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PEVORT or THE
SI HOUSE !

by EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Since the beginning of the new term, the West House at St. Frank’s has
been groaning under the tyrannical rule of Guy Siaclair, appointed as House
Prefect by Mr. Stokes in place of Morrow. Sinclair is nothing but a bully
and a cad and has obtained his position by a form of blackmail agmnst
his Housemaster. As exposure would mean the ruin of another, whom
Stokes has pledged his word to shield, Sinclair has been allowed to do
very much as he likes, enjoying even greater autocratic powers than is the
privilege of most prefects at St. Frank’s, Goaded by constant persecution
and injustice, the West House have now decided to rebel against the pre-
foct’s continuance in office, and how this state of affairs is brought about

is the main subject of this weﬂk’s_excltmg story. |
| THE EDITOR.

. CHAPTER 1. [ afternoon, and a half-holiday, but as the
, _ . - T January day was soaking wet not many
[LLY HANDFORTII openecd the deor | washed out
; % in. e S mournfulh
“Get a hustle on, Dicky,” he

“Why not®”

said crisply. “ You're wanted.” .
: T’ ¥ .
Sinelair's study contained one occupant, s ,,Iif‘ewﬁl?tcfg’qgk:;nu““% ?tud‘ “Pn
: p before giving your-

a small but grimy individual who looked self a bath vou'll 10 r I
more like a sweep than a self-respecting o B, poll R mer&tnng twice

mefber of the St. Frank's Third Form. f"ﬁ'qug,ﬁ““ it Is now,” said Willy tartly.
le was in the act of sweeping up the fire- ats  the idew, anyhow? You're not

pl&ee, but Willy had a vague idea that supposed to faz for Sinclair at this un-

i i - o S ecarthly hour,"
icky had been exploring the chimney. Dicky sat on his heels on the hearthrug

The West House was quiet, It was mid- ! and groaned.
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«yon don't know what ftorture is yet,”’

he said in a hollow voice. “XNot supposed, |

_¢h? Time doesn’t mean anything to ._'Sin-
clair. He and Kenmore fag us moroing,
noon, and night. We can’t get a minute
to oursclves; we're kept on the run like
galley slaves. You'rc a lucky beast, being
in the Ancient House.”

Willy Handforth frowned.

“] may be lucky, but there's no need to
eall e a beast,”” he said severely. “I only
2llow my particnlar friends to call me a
beast, my lad. There’s a meeting of the
'fhird on, and you've got io be present.
We've w0t to decide our policy regarding
the Head's latest whim.”

« And what’s that?’’ asked Dicky.

«My dear chap, haven’t you heard?”
asked Willy in surprise. “He actually cut
up rusty yesterday because two of our
chaps were discovered digging for worms in
the hack of his garden. Did you ever hear
of such a nerve? Just as if they hurt the
mouldy old place!”

“Piceing for worms?’?
with mild interest.

repeated Dicky

“ XYever heard of angling, T suppose?”
said Willy, coming into the study and
closing the door. *Worms are in great

demand ‘as bait, and the best patch of
earth is at the bottom of the Head’s garden.
The soil must be rieh, or something—any-
how, the worms seem to like it. The Head
kicked up an awiul fuss. JMade some fat-
headed complaint about pulling up bulbs,
or something. Just as if a iew bulbs make
any difference.”

“Were the chaps swished?”

*Not exactly,”’ replied Willy.
one of {he gardeners spctted ‘em, but
couldn't find out who they were. And now
the Head's had the sauce io ban all angling
in the Third!” _

“What do I care?’ asked Dicky. “I
think fishing’s a fatheaded sport, anyhow.
I'm not interested in—=’

“You see,

“That docsn’t matter; you've got fo
attend the meeting,” interrupted Willy

“It’s a gathering of the whole Form, and
if you're not there within half an hour
there’ll he trouble.”

“Where's the mecting going to he?”
“In the tuckshop.’?

*0Ob, weil, that makes a difference!” said
Dicky, brightening up. “I suppose you'li
stand treat, bheing Yorm skipper? Not

nuch good me going to the tuckshop, I've
only got a bent halfpenny.” '

“Well, we'll see about it later on,*’
replied Willy, with a fatherly air. “This
question of the worms has got to be settled
fo-day. TImagine it. They only dug up
about two yards of flower-bed, and raked
cut a lot of onions, and there’s all this fuss.
The gardener says they were bulbs, but
Owen minor swears they were onions.”

care to say nothing.

“Then Owen minor was wrong,” growled
Dicky. *“Of course they were bulbs, Who-

ever heard of onions in a flower-bed?
After all, it was a bit thick, digging up
the Head’s garden for worms. You Ancient

House chaps go it too much. You'd
better not be caught here either,”’ he
added, with a glance at the clock. * Sin-

clair’s liable to roll up at any minute.”
Willy looked at the other fag curiously.
Dicky Jones was one of the most mis-
chievous fags in the Third—cheeky, happy-
go-lucky, "with a fund of high spirits. But
he seemed different now. Those high
spirits of his seemed to have heen killed.
There was a dull expression of resigna-
tion in his eyves. A week or two of slavery

in Guy Sinclair's service had left their
mark.

““There’s something rummy about you,
my lad,” said Willy frowning. “If Sin-
clair’s coming it a bit foo strong the Third
will have to leok into it. We can't
allow——-"?

“Shush, you ass!” hissed Dicky fearfully.

Willy was standing with his back to the
door, and the latter had just opened. Guy
Sinclair himself stood there, looking in.
The captain of the West House made no
comment, and Dicky was in a fever. '

“Why should I shush?”’ asked Willy in
astonishment. “I was talking about that
cad, Sinclair, wasn't 17”7

“0Oh, my hat!”’ moaned Dicky.

He made a fearful grimace at Wiily, hy
way of a warning, and seized the poker.
He polished it vigorously with his handker-
ehief in his agitation. Not that these secret
signs were necessary. Willy was fully aware
of Sineclair’'s presence, having seen his
reflection in the mirror. But a trifle like
that was not going to botitle him up.

“We chaps in the Ancient House can't
understand your weak spirit,” went on
Willy., “Sinelair wouldn’t last two minutes
in the Ancient House. We’d take him by
hiz dirty neck and kick him out. After-
all, what is he? A bully, a blackguard, a
hooligan, and a crook. One of these days
he’ll end up in Pentonville. Nobody can
understand what he’s doing at St. Frank's.
It can’t be many years since he escaped
from Borstal.”

Dicky Jones was mnearly in a state of
collapse by this time, but he took good
He waited in a dull
kind of way {for the thunder to crash out
ripping his handkerchief to shreds in the
meantime.

Sinclair had listened to Willy’s first words
in amazed fury, and his handsome, siTper-
cilious face took on a vicious scowl as
he heard the other referencez to himself.
With ome sweep he clutched at Willy's
neck.

“Mizzed!®? =aid Willy calmly
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That mirror was rather handy. The |reduced his nerves to rags, and he was
leader of the Third had been expecting | positively afraid of the bullying seuior. le
something of this kind, and he was fully | bore the weals and bruises of the last
prepared. But Sinclair wasn't.  Grabbing | atrocity even now.
at nothing, he lurched forward, lost his| “Please, Sinclair, it's not fair!” he
balance, and blundered across the table, | muttered. “I've been working ever sinuce

The inkpot sprang up and spurted its con-
{ents into ‘his face. Willy took up a
strategic position at the door.

-“Anuther job for you, Dicky,” he re-
marked. *“ Somebody’s spilt the ink on the
clock face now. My hat, what a dial!”

“You infernal young hound!” ‘hooted
Sinclair wildly. “Youn did that on purpose.
Ul skin you =alive for this!”’

“Remember who you are!” admonished
Willy coldly. *“That’s no way for the head
prefecet of a House to speak to a Iag.
Where’s vour dignity? No wonder these
West House Lh"lp\ look upon you as a sort
of insect. I've often wondered, Sinclair—
do you leave a trail ou the floor when you
walk along? I've never seen a slug that
doesn’t.”

Sinclair made one dive for Handiorth
minor. But he might as well have tried to
catch a “sunbeam. Before he could even
set to the door Willy was at the end of the
passage., He didn't believe in running
away from danger as a rule. DButb Guy
sinelair was notorious.

As head prefect of the West House he
held full sway, and his rule was despotic
and harsh. Since his appointment to the
prefects®ip he had gone from bad to worse,
and discontent and revolt stalked hand in
hand through the whole House. Even now
there were whispers of rebellion.

Willy had no fear of Sinclair, for Willy
was an Ancient House junior. And Sin-
clair's rule only held good in the West
House. Not that Willy made a bhabit of
uttering dnsulting remarks to pretects. He
was generally quite the opposite in his
attitude.- But Guy Sinclair was such 2
notorious outsider that he received respect
from uno one. He was hated like poison
by the boys of his own House, and only
maintained control by reason of |his
tyranny. But even this method was liable
to strain itself to breaking point.

*Young brat!”’ exclaimed Sinclair
suvagely, as he slammed the study door.
“ What the deuce do you mean by bringing
him here, Jones?”

“I didn’t bring

him,” retorted Dicky

sullenly. *It's not fair to blame me, Sin-
clair. I can't stop him walking indoors, I
suppose?”

“No back answers!'' snarled Sinclair.

“You're as bad as he is. And why haven’t
vou cleared this study up? Confound you!
Where’s my cane? I'll show you somne-
thing!”

Dicky
quite a
repeated

sprang up, trembling He was
plucky »youngster by wuature, but
applications of Sinclair's cane had

| as death,

- advance.

you left me——"’

“You've done nothing!™ interrupled the
prefect. “You confounded little liar, you've
made the study grimmy instead of clean.
And what have you done “ith wy cane?”

“I haven't touched it

“Youwll only make things worse b\ motre
lies!”’ interrupted Sinclair, who was in a
vile temper. “Where's that cane? Aunswer
me, or I'll twist your arm until you howl.”

He seized ihe fag from the Trear, and
hooked his arm round in a vice-like grip.

“Answer me!” repeated Sinclair savagely.

“I haven't touched it!’* gzroaned Dicky.
biting his lip with pain. *“0Oh! Chuck it,

Sinclair! QOh, you cad!”

He ended up with a scream, forced in-
voluntarily from between his lips. He
would take a swishing without a murmur,

hut the agony of thiz arm-twisting torture
was more than human flesh and blood could
stand.
“Now!”
cane?” _
Qutside, Arthur Morrow, of the Sixth,
paused in the corridor. He had heard that
scream distinetly and he frowned. Morrow
was the most popular senior in the West
House, and he had been thie Head Boy until
Sinclair had usurped his position. He acted
without a second’s hesitation.
Flinging open the door of Sinclair’s
he took in the situation at
“Stop that, you cowardly
shouted hotly. *“Good
ean'y you do anything
helple'q:r fags?”
Sinelair tnlrlecl

panted Sinclair. “Where’s that

study,
a glance.

hound!™* he
heavens, Sinclair,
else but bully these

round, but he maintained

hiz grip on Dicky Jones’ arm. 1Lis face
was flushed with viodictive rage.

“Get out!” he shouted thicklv

“I'll get out when you’ve released that
kid!* retorted Morrow. “TI’ll give you two
seconds. Drop him, confound you!”

Sinclair gritted his tecth. For a second
he saw red. With one vicious twist, he
wrenched at Dicky’s arm, and the fag gave
a sohbing, chnkmtr Cry 'md turned as pale
swaying f.ll?’ZlI}

— e it

CHAPTER 1II.
THE NEED FOR ACTION.

ORROW  leapt
ward,
““ Let

go!”
furiously.
Guy Sinelair bhacked away
before the fury of Morrow's
Dicky Jones sank to the floor,

for-

that fag

he thundered
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and remained there for a moment, sobbing
convulsively. e crawled away to salely
beyond the table. .

“Qet out of-this study!” panted Sinclair.
« I’Il stand no interference from you,
Morrow! Get out!’’

¢ You cur!”’ hreathed Morrow.

That one sicht of Dicky’s face—pale and
drawn with agony—had made him forget ali
-his dignity. e only kpew that bhe was
facing a brute, and that the brute needed
a lesson.

Crash!

Morrow was one of the f{inest boxers in
the Senior School. And the upper-cut he
delivered was a real beauty. It caught
Sinelair on the chin, and nearly lifted him
off his feet. He crashed over with a fear-
ful, devastating havoe of crockery, for he
rell against a side-table filied with tea-
things.

He lay on the floor, motionless—knocked
clean out. Morrow cooled down on the in-
stant, and stood there trembling.

““ And the next time I cateh you at this
game I'll give you another!” he said curtly.
“Jones, you'd better cut off. If Sinclair
bullies you any more, come and tell me.
It won’t be sneaking. The cad will half-
kill you unless he’s checked.”

Dicky didn’t answer—he hardly moved.
He was e¢rouching on the' flocor, with "his
right hand clutching his left arm—the arm
that Sinclair- had twisted. 1is face was
still drawn with agony. ' ;

‘“ et up, Dicky!”” said Morrow kindly.

He took hold of the fag, and ‘helped him
to his feet.
sharply, and tried his utmost to avoid a
gasp of pain. But he failed. He stood
there, in mortal agony.

“TI'm glad I knocked him out!” mut-
tered Morrow. “You'd better let me lock
at that arm, young ‘un—>"

“It’s—it’s all right, Merrow, t{hanks,”
said  Dicky tremblingly., It won’t last
long—you needn’t bother. 'Th-thanks for
comingz in like that. Don't tell the others,
will you?”?

Thie fag swayed to the door, and reeled
cut. AMorrow looked after him uncertainly,
u'nd. then transferred his caze to Sinelair.
The head prefect was just showing signs
cf coming round. Morrow didn’t wait for
anything further., He strode out of the
study, and slaiymed the door.

He was fairly secthing with indignation
when he strode into the Semior Day-room,
Being a wet afternoon, the apartment was
well patronised. It was a very comfort-
able reom—with lounges, writing-tables,
and a cheerful open fire in addition to the
radiators.

““Hallo!  Who's been upsetting vou, old
man?’’ asked Chambers, of the Fifth, as
]1e-r g[anced up from a magazine.

““You needn’t ask, need you?” snorted
Morrow. < That dirty cad, Siuclair! 1 was
bassine his study when I heard a scream,
and found hiia twistinz a fae's arm.

Dicky drew his breath in

Great .

Scott! Like the bully in a confoundel
school story! These sort of things aren't
done nowadays.” 3

“ Better forget it,”’ caid Stanhope, of the
Sixth. ‘“We’'ve all got to suffer the man,
anyhow. No good making a fuss!”

““ That’s where you're wrong!»” snapped
Morrow. *“ Making a fuss is the only thing
we can do. I'm sick and tired of Sinclair’s
despotism. Something’s got to be done.”

“ Basily said, but what can we do?” asked
Phillips. * “ It’s contrary to all etiquette to
ecmplain to the Housemaster. And it
wouldn’t be any good, anyhow.”

Morrow frowned. 'There was something in
Phillips’ remarks. Mr. Beverley Stokes
was undoubtedly acting in a strange way
this term. His first startling act had been
to dismiss Morrow from the prefectship
without any cause, and his sccond had
been to appoint Guy Sinclair.

Sinclair wasn’t a West House fellow at
all. He belonged to the East House, bub
he had transferred especially in order to
take up this appointment. There wasn't a
senior in the whole of St. Frank’s less
fitted for the post.

The seniors had been amazed at the
Housemaster’s strange decision. And their
astonishment had been even greater when
Mr. Stokes had raised no objeetions to
Sinelair bringing his friends across with him.
Kenmor¢, Grayson, Shaw,, and Parkin had
left the East House in & body, and were
now firmly entrenched under Mr. Stokes’
rcof. FEven IFForrest, Gulliver, and Bell, the
cads of the Ancient House, had transferred
—much to the open satisfaction of the
Ancient House, and fo the dismay of Mr.
Stokes’ juniors.

And since then the Housemaster had let
things drift o, with Guy Sinclair ruling the
West House like an autoerat. He was the
supreme power. And his decision was final.

‘He had been allowed to institute all sorts

of vindictive punishments, and Mr. Stokes
had remained passive.

It was an open secret that Sinclair and
his set had formed-a night club of their
own. One of the top rocoms had been con-
verted into a comfortable den, and here

the revellers foregathered after Lights Out,

to 1indulge in Bridge playing for high
stakes, gambling, and smoking. DBut Mr,
Stokes appeared to be in total ignorance

of this ¢ Cheerio Club*>—as it was called.

Sinelair had gone even further. - It was a
regulur practice of his fo confine the
juniors within the House—a form of deten-
tion which was literally nothing but a
term of imprisonment. But he very kindly
allowed his victims to bail themselves out.
For sums varying in accordance with the
financial status of the juniors, they could
pay bail, and regain their freedom. The
whole thing was a form of robbery. Sin-
elair took good care to cloak iy over with
high-sounding terms, but nobody was de-
ceived.

8o there was some reason for Arthur Mor-
row’s frown, 1t would certainly be useless
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Stokes—even  if ithe
geniors allowed such a

to approach Mr.
cliquette of the
move.

““No, we can't go to the Housemaster,”
said  Morrow, at length. <“But we can
make a move on our own account. There’s

no reason why we should stand Sinelair’s
nonsense as meekly as his fags have to

stand it.»

“But what on earth can we do?" asked
Chambers,

“Give the man the hidine he deserves!”
snorted Morrow,

Cuthbert Chambers looked horrified. He
had a great idea of dignity, and he was
iust as lordly and exclusive as any pre-
fect. It was this aloofness of his, in fact,
which had lost him the captaincy of the
Fifth. When William Napoleon Browne had
arrived at St. Frank’s he had brought a
breeziness with him which gained him the
full support of the Fifth, and he had been
elected skipper within a day. And Browne
was the most popular skipper the Fifth
had ever had. Incidentally, he didn't care
twe straws about dignity, and was just as
amiable in the fags’ quarters as he was
withh the Head himself,

But Chambers was different. In addition
to being dignified, he was several kinds of
an gss, to say nothing of being a dandy. He
shook his head with cold disapproval as
Morrow talked of giving Sinclair a hiding.

My dear man, it couldn’t he done,” he
protested. *‘‘The senior section of the
House has got to remember its standing.
The juniors can rag a man to their hearts’
content—but when we do that sort of thing
it’s a brawl.”

“Something in that point of
agreed Phillips, nodding.

view,”

‘“ Nonsenge,” said Morrow, “ Perhaps
you'll aecuse me of brawling? Not five
minutes ago I knocked Sinclair out.”

The Senior Day Room sat up and took
notice. _

“You knocked him out?” repecated
Hodder, staring,

““Clean out,” said Morrow grimly. # Take

a look at my knuckles! I simply couldn’t
help it—when 1 saw hLim twisting that
fag’s arm { went for the brute bald-headed.
I left him lying on his study floor; too
duzed to speak, or even get up.”

There was a buzz of keen intcrc:'t.
“Well, hang it, I'm glad to hear the

news,” said  Frinton  enthusiastically.
“Good for you, Arthur! But you'll have
to look out for squalls! Xven an ex-head
prefect ean’t  knock his successor down

without footing the bill! Sinclair’s liable
to drop down pretty heavily.”

““What can he do?” asked Morrow con-
temptuously. “I caught the man rcd-
handed—caught him in the worst kind of
petty bullying. I should =ay ke’ll -drop
the whole incident. If he doesn’t, I don't
care a straw., For two pin’s I'l challenge
the man to a fight, and slaughter him!”

ping it,”” said Chambers.

spoke with He was a
And
his dignity.

fght as any

fecling.
Sixth-Former, but he was also Lhuman.

Morrow

had sunk
for a

at the moment he
He was as anxious
iunior,

«I'll bet you're right about Sinclair drop-
“He won't have
the nerve to tuke any action. Good thing,
too! We don’t want the other Houses
talking about us.”

Morrow looked more grim than ever.

*“They can talk as much as they like,”” he
retorted. ““ And even if Sinclair’s inclined to
drop the affair, I'm not. In fact, I think

it’s up to us to geot out a vote of censure—
a written condemnation of Sinclair and his
methods.”

CHAPTER III.
fHE VOTE OF CENSURL.

HI Senior Day-rcom
was dubiouys,
“ Better be care-

» ful,” remarked Rees,

of the Sixth. “ The juniors
can do that sort of thing,
T but we've got to go easy.”
““Can’t have the school talking,” agreed
Stanhope.

* Confound the school—and confound your
caution!” snapped Morrow. “This is an
exceptional case. Sinclair has had his liead -
for ~ weeks, and it's about time we
pulled him up. The juniors daren't act,
but we can. Anyhow, I'm going to get out
that vote of censure. 1If you fellows won’t
sign it, you won't be fit to call yourselves
Saints! We stand for independence znd
freedom at this school—not serfdom !*

Seldom had Morrow been so worked up.
He strode to a corner, and sat down at one
of the desks. He pulled out some paper,
and unserewed his fountain-pen with vieious
force. Then he stared at the ceiling for in-
spiration. The other seniors looked at him
for a moment or two, and gathered round
the fire, discussing this unusual situation.

The fact was, Sinclair had made liille
change in the smooth running of the Rfenior
Schiocl. In cne or two instances he¢ had
arouscd indignation and anger—but, on tlie
whole, the seniors had carried on in much
the same way as ever.

The head prefect had confined his tyrannies
to the junior section of the House. They
were weaker, and easier to handle. It was
a comparatively easy matter to act the
despot with the Remove and the Third.
Their code of honour forbade any complaint
to the Houszemaster—and Sinclair, in any
case, scemed indiflterent to Mr, Stokes’ cen-
sure. ; -

For quite a long time Morrow had seeth~d
with helpless impotence. But that incident
in Sinclair’s study had brought matters to
a head. It was high time the ! prefeet
discovered the attitude of his fellow-senio::
Until now they had treated him with col:d



indifference — disapproving  silently and

aloofly. _ s

o you'’d better chuck it up, old man,’
said Stanhope, stroiling over to Morrow's
corner. “We don’t want any of these
theatricals. The best thing we cal do is
to ignore the man——"? .

«“That's my idea, exactly,” interrupted
AMorrow. ¢ Virtually, we'll send him to
Coventry. But I don’t see any reason why
he shouldu’t know—in klack and white. It's
about the only thing that’ll penetrate his
thick hide. Clear off, Stanhope, there’s a
sood fellow. Lect me f=ish.”?

¢« Oh, well, if you're sct on it——"

«« This vote of censure is going to be pinned
on the hoard,” growled Morrow. ¢ If there’s
no other signature on it hut mine, it’s going
UP-“

Stanhope shook his lhead, and walked
away. And ten minutes later Morrow rose
from the desk, and joined the others,
There was a gleam of guiet satisfaction in
his cyes.

“ How’s this?? he asked.

He held up the sheet of foolscap paper,
and the other seniors erowded round. Mor-
row had drawn the thing up very neatly,
and it ran as follows: .

“VOTE OF CENSURE.

“We, the undersigned, hereby declare
that we are in unanimous agreement, con-
cerning the questionable conduct of Guy
Sinelair, Head Prefeet of the West House.

Whereas, Guy Sinciair has set himsel?
ap as a despot, a tyrant, and an aute-
crat, apd has violated every unwritten

" law o©f conduct associated with the posi
“of Head Boy, and

“Whereas, the said Guy Sinclair has also
instituted a system of intolerable scrvi-
tude—particularly among the junior mem-
hers of this House, and

Whereas, he has furthermore {forfeitéd
every claim to the respect of lLis fellow-
seniors,

We, the undersigned, unanimously agree
that until he voluntarily abandons lis
autocratic rule, and returns tc orthodox
methods as hitherto practised, he shall
be avoided and regarded as non-existent.

" (Signed), ARTHUR MORROW.”
The other seniors looked at one
rather dubiously.

“ A bit thick, isn’t it?” asked Chambers.

#*Not hali thick enough!?” retorted Mor-
row. “I was just thinking that I'd made
it altogether topo mild. T doubt if Sin-
clair’s tough skin will be penetrated.”

