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REBELS 02 FH[ REMOVE/

{ by EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
I

¢ Up, the rebels!

'Down with the tyrant!”

NIPPER & Co., the chums of the Remove.

tyrannical regime of MARTIN the martinet, the new headmaster of
St. Frank’s, and they hit -back at him in no uncertain fashion!

* * . The Narrative Related Throughout by NIPPER.

That’s the battle cry of
They are fed-up with the

CHAPTER 1.
The Rebels of St. Frank's!

LEVEN—twelve!
E Midnight boomed out solemnly

from the old clock-tower at St.
Frank’s. The great school lay dark
and silent under the chill sky of the
January night. Everything was quiet
and asieep.

t least, one might have supposed so.
No one, for instance, would have sus-
pected that a large number of junior
boys were in sole possession of the west

f the Ancient House. True, nt
cusomary place of abode
r the Remove dormitory
ed in the west wing.

But they had got possession of it in
quite another sense.

It was not peaceful possession. The
Remove had seized that part of the
building, and were grimly holding it
against all attackers. In short, they
had taken command of the west wing
by force, and were defying the head-
master.

And I am proud to say that I was
the original instigator of the whole re-
bellion. Tt deesn't seem much of a
thing to be proud of, on the face of it,
but (hxs was a very peculiar kind of

Martin, the headmaster
5 an absolute tyrant.

(Ali rights reserved, and

a1 strictly idden.)



2 REBELS OF

He was a bully of the worst typs, and
under his iron rule life had not been
worth living. He had made a particu-
lar “set” against the Remove.

And the Remove, becoming exasper-
ated and fed up, had taken matiers
into its own hands. The net result was

ion. That state of affairs had
ed for well over twenty-four hours
already, and the Head had been un-
able to shift the rebels from their
stronghold. He had made efforts to do
so, certainly, but they had fallen
through; and now, at midnight, it
seemed that everything was quiet.
There was no hint or sign of a coming
attack.

But appearances are sometimes d
ceptive, and I, for one, was well aware
of the fact that Mr. Martin was con-
templating an assault. He was pre-
paring to take the west wing by storm,
and to rout us out.

It was very fortunats
the plan, for T should
steps a ccorduwly We wez
in our fortress, and unlv a Vi

not heen rt
- i’s long, and he filling tnhe
shoes of Dr. Stafford, who, in t‘fw

opinion of the whole school, had heer
relieved of his duti a most umL
er, we were not thinking of

ey

Dr. SLaFord just then. Our troubles
concerned Mr, Martin, his successor.
This harsh gentleman had proceeded
to wield the lash as soon as he arrived
in the school. His methods were brutal.
His rules and regulaticns were tyran-
nous.

The Remove, after
injustice, had determ:
by breaking into revolt.

We were fighting aga
which was brutal, and 1t justified
in our action. We had made our
parations at night, and in the g
Mr., Howard Martin had found himsell
defled.

In full possession of the v

1
ed to end it all

a_systen

west wing,

THE REMOVE!

g
we had a splendid position. On the |
upper floor there was the dormitory—
our own sleeping ‘quarte:
diately below tl was a Ki
some  store- ronms, the
loaded with foodstufls of every ki

Thus we had slec
and enough food to last us for a by
fortnight. The only exits to the wing
were securely barred. Heavy barricades
blocked the upper corridor and the
lower passage, and every ground-floor
window was boarded across in the most
thorcugh manner. We were taking no.;
chances; we could not afford fo.

Our very success depended upon
holding out until the Head was forced
to give in, and it certainly seemed as
though we should be able to carry out
our projeci

The Head had been dumbfounded at
one everything in his

frst, and he had
power to
Bub the Fifl

e were justifies 4 in our
d to take any part in
tack, and Mr. Martin, after resort-
m a ruse which had failed, was now.

.

‘emplatm, a different form or
vity.
He had uemded LG rout us onb u(: m{g
costs, for h
ncb to ngc m as W oi
course, was easy to understand, for sur-
render on the Head's part meant an
admission of weakness, and Mr. Martin

was not the kind of man to give in
tamely.

By pure chance
hour or so earlie
puann,ng an a
at two a.m,
wouid be a "nry

articular reason.

He had
rs from

1 had learned, an
that the Head was
}: oa our stronghold

W the attack
vce one, and 'ox a

“"19

a

number of rough
Iton and
nd his me was to
uted cut in one swift om\l'ur"at And
mwm have succeeded had I not over-

d the Head giving ders to
he leader of the was due
to arrive at two o’cloci I should

o
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ble to take all precautions neces-
sary.

ty of the rebels were sleep-
ing soundly, secure in the belief that

the

. The Removites v glad of a
zood sleep, for they had had very little
since the barring-out had commenced.

I was very tired myself, but I did not
show it. As commander-in-chief of the
whele force, it was my duty to remain
on the alert—more particularly when
there was danger in the air.

I was on guard in the upper corridor,
and with me were De Valcrie, Reginald
Pitt, Hart, and Tommy Watson. Tre-
gellis-West was in charge of a party
which guarded the lower passage, and
other juniors were watching the vari-
ous boarded windows. I was most par-
ticular in my methods, and kept every
possible entrance under close guard. I
should give the Head no opportunity
of taking us by surprise.

“What I'm worried about,” I said
thoughifully, “is ammunition. As you
fellows know, there’s going to be some
excitement at about two o'clock. The
chaps who are asleep don’t know a
thing yet, and there's no reason why
they should be disturbed. But we must
have ammunition.”

“I don’t see that it's really neces-
sary,” remarked Hart. “Our barri-
cades are all strong, and the enemy can
push as hard as they like, but they
won't shiff us.”

I shook my head.

“You seem to forget that the enemy
will be able to pull the obstructions
down from the other side. It's very
necessary that we should have some-
thing to drive them off. We must have
weapons of some kind.”

“Pea~shooters?” suggested Pitt,

“You ass!” said De Valerie. “This
isn't a jape.”

“The_idea is a good one, all the
same,” I said. “As a matter of fact, I've
got two dozen pea-shooters in readi-
ness, to say nothing of an unlimited
supply of good hard peas. A sudden

of those little heggars is liable to
ke a chap squirm a bit. But pea-
shooters and peas won't be sufficient.
We must have something better, some-
thing more effective.”

“Yes; but what?” asked Watson.

“That’s what we've got to decide,” I
sald. *“Use your brains, my sons, and
help me in this problem. By Jove, I've
got it!”

“Thought of something?” asked Pitt.

“Bicycle pumps,” I muttered.

‘“Gone dotty?” asked Watson, star-

ing. “What the dickens do you mean
—bicyele pumps? Talk sense, for good-~
ness’ sake!”
I am talking sense,” I replied
briskly. “Out in the bike-shed there
are at least twenty good pumps, and
a pump makes a first-class squirter. A
good pump, filled with liquid, will send
out a spurt almost as powerful as a
zarden syringe,”

“That’s true enough,” admitted Hart.
“But I'm afraid water won't stop a
crowd of roughs!”

“We've got a barrel of treacle down-
slairs in the storeroom,” I said
briskly, “Mix that treacle with water
until it’s of a medium consistency, and
it's not a very nice concoction to receive
in your face, That sticky stuff will
keep a crowd back as effectively as any-
thing. T've got another idea, too; but
Tl tell you more about that later.
Those pumps will come in useful in
many ways.”

“Exactly!” agreed De Valerie.
you've forgotten something!”

“What's that?”

“We haven't got the pumps here!
They’re in the bike-shed!”

“I hadn't forgotten it,” I said.
“Three or four of us will have to steal
out immediately and raid the shed. We
can get out by the pantry window. It’ll
be easy enough to unscrew two of the
boards.”

“But old Martin might have some of
his rotten hired men on guard,” put in
Hart, shaking his head. “I'm afraid

“But
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the game wouldn't be worth the candle,

Nipper. What if you got captured?”
“We've got to have those pumps,” I
declared “Everything depends upon

our success in beating off the attack.
If I'm collared—well, yowll have to
carry on without me. I'm ready to take
the risk.”

“Good man!” said De Valerie. “But
I've got a suggestion to make. If youwll
this affair in my hands, Nipper,
Tl do my best to carry it through. I
shall only want one volunteer. Two of
Us on this job will be sufficient.”

“I'm game!” said Hart promptly.

“That’s the style!” exclaimed De

Valerie. “If we're captured, we shan’t
be much loss. We'll be martyrs to the
cause. Now, don’'t start objecting,

because we're determined to go, and

we're just as determined that you shan't] g,

g0, Nipper. The conn
can't afford to risk capt:

“IUs decent of you—jolly decent! I
wouldn'’t let you go if I couldn’t rely on
you. Get off as scon as you can, and if
aptured sing out at the top of
oices. Then we shall know the

anding officer

De Valerie and Hart lost
making preparations. Tk
to the lower part of the building,
two of the boards in the pantry were
quictly removed—in total darkness, of
course.

Then the pair set off o run the
gauntlet to the bicycle shed. A number
of other fellows had been aroused, and
active preparations were afoot. 1 Sup:
intended the removal of the treacle
from the barrel in the store-room. Foz-
tunately, we had plenty of pails and
other vessels.

These were half filled with water from
the kitchen tap, and then treacle v
added. The mixture was not too
and not too thin, and, squirted from
bicycle pumps, it was calculated to
cause the maximum amount of dis-
comfort, 2

“It's going to be a battle” I ex-
plained, “but we can’t use weapons

no t
des

Wi

ling, and |s

THE REMOVE! ,

that will cause any serious harm. We're
not out to do any damage to anybody,
even though they are a lot of hired
oughs. Our chief aim is to keep the
barricades intact, and all we need is a
system of defence which will keep the

rotters off without doing any harm.”

“Well, this ought to make them
sweep-tempered, begad!” smiled  Sir
Montie. “Treacle is just the stuff, you
know. It is, y. By Jove, T've got
some of the shockin’ mess over my
Jjacket!”

“Yowll have worse troubles than

that, old son,” I gaid cheerfully. “What
about the daring adventurers outside?
Any sign of ’em?”

“Not yet,” said Pitt.

e was near the pantry door, and
another fellow was at the pantry win-

ow. They were in readiness to resist
any surprise attack, if one should
come. De Valerie and Hart had ven-

tured out into the gloom, and nothing -
further had been seen or heard of

the

Just when I was beginninz to get

rather anxicus, however, there was a

murmur from Pitf. He beckoned to

me,

“Owen major reports that he has 9
hted mystericus forms approach-
o “wed

whispered Pitt. better -
have a look.” ,

I passed into the
and we stole to the window. Outside
in the Triangle everything was black
and still. There was certainly no sign
of any impending attack.

Owen major was at the window, and
he pointed over in the direction of the
gymnasium.

“I saw two figures- " he began.

Buf at that moment he paused, for
some slight sounds came from outside,
and along the wall edged a pair of dim
forms. It was impossible to tell who
they were, so we prepared ourselves for
any emergency.

The forms came to the window.

“You there, Owen?” whispered a
voice.

pantry with Pitt,
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“Oh, it’s you, then?” I said softly.
"Lood‘”

“Who'd you think
Hart—“the enemy?”

“Well, we can’t be too car
replied.  “How did you get on?

“Great!” —whispered De Valerie.
“We bagged every giddy pump there
was. There’s POL one luft in the shed!”
“Cood!”

it was?” asked

a1

They serambled into the pantry, and
the barricading boards were serewed in
position again. After that we retired
into the big passage and examined the
hooty. There were pumps of size
and description, and the ma; Jty of
them were in excellent condition.

“We'll have a little demonatnhon”
I said briskly. “The rubber connec-
tions won't be necessary. The liquid
can be squirted straight out of the
pump. Stand down the other end of
the passage, Tommy, a d see if I can
reach you with the m

Tommy Watson gmmcd,

“Oh. certainly!” he said
think!”

The other fellows grinned, but no-
body volunteered to test the effects of
the sweet concoction. The pump filled
easily, and it projected a column of
water and treacle far down the passage.

With seven or eight of those weapons
working at each bqlncude we should
uot have much difficulty in keeping off
the attackers. The pea-shooters, too,
would be useful. A swiftly projected
pea is not a pleasant article to receive
in the face,

The clock had already struck ono
and I saw to the work vigorously,
al parties were placed at every
vulnerable point. I was in charge of
‘he barricade in the upper corridor—
this, in my opinion, being the most
likely point of attack. The corridor
was filled with bedsteads and bedding,
and once these obstructions were pulled
down there would be nothing to pre-
vent a break-through.

And so, in readiness, we waited.

With nerves on the stretch. and with

“I don't
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cars listening for the slightest sound,
we stood at our positions. ‘he Head,
no doubt, would belicve that we were

uschp and off cur gua
d his attack ch'\lﬁhi
Well, we should be in maﬂmcss

My,
'\bxtm would receive a big surprise

when the actual moment came. I had
not embarked upon this rebellion with
the intention of allowing my s“pnorte‘
to be beaten. We were out £
ng else would suit u
“Quarter to!” whispered l‘xvt as the
school clock boomed out solemnly.
“Perhaps the hounders won't begin
until later-—"
“Hist!” T breathed.
hear something?”
Everybody remained perfectly silent.
And the intense stillncss was broken
by the sounds of stealthy footsteps on
the stairs—a good many footsteps. And
now and again a whispered erder,
The attack was almost due to eom-
mence!

“Didn‘t you

CHAPTER 2.
The Attack!

“ HERE'S Nipper?”
\K/ Cecil De Valerie asked that

question in the softest whis-
He came up in the rear, and I
slipped noiselessly away from the
vicinity of the barricade, and caught
hold of him in the darkness.

“What's the matter?” I asked
§1mrply. “What are you doing up
here?”

“We heard sounds two minutes ago,”
breathed De Valerie. “I thought I'd
better come up and report—"
hing you can do, my son,
is to get back to your action station,”
I )mehap‘ad ten<cly “There’s a crowd
e stairs now—so it’s
nous thaL the Head means to

“We shall nccd all our wits about w
to resist the attack.,” I went on, “Don

=37
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forget to resort to drastic measures if
hecessary. And your motto is to be ‘no
iulrmd\“r’ Fight as you've never fought

De Valerie nodded, and silently de-
parted. I returned to my own station,
and found the other g'u ards in a con-
siderable state of excitement. Tommy
Watson puiled my vlo Ve as I came up,

and put his mouth to my ear.

“Martin’s up here himself,” he

reathed. "I Jusb heard him whisper-
ing.”

“That means that we're to receive
the brunt of the attack,” I said. “All
the better. We've got all the best men
up here.” @

That period of waiting was dtczdedly
nerve trying. We were afraid to speak,
and afraid fo move, and we were in
total darkness. Hubbard was standing
ready by the electric-] hght switch.
When I sang out the order he would
turn the light on in a flash, and we
should get busy.

I listened iptently
Head's v 1)ered voice.

“Go carefully now, men,” he said
under his breath. “The obstructions
are just in front of you. Pull them
down as quietly as you can to begin
with. If the boys come out, use all
your strength. Break through in one
tremendous effort. If the barricade is
Temoved within five minutes I will
double your pay.”

“Right you are, guv'nor!”

“Leave it to us, sir.”

The voices were rather coarse, and I
guessed that we were up against some
?ouoh customers. And at that moment
came the sound of the barricade being
touched.

The period of waiting was over.

“Richt, Hubby!” I shouted.
with the lights!”

lick!

The corridor became flooded with
electric light, and several hoarse gasps
sounded from behind the barricade.
Through the spaces we could see a
motley erowd of rough-lecking men and

and heard the

“Up

THE REMOVE!

The Head stood behind, well
and his face was glowering

youths,
in the rear,
with rage.

“So the young brats are ready!” he
roored. “Very welll Go thad men!
Pull down those obstructions

“Hold on!” I shml‘e'l
me, you chaps! Y
dig us out of thi
but )o.n got no quarrel ag st us..
If you're fcal sh enough to attack, we
shall r

“stow y lip, you young ’‘ound!” -
roared a veice. “At ‘em, mates!”

Hall a dozen of the men rushed at
the barricade, and
they succeeded in pulling down one of
the bedstea During those seconds
our pe s were being filled, and
the pumps charged.

“Fire!” I roared.

Fis

51

hm er of peas rattled against the
faces of the enemy. Two or three of
e men staggered back, cursing.
Others ducked their heads and con-
tinued. Then the bumps got to work.

Out of every crevice in the barricade
squirted a stream of sticky liquid. It
spurted over the faces of the attackers;

it got into their eyes; it tangled their
hair, They were momentarily blinded.

“ Grug-gug-groooh!”

“You young ’ounds—gug-gug-gug!”

The attackers roared with dismay
and consternation. And the defenders
velled with triumph—and never for a
second did they relax their efforts. The
rain of peas continued, and the spurts
of treacle poured oub continuously, It

as a stout defence,

“(mc it to ’em!”

“Let the rotters have it hot!”

“Hurrah!” roared Handforth.
we, downl rted?”

“Are

“Arc we going to surrender?”
“No!”

“Arc we going to beat the rotters

°
:«)

“\707‘70;‘ * shouted the juniors.
Ha, ha, ha!”
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In spite of the gravity of the situa-
tion, a good many fellows were laugh-
ng with sheer excitement. It was un-
doubtedly an extraordinary situation.
And for the moment Mr, Martin's hired
ruffians were held in check.

It was the same downstairs.

De Valerie and his men wers having
a stiff time, but there was no danger
of the defences being broken. The
crowd of roughs there was not such a
large one, and the juniors had no diffi-
culty. The peas and the treacle did the
rest. The attackers were driven off with
comparative ease.

It was in the upper corridor that the
chief attack was concentrated. Mr.
Martin, in his excitement and rage,
rushed forward until he was within the
zone of fire. He was determined to
smash down the barricades.

“Put some energy into it, you fools!”
he shouted. *“You're not gomv to be
beaten by these infernal schoolboys!
Use your strength—"

“’'Ave a go yourself, g‘lv 'nor,”
snapped one of the men. “Sce 'ow you
like a pint of sticky mess in your eye!”

“The stuff can’t hurt you!” roared
the Head. “Why don't you— Grooch!
Gug-gug-garoon!”

‘The Head sat down abruptly in the
corridor.  Several juniors had taken
the opportunity to concentrate - their
fire upon Mr. Martin. The rcsult was
disasnrcus~mr the bully of
Fra;

Pcas rattlﬂd upon his face in dozens;
squirts of treacle smothered his face
until he was hardly recognisable. He
attempted to pick himself up, and
another storm of “bullets” struck him.

“Hurrah!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“How do you like that, Mr. Tyrant
Martin?” yelled Watson.

Mr. Martin forgot his dignity, and
crawled out of range on all fours. When
he rose to his feet behind the crowd,
he was nearly insane with fury. And
e egged his men on in violent terms.

The fellows certainly did their best.

They advanced again and again, but
were beaten back by the hail of peas
and the streams of sticky liquid.
Scveral of the men retired alto:

“Keep it up!” I shouted
“We're winning!”

“Rats!” bawled Handforth.
won!”

“Of course we have!”

“We haven't won yet,” I declared.
“These rotters will make another
charge—you see. And we shall have
to be well prepared for it. Have you
got those spare pumps ready, Hart?”

' ¥es,”? rephed Augustus Hart.

“Charged?

“Theye full up,” said Hart. “At
the word from you well come into
action. We're the relief party!”

I nodded with satisfaction. Hart and
half a dozen others had done nothing
so far. They were waiting in the rear,
and they would be used if the present
system of defence failed.

The attackers had been beaten at
first—but they soon found that the peas
were fairly harmless, and that the
treacle was similarly so.

The peas stung somewhat, but the
men_were tonﬂh The treacle, pro-
vided the attackers kept their hsads
down, did little harm. And, onc
men were smothered, it matt lime
whether they received further doses.

So the roughs charged with lowered

“We've

St. [ heads, and several of them succeeded in

getting right up to the bamvcady Then
they commenced to tear down the ob-
structions, Once through, the position
\wuld be grav

Let 'em hwe it!” I roared.

The order was quite unnec
the fellows were working ove:
were dispatched in scores every
the treacle was used up at a s!
rate—and the corridor, in consequence,
was already in a shocking condition.
But we didn't care about this.

“They're beating us!” gasped Pift,
after a few moments longer. “They’
breaking dox"n the barrier, and
stop ‘em.’

“Firel”
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got to stop them!” I snapped

1y

I examined the position. Half the
attackers were right close to the barri-
cade, working furiously to ])ull down
the bea: and other article;
were standing back clearing their e
of treacle.

The roughs were attacking in series,
as it were. When some of the men
beecame too sticky to go on, they re-
tired, and their places were occupied
by the fellows who had been having a
breathes

Thus, a continuous assault was being
made—and the effect was disconcert-
ing. Piece by piece, the barricede was
being torn dewn—and the inevitable
result of such an onslaught weuld be
that we should meet with de;c

I quickly made up my mi

“8tand back, you cham"’ T shouted.

“S(and back?” isped  Grifil
, we're being whacked—-

“Malke

S nd back!” T repeated.
W ‘1y for the relief forcs
ood!”  yelled Hart. “We're
it go—for all you're

imed bri

art and his men Lamc- to the fore,
he

They were only a han ful but

i ale in

“favour. "he,y apphcd their weapons
'S On, men-—pres: ir attack!”
shouted Mr, Martin., *Youwll have that
barricade down within a few minutes if
you use you "
“Leave it to us, sis houted one of
the men. “We're geltin’ the better of
the young dogs!”

Briggs—good!” aid  the
two minutes well be
” panted B . W ho was
leader of the gang. H—shu-

tish-choo!”
zgs sneezed violently.
ions  sneesed  viole:

Hi:,

5| ¢

THE REMOVE!

‘The meaning of this change was oh-
vious.

The pumps, held by Hart and Co.,
contained pepper!

And the powder was pumped out in
louds through the barricade. The
ma)unty of the pepper filled the corr
dor like a fog. beyond the defence
The aftackers found themselves gas
ing and choking in the grip of the
stull.

They breathed it down in clouds; it
entered their eyes, blinding them for
the time being.

Hart and his

men ud not cease thelir
efforts. As soon '-s the pumps were
empty, full ones were brought—there
was a huge camswr of pepper avail-
able. I had discovered if in the store-
n, and realised its value at once.

sh-choo!”

hat!”
001"

gasped Handforth.

“XKeep up the attack, mm'” roared
Mr. Martin, “You are mnn d
“Stow yer hp" snarled one of the
men.  “Come an’ ~tish-
00' Cuss these ki A-a-
h-choo!”
“We can’t sland it, mates,” gasped
another man. “My eyes are watering!”

““ A-tish-choo!”

The men were absolutely helpless,
and they reeled away from the barri-
cade, with smarting eyes and stinging
throats. Mr. Martin's orders were un-
heeded, and the crowd charged down
the corridor.

ry—o

ds!  Grooh!

worse!” clled. “We've got enough
pepper hers to keep back an army!”

“You young dog!” bellowed the
d. “Tl 'osch you that you cannot
h tri Conf and

idn’t come ‘erc to be blinded!”
he snapped. “I ain't goin’ to keep this
game on, for one—an’ I these
blo; won't, have no mere of it. You
(‘eal with them young cubs yer-

number of the dcfcnc,e)s
50,

a
sneezed, al

c
se! f
“I will double vour monev—-"

“And if you come amin, yowll get it .
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“Yus, an’ we'll be blinded!” roared
one of the men. “Go to blazes!”

“We've done with you—we're goin’
‘ome!”

“Yus, come on, mates!”

And the -whole crowd of men, still
half-blinded, staggered down the stairs
into the open air. Mr. Martin raved in
His faithless army would not
stand by him.

And a perfect roar of triumph went
up from the rebels.

‘“Hip, hip, hurrah!”

“We've gained the day!”

“Three cheers for the rebels!”

“Hurrah!

“Well never give in—were out for
victory!”

“Begad! Rather!”

“I guess we're_havin’ a real dandy
time!” grinned Farman. “Say, the
way we beat off them galoots was real

bully!”
“We'd better nou row too soon,” I
said warningly. e victorious_at

present, and I thmk we shall be left
alone for the rest of the night. But we
mustn’t be too certain—and we mustn’t
relax our efforts.”

“Wise words,
grinned Pitt,

Meanwhile, the situation in the
lower passage was almost identical with
our own. The gang of roughs down
there had been a much smaller one, and
the pepper ruse had not really been
necessary. But De Valerie had decided
upon it, nevertheless. And the result
was entirely satisfactory.

The attack was beaten off, and the
gang fled into the open long before the
fight was finished upstairs.

When I went down to see how things
vere getting on, I found the passage
quiet, and De Valeric looking pleased
with himself,

“Everything O.K. here,” he sai
“Armstrong just came down from yuur
barricade and told us that the battle
was won.” .

“Yes,” I said, “we've beaten the
blighters off—but as I told the chaps

O mighty Nipper,”

just now, we musin’t be caretess. The
Head's in a towering rage. We shall
probably have further trouble before
the morning—so we mustn’t relax our
vigilance.”

“Of course not,” agreed De Valerie,
“IW keep on the alert all 1i ght.”
e beaten the bully ths time,
anyhow,” ejaculated Grey, with satis-
faction. “I reckon it's a complete

riumph for th rebel Remove!”

“H

“And if there are any more attacks,
we'll deal with them in the same way!”
declared Watson. *The Head's an ass
if he thinks that he can smash the
rebellion by hiring a crowd of Banning-
ton roughs!”

“Well never surrender,” said De
Valerie grimly. “And this little episode
ought to convince the Head that we're
in earnest, and that we mean to use
every effort to maintain our position.
There'’s only one method of getting us
to Lhro\v up thre sponge.”

And what's that?”

“The Head's got to give way,” de-
clared De Valerie. “As soon as he sub-
mits to our terms, well return to
normal duties. And he’ll have to sub-
mit, sooner or later, It's the only

“Perhaps s0,” I said. “But the Head
won't submit yet. He won't give in
until every resource has failed. You've
got to realise, my sons, that this is
going to be a stiff fight. And if we
mean to win, we shall have to keep up
our courage and determination.”

And the other rebels knew that I was
spe aking the truth.

‘We had won so far, but how long
would the affair last?
CHAPTER 3.

Rather Mysterious!
R. HOWARD MARTIN wag in a
M fury.
Sticky and uncomfortable, his
temper had already been tried to the
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utmost. But he felt like letting himself
really go when his paid roughs gave up
the fight and retreated into the open

air.

‘The Head strcde out into the Tri-
angle, his brow bla

Briggs and the otber men were stand-
ing in a group against the Ancient
House steps.  The majority of them
were blowing their noses, and they were
ntly engaged in a sheezing com-

petition.

The noise they made, in fact, was so
considerable that a good many fellows
were at the dormitory windows, above

Third Formers and seniors. There
were faces even at some of the windows
of the College House.

“What's the trouble down there?”
sang ou$ Chambers of the Fifth.

“Go back to bed, you infernal y«
busybody !” shouted the Head furiow
“Go back to bed at once!”

I was only asking——"

“ Another word, boy, and I will come
up there and cane you!” bawled the
Head. “Go in—everybody! Close all
those windows! If my orders are not
obeyed I will make some of you smart!”

Most of the windows were closed
down hurriedly, and there were no
further inguiries from Chambers. The
Head approached his hired gang, and
regarded the men with sour contempt.

“Well?” he snapped. “Are you
ready?”

“Rc"dy to go home—yes!” said
Briggs coarsely.

“You fool!” exclaimed Mr. Martin.
“You must attack those bairicades

hkely, guv'nor,” said Bngas
“Theye chaps have had enough o’ them
blamed kids. We've finished.”

The Head stamped his foot.

“Finished!” he exclaimed harshly.
«you must be mad! I engaged you to
roub e confounded boys out of their
stronghold—and you must carry out
your agreement. Come, No nonsense.
Get back inside.”

Several of the men growled audibly.
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r“f‘o and hury yourself!” snapped one
[

2" said Mr. Briggs.
\»ont ‘ave n() more of it, Mr. I\I;)rtin.
You jest spoke about an agreement. It
strikes me, 3ou dxdnl. tell me what
there was to be done. You said we
simply ’ad to out a parcel of
naughty schoclboys »

“I told you the fruth,”
Head. ,

“Mebbe,” agreed Mr. Briggs. “But
you forgot to mention that the boys
<".'ou1d use treacle an’ peas an’ that

blamed pepper. We didn’t come here
[m that game, guv noz an’ we ain’t
‘avin’ any more of it.”

“You cowardly hounds!” raved the
Head. “Do you call yourselves men?
Are you going to be beaten by those
confounded brats—-"

“Look here, guv'nor, talkin® won't dd
no good,” interrupted Mr. Briggs grimly.
“We agreed to come here, an’ you've
given us 'arf our money. We want the
other arf—an’ then we’ll clear!™

“You dolt!” snarled the Head. “Do
you imagine for one moment that I will
pay you a farthing? I was a fool to
give you anything at alll”

“Look here, Mr. Martin—"

«I refuse to hear anything,” ex-
claimed the Head sharply. “You have
failed miserably in this affair, and now
you have the uiter audacity to demand
more mopey'”

“They

snapped the

“I agrced \zp:m nothing!” roared the
Head. “The money I was to pay was

only available if the rebels were cap-
tured. You have failed, and you ought
to think yourselves very lucky that you
have got half the arranged sum. Why
don't you pull yourseives together, ande
earn your pay in full? Make another
b s

Tt
It's  no  good, guv'nor—we've
ed,” said Mr. Brig; “An’ wot's |
more, we don’t leave this ‘ere place until
we get that orher monoy’

m you that

o
you must lemam fm a very 1or.% time!”
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shouted Mr. Martin thickly. “You \\111
not gzet anomcr penny from me—-"

“Ch, won’t we?” roared Briggs.
“Just you pay up, or yowll find your-
self in trouble—you blamed swindler!”

“What?” gasped the Head.

“Let’s break the bloomin’ winders!”
yelled one of the men furiously. “Why,
if he won't pay, well smash up the
whole darned scheol. Grab them stones,
mates. There’s plenty lyin’ about!”

There was 2 rush for the stones, and
the Head panted with alarm.

“Control yourselves, you madmen!”
he shouted.

“Will you pay us?”

“Cenfound you no—-

“Then pelt the old rotter
stones!” roared one of the roughs.

Whizz! Whizz! Whiz

Three or four stones wh tled past Mr.
Martin’s head, and he fairly shook with
fear. His precious men were turning
upon him—and it was exactly what he
deserved. Having bired the scum of
Bannington, he could not very well ex-
pect them to be gentle in their methods.

with

“Step!” he gasped thickly, “I—I
will pay!”

“’Old on, mates!” sang out Mr.
Briggs. “The old bloke is goin’ to pay

up. You don’t want to get excited!”

‘The roughs dropped thelr stones, and
gathered in a crowd, and Mr.
received on behalf of the others Lh“
remainder of the promised sum. And
it was only then that the men con-
sented to take their departure.

They went off, shouting and laughing
in derision. And the Head was not
very gratified as he heard those sounds.
He had paid his money, and there was
nothing whatever to show for it.

Needless to say, I was at one of the
dormitory windows during the discus-
sion, and many other fellows were
there, too. We saw the men go off, and
knew there was no trickery as I
ned to Sir Montie and Tommy, who
¢ beside me.
Gc.o”" I said.

“We're all right

how
“Rather, old boy,” agreed Sir Montie.

n

“There's no fear of another attack to-
night. It’s a frightfully good victory
for the Remove.”

“Hurrah!”

“Three greans for the Head!”

The groans were executed with much
realism, and Mr. Martin, standing down
in the Triangle, gnashed his teeth with
rage. He strode away to lns own House,
muttering fiercely to himself,

He was not the only mastcr who was
awake, however,

The time was between two and three
in the morning, but Mr. Simpson Wrott
was active.

He was fully dressed, and had appar-
ently been wideawake for some time.
And he stood in the shadow of the trees
in the Triangle.

Mr. Simpzon Wrott was the new
Housemaster of the Ancient House. Mr.
Martin was pleased with him on the
whole, for he treated the boys roughly,
and bullied them at every turn.

But the Head was not aware of the
fact that Mr. Wrott’s punishments were
generally of the lightest variety. is
bark was terrible, but his bite was not
to be feared. And the Head, so far,
was not aware of the fact that Mr.
Wrott’s sympathies were entirely with
the boys.

Thcre was
this.

Even I was unaware of it at the
time, but the surly Mr. Wrott was none
other than Nelson Lee himself—in dis-
guise. The guv'nor was acting his part
ith superb skill, and nobody in the
hole scheol had the slightest suspicion
of the actual truth.

Nelson Lee had been sacked by Mr.
Howard Martin. And the famous
schoolmaster-detective was 1
kind of man to take such treatment
lying down.

Instead of defying the Head openly,
he had left the school—with apparent
meekness. But he had returned a few
days later—in the character of Mr.
Wrott. And there was an excellent
reason for his surprising tactics.

Lee had good cause to helieve that

an excellent reason for
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Mr. Howard Martm Was not tne gentle-
man he affected t He was a bully
and a cad, buf t t of the fellows
thought that Mr. Martin was honour-
able in other respects.

Nelson Lee thought otherwise. He
had, in fact, certain suspicions concern-
ing the Head, and he decided that the
only method of investigating the matter
was to be on the spot—in a character
other than his own.

And so he had come to St. Frank's

as “Mr. Wrott.” The Head believed
him to a rather foolish person, ready
to fellow his lead in everything. And

Lee allow ‘d Martin fo maintain this
view. 1t suited his purpose

Nelson Lee had known full well that
Mr. l\mmn had intended routing out
the s late that night.

And Lee had been waiting—in readi
ness. I learned, some little time after-
wards, that the guvnor's plan was to
frustrate thD Head if the barricades had

own. Fortunately, his
es in this direction had not

been fequl ed.
But there was other work for

the

guv'nor that night
He had been about to enter the
Ancient House, in order to return to

his bed-room, when he changed his
mind.

For he became aware of something
which altered his plan.

Mr. Howard Martin had appeared
And now the Head was aftired in an
overcoat, muffler, and a cap was pulled
over his brow.

“ Al his_looks nchcr mtexestm
murmured Nelson L should not
be at all surprised if the exuellent Mr.
Martin is making another visit to Bell-
ton Abbey. I must certainly follow fhis

The Head strode out of the private
gateway, and walked bri
lane.

Vil

kly down the
Nelson Lee had no difficulty in
The famous investigator was
aaster in the art of shadowing.

As Lee had surmised, the Head was,
indeed, making tracks for the old ruins
of Bellton Abbey—an isolated place

THE REMOVE!
smmtad some distance from the school,

and r ed by means of several f8ot-
paths,
Only 2 night or so earlier Nelson Lee

had tracked the Head in a similar
manner. And he had made the some-
what astonishing discovery that a
stranger was concealed in a dungeon
far below the ruins.

Lee had his own suspicions as to who
this stranger was, and W]

firm them. For, he was assured, as soon
as he could establish his facts, Mr,
Martin’s reign at St. Frank's would
come to an abrupt termination.

On a former occasion Lee had heard
the mysterious stranger, but had not
seen him. And, upon investigating the
tunnel, he had found nothing what-
ever. The unknown men was in a
place of concealment.

‘To-night, if possible, Lee intended to
go a step farther.

His task of following the Head was
all the easier because he knew where
Mr. Martin was bound for. when
the old abbey came within v:e\',', Nelson
Lee slackened his pace

He halted a few steps farther on, and
saw Mr. Martin vanish amid the ruins.
This time Nelson Lee did not attempt
to follow. He stood quite still, in the
shadow of some bushes; waiting.

“There is no object in my venturing

farther,” he told himself. “I might
just as well wait here, in perfect
security, until Mr. Martin returns. After
that there are some interesting
possibilities.”

The affair was rather mysterious, and
it was for this reason that it appealed
to Lee all the more.

His wait was not a very lo:
After twenty minutes had elapsed, the
Head reappeared, and he strode away
down the footpath, entirely oblivious of
the fact that his movements had been
watched.

He vanished completely, and Nelson
Lee made guite sure that the Head had
xreally gone before he took any action

on his own account. Then he moved

one.
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cautiously forward and entered the
ruins.

He found an old stairway, and pro-
ceeded down this until he reached a
damp tunnel. An electric torch aided
his progress now, and as he walked
along he found that the tunnel became
dry farther down.

But it ended abruptly—and blankly.

A solid wall faced the detective, and
there was no sign whatever of a door-
way. Stonework surrounded him. The
arched roof overhead was solid; the
floor was composed of the earth itself.

But Nelson Lee knew that there was
a doorway of some kind, and he re-
solved to test the matter at once.

‘“‘Are you there?” he shouted loudly.

