-

No. 558. | OUT ON WEDNESDAY. Februarv 13, 1926,



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

s

v

‘t A

V0 281310 it oy o s SO h\\
LT
SRR EMEGRYRRATRY

—p TS = Py g g e (1]
RN - P B g - [ B
=i —i i - TR T ri A -
» ¥ P T S U it s st i ko )
LA X = L T et = memiao= A
=t ek KL . It Rl I o ' TILE L=
s o i : \ 24
K e e M e e~ gy, ! ! A
I = - Lo Ya ] 3 r e T |
1..v. . l.l.!-l.. S o R\ it ..v- L y
- ) = i . .
4 3 X - _ TR
i . - - . . 1
ey iy o \ PR L . Z
3s o ; ) / ....,..n.- A i-._-‘: ..
4 . 5 2
o - P
8t “...rl_-....hurm - i i Jo.-_.‘-_.. ‘n‘#ﬂ#’.
ERM & g : e AL
Aty "
A i
. ] i)
il DR . ANy
. i
v AL K

2
LR L) at

-

) A f ’ R Pz s T B
e WL ST IR - TR & sepas )
! WHL BTN SR Y e s " e
A TR e e, T i -
......5.—-5/ 4 A e
: 3 UL RAL L ). R ™ STt = ;
s e TP DAL e = : -

\

——
——a

[ ¥ Why

, and join us ? Don’t take any notice of that

J—
i

R

! ¥ yelled Handforth from one of the windows.

show a bit of spirit

p; You chaps

t you

?
rotter

* Buck u

don

¢ Silence ! ¥ roared Captain Boom. -
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St. Frank’s has lost its Head, both in a literal and a figurative sense.
Following the dismissal of Mr. Beverley Stokes as Housemaster of West
' House, which had revoltéd through the persecutions of Guy Sinclair, the
prefect in charge, Dr. Sta.ﬁ'ord has had a seizure during an enquiry of
the school governors, and has had to go away on a holiday. The revolt .
of the West House continues, and there is danger of the rest of the school
joining the rebels, since it is now beginning to be known that Mr, Stokes,
who was very p0pular with the boys, was not to blame for Sinclair’s con-
duct, and that Sinclair had a hold over the Housemaster, which prevented
the Iatter from explaining the true facts. In order to restore discipline at
the school, the governors have decided to appoint Commander Sampson
Rudd as deputy head. 'The arrival of Captain Boom, a breezy sea-salt,
late of the Merchant Service, as the Iron Commander, introduces a lively
new character, whose humorous attempts to quell the disturbaxnces at St.
Frank’s provides 'many laughable incidents in this week’s splendid

narratlve.
THE EDITOR.

CITAPTER 1. 1 holdine atbzflrring-c;ut of its owmn, gquite
: , ; independent from the rest of the school.
BIGHE Ex THE REBELZ SIRONGEOLD. All the other Houses were normal, but the
AP-RAP-RAP! boys of Stokes’ felt themselves justitied
R Johnny Onions, of the Pemove, |-in defying the school authority.
gave a sudden start and halted.
“Did you hear that, Bertie?" he
whispered tensely.
““Yes,” breathed his brother, * Some-
od‘- rapplng'”

They stood there, at the end of the lower
rear passage of the West House, keen and
alert. It was fairly late, and 8t. Frank’s
was dark and quiet. Under ordinary cir- This was a totally novel kind of insurrec-
cumstances the entire school would have | tion, for the seniors had supported the
been asleep, but in the West liouse, at least, | juniors in their defiance. Reggie Pitt was
there was a general air of alertness. recognised as leader in the Remeve and

For the West House was in a state of | Third, but Arthur Morrow, of the Sixth,
rebellion. In fact, the West House was | represented the seniors. And all were equally

At least half the rebeis were asleep. but
the othiers were stationed in various sec-
tions of the building, guarding the barri-
caded doors and windows, T here were sell-
tries at every danger spot; there were
fellows on the wateh at the upper windovs
and even on the roof.




Ly e

Jdetermined fo hold on until they won the
dil-].‘{b ;
ap-rap-rap!

L pr J%ve,p there it is again!” muttered
Johnny Onions. ¢ Bertie, you’'d better dash
round and fetch Reggie! This might be
sontething——"? y

“It’s all right, you fellows—only me:”
came a voice from the end window, “1
haven't got the password, but I'm a
friend!?’

< Sounds like Nipper!” exclaimed Johnny,
with relief. “Is that you, Hamilton??”

“(Of course it’s me, you ass!?” cume the

voice, ‘“What’s the idea of "all this mys-
tery? There’s ne fear of an attack to-night.

The Ilead's ill, and the Governors are as
harmless as a bunch of kittens!?

The Onions brothers removed the barri-
cades—a number of forms and tables—and
cantiously opened the casement window.
Dick Hamilton, the popular junior captain
of S8t. Frank's, squeezed in. He belonged
to the Ancient Touse, hut he was evidently
“interested in the doings of the rehels.

“3t’s just as well to he cautious, of
conrse,’ he grinned, after greeting the pair.
“But vou can take my word for it that
everything’s quiet. I just came across to
have a word with Reggie. Everything going
all right? Youn don’t look. particularly
cheerful, Bertie.” :

““You can't take any notice of Bertie,”
said Johnny Onions. 1 believe he
borm on a cold night, and he's had that
melancholy expression frozen on his  face
- ever since. You gave us a turnp, you ass!
We thought you were the first signs of an
attack !’

Nipper chuckled. _‘
. "You wouldn’t expect an atiacking party
10 tap on the window, would you?” he
asked dryly. “1I thought I'd slip in quietly,
so I dodged the eagle eyes of the upper
sentries. My - hat! Are they sapposed to
be on the wateh???

“That was the general idea,” said Johnay.
*“But, of course, they are not on the look-
-out for experts of your sort. When it eomes
to tracking and shadowing., vou can make
‘yourself as invisible as a giddy ghost!?”

“Don’t you believe it!”? said Reggie Pitt,
bustling up. *“We saw the beggar from the
roof, and I've just buzzed down to find out.
50 it’s good old Nipper!” he went on, grab-
bing the visitor's hand. “Come to my arms,
fair one! Gladness is mine.”

- “Don’t be an ass!> grinned Nipper.
“you spotted me, eh?® |

“Well, we spotted something.? caid Pitt.
“0f course, we're not expecting an attack.
but it’s always bhest to he on the safe zide.
What are you doing out of vour little eot
at this wicked hour? You’ll excusze us for

¥ SO

negiecting to bring out the brass band,

won't you??®? ‘
si - Ty o o = ) . -

We've been having a _confaub. in tie

Ancient House,” explained Nipper. “Browne
and Handforth and De Valerie and Tullwood
snd’ the rest of us, you know. We thousht
you might be running short of grub, “s0

Wils
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we're prepared to do a little grub running,
Only say the word!?’ ,

"“Thanks awfully!” said Pit$, with grati-
tude. “It’s jolly decemt of you fellows f{o
rally round Ii{:e this. We shan’t forget the
way you caine to the rescue during that
attack, We should have been pitched ouy

if you Ancient MHouse men _hadn’t lent «

hand.”

“That’s all right,” said Nipper. “No
need to thank us, old son. We enjoyed it
to the full. Handforth’s so jolly keen, in
fact, that he’s thinking of coming over here
to join the rebellion, He’ll probably arrive
at any minute.”

*“Has ne still got that bee in his hennet??’
asked Pitt, with a sigh. “llandy’s a good
chap, but he needs such a lot of looking
after! But aboutl fthat grub! Thanks all
the same, but we’ve explored the store-roomns
and larders, and we find there’s enough to
last, three or four days. Buf we're short
of water. They turned it ofi at the main,
you know.”

“ Looks like being serious,’” put in Johnny
Onions, nodding.

“We'll turn it on again,” promised
Nipper.. *“In fact, it’ll be turned on in the
natural order of things, because the whole
school was cut off,. They can’t cut you off
without stopping the supply to all the other
Houses. So you're bound to be O.K. by the
morning.?

Each House, of course, had its own stop-
cock, but this was situated within the build-
ing. During the recent attack, therefore,
the rebels’ hoscpipes—which they had used
as 2 means of defence—had been dried up
by the turning of the main control outside.

“I hadn’t thought of that.” said Pitt,
nodding. “ There’s not much time to think
of anything, in fact. We've been on the
oo for hours. Thank goodness we’ve got a
respite now. MMow are things going with
the beaks?”?

“Well, just bhetween ourselves, you've
tied ’em into knots,” said Nipper confiden-
t-ially., “They're in the most _hopeless
mess,’ | : .

“Words of clieer indeed!” murmured Pitt.

“ The Head’s had a seizure, 45 you know,”
went on Nipper. “We're very sorry for
tiie poor old  boy. He’s confined to his
bed now, and he’s really ill. They're sends
ing him away to-morrow.”

““But who's in charge?”’

% Nobody,’” replied Nipper.
only Sir James Henson. le's one of the
Governors, you know. And he's heen left
here unti] they can bring a temporary head-
master down. The other governors, ineclud- -

&
“ At IEH."‘Rt,

“ing the chairman, went home this evening

Nobody knows what the next move’s going
to be. But you had a quiet day yesterday,
and you’ll probahly have another quiet day -
to-morraw.”. .7 . -

Reggie Pitt frowned. ,

“1 shall have to speak to Norrow. ahout
this,”* he said, “ There’s something fishy
about this lull.., Of course, we've got our
defences in good order, and we know that



we can rely on you fellows in an emergency,
But this inactivity doesn't look healthy.
Theyv're not giving in, or we should have
had some peace negotiations before this, I
can see trouble looming.” :

““Plenty of it,” agreed Nipper. ¢ But the
school’s in a pretty rummy condition. Every-

body in our llouse is infuriated at Barry
Stokes' dismissal, and they’re indignant on

- the other side of the Triangle, too. Unless
the pgovernors are careful, they’ll precipi-
tate a general revolt.”

“This is all very iunteresting, but why
stand here in the cold? pat in Johnny
Onions. ““Take Nipper along to the dmmg
hall, and offer himm some refreshments. It's
the least we ean do for a guest.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” said
“Bertie, with a gloomy nod. *Take Nipper
into the dining hall and do the honours.
Sew him into a sheet, and make Lim
thoroughly comfortable.”

Nipper stared.

“Sew me into a sheet?' he repeated.
““ Thanks all the same, but that’s not my
idea of real comfort. What do you take

-me for? Mutton?”

Johnny grinned.

“That’s only Bert's way of putting it,”
he chuckled. “He got it mixed up. e
meant to say, show you into a seat.”

“Show me into a seat—sew me into a
sheet,”” repzated Nipper. “My only hat!
These things are a bit tricky! 1 thought
your minor had got rid of that habit months
- ago, Johmony.”

“Ie’s worse than ever,” said Johnny.
“I've tried to cure him, but it's no good.
He's always putting thm"a the wrong way
about, Mind you, hLe dOC‘bIlt know it;
they're all unconscious.”

“The next time he does it we’ll make him
tlioroughly  unconscious!*’ said  Nipper
severely.

“ Awfully sorry,” said Bertie. “It's my
tongue, you know. 1 try to control it, but
it’s beyond ‘me. Why not find that nosey
cook and make yourself comfortable.”

““ Nosey cook!”” gasped Nipper.

“Sorry! I mean to say cosy nook.”

“You—you -tongue- t.m::tmg ass !’ snorted
Nipper. “ You ought to be boiled!”

““In that case, he'd be oiled bunions,”
chuckled Pitt. “Eh?” He started violently.
“ Great Scott! I'm catehing it myself! I
meant to say °* boiled onions,” and I find
myself talking about feet!”™

““ Let’s escape!” suggested Nipper, with a
wary glance at Bertie.

He and Pitt hurried up the corridor, and
soon arrived at the dining hall, which, being
& central apartment, was used by the rebels
as a sort of general meeting- pldce It was,
in fact, the rebel he: ldquarter-
~ Arthur Morrow, of thie Sixth, was talk-
ing with two or three other seniors when
the Removite entered. He greeted Nipper
warmly.

For once the seniors had forsaken their
dignity. In the West House, at least. they
were equals, fighting in a common cause,

And a sportsman of Morrow’s type would
riever have lent himself to this enterprise
unless he liad every justification. Morrow
was a quiet fellow as a rule, a thoroughly
decent, level-headed senior, who had made
an ideal head prefect. Under his regine,
and with Mr. Beverley Stokes above him,
the West House had experienced no internal
troubles.

But since the begmmng of this present
term there had been a series of semsational
changes. On the very first day Morrow had
been deposed, and Guy Sinclair had been
appointed in his place.

Sinclair wus really an Kast House senior,
and one of the worst fellows in the school.
He wasn't actually a bully, although he had
revealed bullying tendencies in a very marked
degree. The sudden acquisition of power
had got into Lis head, and he had misused it
s0 atrociously that practically all sense of
proportion had deserted him.

At first the juniors had Kept their indig-
nation to themselves, but gradually matiers
had gone from bad to worse. A rebellion,
a barring out, is not a thing that can be
entered upon at a moment’s notice. It is
the most serious step that @any body of
sclicolboys can take, and before a barring
out becomes a reality, the boys need to be
worked up to a high piteh of indignation
and anger. In the West. House the fellows
had stood Sinclair’s tyranny until humnan
endurance could no longer stand the strain.

Sinelair had not been alone, for he had
brought Kenmore and Parkin and several
others with him, apparently flaunting the
House-master. From the very f{irst he had
made himself a dictator, and it had pleased
his vanity to be called the bhoss of the
West Housce. It wasn’t merely a pretence,
but an actual fact. Mr. Beverley Stokes
had been a mere nonentity since the arrival
cf Guy Sinclair.

The interlopers—for the West House re-
garded Sinclair and his set as intruders—
had ruled the roost in every possible way.
They had started a night club of their own,
they had organised an inquisition over the
juniors, and had generally upset the Iiouse.
Sinclair even introduced a brainy scheme of
confining his victims to the House, and then
bailing them out, thus e\tmctmg large
sums of money from rickt juniors, such as the
Hon. Douglas Singleton and Lord Pippinton,
for Sinclair had always contrived to retain

the bail money.

To eap ever}-'ti'ning. the West House fags
had been treated Ilike slaves. They had
been bullied and victimised wuntil the
Remove had stepped in. Then the seniors
had aroused themnselves, and finally Sinclair
and his bunch had been kicked out. Mr.
Stokes had refused to recognise this drastic
expulsion, and before he could realise it, the
West Iiolhe had revolted.

From the smallest fag to the most digni-
lied senior, the entire House was prepared
to go to the extreme limit before admitting
itself beaten. They were not out to defy
the school, but they were determined that
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They

returmn.

Guy Sinclair should never
were thoroughly justitied. too.

The issue was a simple one. The West
House only needed a guarantee that Sinclair
should be deposed, and they would instantly
surrender. Unfortunately, AMr. Stokes had
been unable to give a satisfactory explana-
tion to the headmaster, whereas Sineclair
had sueceeded in whitewashing himself.

In his extremity, Dr. Stafford had appealed
to the governors, and they, too, had been
fooled hy the head prefect’s glib tongue.
They had not only reproved Mr. Stokes for
his slackness, but they had placed the entire
responsibility upon his shoulders, and had
demanded his resignation.

And them, during the course of a heated
aitereation with the governors, Dr. Stafiord
had suffered a sudden seizure, and could
take no further active part in the gquarrel.

In faet, affairs at St. Frank’s were in a
- rather gucer state.

CHAPTER 1I.
JUST LIKE MANDFORTH!

ORROW walked back
with Nipper when
the latter was pre-

paring to leave.

“Jolly good of you to come
over, llamilton,” he was say-
. ing. “1t puts a lot of heart
into the fellows to know that they’ve got
outside support. What about Stockdale’s
and Goole’s?”? |

“They're a bhit lukewarm
replied Nipper. “Of course, that’s because
they're on the other side of the Triangle—
rather out of it, you know. There’s been
no disturbanee in either the Modern louse
or the East louse. But there’s no telling.”

“Is there anything behind that last
remark 2’
“Only that Sinelair and his crowd are

in the East House,”” replied Nipper. ¢ Some
of the fellows are talking about kieking
them out. Armstrong was quite excited
about it, and tried to get up an agitation:
but he’s a pretty rotten leader, and nobody
takes any notice of him, But you needn't
worry, Morrow. You'll get all the help you
need from us.”

“ What about the seniors?’ asked Morrow,
with a touch of anxiety. *Fenton and
Browne and the rest?:?

“Well, Fenton has got to tliflnk pretiy
carefully before he commits himself,®
- replied Nipper. “Beine eaptain  of the
school, he is cautious; but his sympathies
arc with you fellows. And old 'Browne is
naturally as keen as mustard. lle'd like
to be in the rebellion himself,”’

The news was very satisfactory to the
rebels, for the more outside support they
had, the more certain they could be of
ultimate victory.

Nipper lost no time in taking his aepar-
ture, It was nearly ten-thirty, and he was
breaking bounds. u.lndced, he was commit-

at present,”

T e -

, ting an even more serious offence, for tlie

order had gone forth that no boys should
fraternise with the rebels under any crrcum-
stances.

“It's all very cncouraging, but I wish
I knew something of {he governors™ plans,™
said Morrow after Nipper had gone. *That's
wliere we're up against it, Pitt. We don't
inow wiiat's on thc way.” ' =

“We're prepared for the worst, anyhow,”
sald Reggie.

Morrow frowned. - % »

“I can’t help thinking they’ve got some-
thing big up their sleeves,” he went ou
thoughtfully, “ They didu’t touch us during
thie night, and they've left us severely alons
all day. As far as I can see, there’s not
one chance in a thousand of trouble to-
night. What's the idea? Wby are they
leaving us to stew in our own juice?”

‘““Not because they've got some marvetlous
scheme,” retorted 7Pitt. “ My dear chap,
they're at their wits’ end. That's the secret.
The Ilead tried 1o piteh us gut, and failed.
The governors daren’t try another attack,
They're afraid of ihe Ancient House joining
the revolt.”

“Something in that,” admitted Morrow,
nodding. *“The Mead’s going away., and
Stokes ™ is virtually dismissed. What are
they going to do to settle the matter? By
all that we can hear, Sinclair has fooled the
governors properly. Why on earth ecan’t
they hold a proper inquiry, instead of fool-
ing about like this? 1t wouldn’t take us
long to state a convincing case.” ;

‘“These governors have got a bee in their
bonnet,”” said Pitt. * That’s the trouhle
with them. No dealings with rebels! As
long as they maintain that attitude, this
deadlock will continue. Instead of doing
the sensible thing, and threshing out the
truth, they've taken the view that the rebel-
Iion must be «quelled before there’s any
inquiry.”?

“H’'m!*” grunted Morrow. ¢ That’s what
a lot of shori-sighted employvers do when
theére's a labour strike. TFar better to hold
an inquiry first; and see where they stang.
Let’s hope the new IHead proves to be a
man of sense! They’re bound to appoint
a deputy—unless they ask Mr. Lee to step
init’

“That would be the thing!” exclaimed
Reggie. * By jingo, Mr. Lee wouldn't makd
much song about it! He'd soon call an
armistice, and hold an investigation. 'That’s
the 1idioey of the whole thing! Sinelair
wouldn’t have a leg to stand on after some
of our menn had given their evidence., The
Head and the governors have only heard oneg
side.”?

Rap-rap-rap!

They were still standing near the end
window of the lower passage, and tihey
alanced at one another as the sounds of soft
rapping hit their ears. Johuny Onions
grinned,

“Nipper musi have forgotten something,®?
he said. * shall we let him in??



S SNRE
——Fo\7%)
4

“0Ff course!” said Morrow.

Once more the barricades were removed,
and the casement window was unfastened.
A dim figure looked in. The rechels saw a
flushed face and gleaming eyes.

“ Good!” sald a well-known voice. *“Glad
vou’'ve had enough sense to let me in with-
out any sillv delay! I've come here to take
charge of things!”

‘“ My only hat!”
“ Handy !

Edward Oswald Handforth, the voleanic
leader of Study D in the Ancient House,
climbed through the window, and looked at

groaned Reggie Pitt.

the West llouse fellows. He was fully
dressed, and he carried n suitcase in his
hand.

““You can get to bed, Morrow, as soon
as you like,”” he said briskly. “1 suppose
vou're in charge? All right! Leave every-
thing to-me now!”’

Arthur Morrow grinned.

“Sorry. old man, but I don't think it
matters,”” he replied, with a chuckle. “Why
didn't Nipper hold you back? He might
have had some consideration for us!”

““f haven't seen Nipper,” retorted Hand-
forth. “Besides, what's he got to. do with
the subject? - I've left the Anmncient House,

I've come over here to lead the rebellion to

victory. In fact, T've got a marvellous
schieme for gaining a triumph to-night.”

“Good old Handy!" said Pitt. “Let’s
have it.”

‘““ We've gof to prepare a storming party,”
said Handforth keenly. ¢ About twenty of
us will do. But it’s got tc be understood
that I'm leader.”

“ Naturally.”’

“I'm glad you’re making no fuss,” said
Mandforth, with satisfaction. “ We’ll storm
the liead’s private residence, seize Sir James
Henson—-he’s the only governor left here—
and threaten to make him run the gauntlet
unless he sacks Sinclair on the spot! That's
the scheme in a nutsheil. Simple and
straightforward.”

Morrow pretended to consider.

“Eftective, but hardly the right thing,"
he objected. “It wouldn't do, Handy.
That plan of yours is an example of might
over right. That’s the last thing we want.
All we desire is an inqury, and a complete
exposure of the truth. That'll be good
enough to justify this rebellion in the eyves
*f any competent judges. You've got the
wrong policy, old man.”

Handforth stared.

“Great pip!”? he said, with deliberate
scorn.  “And you expect to get justice?
You expect these grandmotherly old gover-
wors to listen to you? You're dotty! The
oniy way is to use force. It’s the only way
tc:dreas?n with ’em. You take my tip,
angq——~’

“Sorry, Handy! I'm due to go round to
have a look at the various sentry posts,™
interrupted Morrow calmly. “Pitt, we don't
want to be rude to a visitor. See him
safely off the premises, won't rou?" -
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" ¢ Will it matter if he goes on his neck?”
asked Reggie. :

“Not a bit!"™ said Morrow calmly. “In
fact, it might be all the better.”

He walked off, and Handforth took a deep
hreath.

“You—ysu fatheads!” he snorted.
“Aren’t you going to put that plan of mine
into execution?”

“Of course,” said Reggie Pitf., <« That's
all it deserves.” : |

“ Al it deserves?”

“Executing,”” explained Reggie ca#imly,
“No, Handy, it's no good coming over here
with that yarn. Sorry, but you'll have to
skedaddle. You’re a good chap, but you're
too much of a handful for us.”

‘“Yes, do go, Handy, old man!”
Johnny Onions pleadingly.

“We're supposed to be on guard here,”
added Bertie. “How can we listen if you
make all this noise?” r

“Who's making a noise?’ roared Hand.
forth.

“He's getting excited now,” said Bertie

said

gloomily. “I knew it was coming. That's
the worst of MHandy—he’s sueh a  rusty
loarer.””

“Who are you calling Rusty Laura?”

“ Laura’s a
And if you

demanded HHandforth, glaring.
girl’s name, anyhow, you ass.
say I'm. rusty——??