‘“If that notice doesn’t give him a nasty
pain, nothing on earth will,”” grinned Phil-
lips. “Why, I can’t remember anything of
this sort bappening before. The head boy of
a IHouse sent to Coventry! That's what it
amounts to, in cold blood. Well, here's my
name, anyhow.?” ,

another
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his
attached his signature.
added theirs.

“ Any more?”? asked Morrow.

“Hang it all, it’s a bif teo much, you

e pulled fountain-pen, and

Frinton and Bryang

out

know,” protested Chambers. “We ought to
think carefully before we make this public.
If it’s shoved on the board the whole House
will get to know of it within an hour.”

“The sooner the better,” said DBryant
grimly. * Personally, I'm rather Kkeen on
everybody knowing that I don’t approve ot
Sinclair. And this is a good way of showing
our attitude in a dignified way.” !

“But the other Houses will talk, too.” said
Stanhope. It might even get to the Head's
ears.”

“XNothing we’d like better,” interrupfed
Morrow. “Stokes won’t do anything, but
the Ilead might. We can’t actually show it
to him, but if he hears, indirectly, that the
majority of us are fed up with Sinelair——7~

“Bh? What’s all this about?”

Kenmore, of the Sixth, had just come in,
and he joined the crowd of seniors ncar the
fireplace. They regarded him coldly, for he
was looked upon as an intruder, just as much
as Sinelamr was. ©

“Tt’s a vote of censure,” soid Chambers
bluntly.

“A which??”

“You'd betier read it.” ,

Morrow held it up, and Simon Kenmore
passed his eye down it. He looked astonished
ab tirst, and then angry.

the good of that

“What on earth is :
thing?” he demanded. *“Sinclair’s the head

prefect, don’t forget, and he'll take pretty
drastic measures If you pin that piece of
foolery on the board. It’s an insult.”

< Yf Sinclair takes it as an insult, that's
his affair,” snapped Morrow. °*‘It’s simply
an expression of opinion.”

“Well, don’t pin it up,” said Kcnmore.
«“ Take my advice, and burn it! Sineclair’s
pretty mad with some of you fellows already.
He'll make it hot for everyone who signs
that drivel.” :

““Make it hot, eh?” snorted Chawmbers,
“Po you think that bounder can freat us in
the same way as he treats the kids?V

“@Give him a chance,” sneered Kenmore.
“You'll soon see!” :

¢ Where's your pen, Morrow?” asked
Chambers pompously. “I'll sign this drivel,
as Kenmore calls it. And everybody else
had hetter sign, too. We're ot going to be
scared of threats like that!»

Kenmore’s attitude was the cne thing
needed to spur the doubters. By the end
of two minutes there were ten signatures
at the bottom of the manifesto, representing
#1] the decent seniors of the West House.
The crowd wasn’t such a big one, even ab
full strength, for the Fiith and Sixth at
St. Frank’s boarded fairly equally in the
four Houses. Stokes’, of course, was the
only one affected. Lee’s, Stockdaie’s, and
Goole’s were carrying on in the same placid
manner as usual. Indeed, in the other
ITouses nohody quite realised the tension
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thiat  Sinelair  had
rumours were discredited as gross exaggera-
tions. | .

The F¥Fourth Form was not even remotely
affected, for the ¥Fourth boarded exclusively
in the Modern louse and the East House.

“There it is, and there it stays!” said
Morrow as he pushed home a final drawing-
pin. “ And now I suppose you’ll run along
and tell Sinclair all about it?” he added,
turning te¢ Kenmore. < Give him my com-
pliments, and tell him that I hope his front
teeth are all loosened. But perhaps he
hasn’t recovered yet?”

¢ You're jealous—that's what’s the matter

caused. Most of the)

“Did 17"

asked Willy.
“Take two hundred
ence!” snarled the preféct.
“ Where shall T take 'em to??”

it !
iinpertin-

_ “Prove
lines for

“You young hound——"’

“Sorry, but can’t stop,! interrupted Willy
carelessly. “IFenton sent me here on an
errand. As for your two hundred lines, you
can give 'em to one of your own fags. 1
don’t belong to your beastly House.”

He went into the scnior day room and
closed the door. Kenmeore gave a snort and

went his way. Somehow Willy Handforth
cenerally left a fellow with a feeling of

v,
i

1

¢ Vliissed ! *? said Willy calmly.

across the table.
face.

Qrabbing at nothing, Sinclair lurched forward, lost his balance, and blundered
The inkpot sprang up and spurted its contents into his

with you!” sneered XKenmore. “Just
because you were kicked out of the prefect-
ship, you're jealous of Sinclair. Stokes knew
what he was doing when he threw you out!”

““ While we're on the subject of throwing
out——-"" began Morrow.

But Simon Kenmore didn't wait., Ile
strode to the door, flung it open, and nearly
fell headlong over somebody who was just
coming in. Indeed, a foot shot out, and
Kenmore tripped over it and went flying.

“Sorry ! said Willy Handforth.

Kenmore recovered himself and twirled
round.

“You did that on purpose!’ he roared,

helplessness. He was guite right, too; ken-
more had no authority to impose any punish-
ment. 1le could only report Willy 1o oune of
the Ancient llouse prefects, and lhe wasn't
Iikely to do that.

“Busy, Morrow?’” asked Willy. “Fenlon
wants vou over in the Ancient House if
you've got time—something about football,
I betieve, Hallo! What’s the notice? The
eleven for the Helmford mateh??”

He strolled over to the board. and read
hie vote of coenzure. A sad expression canie
into his eyves, and hc looked at the seniors
with pitying scorn.
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“ Ay hat!” he said at length. “ My—hat!¥

iis words were limited, but the tone in
Lis.voice was so expressive that the seunlors
regarded him with deep, inquiring Irowns.

CLOAPTER 1V.
WILLY SHOWS THE WAY.

RTHUR MORROW re-
garded Willy Hand-
forth severely.

“What’s the idea
of this ‘my hat’ business?”
he demanded. - “I don’t like

B8 that tone of voice of yours!
boesn't tuce thing suit your majesty? Is
there socmething wrong with 1t?%

«“« You mean, is there something right
with it?77 asked Willy.

“You young ass!” .

“Took at it!”? went on the fag eccntemp-
tuously. A whole crowd of you—Fifth and
Sixthh Form chaps, and that’s the most you
can do! Pin up a few milky, watery words,
and then kid yourselves that you'’ve done
something wonderful! Tear it down, for
gooduness’ sake!”? i

“You're asking for trouble, my lad,” said
Chambers darkly. **Are vou going to get
out of this room quietly, or shall we Kkick
you out?*’

Willy snoirted.

“You soon talk about kickiug e ocut,” lie
growled, “but what about kicking Sinclair
out? Of course, he mustn’t be touched!
He’s a blackguard and a cad, and I pride
myself on being as decent as the next
chap. But still he mustn’t Le touched!
And why not? Because he's a senior!”

** Look here, Handforth minor—->

“Because he’s a seniar!” repeated Willy
tartly. “ Anybody might think you seniors
were princes or enperois! Mustn't De
touched—mustn’t be fingered! You'll soon
be going about in glass cases!”?

““You cheeky young sweep 3

“IWait!” interrupted Willy curtly.
don’t want any interruptions.”

“ By George, you nervy young beggar e

“And when it comes to brain capacity,
where is it?’" asked Willy, with a helpless
gesture., “ Where? My hat! If I bad an
X-ray apparatus in here, I shouldn't be
able to find a square inch of brain in the
whole room! No offence, of course,”> he
added Kkindly. “I don’t blame you. I sup-
pose you were born that way. But In
Joly sorry for the whole crowd of you!*?

. The senior day room was startled. Willy
mciuded cverybody in his condemnation,-and
he bad worked himself up to o fine piteh of
contempt. He looked at the ceniors with
eyes that flashed with scorn.

If there had been only two of them
present, they would have taken Willy firmnly,
and Willy would have passed through a pain-
ful two 1inutes. But he was fearless.
With nearly a dozen seniors round him, he
stood in their very midst, and cared nothing

+t I

for his own safety. Indeed, he was well
aware of his peril.

“Go on! Why don't you grab e and find
a capne?? he asked. I cam’t do anything
against the whole bunch of you. I'm help-
less. But that won’t stop me saying that 1
regard you as a set of weak-kneed jelly-fish!
You feilows need somebody to teil you the
horrible truth!®

“ Are we going to stand this?” asked
Chambers thickly. “The young fox! He
knows we can't touch him! ile knows he's
so outnumbered that it wouldn’t be cricket
to jump on him!?’

“T'm glad you see my point of view,”
nodded Willy. “I knew I was safe all the
time. Of course, there was a risk of being
biffed out into the passage during the first
minute, but that’s over now. You've taken
it calmly. Well, that’s something to your
credit, anyhow.”

“You patronising young donkey!”? snorted
Morrow. “Do you think we care o toss for
your opinions??’ )

“0f course you don’t,”” agreed Willy. “ All
the same, vou're going to have ’em! I can’t
see you fellows doing a thing like this with-
out showing you the idioey of it!”

“The what?”

““ Idioey,” repeated Willy firmly. “I'm nof
afraid of repeating anything! You can’d
scare me off like that. Don’t you realise
that you're on the wrong tack? What's the
good of that notice to Sinclair?”

“Look here, young Handforth——"

“Donr't interrupt!” said Willy, frowning.
“You fellows are hopeless when it comes to
action. I suppose you were all right terms
and terms ago, when you were in the
juniors, but you've become so dignified that
vou're chock full of starch. Chunks of jelly
--that's all you are—weak-sneced and wobbly!
I don’t like saying these things, but it's the
best way. The truth hurts, but you’ll soon
realise that I'm right.”

Morrow pointed to the door.

“ We'll give you just ten sceonds to get
out,” he said smoothly. “You're such a
cheeky young beggar that you're safe. Bub
unless you clear out at once—""

“ Chuck it!” interrupted Willy impaticntly.
“llere am I doing you a good turn, and
you don’t show any gratitude, I'm giving you
the straight tip. That vote of censure is
about as much use as hitting a rhinoceros
with a feather. Sinclair won't even fee] it!
He's the boss in this House, and he’ll simply
tear the thing up, and laugh in your faces!
In faet, it’ll please him. He thrives on
opposition.”

“You've got too much to say!” growled
Stanhope. “I'm hanged if I know why we
stand here listening! 1f any other fag talked
like this we’d annihilate him on the spot.”

“@Give me another minute, and I'll buzz
oif,” said Willy, “I’m amaged at your dull-
ness. You let Sinclair get full control of
the House, and then grumble at him! Yon
issue these votes of censure. Sinclair couldn't
ride the high horse unless you let him!

*
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Ton're the fellows to blame—not Sineclajr!”

“0oh!"” said DMorrow grimly., *Hogw's
ihat?”
““ Why, vyou've allowed him to ftread on

evervbody ever since the beginhing of tefm,”
replied Willy. * Yon ve watched him actmg
the despot, and you 've done nothip %ig And
it’s in your hands al] the time to slidve him
in his place. Take 1ny advice, and tear that
notice up. A horsewhipping would de Sin-
clair twice as much good.”

Willy was in ecarnest now;
suspicion of cheek in his vou:e. and, amaz-
ingly cnough, the seniors were llstenmg to
him. No other junior in the whole of St.
¥Frank’s could have commanded their atten-
tion, eﬁp-..cmil? after his opening shots. But
there was some indefinable quality about
Willy Handforth which rendered him immune
irom danger. Moreover, there was a deal of
wisdom in his words.

“}ang it all, 1 believe the voung be;:zar
right,” admiftel  Morrow slowlv.,  *F A
Lhorough horsewhipping would ho worth a
dozen of these censures. At the same time,
voung Handforth, it's like Four tlerve to
come herg——"

“I know i{; no nced to ifell me,” infer-
rupted Willy. <“But what's the good of a
chap if he imsn’t got any nerve? It always
makes me wild when I sce you seniors stand-
ing én your blessed dlfrmtv' I'll tell you
v-hat » he added brlghth “I’ll have a talk
with the Third, and we’ll show you exactly
what you ought to do with Sinclair. Is it
a go?”

“No, it isn’t,” said Morrow curtly. “We
don’t want any advice from you, young ’'un,
You’d bhetter clear while you’re safe.”

“Tt won’t take wus long, you Kknown”’
argued Willy. *A fellow like Sinclair neceds
arastic treatment., It's no good adopting
tnese halt measures. Neck or nothing—
that's me. What Sinelair neceds is a IL”e
rongh stuff. Frogs-marching round the
Triaungle, for example, ducking in the
fountain, or rolling in the mud. Anything
of that sort would subdue him. Tar and
feathers might not be a bad idea. But it’s
wot to be szomething drastic. A vole of
censure like that thing on the Board is a
mere joke., Why not pull yourseives to-
cether, forget your silly diznity, and let
something Tlp?”

“That’s about enough!” growled Morrow.

‘“0Oh, well, please yoursclves!” said Willy,
gireclling towards the door. “You can't
say I haven’t told yon. I ean {tell you

where to find a horse whip, if you like, and
I'm quite m]lmo to give you an object
lesson in the ntﬂt method. So we'll leave
it at that. Any fime you want any adrviee,
you know where to find me. The Third's
always ready to come to the rescue.”’

He opened the door, and the seniors
gazed at him speechlessziy, |

Well, TN be popping off,” he added
casually., “When you've thounht the thing

over come alonz to my quarters and i

there was no

» reurd with a mildly inquiring eye.

But don’t for-
Sinclair’s a beast,
pretty quickly he’ll

give you A few more tips.
get—drastic methods,
and unless you act
take root. Take the bull by the horns
and Show a bif of pluck. Dash it all, I'm

ashamed of wyou. What's more, 1 shan’t
feel iike coming into this House again
until you’ve behaved like men. That’'s =

fair warning, sd you’d better look out!”

He vanished,  and the door closed.
Several of the sepiors breathed hard, and
one or two evén made a grim mave {owards
the door. Once Wills’s compelling person-
ality was absent his listeners recalised the
enormity of hLis cheek.

“Hold on!’’ said Morrow,
eve. “The Lkid's right!”

“What!”

“0f course he's right!” snorted Morrow,
“We're a crowd of iciots for not sceing it
bafore. That vote of censure’s oo good;
Sinclait needs a lesson that he won’t for-
get for years!”’

“Yes, but
- “Kicking

a gleam in his

Sinclair wants,” went
on DBlorrow fiercely. “Confouna it, young
Handforth's told us fthe truth., It's about
time we chucked ihis pretence of dignily

iz what

aside. Once Sipelair realises that we're
ready for violent action, once he has a
taste of the lash, Le’ll erumble to bits,

Who's with me?’?

¢ But, man alive, it's revelt!” gasped
Chambers, horrified. “ And whsever heard
of tiie seniorz of a House revolting?”

“1 don’t care whno's heard of it—this i3
an excepiion fo the rule!” snoried Morrow.
“I'm ready for a big niove, anyvhow,
precedents or no precedents. And if you
fellows have got aun ounce of backbone
vou'll s”)purt e !’

Apnarcutly Willy's words had gone right
home,

CHAPTER V.
THE ATFAIR OF DICET JONES’ ARM,
LARENCE TELLOWE
patsed a3 he was
passing  the  open
doorwny of theé
West House cloak-room.
The poet of the Remove was

in a thoughtful mood, having
had a commissica from Nipper to prepare
a few verses in honour of Roddy Yorke's
birthday, And Clarence was sceking for
a theme., But as he pazzed the open door-
way of the cloak-room he enme {o a halt
and listened. A peculiar sound came {rom
the piace, & sound which alwmost resembled
a ImMmoacLn.
“*Therg it is agzain!” murmured Tellowe.
“Like someone in pain!”
1fe contered the cloak-room and looked
Clarence
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As
about the school indifferent to the various

rae

was quite harmless. a rale,
rags which were generally in progress.  As
far as he could see, there was nobody in the
¢'oak-room, and he was slightly suspicious.
It was o wet arfternoon, and on such
oceasions the fags were rather fond of
speofing him. There were scores of over-
soats and caps within sight, but there
ceemed to be no human presence. Then, as
he stood there, another moan sounded—
from the very end of the cloak-room.
Clarence looked round sharply, and took
two strides with his thin, lanky legs.

“1'Il swear there’s somcone here,’’ he
said softly. “I'd better search this gear.
If it’s those cheeky japerz, I'll soon curtail
their capers. Come out and show yourzelf,
young man., You can’t {ool me with such
a plan.”

He cauntionsly moved the coats and other
clothing aside,” hut Jound mnobody. Tucn
he noticed a movement from the other
corner of the cloak-room, and detected a
fag crouching there, JBut there was no
zign of fun oa the youngster's rface,
Indeed, he was looking pale and haggard,
ond his eyves were wef, '

“1 trust there’s nothing wrong?” asked
Clarence, with congern., *“Your face 1is
somewhat long. I think youw’re Dicky Jones?
But why the hollow minans?”

“It's all right—nothing!”’?
fag huskily. “Sorry, Fellowe, I didn’t
think anybody ecould hear. I say, don’s
tell X’Villy or any of the others. I hate a
fuss/’

muttered the

Ciarence eyed {he fag evea more closcly.

“ There’s something wronz with you I
csco—vou'd better tell it all to me,” he said
confidentially, *Has someone hit you on
the pob, or have you only lost a bob?”?

“1 tell youa 1l's nothing,” said Dicky.
“Please go away, Feliowe., I—-I'd rather
be alone. 1—1'm not feeling very well”

Clarence could see thai the fag was very
far from his uszsual self, That pale, drawn

ook on his face was alarming, EHe was
biting his lip, too, as ithough to keep con-
trol over himsclf,

“You il me with ¢istined alarm,” said
the Removite, suaking his head. " What's
wrong with your left armi”

Footsteps sounded bebind,

“Spouting poetry {o yourself, Clarence,
oid man?” asked a cheery voice. “Well,

it's better than infiieting it on the other
chaps. Hallo! Who's that up the corner??’

The new arrival was Tommy Hobhs, of the
Third. Tommy had a weird looking contriv-
ance under his arm, made of wood, metal
nolts, and Meccano paris. It was one of
his own inventions—a patent wind indicator.

Hobbs was the meehaaieal fiend of the
Third, and he had come along Sor bhis
overzsat.  Rainm or no rain, be mennt to oo

he went § outside to pub his invention to the {est.

“I'm glad you've come along, yocung
Hobbs. Perhaps you'll understand these
sobs,” said Clarence mildly. “ There's
something wrong with Dicky Jones, He’'s

full of pains and hollow groans.”

Tommy pushed forward.

“We've heen looking for you, Dicky,” he
said, regarding the other fag closely. " We
thought you were in Sinelair's study, but

nohody My only hat! You’re as pale
as a sheet. What'’s wrongz, you fathead?”’

“I tell you it's nothing!” said Jones
fiercely. -

“No nced to jump down my throat—"

“Can’t you go away, and leave me?’’
panted Dicky. “I can bhe in the cloak-
room if I like, can’t ¥? I'm not {feeling
very well.”

“ A second ago you said it was nothing.”

“Well, it isn’t much-—"

“Then come outside with me, and zel a
breath of fresh air,’’ interrupted Hobbs,
pulling hold of Dicky’s shoulder. 1’1l do
you good—-"

He broke off abruptly, for Dicky Jones
had uttered a gasping ery of acule agony.
His face screwed 1itself up, and bhis breath
came in great sobs. He sank back aimong
the coats, weak and dizzy. "

Hobbs,

“Great  Scott!”  gasped “I
hardly touched you. What’s wrong wilh

your arm, Dicky?
thing?”’ .
Dicky made no answer. He was incapable
of answering. But his pain was obvious,
And while Tommy Hobbs stood looking,
he heard a familiar whistle in the lobby.
“Willy!” he muttered. *“ Good!”

He dodged out quickly, Clarence Fellowe
having wandered off to his own quarters.
Willy Iandforth was just sauntering along
from the senior corridor, feeling higzhly
satisfied with himself. Chubby MHeath and
Juicy Lemon, his faithful chums, were in
sight, too. They were waiting for their
leader in the doorway.

¢ Still raiping,” said Chubby, as Wiily
came along. “There’s a break or two in
the cloudsz, though 22

“1 say, Handforth minor,” saild
Hobbs, from ti1he cloak-room
“Come here a tick., There’s
funny here.”

“Yes, I can see it,”?
nodding. “You'll see it,
in the mirror.”

“Don’t be an

Is it broken, or some-

Tommy
doorway.
soinetlhing

agreed Wiily,
too, if you look

ass!” protested Hobbs.
“There’s young Jones in the cloak-room
here, and he’s half killed, or something.
There scems to be something wrong with
one of his arms. I just touched him, and
he nearly fainted.”

Willy looked serious in a moment. His

brain had a habit of working rapidly. He
Rad left Jomes in Guy Sinclair’s study, and
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now Hobbs was telling him that Dicky had
been half killed. The inference was
obvious.

“Let’s have a look,”” he said crisply.

He pushed into the cloak-room, and
Chubby Heath and Julcy Lemon followed,
curious to see the human wreckage. They
hadn’t hoped for such a livener in the
middle of such a dull afternoon as this.

“Dicky!” exclaimed Willy sharply. *1I
say, Dicky. Great pip., The chap's in
awful agony, from the look of him.
What's the matter with jyou, you silly
chump?” - :

*“Nothing!*? panted Dicky Jones
ferociously. *Can’t you leave a chap
alone?”

“Has Sineclair been .knoeking you about?”

“No. 1—I mean—— (an’t you sce he
hasn’t?” muttered Dicky. “I don’t need
any of your fatheaded sympathy. Go and

eat coke!”’

It was quite common for the fags to
rebuff one another in +this blunt fashion.
They hated being fussed over. I a fellow
had a bliack eye, he preferred to make light
of it. In some instances, it was regarded
a5 a mark of honour.

But Dieky was bearing mno signs of

violence. Only his pale c¢heeks, and his hag-
1,ard expression told of the pain he suffered.

““None of that, youn ass,” retorted Willy,
“Sinclair’'s been torturing you, or some-
thing. You can’t spoof me. (ome on—let’s
have the truth.”

“The beast!”” mutteied Dieky fiercely,
¢“0Oh, the bullying cad! You know all about
it—s0 what's the good of keeping it up?
The rotter twisted my arm.- Satisfied?
Clear olf, and leave me alone! I eame here
to get a bit of peace, and you're all swarm-
ing round like flies!”

“Twisted your arm, did he?”’ said Willy
orimly. “Just like him! Let’s have a look
at it. Take your coat off ——"

“1—T1 can't!” | .

“What do you mean—you can't?”

[

1 don’t know—i1t hurts too much,” mut-
tered the other. ““There’s something
ruminy about it. Every time I move I zet

an awful pain. I ean’t even Lit my arm an
inch, I expect it'll get all right—""

“And those dotty seniors stick up Votes
of Censure!™ _ spnorted Willy fiercety.
“Let's have a look at that arm. Dicky!
'\"one of your rot! I'm vour skipper, and
you've got to obey orders.”

~ He seized Dicky firmly, and felt the in-
Jured arm gingerly. But, although his {ouch
was light, Dicky winced and shrank baek.
A moan escaped him, and he reeled giddily.

“Don’t!” he panted. ¢ Oh, don’t touch
it 1

f‘I cay, there’s something queer about
this,” exclaimed Willy sternly. ““ That’s
no ordinary twist! I'm not going to mess
about. either. You're coming straight down

t> Dr. Brett's! I

believe your arm’s
broken!** '
Dicky Jones looked alarmed.
“I won't go!”" he gasped. “1 don't wan:
any fuss e
“You won't go, eh?” roared: Willy.

“We'll see about that, my son!

orders—and you've goi to obey,

time for action—not delay! Will

quietly, or shail we carry you?”
Dtch:. gave a nigh.

I'm giving
This is a
YOuU ¢ome

¢ Oh, all right—but it's all rot!* Il
grunted. “*Don't—don’t touech that arm!

I shall scream if you do!
my overcoat on—— 1 can’t 11(19 a bike,
cither, We shall have to walk.”

