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7 it ' i }), A Splendid Lo.ng Complete Story
_< % Al %{,;# / j iy of School Life and Detective

A

J{ Adventure at St. Frank’s Col-
1/ lege, introducing NELSON LEE,
| / NIPPER, and the Boys of St. Frank’s,

;‘ By the Author of ‘““The Schoolboy

/ 1 ' Soviet,” ‘“The Communist School,”
f ! ‘“ Staunch to the School,” and many other
/. ’; f Stirring Tales.

(THE STORY RELATED
THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER,)

CHAPTER I.
THE CONSPIRATORS!

HE Supreme Council of St. Frank's Revolution was sitting in special session,

I and all the six members of the Council were looking serious and concerned.

For the situation under discussion was as serious as it could possibly be.
_ ‘““ The biggest piece of impudence I've ever heard of!" said Kenmore, of the
Sixth. ¢ Walking out without giving us any proper warning, and-leaving us abso-
lutely in the lurch!” : . .

“ Disgraceful, that's what it is!”* said Chambers, of the TFifth. “ If I had my way
I'd punish the whole crowd jolly severely. They don’'t seem to realise the dignity
and importance of the Supreme Council. We're the sole and absolute controllers of
St. Frank’s, and yet we're defied!”’

““ The situation 1is quite lamentable, my
comrades,” observed the President of the
Supreme Council. *“Quite so! H'm! I regret
to state that the difliculties are far greater
than I had anticipated. But we are not
beaten, There are other servants to be
obtained, and until we can engagce a mew
staff, we will carry on alone.”

The other members of the Supreme Council at by
looked dubious. And for a short while there \
was silence, as eaclh member considered the |
position.

The scene was the Council Chamber of t-he\) Y

Schoolboys’ Union, er the St. Frank’s Soviet. s o T
It was referred to in” various terms, in fact LT\
and the Loyalist section of the boys at St.

t l't'i _,.-'. \\
Frank's was mot very particular about what \\ : ﬁ NN\
they called the Rebels. They were invari- \\ & _(_{

ably uncomplimentary.
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The Supreme Council consisted of six mem-
bers, Kenmore and Carlile, of the Sixth;
Chambers and Grayson, of the Fifth: and
Timothy Tucker and Armstrong, of the
Remove. These six fellows ran the whole
school, And it can hardly be said that
their control had bheen an unqualified sue-
CU83. :

The Schoolboy Commumists were being
civen a chance to see what tliey could do.
The Headmaster was confined to his rooms
for the present, and Nelson Lee was quite
wilking to let the boys give this Communism
a trial. In a way, the famous schivolmaster-
detective was very wise and broadminded in
giving the fellows their chance.

There had been trouble at St. Frank's for
some weeks, mainly owing to the repeated
outhursts of unzccountable violence on the
part of Dr. Stafford. And, at last, just
after the Christmas holidays, the discon-
tented ones hiad broken out into open revolt.
Timothy Tucker, the tame Bolshevik of the
Remove, had seriously suggested practical
Communism as a way out of all the difii-
culties, and to the amazement of everybody.
Tucker's manifesto to the Headmuster had
been accepted.

And even mow only one or two fellows
knew that the Head's acceptance had really
been a forgery; a practical joke on the part
of no less a person tham Reginakd Pitt, of
the Remove.

Nelson Lee, needless to say, had been
absent from the school at the time, and
when he returned he found the Communists
just getting into their stride. And, instead
of quashing thie whole thing then and there,
Nelscn Lee had had the foresight to let it
go on. For the alternative wae a serious
gne. To quell the Rebels and put them
“down would bave been quite possible but dis-
content would have been rife throughout
the whole school, and the trouble would
probably have got worse and worse.

And so Nelkon Lee had let the Communists
continue; feeling morally certain that they
would make a dismal failure of the whole
thing, and would be in a much mcre humble
frame of mind, and more contented gener-
ally, when they surrendered.

Timothy Tucker was the fount of know-
ledge in all Communist matters, and he,
therefore had proclaimed himself President
of the Supreme Council. The senior mem-
Lers did not exactly like this, but they
agreed. And all manner of Communist
schemes had recently been put into opera-
tion.

Sucecess, lowever, had not been very pro-

nounced. The masters of St. Frank’s no |

lomger had amy power. They were merely
eervants of the Soviet, and their sole duty
was to attend in the class rooms and teach
the various Forms. They had absclutely no
power to inflict punishment.

Form Councils had been inaugurated for
this purpose, and the fellows were rapidiy
discovering that the Form Coumcils were ten
times more arbitrary amd tysannous than

{ any Form-mastéf. And the punishments ad-
ministered by the Supreme Council were of
the most drastic and terrifying desecription.
This, of course, had been forescen by
Nelsonin Lee. He knew what boys were, and
konce they had the full control of the schook
in their hands they would proceed to show
their power in no unmistakable way. Lee
believed that the ‘' common ruck ” of the
‘Commun:'sts would soon grow tired of their

leaders.

Grumbles were already being heard, in
faet, and, the previous evening, disaster had
fallen upon the Coinmunists by the action of
the entire houscho!d staff, which had walked
out of the Amncient House in a body. The
staff, in faet, point blank refused to take
any further orders frcm the boys.

As a consequence, supper had been a farce,
and breakfast, to-day, had been so badly
arranged that many fellows received none at
atl.  Growls and grumbles were being heard
on every side.

So the Supreme Council had met, and the
situation was being discussed. A decisicn of
scme Kind was absolutely necessaf¥. Somi-
thing would have to be denre, and with &s
little delay as possible.

“It’s all very well to talk about getting
e until we can engage a staff, and in the
second place, how can we get on until they
L arrive? What about ccoking and preparing
meals; what about making the beds and
ciearring the rooms, and all the rest of it?
We're absolutely stumped, if you ask me.”

“By no means, my dear sir, by no
me:sns!’” sald Tucker gentiy. ** With regard
to the household duties, these shall be per-
formed by special sections of the boys. We
shall give the orders and they shall have to
obey."”

“Yes; but supposing they don't cbey.”

Timothy Tucker blinked.

“In that case, Comrade Armstrong, force
will be necessary,” he said gently. ** We have
the power in our hands, and we shall use it.
Having started on thie system, we must con-
tinue, no matter what the cost. And if cur
comrades prove obstinate, we shall at once
institute measures to bring them to reason.
H'm! That is so!”

It might be possible to get the housework
done, but there’s still the difficulty of pre-
paring the grub,” remarked Carlile. “ Hang
it all, we can't go on like this! Breakfast
was rotten this morning, simply ghastly, in
fact. All I had was some dry bread and a
cup of horrible stufi that was supposed to
be tea. And there's dinner to think of.
Who's preparing it?”’

** Nchody!” said Chambers bluntly.

“The Loyalist cads are all right,'”
growled Armstrong. “ They're all together
over in the College House, and the servants
are still doing their duties. We're the only
chaps who will sufier. That's the rottem
part of it, you know. We control the sclool,
a?dty'et the Loyalists are getting the best
of it!”
at Dear, dear! There is really no- necessity
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to get into such a pamic!” said T.T. “ We
have met together, my comrades, in order
to decide upon these points. A cook is aQ
vital necessity, I will agree. Without proper
food, our followers will become discontented
and troublesome. 1 have been turning the
duestion over in my mind, and I have been
trying to think of any particular boy who is
cxperf, in the art of cooking.”

‘“Blessed if I can think of anybody!”
growled Chambers. ** How many chaps know
how to cook, anyway? There are plenty of
felltows in the Fifth who can fry a Kkipper
over the fire, or poach a couple of eggs;
but it's a different thing when they're re-
quired to cook potatoes and greens and make
Irish stews and all that kind of thing.
They'd end up by making a hash of it!"”’
¢ Well, a hash is better than nothing!"”
said Armstrong.

““0Oh, don’t try any of your idiotic jokes
now!" snapped Kenmore. “We've got to
find somebody who can cook properly. “1
always understood there was a Kkid in the
Remove who was an expert——"

‘““You mean Fatty Little,” said Armstrcng.

lil l?es!'!

““You know jolly well he's a Loyalist, and
over in the College House,”” put in Carlile.
““ He's the very fellow if we could only per-
suade him to join us. But I don't think it
would be possible.”

“I'm afraid, my dear sir, that Little
would raise serious objections to the sug-
gestion,”” said T.T., shaking his head. * He
is, indeed, a rabid opponent, and would
never consent to join our ramks.”

‘““ What about using force?' suggested Ken-
more.

‘“ Dear, dear, dear!” said Tucker dreamily.
““ Force! H'm! H'm! I must admit that
the idea has possibilities. Quite so. Yes,
Comrade Kenmore, it certainly has possibili-
ties! Since Fatty Little will not join our
ranks of his own free will. why should we
not seize hLim, and hold him a prisoner, and
make him cook!”

““ By Jove, that's a ripping wheeze!"” said
Armstrong enthusiasticaily.

“Well, I thought of it!"” said Kenmore.
““You juniors think you can tule the whole
blessed show, but when it comes to ideas,
you're hopeless. It takes a brainy chap like
me to suggest something really practical.”

Kenmore, of the Sixth was a bully by
nature, and it was quite matural for him
to think of forcible methods in preference to
any other. And the more the Supreme
Council discussed this kidnapping idea, the
more they liked it.

It suggested an excellent way out of all
their troubles. Fatty Little was a rteally
remarkable cook, mnot merely handy at
poaching eggs, and so forth, but he was cap-
‘able of preparing a full-sized dinner, rununing
to several courses. He was equally adept at
making stews, puddings, pies and so forth.
Fatty Little had the real knack, and, sup-
plied with all the mecessary materials, he
would certainly make a big success ol it.

| ment breakfast.
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And there were .materials in plenty

in the Ancient House store-room. With such
supphlies ready to ‘Land, the fat boy of the
Anclent House would work wenders, he
would fairly reve! in hLis job.

“1 think the plan will work out admira-
bly, comrades,’” said Tucker soft!y. © Indced,
it may not even be necessary to apply force.
Little is naturally a greedy fellow, and the
prospect of being in the midst of such cata-
ble stuff wili appeal to him. I have no
doubt that he will come at the first sug-
cestion——""

" We can’t afford to take any risks,”
terrupted Koenmore. “If Fatty Little
refuses, his pals will get the tip that we're
after him, and then they will be on their
guard. The only safe way is to kidnap him,
and ask questions afterwards. We shall be
on the safe side by doing that.” '

‘““ But how are we going to get hold of
him?" asked Armstrong.

The President rubbed his hands together.

““ That, » Comrade Armstrong, will be a
matter of extreme simplicify,”” he observed
gently. ““I have a scheme in mind already.
You will see, Comrade Kenmore, that you are
not the only onc who can think of things.
That is s0.”

“Trot out the ideca, and I'll teil you if
it's any good,” said Kenmore bluntly.

T.T. trotted it out, and the Supreme
Couneil all agreed that it was satisfactory
in every way. They put their heads toe
gether, and arranged the final details. And
then a number of Juniors were summoned,
and instructions were handed out to them.

It certainly seemed that TI'atty Littic wus
booked for some trouble!

in-

—‘hﬂ-——

CHAPTER II.
-~ CAUGHT IN A TRAP!

ATTY LITTLE emerged
from the tuckshop in the.
corner of the Triangle.
One or two crumbs still

lingercd on his ample waist-
coat, and he was looking cheer-
ful and satisfied.

The fact that Fatty had enjoved an excel-
lent breakfast only three-quarters of an hour
earlier was a mere trifle. He had just par-
taken of enough tuck to satisfy any ordinary
fellow for the remainder of the day. TFatty
Little’s appetite was a peculiar one, it
needed stoking so to speak, at very fre
quent intervals.

Morning lessons would be commeoencing
very soon, and TFatty was just reckoning
that he would be able to last until midday.
It would be something of an eflort, of
course, but it was better to be well-packed
beforehand. Somectimes, when lie was hard
up, and passing through a lean period, lie
would not be able to obtain tuck to supple-
And on these cccusions he

®
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would groan through miorning lessoms, whis-
pering to all and sundry that he was in
the final stages of starvation. . '

The morning was fairly bright and crisp,
a keen frost being in the air. Fatty strolled
across the Triangle in the direction of the
College House. Really and truly, he was an
Ancient House boy; but there had been
drastic alterations of late. They would prob-
ably be only temporary alterations.

The Rebels, or Communists, being in much
superior, forces, had pitched ‘the emall band
of Loyalists out of the Ancient House com-
pletely, and had taken full possession. But
the Loyalists were getiing on quite well. Al-
though taking no part in this Communisim
scheme, they were vastly enjoying it. It
was interesting to watch the progrees, and
there was much gpeculation among the fel-
lows as to how long it would be before the
Communists suffered a general and ghastly
collapse.

At one time Tatty had heen on the verge
of going over to the Rebels; not because he
believed in their principles, but hecause he
‘had an idea that he would be able to get
more food. He argued that with the boys
in control of the Ancient House, he would
Le able to do very much as le liked, and
could cbtain meals whenever he felt inelined.

But now he was tremendously glad that
he had remained a Loyalist, for the Rebels
were in sore trouble regarding food. Fatty
had heard many grumbles during the morn-
inz, and he gathered that the supporters of
tlie Supreme Council had had practically no
breakfast at all.

Wiiile he was strolling towards the College
Hﬂhaﬂ, two juniors lounged by. Fatty did
not seem to observe t,hat they obviously
wandered in his direction so that they would
pass well within earshot. They were Griffith
and Doyle, and they appeared to be in earn-
st conversation.

“The most lovely grub you
of ! said Doyle audibly. * Tons of it, too—
enougn for a giddy army! And it's all
within reach "

Doyle and Griffith passed on, and Fatty
Little came to a halt. He had heard the
words, Anything about fcod always im-
pressed itself upon his ears. He looked after
the two juniors thoughtfully, but stood quite
stiil. Griflith and Doyle were apparently
wandering aimlessly, for they came back.

“ Apd do you mean to tell me that =all
this tuck is handy, so that anybody can go
and have it?” asked Grifiith, apparently un-
aware of Fatty's proximity.

‘* My dear chap, anybody can help him-
scif to as much as he likes,”” said Doyle.
"Jnjr’n—puffs, mince-pies, cakes, cream tarts

Again the voices faded away, and the two
Kcbels passed on, and Fatty Little found
himself unconzeiously licking his lips. Al
though he was full up, his mouth had sud-
denly begun to water.

** Great pancakes!” he muttered.
the red pepper did they mean?

conld think

e T}'h:z%.
Grubh—us

niuch as you tike!

By
stopped against the gym,
able to hear a bit more.”

Griffith and Doyle as a matter of fact had
ceased their wanderings, and were now lean-
ing carclessly against the corner of the gym-

gravy! They've
and I might be

nasium. They were in such a position that
it would bLe quite easy for anybody to creep
round the other side, and reach that same
corner unobserved.

Fatty Little was not slow to realise this.

He stuck his hands in his pockets, whistled
with ecxaggerated carelessness, and strelled
away. He made his way to the back of the
gymnasium, and then, with bated breath, he
erept round until he was quite close to the
corner. Voices fioated round the angle cof
the building.

“ Beastly rotten breakfast, if you like™
Griffith was eaying. ‘' Still, we made up
for it by helping ourselves to that tuck,
didn’'t we? And fancy all that tuck being
there, and we're the only chaps who know
about, it!”

“Don't you breathe a word!” ggaid Doyle
warningly. “ If the crowd gets to know, the
stuff will vanish in no time. It's as safe a8
houses in that htt.le shed at the back of the
—'i.nment House.”

* Is the door locked?”’

wi NO-”

“What if somebody gets in?”

“*That won't matter,” said Doyle. *‘ All
the grub 13 packed in cases3, and nobody
would know that it was really there. I ex-
pect it came from the confectioners in Ban-
nington. Anyhow, we've got a supply there
that'll last us for days, prowdmg we dem't
give the wheeze to anybody else. The chief
thing is to keep mum about it.”

*“* Rather!”' agreed Armstrong. “ We can
find that shed in the dark, too; it's the
little one up in the corner. But don’'t you
think it would be a good wheeze to cart the
stufi to a safer place?”

“ Perhaps so,” said Doyle thoughfully.
“Yes, we'll do that after morning lesscus,
and then we shall be absclutely certain of
keeping it to ourselves. * Well, come on,
we'd better get indoors.

They walked away, and Fatty leaned back
against the wall of the gymnasium, breath-
ing hard. His eyes were gleaming, and his
chubby face was decidedly flushed. Never
for a moment did he suspect that that con-
vercation had been eoncocted for his own
particular benefit.

It had seemed su natural—so plausible—
that the fat junior was completely deceived.
Certainly, it was easy enough to spoof him,
when it came to a question of food, although
on all other matters he was uds keen as most
juniore. Fatty was no fool.

The prospect . of ‘obtaining umnlimited
plies of tuck free of all charge,
deadened his matural astuteness. He had mo
scruples about taking the stuff. It belonged
to the Rebeis, and- it was a recognised privi-
lege at St. Frank's for rival juniors to raid
one ancilier's tuck.

sup-
however,
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Fatty pictured to himeelf how he would
be abie to get this glorious supply and trans-
fer it to a safe place. He would them be
able to help himszelf just as he liked. And it
afforded him keen pleasure to picture the
dismay of Armstreng and Doyle when they
arrived in the shed after morning lessons to
tind their prize vanished.

If IFatty's mind had not been so fixed on
the food, he might have thought it peculiar
that the Rebels had been so definite
regarding the nature of the tuck, and its
cxact whereabouts. And it certainly seemed
strange that it should be placed in a shed,
with the door unlocked.

However, Fatty was not {roubled by any
suspicions, and he made his way fairly
quickly, and by a round-about route, to the
rear of the Ancient House. The yard there
was quite deserted and bare. There was no
sign of any living soul. There were several
sheds and outhouses, but there was one in
a corner with a closed door. It was smaller
than the rost, and was undoubtedly the one
which Griflith and Doyle hLad been discuss-
ing.

Fatty Little made his way towards it, with
his heart beating at a more rapid rate. He
ghanced over his shoulder once or twice, but
there was mno cign that he was being ob-
served.

He rcached the door, bplaced
upon the handle, and turned it. To his joy,
the door opened at once. He crept in on
tip-toe, and found that the interior of the
shed was dim and gloomy.
the door closed with a slam as soon as he
was inside, and he started.

* Great bloaters!”” he gasped.
who—"

‘““ As neat as you like!" exclaimed a chuck-
ling voice. ' Come into my parlour, said the
spider to the fly! Grab him, you chaps!”

Fatty started back, utterly staggered, for
a dozen forms locmed out of the dimness,
and swrrounded him. A second before he
had believed himsclf to be absolutely alone.
Now, in a flash, he knew that there wuas
some trick sabout the whole businces!

. ‘*Leggo, you rotters!” he gasped, strug-
gling in the grasp of the Rebels. ** You—you
awful bounders! By chutney! You'd better

his fingers

“Who—

not touch me-—"' : ‘
‘““My dear fat porpoise, we have touched
you,”" exclaimed Armstrong. “You will

please understand that you are in the hands
of the enemy.
are a captive of war!”

“1 suppose you did this on purpose, just
to dish me out of that tuck!' snorted Fatty
Little indignantly.

‘““My dear ass, there never was any tuck;
it was just - a myth!’ grinned Hubbard.
““ Doyle and Griffith did thieir part very well,
evidentiy, because you swallowed the giddy
bait whole. It was a trap—and you're col-
lared!"

" TAt last Fatty Little realised the truth.

For some reason, f

Any resistance is useless. You

ik

So it was all spoof about

“You—you cads'
that grubh?*

** Shiwer moonshine!”

“Why, you—you—"

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

The Rebels roared at the cxpression o
Fatty's face. Then he was held more firmiy,
and Armstrong gave a sharp order.

“ Bring him ulong to the Council Cham-
ber!"” he exclaimed. ' The other members
of the Supreme Council are sitting, and
awaiting the arrival of the prisoner. There's
not much time, so we'd better buck up.”

Fatty vainly struggled,

“ What's the idea, you rotters?” he de-
manded hotly. * What have you collared
me for. If you think I'll take up your rot-
ten Communism, you've made a bloomer!
I'm not going to be starved to death—-'

" Bring him along!"" ordered Armstrong.

“In spite of his protests, Fatty Little wus
forced out of the shed, across the yard, and
through the rear doorway. He was taken
along numerous passages until he arrived at
the apartment whichh had originally been Mr.
Crowell's old study. It was now the Couuncil
Chamber of the Supreme Council.

Armstrong threw the deoor open, and a
moment later I'atty was forced in. He
found the Supreme Council sitting.  Arm-
strong had already taken his place. And
they were all looking stern and determined.

““Stand the prisoner immediately in front
of us!” comm.nded Kenmore.

Fatty Little was forced forward until he
was standing right against the long table
behind which the Couneil was sitting. He
was left to himseif, his guards falling back
and standing at attention. There was no
hope of escape for the captive, for he was
completely surrounded by the enemy.

“* You will please understand that you are
a prisoner in the hands of the Communist

forces!"" said Armstrong curtly. ** What is
your name?"
“You mad fathead!™ shouted Fatty.

“You know what my name is—''

“That is no way to address a member of
the St. IFrank’'s Supreme Council!” said Arm-
strong harshiy. ** Unless you can talk res-
pectiully, you will be immediately sentenced
to severe pumishment. It is not the object
of the Council, however, to inflict any harm
on you."

“ What bave you brought me here for?”
demanded the fat junior.

*You are a prisoner—-'

‘“f've heard about that ten times!”
snapped Fatty. *“ Not that I need telling,
anyhow !"

