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The Barring-out at St. Frank’s Continues—

CHAPTER 1.
A Schoel Divided!

EBELLION reigned at St. Frank’s.

The great school, without a master

to control it, was divided into three

camps. Firstly, the rebels, who had

ejected the masters, and who were whole-

heartedly in favour of a barring-out;

secondly, the rotters of the school and their

supporters, whose aim it was to support the

masters and bring them back; and, lastly,

the neutral party, which did not believe m
favouring either side.

As a consequence of thig, St. Frank’s was
not entirely unlhike Bedlam.

It was a cold, wild, winter’s evening, and
outside the pouring rain was turning to sleet.
The wind was gathermg in intensity, and
enormous banks of storm clouds were
sweeping up from the north-west.

By common consent, the boys had crowded
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into Big Hall. They needed space in which
to move and shout. The wild weather pre-
cluded them from using the Triangle, and
the lobbies and Common-rooms of the Houses
were too small. And Big Hall was like
pandemonium. '

“Hurrah!”

“We’'ve chucked those dud masters. out

t((}Ood egg!”

“And now we’ll keep them out!”

Nipper, the captain of the Remove, zaw
that something would have to be done quickly
if the rebels were to be kept in order. The
mutinous faction was composed largely of
Removites and Fourth-Formers, and all these
fellows weve keeping together in a big,
excited bunch. On the other side of Big
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Hall, the rotters were gathered, and they
seemed but a small party by comparison.
Prefects and other scniors wandered about

helplessly.

“Listen to me, you chaps!” shouted
Nipper, springing on to a corner of the plat-
form. "We shan’t get anywhere if we waste
our time like this. %Ve’ve got to decide upon
some definite course of action.”

“Hear, hear!”

“(ood old Nipper!”

“Long live the rebellion!”

The Removites and Fourth-Formers surged
round, and Nipper was cheered to the echo.
He had taken the lead in this revolt, and the
fellows were looking to him for guidance.
Even such stalwarts as Kirby Keeble Park-
ington and Edward Oswald Handforth were
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ignored in this orisis.
and reliable, was in command.

Nipper, cool-brained

“I’'m not going to say that I approved of
this lightning rebellion,” shouted Nipper.
“But now that it’s happened I'm all in
favour of it. Perhaps it will turn out for the
best—but we can’t hope for success unless we
mobilise our forces and use them effectively.”

“Tell us what to do, Nipper!”
“Go it, old son!”

“There’s no need for me to tell you exactly
why this rebellion took place,” continued
Nipper, as he faced the excited throng.
“You know how our masters were poisoned
at a big dinner in Bannington, and how they
were all taken to hospital. We shan’t geb
them back for another two or three weeks.
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“Who cares?” sang out somebody.
“ Aren’t we having a high old time?”

‘“No, we’re not!” retorted Nipper. “Re-
volting against authority is always a risk
ousiness—but in this instanoce we’re justified.
You all know that Pycraft was the only
master who escaped the poisoning, and
lbec?luse of that he was appointed temporary
1ead. '

‘‘Down with Pycraft!”

“And Pycraft, according to his own
boasts, appointe(i ten temporary masters,”
rontinued Nipper. . “They are supposed to
be the staff of the new Halford Grammar
School. But are they? I ask you—did you
ever see such masters in all your born days?”

“Neverl”

“They’re a crowd of rotters!”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“These men came here, and we gave them
a chance,” went on Nipper. “ We soon found
that they didn’t know a giddy thing about
school routine. The biggest dunce in the
Third could show them a thing or two. That
wasn’t bad—but when they started toadying
up to fellows like Forrest and Gore-Pearce
and Gragson and Kenmore—well, it wasn’t
£O good.

“It was beastly rotten!”

“We were willing to forgive their
ignorance of school regulations,” shouted
Nipper.  “They were pleasant, they were
easy-going, and they tried their hardest to
tackle their job. But. all the prefects can
tell you that these masters shoved their work
on to the prefects’ shoulders. And they
themselves—the masters—spent their time in
idling about, gambling, and that eort of

thing.

“Yah! They’re all duds!”

“And we’ll keep ’em out!”

“Only this evening our Form-master was
found gambling and smoking with Forrest
and Gulliver and Bell and a crowd of other
rotters!” roared Nipper, waxing indignant.
‘““Last night he kept them in Rhis study after
bed-time—allowed them to smoke—played
cards for money. He set the regulations of
the school at defiance. And our own House-
master not only failed to take any action,
but proved, by pnot doing so, that he
approved of it. We don’t want masters like
that to control us—we don’t want men whom
we cannot respect.”

“Hear, hear!” |

“It was Handforth’s i1dca to make a de-
monsiration this evening,” continued Nipper.
“We weren’t ready for rebellion, but re-
bellion overtook us. Handforth led the de-
monstration, and because of it we were
ordered into Big Hall. Mr. Pycraft was
helpless, and Mr. Wetherell, our own House-
master, took charge. He tried to flog some
of us—and the rest of you fellows objected.
You know what happened after that.”

“By George, yes!” yelled Handforth. “We
revolted on the spot, grabbed those masters,
andtﬁhuc!k”ed them out and locked the gates
on em )

“Hurrah !”
“Long live the revolt!”
“Dovwn with the duds!”

The rebels cheerqd lllstily, and it was son.e
moments before Nipper could get a further
hearing.

““That’s all very well—and now that it has
happened, I’m willing to do all 1 can to make
this rebeilion a success,’ said the Remove
captain. ‘“But we've got ta, get together,
you chaps. We've %ot to do something
definite and decisive. ‘tanding about here 1n

won't get us any-

Big Hall and shouting
where.”

N _the other side of Big Hall, Simon
Kenmore, of the Sixth, was address-
ing another -crowd. ‘Those who
pressed most closely round him were

Sinclair and Parkin, of the Sixth; Grayson,
Shaw, Drake, and Simms, of the Fitth;
Forrest, Gulliver, Bell, Hubbard, Long,
Gore-Pearce, De Valerie, Doyle, and Owen
major, of the Remove; and Merrell,
Marriott, Snmipe, and a crowd of other
Fourth-Formers. They represented the
“sporty ” element of the school—the rotters,
the snobs.

Kenmore was a prefect, and therefore he
had some authority. He was something of a
bully, too, but of late he had toned down a
great deal. Now, it seemed, he was coming
out in his true colours once again.

“There’s only one thing for us to do!” he
was shouting. ‘“We've got tu get the
masters back—we’ve got to beat these hare-
brained rebels of the Remove and F&urth.
And the only way in which we can do that is
to use force. If it comes to a fight, I hope
you'll go into it with bared fists.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Let’s start something now!”

“Nothing can alter the fact that Mn.
Wetherell, Mr. Ferris, Mr. Ross, and the
others are the masters of this school, with
complete authority,” went on Kenmo.e.
“Mr. Pycraft is the Head. Our duty is to
support these men, to help them, and to
crush this idiotic rebellion.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Good old Kenmore!”

“And our first job, before we start any
fighting, is to open the gates wide and to
re-admit the masters,” continued Kenmore
cloquently. “Think of them out there, in the
rain and sleet—thrown out! I can tell you,
you chaps, that there’s going to be a heavy
reckoning. And all boys who join in this
}i‘exolt are asking for trouble with a capital

Many of the juniors were attracted by Ken-
more’s shouting, and they listened eagerly,
They were beset by doubts—they were the
waverers. Which side should they join?
Many of them had already been carried awa
by Nipper’s speech, and were ready enoug
to support the revolt. But now they were
li:lstening to Kenmore, and indecision seized
them.

“It’s not too late to put things right,” Ken-
more was saying. “You know as well as I
do that these mastere are sportsmen—"

“Hear, hear!” -

“They’re different from ordina
and if we only bring them

masters,
ack into
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the schoot at once, they will realise that what
happened happened in a frenzy of excite-
ment. They will be broad-minded enough to
exonerate everybody except the rebel leaders.
And they, the leaders,” roared Kenmore,
¢deserve expulsion!”

“Yes, rather!”

““We know who they are—young Hamilton,
Parkington, Handforth, and a few more of the
same breed,” said Kenmore sternly. ¢‘They
are the ringleaders of this disgraceful affair.
And what were they kicking about, anyway ?
Haven’t these masters proved themselves to
be the best masters we ever had 7’

“Yes, yes!”

““Good luck to them!”

Such boys as Forrest, and Gore-Pearce, and
Merrell, and Grayson were wholehearted in
their support. They had been glad enough
to approve of the methods of the ejected
masters. They had been having the time of
their lives; smoking in their own studies,
even smoking in their Form-masters’ studies;
playing cards freely, getting out of prep,
slacking generally. The masters had made
favourites of them, and they liked it. The
sudden *chucking-out >’ of the masters, there-
fore, had hit them like a bombehell.

“It was bad enough to Lkick the masters
out—it will be a hundred times as bad to bar
them out,” roared Kenmore. ‘‘Haven’t you
thought of the consequences? If we don't
re-admit them, what will happen? They
won’t stay out in the rain for long, remember.
They'll go to Bannington, put up in a hotel,
and to-morrow they will go to London. They
will report to the school Governors. There
will be an inquiry. And then?”

There was a hush: Kenmore was making
an impression.

‘““And then?” he repeated ominously. “I
think you all know what will happen if there
is an 1nquiry. Not only the ringleaders will
be singled out for punishment—but every
fellow who takes part in the rebellion. Even
if it doesn’t mean expulsions, it will mean
the sack for the leaders, and drastic punish-
ment for all the rest. Floggings all round,
gating generally. The stoppage of pocket-
money, the banning of all liberties, Is it
worth risking? I tell you, we’ve got to bring
those masters back quickly. We've got to
restore order. Let us help them—let us smash
this rebellion at its birth!”

‘“‘Hear, hear!"’

“‘Down with the rebels!”

Nipper and Handforth and his immediate
supporters were rather alarmed to see a num-
ber of Removites and Fourth-Formers press-
ing round Kenmore’s crowd. They were be-
ing carried away by the prefect’s arguments.
They were joining the rotters. Before long,
indeed, at least a third of the school was
shouting with Kenmore. Seniors and juniors
alike were won over. :

““Just a minute, you asses!” roared Nipper,
running along the platform so that his voice
could be heard by the deserters. ‘Don't take
any notice of Kenmore! He and his pals are

naturally keen to bring the dud masters

back. They’ve been having a high old time

—and if the masters are brought back they’ll

continue their high old time. We don't want

masters like that! We want men who can

g(()introl the school with dignity end con-
ence.”’

But Nipper’s voice was drowned by the
commotion. His own supporters were yell-
ing excitedly; Kenmore's supporters were try-
ing to shout him down. The result was
worse pandemonium than ever.

But there was one definite result. The
camps were more sharply divided than ever.
The rebels were still a strong force, but they
were now mostly juniors. A few seniors—
such as Browne and Stevens of the Fifth—
were staunch in their support of the rebels;
the majority, however, listened to Kenmore,
and they thought of their dignity as seniors.
Perhaps it would be better, after all, to vote
against this revolt, and to help in the restora-
tion of order.

neutrals.
Fenton of the Sixth—the captain of
St. Frank’s—was the moving spirit
here. Fenton realised his responsibilities. He
knew well enough why Kenmore was shouting
for the re-admission of the masters, and he
had no sympathy whatever for that policy.
But anything in the nature of a revolt against
the school’s discipline was alarming to a fel-
low of Fenton’s calibre. He felt, now, that it
was time for him to say something. He was
alarmed by what had happened, and he was
wondering how he could subdue all this mad
excitement. It wasn’t good for the school—
it wasn’t for the boys. Violence of any
kind was definitely bad.

Fonton was popular with all the decent fel-
lows, and now that he came to the edge of
the platform and demanded silence, there was
an immediate response. The rebels waited
oxpectantly—although doubtfully; the rotters
were suspicious.

‘““‘Haven’t we had enou
he asked quictly. *‘No,
ing. 1 want you to get into your proper
places—every ¥orm. Forget that the school
1s without masters, and act just as though
you were coming into Big Hall in the usual
way. Let us have esome dignity in this meet-
ing. The situation is gravely serious, and we
must meet 1t calmly. Now, come along—be
good fellows. Get into your proper places.”’

He was so cool and so calm that there was
an 1mmediate response. The rival factions
only hesitated for a moment or two, and then
they shuffled about Big Hall with unwilling
obedience. Before long, there was complete
order, and the prefects sighed with relief.
They stationed themselves as they alwa{s did,
and they began to feel that the trouble was
half over.

Edgar Fenton, like the born leader he was,

THERE was that third faction, too—the

of this nonsense ?”’
on’t start any shout-

had the situation in hand.
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CHAPTER 2
Nothing Deing!
R. HORACE PYCRAFT, thin, weedy

and hopelessly incompetent, shivere
not only with cold, but with appre-
hension.

‘‘Gentlemen, gentlemen, what can we do ?”
he wailed. ‘The whole situation is terrible!
I do not know which way to turn. I am

stunned by the enormity of this catastrophe.”

The other masters regarded him with con-
tempt. Considering that he was acting as
temporary headmaster, his attitude was not
one to command respect.

Mr. John Wetherell, Housemaster of the
Arncient House, was really in command. Big,
portly, kindly-featured, Mr. Wetherell was the
average boy’s conception of a genial uncle.
His influence over the other masters was plain
to see; they looked to him for guidance.

‘““We must be patient, Mr. Pycraft,” he
said gently. ‘Everything will be all right

before long.”
“How can you say that?’ bleated Mr.
Don’t you realise

Pycraft. ‘‘Good heavens!
that we have been thrown out by force?
Don’t you understand that a rebellion is going
on within the school? Think of my position
when the Governors hear of this catastrophe!”

“If we regain control, and punish the
rningleaders, the Governors will have nothin
but praise for you, Mr. Pycraft,”’ retorte
Mr. Wetherell. ‘And we shall regain con-
trol—never fear. When this first excitement
has blown over, the boys will be easy to

handle.”
Mr. Pycraft raised his hands.

‘“You don’t know them, sir—you don’t
know them!” he panted. ‘“You think these
boys are easy to handle, eh? Well, they’re
not! It was you who drove them to this
extremity—but it 1s I who must face the con-
sequences. I am staggered! 1 tell you,
gentlemen, I am staggered!”’

“It’s a pity you can’t do a bit more stag-
gering, and clear out,” said one of the other
masters. ‘‘You don’t think we want you
Liere, do you? You’ve done nothing but wail
and mean——-"’

““Don’t make things worse, Padbury,” in-
terrupted Mr. Wetherell curtly. ‘Leave him
alone.”

The ejected masters were not shivering out
in the wind and sleet, as some of the boys
believed. 'They had found shelter in one of
the out-buildings of the school. It was a
little harness-room, leading out of a coach-
house. One of them had lit a fire in the little
coke stove, and the electric light was gleam-
ing. The harness-room was fairly cosy now,
and the air was blue with tobacco smoke.
The masters were making the best of an awk-
ward situation.

“But what is the good of remaining here ?”’
usked Mr. Pycraft plaintively. ‘What can
we do? Either we must get back into the
school, or we must admit defeat and go com-
pletely away. It is sheer nonsense to sit here

in this ﬁlth‘y harness-room. What are w
waiting for?”

‘“We are waiting for the boys to recove
their senses, and to give us an indication tha
the trouble is over,” replied Mr. Wetherell
“Mr. Jackson is outside now, having a genera
look round. Perhaps he will bring us gooc
news.”

Mr. Pycraft grunted. He was opposed t«
this policy. His idea had been to marck
straight back into the school and tc punist
the ringleaders of the rebellion. But Mr
Wetherell was a wise man. He knew that the
boys were in an ugly mood, and it was quite
on the cards that he and his colleagues would
be thrown out for a second time. Far bette:
let the boys cool down. And rather than gc
to the village, and create a lot of sensational
gossip, it was better to remain at the school.

HE rebels were much nearer to the
mark in their estimation of the tem-
porary masters than any of them
believed. For these ten men, sup-

posedly from Halford Grammar School, were
not exactly what they appeared.

The portly, genial Mr. John Wetherell, for
example, was none other than Mike Satella,
a confidence man very well known to Scot-
land Yard as Mailionaire Mike—an inter-
national crook with a notorious reputation.
So, in throwing him out of 8t. Frank’s, the
boys had really shown astonishing common-
sense. Instinctively, they had known him to
be an impostor. The other nine masters were
men of exactly the same breed—*‘Dicky
Bliss, Samn Pope, Rod Vaizey, Al Spink, Hank
Purkiss, Ed Sugden, and the rest. They were

all “con’’ men—members of Millionaire
Mike’s gang.
Even Mr. Horace Pycraft did not know

their real identity. . Pycraft, like the
boys, believed that these men were the
scholastic staff of the Halford Grammar
School. Mr. Pycraft was astonished and
startled at their general behaviour, but he
was not a brillhlant man; and it never
occurred to him that there could have been

an imposture. ‘

For one thing, these men looked so
genuine. ¥ They were well-dressed and
cultured. Being confidence tricksters, their
very livelihood, precarious as it was, de-
pended upon their assumed culture. They
were men who frequented Europe’s greatest
hotels—London, Paris, the Riviera, the trans-

Atlantic liners. They plied their dishonest
trade wherever ric men and women
congregated.

They had come to London for the purpose

of share-pushing—selling large numbers of
worthless shares, and then clearing out with
their booty before the storm broke. Uns
fortunately for them, Scotland Yard was very
much on the alert, and they had not been
able to make a single move.

Then, quite by chance, Millionaire Mike
had overheard a conversation between Sir
John Brent and Mr. John Wetherell and the
other real Halford masters in the luxurious
lobby of the Fitzroy Hotel. Sir John was
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the chairman of the
Qt. Frank’s board
of Governors, and
he had bcen making
final arrangements
with Mr. Wetherell.
On the instant Mike
Satella had con-
ccived his audacious
idea.

Getting his men
together he had put
it to them, and it
had been an easy
matter to intercept
the real Halford
masters at Victoria
Station and to send
them home unsus-
picious. Million-
aire Mike had in-
troduced himself as
Sir John Brent’s
secretary, and he
had paid the mas-
ters their month’s
salary, had apolo-
gised for the mis-
understanding, and
they had gone away
In peace.
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Then the confi-
dence men  had
cooll arrived at

St. Frank’s; they
had just as coolly
introduced th e m-
selves to Mr. Py-
craft, and they had

gettled down as
schoolmasters.
But, not being

schoolmasters, they had come up against
several nasty snags. The boys had soon dis-
ocovered that the new men were abysmally
ignorant of Public school routine and pro-
cedure, and this alone had caused a lot of
comment and suspicion. When the new men
had definitely ourried favour with the
school’s rotters, the other fellows had been
aroused to indignation.

Forrest & Co., Grayson, Sinclair, Kenmore,
and such outsiders, were allowed to do
exactly as they pleased—to slack during
lessons, to “cut ” prep, and to live a genera:
life of ease. They were permitted to smoke
in the presence of their Form-masters, and
even to play cards for money with them.
When these facts got about the school, there
had been greater indignation than ever—
culminating in the dramatic and unexpected
rebellion.

But Millionaire Mike was
things would vet come right. He hated the
idea of abandoning his plan. If there was
any possibility of pushing it through, he
meant to do so.

There had been method in making things
easy for such fellows as Claude Gore-Pearce
and Bernard Forrest and the Hon. Douglas

hopeful that

INNRIELY

Nipper’s fist flashed out, and |
Bernard Forrest went crashing
through the window.

Singleton and Vivian Travers and Archie
Glenthorne The “con” men were anxious
to get on intimate terms with the boys—to
become so friendly, in fact, that they would
learn the closest details of their family
affairs; and through the boys Millionaire
Mike and his gang hoped to gain access to
the parents.

The scheme, in brief, was to get thoroughly
““in” with the richest fellows in the school
durinq these two or three weeks at St.
Frank’s; then, when the time came for
them to go, they would continue their plot
elsewhere—in the homes of their schoolboy
victims. The parents, having every reason
to believe that the schoolmasters were
thoroughly honest men, would welcome them,
trust them. Millionatre Mike considered
that it would be an easy task to sell whole
blocks of worthless shares when the right
time came. This imposture at St. Franlk’s
was merely the preliminary work—paving
the wayv for the big “clean up.”