He was very uusteady as they left the
cloakroom. But Willy Handforth was ia
deadly earnest. Ie had a deep suspicion
that there was something gravely wrong
here. And Dr. Brett was the only man 1::_
discover the triuth,

The fags had hardly reached the doorway
when Willy's eyes took on a sudden glean.
A neat saloon car was just gliding away

No, I can’t put

from the steps of the Ancieng Houee It
was  William  Napoleon Browne's Morris-
Oxford. |

“ Good!' said Willy ecrisply.

“Browne's
the man for the job!*’

CHAFPTELR YI.
WILLY HANDFORTH'S VOV,

T required a great dJdeal
to surprise  William
! Napoleon

Browne, but
surprised- now.

lie was

;J} The tall, clegant captain of
L7 the Fifth was about the
coolest senior in the school,

and he generaily took things with supreme
sang-froid.

But when his car was rushed upon and
attacked by a yelling horde of savages, he
received a bit of a shock. The omnslaught
came without warning, too.

He had just started up, and was gliding
past the Yest llouse when the affair bursg
upon him. The horde of savages turned out
to be four members of the Third Form, but
Browne had plenty of excuse for making the

“mistake.

With a scries of wild yells, Willy Hand-

forth & Co., assisted by Tommy Hobbs,
fairly hurled themselves at the Morris-
Oxford. Two of them leapt upon one foot-

board, and two upon the other. Utterly re-
agardless of life or limb, thev hurled them
selves into the hattle.

¢ Stop!” roared Willy.
Browne!” '

Browne had already applied his brakes
and slipped his gear into the neutral

¢ 'Without wishing to be impolite, Brother
Willy, might 1T point out that this procedure

“Just a minute,



is contrary to ali the recoguized standarnis
of Safety IFirst?’? he asked mildly. *“1 nave
oceasionitly run down an unwary rafp, and
at intervals 1 have c¢ven removed a few
hairs from a rabbit. But it would grieve
me exceedingly to pulverise a fag.”

“Ppon’t jaw so much,” retorted Willy.
““We want your car”

“There is, of coumse, like
MOausty ”

‘““ What's more, we're going to have ju!™
sald Willy grimly.

v Much as 1 hate these lit{le contretemps,
I fear there will be a difference of opinion
on the subjeect,”” said Browne,
Lemon, be good enough to remove your foot
srom the frout wing It s a fad of mine
10 preserve the enamel. Alas, life is full
aof woes! With periectly peacelul intentions,
I set out upon a brief jaunt to tha villuge,
and my <¢ar i3 now in  danger
wrecl’ied before 1 can even cross the harbour
nar.’

“it's a first aid case, Browne,” gaid
Willy. ¢ That beast, Sinelair, has twisted
Dieky Jones” arm, and 1 believe he’s broken
it.  We want you io rush the poor kid to
the doector’s.”?

- Browne changed his manuer at once.

“Then why waste all this time in foolizsh
delay??* he asked criaply. “Wcre the
Brownes ever tardy in coming to the rescue?
Plice Brotlier Jones within the chariot, and
we wiil step on the gas to some purpose.”

During the first few moments, Browne
had taken this aflair to be a mere rag.
But Willy’s earn=st tone—and the expression
on his face—satisiied the Fifth Former that
his early impression was wrong,

And Dicky Jones, in no condition to make
mueh protest, was gentiy helped into the
c¢ar, and the other fags piled 1 after him.

nothing

The doors were slammed, and Willy waved

to Browne.

“Right-ho—you can make her hum!?” he
z2aid briskly.

-Browne gave a glance at Dicky. The fag
vas sitting on the edge of the rear- seat,
supported by Willy and Chubby Heath., He
was undoubtedly in a bad way, and -the
slightest touch caused him 1o wince.

‘“Be of good cheer, Brother Jones—we
shall soon have you outstretched upon the
operating table,” said Browne comifortingly.
““Youn have nothing whatever to fear, for if
the doctor is absent, I will attend to your
case  personally. Courage is the watch-
word.”?

‘““No need to go to the doctor at all!”?
muttered Dicky Jones rebelliously. ¢ It’s
slb rot! T shall he all right by tea-time!®

‘Such,’ said Browne, “is gratitude!”

““I don’t suppose his arm is badly erocked,
but it’s just as well to make sure,” said
Willy. ““It’s no good you growling, Dicky.
We shan’t be satisfied until Dr. Brett his
examined you.”»
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‘““ Brother

of being

I'he ear sturted, and was soon on ite woy
ty the village.

‘* Better feteh the doctor up to have a
lovk av Sinclair whiie you're about it,” zaid
Dicky Jones presently. ‘e needs it more
than 1 do.”

“Eh?’? said Willy.
sinelair???

** Morrow knocked him out.”

‘*Splendid!”  oeamed Browne,

“IWWhat’s happened (o

glancing

round. **1his js inueed news of cheering
import.  Details, Brother Jdones! Do rot

leave us in this state of suspense.”

““There’s not much to teil,” replied Dicky.
‘“* Morrow came n while Sinelair was twist-
ing my anrnm, and he let fly. My hat! I3
was a4 heauty! KRnocked Sinclair clean over,
and smashed all the giddy tea things! The
teast was absolutely out.?

Willy puarsed his lips.

“Why didn't 1 Eknow this before?” Le
asked. 1 gave those seniors a pilece of
my mind in the Dayaoem, and Morrow
didn't even tell me that he’d bifted Sinclair
over. I'd have been le¢ss severe if 1°4
Known.”

“As ib was, 1 gather that youn left the
sentor Day-room in a state of guivering ner-
vousness?’’ asked Browne., *1 fecel com-
pelled to remark, Brother Willy, that in a
matter of nerve you rank second only t{o
myself, B¢ good enough to appreeiate the
high honour 1 am paying you.”

‘ Hlonour??” sniffed Willy, “I'Il
your nerve’s pretty  hot, Browne,
could beat it any day!”

“We will not pursue the subject,” sald
Browne gracefilly,

They had nearly reached the village Dby
this time, and after passing down the Jiigh
Street, the ecar pulled up in front of Dr.
Brett's front gate. Dicky - Jones  wus
assisted out, and even Browne accompanied
the fags to the front door. It was opened
by a maidservant.

admit
but I

“Dr, DBrett at home?” asked Willy
briskly.
“Yes, but I am afraid he's enguged——-:=

“Urgent  case!”  interrupied  Willy.
“ Please go and tell him that we can’t waib,
Notbt exactly a matier of hife or death, bub
jolly urgent.”

““Teil him he’s not wanted at all!?? said
Dieky. **These fatheads dragged me here
against my will—-?

“Dry up, you young ass?* roared Willy.

The maidservant hardly knew what to
make of these contradictory statements, busg
she ushered the visitors into the waiting-
room, and vanished.

‘¢ Well, here we are,”” said Chubby Heath.

“You are full of wuseful information,
Drother Heath,”? agrecd Browne, noddine.
‘“ Even the .most argumentative fellow will
not deny that we are here. And, lo and
behald, Brother Brett flows in,”?

Dr. Brett came into the room with a
quick stride.
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'uns—ean't give yvou muckh

£ =orry, young
SEI

¢ me this aftervroon,” he said crisply.
anmi full up with dispensing work——""
““* 0L, blow your beastly mediciues,” inter-
rupted Willy, frowning. “Just have a look
8 Dicks’s arm. There's something wrong
with if,??
A R

_ nothing—oniy a twizt,” gzrowled
Dizky. still rebellious.
The doctor wasied

cver the patient, touched the

no time. Jle stood
AT OIICe oOr

twice. and looked rather grim.

“We'll have to have that jacket off," he
said,

With deft fingers, he slippcd the coat

trem Dieky Jones” back. - The f{ag winced
suce or twice, but made no outen Then
thie doctor gently rolled up the shirt slecve,
and felt Dicky in the region of the shoulder.
i113 expression became more scrious.

“1'm!Y he muttered. ¢ It': a good thing
yan game.V .

““Is it scrious, sir?” asked Dicky
ALXIOUS!Y.

“*No, not sericus, but——*

Dr. Brett broke off, and Dicky Jones
vttered a wild howl of anguish. For the

doctor had given his arm a sudden peculiar
pull, applying pressure to the shoulder at
the same moment. The fag swayed dizzily.
but Dr. Brett held him firmly.

“It’s all right—all over now,” he said
guictly, ¢ Rorn voungster! I thought it
Inﬁ-‘"ter to do the trick without giving you
sny warning, Hurts, ¢ch? Yes, yow'll have
to use a sling for a day or two. Your
siioulder will be black and blue——*

“But what was it?” asked Willy, staring.

“Dislocated shoulder,”” rapped out the
doetor,  ““This s what comes of feoling
about, I suppose. You young scamps
ouahtn't to be so rough.”

“* A disiocated shoulder!” ecliced Willy,
taking a deep breath.

1t mizht have been serious if vou hadn't
.srou;,ht iim here without any delay,” said
the doctor. I suppose I'd better not make
too many inquiries, eh? Let's bhave anotler
look.”

He examined Dicky elosely, applied sooth-
tng balms, and placed the fag's left arm
ti1 a sling—with a striet warning that it
wasn’t to be uzed for three days.

At last the party found itself outzide
again. ,

“‘:nift— work,” observed Browne approv-
ingiy. “ Are we to assume, Brother Jones,
f\nt the ftemporary dislocation was causzed
LT Brother Sinclair's excessive zeal?”

“The cad—the unutterable brute!”
claimed Willy fiercely.
old Dicks's arm untit
~houlder! Think of
trerrible !

“quthur Sinelair is in necd of drastie
correction,” said Browne. ¢ You must allow
me to take full command of this mtuatmu
¢ suxll regard it as a privilege to point out

ex-
‘“ He f{wisted poor
he dislocated the
it! Why, it's—it’s
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the error of BPBrother Sinclair's ways to
him——?

““ And we shall regard it as a privilege if
you Kkeep cut of it!” interrupted Willy
tartlv. *“This sn't your affair, Browne!
Like your giddy nerve! Yoire an Ancient
House chap!”

Browue elevated his eyebrows.

¢ More useful information,” he said
smoothly, “May 1 ask to which House you
belong Lruther Willy 2

“The Ancient House, of course—but I'm
different,”” retorted Willy. “ This is a Third
Form affair, and we're going to deal with it
in our own way. Dicky's one of our crowd,
and we're going to avenge him. So don’t

vou poach on our preserves, my lad!"
Browne sighed.
“Alas!”  he said  sadly.  “Scorned—
rejected! And yet, to be just, I confess
that I see your point of view. Assure me

Sinclair will soon he welter-
and I will relinquish my
One word from you,

that Brother
ing in the broth,
claims to his sealp.
Brother Willy—-"

“You can leave it to me!” interrupted
Willy ﬁrmly. “I told those seniors that I'd
show ’em what to do with Sinclair! By
jingo, they'll soon have a practical demon-
stration! Before we've done with Sinclair,
he'll look less like a human being than
ever!”

Browne smiled with

“Something tells me, Brother William,
that all will be well,” he beamed. “It does
my old heart good to hear these stirring
words. I may be wrong in inciting you to
acts of violence—but go to it!”

benevolent peace.

CHAPTER VII,
THE HOUSEMASTER’S SECRET,

R. BEVERLEY
STOKES started.
“What is ¢this?”

he asked sharply.

Nobody in the Senior Day-
roomm at the West House
answered, The Housemaster
was standing at the notice-board, reading
Morrow’s famous Vote of Censure.

He had entered the apartment a minute
earlier, in order to have a few words with
two of the seniors. Nobody had said anyv-
thing about the Vote of Censure, and Mir.

| Stokes had seen 1t by accident.

“Is this your handwriting, Morrow?”
asked the Housemaster, tmmng with a
frown on his youthful face. *“But I needn't

ask. I am welk acquainted with your hand-
writing. What does it mean?”

“Isn’t it clear ~ enough, sir?” asked
Morrow. |

Mr, Stokes was silent for a moment. He
realised that his question had been super-
fluous. The Vote of Censure was clear to
the point of being painful. The House-
master was nonplussed. He had entered



the Sentor Lay-room in yuite a good hu:mour,
but now he was changed,.

“I don’t approve of this sort of thing,
Ajorrow,” he said curtly.

“] am sorry, sir.” : -

“I shan’t tear it down, but I would like
vou to know that I wish to see it
destroyed,” went on Mr. Stokes., “Things
have come fto a pretty pass when Sixth
i'orm hoys indulge in this type of non-
zense.”’ |

Mr. Stokes’
cutting, BHe spoke with much more irrita-
ijon than {he situation demanded. Of late
he had been very irritable, indeed. The
cheeriness which the fellows knew so well
Jind  deserted Mr. Stokes this term.  In
inany respects he was a changed man.

It was nearly tea-time now, and the late
January affernoon was becoming dusky.
The Senior Day-recom was still crowded, but
Guy Sinclair had not shown up., 1le hadn't
cven scen the Vote of Censure yet., -

“I'm sorry you regard it as nonsense,

gir,” .said Morrow quietly. ;
- “Why on earth can't you leave the {fellow
alone?” demanded Mr. Stokes. “Is there
any necessity for this type of persecution?
ite is the head prefect of 1his House, and
it 1s ridiculous to use such terms as
“despot’ and ¢ tyrant.” And you have no
richt to accuse him of
airet.”?

“But, hang it all, the man’s an absolute
cutsider, sir,” protested Frinton.

“1 cannot have Sinelair subjected to this

zort of petty spite,” snapped Mr. Stokes.

*2

“Fn eommon fairness

“I you're going to talk of common fair-
ness, sir, that Vole of Censure isn’t half
strong cnough,” interrupted Morrow fiercely.
“We haven't done this without sufficient

reason. The fellow’s a ead. He's an
utter bounder!” '

“Hear, hear!”

“ile ought fo be kicked out!”

“We're sick of him!”

Mr Stokes looked round with an angry
frown.

“That's quite cnough!” he snapped. *I

don’t intend to pursue the subject—but I
strongly advise you to ahbandon these tac-
tics. They woun't do the least amount of
good.” ‘
He strode out of the Senior Day-room
without another word, and closed the door
with unnecessary force. He didn’t pause
until he reached his own private quarters
—beyond the haize-covered door which
separated this section of the House from
the schoolboy domain.
. He entered his comfortable drawing-room
in a state of fuming impatience, and didn’t

-
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tone was not only bitter, but

questionable con-

 protice the presence of his wife until she

spoke.
“Why, Barry, has something upset youz?”

_inquired Mrs. Stokes.

She looked absurdly young as she sat on
the lounge, busily engaged with some fancy
work. She put it down, and looked at her
hushand with sudden anxiefy.

“That wretched boy again?’ she asked.

“I'm waorried, Joyce—infernally worried,”
said Mr. Stokes, sitting down heavily. “I'm
30 heipless! Matters are gradually coming
to a head-—steadily but surely—and I can'f
do a thing to stop them. This false posi-
tion is driving me crazy!” |

“But it’ll soon be over now, Barry!” she
said quietly. "It can’t last mueh longer.
We're expecting a letter from either Mr.
Lambert or his son any day. And then
you'll be able to send this young black-
guard ahout his bhusiness. Gh, I could
smack his facc every time. he passes me!”

“We've been expecting that letter ‘for
days, Joyee,” said _the young Ilouscmaster
slowly. “But, somehow, it doesn't come,
And in the meantime 1'm helpless—I've got
to uphold Siwclair, and make myself un-
pleasant to the very hoys I like the hest.
It’s intolerable!”

e rose fo his feet, and paced up and
down.

“They’ve just pinned up a Vole of Cen-
sure,” he went on. “I agree with it—I
agree with every word of it!f The thing
isn't half strong enough! And yet I've
advised the fellows to tear it down. YWhat
else can I do? That young demon will re-
commenece his threats unless I'm carefal.
Thank Heaven I've bcen able to keep in
the background for most of the time, Sin-
clair’'s running my House now—I'm no-
hody!” he added bhitterly.

e sank down into the chair again and
stared at the fire. And Mrs. Stokes made
no comment. She had seen her hushand iu
this worried state scveral times of late,
but she had found it impossible to comfort
him.

There i3 no smoke without fire—and the
reason for Guy Sinclair’s triumphant reign
in the West House was perfectly simple,
once the seerct was revealed.

In a way, it was a sordid business.

Just hefore the end of the holidays, Mr.
Stokes had been prevailled upon to do a
gservice for a family friend—a Mr. Rodney
Lambert. 'This gentleman’s only son had
heen indiscreet enouch to visit a noforious

London night ecluh—thns jeopardising his
position as private seerevary to Tord
Swaffield, a peer who had made a dead

set against all the night haunts of London.

In a fit of good-humour, Mr. Stokes had
undertaken the task of fetching young
T.ambert away. Bul on that fateful night
Guv Sinelair, accompanied by two guestion-
able ecompanions—not St. Frank’s fellows—
had been on the *“razzle.” Thev had seen
Mr. Stokes within the night club, and Sin.
elair’s” friends, bent upon a rag, had taken
a flashlicht photosraph. |
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To make matters worse, voung Lambert ;

1.2t been haif-intoxicated and had resisted
sv2 Housemaster's efforts to get himn away.
A violent scene had followed. Both Mr.
Stokes and Lambert had been thrown out—
o affair which was liable to be misunder-
stood hy casnal witnesses,

But Mr. Stokes had succeceded, and he
éidn't mind much. He returned the foolish
vouth to his father, and had given his word
¢{ bonour that he would bieathe no word
o? that incident to a living soul. It was
ti:zat promise which was now responsible fot
RYr. Stokes’ unhappy predicament.

On the very first day of term, Mr. Sin-
clair had demanded the head prefeetship of
thie West House—and had shown Mr. Stokes
the. photograph which had been taken in
tiiz night club,  Sinclair, of course, was
lahouring under the delusion that Mr.
Stokes had a guilty secret—one that was
caleulated to secure his instant dismissal
it it Teached the Headmaster's eatrs.

And Mr. Stokes' silence—enforced by that
promize—only lent colour to Sineclair’s
wssumption. Without delay, the House-
ma~ter had taken steps to get in touch
with the two Lamberts—the father being
iv America, and the son in the South of
F'rance, Once released from that promise,
t1iz arm would hbe strongz. He would he
able to piteh Sinclair out with scant cere-
iony.

But no letter had arrived yet, and Mr.
Stokes was compelled to maintain his atti-
ade of meek submission. But he was
<toring everyvthing up. And he swore that
tacre would be a day of reckouning.

CIHAPTER VIIIL.
THE TROUBLES OF HANDFORTH.

'y ALLO! Am I but
ting in?”
The cheery in-
quiry came from

the doorway, and Mr. Stokes
started up with an assumed
air of geniality.

“Don't be silly, Mary!” he said, smiling.
“Touve come at just about the right time.
Toa will aoon be in now. What have you
bean  doing  with yourself all the after-
noon”

Mary Summers advanced into the drawing-
ra20om, and pgazed keenly at her aunt and
i nele. She had been staying with them for
=~ fow days, and her visit was booked fo
continue for quite a few weeks. She was
oo girl of abhout fifteen—slim, graceful, and
tiark-eyed. Lots of the West House fellows
wore ready to swear that she was  the
rivettisst girl for miles.

‘Tnere’s something the matter,” she said
itefiy “I've noticed it before, uncle,
Wherever T come in, you hoth freeze up.
~id pretend to be careless and checry. T

-k

I'm not in the way hereS

-

£ - +
oo

¢ Stop that, you cowardly hound ! "
shouted Morrow hotly. " Good
heavens, Sinclair, can’t you do any-
thing but bully these helpless fags? "

“How can you be so ridiculous, Mary?”
laughed Mrs, Stokes. “In the way, indeed!
I'm dreading the day when vou will leave!™

“Then what’s all the mystery about?”
asked the girl blantly.

“IT do helieve it's
got something to do with that dreadful
boy. Sinclair.”

Mr. and Mrs, Stokes exchanged a swift
glance. _

“There vou are—I knew it!” said Mary
promptly.

“I wish you wouldn’t ask any questions.

Mary,” said Mr. Stokes. placing an arm
round her shoulder. “I can assure you
there’s nothing really secretive in  the

affair—and before long you will know every-
thing.”

Mary smiled u» at him.

“That’s all right, uncle.”
horrid of me to be so inquisitive.
yvou talking about tea?”

“It’Il be in very shortly now

“Sorry, Auntie, but I'm booked out.”
interrupted the girl. “I've promised tao
have tea in the Ancient House, with Dick
and Tommy and Montic.”

“Great Scott! With whom?" asked Mr.

she said, “It's
But weie

Stokes. _ )
“Don’t you know who Dick is?" asked
Mary.

aware that you are referring
and Watson and Treccllis-

“T am well
to Hamilton



West,” retorted her uncle. “But you appear
to bhe on very familiar terms with these
boys, Mary! So it’s come to taking tea
with them, e¢h? There's no holding you
voungsters nowadays!”

“T ~ couldn’t refuse,” protested DMary.
“Pesides, I know you den’t mind—-"

“Not a bit!” laughed Mr. Stokes. “I was
wnly joking., But it certainly strikes me
that Master Hamilton is the favoured one.
I have seen you witih him every day this
week, Mary.”

The girl flushed slightly.

“Well, what about it?” she challenged.
“You’ve secen me with the others, too. Is
that cloek right? Half-past four! 1 shall
be latel”

She hurried out, and lost no t{ime In
crossing the West Square to the Ancient
House. And in less than {two minutes she
was tapping upon the door of Study C, in
the Remove passage.

she had left her aunt and uncle so hastily
hecause she was rather confused. Mr.
Stokes’ shoft had gone home. She had cer-
tainly been favouring Dick Hamilton—more

familiarly known as Nipper—ito a greater

extent than the others. And Edward
Nswald Handforth, the celchrated leader of
<tudy D, was torn with doubt and jealousy
in consegquence.

Mary’s presence in the school, in fact,
was disturbing. Irene & Co., of the Moor
View School, were some distance away—a
fellow was only liable to meet one occasion-
ally, But Mary was aeftually at St.
rank’s, and there was no telling when she
would run infto a chap. Of late there had
been a marked smariening up in the
Remove. Mr. Crowell, the Form-master,
had felt impelled to congratuiate his boys
on their smartness and general appearance.

Handforth, particularly, was transformed,
Formerly, he had gone about with baggy
frousers and linen that was none too clean
and crunipled. But now he was always
zpotless. Church and McClure were having
the time of their lives, for their aggressive
leader was afraid to enter into any serious
rough-and-tumble.  Violent rows in Study
D were becoming obsolete.

A slight altercation was taking place in
that famous apartment even as Mary was
knceking at the door of the next study.
Handforth was more than usunally dandified.
His hair was elossv, bhis collar was
as snow, and his clothing sat upon him with
perfect- grace. Even Arcinie Glenthorne was
reconsidering his former opinions of Edward
Oswald.

“You can’t o it, Handy.” Church was
caying. “Tt wouldn't be the thing at all
You can’t palm vourself on that tea-party
without an invitation.”

“We're all goine.” zaid Handforth firmly.

“Not likely,” declaved MeClure. ¢ Vou
may be dotty on Mary Summers, but we're
not. I should think we know where to draw
the linet”

“Rather!” agrecd Church.

white

Handforth glared.
“Mary Suminers?” he repeated, with bhadly

assumed astonishment.
to be there?”’

Chureh grinned.

“You do it well, old man, but youn can’t
spoof us,” he said kindly. ¢ You wouldn’t
be bursting to take tea in Study C if Mary
wasn’t the mvited gunest, Aund look at tho
way you've dolled yourself up!l”

“You silly fathead!” roared Handforth.
“For two pins 1'lt—-I'1l—7

“ Better go easy,” suggested MeceClure,
“She’ll hear you—there's ouly this thin wall
between us.” -

Handforth gave a gulp.

