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The man with the spanner made a swiit lunge at Nelson Lee. As the latier
“dodged, he saw that M¢. Trenton was fighting fiercely with two other men.
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A Splendid Long Complete
Story- of School and Detective
Adventure at St. Frank’s Col-
lege, introducing NELSON
LEE, NIPPER, and the Boys
of St. Frank’s, By the Author
of “The Secret of the Box-

(THE NARRATIVE RE. | Room,” “The Head’s Other

| Self,”” ‘“Shunned By His
LATED THROUGH.- Schoolboys,” and many other

OUT BY NIPPER.) Stirring Tales.
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CHAPTER 1.
THE .AGITATOR.

6 OMBRADIS, fellow slaves, and sufferers! ™’ o
d Trinothy Tucker adjusted his green-tinted spectacles, anda
gazed at his aulience. The tame lunatic of the Remove at St.
Franlk's was evidently bent on making one of his famous speech@s.
He had perched himself upon a rough piece of ornamental stonework in
the corner of the Triangle, not far from the gateway leading into the
playing-fields. It was morning —cold and clear, with a sharp frost in the air.
Lessons had only been over a short time. Timothy Tucker, to tell the
truth, had been planning bis ;
speech most of the morning,
which accounted for his dreamy,
far-away look during lessons.
Mr. Crowell had awarded T. 7.
two hundred lines for inattention
but the Remove's pet Bolshevik
had completely forgotten this.
“Comrades!” he shouted
again, in his thin, piping voice.
"1 am standing here to address
you on g subject which is fore-
most-—__"’ -
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"¢ Hear, hear! Hear, hear!”
"t Go 1t, Tucker!”

““ Really; I must protest against these
unseemly  interruptions!”  exclaimed
Tucker severely. ‘‘ The audience will
oblige me by remaining silent!” _

** Right you are,” said Owen major.
““The audience has no objection—both
of it!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!" chuckled Hubbard.

Sad to relate, there -was absolule
truth- in Owen major's remark, for
. T.’s audience consisted merely of two
follows; and they were thinking -of
strolling off even at that moment. It
was Tucker’s greatest. grievance that he
could never get a crowd of fellows round
him—he could never claim the attention
be deserved.

““ Gather together!’ shouted T.'T..
waving his hand wildly. *‘ Collect round,
my comrades! There is much vital
matter to be discussed.”

“ Good!” said Hubbard.
"Owen!”’
“H'm'

“ Come on,

Quite so—quite =0,”” wenl on
the speaker. ‘“ We are dealing with
grim facts. We are oppressed; we are
ground down under the heel of a rank
tyranny—a system which 1s rotien to
the core!”

. Something like this
Pitt, strolling up.
Whizz ! _
Pitt hurled the apple, but judged :t

apple!” said

so that it missed Tucker by a few inches.

The-tame lunatic of the Remove blinked,
and then stared severely at Reginald
Pitt. T.7T. shook his finger at him.

“T must protest!” he exclaimed.
- ¢ Teally, my dear sir, T must protest!
You do not seem to realise that I am
just about to make an 1mportant speech.
The actual mmportance of this speech s
so tremendous, so absolutely wvital. that
every boy 1mn the school ought to he
listening to me and supporting me!”’

L Good ! |

“ Go 1t, Trotsky!”

“*“Ha. ha, hal” '

““ Dear, dear!” exclaimed Tucker.
“ This is most distressing. Really, my
dear sirs, I cannot find words to express
- my" feelings. Why you should address
me by the name of Trotsky is an in-
soluble puzzle to me. You are surely
aware of the fact that my name 1is
Tucker—-"'

i

ing “when’ you blew in here!” grinned
Pitt. _ LI

“Help!"” gasped De Valerie. “ Waler!
Smelling salts!”

He nearly fainted into the arms of
Jack Gurey. -

“It’s bad enough to listen to Tucker’s
rot without ghastly puns of that kind!”’
sald De Valerie, after he had recovered.

‘““Ahem! I am shocked!”’ exclaimed
T. T. ‘“Indeed, I must demand an
instant and complete apology, Pitt, for
that appalling misuse of my name.
Unless you ‘mmediately beg my pardon,
I shall not deliver my big speech!” =

** Hurrah!” .

“Don’t apologise,  Pitt, for goodness’
zake!”” grinned Grey.

“I'm not going to,”” said Pitt calmly.

T. T. blinked, fand shook his head
sadly.
“ Dear, dear, dear!’ he muitered.

“This 1s most distressing. I did not
realise that such a depravity existed.
However, I will overlook the matter this
once, mv lad.” . '

“ Really?’ said Pitt hoarsely. ** Your
kindness 1s only superseded by your ex-

quisite and rare beauly.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” - L

“ My lads, you are laughing at me!”’
sald Tucker severely. “ It grieves me
beyond measure to find sucg levity 1n
existence when every face ought-to be
sad and stern—when every heart ought
to be steeled to a stale of cast-iron
hardness!”’ i |

““ How can voun make steel inlo cast-

iron?” asked Pitt curiously. 3

‘“ These interruptions are unseeraly,”
replied Tucker. ‘“ Yes. they are most
unseemly. - H'm, h’m! That is so!-
Indeed, theyv only serve to show tha
feeble and decaying intellect of the
modern schoolboy !”’ ;

“ Well, a decaying intellect is better
than one that’s decayed aliogether!”
retorted Pitt promptly. :

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Are you suggesiing that my intel-
lect 1s decayed?’ shouted Tucker, whip-
ping off his spectacles, and staring round
wildly. ¢ Dear, dear! 1 am receiving
insults of the most appalling kind. I
can see that disciplinary treatment 1is
necessary. I shall be forced to administer *
it, my lads!”’ : | |

*.Ga ahead, 'L, T. 1™ N

“H'm!' Quite so!” mumbled Tuacker.

“ Upon second thoughts, I am willing to

““Yes, and you Tucker a wrong turn-loverlook the insult. The matter on



of such importance that it
admits of no delay. We must get on
with the matters which are upon the

“‘
i3

hand

agenda. Only this morning I scribbled
out a munute concerning this most im-
portant subject.”

De Valerie sniffed.

. “That’s nothing!” he said. *1I
scribbled out a half-hour!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Really, I fail to comprehend——

Dear, dear, dear!” said Tucker. * You
are labouring under a most ridiculous
mistake, sir. When I say that I scribbled
‘a minute, I am referring to the fact
that I made a memorandum—a note—a
few words to remind me of some points
I have to deal with. And let me say
now, before any further time is wasted,
that my subject this morning is—The
Head!”

(5 Oh !?!

‘“ Steady on, T. T.!”

‘“ Better let the Head alone, old
son!"’ ‘

“We shouldn’'t like to see you

sacked!”’ said Pitt, shaking his head.
“We'd never get another comedian to
take your place!” |

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

But the juniors were not inclined to
sheer off now. Timothy Tucker, it
seemed, was about to make a speech con-
cerning Dr. Malcolm Stafford, the Head-
master of St. Frank’s. And just at the
moment the Head was the most talked
of person in the whole school.

Quite a number of fellows had col-
lected roufid Tucker by this time. In
addition to Pitt, Grey, and De Valerie,
Singleton and Solomon Levi strolled up.
Jerry Dodd and Tom Burton, of
Study I7, were just arriving, and Fatty
Little was on his way. Perhaps he
thought there was some grub knocking
about.

““ Yes, comrades and fellow slaves,”
went on Tucker, 1t is my intention to
“address you upon the vital subject of
our Headmaster and his recent tyran-
nous behaviour. It is a subject which

“affects us. all!”
‘“ Better not let any of the -prefect§

hear you talking like that, old son,”
called out Singleton.

“¥You think I care for the prefects?”
shouted Tucker. ¢ And, in any case,
would they bring harm down upon my
head? No, my dear sir, they would

L

not. For the prefects are in sympathy
with us; they are just as keen to rid
the school of this tyrant as T am!”

** Shut up. you fathead!”

“* Tratter!” ' |

““* What—what?"' exclaimed Tucker.
You call me a traitor? Hosw dare you?
As a matter of fact, I am a traitor!
Yes, I admit it. I glory in it. And I
call upon you to support me—I -call
upon you to become traitors, too!”’

‘“ Rats !’

“ Piffle !’

“I don’t know whether it is pifile,”
said Pitt. “* I'll guarantee that half the
fellows in the lower school would becoma
traitors to the Head if they saw a chance
of doing 1t without suffering any . con-
sequences., [verybody must admit that
the Head's been a brute recently—"

“Thank you, my dear sir—thank
you!” shouted Tucker. ‘‘That is the
correct word to use. Quite so—quite so! -
That is certainly the word to use! A
brute—a tyrant—a man possessed of the
attributes of a beast!”

““ Steady on, Tucker! Draw it mild!"
‘“ Belter go easy!”

““And why should I draw it easy and
go mild?’ ~demanded Tucker Iucidly.
“Why should I? Is it not the truth
that the Head has displayed the habits
of a beast? Is it not the truth? And
15 1t right that I should be punished
for telling the truth?”

The audience was silent for a moment.
Every fellow there knew that 'T'uckeu
was, indeed, speaking far from wildly.
His remarks were, upon the whole,
strictly truthful. '

For Dr. Malcolm Stafford, the Head-
master of all St. Frank’s, had un-
doubtedly had several outbursts of
violent-and terrible savagery. These out- "

&’
LI

ﬁbursts were of a most remarkable char-

acter, for they were generally of short
duration. Afterwards, the Head would
become himself again, and would regret
his actions. But then another attack
would come, and so things had been get-
ting from bad to worse.

““The truth can always stand the full
light of day!” shouted Tucker. “ And
I maintain, boldly and openly, that we
are living” under a system of brutalily
and tyranny. That, my dear sirs, rs
my conteniion. Are we going to submit?
Are we going to allow this state of
things to continue?
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“ Weo can’t help ourselves!”

““ We've got to submit, old son!’

“No—I say no!” shouted T.TT.
firmly, “ Weo must rise in a body and
cast oub this system, once and for all
Yes, my friends, we must rise! Rise—
rise! Comypades and sufferers, 1t is our
duty to place our strength upon the side
of justice. Meek submission to this
brutal regime will do us no good!”

‘* Hear, hear!”?

“ The funny ass is right there!l”

““We certainly ought to do
thing !’

‘“ Listen, my dear sirs, and I will re-

fresh your memories!” declared Tucker,

seizing his opportunity, ‘I will bring
to your minds a few incidents which,
. perhaps, have become overlooked. Until
~ recently the, Headmaster was no \worsa
~ than the normal schoolmaster—an evil,
I will grant, but one that could be
‘borne.”

‘“Rot!” said Pit. ‘“Don’t trot out
any of your fatheaded ideas now, Tucker.
. Aecording to your mad notions, all
schools ought {o be run without masters
—that’s what you put in  Nipper's
Magazine,” anyway.”’

“ Quite so—quile so!” agreed Tucker.
‘“ My only rvegret is that Nipper 1s
narrow-minded and petty. He fails to
‘see that his magazine formns an excellent
medium for propaganda. I have alrveady
offered io ﬁ])l the entire magazine with
my learned writings; but, sad to say,
that offer has been declined.”

““* And so ‘ Nipper's Magazine ’ 1s still
alive!”’ said Grey.

“However, we will not discuss that
journal at the moment,”” went on T. L.
* Possibly you think my ideas are highly
advarrced; but that 1s merely because
you are groping” in the darkness of
narrow-ulinded ignorance. The Head, I
repeat, was, until recently, no worse
than the normal schoolmaster. Then,
without any previous warning, he
developed fits of rage, which, In turn,
developed into cold spells of cruel harsh-
ness. At times the Head is in his ordi-
nary state—even kindly and cons
m his actions. Although he is the
natural enemy of all schoolboys, I must
admit that, i his better moments, he
is a gentleman. But what of those
periods when he changes inte a wild
beast? Yes, my friends, what of them?
IIave we not suffered agonies at his

SLOHTH Lo
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truth in that,” admitted Pitt.

hands? Have we not been caned with-
——out reason? Have we not been re-
stricted and enslaved? Have we not put
up with miseries untold?”’ :

‘“ Well, there’s a certain amount of
““The

Head has let himself go once or twice

of late.” ‘ |

“Let himself go!” echoed T.T.
“My dear sir, your words are paliry!
Your expression is childish! Dr. Stal-

ford has been a tyrant—a bully! He has
deprived himself of every right te claim
respect from us. And it must be ad-
mitted by you all that the. fundamental
basis of the whole structure is tottering.
Yes, my friends, tottering! ‘Here and
now, I call upon you to support me.”

‘“ Why, are you tottering, too?” asked
De Valerie.

‘““ Dear, deaf! This is no time for
unseemly jibes and jokes!’ said Tucker
severely, "1 call upon you, my comn-

rades to support me. There 1s work
to be done—work of an 1mportant
nature. I suggest that we band our-

selves together into a party; and this
party is to be called the Brotherhooa
of the IFree!”

“* We shouldn’t be free IEor long !"" re-
marked Hubbard.

“And why not?’ shouted T.'T.
‘“ Why not, my dear sir? You do noi
know what magnificent schemes are in
my head. I am appealing now for mem-
bers of the Brotherhood of the Free!
I want this society, this party, to became
strong and all-powerful. - Do you not
realise, comrades, that we are helpless
and powerless in our present condition?
Banded iogether, however, under this
great banner of freedom, we should
assume a new power—a power which
would become as strong as our present
weakness.” s

‘““ We shall be a tremendously power-
ful party, then!”™ grinned Pitt.

““ My words were badly chosen; but
I will 1mprove upon them,” said
Tucker. *‘‘* We shall assume a power as

strong as our present weakness is wesk.
That 1s better. H’'m! H'm! Quite so.
Much better. Now, friends, let me enroll
yvou as members of the new Brotherhood.
Organised, we shall be in a position to
dictate our terms to all and sandry.
Tyranny will never exist while we have
that power——"’ B

* Rats to your giddy Brotherhood!™
saad Pitte. 8
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““ Dry up about it, T.T.!” -

“ Perhaps the time is not quite ripe,”’
exclaimed Timothy Tucker. ¢ Possibly
I have been foolish in mooting the sub-
ject so early; but later, after you have
submitted. to further harshness and
degradation, you will come to me—you
viﬁ remember my words. At present J
will confine myself {o the matter in hand.
The”Head has been a brute and a bully

[ —

ry

““ Hear, hear!

‘“A rank rotter!”

“A tyrant!”

““Oh, indeed!” came a quiet voice
from the rear. ‘ So that is your opinion
of your Headmaster, boys?”

The juniors twirled round, startled,
and found themselves looking at the
grim features and stern eyes of Nelson

Lee.

&
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CHAPTER 1II.
WANING POPULARITY !

IMOTHY TUCKER looked at

I Nelson Lee inquisitively.

““ Really, my dear sir, I failed

to observe your approach,’”’ he ex-

claimed. * However, I am delighted

that you have decided to join my audi-
ence—"'

“ Get down from that storne at once,
Tucker!” commanded Nelson Lee curtly.

““ Really, my dear sir——"

“I do not want to repeat my order,
young man!"” .

“ But—but I beg of you to consider,
sir!” said Tucker hastily. “1 have
merely addressed my comrades upon a
matter of vital importance——"’

“In other words, you have been agi-
tating their minds against their Head-
master,” said Nelson Lee. I have
punished some of you boys previously
for talking in a disloyal manner against
Dr. Stafford. Such talk cannot be
allowed. Disloyalty to the Headmaster
15~ disloyally to the school itself.”

“ But pray consider, my dear sir!"’

“Tucker, you will write me one thou-
sand lines!” said Lee grimly. “ Yes,
the punishment is severe—I intend it to
be. Owen major, you will write me a
simnilar imposition,  You, De Valerie,
will take Ave hundred lines.” -

“ What for, sir?’ asked De Valerie
blankly. |
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“ You referred to the Headmaster as a

b8 |

tyrant
“Well, isn't it true, sir?”’ broke. in
De Valerie. “1I don’'t see why you
should mind us telling the truth!
Everybody in the whole school knows
that Dr. Stafford has been like another
man during the last week or so o

““ You need not continue, De Valerie,"
interrupted Lee sharply. ¢ Whatever
the school knows, that fact does not givs
you permission to eriticise your Head-
master openly. If I hear any boys par-
ticipating in such a discussion as this
again, 1 shall make my punishments
much more severe—I shall, in fact, inflict
drastic floggings.” '

The juniors were silent.

““Now' that I have the opportunity,
I should like to talk to you seriously,”
went on Nelson Lee. ‘1 am convinced
that it is merely boyish thoughtlessness
which impels you to hold these little dis-
cussions. If you would only take all
the facts into consideration, you would
not be so harsh in your denunciation of
Dr. Stafford.”

“ The Head isn't the same as he used
to be, sir,” put in Singleton,

Neéelson Lee nodded.

“With that -remark I agree,”” he said.
“ Bul why can’t you think of Dr. Staf-
ford as he has always been, and not
judge him solely according to his recent
asty actions? It is not my business ta
make any appeals on behalf of the Hea-
master, but I do wish you boys would
be a little more thoughtful.”

“In what way, sir?”’

** Ever since you have been at  St.
Frank’s, you have always found Dr.
Stafford to be an 1deal Headmaster,”
replied Lee. ‘° He has been considerate,
just, and Kkindly in all his actions. I
will admit that during the last week
or so he has performed one or two
actions which are not in keeping with
his general character. But is that any
reason why you should reverse your
opinion of him so completely?”’

““ Dash 1t all, sir, the Head's. beean
going it a bit too thick!” protested Da
Valerie. * Everybody knows that——"

“If you mean that the Headmaster
has forgoilen himself once or twice
recently, I will agreegwith you,” said
Nelson Lee. * But surely you can over-
look these trifles—for, taking everything

| into consideration, they are triflass. You



boys are particularly bitter because yon

have been the chief sufferers. Your bit-
terness, therefore, is perhaps easy to
understand. But why do you forget

the most important things?”’
- *““What things, sir?”

“ Dr. Stafford not only made a puablic
speech, explaining to the best of his
ability that. these mysterious attacks of
i{emper were beyond his control, but he
also penned a notice and had 1t placed
on the beard,” said Nelson Lee. ‘ That
notice asked you all to have patience,
and to remember that if undeserved
punishments were inflicted. such punish-
ments would be cancelled later.”

“ But the Head can’t cancel canings,
can he?” asked De Valerie. *‘ After
he’s swiped- into us, and made our hands
vaw, he can’t do much good. And when
he gets into one of his tanirums, there’s
no telling what’s going to happen.”

Nelson Lee looked grim.

‘““De Valerie, I object to that term,”
he said sternly. ‘ You must not say
that Dr. Stafford gets into ‘ tantrums.’
It is not only untrue, but objectionable.
(“annot you boys appreciale the fact thal
the Head is doing his utmost to keep
himself under control—that he s as kind
at heart as he ever was? Can’t you
realise that these strange aftacks are
beyond his control?’

“ But it seems o queer, sir,”’ put n
Owen major. *‘'The Head never used
to have these violent fits of temper.
And it’s not right that we should have
lo suffer, 1s it? He's given all sorts of
new orders-—that we’re to do lessons
until six o’clock, and then have extra
lessons in the evening ”?

“ But those orders have already been
cancelled, Owen major,” interrupted
Lee. ‘At the present moment the
Remove is enjoying the same liberty as
it has always enjoyed. Such remarks.
thevefore, are 1dle. My advice to you
all 15 this—if Dpyr. Slafford behaves
strangely at any future time, do not
attempt to answer him back if he accosts
you. Obey his orders implicitly, no
matter how Tharsh they may seem.
Discipline is the chief factor in a big
school like this, and discipline must be
maintained. And 1t i1s contrary to all
Jaw and order for you boys io get to-
gether and talkgagainst your Head-
master. Don’t let it occur agamn.”

‘““ All right, sir!”’

“ As for you, Tucker, I shall be very

)

fat

severe if I ever catch you at this sort
of business in the future,”” said Lee.
“T had always known that you are a
peculiar character, and that your ideas
are perverted and weird.”’ |

“ Dear, dear!”’ said Tucker, blinking.
“I must protest, my dear sir! Pray
allow me to correct you upon a most
important point! My ideas are sound
in every particular. (.ereatly‘ as 1 regret
to make the statement, 1t is your ideas
which are perverted and weird——"-.

“Ha, ha, ha!” A

““That 1s enough, Tucker,”” said Lee,
trying not to smile. ‘‘ Knowing you as
I do, I .will excuse what you have just
sald. You're an extraordinary boy, and
I had hitherto regarded you as harmless.
Bul even you may do some damage if
you agitate the minds of your schqol
fellows. It must not continue.” ‘

And Nelson Lee, wtthout ancther
word, turned and walked away.

The crowd waited until he had gone
some lttle distance, and then the re-
marks flowed freely and volubly. Just
as Nelson Lee left the group, I joined
I had seen the guv’nor talking -as
I was leaving the Ancient House, and’
I had come across to find out what tho
trouble was;

The first words I heard
exactly pleasant to my ears.

“The rotter!’ said De Valeria
gruffly. ‘‘ He’'s getting nearly as bad as
the Head, and ha's supporting him In
his bullying tyranny. It’s the %ast thing
I expected from Mr. Lee, but 1t proves
that he’s no class!” -

““ Rather!” said Owen major.

“ All this talk about discipline!”’
sneered Armstrong. ‘' Faney' telling us
to submit to everything the Head likes
to do—submit without saying a word!
Lee’s a beast, and I'd be jolly glad {o
seo himy kicked out of St. Frank’s—to-
gether with the Head!” '

T walked up to Armstrong grimly.

“I'm giving you just ten seconds!’
I said. |

il Eh ?3’

“ Seven
curtly.

“* What the dickeus are you {alking
about, you ass?’ i

“If you don’t apologise immediately,
I'll knock you down!” I replied.
“You've just called Mr. Lee a beast,
and - said that }-'mi*"ti"})_e_g]ad_ to see him -

were  not

seconds mnow!” T added



kicked out of St. Frank’s. You've gof
to apologise for it.”

‘““ Rats!”" said Armstrongz. “I'm nol
going to——"

Crash !

“ Ow—uvaroooh!”

Armstrong went over backwards,

headlong, and I looked at the others.

- “* Anybody else azking for it?”’ I said
hotly. ** You miserable cads! You set
of worms! Aren’t you ashamed of your-
selves for talking against my guv'nor
like that?”

““Oh, don’t ride the high horse!"
snapped De Valerie.  You’d better
try to knock me down—that's all! I
agree with everything that Armstrong
said—-=" '

“ Right!” T cut in. “ Wo'll see about

But befora I could do anything I
was seized by half a dozen fellows, and

held firm.

‘““ Steady on!"’ grinned Pitt. * There's
no need for us to have squabbles over
nothing, Nipper. Have some sense!
The Triangle 1s no place for punching
noses!”’ S -

“Let me go!” I panted. ‘ Do you
think I'm going to stand here and listen
to these rotters running Mr. Lee down?”

““Well, he’s been supporting the
Head,”” shouted Armstrong, struggling
to his feet. ““ And you know as well as
wo do that the He:zd is a brute!”

“If Mr. Lee supports the Head, so
do I!"" 1 snapped. “ You haven't got
any mere brains than a collection of
insects !’

“ What?”’