Mr. Pycraft was already under the gang’s
thumb; on their very first night at the
school they had induced him to join in a
game of bridge—and bridge had led to poker
and other gambles. Mr. Pycraft was a
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novice—and very much of a simpleton, too.
He had fallen an easy victim. When he
had risen from the table he had discovered
to his unutterable dismay, that he had
signed I0OU’s to the tune of something like
five hundred pounds. And he had believed,
all the time, that he had been playing for
mere pence! _

Armed with the I0U’s, Millionaire Mike
had informed Mr. Pycraft, quite frankly,
that he had better do as he was told—or per-
haps the Governors might see those fateful
little documents. Mr. craft, knowing
that such a disclosure would mean his im-
mediate dismissal, was held well down. He
was a mere tool In the hands of these clever
crooks. _

“There’s nothing to worry about,” said
the false Mr. Wetherell, as he lit another
-igarette. “The boys will soon come to their
:enses. But we mustn’t make the mistake
of precipitating anything. Our policy is to
wait.” |
And they waited—and hoped.

DGAR FENTON was speaking in Big
The rebels were listening reluc-

tantly; but the stern discipline of the
school was not lightly to be ignored. Fenton
was the head prefect, and, moreover, he was
a decent fellow. In their respect for Fenton,
the rebele listened. @ Kenmore’s crowd
also listened because it had an idea that Fen-
ton’s speech would help them. The neutrals
listened because there was nothing else to do.

“I’m not going to say that you boys were
not goaded to the drastic action you took,”
said Fenton quietly, “but if you expect me
to agree that you were justified, you’ll be
disappointed. You were not justified.”

“But those masters are a crowd of
duffers!” yelled Handforth.

“They may be duffers—they may be hope-
lessly incapable of conducting this school,”
replied Fenton, “but they were appointed by
the Governors, and, whatever their short-
comings, it is the school’s duty to keep the
peace. Throwing them out by violence is
not the way to keep the peace.

“We don’t want peace!” yelled somebody.
“We want a barring-out!”

“Hear, hear!”

‘“We’re not going to let these duds come
back !”

“I want to urge you to drop all this non-
sense,” said Fenton earmestly. “You acted
rashly—unthinkingly. No good can come of
a barring-out.”

“Cheese it, Fenton!” |

“You’re as bad as Kenmore!”

“Rats! We’'re not going to listen to you!”

The rebels were incensed by the school
captain’s words—words which were totally
opposed to their own inclinations.

“I say it’s madness to keep up this re-
bellion!” shouted Fenton. “I’m not order-
ing you in an way—you wouldn’t take any
notice if 1 did—but I'm asking you to con-
sider carefully. I'm asking you to think.”

“Good man, Fenton!” shouted Kenmore
approvingly. “These silly kids need to be
brox;ght to their senses.”

“Yes, rather!”

“Down with the rebellion!”

“Let's get the masters back!”

The rotters were enthusiastic in their
shouts, and they were already cheering
Fenton so lustily that violent disorder was
liable to break out at any moment.

. “Just a minute!” said Fenton. “I am not
in sympathy witlt this section of fellows
under Kenmore. I hope you understand
that, Kenmore? I know quite well why you
want these mnasters back. Your only object
for suggesting peace is because’ you know
that you’'ll have a soft time—an even softer
time now than before. So the less you cheer
me the better. Your motives are purely

selfish.”

:{‘gg rott%rp wer? silenced.

My object for suggesting peace is
different,” continued Fenton. “I want to
avoid trouble—needless trouble. If the

masters are acting wronfly, it won’t im-
prove matters if the school acts wrongly, too.
It i8 our duty to grin and bear it until a
dngmﬁeq complaint can be laid in the right
quarter.”

“You don’t know what you're talkin
about, Fenton!” sang out Parkington. “Ol
Pycraft is our headmaster—and what good
18 he? He’s hapd-in-glove with the new
men. He won't lift a finger. If we appeal
to him, he'll flog us. A barring-out is the
only solution.”

_“Dear old fellow, you are absolutely
right,” said Travers, yawning. “Long live
the barring-out!”

“You're a fine chap to talk!” snorted
Handforth, glaring. “Why, you were thick
with the masters yourself.”

“I had a bit of a spree, I'll admit,” said
Travers, grinning. ‘But I’m pretty sick of
them, and I've spotted their game. They’re
only after what they can get—and by the
time they had rooked me of four or five
quid T twigged them. Down with the
masters !’

“That’s not the way to talk, Travers!”
said Fenton sharply.

“Dry up, Fenton!

‘“‘Hear, hear!”

“Travers is wrong—you are all wrong!”
shouted Fenton. ‘“We've got to get St.
Frank’s back to normal within the next half-
hour. After that, we ocan take our time.
We'll make our complaint in the right quar-
ter—"
~ “Yes, and it’'ll be weeks before anything
18 done!” interrupted Hanrdforth wratzfully.
“We shal]l have our own masters back before
a finger is lifted! Are we going to stand
the duds for another two or three weeks?
Not likely! We've kicked ’em out, and I
vote that we bar them out completely |”

“I’'m with you, Handy!” shouted K. K.
Parkington.

““Same here!” -

‘““ Sorry, Fenton, but P’ve got to agroe with
the chaps,” said Nipper. “We're sick and
tired of Wetherell and Padbury and all the

{

Travers is right!”
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rest of them—sick and tired of Pycraft, too.
They’ve brought nothing but disgrace to the
school. 1 maintain that we were justified in
kicking them out, and we shall be just as
tustified in defying them. On with the re-
ellion!”

““ Hurrah!”

“Good old Nipper!” .

And Nipper walked out of Big Hall,
followed by crowds of enthusiastic Removites,
Fourth-Formers, and Third-Formers.

CHAPTER 3.
Taking the Plunge!

DGAR FENTON stood flushed and

E angry as he saw the juniors troopwng

out, shouting defiance and revolt. He

was disappointed. He had hoped

that his influence would be strong enough to
prevent the rebellion.

Yet he could not altogether blame the
juniors; he felt a sneaking sympathy for
them. Only his high-minded sense of duty
had impelled him to make a bold bid for
peace. He was suspicious of the new
masters, too—he felt that there was some-
thing behind all this which would not bear
the light of investigation. In his heart,
he could not blame the boys for point-blank
refusing to submit to such a farcical
authority.

The rebels, wildly excited, were surprised
to find a white mantle over the Triangle
when they emerged. Snow was falling
thickly. It were geing whirled about by a
high wind, and drifts were already forming
against the exposed walls.

“Hallo! Here’s ‘a change!” yelled Hand-
forth. ‘“It was ralning when we went in—
now it’s snowing ! Better dodge indoors, you

chaﬁs!”

They went dashing off to the Ancient
House, and although none of the Fourth-
Formers boarded there, they followed. Nip-
per reached the Ancient House steps first,
and he managed to make his voice heard as
he ran te the top of the steps.

‘““Follow me into the Lecture Hal, you
chapsl” he yelled. ‘‘Come on—all of you!
We've got to decide something—and
we've got to decide quickly!”

They went trooping noisily along to the

Ancient House Lecture Hall. Nipper, more
than any of the others, realised the necessity
for definite action. Just running about the
school and shouting would do no good.
There had to be some organisation in this
rebellion, or it would crash.
. The Lecture Hall wasn’t any bigger than
a large class-room, and it was soon packed.
At least two-thirds of the Juntior School
was present. The Old-Timers and the Red-
Hots were there to a man, but at a time
like this rivalry was completely forgotten.
They were all under one banner,

“I'm not going to make a spcech!”
shouted Nipper, as he lecapt upon the plat-
form. “I've only got a few words to say—
and I'll only take & minute.”

LEE LIDRARY 9

*"Hurrah!”

““Go it, Nipper!”

Handforth was on the platform, too, aall
he bawled {or silence.

““What's the good of packing ourselves im
here?” he demanded excitedly. *‘ Wo ought
to be going round the school, getting the
other chaps to join us. A barring-out’'s no
good unless we'ro united!"

“Tll do the talking, Handy,” cut in
Nipper.  “There’s no sense in bothering
about the other chaps. They had their
chance to join us, and weedon’t want people
who are half-hearted.”

“No fear!”

‘““Nipper’s right!”

‘“We’re a strong force, and we can put
up a good fight,”’ continued Nipper. ‘Now
I'm going to suggest that we seize the
Ancient House for ourselves.”

‘““What!”’ '

“We're in here now, and we’ll stick in
here,” continued Nipper. “We'll close theo
doors, bar the windows, and hold the fort.
That’s the general plan. Let the rest of the
school do as it pleases—but ‘we’ll bar every-
body out of this House, We’ve rebelled, and
we’'ll stick to our guns. Let ’em try to get
us gut !”

‘ Hurrah}”’

‘“But we've got to have organisation!”
roared Nipper. ‘1 want you fellows to aot
sensibly. gla.ce yoursolves under the com-
mand of certain leaders. Handy, you take a
dozen. Travers, you take another dozen.
K. K., you've got your own Red-Hots. Lct’s
divide ourselves into parties, and* go round
this House, securing every door and window
—and, f necessary, we’ll barricade the doors
and windows, too.”

‘“Heoar, hear!”

“Come on—let’s get started!”

“Yes, rather!”

Within two or three minutes, strong
parties of juniors were dashing about the
Ancient House, seecing to the closing and
locking of doors and windows. The domestio
steff, getting wind of what was happening,
flew into a panic, and cleared out. The
juntiors didn't mind, .

Before fifteen minutes had elapsed, the

Ancieat House was entirely theirs—looked,
barred and bolted.
happening outside.

Fenton d soon discovered what

the rebels had dane, and he shrugged hie
shouldors rather helpiessly. When boys were
in that determined frame of mind, talking
was of little use. They would not listen to
reasom, ar 0 argument, or even to
persuasion. Fenton realised, in fact, that
this storm would have to blow itself out. He
had dome his bhest, and he did not accuse
himself of weakness. )

The other faction was nearly as noisy—
the big crowd which was led by Simon Ken-
more, and which included all the known
snobs and rotters of the school. OCheering

HILE this was going on within the
Ancient House, other things were
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and yelling, they were strcaming out across
the Triangle, and were flinging the gates
wide open. They expected to find the
¢jected masters waiting outside in a cold,
Jhivering group.

“They’'re not here,” said Forrest, as he
peered up and down the lane.

“1 didn’t think they would be here, you
young ass,” said Kenmore grufily. ¢ But
we’ve opened the gates, and that ought to
show them that cverything is all rig%:t. I
expect they’ve gone to the village.”

“It’s far moreglikely that they've taken
the evening train for London,” commented
Sinclair. " They were kicked out, and the
got the wind up. There’s been too muc
waste of time: wo ought to have let the
masters in long ago.”

They stood there in the driving snow, at
a loose end.

“Well, 1t’s no good standing here, esatching
pneumonia,” said Kenmore. ‘“We’d better
get back indoors. I'll ring up the George
Tavern and make inquiries, and if I hear

If you like Topping School Yarns—

nothing there I’ll ring up the station. We
shall be able to find out something definite.”

The night was so wild that none of the
fellows cared to remain out in the howling
wind and the driving snow. They pelte
back to the warmth of the Houses. It was
one thing to agree that the masters should
come back; it was quite another thing to
locate the masters.

T was unfortunate, perhaps, that Ken-
more and his followers should have lost
contact with Mr. Pycraft and his ten
assistants. For at that very moment the

masters were deciding upon action on their
own account. And a getter grasp of the situ-
ation would have saved them a great deal
of trouble.

Mr. Kent, of the Third—alias Ed Sugden
—came blundering into the warm harness-
room, shaking the snow from his shoulders.

“It’s all right!’ he announced breathlessly.
““The balloon’s come down.”

“May I ask what you mean, Mr. Kent?”
asked Mr. Pycraft tremulously. ‘I was not
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aware that a—er—balloon figured in this
appalling situation.”

“Qpill it, Ed.” said Millionaire Mike
bricfly.

“I’ve just secn a crowd of the boys openin
the gates, and I overheard them saying tha
the trouble is over,” replied Ed Sugden.
“That means that the school has decided to
call the whole thing off. 1 thought I'd better
g(l)'tk mix with the boys—but leave it to you,

ike.”
d“‘Goocl work,’’ said Millionaire Mike, nod-

ing.

Mr. Pycraft felt dazed. The manner in
which these Halford masters addressed one
another was bewildering. He did not see the
warning glance which Mike Satella directed
at Ed Sugden, neither did he see Ed’s wink.

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Wetherell,” said
Ed. ‘But everything s so upside down that
I’m apt to forget the formalities.”

“That’s all right, Mr. Kent,” said Mike.
“Now, gentlemen, it i8 our move next. Ap-
parently, the boys have got over their excite-
ment. We must quietly pick up the reins
again.”

“Quietly ?’ exploded Mr. Pycraft. *‘'My
‘dear sir, I protest! These rebellious young
rascals must be punished with the utmost
severity——"’

“You’ll pardon me, Mr. Pycraft,” inter-
rupted Mr. Wetherell coldly. ‘This 1s not
the moment for drastic punishments. We
don’t want the boys to fly off the deep end
again. Once we have got the school under
normal control, we can make searching In-
quiries and locate the ringleaders.”

They went out into the snow, and found
the Ancient House blazing with lighta. There
was not the slightest ndication of trouble
now. None of the boys was out of doors, and
peace reigned. No wild shouting could be
heard. The school, obviously, had oooled
down.

“This snow 18 getting thick,” said Ma.
Wetherell, as he trudged through the ankle-
deep carpet of whiteness. “We will go
straight to my study in the Ancient House,
gentlemen. We will interview the prefecta
there, and find out exactly what has
happened.”

“Tisten!” said Mr. Pycraft huskily.

They were in the West Square now, and
thev could hear the sound of cheering from
the West House. One or two voices rose
above the others, and even the words could
be distinguished.

“Mr. Wetherell’s the hest Housemaster we
ever had!” came Forrest’'s voice. “Those
silly idiots ought to be kicked for making
such a fuss. The sooner the masters are
back, and things are normal, the better. St.
Frank’s was never so well served.”

“Good old Pycraft!’”’ came another voice.
“It was he who appointed these masters,
wasn’t it? Pvcraft’s got more sense in his
little finger than any other Head we ever
had. He knows the Kind of men to appoint.
Good luck to ’em!"”

‘““‘Hear, hear!”

11

‘““Let’s hope that Kenmore soon lecates the
masters, and tells them that everything is
all rig%t,” came Forrest’s voice agsin.
‘““They’re sportsmen!”

Such words as these were like balm to the
ejected masters. Mr. Pycraft was so relieved
that his knees positively sagged.

““Good heavens!” he breathed. * Did—did
you hear, gentlemen?”’

““The boys have come to their senses,” said
Mr. Wetherell genially. “I am glad to hear,
Mr. Pycraft, that you are so well esteemed.
There is nothing to worry about ncw. The
boys are definitely on our side.”

“I am intensely—er—gratified,” mumbled
Mr. Pycraft.

He was more than gratified—he was stunned
by the shock of relief. As acting Head, heo
was responsible. He had begun to nave grave
doubts about tlese ten men—these men who
had got him so completely under their thumb.
One word of this appalling affair to the
Governors, and his job would be gone. Per-
haps the matter could be hushed up even
now. Mr. Pycrafs felt delirious in nis reliel.

The men made no sound as they plodded
through the snow to the private door of the
Ancient House. Mr. Wetherell slipped his
key in, and the door mstantly opened. The
rebels, in their excitement, had missed this

r.

‘“ Ah!” said Millionaire Mike, as hie and his
co ions stood in the warmth of the pas-
sage. ‘“This 18 better. Come, gentlemen, to
my study.”’

They shook some of the snow from their
shoulders, and stamped off. Turning a coruner,
they came face to face with Handiorth,
Church, McoClure, Travers, and five or six
other Removites., Both parties were so
startled that they halted and stared at one
another.

CHAPTER 4.

The Campaign Opensl

HE schoolboys were more startied than

l the masters.

It was, in fact, a shock. The rebels
had seized the Ancient House, and
believed that it was entirely theirs. ‘To come
face to face with the masters in this way
nearly knocked them off their feet. Million-
aire Mike and his associates mi%ht have bheen
a collection of ghosts, judging trom the way
the juniors goggled at them.

“You shouldn’t be in this part of the
House, boys,” said Millionaire Mike, in a
matter-of-fact tone. *‘You know perfectly
well that it i8 out of bounds. However, in
the circumstances, I will overlook the matter.
And as this is hardly the moment to discuss
the recent happenings, you had better go ”

“My only sainted aunt!’ ejaculated Hand-
forth blankly.

“We are all glad that you boys have come
to your senses,”’ continueg Mr. Wetheretl. his
cheeks more ruddy than ever, his manner
kindly and tolerant. “I was a boy myself
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once, and, remembering that, I shall advise
our headmaster not to deal too barshly with
the ringleaders of the recent revolt.”

‘“ But—how did you get in?’’ gasped Hand-
forth.

“By the Housemaster’s private door, 1
should think,” put in Travers. ‘‘By Samson!
Somebody must have overlooked that door,
dear old fellows. This is rather frightfully
awkward!”’

“ Awkward be blowed!” roared Handforth,
recovering himself. ‘Hi, Removel Back up,

you chaps! They’re in!*’

It was the turn of the masters to be
startled.

“Be quiet, Handforth!”” snapped Mr.

Pycraft angrily. ‘‘How dare you shout in
that uncouth fashion? You apparently for-
get that this absurd revolt is over.”

“Over?” yelled Handforth. *‘Why, it’s

hardly started!”
“Come, come,”” said Millionaire Mike
“You boys are still ex-

firmly, but kindly.
cited—"’

“Don’t you believe it!” interrupted
Handforth calmly. “We're the rebels,
and we’ve grabbed this House! We're barring
you all out!” '

‘““What !’ gurgled Mr. Pycraft feebly.

“Rather!”’ said Handforth. ‘' You’re not
supposed to be in here at all! It’s like your
nerve to break inl”

“Let me deal with him, Mr. Pycraft,”
said Mike smoothly. *“My poor boy, you
are evidently deluded. The rebellion is over.
We did not break in, as you state. We
walked in quite normally—"

“I wonder if you’ll walk out normally?”
murmured Travers reflectively. ¢ Somehow,
I think not.”

Fortunately, Nipper arrived on the scene
at that moment, with Kirby Keeble Parking-
ton, Baines, Deeks, Buster Boots, and a few
othlers. Nipper took in the situation immedi-
ately.

‘“Sorry, gentlemen, but there’s a mistake,”
he said. ‘“The rest of the school might be
willing to admit you, but we’re not. This
House 1s ours.”

‘‘What—what nonsense is this?'’ demanded
Mr. Pycraft furiously.

““I am sorry, sir, if you regard it as non-
gsense, but we fellows in this House have de-
cided that we cannot recognise your authority
—or the authority of any of these men,"” said
Nipper, quite respectfuﬁy. ‘“We shall have
to ask you to leave at once.”

“But isn’t the rebellion over?” asked Sam
Pope uneasily.

“It’s over in the rest of the school—but
not in this House,” replied Nipper. ‘You
have made a mistake, gentlemen. We don’t
want any misunderstandings; and it will save
a lot of trouble if you leave quietly.”

‘“Insolence!” panted Mr. Pycraft, beside
himself. ‘ Unparalleled insolence! How dare
you, Hamilton? And you, Handforth! Go
back to your own quarters at once!”’

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Nipper and Handforth stood their ground,
and Mr. Pycraft swept the rest of the fellow:
with a blazing eye.

‘ Christine—Boots—Yorks—OQldfield "’ he
rapped out. ‘‘What are you doing out of
gour own House at this hour? Go! Do you

ear me? Gol”

Mr. Pycraft was accustomed to seeing the
Fourth-Formers cower under his glaring eye.
Normally. he was their Form-master, and
they always obeyed him with alacrity. But
now there was a change. They returned his
glare with open defiance.

_“Sorry, Mr. Pycraft, but it won’t work this
time,” saild John Busterfield Boots aggres-
sively.  “We're not recognising your
authority—or anybody else’s here. We're on
strike !”’ ._

“You'd better go, Mr. Pycraft,”’ said
Nipper, in an ominous tone.

“1 shall not go!” shouted Mr. Pyecraft
shrilly. ‘1 bave never heard of such imper-
tinencel Mr. Wetherelll Cannot you do
something 7"

Like the weakling he was, he appealed to
the stronger man,

“Yes, 1 certainly can do something,” said
Millionaire Mike, his manner echanging.
“I'll show these young fools who is master
here!”