**You will be held as a prisoner during the
pleasure of the Supreme Council!" exclaimed
Timothy Tucker gently. “ You will please
realise, my dear sir, that we are serious,
and any attempt to escape on your part will
meet with dire consequences. You huve been
brought here because we intended you to
work, Quite so. You will be forced to

** Great apple-dumplings!” he exclaimed. } labour,"



“*What the
toasted crumpets do you mean?”
* Really, my dear sir, what an absurd ex-

“ Labour!” gasped Fatty.

pression!” said T.T. reprovingly. “ The
supreme Council has decided to appoint you
Chief Cook of the Ancient House——-"

“* Chief Cook!"”
iy,

 Exactly,” said Tucker. ** You will be
taken to the kitchen, and it will be your
duly to prepare all meals for the entire
Communist forces, You will be guarded con-
etantly, and you will not be allowed to par-
take of zny food in between meals. 1t will
ke your first duty to prepare dinner!”

I‘atty Little laughed contemptuously.

“* You funny asses!” he exclaimed. ‘‘How
do you suppose I'm going to prepare dinner
for euch a big crowd? I couldn't possibly do
it! Why, it takes iive or six peuple to——"

“ You will have a staff of assistants, com-
poced of Third Form comrades!” said Tue-

repeated TFatty brighten-

ker. ** They will be at your scrvice to peelt

potatoes, wash dishes, and so forth. Iiut
yon will be constantly guarded, and——

“ You might as well eave your breath!”
iinterrupted Fatty. *““I'm not cooking for a
set. of beastly Rebels, T can tell youl”

“ Do you niean to say you refus¢?’” roared
kenmore.

‘* By pancakes! I should think I do!”

The Supreme Council glared at him.

“You fat rotter!” spapped Armstrong.
“ You've got to agree, understand?”’

“1f he doesn't, we'll give him a taste of
the birch!” said Kenmove,

** Dear, dear, dear! Surely that is not
necessary?”” murmured T.T. 1 think, my
dear sirs, that there is one very effective
way of bringing the prisoner to a state of
<ubmission. He will be taken to the cells,
oml sterved until he agrees to our terms,
Sfewards, remove the prisoner at once!”

“*The birch would he better!” declared
henmore.

But the other members of the Couneil sup-
perted Tucker’'s sugeestion, and FFatty Little
wis eeized again, and foreibly taken to the
cellar. The door was unbolted and opened,
and he was thrust down into the ecold dark-
ness. The cellar was fairly large, but dreary
amdd dismal. And Fatty Little was not feel-
img exactly happy as he reviewed the situa-
Ltion,

“* The cads—the awful eads!” he muttered.
** They're going to starve me down here!
Ail right, they ean do it! I'll never give in!
1'l1 never work for such a crowd of rotters!
'rh.;zy”cuu starve me until I'm ae thin as a
rail!

He was mnot exceedingly hungry at the
moment, and so he murmured these words
withh confidence. Later on, when he felt
certain pangs in the region of the waist-
coat, he would probably alter his mind.

The Supreme Councii was well satisfied
with the position.

“It'l} De all right if he gives in,” said
Armstrong. *“.J don't think there’'s much

J

doubt aheout that. But eupposing he doesn’t
give n until the middle of the day? There
won't be any time left to prepare dinner.’

“It would have been a lot better to have
swiped him until he gave in!”’ declared Ken-
more. ‘‘ What do you say, Grayson?”
~ " Swiping's a geod game, and I'm generalily
in favour of it,” said Grayson, of the Fifth.
“ But in this case I reckon it was better to
starve the young bounder. He'd only be
vindictive after a touch of the birch, and he
nmight have made a mess of the dinner out
of pure spite. I reckon if we go to him inan
hour he'll he as tame 28 a lammb, and ready
to agree to anything.”

““That is my opinion, Comrade Grayson,”
eaid Timothy Tucker. ** It is mecrely neces-
sary to exhibit just a little diplomacy in
these matters.”

And thke Supreme Coumeil broke up.

—_— e -

CHAPTER III.
MORE CONSPIRATORS ! .

66 HE:\RD the latest?”’ asked

Reginald Pitt.

He approached a

group of Loyalists who

were standing in the College
House lobby; waiting, in faect,

for morning lessons. There was not suflicient

time for football practice or anything of

that sort, and so the fellows were content
to stand chatting.

I was included in the group, and I was
just discussing with Tommy Watson and
Sir Monty Tregellis-West what we should
do about our immediate football fixtures.
We couldn't very well play our regular team,
for some of its members belenged to the
Rebel forces. The position, from the point
of view of sport, was somewhat awkward.

We turned as Pitt came up.

** What's the latest, anyway?” asked
Tommy Watson,

““The Rebels have got hold of TFatty!”
said Pitt, grinming. ** One or two of the
Rebel fags were talking, and 1 heard it. I
demanded to know the full truth, and they
blabbed it out.”

““ They've got hold of Tatty?”
“What for?”

““ They've trapped
seme grub—-"

‘*“* Ha, ha, ha!t!”

“ Which didn't actually exist!” went on
Pitt. ‘“* And then, having got him where
they wanted him, they fell upon the poor
bouny boy, and seized him. And they carried
him with due pomp and solemnity before the
Great and Glorious Council of Extremists!”

““ Are you trying to be funny?” demanded
Handforth grimly.

“Not at all!” smiled Pitt. *‘ Some fellows
can. be funny without knowing it, but I'm
not one of these happy individuals., Now,
you're always funny, Handy. One glanece at
your face—=-"

I ropeated.

him by luring him (o0
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* Ha, ha, ha'™ .

“You- you prize ass!" roared Edward Os-
wald Handforth. “1f you're going to be
perscnal, 'Ll punch your silly nose.
to know why the Rebels have got hold of
Iatty Little?”

“The  answer is—arub!” said  Pitt.
They've made him their chief cook, and the
pocr chap is forced to do all the work with
guards looking on all the time. He
even be able to bave a snack now
again'"

“ M, ba, hatv

“1t's all very well for you chaps to laugh,
but | regard this seriously,” I said. * Of
all the nerve! Collaring one of our chaps
and foreing him to work! My sons, this
must be attended to.”

“Thuat's what T was thinking,”

and

said Pitt.

“Poor old Fatty! But he didn't knuckle
under—he’'s made of the right stufl, and
pienty of it. He point blank refused to

serve the Rebels.”

“Good for Fatty!”" said Jack Grey.

“But we ain't going to stand this!”
shouted Handforth indignantly. *‘ Huh! It's
likely that we're going to let these Commun-
ists pinch one of our fellows and turn him
into a siave!"

““ And they call it freedom!” said Tommy
Watson.

““And if Fatty knuckles
finish, TI'll punch him until
bruise frem head to fcot!" went on Hand-
forth. ** What's he doing now, anyway? It
he refruieed to work, the Rebels must have
done something to him——-"

“ By what I could understand, he defied
the Supreme Council, and they ordered him
to be imprisoned until he caved in,”" said
Pitt. ““In other words, they're going to
starve him into submission.”

“That'll take about ten minutes!”” grinned
De Valerie.

“[ don't know: I saw him having a ter-
rific feed in the tuck shop not long ago,”
remarked Bob Christine. * He's pretty well
packed up, I should think. We've got to
- think of something to help him.”

Handforth sniffed.

“That'll take you ail the morning, I sup-
pos¢?" he enccred. ** Think of something!
Thats' all vou chaps are good for, instead
of gettng straight to action, you mess about
thinking out plans! You're just like a for-
ward in front of an open goal, who starts
playine about with the ball instead of shoot-
ing! 1 vote we dash across to the Ancient
flouse, and rescue Fatty straight off!”

“ Spiendid:” 1 seid. ** And how's it zolng
to L2 done?” |

“How's it goinz to he done?” repeated
Hondforth., * Nothing casier! We've siinply
got to go over in foree, have u territic scrap
with the Rebels, and rescue TFatty Little.
That's aily”

“To mention nothing about being whacked
to the wide, and chueked out on our necks!”
I said. “ It's ezsy cnough to have a serap,

under in the
he's one  big

[ want

won't |

Seizing a moment when he was not
observed, Fatty emptied the contents
of the tin box into the stew.

['ll admit. But you seem to forget, Handy,
that the Rebels are practically two-to-one
against us, and we couldn’t possibly hope to
win in an open scrap. Direct action is all
very well under certain circumstauces, but it
wouldn't work here.”

“Well, I'm zoing to try it,”” snorted Hand-
forth. ** You can jolly well have a go at

your own beastly methods. I'll work inde-
pendently !
Handforth stalked towards the doorway.

He paused just before going out, and looked
back. His aze wus fixed upon Church and
McClure, who were studiously examining (e
wall.

“ Come on, vou fatheads!” he said grufily.
Church and MeceClure evidently krew their
names, for they looked round at once.

“We're mnot coming!” said Church
shortly.

“0Oh, ain't you?’ roared Handforth,
“We'll jolly well see about that! You™
you desorters! You traitors! We're going
to show Nipper and iiis erowd that we can
co and rescue TPutty without any thelp at
aklt™

Church and MecClure were reluctant to go,
pbut in order to save trouble they followed



In
went with my chums to
study Q, and made certain suggestions which

their impulsive lcader into the Triangle.
th.c meantime 1

caused the juniors to go off into a con-
dition. closely resembling hysterics. By the
time they had recovered from their laughter
-1 was well en my way. to the laboratory.

I was lucky enough to have the place to
myself, and with rapid fingers 1 compounded
a  powdery mixture ccnsisting of various
drugs and chemicals. They were all perfectly
harmless, even when mixed, but I was iu-
clined to believe that they wouwld not be
precisely comfortable.

Armed with this mysterious concoction, I
placed it in a little tin box, and then sal-
lied out. I wandered across the Triangle,
and at the first opportunity I dodged into
the old monastery ruins, without being ob-
served.

Then I hurried as Tast as I could down
the circular steps, crumbling with age, which
led down into the Ancient vault. This had
been the scene of many adventures in the
pagt, and I knew every inch of the place.

And I knew, also, that a secret tunnel led
from the vault wight into the Ancient House
cellars. This passage, indeed, had been usci
cuite recently, =since the Rebels had formed
themselves into a party. But the Commun-
ists were still unaware of its existence.

It was not a very long passage, and I =con
traversed it. Finally making my way up
some steps, I was confronted by a strong
stene door. It was quite obviously a door
frem this side; but {rom the other side it
resembled a portion of the weall, and could
not be detected.

This decor had jammed a bit, owing to the
fact that Handforth had slammed it to with
unnecessary vigour. This incidentully, had led
to a whole crowd of us being trapped in the
cellar without any possibility of escape. For
it was impossible to open the secret door
from the other side.

But I made short work of it now—for
all the clumsy but effective mechanisim was
in full view. I soon found where the fault
lay, and put it right. Then 1 cautiously
opened the door and gazed through,

All was dim and dark in the cellar. [t
was only provided with ventilators, and
these scarcely gave any light, although they
kept the air pure and fresh. 1 waited for
a moment or two, half fcaring that Fatty
had becen removed.

Then I heard a shuflling footstep.

‘* The rotters!” came a muttered vcice.
‘“ By pancakes! They're going to secrve me
ont, are they? I'll show ‘em!”

I grinned to myseif,

“Fatty!” 1 whispered softly.

; '%‘the'shufﬂiqg footstcp came to an abrupt
1alt. -

** Did—did
startied voice.

* It's all right—den't be seared!” 1 mur-
mured. *“‘I'm Nipper—I've just arrived.

somebhody speak?” asked a

Don't speak loud, or the Rebels might hear

you,”’
“ Great fryimg pans!” gasped Fatty
Little, coming forward in the gloom.

**How—how did you get in here, Nipper?
You must have been here all the time, you
hounder! 1 thought 1 was alone——"

*“1've just arrived,” I interruptedq,
“Don’t be so startled, my portly youth!
I've come in through a secret tunnel!”

I"atty was fairly amazed, but when he
saw the opening of the tunnel he jumped
with delight, and made a rush for it. DBut
I pulled him back.

** Oh, good!” said Fatty. ‘‘I can escape
this way, and those beastly Rebels won’t
he able to know how I got away! 1I'm
starving! 1 shall just have time for a snhack
before merning lessong——"

‘““You're not going to have a snack, and
you're not starving!’ I interrupted. ** And
what’s more, you're not going to clear out
of this cellar just yet.”

Fatty Little stared at me indignantly.

** But didn't you come here # rescue me?”
he demanded.

e NOE?I

**What! You —you——"’

““Keep your hair on!” I grinned. *‘“ You'll
understand in a minute. You’ve got to re-
main here, my son, angd follow my instrue-
tions—to the letter. And you've got to
surrender to the Rebels and become their
chief cook!”

Fatty was now fairly amazed.

*“\Why, you—you traitor!”’ The gasped.
“You—the leader of the Loyalists—te!ll me
to go over to the Rebels! By gravy! I'm
surprised at you, Nipner! You must he off
your giddy rocker!”

““No, I'm not!” I grinned. ‘“ And if you’'ll
stand still and listen, instead of jawing
like a gramophone, I'll explain.”

“Yes, but this is a cocd chance for me
to get away—"’

“No, it isn't,”” I said. “If you vanish
out of this cellar the Rebels will know that
there must be some kind of an exit—and
that'll be a distinet disadvantage to us.
Besides, we can’t afford to miss this ehance
of aiving 'em a Kkneek.”

L Which chance?””

L ‘““Don’t 1 keep telling you that I want to
explain?”’ 1 asked patiently. *“1If you’ll
only listen, you'll soon find that you'll have
plenty of chances to give the Rehels the
?]ip.i And you can give ‘em something else,

oo!”’

I proceeded to explain. Fatty lookcd
rather impalient at first, then he hecame
attentive, and, finally, his fat face broke out
into wide grins. One or two deep chuckles
caunsed his chin to ripple up and down.

‘“Great jumping pancakes!” he breathed.
‘““ What a wheeze! Oh, my only hat! We’'ll
make the Rebels wish they’d never been
horn!”’

“You'll do it?” 1 asked.

**Rather!” said Fatty enthusiaszticaily.
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“ Why, it's as safe as houses—and I shall be | -1 surrender! 1'11 prepare the grub, if you

able to escape at dinner time, at the latest! like!" :

Gimme that giddy powder! Can 1 us=e the **Oh. zood! said Griiflith,

1ot 2"’ Gl tuuuwhf the f.-it youny ﬂmttun would
““ Kvery crumb!’ I grinned. ““It’s as | throw up the sponge,’” =aid Shaw. * Right-

harmless as Epsom salts—but about ten | ho—bring hiin up. We'll =¢t him to work

times as bad! 1 know a good bit about | at once. We've got to have something

chemicals and drugs, or I wouldn't have | decent for dinner to-day, or we shall have

undertaken anything of this kind at all. |
don't believe in c¢haps playing about with
drugs and chemicals unless they know what

they're doing—it might be dangerous. But
this stufl is as safe as houses.”
“(:oud"’ said Fatty. *I'll take it, and

Nnow

‘“* Sh-s-s-s-h!”
opcned!”

I gave his arm a squeecze, and then moved
silentiy back to the secret door. I slipped
through, and held the door nearly clozed. It
was impossible for anyone to see me in that
dark corner of the ccellar,

Fatty Little went to the foot of the stairs
and gave a hollow groan. TFour Rebel: came
down, and at the sameé moment the cellar
was flooded with electric licht. 1 had becn
expecting something of this kind, and T was
thanhful that 1 had retreated into cover., |1

I hissed. ** The door’s being

closed | lE door completely, so as to be on
the safe side. 1 knew that I conid trust
Fatty t'l} do his part well. -

The four Rebels were Doyle, Griflith, ana
Hubbard, and Shaw, of the Fifth. Shaw
was Grayson’s particular pal, and a well-
known bully.

“ Well, my fat lubber?” he grinned. *' How

do you feel now?”’

“Ow! I'm nearly dead!”
in anguish.

& ‘-w,ured vou mean—afraid of hemn in the

dark

“You—you cad!” moaned Fatty.
not{ that—I'm starving—I'm fading
to a shadow! You—you torturer!
Spanish Inquisitors! You're starving
a skeleton, and one day you'll suffer!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can laugh!” went on the fat junior
in a hollow voice. ‘1 sha'n't live now—I1'm
past all lLelp now! This'll be the finish of
me! And when I'm buried, you'll have my
death on your conscience.”

“*1've got an idea he'll be pretly reascn-
able now,” grinned Doyle. * You fat ass!
You haven't been imprisoned more than half-

an-hour ‘

““ Half-an-hour!”  said Fatty
# Why, it seems lrours and hours!”

““What it seems, and what it actually is,
are two different things,” said Doyle.
““ Well, what's the verdict? Shall we shut
¥You up again—to starve somie more? Or
will you surrender, and accept the oflicial
post of Chief Cook to the Communists?
What's the verdict?”

Fatty Little gave a deep, mournful sigh.

eroaned Fatty,

“OIts
away
You
me to

dazed!y.

“1'm beaten!”” he said brokenly. ¢ Star-
vation is the worst torture of any! Nobody

can stand out against ig!

Yes, 1—1 give in |

!

|

L

| ** This ain't so bad, after

a split in the ranks,
ceeded on bad grub.
that a revolution
chaps aren't fed!”
-Fatty Little seemed to take his lot with
sulien resignation. He cave his word that
he would not attempt to escape while he
was at work, and he wus known to he a
fellow who would not give a false promise,
And so, shortly afterwards, he was in-
stalled in the spacicus and weil-appointed
kitechen of the Anecient House. He was in Is
full glory, and his spirits were hucked up
enormously. Attired in & white coat and a
(,va'w cap, he looked the part to the life.

“He had a staff of twelve fags under him,
and he soon set these to WOrk--some wasi-
ing up, some peeling potatces, and so fortl.
There were two Fifth Form fellows, in the
kKitchen, acting as guards.

The fags didn’t mind a bit—they
velling in it. "As Owen wminor
*This was better than stewing at lessons,
any old day!” The Third Formers, in fact,
thoroughly approved of the whoele scheane,
and did not need to be pressed into service,

Fatty, after having a look at the available

No army has ever suac-
And it stands to reason
can't xeen going if the

vwere re-
remarked:

supplies, found that .two or three half-
finished joints were on hand, with plentiful
quantities of carrots, onions, potatoes, and

other vegetables,

He decided to make an Irish stew, and for
this purpose he hali-filled a givantic cauldron
with the various ingredients, And Fatty
knew exactly what to do. He had a touch
about hiin that stamped him as a true clief,
He knew exactly how mich water to use,
precisely how much seagoning and =auce, and
he knew when to put the carrots in, and
when to thicken the liguor. In fact, there
wasn't a thing about cooking he didn't know.
He had made a study of it for yecars,

His knowledge also came in handy rezard-
ing the other vegetables. And when every-
thing was going ahead nicely, Fatty glanced
at the clock and grinned.

‘*“Another hour of lessons vet.” Le =aid.

all, you know."

““1I reckon you ought to think vyvourselfl
lueky!” said one of. the TIifthh Formers,
“We're all missing lessons, and thlis Kkitchen
iz comfy and warm. We're having the hest of
it, if vou ask me.”’

“J—1 say!”’ piped one of the
eagerly. *“*Can we do this to-morrow?"”

**You bet!" grinned the Fifth Former,

“* Hurrah!”

“Oh, it’s all very well for you fags {o
cheer, but you've only tasted the sweet yeb!™
said the senior. * The bitter's got to cocme!
Just waib until youre set to “he task of

113

fags
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washing up! You won’t like that very much,
And you'll have to be on duty here most ol
the evening—getting supper ready. And
you'll have to do the washing up afterwards:
And you'll have to be up two hours before
the rest of the fellows in the morning, to
get breakfast ready!”

The facs looked utterly dismayed.

‘““Oh, my goodness!” said Owen minor.
* We—we haven't got to do all that?”

““0Oh, yes, you have!”

The Third Formers were by no means
happy at the prospect. They had thought
only of the present; but now they Kknew
what this task really entailed, they suddemy
lost all enthusiasm for It.

Fatty Little went over to the big range,
where the fire was roaring cheerfylly, and
examined his numerous pans and saucepans.
All were boiling, and when he lifted the
cover from the stew, a delicious odour came
wafting across the kitchen. That stew was
certainly a good one.

“* We shall want something to finish with,
of course,”’ said Fatty thoughtfully. *" Now,
femme sec. There's plenty of flour here—
and currents—and sultanas, and all that kind
of thing. I’ll tell you what—we’ll have plum-
and-currant duff for the second course. ['ve
got a special recipe of my own for it!”

Fatty Little at once proceeded with the
manufacture of a huge pudding. He merely
did this in order to pass the time, and be-
cause¢ he revelled in the whole affair. To

have exactly what ingredients he liked was|

a rare novelty, and he made that pudding
really well.

By the time it was nicely on the boil,
morning lessons were over, and several mem-
bers of the Supreme Council came down to
see how things were going on. Kenmore
was among the first, and he sniffed the air
hungrily as he entered.

“ Topping nifi!” he observed. ‘‘That’s the
way, Fatty—serve up a good dinner, and
we'll grant yon a few favours, you know.
But you won't be allowed to move out of
the Ancient House—that's understood.
You’re a prisoner here!”

“1 know all about it,” growled Fatty.
* And don’'t come bhothering here—because
you’'l: make things go wrong. Your face is
enough to make the stew curdle, anyhow!”

*Why. you—you cheeky young elephant!”
roared Kenmore. “1I'll elip your ear for
that!”

But Kenmore thought - bstter of
Fatty was smothered in flour.
preparations for serving dinner
under way.

Fatty Little tasted his stew liberally
before finally serving it up. It was so good
that he had two helpings, and he looked
really sorrowful as he toek the small tin box
out of his waistcoat pocket.

“1t'es a pity to spoil it all!”’ he murmured.
*= Still, it’s got to be done!”

He took some comfort in the thought that
f» wasn't right, anyhow. for these beastly

it, as
And active
were got

Rebels to enjoy his cooking. And, =eizing a
moment when he was not observed, he

emptied the contents of the tin box into the
stew. Then he proceeded to stir vigorously.

