oar gave stroke to
the rest in pulling, and was also of material
service to the boat-steerer in keeping clear
the line, and coiling it down as-.it is hauled
in.

The names of the beoat-header and the
boat-steerer may be a little misleading as
to their duties.

The two most important operations, and
those requiring most skill in their execution
in capturing a whale were those of * going
on to him’’ to harpoon and killing him
when once fast. -

The boat-header took the responsible posi-
tion in those manceuvres, and consequently
he steered the boat until the whale was
harpooned. The whale was harpouned by
the boat-steerer. _

Immediately afterwards the ftwo changed
places, the boat-header taking c¢harge of
the bow, to give the whale the death blow.

1* was a very infrequent occurrence to
kill a whale at the first blow with the
harpoon.

Whales are so easily gallied (frightened)
that it was considered an object to get a
harpoon solidly fastened in almost any
place, the lance being always counted on
to deal out the death blow.



THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE

My dear Leagueites,—With the publication
last week of the first list of 0.0.’s, con-
tinued this week, and appearing in subse-
guent issues, we have made a decided
advance in the development of the League,
as outlined a few months ago. When all
the lists are complete I want you to look
through them very carefuly and to make
a note of your neurest 0.0. You will then
communicate with him, giving your name
and membership number, and asking
to register you as a member of the local
club of the S.F.L. he is forming. In this
way members will be able to get in touch

with their 0.0.%s.

THE NEXT STEP WILL BE THE
ACTUAL FORMATION OF THE CLUBS,
and I shall have more to say about that
later.

A3 regards those 10,000. members 1 re-

him’

quired before starting the elubs, I hope
that now my readers see that I mean busi-
ness they wil come forward and join the
Ieague without delaying any longer.

From the enthusiasm displayed by those
of my readers who have joined the League,
I feel confident that its growth, although
slow like the hardy oak, will eventually
take a firm root wherever its seed has
been planted. Its enduring strength lies
in its cultivation of that most powerful
of human bhonds—{riendship. A real Iriend
is a priceless gift, and if the League
achieves nothing else than the forming of
wany friendships, it will have amply repaid
those who have taken the little trouble of
qualifying for miembership.

Your sincere friend,
THE CIIIEF OFFICER.

ORGANISING OFFICERS
NAMES AND ADDRESSES

34. Matthew Anderson, 54, Centre Street,
Whiteinch, Glasgow; 35. Albert X, Forse,
10, Redan Terrace, Coidharbour Lane, S.K.5,
36. J. Hearne, 10, Cleveland Place, Walcot,
Bath; 37. J. Miller, 39 Railway Road, Dar-
well; 38. Leslie Martin, 87a, Penwith Road,
Earlsfield, S.W.1&; 39. Joehn Smyth, 18, Leo-
ville Street, Belfast; 40. J, Southwell, 1,
Colenso Street, St. George’s Road, Hull;
41. H. >Mason, 20 Florence Road, Cathall
Road, Leytonstone, L.11; 42. . W. Hoile,
87, Campbeli Road, Walmer; 43. ¥rank
Hollingworth, 1, Crossley -Street, Longsight,
Oldham ; 44. Frank W, Rimmer, 27, Walsing-
ham Road, Wallasey, Cheshire; 45. J.
Barnes, 162, St. James Road, Town Head,
Glasgow ; 46, * Kid,” 218, Mauackenzie Road,
Beckenham; 47. G. Desmond Richardson,
127, Ferry Street, Stapenhbill, Burton-on-
Trent; 4S. N. F. Oswald, 23, Mortonball
Road, Edioburgh; 43. B. Scawley, 13,
Beaconsfield Street, Liverpool; 50. E. A.
Mittelholzer, Coburg Street, New Amster-
dam, Berbice, B. Guiana; 51. W. S. Hannell,
22, Burnham Road, 8t. Albans; 52. Miss
Mimi Verdier, Annecy, Nether GStreet,
N. Finchley, N.12; 53. Miss Ena Howell, 18,
Alexandra Road, Nutley, Plymouth; 54.
Miss Betfiy M. Setford, 27, Plashet Lane,
East - Ham, E.8; 55. Miss Margery Brook,
7, Balfour Crescent, Wolverhampton; 56.
F. Coocmber, 101, Islip Street, Kentish Fown,
N.W.5; 57. K. Willott; 5, Dawes Avenue,
Isleworth: 58 Miss Winifred Lovell, 40,
Emscote Grove, Savile Park, Halifax:; 59.

