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THE MYSTERIOUS BASKETS.

¢ MATEUR theatricals!"” said Hand-
forth firmly.
Y] ml?"

‘“ Amateur theatricals,”” repeated
Edward Oswald Handforth, of the Kemove.
‘“ All those baskets can’t mean anythinf else.
Just look at 'em. I expect the Sixth is get-
ting up some dud show or other. ‘The Mecr-
chant of Venice,” or gsome rot like that, I

suppose.’’ , . ,
‘* Shakespcare isn't rot!” said McClure
stoutly.

‘““My dear chap, I'm not saying it is,"' ex-
plained Handforth, smiling in a supcrior kind
of way. ‘' Shakeespeare produced properly is
top-hole; but Shakespeare as presented by
the 8Sixth is too pitiful for words.”

Church and McClure grinned.

‘“You're not far wrong, Handy,' said
Church. “I remember the last show the
Sixth gave. That was one of Shakespcare’s
plays, and it wae simply murdered. Some of
the fellows said that the actors ought to
bhave been murdered too!” .

The three chume of Study D, in the Ancient
House, were standing at their window,
gazing with interest across the Triangle
towards the gates. It was midday, and the
dinner-gong would soon sound.

The recent frost had broken, and now the
Triangle was muddy aad sticky with half-
thawed, slushy snow. The carrier's van was
standing outside the gates, and a number of
huge dress-baskets were visible in the vehicle.
Indeed, it seemed to contain nothing else.

As Handforth and Co. watched, the van was
pulled into the Triangle, and it groumd its
way towards the College House, coming to
a halt againet the wide steps. A crowd ol
juniors soon colleoted round.

‘“ Cheek!"” growled Handforth. ‘ Thosv
things ain’t for the College House, are they?
Great pip! I wonder if Christine and Co.

are getting up a play of some sort?”
‘“ Oh, talk sense!"’ amap McClure.
‘““Eh? Look here, Arnold McClure—'

" Do you think the Remove chapa would
bave all those baskota of cestumee?’’ de-

8

couldn’'t afford to hire such a lot; besides,
they haven't time for amateur theatricals
nowadays. Colonel Clinton Is keeping the
goor chaps too busy—to say nething of that
east, Donnell.”’

Handforth sniffed.

‘“It's their own fault.” he said.
ought to revolt againat it.”

" Well, thely did revolt—--"'

“And meekly currendered withiun a couple
of hours!” snorted Handforth. A hlne re-
volt that was—I don't think!”

‘“It's easy enough for us to talk.”" aaid
Church, shaking his head. * We're in the
Ancient House, and we've got Mr. Ncison
Lee for a Housemaster-—the best the scuool’s
ever had. The Monks are having a rottem
time with the colonel—what with his military
discipline. and his drils aud paradee and
route-marches. It's almost impossible to
keep up a revolt where there's such cast-iron

" They

diacipline.”
Handforth wouldn't acknowledge it, but
Church was quite right. Colonel Clinton's

rule was harsh and severe, and the juniors of
the College House were at present pasing
through an ordeal.

The colonel was u capable man, and he had
distinguizshed himeelf honourably while at
the front. But he was uaeless as a schod-
master now; his ideas were all of the mailed-
flet variety; he seemed to he imbued with a
type of Prussianiam, for his one aim wus
to subdue the boys under his control untd
they were like 80 many parta of & machine.

Christine and Co., of course, resented the
treapment vigorously—not that it did them
much good. For any hint ol dissatistaction
was immediately met by prompt and severe
panishment. he unfortunate Moenka were
in a sorry plight—and not the least ol their
troubles was their drill-instructor, Sergeant
Donnpell.

This man had been introduced to St.
Frank’s by the colcnel, and he was a hully,
a blackguard, and of a far bharsher nutare
than Clinton himself. Ou one oc¢casion, now
famous, he had been rolted in the snow. hut
the fellows were not likelv to have anothee
opportunity of indulging iu such a pleasura



The arrival of the dress-baskets was a
tulyret of much discussion in hnth the College
llose and the Ancient House. Handforth
and Co. sallizd out in search of information-—
hut feund nome.

They joined a group of juniore who were
walching Warren, the porter, aesist the
carrier to carry the baskets indoors. 1 was
N member of thit group, and Sir Mont'e Tre-
gellia-West was with me. Pitt and Grey,
und one or twn others, comprised the rest.
We only shook our heads in answer to Hand-
forth’s inquiriea.

“* An amateur play of some kind, I sup-
pose.”’ eaid Handforth.

‘“That’'s hardly likely.”” I replizd. * Of:
course, the senjors mayv he getting up a
huge apectacle of somie sort-—ihothing elac
weuld iaccount for all there baskets —hut- I've
hoa® nothing abhout it. And when the Fifth
or Sixth get busy on theatricals they generlly
lel the whole school know." |

“ Perhop3 Christine will he able to te)l us
somecthing.,”” remarked Grey. ‘ He's  just
coming out, 1 see. Hi. Christine'”

The leader of the Monks strolled over to-
wards ue, with Yorke and Talmadge. There
was a4 puzzled expreasion on hirn fac:, and it
wis reflected in those of his clhivma,

“What's in the wind, Christy?"" T asked.
nodding towarda the vau.

*“ Bleased if 1 know,” said Christine, shrug-
ving his showlders. ' Some more of the
colonel’s rot, [ suppose. But I'm jiggered il
I can seo what these basketa can contain.
Nobody knows anything about "em.”

** Not the senjors?’” askcd Handforth.

“No; Donnell's imeide, aud he’s gnperin-
tending things,”” replied the Monk's leader
 All the baskets are bheing taken inte
réom in the private part of the Hous? it's
been specially cleared for the purpose. |
helieve. They'ro going to be locked in, o
Parry tells me."”

Sir Montie adjusted his pince nez.

“ It looke rather significant, to my mind.’
he observed. ' Dear boys, there's somethin’
bein’ prepared. I don’t know what it i~

but. 1 «hall be surprised if those baskets don't

makce you College Housze fellows scel bal
before long. The colonel has somethin® up
his sleeve—he has, really.”

Bob Christine grunted.

‘* He's always got scmothing up liis slecve. ™
he excladmed. ** Hurdly a dayv passes without
n frcash trial for the Remove. We're getling
fed-up. and there’ll Le another revolt before
long. 1 caa fcel it in my boues.”

**1t's no good feeling it there!'' anid Band-
forth, with a anifl. ** Why the dickens dor't
you anap vour hugers in Clintan's face?’’

‘*Because it's too i‘olly dangerous!” aaid
Christine grimly. “If you'd been flogged
like I was, Bandy, and chucked into 2
heastly cell., with novt.hing but bread-and-
watcr to eat, you wouldn’'t talk eo hiz!™

“How can you eat water'?’ asked Hand-
forth humorouely.

‘“Oh, rats!”

Bob Christine turned away crossly, and 1
couldn't altogether blame him. He was being
chipped constantly about that ill-fated revolt,
which was now a thing of the paet. Only a

!
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few fcllows appreciated the difficulties with
which the Monks had to comtend. 1 could
sympathise with tbem—and I did.

“ Look here, Montie,” 1 said, drawing my
chum aside. ‘'‘ Perhaps the guvnor knows
romething ahout these bhaskets. 1'm not a
curious chap as a rule, but I shoald like to
know what's on the board now. 1 think I'll
pop along and ask Mr. Lee if he knowe any-
thing. You go and join Tommy in Study C;
1 sha'n’'t be long.”

“*Juet as yom like, dear old boy,” said
Tregellis- Weat obliglinﬂly.

My noble chum, ﬁevlieve, was inclined to
diaapprove of my secmingly undue curiosity ;
but wanted to he in a positiam to give
Caristine a helpiul tip, if 1 cguld mspage
. Besrdes, I- wuas anxious to have a word
with the guv'nor on another subject, and ~
this provided a decemt cxcuse to go to his
stuedy.

Nelson Lee was just entering the passage
as 1 turned the corner. He gave me a nod
and a smile, and we holh entered his study
together.

“ Well, Nipper?’ he inquired.

‘“S8een all those basketa, sir?” T asked.

‘* Baskets? What are veu talking about,
young ‘un?”’

“1 $hought you were cheervant. cuv'nor.”’
I remarked. “ The carrier’s van is in the
Triangle, disgerging plles of biz drees-bas-
kets. They're addressed to Colonel Clintou.
I understand, and 1 ghouglt you might know
what's in ‘em.” | |

Nelson Lee regurded me sternly.

‘“ And why should you think that I might
know what some hadkets addressed to
Colonel Clinton centain?’’ he demanded. * I
am afraid, Nipper, that you are developing
an unheanlthy curiosty——"'

*Oh, come off it, guv'nor!” I groaned.

““That is no way to addresg your Houze-

master!"’
' Perhaps not,”” I said. ‘““ But I'm addrese-
ing you )just now, eir—Mr. Nelson Lee, the
famous detcotive. I only recognise you as
my Honsemaster during school time. We're
oursclves just at present. And I'm not un-
healthily <curiouws, either. If the colonel
mecars to adopt some fresh tyranny, I'd like
to give Christine a warning.”

Nelson lee chuckled. ,

**Oh, s0 that is the little plan?’’ he said
drily. ** Well, I'm afraid 1 can't help you,
Nipper. 1 have not the slichtest knowledge
of these barkete you refer to: imdeed, I did
not know they had arrived. I have a better
way of spending my time than gazing out
into the Triangle. You will have to curh
your curiosity and await evemnts.”

** What about Stowe Lpdge, sir?’’' 1 asked,
** Any further devélopment?’’

‘“ None, so far. And we musl not allow
our imaginations to run riot, Nipper. The
appearance of things iz somewhat sinister.
But the whole affair may be easily ex-
plained."

I grinned. R

** That wou't work, guv'nor,” 1 =aid. shak-
inq Iny head. . .

“Eh? What won't work?”

* Trying to puw me off the sceny,” 1 cx.
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claimed. " { kinow joily well that Colone!
Clinton isn't 80 innocent as he appears
to be while he’s at 8t. Frank's. ‘LThat
business at Stowe Lodge is thundering sus-
picious. 1 don’'t forget that I was nearly
gaascd.’’,

*Owing to your rashness in burgling a
strange house,” reminded Nelson Lee.

**Don’t put it that way, guv'nor,” I said.
“ If anybody overhears us I shall end up at
the Old Bailey, or something. I simply in-
vestizated, but I didn't expect that there'd
he a roomful of poison gas in Stowe Lodge.
It's a good job you yanked me cut when you
did. My throat still feels a bit wonky even
now."”

“T am sorry to hear that, young 'un,’
said the guv'nor smoothly. “I am quite
sure it must be most distressing to be
troubled with a ‘wonky' throat! I hope
you don’t tcach the othier boys these slang
expressions?”’

** They don't need any teaching, sir,”” I
grinned. * Well, as yocu don't know any-
thing I shall clear off. But I thought you
might bc able to put me on the scent. So
long, zuv'nor!’

I strolled ocut of his study, thinking about
Stowe Lodge and the adventure we had ex-
perienced there a few nights since. The
Lodge was a fairly modern house cituated
close to the river on a lonely spot near the
:chool. It was occupicd by a man named
Hardy—the sole occupant.

Thie chap was clcsely associat:d, somehow,
with Colonel Clinton, and it was quite cvi-
dent that some secret work was on hand—of
a criminal nature, too. Everything pointed
that way, and I had an idea that Colonel
Clinton would be revealed in his true colours
soon.

On more than one occasion Nelson Lee had
seen the colonel wearing a mask, and he was
in the hahit of vigiting his colleague at
Stowe Lodze in secret; he was most anxious
that not a soul should know of his visits,
and they were mainby undertaken after the
boys had retired for the night.

Just recently I had broken bounds after
lights-out, accompanied by my chums, and I
had succeoded in getting into the lonely
house while it was unacccu{;ied. But I had
paid for my recklessness. In attempting to
enter an inner room I had been overcomc by
some choking fumes, and Nelson Lee had
fished me out just in time to prevent me
being collared by Colonel Clinton and the
mysterious Hardy.

My investigation had fizzled out, in a way
of speaking, but I knew a few more details,
‘at all events. And that experience had not
altered my counviction that the colonel’s con-
nection with Stowe Lodge was a dishonest
one. 1 couldn't eee how all the facts could
be satisfactority explained away. Perhaps
the truth would become known fairly soon
now. The College House fellows, I Kknew,
would cheer with delight when Colonel Clin-
ton shook the dust of his feet from St.
Frank's for ¢ver. Tho general opinion in the
ranks of the Monks was that thumbszcrews
and bhoitling oil were altogether too good for
the tvrant of the CoMege House.

1

The maia fault about tne covin.! waa tha
ho wanted to convert his Hcuse into somn.
thing approaching a military training estah
lishment. What with centry duty, saluting.
drilling, and a hundred other ordcals, the
ordinary placid life of the juniors wus
changed into a continuous nightmare.

And the arrival of the dress-baskets,
although apparently innocent, left as une s,
impression in the minds of most fellows that
some new absurdity was ahout to be per
petrated.

For the cclonel was not only harsh. ULnt
comic in his ideas. He had been known ax
a freak almost since his first hours at St
IFrank’s, and his Gilbertian =ystem of rulv
kad been the talk of the whoic echool unti!
the fellows got uscd to it.