“Keep your hair on!” growled Johnny.
“He meant to say you're a lusty roarer—

so vou are!”

¢ Sorryv,”” said Bertie penitently. “1 trv
not to get mixed, but I can’t help it. 1
suppose I'm in one of my money foods.”

“ Money?” repeated Handforth., “TIoods?
Who'’s talking about food or money? Of all
the fatheaded asses ¥

‘““He means one of his funny moods,” said
Johnny patiently.

““If he means funny moods, why doesn’t
he say funny moods?”’ demanded Handforth,
with an aggressive glare. * I’'m fed up with
vou chaps! You stick in this place all day
long and don’t do a thing! Where’s your
spirit? I'm ashamed of you! You're
nothing but a lot of silk mops!”

“Sitk mops?’’ repeated Pitt, grinning.

“Yes, silk mops!” roared Handforth.
“Eh? Who's talking about silk mops?"

“That’s what you said.”

“I said milksops!’”? hooted IIanidforth.
“You’re deliberately mixing me up, you
rotters! But you can’t do it! I've come
her'e,to rake the tains, and you can’t stop
me!’

‘“You've come here to rake the drains?”
grinned Reggie.

¢“I said take the reins!”’ howled Hand-
forth wildly. “Go to bed!” he added,
glaring at Bertie. ¢ It’s your face that’s
metting me gixed! I don’t know whether
I'm salking tense, or not.”

“You're not,’” said Pitt, shaking his head.

b “It’s no good getting excited after vou've

had five minutes of Bertie. Take my advice,
old man, and geo Lack quietly to bed. If
you're carcful. you won't be spotted. 1t's



Great Scott! I've

outside— 3
' he added, with a

«« Bertie, you're off duty!”

But while Bertie Onions took the tip and
departed, Edward Oswald Handforth didn’t.
He had come to stay, and meant to stay.

dinky ark
caught it myseif now

groai.

CHAPTER IIL.
~SINCLAIR LEARNS SOMETHING.
IR  JAMES MENSOXN,
Bart.,, knocking the
: ash from his cigar,
elanced across at Guy

‘_ . Sinelair. -
//z “Well, my boy, you had
N 2] . better be cetting to bed,” he

suggestea. It is getting quite late, and 1
mustn’'t encourage you in staying-up.”’

“ Oh, it won't hurt me, sir,”” said Sinclair
easily. ¢* Anyhow, these are exceptional
times, aren’t they? My only hope i3 that
those confounded rebels will be queiled as
sgon as possible. 1t doesn’t do the school
any good to have these scandals.”

“T'm very glad to see, Sinelair, that you
"have the good. pame of St, Irank’s at
heart,?”” said Sir James, with an approving
nod. It will indeed be a pity if the news-
papers make a big fuss over this affair.
No matfer bow muech we try to hush it up,
I'm afraid the papers will make a big
story of it. That’s the worst of fthese jour-
nalists; they have no consideration for any-
- hody.”? g _ _ : "

‘Sir James was sitting in the headmaster’s
study, and everything was quiet. It was
getting on for c¢leven o’clock, and he was
thinking of retiring, His attitude towards
tzuy Sinelair was very friendly—ample proof
that Sinclair had hoodwinked him com-
pletely. :

The other governors had returned to
London, and Sir James would follow on the
morrow. They had made certain plans—
plans which were quite secret, so far. And
they were convinced that they had solved
the problem. Indeed, Sir James was in
quite excellent spirits.

He was merely left in charge until
the arrival of a deputy Head, and although
¢lever in some things, he was a mere child
in the conduct of a big public school.. He
had been like putty in Guy Sinelair’s hands.

“T'Il be going, then,” said the Head
Prefect, getting to his feet. “I was hoping
that you’d give me a hint about the plans,
t!loug}}’ I'm very worried about my House,
5ir 4

““ Naturally, Sineleir—maturally,’?- inter-
rupted Sir James, “‘I"'d like to tell vou
—but T don’t kinow that I zhould he alto-
rether justified. We have come to a certain
decision, but it was to be kept a seeret
until to-morrow.”

“*You could trust me, sir,” zaid Sinelair,

‘“I am quite sare of it, my boy,” nodded
Sir James  kindly, “At all events, yon
may be guite satizsfied that vou will be in
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‘four hours.

conirol of your House again within twenty-
I venturs to predict that S:.
I'rank’s will receive a big surprice to-motroyv.
We are not going to let these boys do jusé
as they please. This rebellion will come
to a sudden and dramatic finish—mark my

words.”? :

Sinelair was filled with curiosity. Ile was
anxious, too. He badly wanted to know
what steps the Governors had.planned—ior
his position was by 1i0 means as secure as
Sir James indicated. e had e¢scaped so
far becanse therc had been no searching
inquiry, L LB

But once the West House fellows wero
allowed to give evidence, there wonld. o
an overwhelming string of proof that Sinelair
had abused his prefectship, Liecs would not
serve him in face of the <corroborative
testimony of a fall dozen victims.

Sinelair was very anxious to be prepare:d
—to know what was coming, so that he
could safeguard his own skin. And he had
a conviection that he would be able to worm
the truthr cut of Sir James before he left.

“It's awfully good to learn that the
trouble will soon be over, sir, but I- wish
you'd take me into your confidence,” he
saltd earnestly. “I'm the most
fellow,  you EKnow—and I feel a certain
amount of Tesponsibility, too. I'm very
uncomfortable about Mr, Stokes——=

“We need nol discuss Mr. Stokes,” inter-
rupted Sir James coldly. ¢ 1% i3 overwhelm.
ingly evident that Mr. Stokez has been too
lax in his "methods, and it is better for the
schocl that he has resigned his appoint-
ment.’? - - P

Sinclair pretended to approve.

“I've got to admit you're right, sir,”
he replied. 1 found things so loose when
I tvok on the prefectship that the fellows
resented my attempts to restore discipline.
That's been tihe. cause of all the itrouble.
But I can’t quite sce how this miracle is
going to be worked., Those rebels have
sworn to hold out until I'm deposed——>

“You are not deposed, Sinclair, and the
rebels will be brought to their senses in a
very ehort time after the arrival of—7
Sir James pauszed, and pursed his lips.
“IT’'m! There is really no reason why I
should not tell you,” he went on thought
fully, *“Yes, Sinelair, I willl” W

“Thank you, sir.”?

# 1 consider that we have -achieved a
rather wonderful  piece of work 1to-day,
Sinelair,”? went on Sir James with satisfac-
tion. - ““Perbaps I ought not to say ‘ we/

E-

mtereated

however. - It was actually Sir John Brent®

and General Milton  who engineered the
triumph. * In short, a headmaster has been
appointed; and will ‘be here to-morrow miorn
ing. Naturally, he will only be a deputy
—he will have full control until this trouble
is settled, and uniil Dr. Stafford recovers.™
“What's he-like, sir??? asked Sineclair,
“As a matter of fact, I baven’t seen the



replied Sir James. *“But he
well known to me by reputbi-
man, 3ir John, did

gentleman,”
iz, of course, _
tion, Our excellent chair

St. Frank's a very fine service when he
persuaded Commander Sampson Rudd  to
accept this temporary appointment.”

(ruy Sinclalr stared.

¢ Commander Sampson Rudd, sir!" he re-
pLJtEd.

i1 have surpriszd you, ¢h?” smiied Sir

¢ Remembes, Sinelair, this i3 in
strict confidence. Nobody else must know
until to-morrow morning, when the whole
schoo! will be informed in Big IHall. It is
my intention to 'ntroduce Commander Rudd
to “the boys at a special muster in mid-
morning.  And from that minute, Com-
mander Rudd will be in full command. You
can take my word for it that he’il quell this
mutliny in a masterly fashion.”

Sinclair revealed his astonishment.

“ But—but he sounds like a naval
sir,” he protested

“ And for a very excellent reason, Sinclair
—he IS a naval man,” chuckled Sir James,
pleased at the eifect he had preduced.

“JI say, isn't that a bit extraordinary,

sir?*’
“[t is by no means as extraordinary as
vou might think, Sineclair,” replied Sir
James. “Commander Sampson Rudd has
dealt with boys for many years, lle has
had control of more than one training ship.
Commander Rudd is an officer and a gentle-
man. He has trained tue éElite of the
country’s youth. During the war he turned
out hundreds of youngsters who became
distinguished oflicers.”

““I can quite believe that, sir, but is he
just the type of man to control a big
public school like St. Frank’s?” asked Sin-
clair dubiously. “‘It seems such a queer
thing to have a naval man—"

““The counditions at this school are unusual
—and the Governing Beoard has decided
that an unusual controller must be ap-
pointed,” interrupted Sir James grimly,
““We need strength, Sinclair. There are
many distinguished scholars who could take
up the reins with success over a normal
St. Frank’s., Buf it requires a Commander
Rudd to deal with the present revolt. He
will muake short work of this jnsurrectien.”

Gy

¥ “You mean he'll use force, sir?

“1 have no idea of Commander Rudd's
methods—but there is little doubt that
Le swill use a strong hand,” said Sir James.
‘* e is not the kind of gentleman to bother
with jong-winded inquiries. A swift stroke,

* Sinclai crushing blow, That will be
Commander Rudd’s policy, I have no doubt.
Aund once he has quelled theose hot-headed
voungsters, he will retain an iron grip on
tlie school. You may safely take it that
You will be in control of your House again
by to-morrcw evening.”

“That's  jolly good
ateclair, with relief.

James,

man,

Gews,  s:r,' 0 said

Edward Oswald Handforth took
his departure from the West House
with far more speed than grace.

¢“I am relying upon you, of course, to
keep this matter strictly confidential,”
warned Sir James fuassily. I shouldn't like
anybody else to know. This appointment
will come as a complete surprise to the
school to-morrow morning—when I intro-
duce Commander Rudd in Big Hall”

““That's all right, sir—you can trust me,”
said the head prefect, nodding. ‘I shan’t
breathe a word to a soul. You can take
my word for it.”

But exactly five minutes later, when Guy
Sinelair had reached his bed-room in the
East lHouse, he proceeded to tell Simon
Kenmore all about 1it.

CIHAPIER 1IV.
KENMORE ISN'T OPTIMISTIC.

¢ OMMANDER SAMP-
‘ SON RUDD!” said

Kenmore.
He sat on the
end of his bed, and gave a
long, low whistle. The very
expression of his face caused
Sinclair to stare at him with an upcasy
recling at his heart.
“What's the idea of
whistle?” Le demanded.

inferaa.

Fi

that_
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v Commander Sampson Rudd!” repeated
Kenpore. *“Ye godst” g
Sinelair felt more uneasy than ever. That

ejaculation of Kenmore’s was by Lo means
cheering.  The seniors were sharing Ken-
piore’s old bed-room in the East llouse--
a Lemporary arrangement until the revols
Previous to this term, lkenmore

wis OVer. to
had been Mr. Goole's head prefect, but he
had found life miuch casier in the West

Hlouse as scvond prefect under Sinelair. _
“Confound  you!” snapped  Sinelatr,
glaring. **What on eartit’s . the matter?
L tell you this man is coming to 5t. Irank’s
to-morrow-—he’s been appointed as
temporary llead. And this is confideniial,
too. Don't breaths a word of it to a soul
tiave you heard of tlie beggar??
“Jleard of him!* echoed Kenmore.
famous.”?
“Yell,
hefore i
He's known as the lron Compuander.”
“Very likely he is-~but only in shipping
eireles,”  growled  Sinclair.,  “The mnan’'s
t'ie wrong type to take control over St.
Frank’s *2
“I'm-* not so

“1le’s

I've nmever seen - his  name

sure about that,” inter-
rupted Kenmore slowly. ¢ After all, a train-
ing ship is very niuch like a school. Arnd
Commander Rudd made his name when he
settled a mutiny in cne of those ships., Of
course, he’s a  distinguished officer—with
Leaps of medals and things. 'l be no dis-
grace to have him at St. Frank’s, if {hat’s
what you're thinking about ¥ |

“['m thinking about myself!” growled
Sinelair.

“You need to!’ nodded kKenmore sympa-
thetically.

“Whag??

“This fellow's going to {wist you
puil??

“You think he’ll make things warm??’

“1 donw’t think anything abhout it—I kuow
it,”? retorted Kenmore. “Thank goodness
I'm safe! You're the head prefect, and
the West louse ehaps are bitter against
you—not me! Therell hardiy be any men-
tion of my name at the mnguiry. You’ll be
the one to suffer. I'm sorry for you.”

CGuy Sinclair guiped.

“You—you foel!” he panted. ¢ What are
you getting at?y Inguiry? What inquiry?
Cut with it, hang you!>

““The nguiry that Commander Rudd will
set up as soon as he gets here

“By gad! Ie won’t start any of those
tricks, will he?”? asked Sinelair anxiously:
““Sir James told me that he'll probably
use an iron hand. He'll quell the rebellion
by force.®
““Pon't you believe it.*

HBut Sir James says i

“With all respeet to Sir James, he's
several Kinds of an asa!” interrupted Ken-
maore sourly.  ‘““Tle’s only been left here tn
give this new man an introducition to the

inside

school.  le’'s a duddering old idint. He
doesn’t know o thing about Commander
Rudd, or hie wonldn't tell you that rot.”
Sinclair was getting thoroughly alarmed.
“Why the thuuder can’t you speak sensi-
bly, mstead of talking in riddles?” he de-

manded  harshiy,  © Look here, Kenmore,<
youre just puiling my leg! It's a filthy
trick——" '

““ My dear man, I'm doeing nothing of the
sort,”” interrupted ‘Keumore, *“I'm tiyving
to let you down lightly, that's all. You're
in for the shock of your lifc. If you take
my tip, you'll pack your grip and vanish.”

“Pack my grip?” stuttered Sinelair,
“ Vanish???

“ It be better {han a public expulsion,
anyway.?

“You—you exasperating roiter!? roared
Sinclair, grabbing Kenmore by the shoulder.
““ What do you mean? Qut with it! What
do you know about Commander Rudd?®

“Taxe your hands off me--and don’'t get
excited!” growled the other senior.  “It's
a good thing you pumped Sir James. 1
can give yoiu a4 word of warning now. I
was reading an article about Commander
Rudd only a few weeks ago. Have you ever
roticed that wien you see o nanie some-
wiere, it generally ¢rops up again in the
moat unexpected way?”

- “We're not talking about that!®? snapped
Sinclair,  “ Why dJdo you think that Com-
mander Rudd will give nmie a twisting?”

“Cool down a bit, and I'l} explain his
methods,” said Kenmore calmly, *In the

first place, he’s not an ordinary man, . It's

a ten-to-one chance that he'll settle this
mntiny just the same as he 3ettled {he
other., He¢'s bound to go by precedenti.”

Kenmore sat back, and Iit a cigarette.
ile was rather cpjoying himself. 1le had
little to fear oa his awn account. The
West House was bitterly opposed to Guy
Sinclair, and ait their evidence would be
i eonnection with him, Sinelair’s friends

would hardiy be mentioned. Moreover, Ken-
niore had done nothing to be realiy afraid
ok.

lHHe thoroughly enjoyed the suflerings of
others, and it rather tickled him to see
Sinclair in sueh a state of perturbation. The
fact that Sinelair was his best friend madd
no difference. If anything, this faet rather
enhaiced Kenmore’s cnjoyiment.

“Jt's all rabbizsh!”  growled  Sineiair.
“YWhy should T te afraid of an inquiry? I
fooled old Statlord—and 1 fooled the
Governors——7* <!

“But you won't fool Commander Rudd,”
interrupted Kenmore eoolly. ““ What's that

Abraham Lincola said? “You e¢an fool
sgme of the people oll the time, and &'l
the peopie soame of tha time—but vou

can’y fool all the people all the ftime.” It
runs something after that style—"?
“Do ynua 1hink 1 eare what Abraham
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Lincoln said?” snarled Sinclair. * How do
you know that I can't dish this naval
man?”

-+ Because the very first step he’ll take will
be to call a truce,”’ replied Kenmore.
“That’ll be his dodge.”

“ A truce??

““An armistice, if you like the word
better,” said Xenmore, with the sume
exasperating manner. “You mustn’'t think
that Commander Rudd is one of these
violent fellows. He won't be foolish eucugh
-to attack the West House with armed force.
He'll try the peaceful way, and call a
truce.”

“ And then what?”

“J1e'll give a guarantee that the rebela
will be free to enter their stronghold again
after a certain given time, and he’ll hold
a conference. Then hell drain everyhody
dry of information. The man’s a ferror.
He'll sift out every fact, and have every-
thing detailed in front Df him."”

“@Great Scott?’ ejaculated Sinclair.

“You look like tying yourself In a few
knots at that - inquiry,” said Kenmore
aminbly. “You'll be cross-examined until

vou feel like a aucked orange., Stokes will
be questioned, t00—-—

“But Stokes has bea,n dismissed.”

“Rudd won’py take any notice of that,”
interrupted Kenmore., “I’'m not giving you
1y opinions, old man; I'm stating Iacts.
Rudd will .extract the last atom of informa-
tion, he’s got a genius for it. He'll find
ont all about those gatings, and how you
twisted the ehaps out of that money.”

“1 fwisted nobody.”

“Come off Jt?”’
“What about that fifty quid bail money?
Thirty for Pitt, and twenty for Grey? You
swindied Archie Glenthorne out of that cash,
my lad, They were bailed out until five
o’clock, and you tipped Grayson and Forrest

grinned  Kenmore.

and the otherb to hold them back. That’ll
all come out.”
Sinclair turned white. As a matter of

fact, he had rooked Archie Glenthorne of
seventy-five pounds on that occasion, and
had deceived his own friends regzarding the
actual sum, ‘The prospeet was not cheering.

“Tndd will drag everything up,’” said
Leininore conhde:xtl; “There's  another
thinz. He'll find out why you were juinped
on by the whole Mouse. He'll learn about
the way you dislocated youung Jones’
shoulder, and how you were smothered in
treacle, and feathered.”

Sinelair was dumb.
ahout Kenmore’s manner which carried con-
viction. 1le evidently kanew what he was
talking ahout. And Guy Sinelair had other
reasons for nervbushess, reasons which Ken-
more knew nothine about.

Ever since the beginning of term hc had
held a sword over Mr. Beverley Stokes’
head,  He had  virtually blac \muied the

There was something |

!’
!: _
F

young Housemaster. And if Commander
Rudd was such a demon for extracting
facts, he would doubtless drag the whole

sordid truth to light.

“You won’t be able to fool old Rudd,”
continued Kenmore. “He'll have this reyolt
settled within three hours—mark mj
words. You take my tip, and clear out.
He’ll consider that the fellows were justified,
and he'll recommend you for expulsion.
THAT'S the way he'll quell this mutiny,
old man. Complete victory for Stokes and
the West House. T wouldn’t be in your
shoes for a pension!”

As a comforter, Simon KXenmore was
scarcely a  success, He had already
succeeded in producing acute symptoms of
pani¢ in ‘his companion. And Sinclair felt
that Kenmore was right. The Governors
wouldn't have appointed a man like Com-

mander Sampson Rudd wunless they were
convinced of his suitability. He was
evidently a man with the risht methods,

man who knew exactly hovw to deal with a
tricky situation. The very first gqualibs
required was tact., Without taect no boys
can be controlled. '

“There must be some way!" multered
Sinclair feverishly. “I1f this inan comes to-
morrow-—-"? |

*“There's no ‘-if " about 1t—he’s
said Kenmore.

“Lonfound your ionfernal
up?’? snarled Sinclair,

“Grateful sort of hound,
asked Kenmore indignantly.
the straight tip, and—-"

“I've had enough from you!” interrupted
the other, flinging himself away.

He went to tnc window and stared
moodily out into the Triancle, for this bed-
room was in the front of the Mouse. 1t
was faintly moonlizht outside, and Sinclair
could see the dim outline of the fountain,
the paved pathways, and the black shadows
of the Houses oppogite,

Then he started. A figure was moving out
there, moving slowly, as fhough indulging
in a meditative walk. He recognized it at
once. The figure was that of Mr. Beverley
Stokes, the dmmbsed Housemaster.

Guy Sinclair decided upon instant action.:

coming!”

tongue—shut

-

aren't you?’
“1 give you

CIIAPTER V.
THE TUNWILLING LDAVESDROPPER.

¢¢ TTSIDE! sala
Reguie 1’11:.*:. hrml;;.
Bk, leok

here-—-t?

“Oulside, by lad!”
“If you think you can talk

to me like that—-"".
“Nick, old wman, open the window,” said
“Good! Now then, Handy, are vou
or shall we hecave you out by

Rragic.,
going quictly,
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We don't like irecating a
but
a visitor!” snoried Handforth.

force?

that Wiy,
“I'm not

“]'ve come here to stay!”’

1

difference of opinion—-
here to lead yon fellows to
“You don't

" Merely a

“I've come
victory!”’ roared Handforth.
know when you're well off, s0 1I'm .-not
taking any notice of these idiotic orders.
I'm staying here, on this spot!”

“It’s queer how some fellows get these
delusions,” said Pitt, shaking his head.
“Now ihen, lads, all hands to the pumps.
Heave-ho. Handy's asked for it, and we
wouldn’t dream of disappointing him. You
can always rely upon the West House to he
obliging.”

Edward Oswald Handforth
departure from the West House with far
more speed than grace. As a matter of fact,
the

he was seized and dumped through
.mndow like a sack of potatoes He h1t the
ground with a thud, the casement window

was closed, and the barricades were jammed
into position.

Hc Had certainly asked for it. He had
neglected hint after hint, and finally the
‘Tebels had heen obliged to ‘hurl him out. In
‘their foolishness t-hey failed to appreciate
Handforth’s ability as a leader.

“Well I'm blowed!” said Handforth
blankly.

He sat up, dazed and indignant.
~this dramatic ejection was absolutely in-
“comprehensible. IIe had taken it for
granted that the West House fellows wouid
fall over themselves with cagerness 1o
place him at the head of thlncrs He sab
there, slowly recovering.

“They're mad!”> he muttered disgustedly.

To him,

“They’re clean off their rockers. I've a
good mind to smash my way In— XNo, by
George, I'm blessed if I will!” he added
grimly, “I'll leave them to muddle along
without me. They've brought their doom

on their own heads!*?

The thought was a pleasing one, and it
helped to calm him. After all, why should
he concern himself? The idiots had turned
him down, and it was eonly right that they
should suffer for their folly. He {ound
much consolation in the reflection.

With a final glare at the eclosed window
he marched off down the Square towards
the West Arch. He had emerged from the
Ancient House by one of the front windows,
=0 it was necessary to go round by the
Triangle.

He ifrowned as he theught of Chureh and
MecClure.  In  all probability they would
start crowing as soon as they found him
hack, They had predicted that he wonld
turn up again before midnight, and be had
refuted the suggestion with considerahle
$COTN.

Perhaps he could mvent an excuse

visitor in

took his

were riidely
immediately in front
of him loomed a figure. He had just
emerged from the arclm‘ay, but was still
in dense shadow. The fizure, on the other
hand, was in the moonlight—and was
ob\mub]v that of a master.

From sheer force of habit Handforth leapt

At this point his thoughts

interrupted. Almost

for safety. By an extraordinary chanee he
succeeded in  crouching down behind a
butfress without attmctmﬂ attention. In

that corner he was compqratwely safe, for
it was inky Qlack. He waited breathlessl}

“0Old Crowell, I'll bet a quid!” he
breathed. *If he spots me I shall be gated
for the rest of term. It might even mean
a public flogging.”