And his voice, strangely enough, was
exactly similar to that of Mr. Howard
Martin. He did not have to wait long
for a verification of his suspicions. For
an answer came out of the very walls.

“Of course I'm here” said the
muffled voice. “What have you come
back for?”

“Open the door, and I will tell you,”
shouted Lee.

And his electric_torch, shedding its
light upon the dull walls, revealed the
fact that a” portion of the stonework
moved backwards. A black space ap-
peared, and it grew wider and wider.

Nelson Lee entered. <

But as fo what took place in that
secret dungeon—well, I'm afraid I can’t
yecord that just now.

CHAPTER 4,
Another Rebel!
REAKFAST was a great success in
B the rebel stronghold.

Fatty Little, as chief cook, was
in his element, and he certainly pre-
pared some remarkable dishes. He was
justly proud of himself, and the
majority of the juniors were perfectly
satisfied with his efforts.

“Youwll do, Fatty,” I declared ap-
provingly. “These eggs are ripping—
and you cook the bacon to a turn.”

13

The fat boy of St. Frank’s beamed.

“Well, I've had a bit of experience
at_cooking, you know,” he said. “It’s
a hobby of mine. Anything connected
with grub interests me.”

“As long as we have decent food, and
manage to keep off the attacks, we shall
be all serene,” said Pitt comfortably.
“The Head seems to have given it up
as a bad job—for the time being, any-
how.”

“He'll have to give it up altogether
before long,” I said grimly. “A thing
like this can’t be kept secret, and it'll
get to the ears of the Governors soon.
They simply can’t allow this state of
affair to exist—and then there’ll be a
big inquiry and everything will be all
serene. So all we've got to do is to
hold out. It's simply a siege, and while
we hang on tight we shall be O.X.”

“Of course we shall—we all know
that,” said Handforth. “What’s the
good of telling us stale things of that
sort? hich reminds me that these
biscuits are jolly stale.

“‘Well, it’s no good grumbling—"

“Why can’t we have bread?” de-
manded Handforth. “There’s a ton of
flour in the store-room, and heaps of
preserved eggs—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you grinning at, you
asses?” roared Handforth.

“You don't use eggs to make bread,”
said Fatty Little, grinning.

“Rats!” sald Handforth. “How the
dickens are you going to make it light
without eggs?” .

“Well, you can use yeast, or baking-
powder,” said Fafty, who had a
thorough knowledge of his subject “We
don’t happen to have the yeas:, but
there’s a tin of powder, and I mean
to make a big batch of bread for tea.”

“Pity you didn’t make some for
breakfast,” said Handforth. “These
biscuits are awful.”

“Don't grumble at the food, Handy,”
T said.

“I wasn't grumbling—"

“Well, it sounded like it,” I said.

| “You olight to be jolly pleased that
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yowve got some first-rate grub to pack
into your tummy. I reckon that Fatty
has been doing wonders.

Jimmy Little beamed.

“Just wait until dinner-time,” he said.
“I'm going to open some tins of meat,
and prepare 2 hot dinner. We haven't
got any potatoes, but biscuits won’t go
so bad with a lot of gravy. And T

make a pudding to finish with.”

“What kind of a pudding?” asked
Hand.m th susplclously.

lum duff.”

”Oh rot'” said Handforth. “Plum
duffs are as stale as the dickens. We're
always having ’em. I'll tell you what,
T'll make a currant pudding—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'll make a currant pudding which
will surprise you!” roared Handforth
defiantly.

"Ves, I bet it will!” grinned Hart.

1»

“Ha, !

“and kill us, too—probably,” added
Hart.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here you can -jolly well keep
out of it, Handy,” said Fatty Little
wars “Cooking is my department,
and 'm not going to have you butting
in. Great pAncnkes' If cverybody
wanted to cf

“What’s Lhe matter Wlth pancakes?”
interrupted Watson. “You mentioned
‘em just now, Fatty. Why shouldnt we
have pancakes for dinner?”

“Because Fatty couldn't make ’em,”
said Hubbard.

“On, couldn't he?” roared Little. “I'11
show you whether I can make pan-
cakes' Wgél have em for dinner.”

0
“And I vote for currant pudding,”
said Handforth. “Look here, I'll tell
you what. Give me a corner of the
en, Fatty, and I'll make that pud-
dmg on my own. And if T don't malre

2 success of it I'll eat my hat.”

“We’ll make you eat the pudding!”
I chuckled.

“Ha, ha, hal™

Handforth was very enthusiastic, and
Bs soon as the breakfast.things were
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ashed up, he set about making hi
rrant pudding.

urch and Nlcplme his faithful
ates, attempted to evade their

tricked. He p"e_,sen his chums into his
service, and they were kept busy. In
fact, many of the fellows declared that
Church and cC made_the pud-
ding, and that Handforth’s share in it
was nil.

Pwtty Little’s life was not worth liv-
ing tl morning. It was really a
wonder he succeeded in preparing any
dinner at all.  For when Handforth was
not roaring "at the top of his voice,
he was ptmchmg Chmch and McClure.

Pieces of dough and any amount of
currants were thrown about the kitchen
wholesale. And those fellows who hap-
bened to look into the kitchen during
operations were quite determined to
have nothing to do with Handforth's
concoction.

“Dash it all, there’s a limif, you
know,” remarked Gwen major. “I'm
blessed if T'm going to eat his beastly
cwrrent  pudding—after the currants
have been used to wipe the floor with!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He actually pi
with a shovel!”
warmly.

But even Handforth was not quite so
bad as that. He had shovelled some
currants up, b'ﬂ: they had been used as
fuel for Owen major was
under a rms&sken impression that those
currants had been incorporated in the
pudding.

Considerable interest was evinced
among the fellows when dinner-time
was nearly due. There had been no
activity during the morning; we had
not even caught a single glimpse of the
Head,

The rest of St. Frank’s continued the
even tenor of its way. ILessons pro-
ceeded as usual with the other Forms.
But there was a feeling of unrest in the
school which could not be mistaken.

The gong sounded its welcome note,
calling the rebels to dinner, and it said

>d 'em off the floor
said Owen major
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much for Fatty Little’s organisution,
that the gong sounded almost exactly
at the same moment as the big bell
rang for the ordinary dinner in the big
dining-hall,

The first course was excellent in every
way. The meat was prepared in a
special manner of Fatty’s own—a kind
of hot hash, with plenty of gravy. Un-
fortunately, we had no potatoes, but
the biscuits were available in plenty,
and these were all right when soaked
in the gravy.

And after that came some very excel-
lent pancakes. Fatty had been working
like a Trojan all the morning, assisted
by half a dozen willing helpers.

Handforth's currant pudding made its
appearance amid much curiosity.

He produced it from a large cloth,
and it was not a very good sign when
the pudding fell upon the large dish
with dire results—tQ the dish. It
cracked in pieces, and there was a yell
of laughter.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Isn’t it light?”

- “Ha, ha, ha!”

s!” rogred Handforth. “It was
re’s fault, the silly idiot!”

“Mine!” howled McClure.

* did you want to drop the pud-
ding like that for?” demanded Handy.
“You know jolly well that pudding s
a solid article—""

“This one looks like lead!” remarked
Pitt.

“Ha, , ha!”

“Has anybody got a hacksaw?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, you can cackle all you like!™
snapped Handforth. “You won't cackle
after you've tasted this pudding!”

“We shall crawl away and die!” said
De Valerie.

Handforth snorted, and at last he
managed to get the pudding safely upon
anot; dish. Its appearance was not
appetising. It was drab in colour, and
it had a somewhat solid appearance
which did not speak well for its

15
edibility, And when Handforth pro-
ceeded to carve there was {resh
laughter,

The amateur chef used a huge carv-
ing knife, and he found it necessary to
apply all his strength in order to force
the blade through the pudding. And
when he removed the slice it came out
in a thick slab.

“Who wants a piece?” asked Hand-
forth briskly.

There were no answers, and Handy
looked surprised.

“Hold out your plates?” he exclaimed.

“We're having pancakes, thanks,”
said Grey smoothly. “We can’t manage
two courses, you know, Handy, and I
always prefer pancakes to cannon-
balls.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““You funny ass!” sneered Handforth.
“You needn’t have any pudding if you
don’t want it. I don't care a jot.
There’s all the more for Church and
McClure and me!”

Church and McClure started.

“Eh?” said Church blankly.

“Hold your tongue, my son!”

“I—er—I—— The fact is, Handy,
having pancakes, thanks” said
Church. “I—I don't think I could
manage any of that pudding to-day.”

“Same here,” said McClure hastily.

Handforth laid down his knife.

“I don’t want to cause any trouble,”
he said deliberately. “I should regret
to start punching noses here. Buf if
you fellows think youre going to scorn
this pudding of mine, you're mistaken!
Will you take a piece quietly, or shall
I ram it down your throats? Just say
the word!”

“Really, Handy—""

““Throw slices of the pudding at their
giddy heads,” advised Tommy Watson.
“One piece will be enough, Handy.
They'll be stunned for hours—-"

“You silly ass!” howled Handforth.
“Buck up, Arnold McClure. I suppose
you know I'm waiting for your plate?
And yours, too, Walter Church!”

Handforth’s chums locked at one an-
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other rather hopelessly. They knew
there was no getting out of the ordeal,
and at last they gave in. Handforth
triumphantly placed huge slices of his
famous pudding upon their plates.

He also helped himself, and took
several huge bites. The other juniors
watched him with interest—and Church
and McClure with anxiety. But Hand-
forth, except for a somewhat sickly
smile, seemed in no danger.

“It’s ripping ! he said warmly. “Just
taste it!”

Church and McClure tasted it. They
didn’t like it, and when asked to de-
scribe what its ﬂavour w‘ls they were
completely at a loss. MecClure said,
it was like nothing c‘so on earth,

But, in order to save trouble, they
consumed their portions, I other
Jjuniors were not exactly surprised, an
hour later, to find the chums of Study
D looking decidedly queer.

“Anything the matter, Handy?” I
inquired, coming across Handforth at
the bottom of the stairs, sitting in a
doubled-up position.

“No, not at all!” gasped Handforth,
jumping to his feet, and clutching at
the balustrade for support. “I feel—

Wt.—"lppmg, thanks. Ow! Oh, my
h

He doubled up again,
was pale and drawn,

“It’s that pudding!” I said grimly.

“Pudding!” echoed Handforth. “Oh,
don't rot! I'm going to punch Fatty's
nose before long!”

“What for?”

“For giving us that awful meat con-
cocmon of his!” said Handforth, with

Ity. “It's—ow!—it’'s made me
feel hombly bad!”

“You just said you were all right!”
I grinned. “Take my advice, and gst
into bed. The best thing you can do
is to sleep it off, old son. Indigestion
is a painful complaint, and-

“Oh, go and eat coke!™
Handforth:

He dragged himself upstairs, and a

and his face

growled
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roar ¢f laughter from up above »old me
that the other juniors were nuu ly
sympathetic  towards

Church and McClure were ah
chere writhing, .
the unfortunates swere do-

dy g

ing theu best to get over th 2goRy,
& most interesting little drama was
taking place in the Triangle. Tommy

‘Watson informed me that the Head was
there, and I was rather interested.

“It might mean another attack,” I
said bllskly “We'd better keep our
eyes skinned, Tommy. Let’s get to a
window.”

We marched away to the dormitory
window, and leaned out over the siil:
Mr. Martin was out there, in the
Triangle. He was talking to Jesson, of
the Sixth. Jesson was a prefect, and
one of the most unpopular fellows in
the school. He was something of a bully,
and it was generally thought that he
would do his utmost to keep in the gwd
graces of Mr. Martin.

We could hear the conversation be-
tween the pair quite easily. An argu-
ment seemed to be in progress. A crowd
of Third Formers were standing at a
respectful distance, watching tl‘e pro-
ceedings with interest.

“You know very well, Jesson, that I
strongly cobject to tancy amle of any
sort,” the Head was saying, “It is your
duty to set’the younger boys a good
example, and not a bad one.”

“I'm very sorry, sir,” s: esson, in
a humble voice, “but I didn't think I
should offend you with this tie,”

“You do offend me, Jesson—y
offend my vision, and I must requ ’tﬁ
you to remove the tie,” declared Mr.
Martin. “I had occasion to remonstrate
with one of the junior boys on the
same subject, but I did not think I
should find it necessary to point out
such a gress fault in a senior.”

“Very well, sir,” said Jesso
fully. i 11 remove the tie be
and tea-time—"

ou remove it at once, Jesson,”,
snapped the Head,

respect-
en now




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

“But I'm just off to the village, sir

“Your plans
interruptes
doors {his
atrecity !”

“The which, sir?”

“The atrocity!”

“That's rather sirong, sir,” protested
Jesson, with some warmth. “I've
always considered this tie to be very
quiet and tasteful. I don't see any
reason why you should talk about it in
that way!”

The Head frowned.

‘It is nol my intention to argue with
you, Jesson,” he said sourly. *Neither
does it interest me to hear your own
views with regard to the abomination
ent wearing. I have
d you to go indoors, and
unless you do so at once I shall be com
pelled to adopt severe measures.”

Jesson's eyes gleamed.

“It’s net usual for a prefect to be
threatened in that way, sir,” he said
sharply. “I don't like being ordered
about in front of these juniors. 2

“I don't care what you like!” shouted
the Head hotly. “Do as I say, Jesson,
or you will be sorry. If%you dare to
answer me back again I will bring this
cane across your shoulders!”

... The Hezd whisked his walking cane
threatenin;

“My hat!”, hreathed Watson.
looks like trouble.”

(. “Good old Jesson!” said Pitt.
don't often say a good word for him,
\but he’s showing the right spirit now,
Iw 1 his shoes I'd take that cane

do not interest me, boy,”
Mr, Martin.  “Youwll go in-
instant, and remove that

«qt

jaway from the Head and snap it in
[two,

.. “Great Scott!” I exclaimed. “Just
look at that!”

v my
elling them. For that little a 'gument
between the Head and Jesson promised
jto end in violence. The prefect had
already lost his temper, and Mr,

2 t appeared to incense him

| Everybody was looking wi
t

artin’s
more,
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er not try those games on,
imed, after a short pause,
that I'm a prefect
I'm not in the habit

for,
—and not a ki
of being caned.

“Oh, indeed!” barked the Head.
“Perhaps I shall make a habit of hit-
ting or caning you, Jesson! You appear
to forge that I am your headmaster,
and you'd better realise that I will have
10 nonsense from you. Go indoors at
once, you insubordinate young scoun-
drel(»

fists.

rel
Jesson clenched his
be careful,

“Yowd better
shouted thickly.

“Careful!” raved the Head. “What
do you mean?”

“I mean that I am not willing to
stand much more of your browbeating
and bullying!” shouted Jesson fiercely.
“T'm just about fed-up with your con-
founded tyranny, Mr. Martini I don't
care a snap for you!”

“Hurrah!” roared several Removites.
“Good old Jesson!™

“Go for him!”

“Down with the tyrant!”

Those shouts seemed to enrage Mr.
Martin more than anything else. He
raised his canc and brought it down

sir!” he

sharply,
Swish!
It landed upon Jesson’s shoulders
with a thwack, and Jesson staggered.

For a moment he stood quite still, pale
with anger. His eyes were blazing, and
his hands quivered. e was at the end
of his patience.

“ You— you he
violently.

Crash!

Jesson’s fist lunged out. Mr, Martin
attempted to dodge, and he slcceeded
i riially missing the blow. But it
caught him on the shoulder. He recled,
and fell in a heap to the ground.

“Hurrah!” yelled the Removites,

“Oh, good man!”

“Go for him, Jessy!”

n bent over the fallen head-
But he pulled himself back,

rotter!” shouted
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suddenly realising the cnormity of his
offence. And the prefect stood there,
pale and shaking,

He had knocma down the Head!

“You—you insolent young ruffian!”
snarled Mr. Martin savagely. “Ry
Heaven! You shall suffer for this out-
burst, Jesson!>

“You brought it on yourself, sir——"

“Enough! Not another word, sir!”
stormed the Head. “I am absolutely
amazed that you, a prefect, should dare
to strike your headmaster. Your crime
is beyond redemption, Jesson, and I
can only take one course.”

“And what’s that, sir?” asked Jesson.

“You are expelled!”

Jesson staggered, and an audible mur-
mur rose from the watching Third
Formers.

“Don’t you go, Jesson!” shouted one
of the rebels. “Defy the beast—just
the same as we've done. We'll take you
in»

“Rather!”?

“Come on, Jessy!”

“You are quite welcome, old man!®

Jesson looked up at the windows, and
his flushed face took on a grim expres-
sion, I felt certain that the prefect
would join the rebel Removites—and I
was not exactly pleased with the
prospect.

Jesson was a blustering sort of fellow,
and if he came among us he would prob-
ably cause trouble,

However, in the circumstances, I was
quite \vlllmg to admit him into the
circle. I couldn't very well refuse after
the other fellows had invited him. And,
after all, he was now on our side,
against the tyrant.

“Go indoors at once, boy, and pack
vour things!” snapped the Head curtl"
“You will leave this s
available train, and I
fath > ini:
gumdly young scoundrel—->

“Rats!” snapped Jesson fiercely.

“What! What did you say?”

“You can write to my father what
ron like. but I'm not going away from
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“I don't regard you as u
master,” shouted Jesson. “Youre an
oulslder and you can go to the
dickens!”

“Good-—good heavens!” gasped the
Head “I have never been so insulted

Bnt Jesson was walking awa He
strode briskly info the Ancient I»’ouse,
leaving the Head speechless in the
Triangle. The instant he arrived in the
lobby, Jesson broke into a run and
pelted upstairs.

He raced across the landing, and
halted against the barricade, glancing
anxiously over his shoulder.

“T say, you kids!” he panted huskily,

I was already waiting behind the
ba c e, for I had anticipated this

mo

Wmc s the matter, Jesson?” I asked
bl K1y,

sake!”
acked,

Let me in, for goodness’
gsspcd the senior. “I've Lem
and T've defied the Head

know,” I interrupied. “I heard
everwmng from the window, Jesson.”

“Then let me in, quick!” said Jesson
hoar: sely “The Heéad might be coming
up, and I shall be collared.”

“Right-ho!» I said briskly,

Low down in the barricade a rolled-
up mattress was jammed aga; \sL one
wall. This could be removed easily, and
it was then possible for a ALUOW to
squirm his way through,

The mattress was pulled out raj

“Youll have to crawl th
exploined. . “You can m
Jc‘sson Buck up, if you w
us,”

“Thanks awfully!” gasped Jesson,

A moment later he was through, and
in the nick of time. For Mr,
panting heavily, appeared in
dor. His face was as black as
thunder as he saw what had happened.

Jesson of the Sixth had joined the
rebellion !,

idly.
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CHAPTER 6.
The Traitor!
RTIN strode up to the
cade.

“You young fool!” he
“You are making it worse for
Jesson, in associating with

who had
. “They
\\ulh your tyranny days ago.

of the boys in this school
had any "vmpt;on they’d pitch you cut
neck a nd

““Hear, he'\r'"

"Thuts the talk, Jessy.”

“I can only take it that you are mad,
Jesson,” exclaimed the Head.
realise that you are a member of the
College 138? Do you realise that you
ing yourself with these nnemal

House rebels—"

all that, sir,” interrupted
1 realise that I've done
ng. I'm not going to be
m the school by you, and if
t to break down these barri-

cades, Il help to defend them, wilh
the rest of the fellows!”

“That's the stuff to give him,
Jesson!”

“Pile it on, old man!”
“I'm not dmng this bemme I like it,”
pro»eed ed the prefect. “But I don't
n of being expelled for—for
I"l admit I struck you, Mr.
Martin, but not before you slashed out
at me, So that makes it even. And
Tl sink or swim with these chaps.
Thc Hmi nedded grimly.
well” he snarled. “We will
see—we \\111 see Jesson! You will have
e to regrel your madness before

. Martin strode away, followed

f contemptuous laughter.
The Head was beaten, and he could do
hothing.

Jesson turned to me, his face flushed.
He was decidedly dishevelled and un-
hdv IIu held out his hand.
pper' ’ he said earnestly.
“Youxc a brick!”

“Do you | squ
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“That’s all serene,” I grinned.
“YO'HE joined the Liberty Party now
for liberty, you know.

YOL Te qume welcome, Jesscn; but youw'il
have to behave yourself, and accept my
leadership.”

Jesson smiled.

“I've been a bit of a rotter at times,
I know,” he confessed frankly. “That's
all over now, isn't it? We'll sink all
differences in the common cause. I'm
one of you, and TI'll forget that I'm a
Sixth Former.”

“That’s the idea,” I said, pleased
with his attitude. “I may as well tell
you straight out that if you try any
high-and-mighty  games, yowll be
iashed. I'm thc Teader of this crowd,
Jesson, and-

“You don't want me to throw my
weight about because I'm a senior?”
said Jesson, nodding. “All right; I
understand. And you can accept my
word that I'll obey orders in all things.
I came here on my own account, and
Il consider myself under your leader-
ship.

“Good for you, Jessy!”

“That’s the right spirit!”

“Rather!”

The juniors were very pleased with
the prefect’s attitude. I was rather
sceptical. I half-feared that Jesson
would begin to_assert himself after an
hour or so had passed.

But I was wrong.

Evening came, and we had no cause
to complain of Jesson’s manners. He
was cheerful and jokey, and made him-
self extremely agreeable. He made no
attempt to “boss” the juniors.

Before the evening was out Jesson
was accepted as one of the rebels. He
was provm" himself to be willing and
eager to h He even offered to help
in w a<hmn \lp the tea-things; and after
that he wanted to be placed on guard,
exactly similar to the other rebels.

I met him in this respeet, and ap-
pointed him to a window in the lower
Passage, with two juniors. Each of the
windows was constantly guarded by,
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three fellows,
half a dozen.

This was the normal guard. Never,
for an instant, was an opening left un-
guarded. There were plenty of us to
do the work, and it was just as well
to be on the safe side.

‘That night it was my turn to be off
duty until two o'clock In the morning.
Then I should turn out, with 2 number
of others, to relicve the “watch.” Those
fellows who had been on duty would
be free to seek their beds.

I went to bed soon aftes
with the others. I pref red to keep
the watch during the critical hours of
the night, for some of the juniors were
more than inclined to drop off to sleep
in odd corners, if everything was quiet.

Before dropping off to sleep, T set
my alarm for two o’clock. My “alarm ”
was my own brain. I was “capable of
waking up almost to a minute—a handy
little habit the guv'nor had got me
into.
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and the barricades by

eight o'clock

An for some unknown reason, I
awoke at ten minutes to one—over an
hour before the watch was due to be
changed. I glanced at my ticker curi-
ously, and wondered what had dis-
turbed me.

Everything was perfectly still.

The other juniors in the dormitory
were sound asleep. A few whispered
voices, outside the door, told me that
the barricade guards were alert and
watchful. Everything seemed to be
peaceful.

Yet, somehow, I was uneasy.
haps the remembrance of the prev)ous
night disturbed me somewhat. The
Head had attacked then, and there was
a chance that he would attack again.

At all events, I fo\md it impossible
to sleep again. I quietly slipped out
of bed, and dre: cd myself. Then
crept out of the dommory and glanced
at the fellows who were on watch.

Three of them were widgawake, but
the other three were dozi

“Everything Q.27 I whispered.

The juniors looked round.

-
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“Hallo!” said Grey. “What are you
doing here? It isn't two o et.”

It hasn't struck one,
.Jmstxong

even,”s gald

okxe up for some reason,” I ex-
plained. “I'm going to h"we a lock
round in a minute. Have you fellows
heard any sign of trouble Lx ng?”

“Not a sound,” said Grey. “I reckon
the Head will leave us severely alone
to-night.  Last s, expe: ce was
enough for him, I shotld imagine.
shouldn't think it’s possible for him to
keep up the game much longer.”

“There’s no elling,” I replied.
“We're all right for a‘)oﬂl"" ten d
anyhow. Aud we've simply 2ot to win
in the finis]

Jack Grey noddcd

“Oh, we shall win all right!” he said.
“But it’s my belief the Head will cave
in before to-morrow evening. Christine
of the College House told us just before
bed-time that this affair is reperted in
the local papers.”

“Well, I expected that,” I
grimly.

“It’s bound to get to the ears of the
Governors before to-morrow,” said Grey.
“They'll be buzzing down, I expect;
and then there’ll soon be a settlement.
I vote we add something else to our
demands if the Governors come.”

“What's that?”

“we'll refuse to submit until Martin
is pushed out and Dr. Stafiord is re-
instated,” said Jack Grey. “What do
you think?"

“I think it’s a first-class idea,” I said
pmmpdy, “and if the Govc* ors
come down, we’ll certainly
point. We'll also make a dunaﬂd that
Mr. Lee shall be rems'aten too.”

“Yes, rather,” said

“Bub we needn’t cohtmue the subject
now,” I went on. “We haven't won
yet, and I've got a kind of idea in my
head t we shall have some trouble
hefore the night's out. So be on the
rt, and give the warning at the firsé
¢ n of alarm.”

I really was unc
downstairs, hoping

said

and I p'\:scd
mat every
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would be all right. The main passage,
below, was quiet and deserted, although
three fellows were on the watch at the
-end window. Other juniors occupied
the kitchen, and there was certainly not
the slightest indication that trouble
was_brewing.

“What are you doing here?” asked
Pitt, in the passage. “It's not ti
for you yet.”

I explained matters again.

“So I'm just having a look round,”
I added. “By the way, where’s Jesson?
I thought he was on guard down here?”

“So he is,” said Pitt. “As far as T
know, he’s in that little passage at the
the window
anham.”

“TI'll go and have

1

“All right,” I said.
a look at them.”

I moved down the passage noiselessly,
for I was wearing slippers. It was
rather dim down there, for the only
light was that cast from the wider
passage behind me. There were one or
two recesses on either side, and as I
gn?sed one of these I came to an abrupt
halt.

A distinet snere had sounded.

The snore was repeated, and I knew
that somebody was in that recess,
sleeping. I felt rather angry as I pulled
out my electric torch and flashed it on.

“Well, my hat!” I muttered.

Within the recess were Owen major
and Canham. The two juniors were
covered by a thick rug, and they were
sound asleep.  Strictly speaking, they
ought to have been on guard.

And this was how they were carrying
out their duty!

I was about to give them a good
shake, when I decided to wait for a
minute or two. Jesson was probably
responsible. I decided to have a word
with him on the subject.

So I switched off my torch, and
walked along until I came to the bend.
‘Then, again, I paused—and, this time,
with a start. For I distinctly heard
voices.

I glanced cautiously round the corner
of the wall.
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The passage beyond was short, with a
£t

fairly large windo

boards, was distinc

Something else w
figure of Jesson, of

Perhaps there
startling in this, b
thing starthnn in t]
was cmploymg Jesso; Screw-
driver in hand, he was removing the
screws from the boards; in sholc he
was taking down the barricade!

It was quite startling to me, and for
a second I did not guess the actual
truth. Then, as I stood still, I heard
quite sufficient to convince me of what
was_going on.

“It’s all right, sir; I shan't be long,
now,” breathed Jesson softly.

“You had better not talk, my boy,”
came the Head’s veice.

“Oh, that’s all right, sir!” whispered
Jesson. “The kids who were with me
are sound asleep, and the others are too
far away to hear me. The two young-
sters were sleepy, so I advised them to
go and have a nap, just on the quiet.”

“Quite a smart little dodge, Jesson!”
came the Head’s voice.

I clenched my fists fiercely.

e truth was borne in upon me with
a rush. Jesson was a_traitor within
the camp, and it was obvious that he
had been a traitor from the very start.

“Talking about smart dodges, sir.
this ruse of yours is simp!
whispered Jesson, with a
kids swallowed that qu:

hole; they thought it was all genuine,
for their

instead of being faked up
enefit.”

“I must confess that I wa.
pleased with myself, Jesson!
the L

“Within a few minutes I'll have thi
beards all down, and you can lcad ¥
force of men in.. We’'ll be able Y’) cap—
ture the whole crowd with ease.”

“Splendid, Jesson—splendid!”

“Over half the fellows are asleep, and
the other half will be too dazed and
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confused to offer the slightest
tance,” said Jesson.

Only for another moment did I stand
idle.

We had been tricked, and it was
almost too late to avert disaster. I
suddenly sprang into activity.

“Help!” I yelled, at the top of my
“Rescue, Remove!  Help—

resis-

And as I shouted, I hurled my:
forward to the attack.

self

CHAPTER 6.
The Sentence!

ESSON twirled round, gasping.

J ood heavens!” he 2
HWS_ il

He got no further, for I was upon
him. I hit out right and left. My
fists crashed into Jesson’s face, and he
staggered back, howling.

“You confounded rotter!” I shouted
thickly. “You 'treacherous cad! [T
know what your game is now, and if
you get out of this affair with your
whole skin, youw'll be lucky!”

“You mad little fool!” gasped Jesson.
“I- Yarooh!”

Jesson staggered back again, yelling,
as my fists came into action again.
Outside the window, I was dimly aware
of quick movements.

There were several boards already
missing from the window, and it would
be quite an easy matter for anybody
to gain an entry. And it was clear to
me now that the headmaster was out-
side with a whole army of men, the
same men, possibly, who had attempted
to storm the fortress a night before.

But my shout for assistance had heen
heard.

Pitt came rushing along, with several
other fellows, and they charged into the
passage one after the other.

“What's the matter here?” shouted
Pitt anxiously. >

“It's an attack!” I yelled. “Quick!
Come and help me to collar Jesson!

THE REMOVE!

He's a rotten traifor, and T cwgJ‘ hun
in the act of admxttmw the ),

“Great Scott!”

“The cad!”

“The howling rotter!”

“Collar him!”

Jesson was soon in the SI2sp of many
hands. He was held by four juniors,
and his struggles were futile.

“Take him away and lock him in
the small cellar!” I panted. “Wi
haven’t got time to deal with him now,
so we’ll put him in a spfe place. 'l
never escape from that cellar,

Shouting and struggling, Jesson was
carried away. He was Very sorry now,
probably, that he had taken such a cad-
dish part in the affair. But it was too

q. |late to be sorry. I was determined to

make an example of him later.

Meanwhile, there was grim business
to attend to.

At least five of the Iead's hired
attackers were in the act of forcing
their way through the window. Three
were actually in the passage, and others
were piling in. The barricade had been
forced!

And I was there alone, except for
Tregellis-West and two other junio
Pitt and the rest were dealing wi n
Jesson, and my yells for help had evi-
dently not been heard upstairs.

“Begad!” exclaimed Sir Montie.
“Thmgs Jook bad, dear boy—they do,
really! We shall have to bhuck up—
Yow! Oh, you shockin’ ruffian!”

Montie found himself struggling with
one of the invaders. The enemy was
actually within the gates, and the situa-
tion was serious. Unless we used
every effort, we should be beaten.

And there was no time now (or pea-
shooters or pepper-squirters.
question of sheer fighi ng—s
against strength. The wi
under.

The commotion was
Everybody was yelling an
Pitt took care to raise his voice to the
highest pitch, as he and the other
Juniors led Jesson away to the cellar,
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and a number of fellows came pclmw
down from upstai the majority of
them from their beds.

For the guards had not dared to leave
their posts. It was an alarm, and their
duty was to remain on the Vw,hh what-
ever happened. And it was g to
the delay in the arrival of 1 force-
ments that disaster nearly came.

I was fighting furiously, but it was
impossible for me to stem’ the tide with
only a handful of fellows to help me.
We were slowly forced back by the
enemy.

And the Head’s men were now piling
through the window in a continuous
stream. The force was increasing with
every minute that passed. Pitt and his
men turned in time to cause a slight
check, but that was all.

The fight was a grim one. The
juniors went into the battle with a de-
termination which surprised me. ey
showed tremendous fight, and battled
against the heavy odds with a fierce-
ness which was bound to tell.

2, 33 attackers were

powerful men, but they had little know-

ledge of boxing, and although their

brute strength enabled them to force us

back, they only did so at considerable
st.

The men received blows continuously,
and this had the effect of enraging
them. One or two juniors received
swipes which nearly stunned them, and
certainly put them oubt of action for
the rest of the battle,

“Keep it up!” I gasped, wiping a
smear of bloed from my lips. “Don't
give in, you chaps! Well beat ’em
yet!”

”Y“s rather!”

“Go it, ye cnplees’ »
“We're not done yet!”

“There’'s plenty of
Remove!”

“Hurrah!”

The boys and the men surged in the
bassage in a confused mass. The light

Vi added to our diffi-
fined nature of the
battleground was against us.

yelled Pitt.
fight in the
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And all the while the Head was urg-
ing his men on from the window, where
he was safe.

“Just one bhig effort, men!” he
shouted. “It wont take you Img, and
then youll have the boys beaten.”

“We'll settle the young brats, sir!”
shouted one of the men.

The excitement continued without a
stop, and when we had been forced
back until we were almost opposite the
kitchen door, the tide began to turn.
Other juniors had come down, and ouf
ranks were greatly swelled.

The effect of this was soon apparent,

The advance was stopped, and the
invaders found it impossible to proceed
farther. But they were still a dangerous
force, and I knew that we should have

all our work cut out to hur]l them back
xrto their own territory.

We're winning!” I shouted.
to it, you feuows‘

“We're all right!” roared Handforth,
who had just come down. “By George,
this is Just what I was longing for—a
scrap!”

Handforth sailed in with all his
strength. He was a great fighting man,
and he hever counted the odds at all
He charged into three hulking ruffians
with perfect confidence, and his fists
got busy.

Smash! Thud! Crash!

His blows landed all round. True, a
few of them hit the wrong fellows, but
that was only a detail with Handforth.

He found himself face to face with
a giant of a man who looked like a
prizefighter, His fists were as big as
boxing-gloves, and he caught Hand-
forth in the chest with a left which
lifted the leader of Study D right off
his feet.

But Handforth was not disconcerted.

“Take that, you hulking brute!” he
bellowed.

And he delivered a return punch,
and put all the weight of his body be-
hind it. The huge man shggmed and
the next second he had collapsed upon
his back. Two of his companions

“Stick
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tripped over him, and for a moment
there was confusion.

And it was here that we seized our
advantage.

‘We made one terrific onslaught, and
the invaders were forced back by sheer
strength,  Fatty Little had appeared
upon the scene by this time, and he was
of great help. It was not so much his
fists that were handy, but his bulk.

He simply threw himself forward into
the crowd, and something was bound to
go. Fatty was an enormous weight,
and when he charged he shifted three
of the roughs at least six feet.

And from that moment victory was
assured.

“Clear ’em out!” I yelled. “Theyre
backing already!™

“We're winning!”

“Keep it up, you beggars!”

The juniors were keeping it up, and
although many of them were suffering
from black eyes and bleeding noses,
they did not attempt to back out of the
final struggle. They knew only too well
that everything depended upon this
batile.

The climax came in a rather unex-
pected way.

Two of the invaders happened to
smash against one another in the con-
fined part of the passage. They came
to blows, and a moment later they
were engaged in a fight.

The other men, finding themselves
hard pressed, decided that the game
was hopeless, and they retreated in
confusion and disorder. Helter-skelter,
they piled through the window into the
rear yard.

And once the majority of them had
backed out, there was nothing for the
others to do but to follow suit. They
were, in fact, pitched out neck and crop,
and the two beauties who were fighting
hetween themselves shared the fate of
the others,

“You dolts!”
“Charge again!”

“We've done enough chggiug for one

roared the Head.
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night!” snarled one of the men. “It's
no good, guvnor!  These kids are hot
stufl; they don’t mean to be took! I've
finished with the game, and you won't
see me no more!”

“Nor me, neither!”

“We're just about fed-up!”

The Head roared and shouted in vain.
And while he was engaged in this occu-
pation several juniors were hastily
screwing the boards into position again.

When all was safe and secure, I
breathed a sigh of relief.
“My goodness!” I panted. “It was

exciting, but we got the better of the
rotter It’s another victory for the
Remove!”

“Hurrah!”

“How many casualties? I asked.

“Dozens!” groaned Watson. “Mc-
Clure is half dead, I believe, and hoth
Handy’s eyes are closing up.”

“Rot!” said Handforth. “There’s
nothing wrong with my eyes!”

“McClure was knocked down by
Handy,” put in Church, “My hat, it
was a pretty big swipe, too!”

But all the damage, upon examina-
tion, proved to be superficial. The
bulk of the fellows were suffering from
bruises, black eyes, thick ears, and so
forth, but there was nothing more
serious.

“well, I reckon we're jolly lucky!” I
said at last. “If T hadn’t spotted Jesson
at his rotten game we should have been
taken by surprise and beaten. We
ought to celebrate this.”

“Wwe will,” declared De Valerie—“by
punishing Jesson!”