Perhaps normal times wculd zeon return.
Mr, Stockdale, the former chief of the Coelleg-
House, had been unable to return this term.
owinz to a grave attack of pneuriwoni:, an!
so the colonel had filled his shoes/

Just recently, however, news had arrived
that Mr. Stcckdale was mending far morc
rapidly than had been reckoned upcn. There
was every likelihood that he would be able
to take up the reins again at the com-
mencement of the next term. For the pre.
&nt, however, Clinton held sway.

[t was nearly dinner-tinne when I arrivedd
at Study C. Sir Montie and Teoinmy Watson
were not there, and [ searched for them in
the Triangle, running them down azain-t thwe
gymnasium.

I was walking over to them when Colont!
Clinton ¢merged from the Coilcge House, wnd
stond iighting a cigar upon the steps. Quite
a nimber o! juniors stared at him in mih!
astonichment. 1The colonel’s expreseion was
most unusual. He¢ appeared to be in ap e\-
tremely good humour, and beamed rouml
himm just ror the sake of beaming. He evcn
looked quite pleasant.

‘ Lcoks as if he'd backed a winner.”
marked Fullwond, who was standinr ncar.
** Nothing else would bring such a scrap'ic
semile to his chivvy.”

Fullwood, the leader of the Nuiliz alwava
imagined that when anybody looked cspeci
ally contented, it meant that he had backed
a winner, or something of that Kind. Fuil
wood's mind was generally engaged in matters
of horse-racing and gambling.

The colonel’'s expression, however, un-
doubtely called forth many cominents. And
Grayson., of the Fifth, who was alout to
enter the College Hcuse, decided that he
mizht venture to ask the Housemaaster a
questior. Grayson was the * Major "' of the
Remove, having been appointed to that
farcical rank by tlie colonel.

** 1 beg your pardon, sir—"'
son.

“ Well, my boy?" said the colomel genaliy.

“I was just wondering what all thcs»
haskets mean, sir,”” vaid Graysoa, gathering
courage. ‘* Have they anything tuv do with
us, eir?"

Colonel ('inton's expreasion chang:d.

“J have no intention of answering that
question. Major Grayson,” he said cu:tly.

re-

tegan Crave-



" Has it ever occurred to jou to mind your
uwh busihess?”’

Y} l___l___ﬂ '

“You may go indoors, Grayson!"’ snappud
the Housemaster.

And the Fifth-Former went, feeling rather
aore. He had been snapped up bhefore a
vrowd of juniors, and Grayson didn’t like it.

But one thing was certain-—Colohel Cliuton

had somcething up his sleeve.
A were busily putting our books away

and clearing up before heing dismissed.
Mr. Crowell, the Form-master, was in rather
a good temper, and he was indulging in 4
few witty remarks, at which the Remove
dutifully zrinned.

Mr. Crowell turnied us the door cpened,
and his ¥mile vanished, to give place to an
impatient ‘:rown.

‘* Well, Sergeant Donnell, what do yeu
want?’’ he asked sharply.

It was the drill-instructor who had entered
the room, and I noticed the Collegc House
fellows eyeing one ancther uneasily.

‘1 have orders from the colonel, sir, tn
march the College Howse section of this Forin
into the Triangle immediately after lessouns.”
cxplained the sergeant stiffly. ‘‘ They are to
bo drilled, sir.”

*“Oh, rats!"’ grunted Christine audibly.

The frown was still upon Mr. Crowel:’s face.

‘1 strongly disapprove of these continuous
drills, Sergeant Donnell,”” he said, half-
angrily. ‘It is most unfair to thc beva ani
1 shall make it my duty to speak tu f'olone!
(‘linton himself on the subject.”

** Oh, good old Crowell!”” murmured a dozen
Ve ces.

** Sorry, sir; but I'm oniy obeving orders.”
saild Sergeant Donnell shortly.

His tone, however, was one of gieat satis-
faotion. and the Monks understood. The
sergeant liked nothing better than parading
the juniors at a time when they most detested
it. He was a bully by nature, and it gave
him pleasure to inflict swfferinig at ull times.

Mr. Crowell was a mere Form-master, and
be had no say in any matters conecming
the Colleze House. Bot he took o great
interest in his boys, and protested when he
thought fit.

Not that his protests were of much use.
Christine and Co., much to their disgust,
were marched out into the Triangle when the
Form was dismissed. To the Ancient House
fellows this dismissal meant freedom for the
rest of the day. But not so with the Monks.

Sometimes, they would not be interfered
with for two or three days in succession;
then would eome a spell of drilling and parad-
ing. Christine and Co. never knew where
they were. Perhaps it all depended upon
Colonel Clinton’s mood. At 2l events, be
was decidedly erratic.

On this particular afternoon the Removites
of tlge Collegc House were obliged to fall in
and stan:d at at-tem,iop. They glowered :ut

m——— —

CHAPTER Il

A REGULAR ROTTER.
FTERNOON lessans were nearly over
in the Remove Form-room, and we

THE NELSON LEL LIBRARY

Sergeant Donncll with no great affection in
their looks.

* The colonel’s orders are a bit stiff to-
day, boys,” said the sergeant pleasantly,
“Don’t hlame me—— And don't glate like
that, T'rivate Yorke, or I'H clip your dirty
little ear!” °

‘“ My ears are cleaner than yours, anyhow '™
retorted Yorke hotly.

**Don’'t give me any lip!"” snapped Don-
netl. “ You'll be reported later on. yon in-
solent young puppy! You're going on a
route-march—five miles—understand?”’

** Before tea?” asked a dozen veices.

“Yes, before tea. Yon'll get a good
appetite,”’ said the sergeant. *' Now then!
None of that grumbling—and don’'t let me
hear any sauvce! Right turn! Mark time!"”’

The Manks reluctantly obeyed. They were
feeling rechellious and furious. But to dis-
obey orders would be to bring fresh hardships
upob themseives. It was this thought which
always kept them in check; they had been
forced to realise that they were under the
heel of the colonei, and there was no getting
out of it. The punishments for insubordina-
tion were terribly drastic, and the juniors
2lways submitted rather than face the muasic.

The march commenced at once, Sergeant
Donnell striding along at the side of the
column, and Grayson of the Fifth bringing
up the rear—in order to prevent any strag-
glers from falling out. The Fifth-Former was
in a savage mood, for he dctested these
marches as heartily as the juniors them-
selves. But he, like the Removites, was com-
pelled to obey orders.

Christine and Co. marched sullenly. They
were hungry, and eager for tea. And yet
they would have te cover flve miles before
returning to S8St. Frank’s! Over an hour
hefore they could even prepare their study
meal! 1t was at moments such as thesc that
the fellows were most ripe for revolt.

The sergeant took his * troops ''—as the
colonc! liked to term them—over the playing-
fields, and then along the towing-path by the
river, intending to strikec the road by the
bridge. The evening was a miserable one,
and di?l not tend to improve the feelings of
the sufferers.

The frost had gone. and an icy, cutting

wind was blowing with econsiderable force.

It was a raw, (Jamp wind—and perhaps *‘icy '
isn't quite a correct term to vse—and it
chilled the juniors to the marrow in spite of
the exercise.

The going was sluoshy and uncomfortable.
Half-melted snow luy everywhere, and the
clonds were banking up for rain, by all
appearances. It had been generally noticed
that the colonel always chose vile weather
for route-marches. The juniors believed that
Clinton did it decliberntely. |

The squad ploughed ua sulkily, grumbling
amongst themselves, and there were many un-
complimentary remarks passed regarding the
sergeant—and not always out .of Donuell’s
hearing.

The inatructor turned round sharply on cne
of these occasions,

L 4



DR. STAFFORD'S ORDEAL 5

‘I don't want any more—— Whoa! Hang
the thing!"

He had broken off savagely, for his hat
suddenly lifted from his head, and was borne
on A gust of wind right over the column of
juniors, and came down almost in mid-
stream, on the ice—which still covered the
river from bank t© bank. The sergeant swore
to :ﬁmselt, his hair waving wildly in the
wind.

‘“We'd better go back, sergeant,” said
Talmadge casually. *‘ You can't go on a flve-
mile march without a hat.”

Donnell took no notice of the advice.

‘“ Halt!"”’ he roared. ‘' Stand at ease, the
lot of you!"

He marched through the bhoys to the edge
of the river, and stood looking out across
the ice to the spot where his hat was lyine,
1t was quite twenty feet away, and the ice
didn’t look particularly safe. Two days ago
it had been as firm as a rock, but the thaw
had cracked it up dangerously, and it- was
now extremely treacherous.

Domnell’'s hair was atill blowing about in
t.hlel chilling wind, and he was geiting very
cold.

** Private Christine!"" he snapped.
forward!'"

Bob Christine obeyed.

* Run out over the ice and get my hat,”
ordered the sergeant.

** No, thanks!" said. the junior firmly.

‘“ What the thunder do you mean?
thanks '?"

“* What [ aay,'” replied Christine.
think I'm going out on that ice?
dangerous—"’

** Afraid?”’ soeered Donnell.

‘““No, I'm not afraid!"’ shouted Christine
hotly. ‘“ But I'm not a fool! If I went out
on that ice I should break through. 1f you
think it's so safe, why don’t you go and get
the hat yourself?”

Donnell scowled.

I don't want any back answers!' he
growled. *“If you don't obey orders, I'll
report you to the colonel. Go on that ice
and get my hat!”’

** Don’t you go, Christine'"’

‘“8tand where you are!”

‘““Ignore him!'"

** Silence, you young dogs!’ bellowcd the
sergeant, glaring at the boys. ‘‘1f theres
any more lip I'll make the march ten miles
instead of five!®’

This threat effectually silenced the Re-
movites—although there was not much pros-
pect of Donnell carrying the threat into
execution. 8till, there was a possibility of
it, ad the very thought was appalling.

Bob Christine still remained on the bank.
The order was a most unwarrantable one.
Donnell must have known that the ice was
dangerous—although it looked 80 whole.
After such a thaw the ice was no longer
bound securely together, and it might crack
up and float away at any time.

Moreover, Donnell’s action was cowardly
and brutal in the extreme. To order a boy
on the ice when he was at perfect lnber.ty.t.o
go himself proved that he thought the mission

“* Step

* No.

‘“Do you
It’s too

“the chapa

unsafe. And to risk Christine's lifo for the
sake of a bat was absolutely villainous.

“ Didn’t you hear me, hang you?" shouted
Donnell.

" Yes, I did,” said Christine quiet!y.

*Then obey orders!”

“1 won't!”

** You—you refuse?"

“Yes!"”

‘““Good for
Yorke warmly.

** You insubordinate whelp!" ahouted Doa
nell. "It you don't obey that command
within five seconds, I'll use force! Do you
think I want to stand herc and catch my
death of cold?”

“* That's your look-out,”” retorted (Christine.
“You can go and fetch your hat if you
think it's safe. I'm not stopping you. But
you ought to be downright ashamed of your-
self to give me such an order when yon know
it’s dangerous. I'm not going to obey it--
and you can report me to the colonel fifty
tiines, if you want to. He won’t uphold vou
in this conduct, I'l’ bet!"”

The sergeant nearly choked.

“I'l give you one more chance!" he
eharled. ' Are you going over that ice to
fetch my hat, or not? If you hadn't given
me that sauce | might have changed my
mind. But now you're goiug."

“I'm not!”’ declared Chrnistine flerce'y.
“We've rolled youn in the snow onee, Ser-
geant Donnell, and if you're not jolly careiut
will be ready to do it agawn,
You're going the right way to work for it.”

‘“ Hear, hear!"’

““ Chuck him on the ice!”

“Hohl your tongues, hang you!"’ bellowe !
the sergeant furiously. ‘“* Major Gerayson, |
appeal to you.”

The Tifth-Former shragged his shoulders.

*“ Don't do that,”” he said. ‘' I'm not gowyi
to advise you, Donnell. But I'll tell you one
thing--that ice isn’'t safe, and you'd bette:
not be such a fool! Leave your hat where
it is!"”

This, from a fellow like Grayson, was fairly
conclusive. The Fifth-Formes was a rank
bully, and he was &ver ready to persecute
the Removites. But Grayson bad sense
enough to seo that the sergeant was now
acting dangerously., His temper had got the
better of him—for Donnell hirnaell had been
half -hearted at the very beginning.

Now he was out of control.

‘“A set of young cowards—that's what
you are!” he stormed. * It's no good you
saying thut the same applies to me. U'm
twice your weight, and what would be dun
gerohs for me will be safe for any one of you.
You heard what T said, Christine” ‘Tha-
five seconds are up, long ngo.” ‘

** And five hours will be up before 1 risk
my life for the sake of your rotten hat!
gaid Christine flercely. *° Are you mad, ser
geant? Can't you understand that the «
would give way——"'

‘““ You're going!'’ roared Donnell. * Obte:
my order at once!’

The man looked terribly fierce.
Christine involuntarily shrank back.

you, Chlristine!’ exclyimed

ati
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*“DPon't go, Christine!’

* Rather not!”’

‘** Stand your ground, old man!"’

Christine turned his back, intending to \mlk
away. But the action deprwetl Scrgeant
Donnell of his last shred of reason. He seized

Christine’'s shoulders, roaring with fury, and
swung the junior round like a top.

The wpext second Bob Christine was sent
recling and spimming on to the ice, propelled
bv all the force of Donnell’s great arms.

" Oh!u p

* You brute!”

But there were only a few shouts; tho
majority of the fellows were anxiously watch-
g Bob Christine. The junior had fallen
over, and had slithered over the slushy ice
on his back for the last few feet.
up, rather dazedly, and then got to his fecet.
Even as he did so therc came a sound of
ominous cracking.