There was every reason for Handforth’'s
fear. It was a grave offence to be outside
after lights-out, and even more graver now,
in consequence of the West House’s revolt.
All the boys of the other Houses were under
the strictest possible orders to recognise
the school rules. The slightest offence was
liable to bring down the heaviest punish-
ment. So what would happen to Handforth
if he was discovered breaking bounds at
pearly midnight? The shadow of expulsion
loomed before him, and he shuddered.

I{ he had known that the gentleman was
only Barry Stokes, he would not have been
s0 alarmed. Yor Mr. Stokes was no longer in
a position of authority, and he was a
decent sort, too. The chances were, he
would let Hardforth slip in without making
any reference to the matter.

‘Handforth Leard the master’s footsteps
come nearcer.. ‘They paused just round the
angle of the bntiress, within a foot or two,
in fact. FEdward Oswald’s heart nearly
ceased beating. For a second he thought
he had been discovered. Why on earth

had the man paused?

A second later other footsteps sounded—
quick ones. They came up, and halted.
Handforth inwardly groaned. Until these
people moved he couldn’t possibly get away.
He daren’t even breathe freely.

“Just a minute, Mr. Stokes,”

breathless voice.
“I am not altogether sure that I shall
give it to you,” said Mr. Stokes quietly.

said a

“What are you doing out here at this hour, g

Sinclair? You and I have nothing much in
common after what has happened.”’

*“0Oh, corks!” breathed Handforth. “It’s
only old Stokes! And I can’'t get away!™

He was more alarmed than ever. If
there was one Llhing he hated more than
another, it was to play the part of an
eavesdropper. But how could he escape in
such ecircumstances as these? He crouched
closer to the buttress, and fervently hoped
that the pair would move away. Edward
Oswald was a clumsy blunderer, but his
moral code was one hundred per cent honour-

able,

Ft
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“I've zot to have a word with you, Mr.

Stokes,’ said Sinelair tensely, “I happened
1;,0 see you from my window, so I thought
1'd come down.
here, and I want to speak to you where
there’s no fear of listening ears.”

“Then we'll remain where we are,” said
Mr. Stokes grimly. “But you'd better be
guick, Sinclair; I'm in no patient mood.”

Handforth fairly squirmed. And the situa-
tion was certainly remarkable. Mr. Stokes
and Sinclair were staving on this spot
purely. because they wished to talk
privately. And within a bare three feet
of them an unwilling listener was crouch-
ing. Fven if they whispered he would still
hear every word.

CHAPTER YI.
HANDFORTH LEARNS SOMETHING.
' OR a moment Hand-

forth was almost on

the point of jumping

out and revealing

himself. Such a  course

would at least free him from

this false position. But he

hesitated. And while he hesitated Sinclair
was  speaking,

“You haven't forgotten that affair of the
London night club, I suppose, sir?’”’ he
azked tensel:.'. “1 spotted you in the place
on New Year's FEve, and I['ve kept your

secret ever since.”
“There is no need to remind me of that
fact, Sinclair?’ said Mr. Stokes.  “As
events. have furned .out, T might as well
have defied you to do your worst at the
outset. I am already in disgrace. I am
virtually dismissed—thanks
uardh persecution.”
Haudiorth culped. Just these few words
had made it impossible for him to reveal
himself. If he did do =0 Mr. Stokes and
sinclair would know that he had heard, and
that_would be a calamity. His only course
was to remain concealed. The position was
forced upon him, so he gave up all attempts
to excusze his presence and listened. Being

only human, he could do nothing but feel
mtt""ftf «d in this remarkabls converzation.

Indeed, within the space of a minute his
entire point of view had changed. This
was quite characteristic of him. Tie felt
thut he was no longer an eavesdropper,
a detective, engaged in an investigation.
And he wouldn't have moved for worlds.
Handiorth  was subject to these rapid
cianges,

“It’s not fair to say that Uve persécuted
yYou, sir!” growled Sinelair. “I found your
secret out by accident, and I've respected
it' ever since. I've even got a photograph
of you ia that rotten club, and T haven't
shown it te a soul. You
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We shall be guite prnate-

to your Dblack-,

but

the

Why, il
Governors saw it they'd make it impossible
for you to get another job—-""

from evidence like that.

“That’s enough!”’ interrupted Mr. Stokes
furiously. *“Good heavens! How you've
got the nerve to say these things, Sinclair,

amazes me. You've respected my secret,
eh? Upon my soul! Of all the outraseous
misrepresentations——"

“I1t's true!”’

“True!™ shouted Mr. Stokes, carried away
by his rage. *“You infernal voung cur!
You say it's true that you’ve respected
my secret? Haven't you been blackmailing
me ever since the beginning of term?
bDidn’t you force xourself into my House—-
into the head prefect:,lup and haven't vou
taken every possible advantage of mev

1 While you are the sole cause of this revoll,

I am the one who takes the blame. 1 an
accused of slackness, and the real truth is
that you took advantage of my helpless
condition. If I had a horsewhip here I'd
lay it about you!*’ '
Sinclair started back. ‘ :
“XNo peed to get excited —" he began.
“And what is this secret?’ went on Mr.
Stokes, speaking with fierce intensity. “fu
your opinion a guilty one. But rou are
wrong, Sinclair. Aq I have told you hefore,
that visit of mine to the- &mugsgle: s Lair
wias a perfectly innocent one.”’
“Perhaps the Governors
you?"” sneered Sinclair,

“1 have put up with your persecuiion
for one reason only!'* snapped the house-
master. “1 went to that infamous -resort
on aa errand of merecy, and 1 gave my word
of honour that the incident should he kepl

.

will  Dbelieve

secret. My lips were sealed, otherwise your
rascally scheme wonld not have lasted
twenty seconds!”

“That’s ail very well-—"

“I was in a cleft stick, and you took
advantaze of 1t!" panted Mr. Stokes, with
ominous calmness. “If I had defied you
that sordid story would have been circu-

lated throughout the school. 1 should have
been required to.make an explanation. But
I couldn't do so without breaking my word
of honour. So like a fool, T remained
stient, and let you have the run of the
West House. What is the result? The
boys are in rebellion against your tyranny,
and I have been compelled to resign. Take
care, young man. I am in ne mood to pui
up with any more of your nonsense!”’

Mr. Stokes paused, breathirg hard.
Handiorth Iay back
of the bailding,

And
against the stoneworh
feeling rather dazed., He
had heard things that cast a great light
upon recent events. And he was whole-
neartedly with Barry Stokes. Never for anp
instant did Handforth believe the young
Housemaster to be guilty of disgraceful

can't get away | conduct.
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was in a dangerous tcmper,

iy o >
Mr. Stokes - Mr. Stokes contmlleﬂ_himself with an
His whole future was in the Dbalance, and | cfiort. He was well aware that "“In.the
he had his pretty young wife to think of, | Limelight>? was a scandal journal, a so-
in addition to himself. It wasn’t a question | called Sogiety paper, but actually a

of moneyv. His father, the eminent XK.C.,

was wealthy, and Barry was in no aﬂanger
of poverty., But he was a man who bhelieved
i making his own career in the world, and
that career, started so hthantlv, was in
danger of heing blighted.

And all because of this scheming senior.

By some trick of chance he had discovered
the Housemaster's visit to that ill-famed
night club, and he had made capital out
of the knowledﬁe Even Mr. Stokes didn’t
guess that Sinclair himself had been in the
place.

Mr. Stokes had gore there to fetch away

the son of an old friend, and there had
been an altercation. In the end, Mr. Stokes
had been “thrown out, and the whole
incident Tooked hlack in the extreme.
" As though Fate 'had not dealt a
sufficiently hard blow, both father and son
had immediately gone abroad. Apnd Mr.
Stokes had ‘been compell-.,d to wait, hoping
to obtain a release from that promise of
his.”. For as sovon as his lips were unsealed
"he could tell the-story of his visit to the
Smuggler’s Lair without any fear of mis-
~understanding.

He was still waiting, and in a way he

was still in Sinclair’s power. Serious as
affairs were at the moment, they might
have been more so. For if he had defied

schoolboy blackmailer that night club
story - would have been circulated, and he
could have. oiffered no explanation. It
would have meant more than dismissal; it
would have meant permanent disgrace. s

But for Sinclair to rake everything up
was dangerously near the limit. After
what had happened Mr. Stokes had con-
cluded that Sinclair would remain silent.
‘During the. recent inquiry,- a very half-
hearted one, the Housemaster had cut a
poor figure, sincc he hiuad been unable fo
justify the happenings within the walls of
his House.

“the

“It’s not- a question of non:cnqe, said
Sinclair, after 4 patse. “I'm in a tight
corner, and you've got to help me.’ A
“0Oh, indeed!”

. I’\e still got you' ﬁ\ed, Mr. Stokes, and
unless you do as I want I'll have your name

published, and that photograph, too!” said
sinclair recklessly. “There's goinz to be a

hig inguiry here; there’s a new Head
coming to-morrow, and you’ve got to toe
1he line.” '

“You insetent young hound——"

“It’s no good (Lbucmw me, either!”’ panted
Sinelair. “I .happen to have a relative, a
half-cousin, who’s the editor of ‘In t-he
Limelight,” and he’d be only tco pleased to
wet. that aﬂlpbh(ﬂ: Your reputation wouldn’t
'bL worth a fig ,f,litem“mu‘clQ i

dispense

scurrilous rdg, which filled its columus with
journalistic garbage. The Housemaster was
hy no means ‘surprised to learn that one of
Sinelair's  relatives ran it, It was what
one might expect of the hreed. '

“J hav already warned you, Sinclair,”
sald Mr. Stokes quietly. “Unfortunately, I
have rot yet been released from my promise,
and I cannot make vour rascally threats as
public as I would wish. But I have finished
with you. Your threats carry no further
weight with me.”

“Don’t they?” said Sinelair, panic-stricken
by the master’s calm tones. *“Then they'd
hetier. You’ve got to tell this new Head-
master that you instigated cverything in
the West House. You've got to shield me,
you understand? You've got to confess
that you foreced me to do every t]nng against
my will. Iither that, or—or—"

“Or, what, ‘E‘alnclair?” _

“Or that snapshot and a highly coloured
account of your right club escapade will be
published in my cousin’s scandal rag!” said
Sinclair fiercely. *That’s the alternative,
Mr. Stokes!’’ oo

The Housemaster wondered how he kept
his hands down.

“Very pretty!” he said, with deadly
quietness. “Very well schemed, Sinclair,
and quite worthy of your own peculiar

cunning. So.I am. either to be pilloried in
this praiseworthy .journal, or I am to take
the blame for your despotic mismanagement.
Your eﬁrontery is increasing daily.”
“Well, you’ve got it in a nutbhell’” said
Sinclair, with a faint revival of hope.
“You'd better take my advice, and shield
me at this inquiry. If you do that you’ll
be safe. But if you don’t, that snapshot
goes straight off -by the next post

“When this inquiry is held, Sinclair, I
shall cxplain exaetly how you gained con-
trol of the West House,”’ said Mr. Stokes
deliberately.  “In faet, I have decided to
with- this sordid secrecy. The
whole truth will comie out, and it is more
than possible-that I shall hme been released
from my promise by then. "In any case, I g
shall take the risk, and I--shall at least
have the Sﬂ.l-l::fd.ctll)ﬂ of knowing that an

-unmitlgated young rascal h.as been cxposed

to his fellows.
Sinclair’s last hope f{aded.
“You won't!”’ he gasped. *“You daren't!

i T'H get” my cousin to add thinzs to that
:,to_ry._ He'll include your wife in if—-"
“ That's eHOll"fh,r "ﬁmchlr'”

'l say what I like!” s3paried

“Hang you,
“1’t1 hound jyou

the panic-stricken prefect.
down until =

Crash!

(84
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Mr. Stokes simply eouldn't hLelp if. It
wasn't dignified, but flesh aud bloocd can

only stand a certain amount. Iie saw that
leerinz, distorted face in front of him, and
it was absolutely asking to be puncned. Mr.
Stokes had no power to stop himself.

He delivered a beauntiful uppercut which
gave him more satisfaction than anything
he  could ever remember. (Guy Sinclair
literally had his own words flung down his
throat, and he was Ilifted clean off the
ground by the force of the biow.

He crashed over backwards, gave a gurgle
of dazed agony, and lay still. 3Mr. Stokes
diddn't even look at him. He walked off,
tremibling in every limb.

CHAPTER VII,
A MIDNIGHT CONFERENCE.

DWARD OSWALD
E HANDFORTH felt
positively weak.

He had heard so
much that his brain was
quite confused. Two facts
stood out only. Firstly, he

knew that Guy Sinclair was a far greater
raseal than anybody had believed, and
secondly, his faith in Mr. Beverley Stokes
was tremendously increased.

More than once he had felt like spring-
ing out of his concealment, and knocking
Qinclair down. Only by a supreme effort of
will-power had he restrained these warlike
urgings, Me had been thrilled through and
through at the eund, when Mr. Stokes had
floored the rascally senior,

Fven now Handforth couldn’t move. for
Sinclair was lying on the ground close Dby,
arcaning and cursing, It seemed an age
hefore he dragged himself to his feet, aud
reeled off across the Triangle. -

“By George!”’ breathed Handforth
huskily. “The cad! The crook! The
horrible beast! T'm blessed if I can under-
stand why old Stokes didn’t slaughter him
on the spot. 1le’s only a reptile, and
reptiles ought to be exterminated.”

He moved out of his corner and nearly fell
headlong. His left leg had gone numb, aad
when he rested his weight upon it he
simply collapsed. He lay there, suffering the
peculiar tortures of *“pins and needles,’””

while his eirculation restored itself.
“ My hat!” he breathed. *“ Never had my
leg go to sleep like that before. Must be

something wrong with me!”

However, after a few minutes his alarm
evaporated, and he was able %o gef back
itto the Aneient House. Ie didn't quite
know what to do, but he certainly had no
intention of keeping this infermation to
himself. He eoulda’t have kept it to him-
self if he had tried. To begin with, he
wouid take Chureh and McClure into his
eonfidence—-"'

“What on earth's that?” said somebody.

*

L]
k

1 forth.

Handforth pulled himself up with a jerk.
He had reached the upper corridor and was
within a few feet of his own dormitory. A
figure loomed up, and revealed itsell as
Fentoa of the Sixth.

“Only me,”” suid Handforth breathlessiv.

_“\‘f}l_itt are vou doing out here at mid-
night? demanded the Captain of St

Frank's, “You ought to have been asleep

i hours ago.”’

141 If
doing ¥ |
“I've been having a long talk with Wilsoa

it comez to that. what are you

and  Biggleswade- But why should I
give you any explanations?” said Fentou

warmly, *Unless you can give me a prett.
go0d explanation 4

“Chuck it, Tenton!" interrupted Hand--
forth. “I've made some startling dis-
coveries.  We'd better hold a meetine at
once,”’ he added, as a new idea came to him.
“It's a vital matter, and we want to be
fully represented, every Form.”

“What in the world—-"?7

“You, Browne, Hamilton, and even my
minor!"” went on Handforth tensely. * Then
we shall have the skippers of all the Forms.
except the Fourth, but we can't get Boots
over from the Modern House., They're not

worth counting over there, anyhow!” he
added. *We've got to do something on the
spot.”

*We have!" agreed Fenton grimly. “At
least, vou have. The best thing you can do
i3 to coal down and get to bed.  You're
excited ahout something, but it’ll probably
wait until to-morrow——"=

“Tt won't wait a minute!” snorted Hand-
“I've found out why Sinclair has
such power in the West House.  I've dis-
covered why Mr. Stokes atlowed the beast
to cet himself up as a dictator. Now then!”’

Iven Fenton was somewhat impressed—but
dubious, at the same time. He had heard
of Haundforth's discoveries before. In nine
cases out of ten they had turned out to he
mares’ nests,

“ Well, we can’t talk here,”
“ Your veice i3 none too quiet,
Come along to my room——"’

* Without wishing to intrude upon a per-
fectly private conversation, may I be
allowed to ask if this nuisance is abso-
lutely mnecessary?”® inquired a plaintive voice
from a  neighbouring doorway. ¢ Ah,
Brother Fenton and Brother Handforth. 1
was already aware of the one, but not of
the other. We are not in the midst of
another revolt, I trust?”

“J thought he'd wuke somebody!” growled
Fenton. °* Sorry, Browne—l tried to calm
him. but vou know what he is.”

“ Alas, too well!” sighed Browne,

“ Look here, Handforth, we've had enough
of this,” went on the school -captain.
““Come alopg to my room and I'll give you
two minntes to get it off your chest., You'd
hetter come, too, Browne.”

he said.
Handfortl.



Willianr Napoleon
silken dressing-gown round himself, and
nodded.

is alwa Nk wel-
come, In any
¢ Something

‘¢« An invitation, of course,
come—but I should have
case,”? he observed smoothly.

tells me that Brother Handforth is bura,-tmﬂ. _

You will say that this
information is unreliable. And I will grant
that you are justified. But with my own
peculiar intuition I detect the genuine from
the counterfeit. In a word, T am prepared
to wager that Brother Handforth is in pos-
-esbmn of the genuine article.”

¢« We cshall soon know for eertain,” said
Fenton briefly.

He 1led the
Browne hurried

with mformatmn

way to his bed-room,
off to feteh Nipper,

tory, and raked. out his minor. If anybody
else: had suggested. the attendance of Willy,

there. would have been loud protests from.

Edwa,rd Oswald,” But as_ it- was one of his

own . IdE&‘S it was natulally in perfect order.

It was’ very seldom that Handforth found

any use for his minor, but this time -he
was: qmte keen.

‘“Fve  got- hold of some sta1tlmw news,
my:. Tad,” -he said, 2s he hustled Wllly out
of - ihe dormitory.. ‘““ Bu;, rementber, no
:mmg from you! I'm taking you imto my
Lonﬁdence because you might he useful.” -

« Thanks,”” said Willy. Al the same,
it’s
the sake of one of your illusions.” -

‘““Yon- cheeky young ass!. This is a h:g
horiour !> snorted his major. “You seem
to  have "an uncanny influence over the
Third, so it’s important that you should
know. You've got to work up a “revolt be-
fore long—that's why you're heing taken
into the secret.” )

“Fine!” yawned Willy, without en-
thusiasm.

He hadn’t an atom of faith iIn ais
major’s ¢ wonderful discoveries.” He was

quite prepared to learn that t1he whole
thing was a mere phantasy. And when
they arrived at Fenton’s Dbed-room they
found Dick Hamilton there. ‘s

“Good !’ said Handforth briefly.  f We're
all here now. Willy, shut the door! I'm
going to give you fellows a shock.”

“We are well armoured,” said Browne.
“In fact, I can safely say that we are ali
shock-pronf. But do your best, Brother

Handforth. Proceed “itll the hair-raising
details.” :
“Well, in the first plare Sinelair has

heen blackmm]mﬂ old Stokes ever since the
beginning of terrn » said Handforth impres-
sively. ¢ He found out that Stokes visited

a ratten ni-:rht-club on New Year’s Eve, and

>
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but
and .
Handforth penetrated the ‘Third-Form dormi-.

a bit thick digging me out of bed for;

+ out Nipper

Browne wrapped his | he foreed Stokes to appoint him Head Pre-u

fect of the West House.”
“Rats"’ said Nipper: bluntly.
“Piffle ! grunted Willy.

‘*“Sounds a bit tall, at any
mented Fenton. . .

“Tt would be no
that - the statement - is
dicular,”” remarked Browne.
time, I am prepared to believe it.
already observed the glint . ol
Brother Handforth’s eye.”

Edward QOswald glared.

“I'm glad somehody’s got some sense,
anvhow !’ he growled. “If you don’t lm-.
lieve me, vou ecan go and "eat coke! ‘Il
conduet this affair mwelt"”

4 But how do you know——> Degan Fen-

at{ P eont-
uaggemtzon -to say
somewhat perpen-
“ At the same

I have
truth .in

ton.

“I heard evewthrnw,” said Handforth
eagerly.

- And after a httle inducement he con-

descended to explain the circumstaneces in
detail. For once he found no necessity to
colour his stopy—it was quite vivid enough
without any of his assistance. And he told
it with conviction, too. The others had
seldom seen Handforth in such an earnest
}rqoad. They were Eﬂmpellgd to believe
m. & B

“Well, of course, this puts a different
complexion on the whole thing,” said Fen-
ton gravely, when he had  heard all. “ W
can quEIStdnd why Mr. Stokes gave Sin-
clair such a lot of mpe. “But I don’t quite
like that. bit about the night-club. 1f it
hadua’t been a dlsgraceful visit, why shon!d
Mr. Stokes suﬁei fmm Sinelair’s  black-
mail ???

“He couldn’t d(} an}thmgz else,” pointed
shrewdly. ¢ 1It’s qu:te clear
that Mr. Stokes’ lips are scaled. He can’'t
say anything until he’s released from that
promise. Yoor chap! What a horrible fix
to be in!”

“Let me suggest t—hat. we lock this secret
within our hearts,’”” put in Browne. ¢ Let
us stow it away, and turn the key. Merely
out of respect for Mr. Stokes, we must
fhiopour his secret. And  while appearing to
be disinterested, we will be unknown sym-
pathisers. Any monkey business, however,
and we will give concrete evidenee of our
strength by joining the revolt.”

¢ That's a serious step to econsider,” said
Fenton quietly. ¢ Mind~ vou, there's no
doubt that the West house was justified.
We know it mow with even greater convie-
tion.”’

“ Browne’s right,” said Nipper. “If this
new Head tries to turn us agaipnst Stokes’
men—well, we ought to point-blank refuse
to have anything to do with it. T'm pre.

pared to. instigate a revolt in the Remove,,
an}how We've got to show Stokes that
we're with him all along the line.”’

“Same here,” agreed Willy. “I'll stand"
by with the Third. There’s only got to he
a signal, and you can rely on the Third to
a man.”



“ And the Fiith, of course, is
Brovwne. “ A whisper from
Fifth is at my beck and call.
nic assure youw, has been
kinduess alone.”

Even Fenton—notwithstanding his
sibility as Captain of the qchool—-cmmi not
hold out against such unanimous

asm., He agreed that he would

me, and {the
And this, let
accomplished by

have the

_ ; naturally
chedient to my slightest whim,” commented

respon-

enthusi-

seacoast home, just beyond Caistowe
There had been a sharp frost in the early
hours, and it still held. The air was crisg
and invigorating.

The mmmander“ butler was superinfend-
ing the fixing of baggage on a somewhat
.mcwnt touring-car. The footman was ¢ step-
ping lively ” in obedience to orders, and
both he and the butler had the appearance
of old salts.

Rntll ready if the rest of the Ancient House Commander Rudd’s household was a
leaders decided upon a sympathetic rebel- { curious one.
lion. _ Like many seafaring men, he was a
But if Simon Kenmore's word wax any- | bachelor, and he had no particular use for
thing to go upon, there would be no need | women. In fact, the only woman ia his
of further revolt. Commander Sampson [ household was the housekeeper—and she
Rudd was the one man to settle the trouble ! was the wifle of his gardener. Incidentally.
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Quy Sinclair literally had his own words flung down his throat, and he was
lifted cleoan oft tho ground by thea force of the blow.

with quiet dignity and comman-sense” expedi-
‘EUH,

But how could the school be prepaved for
the unexpeeted?