“Yes, that's the idea!” I agreed.
“But, first of all, we'll see that every-
thing is all secure, and that the guards
are at the posts. Then the remainder
of us will put Jesson on trial.”

“Goced idea!”

“We'll sentence him as
deserves!”

“Hear, hear!”

It did not take very long to make our-
selves tidy. Sponges were needed, and
2 certain amount of court-plaster. But,'
on the whole, we looked only slightly

traitor
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War worn,
worst.

‘When all was ready I went round to
the various points, and saw that every-
thing was in order. For the second
time the Head had failed, and he was
probably tiring of the game,

“The trial will be held at once,” I
said, after I had descended to the lower
passage again. “Everything is all
serene upstairs, and if there is any
alarm the fellows will yell. Were all
wide awake now, so there’s not much
danger of another attack. We can
devote our attentions to Jesson.”

“Where shall we hold the trial?”
asked Handforth.

“In the th(‘,hexL”

“Oh, good!”

The kitchen was soon converted into
a criminal court, The jury sat all
round the table; the judge—myself—
occupied a chair which stood on the
top of a small side-table.

Chairs were placed for counsel and
for the prisoner. And Jesson was re-
Jeased from the cellar and brought in.
He was held firmly until he was placed
in his chair. Then he was released.

The College House prefect looked
about him rather nervously.

“What's the game?” he asked.

“The prisoner must not speak unless
he is addressed,” I said sternly. “Cyril

esson, you will regard younself as the
prisoner at the bar—"

“Don’t talk kiddish rot!” snapped
Jesson. “If you don’t let me go there’ll
be trouble—-"

“Silence!” I ordered.

“It's a lucky thing for you I wasn’t
given another five minutes,” said Jes-
son. “You were nearly beaten, you
little fools! I tricked you nicely!"

“It is evident that you do not realise
the enormity of your offence,” I ex:
claimed coldly. “Jesson, you will
main silent. Before calling any
nesses T will make a brief statement on
the case.”

“That’s not usual,” put in Handforth.

“Eh?”

“It isn’t the custom for the judge to

The enemy had come cff the
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statements,” said Handforth,
shaking his head. “You ought to keep
silent, my son, until it's time to pass
sentence, lf the jury finds the prisoner
guilty—

“Oh, we shall find him guilty,” said
one of the jurymen.

make

“Were not conducting this case
according to the ordinary rules of &
criminal court,” I said. “We're mak-

ing our own rules, Handy; and one of
them is that you a are to dry up.”

“Yes, dry up, Handy,” said Owen
major, “I'd like to say omemmg
’That awful cad told Canham and I

“Hold on,” I interrupted. “Your
evidence will come later, Owen. You
will be called into the witness-box at
the right time. At the present moment
Cyril Jesson stands before us accused
of treachery in the first degree.”

“Hear, hear!”

“You young idiot——" began Jesson.

“gilence!” I ordered sternly. “Every
interruption on your part, prisoner at
the bar, will mean an added pumsh-
ment. Now, gentlemen of the jury,
went on, “you all know how Jcsson
quarrelled with the Head in the
Triangle this aﬂemoon You all know
how he was sacked-

“That's what I c?n’t understand,”

said Noys. “If he was sacked like that,
ho\v did the Head plan this game W ith

hir

“Y will explain,” I replied. *“At that
time I, too, was deceived by the clever-
ness of Jesson’s and the Head’s acting:
I thought that Jesson was really ex-
pelled, and that he came to us for pro-
tection and aid.”

“You poor little idiots!” sneered
Jesson.
“We were idiots; Il admit it,” T

replied,  “We ought to have known
b ' than to trust a cad of your kind,
Jesson. However, we did trust you, and
we even placed you on watch, With two
fellows. We accepted you as a rebel,
and we had no_ suspicion of your
duplicity. I shall now require Owen
major to enter the witness box and tell
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e gentlemen of the jury what hap-
between the hours of eleven and

tered the thmss—hox
W ¥, you chaps, sai
“I S\I"DCN: Cdnﬂam and T ars to bAau e
2 bit, and I don't mind admitting it;
but how W ¢ to know that Jesson
was such a treacherous beast?”
“Tell us what happened, you ass!”
said Handforth
“Give me a chance,”
Owen. “Soon after eleven,
Canham yawned—-"
“Rats!” saxd Canham.
who yawned, you bounder!”
“1'didn't yawn until after you—r-
“Yes, you did-
“Look here:
“Oh, my hat!” I exclaimed. “Shut
up, you fatheads! How can we conduct
this case properly if you keep vnan"-

“It was you

ling? It dossn’t Im
first, There’s no crime in ya
anyhow. Proceed, Owen ma;

“well, Canham yawned, and I

yawned,” said Owl
“We shall all )s\'m scon,” put in

Tommy Watson.
on asked us if we vere tired, 2
S, V‘ v

“Jesson told us that he could guard

t 0 right,” said Owen. “He
said he would yell if there was an
alarm. So Canham and I thought it

would be all serene if we had a bib
of a nap on the qt. We went into a
recess and dozed cff.

“You went solmd asleep, you mean,”
T said grimly. “You ought to be kicked
for deserting your post like that, you

bounders. But we'll overlook it this
once. Well, go ahead, Owen.”

“Thet’s all there is,” said Owen
major.

All nght you can stand down,” I
“We neegp't take Canham’s
evidence, because itll be the same as
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Now, we have an_interesting
po! . Jesson was left a;one by the
window—as he had

:ch

, SO you, eh?”
sneered Jesson.

“Youre the only spy among us,” I
retorted sharply. “And you stand
there, in the dock accused of a grave
crime. You plotted with Mr. Martin,
and you arranged the mock quarrel, 50

that the Remove would bé hoodwined.”

“Yes; and you were hoodwinked,”
said Jesson sourly.

“You appealed to us for shelter,” I
went on. “You came to the barricade,
beggmg to be admitted. What did we

1 ask you, Jesson, what did we
do””

“You acted like the fools you are,”
said Jessol

“We aucepted your word,” I declared.
“We believed that you were a fugitive
from the Head, and that you w
defying him. We took you in—

“And I took you in,” grinned Je s501
contemptuously.

“We took you in, and treated \ou as
one of ourselves,” I sai;
you shelter, and we trusted you
allowed you to have the freedom of the
whole west wing. And what did you do
in return for our trust and kindness?”

“The cad turned on us,” said Hand-
forth warmly.

“Exactly!” I said. “He attempted
to give us all away to the Head; he did
his utmost to admif the enemy into our
stronghold. I am doubtful if th

oner realises the full nature of hi:
great crime.”

were spying,

ere
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foolery short,” snapped
“Youre a y’ck of young
You're defying the scheol

t was my duty, as a pre-

“Do nothing,” I broke in. ‘““Your
fect is only available in
the College House,” I continued. *You
have no authority over us, Jesson. And
vet you considered it your duly to play
a low down mck—
“Hang you!” out Jesson.
“Why don't you get xc 0\010 ’

“Well get it over soon enough,” I
exclaimed. “Gentlemen of the jury, is
the prisoner guilty or not 2uilty?”

“Guilty!” said the jury, in one voice.

“Good!” shouted Handforth. *“And
what’s the sentence?”

“That the prisoner be boiled in oil,
and afterwards birched,” said Owen
major. “I vote we make an example

“Hold on,” I interrupted. “You seem
m forget that In the judge, v
to pass sentence

I eby
oner

u the prisones
solrnmly
shall be tarred and

AN
that the p
feathered!”

CHAPTER 7.
Tar and Feathers!

AR and fm(:hms"'

l “Oh, my &
“Are you se ous, Nippew"
“Of cowrse I'm sericus,”I declared,
&s the juniors put the cueshon ST
sentence Cyml Jesson to be tarred and
te'uhn)c

ping
“Coul(\nt Lc better!” said Hand-

It's the finest punishment a
sort could have.”

and alarmed,

” he said.

“Don’t be sud) young fools,
retty s a joke but

”AH
b

“You won’t find much ]Oke about i,
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Jesson,” I interrupted. “This sentence
is a serious one, and it is going to be
put into effect at once. Do you vnder-

stand?  You are to bhe tarred and
feathered—mnow!”

Jesson turned quite pale.

“You mad young idiots!” he
snapped. “Yowd better not: Oh,
but you haven'’t got any tar. I mi

have known you were only blufing.
The sooner you let me go, the better.”

‘“Yes; what about some tar, Nippe:
asked Canham,

“T h’kdn'b forgotten it,” I replied.
“Down in the cellar, in cne corner, is
a small barrel It contains tar, as I
found out yesterday. Thcze 15 suﬂ"b
cient there to tar a 2 S.
There are heaps of pmows m)sta S,
and we have all the materials for the
sentence.”

“Hurrah!”

“Let’s do it now!”

“Collar him!”

Jesson jumped up.

“Youd better stand back,”
roared. “If any of you touch
Look out! Why, TlH—IT——
Handforth! I’ g i

But the prefect was unable
ceed further.

He was seized, and his struggles were
of no avail. Everybody was thormghly
satisfied with the sentence I
named. The prisoner was to be 1°r1ed
and feathered! It would be a iitting
punishment for the traitor!

Fchumtely, we had the materials on
hLand, otherwise I should not have
mentioned such a punishment. Jesson
was taken out into the passage, and
down into the cellar. He was now
thorcughly frightened.

““Look e, Nipper, don't go on with
this—this rot,” he pleaded. “I'm sorry
I played that trick—"

“It’s too 1ate to be sorry,” I inter-
umLLd

he

ne—
Leggo,

to pro-

Suxp”’ I ordered.
clothes off
“I won't!

“Take all your

> roared Jesson. “I refuse
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; just as you wish,” I said.
trip, we shall strip you.

“But loock here—" <

“T'll give you three scconds to com-
mence,” I said grimly.

Jesson saw that Iwas in earnest, and
he did not attempt to argue further. He
commenced undressing.

He tore off his clothes, and then he
was ordered to don a bathing costume.

had pity on him to that extent, at
all events. His condition would be quite
bad enough even with the bathing cos-
tume on.

He gave a gasp of relief as he donned
the costume. Surrounded by juniors as
he was, he had the sense to do as he
was told. As the first sign of refusal to
carry out orders, force would
applied. Jesson knew it, and he wisely
decided that it was better for him to
submit,

Bub he was filled with an inward
rage, and he glowered at us as he put
on the costume.

“Now, Jesson,”
stand still.
wash brush, Tos

“Here it is,” said Watson.

“Good! Hand it over! ”

I seized the brush, and two or three
other fellows obligingly poured a quan-
tity of tar into a big pan. I soaked the
brush, and then applied it to Jesson’s
legs. He started as the brush touched
him, and his face went purple with
fury.
“If you don’t leave me alone I'll
smash you!” he shouted thickly. “You
young cads! Il — Il — gug-gug-
grooch!”

I had flicked the brush upwards, and
Jesson's face underwent a change. The
lower part of it was blackened, and a
quantity of tar had entered his mouth,
His appearance was quite ludicrdus.

H »

8

I said, “you will
Have you got that white-
mmy?”

, ha, ha!
The juniors yelled, and Jesson
gurgled.  But he did not attempt re-

sistance again. He was thoroughly
tarred—so thorou#hly, in fact, that by

THE REMOVE!
the time
like a Jer.

Hc was black from head to foot, and
did not look at all comfortable. He
probably feeling awful.  And it
would take hours and hours—and a
large number of hot baths—to remove
that tar.

“Now for the feathers,”

I had finished he was locking

he

I said

briskly.

“Here they are, old son,” said Hart.
““Stand clear!”

He was carying two big pillows, He
slit them open with his penknife, and
sheok out the feathers upon the floor.
It was surprising what a pile of
feathers came from those two pillows.

“Now, Jessen, kindly roll yourself in
those feathers,” I said smoothly. “If
you don’t, you'll be rolled in by force—
and we shan’t be gentle. You'd better
buck up about it, too!”

“I'll get even with you for this!”
panted Jesson shakily.

He threw himself into the feathers—
since there was nothing else to be done.
After a few yolls his appearance was
extraordinary. ~ White from head to
foot, he looked like some weird and
wonderful specimen from the Zoo.
Feathers smothered him everywhere.

He was clothed in the things. His
face and head were obliterated, and
he could hardly see.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You look fine, Jessy—ripping!”
grinned Handforth.

“Now we'll get rid of him,” I d.
“What he does gfter this is his affair.
He's been tarred and feathered, and
the sentence of the court has been car-
ried out. Bring him along to the bar-
ricade!”

“He can bring
thanks,” grinned Hart.
him!”

Jesson was only too anxious to get
away. He passed out of the cellar in
the midst of a chuckling crowd. And
when we arrived at the barricade, in
the passage, I gave a few orders.

“Remove some of the obstructions,”

himself along,
“I won't touch
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“Jesson’s got to get out, and
the simplest way. We can easily
build the barricade agdin. All hands to
the pump!”

Several juniors became active, and a
space was_soon cleare:

o :

try any more of t
give you something even worse than tar
and feathers. You can shift as soon as
you like!”

Jesson climbed over the barricade
without a word. He left his trade mark
on cverything he touched. But the
feathers clung to him lovingly, and his

appearance was not altered when he

stood on the other side of the defences.

“You infernal young dogs!” he
snarled savagely. *“Yowll pay for this
before long! By Heaven! You'll pay

for itt” N

“Clear off while yowre still safe,” T
said. “You think you can say what
you like, now that you’re on that side
of the barricade—"

“Mark my words,” panted Jesson

~ “T'Il make you suffer for this outrag

“QGet your pva ~shooters ready,” I said
oriskly. *Fi

There were no

-shooters ready, but

Jesson did not know this. He turned
and fled, helter-skelter.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, that’s done,” I said. “I don’t

think \\e were unduly hard on the cad,

do your”
“He ought to have been chased
through the village like that,” ex-

claimed Handforth. “He ought to have
been exposed to public view. As it is,
he'll crawl away, and ncbedy will ever
know.”

“Won't they,” I said. “INl take
Jesson all to-morrow to clear that tar
—and the whole school will know of
the affair. Tl see to that. I'd like to
see the Head's face when he gets to
know of the incident.”

The Head, as it happened,
already.

Jesson was pretty certain that Mr.
He would

knew

Martin was in his study.
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ave retived to his bed-room yeb.
And Jesson was sure of this when he
ht gleaming in the Head's

a
study.

Jesson soon made up his mind.

TN go to the Head!” he muttcred
nwgclv/ “I'll show him what those
voung demons have done! He'll make
it all the hotter for them later on'”

“he prefect hurried away through
the dark passages, leaving a trail over
every yay of ground. He was not
aware of the fact that a cardboard
placard was reposing on his back, held
in position by a length of string from
his neck,

nd Jesson's decision
what we wanted.

He rushed along until he came to the
Head's study. A light gleamed under
the door, and Jesson did not wait to
knock. He burst 1wind,
and stood upon the carpet inside.

Mr, Martin glanced up—and gasped.

“What, what! Good gracious!” he
exclaimed faintly.

“Dear me!” said Mr. Wrott.

The latter gentleman—Nelson Lee—
was in the study also. He had been
called there by the Head to discuss the
situation. Lee guessed the truth in a
moment, and he could hardly rejiress &
smile. Secretly, he was very pleased,
for he knew that Jesson thoroughly de-
served this fate.

‘“Great  Heavens!”  gasped
Martin, “What—what is it?”

“It’s I, sir!” hooted Jesson.

“Upon my soul!”

“Those infernal
roared Jesson.

“I do not understand. Great good-
ness!” gasped the Head, the truth sud-
denly dawning upon him. ‘“Are you
Jesson?”.

“Yes, T am!” howled Jesson.
at this, sirl”

The Head rose in his chair, and his
brow was hls

“I am looking, Jesson,” he said
grimly. “What on earth has happened
to you? What are all those white
pieces of fAufi—"

was exactly

Mr.

kids did this!™”

“Look




'y the boy has been tarred and

sir,” put in Lee mildly.
What a shocking state he
‘rs is appalling, sir—quite
5! Who can be responsible?”
The Head pursed his lips.

“Tar and feathers!” he repeated
“CGood Heavens! What a scandalous

utrage:

“What are you going to do, sir?”
demanded Jesson wildly. “Those kids

d They made me strip, they
et into a bathing-suit, and
painted me all over with
rolled me in feathers!”

“It is outrageous,” said the Head.
“Never, in the whole ccurse of my
career, have I met with a case like this.
You had better visit the bath-room at
once, Jesson. I will question you
further when you are more presentable.
It is cbvious, in any case, that these
rebels are absolutely abandoned.”

“They ought to be expelied, sir—all
the crowd,” panted Jesson.

“You may be sure that the ring-
leaders will be expelled when the time
comes, Jesson,” said Mr. Martin

“Nipper was the fellow who
me to be tarred and feathered, sir—

“I might have guessed as Iau
said the Head, compressing his lips.
“Nipper, it appears, is the leader in all
these acts of hooliganism!”

“I am afraid we shall find it very
difficuls to beat these boys, so long as
Nipper is in control,” said Mr. Wrott.

‘The Head l;lughed harshly.

“We will beat them, never fear,” he
exclaimed. “ ave been frustrated
several times, but I have a scheme in
mingd which simply cannot fail.”

“That is most interesting, sir,”
Lee. “And—and will you pu
of yours into execution to-ni

“No, Mr. Wrott, not to-n
plied the Head, rubbing his
shall leave it until ot
give the rebels ca to U
have given up the game as a bad jo
—and then—but why are you waiting,
Jesson?” broke off the Head. “Go ab

o

said
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once, sir—go to the bath-room—good
gracious! You have made the carl‘et in
& shocking mess! Go, you young fool!”
Jession turned, and the Head stared.
“One moment, boy,” he said shnrp]y
“What is that on your back?
. T suppose, sir,”

castically.

snapped

“There is sometbing else,” sald the
Head. ‘“Come here, Jesson. That's
ight. Now turn round Dear me! A

d away. He

was reading the nohcu \,hmh was hung
upon Jesson’s back.

“TAKE WARNING! 1T WILL BE

THE HEAD NEXT TIME!”
“Upon my sonl" ejaculated Mr.
Mart Is—is it possible—is it con-
ceivable- -thnt thesy \‘freu(he’\ boys have
dared to threaten me? Do they mean
to imply that they \»culd ahem I—tar
and feather me

“One would cmmlmy suppose S0,”
sa!d Lee smoothly.

“And they wuuld too!” declared
Jesson, with a certain amount of relish.
“If they ever get hold of you, sir, they'il
ol you in tar and feathers—like they
did -me. They're absolutely reckless,
and they don’t care what they do.
They've got enough nerve for any-
thing.”

Mr. Martin was rather pale.
“I must be careful,” he remarked.

“To think that the boys would dare
to touch me—but you may go, Jesson.
Get into a bath at once.”

Mr, Wrott,”
I really must
\er) cautious in future! It would be
hastly if those boys were to treat me
as they have treated Jesson!”

“Tnoy are capable of it, sir—quite
capable,” said Lee, nodding grimiy.

The Head paced his study.

“I will take care to avoid close con-
t with the rebels,” he said, after a
ent or two. “They nearly got hold
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of me tonight! Good gracious! I
shudder to think of what might have
happened—-"

“But I understand you to S’IYv

n?" ask

“I intend to have the Remove under
my full control again within forty-eight
hours,” declared the Head. “I will
bring these rebels to their knees, Mr.
Wrott! I have had enough of this
foolery, and it must end.”

Mr. Martin spoke grimly, but Nelson
Lee wondered how much success would
attend the Head's new efforts. S
how, the disguised detective had an
idea that the rehel Remove would not
be beaten at all!

Time, however, would show.

CHAPTER 8.
Holding Cut]
1d Cecil de Valerie, with

0G!” sa
TS
‘1 it’s a pretty retten

morning,” agreed Pitt. “Still, it doesn’t
make much difference to us. Were
cooped up in here, and I don’t care if it
snows. Look at the old chestnuts.

‘The two juniors were at one of the
windows in the Remove dormitory. It
was early morning, and the grey light
of the Nevember day was filtering
through a dense pall of fog-like mist.

The ghostly boughs of the old chest-
nut trees in the Triangle were only just
visible. The imposing gateway of the
school was invisible. It was even im-
possible to catch a glimpse of the
College House.

“I hate f said De Valerie. “I
was on a steamship once, when I was
quite a kid, and we were in a fog then.
I remember my mater was in mortal
fear of an accident, and we did bash
Ato another Shm, toc

“Very > grinned
“But the west w of the Anci
House doesr’s happen to be a ship, 2
there’s not much danger of us bash-

Pitt.

LIBRARY
into Rnythn)g,

3%
Hallo!

OWN

ing

my somn.

I apprcax‘hed the window, end gazed
ouL into the mist,

by Jove!” I said. “It's pos~

“It's quite possible,” I declared.
“What's quite possible, you ass!”
“Potatoes,” I said absently.
“What!” yelled Pitt.
“And greens,” I added.
heaps of greens—-"
“He's dotty,” shouted Pitt, grabbing
hold of my shoulders. “What's the
matter with you, you rambling ass?™
I looked at Reginald Pitt thought-
fully

“Oh, yes—

rambling, and I'm not

“Do we need potatoes?™
» he replied promptly.
asted potatoes for three

not
dotty ” I said.

“Yes, 1a
“We haven't ta
or four days.”

“Do we need greens—cabhbages,
that sort of thing?”

“You bet we do!”

“Good!” I said. “We can get heaps
of “em this morning—if we're slippy.”

“Well, I'm blessed if I can catch on,”
declared De Valerie. “We're bottled
up in this wing—barricaded on all sides
—and yet you jaw about getting a
supply of vegetables. It can't be done,
Nipper. We've got all sorts of grub in
the store-room, but not fresh vege-
tables.”

“Exactly,” I said. “Well, there’s no
reason hy we shouldn’t have a change.
T'd rather like roast beef for dinner fo-
day. A chap gets tired of tinued stuff
always. How would roast mutiton do?™

Pitt stared.

“Youre off your rocker!” he sai@
flatiy.

and

1 gurnod and patted him on ¥
“Thirf

b"\c

“Thi k,” I said smoothly.
IOA two minutes!”

“Rats!” retorted Pitt.

“Dear fellows, isn't it a
mornin’?” inqguired Sir Mont
gellis-West, entering the dormit
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“It's a lovely morning,” I said
prompily.

Sir Montie adjusted his pince-nez.

“Bcwd‘ Did I understand you

say that the mornin’ was lovely, Nipp
old boy?” he inguired mildly.

= Y(:u did.”

u\ely"”

’t,” I said. “I think
ly ripping morning. This

the wi eacher I should have

any choice had been

possible.”
; “Dear old boy, aren’t you feelin’
well?” a:.\cd Montie anxiously.

I

el

“Never iclt better,” T replied. “It's
qune possible that 1 seem a bit mad
to you—but there’s a method in my

madness. I don’t usually like fog, but
1 simply adore it this morning.”

“But why?"”

«Because it's going to help us—I
nope.”

“Help us?” repeated Pitt. “How?”

“I suppose you've never seen the
supply-van arrive on a Thursday morn-
ing at the rear quarter of the Ancient
House?” I said. “I suppose you've
never seen beef and mutton being
carted into the cold-storage-room?
‘You've never seen sacks of potatces and
baskets of cabbages——"

“Great Scott!” ejaculated De Valerie,
taking a deep breat]

“Begad!” said Sir Montie.

“You—you mean we can raid that
van?” asked Pitt, his eyes glittering.
“Nipper, give yourself a pat on the
back! That van ought to be here by
this time—it generally arrives akout
seven—and it's a quarter past already.”
¢ “It's been delayed tirough the fog.
Hallo!” I said, peeritlg through the
mist. “Look at that, my sons! Feast
your eyes upon it!”

Down below, on the ground, a big van
was lumbering past. It was only just
yisible through the fog. But it was un-
mistakable. It was the supply van we
had been referring to!

THE REMOVE!

“Begad!” sald &

shall we do, old bov il
1 it!” declared Pitt.

If we do anything at all, we've gob
at once,” I remarked. “My
idea is simple. I's foggy, and we can
creep oul without bemKy scen Hardly
a soul is out and about yet. About a
dozen of us can perform the raid—and
return loaded with fresh meat and
stuff. Is it worth trying?”
“Ratner!”
“T should say it is!”

Montie. “What

E

De Valerie.

“Theﬂ we'll make a move,” I said
briskly. “Get some of the otker chaps
u"'"‘her and tell them what the game
js. Perhaps yowll understand why I
like the fo" now. Without it we
couldn’t go on this stunt.”

“Of course mnot,” grumcd it
“You're not dotty, after all.

Everybody was enthusiastic.

And cverybody wanted to come on
the raid. This was impossible, of
course, and I sclected about a dozen
strong fellows.

The raiding pa'ty, with me at its
head, collected downstairs in the lower
corridor. The rr cade here was high,
but we knew how to wangle it. By the
removal of two or three articles, it was
possible to slip over with easc.

“Come on, my sons,” I ca:d softly.
‘And remember—no talkin

ight!” e\c]almed
“Lmd on, McDuff!”

I crossed the barricade, and made my
way down thv pas;z\ge to a fairly large
window. 'ned with ease, and a
momﬂnt I')ter I was outside, in the chill

Handforlh

"lhc other fellows followed me closely.

And in this way we passed like ghostly
shadows round to the back of the
Ancient House. Quite abruptly we came
within sight of the supply-van—a huge
rtor lorry. Tt was covered in, and ab
the moment it secemed to be deserted.

“Splendid!” I whispered. “Tll bet
the driver is having a cup of tea. Now’s
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our chance!
luck!”

It was, indeed. The van had been
left to itself in the fog. And it stcod
there—at our mercy!

I climbed aboard, and
canvas at the rear. My g
all manner of food artic There were
ral sacks of potatoes, five or six
sacks of cabbages, two or three carcases
of sheep, to mention only a few thin,

“Grab hold, somebody,” I said softly.

I handcd down enough mutton to, last
us a couple of days, and two of the
juniors grasped the carcase, and lost no
time in hurrying away with it. There
was no sense in waiting about, for we
might be surprised at any moment.

A sack of potatoes was a CJ‘TQ ent
proposition. Several juniors
necessary fo sta agger under its

‘What a glorious piece of

arted the

fell upon

=:xw thc heavy yuck dvsuppmn g into
the, fog.

Two others took some cabbages, and
this left only three of us. While I was
looking round to see what could be
found, there was a bellow of fury, and
1 turned to see the lorry-driver glaring
up, at me.

What are you doing there?”
manded the man angrily.

“It’s all right, old chap,” I said Co"lly
"W e've taken all we require—thanks.”

“Why, you—you—-="

“Good-morning!” I said briskly,

I leaped down, dadged the man with
ease, and vanished into the fog. He
came blunderi ng after me, but he went
in the wrong direction, and I grinned
as I came upon Pitt and Tommy Wat-
son waiting near the wall of the house.

“We were just coming back for you,”
panted Watson. “We scooted when we
saw that chap—"

“That's all right” I interrupted.
“The raid’s been discovered—and all
the better. That carman is bound to
go to the Head, and it'll give Mr. Martin
an appthte for kfast when he hears
W hu‘ we've taken.”

got back into the west
wL any difficully whate

de-

th-
fog

ving
The
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had concealed our mover
oughly that it was
there was much joy and sati
among the ranks of the Remove,

Jimmy Little, the fat boy of St.
Frank’s, was in ecstasy.

“Greal doughnuts!” he esucl
is simply great! Vo
to have a medal cach!
I can prepare a
r to-day—roast mutior
Pd pon toes and cabbage!

! Oh, my only hat!”

And Falbty Little smacked his lips in
anticipation. Food was his god, and he
took as much joy in preparing it as
eating it.

The rest of the juniors were equally
pleased, and there was general satis-
faction in the manner in which we had
braved capture by venturing out into

imed.
chaps

By
;:!Oi‘i(). S

’I‘h;nl. of

the open.

And meanwhile the Head was
informed.

He was in his study, slowly paci
up and down before the fire, When
Tubbs, the - page-boy, entered after

timidly knocking.

“Well, boy, what is it?” snapped the
Head shortly.

“If you plea..e svr er-hards wants
to see you,” said

“Who the deuce ls R.Char(l“"” barked
the Head.

“Please, sir, he’s the driver of the
motor-van what's outside now,” said
Tubbs. “He wants toc make a com-
plaint, sir—"

“I can't see him!” said
curtly. “Go away, Tubbs!”

“Ii’s about them  boys,
‘Tubbs, who took secret joy i
the Head of the Removes vi
ey've come out of their fort,
and tock a lot of things off the suppl y-
van—mutton and vegetables—"

“What?” roared the Head.

“Flea i

“Tell the man to come to me af
once,” said Mr. Martin savagely.

Tubbs escaped, and he grinned all
over his face as soon as he got into
the passage. He lost no time in inforn

the Iead
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Ir. Richards, and that gentleman,
ate of considerable nervousness,
shered into the Head's presence.
Oh, so youre Richards, are you?”
demanded Mr, Martin,

“Yes, sin

“What's this I hear about those in-
IC;O:\! boys taking some food off your
van?

“It’s true, sir,” said Richards ner-
vous{y “This ’ere fog is so thick that
you can’t see a clear yard. And
hadv 't left the van for more than ten
minutes

T
grossly careless,” snapped

“You
the Head. “Tell me what the boys
took.”

“Meat and vegetables” said

Richards; and he proceeded to go mto
details regarding the extent of the
Remove's capture. The Head ‘lstened
with clenched teeth.
“That's enough—you
snapped abruptly.
The m%'in went, and the Head glared

may go!” he

is getting intolerable—al
lutely intolerable!” he exclaimed under
his breath. “What will the young dogs
be up to next? They seem to be masters
of the situation.”

The headmaster clenched his fists.

“But not for long!” he grated. “I
shall have them on their knees soon!”

And an expression of malicious satis-
faction came into his eyes. Apparently
Mr. Howard Martin had thought of
some means to gain his end.

What was his next move to be?

CHAPTER 9.
No Water!
DON'T like it,” I said thought-

fully.
Tho” Fclaimed Fatty Little,

with a "

“I dOA % like it at all,” T repeated.

A crowd of us were sitting in the
Kkitchen, partaking of tea. The day had
passed quietly, and now night was upon
us again. The fog had cleared and it

THE REMOVE!

was quite clear outside. The kitchen
v and cosy, and Fatty's tea
erable pride he

arebit on toast.
" asked Fatty

bhad served up Welsh
“You—you don't like it

“No,” T replied, taking a mouthful of
toast.

“You silly ass! Five minutes ago you
said it was good—and you're eating it
all the time,” txc,axm"d Little warmly.
“Tm jolly sure I don't want ym to eat
the stuff if you don’t like i

I looked at the fat boy, av.oko to
realitics, and gr

“I'm not talking about your grub,
Fatty,” I said. “This cheese-stull is

ed.

tophole. How you make it So tasty
I:CaLS me. When I said ‘I didn't like

> I was referring to the general
alt\'aL!on » .

“Oh!” said Fatty. “That’s nothing!”

“It’s everything,” I corrected. “Just
consider the facts. ¥h€ commandeered
& supply of fodder %his morning, and
the Head musi have gone dotty with
YAL he did nothing—he

rage about it.
didn't ever appear.”

N Wulf said Wa.tson
sig

“Is that a bad

“[ fancy it is,” I replied.

“Are you anxious for trouble, then?”
inquired Jack Grey.

“Of course I'm not,”
I know jolly well that
come, The Head’s silence
means mischiel,
be on the alert.”

Sir Montie Tregellis-West nodded.

“Dear fellow, I entirely agree with
you. I do, really,” he observed. “The
Head seems to have a particular likin'
for mekin’ trouble in the night. Per-
haps he thinks he’ll catch us nappin’.”

“That's idea, of course,” I agreed.
“It's nec: v to keep a sharp look-out
continually, and be in readiness for any
emergency. The Head’s desperate, and
he'll probably use desperate methods.”

The first indication we had that some-
thing fresh was brewing came from
ty Little. The stout junior had pre-
pared quite an excellent tea, and ev

I said. “But
trouble is to
and inactivity
And it’s up to us to
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body had enjoyed the meal. But sxwomy
afterwards he came bustling into
dormitory, where I was about to s¢
down to a snooze. I intended to s“zatch
a few hours’ sleep in the evening, so as
I could be on guard in the early hours
of the merning.

“Not asleep yel?” said Fatty,
relief.

“No,” T said.
“‘I'm blessed if I know,” replied Litt]
“But T thought I'd better report to the
chief—which is you. The fact is, we

haven't got any water.”

“Haven’t got any water?”

“Not a drop!”

1 sat up on the bed.

“What do you mean?” I asked.
“Yod had plenty of water before tea,

T suppose’

“Oh, yes, but there is none now,” said
Fatty. “We've only got one tap to rely
on, and when I went to it a few minutes
2go to draw some water for washing
up, there was nothing doing. Greal
pancakes! What shall we do?”

“I'll come down and investigate,” I
said briskly.

I was soon down in the kitchen with
Fatty Liitlee Tommy Watson and
Burton were at the tap, turning it on
and off. But no water came from if.
The tap had never failed before.

“This looks pretty serious,” I said,
after a minute or two.
drop of water here, and there's only one
c—\‘nlar\atfun, Our supply has been cut
off!”

with

“ Anything wreng

“ Great pip

“What the dxc&ens shnl! we do?”

“We must have water!”

'Z‘hA fellows were rather concerned.

“Do you think the Head knows any-
thing about it?” asked Watson.

“I think the Head is responsible,” T
replied. “He has cut off our water
supply—and it's o disaster T've been
< .peam ng for days. I haven't said any-
thing, because I didn’t want to worry
anybody. o

But yowll easily understand
that we can’t hoid out without wal
The Head has only just remembered

“There’s not a [*

about the water s”ppl‘v I suppose. The
position is seriovs
“Buf can get wa

ater from scme-

smely"” sail Immdform
all, were not going t

Lnaten by a silly Sictle thing cf ° tnis

se,

where e

You don't s=e"n to ise that it's
a big thing,” I said. “We must have
water. Exactly haw were going to
manage I don’t know—but I shall have
to go scouting.”

“Good!” said Pitt.
any volunteers?”

“No, thanks.”

“Rotten!” said Pitt, changing his
tone. “But you must have somebody
with you, Nipper. We can't let you
venture out alone—-*

“You needn’t worry about me” I
interrupted.  “I shant come to any
harm. And it'll be much safer for only
one to go.”

The fellows didnt live

“Do you want

the idea, but

I was quite firm.
And, five minutes later, I slipped into
the passage beyond the lower barricade,

kS

and made my exit from the ent
House by means of the small corridor
window.

‘The evening was as black as pitch,
for a short time I could see nothing
he A chilly wind was whistling
round the angles of the bui ng, and

the d: y was clouded.
i) know what to do.
Water was essmtml and we had to

have 2 supply. As a comm

ed to investigate the

k.hch n-—on the o c"mwc(‘ that I

the spot W

been cuf

nd the i very cau
Ang to see a little

rc!l) bv thxs time, for my

eyes
grown accustomed to the gloo-n And
as I moved round the angle,
to a halt.

igur:

I came

ed on the other side of
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or perhaps the school-porter

My thoughts came to a stop abruptly.

For, as the figure passed a lighted
window, I instantly recognised it. It
belonged to Mr. Howard Martin. The
Head himself was quite close to me,
then, and I momentarily forgot my
original purpose.

Somehow or other, I had an inclina-
tion to follow the Head, for I had
vague idea that he was up to further
mischief. Quite pessibly he had other
ideas in mind to bring us to our knees.

And to be forewarned is to be fore-
armed. I decided that my best policy
would be to shadow Mr. Martin—for a
few minutes, at all events. I wanted to
satisfy myself that he was not trying
on any fresh offensive.
was a certain amount of risk

©

o
in safety, and only a hundred yards in
the rear of my quarry.

The Head was striding along the lane
in the direction of Bellton and after 1

had progressed some little distance I
slackened my speed and came to a halt.

. Martin, apparently, was merely
going to the village, and there would be
no object in my following him any
longer.

T had satisfied myself on the point in
question, and turned back.

Then I gave a startled gasp.

For, directly in front of me, was the
tall figure of & man. I had not had the
slightest notion that he was there, and

st have crept up behind me with
the silence of a panther,

I was not at a loss, however.

I dodged to one side and prepared to
run—withou® waiting to find out who
the man happened to be; but a hand
came out and gripped my shoulder like

the jaws of a vice. I was swung round
helplessly.

“Not so fast, young man—mot so
fast!”

I drew my breath in sharply, for I
had recognised the voice in a moment.

THE REMOVE!