“ She hasn’t arrived yet, has she?” he azked
eagerly. “I didn’t think she was going to
turn up until five!” _

“You're a fine swain!” sfnorted Church.
“Half a minute, though,” lhe added. “I
thought you tried to kid us that you didn's
know anything abont Mary’s presence.
You're bowled out, old man. Why not give
it up as a pbad job?” , A

“You might just as well,’”” added McClure.
‘“You don’t stand an earthly chance against
Nipper. My poor old chap, she doesn’t care
a couple of straws about you! Al these
clean coillars and fancy waistcoats are
wasted. Nipper's the c¢hap she likes. Didn’d
she refuse your invitation to tea yesterday?
And hasn’t she accepted Nipper's to-day?
Why say more?”’

Handforth looked sad.

“Jt's a dirty triek !’ he said unhappliv.
““ Those hounders have all the luck! Buot

“Oh, . iz she going

‘{hey ecan’t dish me like that!”” he added

erimly. *“ We're going to stroll into Study C
—just as though Mary wasn’t there—and sit
_qoown at the table Tellows are always doing
i. .3,

“Not when there’s a speeial guest,” pro-
tested McClure.

“But we shall pretend she isn’t there,”
argued Handiorth earnestly.

“¥ can see it coming off I'” grinned Church.
‘* When you start pretending, Handy, you
make an obvious thing ahout ften times as
obvious! They'll spot your game in a tick,
and biff you out on your neck! You can't
afford to take a risk like that with Mary
looking on!”

Handforith frowned.

“Leave it to me,
hiffing out!’” he =aid firmnly.
We're going in now.”

“ Are wef”’

“ Yes, we are.”’ :

“QOh, well, you seem to have made up our
minds, so there’s nothing more to be said,”
said Church drily.

“What do you mean—-I've made up your
minds?"’

“You ass, you're always doing it!” snorted
McClore, **We haven't had any minds of our
own for yecars! ‘low often do we get a voice
im? 1f we want to go somewhere, and you
don't—well, we don't go. But if vou want to
g0 somewhere, and we're against it—we do

and there'll Lhe un
“Well, ready?



~zr Then you ask a queﬂhm like that!
:-s*r_?li. this time you're wrong.

- Absolutely wrong!"’ agreed Churcli. “ You
c~aa butt into Mpper's tea-part}' if vou like—
F=it we're not.
vou made 'em up for us. So that’s final. As
+ matter of fact, we're takine tea with Full-
wocd and Russell., They asked us thiz after-

naon,”

And Church and McClure, strolled to the
dnor.

“Wait a minute!” gasped Handforth.

“You can't leave me in the lureli like this.
“ou deserters!™  You unfaithful rtotters!
“ here'll be no chance unhless the three of us
pifein. T couldn’t do a thing like thiat on my
cwn—it would look too glaring.”

“1{’1l look just as glaring if we all do-it—
~nd we're rather keen on our manners,” said
Chuareh stiffly, ¢ My hat, isn’t it marvellous
what love will do to a chap? He doean‘t

know the difference between right and wrong,
and he loses all sense of proportmn Of
:_-*er, its a form of madness. Poor old

Ted—vyou're badly bitten !’

Fandforth opened his mouth to speak, but
thie words tailed to form themselves. Church
2ud McClure marched ount, and in less than
fon seconds they had vanished. Safely within

~iady I, they told Ralph Leslie Fullwood and
'L ive Russell all about it—and one tea-party,
«% lzust, was hilarious.

CHAPTER IX.
A STICEY BUSINESH.

e ‘¢ ORE tea. old

e girl?"”

Sir Montie Tre-
gellis-West., in his
very best manner, lLield out his
hand for the fair guest's cup.
The fact that it was quite full
5 ad esecaped Montie's attention. He and his

follow-hests were pressing Mary to partake of
a!: sorts of dainty dishes.

“What about one of these cream-pufis?™
azked Nipper,

“QOr another sardine-sandwich?”
Toramy Watson,

“xteady! I ecan't eat everything at once,
can 127 laushed Mary. “I'd no idea you'd
Liave such a wonderful spread as this.”

study € was cerfainly looking unusually
festive. With a crackling fire in the grate,
iliere was an air of genial cheeriness about
tie apartment. The table was covered with
2 gieaming white cloth, and the tea-thinas
~nd dishes were of exceptional quality: For
o lupior study, indeed. they were astonish.

1221y good. M':r,\' didn't know that Nipper

Mary,

pressed

kad spent a full bhour conjuring up the
virious items from <overy corner of the
Ancient Honse.

““Halio! Having tea?”

Ti a2 door opened abruptly., and Handforth
‘..-_._--her: in. But as he made the remark
o032 e was actually inside tlie study, muceh

We made up our minds before.

cifect was lost,

of itz
prepared speech.

Ile took two strides into the room,
then started violently.

It was obviously a
and

“Oh, sorry!” he apologised.- “ You've got
a visitor, €h? Good-evenina, Mary! A“t‘ull}
pleased to see you here! I’d no idea——
mean—-  Sorry, Watson, old man!”

He nearly knocked Tommy Watson out of
his chair as he reached across the table to
shhake hands with Mary. Unfortunately,
Watson was drinking his tea at the moment,
imnl about half a cuplul descended into hu
l'lp

“You
p.

“Eh? My hat,” gasped Handforth, ¢ what
the dickens did you do that for? You ought
to be more careful in the presenee of a

clumsy ass!” he howled, leaping

lady! Where's my chair?” he added, lookinz
round.
“You left the door open, Handy,” re-

marked Nipper politely. “ You don’t mind
closing it as vou go out, do you?”

“«But I'm not going out you fathead!”
snoried. YMandforth. Sorry !
You're not a fathead, 0[ courze. TI'd for-

gotten Mary was here when I said that.”
Considerably flustered, he closed the door,

‘but omitied to place himself on the other

side. As there was no f{ifth chair in the
study, he was rather helpless. 'The table
wasn't very big, either. It comfortabty
accommodated one on either side. ,

“What were we talking about?" asked
Watson stiftly. ““Oh, T know! Montie was
saying that Irene is looking rather pale
Intely—as though she has suffcred some
serious loss.”

“Begad!”’ ejaculated 8ir Montie. ¢ Really,
old boy, 1 don’t rememher—-"°

Watson winked across the table.

“Haven't you noticed it?"’ he asked in
surprise.  “Poor old lIrene! A jolly nice
girl, you know! It must be pretty hard lines
when a fellow drops her like 2 hot brick, and
forgets all about her!”

* A chap like that ought to be boiled”
said Nipper firmly.

Haundforth felt that something was goiag
to break. It wasn’t so much that he was
being studiously ignored, but the conversa-
tion was painful. Me had always had a
tender spot for Irene Mannhers—until the
arrival of Mary. Indeed, it was generally
acknowledged that he and Irene were friendly
in the extreme. Chuarech and MceClure de-
clared that he was touched on the subject.

But of late he had ncglected her shawe-
fully.
¢“Ly-—- No:; I mean—— What?" scid

Handforth feebly. i
“ Hallo! Still here?” asked Nipper, turu-

inz round. “ Anvthing we can do fur you,
Handy 7"
“Well. I—1I thought—— Tea, you know,”

said Handforth. < Of course, I can't stay!”
he added hastily., < Great Scott, no! ‘Fhanks

all the samie, but I'm booked. I just——cr—
itst dropped in, you know.’
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s Then what about just dropping out?”
suggested Nipper, ‘“As you can’t stay, we
wounldn't dream of detaining you.” .

¢« [4’s too bad!” laughed Mary. I believe
he wants fo join us at tea all the time. In
fact, I'm sure he does.” _

«Not abt all!” said Handforth bastily.
e 8till, if you really insist—— Eh? Anything
wrong, Nipper?” '

¥ don’t like to be blunt; but you’'re spoiling
the tea-party,” said Nipper firmly. “1f you
want to make yourself useful, Handy, go
and make some toffee. You're famous for
treacle-toffee. That last lot you made was
hanging about the House for a month.”’

«“It stuck to our boots wherever we
walked,” said Watsen, grinning.
¢ Treacle-toffee?’’ asked Mary, her eyes

sparkling. “Oh, how lovely! I'm terribly

fond of treacle-toifee.”
¢« You—you mean it?” gasped Handforth.
“1 say, would you like mec to make some?”

«I’d love it!” she deeclared.

“Jt’s a bit risky-—"
ously _

“But treacle-tofiee is my favourite,” In-
sisted Mary. *“Can you really make it, Ted?
It would be perfectly lovely to have some
real home-made stuff. And if you made it, it
wouid be all the better!™ ’

. Edward Oswald necarly reeled with joy. He
badn't the faintest idea that Mary was
taking her cue from the others, and pulling
his leg. The one thought which throbbed
through his bramm was that she wanted some
treacle-toffee—his treacle-toffee. A keen light
entered his eyes. ;

“T'HI make it vight away!” he promised
tensely, ¢ You’ll be here for another hour,
won’t you? Geod! It'Hl be done long before
then. Promise me you won’t go until I come
in with it.”

“If you won't be too long——'

“Trast me !’ said Handforth briskly.

He dashed to the door, tore it open, and
fifcw out. The tea-party in Study C relapsed
into helpless mirth for a few minutes, before
continuing the meal. And Handforth tore off
to the domestic quarters, in search of the
neeessary ingredients.

He even didn’t mind being left out of the
tea-party. Mary wanted to try some of his
treacle-toffee—and even Nipper hadn’t re-
ceived an honour like that! He made up his
mind to manufacture a tremendous lot of it.

For a fleeting second an uncomfortable
thought entered his mind. He bhad made
some treacle-toffes once before—but even
his loyal chums had scareely called it a
success. In the first place, he had made it
in a saucepan which had previously been used
for glue—a shcer piece of carelessness on
Chureh’s part. In the sceond place, he had
cooked the toffee until it was pitch black,
and appallingly bitter.

_ In short, the t{offee-making epizode had
oeen a ghastly failure. But Handforth did
uot allow such uncomfortahle thouchts to
enter his head now. He had been asked to
maxe gome treacle-toifce for

began Watson dubi-

come to the chief supply.
t =elf staring

nothing short of raging lions would have
turned him from his purpose.

There was one slicht drawback. On the
earlier occasion he had worked in accordance
with a recipe. But it was lost now, and he
would have to rely upon his memory. Not
that a trifle of this sort made muech differ-
ence. He knew, at least, that he would re-
quire treacle. And be also knew that treacle
could be found in one of the big store-
rooms.

He penetrated to the vicinity of the
kitchen—this section of the House being, of
counrse, quite out of bounds. By sheer luck
he escaped attention, and when he turned
into a narrow passage, where three or four
store-rooms. were situated, He was still un-
detected.

None of the doors were locked, for the

- cooks and maids were bhusily at work near af

hand, and nothing would be locked up until
late in the evening.

Handforth was so fired with determina-
tion that he was prepared fo take any
amocunt of risks, Indecd, he didn’t realise
there were any risks. He only knew that
he had to cbhtain’ same treacle. That
ingredient, at least, had firmly impressed
itself upon his mind. He could still
vividly remember the awful mess that
Study D had teen in on the earlier occasion.

Luck was with him. By the sheerest
possible chance he entered the very store-
room where the {ireacle was kept. He
didn’t know that it was the main supply,
however. In a great school like St,
Frank’s, vinegar, treacle, sugar, efe.; were
stored hy the case or barrel.

In a cuphoard not far off cans of freacle
could have been found, but Handforth had
ile found him-
fasc¢inatedly at a big barrel
of it. There was no doubt regarding the
barrel’s contents. It was plainly labelled
treacle, and to clinch matters, some of the
stuff was oozing out at the top.

But the bharrel was unopened, and un-
tapped. There was a hige bung helow, but
Handforth didn’t even see it. He con-
fired hiz attention to the top. And in sueh
a mood as his he was prepared to indulge
in any act of destruction. Mary wanted
some treacle toffee, and there was nothing
more to he said.

Naturally there was only one inevitable
result.

Handforth found a crowbar, forced the
top of the barrel completely out, and found
an everlasting supply of {freacle at his
service, He tore up the last portion of
the lid with a gasp of satisfaction.

Unhappily he eaught the piece of woni
against a shelf which lay immediately over-
head. There was an ominous metallic
sound as a can of paraffin oil toppled over,
and came hurtling down., That paraffin

}Iiwj’mﬁndlllad no right to he there, it had becn
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thoughtlessly placed in the store-room by
one of the domestics.

Aud it was {alling
ireacie.

*  Handforth made a wvaliant attempt to
avert the disaster, and only. involved him-
self in a greater one, A blob of treacie
Lad fallen to the floor, gand he skidded
dizzily upon it as he reached out;

The next seccond, with a gasp of un-
utterable horror, he thudded against the
top of the barrel, overbalanced, and
pitched into the sticky mass.
oil caught him between the shoulders, and
jolled past -him into the treacle.

Edward Oswald Handforth gave one
gurgle, and dead silence followed—a thick,
=ticky silence.

straight into fhe

CHAPTER X. '
WILLY OXN THE WARDPATI.

& 7ILLY BAXDFORTH
frowned  thought-
: iully. :

“You cut- off to
the West House, Chubhy,
and do some scouting,” he
: — s2id. *“Be back here with.
in five minutes, and bring the information.
If you haven’t goft it, don’t ecome. In

fact, you’d better not let me see you for a

week. TUnderstand?”
‘1 What have 1 got to do??® asked Chubby.
#It’s a bit thick, threatening me—-"

~ “This is no time for half 'measures,”
interrupted Willy curtly., “You've ot to
find out exactly where -Sinclair is, and
bring me the details.
this raid we've got to know the pozition.
Sinclair's going through the hoop this even.
ing, and we’'re going to carry the affair
tnreugh with clockwork-like precision. My
at! We'll teach tlose weak-kneed seniors
a lesson!” PO "

Chubby vanished into the gloom. The
}eadi_ng lights ©f the Third were gathered
in the shelter of the West Arch, and the
Iriangle was black and dim. Nothing could
be seen but the gleaming lights of the
Modern House and the East House across
the way. It was still raining slightly, but
nothing to hurt., There were signs of a
clearing up.

Willy had bhad no {ea.
thought of tea. Even that important meet-
ang regarding the headmaster’s dug-up
garden had been. shelved., The other fasgs
were tather disgruntled, but they kpew
hetter than to breathe a word of complaint
in Willy’s hearing. He was in one of lis
mest  determined nioods. The  first
grumbler would know all about it if he dared
to cpen his mouth.

It had to be something

‘ particularly
urgeat for Willy to miss

tea and not

The can of

8

Before we undertake

He hadn't even

1

‘but a piece of utter savagery.

ordinary.

‘the trouble to act secretively.

"House?’? azked Juicy suddeniy.

know if. But this affair of Dicky Jones

qxaq \t'o;ketl him up to a fine pitch of
indignation. Unqguestionably, the leader of
the Third was justified in his ‘warlike

attitude.

Guy Sinclair had commitied an atrocity.

I} was one thing to swish a fellow, and
it was another thing to twist the arm of a
helpless  fag  until his shoulder was  dis-
located. 1t wasn't merely an act of bullying,
And it
demanded swift and complete punizhment.
As Willy himself had said, half measures
were usciess. .

Sinclair was not the kind of fellow to
take any notice of a mere rag, Iis punish-
ment had to be something out of the
_ To leave it to the seniors was
impossible. Willy could not trust them fo
take strong action: They wonld only falk,
talk, talk., Sineclair would be ostracised,
or something like that, and he would
stimply laugh at the whole business.

But he wouldn’t laugh by the time Willy
had dore with him. ;

Dicky Jones had been taken indoors, and
cemioriably settled in an ensy chair, with
some books to read. He had strict orders
ot to move or to exert himsell, His
shoulder had swollen, and he couidn’t move
his arm much. Indeed, Dr. Brett had
ordered- him to report to his Housemaster,
and to go into the *sanny.”” DBut Willy
had scorned this suggestion.

The  unfortunate fag's agony had cut
Willy to the gquick. KEven now Dicky was
in continuous pain, and that hulking cur
was the cause of it. The Third had made
up its mind to uct strongly, and to risk
the consequences. They wouldn't even take
Everything
Wiliy declared, should be open and public.

“1 hope Chubby comes back and tells us
that Sinclair’s in the Senior Day-room,” said
Willy anxiously. “That’s the place we want
to collar him, before the eyes of ail the
cotiters. It'll be am object lesson!”

“RBut we shall be half slauchtered after-
rards——-’ began Juicy. '

“XNever mind about afterwards,” inter-
rupted Willy. “I’ll take all the blame; il’s
my idea, anyhow. If Sinclair likes to make
a fuss let him. I don'g think he'll be
keen on an inquiry.”

*No; by George, we've got him there!”
agreed Owen minor.

“What's that moving over by the West
“Can't you
chaps see a figure in the Square? 'There'’s
something queer—-"

He broke off and started. The other fags
were equally puzzled. A strange-looking
fisure was Ilurching towards the archway,
keeping to an erratic course, It reeled up,
accompanied by a peculiar gurgling sound.
% What is it?* breathed Juicy Lemon,
startied, '



an clectrie-

pulled oub

Willy Handforth
torch and flashed it on. He was in no
mood to be interrupted by  minor
trivialities. If any idiot was {rying to be
funny——

“Great_zuns?’ ejaculated Willy blankly.

IIe was momentarily taken aback. His
companions simply stood there and gaped.
IFor the ncweomer was guite unrecognisable,

and In an extraordinary plight. He was
obviously -a jumor, and his hecad and
shoulders were entirely obliterated by a

sticky, messy mnass of black substance whieh
rendered his features indistinguishable.
The sticky stuif dripped down, and left a
trail of blobs along the pathway. And
the unhappy junior came onwards with out-
stretched hands as though feeling the way.
“Iold on, there!” said Willy. “Mind
where you're - going, you ass! What’s
happened? Who’s been having a game?”
The figure paused and gave an extra loud

surgle, o

“Clear off!” it spluttered  thieckly.
“Wheres the fountain pool? Gimme some
waiter. I'm nearly suffocated!’’

Willy nodded with pitying understanding.

“My major!” he said tartly. I might
Itave known it. Trust Ted to get himsell

into trouble. What’s that all over you,
vou ass? Glue?”

“It’s ireacle!’? panted Handforth
stickily. *I1 fell into a barrel of it just
now, and got out through the window., My
coodness! 1I'm in a horrible state!”

“Treacle!” repeated Juicy Lemwon. “It

siells more like paraffint”

“It was that rotten paraffin which caused
the trouble!’’ snorted Handforth, attempt-
ing to wipe some of the mess off hiz face.
“The can fel off the shelf, and I tried
to save it. But I couldn’t. I went right
into that giddy barrel, and the parafiin
poured down my neck!”

““And then into the treacle, I suppose?”
asked Willy,

“*Yes.”?

“We shall be having
freacle puddings before
srimly. *“You wasteful bounder. That’s a
whole bharrel of treacle gone West., What
on earth were you doing? My hat!” he
added abruptly. “A barrel of ruined
treacle. They can’t use it indoors. Why
sheuldn’t we—— Yes, by jingo, it’s an
ideat” _

A hkeen lizht had come into Wiliy's eyes.
Iqulooked at his chums, and beckoned them
aside,

“We're going to improve on our ariginal
plan,’” he said crisply. * As soon as Chubhy
comes hack we’ll make the final arrance-
ments.” -

The unfortunate Edward Oswald was com-
pletely forgotten. 1lis toffee-making project
~had ended in complete disaster. He had
cvery reazen to feel miserable. He wonliln’t

some wonderful
long,” said Willy
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be able to keep his promise to Mary, and
every stick of clothing on him was ruined.
And there would probably be an inquiry
about that treacle. He staggered towards
the Jountain pool with a dull sense of hope-
lessness within him,

But his minor was overjoyed at the turn
of events.

In the meantime QGuy Sinclair emerged
from his obscurity. Nobody had seen him
since the early afternoon. Morrow had heen
the last fellow to set eyes on the head
prefect, and at that moment Sinclair had
been outstretched on the floor of his study,
suffering from the efiects of a knock-out,

Even XKenmore hadn’t “heen able fto
find him, although Kenmore was anxious
to tell him all about the Vote of Censure.
The reason for Sinclair’s retirement was a
simple one. :

Hé was reeovering. 5

Loecked in his own bed-room, he indulged-
in a two-hours’ sleep, and awoke soon after,
tea-time with a dull headache, to say nothing
of a vile temper. His jaw felt as though a
steamhammer had been at it. 1t was so
tender that he could hardly touch his chin.
It was swollen, too—perceptibly. There was
a, puflineas about his jaws. And there wasn’t
a tooth In his hecad that didn't ache. That
punch of Morrow’s had been a real beauty.

However, after a wash and 2 dose of
aspirin tablets, Sinclair felt that it would
be a wise move on his part to go down-
stairs. In faet, it had been a mistake to
remain absent for so- long. For Morrow.
would have talked, and everybody would
he assuming that that knock-out had been
even worse.

S0, without waiting to go into his study,
Sinclair strolled casually into the Senior Day-
room, as though nothing unusual had hap-
pened. He assumed arn air of careless sang-
froid that he was far from feeling. )

“Hallo! Lots of people at home, I see,”

“he observed genially.

The Senior Day-room was well filled. In- -
deed, Morrow and Chambers and a few of
the others had been discussing Mr. Stokes’
attitude, and they were wondering what {o
do with that noticz on the board.

Everybhody stared at Sinclair, but nobody
answered. As it happened, neither Kenmore
nor Parkin were in the room. There were
none of 3inclair's cronies present to back
him up,

“Stony silence, eh?” said Sineclair, with
a mnasty twist of his mouth. “]J suppose
you've heen talking, Morrow?  Spreading
scandal? That’s just the sort of thing you
would do!”?

Morrow deliberately turned his back and
spoke to Phillips.

‘¢ Confound your nerve!’? shouted Sinclair,
his rageed temper unable to bear the strain.
“If you think you can ignore me without
paying Hallo! What the thunder—-*?

He broke off, staring.
He had advanced across the room, and
was now e¢lnse tn the notice-hoard. The un- -
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faniiliar foolscap sheet cauwght h:s oie, and
he scowled with growing rage s he read
the words upon it. His face bezuine deeply
finshed. ‘.

‘“You fools!”? he said thickiy.
started this? If you don’t appruve of iny
methods, why don’t you appeal to Stokey?”

v 1w
R T P

With a hiss of his breath, he tore tiis,

Vvote of Censure down and ripped it into
shreds.
open, and Willy Handforth stood 1here.
Behind him were his army of avongos,

CHAPTER XI.
YWAKING THE PUNISHMENT FIT TRE R:ng.

IO !

€4 TTEN T ; !
March !??
The SOV A Tl

camie sharply and
impressively. Willy Hand-
forth strode into the Senior
Day-room as though he owned
ihe In close atiendance cume the
other Third-Formers—five of them,  Willy
was looking perfectly calm and <ovl, but
with a grim light in his eyes, The others,
it must be confessed, were decidedly ner-
vous, and showed it. But where Wiliy led
iheml they were bound to go. There was no
ihought of mutiny in the ranks.
“YWhat the——? began Morrow.
ile was the only Senior to spcak. The
others simply stood there, looking at the
inmvading fags.
make any comment,
nad never happened hefore,
:n the history of St. I'rank’s.

If a fag came to the Semior Day-racm
e came by order of a prefect or a muaster,
and he always revealed the correct amount
21 awe when setting foot into that lordly
apartment, But Willy & Co. simpiy swepi
M without any knock on thie door, aud +with-
ont taking the slightest notice of the o2ua-
pants,

It was cerfainly an extracrdinary afair
“Guy Sinclair had no suspicion of dunger,
Yie gave ome glare at the fags ond ihen
rointed at the doorway.

" et out!” he thundered.

They advanced as though %ue
cjproken,

“You infernal young brat!*"® he reared.
et out of this room! Handicrtiy winor,
this jsn’t your House——*’

“3eize him!” said Willy smoothly.

He ignored Sinclair with such suprene in-

place.

Such a ihing o this

1,~ 74
Hoeus'v

iifference that two or three of the cother

seniors started grinning.