‘“ Dorrie,’” 4, Shay Syke, Halifax; 60.
Ernest E. Dunckley, 15, Linden Gardens,
Chiswick, W.4: 61.J. L. Rodgers, Jpr,,

Birech Lea, 206, Hollins Road, Oldham;
63. Stephen Robinsonr, 10, Cleveland Terrace,

Bingley, Yorks; 64. Willie Donaldson, =,
Northcote Street, Edinburgli; ©5. Arthur
Seville, 5, Farringdon Street, Leijcester;
66. P. Rose, 602, High Read, Tottenham,
N.17; 67. Sydney J. Ward, The Yews, Wood
End, Bluntisham, Hunts; 68. Alfred Cooper,
23, Lime Street, Landsett Road, Sheflield;
69. Miss Frederica Beazley, Violet Cottage,
Highfield Road, Maidenhead; 70. Jobn L.
Foole, 19, Rawdon Road, Wallsend-on-Tyne;
71. T. J. Fielding, 17, Sandyville Road, Wal-
ton, Liverpool; 72, Harold Canlan, 1, Cons
naught Terrace, Garville Avenue, Rathgar,
Dublin; 73. Arthur J. Barnes, 75, Luton Road,
Chatham; 74. Herbert Thompson, 40, Gaule
Street, Princeville, Bradford; 753. J. Carhsor,
35, Demoderees, Glasgow; 76. Ernest C.
Sergeant, Haule Viecarage, Hale, Nr. Liver-
paol; 77. Miss D. W -  Llandaff, Mill
Lane, Teignmouth; 78. Edward O'Hagan, 54,
John Dillon Street, Dublin; 80. . Posner,
19, Trafalgar Square, Bow, E.3; 8Si. H. Meek,
9, Fitzhannon Embankment, Riverside,
Cardiff; 82. R. Javan, 13, Dubhamel Place,
St. . Helliers, Jersey; 83. Walter H. TLaight,
0ld Police Station, Studley, Warwickshire;
84. William Sullins, 1, Keogh Road, Strat-
ford, E.15; 85. E. Rogers, 76, Adelaide
Street, Fleetwood; 88. B. Barden, 1, Hop-
wood Gardens, Tunbridge Wells; 87. Eldred
Mountfort, 264, Burger Street, Martizburg,
Natal, S.A.; 88. S. E. Bate, Jnr.,, 25, Ken-
drick Street, Warrington; 90. P.. J. Behan,
6, Chapel Hill Athy, Co. Kildare, Ireland;
91. Francis E. Fielder, Park Gate, Skelman-
thorpe, Huddersfield; 92. Stan Seymour,
Chalmers Manse, North Terrace, Adelaide,
S. Australia; 93. P. Benjamin, Cofner .of
Yarra Street and Toorak Road, 8. Yarr,
Melbourne, Australia; 94. Willlam George
White, 79, Alexandra Streef, Nuneaton; 96.
Frank R. Martin, 331, Lea Bridge Road,

(Continued on page 1ii of cover)
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- AS SITIPLE AS ABC

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 28.

SECTION

A

READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

Being a regular reader of * THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” I
desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S
LEAGUE, and to qualify for all such beuefits and privileges as
are offered to Members of the League. I hereby declare myself to
be a staunch supporter of “ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY " and
THE ST. FRANK’'S LEAGUE, and that 1 have introduced Our
Paper to one new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. Will you, therefore, kindly
forward me Certificate of Enrolment with Membership Number
assigned to me. -

MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AW ARDS,

C

SECTION :
cHo I, Member No......... (give Membership No.) hereby declare
that I have introduced one more new reader, whose signature
| to certify this appears on second form attached hereto. This
4 makes me.....cc.ne. (state number of introductions up to date)
introductions to my credit.
ISEQTION NEW READER'S DECLARATION.