The man was Mr.
Head’s understudy
“I—I—dash it all, I'm only—"

“There is no necessity for you to
make excuses, Nipper,” exclaimed Mr.
Wrott sourly. “I have caught you ved-
handed, you young rascal. you
imagine for a moment t,hat 1 shall allow
you to go free again?”

ut—but how did you
sir?” I asked blankly.

“It is not your business to ask ques-
tions,” exclaimed Mr. Wrott harshly.
“You are the ringleader of these
rebels, and you will come with me. No,
don't struggle, or you will be hurt!”

But I was struggling—desperately.

All my efforts, however, were in vain.
I tried every trick that was known to
me; I twisted, I wriggled, I even at-
tempted one or two ju-jutsu movements
—but found that they were counter-
acted on the instafit. At the end of
two minutes I was quite exhausted by
my own efforts.

“Well,” said Mr. Wroit smoothly,
“have you had enough?”

I made no reply. I was feeling too
bxtterly disappointed and angry. And

my temper was not improved when I
noticed that Mr. Wrott himself was
quite fresh, and not even out of breath.

“Now, Nipper—march!” he
claimed grimly.

I couldn’t very well do anything else,
for he pushed me in front of him, and
in that way we progressed until we
reached the Triangle. Just within the
gates, my captor brought me to a halt.

“Now, my boy—get indoors!” ex-
claimed Mr. Wrott in a soft whisper.
“Get_indoors and stay there. = It is
very foolish of you to venture out alone.
ir, Martin is a keen man, and he is
very much on the alert.”

As he uttered the last words Mr.
Wrott turned and walked out of the
gateway again. I stared after him in
blank amazement, and for a few
seconds I was quite at a loss. He, M.
Wrott, was in favour of the Remove,
and totally against the Head.

Simpson Wrott—the

get here,

=

ex- -
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mpccm[ it all along—but now
nd com-

ealised that
vhich might never
1 slinped out of the gate-

oceur again,

way, and the figure of the House-
master g down the lane.
T followed.

e the Head
uld not sus-
attentions m

He had wa ned 1'
alone, bm hc cert;

\‘hott but I

ght ¢ would be
\’«Olth while. He was a somewhat
mysteri individual, and I had a

tancy to investigate.
T could only lo

upon him
tly guilty
along the rcad near the
st keeping Mr. Wrott in ght.
I did not sllow any scruples

However,
of that kind to interfere with my wo:

astonishment, Mr. Wrott
crossed the stile which led into the
depths of the wood. And he was scon
swallowed up in the blackness of the
gaunt trees.

I was just about to cross the stile
when I came to a halt, and crouched
down. For I had heard a voice—and
I guessed the truth.

Mr. Wrott had met somebody just
within the wood.

I crept a hmc nearer, and then stood
quite still, listening. A low voice came
to my ears, but a sudden gust of wind
made it impossible for me to under-
stand what was being said.

And then came a brief period of calm.

“——been here_ twenty minutes, old
man, id a voice distinctly. “Id
iike you t(v know th'lb my fest

1y pet

To my

1 ha y frozen

tl:rov\«h' Dxd sormeone detain you?”
Just for a moment I thought that I

was dreaming. Thst v ome was almost

at once that I x. as rmxt I could har
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keep myself from yelling with sudden
excitement.

For the voice was that of Detective-
Inspector Lennard—of Scotland Yard!

CHAPTER 10.
Nearing the Climax!

- REAT Scott!”

G I muttered the exclan

in a tone of sheer am

nnard was one of Nelson Lee’s oldest
friends—and one of mine. What was
he doing down here? ‘What possible
business could he have with Mr. Wrott?

It was more than I could und and,
and I did not attempt to puzzle it out.
I crept nearer to the stile, and then
came upon a gap in the hedge. With-
out hesitation I slipped through that
gap, and came out behind a huge oak
tree. On the other side of this tree
were the two men,

I half stood up, listening intently

“Oh, I sce,” Lennard was saying.
“Well, that makes it dlﬂclc‘lt Tof
course, I can quite understand why you
have to act cautiously, Lee. It’s the
best way in the circumstances.”

Lee!

I nearly jumped from the ground, but
Jjust managed to keep myself under con-
Llol still listening with my ears on the

“You see, Lennard, I can't afford to
take any chances,” came the voice of
Nelson Lee himself. “Martin is nearly
at the end of his tether, and the time
will soon be ripe for us to act. But,
until then, I mustn’t give him the
slightest inkling of what is on foot.”

Nelson Lee was there! My beloved
guv’'nor was talking to the chief-inspec-
tor!  And I decided that secrecy was
no longer necessary. I dashed out from
behind the tree, and startled Lennard
considerably.

“What the—who—by James!” ex-

cleimed the Yard man. “Ii’s Nipper!”

“Yes, it's me, Mr. Lennard,” I
panted, looking round. “I—TI thought I

heard Mr, Lee here! But—but-
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I pauged and looked round blankly.
Nelson Lee was not visible. - The only
other figure was that of Mr. Simpson
Wrott.  And even then, with such a
direct clue in my possession, I did nc-L
immediately suspect the truth,

“You infernal young sweep!” ex-
claimed Mr. Wrott fiercely. “How
dare you come here? Why did you not
go indeors when I ordered you to? You
followed me—you had the audacity to
shadow me after I had given you back
your liberty!”

“I—I——" I began hreathlessiy.

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Lennard.
“Youre deucedly dull this even
Nipper.”

“Hugh, inspector—hush!” grated Mr.
Wrott.

And then, in a flash, the truth came
to me.

“The guvnor!” I gasped.
~—the guv'nor!”

“Of course he’s the guv'nor. Didn’t
you know it?” grinned Lennard. “Why,
young ’'un, Mr. Lee has been at St.
Frank’s in this get-up for a good many
da; w. You must be slow—-"
“But—but— Oh, my goodness!” I
panted.  “Mr. Wrott! You're the
guv'nor; after all! ~And—and I didn’t
Oh, you bounder, sir! Why
didn't you tell me?”

Nelson Lee seized my shoulder.

“When you have quite recovered your
cemposure, Nipper, T'll have a word
with you,” he said grimly. “It may
interest you to know that I am de-
czded!y angry with you for daring to

@e

“You're

“Ch, come off it, sir,” I protested.
“I am the chap to be angry! You've
been here for days, and you didn’t let
me know! an understand everything
I n understand why you've
50 jolly leniently, and—and
sorts of things. I suppose there
i such a person as Mr. Wrott?”

“Of course not,” said the Scotland
Yard man.

“Since you know so much, I'd better
tell everything,” explained the
guv'nor, with a sigh. “It was un-

doubtedly cute of you to turn the tables
on me just now by shadowing my move-
ments. I fancied I had got rid of you
in a neat manner.”

I stared at Nelson Lee excitedly.

“It’s a marvellous disguise, sir,” I
declared.  “I've spoken to you scores of
times within the last week; I've looked
into your face, and I've li tened to your

voice. But I've never had the slightest
susmcxon By jingo! What a ripping
idea! u left St. Fr?nks a‘id you
came bnck me very next da;

Deucedly goo’i I call it!” exclmmed
can ' urderstand how he

Lenns
managm thes

“I dare sa Y
lad, :md you i
much thought,” émld Nclson Lee. “ch—
ever, you know the truth now, and it
s 't matter so muth—since this
is nearly at an end.”

“Why didn't you let me into the
secret, sir?” I demanded wammly. = “I
call it mean of you—"b

“ERe”

af

“And it wasn't sporting, either,” I
said.

“The cheeky young beggar is actually
giving you a lecture, old man,” said
Detective-Inspector Lennard.  “Take
my advice, and kick him off. Or, if you
like, I'll do the job for you. Say the
word, and I'll duck him in the difch.”

Nelson Lee chuckled.

"We mustn't be hard on him, Len-
nard,” he said softly. “Perhaps he has
a certain amount of cause to be angry.
He always thinks he is badly treated if

I happen to make a move without his
knowledge.”

“Well, I think you ought to let me
know

what's happening, sir,” I said.
T can’t understand things at all.
is Mr. Lennard doing here?”

“He came because I requested him to

“That's eVaswe, sr ” I broke in. “I
c!'ovo vou've got sorrnming up against
. Martin, and if so, I think you might
let me into the little secret. We've de-

F
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fied the bullyimg rotter for days now,
and we mean to defy him until we E'am
victory., We shall never surrender.’

“ Well, I don’ 't suppose you 11,
nd T must disappoint

s )04, in one respect. I cannot
give you any further details to-night.
You have interrupted my chat with Mr.
Lennard, and I have no further time
to allow you. Moreover, I do not intend
to discuss the subject with you now.”

“Why not?”

“Because you have quite enough to
think of without that,” said Lee. “Your
hands are full, Nipper, and my advice
for you is

said

that the end will come very swiftly

ght?” I asked eagerly.

ght—but I don’t think so,” re-

d Nelson Lee.  “In the meantime,

you had better go back to your strong-

ho‘d and keep on the alert.”

you wild with us for rebelling,
asked.

Ne‘son Lee patted my shoulder.

“As the Housemaster of the Ancient
House it is my duty to be furious,” he
said. “But, at this moment, Nipper, I
am a pwva(c individual. I am just my-
self.  And, persohally, I do not blame
you in the slightest degree for taking

matters into your own hands.
Oh, gaod"' I exclalmed

“It’s fine

Ve moderate in
vom 1"nons th\oughout the rebellion,”
said Lee.

“Well, sir, Il go back,” I said
briskly. “I'm feeling as bright as s
lark now, because I know everything is
all sere: Hold on, though, I've
just thought of something.”

“well, whm(’, is it?”

“We've got no water, sir.”

“No which?” asked Lennard.

“Not a drop of water——-"

“Do you mean that wm supply has
been cut off?” said L

“Yes, sir

“Ah, Mart]

that cxly this morning,” went on the

to keep to your own part of |
I can safely promise you |~

in was talking to me about | 2
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guv'nor. “I'm afraid you have a some-
what difficult proposition thuc n*v nd
X

of the House, \vh e it Joms up \U(h tm

At all events, Mr.

mpe at ﬂuﬁ It would be quite
xmpousxblc for 5ou to mend matters.”
“I don’t know what shall do, sir,”
I said, rather worried. “We must have
{7 r we shall be compelled to sur-

nde:
“Can’t you fix up a hose, or some-
thing?” suggested Lennard.

“By jingo! That’s not a bad idea,
Lennard!” T exclaimed. “I've just
membered that L)‘exe is a hose——
It needs thinking over.”
“Well, go away and think over it,”
ul Lee “Don’t bother us any
r, my lad. If I find that you have
no wafer by the morning I will sce what
1 can do in the matter, I possible, how-
ever, I snould admso you to obtain a
supply of some sort.”

“T'il try, siv,” I said.

“I'm lnnc'l:d if I know what the kids
are coining to said the chief inspector,
with a shake of his head. Rebelling,
and_strik no against authority! It's
g rather serious. Before long we
nd these youngsters getting up a

n of their own and demanding
more grub or a strike!”

I didn’t take much notice® of Len-
nard’s banter, and after a fEN\ more
words with the guvnor I crept away in
the darknes: I was Iechn" hgnt-
hearted and cheerful, in spite of the
problem which awaited my attention.

I decided to say nothing to the other
fell regarding o f 'y
would have to wait until the end of
the rebellion before they learned “Mr.
Wrott’s 7 real identity.

Having reached the school
scouted about for some little e,
when I finally returned to my foﬂm‘»cls,

'

5‘ 8

my eyes were gleaming with s
tion, and I was fe“hng “quite content,
‘WLU '\ny luck?” asked Pitt, as I

I repliec.
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able to fix wa
supply quite ea: sx]y” I replied. “I've

n nosing about, and I've settled on
ian.  As you all probably know,
a water tep in the Head s garden

lt,” Sa.d De Valer:
L one,” I went on.
used during he summertime for w.
ing the flowes beds. There’s gw‘-mux
a long hosn ning from it.”

said Watson, nodding.

‘Tddl‘t!\ ow

“I've seen it.”

“Well, my idea is to fix that hose,
and run it along to the Ancient House
wall, and up into one of the barricaded
windows—"

“But it'll be seen,” protested Hand-

rth.
*“Not if we do the work thoroughly,”
. “All we need is to camou-
flage 1t a bit where it is necessary. At
the window, for example, there’s a
bush, and we cen run the hose up
behind the bush so that nobody can
spot it. And the bulk of the pipe can
be buried just under the ground. It
needn’t go across the Triangle, because
a corner of the Head’s garden comes
right through the north-west corner of
this wing.  Anyhow, it can be
wangled,”

“What,about the hose?” asked Wat-
son. “Is it there?”

“No.»

e

“Then what's the good of talking,
you ass?” snapped Tommy “I thought
as much! That hose is always carted
indoors for the winter months, and we
can’t find it at & moment’s notice—"

“The hose,” I interrupted, “is in the
woodshed. I saw it there not ten
minutes ago. And it won't take us an
hour to fix.”

“Good!” said Pitt. “I suppose we'll
do the trick after midnight?”

“Well do it now!”

“But is ifRafe?”

“Yes, I think so,” I replied. “The
Head’s out, and even if he comes back
he won't go into the garden—and we
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shall have scouts posted at different
r Any‘la\v : ! thlm( IL’ll be

The other Jjuniors were qmtc in agree-
ment with my argument, and hefore
long a dozen of us had ventured out

¥ lon. Water was neces-

sary, til we obtained a supply we
could not consider ourselves secure.

The hose was fixed up without much
trouble, and it proved an easy task to
bury the greater part of it beneam an
inch or so of soil. The only difficult
part of the programme was to conceal
the hose where it entered the window.

And we got over this by not using
the window at all. The hose was pushed
through a little grating, into a cellar.
And it was so effectively concealed th
it could not have been found, even if
searched for.

And, after an how’s hard work, the
thing was done.

We had not been disturbed, and we
returned to our fortress highly satisfied
——and with our water supply fully re-
stored. Once again we were in a posi-
tion to defy the Head until further
orders.

cHabrER 11,
Late for Calfing Over!
OB CHRISTINE glanced at his
B watch. i
‘“Heaps of time yet,” he said
comfortably. “Time to see this giddy
picture through, -anyhow.”

“Yes, but we don't want to be late

“There’s half an hour yet,” said
Christine,

Yorke subsided into silence, and the
two Remove juniors settled themselves
down to enjoy the picture. They were.
in the Bannington Cinema, as it was
a half-holiday at St. Frank’s that day.

Roddy Yorke was rather anxious
about the time, for he was not in
favour of losing the train home to Bell-
ton—the station for the school. Times
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were strange at St. Frank’s, and late-ying late for calling-over! \‘/Mt: the
comers were dropped on heavily. good of a Totten turnip like tha

In fact, it Was a very serious offence| “But I pus it right,” protested Chris-
to be late for ¢ Ver. ith tine. “In fact, I p e minutes
Howard Martin fi mg the position of fast, bucause it generally loses a bit. I
headmaster, the juniors found it neces- | thor t we had bags of txmn you know.
sary to be extremely careiul. T'm jolly sorry, old man—-

The Ancient House fel had re-| “Oh, don’t make a song about it!”
belled against the brutal Head's auth growled Yorke. “We sh ave to
ity, but Christine & Co., of the Coll walk home now; we con’t wait two
House, were still under Mr. Mart hou for the last trai If the Head
autrhm s 1o r that we te, we shall

Sure your watch is right?” ag Lm holf skinned. He's a brute!”
Yorke, affer a short time. ) hat’s too complimentary for him,”

“En?”  said  Christine, “Don’t | said Ck ne. “We shall have to think

ther— about joining in with the Ancient
, but it loses—-" House chaps if things get any worse.

”R(Atﬁ to my watc] wpped Bob And bV '111 appearances, there's not
Christine.  “I put it right b, thc them being any
station clock, anyhow. Don't talk
much.” &crkc g

They watched the picture with great
interest, and Christine did not ow
ign of restlessness until the film
rly at an end. Then he glanced
vatch repeatedly.

-unt ed.

ve g
hour to DPL to the sc] aol‘even
Get a move on!”

The two juniors walked down the
High Stree} briskly. It was a fine even-
ing, conﬂdcxmv the time of the year,

, bio
be able to see the fini

goes in ten minutes, Y and th ds were not very muddy.

€an sprint to the station i ave, But Christine and Yorke had 1ot pro-
L, " » vi 7l ceeded far before the former came to
Bter E0onmy Sdvised Vorke | abrupt halt, He stood stsing aovom

g . :
h;’;g;g 80f to call a¥ the confec| %A &t the opposite Eamb mrs

% PoT Yorke gazed in that direction, too.

“By jingo, yes!” sald Christin ;

priskly. “Cote g tny syr CEHBe | utrhat are you staring at, Bob?” he
W e ¥ 7 o 1Y BE asked.

i e o e Chanmd emerged) "ot bike,” said Ohristine, with a
Tight om(;sﬂe stood the Town Hall | CUrious note in his voice. “It belongs
with the illuminated clock ftou 1o e of t{)'fkeBa;;ﬁmﬂm ohae
h‘?;“f"‘e the OI:E;f,;"‘Sh"’“e_d ;1‘01;5- o lw uudor“w i we could borrow it—-"
“LOOE C(ﬁ‘; U;;;:. £onre Ore. | wrmpossible,” said Yorke. “These

Chvist g’me:i“l‘lpwa*ds started, and | B2 nmmton fellows arc up against us,
then consulted his wateh, Finally, he ‘“‘dLm"y ve been getiing xather worm
ganed at Yorke in dismay. - ey et ol be dia,

“Woll Tm blessed!” he said blan

“1Ve've missed Lhe train!” exclais
Yorke. “It n two minutes, . “I'm not anxious to he flogged,
we can’t possibly gct to the st mon m even if you are. Here’s a way of get-
time! ThisTl mean a flogging for be-!ting to the school in time. I'm not

a minute,” interrupted Chris-
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suggesting that we should ask for the
bike.”

“Bub you said we could borrow it?”
“Without permission, I mean,” ex-
plained Christine. “We can easily put
matters right to-morrow. We can’t
think of pinching the bike, of course,
bup cher ’s no harm in—-"
t's not a bad wheeze,” put in
Yoz.(e “There’s one of those strong
carrier things fixed on the front, I see.
I could uquat in that while you did the
pedalling, you kno
“Oh, could you?"
“Lazy beggar!”
They advanced across the road
leisurely, in order not to atiract atten-
ticn. Their minds were already made

said Christine.

up.

The situation certainly was urgent,
and their intentions were quite honour-
able. They would be quite willing to
pay for the use of the jigger—after-
wards. And it was certainly inviting.

“Jump on!” said Christine quickly.

Yorke lost no time in slipping into
the basket carrier, which was attached
to the head of the machine. Christine
got astride the machine, and a second
later the pair were speeding down the
street.

“Good!” muttered Chri;
haven't been spotted!”

He pedalled hard, and when he had
turned the bend in the road he was
feeling confident that the “theft” had
not been observed.

“Of course, we could get into serious
trouble for this,” said Christine, as he
pedalled. “But nobody could accuse
us of trying to pinch an old iron like
t It’s only worth about ten bob!”
nce isn't troubled, any-
d Yorke complacently.
Go casy over these bumps,
These iron bars aren't very
I got a fearful jolf

“We

ine.

how,”
“Whew!
you ass!
springy, you know.
that timel”

“Don’t growl!” said Christine.
“You've got the best job, anyhow!”

They sped on, and were feeling casy | tw

in mind again. For they were now

THE REMOVE]

certain that they would be able to
reach St. Frank’s in time for calling-
over.

As it happened, however, thcy were
not to have everything their own way.

They fondly believed that their move-
ments had been unobserved. But this
was not the case.

The owner of the bicycle happened to

be a youth named Jim Bl

was the genior boy of the

Council school; a good-natured sorf of
fellow, with red hair and ample
features.

Jim Blundle was “up against” the
St. Frank’s fellows simply ause of
the rivalry that existed between them,
and not by reason of any onal
animosity, If it came to a pinch he
would prbkebly turn up trumps; but
his anger was somewhat great when he
found that his bike had xamsbcd

“Well I'm blowed!” he
blankly. “Who's pinched my

He went out into the middle of the
road, and stared up and down.

“Looking for somgthing, mate?” in-
quired a passing labourer.

“I left a bicycle here five minutes
ago!” exclaimed Blundle warmly.
“Some thieving beast has walked off
with it——"

“Why, I saw a couple 0’ them college
kids take a bike from that kerb—nof
two minutes back,” said the man, jerk«
ing a thumb over his shoulder. “Two
o’ them kids from Beliton, they was.”

“St.. Frank’s chaps?” asked BElundle
\vrathf 1ly.

“ Ay —that's what they were.”

’I'he Council School hoy Lumed red,
with anger.

“The awful young bl;ghte*s'” he ex~
claimed. “Which way did they go?”

“Dov\n the road towards Beliton.”

“Thanks!” said Jim  Blundle,
y “T1 teach the beggars to
meddie with my, machine! Like thei
bloommﬂ sauce!”

Hc ran down the road, and was for
enough to meet two of his pars
round a corner. These

aimed
Jigger?™

tlcalar pals
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youths were on bicycles—one being a
butcher’s boy —and the other a grocer’s

s up, Jim?” asked one
the—n as Blundle rushed up.

Toin,
© run

“What do you think,
St. Frank’s chaps he
Dikal?

said Tom Kitchen.
echoed Blundle. “Why,
it’s—it's robbery! I want you chaps to
come with me down the road—it won't
take us long to overtake the rotters,
and we can wipe ’em up proper. Are
you game?”

“I'1l come,” said Kitchen p‘.‘omptly
“I've finished my round, and I'm al-
ways ready for a bit of sport—particu-
arly against them college blokes.
What about you, Ringham?”

The other lad, Bill Ringham, shook
his head.

“I've got to get back to the shop,”
he said.

“P'raps you can lend me your bike,”

wgestrd Jim Blundlie pmnptly

“I could do that—"

“Good!”

Jim didn’t wait for any more, but
seized the bmyclc from the other auy 'S
hands, end jumped into the saddle.
moment later he and Tom '{chuen
were pedelling down the road for all
worth—bent upen swift and
eance.

Meanwhile, Christine and Yorke, all
unconscious of the impending trouble,
gliding along the count:

iiton. As long as they kep
1fertable speed, all would be

1 change places noon, if you
like,” said Yorke, after a i
not so sure about this b:
joh, Christy. i
ihe saddie.

change over now.
aped off, and Yorke tumbled

He

of | tl

t you chaps!” panted Elundle P
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Just as the pair
unt the bike, two
into view far in
rear, and the juniors nceded no
ng that the lights belonged to two

LIBRARY

out of

the carrier.

hicycles,

’”‘oneaody else commg,
Yorke, glancing b’xch “Iw
we were spotted:

“No need to worry about that,” said
Christine bnsl{lv “Let’s buck up and
get going again.”

A moment later they were proceeding
as before, except that Yorke was now
in the saddle.

But retribution was near at hand.

‘They were unable to go at the pace
which was attained by the pursuers.
Jim Blundle and Tom Kitchen were
using their best efforts, and they
rapidly overhauled the two St. Frank’s
juniors.

But they really made a mistake in
expending so much energy on the ride.
For by the time they had overhauled
their quarry, they had not much breath
left in them for fighting purposes.
Christine and Yorke, on the other
hand, were comparatively fresh.

“Ere they are!” cxclaimed Blundle
breathlessly. “Hi, you burglin’ college
kids! Get off that hike!”

“My hat!” muttered Yorke. “We
were spotted after all. What shall we
do, Christy? Pedal on, or jump off?”
stop and i

the jigger i
Besides, we couldn't outride mr’ boun-
ders, anyhow. I believe it’s that Blundle
chap, of the Council schocl—the cne
they call c:irwoz. Pdll up, c‘d son.”

the machir
Christine were jostled Iorcibly.
two Ceuncil school boys, having placed
their machines against the
charged to the attack without
question&

“Steady on, you asses!”
Chll‘;tmc “We've got to e

you-
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“We don't w a‘wt none of your bloom-
i’

explana outed  Biundle
going wipe
you up, you Lo*m(’w st We'll h vou
to pinch a bhike wot dmn'c bek
you.”

“Yes, but look here—"
Biff!

to

Blundle's big fist thudded into Ck
tine’s cheek, and the leader of the Ci
lege House juniors staggered under the
force of the blow. He was somewhat
incensed ny that attack, and came to
the conclusion that lns only course
would be to retaliate. He simply wasn’t
going to be punched by a Council
school boy without punching back—
with interest.

Yorke, at the same time, was having
2 little trouble with Tom Kitchen.

As a result, a very lively scrap was
in progress less than a minute later.
The four boys were going at it hammer
and tongs, and blows rained furiously.

The fighters had the lane to them-
selves, and they swayed to and fro, and
up and down, exchanging blows freely.
Eut the St. Frank’s boys were the more
skilled in the noble art of boxing.

What they lacked in brute strength,
they made up for in science. And the
Council school boys were not so fresh
as their opponents. They soon began
to realise that they had been rather un-
wise in forcing a combat,

Thud! Crash! Biff!

Blundle and Kitchen reeled under
the blows which were showered upon
them. Finally, they both went down
under terrific drives, and Christine and
Yorke stood victorious on the battle
ground.

“Perf®ps you won't be so jolly handy
with your fists next time!” exclaimed

hristine  breathlessly. “ Goodness
knows, we didn't want to scrap with
you, Blundle, But you biffed me.
Here’s ten bob for the loan of the bike
—and you can go to the dickens.”

“Hear, hear!” sald Yorke, panting
heavily.

They strode away, leaving the
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Council school boys exceedingly the
worse for wear, and heartily sorry that
had comm eand the scrap.

g i

k’s fc]lo\\s were quite honour-

blo
“Sil,

we’ll have our own hack, one
day!” e

xclaimed  Blundle  darkly.

g0t_ten bob—and that 2in't so
bad. But I mean to pay them kids
back for closin’ up my eye like this!”;

Inan\’» ile, Christine and Yorke were
1g through Bellton on foot. They
had given up hope of xmch ng the
o0l in time for calling- That
rap in the lane had somcd the ques-
tion, once and for all.

“We might as well be hung for a
sheep as a lamb,” remarked Ch s
as he walked along. “There’s no need
to hurry, Yorkey. Five minutes or so
won't make any difference now.”

The two_juniors procecded on_ their
way to St. Frank’s feeling resigned.

There’s one consolation, anyhow,”,
remarked Yorke. “We shall get a lick-
ing, but we gave those cheeky Council
school chaps g pretty good dusting!” .

“That won't be much consolation
while we're being flogged by the heastly

Head!” growled Christine. *“Look
here, the best thing we can do is to
sneak in qmetly, and perhaps we shan't
be noticed.”

But ill-luck was against them.

Almost as soon as they entered the
College House they were dropped on by
Jesson of the Sixth. They knew, as soon

as they saw the spiteful prefect, that .

they were in for trouble.

“Oh, so yowve come in, have you?”
said Jesson grimly. “What do you
mean by being late for calling-over?”

“Oh, don’t make a fuss!” said Chris-
tine. “We lost our train, that's all.
Lverybody’s liable to lose a train now
and again.”

“IYIl cost you something this trip,”,
sald Jesson u.uplewsw.nt[y “I suppose
you know it's a serious offence to he
lai¢? I've had orders from the Head to
send you to his study as soon as vou

g
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show up.
away!”

Yorke and Christine glanced at one
another, aud walked down the passage
without another word. They w
a matter of fact, too complete!
gus to express their feelings in
speech.

You'd better cut off str;

CHAPTZR
The Common-rocim

“ OME in!”
C Christine and Yorke shivered
slightly as they hear th
harsh invitation. They were outside
the Head’s study, and Christine gin-
gerly cpened the door, and the pair
entered nervously.

“Ah!” exclaimed Mr. Howard Mar-|i

tin, laying his pen down, and gazing
severely at the two juniors. “You are
the two boys, I presume, who were
absent from calling-over?”

“Yes, sir.”

«'I will have you understand that my
orders are to be obeyed!” said the
Head grimly. “You are well aware of
the rules, and you can have no excuse
for being late—"

“But we have got an
put in Christine quickly.

“What did you say, boy?”

“I said that we had an excuse, sir!”

exclaimed Christine boldly. “We went
to Bannington, and lost our train.”
! “Bah! That is no excuse whatever!”
snapped the Head. “You have no right
to lose trains, and if there are many
boys late for. calling-over in future, I
shall place both the village and Ban-
nington out of bounds. In this present
instance, I intend to flog you.”

“But—but—"

“silence!”

“But it's not fair to flog us, just for
being ten minutes late!” shouted Chris-

use, sir!”

tine recmessly “When Dr., Stafford
was here—
“You confounded young brat!”

thundered the Head, jumping to his
feet. “If you dare to utter another

OWN LIBRARY

Tl flog you in pul
and prepare to recet
ent!”

e seemed to swallow

some-~
1 how

“&s L\Lterlv savage and uj 1]
‘When the Head had finished, he
poi! nted to the door.

“Go!” he exclaimed roughly. “You,
istine, will understand that you are
restricted to the schcol grounds for the
period of two weeks! And if there is
v more of your nonsense, I will take
n sterner measures!”

ors lcfb the study,

boil-

rd ra
ut in the pa tS’iF’E’ ‘they gazed at one
another with Lnnse looks.

“The beast!” muttered Yorke.
the awful beast!”

“We're not going to stand it!” ex-
cu.un"J Christine, between his teeth.
“Do you think I'm going to stick being
gated for a fortnight?”

“What elee can you do?”

“QOn,

asked

Yorke

“Youll see, my son—youll see!”

There was a grim nete in Christine’s
voice—a note which seemed to indicate
that he had come to a final decision.

He led the way straight to Study Q,
and marched in. Talmadge was there,
busy at prep. He had a bit of a cold,
and thought it wiser not to go with his
chums m Bannington.

“Hallo!” he said, up.
“You're latc

“Come down to the Common-reom!”
mteg]upted Christine blumly,

looking

“Don’t ask queshons'”
“It’s important!”
passed out of the study again, and
Talmadge jumped up and followed him
out into the passage. Christine visited
several other studies in a like manner,
and by the time the Common-room was
reached he had a big gathering.

said Bob.
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Colleg

In fact, almost every -3
Removite was present. They knew th
something big was in the wind, but they
hardly knew what. Christine was their
accepted leader, but he was seldem in
# mood of this sort. Bob Christine
asually took things very easily.

“What's the trouble?” asked Clapson
curiously.

“Listen to me, you chaps,” gdya Bob,
in a tense voice. “Shut that door,
Nation. and put your back to it! And
speak as quietly as you can—everybody.
We don’t want any interruptions.”

“Blessed if I can see what the game
is!” remarked Oldfie;

Christine cleared }us throat.

“1t's ’ he said deli
“The time's come for us to th:
our lot with Nipper and his crowd on
the other side of the Triangle!  The
nmn hws come for us to—revolt!”
Scott!”

“It cm't be done, you ass!”
“Of course not!”

“You're off your rocker, Christine!”
¢ can be done—and jt shall he
done!” exclaimed _Christine tensely.
“TIL tell you why T've suddenly come
to this decision, and if you've got an

ounce of spi kct\\ een the lot of you
youwll back me up!

He paused impressively,
juniors regarded bim rather
ingly.

“It's no good talking \\n!d}y, old
son!” said Clapson. “We can’t revolt
—we're not in the same po<mun as the
Ancient House chaps. We can’t bar the
Head out of this House, and it wouldn’t
be playing the game to plant oursel
on m;mel & Co.”

33

and the
wonder-

two o
“Tm wi
£ you chaps are ready to follow me.
YOL all know what a beast and a bully
the Head >
“ Hear, hear!”
“He's a rotter of the worst type!”
“Give him a groan!” said Nation.
o tht up, you ass!” snapped Ch
t: “We don’t want any row here

three times,
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now. If any prefects get to
what's on, they’ll sail in and b
the mLeLmv And T've got a

know
X up
ot to

“On the ball, Christy!”

“If you wouldn't yell so much, things
would be better,” said Christine grimly.
“You've got to realise that this is a
serious matter, and the time has come
for us to make a final dec:
and T were late for calling

“We all know that!”

“We were ten minutes late,” went
on Christine—*ten minutes only, and

vaiting
I us study. wasn't
sufficient for Jesson to give us fifty
lines. He'd received orders from Martin
that we were to go to his study.”

“Did he whop you?"”

“He flogged us as though we were
guilty of theft!” exclaimed Christine,
his voice quivering with rage. “And
just because I said a word of protest,
he’s gated me for a fortnight. And this,
mind you, because Yorke and T vere ten
minutes late for calling-over!”

“Phow
“The a\vml brute!”

“He ought to be kicked out of the
school!”

“Are we going to stand it?” de-
manded Christine. “Thatl’s what I'm
asking you—are we going to stand it
thhout 1etahatmg

“No!” exclaimed Yorke hotly.

o We'd lme to do all solLs of
said Clapson. “But, dash it
c:-.n‘t co‘h\ the Head and ﬂug him, can

“But

g Pelhapo not,” said Chustmc
we can all ignore him!”

“ Go out on strike, you mean?”

“You can call it what you like,”
Bob—"strike, revolt, or anyt
doesn’t make any difference, so long as
we defy the bullying rotter! My idea is
for us to make the plunge to-night.”

““To-night?”

“Yes,” said Christine tensely.

“What plunge?”
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There’s only one “I don’t suppose the edito
and tha* is to ¢ at all,” said Christine.
I\n‘k said wi

Y CU—you
plunge that

when it nrut started. B‘J b
late to mend, and we can stil be on our side, aﬁ'( the Head
Head.” vhat he deserves. He'll he houn

“It’s a geod idea,” said one of the|out of the place for good!”
juniors, “but I'm not sure whether the | «That sounds too £ood to

wuld. like it. They'd prebably “Phe
st if we preseniod ousselves | | The, 1’1‘15&1"15 homper

at Meu sLAongl‘old ¢ his head. “We all

“That's my idea, too” remarked hﬂyc a beast, and we're all fed ur
Cobb. o ,, | him, but T'm not sure about thc wisdom

S Bhsxdea, u wou‘:}' 't be fair to ’em,” | ¢ joming in with Nipper,
3 Im game for ang-|hs food problem, then
thxryy yuu h.se, uusty, al‘d you've Gnl,v pose they've got an unli
got o Bayj the W hay grub, and if we all pile on to the;
doubts about the w shall probably make them go on
a drastic step.” rationg——->:

Look here!” exclaimed Christine | «rpat only shows
grimly.  “Don't you i
shall be deing the Fossils a g R e
ining the reve ‘Why, the Hea ok 6

4 o428 cmt to-night, well creep out of bed,
be at his wits® end! Hell have 2 | gregs, and then sneak downstairs, It

orce to fight against, | won't take us ten minutes to loct the
n to realise that there’s]c cup.mard in the larders—they’re
prastically no ‘hu pe of br 3 ted after ten o'clock
Remove to its Lnee: T r2y With us all the
has gone on long encugh—too long a “LCK S0 we
fact—and it ought to be ended!” ‘the Ancient st_
“Well, my hat!” imed Munroe. r tﬂwt we should

hat an
istine. “L

o)

“That’s a bit extraor ! You say

% ought to be ended, and yet you're

talking about joining it!  if we join |

the revolt, we shall meke it worse!™ o good idea, you know!”

“Topping!”
“Good for yeu, Chrlst* 12
”Ihcres not ik to e any h'tuh

“Exactly!” agreed Bob,
“It’s got to be worse bhefor

By falling “Into lins

hall heip materially i

n to an end. Ju

local papers!”

“E] What abeut the p:

t you seen the:

““The Bannington Ga/ﬁt.

for example, contains 2 long report

ion business in it st

%u su ch a str

sreca utm)‘s with the

3 \xent en  Christine.

<Ar\d I wmt to know, here and now,

how many of you are willing to follow

my lead? Yl take the vote straight

away.

Good egg!” said Yorke.

s up all of you \sho \‘hl Join

in ‘hxs =nmt"‘ said “How

“The paper ought to be squashed!” | then, up with your f‘xpuers

said Yorke indignantly.  “The editor | Hvery hand in the Common-room
t to be boile went up.
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“Coed!” exclaimed Christine heartily.
“That’s what I oping for. My
sons, §o\ne true blue. We'll beat the

Head y

= I{ulrvll" 1

“Dry up, you asses——"

“Look out!™ gasped Billy Nation,
from the door. “I can hear two or
thme chaps coming—prefects, I ex-

pect!

Pretend to be reading, or some-
2, said Christine rapidly.

A nraH table stood by, with some
chessmen set out upon a board. Chris-
tine and Yorke sat down at the table,
and pretended to be playing—with a
crowd of other juniors looking on.