A little later on he took a tiny sip of the
liquor: It tasted delicious—the powdery
mixture had not affected the flavour to any
noticeable extent. But Fatty knew bhetter
than to partake of a large amount. He had
had his share beforehand!

Dinner time came, and the stew was served
up. Fatty had made a liberal quantity, and
there was more than enough to go round.
Without any doubt at all, that stew was a
trinmph. It was so delicious that not &
serap of it was left. ;

And the pudding to follow was equally
good. The Rebels declared that they had
never eaten a better dinner, and they were

full of praise for their captive cook. They
resolved to Kkeep him, under all circum-
stanees.
But something was in store!
»
—_—t
CHAPTER 1V.
MORE CONSPIRATORS!
OW—yow!” exclaimedq
Armstrong wildly.

(11

** Yarooooh!”
? “Yow!"”
fith. * Ooooh!”

Dinner had been over about
half-an-hour, and Griftith and Armstrong
were in the Ancient House lobby. They were
hoth in extraordinary positions, doubled
up, and holding their waistcoats tightdy.
They were still making sounds when Doyle.
and Hubbard appeared. The two juniors
stopped abruptly, and stared at the agonised

ones,
** Hallo!”’ said Doyle. * What's
il1!”” said Hubbard.

with you fellows?’’

““ They seem to be
“*What's the matter, Armstrong?”’

“Yow—ow!" said Armstrong gaspingly.
““Oh, my hat! I—1'm dying—— Yarooooh!”

He doubled himself up afresh, and rolled on
the floor.

‘““Here, I say!’ said Doyle, in alarm.
‘“ There’s something badly wrong with him,
you know! We'd better fetch Dr. Brett!
There's no telling— I—I—"

Doyle came to a full stop, and a peculiar
expression entered his face. A gasp came
from between his lips, and he made a clutch
at his middle. Then he doubled himself up
into a knot.

‘““ Qoooooh!”” he panted faintly. *‘I—1've
aot a pain! Yow! Oh, my only hat! -Ow!
Yarooh!”

Doyle fairly went off into a howl, and
Hubbard stared at the three writhing juniors
in absolute amazement, _

‘“* They must have eaten some poison!’’ hoe
gasped. ‘* What on ecarth—— , my only

¢choed Grif-

wrong
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aunt! I—I can feel something—— Help!
Help! Ow!"”

Without warning, Hubbard closed himsel!
up like a penknife, and within a few
moments he was gasping and howling just as
.vigorously as the others. 1t was astounding

—unaccountable. And i1t was frightfully
alarming. What on ecarth could be the

meaning of this strange and terrible attack?

The four juniors, to tell the truth, were
filled with wild alarm. They were filled with
pain, too. They all suffered frightful
spasms’ internally. And these spasms seemed
to come upon them without waring, and
- without aliowing them any time to get their
breath.

A stranger entering the Ancient House
just then would have been exceedingly
astounded. in the lobby there were four
juniors rolling about on the floor. In the
Remove passage about six others were also
smothering themselves with dust. Fullwood
and Gulliver clung desperately to the door-
way of Study A, and Bell was lying in a
heap in an easy-chair,

The most weird and wonderful sounds
came from all quarters. They were groans
and gasps and agonised howls. It was the
same in every part of the Ancienf; House.
As though by some gigantic hand, everybody
was struck down at the same time.

The Supreme Council was sitting—at least,
the Supreme Council had been sitting.

At present it was either rolling on the
floor, or attempting to tie itself up. Such
pains had never before been experienced by
any of the fellows.

All constitutions were not alike, and some
of the victims, of course, were more seriously
effected than others. One or two, in fact,
hardly noticed any discomfort at all. But
these were in the minority. Nine fellows
out of ten were prostrated.

It was the same in other parts of the
school.

In the Triangle five Rebels were attacked
with the strange malady at once. They
valiantly attempted to reach the privacy of
the Ancient House before doubling up, but
it was impossible. And there they were, in
various parts of the Triancle, making public
exhibitions of themselves. The Loyalists,
far from being sympathetic, simply howled
with laughter. '

For the truth had got round by this time.

“ Did you ever know anything so rich?”
orinned Pitt. ‘1t was Nipper's wheeze—
e got Fatty to ‘ doctor' the Rebels’ dinner,
and this is the result! All the bounders are
helpless with tummy trouble!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““But, dash it all, it looks serious!' said
Tommy Watson. Just listen to the howls! 1
hope some of the chaps won't peg out!”

. ““You ass!”’ 1 grinned. * The stutl’s abso-
futely harmless—but I'll admit 1t gives
you what-ho at first. All these chaps will
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them a rare amount of good, although they
don’t know it.” 5

" They don't seem very grateful!” grinned
Churceh.

‘““* Ha,- ha, ha!'”

“You—you murderers!” gasped Owen
major, who was near by, tightly holding his

belt. *‘You—you heartless torturers! If I
die, it'll be your fault, and-— Ow!
Yarooh! I'm dying now!"

““Ha, ha, ha'"

In  the Ancient House, the Supreme
Tribunal was feeling the first signs of
recovery. Fortunately, the acute spasms-

did not last very long. The pains, instead of
enduring, came all at once, and the victims
knew all about it! Happily for them, the
period of agony was soon over.

In the Council Chamber, Armstrong and
Kenmore were the first to recover. Arm-
strong had crawled into the Council Chamber
to see if his fellow Councillors were similarly
affected—and he found that they were.
But now he was getting better. He was able
to stand upright.

“Oh, my goodness!” he said
“They're not quite so bad now.
thought T was dying, you know!'
goodness they don't come back!”

““We've been poisoned!" said
savagely. * That's the truth of
deliberately been poisoned!”

‘“Oh, don’t talk rot!”
“It can't be poison! I suppose you're
trying %o suggest that Fatty Little put
something in the dinner?”’

| kngw jolly well he did!"’ snapped Ken-
more. ‘"I'm going to skin him alive for it
The artful young porpoise! 1 suppose he
thought he'd take it out of us like that!
And we were praising him up, too!”

‘““ Dear, dear, dear!” said Timothy Tucker
faintly, as he sat on the edge of a chair.
“J am feeling better—yes; I am thankful to
say I am feelipg better. How frightiul—how
truly appalling! I mnever expected to
breathe again! I never expected to recover!
Comrade Little is a viadictive, deceitful
fellow——-""

““What on earth could he have put in the
dinner, that's what 1 want to know?”
groaned Carlile. *“ Oh, help! I've still got
'em bad! That young cad ought to be horse-

whipped !”

‘* He's going to be birched, anyhow!”
snarled Kenmore. *‘I'll teach him to play
these sort of tricks!”

But when a party of enraged Rebels, led
by Kenmore, weut down into the kitchen,
they found the guards only just recovering.
Fatty Little was not 'there, and the guards
neither cared mor troubled where he waus.
They hadn't even seen him depart. They
had had concerns of their own. -

Fatty Little, as a matter of fact, was
over in the College House surrounded by an
admiring throng. He told the grinning
juniors how he had put the special cou-
coction in the stew. The College House

faintly.
I—I
1 hope to

Kenmore
it—we've

said Armstroug.

feel a lot better for it afterwards., 1t's done 8 rang with yells of laughter.
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And there, sure enough, adim figure
was crouching against the wall on
the lower level of the windows.

N

A e

By the time afterncon lessons commenced
practically everybody had recovered. But
the Kknowledge that they had been de-
liberately victimised#made the Rebels fairly
green with fury. Fatty Littie made his ap-
pearamice in the Form-room grinning. He
was surrounded by Handforth & Co., and a
good few other Loyalists, who thought it
-necessary to guard the chief culprit.,

At one time it seemed thaf the Rebels
- were about to make a free fight of it and
scize Fatty. But they decided not to do so,
and afternoon lessons proceeded fairly
well, taking everything into consideration.

By teatime, of course, all the fcllows had
completely recovered, and not ome had the
glightest thing the matter with him. Bug
they all remembered the agony they had
passed through.

_And the Supreme Council unanimously de-
cided that it was not exactly a wise policy
to choose a cook out of the ranks of the
enenmy.

Two cooks were appointed. One was
Bryant, of the Fifth, and the other Ellmore,
of the Remove. Both these fellows claimed
to be experts in the culinary art, and they
were given a trial. There was nothing else
to be done, since ordinary servants could
not be procured.

The regular staff of the Ancient House was
over in the College House—waiting until
things recovered their normal level. Every
servant steadfastly declared that they would
not go back while the Communists held
swWay.

Supper that evening was a terrible failure.
The food that had beem prepared by the two
cooks was not only ruined, but alin®st un-
eatable. Cousequently, Ellmore and Bryant
were summarily dismissed, and the Rebel
forces went to bed hungry, discontented, and
full of grumbles.

Breakfast the following morning was even
worse, Three cooks had been appoiuted this
time—all of them from the Fifth. They
zent to the table a concoctiomn which was
supposed to be porridge, followed by
scrambled eggs—this latter being an alleged
luxury. The food was accompanied by a
ghastly liquid which the cooks proclaimed
to bhe coffee. It was variously described
a8 Dbilge-water, dish-water, mud, pig-swill,
and washing-up waste. It also had a de-
cided flavour of soap, and was not altogether
nnlike paraflin. It slightly resembled coffee
in appearance, but in no other respect what-
ever.  The Rebels, undoubtedly, had many
grounds for complaint.

The scrambled egg mixture was also
reminiscent of paraffin, and it was fairly evi-
dent that the cooks had made some horrible
blunders in the kitchen. Somebody positively
declared that the porridge had been made
from chicken mixture and bran, but this
was ohviously an exaggeration.

The cooks were dismayed when they found
that fullv ninety per cent of their food-was
left uneaten. And the grumbles which
arose amongst the hungry Communists were
fearful and appalling. Nothing causes dis-
content =0 much as empty stomachs—and
Timothy Tucker, as President of the Com-
munists, was well aware of this fact.

Naturally, a raid was made upon Mrs.
Hake's tuckshop, and all her available
supplies were quickly exhausted. This was
better than nrothing—but the fellows did
not care to pay for their breakfast out of
their own pockets. And the grumbles were
remewed., and there was quite a lot of talk
about overthrowing the leaders and setting
up a new Supreme Council altogether.

This, of course, was alarming.
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The Supreme Council held a special sezsion,
and they met with long faces and there
wag no doubt that this situation was by far
tt;ghmosb serious they had yet had %o deal
with.

‘““What's going to be done—that's the
question?’ asked Kenmore. *‘‘ Unless we're
careful, these idiots will get up a movement
against us!"

‘““They’ve already done that!” said Car-
lile. “Imn fact, I'm pretty well fed up with
the whole business, and for two pins I'd
go straight over to the Loyalists! This Com-
munism is a failure!"”

The President wrung his hands.

‘" Dear, dear, dear! This is sad—this is
quite disastrous!” he exclaimed mildly.
‘“ Really, Comrade Carlile, I am staggered
that you should talk in such terms! We
have hardly commenced our operations, and
vet you talk of becoming a turncoat!”

““Oh, rats!" said Carlile grufly. “ I'm sick

l

I

of all this kiddish nonsense. We thought we

could control the school at first, but we
can't! What's the good of itrying to make
out that black’'s white? We may kid our-
selves, but the plain truth is that we've
failed absolutely to keep the chaps umder
control."”

“That does not mean to say that we shall
not be sure to get a firm grasp on the situa-
tion,” said Tucker. “Until now I have
hesitated before adopting reaily drastic
measures. I can see, however, that drastic

measures are necessary—and not merely
necessary, but vital.”
“What do you call drastic measures?’

asked Armstrong.

Tucker looked at the others mysteriously.

‘““I have a scheme!” he said softly. *If
we agree to adopt this scheme, all will be
well. Quite so. You've got to realise, my
dear sirs, that we are the leaders of a new
system. If we lose the grasp of it now,
we shall mever regain it. There is omly
oune method that we can employ. These
discontented followers must be brought into
line. They must be shown that they cannot
have any opinions of their own. Under
Communism, fthey must do the bidding of
the Supreme Council!' -

‘““Something like Russia!’ said Grayson.
“The workmen there are nothing better
than slaves—"' -
- ‘“*Dear, dear, dear!” interrupted Tucker.
““You must not believe all that you hear
regarding Russia, my dear sir. This is St.
Frank's, not Russia! Our form of Com-
munism is our own, and we shall proceed
to enforce it. Listen, comrades, and I will
explain my schemes!"

The Supreme Council listened,
faces grew rather startled as
Tucker proceeded.

“I say, it's a bit too thick!" muttered
Armstrong, at length.

“Too thick altogether!' said Carlile.

‘““ Nothing of the sort,” «put in Kenmore.
# Tucker's right—it's the only way we caa

and their
Timothy

o
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It's the only way we can
I agree with the whole

retain control.
keep full command.
plan.”

“So do I!" said Grayson.

Carlile still objected, but when the vote was
taken at the eund of the discussicn, it was
found that there was a majority for the
adoption of T. T.'s ideas. Dark and siamister
plans were decided upon.

The beginaing of the real ferror was abt
hand !

P—

CHAPTER V.
THE TELL-TALE DISC!

N ‘““Yes, my dear Nipper,

our young friends across the
Triangle are passing through a

ELSON LEE smiled at me
amusedly.

somewhat strenuous time,”” he observed.
““Their troubles are growing day by day,
and I'd willingly wager ten-to-one that their
whole precious systemn collapses like a house
of cards before the end of the week!"”

I grinmed.

‘““ No takers!'" I said. “I'm of the same
opinion, guv'nor. Without any servants,
they're getting tied imto horrible knots every
hour. Breakfast this morning was a fearful
nightmare, I hear, and all the Rebels are
nearly starving!"

‘““So much the better,”” said the famous
schoolmaster-detective. *‘“ A little trouble of
that kind wounld not do them any harm.
And it will bring about the collapse all
the sooner."”

As was my custom, I had come
to Nelson Lee's study, to have a quief
chat with him—or, to be more exact, he
had sent for me. I didu't precisely know
wihy at the moment, but it made very little
differcmce, since I should nave come in any
case.

It was growing dark outside, for teatiie
was near at hand, and lessons for the day
were over. I wanted to hear how things
were progressing, and I was not long in
broaching the subject.

‘“ First of all, guv’'nor,” I said, *“ why did
you send for me?"

‘““My dear Nipper, your compamy is quia
enjoyable at times,’”’ smiled Nelson Lee. “1
felt that I should like a c¢hat with you, and
so I told Tubbs to pass you the word that

along

you were lto come alomg here as soon
after lessons as possible.”
I felt flattered.

‘““ Anything doing, sir?"" I asked eagerly.

‘““ Not yet, young ’'un, but possibly there
will be soine work to-night,'”" said Nelson
Lee. “My net is growing tighter, amd =

‘““You mean that Trenton will soon be ab
the end of his rope?” I brokz in. “1 say,
guv'nor, how long will it he hefore you ex-
pose him? How iong will it be before you
bring ocut the truth about these attacks
of the Head?"'
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“It may be ouly a matter of hours, but,
on the other hand, the final exposure will
probably ‘be delayed for a day or two,”
sald Nelson Lee. “Our cunning science-
master is very cautious, Nipper, and he does
not lay himself open to many traps. But I
think I have gained his measure, and it is

mere than likely that he will walk into
the web.”
“Wiaat web?”’ 1 demanded.

“You'll probably kuow about that later,”
said the guv'nor. *‘ It is unnecessary for me
to tell you, Nipper, that Mr. Hugh Trenton
18 not working alone in 'this conspiracy.
There are others with him—for example,
an eminent scientist known by the name of
Professor Holroyd Garth. In reality, this
man 18 a daugerous enemy to the country.
There 1s a Dr. Roger Paxton, of Bayswater,
and still anothier man named Chandler.
They are all concerned in the plot. At St:
Frank's their scheine is to get Dr. Stafford
dismiesed from his post in disgrace.”

“ But why?”

““They have no persomal enmity against
the Head, but they mean to get Trenton
installed i the position of Headmaster, if
such a thing is possible,”’ said Nelson Lee.
‘“ They have done the same kind of thing
at other schools, I believe, but they regard
8t. Frank's as the imost importamt of them
all. That is why 'they have been taking
such pains to attain their object. Trenton
is already popular with the bulk of the boys
—thie preliminary work has heen completed.
If Dr. Stafford and myself were suddenly
disgraced, the majority of the school would
~welcomie the appointmeat of Trenton as
Headmaster.”"

‘““*Yes, 1 believe that, sir,”” 1 said.

_ ““That is what these men have been work-
ing for—curaingly, insidiously,” said Nelson
Jee, with a grim note in his voice. * Tren-
ten has been doing his part to perfection.
He has already caused a great deal of
troeble at St. TFrank's. This rehellion affair
18 a diredt result of Trentom's efforts. By
adininistering his deadly drug to the Head-
master, the boys have all turned against
Dr. Stafford. And it needs but one more
outburst of violence on the Head's part to
clinehh matters. Trentom is even now await-
ing his opportunity to bring off this final
coup.”’ -

‘“ But what is this drug, sir?”

“T have already told you, Nipper, that
it is a discovery of Tremton’s,” said Lee.
‘*He calls it Zaxzol,”” I think, but that is

merely a fancy pame. It is deadly in
effect, but quite harmless to the system,
It temporarily dedtroys all the Kkindly

functions of the human brain, leaving oaly
the savage iastinet which is latent in us
#M. A dose ef this drug converts an ordinar-
ily humame man into a fiend. You have
every reason to know that yourself!™

I shivered slightly.

*“Rather, sir!” I said softly. * You had a
dose of the rotten stuif yourseif—aund I shall
aever forget it! I was scared out of my

1

wits that nignt! And do vou really think
that Tren'ton will try to make some move?’’
“1 do.” -
‘““But he can’t get at the Head,” 1 said.
“Dr. Stafford is confined to a suite of roonis

upstairs, and he is constantly guarded.
Trenton cam’t possibiy get anywhere near
him."”

“Strong as our safeguards are, they are
not absolutuely insuperable,” said Nelson
Lee gravely. ‘ Therefore, Nipper, we must
not relax our vigilance. Within two days
from now the school governors are coming
down."”

““The dickens they are!” I exclaimed, with
a whistle. ** They'll find things in a mess!”

“ Perhaps they will, and perhaps they
wonr't !’ said Lee. ' It all depends. At all
events, they have heard of this trouble, and
they mean to hold an inguiry on the spot.
I rather welcome the plan, since it will
enable me to bring this whole affair to a
head. Our greatest difficulty, Nipper, lies in
the fact that we have a total lack of know-
ledge regarding these mysterious gttacks of
Dr. Stafford’s. They are not only Unaccount-
able, but startlingly stramnge.”

I looked up at Nelson Lee in astonishinent.
His tone had not altered at all, but he was
speaking slightly louder than he had spoken
before. And the words he had s=aid, were, of
courseé, obviously untrue. For we did know
the cause of the Head's mysterious attacks.

“Why, guv'nor " I paused, for Nelson
Lee shot me a quick, warning glance. Aad,
instantly realising that he had an excelleat
reason for his changed attitude, I proceeded :
‘“* Why, guv'nor, that's just the trouble,”” I
said. ** The Headmaster seems to go off into
these violent fits without any reason at all
—and between you and me I've got am idea
that he's going off his nut!”

Nelson ;’!;'gﬁt;_gave a quick, approving smile.

‘““ Well, there is something in that sugges-
tion,” he said. ‘' In many ways the Head's
syinptoms seem to point to mental collapse.
It will probably be necessary for himm to
take a prolonged rest in the near future.
At ome time I half believed that some out-
side influence was respousible.”

‘““ How do you mean, sir?”’ I asked, still
completely mystified.

““ Well, Nipper, it seemed to me that some
enemies of Dr. Stafford might be using some
deadly power which is beyond our own know-
ledge,”” said Nelson Lee. ‘" But I have dis-
missed that idea as unfeasible, Dr. Stafford
has no enemies at St. Frapk's—{that much is
obvious.”

‘““0Oh, absolutely!” I
wink.

‘* Indeed,

said, with a huge
I am so convinced,” weat on
Lee, giving me a scvere glance, ““that I
have had a little talk with Dr. Brett to-
day. And both he aud I con:zider that our
nrecautions regarding Dr. Stalford are quite
unnecessary. They have been Yteally absurd
from the very first.”

“Why, don't you think therc's any need
to watch over him?2"



“ | am convinced that there is no necessity
whatever for such measures,” replied Nelson
Lee. **In future—from to-night onwards, In
fact—Dr. Stafford will be left quite to him-
self. Indeed, he dislikes all this fuss, and
it is really by his own wish that Dr. Brett
and I are ceasing our eflorts. 1 am begin-
ning %o think that I have been making a
mountain out of a molehill. The simple
truth, Nipper, is that Dr. Stafford is suffer-
ing from a slightly affected brain. His belief
that enemies are working against him 18
obviously absurd. When the governors
arrive I.shall make it my business to suggest
that he is allowed a long vacation.”

“Yes, it would be a good idea, sir,” I
agreed.

““ We cannot be too careful, my lad,” said
Lee, smiling. * There is now no further
necessity for us to keep up the false com-
versation which has been puzzling you so
mightily. No, Nipper, I am mot going out
of my mind, as you probably suspect.”

I took a deep breath.

“I'm blessed if I can make it out, sir!”" I
exclaimed. *“ Did you suspect that somebody.
was listening?”

“1 did not suspect, Nipper—I knew for
an absolute fact that somebody was listen-
ing,"”” replied Lee quietly. “I knew for
another absolute fact that the somebody
was Mr. Trentem !”’

I stared blankly.

““ But—but that's impossible, sir!” I pro-
tested. “ You're not a wizard! You couldn't;
tell that the listener was one certain indi-
vidual! And I don't see how you could tell
that anybody was listening at all!™

“No?" smiled Lee. “It certainly
rather mystifying, eh?"”