I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of

introducer) .....c..... Vaspenkudtsaveots T T e fo this issue of
“THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” which I will read with a view
to becoming a regular reader of this paper.

Jan. 9, 1926

d .
-

(FULL NAME) crovsinnennc. S
(ADDRESS) neivomsemrsmamnmsrssssssssssisenssnns

reeraIvEsEO R teRnae FrarEgay FESP R e NERR RN IR OREERY

..............................................................

L LR A RN R AN RN Y

FARRRT 4RO IBr AT RS SIEEIIREPNRLP A smR T e IPFEV AR Ao nne Tasp

IMPORTANT.—Complete and post off this form before the next issue of Tue

NELSON LEE LIERARY is on sale. Otherwise the form becomes out of date and useless.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Recader Applying for
Membership, Cut out TWO compl:te
Application Forms from Two coples of this
week's issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.
On one of the forms fill in Section A, Ccross-
ing out Sections B and C by runmng the
pen diagonally across both Sections, Then
write clearly your full name and address at
bottom of form. The second form 1s for
your new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses out Sections A and B, and writes
his name and address at bottom of form.
Both forms are then pinned together and
sent to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank's
League, c¢/o THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY,
Gough House, Gough Square, London, E.C.4.
Memher Applying for Bronze Medal: 1t
will be necessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. For each new
rcader TWO complete forms are needed,
and these must be taken from copies of
thre latest issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
at the time when the forms are sent in.
Oun one of the forms fill in Section B,
crossing out Sections A and C, and write
vour name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who
fills in Section C, crosse:z out Sections A

and B, and writes his rame and address
at the bottom of the form. Now pin both
forms together and send them to the Chief
Officer, as above. One new reader will then
be registered against your name, and when
s1X new readers have been registered, you
will be sent the St. Frank’s League bronze
medal. There is nothing to preveni you
from sending in forms for two or more
new readers at once, provided the forms are
taken from the latest issue of the Tug
NELSON LEE LIBRARY at the time when the
forms are sent in,

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for
the silver or gold medals can apply in the
same way as for the brenzc medal, filling
in Section B, which has been revised for
this purpose. Every introduction they
make will be credited to them, so that
when the Leaguc reaches the required
number of members, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold ong,
according to the number of introducticis
with which they are credited.

These Application Formms can be posted
for id., providing the envelope is not sealed
and no lelter is enclosed.
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Leyton, E.10; 97. C. 8. J. Bl’ld“es, Low
Wood, 12, L}on Road, Harrow; 99. ** Helen
of Troy L 22, Neasden La.ne, Willesden,

N.W.10; 100. 2 Cleopatra,” cfo “ llelen of
Troy,” 22 Neasden Lane, N.W.10; 101. Rolf

Inglis, 86 Semilong Road, Northam_pton :
102. Percy Young, 1‘?9'1, Wﬂvertree Road,
Edge il Liverpool 103, David Knight,

Sheffield ;
-Morfa Bychan,

104. Ivor Wyn
Port

: 194 West Street,
Jones, School House,
Madoe; 105. J. Warnes,
Herne Hill, . S.E.24;
Hetherington, 8, Brewis
head; 107. Miss FEthel Joysey,
- stone Road, Secarborough; 108. P Huy
Pearson, 1, Alexandra Street, "Dudley;
109. Charles Alex. Richardson, 31, Chetwynd
Street, Aigburth Road, Liverpool; 110.
Joseph Taylor, 39, Pearl Road, Waltham-
stow, E.17; 111. Albert Huches Brick
House Farm Hampton Charles Bockleton
Tenbury Wells, Wores: 112. K. Paton,. 9,
Arcadian (Gardens, Wood Green, " N.22;
113. Edwin F. Ebbom, Sandal Grove, Mt.
Leyshon, Charters Towers, Queensland,
Austmha 114. J. H. Robinson, 169, Basting
Street, T\ozthcote P.D. 32, Vlctona Aus.
tralia; 116. Alfred C. Grant 4, Nursey Road,
Readin- 117. Miss Mabel Hooper, New
House” Farm, Worcester Park, Surrey: 118,
Harry G()Idstone, 84. Charlotte Street, High
Town, Manchester; 119. Peter C-hrysaﬁs,
376¢c, Clarke, Montreal; 120. P. G. Jones,
2p, Richardson Street, High Wycombe; 121.
E. Tribe, 9, Essex House, Essex Road,
Islington, N.1; 122. R. Gudsell, Tinwald,
Canterbury, New Zealand; 123. Master Wm.
Hockings, Main South Road, Tinwald, via
Ashburton St. Island, Cdntelbun, \ew Zea-
land; 124, Miss Cissie Snell, 9, Uhase Road,
Grove Road, South Woodford E.18; 125.
A. Anderson, 70, Nelson Street, Aberdeen
126. W. F. Dxckmwon, 74, Bank Road