He hurled his heavy frame forward, seized
Nipper, and angrily cuffed him. At the
same moment, some of the other masters
grabbed a few more juniors. Being under
the impression that the revolt was over, they

thought that they eould very easily subdue
these few die-hards. Neverr{md they made

a greater mistake.
“Remove, ahoy!” bellowed Handforth.
“Up the rebels! Out

“Back up, Fourth.
with the duds!”

His voice went booming up and down the
corridors, and the response was imniediate.
Rebels came pouring along in dozens, ex-
cited and curious.

““They’ve got in!” roared Handforth.
‘“Grab them! Somebody open the froat
doors!”

“Good idea!” grinned Travers. “We

kicked them out, but they must be dense.
I'm afraid we shall have to kick them out
again.”

An avalanche of humanity descended upon
the startled masters. They were heavily
charged, bumped over, and sent sprawling.
Only for the first few minutes had the rebe
hesitated ; Millionaire Mike's rash action in
cuffing Nipper had precipitated the battle.

Mr. Padbury, Mr. Jackson, Mr. Kent, Mr.
Ross, and the others fought hard. They
kicked and struggled and punched Many
juniors were hurt—but the odds were all in
their favour. The fight did not last long.
Within two minutes the masters were held
down, three or four excited rehels to each.

“Out with them!” roared Nipper. “We
said we wouldn’t have them back—and we
won’t 1”

“ Hurrah!”

Wildly excited, the rebels whirled the un-
fortunate men towards the lobby. Mr. Py-
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Handforth looked out of the window—and saw nothingﬁbnt one vast vista of snow

out of which peeped the top of the West House.

By George |’ he gasped.

‘“ We're snowbound ! *’

craft was honoured with the lead, and Hand-
forth & Co. and K. K., who were carrying
bim, came to an abrupt halt in the wide-
open doorway.

Mr. Pycraft shot out into the night as
though released from a catapult. Shrieking
wildly, with arms and legs waving, he
turned a couple of somersaults, and landed
in the thick snowdrift which had collected
at the bottom of the steps. Mr. Pycraft
vanished amidst a white smother.

Millionaire Mike was the next—then Mr.
Ferris—then Mr. Padbury, and the others.
In quick succession, they were hurled forth,
and they were no longer in any doubt as to
the reality of the recbellion.

Slam !

The heavy door closed, and the bolts were
shot. A wild clamour of cheering sounded
above the buffeting of the wind. The
masters, sitting up in the deep snow, were
more dazed than hurt.

‘““Where's the fool who said that the

trouble was over?” snarled Millionaire
Mike.

For years he had trained himself to aot
like a bluff, kindly, count s?uire. But
there were moments when he forgot that
training. This was one of those momentas.
Heoe leapt to his feet—no longer with the
appearance of a cultured schoolmaster, bu$é
a dangerous criminal.

“We'll

“Follow me, boys!” he panted.
teach these young hounds!”

He rushed at the nearest window, hoisted
his heavy body upon the sill, and forced
his back clean through the glass. There was
a shattering crash as the window caved in,
frame included.

“This is no time for gentle methods,”
snarled Mike Satella. “We've got to show
these cubs that we’re in earnest.”

He forced his way through the opening,
and three or four of the other men followed.
Mr. Pycraft had risen to his feet, but he
remained inactive—horrified by all this
violence.

Figures were streaming acroes from the
Modern House and the East House. That
crash of glass had attracted attention, and
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Kenmore, Grayson, Forrest and others were
hurrying up to see what was in the wind.

“By gad!” yelled Forrest. “It’s the
masters! They’re breaking into the Ancient
House!”

“Taking the bull by the horns, eh?”
rapped out Kenmore. “Good stuff! We'll
help, you fellows! Down with the rebels!”

hey did not pause to inquire what the
exact position was. They could see that the
Ancient House was being attacked—and that
was enough. They hurled themselves at
some of the other windows, and smashed
them as Mr. Wetherell had done. Within
? minute, dozens of them were invading the
ort. |

It was such a surprise attack that the
recbels were momentarily beaten. A breach
had been made, and the enemy was in!

“It’s al right, sir—we’re with you!”
ejaculated Forrest, as he found himself side
by side with Mr. Wetherell. “Most of the
school is with you! Only these rebels are
causing the trouble,”

“We’ll soon settle their hash, young man,”
said Millionaire Mike ferociously.

Forrest gave him a quick look—surprised
by the man’s tone and expression. Nipper,
who also saw that look, compressed his lips.
He saw the others—Mr. Walter Ross, alias
Dicky Bliss, Sam Pope, Hank Purkiss, and
the rest. Tiley weren’t schoolmasters.” Their
eyes were evil, their faces were those of
criminals now that the masks had been
thrown' aside, so to speak.

‘Take it calmly, you fellows!” sang out
Nipper, his voice quite steady. ¢ Nothing
to worry about. We’ll scon have thesc in-
vaders out!”

His leadership was invaluable. Many of
the rebels were inclined to be panic-stricken
at this unexpected assault; but Nipper’s
coolness steadied them. They dashed into
the battle with resolute determination.

Crash |

Nipper’s fist thudded violently into Ber-
nard Forrest's face, and the rascally lcader
of Study A rocked on his heels, backed
against one of the shattered windows, over
balanced, and toppled out.

Like lightning, Nipper swung round and
engaged with Ed Sugden, who was kicking
at him viciously. andforth camo to the
rescue, and between the two of them they
soon had Ed floored.. They tipped him up
and pitched him out into the night. Other
scraps were in progress everywhere. The
battle was quickly over.

The rebels, strong in their determination,
fought gamely. The invaders were held,
beaten, and chucked out. Once the tide
turned, the rest was easy. The last of the
invaders was sent shooting out into the
night, and the broken windows were re-
placed by solid rebel forces.

. “8ome of you get round to the other win-
dows—guard every weak point,” shouted
Nlp‘}'ehr. " We mustn’t let them in again.”
e die was cast now! There could be
no turning back. The rebellious juniors had
laid violent hands upon the masters, and

¥, 5. Brooks writes in BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY.

had hurled them forth for a sccon:l timne.
The barring-out was oal
reathl ,

“ N 7E’VE been tryin
sald Kenmore
The maste dishevelled and

snow-covered, had sought refuge
in the lobby of the Modern House. They
wdre surrounded by crowds of excited juniors
and seniors. _
“There has been a mistake,” said Mr.
Waetherell, attempting to speak with dignity.
““We thought this absurd revolt was over!’
“But it isn’t over!” wailed Mr. Pycraft,
wringing his hands. ‘“Good heavens!
Things are worse than ever! St. Frank's
18 little better than a shambles!”

. “You evidently don’t understand, sir,”
satd Kenmoro quickly. ‘“Not meore than a
third of the school has revolted—mostly
juniors of the Remove and Fourth.  They
took possession of the Ancient House, and
it’s awfully unlucky that you went into that
House without realising the position.”

“And the rest of the school?” asked
Millionaire Mike sharply.

“The rest of the school is loyal, sir—as
loyal as 1 am,” replied Kenmorc. ‘“We
want you back, sir, you and your colleagues.
These rebels are only a minority—and I'm
sure that you can deal with them.”

‘“Hear, hear!?”

“ We're awfully glad to see you back,
sir !”’

““Good luck to all of you!”

“Rather!”

The rotters were enthusiastic in their
welcome. They cheered. They made Mike
Satella and his colleagues realise that the
bulk of the school, at all events, was on their
side. It was a big relief,

“The whole thing 18 most unfortunate,”
said Mr. Wetherell, now fully recovered.
“Mr. Pycraft, I hope you will take my
advice and go to bed at once. You are not
well, sir. I urge you to leave matters
entirely in my hands until the morning.

““No, no, I cannot do that!” panted Mr.
Pycraft. ‘I am the headmaster—]I am re-
sponsible. I must know what is happening.
Where are all the boys? What are the pre-
fects doing ?”’

Guy Sinclair laughed.

“Why, the prefects are doing their usual
duties, sir,”” he said coolly. * '%‘he boys are
in their studies, or the Common-rooms.
Don’t "you realise, sir, that the school is nor-
mal 7" :

“Normal ?” barked Mr. Pycraft irritably.
“How can you say that, Sinclair?”

“Well, necarly normal, sir,” replied the
Sixth-Former. “The Ancient House has
been grabbed by those rebels, but they won’t
lz}sf};1 t long. All the other Houses are all
right. '

“I think we had better call a meeting of
the school at once,” said Mr. Wetherell
smoothly. “Yes, Mr. Pycraft, that will be
the best thing. If yon do not-feel up to
addressing the boys, I will deputise for you.
It is auite essential that the school should

to find you, sir,”’
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have iis confidence restored. A firm hand is
- needed here."” "’ ’

“Yes, yes, indeed,” muttcred Mr. Pycraft
heIl_{)]essly.
is own hand was trembling, like the rest
of him. Mike Satella, quickly appreciating
that his game was not lost, took control.

CHAPTER 6.
Edgar Fenton’s Planl!
THERE was a hard light in Nipper’s

eyes.

“Listen, you fellows,” he said

quietly. “I’ve got something to tell
you—something that may surprise you.”

A crowd of rebels had gathered in the
Ancient House Junior Common-room. Most
of them were looking untidy and dishevelled,
but * nobody cared. Hasty barricades had
been erected—furniture had been propped
against the broken windows, and the other
windows had been reinforced, too. Guards
were patrolling, keenly on the watch.

“I’ve been in favour of this rebellion from
the first,” went on Nipper. “Some sort of
- instinct told me that we were doing the
right thing.”

“Jiggered if I can understand you!” said
Handforth, staring. “Usually you’re so jolly
cautious. ¥ You don’t believe in direct
methods. But this time you’ve been the
biggest hothead of us all!”

“That’s because I had a hunch that we
were doing the right thing,” replied Nipper.
“As a general rule, I don’t believe in laying
hands qn masters or prefects. Even in a
barring-out, it’s bad policX. It requires a
whole lot of justifying. nd don’t forget
that in every barring-out there’s got to be an
hour of reckoning. There’ll be a big inquiry
over this business—and unless we’re
absolutely in the right—well, we shall suffer.”

“Somewhere in the region of the neck,”
murmured Travers, nodding.

“But we are right,” insisted Nipper.
“From the first I felt that we were doing the
only possible thing. I don’t know whether
ou fellows noticed it, but when Mr.

'otherell and those other masters tried to
break in, they were different.”

“Yes, old tulip, I noticed that,” said
Archie Glenthorne. “I mean to say, odds
changes and transformations! Those
blighters looked positively dangerous. Like
a lot of gangsters, what ?"

“We know something about gangsters,
too—we had a few around St. Frank’s not
long ago,” said Nipper. “No, I’'m not say-
ing that these men are gangsters—but I am
saying that they’re crooks.”

“What!”

“Crooks!” repeated Nipper confidently.

“But that’s rot, dear old fellow,” said
Travers. “They may be incompetent
chumps, but they’re masters from Halford
Grammar School—-”

1o
“Are they ?” cut in Nipper. ‘““You can tell
that to the Marines!”

“What do ou
Handforth excitedly.

“I'm not boasting when I say that I know
more about crooks than the rest of ﬁm
chaps,” replied Nipper. “I haven't been Mr.
Neclson Lee's assistant for nothing. With my
guv’'nor, I've encountered orooks of all kinds.
And I'm telling you straight out now that
these men are no more schoolmasters than
we’re Hottentots!™

“If they’re not schoolmasters, what are
they 7’ asked Tommy Watson.

“I don’t know—and it doesn’t matter much,
anyway,” replied Nipper. ‘“But they gave
themselves away when they tried to break
into this House not long ago. St. Frank’s is
in the hands of a gang of crooks!”

“My only sainted aunt!”
“It’s too—too thick, old man!”

“I'll stake my reputation that I’m right,”
insisted Nipper. ‘“And that makes ocur
barring-out completely justified. You wait
until all the facts come out—and you’ll find
that I've scored a bull’s-eye. Until then we’ll
stick to our guns—and by doing that we’ll
prove that we’re the only sensible chaps in
the school. We shan’t be punished for this
barring-out—we shall be praised. We've
twigged these crooks, and we’re not having
any of their bunkum!”

mean?”  ejaculated

N Big Hall at that very minute
Millionaire Mike was addressing the
school.

The ranks of the Remove and the
Fourth were extremely thin, and there
weren’t many  Third-Formers, eithoi.
Otherwise, Big Hall was pretty well filled.

There was a humming of excitement
amongst the rotters; but all the others were
ominously silent. It was only Edgar Fen-
ton’s sense of duty which impelled him to
carry on—and most of the Fifth and Sixth
supported him. '

“We—and I am speaking for my colleagues
and myself—are gratified to find that the
reat bulk of the school has kept its head,”
ﬁlr. Wetherell was saying. “It is difficult to
know exactly what caused this ridiculous
rebellion, but, whatever the cause, I am
convinced that the boys’ grievance can be
adjusted.”

“ All those rebels ought to be tanned, sir!”
said Kenmoreo.

“We must be tolerant,” said Mr. Wetherell
kindly. ‘ Boys—particularly junior boys—are
apt to get excited. And when they are ex-
cited they do things without quite realising
their nature. It has always been my policy
to make friends with my ﬁoys—and I regret
exceedingly that there could have been any
misunderstanding in this case. I shall strive
my hardest to adjust this grievance without
delay. In the meantime, I want the rest of

ou to carry on quietly and with dignity.
}:et us show the mutinous faction that we, at
least, know how to behave. OQur example
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wiilt have the effect of subduing them—of
making them realise their folly.”

Millionaire Mike knew how to speak.
And, as he continued to talk to the school,
he galned the school’s confidence. KEven
those fellows who had a sneaking sympathy
for the rebels, and who held the rotters in
contempt, were impressed. They felt that
Mr. Wetherell was right. Violence was to be
deprecated. .

“If my colleagues and myself have carried
our friendly methods too far—and you must
rcmember that we are new to this school—
we will do our best to put matters right,”
continued Mr. Wetherell. ‘“We only desire
peace—friendship with our boys. I am con-
vinced that the misguided juniors in the
Ancent House will soon realise the error of
their ways.”

He smiled his kindliest smile.

“And now I want you all to go back to
your Houses, and to resume your customary
mode of life,” he continued. ¢ Some of you,
of course, will have to make temporary
arrangements—those of you who normally
board in the Ancient House. But I am sure
that your respeotive Housemasters will do
all they can to help. For the time being, I
am debarred from using my own quarters,
but I shall, in the meantime, take advantage
of Mr. Pycraft’s hospitality.”

When the school trooped out of Big Hall in
an orderly way, the rotters cheered !lustily.
The rest felt that tho rebellion was as good
13 Over.

in Big Hall, went to his study and did
some thinking. He was glad enough
that the school was settling down—but
when he thought of the rebels in the Ancient
House he was worried. .
He put his overcoat on, sallied out, and
hammered at the Ancient House door.

- “Look out, you chaps!” ehouted a voice

FENTON, after Mr. Wetherell’s speech

inside. “There’s somebody here! Another
attack!”
“Nonsense!” shouted Fenton. “I’'m all

alone. It’s Fenton. Open this door, there’s
good fellows.”

Shufflings and excited voices sounded, and
then came Nipper’s voice.

“That you, Fenton ?”

“Yes—open this door, old man.” .
“This isn’t a trick, is it?” asked Nipper.
“You’re not trying to put something over on

us?”

“Of course not,” said Fenton.
take my word, can’t you?”

The door was opened, and Fenton was
admitted.

“Well, you’re a nice lot,” he commented
as the rebels crowded round him. “What
sort of a game do you think you’re playing?
Haven’t you any thought for the prestige of
the school ?”

“If you’ve come here to lecture us——
began Nipper.

““No, I’m not going to lecture you,” inter-
rupted Fenton. “I’'m going to ask you, as
nicely as I can, to chuck up this game.

“You can
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Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !

week to the sender of the best joke ;

penknifes are also offered as prizes.

street, London, E.C.4.

AIRY.
Teacher : ¢ Describe a fishing net.””’
Bright lad : ‘‘ A lot of holes tied together
with string, sir.”
(A. Rillle, Ayrshire San,, New Cummock,

Scotland, has been awarded a handsome wateh.)

POOR PA!

‘“ Hallo, Jobnny ! ” said the neighbour. * Can
I see your father for a foew minutes ? "’

The boy thought hard for a moment.

“I’m afraid you can’t, sir,’”’ he replied at last.
“He haRpens to be wrapped up in his work at
present,

‘““ I didn’t know your father was so studious,”
commented the neighbour.

“Dad’s not studious,”” came tho hurried
reply. *“ He's only been papering the parlour,’

/

B /
| It you
know a good rib-tickler send it along now—and win
a prize ! A handsome watech will be awarded each
‘“ Holiday
Annuals,”® ‘¢ Nature Annuals,’’ pocket wallets and

Address your
jokes to ‘‘ Smilers,’® Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite

A. Richardson, 234, Caledon Road, Lasi
Ham, London, E.86., has been awarded a
‘““ Nature Annual.”)

THE SALESMAN,

‘“ Any shoe-laces, needles, or studs,
lady ? **

‘“ No. Go away!”

‘“ Any umbrella-rings, teapot-spouts,

pencils or pen-nibs ? *’

‘“ No. Go away, or I'll ¢all a polieceman.*’

‘“ ’Ere y’are, lady. Whistles, sixpence
each !’

(D. Potter, ‘‘ Kenilworth,”’ Lugtrout
Lane, Solihull, nr. Birmingham, has
been awarded a ‘‘ Holiday Annual.’?)

THE HINT !}

School Inspector: ‘‘ Would any boy like to
ask me a question e

Pupil : ** Please, sir, what time does your
train go ?

(J. Bisson,  Mzilton,” L’Islet, St. Sanipsons,
Guernsey, C.I., has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

THE GUEST’'S PYJAMAS !

It was time for Billy to go home—but the rain
was coming down in torrents,

‘“ You ean’t go home in this downpour,*’ re-
marked the host. °° You’d better stay the nighi

with us.” .
Billy muttered his thanks, and then dis-

appeared completely. He turned up two hours
later, dripping wet.
‘“ Where have you been ? >’ asked the host.
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What is it going to lead to? Have you asked
yourselves that? I'm admitting that the
masters are not all that could be desired, but
things have calmed down now. Don’t you
think it would be better to drop all this
melodramatic stuff "

“We’'re not givin in, if that’s what you
mean, Fenton!” said Handforth truculently.
“ Fl%ggings for most of us, eh? The sack
for Nipper and me and the other ringleaders!
Not likely!”

“Supposing I go to Pycraft and Wetherell
and suggest a truce?” asked Featon. “Iil
suggest an inquiry, too—and you can rely

upon me to make things as easy as possible.”

“Nothing doing!” said Nipper with deter-
mination in his face. ‘““You may think I'm
mad, Fenton, but I'm pretty certain that
these so-called masters are nothing but
crooks!”

Fenton was startled.

‘“What on earth do you mean, you young
ass?’’ he asked.

““I mean that they’re not schoolmasters at
all=they’re 1mpostors of some kind,” insisted
Nipper. ‘“They’ve succeeded in fooling
Pycraft, but they haven’t fooled us. What do
they know about school work or school
routine—nothing 1"’

‘“ But your suggestion 1s ridiculous!” pro-
tested the head prefect.

“It may sound so—but time will prove,”
gaid Nipper. ‘‘Anyhow, the chaps here have
decided to bank on my judgment. We're not
going to submit to the dictation of crooks,
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and we're keeping on with this barring-out—
until the orooks are pushed out. If the rest
of the school likes to submit to them—well,
that’s nothing to do with us. But we main-
tain that we’re justified 1n this rebellion, and
we're carrying on. That’s final.”

Fenton did not argue; he merely nodded.

‘“ All right; if that’s your way of thinking
I'll say no more,’”’ he replied quietly. *“It’s
no good tryinf to persuade you, then. Good-
night, you fellows—and do try to keep this
revolt as quiet as possible.”

‘ Good-night, I'enton !”’

There was a hearty chorus, for the rebels
liked Fenton immensely, and they liked, too,
his frank way of coming to them. The door
was opened, he passed out, and the door was

locked and bolted again.

‘“By Jovel” said Fenton, as he battled
through the ever-increasing blizzard., *1
wonder !”’

A new train of thought had been set into
motion. When ho got into the West House,
he called a prefects’ meeting at once. He
and the other Ancient Houso seniors were all
boarding temporarily in the West House,
since their own quarters were denied to them.