“You're as empty-headed as Tucker!”

e De:s’l.r, dear, dear! Really, my dear
S1r

" You'd better not start, T. T., or T'll
give you something to remember,” 1
went on hotly. “ You're the chief cause
of all this trouble, I'll bet—with all your
fat-headed ideas. And you're all tarred
with the same brush, every one of you!
Hasn’t Mr. Lee always been one of the

best ?"’
“Yes, until recently—-"" -
““Until  recently be hanged!” 1
shouted. ““ Hoe hasn’t changed in the

slightest degree. But he knows that Dr.
Stafford 1sn’t responsible for these queer
atlacks of his; and if he’s not respon-
sible, it’s not fair to blame him. Therels
something queer about the whole busi-

L]

‘“Leave the field!’’ ordered the Head,
addressing the astonished referee.
‘“The game ceases from this moment."’

ness, and the guv'nor knows it. He's
asking you to have patience, because he
hopes to get to the bottom of tha
mystery beforo long.” o

““Oh, draw 1t mild!” said De Valerie.
““What do you mean—the Head isn't
responsible? If I get into a raging
temper I don’t blame anybody else!”

“ Yes, talk sense, Nipper!” said Owen
major. :

“That’s just what T am doing; but
I might as well address myself to a
brick” wall,” 1 replied bitterly. * It’s
no good trying to make 1idiots under-
stand! You don’t seem to realise the
simple truth. Dr. Stafford is as kindly
and as generous as ever he was, except
when he’s in one of his peculiar moods."

“Well, that’s what we're grumbling
about,” exclaimed De Valerie. " Wa
don’t sea why we should be compelled
to suffer because the Head chooses ta
go off in these rotien fits of temper ’

‘““He doesn't choose to go off into
them,” 1 interrupted. ¢ Thev come,
and he can’t help himself. Supposing 2
man goes dotty, and destroys all tha
furniture in a room. He can’t ba blamed
for that, because ha doesn’t know what
he’s doing at the time. Well, i{’s fust
the same with the Head.”

“You mean that he goes
rocker?”’
“No, T don’t!” I replied. *“ Thero's

lli@
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no need to take me so lilerally. Dr.
Stafford’s  had the cleverest brain
- specialist in London down. and it’s been
proved that his mind is perfectly
healthy and strong.. You don't seem
to understand that the Head's been

domg everything humanly possible to
stop these attacks. He can’t help 1t:
they’'re beyond his control. He doesn’t
go mad; but something happens which
scems to alter his character; and yon
can take it from me that there’s some-
thing fishy «bout the whole business.
There’s somebody working against Dr.
Stafford—somebody who wants 1o get
him chucked out of the school.”

““ Oh, rats!” said De Valerie. ‘“ You're
getting just as bad as Myr. Lee: and if
you can’t talk hetter sense, I'd advise
vou to dry up. Anyhow, until you show
r:ore Intelligence, I'll steer clear of
.you !”’

And Cecil De Valerie walked off.

I breathed rather hard as I looked
after him. De Valerie and I had always
got on very well together, and it was
a pity that a breach of this sort should
open. _,And I had an idea that this was
only the beginning of things.

I joined Tommy Watson and Tregellis-
West in the Ancient Hounse lobby, and
they could see at once that I was not
quite myself.

"“Begad! Who's been rufflin’ your
sweet temper, dear old boy?’ inquired
Sir Montie, regarding me critically
through his pince-nez. ““I trust that
nothin’ very serious has happened?”’

* Oh, nothing much,” I replied gruffly.
“Fve just knocked Armstrong down,
aﬁti”had a row with De Valerie—that’s
all.

“All,”  echoed Watson.
enough, I should think!” 4

I found them running the guv’nor
down—calling him a beast, and saying
they’d like {o see him chucked out of
thie school,” I said hotly. ¢ And they're
not the only ones, either. Half the chaos
_1n the Remove are talking against Mr.
Lee all the time.” |

“That’s frightfully bad form—it is,
really,” said Tregellis-West, shaking his
noble head. * Dear old boy, I quite ap-
prove of your action in knockin’ Arm-
strong down. Any fellow
agammet Mr, Lee ought to _be horse-
'“’ i ped-l’

- ““ Rather!” agreed Watson.
should they talk against Mr. Lee?”

““ About

who talks

But why

‘“ Because the guv’nor has been trying
to make things easy for the Head,” I
replied. *“ He knows well enough that
Dy, Stafford isn’t to blame: for these
strange attacks of his, and hds telling
the chaps to have some patience. And all
they can do is to say that the guv'nor
1s as bad as the Head himself.”

“Well, the Head hasn’t been playing
the game, has he?”’

*“ Look here, Tommy, are you starting
the same tricks?”’ T asked grimly. *“ Aro
you running down the Head? Because,
if so, 1t means thal you're running down
My, Lee, too -

“ Oh, 1t’s all right—don’t get excited,’
satld Watson. “TI'm with vou *every
time, Nipper. I think I suffered more
from the Head than any other chap—but
for Mr. Fice's sake TI'll forgive him will-
mgly. Is that good enough?”

*“It’s just what I expected of you,”
I replied. “‘I know 1 can trust you
chaps—and 1 think a good few others will
remain true, too. But I can tell youn
quite plainly that there's going to be
trouble 1 the Remove before long.”

In the meantime, Myr. Trenton. the
popular science master, had joined the
group in the Triangle. 1 saw him as 1
glanced out through the Ancient House
doorway, and I frowned.

“Oh, there’ll be some nice talk going
on now,’ 1 growled. * That oily
bounder 1s jawing with the chaps! The
more | see of Trenton, the more 1 dis-
like him.”

‘“Blessed 1f I can understand
saxd Watson, ““ Trenton’s all right—
auite a decent chap. And he's getting
more popular every day.” |

“ Tne more popular he gets, the more
I detest him. Take my word for it, he's
no blessed good,” I said grimly. ¢ If
you can't see it now, you’ll see it later
on. And it’s a significant fact that the
Head only developed these queer ways
after Mr. Trenton arrived.”

My chums stared at me.

“ Begad!”’ said Sir Montie.
are vou gettin’ at?”

“Oh, mnothing,” I replied va}uely.
“ Still, you can think it over if you
hike.””

I wouldn’t say any more, and Tommy
Watlson and Sir Montie were rather
puzzled. Out in the Triangle, Mr., Tren-
ton was making himself very pleasant.

you,’’

“ What

Just recently he had got quite into the

habit of strolling up to groups of juniors -
and ‘entering mto their conversations,
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On the face of things, Mr. Trenton was

very pleasant and easy. Tall, upright,

good-looking, he had gained popularity |

from the very moment he had entered
the gates of St. Frank’s.

But Mr. Hugh Trenton was deep—
very, very deep,

.—‘Ll——i

CHAPTER TIII,

JUST LIKE HANDY!

E VALERIE nodded wisely.
“It’s no pgood talking,” he
said, ‘‘ the Head has been going
it a bit too strong. T'm all fox

D

law and order, but when things get too.

bad—well, there’s a lmit. Don’t you
think so, sir?”’

*“ Strictly speaking, young man,
ought not to pass any opinion,” smiled
Mr. Trenton. ¢ But we all understand
one another, don’t we?’ he added, glanc-
ing round at the group. *“ We're all
pals, eh?”

“ Rather. sir!”

“ Every time, sir!"’

Mr. Trenton nodded.

“Good!”’ he said. “Then we can
have a little confidential chat. I rather
"like talking with you fellows. I want

you to regard me as one of yourselves
A master who holds himself alpof can
never really understand his boys. 1
think that’s why we gel on so well—
because I mix with you a good deal.”

“ Yes, sir, that’s it.”
Mr. Trenton knew how to stroke the
fellows the right way.

“Well, aboult the Headmaster,”” he
said. ““I've found him to be very
generous, kindly-natured and fair. I'm
bound to say that. His little lapses are
unfortunate, and perhaps he has been
somewhat harsh.” But you mustn’t take
too much notice of them., However good
and generous a man may be, he is always
liable to be something of a tyrant if he
gives way to fits of temper. Mind you,
I’'m not exactly referring to Dr. Staf-
ford,” added the science master. I'm
speaking in a general way.”'

“ Of course, sir!”

~But the juniors quite understood that
Mr. Trenton actually. did mean the
Head, .

¢ To-day has been quite an easy period
for you,” went on Mr, Trenton, smiling
round. “ The Headmaster has been, a

I

model of all that he should be. In other
words, he has confined himself to his own
quarters, and left the under-masters to
look after their charges.”

“Mr. Lee’s been a bit unreasonable,
sir,”” said Owen major, in an injured
tone. ¢ Just because we were talking
about the Head, he gives us lines!”

“ For merely discussing the Head?"

“ Yes, sir.”

‘““ Come, come!"’ protested Mr. 1'ren-
ton. * That’s nol all, surely.”

“ Some of the chaps were saying what
they thought about the Head, sir,” ex-
plained Jack Grey. ‘It was Tucker’s
fault, really, because Tucker was agitat-
ing them—you know what an ass he is,
gir,”’ -

“Really, my dear Grey!”
T. T. * Dear, dear!

cious lhibel! Quite so!
this, my dear sir——" -

“ There is no need for you to tell me
the position, Tucker,” chuckled Mr.
Trenton. *“I rather fancy I know it.

protested
What ap atro-
The position 1g

But just take my advice, boys—don't leé

|

your Housemaster hear you talking
about Dr, Stafford.” |

““ Why should he give us lines?’’ asked
Armstrong. “ We don’t ming talking
about the Head when you can hear, sir.
You don’t give us lines—"

““ My dear boy, I'm different!” inte:
rupted Mr., Trenton. “I'm not a
Housemaster—I thaven’t got the responsi-
bilities that Mr. Lee has. I suppose he
considers it his duty to punish you for
saying anything against the powers that
be. He regards it as treachery to the
Head, the school, and all that sort of
thing. Of course, my ideas are different
—but we needn’t go into that.”

“ It’s because you're jolly decent, sir,"”
said Owen major wa,rndy. “ That’s why
you're different—you understand us.”

The science master nodded.

‘““ Well, as a matter of fact, T rathor
pride myself that I understand boys,”’ he
sald. ““ I like to live with them—with
you, I mean. I like to feel that my pulse
15 beating al the same rate as your own.
You catch the i1dea? If we a{l pull to-
gether there can’t be any friction. And
that’s my idea all the time—to pull to-
gether, and proceed swimmingly."

““T wish you were the Head, =i !" said
Canham.

“ Oh, rather!™

‘““ We'd be all right, then!"

Mr. Trenton smiled modestly.
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- “To tell the {ruth, boys, thére's
nothing I'd like better than to rule your
destinies from the top,” he observed.
‘“ But that's 1mpossible. One day, per-
haps, in the distant future Ah, but
we mustn’t discuss dreams. Dreams, my
lads, don’t always materialise.””

“I'll bet everything would go on
lovely if you were the Head. sir,” said
Hubbard. ““As it is, we don’t know
what might happen any minute. With
Dr. Statiord ‘going off into these fits of
temper, -and Mr. Lee backing him up
and distributing lines—why, it's simply
awful !”’

“ Now, Hubbard!” said Mr. Trenton
severely, ‘" Not conteiit with running

the Headmaster down, you are adopting
the same tone with My. Nelson Lee! I'm
sorry to hear that. It indicates a spirit
of discontent.” :

“Well, we are discontented, sir!”

“ Rather !#

“Thinge are all going wrong in the
Remove ! :

“ At the same time, vou've got io
grin and bear them,”” said Mr. Trenton.
““Take my advice, and discuss such
matters as these out of Mr. Lee’s hear-
ing. He’s a Housemaster and musk
maintain discipline. 1lf you want to pour
vour troubles out mto sympathetic ears,
vou can always run into my study. TI'l]
cheer -vou up!”’

“ Thank you, sir!”

“You're a brick, sir!”

“ No—just a human being like your-
selves,”” smiled Mr. Trenton. 1 am
flesh and blood—not a machie. I don’t
believe in a schoolinaster being stuck
upon a kind of pederial and held aloor
from his boys.”

Mr. Trenton nodded to the crowd in
general, and strolled off. He was con-
scious that he had made a big impres-
sion. One more move had been made—
his popularity was several steps bigher
on the upward grade.

If the juniors had only pauszed tc con-
sider they might have realised that Mr.
Trenton was an expert in the art of
using sott soap. His smooth tongue, his
pleasant smile, his air of friendlines: and
sincere sympathy—they all helped him
to gain the confidence and support that
he was after. |

T had watched it from the first. and
1 was under no misapprehension
parding Mr. Trenton’s game. Of course,
I had had more experience than the
majority of /the junior’s, and I had met

-

re-

Mr. Trenton’s kind before, in other
walks of life.

It had been an insidious progress.
Any of the fellows, had the question
been put to them point-blank, would
have declared that Mr. Trenten had
made no bid for popularity; they would
have said that the science master had
become popular on his own merits.

For, in simple truth, the Removites
didn’t grasp the fact that Mr. Trenton
was using any and every opportunity—
and his silky tongue—to worm his way
into the contidence of the juniors, Ho
told them to come to him for sympathy,
he scolded them for talking against the
Head and the guv’nor; but, in the same
breath, he tacitly approved of the dis-
loyal remarks. )

And yet, if Mr. Trenton had been
accused of agreeing with such disloyalty,
a score of fellows would have instantly
declared that he was as true as steel to
the schcol. It was just the way that Mr.
Trenton did these things.

He was clever—he was so clever that
‘he appeared to be simple. And the con-
victlon was growing stronger and
stronger within me that our precious
science master was-a man to be very
wary of. - -

The crowd of juniors still kept on talk-
ing after Mr. Trenton had gone. The
dinner hell was due to ring at any
moment, and the fellows were anxiously
awaiiing to hear tho welecome sound.

“ (One of the best chaps we ever had
at St. Frank's, that’s what Mr. Trenton
18,7’ said Griffith with a wise nod. “‘ I used
to think that Mr. Lee was the best
master here, 'but he’s a washout. He's
turning into a beastly strict beast. T'd
ten- times rather have Trenton as the
Housemaster.” .

“ Eh, what’s that? Trenton as House-

master?”’  exclaimed ‘Edward Oswald
Handforth, strolling up, and catching
the latter part of Griflith’'s remark.

“What awful rot!”’ -

“It's jolly sensible !” said Owen major.
“The whole blessed Remove would be
glad to see M. Trenton in Lee's shoes.
We're all getting fed vp with his domi-

neering.ways.’”
Handforth glared.
“Why, you rvotter!” he roared.

“ Just let me hear you running Mr. Lee
down agam! Trenton’s all right-—hx.nt-
he’d be no rood as Housemaster.”

“ Of course,not !’ said Church. * Tren-
ton may- be all right as a science master,
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but he'd never be able to run the Ancient
House. 1t wants a man with a clever
brain to do that—and everybody knowt
~ that Mr. Lee is jolly cute.”

“Well, let him gg back to his detec-
tive work!” growled Armstrong. ¢ He
never ought to be a schoolmaster, any-

how—he wasn't cut out fm" it. .St
Frank’s would be better off without
him."

“Well, of course, talking about detec-
tives, I'll admit that Mr. Lee 15 rather
out of his element here,”” said Hand-
forth. " Strictly speaking, he ought {o
be occupying his time on criminal cases
—rounding up gangs of colners, and
chasing bank robbers, and all that kind
of thing. But you can’t deny that he’s
always been a ripping Housemaster.”

Clang—clang!

“ Well, we won't argue about it,”’ said
Grey. ‘ There goes the dinner bell.”

They trooped indoors, but after dinner
Handforth was not disposed to let the
subject rest. It was quite characteristic
of him to ponder over a subject during
a. meal, and then reopen it afterwards,
when everybody else had forgotten al]
about it. In the lobby he talked loudly.

““ Of course, you can’t get away from
the face that Mr. lLee 1s wasting his
time,”’” he observed, talking to nobody in
particular.  “ It's .ridiculous, strictly
speaking, for him to be looking after a
lot of schoolboys when he could fill his
time in with exciting detective cases.”

““What are you talking about, you
ass?” I asked, as I passed by.

“ About Mr. Lee, of course,”

““What, are you starting the same
game, too?’ I demanded gruftly.
* What’s wrong with all the chaps in the
Remove? Not content with running the
Head down, you're beginning to talk
against the guv’'nor as well !’

““Rot!” snorted Handforth. ‘ I’'m not
running him down. 1 think he's one of
the best—but I'm permitted to have an
opinion, I suppose? And I reckon that
he’s simply wasting his talent by ze-
maining at St. Frank’s. Perhaps 1t
would be better for him if he went back
to london and 1investigated detective
mysteries.”’

“I reckon he’s got quite enough to
keep him busy here,” I said grimly.

“That’s just the trouble,’”” grunted
Handforth. ““ I never get a look in!”

“ A look in where?"

“ Why, if there’s anything mysterious

Y Pilt,

happens, I'm never allowed to invesli-
gate,” said Handforth, in an aggrieved
tone. *° 1 never get a proper chance of
showing what I'm worth. If there’s any
mystery Lo be investigated I've got to
take a back seat, and Mr.” Lee gels omn
the job. But if he went, there’d be no-

body left, and so I should have a clear
field.” -

I chuckled. -

‘“Poor old Haundy!" 1 grinned.

“But there’s no need to worry. When
you get a bit older you’ll be able to start
in the deteclive business yourself, -and
after vou’ve made an awful hash of it,
vou’ll realise that you were really out

oul to be a coal-heaver or a road-
mender !’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Church and McClure roared, and
Handforth glared.

“ You—you babbling fathead!’ ha

snorted.  ““ If you think that's funny,
I don’t, On the whole T should be rather
pleased if Mr. Lice went away '

“ For good?”’

“Yeas!”

“Well, if the guvnor went, I'd go
with bhim,”” I said. ‘“Then what wou
you say?” |

“ Why, that would be all the better!”
replied Handforth promptly. * You'ra
only skipper of the Reniove because of
favouritism. It’s my job, really—and if
you cleared off, I'd soon make things
hum ! |

And Handforth, having uttered this
parting shot, strode out of the Ancient
House into the Triangle—fondly imagin-
ing ‘that he lrad squashed me. The yell
of laughter which followed him out, how-
evlazr, probably told him that he was mis-
ltaken,

With Church and McClure in close at-
tendance, he marched straight across to
a koot of fellows who were leaning
against the gymnasium wall, They were
all talking intently, and the subject of
their conversation was easily . guessed.
Of late, nearly all discussions concerned
the Head, or Nelson Lee, or Mr.
Trenton.
~*“1 reckon we ought to gel up an agila-
tion,” Armstrong was saying. ‘* Tucker's
right—the iime’s come when we ought
to act. All this talk is no good. Wo
can jaw and jaw for ever, and nothing
will be done!”
“ Well, what do you propose?’ asked
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“ 1 reckon that Mr. Lec ought to re-|

sign !’ rveplied Armstrong.

*“ Ass !

“ Fathead!”’

“You can call me what you like—
but I'll stick to my own idea,”” said Arm-
strong stubbornly. ‘“* Mr. lee ought to
rezign, and clear out. 1If he did that we
should have Mr. Trenton as House-
master, and perhaps the Head would
clear off, too. Something’s got to be
done, anyway!”’

Pitt grinned.

“T think semcthing is going to be
done!” he remarked.

Handforth, who had been listening,
was rolling up his sleeves. There was
a hight of battle in his eyes, and 1t was
quite apparent that somebody was about
to find some trouble. Handforth was
just ready for it—he hadn’t punched any-
body’s nose all day—which was almost a
record for him. )

“ Put up vour hands!” he said, thrust
ing a huge fist under Armstrong’s nose.
“ Buck up, you cad, or I'll knock you
flat1”

Armstrong backed away. .

““ What's the matter with ycu, fat-
head?”’ he-growled. “ 1 wasn't saying
anything to you, and I didn’t ask you
to butt in.”

“7T didn't need any asking!” snapned
Handforth. *“ You were saying that
Myr. Lee ought to resign and clear out,
Well, T don’t allow that!”’

“You don’t atlow 1t7”

“No, I don’t!” -

“Oh!’ satd Avmstrong sourly, and
with a sneer in his voice. “ I'm awfully
sorry to hear that! Perhaps it wouldn't
be a bad 1dea for you to mind your own
blessed business! T've got my opinion,
and I'll state it without asking - your
permission.  Understand?”’

Handforth fairly towered over
other junior,. -

“ Why. you—you cheeky cad!”” he bel-
lowed. ‘¢ Just because these other chaps
are here, you think you can talk to me
as you like! But I'm not going to stand
by &ad hear Mr. Lec run down!”

“ Why, you were saying that it would
be a good thing for Mr. Lee to resign,”
exclaimed Church. *‘You told Nipper

72

““ Never mind what I told Nipper!”
roared” Fandforth. *“ 1 can say things
that these chaps can't! They're getting
out of ¢.and lately! They ve been jaw-
ing so much that they think they’re as

the
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good as I am! Are you going to put up
your hands, Armstrong, cr shall I knock
vour face into a mash?”’

“You can go and eat coke!”’ snapped
Armstrongo.
He turned hiz back. bul the next

second Handforth twisted him round and
}_1!21111;3(1 a fist squarely in the middle of
s face. Armstrong nearly turned a
:omersauit as he went over backwards.
He was certainly in the wars. This was
the second time he had been knocked
down that day—and for the same reason.

“Ow!” he howled. “ Yow—
yaroooh !”’ -

“Gelt up, and I'll knock you down
again!” snorted Handforth.

Armstrong did get up, but his recently
acquired courage failed him, and he fled.
He made tracks across the Triangle like
a hare, and Handforth rushed after him.
But, even if Armstrong wasn’t a good
fighter, he could certainly run well.  And
he gave Handforth the slhip somewhere
in the direction of the playing-fields.

Handforth returned, quite ready to
punish another dozen noses if necessary.
It was quite immaterial to him that he
had, himself. stated the very same thing
that he had attacked Armstrong for.
Handy hadn’t really meant it, but Arm-
strong had. That was just the differ-
ence. '

Trouble was certainly brewing in the
Remove, but the little breezes which had
blown so far were nothing compared to
the squall which was soon destined to
break!

— e e —

CHAPTER 1V.
GETTING VIOLENT.

¢ EAD¥?” asked DBob Christine
R cenially.
“ Waiting for vou!” I replied

with a nod.
““ You

“ Rats!” grinned Christine.
haven’t got all vour men here.”

It was some little time later—getting
on for two-thirty, in fact. And, as the
day was a half-holiday a football match
had been arranged. It was not one of
the regular fixtures, but just a match be-
tween the College House and the Ancient
House. Bob Christine and his merry
men were very anxious for a win, but
were not iikely to get one,.

-The bulk of the star footballers in the
Remove Eleven all belonged to ‘the
Ancient House, and House matches were,
therefore, rather a one-sided affair.
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(Christine had more than once attempted
to alter this—he had searched the ranks
of his section of the Remove in vain for
fellows who could make his team
slrong one.

““ Of. course, we're going down—that's

" 2 (41
taken for granted,” said Bob. But
we'll try and give you a good game.
With Pitt on your side, and Tregellis-
West and you and Handforth——""

“ Keep your hair on.,” I interiupted.
“T'm giving the reserves a chance to-
“day,  PitlU’s not plaving, and neither is
Sir -Montie., And I'm trying Doyle in
goal mnstead of Handforth. Your side,
Christine, ougit to be goed enough to
vhack us.” | .

Bob Christine brightened up.

““ Well, that's better,” he said heartily,
“ Withi all the best chaps playing, it’s
hardly fair. There's more intervesi in a
game 1f the teams ure more evenly
muatched.”

T agreed.

And very shorlly the two elevens look
the field. Reginald Pitt and Sir Moniie
and the olher members of the regular
Cteam slood looking on. Tt was really an
honour for them to be left out—for the
scle reason for their omission was that
they were too good, Had they been in-
cluded 1n the team the Collegze House
fellows would have stood no chance.

““Go 1t, my sons!” shouted Pitt. *‘If
vou let these Monks whack you yvou de-
serve to lose your places for good!”