Several others collected round the fire-
place, and the remainder hastily pulled
papers out of their pockets and pre-
tended to 1ead. The transforiation was
really remarkable for its swiftness.
nd when Jesson and two other pre-
strode in a couple of seconds
they beheld a very peaceful scene
in the Common-room. Jesson swished
his cane, and looked round suspiciously.

“Huh!” he exclaimed. “What was
the noise I heard just now?”

“Noise?” repeated Talmadge blandly.

"ch, I heard shouting and cheering

“Oh that?” said Talmadge. “I sup-
pose a few chaps can make a bit of
noise in the Common-room, Jesson?
There’s no harm in cheering a fellow
when he makes a good move, is there?”

“LA goocd move?” repeated the pre-
fec

“Chess!” explained Talmadge, wav-
ing his hand.

“Youd better be quiet, kids—that's
all,” said Jesson. “If I hear any more
nofse from this room, Il come and
clear the whole crowd of you out.
Remember that!®

And Jesson departed, with the other
Sixth Formers—totally unsuspicious of
the fact that a most important decision
had been arrived at by the College
House members of the Remove.

The rebellion was destined to spread.

THE REMOVE!

And the hour for the great moment was
drawing rapidly nearer!

The tyrant of St. Frank’s was desf
to receive a shock hefore long!

tined

CHAPTER 13,
rporters In Plenty!

the night, O lusty
9

's well!” grinned Regi-
nald Pitt,
We didn't usually address one an-
other in that manner, bui I was feel-
ing somewhat light-hearted that even-
ing, and I had addressed Pitt half
humorously ~ as I approached the
barricade of which he had charge.

“All's well?” I repeated. “Good, my
sons. If I was a betting chap, I'd lay
ten to one that we shall have Mr.
Bully Martin on his knees before an-
other forty-cight hours have passed.”

Pltt looked tHoughtful.

“That's rather an optlmis‘lc view,
but you may be right,” he said. “A! Any-
how, it doesn’t seem that the Head is
getting up to any mischief to-night. We
still hold the fort, and we're ready to
stand a siege of angther ten days, if
necessary. We shall win in the end %

Practically every o‘her rebel was
the same opinion. Most of them had
lost count of the days; they hardly knew
how long they had been in revolt. Ag
a matter of fact, the barring-out had
been going on for well over a week, and
still we held our own.

The whole affair was becoming notori-
ous. Reports of it were in the papers;
the countryside in general was discuss~
ing the extraordinary situation. Ever
one of the big London dailies had pub-
lished a small photograph on ~the
subject.

And naturally, the School Governors
had Xeamed, to their horr of the
anpullmg state of 'Hﬂ‘nns which existed
at St. Frank’s, i st of my
knm\led ge, General Ox(l Clayton him-
to come down to St. Frank's

self w:

on the morrow.
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In a moment Christine & Co. swung the Head in the air and then sont him hoead-
Tong into the muddy puddle. Splash! Mr.Martin landed on his face, and sprawled
. *Varoogh!” “Ha, ha, hat”
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General Ord-Clayto: was *ho chm»

5 ea scemed to be that we
should be ground down—that school-
oys oughi to be kept under an iron
And appointed  Mr.
to the pusmow of nch~
use Mr. Martin was s har

maste;
full
Well, the general's experiment had
failed, for the net result of
Martin’s appointment was the present
rebellion.
He would probably get a big shock
en he arrived cn the morrow. Hi

We would only surrender up:
n thac the school was
—and not lik2 a

68 nearly mi dn'“ht
Frank’s was aslcep At 1
Hete Bren asleep. Half Lbe I
very wide awake, howeves.
foclish enough to leave the
with only a handful of
charge,

Whether there was any p ¥
attack or not, I was very strict on the
question of keeping an alert watch. It
had already been proved that it was
necessary.

“There’s not much fear of any
le to-night, Montie,” I remarked,
I strolled down the lower passage
h_ him.
1 is at his wits’ end. Ord-Clayton
2 to-morrow, and Martin won’t
tnow what the dickens to say to him.”

“There’ll probably be a frightful bust-
up, dear old boy,” observed Tregellis-
WLsL sagely. *“You know what a

in’ bad-tempered old buffer the
genual is. When he finds out the
state of affairs, he’ll go off like a volcano

1 was nob

—he will, really. An’ then things’ll hap-
en.P
“To us?” I asked.
“P ; but it’s far more prokgble,

“It’s my belief that the |V¢

THE REMOVE!

3 I
md of feelin that the

"1 near.

't you hear

T den’t

Yes, by
certainly heard

a king of tﬂrrmv sound just now. -
“That's what I meant,” v

Montie. “It's ab one of the Wn'(‘c s o
“An I breathed.

¥ Jin; investigate at
once.”

We made cur way quietly down the
passage to the ent ndow, from
whence the strange tapping scund pro-
ceeded.

One or two of the other fellews on
watch had heard the sound, too, and
they were coming aleng from their
usual station.

“You heard it, too, then?” whispered

Conroy minor. “Do you think it means

“Tneres no, telll:g,“ 1 replied. “But
ve’ll soon see.”
t part Ox the passage was in dark-
, and I groped my way to the win-
w\v zmd peered through a slit between
two of the beards. At first I could sce
nothing, but then I made out se\'elal
dim o on the other side of th
mndow

My first thought was that they were
men—altempting to force the window
quietly. hen I saw that the figures
e small, and they wore close-fitting

They were, in fact, boys.
“Queer,” I muttered. “Hold on a
minute!”

We had fastened the bar:
such a way that it was possible to open
the lower sash slightly desirable.
With some mﬂ‘xcult] I pushed it up,
and then bent down so that my mouth
was on a level with the opening.

“Hallo, out there,” I whispered.
“Who is it?"
“That you, Nipper?” breathed a

familiar voice.



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY 51

“or
in surprise
“Chr ;wnn”‘ echoed Clifton.

ne, by Jove!” I exclaimed,

ea of this? You might be spotted,
you know.”
“Are you all deaf in_there,

you fat-

headed asses?” came Christine
“Do you know that we've been out here
for about two hours—tapping at
windows to attract your attention?”
“I suppose you mean two nmmtes—
that’s nearer the mark,” I said. “Sorry
we've kept you waiting, my lord.
What’s the trouble?”
“We want to come in, you duffer!”

“To—to come in?”

“Of course,” said Christine.

“How many of you, for gocdness’
sake?” I asked.

“The whole crowd—every Remove

our side,” whispered Chris-
e've decided to throw in our
h you, Nipper. There’s no reason
2ove shouldn't be solid.”
ood n,” I exclaimed heartily.
“VVC'H have these boards off in two
minutes, and then you can glip in as
quieily as h ce. What a shock for the
to-m vl

I turned 10 the other juniors.

“Bustle about!” said  briskly.

“We're going to have visitors. Help |—
to take thege boards down.”
Look here,” said Conroy doubtfully.
“I don’t want to say anytlun"’ il

“Gosu"’ I interrupted. “Then dry

fellow fr
ko

ot
W] hy the Re!

I mean, I don’t want to
nt on Conroy. “But do you
itll be as_well {o admit those
Monks?  Don’t forget our foed
supply is running short, and wita a lot
more mouths to feed—-"

’s enough!” I interrupted. “We
consider details of that sort now.
These fellows have come here to join
us, and we've got to admit them. If
there's any food trouble within a day
or two, we can deal with it then. Our

- | tion ﬁom Outsxde

position will be tremendously strength-
ened with the Monks joi ing us.”
“Yes, I suppose it will” admitted
Conroy. “Oh, well, you're in command,
Nipper, and we'll leave it to you.”
“Thanks, awfully!” I said.
Conroy grinned, and helped with a
will to remove the barricading boards.
e last two were just being “removed
when there were sounds of consterna-
Somebody whis-
’ and there was an imme-

pered “cave,”

¢ | diate stir.

“Look out!” I heard Clapson mutler.
“The Head’s coming.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“We'd better bunk.

“Rats!” I exclaimed sharply. “The
Head can't do anything to you. Ignore
him! If he orders you ba: 0 your
House, take no notice of him. Come

on, my sons—you can pile in as scon as
you like!”
And then the Head's voice boomed

F)
2

“What—what is the meaning of
this?” he shouted furiously. *“Good
gmcrous boys! \«hlat are you doing

“It’s all right, sir. We're only join-

ing the rebels!” shouted Christine
boldly.

“What—what?” roared the Head.
“Upon my soul! Every boy here will
immediately return to his  dormitory

“Yah! Go home!”

“Rats!”

“We're not taking orders from you!”
“We're fed up with your bullying!i”
One shout led to another, and, once
the juniors had fairly started upon the
rebellion, a perfect chorus of defiant
yells sounded in the still air. The
Head rushed up, boiling with rage.
“You young hounds!” he screamed
“I will show you whether I am to be
defied or not! How—how dare you,
you wretched boy! Leave my arm
alone. Geod gracicus! What—what

The Head ended up in a gasp, for, to
his horror, he found that the juniors no
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nger feared him. He had rushed up,
intending to strike terror in the hearts
of the rebels, but, xmtr‘ad of doing this,
Christine & Co. had turned upon him,
and he found b grasped by many
hands.

“Chuck him in the
somehody.

“Roll him

mud!” reared

in Lhe puddies!”

“BOy“—‘JOyS”' panted the Head
tically. “Are you mac? Rem be
that you a'e dealing with your heas
mas‘:er

W

ran-
T

re not
shouted Nation.
for this chance for weeks! We're fed
up with you and we’re fed up with your

Likely to forget it!1”

bullying! This is where we get a hit
of cur own back!”

“Hurrah!”

‘‘Help—help!” ser °‘.1med the Head.
“QOh! Ow-yow! Yaroooh!”

The Head, having been raised high in
the air, was swung out sideways,
then allowed fo drop at the end of the
swing. He sprawled on his face in the
somewhat_thick mud of the Triangle—
for there had been a good deal of rain
earlier in the day.

Splash!

Mr. Martin descended into a puddie
with a considerable amount of no!

“Oucl h'” he gasped. “Yaroooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Now mvc him a roll!”

b dl”

The Head was not allowed to scramble
He was rolled over and ove: the

became too dirty that the juniors

it u Then, yelling with laughter, they
tumbled into the open window. = Mr.
Martin, looking more like a scarecrow
than a headmaster, fled from the scene

The juniors had shown , at all
events, that any respect they may have
originally felt for him Lad entirely dis-

appeared.
Here ' 1 to
this,” said Chzi ver a

huge sack.

REBELS COF THE

“We've been waiting |

REMOVE!

“’Vn:\ 's this?” T inguired curiogs
srub,” said Christine.

“You bet,” replied the College House
leader. “There’s tons more of it out-
side, all p"cd against the w: We
e College House store-room,
We thought we 'd better pro-

ude our own Anddm

tine’s shoulder.

17 I exclaimed heartily.
“Now then, Co\‘u‘oy ‘what have you got
to say now?”

“Nothing,” exclaimed Conroy minor,
“except that these Monks are bricks.
Good luck to ’em! Long live the re-
bellion!”

“Hear, hear

The commotion had caused most of
the other juniors to come hurrying
down. Many had risen from bed in
order to find out what the trouble was.
And there was general satisfaction
when the truth was known.

Christine & Co. had jeined the revolt,
and the Remove was now solid.

CHAPTER 1.
The General Takes Gommand!
OOT-HOOT!
}"E A big, grey motor-car rolled
silently through the big gateway
of St. Frank’s, and glided over to the
headmaster’s private doorway. It
pulled up, and one of the doors opened.
A rather smallish man alighted—an
elderly gentleman with a fierce type oi
countenance, red, and with a bristl
moustache adorning the upper-li
cpite of his small stature, he carried
himself with pompous dignity.
gentleman was General Ord-

nan of the governors had
\estmate*md to put a

arrived
prompt end to the rcbellion. This, at
s what he fon dly b

to

gen exr? were de; snmd



THE SCHOCLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

If the general expected to find St

Frank’s looking a wreck, he was disap-
pointed. Out\\urdlv, there was no
change. Everything looked normal and

peaceful; an air of quietness and order
reigned everywhere.

“Huh!” grunted the general. “It
seems to me that Martin has exag-

gerated things—or the rebels have been
quelled. I sincerely trust that such is
the case.

The general mounted the steps to the
Head's doorway, and gave the bell a
violent pull.

But he need not have troubled, for
Mr. Howard Martin himself opened the
door at that moment.

“Ah, I'm very pleased to see 1,
sir,” he said, taking the general’s hand.
“Now that you have come, the posiiion
may be improved, possibly.”

“Possibly — possibly!” snapped the
“Don’t be absurd, Martin. I

outrageous situation—since you appea
to be quite incapable of dealing with
the matter vauxsclf’

“Really, sir, I—"

“Tush!” interrupted the general
“No doubt you have plenty of glib
excuses, Martin. I am amazed that
you should allow the boys to defy you
in such a manner as you have de-
scribed to me.
affairs has never exi
Public school.”

The Head bit

“I would st

ted before in any

ig lip.
est, sir, that we diseuss
these matters in the privacy of my
study,” he s dignity.  “You
are apparently unaware of the fact thﬂt
many boys are ening to your words.”

General Ord-Clayton swung round,
and found a group of Third Formers
cmoym" thf‘ scene.

ved the general
‘Hmv dare you hang about

fiercely.
here! Go away, at once
The fags tetired, Mmm

when Lhey arrived at a safe dlstancc
they plucked up courage enough to give
a howl of derision.

“Bless my soull” exclaimed -the

Such a condition of | matf
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general, “Is it possible that those
boys dared to jeer at me, Martin? It
seems to me that you have been
amazingly lax in your discipline-——"
“On the contraly, sir, I have been
extremely strict,” snapped the Head.
“But the boys of this school are the
most unruly youngsters I have ever had

ludmoui,
Martin,” snorted the gen 1. “Huh!
Under your control, indeed! It seems
to me that they are out of your con-
trol, sir—completely out of it, by gad!™

The Head, not wishing to allow the
argument to continue on the doorstep
any longer, led the way to his study.

1, | The pair entered, and it was quite clear

that General Ord-Clayton was in a bad
humour.

“Now, Martin, I want you to tell me
the exact state of affairs,” he said
imly. “All the facts, yemember. T
have come here to put an end to this
infernal business.”

He stood before the fire, and stuck
a big cigar between his teeth.

“Now, sir!” he snapped, as though
he were addressing a sn"au boy.

“The position is somewhat intricate,”
said the Head, swallowing his growing
wratn with difficulty. ©If you will
ten calmly, I shall be abln to describe
matters much more easl

“A preliminary to exruses,

I sup-

pose?” sneered the general
“I am making no ex uses,” replied
Mr. Martin celdly. facts are

qu“e clear—if you will only permit me
to speak. The trouble actually started
after I had punished three boys for
most unruly behaviour. I merely locked
them in an attic for the mght deem-
ng that such treatment would quell
their rebellious spirit.”
ell? What then?”

“In the morning I was amazed to find

that the rest of the boys in the Remove

And | —the Ancient House section, that is—

had openly revolted,” said the Head.
“For tne moment I was quite non-
\)x\\'&ed 2.

“You had no right to be,” said the
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general
an end to the disgraceful afiair?”

“I did everything,” replied
Martin,
themselves into the west wing, and they
openly d me-——quite openly, sir.
‘What could I do?”

“What could you do?” stormed the
general. “For ou thing, you could
have ordered the T bo)s to dislodge
the young w rctch ”

“That plan did not escape my notice,
sir,” interrupted the Head. “I called

Mr.

the school tcgether, explained the facts, o ot

and gave my orders to the Sixth Form.
The seniors walked out of the Hall,
and refused to obey my commands.”

“The g,cung mcmkc_‘,s' » snapped the
general. “Wc

“After that I trxed various expcme ts
to dislodge the boys—all in vain,” said
Lh Head. “I have done everything in

power, general. And this morning

I find that the College House' section
has joined hands with the Ancient
House boys. The Remove is now com-
pletely in revolt—and they hoid the
west wing securely.”

The general puffed at his cigar
fiercely for a moment or two.

“Disgraceful — unprecedented * he
growled, Upon my soul, Martin, I
hardly know what to say. The sitia-
tion is certainly diffieult. When a big
party of boys defy auLl‘omy in this way
they are hard to deal with.”
t deny that statement,” said

“However, the young scamps will not
dare to ignore me,” went on General
Ord-Clayton pompously. “They will
remember that I am the CI 'man of
the Governors—and they will listen to
me.”

“I hope so, sir,” said Mr. Mar

He had his own private views, but
he did not think it advisable to men-
tion them.

“To begin with, I will visit these
ooy and give them my orders,” went
e general. “It will be better, T
.hmk for you to remain here, Martin,

“The boys had barricaded |

REBELS OF THE REMOVED
“Did you do nothing to put
W

general stalked out

2 of the study,
few minutes g

later Lie had
) or, and ap-
main barricade in the

the

there, waiting—for I had
that the general would make
arance sconer or later. There
was a "cod few other junicrs on the
re was a hush of antici-

n.
ow, don’t forget—let me do the
g,” I whispered. “And don't do
any yelling or ca_t calling. This rmeu
lion is being conducted with dignity.
I want the general to see that we ‘qave
a good case.”

‘“He's too obstinate to sec anything,”
muttered Pitt.

The general came to a ha
other side of the barricade.
he e‘(c}almec,

1t on the

you

“I'm here, sir,” I said. “I can hear
everything you say. -If you address
me, you add.ress the whole Remove, I'm

the lea
“Huh! It is just as well that you
have admitted that, you rebellicus

yor

rascal!” exclaimed the general
ur ‘You are Nipper, I presume?”
“That’s right, sir.”

“Very well, Nipper, you fully realise,
I suppose, that you will receive the
bigger .Jumshme)\t?” said the general.
“You cannot hope to remain in this
school after what has happened—after
the sheeking spirit of revolt you have
fo«e*ed '\mong your, Form-fellows. You

led—-

hardly a nice way to begin
‘chctiauom sir,” I broke in. “The Re-
raove is quite determined that nobedy is
to be expelled—and if you have come
here merely in order to threaten us,
there's no necessity for this intes W
to continue.”

The general snorted with r:
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racious!” he
oul! How—how

tinent! It scems to me
have defied authorit
at you have no
Do you realise,
rel, that you are ad
Chairman of the School Governors?”
“I yealise that all right, sir,” I
replied. “But thal’s no reason why I
should be afraid to speak the truth.”

Nipper-
” snapped
“You will please unde:
I require you to put an
disgraceful rebellion at once.

stand that
to this
You are to take down these barricade:
and you must return to your norii:
duties within the hour.
stand?”

“Your words are quite plai
replied.

Do you under-

sir,” T
“If I agree, what terms are
to—"

ms — terms!” shouted OCrd-
Cl"yton S Upon my soul! Do you dare
to speak to me of terms? You will obey
ers unquestionably, and you, as
ader, will be flogged and

“Hold on, sir,” I interrupted.

“Eh? What—what did you say?"”

“I asked you to hold on, sir,” I re-
plied. “You seem to have goL a wrong
idea into your head. It's not my inten-
tion to be impudent, but I should just
like to poxm out to you that we have

1o inte: n of surrendering unless our
01 (htlom of swrender are fully
granted.”

“Your—your conditions?”
“That’s what I said, sir.”
grimly. “It won't take me half a
minute to explain. If you want us to
return to our normal duties, you must
agree to these terms. Nobody is to bhe
punished in the slightest degree—since
we rebelled against a tyranny which
could not be endured. Our actions were
justified in every way—and therefore it
would be rotten to punish us.”
“Good gracious!”
“Furthermore, We demand that

I went on

the

b5

school shall be conducted on those lines
which were adopted by Dr. Stafford,” I
proceeded.  “Under Dr. Stafford’s
guidance, everything went smoothly ab
St. Frank’s, and although we should
prefer to see Dr. Stafford back, we do
not insist upon that. Bui we do de-
mand that Mr. Martin shall conduct
he school as Dr. Stafford conducted it
we demand that gll our privileges shall
be restored, and that we shall all be
allowed to go unpunished.”

“Hear, hear!” echoed many of the
juniors.

“The—the astounding audacity of the
boys!” grated the general furiously.
“Yeu young rascal, do you expect for
a moment that I will agree to such
proposals—never, sir! Never! You
will be punished as you deserve!”

‘In that case, sir, we'll dispense with
the )v\.mcm, Torthwith,” I said calmly.
7 ann you come to me in a different
frame of mind, I will listen to you. But
at present we are only wasting time.
Good-morning !

I walked away, and the other juniors
followed me. Ger 1 Ord-Clayion was
left stranded, as it were, and my final
words had somehow stung in & manner
which left the general gasping for
breath. He certainly could find no
s to express himself—not at the
moment, anyhow.

‘When he did recover his breath, there
“as nobody to listen to him.

Bless my soul!” he exclaimed, red
ath. “Thisisappalling! Martin
r.ghf/—-thcso boys are utterly
abandoned. They Go net know the
difference between right and wrong.
Some drastic measures must be taken!™
v and when he arrived

tudy, he found that
‘Wrott Was with the Head—al-

Mr.
though, of course, the general had no

idea  that Mr.
Nelson Lee.
“Well, sir?” asked Mr. Martin, in a
slightly sarcastic tone. ‘““Have you
compelled the boys to surrender?”
The general’s eyes glittered.

Wrott was actually



no taunts fr you,
he snapped.  “ You kno\. wel
cnough that I have done nothing oi the
sort. The young wretches are absolu
hardened.  They care nmhmg for
authority—and I must be allowed to
remark that the whole situation leads

me to believe that you have been
lamentably weak in your administra-

tion.”

“It is hardly fair to say that, sir,”
exclaimed the Head sharply. “T've
done my best, and Mr, Wrott is fully
aware of that fact.”

“I cannot help agreeing that Mr.
Martin's_words are quite true,” said
Nelson Lee, in his d)sgm«cd voice.
“Every expedient has been tried. But
those boys are wide awake, and I am
afraid it will be impossible to disiodge
them from their stronghold. Force, in
my opinion, will never solve the
difficulty.”

The general stamped his feot.

“Your opinion, sir, has not been
asked for—and will not be asked for!”
he exclaimed. “I should like you to
realise that I require you to speak only
when you are spoken to. Tus iﬁ‘jc!

Force is the only argument which the
boys will understand. And force, let
me tell you, will soon be applied!”

“In what way, sir?” asked Mr.
Martin.

“We need, mainly, a large force to
assist us in breaking down the barriers
which at present protect the rebels,”
said the general.

“Really, sir, I cannot sceA

“Do not interrupt me,” snapped the
general sourly. “A large force, I re-
peat. If necessary, I will scour the
whole neighbourhood for a sufficient

number of men to storm those
barricades—-"
The general paused, listeni:
“By gad!” he exclaimed. vhat is

that infernal din?”

He strode to the window, and glanced
out into the Triangle. The
a drum could be heaAd accom
the rather discordant notes of many
bugles.

REBELS OF THE REMOVE!

“It sounds like a caaet corps,”
gested Nelson Lee dryl,
“A cadet corps!” echoed the general.
By gad, sir, I realise, now, what it
For a moment I s cted that
vretchied boys were up to some

ick But this noise is merely bcing
caused by a party of boy scouts—:
considerable party, I may add. I

passed them cn the road, lhls side of
Dmnmvtor\

“The Bannington troop, probably, on
one of their route marches,” suggested
Nelson Lee mildly.

“Well, we will not allow them to
mtcnupb our dmmslon ” went on
neral O“de ayton. “As I was say-
real Scott! An idea has
Just occmred to me. By gad! Iam
cerlain that I shall be able to defeat
tfiese rebellious schoolboys within an
hour.  Yes, within an hour, sir!”

“But how——-

“You will learn in 2 moment or two,”
the general, pacing up and down,
his eyes still glittering. “The scheme
wxly! solve the problem which confronts
us!™

sug-

CHAPTER 15,

The Storming of the Fort!
2. MARTIN was puzzled.
M “I cannot quite follow your

line of reasoning, general,” he

said. “Why should the sound of that
bugle suggest a solution to you?”

“Why?” exclaimed the general.
“You are very dull this morning, sir!”
These boy scouts—they will help—"

“You mean that they will storm the
west wing?” asked Lee guickly.

“Exactly, sir—exactly,” snapped the
other.
“But their numbers will not be suffi-
cient, I am afraid,” said the Head.

““Then you need be afraid no longer,”
retorted Ord-Clayton. “‘There are over
a hundred of these scouts. They are
boys of action—and with their trained
skill, they will be able to affect an entry
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into the west wing with comparatively
feulty. It is a splendid sug-

gestion.”

“But will the boys agree?—th:
question.”
shall compel them to agree,”
ed the general. “You do mnot
to realise, sir, that I have been
in the habit of commanding all my life.
I have but to give orders, and they
are obeyed. They will be obeyed, let
me tell you, in this present instance.”

“I hope so, sir,” said the Head
doubtfully.

He followed the general out into the
Triangle, and then out into the open
lane. They were just in time to see
the leaders of the scouts coming round
the bend, with considerable noise and
bustle.

They were all boys, and the leader
appeared to be a youth with ginger hair
and rough features. He was, in facf
1o less a person than Jim Blundle, of
Bannington.

The Council school leader was also
the leading spirit in the Bannington
scout movement.

And at present, in full glory, he was
leading his followers on their tramp
across counuy ‘Tom Kitchen and Bill
Ringham were also present—the trio
were generally together. They regarded
General Ord - Clayton somewhat
curiously as they drew opposite.

“One moment, boys—I should like
a word with wou‘“ exclaimed the
general abruptly.

Blundle called a halt.

The whole line of scouts came to a
standstill, the bugles were silenced, and
the drums ceased to rattle.

“Want to speak to me, sir?” said Jim
Blundle

Yes, boy, I do,” said the general.
Further I require your assistance in
4 little matter. I have always under-
stood that scouts are suppesed to be
useful members of Society—that they
are alwa/s ready to maintain law and
order?

“That's so, sir,” said Blundle.

al is the

&

e
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we can do anyth in that line for
you, you won't find us raising any
objections. What's the game, sir?”
‘Now, my boy, I wish to talk to you
privately for a moment or two,” said
Ord-Clayton. “This gentleman by my
side is Mr. Howard Martin, the head-
master of St. Frank’s School.”

“Pleased to meet you, -sir,”
Blundie genially,

“You may be aware of th\, far‘* Lhat
there are a numl in t
school at present defying dlS ne al l
order,” continued the general “The
Remove Form, to be exact, has revolted
against authority, and is at present dis-
regarding all orders and com*ﬁands/’

‘“Cheeky young beggars, sir,” said
Blundle warmly.  “We dxd ‘ear some-
mmg about it—quite a good bit, in

aci. It’s time them young rascals was
pm in their proper place.”

“I am glad you take that view, my
boy—a most sensible view,” said the
general approvingly. ‘“Here is a ten
shilling note to put into your pocket.”

“Thank you kindly, sir,” said Blundle.
“And now what have I got to do for

“Tha position is this,” said the
general, “These Remove boys have
barricaded themselves into the west

said

wing of the Ancient House so securely
for the moment, we are powerless

mq«

my face—to say nothing of delying
their headmaster. I am anxious to
effect a settlement at the earliest
possible moment—and the only way to
do so is to take the west wing by force

I see,

sir,” said Blundle, nodding.
“That’s \\he*c we come in—eh?”
“Exactly,” replied the general.
“That is where you come in, my boy.
These juniors have flouted every rule
of the school—for no reason, mark you.
They have simply taken it into their
heads to be rebellious. Something must
be done—and swiftly. If you will agree
to assist in this matter, I can promise
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sou thaf will  be
rewarded.”

Jim Blindle shook his head.,
“I don't know as that would be right,

““We scouts don't expect
money for doin’ somebody a good turn,
I don't feel exactly comfortable about
that ten beb you gave me—"

““Pooh—pooh !” interrupted  the
general. “That is nothing, boy. What
I want you to do is to form your men
into several parties, and to attack the
west wing at several different points
simultaneously. Do you think you will
be able to engage in this little affair
for me?”

Blundle considered.

“I shall have to ask the chaps, sir,”
he said. “I can’t very well give you
an answer right off.”

“Remember that what I am asking
vou to do is in the interests of justice
and authority,” said the general.
“Something must be done, and
thought perhaps that you would be
honoured to lend me your valuable
(\ssxstfmcc You are a fine-looking set of
PO} nd I am sure that you will use
rts in the cause of discipline.”

Compliment was not lost upon Jim
madle and he nodded

“Just a minute, e soid.
have a chat with the fellers!”
He walked away, and was soon talk-
2 to an eager cxowd of scouts. They

ned to him attentively.

“You see, mates, it's this way,” ex-
plained Blundle, “These ‘ere gents
want us to give them a ’and with them
cheeky Remove kids. They're still in
revolt, and they’ve pinched a whole bit
of Lh(’ Ancient House all to them-
selves.”

“Yes, but where do we come in?”
asked Tom Kitchen,

“Why, youll help, of course,” replied
his leader. “You know as well as I
do that discipline is everything. If a

wd of cheeky kids sets their back
agin authority, there’s trouble ¢
we've heard all about these Remove

ars. They're a set of young rotters
—that’s what they are.”

you liberally

your
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“You're right there, Jim.”

“Rather!”

“An’ what 'ave we got to do?”
“Raid the Ancient House,”
Blundle grimly. “Don’t you think it's
the best thing for us to do? You
remember what happened the other
night? See my eye? That was give
to me by one o’ them bloomin’ kids—
blow him! 'Ere’s a chance right in our

‘ands to get a hit of our own back.”

“Not arf it ain’t!”

“We've always been up against these
kids—but, somehow, we've never had a
real go at ‘em,” went on Blundle.
“There’s been times when we've been
beaten to the wide—just because they've
been in stronger numbers. But U
time the position ain’t the same. Were
in a position to knock spots off the kids
7n§ we shall be able to get our own

b

“We'll ‘elp, Jim.”

“O’ course we will!”

“Only too glad to!”

“It11 be a fine hit o’ sport!”

The scouts were unanimous in their
approval. THere had always been a
kind of rivalry between the Bannington

Council school and St. Frank's. And
here, as Blundle had said, was an
oppmtumty to indulge in a scrap. And

to do so, moreover, right under the
eyes of authority.

It was a chance not to be missed.

On many occasions the Council scheol
boys had longed for the chance of
routing their rivals. But they had never
been granted a real chance. They had
been afraid to approach tco near to
St. Frank’s, in case the Head com-
plained to their own schoolmaster.

But this affair was different.

Mr. Martin himself—to say nothing
of General Ord-Clayton—was anxlous
to see them engage in combat with
their deadly rivals. The scouts needed
no pressing. They were only too eager
to fall in with the general’s suggestion.

Jim Blundle returned to the two
Wi mm« men.

“It’s all right, sxr
do it—and glad to.

’ said Jim. “Well
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“Ah” saxd the general. “Splend
You reveal the right

and I will see that you
do not suffer icr your ef”ﬁri: Defeal
these rebels, and you will ke very hand-
somely rewarded—yes, I 4 upon
that. = You can use the meney for new
uniforms, and such like.”

“Youre a gent, sir,”

said Bl

enthusiastically. “Well, ™
do first? TI'll take orders from you.”
“Of course—of course,” said Ord-

<Tlayton genially. “Now, let me see.
You know the geography of the school
better than I do, Mr. Martin. What
would you suggest in the way of an
attack?”

The Head, greatly pleased with the
situation, looked thoughtful.

“Well, it would be advisable, I think,
to storm the west wing from several
different points simultaneously,” he
said. “For example, a number of
scouts can attack the lower window
another batch can deal with the bar
cades indoors—while still more
can mount ladders to the windows.”

“We ain’t an army, sir,”
Blundle with a grin.

“No, my boy, I know that,” said the
Head. “But you are suﬁ'ﬁcxenhy strong
in numbers to carry out the plan I
suggosted. T have ladders ready; for,
to tell the truth, I was contemplating

sald

an attack of thxs style myself. These
ladder will reach the dormitory
and it is quite likely that all

vho moun m will enter

< xwmmu resrst nce. The 1e)els will be
fully cngazed downstairs, and at the
b”urmsdﬂ
“We don't mind a few knocks, sir,”
said Blundle. “We'll give a few ba ck,
don’t you worry.”
Exactly ten m

was swrme’(.

There had been previous
never on such a scale as th!
xployed thirty or so men
they had been fellow
sm, and net an atom

ion was
were in f

’Ihs present propo:

had never seen or
were neutral in the whole af
they were naturally willing to b
their companions.

And over a hundred defermined boy
scouts was a different affair to thirty
roughs,

We had no idea that anything was
brewing until the attack had ac

never dwam"d that the 'r-.nelnl w auld
attempt a daylight raid.

as they had ceased, we
the scouts—as we rightly
to be—had passed cn.

Thus, only at the last moment, did we
discover the truth.

And then we knew all about it!

I was just finishing a rather
breakiast when Reginald Pi
rushing into the kitchen. TE Was a
flush in his cheeks, and his eyes were
gleaming with excitement.

Sudged them

late

H

allo!” I exclaimed. “What's
wrong?”’

“Were—were  being  attacked!”

gasped Pitt. “We shall be down if we

ain’t careful. There’s over a hundred
of ‘cm, Nipper!”
“Eh? Hundred of what?”
“Seouts!” panted Pitt. “Bannington
Council school chaps!”
“What!” I ejaculated, jumping up.
“The Head must have paid the
to do the job,” said Pitb
“You remember we heard
? It’s Jim Blundle and his
They're rushing at the bu
1 Creat Scott! Hear that?”
A hammering sound, followed by a
c‘mshmg of g ass
“Sound the
wselves, you
were shouted by the dozen;

” T yelled. “F

s“'
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fellows ru:
And
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shed to their action stations.

t was soon seen that we were
1g with a dangerous problem. My
B M was in the upper corridor, in

charge of the main barricade.

Just as I reached it there came the
noise of running feet, and then the
scouts came to the dtf'mck They used
their stafls to break down the obstacles
which had protected us for so long.
re was no time to obtain ammu-
nition shooters, or squirters. We
simply had to reply upon our strength.
And we were oumumbered at every
peint of ons‘aught

*Go it, chaps!” I heard Blundle roar.
“Vell soon have the beggars out!”
The barricade was being pulled down
pidly, and nothing we could do
seemed to stay the advance of the
attackers. Bit by bit they succeeded
in weakening our defence.

“This won't do,” I gasped. “Rush
downstairs, Tommy, and see how they're
going there! If De Valerie can spare
any men—bring ’em along. Hurry!”
panted Tommy Watson.
ith the sound of
sf It came from
every quarter. Downstairs he found
that 1he position was far worse than

The:

dow was being attacked in
tremendous force. And the boy scouts
were not pretending to gain an entry;
they were actually doing so! The
windows were being forced, in spite of
the defenders’ efforts,
De Va spotted Watson at once.
“Thank goodness you've come,” he
lzimed huskily. “Rush upstairs for
help, Watson! ~ We must have some

“You ass!” roared Watson. “I've
come down here for help!”

my hat!” said De Valerie.
hall be whacked—whacked by

Nipper holdmg his own at |

arricade?”

Te bxeakmg through,” gasped
“We can't stop 'em, you k

Some of the s

“Hi, look

out!

THE REMOVE!

2ot throughff
T is the finish of u

1t had all come so st mdcn’y that the
majority of the rebels were still
dazed with shock. They fought
dﬂsceuLel& ot that this repelied the
storming parties.
Wotson 1 dmﬂ things going so badly

, rushed up avam He was

st in time to see the bar being

torn to s

, Ob, goodness!

reds—just in time Lc see the
scouts pouring through the ga

A tremendous struggle \.25 in
progress, and I was personally fighting
with Jim Blundle. And in the middle
of it Somerton came pelting along the
corridor from the dormitory.

“Look out, Nipper!” he yeiled. “The
enemy’s in! They're piling through the
domntm 'y windows! We can’t hold 'em

“Do vour best!” I panted.

“That W on't make no sort of differ-
ence to you,” said B‘undle We've
got you coo; "d my sons. t's_about
ew somethin’ abcu lor an’
. Nice goings on—rebellin’ against
authority- Yarcoh!”

Blundle sat down as my fist ham-
mered into his face. Next moment he
was on his feet again, aud we were soon
scrapping ngo'ously Other fellows
were rolling @nd falling about on all
sides.

And in the dormitory there was the
same story to tell.

Scrambling up the ladders, Lh seouts
had neav 4 W way.
indows a few JuVHCrS had
ned theinselves, to resist the in-

But they e unable to stem

raders.

the tide.
The scouts poured in in a continuous

stream—once the breach had been

2d the 1
umdcs and
at w"lwn'agc

el

fighting at the bar-
00\\5, found themselves

For the scouts,
dormitory in ever-in-
¢ able to conduct
We were surprised

the resull was

nking ait
rear,

crea:
fiar
in
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The scouts simply overwhelmed us.
The defcat was all the more bitter
because we had not suspected it.