*“ Get that hat!”
pointing.

The headgear was lying some distance bLe
yond Clygistine, but the junior compietely
ignored the order, and commenced picking his
way gingerly towards the bank.

*If you don't go back for that hat, I'll
chuck you on the ice again!”’ thundered
Pomnell, ' I'I—""

He broke off, his.voice faltering. For, at
that very second, while Christine was stili
tar fiom the bank, the ice cracked with
several sharp reports, and therec was a dul!
splintering.

For one second Christine stood stili. Then,
as he attempted to rush forward to safety,
his right foot went clean through, and ke
stumbled on to one knee.

Crash!

It bappened in a flash. 'The ice broke up
cvervwhere in Christine's vicinity, und he
plunged through with a wild cry, and dis-
appeared into the black, icy water!

snarled the sergeant.

—

CHAPTER
THE HEAD ASSERTS

o 00D Heavens!'
“Oh!”
‘““ Christine’'s gone!”’
‘““He’'ll be drowned!”

A perfect roar of alarm and fury broke
from the juniors on the bank.
Donnell himself, sobered in a second, uttered
a hoarse cry. Bob Christine had vanished,
and he had not vet come to the surface.

“]1—I didn't think——" hegan Donnell,
white to the lips.

*You cur!” shouted Yorke desperately.
‘e You murderous coward!"’

*Kick him out of the way!”

The juniors were in a dangerous mood, and
they were roused to a pitch seldom before
rcached. Without the slightest ceremony the
frightened Donnell was shouldered out of the
way—roughly and without compunction. The
crowd of boys lined the bank, and a gasp
of relief went up as Christine suddenty
appcared ahove the surfyce,

Iil.
HIMSELF.

He sat.

Neraeant

r

|

| chattering teeth.
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“Hold tight. old man'" gasped Yorke.

‘“ Thank goodness, you’ve come up! We'll
-4 haul you out!” '

" Who's going in?’ roared Talmadge.
“ Quick! We shall have to form a line, band
in hand, and then we can—-"'

““It's all right!” panted Chbhristine, with
** The water’s shallow here,
and 1'm standing on the bottom. [ was
trapped under the ice for a moment or two,
and I thoognt I was never coming up. But
I'm all right now—and you needn’t worry."”’

*“ Hurrah!”’

‘“ Good old Christine!”’

The relief of the juniors revealed itself in
the sndden storm of cheers; but many
fellows had a kind of sob in their voices.
The tension had heeu terrific, and for one
awful moment they had thought that
Christine was drowned.

But now, it seemed, he was in no dancer,
and bhe commenced floundering towards the
bunk, smashing the ice as he came. But
Sergeant Donnell’s criminal action was every
whit as bad.

Christine might well bave been drowned—
for it was only by sheer luck that this par-
ticular stretch of water was shallow. Again,
shallow though it was, Christine might have
remained tr..pped heneath the ice. It had
been a very near thing, and nobody knew it
bLetter than the victim himself.

At last he reached the bank, and willing
hands pulled him to the grass. ‘His coat was
torn off as he stood there, and four or five
others wecre piled round him 4nd buttonei
up tight, another being finally thrown right

over his head.
“You’'ll have to run!” said Yorke, husky
with excitement. ‘' It’s the only way to

prevent dangerous results, old man. Run like
the dickens, and keep warm. We’'ll all come
with you.”

In the tenseness of the sitnation Sergeant
Donnell had been completely forgotten. And
Donnell himself had stood by, recovering his
composure. The knowledge that Christine wus
safe restored his confidence, and the man was
insane cnough to interfere. If he had pos-
sessed one grain of seuse be would h-we left
t'w juniors to themselves.

*Making a lot of fuss over n')th.ng'” he
rasped out savagely. ‘" The boy's not hurt.
I knew he wouldn't be. Private Yorke —
Private Herron! Yon two boys will take
Christine back to the school. The rest will
fall into line—"

“ Keep Tnet you scoandrel!’ reared Yorke
passionate

**What! How—how dare——"

But the sergeant’'s attitude was the last
straw. A good many fellows were already
rushing Christine off. ‘The rest, however,
hurled themselves upon Donnell with utter
fury. The man’s brutality had aroused them
to a highly dangerous pitch, and the next
second the sergeant realised it.

'* Stand bhack, you young eubs!’’ he guasped
frantically. *‘ Stand—— Yaroooh!”

The oncoming wave struck him with great
violence. He was bowled over, and the en-
raged Removites piled upon him and knocked
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every ounce of wiad out of his body. The
sergeant was rolled in the snow and mud
until he couldn’t speak. It was a drastic
revenge, but every bit deserved. The mud
was thick and horrible, and it was stuffed
into Donnell’s mouth and ears, and his hair
was filled with it. For all this, however, the
man was only superficially hurt. The boys
didn't go too far with their revenge, hut
just made Donaell understand, once and for
all.tthat his authority was a thing of the
past. .

‘“Now, you rotter!” panted Talmadge.
**You can crawl back when you like! But
we give you fair warning that you’ll be hissed
and hooted out of the school! Not a single

order of yours will be obeyed in future!

You're a criminal!”

Donnell wus left upon the ground, splut-
tering weakly and quite incapable of speech.
Then the crowd of muddy juniors—for they
had succeeded in ruining their own clothes
as well as Donnell's—raced after the party
which had taken charge of Bob Christine.

They caught up with it near the school
pAying-fields, and the whole crowd of them
gurged into the Triangle together. Christine,
by this time, was warmed and ih a glow.
He hadn’t been allowed to take a chill.

Without the slightest pause he was rushed
into the College House, rushed upstairs, and
plumped into a hot bath as quickly as it
could be prepared—which was within about
three minutes. There "wasn't much fear of
Christine coming to any harm. He was
breathless, exhausted, and tired—but he
hadn't caught cold.

Half a dozen fellows were his willing
attendants. The remainder were collected in
the Triangle, shouting excitedly, and gloat-
ing over the punishment which had overtaken
Sergeant Donnell so swiftly.

Naturally the commotion attracted con-
siderable attention., Nearly all the Anclen:
House juniors were at tea, but the meal was
scon abandoned, and crowds surged out into
the open. |

I was amongst the first, and Sir Montie
and Tommy were with me.

‘ Something’s happened, dear old boys,"
declared Montie sagely. ‘' I don’t know what
it is, but it looks very much like another
revolt, begad!” .

**Good luck to ‘em!” I exclaimed heartily.

‘““ What's happened?” bawled Handforth,
appearing like a whirlwind.

‘* Better ask the Monks,’”” I replied. ‘‘ They
seem pretty excited, anyhow. Clinton will
be out here soon, tearing his hair and foam-
ing at the mouth.”

But it was Dr. Stafford, the Head of St.
Frank’s, who appeared fl;st. Before we could
ask any questions the Head came striding
on the scene. He wus looking angry, for he
probably suspected what is commotion
meant, and there was an immediate hush as
he strode
juniora.

‘ Boys,” he exclaimed sternly, ‘ what is
the meaning of this—this most unusual dis-
turbance?”

. ¥* Sergcant Donnell sir!”’

is a villain,

in amongst the College Houseﬁ

|

?

aQouted Talmadge. who had just rushed down
from the bathroom to report that Christine
was all right. * We've rolled him in the
soow and mud—and we're proud of it'"

** Hear, hear!" .

** Rather!”

“ He deserves prison!"

“Yon are forgetting yourselves, boge!*”
shouted the llead, in amazement. ‘' How
dare you talk in this manner? Talmadge,
come before me, and tell me exactly what
has occurred. I demand to know the absolute
truth!”

Talmadge was feeling bold-—in the full
knowledge that right was on the side of the
excited Removites.

** Certainly, sir!"’ be said quickly. ““I'l tell
you the absolute truth in next to no time.
We've all positively finished with Rergennt
Donnell, and we're never going to take an
order from him again!”

The Head set his lips grimly.

* Are you aware, Talmadge, that vou ure
speaking in a very extraordinary manner’"
he demanded curtly. ** Sergeant Donnell is
your dri!l instructor, and your Housemaster
as .given you strict orders to obey Donne!l

** The colonel can't kecp it up after he's
heard what's happened, sir,” replied Tal-
madge quietly. ‘' Sergeant Donnell came
into the Form-room, just before lessons wer.
over, and marched every one of us—every
College House-Kemove fellow—off for a five-
mile march.™

‘I will grant that the order was somewhat
harsh,”” said the Head, ‘ but you have no
excuse in rebelling——"'

“ Talmadge husn’'t finished yet, sir'"
phouted several voices.

** Tell the Head the reat, Tully!"

‘“That’'s what I mean to do.,” declared

Talmadge. ‘' We didn’t think of revoiting,
sir, and we should have completed the murch
it Sergeant Donnell hadn't acted like an
absolute murderer.”

‘“ Good gracious!” ejaculated Dr. Stafford.

“T'm not exaggerating, sir,”” went on
Talmadge firmly. * Sergeant Donnell's hat
blew on to the ice while we were murehing,
and it fell almost in mid-strcam. The wnrer-
geant ordered Christine to go and fetch it."’

The Head's expression changed.

‘““Indeed!’” he exclaimed, in a hard voice.
“1 shall certainly reprimand Donnell
severely. The ice on the river is most un-
safe, and 1 have already forbidden all hoys
to venture upon it. Christine, 1 am sure,
ohbjected to obeying the order?’’

** Christine refused to go, sir,” said
Talmadge hotly. ‘' And then the sergrant
abused him in the most awful language. and
shouted that if Christine didn't go on th.
ice for the hat, be would be thrown on by
force.”

*The utter raseal! 1 am astounded—"

‘“ But there's worse to come, sir,”” Tal-
madge hastened to say. *‘ Poor old Christine
was spun round before he could dodge, amt
the sergeant pitched him on to the ice anid
sent Lim slithering out yurds from the bank.
Even as Christine was getting to his feot
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we heard the ice cracking—and that bruted
scoundrel actualiy ordered Christine to fetch
his hat ¢ven then.”

‘“But what of the boyv, Talmadge—what
of Christine?'’ asked the Head anxiously.

** Why, he went through, of course—"

‘““Great Hcaven!  gasped Dr., Staflord,
horrified.

‘““But the water wasn't deep, and he
managed to get to the bank; but it would
have been a tragedy if the water hadn’'t heen
shallow at that spot,” said Talmadge, his
voice aquivering with [furious indignation.
‘““ Even as it was, Christine was trapped under
the icc. and only just managed to get to the
surface by chance.”

Dr. Stafford had not lost all his angry
expression, and his face reflected the indig-
nant lcoks of the crowd. But there was a
grim glitter in his eyes too.

** This matter will be entered into fully
later on, boys,” he said quickly. *‘ For the
present I must telephone for Dr. Brett——"

** Oh, sir, there's no need for that!" inter-
rupted Talmadge. ‘' Christine’s as right as
rain. As soon as he came out of the river
we piled our overcoats on to him, rushed
bim home so [fast that he couldn’'t catch
cold, and dropped him straight into a hot
hath. He'll be down soon--as well as ever.”

‘* Boys, you have acted in the most praise-
worth{ manaer,” said the Head, taking a
dcep breath. ' The flrst consideration was
to get Christine into a hot bath, und it
appears that you have performed first aid
viuties wilth singular expedition and thought-
fulness.”’

‘“And I don't mind saying, sir, what we

did to Donnell,”” went on Tulmadge boldly.

** After that murderous act of his- he tried
to order the chaps about. They were 86
furious that Donnell was knocked over, rolled
" in the mud, and we.told him that his orders
waciild never be obeyed azain. We've finished
with him, sir, and it'll be a orying shame
if he's allowed any further authority.”

‘TThe Head looked grave.

** Under the circumstances, boys, I.cannot
possibly blame you for your violence to-
wards® the sergeant—indeed, you were fully
justified in giving the brute prompt punish-
ment,”’ he said quietly. ‘I shall certainly
inflict no imposition upon any of you, and
you may be quite sure that Donnell will leave
the "school at the earliest possible moment

** Harrah!"

‘* Three cheers for the Head!”

The juniors were shouting and yelling in a
second. Dr. Staflord’s attitude took them
rather by surprise—just as their cause was,
they had half believed that the Head would
condemn them [or punishing Donnell with
their own bands, But the Head had turned
up trumps. .

And while the excitement was at its height
a fresh shout sounded at the outskirts of the
crowd. 1 looked round, and grinned with
joy as 1 observed Sergeant Donnell running
across the Triangle from the direction of the
playing-fields. .

**The band’s going wo- play now,” I re-

‘.l

|
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marked cheerfully. “ My hat! What o
sight! The Monas did the job thoroughly,
anyhow!"

Sergeant Donnell was almost invisible be-

| neath his coating of mud. And he was half-

mad with fur*u A storm of booing and hiss-
ing greeted his appearaunce, but bo came
straight on uutil he halted before the Head.
It was only the presence of the latter which
prevented the juniors from seizing the man
a second time. .

‘* 'These—these young cubs have rebelled,
sir!”” gasped the sergeant hoarsely. *‘ They
attacked me, and——"'

“] want to ask you one question, Donnell,”
interrupted the Head huarshly. ** Did you, or
did you not, throw Christine on to the ice?"’

The sergeant gulped.