The meeting took place in Arthur
Morrow’s study—he being the head prefect of
the West House. The others present were
Biggleswade, Wilson, Conroy major, Frinton,
Stanhope, and Reynolds. They were all
decent fellows. Other prefects, such as Ken-
more and Sinclair and Parkin, were not

3
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“ Home for my pyjamas,’’ replied Billy.

(B. O’Shaughnessy, Erin Street, Kilkee,
Co. Clare, Ireland, has been awarded a
pocket wallet.)

CA’ CANNY.

Scotsman (at a country station): ‘‘ Third re-
turn to Inverness.”

Booking Clerk : “ Change at Aberdeen,”

Scotsman: ‘ Na, na, mon, I'll take my
change here.”

(G. Amble, Cotltingham Grove, Bletchley, Bucks,
has been awarded a penknife.)

FANCY THAT!

Dear old Lady (to perspiring footballer) :
“ Isn’t it rather warm to-day to play such a
strenuous game ? *’

Player : *¢ Yes, mum, it is.”

Dear old lady : ‘“ Then why don’t you use one
of those [ootball fans I have read so much about.”’

(J. Brewer, 103, Donald Street, Roalh
Park, Cardiff, has been awarded a pocket
wallet.)

BOW WOW.

The ’bus conductor waited
patiently while the old lady
read laboriously through the
destination board.

“ Is this a Barking 'hus t”
she asked at length.

“No, ma’am,’ answered tho
conductor, with a jerk at the
bell-cord,‘ this one purrs.”

. (II. Steff, 167, Rockingham Road, Ketterin.;
has been awarded a ** Holiday Annual.”)

TOO BAD.

Jones : ‘‘ Mr. Gray has lelt his umbrella again.
} do believe that he would lose his head if it were
oose,”’

Judkins : *‘ You're right. He’s always losipg
something. Why, he said he was going tc
Switzerland for his lungs.””

(Joseph Moran, 51. Deane Road, Bolton,
has been awarded a penknife.)

THE ORDER OF THE BOOT.

Job-hunter : * Have you an opening for a
bright young man ?

Busy Manager: *‘ Yes, but don’t slam it on
your way out,”

(B. Allen, Tolgullow House, St. Day, nr. T'ruro,
Cornwall. has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

HE HELPED HIMSELF.

‘“l do hope you behaved yourself at the
party, Erie, and didn't ask for a lot of cake,"
said his mother.

‘“Oh, no, mummy,’’ replied
Erio brightly. ** The cake-dish
was so near that I just helped
mysell without troubling tc
ask anyone."’

(Miss H. Danker, 19,
Waterworks., DBahru
Johore, Johore, Malay

States., has been awarded
a ¢‘ Nature Annual.’’)
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admitted to this conference. It was strictly
private.

“Well, thank ess things have calmed
down a bit,” said Biggleswade, as he

sprawled in the easy-chair, with his feet on
the table. “It’s infernally rotten, being
barred out of our own House, but I'm not
saying that I blame those kids.”

“That’s fine talk from a prefect!”’ said
Morrow. _

‘“We're not prefects here—we’re just pals,”.
said Biggy, grinning in his good-natured
way. * And how can you blan.e those kids?
You know as well as I do that the masters
are a bunch of wash-outs!”

‘““That’s why ['ve called this meeting,”’ said
Fenton quietly. “I’ve just been over to the
Ancient House, and I've had a word
with thoce juniors—particularly with young
Nip(s)er. And he’s just put an idea into my
head.” .

‘““You went and hobnobbed with those
rebels?"’ asked Reynolds dubiously.

‘“ ] wanted to get them into a sensible frame
of mind—but can tell you they are in
earnest,” replied Fenton. ‘‘But this is the
main poiat. Young Nipper is absolutely
positive that the masters are a set of crooks.”

The prefects roared with laughter.

‘“It's not so silly as 1t sounds,” went on
Fenton impatiently. ‘‘ Anyhow, I’ve made
up my mind to go to London to-morrow, and

to see the alford Grammar School
Gfovc}almors. I'm going to find out the truth
of this.”

o P

CHAPTER 6.
Snowbound!

HE laughter was instantly quelled; the

H other prefects looked at Fenton in

rather a startled way.
“Going up to London?” repeated
Morrow.

“T am I” declared IFFenton grimly. *‘I’ve
half an 1dea that Nipper’s suspicion is correct.
How do we know that the new masters are
not im rs? I’ve been thinking, you
fellows—and you havem’t. But I want you
to think now."

They did think—for they had plenty of
food tor thought.

‘‘Impostors I”’ ejaculated Wilson, with a
whistle. “ Do you mean crooks? Criminals?”

‘““There are one or two significant things—
now that we've got on to this subject,” said
Fenton. ‘‘Look at Pycraft, for example.
He’s absolutely under the thumb of these
men. How did they get him there? And
why should he submit to their dictation. It
only needs half an eye to see that he’s
frightened of them.”

“That’s true,” admitted Morrow thought-
fully, *“We've all thought it rummy from
the start.”

‘“‘ Again, we've only heard it said that the
new masters really belong to Halford
Grammar School,” continued Fenton.

“ THE BROKEN BOND ! *’ Featuring the Chums of Greyfriars—

‘““They’re strangers to us—they came to St.
Frank’s alone. They weren't brought by any-
body in authority, such as one of our
Governors. 1 tell you, there’s something very
queer about it all.”

The prefects were looking really startled.

‘“What they don’t know about school work
would fill an encyclopaedia,” said Biggles-
wade. ‘‘Look at our man—Mr. Campbell.
He couldn’t even take the Third; the fags
know twice as much as he does.”

‘““There are other points, too,” said Fenton.
“The masters don’t know the first thing
about school routine or regulations. If you
come to think it out thoroughly, you’ll find
that they have acted just as though they had
never been in control of a school before. And
you've got to admit that they were like a
lot of ruffians to-night, when they tried to
break into the Ancient House. No school
master, with any dignity, would do a thing
like that.”

‘““But they seem such nice fellows!” pro
tested Wilson. -

‘““ And the way they are gathering the rot-
ters about them 1sn’t pleasant,” said Fenton.
““There seems to be something behind 1t all
—and I tell you again, I’'m suspicious. Any-
hhow, there’s one way of making sure.”

““By your going to London?”

‘“Yes,” said Fenton. ‘‘I'll slip off without
telling a soul—I'll catch the early train. 1
don’t think I shall have much trouble in
getting in touch with the Halford Grammar
School Governors. Then I’ll soon find out
if these masters are genuine or not. Until
then, we’ve got to carry on—and we mustn’t
let these men know that we suspect them.
While I'm away, I want you fellows to keep
the school running normally.”

When the prefects’ meeting broke up, there
was a feeling of satisfaction amongst the
Sixth-Formers. Something was being done.
Fenton’s 1dea of going to London was a good
one.

T. FRANK'’S went to sleep, a divided
camp,
The storm inside the school was prac-
tically over—whilst the storm outside
raged with ever-increasing violence and
intensity.

Millionaire Mike, sitting up late with some
of his colleagues, felt more and more satisfied
that everything would come right on the
morrow. He had sufficient confidence in his
own glibness of tongue to smooth out the
troubles. He might not have been so self-
satisfied had he known of Edgar Fenton’s
shrewd proposal. For that suggested trip of
his to London would, indeed, throw a nasty
spanner into the works.

But the forces of Nature are always
stronger than man. Throughout the night
the blizzard raged—so violently that many
inhabitants of St. Frank’s got little or no
sloep.

In tho Ancient House there was a constant
watch—and the rebels, in consequence, had
a general idea of what was happening out-
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sido. The sentries took it in turas—two-hour
spells. In the small hours, between two and
four, Handtorth & Co. were included in the
watchers, and at intervals they would mcet
and compare notes.

““Pretty violent storm outside, Handy,”
commented Church, on one of these occasions.
“Some of the windows aro absolutely
covered, from top to bottom, with snow.”

““I opened the back door a little while
ago,” said Handforth. *‘ By George! 1t was
as much as I could do to get it closcd again.
And the snow is piled up in the back porch
scf> high that I could hardly see over the top
of it.”

“PDraw it mild!”’ protested McClure.

“It's a fact!” insisted Handforth. *“We
haven’t had a snowfall like this for years.
It’s terrific.”

A little later he went into the Commos-
room telcphone-box. He was on his rounds,
and it occurred to him to ask the Bannington
operator the time. A little chat wouldn’t do
any harm, either. He might find out what
the snowstorm was like 1n Bannington.
When he put the receiver to his ear, the line
was utterly dead. His joggling of the hook
had no effect. The exchange did not reply.
This led him to wander about the House, try-
ing the other telephones. 'They were all the
same. At four o’clock, when Travers
relieved him, Handforth imparted the news.

““Something must have happened to our
’phones,” he said. ‘“They’re all dead. 1
can’t gct the Exchange, anyhow.”

“I'm not surprised, dear old fellow,” said
Travers. “I'll bet thousands of telephone
and telegraph wires are down. Didn’t you
hear one of the Head’s trees crash over about
half an hour ago?”’

¢ George, no!” .o

“V\;;ll, something crashed—and I believe it
was a tree,” said Travers,

The next two hours, if anything, were even
more violent than the previous two. The
storm seemed to reach a demoniac pitch of
intensity. The rebel guards almost forgot
their duties in their excitement. They spent
most of their time peering out of the win-
dows into the pitch blackness. They could
see the myriads of snowflakes whirling. And
once, when they ventured to open the front
door of the Ancient House, they had a shock.
The snow was piled six or eeven feet—a solid
mass which nearly fell in upon them.

With the coming of the dawn the wind de-
creased slightly, %ut the snow still flooded
down in greater flurries than before.

HE rising-bells rang out as usual in the
morning.

In the West House, Modern House,

and East House, things were normal.

And in the Ancient House, Nipper saw that

the rising-bell sounded as usual. There was

no reason why the rebels should not carry on
in an orderly fashon.

Handforth & Co., who were sleeping in

their ordinary dormitory—only partially un-

dresscd—made straight for the window upon

iy

fully awakening. Everybody
about the snow.

‘““Better go easy,'” said Travers, who had
come in. “You'll have the room full of snow
if you open that window too quickly.”

““The wind’s not so bad now,’”” said Hand-
forth, yawning. “T’ll bet there isn’t much
snow, after alll”

“No?” inquired Travers politely. *Take
a look!”

Handforth forced the window cpen. It
needed some forcing, too, for it opened out-
wards, and a vast mass of snow had to be
pushed aside. Handforth took one look, and
a gurgle sounded in his throat.

“My only sainted aunt!’’ he yelled, aghast.

He was looking out upon the West Square—
and the West Square, as he usually knew it,
was no more, Opposite, against the Waest
House, the drifts were piled up so high that
the lower windows were completely covered,
The rear door had gone. Even on the Ancient
House side, which was more or less sheltercd,
the snow was five and six feet deep. The
roofs were choked; the wall which divided
the West Square from Little Side was buried.
The snow ran in an unbroken line right across
the country. Hedges had gone. Trees stuck
grotesquely out of the white pall. Only a
few flakes wero falling now, and a break or
two was appearing in the heavy masses of
clouds overhead.

““Why, we’re—we’re snowbound!” gasped
Handforth. ‘“I’ve never seen so much snow
in all my life!” .

“That’s what everybody’s saying,” nodde:
Travers. *‘Pretty good for us, isn’t it ?”

‘““How is it good for us?”

“Well, ’d like to see the attacking force
which is going to take us by surprise,’” grinned
Travers. ‘‘Before anybody can get near the
Ancient House, they’ve got to cut a way
through the snow—and that would take them
hours. 1If we’re bottled up in this House,
everybody else is bottled up in every other
House! Bellton Lane is under twelve feet of
snow, every telephone is cut off, and as far
as the outside werld is concerned we might
just as well be at the North Pole.”

“Yo gods and little fishes!”’ said Church
blankly. “‘Then—then we’re absolutely iso-
lated !”

Not only were the rebelk excited, but every-
body else in the school, too. The snowfall
was phenomenal; it was something worth get-
ting excited about. Edgar Fenton, indced,
was dismayed.

“Pm afraid this has put the tin hat on my
plan, Morrow,” he said, as he stood looking
out of one of the upper windows of the West
House with Arthur Morrow. * There’ll be
no getting to London to-day.” |

.“%0’11"3 you think the trains will be run-
ning ?’

“I don’t think—I know,” replied Fenton.
“The Bellton cutting must be full of snow
from brim to brim—and I doubt very much
if the main line at Banningtowy, is free. It'll
be days before anv traffic can get going. As

was talking
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for the roads, they’re impossible. Some of
these drifts must be twelve and fifteen feet
deep.”

“By Jove!” said Morrow.

They were only just beginning to rcalise
the situation. Perhape it was even worse than
they suspected. It might ecasily be a week
before contact with the outer world was
established.

Nipper, going up to the top of the Ancient
House tower with one or two other rebels,
had a look over the countryside. What they
saw rather staggered them. The Stowe
Valley had virtually disappeared. It was diffi-
cult to distinguish any of the usual landmarks.
Many cottages were completely buri‘%d. Bell-
ton could be seen in the distance—a roof or
two sticking up out of the snow. Trees were
down everywhere. Telograph and telephone
posts had simply vanished.

“This is like that storm we had two or
thrce years ago,’’ said Nipper, taking a deep
breath. “Don’t you remember? One or two
villages, in Kent, were cut off from the rest
of the world for over a week—and they were
only a mile from the main road.”

““This is heaps worse,” said Jimmy Potts,
with a whistle. “We can’t even see the
Bannington Road. It’s gone! It'’s like the
Alps!”

‘““ And we’re cut off,’”’ said Nipper thought-
fully. “We're in the middle of this barring-
out, and we can't expect any help from out-
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side. The dud masterc can’t get any help,
either. My sons, it’s going to be a fight
between us!”’

“Just as though we were on an island.
thousands of miles from land,” said Tomny

Watson breathlessly. ‘‘My only hat! What
‘a prospect!”
CHAPTER 7.
Action!

R. MIKE SATELLA was in high
good-humour.

““Last night, boys, we thought we

had had a bad break—but this morn-

ing we’re having "a’ lucky break,” he said

genially. ‘“This snowstorm is worth a for-
tune to us.”

“I may be dense,”’ .aid Dicky Bliss, “but
I’m hanged if I can see how.”

He and Mr. Padbury—alias Sam Pope—
were with Millionaire Mike in the West
House.

‘“‘Have you been up in the tower?”’ asked
tho leader of the con men.

(K NO.”

““Then you should go,” said Mike. ‘‘The
countryside is a sight worth seeing The
road between here and the village is under
fifteen feet of snow all the way. The main
road from Bellton to Bannington is just as
bad. Heaven alone knows how the cottagers
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arc getting on—1 should think that some of
them will be 1n a bad way.”

“We’'ve got to think of our own worries,”
said Sam Pope.

“That’s just where you’re wrong—they’re
not worries,”’ retorted Mike. * Being isolated
18 the best thing that could happen to us. 1
tell you, boys, we're cut off for at least a
weck., Even if there is a rapid thaw—avhich
isn’t at all probable—it will be days before
any road is passable And, by the look of the
:ky, there’s going to be some more snow,
00.,’

Bl"‘ How does it help us to be isolated ?”’ asked
iss.

“Haven’t you any sense, Dicky?”’ replied
the other. “During this week we can get
these rebe! juniors entirely under control. '&79
can take our time. What’s more, the usual
routine of the school will go by the board.
It will have to. And that suits us to a T.
We can get more firmly established in the

ood graces of these rich boys than ever
lg)efore. We can do the solid groundwork.”

“That’s true,” said Bliss ﬁowly.

“We’ll keep the boys busy,” continued .

Mike. “For example, all the boys in this
House will be excused leesons this moming.
We'll set them to clearing snow—and they'll
be as pleased as Punch. Boys would rather
work hard shovelling snow than they would
do lessons. We'll get them +to Tdig
passages across the Triangle—we'll make a
netwaork of cleared paths between the
Houses.”

““What about those rebels?”’

“We’ll leave them alone—we won’t even
cut a pathway to the Ancient House,” said
the leader promptly. ‘We'll ignore them.
That will tire them out, and bring them to
their senses!”

So St. Frank’s started on an exciting day.

When the orders went round in the West
House, there was a good deal of cheering.
The fellows were gladg enough to be excused
lessons. Clearing pathways through the snow
was great sport. As all the telephones were
out of order—even the internal ’phones—com-
munication was established by more primitive
methods. Prefects, under orders from Mr.
Wetherell, stood at the upper windows and
shouted across to the other Houses. The
boys were soon hard at work. They took
it in relays, and thomughly enjoyed them-
selves. During the course of the morning
great progress was made.

Trenches, about six feet wide, were carved
out of the solid drifts, and they ran in all
directions—from the West IHouse across to
the East House, with a branch trench run-
ning over to the Modern House, and so forth
Communications were established between the
various buildings.

The rcbels watched intevestedl
upper windows, o¢ccasionally
couragement.

At intervals, Nipper, or some of the other
rebels, went up to the tower and had a
geueral look round And not once during
the course of the dav did thev see any sign

from their
shouting en-

of life in the Stowe Valley. The snow had
brought everything to a standstill. Not a puft
of smoke from the railway, not a movement
along the roads. A column of smoke from
one or two chimneys indicated that people in
neighbouring houses and cottages were alive
and doing their best.

And through binoculars it was possible to
detect movements in Bellton Village. Trenches
were being dug there, just as at St. Frank’s.
But they were confined to the High Street.
It was mmpossible to attempt any ciearanos
of the roads beyond the village boundaries.

It was when the afternoon light was waning
that Millionaire Mike decided upon the first
move with regard to the rebels. He had left
them absotutelg alone until now. As Lthey

8

were 80 quiet felt that it was time to go
aﬁross and have a friendly, genial word with
them.

The wild gale had ceased, but the skies
were still heavy and laden with snow. Even
now a few flakes were drifting lazily down.

Mr. Pyocraft was not at all sure that Mr.
Wetherell was adopting the right polioy.

‘““I think perhaps, Mr. Wetherell, .1 had
better address these mutinous junior boys,”
he said. “I am their headmaster——"’ :

“I really thought we understood one an-
other, Mr. Pycraft,’”’ interrupted Millionaire
Mike, a hard note creeping into his voice.
‘“You will plecase understand now that I in-
tend to deal with these boys personally.”

‘““Oh, quite,” said Mr. Pycraft feebly.

When the plausible leader of the confidence
men presented himself outside. the Ancient
House, he was looking very kindiy and
fatherly. Numbers of rebels were already at
the upper windows, and from various other
Houses there were plenty of watchers.

“I think,” said Millionaire Mike, ‘‘that a
boy named Hamilton is the leader here?”

“I’m Hamilton, if you want me, Mr.
Wetherell,”’ said Nipper.

“Sp]euéid! Won’t you come down to one
of the lower windows ?”’ asked Mr. Wetherell,
‘I give you my word that there will be no—
erl—k—t,rickery. I merely wish to have a friendly
talk.”

There was a short delay, and then Nipper
and Handforth and K. K. and a number of
other juniors appeared at one of the lower
windows. There was really no danger, for
the trench in which Mr. Wetherell was stand-
ing was some little distance from the window,
and the snow which intervened was well nigh
impassable.

“PDon’t you think it’s time you hoys finished
your little amusement?’”’ asked Mike, in his
smoothest manner. ‘Things will go along
much nicer if you fall into line with the rest
of us.”

“Sorry, sir, but we're staying here.
plied Nipper.

“You necedn’t be afraid of any punish-
ments,” continued Mike. “I’'m a reasonable
man, and I appreciate that you acted in great
excitement. If you will give up this little
game of yours, I will overlaok everything. I
cannot say fairer than that, can 17?*

re-
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Some of the rebels were ini-
pressed, and they looked ut

Nipper expectantly. But
Nipper resolutely shook his
head.

‘““We’re not surrendering,
sir,”’ he replied.

“I am being very patient,”
said Mike, smiling. ‘“And I
can assure you that it took me
quite a long while to persuade
Mr. Pycraft to agree to this
general pardon. And I must
point out one or two facts
which you have apparently
overlooked.”

“Yes, sir?”’

““This blizzard has made a
great difference to the situa-
tion,”” continued Mr.
Wethercll, ““St. Irank’s 1s
completely cut off. We can-
not be reached by telephone,
telegraph, road or rail. As

things look at present, we shall
not establish communication
with the outer world for at
lcast a week. Where is the
sense, therefore, 1n keeping up
this farce? Far better for the
school to combine its foroes
and do its utmost to weather
this difficult period.”