My feelings were too deep to be ex-
pressed in mere words.

After all my troubles—after holding
out so successfully all through, we were
beaten by our rivals of the Bannington
Council school! It was galling in the
extreme.

The fight was one which left us
honourably defeated. We had fought
hopelessly against heavy odds, and we
had gone down. It was not our fault.

Blundle & Co. had got the upper
hand—but at a cost.

With the barricades gone, with the
windows open, our ortress was a
fortress no longer.

General Ord-Clayton, havmg waited
until all danger was over, stalked into
the arena, as though he had accom-
plished the whole affair. He reminded
me of the celebrated Duke of Plaza
Toro, of “Gondoliers ” fame, who “led
his regiment from behind; he found it
less cxciting.”

Certainly, the general had not dis-
played much enthusxasm during the
thick of the battl

He was as plcased as Punch, and we
were unable to defy him any longer.
Surrounded by the victorious scouts,
we were helpless,

Disaster had overtaken the rebellion!

CHAPTER 16,
The Tables Turacd!

ENERAL ORD-CLAYTON rubbed
his hands together with pleasure.
“Splendid, my boys—splen
did!” he exclaimed. - “I hardly hoped
for such an early victory as this. You
have defeated these wretched repels,

and they are now powerless.”
“I thought we'd do the trick,

grinned Blundle.

“I was determined to put a finish to
this rebellion—and I have done so,”

sir,”
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gloated the general. “You see, Mr.
Martin? I ¢o not play with the affair

as you d
The Head frowned.
“You will pardon me, sir,” he
pped. “I have not play

s
sughtest degree. Fortune fav
this morning——"

“We will not discuss the matter, sir,”
interjected the general. “It is sufficient
that we have gained the upper hand.”

“Yes—by a picce of mean trickery,”
I said hotly. “These Bannington chaps
don’'t know the truth, or they wouldu't
have lifted a finger to help you! I
know Blundle too well for that!”

Jim Blundle looked surprised,

“Oh, do you?” he saif “I don't ‘old
with defying good rules—"

“Silence, boy!” roared the general.

“Eh?” gasped Blundle,

“I ordered you to be silent!” shouted
Ord-Clayton. Nipper, shall deal
with you r for your insulting
conduct—-"

“You can do as you like!” T retorted
angrily.  “You bave beaten us by a

trick, General Ord-Clayton—a mean,
contemptible trick!”
“By gad!” ejaculated the general.
He seemed to be overcome
and I noticed th:
a bit.

by my
impudence; t Jim
Blundle was frowning
general’s harsh words h:
somewhat. Having gained his end,
Ord-Clayton was no lenger polite to the
seout

“Did—¢ vou hear, Mr. Martin?”
asked the general, pale with anger.
“Did you hear what this outrageous
rascal said? Within an hour he shall
be fiogged before the whole school!”

. 3 'xglee with you, sir—I agree
the Head. “Afterwards
Nipper will be C"pelled—togethel with
Lhe other ring-leaders.”

“ 0Ol ¢ goodness!” muttered Tommy

.

aid Sir Montie.

vill e many accounts to
i 4 at me,
e most disgraceful
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affair I have ever heard of in my

career, and the chlpu(* sh 1 be
pur ished  accorsing 1y. my in-
tention that ten boys slul ‘*= senc awsy

in disgrace.

“Ten, Sir?

“Yes, boy—ten

“They shall b nozgcd ard o T
And after that the
even more rigid that
only way to keep you

“But lock ‘ere, si
Kitchen.
goin’ to ki
school—-"

“What you knew, and what you did
not know, does not Interest me,” said
Ord- C‘aymn sourly. “You have been of
some slight assistance to me, and I
appreciate it. I vull give you orders
when you may go.”

g’lsped Fm‘"?m

put in Tom
“ We didn’t know as you was
k any of the kids out of the

“Orders!” muttered Blundle. “Oh,
my 'at!”

“Some shghb assistance!” echoed
Kitchen, Did you ‘ear it?”

e is what you get for working

for a man like General Ord-Clayton,”
shouted Handforth wrathfully. “You
silly lunatic 4

“Boy, be silent!” roarcd the general.

“Rats!” said Handforth boldly.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed the
general harshly. “Then you are still
uaruly? T will deal with you, boy, later.
You shall be the seco 'Ll boy to
ﬂo ged and expelled.
ents are over, the Remaove will
b" ruled with an iron hand. I mlcnd
to frame new regulations 'ﬂtogc*

“Something like a prison, I suppose?”
suggested Handforth bitterly.

“You—you infernal youn ghound—”

“Oh, dry up!” said Handforth.
“Your veice worries me!”

“ Good gracious!”

“I don’t mind telling you wh
< of you, in the least,” said
foltll with delightful candou

ng to be ﬂcg*ed and emel ed,
\»hab difference does it makes
“You will see, you confounded young

at I
a nd—
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wretch,” roared the general. “I iniend
e new regulations, I say. The
emove mh be confined to the scheel

stantly—throughout the whole

term! I v,xll not allow a single Remove
boy to leave the school property!”
“on1r
“Fuxthermme,

ral, pleased with Lhe nnpre
hnd mc.def“fmthermom your I
will be longer each day. You will
in your Class- -room an by
(.l"e other boys.

2 r the rest of this term
the Remove will be sent to bed supper-

less!”
“Phew!” muttsrcd Blundle. “Thal’s
seid Kitchen, nodding.

a bAL steep!”

Not ‘arf!”
“If we'd kriow’d this, Jim, we wouldn't
ha’ 1mcrfﬂred~hcy? This old bloke

What'" roa.ed the general. ““What
did you say, boy?

“I wasn't talkin’ to you, sir,”
Tom Kitchen.

“You referred to me as a—ahem!—
as a bloke!” snapped the general. “I
have never been so insulted in my life.

Take that, you young ruffian!”

He _delivered a cuff which sent
Kitchen spinning, his cheeks flaming
T

growled

“My ’at!” gasped the boy scout. |

“Stop them games, sir,” said Blundle
Sk‘a!ply

“Eh?”

“We amt standing that sort of th
sir,” went on Blundle. “We come here
to give you a ’and, and then you knrock
us abeut. I thought you was a genial
sort of bloke—bloke, do you hear? But
you seem to be a nasty-tempered
b‘)"“Ler' s

Upon my soul!” said the gencral.
“This—this is insufferable!”

The Council school boys were rather
d, and little wonder. They had
no fear of Ord- Clayton. He could do
them no harm, and they did not mind
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bt’ltm" their minds- their own blunt

"o oy T exclaimed grimly. “Id
like a word
I had been plepalmg myzelf for the

-noment and I spoke with determina-

‘Be silent,
zenera

“Im sorry, sir—but I'm going to
speak,” I went on. “I mean to let
these Bannington boys know the exact
truth of the case. Look here, Blundle,
will you listen to me for two minutes?”

"CertalLIy ”  said Blundle. “Go

Nipper!” shouted the

ahy

“I 1exuse to allow—" began the
general,

“No, you don’t,” interrupted Jim
Blundle,” * You don't refuse nothin’ of
the sort—you cen't. I an’ my mates
are here in force, sir, and we want to
hear what Nipper has to say. If you
don’t be quiet we'll shove you outside.”

The general nearly exploded—but he
realised, in time, that the Council
gchoctl bo)s were quite capable of such
an ac

”GO lt Nlp‘)sl,” said Blun

“Thanks,” T sa “I knew 304 were
a sportsman, Blundle, We ve had a
few rows, now and again, but they've
always been good-natured. Il just
explain the whole position. The rebel-
lion started because our headmaster,
Mr. Mariin, is a bully and a tyrant.”

“You—you—-" began the Head
furiously.

“Let speak, if you don't mind!”
exclaimed Blundle.

““A tyrant,” I repeated. “He imposed
the most harsh and unreasonable re-
strictions; he punished fellows {for
doing mothing.  Our liberties were
taken away and interfe: vith at
every turn. We decided {g take acti
—so we rebelled. We took possessi
of this part of the house—and mem‘
to remain here until our terms were
granted. All we wanted was a promise
that nobody would be punished, and
that the old rules and reeulations would
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be restored. We didn't for the
fun of it, or because we e hcmg un-
ruly. We revolted because we're not in
favour of standing tyranny!”

There was a short silence, the Council
school boys eyeing one another uncer-
tainly and uncomfortably. There was
a ring of truth in my statements, and
they could not fail to be impressed.

“It's a bit awkward, mate”
Elundle at last. “We didn't know—

“Do you believe this ycung liar's
tongue?” shouted the Head furiously.
- Upon my word, general, I cannot
understand why you allow this—-"

“He can’t do nothing else,” snapped
Blundle,

“That’s the position,” I went on
quietly. “It's all the perfect truth,
We were within an ace of victory when
you came along with your men,
Blundle.”

“'We sort of mucked it all up—eh?”
asked Blundl

“Yes,” I rcphed “And now
we're pvopelly in the cart now. I
be flogged and expelled, and a good le\v
other chaps will share my fate.
wouldn't mind so much if we deser
it—but we don’t. You've played us an
awful trick, Blundle, buL I don't blame
you. You Qidn’t know.”

I extended my hand, and Jim Blundle
took it warmly.

“Good for you, Nipper—youre a
sport!” he said heartily.

“So he is!” shouted many of the
other  scouts. “We've made a
blocmer!”

Blundle nsdded and took something
from his pocke

“You can take this ‘ere thing back,
sir,” he said, tossing a felded
shilling note to General Ord- -Clayton,

L

said

en-

don't want your bloomin’ money.
You got us Lo  fight these fellers by a
Vot of lie:

“Lies!” roamd the gmcral “ How—

how dare you suggest—-'
“And we're not baving any of it,”
went on Blundle calmly. “We've done
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m, but it won't take long to

: i
You—you mean—-" I began.
“E\wctly, mate,” nodded Jlm “ Al‘
we've gob to do is to clear oui—an’
yowll be just the same as you was
before we butted in. See? Well
make it all right, old son. Don’t you
worry.”
“Hurrah!” yelled Handforth. “Good

old Ginger!”

The Head and Ord-Clayten
changed startled glances.

“You must be mad, boy!” snarled the

ex-

Head. “You would not dare to—
“Wouldn't dare, wouldn't we?”
shouted Blundle. “Youll see, and

what'’s more, we'll give you a tas(e of
somethin’, you bloomin’ bully!”

“Good heavens!” panted the
nervously.
sed abruptly, and hastened out
of the cmmmorvahere the discussion
had been taking place. Several scouts
tried to stop him, but he succeeded in
getting out.

, then, lend a hand with
yelled Blundle. “Come

Wc"‘ run  him nlong
passage—"

The general backed away.

“Don’t—don’t you dare
me!” he gasped frantically.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!

A yell or derisive laughter went up.
The ~Removites were feeling light-
hearted again. They knew that Blundie
and his men could easily repair the
‘error if they liked—and they did like.
They had been convinced by my
straightforward story of the facts.
| Several scouts rushed at the general
~—but I stopped them.

“Half a minute!” I shouted. ¢
want to ask a favour.

“Go it!” said Blundle,

“I want you to leave the general in
our hands—barricaded in with us,” I
sald, with gleaming eyes. “If you do
that youwll not only repair the error,
but do us a tremendous service, t00.”

Tead

to touch

I

THE REMOVE!

Jim Blundle laughed.

“You can ’ave the old buffer, an’
welcome,” he said. “We don't want
him!”

The general nearly wept with fury.
ou young lunatics!” he’ ex-
“You—you would not
me! Let me go! Do
Let me go!”

But he was surrounded by Handforth

. Co., Pitt, and a good few others, who
made sure that he didn’t escape. The
) were delighted at the sudden
turnirig of the tables.

Blundle led his men out through the
open windows below. They poured out
in crowds, laughing unroariously. Out
in the Triangle they met Mr. Howard
Martin, The Head _was looking
alarmed and anxious. He knew what
dire consequences would follow if the
general was left in cur hands.

“Boys,” he shouted eam stly,
want you to listen to me:

“Shut up! Youre a M.ulyl“ roared
thchcn
ten to me!” repeated the Head
“Nipper was speaking only a part of
the truth; he exaggerated matters, and
you must not be led away by every-
thing you hear——"

“We're not going to be 1eo away by
what we hear now, anyhow!

Ha, ha, ha!”

“you are doing a terrible thing,”
shouted the Head. “You ore leaving
those wretched boys in full control
again—you are making them the
masters of the situation. —And, with
the general in their handa, Lhcy will
be able to force me—"

“Go indoors, Bully!”

w

“y

“slide!”
“If you don’t, you'll be pelted!”
“yah! Bully! Yah!”

The Head made one more attempt.

“Boys, I will give you ten shillings
cach if—ug-gug-gug-gug!”

Mr. Martin made that extraordinary
sound as a handful of mud smote

fully in the mouth. He staggered back,
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half-blinded, and nearly cl

he sat down in a deep pud

with a tr emmcxous splash.
“I—n ha ha!”

hoked. And

iddle of water

ga yelied Ringh

didn’g Sm. 1t"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. , realis
hepeless ik, suambwd Lo
and hurriedly went indoors—being be
spattered liberally with mud. Bmmbc
& Co. had changed over with a ven-
geance!

“All right,

:,ou’n, all’ nicely fixed me
“Good man!” I erLed
as much for you one day
The work of restoring thf- barricades
proceeded apace, while the boy scouts
remained outside, guarding the posi-
tion. The Triangle was deserted excs‘);
for these Bannington fellows. St
Frank’s boys were in their class- roolm,
busy at morning lessons.
And at last everything was as before,
The boards were on the windows once
more, and the barricades in the
passages were firm and secure. ‘Then,
and not until then, did Jim Blundle

“Well do

show any sign of shifting.

“O.K. now?” he ’mked “Right!
Well commue our march, then. Good
luck to you!

Many of the scouts were marked, but
they did not bea any malice. Black
eyes and thick e Wi cxe plentiful on
both sides, as a matter of fact. But the
mein point was that we were secure in
our stronghold once more.

And now we held the h ump card.

We had General Ord- Clas ton with us

-2 prisoner in our hanx

Some of the RcmouLes were rather
nervous, but I wasn't. I knew well
enough that victory was certain for us,
if only I played thie game i the right
Mr. Martin feared the worst,

He was pacing his study, with Nelson
Lee standing at the window. Loe was

65
secretly delighted with the tum of
events, but he did not look delighted.
expression Was one of sour disap-
prova

e

His

cxclaimed the
s of the
I knew what

absol

s busvm;s is disasirous, Wrott—
d

2
b hrmdf imprisoned with
those boys el

“But surely it is for him fo wor
suggested Lee.

“What about me?” snapped the
= If those boys make the general
promisc anything—hang them! I don't
know whaf to think!”

He continued p: up and down,
agitrted beyond measure, Fe had
reason to be agitated, for he saw defeat
lsoming large upon the horizon.

The Remove held the upper hand!

And the Remove knew it!

CHAPTER 17,
Victory for ile Rehelo!
ND now for business!” I said
grimly.

The excitement was over, and
rything was as usual in the west
ng. But there was a big matter to
bu attended to—a matter which, in my
opinion, was to bring complete victory
to our cause.

General Ord-Clayton, in his en-
deavour to bring disaster upon us, had
only brought disaster upon hxmae!f
He had gained an entrance into our
fortress, only to be left there—a
prisoner in our hands.

Some of the fellows were awed.

It was a terrible thing to detain the
Chairman of the Board of Governors
way! Perhaps it was. But the
aeral was as much a bully as Martin,

he needed a lesson.

“To business, eh?” repeated Pitt.
“I say, Nipper, do you really mean to
rag old Ord-Clayton?”

“I'm not going to rag him,” I replied.

E}I

1

B
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“I'm simply going to make him
in to us. 1 don’t think it'll be necessa
to touch a single hair of his head.

REBELS

If
possible, I want to avoid ragging him,
as you say.”

“But what’'s the idea?” asked
Regin:
B¢ see,” I said briskly. “Come

d upstairs, and in the dor-
mitory we found the general sitting
sullenly on the edge of a bed. Hand-
forth & Co. and a_dozen other jun
were keeping guard over him.

He looked up as I entered.

“you foolish boy!” he exclaim
with unusual reserve. “
presently regret this outrageous con-
duct on your part. If you will “allow
me to go free now—at once—I may be
inclined to overlook—"

“I'm sorry, sir,” I interrupted, “b
here to talk things over
There's much to be setiled,
we might as well get it
. Please don’t imagine for
that we mean to harm you.
your power to right our

ed,
1

over quick
a moment

But it i5 in
wrongs, and we want you to do it.”

“I will do nothing—nothing what-
ever!” snapped the general angrily.

“you have only got to say the word,
and the Head will have to obey you,”
I went on. “Well, sir, this is the posi-
tion. If you will agree to our terms of
surrender, we will go back to lessons
within an hour—right now, in fac

“I will not even listen to your terms
—let alone agree to them,” shouted the
general fiercely. “You impertinent boy

pardon me, sir, but I haven't been
impertinent yet,” I broke in. “Thi
Remove rebellion was justifiable.”

«“Tosh!” snapped Ord-Clayton. “I
refuse to listen to another word!”

“I'm sorry to hear that, sir—because
I'm afraid yowlil have to listen,” I said
quietly. “We were justified in rebelling,
as I said before, and it would be unfair
to punish us. In any case, the terms
of the Remove are these.”

&

OF THE REMOVE!

Y vl'on'h hear them!” bellowed the
her:

The terms are these, sir,” I went on
smoothly. “No boy is to be punished
in any way whatever; we are all to be
allowed to continue the ordinary
routine from the moment we surrender.
All our lost privileges are to be restored.
Tea is to be permitted in junior studies,
and the whole school, in fact, is to be
conducted exactly as Dr. Stafford con-
ducted it.”

The general's ch:
fury.

“Are you mad, boy?” he barked,

“No, sir—I'm simply stating our
terms,” I answered.

“Then you may as well save your
breath, young man,” rapped cut the
general. “I shall not give way an inch.
Understand that, once and for ali!”

1 nodded.

“Only about a week ago, sir,” I said
reflectively, “we managed to get hold
of Jesson of the Sixih. He's a prefect,
and he’s a particularly low-down sort
of a cad. He tried to trick us, and we
paid him back. In brief, sir, we
smothered him with tar, and rolled him
in feathers.”

“You young scoundrels!” exclaimed
the general. “It was a disgraceful

puffed out with

affair! Good heavens—

He broke off, and stared at me
blankly.

“Are—are you insinuating—” he
began.

“That we shall tar and feather you,

2 . Well, it's not impossible,
is it? But you can avoid all unpleasant
ness by agreeing to sign a litfle docu-
ment I have prepared—a document,
stating the terms just as I have named
them. Will you sign, sir?”

“Tars awfully sticky, sir,” remarked
Handforth, “It must be awful to be
smothered with it from head fo foot!
Why, it takes weeks and weeks to get
it off—"

“And feathers aren't very nice, worn
over tar,” pubt in De Valerie, “Just
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think how queer you'd look, sir, being
led through the Bellton High Street,
dressed in nothing else but tar and
feathers!”

b’l he meaning of all this talk was quite
o

“Boys you would not dare!” gasped
the general huskil

“It’s only a small document, sir,” I
exclaimed. “If won’t take you a minute
to sign it—and then we shall have your
word in writing, and the Head will be
unable to bully us any more—"
jumped to his feet in a

“I will do nothing—nothing!” he
osared. “I will not sign any document,
m)d if you dare to coucn me—"
“Oh, well, I suppose it must be done,”
I said, with a sigh. “Bring h,m down-
stairs, you chaps. This way, sir, ple
It make it a lot easier if-you come
q'ueuly 7
He didn't co’nc qmed
im s

by any means

—but we got rear
store-room at last. nm e several
preparations had been made. The

electric light was on, and the fleor of
the room was smothered with a big pile
of feathers.

In a corner stood a pail of tar, with
a big brush in it.

The general eyed everything, horri-
Somehow, the whole scene was
and it indicated that
we meant business.

Of course, we really had no intention
of submitting General Ord-Clayton to
a tar-and-feather ordeal. But there
was no reason why we should not make
him believe that we were quite prepared
to go to such lengths.

The very thought of it would prob-
ably be enough.

“Boys! You are mad!” shouted the
general. “You do not know what you
are doing!”

“Yes, we do, sir,” I said grimly. “We
intend to have our own way in this
matter. It’s about time this rebellion
came to an end—and an opportunity
has arisen for us to finish it. It's not
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fair that any of us should suffer—since

our cause has been a just one s I

said before, if you like to sxgn thu htt!a

document, all will be well.

"I won't sign—I won't sign!

e general, his voice ng h

hwher in a sudden frenz; y of fury.
eached out my hand.

“P sS t)v"! the tar brush, Handy,” I

McClurc—nDL only their faces,
clothing.
“You careless ass!” howled McClure,
“Look what you've done!”
“And look af me!” hooted C:
“Don’'t make a noise here, you asses,”
said Handforth sternly. “Tar's healthy
it

x
this is a solemn occasion. We arc aboub
o take a very grave step.”

Well, hand me the brush, and don't
];1“4' » I said briskly.

p» a V]
and deliberatel y towards the now thor-
oughly f tened general. I had

thought that he would give in eatlier,
and I was just beginning to be troubled.

Would the ruse succced?

“Now, sir, = please yourself
steady,” I seid. “I wouldn't likc o get
any of this stuff in your eyes—-"

“Toke that brush away

general. “I—I will sigs
be tarred and feathere
submit!”
“Pile it on!” orth.

advised Handl
“Soak him with it, Nipper!”

“Don’t waste time—get busy!” ad-
ed Pitt.
“Hear, hear!”

“Now, sir,” I said °.hznp‘v
ready for the first dab

I shot the brush fo.w
’nf'h Of his face.

top—stop!”
xcely

vi

“Hold

rd within an

gasped the general
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“Well sir,” I said, holding my hand.
I—T-confound you, I will sign!”
grated Ord-Clayton. “ But, remember,
I am doing so under protest. I hope I
am a gentleman, and I shall not go
back on my word. But you are a set
of unprincipled hooligans—simply that
and nothing more. You ha orced me
into this infernal affair
force was the only
to apply, * I said, produci
a sheet ef paper and a fovmmn
with great promptitude.
please, sir.”

‘The general tcok the paper, and i
tated for a second.

“If you destroy that, sir, I have two
duplicates—exactly the same,” 1
calmly. “So it would only be a waste
of time.”

“Hang you!” barked the general.

He signed the document reluctantly.
I took the Jpaper from him, glanced at
it, and folded it up.

“Now, sir, I.should just like to tell
you that we've meant no disrespect to
you,” I said smoothly. “Our sole aim
has been to stamp out the tyranny
which Mr. Martin has practised since
he arrived here. You don’t know the
facts as we do, sir—or you wouldn't
blame us so much. It's for the best
that we've dene this, and if we have
displeased you in any way, We apolo-
gise.”

‘The general regarded us sourly.

“It is easy for you to apologise now
—after you have gained your end!” he
exclaimed harshly. “I will have
nothing more to say to you—nothing
whatever. You have won your victory,
and I must submit. One day, however,
you will regret having treated me in
this way.”

“I don't think so, sir,” I said quie
“It’s far more likely that youwll regret
having appointed Mr. Martin to the
headmastership. I don’t think it'll be
long before you get a big shcek. Hand-
forth, kindly escort General Ord-Clay-
ton to the barricade, and clear a way
for him.”

THE

REMOVE!

I rather faney that the general was
impresscd by our politeness, for his rage
had certainly diminished by the time
Handiorth and a few others had
cscorted him to the exib.

Meanwhile, the juniors were crowding
round me, eagerly- scanuing the docu-
ment.

It contained the general's signature,
and_he pledged himself to restore all
our liberties, to see that no member of
the Remove was punished in conse-
quence of the rebellion, and it was
guaranteed that the school in futurs
would be run on precisely the same lines
as those adopted by Dr. Staffo:

“It’s victory for us!"” shouted Pitt
enthusiastically.

“Hurrah!”

“Victory for the rebels!”

“We've won—we've won!”

“Three cheers for Nipper.”

Three cheers were given with a will,
and for a short time there was quite a
considerable commotion. This was not
very surprising, for we had gained the
triumph for which we had been stri lving
so hard.

And, ten minutes later, the first
Remove fellows to enter the Triangle
for many days—Ancient House juniors,
that is—walked out boldly. Others fol-
lowed, and presently we were all out as
usual.

Morning lessons were over just then,
and soon there were great crowds sur-
rounding us, eager for information,

“Oh, so youve been beaten at last,
have you?” sneered Jesson, coming up.

“No, thanks!” I replied. “We've
won, Jessy—and you'll find a great
many of your powers taken away this
afternoon—in fact, they're taken away

.| already. So you can go and eat coke!”

“You cheeky young sweep!” snapped
Jesson angrily.

But we took no notice of him, for at
that moment Chambers and Bryant of
the Fifth came bustling along.

Chambers was enthusiastic.

“Gosd men!” he exclaimed briskly.



THE SCIIOCLBOYS’

“Well, I dtan't think you'd
There must be some brain
Remove, after g This st:
means better conditions for (’\/"!_yb\/ay
in the school. ‘Good luck to you, kids!”

The excitement continued practically
until dinner-time. And then the school
was called together in the Big Hall.
The general, it seemed, had decided to
make a speech, and not a s le fellow
was absent when Ord-Clayton appeared
upon the platform with the Head by
his side. Mr. Martin was looking 2s
black as thunder, although he pretended
not to be upset.

“Going to make the bes. of a L’Ld
Jjob, I suppose,” whispered F nn[
“He ought to say nothing—hell or
go and put his g'dziy 100(; in it, I
expect.”

“Silence, please!”
sharply.

General Ord-Clayton stepped to the
edge of the platform.

“Boys, the information I am now
about to give you is probably well
known to you already,” he said. “The
Remove Form is now facing me, in its
proper place in the school. I can only
say that I am glad the unfortunate
rebellion is at an end. A% the same

said Mr. Crowell

time, to remark that I am
sericusly noyed by the manner in
which the ringleadcrs of that rebellion

obtained their own way.”
“Nobody blames the
shouted Chambers,
“Rather not!”
“Geod luck to the Remove!”
“Ahem! We will say as little on the
subject as possible,” imed  the
general hastily. “I now h to state
that Mr. Martin and I have held a con-

kids,

ference, and we have come to one cor
two important decisions.
“MNo boy in the Remove is to be

punished mr his part in the regreitable
affair w! s now ended. And uom
‘wncvfon.h Mr, Martin will conq

ur u‘.most

' OWN LIBRARY €9

ke up for the many aeunguencies
of the past.”

B Its easy enough to jaw like that!”

mured Handforth. “Important
sions! ‘What rot! s we who
came to the decisions!”

“Of course it was—but the general
must say something, you ass,” whis-
pered Church,

The general had a good deal more to
say, but there was nothing much of
inferest in it. He was s:mply doing his
utmost to gloss over the whole un-
fortunate business. The Remove was
quite content—for everybody knew that
the general, harsh as he was, would not
g0 back upon his written word,

The Remove had won its victory, but,
somehow, I had an idea that Mr.
Howard Martin would not remajn long
at St. Frank’s. Nelson Lee g‘A“ me a
hint that very evening, as it happened.

on

It wi zu

He was now “Mr. Wrott,” of course,
and I had very few opr:ortqr of
chatting with him. But h ged

to catch me alone in the pa:sagu

“Look Qub for something like a sen-
sation soon, Nipper,” he murmured
confidently. “I think you can guess
what I mean.’

“Yes, rather, sir,” I replied.
business!”

Those few words of the guv'’r
me that he was ready to sh s hand,

and the downfall of the St. I'rank’s
tsrart was now only a matter of hours.

“Good

's told

CHAPTER 18.
A Distinguished Guest!
ARDT. ES please!” I said
ke the lot!™

antic Tregellis-West Iox
Begad! That is a frightfully
tement, old boy,” he ob:
have removed a ccouple of sa




0 REBELS OF

t‘x“ tin, but I have certainly nou been
it. Try the tongue, Nipper.”

“I've already got my eye on it,
thanks,” 1 said.

Tea in Study C, in the Remove
passage ab St. Frank’s, was quite a

chee: meal. ~ The electric light
glowed upon a plentiful table, and the
fire in the grate blazed and crackled
merrily.

“A bit of & change from yesterday,”
remarked Watson, as he stirred his tea.

“By jingo! It's good to be back in the
. study again. I wonder what the Head's

fe are just now? He hasn't shown
himself to-day at all.”

“That's not very surprising,” I said.
“He's
Remove! My
Jolly p!oased v xth ourselyes—and
do.

me

A tap L.Ad sounded on the door, but
nobody entered in response to my
invitation. The tap sounded again.

“Come in, you fathead!” I shouted.

The door opened, and a youth, attired
a thick overcoat and a soft hat,
red, smiling cheerfully.

v goes it, my children?”
claimed.

I jumped to my feet.

“Tinker!” T ejaculated. “Well,
hat! This is jolly good! Come in,
son, and make yourself at home.”

hat,” said Tinker, is precisely my

he ex-

my
old

He peeled off his overcoat, and tossed
his hat on to a bookshelf. This visit on
the part of Sexton Blake's famous
young assistant was quite a surprise to

me.

“That’s better,” said Tinker genially.
“Tea is ready, I notice. Goed! This
cold air makes me rather hungry, and
I'm just ready for a good blow-out. Five
minutes later, and all the grub would
have heen gone”!

‘”Ih t's all right,” I
)lcmy more tu be
e to get in a few c'(tm thmgs,

gx inned.

been whacked completely by the ! o
sons, we ought to feel |1

THE REMOVE!

anyhow.  Sit down, Tinker, old son,,
and let’s hear all about it. What busi-
ness has brought you to this remote
corner of the world?”

Tinker sat down,

“I happened to be in Bannington,”
he explained. ~ “The guv'nor sent me
down to interview a man, and the said
man is away from home—won't be back
until to-morrow. So, knowing that you
hung out in this district, I ran over to
get board and lodging on the cheap.”

“Are you really staying the night,
kaer?” 1 asked.

“Yes, if I obtain permission from
your respected Head,” replied Tinker.
“If not I shall get a doss in the village
newhere. I noticed one or two nice-
king mm on the way from the

tati
f‘Oh, vie’ll manage it somehow,” I

“The Hmdo a bo‘ls&—a"hough

think itll be all serene if we o
permission from Mr. Wrott.”

“Mr. What?” said Tinker.

“Mr. Wrott,” grinned Tommy.

“What a delightful name,” remarked
Tinker. “And who, may I ask, docs
this cheerful gentleman happen to be?”

“He's our Housemaster,” I explained.

“Your Housemaster?” cated
Tinker, staring.  “But—but I thcugnt
that M Nel@On

3 Lee was filling that
honourable position?”

“He was, old boy; but he
said Sir Montie, shaking

“It’s a shame, but Mr. Lee went away
days ago. Mr. Wrott was engaged by
ihe Head, an’ he's not such a bad sort.
Yowil see him, I expect.”

“T1l take you along and intro:
you soon,” I chuckled.

Tinker looked at me curiously.

“Why the accompanying grin?” he
inguired.

“Oh, nothing,” I said. “Get on with
your tea, old man. I soy, Tommy, you
pight buzz out to Motkm Hake’s and
get some sardines and teacakes, and

isn’t now,”
his head.

duce
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biscuits and jam-tarts, and doughny
and mince-pies, and cream-rolls—-'

Preparing for a banguet?” asked
Tinker.

“No—for your tea.”

“Great Scott! I dont want a cart-
lead,” grinned Tink In fact, I can

71

ch urging, I can tell you, You
whole school went to
repairs were gc on

dc n he\ —after that fire?”

“Yes,” said Tinker.

“Well, wk‘en we got here we found
that Dr. Stafi had gone, and a per-

make do with what's here.” fect bcnu Howard Martin,
But Watson hurried off to obtain st
some more grub. t
“You look pretty comfortable here,
6 o say,” ren ed our guest, as he
sampled the tongue. “I e)neytcd to} POU R d
find you in a shocking condition. What's Oh, don’t rot!” I exclaimed. “The
all the fuss about a rebeliion ﬂnu a "€LJ proved himself to be a bully and
ring-out?” got himself hated by

“It's over,” I said.
“'There was some trouble, then?”
L I _repe: ated. “My son

ate of siege for »

b TI 1EXC WaS 2 Dulua“ﬂ.]’lh in a London
daily,” said Tinker. “ And I heard some
rumowrs in nr.in;mn to-day. I
thought it w. arn—or, at 1

a

ast,

mere exaggeration of the truth.”

“What did you hear?” I asked.
‘ T t the Remove had revolted, and
grim and ghasily battles were being
'fd between the boys and the Head’s
d 'u"ny, said Tinker. “I heard
people were being tarred and

tha
Immered ten times a day, and that

maL was a grave danger of a general
e throughout all Public schools—
port of the St. Frank's lot. I
hcald that the Head was a double-dyed
scoundrel, and that the leader of the
Junior rebels was a treble-dyed young
hool gan:
T

ed. ’\VLH dis

pens: q‘ou
tell you ‘the solid facts.
started t

Th° lC

en or twelve days ago, and I
was the fellow who urged the Remove
to revolt.”

“Bad lad!” said kac.
“You're an agitator—
“Rats!” I said.

severely.

“The fellows didn'

d he seemed to

more—so the Rer

_ Suppose you ver

se; Tink

1 hould h']vh
T expect. Fut how did it end?
Jou hung, drawn, and quartered for
ir nerve”

dote the &

in our terms were
“Of course, the Head
d all

met,” I went on
was as hard as a rock, pnd he
Bu

he could to defeat us.
it, and, finally, Gcm al O‘
himself came dewn.”

He's the C
(:—uvsmors—w

plained. “well,
only succeeded iy
by the Remov:
tar and feath
Remove terms were gr
» grinned Tinker.
a bit steep, wa

“We should

e

anted.”
“That was

done the tarring,
of course,” I said. “It was only a
threat, But it worked, and our demands
and the school went back to

were met
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its normal condition. That happened]
vesterday, and the Remove has h:
got back to its normal state yet.
fellows are settling down, though.”

“You scem to be a pretty warm lot
down here,” remarked Tinker, Ah,
good! Here’s our cheerful friend with
the extra supplies of grub.

Tommy Watson entered, and Tinker
was soon dolng his utmost to show us
that his appetite was nearly as big as
Fatty Little's.

“So everything's all serene now?” he
asked presently.

“I don’t know about all serene,” I
replied. “The Head’s still here, and I
suppose he'll be tamed for a bit. But
he’s bound to break out again—if he
stays. It's my opinion, though, that
he’ll clear out before long.  Or, to be
more exact, he'll be cleared out.”

“By the Governors, you mean?”

%No,” I replied; “by someone else.
When you've finished stoking up we'll
run along to Mr, Wrott’s study. I dare-
say hell allow you to sleep in the
Ancient House here.”

Tinker soon finished his tea, and ther
I escorted him down the passage to thc
Housemaster’s study. We were con-
tinually stopped by other fellows, who
insisted upon heing introduced

inker.

However, we arrived at last, and I
tapped upon the door.

“Come in!” exclaimed a harsh voice.

5

The
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“We won't keep mu long, sir,” I said

fnﬂhd of

cient House, I mean.

Mr. Wrott frowned.

“Yes, I do mind,” he snapped. “I
object strongly. I have no intention
of throwing the Ancient House open to
cers—

“Tinker is his name, sir,” I grinned;

“not his profession.”

“Oh, I see—I see!” said the guvnor,
keeping up the joke well. “To judge
by his appearance, I should imagine
that he were a mere travelling tinker

-8 knife-grinder and  saucepan-
mender.”
“Well, my goodness!” exclaimed

Tinker wrathfully.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I yelled—TI simply couldn’t help it.

“Nipper — Nipper!” roared the
guv'nor. “How dare you bring t
this person into my presence, and
roar with foolish laughter?
—the pair of you!”

“Look here, sir, I don't s"e why you
should insult me like that! sclaimed
ker warmly. ¢ Im the assistant of
Mr. Sexton Blake—

“Is that s0?” said “Mr. Wrott,”
I don't care if you are the assistant of
the King of Timbuctoo! If you were
awake you would realise that there is

hen
Go away

I opened the door, and we both
entered. Nelson Lee was sitting at his
desk. He was a forbidding locking
person, and Tinker regarded him some-
what uncerldmly I gave the guvnor
a quick wink, and he understood.