‘*The young dog refused to obey orders,
sir!”" he snarled. ‘' I simply told him to
fetch my hat, and us bh¢ wouldn't go I used
force. The ice was safe cnough, but the
young fool deliberately stamped about and
broke through. He know the water was
ehal!gm, and it was all a plant against me

“Ooh!”

* You awful liar!”
‘“* That will do, bhoys!"' said the Head
sharply. ' You peed not think that I shall

credit this man’'s preposterous statcment.
Sergeant Donnell, you have acted in & manner
which can only be described as villainous.
That you could order a boy on to the ice
in its present condition—"'

** The ice was safe, 1 tell you—

‘* Keep silent, sir!” thundered the Head.
‘“You may consider yourself very lucky that
you are not handed over to the police on u
charge of gross and unwarranted assault.
You will leave this school within twenty-four
hours, and youn will have uo further deualings
with the boys. " - '

*“ You—you old fool!" screamed the ser-
geant madly. ' You don’'t know what you're
talking about! These little devils——"

Crack!

The Head performed un action which sur.
prised himself as much as anybody. His
hand slapped Donnell's face with all his
strength. and the man rec'ed under the hlow,
He uttered a strivrg of oaths, and threw
himself at the Head lihe a2 madman.

** Collar him!"" yelled Talmadge huskiliy.

It was not only the College House iellows
who rushed to the rescue. [ was amongst
the first to reach the sergeant, and he was
pulled back and thrown to the ground in a
second. Donnell disappeared completely
beneath a pile of excited jumiora.

“ Thank you, hoys!’’ sald the Head, rather
unsteadily. ‘' Perhaps it. was my own fault
for foolishly giving way to a moment of
passion. But 1 have never before sutfered tLhe
indignity of being called an old fool to m
face. Release the mayn, and I will deal witﬁ
him as I think fit.”’ _

Very reluctantly we allowed Sergeant Dun-
nell to get up. He wias frightened now, and
stood silent, ranting heavily. And just then
a further diversion oceurred. for Colonel
Clinton apprared on the scene,
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‘“ ood graciowa, sergeant '’ exclaimed Clin.
ton. ‘* Have these wretched boys been
attacking you again-—"

‘“1've been eacked, sir!'' shouted the ser-
geant violently.

‘* Hold your tongue, you scoundre!''' cut
in the Heud. ‘ This man, Colonel Clinton,
will leave the school within twenty-four hours.
He is utterly unfitted for his post, and I
realise that I have been extremely unwise in
ailowing him to remnin for so long."

‘“Kick him out now, alr!’

“We'll do the job!"

‘““* Just say the word, sir!"

" Silence!” roared the colonel (uriously,
‘“ Dr. Stafford, [ cannot permit this scene
to continue-----''

* You cannot permit it!"" snapped the He:wl
angrily.

“*That is what [ said,” retorted Clinton.
‘* Sergeant Donnell was appointed by me.
and he will remain until I choose to dismiss
him. You may rcst assinred, sergeant. that

reseiit mood. carell not a snuap of the Angera
or him. And at last Clinton re:lised his
helplessness and retired—but his grim oy
pression hinted that he meant to hnve
revenge.

Mceanwhile, Dr. Stafford walked stenight to
Nelson Lee's study, and found the Hons.
master there, standing at the window. The
tlead sank Into u chair wearlly.

* Did you witness the disgraceful scene, Mr
Lee?" he asked, passing a hand over his brow.
L" Yes.: and [ heard, too,” replied Nelson

ee.

"*The poaition is unbaarable, Mr. Lee -
utterly imposaible!*’ declared the Head, with
sudden vehemence. ‘1 have borne with the
colonel until my patience is completely ex
hausted. This incident i» the lust straw.”

“1 am hardly surprised, Dr. Stafford,”" aaid
Nelson Lee quietly. * Donmell, I understand.
threw Christine on to the ice?”

“That is so, Mr. Lee —an action which
stamps the man as a scoundrel,” renlied the

you may remain in your present position ] Head. ‘' He s dismissed, and the colonel

p—————,

The rest of the colonrl's sentence was

may rave for hours on end, but [ will not
alter my decision. It would be a lant:nye dis-

drovned in tho indignant howl which arose | grace to St. Frank's il Donnell remained.-.

on every sgide.

amnd my own position woull be hopelesa. I

“You will pleanse come to my study at] have come to a final decision.”

once, Colonel Clinton,’ said the Head quietly.
“1 have no wish to discuss this matter before
, the boys.”

The .“t'lltl rose to his feet, with a et
¢ Xpression.
“To-morrow morning, Mr. Lee,”” he went

** Going to your study, sir, will make no|on, [ shall journey to London, and [ inten-t
diTerence,”” raved the colonel. I have nojto lay the full facts of the cuse before Sic

objection to saying what I mean in the pre-

Rupert Manderley. the Chairman of the

sence of this disorderly rabble. And I can| Board of (Governors. Either Colonel Clinton

tell you at once, Dr. Stafford, that you have

leaves, or [ asever my conncection with St

no right to dismiss a man who was appointed | Frank's. [ certainly refuse to remnin day

by me! Sergeant Donnell will remain!"

There was a tense silence for about m;u

sccondas.

“I have already dismissed the man, and you
will please understand that I am absolutely
firra, Colonei Clinton,’’ said the Hend, breath-
ing hard. *‘ You have forced me to speak
there, anr | will do so. You apparently over-
look the fuct that I am the headmaster of
this college, and your behaviour is utterly in
supportable. I bhave said all that I intend
to say, and under no circumstances whatever

longer undcr the present conditions'™’
And Nelaon Lee knew that Dr, Stafford
was in griwm earnest.

CHAPTER V.

THE LIMIT!

XCITEMENT still ran high in the ('l
lege House the next morning —that s,
amongst the juniors. The downfall of
Sergeant Donnell was an event which

will T allow this scoundrel to remain in a|called for much celebration and joymaking.

position of authority under this honowurable
roof. You will doubtleas offer me a full and
complete apology when you have learred the
exact facts of the case.

The colonel was nearly boiling with anger.

‘“ Whatever Sergeant Donnell has done--
whatever his offence—it was for me to in-
flict punishment!'’ he shouted. ‘‘1 tell yon
straight out, Dr. Straflord, that Donncil will
remain—"'

The Head adopted Lhe only course open to
hirn. He turned on his heel without another

Christine and Co. were in high glee. and
the scene in the Triangle, between C(olone!
Clinton® and Dr. Stafford, was remembered
with great delight. For the colonel had uu-
doubtedly got the worst of that emcounter.

‘“Things are looking up, my sons,” snid
Christine cheerfully, as he dressed in the
Roemove dormitory. *“That awful beaat,
Donnell, is as good as dead—so far as we're
concerned.”’

“It's a jolly lucky thing you ain't dead,
Christy,”” remarked Yorke feclingly. *' Ry

word and walked away, followed by a ringing | the way, you dou't seem any the worse for

cheer. Th¢ sergeant displayed some common:
sense, for hie atreaked into the College touse
uns fast as his legs would carry him. He

that ducking.”
‘“ Me?"' said Christine ungrammatically.
‘““ My dear chap, [I'm as right as rujn! The

knew that even the colonel’'s prcsence—after | matron wanted me to have hot bostles and
what had occurred—would not save him from | gruel, and goodness knows what else; but I

further attacks by the juniors.
The colonel shouted and stormed, but he

wasn't having any beastly gruel—-"'
““ It would have been gruelty to make you

was absolutely ignored. The Monks, in their! have t, Christy,”” gr.nned ‘Talmadge.
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Ok, dry up’!” id Christine, glaring.
* We don't want any rotten puns, you ass.
'The way you chaps rushed me home last
night prcvented wme catching a chill, and ]
fec]l as Bt as a fiddle now. S8till, the sergeant
acted like a Hun, and he ought to think him-
self 'ﬁllklncky tbat be's not in prizont!’’

* Rather!” agreéed Yorke. ‘  He'll leave
tn-day, of conursc— the Head only gave him
twenty-four hours. [ expect the cad will try
to alip away unobeerved; but we'll sce that
hie doesn't!’

“1 vote we groan him out of the school,”
smgeested Talmadge. ‘° And if hc shows his
ugly face in the Triangle this morning, we'll
oot him until he cun’'t bear himself spcak.”

Bab Christine nodded.

“ Donncll's  disposed of,”” he remarked
thoughtfully, ** but what about the colonel? I
ashouldn’'t think he can stay at $t. Frank's
after that acene with the Head. In any case,
he'll be jolly subdued.”

“Why not refuac to obey any orders?”
ruggeeted Clapson. It worked with Don-
nell, and it might work—""

‘““No; we haven't got sufficient excuse,’’
interjected Christine firmly.

'* But we defled him last night-—"

“You were sall jolly excited then. and
rechless enough for anything,’' said Christine.
* You simply couldn't defy him this morning
-~you wouldn't have the nerve. The Heoad
supported us over the Donnell affair, but he'd
enme down heavy if we defled Clinton. No,
my dear chaps; we've got the Head on our
side now, and we want to keep him oo our
aide. "f advice I8 to stick the colonel with-
out jibhing. He can't lust much longer, and
we don't want to do anything disereditable.’

The reat of the juniors knew thas Christine’s
advice was sound, and they adopted it. By
defying Colonel Clinton now they would
hinder their causc rather than help it. It
was for the Head to get rid of the awful
Housemaster -not for the bhoys. And b
opend dcellance they would alienate Pr. Xtaf-
ford completely. .

*“In any ecase, Clinton will be as’ mild as
milk.,”' said Yorke., with satisfuctdon. 1]

expect he'll drop all the drilling rot, anw

might not appear to-day at all. Leb's ¢
wot, anyhow.’ " -

Bus if the rest of the Monks share®Yorke's
view, y were Jdeastined to sull.r a big
disappointment.

For Colonel Cliuton W‘pl by no megns mild.

It was s00n evident that he had sesen f
his bed thut maerning with the mtention of
fulfilling Bergeant Doonell’s dutied as well
an his own. For I[mmediately after hreak-
fust the College House Removites wWgre
asscmbled in the Triangle, and were t
put through a secriee of exhausting drills
which were far worse than thosc inflicted by
Donnell.

The animation amongst the juniors sub-
aided, and they began to fall back into thelr
former state of sullen obedience—complying
with ordera reluctantly and almost savagely.
Colone! Clinton was fully making up fop
Donnell’'s inaetivity.

And, in spite of th& ret-back ke hns
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received, Clinton was detcected smiling with
inward satisfaction on more than one occa-
sion. He had something hidden up his aleeve,
and Christine and Co. were troubled by an
uneasy feeling that an unpleasant surprise
was to be sprung on them before long.

The boys weren’'t far wrong.

Just before being dismissed, in order to
0 into their Form-room, the colonel ad-

essed a few words to the crowd.

“This afternoon is a half-holiday, boys,”’
he said, almost pleasantly. ‘I have pre-
pared a little surprice for you—no; you necd
not look dismayed. It is a surprire which,
] am qnite sure, will both interest and de-

ht you.”

he juniors were not much impressed.

‘“ We've got some foothall practice on, sir,’*
ventured Christine.

‘““ Ah! Quite so—-quite %0,"” said the colonel,
adjusting his cyegluss. * Well. I am afraid
there will be no football this afternoon, for I
have decided otherwise. You will find that
the half-holiday will be spent in a2 mucir more
interesting fashion. 1 need no telling that
you have greatl{ disliked the drills which 1
have thought fit to impose, but this after-
noon’s programme will be very different, and
I will gn into further details when you assem-
ble in the lecture hall.”

“ But it's a half-holiday, sir!"' protested
Yorke. ‘* We've always had half-holidays te
ourselves—"’

“You will please be silent, Private Yorke.
I wish to hear no objections,” snapped the
colonel curtly. * Ever{ boy bere will present
bhimself in the lecture hall at two-thirty pre-
cisely. The Third Form will receive similar
instructions, and 1 may as well point out at
once that I will stand no nonsense. All ab-
sentees will be court-martinlled and sen-
tenced to confilnement to barracks—and
possibly to a flogging. That will do for the
present. You may dismiss.”’

The colonel turned on his hecl, after the
juniors had saluted--Clinton insisted upon
that formality—and marched into the College
House. A fcw minutes still remained before
lesspns, and the fellows forgot to grumble
about the recent drilling in their speculation
regarding the surprise which awaited them.

“Some new rot, I'll bet,”” remarked
Christine grimly, relating what had occurred
to an interested group of Ancient House
fellows—in which 1 was included.

“T can see you being interested and de-
Hghted!'' I grinned. ‘' I expect the colonel’'s
dodge is to get youw all together, and then
march you off to Caistowe and back—just
for a stroll. Anyhow, I wouldn't change
places with one of youn just to satisfy my
curiosity. 1 shall learn all about it when
the frightfulness is over.”’

Bob Christine grunted.