“Rats!" roared Talmadge, * We're
going to wipe you up'”

‘i'he game soon started, and quiie a lot
of nterest was taken in if, the ropes
being crowded with interesied speclators.
Some members of the Sixth were prac-
ticing on Big Side, and the whole zcene
was an animated one,

The Head was forgolten, together with
all his recent doings. In the interests of
football, the fellows had no time to think
of their recent squabbles about Nelson
Lee and Dr. Stafford.

And it was a good thing, tco. Tor the
juniors to forget these worries was all Lo
the good. Perhaps there would be a
belier spitit abroad afterwards. At the
nioment the playing-fields rang with

cheery shouts and encouraging cries,

- I was trying Conrov minor at outside-
right—Reginald Pitt's position—and he
proved Lo be a bit of a disappointment.

This, perhaps, was due to the fact that
much was expected of him, and, at firsc,

a

he was rather nervous. Three times in
successtonn he had chances to centre the
ball. but he muifed every opportunity.
After Pitt's masterty playving, Conrov's
effor{s seemed almost pitiful.

*“ Buck up, Conrov!" |
. “"‘ai’zlke up, yvou ass—pul scme life into
it !’

Convoy did buck up. He settled down,
and soon afterwards bhe rvaced away up

the field, controlling the ball quiie
cleverly.  Then he centred well, the

leather dropping close against my foot.

I trapped it promptly and without a
sevond’s hesitation, shot for goal. There
was no {ime to waste, for both the Co!-
leze House backs: were coming at me,
The leather left my foot at great specd.

Oldfield, in the College House goal,
jumped desperalely. But he was just a
shade too late, and the ball lodged in
a coiner of the net.

“ Goal!”

““ Ob. good old Nipper!
Conioy !” | |

“ First blood to ihe Fossils!”

“ (zo 1t, ve cripples!” _

We were just lining up again when
there came an interruption. Bryant, of
the Fifth. was acting as referee, and he
paused just az he was about to blow his
whistle. He stared out across the field.

“Buck up. Drvant—don’t go 1o
sleep!” said Christine. ¢ Blow away!”

“ Hold on!"" said Bryant. “ The Head
seems to be——— Well, I'm hanged!”

He broke off, and stared haider than
ever. I turned round. and ail the other
foothaller’s followed the direction of the
referco’s gaze. There was ample reascn
for Brvant’s aslonishment.

Dr. Stafford  was striding on to tho
plaving pitch!

“What the dickens 7 began Chris-
tine amazed!y. :

“Keep cool, you chaps!"' 1 said, in a
low voice.  “ The Head’s on the war-
path. by the looks of him! Whatever he
savs, don’t answer him back! When he's
in this mood he needs careful handling!"”

The Head approached grimly.

“Every bov will remain perfecily
still I he rapped out harshly.

His usually kindly face was sel and
drawn into hard lines. His eyes glitlered
with an evil, relentless light—a light
which nobody would have thouzht pos-
sible m the eyves of Dr. Stafford.” :

" Anything the matler, sir¥’ asked
Bryant,

Well plaved,




Z3)| THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ”ﬁf@

“Yes !’ said the Head coldly. ¢ Leave
this fheld, Bryant!” |

“ Le—lcave the field?’ stuttered
Bryant, “ What for, sir? I'm referee-
g this match for the juniors e

“ Your services are no longer required,
Bryant,” eut in the Head. ** The game
ceases from thizs moment!” _ '

‘The juniors gazed at one another in
-dismay.

“ Ceases, sir?’ shouted Christine, run-
ning forward. ‘“ What for? We've only

just started. and the Ancient Housec are

one up against us! We've got .to go
on—-"

““ Oh, 1indeed!” snarled the Head,
turning on him fiercely. “ You have
got to go on, eh? Another word from
you, Christine, and I will Aog you! This
game is finished, and every boy will go
at once to the Form-room!”

[ walked forward and faced the Head.
f ‘I; May I speak, sir?”’ I asked respec-
fully.

“Well, well, what 1s 117"’ snapped Dr.
Stafford. -

““ Is there anything that we have done
Lo earn your displeasure, sir?’ I asked.
“* We would like to finish this game,
-and—" .

< Silence!” broke in the Head.

- I pulled up, and compressed my lips.
1 had been watching the Head clozely,
and I could see that he was far from
being bimself. This wild-eyed, cruel-
looking man was not Dr. Stafford.
Mentally, he was another being, and,
indeed, physically, too. His very fea-
tures were different.

Knowing that defiance only angered
him the more, I had aitempted different
tactics. ‘I wanted to see what the result
would be if I spoke humbly and meekly.
Apparently, this only 1rritated the Head
‘more. _

“T want no speeches from you,
Nipper !’ he went on harshly. “1I have
ordered you to leave this field. You are
ithe captain of the Remove, and it is
‘your duty to lead the way. Go at once,
and without further comment!”

I bridled up somewhat.

““ But why, sir?”’ I demanded. ‘ Have
we done anything wrong?”’

““ There has been a disgraceful amount
of noise from this part of the playing-
field !’ replied Dr. Stafford curtly. “ For
‘somo little time I excused it, but as the
disturbance increased I decided that the
cause must be removed without further
delay. This football match, apparently,

 {1ne.

1s the sole reason for the nnearthly cat-
calls and wild shouts. Not another word,
Nipper—go!”’ o

The juniors were all crowded round
exciledly.

“It’s not fair, sir!” shouted Chris-
“We're always allowed to play
football on our hohidays!” 3

‘“ We haven’t been making more noi:e
than usual, sir!”’ -

““ Not so much, sir

“ And we can’t have football withoub
shouting !”’

““Of course not, sir!”

All the fellows were shouting at once.
Dr. Stafford glared round ferocicusly.
The protestations of the fcllows, 1t
seemed, were only making him more de-
termined to enforce his order. The cold
light in his eyes blazed forth into fierce
anger,

“ You insubordinate young hounds!”’
he shouted. ‘‘ For this gross exhibition
of insolence you will all be barred from
football for the whole period of this
term!”’ |

i Oh !H

“ Your 1mmediate punishment will
consist of detention in the Form-room
for the remainder of the day!”’ went on
the Head curtly. ‘“I mean to have
every boy in this school thoroughly
subdued! You must all understand that
I will not put up with any nonsense!
Go at once, without a single word!’

T,’

Under ovdinary circumstances the
juniors would have obeyed without
question, for to defy the Head was

never to be dreamed of; but just now
they were worked up to a high pitch
of excilement by the injustice of Dr.
Stafford’s decision. Right in the middle
of 2 game they were compelled. to
abandon it and go indoors! And foot-
ball was to be barred for the rest of the
term! An earthquake—a tornado—was
not such a disaster as this! :

And the juniors, unable to contrel
themselves, burst forth into protest.

“ Can’t we finish the game, sir?”’

“ We've always been allowed to play
football !"’ R .

“Tt’s not fair

‘“ Rather not!”

““ Steady on, you chaps!” I shouted.
“ Dr. Stafford will' give us permission
to finish the game, I know. Won’t you,
sir?”’ I added, turning to him. ‘“We'll
all go straight into ‘the FForm-room after-
wards—"’

to stop us!”



Y.broke off with a gasp, for the Ilead]all, it was impossible to defy tho Head-

suddenly swung his hand round and
grasped me by the back of the neck.
He gave me a violent shove which sent
me sprawling on the grass.

““ Silence!”” he. thundered. * Unless
-every boy obeys me at once, I will ban
football permanently! Any boy who

remains on this ﬁeld after one minute
has elapsed will be expelled from the

school !’
- “Oh, will he?’ roared somebody in
the crowd.. Dont budge, you chans* ’

!))

“We're not going to!

‘““ No fear!”

“We can't all be o*(pelled P

The fellows, red with excitement and
indignation, clung together. By this
time ‘the majority of the spectators had
crowded round, and the excitemeént was
at 1its height.
{zreposterous, for if. he had been cooler
e would have known that obedience
was 1mposstible. “

But the Head had worked hunself
into a fine rage, -and now he glared
round with eyes tlmt fairly
fury. And-in the. midst of it IFenton,
of the Sixth, -came running up. The
captain of ‘St. Frank’s had been prac-
tising on Big Side, and he had come
across to see wh:at. the trouble was.
- ‘““ Anylhing® wrong here, sir?”’ he
asked as ha arrived.

Dr. Stafford turned on him savage]y.

“If you interfere, TFenton, I will
knock you down!” he shouted thickly.

Fenton started back. =~ -

‘““ Why, what——"" he began.

‘““Go away from ‘here!’ stormed Dr.
Stafford.
¥enton, and 1 don’t need you! But
stay-—-your services may be useful! Take
charge of these insubordinate young
1&“031‘1 and march them 1ntu the Form-
room.’ -

I'enton looked rather hel less.

“Don’t you try it, I*enton'” shouted

-_Da Valerie.

““We're not gomg! yelled Arm-
strong.

" Rather not! ” .

““We're going to stay here and finish
tho game!”’ .

“ Hurrah!”’

““Down with tyranny!
-IFenton almost went pnle with amaze-

ment Here - was the begmmng of a
minor rebellion, and promised to
develop into something big

But, after

“I didn't ask you to come,.

The Head’s orders were |

blazed with |

|

master to his face.
““ Now then, boys, be sensible!
shouted Fenton when he found his
voice. “ You won’t do yourselves any
good by making a fuss. If the Head
says you've got to go 1indoors, you've
gobt to go!”’
“Hear, hear!” I
calmly, you chaps, and
But they wouldn’t listen to me, and
all sorts of shouts and yells were raised.
And in the middle of it the Head
stamped up and down, and looked really
dangerous. This is what T had been
afraid of. Driven to an excess of anger,
the Head was quite capable of domg
somebody a serious in ury. ‘
But the outlet of his rage found a
different exit.
““Oh!” he shouted roughly.  So you
defy me! You think that you can ignore
! well, will see!

1}
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my orders! Very we
From this moment there will be no
more football in the junior school.” The
game is permanently forbidden:”

And Dr. Stafford suddenly - rushed

away, to the astonishment of us all. He
iade straight for one of the goals. The
juniors looked ‘after him, wondeéring
what his intention was. And now they
were beginning lo get just a little afraid.
The courage of excitement and indigna-
tion was dying down.

“What’s he going to do?” afsl:ed
Owen major huskily.

“ C:oodness knows!"’

“I say!’ . muttered Grey.
went a bit too far, you know——

““ Rals!” shouted Armstrong. * We'ra
not going to put up with his rot!"”’ -

The Head arrived at the goal, and
commenced pulling fiercely at one of tha

¢ You
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uprights with his bare hands. The post
shook slightly, but, of course, - the
Head's efforts made little or no impres-

sion upon the sturdy post.

After a moment or two he desisted,
and -glared® round. Morrow, of the
Sixth, was close by, looking on in blank
nmazement

“ Fetch me an axe'” snarled the Head,
turnmg on him like a whirlwind. -

Morrow started. .

“ Speaking to me, sir?’ he gasped

es, \«Iorro“ I am!” thundered Dr.

R}

Slaﬁ'ord “Go and fetch me an axe!'
‘:An—an axe, sxr‘? repeated Morrow:

blankly. - S R
o Yes you mferna,l 1diot—an axe!"

& i

“Take 1t -



snarled the Head.
~ by fools?

an axe 1s7
Morrow !”’
- " Yes, .sir!” said Morrow weakly.

He ran off, rather anxious to escape
from the Head's fury. He was filled
with astonishment. What did the Head
immtend doing? . What could he want
with an axe? Morrow was rather scared.

- -He arrived at the tool-shed, and as
it happened, Josh Cuttle, the school-
porter, was pottering about within. Mr.
Cuttle was attired in his working
sclothes, with a green apron about his

~ middle. |

“Got an axe here?”
bluntl
148 Thele was somebody axing’ fm an
axe!” said Cuttle gloomzly “Why was

! ‘““Am T surrounded
Don’t you understand what
Obey my orders at once.

asked Morrow

there somebody axing for an axe? Ax
me! Because——"
“Don’t 1lry to be funny, Cuttle!”

snapped Morrow. * It’s serious! The
Head wants a chopper—I believe he’s
going to do some damage!’ -

- Josh Cuttle’s face lighted up.

~‘““'Which was good!’ he said cheer-

~fully.  ““ Why was it good? Ask me!
Because there was going 'to be trouble—
and when there was trouble there was
something to make a man’s heart fee!
goodln '

“You—you garrulous old idiot!”
snapped Morrow., ““If I'm not back
quick with -that axe, I shall get the
sack.”

My, Cuttle positively beamed.

“There was somebody going to gel
the sack!” he exclaimed.
trouble brewing! Things was looking
good!  Last week there was a axe in
this here shed, but i{his week there
wasn’t no axe! WHhy wasn’t there!? Ask
me! Because I took the axe away!”

“Oh, you hcpeless washerwoman!™
roared Morrow flarfically “ Where 1s
the axe? If you. uont {ell me 1n two
ticks, I'll--T’ 11

“ Storms was breaking k&
porter. ‘“ And when storms was break-
g 1t was a time to act quick. The
axe, Master Morrow, 1s just agin the

muttered the

E-'a'll outside. 1 was going to use lt
ut
Morrow didn’t hear the rest. He

dashed out, and found the axe tucked
away behind a spade and fork. It was

a heavy axe—one of those btg ;mn]e~numed! ..

" mpasas -

““There was|

ments capable of felling a tree. Morrow
seized it and hurried away towards the
playing-fields. He was hoping that the
Head would have calmed doun by the
{ime he arrived; bat he found that Dr.
Stafford was . still standing against the
goal-posts, and his brow was as black
as thunder.

“ You ha\e been an appal]mg time,

Morrow!” he snarled. * Ah that -will
do splendidl Chop down
these goal- postal” -
T\.1401‘_1'0:!.\.-* started back.
* Chop them down, sir?”’ he yelled.

“Don’t bark at me, confolmd you !’
bellowed the Head. *° You heard what
T said—chop down these goal-posts!”

“ But—but——-

“You will leave this school to-night,
Morrow!” thundered Dr. Stafford,
striding forward and wrenching the axe
ont of Morrow’s hand. ‘‘Stand aside,
or vou will ba hurt{!”

Morrow dodged quickly, and the axe
swang  round with aﬁ the Head's
strength—and Dr. Stafford was a sturdy
man in spite of his age.” Round in a
wide “semi-circle the juniors had col-
lected, and they were watching breath-
lessly. It seemed absolutely intpossible
tha,t the Head could be contemplating
such a terrible act.

Crash'! - .

The axe bit into the woodwork
deeply. The Head wrenched it out, and
then commenced hacking away: with all
his strength. The blade of the axe was
sharp, and it cut 1nto the woodwork
powerfully, and sent the splinters flying.
And, after all, a goal -post is not a very
heavy article,

Within a minute lt showed
falling.

signs of

The crowd was awe- qtluck now. The
Head’s fury was something to fear, for
a man who could get himself into this
state of savagery was not to be treated
lightly. But the juniors were looking
grim and furious. .

No action that the Head could have
performed was calculated ‘to enrage the
follows as much as this. Football was
barred, and, to prove 1t, the Head was

Lde@.hoving the goa]s'
(Crash! Crash! Crash!
The last - two blows were delivered.

and then the goal-post sagged over. The
other upright was not sufficient to bear
the added strain, and the whole affair
collapsed back“ alds with the net—

T i TR~ it W - == - -
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CCOhY?
“ (reat Scott!™
“ That's done t.!"
" Thy rolter!”
“Oh, the destructive
- Booh—boooh !”’

In a second dozens of fellows were
hooting and booing. The Head, hot and
perspiring, glared round and strode
away. He uttered no word, but his
very look was eloquent enough.

The hurricane was not yet over!

Lal

-~

beast !’

— e — —

CHAPTEPR. V.

LEE TAKLS COMMAND!

§ AD'! Absolutely oft his rocker!”

| M ‘“Oh, no doubt about it!”

Crowds of juniors were talk-

ing excitedly in the Triangle.

And not juniors alone, for I'ifth-Formers

and Sixth-Formers were discussing the

Head's latest activity with as much
animation as tho juniors.

‘““ He's gone {oo far this time—not a

auestion of it!” said Chambers, of the
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forbid
posta.”

“ And the mattier isn't over vet,” said
Bryant., * Just vou wait and sea!"

The juniors, of course, were mora
violent in their choica of words.

“The rotter! The savage beasl!”
shouted Armstrong recklessly. ‘“ A man
like that 1sn't fit to look after convicls,
let alone sahoolboys! He ought to be
kicked out of St. IFrank's!”

“ Hear, hear!”

‘“And we're going (o ignore him,
too!” went on Armstrong. ' In fact, [
vote we go on wilth the mateh, just as
it nothing had happened. That'll show
lthe Head that he can't fool about wilh
us just as he likes.”

“How can we play with one of the
goals wrecked?"’ asked Griffith,

“Oh, 1t won’t take us long to set 1t
up again!”’

“ Good idea!” '

I stepped forward, looking rather
grim. Armslrong, I had noticed, had
}'e(?ently been coming out of his shell;

football and wreck the goal-

and RAILWAY LINES can

be taken apart and rebuilt.
Spare parts can be /&
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(Continued from page 17.)

blossommng forth into an agitator and
a leader. And, what was more, he had’
already obtained a fair number of sup-
porters,

‘““Hold on a minute!” I said curtly,

‘“ Look here, Armstrong, you seem to|

have an idea that you're in a position
of authority. But I happen to
tain of the Remove, and I take your
attitude as a direct challenge to me.
“Well, it won't work—and the fellows
won’t follow your violent policy.”

“What do vou mean?’ demanded
“Armstrong roughly. “ Who asked you
to interfere?”’

““I asked myself,” I replied. *“ Haven't
you got sense enough to see that 1t
would be absolutely fatal to break out
into open defiance? You're not powerful
enough to do anythmg like that. If
you're up against a IForm-master .t
would be different; but you're dealing
with the Head. And if you're not jolly
careful you'll find yourself sacked! And
a few other chaps will be sacked with
you!”’

““ Rats!’ sneered Armstrong. “If 1
was sacked, nearly every fellow in the
Remove would back me up—and so
- would the Fifth and Sixth. The whole
~ school would support me! Iverybody's
wild avith the Head——" 5

** Now then, you chaps, inside with
you !’ said Morrow crisply. '

We turned; and found the Sixth-
Former looking grim. In other parts
of the Triangle, IFenton and practically
every other prefect was going roumnd.
It was quite evident that something big
waj afoot. '
- “Inside?”
* What for?”

* Because you're ordeved inside—
that’s what for,”” veplied Morrow ecurtkhy.

“Go and eat coke!” said Armstroug.
“We're not going!”

- Morrow frowned.

“You’'ll wrile me {wo hundred lines.
Armstrong, for cheek!” he snapped.
‘“My goodness! Just beecause the Head
went queer for a few minutes, some of
you fellows seem to think that you can
defy every form of authority! The
whole school is to colleet in Big Hall
at once, and if there are any absentees,

repeated Armstrong.

_they’ll catch it hot!” glowering, fierce, and with savage
Morrow walked away, and Armsirong | triumph. | B -
looked somewhat sheepish. i “ The whole school iz not assembled !’

“ Where are the others?:

“ We're still living in a state of law!he raspedgant

3‘_ :
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and order, old éhap, . _
“If you want to lead a rebellion, take
my advice—wait until the right moment

I said cheerily.

comes. You will only bring disaster on

“yourself by opening your mouth too

wide. But the best advice of all is this—
don’t try any rebellion at all!”’

Armsirong grunted, and I walked
away.
this, my sons,” I said, as I joined
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West.
““The Head couldn’t let that scene pass,
of course. So he’s having the whole
school on the carpet, and there’ll pro-
bably be some lively trouble,”

““Dear old boy, it’s shockin’—it is,
really,” sald Sir Montie. ¢ Things
seem to be getting worse and worse,
begad!”

We arrived in Big Hall, and found the
school rapidly assembling. It was, of
course, impossible for every fellow to
be there, for it was a half-holiday, and
a certaimm number had gone out for the
afternoon. But quite two-thirds of the
whole school happened to be on the

premises, and all these were in atten-
dance.

It was almost unheard of for the
school to be brought together on a half-
hﬁliday, and the fellows didn’t like it at
all,
be interfered with in this way was exas-
perating and annoying.

In the mudst of the low murmur of
talk the door at the back of the plat-
form opened. and Dr. Stafford emerged.
T looked at him closely, hoping for some
sign of a change; for I thought it pos-
stble that his spasm, so to speak, was
over. 3

But the first glance told me that such
was not the case. :

The Head’s brow was black. and his
eyes shone with savage fire. There was

It was their recreation time, and to .

“I've been expecting something like

soniething about his very bearing which

boded 11l for anybody who dared to cross
him., _

“Silence !V’ - - -

The prefects on all sides spoke the
word ecurtly, and a camplete

stillness

descended upon the well-filled hall. The

Headmaster advanced to the edge of
the platform, and surveyed the fellows
as a wild beast surveys its victims—
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Fenton stepped forward. '
¢ Being a half-holiday, sir, a cerlain

number of fellows are away,” he ex-
plained. = - ' .
“They had no right to be away!

<houted the Head. ‘° When these boys
return they will be severely punished!”

“PBut they didn’t know, sir &

“ Don’t presume to argue with me,
Fenton!” snarled the Head. * Go back
to vour place! Oh! So a certain num-
ber are away! They shall suffer—to the
utnrosy extent! As for the rest of you,
I have something to say!”

‘“ Something sweet. by the look of it
murmured Handforth.

“* Shs-s-sh !’

Dr. Stafford, fortunalely, did not hear
iha interruption,

““As you are all aware, a certain
number of boys in the Remove have
openly defied me,”” he went on. ““ As a
punishment, and as an object lesson to
vou all, T smashed down one of the
eoals on Litlle Side!”

“ Shame!” came a
from tho rear.

““ Who spoke that word?’ roared Dnr.
Stafford furiously. “The boy who
uttered that word just now will stand
forward!"”

There was no movement.

“Very well!” said the Head. * Very
well! You will see whether I am to be
flouted and 1insulted! 1 have noticed
that the whole school has recently grown
insubordinate, disrespectful, and ~abso-
lutely blind to all form of authority. 1
am delermined to crush this insolent
spirtt, once and for all. There will be
no more laxity while I am Headmaster!”

The school listened in astonishment.
I noticed the prefects exchanging
glances. Mr. Cvrowell stroked his chin,
and looked significantly at Mr. Pagett,
who gave his shoulders an expressive
shrug.

Nelson Lee was standing by himsell.
and his lips were pursed, and he was
regarding Dr. Stafford closely and in-
tently. The guv'nor knew well enough
that the Head was not absolutely re-
sponsible for all he was saying.

!!!

subdued voice

1

i TFFootball,

ba

there will

“From now onwards
an end to all lenient methods!” went
on the Head harshly. . “ It has been
proved that such methods are a failure.
You have liberties—far too many—and
you take advantage of these liberties 1in
every possible way. I am putting my
foot down on all such unnecessary
freedom.”” -

The Head appeared to be working
himself up into a fine state of fury, for
his voice had been rising, and he was
now thumping his fist into his other
palm with fierce energy.

“ Ivery one of you boys came to this
school to receive education—to learn
things which will be of use to you in
after life!”” he shouted. ‘ As the Head-
master of this school, I am responsible
for your education—and I have no in-
tention of failing in my duty. Thero
will be a changed order of things at
St. Frank's from to-day onwards.”

““ A changed order, sir?"”

“What's going to be altered, sir?"

“T will tell you!” roared Dr. Stafford.
“Your leisure time 18 too long—your

school hours are ridiculously short!
Football 15 unnecessary a

i th)

‘“ Silence!” thundered t(he Head.