“Thanks all the same, sir,
but we’ll weather it as we
are,” replied Nipper,
unmoved. ‘““We have taken
this stand, and we’re sticking
to our guns. We don’t re.
cognise your authority, or the
authority of any of your col-
leagues. If we caved in now,
the whole position would be
more farcical than ever.”

Millionaire Mike began to
lose some of his geniality.
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“1 don’t believe you are
speaking with the voice of the
majority,’* he said shortly.

“I'm the leader, sir, and
these other fellows will follow me,’”’ replied
Nipper. “We're staying here until you and
%?ur colleagues leave the school—until St.
rank’s 18 relieved by schoolmasters who
really are schoolmasters.”’
““And that goes for all of us!”? shouted
Handforth. “On with the rebellion!”
“Hurrah!”

The cheer was taken up enthusiastically,
and the sudden tumult caused Mllionaire
Mike to lose the last vestige of his temwper.
He had expected to talk these boys round
quite easily, and he was thoroughly enraged

by Nipper’s cool, calm persistence.

“You young fool!”” he said hotly. “You
wan’t get another chance like this!”
“If we did as you want us to, M\r.

Wetherell, we should be admitting ourselves
in the wrong—and we’re not in the wrong,”

with a thud.
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With a snarl, Millionaire Mike Pushed Mr. Pyeraft
8

‘¢ That fellow’s not

a8 real soche

Morrow. watehe

said Nipper. ‘“We don’t recognice any of you
as schoolmasters, and we resent your presence
at St. Frank’s.”

‘““You infernal young brat!’” shouted Mike,
in a sudden outburst. ‘It was you who started
this trouble, and you have had your one and
only chance. When T do get hold of you now
T’ll see that you are thrashed within an inch
of your life. My patience is not in-
exhaustible.” ‘

Kenmore, who had been standing on the
Modern House steps, came runming along the
slippery trench with Sinclair and Forrest and
several others.
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'80 that he skidded and sat down on the steps
olmaster,’’ said Fenton wrathfully, as he and
) the incident.

“Say the word, sir, and we’ll get these
young beggars out!’” shouted Kenmore.
“You’'ve got the best part of the school be-
hind you. We’ll back you up, sir. Drive
the young fools out by force!”

“Yes, by heaven, I will!”® thundered Mil-
hionaire Mike. “Get as many boys as you
can-—bring ladders—planks—anything!”’

“Good egg!l’” bellowed Handforth. “A
battle |”’

He reached down, seized a great double

lgaﬁdful of snow, and made it into a snow-
all.
Whizz!

| ;?"!’l.l'"_{ H ! ;’ .L

gy 1}
|

IHHe hurled it with unerring
aim, and it struck Millionaire
Mike full 1n the face and burst
into a cloud.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

‘““Let him have another {”

It was the first *“‘shot ” in
the battle. Within ten seconds,
Parkington, Deeks, Travers
and others were making snow-
- " balls and hurhing them.
Millionaire Mike was fairly
plastered before he could brush
the remnants of that first
snowball from his face.

“Come on!’” yelled Hand-
forth excitedly. ‘‘Let’s duck
him in this drift ¥

He leapt recklessly out of
the window, and plunged into
the snow, followed by Church,
McClure, K. K., and a

numnber of others.

CHAPTER 8.
No Grub!
‘“" OT him!” shouted
Handforth exul-
tantly.

Slithering and
sliding like eels, the juniors
had swarmed over the snow-
drift, and they were grabbing
at Millionaire Mike before the
big man could retreat. He
was seized by many hands.

‘“ All hands to the pumps!”
sang out Kirby Keeble Park-
ington. ‘‘He weighs a ton,
but the higher we chuck him,
the harder he’ll fall |”’

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

The rebel party swung the
startled Housemaster up into
the air and released him at
the best of all possible
moments. He shot up, per-
formed a semi-circle in the
air, and completely disappeared into a large
snow-drift.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“Come back, you idiots!” roared Nipper.
“Do you want to be captured? Once you’re
collared you’ll never be allowed to get back
in here!”

“By George!’’ gasped Handforth, swing-
ing round. *‘ They’re after us!”

Kenmore and Grayson and Forrest and
crowds of others were surging down the
trenches from the Modern House and the
East House. The rotters had been gather-

ing their forces, and now they were dashing
to the attack.

They could see that this was an excellent
opportunity. If Handforth and Parkington
and a few others could be collared, the rebel
forco wonld be seriously handicapped. In-
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deed, the prisonors might easily be used as
hostages. Certainly, they would be merci-
lessly flogged, and made an example of.
Whizz—whizz--whizz—whizz |
Like hail, a storm of snowballs shot down
from the upper windows of the Ancient

House. The rotters, swinging down two
convergmg trenches, were momentaril
checked. They hadn’t reckoned on any suc

defence as this. But the rebels had been
making snowballs very industriously for
hou(;'s past; they had piles of ammunition
ready.

The leaders of the attacking force, after
the first check, swept on again.

Handforth, K. K., and Travers found
themselves cut off, and within a moment
they were fighting furiously. The rest bad
managed to scramble back over the snow to
the lower windows. .

‘““ Keep up that barrage!’’ shouted Nipper,
glancing at the upper windows. “Stop the
rest of the those rottere from getting near.
We'll deal with this other crowd{”

“Go ahead!” yelled Boots from above.

Whizz—whizz—whizz—whizz !

Another volley shot over the heads of the
fighting juniors and checked the main body.
hﬁ per, Archie, Gresham, Fullwood and half
a dozen others plunged from the lower win-
dows and dashed to the rescue of Handforth,
Parkington and Travers. In a minute they
were fighting furiously, and Kenmore & Co.
were having a hot time.

It only lasted a few moments. Kenmore
sank down into the trench, half covered with
snow, his nose bleeding, his left ear thicken-
ing. Forrest was nearly knocked out by a
right from Handforth: Grayson had come
up against one of K. K.’s fists, and he had
practically lost interest in the battle.

‘““Back!” yelled Nipper, when the chance

oﬁ'exied. ‘“‘Back through the windows—all of
you )
“Not likely!” bellowed Handforth.
“We've hardly started the scrap yet.”
Church and McClure seized him by force
and dragged him back. Another barrage of

snowballs came from above, and in the con-
fusion the rebels just succeeded in scramblinﬁ
over the snow to the lower windows an
getting through. Handforth was bundled in
much against his will.

The situation was saved. Not one rebel
had been captured, and very quickly the
barricades were moved into position, and the
lower windows were protected. From above
the snowball barrage continued, and the
attackers retreated in complete disorder.

“Hurrah!”

‘““Get in here if you can!”

The cheering was wildly enthusiastic and
Fenton, who was watching the scene from
one of the West House windows, shook his
head worriedly.

.““T was afraid of this, Morrow,” he said
‘““Wetherell’s a fool for starting this
trouble ” .

“I don't blame the kids,”” growled Mor-
row. “For two pins I'd go over to them
myself ! It’'s a darned pity vou can’'t go uvn
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to London and make those inquiries. This
snow has messed everything up!”

On the Modern House steps, Mr., Pycraft
was standing with a smug look of satisfac-
tion as Millionaire Mike staggered in Mike
was smothered with snow from head to foot.

‘“Splendid, my dear sir!” said Mr. Pycraft
softly. ‘1 am glad that you handled the
situation so—er—adroitly. I can sce that I
was mistaken in wishing to deprive you of
the pleasure.”

Mike Satella came to a halt and glared
into Mr. Pycraft’s face.

‘““Simpering fool!” he snarled.

He followed this up with a muttered oath,
and thrust Mr. Pycraft aside with such
violence that the unfortunate man skidded
and sat down with a terrific jar.

“Good heavens!” babbled Mr. Pycraft.
“How—how dare you, sir?”
He was shocked—not only by Mr.

Wetherell’'s language, but by his violence.
Fenton saw the incident, and he gripped
Morrow’s arm.

‘““That man's no schoolmaster,” he mut-
tered. “When he forgets the polish, he’s
just a plain blackguard!”

“Those kids in the Ancient House are
right, then,” said Morrow. “Well, 1 say
good luck to ’emn!”

HINGS became quiet after that. Dusk
fell, and with 1t came another heavy
downfall of snow.

“We shall have to be careful after
this,”’ said Nipper, as he went round
amongst the rebel forces. ‘We shall have
to keep a sharp look-out. It’s war pow—
and we've shown those men that we're 1n
earnest. They’ll move heaven and earth to
get us out—if only to prove to the rest of
the school that they are the masters. They’ll
lose their authority completely unless they
subdue us.”

“Well, they’ll lose their authority,” said
Handforth grimly. ‘Let 'em try to subdue
us—that’s alll”

“We mustn’t relax for a single minute,”
said Nippor. “We'll put doublc watches all
round the House—and the rest of the chaps
must be ready for action. There’ll probably
be an attack of some sort before the even-
ing 1s over.”

““The sooner it comes, the better 1 shall
like it,” declared Handforth enthusiastically.

A special staff of fellows tvas busy 1n the
kitchen, making tea, cutting vast dishes of
bread-and butter, frying eggs, and creating
havoo with the provisions generally. The
rebels had been feeding royally all day long
—glad enough of the opportunity of partak-
ing of anvtﬁing they fancied.

Something unpleasant ocenrred in  the
middle of tea. Il tho electric lights went
out. The Ancient House, plunged into dark-
ness. left the rebels confused.

“It must be the mains,” gasped somebody.
¢ A short circuit, or something, owing to the
snow.”’

“It's not that,” said Nipver. vointing.
“Look out there!”
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The other buildings of the school were as
brilliantly illuminated as ever!

“It’s only our House!” came & shout from
Handforth. ‘“How’s that?”

“One of Mr. Wetherell’s little dodges, I
suppose,” said Nipper. ‘I expect he’s just
thought of it—although I’ve been half anti-
cipating it for an hour. The main switches
for the school are in the West House—which
i8s nearest to the road. The masters have
cut off our juice!”

‘““Well, we’re not dished !”” shouted Hand-
forth. “I expect there are some ocandles,
aren’t there? Let’s
have a look!”

25
He broke off as an alarming thought struck

him.
What was to-day? Wednesday! And he

remembered that the Ancient House took in
1ts stocks once a month—and always on a
Wednesday. Fresh supplies were due in this
very day—but owing to the snow, of course,
they had not arrive

Quickly seizing a candle, Nipper hurried
off to the storerooms; he explored them
thoroughly, and he even went down into thae
cellars and examined every available cup.

board there.
But his scarch
was fruitless. | §7

After some
trouble, they found
a number of tapers,
and with the tapers
they located two or
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dickens are we go-
ing to do?” growled

“Grub!” went up
a yell. ‘“Nearly

finished 1 .
It was a wail of dismay. The failure of

the electric light was a mere trifle compared
wita this fresh blow.

‘“We all thought the store-rooms were
stocked with stuff I’ said Parkington. ‘ But
there’s hardly anything there—no more but-
ter. and only about fourteen pounds of sugar.
Precious little flour, hardly any potatoes,
only one side of bacon, and no mora eggs.
'I:llore:s not enough to last us until breakfast-
time.’

Nipper managed to keep the fellows calm.

‘“ I'nere must be some mistake,” he said.
‘““You’ve been looking in the wrong store-
room, K. K. In a big school like this, there
arc always piles and piles of foodstuffs. It
stands to reason—"’

e st S S et e Sttt e [ e ——

Handforth.
Nipper looked
round with a
resolute eyo.
‘:First. of all,
we’re going easy on
the little grub we’ve got left,g’o he rephed.

“We might have to eke it out.”

“What do you mean—' might’?” asked
Travers. ‘‘Is there any doubt about it ?” -

‘“Well, I’'ve remembered that this is the
day when the Ancient House monthly stocks
come in,” said Nipper. ‘" Haven’t you scen
the lorries? They come once a month, loaded
with flour, and butter, and lard, and all
manner of groceries.”

‘““Is that any consolation to us?” asked
Handforth. ‘“‘You know jolly well the lorries
didn’t come to-day.”’

‘““But they came to the West Housec yester-
day,” said Nipper significantly. ‘“The West
House supplies always arrive a day before
ours.”

“By jingo! I say, that’s an idea !’
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“Yes, ratwncert”

“The West House is fully stocked,” con-
tinued Nipper, his eyes gleamini. “It’s
really the only House at 8t. Frank’s which
has a full supply. Now, my sons, we've got
to think this out.”

“It doesn’t nced much thinking out,” said
Parkington promptly. ‘*We shall have to
rald the West House.”

““This evening—now !”’ said Handforth.

‘““The sooner the better, of course,’”” agreed
Nipper.

““Why not get up a raiding party and buzz
off straight away ?”’ suggested K. K. eagerly.
““We shall take ’em by surprise, and they’ll
be bowled off their feet before they know
what we're up to.”

““That part won't be so hard,” agreed
Nipper. ‘‘But what about getting away
with the stuff? It’ll be hesvy—and we can’t
fight if wo're loaded. No, this thing needs
thinking out. In any case, before the raid
1s made, somebody ought 1o go over there
and do some scouting. Get the exact lie of
the land, so there won’t be any confusion at
the critical moment.”

‘““That’s true,” admitted Travers. ‘' That’s
good generalship, dear old fellows. Nipper’s
right.”

‘““And I’'ll do the scouting,” said Nipper
briskly. “TI’'ll go at once. K. K., you’d better
take charge until I come back *’

‘Handforth, of course, wanted to accompany
him, but Nipper politely declined. It was
cssentially a one-man job; and, in any case,
Handforth was the last fellow he would have
chosen as a ocompanion if he needed one.
Handforth was too noisy.

It was easy enough for Nipper to slip out
of one of the lower winldows, and to flounder
across the snowdrifts in the West Square.
No trenches had been cut here, and the snow
was deep. Nipper’s progress was watched by
many anxious rebels, but there seemed to be
nobody over on the West House side.

The great snowdrifte came well nver the
lower windows, and Nipper avoided that part
of the West House which was well lighted.
Foot by foot, he erawled nearer, floundering
helplessly now and again in the snow. At
last he reached the wall, where thick masses
of ivy grew. After that the job was easy. He
climbed up, got o1 a ledge, and gently
pushed open a bath-room window.

“Good egg!”’ breath:d Travers. “He's
in 1”’

The rebels were watching anxiously.
Nipper’s mission was a risky one. He was
practicallv going into the lions’ den—and if
he was caught he would be “for it ”’ and no
mistake !

But Nipper was quite confident, cool and
steady. fle was used to this sort of thing.
Ho felt, indeed, that he was on onc of his
guv'nor’s detective cases.

The evening was early yet, and nobody, it
soemed, was upstairs. ife in the West
House was going on as though there had been
no rebellion: the fellows were 1n their
studies, or 1n the Common-rooms. There was
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no excitement here. So Nipper slid like a
shadow down one of the upper passages, seek-
ing the rea - stairs,

He knew that he would have to run the
gauntlet of the domestic staff; at any
moment he might encounter some of the
maids, and he had not much faith that they
would keep quiet. The domestics were rather
inclined to be angry with the rcbels, for they
had caused a good deal of disorganisation 1n
their work, _

Suddenly Nipper stiffened and twirled
round, seeking a hiding-place. For, without
warning, a door had opened, not two yards in
front of him and the corridor had become
flooded with light. In that second he recog-
nised the Housemaster’s bed-room. Fortu-
nately, there was a recess close at hand, and
he squeezed himself into it.

‘““ We'll tire them out, Dicky,” came a soft,
familiar voice. “They’'ll soon get fed up
with being in the dark, and I know for a fact
that their supplies of food are scanty "

“That’s the best bet we've got,” came Mr.
Ross’s voice.

Nipper’s heart beat rapidly. He knew that
the two men who had come from the bed-
room were Mr. Wetherell and Mr. Ross And
it was strange that Mr. Ross, whose name
was Walter, should be referred to as
““Dicky.” The two men paused in the door-
way

“They might last until to-moriow even-
ing,”” continued Mr. Wetherell, **but as soon
as they re hungry they’'ll give in. And 1t’s
absolutely essential to our game, Dicky, that

the whole school should be in harmony. We
don’t want a lot of talk about this.”
“ Lucky for us this snow came,” murmured

Mr. Ross. “ Anyhow, 1t's stopped any
inquiries—and I'm not any too sure of that
fool, Pycraft.”

‘“Don’t worry about him—we’'ve got him
where we want him,” said Mr. Wetherell.
“‘Our chief trouble 1s thess boys—econfound
them !”’

““Do you think they’re smelling a rat?”

“That’s what I'm worrying about,”
admitted Mr. Wetherell. “Do you know
that the leader of the rebels is young Hamil-
ton? Nipper, they call him. Nelson Lee’s
assistant.”’

‘““He’s only a kid!”

“But a smart kid, at that—and don’t for-
get that he told me plainly that he doesn’t
accept us as schoolinasters,” came Mr.
Wetherell’s voice. ‘I believe he is begin-
ning to twig. Once I get hold of him Pll
make certain of how we stand. That boy
might be dangerous to our game.”

“You mean, he might get in touch with
the real Halford masters?” '

“Use your brains, Dicky,” said the other.
“How can he? We’re cut off here—for four
or five days, at the very least. No, I wasn’t
thinking of that. DBut if that boy can con-
vince the rest of the school that we’re—well,
what we are—it’ll be all U.P. So we’'ve got
to go easy.” |

“%amed young cubs!” growled Mr. Ross,.
“They’re harder to handle than grown-ups!”
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Tho twe men parted; Mr. Wetherell went
off down the corridor, and Mr. Ross closed
the door of his room. Nipper remained in
the recess, quivering with inward excitement.

He had heard enough!

That one refercnce to the real Halford
mastcrs had confirmed all his suspicions.
‘These men were, in all truth, impostors!
Thero was some plot afoot! They were
crooks—and they were afraid that Nipper
had “twigged ” them!

HE rest of Nipper’s mission had ceased
to interest him, but he accomplished
it successfully. Creeping down the
back stairs, he managed to avoid the

Jdomestics, and he made a complete survey of
the store-rooms and cellars. e found them
packed. There were immense supplies of
food here—everything that the rebels needed.
So when he got back inte the Ancient House,
he carried good news,

‘“Never mind the
grub,” he said as the
rebels crowded round
him with their con-
yratulations. * There’s
something else—even
more important than

the grub!”’
“Nothing’s more
important than grub,”’

said Fatty Little.

Nipper explained
what he had over-
heard. His listeners
were thrilled and
dumbfounded.

“It proves what
I’ve been hinting,”
eaid Nipper breath-
lessly.. ‘‘They are not
the real  Halford
masters. They are
crooks of some kind, and they’re working a
big game.”

“Great Scott!”

“Can’t—can’t we do something?” asked
Handforth eagerly. “By George! This is a
tremendous discovery! We’ve only fOt to
tell the rest of the school, and they’ll join

the barring-out!”

“That’s what Wetherell fears, but he’s
wrong,” said Nipper shrewdly. “Do you
think the rest of the school would believe us,
even if we did tell them? Would Kenmore
believe us, or Forrest, or Gore-Pearce, or any
of the rotters? They’re too much in favour
of these men to believe anything against
them. I doubt if one fellow in twenty would

do anything but laugh at us!”

“That’s true,” admitted Travers, nodding.

‘‘ Besides, what would be the good of tell-
ing "' went on Nipper. “We can’t get away
from St. Frank’s. No. our best policy 18 to
itick on here—maintain our private little
barring-out—and triumph in the end. When
we can get through to Bannington we'll dis-
ouss the subject again, becauseo then we can
get in touch with somebody who matters—

e —

Triumphantly the rebels
transported the looted
food supplies Irom the
West House to thelr own
‘stronghold.

old Wilkey, perhaps, or the police And now
let’s see about capturing that grub.”

The first move was to commence operatious
at the Ancient House rear door. umbers
of the rebels cautiously emerged and com-
menced clearing the snow away-—forming a
narrow trench straight across the square to
the rear door of the West House. The dis-
tance was not great, and as the trench was
narrow the work was not particularly heavy.
Luckily enough, nobondy in the West House
became aware of these activities, and the
trench was completed without mishap.

Then Nipper resorted to a brain
stratagem. About a third of the rebels
arrayed themselves in the front upper

windows of the Ancient House, and they set
up the most fiendish commotion. ey
shouted, they howled, they roared, and they
hooted. As a cousequence of this, every-
body else in the school ran helter-skelter to
the Triangle to find out what all the noise
was about.