106. Miss Florence
Street, Gates-
12, Living-

Bootle,  Liverpool; 127. Pondld Appleby, 1,
Somerton Road, “e-aley Buildings, Llis-
werry, Newport, Mon.; 128. Sinclair R.

Grand Pamde, Easthourne; 129,
Thomas J. Dickens, 53, Summerhill Road,
Birmingham; 130. W. Bailes, 29, St. Peter’s
Road, Croydon; 131. Raymond Warren, 62,
Oriel Road, Yorth End, Portsmouth; 182,
Iirnest Eddy, 191, Suist’ Street, Wanderers
View, Johannesburg. S. Africa; 133. Alfred
Gi. Hounslow, 16, Herbhert Street, Kentish
Town, N.W.5; 134. Laurence S. Elliott, 147,
Katherine Road, East Ham, E.6; 135. F.
Clarke, 2, Mona Street. Hulme, Manchester;

Dobhie, 22,

136. J. Adams, 21, Avoca Street, Bondi,
Sydney, N.S.W.; 137, Ronald Dyson, Myrtle
Grove, 40, Whiteley Street, Milnshridge;

140, J. Gearnmn c/o W, Elliott, 11, Pater-
noster Raw, IFobart Tasmania, Australia:
141. William Olley, 11 Whitfield Road, East
Ham, E.6; 142, Cecil A. Westirope, 26,
Vlctona Ro ad, Surhiton; 143. Smith Thomp-
son, 40, Gale Street, Prmcenire, Bradford;

144, H. Longden, Princep Street, C{ﬂl:e
- West Austmln 145. E. Tissott, Prineep
Street, Collie. West Ansatralia: 146, H. Q.

249, Mayall Road,-

LEE LIBRARY i

Rogers, 135, Liverpool Road, Reading; Li7.
Dudley Lister, 2, Lower XNorcliffe, Soutb-
oweram, Nr. Halitax, Yorks; 148. 5. H. Yev,
13, Buchanan Road, Wallasey, Cheshire;
150. Jack L, \lolomby, 53, Lisson Grove,

Hawthorn, Melbourne, Australia; 151.
Keuneth E. Lucas, Bishop Street, Gawler,
South Australia; 152, Sydney Atherstone,

210, Willow btreet Lemester
L(Jbb 103, Evershot Road, ].‘lﬂ:ublll'y Park,
N.4; 154. S, L. Ixuqhwort!: 38, Yew Green
{oad Lockuood Huddeisheid 155. Miss
DOreen Finlay, 25, Dalesbury lioa.d S.W.17
156.- Richard Ferrell, 19,  KEdith Street,
Gateshead-on-Tyne; 157, P. G. Norman, i3,
Gloucester Square, Southampton, Hants:
158. Robert Whitehead, 1, Keymer Road,
Burgess Hill, Sussex; 139. B. A, Slmkmb,
4, TFairlight Avenue, Harlesden, N.W.10;
160. Stephen B. Cravos, 129, Cathedral
Road, Cardiff; 161. G. 'l‘rusty, 5, Wybert
Street, LEuston Road, N.W.l; 162. Joseph
B. Taylor, 47, St. Stephen’s Road, West
Bowlmg, Bmdfcnd 163, William - Johnson,
Jnr., 29, Plashet Grme East Ham, E@;
164. Thomas C. Styles, 16, Albert Road,
Colchester, Essex; 165. Edward M. Stainer,
19, Northbrook Road, Lee, S8.I5.13: 166.
Cyril Pescud, 90, Selby Toad, Leytonstone,
E.11; 167. Donald Bentley, 17, St. Margaret’s
Road Manor Park, .12 168, William
Holland 43, Yule Street, Idneley, Stoek-
port 169. S. Lanegreels, 23, Leith Road,
Wood Green, N.: 170. Orlanda Crowther,
c/o Mrs., Tasker, Q}mellmrr Farm, Ringing-
low Road, Eccleshall, Hhe[hnld 171. D.
Bishop, 139, Shardeloes Load, New Cross,
S H.; 172, Kennethh James, Bank House,
Poplar Road, Solihull, Birmingham; 173.
Harold Joseph Faulks, 356, Bovill Road,
Honer Cak Park, S.E.23; 174, Tommy Thorn-
hill, 63a, Park Hill, Clapham, S.W.4; 175.
Michael O. Beirne, 23, Clare Street, Dublin;
176. Charles Carter, 59, Beaufort Road,