I say, is unnecessary—and
not only unnecessary. but degrading and
brutal! It is merely a waste of good
time, and while so many of you are
covering yourselves with mud, others
can do nothing better than stand by
and  watch—impairing their health.
And, not content with merely watching,
they disturb the whole countryside by
their frantic and uncouth shouts. Tha
whole thing i3 wrong, and 1t shall
cease!”’ -

““ Cease?’ shouled a dozen juniors.

““ No—no football, sir?”" asked Fenlon
incredulously.

‘ Exactly, Fenton—no football!” re-
plied the Head. nodding with keen en-
joyment. ‘‘ Rather a shock, eh? I had
an 1dea I should surprise a few of you!
IFFrom to-day onwards there will be no
football! T am the Headmaster, and I
forbid it!”

“Oh!”

““No football!" |

“Get away—he can’t mean it"
shouted Wilson, of the Sixth.  Tha

first eleven's got to play Redcliffe on
Saturday, and &

“Silence, Wilson!" stormed the Head.




“You will come to my siudy this even-

ing to be flogged!

rapt me?’

s _"“ To—to bo

~Wilson.
“Yes!” raved the Head, shaking his

fists with blind fury. “ I will show you!

I will prove that I am master here!

How dare you inter-

flogged, sir?’ gasped

(iood gracious me! Fenton—Morrow—
Mr. Crowell—Mr. Pagett! Are you
mad—ara you all deaf? Cannot you
quell this storm of noise which s

arsing 7’7

Dr. Stafford, having worked himself
up to a fierce pitch of rage, was now
almost beside himself. Certainly a con-
<iderable din was going on, for juniors
and seniors were excitedly discussing this
devastating order. Mr. Crowell and the
other masters shouted for silence.

““T have never witnessed such a dis-
graceful scene in all my career!”’ ex-
claimed the Head, panling for breath.
“It further goes to prove the truth of
my words; the spirit of insubordination
1s even stronger than I had suspected!
But it shall be stopped—there will be no
more disrespect !”’

““ But, hang it all, sir, the fellows will
take this badly!” protested Fenton hotly.
“ Football 1s one of the most important
features at St. Frank’s,
banned like this——""

‘“ Fenton!” screamed the Head wildly. |

“Go to my study!” |

* What for, sir?”’

“I will tell you what for when 1
arvive!” panted, Dr. Stafford. *° Bul
wait—wait! It will not be necessary for
vou to go! Here, before the hole
school, T publicly expel you for inso
Jence and unruliness!”

The captain of the school stood per-
pectly still, but his face turned pale.

“I—I am expelled, sir?’ he asked
quietly.

“Yes; vou will go away this very
afternoon!” roared the Head. 1 will
write to your father, giving him my
reasons for sending you home mn dis-
grace. Do not utter a word, sir, for at
the first syllable I will flog you!”

Fenton breathed hard. The situation
was rather tense, for every member of
the Sixth was filled with righteous and
furious indignation. For their skipper
to be sacked in this way, for no earthly
reason, brought every senior to the point
of desperation. They broke ranks, and
«rowded round him, 7. G

and to have it

“Don’t you go, Fenton!” shouted
Wilson recklessly. |

“Don’t budge an inch, old man

“ We won’t let you go!”

“ We'll back you up—we’ll sland by
you. Ienton!”’

“To tha last!”

Dr. Stafford screamed with rage.

“ To yvour places, you young hounds!’
he shouted, his voice cracking. *‘‘ How
dare you? I have given my orders, and
those orders shall be obeyed! As a
punishment for this disgraceful scene,
I intend to cancel every half-holiday for
the remainder of the term, and the first
boy who protests will leave St. T'rank’s
with Fenton!”’

“T protest,
promptly. -

“8o do I!” roared Chambers.

““ Same here!” yelled Handforth.

“Weo all protest!”’

A perfect storm of shouts went up.
By this time the whole school was at
white-hot  heat with anger, and any
little respect that they had felt for the
Head was blown away. They had no
:}a,we of him now. They simply i1gnored
im, -

* Veu'd better zack the whole school I’
yelled Aymstrong. ‘‘ If Fenton goes, wo
all go!”? .

‘““ Hear, hear |

“We'll all stick together!™

‘“ Rather!”

Dr.. Stafford staggered back, nearly

|3‘.'

sir!”  shouted Morrow

1?!

choking.
“You infernal young dogs!’ he
screamed. ‘- Be silent abt once!: Get

back into your places! 1 shall—"

‘“ Ha. ha. ha!”

A yell of derisive laughter went up.

Every shred of respect for the Head-
master had vanished, and it was not
merely the juniors who were taking part
in this extraordinary scene.
- In fact, the Sixth Form led the way
out of Big Hall, a number of big fellows
crowding round Fenton, a.nd_tﬁking to
him excitedly. Even the prefects made
no attempt to restore order. They knew
well enough that any such attempt was
doomed to failure.

“ Boys—boys! Just one moment!”

The voice was loud, firm, and 1:cisive,
Every fellow instinctively came to a halt
—for there was something commanding
about the tone. I turned my head, and

‘5. - ;adConygnued on page 21.)
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known tous, Ihave
read the first two,
and although they

are meant to be

EDITORIAL OFFICE,
Study C. Ancient House.
St. Franok’s College.

Dear Qld Things,—

Eere you are then !

Allew me to place before you, with that
humble and long-suffering spirit characteristic
of all editors, our, Third Number. Self praise
is the last thing I sfiould dream of, but I honestly
think that we are worth at least tuppence.

- In this number, as you will observe—Pro-

viding, of course, that you manage to survive
after the first page—we have a wonderful
contribution by no less 2 person than Mr, Jesh
Cuttle. It was only after considerable persuasion
that he congented to put pen to paper. However,
I think the rcsult is quite gratifying, for our
worthy porter’s effort is at least a novelty,
even if it makes no claim to literary heights.
Judge for yourselves.

We have had all sorts of inquiries pouring
into the Editorial Office ; and not only in-
quiries, but suggestions and hints. Now I don’t
mind readers writing up for fatherly advice,
or anything of that kind. But I'm running this
paper, and I wish {o state, distinctly and clearly,
{hat a magazine of this size has no use for
tiventy or thirty editors. One fellow suggests
that we should produce the Mag. on glazed
payer, and have a four-colour cover, and a few
trifies of that kind. Another has an idea that
~we ought to increase our size to forty-eight
pages—a mere bagatelle, of course. I don‘t
suppose you’ll understand whsat that means,
but it sounds good. | ;

For next week I bave some particularly good
things for you. A nrew series will commence
by Edward Oswald Handforth, entitled ‘* Feliows
I Admire.”” In this scrics Handforth will give
yaras of praise to certain chaps who are well

serious, I can just
whisper to you that they are really
~ screamingly funny. .

In a fortnight’s time we shall have
the honour to produce our Magnificent
Christmas Number. At first we thought
about making it double size, but zs
this would put too great a strain on
your patience, we finally decided
otherwise. Besides, it couldn’t be done
in the time.

There will be something very special
in this Christmas Number—something
that will bring delight to the junior
section of my readers, at all events,
I’m not going to tell you what this big surprise
is. You will have to waif unfil next week,
and if any inquiries are made in the Editorial
Office, the makers of these inquiries will be
dealt with very summarily by our Fighting
Editor (E. 0. H,). So be warned !

Having, filled up this page, there is now
nothing further to be said, My only object 1o
writing this chat, as you all know, is to get
page 2 of the Mag. covered with printing matier
on the cheap. _

And so, beloved oney, I will worry you no

nc further.
NIPPER (Editor),.

WHO’'S WHO
Study D.—See also page viii.

WALTER CHURCH.—One of the famous
trio of Study D. Associated with Handforth
from the beginning of his adventures at St,
Frank’s, He is a good, all-round sportsman
and a fair scholar, but lacks initiative., Likes
to pull the leg of his leader—a proceeding
that usually ends in a lively scene in which
Church gets very much the worst of it. In
spite of such treatment, Church bears no ill-
will against his leader,

ARNOLD MCCLURE.—Shares Study D
with Handforth and Church. Invariably sides
with Church against Handforth and gets
punished aceordingly. Bitterly resents Handy's
high-handed methods and causes a great deal
of trouble before he will submit to the hare-
brain schemes of his leader, He will loyally
follow Handforth in the end, even though he
knows it will lead to certain disaster. McClure
comes from Scotland, and undoubtedly his

Seoteh temperament exerts a certain steadying

inflience ¢ver the high-spirited leader of
Study D, | -
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We hear that No. I, of this journal met with
a vz!ry warm reception in Study A. Fullwood
& Co., we believe, used it to light the fire with,
this probabiy being an exhibition of affectionate
regard for the Editorial Statf. We are de-
lighted to learn that the Mag. is of some usc,
after all!

A writer in a daily paper declares that the
aze of politeness s returning. Postmen,
policemen, and others are all more polite
than they used to be. Rats! We've noticed
the same thing, haven’t we? Boxing Day
won’'t be long ! -

The ignorance of some fellows is extra-

ordinary. In class the other day Teddy Long
was unable to tell Mr. Crowell what city is the
capital of the Dominion of Canada. He cer-
tainly Ottawa known that”

¥ *

Not content with being an amateur detec-
tive, Handforth is thinking of making a name
as a film comedian. He has already been
practising facial contortions before the mirror
in order to get funny expressions, But why
practice ? .

*x

There is no truth in the‘rumour that Sir
Montie Tregellis-West has laid in enough
clothes to last him until he gets into the Sixth.
The huge parcels which were delivered for him
last week were merely his monthly selection of

neckties ! #

¥ W i

Matthew Noys, of Study (, has been crowing
a lot recently because he won a fourth prize
in a football competition, It isn’t much to

PICAL | BY TiE

 EDITOR

i
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There’s no need to make
1t greatly anNoys us !
*

boast of, anyway.
such a Noys about it.
E

Riches, according to T.T., are a miserable
curse rather than a blessing. He says that only
poor people are really happy. How nice it must
be to be downright miserable !

E 3

Hitchen and Love, of the Fiith, after being
studv-mates for three terms, are thinking
about parting company. That’s the worst ot
being quarrelsome, They can't Love one
another, or they wouldn’t be Hitchen to
separate !

* o’ *

Sessue Yakama, our genial little Japanese
junior, has been tecaching Skelton, his study
mate, his own flowery language. Skelton is
looking quite thin under the strain, and unless
these lessons are immediately stopped, the
unfertunate fellow will fade asway to a Skelton

Police-constable Sparrow, our loeal arm of
the law, used to be in the Army before joining
the Force. He could hardly have been a Sparrow -
then—more like a Robin Redbreast. What
larks he must have had !

¥ L i

-~ We learn that there was a burglary at the
White Harp Inn, in Belton, the other day.
Mr. Poflock, the landlord, is now bemoaning
the fact that he hiad such a Porlock fitted on
the back door! But there’s no nced to keep
harping on it,
* * *
T.T. has been talking a lot just lately about
a mysterious Brotherhood of the Free. We
think the headquarters of this strange scet must
be in the jungle. Tucker is probably longing to
return—he must find captivity very irksome !
* # %*k

We heard many wails and grumbles during
the recent frost because the River Stowe didn’t,
oroperly freeze over, and thus allow of skating.

he frost seems to bave been a frost in more

senses than one !



SWANK

By Owen Minor, of the Third.

-

NOTE.—.As this
little  condribution
possesses a trace of
merit, revealeng, as
(t does, the fag potit
of view, I have de-
cided to publich it
evactly as tt was

cubmitted, Thke
.sp?llwg, 1 may rzdu,
is OQwen minoy s—

also the - punctua-
tion.—12DITOR,

It’s Meaning and a
Few Examples.
WANK isasign

S of swelled Vo

head, every- 1

body deesn’t suffer {"

from swelled head. = e

wome chaps can do

all sorts of big things and they don’t boast.

Other chaps boast terribly even, if they

don’t do anything, I am now going to

write about what I think. Of a few
members of the Remove and Fifth.

As a contributor to the Magazine I am
concequently imune from attack. The
fellows 1 write about daren’t go for me.
Or they will find Nipper, the Editor, (on
their track). So I can go ahead, so I am
going.

There is Fullwood.
Fullwood he is a drea.dful swanker as
everybody knows. He can’t do anything.
At sports, he doesn’t play football ? Why.
Because he can’t work is distasteful to
him! He 1s terribly backward in Form,
Being a terribly baekward boy. He 1is
always swanking about as though he
owns the whole I’lace and he would be &
big (bully)if Nipper wasn’t about Chambers
of the Fifth. Who is another (swanker).

He Thinks He Krnows Everything.

Chambers is not a bad  Sort he 1is
gennerous when he has money. Which 1s
always except when he is short which is
never. Swank is his (bigg *reqt fault) and he
has allways suffered badly ; from swelled
head.
and is nllways giving advice to people who
don't want it because of this Chambers 1s
gomething of (a laughing stock in the

Everybody knows

| Fifth) 2

He thinks he lmows Everything |

You ecan't tell him anything
because he knows all rcady at least he
thinks so. Swankers are allways iggnorent
a really sensible chap never swanks it is a
nasty Habit.

The Case of Hand{orth.

it would not be fair very likely. To say
that Handforth is a swanker. Perhaps. He
suffers from swelled head. Of course as
everybody knows but it i3 not swank in
his Case 1t 15 quite diferent Handforth is
very Fond of (arguing) hut he is one of the
Be-:,t In the hole school and now I must
conclude ?

(Thanks !'—EDp.).

WHO IS HE ?

By BOB CHRISTINE,

-

F course vou'll say it’'s awful rot ;
And wonder what a nerve I’ve got
'I'o break out into verse
And, yes, it's even worse—
I mean to get you guessing some
And set your wits in quite a hum.

There's a fellow in Study well
His name 1 really wouldn’t tell
But he’s brawny and hl
With a fist like a ““ nig ”
And punches he’s ready to Zand forth.
You surely know I mean ¥*¥*¥xkx%k 9

In the Fifth there’s an awful ass
Who can’t dg a thing except gas ;
He’s all swank and swelled head
And his brains are quite dead,
As a dud he’s certainly famous
The rhyme’s * off  but I mean **¥*¥*,

Another bright spark of repute
Often causes a wordy dispute

To say nothing of jeers

With his dotty ideas ;
One day he’lleome a fine ** mucker "—
I’'m referring, of course, to *¥****

And there’s a sneaky young cad,
A liar and everything bad,

Who spies morning and mght

And steers clear of a fight— ,
You can’t possibly say that I’m wrong
In describing thus young *¥¥*¥kkek

%



SERIAL STORY.

ER'S MAGAZINE

THE MYSTERY OF MOOR COTTAGE'

By Reginaid Pitt, Dick Geodwin, Solomon Levi, and Sir Lancelot Montgomery
Tregellis-West

A Story of Thrills, Perils, and Excitement—In Four Parts.

SYNOPSIS of previous chapters:
Reginald  Pitt,  Dick Goodwwin, Solomon
Leve and Sir Montie Tregellis-West are on
Bannington Moor. A storm is raging. A
man dressed like a convict is taken intd a
cottage by three strangers. Nipper joins the
qunrors, and they gct on the roof of the
cottage, which collapses.  They find the
convict on a couch, but the three strangers
have vanished. The convict declares that he
16 Lord Clinkerstone, and that ke
dragged from kis car by the real
who made him change clothes,
paraffin  lamp explodes and the
bursts tnto flames. (Now read on.)

was
convict,
Just then the
cottage

THIRD INSTALMENT.

By Solomon Levi.

ELIEVE e, j
the situation |
was terrible. §

Lord Clinkerstone §
was in the cottage, |
and the flames were §
shooting up on
every side—batt-
ling against the
snowflakes which
beat down. It was
a fight of the elements. -

But Nipper was not to be beaten.

“ By my life ! 7’ he shouted. ** We can’t
leave the poor old man in there, to burn
toatoms ! We've got to rescue him !

And, with one accord, we fought our
way through the snow, which already lay
piled up in great drifts. Providence, how-
ever, solved the difficulty for us. Fate
took the matter out of our hands.

The snow hissed down with appalling
force. The fiaukes whirled ahout, driven
by the wind across the moor. And so
thickly did they come that the fire was
extinguished almost before 1t had got a
hold. And then, before we could do any-

thing, the gale sprang into a terrible fury.

'J.‘regellls-“ est was lifted off his feet, and
flungdown in the snow. 1 clung to Pitt, and
then the snow was lifted from the rrround
by the wind and huried right over the
cottage—until the building was buried,

-

“ Well, tLl-. is a bit of a q]aomou]e,
believe me!” _roared Dick- Goodwin.
“We've got to dig Lord Clinkerstone out
of the snow now!”

* By my. ]ife, you’re right!™
Sir Montie. ** Come on, chaps ! ”’

We fought our way through the snow.
The wind howled, and the Ilightning
flashed. And the deep roll of the thunder
was drowned by the roar of the wind.
Fighting like mad, we fought our way
through the snow. And, at last, we suc-
ceeded m hauling Lerd Clinkerstone out
into the open. The poor old fellow was
now half-dcad, for he had suffered burus,
and was pmctma]ly frozen.

And again those three men surrounded
us, and each one was holding a vevolver,

“ Iands up, you lozers!” shouted the
leader. ** Give Lord Clinkerstone to us, or
we’ll make nothing of you and scatter you
in pieces over the moor ! Make haste, you
young rogues !”’

And before we could do anything, Lord
Clinkerstone was wrenched out of our
grasp, and tossed into the car. Then it
whirled ‘away over the moor, until the red
rear light could no longer be scen. Believe
me, it was swift.

The storm closed down like something
solid. The snowflakes hissed, the wind
howled, and we clung together for warmth,
i rege]lie West shiver ed

gasped

"My luck ! 1’'m hungry !” exclaimed
Montie,
“*You freqsex —vou glutton ! ” shouted

Nipper, ** There’s no food now. Perhaps
you would like me to sit down and make
you some gefilter fish ? Ab, you make me
tired ! We've got to get on the trail ! ”?

And Nipper whipped out an electric
torch and flashed it on the ground. Then
he gave a violent start, and looked at us,
quivering with excitmnent.

“See ! he cried. ** The oil-tank of the
car is leaking, and a clear trail is left in the
snow. Come! We're going on the track
now ! ”’

And into the wild night we went. DBut,
believe me, our adventures were no* over !

(To be coniinued.)



THINGS THAT MAKE ME CHEERFUL

By Josh Cuttle. |

Was
When

Happy
Things
Was Going
Wrong, Why was
1 happy when things
was going wrong?
Because that was
the time to be
happy ! _

When everything
was smooth, and
the work was going
even, and there was
no trouble, that
was a time to be
miserable. Why ?
Because there was
nothing to make a
man forget his work. And when a man
don’t forget his work he was miserable.
Work was thought of to make & man un-
happy. - Work was badl.

There was many things that make me
happy and cheerful.

There was a railway accident. In my
weekly newspaper 1 was reading about 1t,
and I-was checrful. The accident was 1n
foreign parts, and the details was harrowing
to ordinary people—but to me they was
joyful. Why was they joyful ? Because
they was making me forget my surround-
ings.

I was thrilling with happiness when 1
read what _happened to the people who was
imprisoned 1 the coach what fell down
the embankment and burst into flames.
I was joviul when I read how many poor
souls were drowned in the other carriage
that fell into the river.

And then, quiie suddenly, I was sad.

Why was I sad? Ask me! Because
1 wasn® there to see it. DMy happiness
would have been great if 1 could have
been on the spot. For things as was like
that make me smile. Horrible things
must happen before I smiled. Smiling
was only for them what was light-hearted.
I was not light-hearted.

I was also happy when I read of murders.
Murders was good for making people
feel joyful. Why was they good ? Ask me !
Because murders makes good reading in
the newspapers, and fills up lots of columns,

Mr. Josh Cuttle.

I was not the only man who was happy
when there was murders.

There was others who was happy.

There was editors, and there was re-
porters, and there was Scotland Yard
detectives. They was all happy when a
murder was committed. Why was they
happy ? Ask me! Because it was their
job. Without murders mewspapers was
no good. Without murders detectives was
out of work. Therefore, murders was good.

The other night there was a gale, and I
was cheerful.

Why was I cheerful ? Ask me! Because
my thoughts was busy-—because I picturcd
what was happening on the high séas,

There was 1, sitting before my cosy firo,
smoking and thinking—and smiling. For.
that was something to make me smile.
Sitting there, listening to the howl of tho
gale, and knowing what was happening
on the sea. And I was right., For awful
things took place that night—things as
was good to hear of.

There was a schooner wrecked on Shingle
Head, near Caistowe, and there was many
lives lost. But there was onc bad report
—the captain was saved. Why was that
bad 7 Ask me! DBecause it was wrong
for the captain to be saved. It was right
for the captain to die with all the others.

And on that night there was a big
steamer in difficulties out in the roads,
And the Caistowe lifeboat was sent out, and
all the men was froze up with cold. But
there was no loss of life—and that made
me gloomy again. .

There was other things that make me
cheerful.,

What other things malke me cheerful ?
Ask me! I was cheerful when a boy was
hauled up before the Head to be flogged
Boys was better for a flogging. A flogging
was good for boys, 1 was cheerful when
the Head was angry and sacked one of the
gavdencrs. Why was I cheerful 2 Becauso
the gardener was out of work,

There was all sorts of things {o make &
ntan feel happy in this life !

(Mr. Cuttle has offered to write another
article entitled:—‘ How to be Happy
though Miserable.’”? I think | had better
leave it until after Xmas, anyway.—Ed.)




BLACK JACK, THE FEARLESS
{{ A Tale of Pirates and Buccaneers and the Spanish Main.
By Edward Oswald Handforth. |

CHAPTER 1.
TTIE SIGN OF THE SKULL AND CROSS-BONES !
LACK JACK, the Fearless, stood upon
the poop of his pirate craft and
) _gazed at his swashbuckling crew.
A villainous set they were, dressed in rags,
and each carrying la.mvee and cutlasses in
their belts. o
““Stir your stumps, durn ye!’ he
bellowed. ‘ Avast there! There’s work
to be done—there’ § he&ds to be smashed ! ”’
~ ‘“ Aye, aye, sir !’ shouted the crew.

" They were loyal to a man. There was not
a single member of that cutthroat gang who
would not have laid down his hfe for Black
Jack. Pirate he was, but he
had a heart of gold—as will be
seen. as our narrative pros
gresses.

Black Jack took out his
telescope and gazed across
the. heaving sea to a craft
that was sailing along serenely
in the sunshine. It was a
goodly craft, with all sails set,

“Curses !’ snarled Black Jack. |
Five men were mown down, and the
decks swam with gore. And as the cannon-

ball hurtled on it sliced away Black J k’
right hand, for the pirate captain had
ho]dmg it outstretched. -

“ Avast there!” he bellowed ‘“ Thmk

ye I care ?

In a thrice he whipped out a kerchtef
and bound up the gaping wound.. And
with a curse he kicked his severed hend
into the scuppers. It was his right hand,
but what cared he ? Black Jack w as
brave, and felt no pain.

And then the two vessels were alongside,
and the fight was raging fiercely. .
The cut-throat crew of the
pirate craft surged on board the
enemy., Men were mown down
like ﬂl&"-!

And Black Jack was promie
nent above all.

- **'Well done, my hearties ! .
he shouted, when all was over.
**The mail boat is ours, and

and she was making a smart ~we have a rich prize. Get a
pace. The pirate’s eyes glitter- move on, ye scum! Man the
ed evilly as he snapped his - - rigging, and set the sails! T'1l
telescope closed, and spat over Black Jack. have a whole flect under my -
the side. command ere long !’

“Yo ho, my hearties!”’ ‘he roared. And soon both ships were sailing serenely

“"Pis the mail boat, as 1 live! There'll
he rich booty a,boald. that craft, or I'm a
slabsided lubber. Stir your stumpg, durn
yve, or I'll have ye clapped in irons!*”

Boom !