CHAPTER \III
A SURPRISING DEVELOPYENT.

¢ TEP lively, ye lubver

—step lively!™

o] 2L, sipe

The household of
Commander Sampson Rudd
was in a state of subdued ex-
citement. It was morning,
February sunsbhine was  glinting
the .windows of the comfortable

the

and
through

| the

gardener was a retired merchant s

S

ea.
man,

The chauffeur, the butler, and. the foot-
man were ail men who had spent their
earlier vears on the seven seas. The house.
hold itself smacked of the foam, and in-
doors there wasn't a room mthout a tang
of the sea about it.

“ Everything'z all right,
footman.

¢ Sink my anchor! There's
rizht with you lubbers about!"” retorted
the Dbutler, in a growling voice. ¢ (Get
aboard, and bring Jiggs ashore! And look
lively, me lad.™

“*L, "L, sir!” said the

Comimnander Rudd’s

cir?* asked the

never a thing

footman, saluting.
butler was an autocral



Indeced, visitors to the house-

in - himself.

hold. were inclined to believe that the
butler was of more importance than the
master. Captain Phineas Boom was a man

who fitted his name to an extraordinary
degree. _ "

He was an old merchant skipper, a man
who had sailed the seas in every type of
eraft aficat—a man who had a supreme con-
tempt for ““steam.” In spite of his sixty
years, -he was. as active as a man half his
age. Short, stocky, and hroad-shouldered,
he looked well in uniform, and he was the
proud owner of a head of <curly red hair.
'Phere was- scarcely a grey one amongst
them. His face was ruddy and weather-
heaten, and clean-shaven, except. for an
aggressive tuft-at the end of his chin. His
eyes were overshadowed by .immense, bushy
brows. - :
 He had been with Commander Rudd ever
sinee the latser’s retirement—a matter of
ten: years, or more. And even. the com-
mander himself was afraid of this aggres-
sive oldi sea-deg.

"¢« Avast, shere!”” he
appéared at. the front door.
thne, Jiggs, ain't you??

¢The eceammander ain't ready yet, eap'n,”
said Jiggs

4« Tf'e. nene o' your business whether the
commander’s ready or whether he ain’t!”
retorted Captain Boom. < Your place is In
this lamdlubber’s craft!” he added, with a
econtemptuous glance at  the ear. *Get
aboard, an’ no back answers!”

- Figgs came down the steps gingerly, for
+{héy were rather frosty. He was a wizened
little ‘man, all bones and sinew. He had
been the commander’s body servani for over
twenty-five years—on sea and- land. Now
that he was asbore for good, he preferred
to -call himself a walet. - He and Captain
Boom understood one another perfectly. In
fact, they were the greatest of friends when
off duty, and spent many an hour together
of an evening. |

Peter Jiggs got into the car, and seciated
Irimself in front. e B * g o

¢ ¥a partieular hurry, ecap'n,” he said. m
an aggrieved voice. _ | © o

" “The whole thing’s wrong!™ declared the
hutler, with a glare. “ By all the sharks!
[t's a pity if we can’t have a «quiet time
in port without the commander starting off
on another voyage! A school, hey? 1 could
deal with them hoys beiter than the c¢om-
mander any day!? '

““Like as Rot*you could, cap'n.” agrced
Jiggs, nodding.

**At his time o' life he cught to settie
down, and keep his anchor fixed,’”” went on
Caplain Boom aggressively. “But what's the

roared, as :
e l‘akln‘! }-i}‘iil"

use? I've talked to him, but it's pot a
bit o goocd. By grog! 1'd like half a
chance 1to settle them boys myself! I'd
show ‘em!®

i “You would, eap'n, an’ it’s no good zayin'
you wouldn't,” nodded Jiggs.

a2 nian

snorted

}

“ Discipline—that’s what them young lub-
bers want!” roared the skipper. “‘I've
always held that the commander’s been too
lenient—too soft, in a way of speakin’., Like
iron, is he? . 1f they want iron, Jiggs, I'd
show ‘em the real thing’ . K

“Oh, well, it's no good talkin’,” said
Peter Jiggs., ““The commander sdys he'll
he back within the week., He's' the mar
for the job, cap’n—no good sayin’ he
ain’t 1 - o P

“Mzy I  be mistook .for a dereliet:™
;aptain Boom. ‘“So that’s your
tone, is ®? I'm the man for the job,
Jiggse—but what chance have T got? Not
onc in a thousand! An® who's to look
after you while you’re away? Sink my rum
rations! You'll be up to mischief at that
school, I'll be bound!?

Jiggs smiled peacefully. He was just
gloating over the thought that he would
escape the. attentions of Captain Boom for
a spell. They were hosom friends, but a
relief -was welcome now and again. .

It was one of Captain Boom’s peb vanities
that he was a much sfronger man than his
master. And he had always held that he

:could eontrol boys with mueh- greater suve-

cess.  He had first met the ecommander when

the latter was in control of a training ship,.

and he had always felt that he eould have

‘tackled the job in a far more able manner.

He- was feeling indignant uow.  Iis

“master’s” acceptance af the deputy head-

mastership’ of St, Frank’s was against hLis
own wishes. He considered the whole thing

- nuisance.” Anything that interrupted the

even tenour of the household was a

nuisance to Captain Boom. ~ .

And here was the commander starting off
on & mission to a public s¢hool!  1If it had
beet a sea voyage, the ecaptain  wonldn't
have minded <o much, . But even so,. he
would have raised strong objections unless
he was included in the trip. <

That was his main griévance now.  The
commander was merely taking ‘his body
servant, while Boom was to be left in
charge of the house. 1le didn’t like it at
all. But alfhough he'made a-lot of noise.
he knew that it was useless. -Commander
Rudd was the man at the helm, in spite
of all appearances. no

&

The captain glanced at an enérmous
watch. | . :
“Near to five Dbells, and he hazn't

appeared over the horizon!” he said gruffy.
“Where’s that lubber who sfeers this craft,
too? Things never go right aboard this
ship!  Always something wrong.”
“Na good sayin’ there ain’t,” mutiered i
Mr. Jiggs. s § . E B B .5
“May I look like a barnacle!” roared the
skipper.” “I want no back answers {from
vou———-" L .
“Quarrelling again?” asked Commander
Rudd, from the top of the. steps. “Upon
my. soul! You two are always arguing.
I'm surprised at, you, Boom. Can't vou




pive  Jiggs some peace  just  before  he
leaves?” ‘ ) ..
The stocky old skipper drew himself up

and saluted.

“All ready for sailin’, sir!™ he said
briskly. “Jiges, ye wizened up lump o
tarpaulin, get down the gangway, and

stand at attention! I do nothing but learn
ve manners!”

T Peter Jiggs promptly tumbled ont of the
ar, and opened one of the rear doors.
And at that moment Commander Sanpson
2udd slipped on the frosty steps and the
whole course of events at St Fraalts was
changed.

———— ik

CHAPTER IX.
CAPTAIN BOOM'S ERRAND.

OMMANDER

did the

thoroughly.

It was his [eft leg

that started the trouble,

There was just a touch of

*  rheumatismm in  that leg,

althouch the commander would noft admit

it. He set his foot on the step heavily,
and the slippery. surface betrayed him.

The next second he went hurtling from

RUDD
thing

top to bottom-—mo slight accident for a
man oOf his heaviness and age. It. was

over before his servants could get anvwhere

near him. He lay at the bottom of the
steps,  groaning. .

“Howlin’ typhoons!” ejaculated Captain
Poom, rushing forward. ‘*Avast there,

Jiggs!  The commander’s sunk! Thoow a
line., blame ye!" ;

“Looks bad!” panted Mr. Jiggs.

They were by their master's side in no
fime, and tenderly hoisted him into a sit-
ting posture. The commander was Dbreath-
ing hard, but he was still guite conscious
of what was- going on. )

“Those infernal steps!” he muttered,
between his teeth. “It's all right, Boom-—
I'm not blaming you. Confound it, my
leg—- Whoa! Steady, Jiggs—steady!

Something broken, by the feel of it!”
There was no doubt that the com-

mander’s accident was serious. His face

was screwed with agony, and when his meh

attempted to lift him further, he bade
them cease. He sat there, breathing
rweavily, his face rather pale.
“Best  fetech a  doctor, sir,” suggested
Jiggs, with concern. “It won't take me
many minutes. "
“No, Jigos—it’s not so bad az that”
muttered Commander Rudd. “I'1in better
# now. I think it's only a sprain. But I

shall be Iaid up, confound it, for days. Tt's
the left leg—and that leg’s aiwavs 2
nuisance.” ) .
A reg’lar nasty affair, sir,” agreed Mr.
Jdiggs.  “You'd hest lend 2 hand, cap'n.

away. Ile don't lonk anv tos good. and
108 no good savin' he do!”

i:lﬂi'f‘f‘d the skipper.
i

the and the

chauffeur
gardener had couie up, and between them
all they carried the injured man indoors.

}v this  time

The wnole household was in a stafte of
exciteruent and alarm. Just a trivial
accident—a skid on a frosty step-——and all
the St Frank’s governors’ well-laid plans
were set at naught!  Fate engineers some
curious pranks,
In spite of
doctor was
when he

the commander’s
telephoned for
arrived on the scene he found
Captain Boom and Peter Jiggs applyving
cold water Dbandages to an alarmingly
swollen ankle. The doctor made a swilt
examination,

“No boues broken,’
“But it must have
commander!”

“Yes, it shook me up pretty badly,” ad-
mitted the patient. “Any chance of getting
out soon, doctory I've gof an important
engagement to-day——-"

"Good heavens, man, you can’t move for
a fortpnight!” said the doctor. “Even then
yvouw'll have to go about in a bath chair.
I don’t want fo alarm you, hut it'tl be a
couple of months before you can walk with-
out a lLhmp.”

“But a sprained ankle——" protested the
commander.

“Sounds simple, but it isn’t—not in your
case, anyhow,” said the doctor. *“I shan't
let you move for three days—much less go
ouf anvwhere. Your oniy chance of
recovery is to rest that leg for two or three
weeks., You're not a young man, coin-
mander, and when the muscles are strained
to this extent they're pretty awkward cus-
tomers, You're going straight to. bed.”

“Well, I've got to obey orders, Y sup-
pose.” said the commander reluctantly.

“It’'s not a matter of supposition—I
know you too well to leave you to your-
self,” said the doctor grimly. “Man alive,
what about these bruises? You're simply
black and blue! You’ll be as stiff as a rod
within an hour.”

The medical man did not ftreat all his
patients in this fashion. But he had had
experience of Commander Sampson Rudd--
and unless he used the most emphatic
language, the commander was liable to
ignore him. And in this case the doctor
vas wholly in earpest.

Half an hour later the commander was in
bed—and glad to be there. He was hegin-
ning to realise that he was crocked for
many a week. Not only his ankle, but his
leg up to the knee was swelling ominously.
And the agony, when he shifted it, con-
vinced him that he had hetter go easy.

“Well, Boom, this is a mnice Kkettle of
fish!” he said. after the doector had gone.
“I gave my word that I'd be at St. Frank's
by eleven o’clock in the foremoon. What's
to be done? They're relyving upon me—and

orders, a
at once, and

¥

he said, with relief.
been a nasty fall,

e | T'm_stuck here helpless.”
We'll take the commander aboard straizht !

“There’s no denyin' you're derelict, sir.”
“Maybe I'd better use
le telephone--—"



 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“] shouldw’t like you to do that, Boom,”
said the commander, with a winece of pain.
L shall send you to St_.¥rank's—you’ll leave
at once, You’ll take a written mesgage
from me, and you'll make personal apolo-
gies to Sir James Henson. He's walting
or me now.” -

“'1, ’i, sir!” said Captain Boom.

“You'll explain exactly what bhappencd,
and tell Sir James how impossihle it is for
me to be there,” went on the commander.
“But I don't take much notice of the doc-
tor: ‘'Pell Sir James that I shall be at St.
Frank's within three or four days—-"

“Sink me for a shark!” interrupted the
skipper. “¥Ye¢’ll never do if, sir!”

“I'll trouble you, Boom, to allow me 1o
know my own mind!” snapped the com-
mander, “1’ve accepted this appointment,
and I'm going to stand by my word! If I
have 1o be carried in on a stretchier, I'll
he at St. Frank’s before the end of the
week.”

“It's too much for ye, sir.”

*You’'ll go off without any delay,” con-
tinued the infured man. “You’ll take Jiggs
with you, and take possession of my quar-
ters. Stay there until I arrive, Boom.
1t’s rather a good idea—you’ll make things
home-like for me before 1 turn up. And if
Sir James wants to make use of you—con-
sider yourself under his orders.”

Captain Boom knew hetter than to raise
any objections, He knew every one of his
miaster’s moods, and he knew that there
would be no getting out of this affair. He
was particularly indignant at the ithought
of placing himself under the orders of a

stranger. Bul he saluted, and grunted his
assent. .
Then he made his preparations. In a

very short space of time he ehanged his
clothes—donning a full skipper’s uniforn—
a gorgeous outfit with brass buttons and
any amount of gold Lraid. Captain Boom
never left his master’s premises unless he
was in uniform. It was one of his fads.
By the time he was ready he looked -even
m%}‘e impressive than the commander him-
self.

“We've got orders to sail for this blamed

school, Jiggs!” he said, when he weni
downstairs. “May I never cross the Line
again if this ain’t an indignity! Don’t

stand there starin’, yve Iubber! Get aboard,
an’ sec that the steersman’s at the helm?”

“1, 5, sir!” said Mr. Jiggs.

Five minutes later they were rattling off
for St. Frank’s in the somewhat ancient
touring ear, and within half an hour they
had arrived. Jiggs remained in the hall
while Captain Boom was cseorted to the
Head’s sindy. It happened that Tubbs,
the Ancient House pageboy, was on the
spot, and it was he who ushered the visitor
in. ‘

“Commander Samnson Rudd, sir!” he
announced importantly,
Tubbs had made a purely natural mis-

take. Captain Boom had made uo mention
of his name, but Tubbs had made free usze

l

of his ears during the morning, and he was

well aware that Commander Rudd was
expected.
“Welcome to St. Frank’s, Coemmander

Rudd!” exclaimed Sir James lenson, rising
from his chair, and coming forward with
extended hand. “I feel that a great load
has Deen lifted from my shoulders. On
behalf of the Governing Board, 1 can
assure you that we have every confidence
in your abilities to quell this lamentable
revolt—and to conduct the school with sue-
cess until Dr. Stafford is well enough to
return.”

Captain Phineas Boom opcned his mouth
to speak, but for onee his tongue was tied.
This was about tLhe last thing he had
expected—but he was not entirely uncon-
scious of the honour. The geutleman had

mistaken him for his masier? It was
partly Tubbs® fault, but Sir James was

evidently impressed by the skipper’s appear-
alice.

Quite privately, Sir Jamey had felt a cer-
tain tinge of astonishment at the weather-
heaten appearance of this distinguished
officer. He had expected t0 see a more
refined-looking man. But - the skipper's
uniform, and his general air of authority,
made it impossible for Sir James o dream
that he was making a- mistake. He could
not be blamed for taking Captain Boom for
his eminent master, Incidentally, Sir James
was short-sighted.

If the other governors had remained at
St. Frank’s, this confusion could never have
occurred. Sir James, ot course, had never
seen either Commander Rudd:- or Captain
Boom.

“The honour's mine, sir,” stammered the
skipper, at length, as he took the extended
hand. “I’'m here to obey orders. I’'ve come
aboard this craft with the determination
to do my duly uniil she’s seaworthy
again.”

“Br—exactly,” said Sir James mildly. *“A
sonfewhat quaint expression, Commander
Rudd, but I gather your meaning.”

“But ye've made a little mistake,” went
on Captain Boom, as he sat down. “The
fact 13, I'm not prepared to take full
command ”

“Nonsense, sir,” interrupted Sir James, in
siidden alarm, “Gleneral Milton and Sir
John Brent have-informed me that every-
thing is arranged. You cannot hack out ofg
it now, commander! Under no eircum-
stances can 1 counienance such a thing.
This crisig is vital. A firm hand is ahso-
Iutely necessary without a minute’s delay!
You must take control from this minute
onwards.”

Captain Boom uttered a kind of hoarse
roar. His ruddy face became intensely
flushed, and he stared at Sir James with
oleaming eves. An idea had come to him—
a sudden, devastating idea. For a moment,
he was taken off his feet, but he was no
fool. '

He had been
Sampson Rudd.

mistaken for Commander
Sir James was perfectly
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willing to place the school under his con-
trol!  What a chance to show what he
could do when it came to controlling boys!

1t was the opportunity he had been wait-

ing for for vears—the opportunity he had

never expected. There was no fear of an
interruption from thce commander, for that
unfortunate mariner couldn't arrive at St.
Frank’'s for three or four days, at the
earlicst—and having sent Boom in advance,
he would make no iaquiriecs when Boom
failed to return. Besides, Boom could ring
himn up, and obviate any such contretemps.

“Take control from this minufe. ye sav?”
he roared., “Sink me for a derelict! Take
me to the bridge, an’ I'll assume
command!™

CHAPTER X,

TROUBLE IN THE REMOVE FORM-ROOM.
R. CROWELL rapped

his desk sharply.
“This 1s too bad!”
he exclaimed, with
suppressed indignation, o |
have never known stuch rest-
lessness! Iandforth, how
many ore times must I
speak to you?  De Valerie, don’t shift
about like that! Fullwood, behave your-
seit! This is getting beyond all endurance.”
The Remove, or at least, the Ancient
Iicuse half of ihe Remove, was certainly
very restless. It was close upon time for
dismissal, and none of the fellows could
scitle themselves to work,

One reason for this was the condition of

the West House. The fellows were far
more interested in the rebels than in their
work., Iessons grated upon them when they
knew that so many of their Form fellows
were enjoying the thrills apd uncertainties
o{ a barring-out.

But the present acnte restlesznes:z was
mainly caused by tha throbbing of a motor-

car. Kverybody had heard it passing under
Big Arch, and going on across the inner

court to the Head's private residence.

There had bkeen all sorts of wild rumours
that morning.  Nebody knew anything
cefinitely, except the one concrete fact that
a deputy headmaster had been appuinted,
and would be arriving before lunch. v

At one time several of the juniors had
serambled to the windews to look out. and
Mr. Crowell had been obliged to distribute
Iines with a heavy hand.

~ Handforth was the worst culprit. Ao
Crowell had given him lines until he was
tired it. He had caned him twice, but
these  punishments made no difference.
Handforth was still as bad as cver.
When he wasn't whispering to Church he
was whispering to 3eClure, and now and
azain he would forget himself, and call to
somebody across the Form-room. And on

H
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manded him to sit down.
azain now.

“Handforth, I am getiting
hoarse!” said Mr, Crowell plaintively. “1
have punished vou until the very word is
meaningless, and you show absolutely no
signs of improvement. 8it down, sirl”

*But I'mm not the only one, sir!” pro-
tested Handforth. “We're all anxious to
know what’s happening 2 '

“Handforth, will you sit down?”’

“Certainly, sir; bnt—"

“I d> not wish to enter
ment.”? |
“There's a motor-car outside, sir—"
“Handforth,” stormed Mr. Crowell,
“leave this room!”

“Eh?" gasped Edward Oswald. " You--
vou mean—-—>7

“I am no longer able to stand you, Mand-
forth!” roared Mr., Crowell. “1 am posi-
tively exhausted. Go at once! I will attend
to you when I have morc strength. I have
rever been so disturbed!®’?

“But I don’t want to worry you, sir

“Will you leave quietly, Handforth, «r
shall I throw you out?” shouted the ¥orm-
master furiously., “This incident shall
reach the ears of Mr. Lee—miake no mistake
of that! Go, sirt!”

*0Oh, well——"

“This very insfant!®’

Handforth left his seat and departed from
the Form-room. He badly wanted to get
out, but he had had no wish to lecave in
this fashion, e waz extremely softhearted,

And he was up

positively

into an arzu-

*

and Mr. Crowell’s plaintive tone had
touched him. iz one desire was to remain,
and to LKkeep silent, in respeet of Mr,
Crowell’s wishes.

Dut it was too late now, and he walked
moodily down the passage and torned into
the lobby. Tlhen he wandered out of the
School House, took a glance under Big
Arch, and grunted wherp he saw no waiting
car. Evidently it had hecn taken away to
the garage, or had ieft thie schoo! preniiscs
atogether.

e had no further interest in the new
Head. All his thoughts were with Mr.
Crowell, and wondering how he could make

amends, There was sonlething humiliqting
in being turned out like a naughty chitd.
It was alimost as bad as being told to

ztand in the corner. :
Handforth went hot all over as he thought

of it, and he entered the Ancient louse,
He aidn't even think of going into “the

Square to =ee how the rebels were getting
on. Yet all that morning he had positively
fumed for an opportunity to hear the latest.

Just inside the Ancient House lobby he

heard a footstep, and lcoked up. Then
he paused,. confused.
“Hallo! What are you doing out here

hefore lessons are over?” aske& a checrful,

- 31X diztinet oceasions Mr. Crowell had com- pleasant voice. “And dou't you look glum.



Cheer up, Ted, things aren't so bad as all

that!®’
The
Beverley Stoke

Suminers, Mr.
Sne was

newcomer was Mary
3’ charming niece.
looking just a little more serious than
nsual, but she still retained the merry
twinkle in her dark eoyes. There was some-
thing very fresh and winsome about her,

“I—J— Oh, as a matter of fact, I just
came out for a stroll!” stammered Hand-
forth.

“Po you uauau} conme out for strollzs like
this?”

“Well, not exactly,” admltted Handforth.
“The fact is, I upset e¢ld Crowell, and he
hoofed me out. I deserved it, too!” he
went on grufflyv. 1 didin’t realise it at
the time, bhut I drove the poor old chap

almost off his rocker. 1 dow’t like being
turned out.”” -
Mary looked at hnn gravely. There was

something very simple about Handforth, for
all his aggressiveness. If he ever did any-
thing wrong his first tﬁsk was to blurt out
his rfmlb to mmebody His honest con-
gscience wouldn’t. allow him to retain any
gnilty secret. |

“You mnstnt worry,” a'ud Mary softly.
“Just wait until AMr. Crowell comes out,
and then. .apolo-'*he to -him. He's quite a
good sort; he won't keep up any ill-feeling.
Haxe you }Ld"d about the new Head”?

Handforth felt more cheerful.

“No, what's he like?” he asked eagetly.
*That's what the row was about, really.
We’ve all been keen on hearing the latest.”

“Well, I haven't actually seen him, but
Tubbs has,” replied Mary. * And Tubbs
says he’s enormously broad and terribly
fierce. A& man with red hair, and gleaming
uniform. He's a naval commander, you
know.” o

“Then Lhat last rumeour was right?’’ asked

Handiorth, taking a deep breatn. *‘ My only
hat! lancy ap)omtm” a giddy sailor as
Hecad of St, Frank’s!” .

“But 1t’s only a femporary thing, of
conurse,”? said Mary, *Jt's quite likely he’ll

do wonders.”
“Yes, if he sets to work the right way,”

admitted Hand{orth. “The only thing Iis
to give the rebels a hearing, and scltle
the thinz peaceably. But look herc, what

about your uncle and aunt? I3 it absclutely
definite that Mr. Stokes is sacked?”