** Lucky bounder!'’ he said. ‘' You fellows
don’t know what it is to sutler as we've been
suftering. When the colonel’s gone, and
things become normal again, wé shall be like
chaps released from -slavery{"

‘* Dear fellow, 1I'm frightfully svmpathetic
—1 am really!"” sald Sir Montie. ‘' And you
mpustn’'t think, when yon a’ee me «<rinnin’,
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that I'm unfeelin-. But there is quite a)fied or imposing while d ivill:
comic side to the colonel's goin's on, you garments."p d uile dressed o civillan
know."’ ' The juniors listened with growing surprise.
‘“Is there?’’ said Yorke. *I wish I could “ But we've always worn Ei-ltonls.gs?r:"p;:::l
see it! Oh, my hat! COl’l.lic isn’t the word. | Christine. ‘‘It's one of the rules of St.
I1t's more like a tragedy! l*’rm.l.k's——fellows are bound to wear Etona

Dozens of wild guesses were indulged in|— .
with regard to the surprise for the after- ‘“ Hitherto, that has bheen the case. hut I
noon. But nobody hit on the truth—although | intend to make an alteration forthwith,"
Christine vaguely suggested that the numer- | interrupted the colonel, rubbing his hands
ous dress-baskets were in some way connected | together. ‘““ In short, boys, the surprise I
with the colonel’'s new scheme. That guess | hinted at this morning is simply that you
was the ncarest of all, but it was only a)are to wear uniforms in future—not only on
guess in general terms. parade occasions, but always. You will hai!
At half-pust two a!ll the Monks were in | this announcement with keen pleasure. I am
the lccture hall—there wasn't a single ab- | quite sure.”
sentee. Colonel Clinton's methods of punish- But only dismay was visible in the Monks’
ment were 30 drastic that no junior thought i expressions.
it worth while to play truant. *Uniforms, sir!" repeated Christine

Grayson and Shaw and Parry, of the Fifth, | Dlankly. ‘ But—but we're not cadets, sir:
were present, too. They were looklng very Al'ld even qadets qnly wear mnaiforms on
fed-up and impatient. For they disliked hav- | SPecial occasions—
ing their half-holiday interfered with as “*Tut-tut!” interrupted the colonel. . *' I
greatly as the juniors. The Fifth-Formers| do not regard you as cadets, boys—you are
were fnding out that their duties as|f{ar superior,” said Clinton. ‘“*And it m
‘““ofticers '’ of the Remove were irksome and | necessary that you shall walk abroad in an
irritating. At first (rayson and Shaw had | attire which befits you. This afternoon thers
been very delighted, for they were bullies, } will be a complete transformation--that s
and the new order of things gave them | my little surprise. 1. too, shall wear the
licence to indulge in their petty spite to| new uniform, and so will your officers.”
their hearts’ content. But, as Grayson growl- ‘““Eh?”  ejaculated Grayson, starting.
ingly remarked, too much of a good thing L ‘“ You—you don’'t mean that ['ve got to dress
was inclined to pall. up like a silly guy—I—1 mean——"'

The colonel appeared vpon the platform a ““You will dress as 1 order you. Major
minute after the half-hour, and he was look- | Girayson,’’ said the colonel curtly. **As for
ing unusually pleasant. Considering the{the rest of you, you will retire to your
disgraceful episode of Sergeant Donnell, it | dormitories forthwith, and you will change
wis rather surprising that Clinton should | your clothing and assemble in the Triangle
have recovered his composure so rapidly. The pat three-thirty.”
only explanation was that his ‘' surprise ”’ ‘*“* Bnt where are the uniforms, sir?”" asked
overwhelmed aill other matters. Yorke wonderingly.

“1 am glad to see, boys, that you are all| * Everything ha3 bcen prepared.”” replied
here,”” said the Housemaster, after looking | the colonel. ‘' Each boy will find his uniform
round searchingly. ‘‘ Now, I intend to say | neatly folded upon his own bed. There mav
just a few words with regard to the system H be some slight discrepancy in fit in cne or
«f diacipline which I have instituted since | two cases, but these will be remedied as so0n
my advent. It has displeased you, and there | as possible. Every boy has been supplied
have been many expressions of discontent, and | with a full kit, and T will inspect you when
ane or two minor disturbances. However, | you have assembled in the Triangle. Dis:
my object in drilling you so strenuously was | miss!"’
to knock you into shape, and to change you The jutiors crowded out of the lecture hall
from a rabble of disorderly boys into anjin a state of wondering astonishment. They
efticient company of trained troops. I am | weren't exactly averse to donning uniforms,
glad to say that I have been successful in | but it struck them that it was a perfe-tly

bringing about that transformation.’ preposterous notion.
There was a dead silence. However, it was a change, and anything
**Don't you be too sure, you old rotter!' {in thc way of a changze was welcome. Be-
thought Christine grimly. sides, ‘' swanking ”’ about in uniforms would

be rather decent, the Monks decided, and
been quelled, and you are now so well- they would be able to take the shine out of

trained that you have lost your individuality, | the Ancient House fellows.

and have becomc¢ 80 many parts of one But Christine and his immediate chumas
machine,”” went on the colonel pleasantly— | were rather inclined to resent the new mnova-
and apparently believing what he said to be | tion. Uniforms were all very well now and
true. *‘“ You have not reached the stage of | again, but the colonel had plainly stated that
pecfection that 1 intend to bring you to,|they were to wear them always—and that
hut that is only a matter of time. I have| would be too much of a good thing.
dacided that it is quite impossible for you And then came the shock. .

to even approach perfection while you areh The fellows hurricd up to the dormitory
still attired in the absurd clothing which| to find out the nature of the uniform. They
you now wear. No troops can appear digni- pictured to themselves a neat khaki cloth

*““Your rebellious, independent spirit has
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and a style ¢f uniform similar to the usunal
dervico outhit.

But how different was the reality!

*“ Oreat Scott!" ejaculated Bob Christine
faiotly.

He was the firsat in the Remove dormitory,
and his amazed eyes fell upon a bundle of
clothes upon each bed. The most prominent
colour was a staring, vivid red! Christine
rushed forward, and held up the various
articles of attire, too astounded to make
any comment for the first moment or two.

The uniforms were freaks—unthinkable
creations, which could only have been de-
signed by a man in a fit condition to enter a
lunatic asylum. ‘They were brilliant red,
broadly trimmed with & blue just as brilliant.
And the design was staggering.

The tunics were prepostercusly short, eon-
tained no pockets, and appeared to bhe a
cross hetween a sailor's jumper and a waist-
coat! There was a huge collar, which went
to o pnint at the back, and from this hung
A gold tassel!

Two other <similar tassela depended from
the front part of the tunic, so that they
wonld dangle against the legs. The lower
rariments were not breeches, hut trousers, and
they were practically as tight-fitting as
pantaloons and shaped to the leg. This,
im itsell, was not so very weird, but the
trounsers ended above the ankles, and the
hottoms were surrounded by a dazzling series
of smaller tasaels, like those of the tunict
To eap the whole matter, the hlue stripe oi
the trovsers did not run down the sides, but
straight in front.

** Oh, my only grandmather!”
faintly,

“* We -we're not going to wear these mad
things!"'" sported Christine.
he howled at the very instant we showed our
faces' 1 aiways thought the colonel was
dotty, but this absolutely proves it!” :

* They're like the uniforms in a comic opera
- only worse!"' exclaimed Tulmadge, holding
up a garment in a dazed kind of way. ** My
eyes ore aching already! We'd better go on
strike at once, you chaps. 1'm unt going to
wear these tdiotic things!®’

* Rather not!™’

 Let's chuck ‘e out of the windows!”

There were many similar shouts, and it is
quite likely that the gorgeous uniforms would
have met with an uutimely fate but for
the immediate arrival of Jesson and Car-
lisle, of the Sixth. Both were prefects, and
hey did not seem to be n the best of
tempers.

“* Now then, hurry up, you young asses!”
snapped Jessoh.

** Look here, Jesson, we're not goinyg to
wear these fatheaded things!'’ reoared Yorke
indignantly.

‘“ Wo've been instructed by the colonel
to see that you juniors get dressed quickly
and properly,” sald Carlisle. * You'd better
not waste sime—— Oh, great thunder! What
are those red-and-blwe porrors?’’

* Our uniforms!’’ yeclled Christine.

-

g spe:']‘ Yor

L d

E—

* Why, we should |

. your Housemaster.
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b “’Eh ¢ gasped Jesson, staring.
a.ii

“Funny, isn't it?" roared Christine. -

'** Ha, ha, ha! 1 should think it
laughed Carlisle uproaricnaly.

**1 expect you'll have to wear 'em mnext!"
snapped Yorke.

The two prefects ceased laughing abruptly.

‘“Eht siaid Jesson, with a start. °° Don’'t
you_he such a silly youny ass! If you think
I'd wear a uniform of that sort you're on
the wrong track. Clinton may {orce you
juniors to act the fool, hut he can’t play
abont with the Sixth. These uniforms are
about the limit, though.”

*We're not going to wear ‘em!’’ snorted.
Christine.

‘* My dear kids, you bave my sympathy, but
you've got to put those freak things on,”
said Carhisle.  **It's no good butting up
against it; you'll ouly get tlogged, and you'il
have to wear the uniforms, after all. Better
submit quietly now."”

** But--but we shall be yellecd at by
everybody !’ complained Yorke. ‘*Oh, I say,
Carlisle, it's impossible!"’

‘““We've had orders to see you dressed,
and we're going to carry out those orders,”’
said the prefect. *‘ Mind you, 1 don't agree
with this rot, but there it is. We don’t want
to have a thundering row with Clinton, and
my advice i8 for you all to get the thing
over as quickly as yon can. 1If the other
chaps laugh, they'll laugh at the colonel—
not at you. You can't help yourselves.”

‘““Can’'t we?’ said Christine grimly. *'* We're -
going to revolt in earncat this time—and
you two seniors von't stand in our way.
We could chuck you out of this dormitory
if we wanted to; and in a revolt it doesn’'t
matter how we handle prefects, does it?'"’

Carlisle and Jesson looked at one another
significantly. If they had been bullies they
would have become very angry at this out-
burst. But they weren’t bullies. They were
in complete sympathy with the Removites.

‘“ Of course you could chuck us out,” said
Carlisle pleasantly. ' 1f you mean to revolt,
Jesson and I won'’t wait for any chucking out
—wa'll go. Aud we’ll wish you luck. But
consider the position, you young asses. A
rebellion would simply make the position ten
times as bad. You can't get the better of
Yon might start off with
a bang and do great things, but in the end
you'd have to surrender. Listen to words of
wisdom, and take my advice. Get into these
awful uniforms as «quickly as you can, and
go through the ordeal. 1'Il guarantee it
won't last long. Decide wbhat you're going
to do quickly, because Jesson and I don't
want to bang about here all the aftermoon.”

‘“ Well, it’s jolly decent of you, Carlisle,”
said Christine. ‘I think you're right, after
all. We'll wear these umforms, you chaps,
and suffer the fate of martyrs. But if po-
thing happens by this evening, I'm jigrered
if we'll put the awful things on again to-
morrow !"’ ‘

All the other Monks were in agrcement;
Carlisle’s calm words had reduced their ex-
citement and indignation. And the two

' Ha, ha'

is!”



The colonel stalked forward—someihing like a proud cockerel in the
full splendour of his plumage. *‘‘ 1 fail to understand you, Dr. Stafiord,’”’
he said.—(Sec page 15.)
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profects etood by, grinning broadly, while the It was De Valertie who brought the news

juniors atruggled into their ridiculous uni-
forms.

Upon the whole, the fit was fairly accurate
in the case of every junior, but the clothes
themscives were horribly uncomfortable. Not
a single boy dared bend forward abruptly, or
Jisaster would have occurred. And the gold
tassels dangled from every point, shivering
and glistening.

““1 feel like some ass going to a fancy-
dress ball!"’ groaned Cristine. ** Oh, rats!
Let's get down and go through it! It's just
upon half-past thrce already.”

'“You look topping!” grinned Carlisle.
**I've never been 8o dazzled in all my life.

But I wouldn't give a ha’'penny for those

tassels after you've been for a walk down
A muddy road!”

The juniors marched downstairs, almost
in a state of terror. They were afraid to
let themselves be seen. But their feclings
were greatly improved upon reaching the
lobby. For here, atanding in silent misery,
were (irayson, Shaw, and Parry, of the Iifth.
The three unhappy seniors were attired
similarly to Christine and Co—only more so.
'Their uniforms were the same in design, but
ahsolutely startling. Masses of silver braid
bespangled their hreasts, and they had about
three times as many {assels as the juniors.
Christine and Co. felt that life was not so
very hard, after all. Onlookers would cer-
tainly give the ‘'officers’” far more atten-
tion than the ‘' privates.”

“Oh, my only hat!'’ gasped Christine, try-
ing to grin.

“I don’'t wamt any sneers!” snarled Giray-
son fiercely. ** You juniors are looking awlul
enduch, 80 you needn’'t jeer at me! If it
wouldn’t lead to a ton of trouble, 1'd chuck
the whole thing up now'"”

The lobby was thronged with the uniformed
boys, and many others were overflowing into
the Triangle—Third-Formers. The fags were
not hall so indignant as the Remove; in-
deed, they almost appearcd to like it, and
evidently thought it was a huge joke. But
of courgse their dignity was nothing like so
great as that of the Remove, who considered
themselves almost scniors.

The caps which went with the uniform
were as weird in design as the rest of the
ountfit. In. general design they closely
resembled ordinary toppers, minus the rim.
But they were decorated with red and blue
stripes, and round ‘the top there hung many
miniature tassels. The colonel, in fact. had
apparently been rather mad on tassels-—if he
had designed this uniform.

Without further ado the juniors were
inarched out into the Triangle. The 'Third
Form and the Remove were lined up smartly
and stood at attemtion. By this time a con-
siderable crowd of spectators had gathered.
A great throng was Yegarding the proceed-
ings with &uge delicht—mueh to the con-
fusion of Christine and Co.