: There was u0 zug-
gestion of impudence

in Willy's manner:

he“ acted just as though ke had heard
nothing, |
“I say, hadn't we Dbetler——? bhegan

Lhiubby Heath nervously,
Seize him!” repeated Willy fiercely.
And the next second Guy Rinciair received

the surprise of his life. He was in a Lower-

At the same moment the door flew |

They were too surpriced o

1t was an event |

& AF

F 4

7 e
@AM
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The fag was sitting on the edge of
the rear seat, supported by Willy
and Chubby Heath. He was undoubt-
edly in a bad way, and the slightest
touch caused him to wince.

Censure, but aggravated by reason of this
Third Farim intrusion.

At exactly the same second Willy & Co.
sprang upon the head prefect, three on either
side. It was a complete surprise. Sinclair,
who was expecting no such move, went down
at the ftirst onslaught. Before he knew
where he was, he was lying flat on his face,
and Willy Handforth was sitting on his

head. Any hope of speech was oub of the
question, since Sinelair’s nose and mouth

were pressed deeply into the hearthrug. Two
other fags sprawled over bhis middle, and
two more kept his feet down. The sixth
rallied round with ropes.

¢ Qood ! said Willy. “Bind him!?*?

“Well, I'mn hauged!™ ejaculated Stanhope,
aghast.

“1t’s a bit thick——" began Chambers.

“Xot our business,” interrupted Morrow
curtly.

He turned his back, and the others took
their cue. Lvery senior was heartily glad
to witness Sinelair’s discomfiture. And
every 3senjor Jonged to pounce upon the
2ad, and help with the good work. But they
still allcwed their dignity to stand as a
barrier.

- Willy & Co. gave iheir sole attention to
their prizouner., 'The Senior Day-room might
have heen empty for all the attention they
paid to its other cceupants. With deft

My rage, mainly because of itat Vote of ! tinpers they hound Sinclair™s feet, roped his



arms behind bim, and tied a thick scarf over
his mouth.

“All ready??’ asked Willy at length.
“Good! Get into position. Now, then—all
together! March!” '

Sinelair was raised irom the floor with
a jerk. And thus, face downwards, with
three fags on cither side, he was carried
triumphantly out of the rcom. The capture
had been made so methodically and coolly
that the olher seniors ¢ould hardly believe
that the incident had really happened.

No fuss, no commotion, pothing but a
swift descent and a rapid exit. There wasn't
the slightest sign of the recent invasion.
Guy Sinclair had been taken away with per-
fect organisation.

OQut in the corridor were other fags—
Button, Hope, and Mason, of the West
ITousc; Gates and Blythe, of the Ancieut
House; Tommy 1ripp and Deakin and Ifar-
per, of the Modern House; Jimmy Heook and
Simms minor, of the ¥ast Ilouse. Thesc
were just a few of the Third Foria heroes
who lined the route of trinmbli. To be
exact, thie entire Third were on the job.

It was a sort of procession. As the un-
happy head prefect was carried between the
rows of fags, they hissed him with extra-
ordinary violence. and then fell into place
in the rear. Ap exit was made through the
rear door, intoe the West Square, where
farther fags were waiting.

Round -the West Sgunare, past the clump
of poplars, and into the thick trees behind
thic chapel. Here the procession halted.

It was gloomy and scecluded, allthough not
absolutely dark. The clouds had finally
hroken, and a full moon was shining. The
%lghti was quite suflicient for the purpose in
iand.

The fags gathered round in a huge cirele,
and YWilly & Co. halted in the centre. There
was something about this whole aflair which
spoke of rehearsals and careful preparation.

“Off with the gag,” said Willy briskly.
“And untie his ankles. That’s all! Leave
his arms bound.” '

sSinclair was jerked to his feet, and {he
ankle ropes were slashed. Then the scarf
was removed. There was no possibility of
escabe, for he was in the cenfre of a com-
plete ring, '

“You—you young demons!®
hoarsely. < I’ll have some of you sacked for
this! Let me go—"

‘““You have been tried and sentenced hy
the Third Form, Guy Sineclair,” interrupted
Willy curtly, ¢ The order is that you shall
be tarred and feathered, Have you anything
to say¥”

“You mad young fools!” screamed Sin-
clair. “If you put any tar op me, I’ll—I’l]
— le paunsed, choking, realising the
futility of his threals. And he was genuinely
scared. “Let me go!” he wend on. *“Let
me go, I tell you! If you drop ali this, I'll
forget it!» .
"‘ We want you to rcmember it—so we
suan’t drop it!” retorted Willy coolly.

Tuiz afternoov you twisted Dicky Jones’

he panted

arm uatil you dislocatéd his shoulder! Dr.
Brett can prove it. And now you're going
to pay! The Third doesn't allow brutes of
your sort to escape scot free!”

““Yah! Hooligan!”

“Savage!”

The Third backed up {heir leader’'s con-
demnation with a series of catcalls., S8in-
clair pearly fainted with fright. Indeed, he
gave such an exhibition of arrant cowardice
that the fags were disgusted. The fellow
wasn't even worth ragging! He was too
contemptiblie to touch.

¢ Jet the punishment proceed!?” said Willy
sterniy. &
““Wait!”* panted Sinclair shakily. <“1°Il

give you all some mopey if you let me go!
Ten bgb ecach =

“Let the punishment procecd—and let it
be stronger thap ever!” interrupted Willy,
““It’s rather a pity we haven’t got any tar,
I think tar would be the best stufl.”

Sinclair started. |

“You mean—you mean you were fooling
1e??? he snarled.

“0h, don't worryi” replicd Wiily. ¢ Even
if -we haven’t got any tar, we've got plenty
of ftreacle! There’s a certain amount of
paraflin with it, so it’ll do you good. They
often exterminate vermin with paraflin,
teady, you chaps? Let Lim have it1”’

Tor about ten seconds Sinelair yelled
with helpless rage. Then his voice was still—
dramatically and significantly. Assisted by
Willy & Co., he had dived head-first inlo
the treacle barrel, which the fags had raided .
and had brought out to this secluded spot.
Even at this moment the entire domestic
staft of the West lHouse was in a ferment
over the affair—not that Willy cared. That
was their worry—nov his.

Sinclair wend right in until he vanished.
Then three of the fags—specially protected
by sacking—fished him out and dumped
him to the ground. Sinclair had vanished.
In Lis place tay a mass of sticlgg treacle—a
black thing which only slightly embled a
human being,

“Good!” sang out Willy.
and let him bhave it!*

“Stand back

IThe fags backed away, and Sinclair
strugeled to his feet, making glutinous
noises, And simultaneously the fags

hurled handfuls of feathers, obtained from
numerons pillow-cases. The air became
thick with clouds of feathers, and Sinclair
was the centre of the storm.

A rapid change was effected.

Instead of being a black object of sticki-
ness, Sineclair resembled a snow-man. The
feathers adhered to cvery fraction of the
sticky surface, and when he managed to reel
through hiz crowd of tormentors, he made
blindly for the West Housec.

He had suffered no pain, but the indignity
of this punishmenf was a thousand-fold
morc effective than any- physical hurt., He,
the head prefect of thie YWest House, had



“Joke,

been ¢ tarred ” and feathered by the Third

. Form! It was the monst deadly insult that
any St. Frank’s prefect had ever under-
gone,

rd

e
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| CHAPTER XII.
THR LAUGHING-STOCK OF ST. FRANK'S.
S  Sinelair  ran,
A chiet emotion
one of relief,

The degradation of
this treatment was terrible
enougli, but he had sufifered
no, pain. And, being a

cowars, ue was Trelieved to find himself at
liherty, with the punishment obviously over.

But his emotions quickly changed.

He dreaded the thoughr of mecting any-
body., If only he could get into his roomn
uncbserved, he would tear his sticky things
oif, conceal them, and go dJdownstairs as
though nothing had happened. And he couid
casily deny any rumours that eirculated. It
would destroy his prestige for all time if
the school knew of this catastrophe. Why,
within a hour he would bhe the laughing-
stoek of St. Frank’s! The other Houses
would howl with merriment., Ior weeks he
wounldn't be able to show his face.

The thing was a fact—it bhad actually
happened-—but if therec were no other wit-
nesses beyond the fags, complete disastey
would be averted. Sinclair would swear the
story was a le, and wonld visit the Third
Form—or his section of i, at least—with
relentless  punishment. The School could
suspect, but it couldn’t he certain,

So Guy Sinclair pulled himsell up short i

before he reached the doorway. Seo far he
had escaped attention—and he was con-
vinced that he would be able to get indoors
in secref. It was only a matter of cautien.
‘The fags, thank goodness, were not follow-
ing him up as he had feared they would.

Sinelair was just at the angle of
the West House, mnear the Triangle.
H: concluded that it would be butter to
skirt the wing, enter the West Square,
and get in by means of the rear door. There
waz far less likelihood of being seen,

““Good gracious me!”

sinelair gave a violent start as a dim
figure came along, and paused, peering at
nim through thick spectacles, Unluekily,
he was in the full moonlight, and stood
out prominently. The newcomer was none
other than Professor Sylvester Tucker, the
absent-minded scienee master.

‘“Extraordinary!”? said the profeszor, ex-
amining Sinclair with amazement. ¢ What
1s this? It moves! It aetually possesses
animation! Yet it cannot be human—-*

Get out of the way!” smarled Sinelair
thickly.

Professor Tucker jumped a yard.
“Upon my soul!” he gasped.
Ah, yes, to be sure!
some furry -material.
Ah, boys will

=~

““A boy!
A boy covered with
Qbviously a form of

be bays, I =suppnse.

But you mustn’t attempt to play your
tricks upon me, young man.”

‘“ Confound you, move.!” muttered Sinelair.
. He pushed past the professor, and van.
ished round the angle—deciding now to Lry

the front entrance. During the delay some
of the fags had come .p, and the other
way of retreat was barred.

Professor Tucker was more puzzled than
ever. 8inclair had only just { ..ched him,
yet he was smothered with feathers. And
there was something sticky on his sleeve—
something which gave the scien—c master a
shock. He was a somewhat fussy gentle-
man, aund anything of a sticky nature
always annoyed him.

‘““This—this i3 dreadful!”” he ejaculated,
aghast. ¢ Good heavens! 0il! Thick, dis-
gusting oil! Or is it 'reacle? .Boy—boy!

Come back at once, and let :
name——7?

But Sinelair had already rushed into the
West House lobby, and the very first per-
son he encountered was Mary Summers.
He paused, inwardly groaning. Fate was
against him. Professor Tucker h: 1 failed
to recognise him, but Mary wouldn’s.

As a matter of faet, the girl took one
glance at the extraordinary apparition, and

know your

nodded. She could see no face—only a
walking mass of feathers. Bu$ her first
guess was eocrrect.

‘“Good-evening,  Sinclair!*?  she  said

calmly. *‘I can see some of the boys have
been giving you a taste of what you de-
served.”

Sinclair nearly choked,

“Confound your impudence!” Le muttered

fiercely. _
“I'm afraid they weren’t half  severe
enough, though,” went on the airl. ¢ 1’ve

heard all about Dicky’s arm, yvou coward!
I hope they horsewhipped you beforc——

“Get out of wmy way, you interferirg
little cat!” panted Sinclair. “If you say
a word about this to anybody——>

“Why should I say anything?” inter-
rupted Mary. ‘‘The whole school will know
in lezs than ten gninutes. Qunick, Ted!
You, too, Dick! Look at Sineclair! Doesn's
he look perfectly wonderful !”? :

Sinelair stood there, helpless with rage,

All his hopes of escaping attention were
dead. Nipper, Tregellis-West, Watson,
Handforth, and several others were crowd-
ing up. Even Browne, of the Fifth, and
Fenton and Wilson of the 8ixth, were

among  the interested spectators. The
| seniors, however, remained at 2 discreet
diztance,

¢ Ts that Sineclair?” asked Handforth, with
satisfaction. “Good! That treacle seems
to he pretty useful! Wouldn’t it be a
gond idea to get some soot, and——"

“It’s not our atfair, Handy,” interrupted
Nipper. ¢“Leave it to the West House—
and the Third. They don’t seem to have
made a bad start, anyhow.?

““The Third!** roared Handforth. < This
i3 my stunt!”
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“1 L'idn’t know

asked Mary.

¢ Yourz??
33

¢“Didn’t 1 npset the parafiin into the
treacle?”” asked Handforth
«If that hadn’t happened, those fags
wouldn’t have thought of this wheeze. So
it’s only fair to 1egard it as mine.”

“Prust you to take the credit, ¢ld man!?
grinned Watson. *“Not that it matters
who thought of the thing. Sinclair’s been
tarred and feathered—or much the same
thing. My hat! What a come-down!”’

“Perhaps he won't be so despotic after
this,” nodded Church.

Sinelair managed to escape.

was now vile in the extreme.

Hiz temper
Secrecy Wwas

trimmphantly.
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sing the sensation with a crowd of othcra.
““That treacle idea, you know, Abouf the
richest thing that's happened this tegm.”

“A jolly good lesson .for Sinelair, any-
way,” said Bmvleton “But I don’t sce
why you should pmch your minor's wheezes,
Handy! I understand that the Third was
responsible for the whole affair.”

“Yes, but it was my scheme,” argued
Handferth. ¢ 0Of course, Sinclair’s dbne for
now. Completely obliterated. He daren’t
show his face again, and I shouldn't be
surprised if he chucks himself into the
Stowe. No senior could face the world
again after being tarred and feathered!”

% Qinclair isn’t the sort of fellow to take

o
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impossible. The whole school was already
humming with the story—and his only
course was to take drastic action, What

was more, he would have to have the sup-
port of Mr. Stokes. It was the only way
of lessening the harmful eifects.

Probably Handforth was the fellow who
appreciated it most. He had had a taste
of that treacle, and he knew what it was
like, A bath and a change of clothes had
restored -him to his usual good humour—par-
ticularly as Mary had voted against the
treacle toffee, after all., But Handforth
knew exactly how that treacle felt.

1 don't like to boast, but vou fellows
have goft to admit that I'm pretty smart,”
he said, as he stond in the Triangle, discuss-

it lying down,” said Nipper grimly, ¢ And
I don’t think he’ll feel the disgrace mucl.
If you ask my opinion, he’ll hecome more
despotic than ever, He’ll take it out of tha
chaps until—**

¢ Until there’'s a revolt!” said Rceggia
Pitt. < We’ve had about as much of Sin-
clair as we can stand. Any more of his
funny business, and out he goes. We'ra
just about ripe for something lively.”

¢ But why did the fags grab him ‘in tha
firet place?” asked Tommy Watson.

“ Nobody seems to know,” replied Reggie.
] suppose they caught lnm bullying, ov
something like that. ‘There’s one thine
certain—Willy wouldn’t have organised ua
rag of this sort without good reason.”
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In the meantime, Sinclair was getting | still ached from the effeet of Morrow’s
husy ~ knock-out.

His first impulse was to rush upstairs and ‘““Treacle has many uses,” said Buster

drop into a bath. He even got to the bath-
roont. Then he paused, and deeided to go
straight to the Bousemaster’s study. Every-
body knew about his plight now, so he
might as well let Mr. Stokes see the full
extent of the indignity. Already, Sinclaiv
was formulating schemes for revenge.

He bhurst into the Housemaster’s study
‘without ceremony. And Mr. Stokes sat b;tck
in his chair with a startled e¢jaculation.
-Only Sinclair’s eyes and mouth were
visible out of the feathers and treacle.
And as he stood there, the messy stuff
dripped down upon the carpet,

Barry Stokes leapt to his feet.

““ What is the meaning of this?” he de-
manded angrily. ¢ Who are you?”

“This is what these iuafernal fags have
done !’ snarled Sinelair.

“ (Good neavens!” said Mr. Stokes. ¢ Sin-
clair!” Go and clean yomrseli at once!

Don’t stand there, ruining this carpet!”

“Confound the carpet!*® roared Sineclair.

“ Those fags—-?’ :

. “You can tell me the details later,”
terrupted  Mr. Stokes curtly, “Upon my
soul, Sinelair, are you mad? -How dare yon
come fo me in this
10 and remove that mess this instant!”

"1 tell you 2

1 shall rnot repéat that order!” rapped
out Mr. Stokes, taking a stride towards
the enraged senior.

~ Sinclair gave one savage grunt, and van-
izhed. Mr, Stokes closed the door, and re-
aarded the litter on the floor. His frown
valished, and a look of quiet satisfaction
came into his eyes. -

** Splendid!” he murmured. “ Young Willy’s
work, I'll be bound! By Jove, that
voungster has certainly got the right idea!»

~ CHAPTER XIIL
SINCLAIR GETS HIS OWN WAY.

“T REACLE,”

said
Reggie Pitt
thoughtfully.
stuff I
nodding.

“Wanderful
agreed Jack GQrey,

Sinelair, coming downstairs,

frowned viciously. He was well aware that
those remarks had been uttered especially
for his benefit. There were quite a number
of juniors in the lobby, including several
The one topic

follows from other Houses.
of ecnverzation was unchanged.

Sinclair paused, regretting that he hadn’t
gone down the back way. But, with his
mind fiiled with cunning schemes for re-
venge, he had used the ordinary stairease
by force of hahit. A bath and a change
of eclothing had made him comfortable, but
hie was as hitterly =avage as ever. His jaw

in-

appalling condition?

L We're not fools

Boots loudly. “Jt can be used for pud-
dings, or toffee, or any kind of cookina.
When it's mixed with parafiin it makes a
gaod substitnte for tar——?°,

“Get ount of this House, yom youns
hrats!>” roared Sinclaiv, descending the last
few stairs in a couple of bhounds. ““Any
more of these insulting remarks and 1'i]
report you !*

“That’s all you can do—report us!” jeered
Boots, “Do you think our hecad prefects
will take any notice? Or the¢ Honsemasters,
either? You're too well known, youn cad!?

‘“Get out of here!” . stormed Sinclair,
““As for you others—you, Pitt, and you,
Grey-—you’ll write me a thousand lines for
deliberate impertinence.”’ |

Sinclair wasn’t doing himsed any good by
thiz display of temper. A quiet, dignified
attitude on his part, and a relaxation of his
despotie rule, might have caused the House
to simmer down. He hadn’t scnse enoungh

{ to realise that he was inciting 2 mutiny.

““A . thousand. lines each?$” asked Pitt.

{¢ Yes 5.*.1‘ 5 ’ _
4 Sorry, but - nothing doing!? retorted
Reggie. ‘“We’ve had enough of your im-
pots, Sinelair. You can go ar. eat coke!”

““ Hear, hear!» agreed Jack Grey. - ,

Sinclair stared blankly. 4 _was the first

v Viin s

-sign of actnal rebellion. Lozl s¥iies
“¥You young houngi,s'l?&:'ﬁhh, thundered.
.Lthe

““You're both cenfined to' the House for a
week! And you’ll-réport fo 'my “$tidy for
a flogging 4 . o -
““Thanks, all the same, but weire en-
gaged,” interrupted Pitt. ““As for that de-
tention, we caw’t possibly oblige. And it’s
no gooad asking for fifty pounds bail, either.
enough 1o be swindled

twice 1> _

“Swindled !” roared Sinclair.

“It's a perfectly good waord,”. nodded
Pitt. T S

“ You—you—-=>=?

Sinclair paused, and checked himself in
fhe nick of time, The juniors were pre-
paring themselves to resist—and if the fags
could do what they had done, the Remov-
ites would probably go a :tep further. With
a choking gulp, Sinclair tore Li._.:elf away,
and hurried off, ' T

He was followed down the ceorriduer by a
perfect hail of jeers and hoetz. His i: dira-
tion of weakness was the worst thing that
could have happened to him, :He had never
earncd any respect from the juniors—but,
hitherto, they had ecertainly feared him.
cven that hold over them was now lost.
When fear turns to contempt, matters are
in a had way.

Sinclair stalked into Mr. Stokes’ study.
his face pale with pent-up fury. He slammed
the door with sueh a crash that the very
room shaok. Then he leaped at the House-
master’s table, and crashed bhis fist dowan
upon it,

“I've had enough of this!”” he shonted,
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- «If you can't behave vyourself, Sineclair,
.you’d better leave this room at once,”

snapped the Housemaster. “ Don’t slam my
‘deor again like that. And don’t thump my
desk. I won’t have it!”

“Oh, won't you?” roared Sinclair. < You'il
have what I please! Any rot from vou, Mr.
Stokes, and I’'ll tell the Head cverything I
know! You've got to take action! My
authority’s being flouted by everybody—and
you've got to put things right.”

Mr. Stokces pursed his lips.

“Indeed!” he said coldly. ¢ After ruling
this House with such atrocious judgment that
vou incite every boy, from the Third to the
Sixth, you come to me for assistance. It
won't do, Sinclair, You've taken command,
and you will have to continue--or resign,
You'd far better resign.”

““ And let Morrow step info my shoes, I
suppose?’

“ Certainly.”

“Then you're wrong!”
“T1 keep the captaincy,
You've got to help me—'

“YI{ you maintain this tone, Sinclair, T'll
treat you as I did onee before—kick vou out
of this study with less compunction than I
would eject a mongrel!” snapped Mr. Stokes
sharply. < Now, sir, you’d better control
yourself before I lose my temper.”

Sinclair nearly choked.

‘““Those fags grabbed me, and smothered
me with treacle and feathers!"’ he panted.
““How can 1 expect to keep any authority if
that sort of thing happens¥”

“Pid vou do nothing to incite them?”

““ Nothing—absolutely nothing!”’ retorted
the head prefect. ¢ There’s only one satis-
faction for a crime of that sort—they've got
to be sacked! Handforth minor, Heath, and
Lemon.™

““Pon't be so ridiculous,
Mr. Stokes quietly.

“ Unless they're sacked-—"

«“] don’t want to hear any more of your
‘threats,” interrupted Mr. S{okes curtiy.
< The three boys you mention do not belong
to this House, and the most 1 can do is to
report them to Mr. Lee.”

“You can tcll Mr. Lee they ought Lo be
sacked——-" '

“I shall tell Mr. Lee nothing that is
opposced to my own judgment,” said Barry
Stokes firmly. ¢ Between ourselves, Sinclair,
I am convinced that the boys were justified.
You inferpal young ruffian! You've done
nothing else but act the tyrant and the bully
ever since you came here. 1 would remind
vou, Sinclair, that there is a limit to my
patience.”

“ You daren’t say a word—""

“Paren’t!”’ thundered the Housemaster,
““ Repeat that, Sinelair! Repeat it, and I'll
drag you straight before the headmaster!
You can blurt your story out—you can tell
him everything! If you receive any satisfac-
tion I shall he surprised. For, remember this
~—whatever happens to me—you will be in.
volved In the erazh. You blackmailing young

-

snapped Sinclair.
s’md that’s final!

Sinclair!” said.
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rascal!
pulsion!”

Sinclair started bhack under the storm of
AMr. Stokes’ outburst.

““ All right, sir—sorry!”
lenly. “No need to—"" .
““Let me hear no more of your threats?"
interrupted Mr. Stokes. “ As for your comn.
plaint—I ignore it. The only thing yvou caxn
do is to live down tihis indignity. I shou!d
advise you to moderate your harshnes3 for 2
week. It will give the House time to coo!
down.”

“But I can’t go on, sir!” declared Sin
clair, “I’ve got no authority at all! Jua®
before I came in here, two or three cf the
juniors deliberately refused to obey orders,
and I was jeered and hooted.”

“You have only vyourself to blame
that.” |

“ And what about the seniors?” demanded
Sinelair. “* How do you suppose I can carry
on after what'’s happened? Those fags came
into the Senior Day Room—they burst in like
a flood—and knocked me down, Then they
carried me out, bound hand and foot!”

Mr. Stokes frowned.

“Did any
asked.

““ See it!"” shouted Sinclair.
nine or ten of them there!
round, looking on!”

« Without attempting to interfere?”

¢“ Thev didn’t move a finger!”’ snorted Sin-
clair. ¢ Fags, mind you—six miserable kids
marched in and grabbed me! And all those
seniors stood by and watched! Unless some-
thing’s done, how can 1 carry on?”’

Mr. Stokes considered for a momeunt or
two.