The cannon on the forepeak of the pirate
craft spoke with its mighty vcice, and a
hall went hurtling away and crashed into
the bows of the mail boat. She shivered
from stem to stern and began to settle
down by the head.

“ An extra ration of grog ye'll ge‘r, my
- hearty ! ” roared Black Jack, to the
gunner. *° Up the lines, ye scum!”

The crew ﬂed up into the rigging, and
all sails were set. And, rapidly, the pirate
ship bore down upon the helpless vietim.
But the mail boat was not defenceless.
Guns ‘boomed forth, and ono shot came
Lurtling aboard the pirate vessel,

along, looking for further prey.

And down

in the cabin, Black Fack was swilling him-
self with grog. o

And just then a nng‘nty crash sounded-

Black Jack went on deck, and cursed .

with mighty curses. For there, wnthm tht
came & string of warships,

“ Ye marrowless lubbers!” he roared.
“ Think ye I care ? It’s a fight—-and we’ll
be the winners, or 1"m a cross-eyed
Iobster 1

(The battle raged, and Blacl{ Jack and
hiz men were all killed. That’s the rest of
the story, condensed into twelve words.
Space forbids setting it forth as the
masterly author penned it—for it would
have taken up about ten full issues of the
Mag. . Personally, we consider that ono
page is enough '—Ep.)



Things We Should

Know

Like To|

Why Owen Minor and Heath and Lemon
were looking seedy the other day ?

What MecClure said when Handiorth
upsct a cup of tea in his lap ?

Whether an earthquake happened in

Study D immediately afterwards ?

The reason for the whole passage
- shaking ?

How much plaster fell ?

How much crockery Handforth & Co.
had to borrow the mnext day ?

Whether they had to leave a depozit
on it ?

And how long the borrowed crockery
will last ?

What Mr. Crowell thought
found a tack on his chair ?

when he

What were the nature of his remarks ?

Who put it there ? _

And why it couldn’t have been done'in
the Form Room, instead of Mr. Crowell's
study ? .

Whether the culprit will ever be dis-
covered ? ;

Why Josh Cuttle, the porter, has recently
been looking happy ? .

Whether any of his relations have died ?

Whether the unhappy drowning tragedy
at Bannington affected him in this way ?

How many tragedies would be nccessary
to make him laugh outright ?

Whether there is a vacancy in a certain
establishment, with a high surrounding
wall and barred windows and padded
cells ? -

Whether a certain fellow whose initials
are T. T. is eligible ?

How many readers are fed up with this
twaddle ? |

And whether they'd like some more
next week ? : |

L * ]

Who’s Whoat St. Frank’s

STUDY C—econtinped.

THOMAS WATSON.—Better known to St.
¥rank’s in general as “ Tommy.”” Nipper's
other chum, and an intimate pal of Tregellis-
West hbefore Nipper came to the school. Watson
presents a marked contrast to his study mates.

Nipper is obviously a born leader, and even-

Sir Montie could do something in that line if
the necessity arose. But Tommy Watson is
unimaginative, with no capacity for leader
ship., He is a splendid follower, and ready to
back Nipper up blindly and loyally, and with-
out question. Lack of imagination makes it

‘unsuitable for him to be placed in a position of -

command. With regard to his other points,
Tommy is as typical a British scheolboy as any-
body in the Remove{ being hot stuff at footer
and capable in all healthy sports. He is stub-
born, rather pig-headed. and just a little dense.
But he is one of the best, for all that, The
yvarn in which he figzured most prominently was
" % The Mystery of The Unstamped Letter,”
in which his uncle, Mr. Benjamin Watson, paid
a visit to St. Frank’s. Tommy is fifteen-and-
a-half, weighs about nine stone, and is five-feet-
flve-and-half inches in height. He has dark
—~brown hair and grey eyes.
STUDY D :—

EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH.—Is
the only son of Sir Edward Handforth, X.B.E.,
a well-known figure in the City, Edward
Oswald has an exaggerated opinion of himself,

arising out of too much cocksureness rather
than swelled head., To say that he is impulsive

would be charitable, but not nearly so truthiul
as to say that he is so headstrong, and possesses
such a voleanic temiper as to be a constant
danger to himself and his chums. Physically,
he is robust and the owner of a pair of for-
midable fists, that are brought into play perhaps
n little too often for the comfort of his study
chums. Of good looks, to be quite candid, he
hasn't any. Brute strength he has in abund-
ance, but being proportionately clumsy and
his other failings considered, he is apt to be
disappointing at sport with the one exception
of goal-keeping. Here, it would seem, that his
natural abilitv to get in the way stands him in
good stead. To those who do not know Handy,
it might be assumed from the foregoing that he
is something of a rotter, and not very popular
at St. Frank’s. 'This is quite the contrary,
however, for Edward Oswald is really one of the
best and a thorough sporfsman at heart.
Handforth appears in Nipper's earliest recorded
adventures of St. Frank’s. We find his name
firstt mentioned in No. 112 of THE NELSON
LEF LIBRARY. »dince then he has become
almost as widely known as Charlie- Chaplin.
At all events, he appears more frequently than
the celebrated film comedian. Once he was
expelled from St. Frank’s in disgrace, but it
was afterwards proved—thanks to Nelson Lee
—that there had been a miscarriage of justice
and Handforth returned to St. Frank’s like a
hero. He has tried his hand at many things,
but generally with lamentable results. Yet
he is never discouraged, nor loses faith in his
estimation of his abilities. As a born leader
and a Dbriilliant detective, he particularly
fancies himself, and many are the escapades and
false clues upon which he has led—and will
lead—hig trusty. chums, Church and McClure,
who, for once in a way, are separated from their
leader. However, out of regar .1 for their feelings,
space has been found for them in this number,
on the Editorial Page. |



(Continued from page 20.)

saw Lhat Nelson Lee was now stand
npon the platform.

Nobody had made his exit, so far, from
the hall, although many members of the
Sixth had succeeded in getting to the
door. But they came to a halt now.
' Nelson Lee was looking grim and deter-
mined. |

‘“ Come, boys, this sort of thing won't
do!” exclaimed the guv’nor sharply.
*“ Have you taken leave of your senses?

g

Have you lost all idea of authority and |

obedience? Go back to your places this
instant !”’ |
The words in themselves had exactly
the same meaning as the words Dr. Staf-
ford had uttered. But to ignore them
was impossible. There was something

about Nelson Lee’s tone which made
every junior and senior hesitate. And,
having hesitated, they were lost. The

one-minute rebellion was over.

Everybody went back to his place.
There was perfect silence in Big Hall,
and all eyes were turned upon Nelson
L.ee’s grim, determined face.

“J am . very glad to see that you have
not entirely lost your wits!” said the
famous detective coldly. ‘° What man-
ner of behaviour is this—that you should

all openly ignore your Headmaster’s:

orders? 1 am surprised—astounded—
that you should so far forget yourselves.
_‘The junior element I can excuse—but
for the senior, there is no justification.”

‘“We're not going to see Ifenton
sacked, sir!”’ shouted Bryant.

““ Tt is not your place to question any
action of Dr. Stafford’s!”’ retorted Nel-
son Lee curtly. ‘ Upon my soul! Have
you boys no more sense than to act
this way?" Don’t you know what such
an affair might lead to? You are all
aware that Dr. Stafford i1s not himseli
this afternoon. 1t
ouEht- to realise that, it 1s your duty to
bhe*patient.’’

““ But what about Fenton, sir?’ asked
Handforth. .

““ Fenton will leave St. Frank’s if the
Headmaster so orders it,”” said Nelson
Lee. '

“ Oh !n. |

‘“ However, I have every reason to
believe that Dr, Stafford will think bet-
ter of his hasty decision,”” went on Nel-
son Lee calmly.
can-take. it as quite certain that Fenton
will not be expelled,* : o

That being so, you

]

““In fact, boys, you]

‘“ Hurrah !” _ _
~““If you would only exercise patience,

this kind of trouble would not come
about,”” econtinued the guv’nor. *‘‘ How-
ever, it i3 impossible to allow you {o act
as you choose. Under any circum-
stances, dfscipline must be maintained.
You will all dismiss, and refrain from
creating any disturbances.’* .

“ What about football, sirf?”

“There will be no football this after-
neon !’ rephed Lee curtly.

““ No football, sir!” -

“But we're in the middle of a game,
sir I’ shouted Christine.,

“ We must finish it, stel” %

‘““Oh, you must?”’ snapped Nelson
Lee. * We will see about that! You
have all heard Dr. Stafford’s decision—
there 1s to be no football! If I find any
boys playing the game I shall punis
them severely., The playing fields for
the remainder of the day are eut of
bounds!”’

““Oh, my hat!”

‘“ Great Scott!”’

‘“He’s as bad as the Head!”

‘““ A jolly sight worse!” shouted Arm-
slrong.

“Come, boys, what have T just been
telling you?’ exclaimed Nelson Lee
sharply. *“ Control yourselves—and 1let
me hear no more of these rebellious in-
terruptions, You may be quite sure
that I shall do my very best to persuade
Dr. Stafford to think better of his de-
cision regarding football. However, at
the moment it would be futile to bother
the Head on such a subject. So have
Eat-ience, and mamtain order. T am
oping there will'be good news for you

R
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to-morrow. You may dismiss.
The school crowded out of Big Hall.
The rebellion was quelled—nipped in the
bud. Nelson Lee had stepped in just
in the nick of time, and a disaster had
been averted. -
But Nelson ILee’s popularity had
ebbed away like an outgoing tide!

CHAPTER VI,
FINGER-PRINTS !

i OME in!” :

‘ Nelson Iee called out some-
what impatiently in response io
my knock.

I entered his study, and found the

guv'nor lying back 1n an easy chair,

| toasting his feet before the fire. He ap-



peared to be m a lazy aitilude, and he)
was evidently taking things easily. DBut
I knew at once that Nelson Lee was hard
at work—with his brain.

I closed the door behind me, and ad-

vanced mto the room. Kvervthing was
fairly quiet now, and the majority of the
fellows had cooled down after the excite-
" ment of the afternoon. It was evening,
and Tregellis-West and Watson and 1
had only just finished tea in Study C.
‘““ Well, Nipper, what do you want?”
asked Lee quietly. |
“[ want to have a jaw with you,
sir,”” I replied, sitting on a corner of the

desk.

““I presume you mean that you have
come for a little chat?’ said Nelson Lee.
*“ As a matter of fact, Nipper, I am not
exactly in the mood for a chat just now,
However, since you are here, I don’i
quite like to send you away. I have
been thinking deeply, and there has
been quite a lot- to engage my
thoughts.” -

1 nodded.

“So I should imagine, guv’nor,” I
said. ““ My hat! Things seem to be
going wrong - with a vengeance now!
The fellows are talking against you like
one o'clock!”

“* Let them talk!”

“}’ou're losing your popularity, sir

“ My dear Nipper, duty 1s far more
important than popularity,” interrupted
Nelson Lee quietlyv. ‘It is my duty to
stand by Dr. Stafford, and the school—
and I am doing 'it. No malter how
things look—no mattér how appearances
may seem—I am determined to stand by
the Head all the time.”

I frowned.

“ That'’s just the trouble, sir,” I said.
“ All the chaps misunderstand you—
~ they're saving that you're just as bad
as the Head himself, and that you're
turning 1nto a tyrant. It’s—it’s awful!
I'm getling quite scared, sir. A week
or two ago you were tremendously popu-
lar with everybody, and now, they're all
jawing against you!”

Nelson Lee smiled somewhat amuszedly,

“T am not appalled by the present
state of affairs, young ’un,’”’ he observed.
“ Tt 1s a pity, no doubt, but, given time,
things will right themselves. These
hasty juniors will realise that the Head-
master 1s a much injured man. and that

he's the vietim of a particularly das-
tardly plot.”

“My goodness!” I said.
really the case, sir?"

“ 1t 181" ' .

“ Well, I suspected something of the
kind, but I'm all in the dark,” I said.
““ The chaps will be sorry later on, of
course—when they understand that the
Head hasn’t been able to help himself.
And your popularity will return when 1t
becomes known that you have been on
the track of this plot. Just now you're
about as popular as a fox in a chicken-
run!  Mr. Trenton is the new star in
the firmament. All the fellows are buzz-
ing aboul him like flies—they think he's
as sweet as a jam pot!”

Lee smiled again. |

““My good Nipper, if you imagine
that vou are imparting some news, pray
let me disillusion vou,” he said drily.
“T am well aware of the fact that I am
no longer a person of much impor{ance
at St. Frank’s. I am now regarded as
the Heddmaster's ally—I am a tyrant
and a disciplinaritan. And our worthy
science master, Mr. Trenton, is busily
receiving all the bouquets.”

“It's rotten, guv'nor,”’ I protested.

“ From your point of view it may be
unfortunate, but I have no time to think
of such trifles,”” said Nelson Lee. ‘* After
all, my popularity 1s of small impor-
tance. The Headmaster's exhibition to-
day was deplorable—the worst attack he
has yet had. It was only by prompt
measures that I averted an open rebel-
lion!”’ .

“Yes, and I'm afraid that things will
go from bad to worse unless the Head
alters,”” 1 said gravely. “ Awful things.
are being said in the Remove—and 1in
the Fifth and Sixth, too! Seniors as
we.ll-l as juniors are talking about a re-
volt !’ ;

“ So long as they only talk about it,
Nipper, no harm will be done,”’ saidetho
guv nor smoothly. ““ And boys are very
fond of talking about things they have
no intention of doing. Let them talk—
if it eases their minds. But they mustn’t
talk in my hearing—I will not listen to
any disloyalty to Dr. Stafford.”

. “ But, hang it all, sir, you can’t
blame them!” I said. ‘‘ The Head’s
been shocking of late—and it’s no won-
der that the chaps are backing up
against it. How is he now—the Head, :
I mean?”’

“Is that



Nl THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

““ Dr. Stafford retired to his own
rooms—although I’ll admit that I had
some little difficulty in persuading him,”
said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ At the moment he
is sleeping, I think—and it will do him
good. When he wakes up, later on, he
will be more like himself, and will in-
tensely regret his drastic orders of the
afternoon.”

I secratched my head. .

“It’s a mystery to me, guv'nor,”’ I
said. ‘“ All sorts of things seem to be
happening, and the Head’s making the
situation worse by changing into a bully.
Is it absolutely a fact that he can’t help
himself?”’

‘** Dr. Stafford is not the kind of man
to have these attacks naturally,” replied
Nelson Lee. “ I can tell you quite can-
didly, Nipper, that some enemy is work-
ing against our unfortunate Headmas-
ter—a hidden, secret enemy who pos-
sesses extraordinary powers. I cannot
go into any details now.”

“ Just like you, guv’nor,” I grunted.
“You'll find out all sorts of things., but
- you won’t let me into the secret. What
about that silver disec? Don’t you re-
member that a burglar chap left a
peculiar silver disc behind as he was

escaping?  Mpyr. ‘T'venton saw it, and
scemed startled i
¢ Precisely,  Nipper,”’ interrupted

Nelson Lee. * The disc was stolen be-
fore I ecould examine it—a singularly
unfortunate circumstance. However. 1
am convinced that this silver disc is the
emblem of a certain gang, or society.”

“ Then there’s more than one man
against the Head?”

““There are several men in this band.”
said Nelson Lee. “ So far I have only
been able to make certain of one—but,
fortunately, this one 1s the prime mover
i the whole business.
well on him, Nipper, and it will only be
a matlter of time before I have my case
complete., But the affair i5 of such a
character that it 1s quite impossible for
me to act decisively at the moment. It
15 a game of patience, and I must await
my opportunity.” Y |

‘“ Are these men really dangerous,
e1ir?’ T asked, fumbling in the dark.

“ Dangerous—and deadly!’ replied
Nelson Lee. ‘It may interest you to
know, Nipper, that my life was at-

tempted two or three nights ago. 1
haven’t told you of it, hitherto, because
the necessity did not arise. It hasn’t

I have my eyes

arisen now, but as you seem so inter-
ested in the whole case I am inclined to
take you into my confidence.”’

I jumped down off the edge of the
table.

“ That's the way to talk,
I said briskly. *‘* That’s what I like to -
hear! And you say that your life was
attempted? Great Scott! And I knew
nothing about it! What happened, six?”’

““ Nothing much—but my decease
would have been a matter of certainty
if T had not chanced to sit up late before
the fire in my bedroom,’”’ replied the

uv'nor calmly. ‘* A gentleman with a
arge knife visited me, and performed
some vreally destructive efforts upon my
bedclothes. Had I been between the
sheets at the time I should have had no
opportunity to defénd myself. As it was
I overpowered my ferocious visitor and
he escaped.”

“ Didn’t you attempt to follow him?”’

*““ Such a course was unnecessary, sInce
I discovered the i1dentity of my visitor,”
replied Nelson Lee. **1 merely caught
one glimpse, but that was sufficient. To
make quite sure, I made some photo-
graphic studies of his finger-prints—for
future use. One must always think In
advance, Nipper.”

“Oh, you'’ve got his finger-prints,
have vyou?’ I =said, with Interest.
““ Whose are they, sir?”’ ’

“That I cannot tell you just now,”
replied the great detective. ‘‘ However,
it may mnterest you to know that I have
since obtained a second set of prints, and
these correspond n every detail with the
others. Yes, Nipper, I am getting my
man firmly enmeshed in the net. DBut 1t
would be foolish to draw my net in just
vet, for I wish to make a bigger catch.”

“ Oh, you always talk i riddles!”’ I
grunted. * You never will let me into
the know, guv’nor. You've been taking
finger-prints, and escaping death by
inches, and goodness knows what else!
These people seem to be pretty desper-
ate—and they’re working. against Dr,
Stafford. What's the idea?” |

““ It is quite a simple one—to drive the
Head from St. Frank's.”

“ But why?”

_‘““ What a youngster you are for ques-
tions, Niner,” smiled Nelson Lee. “1
cannot tell you the precise reason for this
attempt to drive Dr. Stafford from the
schocl. But, as you must know, it is a-

guv’nor !’



particularly cunning attempt—since the
plotters are causing Dr. Stafford to bring
about his own undomg I can tell yon
positively that the Head is not respot-
sible for his present harshness. When in

these moods he is under some evil in-
fluence,”

* Yes, but what influence?” I persisted.

“ Think, my dear lad—think!’ said
Nelson Lee. ““ You must know that it
13 not hypnotism, and it is certainly not
poison. Dr. Slafford is in a perfect state
of health, and his mental balance is even.
Have you formed any opmmn as {o the
chief culprit?”

“ Rather!”" I replied promptlb
Mr. Trenton!”

Nelson Lee rawsed his eyebrows.

“ Oh, 'indeed"” he said. “You
wasted no time in answering, Nipper?
Why do you assume that Mr. Trenton
is responsible?”

““ Becauze he's a sly beast, B replied.
“IHe's a cunning, oily rotter ! Tvm'
since the first minute I saw him, I've
detested him more and more! 1 don’t
know why it 1s, guv’nor, but I distrust
mm———I instinctively know that he's no
g0ﬁc

“Well, your jm]gment has alwagys
hfen very sound,” said Nelson Lee ap-
provingly. *° We will be frank, Nipper.
Mr. Hugh Trenton is deeply mvoh 9d n
this m\atmmus case. 1 am giving you
no information by saving that—since you
have already guesced it.”

““ And the blighter has got the whole
Remove by the cars!” I growled disgust-
edly. “ The other Forms, too! Nine
chaps out of ten think he’s a good sort—
they’'re az blind as bats! They simply
jook on the «-mf‘tre and don’t see under-
neath!”

“That 12 generally the way,’
““ You must remember, Nipper, that we
are different to most people. We have
had a great deal of experience of crimu-
nals, and we are thus able to direrimi-
nate. The ‘majority of the boys at St.
IFrank’s arce quite unsophisticated in such
matters.  Mr. Trenton makes himself
pleasant and genial, and 1s always sym-
1_atlmtw. Therefore he is voted to be a
aood fellow. Its just the way of the

“ He's

world. my lad.’
“Yes, I suppose it is,” I agreed.
““Thank goodness we can see a bit

further.than our noses, sir! But why 1=
- Mr. Trenton working against the Head?"”
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said Lee.

‘““ As T told vou before, T don't know.”’

“ How does he make the Head go oft
mto these strange attacks of savaﬂ'ery‘? ’

“ Again yvou have floored me, Nlppe
said Nelson Lee. ¢ That, mdeed 18 the
most mystlf}mg point 1n all these mys-
terious circumstances. How does DMr.
Trenton change Dr. Stafford’s character,
how does he turn him from a kindly man
into a brutal tyrant? That is a perplex-
ing question, and I would give much to
Lnow the answer. However, I am work-

hard—secretly for the ‘most part—
and when 1 h.:wc discovered the actual
truth =1 shall be in a better position to
take action.”

“It’s a cqueer business, guv'nor.,” T
sald thoughtfullv T wish all the fellows
could understand it as we do. They're
groping in the dark, and they've got a
totally wrong idea of the whole ﬂung:.
If the Head has many more of his
strance fits, the whole school will be in
a state of revolt,”

Nelson Les leaned forward.

‘““ A revolt would be disastrous,”’ he
said, “ If a certain section of the boys
rebelled azainst the Headmaster it would
not be so bad—but for the whole school
to turn against him would be a tragedy.
It would mean success to the enemy—and
that is just what I am fighting to avoid.’

“ How do you mean, sir?”

“T mean that if the school turns
agamat the Head, only one thing can
result,”” replied Nelson Lee quietly.
“ Dr. StdﬁO!d will be compelled to sénd
in his resignation, and Mr. Trenton wi!l
be. trmmphdnt ‘At all costs that must

be avoided. And there is a way in
which you can help me in my hght,
Nipper.”’
“Good!” I said keenly. ¢ Let mo
Lear what 1t 1s, guv'nor, '
“1 am afraid it will be chfﬁcult ansl

you will be misunderstood,” said Lee.
“But I want you to stick up for Dr.
Stafford on any and cvery occasion. No
matter what excesses of tyranny he per-
forms, I want you to ta]k in his favour.
Not only this, but it is most important
that vou should get as many aunpmteﬁ
as powlb]f‘—fhe wholc Remove, if it can
be managed.’

“ I m ﬂfr'ud that's out of the question,
ar,” I said. ““ Quite a number of tha
ch p==. are b1 ter already, and they won’t
lis to reason. They're as much

L



against you as lhey are against the
Head.”

- Very well—gather your forces to-
gether,”” smiled Lee. “Get your chuins
to trust in Dr. Stafford, and get them to
trust. in me. Your cfforts in this direc-
tion will' be of incalculable service. I
you can only get the Remove to back
you up, and remain staunch, we will
defeat the wiles of our enemies,”

I thrust out my hand.

“ Guv'nor, it’s a go!” T said keenly.
“1T'H do 1t!” |

And we shook hands on 1t.

yvou were slack this evening. I won't dis-
22

turb youw :

“Thank you,” =said Neliom Lee
politely. _ _
He nodded, and continued with his

work, knowing quite well that Mr. Tren-
ton would not go away s=o easilyv., The
detective was right. |

“ As a matter of fact, I'm just taking
a stroll 1n the village,” said the*science
master. “If you weren't busy, Mr,
l.ee, T was going to ask you to come
along with me. 1 always enjoy intellec-
tual company,’”

) onees

I said keenly.

: [ ‘“* Guv’nor, it's a go!¥

on it.

““ Pl do it!?'’ And we shnok hands—l

CHAPTER VII.
DANGER !