“He wasn't sacked,” said Mary
dignantly. “ He resigned!’’

“It sounds hetter like ihat—but it comes
to the same thing,” declared Edward
Oswald. “1t means that we're going to lose
him, aoesn't it? And that means we'll
lose Mrs. Stokes, too, and you!’?

“Oh, I shall be going. soor, anyhow.”

“Y say, how rotten!” srunted Handforth.
“Why ecounldn’t you join the Moor View
School?”

in-

that,”
leaving

a possibility of.
1sn’d
e're all stayinz on for a
all ove_jr.”

“There's
smiled  Mary. ”Unele Barry
at once, thourrn. We
week, until this trouble's

“And what then?”

“Tm afraid uncle will have to leave
vo00d.”’ - 2

“IL's
aleamning
wasn't
revolted.
Sinelair . v

“Blackmailing!” echoed Mary,
his arm. *“Oh! I always thought—’
She paused, and looked at himx with sudden
alarm. “What do you know, Ted?” she
asked.

“Nun-nothing !’ stammered -Handforth.
“Only what I've always thought, you know.
Sirclair's a beast. And your uncle’s as
true as a die. If you think we're going to
let him go, you're wrong!” 3 =

“YWhatever do you mean?”

¢ven

~

107

a shame!” snorted Handforth, with
eyes, *“Mr. Stokes is O0.K. It
his fault that  the West House
1t was that

“Well, just between ourselves, the .&nment’

House isn’t going to stand by and see your
un«¢le sacked,” replied Handforth- grimly.
*Unless he's asked to withdraw his resigna-
tion there’ll be another revolt.,

not a rumour, either!” -

Mary was about to ask hlm some m"er 2
Il‘led '

questions when the Triangle becameé
with sounds. The juniors: had’ dismissed,
and were pouring ont of the School House.
Indeed, before Mary could say anything,
Nipper ecame bustling in. He removed hig
cap - at once. .

“Hallo, Mary!”? he said chee_rlu]l
“IMope I haven’t kept you waiting?”

“No, I was here bhefore time,”’
Mary, with sparkling eyves. *Oh,
wonder if you conld wait a minute while I

fetch some money? I forgot all about
it—7" ¥
- "You don't want any money,” said Nipper.
“Tse mine——"
“Only lendings,” interrupted Mary. “I've
cot 1o buy some things for Aunt Joyce,
and——’’ :
Handforth stood t(here, utterly bhlank.
Mary had seized Nipper's arm, and they

were both hurrying off across the Triangle,
and he had been left flat. Even Handforth’s
slow-moving brain appreciated the fact that
he was a mere nothing now that Nipper hail
come along. Why, Mary hadn't even said
good-bye. She didn't even care tuppence
about him. -

“My only hat!” he muttered dully.

“0h, here you are, Handy!”’ said Church
running up with McClure. “Hallo! Some-
thing happened‘?" he added, giving his leader
a curious glance,

“It’s only Mary!” said McClure with a
snort. ‘‘sShe's just gone off with Nipper.
It’s no good, Handy, you've got to acknow-
ledgae facts when they

fore. Nipper’'s the chap she’s keen on.

grasping

blackmailing -

s

And that's

replied . .
Dick, I.

’re staring you in the
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advice, and payv solne attention
You've -starved bher for weeks;
Isn’t it about

Take Yy
to lrene.
ihe poor girl’s going thin,
inue you woke up?”’

He dodged, expecting one of his leader’s
rights. But Handforth was gazing dreamily
into nothingness. A warm light had come
into his eyes, a tender light. That idea of

BleCiure’s wasn’t so bad after all. Why
on earth had he neglecied Irenc for s0
longy

Alary Summers was a vipping givl, of

comsrse, but when 1% came 1o a4 comparison
wilh Irene Manners

Handforth took a deep breath and gave
a happy sigh.

[

think ecareful, or you’ll have the commander
to reckon with.”’ .

“By the time I've done, the commander
will be ready to admit that I'm the man for
the job!” declared Captain Boom with con-
fidence. *“Sink my rum rations! Leok
cheerful, ye old land crab! This thing’'s .
the biggest command I’ve ever tackled. An’
I’ll steer safely into port, too!™

They were both standing in the neat saile
of rooms which had been set aside for
Commander Rudd’s benefit. Captain Boom
was gaining more confidence every minute,
and he was gloating over this opportunity
to show his authority over schoolboys. One.
of the dreams of his life had come ftrue.
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ve 7 You're dismissed the ship !’

K Howling blizzards ! » thundered the Captain. *'So ye’ll insult me, will l

CHHAPTER . XI.
CAPTAIN BOOM TAKES COMMAND.

R. PETER JIGGS
looked thoroughly
d scared.

“1t's a chanece in
a lifelime, Jiggs, an’ 1
simply  couldn't aiss  it!”
Captain Boom was saving.
4 long as you don’t let on, I'm safe.
Pin ti command of the whole blamed fleet,
wnd it won't take me long to settle this
mitiny in one o’ the craft.’”
‘Melbe pot, cap’s, but ain’t it risky?”
Aered Jigygs, in an awed voice. *Seems to
e yeure takin® on a big order. You'd best

y J

LE T T

!

“But ain’t it dangerous?” repeated Jiggs,
his wizened face alight with keen anxiety.
“I ain’t thinking o' meself, cap'n; I'm
thinkin’ o> you. Trust me to keep mum.
But what about this Sir James? It won’t
take him long to smell a rat, an’ it’s no
good sayin’ it will!” .

“By grog!?’ breathed the skipper. “I
forgot, Jiggs; you wasn't born with any
brains, was you? Haven't I told you that
Sir James is leavin’ dock to-day? He's
sailin’ for Londoit within the hour. Yve
got the place in my own hands!” |

“Oh, well, if you say it's all right, I’m
game enough!’’ said Mr., Jiggs, without
taking offence. “But you're wrong, cap’n.
It won't be no easy matter to deal with



heard enough of
No good saying they amt”’
they’ll soon stand by

these schoolboys. I've
’em. Terrors.

“Terrors or nof,
when 1 start on ’em!” declared Captain
Boom grimly. ‘Mutineers, by hurricanes!

An’ me a skipper who’s mnever taken lip

from any man who’'s ever sailed before the
mast. Bmaf By the key of Dav3 Jones'
Jocker. D’xe think I'm seared o hoys?"”

Mr. ans was convinced at last, and he
entered into the spirit of the adventure.
As the capt‘un pointed out, it wasn’t his
mistake. + Sir James Henson had taken him
for Commnnde-r Rudd, and was willing to
leave the school in his hands. He had
practically ordered him to assume command.
And Commander Rudd- himself had told
Boom to taks any orders that were given
him., So the skipper felt that he was
perfectly safe.

Later on, toco, he would receive commenda-
tion from all. His master would praise him
for stepping into his shoes -at a ecrucial
moment, and the school Governors would
overvhelm him with rewards for dealing
with the mutiny im a masterly way. Cap-
tain Boom was out to show what he could
do! And he meant to have no half and
half business about this job!

But for his supreme optimism about the
outcome, he might have hesitated.
so certain of deputising successfully for
Commander Rudd that he entered into the
affair with zest. 1t was a splendid oppor-
tunity to justify many an argument he had
had with his employer. And as nothing
‘but good could come of ift, he wuas on
the right course.

aft,ér

Immediately lunch the school was
given instructions to colleect in Big Hall
without delay. There were no laggards.

From the smaliest fag to the most dlnmﬁ d
senior, the school con?remted with eager
speed. The only absentees were the in-
habitants of ~ the West House—and they
thought it rather unnecessary to attend.
For a very obvious recason, they remained
aloof.

Captain Beom had spenf an anxions hour
with Sir James Henson, particularly during
lunch.
formation he could regdrdmg the situation,
hut had assured -the new Head that the”
various Housemasters would give him par-
tieulars in full detail.

The captain was well able to hold Lis
own during lunch, as far as table manners
went.
butler for so long that he was not likely
to err in this reqpect So any fears that
Sir James may have had were allayed by
the skipper’s perfect deportment at table.

Sir James merely set him down as a
rough and ready sailor. His reputation was
sufficient guarantee that he was the right
man. Mnreover the chairman of the
Governors had arranged this temporary
appointment with his own lips.

He was

Sir James had given him all the in-.

~old characieristics.

He had scrved the eommander as a' |
dale,

It was all very comfusing to Sir James,
and he was relieved when he handed the
captain over to Mr. Stockdale and AMr.
Goole and Nelson Lee. He was aaxious tu
return to London, where he had business iu-
terests. He and the other Governers weio
content to leave St. Frank’s in the hands
of the ecommander. They had no desire
to come down again until peace was fully
restored.

The school received ¢ Commander Rudd ™
with astonishment, After all the rumours,
they had expected to see a somewhat re-
markable man—buf{ hardly a weather-bcaten
sea-dog of this type.

The f{ellows very dutifully gave him a
cheer when he was inftroduced. and they
were rather disappointed when he failed to
make a speech. The order for dismissal
came, and the school trooped cut to discuss
the newcomer.

Sir James caught the early afternoon
train, and left Captain Boom in sole pos-
session of the Head's residence. The other
masters held themselves ready for a con-
ference—which they confidently expected.
But no sumimons came, and there were many

conjectures.

“I confess that 1 cannot quite under-
stand  it,” said Mr. Stockdale, as he
chatted with Nelson ILce in the latter’s
study. - “Surely, the ncw Head will comn-
mence operations by holding a full  in-
quiry 7> _
L“()ne weuld imagine so,” agreed Nelson

ee.

““And yet he has searcely discuszed the
proplem at all!?? said Mr, Stockdale. ¢ Sir
| Jameg introdeced hine to us, and lhe has
now retired into compiete privacy, and

makes no move.”

“1 aopt very. puzzled,” said . (lson Lee,
frowning.,  “T find it difficult to believe
that this man has thoroughly satisfied the
Governors. I am not doubting his ability,
or his integrity. But he is searcely the
sort of inadividual to associate with his own
reputation.”

“ But there can he no mistake,

am not suggesting that,” said

o -
Nelson W ‘" But it is ¢uite a number
since Commander Rudd retired.

of vears |
many men deterjorate after

sirely?”

Unfortunately,
they leave active service behind.r I am only
hoping that the commander still retains Ris
But, at a rough venture,
hazard that he is not

shows every sign of a

1 should certainly
the man he was, He
coarsening process.”

“Iirink, perhaps??
shocked.

¢“1 am casting no asper'mna upon tﬁ-
gentleman’s c!mnctel“ * smiled Nelzan Lee.
“1 am merely saving that T am rather dis-
appointed in him. I fear the bhoys will not
engender much regspect for him. It was
ahsolutely essential that we should have u
man of culture and refinement.”

“Commander Rudd was obviously a

suggested Mr., Stock-

man

of that type in earlier years,” agrced Mr.



h-:‘:.\ . I‘-.‘ ;
“‘_;‘_ f?'-?-f
Qtockdale., < Otherwise he would not have
his splendid reputation. Bub, judging Dby

the man himself, 1 agree with you that
he shows signs of detferioration.”
In the meantime, Captain Boom decided

upon action. e
He was not inclined to copy the com-

#mander's methods. He had no belief in
holding lengthy inquiries and long-winded
investigations. His policy was to strike,

and reduce an enemy to terror by slieer
force. This system had never failed on
board his own ships, in earlier years, In-
quiries were no good when a deck-hand_ be-
came unrulyv. It was force or nothing,

Buf the skipper failed to differentiate be-
tween the uncouth sailors of a past decade
and the refined boys of a modern public
school. '

He Eknew that the West House was in re-
volt—that the boys had barricaded theni-
celves within the buwilding, and would not
surrender. In the gkipper’s opinion, there
was only one thing to be done—and that
was to rout them oul by forece.

Tact was the one quality needed to deal
with this eritical situation, and taet was
the one guality which Captain Boom lacked.
There was every indication that trouble was
Jbrewing.

CHAPTER XIL
THE SPREADING TLAME,

LANG-CLANG-CLANG!
It was the big
school-bell ringing—

not for afternoon les-
sons, but to summon the
entire school into Big Hall.
Once again the fellows were
wer in that huge apartment—
and this time they felt that they would be
well rewarded, .

The new HHead was_going to start some-
thing! b

Guy Sinclair was shivering in his shoes.
Mure than once he had thought about tak-
ing Kenmore’s advice, and bolting, Mr.
Steckes was no longer to be intimidated,
and Rinelair could see nothing but disaster
ahead,

The Anelent House fellows were particu-
lagfly keen. Fenton and - Browne were
agXious, too. They were quite willing to
lead the seniors into a sympathetie revolt,
If the occasion demanded, but they were far
Imore desirous of maintaining peace.

The juniors were thoroughly excited.
There was a general feeling in the air that
tWis was to be an eventful afternoon. Even
!;!19 West House was agog with suspense.
Ihe rebels had been inactive for so long
t’hE‘t they were positively eager for some-
thing to happen. Idleness was the
factor which would reduce all enthusiasm
fo 2 minimum,

“There’s bound fo Dbe
Cug of this,?

] somethicg come
Morrow declared, as he dis-
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cussed the matter with Pitt. * We shall
probably be called to an inquiry later on. .
This new man won’t be mad enough fo start
any violence, We're too well entrenched.”

“It’ll be rather a pity if it fizzles ont,
though,” said Reggie Pitt, with a grin.
“We've got some splendid defensive methods
now, and it'il be a shame not to use ’em?”’

In Big Hall, the erowd waited impatiently
for the new Headmaister to appear. Prac-
tically all the other masters were on the
platform, -but Captain Boom Limself de-
layed his appearance. He had decided to
assume a guick-fire action—one that would
electrify the school.

Even the Modern House and the DastHouse
were heginuing to arousg, themselves from
their lukewarm condition. So far, they had
taken very little interest in the rebellion.
They considered that it was beyond Lheir
own province, being on the other side of the
Triangle. :

Captain Boom strode on to the platform
just when the school was beginning to grow
restive. In spite of his stoeky figure, he
looked rather impressive as he stumped to
the edge of the platform.

“I'm not a man o words,” he roared, in
his powerful voice. *“[’ve taken command

o’ this fleet to restore order—an’, by all
the sharks, I mean to do it! 'There's one
ship with a mutinous ecrew aboard, an’

we’re goin’ to storm her an’ get aboard.”

The school gasped.

“There’s no half-measures about me,”
went on the skipper grimly. * Every boy
who doean’t belong to the Ancient House
can get back to his own ship. All the
others stay here.”

There was considerable confusion for a
short time, but there could bé neo mistak-
ing the order. The Modern House and the
Ilast Houze fellows dismissed. By the time
they had all gone Big Hall was looking
somewhat empty.

““That's what I like to see—swift action!”’
said Captain Beom approvingly. ‘‘ Now, you
voung lubbers will fake orders. Those
mutineers have got to be routed out, anw’

-it’s your job to do it!”

The Ancient House gave a snort of disap-
proval.

“Not likely!”? |

“You can’t usze us as strike-breakers:”

“Why don’t you hold an inquiry?”’

“Sink my anchor!»® thundered Captain
Boomn. “What's  this? Stlence, you
mutinous swabs! Ye'll obey orders, or I'll
come down there and teach ye something!
Silence !*?

"The excited fellows cooled down.

¢ One moment, Commander Rudd,” said
Nelson Lee quietly. ““Don’t you think this
policy is rather unwise? Surely, there can
be no peace if you set one section of the
bovs againat the other?”

“I was abhout to say the same thing,”
put in Mr. Stockdale tensely.

They both spoke in low voices, so that
their words could nof carry beyond the



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Captain Boom looked rcund, and
The tuft ou his chin

platform, |
. hiis evebrows bristled.
stuck out. ‘ . ‘

1 waut no advice from my ofiicers!” he

retorted. ““1I'm sKipper of thiz ecraft, an’
1've never taken lip from an ofticer yet!
By sharks! Ye'll stand back, an’ leave
this to me!”

“ Good heavens ! muttered Mre. Stockdale,
aghast, '

He glanced at Lee, and there was a world
of alarm in his eyes. XNelson Lee had no
wisli to precipitate a scene in front of the
boys, so he wisely stood bhack.

“ As for you lubbers, look lively!” roared

the ecaptain, turning back to the school.
“Get ashore, an’ hold yourself ready for
action. Any young idiot who refuses to

obey orders will be put in irons!”

The Ancient House was taken utterly by
surprise. Never for a moment had they be-
lieved that they would be called upon to
storm, the West House. The thing was im-
possible. All their sympathies were with
the rebels, and it was hardly likely they
would fight—even at the orders of this new
headmaster.

“TUp, the Remove!” . yelled Handforth.
. *Now then, Browne—now then, Fenton.
Don't forget our arrangement! We're not
~going to stand this sort of thing, I sup-
pose? Let’s join the rebels!" '

“ Hurrah!”
“Down with tyranny!”
Big Hall was filled with a ccnfused roar

of angry voices, and even the Third-
F'ormers were as keen as the others upon

action, Willy Hasndforth had prinicd them
up well in advance.

In the midst of the commoation,
ran forward.

“One moment,
- sald grimly.
- In an instant Big Hall was silenf. The
. Ancient House waited breathlessly for Fen-
- ton to go on. He was the Head Boy, and
they were eager to take their cue from
- him. Moreover, Fenton was Captain of
. the whole school—and the most popular
. in all St. Frank's,

. “What's this?” roared the skipper.
- ¢ (zet back to the fo’c'sle, ye mutinous dog!

I'H take no——"’

- “I'd just like to point out, sir, that it is
absolutely impossibie for me to advise any
of these boys to engage in a battle against
the West House,”” said Fenton earnestly,
“It would be most wunfair—and very
dangerous. Please reconsider your decision,
sip.M?

“Howling typhoons!”’ thundered the
skipper. “ Raging cyclones! What's this?
Who do you happen to be, vou half-baked
son of a landlubber?”

Fenton staggered slightly.
prepared to hear himself referred to in
that way by the Head. The rest of the
school was startled, and the masters were
positively aghast.

Fenton

Commander FRu.'d!” he

He was hardly

“T am the Captain of the School, sir,”’
said Fenton coldly. “1 know a good dea!l
ahout the whole situation, and I strongly
suggest a full inguiry into the cause of the
trouble. Mr. Stokes has been dismissed,
and it would be a big step in the right diree-
tion if yeu reinstated him until a fair
investigation has been made—" :

“Hear, hear!”

“Good eld Fenton!”

“Three cheers for Mr. Stokes!”

“HURRAH!”

The Ancient House fellows yelled them-
selves hoarse, and Barry Stokes, hearing,
those cheers in  Big Hall, wondered
what they meant. He would have taken
heart if he had known that they were for
him.

“Stop!” roared Captain Boom. * Avast
there! KEnough of this blamed mutiny. Mr.

Stokes was pald off by the owners, an’ he’'ll
not be signed on again by wme. An’ ye'll
obey my orders, or r

“ Hear that?” hooted Handforth. * He
won'f do anything about Mr. Stokes, and
we’ve got to obey his orders. Yah! "We're
not soing to obey a bounder of this sort!”

“Not likel¥!” shouted Nipper. “ Come on,
Remove! Let’s show the way to the others.

We'll do the same -as the West House-—and

hold a barring-out!”

“Hurrah!”?

“The Third's with you!” yelled Willy
Handforth. “In fact, we'll be out first if
you're not careful. Follow me, my lads!"™

The entire junior section of the Ancient
House crowded out of Big Hall in a noisy
moh. The seniors, under Fenfon and
Browne, walked out by the opposite door-
way. And Captain Boom stood on the plat-
form and raved.

He had started his regime at St. Fraok's
by adopting force, and the very type of force
that stood no chance of success. It was
just an example of how a lack of tact could
produce the most devastating results.

]

CHAPTER XIIL
THE ANCIENT HOUSE REBELS.

¢ INK me forga
mackerel!”
Captain  Phineas

Boom shouted out

the ejaculation as he stood

4 in the headmaster’s study,
five minutes later. One or

two of the Housemzsters had tried t6 detain
him in Big Hall, but he had shaken themn
off. Ilis one desire was to get away to .
himself. And now he stood in the Head's
study, breathing hard, and muttering
imprecations.

He was not only startled, but intensecly
alarmed.



Tle had received the shock of his life. It
was his first experience of schoolboys. In
theory he had quelled many a mutiny, but
in practice he had never attempted it. He
had indeed always regarded Commander
Rudd’s methods with a pitying contempt.

hey were successful methods, but slow and
{rl;adlous The skipper was convinced that
he could reach the same goal m a quarter
of the time.

It had seemed so easy fo hun, too. On
hoard ship he had quelled many a distur-
pance by ordering the bulk of his men to
att rek the nulcontents And such was his
® volcanic power, he had never failed.

Public schoolboys were not quite so easy
to handle. With sueh a great crowd of
them at his disposal, he had thought it

. perfectly simple to use them as an attacking

force. And within five minutes they had
revolied, and had joined the mutineers.
Even now the ‘sound of distant shouts

floated in through the window.

# Anything wrong, cap'n?”

Captain Boom turned round at the sound
nof the anxious inquiry, and found Mr. Jiggs

looking in the doorway. Mr. Jiggs was
ohviously nervous. _
“Matter. enough!” growled the skipper.

“Them blameéd lubbers have furned against
me, Jiges. There’s another craft mutinied.
But they mneedn’t think I'm beaten. I'll

. seftle ’em yet, the swabs!”
“Best get back to the commander and
report,”” suggested Mr, Jiggs. “It ain’t so

I reckon these

easy as it seems, cap’n.. _
an’ it’s no good

boys are a rare hauodful,
sayin’ they ain’tt¥
“By grog! I’'m not the man {o lower my

flag,” Jiggs!’? snorted Captain Boom. *“Ii’s
too late to go back now, anyway. I've

accepted this command, an’ I mean to stick

o .it. T'll not steer for port until I've
made ‘a success of this affair, Leave it to
me, Jiggs, we’ll soon have these young
varmints under control. Maybe I was a bit
"too hasty. [I’ll get the officers into it now;
I'll give orders for quick action!”

“Mebbe you're right—an’ mebhbe you
ain't!” said Mr. Jiggs gloomily. *“ But it
strikes me you’ve made a mistake, ecap’n.
Best steer for port I know what bm:, are!
l'\'ﬁ had seme of ’em. They won't take
uo more notice o you than they would of
o deck hand. Or if it comes to that_. an
adnmiral. Boys don’t take no count o’ rank.
They just fr(,t e\clted an’ theres no hold-
mg . 'em!”

‘I 11 ask for }our adwee when I nant ity
snorted. the skipper.:

my: '1ffai1‘ 4 said Mr.

“Well, this ain’t
Jiggs. duﬁ.mtlv “So.don’t you drag me ulto
it. You've took it .on. }l'rlll‘at_’l cap’n, an’
IJ 1dﬂrn's: hold with it. XNu good sayin’ I
f‘) » -

He walked ont,

in tha

And
was

thoroughly alarmed.
mea'ltmm the Ancient House

_uncouth mariner.

study,

hoys.