When the gorgeous array first lined up in
tho Triangle 1 was on the playing-fields, with
the majority of the Ancignt, House Removites.

|

that something unusual was occurring in the
Triangle. After that Hubbard was seen
gesticulating and heard yelling. .

There was general move off Little Side, and
we arrived in the Triangle just in time to
see the unfortunate Monks being murched
round past the colonel.

““Great Scott!"” I gasped. * What is it?"

‘““ Dear old boy, it's no good askin’ me,"’
said Sir Montie, adjusting his pince-nez and
shading his eyes. ‘' The colours are rather
too blindin’ for me, you know. Are they
supposed to be uniforms?’’

I whistled.

‘8o this is the secret of those giddy
dress-baskets—eh?”' 1 said. ‘‘ Poor chaps!
Fancy being forced to wear an outfit like
that!"

“Ha. ha, ha!"

Everybody was laughing—except the suf-
fercrs. Sixth-Formers, fags, the school
servants—in fact, everybody who could find
time to bhe a spectator, was on the spot. It
was the most extraordinary scene cver wit-
nessed at St. I'rank’s.

I noticed Mr. Crowell at his study window.
His expression was one of almost dazed
astonishment and indignation. Christine and
Co. themselves were glaring enough, and
their ‘' officers '’ were even more brilliant.
But the colonel himself fairly took the cuke.

Hce positively scintillated. From a distance
he secemed to be a mass of gold, with just «
touch of red and blue showing here and
there. The uniforms were not only prepos-
terous, but the work of a madman. For the
colonel to have allowed the boys to wear
them was simply astounding.

*“*It's a shame!"” declared Handforth
grimly. *‘‘ How the dickens are the chaps to
sit down! Those trousers won’t stand bend-
ing—-""

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

The colonel took no notice of the roars of
laughter. but paraded his troops about until
they fervently hoped that the ground would
open and swallow them. And then caume the
final blow.

The hoys were ordered to march to the
gates, with Clinton at their head. They were,
in fact, destined to parade through the vi-
lage! Thberc was neurly a mutiny on the
spot.

The thought of striding through the villuge
in that insane get-up was altogether touo
miuch. The ordeal was quite bad enough at
St. Frank's, but to becomé¢ the laughing
st,ocf':lil of the whole district was rather too
awful.

And a mutiny certainly would have oc-
curred, but for one fact. FEven us the hoys
were preparing to break ranks and Hee into
the College House, Dr. Staftford walked brisk'y
in through the gateway.

The Head came to a dead*stop. The imazed
expression upon his face rapidly changed to
one of grim anger, und I knew that a fresh
conflict hetween the Head and Colonel Clintun
was imminent. It was quite a teuse moment.
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CIHAPTER V.
THE ORDER OF THE BOOT!

PON my soul!”
The Head uttered the execlama-
fion in a tone which e¢xpressed

indignation and shocked amaze.
ment. He stood just inside the Trizngle,
gazing at the weirdly attired Monks as
though he couldn't believe the evidence of
his own eyes.

[t wasn't surprising that the Head was
startled. Coming upon that array of gaudily-
attired juniors so suddcnly must have given
him quite a turn. And I fancied myself .
bit as a thought-rcader, for I guessed pretty
well what was going om in the Hcad's mind.
His gaze wandered from the juniors to the
three seniors, and from them to Colonel
Clinton himself. * |

And with eaca change the Head's expros-
sion becimc more indignant and more grim.

*“ Colonel Clinton,” he exclaimed at last,
his voice quivering slightly, *“ will you kindly
tell me wbat is the meaning of this—this
farce?”

‘The colonel stalked forward—something like
a proud cockerel in the full splendour of
his plumage. The Ancient House feilovis—
myself included—drew nearcr instinctively,
and I noticed that Bob Christine and his
unhappy chums were wearing hopeful expres-
sions. ,

[ fail to understund you, Dr. Stafford,”
saild Colonel Clinton pieasantly. ' How do
you like the new order of things? Rather a
surprise—eh? 1 thought you would be
pleased—""

‘““ Pleased!'' repeuted the Head, nearly
choking. ‘““Good gracious me'! ho yau
realise, Lolonel Clinton, that you are making
an—abp insufferable exhibition of those hoys
and of yourself? Never in the whole coursc
of my career have I beheld such an alsurd
spectacle!”

‘“ Hear, hear!’" said Handforth loudly.

** Shurrup, yon ass!'’ '

Handforth glared, but nohody took any
notice of him. Interest was all centred upon
the Head and Cclonel Clinton. Dr. Stafford
had returned rather earlier than he had
anticipated; he had been to London. in
order to see Sir Rupert Manderley. Andad there
was something in his manner which told me
that he had not been to town in vain. He
was far more confident and self-possessed.

The school, of course, would have to pay
for these preposterous wniforms—and the bill
would most certainly be a formidable one.
Clinton had ordered them on his own initia-
tive, but the contractors would undoubtedly
present the bill to the Hecad for payment.

‘“ Again I must say that I fail to under-
stand you, Dr. Stafford,” said the colonel
grimmly. *‘ You apparently overlook ihe fact
that these boys are under my control, and
that they are merely arrayed in the uniforms
which will, in future, be their habitual attire,
T confess that I. am rather disappointed.
Why you withhold your approval is sur-
prising.”’ -

The Head compressed his lips.

**I have borme a lot from vou, colonel, but
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this epizode hias tried my patience to the
utmost!” he exclaimed. ** Under no circum.
stances can [ allow the boys to wear theee
Gilbertian costumes for another moment.
You will kindly order them to go iadmrs
and change into their customary Etons."

** Hurrah!"”

It was o wild cheer frem the reliesed
Monks.

“* Indeed, sir, I shali do nothing: of th
sort!” snmapped the eolonel angrily. ** You
will oblige me by attending to your own
business aud leaving me to attend to mine.”
The colone! furned iiercely. “* Mark time!"
he bellowed. ** Yonu are going through the
village at once! March!”

**Oh, my bat!” | muttered. ' Now for the
fireworka!'"

The Head simply couldn’t stand that in-
sult. Clinton had told him to mind bis own
business and had simply ignored him! And
Dr. Stafford was not the man to be ignored
—under any circumstancea.

* Boys,” he exciaimed loudly, **you wiil
disregard the colonel’s order and enter vonur
BHouse «t onee. Change your clothing-—"'

“ Halt!” shouted Clinton, as the juniors
broke rinks on the second. “ You in-
subordin:ate young scoundrels — '’

“* Sorry, sir, but we're only obeying the
Head’s orders !’ said Christine sweetly. ** We
always obey the Head first, sir!”

“Halt, 1 say!" raved Clinton furionsly.
** It another boy moves an inch 1 will flog
nim mereilesely !

All the juniors paused—but not because
they cared for the colonel's order: they
wanted to sce what the Head would do.

1 bhave already given you instructions,
boys, and you will carry them ont,” said Dr.
Stafford, with quiet dignity. ** Discard these
preposterous uniforms at once an.d hand them
all to Warren, who will hbe up in a few
minntes. It pains me to give you orders over
your Heousemaster's head, but I have nn
alternative.”’

The colonel simply shook with passion.

‘*“* Am 1 to be flouted hefore my own hoy<?"’
he screamed. ‘‘ Am I to be openly insuited
and belittled? These juniors are under my
control, Dr. Stafford, and you have ahso-
lutcly no right to interfere. I repceat, every
boy must fall into line again——"'

‘* Not to-day, thanks!'’ shouted Yorke reck-
lessly.

And the rest of the Monks gave a terrific
cheer for the Head, and then they streamed
awiy at the double towards the College
House—-utterly regardless of the colonel’s
shrill orders. The Monks woere wildly anxious
to get inlo rational attire and to huve the
farce ended. .

But a dramatic scene was being <nacted 1
the Triangle.

Colonel Clinten was so furious that he econld
bardly speak for some maomeuts. He could
hardly believe that the boys had gone in-
doors in defiance of his orders. The colonel
seemed to believe that he was of far greater
importance at St. Frank's than the Head-
master himsell. .

““ How dare you?' be thundered. ' hev



"3 will gOo InaOoOrs wnen 4 Cnoose: manouleu
the co | eavagely. “ What is more, 1
intend to have thosc boys out here agnin—
every one of them! They will wear those
uniforms until it fleasu me to give further
orders. [ will not allow you to interfere—
8o please understand that, finally!"

For the Head t0 be spoken in auch a
manner was an olGtrage, and [ was intcnsely
curious to see what would happen next; the
other spectators, too, held their breath with
wonder and censternation.

“1 have no intention of quarrelling with
you, Cologel Clinton,’’ said the Head, breath.
ing hard. ‘' Your attitude. however, cmpels
me to adopt a course which is most distaste-
ful. You will leave St. Frank's this very
day!"

(’:Iiuton laughed harshly.

“ What nonsense are you talking-—
begnn,

‘“ After this disgracclful scene, I cannot pos-
aibly nllow you go remain in o -position of
autfmrity in this school,’”’ continued tl.e Head
curtly. * You will leave to-day, Colonel Ciin-
ton, und from this moment you cease to
have the slightest authority!™

** tiurrah!”’ yclied Handforth.

* Three cheers for the Head!"’

Dr. Stafford turped nhnrpl{. _

“You will ‘)lenne keep ailent, bLeys!'' he
exclaimed. 1 have no wish-—-"’

I have one answer for you, Dr. Stafford'”

roared the colonel, his face purple with fury.
e ja thiet" .

" bhe

recover nimselr untit 4 REries or 1sses ana

hoots came from Handforth and Co. and «
crowd of others.

The colonel turned like lightning.

‘“ Silence, you young dogs'!''’ he panted
violently.

‘“Rats!"”’ roared Handforth. ‘' You've got
no authority now! You're an outsider! It's
a wonder to me they ever had you in the
British Army!"”’ o

“Yah! Hun!"

** (o back to Colney Hatch!”

‘* Who's your tailor?”

‘*Ha, ha, ha!’

Just for one breathless moment it seemed
as though the encaged colonel was about to
throw himsell at the boys; but, luckily for
himself, he checked the impulse, and stormedd
ncross to the College House.

‘“Sacked!” I said wonderingly. ‘' That's
about the first time a St. I'runk's House-
master har been given the order of the hoot
before a crowd of juniors! But the colonel

deserved it.”

‘ Dear fellow, he asked for it—he did,
really,”’ said Sir Montie. * Fancy tellin’ the
Head to mind his own business! Begad! I
felt ready to boil, you know. But do yon
think he'll go?”

‘“ He'll have to go, you ass!’ snorted
Ilandforth. *“Christine -and those other’
Monks will be ready to jurmop for joy. Let's
buze over and tell them; perhaps they're

atill in the dark."”

“Oh don’'t he un agat!’’ nenteatoed MeoClure.
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“1 dou't cuare fur the coloncl!” shouted
Handforth., * Ruats to him!"

*You—=you »siliy uss!" hissed Yorke,
alarm.

'* It’s all right, my sons,”” 1 grinned. * Your
beloved Housemaster has been sacked—kicked
out—presented with the honourable push!"’

* ** Dishonourable push, you mean,” sail
Watson.

Christine anid Co. stared.

“* Sacked?’’ repeated Yorke faintly.

* Too good to believe, isn't it?"" I chuckled.

‘““Oh, my giddy aunt!’’ said Christine, his
face flushing with delight. * Clinton sacked’
It’s the end of all this drilling and parading

and—— Oh, crumbs! I want to yell'{
Hurrah!”

** Hnrrah!" roared the other Morks
excitedly.

Their rclief was enormous. And they let
themselves go with a vengeance. The lobby

resounded with their cheers—a striking indica-
tion of Colonel Clinton’s intense unpopularity.

The Removites yelled just hecause they werc
at liberty to yell. The hated erm of tyranny
was at an end, and the boys were free once
more to give vent to their jubilation.

In the midst of it Grayson, of the Fifth,
appeared. He charged into the lobby, angry
and frowuing.

** Stop this noise, you young sweeps!”’ he
roared. |

Thexe was silence for about five seconds;
and then Christine laughed.

** Rats!’" he said deliberately.

1} Eh?!i

“*Ge and eat coke!"’

‘* Why, vou cheeky rotter!"’ shouted Grar-
son. " I'll report you to the colonel for
insubordination!’’

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors were under no obligation now
to obey this bullying Fifth-Former. He had
no more authority over them than the boot-
hoy. Aund Christine and Co., glad of the
opportunity to pay oft old scores, charged

Grayson and bowled him over like a ninepin.

“Yow!” howled Grayson. °' Lemme get—-
Yarooon!”

He was smothered, and the next few
moments were painful ones. Grayson bad
been rather sick of being a ‘' major’; but
now he wished with all his heart that he
had never accepted the commission.

When he finully escaped he was feeling
very sore, and was as heartily thankful as
anybody that the colonel had received bhis
marching orders.

The whole College House. in fact, without
a single exception. was in a fever of joy over
the discomfiture of their hated Housemaster.

But the real drama 'was only just com-

mencing !
C were all providing a special feast for

the occasion, The Fifth and Sixth had
bot suffered s0 severely as the junior I'orms,

CHAPTER VL
THE QUARREL AT MIDXIGHI:

ELEBRATIONS were general at tea-
time. Junior studies and senior studies
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but they were hugely glad to kpow that
Colonel Clinton was uo longer their House-
master.