“It's—it’s staggering, &ir!"” I declared.
I'm sitting nearer to the door than you
are, and I didn't hear a sound. I 'heard no-
thineg when you first started that spoof con-
versition, and I heard nothing when you
finished it.”

“1 Leard nothing, but I saw,” said Nelson |
Lee calmly. _ :

“Yoa sSaw!" 1 gasped, staring at the|
closed door. ** But—but——"

‘““ Here, on my desk!" said the guv'nor?” I]
asked.

'

is

I rexlly thought he was joking at first. {

went to his desk, and there, hidden behind’

a little calendar, I spotted a strange little:
contrivance which was not usually to be seen
on a gentleman's desk. It was a tiny
wooden box with a glass front, and, be-
hind this glass there were two little white

discs. Both of them were hanging down-
wards.

“What on earth i3 this, guv'nor?” 1
asked.”

L

‘““It is a little patent of my own,” smiled
Lee. “ Or, to be more exaet, it is an adapta-
tion, since I can make no claim to having
invented anything fresh. It is worked some-
thing after the style of an electric bell in-
dicator, such as one sees in the kitchen of

any well ordered household.”

‘“ But—but—"'

said the
guv'nor. ‘“ Watch them closely.”

He got up from his chair, and went to the
door.  Opening it, he passed outside, and
I saw Lim stand on the mat. He was look-
ing thoughtfully at his watch, as though un-
decided whether to go or not. Even now
Nelson Lee was taking every precaution.

But my attention was fixed upon the dises.
As Lee stepped upon the mat, one of them
immediately sprang into an upright pcsition,
and remained there. The instant he moved
off the mat, however, the litile disc dropped
back into its original position. Lee closed
the door, and came over to me,

“Well I'm jiggered!" I exclaimed blankly.

““ You see, Nipper, it is worked by electri-
city—merely a battery,” said Nelson Lee.
“I fitted 1t up quite secretly, and did all
the wiring during the night. I never hoped
that it would be s0 successful as this.,"”

“I'm as dense as a London fog, guv'nor!”
I said hopelessly. “I'm blessed if I can
catch on to the wheeze even now.”

““ And yet, my dear Nipper, it is so ob-
vious," smiled Lee. ‘ While I was talking to
you a littie while ago, the left hand disc
rose up, and remained up. This proved, ab-
solutely coneclusively, that somebody was
standing on the mat. It was not mecessary
for me to hear any sound, the movement of
the disc was enough. If somebody had

{ merely trodden on.the mat in passing, the

disc would have simply gone up and dropped
again. The fact that it remained up was all
the proof I needed.”

“@reat!"” I said admiringly.
blessed if I can understand how you knew
the listenar was Trenton. It might have
been one of the servants——"

‘““ No, the listener was Trenton,” said Nel-
son Lee, “ You know the formation of this
passage, Nipper? Further on thére is no
exit; at the end there is merely a boxroom.
But near the entrance to this passage Mr.
Trenton's study is situated. Of that you
are fully aware.”

“Yes, I know," I said keenly.

“ Well, my second little disc operates from
the end of the passage,” explained Nelson
Lee. ““If anybody leaves this corridor, or
enters it, that disc indicates the fact. Ac-
cordingly, if a servant or anybody else had
come along I should have known it by the
fact that the disc moved. It did not alter
ils position in the slightest degree.”

the

‘“ Proving that nobody entered
passage?’’

“ Exactly,” said the guv'nor. ““ And prov-
ing at the same time, that Trenton must
have come out of his study, crept along, and

listened outside my door. I think you fully
understand now?"’

“But I'm

*“ By Jingo, rather!” I said enthusiasti-
cally., “What a stunning wheeze! I've
never seen anything so cute, sir. It must

have been Trenton, those indicators tell you
the whole thing as clearly as if you bad
éoen him on the job!” -
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“ And I sent for you, my lad, for this pur-
pose.”” said Nelson Lee. ** Trenton, of course,
wonld witness your arrival, at least, he
would hear your step in the passage. He
knew, therefore, that we were together,
and the inference was that we should talk.
I hoped that Tremton would swallow the
hait, and listen to our conversation. He did
swallow the bait, to say nothing of a con-
siderable amount of false information.”

“* My only hat!” I bhreathed. “ This is
going to be interesting.”

“¥rom our point of
Nelson Lee grimly,

view—yes!" said

CHAPTER VI.
UNDER THE TERROR!

EA was over in tlie Ancient
House.

It had been the only

decent meal of the day.

The fellows had prepared it in

_ their own respective studies,

and they had had their fill. At least, thosc
wio could afford it nad.

But quite a number of hoys, particularly
juniors, were hard up. This was not an
unusual state of affairs in the Remove. And
those unfortunate fellows who had not been
able to afford a hearty tea had necessarily
vone hangry.

Tea in the hall had been a failure, just the
same as all the other meals of the day.
There had been plentiful supplies of bread
and butter, it is true, but the tea was washy

and unsatiefactory. And there had been a
great deal of muddle, resulting in a unum-

her of fellows being missed out altogether.
Discontent, therefore, was growing apace.
And now, out in the dark Triangle, Owen

major was on his hind legs, so to spealk,
making a few vigorous remarks, With him

were Hubbard and Skelton and Holroyd and
Cobb. The five jumiors were holding a minia-
ture indignatica mecting on their own.

“We ain't going to stand it, that's the
plain truth!” =aid Owen meajor fAatly.

** Not likely!”

““We're fed up with it already.”

“This Communist tsiness is all very well
up to a certain point,” said Cobb. ‘' 1t's a
great idea for the chaps to run the school.
Jut, the whole scheme has been messed up
by Tucker and Kenmore and those other
rotters. They reckon to coutroi the school.
and all they've done is to make an awiul
hash of it.”

““1 reckon we ought to the
Loyalists!” said Hubbard.

“* That's what I'd like,”
major. ** We were fools to go in for this
rotten Connnumizm! But we were led away
by all the talk. and by the Head bLeing o

heastly viclent!” _
“I'm not so sure that we did make a
blecomer,” said Cebb. * This Communism is

great, but it's being worked wrong, that's '

oo over to

declared OCwen

|

he trouble. If you chaps want to go back
to the Loyalists—-"

“ There's mo question of going back,” said
Owen major. “If we went over there,
they'd kick us out! They wouldn’t have us
back at any price. We've either got to
chuck up the whole thing in a body, or stick
it out. I'd like to get all the chaps to
agree to a surrender——"

“ They'd never do that,” said Hubbard.
“They wouldn't suffer the indignity. That's
just the trouble. Armstrong and Doyle and
that crowd—they are too stuck up. They'd
say that surrender was a come down, and all
that kind of rot. The best thing we can do
is to overthrow the Supreme Council,”

‘* Hear, hear!”

**Good wheeze!”

“That’s what- I was uabout to suggest,”
declared Owen major. ** What we've got to
do is to go about amcong the fellows, and
we'll organise the whole scheme. And at a
given time we’'ll sweep the Supreme Council
completely away, and elect a new one.”

“ That’s the idea,” said Cob®  “ Why
wasn't the Council elected in the first place?
These chaps shoved themselves into power, -
and we can't say a word! And it's not ounly
the Supreme Council, but the IForm Council,
too! They've all got us taped, you know!
Every movement we make is watched, and ir
we happen to be late for lessons we're
chucked down the cellar, and there's that
horrible punishment block in the Council
Chamber. Why, it's like the torturer ol
the Middle Ages!”

“ Something’s got to
growled Hubbard.

be done, anyway,”
“We're not standing this
kind of treatment for long. And we're
afraid to speak out, because we shall be
reported to the Supreme Council, and they'll
drop on us. And we shall get a taste of
that giddy block, and the birch as well!”

“That’s just the trouble,” suid Holroyd.
“We can't say a word, evein now we've got
to come ont here in the dark, because of
those rotten stewards. They're always spy-
ing over us!” ,

“We might as well be slaves, and doie
with it!"” enid Cobb,

“Thoings are in a rotten stute altogether!”
went on Owen major. “An  election is
what we need, but the Supreme Council has
got such a hold over us all that we can’t
even suggest it!”

And these were not the only juniors who

were complaining in this way. There were
aroups of fellows in other parts of the
Triangle, also whi-pering sedition against

the Supreme Council.
Even the seniors were up in arms, hut they

too, were equally helpless. The leaders of
Communism had such power that it wus
almost  hopeless to  dight against  thom.

Seniors were treated in just the same way
&5 juniors. They were imprisoned and pun-
ished regardlcss of their age.

But, even with things in this state, it was
not too late for the fellows to take a hand,

(Continued on page 25.)
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o OW long do you think it will be
before your father will be able to
come down to the office ? ' asked
the chemist of the bad boy as he

was buying some arnica and court plaster.

N Oh, the doc. sa.ys he could come down

THE BAD BOY'S FOURTH OF JULY

8pecial Arrangements for the Fourth of

July—A Qrand Supply of Fireworks—The

Explosion—The Air full of Pa and Dog
and Rockets

clothes made. Say, do you wet this court
plaster and stick it on ?”

The druggist told him how the court
plaster worked, and then asked him if his pa
couldn’t ride.

““ Ride down ? He

Well, T guess not.

‘“1 grabbed a pail of indigo water that Ma had been rinsing clothes with and
poured it on Pa.”’

now if he would come along some street
where there were no horses to scare,” said
the boy as he bought some sweets, ‘ but
he says he ain't in no hurry to come down
till hus hair grows and he gets some new

—

would have to sit down 1f he rode down
town, and pa i3 no sitter this trip, he is a
pointer. That’s where the pin-wheel
struck him.”

(Conlinuel on nex' page)
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“ Well, how did it all happen ? " asked
the chemist, as he wrapped a yellow paper
over the bottle of arnica and twisted the
ends, and then helped the hoy to stick the
strip of court plaster on his nose,

" Nobody knows how it happened but

a, and when T come near to ask him abcut

it he tells me to leave his sight for ever, and
1 leave, too, quick.

“You see he is afraid I will get hurt every
fourth of July, and he told me if T wouldn’t
fire a cracker all day he would let me get
four dollars’ worth of nice fireworks and he
would fire them off for nie in the evening in
the hack yard.

“ I promised, and he gave me the money
and | bought a dandy lot of fireworks, and
don’t you forget it. I had a lot of rockets
and roman candles, and six pin-wheels, and
a lot of double crackers, and some of these
cannon fire-crackers and torpedoes, and a
box of parlour matches.

~“T took them home and put the packages
:n our big stuffed chair and put a news-
paper over them,

- | put the packagesin our big stuffed
chair and put a newspaper over them.

a—

“Pa always takes a nap in that stufied
chair after Xhmer, and he went into the
sitting-room and I heard him driving our

oodle dog out of the chair, and 1 heard
vim ask the dog what he was a-chewing,
and just then the explosion took place,
and we all rushed in there.

‘“T tell you what I honestly think., I
think that dog was chewing that box of
parlour matches. The kind that pop so
when you step on them,

—

“Pa was fust going to sit down, when
the whole air was filled with doz, and Pa,
and rockets, and everything.

“When I got in Pa had a <oft pillow
trying to put the LTI
dog out, a,nrli) in the / \ h‘ ‘.)
meantime Pa’s pant s " /
were a-firo, 2

“ I grabbed a pail
of this indigo water |
that Ma had been |\
rinsing clothes with 3
andthrowed it on Pa,
or there wouldn't
have been a place on
him biggern a six-
pence that wasn't
burnt, and then he
threw a camp-chair
at me and told me to
go to—the new place "
they have got up in the revized edition for
bad boys.

“ When Pa’s trousers were cut his coate
tail blazed up and a roman candle was
firing blue and red balls at his legs, and a
rocket got into his white vest.

“The scene beggared description.

““A double-cracker got after Ma and
treed her on top of the sofa, and another
one took after a girl that Ma invited to
dinner.

“ After things got a little quiet, and we
opened the deors and windows to let out
the smoke and the smell of burnt dog-hair,
and Pa’s whiskers, the big fire-crackers
began to go off, and a policeman came to
the door and asked what was the matter.

“Well, there was nobody hurt much
but the dog and Pa. I felt awful sorry for
the dog. He hasn’t got hair enough to
cover hisself. Pa didn’t have much hair,
anyway, except by the ears, but he thought
a good deal of his whiskers.

‘Say, couldn’t you send this arnachy
up to the house ¥ This is the last fourth of
July you'll catch me celebrating. I am
going to work in a glue factory, where no-
body will ever come to sece me.”’

And the boy went out to pick up some
squib fire-crackers, that had failed to ex-
plode, in front of the drug store,

e

! heard him ask
the dog what he
was a-chewing

L

NEXT WEEK—Further Adventures,
Related by Q. W. PECK, entitled

‘““HIS PA IS
A COWARD.”
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THE EDITOR’S DE N

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

My dear Readers,—An editor is one of a
few privileged individuals who is permitted
to biow his own trumpet—except, perhaps,
the one and only Edward Oswald—for the
simple reason that he is safely out of sight
and can take refuge in the editorial ‘¢ we.”’
Besides, the poor fellow must sell his paper.

I am only saying this to prepare you, and

excuse myself for blowing my own trumpet,
which I will now proceed to do. WE think
WE ought to be heartily congratulated for
securing the laughter-splitting series of
‘““PECK’S BAD BOY,” not f{forgetting
‘“ HIS PA.” 1 shall be glad to have your
opinions on the Bad Boy’s Adventures,
which will continue from week to week in
the Mag. It is no use saying they are bad
or they are good, for they can be both.
They are certainly bad if taken seriously,

. that is, as a model example of how a boy

should behave to his father., But I do not
believe any of my chums would be so lacking
in humour as to copy every rascal that
amuses them in fietion. Just as we can
laugh with the youngest member of the
audience at the villainous Punch, of Punch
and Judy fame, we are not inspired to
follow Mr. Punch’s wicked example. In
the same way I hope you will derive the
maximum amount of laughter from Peck's
Bad Boy without wanting to do likewise.

The other new feature, °‘‘Schoolboy
Howlers,”” will form another mirth-pro-
voking series for some weeks tc come,
These ‘“ Howlers *’ are sslected from various
schools in different parts of the country.
A little variety of this kind will come as a
welcome change.

Your sincere [riend,
NIPPER (Editor).

TOPICAL MIXTURE

— @

Kenmore and Grayson, we believe, are the
chicf punishment-inflicters on the Communist
supreme Council, The former Kenmore than
do his share of this sort of thing, and the latter
is positively dis-(irnysoil the Fifth |

#*

Hawke, of the River House School, had the
chock to come up to St. Irank’s the other
day, trying to sell a cheap line of pocket-knives
he’d got hold of. Dash it all., there’s no need
for a chap to hawk stuff about like this, If
Hawke does it again, he’ll find himself in a
hasykward position !

e * %

There 1s no truth in
the rumour that Teddy
Long is sickening for
the measles.  This is
rather strange, as he
has quite a reputation
for being measly !

% * *

Dick Goodwin is getting keen en carpentry.
He’s busily planning to make a hutch for his
pet rabbit, and a coal-box for his study. He
wants the rabbit-hutch to be thoroughly
weather-proof, and invites suggestions, How
can he make the rabbit-hutch last 2 Easy !

Maoke the coal-box fivst |

Z

J

=

o ——

“We must eet round this somehow!”
Armstrong and Co. might have remarked, as
they crossed the Triangle and fcund Fatty
Little lounging in their path.

* L *

“TI'm taking things as they come,” Church
might have philosophised, as le recevived
Handiorth’s fist on his nose,

% = e

“TIt's never too late to mend ! ” the Dulke of
Somerton might have declared, as he noticed
the latest rent in his trousers.

* * e

“This is really too highly coloured for my
fancy ! " 'Tregellis-West might have criticised,
as he surveyed his latest waistcoat after some
japer had painted it o brilliant scarlet with
green stripes. i

b

Some of the fellows
arc  bitterly come
plaining of draughts
in the College House

Junior Commone
a room This is serious,
E— as it will provably
lead to chess trouble !
b b 3

Talking of indoor games, reminds us thatOld-
ficld got very ratty becaunse Clapson and Nation
insisted upon using the table in Study Z for a
quiet hour of table-croquet. What's the
matter with Oldfield ? Surely there was no
need to get croaky about it ?
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' THE HOPINICKS OF RIARY JANE

EDITOR’'S NOTE.—We all know Jiiry
Jane, with Ler dust-pan and broom. We Lare

met her in varioies purts of the Ancicent House,
busy at her work. She nevcer scems too busy,
however, for a chaity word about the general news
of the day. She differs from most of the olher
domestics al St. Frank’'s, beeavse she always ks
her speciad ** Ropinions ” «bout ceerything —
and does ol hesilate to express them.

— e N

F you was o ask me, I'd have '¢m all horse-
whipped, the saucy young varmints (said
Mary Jane indignantly, as she lcancd on

her broom, and shook
her dust-pan vigorously
in the air). I never did
hold with the likes ©’
them—no, an’ never
will, neither ! Give 'em
all a good whippin’—
that's what I says to Mrs.

Poulter yesterday., 1
never sce the like—
never.l

You asked me what 1
thought o’ these young
gents what ’ave been
turnin’ the whole school
topsy-turvey with their
Commerism, or -what-
ever they calls it!
In my hopinion, sech
goings hon oughter be
stopped by law. An
as for them what started
it all, prison ain’t bad
enough, that it ain’t!
I says what 1 thinks,
an’ 1 don’t care who hears me, neither,

Bovs
i3 boys, an’ good enough in their proper place. It
ain’t for the likes o' me to say anythin’ agin

‘em.  But when it comes to bossin’ the school,
and turnin’ the servants all upside-down—
well, I ain’t afraid to say what my hopinion
is |

There's that there Master Tucker, now.
Ie's the cause of it all, the young scamp !
Just between ourselves, like, I ain’t surc but
what he ain’t a little bit touched ! Never did
I sce sech a queer young gent. Many’s the time
1've come acrost him in one of the passages,
and—— Well, there! If he ain't been a-
talkin’ to hisself an’ makin’ the inost disagree-
some faces ! An’ for him to go an’ start all this
here tommy-foolery about Communerisin an’
what not !

What fair beats me is why the ‘Eadmaster
allowed it! But, there! Wc've had <ech
queer things happenin’ lately, I don’t rightly
know whether I'm on me head or e _heels.
If it wasn’t for that there Master Tucker nethin’
wouldn’t ‘ave gone wreng, In my b'opinion,

Master Tucker ought to be in a ’ome, not in a
Httlrlﬂfll! There’s real nice places for the likes
of him, ‘

An’ what about Master Kenmore an’ Master
Grayson ? Two big hulkin’ bullies—that’s
what they are, an’ 1 don’t carc who hears me
a-sayin’ of it, neither! They’ll make things
‘ot for me ? T'd like to see 'em try! I ain’t
afraid of nobody, an’ if any of the young gents
gets too saucy 1 soon ups with me broom—an’
don’t vou forgit it! I've got me rights, same

| as anybody else,

Them young gents oughter know better, that
they ought! Big fellers in the Sixth Form
they arc—old enough to be workin’4an’ earnin’
their own livin’, too. It fair gits over me, it
does.  What their fathers are a’thinkin’ of I
don’t know ! ‘They ain’t boys at all—they're
men,  Jest fancy our Bob bein’ at school,
wastin' his time in this ‘ere way! Why, he
ain’'t so old as Master Grayson, an’ ke’s only in
the Fifth—an’ our Bob’s been in steady work
for nigh on two year now ! -

When young fellers gits to eighteen they
oughter to be thinkin® of settlin’ down in a
payin’ job or a trade—not makin’ themselves
big an’ important in a school. Schools is
meant for boys. Leastaways, that's what I've
allus understood. T ain’t sayin’ anything agin
Master Fenton or Master Morrow. Nice
young gents they is—rare nice young gents,
like. Master Fenton has got the loveliest
curly hair, ain’t e 2 An’ his eyes are just the
beautifullest deep blue. Oh,my! He doscem
a good sort, too.

But as for that therc Master Kenmore, I
wouldn’t like to say what I thought. Never
did I come acrost sech a rough, unmannerly
feller !  An’ his going’s on jest lately have been
fair wicked—that they have! 'There’s lots
of things that I could tell, if I was to be spiteful.
But that ain’t my nature. I don’t want to do
nobhody a Bhd turn, not even if I despises 'em.
An’ if Master Kenmore an’ Master Grayson
don’t like what T’ve been a-sayin’ they can
lump it! I don’t care a button for either of
'em! I'd say it all to their faces—I ain’t
afraid of ’em.

Then there’s Master Armstrong. He ain’t
sech a bad sort, like, but in iy h’opinion, he was
led away by that there Master Tucker., It was
Master Armstrong what first started the
rebellyon—although I will say as how he’s seen
the herror of his ways. If 1 had my way, I'd
make all sorts of alterations—— Sakes alive !
If that ain’t Mrs. Poulter a-callin’® of me!
Where’s myv broomm ?  Where's. my dust-pan ?
I shall ’ave to give you iy h'opinions sbout
the altcrations some other time! All right,
Mrs. Poulter—be quiet, do! I'mn a’comin’ a3
fast as 1 can |
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try village a
kindly disposed
lady opencd an
evening school for
the youths of the
place. Most of the
pupils were rough
farm hands of the
very lowest type.
One evening, dur-
ing a leszon in arith-

lN a certain coun-

metie, the lady set

the following easy
sum for the rustics to work on their
slates.

“ If four herrings cost threcnence, what
will six cost 7"

The lady left the class for a time to do
gome needlework, and presently she re-
turned to see how many had finished the
sum. Most of themn, after most labiorious
figuring, had arrived at some zort of sclu-
tion, and she called on a youth ecalled
“Tom,” an arrant thickhead, for his
ansyer.