L

letting itself go with- & vengeance. Even
Fenton was enthusiastic ‘about the revolt.
He considered that the whale school had
been insulted by the appointment of this
It was a slicht on the
school. "Any fellow with an ounce of self-
respect couldn’t possibly take orders from
him. It was essential that theé fellows
should show their disapproval, and compel
the Governors to come to their senses,

Nohody guessed that the wrong man was
in control. Captain. Boom had been taken
at his word; he was accepted without ques-
tion as Commam‘er Sampson Rudd. Nelson
Lee perhaps was the only one who had a
vague suspicion that something was gravely
wrong. But this suspicion was not strong
encmtrh to allow him to speak. Indeed, he
h'u'dly knew of it himself. He. concluded
that Commander Rudd had taken the doun-
ward path- since his retirement.

As it happened, Nelson Lee was called
upon bhy- Captain Boom to attend the Head 3
with -every other master. ~ The
skipper was holding a cbnference which
demanded the presence of every Hame-
master and Form-master: =

And during this period the incLent House
let itself go. .

The servants were given ha!f an hour to
leave—everybody, in fact, was firmly told
that the House had heen. t,ﬂmn over hy the
And once again Mrs. Stokes .and Mary
Summers found themseh*en ejected. But
they went mllm"ﬂ;———“ladlv They knew-
that all “these boys.. belleved in Mr. Stokes,
and that this very revolt was '-pa-rth
engineered on his behalf, '

“It seems an awfully shabby tnck ty -
turn them out,’? said Nipper with a worried
frown. “But I don't see what els€ we éan
do. There might he a lot of trouble, and
we shouldn’t like them to be. involved.”
“Goods man!” . agreed Tommy Watson.
“We've .got:to think of the: ladies~—" -~

“Absolutely !’ . said Archie Glenthorne,
nodding. “I mean to say, we- can't, allow
them to be in any of this dashed turmoil,
what? Odds visions and {fairies! Mary’s
on the good old spot, laddies!’* Py

Mary Summers came up, looking flushed.

“1 say, we’'re perfectly willing to go, you
know!” she eéxeclaimed. “ But’ why shou}d
we? Aunt Joyce is quite ready to stay, if
you wouldn’t mind, and so am 1.7

“But the rmk"’ protested Nlpper
this man 1}

“We're ready to stand our chance with
vou fellows,” interrupted Mary. “ Besides,
we  could make ourselves- useful. Aunt
Joyce will hs cook for the entire rebel
camp. She'd love to be.”

“I'd better go along and see- her,’? said
Nipper briskly. “If she's really keen, we’ll
be only too jolly glad to have her here—e
yvou too, Mary.”
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It v.as settled within five minutes, and
Mrs. Stokes and Mary elected to remain,
Feverish activities were in progress every-
where. The Ancient House was guarded and
watched, and swift preparatious. were made
~for the defence of the House. And while
these things were going on the original
rebels were holding impromptu celebrations.

Cheers were exchanged across the Square,
and one side of the Triangle was entirely
devoid of control. Pitt{ and his men were so
overjoyed that they came out of their
stronghold and lent a hand in barricading
the Ancient House.

Ilalf the school was
other half looked on.

John Busterfield Boots of the Modern
Houze was one of the Fourth-T'oriners who
had been kecen on the rebellion ever since
the start. But he had never succeeded in
arousing the infterest in the others.

He redoubled his efforts now.

in revolt, and the

“Look at these chaps!” he roared, as he.

and a mob of other Iourth-Formers stood
in the West Sguare. *Isn’t it about time
yvou woke up, you bounders? Why
- shouldn’t we join in this rebellion? Let’s
make a thorough job of it, and bring it
to an end.”

“It's not our quarrel,” said Armstrong
of the East House. *“1t’s all about Sinclair,
and Stokes, and they’re nothing to do with
us."”

“He's right,
shaking his head.
- Boots snorted.

“A fine lot-of enthusiasts, aren't you?”
he shonted disgustedly. *“What the dickeus
does it matter whose quarrel it i1sY  If
every House joins the barring-out we shall
have peace within twenty-four hours, and
a good old spree in the meantime. Coine
on!  Who's game?’

“Dut these giddy Remove chaps are [ight.
ine to have Sinclair kicked out,” objected
Turner. “If the barring-out succeeds, it’ll
mean that Sinclair comes back to the East

Buster,”’ said Clapson,

Iouse. Thanks all the same—nothing doing.
Why, we should be fighting against our
owna interests!”

“Of course we shonld!” agreed Armstrong
warmly. “We got rid of Kenmore and Sin-
clair nicely, and now they're back again,
Do vou think we want to keep 'em?”

There was certainly something in his point
of view, and the East House fellows at least

were by no means keen on joining the
revolt, for, as Turner had pointed out, they
would he fighting against their own
interests.

So Buster Boot's efforts to involve the
Fourth were in vain. But half the school
was out of hand already, and there was
no telling what the next few hours might
hring.

But in the Remove there was a feeling of
supreme optimism.
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This new man had been brought te the
school to restore order, and he had
immediately incited another House to join
the rebels. Instcad of pouring oil on the
troubled waters, he had caused them to
gather their forces.

Wifh only one Xouse defying orders,
there had been a danger of defeat. DButs
with half the school in open mutiny there
was every prospect of swift and dramatic
vietory. I

——— e

CHAPTER XIV.
EVENTS MOVE SWIFTLY.

L HERE'S only one
thing to be done,
gentlemen, we've
gobt to use force!”

said Captain Boom gruffly.

“I'm new  here;  you're

familiar with these  craft.

I'm looking to you for suggestions, but, by
barnacles, these boys have got to be quelled
by force, or not at all!”

There was an ominous silence.

“There’s another ship mutinied, an' that
makes fhe position worse!’ went on the
captain. “It’s more than ever necessary
to bring these young lubbers to their
senses py—"

“Not by force, Commander Rudd,”’ said
Mr. Stockdale curtly. “I cannot counten-
ance this foolhardy poliey. Yes, I feel
hound to speak. You have bcen appointed
headmaster, but I claim the right to state
my views in consideration of my many
years of residence.”

“That’s enough!” roared Captain Boom.
“I've brought you all here to give my
orders, not to listen to objections!”

He was feeling rather less comfortable.
These schoolmasters were not so helpless «as
he had always thought them to be. And
Captain Boom was beginning to think of the
possibie consequences when the truth came
out.- Unless he seftled this dispute quickly

b he would be undone.

For the time being he had ceased to be a
butlet. The sudden accession of authority
had got into his head, and he fancied him-
self on the poop of an old windjammer again.
Otherwise, he would never have adopéed
such an aggressive, authoritative tone,

All these men were his superiors, and le
knew it. To keep his own end up, to main-
tain the fiction that he was Commander
Sampson Rudd, he was compelled to act
the part. Unfortunately, he took no trouhle
to copy his employer’s methods. Ile econ:
sidered his own to be better.

Captain Boom wuas a hearty, bluff old mari-
ner, as honest as the day, but absolutely
heopeéeless in his present environment. But
for the seriousness of the situation, the
whole affair would have been comical in the
extreme. Ile was doing an immense amount
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of harm without knowing it. But as this
harm might possibly result in ultimate good,
his advent was not so fatal as it might have
been. . . : -

The real Commander Rudd would have
gset to work methodically and deliberately;

, would have taken some little time to.
mresh out the truth, and rest 'in peace.
But Captain Boom’s methods “were liable
to bring matters to a head with a rush.
And then, of course, some sort of settlement
was bound to occur.

They came to a head all right!

The Head’s study was fairly well filled.
%, addition to the three House-masters, all
the Form masters were present—snuch”™ men
as Mr. Crowell, Mr. Pagett, Mr. Suncliffe,
and - Mr. Langton. And not one of them
viewed the situation with any optimism.
The new Head’s policy had left them bhreath-

less .with dismay. And they had been led

to believe that such good results would
follow! . :

““ You must realise, Commander Rudd, that-

while you are nominally the headmaster,
we cannot submit to apy rough-shod
methods,” said Nelson Lee quietly. “We
are all opposed fo your policy of armed
force.”’

“Ilear, hear!”

“The thing’s madness!?

“You can’t do it, Commander Rudd.”

“Sink my anchor!?” snorted the captain,
““Y know what I can do, and I expect my
orders to be carried out. You're my officers,
an’ L've never had anything bhut obedience
from olficers. When a man’s defied me, be's
regretted it.”

“But you are not om a ship now,” said
Nelson Lee curtly.

‘“That makes no difference!’’ retorted the
skipper. * Whatever my methods, you've
got to accept them, and help me. This
fleet is in'a state of disorder, an’ I’m here
to pull things together.”

““Then you cannot- do better than adopt
& policy of diplomaey,” interrupted Lee.

I suggest a full inquiry, a sympathetic
hearing of the West House boys. I am
Inclined to believe they had plenty of justi-
lication for rebeilion. You must be very
cautious, commander.?” , h :

" There’s no excuse for mutiny!” growled
the ¢ld mariner. “ P’ve dealt with plenty of
It @ my time, an’ even when the lubbers
have got a case, it’s no good admitting it!
f_-ir’;%ore order first, an' hold inguiries after-
ards.”?

M . . ?
That system is only satisfactory when

order AN be restared.™ said Mr. Stockdale
1_101; . “And I can see no hope of settle-
e Indeed, matters are far, far worse!
You have stirred up 2 hornets’ nest, sir—a
]tter;tl hornets’ nest!”

@ 'IEIEI‘E 1s still time to recover the situa-
511'011’ decl.ared Lee. ‘“Sinclair is the bone
: contention. The West House boys only
' em_anﬂ_l that he shall be deprived of the
ﬂﬁ_ad bretectship, and I stropgly suggest
1at their case should be heard. In common
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One of the upper windows had heen
flung open, and a bed was being
thrown out. [t was just one of those

objectless, senseless things that a
crowd of irresponsible ‘fraggers”™
will do. -

justice, it is the only fair course. I exceed-
ingly regret that Dr. Siafford did not take
that view.?? | - :
Captain Boom felt it necessary to assert
himself. The whole consultation was being
taken out of his hands, and he had colected
his ¢ officers > together in order to give
them his instructions. '

¢ Avast there!”” he roared. ““ By all the
Arctic blasts! Am I to stand here, listen-
ing to these mutinous words? You'll all
take my instroctions! These mutineers
have got to be stormed! You’'ll go and col-
lect the rest of the school together and
prepare an attack!”

“That is impossible!”” shouted Mr.
Crowell. ‘“Good heavens! I refuse to lend
myself 1o such a degrading exhibition!?®

“You must realise, commander, that you
are asking too much,” said Nelson Lee
grimly. “You have "already seen the folly
of setting the boys against one another.
The Ancient Jlouse has rebelled in syni-
pathy. What will happen if you proceed
with that course? Why, within an hour
the whole schivol will be out of hand!”



“ Not if these young landlubbers are deali
with firmly,” retorted the skipper, feeling
the ground slipping {from under him,
“You’ll get below,” he went on. glaring at
Nelson Lee. *1've had enough of your inter-
ference! I've a blamed good mind té6 put
you in irons!”

“My dear sir—-"

‘““ Insubordination abouard my own ship!”
roared Captain Boom., ‘“That’s what it is!
Gireat derelicts! Things have come to a
fine pass when a skipper can't give ovders
to his own officers! Get below! I'll deal
with vou later!”

“Am I to understand that T am expelled

“tain.
dismissed the ship!”

“Qo ye'll insnlt me, will ye? You're

Lee's words had sent him into a moment-
ary panic. It was the first hint hé had
received that his deception was penetrated,
and he sought to cover up his confusion
by an exhibition of violence. .,

““There is no necessity for you to dismiss
me,” said Lee. *1 had already decided to
submit my resignation. 1 regret, Commander
widd, that I c¢an no lenger lend my ser-
vices to the school. It is particularly
grievous at such a time, for all of us are
needed. 1 cannot, however, sufter the rh-
dignities you attempt to thrust upon me!’”

from this conference?” asked Nelson Lee \ _
grimly. “Ye've resigned, eh?’ snapped Boom.
L
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“This is utrageous——:* began Mr. [ “ Then get ashore, an' keep ashore! I %ant
Stockdale. none o' Yyour sort on my ship!”
“Don’t go, Mr. Lee!’f urged Mr. Goole. “In that case, you can easily dispense
“Sink my rum rations ! stormed the | with my services, too!’’ said Mr. Stockdale

skipper. “Have I got to tell you again,
you insubordinate land crab?’’ he went on,
turning to Lee. “I'll have you clapped in
irons—-"

‘“ The "~ whole situation iz impossible.”
interrupted Lee eurtly. *Naturally, I can-
not submit to this treatment, Commander
Rudd. I am addressing you as Com-
mander Rudd, but I am by no means sure
that it is your right name. There is a very
extraordinary——"*

‘“ Howling blizzards!™” thundered the cap

angrily, “I am whole-heartedly with Mr.
Lee, and you shall have my re:,lgnatlon at

once, Commander Rudd!”

Mr. Barnaby Goole was pale with: ag:ta-

tion.

“I must join in this protest,” he ex-
claimed breathlessly. “ While being amazed
that vou should have been appomted by the
school governors, Commander Rudd, 1
assume that you have full powers gver this
famous and dignified college. To remain
here under your jutisdiction is insufferable
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to a gentleman. I will join these other

22

——

“Y can do without the lot of you!”
shouted Captain Boom in desperation.
“What help are ye? When I suggest a
way to quell the mutiny, you desert me!
(et ashore—every man Jack of you! I'll
#cal with this affair myself—an’ 1’l] prove
that my inethods are the best!”

After that, of course, there was only one
possible thmcr to do. Iwerw master in the
FOOIN reawned on the spot.

Then, without another word to Captain
Boom, they walked out. In the corridor
#%hey paused, flushed and heated.

“This is ‘tppallln Mr. Lee!” panted Ar.
Stockdale. A dre.ldful situation! ‘YWhat
on earth can be done? We cannot allow
- this man to remain in control!®
" *“The thought is too much,” declared Mr.
Goole.

“Gentlemen, we must keep our heads,
said Nelson Lee quietly. “I am commced
that there is either a mistake or-a deliberate
attempt on the part of this man to fool
us. We have resigned, but I am certain that
it will be a temporary business.”

“But what can be done?” asked Mr.
Stockdale agitatedly.

“While Commander Rudd remains, our
only course is o disassociate OUI‘\ehe:: with
Ulc scheol.”

““But there may be an appalling catas-
huphe”’ protested Mr. Pagett.

“I hardly think so,”’ replled Lee. *“The
school will be devoid of masters, but even
if the boys lose their heads for a time, they
will very quickly come. to their senses.- In
the end, it may be the betfer way. In any
case, we cannot remain here to be brow-
beaten by this uncouth seaman!”

“You suggest that we should leave the
school??”’

“We can do npothing else, Mr.
dale,”” replied Lee. ‘‘If we remain, we shall
“probably be involved in the \ortex Com-
mander Rudd has been appointed by the
‘school governors, and the responsibility is
entirely theirs. Let this man control the
‘school if he can. It is none of our business.
“There can be no question "of desertion on
our part, for it is impossible for us to
“remain.”’

“Then I suggest wiring to the governors,
and following by the first available train,”
dechured Mr. Pagett. ¢ Our united arrival
in London will be suflicient to convinee the
governors that drastic action is necessary.”

“But what of the school?” asked Mr.
Stockdale. * Good I tremble to
think——""

“‘You need not regard our departure as
an act of desertion, Mr. Stockdale,”” said
Lec¢ quietly. < Commander Rudd has deter-
mined to take drastic action, and that will
inevitably lead to a general revolt.”

-“But if we remain we may quell—’

‘*‘Have no delusions on that point, Mr.
Stockdale,” interrupted Lee. ‘“The boys will
‘take no notice of us, The feeling is already

heavenc!

Qi 1.
Stock . ever heﬂrd of such piffle?

high, and we should do more harm than good
by remaining, for our orders would only
be flouted, and our authority ‘would be
]t‘:‘f)pdldh{.fj for good. If I thought for a
moment we could do anything, I weuld
suggest staying. But we snall only lay our-
selves open to humiliation and assault. If
the school is determined to rise, let it rise
against this newcomer, and not against its
xeceﬁnxaed masters.”

Nelson Lee's suggestion was a shrewd,
far-seeing one. Ie could tell that the flame
of rebellion had got beyond control, and that
it was only a matter of an hour or so before
the wliole school was involved.

The new headmaster had precipitated the
trouble, and it was only meet that he shouid

take all the responsibility,

CIIAPTER XV,
THHE LAST STRAW.

" EARD the latest??
gasped Bob Chris-
tine excitedly.

He ran up fo a
group of Modern. House
juniors in the Triangle, and

he was breathless "with  the
import of bis news. Other groups of fellows
were standing about everywhere, watching
the two rehel Houses, where defen:}we pre-
parations were still dewlopmg
“ Something fresh?” asked Boots. “ We
don’t kmow which to believe, and which
not to believe.”?
“But this is officiall” panted Christine.
‘“* All the masters have resigned!*-

“What !> |
“Fact?’ said -.Bob. “I heard it from
- Phipps! He's just come from the Head’

house, and he’s heard——?"

i Oh rot!” snorted Armstrong. Who
Do you mean {o -
say there aren’t any masters in the school
now?’?

“They may be in the school, but they're
not acting as masters,” declared Bob Chris-
tine. “They've - all resigned—even old
Stocky! Crowell's in it, too, and Pycraft,
and Lee, and all of them! I understand that

1 old Pyecraft wasn't there at the time, but

hemremgned as a matter of course. He
couldn’t. very well stand out alone.”
“Ye gods and little fishes!” brmthed

Buster. Boots.  “There seems to bhe some-
thing in it, too! Afternoon lessons ought
to have stdrted half an hour ago, and there’s
no sign of the bell even! Things are in a
prettw pickle!”

The rumour concerning the masters went
through the school like wildfire. In the
West House and the Ancient Mouse the
rebels heard the report with incredulous
wonder, But, like the others, they were
compelled to helieve it. The very lack of
authority was significant. 'The prefects were
at a loose end, and they could find nohody -
from whom to take orders. The chaos was
growing worse every minute, '



And the Modern House and the East House
were losing their lukewarm attitude. With
every moment that passed they were be
coming more and more interested in the re-
bellmn. Somehow, they could feel that it
wius impossible to escape it. And it wasn’t
long before they, too, were forced to take
action. _

Captain Boom himself ocame striding
through Big Arch, and he took stock of the

‘l‘rmmrle—cromde as it was with fellows.
Thevy avere all non-participants, and still
under the authority of the school. Practi-

cally evelyhody ras there, and the new Head
felt that his opportunity had come.

" - Thoroughly scared by the disastrous result
af his conference, he had decided to take
action off his own bat. It was, indeed, the
only course he could adopt. He either had
to restore order, and justify his methods, or
make a swift and ignominious departure.

‘“ Ahoy, there!” he roared, his wwe Carry-
ing to every corner-of the Triangle. “Who's
in command here?"

Several of the p:efetts uent up. filled with
curiosity.

“ We're not exactly in eommand, sir, but

we're the prefects,” said Reynolds, of the
Modern House. ¢ We're rather worried

about lessons, There's. been no bell this
afternoon—-""

« There’ll be no lessons!” inferrupted the
skipper curtly. <“Give orders for all these
hovs to form up into line! [I'll have no more
of this slackness! Sink me, who’s
manmnd of . this fleet? Look lively, ye
lubbers !’

‘.‘Sea. siv,” gasped Reynolds,
true that all the other masters have
signed——"

“I'm givin® orders—unot askin’ m-enimnuf'
interrupted Captain Boom. * Get th 3¢ boyvs
in « line! I want none o your lip--— .

The prefects hurried up and down, ¢ A
orders. And within a few minutes all the
Forms were lined up neatly. Even the Sixth
was compelled to stand at attention,

Captain Boom inspected the whole =chinol
as though he were a general looking over his
troops. In the meantime, the upper windows
of tlie Ancient House and the West House
Lecane crowded with eager rebels, all watch-
ing this interesting scene.

“ Bueck up, you chaps* velled Handiorth,
from one oi the windows. ¢ Why don’t you
shiow a bit of spirit and join us? Don’t tuke
any notice of that rotter—"’

“ Silence !I”” roared Captain Boom.

“Go and eat coke!” retorted Handforth.
“We don’t take -apy notice of you! Not
likely !”

“Yah! Go back to your ship!”

“IWe're not sailors!”

The skipper had been very unwise in taking
any notice of the shouts, for it did him no
cood in the eves of the other boys. He
pointed a quivering finger at the rebels.

«'By sharks, this has got to stop!™ h(*

shouted thickly. ¢ Now then—take orders
Every boy here will obey me, or I'll string

i

in com-

5 Js-is it

‘every master,
ajving
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him up on the vardarm'!
an’ take 'em -by force!”

“You can't. do that, sir!"" shouted Cartlile
urgently. “ You'll (mi) have the whole schoel
involved! Don’t forget what Imppened to
the Ancient House.”

“You'd better be careful, sir!”
Reyvnolds.

He ana Carlile were the chief prefects St

Storm these eraft,

warned

the Modern House, and they could see dis
aster straight ahead.
“ Silenee, blume you!"' roared Captain

Doom. *“ Lead these boys to the attack, and
not so much of your insolence! I'm deter-
mined to bring this rebellion to an end--
an' 1I'm standin’ no nonsense!” ' ’

“They'll never attack us!”
the rebels. _

“Not likely!"”
“gome on,
stand cut?

¢ Hurrah!"

 Duck this old fossil in the fo untain !

““ Hear, hear!”

“On him!"”’

A dozen of the highest spirits in the
Modern llouse broke ranks, and swept upoun
the unfortunate Captain Boom. It was the
signal for a general melee. 1t wasz just like
the coxplosion et a dynamite charge after
the fuse had been lit., In less than twenty
seconds the Triangle was a solid mass of
yeling humanity,

The prefects could do nothing-—indeed,
many of them svere only too ready to ]mn iu
the gencml cammotion. The feelings of the
school were at fever-pitch--for Captain Boom
had -done more to arouse indizgnation than
any master within history. He had come
to St. Frauk’s to subdue the West. House,
and within two short hours he had got rid of
amd the whole school was out

yelled one of
replied Boots excitedly.

you fellows! Why should we
Let's join the rebellion!”

of hand.

CHAPTER X VI
A [ORAVE SITIATION.

= RAMATIC as the
i~ earlier surprises had
- = been, thiz was the

- > most sensational of

@ ¢ tll. Nobody had anticipated

& such a complete and utter dis-
intezration of authority.

And tle situation was fraught with t1.5:.tual
peril.

Exactly how Captain Boom escaped, he
hardly knew. Ie was ~hliged to flee, and he
just managed to reach the Head's residence
hefore the <crowd could seize upon him.
They were like a pack of hunsry wolves,
(llld they might have done serious dm!t[':t-::e
in their present ugly mood. -

“Jiggs—Jiges!” “panted Boom. az he
¢lutched at the desk in the Head's study,
““The whole fleet’s mutinied, an’ we've got
to steer a course ior port!”

Mr. Jiggs was near at
face pate with apprebhension,

hand--hiz bony
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“T told ye what it would be, capn!” he
-62:d nervously. “ What a fool you was to

stop here! This’ll mean the sack! The
commander will shove ye in irons, an’—"
‘“ Avast, there!” rumbled the skipper.