“Well, boys, what do you want?” he
asked curtly. “Who is this, Nipper?
‘Why have you brought this stranger

here? You know very well that I am
busv Go away! I can't be bothered
now

“What a genial gentleman!” mur-
mured Tinker.

peculiar in these present cir-
cumstances.

Tinker looked mystified. There was
certainly every reason for him to be
surprised, for Nelson Lee had spoken
the last words in his own voice, and the
abrupt change was certainly aston-
ishing.

“Don’t you know me, Tinker?” said
the guv'nor, with a chuckle.

Tinker still looked puzzled.

“I know that you spoke to me in a
very queer way Jjust now, sir,” he said,

and I know that your voice seems a
bzt familiar to me, But I don't think
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I've ever had the pleasure of mecting
you—-"

“You dense ass!” I gri
you call yourself a detective!

“Come, Tinker!” smiled the guv'nor.
“Surely you—-"

“Well, I'm hanged!”
Tinker suddenly. “You're I

“Hush — hush!” exclaimed Lee
quickly. “You needn't say it quite so
loudly as that, my boy. I don’t want
thc truth to be known generally just

d. “And

xclaimed

Tinker grabbed the guy’'nor’s hand.

“This is great, sir!” he exclaimed
enthusiastically. “By George! You
seem to get some exciternent down here,
after all. T'll half-skin Mppcr for play-
mg a trick like this

“What are you doing dc\\n here, any-
how?” asked Nelson Lee.

Tinker explained.

“That’s the position, sir,” he con-
cluded. “If I can stay at St. Frank’s
for to-night I shall be awfully obliged.
But I am wondering why you are here
m this get up. Are you engaged on a

ase, Sir?

“Well to be exact, I am,” replied the
guv'nor. “I can't go_into any details
Jjust now, Tinker, but I dave say Nipper
will explain a few things. In any case,
I can assure you that the excitement is
not yet all over—and pefhaps you will
see the finish of the affair.”

*That’s good,” said Tinker. “If
there’s going to be some trouble down
here, I'll do my bit. I always seem to
find trouble somehow. I suppose you're
referring to Mr. Martin?”

“Well, yes,” agreed Lee. “But I
don’t want to talk to you just now, my
boys. Don't forget that I am Mr. Wrott,
and your prolonged presence here would
seem—well, peculiar. To-morrow, no
doubt, I shall be myself again,”

Tinker and I took our departure a
moment or two later, and Tinker was
looking very thoughtful.

“I thought you were as dull as ditch-
water down here,” he remarked, when
we had arrived at Study C again. “But

I'm blessed if you don't get more
excitement than I find in London!”

I chuckled.

“We don’t do so badly,” I said.
“This casethe guv'nor's on just now is
rather a mysterious business. I don’t
know much myself. But it's in connec-
tion with the Head, and you can take
my tip that Mr. Howard Martin will
soon receive a big shock.”

“But what has he done?” asked
Tinker.
“I don’t know,” I replied. “I do

know, though, that our mutual friend,
Detective-Inspector Lennard, is down

here—and a high Scotland Yard official
for

wouldn's
health.”

Tinker whistled.

“Lennard, eh?” he exclaime
it is something big! I say, you
is pretty keen, you know; he doesn’t
much grass grow under his feet.
glad I came along, now—jolly glad.”

come to Bellfon his

CHAPTER 19,
Handforth’s Latest!
DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
brought his fist down on the
study table with a crash which
set.the cups rattling, and caused a plate
to jerk off the edge and splinter to

pieces on the floor.

“Yarooh!” howled McClure, jumping
up hurriedly.

His sudden action tipped the table
completely, and Handforth's cup of tea
descended into his lap.

“Ow-yow!” yelled Handimth
scalded. Ow' You—you—-"

“I'm scalded, Loo'” hooted McClure,
“You careless ass

“You clumsy dummy!”

“You fatheaded idiot!”

“You blithering elephant!”

“you awful rotter—"

“Go it!” grinned Chulch
youre winning, Handy,

“I'm

“I think
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—you cackling idiot!” r
Handforth. “All you can do is to sit
there and grin at us! Look at
rougers! I'm scalded!”

“Look at my waistcoat!” beliowed

MeClure. “It’s absolutely ruined! Why
the dickens can't you behave like a
human l)ﬂmv?"

“Why, you—you prize dummy!”

houted Handforth. “What about you?
What do you mean by Jumpmg up I

hat, and tipping my cup of tea over?”

McClure snorted.

“Ib was your fault!”
warmly.

“My fault!™

“Yes, it was!”

“You silly josser-

“Didn't you bang your fist on the
table?” demanded WMcClure fizrcely.
“Didn’t you upset the teapot? The hot
tea poured all down my —and I
couldn’t help jumping up! If you're
scalded, I'm jolly glad!”

Handforth breathed hard.

“Well there’s no sense in making a
fuss,” he growled. “Pick that bread
and butter up, Church, and don't grin
like a Cheshire cat!”

Handforth, as a matter of fact, real-
ised that the catastrophe was his own
doing. He wouldn't admit it openly,
but he decided that it would be wise to
say as little as possible.

my

he replied

Upsets in Study D were nothing un-
usual. It was generally known that
crockery was doomed if it went to th

apartment occupied by Handfor
Church, and McClure. They us m\u

smashed one plate or cup per day, on
the average.

“Blessed if I can see
hohble,” remarked CI

what caused me
rch, when ord;
“Have you pm
ge against the table,
5 the idea of hammering it i

\l/ha‘V wa
that?”

ve got an
Handforth.
/,nl you tried te kneck it into the

idea, you
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u mply abou L to mmaas
t that we ought to do somethi
Ycu fellows seem to forget that W

“B:‘l g x\hat?”

“That idea of yours.”

“But why Suvnlld I bring it—"

“Thi tepaper basket in this
corner,” ex ‘.aimed Church blandly.

Handforth glared.

“You dotty fathead!” he said wither-
ingly. “I suppose you Lah that funny?
My ideas are as sound as—-"

“A cracked bell!” put in ‘\‘CCA\AI‘G
tartly.

“Look here!” roared Handferth, “If
you den't want to hear this idea, say
so! I'm not going to let you into the
know if you don’t want me to. Just

say the word, and I won't talk on the
subject again.”
“The
promptly.
“Why, you—you—you—-"
Ha

?  exclaimed McClure

forth paused, and bestowed a
on his chums which was calcu-
Teeze them on the spot. But,
somehow, they did not look at alf
frozen. They were both grinning.
“Now we can get on with tea again,”
I rked Church carelessly. “I don’t
suppose that bread-and-butter will be
much good after being used to clean
Angd there’s not much tea

rolled de-

up slesves

“Listen m me, you chaps,” he ex-
1 d. ot to '15}{ one mmgA

ea, st sa; T
—a pxam /cu It's all I want.,”

“But I thought we'd already done
that,” said McClure i

or‘r

“You won't listen?”
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“Well, you gave_us our choice, and
we'd rather not—Yarocoh!”

Biff!

“That’s for you!” roared Handforth,
pushing his fist into McClure’s face.
“And this xs for you, you grinning—
Ow-yow-ow!

Handlorth’s left, swinging round, had
been intended for Church’s nose. But
Church dodged in time, and Handy's
fist crashed upon the back of the chair
—with serious results to his knuckles.

“That serves you right!” exclaimed
Church tartly. “You ask us if we want
to hear your beastly idea, and because
we say we don't you try to lash out.
Why can’t you act like a reasonable
chap?”

““Because he isn't one!” said McClure,
holding his chin.

“If I have any more of your mt 111
the pair of you outsid
d IHandforth, breathing h: “I
you this time—Tll order

rth stood up majestically.
“You call yourselves my chums, and

yet you turn away from me when I

want your support,” he said, with

withering contempt. “Do you call that
Iy?” .

“But you gave us our choice!” howled
Church.

“Because I thought you would
Usten!” admitted Handforth. “Well,
you've got to listen—see? This wheeze
of mine is too good to be chucked away.
esterday the Tebellion came to
and we won.”

“Go hon!”

“We won!” repeated Handforth.
“In fact, we won easily, and the Head
is now as harmless as a dead kitten.
But he’s a cad and a rotter, and I'm
bleased it T can see why we should stand

K We mn stand him now, you ass—

awn,” sald Church.
will go on as usual with
as it did when Dr. Stafford was

g
Head

Handforth banged the table again.
“That's just it!” he shouted.
“«ER7

“That’s just the point!” exclaimed
Edward Oswald.

“Dr. Stafford,” said Handforth.

«Wen get up a written demand—
signed by the whole Form. We shall
simply say that we require Mr. Martin
to clear out, and Dr. Stafford to come
back to his old post. Why should we
put up with Martin any longer? We
\\zmt Dr. Stafford!”

“Of course we want Dr. Stafford
back—nobody denies that. But it can't
be done,” said Church.

“Besides,” added McClure, “if
Martin is compelled to do things cor-
rectly, we can’t very well grumble at

him. But if he starts any of his bun-
kum again—well, then we can get
busy.”

Handforth tapped the table
patiently.

“That's rot,” he said.
reason why we should put up with
Martin at all. It's a wonder to me how
the chap has got the nerve to stick on

at all. If he'd had any sense of decency,

he would have resigned before now.
And my idea is to compel him to
resign.’

“Corapel him?”

“Exactly,” said Handforth. “Our
demands were granted before—because
there was no other way out of it. We've
shown our power, and the Governors
are afraid of us now. We've only got to
threaten to revolt if Dr. Stafford isn't
reinstated, and the Governors will be
shivering in their shoes.”

“I don't like to be a damper, but I
believe in spLakin" my mind,” said
McClure. “Do you want me to give
you my true opinion of that wheeze?"

“yost?

“Well, I thi
Mrcl\ne bluntly.
“Hear, hear!” echoed Church,

im-

“There’s no

k& it’s rotten!”™ sald
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“Oh, do you?” ex
grimly., “You think

“Yes.”

“All right—I've finished with you,”
said Handforth. “I don’t want to hear
another word on the subject. I get a
good idea, and all you can do is to call
it rotten. I thought you had more
regard for Dr. Stafford.

“Ch, you hopeless xdmL!" exclaimed
McClure, with a sigh. “We'd like
nothing better than to have Dy. Staf-
ford back again. Bub we can’t threaten
to go in revolt once more, Handy. It—
it wouldn’t be the thing. Besides, if
IMartin goes on all right, we shan’t have
any reason to demand it.”

But Handforth was obstinate.

“We want Dr. Stafford,” he said,
“and if you won't support the wheeze,
Tl find some fellows who will.”
“Good,” said Church. “Go and
try.”

“Yes, I will!”
“Youll see, you

He wrenched
strode_out.
was that occupied by Reginald Pitt,
Jack Grey and Timothy Tucker,

“Wait a minute,” murmured Church.
“It1 soon come!”

They waited. H:
unmusical voice wes heard. A few
shouts of laughter foilowed, Handforth's
veice rose to a roar, and then there was
a scuffie.

The next second Edward Oswald
emerged from Study E “on his neck.”
He slithered across the floor, sat down
with a bump, and the study door closed.

“My—my goadnes * gasped Hand-
forth dazedl:

“Good!” Sald Church. “That's the
way to do it, Handy. You said you'd
find supporters, didn’t you?”

“You silly fatheads- e

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cackling lu
. “Ha, ha, ha!”
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med Handforth
's rotten?”

snapped Handforth.
aith

and

nd
op the door
The ﬁr;* ;Ludy he visited

orth’s somewhat
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Church and McCluie into
Study D, yelling. forth
picked himself up,

down, and grimly 1onked about
He was by no means d:&cguraged
Being hurled out of one study was a
mere trifle.

He stalked away to Study M, occupied
by Somerton, De Valerie, and Hart. He
strode in without knocking, and found
the three juniors about to commence

prep.

“T've got an idea——" began Hand-
forth.

“Boil it!” said Hart promptly.

“You ass—"

“Take it away and bury it!” advised
De Valerie.

“I've got an idea!” roared Handforth.
“I want you chaps to support me in it.
If you'll only listen for a few minutes

“Sorry,” said Somerton. “We're just
about to start prep, old chap. If we
listen to your idea, we shall be still
starting prep by supper-time. And we
don’t want to have a row with Mr.
Crowell in the morning.”

“But the idea—"

“Yes, we know,” said Hart, nodding.
“You needn’t tell us, Handy. We know
exactly what it is.”

“Eh?” said Handforth.
you know?”

“Why, they’re all the same—your
brain waves,” explained Hart. “It’s
simply the finest idea under the sun—
it’s the greatest wheeze that ever smote
a master brain. And it's worth—well,

s worth at least a bad ha’penny!™

“¥a, ha, ha!” v

b yaule going to be funny, I'll clear
om“’ said Handforth. “I'm serious

“Impossible!” said Hart.

“How do

“¥ow can

you be serious, Hanay, when you're a
born \.Ojnudlan
“I'm’ serious!” bawled Handlorth.

fTord.
y again.

“This idea is concerning Dr.
‘The Remove has got to get by

Justice must be done. And
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won't be done until Dr. Stafford fills his
old position cnce again.’

“Well, that's right enough,” agreed
Hart. “Were not going to deny that
s[a(cmem, Handy. We shall all be jolly
pleased to see Dr. Stafford again, He's
the finest headinaster any school could
have. But I don't quite see how we can
€et him hack at St. Frank’s again.”

“‘You don't see it?” said Handforth.
“That's because you're too dull—you're
too dense!”

‘' Politeness is a virtue!” observed the
Duke of Somerton mildly. “It’s one of
the qualities I've always admired in
you, old chap. When you speak to
other fellows, you are always so de-
lightfully charming.”

The sarcasm was not lost on Hand-

“I'm a fellow of business—I haven't
gob time to use fancy words,” he said.

“And I repeat—youre dense. You
can't sec how it’s possible to get Dr.
Stafford back at St. Frank’s?”

“Our brain power is too weak for
such an effort,” confessed De Valerie
sadly.

“Well, I'll tell you,” said Handforth.
“All we've got to do is to send a de-

nors—General Ord-Clayton. The de-
mand must be signed by everybody in
the Remove. And unless the general
agrees to obey—well, we should use
force.”

“The demand, I suppose, is that Dr.
Stafford shall be reinstated?”

“Exactly,” said Handforth.

“And what's the force we shall use?”

“Another barring-out,” said Hand-
forth. “Don’t you see? We've done
it once, and we can do it again. We've
shown our power now, and the Gover-
nors won't dare refuse—-""

“It's hopeless, old man,” said Hart.
“We had a reason for rebelling before!
we rebelled against tyranny. But if the
Head conducts the school in a decent
way, we can't make fancy demands of
that sort. We should all like Dr. Staf-
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baclk, but I dare say we
all exist without him. Your idea,
ndy, is about as good as I expected it
would be. In other words, it's rotten.”

“And there’s a draught,” said De
Valerie. “You don’t mind clesing the
door, do yout Afer you've passed oute
side, @f course.”

“Look here—-"

“Hand up the poker, Gussy,” said De
Valerie cavelessly.

“Certainly,” grinned Augustus Hart.

“You silly asses—"

“Thanks!” said De Valerie, brandish-
ing the poker. “Now, Somerton, if
yowll hold his arms, and if Gussy will
hold his fee!

But Handforth had fled.

The occupants of Study M looked
rather businesslike, and Edward Oswald
came to the conclusion that he would
be safer in the passage. He was usually
quite ready to battle with anybody, but
a poker was an awkward article to
argue with.

For about fifteen minutes he con-
tinued his task. And during that short
space of time it was really remarkable
how Handforth suffered. A thick ear
did not discourage him, and a swollen
nose seemed to make him more deter-
mined. A black eye certainly made him
pause to think, and when he was hurled
bodily forth from two studies in suc-
cession he came to the conclusion that
the Removites were not prepared to
glve him any reasonable measure of
support.

Great  ideas \vere
favoured in the Remo

ford to come

"1dcntly not

CHAPTER 20.
The Headraaster's Secret!
INKER looked round with approval.
T “Good!” he exclaimed. “In
fact, tophole!”

“Not so bad, is it?” I remarked.
“Jolly decent of Mr. Wrott to let you
have this bed-room for to-night, and
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decent of him to let me keep you com-
pany, too. We can have a good old jaw
before we go to sleep.”

‘Tinker nodded.

“Yes, rather!” he agreed.
got plenty to talk about.”

The pair of us were standing in a
cosy little bed-room in the Ancient
House. It was situated not very far
from the Remove dormitory, and was,
in fact, in the same corridor.

Nelson Lee had very kindly allowed
‘Tinker to have the use of the bed-room,
and when I suggested that I should
sleep in the room, too, the guyvnor
raised no objection. It was bedtime

“We've

now, and the Remove had already
retired.

Tinker glanced at his watch, and
grinned.

“What an unearthly hour!” he re-
marked. “I haven't been to bed as
early as this for month Half-past
nine! Ye gods and little fishes!
Lmdons only just beginning to wake

“We needn’t go to sleep just yet,” T
sald. “If we douse the glim by half-
past ten we shall be all right. I want
you to tell me about the cases youve
been engaged on recently.”

For the better part of an hour we sat
in bed, talking about chEcuw\
and criminal ir i general.

5 lower sash of the window.
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carcely a breath of wind stirved. And
’ls I lay in bed there, T fancied I heard
a slight crunch of s in the
Triangle. hen

I listened intently, and the
I knew that I was not mistaken.

I slipped out of bed, “ondau&, Who
could be outside at this hour?

“Hallo! What’s \nung?“
isper from Tinker,

“Who told you to wake up?” I
breathed.

“* Nobod,
woke me.”

“I did?”

“Yes; getting out of bed, you know,”
said Tinker. “It doesﬂ, & much to
arouse me, you The springs
creaked a bit. W‘mca the time!

“One o'clock,” I replied. “Look
T

came &

7 said Tinker. “Bubt you

z here,

“¥Youre not going to get up just yet,
I suppose?” asked Tinker with sarcasm,

“I heard somebody in the Triangle
just now,” I said in a whisper. “I
don't suppose it means anything, but
r know. And, somehow, I've got
g that there’s excitement in the
You remember what the guvnor
Anym)w, I mean to have a squint

\4an1<2 speaking, I gently raised the
It went

Then, when we were both begmmnn to
yawn, the light was extinguished and
we went to sleep.

It only scemed a few minutes to me,
and then I v s awake again. I don’t
know what caused me to awaken, but I
suddenly fowd r*yself staring in the
darkness. And the school clock boomed
out a single str "ku

“Now, is that one o'clock, or only a
half-hour?” I wondered.

The matter was scon settled, for I
had my luminous watch under the
pillow, and I found that the time was
actually one o'clock. I had therefore
been sleeping for a considerable length
of time.

Everything was

quiet ana etill, for

, and a moment later my
head was outside in the cold night air,

At first I could see nothing and hear
nothing. Then I became aware of two
dim figures, moving along near the wall,
There was something stealthy about

their movements, and I watched
wonderingly.

“Yes, this way, Robert,” came a
whisper. “Go carefully, for there are
many ears—and some of them may be
alert.”

I started.

The voice was that of Mr. Howard
Martin!

‘What was Mr. Martin doing in the
Triangle? And who was Rober ‘here

‘was something strange about the affal
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“If you follow me closely we shall
arrive at the door within a minute,”
Head’s voice again. “Rut be
. In no circumstances
must anybody know that you are here.
Do you understand?”
course!” said the

are too nervous,

e—of
“You

ires  disappeared round a
corner of the house, and I knew at cnce
that they were making for the Head’s
private doorway. They had core round
near the wall in order to avoid atten-
tion—and had only succeeded in
awa! g Tinker and me. And, now
that we were awake, we were deter-
mined not to go to sleep again in a
hurry. There was something alcof.

“Did you hear?” I whispered,
turning.
/ oNo said Tinker
“What's in the wind?"

“I don't know,” I replied; “but just
now the Head crept along this w
with 2 man he called Robert. They've
gone mm the private doorway, I
believe

from his bed.

“Crept along, did you say?”

“Yos.”

“But why?” said Tinker. “What's
the idea of creeping? 1It’s the hezL~
master’s own doorway, isn't it?
should they creep towards it? Isn’t thc
Head the master of his own part of the
building?”

“That’s just it,” I said. “That’s jus
{he mysterious pomt ‘Why should M A
Martin bring a visitor here at one
o'clock in the morning, and take him
into the house as though he were a
burglar?”

“Don’t ask He
not a magician.”

“But you agree that it’s rummy?”

“I do. It’s really suspicious.”

“That's just what I think,” I said.
“There must be something about that
man that the Head wants to keep quiet.

You'd tk he'd be pretty free at this
hour, and vet he extra cautious.”

" said Tinker. “I'm

9

mistake,” com\nmtrd Tinker
firmly. “That’s just where Mr. Martin
made 2 bloomer. Cver-cautiousness is
worse than none at all, because, if any-
bedy else happens to spot it, there's
suspicion aroused.”

“Exactly,” I breathed. *If the Head
had brougnt the chap holdly across the
‘Triangle, I should have gene back to
bed without thinking a thing. As it is,
1 mean to investigate.”

“Oh, ” said Tinker. “How can
you investigate? You're not suggesting
that you should go and listen at the
Head's door? It’s not worth the candle,
because it’s ten chances to one that
you won't hear anything. And there’s
always the possibility of being sur-
prised.”

“No; I wasn't Lhmkmg about listens
ing at the door,” I sal

“The window, then?”

“No.”

“Well, there's nouhere else,” sald
Tinker, yawning. “Were you thinking
about listening at all?”

“YLS of course,” I said.
easy—"

“Im blessed if I can see it,” inter-
rupted Tinker. “You don't want the
door, and you scorn the window. If you
don't buck up and explain, I'll get out
of bed 'wn push your face into the cold
water jug.’

I went over and sat on Tinker’s bed.

“Listen!” I said intently. “Some
time ago I made a bit of a discovery.
There’s an old stairway leading from
the tower right down to the basement.
It must have been in existence for
hundreds of years, and there are only a
few fellows who know about it. The
masters don’t know anything.”

“A secret tunnel, do you mean?”

“Yes,” 1 !'Cphed “It's only narrcw,
and it’s musty. But the chief point is
that once ve're in there we're safe from
being spotte

“This is all xeAy
youve ma
that stairway

“p

“IV be

interesting, and
rious to examine
ker. “But how
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is it commected with your delightful
headmaster and his mysterious com-
panion?”
“It's

connected  this way,” I
answered. “This stairway, Tinker, has
got several secret doors at intervals,
leading out into different rooms. Well,
one door is in the Head's study, and
there’s a little spy-hole which can be
opened unseen from the other side. And
every word that’s spoken in the room
can be heard in the tunnel,”

Tinker sat up.

“Now youre talking!” he exclaimed
briskly. *“Fine, Nipper! I didn't think
we'd have any excitement down here;
but it seeins to me that there’s quite a
good chance of making things hum.
You don’t think we shall be prying, or
anything, if we listen—

“Rather not!” I exclaimed. “The
Head's a rotter, and I believe he’s a
crook, too. I shan't feel any compunc-
tion in listening to his conversation
with that other man. We might get
on the track of something important.”

Tinker slipped out of bed.

“l'm gqme for anything you like,” he

ead the way, old son, and I'll
mllmv An}thm" mysterious is just in
my line.”

It didn't take us long to slip our
clothes on; and then we crept from the
bed-room and made our way along the
dormitory passage. Tinker was eager
for anything, and I felt extremely glad
that he had arrived on the scene. Be-
tween the pair of us, we stood a chance
of making discoveries.

“Here we are!” I breathed.

I flashed the light from a small
electric torch upon a portion of the
panelling in the wall. Tinker examined
the spot with interest.

“QOpen, sesame!” he murmured softly.

“No; it won’t open of its own accord,”
I chuckled. “The proper entrance is
upstairs, in the tower; but there’s 2

way here, if my memory’s ngat
Anyhow, we'll have a try.
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SP; £ it
of %1&0 sur[ but simply opmnd ahout an
inch.
“Good!” I breathed.
old man.”

I pushed the panel open wide, and I

“Follow me,

did not feel very pleased when it
creaked audibly. However, it was not
likely that anybody would hear, and
Tinker and I passed into the narrow,
stuffy stairway.

I closed the panel securely, and then
flashed my torch on again. We were
standing an eeremcly restricted
pdssaﬂe, h panelling on one side and
stonework on the other. Overhead
sloped more stonework, and at our feet
a steep stairway yawned. Other stairs
led upwards in the rear.

“we'll go down,” I whispered. “And,
for goodness’ sake, move quietly. If
we're heard there’ll be the dickens to
pay. And if you want to speak to me,
pub your mouth close to my ear and
Just breathe.”

“Don’t you worry,” said Tinker.
“I'm not one of those school kids; IT'm
experienced in this sort of thing.”

We procceded downstairs slowly, and
with extreme caution. It was quite
1)Dsslb1c that our_efforts would be fruit-
. But the element of uncertainty
in the adw‘nturc added to its interest.

After a Wwr we came to a place
where the stairway ended abruptly, and
a short tunnel lay before us. k
hold of Tinker, and put my mo\nh close
against his ear.

“The Head's study is just at the end
of this little stretch,” I murmured.
“So I'm going to put the light out in a

F

tick. We can’t take any chances. You
grab my coat and follow. And stop
when I do.”

“Rmh“ O chief!” whispered Tinker.
“Lead o;
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After progressing for a few yards, I
put out the torch and walked on at a
much slower pace. It soon became evi-
dent that it was not necessary to have
the hvm to guide us.

For low voices came to our ears. An
within a few moments I felt the little

pr tions which indicated the secret
dcon Both Tinker and I came to a
halt, and stood there as silently as
shadows.

With my fingers I felt about cauti-
ously, and presently I found the little
object I had been searching for.
pushed it back gently, and almost at
once a tiny shaft of light shot through
into the blackness. I could see Tinker’s
face quite distinctly as he bent close

“You have a look first,” he said.

I epplied my eye to a little spyhole,
and found myself looking directly into
Mr. Howard Martin’s study. The Head
himself was standing before his desk,
and a stranger stood on the hearthrug.

I could hardly repress an exclamation
of surprise.

For the stranger was an extraordi-
nary-looking individual, and I realised
why the Head had been s0 cautious in
the Triangle. It would have certainly
been an .unwise proceeding to allow
himself to be surprised with this man
as a companion.

For the fellow was practically attired
in rags. His hair was long
clipped, and it was evident that he had
not visited a barber for many weeks.

His beard and moustache had a ragged | g

appearance.

I moved away, and Tinker looked.
The two men within the study were
silent at the moment. The Head was
looking into some hooks, and the other
man was greedily devouring some sand-
‘Wwiches.

“Jolly queer,” breathed Tinker, into
my e

“W hat do you make
breatiied back.

of it?” 1

of
“Nothing,” murmured Tinker. “But
it looks promising.”

And then the Head’s voice came to
our ears.

“Yes, Robert; that's right,” he said,
in a low voice. “If we reach Liverpool
by to-morrow, we shall be able to get on
that boat without difficulty. And
within a fortnight we shall be in South
Arerf®a.”

“I don’'t quite see it,” said Robert.
“It’s not so easy to get out of England,
Mar&m. Besides, it wouldn’t be safg

“Don’t taL{ nonsense, man,” smuped
the Head. “All you can do is to growl
and grumble at everynhmv I suggest. I
know the captain of this ship person-
ally. It's only a small cargo steamer,
and I've been watching its movements
in the papers for a week or two. She’s
in Liverpool at present, and we simply
must get there by to-morrow. at
means that we leave St. Frank

night.”

“But there are no traing

“Trains! Who is talking of trains?”
demanded Mr. Martin. “I have made
every preparation, Robert. These in-
fernal ys here suspect nothing—I
have deluded all. The recent rebellion
was not entirely unfavourable. And
nrow the school is normal, it is time for
us to go.”

“But we cannot leave in the middle
of the night,” protested the other.

“Yes, we can,” said the Head. “In
fact, it is the only way in which we can
leave. ‘I have a smal\ two-seater motor-

r in readiness. is ood car, and
will take us North without tmuble.
Petrol is aboard in plentv, and there
will be no need for delays.”

“I don't like it,” said the other man.
“I tell you candidly, Martin, I don’t
like it. Why should we flee the country
in this way—"

“Why—why?” snapped the Head.
“You must be mad, man, to ask me
why! You are wanted by the police—
‘wanted badly. You escaped from prison

T
s ton
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over a fortnight ago.
taken—-

“Don’t speak so loudly!” muttered

bert.

“There is nobody to hear,” said
Martin. “The school is aslecp—sound
asleep. We are absolutely alone here.

I couldn’t help smiling slightly. What
would the Head have said if he could
have known the actual facts? Both
Tinker and I were tense and alert; we
were learning a few details which
opened our eyes.

“It is better to be careful,”
Robert uneasily.

“You needn't fear,” said the Head.
You are as nervous

If you are re-

said

“You would be nervous if you had
been throug'n what I Thave been
through,” said the other fiercely. “ You
don't realise what it means to hide from
all decent men, Martin! You don’
kno\v what it means to be hounded

“Oh be quiet!” interjected the head-
master testily. “You are continually
harping in that string, confound you!
I have done everything possible, Robert.
You came to me that night, upsetting
everything—"

““Who should I have come to?” de-
manded Robert, his voice quivering as
he spoke. “I came to you, rti
because you are the man who should
now be in my shoes. I served two years
of that living death—for the crime you
committed! And when I came here ‘0
seck shelter, you turned me away! If
I had not insisted, you w

“Stop—stop, you fool!” snarled Mi.
Martin.  “I have heard that story a
hundred times! What is the use of re-
peating it again and again? Supposing
you did serve two years for the crime I
committed? What then? Does it do
any good to throw it repeatedly in my
face? I was lucky—I escaped. You
were unlucky—you were fool enough to
get arrested!”

“¥Fool enough!” exclaimed Robert
hotly. “How could I avoid i, when
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you faked up the evidence to point in

my direction? hen I think of your
filthy, dastardly conduct, I wonder how
it is I came here to breathe thP same
air as you! I am only doing it because
I want my freedomALho Srceuom which
belongs to me

The Head mutcered an oath.

“Will you never cease your argu-
ments?” he demanded. “We have no
time to talk in this way now, you
madman. We must get away while we
have the chance. I have nothing to
fear; but I want to help you.”

“Oh, yes,” said Robert bitterly
“You will help me by helping yourself
—to somebody else’s money! You were
a thief two years ago, Martin, and you
are a thief still! How you managed to
get this post at St. Frank’s amazes me.”

“It was not difficult to fake the cre-
dentials,” said the Head contemptu-
ously. “But we are talking at random
again. We have no time to spare. I
am prepared to give up everything so
that you shall get out of the country.
You are my brother, and I cannot leave
you in the lurch.”

The other man gave a short laugh.

“You care as much for me as you
care for the coals in this scuttle!” he
exclaimed. “Your words don’t deceive
me, Martin. You wish to get out of the
counhy because you are conte
a villainous robbery. And I d
with it—I don’t like it at allV’

The Head swore again.

“Your likes and dislikes are nothing
to me,” he snapped. “You will
I say, Robert—or go back to p:
You can take your infernal choice.
Now be quiet; I am tired of your
growlings!”

The two men were silent for a time,
and Tinker and I had an opportunity of
glancing at one another. Those glances
were full of tense excitement and
wonder. We hardly knew what to
think.

But one thing was certain—we had
hit upon a very pretty plot!
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CHAPTER 21,
The Nature of the Beoastl
THIEF!

A

thief!

And the man with him was his own
brother. Much that had been mystify-
ing to me previcusly now became clear.
The Head, evidently, had keen conceal-
his brother somewhere in the dis-
rict—probably in the ruins of Bellton
Abbey.

Robert was an escaped convict, flee-
ing from justice. But, according to all
that Tinker and I had heard, Robert
was quite innocent—DMartin himself was
the guilty party.

And there could be no doubt on this
point.

For the Head had admitted that fact
in my hearing. He had faked up evi-
dence in order to incriminate his inno-
cent brother. And that brother, having
escaped from prison, had come to St.
Frank’s for shelter.

He had obtained it grudgingly, his
villainous brother not being eager and

master of St. Frank’s, was a

willing to elb r th man he had
wronged. We 2ining a keener
insight into Mr. Howard Martin’s

character. We had always known him
to be a bully and a cad, but the fellows
had never suspected him of being a
criminal.

And now_ I understoed why Nelson
Lee had held his hand.

I suspected that the guvnor knew a
good deal about the case, and he had
refrained from acting because he did
not wish to have the innccent Robert
recaptured. The guv’'nor’s chject was to
get Martin himself—and get him =o
securely that his unfortunate brother
would be granted his freedom.

It was a grim story altogether.

And new, it ses the Head meant
to make a bid for liberty—he was keen
upon going this very night. = Robert,
on the other hand, was not agreeable.

T felt very thankful that Tinker and

Mr. Howard Martin, the head- | COR
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I had entered the secret passage. We

had heen enabled to learn much—and

our information, no doubt, would be of
1siderable help to Neison Lee.

I was about to make a susg ai\on to

Tinker, when Martin spoke again.

“It amazes me why you should hesi-
tate, Robert,” he said. “You don’t
to realise what an excellent
chance it is. We shall both be able to
get away from England, and we shall be
set ¥p quite comfortably.” ;

“I don’t want it,” said the other man.
“All T desi: to remain here, in my
own counfry—with my name and my
honour cleared.”

“That’s impossible,” said Martin. “I
know well enough that you are too
good-hearted to give me away, Robert.
Moreover, you daren’t!™

“I daren't?”

“Of course not!” sncered Martin.

In fact, you couldn’t do so. Your
statcmert would never be believed, for
there is no suspicion against me. You
are the guilty party, in the eyes of the
law, and, if you are recaptured, you will
be clapped in prison again—with three
or four years added to your sentence!™

“You infernal hound—-"

“Don’t become violent—remember
where you are,” interrupted Martin.
“I only brought you here* because it
will be easier for us to leave together.
Moreover, I want your help. This safe
contains a very large sum of money—
many thousands of pounds, in fact.
General Ord-Clayton frusts me im-
plicitly, and I have been able to twist
him round my little finger. I won't go
into details, but I can tell you that I
have got here seven thousand pounds in
cash, and from fifteen to twenty thou-
cnnd pounds in cast-iron sccur
rities that can be disposed of W th<
out the slightest difficulty—once we axre,
in South America.”

Robert uttered an exclamation.

“Look here, Martin, T don't like it,”
he said decxdedly “I6 isn't right—if,

isn’t honest
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“Honest!” snapped Martin. “Do
you think I care about that? We can’t

be troubled with any false scruples, you

fool! You and I, Robert and Martin
Horley, must leave this country at the
earliest possible moment. There is a
chance for us to get out at once—by a
ship which goes to-morrow. We are
going—do you understand? And we
are going thh our hands as full as we
can fill the

“With your hands, you mean,” said
Robert Horley. “I will touch nothing
of your shameful money, Martin—not a
penny. What is more, I will take care
of myself—I will not consent to go with
you. I would prefer to go to prison,
and serve my time, than to run away
with you—leaving my name in disgrace.
I have half a mind to shout for help
if you attempt to rob the school!”

“If you dared to raise your voice, I
would kill you!” said Martin fiercely.
“Yes, Robert, I would kill you!
Treachery from you would be the last
straw. You ungrateful hound, you are
worthless!”

Robert caught his breath in.

“You talk of treachery!” he said
fiercely. *“You dare to talk of treach-
ery! And it was you who sent me to
prison for your own crime! You call
me ungrateful, when I held my tongue

d of this!” snarled Martin
“Keep silent, Robert. We are leaving
St. Frank’s within half an hour. Help
me to prepare. Pull yourself together,
man, and don’t be such a fooll”

Robert did not reply, and Martin
moved over to the safe, and commenced
turning it out.

Tinker nudged me.

I looked up from the little spy-hole,
and found Tinker’s mouth near my ear.
“What shall we do?” he breathed.

“I don’t know,” I replied, speaking
m the same way. “But it seems to me

~L it's up to us to act in some way.

ps I'd better speak up, and give
lhe guv'nor a word of warning.”

THE REMOVE!

Tinker nodded.

“That's what I was thinking,” he
said. “Mr. Lee ought to know. ou
buzz off, and I'll keep watch here. Tl

make a mental note of everything that
passes, s0 you won't miss anything.”
“Good!” I said promptly. “Ill go.”
Having come to a decision, I lost ne
me.

Creeping up the passage, I was soon
mounting the steep stairs. At last I
arrived in the upper corridor, and I was
breathing rather hard, when I turned
towards Nelson Lee’s bed-room.

My thoughis were busy.