* Twelve shillings and fourpence, mum ! *
he replied, looking at his slate.
- " Oh, you arc a long way wrong,” cried
the lady. I think you must have mis-
talken what 1 said. Shall T dictate the
sum again ? 7

“ Yes, please, mum,” answered Tom.

“Well, what I said was, ‘If four her-
rings——"""

““What ? " inter-
rupted the rustie,
““herrings ? That’s
where FPvo got
wrony, then. I've
been counting ’em
a8 haddocks |

* * *

Some  *‘ school-
managers '’ in re-
mote country dis-
tricts are so 1ll-
educated andignor-
ant that the teachers have good grounds
for complaining that such men shouid be
placed In a position of authority.

One of these ind.viduals—a farmier who

could searcely write his own name-—was in {

SCHOCLBOY

(This Grand New Feature will appear
every week until further notice.-—Ed.)

— - : e

HOWLERS

the habit of calling in at the village school,
looking over the work, and having s
chat with the lads, On one occasion he
entered the schocol with an air of much 1m-
portance, and asked-the schoolmaster if he
would allow him to test the boys In a
matter of spelling. The master consented.
The manager then placed himself before a
class, pulled from his pocket & bit of paper
on which he had
written a certain

word, and com-
menced opera-
tions.

"Now, my
Jads,” he said,
“I've jotted a
word down on

this slip of paper
which I see in the
newspaper  this
morningg  and 1
want to know how
many of you can
spet 1t right. The
word, lads, is
eggz-wipt.” (Forso
the farmer pro-
nounced it,)

One smart boy
immediately stood

up prepared to
spell the word,
and cried out: L

g . —

“IZ g gw hipped.”
“ No,” said the manager, looking down
at his slip, *“ you’re wrong ! "’

Another lad stood up and spelt the word
as

“Lggwhipt”
“No,” giggled the farmer,
wrong, too. Try again, lads!”
Several other scholars made the attempt,
but they were all pronounced to bhe in-
correct.. At length, the farmer said, with
a grin :
“ Well, lads, T'll write the woeds for you
on the blackboard, and then you’ll see
what a long way you was wrong.”

Then the man took up the chalk, and,
copying from the slip, wrote the following
word in an awkward and disjointed scrawl,
on the board :

FEQY PTY

“ you’re

[Copyright, Jarrolds, Ltd



AGGING is one of
Ft-he many tryals of
the new junior
schoolboy. It does
‘not matter whether
vou are the son of a
lord or your father
keeps a pork shop,
youve got to go
through the mill as a
faz when you first
come to a Publik
school. Some of the
new chaps make an
orful fuss about it.
But after a few
wackiags and blubbings, th?ﬁ soon find out
that it is useless to resist. 1e new fag who
causes the greatest trouble with his fag master
is generally pampered at home. This type
of fag, if he is a generus sort, often finds many
friends to advise and help him along, becoz
his fond mother or doting sisters always keep
him well suplied with hampers.

THE WILLING FAG.

Some Kkids tale to fageing as naturaly as a
duck takes to water.
nervous, easily led kind, who'’ill beleive and do
enything they're told. We have grate larks
with them. For instanse, Wilkins junior, new
this term, used to doff his cap whenever he
past old Cuttle. We made him think that the
school porter was Colonel Spiffins, onc¢ of the
governors on a visit to the Head.

VARIOUS KINDS OF FAGGING.

There are two kinds of fagging, School
fagging and House fagging., There is not much
School fagging except in the summer term when
we play cricket. Then the fags have to field
at the nets while the teams are practicing. As
this only happens about three or four times
in the scason, School fagging is not very
ardious. House fagging is much worse, spes-
hillv on a cold winter’s morning. When you
are on duty, wich is once a fortnight, you must
turn out at 6.30 a.m. and take hot water to all
the Sixth Formers. Next yvou get their baths
ready, and then see that the fires in the Sixth
Form rooms are all right. Ir you are late or
let the fires out, woe betide you! You either
get extra fag duity or a wacking—sometimes

© . both.

MY FAG MASTER. )

Every Sixth Former has a speshil fag, who
raits on him, gets him his meals and makes
hivaself gencraly useful. Some fag masters
- are joily decent, others are stond-offish, offishus

They're mostly of the:

They vary just like Form
masters. The one I got is topping. He takes
a lot of interest in me, helps me with my prep.
and often rewards me with tuck money. Jones
minor would like to swop. His fag master is a
beast. Most probably when he was a fag his
fag master treated him badiy, and when Jones
minor becomes a Sixth Former he will do the
same, But the majoroty of fag masters are all
right. -
A NESESARY LVEL.

The masters do not intericer with fagging.
The duties are given by the Sixth Formers who
also give punishments when thgir orders are
not obayed. This is a very old custom and will
never change. Itis seldem a fag master ill-uses
his power, and when a fag is wacked he mostly
deserves it. No one likes fagging. It is a
nesesary evel wich grately benifits the fag when
he grows older, for he lerns to respeckt his elders
imsted of cheeking them. Another advantige
is that it teeches a boy to do something he
deoesn't like doing and be cheerfull about it,

or bad tempered.

NOT SO Bab.

Fagging is not so bad as many people think,
It is not degrading. becoz most of the Sixth
Formers have been fags themselves. Some
day I hope to be a ** slave-driver,” that is, a
head fag. All T have to do then is to warn the
day fags and School iags and report those who
do not turn up. When I reach the Remove,
I shan’t have to do any more fagging.

l Who's Who at St. Frank’s

GIEORGE BELIL—The
important member of the infamous trio of
Study A. Bell is more to be piticd than the
other two. He is weak in character, and easily
led.  Fullwood's evil propensities arouse
admiration from Bell. This misguided vouth
might have turned out differently had he not
allowed himseli to be inveigled and contami-
nated by associating with rotters like Fullwood
and Gulliver. Left to himselt, Bell’s lack of
grit would never carry him very far either
along the path of virtue or that of wrong-doing.
His role is that of a supernumerary, blindly
following on the trail of a leader. As an aider
and abetter. he is exceedingly useful to his
disreputable leader. But when in a tight
cornet, he would more often give away his
leader than suffer the consequences himself,
Like Guliiver, his name ecrops up in nearly
every story featuring Fullwood.

third and least
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THE ST.
By E, O. HANDFORTH (Our Official Reporter.)

FRANK’S PAPERCHASE.

T

busily tearing up old newspapers
into little fragments. The sight of the
s.nlna.ll pieces of paper at once gave me an
idea.

I don’t say it wouldn’t have given an
idea to other chaps. But you must be
pretty sharp to notice a thing as quickly
2s 1 do.

“Nipper,” T said, “T've thought of a
creat wheeze. Why shouldn’t the Remove
have a paperchase ?

Nipper nodded. I was a bit surprised at
him agreeing. He’s quite a good sort, of
course, but he often seems unable to appre-
ciate a clever suggestion. Without wishing
to boast, I think a paperchase was rather
a clever suggestion,

“Yes. We're going to have a paper-

i other day on going into Study C like to shout.
I found Nipper and Tommy Watson | while I was talking that Nipper and the

|

chase,”” Nipper continued. “ Tommy and
the others think it’s quite a good notion of
mine,’”’

“ Of—of

yours ! L ga,.qped. ¢ “Thy,

And it must have been

others arranged about the run. At any
rate I couldn’t catch what they said.

The paperchase took place the next
Saturday afternoon. Nipper and Farman
were given five minutes start, and then
the hounds followed. I think mysel¢ it is
much more difficult to lead the hounds
than to be one of the hares.

But though the scent was very difficult
to follow I was able to lead the hounds all
right. We passed through Bellton Woods
without much trouble, though I got a littla
annoyed at the way Pitt and some cf the
others kept running in front of me.

At the farther edge of the wood we came
to a stream, a small tributary of the Stowe.
There is a bridge over it, but as it i3 not
very wide I considered it would be better
to jump it. It was quite an easy jump,
and naturally I expected the others to
follow me. I took a run and got practi-
cally over. Anyway, there was no reason

you—you silly chump, I've just come to | for the silly champs to lauzgh as they did.

suggest it !

Unfortunately my foot slipped on the

* Then you’re a bit too late,” said Wat- | muddy bank and I got a little wet.

son, ‘‘It’s all arranged.”

I tried to argue with them, but it was no
cood. Besides, Nipper caught hold of my
wrists, I think I was justified in being a
httle bit annoyed. It isn’t very nice to
have vour ideas—well, I won’t say stolen.

“We're just choosing ' the hares,” said
Nipper when he saw I wasn’t going to
waste any more time arguing. “‘ We must
have someone who’s a good runner, light on
his feet and can think quickly. There
aren’t many chaps who fit that.”

I saw at once that he wanted me to be
one of the hares.

‘“ All right,” I said,
civing you a run, [

I was surprised to see Nipper and Watson
burst out laughing, I had not meant to
make a joke.

‘“ Nipper’s going to be one of the hares,”
said Watson, *‘ and I think Farman would
do for the other.”

Just then a lot more Removites crowded
into the study. They were rather noisy,
and I don’t think Nipper heard what I
said. Tt is rather hard to make yourself
‘heard without shouting, And 1

don’t mind
™" .

{ through it.

never -

It was rather difficult to run with my
clothes streaming with water, but 1 man-
aged to go on leading the hounds. A little
further on we reached a field. The gate
was open, and I saw that the scent led
I dashed through the gate
and—suddenly pulled up. For just in
front of me was a large bull. I don’t take
any credit for not being frightened. Some
chaps don’t know what fear is. But I
turned back at once to warn the others.

There was nothing very brave in this
action. But the bull had given me a bit
of a shock. Some chaps have died of a
shock like that, you know. As I was
shutting the gate a, yokel came up and
hegan to be rude to me. He had a large
pail in his hand and wanted to go through
the gate. I told him about the bull

I was very surprised when he started to
laugh.

‘“It’s only a cow, mister,” he said. ‘' £m
going to milk ’er.” .

I don’t know why the other chaps sud-
denly bhegan to laugh. It wasn’t funny.

(Continued on page 24 )
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In fact it's rather
sad to think that
these country farm-
hands don't know
the difference be-
tween a cow and a
bull.

By now we had
reached the cross-
roads leading to |
Caistowe and!
The hares had thrown the scent

Bellton.
very badly, and I was not quite sure in

which direction they had gone. That is
where my training as a detective came in
useful, and I Lknew that they had taken
the road to Bellton.

the others were very stubborn and refused
" to believe my explanation. They say the
minority is always right. It certainlv was
in this case.

The others went off towards Cmstowe
and I took the Bellton Road. The scent
had been very badly laid and I scarcely saw
another bit of paper for miles. It 18 not
much use having a paper chase if you don’t |
lny any scent, is it ? But I kept running
and made my way back to the College
Luckily my deteetne training has made
me very keen, and I divined that I should
run down the haves near St. Frank's

And so I did, though I don’t want to be
thought boastful about it. I saw Nipper
and Farman standing a few yards from
the College gates with their backs to me.

I had run them to earth at last!

Without boasting, I consider this was
rather clever of me. I left the lane and
scrambled behind the hedge. In this way
I reached Nipper “1thout him seeing me,
Then I jumped out and collared him. Un-
fortunately the hedge had hidden a deep
ditch. Accidentally my foot slipped as I
jumped and I came heavily down on my
fac2, As I got up the two silly chumps
burst out laughing !

“ Well,-it's bpen a good run, old chap,”
said ; “ but you're not quite clever enough.
You gulled the other chaps all right. But
as a detective I was able——"
I must say I expected Nipper to be a
bit annoved. DBut he just laughed.

“ That's rich, Handy,” he said. * We've
been home over a quarter of an hour. And
the hounds are all home, too. They’re
changing. They didn’t get us.”

Weli, there you are. . If they had only
followed me they would have shared in
the credit of the capture,

¥
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' Yo ho!
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A PIRATE’S LIFE.
By BOB CHRISTINE.

(C’hrish'nc has cvidently been reading stories

old time adventure. I didn’t dare leave

t w8 contribution out in case he should blow

up Study C with gunpowder. RBut I have

cut out a tremendous lot of blond—about 15
buckets full.—FEn.)

Yo ho! Yo ho! for a pirate’s life
On an old freebooting ship,
With a sword in a sheath and & knife in
your teeth
You cannot get the pip.
You can shiver your timbers all d.'sy long,
And walk the giddy planks,
That’s life at sea under Nelson (Lee)
On the good old ship St. Frank’s.

Yo ho! Yo ho! for a pirate’s life
As you roll about on the main,

And every morn you are shot at dawn
"Till you reach the coast of Spain.

| Skull= and crossbones are piled every day
On deck for the sun to bleach,

And ingots of gold after tea aroe sall
At a penny or twopence each.

Yo ho! for a pirate’s life,
You are strung to the mizzen mast ;
Though sometirmes instead they cut oll
your head,
And into the hold you are cast.
But you soon get used to losing your heatl,
It doesn't matter a bean,
For the bearded mate brings it back on a
plate
And sticks it with seccotine'!
Yo ho! Yo ho! for a pirate’s life,
Avast and belay ! you scum !
If things are dry when thﬂ.v t1(19 15 high
Well, a sailor's life is *“ rum.’
\Tobhmn' can daunt the bold buccaneers,
Thrmgh the rain comes down in lumps,
For the bo’sun comes up with grog in hi3 eup
And pipes all hands to the pumps !

Yo ho! Yo ho! for a pirate’s life,
For a pirate’s life Yo ho !

There's never a trip like that on a ship
Where the jolly Rogers grow !

I shall never forget how the red sun sank

Like a ball of blood in the west—

h, rats to the sun—my five verses ard
done—

So yo ho! for a few days of rest !

O



(Continued from page 16.)

1f they had only made one bold bid, the)
could have overthrown the Supreme Council

within balf an hour. But the great difficulty

was to organise. They could not get them-

gselves together. And, without organisation,

any attempt to beat 'down this tyranny was
doomed to failure.

Owen major and the four other juniors

were still tall-:mg heatedly, still making all
0

sorts of plans for the overthrow of their

leaders. After a while Holroyd and Cobb
- went off, leaving the other three by them-
- selves, And only about five minutes had

elapsed before a rather startling thing took
place.

Out of the gloom of the Triangle some
black figures appeared. They seemed to
loom up out of nothingness. There were
quite a few of them, and without warning,
Owen major and Hubbard and Skelton were
flung to the ground. And it
possahle for them to make any outery.

Thick woollen bags were thrust over their
heads, drawn down, and gathered up tightly
about their necks. The suddenness of this
attack startled them and took all their
vigour away.

They became
scared.

Then they were dragged to their feet, and
marched forward. They had no idea as to
the direction they were taking. No sound
was uttered. The whole thing had been per-
formed in deadly, mysterious silence. At
~ last they reached their destination; but not
one of them could see where this actually
Wae.

Owen major was taken in first, into a kind
of room. He could feel this by the fact that
he was treading on boards. And the air was
warmer, too. Then he felt his hands being
thrust through some circular holes. A
clamp was placed down over the top, secur-
ing them into position. And his feet were
tightly secured by ropes to the floor. Owen
major was still in an upright position.

If he could bhave seen, which was quite im-
possible, he would have been cnraged even
more than he actually was. A rough wooden
contrivance had been constructed in this
room, which was really a small harness-room
far a“ay at the back of the Ancient Housze,
in close proximity to the stables.

. The wooden contrivance was made =ome-
thing after the style of the stocks, of oid.
There was a big framework,_ with a sawn
plank fixed in the top. In this plank there
were two "holes. The victim’'s wrists were
placed in them, and the upper part of the
plank was then brought down into positicn;
thus securing the wrists so that es cape was
impossible.

Owen major’s feet were tied to wooden
hlocks in the flooring. And there he stood,

half-stifled and thoroughly

utterly and absolutely helpless
Swish!
Without

the slightest warning something

was almost im- |-

whirled through the and struck him
across the legs.

‘““ 0h—0d000h !”
agony.

The slash had been a severe one and his
legs were burning with pain. Owen major
knew, instinctively, that the weapon. was
a dog whip, not merely a birch. The whip .
cut like a knife,

Slash! '

Again_ it descended, this time across his
back. Heozelred with pain, but, muffled up
in that cloth bag, his voice was hardly audi-
blgl ‘;Itld the unfortunate junior was stifled.

as .

Again and againp the whip descended, until,
indeed, Owen major was so terrified that he
hung hmpl and twistedly. He was racked

pain from head to foot. He felt that
he v.ould faint if more punishment was ad-
ministered.

And then a voice came to him through the
bag. He could not recognise it, for it was
obviously disguised.

**This is the reward which falls upon all
those who are traitors to the Supreme Coun- -
cil and the Commumist Cause!’ said the
voice, in deep, solemm tomes. ‘ Take heed,
wretch! Let these weords eink in deeply. If
one word against the Supreme Council is
again uttered by you this punishment will
be doubled. If you breathe a sound to your
comrades regarding this incident, you will
be immediately seized again and whipped
until you beg for mercy! Remember what
has been said. Take heed! The Supreme

air,

gasped Owen mz}jor, in

Council Rglds full sway!” ‘
Owen major -heard all these words, they
sank deeply into his mind. And then at

last, he was released from the ** stocks v rqd
led away. He etaggered drunkenly, for t.he
unfortamate junior was so filled with pain
that he could hardly walk. At last he
found himself hoisted to the top of a Hhigh
wall. And there he hovered for a moment
until he was lowered over the other end.
Suddenly he was released, and he fell into
the tall grass on all fours. The bag whick
had covered his head automatlcally came
off as he fell.

The cold night air seemed trebly cold after
the stifling heat of that bag. And he
looked up dazedly.

He was utterly alone.

He found himself just out in the lane. He
had been hoisted over the high wall of St.
Frank's. And, of course, it was quite im-
poseikle for him to know who the fellows
were who had treated him in sueii a way.
He guessed that they were the members of
the Supreme Counecil, but he had no actual
proof of this.

He limped down the lane umtil he cm%e
to the main gates. They were open, and
paesed painfully into the Triangle.

Fifteen minutes later Hubbard came intc
the Triangle, too. He and Owen major met.
They looked at one another curiously, but
not a word did they exchange as to what
had occurred, for Hubbard had gone through
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the ordeal also. His eyes were red, and he
had plainly been blubbing. He could nct al-
tezether be blamed, for even now he wus
sore all over. )

Altogether, ten juniors were seized and
treated in this way before supper time
arrived. And these ten were terrified be-

yond measure. They were utterly subdued.
Their punishment had been so great that
the very thought of suffering in a similar
way closed their mouths and stilled their
tongues. |

Many of the juniors were quite certain
that others had suffered. But still they did
not speak. They feared that the Communist
stewards were watching, and that they
would be reported.

It must be stated, in all fairness, that the
majority of the stewards had mo knowledge
of what actually took place. They merely
thought that these culprits were punished;
but they did not know how appalling this
punishment was.

Bedftime came.. soon
the fellows were subdued
dormitory. Those who had not suffered
secemed to realise, instinctively, that some
strange terror was hovering over them.
There were many discomforts, too, for the
beds had not been made, and each fellow
had to prepare his own as best he could.
This constant muddle was seriously affecting
the morale of all the Rebels.

By eleven o'clock the whole dormitory was
asleep. And then, just after the hour had
struck, several dim figures appeared in the
dormitory. They went straight to the bed
of Noys. This junior had been making some
rather caustic remarks about the Supreme
Council, and so far he had not suffered.

But he suffered now.

He was practically smothered as he lay
in bed, so that he could utter no sound. He
was forcibly carried out, and in one of the
spare box-rooms, he was lashed with the dog
whip, not so severely as the other victims,
because he was wearing no clothes. But
Noys was almost a wreck by the time his
captors had done with him.

Six other fellows who had been
were seized one by one from their
before midnight had struck.

They were all treated in the same way.

And they dare not say one word, for they
had all received the same warning, and they
all knew that a worse fate awaited them if
they ‘“*blabbed.”” It was like some ghastly
nightmare.

This, of course, was rank terrorism in its
worst aspect. |

The Communist leaders were beating down
the opposition; they were making their
followers fall into line. True to the tradi-
¢tions of such methods, the St. Frank's Com-
munists were mot slow. The leaders knew
only too well that their only chance of re-
taming control was to spread utter terror
throughout the rank and file.

This was real Communism, or, at all
events, Communiem as it has aiways been

afterwards. Most of
in the Remove

agitating

-

beds.

l

)

e
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practised. Although this regime had started
at St. T'rank’s as an ideal system, it had
thus degenerated into the very opposite te
what was intended.

Instecad of freedom and liberty, the
majority of the bhoys were only getting the
worst Kind of tyranny possible and literal
slavery. :

It had one redeeming feature.

It was so harsh and cruel that it would
necessarily collapse in a very short time,.
With healthy British boys such methods
could not be a success in the long run. But
for the moment, the Communist leaders held
the whip hand—in more senses than one!

— f—

CHAPTER VII.
WHAT THE FLASHLIGHT TOLD!

THE Coliege House lay still

and silent.
One o'clock had boomed

out from the old <lock
tower a few minutgs earlier.
A Everybody was sound asleep—or

ought to have been. The whole school, in
fact, appeared to be peacefully slumbering.

Nelson Lee had gone to his own bedroom
shortly after eleven, and his light had dis-
appeared just before midnight. Dr. Brett—
who had been co-operating with Nelson Lee
in the watching of Dr. Stafford—had appa-
rently gone home shortly after ten o'clock.

And Dr. Malcoim Stafford, the Headmaster,
was quite alone in his bedroom. There was
nothing to indicate that this was not
actually the fact. Even Mr., Trenton was
snugly in his own bedchamber for the night.