“ Yez, Sinclair, T must certainly take actiou
here,”” he said at length. < It is a grave
offence for any Third-Formers to attack a
prefect—and your fellow-seniors shouid have
put a stop to the outrage. I am now speak.
ing on a matter of discipline, That the fogs
were justified, I do not doubt; but that doos
not exonerate the senior boys in the least. If
was their plain duty to avert the outrage
before it started.”

Sinclair cooled down a little.

“Then you're going to do scmething, sir?”
e asked.

“Yes; I'll come with you to the Senior Day
Room at once., and hold an immediate iu-
quiry,” replied Mr. Stokes grimly. “In {his
inst-;i’nce, Sinelair, I am compelled tc suppors
you.

It will mean nothing le:s than e

he muttered sul-

for

-

of the scniors see thiss

Lz

“There were
They all stood

SOMETHING THEY HADN'T ENOWYN BEFORE.
HE Senior Day Ronm
fied.
Sineclair wasn't
feeling of happiness in the
atmosphere. The only fellow.

CHAPTER XIV.
was feeling very sutis
there, and there was a @enia!
who were fhorouzhly unbkappy were Kenmove
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and Parkin of the Sixth,
shaw of the Fitth. The
Sinclair’'s discomiiture.

¢« The man won't dare to stick it after
ihat,”” Phillips was saying. “ He’s bound to
resign—he can't do anything else.”

<« 1{’s the ounly possible course,” agreed
Chambers.  ““In faet, we’ll put it to him
pretty plainly when he shows up. Any head
preféct whae's suftered an indignity of that
sors has forfeited all right to respect.”

- He's probably resigned already,”
Morrow,

But they were apparently wrong, for Guy
Zinelair strode into the room with Mr. Stokes
2t his beels,  And Sinclair was looking more
cguressive than ever, - His sufferings at the
namds of the Third had made no difference to
hia arrogance.

“1'm sorry to interrupt you at thiz hour,”
<ald Mr. Stokes quietly. **But Sinclair has
told me something which demands an ex-
planation. There is no need for me to refer
to the unfortanate iudignity to which Sin-
clair was subjected—7"

““We thoucht it fortunate, sir,”” :aid some-
bhody.

““ That is not the right tonhe,” interrupted
Mr. Stokes sharply. “ Whatever your feelings
amainst Sinelair, he is the head prefeet of
thiz HHouse. Iurely on @ matter of discipline,
I must insist on a differcnt spirit.
refls e that many of you were present when
he was seized and bound by a party or Third
Form boys.”

“ That’s right, sir,”” said Chamhbers.

“He also wils me that you made no
attempt to stop ihe affair.”

“‘That's right, tco, sir,” said Moirow.

“] am surprised, Morrow!”

“1 don't see why you should be, sir,”’ went
on Morrow. “ We've got no particular love
lor Sinelair. You saw that Vote of Censure,
Jdidn’t you? ‘That ought to have told you our
aititude.”?

“The thing was childish,” snapped Mr,
Stokes.  “I thought you hoys were ahove
that sort of nonsense. [ could understand it
from the juniors—but not from you.”

and Grayson and
others revelled in

sald

“Well, Sinclair’s in Coventry,”” said
Frinton. “ It may seem kiddish to yomn, sir,
but we haven't taken a step like that
without good reason. And it wasn’t our

Lusiness to interfere when those fags came
_1111‘.. ! don’t mind telling you that we enjoyed
' iy

“* Hear, hear!”

““ Sinclair dezerved all he

‘“And a lot more!”’ ‘
_ Mr. Stokes frowned as the Senior Day
wwoom cchoed with voices. Not one of them
was in favour of Sinelair.

In his heart the Houszemaste: was full of
sympathy for these seniors. He knew what
4 young blackguard Sinclait was. But it
sould have heen a terrible pity to preecipitate
a erisis now. Jle was expecting a letter from
Mr. Tambert by any post. And when it
came he wouid ba the first to go io the
headmaszter with the story-—and Sinelair

aot !

Sinetair.

e

Ejr.uld be expelled. Mr. Stokes was biding his
inle.

And he was compelled to support Sineclair—
or lose complete control of the House., [t
went against the grain, but if that sordid
night club story was circulated now—with
Mr. Stokes hound by honour to keep silent
it would mean instant dismissal and disgrace
for the unhappy young lousemaster.

“This is a pity,” he said quictly, “1 was
hoping to scttle the matter without inflicting
any punishment. But all you boys have been
guilty of bad conduct. The fact that yon
are seniors only aggravates the case., Your
plain duty was fo fave saved Sinelair from
those irresponsible juniors. YWhatever your
personal feelings for him, you should have
uphield the dignity of the Senior School, 1
canhob excuse you. Every bhoy wlho was in
this room at the time will be cunflned to
gates for the period of twao weeks.”

Without another word, Mr. Stokes turned
ot his heel and walked out of the room.
What with all his recent worry and anxiety,
his temper was short—and he managed to
work up some genuine anger. In a way, he
wias justified. Purely on a point of discipline,
the seniors had been in the wrong. Under the

exceptional circumstances, however, the
matter could huve been overicoked.  Mr.

Stokes had only taken action beeause it was
necessary to pacify the schoolboy hlack-
nmailer, It couldn’t last much longer, any-
how. .
3ut the Housemaster little thought of
what a storm his action would cause.

“Gated!?  ejaculated Morrow, aghast.
“ (zated for two wecks! Why, it's ridiculous!
It’s absolutely outrageous!”

“We won’t stand it I’ stormed Chambers.

“ Stokes is just as bad as Sinelair!”

The room fairly hummed with indignation.

“ Surprised vou, €h?” sneered Sinclair.
“TMaven't [ alwayz said that 1 was the

hoss "of this Housc? If anv of you fellows
ianore Mr., Stokes™ o-der, there’ll he trouble.
Yeu'd better realise that at one I'm the
rcal chief here.”

“1 wonder you've got the nerve!”’ snapped
Morrow. “If you had an ounce of decency
yvou'd resign on the spot.”

“I thought you weren't goingz to speak to
me?” jeered Sinclair.

“Confound you. I'm not!" roared Morrow,
turning his hack.

“T'm boss!” repeated Sinclair ealmiy.
“What's more, I'm going ‘to show this House
semething that’ll surprise it! I'm going to
make everybody suffer to the Timit! The ags
first—and you fellows afterwardis!'’

The Senicr Day Room was in @ ferment. It
was rather a wonder that Sinclair wasn’t
pounced upon then and there, and booted
Jdown the corridor. The seniors were in such
1 recklezs mood that they wers almost ready
for anythinae. Fortunately for the head
prefeet, he dropped his jeering tone, and
walked out He wanted to find his pal, Ken-
more, and cerow over his latest trivmph, For



into believing

sinelasr aetually fooled himself
ti:nt he had gained a victory.

And while this storjp was In
another one was taking place in the Junior

progress,

Common Room. Tommy Hobbs was the
fellow who started it He had wandered into
the Remove quarters in search of a book,
and he was instantly seized upecn by Edward
Oszswald Handforth. Many of the Ancient
House feliows ware still in the West House,
talking about the recent seunsation.

“Just a minute, Hobbs, my lad.” said
Handforth. “ We want to hear a few details
about Sinclair. “ Who's idea was it to dip
him in treacle, and then feather him? Was
it my minor’s, or was it mine?"”

Tommy Hobbs stared.

“ Why, your minor’s, of course,” he replied.

“You young ass!” roarcd Handforth.
o D‘gdu’t my minor get the idea after he’d seen
me?”’

‘““He might have done that,” admitted
Hobbs. * But what does it matter? Sinclair
didn’t get half of what he descrved, anyhow.
The chap’s dangercus! He cught to be horse-
whipped for what he did to poor old Dicky.”

“Oh! said Pitt. ‘ What did he do to poor
old Dicky?”

“ Don’t you know?”’ asked Hobbs, staring.

“We haven’t keard anything definitely.”

“Why, he twisted Dicky’s arm this after-
noon nhzle Dicsky was clearing out his study,”
said Hobbs indignantly. < Morrow knocked
him down for it.”

¢ Yes, we know that”
impatiently.

“JIsn’t it enough??”

“I'm down on any cad whoe twists a fag’s
arm, of course,” admitted Edwurd Oswald.
“You fags deserve a spankiuz now and
again, but 1 bar arm-twisting. All the same,
I dom’t quite see—"

“But don't you KNOW?2?”” yelled Hobbs.
“ (Great pip! Have you fetlows been all this
time without knowing the truth? It only
shows how you can go about with your eyes
closed and your ears sealed up!”

“You silly young ass—"

- $¢Still, 1 suppose there’s some cxcuse for
you,” went on Hobbsg thoughtfully. ¢ Dicky
didn't let anybody know until nearly tea-
time, and Willy was too jolly busy on that
stunt to gas much. And so were we.”

““The young duffer’s talking in riddles!”
snorted llandforth ¢ e tell- us that Dicky
Jones had his arm twisted, and then asks
us if we know itt”

The fag glared.

“Cheese it!” he said tartly.
arm was dislocated.”
“WHAT!” yelled Handforth.

“Well, not his arm—his sbhoulder,”” =said
Hobbs. “ And that's worse. Why, we
found the poor beggar nearly fainting with
agony in the cloak-room—Kkeeping it dark!
We rushed him dewn to Dr. Brett—-"’

said Handforth

“ Dicky's
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“I say, is this absolutely true?™ asked
Pitt sharply.

“0Of course it's true,” retorted Hobbs.
““Go and ask old Browne! Ile took us down
to the doctor’s—and saw the arm being ect,
or whatever they call it. Old Dicky’s going
about with a »ling now., 1 can tell you,
Willy wus roaring mad over the thing.”

It was rather curious that Nipper should
come in at that moment—just in time to
corroborate Hobbs’ story. Nipper had heard
it from Browne, and had come over to tell
the others. In less than two minutes the
fact was oflicialiy verified.

“No wonder Willy took such drastic
measures!” said Pitt, looking excited. ¢ We
can’t let the matter stand like this, you
cihaps! We ought to get up a deputation to
the seniors!”

“Why not suggest a barring-outg"

¢ Jlurrah!”’

““Let’s end this rotten business once andg
for all!” shouted Jack Grey. 1 suggest
we piteh Sinclair out, and seize the House!
What's more, I believe the seniors will couie
in with us!”

“By George, it’s a go!” roared Haud-
forth “That’'s what  we'll do—start =«
mutiny! We’'ll have a barring-out!"

““But you’re an Ancient House chap, you
ass!”’ gaid Singleton.

Handfortn started.

“My hat! [I’'d forgoiten that!” he
ejaculated, in dismay. “I'll tell you wiat!
')t transfer straight away—and then vou
won't be without a leader! You can leave:
matters entirely in my hands!”

““You might take this thing away, anl
bury it!?” said Pitt patiently. €1 don't
know what it’s doing over here, anyhow!™

““Talking about me?”’ asked Handforth,
aghast.

“Yes, I am!” said Pitt.
affair, Handy—"’

““That’s all the thanks { get for offering
to lead you!” said Handforth bitterly. <I
don’t like to stand by and see you chaps
shoving your heads into a noose! No
barring-out can succeed without rie! |
don’'t want to boast, but when it comea to
ighting—"

““All right, Handy—1 admit it!"”" inter-
rupted Pitt. ¢ When it comes to fighting
you're supreme. But I didn’'t know thera
vas a barring-out. It's no good getting
these wild ideas imto your head. I'm sug-
gesting that we shall take strong action
against Sinclair—that's all.  There's no
need to start any violence against the schoo!
itself.”

But Pitt wasn’t quite sincere. In his
heart he knew well enough that this situs-
tion held all the elements of revolt. And,
secretly, he was half hoping that a erisis
wculd come, Anvithinz was better than a
continuation of the recent tyranny.

¢ This is aur
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CILAPTER XV.
THE LAST STRAW.

RTHUR MORROW
lsoked rovnd scarch-
ingly.

_¢“That’s settled,
then??” he asked.

« Abzsolufely !”’

7,
(/-

«In future, we’ll simply :gnore cverything
thut Sinelair does, and everything that be
went on Morrow. **There comes a
vime when we seniors have even got to for-

said Cham-

catal?
L

v neal at hand.

-

1 _ Mr. Stokes’ two weeks gating
| had come perilously near the mark.

“Sinclair thrcatens all sorts of horrors
for the future,” went on Morrow. < Well,
we'll take the wind out of his sails by
lgrnoring him. And if he starts any of his
tricks on the juniors, we'll protect them.
That’s a pledge.”

““Hear, hear!”

“We've got to stand the cad—but we
needn’t let him tread on us!®

Every West House senior—barring Sin-

¢lair's own friends—was in the apartmenst
now. And the vote was unanimous.
door c¢pened, and Regzie Pitt

Then the

‘““ You’re out—and yoau’ll stay out!’’ said Morrow, pointing an accusing

- finger at Sinclair,
you.'?

ff You’d better not iry to get back, because we won’t have

~tence. There's many a time when we'd
Just love to knock a fellow down.”

The BScnior Day-rcom had calmed down
considerably, but the majority of the seniors
were still in a state of subdued excitement.
Left in that condition, they would have
cooled completely—and by the {ollowing
morning the West House would have been
running on its usually smooth course.

But there was only a slight disturbance
necded to precipitate a erisis. The seniors
were in just that mood to do something
uiterly recekless., Their exasperation had
recached such a pitch that the limit was

marched in, followed by half a dozen excited
Removites. The deputation had arrived,

¢ Hallo! What's ali this?”* asked Morrow,
freweing. ' |

“We're a deputation,” explained Pith.
“We’ve heard that you fellows have got
into trouble for taking no action when Willy
& Co. seized Sinclair.”

¢“That's all right,” said Morrow. ““You
needn't bother yourselves—"
¢ Hold on!” interrupted Pitt. “ Do you

know why those fags grabbed Sinclair, and
smothered him with .treacle and feathers?
I mean, do vou know the exact cause?”
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¢ Can't say that we do,” admitted Cham-
bers, ¢ There's no need for you juniors to
uey so jolly excited, though.”

“You'll he excited when you hear the
truth,” said Pitt grimly. **Sinclair twisted
Dicky Jones’ arm this afternoon——"

“1 know it,” interrupted  Morrow.,
“Didn't I knock him down for doing it:
The poor kid's arm was hurt, too. He
vouldn't let wme take him along to the
matron &

“ His shoulder was disloeated,"” said Pitt.

Morrow stared.

““ Dislocated?”’ he repeated..
gerate——"

¢“] tell you it was diglocuted,” insisted
ritt. “This isn’t a rumour, Morrow, 1
wouldu’'t be ass enough to come here with
an unverified yarn like that. Browne can
tell you,
too. le put the arm right, and told DPicky
to report for the saunatorium. Of eourse, the

“Don’t exag-

young ass didon't—and that’'s whr we've
been in the dark.” ’
Morrow ‘breathed hard, and the other

seniors gathered round with flushed, indig-

nant faces. .
Y say, what an -awfal hooligan!™ said
Chambers. - * And Stokes gates us for
standing by while the brute was punished!™
¢ Mr. Stokes doesn’t know about this,”
rapped out Morrow. ““lle hasn't the faiot-
est idea that Sinclair committed suel: an
atrocity. Hang it all, those fags wge more

than ]uatmed Wait - here until 1 come
back.?

* “Hold on!” said Pitt. ‘“Where arc you

Soing?”’ : ' L

“I'm going to tell Mr. Stokes.”
“Wouldn’t that be suneaking——"

“Sneaking be hanged!” snorted Morrow.
“When a thing gets to this stage it's got
t0 be teported. Do you think we're goiny
to let that roflian continue his beastly
career in this Ilouse? Sineliir’s got to be
hoofed out—and hoofed out to-night!®’

“*The mun’s an absolute waster?!” roared
Chambers.

Morrow hurried off without another worg,
and happened to run mto Mr. Stokes in the
corridor.

“Just & minute, sir,”’ panted Morrow,

In two short sentences he explained the
situation,

““ Ridiculous, Morrow,” said Mr. Stokes,

with genuine scepticism. ¢ What nonsense!

I'm corprised at you believing such wild
stories.”
- “But Dr. Breit—"

“1 don’t believe it, Morrow,” interrupted
the Housemaster. ‘*Even Sinclair wouldn't
descend to such torture. No, no! You've
got to calm down, young man! It's about

time you recovered your sense of proportion,
Alorrow,”

AMorrow was very exasperated.

if you ask him. And Dr. Brett can,

| with a fierce, angry face.
“burst out into fury when he told them the

““But it's true, sir!?”? he said fierce:y.
“Surely you’ll take some steps to verify it
anvhow? Why not ring up Dr. Brett, and
ask him? It wou't tuke you more thun
two minuntes.”

This was a perfcetly reasonable suggestion,
and if Mr. Stokes had been less irurassed
and worried, he would have -w.urced to it.
But, to tell the truth, he placed no
credence in the story at all. lle took it to
be one of the usual highly-colvured rumours
which were always circulating in a school,

%] shall do nothing so ridiculous, Mor.
row,” he retorted.

éBut Dr. Brett saw Dicky Jones this
afternoonp—"

“] don’t care who Dr. Brett saw,”
snapped Mr. Stokes. “You can't make me
helieve that outrageous exaggeration. Sin-

clair probably twisted the boy’s arm, but
as for dislocating his shoulder No,
Morrow, I'd advise you to be sensibte.”

He walked on with a curf nod.

“But hold on, &ir!” gaspecl Morrow
angrily. “Don’t forget youw've gated all of
us for standing by “while those fags secized
Sinelair, We were thoroughly justified.
The man hasn’t got half he deserves

Mr. Stokes didu’'t even answer. He was
s0 worried by all this- .continuous strain
thes he wanted to-get away, And that
story concerning I)m\y Jones’ shoulder was
undoubtedlv £ tall " and Mr. Stokes was
quite justified in dlsbellevmg it. But he
had been foolish in refusing to ring up the
doctor.

Morrow returned to the Senior Duay-room
The other seniors

result,

“*We're not going to stand it!” shouted
Bryant. “Sinclair’s a dangerous character!
And Stokes isn't much. better, or he'd lis-
ten to us. We can't let the matter stand
as it is.”

“Not likely!”

“Let’s kick Sinclair out sbraight away!”

There was a considerable uproar—and the
juniors joined in it. They were discon-
certed by the news that Mr. Stokes turned
a deaf car to the truth. It was thc one
thing needed to precipitate a disaster. But

it is generally small thm"s which lead to

atastlophes

In the middle of the commotion, Guy
Sinclair marched in. He had come, in fact,
to see what all the uproar was about. He

gave a shout of anger when he caught sight
of the janiors.

“What are you kids doing in here?” he
demanded. “Good heavens! Fags first—
and now the Remove! 1t seems to me thasg
vou've all gone mad! Get back to your
own quartera'”

The juniors didn't move. :

“Do you hear me?” thundered Sinclalr.

“We don’t take any more orders from
vou,” said Pitt deliberately. “You're not fit
tﬁdbe heqd prefect of this House, Sinclair,
an
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“You infernal cub!” snarled fin-
clair.

He leapt forward, and delivered a vicious,
stunning blow on the side of Pitt’s head
which was totally unexpected. The junior
captain reeled dizzily, and fell.

“I'hat’s the wav 1 treat insubordination!”

said Sinclair thickly.

young

e St

CHAPTER XV
THE REVOLT OF THE WEST HOUSE.

‘ T was like a spark
L applicd tv a gunpowder
I fuse,
Morrow

menacingly, and
else in the room started
shouting and yelling. The
excitement, mor2 or less subdued until
now, broke out like a flood. The very air
quivered with danger.

“You cad!” shouted Morrow hotly. “Ali
vou can do is to hit fellows younger and
smaller than yourself! 1lit me if you’re
anxious to fight!”

“You'd better
Sinclair.

“We're with these juniors to the limit!”
toared Morrow. ¢ Stokes or no Stokes, we’re
taking no orders from you, Sinclair! And
we're willing to support the smallest fag,
too! We're sick of your tyranny!”

“Hear, hear!”

“That’s the stuff, Morrow!” ;

For a moment there was an electrical
silence. A situation of this sort was
almost unprecedented—iwo Sixth-Formers,
facing one another with clenched fists,
ready to let fly,

“Stand out of the way!” panted Sinclair.

“I'm taking no orders from you!”

"By gad! You'd better obey!” hissed
Sinclair, “I'll give you one second, Morrow!
I’'m head prefect of this House—"

“Head torturer, you mecun!”

Crash!

Sinclair got the first blow in, but his fist
only thudded upon Morrow’s shoulder. The
next second Morrow’s right came round, and
crashed upon Sinclair’s nose with devasta-
ting force. It was a punch with every
ounce of Morrow’s fury behind it,

Sinclair not only blundered over, but he
carricd two or three other fellows with hin,
They all leapt up, but Sinclair remained
down,  And the sight of him there was
suflficient.

“Let’s pitch him out!”

“Come on—all together!”

“"Hold on!” gasped Pitt unsteadily. “If
w2 do this thing, we've got to do it
thoroughly. It means mutiny, yon fellows
—a complete revolt! It’s the only way to
get justice.”

squared up
everyhbody

not goad me!” snarled

*We're
lessly.
“1t’s the only chance we shall get,” went

ready!” roared Chambers reck-

on Pitt. “It’s no good taking half
measures, either. If we merely pitch Sin.
clair out, there’ll be an inquiry, and some-
hody will get sacked. Who's willing to gs
the whole hog and start a barring-out?”

“I am!” said Morrow fiercely.

“But think!” shouted Stanhope.
seniors, you know-—"

“We're only human,” shouted - Morrow.
“And if we don’t take this matter into our
own hands it’ll never get done! Come on
—Ilet’s  kick Sinelair out to start with.
Then we'll seize the House, and hold it!”

“Hurrah!”

“Good old Morrow!”

“Revolt—revolt!”

The word spread throughout the Ilouse
like wildfire. By this time, all the juniors
of the other Houses had gone—lor it was
well past calling-over. ¥or the time being
the news of the revolt was confined to
the West House alone.

The call to action swept through studies
and passages, and therc was scarcely a
fellow in the House who failed to answer.
The seniors were solidly with the juniors—
and this, in itself, was an event which had
never before happened in the history of
St. Frank’s.

Third-Formers, Removites—everybody, In
fact, right up to the Sixth—came surging
out into the corridors to take part in the
excitement. There had been a tension
throughout the evening, and most of the
fellows were glad of some excuse for definite
action.

Nohody gave a thought to the possible
consequences.  They only knew that Guy
Sinclair’s reign was over, and that he was
heing presented with the Order of the Doot.

The corridors were fairly choked, and
most of the fellows were too late to witness
the actual ejection. Sinclair had been
carried triumphantly out through the lobby,
and deposited at the bottom of the West
House steps.

And now he was standing there, haitered,
dishevelled, shaking his fist at the crowd
which surged in the doorwayv. At last Sin.
clair realiscd that he had appiicd the lash
too severely.

“You're out—and you'll stay out!” said
Morrow, pointine an accusing finger at Sin-
clair,  “You'd better not try to get back,
because we won't have you. In two
minutes your precionus pals will be kicked
out, tool!”

“Hurrah!??

Tt was an impressive scene, with the
li“ht streaming out fromm the doorway, and
gleaming down from the overhead lamp.
Sinclair gave one big gulp, and attempted
to save ‘the situation.

“We're



“It’ll be different to-

“Stop‘" he panted.
morrow! Let me come back, and I'll promise

to run the House on the old lines. Good
ieavens! Thl“- means a barring-out if you
keep it up——"

“It’s a barring-out already!” interrupted
Reggie Pitt.

“Down with tyranny!”

“Victory for the rebels!”

“Hurrah!” _

Cheers rang ouf, and there was a big
commotion at ifhe back of the crowd. A
moment later Kenmore and Parkin came
‘hurtling down {he steps, as though ejected
from catapuits. 'th"J fell in a heap, and
béfore they could rise, they were joined by

followed by Gulliver and Bell. They all
picked themselves up, alarmed, furious, and
battered.