ELSON LEE sat in the easy chair
N before the fire for some little time
after I had left hun. But he
| had certain matrers dealing with
his schoo! duties to attend to., and at
Jength he sat down at his desk. |
He had hardly commenced work. how-
ever, before a crisp rap sounded upon
the door. |
" Come in!” said Nelson Lee, without
pausing in his writing.
The door opened, and admiited Nr.
Hugh 'Trenton, the science master.
“Oh., busy?’ said Mr. Trenton, as he
stepped . ‘‘ Sorry, Mr. Lee—I thought

S

Neleon Lee smiled.

‘* As a matter of fact, I had intended
visiting the post-office a little later on,”
he said. * If it would please you at all,
Mr. Trenton, I will come at once.”

The science master looked eager and
almost relieved.

“Oh, good!” he said, rather teco
promptly, ** That’ll be splendid, Mr.
Lee. 1 shall .quite enjoy a chat as we

go down the lane.”

Nelson Lee promised to be in the
Ancient House Lobby within five
minutes, where Mr. Trenton would be
waiting. And the detective wondered

what particular game this was that the
science master was playing. Why was
he so anxious that Nelson Lee should
accompany him {o the village—{or a
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Lee
more in it than appcared on the surface,
and he did not wish to miss the oppor-
tunity. He realised, at the same time,
that there might be an element of

stroll? felt sure that there was

danger In accompanying Mr. Trenton.
Bul danger was rather to Nelson Lec's
liking,

‘He found Mr. Trenton waiting, and
the pair of them sallied off across the
Triangle, and made their way through
lthe gates. It was comparatively early
in the evening, although, of course,
pitchy dark. It had set in cold, with
thick clouds overhead, and with a blus-
tery wind blowing—an east wind, which
cut through one bitingly. There was no
moon, and the blackness out in the lane
was intensze. _

Both Nelson Lee and Mr. Trenton
were well wrapped up, and they set off
at a brisk pace towards the village. Lee
was on his guard, and quite ready 1or

any emergency thal might arise. He
havdly suspected, however, that Mr.
Trenton would attempt any trickery

single-handed.

““ Another little breeze to-day, Mr.
Lec,” said the science. master briskly,
“ I'm afraid our respected Headmaster 1s
making some {rouble for himself. TUn-
less he greatly alters he will find that he
i1s losing the sympathy. of his scholars.”

“Yes, Dr. Stafford’s behaviour this
afternoon was deplorable,”” said Nel:on
liee. “ However, if he reverts to his
old self azain, not much harm will be
done. Let us hope that everything will
be al]l right.” .

Mr. Trenton shook his head.

'_uI!m
that,” he said. ¢ The Hcadmaster seems
to have altered his character of late.
When I first came he was almost a dif-
ferent man, And I greatly fear that he
will grow worse, rather than improve.”

“What reaszon have you for thinking
that?”’

““ Oh, mo reason—no reason at all!”
said Mr. Trenton hurriedly. ““But I am
merely making an assumption. He has
been gradually getting worse all the
time, and 1t seems only reasonable that
the pwocess should go on. I wonder
what can be the cause of 1t?”

“It is very difficult to say,” replied
Leea,

““ Have you no theory of your own?”’

“What theory can one have?’ sad
Nelson Lee lightly. ¢ It seems only too
obvious, Trenton, that Dr. Stafford has

afraid that we can’t rely on

the headlamps. _
just beyond the range of the dazzling

been successful hitherto in concealing his
own character. And now, for some rea-
son best known to himself, he is breaking
cut with glimpses of his real self. It is
most unfortunate.” S

““ My 1dea 1s exactly the same as yours,
Mr. Lee,” said the science master.
““ And this case is not the firsf, T believe.
Many men in other walks of life have
possessed a reputation for being kindly
and generous, And then, owing to some
financial crash, or family worries, per-
haps, they have altered their characters.
They have been no longer capable of
keeping themselves under control. [t
seems to be so in Dr. Stafford’s case.
What a great pity—for, normally, he is
such a nice old chap!” |

Mr. Trenton seemed very anxious that
Nelson Lee should know that his own
opmion coincided with the detective’s.
And Lee also noted a tinge of relief in
Mr. Trenton’s tone. Perhaps he was
glad to find out that Nelson Lee did nof
suspect that any outside influence was at
work., Perhaps the science master would
not have been quite so comfortable if ha
had known the full extent of Nelson
ILee’s thoughts! .

They had almost covered half the dis-
tance to the village. The lane still con-
tinued to be very dark and deserted. On
one s1de rose the great, inky mass of
Belllon Wood, and on the other side the
meadows stretched away down into tha
shallow Stowe Valley. Not a light was
io be seen on either side, for there wera
no cottages herecabouts. Just' ahead,
however, two  brilliant  headlamps
gleamed out. A motor-car was evidently
standing there, :

‘““ Somebody in trouble, it scems,”” re-
marked Mr. Trenton. ¢ Motoring is
quile delightful while everything goes
well, but it becomes hateful when there
1s engine trouble or a puncture, or some
such calamity as that.”

“ Well, there 15 plenty of help to he
obtained quite near by,” remarked Lwce.
“The blacksmith at the end of the
village claims to be a motor mechanic n
addition—rather a heavy-fisted one, per-
haps—and he always keeps a stock of
petrol and oil.” -

By this time the pair had drawn nearly
level with the stationary ocar. Thoey
had both been revealed in the glare from
And now they were

lights.
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Nelson Lee took the scene in swiftly.

Vaguely he c=uspected something.
Why, he did not know, for there was
surely nothing wrong here. Merely «
motorist in a little (rouble.
was the solitary occupant of the car,
which was & big closed landaulette. The
driver was bending over the running
board, examining his tool-kit.

And then, just as Nelson Lee and My.
Trenton were passing, the man swung
round—swiftly, grimly. .

The movement was not altogether wn-
wxpected to Nelson Lee, for the great
detective had been prepared, in a mea-
sure, for something of 4 dramaiic nature.
But he did not show any sign that he
was on his guard. On the contrary, he
- gave a gasp of startled amazement, and
fell back.

It was impossible {o recognise the
driver. All was gloomy here, behind the
head lamps, and, moreover, the man was
wearing a peaked cap, which was pulled
over his eyes, and big motoring goggles.
His thick coat was turned up right over
his chin. ‘

And, even as he whirled round wih a
spanner raised aloft, two other men
dashed out of the gloom of the hedge.
Their presence there had been quite un-
detectable.  The man with the spanner
made a swift lunge at Nelson Lee. Tho
latter dodged aside, nttering a little gasp
of horror. There was certainly no rea-
son- for these men io think that Nel:on
Lee was really prepared.

- As Lee dodged: he saw that Myr. Tren-
ton:was fighting fiercely with the other
two men. It was shoit and dramatic.
A hcavy wooden stick was raised aloft -
1t whizzed down, and Mpr. Trenlon col-
lapsed over on to the grass border with
a low groan. He was ocut of the fight
already. |

And the two men who had attacked
him hurled themselves at Nelson Lee
from behind. A thick motoring rug was
flung over the detective’s head. And
then, before he could even attempt to
free himself, he was bundled headlong
into-the rcar of the car.

The two men followed, and the driver
hurled himself into a seat, started the
“engine with one vigorous shove of the
self-starter, and then the car shot away.
It fairly flew up the lane, past St.
Frank’s, and then on towards Banning-
ton Moor,

Inside, Neclson Lee was still held.

The driver

got me yel

The whole affair had been so swift and
well-planned that Lee had had no chance
to assert himself. And there was prac-
tically no possibility that the incdent
had been witnessed. Thus, in the early
evening, the famous schoolmaster de-
tective had been captured by hiz enemies
and whisked away. '

But things were not quite =o bad as
that.

With a swift, unexpected movement.
Nelson Lee swung his arms round and
threw the motoring rug aside, in spile
of the efforts of his enemies to keep 1t
over him. They had been attempting to
encircle his body with ropes, but Lee
acted before they could meet with any
suceess.

‘““ No, my friends, I don’t think you’ve
1" said Lee grimly.

‘“ Hold him, man—hold him!” gasped
a voice, - g

“1 can’t! I—I "

““It is not quite such an easy task
to hold me!” said Nelson Lee. *° Awl
now I should like to have a look at
your faces!” - _ .

He already had an electric torch -
his hand, and he managed to swiich 1t
on. But before he could catch a glimpse
of the men, the torch was knocked out
of his hand, and something hard was
pressed against his side. .

““ Make another movement, and Il
shoot you !’ exclaimed the man who had
spoken first. ““ I've got a gun here, and
'l five.”

Nelson Lee laughed.

““ No. I don’t think you are qguiie :0
desperate as that,” he said calmly.
“ Anyway, I'll take the chance.”

With a big heave he stood upright. .
There was no report, and he was qute
sure that neither of these men held a
revolver. Swinging his fist round at
random, he caught one of the fellows
a beautiful crack on the jaw.

He went down with a howl.

The driver, knowing that something
was wrong, applied his brakes and
brought the car to a standstill. Nothing
could have suited Lee’s purpose better.
He flung open the near-side door, and
stepped out into the road. As he did
so. he pulled out his revolver. .

““ Not quite a success, eh, my friends?”’
he sald amusedly. ‘It wusually takes
more than two men to hold me. Ail
right, driver, you can carry on. I don’t
mean lo indulge in any fancy shooting,
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and it would be too much trouble to
hold you until the police could be
ifornted. You can drive on!"

The driver hesilated, quite at a loss,

“Drive on, you fool!’ snapped one
of the men behind., *“ We've lost him
now!”’ | _

Nelson Lee chuckled with amusement
as the landaulette glided away. It
gathered speed. bul Lee had not allowed
it to go without noting the number. Ie
jotted it down in his notebook.

“ Quite a paltry attempt,” he mur-
mured, as he set off back for St.
Frank's. “ These gentlemen will have
to show more ingenuity before they can
hope to hold me!”

He walked Dbriskly, and the affair had
rnot upset him in the least. On the con-
trary, he was feeling pleaszed, for he now
had .a certain indication that he was
fighting against a gang. Not only that,
this incident was a clear proof that the
enemy feared him, and desired to get
him away from St. Frank’s,

Lee had nol been able to see his
arilagonists, but this point did not worry
him. He could tell that they were well-
educated men, and not hired ruflians.
And he was quite sure that he would
find an opportunity of meeting them in
the future.

There was something very amateurish
in the way that the kidnapping had
heen attempted. Nelson Lee had a
shrewd i1dea that these men were not
accustomed to such work: and he was
quite certain that the men had bheen
unarmed. The talk about revolver
had been mere bluff.

The strangers had relied upon superior
numbers to win the day. They had
“thought that it would be a comparatively
simple malter for them to hold Nelson
Lee once thev had him inside the closed
~ar; and Lee chuckled as he neared St.
IFrank’s.

“TI'mm afraid Mvr. Trenton will  be
rather disappointed,”” he murmured. “ Tt
will be rvather interesting to nole the
expression on his face when he sees
me.”’ s

The detective was under no misappre-
hension.

He had not been deceived in the least
by Mr. Trenton’s little game. The
science-master had known all about that
wailing car, and he had requested Lee
to accompany him to the village for the

a

sole purpose of delivering the delective |

r

into the hands of his confederates.

Of course, he had been compelled (o
make a show of innocence. Yhus, he
had been attacked himself, but had talen
good care to collapse with a groan at
the very outset of the tussle. There was
no actual proof that BMr., Trenton was
in any way connected with the attempte:l
abduction; but Nelson Lee was not
decerved.

He entered the Triangle by means of
the masters’ private gateway, and walked
briskly towards the Ancient House. Hn
was Just mounting the sleps when ho
paused, and a little gleam of amusement
crept into his eyes. :

Mr. Trenton was jusl in the lobby,
talking with Mre, Crowell.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Crowell, but I haven't
the faintest idea where Mr. Lee ig,"" the
science-master was saving. ‘1 haven’t
seen him for some time. Possibly he i3
out at the moment.”

“Quite so,”’ said Mr. Crowell,
ding. “I'll waiy until—
Here is Mr. Lee now!” | ~

Mr. Trenton twirled round, and found
himnself face to face with Nelson Lee.
His features went rigid, and his clrecks
blanched. He stood there fixedly, as
though turned to stone—but only for a
second.

With an efforl he controlled himse!f,
and gave a soft, easy laugh. M:.
Crowell had noticed nothing out of tha
ordinary—but Nelson Lee had not
missed that momentary flash of con-
sternation.

“Just talking about vou, Mr. Lee!”
said tho science-master smoothly.

“So I uaderstand,” replied Nelson
L{:F:.! “T'm not so very far away, afler
<1,

Mr. Trenton, who had his back to Mr,
Crowell, gave Lee a warning leok.

“1 was locking for you, Mr. Lee. as
T wish to discuss a few points regarding
the mathematics examination papers,"
said Myr. Crowell.  ““It 1s rather um-
portant ”

“ Quite so, Mr. Crowell; and if you
will be good enougzih to go along to my
study, I'll join vou in a minute,”” inter-
rupted Nelson Lee. T chould just like
to have a word with Mr. Trenton.”

Mr. Crowell bowed. and departed.

“I say, Mr. Lee, I'm glad wo're alona
for a minute,” exclaimed the science-
makter, as he glanced rapidly round.
“I wanled Lo explain.” |

nod-
Dear me!
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explanalion

any
asked Nelson Leo calnny.
Mr. Trenton was vaguely aware of a
Jieht mocking note in the other’s voice.
“ Well, you see, it must have sounded

1

quecer to you.” he exclaimed. “ 1 was
telling Mr. Crowell that I hadn’t seen
yvou for somo time. And, of course,
{that’s hardly true. since wo were both
together out in the lare not twenty
minutes ago.”

Nelson Lee mado no comment.
Inwardly, he was smiling at the laboured
natura of My, Trenton’s explanation. It
was rather surprising that the science-
master was able to invent one at all.

“Tm awfully glad {o see that you're
all right,”” went on Mr. Trentlon
heartily. “I was ferribly afraid that
you were in trouble, Mr. Lee. Some old

enemies of yours, I suppose, who seized"

the opportunity to caplure you?”’

“No. not old enemies,”” corrected
Nelson Lee smoothly. * New enemiea,
My, Trenton—and singularly clumsy ones
at that: in fact, T have seldom battled
against such paltry foemen!”

Mr. Trenton bit his lip. '

*“T hardly knew what to do,” he went
on hwriedly. “I thought it possible
ihat you might escape, and so I re-
frained from mentionine anything, as
I knew that vou would prefer to keep it
quiet. On the other hand. if you did
not turn up within half an hour. 1t was
myv intention to ring up the police, and
inform them of the whole occurrence.
I thought that would bs best.”

“Your deduclions were singularly
accurate, Mr, Trenton.” obsarved Nelson
Lee. ‘“I am certainiy glad that you
mentioned nothing, for I am indeed
anxious that this matter should be kept
«trictly between ourselves. By the way.
vou appear to have escaped quite
lichtly,”” he added, closely regarding
My. Trenton’s face. |

“Yes. I—I was bowled over by a
blow on: the side of the head,”” said the
science-master, tenderly rubbing his hair.
“The brute caught me before I could
defend myself, and when I struggled te
my feet I found the car gliding away.
It was too lale to do anything, and—
and % |

“ Quite so, Mr. Trenton,’

2

b

interrupted

Lee. “ It 1s unnecessary for you to say
anything further, I understand—per-
fectly 1’ |

And the famous detective nodded, and |

P
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necessary?’ | walked  briskly away. My. Hugh

T'renton stood looking after him, and a
bitter look cf hatred came into his eyes.
He knew nothing for certain, but ho
had more than an i1dea that Nelson Lee
was fully aware of the true position.
The ccience-master sirode out inlo the
Triangle. - _
“Paliry foenien ha  muttered
giimly. - By Heaven, we will sce!”

1?!

&

—

CHAPTER VIII. ‘
TH1 BEGINNING OF THE SPLIT !

IMIOTHY TUCKER

impressively.

“ CComrades and fellow sufferers,

| I have a few words to say on a
most 1important subject.” he oxeclaimed,
rubbing his hands togethor. *“ Quite so!
The position is this, my dear sirs ¥

“Hear. hear!”’

it GO !t. F'Ii. rr- !u .

“ Dear. dear. dear !’ protested Tucker.
“ These interruplions are most deplor-
able. I'm!' TT’m! That i1s so! As you
are all aware. Mr. Nelcon Lee has dravwn
a portion of Dr. Siaffcrd’s mantle over
his own shoulders. In other words—
since I fear vou may not comprehend
such subtle similes—Mr, T.eo has re-
cently been showing signs of becoming a
tyrant!”

“Good !’ |

“ A Ayrant—a <lave-driver!” chouted
Tucker, " Yes, my dear sirs, Mr. Lee's
character iz changing—and, mark you.
it i1s chaneing for ihe worse! @As I have
repeatedly said, the time has arrived
for us to.riso in all our might. T urga
vou to hecoine members of the Brother-
haod of the Ifree 2

“ Oh. turn off the gas!”’

* Py apl”

“Weo don't "~ want anv of your
Brotherhood rot!” said Jack Grey.
“We're free enough already i

“Tree!” exclaimed Tucker. ‘° Really.
my dear sir. yvou are absurd! I repeat
it—absurd! . What ficedom do wo pos-
sess? None—none whalsoever! We are
slaves! We are driven like cattle &

“ Who stuck that fathead up there?”’
I demanded, as I entered the Common-
room. ‘‘ More treacherous talk againsé
the Head! Tucker. if you don’t dry up
within ten seconds, I'll yank you off that
chair by your long ears!” '

“ Really, my dear sir

looked round

r
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Crash! Handforth’s fist smote Fullwood
on the chin, and the leader of Study A
went sprawling.

“Tucker’s right!” shouted Arm-
strong. ““ He -may use flowery lan-
guage, but there’s commonsense behind
it all! And it’s true that Mv. Lee 1s a
tyrant!”’

- ““Hear, hear!”’

“ Rats!”

“ Go it; eArmsirong!™

“Dry up!”’ o

All sorts of shouts filled the Common-
room, and I was rather velieved to hear
that quite a number of fellows were
oppcsed to Armsirong’s view. I had
just had a talk with Tregellis-West and
Watson, after my visit to the guv'nor’s
:tudy, and we had decided to commence
operations without any delay.

Fntering the Common-room, we found

things in a somewhat lively state. Y

strode forward, and pushed Timothy
Tucker off the chair on which he had
been standing. He protested vigorously,
but I ignored hin.

‘““ Now listen 10 me, you chaps,” I
said grimly, ** We've got to have a
complete understanding, one way or the
other. ' There’s going 1o no more
»f this confusion—you’ve got to declare
vourselves.”

o

** What do you mean, you ass?”’

“ Well, at present things are all al
sixes and sevens,” I said. ‘“ Some of
you are against the Head, and soma
againal Nelson Lee, and others quile
indifferent. That’s got to alter. We're
going to take a vote, and every fellow
raust give his opinion. Then we shall
know exactly how we stand.”

““ Hear, hear!" said Tommy Walson.
“That’s a good idea.”

" Jolly good ! agreed Pitt. ‘“ Bul il’s
no good doing a thing by halves. Wo're
not all here 2

© Exactly,” 1 agreed. ¢ That's why
U'm going to get some of you fellows
to run round and collect the rest. We're

going to hold a Form meeting, ani
every fellow in tho Remove must
attend. It's a question of the highest

1mportance.’

“A Form meeting!”

““Oh, good!”

“ Buck up. vou chaps—buzz round!"”
. 'There was a shout of excitement at
once, for a I'orm meeting was an occa-
sion of the highest possible urgency.
Now ,and again there would be an
impromptu meeting, but a regular Form
meeting was something quite different.

Under no circumstances was it pos-
sible for any fellow to beg an excuse;
every single junior in the Remove had
{o attend. whether he wanted to or not.
It was an unwritten law, and it was a
law that had never been abused.

Pitt and Grey and many of the others
hurried out of the Common-room at
once. Griffith and Owen major, sup-
ported by three or four more, rushed
across to the College House, for Chris-
tine and Co. were to be included in this.
Although members of the rival House,
they were, nevertheless, of the Remove,
Their absence was not to be thought of.

And House rows at such a time as
this were distinetly “ off.”

Quite a mumnmber of juniors had been
anticipating something of this kind.
With football banned—only temporarily,
perhaps—and with many other matters
of importance in the bafance, a meeting
of the whole Form was essential. But
nobody exactly guessed what my real
intentions were.

Pitt burst into Study F, and found all
the occupants at home. Tomm Burton
was sprawling in front of the fire, read-
ing; Conroy minor wag peeling the



<hells off hot roast chestnuts; and Jerry

Dodd was poring over a map ot
Australia.

““ Common-room,”’ s=aid Ditt crisply:
“at once!”’

" Eh?”

-« What's that?’

“You've all got to go to the Common-
room!”’

“By jings! What for?" asked Jerry
Dedd. looking up. *° We've comiortable
here, and I reckon we don’t need to
niove—-""

“Your reckoning is several points out

of 'gear!” broke 1 DPitt. *‘‘ Theve’s a
Form meet.ing on, and no excuse can
be taken, You've got to attend, even if
vou have lo be carried. Buck up!”
““ Bust my mainmast !’ exclaimed the
Bo'sun, laying his book aside. " He's
right, shlpmatee-—we ve got to atlend.
Ii’s the skipper’s orders, and we’d better
hoist onr anchors and set our course fo-r
port ¥’

And the throe juniors left Stndv T*
and made tracks for port—in other
words, tha Common-room.

Meanwhile, Grey had routed out Cecil
de Valerie and the Duke of Somerton
from Study M. and they had gone next
door and gathered- together -the Hon.
Douglag Singleton and IFatty Little—
who happened to be in Study N, en-
gaged 1n the fairly simple task of bor-
rowing some cash.  Singleton was al-
ways flush.

Solomon Levi and Dick Goodwin were
just ecoming out of the end study, and
by the time: they had all gathered to-
gother in the common-room, Bob Chris-
tine and his followers were on hand.

The only absentees now. were Wull-
wood and Guliiver and Beli—the knuts
of Study A—and Church. Church. as a
matler of fact,
very moment. IFullwood
inclined {o be obstinate.

They were enjoving a lhittle game of
cards, to say nothing of a cigaretie or
two, and they had no desire to shift.

“You can clear out.” said Fullwood.

and Co. were

pomtmg‘ to the door. “We're not
comin’ 1" :

Chureh glaved.

“Oh, ain't you?’ he exclaimed.
“We'll see about that! It’'s a Form

el

meeting, and you ean't miss it

“z‘\l yvou willing 1o get oul quietly,
Y chall we chuck you out? 7 asked Foll-

9

was 1m Study A at that |

“You'd better understand,
son, that we're having nothing to do with

wood. my

this dashed Iform. meeting. We're too
busy !’

*“ All right—don’t blame me ror what
happens,’ i said Church. ** But you’re
coming, even if you have to be carried.
It’s more than likely that your votes will
be required.”’

‘ Votles,” repeated Grulliver,
up. “ What about?”’

“T don’t exactly know, but leper is
taking a division of the Remove, or
sometlung——qanm as they do in the House
of Commons, P\pla,med Church. ‘“ He
wants to find out how many fe¢llows are

looking

against Mpr. Lee, and how many
favour of him.”’

Fullwood jumped up. -

“Oh, that’s different.”” he said.
“We'll come. along—we’ll record our
votes against Mr. Lee!”

“ Rather!’ said Gulliver and Bell.

Church grunted and left them. When
he arrived back at the commmon-room he
found that apariment filled almost to
overflowing. Kvery inch of space was
occupied, some of the fellows were sit-
ting on the window-ledges. And quite
a considevable din was being made.

“Those cads are coming zalong at
once,”” said Church, as he entered.
“They wouldn't budge until they heard
that their votes were required. And you
can be jolly certain which side ihey’ll
vote for.”

I nodded.