The College House was quite a separate
building—bhut, in a way, it joined up with
the rest of the school. The same can be
said of the Ancient House. They ‘were
placed on two sides of a Triangle. And in
the middle there were the Head's own pri-
vate quarters—quite a little house of its
own. Both the College Housze and the
éncient House joined up with this portion
ere,

The passage outside the door of Trenton's
bedroom was a long one, and quite bare.
There seemed to be no possible place for any
chance watcher to be hiding. Yet I was
there.

And I was watching.

I had been there, as a matter of fact,
since midnight. The guv’'nor had instructed
me that it would be useless to get on duty
earlier, for Trenton would certainly make no
move until after the midnight hour,

I was securely esconced in a little hidden
recess up the corridor. My position was a very -
cramped one, and that corridor was not par-
ticutarly warm. By the time one o'clock
struck I was feeling extremely fed up.

But I had a strong conviction that Mr.
Trenton would make some move. Nelson Lee
was similarly convinced. Perhaps we were
both wrong—perhaps the science master
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would leave us hath in tlie lurch, and would
take no action whatever. |
And then, at just abhout ten past one, 1

liecard a faint click. It was so soft that
at first I thought my imagination had led
me astray., A moment later [ knew {hat
my ears had not deceived me,

A faint black shadow had appeared in the
passage—a mere darkening of the blackness,
And this shadow had appeared from the door
of Trenton's bedroom. The science master
was on the prowl!

There could be no doubt that he was in-
tent upon some evil towards the Head-—
whom he fondiy supposed to be unguarded.

Trenton had swallowed the bait! He had
bchcved that falze conversation between the

guv'nor and I—he thought that we had
been speaking genuinely.

And he was acting upon the supposed
information.

I felt a throb pass through me as |

¢rouched in the recess. I knew that there
would be something doing now, and I was
filled with inward excitement.

With scarcely a sound, Trenton came along
the corridor—right in my direection. He
wounld have to pass within a few inches of
me. But I had no fear that he would learn
of my preserce, for the recess was dark, and
Trenton would have no cause to examine it.

He came along, slipped by, and then
turned a corner. Like a sccond shadow, 1
followed.

I wondered what the science master’s game
cetually was., It was impossible for him to
reach the Head’'s bedroom direct—for Dr.
Stafford’s private suite was cut off from the
remainder of the building by means of a
locked baize door. Trenton would never he
able to pass this.

What was his plan, therefore, for getting
into the Head’s apartment?

It was my duty to find out, and to deliver
a warning to Nelson Lee—szo that the latter
wounld he well prepared.
rended upon me, for if 1 made a miess of
this, the whole thing would be ruined.

Trenton weuld know that we had set a
trap for him, and in future he would be
fifty ttmes more cautious. So I made up my
riind that I wounld perform my part of the
vork without a fault.

Trenton certainly had no suspicion that he
was being shadowed. He was so certain, in
fact, that he was utterly alone, that never
once did he glance baek. Even if he had
Jdone 50, he would have met with no reward,
for I should not have bheen visible,

He passed along corridor after corridor,
always making in the direction of the Head's

OWh bedroom

Lol e o
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A great deal de-

And, at last, he got as near as it was
possible to get, for just a little way ahead
the baize-covered door confronted him—bar-
ring all further progress. In order to reach
this position, Mr. Trenton had traversed a
great portion of the College MHouse—going
past the dormitories, seniors’ bedrooms, and
&0 forth. And he had moved like a ghost the
whole time. And 1 had followed him lik.e
another ghost.

And now that he had coine to the end
of his run, so to speak, he turned into a
doorway. It was not the doorway of a bhed-
room, as 1 knew—but a kind of hox-room.
What could be Mr. Trenton’s object in going
into this apartment? 1t was not long bhefore
1 found out.

He passed into the room, and closed the
door bebind him, and inch by inch I crept
up.

I was feeling rather nervous about this.
If Trenton suddenly came out there would
be no cscape for me—discovery would be in-
evitable. But, in order to fulfil my trust,
I felt that I had to discover what was going
on. And almost the first sound I heard
when 1 drew abreast of the door was a
faint, momentary creak.

I recognised the sound on the instant.

I;*,uwas caused by the raising of a window-
sas

Trenton, then, was making his way outb
of the window! 1 thought rapidly, and then,
with a little intake of breath, I remembered
that a narrow ledge ran along this part of
the uilding. It was only on the first floor,

and not a very great distance from the
ground, -

“My only hat!” I muttered. *“ I've got it
now—but I'd better make certain!”

Like lightning I ran away, my stockinged
feet making no sound,: 1 pelted upstairs to
the next floor as hard as 1 could run, and
then went to one of ‘the windows. They
were of the casement type en this floor, and
1 opened one without a sound, and cautmuuy
peered over the windowsill. And there, sure
enough, a dim figure was crouching a"ambn
the wall on the lower level of the windows.

Mr. Trenton was making his way into the
Head’s bedroom by means of the bedroom
window. It would be a slow business, for he
could only move forward an inch at a time
—the ledge being s0 narrow,

And he had some little way to go, too.

I left my point of vantage, raced down to-
the lower floor, and immediately pulled a key
out of my pocket. I inserted this in the door
of a sparec bedroom. Entering, I closed the
door, went into a oupboard, and felt before
me. I knew exactly what I had come for,
and where to find it.

My fingers came into contact with the
ceiver of a small private telephone.
touched a bell-push, and then listened.

““'Well?”” c¢ame the (faintest of
whispers through the receiver.

““Can you hear me, guv'nor?" I breathed,

* Yes, distinctly,””

T.C~
1

faint



‘““He’s on his way now!”
“ He got out of a window, and he's creep-
ing along the ledge towards wour window.
You can expect him to enter in about three |
minutes from now.”

‘“(GGood lad!” came Nelson Lee's whisper.
“ Solendid!"”

He said no more, and the wire became
dead. I hung up my recaiver, -and breathed
a long sigh. My part was done. I had given
the guv’'nor the warning, and now he knew.
exactly what to expect.

This smail private telephone had heen in-
gtalied by Nelson Lee a day or two earlier,
and I was surprised at the extent of the
preparations the guv’nor had been making.

Although apparently idle, the great detective |

had been very active. Quietly, most un-
obtrusively, he had been perfecting his plans
for the trapping of this snaky scoundrel.
The private telephone was of quite a
common type, except for the fact that it
had no buzzer and no beli. Instead, it was
fitted with a tiny indicator. Leée had seen
this move as I had lifted my receiver, and
he knew that I was at the other end of the

wire. A bell, of course, would have been
out of the question under such circum-
stances.

“Well, I'd give a quid to be in hiz hed-
room just now!" 1 muttered. * Still, [%shail
know all about it soon, 1 suppose. The

guv'nor's getting hot stulf with these elec-
trical indicators, and all the rest of it!”’

In the meantime, Trenton was getting
nearer and nearer to the window of Dr. |
Stafford’s bedroom. More than once as he
edged his way along that precarious foot- |
- hold he feared that he would fall.

But grim determination kept hlm."ﬂln!!.1
and now he was at his goal. And he was |
very thankful to see that the window was
slightly open at the top. There would thus
be no difficulty in making an entry,

And, this time, Trenton would make no
mistake.

He intended, in fact, to administer a dose ;
of his terrible drug which would have the
most appalling consequences. He intended
the Head to go off into one of his raging
fits-in the dead of night. This would hne
a tremendous ciffect upon the whole schco!,
and the Head’s presence as Principal of St.
Frank's would no longer be possible. Re-
signation would be his only move.

Trenton breathed a sigh of relief as he
felt the broad windowsill beneath his feet. |
Then, inch by iinch, he commenced raising
the lower sash. It slid noisclessly, and he
was enabled to get the sash right up with- J
out making the shahtest sound. He stepped
into the bedroom.

The darknesz was not ahsolute.

Somewhere in the sky there was a moon, |
but it was hidden behind banks of c¢louds,
and only a suhdued dimness clothed the old
buildings. A faint reflection of this dim light
entenrod the bedroom. And it was possible
to see the bed itself, with the snowy-white

I said tensely. ’

Stafford re-

sheets and the figure of Dr,
posing between them.

Trenton lost no time.

He stepped silently forward, and bent over
the bed.

Sizzzzz!

Without the slightest warning there was a

and a blinding,>»blazing flash
At the same second there was
a distinet click. The whole thing had hap-
pened so abruptly that Trenton was nearly
ready to faint with the surprise of it.

He uttered a hoarse ery and staggered
back.

If ever a man was frightened, Trenton was
at that moment. He was t.errlﬁed in fact,
for this thing had come so c]mmaticahy—~
so utterly mysteriously. The next second
Trenton staggered to the window, and
toppled out.

Whether he intended to fall right out was
a question. Probably he overbalanced in h.s
dazed condition. At all events, he gave a
wild ery as he fell headlong. There wgs a
moment’'s awfu! silence.

Then came the sound of erackling and
apiintering. Nelson Lee, in the Head’'s bed-
room, knew immediately what had occurred.
Directly below this window there were a
number of thick, strong laurel bushes.

Trenton had fallen into one of them!

In a flash Nelson Lee was at the window,
{ gazing out. He saw Trenton roll over and
over, and then pick himself up. He swayed,
‘:taggered, and broke into a stumbling run.

“Upon my soul!” murmured Nelson Lee
softly.
This move on Trenton's part had heen as
unexpected to Lee as it probably was to
Trenton himself. The detective had not in-

hissing sizzle,
of bluey fire.

tended making a capture—his motive in
planning this affair was quite dilferent.
Trenton, however, had got away, and

nobody else in the whole building had heen
disturbhed. By all appearaflices, the science
master was only superficially hurt, prchab'y
a scrateh or two, and a number of bruises.
The distance he had fallen, after all, had
not been great.

Nelson Lee considered the position.

““ Perhaps it is all the better,” he mur-
mured. “I'll guarantee that Trenton has
no idea what really took place. He will pro-
hably suspect later on—but he cannot know
the truth.”

Nelson Lee closed the window, and moved
towards the bed. The Headmaster was no?b
between the sheets. That which lay there
was merely a couple of pillows and a dark
object at the top. In the gloom this fake
had looked exactly like a real human figure.

Dr. Stafford, in reality, was in Nelson
Lee's own bedroom. and Dr. Brett was with
him, on guard. Nceison Lee had meant to
take no chances.

He moved forward now, and removed from
a little stand a small camera. 1t had been
placed there in readiness—quite invisible 1n



The plate in that camera had
reccived the impression of Trenton as he bent
over the bed.

In other words, Neison Lee had taken a
f'ashlight photograph.

He required this for evidence.
certainly be conclusive enough, for it would

the Jarkness.

It would

show the cunning science master actually
bending over the bed. Nelson Lee had taken
¢reai pains to obtain this item of proof.

With the camera in his hands, he left the
bedroom, and then came along the corridor
to tiie green baize door. He unlocked this,
and found me waiting anxiously on the other
side.

“1 thought you'd be a lot longer than
thie, sir!” I whispered. ** What's happened?”

‘*“ Well, Nipper, thinrzs have not gone
exactly as we anticipated,” said Nelson Lece.

“Haven't you got the photograph?’ |
asked blankly.

"* Yes, I've got that.”

“* Then what——""

“Trenton placed himself exactly as I re-
quired,”” went on the guv'nor. 1 believe
that I have obtained a splendid impression.
Trenton himself, however, was so startled by
the sudden blaze of light from the magne-
sium that he staggered to the windew and
topnied out.”

1 stared.

“Yon—you mean he’s killed himszelf?7"’ 1
gasped.

“* My dear Nipper, I didn't say that!”’ ex-
claimed Lee. ‘ Trenton jis quite unharmed,
I believe. He fell into one of those laurel
bushes, and got away. It will probably be
an hour or so before he plucks up enough
courage to come back to the school. We
need not worry about him, however.”

“Isn’t it possible that he’ll clear off
altogether?” -

** Possible,”” admitted Lee, ‘““but by no
means probable. If he clears off, Nipper, it
will mean that he has given the whole game
up. And I don't think Trenton admits de-
feat just yet. But for the photograph, he
could easily blafi this out if he was accused.
For in the darkness it would be impossible
to swear that Trenton was actually the man
who entered.”

** But the photograph will prove his iden-
tity all night, sir,”” I said.

“It certainly ought to,”
* You did your part well, young ‘un, for 1
was warned in good time, and was able to
fix my apparatus to exactly the right dirce-
tion. You had better run off to bed now.”

*“ And what are you going to do, sir?”’

“Y shall develop this photograph——"’

‘ And ¥'ll jolly well come along with you'!™
I deciared. * It’s likely I'm going to be
left out in the cold after all this. Dash it
all, cuv’nor, I'm blowed if I'm going to be
sent o!f to bed!”

Nelsor Lee chuckled. .

‘*Come along then!”’ he said.
you'll get your own way!”’

“1 suppose

We made our way downstairs and along

agreed Lee. |

L of some

one of the passages until we arrived at a
smail cupboard-like apartment which Nelson
Lece had recently turned into a dark room.
It was now getting on for two o'clock.

If Trenton returned he could have no
knowledge that we were about, for no light
escaped from this dark room. And we were
careful to make no sounds, and to speak only
in whispers.

And there, with the red lamp glowing upon
our features, we bent over the small bench
while Nelson Lee took out the slide from
the camera, and then carefully dropped the
plate into the developer.

We watched anxiously
came out into sharp relief. .

* A ripping photograph, by the look of it,
sir,”” 1 said.

“ Yes, it appears tc be quite satisfactory,”
Lee replied.

At last the negative was fully developed
and fixed. The guv'nor had one of those -
special drying machines, and, after a little
patience, the negative was dried and ready
for a print.

Using gaslight paper, the guv’'nor soon had
a print in the developing bath. And, as we
watched, the photograph sprang into life.
It was fixed, and then I slipped out the red
slide from the lamp, and we examined the
completed photograph in the full white light.

*“ Why, what’s this, guv'nor?” I exclaimed,.
startied. ' It's not Trenton at all!™

I stared at the photograph rather dazedly,
Nelson Lee was examining it with close care
and attention. And there was a grim light
in his eyes.

*“ Clever,
mured.

“But the man isn’'t Trenton!'” 1 insisted.
“Look at the face, sir—it’s blank and ex-
pressionless! In fact, it looks more like a
wax dummy. It's—it’s ghastly!”

The photograph was, indeed, horrible.

“ My dear Nipper, there is nothing what-
ever to be alarmed about,” said Nelson
Lee. *“ The astute Mr. Trenton has foiled
1s. Our work bhas been practically for
nothiag. Well, a sethack of this sort does
not discourage me.”

“ But—but I can't understand!"
tested.

‘“And yet the explanation is simplicity
itself,” said Lee. * Tremtom was wearing
a ‘tight-fitting mask—a whole mask which
covers his entire face. It is probabiv made
tightly-drawn silken 1material—
which gives this expressionless appearance to
the features.”

“Well, I'm ““The
awfaul rotter!”

‘““ He took precautions—that is all,” said
Nelson Lee. * Well, youmg 'un, the little in-
cident has been quite interesting. We now
know for certain that Trentom is sparing
o efforts.” :

“ What do you think he'll do next, sir?'
Nelson Lee looked grave.

as the mnegativa

Nipper—very clever!” lhe mur-

1 pro-

jiggered!”" exclaimed.



““1 cannot tell you,”” he replied slowly.
“ But, whatever the next move is, Nlpper,
it will be erim and desperate!”

He was marked down for immediate

attention.

Before mid-day several other fellows had

| been marked down. Several Sixth Formers

were very outspoken indeed. They had

come into this Communist business in. a

CHAPTER VIIIL 1 good-natured spirit, hoping that they would
BLAvERY ! be working for the good of the school. Many

: of them had had rather advamced ideas.

OR 'the first time since the | But even the most active admirers of Com-
Communists had come | munism in the Sixth were mow heginniug to
into power things were | realise that theory and practice were two

going fairly smoothly.

No fellows were late

for morning lessons, and in the

Remove, particularly, all the

juniors had an air of being subdued. The |
loyalists looked om wonderingly, amnd could

not understand what had brought about
this change.

Many of the Rebels appeared %o be sore,
and it dld not take long to gather that they
had been through the mill. But it was|
cglrlous that they should keep so quiet about
i

There was some kind of a despotism here. |

Without a doubt, the Supreme Council was
holding full sway now—but only because
of its terrorist methods and harsh ‘punish-
ments. The Supreme Council was not lead-
ing because it was loved.

In fact, the leaders of the Schoolboy Com-
munists were absolutely hated and feared.
And yet hardly any junior dared breathe
a word against the Council. The punish-
ments whicli had been inflicted the previous
evening, and during the night, had struck
a regular pang of terror into the boys’
hearts. Aand they were in mortal fear of
‘what would happen if they agitated again.

The Remove, in fact, was unnaturally
quiet.

There was something almost uncanny about
it. Even in the Fifth the fellows were sub-
dued. Some of them were still aching from
the whippings they had received. And, in
spite of .all efforts, whispers were going
about-—-qofbls, and from bﬁv to boy—regard-
ing the terrible * stocks,”” and the still
more ‘terrible dog-whip.

But there were, of course, a mumber of
boys—both senior and junior—who had not
suffered in this severe manner at the hands
of the Supreme Council. And these boys,
although they suspected that dire conse-
quences would follow if they talked sedition,
could mot help letting out their views in
different ways here and there. Nicodemus
Tmtweod, for example, had resigned his

ost as chief of the Remove Form Council—
statmg that the Rebels were altogether too
hot for him, and that he wouldn’'t be
associated with them any longer.

Trotwood, in fact, was keenly anxious to
come back to the Loyahsbs fbut did not like
to humiliate himself by coming across the
Triangle. But, while he was with the
Rebels he would have aothing more to do
with them—that is to say, nothing more
to do with the comtrol.

4
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very different things.

*“ Personally, I've finished with the whole
mad business!” declared Wilson. ** Ken-
more is nothing more nor less than a fool

to ussuciate himseif with these extreme
lumatics.’ |

Rees smiled.

“It's just the kind of thiag tll"lt Ken-

more ]ikes " he said. ** Kenmore’s a bully by
nature, and he never ought to have been
allowed on the Supreme Council. 'l
guarantee he’s mainly responsible for the
terrifying punishments that have _been
handed out to some of the juniors!” -

“ What terrifyiag punishmeuts?” asked
Conroy major.

““ Haven't you heard?"

“ A few rumours—but nothing definite!”

“ Rumours are good emough for me, any-
how,” said Rees, of the Sixth. * There must
be a large amount of truth in ’em, bhecause
half a glance is enough to tell anybody that
some of the kids are almost too sore to
walk. I am absolutely with Wilson—I'm fed
up with the whole system. It sounds ideal
enough for the chaps to be running the
school, but I sha'n’t. grumble if we go back
to the old comditions to-morrow.”

“ Rather!” said Wilson. * Why, hang it
all, the fellows ‘had altogether more liberty
before this Communism came in. Most of
the juniors are simply living in a state of
slasvery now.”’

““ And they

B

too!
““ What else can they do?’" asked Wilson.

“ Directly amy of them start making objec-
tions they're hauled before the Supreme
Council and punished. The whole thing is a
reign of terror—but it serves the Kids right!"”

The three seniors were chatting in Conrdy
major’s study, and this little discuszion took
place just previous to morning lessons. They
failed to notice that the door was slightly
and they certainly did not hear a soft
footfall out im the corridor.

‘“ Serves them right?” repeated <Conroy
major. ‘““ How do you make that out?”

“ Well, they were all mad after thiz Com-
muaiism, and wantted it,"”” replied Wilson.
“ They agitated for it, rebelled against all
authority, and it was finally decided to give
the thing a trial. Behold the result! Things
are ten times as bad, and rank terrorisin
is ruling over the whole school.. This is what
comes of putting the control of thmgs into
the hands of the fellows themselves.’

‘““ But you were rather in favour of it
once!’” Rees reminded him.

seem to take it lving down,



“ But
I'm perfectly ready to confess my idiocy—
and that’s a lot more than some chaps wiil

“1 was!”" admitted Wilzon frankly.

do. I've seen quite enough of Communism to

satisfy me! Give me the gcod, old-fashioned
style of things every time! And I'm going to

do my very utmost to kill the whole cranky
lan.”’

PH You can't do anything simgie-handed,”

gaid Conroy major.

“Won't you help?” asked Wilson. ** Aud
what about you, Rees? From now onwards
we'll speak to as many chaps as possible,
and convince them that ‘the only plan is
to returm to the old style. Within a couple
of dayvs we shall have hosts of supporters,
and we shall be able to strike. What do
you say?”’

“ Good idea!” said Rees. “I'm with you.
And the Supreme Couacil wen't do an)'thing
to us—we're too big for ‘em. And they
woulda’'t have the nerve to try any of their
rotten tricks with the Sixth.” _

“Oh, wouldn’t fthey?’’ murumured Simon
Kenmore grimly. “ We'll seec about that!”

Kenmore, as a matter of fact, had heen
listening outside the door for two or three
minutes. Passing down the Sixth Forin
corridor, he had overheard a few words, and
he had paused to listen to the rest.

He went on his way with a fixed expression
in his eyes, and flve minutes later he had
reported the matter to the Supreme Council
—an ~ the Supreme Council immediately set
about making plans.

Morning lessons began scon afterwards,
amd they passed off fairly evenly and with-
out many jolta. One or two fellows from the
Fifth were absent for about half an hour,
and there were also some absentees from the
Sixth and Remove. They could come aand
go as they liked, for they were either
members of the Supreme Council, or in-
structed by the Council. And this was the
highest control in the school.

As soon as lessons were over Conroy major
and Rees and Wilson strolled off together.
They were intent upon making plans to
get ahead with their scheme. They were
about to decide, in fact, which semiors they
should start on.

They arrived at Conroy’'s study and
entered. Conroy major was the first to go
in, and he suddenly came to an abrupt halt
and gasped. His eyes mearly started out of
his head.

“ Why, what on earth—— Good heavens!’
he shouted thickly.