“That’s the lot!” said Pitt breathlessly,
“There aren't any spies among us now!
We’re all solid for the barring-out! And
we won’'t surrender until Sinclair's got the
sack, and fthe old order of things is
restored.” '

“Hurrah!” _

The erowd surged bhack, the great door
slammed, and the holts were shot. Guy
Sinclair and his cronies looked at one
another helplessly.

It was too late to avert the disaster now.
The West House of St. Frank’s had

Grayson and Shaw. mutinied, and there were liable to be some
Tinally, Bernard Forrest was shot out, { stirring times in the immediate future.
THE ENB.

I A Full Description of the Excifing Scenes in
the QGreat Eevoli of the West House will be
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Starting Next Week: -

“THE CALCROFT CASE!™

Another Grand New Serial by the popular

author of “THE CITY OF MASKS.” Intro-

duces SEXTON BLAKE, TINKER and the
Boys of CALCROFT SCHOOL.
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A Thrilling Story of the Amazing Adventures of an
English lad abroad.

BY A POFULAR AUTHOR.

CHAPTER 1.
14E MYSTERIOUS MESSENGER IN MID-OCEAN.

(¢ AlL on the starboard bow!”

And even as the look-oul’s ery
sounded forth in the silencc eight
bells struck. It was midnight—an

exquisitely calm, warm midnight of the
moon-lit Mediterranean Sea.

Luke Winstone, the cabin-boy, leaning over

the rail, strained his eyes in vain to catch
sight of the sail. It was apparently some
miles off still, for as far as he could see no
-speck was  visible upon tlie oily, heaving
wiaste of waters.
. But as he watched, on a sudden a dull
glow of fire leapt into being far in the west.
For a few seconds it shone, crimson and
menacing, then it dicd into blackness.

It was the voleano of Stromboli vomiting
1ts periodie eruption of lava.

Luke lifted his telescope, and was just
able to distinguish the humped mass of that
weird and wonderful mountain, which rises
as a solitary island out of the ocean, and
on whose steep slopes live a population who
any hour might be swept into eternity in a
holocaust of cinders and flame. Ior a
moent or two he watched, in the hopes of
seeing a fresh outburst. Then, with a sharp
click. he slid the glasses together again, and
replaced them. in their case.

A strange part of the world for a lad of
sixteen to be wandering through. And a
strange craft to be employed upon!

_ AsLuke felt the engines of the yacht strain-
Ing beneath him, and saw the foam-flakes
swiflly hissing past overside, he pondered
anew the mystery of his present life. He
had uht-a,in_ed a post as cabhin-boy on board
tine magnificent private pleasure-steamer
Cobra a year previously, and from that
day to this had eruised all over the Mediter-
ranean.  Yet he had never once caught
sight of the Cobra’s owuner on deck. Fre-
quentiy he had had to serve Harvard
Cheyne, as this remarkable character was
called, in the saloon: and he had often
marvelled at the American millionaire’s
Ltaciturnity.

What was the szecret of thiz immensely

wealthy, but extraordinarily sad-looking
man’s life? Why did he rush frem port
to port at this frantic speed?—for the

Cobra was enormously fast. Why had he
never any f{riends on board, to share the
enjoyment of his cruises? Why, finally,
had they put in at Palermo the afternoon
before, and been told that they would stay
a week, when, as subsequently transpired,
their halt only lasted a couple of hours—
just long enough, in fact, to get their clear-
ance papers and replenish the steward’s
stores?

These were insoluble jpiddles, but Luke
could not resist turning them over in his
mind. He was on the point of abandoning
them, however, when he suddenly noticed

an unusual odour—the aroma of a costly
cigar., A whiffi of blue smoke curled past

his face.

He turned quickly, with a start.

Immediately behind him stood Marvard
Cheyne-—-the millionaire yachtsman himsell
—the man he had never seen on deck
before!

Luke touched his cap, and was about to
withdraw; but Cheyne held up his hand
with o gesture commanding him to remain.
On his immobile fuce there was a suspicion
of a smile, y

“Your namc's Luke, isn’'t i£?” he asked.

*“Yes, sir”

“We!ll, Luke, are

The lad was startled.

vou afraid of death?”
For an instant he

thought the millionaire was jesting. Bub
one glaize at the steel-grey eyes and the
level brows dispelled any such idea. The

gquestion had not bhecn an idle one.
“I don’t think I'm a greater coward than

anvbody else, sir,” Luke responded hesi-
tatingly.

“IVell put,” said Cheyne, withdrawing
the cigar from his lips and flicking its
snowy ask over the rail. < Did you hear

the look-out shout, ‘ Sail on the port bow’
just nowi”

“I heg your pardon, sir, it was sail on
the starboard bow.” ”

The millionaire c¢huckled,
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“Good!” he murmured, and then ozain, I!s;. dohed swiftly up

“Good very geod! I llhe that! _f'mj.'ho
it is a smauall boat—really only a rawi.r::_:,'-
boat, but it has been rigged with a mast
and’ an apoclogy for a sail. Ip it there is
= ?

He paused to re-light the cigar, which nad
cone out. Luke, meanwhile, strained his
eves atain to see the hoat of which the
Il,H“IGHcI.lIb had been speaking. Not a frace
of it could he discern cven yet.

Cheyne seemed to divine his thoughts.

“I doubt if it’'s in sight vet from
level of the deck,” he said coolly.

“Then how——" stammered Luke.

“How did I know what it iz like!
peated Checyne, smiling
*Oh, that’s simple cnough! I was expecting
the boat. I have an appointment with itz
occupant.”

“An appointment in mid-ocean?”

“ Precisely. Queer—eh? ~But no quecrer
than our hurried departure from Palermo,
if vou only knew it; and no queerer than
many other things yow’ll see if you consent
to a certain proposition I have to make.
Didn’t 1 hear you talking Italian to a fruit-
seller at Palermo?”

“Yes, sir., I Kknow Italian because my
mother was an Italian.”

“ Ah, I thoueht there must be some reaso:
of that sort for your perfect accent, -which
I heard floating in at my porthole jeszter-

the

ey

%

day -afterncon when we were lying in the
harbour. If you care to put yvourself and

vour knowledge of Italian at my disposal,
Luke, I can promise you
times, and a more c¢Xxtensive e\gmmtmn
of the world ashore than you might other-
wise get. I want a smart lad to help me
in some rather delicate negotiations whim
I have in hand. I've noticed you when
you've been serving me in the saloon, and

taken a fancy to you, and this chance of
vour knowing Italian =settles it. Will you
throw in your lot with me?”

“J should like fo be of any service to
vou that I can, sir.”

“Honestly said, yet cautious,” commented

“I think we shali hit it off, Luke.
But remember
be afraid

Cheyne.
Well, be ready for events.
that no servant of mine must
of danger, and

He was interrupted by the sharp ting-ting
of ihe engine-room bell. The yacht begau
to slow down.

“We are nearing the boat.” sald the mil-
lionaire, “and the man who is on bheoard it
may have important news for me. He i-
coming on to the Cobra to chat with me
a while. Make a note of his face, Luke,
and don’t forget it, That’s the first job

give you—and not a very dificult one.
This solitary wanderer’s face may be "—
he paused solemnly—“may he {o yvou or to
me the face of death!”

In a few minutes the boat was dlc‘:'wnlfie
and the yacht stopped. The tiny craft was
exactly as Cheyne had prophesied, and (on-
tained a solitary occupant. As this PETIoN

at bim curiously.

some exciting -

L o p—p S ., S—— —

the indder and swung
bis legs over l.h":‘ reil on to thes Cobra’s
deck, Luke saw that he woas dark, and of
f{)r“l"’ﬂ build., His forret-like eyes flitted
Pemous‘y to and fro beneath his deeply
hollowed brows. He was clean-shaven.

The millionzire podded to him silently,
and the two went below at once. ¥or more
than an hour they seemed to hold deep
converse, while the yacht rocked motionless
on the water, with the small boat moored

to her side. Then at last they came up
again, talking earnestly in Italian. The
fareiffru:r was gesticulating excitedly, but

U)r\ne was quite cool and collected. Never-
theless, the deep, horizontal line on his
forehead showed that he was a prey to the
keenest anxiety.

The foreigner climhed down into his hoat
and cast off. As he drifted away e turned
and waved his hand to Cheyne, who was
ltamn" over the rail w dtChlIl" lum

‘Addio!” he shouted, in ltalmn which
Luke recognized as of a Northern accent.
“We nieet again at the House of Gems!™

Cheyne nodded, but did not reply. He
was alwavs a man of few words. He
merely spoke over his shoulder to the cap-

tain:
“*Full speed zhead!”

The order was immediately obeyed. The
engine-room telegraph rang, and the Cobra's
hull began to vibrate once more, after itz
pIr)lOIlf_';Ed and unnusual repose. In a very
few minutes the tiny craft, with its newly
hoisted sail, was a mere speck of black in
the moonlit wake.

“The House of

Gy

Gems! T wonder what
thiat eould mean?” pondered Luke,

Though he little guessed it, he was soon
to see the louse of Gems, and learn the

secret himself—ay, and meet death there
face to face, too.

CHAPTER I1I.

THE BZARDED ASSASSIN OF THE PIAZZA DI
T SPAGNA,

HIE: sun had sunk, and the garish
electric Jamps had sprung into being
ali over the modernised city of
lome, Great trolley-cars spun to and

fro through the narrow streets, humming
as they went. The shop windows of the

Corso were ablaze with light, and the cafes
were full of a chattering, merry multitude.

Luke stood in the shadow of the ancient
balustrade at the {foot of the flicht of
steps in the Pilazza di Spagna. He was
waltine—had been waiting for an” hour or
Mmore alread\—-and would wait for as lons
again if need be. Mis instructions from
tire millionaire had been clear. and .unmis-
takable, and he was determined to ecarry
them ouf to the letter. The Cobra had put
in at the Civita Vecchia, and he and Cheyne
had come ashore and taken the next train
to Italyv’s metropolis. As goon =2t they
arrived, Cheyne had said: . |



“Go to the Piazzi di Spagna at sundown,
and wait there till a man approaches yoa
and asks, ‘Are you he who loves gems?’
to whieh you must reply, ‘No; but I am
his messecger.” The man will then hand
you a note, DBring it at once to me at the
railway-station—whatever the hour.” '

A curious mission, certainly. But Luke
was getting accustomed to his master’s
whims. Within the last forty hours the
millionaire had had several chats with the
cabin-hoy, and Luke’s opinion of Cheyne had
risen in consequence. Cheyne might be odf
and eccentrie, but he was “a white man”"—
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L ‘T“Are you he who loves gems?” it asked.

uke swung round and beheld a cloaked
figure, which had stolen up unheard. The
figure’s face was hid, except for the eyes,
which in their turn were almost completely
shaded by an enormous hat.

“I am not he who Jloves gems,” Luke
answered, ““but I am his messenger. 1f

you have a message for him, I can take
it.”

“Phat i1z well,” said the man. “1 have 2

letter.” He¢ fumbled in a leather wallet
which hung from his shoulder. < Here it
is.”

T he

: prince was not easily overcome. .
wild cat he writhed beneath the grasp of the millionaire and the cabin-boy.

i

His strength was prodigious. Like a

on that Lmke "would have staked his last
dollar.

The minutes dragged by. Luke yawned.

He was beginning to be tired. Dut he did
not move - from his post.
.The sky had turned from red to purple.
Night had fallen completely. The strects
were emptier.  The vast flight of steps be-
‘hmd amm, which led up to the Pincio Hill,
:0omed sinister and lonely.

Avother hour passed. Still no sign of the
nromised messenger. And then, at last,
when Luke was almost despairing, he was
stiddenly awakened by a voice at his ear—
a curiously deferentinl voice, speakiny
«:xmost in a whisper,

Almost vielently he pushed an envelope
into Luke’s outstretched hand. Without an

instant’s delay, he hLobbled (for he "swas
lame) up the steps into the darkness.
Luke thrust the letter intor an iInner

pocket, and, greatly wondering, was on the
point of hailing a passing c¢ab, when some-
thing made him stop.
A e¢ry had rent the air—a strange, waver-
ing cry of angnish and agony. It had
come from some human throat a few yards
up the steps. "
uke sprang up the steps, and at a point
where a feeble lantern cast its yellow rays
between the hbalustrade, a strange sight
metl his eyes.



-

- The evenis of ths

The cloaked man was Iying on the stonc
steps. his cloak flying open and his white
fuce turned to the stars. His hands were
wildly clutehing in the air. and he writhed
as he lay.

Luke leapt forward, and as he did so,

another man who had been concealed in
the shadow, darled off, carrying the
cloaked man’s wallet. He was gone lixe

a flash, but even as he went, the lamp-
light feli on his darkly bearded face.

Luke bent over the cloaked man, who
was groaning lJoudly. A dull stream of

blood oozed from beneath him on to the
worn stones, and dripped sullenly down ths
steps.

“Stabbed, and in the back!” Luke cried.
“The viilain!”

The man's eyes opened. He recogaised
Luke at once. “The messenger of he who
loves gems!” he gasped. “Whuat are you
doing herc? Why do you tarry?”

¢« Cannot I help you?” inquired Luke,
bending over him.

“No, no!” The man spoke vehemently.
“Go at once—go! Hark! My cry has been
heard! Go, before you are foundl”

It was true. Hurried foosteps were &pn-
proaching—doubtless those of the police.
1t would be awkward to be discovered hure,
and perbaps might be difficult to explain,

“@Go!” the stabhed man repeated, “I am
donc for. You cannot aid me now. Go, I
tell youl!”

He raised himsell upon his
waved Luke away. i

Figures were looming nearer. Luke, with-
out another word, sped off. What the mun
had said was true. He could do no good
hy remaining. The assassin hiad cscaped,
It was useless to try and bring him {to
justice,

Halt -an hour later a cab deposited Lim af
{he railway terminus. Cheyne metd hipy at
the entrance.

“POnly just in time, Luke, my boy!” he

thow, antd

cried. “Have you got the message?”
Luke hurriedly told his story., and

handed the letter to the millionaire, The

latter frowned as he tore it open. He

hastily perused it, then thrust it into his
pocket.,

“Ah, as I thousght!” he mutiered. *It
was a good thinzg I sent vou instead of
going myself, or it would have been I who

was stabbed instead of that other poor
fellow, These are deeper waters than [
anticipated, though. But, come. The

Florence—DBologna express is aboub to start.
1 have engaged a sleeping-car compart-
ment on it.”

“Where are we going, then?” asked Luke.

“To Venice~—to the Housc of Gems!”

Luke, ensconced in the upper lerth of
the compartment, did not soon go to sleep.
night had becen too
exciting to allow of that.
rushed northward, he lay lons awake, turn-
ing over in his mind the singular sequence
of adventures through whichi the million-

—— i i —

As the train }

Ore thing he felr
Gems, what-
they would

nim.
sure—that in this House of
ever it might bhe, in Venice,
reach the culminating point of these epi-
sodes,

At last he slept; but his dreams were

aire was leading

troubled. Me secmed to behold again the
white face of the cloaked man turned
meutely to the skies, to hear lLis anguished
bearded assassin

cry, and to watch the
escaping guiltily into the night. And at

length he awoke, as the express whistled
through a tunnel, and rubbed his eyes, so
distinct had been the impression that the
hearded man was somewherc pear him at
this very moment.

The lamp in the roof of the compartment
was still unshaded. Cheyne was silting on
his bunk, bending over something which
he had spread out on the open flan of hLis
valise,

Luke gave a start as he saw what the
millionaire was looking at.

For on the valise were spread out a glit-
tering mass of jewecls—diamonds, rubies,
and many a strange stone of which he did
not even know the name,

The milllonaire was unwrapping them one
by one from little packets of tissue paper,
and examining each through a magnifying-
class, and as he put them aside, he made
notes in a gold-clasped pocket-book.

Luke lay watching for some astonished
minutes, not daring to move, for fear of
disturbing his master at his delicate task.
Then his eyves wandered round the com-
partment, and he suddenly noticed some-
thing which struck him as peculiar,

The door into the corridor was
ajar.

Luke felt sure that the door had been
tizhtly shut when he had got into his berth,
1t seemed peculiar that it shouid have
opened. Whiat was odder still, it did not
swing to and fro, as might have been ex-
pected with the oscillation of the train,
whichi was fravelling at a high rate of
specd.

Luke watched infently.
was moving! It was
slowly—opening.

Moreover, framed in the widcning chink,
was the face of the bearded assassin of the
Piazza di Spagna steps!

This man was peering into the compart-
ment with fascinated eyes, watching the
millionaire as he turned over hiz priceless
piaythings. But in his hand was something
which gleamed.

Luke braced up all his muscles.
act—and act at once. To ery out a warn-
ing would be {futile. The murderer might
leap forward before Cheyne realised his
presence, and the deed would be doune. No;
Luke must save his master by acting, not
by mere shouting.

Wider and wider opened the door. At
last the bearded man, with a swift move-
ment, let go the handle, and made a for-
ward step.

slizhily

door
very

Hallo, the
slowly—very,

He must
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Tuke was too quick for him. With one
{remendous jumsp he threw himself {from
the hunk clean into the man’s arms.

The wmurderer was pitched right out i
the compartment into the corridor, and feil
with a crash, Luke on top of him. The
knife flew from his grasp,

Simultaneously the millionaire rose from
his feet, and seized the knife. Very quickly
he bent over Luke, who had the fellow
by the throat, and said:

“Let him go, Luke!”

Luke at once obeyed, and the hbearded
man ros¢e and faced them without saying
apything.

“This is the man
cloaked messenger in
Spagna!” gasped Luke.

“ All the same, we must let him go,” said
ihe millionaire sternly. “We can’t afford
{o attraet attention to ourselves at this
moment. We shall have an opportunity o
settling with him at some {uturc date,
do not doubt; but, meanwhile, lle must be
let off scot free.”

The stranzer had evidently understood,
though Cheyne had spokeun in Knglish, for
he turned and slunk down the corridor, and
disappeared into another ecompartment., As
soon as he had gone, the millionaire grasped
Luke’s hand. -

“You’re just what I expected,” he said
cordially. < Harvard Cheyne doesn’t forget
when a man saves his life, I tell yvou, Luke;
and I shan’t forget what you’ve done for
me this night.”

stabbed the
Piazza di

who
the

S

CHAPTER 1IL
IN fHE SILENT PALACE OF THE PRINCE,

L ARRY this bag, please, Luke,” said
the millionaire, “and sece that
you don’t drop it. 1 shouldn’t

_ like 10 see half my fortune drop

into the Grand Canal.,” Ard he chuckled as

he stepped into the gondola.

Luke followed him, grasping the precious
handbag tightly. The door of the hotel
closed behind them. The two Towers took
up their oars. The slim black craft glided
away from the hotel, and out on to the
silent waters of the canal

Cheyne and Luke had arrived in Venice
nearly a  week previously, but
nothing had bappened, and there wus no
stz of their visiting the House of Gems.
Luke had had plenty of time to wander
about and sce the sights of the beautiful
ity of the Adriatic lagoons, while the
nillionaire remained in the private sitting-
f:g‘g! ‘Og their hotel, immersed in business.
Clie ;lflhh the time bad come for action.
h'i-m*icjlf _1.1(1‘.{.;11'}?11 orders to Luke to hold
o e ]Hdm ‘rgtl_d_mcss to go out that night,
};:k*-ter"(}i-' signiiicantly added that he had
of hﬂ‘.-'entrn-lig'}ns revolver with him, in case
bl Boon 1ties. A swift, two-oared gondola
“iobeen engaged for midpight, somewhat

hitherto

to the hotel manager’s surprise; and in this
they had_ just cmbarked. :
The millionaire did not speak as they

glided noiselessly along; and Luke, ¢f
course, sat silent, too. Apparenily the

gondeliers had received their crders alréady,
for they rowed steadily, without question.
Soon they swung their crafit round out of
the wide Grand Canal, and into a smaller

-One,.

The tall, lightless houses rose on either
side, and a narrow strip of dim, cloudy sky
was just visible between their roofs over-
head. No sound was to be heard but the

Tapping of the wager, the plash of the long

ocars, and the occasional weird cry of the
gondoliers, who. whenever they rounded a
corner, sang out ¢the customary word of
warning, in case some other gondola should
be approaching from the opposite direction,
and might cause a collision. ; :

The voyage seemed a long one. For fully
an hour the oarsmen wound in and ouft and
{o and fro through the canaletti, as Venice’s
lesser waterways are called. Luke wondered
when the journcy was to end. Already ons=
o'clock had struek from the innumerable
chiurch towers of the city., And then  ud-
denly his eyes widened with astonishment.

The gondola had just passed a house
which had an overhanging balcony, whence
trailed the half-withered branches of un
ancient vine. They had ghded beneath that
same balecony, with that same vine, half
an hour before., Tatke recognised it per-
fectly. e had noticed it when they first
passed it.  Why had they returned that
way again? They could iiot be more than
a hundred- yards away from it _

For an instant he had thoughts of com-
municating his discovery to Cheyne, but 2a
glance at the millionaire’s stern face and
sleeplesz eyes dissuaded him. He must know
better than Luke himself knew, and he must
have some good reason for this gueer, circu-
Iar excursion.

At length the gondela drew up hefore an
old, moss-hung doorway, from which =2
flight of steps ran down into the canal.
One of the gondoliers  seized a mooring-
post, and drew the craft in towards the
steps, so that they could alight.

Cheyne rose, and stepped out of the
sondola, signalling Luke to follow. He
raised a rusty but magnificently carved
knocker, and very gently tappcd twice upon
the door.

It was immediately thrown open by a
grey-haired manservant. Cheyne and Luke
entered, and he elosed the door behind
them, and led the way into the interior of
the house.

The house appeared to be one of the old
palaces of Venice, {hough its splendours
were only faintly visible in the dim light of
the lantern carried by the servant. This
door was obviously only a side entrance, for
they passed down a long passage, and then
emerzed into a wvast hall. From this hall
a splendid flicht of steps led upward to the



higher storeys, and this they
ascend. |

Almost immediately Luke's eyes were
dazzied by a blinding blaze of lizht. Trora
some hidden switch hundreds of electric
alow-bulbs had simultaneously been turned
on, and flooded the whole intcrior with hril-
liance.

At the head of the staircase, full in the
clare of lamps, stood a commanding figure
—that of a man, attired in evening-dress,
and with the ribbon of a Royal order across
his hreast. He was singularly tall and im-
posing, and he wore that peeuliar, con-
deseending smile of welcome which is known
only by personages in the highest raok.

Cheyne advanced towards this individual,
and botwed with some deference.

“(Good-evening, prince!” he said, In

Italian., And the two shook hand§.
“Have you brought—-" inquired the

prince, leaving his sentence unfinished.

“1 have,” answered Cheyne. Turning to
Luke, he took the handbag from his Kkeep-
ing. < They are hers.”

“(iood!” said the prince.
with me, and we can discuss the terms

He led the way, and Cheyue followed, into
a small ante-room. Iere Luke was bidden
to wait. 7The prince and Cheyne passed
into an apartment beyond, and the butler
withdrew.

Left alone, Luke sat down on a couch
by an open window and looked forth. Below
him he could see dimly the waters of a
narrow canal, but not that in which their
gondola was awaiting them. Opposite him,
across the canal, rose a blank wall—perhaps
shiclding the garden of another palace. The
eity was more silent than ever. Not even
the cry of a gondolier was to be heard.
Yenice siept.

The house itsclf was wonderfully silednt
also, though now and then voices came from
the inner apariment—the voices of the mil-
lionaire and the prince. But the words
were unintelligible, and generally uttercd in
a low tone, as of those discussing dark
secrets.

Seemingly this visit to the House of Gews
wias not to prove so exciting as Luke had
hoped. IIe began to doze, disappointedly.

“ Help—help!”

There was no mistaking that cry. The
millionaire was in difficulties.
door was thick, Luke Lknew his master’s
voice. Besides, it was in English. He
started up from the couch, upon which he
had ahnost slept.

“Help—help!”

The shout was repeated. And almost
simultaneously with it came the crash of a
revolver.

Luke leapt to the door of the inner apart-
ment and threw. it open.

Within, a strange scene met his gaze.