Juniors and seniors came crowding out of
the West House, the East House, and the
Modern House, and it was quite some time



vefore they realised that this was apparcently
a silly, objectless demonstratien.

But, in the meantime, a strong rebel forve,
with Nipper and K. K. in joint command,
had rushed the rear of the West House.
Nipper himself went first, at the very begin-
ning of the noisy demonstration. He got in
through a window, whipped round, and un-
fastened the door. The rebels swept in,
charged into the domestic quarters, and
startled the servants out of their wits.

“Fire!” yelled K. K. urgently. “Get out
of here—everybody |”

This was no time for half-measures. It
was a false alarm, of course, but there was
really no panic. The maids and the cooks
just bolted.

Like a pack of wolves on the track, the
rebels poured into the store-rooms. They
seized cases, sacks, endless sides of bacon,
and everything else they could lay their
hands on. Staggering under their loads,
they hurried to the outer door, where rolays
of rebels were waiting.

Quickly the spoils were transferred—and
once again the raiding-party swept in. The
matron and one or two of the maidservants
had come back bg now, flustered and indig-
nant. They quickly twigged what was going
on. Unable to take any action themselves,
they went screaming to the Housemaster,
teling him of this outrageous ery.

But by the time they located Mr. Ross,
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and by the time a pack of prefects and
eeniors arrived on the scene, the second raid
had succeeded, and the fellows were back
safely in the Ancient House with the second
batch of cases and bags and boxes.

“Our grub!” went up a wail from Owen
major of the West House. “Those chaps
have been raiding us!”

“Quick! After them!”

Now that it was too late, swarms of
fellows came pouring through the House
from tho front. They were so excited that
they got jammed in the snowbound trench.
They were in time to hear the rear door of
the Ancient House being slammed and
bolted; and from inside the Ancient House
came volleys of cheering.

*“*Hurrah! We've won!”

“We've got grub enough to last us a
month "

It was a faot. The rebels, by their clever
raid, had secured sufficient stores of food to
carry on indefinitely, and in doing so they
had collared practically all the rest of the
sohool’s supplies! It was a decided victory
for the rcbels.

THE END.

(More cxcitement at St. Frank’s next
Wednesday, lads. Pitched battles between
rebels and masters—all the thrills of a
barring-out. Story entitled : ‘* The Rebels’
Trviuemmph '’ Don't miss reading it.)
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CORRESPONDENTS
WANTED

Miss Zena L. Guymer, c/o Mrs. Pearce, Spring
Road, St. Osyth, Clacton-on-Sea, Essex, would like
to hear from girl readers.

Syd. F. Bellinger, 71, Fitzgerald Road,
Stoneycroft, Liverpool, wishes to hear from
readers in any part of the world who will join
his correspondence club.

S

e —

Gino Bertelini, 117, North Street, Charing Cross,
Glasgow (aged 16), wants correspondents In
France, Spain, and North America.

R. Grimmett, 25, Silver Street, Coventry, asks
for correspondents.

Miss Edith Wilkinson, 8, Westdown Road, Cat-
ford, London, S$.E.6, wants to hear from girl
readers interested in weaving.

Miss Francesca Cattarello, Box 349, South Porcu-
pine, Ontario, Canada, wishes to exchange stamps.

James A. Farrell, 139, Casson Street, d@orton,
Manchester, wants correspondents.

Daniel D. Haslam, 98, Framingham Road,
Brooklands, Cheshire, would like to hear from
Eric DBarnes, of Whalley Range or Maunchester;
also from je!low-readers.

Harry T. Bergerson, 64, TVit.shite Avenue,
Toronto, Ontario, Canada, will welcome new
members in his corresponderce club.

S ——— P

Donald Bohr, P.0., Albury, N.B.W., Australia,
wants correspondents im South Africa, Seuth
America. Ttaly. and India

Miss E. Balderstone, 6, Fairbank, Kirkby Lons.
dale, Camforth, Westmorland, asks for girl corre-
spondents.

Philip Payten, Scots College, Victoria Road,
Bellevue Hill, N.S.W., Australia, wishes to write
to readers interested in stamps.

Joseph T. Potter, 1, Urban Road,
Cheshire, wants stamp correspondents.

Sale,

Alan F. Rogers, 27, Heath Street, East,
Toronto 5, Ontario, Ganada, requires members
for the Universal League.

— A

Vernon Moorhecad, St. Aubyn Streot, Ncw Ply-
mouth, Taranaki, New Zealand, wants stamp
correspondents.

Ong Keat Hoe, 134, Teck Soon Strecet, Penang,
Malacca, would like readers to write to him,

Misa Jean McDonald, Box 124, Warracknabeal,
Victoria, Australia (aged 16), wants girl corre-
spondents.

Miss Lorna Welch, 12, Howitt Strest, Caulfield,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia (aged 16), asks for
girl correspondents.

Donald Grogan, 88, Dresden Road, Highgate,
London, N.19, wants correspondeuts in his own
district.

Cyrd  Frost, 85, Vincent Street, Highgate,
Walsall, Staffs, would like to hear from readers
anywhere, more cspecially in France and U.S.A.,
interested in sport, films, and books.

Leonard G DIoore, Little Wrotham, Nepicaa
Lane, Wrotham, Kent (aged 15), wants corre
spondents anywhere who are interested i stamps.
railways, photography, aeroplanes, and sport.

C. Cohen, 389, Scaton Street, Hampstead Road.
London, N.W.1, would like to join hobby and
other clubs which run their own magazincs. Also
wishes to exchange stamps,
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Through the Skies A Ruthless Nignt Hawk Swoops—

HOVER

CHAPTER 1.
The Night Hawk's Vow!
¢ K12, Monsieur and Lord Murdorn shall

!”

hang . ' .
In the soft dimness of his own pri-

vate sanctum, the small incense-
Launted room hung with priceless tapestries
and filled with strange rich ° furniture,
Thurston Kyle, the Night Hawk, stared at
Nelson Lee through the drifting clouds of
cigarette smoke. The time was six in the
snorning, and the two allies had just finished
an {learly breakfast, for they had been up all
night.

Before Nelson Lee could answer, the Night
Hawk went on swiftly.

“T know your misgivings
in ths matter, Lee. You
are afraid that if 1 kill
Lord Murdorn, a peer of

ING
DOOM!!

THE DESTROYERS—
DESTROYED!

By
JOHN BREARLEY.

the Realm, his death will cause such a stir
at Scotland Yard that there will be etrong
risk of their discovering my identity as the
Night Hawk!”

““Yes; that is so!” admitted Nelson Lee.

““Well, I do not fear such a calamity, Lee;
for I shall handle his lordship’s execution with
the greatest care, believe me. And in any
case, for such a cur, I am prepared to take
the risk!”

The Night Hawk’s dark eyes glowed hotly

The strugie_ raging between Nelson Lee
and the Night Hawk versus the Destroyers,
that evil gang of racketeers from America
who, for the past three weeks, had been
threatening British commerce with Chicago
gang-rulo and blackmail,
was at its height.
Starting with an out-
break of great fires, 1n

which four wealthy firs
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had been wipea out, the Destroyers had
followed these up with the ultimatum bto
other concerns: ‘‘Pay—or suffer likewisel”

In their first attempt to gouge blackmail
from a huge firm, however, they had met a
rebuff, for Sir James Wright of the A-A
Shipping Company, had sent Roger Thurlow,
the Destroyers’ agent, away the day before
with a message of defiance. Instantly the
gang had retaliated with a double attack,
designed to whip the rebel to heel.

At twelve o’clock that same night an
American gliding expert had set out from
Parliament Hill, Hampstead, on . a silent
bombing raid on the A-A wharf and ware-
houses at Woolwich; and a yacht-load of the
Destroyers’ gangsters, led by an Irish gun-
man named Feenhy, had endeavoured to sink
the company’s great freight-and-passenger
ship, Atlantic Queen, off the coast of Franoe.

And both deadly strokes might have suo-
ceeded but for the grim and ruthless inter-
vention of the Night Hawk.

Smashing up the gang’s glider within a
few minutes of its ascent, Thurston Kyle had
launched into a whirlwind flight acroes the
south of England, and had arrived just im
time to deal with the yacht. Already several
shells had been pumped into the Atlantio
Queen, but with one of the racketeers’ own
bombs the Night Hawk had sunk the pirate
yacht in a single shattering swoop. Feenhy,
Number Seven on the Council of Beven, the
group of criminals who direc the
}]).estroyem’ activities, had been the last to

ie.

Of the original Council, only five now re-
mained: the chief, a little foreign hunchbaok
known as ‘‘Monsieur’’; Lord Murdorn, whose
Sussex castle formed the gang’s headquarters;
Thurlow, ex-M.P. and convict; Naponi, the
Soho dope-smuggler; and a scar-faced Pole,
who was apparently recruiting officer for the
band in London’s underworld. Their clash
with Nelson Lee and his colleague was oosting
them dearly.

The Night Hawk’s victory, however, had
not been entirely complete.

He had sent one of his strange ‘electric
guns” down to Murdorn Tower to prevent
Monsieur wirelessing a fake message to the
Atlantic Queen. And Monsieur had struck

back viciously.

By an unfortunate stroke of Iluck, Lord
Murdorn had come across the gun in action;
and he and Monsieur, after firet shooting
the two gunners and the driver of its car,
had hurled the bodies into the HBnglish
Channel from the top of the high cliff on
which the castle stood.

This was the news that had greeted the
Night Hawk upon his return from the battle
with the yacht, a little more than an hour
ngo. There and then he had sworn that
Monsieur and Lord Murdorn should hang as
rommon murderers. Full well did Ndson%..ee
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know that his stern ally would move heaven
and earth to carry out that vow.

To the Night Hawk, big criminals such as
Monsieur and his Destroyers were a menace
to society; and he. fought them savagely and
contemptuously with every weapon his scien-
¢ific genius could devise.

The fact that just after Monsieur had killed
the three men on the ‘‘gun,” he himself had
shot several of the gang did not count with
him at all. For whereas his three men had
been acting on the side of right and order,
the Destroyers had been actively attempting
to blot out valuable property—and innocent
lives. According to Thurston Kyle’s inexor-

able code, that called for one punishment
only—death!!

Laying his finger-tips together, Nelson Lee
thought deeply for some minutes. Despite
their long absence from bed, few signs of
fatigue showed on the strong alert faces of
the two men. A bath and a meal had re-
stored their splendid vitality. A deep silence
fell on the shadowy room until, at last, Nelson
Lee spoke quietly.

#Very well, Kyle; so be it. Personally, for
the sake of secrecy, I should have preferred
to place Murdorn, killer though he 18, out of
harm's way as we did Sir Rudolph Gotchen.
I cannot bring him to a legal trial without
disolosing—many things. So, as long as you
realise the risk I have indicated——" He
shrugged, then added: ‘“You can handle the
affair alone ?"

“Need you ask?’ smiled Thurston Kyle
coldly.

“Then I am ready for action when
want me. It is high time we struck!”

“It is!” the Night Hawk rapped. “I am
determined to orush this menace without
another second’s delay, Lee!”

Nelson Lee nodded absently. Less impetu-
ous perhaps, but no less resolute than
Thurston Kyle, he was already mentally re-
viewing the state of the battle. His cool
mind, far-seeing and methodical, considered
everything.

“We must not forget the Destroyers con-
sist of two parties: what is left of the Council
of Seven—and the ordinary thugs in the rank-
and-file {”’

“That is so!’’ agreed Thurston Kyle.

“Well, wo must wbif)e out both branches at
one stroke if possible. A single sweeping
raid. As you are aware, I think I have dis-
coveroed the rendezvous of the minor mem-
bers. Lascar Sam’s dive, Shadwell. That, at
least, is where I saw the scarred Pole and two
obvjous American gangsters. Where the
leader goes, the others probably meet, too!”

Lee compressed his lips grimly as he con-
tinued :

“I have a particular score to settle with
that scarred geatleman myself, Kyle—on
the subject of torture! If you, iy friend,
will attend to the Council of Scven, T will
attend to the others!”

you
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CHAPTER 2.
Nelson_Lee Learns Something!

KNEEN laugh answered the detective.

‘““Alone, Lee?  Without police
assistance ?2”’ __

. “We've agreed long ago to rule out
}fle police, have we not?” retorted Nelson
co.

“Yect "—Thurston Kyle's smile was quizzi-
cal—‘‘you would not object to—unofficial—
assistance, eh?”

The detective eyed his friend closely, then
inclined his head.

“Frankly, I should be glad of it!” he
confessed. ‘‘I have plenty of confidence in
myself, Kyle, but I realise tackling such a
tough gang will be a hard contract. But
whx? do you ask? What assistance can I
get 77 . '

IFor some seconds the Night Hawk smoked
amusedly. |

““Oh, just an idea I have been toiing with
for some time. I have been thinking how
uscful it would be to recruit a——*’

His words were cut short abruptly by a
distant but imperative ring, and almost
immediately afterwards a blood-red electric
bulb gleamed in the ceiling above his head.
The ringing had hardly ceased when little
Snub Hgawiins tapped at the door and
entered. - -

“Visitor at the gate, sir!”

“Precisely, Snub. Go down at once and
bring bim to me here, please!”

“Right, sirl”

Somewha$ expectantly Nelson Lee waited.
He had known other * visitors ”’ to Thurston
Kyle’s house before, but never one who had
been expected—especially at this hour of
the morning. urston Kyle read his
thoughts with uncanny accuracy, as usual,
and smiled.

“An odd time for visits, I know, ILeo;
but this is an odd wvisitor. I ’phoned him
half an hour ago, just before we break-
fasted!”

Nelson Lee remembered hearing his host
on the telephone. But before he could
answer, the door opened to admit the new-
comer. One glance, and the detective lay
back in his deep armchair, smiling quietly
to' himself.

He anticipated surprising developments.
And, as Thurston Kyle had said, the visitor

was an odd one.

Few Eeople, even the kindliest, would have
called him handsome; he was a giant of a
man, heavy-shouldered, deep-chested, but
with the trim waist and quick, light move-
ments of an athlete. His broad, rugged face,
heavy-jowled, beetle-browed, wore the
amiable but pugnacious expression of a
sturdy bulldog, and he swung his elbows out
with the confident swagger that marks the
fighting man. .
At sight of Thurston Kyle in his brilliant
robe, surveying him with gravely-amused
eycs, somc of the swagger departed. The
newcomer halted, darted a look round the
tapestried room and ducked his bullet head
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nervously. He could not see Nelson Lee,
ghose armchair was turned away from the

OOr.

‘“'M-mornin’, Mr, Kjyle, sir!” breathed
thg giztnt. ““Gotcher message; gotta taxi,
an —— )

“Came straight here? Splendid!”

Thurston Kyfe extended his hand, and the
big man stepped forward to grasp it. In his
armchair, Nelson Lee chuckled softly.

“Won't you say °good-morning’ to me.
‘ Scrapper * Huggina?” he drawled.

As though a bomb had burst, the giant,
already plainly put on edge by his sur-
roundings, whirled like lightning. For a
moment, a hard, suspicious light gleamed
in his china-blue eyes. Then at sight of
Nelson Lec’s faintly-ironical smile, his facc
broke into a wide grin of pleasure.

‘““Well, strike me blue, if it ain’t Mr.
Iee! Fancy you bein’ here, sir. Ain’t
secen you since——"’

“Since we had a little ¢ business’ together,
eh, Scrapper?”

‘““That’s right, sir. It was a fair cop that
time and no ’ank. But I did me nine
months in the Scrubbs like a sport, now,
didn’t I, guv’nor?”

“You did, Scrapper. Hope you aren’t
qualifying for any more, thoughl!”

“What, me, sir?” Huggins' bulldog face
took on & shocked, virtuous expression.
“Bless yer, no; once is enough o’ that caper
for Scmpper 'Uggins. Straight as a die
now. Got the sweetest 11'l gymnasium
Whitechapel way you ever saw—and all
thanks to Mr. Kyle herec, sirl”

In sharp surprise Nelson Lee glanced at
his ally, and the Scrapper nodded violently.

“Yessir; Mr. Kyle ’as ’elped me ’and-
some, same as dozens of other pore blokes
what’s 'ad an unfortunit——"

“That will do, Huggins!” The Night
Hawk cut in sharply, and for the first timo
in their alliance, Nelson Lee saw the faintest
traco of embarrassment in the scientist’s cold

face.
ou know him, Lee, ¢h? Goed! Sit

€6 SO
down, Huggins.”

Nelson iee’s keen eyes studied his amaz-
ing friend narrowly. What wild, lawless
schemo did the Night Hawk have up his
sleeve now? Why was he, a superman
who would stop at nothing to guard his
secrets, taking Scrapper Huggins, ex-prize-
fighter, and—on one occasion at least—
housebreaker, into his confidence? Nelson
Lee had nothing against Huggins personally.
Save for that single slip when he had been
desperate for money, tho one-time boxer was
clean strain right through, and obviously
bore no malice against the detective for
domng his duty. But—

Nelson Lee shrugged inwardly.  After
all, Thurston Kyle kncw his own {business, if
any man did. .

nd plainly the Night Hawk had no mis-
givings. He seemed to trust Huggins 1m-
plici f; 'Leaning back in his chair, to Lce’s
inoreasing wonderment, he gave the Scrap-
per a brief account of the battle against the
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Destroyers—or as much as he thought neces-
sary. At the eond, when Huggins could
hardly breathe for excitement, he rose to
his magnificent height and sgurvoyed the
boxer keenly.

‘““Now you understand how mattess axe,
Huggins, Mr, Leo has undertaken a big
task—to clean up the Destroyers’ gangsters.
It is a raid in which he should have police
assistance really—but that is impossible. And
the reason 1 have told you all this, Huggins,
1s: can you raise a body of men among
your friends and gymnasium patrons who
would take the place of the police in this
raid 7" |

At the sudden bewildering request, Hug-
gins gasped.

“You mean—you want a bunch o’ scrap-
pers, sir——"’

“To assist us!” nodded Thurston Kyle.
“Yes. They would bave to be trusty men,
Huggins, and "—his e¢yes flashed—‘ men
who do not talk! You will orga,nise thom,
and take your orders from ust”

He stroked his chin fently.

““Of course, they will incur some danger.
But, Huggins, their pay will be high. And
if they behave well on this occasion, there

may bo others on which their assistance will
be required. Eh, Lee?”

Nelson Lee bowed in silence. So this was
Thumton Kyle’s scheme; to form a band of
his own, tough fighting men who would
obey orders blindly and come in uscful for
]111ls}; such emergencies as now confronted the
allies.

As for Scrapper Huggins, he could not
speak for a moment. ﬁt last :

“Pay, sir—pay! Strike me ’ooray, Mr.
Kyle, there’s no pay needed. At five minits’
notice I could lay me mitts on a dozen blokes
as’d go to blazes for you, sir, and you know
it. There's Sailor Peters, ana Charlie
Banks, whose 11'l nipper you—"

“Tut!” Thurston Kyle’s impatient band
silenced him. “So long as you get them,
that 13 all I care. am trusting you,
Huggins, with grave secrets——"

‘““An’ you know I'll keep 'em, Mr. Kyle!”
There was a fine dignity in the Scrapper’s
manner for all his huge bulk. “We're
honoured, sir. An’ so long as I tell the boys
it’s fer you they’'re scrapping, why, that’s
all they’ll ask. Same to you, Mr. Lee. You
may have run ag’inst some of us now and
then on business, like; but we knows you
play the game arterwards, an’—'

“Very well, then!” broke in Thurston
Kyle. *1I will leave everything to you. Get
along now and you'll be in time for your
business. Collect your men as soon as pos-
sible; telephone Mr. Hawkins when you are
ready. And after that—stand by your own
’phone for orders!”

After Htggins had gone, Nelson Lpe and
the Night Hawk discussed their plans.

“1 propose to fly down to Murdorn Tower
now, L.ee—within a few minutes,” said Kyle
at length. “ After what oocurred last aig tf
I imagine Monsieur will call & meeting o
the Council of Seven without delay.”
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A deadly look crossed his handsome face.

“And I shall be close at hand, too!"”

‘“‘Right 1"’ agl'reed Nelson Lee. “I will
remain in your laboratory at the radio cabinet
to listen-in for deovelopments; and when
Hufgins telephones, I shall be on hand to
make my own arrangements for to-night!”

The Night Hawk laughed gaily.