In scores of little ways the seniors had deen
affected; the colonel’s arrogance had made
itself felt on every day, at some time or
another. And the seniors breathed freely
when tney learned the news.
| As for Christine und Co., and the Remove
and Third generally, they nearly went oft
their heads. The teas in junior studies were
sumptuous feasts. There was no drilling to
be done afterwards—there was no drilling to
be done on the morrow. The reign of military
discipline was over.
~ Those juniors who were short of cish
| vorrowed money freely from the Ancient
| House fcllows—who were only ton willing to
advance thc necessary funds. That evinisg
I, alone, parted with two pounds ten. But
1 knew that I should get it all back in the
courge of a week or two.

I quite agreed with Christine and Co., tliat
i big celebration was necessary. The colonel's
dismissal was an event to be rememtcred for
many a long year. Christine’'s only lament
was that he had not been in the Triangie
to see the colonel’'s face when he teceived
bis orders to quit.

Clinton himself wus not seen by the boys
during the evening. But several College
House servants e¢ncountered kim, and Nelson
Lee ran across bim once, tco. I learned
with grcat infterest that the wcolonel waa2
nuite snbdued. All his arrogance hid gone;
with his dismissal he had crumpled up.

He left St. Frank's quietly, without the

juniors koowing of his departure. Indeed, it
wasn't wntil close upon beidtime that Carlisle
of the Sixth made the fact known to the
| Remove.
L *“ The colonel's gone—Tfor good,” said the
prefect, addressing the juniors in the com-
mon-room. ‘' You won't be bothered with
him again——"'

** Oh, gcod!'”

“*Let's give him thrcee gcroans-—'

““No, you won't!” interjected Cuariisle
sharply. ‘ There's .heen enough noise this
evening, without adding tuv it. At prcsent
we're without a Housemaste,, but everything
is going on just the same—-".

** What, all the drilling?"”" gzasped Clapson,
in alarm.

The prefect grinned.

“* Juat the same as things were before Clin-
ton came, I mean,” he explained. *'I'm just
as thankful as you are that he’s gone. But
if there’'s any disorder you'll be gated, or
punished in some otner way. Mr. Crowell is
going to take charge of you, as a temporary
measure—and you krow he can't be plaved
about with.”

*“ Mr. Crowell's joliy stern sometimes, but
he's one of the best,” declared Christine.
** If he's going to be our temporary House-
master, we'll ‘'be as good as cold. But |
wish we could have old Stockdale back.”

‘“ Perbaps you wiil,”” said Carlisle.
F ‘* Honest Injun?”’ demanded Chriatine
| eagerly. * But poor old Stocky is vearly
dead with pveumonia—""

L]
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fernally unsteady? [ am a sight now-a
ridiculous sighé!’

This little ident had served to show the
extent of Clinton's fury. And he added to
the exhibition, for, turmimg abruptly, he
matched some sciaiors from the Head's desk
sud soipped savagely at his moustache.
Within a moment or two it had been ro-
moved, except for a short stubble. The
Mman’'s appcaranoe was rcmarkably altered—
and not only In his face. For his eyes were
burniag with a flerce, strange light.

** Let me advige you, Colonel Clinton, to
econtrol yoursell,” said the Head quictly.
1 really fail to understand why gou should
bave come here in order to give vent to

oniGUCE the Lollege House precisely accoroing
to your own ideas. All I ask of you is
that you ashall grant me 2 short interview—
ten minutes will safice—at eleven o'clock.”

The Head was rather. nonpluseed.

1 respect you for your acknowledgment
of fault, colonel,”’ he sald. ' But why cannot
this aterview take place at once—here?"’

*“1l have a special reason for desiring that
it should be—cnufidential.’”

Nelson Lee roee to his feet.

**1 am quite willing to withdraw— ' he¢
began.

* No, sir—no!'’ put in the colonel quicklv.
**1 will not allow that for one moment. To
tell yon the truth, 1 am not quite prepared
for the interview at this juncture. here
are several documents | w to present to
Dr. Staflord, and 1 shall greatly appreciate
sad csteem an fmterview in my own study.”

The Head ehrugged his showlders.

" O1 course, colonel, I will grant thia

request, but I can tell yon beforeban )
;-m be quite nseless,”” be eaid. i‘ ::z‘n:lo':
ee —

" We will discuss those points leter.” said
tbe colomel, rising to his feet. ** 1 bhave your
promie—and tha! is sufficient for the
moment. At cleven o'cloek, Dr. Stafford, 1
sball expect you.’

And Clinton, with a briet nod, left the
study. Nelmn Lee and the Head gazed ab
one another wonderingly.

“ An extraordinary man, Mr. Lee,” said
the Head slowly. .

1 quite agree with you, doctor,” nodded
Nelson Lee. ‘' But why his anxiety for an
Jaterview? 1 confese that 1 am somewhat

- .

resyiential ruite.

When Dr. Staflord arrived at Colonel
Clinton’s study he found the ex-Housemaster
pacing the roum almost feverishly. The daor
was wide open, and the colonel came to an
abrupt hait as he saw the Head in the door-
way.

-",hll. sou bYave came!’ he exclaimed

nely. * Step inside, Dr. Statlord—please
step inside. Now, sir, let us bave this matter
ou‘-"

The Head closed the door. :

‘1 think 1 warmned you, colomel, that thj
interview would be futile,” he said quictly.
“To prolong it wil be painful to you aud
paimnful to we. After what has occurred |1
cappot conseut—"’

“1 wan! to tee your authority for dismiss.
ing me "’ interrupted Clintoa harshly. * You
have told me that the school governore bave
left the matter eatirvely In your ewn hands:
but 1 do not accept that statement,”
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““ How —hwow dare you?'' said the Head
angrily.

** How dare 1?"’ snapped the colonel. *'1
have been dismissed—and 1 demand to know
why! 1 demaad—"

'~ Your attitude, colonel, ia very different
from what you led me to suppose it would
be.”" intérjected Dr. Staflord curtly. *' And
please let me make it quite plain that you
are not in a position to demand anything.
Further, I have no intention of wasting my
time¢ and breath on you.” .

‘“ Wc will see!’” shouted Clinton eavagely.
““I positively refuse to-leave this school at
your dictation'"

** What. sir?”

The Head vWok a deep breath.

* Will you setand away from that door?™
he demanded.

* No!" bellowed the colonel
won'tl”

* Control youe volce. for mercy's sake!"
veclaimed the Head, trembling with agita-
tion and anger. * I have no doubt that tie
boys are thoroughly aroused already--and fur
themn o overhear this quarrel, in the dead

thickiy, "1

of night, is absolutely scandalous. You are a
cad, Colonol Clinton. I am twent years
older than you and far weaker--or I would

knock you downi!"
** You would what?'' sneercd the colonel.
1 would knock vou down, air!”’" thua-
dered the Head.

e, too, had allowed his voice to rise—
quite uniotentionally. But the colonel’s
cloating expression exasperated him almost
heyond endurance. ' Rnd. meanwhile, Pr.
Stafford's fears were fully realized

l
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Seniors and juniors were awakened by the
distant sound of raised voices. Bob Chris-
tine, sitting up in bed in the Remove dormi-
tory, found that several other juniors were
already awake.

‘“ What the dickens is the matter?” de-
manded Christine sleepily.

‘ Sounds like burglars!'’ suggested Clapson.

“You ass!"’ growled Christine. ‘1 eup-
pose¢e burglars start shouting at one another
as soon as they break into a house? Hallo,
who's that at the door?”

“It's me—Parry!' came the voice of the
Fifth-Former. ‘' Do you kids want to hear
the Head and Clinton slanging one anothert
They're having a most unholy bust-up down- -

Mr. Crowell had arrived on the scene. -The .
Remove Form-master had been placed [n
temporary control of the College House, hig
duties permitting him to bear the burden
of this added task. . 4

, Nobody moved as he came along the corri-
dor. |

‘“*The Hcead's having a frightful quarrel
with the cotonel, sir,”" explained a Sixth
Former. * We thought that Clinton had
gone ; but it doesn’t sound like it."

** Every boy here will rety at once .tn"
his bed,"”” said Mr. Crowell &ternly. ' It i3
positively ahsurd for you all to feave yuur
rooms just because Dr. Stafford is having &
disagreement with the colonel. Go back af
once, boys.” ‘

Mr. Crowell was instantly obeyed, but tha
juniors did not go to sleep again. Witlun
five minutes, howcever, the angry voices dled
down, and it was generally assumed that Mr.
Crowell had intervened—and thie is exactly
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what had occurred. The Form-master opencd
Colonel Clinton's door, and in a few brict

words the Head explained. Then, trembling | because

and agitated, Dr. Stafford returned to his
own study. No further disturbance was
heard, an

mce more. But they had no suspicion of

the terrible news which was destined to Hitchy,” said Yorke.

sweep through the schoo! on the morrow.

-—
e —

CHAPTER VII.
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¢ OT!” said Bob Christine firmly.
R **1 tell you that——"

“ Rot!"” repeated Chrietine. ** Do

you think that I'm going to believe

that fatheaded yarn! I should hope I've got
more sense!”’

He was standing at the foot of the Colleg~
House stcps with Talmadge and Yorke.
Parry minor, of the Third, was with the
three Removites, and he was looking excited
and half scared.

* Well, I'm only going by what Susan_ told
‘me,”’ he said ohstinately. **‘ She's one of the
kitchen girls, and she ought to know. Didn’t
you notice Donnell, too? He was looking as
pale as a ghost.”

1 don’t wounder!"” eaid Christine. ** He's
sacked—and he's going away this morning.
The beast ought to have gone yesterday.™

“He wasn't pale last night,”” objected
Parry minor. * If yon don't believe what
Susan told me, I do. There's something
wrong with the colonel—he's either in a fit,
oreelse he’s dead. Susan reckons that he
died in the night—a fit of apoplexy, or
something, brought on by his rage.”

Yorke snorted.

. “WellP I'm not going to believe what a
"silly Kitchenmaid s2ys!’’ he declured. ‘' These
yarns get ahout——"’ .

““1 say, you kids!" exclgimed Hitchen, of
the Fifth, bursting out of the lobby at that
moment. ‘* Have you heard the news$”
Christine and (Qo. turned and regagded
Hitchen curiously. The Fifth-Former was a
very quiet fellow, and not given to bursts of
excitement. The morning was funny, and
Christine and Co. were waiting for the break.
fast-gong to sound.

*What news?”” aaked Christine. “ Has
the colonel had another fit?"’

‘““He’'s dead!” said Hitchen
‘‘ He's been murdered!”

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

Christine and Co. roared. _

'*Oh, eo it's got to murdcr now, has it?”
grinned Yorke. “I eshould think suicide

hoarsely.

would be more likely—not quite so tall, any- |

how. 1 didn’'t know you werc g<iven to tell-
ing fairy-tales, Hitchy!"”

'‘the Fifth-Former shook his head. '

** You'll believe it later on,” he caid
grimly. *' The colonel’s heen found dead in
his own study—murdered, and horribly muti-
lated!”’

*“Cut into inch
grinned Talmadge.

*“ Fenton told me--and VFenten i
chap to circulate a steory of that kind

for example?”

isn't the
if it

squares,
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the boys were soon sound as!cep | Christine
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ifsn’t true,” sxid Hitchen. ** He's a prefect.
and the captuain of the school. He kBows

Nelson Lee has rung up the police.
Christine and (Co. lost their pgrins. b .
“Oh, 1 say, it's too thick!" protested
uneasily.

" You must have got hold of it wrong,
** Men like the colonel
never get murdered—they live for ever. He's
finished, as far as we'ro concerned, however,
and he’'ll leave %t. Frank's to-day.”

Hitchen didn't say any more, but walked
away. And just then Christine and (o.
spotted Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson, over by the Ancient House. The
Monks hurried across the Triangle.

Sir Montie and Tommy were both looking
unusually grave.

** Have you heard anything about (linton®"’
asked -Christine breathlessly.

The Ancient House juniors
cglanees.

“ Why, wiat about him?' asked Watsen,
in his blunt way. **1 didn't know that any-
thing bad leaked out——"

** 8o you do know?' interrupted Christine.
** Hitchen, of tbe Fifth, just told us that the
colonei's been found dead in Lis study!”

“*Dear boys, I'm afraid there's s methin’
in_it,"”” said Tregellis-West, shaking his head.
" Nipper is talkin’ with his guv'nor, Mr. Lee,
an’ we'rc anxiously awaitin' the news.”’

Just at that moment I emerged from g
Ancient House, and the knot of Lemovited :
rushed up to me.

“Well””" demanded Watson.

“It's true!” 1 exclaimed huskily. *“I've"
wst heard it from the guav'nor himself—arnd
bhe knows that it can't ke kept secret. Chn-

exchanged

| tan's dead—terribly hattered about, in his

own study. It's a case of deliberate murder.”’

** Good heavens!'' gasped Yorke.

The three Monks, so hilarions a few minutes
before, now turncd very white, and looke:l
at me with scared exspressions. I wasn’t sur-
prised. The news was terrible in the
extrene.

St. Frank's had been passing through scme
strange times just recently, but this was
surely the climax. A murder—a shocking
murder—witkin its very walls! It was
enough to strike fear into the juniors’ hearts.
- **I—1 can't believe it,”” muttered Christine.
‘* We often wished the colonel dead, but it
was only a figure of speech. He was a rotter,
I dare say; but to hear that he's been mur-
dered is awful! 1 tell you straight ocut,
Nipper, 1 can't believe it!"”