He stared hefore him, amazed and furious.
The blood rushed up into his face, and for
a few moments he was absolutely speech-
less. And there was every reason for his
outburst and his amazement.

The study was a sceme of utter desolation.

It was, in fact, wrecked—and wrecked in
such a manner that not a single article
within the four walls was any further use.
The whole scene of destruction formed a
picture which cansed the three seniors to
stare blankly.

e
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+ heside himself with

The furniture—which Cenrey major had
heen rather proud of—was chopped amnd
splintered up into small fragments. These
fragments were scattered about all over the
floor, piled into heaps. The carpet was up
ome corner—ripped and slashed to ribbons.
All the pictures were still hanging, but
the glasses were smashed, and the frames
hacked about ruthlessly.

And, over everything, a horrible mixture
of tar and soot and paint and cinders had
been liberally smothered. The air of the
study reeked with the smell and Conroy
breathed hard and <cleuched his fists. -

““The hounds—the cowardly curs!” he
shou'ted violently. ‘* Look at this, Rees—
look at it!”

“It's—it’s awful!” said Rees huskily.

‘“ Everything ruined—everything smashed
and destroyed!” went on Conroy major.
“I've never seem anything like it in all my
life! I paid quids and quids for this
furniture, amd it was the best in the whole
corridor.”

“ But—but who's done it?” asked Wilson
faintly.

“Who's done it?”’ shouted Conroy major.
‘“Why the Supreme Council, of course!
Who else? Somebody must have overheard
us talking this morning, and this—this is
the result! Cowards! Destructive hounds!”

“ This is going too far!” exclaimed Rees
hotly. *‘“Look here, we shall have to see
Mr. Lee, or—-" '

“Wha't on earth’'s the good of that?"” de-
manded Conroy. “Mr. Lee calmly tells
everybody who goes to him that he’s got
nothinrg to do with the coatrol of the school
now, and can't take any action!”

‘““The rotter!” said Rees.

‘““No, he isn't!"” snapped Conroy mrajor.
“Mr. Lee's right—absolutely right! These
Communists are runming the school, and Mr.
Lee is doing the proper thing in letting
them run their own road. Any interference
on his part would be a mistake. We've
simply got to suffer this in silence—or,
rather, 1 have!”

‘“Do you mean to say you're not going
to do anything——"’

““What can I do?” shouted Conroy, mearly
rage and indignation.
“What can I do? Yell the whole thing
about the school, and bring the Supreme
Council down on me? That wouldn't do any
good! This is simply a way of showing us
that we're as much under the thumbs of
the leaders as the fags are!
terrorism in its worst form!
better than slaves!”

Wilson looked at the ruin rather dazedly.

‘““ Everything!” he said. ** Not merely the
furniture and the carpet, but everything
else! What a rotten shame! Those bocks
of vours, Conroy—presents you had from
your pater, I believe—-"

“Torn up and bhurnt in a heap in the
fireplace!”” exclaimed Coairoy huskily. “ Oh,
the curs! That set of Greek volumes was

I tell you, it's
We're mothing



bound im the fAnest leather, and it cost my
pater something like ten pounds!”

“The chaps who did this ouvzht to be
locked up!" said Rees fiercely. * I'm awfully
sorry, Conroy——  Great Scott!” he added
- blankly.

“What's the matter?"” asked Wilzon.

“Why, they—they might have been to
our studies, too—-""

““ Good heavens!”

Without another word the (wo seniors

rushed out, and went to their own studies.
Each Sixth Former had a study to himself
at St. Frank's. And Rees's fear proved
only too true.

His own study, and Wilson's study,
exactly the same conditiou as Conroy
major's. They were wrecked and ruined
beyond all hope. Everything was destroyed
—ruthlessly, relentlessly.

The Supreme <Council
power all the time!

The three seniors were so enraged tha't
they mearly went off their heads at first.
Other Sixth Formers came along, and they
were staggered. Frintom was so indignant
about it all that he suggested a prompt
reprisal.

““ Reprisal?”" repeated Wilson irritably.
*“Don’'t talk rot! We don't know who did
this—we may suspect, but we don't know
for certain. The Supreme Council started
the whole ithing, no doubt—"

“Then I suggest we wreck every
belonging to members of the
Council,” shouted Frinton.

‘“ Hear, hear!”

"“Two wrongs don’t make a right!” ob-
jected Comroy major. * These rotters don't
care a hang about destroying good property,
but I wouldu't be a party to it. Be-d_df.s,
four of the chaps on the Supreme Council
belong to the Fifth and Remove—and they
share their studies with other fellows, who
probably don’'t agree with this kind of
blackguardism. « It's no good talking, we
can't do a thing in the way of reprisals.
But we'll make the cads pay every farthing
of expense!”’ J

““Rather!”™ said Frinton. “If you don’t
do it now, you can do it later om. This
Commuunism is the rottenest system that was
ever devised! They think they can terrify
us with this sort of thing, but they can't!”

Indignation ran high, but even the most
aggressive senior realised that it would be
wise for them to keep their tongues still.
To openly denounce the Supreme Council
was evidently a dangerous game.

And, although the fellows boiled within
themselves, this latest example of Com-
munist frightfulness had its effect. Nearly
all the seniors and juniors were subdued.
Frinton, however, boldly defied the Supreme
Council.

“They can wreck my study if they like!”
he declared warmly. *‘There's not much in
ft—nothing of any particular value, anyway.
T've never heen able to afford much in the

were in

was showing its

study
sSupreme

way of deceat furniture. If they wreck IbL

for me

all,
to drop ou my pater for some better stufi!”

it’ll be rather a good excuse

“You
major.

defora an hour had elapzed, another dis-
covery was made. Conroy major happened
to go upstairs for something, and he came
down like a raging bull. He had discovered
that his best clothing had been cut into
shreds. His spare meckties ripped to pleces,
and all his best shirts torn to rags. The
same disaster had befailen the clothing of
Wilson and Rees. Not content with merely
wrecking the studies of these three seniors,
th.: Communists had gone a step further.

There was a great deal more indignation,
but, for the most part, it was kept withia
check. Everyvbody resolved that this Kind
of thing would have to stop—but nobody
exactly knew how the #toppage could be
effected.

When afternocon lessons were over, Frin-
ton’s first task was to hurry to his study.
He opened the door and gazed within.
Everything was in order, and it was clear ag
once that 'the Communists had not visited

artful bounder!” grinned Hodder

the place. Frinton grinned, and looked
rather triumphantly at Hodder major, who
was with him.

‘““There you are!" said Frinton. * They

haveun't touched my stuff—and I can telli you
that it'll be as mue as eggs in future. If
we only agitate in the right way we'll have
this despotism crushed within « few hours.
We want to all combine——"' :

“ Frinton—Frinton !™

““Hallo !’ said Frinton, turniag.

Chubby Heath, of ‘the Third, stood in the
doorway. His face was flusbed, and his
breath was coming in short gasps. He had
heem rununing hard, and he looked rather
scared, too.

“ What's the matter with you?”
the Sixth Former.

demanded

‘““ Have—have you seen your bike?’’ gasped
Chubby Heath. '
“My Dbike?”” repeated Frinton sharply.

“What's the matter with it?7”’

“1t's wrecked—"’

The fag didn’t get any further, for Frinton
and Hodder major tore out of the study,
pelted down the corridor, and made a bee
line for the bicycle shed. They entered,
and then they saw ‘the cause of Chubb}
Heath's excitement.

The Supreme Council had heen at it again!

Knowing full well that Frinton would not
mind much if his study was wrecked, the
Communists had acted in another way. The}'
had utterly ruined his bicycle. The destruc-
tion was complete.

“J—J say, this is worse than ever!” ex-
claimed Hodder major indignantly. ““A

ripping jigger like that, too!
all right!”

A glance round assured him that Frinton's
machine was the only one to suffer. Frinton
himself was staring dazedly at the wreck.

“Do vyou know anything about this?”
askod Hodder major, turning to Clubby
Heath, who was ia thz2 doorway.

I hope mine’s
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“Of course, I don’t!"™ said the fag.

“ You didn’t see anybody interiering?’

“*No, I came here to get my own jigger
cu't,”” said Heath. ‘““1 spotted Frintom's
like at omce, and thought 1'd come along
and tell him. Aim’t it awful?  But I'm
not going to say anything against the
Supreme Council, I can tell you!”

Chubby Heath went off, rather scared.

“I'm sorry, old man,” said Hodder major
softly. **This is 'the worst vet!”

Frinton fairly boiled over with rage.

“The destruetive young demomns!” he
shouted violently. ** By George! I'll make
it my business to discover the culprits, and
they’ll have to pay up. I've mever known
such wanton ruin in all my life!”

*“* Wrecking those etudies and destroying
the clothing was bad enough, but this goes

|

all manner of shapes, and tyres were slashed
to ribbons, the handlebars were bent and
broken. the frame was buckled out of all
recognised shape. Even the saddle had not
escaped. This was sawn right through,
jagged and uneven.

“ Aud we can't do anything,”
major. “ That's the rotten part of it,
know! I'm awfully sorry, old man—'

“1 know youn are, but that doesn't help
me, does it?"’" eaid Frinton, rather ungrae-
iously—but he was mot without excuse. *' I
can't complain to the Head, or Mr. Lee, or
anybody! They don't acecept responsibility
for anything that happens mnowadays.
Thev're right, too! The school is to be con-
trotled by the feHows, and this is the result!
These kind of things happen, and there’s 1o
appeal, no redress of any kind!"”

*“1t'1l have to come to an end soon, tha%'s

said Hodder
yoa

Without any previous warning,
Nicodemt: Trotwood and Canham
were grasped, flung to the ground and
held there. They struggledin vain.

even step further!” exclaimed Hodder
m:ior hotly. ** It simply can't go on, Frin-
ton—titere must be an end to it soon!”

* There will he!” said Frinton grimly.

The. two Sixth Formers continued to stare
at the remains of the bicycle. Only a week
before it had been a brand new machine, a
glorious, spanking jigger that had cost Frin-
ton's pater well over twenty pounds to buy.
a5 a matter of fact, it was a Christmas hox
which had been ordered at the festive sea-
ven, and it had been delivered at St. Frank's,

=%
La

dircet from the makers, oniy the previous
week. .
There wae little wonder that Frinton

was nearly off his head with fury.

The bicyele was smashed beyond repair.
The destruction was so complete that not
a fnot of the framework was whole. The
entire machine was buckled and hemt und
cracked up. The wheels wcre twisted into

- ‘ <

absolutely certain,” exclaimed Hodder major.
**And later on, when you find who the
culprits really are, you'll be able to get com-
pensation.”

“If they don’'t dub up, I'll get my pater
to prosecute them!"”  declared Frinton
darkly. ‘¢ After all, we're living in a ctvil-
ised country, and this kind of thing can't go
on without somebody suffering.”

It seemed that somebody had already
suffered, principally Frinton, But these
destructive efforts on the part of the Com-
munists were really a sign of growing -weak-
ness, and not a sign of Iincreasing power.
For it was an open confession that they
were only able to control by these methods
of frightfulness.

The terror was at its height; but it had
gone rather too high ¢#o be safe. It had
over-reached itself, and was destined to come
topplirg down with a mighty crash!



CHATTER IX.
THE COLLAPSE OF COMMUNISM !

WEN major peered cauti-
ously over the crumbling
old wall.

** Somebody else com-
\ Ning!” he whispered tensely.
“ Stand still, you chaps, don't

even breathe!’’

Three other juniors stood perfectly still
in the darkness. They waited with bated
breath, and the dim figure crept mearcr and
nearer, and at last resolved itself into Nico-
demus Trotwood.

“Who's that?"" whispered Hubbard.

“Friend!”" said Trotwood coolly. ‘“ All
right, my sons, keep your giddy hair on! So
this is the secret meeting, eh? DBetter be
careful, or it won't be a secret for long!
Rather too public for my liking!™

It was evening, and the darkness was

pitchy. The mocn was not due to rise untll
something after ten, -and the sky was
clouded. 1t was almost impossible to see

ten yards through the thick gloom of the

Triangle.
- The bolder spirits among the Rebe! forces
were defying ali the dictates of the Supreme
Council, and they were holding a secret
meet.nu. It was the first actne organised
elfort . against the Dictators.

Exactly who originated the scheme, no-
body knew. Nicodemus Trotwood thought
that he was the first to suggest it. Hubbard
claimed that it was his idea. Owen major
was just as positive that he had hit upen
the wheeze originally. In actual truth, it
was quite probuable that two or three of
them had got the idea at the same time.

At all events, this meeting had almost
formed itself. Without any actual arrange-
ments being made, without any definite

time being fixed, certain juniors were turn-
ing up. Some of them were not even sure
a meeting wuas being heid. But all these
juniors were those who were heart and soul

opposed to the Hununish methods  of the
Supreme Council.

And the majority of the fellows had suf-
fered; they had been treated to a taste
of that awful dog® whip. And now they
were sharing notes, and whispering conii-
dences. They were amazed when they

ﬂe:—uued the extent of the Communist power.

A regular reign of terror, that’s what it
18, det,la.rcd Uwen major. “1 was quite
!ready to zo in for this Com:unism with all

my heart. But I understcod that it meant |
freedom for: the chaps, not slavery! And
we're worse than slaves just now!” Com-

munism is a rotten swindle, and 1'm fed up
with it."”

‘““ Same here!" declared Hubbard.

“It's a rank tyranny! said Trobtwood.
“I found that out soon after 1 was ap-
pointed chief of the Form Council. In fact,
I got s0 fed up with it that I chucked the

whole job, as you know.
sons; we haven't come
aup[mee’"

“Then what hme we come for?"

“What for? Why, to make plans for
overthrowing tiese terrible torturers!" said
Nicodemus Trotwood grimly. *“1I haven't
tested that dog whip myself, but I've heard
quite enough about it. If the members of
the ‘wupreme Council have all been doing this
sort of thing I'il never speuk to Tucker
again as long as I'm at St. Frank’s, and I'll
never speak to Armstrong, either. The whole
thing's brutal and savage and blackguardly.”

“ Not so loud, Trotty!” whispered Owen
major.

“1'm feeling pretty reckiess this evening.”
said Trotwood. *1 can tell you the time

But locok here, my
here just to jaw, I

has come for us to strike—and striko
properly. It's no good getting up an agita-.
tion ' ; ' '

“Why not?"” asked Hubbard. “ That's
what I was 2oing to suggest. Why can't we
collar all the members of the Supreme

Council, and kick them round the Triangle?
That would be pretty good, you know.”

** Rather!” suid one or two others.

“ Crude!”" said Trotwood, shaking his head.
**And it would serve no reilll. "umi purpose.
The Supreme Council could {Ieny o know-

ledge of these dog-whip ruitiuis, ond we
couldn't prove that they ore reully con-
nected. No, my sons, our cniy chahce is to
lay a trap for the rotters.”

A trnp '

“Yes!

“How can it be done?”

**'Well, it ought to be pretty easy!
Trotwood. * But we shall need at
two dozen feliows. There are
of us here. If we can fnd
more trustworthy chaps, we shall be all
right. 1t simply meazns cone bhoid aet now,
and these Huns will be exposed. Once we've
made a pubiie exhibition of their methods,
they'll be done; they'll be finished for
"(]{}d'

* By Jingo, you're right!”
major., *“1 t,hmk 1 can
the chaps together., I know eight or nno
Collegze House feliows who are as Leen as
mustard to get baeck to their old quarters.
They're fed up with this business. 1've conly
aot to whisper a word to 'em, and they'll
be buzzing round us. There are a lot mure
of our own chaps, too."”

" said

least
not cuough
about sixtoeen

decizred Owen
promise to collect

“ All right,”” said Trotwood. * You got
them together, but do it carefully, or the

stewards will smell a rat. At seven o'clock
to the minute Canham and I will be having
a chat on the Ancient House steps, and that

chat will be pretty interesting. Now listoin,
I'll give you an outline of what's to be
done.” :

The other juniors did listen, and they were
highly satisfied with Trotwcod's suggestion.
The n, one by one, the conspirators disparsod.

They went about in just the same m nner
as usuai, without giving any inkling of what
was afoot.



Just before seven, when everything
peared to be quiet and subdued, Trotwood
stroiled out through the Ancient House
Iot:by. Canbam was with him, and the two
inniors lounged against the Ancient House
steps in the dark, and fell into conversation.
They did not take the preeaution to lower
thieir voices and they seemed to be unaware of
tLe fact that Teddy Long was hanging about
fairly near by. Teddy Long, as they knew,
wis the chief spy of the Communists, Ie
hid informed against dozens of fellows,

**If those brutes on the Supreme Council
think we're going to stand it much longer,
they've made a bloomer!"” exclaimed Trot-
wood angrily. ** They're all a set of cads,
and. 1 don’t care who hears me saying s0

‘“ Better go ea:ay"’ interrunted
with ex.lg;.:emttﬁd caution,

“ Rats!” said Trotwood.
hurt me—let them | lay fingers on me, that's
atl! I'll soon show them what's witat! This
Uommunist business is rotten to the core,
and I'm going to get up a big agitation to
chuck the buprem-e Coumcil off its giddy
P edeci.]l 1

“ We've certainly

Canham,

‘“They can't

' heen putting up with
their rot for long enough!” deeclared Can-
ham. ** They’ve messed up the whole school.
Everything's going wrong, and bhefore long
there’ll be nothing but hopeless eonfusion.
But it won't be poseivle to do much,
Trotty.”

ap-)

Trotwood grimly.
These cads are get-
and they think
they're =0 independent that it'll be easy
enough to topple them over. You help me,
and we’'ll be on velvet! When we ge in-
doors we’ll slip round to all the studies, one
after the other. And we'll tip the word to
the chaps. If we organise the thing properly,
the Supreme Council won't have an earthly
chance. Anyhow, we’re going to stop this
fearful rot. It's making life a misery and
there’s no joy in living! Communism is a
fool's game; there's nothmg good in it 4t
all. It's the rankest idiocy. Communism is
simply the outcome of ignorance and envy.
And whenever it's put into pratbme it's a

“Won't said

it
“ We'll see about that!
ting too big for their boots,

dismal, horrible failure!”
Teddy Long had heard quite enough by
this time, and he scurried round the

Ancient House in the dark and got indoors
by means of one of the rear entrances. He
raced along the passages until he came to
Kenmore's wtudy The Sixth Former was at
home—very much so.

He had visitors—Grayson and Shaw, of the
Fifth. The trio were smoking openly, with-
out making any attempt to conceal the fact.
It was not necessary to do so now. Teddy
Long found  himself looking at the seniors
through a blue haze.

** Well what is it?" asked Kenmore eagerly.

(Continued on next page.)
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“MTwo chaps in the Triangle!” panted
Long. ‘‘ They've been saying awful things,
~you know! Running Communism down, and
‘suying that they're going to overthrow the
Supreme Council, and o

““ Who are they?” put in Grayson sharply.

“ Trotwood and Canham, of the Remove!”

“(Oh!" said Kenmore savagely. “So
Trotwood's havin' a go, is he? He's the
little blighter who chucked up his job on
the Form Council. AN right! These two
traitors will soon be dealt with. Here you
are, Long!"”

Yeddy eagerly scized a shilling, stuffed
it into his pocket, and scuttled away. He

had an arrangement with Kenmore, as a
matter of fact, which entitled him to a

ghilling every time he brought information
which would lead to the discovery and pun-
ishment of traitors to the Cause.

Meanwhile, Trotwood and Canhuam
still talking.

And as they talked their conversation grew
more and more violent. Treachery was not
the word for it, they were indulging in every
kind of abuse they could think of.

There was hardly a well recognised term
that they did not make use of. And then
the blow came, sudden and swift.

Without any previous warning, some black
figures loomed up out of the darkness. Nico-
demus Trotwood and Canham were grasped,
flung to the ground, and held there. They
struggled in vain.

““ My hat!” panted Trotwood. “Wow—ow!
You—you rotters!  Lemme go! I—I didn't
mezn to say anything against the Council!
Gug—gug—grunuuugh!™

His words were completely drowned by the
cloth bag which was pulled over his head.
And then, a minute later, he and Canham
were forced across the Triangle, through
the gloom. They were being taken to that
littla harness room, which was the Supreme
Council’s punishment chamber.

But now things were ditferent.

From beneath the chestnuts in the Trian-
gle, two figures emerged. They belonged to
Owen major and Hubbard. They had been
there for half an™ hour, watching and listen-
ing, but absolutely unseen. They had wit-
messed the sudden capture of the two agita-
tors. And now they were creeping along in
the rear of the Communist party, and it was
mecessary to approach fairly close, owing to
the blackness.

But the juniors did their werk well. Owen
major went on in advance, Hubbard dropped
behind. And, at intervals, other juniors fell
in a like procesgion. They came from all
sorts of odd corners, materialising out of the
shadows, as it were. It was hard to realise
that these jumiors had heen waiting amd
watching for well over an hour.
munist tyrants suspected nothing. So great
was their confidence in themselves, that they

were

‘believed it impossible for them to be defied. |

1 dow,

The Com-.

But, if they had only known it, retributica
was at hand!

They hauled their two victims into the
harness-room, and Trotwood was the first to
be thrust into the roughly constructed
stocks. One of the black figures seized the
doz whip, and held it aloft, in readiness to
strike the first blow. But the whip never
descended.

Even as the brutal punishment was about
to commence, an ear-splitting yell went up
outside the door. In the almost complete
silence it was startlingly loud. The Com-
}mﬁuist. tyrants gazed at one another fear-
ully.

The yell was answered by others, not one
or two, but well over a score. A cheer
went up, a wildly, excited exultant cheer.

“*Got 'em!" roared Hubbard. ¢ Come on,
barge in!”

“ We've caught the rottems red-handed!'”

“ Watch the window, you chaps! Keep
your eye on the window!"