“Then to it, old fellow. Snub will show
you how to keep in touch with me. I fore-
see an exciting day—the last for the
Destroyers in Britain!"

Ten minutes later, from the verandah of the
laboratory, Nelson Lee watched the winged
scientist glide towards the trees of the garden.
For fifty yards he remained in sight; then
his glittering florescined flying-suit absorbed
the daylight, and he disappeared into the
sky as completely as though a curtain had
dropped behind him.

Smiling, Nelson Lee turned back to the
laboratory, where Snub Hawkins and the
radio cabinet awaited him.

The game had commenced!

CHAPTER 3.
The Figure at the Window!

E Night Hawk was right. ‘“Monsieur,”
the leader of the Destroyers, had most

certainly called a meeting of the
Council for that morning!

Two of them motored down swiftly, arriving
at Murdorn Tower before ten o’clock: Roger
Thurlow and the Italian, Naponi—both badly-
frightened men. They had a third such 1n
their leader!

double-

News of the previous night’s

disaster had oome to hand long since. The
French warship, to whom the Atlantic Queen
had fled for protection from the Destroycrs’
yacht, had wirelessed the news around, and
Monsieur in his turretstation had picked
the message up.

The stor‘v of the liner’s escape and the
sinking of his yacht with all hands, following
on the discovery and murder of the three
mysterious men operating the electrical in-
strument below the castle, had almost un-
nerved him. And then came the report of
the destruction of Cyrus Hendricks’ glider
on Hampstead Heath to complete his terror.
He had rallied his men forthwith.

For once the councillors dispensed with
their black hoods and cowls. They met in
Mounsieur’s turret, high above the breezy
Channel. The morning was bright and clear,
but ]jlust then weather failed to interest them
at all,

Briefly, their hunchback chief snapped ous
the tale of the night’s events, hiding nothing,
for well he knew he had to trust his con-
federates. Thurlow went a little paler when
the triple murder was unfolded, but the
burly Naponi grinned evilly.

“Good! Dat is de way! I nevair t’ought
Milor Murdorn ‘ave such nerve, eh?”’
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““Where is Murdorn now?” growled Thur-

low uneasily. ‘“And Alexis, the Pole?
Hang 1t, why aren’t they in this?”

Monsieur gave a strangled, contemptuous
oroak.

‘““Murdorn—that coward! He is skulking
out in his grounds somewhere, or drinking
brandy in his room, hoping we can do with-
out him. Well, we can, see! The Destroyers
have finished with Lord Murdorn—he is too

weak, huh! Too trembly. Understand ?”

He accompanied the words with a search-
ing glare. The others nodded soberly. They
understood.

Something had plainly scared Monsieur
thoroughly. His usual domineering assurance
had gone; there was a fixed glare in his
beady eyes that told of some overpowering
panic, and he glanced continuously over his
shonlder while he spoke. He was almost as
bad as the man he condemned.

Fear is contagious. As though drawn by
some unholy epell, the others lowered their
voices and leaned closer towards him.

“Where is Alexis, then?” whispered Thur-
low again. |

““In London still. T sent him special orders
—orders he must carry out to save our
society !”’ muttered Monsieur.
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Into the magnificent
apartment came a glant
pugilist—a new ally for
the Night Hawk and
Nelson Lee In their battle
against the Destroyers.

Suddenly he
tightly, drawing
their alarm, the
on his swarthy
was trembling.

“My friends, we have finished with Mur-
dorn—and with his castle. We must leave

%ripped both their hands
18 men nearer to him. To

saw cold sweat glistening
row and hooked nose. He

this place!” His hissing whispers thrilled
them icily. ‘There is—Something—against
us here; 1 swear it. Something not human!”

They would have recoiled but for his
feverish grip and terrible eyes.
“You mean—the Tower ts haunted ?”’

“I mean—oh, I don’t know what I mean!”
gasped Monsieur wildly. ‘“Only that if we
stay here, we are lost. I know it; some
secret voice whispers it to mel”’

The Englishman stared, but the super-
stitious Italian crouched lower in his chair,
lips quivering.

“8i. Go on

Monsieur flung out his hands.

“Think of our disasters lately! Six men
killed at Deptford, Hendricks and the yacht’s
crew wiped out last night. All our plans
defeated! And Sir Rudolph Gatchen and
Feenhy, our comrades, gone!l”

His voice was hoarse.

l”
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“What does it mean? Whatl can it mean?
Only that we have some enemy—unknown—

ruthless! He knows our plans; he must be—
must be near us! Heavens!” he almost
sobbed. ‘I feel he is here—now! I can feel

him, I tell you—here!l”

Abjectly he clung to the others, shakin
with fear, while Naponi’s face went livid.
’.l;hurlow alone tried to put some heart into
it.

“Rot, chief! No one’s here! You’ve had
a worrying night!’”” he declared bluntly.
“One man only has butted in on us—Nelson
Lee. And he—died!” He glanced signifi-
cantly to the window.

But Monsieur lurched forward orazily.

“Did he? Did he die? Perhaps his body
died—perhaps it is wedged among those rocks
below with the others. But—what of Nelson
Lee’s spirit. Could it be strong enough——"’

They caught his meaning and Naponi
whimpered.

‘“Nol Nol”

Thurlow snaried.

“Oh, slush! Mean to say Nelson Lee’s

ghost is hovering about the castle and wreck-
ing our plans. Why, you’re——"

" A terrible grip of trenzy silenced him.

“Hovering! Hovering! Yes, that is the
word !’ The hunchback glared from one to
the other, rat-like in his terror. ¢ Listen!
Yesterday, walking on the castle lawn with
Murdorn, 1 saw—wings! A black shadow of—
Something! It covered us. But when 1
looked up—=there was nothing!”

His hands went to his eyes.

“And I heard a laugh,” he muttered
stonily. “I swear it—a laugh; and the
shadow of the wings! Fear seized me as it

has never done bhefore. I am no coward.
But I ran away then. And “—he buried his

face in his arms—"I have seen those
shadow-winggo again this morning—this
morning ! vering }”’

Thurlow and aponi exchanged awed

glances. At last the Englishman cursed and
pulled a flask from his pocket.

“Here, drink this! Pull  yourself
together!” he jerked roughly.
The spirit had some effect. A brightness

stole back into the hunchback’s stricken eyes;
he shuddered slightly at the fiery liquor and
braced himself.

“Th-thank you! Perhag? I am over-
wrought! We must leave Murdorn Tower;
find some other headquarters at once!l”

“And 1 have the place, Monsieur!”
breathed Naponi. ‘ An old house on Romney
Marsh; only a caretaker there. It faces a
creek that leads to the sea. I use it for my
business sometimes, you un’erstand. There
is a motor-boat, tco. Ver’ handy for the
Continent, no ?”

Monsieur nodded his huge head eagerly.

“T knew you had that house, Number
Foua. I was going to suggest it. To-night

" “Look! Look! Look!"
ahriekﬁquiverin with

An insane, hysterical
aponi’s throat.

maddest fear, ripped from

‘“ KICKED OUT OF THE SCHOOL !’ A Rollicking School Yarn—

The Italian, foaming at the lips, reeled back
and crashed heavily to earth.

In terrified haste, Momnsiecur and Thurlow
whirled to the window, freczing to statues of
stark terror at the sight they saw. ‘l'he ex-
panse of cold blue sky had been blotted out,
and a pair of legs, limp and dangling, hung
there, swaying and bumping against the
panes with a softly-horrible thud.

Slowly, jerkily—as though hands were
lowering it from the turret battlemeuts—the
rest of the body dropped into view. The men
in the room stil]l crouched and stared.

And, pressed against the glass, the dead,
distorted face of Lord Murdorn, framed 1n a
noose of rope, stared fixedly back at them.

el RRrRrT Ry,

CHAPTER 4.
Wings of Doom!

OR an eternity of terror, the dead con-
spirator glared in at his living con-
federates, themselves nearly dcad, too.
Then—their bulgiug eyes tollowed the

sight mechanically—a long, glittering arm
moved into view from above, holding a
knife.

Twice the blade bit into the rope—the
strands parted. lLord Murdorn, the last of
his race, vanished from the window in the
four hundred feet drop to the sea-lashed
rocks below; the death trap of his aucestors,
fram which, to use his own words, “ nothing
ever came out.”

In vain Mousieur and his cempanions tried
to scream, to move, to break the suffocating
panio that gripped them. The hunchbuack’s
mouth opened wide, but only a hoarse rattloe
rolled from his parched lips.

“Wings! The Wings!”

This time he saw them plainly; no shadow,
but two great, sparkling pinions, weirdly
beautiful. Then suddenly the window burst
open violently, a gush of sea air rioted into
the room, and the head and shoulders of
something that looked like the spirit of doom
itself appeared silently in the opening. Two
eyes, protected by heavy goggles, held the
destroyers 1 a pitiless stare,

Like rabbits fascinated by a serpent, the
three cowered before the winged figure, un-
able to stir even when it pointed a threaten-
ing finger at each in turn, settling last of
all on Monsieur. A calm, infinitely merciless
voice sounded above the swish of wind and
sea.

“There is another mnoose awaiting you,
hunchback. You, too, shall hang before
midnight!”

The figure vanished; the Destroyers could
scarcely believe their eyee. One moment the
apparition was there; the next it had gone.
They had been in the shadow of death—ex-
pecting it every instant. Now the window
was empty again, the Terror had vanished,
leaving only the deadly threat and a cold
laueh behind to echo in their beating hearts.

Thurlow, with a violent sob, collapsed in
his chair; the Italian rolled into a corner,
babbling soundless prayers. Monsieur, alone



—Read it in SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN 4d. LIBRARY No. 140,

of the trio, strangely enough retained his
senses.

B{l a superhuman effort, he hurled himself
at the window and closed it, hauled his com-
panions to their feet, and thrust them
through the door. Only when all three were
safe in the narrow stone passage outside did
he speak.

“You saw? You heard?
this place to-day!”

Thurlow, shuddering, jerked his head.

“lf—that—allows us to!”

“Listen!” Monsieur shook him im-
patiently. “We must not give way. We
will retreat to Naponi’s house on Romney
Marsh to-night; meanwhile, we will bury
ourselves In this castle somewhere—some-
where where that flying fiend cannot reach
us—the basement, the gungeonsl”

“But—but Milor Murdorn. Ah, by the

saints, shall I ever forget?” wept Naponi.

“He has gone; no one will worry about
him for to-day at least. I will tell the ser-
vants some story!” whispered Monsieur.
“And 1 have thought of a plan of escape
already.”

They hung on his words feverishly.

“l will send fresh orders to Alexis. He
must muster his men and bring them in cars
to esocort us to Naponi’s house. There are
but eight left. Less than a mile from here
18 a lane amid the Downes where the cars
can wait for a few minutes. We, when the
time comes, will leave Murdorn Tower by an
old secret passage Murdorn showed me once.
It was made by his ancestor in the
English Civili War and leads into a
wooded copse on the edge of the
estate. From the copse to the lane below
is but fifty yards, and, although that
fiend Nelson Lee wounded him slightly, my
servant Keodor will be able to meet us there
with my car!”

“Can we do it ?” muttered Thurlow.

“We must!”’—fiercely. “If this winged
thing is human we shall have men enough
to guard us, surely, once we join up with
them in the other lane. And if it is not,
still we may be safe in the secret tunnel,
huh ?”

Drowning men clutch at straws. A faint
ray of relief struggled into the faces of the
other two, and they nodded. Monsieur was
a good and clever leader, after all; he was
at his best now the climax had arrived. He
even achieved a crooked smile.

“But I am sure our enemy, after all, is
human. Once let me escape from this vile

We must leave

castle and I’ll fight him tooth and nail. I

must give Alexis his new orders first, and
then we will go down into safety until
to-night. Come!”

They tiptoed down the passage.

NELSON LEE, on “listening-post duty ”’

in Thurston Kyle’s laboratory, slowly

took off his earphones, swivelled his
: chatr round ang thoughtfully lit a

pipe. Presently he asked Snub Hawkins
quietly for a road map of the South Coast,

and pored long and silently over the intricate
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ordnance chart the freckled youngster brought
him, studying the routes between London and
Murdorn Tower, and from the Tower to the
East Sussex border.

Like a soind general, Nelson Lee was
always prepared to change his plans quickly.
The time had come to do so now.

In his mind’s eye he could almost see theo
scene that had just passed at Murdorn Tower
—Monsieur’s fright, the awful appearance of
Lord Murdorn, followed by that of the Night
Hawk. One at least of Thurston Kyle's vic-
tims had paid the price.

Afterwards the detective had heard the
turret door close and Monsieur’s voice had
become fainter but still audible. What Nelson
Lee overheard then had made him think
about a change of programme immediately.

For best part of an hour he sat absorbed in
thought, scheming, fitting his plan together.
After that he wrote a careful letter of instruc-
tions, took out his cheque-book and called
Nipper.

‘“Yes, guv’nor ?”’

“Take Mr. Kyle’s car, lad, and cash this
cheque at my bank. Then take the money to
Scrapper Huggins' gym in Whitechapel
Road and give him this letter, too. He is to
arm his friends as he thinks best; hire sufhi-
cient cars and meet me at the place I've men-
tioned. Stay with him, and phone me when
everything is ready. Now hook it!”’

With a grin of understanding, Nipper
departed cheerily. Re-lighting his pipe,
Nelson Lee settled himself once more beside
Snub at the radio cabinet. Thé last stage of
the battle against the Destroyers had com-
menced. -

He settled down to await results, patient
and imperturbable as a sphinx.

CHAPTER 6.
Ambushed!

IGHT |
Down the darkness of the valley
road that wound through the silent,

massive Downs, purred thrce sleek
Daimlers, the regular zip of their tyres on
the gravel the only sound of their passing.

At fifty-yard intervals, they glided leisurely
through the night so as not to attract too
much attention. Yet, had they rushed along
at full speed, few eyes would have followed
them at that hour through the lonely country-
side. The leading driver had not seen a soul
during the last ten miles.

A few stars twinkled in the blue-black sky,
the moon had yet to rise, and a scattered
light now and then blinked from some little
downland farm. That was all. For the rest,
everything was wrapped in the darkness of
the hills, and only the wind in the trees along
the roadside disturbed the stillness.

South the cars beaded towards the coast,
with only their sidelights burning. At last, at
a corner where a narrow lane cut in to the
larger road, the first car checked, and an
electric torch sent a slender beam of light
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on to the signpost that marked the turning.
A grunt of satisfaction came from the scar-
faced man who held the torch, and with a
word to his driver he climnhed out.

Cautiously the remaining cars drcew to a
standstill; a man piled out from cach for
orders—two tough, hefty Americans.

‘““We here, boss?”

“Yess. Lissen; douse all lights excep’ the
rear vons and back ver’ slow down zis lane—
t'irty yards, you on’erstan’? Slowly. We
’ave to wait for Monsieur!”’

(¥4 O.K.”

The order was carried out expertly; one
after another the cars vanished into the
depths of the lane that skirted a grecat bald
hilFl’. Before a httle grassy spot at the side
they halted once more, and the nine
passengers got out to stretch their legs—and
waitt.

“No smoking, youse guys!” A low growl
of protest answered the whispered order, but
it was obeyed. Hands in pockets, they
mooched around the cars, talking in mufiled
voices.

And then the dark, peaceful lane seemed
suddenly to swarm with fighting men !

An order snapped once. Even as the men
round the cars stiffened at the sound, on al}
sides, lithe, swift figures surrounded them,
tore into them, swamped them. It was a
perfect ambush.

The first of the gang in action was Alexis,
the leader. Wheeling swiftly at that single
order, he found himself gripped by a tall
figure with arms and hands of steel, and
whirled towards the hedge. A shattering
blow between the eyes woke him from his
trance, turmng him into a snarling wild-cat.
Huggins and his men tackled the rest.

For obvious reasons, neither side dared
shoot—not even the startled and desperate
gangsters. For the same reason, voices were
lowered; no shouts arose. In grim silence
the Scrapper’s men flung themselves into the
attack like ghostly demons. And in grim
silence the ﬁestroyers met them.

They fought with knuckle-dusters and
clubbed automatics; the attackers crashed
mmto them, swinging loaded sticks and
‘‘ coshes.”

Scrapper Huggins had his own
pet weapon, and he wen? %?ithcly 1n, wielding
a length of rubber tyre.

‘“ Meet Uncle Dunlop ! he chuckled sofily;
and ca*ved his way into the thick of tho
rough-house, strong arm rising and falling,
One of the Americans lcapt at him, gun
raised; he toppled in a heap as the rubber
tyre lashed him over the head. The second
Yank rushed, tro—and walked into the ex-
boxer’s left with a foroe that sent him over
the bonret of a car.

In a sohid, disciplined body, the Scrapper’s
mea backed up their leader, hitting, driving,
fighting like the manhandlers they were.
ittle Cockney, all wire and sinew, lost his
cosh, but, gripping his man by the throat,
rolled with him on the ground, snarling and
worrying hike a terrier; a brawny man with
a sailor’s roll, stolidly backed two men into a
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corner and hammered them with a length of
tarred rope.

Stifled cries, oaths, the whistle and thud of
bitter blows marked the battle; once a knife
flickered and one of the attackers dropped
with a little choke. But then superior num-
bers and fighting-weight told.

Outfought, surprised and leaderless, the last
of the Destroyers reeled against a car, fought
savagely for a moment against the ring of
enemies around him, only to drop as the
Scrapper’s ‘‘ Uncle Dunlop " licked out and
socked 2gainst his jaw.

The man crumpled and fell. And with one
accord, the triumphant ambushers turned to
where the last ﬁgﬁt of all was still raging a
foew yards away.

Nelson Lee, cold-eyed, was enjoying him-
self. He was not vindictive, but he remem-
bered how the panting, sobbing man at the
end of his fists would %ave tortured him, not
many days since. Like piston-rods his arms
shot in and out of the other's wavering
guard, punishing Alexis to a standstill; then,
more by instinot than otherwise, he felt the
Pole gather himself for a desperate kick.

The kick never arrived. Nelson Lee’s right,
swinging up and under, took him on the
point of the chin, and down ho went without
another sound.

““Very be-yewtiful, sir; very pretty hin-
deed !”’ purred the Scrapper’s voice at Nelson
Lee’s shoulder. The others—Nipper, bat-

tered, but cheerful, among them-—clustered
round.
Lc: Any casualties, Scrapper ?’’ rapped Nelson

e.

*“Only two bad ’uns, sir!”

‘““Ah! Well, split up into two parties of
six; one lot to take our cars back to London
with the wounded men. The others stay here.
I want all prisoners tied up and propped in
their own cdrs as naturally as you can place
’em, Scrapper; then the rest of you pile in
with them and be prepared to drive wherever

I go. Hurry!”
¢ Not ’arf, sir. Sailor!”

‘“ Ay, ay, cap’n!”

““Tie them perishers up lively |”

Crooning contentedly, Sailor Peters took a
great coil of ropes from the hedge and saun-
tered towards the captives. Tho two injured
men were assisted tenderly towards the high
road by their chums and disappeared into the
darkness. Nelson Lee and N?pper themselves
got busy immediately with their own affairs.

Together they picked up the unconscious
Pole and carried him into the narrow space
between the first and second cars, whore they
sat him upright against a mudguard. Nipper
vanished and came back a moment later with
a soft leather case ard a hand mirror. Where-
upon Nelson Leo, having directed the lad to
switch his po-ket-torch on to the Pole’s dis-
figured face, proceeded quickly to work on
his own features by the light of another.

He worked rapidly but carefully, with fre-
quent glances at the ‘““mondel.” Satisfied at
last, he rose to his feet, just as the Scrapper
put his head round the car to report every-
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Skilfully Nelson Lee made himself up to reprosént the unconseious man before him-—
and thus he became Number Five on the Council of the Destroyers !

thing correct. The boxer’s startled gasp as
he stared from the scarred Pole on the ground
to the ‘“‘scarred Pole ” beside him was suff-
oient testimony to Nelson Lee’s skill.

‘“Blow me ’appy, sir! I almost ’it yer!”

“Glad you didn’t!”’ chuckled Lee. ‘“All
ready, Huggins ?”
“Yessirt Just ’ave a dekko, will yer?”

Passing along the captured cars, Nelson Lee
smiled with satisfaction. The Destroyers,
some still barely oonscious but all scieniifically

agged and bound, lay in the cars with only
axeir heads showing.

Sailor Peters had done his work well. In
the dark, the prisoners looked perfectly free
end natural. The rest of Huggins’ men, all
eave one who had been detailed to the
driving-seat of the rear car, crouched out of
sight at the feet of their captives.