** That looks a bit significant, doesn't it:"’
[ said grimly.

As I spoke 1 nodded towards the gatea. A
car was just dJdriving in, and seated in is
were three vnilormed figurce—two cocstahles
apd Inspector Jameson, ef Bapnington. A
three were looking very grave.

**Oh, my only aunt!” breathed Talmadge.
** How-- how did they know?”

** The guv'nor ’'phoned the inspector up
half an hour aﬁo,” I replied. *‘ There's no
hloomer abhout it, youn chaps. The thing's a
mystery, and you can bet your boots thut
the guv'nor will'be tremendously busy before
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Yong -lic’'s busy now. A case like this is

just his mark."

Christine suddenly started.

“*“ Who--who killed him?"" he muttered.
* There was a frightful row last night in our
Housc. Clinton and the Head were going
at it hammer and tongs—a terrific quarrel.
Do you think—— Ob, rot! It's impossible.™

1 knew what was passing in Christine's
miad.

“ Dr. Stafford?' I said quietly. ‘' My dear
chap, the Head wouldn't hurt a fly.
The guv'nor mentioned something about
that quarrel: but it's only a coincidence.
It might be jolly awkward, though.”

By this time the inspector had alighted,
and his arrival had occasioned general in-
tercst; the Triangle wax already crowded
with scniors and juniors. And the terrible
ncws --as such news will—passed from lip to
lip rapidly. In next to no timc the whole
school was whispering about the tragedy. It
secmed impossible to talk in ordinary tones
on the subject. Everybody was awed and
hall scared. Amongst the juniors, indeed,
a feeling of terror was abroad.

The shocking discovery had been made by
the College House page-bLoy, upon entering
Clinton’s study to perform his usual duties.
The page-boy had been nearly fainting by
the timo he reported his news to the matron.
And she lost no time in approaching Mr.
Crowell.

The Head was still in his bedroom, so Mr.
C‘rowell had gone across at once to Nelson
l.ee-—knowing, also, that Lee would take coin-
mand of the situation promptly and calmly.
tic was weHd accustomed to such matters.

As a result of the schioolinaster-detective's
preliminary investigation he had rung up the
Bannington police without a sceond’s delay.
And now Inspector Jameson was escortea
straight to Lee's study.

““I amn afraid a very grave crime has been
perpetrated in this school during the night,
luspector Jameson,'' said Nelson Lee, after
he had shaken hands. “ I gave you a few
bare detaila over the ’‘phlione.”’

‘“ A murder case, isn't it, sir?”’ said the
inspector. I understood you to say that
onc of the masters has been killed.”

“The victim is Colonel Clinton; and .he
wag, until yesterday, the Honsemaster of the
C'ollege Ilousc,’ replied Nelson Lee. *‘ Yester-
day, however, Dr. Stafford gave the colonel
his dismissal, and he was to have left St.
fFrank’s this morning."’

‘* Maybe it was suicide,
Jameson.

“Ob, no; such a zupposition is out of the
nuestion,’”’ replied Lee, shaking his head.
" The colonel i8 in a shocking condition; his
head being injured appallingly. Such terrible
wounds could not have been self-inflicted.
But come, 1 will take you to the scene of
-he crime at once.”

1t hasn’t been interfered with, I hope?"’

“ Nobody has entered the rcom except a
pape-boy--who made the discovery—and my-
sell " answered Nelsen.Lee. I touched no-
“hing, aud the boy fled almost hefore he bl
antered the room. I orealise fulle iacnaefo v

sir?”’ suggested
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the importance of 'eaving everything undis-
turbed until the first inquiry has been con-
ducted. I am afraid you will have to get
the London people into this affair.’’

** Scotland Yard, you mean?’’

Nelson Lee nodded, and opened the door.
Just outside in the passage the two men
encountered Sergeant Donnell, who had ob-
viously been waiting about. The sergeant
;vas looking pale and haggard—but Hterce,
00. .

‘““ Well. Donnell?”’ said Lee curtly. ** You
are well aware that you have no richt in
this House. You should have left the schoo!
yesterday——-"’

‘* Beg pardon, sir, but I think it's neces-’
sary for me to speak,” said Donnell, almost
aggressively. ‘I want to tell the inspector
that he won't have far to look for the
murderer.’’

‘““ What do you mean, my man?"’ demanded
Jameson.

“It’'s as clear as daylight. sir,”” said Don-
nell. * Dr. Staflord killed the colonel. "They
was having a very flerce quarrel last thing
overnight. I heatd it plain, and the Head
threatened more than once to knock the poor
colonel down. e didu't do it, because h»
¢ouldn’t, and so he must have took him
nnawares——""

“T can't allow this,”” interrupted the in-
spector curtly. “T have no wish to hear
vague suspicions of yoars, my good man. If
you have any evidence to vouchsafe, you'd
better reserve it until the inquest. 11l see
vou later on.”

‘““Yes, sir,”” said the sergeant.

He went down the passage, and the in-
spector glanced at Nelson Lee curiously.

“Was that true?’” he asked. o

‘““ Partly,”” replied the detective. ¢ Therc¢
was a quarrel; but Donnell’'s suspicions are
utterly preposterous. However, it is early
to talk of suspicions. The first thing is to
examine the scene of the crime.”

Within filve minutes the pair had reached
Colonel Clinton’s study in the College House.
That part of the building had been placed
completely out of bounds by Mr. Crowell; but
lots of juniors were standing about in the
passages, talking together in low tones.

A terrible scene met the eyes of Nelson
I.,ec and Inspector Jameson when they en-
tered the colonel’'s study. The furniture was
in a state of wild disorder, proving that a
flerce strugzle had taken place. Clinton had
evidently fought dearly for his life.

The dead m=an lay stretched upon the hearth-
rug. Jameson was greatly shocked, and
tremnbled visibly after he had looked.

“ Awful—appalling!'’ he exslaimed huskily.
“*The--the man’s face has- been battere:d
frichtfullv! He was obviously beaten to
death by some heavy iron implement. There
i3 no face——'"" The inspector paused, nnn
pulled himself together. ‘1 suppose the
doctor’s pronounced life extinct?"’

‘“Yes. Dr. Brett was up here half an hour
ago.”’ replied Nelson Lee. ‘' He i3 now inter-
viewinT the headmaster, I belleve.”’

* This i3 too much for me,’’ admitted Jame-
oAb ipe i head., T shall wire to
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Slcl:otlaud Yard at once. But--bhut what's
this?”’

He picked up a right slipper from beneath
the table. It was not one of the colonel’s,
being obviously too small, and the fellow-one
was not to be seen.

‘“ Do you know whose this is, Mr. Lec¢?”
asked the inapector. '

** Yes; it belongs to Dr. Stafford.”

** The deuce it does!’” ejaculated .J.meson.
‘* Ob, but he mignht have left it eurlicr---
Good heavens! There's blood on it, Mr.
Lee! Look at this!”

Nelson Lee was rather startled. The Hcead's
slipper had been in the room after the
—and this proved beyond doubt that the
alipper had been in the room after the
crime. And who would have worn it but the
Head?

And then came two other terrible dis-
coveries. In the fireplace there lay a rolled-
up handkerchief, hving e¢vidently been used
by the murderer to wipe his hands, for it
was ominously blcodstained. And it tore
Dr. Stutford’s initials! Before the inspector
could quite recover from this fresh shock,
- br. Brett arrived.

** I want you, Lee—urgentiy ! he exelaimed,
in a queer tone. ‘' You, too, inspector. 1've
heen waiting in the Heud’s study. Dr. Staf-
ford’s not down yet. And [ suddenly noticed
that the poker in his study fireplace is-—well,
it's simply smearcd with blood!"” )

‘* That js very terrible!” said Nelson Lece
steadily.

The inspector did not take things so calmly.
He immediately rushed away with the doctor,
and Nelson Lee followed. The poker wus in
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a condition exactly 28 Brett bad described,
And it was the very weapon which conld have
dealt the smashing blows upou Coionel ¢lin-
ton’'s face.

Inspector Janieson acted promptly.

In face of all the evidence—the quarrel. the
slipper. the handkerchief, and the poker—
Jameson was compclled to adopt a terrible
course. Everything pointed to the fact that
Dr. Stafford was guilty of the erime, and the
inspector gave hurried instructions to one of
his men—who departed in the car.

When Dr. Stafford came down he waa
terribly agitated, and the jnspector merely
questioned him with regard to the colonel's
position at St. Frank's. Nelson Lee knew
well enough why Jameson was delaying— he
was waiting for the warrant to arrive. [t
came within the hour, and the headmaster of
St. Frank's was arrested on a charge cof
wilful murder!

L] . »

Dr. Stafford’s very attitude waz seif-con-
deraning, for he utteriy collvpsed upon be:n:
charged. The news was received with som. -
thing like horror by the school. Boys ::d
masters were appalied and stunned by th's
ciatastrophe.

But Nelson Lee was active.

Of course, the Head was innocent—and his
innocence was proved. Nelson Lec succeeded
in clearing him completeiy. But there wus
much work to be done, and many adventures
‘o be undergone, bLefore that welcome event
took place.

The<c were terrible times for 3t Frank's!

EXND.

“WHO KILLED THE COLONEL?”

IS THE TITLE OF

NEXT WEEK’'S STORY.

[t is another Magnificent Ccmplete Yarn of St. Frank’s

College, introducing NELSON LEE, NIPPER, and his

Chums. By the Author of “Discipline Let Loose!”
«Under the Heel!’’ etc., etc.
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CUR POPULAR SCHOOL SERIAL!

Tv. Chums o« Littleminster School.

| A Magnificent Story of School Life and Adventure,

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

The Pyrst Chapters.

BASIL HOOD is a new boy at Littleminster School.
On his arrival he makes a friend of

JOHN CHALLIS, @ Senior in the Fifih Form.

MIYERS and COGGIN are two bullies, who, with
some others, try to make Challis join the
“ Clubs,” an alhlelic society.  He refuses, and
they delermine lo send him to Covenlry.
Heis persuaded later by Mr. Lvans, a masler,
to join. Challis takes Hood fishing in &
punt, which gels cast adrift. Later on
Grainger, the Caplain, sees Challis at the
nets, and asks him lo play for the next s.zteen
agasnst the cleven. BMeanwhile Busil suspects
Myers of casting the punt adrift, since he
found a coin belonging to him near the spot.
Unsuspectingly he puls the coin in a drawer
in his cubicle. It vanishes, and Basil sus-
pects Blyers. Challis plays a splendid
inninge for (he school anainst Ragley.
After the mateh Myers i8 secn talking to a
lout named Joe Smart. Next afterinoon
Challis and Grainger go for a country wwall:’
rainger sees Joe Smart.

(Now read on.)

THE FIQHT.

REPARE for action!" said Grainger,
with a grim smile, as they sighted
the cottage in which the Smarts

P

lived. * There's our man standing
at the gate. By George, he's spotted us,
and he's bolted! Doesn't intend to take

any chances, the bhrute!'

The Littleminster captain’s voice. rang with
indignation, and the colour flooded his
cheeks.

It was just as hLe said. Joe Smart, the
hooligan. who had been standing in his shirt-
gleeves at the gate. sucking at a dirty clay
pipe, had turned at sight of them and gone
indoors.

But when they reached the cottaze they
eaw that the door stood open. He had
evidently considered it suflicient to avoid
thein, and did not anticipate that they
would raid lus den.

‘“* We'll act while we've got the chance,”
grq-.-.-lcd Challis, opening the gate. * Come
on'”’

(irminzer gave Challis a startled glance, as
the grim and determined boy made for the
open oor,

I

A wave of admiration surged over him.
By George, there was nothing weak about
John! But Grainger’s admiration was tinged
with fear.

He was glad he was present, for had Challis
heen alone there is no telling where he would
have stopped.

But John was knocking at the door.

*“ Now then, what's up?’’ growled a surly
voice from within.

**Is that Smart?”’

“One of 'em. It's me, Joe Smart. Don’t
offen 'ave a visit from the school toffs. What
can I do to oblige?” _

The hooligan stepped within view, his hands
set in his trousers pockets, an insolent grin
stretohing his ugly face, deflance flashing in
his eyes.

Challis stepped into the cottage.

‘“ Close the door, Grainger,”’ he cried; and
the captgin quickly obeycd, shooting the
bolts home and turning the key in the lock.

As quick as a flash Challis sprang past the
startled cad, and got between him and any
hope of escape irom the rear.

Smart was alarmed now. He darted into
the front parlour, threw his pipe on to a
chair, and faced them angrily.

**What's the meaning of this?’’ he de-
manded, half afraid. ‘" What's the game?
’Ere, if you come any of your cheek, I'll
smash ycr!”’

Challis entered the room, and, ducking
under a blow Smart dealt at his chin, he
shot his right in a stinging upper-cut under
the jaw.

Smart reeled backwards, uttering a bellow
of rage.

*“* Shut the door, Grainger!” commanded
John; and the Littleminster captain found
himself obeying.

‘“ Now push that table out of the way, so
that I can get at him. We shall want plenty
of room.”

Again Grainger obeyed; with the result
that the two had the floor at their dieposal.

The cad’s blood was up, and, rolling his
sleeves above the elbow, hc prepared for
action.

“I'Il kill yer for that!” he howled.

Challis removed his coat and his waistcoat.
He didn't bother to roll up his shirtsleeves.
All the while he watched Smart, whose blult
and open deflance began to oozc¢ perceptibly.

‘“If you touch me,"”” he whined, *“ I'll set
the police on yer!”

‘“ Be careful, or we may set the police o

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)