153. Sydney

Lengton, Staffs: 179. George Burgess, Park
Cottage, Selsey, Chichester; 180. Albert
Wilkinson, 54, Brussels Street, Gateshead-

Co. Durham; 181. Alfred Leslie
Blacknell, TIolden Lane Farm, Sneyd Green,
Hanley, Staffs: 182. Donald Chisholm, 11,
St. Gothard's Road, West Norwood, S.E.‘z’:’;
183. Reuben Clifford, 23, Villiers Street,
Willenhall, Staffs; 184. Miss Doris Hill, 66,
Dobey Road, Moseley, Birmingham; 185.
Palmerstone Road, Wimbledon, 8. W.19:
186. Leslie Bate, 127, Grenville Road, Prince
Rock, Plymouth; 187. Roy Hearne, 10,
Cleveland Place West, Walcot, Bath: 188
John Paton, Jnr., 3, Englewood Road, (‘lap-
ham Cammon SW4 159, William J.. Slade
72, Mortlake Load Custom House. E.16; 190.
James Duncan, Edinglassie, Glass, by
Huntly, Aberdeenshire; 191. G. 8. Hobbs 9,
Sidney Road, Bowes Park, N. 22; 19’
Edward George, Joseph Lister TLodge,
Aldersbrook Dme, A]derah}mk Ro ad, E.11;
193. Frederick Bassfield, ¢/o Edward Genr_,e
Joseph Lister Lodge, Aldersbrook Drive,
Aldersbrook Road, Wanstead, E.11; 1¢4.
John W. Davison, 32, Holland Street, off
Manchester Road, Rochdale, Lanes: 105,
J. H. Body, Epileptic College, Silver Street,
Edmonton .

on-Tyiie,
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'DON’T MISS—

““THE GAME OF HIS LIF

It's a spanklng long complete story dealm wx_th this
week's great Sportmg attraction, the Thi d Round of

- the F.A. Cup.

You'll find

it in a Special | Cup tie

Number of the

“BOYS’ REALM ) 2d

Now on
Sale.

3BT

THE 'JAZZOPHONE

’I‘he most fascinating Musical Instruinent ever
invented. . Exactly imitates the Cornet, Clariouet,
Sa&pphone ‘¢étc. Sounds splendid o by .itself or
when actomp&nled by “the I1ianho, Gratnophﬂae or
ereless v and w8cveral played together have _the
15113 cffu:i_ as a,n Orchestra. Also imitates fa,nimala
other uqr,g sounds. So simple‘that auy
one can *play~s'it, at .once, w1thout the
slightest ‘practice. Causes* “endless 7 fun  and
amusement, - «With full- instructions ™ post free.
1/3,°pér Postal Order, or three for.3/-~.Obtain
able” only direct ‘from—THE IMPERIAL CO
(L Dept.). 9-‘15 Oxford St..iLo_nd_og. w.1,

20 .»Rhodesia, Tunis 1 - frane.- iam
etc. Enclose 1id. stamp for pOstagE, & rm ask for
approvils. ———I{orace Miller & Co., Whitstable.