“0Of course,” T said. ¢ But it's just
as well that they should be present in
person. This meeting 1s going to decide
things, once and for all. T'm fed-up
with the whole positron. If there are
{o be two camps. we’'ll have thent eslab-
lished clearly and definitely. lhen we
shall know “hat we're doing.”’

Fullwood and Co. appeared within a

minute or two, and Handforth met
them.

“Just m time!”’ sald Edward Oswald
grimly.,

“ What do you mean—just in time?”

~asked Trullwood.

“ Why. if you hadn’t turned up, I was
coming along to yank you here by vour
eiddy ears ” eaid Handforih. “Yonu
blessed cads! If vou think yon can stay
away fwm a Form meeting, you're mis-
taken.””

“Go and eat coke!”

' said Fullwecod
politely. |

n
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‘rash !
Handforth’s

fist
~ the chin, and the leader of Study A went
sprawling into the arms of his chums.

smole ¥ullwood on

~ Yarooh!” he howled. “* You—you

““Now then, Handy—no scrapping
aow,”” 1 said grimly. “ And if there
wasn't so much noise in the room we
could get on beller. Order—order!
(C'an’t you chaps ease up a little?"

*“ Silence!"” roared Handforth.

Order was obtained after
~trouble.

““Now, who's going {o do the gas-
sing?’ demanded Pitt, looking round,
“ This promises to be interesting. A
'orm meeting is always atlractive—and
I suppose it'll end up, as usual. in several
iree fights. I'm the Chairman of the

a litile

.meeting, and I call upon—-" |
“Rats!” said Handforth. “I'm
Chairman !”’ |
“For goodness” sake, don't argue
about it!" I snapped. ““ Let him be

Chairinan. Pitt—or we shall never gel
any peace.’”’

 “Just as you like!"
Pitt. ““ Go ahead!”

“If anybody interrupts, he'll get a
punch on the nose!’ roaréd the Chair-
man, glaring round. ¢ Understand, 1
don’t allow any interruptions. This
meeting has been called together for the
nurpose of—of Well, Nipper knows
what it’s been called together for. 1
nave much pleasure in requesting him to
make a speech. Of course, I shall ad-
dress the meeting afterwards, and I
want {o say at once that &

“Order!” |

““Dry up, you ass!"”’ -

“You're only the Chairman!”

“ Why, you rotters, I mean to speak
‘or half-an-hour!” snorted Handforth.
“I've got all sorts of ihings to say, and
now’s my chance to get them off my
chest. I call for silence B
- Handforth may have called silence.
but he only obtained wild catcalls and
cnergetic interruptions. In the midst of
it all I jumped upon the table, and held
-up my hand. I was looking serious—I
felt serious. )

““ Now then, you chaps, this won't
do,”” I said quietly. ¢ If this thing goes
»n we shall only have the prefects about
“sur ears, and then the whole meeting
will be smashed up. The subject is a

grinned Reginald

serious one—it's the most important dis-tof way.

f

|
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cussion that's come up during the wholea
term. So do {ry and keep quiet for a
bit.” |

My words had due effect, and silence
was obtained.

“* Who's going to make this speech—
vou or me? ' asked Handforth warmly.

“T am.” I replied. ‘“Don’t be an
ass, Handy—you’ll have plenty of chance
to join in afterwards,”” 1 added. ‘‘ Before
we go any further, I want to explain
to everybody why the I'orm has been
called together.”

“That's what we're waiting to hear,”
satd Bob Christine.

“*Out with i1t, Nipper!"'.

“T'll bet il's about the Head!”

“Yes, and football!”’ .

“ Az a matter of fact, il i1s about the
Head,”" I said. ‘ That’s not a particu-
larly brilliant guess of somebody’s. De-
fore answering me, I want you to think.
Bul it’s my habit to be blunt and
straightforward. There's no sense beat-
ing among the bush. How many of you
are against the Head, and how many n
favour of him? That's the point I wish
o get al.”

““Oh, that's easy,”’ said
“ We're all against him!™
“ Rathexr!”

“Well, we'll put it to the vote,” I
said. ‘" Hands up all those chaps who're
against the Head.”' -

Nearly every hand in the Remove was
raised al omce. 1 surveyed all these
paws grimly. |

“ Right." T said. “ Now, hands up
those who are willing to support the
Head!” - o

Tommy Watson and Sir Montie Tre-
gollis-West, loyal to me, raised tneir
hands at once.  But they were alone.
Theirs were the only votes in favour of
Dr. Stafford. Things looked bad—and
it seemed that my task would be a heavy
one. - .

The split in the Remove would b
very wide indeed! . "

Christine.

CHAPTER IX.
THE RIVAL CAMPS,
A, ha, ha!” ,
A yell of laughter and de-

“ =
H rision went up from the Re-
| move as Tommy Watson and

Tregellis-West lowered their hands. My
two chums looked rather red, but they
had set their jaws in an obstinate kind

L ¥ ;' ’ '1' {'1
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“ How do you like it?"’ grinned FKull-
wood. ‘‘ You’ll find a fat lot of support
for the Head in the Remove—l1 don't
think! Now you’d better take a vote on
Mr. Lee, an’ you'll find the result just
the same.” :

““ Dry up, you cads!”

“ Who told you to speak. Fullwood?"’

‘“T hardly expected anything differ-
ent,”” I exclaimed, looking round. ** Un-
der the circumstances, it is only natural
that you should all be feeling pretty sore
against, Dr. Stafford. At the same time,
I mean to take a second vote—and I
have an idea that the result will be a
bit different. Because I'm gomng to ex-
plain things, You're a thoughtless set
of bounders, and you don’t fully realice
the position. So it’s up to me to put
the facts before you.”

“We know quite encugh already!”
“Of course we do!”’

- “There’s no need for you to jaw.
Nipper!” |

‘““ None whatever, niy dear sirs—none
whatever!” said Timothy Tucker.
*“ Comrades and fellow claves!  Listen
to me—listen to the voice of reason!
_ Ixisteﬁ—"""”

The voice of reason was drowned by
a loud series of yells. Timothy Tucker
subsided—chiefly = because  Handforth
grabbed him from behind. and uncere-
‘moniously sat him in the fender.

““ Whether you want me to put the
facts before you or not, I'm going to do
it,”” 1 said firmly. ‘“ Do shut up, Hub-
bard! And don't make 0 much noise
over in that corner, Fatty! This matter
1s of the utmost importance! -When yon
vote agamst Dr. Stafford. you are auto-
‘matically voting agsinst Mr. Lee.”

‘““ How do you make that out?’ said
Patt. > _

“In this way,” I explamed. ‘" Mr.
Lee, as you know, 1s in a very respon-
sible position at St. Frank’s. If the
Head happens to be away, or 1ll, it’s the
guv’nor who takes temporary command.
He’s the Housemaster of the Ancient
House—which is. of course, the premier
house at St. Frank’s -

« “ Rats!”’ roared Bob Cthrisiine.
. ““Yah!” howled all the other College

House fellows. ““Swanky Fossils!™
© 7 Mouldy Monks!”’

“% * Peace—peace!’ 1 shouted sharply.
L For goodness sake don’t start a House
TOW now,

P

lo end up in a pitched battle!”

“ Well, don’t swank about the Ancient
House,” said Christine grufily.

“ My dear fellow, I'm doing nothing
of the kind,” 1 said. he Ancient
Housze is bigger than the College House,
and 1t’s an established fact that Mr. Lee
has far greater responsibilities than Mr,
Stockdale,” )

' Well, T admit that,” said Christine,
“ 0Old Stocky’s of no importance!”’

“ Well, that’s all T mean to say,” I
continued. ““ When the Head is in-
capacitated, Mr. Lee takes charge of
things. This afternoon he brought the
Fifth and Sixth to their senses when
they were on the point of starting a re-
volt, My, Lee’s very position compels
him to eupport the Head. It would be -
absolutely impossible for the guv’nor to
take any action opposed to Dr. Stafford.
You've been running him down on all
sides lately, vou’ve been accusing Mr.
I.ee of harshness and tyranny. That’s
tke essence of unfairness.”

“ Rubbizh I’’ said De Valerie. * You
can’t get away from the facts, and Mr.
Lee has been harsh, He's been flogging
chaps, and giving them lines all round,

it

| just because they happened to say thinge

against the Head.”

“ It’s not right to blame Mr. Lee for
that,”” 1 said stoutly. ** As Housemaster
he's compelled to take action—he can’t
listen to these disloyal things and wink
at them. And there’s another point—
which you’ve missed altogether. Dr.
Stafford is more to be pitied than con-
demned———"’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ Dry up, you fathead!”

‘*“ Don’t talk rot like that!”

“You’re dotty, Nipper!”

“ Clean off your silly rocker!”

“Think so?”’ I said grimly. * You're
made a mistake—I'm perfectly sensible.
I've - recasoned things out, and you
haven't. What I said just now 1s per-
fectly true. . The Head neceds our sym-
pathy—nct our condemnation. He can’t
help these attacks—there’s some hidden
enemy responsible for the whole rotten
business, and Mr. Lee knows it. He's
doing his best to fight against this peril.”

“ Oh, don’t talk such piffle!” ;

“You may think it pifle now, but
before long you'll find out that I'm
‘Tight,”” T proceeded. *“I can’t say wno

these hicﬂien- enemies are, because I

We don’t want this meeting | don’t know exactly. But the Head’s real
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unchanged.  When ho)
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character
chopped down the goalposts this after-
zoon he was suffering from some evil in-
fluecnce. - All you've got to do is to wait—
have patience—and everything will come

- right. To go against Mr. Lee now 1s
c¢isloyal and unfair.” |

“I reckon it’s about time we had a
new caplain in the Remove!" shouted
Armstrong boldly. ¢ What's the good
~of this chap? He's all in favour of Mr.
Lee and the Head! And i1sn’t somebody
else going to do any speaking? I reckon
that we ought to have a new Head and a
new Housemaster, and M. Trenton's
the man to be Housemaster of the
Ancient House.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“ (Good for vou, Armsirong!”’

“Trenton for us!”

“ Every giddy time!

- I glared almost ferociously.

“Wait a minute!” I shouted.
so that’s it, 15 1t? You're all in favour
of Mr. Trenton? So it amounts to this:
A number of you are in favour of Mnr.
Lee, and a number in- favour of Mr,
Treaton. Well, vou've ot to declare
vourselves now. We're not going to
have any more uncertainty. We’'ll de-
vide up mnto two parties—those who sup-
port Mr. Lee, and those who suppoit Mr.
1'renton. And we’ll continue under two
banners. I've tried to keep things to-
gether., but a split 18 unaveidable.”

“ Good!”’ shouted Armstrong. *“ We
shall understand one another better now.
There's nothing like straightforwardness.
I call upon you chaps to support me.
I'm all in favour of Mr. Trenton. ‘He’s
a decent sort. He sympathises with us,
helps us, gives us advice, and is a pal
all round, Mpr. Lee is harsh, and he's

¢ Oh,

always imposing heavy punishments.
I'm in favour of Mr. Trenton, and I
don’t mind telling you straight out that
I'm as hot as mustard against Mr, Lee
and the Head. Al those chaps who be-
lievq’ in my view, hold up their hands

“Wait!” I “ Don’t
yvet!”’

“Why not?"

““ Because I've got a few more words
to say,” I replied. ‘“ We’re going to take
a votce, and it might as well be an honest
one. Armstrong calls upon you to vote
“1n_ favour of Mr. Trenton. 1 don’t call
upon you to support him, or support me.
1 just want you to-weigh all the facts,
and then vote according to your own

shouted. vote

consciences. And the facts are clear
enough. You all know Mr. Lee—you’'ve
known him a tremendous time. Until
this trouble started with the Head the
guv'nor was the most popular master
at St. Frank’s. TUnless you're unfair
and unjust you’ll all ‘admit that my
guv'nor has been a true sport. Many of
vou have been with him during the
holidays to distant parts of the world.
It’s not saying too much {o remind you
that "he's saved some of your hves——"’

““ Thatl's got nothing to do with this,"”
put m Griffith.

“Yes'it has!” declared Grey. ¢ Nip-
per's right! We mustn’t forget that Mr.
Lee 13 as true as a die. He may be
acling a bit queerly now, but under all
the circumstances he can’t very well do
anything else,”

“ Mr. Trenton, on the other hand. is
a newcomer,” I continued. ¢ We've
only known him this term, he hasn’t
been here long enough, strictly speak-
ing, to be tested. A number of you
are blindly shouting that we ought to
support him, and make him House-
master in Mr. Leée’s place. I'm nos
saying anything against Mr. Trenton.
But, compared to Mr. Lee, what claim
has he upon you to obtain such support
as Armstrong asks for. So, before
voting, I want you to think it out care-
fullv—talk 1t over between yourselves.
There’s no sense 1n doing a thing in a

hurry.”

- “ Hear, hear shouted Handforth.
‘““ Nipper's got some sense, after all—
he’s been talking like a good ’un ever
since he started. In faect, he’s been
taking the words out of my mouth——"’

“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

“ Good old Handy !

“1 suggest that you all think over
this matter for a quarter-of-an-hour—
we’ll take the vote afierwards,’” said
Handforth. “ I'm jusit the same as
Nipper—I don’t believe 1n “trying to
influence you by talking in favou? of ono
man, and talking against another.
You've just got to know the facts, and
give your votes accordingly. Mr. Leo
1s one of the finest chaps breathing. He
never gives punishment unless it 1s de-
served. He's a sport, and he looks after
us all 1n the Ancient House with as
much care as a father.”

‘“ Hear, hear!” said Church and
McClure,. . ' "
““ Mr. Trenton 1s a greasy rotter!”’ went'
on Handforth boldly. ** He's always

l”
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eneaking round tho chaps, toadying o
1hem, and trying to get ihmr sympathy.
He’s not to be trusted, and 1t'll be a bad
day for St. Frank’s if he ever steps into
Mr. Lee’s shoes. I don’t believe in
trying to influence you——"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Good o’d Handy—same as ever !’
rinned Pitt. ‘ He doesn’t believe in in-
uencing us, you chaps. He hasn’t said
a word against Mv. Trenton, has hc?

Ho hasn’t breathzsd a svlldhle in favour
of Mr. Lee!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ ‘

“Comrades and fellow slaves !”’ shouted
Tucker, leaping up and waving his arms.
“J must besecch you to listen to the

voice of reason. Quite so! The words of
Comrade Handforth are ridiculous and

absurd! I am addressing you now, and
my words are serious and important.

You must not support the adveécates of

antocracy and bloated capitalism! You
must join the ranks of ti:e masses—yon
must become members of the Brotherhcod
of the Free! You must—— Really—
I—1 Yaroooh! Dear, dear!”
Timothy Tucker suddenly colla,pwm]
His feet were Vanl\ed from under him,

| and he sat down with abrupt force,

After that he was not allowed to makao
any further specches. The juniors col-
lected together, discussing the situation.
Most of them were in little groups.

¥or example, DBurton and Conroy
minor and Jony Dodd argued in one
corner. Farman and Owen major and
Canham talked eloquently in another.
The occupants of the various studies
were generally of the same opinion, ex-
cepting in the single case o Stuc*" E.
T. T. shared that apartment with Pits
and Grey.

And, at last, the fellows declared that
they were read to vote. They had
thoun"ht ev erylhmg out thoroufrhl}, and
would give their opinion one way or the
other—erther against Nelson Lee, or in
favour of him.

" The thing was done ploperly I stood
upon the table with a notebook in my
hand, and I meant to take the names of
every fellow who voted against the

guv'nor. I gave the signal at last.

“ Now then—for Mr. Trenton!” I said
Cr1Sy h?.

The mnumber of hands that went up

(Continued on page 36)
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( Continued from page 35.)

came as a bit of a shock to me. Study
A and Study B were solid. Study C and
Study D did notwraise a finger, of course.
Tucker was the only one in Study IE who
voted for Mr. Trenton. As he explained,
he didn’'t believe in the science master,
but Mr. Trenton was certainly an im-
provement on Nelson Lee. There were a
great many other fellows who voted,
for example, Merrell, Marriott and Nouvs,
of Study G : Doyle, Armstrong and Grif-
tith of Study J; Clifton and Simmons of
Study K ; and quite a number of others
mcluding many from the College Houcse.

** Yon're quite settled in mind abouy
this?" I asked. “ You all vote against
Mr. lLiee?”

“ Yes !

“ Right you are!” 1
“T've gol vour names, and 1 think
vou're a set of disloyal fatheads. Now
for the olher:. Hands up everybody who
undertakes to stick up for the guv’nor!”

A large number of hands were raised.
~ ‘““Remember, you've got to stand by
this vote.” 1 declared. ‘¢ Whatever hap-
pens in the future, T shall expect your
support, and look for it. Once having
decided, there must be no backing out.
That’s quite understood, isn’t it ?"’

“ Yes—we all agree to that,”
Handforth.

I took the names, and I was pleased to
find that all the best fellows in the Re-
move were on my side. The full list or
the Ancient House fellows numbered
more than I expected, and ‘included
Handforth and Co., Pitt and Grey, Bur-
ton, Conroy minor and Jerry Dodd; the
Trotwood twins and Fatty Little, De
Valerie, Somerton and Singleton, and
solomon Levi and Dick Goodwin, And,

said grimly.

said

| of course,- Bob Christine was staunch

with me, and Talmadge and Yorke and
Clapson, and many other Monks.

““ Now, vou chaps, listen to me,” 1T
shouted. “ From now onwards we're
two rival camps. I'm the leader of the
Loyalists, and I mean to stick up for
Mr. Lee right through, whatlever
happens ! - = A
““ Hear, hear!” roared the Loyalists,
“ Chaeers for Mr. Lee!” |
“ Hurrah!”’
“Yah! Rotters!” wvelled Hubbard.
Down with tyranny!”
Armstrong leapt upon the table.
‘““Hold on!” he shouted. . * What
pricec me for the leader of the Rebels?
That’s what we’ll call ourselves—Rebels '
Elect me leader, and I'll guarantee that
Mr, Lee gets kicked out, and Mr. Tren-
ton takes his place!”

““ Hurrah !’

“Good old Trenton!"

“ Rebels for ever!”

“ Armstrong for us—he’s the man!"”’

And TimotLy Armstrong, of Study .J.
was promptly elected the leader of the
Rebe'}s. Fullwood was anxious to be the
Chief, but he couldn’t even obtain a hear-
mg.  And when T. T. suggested himself
as a icader he was yelled down.

Armstrong was coming out strong.
Hitherto he had been in the background,
but now that this trouble had arisen he
had sprung into prominence—{ike <o
many other revolutionary leaders.

The die was cast—the Remove had
split into two sections. | ~

The loyvahlists and the Rebels wero
about equal in numbers, and it was abso-
lutely certain that some strenuous times/
were ahead!

N THE END.

<

TO MY READERS. |

The Remove are now divided into two
parties, and bitter war will be waged
between them before long. The result
will determine whether Nelson Lee and
the Head, or Trenton will remain at St.
Frank’s. But for Nipper's action the
whole school would have risen up against
Dr. Stafford and Nelson Lee, and, in spite
of the fine record of these two masters at
St. Frank’s, their removal would have
heen the only coiirse open to the governors
if law and order were to be maintained.
With a determined party to fight the
fevolutionaries, the revolt, becoming more .

ominous with every outbreak of the Head,
might, at least, be delayed until after the
Christmas holidays. So soon as the
opposing leaders could organise their
forees, hostilities would begin. You must
read all about it in next week’s story---

- “THE SCHOOLBOYS’ UNION!”
Dor’t farget that there is another

splendid photc-plate of a famous foot-

baller being GIVEN AWAY next week,
and 2aiso No. 4 of ** NIPPER’S MAGA-
ZINE.””" Readers in Scotland will receive
photo-plates of a series comprising famous
Scottish footballers, B
THE EDITOR.
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INTRODUCTION.

Pom Tarlar arrives at Mr. Wrasper's school,
and on the way makes un enemy of Jonah
Warrey, the school bully. Tom learns that
Myr. Wrasper punishes by moral force only.

(Now read on.)

R P Y,

Trouble in Store.

—g— OM was hungry, and thick bread with
I thin butter was better than nothing,

so he ate contentedly.

. While Mrs. Wrasper sat at the
head of the table not a whisper was heard.
All the boys were as quiet as mice.

Jonah Worrey was at the upper end of the
table on the right, and as Tom sat on the
teft about half-way down, he was able to
see and study his face.

Jonah did not logk at him, but he seemed
to be in a conteed frame of mind, apd
smiled occasionally.

Not a pleasant sort of smile, but a dry,
malevolent, half-suppressed grin.

** [He thinks he has scored one,” thought
Tom; ‘'but the game isn't over yet.”

When the meal was about hali finished,
Mrs. Wrasper rose from her chair, as if
about to depart.

** Wood,”” she said to the serving mau,
‘“ you ean serve out the second lot of tea,
and don't spill any about the floor!”

*“* Yes, mum—no, mum,” replied Wooden
Jerry, giving a double answer in respouse
to the double request.

Mrs. Wrasper gathered up her skirts and
swept majestically out of the rcom. -

.The moment she was gone a chanfe came
over the scene. The boys threw off all
restraint.

*Now, then, old Woody!” cried one.
0 Give me another mug of tea, and get a
move on !’

“ Where’s the cream tonight, Jerry!”
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HarcourT  BURRAGE-

(The World’s Most Famous
School Story).
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atked another. " You've been nelping the
cat to lap it up, you old thief!"

“ More tea—more tea!’ chorused half a
dozen together. .

“ 1 ain’t a-going to hurry myself for any-
body,” grumbled Wooden Jerry, gathering
up half a dozen mugs in his hand--* not
on the wages as I gets.” _

As he turned round a well-aimed crust hit
himm on the ear. .

“ Any more of that,” said Jerry, wheeling
round, * and you don’t get no more tea.”

A 1wissile of the same nature from the
opposite direction, hit him on the back of
the head, and facing round he addressed
Jonah Worrey:

“You did that !’ he said.

“It’'s a lie!” replied Jonah.

Several of the other boys knew that Jonah
was the real culprit, but they said nothing.

“ What I've got to say is,”’ sald Wooden
Jerry, as he walked to the urn, *‘that all
schools with boys in 'em ought to be blowed
up with dydlemite. I'd do the job wi' a
good an' thankful ’eart!” |

* What !’ e¢ried Sam Smith.
wages?'’

A roar of launghter followed the question,
and Wooden Jerry, with a wrench, set the
urn running.

** What 1've got to say is,” he said, as he
thrust a mug under it, ** that if ever l—
There! Now see what you’'ve done. Here's
the tea rumn over, and a nice mess on the
table and floor! Wages or no wages, I'd
blow you all up—-there!” -

“ What ., makes you brush your hair with
the stable curry-comb?’” asked somebody -at
the hottom of the table.

Waooden Jerry made no reply, and possibly
there was some foundation for the query.

He proceeded to fill the mugs and was
allowed to complete his task in peace, Then
at him they went again. :

The questions with which he was assailed
were all of a personal nature, and showed
that Wooden Jerry was either a much
maligned individual or that he was guilty
of sundry offences calculated to bring him
into righteous contempt. )

Tea was finished amidst these noisy
c¢emonstrations, and then, as Jerry was rais.

“On your
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ing the urn from the table, a bell was
heard.

“ The tea iz wanted for the kitchen,” said
Wooden Jerry, hurrying i‘nnmrd “ Il
te'l 'em that you muade me late.”

He was half-way to the door when he

put his foot on one of the crusts where-
with he had been assaulted.

It was lying on the sparsely-buttered side,
and, slipping from under him, down he weunt.

As he left go of the urn it fell forward,
rolled . over, dntl the lid coming off, dis-
charged its Luutents, tea- leaves muuded,
upon the Hoor.

“Once moré was there hilarity,
thing like pandemontuin rengned

Then, suddenly the door opened, and Tom
SaW the master and. usher enter the room.