The door was closed, but it had not been
locked, and before the key could begturned
the crowd of fellows smashed against it, and
burst in. Others on the outskirts were
lighting specially prepared torches, made of
tar and wood, and so forth. Trotwood had

no intention of letting the captives slip
away in the darkness.

~ A doztn of these torches blazed out,
illuminating the yard with flickering bril-
liance.

The Communists vainly attempted to get
out. Two of them climbed through the win-
and fell into the hands of a waiting
crowd. Two others dashed through the door-
way, were tripped up, and held. The others
succumbed without even making a fight. The
surprise was complete and absolute.

The uproar was terrific.

And the methods of these terrorists was
exposed in all its brutality. Nothing could
have been more telling—more horrifying.

Entering the harness-room, Owen major
and Hubbard held their torches aloff, so
that the light played fully upon the viclim
who had been about to receive punishment.
Nicodemus Trotwood was fixed in the stocks.
It was impossible for him to drag his hands
free, and his feet were roped to the ground.
And there, on the floor, lay the dog whip,
just where it had faliem.

Trotwood was not able to say anything,
for the bag was still over his head. It wus
quickdy pulled off, and he took a deep
breath, and grinned cheerfully.

*““ All serene?”’ he asked.

“You bet!"” said Owen major.
all collared!”

“Good!"”" waid Trotwood. *“ No, don't take
me out of this. Rush round and tell the
whole school—spread the news! Line up the
prisoners, and put them in a row. We'll
have a little exhibition! The school can
come and see me in this position, dog whip
and all, and the school can have a look at
ﬂ}e ?t:,yrunts, too. By the way, who are

ey

“They're
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*“Blessed if I know!™ -said Ower major.
“T haven't looked! But that's a ripping
etunt of yours, Trotwood Communizm’s
dead!”’

‘* As defunet as tne dodo!” said Trotwoul
cheerfully.

Passing outside, Owen major siiouted come
instructions. The prisoners were lined up.
All were wearing black kind of cloaks, but
now they were visible and easily identiiied.
They comprised Kenmore, Grayson, Shaw,
Fullwood, Gulliver, Bell, and two or three
other well-known cads and bullies. Tucker
was not there, neither was Armstrong.

It was unmecessary for Owen major to go
and tell the school, for the school already
knew. And, exactly as Trotwood had anti-
cipated, there was a great revulsion of feel-
ing.

From that very moment Communism was
a dead letter at St. FFrank’s.

The juniors were enraged when they saw
what was about to happen to Trotwood. So
these were the methods which the Supreme
Council employed! It was an exposure
whieh put the death-knell on the Communist
system in one second.

And those fellows who had had their
property destroyed vowed that Grayson,
Shaw and Co. should pay the damage, or
euffer dire consequences,

All tlLe hullies were seized, and ragged um-
mercifully. Armstrong went through it, too;
but Armstrong hotly declared that he knew
nothing of this. He had not been a party to
the scheme,. Tucker was not only rolled
in the enow, but bruised and battered until
he could hardly breathe., He was told in
‘the plainest of plain terms that if he spoke
another word of Communism at St. Frank's
he would be slaughtered. The school had
bad enough!

And, then and there a deputation was
formed, and it went straight away acress to
Nelson Lee. Thne deputation was led by none

- deputation

i SR R A

other than Armstrong

himself. He humbly
hegged for the con:plete ireturn of former

conditions. He admitted that Communiem
was a failure, and that the school, under the
control of the boys, was a hopeless proposi-

i tion.

Nelson Lee had known that this was com-
ing from the very first. He listened gravely
and attentively to the deputation, acting on
behalf of the Headmaster. And, meanwhile,

the Triangle was thronged with dense crowds
of fellows.

Sternly, Nelson Lee told the deputation
that the Communists had caused a great
deal of trouble and worry. He hoped that
they would realise the foolisbness of tleir
ways, and that they would settle down to
serious work in the future. ILee sent the
away happy, deliricusly happy,
for he said that there would be mo punish-
meﬂts providing the boys behaved tliemselves
well.

Verily, punishments had been inflicted in
plenty of late. While under the yoke of the
terror, life jtself had been a punishment.
And the cheering out in the Triangle when
the news spread, was heard miles away.

Communism at St. Frank's was over, a
thing of the past.

Personally, Nelson Lee was quite delighted.
The debhacle could not have come at a 1nore
appropriate time. For the school governors
would be down on the morrow, and Nelscn
Lee was all ready to launch his final plan for
the exposure of Mr. Trenten and his fellow

consp:rators.
Nelson Lee little realised what was to
occur!

Things would not go as smoothly as he
anticipated, and a terrible hitech was even
now looming up!

The whole of St. Frank's was joyful; but
a biaeck shadow was gathering, and before
long the darkest hour would be at hand!

THE END.

L —
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heard as he said the same thing to others

: than Deaf Durdles.’
\ PP ‘: ;a;”]:lt {c.m we do about it, N?{dli_r‘:‘”n
o R M) “Dang him!"" cried Noddy. ‘“ He ough
‘&\\\\\\ y ‘\\\\ to be rotten-egged!”
“I can get you plenty,” put in Rosy
Ralph eagerly; ‘““old Durdles has a glot

THE FIRST CHAPTERS. in his hens’ nests."

Tom Tartar arrives at dMr. Wrasper's school, What do you say, h“ff’?_ asxed Nodudy
where discipline is maintained by moral force | Berrill. I know that Pubsey Wrasper is
only. Tom males several frmeds and « few | cOMIN’ up to the mamager's to tea to-night.
enemies. He is initiated info the ** Eagles,” a | Shall we send him back with cld Durdles’
party opposed to the “ Cuckoos.” or the rotters | 1St eggs about him? e}
of th school. After distinguishing himself at a |  The auswer was an emphatic * yes!™ and
football match, Tom spends the week-end with | Balph  was  commissioned to coliect the
Sir Claude Fresz‘:leg, whose son, Cecil, he had ammunition, a task eminently congenial to

_ .-.-\

rescued from drowning. him, for two reasons. g
It was in perfect harmony with hLis
(Now read on.) inhborn poaching instinets, and there was a

spice of danger in the dtask, for if dis-
covered he would certainly get a taste of a

— — —

CHAPTER XIlIlI. -hczr."sIe?lrlné) o - - .
~ . - 0 1 sal tosy Ralph. ‘* He's a
Pubsey Qets into ‘“ Bad Odour!” bad 'un be young Pubsey—a mean ‘un! He

about something, and Rosy Ralph, | It are enough for you,” he ses, “an’ more
squatting on the ground alongside | @0 enuff, you ragged scamp.” Yes, Il
them, and munching a slub of Widow | get them there eggs, and plenty on 'em!
Blake's famous plum-duff, quickly gathered| Pubsey Wrasper, although a pupil at his
what was wrong. father's school, was not as other pupils.
Noddy Berrill and his mates were indignant | Being a spoiled ounly son, he did pretty much
about a remark which Pubsey Wrasper ] as he liked, taking his place in class—or
had chosen to -utter publicly. leaving his place—just whenever it suitel
““He may be the schoolmaster’s son,” | his conveniemce.
declared Noddy, ‘“but that don't give him No surprise was, therefore, manifested
the right to insult us. ° Why didn't I play | by the other boys when, at four o'clock o
in the match on Saturday?’ he sez. ‘I'llfthis particular afternoon, he suddeniy rose
tell you why I didn't play,” he sez. ‘It's|from his seat, and, with a careless nod t.
because I dont choose to demean myself by{ his father—who was conducting the eclass
playin’ wi’ a low lot o' blackguardly quarry | —slouched out of the school-room.
louts!’ That s what this precious Pubsey About a quarter of an hour later, McLarn,
Wrasper sez,” concluded Noddy, his facc | from his seat near a window which con:-
fiot with anger. ““ Are we goin’ to stand | manded a corner of the lawn, canght a

THF} seemed to be angry and excited | said I ought to roll the grass for tuppence!

sich an insult as that, mates?” glimpse of Pubsey hurrying towards the
‘““ Are ye quite sure he did say it?" asked | front gate.
one of the lads. ““ All dressed up in his Sunday best!”

““There ain't no doubt about it,”” re-§ added McLara, after communicating the
plied Noddy. “ My father heard him say|news in a whisper to Tom Tartar and
it to Deaf Durdles. Young Wrasper had | Turrell, who sat near him.
to bawl it out at the top o' his voice to “Ugh!"" grunted Turrell. * That means
make Durdles hear, so there can’'t be no| the slimy reptile is going to tea somewhere,
mistakin' the words he used. Besides, I've ' Fancy inviting a thing like that to tea!
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Must be jolly hard up for male guests when
i€y have to- fall back on Pubsey to—-"
* Silemce!”” roared Mr. Wrasper suddenly.

“I will mot tolerale idle chiittering during

ciass! Do you hear me, Tartar?”

*“Yes, sir, I ltear you,” answered Tom
valmly. |

“* Very well, then! Let me have no more

of itt”
* No more of what, sir?” inquired Tom.
““Ah!  You c¢hoose to be impudent! But
llaive a care, Thomas Tartar—have a care!
] am a patient man, but ecven Iy
patience has its limits! For the
minutes you have been whispering to your
companions, aand——""
*“1 absolutaly deny it!"” interrupted Tom.
““1 haven't whispered a single word!”
Which was perfectly true, seeing that Mec-
Lara and Turrell had been {he real offenders.
‘* Silence!” again commanded Mr. Wrasper.
“Did I not hear you with my own ears?
I'id T not with my own eyes see your lips
noving 7
Tom shrugged his shoulders resignedly,
¢2d made no reply. He would have liked to
persist in his demnials; but to have doue so
wight have involved Mc¢Lara and Turrell.
Mr. Wrasper, too, now that he had asserted
lis authority, decided to
drop. The interrupted lesson was resumed,
and the usual school routine went on until
five o’'clock.

And then, just as the c¢lass was being dis- |

1aissed, a startling thing happened!

The door of the class-room was thrown
violeaatly open, and in rushed a wild, dis-
hevelled figure, which, for a moment, it
was difficult to recognise as that of Pubsey
Wrasper.

But Pubsey it was—a hatless, odoriferous
Pubsey, who looked as if he had been dipped
in a huge gum-pot! The suit which McLara
had desceribed as his ** Sunday best,” was
absolutely ruined. No cleaning process yet
invented could remove those viscous yellow
stains; no disimfectant on the market could

snceessfully combat the noisome efliuvia
which emanated from those same yeliow
stains!

So terrific was the swmell that seversl boys
literally reeled backwards as it smote their
nostrils.

“ Phew!" gasped Sam Swmith, as he held
kis aoge 'twixt finger and thumb. ** Whad is
id—peisud gas?”

“No!” griuned
viviets!”

The fragrapt Pubsey halted in front of
Mr. Wrasper, who reccoiled a step, with
erinkled nose and arm outstretched to keep
his son at a distance.

“ Fatner!” half shrieked the dishevelled
youth. ‘‘I've been set upon and nearly mur-
dered by the quarry boys! They—they ve
pelted me with rotten eggs! 1t was Tarrar
cet 'cin on to do it!”

“It’s a lie!” cried Tom indignantly.

“ Partar,” said Mr. Wrasper, since your
arrival here we have had nothirz but scenes

Tom  Tartar. ik {2

last ten |

let the matter }

of this deseription! My son would not make
a false accusation. I have no desire to
helieve you guilty, but, under the circum-
stances, ¥ cannot do otherwise.”

“You may believe what you like,” said
Tom, ** but why should I set the quarry boys
on to assault him?"

‘“ Because you hate me!"” cried Pubsey,
advancing a step, the boys nearest him
falling back and holding their uoses.

““It was near the quarry,” weut on Pub-
sey, addressing his father, *‘ when they all
came for me. Rosy Ralph was with them.
They smothered me. 1 had to run for my
life, and I heard them say they did it for
Tom Tartar.”

** Moore,”’ said Mr. Wrasper, '“take Tartar
away! Let him have a night of solitary.”

“T won% go!” said Tom. ‘I have done
nothing! Hands off, Mr. Moore!”

A strange hush, dreadiul to some of the
boys, fell upon all. Never before had a pupil
exhibited such open defiance.

Foster Moore broke the silence.
| " All but Tartar leave the room,” he said.

In a body the bhoys trooped out, I"ubsey
alone remaining.

““You, too!” said ¥oster Moore roughly.

“Can't I stop, futher?’” asked Pubsey.

“ I—I think you had better go, my son,”
 stammered Mr. Wrasper.

The boy looked sullenly at the tutor, and
[ then reluctantly departed.

Tom Tartar and the two
together.

Tom's face was rather pale, but his air was
proud and defiant. He had right at his
back this time, so why should he be afraid?

Affer a short silence Foster Moore said
to Mi. Wrasper:

‘““ Have your say; them I will have mine.”

'{

men were lefé

“ Tartar,” said the sehoolmaster, with
an  effort, *you have showua a spirit of
 rebellion, not only to-day, but ever since

you came here, which is not to be tolerated.”

“ Pardon me, sir,”- returned Tom, ‘‘bub
] have .done nothing of the s=oirt. Tell me
how I rebel?”

“ You resist authority.”

“ When have I done so0?”

“Only just wow.”

** Because I am innocent of what I am
accused.” said Tom. ** I snould just as soom
think of cuttivg my right hand off as set a
lot of boys upon anyonc I don't happen to
 like. Pubsey knows I did nothing of the
sort.”

‘““ Wrasper, you are making a mess of
things, as usual,” interposed Foster Moore.
{** Tartar, you have-been sentenced to a night
in solitary, and into solitary you’re going!”

“1 must be carried there by force, then,"”
replied Tom, * and that, you know, is a
fthing you don’t use here. Physical force

t

isn't” permitted in Mr. Wrasper's school.
My father told me so. That was what

fetehed him in the prospectus, and made him
send me here in preference to fifty other
schecols lie might have chosen for me!”




expression .came into Foster

A curiocus
Moore's face. Mr.

colour of a beefroot.
“You've ant to go!" snarled Moore.

“1 don't mind taking moral punishment
for breaking rules,”” returned Tom stoutly,
“but I''m not going to. stand punishment
meekly for doing uot-hing at all!
OI, vou cowardly brutel’ _ '

Foster Moore had leapt upon him with a
tigerish action hardly to be expected fromn
a man of his bulk. Tom felt as if he were
in the hug of a bear; but, for all that, he
struggled gamely ito get free. -

The usher, however, was altogether too
powerful for him, and, well-built youngster
though he was, with plenty of muscle and
sinew about him, he was practically help-
less in that rib-crushing embrace.

Still, he wasn't quite beaten yet. _

“f won't go, you brute—I won't!” he

panted, and suddenly threw ‘his right leg
round the support of one of the desks near
him.
The desk was screwed down to the floor,
and was wvot to be moved. Foster Moore,
with an exclamation of fury, tried to
tear Tom away, but the youngster held on
grimly. _

Then, through his gritted teeth, Foster
Moore gave vent to an oath; while into
his ‘eyes came such a look that caused
Mr. Wrasper to suddenly spring forward and
throw himself upon his burly assistant.

““ For heaven's sake, Moore,”” he said,
“ contro!l yourself!”

There was need for the warning. A deadly
look was in the eves of the angry man. He
was thoroughly roused, and when roused he
was as dangerous as a wild beast.

‘“Dom't interfere, Wrasper,” he panted.
fNo-boy yet ever conquered me."”

“But think—think,” said NMr. Wrasper,
fairly quivering, ‘‘we profess to—use—no—
physical—force.”

For a moment it seemed as if the tutor
would _have turned a deaf ear to his voice.
But suddenly he relcased Tom, and gave
vent to a harsh laugh.

“0Oh, very well,”” he remarked.
him to you!"”

The brief struggle had been terrible to
the boy, and the wrench he received from
the hands of the giant tutor seemed to
have fairly loosened some of his hones.

‘““ Get up, Tartar,” said Mr. Wrasper.

Tom rose slowly, doing hLis best to hide
the pain he was onduring.  Foster Moore
took a seat on one of the forms, and,.
with folded arms, stared at him sullenly.

“Tartar,” said Mr. Wrasper, ‘“ you have
brought this punishment upon yourself. If
Mr. Moore has for a moment allowed my
rule of ‘no physical force' ¢o escape him, it
13 your own fault. You goaded him beyond
enduraace.”

“TI was accused of something I didn't do!”
proteskted Tom. '

“ Well, we will look into that by-and-by,"”
said Mr. Wrasper. “‘For the present, go
up to your bedroom, and stay there.”

Wrasper turned the

“1 leave

[—|

[
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| window he gave way

{ more ahout Tartar whem you

] struggle victorious.

Tom walked slowly from the school-room,
and, for a few moments, the two men were
silent. Mr. Wrasper was lthe first to speak.

‘““Moore,” he said, “if you do not control
gl'ourse]f you will do serious mischief some
a},-f!

“I should have done serious mischief to
that young beggar if you had not inter-
fered,”” replied the tutor grimly. ‘8o far,
I am obliged to you. But let me ask, what
you propose to do with him?"”

‘1 don't know," replied Mr. Wrasper.

“Then I'll tell you! Send him home.”

“I can’t do that! I have taken him for
a year, and the fees have been paid in
advance. His father says that he is a good
boy in the main, but inclined to be wild, and
really you know, Moore, I—"

‘““Go on, dont stutter over it,”” said the

{ tutor angrily.

“Well,” said Mr. Wrasper, “between you
and me, what has he done to be sent home
in disgrace?”

“I hate him!” said Foster Moore. ‘I
did so the first moment I saw him. He
is impudent, and he flouts our authorify!”

““I like him no better than you do,"”
said Mr. Wrasper, * but this is nothing new.
You and I dislike others, but we have to
live, and it won't do to have a scandal
that might break up the scheool. Sir Claude
Freshley is his friend—"'

““Oh, hang Sir Claude!”

‘““That is all very well, Moore, but Sir
Claude is everything here. If he took it into
his head to champion Tartar’'s cause, he
could bowl us over very easily.”

““Oh, you are nervous about nothing,
Wrasper. How is Sir Claude to know any-
thing about him?"”

““He could tell, couldn’t he?”

‘““Yes, he could, but he won't,"” said the
tutor. “ That boy will neither write home
complaints, nor drivel to any of his friends.
He will fight out his own cause, and die
rather than ask for help. Oh, T know the
breed. They make what the world call
heroes!"

““Moore, you are
moods,” said Mr. Wrasper.

in one of vour bitter
“We will ttalk
are calmer.
But 1 really must beg of you to try to
keep your temper mmore under control.

Moore growled out some incoherent reply,
and the two parted.

Meanwhile, Tom had gone up to the bed-
room, with its little alcoves partitioned
off. Sitting down on an old chest by the
to reflections that
were not entirely satisfactory.

He felt that he had come out of that

But there was another side of the affair.
Foster Moore had shown that he was a
1angerous man, and Tom was keen enough
“o see that if Mr. Wrasper had not been
n the room ithe sPruggle might have ended
reriously.

{(Continued on page iii of Cover.)



( Continued from page 40.) !

““He would bave half-killed me!

Tum
* Hallo, old chap! How goes it?’- came
from the doorway in a subdued voice.
Tom looked up to find Sam Smith standing
tliere.

" thought

“Oh, I'm all right,” replied Tom. ** But,
] say, it’s risky vou coming np like this.

You had better not be found here.”

“I've got 'to be found,” said Sam, as he
came in. * Tell me what they did to you
after we left the room.”

“0Oh, we Lad a bit of a struggle,” replied
Tom indifferently, *“*and Wirasper Inter-

fered.”

“Then I know what sort of a struggle it

wag,” replied Sam. ** Moore was in oae of
his dangerous moods. [ have seen him in
them two or three times. Isn’t it awful?
Talk of wild beasts—why, he is one.”

‘““He ecertainly has got a rotten bad
temper,” said Tom. “ But you had better
vo. Tell the féellows I am all right.’

“ Did he hurt you much?" persisted Sam.

Tom laughed.

“Well, he made my ribs ache a bit. He’'s
ot a thundering stromg  grip. Amd now,
Sam, you reaily must go! Listen—some-
body's coming! Hook it, old chap!”

Sam vanished not a moment too soon, for
half a minute later Mr. Wrasper appeared
with Wooden Jerry at his heels, the latter

bhearing a tray, on which some hread

and a mug of water.
“That is yvou fare for twentyv-four hours,”
sald Wrasper.
Wooden Jerry's
crin, but of him,
notice.

Wils

malicions
took 10

face wore 2
Tom, of course,

Mr. Wrasper stood fidgeting for a few
moments as if he had something more to

say, but finally walked out without another
word.

Wooden Jerry lingered behind under pre-
tence of putting some of the things in the
room in order.

‘““Hope vou'll enjoy
tar!” he =aid.

Tom did not

yourself, Master Tar-

anawer or even look at him.

“1 spoke to you, Master Tartar,”” said
Jerry again. **1 said I hoped as how you'd
like it.” |

Tom seemed to be totally unconscions of
his presence. Wooden Jerry's grin becatne a
snarl. . |

“1 likes 'to see you here,”” he said, * and
others will be glad to hear on it. 1'll tell
'em as how vou cried, and asked to be.
forgiven, and it will get to the ears of a

at Cecilia Semin'ry.”
roopy,” sgald Tom,

certain young lady

**Get out of this
I'll put you out!”

“0Oh, wiil you?" retorted
colour forsaking his beer-soddened cheeks.

Tom's answer was ~a push towards the
door. and Wooden Jerry thounght it better
to co. On the landing he fired a parting
shot. - - X .

“ Girls despises hoyvs who ery!” he said.

And then he fled.

Tom closed the door
sea't.

Strange to say he felt this trumpery en-
counter more deeply than he did the struggle
in the =chool-room.

He wondered uneasily whether Jerry would
carry out his threat, and whether, if he
did so, Lottie Feun would believe the
fellow !

il or

Jerry, all the

and returned to his

(To be continued.)
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