The room in which he found himseli was
lofty in the extreme, and decorated in the
extreme of sumptuous fashion. Electric
lamps shone in clusters from the carved

“Will you come

r

bvgan f{o

white.

Although the

the with

draped ;
tapesiry drawn tightiyv over the rccesses In

celling, aund wills  were
which were the windows. In the centre of
the room stood a large ebony table, upon
whose polished surface gleamed and glowed
an immense quantity of jewels, some of
which had apparently been emptied from
the leather jewel-cases which lay near.

But Luke had hardly time to take in
these -details. His attention was instantly
riveted by the grama which was being
played out in the centre of the apartment.

Half across the table was stretched the
ficure of the prince, pinned there by the
iron grasp of the millionaire. The latter
had seized his arm in a grip of steel, for
in the potentate’s hand was clufched =@
smoking revolver, and it needed no prophet
to perceive that this weapon would be used
with murderous intent if it were not pre-
vented.

On the floor lay the bhutler, his face ashy
Blood stained the sleeve of one of
his arms, where he had evidently received
the first revolver bullet. But what amazed
Luke more than anything was the strange
alteration in the man’s face. The grey hair
—now revealed as a wig—had rolled aside,
and black hair, tight-cropped, was visible
beneath.  The butler was now recognised
a3 no less a personage than the solitary
ocenpant of the boat which the Cobra had
picked wup in mid-ocean off Stromboli.
Yurthermore, Luke could have sworn bhat
he had seen that same face and those same
ferret-like eyes since then, though he was
unable to recall where.

All those thoughts flashed through his
brain in a merc fraction of a second. Be-

fore he had time to analyse his impressions
he had leapt to Cheyne’s aid, aud tore the

revolver from the prince’s hand.: The
weapon spun across the room, and, falling
upon the polished floor, exploded again,

filling the apartment with stifiing smoke.

But the prince was not easily overcomne.
His strength was prodigious. Like a wild
cat, he writhed beneath the grasp of the
millionaire and the cabin-bov. In his efforts
to wrench himself free he swept the jewels
off the table on to the floor in a shining
cascade.

How long that strange struggle lasted
Luke could not have told. It seemed like an
hour, but probably it was only a few minutes.
The weirdest part of all was that during the
entire encounter, except for Cheyne’s appeal
for hielp, no one of the fighters had uttered
one word. In dead silence they reeled to and
fro. Not a sound was to be heard but the
shuffing of feet and the agonised, gasping
breaths of the combatants. A conspiracy
of secreey seemed to brood over the House
of (rems. |

Slowly and by sure degrees, Cheyne and
Luke forced the prince to submit. At last
ke lay, panting and overcome, beneath their
hands. Swiftly Luke stripped some of the
draperies from the couch, and they tied his
hands and fect. He was helpless. Only his



furious eves and his clenched hands showed |

how relentless still was his hatred and de-
gsire for revenge.
escaped his tiglitly-shut lips.

This task was barely completed when
Cheyne swung round, with a smothered ex-
clamation of alarm. '

Luke followed his gaze. :

The butler, whose wound was evidently
not a very scrious one, had revived. He
had caught sight of the gems spilled all over
the flecor. Raising himself painfully on to his
knees,
jcwel-case,
the others.
cupidity.

He grasped it in his hand, and then appre-
Lhensively looked up to see whether he was

which lay a little apart from
His eyes sparkled with cunning

observed. He met the stern gaze of the
nillionaire.

The butler gave a gasp, and, with a
zupreme  effort, which made every vein on

his face stand out like whipcord, so great
was thie agony, he contrived to rise to his
feet.  Still grasping the jewei-case* in his
hand, he made a dasb for the door.

“ After him!” hissed Cheyne., “ He must
not escape!”

Luke, who had just tied the last knot in
ihe prince’s handcufls, rushed in pursuit of
the butler.

'The man glanced back over his shoulder,
like a bhunted beast, and, seeing himself
pursued, gave vent to a scream of despair.
Springing ~across the ante-room in which
Luke had waited, he threw himself through
the open window. He fell into the canal
aqutside with an ominous splash, and the dark
waters closed over his head.

For an instant Luke paused, aghast. Then
he scrambled on to the sill.

No thought of personal danger, or the
grave risk e was running, entercd Luke’s
brain. Not waiting to divest himscli of any
periton of his elothing, nor even to remove
from his feet the somewhat heavy boots he
wore, he raised his hands above his head,

and, with one look at the dark, tuorgid
waters, dived.
Like an arrow he ecleft the air—down,

down he went; then, splash! He was in,
With. the rush of water singing dully in his
cars. Foul mud end slime filled bis nose
and mouth, while, so Leavily impregnated
with dirt was the canal that, on opening
his eyes he found himself in a darkness dense
43 that of the grave.

surely his downward course was done. It
scémed an eternity since he had entered
those awiul depths. DBut at last the turn
came, and a minute later he shot to the
surface,

The gently heaving waste, rippled by his
Own sudden plunge, betrayed no sign of the
;Jllllﬂll f]0r whom he had risked his life. Again
o P ucky youngster dived, groping blindly.
t-nLte his outstretched hands came into con-
b‘lil ‘;'r:lt-h what he thought must be the
JUtieT's arm, but, to Luke’s chagrin, he

Nevertheless, uo words

he had crawled towards one small

-~

fsund that he had grasped the side of' a
i muddy pile.
The strain of his exertions was already

heginning to tell upon him. He felt chilled
through and through from his sudden immer-
sion, and as he rose once again to the surface,
struggling for a breath of fresh air, the
temptation was strong within him to leave
the man to his fate.

But his sturdy British pluck came to the
rescue. [For the third time he dived, in the
direction in which a sudden eddying pool
caught his eye. The butler had tisen for
the last time. ,

With a few strong over-arm strokes, the
boy reached the spot. But the man had dis-
appeared.

* Well, here goes for a last try!”

And, so saying, Luke dived again. Down,
down he went, his arms cleaving the black-
ness. Then—thank Heaven!—his body
brushed against that of the would-be suicide.

Running his hands over the almost inani-
mate form, Luke gripped him by the back of
the mneck, only to find himsclf the next
mstant enveloped by a pair of muscular
arms.

Then commenced at the hottom of the
canal a fight to the death. True it was that
the man was weak from the result of the
bullet-wound, but a frenzy of despair had
seized Jhim. It was in vain that the brave
boy strove to disengage himself from the
other’'s death-grip. He was being slowly
suffocated.

Lashing out with his right, Luke caught
the man a terrible blow, Tor a second his
hold weakened. This was the hay’s chance.
Turning over, he drew himself away from his
vietim, put his strong, muscular arm under

th~ other’s chin, and in this way slowly
hronght his now inanimate burden to the
surface. -

Overhead he had a momentary. glimpse of '
the lighted window from which he had dived,
and the millionaire framed as a silhouette
in it, and frantically gesticulating.

Luke shouted that he was safe, .and the
fisure withdrew, evidently intending tio
deseend by the stairway and come to his aid.
He supported the limp figure and slowly but
steadily dragged him to the nearest steps.

Almost simultaneously, a gondola shot
round the cerner—the gondola of the miliion-
aire. The latter was standing upright in it,
and, on seeing Luke and his burden safely
at the shore, gave an exclamation of relief.

They dragged the butler’s inanimate form
up on to the steps, and eagerly bent over
him. .

“ Ah, as 1 thought,” muttered ihe million-
aire—“dead! He could hardly have survived
that huliet-wound. But how about the jewel-
case?” -

« Here it is,” said Lnke, opening the dead
man’s tightly-clenched hands, in which the
jewel-case reposed, none the worse for its
immersion. : .

“Thank Heaven for that!’” cried Cheyne
fervently. *“ Then our night’s work bhas not



1y from
““ But,
we must be off at once. This miserable fellow

been in vain, after all.” lie took
Luke, and thrust it into his pocket.

nceds no help. He is beyond human aid.
And—unless 1'm much mistaken—here come
the police. We do not want their inquisitive
attentions.”

He sprang into the gondola, and Luke fol-
lowed. Cheyse gave a hurried instruction
to the oarsmen, and they swept off, just as a
police-barge swung round the corner. The
revolver-shot had evidently been Leard—
sound carries an enormous distance in
Venice-—and the guardians of law and order
had come “0 investigate. :

The police-barge stopped to investigate the
body of the butler, and this delayed them.
When they ecventually gave chase to the
millionair#’s gondola, all hope of catehing it
was in vain. Cheyne’s oarsmen were picked
rowers. Like lightning they took their crait
along the canals, swinging round corners at
what seemed an impossibly reckless pace. In
five minutes they had left their pursuers
hopelessly in the rear. In ten they had
drawn up at the door of the hotel.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE HISTORY OF THE STAR OF HUNGARY.
i€ OW you want to know what it’s all
ahout—eh?”’ queried Cheyne, as he
lit his after-breakfast cigar.
*“Well, that’s only fair, as you've
faken so great a part in the affair, and been
of such priceless help to me.”

The morning sunshine was streaming in
through the windows of their private sitting-
roort, and glinting gaily on the blue waters
of the Grand Canal ountside. Last night’s
tragic adventure seemed like an impossible
nightmare,

“1f it would be convenicnt for you to tell
me,”” said Luke. :

“ Certainly, my boy--certainly. You have
shown yourself worthy of my confidence, and
will show yourself worthy of it again in the
future, I dare say. Well, the prince is—
never mind who he is. It's enough if 1 hint
that he is one of the most exaited per-
sonages in Europe at this momient. Like my-
self, he is a gem-fancier. Gems, vou know,
are my hobby. 1 don’t eare twopence about
anything except collecting them, and then 1
flatter myself that 1 possess the most valu-
able treasures in the jewel line of any man
in the world.

“Jewecls are like bombshells—dangerous
playthings. That is why I live alone on
my vyacht. My yacht is my strong-room—
the safest strong-room conceivable, for it is
always on the move, and I am always with
1t. I never leave it, except to exhibit my
iewels somewhere, or to colleet new ones.
Collecting, I may remark, takes me here and
there all over the world, and——" He
paused, smiling.

s

“hack?”

“But I am wandering from the point,”” ha
said. “The prince, 1 repeat, is a gem-
fancier, like myself; but, unlike myself, ke
is a kleptomaniac as well. Some little time
ago the Star of Hungary, one of the most
valuable diamonds in the world, and of
enormous historic interest, vanished. The
prince was suspected of having stolen it from
the Royal regalia where it was kept, but he
was in too high a position to be prosecuted.
There was nothing for it but to get it back
from him by diplomacy. .

““ A Milanese detective was engaged—the
man who was killed last night—and obtained
a position as the prince’s butler. Buft he
could never induce the prince to belray his.
secret. The butler felt sure the diamond was
somewhere in the prince's possession, but he
never caught sight of it, though hz saw, at

one time or another, the whole of the
prince’s collection of precious stones,
“The butler then conceived %the idea of

persuading me to come and offer to exchange
a large number of gems with the prince for
the Star of Hungary. As a matter of fact, I
am probably the only man in Europe who owns
enough gems to make possible such an ex-
change, or is suflicient of an authority to be
able to approach the prince with so big a
proposal at all. I was written to by certain
distinguished personages, and agreed to tiwe
scheme. But already the prince had begun
to suspect the butler, and seb spies upon
himm. Thus it was that an appointment i
mid-ocean was needful to secure complete
seerecy when we made our final arrange-
ments, and thus it was that we had to take
such precautions about being tracked.

“We went to Venice, to the prince’s palace,
as you know, and I duly made the preposition
to him. I showed him the literally priceless
selection of gems I Lad brought with me as
a bait, .and he promptly produced the Star
of Hungary. At that very moment the
butler—who had withdrawn into another
ante-room—entered the apartment, and
accused the prince of having stolen the star.
He reckoned without his host. The prince
drew a revolver and shot him at sight.
Some suspicion of the trap into which he had
fallen must have crossed his mind, for he
turned to empty the second chamber of his
revolver into me. 1 seized him just in time
to save mysclf. The rest you know.”

““ But your jewels—how will you get them
asked Luke.

“They have already heen returned, every
one of them:” laughed Cheyne. < They are,
in a sense, ithe price of my silence. Tle
prince dare not keep them.” He turned to
the table, and opened a hox which lay upon
it. ¢ And here,” he added, “is the Star
of Hungary!”

A blaze of light seemed to fill the room
as he lifted the magnificent stone from its
velvet-lined resting-place.-

“This is what you took from the dead
man’s hand last night,” he continued. < It
may interest you to learn that, by your
plucky leap into the canal, you rescued one
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of the most famous crown jewels in the
world, which will now be returned to its
riehtful owners. If you do n:ot receive a
jiberal- reward from a certain very liberal
king, I shall be greatly surprised.”

¢ Then why did the butler take it, apd—-->

“ Ah, there we mect a riddle which vili
never be solved! That fellow, 1 fear, was
untrue to his trust. He coveted the jewel
not for his employers but for himself, and,
even in death he made one last effort to
steal it. Did you recognise him?”

“Yes; as the man we met in the boat off §

Strombol.”’ -

“Think of him as wearing a beard, and
nat eclean-shaven.”

THE

“The man on the train—the assassin ol
the Piazza di Spagnal”’

“Right! He thought I would come to the
Piazza di Spagna, and would place some of
my €ems in the keeping oi the messenger
there—for such were my instructions. 1 sus-
pected them, however, and he was foiled.
Then he tried to rob me on the train.
Again he failed, thanks to your grit. 1
suspected him all along, but had no proefs;
and, anyhow, was helpless without his aid.
He has met his deserts. But if it had not
heen for youn, Luke, 1'm airaid I sbould ne-
have been here at this moment alive; nor
would the Star of Hungary have been
rescued from its royal thief. Yes, [ am
slagd I took you with me to the House of
Gems!”

END.

THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE

A further list of names and addresses
of Organising Officers.

197, Joe Beddows, 12, Lord Napicr

street, Salford, Manchester: 188, Miss
Catherine  Beiley, 11, Wellciose Terrace,
Blackman Lane, Leeds; 199, J. Tym,
242, Queens Road, - Sheflicld; 200. Jack
Osborne, 10, CHIE--Street, - Barking Road,

Plaistow, E.13; 201. Miss Mavis Alcorn; .z,
Pendarves Road, West, Wimbledon, S.W.20;
262, Ben Yates, 13, Récreation Gardens, Low
Tane, DBirstall, Leeds; 203. Ernie Fletcher,
di, Frameis Avenue, Southsea, Portsmouth:
204, Albert Radiord, 870, Berridge Road
Central, Iyson Green, XNottingham; 205.
Billy Murdoch, e¢/o Master Albert Radford,
<0, Berridge Road Central, Iyson Green,
Nottingham; 206. F. Moore, 47, Thomas
Street, Lindley, Huddersfield; 207, Joe
Krietzman, 29, Ernest, Street, Mile End
Road, Whitehorse Lane, . Stepney, E.1; 203,
Harold George Ruffell, 99, Chapel Street,
stratford, E.15; 209. A. Brookman, 18,
Elmar Road,« West Green Road, Tottenham,
N.13; 210. R. Pearson, 6, Maitland Street,
Liverpool; 211. Walter G. Strange, 12, Long-
_rglle ERoad, Newington Butts, S.E.11; 212.
Frauk L. Bubb, St. Andrew’s Road, South-
32, Portsmonth; 213. ¥. Larkin, Jnr., 17,

Lyvedene Road, Tooting, S.W.17: 2i4. D.
Watson, 62, Iighlever Road, W.10; <2I5.
James ITutton, Mill Street, Comber, Co.

Down, N, Ireland; 216. James L. Hall, 0,
FFalmouth Road, Heaton, Newcastle-on-
iyne; 218, Douglas E., Strouiquist, 2,
;}lansard Close, Jeffcock Road, Wolverhamp-
on; 219, Master L. Rossz, 14, Grove Park,
‘Camberwell, S.E.: 220. J. 0. Evans, 167,
Buckingham Road, Aylesbury: 221. Douglas
Hanman, 20, The Crescent, Kenton Road,
Renton, Harrow, Middlesex; 222, William
Fox, 5, Victoria Avenue, Hawthorn Avenue,
Hessie Road, Hull; 223. Robert L. Baker,
The Cabin, 70, Upper Tulse Hill, Brixton,

SW.2; 224, E. TFranchel., 151, Willezsden
Lane. Brondeshbury, N.W.6: 223 Reginald

Megson, 31, Ryeeroft Street, Ossett; 224
Robert A. Wheeler, 21, St. Mary’s Road,
Hastings; 227. Arthur Lowe, 14, XNutta!l
Street, Burnley; 228, Ernest Nuttall, 59,
Paluk Lane, Teigh, Lancs; 229. S. L. Wise,

210, Kensiugten Crescent, Swabsca; 230.
L. A. \Wrigley, SI, Plantation Street,

Accrington; 231, Fred Sprules, 187d, Friern
Road, East Dulwich, S.E.22; 232, John
Forster, 7, Reynolds Road, Newlaads, Peek-
ham Rye. S.E.15; 283. Stauley Chadwick,
554, Leeds Road, Carlton Terrace, ITudders-
field; 234, George Thomas Curry, 10, Albert
Road, Kilburn, N.W.6; 235. William Alfred

Hames, 30, Williain Street, Cleethorpes,
Lines; 236, E. G. Childs, Bridze House,

Eyneshury, St. Neot's, Hunts; 237. William
¥. Callaghan, 75, Chapel Street, Dublin:
238. J. Gallop,- 208, Albert Rond, Southsea
(J. L. W. Gallop); 239. Ernest Raby, Church
Hill, 8t. Dennis, Cornwall; 240. R. Dalton,

204, The Grove, Hammersmith, W. 6; 241,

Harry W. Brown, Thorncombe, Albert
Street, Slough; 242, Harry [Hindley, 7.

Clarendon Road, South Shore, Blackpool:
243. Reginald D. Beard, 16, Wilford Terrace,
Waterway Street, Nottingham; 2ZH, W.
Wallace, 19, Richmond Street, Sonthehurch,

Southend-on-Sea; 215. Robert  Birrell, 27
Gillies Lane. Crosshill, Jnillieston, isr.

Glaszow; 246. William Clements, 10, Marple
Street, Ardwick, Manchester; 247..J, A.
Tooth, Thames Villa, Portsmonth Road.
Surbiton; 248, Donald R. Hopper, & &I
Matthew  Street, Bounlevard, Hull; 249
Alastair M. Smith (B 197), A Company.
Boys' Technjeal School, DBeachley Camp,
Chepstow, Mon.; 250. J. A. Couris, 2, Elvan
Terrace. Ibrox., Glasgow, S.W.: 251. Noel M.
Levet, 8, Martha Road, Stratford, E.15: 25C
Joseph T. Botten, 66. Cromsworth Roadl.
Wandzworth Rond, S.W.8: 253. H. Watson.
t. Churston Avenue, Upton Park, E.13; 251
Miss Phyllis V. Smith, Laundry Cottage.
The Lawn, Swindon; 255. Donald Henry
D'Hooche, Ternlea, Laburnam Road, Fair-
field, Liverpool; 236. Richard A. Barrow, 5&.
Qtafford Street. Market Drayton, Salop; 257.
George . Mason, The Cottage, off Station
Road, Colwyn Bay, N. Wales; 258 [I
Geddes, 21, Viewforth, Edinburgh; 259. 0
Snencer, f. BRrishane Road, Tiford.
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SIX STORIES FOR TWOPENCE ¢

Talk abous Jetilng your money s worfh lgds

for twopence—and you can star* ‘em all in th'* week's

L

“BOYS’

There are a couple of competidons, too.
famous Joe Smith. of Boltaa Wanderarz

how about this?  Six rattline sports’ tales

'REALM”

Ye:, and some fne footer artmies—-one by
Read what Joc has to say on

—

“WHEN I WAS A BOY!
urnnmnmnuumumummun|m||1n_mmm_nuuuuu||ummmuunumunmmunnuuuml|rmnm||m||u|||||j

GREAT FUN FOR ALL!!
THE NEW JAZZOPHONE.
is the most fascinating Musical In

2

LA

strument ever invente It exactly :
fmitates the Cornet, Sagophone /=)y —
&o and sounds splendid by itsell /4

or when accompanied by the Piano ° S
Gramophone or Wireless. It also Yy &
imitates Animals, &c. So stmple h
that anyone can play it immediately. st/
With full instructions, post frece 1/3 per postal
order or three for 3!- direct by post from The
Imperial Co. (L Dept) 9-15, Oxford St.,
London. W.1.

SEND NO VMONEY--WE "TRUST vOU.
ror selling our High-Grade Picture Postcards at
1d. cach to your friends weo give these Presents
ABSOLUTELY FYFEEE — Bicycies, Wireless
Sets, (iramophones, ¥Footballs, Tennix: Racquets,
-Jev.ellers.h. Toys and Games, Razors, Fountain
Fens, Watches, Clocks, ete. ot Write 1o- day for
a selection-of«72 Cards.angd Presents- List.  Over.
seas -Applicants must send PO, 2,6 .(not sfamps}
as doposit and to ‘cover cost of packing- and post.
aco, " Thiz can be dedueted frowm Cards. sold.
The PREMIER CARD CO. (Dept~ A), S,
Christopher Street, London, E.G.2.

Cbmﬁlete :

.STAMP 60

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winnipg success, Let the Girvan
System increase vour height. Send
P.0. for particulars and our £100
narantee to Enquiry Dept. A .M.P.,
7, Stroud Green Rd.. London, N.4.

LLECTOR’S
OUTFIT

FREE !
Focket Casze, Watermmark Detector, Perfora
tion QGauge, British Colonials, Stamp Mounts,
6G Different Stamps (50 unused), Stamp
(Guide, eto. Send p.o. requesting approvals
LI*BUR\ & TOWNSI!;ND London Rd Liverpool,

NO LIGFNGE RFQUIRED
(Accidents impossible.)
For Theatricals,” Sports, ete: Protection
camaingty footpads, dogs, ete.
NEW MODELS. Hlue steei or nickel ﬁnish
Six-chamber. poeket - model... : %{%DOS‘} free,

Bight-chamber, smaily G Y
Right-chamber’ H(tmmu!ws largf-\ 16/6

LB
.lj

‘Helght Inereased L : >
Teny-chiaimber Cowhoy nodsi..: X8/ ;e

| “Th 30-Days. 9/  COUTEA. FRLE SUPPLY .OF:CARTRIDGES GIVEN TO ATL
NO ADDH&RG&E No Drugs NO Dletin 1 OUSTOMERS ENCLOSING 9d. FOR CARRIAGE.
The ‘Melvin Strong System NEVE n 'L‘i’IALOGUI‘ Cameras, Cyclés, Gmmon?mnes,
gédI%t mslggﬁmgtam léﬁr{ﬂpart!cu{l‘%gs " §- Y eews €lCL, free onm.request.

S 1 —hle n rong, v
,(Dept $),10, LudgateHill. London. Eng. . J“Mﬁgﬁ%}“ L W v{;_‘;;?i:

SAFETY SGREW GAP .

LEVER SF.I.F-FILLlNG
Dver 200 000 in usc the Werld over,

The Famous FLEET PEN

The Worid’s Best Value m Fountain Pens

CUT THIS OUTrscanasnansnsssanessngannans
NELSON LEE LIBRARY PEN COUPCN VALUE 6d.
FPive ¢l these Coupons wiil be accepted o part pay-
ment for.one of the above handsome FLEET I'OUNXN-
TAIN PEXS, usual value 12/6, Fleet price 7/-, or with
5 coupons, only 4/6 net cash. Ask for Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib. 5:end direct tc

FLEET PEN CO., 19, Fieet St., London, E.C.4.

1 ticulars

71,

Cure your's'élf

| Stop Stammering | 97 Jouse!
FREE.—.FRANX B. HUGHES, 7.
South'-qnpton Row, London, W.G.1. .
£2 G 00 worth cheap Photo Material, Sam.

ples.catalozue free; 12 by 10 En.
]argien’mrt- ‘any photo, 84d. ~Hackett’s Works.

y Road, Liverpool.
All applications for Adverlisement Spaces
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager, THE
NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
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