“That's enough from you, Jiggs! By all the
yhales/ I reckoned I'd settle this thing in
two hours—an’ these blamed boys have ¢one
mad !’

“It was your own fault,”” panted Jiggs.
“You oughtn’t to have interfered. Look
what you've done now! There ain't a master
left here, an’ the boys look like settin’ the
Jplace on fire! They're out for mischief,
cap'n—they’re out for blood, an’ it’s no good
sayin’ they ain’t!”’

*“ By the heat o’ the tropics, I believe ye're
Tight!”’ said Captain Boom upezsily.  We'd
best sail, Jiggs.”

““ Like as not we'll be caught afore we get
clear o’ harbour!” growled Mr. Jiggs. I
ain’t in any cheerful mood! XNo good sayin’
I am! We’ll be lucky to escape alive!”

In the meantime, events wcre developing
with dramatic napidity. '

The wild spirits of the East House had got
out of hand. It had taken a great deal to
arouse them, but now that the revolt had
come, they were apparently taking leave of
their senses,
for its collection of undesirables, and these
were the fellows who commenced the rioting.

Considerable numbers of the Modern House
followed suit. There was no guiding hand—
no voice to stay the tide. Without a master
in the school, this new rebellion was the
pi1ost serious of all.

Egged on by the wild ones, many of the
more level-headed boys lost control of their
wits and joined in the wild excesses. 1t was
all started as a Kkind of rag—but it was
rapidly developing into a scene of dangerous
chaos. .

A party of yelling fellows—seniors and
juniors—erowded into Big Hal!, and tocok
possession of the platform. Wild, senseless
speeches were made, and a good deal of
furniture was thrown about. Groups of
fellows capered up and down the East House,
and occupied the domestic quarters. Food
was grabbed, and the household siafl was
shased out. It was almost the same in the
Modern House.

There was a spirit of reckless madness in
the gir, and it was growing worse with every
minute that passed.

- In the West House and the Ancient House
the rebels realised that barricades were no
longer necessary. Why chould the fellows
hoitle themselves up? The whole scheol was in
revolt now, and there were no masters.

A?t-hnr Morrow and Regeie Pitt were
aghast. ;

They had instigated this rehellion in the
first place, but they had conducted their
own affair sedately and in a calm, ovrderly
fashion. They had hoped for suppori—but
they had never expected such scenes as
these. The sensible boys Kept their heads,
and were acutely aware of the danger.
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The East House was famous |

* Something's gol to be done!” said Nipper
breathlessly. * My only hat, look at that!
And it’s only the beginning, too! They're
going mad! The whole school’s taking leavo
of its senses! There'll be a catastrophe be-
fore long!”’

He was standing on the Ancient House
steps and gazing across at the East House.
One of the upper windows had been flung
open, and a bed was being thrown out. It
was just one of those objectless, senseless
things that a crowd of irresponsible
““raggers 'will do. And after the bed had
crashed to the ground, crockery came hurt-
ling out, narrowly missing the yelling groups
below. .

-+ And it's only the beginning!”’ repeated
Nipper, looking grave. * Something’s got to
be done!”

“But what?’ asked Tommy Watson.
“There aren't a dozen sane chaps left!”

““Then we’ve got to collect that dozen to-
gether, and decide upon something quickly!”’
retorted Nipper. ‘ Run round, Tommy, and
chase them up! You help, Montie.”

““ Anythin’ you say, dear old boy,” agreed
Tregellis-West. “ Begad, I'm beginnin’ to
get frightiully windy! Some of these crazy
idiots will set fire to the place next!”

Without delav, they sped off--but not until
Nipper had instructed them to meef in the
gymnasium, So far, this building had not
been touched by the rioters, end it was a
haven. ' | |

Within ten minutes, about fifteen fellows
had collected there-—and they represented the
level-headed fellows of all Houses—Nipper,
Pitt, Handforth, Boots, Fuliwood, Morrow,
Fenton, Browne, Christine, and a few others,
They had all sucreeded in Keeping calmn,
There wasn't a smiling face among the lot—
all were grave and anxious.

“The school's gone off it’s head!” TFenton
was saying. “And it's no good trying to
Kknock sense into these idiots! One word,
and they’ll pounce on us and beat us to
pulp! They’'re just in the right mood!"

“J am inclined to agree with you, Brother
IFenton,” said Browne. -+ Without awishing to
push myself forward, I urge you to let me
take ecommand_ of this situation—-"

““This is no time for your rot, Browne,”
said Boots gruffly.

‘“ Alas! Was I ever more serious?”’ asked
the captain of the Fifth reproachfully. “In
the interests of the school. I sugeest

“This isn't a one-man job, Browne,” inter-
rupted Morrow., “ Don’t think we're be-
littling your powers—we're not. But we've
all got to take a share in restoring order.
The honour of 8t. Frank’s is atv stake!”’

Nipper nodded.

“That's just why I suggested this meet-
ing,” he said grimly. °*The whole situation
has come upon us without any warning, and
we conldn’'t be prepared for it. But it’s up
to us to bring the riot to an end.”

“If we don’t, St Frank’'s will be {he talk"
of the «ountry,” declared Fenten, with a
worried frown. < XNot only that, but the




Sl -

whole place might be destroyed. These idiots
are upable of anything in their reckless-
ness."”

¢ There's nut a master left, and something |
drastic must be done)” said Nipper, with
quiet calmness,
let’s enter into this thing coolly.
to restore order! TFor the honour of our
school, and the very safety of if, it’s up to
us to undo the harm that Commander Rudd
has accomplished., Listen!”

They all stood still, and from every quarter
of the school came the yells and roars of
ever-increasing rioting. The situation was
becoming graver every second.

“Jt's appalling!” mutfered Morrow,.
to the lips. .

pale

“YLook here, you fellows,
We've got |

 had ever known.
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“ But it's not beyond us!” declared Nipper,
his eves glinting. “There’'s a way—there
must be a way! In another hour it will be
t(i)i)' late. We've got to act now, or not at
u i 5

“But how—how?™ panted Reggie Pitt.

“Let us put our heads together, and let us
conspire!” suggested Williamm Napoleoa
Browne. ¢ Always remember, brothem that
the darkest hour is just before dawn, I

-ha\e a conviction that we shall not labour in

vain.’

But as they listened to those ominous
sounds, the others were dubious. The famous
old school was in the hands of the mob. 1t
was the most dramatic rebhellion 8t. I'rank’s
And the immediate outlook
was utterly black,

THE EXD,

H

n

The flame of rebellion, at first confined
to the West House, has now spread with
amazing rapidity throughout the whole
school. There is no one in authority to
keep the wilder spirits in check, and events
at St. Frank’s, as related in next week's
story—

“THE SCHOOL
WITHOUT MASTERS!”

—are likely to prove unprecedented in the
utter disregard of law and order, and in
the total absence of respect for 1nd1V1duals
and property.

!t , 1Is going to be an exceptionally* |
thrilling yarn; so make sure of your copy
by ordering in advance. |
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FOR NEW READERS.

In the preceding chapter of this new story
of Calcroft, Tinker, the clever young
assistant of the world-famous deteetive,
Sexton Blake, pays a surprisc visit to his
old school, where he meets some of his
former chums, who are still at the school,
for it is not long since our young hero had
left Caleroft for the more serious and
dangerons oc¢cupation of criminal detection.
But if Tinker hopes to have escaped for a
few days from the excitements of his call
ing, he is sadly mistaken, as you will read
in the following instalment.

(Now read on.)
“D

THE MOTOR-CAR SMASH.
ISGUSTING animal!” said Fane.
' Souse his head in it, and send
him back for some clean stuff!”’
As Manners, Fane, Bindley, and

Tinker ran out, Wilberforce was such a
puathetic sight that there was a roar of
langhter.

‘““I believe he’s in a pig fit or something,”
grinned Pye. * What’s the matter with you,
Wilh? What have you got in your hair?”

*“ Really, I[—I don’t quite know,” said
Stott, blinking through his glasses. ¢ Al,
yes, my matches. I—I have been assaulted
by®™that fellow Roath. He asked me for a
mateh, but when. 1 saw that Le wanted 't
to light a cigarette, I refused. He snatched
the box most rudely frem my pocket, and
when, in the heat of the moment, I de-
seribed him, quite truly, as a cad, he flung
tiw contents of the box, nearly a full one,
into the pail, and pushed my head in after
them.”?

Everybody laughed again, except Bindley,
who crossed the corridor, and, turning the
handle of Roath’s daor, shot into the study.
Roath was reclining in a chair, with his

riding-boots on the writing-table and the
cigarette in his mouth. TRoath was tall,
muscular, well-built, arcd well-dressed. His

(ALCROF
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Another Clever Story of Sexton
Blake, Tinker and the Boys of
Caleroft School.

By
SIDNEY DREW
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coal-black hair, dark eyes, and thick skin sug:
gested a trace of Spanish or Italian blood,
Even his worst enemy would have admitted
that he possessed good looks.

“You're a bit previous, aren’t you?”’ he
askéd, giving Bindley a glance of mingled
surprise and contempt. <“If you want me,
go outside and Kknock at the door; and
then, if I want you, which isn’t at all likely,
I'l} ask you to come im.” -

“When I ge and knock at your rotten
door, you’ll wake up and find you’'ve been
dreaming,’® said Bindley. “ Look here,
Roath, you’ve not been in this house long,
and vou're only a sort of visitor, so we
don’t want to be rough on you; bui you
jolly well keep your hands off our kids. We
dow’t stand any bully tricks, even {rom
Sixth-Formers in Pycroft’s House, so you
can be pretty sure we’ll take none from a
nteasly Fifth-Former like you dumped on
us from Windover’s.,”

““You terrify me,” said Roath, letting the
cigarette-smoke trickle from his nostrils.
1 notice you’ve got a whole crowd at the
door to back you up, my gallant hero! Is
it to be an assassination? There seems o
be enough of you to murder me.”

“ Hi, chaps!”? shouted Bindley. ¢ Bring
in that pail, and we’ll teach this guy
manners. We'll duck the beast!”

roath removed his feet from the table,
jumped up, and stood at bay, with his
gold-mounted riding-switch in higs hand.
Another hand—Tinker’s—pgrasped Bindley Ly
the collar and dragged him back so swiftly
and viclently that Bindley found himself
in his own study before he knew it, and
he turned furiously on Tinker, thouzh he
had a great liking for him, but Fane and
Manners pouitced on him, and held him fast.

“Simmer down and don’t be an ass,
Bindy,” said Fane. ‘M we’re going to
start a full-sized row the very moment he
comes to see usz, Tinker says he’ll clear off
and chapce the rain, We can settle with
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that ecad another time. DI'm as Lecin &s A boy with a fawn mackintosh helted

vou are to have a go at him, but it may | round his waist and a cheek cap on his

cause a horrible shindy and spoi! things; | head, was walking down the asphalt path

so let's leave it mr_l till old Tinker has | towards the gate.

cleared out.” “There's one chap dodging prep., and by
“ And, really, I do not wisl: to be the | the back view of him and the Lmots. it's

cause Of any trouble, Bindley,
shall be comapelled to change my trousers,
said Wilberforce Stott. “ At least, he hnm«-
iy opinion of him, and if he possesses any
conscience at all, that should be sufticient
punishment. And it would grieve me (0
have Mr. Jack Tinker Hasland’s brief visit
rendered unpleasant in  any way on my
account.”

“ And ten to one if we ducked him he'd
o0 bleating to Pyeroft,” sauid Pye, ‘“or even
to the Head. We shall catch the beast

bending right enough omc of these days.
He didn't hit you with that horce-tickler,

did he?”

“ He¢ didn't,” said Bindley, fceling his

neck., ““If he had hit me, 1'd have goue
for him -ba]d-headed, Gosh! I don’t know
what you’ve dore to my Adam's-apple,

Jack, for 1 ecan’t find the thing. Squint
round the back of my collar and szee if it's
anywhere there. Pye, you've got a hefty
sort of grip, my lad, and it's a bit of a
wonder you dldll’tr vank my head oft.”

““ You're such a ‘spitfire when vou start,”
said Tinker. *‘Roath looks a likely sort in
a scrap, and though you’re a good ’un, I
think he carries too many guns for you.
If ’'d had to wade in to help you and Mr.
Pycroft had come along, I should have heen
booted out.” _

“All  sereneg,- we'll save it up.” said
Bindley ; “but if Roath doesn’t draw in his

horns and keep ‘'em in, it will be his
funeral.”
A bell rang in Caleroft’s famous cloek-

tower, and its notes went clanging across
the quadrangle in the rain, telling the boys
in Calcroit’'s many houses that it was tlme
for evening preparation.

“Sorry to have to leave you to amuse
vourself for an hour and a half, old thing,”’
said Fane to the visitor, < but the heastiv
grind has to be did. Crawl over to the
library if you want a book, or go and plax
dominoes or bagatelle with yourself in the
- Rag. Was he floury?”

“If you mean Mr. Pvycroft, 1
notice it,”” said Tinker.

““Well, so long. Perhaps they scraped the
fiour off, and Chules took it awav in
Bindley’s hat to make bunsg, for Chules is
a careful old guy. Don't let anybody pinch
our study while we're away. There goes
the second bell, so I must hop it.”

The noise of hurrying feet died awar in
the corridor, and Tinker was alone, watel-
ing the elms tossing in the breeze ‘nid the
dark rain-clouds drnm'f over Barren Tor.
Even in the rain there was a charm about
Caleroft, with its quaint old-world houses,
winding cloisters, and it’s stutely tnwers,
As Tinker peered out through the biurred
window the quadrangle was deserted except
for one human figure,

didn’t

althouah I i Ro.
L8 } £

R(Ja:th."‘ “Hallo! Itg
Wednesday to-
If the guv'nor

cood mind to

thought Tinker.
to clear up, after all.
murrum, and & half-holiday.
doesn’t want me, I've a
thn over.”

“There's one chap dodging prep., and by
got his eall through to “Baker Street with-
out much delay or trouble. It was not
the voice of Sexton Blake that answered,
but the voice of the housekeeper, Mrs. Bar-
dell. Luckily, she was accustomed to the
telephone.

“Mr. Blake was in to lunch, Master
Tinker,” she said; © quite unexpected, as
usual, and nothing in the ‘ouse except an
eger oF two and & bit of 'am, and raining
in torrents. No, he didn't say when he'd
be back, but I hear quite distinct, thank
VOll, e\cept when it fizzes. You're at Cal-
croft School, and will come home to-morrow
evening, unless wanted and telegraphed for
previons,  I've just baked a lovely steak-
and-kidney, which you'll find cold in the
larder if you fancy it for your supper, and
I don't think this awful rain ever will

stop.”
“Phew! How the old lady ratties on,”
thought 7Yinker, as he hung up . the re-

ceiver. “ Well, that's that,
As the rain had stopped,

anyhow.”
Tinker went out

“to look at his machine, and found it to all

imtact and untouched.
He mounted and rode into Caleroft town
to buy s London evening paper. They had
not arrived, so he thought he would kill
time by hawnﬂ a cup of coffee in the old-
fashioned tuck- shop and restaurant whers
generations of Calcroft boys had spent their
pocket-money.

A few minutes later, before the coffee was
cool enough to drink, Bindley came in.

““Guzzling again, are Yyou?'’ grinned
Bindley. I saw your old rat-trap outside,
and that gave you away. What do I want?
Oh, T'll try a dry ginger-ale. 1 was lucky,
Pycroft had sent a pair of his eye-glasses to
he mended. and he wanted ’em, S0 he
picked on me to bike down and feteh ‘em.

outward appearances

I've got the things, but I'm not going to
brecak my neck pu-.lunn back.”

Tinker ordered a dry ginger-ale for
Bindiev.

““ Anvthing lively fixed up for to-morrow
afternoon?™

“My dear old Tink, didn’t T tell vou J).ﬂ
nothing lively has happened at Caleroft” for
whit scems like umpteen billion years?"”
said Bindley. “There was sonme talk about
a paper-chase, but after this rain it will
he all slop and mud, so that will be off.
Have another cc:ﬂ'ec Iere, hiave any old

thing you faney in the shop.”

C“Hir a feortune a'!' at once?” asked

L Finker.
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“Not quite, but a bit towards it,” said
" Bindley. ¢ You must have brought us luck
for when we got down to the hall for prep.
there they were sticking .in the merry old
Jetter-board, a letter for each of us—Fune,
Mannerw, Pve and myself, and cash in each
'of e’
c . “Well, T don't mind h&vmg a hottle of
champagne and a couple of five-bob cigars
. with -you, to show there’s no ill-fecling,”’
said Tinker. *“That won’t cost more th&n
thirty shillings. As it’s decent coffee, I’ll
-iry another cup. Who's that chap Loath,
sanyway?”

. d & -

Screwhamer’s, with the training stables and
bags of shooting. In the frozen meat trade,
I thm}. and rolling in dollars.”

“If he’s 50 cloce why does he live In the
schoo!, Bindy?:*’

“Because the Governors of. Calcroft have
put the. Kibosh on day-boys,” said Bindley.
“I don’t know why, but _they won't have
‘et at any price. Too easy to run home
and ¢ry to your mummy if you got slapped,
or some nasty; cruel kid gave you a thick
ear. Therz was a shindy about.a couple of
lonts at Windover's—Brace and Colwith, two
gay sporis, wiho used to have merry little

n-f"’ﬂ
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. The car raced straight at the motor-cycle, but swerved just in time to miss it,
Iurched drunkenly across the road again, struck a tefegraph post w:th a termﬁc
crash and jangling of wires, and then collapsed.

-

“What makes vou ask that?”

Tinker shrugged his shoulders.

“1 don’t know, honest injun,” he answered.
“Only he’s a striking sort of youth, and
you want to look at him twice.”

“[ don't know that he’s such a striking
sort of vouth, Tinker, but he’s the sort of
vouth I'd jolly well like to strike,”” said
Bindley. “If he’d ducked Beilby it wouldn’t
have mattered, bhut Stett is such a silly,
Jiarmless, good-natured sort of ass, we
won't have him bullied. Roath’s father or
unecle, or something, has bought Rillsedge,
the big house and estate next to Admiral

card-pariiezs and baek racehorses. A day-
boy from the town here, silly little ass, used
to smuggla them in wine and spirits, and
put their bets on for them. 1t was hushed
up, of coirse, hut the three of ’em were
quietly booted out, and that was the last
of the day-hoys.” |
Tinker- bought his paper.
uphill push to the school.
“I'Il unstrap my bag and we'll put it in
the “sidecar with your bike, and then you
can 3it up behind me,” he said. |
“Right-ho!” said Bindley. “The road’s

It was a4 long
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wet, so don’t have a sideslip and make me
spoil my face.”’

“1'11 wateh it,” said Tinker.
all right?"’

“0.K.,” said Bindley.

All went well until they were near the
crest of the hill, and then the engine
stopped dead.

“A fat lot of good that notice Tane
chalked on the wall did,” said Tinker, with
his feet on the ground. *“Oh, such a lot
of good!”

*“What's wrong with the old crock?”

“Nothing, except that she’s been miiked,”’
arowled Tinker. “Some thief of a kid has
run off my juwice in spite of your notice.
The tank’s dry.”

“ Perhaps she leaks.”’

“Oh, come off it!” sald Tinker.
leaked I should have secun it and smelt it.
She’s been milked of a good galloa.”

“X expeet it must have been Beilby,
then,” said Bindley. * Seeing all that tuck,
and not being able to get his hungry teeth
into it would make the little cad wild
enouizh to do anything. Lots of our chaps
have motor-bikes, and some of ‘em cars.
T'll nose round to-morrow and sce if Bellby
has sold petrol to anybody. If he has, I'll
make him wish he hadn't.”

“I'd like to soak him in petrol and put
a lichted match fo him,”’ said Tinker.
“There's nothing for it now hut to shove.
A nice way to treat a visifor, isn’t it? A

“Back light

cang of petrolspinchers, I call vou. If it
doesn’t start raining pitehforks and hay-

ricks before we're home, 1 shall *be
surprised.”

“I'm jolly sorry, old man, and if I could
only prove it was young Beilby, I'd flay
him,’’ said Bindley; * but the cunning little
pig wants a lot of catching. Fish outl my
hike and ride home on it, and I'll push your
bunch of barbed wire and fin-cans back.
You're not getting ratty, arc you?”

“ Nothing to notice, but 1 should have said
a few kind words if it had happened at the
bottom of the hill,” said Tinker. *And you
do waste some light on your roads, too.
It's so jolly dark, you can’t sce to remem-
her your own name and address. Cleer up,
and barge her along.”

The night wind swayved the wet trees and

shook the chilly rain out of them. un-
pleasantly. The two boys pul on their
mackintoshes,  Tinker's headlamps were

beginning to fade out; but the worst was
over, and they were on the level again.

“Car coming, said Tinker. “As the
glims are looking a bit sickly, I'll give her
a chi-ike to keep on her own side.”’

The lamps 0f ap advancing car flashed out
brightly, and were reflected in the wet road,
Tinker’s hand found the rubber of the horn,
but he did not squeeze it. Three quick
reports sounded in their stariled ears. The
car had  been travelling stowly,

mn

“if she

but | and

suddenty it gathered pace, stopped, wair.wed
completely round as if on a pivot, and theu
came on dgain with a leap.

“Up the bank, Tinker!”
“Somebody’s gone mad!®’

Dashing clear of the motor-bicyele, the
two boys scrambled up the roadside banky
The car raced straight at the motor-cyvele,
hut swerved just in time to miss it, lurched
drunkenly across the road again, struck a
telegraph-post with a terrific crash and
jangling of wires, and then collapsed on its
side and lay motionless, and the lamps went
out. -

“Gee!  Here's a mess!” said Bindley.
“Threc punctures the poor beggar had all.
at once. I—I wonder if he's dead!”

“I'll o and look,” said Tinker in a queer
tone of voice. “You stop back a bit, old
son, for I'm more used to this sort of thing
than you are, and it may not be pretty.”

Tinker stood still for a moment, but as
they heard no sound except the rustling of
the branches and the drip of water from the
trees, he went to the sidecar and obtaincd
a flashlamp, and moved in the direction of
the overturned car.

“Is he knocked out?” asked Bindiey, from
the zloom. -

“Stone dead,” answered Tinker.

There was a brief silence, and Bindleyr,
who disliked horrory, experienced a curious,
prickly feeling at the roots of his hair.
Tinker spoke again:

“Yhere's the nearest ’phone?”

“At the school, I cxpect.”’

“I don’t see why we should bother them
there. There’s a motor repair shop up the
Barren Tor road, quite as near as the
school, and they’re surc to be on the 'phonec.
Jump on your bike and tell the Calcroflt

velled Bindleyx.

he asked,

police te come along. I'll wait here with
my flashiamp fo stop another car from

smashing into this one.” :

Bindley lifted his machine out of the side-
car and lighted the lamp. Much as he

detested horrors, he went forward to look
at the wunhappy motorist whn had been
piteched out into the road, but he saw

nothine except a pair of well-shod fect, for
Tinker had taken offt his mackintosh and
thrown it over the body. oy

“Get going, old son,”’ said Tinker, * for it
it isn't going to ruin waterspouts I'm no
judge of the weather.” . |

As Bindley rode away Tinker lifted awav
the mackintosh and turned the light of the
electric lamp on the motionleas fizure ¥al
lay there,

“Bindy?” he called.