Mr. Howard Martin—or, to give him
his real name, Mr. Martin Horley—was
contemplating & big robbery! He had
duped General Ord-Clayton, right and
leit, and was now about to decamp with
everything he could lay hands upon.

And this was the man who had been
appointed headmaster of St. Frank’s!

I was simply astounded.

The events of the night were so extra-
ordinary that I could hardly convince
myself that I was not suffering from a
nightmare. But it was real enough.

I realised that Tinker and I would be
the means, probably, of preventing a
big robbery. Nelson Lee, sleeping peace-
fully in bed, was unaware of the drama
which was being enacted in the Head’s
study.

Without a sound I opened Nelson
Lee’s bed-room door, and walked into
the dark apartmen

“Guvnor!” I w]

Silence.

“Guv'nor!” I repeated. “Wake up!”

Still there was no response. It was
unusual for Nelson Lee to sleep so

soundly. He was nl‘vays a light sleeper,
and the slightest whisper could awaken
him, as a rule. I took out my torch,
and switched it on.

“Come on, sir!” I urged. “I've got
something to tell— Well, my hat!
I've been talking to the thin air!”
Nelson Lee’s bed was empty.

pered.

There was nobody in the room. The
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guv'nor, then, was prowling about some-
where on his own. I realised that
there was more happening that night
than I had first believed.

N°I:o‘1 LPe, probably, was waiting
ere for Mr. Martin—waiting for
ally Head to make a move. And
the Tiead was within the house all the
time, preparing to flee the country.

In the circumstances, I decided to
get hack to Tinker.

There would be no sense in my ved
turing out in the hope of finding Nelson
Lee. He might be miles away.

Ang, with Tinker, I stood a chance of
doing something.

So, leaving the bed-room, I hurried
zlong the passage to the secret entrance
to the stairway.

V n a couple of minutes I was
ms\dc, making my way down the steep
stone steps. I reached the level stretch
after a while, and walked cautiously
along—my torch being extinguished.

I was guided by the spot of light
which came from the spy-hole. But,
somehow, the light seemed to bhe
s*ron"cr The secret passage was quite
hright, in comparison to the surround-
ing blackness.
ved at the spot—and received a

Furthermore, the panel leading into
the Head's study was slightly ajar!
Only one explanation was possible.
‘Tinker had passed through the doorway
into the study.

This indicated that the Head and his
brother had cleared off—and Tinker
had followed on their trail.

I had my hand on the door, ready to
open it, when I was brought up with a
_\“rk‘ The Head’s voice came to my
cars!

ie 'um up securely, Robert.
s! To think that the you
as there—watching us all the tir
‘]L is “'f.) time we left! After this,
dare not remain another minute!”

Good |§

ki

I applied my eye to the hole, my
heart beating rapidly.
nker was lying on the couch, his
o completely mufiled with a cushion.
\vas secured by the cords from the
ndow curtains. Tinker's feet were
so bound. He was helpless.

I tried to reconstruct what hadf
happened.

Tinker had entered the library.
Why? What on earth had impelled him
to do such a mad thing? For he had
simply walked into the hands of the
enemy.

It was an astounding shock f¢
but, as it happened, I was dest
learn the truth almost at once.

“It was your fault, you fool,” Martin
went on. “If you had not acted the
madman, Robert, this boy wouid not
have mteriemd Bub it is better that
he did, perh: We can now be sure
of getting zm ay in safety.”

“The lad saved my, hfe,” said Robert

r me—
to

Horley fiexcely. angerous
scoundrel! I didn't Lhmk you were SO
utterly bad, M ou had that

n.
knife \\,thm an inch of my tkroah when
the boy burst inl”

Martin laughed harshly.

“It was only bluff,” he snapped.
“Do you think I meant it?”

“I know you meant it,” said Robert
quietly. “You were too enraged to
know what you were doing.”

“Nonsense,” said Martin.
no intenticn of harming you—you
cowardly fool. But when you talk in
that way I certainly lose my temper.
Do you realise that we are in a danger-
ous corner? o you realise that we
must leave at once, if we are to re-
tain our liberty?”

rley nodded.
leave, certainly,” he
I will leave on oxne con-
—on one condition.”

“I had

or
“And what

“¥You are to ke 1o stolen money,”

“lsaid Robert.

41 will nos come with
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you if you dare to touch a penny th
is not yours. You may be a
Robert, but I am not—and I will r
associate myself with you. Go, if y
go, and take your qirty spoiis.
not set the police on your track.
But I will not come with you.”

“By heaven, you will!”" snarled Mar-
tin. “Do you think I will leave you
behind—to be captured and arrested?
Do you think I will allow you to sct
the law on me? You may say that you
will let me go—but I do not believe
you. I shall be satisfied if you are with
me—and your are coming.”

“I will come if you leave the money
behind—not otherwise.”

‘The Head simply shook with rage.

“This boy interfered when I lost my
temper five minutes ago—but there wiil
be nobody to aid you if I lose my uem
per again!” he exclaimed savagely. “
will give you one chance, Robert. wm
you come with me—now?"

“Only if you—"

“Will you come unconditionally?”

“No!"” said Robert fifmly. “I am
an honest man—I have always been an
honest man—and I will not become a
criminal at your bidding! I would
go back to the prison—steady, man—
sreatyi)y! Put that pi o

ser-knife dowr

“I will not!” snarled Martin.

! You will have
only yourself to thank. A-anh!”
I stared into the study tensely.
The two men, both white-hot with
rage, were =tru"gun,3 fiercely—as no
doubt they had strug; \vhen Tinker
interrupted. Tinker y dene so
because he had feared Lhat Robert
would be harmed. And Tinker had been
made a prisoner without any delay.
I watched fa.smnatﬂd The men w vere
still swaying to and nd I
Tartin held & murde
There was a h
gleaming- ey

h
m,amr able.

THE REMOVE!

Robert was fighting tor nils life—and
he ar the weaker of the pair.
Back and back he was forced. At last
he could go no farther, for the biz
desk came in the way He made des-
perate efforts to gain possession of the
knife; but the task was hopeless.

“Yes, it is the better way,” hissed
Martin. “You shall be left behing,
Robert. There is no reason why you
should worry me any longer.”

“Don't be a mad fool”
Robert. “You—you—-

I realised that the time had come
for action. I, too, would butt in. But
I resolved not to get myself collared.
I pushed open the panel, and slipped
quietly through.

Martin's back was towards me, but
Robﬁ:t saw my entry in the first second.

Stop, Martin—stop!” he muttered.
“"‘hen is another boy—-"

“You think you can trick me?”
snarled Martin. “Oh, no! I'm not
so easily taken in—what—what—Dby
heaven!”

For, at that moment I gripped Mr.
Ma from behind. I twisted my
arms round him, and tried to wrench
him awa,

Come on, you fdlo‘ vs!” I gasped
“We'll get him yet

Martin swore hon!bly.

The next second he used every ounce
of his strength—in a mad eftort to gain
his freedom. I was lifted bodily from
the floor, and hurled across the rcor

I alighted on the table, on all fours.

The momentum sent me slithering on
to the floor, taking a pile of books and
papers with me. Martin did not return
to the attack, or things might have
gone badly with me.

He rushed at the door, tore
and vanished.

His brother, quivering with cmotion,
and pale to the lips, stood against the
leunge, staring at me. Then, suddenly,
he collapsed backwards, and lay huddled

gasped

it open,

ihe lounge—completely unnerved
helpless.
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1 didn’t trouble to go to him. I kmew
that he would be useless for anything.
I pitied him—I wanted to help him.
For Robert Horley had proved himself
to be an honest, upright man.

But there was no time.

The rascally Head was escaping!

I rushed at Tinker, tore the cushion
off, and unfastened his ropes.

“Thank goodness!” gasped Tinker.
“We shall have to be slippy, my son!
We've made a ﬁ]ght(ul muck of this
affair! He’s bunk

“We shall be ablc to catch him,”
panted. “What happened to you?

“Just x\hat happened to you,” said
Tinker. “They wers fighting, and I
butted in. But Martin gave me a cosh
with a ruler, and I was knocked oub
for a tick. Then I was bound up.

I slipped the last rope off.

“Well, come on,” I gwsped
must chase this rotter—-

“Great Scott!” muttered Ti
starim

e was gazing at the window, and I
fotlov.ed h's vlance Then I started.
The bottomn the window was
open, and named m the opening were
the heads and shoulders of two men.

They were Nelson Lee and Detective-
Inspector Lennard.

“We

CHAPTER 22,
The Ghase!
SON LEE sprang into the room.
“What is the meaning of this,
Nipper?” he asked sharply.
Martin has escaped, sir,” I panted.
“ Th)s gentleman here is his brother

N

“I am well aware of that,” inter-
rupted the guvner. “Mr. Horley and
I have met before, and I know that
he is an honourable man. But what
have you been doing? Where is the
Head?”

“Gone, sir—he escaped!™

87

“Just like these youngsters!” ex-
claimed Lennard sourly. “All our plans
messed up, Lee. Tinker, too! ou
ought to know better, you confounded
young rascals!”

“We—we didn't know—-" I began.

“You had mno right to interfere,”

snapped Lee. ““Mr, Lennard and I were
waiting for Martin to appear, but knew
that something was wrong-—because of
the noise.”
w “It’s your own fault, guv'nor,” I said
obstinately. “You should have taken
me into your confidence. Tinker and I
thought that we were doing the best
thing possible. ~ We didn’t know that
you were on the track. You weren't
here-——"

“It is just as well that the boys irf-
terfered, Mr. Lee,” put in Robert Hor-
ley neakly “I owe them my life.
Martin would have killed me, but for
the timely intervention of these young

tlemen.”
That makes a difference, of course,”
said Lee, his anger subsxdmg somewhat.
“But after I had made my plans if
is annoying to find them upset. We
must hurry away, Lennard.”

“I think not,” said the Scotland Yard
man. “I'd better keep my eye on this
nan. He is Robert Horley, and he is
badly wanted—"

“Nonsense, man,” interjected Lee.
“This gentleman is as innocent as I
am. Martin Horley is the culprit—as
I shall prove to the world before long.

He has escaped, but I have no doubt
that we shall be able to trail him.”

“He's got a car, sir,” I said. I
heard him saying—-'

““A car?” echoed the guv'nor sharply
“I did not know that! ~He must have
been very careful about it—but listen!
I think I hear-

Lee broke off, and dived out of the
window. I followed, and Tinker and
Lennard scrambled through. We all
stood just outside, listening intently.
My thoughts were busy.

I knew that Nelson Lee had had plang

of his own—he had intended capturing
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Mr, Martin red-handed. And Tinker
and I had spoilt things, somehow. But

we were not to be blamed. We had
done our best.

Throb—throb—throb!

The pulsating beat of a motor came
to our ears. The sound came from the
rear of the house, but got nearer and
nearer. The car, evndemly was making
its way along the lane—ani would soon
pass the main gates.

The throb increased to a purr, and
as it did so, Nelson Lee and Lennard
rushed at the gates. They arrived just
a shade too late. For the car shot past
while they were still ten yards off.

“Confound!” raved Lennard.

“Listen!” exclaimed Lee. “Perbaps
we shall be able to determine which
road the man takes when he is through
the village—sound carries well to-night.
Then we can ring up the police of Ban-
nington or Carstowe.”

“Splendid!” muttered
inspector.

We stood like statues, listening. The
hum of the speeding car came to our
ears distinctly. It was still in the lane,
and travelling at a reclkless speed, ap-
car had no lights, and
ht was dark.

Hum-m-m-m!

The car was roaring
throme to judge by—

Crash!

The sound was clear and distinct—a
dull, clongated crash. Then came com-
plete and utter silence. The steady
hum had gone. The effect was almost
uncanny, and a queer feeling passed
down my spine.

“Great Scott!” I muttered.

The others said nothing for a couple
of tense seconds. And I was reminded
of a dreadful sound I had heard on one
or two occasions—an aeroplane smash.
The steady roar of the mctor, the
splutter, the crash—and then an un-
canny, unearthly silence—a silence
Which was eloquent of disaster and
deal

the chief-

along at full

THE REMOVE!

“Our chase won't be a long one, after
all,” said Nelson Lee quietly

Lennard cleared his throat huskily.

“Doesn’t seem like it,” he muttered.
“That was an accident, Lec—and a
ty bad one, tco. I'll warrant the
r is a heap of ruins. Must have over-
turned at a corner, I reckon.”

“That the explanation, un-
doubtedly,” said  Nelson Lee “The
man was mad with fear, and he drove
all out. In the darkness he misjudged
the road I imagine, and charged up the
bank.”

“ What—what shall we do, sir?” asked
Tinker.

“We must hurry to the spot at once,”
said Nelson Lee. “The man may not
be dead, and we must do all we can
for him

“T1l stay here,” remarked Lennard.
“It’s 3\4% as well, I think.”

He was an official detective—and
Robert Horley was wanted by the
police. So Lennard was staying, to keep
his eye on the prisoner.

Nelson Lee hurried through the gate.
way, and Tinker and I followed. This
night was full of drama, and I hardly
knew what the time was, or how long
Tinker and I had been out of our beds.

Tragedy was abroad, too, it seemed.

We hastened down_the lane towards
the village, cer that we should be
the first to arrive on the scene of the
dreadful accident. The countryside was
asleep, and the disaster had occurred,
prokably, in the open lane.

This proved to be the case.

Half-way to the village we became
aware of something dark piled up
against one of the leafless hedges. It
projected above the hedge, and revealed
a jagged edge against the sky-line~

“There it s, I muttered.

We arrived on the spot.

The motor-car was right on top of the
hedge, bottom upwards, and a complete
wreck. Both the rear wheels were

is

smashing to atoms, and were lying in
splinters all over the road.
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Tyres were strewn everyw
Dits of the lamps and oths
It was a terrible mess.
simply matchwood.

It must have leaped into the
cleanly,

¥ ue with

Tbc cm

air
to overturn und disintegrate
upon striking.

Nelson Lee turned to us grimly.

“I should advise you to hang back,
boys,” he said quietly. “I have a torch
here. - I will examine the wreckage.
The si"ht is not likely to be a pleasant

“IAI think wi
said huskily.

Tinker agreed. We were capable of
standing the shock, if nccmxu Bu At
it was not necessary. quite
sufficient for Nelson Lee w looh f(}l the
late headmaster of St. Frank’s.

We waited for several minutes, with-
ouc speaking.  Somehow, we did not

feel like cenversation.

We saw Nelson Lee ex:
wreckage bit by bit. His
here and there—fleeting

¢l wait here, sir,” I

nining the
h flashed
sometimes,

steady at others. Once or twice Lee
tore away pieces of the debris.

He climbed the bank, aund gof over
into the meadow beyond. Two minutes
later he was back, and he walked to-
wards. us.

“Well, sir?” I asked unsteadily

“ amazed, Nmpm,’ said the
guvnor. “Martin is not here

Tinker and I stared.

“Not—not there?” I gasped

“No, my lad.”

“You—you mean,
all?” I yelled.

“It certainly seems s0,” said Lee.
“Perhaps he was flung bodily out, and
escaped with only a few bruises. I am
certainly astounded. I expected to find
L"P man half-torn to shreds.”

he’s escaped, after

But are you sure, sir?”’ asked
Tinker. “Isn't it possible that Martin
Is right underneath the car—pinned

down?”
“It is Just possible,” agreed Nelson
Le “I want you to help me, boys.
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tlcmm to shift the car, and
But, somehow, I believe

We will a
make cert

that the 1;.5"9] has eluded us.”
I whistled.

ble that he jumped out of

the crash,” I said, “
haps he wrecked it dehbsl tﬂly—xusb (o
diddle us.”

“That is hardly likely—because we
are not diddled,” replied Lee. “No,
Nipper. The affair was a pure accident.

lartin, it seems, was blessed with

ool’s luck. He was flung out, ap-
parently unhurt.

We found it a fairly easy task to
move the wreckage—because it was
poised on the bank, almost balancing.
One combined heave from the three of
us sent the car crashing over into the
meadow.

Nelson Lee flashed his torch about.

The light only revealed smashed and
torn branches and twigs, and a wild
assortment of odds and ends belonging
to the car.

Howard Martin—or Martin Horley—
had escaped!

“This is an unpleasant surprise, in
a way,” said Nelson Lee. “I was not
anxicus to find the man dead; but it is
now fairly evident that the fellow is
fleeing across the country. Ah! One
moment. What is this here? What is
this?”

“Locks like grass, sir,” I said.

The guvnor was flashing the light of
his torch upon a patch of coarse grass
near the ditch; we had climbed over
into the meadow. I bent closer, and be-
came aware of some dark patches on
the grass,

“What is it, sir—oil?” I asked.

“Oil? No, Nipper,” said Lee. “Some-
thing far more significant.”

“Blood?” remarked Tinker.

“Yes, my boy.”

“I can see it now,” I said tensely.
“Then Martin didn't get ofl scot-free,
after all. Look there! ‘Those stains
seem to go right along, sir. Why,
there’s a trail of them!”
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Nelson Lee nodded.

“Martin was wounded,” he said;
“possibly a bad gash on his arm, since
he seems to have walked stron
Perhaps we shall be able to follow his

trail; a we hurry up, we may
overtake the man.”
“Sure to, sir!” I exclaimed. “Good!

This is miles better. I didn't like to
think of the man being done in.”
We set off without any waste of time.
Nelson Lee leading, with his torch
to the ground we progressed fairly
rapidly. Martin must have bled pretty
badly, for the bloedstains were continu-
ous. They provided a certain trail.
- Over the meadows we went, through

2aps in the hedges, and then across
fields. fter a while, Nelson Lee

turned to us.

“I think I know where our wi
friend has made for,” he said. “Right
from the start we have been travelling
in the direction of Bellfon Abbey. It
is ﬂnpaxent that Martin. has sou“ht
n in the old dungeons
me, he concegled his b

“You think we shall find him ther
sir?” asked Tinker.

“Yes,” said Lee. “He certainly can-
not have gone far, in his serious condi-
tion, He has lost a deal of blood, and,
in any case, his capture is certain,
sooner or later. The abbey is aumdy
within sight.”

The old ruins were visible in the near
distance, looming against the skyline,
gaunt and ghostly.

Sure enough, the trail continued to
lead I that dxrectlon, and at last we
arrived within the ruins themselves.
Here and there a blood-stain showed—
and Nelson Lee extinguished his torch.

‘We halted for 2 moment.

“Now, boys, this will probably be a
ticklish business,” —murmured the
guvnor. “It is possible that Martin is
armed-—and I do not intend you to go
into any danger. You must remain
behind.

“Look here, sir—"

“I am quite firm, Nipper.”

THE REMOVE!

“And so am T, sir,” T said warmly.

“If you can go mto this danger, so can
we. Eh, Tinker

“Yes, rather! I declared Tinker.

“We want to be in 2t the finish—
that’s all,” I said. “Martin won't be
able to do much in hls p ent ccn~
dition. And if he is a esperate—
well, we shall be ready to gwe a ha nd i

Nelson Lee smiled.

“I suppose I shall have to give way,”
he said. “But you really must keep
weil in the rear until I permit you to
advance.  Martin is desperate—he is
unscrupulous—and he will not hesitate
to use viclence.”

i Nenh“r shall we, sir,” said kaer
grimly. 'd love to use violence.
owe the 10~Lc1 one for collaring me m
the study.”

‘We moved towards the gap In the
floor which led down into the dungeons.
Everything was black and still. The
place might have been a habitation of
the dead, for all the sounds there were.

Nelson Lee commenced the descent,
and we followed fairly closely in his
rear.
right.

Then a startling thing happened.

As guvnor passed under 'the
stonework, there was an_ ominous
rumbling, a thud and a crash.

A mass of stonework had fallen—
and there lay Nelson Lee on the jagged
stairs, silent and motionless!

CHAPTER 23,
Comering the Tyrant!
OOD heavens!” I exclaimed,
G horrified
Both Tinker and I dashed
d, careless of any consequences
ves. If we thought anything,
we_ believed that the stonework had
fallen of its own accord, owing to age.
I had a horrible fear that the guv'nor
was badly injured. And I knelt by his
side, and caught his hand feverishly.

For the first few steps all was
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or— cuv’nor'” I panted. “Are
you hurt—-" #
ely dazed for a moment, Nipper
—nothing more,” said Nelson Lee, to
my great relief. “The big stone missed
me by an inch, or I sheuld have been
done in for good. Only a small boulder
struck me.”
“Thank goodness!” I said ferventl;
“Jolly lucky, sir!” exclaimed Tin!
How did it happen? I suppose thest
stoncs are old and crumbly?”
“Undoubtedly,” said Lee, picking
himself up, and rubbing his head. “But
it was no natural fall, Tinker.”
“What do you mean, sir?
I mean that the huge stone was
poised up there deliberately, so that it
would fall at the slightest vibration,”
said the gu»/nor “Mr. Martin, in s'nce

of his injury, is still ingenious. It
seems that we shall have a difficult task
in captuxmv him. We must be
cautious.”

Nelson Lee brushed himself down, and
continued his progress down into the
> old tunnels leading to the dungeons.
“ But he went moré carefully now, testing
every foot of the way.

was sure that his head must be
achmg terribly, but he did not show
any sign of it. There was grim work
on hand, and it had to be attended to.
The guv'nor was_not the kind of man
to grumble at a little pain.

We reached the tunnels at last, and
Dproceeded down them slowly. But there
was no sign of any human being. The
farther we penetrated, the less chance
1t Seemed that Wwe should find the

ugitive Mr. Martin.

At length we came to a place where
Progress was impossible. The tunnel
ended in a blank wall, and there were
similar walls on either side.

“He's not here, after all,
claimed Tinker.

“I think he is!” said Lee grimly.

He directed the light of his torch
upon the ground, and there, quite dis-
tinctly, were several fresh bleodstains.

sir!” ex-
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“Phew!” whistled Tinker. “Thats
cbvious encuUh anyhow

“He must have Lumcd back,” I re-
marked.

“No, Nipper, he didn’t turn back,”
said Nelson Lee. a moment you
will see our qudrxv but I should advise
you to stand well b'mk 11: is just pos-
sible he has a revolves

Lee bent down 1ow, and then he
reached up and pressed a portion of the
solid brickwork about half-way up the
wall. As he did so there was a kind
of dull hammering noise, and a portion
of the v all gaped open.

A huce chunk of rock came hurtling
out, to smash against the opposite wall.
It was followed by another picce,
which also struck the stonework harm-
lessly. “Nelson Lee had been wise in
crouching low.
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He did
to come,
mendous energy.

Tinker and I rushed up at the same
moment, both of us flashing our electric
torches. We arrived just in 'mp to see
the guvnor grappling with Mr. Howard
Martin. We were ready to thp on the
spot.

But no help was needed.

Martin Horley—to give the man his
real name—was unable to deal with
Nelson Lee at close quarters. His left
arm hung helplessly by his side, and,
after a brief tussle, he was overpowered.

REBELS OF

not wait for any more
but lunged forward

i S
h tre-

“Lee!” panted Martin  harshly.
“Nelson Lee! How—how did you get
here?”

“You have not been aware of the
fact, Mr. Horley, but I have been at St.
Frank’s almost all the time,” said the

guv'nor, “Possibly you remember Mr.
Simpson Wrott? I was that gentle-
man!”

The Head nearly choked.

“You—you were Mr. Wrott? I do not
believe it!” he panted. “And if you
think you can do me any harm, you
are mistaken. You will prove nothing
against me—nothing.”

“That, of course, remains to be seen,
said Nelson Lee,  “For the p; 17
must request you to come with m
Lennard, of Scotland Yard, “lll tal~(‘
you in hand, Mr. Martin Horle;

The Head uttered an exclamation.

“It is easy enough for you to take me

”H

now,” he exclaimed bitterly. “I am
powe]less to defend myself.”
“8o I observe,” said Lee. “Let me

see_your arm-—>

“I want no attention from you—"

“Come—don’t be foolish,” said Nelson
Lee sharply. “You have lost enough
blood already. Lend me a hand, boys.”

Martin's coat was removed, and we
then found that his left arm was ter-
ribly gashed, although the bone was
not, broken. He had sustained a serious
flesh wound—a wound which would
necessitate stitches.

THE REMOVE!

“Horley, I should advi ou to be
quite frank about evemv«th'n" " said
Nelson Lee. “The truth is known—and
I have plenty of evidence agail
You are guilty of a robbery for w
your brother was convicted, over tliree
years ago. You also 1Lﬂndl‘d
from St. Frank’s with a co
amount of stolen property—"

“It is a lie!” snarled Martin.

“Of course, if you prefer to keep up
that attitude, I need say no more,” said
Lee. “It will be the worse for you in
the long run, as you ought surely to
realise.”

Martin said nothing, but followed us
out of the dungeon weakly, and in a
conditien which plainly revealed his
utter dejection. He was beaten, com-

pletely, and he knew it.

« : . N B 3

By the time we arrived back at St.
Frank’s the Head was on the point of
collapse_and had to be assisted by
Nelson Lee.

Leanard was waiting anxiously fos
us, and the guv'nor handed over the
prisoner.

“You won't have any difficulty with
your prisoner, Lennard,” he remarked.
‘Indeed, Martin Horley had to be
taken to his study first, where he was
revived a litile and his wound dressed
by Lee. Then he and his brother de-
parted with Lennard for the police
station,

Thus it was that the tyrant of St.
Frank’s made his ignominious exit from
the school he had tried to govern with
an iron hand—and failed miserably.

CHAPTER 21,
Al Serene!
“ ZARD the news?”
Practically everybody was
shouting that question in the
junior school the next morning, No-
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poay had made any direct statement,
put it was really astonishing how the
truth got about.

At all events, the news was known
that the headmaster had been arrested,
and that he had already been taken
away. The juniors were in a ferment
about it.

“This means that Dr. Stafford will

return—of course,” exclaimed Pitt,
heartily. “Oh, good business!”
“Yes, rather!”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“Good cld Dr. Stafford!”

“We want him back agaln!”

“And good riddance to the tyrant!”

The fellows hardly knew what to say.
And then there was a fresh wave of
excitement caused over the strange
appearance of Nelson Lee on the scene.

However, after breakfast, Nelzon Lee
addressed the whele school in the Big
Hall. Briefly, he explained the facts,
and reassured everybody that the late
,headmasters brother would scon have
+ his freedom, and that Martin would be
clsppcd in gaol.

The ‘school was amazed when it
learned that Nelson Lee had been with
them for many days past—in the char-
acter of Mr., Wrott. A good many of
the fellows, in fact, refused to believe
it—until, ina humorous moment, Nelson

Lee adopted Mr. “Wrott’s” tone of
voice for a brief space.
“Hurrah!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Three cheers for Mr, Lee!”
“Hip—hip—"

“Huwrrah!” |
“We never guessed the truth, sir!”
A1l sorts of shouts rent the air, but
Nelson Lee only smiled. There was a
fcelmfr in the school of great relief.
b right. The

ble exit—and Nelson Lee had re
turned. Only one thing was necessary

 OWN LIBRARY 0

complete the satisfaction of the
fole school. that was to have
Dr. Malcolm Stuﬂo:d return to his old
appointment.

The mnvovs were particularly keen on
that point.

“Is Dr. Staflord coming back, sir?”
they roared.

“We want the old Head!”

“We want Dr, Stafford!”

“Hurrah!»

“Please, sir, is there any chance?”

Nelson Lee held up his hand.

“I cannot speak while you are mak-
ing so much noise,” he said. “I sin
cerely trust that Dr. Stafford will be
prevaxled upon to return—and I think
there is a distinct chance that such
will be the case—

“Hurrah!”

“But you must not count upo:
mu‘h went on Lee. “If pos

will try to le(; you know definitely Uus
evening—-".

“Oh, good!”

“Dr. stafford must come back, sir!”

“Yes, rather!”

The juniors were still excited when
they were dismissed. Morning lessons
that day were a bit of a farce, for the
masters could not do much with the
o} It was the reaction after the
barring-out, and after the harsh treat-
ment of the late Head.

It was only to be expected.

Everybody was anxious to hnar all me
details regarding the ad’ ime.
was_known that he had sem eted hls
brother. for some time near the school,
and that Robert Horley was quite inno-
cent. It was also known that the Head
had attempted to make off with a con-
siderable sum which he had oktained
from General Ord-Clayton.

Tinker, of course, took his departure
that day, and was glad he had visited
the old school.

Nelson Lee had two Impertan, an-
nouncements to make in the afternoon;

‘m too
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They were announcements
filled everybody with joy.

“Well, boys, I have some news for
you,” said the guv'nor, addressing the
School. “The first item is that General
Ord-Clayton has resigned the chairman-
ship of the Board of Governors—-"

“Oh, hurrah!”

¢Ha, ha, ha!”

“Three groans for the general!”

Nelson Lee listened, smiling in spite
of himself.

“I can hardly countenance such a
demonstration as this,” he said s\,vmdy
“However, I will say no more if you
will keep quiet—"

“Why don’t you become the Head,
sir?” roared Handforth.

“Oh, good idea!”

“We want you to be Head, sir!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Mr. Lee’s the man for us!”

But the guv'nor shook his head.

“No, boys, you are quite wrong,” he
said. “Moreover, I have much better
news for you—news which will please
you far more. Dr. Stafford—"

“Hurrah!”

“Dr Stafford has consented to return

which

i Hm hip, hurrah!”

“Three more cheers'” bawled Hand-
forth.

“Hurrah!”

“When the Head comes we'll raise the
roof!”

“Yes, rather!”

The juniors were doing their utmost
to raise the roof already—and even the
seniors were cheering as they had
seldom cieered before. Everything was
turning out all right, ~As Handforth
remarked, everything in the garden was
lovely.

There ¥ nsiderable joy and com-
mobio Gr excitement prevaiied
when it was learned that Dr. Stafford

_THE REMOVE!

Pitt, grinning.
taking a firm stand, you know. I give
Nipper all the credit for this—"
“Rats!” I said. “Nipper doesn't
want it!”
“But it was your idea abot the rebel-

lion, and 3011 carn=d us through to
victory,” sfud Pitt. “If it hadn’t been
for you—-

“Mr. Lee would have put things
straight, just the same,” I interrupted.
“So it doesn't make much difference—
only we had a jolly exciting fortnight
during the barring-out.”

The following afternoon was a red-
letter day in the history of St. Frank’s.

Dr. Maleolm Stafford, the dear old
Head, returned. He was liked by the
m’L]outy of the boys, for Dr. Stafford
was renowned for his kindness, his sym-
pathy, and his understanding. '
was also respected for his stern-
, when sternness was require
returned unobtrusively, arriving
on foot ;uﬂy L\VO hours before he was:
expected. e Remove had intended
going down to the station in force—and
perhaps the Head had been warned of
something of this kind. At all events,
he entered the Triangle early in the
afternoon, while all the fellows were at
lessons.

By a piece of luck, Nicodemus Trot-
wood happened to be glancing out of
the window just as the Head entered.
Nick looked twice, stared, and then
turned an excited face to the Form.

“T say, you fellows—"

“Trotwood,” snapped Mr.
“how dare you talk?”

“But—but the Head's just come, sir!”
gasped Trotwood.

“The Head!” roared the Remove.

“He’s just arrived!” exclaimed Trot-
wood. “He walked in the gateway—"

“Hurrah!”

Crowell,

himself was returning the next day.
“Talk about rosy times!” exclaimed

He was interrupted by a terrific roar
which went up. Mr, Crowell did his

'
“This is what comes of

.
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1 thl Form, but it was
Fellows were
and

utmost to cont;

and cheering,
-owell raved in vain.

led Handforth.

.
,yS — boys'” thundered
“H Tiow dare you"
als at once!
n kelp gnnmng as I watched

xt surged out into the Triangle—and I
don't mind admitting that I was one of
the first fellows to reach the open air.
The Head was just entering his house,
and as the Remove rushed across the
Triangle, the Fifth Form came pouring
out of the windows of the Fifth Form
. . Such an exhibition of en
sinsm had never before been witnessed
at St. Frank’s.
Dr. Stafford, looking just the same
ever, stood on the top of ‘his steps,
rveying the crowd. For ten minutes
Triangle and the, whole school
$hoed ‘with the ch»crmg
As soon as there was a lull, somebody | p;
started a fresh outburst, and the Head
could do nommg but wait. At 1ast
‘however, the fellows practically winded
themselves; then Dr. Stafford held up
his hand, and there was silence.
“Boys,” exclaimed the Head, in his
well known deep, kindly voice, “I can-
not tell you how deeply I appreciate

i ¥
“Let’s go outside and chair him!”
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_Since 1 have been away I
ssed you great—-

enth so much as we've missed

“Raﬂ.er not, sir!”
“SL. Frank’s hasn't been the same,
sir.”

“It is good 10 l‘ear you suy that, my
lads,” said I have come
because I h',we been asked to
return, and also because I was anxious
to be amongst you again. There have
been some evil times dming my absence,
and I trust Lha* everything will now
run_smoothly—
nd to run smoothly with you

“It's bount
here, sir!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Hurrah!”

“For he's a jolly good fellow—-

Somebody started singing, and within
ben seconds the whole school had taken
p the refrain. If roared out in a ter-
_Jﬁ" burst, and I was afterwards told

¢ the singing was distinctly heard on

ze outskirts of Bannington. I wasn't
very sur] ed to hear this, for the din
was deafening.

Of c e, the excitement died down
nventuall . That evening spreads of
the most “gorgeous ” nature were held
by the dozen. All the tuck in the village
ves bought up, and double the quantity
could have been sold.

And everybody was happy in the
knowledge that the school would very
soon resume the even tenor of its way.
- There had been some troublous times
in the old school, but everything had
panned out happily in the finish, thanks

this wonderfully cordial greeting on|to the rebels of the Remove.
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OUR MAQAZINE CORNER
SRR
FREAKS AFLOAT!

ID you ever
Youre not
gotten it if you did, for she was

one of the queerest craft ever seen
afloat. Picture a small cargo steamer
with a giant liner’s funnels rearing up
from her decks, and you'll get a good
idea of what a rotor ship locked like-—
hopelessly top-heavy, ready to heel over
at the first real “blow” she met.

Not So Crazy!

But appearances were never more
deceptive. The stronger the wind, the
better the rotor ship stoed up to it.
The huge, towering funnels were in
reality revolving cylinders of light but
very strong metal, that caught the wind
in just the same way as a sailing ship’s
canvas.

In fact, the rotor ship went one
better; she could utilise the wind in
whichéver direction it was blowing and
add a useful number of knots to her
speed. Only two ships of this tfpe were
built; luck was against them, and, after
a brief try-out they were scrapped. But
the rotor ship will be remembered, il
only for one thing—it was a floating
freak that wasn’t half as crazy as it
looked.

Nothing like that can be said about
most of the other curiosities that have
been launched under the name of ships.
Most of them had their short bub
spectacular lives in the forties and
fifties of last century, when steamship
design was hardly out of its infancy.
‘As an example, there was the Con-
nector, though whether she was one
ship or three ships is still something
of a mystery. Anyway, her claim to
fame was that she had been built in
three sections, loosely joined together
with hinges, something like a toy snake.
D'you get the idea?

Well, her designers thought they did.

In fact, they were quite sure her loose-
jointed, free-and-casy lines wowld enable
her to ride comfortably in the roughest
weather, gliding over the waves as if
she were 2 s: Then, on arrival
at port v o of codl, she was
to be divided into three sections for
speedy un‘m ing. « It sounded fine; the
<hlp buili—but then the Con-
rs found themselves up

little snag. n't

Fleating Pudding Basins!

Then came the famous “cigar”
looking like exaggerated submarines,
running to a very sharp point fore and
aft. The designers’ hope was that these
bullet-like craft would cut through the
ocean at the then staggering spr\ed of

2 knots—but it was just another fond
delusion. .

With the ’seventies arrivs cd somethmg
still more fantastic—the “popofil
Thesn looked more like floating phddmﬂ

basins than ships, for they were circu-
lar, with six engines each driving its.
own propeller, Admiral Popoff,”
designer, thought he had hit on so
thing absolutely revolutionary in w2
ships—and so he had, for when thi
came to try the first one out, she spun
round and round in the water like a
top, and with her engines running full
out only made seven knots!

Sea-sickness would be a thing of the
past to-day if one inventor’s great idea
had worked out in practice. “Let the
ship roll as much as she likes,” he said.
“We’ll have our passenger saloon swing-
ing free, so that whatever the rest of
the ship may be doing, the saloon will
always hang upright.” Well, they tried
it out. The whole saloon, \wnghnm 130
tons, was
and_set on
terrible. While the shxp swung in one
direction, the saloon lurched sicken-
ingly in another and far worse one.
Whether any of the passengers lasted
out the voyage is not on record—but
bhaL ﬂo'\tmg freak never made another
trip
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