DIFFERENT STAMPS  FREE, including

MAGIC TRICKS, cic.—Parcels 2/6, 5:6. Ven
triloquist’s Imtmmont Tovisible, Iwmirate Birds,
Pricec 6d. each, 4 for 1/..—T. W. HARRISON,
239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1. .

Cure yourself

StOD Stammering { as T did,

ticulars PREE.—FRANX B. HUGHES, 7,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

14CT. COLD NIB BRITISH MADE

-—**"f 1 S n .7?'(.( ﬂfe:" &3
s AR LBVERSELF B PoN |

LEVER S"EI.F-FII.I..ING SAFETY SCREW CAP
Over 200.000 in usce the World over.

The Famous FLEET PEN

The World's Best Value in Fountain Pens

OUT THIS 0“1-".-.....Illlllll’.llllllll

NELSON LEE LIBRARY PEN COUPON VALUE 6d.
Five of these Coupons will be accepted in part pay-

ment for one of the above handsome ILEET FOUN-
TAIN PENS, usual value 12/6, Fleet price 7/-, or with
5 coupons, only 4 6 net cash. Ask for Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib. Send direct to

FLEET PEN CO0., 119, Fleet St., London, E.C.4.

STAM

Monano ;

Par-

OOLL'E'CTOR'S FREE ”
OUTFIT g

Focket Case, Watermark Detector Porfora.
tion Gauge, Britisb Colonials, Stamn dioupts,
60 Different Stamps (50: ‘unused). %Lamp

Guide et¢. Send p.¢. requesting approva!a
LISPCRN & TOWNSEND, London :Rd., Liverptol,

LUSI'"NG SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SBYNESS.:: TIMIDITY,
Stmple 7 day Permanent Home Gure
! *for.- elther sex \Write ;at , once -~and
get - full - mrtlcumrs"“qmte FREE
Erivately —U.J.D,« 12, :All Saints
d., 8T. ANNE'S-ON. SBA S

1/6 THE BULLY BOY 1/6

The Peg Pistol wu
have been looking
for! 20-shot Re-
peater. -» Perfeco
action ; firesa pea 25 fe et, 3 bru..ht
nickel ﬁnish ; cach in box, with
Ammunition.r A befter ’Shooter ;
than you have ever had before.* Send
1/6 and don’t miss our latest and best {I
pistol I’ormgn&(}o]onia] Post. 9d.ex

J. BISHOP & Co., 41, t'insl::nu.ryr Square. Lonmr E.C.

. a DOH’T BE BULLiED.
l, Send 4d. Stamps for Two Splendid Illus.
Lessons in Juijitsu ; the Wonderful Jap-
B anecse art of Sclf-Defence without
&. wcapons. Better than boxinig or any
seience invented. Leal nto
o take care of yourselt under
¥ all circumstances and fear
no man. - Monster large
/9. Send Now to ** YAWARA"
10, Queensway, Banworth, Middlesex.

TR
o S R

OO

.-’_,_

Illus. Portiohn for P.O. 5
{Dept. A.P. 27)

Stamp Outfit Free—-57 stamps, ruled dup. book,
trans. envelope, per. gauge, mounts, pkt. folder,
to genuine apnlwmtq for appros. No. 108. Send
post, —B.L.Coryn,St.Vinecent,Lr, Isl,Wall, Whitstable.

BE SURE TO MENTION ‘“ THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY” WHEN COMMUNICATING
WITH ADVERT-ISERS.

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprictors,
London, E.C.4.
E.C 4. PE""‘IHtC‘IBd for tranamlfmwn
Inland and Abroad, 11/-
Limited.

and for Canada :

The Fleetway House,
Xouse, Farringdon Street London,
post. Subscription Rates:
for .South Africa:
Messrs. Gordon

No. 553.

Farringdon -Street,

Central News Agency,
& Goich, Limited;

The Amalmm.xted Press (1922), Ltd.,
Advertiscmient Offices, The Fieat,wn.y
by Canadian magazine
er annum; 5/% farisix months., Sole Agents
Sole Agents tfor Aqumha and New Zealand:
The Imperial News Co. (Oanada), Limited.

D/R January 9, 1926.