*Chi-ike!”  replied
shoulder.

“My name’s Jack

“ All  serene.
hent

Bindley, over hia

Hasland.”

Jack,”” answered Bindley,
over the handlebars.
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CHAPTER 1V.
um POLICE INTERRUPT A SUPPER-PARTY.
Q¢ iLLO who’s that?”. asked a hoarse
voice that was quite familiar to
" ' Bindley.

. “Hallo, Blagg!” said Bindley.
“You’'ll do if Serﬂreant Siler - isu't there.
Tt's Bindley of Pycroft’s House, the school,
spcaking. from Horrick’s Gardﬂre There’s
heen a motor smash about three hundred
yards from the school avenune on the town
wde, and the driver has been killed. No,
'im not pulling your leg. Do you think
I'd pull your leg about a serious thing like
that?”

EBlagg, ﬁho had tramped the school-beat
for years, and knew what the Calcroft
juniors were capable of, uttered a doubtful
grunt. _ ;

“Perhaps you wouldn’t, Master Bmdlev,
but there’s some as would and I ain’t sure
that it is you,” he szaid doubtfuilv

* But it is true Horrick has gone down
there with a lamp to relieve my pal Jack

Hasland, who's warning cars to keep off
the ruins!” :

“Right! We're coming, sir,” said the
constable, consoling himself with the

thought that even it the message turned
out to be a bluff he would have a ride in
1he police-car almost to his own doorstep.
“If it ain’t jonnick, I'll go straight to Mr.
Pycmf,t and see what he thinks of such
'ﬂ"lt'l-s 2

Ti’nker, with his motor-cycle, was at the
cate of the private road, and he hailed
Bindley.

“I've {urned it up,”” said Tinker,
shrugging his shoulders, “and left the chap
vou sent along there. I shan’t be able to
turn up the Iinquest so easily, neor you.
That’s twice in the last three times when
I've tried to take a short holiday and
shake a loose leg that somelhing nasty
has happened. As we seem to be the only
two people who saw it, the coroner is sure
to want our ev:dence”

“Like a good many nasty things, it was
short and quick,” said Bindley. * My
cvidence won’t amount to much. I heard
1111'9;& of the tyres g0 bang, one after the
othZ?, saw the car jump ahead, whizz right.
round, make a dive-at your lnke, sheer off
hit the telegraph- pole, and tumble over.
1 didn’t even see the poor beggar of a driver
chucked. out. Was he badly messed, Tinker?
1s that why you covered him up?”

“When a chap gets killed that way he’s-

very seldom pretty to look at, old pal,” said
Tinker evasively. “If that sneak thief had
fet- my petrol alone we’d have missed that,
and I wish we had, for your sake. You’'ll
have Pycroft jumpinzg on your neck for
hemﬂ* so long, won't you?”

ﬁe can’t say much when I tell him what
stopped me. I wonder if I've lost the
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‘Pyeroft.

| Bmdley.?% -

things. No, got °em safe. DBut how {lhe
thump did that unfortunate chap get three
panctures all in a bunch, unless some-bod-y
spilled a cartload of nalls?”

Tinker mumbled something that was in-
audible. They pushed the motor-cyc]e into
the shed, and Bindley hurried away to give
the eyes-glasses to the Housemaster. Pre-
paration was over, and Mr, Pycroft- was in
his private room wrltmc 8 fetter,

“Your glasses, sir,’ *ud Bindley.

“Er—oh, thank you, Bindley!? said Mr.
- “T am very much obliged to you.
Has our young {riend gone?”

“HaQIand sir? He’s staying the night,
sir,” said Blndlev “We’ve had Condorh
hed made up for him in our dormitory, sir.’

“ Hu—hum, yes!” said Mr. Pyecroft, going
on with h:s lettex. = Exactly. Good~night,

“ Good- night, sir.”

To' see a man Kkiiled suddenly, even a
complete siranger, is a ¥ery unpleasant
¢xperience, and thoug_h Bindley had not seen.
the actual death of the unhappy motorist
when he had béen flung from the  car, he_
felt slightly shaky. The wireless was going
on in the Rag, and as it was a: hwh—
powered set it made plenty of noise. .

“If Tinker basn’t ‘told them I ~“won’t
mention the miserable business till after
supper,”® thought Bindley. “After getting
cash from home they’re sure to be pretty
cheerful, and won’t want to hear about
horrors.”

When Bindley opened the study door he
recoiled as if dazzled by the beauty of the
scene. A four-branched silver candlestick
with lighted candles in it decorated the
centre of the supper table and the table-
cloth was spotlessly white. The glasses,
fhough rather a mixed lot, were uncracked
and unchipped. The ginger-wine sparkled in
a cut-glass decanter, and the plates and
dishes were of “real” china. ‘A couple of
geraniums in pots, lent by that celebrated
gardener, Wilberforce' Stott, added -an
artistic touch, and Stott had also supplicd
some ~rather yellow-looking parsley fo
garnish the sliced tongue and ham.

“Scrumptious, isn’t it?’ said Pye.
“We've been round horrowing things. What
they wouldn’t lend we just bagged. Old

Partridge wasn’t in when we went for his
dinky candlestick, and if he comes back and
misses it and thinks he’s . been Dburgled
he’ll raise a horrid howl. That’s his
decanter, too. HMe’s got an eye for pretty
stuff, has Pariridge. How does the show

strike you, Bmdle} T
“Tophole!’’ said Bindley. “We may not
hawe much morney, but there’s a style about
- Where did you get the merry old table-

; c]oth P

“Qut of Partridge's drawer,”’ grinned
Manners. *“He won't mind: but I think we
ought to have left a note or something, It's



a thousand pounds to nothing he won't | hole pushed away the' eap off the doorknob,

miss the tablecloth, but bhe'll holler blue
murder if he thinks his decanter and candle-
stick have gone West.”

“0Oh, you needn’t worry ahout Pariridge!
He's the best in the world,” said Bindley.
“PT’ve not much time for prefects, but
Partridge is a good one. What have you
done with Tinker. H:uas he gone to wazh and
brush  his hair and make himself look
pretty?”

“Dinno,” said Fane. “I haven'i set eves
o him since just before prep.
he went across to see the Head.”

“If he did, we may as well zet on with
it,” said Manners. " Rose Halcart is sure
to ask him to supper.”’

“It isn't very easy to wrizgle out of a
thing when Rose asks you; but old Tinker
kuows he’s booked to feed with us, so he
wouldn't stop,” said Fane. “What did I
tell you? MHere he comes floating in, face
and feet, and everything complete. As the
bounder has paid for the supper, I suppose
we'd better give him a sniff at the ham-
bone and a bit of parsley. Sport our oak,
Pye, and hang a cap over the doorknob.
Tinker, my Ilad, we're proud to have you
with us. We just love to entertain a jovial
pal who pays for his own grub, and even
more so when he pays for ours, too, On
those terms, Tinker, we hope youw'll never
Icave us.” _

“Cut the cackle and show me the lLam-
bone,” said Tinker, with a quick, meaning
glance at Bindley., “I like to eat when I
can, for in my linpe you get disturbed pretiy

offen, Let’s postpone the speeches till
after the banquet. 'What f{rabjous luxury

and wealth! A ripping old candlestick that,
and everything is very nice indeed. This
for me? 'Thank you, Manners, my merry
old warrior!”

“Where did you hop off to?
Head?”’ asked Fanc.

“Nope. I got a ’phone message through
to Baker Street to tell my guv’'noer not to
expect his wandering boy to-night, and then
I pushed down to Calcroft Town for a
London evening paper, to see if anvbody had
died and left me a few fortunes. I pushed
@ lot of the way baek, too, for some kind
guy had cleared about a gallon of petrol
out of my tank.”

“ Beilhy,”’ said Manners, Fane, and Pye in
a ‘breath.

“If you tell such awful lies about me
I'll come in and rattle your wooden heads
together till the splinters fly,” cried a shrill,
indignant voice through the shaded key-
hole. “ And there wasn't a gallon in it.
That kid never had enough money in his
life to buy a wheole gallon at once.”

Manuers rose, grasped a cricket-stump,
and tiptoed to the door. It was no

Seen the

Perhaps

. use, ; at
for a piece of wire thrust throcgh the kesy- i walt!”?

and Beilby saw what was intended.

“All serene, Manners,” he said. “I’'m
only watching the animals feed. 0-oh! Talk
ahout thieves! That's Partridge's candle-
stick, and you must ‘have pinched it, for
Partridge has gone to London. Thiewxs,
thieves, thieves! Hi, Muallory, Nelson,
Widgett! Come here, you kids. Come and
have a squint at the robbers’ den. It’s fuli
of stuff they’ve pinched, candlesticks and
decanters and knives and forks and
nlites

Manners holted out, but Beilby was uséd
to being chased and was extremely fleet of
foot, When he saw that Beilby had reached
the head of the staircase, Manners knew that
purstit was useless. When hard pressed.
Beilby had been known to take refuge in |
the Housemaster's room when Mr, Pyerofi
was in possession, and he was so astonish.
ingly quick with excuses that Mr. Pycroft
never suspected that he had only come in
to escape a hiding.

Beilby looked over the banisters, put out
his tongue at Manners and danced with glee.

“Hurray!”’ he shouted. “They’ve got you

12

and your  gang at last, Manners. _ Your
number’s up, my lad, for here ar¢e the
police.”

Manners shook the ericket-stump menac-
ingly, and went back to his supper.

“A nice sort of kid, that,”’ said Tinker.
“A regular beast. The worst little
bounder in the whole school,” said Fuane,

“You can't help laughing at him, though,
sometimes; he’s. such a cunning little
twister,” said Bindley. *“He wouldn't steal
money or anything like that, but I {hink
he could almost sneak the socks off your
feet without unlacing your boots and then
sell them back to you before you found out
vou'd lost them. If you want to catch
Beilby you'll have to get up, not before

breakfast but nearly before supper. Whaut
was he shouting, Manners?” .

“Some tosh about the police,” said
Manners. * They were down in the hall

waiting to arrest us. If that yellow stuft
in the saucer i3 mustard, shove it along
here, Pye. And what about the ginger-
wine? Landlord, fill the flowinz bow!l® but
for the love of Mike don't spill any on
old Partridge’s tablecloth or we shall have
fo pay for getting it washed. Gesh! If
that’s Beilby again I'll smash him into
forty pieces!”’

Somcone had knocked. Once more ﬁnker

shot a meaning glanee at Bindley, and
then iooked at the door.
“Come in!” cried Fane.
“Good-eveninz, young gentlemen. Not
intruding or disturbing you, I hope? Oh,
supper! ° Sorry, gentlemen,

but I can
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. Police-sergeant Siler of the local constabu-1. “But you saw it, sir?”
lary appeared in the doorway, plump and | Tinker nodded.
smiling, made his few remarks, and then “And the other thmfr?”
withdrew. Again Tinker nodded and asked tlhc

“You've come to the right place ‘this
time, sergeant,” they heard Beilby say.
;Ilock em up, and give ’em fifty years,
with a dose of the cat twice a day.”

“What the thump does he want?”’ asked
Fane. “Hi! Come in, sergeant! ~ You
needn’t wait outside in the draught.”

“*No great hurry; no desperate hurry,”’
said the sergeant, reappearing once more.
2 I'm not fond of beingz disturbed at my
meals. myself. I’d like to speak to Mr.
Bindley, and Mr., Disland. I think it’s Mr.
Disland. I got the name from Horriek
of the garage, but I'm not quite sure of
iti?. | :

“Hasland,”’ said Tinker. “I gave
my name when he took my place.”

“The fact is, kids, Tinker and I saw
a motor-smash, and the poor bheggar was
killed,” explained Bindley. “As il’s nolt a
very nice thing to talk about, I thought
I'd tell "you after supper. That’s what
you want us for, isn’t it, sergeant?”

“That’s what brought me along,
said the sergeant, with another
smil’_e,, “hearing you were eye-witnesses, you
see. '

“Was it a collision?” asked Pye.

“Three punctures,”’ said Bindley., “He
wasn't coming fast, either. I expeet the
poor chap was so startled ™that he
accelerated and then lost control.
-jumped, and then buzzed clean round and
shot ahead. 1 don’t know how he missed
Tin —Jack’s bike, but he managed to swerve
‘off and hit the telegraph-pole on the other

him

i
sir,

‘side. It was a smack, too, for it made
the telegraph wires fairly rattle. Then
-ghg—-" - T

Bindley stopped when he saw that

- Sergeant Siler was staring at him with a
look of utter bewilderment on his plump,
pink face.

. “Bindley didn't see the body,” said
- Tinker quickly. “I1 eovered it over with
my mackintosh.”

“Or the car, sir?”

“1 didn’t notice how much smashed it

ol said Bmdlev\ “I saw th;tt it was
. I¥ing on its side.” .
. _“Oh of course!”’ said the sergeant.
“Three punctures, eh? Yes, to be sure,
Mr. Bindley. And you didn’t  notice. the
car much, or the body?” .
%.:He didn’t see the body at all,” said
" Tinker. * Bindley had hla bicyele in my
sidecar. 1 asked lum to cet it ‘out and g0
to the garage and telephtnne to you. When

he eame to where I was- Stﬂhdmf" I had
.¢covered the man up, knowing  he was dead.
.I had the only light,-
did not shine it on the car,
could only have seen it very

so my chuin
dimly.”

cheerful |

The car

my. fashlamp, and I |

sergeant to shut the door.

“I suppose it will bhe common talk to-
morrow, chaps,” Tinker went on, “but it’s
no good shouting it all oyer the school to-
night. There’ll be an inquest, and I was
trying to keep Bindley out of it.?

“I1f that’s all Mr. Bindley knows, I think
he will be out of it, sir,” said the sergeant.
“Three punctures, he says, and there's not
one puncture.” .

“Not one puncture?”’ cried Bindley.
“Why, I heard them go pop, pop, pop, like
revolver shots.”

“That’s just what they were, old scout,”’
said Tinker. “One went through the wind-
screen, and another through the poor ehap’s
brain, and where the third went I don’t
know, He must have put his foot on the
accelerator just as he was hit, which would
account for the pranks of the car on a wet,
greasy road. I don’t know qnite how it
missed my bike, for the driver must have

been stone dead theén, but a ecdr without
anyone to steer it will do jolly gueer
things.” ,

“You mean to - say the man was

murdered?’’ asked Bindley, with a gasp and ‘
a shudder. :

“Sniped in cold blood,” said kaer
“What’s the next move, -:ercre'mt? Do you*
want us to go to the police- station and have
our 1nf0rmat10n written down, ‘or nine
rather, for Bindley hasn’t got any? Don’t
you thmk you can eut him out of 1t after
what youve heard?”

“I’'m not quite in a position to do that,
sir,” said the sergeant. “I'm expecting .the
inspector. any minute, and he'll have to
decide. It looks a funny and ugly husiness,
but it may he very simple after all. 1
suppose I'll find you here if I want you,
gentlemen ?”

“I expect ao_.” said Tinker gloomily.
“As some wise ~guy remarked just now,
what  about the ginger-wine? Let's taste
it!” '

(To be continued next week. )~
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reader== in the difficult problem of choo:;-
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SECTION

READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

Being a regular reader of ““THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” I
desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S
LEAGUE, and to qualify for ali such benefits and privileges as
are offered to Members of the League. 1 hereby declare myself to
be a staunch supporter of “THE NELSON LEL LIBRARY” and
THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE, and that 1 have introduced Our
Paper to oue new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form .ittached hereto. Will you, therefore, kindly
forward me Certilicate of Enrolment with Membership ‘Number
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assigned to me.

SECTION .
I, Member No..........

makes me.....oo.....

MEMBER’S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS. -

(give Membership No.) hereby declare
that I have introduced one more new reader,
to certify this appears on second form attached he:eto
(state number of introductions up to date)

introductions to my credit.

whose signature
This

NEW READER’S DEGCLARATION.

(ADDRESS)
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vour name and address at bottomn of form.
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tills in Section €, crosses out Sections A
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THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE

My dear Leagueites,

I am so often being asked when the Leaﬁut,
Mag. is going to appear that 1 feel I st
nplam why this muech anticipated attrac-
tion does not materialise. The Mag. cer-
tainly ought to have been started a “month
agie and it would have been started if 1
vould have been dssured that a large nuiiber
of my readers really wanted it. The only
indication of a popular demand for the Mag.
15 in the number of readers who join the
League, and since only a comparatively
smalil ploportlon of my readers have so far
enrolled, T cannot devote several pages of
/# Ti% NELSON LEE LIBRARY to a Mag, in which
* only a small minority are interested.

The question of the Mag. or the League
is a matter for readers themaeh es to deude
While T am willing to econtinue to give the
League every suppcrt and encouragement,
because I believe it is capable of achieving
great social benelits among recaders in all
parts of the Empire, I cannot do more than
ask you, one and all, to rally round your
Editor, and make this magnificent conception
a real League of Fellowship, embracing
readers in aJl walks of lifc and in every
cou;cr of the w orId where the Old Paper is
reas

Though the tnnc is not yvet ripe to start

the League Mag., I still have hopes of get-
ling bllﬁIblE-‘Ilta support for it Jater on. 1In the
meantime, a new serial of Caleroft School,
introdueing Sexton Blake and Tinker, by
that n:fted writer, Mr. Sidhey Drew, is
mdhmc its appearance, and should prove
a wolthy sueccessor to “ The City of Masks,”
by the same author.

Whatever disappointmrent may be felt by
my faithful band of Leagueites at the post-
ponement of the League Mag., I trust they
will feel some compensatmn qt the news
I am about to unfold. You will remember
that one of the main features of the Maw

was to be a sertes of arficles on ¢ Careers,
designed for the purpose of helping 3,{]11
to choose a suitable calling iu life; and to
avoid the misfortune of ﬁndmn yourselves
“round pegs in square hole* > 1 have
decided to begin these articles withont wait-
ing for the Mag., and as soon as possible—
probahly within the next two or three weeks.
~ As I must not encroaeh further upon space
intended for another list of 0.0.s; I-will
reserve what I was going to say about ony
forthcoming series of cll‘tI(hE*: on “ Careers
until my ¢ Chat? next week.

Wishing yeu all of the hest,

Your sineere {friend,
THE CHIEF OFFICER.

A further list of names and addresses of
Organising Officers.”

233, Charles Edgar Bullock, 31, St
Michael's Hqudle Gloucester; 289, William
A, Chapman, 3, Dagmar led Camberwell,
S.E.5; 200. Tom L(}ld 9, Tldf.tl‘-"al Row,
W_’isbcch; 201. Jack Be1tmm Seofield, 8,
Arabin Road, Brockley, S.E.4; 292, I\enneth
Percy ‘%xma. 24, I*VL]IIM. Road, Nunhead,
S.IE.; 293, Albert Kirk, Haig Road,
Y ‘%tdﬂ’b, 294, Master Jnlm Ather]ev 3, Towns-
- end Road, 8. Tottenham, N.15: 285. Charles
B, ‘Watkins, 320a, lmperml Buildings, N.
Camberwell, SEI& 206. Alexander Stewart,
Medical Hall, Lettelkenny Co. Donegal;
297, Jack H. E. Beard, Tullion Street, Car-
- low, Ireland; 298. William Barrett C‘ommoua,
70, Lamecote Grove Meadows, Nottingham;
209. Bernard Wood, 12, Esteourt Avenue,
Headingley, Leed.-,, 300. William  Leslle
Beames, 167, Droop Street, Queens Park,
W, 10; 305. James Dennis Archer, ¢« Hasle-
mere," 26, Bishop’s Park Road, Norbury,
‘Eurrey, 324 Edith Bowman, 6, Beaconsfieid
Street, Princes Avenue, LWEIDOO] 344. Fred
Carter, 159, York Road, Battersea, 8.W.11;
357. George Daniel Cn]hm, 7D, Peabody
Buildings, Farringdon Road, Lonrlnn E.C.1;
375. Gl n Dauea, 6, Brunswick  Street,
Merthi® Tydfil; 377. Bertram Reginald Day,
L4} Alfled Place, Kingsdown, Bristol; 886,
John Emmott, “Peer Gynt,”? Washway
load, Brooklands, Manchestery 393. J. E.
Forsyth, 65, Blair Athol I{oad Ecclesall,
Shefticld ; 399. Reginald H. J. (‘an"E‘, 52,
Honley Road, Catford S.E.6; 407, William
J. Greaves, 3, Row 103 Great. Yarmouth:
420, I-’rederick Hoadley 62, \tleet

Nasmyth

Leek;--

Hammerzmith, W..: 421, Edward Hodge,
7, Mayor’s Walk, W’.ltelfmd Iteland: 435.
Solonion hammek 30 and 32, Eileen Mans .
Christian Street, Commercml Road,  E.1;
437. Michael J. Kava’ﬂagh, 132, Oxmantown
ioad, Dublin, Ireland; 445. Thomas- Frank-
lin Levy, 53, Dmﬂon Road, Peckham,
London, S.E.15: 452, John .Io::eph ’\Ifwhesey,;
24, Arbour Hill, Dublin; 456.: William
Magee, Abercorn Sguare, Strabane, ~Co.
Tyrone; 462, James MeCarthy, 1, Moore
Street, Cork: 466. Gerard Mercer, 1, Sweden
Grove, WdteﬂOU Liverpool; 472, Jack Mor-
rin, ]3, Upper Mount P]easant Avenue, -
Rathmines, Dublin; 475. Stanley W. Moul-

son, Burnley Avenue, Ainsdale, Southport_
477. Frederick Nash, 157, York." Road,
Battersea, S.W.11: 482. Herbert | Leslie
Norton, 42, Oxford Street, Liverpool; 493.

4urru==tu=s Pasback 7. Leeland Mansmns, W, !
]‘almg, 494, Harry Gamsford ‘Payne, - 38,
Isahel Grove, Clubnioor, = Liverpool; 517,
John Owen Seammen, 3, The "Avenue, Had-
feigh, Essex; 519, Ralph Sewell, East Street,
St. Ives, Hunts; 530. Bert = Smith, &8I, -
Southern Road, Washwood Heath, Birming- -
bham; 542. Horace V. Stone, 50, Norway
Street, Waterloo, Liverpool;
Nathaniel Tame, 21, Victoria Read, Kilburn,
N.W.6; 549. Merlin Thomas, 36, Brwhton
Road, Birkdale, Sounthport; a51 Walter
William Thorne, 42, Aquita Road, St.
Helier, Jersey; 553. Master. 8. Townend,
61, Hough Lane, Lower Broughton, Man- .
chester;  556. Andre van der Naatan, 94,
Nightingale Lane, Wandsworth, S.W.12; 581.
Winifred E. Wood, 95, Nansen Rcad, Spark-
hill, DBirmingham; 599. Samuel Cohen, 8§85,
Bmtnl Street, Belfast ; 612, Norman Hartley, |
35, Lwhtburne Avenue. St. Anne’s-on- Qea"

547. Frank -
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~A TALE YOU MUSTN’T MISS!

Lads, here s something extra-specxal—-a tale you certainly mustn’t miss, -
1It’s a grand, long complete yarn of Army life and football.

& THE OUTCAST OF THE EASTSHIRES'”

By ROBERT MURRAY. Lt

There’s enough reading in this tale alone to keep you busy for the best -
part of an evening—and don’t forget there are FOUR other ripping sports
stories in that whopping twopennyworth_ P
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