‘“Splendid!” whispered Leo; and at that
moment Nipper touoﬁed his arm. Round the
corner of the lane, feeling its way along
under a single headlight, crept another car.
And from the dark sky above, noticed only
by Nelson Lee and Nipper who were watch-
ing for it—blinked a single flash.

Nelwon T.ee muttered:

“To your posts, quickly!” and watched as
Nipper and the Scrapper hastened to the
second car.

He himself stepped forward to meet the
cautious newcomer.

ONSIEUR, the hunchback, together
with Naponi and Thurlow, the last
of the Councill of Seven, had made
good their escape from Murdorn

Tower. But the day had passed on terror-
laden feet.

To the servants of the castle Monsieur had
succeeded in explaining Lord Murdorn’s
‘‘absence’ quite ocasily, for his taciturn lord-
ship frequently went off for long walks into
the Downs. And after that the three men

werc busy.

With the aid of Thurlow, Monsieur had
dismantled his wireless turret, Naponi crouch-
ing on guand with drawn guns. That done,
and certain papers destroyed, the shaken trio
had descended into the darkness of the Mur-
dorn dungeons to skulk in the ancient and
secret tunnel there. Down in those abysmal
vaults they felt safe for the first time that day ;
for each was sure that, somewhere outside, the
winged ghoul who had hanged T.ord Murdom



38 Amazieg aend Evthralling ¢ “ THE ROBOT MAN !

was still hovering about the castle, waiting to
strike them, too. One of them at least—
Monsieur—was under sentence of deathl!

Ages seemed to drag past before darkness
eventually closed in on the castle that day,
and the fugitives slunk into the dungeons
again for the last time. Each had been
bracing his nerves during the wait with Lord
Murdorn’s special brandy, but nevertheless
the long toilsome journey through the suffo-
cating seventeenth centur %assaege, thick with
cob-webs, damp, and half-choked with debris
for most of its length, was a nightmare.
Naponi’s dark, heavy face was almost yellow
when, at long last, Thurlow forced up a slab
of stone above his head and the party
emerged into the fresh air of a thiokly-grown
copse.

Instinctively, one and all glamoced in fear
to the sky. But no gliding menace greeted
their ears, the night wrapped them in safety,
and the obscurity and peace around them
stiffened their courage. Without further delay
they broke cover, prowling softly towards the
high black hedge that marked a narrow lane,
fifty yards away.

There, a mere shapeless blur, they found
Monsieur’s car waiting, with the stolid
Feodor, gun in hand, at the wheel, Monsipur
panted. ]

“A quarter-mile—only that, my friends,
and we meet Alexis and safety. In with you.
. Drive, Feodor, drivel”

The threg dived quickly into the seats and,
to a man, wriggle :jn'i t instantly, drew
their guns and watched the distant stars. If
their uncanny foe heard the oar and ewooped
now, they were ready.

Two minutes later, Feodor ht them
to the junction of the lane and the highroad;
their straining eyes glistened with joy to see
three cars waiting under the hedge, the dark
heads of their crews barely, but comfortingly,
visible in the single headlight. And a tall
man, who could only have beea the faithful
Alexis, stood in the road, awaiting them.

For all that, however, Thurlow, sitting
beside Feodor, had his gun ready as he
switched on the dashboard lights and poked
his head out. A glance at the Pole’s pallid
scarred face, dimly seen, made him grunt with
relief. -

““Good boy, Alexis!”

““Congratulations, Nomber Bix; you ’ave
escape’ alri’? Monsieur is with you?t”

“We’re all here!” breathed Thurtow.
““Now, you know where we’re heading. Take
your cars on to the highroad and pull aside
to let us get in front. Tell everyoue to keep
his gun handy—and watoh the skies. If they
see anything above our car, they're to shoot
like blazes. Some terrible fiead on wings 18
hounding us—he’s already got Murdor.
We’re taking no chances, and we're going to
drive from this accursed hole lke the wind.
That’s all!”’

The scarred Pole nodded.

‘‘Excellent!”

He turned, said something at erch ocar, then
entered the leading one. Came a gsft purr,

and the ocolumn slid forward into the wider
road, pulling over until Monsieur’s car had
glided to the van.

The hunchback put his head out.

“ Now—drive!” he shrilled; and shook his
fist wildly wto the air.

Chuckling, he settled down with the others.
Full courage was returning fast. He had
slipped away from Murdorn Tower, and now,
followed by his armed and reckless gang,
was shooting throuqh, a dark, lonely country-
side in a powerful car. Monsieur’s panio
varished in a glow of triumph.

And in the car behind, Nelson Lee smiled
confidently. He. whom Monsieur had seen
dive to death, proposed shortly to return to
Life. He, too, was chuckling—at the success
of his trap. |

Above him, great wings beating regularly,
flew the Night Hawk, invisible, implacable.
Neleon Lee had laid the clever trap. Very
shortly Thurston Kyle intended to spring it.

CHAPTER 6.

The House of Deathl

and on raced the retreating column,

N
O speeding faster as the night wore on
and a pale crescent moon climbed

. from a bank of cloud, shedding added
light u the quiet hills.

Avoiding main roads as much as possible,
they raced out of the higher Downs, slackened
speed in the vicinity of Brighton, swerved
olear of Lewes, then settled for a steady beat
towards the Bussex border into Kent. Now
and then a country policeman passed them,
but probably took them for a London party
returning from a jaunt; other trafic sped by
heedlessly.

With every mile beneath the wheels, the
spirits of the fugitives rose. They were even
grateful for the late moon; it showed them a
clear expanse of starry skies above and, of
the Thing that had terrified them all day—
nothing. Swarthiness returned to Naponi’s
flabby cheeks, Thurlow’s grip on his gun
grew less fervid and, sinking into silence,
Monsieur, the Destroyers’ leader, began re-
volving ceaseless plans for the future once
more, plans that would operate as soon as
the new headguarters had been settled.

Into the flatness of Romney Marsa
streaked the cars—the lights of Rye twink-
ling in the distance across level miles of
country. Soon they were following the coast-
line. getting lonelier as the minutes flew by.
Napom grunted at last: ‘““We are nearly
there.’”’ and leaned forward with instructions
to Feodor.

A sign-post loomed up, the column swerved
off the road into another that led straight
for the soa. The Italian pointed excitedly.

““There—my 'ouse—to ze right, yonder!”

Bager eyes followed his outstretched arm.
A short half-mile away, squatting on a little
tree-clad rise, stood an old Kentish manor,
diamal and gloomy under the slender moon.
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But a single light gleaming in a lower room
blinked a welcome to the refugees. Mon-
sieur squdred his narrow shoulders and sat
up.

“It ees l%ood, eh? All ees ready there!”
chuckled Naponi. .

Bafety in sight! Other eyes besides theirs,
however, had seen that light: the eyes of the
famous detective in the car behind, the eYes,
too, of another man who knew neither law
nor mercy where rogues were concerned.

An electric flash winked briefly from
Nelson Lee’s car; an answering stab came
from the sky. Within reach of Naponi’s
haven, the 'ﬁws of the trap were closing.

Thurston Kyle attacked!

Down from the stars, arms poised, sleek,
strong wings extended,. came the Night
Hawk, shooting earthwards in a swooping,
swinging dive, fierce eyes blazing. t

lorious speed he whistled above Nelson

ee’s car, flattened out and hurled himself
at the fugitives. The Scrapper’s men in
the cars behind did not see the dark, flash-
ing. figure; no one, save Lece, saw him until
it was too late.

In the leading car, Naponi, seated beside
Monsieur, heard nothing either until—brain-
shattering in its appalling surprise and
terror—came a sudden gurgling shriek from
the hunchback. Mad and speechless, the
Italian glared upwards to see the stars
hidden and the whole car covered by two
black wings, so near he could have touched
them. Above Monsieur’s head glided the
terrible faoce the Italian had seen ‘that morn-
ing, and Monsieur himself, writhing and
choking in the grip of two white hands, was
rising 1rresistibly from his seat.

There was a vague roar from Thurlow,
babbling in frenzy, and trying to raise his
gun with a palsied hand; a lurch of the
car that threw him sideways, and a crashing
blow from above that crumpled Naponi.
Then the stars came into view again.

But Monsieur’s seat was empty. Of the
hunchback and the Hawk that had seized
him, no trace remained. Both had melted
into nothingness.

Foaming at the mouth, Naponi pounded
on Feodor’s shoulder. |

“PDrive! Drive, curse you, drive for ze
‘ouse 1V’ -

Thurlow rammed his gun into the ser-
vants’ ear; the motor fairly leapt into top
speed. Smiling confidently, Nelson Lee
lcaned out ef his seat behind and his auto-
matic flashed again and again. Monsieur’s
car, back tyres riddled and flat, swerved
drunkenly into a ditch.

'The retreat was over.

N a flash Nelson Lee was alongside. The
other cars, spurting furiously, crowded
up, too. Staggering blindly out of

_ their car, too numb even to think of

their guns, Naponi and Thurlow fell into the
road to find themselves surrounded by
ptrange, stalwart men, and covered by a
dozen automatics. Feodor, frantic at the
loss of Monsieur, was the only one to speak,
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and be lurched forward, pointing at the tall
figure he took to be Alexis the Pale.

‘‘Sneaking cur! You sell us, you—"'

‘“Stow it, matey!” Huggins silenced the
man neatly and looked at Nelson Lee.

‘“Orders, sir?”

The detective jerked his thumb in silence,
and at once three men fell out and prodded
the new captives up the road towards the
house. When they Ead gone, Lee nodded to
the others.

‘‘Scrapper, drive the cars up to the gate,
and yank the other prisoners out!”

- “What-ho, sir!”

At the gate, the wolfish gang, the real
Alexis included, were hauled out and made
to stand upright. Naponi and Thurlow were
placed at their hcad, and under menaocing
guns, the squad were marched down the
gloomy garden path to the door of the
house.

A cool wind, blowing across the flats,
made the trees round the house rustle un-
easily. Inside, the light in the living-room
still %urned, increasing the eerie darkness of
the rest of the building. .
swinging slowly across the drawn blind,
made N%lson Lee set his teeth.

A stumble and a scream from Thurlow
caused the detective to hurry forward.
Across the front door-step, limp and huddled
as though thrown down by an impatient
hand, lay a brawny man—evidently Naponi’s
caretaker. He was quite unconscious. And
the front door was wide open, yawning intc
blackness. ' .

Leaving the party outside in the stillness,
Nelson Lee stepped softly into the house.
For some seconds he was absent. Then the
light in the room was switched off sharply,
and he returned to the others once more.

His voice was cold.

“Nipper—Huggins, make these men
follow me. The rest of you, back to the
cars and wait!”

“Yes, sirl” -

Feet pattered off into the night.

A queer shadow,

Nipper

- and the giant pushed the prisoners forward,

forward into a house whose utter silence
seemed somehow filled with fear,

Mystified and frightened beyond words,
Thurlow, Naponi and their men were
marched down a dark passage, Nelson Lec
leading. An invisible door opened before
them ; they were marched into a room, black
and hushed as a vault; lined up along the
wall. The door clicked softly.

There was a silence!

Presently, with a suddenness that made
Naponi ery out. Nelson Lee’s level voice cut
the tension. None could see him, they
heard only his freezing words.

‘““Destroyers, as you see, your game 1Is
finished. You have attempted to strangle
the trade of a country that has never harmed
you; caused  spiteful damage and wide-
spread distress to thousands of good, honest
workmen. But now, you and your leaders
have been beaten—outmatched from start to
finish. So you are here now for punish-
ment !’
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Naponi croaked hoarsely.
“] know zat voice. It—it—saints protect
me !{—it is Nelson Lee!”

An unanimous shudder rippled through
the gang. Nelson Lee was dead! But the
voice, cool and mocking, replied:

“Yes, I am Nelson Lee; the man you
thought was killed!”

In the ghastly pause that follawed, he
went on quietly: .

“Yesterday, your two chief members,
Lord Murdorn and Monsieur, crowned their
efforts by the murder of three of our men,
This morning, Lord Murdorn met & mur-
derer’s fate. As for your chief—-">

The gang’s silent dread broke in a bedlam
of sound; a gasp from Thurlow, oaths, a
shrill scream from Naponi and Alexis. And
at its very height, Nelson Lee switoched on
the light, and cried:

“ Destroyers, here i8 your chief{”

Suspended from a centre beam, an over-
turned chair at his feet, hung the hunchbaok
Monsieur, head of the Society of Destwyere’i

For five minutes Nelson Lee forced the
captives to stare at that grim epectacle of
vengeance; five minutes, the memo of
which burned into every black hwart there,
leaving an indelible impress of fear.

Limp, speechless, fascinated, the Destroyers
cowered 1n their bonds, trying in vain to
close their glazing eyes. One man only
moved, Alexis the Pole. Reeling from the
waill]x’ (}ilis lips stiff and blue, he apsed with
a thud.

Nelson Lee switched off the light.

“We hanged Monsieur as we hanged Lord
Murdorn, because they were proven
murderers. You others it does not suit us
to kill; nor shall we hand you to the polioce.
But wait!® Nelson Lee’s voice rang harshly.
“There are other punishments}|”

He touched Huggins' great arm.

“Behind this house i1s a creek leatlin?l to
the sea. You will find a boathouse there
containing a launch—Naponi’s depe-running
launch, tell your boys. Take these men to
the creek, see they are well gagged, and
afterwards, Huggins, flog thom as you would
flog a set of loathsome curs! Then throw
them aboard the launch!”

Lifting his voice & little he went on
suavely:

“And Thurlow, Naponi, everyone in the
Destroyers—I advise you not to returm to
England again—ever! Gol*

Long after the room was empty he stood

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

staring into the gloom. After a while, from
far away, he hecard the muffied thud of blows
and faint animal cries of pain. The
Destroyers were reaping their just deserts,
and not ocven gags oould stifle their outcries.

The noises ceased; and then, hard and dis-
tinot on the window-pane came three slow
taps, followed by a soft, cold laugh. Nelson
Lee braced himself and wemnt out quietly,
leaving the house to darlkness and to death.

The Destroyers were—aestroyed.

“ E8, we all got 'ome quite safe, Mr.
Kyle; so did the other boys. We
ave them swabs the towsing of
eir lives, slammed ’em into the
boab.’ and told ’em to 'ook it. Last 1 saw,
the 'ole blinkin’ bundle was skatin’ out to
sea 80 fast IHwon(!er the egidgx’t tgllow up!”
rapper Huggins sig appily.
goSoated paralytic, they were, Mr. Lee!”
He stared straight at the detective, his
blue eyes astern.
“But I never told the boys anything about
what 'appened in that—that room, sir.”

Both Nelson Lee and Thurston Kyle
nodded slowly. It was the morning after the
raid. The parties had made their way back
to London by different roads, and now the
Scrapper had come to report.

From the depths of his gorgeous robe,
Thurston Kyle took a thick wad of notes and
held them out.

“You all did splendidly, Huggins. Mr.
Lee and I are very plea ind This is
something to share with your men. Come,
no nonsense!” he cried sternly as the big

man hesitated. “You earned it wellt”

The Scrapper’s horny fist closed over the
monzﬁ reluctantly.

« right, gents; and thank yer!”

He threw back his vast shoulders ner-
vously, retreating towards the door. There
he paused.

“I—I'm glad we gave satisfaction, sirs. I

you'll call us out a%‘in. We—the boys
‘ave took the liberty, like, of ochristenin’
themselves ‘Mr. Kyle's Kittens.” And,
gents, any more little capers like last night,
and the Kittens'll come up to scratch—
laughin’, gentlemen, fair laughin’1”

And Scraf)per Huggins, his speech finished,
dived hastily throu the laboratory door,
leaving grimKly-smiling faces behind.

Thurston Kyle laughed softly.

“Good men, my Kittens, Lee, what?! And
usefull Very useful!”

THE END,
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HOT SPRINGS

A False Alarm!

flung himsclf between the

S Eric

A struggling figures, a pair of powerful
hands closed on his throat.
fingers becamo cnmeshed in a mass

of harr.

“Uncle!” he ex-
claimed. “Uncle, 1it’s
me |”’

From behind him the
boy heard the banging
of the door. The pro-
fessor’s assailant, he
realised, had slipped
away. Eric wanted to

stop the train, ring the alarm, but the pro-
fessor, elearly imagining he had to deal with
his original foe, was almost choking the life

out of him.
“You thief!

You blackguardedly thief!”
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QUEST BEGINS!

Expedition, led by Professor Den-
ning and his young nephew, starts

to-day.
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released him

Precious minutes were wvasted before Eric
could make his identity known, and by that
time he was almost strangled.
the professor

seconds before the boy had breath even to

When at last
it was some

speak. And then sud-
denly the sliding door
was opened, there was
a click, and the electric

light illuminated the
scene. Danny was
standing there.

“Guv'nor, what’s the
matter 7’ he exclaimed.
“Whatever have you

been doing to yourself 7
He might well ask the question. The
professor’s collar had been ripped off, his

coat had been torn and in some places slit

with

knife.

There was a

sreat hrniso
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under one eye and blood on his lipw.
“An infamous scoundrel enterad the obwm-
partment while I was asleep andl tried to
rob me of my transcript of Eric the Retl’s
narrative.”
The professor glared round on Eric, who
was almost in as woeful a stato as-himself.

“And what do you think you were trying
to do?” he demanded. *“Isn’t it bad enough
that I have to defend my life with my bare
hands, without my own flesh and blood add-
ing to my difficulties?”

Eric fingered his bruised chin.

““I thought I was coming to your assist-
ance. That’s all, uncle. And then you mis-
took me for tho other chap and nearly
throttled me.”

The professor seated himself with a snort,
and thrusting his band into the inside pocket
of his coat took out all the papers it con-
tained. He turned these over eagerly, and
then with a roar of exasperation sprang to
his feet.

“My notes! They have been stolen! We
<hall have to go back to London and make
@ new transcript. Where does the train
stop? We must take the first train back!”

“Best go and have a look for the bloke
that done it first, guv’nor. He can’t have
dropped off the train. It’s doing over sixty.
He must be somewhere on board.”

The professor turned on him with a glare.

“Don’t be an idiot, Danny! There must
two~hundred persons on the train. I
haven’t the slightest idea what my assailant
was like. The procedure you are suggesting
is sheer foolishness. Somebody has stolen
my notes, and unless we are very careful
that somebody will have the distinction of
getting to the Valley of Hot Springs before
ourselves,”
Danny scratched his head.
“These notes you’re talking about, guv’nor
—do you mean the bit of paper you were
reading from last night?”

“Of course that’s what I mean!”
“Oh, well, they’re all right,

| guv’nor.
These are them, aren’t they?”

Without even a smile Danny put his hands-

into his pocket and produced the piece of
tolded foolscap. The professor snatched

.

The horn arrives, but not Peters.
scoundrels, the leader of which is
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it from him and glanced at him for a
moment.

“Where on earth did you get this from?”
he demanded.

“I took it of you, guv'nor, when I was
tucki ou up. I knew as how you'd lose
it, a::g knew that you'd blame me if 1t
wasn’t there when you wanted it.”

The professor clutched at his beard and
eyed Danny for some moments in silence.

“Danny, you aren’t half as big a fool as
you louk,” he said abruptly. *But the ques-
tion remains—who is it who has been guilty
of this outrageous assault?”

“The bloke that wants this platinum and
gold you were talking about—the bloke that
came with his pretty gang of boys last
night to the cottage—the bloke that must
have killed that Mr. Peters. And I don’t
mind telling you, guv’'nor, he was a-trailing
you this evening in Chancery Lane.”

He leaned towards the professor, sinking
his voice to a whisper.

“The sooner we can get to this valley of
yours the better, guv’nor. This here country
ain't healthy for any of us. That bloke
means to have you before you leave Dundee,
same as he had poor Mr. Peters!”

The Adventure Begins!

¢ ALF a mo’, Mr. Eric!”

Danny was standing on the deck
of the Ice King—a big sailing
barque which was taking in stores.

The twenty-four hours upon which the pro-
fessor had insisted as the very limit of time
which must elapse before they put to eea had
already been excecded by two days. Eric
followed Danny into the cabin.

“What’s the matter now?”

Danny screwed up his battered face.

“The v'nor—he’s going to work all
wrong. e’s rushing things too much.”

“How can you sayv that, Daanny, when

we've been stuck here two days longer than
we intended ?”

“Why, he<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>