The lul! was instantancous and wmplebt,.

‘“ What is the meaning of this riot?” de-
manded Mr. Wrasper.
+ Nobody answered.
rose to hm feet.

“Who kuocked you {!tmn Woo-:i?"
TFoster Moore.

and some-

Wouden Jerry slowly
asked

““ Somebody. pushed me from bhehind wuen

I warn't Im;ktr-' " replicd Wooden Jerry.
“ That isu't true!" exclaimed Tom 'lu.rtuf'
““ You slipped and felll” -
Mr. Wrasper fturned upon
darkening face.

him wdh a

“Tartar,” he said. “ why do you interfere
in a matter that does not concern you?”

* He shouldn't tell lies!"’ protested Tom.

“1s there anvone to ‘verify your version
of the affair?” pub in Foster. Moore.

There was a few momeuts' silence; then
up spoke Gray.

“I do, sir!™” he said. .

“So do ! came from Sam Smith.

“ There was nobody near enough to zive
him a push,” said the cautious .lol'm ‘HLLdm

“Clear up this mess, Wood,” suid Mr.
Wrasper, ™ and then come to my study.
If you can name the olfender, he wili he
subjected to discipline. ‘ "

4 It were the new boy, sirl” said Wooden
Jerry.

**You are qmtc sure of that, ch?”

““ Not qguite sure, sir—but sure euou"n as
makes no odds!”

**Can anybody confirm your statement?”

Jonah Worrey half-rose from his seat to
do so, but he evidentiy thought it too
bare-fuced a lic to support, for he sal down
again.

* Yery well,”” went on Mr. Wrasper sternly.

“ All -except Tartar, Smith, and Gray can
go to the playground. Evening studies as

*y

usual! at six o'clocek.

In a miunte or so the room was rluar of
ali but the :na:.ter, the uaher, and the three
** offenders.’

*“In you, Smith and Gray,” said
Wrasper, f[rowningz heavily at them,
have the twu unrat boys i tlu1 school ; and
you, Tartar “-—-swinging round on I‘{m
“ have, as [ must assume, by a natural! law
of.aﬁlmt,v already jouinea forees with them.
DBut { bid you beware, Tartar! In

Mr.
T l‘

this.

establishment, conducted though it is with
out resort to physical force, 1nsub0rdmation
is put down with a firm band! Go to ¢he
schoolroom, all three of you!”

Sam Smith led the way to the end of Hla
corridor, where the schoolroom was. Nob
word did he say, but his demeanour \‘iu.‘-j
that of one ]JI‘E‘[)‘H‘]H"’ for dogged resistance.

The schoolroom was very large and lofty,
with three big windows looking out upon the
front lawn. ‘I'be walls were panelled, and
the ce:]mrr decorated with eplendid mould-
ing, the work of l.’l".l[fbl]leﬂ who had been
dust for a couple of centuries or Inore.

At each end was a huge, handsome five-
place of marble, richiy c-nrved, apd on either
side of the one farthest from the door stood
a raised desk of the approved school pattere.

The boys’ desks and forms were arran xel
across the -room, with a width- of six or
seven feet bhetween them.

“ Well, Tartar, how do you Ilike mnr:nl
foree?” asked Som Smith, as soon as they
wera in the room, and tihe door closed.

“Can't say,” replied Tomn. *“1I haveu't

tl‘iel._l any of lt _"y'ift.”
“You'll dry it hefore long, T fancy!” said
Sam. ‘I don'v expect you'!l like m either.

-y

Foster Mother is chier udmiuistrntur.
“Who's she?” | -
“The «hief admiuvisirabor isn't a °‘she”

He's Foster Moeore; but we call him * Foster

Mother '’ hu ause he unurses us so well!”
1 see,”"” said Tom thoughtfully. Then he

gaid : “* Why didu’t the atlier fellows speak

up jike you two?” :
(rray shrugged his shouiders.
“ Bxpeet vhey thought it no use doing so,”
he said.
*Why not?”
“ Beeause they wouldn't have been he-
lieved, and they'd ouly have gol into a row,
the same as onrselves.”

“1t’s Jonah Worrey whose word will be
taken before - ours,” explained Sam Smith.
“Did you notice the [feilow start to get
up when Wrasper ask whether anybody
could confirmn Wooden rry’s statement ?’’

“ Yer, ! noticed it. But he sat down
again without saying a word. [ s’pose he

found he couldn’t tell such a confounded lie
as that.” »

“0Oh, he's told it by this time, you bet!”
said Gray.

“ Yes,” agreed Sam Smith, “ and there's a
doze of moral force in store for somebody
over this business! I could see it in Foster
Mother's eyve: The heast looked absolute!y
vicious!'"

“ Yes, he seems to be a snarling sort of
animat,’”' said Tom. ** But how does he
work off his rotten bhad temper if physical

punishment isn’'t wljowed jn the school?”

[ R

Y Yon'll see. replied Sam Smith mysteri-
ously. ** By the way,” he went on, chn.nglntr
the subject abruptly, * have you seen youny

Pubsey Wrasper yet?”
* Yes,” said Tom. “I ran against him
just hefore tea. Bit of a cub, isu’t he?” |

“ But his.
You sce,

* You're rightl"” assented Sam.
fathier’s chiefly to blame for it.
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Pi}l}ééy*s been brought up to be good. No
amusing books, no play to speak of, nor
anything but to do as he is told and behave

pretty. But of all the sneaking young
rotters—— Oh, it makes me ill to think of
it."”

“1 don’t think I shall be at this scheoi
Jong,” said Tom. *'It seems such a jolly
queer show—quite different place from what
my guv’sor thought it would be.”

*““ Oh, you’ll stay all right,”” replied Sam
Smith. It isn’t half bad when you get
nsed to it. We manage to have a pretty
good time in spite of Wrasper and Moore.
For one thing, there’s a secret band of "
Sam broke off, and looked at Gray question-
~ingty. ** Shall I trust him?” he asked.

“ Of course!” nodded Gray. * Tartar’s the
right sort, and he’s going to be one of us.”

*“* Well, the fact 1is, Tartar,”” explained
Sam, ‘‘ there’'s a secret band of brothers in
this school. It's made up of all the decent
ehaps, and—-" |

‘*“ Somebody coming!” interrupted Gray
in a whisper. ** Sit down!”

Scarcely had the three boys =zat down on
a form, when the door opened, and Mr,
Foster Moore entered.

He fixed Gray with a malevolent eve; then

said, In a harsh, grating voice:
“Gray, I want you. Come with me."”
Gray at once rose, and, after a quick

glance at Sam Smith, approached the usher,
who sigmalled to him to go on before.

Not another word passed, and the
left the roon.

two

CHAPTER IV.
- Tom is Made an ‘* Eagle.”

OM leoked at Sam Smith in astonish-
ment.
I ‘““ Why has he picked on Gray?”
he asked. *“ And what's going to
happen to him?”’ '
““ Qh,”” réplied ~Sam, “ for some reason or

other, old Wrasper and Foster have always
heen dowh on Gray. He catches it for the
least thimg.” :

““ Then it's a beastly shame
Tom indignantly. “Why isn't
done to stop it?”

“It isn't easy to do anything. You see,
outwardly this school is a model scheol, and
Wrasper—also outwardly—is  justice aud
kindness itself. We get plenty of holidays,
have -as much time for games as other
schools, and—I'm guoting f{rom the pro-
spectus, so excuse the language-—* corporal
punishment is. dispensed with uatterly and
entirely.” So vou see——"

“* Never mind about that!” broke in Tom

'9"
.

exclaimed
something

impatiently. ““ What’s Foster taken Gray
away for?” |

“To give him a night of solitary, I
expect,” answered Sam Smith. ““ Gray’'s

nse;:l”to that, so you needn't worry about
himi,

*“ And are we let off 2"

LIBRARY ”@ S

““Looks like it—except that we’'ve got
to stick here for the rest of the evening.
The other fellows will come here to do
preparation in about an hour’s time.” - .

** What's that secret band you started
Fto tell me about?”’ asked Tom, after a
brief silence. -

“0Oh, yes: 1'd better explain. The fact
is, Tartar, ¢this school is split up into two
parties—the *‘ Eagles” and the *‘ Cuckoos.”

“* And which lot do you belong to?”’

** Why, the Eagles, of course! 1'm the
c¢hief of the band.”

** Who are the Cuckons?"

““They're the sneaks, bullies, and rotters
of the school—most of ’em are that sort,
anyway.”

** And who's their clief?"

““Jonah Waorrey!™”

“0Oh, is he?” exclaimed Tom. ‘ Then, in
that care, 1 want to join the Eagles—if
you’'ll have wme.”

*“I should just about think.we waonld have
you! Here, hold out your hand and take
the vow.”

Tom extended his right hand, which Sam
Smiith at once gripped.

** Promise,” he said sciemnly, *‘never to
reveal anything which would get a brother
Eagle into trouble.” |

“I'm no smneak,” said Tom, *“‘so there's
no difficulty abouat prowising that.”

** And promise,” went on Smith, * that you
will always stand by a brother Eagle who

wants help.”

“0Of course I will,”” said Tom. “Yon
may rely on me. If Jonah Weorrey is -a fair
sample of the Cuckons, I'm not likely to
take to them.”

*“ All are not bad,” said Sam. ‘' Seme are
Cuckoos because we would not trust them.”

** Trust them with what?”

‘“0Oh, yvou will see hy-and-bye.”

“*Sam, can’t you trust me?”

“Of course T can, but it is a mle of our
order not €o be ton hasiy. You can trust
me, Tom; we are friends aiready, and I
hope we shall always be friends.'™
1 hope we shall,”” said Tom, heartily,

~ They talked of other matters of no great
import until the other boys came in to pre-
pare their lessons for the morrow.

Tom,, surveying them, eould see verv ljttle
to guide him to the nature of the moral
culture they received, excepting a few faces
that were pale and had the hunted look
of those who have erred and are in fear
of being found out. :

Jonah Worrey, with a swaggering air,
dropped into a seat facing Tom, and before
opening . his books bestowed upon Tom. a
malevolent grin. ) -

“ What's the matter—taken bad?’ asked
Tom. -

*“ You keep a civil tongue in your head;"”
replied Jonah. *“ I won't stand any of vour
cheek.”
| " You'll
you !’

{ “I won't, you low cad!”

stand whatever I like fo give




Tom was rising in his seat, but Sam pulled

him back agaiuw.
“* Don't play into his hands,”” he said; “a
filaht here doesn't pay. Let the cur alone.”
“ What did you call me?” asked Jonah.
“ A cur,” returned Sam. * You're notling
else.”

“ You're gzetting boid,”” said Jonah, * now
vouve got u Cockney bully to stand up for
you.' ,

“ Wus I ever afraid of you?”’ asked Sarm.

“ Alwayvs'" sneered Worreyv. ** You're o
coward, and you Kknow i!” ¢

Sam Smith, at that epithet, suddenly grew

very hot, leaped over the desh. faid hold
of Jonali's nose, aud the pair fell back

tomether, :
Immediately the schoo! was in commotion,
and Towm. who had hastened round to his
friend’s aid, saw the boys divide into two
parties,.
Samt and Jonal, after a short struggle on

the floor, got up, both in a very rampled
coadition,

“Now, Sam,”” said Tom, * you apre first
class at giving advice, but you doa't act

up to i_t."

GREAT MUSICAL DISCOVERY.

A BRITISH INVENTION.
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B e L ke b Ml i without thelaborious
Eange 34 Octaves. study of scales, The
only PBritish-made 'ocket Instrument on the market.
Post free, with full instructions, 1/9. Better quality 2/9,
irom R. FIELD (Dept. 15), Hall Avenue, Huddersfield.

BIG AND SUCCESSFUL. To be tall is
one of the chief qualifications for suecess, 1t
is e¢asy to incrcase your height by the Girvan
Scientific Treatment., Students report from 2 (o 5
inches inerease.  Send a post-card for particulars
and omr £100 gunarantec, to Enquiry Dept. AM.P,
17, Stroud Green Road, London, N.4 _—

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3
doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS 8. ALSO CHEAP
PHOTO MATERIAL., CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE—HAOKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

FUN FOR ALL! Ventriloquist's Voice Instru.
ment. Invisible, Astonishes, Mystifies. Imitate
Birds, Beasts, ete. 1/- P.O, (Ventriloguism Treatiso
ircluded).—TIdeal ©Qo.., Clevedon, Somersat.

Cure yourself

STOP STAMMERING! 7w

particulars FREE —FRANK HUGHES, Ltd.,
7. Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

CUT THIS QUT.

The Nelson Lee Library. Pen Counon, Value 24,
Send 13 of these Coupons with only 2/9 direct to
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet Street, E.C.4.
You will receive by return a splendid British-
Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed TIleet Fountain Pen, value
10/6 (Fine, Medium or Broad nib). If only 1
coupon is sent the price is 4/9, 2d. being allowed
for each extra coupon up to 12 (Pocket Clip 4d.
extra). This m®ut offer i8 made to introduce the
famous Fleet Pen to NELBON LEE readers, Satis-
faction guaranteed or cash returned. Foreign
post extra,

Lever self-filling Safety Modsl, 2/- extra.

said Sam

“I can't help that,"”
" Now, Worrey, you cur, are you coming
on?’

“YWhat is_this?”" interposed a quieb voice,

hotbly.

and immediately grim silence
the room. .
Mr. Wrasper was there, with Foster Moore

¢lase behind him.

came upon

"1 may as well tell the truth, sir,”
said Sam; **1t will save trouble. Worrey
cealied me a coward, and 1 jumped across

the desk and pulled his nose.”

“It was your duty to have reported
Worrey's offensive word to me. [ suppose
he really uttered it?" saidi Mr. Wrasper.

“ No, I didu’t, sir,”" replied Jonatl.

“Yes, you did!” exclaimed Tnus,

“ Really, Tartar,” said Mr. Wrasper,
“for a wunew boy you Ao interfere in a
most unaccountable manner.””

“1 think there is good occasion,” said
Tom.

“ We differ from wou,” remarked Foster
Moore. “Smith, you can leave your

lessons for this evening, and come aiong
with me.” ‘

Sam closed his books and put them away
it a iovker which, with others, was five:d
aiong oue side of the room,

He did not look ac Tom, but, with a
composed  air, he walked up to the tutor,
with whom he departed.

“J.et me have no more
nighy,” said Mr. Wrasper.

It seemed to Tom that he directed this
request particularly to Jonah Worrey—cer-
tain it s ihat after the schoolimnaster lefb
the room the bully became as quiet as a
mouse.

To Tom it was rather a dreary evening, for

disturbance to-

he had not even the mild diversion of
earning  leseons for the morrow to divert

his thonghts.
But he made the best of a weary time by
ciosely ohserving his future companicns, and

cnaeavouring to size themm up.
The conelusion he arrived at was that

there, was a lot of good stuff in the school,
and ahout the usual amount of bad stutf-—
just as there is in uany community, littles
or big, ai. over the world. ,

At eizht o'clock the boys clozed their
hooks and broke up into little groups. Tom
naturaliy gravitated towards Lawrence Tur-
rell and John McLara; but neither :nade any
reference to CGray or Swmith,

Presently a Lell rang for supper, and, a
mild repast of weak cocoa and bread-and-
cheese having been disposed of, the boys
were ordered to bed.

“I've got to show you where to sleep.”
aid Jonah Worrey to Tom. ** Your bed's
in my room.”

Tom made a pretty “cood cuess as to why
he had been put there, but he could not
reasonably demur to the arrangement; so,
merely nodding his head by way of reply,
he followed Worrey upstairs.

(To be continued.)
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Get it for Christmas——

Pay for it aﬂ:er Chrlstmao@

The Bock Guide that Teaches Profitable Crafimanship.

“The Amateur Mechanic,” compiled by skilled
craftsmen, in simple, non-technical language,
is now in constant use by over 85,000 citizens.

A FEW OF THE 400 LESSONS:

How to Warm Two Rooms {rom one Grate.

To Make, Mend, and Strengthen Locks and Bolts. |
To Instal Electric. Light, Speaking Tubes and Telephones.
To Cure Smoky Chimneys, to Make and Mend Jewellery.'-

To make soan—To make hearthrugs from pieces of cloth—To paint and paper a room—To solc
and heel and pateh boots and shoes—To make @ pair of hand-sewn Dboots—To restore old
brown shoes—To make furniture—To reseat chairs—To iupholstier sofas, ete.—To clean a Primus
or other stove—To repair bicyeles—To overhaul a motor-car—To repair a motor-cycle—To work
in metal—To make a garden frame—To repair water tats—To varnish a violin—To remedy
damp walls—To repair a piano—To make a padded chair from an old cask—To make a mailecart
anid perambulator hood— To stuff animals—To dress furs—Te stuff and mount birds—To do wood
inlaying— To cure a smoking chimney—To prepare working drawings and how to read working
drawings—To renovate a grandfather’s clock—To make garden furniture, arbours, arches,
seats, summerhouses, tables, ete.—To use metal- drilling tools—To renovate mirrors—To up-
holster furniture in leather cloth—To amend brpken china—To do f{retwork—To build a boat—
To make a canoe, ete,—To lime-white poultry houses—To do gold-plating and silver-plating
—To eclean and mend watehes and clocks—To distemper ceilings and walls—To make picture
frames and to frame pictures—All about ceriain fittines—To make metal castings—To make
tracing-paper, waterproof-paper, fireproof paper. ete.—To clean paint off glass—To fit up a motor
workihop—To elean boilers, clce.

With Articles for Young Motorists, Electricians and Engineers. . f
Every design has How~to~do~it Pictures and Diagrams.
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V. A.LW. ADANS, Ponder’s End, Mr. P. SMITH, Dalston, writes: “A
Middlesex, writes: ‘*There is one father, wishing to give his son a pre-
hundred pounds’ worth of informa- sent, cannot do better than buy ‘ The
tion in these books. + am delichted Amatecur Mechanie’” for him—sonie-
with them. The illustrations are splen- . thing to read, something to learn, some-
did, which makes evervthing °plain thing to gain!?”

sailing,” I shall certainly recommend
themk to my friends.”

A Booklet to tll you all about it.

Tothe Waverley Book Co., Ltd.(Dept MN. L S.,)
96, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

Please send me, without charge or obligation '
vour Free IMustrated Booklet, containing all par-
ticulars as to contents, aulhmh cte., of “* The
Amateur VMlechanic,’’ also information as to vour
offer to send the Complete Work for a merely
nominal first payment, the balance to be paid by a.
few small menthly pay menta beginning thnty days
after delivery of the work,

It shows pagesand pictures '
from the actual work.

It tells you how to get “THE
AMATEUR NMECHANIC?” now |
and to pay for it after Christimas while :

“vou are learning how to save money |
and make money from it. - There is no §
cost nor obliecation involved if you send }
for the ¥ree Beoklet
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Send this Lorm or a postcard.
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A MUSICAL BARGAIN
° ON EASY TERMS

§-'Masters Famous Coliseum Accor-

deon, Swaet as the nightingale.. ONLY

P:onuw 8. mmn]nh nftﬂ* dellw_l:,' andyyou”
‘the .acc'ouleon to:play, andsenjoy~whilst
Send 8- now. Satisfaction orv

d{poan‘ mrundcd» . Price, LHt I“rce. o A=

8 GQGrange Rd., Smethwick, Burm'gh'm..

Bang!
Bang !!
Bang!!

Blaze away, boys—100 .
shots without reloading /&

The ‘ QUICFIRA’

1/3 Post Free,
Postage abroad 3d, extra.

Perfectly harmless, but  just the thmg f:}r
Amateur Detectives and Scouts. :
Write your name and address very plainly on al
sheet of paper, attach- this_advt., amr send wnth:
31
. GILMHN

' To ull levers of music we 8/ =
offcv  this 50/« fine organ-§ -- =
toned Il.u[iu';] M odel Acror%&un .

Ar-on Fasy ‘eIrms, - with reej - : i

" Tutor, Ivorite Iwm 2 Dassces, BEFORE -1.1.
Polished Casc, &c., On Easy DELIVERY
2 Yerms, Send us your nn.nt* andia — ]

““addeess owith PO, - (wWe

pay « earripge). 4

(Est. 1869.)

T evwm ow o™ - LB Erl

ILLUSTRATED. JW’
CATALCGUE .z
Post Free,
Bargaing 7.d.
L to £6. Cmclxs
"Watches,
Jeweller v ;
Uwful{‘ooda
Noveltics,s
- Toys, Ete.” 0 =
Xuras Cards, 1/6, Post Free. Pocket Picture Palace
and 100 Pictures, 1/., postage
L G G Numerous other
Bareains. Delight_or Money
DRack. PAIN'S-PRESENTS
HOUSE, Dept. 17X, HASTINGS.

—

BIC BARGAINS.

BOYS, MAKE A SHO(}'K
- COIL FOR 1/9!
Shocking Coil!l T chSet of
P*u'ts for making, 1/9, - Battery
"Parts, 1/6. Postage 3d. cach,
Electro Magnet, 9d. ; postage 3d,
Box Elcctrical Experiments,
“ 3/-; post., 6d.- Spécial Cheap
e Teleplmne Set, Cowmplete, 1/6:
poqt ‘4d. " Electrie Motor, 3/9: post 4d.
- Electric Light.—-Batlery, Switch,
- Wire,--Lamp, " Holder, Reflector, In-
“structions, ete.,  4/6: ° post. i G6d.
Largs:t”sme 8/6; post, 9d, (Cat. 4d.)
‘Harborne Snm.ll Power Co.,

33 (A 1‘ ¥; Queen's Rd., Aston, B;rm1ngham

t 0 (‘lE:.;ll‘ stock qulckl}' J\'.eoﬂ'er reum ated
A% Government -Bicycles at HALF usual

il prices. Cashor Easy Payments. B.5. A,
Royai-Enfield,  Kynoch, New-Fudson -
il and other celebrated - makes—all - i
§| excellent riding condition, Many equal
to new., No reasonable offer refused.

4l Tyres and Accessories at big reductiona
J§ from shop prices. Write for Free Lists.

MEAD 0o 8 o Bomivgham.

NERVOUSNESS

‘is the greatost drawback in life to any man of
woman. If you are mervous, timid, low-spirited,
lack seclf-coufidence, wiil-power, mind concentlalmu
blush, or feel aw kKward in the presence of othem
send 3 penny stamps for particulars of tha
Mento-Nerve Strengthening 1reatiment,
Used in the Navy from Vice-Admiral to Se.:.mm
and in the Army irom Colonel to Private, D.S.0.’9,
M.C’s, M.M.s and D.C.M/'s—Godfry Elliott-
Snnth Ltd., 527, Imperml Bulldutﬁs.
I.udga.te Circus, London, B.C. 4

FREE FUN Our funny Novelty, [ ** CURLY HAFR!™ *It's “ondetful-.” writea
causing Roars of | E.;: 10000 Téstimonials. Proof sent.: Rosw’
Lqugmer FREE to all “ Waveit ” " curls straightést "‘hair. 1/3, 2/5. ROSS.
%‘C‘ﬂldﬁﬂg 118!'(" fot‘ﬁlﬂ'ﬂ Fl"'ute (ﬁon%uring Tricks, 2350 } (Dept. N-L). 173, New North Rd.. London, N1
" hiadies ame unny Recitations: 10 Funny Cinema. Films. . Send 1/10 for Samg
Readings, 73 Toasts. 21 Monologues, Ventriloguism, | Large Variety, inctuding Pa!nlon?l[mgéllmf]\l.?snwlnii::g‘
Ele. Thousands delighted! Great Fun! C. HUGHES; | inclyding Non-Flams=J." Wilford 8, Moorland
15, ,Wood _Sireet,. Edgbaston,- Birmincham. w Place, Hyde Park, Leedq e S ?“‘ \
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